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Training your Husband to be your Sissy

As I've attended kink events around both Australia and New Zealand I'm often amazed at how often a woman or women will come up to me and ask "How do I turn my guy/husband/partner into my sissy? I would like to play with other males but all he wants to do is watch me with other women."
I think it's probably because I usually have a collared and trained sissy or transgirl on a leash with me.
The sissies, especially, get a lot of interest from the woman because they are more obviously a male that has been feminised.
Now boys, before you all go racing out to buy a pair of frilly knickers, the women, usually, don't want to fuck sissybois. They just love the idea of owning a subjugated male whose sole job is to fluff their "bulls" and to then use their tongues to clean the bull's cum out of their pussies and ass and off their faces after they've been used like the sluts they secretly yearn to be.
So, ladies, this is how to do it. But beware because it more often leads to complications than not! And know that if you're going to do this you're committing yourself to at least 6 month project. But if your man is, as is described below, it's going to be more like a 2 -- 3 year project!
I have assumed here that you're not already in a D/s (Domination/submission) relationship with your man and that you haven't already 'played' with another woman (willingly or just because you wanted to keep your man with you and happy)
If you're already in a D/s relationship with you as the submissive partner, good luck breaking him out of that! He's already getting everything he desires and he won't give that up easily. It's not impossible though as it's widely held that virtually no one is 100% dominant or 100% submissive, we all have, to some degree, switch desires and capabilities within us.
I'm also using, as my start point, a 'worst case scenario' for you. Your man is 100% straight and has no interest in doing anything with another male. He has believed, until now, that he's the dominant partner and will resist being turned into the less powerful one and will absolutely resist any attempts to introduce another cock into your relationship. Your current sex life is probably plain old vanilla 'cock in vagina' fucking where he hardly considers your wants or needs at all. He thinks a quick tweak of your tits and rub of your puss means you're good to go.
There's a pretty good chance he's actually a whole lot more submissive and willing to be dominated than you would believe. As I've observed many times in the past. Submissive men are a lot like dog shit on a Parisian street. You can't help but stand on some every time you turn around! If he is most of these steps won't be needed. You'll be able to tell by how readily he accepts being locked into the cage and feminised and how soon he accepts you bringing another cock into your relationship. I'd still recommend starting with a transgirl or crossdresser, though, because he's much less likely to get freaked out! (After all the only difference between a straight man and a bisexual man in a 6 pack of beer, a hot tub and a reasonably attractive transgirl!) It's also that he'll be much more willing to let a pretty crossdresser or transgirl suck him off and to go down on her than a masculine man the first couple of times. Most men are sluts and, as long as they're getting their rocks off regularly, they don't care whom it's with!

	Getting him started on his journey.


Buy your man a chastity device (cock cage). One that is lockable, make sure the key is well hidden. Then, on a Friday night, induce some sex play and, as you go down on him, say you want to try something a little kinky then lock him into the cage. Now tease him mercilessly. Kiss and stroke all of his erogenous zones. Neck, nipples, perineum, spine, backs of knees, etc. Create as heightened a sense of arousal in him as you possibly can. As soon as he is as turned on as you can possibly make him grab him forcibly by the hair, or back of the neck if he has none , look directly into his eyes and say firmly "I'm not going to let you out until you have satisfied me completely."
Then lie back. You must not allow him to go directly to your breasts or pussy. He will try to, trust me! He must start at your feet and massage/kiss/stroke his way up both legs, skirt around your whole pussy area, and do the same across your stomach, skip your breasts and work on both of your arms. You must then roll over and make him kiss the nape of your neck and trail kisses down your spine. Have him tongue the cleft of your ass, allow him to taste your taint and tongue your rose bud (if it's something you like having done, make him do it) then down the backs of your legs. Have him softly lick the backs of your knees.
Once he has completed the tour of your erogenous zones, and only after he has toured them all.
You must get him used to serving your needs primarily before considering his.
And no matter how turned on you are, you will then turn on to your back and guide him to your breasts. Show and tell him how to do it properly.
If you really want to know how having your breasts fondled and caressed properly feels like get another woman to do it!
Voice your approval as he learns how to caress, suck and fondle them the way you like. Once you are as close as you can get to orgasm without popping guide his head down to your pussy. Once again, you will need to show him what you want. Tell him what you want/need.
You're training him to obey your voice and service all of your wants and needs primarily.
Show your appreciation as loudly as you dare when he does it well. Guide and show him when it's not quite right (be careful to offer no criticism though).
As soon as you orgasm, or are satisfied, if you're multi-orgasmic, immediately roll over and go to sleep.
Pretend if you have to!
He will probably protest but pop an eye open, throw a hand over him and say something like "My God, baby, that was so good! You've completely worn me out. I'll take care of you in the morning, I promise."

	Making him horny.


As soon as you wake, try to be as late as possible, get out of bed. Shower, get dressed, do your make up and go out for most of the day. He will probably follow you out hoping you will 'take care of him as promised' but look at your phone or watch or clock and go "Fuck! I'm late!" When he asks where you're going sigh and say something like "I really don't know why I bother telling you anything because you never remember! I'm meeting the girls (or your parents, or you've got a work thing) for brunch, remember?"
It doesn't matter that it's not true because he probably would have forgotten any way, right? 
Grab him by the cage, he will be excited and trying to go hard, but the cock cage will be preventing it, pull on it tightly enough to be slightly painful and say "You were so good last night, lover, I hope you can give me a repeat performance this afternoon?" Kiss him passionately, try to fan his arousal levels as high as you can with your kisses and touch whilst keeping hold of the cage.
You have to remember men are very cock centred in their arousal.
Press your breasts against his chest or arms, kiss him again, let go of the cage and walk out.
If he wants out of the cage give him a mischievous smile and say "No, you'll just have a wank as soon as I go, I know you! And I want at least as good a performance when I get back as I got last night!"
You must go out until at least mid-afternoon but send him regular, but irregularly spaced, texts telling him you're thinking about how good the sex was last night and how much of a stud he was and how you're hoping for another session at least as good when you get home.

	Getting him to wear his cage all the time.


When you get home grab him by the hand and lead him straight to the bedroom. Drop your clothes to the floor just as quickly as you can, climb up on the bed, spread your legs, touch your pussy and say "Hurry up, baby, I need you right now!"
Make him strip naked, except for the cock cage, of course, before letting him up on the bed.
He'll probably want you to take off the cage. Say "Not till after you've done me first!" Give him a really big smile and pat the bed beside you.
This time allow him to go straight to your breasts, you're turned on, remember? You don't 'need' him to warm you up this time. He must start at your breasts, though, and you must make him go slowly and gently so that he is actually turning you on.
Remember, you are teaching him that your needs come first.
Make sure you are vocal in your appreciation of what he is doing, guide him, show him, not so much verbally, but by guiding with your hands and by moaning loudly when he gets it right. Once you are ready guide him down to your pussy and have him tongue you to another orgasm (or multiple orgasms) until you are satisfied.
Once you're done pull him up so his head is on the pillow with you, snuggle your naked body as close to him as you can to him, grab hold of the cock cage and gently play with it.
By now his balls will be aching and he will badly need to come.
Kiss him and praise his love making generously. Tell him how good he was and how good he made you feel.
Here comes the key part (because you need him to stay caged).
Pull a little more insistently on the cock cage and say something like "I think this has really helped. It seems to have made you much more enthusiastic and conscientious about looking after me first and not just looking after your own needs. If I promise to look after you too, will you leave it on for me?"
You must now wait! Men are like steam engines! They can't do anything without a whole lot of huffing and puffing. He will voice some protest but it's vital you remain quiet until he either agrees or goes silent. If he hasn't answered "yes", simply look him in the eyes as adoringly as you can, and say "Please?" He will still likely say no, but you must not relent. Just pout and say "Please, baby, I really like being like this with you."
If he still says no, don't insist, you'll just make him angry. Release him from the cage.
You'll probably have to let him fuck you to keep up your end of the bargain. But don't allow him to touch you sexually again until he agrees to be caged. Every time he asks or tries to initiate something just sigh and say something like "I don't think you care about my needs at all, only about your own."
Men really hate feeling like they've disappointed the woman they love.
Over the following days, at least a couple of times during every night, fondle him to hardness but when he turns to you and tries to initiate something shrug him off with an annoyed grunt as if he's woken you up.
After a few days he will, more than likely, put the cage on himself. If he doesn't ask him to put it on for you again. He'll huff and puff again, but you need to remain silent, if he doesn't acquiesce say "Won't you do this one little thing for me? It feels so good, for me, when you're in this and looking after me first." And look at him fetchingly. If he masturbates don't say anything just look disappointed.
Keep this up and he will fold and agree if for no other reason than that he knows he's not getting any until he has.

	Once he has agreed to being caged voluntarily, and has gotten used to wearing it, you can move onto the next stage: Sissifying him.


You start by grabbing the cock cage and saying "All this pubic hair must make wearing this really uncomfortable. Let me shave it off for you!" Don't let him say no. Just drag him by the cock cage into the shower, turn the taps on, take off the cage, grab his razor, lather him up with some soap, and begin to shave the area. Make sure you are teasing and playing with him, take him in your mouth and say "It'll be easier if you're hard cos everything will be out of the way!"
Do not let him come!
Make sure his whole jockey brief area is well shaved. Remove all the hair from around his cock, balls, perineum and ass. Tell him, very vocally, how good it looks and how sexy you find it, that it's turning you on and that his cock looks so much bigger shaved like this!
Cock ego and envy is very central to a man's psyche.
The area will rash the first few times if you don't treat it properly. It's the itchiness and rash that stops most men from wanting to repeat the process. To prevent this, baby powder works well, so does baby oil. Put it on for him over the next few days, until it's time for him to shave the area again. Use it as another way to keep his arousal levels high.
As he is now as hard as a rock, and aching to come, you need to get rid of his erection before you can get the cage back on. So lead him back to the bed. If you're not already shaved around your pussy area bite your lower lip and look a little shy and ask "Will you shave me down there too, please?"
Keep in mind you are trying to teach him to obey your every whim and command.
Send him to get a towel (for under your bottom), a hand mirror (so you can see if he's got everything), his razor, some shaving foam, a facecloth and a bowl of warm water. Get him to shave you clean. Allow him, in fact, encourage him, to play with your clit and pussy and to slip his finger inside you. Luxuriate in the attention and let yourself get really turned on so he can feel the wetness and heat coming from your pussy.
Obviously if you're already shaved or waxed or lasered down there you can skip this part.
As soon as he's finished guide his tongue back onto your pussy. Tell him you want to see him masturbating as he eats your pussy but he's not to come until you tell him you're satiated. Once he has satisfied your needs say something like "I want you to kneel between my legs and masturbate until you come on my pussy. I want to feel your come hitting my labia and leaking down my pussy, being shaved like this, it will be so hot!"
It's very important that you don't allow him vaginal sex until he is ready to become your sissy cock slave.
Trust me, it won't take him long to come. Tell him how hot that was to watch and feel. Place your hand on the back of his head and see if he will let you guide him down to use his tongue to clean you up. If he doesn't resist or he seems willing but a little hesitant say "Use your tongue to clean me up, baby! That would be so hot!"
Do not insist though, he needs to think he is a willing participant in his sissification. If he doesn't want to lick you clean you still need to make him clean you up. Send him to get a wet warm washer.
Cleaning you, as well as your bull up, after sex will be one of the sissy's main tasks.
Don't let him take too long though or he'll be hard again and you'll have to repeat the process of getting rid of his erection. While he is still soft lock him back in the cage. Tell him how sexy it looks and how much you like how he has been 'looking after you' sexually and how much fun it's been and is going to be. Make sure he knows how much you like how his cock and balls look shaved and in the cage (so horny making) and how you expect him to keep the area clean shaven now. If you'd like to remain 'bare' down there make shaving you part of the weekly duties he has to perform to be allowed to get his reward.
If he presents unshaven refuse to even allow him to touch you until he's cleaned himself up.
It's very difficult to keep everything around the cage completely shaven so make it a weekly event that you release him from the cage, have him shave it all properly (and you if that's required), show you how good a job he's done (that he's been a good boy) and then masturbate onto your pussy or stomach or breasts.
Never onto your face, no matter how much you like it! And never let him come on your ass because you want him to get used to showing you what he's doing.
There will be things that he will never be allowed to do, like coming on your face or fucking you in the ass, because they are reserved for your bulls. He needs to eventually learn that the reason you have to take a bull is because he in inadequate for your needs.
Then he goes straight back into the cage.

	Keeping him in a constant state of frustrated arousal.


This once a week masturbation is the only relief you will allow him. Make sure you tease and play with him every chance you get so he's in a constant state of frustrated arousal. Keep telling him that you will 'look after him, too'. But that having him so attentive makes you so horny and feels so good that you want him to stay that way a little longer. Say "Think about how good it's going to be, for both of us, when I finally let you fuck me!"
It's also vitally important, for now, that you don't 'make him come', not with your hand or mouth or pussy or ass. His role is to satisfy you, then, if he's been a really good boy and satiated you completely, you will allow him to get himself off.
Every so often you will need to pretend he hasn't done a very good job at getting you off (even if he has). That you're not 'properly satisfied' and make him watch as you pleasure yourself to a very loud orgasm (pretend if you have to). Then refuse to let him come on you as he masturbates because he hasn't satisfied his end of the bargain. Make him come on his own stomach. Gather some of his come on your fingers and see if he will lick it off for you, wipe it on his nipples, if he won't.
After he has come, spread your legs, touch your pussy and ask if he'd like to try again to get the chance to come on your breasts? If he will help and guide him so that you can have a really good orgasm and reward him appropriately. If he refuses don't let him anywhere near you until the next week.
He will, of course, be trying to insist on actually fucking you (putting his dick in your vagina). In turn try to insist that he doesn't because "I want to keep exploring what we're doing together because I don't think either of us have had so much fun or come as hard as we have these last few weeks!"
You may need, from time to time, to break the 'no penetrative sex' rule to keep him from rebelling and refusing to play anymore games.

	Starting his feminisation.


After a few weeks of this, and on a day just after he's shaved and is about to masturbate, throw him a pair of your knickers, or a pair you've bought specially for him if he is too much bigger than you to wear yours, and say "Put these on for me, lover? I think they will look so sexy that I will probably get really horny, and you know what happens then!" and smile.
It works especially well if it's a pair you've worn and been aroused in, ask him to sniff them first and then put them on.
He will most likely protest "I'm not a pooftah", he'll say. Reply "I know you're not, silly!" Touch your pussy or cup your breasts. "You've shown me that very well lately! I just think it will look as sexy as hell!"
As before you now need to remain silent. If he refuses shrug and tell him to put the cage back on. Say "I don't know what your problem is. It's going to make me horny and you're going to get to come, so why won't you put them on for me?"
Refuse to let him even masturbate, let alone, come on you, if he won't put them on.
Use the same process as before. He'll cave even quicker than the previous time.
Always make him lock himself back into the cage so he knows he's doing it voluntarily.



Once he has them on you need to exclaim over them. Grab his ass and tell him how hot they make his ass look. Caress all over them. Push your finger up towards his rosebud through the material, pull them out of the crack of his ass and slip your fingers inside the leg opening and caress his ass and entrance to his anus. Mouth his caged cock through the material. Tell him how hot it's making you and that you're going to need him to make you come again. Guide him into a 69 and, as he services you with his mouth, play with his knicker covered ass. Slide your hands inside and caress his ass and his caged cock. Work a finger toward his anus, touch and stroke the entrance to his anus. If he protests just go "Shhh! It's turning me on, can't you feel it?" and keep going. Let him bring you really close to orgasm then push him off, pull his panties down far enough to take the cock cage off and immediately lie on your back with him between your legs. Say "Fuck this is so hot! I want you to masturbate yourself over the top of the waistband of your knickers, whilst I make myself come. I need to feel your come splash on my pussy as I pop! Can you come with me? Come on my pussy as I orgasm?"
He will, of course, be keen to come.
Once he's shot his load take him by the back of the head and guide his head down to clean you up again. If he still resists say "I think watching and feeling you clean me up will make me come again. Please, baby, make me come again? You make me so horny! I need to pop again, please, baby?"
If he does it you need to come! Fake it if you have to! Then tell him over and over again how fucking hot it was, how good it felt and how you hope like hell he'll do it again.
If he doesn't want to use his tongue to clean you still it's important that you don't make a big deal of it. Just keep trying every couple of times and tell him how hot the thought of him doing that makes you until he does.
Don't forget to hand him his cage so he remembers to put it on.

	Starting to teach him his role.


Make this part of your weekly routine but remember, it's vitally important it's not you that makes him come. He needs to learn that having you give him an orgasm will only be allowed when he's been a very good boy.
When he gets used to wearing the knickers as part of your weekly play sessions, on a day when he is out, remove all of his boy underwear and replace them with a selection of women's knickers. Have some frilly ones, some thongs, some boy cut briefs he can wear for work and any others you think will suit him. When he complains simply say "Your ass is so sexy in your knickers I want you to wear them all the time. It'll make me so horny at work knowing you're wearing some sexy knickers I chose for you I'll probably need you to fuck me as soon as you get home! Please, baby? It will make me happy!"
Silence now, is again your best friend. If he tries to refuse say "What's the big deal? Only you and I will know and it looks sexy and it turns me on. Don't you like turning me on?"
If you quietly but stubbornly insist, using the same techniques as before he will soon give in and agree to wear them.
Every time he 'gives in' you need to thank him and reward him for acquiescing to your needs. Let him have an extra orgasm or make him a really nice meal, something.

	Training him to like ass play.


Now is the time to introduce more and more ass play when he's servicing your needs. Play with his butt, slide your fingers into the crevice of his butt. Get him used to you stroking and playing with his taint. Keep sliding your finger toward his anus until he allows you to touch and play with his rosebud. Wet your finger and use it to rim his anus. Slip a little bit of your finger in. Every time he protests tell him "Shhh it's turning me, and you on. I can tell by how your cock throbs every time I do it."
But remove your finger for a bit before returning to it again. Start to play with his balls as he masturbates for you. Stroke his taint as you handle his balls. Wet your finger and reach toward his rosebud and make the area as moist as you can. Slowly get your man used to having your fingers around his taint and anus and a finger probed a little into his butt. Obviously you will need to sit up to do this. Let him rub his cock on your breasts if he's letting you play with his taint and/or ass, but lean back away, so he can't, if he resists your probing fingers. Push him away if he tries to follow you with a curt "no". Reward him with contact with your breasts once he lets you start playing with his ass again.
Once he allows you to slip a little bit of your finger inside his ass as he masturbates tell him how horny doing that is making you, how slutty it makes you feel and how much you love doing that for him. He will eventually relax and enjoy the sensation. Once you can tell he is enjoying having his ass fingered (it might take a few sessions) wait until he reaches that point of no return and is starting to come and push as much of your finger into his ass as you can and hook your finger back towards his balls. Hopefully your finger will scrape across his prostate, if it does then then, trust me, he'll want you to do it over and over again. Push the mounds of your breasts firmly around his cock and let him come on them. Come if you can, pretend if you can't, and say "Fuck! I came just from doing that! Fuck doing that is so hot! You have to let me do that again! Oh, baby I came so hard!"
As usual, make him use his tongue to clean you up but guide his head between your legs again because he's made you so horny. Again, pretend if you have to, he needs to know that what you're doing to him you're doing not only for him but because it turns you on. Trust me, he loves the fact he makes you horny enough to come.
Getting him to do what you want is really a simple matter of rewarding him when he obeys and ignoring him when he won't but continuing to fan his sexual arousal.

	How to enjoy anal sex.


If you're thinking you're going to want to try anal, or you've already experienced it, but it wasn't done properly, so it hurt, and you want to try again, this is the time to teach him how to service your ass. Lift your hips up and throw your legs over his shoulders. Guide his head lower until his tongue is licking your taint.
Don't do this unless you are scrupulously clean in that area and around your 'starfish'!
Use verbal encouragement as well as constant pressure on his head to encourage him to keep licking there and/or to go further towards your rosebud. Tell him how good it feels and how hot it's making you.
Remember, eventually, you're going to want to get him to the stage he willingly does this for your bulls (prepares your ass to take their dicks).
Make him tongue your ass and lick your taint and rosebud. Roll over onto your stomach, put a pillow under your hips, so your ass is raised. Then he'll be able to tongue you from your clit, across your vulva and perineum, and all the way to your rosebud. Every time his tongue hits your rosebud groan in appreciation. He'll soon get the hint to concentrate on there. Instruct him to hold your ass cheeks apart and tongue your rosebud and to push his tongue as far into your ass as he can. Have him 'fuck you in the ass with his tongue' shoving his tongue as deep as he can, withdrawing it, then repeating. You need to be very verbal about how good it feels. Reach between your legs and start to masturbate yourself. Make sure you show by your moans and thrusting hips how much you're loving what he's doing.
At this time he is going to try and fuck you, probably in the ass, but definitely in somewhere (he'll ask you to take the cage off so he can). It's extremely important you don't let him! No matter how turned on and horny you are you must resist! Fucking you in the ass is going to be something he never gets to do, it will be reserved for your bulls. His job is going to be to make sure your ass is ready to receive the 9in monster you're hoping to score with.
Tell him you're too scared to let him fuck your ass because every time you've tried it it hurt but that you want to lie on your stomach and finger yourself to orgasm as he rubs his cock along the crack of your ass between the cheeks. Remove the cage and have him tongue your whole crack until it's sopping wet with saliva then have him lie on you with his cock between your cheeks and let him hump you. Every time he tries to slip it into your ass or pussy, and he will try, tell him "no" curtly and that you're going to make him get off and put the cage on if he continues to try.
Tell him you want to feel him come on your ass as you orgasm (to help him, regularly squeeze your ass cheeks together around his cock) so he needs to wait until he feels and hears you starting to come. Once you've come, and he's shot his load, make sure you have him clean you up, but now, as he has been a very good boy, you need to reward him. I'll leave that up to you. You can let him fuck you, or give him a blow job, you choose. Definitely one of those two, though. But, as soon as he has come and cleaned you up, back into the cage he goes.
He'll be even keener to please you now as he knows when he does he will get his prize of actually fucking you or being blown.

	Teaching him more of his role.


He now needs to get used to preparing your ass to receive your bull's cock. Ask him to buy you a series of butt plugs ranging from really small to as big as you think you might like to take. Say to him "I want you to be able to fuck me in the ass."
Be crude in this situation because he loves to think you're a 'dirty' girl
"But you're too big. Will you help stretch me?"
Hand him some lube, your vibrator and the smallest of the plugs, lie on your stomach, spread your legs and slide your hands down to your pussy and start to play with yourself. Ask him to tongue your clit and vulva and to make your taint and ass all wet and slippery. Ask him for the butt plug and to watch for a moment. Lasciviously suck it and make it as wet as you can make it (he'll love the show) then hand it back to him and tell him to be gentle. Have him rub it around your rosebud and to gently apply pressure to the entrance. Your 'starfish' will get dry fairly quickly so keep getting him to tongue the area as it does tell him to lube up the plug as well. When you're ready tell him to gently push the plug in.
He needs to be in his cage for this because, if he isn't, he's going to try and substitute his dick for the plug and if you're as turned on as you should be by now you'll probably let him!
As the plug slides into your ass it will probably hurt some (even when you're stretched, and used to taking cocks up there, as the head pops through your knot there is usually a stab of pain). Ask him to stop and clench down on the plug with your ass sphincter.
Similar to those Kegel exercises you were meant to do after having your children, remember? 
Then relax your sphincter and give a gentle push, as if you're trying to push the plug out, then relax and tell him to continue (repeat as necessary). Once it has popped through the knot (it will feel similar to when a man's cock head pops through) the part of the plug after the widest bit is quite narrow and will sit inside you comfortably. Give yourself time to get used to being 'filled up' while continuing to play with your pussy and clit. Use your imagination, if you have to, and pick someone you'd really like to have in your ass and fantasise it's him. Once the plug feels comfortable get him to tongue the cleft of your ass and gently pull back and push in on the plug. Make sure it doesn't slip past the knot until you are used to that feeling (clench down on it with your sphincter if it feels like it's going to).
You'll probably come to love that sudden intense feeling as the plug, or your bull's cock, pops through the knot but probably not immediately.
As your excitement rises tell him to increase the speed of his pushes and pulls. As you get close ask him to use the vibrator on your clit and pussy. Use your fingers to guide him because he probably won't know what he's doing. As you get to almost 'that' point tell him to turn the vibrator all the way up and push it firmly against the plug and slide a couple of fingers as deep into your pussy as he can. Continue to play with your clit, and ride the intense feelings as you feel the plug vibrate through the thin wall between your ass and the inside of your pussy.
Once you're satiated he needs to be rewarded again use whatever method seems appropriate to you (except for your ass, of course). Be extravagant with your praise. Tell him how good he is to you and that you just love how well he has looked after you since he put the cage on.
Always make him think it was his idea to be caged.
What an awesome lover he is and how much you love him and how you feel so much closer to him now he takes care of you first and so well!
Hand him his cage.
Repeat with the other plugs until you can comfortably take one the size of the cock you think you might like to take up there.

	Continuing his feminisation.


As soon as you feel that your man is no longer even really thinking about wearing women's knickers, except when you're grabbing his ass and exclaiming how hot he looks, you can add some 'stay up' stockings and a butt plug (for him) into the mix.
After he has finished in the shower, and has shaven his genital area all clean, hand him a really brief thong and a pair of 'stay up' stockings. Don't make any fuss about it simply say "Can you wear these for me as well please, baby?"
He will obviously protest. You should reply something like "You have really sexy legs and they will look even hotter in a pair of stockings!"
He'll want to know why you want him in 'this shit'. Just say "Because you've been so good to me, I've been considering raising the kink level so you can start to have some of your fantasies fulfilled! But I don't think I can do it. I'm too nervous. So I thought we could play some role play sex games where we 'switch roles'. I want you to pretend to be a 'woman' so I can see if I can make love to you like that and get more comfortable with these games we've been playing together. If it goes well I'd like to see about finding a female lover for us both to play with. Please help me?"
How can he refuse?
Help him put the stockings on because he'll try to put them on like a pair of socks (he won't roll them up first) so you'll have to show him. As soon as they are both on burst out laughing and say "They look ridiculous with your hairy legs! Come into the shower and I'll shave your legs for you." Start to walk towards the shower as if it's a given he will follow you.
He'll raise the usual protests "what if the guys at work, or my mates, see it?" Point out that he works in an office (if he does) and wears long trousers all day so who is going to see? If he works in shorts point out that manscaping is a really big thing now and you thought it would be a thrill if he 'gave it a go' because you think he will look hot! And say that after he's done it, he can tell everyone at work that you fucked him senseless all afternoon and night (because you're going to) and they will all consider doing it too!
If he continues to object fold your arms under your breasts and give a really disappointed sigh "Why do you keep resisting me when every time we do something together like this our sex life gets better and I learn to love you a little more?" Take his hand again and insist he follows you to the shower.
Shave his legs smooth. Keep exclaiming how sexy his legs feel and look now they're getting smoother. Once you've finished lean back and say something like "Fuck you have sexy legs I can't wait to see you in the stockings!" At this point ask if he wants you to just go ahead and shave the rest of him because "in for a penny, in for a pound, right?"
Hopefully he will acquiesce, but it doesn't matter if he doesn't, because you'll get him there eventually.
Take him back to the bedroom insist on rubbing some moisturiser into his legs and tease him mercilessly. Stroke his dick, play with his balls, finger his ass and constantly croon about how fucking sexy his legs are and how you can't keep your hands off them. Rub some into his stomach, chest and back if he's let you shave him all over.
The object is to bring him as close as you can to orgasm but not let him over the edge. This is called edging and it's something you need him to be able to do for long period of times, as you'll see, in the following passages.
Help him back into the stockings. On the pretence of 'helping him' stroke his now smooth legs and keep telling him how much his 'sexy legs' are turning you on. Let him feel your pussy so he can feel your arousal. Hand him the thong that you've chosen for him (the thong needs to be big enough to cover his bulge).
You'll want him in his cock cage, and given you've just spent 30 minutes winding him up, he's going to be as hard as algebra so tell him you're just so horny you have to come now and you want him to come on your tits as you finger yourself to orgasm like, right now!
This is a time to fake it again if you can't quite get there. What you want is him coming as soon as possible and to be soft enough to fit back into his cage.

	More feminisation.


Once he has finished and has you clean again tell him you want him to look as much like a girl as possible so you can pretend that you're going to be making out with another woman and the cage will help smooth the bump (it will, but only because it won't let him get hard) and get him to put it back on.
Have him climb up on the bed and lie on his back, get him to raise his hands above his head and hold onto the headboard, if you've got one, or the back of the mattress if you don't. Instruct him that if he lets go and touches you the session is over. Tell him he is to close his eyes and keep them closed.
This is, once again, getting him used to obeying you, and only wanting to satisfy you not just getting himself off. And helps move him towards taking the more subservient role you have in mind for him.
Now make love to him like you would like to have someone make love to you. Kiss the nape of his neck, blow gently into his ear, and nibble on his lobes, kiss him gently then passionately, softly lick the corner of his mouth, trail kisses down the centre of his chest and slowly circle into his nipples. Tease and nip and gently pull them with your teeth. Swirl your tongue around them and softly suck on them.
Around now you will need to remind him he must stay still, keep his eyes closed, and not to touch you no matter what!
The next thing is to start to talk to him like he was a woman. Tell him how sexy 'she' is. How you love her tiny tits and rock hard nipples. Kiss slowly down his stomach stroking and gently tweaking his nipples as you go. Trail kisses down to his thong then kiss where a woman's pussy would be. Use your tongue to lap at the area as if you were licking a pussy through her knickers.
Make sure you are using the feminine pronouns whilst talking to him in these situations as you want him to get to the point where he knows his role is to service cocks, not use his.
Tell 'her' you can feel how hard her clit is and how wet she is and how you can feel the heat of her arousal.
Move him a little more towards the centre of the bed so you can get into a 69 position.



Remind him again he must keep his hands off you but can lower them if they're getting uncomfortable.
Lower your pussy onto his mouth and ask 'her' to eat you out.
Explain to him he needs to pretend he's a woman and be gentler with his administrations, like a woman would be.
Sit on his face so he can't see what you're doing and reach into your night stand and bring out the massage oil and the smallest of your butt plugs. Lean forward into a classic 69 position and slide the thong strap out of his crack and apply a generous amount of oil to his ass and gently start to rub it into his rosebud. Start with your finger, as usual, and slip it into his ass. Mouth his cage through the thong and tell him you're giving her a little bit of finger while you're eating her 'pussy'. Slowly stretch his entrance until you can fit a second finger into him. Slowly insert the butt plug. He'll probably clench down and resist. Tell him to relax and enjoy as there's nothing like having your clit licked whilst there is a vibrator inside your pussy. Once you have the plug fully inserted, hopefully deep enough to be resting against his prostate, grab your vibrator and apply it to the base of the plug. This will send extremely pleasurable sensations across his prostate and colon, through the thin wall that separates his prostate from the base of his penis, and into his dick.
There's a pretty good chance, if you've done it right, he'll come, even though he is still soft in his cage. This is the start of training him to the point that the only way he can come is with a cock, preferably the cock of one of your bulls, in his ass and rubbing across his prostate.
Make him pleasure you until you are satiated. Let him take off his cage and remove the butt plug then reward him for being a 'really good boy' by letting him have vaginal sex with you. It won't take him long to come, properly, this time. Make sure he uses his tongue to clean you up.
Remember that you're going to make him clean your cum filled pussy after your bull has had you so get him used to it now.
Once you're clean, cuddle up with him and raise that fact that even though he tried really hard and you tried your best to imagine him as a woman it didn't really work as he is just too masculine dressed only in panties and stockings and wonder, out loud, if he would be prepared to go a few steps further to 'pretty' himself up so it would be more convincing? If he doesn't immediately say "yes" drop the subject. Make sure he is back in his cock cage and let him sleep.
About here you need to assess where your man is up to in his conversion from 'Alpha male' to 'subservient cocksucker'. You have him, at this point, exactly where you want him to be when your bull arrives. Basically naked, with nothing on but a tiny thong, is completely shaved down from head to toe, and is in a cock cage!
So let's look at some possibilities
He's raised little to no objections to this point. This would mean he's actually quite submissive and you can start to accelerate his transition.
He has willingly, or even better yet, enthusiastically gone along with all of the 'games' so far then you have a natural submissive and it will be quite easy to convert him to into a 'cocksucking submissive' as he, pretty much, already lives only to please you.
If your man is in the first category you can mix and match some of the below to get him more quickly to part 25 where he meets Abby. In this scenario (what you do is slightly different to the suggested actions below) you should ask him to dress in his thong, etc. before 'she' arrives but raise no objection if he doesn't want to.
If he is in the second category you can skip down to part (25l) where Abby comes over the second time.
Remember we're not trying to create a transgirl here (not sure if that's even possible). We're trying to create a cross, or more accurately, fetish dresser (n. One who dresses in the undergarments normally associated with the opposite sex to them for the purposes of sexual gratification).
There is a third category, of course, in which he resists you every step of the way. This means you're going to have to 'break him' into the role. The following instructs you how to go about breaking him down. It mainly involves stripping away his male persona and force feminising him completely so he will later be appreciative of the fact you've 'allowed' him to return to some semblance of masculinity.

	More and more feminisation.


The next morning fuss over him and tell him how sexy he looks in his stockings and thong with his shaved legs. Rub your hands up and down his legs cooing over how smooth and wonderful they feel and look. Cup his cage as if you were cupping a woman's vagina and finger the entrance to his ass. Emphasise how womanly he looks from the waist down and how you wish he had a pussy so you could go down on it because you think you would be able to do it this morning as you're so horny.
Kneel down and mouth his cage to show you think you could.
Make him pleasure you with his hands and tongue. Explain to him the reason you have your eyes closed is because you're imagining that he is a woman servicing your pussy. Come hard and loud, even if you have to fake it. Get him into a 'scissor' position where your pussy is grinding against where his 'pussy' would be.
Remember you're actually grinding against his cock cage and his balls are in a fairly vulnerable position inside the cage so you need to be careful! Crushed balls is not a pleasurable feeling! You will want to push hard enough so that it causes him at least a little bit of discomfit occasionally, but not too much pain, just to remind him who's in charge!
Tell him you need to come again and start fingering yourself as you're scissoring with him. Have an orgasm (pretend if you need to).
Gasp to him that you had a sudden vision that he really was a woman and that he was fucking you with a large strapon and it popped you over the edge hard. Say "Fuck that vision was so fucking hot!" Bite your lip and look nervous. Start to say something and stop, blush if you can. Start again and stop then say, really softly, "I think it would be so hot if you bought a strapon, slightly bigger than your beautiful cock, dressed in your knickers, stockings and your cage, and then fucked me with it. I think I'd come so hard I'd have to give you a really good reward after. Would you do that for me? It might help me decide if I really can let a woman do that to me when she is making make love to me." Smile and say "Wouldn't that be a great show for you?" Look down and away as if embarrassed to be asking.
Silence is once again your best friend. Never beg and never berate him if he won't do it. Just use the withdrawal of affection and reward system we've discussed earlier in this post.
Give him time, if he hasn't bought one after a week, ask if he had thought anymore about getting a strapon as you really wanted to try it with him. That it makes your pussy throb every time you think about it, which is all the time. You need to make sure that you give him no relief during this time. Even if Saturday comes around, and he's all freshly shaved down there, tell him to put his cage back on and say that he may have a wank by himself before putting it back on if he wishes. Don't allow him access to the net though. Make him come up with his own fantasy to get off. If he does manage to come get him to tell you what he was fantasising about.
Hopefully it won't have been about your sister. 
There'll be a good chance it will be about you with another woman and him joining in. Tell him it's a possibility but that he needs to help you get over your fears first. And that having him shave off all hair below his eyebrows and dress like a woman then make love to you like he was one would certainly help ease some of your fears.

	Teaching him his cock is not needed.


He will eventually buy the strapon and give it to you. Make sure you bring the fantasy to life as soon as possible after he has given the strapon to you. Get into the shower with him when it's time to for him to shave himself down and do it yourself. Use all of your skills to get him as excited as he can be without coming. It is, of course, impossible to get the cage on if he is fully hard so here's what you do: Tell him you want to raise the kink to a new level and take him into the bedroom. Using some of your pantyhose, tie him, spreadeagled, to the bed. Blindfold him with one of your scarves and stuff a recently worn pair of your knickers in his mouth
Recently worn is best, especially if you were aroused when you were wearing them, because the smell will drive him wild.
If you've made him horny enough in the shower he won't raise even one objection.
Go to the kitchen and get a damp cloth and a teaspoon. Wrap some ice inside the damp cloth and give it a few minutes so the cloth is really cold. Go to the bathroom and rinse your mouth with a little bit of toothpaste. By the time you get back to the bedroom he will have started to flag a little, but won't be soft. Take his cock in your hand and start to make him hard. As he reaches hardness take him in your mouth. Don't suck, just mouth him and gently breathe in an out with him in your mouth. The minty freshness of your breath will first cool and then warm his cock and bring him instantly close to orgasm.
Do not let him come!
As soon as you sense he is close hold the damp cold cloth against his balls and smack the eye of his penis with the teaspoon really hard! Unless he's a total sadist he will go soft immediately.
You want him horny but not hard.
Place the cock cage on him then proceed to make him as turned on as you possibly can again. Do the same as you did the night you first pretended he was a woman and made love to 'her'. Keep tormenting him until he is groaning in pain because his cock is throbbing against the limiting constraints of the cock cage. Ask him if he wants to come? Of course he will say yes. Then say "If you dress up as a woman again put the strapon on and gently make love to me until I'm satiated I'll take your cock cage off and let you fuck me for real, deal?"
He will instantly agree. Untie him, take the blindfold off and your knickers out of his mouth, and then hand him the stockings, thong and strap on. As he wrestles with the stockings, hand him a camisole top to wear as well.
Don't say anything just indicate he should put it on, too.
Once he has all of the gear on help him to put the strapon on and tighten up the straps. Position it so it's actually resting on his cock cage not his pelvic bone as it should be.
You'll want this to be a little uncomfortable for him so he won't want to do it too often. The goal is to get him used to the idea you're going to want a bigger cock than he has in you before too long and that he can't satisfy this urge by getting increasingly bigger strapons.
Once he is all done up lie back. You're going to do as little as possible so that everything is up to him. Tell him he needs to warm you up with lots of foreplay because 'that's what a woman would do and you want to experience that'.
He should be stroking and kissing and licking all of your erogenous zones before he's even going to go close to touching your breasts or pussy.
Once he has completed his tour of your erogenous zones get him to gently massage and stroke and lick your breasts until he can feel your arousal. Then use his tongue on your clitoris and vulva to drive you even higher and to dip his fingers inside your pussy, gently stretching your pussy with one, then two, then 3 fingers to prepare you for the larger sized 'cock' he's going to fuck you with.
When you're ready to be penetrated ask him to lube the 'cock' and to gently insert it into you.
You'll need to lube it as there is no precum to prepare the way and your own juices probably won't be enough.
Take your time, and make him take his, until you are used to the extra girth and length. When you're ready whisper huskily into his ear "Fuck me hard now you beautiful sexy girl!"
Make sure you push back at that 'cock' hard enough, from time to time, so that it hurts his balls.
Keep calling him by feminine pronouns. "Fuck me, darling girl. My god, you sexy bitch, you're making me so hot! Etc." so he believes you are fantasising about him being a woman. Come hard and loudly at least once, numerous times, if you can.
Once you're fully satisfied ask him to gently remove the strapon from your pussy and tell him to take it off. But ensure he remains in his female clothes including the thong and top.
Release him from his cage and get him hard as quickly as you can. Guide him inside of you then ask him to fuck you hard again. As he fucks you continue to call him by female pronouns. As soon as he comes, come too.
Time to pretend if you have to.
Drag him over so he's lying on his back and snuggle in as close as you can to him. Play gently with his cock. Stroke his stockinged legs and slide your hand inside his camisole and stroke his chest. Lavish praise on him. Tell him how good he was, how hard you came, how much you love him and how much you appreciate what he did for you. Call him your sex god and the best lover you've ever had.
It's called 'stroking his ego so he'll want to do you like this again.
Don't even make him clean you up or put on his cock cage. Tell him you want to fall asleep with his come running out of you to remind you how good a fuck he is.

	Further feminisation.


In the morning he is going to be hard again and will want to fuck you because he will think things are returning to normal. Don't let him! Tell him you are too sore from last night (doesn't matter if you are or not) Send him off to get a warm wet facecloth. Wash yourself under the covers Say "because you don't want him to see he's hurt you by fucking you that hard and well," if he asks.
Then tell him you want him to come on your breasts.
Don't help him at all other than to let him straddle your torso as he wanks himself off. Once he has come, gather a little bit on your finger and make a real show of swallowing it. Then make him use his tongue to clean you off.
Make him clean his cock and groin area with the same washcloth you used and put his cage back on.
Tell him you feel like some Maccas for breakfast but don't let him take his female clothing off. Just allow him to put something on over the top so the fact he is wearing women's clothing is hidden and send him to get some.
When he returns with breakfast emphasise to him that you expect him to stay clean shaven from the eyebrows down now and that, except when he was wearing shorts where he could leave the stockings off, he was to wear the stockings, knickers and a camisole top all the time as it makes you so horny to think of him as your 'secret girl'.
Explain to him that if he did this he will get rewarded for making you happy.
Over the next few days you need to keep him in a constant state of arousal. As soon as he gets home make him strip off his male clothes and put them in the wash. Explain to him that you find him so sexy dressed 'enfemme' you want him to be like that all the time you're alone together. Give him time to get used to the idea that at home he is to openly be 'your girl' and when he is out of the home it makes you really horny thinking about how he is now 'your secret girl'.

	Teaching him to appreciate others paying attention to you.


If he works in an office or in retail turn up at his work with the cage key, have him sneak you into the staff cubicles, undo your top and tell him you want him to come on your tits but only if he is still dressed enfemme. Make him show you he is. If he's stripped them off don't make a big fuss about it just let him know you're really disappointed and immediately leave. Give him the usual cold shoulder treatment until he promises to wear the clothes as you want.
If he's still wearing the items take off his cage and kneel down so he can shoot on your breasts. Guide his head down to clean you off but leave some and say you're going to leave your top undone enough so that people will notice his come on you as you leave his office and when you are walking around. Put his cage back on before you leave. If people you don't know notice give them a really big smile and lick your lips.
If he works in construction, or elsewhere outside, turn up at his work dressed as sexily as you can manage. Short skirt, tight see through top, black bra, make up just perfect and enough buttons undone so you're just about to pop out the top of your outfit. Swing your hips and toss your hair, smile and wave at all the boys, then march straight up to one.
Even if you've seen your husband pretend you haven't
Ask for your husband by name. Ask "Who's the boss?" And then ask that person (the boss) if your husband can take you to lunch. Smile wickedly and promise you won't keep him long. Of course your man will say that he can't get away so pout and lean in and ask quietly if he's still wearing his knickers and camisole top. Make him show you, but not obviously, probably when he walks you back to the car. Same as above, if he isn't wearing them just walk away. If he is tell him you're going to give him a reward when he gets home.
As you walk back to the car make sure you swing your hips and make eye contact with as many men as you can and flirt with your eyes and smile. If you catch them staring at your breasts or ass, smile and wet your lips with your tongue.
This is the start of getting him used to, and appreciative of, other men paying you attention.
When he gets home, if he has been a good boy, make sure you reward him by letting him come somewhere on you.
If he bitches about you turning up at work dressed like a slut look really hurt and say "I just wanted to do something nice for you and to show all your workmates you have a hot wife who really cares for you. Why wouldn't you want that?" If he fusses more say "Fine! I won't bother anymore, now do you want to come and have sex or do you just want to piss me off so I won't let you?"
Tell him that he can tell the boys what a hot fuck you are, if he wants, and that he can describe some of the things you have gotten up to. Tell him you think it would be hot to know some of his workmates and/or friends were lusting after her. Make him tell you which ones have said you were hot and remember their names.

	Moving him more towards being your sissy is next.


Start to buy him some girlie outfits. Dresses, skirts, blouses, sexy nighties even matching bra and knicker sets. Make them as slutty as you can possibly find. Really short skirts a size or two too small so he will have to squeeze into them when he begins to wear them and his ass will hang out of the bottom. Tops that barely cover anything and will barely do up across his chest. Dresses that have a mile of cleavage and will leave the cheeks of his ass exposed.
Don't say anything just place them in his wardrobe. If he asks just shrug and say something like "Dunno, they looked sexy and I thought you might like them." Refuse to answer any more questions about them.
Start to expand on the amount of time you spend arousing and teasing him. Try to keep him right on the edge of coming for as long and as often as you can but make the times you allow him to service you then get some relief more and more sporadic. Other than insisting he wears his stockings, knickers and camisole all the time don't ask for anything more.



He will start to wonder if he's done something wrong. Tell him "no" but then pretend as if you're going to say something hesitate and stop. Look away... "No, nothing".
He'll know something really is bothering you and ask you to tell him.
Reply "I can't help but think of the night you made love to me, dressed in your stockings and thong, with the strapon and I get so horny! I really want you to dress up in one of the outfits I chose for you and fuck me again but I get scared to ask you in case you don't want to. That you think I'm weird. Then I want to cry because I think maybe you don't want to please me anymore." Well tears a little if you can.
Keep in mind here that boys are not good at taking hints so you may have to spell it out for him.
If he doesn't offer ask him "Will you let me choose you an outfit, put the strapon on and fuck me again?" If he does offer, or when he has agreed, uncage him and send him off to make himself totally clean shaven (if he isn't already). Emphasise that he must stay soft because you want him in his cage so the unsightly bulge isn't evident and ruining the fantasy the he is a woman, but he's not allowed to have a wank to do so.
Smile wickedly and say "I can repeat the ice and spoon treatment if you need me to?"
Once he has returned with his cage on have him dress in the knickers from a matching lingerie set that you have chosen and put the stockings on. Hand him the slutty skirt you have bought for him and help him into it. Make sure you play with his ass and cage whilst you are doing it. Exclaim over how sexy his ass looks in the skirt. Cup the cheeks of his ass where they hang below the bottom of the skirt and tell him how horny he looks. Tell him how feminine his ass looks in the skirt and how much you like it. Kneel down and ask him to bend over then kiss and nibble on his ass cheeks. Wet your finger and rim his ass. Then slap his ass and tell him to hurry up and finish getting dressed. Hand him the matching bra as if it's a given he will put it on. Just say "It goes with the outfit I've chosen for you"
He probably won't be flexible enough to do the straps up behind his back so show him how to do it up at the front and slide it around to the back before putting his arms in the straps.
As soon as he has the outfit on slip your hand inside one of the cups and go "Fuck that looks so hot!" and play with his nipples for a bit. Hand him the blouse you have chosen and only do the buttons up to where his cleavage would be if was female. Compliment how he looks. Tease him by saying what a sexy girl he makes and how you're sure all the boys would love to fuck 'her'. Help him put the strapon on making sure the base is positioned on his cage again.
Strip off and climb onto the bed. Spread your legs and touch your pussy. Say "Make love to me, my sexy girlfriend!" If he goes in too hard, he's male so he probably will, remind him that he's pretending to be your female lover and that he needs to make love to you properly and not just fuck. Make him take his time. Use oral queues to guide what he is doing. Moan and tell him when he has got it right, guide with your hands when he isn't quite there.
Never criticise or complain though, just guide. His ego can be easily bruised in the beginning when he's like this and, if it is, he won't want to do it again.
Have him play and tease you until you are ready for the 'cock' then moan "Fuck me with your girlie cock, lover!" Make sure you use female pronouns as he slips it in you. Close your eyes and imagine whatever you need to to give yourself the biggest orgasm you've had yet (pretend if you have to).
Once you are completely satisfied push him off and take the strapon and cock cage off him, hand him the strapon and tell him to clean it off using his mouth and tongue. Say "Pretend it's my clit you're cleaning. Baby!" And tell him "Besides, all good girls clean their lover's cock off after being fucked!" and laugh.
Once it's clean put the strapon on yourself. Position it so it is on your clit (if you didn't already know this) show it lewdly to him and ask him if he likes you having a girlie 'cock' and whether he thinks it's sexy? Push him onto his back and have him hold the headboard or top of the mattress and close his eyes again. Admonish him that he needs to hold still and keep his eyes closed or you're going to stop.
Tell him you're going to pretend that he is your 'new girlfriend' and that you're going to make love to him as if he was a girl. Give him a female name you have chosen for him and call him by that name for the rest of the session.
This is part of training him to be 'Becky Cockslut' (as an example but don't use the 'Cockslut' part until he's pretty much already there) when he is dressed enfemme. A submissive cock sucking little whore that lives only to please her Mistress and her Mistress' bulls.
Once again make love to him like you wish someone would make love to you. Tease and play with all of his erogenous zones except his cock.
Girls don't have one of those so why would you?
Slowly centre onto his taint and ass. Use plenty of saliva and get the whole area as slippery as you can make it. Rim his ass with your finger then slip it inside. Change to your middle finger and start to slowly stretch his hole. Hook your finger up towards his balls, you should hit his prostate if your finger is long enough.
You'll know when you have because he'll groan and both he and his cock will jump.
Don't let him come!
Reach into your dresser and grab some lube and grease up the strapon. Push his legs back and apart and position yourself between them with the strapon aimed as his rosebud. Keep fingering him in this position until he gets used to having you between his legs. Then swap your finger for the strapon.
His eyes will fly open as he feels it pushing at his entrance. Cover his eyes with your hand and say "Shhh my darling girl. You made me feel so good fucking me I'm going to return the favour!" You'll need to be slow and gentle so his ass gets used to the intruder. Once you get it almost all the way in grab the 'cock' part by the base and angle it upwards so it's scrapes across his prostate as you pull slowly back.
He'll grunt and jump again when it hits.
Do this a couple of times but slowly so he doesn't actually come.
Remember, it's no longer your job to make him come, it's his!
Let him lower his arms and place them on your hips. Say to him "Pretend you're my female lover, baby! Tell me how much you love having my 'cock' in your pussy. Push back at me like I do when you're fucking me."
Keep encouraging him to talk to you like he is a woman and to thrust his hips like a woman does. Tell him you want to hear him grunt and moan and to beg you to fuck him some more.
To encourage him, grab his balls just under the shaft with your forefinger and thumb making a circle. Gently stretch his balls away from the shaft of his cock so that you can virtually close the circle of your thumb and forefinger. Hold him cupped in your hand so his balls remain stretched a kittle away from the shaft then stroke his cock until he's hard again (if he isn't already).
Be careful not to let him come.
As you slowly push into him release the pull on his balls and, as you pull back, gently pull downward on his balls. This will pull on the skin just below the tip where his 'helmet' pulls up and is his most sensitive part. Encourage him to move his hips so he is fucking himself on the 'cock'. As he lifts his hips gently pull downward on his balls.
Once he has established a rhythm stop moving and make him do all the work himself. He'll have to lift his hips to get the pull on that most exquisite spot and push down to get the stretch happening again. Be very vocal whilst he is doing this. Tell me how much of a fucking whore he is and how much you love it. Call him your dildo loving lesbian lover. Tell him he's your dirty slut and that you want him to come for you now.
It's called trained orgasm where he will learn to only come on your command and immediately when you command. And is a good start on him learning to love coming on a cock that's in his ass scraping on his prostate.
As he shoots, come yourself as if you found him doing that a total turn on (pretend, blah, blah) and congratulate him effusively. Tell him what a good little girl he is and how fucking hot watching him do this is.
Once he has come make sure he uses his mouth to clean any splashes off you if there are any. Scrape some of his come up onto your finger and make a big show of tasting, licking, then sucking your finger clean. Scrape some more up and offer it to him. Tell him to suck your fingers clean as it'll be so sexy for you. Send him off to clean himself and the dildo up. Tell him to hurry back because you need to come on his magnificent cock (this being his reward for being a 'good boy').
Do so, as soon as he's back. Hand him his cage once he's cleaned you and himself up.

	Punishment and reward.


Have him fuck you like that a few times then, after he is doing it willingly, make him get dressed like that to earn his weekly 'reward' of servicing you and being allowed to come on you.
Once he becomes accustomed to having to do that, tell him if he gets himself all girlie dressed once he gets home you'll probably want to fuck him more often as you love the thought of him being your lesbian lover.
He will try and demand you get a real lesbian in as promised. Just look at him really tearfully and say "Don't you want to be my lesbian lover? Why would I need more than you?"
Yes, it's called emotional blackmail!
Every time he does come home and get into his female clothes make sure you reward him.
You'll need to get him more used to ass play so start fingering him and massaging his prostate every time he masturbates for you. After he has come always scrape up a little bit of his come and make a show of swallowing it and feed some to him. Make him continue to clean the rest up with his mouth and tongue.
Remember, he must always take care of your needs first!
Once he is starting to change almost every time he gets home remove all of his male clothes, except for his work ones, of course. If he says anything shrug and say "You hardly wear them anymore now that you're mostly my girlie lover and lesbian partner and it makes more room for the slutty outfits I love buying and dressing you in." and smile lasciviously. "Now hurry up and get changed! I left an outfit on the bed I want you to put on and fuck me in!" And smack his ass.
You need to buy him a pair of 4in heels. On average his woman's shoe size will be about 3 sizes bigger than his men's size. Don't make the mistake of getting the 7in heels, because he won't be able to walk in them.
Leave the heels sitting with the outfit you have chosen. Have a note on them saying "Put these on too, sexy girl" with a big smiley face. If he hasn't put them on when he comes out go and get them, kneel before him, and encourage him to put them on. Use compliments and touch to get him to put them on. If he refuses, pout and say "I guess you don't want to fuck me tonight. It was going to be so good, too!" Then get up and walk away. When he protests turn to him and say simply "You always fight me even though you know it's going to feel good, and then you do what I want and it does feel good, so why don't we skip the first part and go straight to the 'do what I want and feel good part' this time? Put the damned shoes on and come and fuck me!" And head for the bedroom.
You should be already wearing the strapon.
Strip naked, place the pillows so you can lean back in a semi reposed position. Spread your legs and play with the 'cock' part of the strapon. When he comes in, if he has the heels on, stroke the 'cock', pat the bed and say "Come here, lover girl, Mama has something nice for you" and smile. When he gets up on the bed say to him "I want to role swap tonight, baby. You be the woman and I'll be the man. Fuck I'm so hot just thinking about it! I had to masturbate twice today imagining you doing this for me!" Stroke on the cock and press the base against your clit and let out a heavy moan. "Come suck Mama's 'cock', baby girl" And guide his head down onto your 'cock'.
I know I referred to you 'role swapping to the male role' and now you're using 'Mama' but these things take time!
If he resists keep moaning and thrusting your hips "Please, baby? I'm so fucking hot for you!" If he refuses allow yourself to snap at him and tell him his boy's clothes are in the spare room closet, he can go get changed and sleep in there if he's not prepared to please you.
You must take this risk if you want an obedient cock slave for all of the time and not just when he is horny. He has to learn that his role is nothing more than to make you happy.
I told you it leads to complications! 
Once you have him willing to suck your 'cock' make plenty of noise as he is doing it
Men are very auditory as well as visual.
Tell him you're loving it. Call him a good little cock sucker and that he is your little come whore. Tell him to do to the 'cock' exactly what he loves you doing to him. Encourage him to be as realistic as possible in the way he is sucking that 'cock' because it makes you so fucking hot! Get him to slip his finger into your 'ass'.
Really your pussy because your ass will be exclusively for your bulls, remember?
Like you do to him and make him give you an orgasm.
Once you have come, push him off you, and as butchly as you can say "On your back, baby girl, Mama needs to fuck you now!"
Make him lie back, remove the cage, and make love to him as before. Undo his blouse, but leave it on, caress his nipples under the bra, cup his cock and balls and finger his ass, tell him you're imagining you're dipping your finger into his cunt
I know most women don't like this word but, in this context, men do.
Work some lube onto your fingers and into his ass. Make sure he is well stretched and insert the 'cock' into his ass. Be gentle until he starts to push back at you.
He should have learnt to love having things in his ass by now.
Then fuck him as hard as you can. Keep telling him how tight his 'pussy' is and what a slut he is and how much you love fucking his tight hole. Fuck him to an orgasm and come with him (pretend blah blah).
Make sure you reward him again, if he's up to it, and give him his cage.
Never let him go without his cage, except in the cases described. Keeping his cage on him is the key to you being able to keep him both horny and frustrated. It also guarantees he won't go and try to find some slut to fuck to prove to himself he's still a real man and bring some lovely disease back for you to experience. You'll know if he has found someone to screw because he won't want to play anymore and will want out of his Becky role.
Once he is done snuggle up with him and stroke his chest, stomach and squeeze his ass. Tell him you love having him like this, all pretty and girlie. Drop in, casually, that you need to get him a wig and maybe do his make up next time to complete the fantasy. Don't make a big fuss of it no matter what he says. If he protests just kiss him and say "You know you're going to do it because you love me, and love to please me, and it will make me happy" But don't say anything more about it unless he says he's willing or wants to.

	Keeping him on track.


There's a chance, about now, he'll start to wonder if you've gone lesbian on him so make sure you reassure him and tell him how much you love his cock. How much you love having him make love to you and feeling his jism shoot all over you. Tell him (often, as well as right now) how great a lover he is and that you adore experimenting sexually with him and pushing both of your boundaries. Explain that you're only trying to get comfortable being with a woman because you know it's something he wants you to do but you're still terrified at the thought of going down on a pussy and aren't sure if you could let a woman go down on you.
He may also wonder at why you've suddenly become so interested in having lots of sex all of a sudden. A sudden increase in sex drive is an obvious symptom that your partner may be playing around behind your back. Explain that now he looks after you so well it's made you realise how much you love having sex with him and that you want to keep exploring with him because it's so much fun.

	Further feminisation.


Encourage him to put the heels on with the rest of his outfit every time he comes home and changes. After he's gotten used to the idea of wearing them tell him you now expect him to wear them all the time he's dressed and that you'd like him to always get changed into Becky (or whatever name you've given him) as soon as he gets home every day.
You'll no longer reward him for getting changed as this is now what is expected of him instead you will give him the silence and cold shoulder treatment when he doesn't do as expected.
Start calling him by his female name around the home. If he doesn't answer scold him "Becky! Aren't you listening to me?" He'll protest that his name is Brian (or whatever) not Becky. Simply point out that not dressed like that he's not, that he is 'Becky Cockslut' your lesbian lover and life partner and how much you love him and how much you love him being like that. Point out that your sex life has never been better, has it? And that you've never been closer. But he can end it if he wants? All he has to do is take off the clothes and go back to being Brian but that you don't think you'll want to be with him anymore if he does because he obviously doesn't want to please you. But why would he want to? He's getting more sex than ever. You're having more fun together than ever before and it's only the two of you that know so you don't understand what the problem is?
Complications, right?
If he takes the clothes off and dresses back in his male clothing, and you really want an obedient sissyboi as your partner, you need to make him move into the spare room and remain strong. Tear up when he comes home and doesn't get changed. Refuse to greet him unless he has changed. Cry when he tries to talk to you and tell him it feels like he's ripped your heart out because he's withdrawn his love from you. It's only a small simple thing and it makes you so happy when he does it so why won't he do it? Remind him how often you used to fuck together when he was dressed up and wouldn't he like to do that some more?

	If he stays the next step is to get him more accustomed to taking the female role.


Choose a Saturday and send your hubby off on an errand that gets him out of the house for a time. Previous to this day you will have bought yourself a male's business suit. Underneath the suit you'll want to put on your sexiest lingerie. A bustier tightened to the point of difficulty in breathing so your boobs are almost popping out of the top. A stocking and garter set and the tiniest of thong. Wear the highest heels you can.
A small note here. It doesn't matter if you're thin, medium, average, voluptuous or huge. Guys will find you attractive and want to fuck you anyway! Nothing is as hot as a woman, especially a curvy woman (thin ones are gorgeously sexy as well) in a tight bustier with garters and stockings and a tiny thong! Except, maybe, one in a full corset!
Make sure you are totally shaved down there.



Do your makeup as over the top as you can (think drag queen not model style) with 'whore red' lipstick as its crowning glory. Pull your hair up into top knot, if you can (think: I Dream of Genie). Have it pulled or brushed severely away from your face if you can't. Put the strapon on over your knickers and under your suit. Wear nothing but your lingerie, the strapon and your man's suit. The suit should be buttoned under your breasts and positioned in such a way that it exposes all of your cleavage.
When your man comes home tell him to hurry and change because you've got a surprise for him.
You will have laid out the sluttiest outfit you can put together for him along with those 7in heels you're going to want him to be able to wear. Tell him to leave the top and bra off and to come out and see you once he has the stockings, knickers heels and skirt on.
When he comes out take the cage off. Stroke him until he is fully hard.
So he's distracted from what you're about to do
Then take your blush brush and about a fingers width from the centre of his chest, where his pecs circle, paint a thin to medium line, straight down to the bottom of his pecs and draw a small distance, in a curve towards his nipples around the bottom of his pec (where your boobs would be). Repeat on the other side.
While you're doing this make sure he's leering at your cleavage. Tell him how much you like him looking, that it makes your pussy wet and does he think the boys at his work would like it? Which ones?
Take him by the hand and lead him to the bedroom and tell him to put his bra on, turn him to the mirror, have him bend over facing it, and show him how painting the lines, along with the shadow cast by the light, makes it almost look like he has boobs. Stand behind him and slip your hands inside his bra and play with his nipples, tweak and pull on them insistently until it's obvious they're a little sore. Say to him "Look, baby, I'm playing with your tits!"
Note: You have breasts and a pussy and an ass and make sure these are the terms he uses for them. He has tits, a boy clit or sissy cock and a cumhole or man cunt.
Reach around and grab his cock, apply a little lube to your hand and stroke him until he is close to coming then let go and stand back. Tell him to sit on your stool, or a chair you've placed there, in front of the mirror and see if he will let you apply some makeup. Don't make a fuss if he refuses but, either way, when you've finished at the mirror, unzip the fly of your trousers and take your 'cock' out. Rub it on his lips and ask him to "give it a wee suck, baby, please?" If he's allowed you to put some makeup on him make sure you smear his lipstick a little so that he looks really slutty. Make plenty of noise as he sucks it as if he really was sucking your cock. Tell him how good he is getting and encourage him to try and deep throat it.
Don't force the issue though.
After a few minutes push his head back, clean the lippy off your 'cock', if there is any, and put it back in your trousers. Tell him to hurry up and finish getting dressed as you'll be waiting for him in the lounge. Say that you want his cock hard as a steel bar, bulging out of his knickers and pushing his short skirt up when he comes out so he can play with it if he likes.
Go and sit on the lounge with your hips placed on the edge of the seat and lean back. Place some cushions for comfort, you're going to be there for a while, so you'll want to be comfortable. Unzip and take your cock out and make sure it is well oiled.
When he comes back into the lounge exclaim how fucking hot his cock looks bulging out of his knickers and jutting out from under his skirt like that. Compliment him on how big it looks.
It doesn't matter whether he's small, average, big or huge in the cock department you'll still fuss over how 'big' he is when you refer to his cock. It's called feeding his ego.
Grab your 'cock', point it at him and say "Come here, baby girl, Mama has what you need!" When he gets close take him in your mouth and deep throat him, be careful not to let him come. Finger his ass and ensure it is well lubricated.
As you've been using the strapon regularly, or, making him use a butt plug he shouldn't need much in the way of stretching anymore.
Have him turn so his back is toward you and back up around your closed knees and thighs. Lean back, make yourself comfortable, grab the 'cock' and point it towards his ass. Tell him to "Lower his cumhole onto your cock. You need some of that sweet man cunt of his!"
Guide him down until he is fully impaled on your 'cock'. Lean forward so you can grab his boy clit with your oiled hand and start to stroke it. Grip it just under the head quite firmly and instruct him to "Ride my cock and fuck my hand!"
Have him raise and lower his ass on the strapon and let his cock slide back and forth in your gripping hand. Keep making him shift his position slightly until you feel the strapon hit his prostate.
You remember how to tell when it has, right?
Grip his boy clit a little firmer and tell him "Fuck me harder, Becky, my little cock whore!" Make him keep going until it's obvious he's going to come. Then push him off. Have him get up on the couch on his hands and knees and spread his boy cunt for you.
This is one of the very few times you are going to actually fuck him, but it's part of training him to like being fucked in the ass and to come when someone is doing it.
Slide the strapon into his ass, don't be gentle this time. Imitate how one of your bulls is going to enter you. Have him shift his position until the 'cock' hits his prostate again. Slowly fuck him with the strapon sliding across his prostate.
Now it's time to change your pronouns. As you feel his excitement rise start to sex talk to him. Something like this: "Oh my darling Becky Cockslut Daddy is fucking your sweet ass! Do you like Daddy's cock in your cumhole? Push back at me you fucking slut, Daddy needs to come in your sweet fuck hole and make you my little cumwhore!"
Encourage him to tell you how much he likes it
"I love it when you talk all girlie and slutty to me, baby. Talk dirty to me my little Becky Cockslut. Fuck I'm going to come so hard! Tell me how much you love it you, fucking slut!"
Keep referring to yourself in the male pronouns and him in female ones and fuck him to an orgasm. Come yourself as he does (Fake it blah blah). As soon as he has come slip the 'cock' out of his ass and pretend to collapse to the floor. Tell him how fucking hot that was, how hard you came and how good he was. Tell him it looks like he shot a gallon of come out and that he's such a stud!
There's some chance he will be feeling a little guilty about pretending he was letting a guy fuck him and was able to come so you will need to reassure him he's still actually your super stud man and that he is your absolute sex God! If he starts to worry you're turning him into a pooftah he's going to be very difficult to keep training.
You are, kind of, but he doesn't need to know that!
Before he has too much chance to think about things drop your man suit and the strapon to the floor take his hand and say "Come to the bedroom, baby. I need you inside me right now!"
On the way make sure he knows you've dressed like you have just for him because he is your lover and you love dressing sexy for him, just as you love him dressing sexy for you.
If he has allowed you to put makeup on him show him, in the mirror, how wrecked it now is and tell him how goddamned sexy it looks and how much you loved making him look that slutty by fucking his ass!
Lie back on the bed, spread your legs and instruct him to go down on you as he strokes himself to hardness again. Encourage him to be quick because you need to feel him fucking you again. Make sure he gives you a proper orgasm this time, if you didn't actually get one from the pressure of the base of the strapon rhythmically pushing against your clit.
If you can't come like that consider getting one of the strapons that also have a part that slips into your pussy so it fucks you as you fuck him.
Make sure he comes in you as hard as you can make him come.
Once you're satiated remind him he needs to clean you up then send him to pick up your suit and the strapon and to place the suit on hangers in your closet and to wash and dry the strapon and put it in your dresser. Tell him to hurry up because you need to sleep in his arms.
Cuddle up to him when he comes back then casually say "There's a small shopping bag inside your wardrobe with a surprise inside for you. Sleeping in these things" indicate what he has on "Must be uncomfortable. Take them off and put on what you find in the bag."
Inside the bag there will be a baby doll nightie just the right size for him so it's comfortable for him to sleep in. Say "Put it on for me, honey, and come cuddle. We'll be girlfriend sleepover lovers together." And give him your best smile.
As he goes to put it on smile and say "Don't forget your cock cage" and pretend to doze.
Ensure he is wearing the cage when he comes back and has put the nightie on. Insist, if you have to.
Once he's up on the bed look him in the eye with a serious expression on your face. "You know how much I love you having this on, don't you, babe (cup the cage)? You look after me so well when you're wearing it and you make love to me so deliciously as 'Becky' that I want you to wear it always. Plus it makes you so horny that you come so hard for me when we make love and I really like that! I know you used to masturbate sometimes when you didn't have the cage, and this stops that, so you're much keener to look after me so I'll make you come. But if you want to take it off I will let you, okay? Do you want to take it off or do you want us to continue like we are? I hope you want to continue, my love, because I have so many more things I want to do with and to you and have you do to me."
If he immediately wants to take the cage off just sigh and look disappointed but don't say anything! Give him the key. Don't let him even try to initiate intimate contact until he is back in his cage.
You must take this risk because he has to surrender his will to you and it will help bring him to the realisation that his only role, in life, is to please you and that wearing the cage and dressing as 'Becky' pleases you.

	Teaching him to love ass play.


A big part of this will be bringing him to the realisation the only time he is going to get to come is when you or, eventually someone, is fucking or fingering his 'man cunt'. That he is only going to be allowed to have penetrative sex with you (have his cock in your mouth or pussy) on very special occasions when he has proven what a good boy he is.
You start him on this path by giving him a whole heap of 'ruined orgasms' in a row interspersed with some magnificent ones when you're stimulating his prostate with the strapon or butt plugs or are fingering him.
A ruined orgasm means his flow is interrupted just before he starts to come but is at that point of no return. Right at that moment he is about to start shooting you do something to completely distract him from the fact he is coming.
The easiest way to achieve this is to simply 'accidentally' bang him in his balls, hard, just as he is about to blow. Apologise most profusely but continue to make sure he can't achieve a fulfilling orgasm unless you're in his ass.
There's plenty of ways to achieve a 'ruined orgasm' for him. Cry out in pain suddenly and lurch forward just as he's about to come and head butt his chin (tell him your back spasmed suddenly, or something). Pretend to get a sudden cramp and push him off you just at that critical time. Another way is to grab his balls as if you're going to help him get there and pull or squeeze too hard so that it's really painful.
The goal is to train his body's reactions to come to expect a 'ruined orgasm' unless his prostate is being stimulated. If you make sure he has regular mind blowingly intense orgasms every time you finger and/or use toys to penetrate his ass, and ruined ones every time you're not, it shouldn't take long before he is wanting, or even begging, for you to play with his ass when he needs to come.
Of course you don't want to have to do this for him, except as reward for him being an exceptionally good boy, so you'll need to buy him a good prostate massager and present it to him.

	Prostate orgasms.


The first time he uses it you'll want to make it a special occasion for him. When it's time for him to receive one of his rewards of being allowed to come somewhere on you and he is kneeling above you with his thighs either side of your thighs. Sit up, tell him to close his eyes and hold still. Get the probe, and put some lube on his ass and on the probe.
A prostate massager is usually quite thin, reasonably flexible and a little hooked so he won't need any stretching to be able to accommodate it.
Cup his balls, turn on the vibrating feature and slip the probe into his ass searching for his prostate. Once you've found it rub the probe across it until he is just about ready to come. Take it out and ask him to lie on his back, hand him the probe and instruct him to find his prostate and massage it with the probe as he wanks himself. Tell him that you're going to lie on your side with your head on his stomach, but away from his cock, and he is to try and shoot his load into your waiting mouth
This will probably be the very last time you will ever let him come on your face as he is sure to miss your mouth. Coming on your face will be reserved solely for your bulls.
Be very vocal about how hot it looks and how much it's turning you on, play with your pussy as he does it, and say how you can't wait to swallow his come. It won't take him long to blow, trust me. Once he has shot his load immediately make him lick his come off your face.
The reason you've done this is to start to get him used to licking your bull's come off your face as well as out of your pussy and ass.
Then go down on him and make him hard again. Get him as hard and as hot as you can then say "Hold there I'm going to grab my vibrator."
Lie on the pillow beside him, and say "Let's come together while we use our vibrators. Fuck that's going to be so hot! But you have to wait for me, okay?"
He is still probably going to come fairly quickly as having your prostate vibrated is a very intense feeling. Whatever you do don't make any issue at all if he comes before you! Simply ask him to help you get off by kissing and fondling your breasts and kissing you passionately and talking dirty to you. Encourage him to call you Mistress and/or his Queen, groan loudly when he does. When you come, be loud!
Men love this!
Tell him you want him to use the massager every time he is coming for you now as you love how hard he comes when he does and you hate how it's always a disappointment when he's not having his prostate massaged. Don't insist, just look disappointed when he doesn't use it and refuse to join in. But keep ensuring his orgasms without it are ruined. Be delighted, enthusiastic and vocal when he does use the massager. He'll soon get the hint.

	Making 'Becky' meet others.


By now you should have trained him to accept being made up when he's pretending to be your lesbian lover and fucking you and you should be teaching him how to apply the makeup himself. You will have bought him a nice blonde wig.
Always blonde for his first wig as we all know blondes are the sluttiest.
But may not yet be insisting he wears it yet. Once he's totally enfemme, all made and wigged up, every time you 'fuck together as lesbians' you need to slowly introduce him to the thought of allowing someone else to see 'Becky'. You'll need to convince him that he is very sexy and you'd love to see if others thought he was too.
Open an account on one of the free 'dating sites' like AMM or Bioz under both of your names.
Probably Bioz as this site allows even basic members one free message a day.
Label it as 'lesbian couple looking for playmates' and post some pics of you both together with him as Becky.
Take the pics on his phone so he knows he can delete them at any time if he wants to.
If he objects to posting a face pic onto a site where someone you both know might see it explain to him "If anyone we know is using these sites they're also doing the same type of things we are so we can out them as easily as they can out us so why would they? And if it's a guy we know doing this behind his wife's back he will know we can easily drop him right in it with his wife, so nobody, I repeat nobody will ever say I damned thing! And, besides, if a guy you know does say something about seeing you on Bioz ask him 'So what were you doing on a 'gay website'?"
Login to this site regularly so he can see how much attention you both are getting and encourage him to read the messages you receive with you.
They will be almost exclusively, if not totally exclusively, from male wannabe dreamers who will never follow through but the attention is nice, isn't it?
Note: If you've decided to use Bioz there are an awful lot of 'tranny chasers' on this site that are going to want to see explicit pics and/or to hook up with your man. If your hubby makes any kind of mention that maybe it would be 'kind of hot' to send someone some pics then 100% encourage him as he's already considering, or even fantasising about, 'playing' with another cock.
If he (fingers crossed) hints that he might like to meet one of the guys from the site get him to invite the guy over as soon as possible!
Look at how many 'profile views' you are both getting daily. He'll say it's all you but insist it's mostly him! Say you're going to prove him wrong and open two other separate accounts, one for each of you, with the exact same details: Female, lesbian, married and looking for playmates: male, female and trans. Have a pic of each of you alone on these profiles, you as yourself, and him as Becky.
This is what to do to ensure his view count is higher than yours. Check your and his stats every day and, if yours are getting ahead of his, there's a delete and/or block function on these sites. Pare yours back, if you have to, so it's a lot less than his. Once his are significantly ahead of yours show him and tell him "See? I told you it was all you!"
What you're looking for on these sites, ideally, is a couple in the same relationship you're trying to create for yourself. A dominant woman with a crossdressing or sissy submissive husband and is willing to help you with your hubby conversion project.
Pfft! Good luck with that search! Oh, they're there but they're going to either want to play too quickly for your uses, or, the female partner will want the two men going at it way faster than your man is going to allow. And, you're in the lesbian sex scenario you're trying to avoid (assuming you are wanting to avoid it?).
So settle for a reasonably attractive, sexy and experienced preop transgirl or crossdresser to approach.
I'll call her 'Abby' for convenience sake.
Get chatting to him/her and confirm 'she' will play with you and your 'girl' together.
This is no time for someone who is 'bicurious' or just learning. You need 'her' to be experienced in this kind of play so she's 'good to go' the first night!
You're extremely unlikely to find one that is 'passable' as it's the virtually impossible ideal. If you don't believe me, watch the video 'There's something about Miriam' and see how gorgeous 'Miriam' is and realise she was 'outed' by the other housemates on Big Brother, Australia within 48 hours.



Note: An awful lot of crossdressers still identify as 'straight' and won't want anything to do with a male cock. Another lot more are 'transbian' and only want to have sex with women and/or other crossdressers/transgirls. You're looking for one of the latter.
Another note: If you are female, and you're prepared to date and have sex with crossdressing males and transgirls, and especially if you want to be the dominant partner, you will have a queue of 'girls' a 1000 miles long to choose from!
See if 'she' would like to come over for a chat. Emphasise it will only be chat the first time. If you're fairly sure she's the right one send her for an STI test and email you the results once they're through.
For obvious reasons.
Preferably you want one who wants to 'get dressed up' at your place after he has got there.
Do this from your account without your trainee sissyboi's knowledge.
Once you're sure you've found someone that will actually turn up show him/her to your trainee and make him admit that he thinks 'she' is quite sexy... for a guy'. And say you've invited 'her' over for a chat so he can see that being a 'secret girl' is actually quite common. Reassure him that he can wear his 'boy's clothes' for the meet, if he would prefer, and that you're going to take his cock cage off for the night.
I refer you back to the bold text above. If he's in the first category this is where you join back in. But you're being a lot more insistent he's got his stockings, thong, bra and camisole on (underneath his boy's clothes, is fine, also).
Make sure he knows that 'she' is going to dress herself 'enfemme' after she gets here and that it is definitely only for a chat and absolutely nothing else!
When Abby arrives sit her down for a chat and get her to talk about 'dressing as a girl' and how good it makes her feel and how horny it makes her.
Once you are all comfortable send Abby off to your bedroom to get changed.
Tell your man "See? Lots of people do it! And I can already see you're a much sexier 'girl' than she is!"
When Abby comes out you'll need to reassure her she looks very feminine and sexy. Have her do a pirouette and tell her that her ass is hot and that her legs are divine! Turn to your trainee and say "I think you are much prettier than 'she' is when you're all dolled up." But leave it at that.
You'll need to loosen your man's inhibitions up so feed him liberal amounts of alcohol. Subtly touch and stroke him so he gets really turned on. Surreptitiously play with his nipples and squeeze his ass. Casually brush your hand across his bulge and try to make him as hard as a rock.
When Abby takes a toilet break whisper to him "Fuck I wish she was a real girl and you were totally dolled up as Becky so we could all play lesbian together! I'm so horny right now!" Take his hand and brush it across your nipples so he can feel you're turned on.
Ice them just before you do this if you're not actually horny.
Keep teasing and tormenting your man so he becomes desperately horny. Once you know he's loosened up, and he is a horny as you can make him, ask him if he would like to go and put on one of his bra and knicker sets as well as his stockings and heels and camisole (or just take his boy clothes off, if that's the case) and come out for you?
Assuming he hasn't already (as described above).
Tell him he can wear one of his dresses as well if he's embarrassed to be only in lingerie. Tell him you just want to compare the 2 of them. Do not make even the slightest of complaints if he refuses, just look disappointed.
When your man goes to get changed (hopefully) or when he goes to the loo (if he hasn't wanted to change) let him catch you squeezing the Abby's ass when he returns. Release it immediately and look embarrassed. Apologise profusely "I'm sorry, baby, it's just that I love the look of a man's sexy ass in a pair of knickers so much, and yours wasn't here for me to squeeze." And give him a really big smile.
Why? You're definitely pushing on some of his boundaries here and if he explodes at this point you're likely to be no chance of forcing him into the role of 'sissy' so you need to pack this project up and save your marriage right now!
Apologise to Abby and get her out of the house as soon as possible.
Grab your man and apologise to him profusely. Use tears and the likes of "I'm so sorry, baby. I just wanted you to have some fun" to placate him. Get your man into bed and fucking you as 'Brian' just as quickly as you can get his clothes off. If he won't make love to you you're really going to have to work on massaging his ego and getting him to desire you again if you want to keep your marriage alive.
Over the next few days lavish attention on him so he knows that you know you've 'fucked up' but leave his cock cage in an obvious place on his dresser and/or next to his side of the bed.
If he puts it away or throws it out, it's done. Enjoy your marriage and hope that some of the lessons he has learnt about how to warm you up and please you hold. If he continues to wear the knickers you purchased for him you're still in with a chance and if he puts the cage on himself, without any hint from you, it's still game on. You just pushed him too far too soon and you can circle back to this after a few more weeks of arousal and denial, interspersed with some fantastic orgasms, until you think he's ready for you to push him again.

	You're going to have 2 scenarios here.


Let's look at scenario one: He does go and get changed.
If he didn't you can skim over most of what is happening below and go down to 26.
When he comes out and catches you feeling your guest's ass and you've apologised to him. Walk over and kiss him as passionately as you can, he's uncaged, so try to get him as hard as you can make him so that his dick is bulging out his dress, if he's put one on, or jutting out of his knickers, if he hasn't.
If he freaks about you obviously groping him in front of another 'man' I'm afraid your chances of turning him into your sissy are virtually none. Tell Abby to go home, take your man to bed, fuck him well and drop the whole thing.
This is why I've emphasised so strongly to this point that you must keep him caged and in a constant state of both arousal and desperate to come. It's so when you get to these key points they only thing he's really thinking about is his need to fuck, come and ease the pressure on his balls!
Ask your Abby if she thinks your 'girl' is sexy?
Instruct Abby that she must stay where she is sitting because this meeting is only for a chat.
Tell your man how goddamned sexy he is in his girlie clothes. Casually grope his cock and say, loudly enough for everyone to hear, "Fuck I'm horny right now!" and kiss your man again.
Tell him to walk a little way away from you and do the same pirouette as Abby did and tell him his ass is definitely sexier than 'hers' but maybe Abby's legs are a little better than his. Ask Abby to stand next to, but a little away, from your man.
It's way too early. If 'that man' touches him, or gets too close now, he's probably going to freak out!
Have them both do a slow turn around so you can compare. Casually give both of their asses a squeeze and say "Fuck you're both so very sexy! But I love my man best!"
Send them both to the bedroom to get changed but hold Abby back and whisper to her to try to casually brush your husband's cock with the back of her hand as they both strip down. Tell her that if he objects just apologise and explain that it was an accident and get out of there quickly. If he doesn't give it a bit of a stroke and tug but leave it at that and get out of the room.
You're pushing him again to test if he's going to let you to continue to take him down this path. If he freaks out at Abby's touch, you've got a long way to go. If he lets 'her' have a bit of a feel and a tug the below will go much quicker and easier, so let's hope he lets her grope him!
Send Abby home and then fuck your man's brains out. Make him service you with his hands and tongue first. Keep exclaiming how horny you are and how badly you need to come. Describe how the whole time 'she' was there you kept having visions that Abby was a real girl and that he was going to turn himself into 'Becky Cockslut' that, actually, he was going to be 'Becky Cuntslut' for the night.
I know, there's that word again but, trust me, he'll love how dirty it sounds in your mouth
And that they were all going to fuck each other. Tell him to talk to you as if he was Becky as he makes love to you. Once you are satiated let him slip inside your pussy and play with his ass until he comes, hard. See if you can get him up and have him go again. Don't act even a little disappointed if he can't. Once he is totally spent tell him that you once again want to feel his come leaking out of you as you sleep but you'd like him to put on the cock cage and his baby doll nightie and cuddle up to your back.
Tell him you want him to wear his cage because you "Know he is a naughty boy and will be hard in the morning and try to slip it in you! But you want to give him a special treat tomorrow so he needs to be patient."
25a. The 'dream'.
In the morning get your pantyhose out again and tie his hands and feet to the bed. Remove his cock cage and make him as hard as he can be. Use one of your scarves to blindfold him and stuff last night's knickers into his mouth. Lie beside him then stroke and touch him all over in random places, especially his nipples, but always go back to his cock. Oil it up and keep it well lubed so that you can give it an oily rub every few seconds.
Do not let him come!
Start to tell him about the 'dream' you had last night and how fucking hot it has made you this morning. Describe in lurid detail how you dreamed that the two of you and the 'girl' from last night, except she wasn't really the same girl because she was so gorgeous, that if she didn't have a cock, you wouldn't have any idea she wasn't a 'real girl'.
Describe her in lurid detail. Long blonde hair, full luscious lips, and a long neck, high firm boobs that had to be at least a full C cup and that they were so gorgeous you really wanted to feel and kiss them. Long shapely legs that any woman would die for and all men would drool over along with a firm round butt.
Explain how the three of you were sitting on the couch talking, you in the middle, and you had gotten so horny from looking at her breasts and seeing his cock jutting out that you just had to pull this (fondle his cock) out of his knickers and start playing with it. And, what was best was, that the girl didn't seem to mind at all! That she just started to play with herself through her dress as she watched you stroke your man's cock.
Tell him how you dreamt that, as he wasn't protesting, you leant over and took his cock in your mouth and all he did was lean back and groan. So you then proceeded to suck and deep throat his cock and that it felt so naughty and sexy to be doing that in front of someone as beautiful as our new friend.
Straddle his thigh so that he can feel how hot you are.
Make sure you are! Go to the toilet and play with yourself and fantasise first if you need to. Imagine you have the first of your bulls in there with you, perhaps. 
Start to dry hump his thigh as you describe the 'scene' to him. Tell him you lifted your head up so you could adjust your position and saw that the girl had taken her cock out of her knickers, and that it gave you a sharp throb in your pussy to suddenly remember that this gorgeous creature had a 'girlie dick' just like yours, just not so big.
Describe how she had lifted her dress up so she could play with the head of her dick and tell him that seeing her like that made you so horny you got on your knees, grabbed these (cup your man's balls) and, in one swift action, took all of him down your throat. Describe how, in your fantasy, you dreamt you had lifted your skirt up and pulled down your knickers so you could play with your clitoris and finger your pussy as you sucked him.
You'll need to be very careful here because you want to keep him on the edge and not over it into an orgasm. You're trying to give him the proverbial 'blue balls' until you are ready for him to come.
Tell him that as you were deep throating his cock you became aware that the girl had gotten on her knees right beside you and was watching avidly as you blew your man. That having that beautiful creature right there made you even hotter. Explain that she now had her cock right in the palm of her hand and she was furiously pulling on it. And fuck was that hot! And describe how her head kept getting closer and closer to the action and that her pulling got harder and faster as it did.
Say that you in your dream your jaw had started to ache so you pulled his cock out of your mouth and offered it to her and she immediately swallowed virtually all of it.
Ignore any protests he might be trying to make but increase the strength of the grip you have on his oily cock and stroke it a bit faster so he remembers he's horny and forgets everything else.
And then she rocked her whole body back so his cock slid slowly back out of her mouth. Describe how your mouth went dry and you almost came seeing her deep throat his beautiful girl dick. Tell him how she then swirled her tongue around the head before letting it slide back down her throat. Say you remember being amazed at her oral skills as she alternated between deep throating him and swirling her tongue around the head and you (give him a nudge in his ribs) didn't even seem to notice that someone else was now sucking his cock but, in your dream, you just didn't care because it looked so fucking hot all you could do was think about his mouth on your pussy and how badly you needed to come. Explain how, during all of this he just continued to squeeze his eyes shut and groan as he concentrated on not coming because it felt so good and didn't want it to end.
You should now be moaning loudly as if you're about to 'pop' and pinching his nipples as well as occasionally giving his cock a nice oily stroke. Make sure he can hear how aroused you are.
Tell him that, in your dream, because she was giving him such an awesome blow job, and that he was enjoying it so obviously, you felt free to sit up on the couch beside him and lift your skirt up, pull your knickers down and play with your clit, finger your pussy and masturbate as the sexy scene played out in front of you. But when you leant over and kissed him his eyes flew open and he looked at you, looked down to see who was blowing him, and then all he did was groan and grab her head with both hands and say "Fuck that feels so good!" And started to hump up into her mouth.
Say that, in your dream you remember being so angry that he didn't even care that someone other than you was blowing him that you wanted to punish him so you peeled your knickers off, stood up on the couch with your legs either side of him, pulled up your skirt, and sat down heavily right on his face. That you grabbed him by his hair (or back of his neck if blah blah ) pushed your pussy as hard into his face as you could and hissed "Eat my pussy you fucking whore!"
And you ground your pussy into his face. Hissing "Lick my clit and lap my pussy! Make me come you slut!"
And he did! Say that in your dream that as you came on his face, you heard him groan and shoot his load into the girl's eagerly sucking mouth. Then the dream ended and that now, remembering the dream, you are so fucking hot, you're going to need him to do what he had done in your dream to you for real.
Then immediately rise up, pull the gag out of his mouth and sit on his face. Hold the back of his head and hump his face, Grind your pussy as hard as you can onto his face and rub your clit across his nose. Hiss at him like you did in your 'dream' "Eat my pussy you fucking whore! Lick my clit and lap my pussy. Make me come, you dirty slut!"
Ride his face to as many orgasms as you can.
Try to actually smother him occasionally with your thighs and pussy, not for real, but for a few moments.
Once you are totally satiated push your knickers back into his mouth. Smack his balls and insist if he tries to resist. Then put your strapon on, loosen up his leg restraints so you can lift his legs up and get access to his man cunt and roughly fuck him until he comes from the 'cock' scraping across his prostate. Scrape up as much of his come on your fingers as you can, take your knickers out of his mouth, and feed it to him. Tell him how hot it makes you watching eat come.
Not 'his come' but just come.
Then play with him until he is hard again and ride him until you both come again.
You need to come at the same time as him, or, very soon after. So if you're not going to be able to you'll need to pretend again.
It remains vital, at this stage, that he still feels like he's is your fuck star, your sex god, and that no one else could possibly be as good as him.
Once you have both come, release him from the restraints, remind him he needs to clean you up and put the cage back on. Don't let him clean himself up, tell him it looks so slutty on him and that you love it! Cuddle up with him and take a hold of his cage and say "Fuck that was so good! I think we should get 'Abby' (the 'girl' from last night) back and make her sit on the couch, dressed all pretty, and actually do what I dreamt about, what do you think?" Explain that you know he won't really want 'her' to blow him, because, you know? She's actually a guy, but it would still be really hot to blow him in front of her and to sit on his face as he eats your pussy while Abby watches and maybe they could let Abby play with herself as you did? Would he be in it?
Keep bringing it up until he agrees to have her come back over and 'see what happens'. Use the "You know you're eventually going to let me do this because you know it will make me happy and you love making me happy" approach along with big smiles and kisses and strokes of his cock.
25b. Bringing the 'dream' to reality.
During this time you'll need to stay in contact with Abby and keep her up to date with what is happening. Tell her you're hoping to get her over again soon and that it will be for some limited play this time. Instruct her to always refer to you as Mistress and/or her Queen when she addresses you as you want your sissyboi to get used to calling you that too. Tell Abby that when she comes over next she is to go straight to the bedroom and get changed into the sexiest outfit she has. Choose her one from your husband's collection, or buy her one yourself, if she doesn't have one and lay it out for her.
Say that, once she has fully changed, she is then to sit on the stool at your dresser because you're going to do her make up for her this time.
Assuming she isn't already proficient at it. If she is proficient tell her to make herself up as prettily as she can then come out.
Because, this time, you want her to be as feminine as possible.
Once another visit has been made make sure your man knows he's to be already dressed as Becky, this time, when Abby arrives and that you expect him to go 'all out', heels, stockings, garter, knickers, the shortest of short skirts, bra, a skimpy top, wig and full make up because your dream was sucking off 'Becky' not 'Brian' in front of Abby. Remind him that he doesn't need the cage because you're going to be blowing him, probably, if it feels right.



You should don your 'man's suit' outfit along with all of the same gear as before (except for the strapon, it will be too much for him at this stage if he sees you with it on) and do yourself up as well as you can.
Get lessons yourself if you have to. Most cosmetics counters at department stores have women who will teach you everything you need to know as long as they think you're going to buy something!
When Abby arrives greet her warmly and send her straight to the bedroom to get changed. If you need to do her makeup tell her to call you when she is dressed and follow her in, tell your man to wait.
Make her up as sexily as you can possibly make her.
You're hoping your man will forget she is a he at some stage during the night and let her blow him.
Lead Abby back into the lounge (or when she returns to the lounge if her makeup skills are proficient. Proficient, not adequate.) kiss her cheek and introduce your man "You've kind of met Becky before but Abby this is Becky, Becky Abby" and tell them both to kiss cheeks, not shake hands, because that's what girls do (nothing more than that and air kisses are fine at this stage). Have them sit separately on the couch and/or a seat. Hand them either a glass of wine, or something else girlie to drink. Tell them you expect them both to be perfect ladies and to sip their drinks slowly (but you will want to keep your man's drink well topped up so you can loosen is morals and libido up) and to keep their knees together and to have good manners. Promise them that they will both get a really big sloppy kiss from you if they can manage to, squeeze Becky's thigh and laugh as if it was a joke.
Chat about this and that as you regularly feed your man and her alcohol, and let them both relax.
Admonish them every time they let themselves 'man spread' (they will, they are men after all) and remind them they have a kiss coming each, if, they're 'good girls' and laugh again. Keep making jesting comments about how sexy they both look and how much fun it is to have two 'girlfriends' to chat with and tease. Well not tease her, indicate Abby, but you know what I mean, baby!
You need to start to turn your man on so either sit on the arm of his chair or beside him if he's on the couch and use all of your well learned skills to get him as hot as you possibly can. Get him rock hard so that his cock is obviously showing.
Remember: you're not trying to train a transgirl here, you're training a 'fetish dresser', a sissyboi. Someone who is a man most of the time but dresses as 'Becky Cockslut' to get himself and, more importantly, you and your bulls off! This means you want him to remain 'cock centric' so most of his arousal remains in his cock and balls (the rest of his arousal, hopefully, by now is centred on his ass and having his prostate stimulated). I know I've concentrated on feminising him completely up to this stage but this is so that he becomes totally comfortable with being 'Becky Cockslut' and knows that that is to be his role when you and/or he needs sex from now on.
And here is where another one of those 'complications' may arrive: He may decide that he likes being 'Becky' so much he wants to be 'Becky' full time and to start to transition. Up to you whether you accept this or not, but you're very unlikely to turn him back into Brian if he does. If you stop letting him be 'Becky' he'll just hide it from you and continue to do it behind your back.
Encourage him to leer at your boobs and make sure he can feel how hard your nipples are (ice them blah blah) so he knows you, too, are turned on. Lean forward and give Abby a really good look down your front. Ask her if she thinks you have sexy boobs and when Abby says "Yes, Mistress!"
Of course she will because having them mounded up like that in your bustier is fucking hot!
Laugh delightedly and squeeze your husband's hard on. "She thinks I have sexy boobs, babe! Did you hear that? And she called me Mistress! Fuck I like that! I wish you would call me Mistress or your Queen more often instead of only when you're servicing me!" Then smile and say "You like them too, don't you Becky, baby?" Smile coquettishly at him, push them up with your hands and press them into his face. "Tell me how much you love my boobies, baby." Smile and chuckle lewdly when he does. Touch him fondly if he adds a 'Mistress' or 'my Queen' to his statement.
Keep trying to make him come without actually touching his cock until he is squirming and writhing, maybe even softly moaning. If he tries to touch his cock slap his hand away and tell him "that's only for me tonight". Let him play with your nipples and stroke your thigh though. Moan a little to encourage him. In this position he won't be able to reach your pussy (but that's okay).
Abby will more than likely be hard by now too and trying to surreptitiously play with 'her' cock too. Every time you catch her doing it smile and wink without letting your man see that you have. When it becomes really obvious Abby is playing with her cock whilst watching you winding your man up, get your man's attention, and say "Look, baby! Abby girl has a girl dick too!" Squeeze his cock and laugh delightedly. "Do you think we should let her play with it, or nah?" And laugh again.
You want to keep this as light as possible as if it's all a big joke to you. But you're leading him gently to the place where you can initiate some sex play.
If he says that she can play with 'her' cock if she wants to.
Unlikely, he will most likely just stay silent.
Tell Abby to slide her hips to the edge of the couch (or seat), pull her skirt up, take her girl dick out and play with it. Emphasise that she is not allowed to come.
If she comes she will, more than likely, be undressed and out the door so quickly you'll think a whirlwind has blown through your home.
Make it obvious to your man that you are watching Abby stroke her cock. Grab your husband's dick and say "Fuck that is so hot!" indicating Abby. Don't give him even the slightest chance to protest just get down on your knees and immediately go down on him.
Don't let him come! Or he'll want Abby out of the house and to get out of his 'Becky' clothes immediately as well because he will probably feel all dirty and ashamed again.
If he doesn't say anything when you ask if he thinks Abby should be allowed to play with her cock keep winding him up as much as you dare before going down on him.
In both cases indicate to Abby that she should kneel down beside you once you have his cock in your mouth. Slap her hand away from her cock and take a quick breath so you can tell her to 'just watch'.
If your man protests about her being there just suck on him harder!
Make sure Abby is in a position she can easily take your man's cock in her mouth and you can easily grab her cock. Bring your man right to the edge time and time again.
If he gets too close squeeze his balls painfully and tell him he's not allowed to come until you say he can. He should be well trained in edging like this by now, as you've done it often enough.
When he starts begging you to come instruct him that he needs to say "Please, Mistress, may I come?"
If he doesn't actually start to beg but just continues to give almost anguished groans ask "Would you like to come, baby girl Becky?"
He will, of course groan "yes" (or just groan). Squeeze his balls hard enough to get his attention and make him obey you by saying to him "Then you need to say to me
'Please, Mistress, may I come?'"
Take him back into your mouth and bring him to the edge again. If he doesn't say the words, squeeze his balls again and say "Well? Do you want come or not?" He'll groan again "Then say the words!"
He will, of course, say it.
When he does beg you to be allowed to come say "Eyes tightly closed, my little Becky Cockslut and just concentrate on how good this is! You may come, my little slut, just as soon as I have your cock in my mouth."
Grab Abby's cock with one hand and offer your husband's cock to her with the other. Quickly stroke her off as she swallows your husband's cock.
You want them both to come as quickly as possible.
As soon as your man has shot his load down her throat get up on the couch, straddle his head and sit forcefully down on his face and repeat the phrases you 'dreamed' you were saying. Squeeze your thighs quite tight around his ears so you can whisper to Abby that she should get changed and leave and that you'll see her again soon for some more fun. Make sure he makes you orgasm at least once to give Abby time to get out of the house.
Once Abby is gone lead your man to the bedroom and make him service you until you are completely satiated. Remind him he needs to because you've been so good to him and let him have an amazing orgasm. Let him use his prostate massager and come again if he wants to but don't help him.
If he asks who sucked him off and just smile and ask, quizzically "Whose throat do you think you came down?"
If he says he thinks it was Abby's, or, that he doesn't know smile again and say "Does it matter? It was really good, wasn't it? Besides, I was there and I obviously really enjoyed it because I came so hard on your face!"
The fact you didn't say "mine" will tell him it was probably Abby's.
25c. Separating his two roles.
Tell him to go wash himself up and change as you want Brian back now. He will probably be confused. Sigh and say "I need my man back now. I'm feeling a little vulnerable so go and change back into your usual night wear (if he usually sleeps naked when he's in male mode tell him you want him to put on some shorts and a t-shirt because you need him to feel masculine against you tonight) and come and give me a cuddle." Ask him to put on his cock cage though.
He's never to be without this on except for the rare occasions you want him to actually have access to his cock. He has to eventually realise he's never going to get to come on, or in, you. That only after he has done his service and cleaned up you, and your bulls, that you will allow him to remove his cock cage long enough for him to have a wank.
He'll possibly resist putting it back on at this time because he won't want to feel emasculated at all at this point. Unless you're prepared to totally break him right here or have him leave, don't push the issue too much. Just fling it aside and say "Fine, don't make me happy then!" and refuse to discuss it any more.
He'll be a little confused now. Tell him "I need my husband back now. Becky is for fun, Brian is my man! We've had our fun, now I want my hubby back!"
This is how you start to separate his two different roles. Brian, your hubby and partner, and Becky Cockslut, your bull fluffing, cum swallowing sissyboi. Unless you're prepared to have him as your sissyboi 100% of the time? How does he go to work or visit your friends and family with you then? Remember, though, that he, for now and except on the occasions when he has been exceptionally good, can only have sex with you, or anyone, as 'Becky Cockslut'.
Make sure you're asleep when he gets back (pretend blah blah). If he tries to initiate anything and he probably will because he'll be feeling a bit 'butch' and wanting to prove to himself, and to you, that he's not some queer that likes having a guy suck him off. Just push his hands or hips away and tell him you're going to go and sleep on the couch if he won't just cuddle you and let you sleep.
25d. In the morning if he wants to have sex.
He probably will because he'll still feel a bit weird about whether he came in a 'guys' mouth and want to prove to himself, and you, he's still a 'real man'.
Give a heavy sigh and say "Okay, go put Becky back on again and we will, but can't I have Brian for at least one day?"
He'll be confused because he's right there and willing to have sex. Say "No. Brian doesn't take care of me properly when we're making love. He just looks after his own needs. The only time you have ever really made love to me properly, and brought me to the best orgasms, and totally fulfilled and pleasured me is when you're in your cage and being Becky. As Brian you just want to fuck (put as much scorn into this word as you can) and come as quickly you can."
He'll promise you the world to get what he wants. He'll tell you he will be just as good as Brian as he is as Becky. He'll do all the same things so you are totally satisfied. Reluctantly agree say "It just won't be the same, I know it!" Get yourself into the mindset that, regardless of how good he is, you're not going to get turned on or come.
If you come during sex now you've lost the game. At the very least you're all the way back at stage one and your chances of getting him to go back through the stages are both Buckley's and none. So if you can't be sure you'll stay dry (mostly) and not come you'll have to flat refuse to have sex with him with him as Brian except in those carefully controlled situations we've discussed above.
Lie back on the bed and do nothing. If he kisses you be reluctant to let him slip his tongue in. If he tries to stroke you erogenous zones switch between shuddering because his touch was 'too light and it was just creepy' and "Ouch, too rough!" If he tries to tongue your ass or taint push him away and rub your hand across his chin say "Too rough! Your face feels like sandpaper on me down there!" Roll over impatiently so he has to start on your breasts. As he fondles your breasts don't say anything but jerk as if he's hurt you and give an occasional cry out of pain. Keep rubbing his chin and face and saying he's too rough.
He'll be really trying hard to turn you on like he does when he is being Becky but you must resist! Imagine it's your creepiest uncle or workmate, or whomever, that's trying to do this to you against your will.
If he tries to go down on you refuse to let him.
Who cannot get turned on by a good tongue job? And he is very good because you trained him, right?
Tell him that he is just too rough and you're scared he'll rub your freshly shaven pussy raw if he does.
He'll want to go and shave so he's not too rough but just spread your legs and pull him on top of you. Go "No, honey, I know you need to come, so just fuck me, please?"
Take off his cock cage (if he's put it on) and let him make himself hard, it won't take long, and guide him into your pussy. Wince as he pushes in as if he's hurt you because you're not 'properly' turned on. Try not to move at all. If you do have to move make it a motion as if you're still a little dry and it hurts. Don't help him at all. If he takes more than a few minutes to come in you start to fidget as if it's starting to hurt quite a lot because he has 'rubbed you raw' down there. If he wants to stop look up at him tearfully and say "No, I want to please you, so hurry up and come in me, please?"
Now, whether he comes, or, gets off you, immediately burst into tears. Tell him that it just wasn't the same! That you could tell he was trying but that he's so much better when he's making love to you when he has his cage on and is being Becky. He's so much softer, more attentive of your needs and more loving when he's in his cage and wanting, really badly, to impress you. Remind him how often and easily you come for him when he's being Becky. Wail that "I'm scared that you just don't want to make me happy anymore and you only want to go back to thinking about your own needs and I just know you're going to leave me!"
Got to love that emotional blackmail 
Ask "You do still want to be with me, don't you? I thought you loved our little games? You always come so hard during them and seeing you enjoying yourself so much makes me so very happy because I'm only doing it for you! I want you to always know I'm going to look after your needs." And cry.
He's again going to wonder if you're going lesbian on him. Make sure you say something like "Fuck no! Even after all we've done I'm still terrified of going down on a pussy, I can only pretend with you because you have the cock I love and want. But I'm going to really try for you so that you can experience it. I still doubt I could let a woman even touch my pussy let alone eat it." Remind him he is still your fuck star and sex god, when he's being Becky, and that it's only him you love.
Well it is, isn't it? You just want to be a slut with big cocked bulls as well .
Hesitate and say "You can go and put Becky on and we can try again, if you want?" But I'm really sore so it probably won't be any good either. Besides I really want my man back with me today. I'm tired of always being (your name) and Becky I want to be (your name) and Brian for at least today. Then, when I'm feeling up to it, maybe in a couple of days' time, you can dress up as Becky and fuck me senseless again?" Pout and say "You do like fucking me senseless, don't you?"
Silence is, once again, your best friend. If he doesn't immediately say "Of course I do" screw up you face and look as if you're going to cry and say "You do want to, baby, don't you?"
Of course he wants to please you, he loves you, and secretly loves being your little cock whore, mostly because he gets so much more sex than all of his married mates seem to be getting. He's, more likely than not, been bragging about how much sex he's getting, to his workmates and to his buddies. He won't, of course, have said a damned thing about what he needs to do to be getting it! Except maybe to say, ever since he's started to 'man scape' regularly, you can't seem to keep your hands off him. Some of them will have started to do it as well and be confused as to why their wives don't seem to be reacting the same way. (He'll say this to cover why he's always completely hairless across everything they can see.)
25e. Learning how to keep his two roles separate.
He'll agree to be Brian for you when and where you need him to be and to be 'Becky' the rest of the time, after all, what other choice has he got? Hand him his cock cage, make sure he puts it on, and then take him out for the day. Do something really normal like go out for lunch and catch a movie or go for a walk. Maybe go and see some friends. Anything, so that he can see you still see him as your husband Brian and not just as Becky Cockslut.
He needs to learn that him being Becky is something you do together when you have sex together, and later on in the future, with others, but the rest of the time he's just to be himself, Brian. Making sure you keep him really horny through a combination of constant stimulation and teasing, and the denial of sex, unless he has made himself into the total Becky Cockslut package you have taught him to be, is the key to achieving this. Simply put, if he needs to come, he needs to dress himself completely up, no half measures, totally satisfy you sexually and then be rewarded.
You'll still want to, mostly, make him make himself come on you and then clean you up with only the occasional reward of a hand or blow job from you if he's been exceptionally good or been very good for a long time. Vaginal sex should always remain something he gets only on those very special occasions when he has taken another step down the path of becoming your true sissyboi.
I know that you're going to be badly needing to have some cock in pussy sex during most of this time, but suck it up, princess! Suffer some short term sexual frustration for long term total wanton sexual expression gain! If you need to come, because you are sexually frustrated, take care of yourself!
FFS do not take a lover at this stage, you'll screw everything up, especially if he finds out! I'll show you when it's time to take your first lover a little later!



If you absolutely have to have some 'cock in vagina' sex, do not do it with Brian! Make him dress as Becky and only let him fuck you to orgasm after he has also fingered and tongued you to at least one other orgasm. Make sure he knows it's a reward for 'doing you so well'. But you need to keep these occasions to an absolute minimum so he will be prepared to take more steps along the path of becoming your sissyboi.
You should not ever give him any indication that this is your ultimate goal!
25f. Confirming the role separation.
At some stage, while he's still being Brian, you will need to swap his wardrobes around again. Move 'Becky' into the spare room except for the knickers that you'll always make him wear as a reminder he's still secretly 'your Becky'. And move 'Brian' back into the main bedroom.
If he asks why say "Becky isn't my husband, you are. She's the one that needs to be separate" and give him a big hug and kiss.
You'll need to check that he is still wearing knickers and make him go change if he isn't. Take some into his work and make him show he still has a pair on and make him change into the pair you've brought if he isn't. You can't allow him to back slide too far!
25g. Back sliding.
If he ever stops keeping himself totally clean shaven from the eyebrows down and/or tries to stop wearing knickers touch his stubbled face, arms, chest and chin, express disappointment he has 'let himself go' and remind him how much you like him being smooth and how sexy you find him when he's totally smooth and how turned on he makes you.
Remind him that he is still, kind of, trying to keep himself somewhat 'feminine' in the hopes you're going to get comfortable with the idea of taking a female lover so you can fulfil his fantasy, as promised.
Don't tease and torment him during this time, as you do when he's being Becky and refuse to allow him to even touch you. If he comments just say "You being Becky just makes me so horny because I so love how you look all dolled up, your legs and ass and chest are just so fucking sexy, that I can't keep my hands off you! When you're Brian it kind of feels like it did before we started having these adventures so it's all a little bland, really."
He will ask if you want him to go back to being Becky. Shrug and say "It's up to you, when you're ready. But I do really love the games we play together when you're being Becky!" and give his balls a little tweak and smack his bum.
During this time you need to stay in contact with 'Abby' and make sure she knows you're going to want her over again fairly soon and that you hope the three of you will do a bit more together next time.
If he doesn't pretty much go and get changed there and then you'll have to press the issue, no more than a day or so later simply say "I'd love to have my 'girl' back again, baby. I really miss having my 'lesbian lover' to play games with. When do you think I'll see her again? Now, maybe?"
You may need to emotionally blackmail him again but you can't let him think he can just be 'Brian' all the time.
25h. Driving home his new roles.
As soon as he has completed his total Becky transformation, you must, absolutely immediately, jump him. Kiss him passionately and rub yourself against him and rub your hands all over his legs and ass and tell him how sexy they are when he's dressed and how you can already feel yourself getting wet. Cup his cage and finger his ass. Give him your biggest and brightest smile, try to glisten a 'happy' tear if you can, and give him a massive hug and a huge sloppy kiss. Take him by the hand and pull him toward your bedroom. Almost run in there dragging him along. Quickly strip off, jump up on the bed, spread your legs, and pat your pussy and say "Come on, baby girl, mama needs you to make her pussy feel good!"
If you're usually hairy 'down there', and if he hasn't offered to shave you during his time as 'Brian', you should have left it to grow out. Hopefully the area will be stubbly. Make sure you really grind his face into your pussy. When he complains its hurting say "Well whose fault is that? You haven't exactly been looking after my needs as Brian, now have you?" A little guilt is good for him! It will make him try to please you all the more! Send him off to get the stuff he needs to shave you clean. Tell him to hurry because you're really fucking horny!
Make him tongue and finger you to as many orgasms as you can stand. Then get your vibrator out and show him how to use it to give you another one. Pull him close and cuddle and kiss him. Stroke as much of his chest, back, legs, arms as you can reach. Play with his nipples. Tell him how fantastic he was and how much you missed him looking after you like that and that you "just need a little rest before you're going to make him feel really good."
This is going to be one of the few times you're going to 'look after him' as you wish to 'welcome him back to being your girl'.
You do this, probably a few times, so he knows that the only way he is going to get sex is to be sissified.
Tell him to get up on his knees in front of you so you can take his cock cage back off. Suck him to full hardness and push him onto his back with a pillow under his hips. Mount him 'cowgirl' style and guide him into your hot wet pussy. Guide his hands onto your breasts and tell him you want him to tweak and pull on your nipples quite roughly when he feels you starting to come and that you want him to unload in your pussy at the same time. Place your hands in the middle of his chest and ride him as mercilessly as you can. Slam your pussy down onto his cock, and give yourself up to total abandonment. Toss your head and be really vocal. Start to call him by all the dirty and slutty names you can think of. Call him your cock whore, your cum slut, your fuck toy. Tell him you're going to make him come into you so hard that his balls are going to shoot out his cock too. Tell him how good his girlie dick feels in your pussy.
The dirtier and more vocal you are the better (remember to use the female pronouns).
If he starts to groan and writhe because he's getting close to coming, glare down at him and growl "Don't you dare come until you feel me come! Get ready to tweak my nipples."
Let yourself come as hard and as loudly as you can. Again, be very vocal about it. Growl at him to "Fill my cunt with your seed you fucking slut!
I know that word again but blah blah, he'll love it.
Pull and tweak my nipples!" groan and tell him to do it "harder!" Call him all the slutty names you have for him, and try to invent some more Becky Cockslut, your filthy cum slut, your dirty pussy eater, (make sure you include 'cock sucker') etc., as he comes inside you. As soon as you have both finished coming, straddle his face and make him clean you up. Make sure you rub plenty of his, and your, juices all over his face and forehead. Don't let him get up and clean himself up after he has finished cleaning you. Lie against him and gather some of the come on your finger and feed it to him. If he tries to clean his face stop him and say "Don't, you look so sluttily sexy with my juices all over your face! I fucking love it!"
Hand him his cock cage and explain that you feel since he has 'back slid' over the last few days when he was being Brian that you want him to go back to being Becky all the time. So he's to go back to wearing the stockings and camisole top under his work clothes. Tell him you want him to change back into the total 'Becky' package as soon as he gets home every night, as well, until you are sure he won't back slide again.
It's inevitable that he will try to 'back slide' into Brian the first few times you give him control over what he wears. Don't be surprised and don't let him get too far away from what you're training him to be. The key, as always, is keeping him as horny as possible and the giving and withdrawal of rewards depending on his behaviour. You want to teach him that he remains your sissyboi at all times regardless of what he's wearing. A sissyboi is always what he is and he knows it!
25i. Distracting him from realising he's becoming effeminate.
Now that he is virtually always wearing a cock cage his cock and balls will have started to atrophy. At this time it's imperative you don't let him realise he's 'package' is getting smaller. Instead keep telling him how much bigger he looks shaved and in the cage and how you could swear he is getting bigger. You want his shaft, especially, to shrink because you're going to use that as an excuse to get your first bull.
You need a bigger cock than his because the strapon just isn't the same as a real cock and his dick just isn't big enough to satisfy you properly anymore.
25j. Changing him from straight to bisexual.
You need to start getting him used to the thought of sucking a cock and Abby's is the obvious one for him to start on. Start by dressing as sexily as you can every day. Make sure your breasts are always on display when he's with you, every outfit you have should expose a large amount of cleavage, but only cleavage, not nipples (yet). Go braless if you're still firm enough to, use a push up bra if you're not (get some 'chicken fillets' to enhance them if you're small). Lean over so he can peer down your top at your cleavage at every opportunity, especially when you're out with him.
Let others have a peek as well. If he complains just touch him affectionately and say "What does it matter? You're the only one that's actually going to see or touch them and, besides, it turns me on" take his hand and touch it to your pussy "see?"
You'll have to have a really short skirt on with nothing but a thong underneath to do this and you'll have to spread your legs so his hand can go up your skirt. Try to let the guy(s) who have been ogling see you place his hand on your pussy.
Sigh, I don't care if you're a 'bigger girl' there's an awful lot of us guys that like bigger girls and love to look at their plump thighs and ass and their swelling bosoms, so you should never wear a skirt that is lower than your mid-thigh when you're out with your man and wear one that shows your ass cheeks at home. Bend over in front of your man regularly when you're at home together and show him your ass. Allow him to feel and/or kiss it if he wants to (haven't you always secretly wanted to tell him to 'kiss your ass'? ).
It'll help to turn him on and you're trying to get him to the stage where he is also responsible for his own arousal and erections. It's not going to be your job to make him hard and horny, it will be his.
Let your skirt ride up when you're sitting so we can peer right up to where your upper thighs meet.
Learn to enjoy the feeling of being lusted over and even objectified. Despite what the feminists have tried to do over the years we're still men and victims of our lust, we're just not so obvious about it anymore.
When men look down your front, or up your skirt, try to make eye contact with them so they know you know they're ogling and give them a big smile. Move a little so your breasts jiggle (it doesn't matter if they don't because your top will move and it will look like they have), or cross your legs so they can catch a glimpse of your knickers. When your man peeks grin and touch your top lip with your tongue. So he knows you like him looking. Take your mounds in your hand and give them a bit of a lift up and make sure he, and everyone else who is looking, sees you doing it.
As I said before men are both very visual and very aural.
25k. Starting his cock sucking lessons.
When you're wearing the strapon you should have it positioned so it is down the inside of your thigh and tied in place so it's not immediately obvious (the hem of your dress or skirt will need to be just long enough to hide it.) Use a quick release tie to hold it in place (a Velcro strap works perfectly).
No, not when you're out in public, silly . If you're going to wear it in public, maybe to his workplace when you do one of your periodical checks on him, you wear either a long skirt or a pair of trousers. If you do wear it to his work, at the very least, make him feel it and tell him you brought it along just in case he wanted a little taste and give him a big smile.
When you start dressing sexily at home for your man he probably won't even notice at first. It's because he's male and we don't, right? But if he does, (if he doesn't ask him if he likes how you've been making a special effort for him every night?) tell him you think it's only fair because he is always so sexy for you.
As soon as he reappears as Becky (or is Becky if you get home after him) make sure you give him lots of kisses and cuddles to make him horny (and keep him that way). Every time he's sitting down make sure you straddle his thighs and push your breasts into his face at least a couple of times every 30 mins or so and pretend to ride him If he asks why you're suddenly doing this all the time say "Because you make me horny, silly!". Hold your breasts so they squeeze together.
Double sigh, it doesn't matter if you're too small for your mounds to surround his face, it's the action that matters.
If you're braless encourage him to lick your nipples and make sure he knows how much you're enjoying it.
He really knows how to do it right, right? You taught him!
If you're not ask him to lick between the curves of your globes because that's almost as nice, right? If he doesn't immediately put his hands on your ass.
What the fuck is the matter with him? But he may have gotten used to not doing anything to you unless told to.
Grab them and place them on your hips. And tell him to knead and squeeze them and to pull you down on him cos you love feeling his hands on you when you're horny. The times you don't have the strapon on take a hand and guide it to your pussy so he can feel you're hot and wet.
Make sure you are! Fantasise and masturbate to wetness beforehand if you have to.
Let him finger you and revel in the feeling, be audible in your appreciation. If you do have the strapon on, undo the tie, grab it and tell him "Suck Mama's girlie cock, Becky baby! It makes me so horny when you do it!" Tell him 'she' is a good little cock sucker and sucks Mama's cock so well.
If he tries to object to being called a 'cock sucker' just say "OH FFS! It's called role play, Brian! It's making me want to fuck you. Don't you want to be fucked tonight? Now suck Mama, my Becky girl!" Don't stop calling him a cock sucker and, as he gets used to it, add things like 'cum licker and/or swallower' as well. Say "All really good girls love cock and you love your Mama's cock, don't you baby girl?" make him tell you "yes". Keep him doing it by reminding him he's going to get fucked tonight if he pleases you.
Reward him in the usual way if he obeys you, punish him in the usual way if he doesn't.
This is all about getting him used to you and, eventually, him, and finally him on others and you on others, performing sex acts outside the bedroom with you in the dominant role and him as the 'girl'.
25l. Becoming the dominant partner
Pick a night to invite Abby over again. Tell Abby you want her to be in a cock cage and that she should also wear a pair of 'control briefs' so her bulge is not evident this time because you want her to take the total girl's part.
She'll have them for sure.
If she objects simply say "If you want to have any chance of serving me and maybe having sex with me, you'll do as you're told! No cage and control briefs on and you go straight back out!"
Get used to taking the dominant role! The only time you are ever going to be in the submissive role with is when you're being serviced by your bulls! And, even then, the real power is with you because, once they've come, what real use to you are they? Other than to humiliate your sissyboi?
Emphasise to her that your husband is still only slowly progressing in his journey so you don't know how much will happen.
Make sure your man knows she's coming, but it's only for a few drinks and a chat again. You will need to make sure your man isn't able to have an orgasm, or has ruined ones, for at least 2 weeks before Abby gets there.
The simplest way, of course, is to not let him out of his cage for the 2 weeks leading up to this encounter. Tell him you feel he's back sliding again and until he's lifted his game back up he's not getting out of the cage, or near you! Don't even let him out when it's time for him to do his weekly shave down. Say "No, you'll just masturbate in the shower. I know you!"
If he asks why you keep inviting 'her' over just say how much you love having two 'girls' being attentive to you and that it helps with the idea that you're eventually going to make out with a real woman for him soon.
Tell him that, before she gets there, he is to make himself up as slutty as he can because you love that.
Send Abby into change and do her makeup as soon as she gets there. You will have made sure she has, and is wearing, breast forms to enhance the illusion of femininity. Tell her to call you as soon as she has completed her transformation.
You want your man to be already '3 sheets to the wind' (tipsy, heading towards drunk), and as horny and turned on as you can possibly make him by the time Abby gets there.
Drunk and horny has been many a man's downfall!
You, also, need to be dressed as sluttily as you dare knowing that your man is still going to see Abby as a man and may be bothered by you revealing too much to 'him'.
When Abby says she has completed her transformation go to the bedroom and make her show you that she's put on her cage as expected and is wearing the control briefs and make her give you the key (you might consider keeping it if you want a more permanent thing with 'her').
Don't let hubby see you take the key!
If she hasn't put both of them on make her immediately put them on. Tell her severely "Nobody here wants to see that unsightly thing. My man has the only girly cock I want to see or touch!"
Once you've confirmed she is dressed as she was instructed head back to the lounge and do as you did last time and keep your man in as heightened a state of arousal, without coming, that you can possibly get him.
25m. Distracting him from your real goal.
Make sure, this time, all 3 of you are on the couch. Sit in the middle and tell hubby to come and sit beside you. You'll want him to sit on the same side as your dominant hand so you can easily play with his cock. Have Abby sit, a little away from you, on the other side.
Just chat for a time and try to make Abby relaxed. Keep playing with hubby's cock to keep him close to coming. Hopefully he will be beginning to get quite frustrated because he's not allowed to come and needs to really badly. Stroke him a little more firmly, cuddle very close to him and kiss his neck and jawline. Get his attention so that he is looking at you, indicate Abby Say "She really is quite sexy don't you think? Especially with those 'boobs'. I bet, from this angle, if I was making out with her it would look just like two women were doing it. Look!"
Keep your back between him and Abby and lean over and give her a quick soft kiss on the lips. Turn back to your hubby and say "See?"
Indicate that Abby should move until she is right up against you and put your arm around her.
Turn back to your hubby and say "I want you to watch me and her make out. We're going to make out like we're two lesbians going at each other. Just like you've fantasised about. I reckon if I can do this I'll be ready to do a 'real woman'."



Make sure you keep hold of his cock firmly so he has no choice but to move across with you because you're definitely going to want him thinking about how badly he needs to come and nothing else!
Start to make out with Abby. If Abby tries to touch anything but your face, head, shoulders or back (and she's really a man so she probably will!) tell her firmly "No! They're exclusively for my man."
You want to be sure your man hears you say that so say it loudly and firmly. But keep kissing her and stroking her hair and arms. Start to play with her 'tits' as if she really was a woman and they were real.
Now cross your fingers and hope he doesn't lose it. If you've got him horny enough that he's pretty much only thinking about his need to come he should go along with the fantasy and will actually enjoy the show. If he freaks out and heads to the bedroom to strip 'Becky' off and wants Abby out of the house immediately you're screwed. And there's a good chance your marriage is over. Complications, remember? 
Keep playing with his dick as you make out with Abby.
I know it's going to be a bit like rubbing your stomach and patting your head, but you're a smart girl, you'll figure it out.
Still holding onto his cock, straddle Abby. Once you're settled onto her and he's kneeling beside you with his cock still in your hand, really go to town with Abby. Make as passionate love to her as you do to your husband when he's being Becky. Make sure you use female pronouns and tell 'her' that she is beautiful and her lips are so soft and her breasts feel so hot against yours, and you can feel her hard nipples in your hands and the heat rising from her pussy.
You're trying to make Brian (yes Brian) convinced that you are right into the fantasy that you're making out with a real woman so he doesn't make a sudden appearance and lose his shit! Ruining everything, including your marriage! The reason you've insisted Abby is in a cage and control brief is because you definitely don't want her cock to appear on the scene suddenly reminding 'Brian' she is a he and what's more he is making out with his wife!
Continue to tell her off she tries to touch your breasts or pussy, threaten to stop and send her home if she continues. Pause long enough to let go of your husband's dick, grab him by the back of his neck and pull him down into a passionate kiss, repeat the kiss every few moments. Groan with excitement every time you kiss him and tell him how fucking hot this is making you! Move less toward him and move him more towards you, every time, so that he gets closer and closer to where you and Abby are kissing.
Do not try to make him kiss her! But if he does start to kiss you as you kiss her encourage him to go further by pulling his head closer and swap between kissing Abby and him by groaning and saying how fucking hot it is! Say "Kiss her, baby, that'd be so hot!" (If he does this is going to be a whole lot easier than we thought ).
You need to be rubbing yourself against her legs by now. Groan and say to your man "Look, baby, I'm humping her legs! Fuck it feels good! She's so soft! Why have I waited so long to do this?"
Kiss him passionately again. By now his head will be very close to where you and Abby are kissing.
Now that you have let go of his cock you will really need to work on those audible cues so make plenty of moaning and groaning noises as you three are making out.
Keep swapping between kissing Abby and him, but make sure you're now mostly kissing him while Abby kisses your cheek, and neck and in that really nice place where your neck meets your shoulder and along your collar bone. Make sure he can hear how good it feels. Keep grinding on Abby's thighs and groaning as you do it.
25n. Coming in a 'man's' mouth.
Here comes the key part because you want your man to let Abby suck his cock.
Say this to him "Bring your cock up here, baby. I want to suck on you!"
He'll probably have to stand on the couch to do it. As he positions himself so that you can suck him make sure Abby is easily able to kiss your lips so position yourself and her so she can.
Take his cock in your mouth and bob up and down. Let it fall out of your mouth and rub against the opposite cheek to Abby and kiss Abby before taking it back in your mouth. Make sure he sees you're alternating between sucking his cock and kissing your 'lesbian lover'. Be loud about how much you're getting into it. Tell him to balance himself by sitting on couch's back and leaning back against the wall.
Having him fall off the couch about now would ruin the whole scene!
Then demand he closes his eyes. Threaten that you're going to stop sucking him if he opens them.
Slowly redirect his cock so that it points between your and Abby's mouths. Wrap your lips round your side of his shafts and pull Abbey's lips onto the other side in the same position.
His shaft needs to be parallel to your lips not pushing in and out of your mouth.
Kiss her lips, and have her kiss yours, tongues and all, around his cock, passionately. Groan as if it's giving you as much pleasure to do this as he's getting from receiving it.
The vibrations will only add to the sensations he's experiencing.
Slide your lips along his cock in tandem with Abby. Have your tongue pushed forward so it's sliding along his cock.
You need to do this slowly so that your lips and Abby's lips are never off his shaft and are together so he's not 100% sure, with his eyes closed, that you're not the only one sucking his cock.
Slide up towards his head and lick that area just under the eye of his cock.
The same one you were pulling on when you were tugging on his ball sack, remember?
Grab his shaft, lean back and demand of him that he doesn't come yet!
If you've been making him edge as often as you should have been he should be able to last for a while longer.
Return to what you and Abby were doing but, this time, when you get up to the head of his cock move your head so the tip slips into your mouth, swirl your tongue around the eye then slide your lips, with Abby's, back down his shaft. The next time up let Abby do the same thing to him. Repeat this a few times, alternating who is taking him in their mouth
Keep in mind that you've had him edging for a long time so you don't know how much longer he is going to last.
Fairly shortly, because he's going to come, one of the times Abby is about to take him in her mouth let your lips come off his shaft, wet your forefinger with your tongue and rim his ass as his dick slides into her mouth.
He's going to immediately come because that's going to be too much for him. Have Abby deep throat him (push her head down on his shaft) and get up so you can passionately hold his head and kiss him. As he spurts his seed out tell him, loudly, how fucking hot watching him do that is.
He should spurt quite a lot of times because he's been edging for so long.
Yell at him "That's it, baby, choke that fucking slut with your come. Fill her so full it leaks out her ears! Shove your big cock down her throat so she gags! Fuck her slut mouth! Make her your bitch! Make her your cock sucking cum queen! Fuck what a dirty cum swallowing fucking whore she is! Show that useless fucking lesbian bitch what a real man's dick tastes like and what it's like to be mouth fucked with a real cock, instead of the dildos she usually uses!
It's 100% imperative you give him what he needs to be able to maintain the fiction in his mind that he is coming in the mouth of a woman, who is also his partner's lesbian lover, and not into some guy's mouth. If he snaps into the realisation that he's just let a 'man' suck him off he's going to lose it and you're going to be in deep shit. He will probably never forgive you.
25o. Getting him to let you play with another.
You need to push Abby off his cock as soon as he's finished coming and send her up to the end of the couch. Make sure she knows she has to stay quiet. Drag him down into a sitting position and make sure your body is between him and Abby and you're really close to him so he can't easily see her. You need to keep kissing him and stroking his face. Tell him what a fucking stud he is lasting that long and then coming that much.
You must feed his ego and absolutely ensure he knows he's your man and you are in awe of his sexual prowess. That he makes you so incredibly happy and you feel almost ready to take a lesbian lover now. Gloss over the 'almost' if he says something. You should try to not have to take one, unless it's something you actually want to experience, if you can avoid it. Because it's all about you, remember?
A little confusing, isn't it? I get you to break him down and then have you build him back up. But these things take time and if you push him too far too fast he'll snap out of the sexual spell you have him under and want to go back to being just Brian. And letting him realise that, not only did he just let a man suck his cock willingly, he enjoyed it and actually came in that guy's mouth, is definitely pushing your slightly homophobic husband too far!
The worst part is, if you lose him now and he leaves you, and because he has never had so much sex and orgasms ever before, he will, most likely, look for this exact thing with another woman and that bitch will get the benefit of all your hard work! .
Keep crooning at him and stroking him, stay away from his cock for now, because it will be too sensitive. But you'll want to be starting the process of heating him up again. Keep telling him what a huge stud he was during that session and how he has made you even more in awe of his love making prowess. Start to touch and stroke his erogenous zones, behind his ears, his ear lobes, etc. Kiss him more and more fervently and take his hand and put it near your pussy.
Make sure he can tell how badly you need to be fucked right now by touch (wet and hot pussy), sight (writhe as if you're just so hot you could almost come, hold his hand in place on your pussy and hump his hand and leg), and sound (moaning and groaning and telling him how wet he's made you).
Start to be more intense about getting him hard again. Slip your hand between his legs and rim his ass. Kiss him harder and longer. Kiss his nipples and moan. As soon as he is mostly hard again take him in your mouth. Be gentle! Spend way more time licking along his shaft and swirling your tongue on that spot just below the helmet than with him in your mouth.
You want it to be erotic, not trying to make him come. Think making love vs fucking. Both are good but the intent is different. He makes love to you, generally speaking, you fuck him. But this is the time to make love to his cock.
Once his libido is once again racing (i.e. his cock is hard and throbbing in your mouth ) roll back and lie across his chest, wrap his arm around your shoulders and put his hand on your nipple. Tell him to play with tweak and pull on it if he doesn't do it himself. (If he's just playing with them tell him to be rougher) Every time he gives them a bit of a twist or pull thrust your hips up and groan.
If you're not actually enjoying it's time to pretend again. He needs to believe you are as hot to go as you can possibly be!
Keep your hand on his cock with a fairly firm grip. You want to be pulling on it not sliding your hand up and down it so you're stretching on 'that' spot again. Put his other hand on your other breast and squeeze his hand so he squeezes your breast. Groan and buck when he does. Turn your head and kiss him just below his ear and on his jawline. Moan "I'm going to make her eat my pussy, baby. Play with my nipples and kiss me while she does, please?" Sound like you're begging him to allow you to do this.
At this point he needs to feel like he's in control of things and that you need his permission to have her do it!
Pull your skirt up and pull you thong off to one side, look at Abby and say "Eat my pussy please, darling?"
Remember you are trying to maintain the illusion that she is your lesbian lover so behave as you would if she was. Do not act with her like you do with Becky at this time!
Abby will, of course, be really eager to do this.
Hopefully her skills match her enthusiasm! But, regardless of her skills, you need to really get into it. Guide with your free hand as necessary to get her onto the places where you can really get off.
Do not knock her wig off!
Keep pulling insistently on your man's penis and kissing his neck and jawline and tongue that area. Every time he tweaks or pulls a nipple give out a guttural groan, arch your back and push your pussy harder into Abby's face.
When you're getting close to coming, clench Abby's head between your thighs, sit up, still holding onto your man's cock, turn to him and say "I want to ride her face while you fuck me from behind, baby. Will you do that for me?"
You need to once more sound like you're asking permission.
Of course he'll be keen! Tell Abby to sit on the floor with her head on the couch cushion. Pull your skirt off, but leave the thong on, straddle her head, pull your thong to one side and lower yourself onto her willing tongue. Make sure you say something like "Fuck this is so hot!" Guide your man into your pussy, if you don't he's most likely going to try and slip it in your ass!
You've got to admire his willingness to keep trying though, don't you? 
Tell him to lean forward so he can maul your tits.
Sigh, yes, exactly like that, I know I said... blah blah... but sometimes, to achieve the result you want you need to break the rules!
And tell him "Give it to me, baby. Make me your slut!"
Very shortly Abby is going to be licking his balls and shaft as it slides in and out of your pussy. Do you really wanting him to start remembering that 'she' is actually a he?
Dirty talk time! Keep telling him to "Fuck me hard, own that pussy and make me squirt on your magnificent cock! Shoot your load in me, fill my cunt up with your man juice." And others of the same ilk.
Yeah, that word again blah blah... 
You need to intersperse those kind of comments with others about Abby "My god, baby, she's eating my pussy so well! Can you feel her tongue on your balls, baby? Doesn't it feel so good? Wipe your cock on her face after you've shot, honey. Make her all slutty!" Then, as he starts to fuck you harder, go back to the type of comments above.
You should allow yourself to come as many times as you can. At least twice, preferably 3 or 4 or more times, moaning for her to keep licking you well and for him to fuck you hard.
If you can't wtf is the matter with you?  You've got a tongue on your clit and a hard dick in your pussy and soon it's going to be your sissyboi's tongue on your clit and that 9in monster cock you've always wanted to try in your pussy or ass. You should be in absolute seventh heaven!
If you can't come that much you're going to have to fake it to at least two until he starts to unload in your pussy.
25p. Preventing an explosion.
As soon as he's finished coming, push him back, move away from Abby, cup your pussy as if to catch the sperm running out of you, give him a really big 'thank you kiss', tell him how awesomely good it was and ask him to go and get you a warm wet washer, please? Don't give him a chance to stop and think. As soon as he's out of the room tell Abby to go and get changed and go home as quickly as possible, that you're sorry she didn't get any but that you promise you'll look after 'just her' soon.
Follow your husband into the bathroom, turn on the shower taps and strip him off. Be desperate about it. Tell him in a little teary voice to hurry up, you need Brian back because you're a little freaked out right now.
He'll be confused as he'll be probably thinking 'hang on, you're freaked out? Shouldn't I be the one freaking a little here?
So say "I just came whilst a woman was eating my pussy, well she isn't, but it seemed like it at the time, you know? And now I feel all weird about it."
Drag him into the shower and remove all traces of Becky from him yourself using your hands and lots of warm soapy water. Pay real special attention to his cock, clean it particularly well and lean over at give it a kiss, pat him on his chest, give him a tremulous smile and say something like "You have such a magnificent cock my gorgeous stud muffin!"
Hand him the soap and a cloth or loofa and ask, with a trembling lip "Please clean me?"
Tell him how good it feels for him to be cleaning and caressing you. When he reaches your pussy give a little gasp as if it's hurt, or something. When he asks "what's wrong?" Say "It's alright. It doesn't hurt, it's just all a little weird right now!"
You do this to stop him from freaking out. Now that he's not horny he's going to start to remember that he not only let another man eat your pussy he's now come in a man's mouth, twice! But if he feels like he needs to look after you because you're weak and vulnerable he'll push it aside and concentrate on you. That's what you've been training him to do, right?
You're really hoping here that he has quickly come to the realisation that a good blow job is a good blow job and what does he care whose mouth he came in? Then you won't have to do virtually any of what follows! 
Pay special attention to him when you get out of the shower. Take the towel and dry him yourself, pay a lot of attention to his cock, this time too. Quickly towel yourself off and lead him back to the bed. Ask him to get up and lie on his back. Climb up and snuggle into his chest, ask him to put his arms around you if he hasn't already. Stroke his chest softly kiss the side of his mouth and with a trembling lip ask "Will you make love to me, right now, honey, please? I need you to show me I'm still straight woman and that you still want me."
If he goes to get up to change into Becky, if you've trained him properly he should, say "No, like this, as my husband not my sexy slutgirl. I just want you to lick my nipples to warm me up a little before slipping inside me and making me feel good."
Have him warm you up a little but don't let him touch or lick your pussy (unlike usually) if he tries just say "Please don't, it just feels too weird at the moment, can you please just slide that superb dick of yours in me and make gentle love to me?"
If you've been denying him for 2 weeks he should be still good to go, if he isn't you know how to get him there.  Make sure you come in a reasonably short time, fake it if you have to, then ask him, quietly, to "Come inside me, my love. I need to feel your seed in me."
After he's rolled off you, prevent him from going down on you to clean you up, (he should, because you've trained him well, haven't you?), cuddle up to him again and give him a loving kiss and say "You're so good to me, my love. How did I get to be so lucky?" Give him a light nudge in the ribs and say "Mind you, you're pretty lucky too! How many of you mates have wives that let them fuck as often as we do?" Tell him "Maybe having a woman eat me out wasn't so bad as long as you're there with me."
Because you've trained him well he'll reach for his cage, let him put this on, and give him a hug and a smile of approval.
25q. Making him admit he liked it.
Beat him up the next morning and bring him some breakfast in bed. Sit up facing him drinking your coffee and look at him quite intently. He'll eventually get self-conscious and say "what?"



Say "I want you to be honest with me, okay?" He'll nod, of course. "Did you like last night? Did you enjoy having Abby suck your cock? Don't lie to me because I know how hard you came down her throat and I know having her lick your balls when you were fucking me was great because every time she did your dick jumped inside me?"
He'll, more than likely, be really embarrassed so you'll have to reassure him. "Don't be embarrassed, my love, the whole thing was just so intense that we both kind of lost ourselves in the moment and thought she was real. I know I did, that was why I was freaking out a little last night!"
Give him a moment and, if he doesn't answer, say "Well? Did you?"
If he says "yes" say "Good because I really enjoyed it, too. I was so hot and you fucked me so well that I want to do it again, soon. What do you think? Next time I'll make sure you get an even better show and get to do me even harder! Please say yes, baby! It'll be so good for us both, I promise!"
If he still refuses to answer say "Don't worry about it so much, honey! We both had a really good time and we both had some really great orgasms! I know you're not into guys but she's not really a guy. She's kind of like me but with a permanently attached strapon. Besides I really love having you and her please me!" Pout and say "You do like pleasing me, babe, don't you?
Of course, he now has to say yes.
There's that emotional blackmail again 
Then, as above say "Good because I etc. "
25r. Taking your first lover.
Once he's agreed to another meet you need to arrange it as soon as possible. Phone Abby and make sure she is available for the very next Saturday, insist if you have to. Remind her she is still to wear her cage and control briefs when she turns up. Tell her you want to see her before then, at her place, so you can make it up to her for not getting anything on Friday (or whenever it was). Tell her to take a day off work so there is no chance of your man catching her with you and take the day off as well.
This is part of teaching yourself that you're allowed to take lovers where and when you please. That you are a sexy desirable woman that all men want to fuck (well the straight ones, anyway ). Be very careful though, because if he catches you cheating behind his back with Abby it's going to seem like the ultimate betrayal to him! But you need to ensure Abby still wants to be part of your play and if she's not getting to come, why would she?
How you approach your assignation with Abby is going to depend on what kind of relationship you want with her. If you want to add her to your list of sissyboi lovers
Not sure why anyone would want more than one, myself 
Then instruct her to be totally made and dressed up when you get there along with her cage and briefs (let's hope you remembered to give her they key back or she had a spare, otherwise she's been locked in it since Friday, probably not such a bad thing ), if you don't, tell her you want her in male mode.
In the sissyboi scenario you'll want her to immediately learn, as your sissyboi has, that it's not your role to get her off. That she is responsible for her own orgasms. Have her remove her control brief and cage. Then you will expose your breasts to her and tell her you want her to jack off onto them. As soon as she has come on your breasts, make her clean them up with her tongue, tell her "Good girl. I'll see you Friday!" And walk out.
If you've decided the one sissyboi is more than enough for you make sure 'he' knows to meet you in male mode and when you get to his place make him fuck you immediately.
Yes, fuck, you're allowing yourself to know that having virtual strangers fuck you to orgasmic bliss is fucking awesome! Unless you've already got the results of the STI test back make sure he wears protection.
If you've decided to bare back, don't let your man to touch your pussy until you're sure 'Abby's seed' is no longer evident.
Get used to doing this! Your bulls certainly aren't going to be wearing a condom when they have use of your cunt. 
Make sure he satiates you. Make him do it properly, but as a man would, so you can enjoy yourself immensely
This is all about you, remember?
If you want, let him tongue and stretch your ass, and fuck you in there.
Make use of the butt plug practice you've been making hubby give you! 
During your 'play time' with Abby you need to tell her she's expected to arrive at your place as Abby from now on because she needs to show her commitment to you and her possible new role as a fairly regular play partner. But she is to have a change of 'boy's' clothes to go home in.
She'll raise the usual protests of "What if someone sees me? And "I can't, I don't want to be caught!" Don't give her the option. Just say "Its dark when you come to my place, put a long coat on and carry your heels until you get to the car. You park right outside the door when you get to my place so scurry inside and shut the door!") Don't take no for an answer unless she says it's an absolute deal breaker and won't turn up if she has to come dressed (trying to substitute a different girl in, at this stage, will make life difficult).
25s. It's time to become the dominant partner.
You're going to spend the week making sure your man's balls are aching. Tease him relentlessly. Send him pics of your pussy 3 or 4 times a day. Ask him if he can tell you're horny? Send some with your fingers straddling your clit or dipped into your pussy, always with your thong on and pulled to the side.
It's more erotic and less pervy.
Tell him he can show them to his workmates if he wants (along with a smiley face emoji so he thinks you're, probably, joking).
Sigh. It's your pussy, love. Neither the FBI nor CIA have a 'pussy identification squad' whose sole job it is to identify whose vagina that texted pic belongs to! Besides, he'll love it and be scandalised (and secretly really turned on) that you're encouraging him to show his mates your pussy pics.
Plus, whenever you're with his any of his workmates, you'll be able to tell which ones have seen them because they'll be 1) obviously leering at you (they're men and, given you're sexily dressed, will leer at you anyway but only when they think you're not looking). 2) Trying to look up your skirt to see what colour your thong is. 3) Giving you a 'knowing' look. You want this attention and, you never know, one of them might be sporting that 9in schlong you've been craving.
Send him texts telling him how sexy his ass and cock look in his knickers and cage and how you can't stop thinking how great it feels when you rub your hands across them. Ask him (again) if he can tell you're horny? Tell him you've already come twice, at work this morning, reliving the moment he came in your pussy and on Abby's tongue and face and that "You're ruining my work performance you goddamned stud muffin! I fucking love it!" with a lot of smiley face emoji's.
Constantly remind him how hard he came down Abby's throat and how much you loved seeing him do that. Remind him how good it felt having Abby licking his balls as he was fucking you. Tell him how much you love having 2 girls service you and you can't wait till you're both doing it again. Do this every day until at least Wednesday.
25t. Making him submit to you.
For the next week, whenever you're with him, you'll wear your strapon as described above (so if you get home after him put it on immediately). You'll also want to keep yourself looking as sexy as you can all of the time you're with him so make an effort to go sexy yourself up as soon as you get home.
A note here: Men usually need a little time, when they are first back from work, to relax, wind down and switch back to home mode. So, when he comes in through the door, hand him a beer and tell him to strip off and go sit and relax.
About 10 -- 20 minutes after he gets home on the Wednesday night (or after you've got home and done yourself up), take his cage off, keep hold of it, and send him to shower and shave down again, don't let him protest just roll your eyes and say "Just do it, okay?" Next say "When you get out of the shower, I want you to put your stockings on, choose a pretty pair of knickers, and bring them out to me."
When he's back, take the knickers from his hand (or tell him to take them off if he's wearing them) kiss him firmly, grope his cock, push down on his shoulders and say "On your knees, lover boy, Mama has something nice for you!" Make him suck your 'cock'.
Tell him how good it feels and use a lot of phrases like "suck Mama good, my little cockslut. Mama loves her cum slut sucking her dick. Show Mama what a good little cock sucker you are!"
Push him off your 'dick' and tell him "On your knees, Becky Cockslut, head on the floor and show mama your fuck hole!"
You're at another one of those possible complications parts. If he won't accept you in this role and himself as the submissive partner here you're probably going to lose this war and he will want to go back to being Brian and have had enough of these 'games'.
If he resists say firmly and with absolute conviction you will be obeyed "I said on your knees, you fucking slut, show me your hole."
Hold your breath, and remain silent, pointing at floor with as stern an expression on your face as you can have. He should cave. If he hasn't turned so his ass is toward you tell him sternly "No! I said show me your fuck hole now turn around and show it to me!"
Once he's in position tell him to "Spread your cock hole, bitch! Spread your cheeks and show Mama your cum hole is clean and ready for Mama's cock!" Do not let him resist. Just repeat "I said blah blah..." and smack his ass.
Kneel down behind him and let your strapon slide between his legs and across his balls and cock.
You'll know you've won if he's hard. You're hoping he's rock hard. If he's leaking a little precum things will progress very quickly now because he is already your sissyboi, he just doesn't know it yet. The below assumes he's only kind of half-mast. If he's totally soft you may be in trouble. 
Reach up under his arm pits and run your fingers around to his chest. Rub down his stomach.
All of these actions should be done erotically so he comes to full hardness.
Say "Has my little slut made herself totally clean for Mama? Or has she been a bad girl and missed something? Becky is going to be punished if she's been a bad girl!"
Don't find anything even if there is something obvious. I'm not sure he will accept punishment at this stage.
Once you've finished your inspection lean back and say "Warm your fuck hole up for mama, baby. Mama needs to have some of your sweet ass!" If he goes to get up and get some lube hold him down and say "No! There's no time for that! Wet your fingers with your tongue and lube it that way."
You don't want to have to do a damned thing to help him get off, remember? He needs to learn that, if he wants to be allowed to come, it's all on him!
Grab hold of your 'cock' and say "Make Mama all wet, baby girl Becky, so I can fuck your hole." When he's sucked it to readiness tell him to "Turn around and spread your cum hole again." Insert your strapon quite firmly but not so hard he jerks forward and collapses.
If he's taller than you you're going to have to squat to achieve this so I hope you haven't been missing leg day! 
Once you're all the way inside him have him lift up so he is in the classic hands and knees position and start to fuck his ass, gently at first. Do not let him touch his cock.
It's called pegging and a surprising number of guys love it! If you can, try to introduce some of this activity into your sex life before you start him on this journey. It will do two things. 1) get him used to taking the submissive role and 2) Have him already used to ass play so you'll be able to skip a couple of the steps above.
As soon as you've pegged him to as close coming as you dare grab him by his hair (or the top of his shoulders close to his neck if he's bald) and start to pull him back onto your cock and slam that strapon into his cum hole as hard as you can.
He should almost immediately pop and start to come.
Hiss at him "That's it you slut! Take Daddy's cock and cum like the fucking whore you are. You love Daddy's cock in your fuck hole, don't you? Tell Daddy how much you love it, you slut!
FFS! Do not call him a queer or faggot or anything that alludes to these slurs! You need to maintain the illusion he's your lesbian lover still even though you've just called yourself 'Daddy' a number of times.
Continue to fuck him until he comes hands free.
If after more than a few 3 -- 4 strokes he hasn't come tell him "Take you boy clitty in your hand and come for me baby, please."
Once he's finished coming push him off your 'cock' tell him to roll over then sit yourself down on his face. Instruct him "Make me come, baby!" and do so, hard!
Time to blah blah.
25u. Setting the scene.
On the day you've arranged to meet Abby you will spend all day telling your man you're really going to ramp up the fun for him tonight and that you hope he's ready to be fucked harder and longer than ever before! Tell him he's going to come so hard and so often that he's going to beg you to stop but you're not going to. Explain that, by the time you've finished with him, neither of you are going to be able to walk for the rest of the weekend. And that you expect you (you not him) will be still walking bowlegged at work on Monday.
You're going to need to bring Abby into your plan so make sure she knows that you're going to try and get Becky to fuck her tonight. So, when the time comes and her control brief is being pulled down or Becky is feeling her ass, she is to make sure her hand is covering her cock cage and she is not to let go unless Becky pushes her hand away and wants to feel her 'bits' through the cage (let's hope, right?)
Also, make sure Abby knows she is to have cleaned, stretched, douched and lubed her anal passage before she gets to your place and to give you a key to her cage when she comes inside.
Don't worry, I can guarantee that she has probably already been doing this on the other occasions she's come over, because, just in case, you know? 
Go through the usual process of having him ready for the evening's activities.
That you've taken his cage off and he's totally shaved down, dressed sluttily and his makeup is all done. You've got him as 'hot to trot' as you can make him without him coming. And you've loosened his morals and reservations by having him a little tiddly.
Note: He should be keen, by now, to have regular play sessions with Abby (although he's unlikely to admit it) because 1) he's out of his cage and 2) Someone else is actually making him come! 3) Sometimes it's even you! 
You will have also made yourself into that vision of a sex Goddess that he, and Abby, have come to worship.
25v. Pushing his limits.
You're going to take the dominant role from the very beginning tonight so you'll need your strapon and his prostate massager somewhere close to hand in the lounge room but hidden from view. In your handbag would work, nicely.
Tell 'Becky' to take the middle seat of the lounge and make herself comfortable. Tell her that she may 'play with her boy clit' because you like watching her do that but that she is, under no circumstances, to come!
This is about getting him used to the idea that sex is something you have whenever you feel like it but he only gets to when you allow him.
You should be encouraging him to stroke and play with himself. Give it the occasional tug yourself as you wander by. If you're sure he won't come you can straddle his thighs, push your breasts into his face and tell him to lick them and let his cockhead slide across your clitoris and the entrance to your pussy. Groan as it does. You could even let the head enter you a bit.
Dangerous because he may pop and do you really want to be trying to fan the libido of a slightly inebriated man, that now wants to rest because he's just come, when there's another 'man' about to turn up?
Later in his training it won't matter, because he'll be used to having you not care about his needs when you're going to be entertaining a bull.
Note: You do this so he can feel, and be sure, just how hot and ready you are to go.
When Abby arrives, hand her a drink and tell her to go sit next to Becky.
If your man tries to object walk over to him, stand so you're looming over him cross your arms under breasts and look down at him sternly. After a few short moments lean down and grab his dick and say severely "You'll do it, and enjoy it, or you're going to be looking after this yourself tonight!"
Keep hold of his cock, sit on the couch next to him on the other side from Abby, so he is in the middle. Say something like "Becky has such a beautiful girl cock, Abby, don't you think?"
If Abby just nods or simply says "yes'. Say "Tell her then! Tell Becky how beautiful her girl dick is. Tell her how good it feels in your mouth. Tell her how much you love her coming in your mouth and how you adore licking her balls."
Insist that she does, in graphic detail, even if she goes all shy on you.
You're now at one of those critical points so give your man's cock a bit of a suck and lick while you wait to see what happens.
Hopefully, he'll just groan and hold your head as he enjoys the little oral you're giving him.
Do not let him come!
After Abby has finished complimenting his cock you'll say something along the lines of "Oh, baby! See? I'm not the only one that loves your beautiful dick! Lean back I'm going to get her to suck it for you!
Give his dick a couple of firm tugs and a quick lick and suck yourself as you wait for him to lean back. When he does get Abby on her knees in front of him and your hubby's cock in her mouth just as quickly as you can.
If he is going to freak out on you this is where he will. If he does prepare to protect yourself!
If he lets her suck him, congratulate yourself because you've won. He's a cock sucking sissyboi and it's only a matter of time before he's fluffing bulls for you.
25w. Preventing an explosion 2.
Encourage them both to really go for it. Push Abby's head down on his cock and, when she gags, say "That's it Becky baby, make that slut choke! Show her she can't handle a girl dick like yours!
This has changed from last time. You want him to stay in girl mode and accept how good it feels without coming out of his role as Becky Cockslut.
Play with his balls and, if you can reach, rim him. Make him come in her mouth as quickly and as hard as you can.
As soon as he has finished, push Abby off him and send her back to the end of the couch. Straddle him and kiss him passionately, lean back and take off your top and bra and guide his lips to your nipples. Grab his hand and guide it to your snatch. Moan and groan and tell him how fucking hot that was and to "Finger fuck me, baby girl. Mama needs you to make her come!" Hold is cock as he does it if you can comfortably reach it in this position. At the very least make sure his dick is against your bare skin, somewhere.
You have to come as if seeing your husband shoot down the throat of someone that wasn't you was the greatest thing you have ever seen. If you can't WTF is that matter with you?  Your husband is soon going to be actively recruiting big dicked bulls to fuck you! You should be in seventh heaven!



Note: Here is one of those complications moments! Are you jealous of the fact your husband shot so hard and willingly down someone else's throat? If you are, good luck turning him off this path, now. If you try to turn him aside now there's a really good chance he will just be a crossdresser and get other crossdressers and transgirls to suck and, possibly, fuck him behind your back!
Once you have had a satisfying orgasm (or have pretended to. Just one, you greedy bitch! ). You need to keep his attention on you, and away from Abby, until he's ready to go again.
Once you have him to the stage where all he can clearly think about is his need to come again you can ramp up his conversion from 'unwilling but willing to allow it because he's horny and needs to come' to 'willing participant'. So drop down to the part of 25x where you're standing next to Abby holding your man's cock.
25x. This first part assumes he won't let Abby suck him off, just yet, but hasn't freaked out either. If he has, this part won't be needed.
If he refuses don't push the issue here. Very soon he'll be doing a whole lot more than letting some 'cock in a frock', blow him. He'll be inside her ass!
Continue to ramp up his need to come as high as you dare. Once you know he's almost at 'that' critical stage tell him to stand up. Move yourself across, next to Abby. Position yourself on the couch in such a way that you're that you're kneeling facing the back of the couch with your ass towards your man. Spread your legs and lower your hips so your ass is level with his groin. Hold the hand that isn't closest to Abby behind you and open and close it a few times.
If he doesn't get the hint tell him "Put your beautiful girlie cock in my hand, my gorgeous Becky girl!" Then say, "Fuck Mama's hand, my sexy slut girl."
Be careful to not let him come, remind him not to, if you think it's necessary.
Instruct Abby to get up beside you in the same position. Once she is in place pull your skirt up above your thong and pull hers over her briefs as well. Let go of your man's cock and say to him. "Fuck me my beautiful lesbian lover!"
Reach back between your legs, pull your thong aside and spread your pussy lips if you can reach.
There's a pretty good chance he's going to try and slip it in your ass. Do not let him! Yes he's still going to try! 
Time to combine telling him to 'fuck me harder' with telling him how good it feels and "Don't you dare come yet, bitch!"
Allow yourself to come on her cock and be loud about it (you'd better hope all the edging practice you've been making him have works).
Just one, you greedy bitch!  Too much longer than that and there's no way he's going to be able to hold on!
Once you've come, push him off you, grab his cock and stand up next to Abby dragging him with you.
Make sure you're both pretty close to Abby so that you're looking down at her back and the top of her ass, not at the globes of her ass.
Play with her ass over her briefs as he watches, slip your hands a little way into her briefs, look at him with a serious expression and say to him "Feel her ass baby! Doesn't she have a sexy ass? Not as sexy as yours, but still really nice though, huh?
Place one of his hands on her ass.
If he seems hesitant don't let him think! Get his cock in your mouth and a finger on his rosebud as quickly as you can so he goes back to just wanting and needing to come, then try again.
Once he's openly feeling Abby's ass pull her control brief down so the cleft of her ass and the top of her rosebud are showing and say "I want to watch you fuck her in the ass, baby."
You want him to fuck her in the ass because she doesn't have a pussy, remember? He should be keen to go for it because he hasn't had anal since you started him on this journey.
"You've been so good to me, baby, I want to give you what you've always wanted, another woman to fuck at the same time as me!"
Assume it's a given that he is going to want to fuck her and pull Abby's briefs down.
This is why you told Abby to put her hand over her cock cage when she felt her control brief being pulled down. In a standing position her caged dick and balls won't be obvious.
Start to guide his cock into her ass. Give him a lot of quiet encouragement. "Do it, baby! I want you to have her. Your cock looks so big against her hole. Fuck that sexy ass for me, please, baby? I'm going to stick my tongue in your ass as soon as you're inside her!"
You have once again reached a critical point. If he suddenly slips out of Becky mode and back into Brian, both you and Abby, are in deep shit! Even if he doesn't assault her, and possibly you too, your marriage is, most likely, done!
I warned you right at the beginning, remember?
25y. He fucks a 'man'.
If he slides into her you need to make sure he absolutely gives it to her. That he 'slut fucks' her. You want him to give her an absolute pounding! So be as vocal in your encouragement as you can. Egg him on and get him as lost as possible in the moment and the sensations.
Once he establishes a solid pounding rhythm instruct Abby to start getting loud too. Say to her "Doesn't Becky's cock feel so good in your ass, you slut? Sluts like you love a good anal pounding, don't you? Tell me how good having your slut arse fucked feels!"
Threaten that you're going to make Becky stop and fuck you instead, if she won't.
Once you can tell he's getting close to orgasm. Squat down behind him and tongue his ass until it's well lubed.
I know I said earlier to never 'make him come' but... rules... blah blah!
Stand up and slip a finger into his ass, try to reach his prostate if you can. Put a hand on his ass, lean forward and say "Fill that slut up with your girlie cock juice, Miss Becky Cockslut! Own that bitch's ass, make her slave to your beautiful girl cock!"
Continue to finger his ass until he shoots his load deep into her ass. As he comes, finger him a bit harder, and keep talking dirty to him until he's shot most of his load into her ass. Before he has totally spent his load push Abby off your man, lie on your back on the couch and guide him into your pussy. Clench down on his shaft with the walls of your pussy, pull his head down to yours and give him a big hickey on his neck and beg him "To fuck shit out of me!"
This is why you insisted on her douching. Abby's ass, and therefore your man's dick, is clean.
Try to ride him all the way back to hardness again but, regardless of how hard he is, make sure you come at least once (pretend blah blah!). Make absolutely no complaint if he goes soft just use all of your finely honed skills to get him 'bubbling along again' as soon as possible.
This is the reason I've had you denying him orgasms, keeping him sexually frustrated and having him edge for long periods of time. It's so that he's going to be unable to think about much more that his urgent need to come at these crucial points.
It's time for his conversion from someone who is 'unwilling but willing to allow it because he's horny and needs to come' to 'willing participant'.
The above (25v to 25y) will be where the two scenarios merge. The one where he did go and change with the following one, where he refused.
In some ways this scenario is actually easier as it's a lot more direct and involves a lot more emotional blackmail. The risk is that he's no longer willingly going along with things because he's horny and doing what you want gets him lots of release. Instead, you're going to be forcing him to your will so there's a lot more chance of resistance and that he snaps out of the sexual trance you've woven him into and will want to go back to being 'Brian'.

	The other scenario.


If your man refused to go and get changed you need to wrap this visit up as soon as is politely possible. Send Abby to get changed and escort her to the door. Apologise for nothing happening but that you'll keep working on him until he comes around and to stay in touch.
Make sure you stay in contact with her because you're going to need her again at some stage in the future.
Your man is currently holding doubts about what is going on, and all the things 'you have made him do' right now and he's out of his cage, remember? So you're going to need to get him horny and making love to you as soon as possible.
Yes I know I said to never let him fuck you unless blah blah... but you're in an emergency situation here and unless you want to lose all your hard work and not complete his transformation you need him 1)horny 2) Thoroughly enjoying a good fuck and 3) Back in his cage ASAP!

	Getting him back on track.


Once you've finished satiating him venture a smile and offer him his cage. If he refuses don't make any kind of fuss about it at all. Just put it down in his dresser, hug him, lie with your head on his chest and ask him what's going on? Listen to him carefully and quietly while you continue to stroke his chest and stomach (stay away from his dick), play with his pecs (not his nipples) and squeeze his biceps. He'll have a litany of complaints. He's not a pooftah so why do you keep insisting he dresses like one? Why the fuck was there some fucking sissy faggot in his home? And 'I don't want to do any of this shit anymore so it ends now!'
FFS! Remain calm! He's spoiling for a fight so he can exert his masculine dominance over you with aggressive behaviours and tones and volume. If he starts yelling tell him you're going to go sleep in the spare room and you'll discuss it some more in the morning when he's calm.
Remember men are like steam engines blah blah!
Once he's wound down sit up facing him and say "I dress you pretty because I like it and it makes me horny and the more often, and sexier you dress, the hornier I get! Don't tell me you don't like it when I'm horny! Because we both know that's bullshit!
I know you're not a pooftah, honey, no pooftah could have fucked me as well or as often as you have over the last few weeks (months/years if it's been that long).
Abby was here, at our invitation (reminding him that he said "yes" when you asked if you should invite her over), because I thought meeting someone else who does the same things we do would make it more normal for you and that you'd be less weirded out about it!"
Now you need to look sad and say "Of course you can put all of this away and we can stop playing sex games if you want to give all this up. Your choice!"
Change to a severe expression. "But if you think our sex life is going to go back to the way it was before you have another think coming, Mister! I like being pleasured, I like you making me come first and I like you cleaning me up with your tongue afterwards and you're going to keep doing it or you're not getting anywhere near me!"
You make the demands about your sex life not going back to what it was so you, at the very least, get something out of this whole charade.
"Now, are we going to continue our fantasy sex games, or am I sleeping in the spare room until you've calmed down?"
Silence is once again your friend here. Casually cup and push up your breasts to remind him what he's going to be missing out on
You're at another of those crucial points here. He needs to willingly admit to you that he wants to continue. If he won't, you've lost not only this battle, but the war!
The below assumes he has caved and said he wants to continue. If he doesn't cave then let's hope your marriage survives this experiment and he continues to make love to you properly for the rest of your time together so you've at least gained some positives out of it!

	On this path you're going to need to go down the woman on woman route.


You'll need to take a female lover and enjoy it in other words!
So you can use that to emotionally blackmail him into allowing you to add an extra male in during one of your play sessions. So here's what you do.
Probably on AMM, but definitely on one of the more kinky dating sites, purchase a full 3 month membership for yourself and your hubby (as a couple) and look for as beautiful a female playmate as you possibly can.
Note: Often what a woman considers attractive in another woman is completely different to what a man finds attractive in a woman so make sure he chooses your potential lover (if he's not attracted to her he won't want to have sex with her).
Another note: The men outnumber the women on these sites by a factor of about 125 to 1 so any woman you approach is going to have to wade through 100s of messages every day to find yours, so make sure it's a good one!
You don't really care if she's married, single or other, just that she is 100% bisexual and willing to play with you and your man alone (her hubby or partner is not invited, for now).
Again, this is no time for someone who is inexperienced or 'bicurious' you want someone who is really into FFM sex!
28a. First contact with your potential female lover.
Once you've made contact with someone who seems willing to help you experiment ensure she knows that "Yes, you are doing this for your husband but you really want to try because you think it might be fun!"
If you're not going to even try to enjoy yourself then don't bother with this charade. It's time for you to cave and hope some of the lessons on how to sexually please you hold!
Get to know her a little through messages and at least 2 phone calls then ramp things up some. See if you can't get into a little flirty chat with her. Ask her what wicked things she would like to do to you and imagine them happening and see if you can't get at least a little turned on. Make sure she knows that you're a complete newbie so you're not sure how far you can go but that you're willing to give most things a go!
Invite her over to your place for a chat. Explain to her that your man will be there but emphasise to her, and to your husband as well, that it will be only for a chat and a couple of drinks so you can both confirm there is some sexual chemistry between you. Confirm with her that she is, at this stage, only going to get to play with you and only you and only if both you and she think it will be good.
I mean sexual chemistry between you and her! Not you and him and her or between him and her. You have to know you can allow this woman to make love to you and that you can return the favour eagerly!
For this to work you need your man to be Brian for the duration of her visit, so normal male clothes, except for his knickers, of course. Take his cock cage off for him.
When she turns up (I'm going to call her Ann for convenience sake) offer her a drink and a seat on your lounge. Sit as close to Ann as you and her both feel comfortable with, but keep in mind that you'll need to eventually move close enough to touch and even kiss her if it feels right. Talk about this and that until you both start to get to know each other a little and relax.
Allow yourself to start getting a little turned on. Imagine how soft her lips will feel when she kisses you. Think about how hard your man is going to get seeing you two kiss and how all of this is going to lead to you being serviced by numerous big dicked bulls.
If Ann and/or the situation you're in is not turning you then there is no chemistry between you two and it's time to wrap it up and send her home.
It's okay to do this once or twice but you're going to have to choose someone and follow through with your 'promise' sometime soon or you're just fooling yourself and it's time to pack it in and give up on this project.
Move a little closer to Ann and touch her hand then take hold of her hand and snuggle in a little closer. Lay your head on her shoulder and sigh. Give her a little soft kiss on her neck.
Remember that your man is beside himself right now. He won't be able to believe his eyes and is probably about to lose his load into his knickers and, it's probably all he can do to not race over and join in, so you need to bring this to a fairly quick close.
Share a soft gentle kiss with Ann and turn it into a passionate one.
This is where it may become difficult for you as you need to be the dominant one with Ann just as you are with 'Becky' and 'Abby'. So suck it up, Princess, and hold the ultimate goal firmly in your mind and go for this!
Turn towards Ann and pull her to you. Kiss her passionately and play with her breasts through her clothing. Get into what you're doing for about 3 minutes then pull back, straighten your outfit up, glance at your husband and say primly "Well that's enough of that! This was only for a drink and a chat, remember!"
Be warm about it but show her out of the house.
Take your man to bed and fuck him hard. Ride him to as many orgasms as you can have, be loud about it!
Yes, I know I said above that you should never have vaginal sex with him except on special occasions and that you should never 'make him come. But you're in a different scenario here and you need him stay unaware of what you're actual goal is. Besides, this is a special occasion! You've just experienced your first kissing and petting session with a woman! Or was it? 
Let him come inside you, make him clean you up and hand him his cock cage. He will try to protest, of course, so say 'Nah ahh! My man! If you're going to turn me into a pussy licker (carpet muncher, mutt growler... pick your epithet) then you're going to give me what I want and having you in this makes you give it to me!"
Demand, with absolute conviction you will be obeyed, that he puts it on.
Cuddle up with your man and say "That was actually pretty hot (kissing and petting Ann). I started to get into it there for a bit before I remembered whom I was doing it with."
Pause for a few seconds and ask "What do you think? Shall I get her over again and let her take me to bed?"
You should be toying with his cage and nipples whilst you are saying this. Try to make him think you're contemplating taking his cage back off so he can fuck you again.
Of course he's going to say yes so invite Ann over on the following Saturday night. Explain to her that things are really going to heat up this time and she's going to get to play with both of you for absolute certain, in fact you want her to screw your man that night!
28b. Arranging the scene so you can blackmail him.
All week you are going to absolutely drive your man sexually nuts. Spend as much time as you can winding him up sexually and try to keep him in a constant state of arousal and frustration (because he is caged and can't get relief.)
Confide in him that you keep having dreams about kissing Ann, cupping her breasts in your hands then ravishing them with your tongue. Make him use his tongue to service you at least once, preferably twice, a day. Refuse to tell him what's got you so hot. If he asks if it's Ann smile shyly and say "Maybe". Ask "Would you like to fuck her? Tell me the truth here, baby! I saw how hard you were and how it was all you could do not to jump on the couch with us!"
Make him admit he would love to then say "I think I might have to lock you in the cage on Saturday to make sure you don't forget yourself, what do you think?" and laugh wickedly.
Remind him again that your deal is that you would agree to 'play' with a woman for his visual enjoyment not that you were going to let him fuck some slut in the pretence of encouraging me to have lesbian sex because I might enjoy it! Then hesitate for a second and ask "Unless you'd like to find a guy to fuck me first? Seeing as I've found a woman, wouldn't that be fair?" And laugh outrageously as if it was all a big joke.



You want him so horny by Saturday night that somehow, accidentally of course, he finishes up with his dick in her pussy.
So you need to ask yourself this question: Are you prepared to let this happen? You are, after all, hoping to be serviced by many, many bulls, is letting your man fuck one slut worth it?
28c. Setting the scene.
All day on Saturday you'll continue to wind your man up. Send him off to the shower to shave himself down but follow him in. Say "I know you were planning to have a wank in here so I've come in here to make sure you don't!"
Show him you have the ice cloth and teaspoon to help him get back in his cage if he wants?
He'll argue that he wants out of the cage, as he was the last time Ann was over, but flat refuse him. Say "No! It's the only way I can guarantee you won't try to join the action! I know you, my love!"
You are going to leave his key on the coffee table just before you take Ann into your bedroom, but he doesn't need to know that!
Talk to him while you're in there. Tell him you're really nervous about tonight but quite eager and a little horny as well. Extoll Ann's assets. Say things like "Don't you think she has the sexiest lips? They were so soft to kiss!" and "She has a really good rack on her, wouldn't you say? Her breasts were really firm to my touch." And "She's in really great shape, she obviously works out all the time. Hey! I wonder if she's shaved 'down there'." And say "Fuck, baby" then grin, "I might just let her make love to me tonight and you're not going to get to do anything but watch!" and laugh delightedly.
Let him get dressed into his male mode (make sure he dons his cock cage) and make yourself as beautiful and as sexy as you can. Go all out like it was your very first date all those years ago.
When Ann arrives greet her with a warm hug and a big kiss, let the kiss linger for a while. Take her by the hand and lead her to the couch. Sit holding her hand and giver her another kiss.
What you're doing here is trying to create a visual smorgasbord for your man. You want him so horny he loses control of himself when you take Ann to bed.
Ask your man to make you both some drinks and make out with Ann while you're waiting for the drinks to arrive. Keep going even when your man gets back. Wait until offers them to you, then sit back, look a little embarrassed, and say "Oops! Got a little carried away there!"
Virtually ignore your hubby while you sip your drink by looking almost exclusively at Ann. Keep leaning in for a kiss, stroke her hair away from her face and kiss her again. Keep stroking her arm and pulling her hand up to kiss. After about 30 -- 45 minutes of doing this put your drink down say "Fuck this! Let's get this show rolling!" Move confidently in close to Ann so that she has to lean back. Put your hand on her inner thigh and slowly slide it up towards her crotch. Push on Ann's inner thighs so she has to spread her legs then cup her vagina. If she's knicker less all the better! Thumb her clitoris and dip your finger into her pussy. If she isn't, do basically the same thing through her knickers. Then impatiently pull them to one side so you can get your hand on her pussy.
It's certain that your man is going to be beside himself again, this is exactly what you want, him thinking only with his little head and not the one on his shoulders, so put on as good a show for him as you can!
Sit back and take both of her hands in yours. Give her a quick lip kiss and ask "Would you like to come to the bedroom now?"
Don't give her a chance to say no, stand up and drag her up with you. At your bedroom's door tell her to take her top and skirt off and jump up on the bed. Stop your husband at the door and say "The key to your cage is on the coffee table, let yourself out and get up on the bed beside us but you may only watch!"
Jump up on the bed, leaving all your clothes on, and whisper to Ann "I want you to tongue me to an orgasm then straddle my hubby, guide his cock into your pussy and make him blow in you as quickly as possible. As soon as he comes grab his head and insist he uses his tongue to clean your pussy up. Let him fuck you to an orgasm if you like, he's actually very good! Then you and I will get into it, properly, okay?" If she quibbles say "I need you to do this so we can play in peace, besides, you're going to love having the come sucked out of your pussy!"
Make out with Ann, lying side by side until you feel hubby climb up on the bed. Then flip her over, push her arms above her head, tell her to hold them there, straddle her hips and see if all the tricks you use to drive your husband to extreme arousal also work on Ann.
They will, I promise! 
Take her bra off then kiss and fondle her breasts. Do to Ann's breasts what you like having done to yours! Sit up and strip off your top and bra then lean forward and let your nipples drag across hers. Mash your and her breasts together and kiss her passionately. Stand up on the bed and drop your skirt and knickers, throw them to the side. Shift slightly so that your foot is between Ann's legs, lower yourself down and press your thigh against her pussy. Move your thigh slightly up and down so it rubs against her clitoris. When you're sure Ann is as aroused as you can make her lie down, on your back, between her and your hubby. Pull Ann over to you and kiss her passionately again then put your hands on either side of her head and guide her down to your pussy.
Revel in the sensations. A woman's touch is much softer and more delicate than a man's so, at the very least, it will serve as a fantastic comparison point for you!
Have a very loud orgasm!
Guide her head up so you can give her a kiss and say "Fuck that was good! Give me a sec and I want to see if I can do you, okay?" Slide your eyes towards your husband and give her a surreptitious push in that direction.
Time to cross your fingers that your man doesn't decide to go all noble on you and follow through on his promise to not touch. You want him to shoot his load into Ann so you can emotionally blackmail him into letting you have some cock.
As Ann climbs on him lie on your back with your eyes closed and pretend you're not noticing that he's inside her. Play with your pussy and finger yourself groaning about how good Ann was. When you hear him come inside Ann open your eyes and look at your man. If his eyes don't meet yours make a sound so he looks across at you. As soon as he's seen that you've seen what he's doing give a bit of a buck and close your eyes again and moan.
He will take this as you, not only accepting he's just come in your friend, but are actually turned on by it (you may well be, but he's not to know, at this stage).
Once Ann has got him tonguing her clean sit up as if you've just noticed what they're doing and protest "What's going on here? I thought you," point at your husband, "were going to just watch! Get off the bed and stand right there!"
Point to a spot on the floor about the middle of the bed. Turn to Ann. If she tries to say anything stop her with a "Hush! Like having your pussy licked do you? Then let me show you how it's supposed to be done!"
Push her back, wrap your arms around her legs at the knees, drag her back so she is fully reclined, push her knees apart and go down on her. Give her pussy a thorough tongue lashing. Play with her nipples, finger her bottom, and tongue her taint and even her rosebud, if you can get at it.
In other words use all the fabulous techniques on her that you've taught your man to use on you!
Bring Ann to as big an orgasm as you can and see if she's able to immediately go again.
As soon as you're sure she's fully satisfied ask her to get dressed and leave because "I have to have words with my man!"
Turn to your man and say firmly "You wait there until I'm back!"
Escort Ann to the door, give her a huge hug and a kiss, and say "Thank you so much! Sorry about that but I need to teach him a lesson, you know how it is? I'll call you soon, okay?"
28d. Breaking him 1.
Build up some righteous rage as you cross back to your man (pick up his cock cage along the way). Make sure that he can feel your anger as soon as you enter the room. March back into the bedroom and say something like "I can't believe you fucked her. I fucking don't believe it! You promised me the world to get me to do this for you and 2 seconds after I've done it and I no sooner closed my eyes, and you're fucking her! I knew it! I fucking knew you would do it! That's why I kept refusing!"
Hand him his cock cage firmly (close to violently) and say "Here's your fucking cock cage, may as well shove it up your arse for all the fucking good it's done me!"
If he doesn't put it on don't say a word, if he goes to put it on say with as much sarcasm as you can summon "Bit too fucking late now, don't you think?' and sneer.
Whether he has or hasn't put on his cage he will, of course, protest that it wasn't really his fault. That Ann just kind of jumped him and he didn't mean to do it. Plus he'll say "And you looked at me when she was on me and groaned! I thought you liked it, or at least, approved!"
Sneer again and say "What? When I was coming down from my orgasm and I looked to see if you had enjoyed the show? When I was at my most vulnerable because, for the first time in my life, I let a woman even touch me sexually, let alone, lick my pussy, that was when you thought it'd be a good idea to come in her? Fuck me! I suppose me ordering you off her was foreplay as well, was it?"
If he's going to break it will be here so you're going to really need to ramp your outrage up. Don't get hysterical and don't start to screech. Your anger must be the deeply offended, physical shaking kind that causes you to seethe not screech.
"You're sleeping in the spare room tonight. I need to think about this. Take what you need and get out!"
As he goes keep muttering things like "I don't fucking believe it! 2 seconds after I let her give me an orgasm he's fucking her, I don't fucking believe it! Why the fuck I've let this asshole play all these sex games with me is fucking beyond me. Well he can try fucking himself now, see if that fucking works for him!"
Don't let him argue any further. If he tries put your hand up and say 'No! If I say anything more now I may finish up saying things that are irrevocable and I want time to cool down and think. Go sleep in the spare room and we'll talk in the morning when, hopefully, I don't feel like ripping your dick off!"
Leave him to suffer until at least mid-morning on Sunday then ask him to sit at the table opposite you so "we can discuss this". Tell him "You know you fucked up, I know you fucked up so how do we get past this? I told you that you were to only watch, I even had you in your cage so you could only watch! And what do you do? The moment I let you out of your cage you're on your back letting Ann ride you like you were a rodeo horse!" And burst into tears.
If he gets up to come around and comfort you put your hand up and say "No! You don't get to touch me yet!" Sob some more like your heart really is breaking.
Take a deep breath and pretend to steel yourself. Ask him "Well? How do you suggest we get through this? Or do you even want to get through it? I suppose you just want to go off and fuck sluts? Do you even care about me at all?" And burst back into tears.
Still don't let him touch you!
He will try to reassure you that he does still love you and that he is really sorry for 'accidentally' fucking Ann. Interrupt him by saying sarcastically "How exactly does one 'accidentally' fuck someone else, Brian? Was she walking along the bed, trip, fall and land with her cunt somehow wrapped around your penis? And if it was an 'accident' why were you eating out her pussy when I sat up?"
He will say something like "I was only cleaning her up as you've taught me to do!" Sneer at him "Sure, sure, so that was just an accident too?" Hiccup and give a couple of hitches as if you're stifling back tears.
Demand of him again "So how do you suggest we get past this?"
Hopefully he will offer to let you have sex with another man so that you're even. Pounce on this and say "So now you want me to act like a slut too? How the fuck does me cheating on you for fucking some bitch make us even? Two wrongs don't make a right, Brian!"
Say "I've got to get out of the house so I'm going out. Don't wait up as I'll be home late, I think." Sneer at him "Maybe I'll come home with a pussy full of come for you to eat out, would that make us even, Brian?"
You need to stay out until at least your normal bed time. Do not answer the phone or reply to any texts.
Feel free to call Ann and go over and have sex with her.
This is part of realising that you're allowed to have sex when and with whom you like. It's just not time for your man to find that out yet!
When you get home he'll probably come out to see if you'll let him talk to you yet. Just say "Come to check if I have a pussy full of come, Brian?" Pull up your skirt and pull the top of your knickers down. "Well? Do you want to check?" Sneer at him again "No I haven't, one slut in this house is more than enough! Now leave me alone I need to sleep, I've got work tomorrow."
28e. Driving his guilt home.
Do not contact him and do not respond to any texts from him. If he tries to call, don't answer. That evening when you're both at home he will probably try and talk to you. Just put your hand up and say "I'm not ready to talk yet, Leave it be."
If he tries to insist round on him say forcefully "I find myself finding reasons to stay, do you want to piss me off so I start finding reasons to leave?"
Make him stew until at least Wednesday.
No later though. You don't want him to give up and move out! This is all just an act, remember? It's just so that he'll agree to Abby visiting again and you can get him to fuck her so you can get his transformation moving more quickly.
When it's time to sit him down look at him seriously and say "You know I love you, right? That's why it hurts so much that you didn't keep your promise to just watch. I would like us to continue, but you, my dear, are going to have to work hard to prove that you're worthy of my love and forgiveness, do you hear? I don't want to hear you whine when I want you to try and do things anymore! You'll merely say 'Yes Mistress' or 'Yes my Queen', do you understand? I'm going to invite Abby over again and you and she are going to play! Maybe if I see you two playing together it won't seem so bad! Agreed?"
This is to completely break him. If he doesn't break here it's done and your marriage is probably done as well.
I did tell you it led to complications!
But, if you want a completely submissive, cock sucking sissyboi this is the risk you take!
At the end of the day, what choice has he got? There's little chance he's going to find someone like you that 1) likes sex. 2) Loves playing sex games as much as you do and 3) Lets him have so many delicious orgasms?
The below assumes he folds and agrees that you're in charge.
28f. Breaking him 2.
Take him to bed, hand him his cage (if he isn't already wearing it), and make him use his tongue to bring you orgasm. Once you've come instruct him to put on his baby doll nightie, stockings and highest heels and meet you in the lounge. When he comes out to you make him lie at your feet then put your feet on him. Say "There's a good little slut, be mama's foot rest."
You're making him conform to his new role as your submissive.
Keep pushing him over the next few weeks to force him to accept his new role. You will no longer be 'winding him up' you'll be using him to get yourself off. Make him use his tongue every day to bring you to an orgasm. Once or twice a week have him put on the strapon and lie on his back, not moving, then ride that 'dick' to as many orgasms as you can stand.
If he starts to show any kind of resistance you need to crush it brutally immediately. Remind him it was inability to keep his dick out of Ann that has brought him to this place. But hint that you're liking him in this new role and you think that, eventually, you might want him to be your husband and be your equal again.
You do. Ideally he will be your sissyboi when you're entertaining bulls and your husband, Brian, the rest of the time.
Once you're certain he has accepted his new role tell him, matter-of-factly, that you've invited Abby around on Saturday and that three things were going to happen. 1) He was going to allow Abby was going to suck his cock openly. 2) He was going to suck Abby's cock and enjoy it and 3) Abby was going to fuck him. Explain that the thought of him doing these things actually has you quite turned on and you think it will help you to get past the fact he'd fucked Ann.
Here is where this scenario joins in with 25v from the first scenario. You're now at the same place. 25v to 25y will be a little different as the 2 scenarios require slightly different things in the lead up to getting your man to not only fuck Abby in the ass but to allow her to fuck his. On the day Abby is to arrive dress as sexily as you can and have your strapon and a prostate massager for him somewhere handy, but out of sight, in the lounge.
At this point of his conversion your man is very close to being what you want. A submissive cock sucker that only lives for your pleasure but he's not quite there yet so let's push him right over the edge!
Be aware, though, there is a big difference, for a man, between 'coming in a cross dressed male's mouth or ass to relieve his sexual tension and 'allowing that same male to use his mouth or ass to reciprocate that pleasure'. It's an ever bigger step for him to actually enjoy being used for a male's pleasure.
The below follows directly on from 25y. Read 25v to 25y to make the following make sense.

	Merging the two scenarios.


Once you have your man bubbling along again keep a firm grip on his dick and say to him "Well, I've had some, you've had plenty, what about poor Abby? I bet she would love to come too. I think we should help her out, don't you?"
Don't give him any choice. Lead him by his cock up the couch to where Abby is and make him kneel with you at her knees. Pull Abby's briefs all the way off and tell her to undo her cock cage. As her cock springs out take it in your hand and stroke it. Turn to your man and kiss him. Then, with your other hand behind his head, bend over and take Abby's cock in your mouth, drag his head down so it's against yours as you do this. Deep throat Abby then lift up so her cock slips back out of your mouth, swirl your tongue around the head then kiss your man again. Repeat this action twice more, on the third time back to the head of Abby's cock tilt your head so your lips are now along her shaft and press her cock against your husband's cheek. Lean back and whisper "Suck it, baby. You know you want to! Your dick is rock hard and leaking pre-cum so go for it!"
You're at one of those critical moments here. If he's gone soft he's obviously not into it but you're still going to have to make him suck on that cock. If he's going to lose it it will probably be now so be prepared! If he does it willingly or even eagerly you've won! So let's hope he is rock hard, right? 
If he refuses to take Abby's cock in his mouth you need to go total Dominant Mistress on him.
Demand "You will suck that dick, my little Becky Cockslut! This is what you agreed to so I didn't kick you out on your ass."



Assuming that is the scenario you are in or...
"You will take it in your mouth, Becky. Mama wants you to be a good girl! Fuck it's going to be so hot. I'm going to rim your ass as soon as you've swallowed her!"
If you're in the first scenario.
Once he's sucking on Abby's dick you want him to get so hooked up on his own impending orgasm he (kind of) forgets what he's doing and starts to get into it. Start by wetting your index finger and rimming his rosebud. As soon as he starts to either moan at you rimming him or is pushing his ass back at you, grab the prostate massager you had secreted earlier and slip it into his ass. Take hold of his dick and tell him to "Hump my fist, you little slut! Mama knows what her Becky girl needs!"
Don't let him come! He'll lose all interest in sucking Abby's dick!
Talk to Abby "You're not to come yet, bitch! You wait until I say you can!
As soon as can tell your hubby is about to come remove the probe pull him back off of Abby's dick, grab his cock, sit on the couch and pull him down so that he's kneeling on the couch between your legs. Instruct him to "Lower your ass, my little Becky Cockslut, Abby's going to have some use of your man cunt! Now lick my nipples and prepare to receive!"
If he tries to resist hiss at him "You'll fucking do it or you're done! Besides you love me fucking you with my strapon and this is no different!"
Say to Abby firmly "Fuck this slut's man cunt, Miss Abby, teach him how good it feels to be used like a slut!"
Keep making your man adjust his position until Abby's dick hits his prostate then grab his cock and tug on it with a firm grip and gently pull back and forth on it so you're stretching the skin, not sliding along the shaft, and make him come just as hard and as quickly as you can. When you're sure he's at the point of no return yell at Abby "Come in her ass, Abbs! Fill this slut's ass up with come!"
As soon as they've both come order them both up on their knees on the couch with their asses lowered because you're going to "Fuck both of my sexy girly boys' cunts!" Put on your strapon and peg them both, back and forth (about 4 -6 thrusts into each alternatively), instruct them "When I'm in your man cunt you're to move so my 'cock' hits your prostate!" Fuck your man to another orgasm.
If the 'cock' is scraping across his prostate he'll come again no matter how empty his balls are.
Once your hubby has shot his load again tell Abby to lie on her back on the floor, get her hard if you need to, and straddle her and guide her 'boy clit' into your pussy. Then ride her until you have come and she has shot her load into your pussy. Roll off onto your back, spread your legs, and tell your man to "Hurry up and clean me up, you come eating slut!"
As he licks you clean try and 'push' Abby's come out of your pussy (similar to what you had to do when pushing your children out) and see if you can't give him a nice juicy load of 'cream pie' to clean up.
When you're cleaned up forcefully tell them "You two are sleeping together in our bed tonight. Becky, take Abby into the shower and help her clean herself up then let her clean you up. Once you're totally clean, your men's pussies had better be spotless so clean each other's, Becky give Abby one of your nighties. Put your cock cages on the bed side table, pull the quilt and top sheet back and jump up on the bed. No arguments! Off you go."
Once they start towards the shower say "Oh, and girls?" When they look back at you say "You may play with each other as much as you want in the shower and when you're in your nighties on the bed." And smile lasciviously.

	Making him accept 'Abby' as his lover.


If you have a separate shower go and make use of it, otherwise, when you see them heading for the bedroom go make yourself and your pussy as clean as you can make it then join the 'girls' in bed. Make sure you also clean and sanitise then lube your strapon (you're going to be using it again, soon).
You're hoping your man has gotten over is same sex aversion and that, at the very least, they're either kissing and being 'lesbian lovers' or are fondling each other's cock.
Whatever they're doing you're going to want Abby to fuck your man in the ass again to confirm for him that he is now a willing cock slut for real and not just in name.
Cross your fingers and hope they're giving each other a blowjob in a 69 position!
If they're 'playing' together when you get in the room go "Ahem! Is this a private party or can this girl get some of that action as well?"
If they're just lying there get up on the bed between them quickly because you want your man horny and wanting to come again asap! So do as below.
Give them both a big smile then jump up on the bed with them. Make them move so you can lie between them, stretch your arms out and encourage them both to cuddle into you. If they both don't immediately start to play with your breasts and/or pussy.
WTF is matter with them? 
Look down at your breasts and say "They're not going to kiss and fondle themselves, girls!"
As soon as they start to get into kissing, nibbling on and fondling your breasts raise your knees and spread your legs and ask "Who's going to finger my pussy and who's going to rim my ass?"
Let them work it out.
Once they've got you humming guide your husband's head between your legs and instruct him to "Eat my pussy as only you can, my Becky girl!"
Move up the bed so your man can basically lie on his stomach and eat your pussy (it's okay if he hangs off the edge from about the knees down), and so that Abby can kneel beside you and feed her boy clitty into your mouth. Instruct Becky to place a pillow under her hips. Once Abby is hard tell her to "Go and warm up Becky's cum hole and get it ready because I want you to fuck her, okay?"
Hold your man by the back of his head and grind your pussy into him. Press your thighs firmly around his ears and give yourself up to the pleasure he is giving you.
FFS! Remember that if you're squeezing your thighs together in this position he can't breathe! So make sure you only squeeze for a few brief moments. You will want to grab his head firmly and squeeze your thighs for a bit longer at these two points. 1) When Abby first puts her tongue around his rosebud and 2) When he feels Abby's cock at the entrance to his ass. Both times say simply but firmly "Relax, baby, you know you like this and so do I!"
Once Abby is in your man's ass start to give him lots of both verbal and physical encouragement. Moan and say "Fuck that's hot! You love having your man pussy filled don't you, Becky girl? Tell Mama how much you love to be fucked my little slut!"
Move so you can stroke his back, kiss his neck, and, if you can slip your hand under his body, lightly stroke his cock head. As soon as you can see that your man is starting to enjoy being ass fucked get off the bed, put your strapon on and get up behind Abby. Apply a generous amount of lube onto Abby's rosebud, smear it around her entrance and a little inside and make sure your 'cock' is well lubricated. Tell Abby to hold still and slide the strapon into her ass. Slowly start to fuck her and instruct her to start fucking Becky again. Build up a rhythm where you pretty much hold still as she thrusts into Becky and push into her ass as she pulls out.
Ideally you want your man to come 'hands free' here (where he comes from nothing else other than being fucked in the ass). So, once you and Abby have established a good rhythm, start to 'dirty talk' to both of them again. Say things like: "Fuck you have a tight man pussy, Abby! How tight is Becky's fuck hole? Does your boy clitty feel good in her hole?" and "Fuck you look so hot with a girl cock in your ass, Becky! Tell Mama how good it feels, baby girl! I bet you'd like to come on Abby's nice stiff clit wouldn't you, my little slut?"
If your man doesn't quite get there before Abby comes in his ass push Abby off, make him turn onto his back, lift his knees up and spread his legs "Just like a good slut does!" Then fuck him with your strapon until he comes.

	Pleasuring you together.


They've now had an orgasm each so they owe you, right? Get into a classic 69 position with your husband with you on top. Take his cock in your hand and start to stroke him to hardness again.
You're not going to blow him though, but do what you need to get him hard and wanting to come again.
As soon as you feel his dick start to 'revive' instruct Abby to tongue your rosebud. Tell her to slip a finger into your pussy and make you come. Tell your man "Service me with your tongue, you little pussy licker, Mama needs to come!"
Revel in the sensation of having both your clitoris and ass tongued at the same time and let yourself build towards an epic orgasm. Keep working on getting your husband wanting to come again as you delight in the sensations you're experiencing for the first time. As you get near the crescendo turn your head back toward Abby and say "Fuck me in the ass, Abby girl!"
This, pretty much, should be the last 'critical/crisis' point. If he offers no complaint or resistance it's all over except for the details. If he does try to move you, or get out from between your legs, or voices some complaint hiss at him "Stay there you fucking slut! You're not out of the woods yet! Keep eating my pussy like a good boy should! (If you're in that scenario)." Or say "Hold still, baby girl, Mama's going to make use of all the ass training you've given her! (If you're in the other)."
Look back at Abby again and say "You're not to come until I say I'm satisfied, do you hear?" After you hear her acquiesce say "When you're ready to come pull out of my ass and come all over this sluts face! Then rub your come covered boy clit across his face and lips."
Hiss at your man "You will clean both her clitty and me up after we've come, my dirty little Becky Cum Slut! Mama is going to spank you if you don't!"
Let yourself have at least one huge orgasm, then as many more as you can stand until either Abby loses control and comes, or, you're almost completely satiated (you'll need to be able to have or fake one more before this session is over).
After Abby has come and your man has completed his clean up duties pounce on him and use all of your now exceptional skills to get 'his motor running again'. When he's hard and wanting to go indicate Abby and say "You may fuck her in her boy pussy, my love! I'm going to use my vibrator and come watching you fuck her."
Don't give him a choice, make him fuck Abby in the ass until he come inside her, then make him clean her up, as he does for you. Use your vibrator while he is doing her to give yourself one more orgasm (real or faked) as if watching him fuck someone in the ass really does make you 'pop'.
If he's still not totally converted he may go completely soft. If he does you're going to give him a really hard push here and totally break him to the bit you've had primed and ready for him since you started this journey.
Point and laugh. "What's the matter, my poor little Becky Cockslut? Can't get it hard enough to keep up with me anymore? Maybe you're not quite the stud you thought you were? Don't worry, baby girl, Mama can take a lover or two to satisfy her needs if you're not up to it?" and laugh maliciously.
One of two things will happen 1) he'll totally collapse and say "Yes, Mistress." Or 2) He'll snap, probably get up, pack some things and leave.
Either way it's now done. If he stays the only thing left to do is to get your first bull over and start to instruct him how to prepare you for the huge cock you're going to be taking and how to present himself in such away so the bull can use one or both of his holes to warm up in if the bull desires.
If he leaves, well, you have a readymade replacement right in front of you! 
There's those damned complications I kept warning you about! 
The below assumes that he has fucked Abby in the ass until he came. If he had gone soft and needed to be pushed you'll be able to skip over the next part. If he got up and left, why are you still reading? 

	Showing him he doesn't need to be cross-dressed to enjoy sucking cock.


Once your man has finished coming in Abby's ass tell them both to go clean there 'boy clits and pussies', put their cock cages on and come back to bed. As they walk out say, with a big smile on your face, "Or you can clean each other's if you like?"
Lie in the middle of the bed and when your 'girls' return have Becky lie on the side she normally does and Abby on the other side. Tell your man to lie on his back, lay your head on his chest, take his hand and wrap his arm around you, take his cock cage in your hand and say "You did good today, my love. Sleep well because I'm going to want you again in the morning."
Turn your head toward Abby and say to her "You sleep well, too, Miss. No groping or feeling me tonight or you're banished to the spare room!"
Get as good a night's sleep as you can.
When you wake in the morning take Brian's cock cage off immediately, tell Mark to take his off as well, then use your skills to make your man hard again. As soon as he's ready to go again instruct him to form a 'daisy chain' with Abby. Him sucking Abby's cock, Abby tonguing your pussy, and you sucking his cock. Come if you can, but it doesn't really matter, you do need to make sure Abby comes in your man's mouth though (and he swallows it all). Do what you need to ensure that happens (of course your man will come in yours, you're very good, aren't you? ).
You're doing this so a little later you can point out to 'Brian' that, except for the nighty, he had just blown Mark (or whatever Abby's real name is) and swallowed his come.

	Getting rid of Becky and making your man admit he's a submissive cock sucking slut that loves dick in his ass and swallowing come.


Once you've all finished coming instruct them to both get dressed in their male clothes, leave their cock cages off, and wait for you in the kitchen. Go and shower and make yourself up as sexily as you dare for a morning trip out for some breakfast and coffee.
Ask your man to drive and tell 'Mark' to sit in the backseat behind you. As your man drives try to distract him by flashing him your breasts and lifting your knees up so he can see up your skirt to your thong. Touch your pussy and smile at him. Keep reaching over to play with his nipples and grope his dick on the drive. Encourage Mark to reach around and play with your nipples when you're sitting back. During your breakfast flirt outrageously with both of them (not too loud and/or too obviously, cos, PDA's! Yuck, right?). Try to get them both as horny as you can again. Encourage them both, when there's only the three of you, to kiss you and stroke your erogenous zones. When there's no one to see let them have a feel of your breasts and allow them both to slide their hands up your thigh, under your skirt and play with your pussy (really fun to do if the café you're at has low table cloths!).
Enjoy the sensations and allow yourself to get really turned on.
After breakfast find somewhere you can all go for a bit of a walk that is, relatively, quite (it's a weekend so nothing will be totally empty). Whenever there is a lull in the foot traffic throw your arms around them both and make them both kiss you passionately. Casually grope their cocks and see how close to coming you can make them. Walk a little away ahead of them and bend over and flash them your knicker covered ass. If there's no one about you can even pull their dicks out and give them both a both of a lick. When no one is looking bend over again and back into your man and let him dry hump you. Repeat with Mark, if possible.
After you've got them to the stage that they're about to stick their dicks in you, and damn the consequences, tell them it's time for them to take you home and fuck you again.
Yeah, yeah, that word. But 'fuck' is what it's going to be, right? 
Repeat the driving to breakfast experience for them both.
Start making out with both of them as soon as you're in the door. Encourage them to strip your clothes off and to hurry up and get out of theirs. Climb up on your bed and guide your Mark's mouth onto your pussy and your man's cock into your mouth.
Don't let him come! Instruct him not to, if you need to.
When you have your man fairly close to blowing push Mark off your pussy and take your man's dick out of your mouth. Say "You two get yourself into 69 and start to blow each other. The last one to come gets to fuck me!" Then give a sultry laugh and say "First!"
You want your man to be the one to come first, and you've been giving him lots of edging practice, so you're going to cheat. Once you can see that your man is getting close, and before Mark loses his load, slide up behind your man, wet the first two fingers of your hand, rim his hole with the index finger then slide your middle finger into his ass and moan in his ear. Hopefully his love of having his ass played with wins over his edging practice and he blows in Mark's mouth.
Clap your hands delightedly once your man has 'lost' and instruct Mark to lie on his back in the middle of the bed. Climb on him and guide his cock into your pussy. As he slips into you grab your man behind the head, pull his head down so you meet forehead to forehead, look at him, kiss his forehead and put yours back on his, groan and say "Fuck Mark's cock feels so good in my cunt! Lick my tits, baby, Mama needs to come (don't though).
Yes, use those exact words. Mark is not Becky and this is driving home to 'Brian' that you're going to 'slut' for other men anytime you feel like it! And he needs to not only accept it, but eventually, learn to like it and to even actively recruit big dicked bulls for your pleasure.
When you can tell Mark is getting close to coming, climb off him, and tell him wait there for a sec. Turn to your man and instruct him to use his tongue to prepare your ass. Once he has it well lubed tell Mark to hold his cock so it points straight up. Turn around and lower yourself down and tell Mark to guide it into your ass. Once you're all the way down with Mark's dick buried deep in your ass, lie back on Mark and spread your legs.
Instruct Mark to keep his legs closed. Sit up a little so you can reach and spread your pussy lips.
Just like one of those crunches you were supposed to do between gym visits! 
Tell your man to tongue your clit for a bit and then to slip his cock in your pussy.
If he's still soft, at this point, push him hard again. Say this "What's the matter, Brian? Can't get it up without someone playing with your ass anymore? Doesn't matter, Mama can still get what she needs right here!" Indicate Mark and groan as if he's really fucking you well.
If he hasn't already he will break at this point and either of the things described above (in italics) in part 31 will happen here. If he says "No, Mistress", or something similar, say that he may lie there and watch but that is all he's now allowed to do until you say different. Fuck Mark until either you're satisfied and/or he's blown inside your ass and send him home. You need to have a chat with your man.
The below assumes he was into it and hard.
Once he's inside you lean back and let yourself totally enjoy the well-deserved fucking you're getting. For comfort's sake you will probably want to change positions so that your man is lying on his back with his legs closed, you're straddling him with your hands on his chest, and Mark is kneeling with his thighs either side of your man's and is fucking your ass.



Look at you go, you dirty little slut! A dick in your ass and pussy at the same time! Question: Would you like one for your mouth, too? 
Instruct your boys that they are not to come until you say you're ready for them to and ride them both until you can't possibly go anymore. Let them both come in you and make your man clean up your pussy and ass as well as Mark's cock. Remind him to put his cock cage on.
Send Mark home, you need to have a chat with your man.
The chat you have will be the same here as the one above where your man was soft.

	Defining his new role.


Tell your man to wait for you at the dining room table and go shower and wash the remnants of your love making off, change into something comfortable but quite severe (as opposed to sexy. You're going to be very much Mistress (your name) for this). Take your time so he has to stew for a while.
When you come out sit opposite your hubby and remain quiet for a bit. He will, more than likely, make one last ditch effort to regain some of the control he has seemingly all given up to you. Let him whine for a time, then forcefully interrupt him. Say "Let's lay all the cards on the table here, Brian. You're nowhere near as 'straight' as you thought you were, are you?"
He will try to interject with a "Yes I am! I was only playing with Abby because you wanted me to!"
Override him hard. "Not this morning, or indeed, last night in our bed! It was 100% Mark you were sucking, fucking and getting sucked and fucked by! Argue last night all you want but today it was definitely Mark that you were having sex with! You can't argue this with me because I know, I was there! You sucked his dick and let him suck yours so let's cut the bullshit, ok?"
He will probably still try and argue so hold your hand up and say "The thing is I don't care! Before we started on this journey our sex life was boring! Now it's fucking awesome! We've done and experienced so many things that have been fantastic! And, we're going to continue. Actually, I'm going to continue, you can continue with me, or not, but, if you choose to stay, there's no more selfish, uncaring, only gets what he wants, Brian! There is only what you have been for the last (however long it's been) my caring, looking after me first, sometime 'Becky' husband who puts my needs before his 100% of the time!
This needs to be said, Brian so here goes. Before we started all of this I really wondered if you actually liked sex with me, or any woman. You just seemed to want to hurry up and shoot your load so you could get it over and done with. I wondered if you weren't, at the very least, bisexual, if not actually gay!"
He will definitely protest here.
Say "FFS Brian! How many times do I have to reassure you that you're obviously not gay? No gay guy could have done me as well and/or as often as you have over this journey! But it's time to admit to yourself, as well as to me, that the only way you can have a truly good orgasm is when someone is in your ass! How many 'straight' guys need a tongue or finger or cock in their ass to achieve a proper orgasm, Brian?"
He will whine "You did this to me! You made me a cock sucker!"
Reply "Did I Brian? You could have stepped out of this anytime you wanted to. Think back, my man, I offered to let you out of it any number of times! No, my love, you were a more than willing convert to all of this because you were finally getting what you needed to orgasm totally and exquisitely. Let's face the facts here... Know any of your married friends or workmates whose wife not only lets them have sex as often as I do you but loves it and joins in as wholeheartedly as I do?"
If he's honest he has to shake his head here.
Follow up with: "I need you to tell me you want to stay and that you want to continue with these games. I want you to say 'I accept that you're my Mistress and that I live only to serve you'. If you're not prepared to accept these demands, and make this promise, you can pack your bags and go! I'm not fucking around here, Brian. I need my man but I need to be 100% certain that you're never going to backslide into the 'old Brian' ever again!"
The previous hard pushes you have given him should have crushed him into a place where he can't refuse you.
As soon as he has made the vow walk around to him, sit on his lap, kiss him and say "Thank you, my love. Mama will look after you, I promise!"
Congratulations! You've taken a 'strong independent alpha male' and turned him into a cock sucking sissy!

	And last. Taking your first bull.


After he has made the vow say to him "To show you how much this means to me, babe. Follow me."
Tell him to grab a rubbish bag and follow you into the spare room. Start to dump all of his 'Becky' clothes into the bag (keep a couple of your, and his, favourite outfits including a pair of heels, just in case he'd like to dress up again for 'old times'' sake in the future) then go into your bedroom and remove all of his women's undergarments except for a collection of about 3 -- 5 of his sexiest and smallest thongs (these are what he'll wear when you're entertaining a bull) and get his old men's undies out.
Once everything is in the bag have him sit beside you on the bed, hold his hand and say forcefully "Two things, Brain: 1) you will remain clean shaven from the eyebrows down. 2) The cock cage stays on except for when we're having sex!"
Say it with absolute conviction you will be obeyed.
Make him repeat what his two ultimatums are and agree to them. Once he has, say "Good boy! Mama, and you, are going to have so much fun!"
Take him out for the day and do the usual mundane things, do a bit of shopping, get some lunch. There's going to be a small difference though. If you see a hot looking girl nudge him and say "There's one to perve on, babe, wonder if she's got knickers on?"
When you spot a guy that you think is hot also nudge your man and say "He's hot, don't you think? Wonder if he's gay or bisexual and would like to come and play with us? Do you think he has a big cock? Should we ask him?" And laugh.
This is confirming to him that things have changed. You're going to open about your sexuality and, if you find a man (or even a woman, if you enjoyed 'playing' with Ann) attractive, you're going to consider them potential sexual partners.
Throw all of his Becky clothing into good will while you're out.
When you get home take him straight to bed, let him remove his cock cage then make him service all of your sexual needs before putting the strapon on and fucking him to orgasm.
Yes, I know I said to 'never make him come' but you've won so the 'rules for conversion' no longer apply. You may even let him make love to you between bulls occasionally, but keep an eagle-eyed look out for any backsliding, and jump on it immediately.
Earlier I made mention of finding out which of his mates and work colleagues found you hot but you should be very wary of selecting someone from either of these categories as a lover. Cuckolds can very quickly become the object of ridicule and scorn if their predilections become common knowledge.
Note: Why do Australian men always come so quickly? They can't wait to get down the pub and tell all their mates. 
So unless you're sure of their discretion and/or you know for sure they're bisexual and will also use your man (so you have the threat of dropping them in it as well if they want to blab) avoid playing with anyone from either of these categories.
Give it a couple of weeks until he settles into his new role and accepts you in yours and then login to your 'kink site'. Instruct him to come and look with you. You're going to look for someone, with as big a cock as you think you can handle, to start the next part of your sexual journey.
There will be no shortage of guys with 'dick pics' as there profile pic on their shell profile (shell profile: little in the way of real information or content filled in) ignore all of these. They're going to be about 99% fakes who only want to wank to the fantasy and will never commit to a meet.
What you're looking for is someone with the confidence (and smarts) to put a face pic up. Somebody who has taken the time to write a decent introduction and has listed what they're looking for clearly. He needs to be 100% bisexual (no room for 'curious' or 'wanting to try') contact him and initiate a chat.
Trust me he'll be so shocked that a woman is contacting him that he'll probably doubt you exist. He'll be sure that there's a 'sissy' but will doubt there's a Mistress!
Use the same process as described above where you 'recruited' Ann into your scheme. Exchange some basic texts, Exchange phone numbers, and chat. If it feels right try some 'flirtatious chat' then, if that goes well, invite him over for nothing more than a drink and a chat. Emphasise it will be for nothing more than that the first time.
You want someone who is in control of themselves and their lusts and libido. If they're not, they may be fun later if you want to be well and truly 'fucked', but they're no use to you now.
For the meet you want to dress yourself as sexily as possible, full make up, etc. Your man is to be present when you meet (let's call him) Phil. Make sure there is a definite attraction between you and Phil.
In blunt terms, you not only want to fuck him but he wants to fuck you.
If the attraction is there arrange for Phil to get an STI check and email you the results.
You're going to bareback with him so you want to know he's clean. It's a bit blunt, I know, but this is 2022, babe, you can't be too careful!
As soon as you have the results arrange for Phil to come and see you to 'play' on a Saturday night.
In preparation for Phil's visit you'll need to purchase an 'O' ring for your man and a douche kit (also for him). On the Saturday afternoon, about an hour before Phil is to arrive, have your new sissyboi prep you to take Phil's bigger cock. Start by making him use his tongue and fingers to 'warm you up'. Once you're buzzing along have him lube the butt plug that approximates Phil's dick size then have him tongue your clit as he inserts one, two, and then three fingers into your pussy. Once you're ready have him slowly insert the plug into your pussy. Make sure he is tonguing your clit as he stretches you.
Repeat the process with your ass.
Once your sissy can slip the plug into both your ass and pussy without any discomfort send your sissy to the bathroom to shower, shave down and douche his anal passage. Have him lube and stretch his ass with the same plug that he used on you. Then instruct him to put on his thong (he should have put his cage on as soon as he got out of the shower) and to come wait with you for your bull to arrive.
Phil is going to have his dick in your man's ass and then in your pussy so you need to make sure your man's ass is clean (for obvious reasons).
When he comes out from the shower bind the 'O' ring into your sissy's mouth.
On Phil's arrival send you sissy to kneel toward the head of the bed, on your side, with his head up, eyes down and his hands clasped behind his back.
Greet Phil with a big hug and a kiss and set about using all of your finely honed skills to make him as turned on and desperate as you can as quickly as possible.
He's here to fuck you, not engage in small talk.
Tell Phil that your sissy is kneeling in the bedroom and that he is to use your sissy's mouth and/or ass to 'warm up' in because you want to feel his come splashing in you as soon as possible.
Lead him to the bedroom and climb up on the bed. Instruct Phil to "'Face fuck' this sissy slut! He's only new so feel free to gag him with your cock and make him choke. Use his ass if you want!"
Lie back and enjoy the show. Phil won't want to come in your sissy so he won't use him for very long.
When Phil climbs onto the bed spread your legs, encourage him to get between them, and guide him into you. Revel in the feeling of being even fuller than the strapon your man used to fuck you with. Give both Phil lots of verbal encouragement to fuck you as hard as he can. Try to have at least two extremely loud orgasms then, before Phil blows, get him to lie on his back, straddle him, take his cock in your hand, lean forward so you can watch and lower yourself onto his dick. Exult as you see and feel that big, ramrod stiff, dick slide into your nether regions. Ride him to another orgasm. Then encourage Phil to "Come inside this hot pussy, stud. Fill me full of your man juice!"
As soon as Phil has finished blowing climb of the bed, straddle your sissy's face and hiss at him "Clean Mama's pussy, you fucking slut!"
He'll have difficulty complying because the 'O' ring will be in the way. So, when your sissy has cleaned as much of Phil's come up as he can, get back on the bed and see if you can't get Phil hard again. If he can, tell your sissy to hand you the lube from off your dresser, grease Phil's pole up, lie on your stomach, with a pillow under your hips and tell him to fuck your ass. Instruct him to be gentle until he's all the way in and you tell him to go. Once you've gotten used to Phil's extra length and girth tell him to 'give it to you hard'. Ride his cock to another orgasm and get him to blow in your ass.
As soon as Phil has blown a second time send him home. Take the 'O' ring out of your sissy's mouth and release him from his cage. Make him use his tongue to clean Phil's come out of your pussy and ass. Once you're clean put your strapon on and fuck your man to an orgasm.
As he moulds to his new role releasing him from his cage long enough to have a wank will be is as far as you will go.
Epilogue: The obvious question is "Will the above work?"
The short answer is "No, probably not!"
Now don't get me wrong here the above is a very good starting point for you to use to sissify your man. But to follow it step by step and word for word? No, there's too many variables at play here and I've made too many nested assumptions that your man will react a certain way. I have no idea whether he will or not as I haven't met him! The excuse to get him to wear women's clothes is weak and the reason for making him become more and more feminine needs to be stronger, you'll need to work on and adjust these parts to something you think your man would buy into. A tactic that may work is to simply state that having him dressed enfemme turns you on and the more femme he gets the more turned on you become (hard not justify not taking a woman lover on this track though).
If you want to try to turn your man into a sissy, using this, or some other method, the key parts are getting him permanently locked into a cock cage and to then keep him perpetually horny and frustrated with the only relief he gets is when he's taken another step towards being your sissy (you must never let on this is your goal until the deed is done).
The longer answer is "Maybe."
I have helped a total of 6 women try to turn their man from a total selfish prick, who only thinks of his own needs, to a willing cock sucking sissy. Four of them are currently living the Mistress/sissy life style. In all of these four cases I was involved intimately in the turning and training of her man, having met them both and I stayed in constant contact with the female partner monitoring and adjusting as required. Once the conversion was complete and I was their first bull (my reward for services given ).
One is divorced and is currently looking for a trained sissy to own.
The other's husband is now her 'wife'. Her man has transitioned to female having had both top and bottom surgery. They enjoy an extremely varied and rewarding sex life together sharing both men and women as desire takes them.
The End.
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Teasing the Newly-Weds
Chapter 1: In the Beginning.
I have a really nice place in one those leafy upmarket suburbs we all read about as kids. The house is great, one of those old colonial styles, with the 12 ft ceilings, huge bay windows looking over a sloping lawn. It's great. I share the house with my wife of about 22 yrs and my submissive. Anna, my submissive is great. About 5ft 9 tall, light brown hair, long long legs, blue eyes and tits to die for. We use the front bedroom as our computer room, as the kids have long left home. The room has a massive bay window that looks over the front yard down to the street, which is maybe 20 feet from window. It used to be the marital room, but when Anna moved in, we needed a slightly more private space to 'play' in. I'm not sure the neighbours would appreciate looking in through the window at our slave cross, whip rack and various paddles. The computer is set up in the alcove the bay window is set in, so I can watch the street, people walking by as I, well, idle away some time, I guess.
One beautiful warm spring afternoon I've decided I've had enough of work and have slipped away. Road works have prevented me form driving to the front of the house so I have parked the car at the back gate and wandered inside. Vicky, my wife, has afternoon shift, so I should have Anna all to myself for the afternoon. I wander in through the back door casually, glancing in the various rooms as I look for my girl. As I pass the front living room, I notice our neighbour from across the road is watering her lawn. I smile to myself, knowing where Anna is now. Sure enough she is sitting at the computer pretending to play, but in reality just doing her best to tease our neighbour.
Chuckling to myself I decide to watch for a while, to see what my girl will do. Anna is wearing only a very short denim skirt, it barely covers her ass, and rides up whenever she sits down, a halter top, which exposes most of her breasts, and nothing else. The neighbour is pretty wee thing. A little tubby, with large mounded breasts, blonde hair, brown eyes and the kind of peaches and cream complexion you normally associate with English girls. Her husband is an accountant, quite a lot older than her, very conservative, one of those guys who are always dressed in a suit, even on the weekends. A small man, with curly black hair, and that kind of short sighted squint you get with people who spend all their time looking at figures and computer screens.
He really doesn't approve of us, turning his back whenever one of us says hello, pretending he didn't hear and walking quickly inside. His wife, just blushes, giggles and dutifully follows him inside. They got married just this past fall and moved in only a couple of months ago.
Erica, the neighbour, is ostensibly watering her front yard. In reality she is trying her best not to stare at Anna. From where she is standing she can see clearly into the computer room and although she tries to pretend she is doing anything else, her eyes keep getting drawn to Anna. Anna has slumped down into the computer's chair, one leg casually draped over the armrest. Her legs spread wide apart, her shaven pussy exposed to anyone walking past on the street. Her right hand controls the mouse as she supposedly plays some kind of game on the console. I can see the screen from my vantage point. It is blank, the computer isn't even turned on. She is 'playing' with the neighbour, not the screen. Not even glancing across the street Anna places her hand on her the inside of her knee. Scrunching slightly further forward, she slowly starts stroking the inside of her thigh. Slow, languid, circular strokes moving slowly closer to her pussy. Tossing her hair back, closing her eyes, but covertly watching the neighbour, she allows her fingers to brush across her pussy lips.
Even from here I can see the blush creep across Erica's face. Her knuckles are white on the nozzle of the hose, but like a moth to the flame her eyes and drawn to what Anna is doing. Anna starts slowly stroking her pussy, circling her clitty, dipping into her vulva. Erica, almost without realising it slowly moves closer to the edge of her lawn. Her eyes fixed on what Anna is doing. Watching her from below lowered eyes Anna straddles her clit with two fingers. Stroking firmly up and down, occasionally dipping into her pussy. Her hips start to thrust in time with her strokes. Letting the mouse go, Anna slips her right hand inside her halter top. Pulling the top down Anna exposes her left nipple, pinching and pulling on it as she strokes herself.
Erica is frozen in place, involuntarily her tongue slips out and wets her suddenly dry lips. Anna pulls the top all the way down exposing both her breasts. Her right hand takes over from her left, two fingers on her clit stroking, and the fingers on her left hand dipping into and out of her pussy. Lifting her hips a little higher she spreads her legs wider. Both legs are now hanging over the arm rests of the chairs, her pussy is gaping wide and the little rose bud of her anus is exposed to the neighbour, and anyone else who happens to wander by. Dipping the index finger of her left hand into her pussy Anna slides that finger down to her little rose bud, slowly rimming her ass. Moving from pussy to anus in slow motions Anna gently lubricates her ass. Then as her orgasm approaches she slides a finger into her butt.
Erica is mesmerised, almost frozen in place. Involuntarily her hand goes to her breasts, without even really being aware Erica strokes her left breast, gently pulling on the nipple. Anna goes rigid arching her spine back as her orgasm hits her, a grunt escapes her as she thrusts against her probing fingers, letting her orgasm wash over her. Slowly she settles back into the chair as the tremors subside. Suddenly she opens her eyes, stands up and stares straight at the neighbour. She smiles and stretches, then covers her breasts. Erica is mortified, dropping the hose she runs inside.
Anna just shrugs, rearranges her skirt and goes to sit down. At this point I step into the room. 'Having fun, miss?' I ask. She squeals, spinning around to face me. Her eyes drop, and she looks down to the ground trying to look contrite, but I can see a little smile on her lips.
'So, what exactly are we doing, miss?' I question.
'Nothing, Sir', she says.
'Do you have any idea how long I've been watching?'
'No, Sir', she replies.
'Then it would probably be unwise to lie to me then, wouldn't it?' I say.
'I was masturbating, whilst watching Erica water her lawn', she answers.
'What you were doing, miss, was teasing that poor girl again. Were you not?'
In a small voice she says 'yes Sir.'
'And what have I told you about doing that?'
'You said I was to stop as it was unfair on her. That unless her husband gave her permission to play with us I was to leave her alone, Sir' now starting to really look contrite. She tries to peer upward through her lashes to see how angry I am. At this point there is a knock on the door.
'Wait here', I say. 'I haven't finished with you yet.'
I walk to the front door. It's Erica, a little surprised I say hello. She asks if she can come in. I show her into the front room. Erica sees Anna standing eyes down hands clasped on front of her and looks at me.
'Am I allowed to ask what is happening?'
I stand looking at her for a time. I glance across to Anna. Anna nods her head.
'I am discussing this wenches actions with her and deciding if punishment is due.'
A little surprised gasp escapes Erica's lips.
'I don't want her punished on my account', she says. 'I enjoyed her little....ummm.... show.'
A small shy smile crosses her face and she blushes bright red. I cross my arms stand as tall as I can. At 6ft 4, that's pretty tall. Slowly the confidence seeps out of Erica. Her eyes lower, she looks down at the ground.
'Sorry, Sir, I didn't mean to be impertinent', she whispers.
'Why are you here, Erica?' I ask. 'I'm sure it's not to ensure this wench is not punished.'
Erica's lower lip trembles, and tears slowly well in her eyes.
'Harry is soooo conservative and we never do anything fun. Sex is every Sat morning and it's over so very quickly, straight sex, in the missionary position. I see the three of you laughing together, cuddling together. My mind races with all the things you are probably doing...and I want so much to be part of it, Sir.' She slowly stumbles to a halt.
Inwardly surprised, but keeping a cool demeanour I watch her. An ever deepening blush flows across her face.
'You would betray your husband, so?' I ask.
In a small voice Erica answers 'Yes.'
'We', meaning the three of us, 'do not play with one half of a married couple without the permission of the other', I say.
'So, if Harry will let me, or join me, I can play?' Erica asks.
'Maybe', I reply. 'Depending on what Mistress Vicky (MsV) says and what Anna wants.'
Anna raises her head. 'I would like to play with this girl if I could, Master. Please.'
'Silence', I command without looking at her.
Slowly I walk around Erica looking at her assets. Fairly short, with large rounded breasts, nice plump ass. A full figured girl, almost Rubenesque but, if she is not careful, will probably run to fat as she gets older. But firm for now. I think to myself. This could be fun.
'So you think you will be able to get Harry's permission? If he is as boring and as staid as you say he is I can't imagine he will simply agree to his new wife joining us for a sex session.'
'Harry's firm is extremely conservative, Sir', she answers. 'Harry likes to dress up in my clothing, stockings, panties, high heels, make up and all when he thinks I'm not home and will be out for awhile. He has used a digital camera to take some photos, Sir. If I threaten to email these photos to the senior partner I think he might agree to what I want, Sir.'
Inwardly a little shocked at her deviousness I stand there looking at her. 'I'm not sure I wish to be partner to blackmail, miss', I say.
'He is fascinated with Mistress Vicky, Sir', Erica replies. 'I'm sure if I give him the excuse he needs he will willingly submit to her.'
Again, a little surprised but trying not show it. 'How do you know this?'
'Because he watches her all the time, Sir' whenever she is working in the garden, pruning the roses, checking for mail, he stands in the shadows of our front room and stares.'
'Ok', I say. 'Bring him, dressed in your stockings etc, at 7.00pm tonight. I think it might be fun to open his mind to 'play' time.'
Erica gasps, 'I don't know if he'll agree to that, Sir!'
'That's ok', I reply. 'If you don't want to play....?'
Her head drops. 'We will be here Sir.'
I smile and lift her chin so I can look at her eyes. 'Good girl', I say. 'Now for you, and in time Harry, we do not allow our submissives any hair below the chin, miss. I understand that it might all be a bit much for Harry at this time, but you will come to us clean shaven.' Erica nods. 'You may leave now, I have some preparation to do before this evening.' I hear the door open and close and turn to Anna. 'As for you, miss. Did I give you specific instructions regarding your behaviour towards our neighbours?'
'Yes, Sir', Anna replies.
'So you agree punishment is due?'
In a small quiet voice she answers, 'Yes Sir.'
I take a handful of her hair, feigning anger I march her down to the 'play' room. Slamming the door closed behind us, I rip the remaining clothes from her body. Her breath is coming in small quick gasps, and I can smell her arousal. I smile to myself, so much for 'punishment.' I drag her to the slave cross. With leather straps I bind her hands and ankles to the beams. The soft leather padded middle piece pushes her ass out stretching her legs and arms to the fullest.
Taking the suede cat of nine tails whip down, I walk around in front of her. Her eyes are closed, her tongue touching her lips. The smell of her arousal wafts around me again. I wait patiently in front of her. Her eyes open and I show her the whip. Fascinated her eyes follow the whip as I let it sway from side to side in front of her.
'Ten I think, miss. You will count each one and thank me for each.'
She nods and closes her eyes again. I hear her take a deep breath. Slowly, to heighten the anticipation, I walk around behind her. I let my fingers drag across her rib cage as I walk to my position. A shiver shakes through her. I snap the whip a couple of times and she settles herself a little more firmly on her feet. With a practised flick of my wrist I snap the tails across her upper back. Her head flicks back and a small groan escapes from her lips. The smell of her arousal is suddenly much stronger. I wait.
'One assumes that wasn't one, miss?' I question.
'I beg pardon, Sir', she replies. 'I was too busy riding the sensation. One, thank you Sir.'
I am tempted to say too late, but decide to let it ride. I bring the whip back and snap my wrist causing the whip to flick across her protruding ass. She grinds her hips against the padding.
'Two, thank you Sir.'
I bring my arm back and in quick succession follow the previous strike with three more across the same part of her anatomy. I can see her excitement flowing down the inside of her thighs. Her pussy is soaking wet and the smell of it is filling my nostrils.
'Three, four and five, thank you Sir.' She moans softly.
Sweat is running down her temples and she is grinding her pussy against the pad. Tossing her head from side to side, she moans again. I walk back in front of her.
Feigning concern I ask, 'Had enough miss? Do I hear a safe word? I can call a halt if I do.'
Her eyes fly open. 'No Sir, I would like to continue.' Her eyes drop. 'I don't want to disappoint you.'
I laugh. 'What you mean is you're enjoying your 'punishment' too much.'
She remains silent.
'Very well, miss. We will continue, lets hope you don't regret it', I say menacingly.
I return to my position behind her. Stepping into the strike this time I really let her have one right across her upper back. She jerks backwards a little scream is forced from her mouth.
'Six, thank you Sir.'
No sooner has she finished speaking I let the whip rip downwards again. Striking downwards this time at the nexus of nerves just above her tailbone in the middle of her spine. Again a moan escapes her and her hips are now constantly thrusting against the centre pad. Her wetness is flowing down her thighs smearing across the pad.
'Seven, thank you Sir', she moans softly.
I crack down across her ass again. Her bottom is now flaming red, with lovely welts raised across it. I step closer and run my hands across her ass, rubbing the hurt into her body. She thrust her hips back towards me hoping I will dip my fingers in her. I smile to myself. Realising I am waiting for her, she stops thrusting.
'Eight, thank you Sir.'
Stepping closer I undo her ties. A little involuntary 'no' of disappointment escapes her. Supporting her I turn her around the re-tie her to the cross. I stretch her hands as far above her head as I can. This causes her to have to stand on tiptoes to support some of her weight. The centre pad now pushes her pudenda lewdly out towards me. Her excitement is more obvious in this position. Moisture is flowing from her pussy. Her clitoris is swollen and extended, flushed a deep red.
With her hands held high and her body arched back her tits are standing high and proud. I rub my hands across them. They instantly go rock hard and Anna bites her lip. I chuckle and take one of her nipples between my thumb and forefinger. Pinching and pulling harshly on it I flick the other. Her eyes close and she moans deep down in her throat. She is close to coming so I release her tits and step back. A frustrated sigh lets out through her lips. I simply chuckle and bring the whip up to her eye level. Involuntarily her eyes follow the whip as it sways back and forth in front of her. I slowly take it back and she draws a breath in anticipation of the strike. I hold it in position for a time then make as if to lower it.
Disappointment flashes in Anna's eyes and she lets the breath escape. As soon as she does I bring the tails flicking down across her breasts. Welts instantly rise up across them and her rib cage. Her hips thrust forward and a deep groan escapes her. Her whole body shudders. Slowly her eyes open,
'Nine, thank you Sir.'
I run my fingers across her breasts pausing to stroke her nipples. She arches into my caress. Eyes becoming unfocused her breath starts to come in small uneven gasps. I let my left hand trail across her belly towards her eagerly waiting pussy but I stop well short of it and I step back.
'I seem to have forgotten how many I was up to', I say.
'You have given me nine', she replies.
I smile. 'Good girl, one more then.'
'Yes Sir.'
I eye her body planning where to make the next strike. I want to make it a powerful one that she will remember for many a night. I move a little further back to give myself some room. With a powerful over arm strike I bring the whip downwards toward her body. The tips of the nine tails hit her across and between her breasts. Striking just above her nipples and extending down across her belly. There is solid meaty thwack as the whip flails across her. She screams arches back and collapses against the ties on her wrists. I step forward slip my arm under her shoulders and lift her up, supporting her weight. Her forehead falls forward onto my shoulder. Slowly she comes to.
I look down at her. 'You ok?' I ask.
A little smile flits across her lips. 'Yes Sir.'
I can heel her wetness against my thigh. Her body is burning with desire. Moving slightly I slip my hand between her thighs. I dip two fingers inside her pussy and flick her clitty with my thumb. After a couple of quick thrusts her head falls back and with a partly strangled groan she orgasms against my fingers and passes out again. Holding her gently, I release her from her ties. Picking her up I carry her to the shower.
Turning the water to a nice even heat I step into the shower, clothes and all, still carrying her. She comes to in my arms with the water flowing across her. She cuddles in close to me, wrapping her arms around me. I lower her to her feet and gently wash her body. Letting the water wash away her sex fluids. After making sure she is clean I pick her up dress her a huge bath towel that covers her almost from chin to ankle, carry her to my bedroom. I lie her down in the centre of the four-poster bed and cover her with a quilt. She looks up at me. 'Sleep now, my girl. It looks like we might be having a big night.... To be continued...
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Teasing the Newly-Weds
Chapter 2: Erica and Harry arrive.
Later that evening there is a small quiet knock on the door. Erica and Harry stand there. Even though it's still very warm they both have long coats on that cover them from chin to ankle. I smile to myself.
"A little self-conscious are we people?" Erica giggles and blushes. Harry just dips his head. "Come inside", I say.
Stepping to one side I usher them in. They follow me through the house. I lead them to the 'play room'. As I step inside they both gasp and stumble to a stop at the door way.
"My God", Erica says. "I...." Harry just stands and gapes.
Anna is standing in the middle of the room. She is wearing a nothing but 4 in stilettos and her collar. She is holding a tray of drinks, her eyes are cast down. Mistress Vicky (MsV), home from work, is standing a little to Anna's side facing the door way. My wife is a gorgeous creature. 5ft 7in tall, with long auburn hair that cascades down across her shoulders, flashing green eyes, with a pale complexion. Even in her mid-forties her breasts still stand high and firm, her legs long and toned. Her waist is still tiny but she has that nice fullness of shape that reminds you that she is all woman.
I gently push our two guests inside and close the door. Harry doesn't know where to look. He gapes at Anna's breasts, then snatches his eyes away. This causes him to catch Mistress Vicky's gaze. He immediately looks down and flushes bright red. MsV laughs delightedly. She steps toward him and cups his chin in her hand. She lifts his head up but he refuses to meet her gaze. His blush, if anything, deepens.
Erica is mesmerized. She stands and stares at Anna. Then her eyes slowly turn to me. Her tongue involuntarily wets her lips. I smile quietly at her. Her eyes leave mine and move across to watch Mistress Vicky with her husband. Slowly, tentatively she almost tiptoes across to where they are. Unsure of herself, Erica slowly drops to her knees in front of Mistress Vicky. Her eyes lowered she says quietly.
"We have come as instructed, Mistress. I hope you find us worthy."
Harry emits an almost strangled gasp. He can't quite believe what he sees and hears. Mistress Vicky taps his lips with her forefinger.
"Hush now", she says. Harry winces but says nothing. "Stand up girl," MsV says. "Let me have a look at you."
Erica jumps to her feet and stands in front of Mistress Vicky. She is like a penitent school child in front of the headmaster, clasping at and wringing her fingers, her feet fidgeting. Her eyes are lowered but she is trying to sneak a glance up through her lashes so she can see what is going to happen. Mistress Vicky reaches forward and undoes the clasp at the front of the overcoat Erica is wearing. The coat drops to the ground. Erica is naked underneath. She flushes bright red again.
"I wasn't sure what I should wear Ma'am," she murmurs. "So I thought nothing would be best."
MsV laughs languidly. "You did well, girl", she says.
All this time she has kept one hand cupping Harry's chin. He is starting to emit strangled groans. It is obvious he had no idea that his pure, almost virginal wife could do these things. Again, Mistress Vicky taps his lips hushing him. MsV looks at me and raises an eyebrow. I nod and address Erica.
"Inspection pose, miss. Let me see if you have followed instructions."
Her mouth forms an 'o'. Embarrassed she says "I'm not sure how."
I look at Anna. "Put down that tray and show this girl," I say.
Anna lowers the tray to the floor and immediately drops to a classic inspection pose. She is on hands and knees, knees spread apart. One hand reaches back between her legs and spreads her vulva lips. Her forehead is on the carpet with her eyes closed. Erica gulps, and she kind of moves, but hesitates. Her eyes slowly meet mine. I raise one eyebrow. She blushes and very slowly lowers herself to the floor.
Harry snatches his head from Mistress Vicky's hand. "Erica," he almost shouts. "What are you doing?"
"As he instructed," she replies.
"Get up off the floor or..."
"Or what?" Erica retorts. "Do you want me to e-mail those photos to your office?"
"I..." Harry manages to squeak out.
"I didn't think so. Now hush whilst I do as Sir says."
Harry's jaw drops wide open and he stares unbelievingly as Erica copies Anna's pose.
"Now you," Mistress Vicky says to him.
"What?" he says.
"Join the girls in that pose," Mistress Vicky replies.
His mouth falls even further open. He stares disbelievingly at her.
"No way," he manages to get out.
MsV steps in closer, she is taller than him. She folds her arms across her chest, causing her breasts to swell and jut out. She is wearing a long black leather skirt with a split up the side. Her long shapely calves and thighs move tantalizingly into view as she moves. She is wearing a white shirt that is buttoned to the neck along with a string tie. She looks both gorgeous and severe. Harry can't meet her gaze. Slowly the fight leaks out of him. He takes a small step towards the girls. MsV has him, I smile to myself. He starts to lower himself.
"Stop," Mistress Vicky says. "Drop the coat."
His eyes slowly swing around to meet hers.
"No", he mouths.
"Now", Mistress Vicky snaps.
Tears squeeze slowly from his eyes, but his hands almost involuntarily go to the buttons. As tears drip slowly from his eyes he undoes the buttons of the coat. Holding the coat closed, he finally reaches the last button. For a moment he holds the coat around him his eyes appealing to Mistress Vicky. She taps her fingers on her crossed arms. With a deep sigh Harry flings the coat back and stands there.
He is dressed in stockings and suspenders. A frilly pair of lace knickers is all the other modesty Erica has allowed him. Unfortunately for Harry, despite all his protestations his dick has betrayed him. He has a raging hard on with pre-cum dotting the front of his knickers. Even hard his cock is barely 4 in but it is straining to try and grow more, so excited is he.
With a sob of reluctant acceptance he lowers himself to the floor beside the girls.
I already know Anna, with her usual attention to detail will pass inspection, so I only run a quick hand over her, pat her on the bum and tell her to take one of the stools at the bar. I move slowly side ways to Erica. I kneel down behind her as if I was about to mount her. Feeling me there her eyes fly open. I lightly spank her bottom.
"Eyes closed, miss", I say.
Nervously her eyes flicker, but they close as instructed. I run my fingers down her spine, starting up near her neck. She jumps at my touch, but manages to hold the pose. Running my hands up and down her back I allow her to become accustomed to my touch. As I feel her start to relax I start my inspection. Running my fingers under her armpits I stroke looking for hair. I slowly drag my fingers along the edges of her breast mounds. Letting my nails trace the contour of her globes. The heat coming off her body is amazing. She is obviously extremely turned on, though she is trying hard to hide it. I reach further around and lightly brush her nipples. She moans softly and her nipples go instantly hard against my fingers.
Harry has eyes clenched tightly closed. I can see he is trying very hard to not think about what I'm doing to his wife.
I take her nipples between my first two fingers and my thumb. Squeezing gently I give them a bit of twist and a tug. Her moan is more audible this time. Harry's head turns towards us, but his eyes remain resolutely closed. I smile to myself. I run my fingers down Erica's rib cage down to her hips. I grip her hips for a moment then stroke the cheeks of her bottom. I stroke down the outside of her thighs and down the backs of her calves. Sliding my hands to the inside I start to stroke back upwards. Erica's breath is starting to come in shorter, faster gasps. Brushing past her knees I slowly stroke the inside of her thighs, slowly moving higher and higher. As my hands brush closer to her pussy Erica starts to moan.
A strangled gasp escapes Harry. Knowing he has almost reached the end of his endurance I look at MsV. She smiles, knowing what I want. She kneels behind Harry, assuming the same position behind him as I am with Erica. Harry is immediately still, wondering what is going to happen.
She says. "Now little one, let's not let them have all the fun. Let's see what we have here." She looks at me. "Hairy, still, isn't he?"
"I didn't think he would handle a no hair edict this early", I replied.
"Fair enough", she says.
Leaning forward so her breasts rub against his back she traces the same routes across his back, chest and ribcage as I did on Erica. His cock, which was starting to flag at the thoughts of what I was doing to his wife, springs back to full erection. As her hands reach his hips she takes a hold of his knickers, the last remnants of his dignity, and starts to pull them down. With an almost girlish squeal he jumps forward. Much less gently MsV smacks him across the backside.
"Up or leave", she demands.
"What about Erica?" he asks.
MsV smiles evilly. "I like her. I think we might keep her."
Reluctantly Harry raises himself back to the pose position. MsV glances at me and gives me a knowing smile. She pulls his panties down to his mid-thigh. She reaches underneath and grabs his cock. Instantly hard again an involuntary groan escapes him. Holding his dick just below the head quite firmly she starts to stroke his cock. Now it's Harry's turn to moan. MsV wets her forefinger with her tongue and slowly starts to rim Harry. He twitches at first, but quickly comes to enjoy the sensation. Working more and more saliva onto his little rosebud, MsV slowly starts to insert her finger whilst maintaining the firm tugging on his cock. Unused to this type of stimulation Harry clenches down, trying to keep that invading finger at bay, but again his body betrays him. Pre-cum is now flowing from the end of his cock, dripping on the floor. Her finger slips a little further in at each stroke of his cock until she is buried up to the last knuckle. Harry's breath is coming in short ragged gasps and I can tell he is about to come. At the last possible moment MsV pulls her finger out and lets go of his dick. A moan, of frustration this time, escapes his lips.
Whilst MsV has been administering to Harry, I've been sensuously stroking Erica. The back of my hand has been tracing patterns across her flesh. Up across her back around across the globes of her breasts, gently stroking across her nipples then down her rib cage across the curve of her buttocks and back up the inside of her thighs, stroking closer and closer to her pussy. As MsV's finger penetrated her husband the smell of Erica's arousal grew strong in the air. The sound of Harry's obvious excitement was allowing her to relax and revel in her own sensations. As Harry's arousal neared its peak I finally brushed the back of my fingers across Erica's clitoris. A deep longing moan escaped her. Turning my hand over I stroke her clit with my forefinger, stroking slowly up one side, around the hood, then down the other side. Reversing my direction, I retraced my steps, then repeating over and over. As she started to moan and thrust against the probing finger, I introduced another finger, so I could straddle her clit and dip into her vulva on the down stroke. Soon, like her husband, I could sense that she was about to reach climax. At the last moment I removed my fingers from her thrusting pudenda. Her moan of protest almost mirrored that of her husbands.
Mistress Vicky steps in front of them both. "Look at me, little ones", she says. They both look up at her. "Would you like to come?" she asks.
Erica glances at Harry. Harry's eyes squeeze closed, a tear escapes, but through gritted teeth, he says "Yes".
"Yes... what?" Mistress Vicky snaps.
Helpless, Harry looks to Erica.
"Yes, please, Mistress", Erica manages.
Mistress Vicky relents, "Much better, girl". She stands over Harry, "Well?"
Harry swallows a couple of times. "Yes, please, Mistress", he almost squeaks.
"Stay on all fours and turn to face each other", Mistress Vicky instructs.
They do as she instructs. "You will watch, as you were slowest to give the correct answer", she states to Harry. "Anna, bring that pillow", pointing. "Use that to support your head, now slide under this girl and use your tongue to satisfy her."
Harry's and Erica's heads flew up their eyes wide.
"Do you object?" MsV asks.
Looking at each other for some time eventually Erica shook her head. "No Ma'am", she says.
With a smile Anna slides down onto the carpet behind Erica and places the pillow under Erica's pussy. She then slips between Erica's ankles and moves up to place her head on the pillow. Harry's eyes are wide open. He can't believe what he is seeing. His safe, boring, almost prudish, he thought, wife was on all fours completely naked in front of 3 strangers and was about to have her pussy eaten by one of them. He couldn't believe it, and certainly couldn't believe how turned on he was. His wife's, breasts were hanging down, and he could see the top of Anna's head between her thighs. Anna's tongue was reaching towards his wife's pussy.
Harry thought for a moment he was going to lose his load there and then. Anna lifted her chin up. She could smell Erica's arousal and see her pussy glistening with her juices. Reaching her tongue out Anna lightly flicks Erica's clit. A moan escapes Erica's lips. Then, starting slowly, Anna lapped at Erica's cunt. Erica tasted sweet to her mouth. Her juices were flowing so strongly that they began to run down Anna's chin. Anna reached up around Erica's hips and gripped her tight so she could lash Erica's pussy with her tongue. Anna runs her tongue from the entrance to Erica's vulva to the clit, pausing to swirl her tongue around the clit, then back, alternating this with lapping at Erica's juices.
Very soon Erica's breath was coming in short gasps. Her moans were deep and guttural as she revelled in sensations she had never before experienced. Her head started to toss back and forth and with a deep scream she hit her orgasm, thrusting at Anna's willing mouth. Her thighs spasming she clenched down on Anna's head. With another moan she came again, as Anna's tongue thrust in and out of her cunt. Shuddering Erica slowly collapsed down, her head coming to a rest on her hands. Anna slid out from under with a huge satisfied smile on her face. I toss her a face towel, "Wipe your face off girl, I think you missed some of her juices," I smile at her.
Meanwhile Harry has been watching all of this with his mouth gaping open. Unconsciously he kept reaching for his cock. Every time he did, MsV spanked his hand. "You get too watch is all", she remonstrated with him.
Pre-cum continued to drip from the end of Harry's dick and he almost lost his load when Erica hit her orgasm. Pulling on his already lowered panties, MsV said. "Let's get rid of these shall we?"
Not really even noticing Harry allowed MsV to remove his knickers. Now he was kneeling there in only stockings and suspenders, his little 4 in dick was rock hard and throbbing with desire. He watched avidly as Anna climbed out from under his wife and wondered what was going to happen next and hoped he was going to get something similar. MsV moved to stand directly in front of him. He looked beseechingly up at her.
"Would you like my girl to suck that dick of yours?" she asked.
Harry nodded eagerly. MsV slapped him across the face. "The appropriate response is "Yes please, Mistress" she instructed him.
Harry's face already flushed from the slap, blushed an even deeper red. "Sorry, Mistress", he mumbled.
"Well?" MsV asks, hands on hips. "Would you like to come?"
"Yes please, Mistress", Harry intoned dutifully.
"Anna, take care of this slut for me please," she said.
"With pleasure, Mistress" Anna replied and brought her pillow over to place between Harry's knees.
"In a "69" position, miss", MsV instructed. "Harry, you may look at Anna's pussy, you may even smell it. But you may not touch it. Not with your hands or even your tongue. If you do, you will be sent home immediately. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mistress", Harry responds.
"One more thing, Harry", MsV says. "You may not come until I have told you, you can. Are we clear?"
"I'm not sure I can obey, mistress", Harry says haltingly.
"You will obey, little one, or else", MsV replies.
"Yes, Mistress", Harry says, learning his role.
Sliding between Harry's legs, once again Anna reaches out with her tongue towards Harry's cock. Harry can't believe his eyes. Anna's totally hairless pussy is spread almost directly under his nose. His wife is lying on her side watching him avidly. MsV's long legs are almost straddling his head. The tip of Anna's tongue slides tantalizingly across the underside of the head of his penis. His cock twitches involuntarily away from Anna's tongue. As soon as it relaxes back down Anna flicks her tongue again. She does this a few times before opening her lips wide and slowly taking Harry's cock deep into her mouth. A groan escapes him. His head tips back and he is obviously counting, trying not to come. MsV reaches behind herself and releases the clasp holding the leather skirt on. It drops to the ground in front of Harry.
He looks up only to see MsV standing there holding a strap on dildo that has sprung free now the skirt isn't holding it down. His eyes snap closed again and another moan escapes him. Taking some massage oil MsV steps around behind Harry. Anna is alternating deep throating with swirling her tongue around the head of Harry's dick, and it's all Harry can do not to lose his load into Anna's willing, waiting mouth. MsV dribbles some oil down between the cracks of Harry's arse. Probing with her finger once again MsV starts to invade Harry's nether regions. Sliding one finger in she gently stretches his rose bud. Going as slowly as she dares, given that Harry is about to blow all over the place, she slips another finger into Harry's bottom.
Sensing what her Mistress wants, Anna slows her administrations to Harry's dick. With the new sensations happening to his arse, and Anna's mouth being less insistent, Harry is able to stave his orgasm off for a little longer.
Introducing the head of the strap on dildo, MsV starts to gently work the plastic cock into Harry's butt. A deep grunting moan escapes his lips.
MsV strokes his back, murmuring to him. "Relax, enjoy, it'll only hurt for a moment, then will feel better than you can imagine."
Grunting, but concentrating on how good his cock feels in Anna's mouth, Harry is able to take a few more inches. As the dildo slides into his raw backside the head starts to massage across his prostate. This is a totally mind blowing experience for him and suddenly he is eager for more, it feels so good. Gasping for air he almost involuntarily starts to thrust back at MsV, wanting to feel himself totally impaled on her fake cock. As MsV and Anna bring Harry closer to his inevitable orgasm,
I'm watching Erica. She is mesmerized, not believing what she is seeing. Harry not only enjoying having his cock sucked, something he would never let her do, but loving being fucked in his butt by MsV. Her pussy starts to throb and ache again. Without really noticing she lies flat on her stomach, slips her hand between her legs and starts to play with her cunt. Soon she is moaning and gasping thrusting against her fingers. I move over to her and pushing her hands aside I dip two fingers into her cunt. A groan escapes her lips and she thrusts back at me. Dipping my thumb into her juices I start to rim her rose bud. As she thrusts and moans I penetrate her arse with my thumb. She clenches down at me taking my thumb deep into her anal canal and driving her pussy at my probing fingers. Anna grips Harry by the root of his cock, and tugging on his penis starts to suck deeply and eagerly on his cock. This is too much for Harry. Like a man possessed he starts to thrust back at MsV, matching her thrusts into him.



In a strangled gasp he says "Please let me come, Mistress. I can't hold on any longer!"
MsV leans forward and rakes her long nails across his nipples. A deep guttural moan escapes him.
"Come, my little cock slut", she demands.
Almost instantly Harry goes stiff and his butt starts to clench around the dildo. He starts to spit his come down Anna's waiting throat. She is surprised by how much come he has, but she gamely swallows as much as she can. It dribbles out the side of her mouth and down onto her neck. Twitching and spasming Harry comes like he never has in his life. He thinks he might even shoot his balls out the head of his dick, he is blowing that hard. Slowly he collapses down and as his dick slips out of Anna's mouth, the dildo also slides out of his abused arse. He falls to one side and Anna sits up smiling and licking her lips, trying to gather up every bit of Harry's come she can.
Meanwhile as Harry explodes in Anna's mouth and on the end of MsV's strap on, Erica is nearing her third orgasm. My thumb is working in her butt my fingers delve deep in her cunt. As Harry comes Erica reaches crescendo. Her head is tossing back and forth as she screams out her orgasm thrusting back against my fingers. My hand is drenched with her pussy juices as she comes. And she too collapses down.
Well pleased, MsV and I look at each other. I turn to Anna. "Take them to the bathroom, help them get cleaned up, clean yourself, then get them a drink. I'm sure they need it."
Anna walks over to me and lowers her head. I remove her collar. She helps Harry and Erica to their feet and ushers them out of the room...... More to come
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I'm 58 years old now with an ex-athlete's body that has slowly run to fat over the last 12 years. But in my mid-forties I was still at the absolute peak of my physical prowess. I was playing squash 3 times a week in the evening, and playing and/or practicing golf for another 3. On the seventh day I didn't rest I ran 12 km. Although my run times had blown out from the days I competed I could still beat most of the weekend joggers out there, flying past them with a big smile and a wave.
It was at this time I first met Lolly (Lollobirigida) and her daughter Gina. I owned and operated a cab around Brisbane, Queensland, Australia and had picked them up after their prayer group meeting outside of St Paul's Cathedral in downtown Brisbane around 7.00 pm on a Thursday evening in the late part of summer in (around) 2008. The mother was dressed very conservatively in a loose dark blue blouse that was done up to the top button and an ankle length skirt and black low heeled shoes. I remember thinking 'fuck she must be hot in that in this weather!' Her daughter was dressed like a typical late teenager. Short plaid skirt that barely covered her ass, see through white blouse, barely covering what had to be at least DD sized tits, unbuttoned to below her black bra, the mounds of her breasts straining against the holding fabric of her bra giving her an extremely pleasing, to my eye, amount of cleavage, and a pair of strappy hi-heeled sandals. I couldn't help but notice the daughter was wearing a very small black thong that barely covered her slit as she slid across the back seat to take her place behind me in the cab. Catching my eye in the rear-view mirror she smirked and gave me a wink to indicate, I'm sure, she had flashed me on purpose.
"Where can I take you, folks?" I asked cheerfully.
"Latrobe Terrace, Bardon, please driver," the older of the two told me.
"Through Milton or are you up the top end more toward Ashgrove?" I enquired.
"Through Milton, please," came the reply.
Although I don't normally pay a lot of attention to my passengers there was something intriguing about the older woman. Even though her clothing was drab and unflattering, as she moved, I could see that there was taut and tight body hiding underneath them. As we turned off Milton rd. she opened the window and the rush of entering air flattened her blouse across her bosom for a moment revealing the curves of breasts at least as large and firm as her daughter's.
Turning to her daughter the woman spoke "I do wish you'd dress a little more appropriately for church. You look like you're about to go stand on a street corner!"
"That old perve you call the priest ogles my tits, whatever I wear, so I figure I may as well give the old letch something to perve on!" the girl replied.
"Such language from a young girl!" Her mother bemoaned.
"Fuck, mum. Fuck, fuck, fuckity fuck! Get over it!"
"What do you think, driver? Should a young woman be dressed like my daughter is when going to church?" The older woman asked me.
'Don't bring me into this', I thought. I have sons and I'm sure both of them would love to meet your daughter, dressed as she is, regardless of where! But I merely replied "I'd probably just be so glad my teenaged child still wants to come to church with me I wouldn't care, too much, about what they were wearing." I replied.
Leaning forward to get a closer look at me the older woman noticed the gold cross I wear around my neck.
"Are you a Christian, driver?" She asked.
"Only so far as I believe in the birth, death, and resurrection of our Lord Jesus Christ," I answered truthfully. "But I'm a very poor Christian according to religious scripture. I drink, fornicate, blaspheme and curse so, make of that, what you will."
"None of us a perfect," she told me and sat back.
I felt her eyes on me the whole way to Bardon. Every time I looked in the mirror I found her staring at me. Even the daughter seemed to notice how intently her mother was studying me.
"Geez, mum! Put your eyes back in your head, he's not that good looking!" She disgustedly told her mother.
"Hmm ... what?" The older woman responded.
"You're staring at the poor man like he was a piece of cake on no carbs day! Put your eyes back in your head and stop ogling!"
The mother blushed. "I wasn't ogling, just thinking. Driver, would you like to come in for a cup of tea when we get to our place?"
"What are you doing mum?" The daughter asked, aghast. "You don't even know the man! He could be a serial killer for all you know!"
"Don't be silly, Gina," her mum said. "I'm Lollobrigida, everybody calls me Lolly, and this is my daughter Gina. I'd like to invite you in for a cup of tea, and a chat, if you'd like?"
'It's a slow Thursday night and I'm about to knock off any way, so why not?' I thought.
"Sure, that would be nice," I replied. "My name is John, everybody calls me, John!" I said jokingly.
"OMFG! Dad jokes!" The younger girl shook her head and moaned.
Lolly favoured me with a smile. "Pleased to meet you, John. Ignore Gina, she's just being a teenager!"
"If you don't mind me asking, how old is your daughter?" I enquired of Lolly.
"18 going on 41, I believe," Gina said with another smile.
"I'll be 19 in 6 weeks, Mother. And you damn well know it!" Gina responded frostily.
"You must have had her very young?" I asked, a little surprised.
"Same age as she is now", indicating her daughter, "that's why I take her to church. I don't want Gina to make the same mistakes I did at her age."
"So I'm a 'mistake' now, am I?" Gina said tartly in what I was sure was feigned indignation.
"Don't be silly, Gina," Lolly repeated. "Having you was the best thing I ever did. Getting pregnant to a man who absconded without even waiting for you to be born was the mistake!"
"I know, mum, just teasing." Gina said with a small smile.
I pulled into the driveway Lolly indicated. Putting the cab into park I pulled the keys, jumped out, and followed Lolly and Gina to the front door of their modest 2 bedroomed house. Walking inside I saw the house was sparsely furnished and, although everything was fastidiously clean, most of the furniture was wearing out. Gina left down a dimly lit hallway and disappeared into, what I assumed, was her bedroom.
"So rude," Gina mused.
"I have teenagers, too, so just 'typical' is all," I sympathised with her.
"Do you have boys or girls?" Lolly asked. "What are their ages?"
"2 boys, 22 and 19," I replied.
"My sympathies to you as well," Lolly smiled.
Leading me to the kitchen Lolly indicated I should sit at the breakfast bar. "How do you have your tea?" She asked.
"Standard kiwi brew," I said, alluding to my New Zealand heritage. "2SM."
"What's that?" Gina queried.
"2 sugars, milk." I answered. "Strong as you can make it, please."
"I only have teabags, is that okay?"
"Sure," I responded. "Not sure who doesn't anymore."
As she waited for the kettle to boil Lolly kept staring at me, even though she was trying to do it surreptitiously, I still noticed.
"What's up?" I asked.
"You're the first man I've had in here in, oh, I don't know, maybe 15 years," Lolly said quietly.
Sensing her need, or maybe it was just my horny imagination, I walked around the kitchen counter and crossed to her. Coming up behind her as she concentrated on pouring the tea I touched her lightly on the shoulder. Lolly mustn't have heard me as she jumped and whirled around to face me. Her breasts rubbed against my hands as she spun. I could feel her nipples go instantly hard as they dragged across my knuckles.
"What are you doing?" Lolly asked breathlessly.
"This," I said and cupped her breasts in my hands. Placing my thumbs over her nipples outside her blouse and bra I gently circled them both.
"Please don't," Lolly whispered. "I can't."
But her head was tilted back and her lips slightly parted, and she was breathing deeply and heavily, so I leant forward and planted a soft kiss on the corner of her mouth, then gently licked that same corner. A small groan of absolute ecstasy escaped from Lolly's mouth and she turned her head slightly to meet my mouth. Locking lips with her I sent my tongue out a small exploratory distance and brushed it lightly across her teeth. Lolly's mouth parted and we tongue danced for a time. She took my head in both her hands and pulled me further down so she was no longer on tiptoes and began to kiss me passionately. I wrapped one arm around her shoulders at about breast height and placed my other hand on her bottom and ground her body against my rock hard chest and abdomen. My already swelling erection poked lewdly at her stomach. Lolly was now kissing me fervently and gasping and moaning.
"My bedroom is the first on the left down the hall," She told me feverishly.
Picking her up, effortlessly, I carried her down the hall and into her room, kicking the door closed behind me I lay Lolly down in the middle of her small double bed and began kissing her again. Leaning back I began to expertly undo her blouse buttons slowly exposing more and more of Lolly's luscious cleavage and full conservative bra. As I peeled her blouse back from her shoulders Lolly suddenly sat up.
"No, John! I can't! I have to set a good example for Gina!"
Kissing and gently biting that highly erogenous spot just where Lolly's neck met her shoulder I slipped my right hand inside the bra cup around her left nipple and slowly circled her nipple with my forefinger, grabbing it lightly with my thumb and forefinger I gave her nipple a bit of a pull and tweak, eliciting another soft groan from Lolly.
"If you want me to stop all you have to do is say 'please stop, John.' And I will, okay, Lolly? Do you want me to stop, Lolly?" I asked her and gave her nipple another tweak as well as kissing the corner of her mouth again.
Lolly only groaned and arched her breasts up towards me so I continued to nibble on her erogenous zone and slipped her blouse all the way off. Reaching behind her I undid the clasp to Lolly's skirt and unzipped it. Being quite loosely fitting her skirt slid easily down off her hips revealing a pair of full black nylons over a pair of creamy white cotton knickers. I tossed the skirt to the side. Kissing Lolly's mouth I started to lower myself down, kissing her chin, and, after pushing her head back, kissed her neck. I trailed kisses across her collar bone and down the centre of her chest.
Holding her breasts together, still inside her bra, I tongued the insides of her swelling globes. Reaching around I undid Lolly's bra straps and pulled them out from underneath her. Slipping the shoulder supports off of Lolly's svelte shoulders I slowly removed her bra exposing her luscious 12 double D breasts. Pausing to admire her beautiful jubblies I cupped them both from the sides, pressing the mounds together and lashed my tongue across both nipples, playfully nipping them as I did. Lolly's breath was coming in short pants and gasps and there was already a noticeable wet patch appearing on her knickers between her legs.
Placing my right hand between Lolly's thighs, which were still pressed tightly together, I slowly worked on spreading her legs and working my hand up towards her pussy. As my hand slowly worked its way up to Lolly's nylons covered snatch she continued to writhe and moan holding my head to her tits with her eyes tightly closed but, as my fingers grazed her mound, close to her clitoris, Lolly's eyes flew open. Pulling my head away from her breasts Lolly said desperately. "No, John! You mustn't! Please, I beg of you, don't make me cum!"
As she still hadn't said "stop" I ignored her pleas and exerted a little more sideways force on her inner thighs. With a deep groan Lolly's legs suddenly sprung apart and I was able to take possession of her whole pubic area. Reversing my right hand I pressed my middle finger against her vulva over the entrance to her, what I could feel was already soaking wet, cunt. Placing my thumb on Lolly's clit I began to rhythmically press against her vulva with my finger whilst manipulating her precious nub. Almost unawarely Lolly lifted and spread her knees giving me full access to her pussy.
Kissing down across her stomach and abdomen then across her nylons covered pubic bone I briefly pushed Lolly's knees together, hooked my thumbs into the tops of her nylons and knickers and quickly ripped them down, and, in one fell swoop, removed them entirely from her body. Tossing them aside, as I already had her blouse and bra. I respread Lolly's legs, moved between them, and pressed my pants covered full erection against the entrance to Lolly's quim. Lolly, writhing and moaning under me, wrapped her legs around my hips and both pulled my dick against her and pushed her hips back at me. Grabbing her by the back of her neck I gently squeezed getting her full attention. "Tell me you want me to fuck you," I demanded of her.
"Please, John," Lolly moaned. "Make love to me!"
'Close enough,' I thought. Getting up on my hands and knees, then standing on the bed, I quickly stripped my shirt and trousers off, tossing them on top of Lolly's clothing. Dropping my underwear, revealing my perfectly proportioned 7 in. cock, I posed over the top of Lolly for a moment, letting her feel, and revel in, my absolute masculinity. Dropping back down between Lolly's thighs I covered her with my body, resting most of my weight on my left hand, which I'd placed under her upper arm against her armpit, I held the base of my cock and rubbed it lewdly up and down Lolly's sopping slit, making sure the head was well covered in her pussy juices. Pausing with the head of dick at the entrance to Lolly's cunt I looked down at her. "I'm going to fuck you now, you ready?"
A moan and an upthrust of her hips was all the answer I got. My cock's head slipped a little inside her as she pushed her hips forward. Taking that as my cue I slowly, but relentlessly, shoved the whole length of my penis deep into Lolly's vagina, not stopping until, with a soft thump, I was buried balls deep inside her. Lolly's head was flung right back, arching her chest and tits up and forward. Raking my fingers cruelly across her nipples I parted my knees and pulled myself up into a spread kneed kneeling position. Letting the entire weight of my upper body press down on Lolly I slid my left hand down her back and under her hips. Squeezing Lolly's bottom I lifted her bum and thighs off the bed and rested them on my upper thighs which I had brought back together. Tweaking her nipples I began to thrust deeply into Lolly's cunt. Pulling her hips back towards me as I thrust my hips forward I was soon pounding into her as hard as I could. Every now and then, as Liz had taught me all those years ago, I would hold her still, pulled firmly against me, and grind my pelvic bone against her clitoris before resuming my thrusting.
Lolly began to give out deep guttural groans as her head tossed forward and back and back and forth as I vigorously fucked her. Suddenly Lolly began to swear, "Fuck me, fuck me, oh gawd, please fuck me. I'm a slut, I've always been a slut, make me your slut," she begged of me.
Hearing a strange squishing sound behind us I looked back over my shoulder. Gina was standing in the now open doorway watching us fuck. Her thong was pulled down around her knees and she'd pulled her skirt up under her breasts which were gaping out of her undone blouse, she had pulled her bra down under them. Gina's hand was a blur as she stroked her clit and vulva, dipping her first two fingers a little into her pussy as she did so while also pulling and tweaking a nipple. Gina was so wet from her pussy juices they were literally squelching as she dipped into her cunt. As I watched, and with a stifled groan, Gina came, squirting a little pussy juice as she did. By the wet spot on the floor in front of her it wasn't the first time.
Getting a depraved thought in my head I pushed back off of Lolly which pulled my cock out of her cunt. An anguished groan of "NO!" sprang from Lolly's lips. Pushing on her hip I rolled Lolly over and turned her around so she was facing the door. Pulling her up into a hands and knees position I quickly grabbed Lolly's hips, and with my right hand, guided myself back into her grasping cunt. Holding her hips tightly I pulled her back onto me as I viciously sawed my hips forward. At this angle my dick's head scraped across Lolly's G spot and with a deep growl Lolly started to cum. A series of small orgasms began to rip through her, but it was obvious she was building to a massive earth shattering one, so I leant forward and began to maul her tits and nipples as I continued to thrust my length into her.
Gina was moaning and cumming every few minutes so, as she built up to another orgasm, I met her eyes, and motioned for her to come closer and to get up on the bed. Gina dropped her skirt and knickers, loosened her bra and flung it aside then climbed up on the foot of the bed. Encouraging her with hand signals to come even closer Gina's legs were soon spread either side of us. Lolly's eyes were tightly closed as she revelled in the feeling of having her cunt completely filled for the first time in years and hadn't noticed her daughter was now with us. As soon as Gina's legs were close enough I grabbed her by the calves lifted them up, making her fall back, then, spreading her legs as obscenely wide as I could, I dragged her pussy back until it was right under Lolly's nose. Pushing on the back of Lolly's head, whilst still maintaining a firm grasp on one of Gina's calves, I shoved Lolly's head onto her daughter's cunt.
Trying to push back Lolly protested "No, this is so wrong!"
Slapping her ass I growled at her "You said you were a slut, it's obvious your daughter is a slut, and sluts love sucking cock and licking pussy so lick, slut!"
Reluctantly Lolly extended her tongue and lightly lapped at the entrance to her daughter's pussy. Suddenly, with a shudderingly moaned acceptance of her real status, Lolly thrust her head forward and started to eagerly tongue lash Gina's vulva and clit. Sagging down onto her elbows Lolly extended her right arm and, stretching out her middle finger, slipped the tip a little ways inside Gina's pussy. Hooking her finger up and back, it was obvious Gina's wasn't the first pussy Lolly had tongued, Lolly found Gina's G spot and began to stroke the palm of her finger roughly across it.
Gina had initially also protested a little at being tongued by her mother but when Lolly's middle finger found her G spot Gina fell back onto her back and held her mother's head tightly to her clitoris. "Fuck that's good, oh fuck, that's good", Gina moaned. "Fuck yes! I'm cumming!"
With an almost anguished groan Gina came and squirted onto Lolly's face. Licking and sucking gamely Lolly tried her best to lick up all of Gina's juices, moaning and pushing back at my invading cock the whole time. Grasping her hips tightly I plunged my cock in and out of Lolly's quim for about another 10 minutes before I could feel the walls of her pussy clenching down on my dick. Knowing this spasm meant Lolly was about to cum I began to take longer, slower, but firmer strokes. Burying my full length deep into her with every stroke I slowly drove Lolly right to the edge of total bliss. With another eager shudder Lolly started to quiver and shake. With a high pitched mewl Lolly lifted herself off her daughter's pussy leant back and turned her head back to kiss me. Shoving her sexy ass hard back at me Lolly bucked once, twice and with another mewl exploded into a shaking and trembling mind blowing orgasm. This time it was Lolly's turn to emit a little lady juice in a small squirt.
Snarling at Gina I demanded "Clean your mother up, just like she did for you!"
With only a little hesitation Gina swung her legs around and slid up between her mother's spread thighs. Craning her neck Gina began to, gently at first, lick the juices from Lolly's cunt.



"There's a good little carpet muncher," I sneered at Gina. "Clean your mother up like a good obedient daughter should."
Pushing Lolly forward onto Gina I said to her "That cunt doesn't look satiated yet, better get back to work!"
Feeling her mother's mouth on her pussy once again seemed to release Gina's restraints and she began to eagerly lap at her Lolly's clit and slit. Imitating what she had felt her mother do to her Gina slipped a finger into Lolly's cunt and searched for Lolly's G spot. I'm guessing she found it because, with a surprised grunt, Lolly popped into another orgasm with her cunt still wrapped around my raging, rock hard, and buried deep in her, cock.
Being as deep in her mother's quim as I was meant Gina was also licking my shaft and balls as I thrust in and out of Lolly. This was absolutely delightful, as you can imagine, but I had garnered a desire to try Gina's pussy so I didn't want to cum yet. Sliding out of Lolly I moved myself to the other end of the bed. Getting between Gina's indecently spread legs I grabbed my cock by the base of the shaft and prepared to place the head against the entrance to her pussy. Lolly pushed against my abdomen.
"Gina's still a virgin, I think," Lolly said. "I don't think she's ready to lose that yet, she's too young!"
"No, it's alright, mum," Gina said. "I want him to take my virginity if he wants to?"
'Well of course I do!' I thought.
"My hymen was really tough," Lolly informed Gina. "It wasn't easy to break it, it hurt like hell! Are you sure you're ready?"
Gina nodded a little scaredly. "Will you help, mum?"
Lolly nodded. Turning to me she said "Lie down on your back, Gina will squat down on you and lower herself down until your dick breaks through her hymen. Once you're in you 2 can do whatever you want. But! Be gentle with my girl, okay?"
I immediately agreed, as you can probably envisage!
Lying on my back Lolly took my slightly softened cock in her mouth and, fondling my balls, quickly brought me back to total hardness. Indicating that Gina should stand with her feet either side of my hips and squat down Lolly slowly guided her daughter's vaginal entrance down onto my now stupendously rigid dick. The feeling of her ultra-tight pussy sliding slowly onto the head of my cock was indescribably delicious. I had to immediately start doubling numbers in my head to prevent from cumming. I wasn't very far into her before the head of my cock came up against Gina's hymen. Try as she might, Gina couldn't quite get up enough courage to drop herself down firmly enough for my dick to break through. It seemed Gina had inherited her mother's tough hymen. Gasping and moaning in pain Gina was quickly losing enthusiasm for the fucking she was craving.
Lolly took matters into her own hands. Slipping a finger between Gina's thighs Lolly quickly fingered her daughter back to full arousal. "Lower yourself onto his cock one more time, my girl, mummy will make it happen. It will hurt, but only for a moment, then it will feel wonderful, trust me!"
Lolly held my cock pointing straight up, Gina, with her hands on her thighs, lowered herself down onto my turgid member. There was that same absolutely exquisite feeling as the head slipped a little way into Gina's pussy. Gina lowered herself a little more until I felt my cock's head hit her hymen again. Lolly stood up and put her hands on Gina's shoulders. Kissing her daughter's cheek Lolly whispered "Ready?"
Gina nodded.
"Lift up a little then drop back down," Lolly instructed.
I felt Gina lift her hymen off my cock but this time, as Gina lowered herself down, Lolly leant all of her weight on her daughter's shoulders and forced her down, hard, onto my cock. With a little scream of pain from Gina, and what felt like to me to be a very brief tearing sensation across the eye of my penis, my cock popped through Gina's hymen and I was completely buried, all the way to my pubic bone, deep in her pussy. Wonderingly Gina leant forward and looked at where our 2 bodies were joined. There was a small amount of blood smeared between us.
He's in me, mum! I'm not a girl anymore, I'm a full blown woman!" Gina stated triumphantly.
Rocking her hips slowly a little back and forth Gina's eyes suddenly went very wide. "Oh! Oh! Right there! Oh fuck that feels good!" Gina moaned.
Leaning forward so she could watch as my cock slid in and out of her now gaping pussy Gina slid her feet back so she could kneel astride me, she instinctively placed her hands in the middle of my chest, and began to ride me. Lifting herself so far up the head of my dick almost slipped out of her Gina would let herself drop down, hard, her perineum slapping against my pubic bone. A stream of curses began to flow from her. "Fuck that's good. Fuck I love cock, I want to try pussy, oh fuck me, daddy, fuck me hard!"
As her excitement levels rose I placed my hands on Gina's hips and, as she dropped down, started to pull her down as I thrust upwards at her. Faster and faster Gina rode me until she was bouncing on my dick like it was a pogo stick. Feeling the point of no return fast approaching I said to Lolly "Is Gina on the pill? If not she'd better jump off before I fill her full of seed!"
Hearing this Lolly slipped her hand between Gina's thighs and started to finger her clitoris. Gina started to cum almost immediately, as soon as Gina had relaxed a little Lolly pushed her off me, took me in her mouth, and rimmed my ass with her index finger. With a low, almost gorilla like, grunt I unloaded into Lolly's mouth. Spurt after spurt poured into Lolly's greedily sucking mouth. Lolly managed to suck up every single drop before turning to her daughter and, sharing a cum kiss, fed Gina some of the sperm that she was holding in her mouth. A little surprised Gina resisted at first but then willingly accepted what her mother was feeding her, moaning and groaning and fingering herself as she did.
It was one of the most erotic things I've ever seen so I'm not sure I lost any hardness at all. After swapping my cum back and forth a few times Lolly broke the kiss, swallowed, and seeing that I was still hard, blushed and said shyly to me "I know it's wrong, and goes against the bible, but will you fuck and cum in my ass? I always have the best orgasms from anal sex."
"Mum!" Gina shouted, shocked.
"If I'm going to let my inner slut out, I may as well let her all the way out," Lolly explained.
Shaking her head Gina asked "Doesn't it hurt?"
"Not if the gentleman knows what he's doing," Gina replied. "And I suspect John does!"
Touching Gina on the shoulder I said to her "Would you like to help me prepare your mum to take me?"
Looking doubtful Gina said "What do I have to do?"
Guiding Lolly face down onto the mattress I placed a pillow under her hips. Holding Lolly's ass cheeks apart I said to Gina "First we need to make her whole rosebud as wet and slippery as we can."
"With what? Gina asked me innocently.
"With our tongues, Miss!" I told her.
"Ewww! Isn't that dirty and disgusting?" Gina protested.
"Only if you don't believe your mum keeps herself scrupulously clean," I pointed out. "Here I'll show you."
With that I moved so I could get between Lolly's spread thighs and tongue her ass. Placing my nose in the cleft of Lolly's ass I slid my tongue down her crack and began to rim her anal passage. Lolly immediately pushed her hands between her thighs and, playing with her clit as she fingered her cunt, began to hump back at my invading tongue, moaning and groaning the whole time.
"Fuck! She really does love it, doesn't she? I had no idea my uptight, prudish mother was such a dirty horn bag!" Gina said wonderingly.
Lifting my head I asked Gina "Want to try?"
Gina hesitated for a second then just shrugged and said "Fuck it! In for a penny, in for a pound, right? What do I do?"
"First turn your hand like this." Showing my hand turned so the thumb was pointing towards the ground. "Slip your thumb into your mum's pussy and gently roll it around in a circular motion. I'll hold Lolly's cheeks apart, it will make it easier for you to breathe, place your nose in the cleft of her ass and tongue her rosebud just like you were tonguing her pussy earlier. As your mum starts to relax stiffen your tongue and try and push it as far into her ass as you can. When you feel her outer sphincter give, and let your tongue in a bit further, change your tongue for your index finger. As you feel Lolly's outer ring drying up pull your finger back so you can use your tongue to make it all wet again. Keep working moisture into your mum's ass until you can get your whole finger into her ring and through the knot."
"The knot?" Gina asked.
"Her outer sphincter," I explained. "Once you get one finger all the way inside keep adding moisture and pressure until you can fit 2. Once the second finger is all the way in slowly rotate them, back and forth, in her ass and try to separate your 2 fingers, creating as big a gap between them as you can. I'll take over from there."
Gina nodded and bent to her task. I was treated to the wonderful sight of a young woman being tongued and rimmed by an even younger one. Encouraging Gina as she slowly stretched Lolly's back fuck hole, making it ready for my dick, I began to fantasise about fucking Gina's ass as well.
Shrugs. I'm a dirty perve, but, tell me you wouldn't want to, too!"
Lolly was experiencing a number of small explosions of orgasms as her daughter rimmed and fingered her ass and it was apparent she was heading for another volcanic eruption once my cock was buried deep in her ass. As soon as I was pretty sure Lolly's ring was gaped wide enough to comfortably take my cock I told Gina to sit back and watch.
"I want you close though, because your mum is a bit of a slut" (bit of a slut? The woman was a full blown one!) "So I think we may be here for a while! I'll need you to use your mouth to keep my dick, and your mum's ass, well lubricated."
"My tongue to keep your dick lubricated?" Gina wondered.
"Take my cock in your mouth and use your tongue to smear saliva all over it so it slides into your mum's ass easily."
"After it's been in mum's ass?" Gina questioned.
"It'll be fine!" I reassured her. "In fact, I think, you'll come to love the taste!"
Covering Lolly with my body I slipped my arms under her armpits and gripped her to me tightly. After a couple of false starts, my dick sliding off target and slipping into her well-oiled pussy, I was finally able to centre my dick in the middle of Lolly's rosebud. Pushing gently, but insistently forward, there was a slight hesitation as my cock encountered Lolly's knot. Lolly released a deep sigh and, relaxing her sphincter, let me experience that superb sensation as the head of my cock popped through her knot and slid deep into her ass. Holding still to let Lolly become accustomed to having her sweet ass filled with cock again I waited until I heard her moan and felt her move back against me, pushing her hips against my abdomen, encouraging me to fuck her dirt hole.
Moving slowly, at first, I began to gently move back and forth making my dick pull back out of her ass a small distance before pushing back in to full depth again. Lolly very quickly began to moan and writhe under me, begging me to fuck her harder. Pulling out of her ass I grabbed Gina by the back of her head.
"Spit in Lolly's ass then take me in your mouth and make me wet again," I instructed Gina.
Gina instantly complied. With eyes wide open she spat then, hesitatingly, accepted my length into her mouth. "Mmm, mmm, mmm. You're right," she mumbled around my cock. "It does taste good!"
"It's not what's in your mum's ass that tastes good. It's the combination of spit and precum." I informed Gina.
Sliding past Lolly's knot, causing her to jump and moan, I pushed deep inside her again. I didn't stop this time, though. With Lolly's neck in the crick of my arm and elbow, reducing her airflow some, and holding her hip with my other hand, I began to vigorously fuck Lolly's ass. Very soon I began to hear that squishing sound again. Now that her hymen was ruptured Gina had 2 fingers shoved deep in her cunt and was watching avidly as I fucked her mother's rear cum hole. This only served to drive me to greater heights of sexual arousal and I began to pound Lolly's ass for all I was worth. Pulling all but the tip of my cock out of her anus, before gripping her hips tightly and, letting my weight fall, slamming down into her now gaping dark hole.
As Gina seemed preoccupied with bringing herself to another orgasm I looked around for something a little more permanent than spit to use to keep Lolly's rear passage lubricated. Spotting a tube of moisturiser on the bedside table I pulled my cock out of Lolly long enough to squeeze some onto the head and shaft of my dick and add some to her anus. Taking my position covering Lolly's tiny body with my large one I positioned my cock at the entrance to her dark fuck hole, and, with a brutal shove of my hips, buried myself, full length, back in Lolly's ass.
With the extra lubrication I was able to stroke in and out of Lolly's ass for a much longer period of time. Leaning back I placed my hands on Lolly's shoulders close to her neck and using them as a lever began to really pound into Lolly. Lolly reached up and grabbed both of my index fingers and tried to move them. Letting my body rest a little more fully on her back I went to move my hands a little wider thinking Lolly didn't like being almost choked. Instead she pulled my hands closer to her neck.
"Squeeze my throat and fuck this bitch like she's nothing but meat for you to stick your cock in, please, Sir." Lolly pleaded. Gina groaned and her fingering of her clit became a blur after hearing her mother talk like that.
Placing my hands around Lolly's neck and, using that focal point as leverage to lift my chest off her back, I resumed fucking Lolly's anal fuck hole as hard as I could. No sooner had I gained some rhythm than Lolly began to push her hips back up at me. Muttering deprecations, mixed in with a whole lot of swear words, Lolly began to soar towards another explosive orgasm. Increasing the speed of my thrusts, until my hips were an almost blur, I slammed into Lolly over and over again when suddenly, with a loud, high pitched scream, Lolly pushed her breasts up off the mattress with her arms and began twitching and bucking and spasming on the end of my cock. I rode her hard as orgasm after orgasm surged through her body. Every time she came a small amount of pussy juice was expelled from her cunt. After a seeming never ending age Lolly slowly collapsed back down onto the mattress, fully satiated, and seemed to drift off into an exhausted sleep.
I hadn't cum yet so I let my cock slip out of Lolly's ass and rolled off her. Gina had taken the seat from in front of Lolly's dresser, turned it around to face the bed, and, placing her feet wide apart up on Lolly's mattress, was busily fucking her newly opened cunt with one of Lolly's hairbrush handles. A look of total ecstasy was fixed on her face as she rode that brush to a series of small orgasms.
"Fuck!" Gina said to me. "If I'd known how good having something inside your pussy felt I would have let one of those pig boys that tried to date me take my virginity years ago!"
I smiled at her "Glad I could help," I said.
About then Gina noticed I was still rock hard. Admiringly she said "You fucked mum for that long and still didn't cum? Wow!"
Suddenly being a little shy Gina said quietly "If being fucked in the ass feels as good as it seems by how hard mum came I'd like to try it. Would you take my anal virginity, too?"
'Well, does the Pope shit in the woods?' I thought!
Lolly's bed was quite low so I estimated if Gina was to kneel on it and spread her knees quite wide and lower herself down a little she would be at the perfect height for me to fuck her ass standing up. Telling Gina where I wanted her I reached over and grabbed the tube of moisturiser. Squeezing a generous dollop onto the head of my dick I smeared the cream liberally along the full length and width of my cock's head and shaft. Spreading Gina's ass cheeks I gently slid the flattened part of my tongue along her crack and rosebud. Forcing out a lot of saliva I generously coated Gina's anal area. Moulding my tongue into as stiff a point as I could I began to tongue fuck her rosebud. Gina's head flew back and a moan of absolute bliss purred from her.
"Fuck that does feel good! More please!"
Slipping my middle finger inside Gina's recently penetrated, for the first time, pussy I began to rim her starfish with my index finger. Centring my circles down onto the sphincter guarding the entrance to Gina's anus I slowly increased the amount of pressure I was applying to her rosebud. Gina's body was instinctively resisting anal penetration by locking down her sphincter hard, so, with my spare hand, I smacked her ass firmly. With a buck of shocked surprise Gina suddenly released her ring and allowed my finger to slide into the second knuckle.
"Good girl," I told her.
Slowly rotating my finger in her asshole I introduced more and more spit. With a couple of spasming motions Gina's sphincter gaped wide open and let me insert my finger to full depth. Adding still more spit I slowly began to stretch Gina's sphincter out until I could slowly remove my middle finger from Gina's pussy and add it to my index finger in her ass. My fingers are much bigger than Gina's so there was no need for me to try and spread them apart to force her ring any wider. I started to slowly finger fuck Gina's ass. I slipped my thumb back into Gina's pussy and squeezing my thumb and fingers quite tightly together I began to rub the thin membrane between the inside of Gina's pussy and her anal passage. Gina groaned deeply and her head sagged to the mattress lifting her ass a little too high for me to be able to comfortably stick my cock in.
"OMFG! That feels so intense! Gawd, I think I'm going to cum!" Gina moaned, and promptly did, emitting another small squirt.
Now that Gina was totally relaxed and enjoying being anally penetrated I knew it was time to stick my dick in her so I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her back, lifting her head and shoulders off the mattress and lowering her hips and ass. Grasping tightly I stretched her neck back to full tilt and, grabbing the tube of moisturizer, squeezed a large dollop into Gina's gaping back passage. Taking my dick in my right hand and positioning at Gina's anal entrance I slowly forced to head of my cock to delve into her ass. Feeling my cock probing into her ass Gina tried to clench down on her sphincter, a natural reaction to having something in your ass for the first time, to stop my cock from entering her. I had stretched her too well for her hole to immediately close though, so, with a twitch and low grunt from Gina, my dick popped through her knot and I was soon buried, full length, deep in her anal cavity. Holding still to allow Gina to become accustomed to having her ass filled I reached my left arm around her side and started to gently circle and pinch her nipple.
"It hurts," Gina whimpered.
"It won't for long," I reassured her. "Your sphincter has locked down on my cock and its feeling a little stretched, is all. Once it releases it'll feel really good, I promise!"
"Mumma's here, baby girl, she'll make it feel better, trust me!" Lolly unexpectedly piped in. I hadn't noticed she had awakened from her doze and was watching me deflower another of her daughter's love holes.
Spinning herself around Lolly slid up between Gina's spread thighs and, holding Gina's inner thigh, placed a pillow between Gina's knees and under her own head. Lolly couldn't quite reach Gina's pussy at this angle, so with a grunt of frustration, Lolly doubled the pillow over and lay her head back down on it. She was now in a perfect position to tongue Gina's clitoris, vulva and labia. Lolly began to stroke her tongue from just above Gina's clit down across her slit and vulva all the way to Gina's perineum. Gina groaned and lowered herself a little more firmly onto her mother's questing tongue. This lowered her asshole a little more and forced my dick to a more comfortable position inside her back passage. With a deep shuddering moan from Gina her sphincter suddenly released its clenched grip on my dick and I was finally able to move it back and forth a little in her back cum hole. Once Gina's anal sphincter had released the pain was immediately replaced with waves of pure pleasure.



Tossing her head Gina moaned "Oh, yes! That feels so good. So different to being in my pussy but equally good. Fuck me harder, daddy, please?"
Knowing that many a potential anal slut has been ruined by her first guy going too hard I ignored her request. Taking my time and rocking only a small way back and forth I waited as Lolly's experienced tongue drove Gina closer to her first anal orgasm. As the intensity of Gina's moans increased I began to allow my cock to slide a little further back with every stroke. Soon I was sawing virtually my whole length back and forth in her rear fuck hole eliciting a lower and lower series of grunts and groans from Gina. Just as I thought I couldn't last a moment longer and would have to unload in Gina's clasping ass Lolly slipped a finger into Gina's cunt and stroked her G spot. Going board stiff Gina sucked a deep breath in and exploded on her mother's tongue and around my cock. Trembling, shaking and spasming Gina expelled the huge breath she had taken in with a forced whistling sound, and with a series of squirts, drenching her mother's face in the process, came hard again, and again, and again. With one last grunted gasp of expelled air, and a copious out pouring of woman juice from her pussy, Gina came one more time and collapsed down onto her mother, falling off my cock as she did.
I still hadn't cum so I pulled Gina's body back toward me and, placing my hand on her lower back for balance, forcing her pussy more firmly onto Lolly's still questing tongue, slid my cock back into Gina's deflowered pussy. It didn't take long because it seemed like I had been holding my own orgasm back for years as I fully serviced and satiated these two nymphs. Feeling that my cock was about to unload I pulled out of Gina's unprotected cunt, grabbed the shaft of my dick, and with a few quick tugs, shot my load all over Gina's ass and the entrance to her quim and all over Lolly's beautiful face. Lolly never missed a beat, using her tongue to clean all of my cum off her daughter's ass and pussy.
Exhausted I climbed up on the bed and promptly fell asleep. I was soon joined by 2 beautiful women who snuggled into either side of me taking an upper arm each, and guiding my hands onto their pussies, Lolly and Gina lay on their sides with my upper arms between their breasts. Sometime early the next morning I was awoken by the extremely pleasurable sensation of being gently blown. It was dark so I wasn't sure which of the 2 women was blowing me and didn't really care. With an appreciative groan I came copiously into the greedily sucking mouth affixed to my cock and immediately fell back asleep. I assumed it was Lolly who had blown me because of the blow job's expert nature, but, in the morning, with the early light shining in the room, it was Gina who had a smear of dried semen outlined where it had dripped from the corner of her mouth. She had a satisfied smile on her pretty face.
Trying not to wake them both I looked for my clothes and was going to make my way out to my cab and head home when Lolly sat up. In this light I could see I was right. She had a terrifically toned and taut body with full, firm, luscious breasts. Naked I could see where her daughter got her looks and figure from, Lolly was a definite 9.5 just as she was!
"Come around here about 12.00 pm Sunday for some lunch, John," She told me. "I'll take Gina to the clinic and get an IUD fitted and get her on the pill. Then, if you're up for it, we can both continue to explore our inner slut with you?"
Who wouldn't take that offer? "See you Sunday," I said to her with a beaming smile and headed down the hall to let myself out.
What do you think, readers? Are you interested in reading about my Sunday with Gina and Lollobirigida?
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Anna walks them down the hall to our custom-made bathroom. As well as a huge stone bath some 10ft. long 6 ft. wide and 4 ft. deep with a built-in Jacuzzi, it has a huge shower area with three showerheads, one at normal height and adjustable. A second one on the opposite wall a little lower that can be made needlepoint, just the thing after a long hard day at work, and a third that detaches from the wall on a retractable hose. Anna opens the door and ushers Erica and Harry in.
"Wow," Erica goes.
Anna turns the water on setting it at a nice even heat and turns to Harry. "You were planning on wearing those in the shower?" Pointing to the stockings he is still wearing.
Distracted and not sure what is going on, Harry shakes his head. Slowly he strips the stockings off and steps into the shower. Erica follows him in and as there is room for 3 Anna also steps into the shower. Knowing Harry is still not sure about everything that is happening Anna takes a loofa and starts to scrub Harry's back. She removes the shower hose from its bracket and allows the soothing water to flow over Harry's body.
Erica stands under the needlepoint shower letting the stinging needles rain down on her. She grabs some soap and gently lathers herself up. Leaning towards Anna she offers the soap. Anna starts to lather Harry up. Starting at his shoulders she strokes and massages down his back across his hips and buttocks and down his legs. Erica moves to Harry's front and taking the soap from Anna starts to work on Harry's front. Harry is luxuriating in the attention, his little cock is starting to twitch at the thought of two lovelies paying this much attention to him.
Anna strokes his buttocks then slowly starts to work her fingers toward his anus. Getting more used to this sensation Harry pushes his backside out wanting more. Meanwhile, Erica, who was stroking and tickling his nipples in the pretence of washing him, slowly starts to stroke down toward Harry's cock.
Stroking her fingers through his pubic hair she circles his cock with her thumb and forefinger. Harry grunts in surprise as his wife squeezes and tugs on his quickly hardening dick. Harry can't believe his luck, here he is with his wife stroking and playing with his dick, whilst another equally gorgeous woman is playing with and fingering his arse.
In an almost daze he watches as Erica lowers herself to her knees and opening her mouth wide takes his cock in her mouth. He watches the top of Erica's head as she bobs her head up and down on his throbbing member. Anna's probing insistent fingers are slowly sliding into his already abused rosebud and, much to his surprise, he is loving it.
Slowly Anna also drops to her knees, and despite the water flowing down and around them all, she spreads Harry's arse cheeks and starts to rim him with her tongue. A grunt of pure pleasure escapes Harry and he grabs Erica by the back of her head and starts to thrust his cock at her willing mouth.
Waiting till Harry is almost at the point of no return Erica places a hand against Harry's abdomen and pushes her head away. She looks up at Harry.
"Mistress Vicky (MsV) would love it if you were shaved," she says looking imploringly up At Harry.
Harry looks down at his wife, she looks very appealing, with water running off his body onto her chest and down across her tits. "Wh... What?" he asks distracted from his pleasure.
"MsV would love it if, when we've finished in here, you returned to the playroom cleanly shaven, as we are" indicating herself and Anna.
Harry stares at her, a wave of differing emotions playing across his face. "You want me to please MsV? You don't mind?" he asks in wonderment.
Erica nods vigorously then shakes her head. "I want you to be her cock slave" she avers firmly. "I think you would love it, and I think it would be good for the two of us to explore our sexuality. And no, I don't mind."
Harry is stunned. "Well, shit, I guess then," he says, not really sure.
As if Harry had agreed, Anna reaches over to the shelf and picks up a safety razor and a can of shaving foam. She turns to Harry and holding them up, she raises an eyebrow. Harry glances back toward Erica, Erica smiles and says "Go on, it should be fun."
Harry shrugs, almost in resignation, and turns to face Anna. He still can't believe his innocent, under-control wife, could even contemplate this situation let alone be an eager participant.
Pouring a big chunk of foam into her hand Anna lathers up Harry's chest and quickly and expertly starts to shave the hair from Harry's body. Using plenty of foam she works her way down his stomach and across his abdomen. Using the handheld showerhead Anna washes Harry off looking to see what she has missed.
Without the hair, Harry looks even thinner and almost pre-adolescent. Happy with her work, Anna starts to work some shaving foam into Harry's pubes. Holding his cock this way, and that, she carefully shaves his cock and balls clean. Harry is luxuriating in the attention, as Anna, as well as moving his cock out of the way of the razor, has been gently squeezing and stroking it.
Erica, who had moved to sit on the shelf, was watching avidly as her new playmate lavished attention on her husband. She found herself wondering what Anna's juices tasted like. What it would be like to have MsV lower her cunt onto her eager mouth. What would it feel like to have Master Reelgoods fuck her doggy style whilst she ate MsV's pussy?
Without really noticing her left hand moved to her breasts, and she began to stroke and tweak on her nipples, her right hand reached between her legs and she dipped a finger into herself. Erica watched dreamily as, now that she had finished stripping the hair from Harry, Anna had taken Harry's small, but strainingly erect cock, in her mouth and was slowly blowing him.
Harry's breath was coming in small panting gasps. His head was thrown back as Anna's sucking insistent mouth drew him towards orgasm. Harry grabbed the back of Anna's head and started to thrust his hips, driving his cock into Anna's eager mouth. Anna takes his balls in the palm of her hand and gently tugs down on them, stretching the tender skin under the head of Harry's cock, and with her index finger, strokes the sensitive skin between Harry's balls and anus.
It's all too much for Harry and with a groan, he starts to spurt his come into Anna's mouth. With her lips opened wide, Anna deep throats Harry's dick until her mouth is pressed against his abdomen. She eagerly accepts every drop that shoots from his thrusting cock. His hips twitch and spasm and Anna continues to suck and swallow. Eventually, his orgasm ends and he slowly collapses to the floor of the shower on weakening knees.
Erica has slid her hips to the edge of the shelf, and with her legs spread wide, is stroking her clit with one hand whilst dipping two fingers on the other into her pussy. She watches as Harry grabs Anna's head and starts to shoot his load into Anna's mouth. Erica's cunt is throbbing and pulsating.
Thrusting her fingers into her cunt Erica watches as Anna rises to her feet and moves over to her. Anna strokes Erica's hair away from her face lifts Erica's chin and leans in to kiss her. As Erica's mouth parts to accept the kiss Anna allows Harry's semen to slide out of her mouth onto Erica's tongue. Surprised Erica flinches and swallows and for the first time experiences the taste of her husband's semen.
Shocked and excited beyond words an orgasm starts to rip through her. Seeing her starting to come Anna grabs both of Erica's nipples and starts to tweak and pull on them mercilessly. A moan escapes Erica's lips and she grinds herself down against her thrusting fingers as her best orgasm yet shudders through her. Anna continues to tweak and pull on Erica's now tender nipples as the waves of her orgasm pour over her.
Slowly Anna releases her hold on Erica's tits, still shuddering, Erica moves over to sit in the warm water next to her husband. Erica gazes at Anna in wonderment. She can't believe how wanton these people are, but she knew she wanted more and wanted to experience all these people could teach her.
For a time Anna allows the husband and wife couple to just soak under the soothing influence of the water. Turning the taps off Anna says "Come now we've been here long enough. Master and Mistress will be wondering if we've all drowned."
Helping them to their feet Anna hands them both bath towels and leads them both down to her bedroom, she opens the door and ushers them inside.
Anna's room is fairly large but quite utilitarian, there's a small dresser where she can sit and do her hair and apply her makeup as well as a walk-in robe. The floors are dark mahogany stained wood polished to a sheen. There's a large rug spread between the bed and the dresser.
Anna tells Harry to take a seat on the bed and dry himself off. She drops her towel and opens Erica's. Working quickly and efficiently Anna dries Erica off. Taking only a little too much time to dry Erica's breasts and pussy than was strictly necessary.
Harry, distracted, just sits and watches as Anna cleverly raises Erica's arousal levels again. Taking Erica's hand Anna leads her to the dresser and helps Erica to sit.
Looking critically at Erica's fine skin and creamy complexion Anna says "You don't need any foundation as your skin is so clear and flawless, but we can enhance those beautiful brown eyes and bring your cheekbones out a little more"
Working efficiently Anna highlights and contours Erica's cheeks with a little blush. Tilting Erica's head back Anna applies some light green eye shadow on the lid blending it to dark green on the crease. Using an eyebrow pencil Anna shapes Erica's eyebrows making them appear to arch higher. To further emphasise this Anna brushes in a slightly lighter than skin colour powder between the crease and the eyebrow making Erica's eyes seem even wider and rounder than before.
Some black eyeliner and mascara completed Erica's new look. Turning the chair away from the mirror Anna brushes Erica's hair and using her blow dryer straightens Erica's slightly wavy hair back away from her face. Once Erica's hair is dry Anna pulls it up into a ponytail that stands up from the top of Erica's head making it look like Barbara Eden's in 'I dream of Jeannie'.
Happy with her work Anna instructs Erica to hold still and not move. Opening the walk-in robe Anna collects a leather corset, another pair of black 4 in stilettos, these with slave cuffs for the ankles, a studded collar, and studded wristbands.
Returning to Erica Anna gets her to stand up and wraps the corset around her. Deftly doing the clips at the front up Anna moves behind Erica and slowly tightens the corset's drawstrings moulding and shaping Erica's body into the classic hourglass shape. Erica's full breasts are mounded up, full, and almost bursting out of the corset.
Once Anna was satisfied with Erica's shape she reaches into one of the dresser's drawers and brings out a pair of black fishnet stockings, instructing Erica to lift one leg then the other Anna rolls the stockings up Erica's shapely legs and attaches them to the corset's built-in garter straps.
Placing Erica's feet into the stilettos Anna quickly locks the cuffs around Erica's ankles and connects a silver chain to the cuffs. Anna then adds the studded wrist bands to each of Erica's wrists and clips them together about 4 inches apart. Finally, Anna places the studded collar around Erica's neck and attaches another silver chain from this to the middle of the clip between Erica's wrists.
Nodding Anna grabs some deep reddish-brown lippy and quickly lines then fills in Erica's almost perfect bee-sting lips. Instructing Erica to sit back down and to still not look in the mirror Anna turns to Harry.
Harry had been mesmerised by the show Anna had put on with Erica, his tiny 4 in. cock was already at half-mast as he watched Anna turn his formerly somewhat pretty wife into a shimmering Goddess in front of him.
He was astounded at how his wife looked but this would quickly pale beside what Anna had in store for him.
Grabbing something out of a dresser drawer Anna dropped to her knees in front of Harry and quickly brought his pathetic cock to full attention, expertly and deftly Anna placed a sprung rubber cock ring around the base of Harry's dick and balls. Squeezing the ring and stroking on Harry's cock Anna managed to pump a further half inch onto Harry's cock also increasing the girth by about a third.
With his cock now almost painfully erect Harry stares at his newly enhanced member in wonder, it had never been so 'big' before.
Anna grabs her full makeup kit from off the dresser top and starts to work on Harry. Fortunately, Anna had done this for MsV before and both had the right makeup for males and the ability to apply it.
Starting with Dermablend foundation Anna quickly spreads it over Harry's face. By the time she has finished, there is no sign of Harry's closely shaven, but dark, facial hair.
Using a light contouring powder Anna quickly shapes and feminises Harry's nose and jawline. Blush follows to give Harry the impression of cheekbones and a softer brow. Anna then uses eye shadow to bring out Harry's hazel and deep-set eyes.
Applying eyeliner and mascara Anna finishes off with a whore bright red lippy giving Harry a big full-lipped look. Forbidding him also to look in the mirror Anna delves into her walk-in robe again and brings some items out for Harry.
A pair of leather crutch-less panties, a leather cup less bustier, a pair of black 7 in stiletto heels, complete with slave cuffs, a black leather garter belt, and a long curly black wig.
Knowing her Mistress and I will come looking soon Anna hurriedly encourages Harry into his outfit. With the leather panties pulled up and snug around his ass Harry's cock protrudes lewdly, the cock ring preventing any loss of erection, even though Harry could feel his masculinity being stripped away.
Getting Harry to hold his hands above his head Anna pulls the bustier down over his head. Placing his arms through the armholes Anne quickly uses the ties to pull the bustier tight around Harry's scrawny chest.
Taking the stockings Harry had worn in Anna rolls them up his legs, attaches the garter around his hips, and attaches the stocking tops to it.
The shoes, being Anna's, are a little tight but will serve for tonight. Knowing that Harry was going to be struggling enough to walk on the heels as it is Anna leaves the chain between the cuffs off, but places handcuffs on Harry's hands and a collar around his neck.
Satisfied with her work Anna takes the black wig and expertly fits it onto Harry's head. A few strategically placed hair clips should ensure it stays on for the night's activities.
Admonishing Erica to stay where she is Anna turns Harry to the mirror. Harry is astounded, he can't even recognise himself. 'Fuck me,' he thinks. 'If I saw her out I'd fancy her.' His erection, which was slowly fading, instantly springs back to full bloom.
He turns to Erica who is smiling in stunned fascination. Anna then slowly turns Erica to the mirror. Erica is almost equally as astonished as Harry. Her once round face was now looking quite angular, her nose thinner and more streamlined and her cheekbones appearing high and proud. Even her eyes seemed bigger and brighter than they were before. She was beautiful, not merely pretty, but beautiful.
Slipping her own stiletto heels back on Anna says "Time to go back to the room," Anna says. "Let's see if Mistress and Master approve"
Standing them both up, Harry swaying awkwardly on the 7 in heels, Anna ushers them back to the playroom. Opening the door Anna guides Harry in supporting him on those impossible heels. Erica and Harry are a sight. Their mostly nakedness, combined with the stiletto heels causing Erica's pudenda to be obscenely shoved forward and out on display and causing Harry's newly improved dick to be jutting out from his leather panties like the head of a grass snake emerging from the foliage screamed sluts for the fucking!
Anna led Harry over to the low table placed in the middle of the room and helps him to sit, then lie back, onto the table. Binding first his feet then his handcuffed hands to the table legs Anna once again squeezes the cock ring a little tighter and takes Harry's member into her willing mouth. Harry's cock is now, again, almost painfully erect.
As Anna was tying up Harry, MsV was holding onto Erica's handcuffed hands and has led her to a low foot divan placed at the foot of the table looking directly at Harry's straining cock. Pushing down on Erica's shoulder MsV guides Erica to her knees in front of the divan. Shoving Erica forward so that Erica is resting on her elbows on the divan with her knees on the ground MsV kneels directly behind Erica.
MsV had cleaned and sanitised her strap on whilst waiting for her playthings to return and now grabs it and starts to rub it salaciously up and down Erica's slit. Erica groans and bends further over pushing her ass up at MsV. Harry hears his wife groan and tries to sit up to see what was happening but the ties hold him in place.
Nodding to Anna MsV starts to feed more and more of her 7 in strap-on dildo into Erica's willing pussy. As Erica groans some more, Anna steps over Harry and, straddling him, grabs his cock in her hand and slowly lowers herself onto his straining member in a reverse cowgirl position facing Erica.
Erica's eyes grow wide as she closely watches her husband's tiny cock disappearing into Anna's juicy pussy and, almost involuntarily, she moans and pushes back at the big thick rubber cock pushing deep into her cunt. MsV starts pumping into Erica, slowly increasing the length and speed of her strokes.
Erica can feel that rubber cock filling and stretching her more than she ever has been before and it feels wonderful. Tossing her head back she moans and pushes back at the invading member.
Trying to peer around Anna Harry couldn't help but notice how big his cock felt in Anna's tight cunt. It seemed like his dick was being touched on all sides at once and gripped in a moist velvet glove. A groan of his own escaped his mouth as Anna rocked her hips back and forth on his turgid cock. Gripping then releasing his member with her cunt muscles Anna quickly brought Harry close to orgasm.
Dropping my trousers I straddled Harry's head, which hung down over the edge of the table, I lowered myself until my balls grazed his chin. Harry's eyes flew open and he tried to move his head away. Squeezing my thighs tightly I held Harry's head where it was.
Anna now started to raise and lower herself on Harry's straining member. Groaning Harry involuntarily started to push up into the wet cunt that was grasping at his dick. Unlocking my thighs I asked Harry, "Would you like to come?"
Harry nodded and I slapped his face hard. "What do you say?" I yelled at him.
Anna gave his member another squeeze with her tight cunt muscles. Harry groaned. "Yes please, Sir" he moaned.
"Then you will open your mouth and suck this," I said.
Harry's eyes squeezed shut and a tear slowly trickled out. "No, I can't," he whimpered.
"Anna," I said. "Get off this ungrateful slut, release him, and show him out the door."
With a final squeeze of her cunt muscles Anna slowly raised herself off Harry's cock. "No, no, please," Harry moaned.
"Please, what?" I asked.
Tears slowly trickled down Harry's face. "Please don't stop, I need to come it feels like my balls are going to explode."
"Your choices are suck or leave. What do you choose?" I said coldly.
"I can't go home like this, what will the neighbours think?" he whined.
"How is that our problem?" I asked.
Trying to butch up he said, "If I'm leaving I'm taking Erica with me." Harry threatened.



With that MsV pulled Erica's head back lifting her breasts off the divan. MsV slammed her strap on deep into Erica's dripping cunt and cruelly raked her nails across Erica's breasts. Erica groaned deep and guttural and said "Suck or don't suck but I'm staying here." And dropped back onto her elbows pushing her ass back at MsV and groaning again.
The resistance slowly seeped out of Harry, it was all too much. These people were sick, but his cock was so hard and he needed to come so badly. Lowering his head back down Harry dutifully opened his mouth.
Nodding to Anna who quickly brought Harry back to full hardness with her mouth I again straddled Harry's head and lowered myself down till my cock was lined up with his open mouth. Holding my nicely shaped 7 in cock at the base I rubbed my cock's head around Harry's mouth.
Harry's eyes snapped hard shut but a groan escaped him as Anna lowered, herself cowgirl this time, onto his waiting cock. With her heels firmly on the ground, Anna started to lift and lower herself on Harry's cock.
An involuntary groan escaped Harry's mouth and I took the moment to slip the head of my cock between Harry's lips and into his open mouth. Harry squeezed his eyes even tighter closed and timidly, reluctantly reached his tongue out to taste the intruder.
"It's not that difficult," I said. "Just do to it what Anna has been doing to yours."
Harry slowly formed his lips into an 'o' and started to gently suck on my now rigid cock. "There's a good slut," I said. "Now swirl your tongue around the head."
Keeping his eyes tightly closed Harry did as instructed then slowly sucked my length back into his mouth. I looked over at MsV "Looks like we've got a natural cock sucker here," I said.
Now it was Erica's turn to try and peer around Anna trying to see what her partner was doing. MsV chuckled and grabbed a handful of Erica's hair. She pulled Erica's head back gently bit her earlobe and raked her nails across Erica's nipples. Erica grunted and thrust her ass back at the invader buried deep in her sopping cunt.
MsV started pounding into Erica's seething pussy cruelly raking her nails across Erica's nipples and slapping her plump ass. With a couple of grunts and a squeal, Erica shuddered into a heaving orgasm. Her head, still held tightly by the hair by MsV, shook back and forth as she squealed, orgasmed, squealed, and orgasmed again.
Letting Erica slump forward MsV eased her strap on out of Erica's now gaping pussy. Giving Erica a push so she slid off the divan MsV moved the divan in front of where I was now sliding my cock in and out of Harry's mouth.
Despite his protestations, it was obvious Harry was beginning to enjoy his role as a cock sucker. Anna's expert riding of his rock-hard tiny dick kept him right on the edge of orgasm but never letting him over helping immeasurably.
Helping Erica to crawl back up on the divan MsV produced a thigh spreader and some rope from a box beside the table. Attaching the spreader to Erica's thighs and tying it from both thighs to Erica's wristbands effectively tying Erica to the divan MsV gently patted Erica's face. As Erica came to MsV said "This is what you were trying to see. Your husband servicing my husband's cock. What a pretty little cock sucker he makes, don't you think?"
Harry was getting right into sucking my cock now swirling his tongue around the head and taking more and more further down his throat. He was moaning and groaning trying with all his might to thrust just a little further or harder into Anna's sweet pussy so he could finally pop over the edge. But Anna calmly rode his thrusts higher to keep Harry gasping on the edge. Purposefully delaying her own orgasm Anna waited to see what would happen next. Transfixed Erica watched Harry almost expertly suck me.
Moving down to Harry's feet MsV quickly untied his feet and spread his knees back on either side of Anna MsV lined her strap on up at Harry's pucker hole. Still slick with Erica's juices the dildo slid easily into Harry's already stretched hole. Pulling about half of the dildo out MsV hesitates for a moment, then nodding at Anna who was looking over her shoulder, shoves the full length of the rubber cock, with a sudden forward thrust, deep into Harry's bowels.
At the same time, Anna grips Harry's cock tightly with her velvety pussy and slams herself downward onto Harry's thrusting cock, Harry's legs shot straight out. Knowing what the girls were planning I had slipped my cock backward out of Harry's now willing mouth.
With a strangled gasp, feeling the dildo scrape once again across his prostate, Harry spurts come deep into Anna's pussy. Shuddering he comes again and again his balls draining come out in huge globs to spurt out his shaft into Anna's warm welcoming cunt.
Feeling Harry starting to orgasm Anna lets herself go and dives beneath the waves of her own orgasm slamming herself down and up and down on Harry's spurting cock Anna lets herself achieve that ultimate bliss shuddering and climaxing over Harry's cock.
As Harry's orgasm winds down and his mouth falls open I guide my now aching cock back into his mouth. Almost instinctively Harry starts swirling his tongue and sucking on my member. After a few strokes, I release the tight hold I have on my own orgasm and release a torrent down Harry's throat. Choking and gagging Harry does his best to swallow my load but some leaks out the sides of his mouth. Anna leans forward and licks the leakage from his mouth.
Relaxing we become aware of the squirming Erica. "Please Mistress, please. May I taste your pussy" she says...
End of Chapter 3
Next... MsV's turn.
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I've always known I was a little different from most others. Even in my late teens (18 -19) all of my friends were much older than me. By 19 I was already covered in body hair and could grow an effective beard and/or moustache.
But where I knew I was different was when the guys talked about sex. All my friends wanted to talk about was the mysteries of the female body. Who they'd had sex with and who they'd like to have sex with.
When they expressed their fantasies it was always about them and the girl of their dreams.
I had those dreams as well, but mine were a little different. My fantasies often had an extra element, where a girl I fancied wanted me to join her and her friend, a friend who had a dick.
I'm a tall guy with wide shoulders and long legs. During the years I'm reminiscing about athletics had sculpted most of the fat off me. I was all long lean muscle and loose limbs. I didn't consider myself good-looking but had been told I am by enough pretty girls to think it might be true.
Halfway through my third year at University my fantasy came shockingly to life! Just not in the way I'd thought.
My current crush, Cheryl, had suddenly started to invite me back to her place after class, ostensibly to study for the end-of-year exams. For some reason her best friend Emma would always be there even though I'd never exchanged more than 2 words with her.
One afternoon after track training I knocked on Cheryl's back door and shouting "Hi" bounded up the stairs to her room. Cheryl's parents both worked so we would have the place to ourselves for at least the next 2 hours.
I entered to find Emma sitting between Cheryl's thighs. Cheryl was stroking Emma's hair and kissing her neck. A little taken aback I nevertheless suffered an immediate rush of blood to my groin.
For an endless moment, all I could do was stand and watch. Slowly Cheryl peeled Emma's blouse away till it fell away from her body. Emma sat tall and proud in just her skirt and a nice peach bra.
Cheryl wrapped her arms around Emma's body interlacing her fingers across Emma's belly.
Watching me she kissed the nape of Emma's neck. Emma sighed and leant back into her. Cheryl slowly raised her hands and cupped Emma's breasts gently kneading them through the bra.
Her eyes firmly on me she slipped her fingers inside the bra and tweaked and pulled on Emma's nipples eliciting a sharply caught breath and then a luxuriant sigh.
Pushing Emma forward Cheryl undid Emma's bra hooks and pushed the straps off Emma's shoulders slowly revealing Emma's firmly rounded, nubile young breasts.
Emma leant back into Cheryl again and turned her head for a kiss. As they kissed Cheryl gently stroked the sides and curves of Emma's breasts occasionally returning to Emma's nipples to either stroke or pinch them.
Emma began to softly moan and their kissing became more fervent and passionate.
Reaching around Emma's hips Cheryl grabbed a piece of Emma's skirt and, with her eyes again firmly locked on mine, slowly pulled Emma's skirt up bunching the material in her hands.
I couldn't not watch, as more and more of Emma's firm, toned thighs came slowly into view until I caught a glimpse of her white cotton panties. Confirming to all that Emma was a good sweet girl who would never do anything like this without the encouragement of her wanton friend.
Cheryl reached down below the hem of the skirt and placed her long painted nails on the inside of Emma's thigh, I watched mesmerised as Cheryl slowly slid her fingers up Emma's inner thigh till the tips of her nails were brushing against Emma's panties.
Applying a little more pressure Cheryl ran her fingers across Emma's mound and clitoris eliciting a deep moan from Emma. Just as I thought I was going to explode right there whilst standing in front of these two gorgeous girls Cheryl's bedroom door opened.
Not even glancing toward the door Cheryl said "You know Len, my boyfriend?"
I was standing there, the massive erection in my shorts obvious, and it was also obvious that I was lusting over his girlfriend.
Len is a high school senior, captain of the football team, and the most popular kid in school. He wasn't quite as tall as me, but he was lithe, with toned well defined muscles. He had olive skin, brown eyes, and honey blonde hair that fell in waves to his shoulders.
All of the girls and, quite probably, a lot of the guys, fancied him.
Rooted to the spot with embarrassment I didn't know where to look. Len walked across the room and jumped up on the bed. Spreading his legs he slid up behind Cheryl so that Emma was sitting inside Cheryl's thighs and Cheryl was sitting inside Len's.
Len immediately started kissing Cheryl's neck and reached around under Cheryl's arms and start fondling Cheryl's breasts. Cheryl leant back into Len sighing but kept running her nails and fingers over Emma's pussy.
After a few moments of this Cheryl's eyes popped open, "Come closer" she said to me, "And kneel between Emma's thighs."
In almost a trance I took a couple of steps forward and slowly knelt between Emma's luscious thighs. With a close-up view of Cheryl's painted nails being dragged across Emma's still covered pussy any thoughts I might have had about this being weird quickly disappeared.
Cheryl slowly slid two fingers inside the side elastic of Emma's panties and slowly pulled them aside revealing Emma's closely shaven pussy. As the elastic dragged across Emma's clit a low groan escaped her lips.
It was all I could do to not reach between my legs and stroke my hard-on.
Holding the panties to one side Cheryl slid a finger across Emma's clitoris and dipped it into Emma's pussy. The moans were coming continuously from Emma by now and I could barely refrain from moaning with her.
Just as I thought both Emma and I would have to come Len jumped off the bed, marched across to me, and slapped me hard across the face.
Stunned I fell over and Len immediately jumped on me pinning my arms to my side and between his thighs. I was quite a big kid, but Len was 2 years older than me and I was no match for him.
After he had slapped me a couple more times I stopped resisting. Len waited until I looked up at him.
Curling his top lip he said, "So you thought a worthless kid like you would really get to play with my girl and her friend?" And he slapped me again.
Not knowing what to do I looked over to the girls.
Cheryl was watching intently with a look of lustful excitement on her face.
Emma was too busy luxuriating in Cheryl's ministrations to even notice. Emma's hips were slowly thrusting against Cheryl's probing fingers and little gasps were escaping her.
Len hit me across the face again. So, would you like the chance to play, you pathetic worm? He said to me.
I looked across at Cheryl, who was smiling and nodding and grinding her fingers into Emma's pussy, and said "Yes".
"Then you need to do exactly as I say!" Len growled at me. "I will let you up and if you try to run or fight back or I will give you a proper flogging, do you understand?"
I nodded.
"Good! You will go with Cheryl, no questions asked, and do exactly as she tells you to, clear?"
Again, I nodded.
Len jumped up and reached down a hand to help me up. Pulling me up Len punched me once, hard, in the gut. I doubled over gasping for air.
"That is a warning so you know what is coming to you if you don't do exactly as Cheryl tells you to!"
Len motioned to Cheryl and she slid out from behind Emma. Emma moaned a little in complaint and Len put his hand behind Emma's neck and grasped a handful of hair. Squeezing quite tightly Len gave Emma a little shake.
"Don't worry, my girl," he said. "I will continue your lessons. Lesson number two, how to suck a cock!"
Cheryl signalled me to follow her. I walked out of the room behind her and glanced back to see Len take his member out of his pants.
It was cut and at least 7 inches long and much bigger than mine. I felt an unexpected jump in my own cock as I glimpsed it. I was shocked at my reaction to the sight of Len's cock so I hurried to catch up with Cheryl.
Cheryl led me down the hall to her parent's room. "Don't worry", she said. "My parents are away in Hawaii for the week."
Guiding me into her parents' bedroom she told me to strip and indicated I should sit at her mother's vanity.
"Len likes the 'Gothic' look on his girls", she said.
I was confused, so I said nothing. Reluctantly taking my clothes off I sat, stark naked, on the chair that Cheryl had positioned so that I couldn't see myself in any of the mirrors without turning my head.
Cheryl opened some of her mother's drawers taking out foundation, blush, mascara, eyeliner, eye shadow, and lipstick. Not sure what was happening I sat quietly on the chair watching her at work.
Having got everything ready, Cheryl poured some of the liquid foundation onto a sponge and reached toward my face. Shocked I pulled away.
"If you don't want me to call for Len, hold still", she said. "You really don't want to interrupt his blow job cos that will get ugly!!!"
Knowing I couldn't hope to fight Len off and not really wanting to run anyway, as my cock was throbbing and jumping at the thrill of whatever might be going on here, I held still as Cheryl applied the foundation to my face.
Cheryl expertly spread the foundation evenly across my face giving an extra bit to my chin and jaw to hide my beard line. Once she was happy with how I looked Cheryl put the sponge down and pick up some blush.
In keeping with the gothic theme, it was quite a dark red blush. She applied it along my cheek line and then applied a lesser amount under my jaw blending it down my neck. This would help hide my facial hair and give my face more of an angular look.
Stepping back, Cheryl appraised her work. Happy with the result she nodded and reached for the eye shadow. She chose black for the inner eyelid and a dark purple for the outer lid stretching it around to just below the outside corner of my eye.
Pleased with the result Cheryl quickly added eyeliner and mascara. Again she stepped back to assess how I looked.
As she expertly applied the lipstick a little smile broke out on her face, patting my hand she said, "You make quite a pretty girl".
Not knowing what to do or say I just sat there quietly.
"From now, until I tell you, you are not to look in the mirror", she admonished me and walked over to an inbuilt wardrobe.
Opening the wardrobe revealed several wigs on polystyrene heads. Now I knew why Cheryl's mum always looked so stylish and up to date. She had about 6 wigs she could mix and match.
Cheryl's mum, Angela (Angie), was a fairly large woman, probably about a size 14 to 16, and was always dressed immaculately. Her figure was a buxom one. Not overly fat, just a big girl. Think Jayne Mansfield or her daughter Mariska Hargitay.
Choosing a medium-length jet-black wig Cheryl walked back over to where I was sitting. Placing the front of the wig on my forehead she said "Hold that there" and pulled the wig back over my hair, hiding my closely cut naturally brown hair.
Using a brush and some hair spray Cheryl teased and styled the wig until it was spiking up and standing out from my head. Satisfied with how I looked Cheryl crossed to the walk-in-robe.
Sorting through her mother's clothes Cheryl picked out a short black dress for me and rummaging around the back of the robe she found some black high heels she walked back across the room to me.
"These are my father's high heels," she said with an impish grin. "They should fit. He thinks I don't know about his cross-dressing, but I do!"
Opening a couple of more drawers Cheryl produced a matching red bra and panty set. She told me to stand up and, in a daze, I complied.
My erection was standing achingly hard up against my abdomen. Moving quickly Cheryl placed my arms into the bra and hooked it up behind me.
Cheryl smiled and spread her arms as if for me to come forward to be hugged. Eager to obey I moved towards her, dropping her arms Cheryl thumped the heel of her palm hard into my balls. Gasping I dropped to my knees, my erection quickly subsiding as the pain washed over me.
"Sorry", she said. "But I needed to get rid of your erection. Now stand up and spread your legs."
I struggled to my feet. She took my now flaccid cock in her hand she stretched it back between my legs and after tucking my balls up into their pouches Cheryl produced a roll of gaffa tape and, working quickly, taped my cock and balls firmly into place.
Stepping back to admire her work, Cheryl handed me the matching panties. "Put these on", she said.
I obeyed, scared she might whack me in my 'boys' again.
From yet another drawer Cheryl produced a pair of black stay-up stockings. She showed me how to scrunch them up so I could easily slide them on up my legs. Cheryl then helped me into the strappy, black high-heeled sandals.
"When you walk", she said. "Small steps until you get used to walking in them."
Motioning for me to sit back down Cheryl brought out a bottle of nail polish. It was a red so dark it was almost black. One by one she painted my nails followed by my toenails.
"Almost done", she said to me. "Once these are dry I will put the dress on you and we will go and see what Len and Emma are up to."
Not sure if I should even ask I said "How come, if Len is your boyfriend, you allow him to play with others?"
Cheryl looked at me for a moment and said "I am his girlfriend, but he is not my boyfriend, he is my Master, and it is not for me to tell him what to do."
I was too afraid to ask any more questions.
Gently touching my nails to ensure they were dry, Cheryl carefully slipped her Mum's short black dress over my head, being careful to not touch my makeup. Once it was on she told me to stand up and move to the centre of the room. She walked around me a couple of times to ensure all was in place.
"One more thing," she said. "My Dad has some breast forms here somewhere."
Hunting through a few drawers on her father's side of the room Cheryl found a box with two 'c' cup sized breast forms. Pulling the dress off my shoulders Cheryl slipped the forms into my bra, cupping and moving them till she was happy with how they looked.
Cheryl readjusted the dress and said to me "Alright, I'm going to turn you toward the mirror!"
Slowly turning around I finally got to see myself fully dressed up as a girl and the shock was too much! I slowly sank onto the chair. What was before me in the mirror was a very attractive Goth chick! With a slim figure and nicely rounded breasts which the dress clung alluringly to!
Cheryl made me stand and slowly turned me around so I could catch a look at myself in the side mirrors and I saw that the 6-inch heels had made my bottom protrude and the muscles on my well-defined calves pop out.
My own mother wouldn't recognise me, heck, I barely recognised myself!
"It's a shame about the body hair", Cheryl said. "But I don't have time to fix that today, but you will be expected to keep all body hair shaved off. Now come with me."
In a daze, I followed Cheryl down the hall back to her bedroom.
Stepping inside we found Len lying on his back, feet on the ground, his pants around only one ankle with Emma kneeling between his legs. Emma was slowly running her tongue up and down the shaft of Len's cock.
"That's good, baby", he groaned. "Now take the head in your mouth and swirl your tongue around it."
Emma obeyed instantly before sucking Len's member further into her mouth.
Immediately my cock tried to spring back to attention. The sudden pain from my balls in their tucked-up condition convinced me that wasn't a good idea!
Hearing us enter Len raised himself up on one elbow. Looking at me he smiled and turned to Cheryl.
"Wow! Good job, miss!" He said. "Emma, jump up here on the bed. You," Pointing at me. "Get on your knees where she is."
Not wanting to, but feeling horny and confused and completely unsure of myself I obeyed.
As I sank to my knees in front of Len my mind was racing and I was terrified of what was to come, but I was thrilled and excited all at the same time. Len motioned me closer.
Soon my head was only a few short inches from his cock. Len's cock was rock hard with the veins standing out thickly on the shaft and a dot of precum showing at the eye of the head.
Cheryl knelt beside me also between Len's knees. "Let me show you", she said.
And with that, she wrapped her small delicate hand around Len's turgid shaft. Bowing her head Cheryl reached out with her tongue and tasted the pre-cum leaking from Len's penis.
Again my cock throbbed and again the shooting pain convinced me to regain control quickly.
Cheryl swirled her tongue around the head of Len's cock and with a soft but firm grip stroked downward with the hand holding Len's shaft. Cheryl slowly sucked more and more of Len's cock into her willing mouth as her hand started to stroke more urgently.
I was thinking to myself "Wow, Len has control as I'm absolutely certain I would have cum already in his place!"
Reluctantly Cheryl moved her head backward allowing Len's cock to slide out of her mouth. Still grasping the shaft Cheryl pointed it toward me. "Your turn", she said.
Unable to resist the desires welling up inside me, which were especially heightened by the fact I was enormously turned on and was unable to express it with my usually extremely hard dick, I slowly moved my head towards Len's dick.
Poking out my tongue as Cheryl had, I wonderingly tasted the clear fluid slowly leaking out of Len's purple head. It tasted salty, but with a nice sweet aftertaste. Trying to mimic what I had seen Cheryl do I swirled my tongue around the head of Len's gorgeous cock.
It felt so natural somehow. Wanting more I opened my lips and allowed the head of Len's cock to slide into my mouth.
Len smiled at Cheryl "I think we have a natural cocksucker here, girls", he said.
Allowing my mouth to widen I took more and more of Len's hard throbbing dick into my mouth. Alternating between sucking hard and swirling my tongue around the head and shaft I found myself lost in the pure joy of giving pleasure to another man.
Cheryl, still holding Len's shaft, moved forward and under both Len and me. Reaching up with her mouth Cheryl started to lick and gently suck on Len's balls. Cheryl ran her tongue along Len's perineum and onto his little rosebud.
How Len hadn't shot his load by now I have no idea, but I was glad he hadn't, as I was lost in the sensations.
Hearing Len groan and feeling his beautiful cock jump and throb in my mouth felt so exquisite!! As I felt Len's excitement rise I was overcome with the need to feel him shoot his load into my willing mouth. And my mouth and tongue became more insistent, working feverishly to make Len orgasm.
Looking up to see if I could see how close Len was to coming I saw that he had positioned Emma over his mouth facing Cheryl and me. Emma had lowered her pussy onto Len's mouth and Len was busily running his tongue over Emma's clit and was lapping at the entrance to her cunt.
Emma's eyes were firmly fixed on the action happening between Len's legs. A distant but focussed look was on her face as her hips bucked and thrust at Len's busily working tongue.
Suddenly Emma tossed her head back, and a loud mewl burst from her mouth. Her thighs shuddered and squeezed together and she bucked and trembled as an orgasm ripped through her.
As Emma was coming down Len pushed her off and sat up. Len slid back making his cock slide out of my protesting mouth.
Cheryl climbed quickly back to her knees and motioning me to join her she placed her hands, palm up, on her thighs and lowered her eyes to the ground.
Not sure what else to do I mimicked her and waited to see what would happen next.



Watching avidly out of the corner of my eye I saw Len reach into his sports bag. Taking out a strap-on dildo Len tossed it to Cheryl, who, without seeming to even look, caught it deftly.
"I think we will take two virginities today", he said, "Emma's and hers", indicating me.
I wanted to protest at Len calling me "her" but I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-length window attached to the sliding door on Cheryl's wardrobe and the protest died in the back of my throat. There was no denying what was looking back at me was a very attractive Goth girl kneeling obediently in front of an alpha male.
With the work Cheryl had done with the tape, and the two painful reminders of the pain associated with trying to achieve an erection whilst so securely taped, there was no evidence I was anything other than what I presented in the mirror. A tall, thin, but well-proportioned girl, with full high breasts, and a nice round tight ass that her dress clung alluringly to.
Len stood up pointing at Cheryl and Emma "Strip" he said. "Cheryl, strap that on and prepare her." Pointing at me.
Emma only had to drop her skirt as everything else had already disappeared during the time she had been teased and stroked by both Cheryl and Len.
Cheryl stood quickly and undid her blouse, revealing a nice lacy black bra. Peeling the blouse off and throwing it into the corner, Cheryl reached behind her and release the bra straps and the bra quickly followed the blouse into the corner.
Cheryl had full nicely mounded breasts. Not quite as big as the forms she had made me wear, but close. Her nipples were full and puffy, standing proudly out from her breasts.
Cheryl's nimble fingers deftly undid the clasp to her skirt and it dropped to the floor. Stepping out of it Cheryl kicked into the corner to join everything else.
Standing tall and proud with her breasts jutting out and, wearing nothing but a very skimpy G-string, Cheryl placed her hands on her hips, with her thumbs tucked under the strings of the panties she turned toward me and slowly peeled them off.
Despite my best wishes my tightly tied cock jumped again at this fantastic sight.
By any standards Cheryl was gorgeous. With long firm legs that tapered to her hips leaving a noticeable gap between her thighs just below her pussy. Her stomach was nicely rounded, as a woman's should be, but there was only a hint of puppy fat on her.
Cheryl had trimmed all the hair off her pussy and her vagina lips showed alluringly between her legs. Despite the pain my cock twitched again, straining against the pain and restraint.
Picking the strap-on up Cheryl did it up around her waist and reached between her legs to do up the other tie-up strap, positioning the strap along her clit and between her pussy lips.
The 'cock' part of the strapon was quite small compared to some I'd seen, only about 6 inches and not too fat.
Adjusting the ties till the strapon was securely in place she turned towards Len. Len had been watching all of this with an amused smile.
"Hold still there," he said to Cheryl and reaching back into his bag produced a vibrating egg with a remote control cord attached. "Slip this in too."
Cheryl moved the dildo to one side and slipped the egg into her already slippery cunt and handed the control to Len. Len quickly turned the vibration all the way up. An involuntary groan escaped from Cheryl's luscious lips and her hips bucked forward.
Len grinned like a Cheshire cat, "A little excited are we, girl?" he asked.
All the time he was watching and giving instructions to Cheryl, Len was continuing to stroke and tease Emma's pussy. Alternately dipping his thumb into her cunt and flicking it across her clitoris.
By now Emma was in a state of extreme sexual torment. She was tossing her head back and forth, her hips bucking and grinding, as she tried to get enough pressure against her clit to orgasm again.
But Len was an expert at keeping her right on the edge.
Raising an eyebrow he said to Cheryl "Ready?"
Cheryl nodded and Len turned to me.
"Staying on your knees I want you to move over to the bed. Once you are there you may watch, but you are not allowed to say anything or join in, am I clear?"
I was expecting to be slapped again and, to my confusion, I actually felt disappointed when I wasn't.
I obediently moved over until I was almost touching Cheryl's bed.
Moving up onto the bed Len lowered his head to Emma's eagerly thrusting pussy. Spreading her pussy lips Len ran his tongue over her clitoris. Emma's soft moans turned deeper and more guttural.
Fascinated at Len's expertise I watched avidly.
Len drove Emma closer and closer to orgasm, her hips thrusting at his mouth and her head tossing back and forth as her groans turned to gasps which became shorter and louder. Just as I thought Emma would have to orgasm Len took his mouth away from her pussy.
A wail of frustration burst from Emma.
Spreading Emma's legs wider Len slowly kissed his way up her body. Kissing Emma's lips and positioning himself between her legs his strong chest resting on her breasts Len looked deeply into Emma's eyes.
"Ready, little one?" he asked.
"Will it hurt?" Emma asked in a little scared voice.
"A little at first, my love", Len answered truthfully. "But once I'm all the way inside it will feel wonderful!!"
Looking fearfully at Len Emma said, "I'm ready."
Len slid a strong arm under Emma's hips and pulling her close to him he positioned his cock at the entrance to Emma's pussy. Lifting Emma's hips slightly off the bed Len pulled her closer with his arm and at the same time thrust forward with his hips.
A stifled scream escaped from Emma's lips and her eyes flew open looking tearfully up at Len. Len kissed Emma's lips and with another firm thrust burst through Emma's hymen burying his cock deep into her pussy.
Emma's mouth opened wide and she took a deep breath as if to scream but Len held her tightly to him and started to gently rock, pressing his pubic bone against her very sensitive clitoris.
Instead of screaming, Emma made an "oh" sound and pushing Len back looked down.
Raising himself up on his elbows Len would lean back away from Emma. Looking down Emma could see Len's cock buried deep inside her. She was now a woman! Her eyes widened and she flung her arms around Len's neck kissing his lips and neck.
Len pulled Emma close and resumed his gentle rocking.
Falling back, Emma's legs seemed to wrap around the back of Len's knees all by themselves. As the exquisite feelings were rising up in her pussy Emma started to thrust back at Len.
"God that feels so good", she moaned. "Oh, fuck me, fuck me hard. Make me your slut!!"
Len slid his hands up from Emma's hips and slipping them under her armpits he grabbed Emma's shoulders pulling her down onto his cock as he thrust into her.
Emma was nodding, biting her lip, and moaning in time with Len's thrusts. With her legs wrapped around Len, she groaned and started thrusting her cunt back at Len's surging cock.
All this time I was kneeling at the edge of Cheryl's bed my face only a few inches from the action and, despite the pain, my cock was straining against the tape binding it in place.
Watching intently I was barely aware that Cheryl had taken a bottle of lubricant out of her nightstand.
As Len was finally bursting through Emma's hymen, Cheryl placed a palm in between my shoulders and pushed me forward making me fall over the edge of the bed. My eyes stopped barely an inch from Emma's vigorously thrusting thighs.
Pulling my panties to one side Cheryl squeezed a dollop of lubricant onto her index finger and rudely smeared it across and around my little rosebud. My, what I came to know as, boy pussy.
Looking back fearfully I watched as Cheryl smeared her fake cock with the lubricant.
Moving up behind me, she spread her thighs and then, gripping onto my hips, she placed a hand in the middle of my back for balance and holding the base of the dildo rubbed the tip up and down my crack smearing the lube all over the area.
Slowly shortening the strokes Cheryl homed in on my rosebud until she finally held it steady at the entrance to my boy pussy.
She said to me "This will hurt a little, as you've probably never had anything inside your ass before, so as I slide it in, push back a little as if you're trying to push it back out, then let your sphincter relax. If it hurts again, do the same thing."
I looked at her terrified but Cheryl wasn't looking at me. She was intent on guiding her 'cock' into my virgin ass.
Moving her hips forward Cheryl began to insert the dildo into my boy pussy.
At first, it was just pressure but I concentrated and was able to relax my sphincter to allow the head of Cheryl's strapon to penetrate my hole. Doing as Cheryl had told me I clenched my sphincter down on the fake cock invading my ass and then, after pushing back for a quick second, I again relaxed my little rosebud and allowed another few inches of the dildo into my tight bottom.
I could not believe how good it felt. I mean it hurt as well, but I loved the feeling of being penetrated, being made into this beautiful girl's fuck slut.
Trying to hurry the process I started to push back at the invading 'cock' as Cheryl would push forward. Alternating between clenching down at her fake cock and relaxing and pushing back toward Cheryl I very quickly felt Cheryl's lower abdomen touching the cheeks of my bottom.
Looking back at her, with a very similar look to the one Emma gave Len, I realised that Cheryl's 'cock' was buried deep in my arse, all the way to the base and a small groan escaped my lips.
I felt so full and so slutty, my cock, which I would later learn was my 'boy clitty', throbbed and, despite the pain this caused, it felt great!
Holding my hips Cheryl moved her hips back allowing about half the dildo to slide out of my arse. Then pulling me backward she slowly drove it back into me.
It hurt at first, but as my ass got used to this abuse, it felt so good, so perfectly natural. I wanted to be fucked and I especially wanted Cheryl to fuck me. As Cheryl thrust into me I began to thrust back at her, unnoticed low guttural groans poured from my lips and despite the pain of my cock straining to straighten against its binds, I found myself coming close to orgasm.
Meanwhile, in front of me, Emma was in the midst of achieving her very first orgasm with a cock inside her. Sweat was pouring down her forehead as she tossed her head back and forth. She was raking her nails across Len's shoulders and back screaming "Yes, Yes, fuck me oh fuck me, take me like a slut, and fuck me hard!! Harder! Slap my face".
Len's strong hands were digging into the flesh on Emma's shoulders, there would be bruises there for days afterward, as he pulled her down onto his stiff cock. Taking his right hand out from under Emma's body Len leant back so he could slap Emma's face.
"God yes!!" she moaned "Again!" and Len held his hand a little more firmly open and smacked Emma across the face again.
As the second slap struck her Emma's eyes rolled back and seemingly from way down deep inside her an extremely loud groan burst from her lips.
"AAAAaaarrrgggghhhh!!!! AAAAaaarrrgggghhhh!!!" and she screamed "I'm coming, I'm COMING!!!!"
With her hips bucking and thrusting at Len's, super hard, extremely gorgeous, cock, that was buried to the hilt, deep inside her, Emma's orgasm ripped through her. Emma's body stiffened and bucked upward at Len.
Slapping her face again Len held her close to him and continued to thrust into her as orgasms ripped through her again and again, before slowly receding to shuddering aftershocks.
Emma's eyes slowly came back into focus and she gazed wonderingly up at Len. "Wow!" she would say. "I've never experienced anything like that before!!"
Len smiled, carefully slid his still raging hard cock out of Emma, and picked up the control to Cheryl's vibrating egg.
Pointing to the en-suite connected to Cheryl's bedroom Len instructed Emma to go and clean herself up. The blood from Emma's broken hymen was still quite fresh on her inner thighs, although the juices from her pussy had washed most of the blood out of her pussy.
Len's cock and pubic bone were also smeared with the blood spilt turning Emma from a girl into the wanton, slutty woman she had now become.
"Once you're done, grab a warm washer, and come and clean me", Len said.
Turning his attention to Cheryl and her continuing efforts to fuck me into total submission, Len turned the vibrations of the egg way up.
Cheryl's thrustings into my arse momentarily shuddered to a halt. A low groan escaped her lips and her long nails dug into the fleshy part of my hips just above my ass. Cheryl's hips bucked involuntarily as the vibrations from the egg worked against her g-spot.
"Gawd, Gawd!!" she moaned and she started to thrust into me in time with the pulsations throbbing through her cunt as sweat ran down between her magnificent breasts and pooled across her stomach.
Digging her nails deeper into my skin Cheryl started to thrust and buck uncontrollably. She pulled the strapon almost all the way out of my poor abused arse then, digging her nails even deeper into my hips, pulled me back onto it, as she slammed her pussy onto my ass cheeks, driving the 'cock' back, deeper, into my willing arse.
It took a thrust or two for me to get used to the much more intense fucking I was now receiving, but, soon, I was timing my back thrusts to Cheryl's fervid fucking of me, and my groaning was mirroring hers.
My cock had become so hard it was actually starting to peel the gaffa tape away tearing at the hairs in that very sensitive place, but the pain was mingling with the pleasure, and driving me to even greater heights of sexual ecstasy.
As Cheryl was driving her 'cock' deep into my slutty arse, the tip was dragging across my prostate and every time it did, I groaned, bucked, and thrust back at her, begging her to fuck me like the slut I was!
The race was on, who was going to come first, me or Cheryl?
Watching the expressions on Cheryl's face intently Len worked the controls on the egg skilfully as, almost unnoticed, Emma returned to the room with a wet warm washer and lovingly cleaned Len's cock and balls before wrapping her hand around Len's shaft and taking his cock into her mouth.
Len's dick, which had never really gone soft, immediately sprang back to full attention.
Keeping his attention on Cheryl, Len continually adjusted the vibrations of the egg, sometimes causing it to pulse, other times causing it to vibrate continuously, and by varying the intensity, Len was driving Cheryl closer and closer to a mind-blowing orgasm.
By now, Cheryl was almost completely unaware of where she was or what she was doing. Her groans were continuous and her head was tossing back and forth as her hips humped and bucked and thrust in time with the egg vibrating so deliciously deep inside her cunt.
Juices were flowing out of her and smearing on my ass cheeks as she slammed her pelvis against me, unknowingly also driving me to my first orgasm with a 'cock' in my boy pussy.
Len turned the egg to continuous pulse and slowly turned the intensity all the way up to maximum. Faster and faster Cheryl slammed into me as she thrust against the delicious sensations emanating from deep in her cunt.
Seeming to start at about her toes, a quickly building moan started to resonate in Cheryl. Gathering momentum it got louder and louder and she fucked me harder and faster until, just as I thought my arse could take no more, she shuddered to a halt, dug her nails so deep into my skin she drew blood, she tipped her head back and with a loud almost scream, started to buck and shudder as her orgasm ripped through her.
Again and again, she shuddered and screamed as orgasm after orgasm wracked through her.
Len furiously worked the controls to keep Cheryl popping over and over again. After about 5 minutes Cheryl's orgasms slowly tapered off and, exhausted she sank to her knees, the strapon sliding out of my arse.
Disappointed a groan escaped my lips. My ass felt so empty and I wanted it to be quickly filled again. I was so close to orgasm that I was sure only another couple of thrusts would finally send me too over the edge into sexual oblivion.
Len laughed and, pushing Emma aside, moved so that my head and shoulders were positioned between his legs. Holding his cock so that it was pointed at me Len said "Show me what a good little cock sucker you've become, slut!"
Lifting my head I greedily and willingly took his superb cock into my mouth.
Remembering what Cheryl had shown me I grasped the shaft of Len's dick, down toward the bottom, and sticking my tongue out I licked the precum dripping out of the eye. Swirling my tongue around the head of Len's purple monster I opened my lips and mouth and let it start to slide inside my mouth.
Determined to do what I'd seen Emma do, I wanted to swallow Len's cock all the way down to the hand I had wrapped around his rock-hard shaft.
Alternating between sucking and swirling my tongue I slowly forced more and more of Len's gorgeous cock into my mouth. Soon his shaft was rubbing against my gag reflex and I hesitated and forced my throat to relax, allowing Lens's cock to slide deep down my throat until my nose was resting against my hand.
Holding still for a moment I took a couple of breaths and moved my hand to gently cup his balls and allow Len's cock to slide all the way into my mouth until my lips were pressed against his pubic bone.
Looking down Len smiled and said "Wow!! Girls, I told you he was a natural cock sucker!!"
Len held the sides of my head firmly between his strong hands and began to fuck my face. It took a few thrusts until I adjusted to having his dick slide across my gag reflex but soon his cock was sliding effortlessly in and out of my willing throat and mouth.
As Len would pull back I would suck greedily at the shaft and head. As the head came closer to my lips I would swirl my tongue around the head before holding my tongue firmly against the underside of his head and shaft as he pushed his cock back down my throat. Soon, even though Len was doing his best to stay in total control, a groan escaped his lips and I felt his cock grow even bigger in my mouth.
Len turned his head to Emma, as Cheryl was still lying exhausted on her side on the floor beside us, her breath still coming raggedly.
"Take the tape off his cock and balls and set them free", he said. "The best way is to gently peel a little back so you grab a firm hold then just rip it off."
Climbing off the bed Emma came around behind me as I knelt with Len's gorgeous cock fucking my slutty face. Doing as Len had told her to Emma ripped the restraints away.
Pain ripped across my cock and balls as she tore the tape holding them in place off, but the pain only added to the intensity of the feelings coursing through me and my cock sprang to immediate attention, the head slapping against my abdomen when it was released then bouncing back rock hard.
Still holding my head firmly Len began to fuck my mouth and throat in earnest.
"Suck him off", he said to Emma.
Emma grabbed a pillow to support her head and slid between my legs. Grasping the base of my cock she began to mimic what she had been doing earlier to Len and despite the size of the cock in my mouth, and how deep Len had planted it in my throat, a groan escaped from me.
The sound of my groan vibrated around the head of Len's cock and an echoing groan from him followed mine.
Emma was be stroking my shaft and swirling her head around the head of my cock and I knew I couldn't possibly last any more than a few more seconds. But I badly wanted Len to come at the same time, so I was greedily and fervently sucking him and swirling my tongue, hoping Len would spill his seed down my eagerly waiting throat.



Len had other ideas, though, and holding me still he pulled his turgid cock out of my mouth. I moaned in disappointment and Len slapped me hard. Much to my surprise, the slap made my cock jump and I very nearly lost my load into Emma's willing mouth.
Grabbing the tube of lube Len squeezed a little onto his hand and rubbed it onto the head of his gorgeous dick and spread it down the shaft.
Spreading his legs and moving up behind me Len clamped his thighs around my hips in the same manner as Cheryl had done. Balancing himself with a hand on my lower back Len took his cock in his hand and placed it against my rosebud, the entrance to my 'boy pussy'.
Without any time for me to completely realise what was about to happen, Len shoved his whole length into my arse, hard. With a meaty thump, his abdomen hit my ass cheeks and he was buried, balls deep, inside my bowel.
This caused me to lurch forward and my cock hit the back of Emma's throat causing her to briefly gag.
The pain was huge as my arse had already been badly abused by the strapon Cheryl had been using on it. The fact that Len's cock was much bigger than the 'cock' Cheryl had added to the discomfort.
My head tossed back in pain and Len grabbed me around the throat with both hands. Leaning forward he hissed "Take it like the bitch you are, slut!!!" and he pulled his right hand back and slapped my face again.
The slap caused me to moan in pleasure and my cock to jump in Emma's soft, wet mouth.
The residual pain from his rough penetration of my arse was quickly washed away in the ecstasy I felt in having my arse full with cock again and, almost involuntarily, and so wanting to be fucked by Len, I moaned, clenched my sphincter ring down on Len's cock and pushed back at him.
"There's a good little cock slut", he growled and started to thrust into me, pulling almost all the way out and then slamming back into me.
Emma adjusted her position so my cock wouldn't slam against the back of her throat and she swirled her tongue around my clock's head as it slid back and forth in time with Len's thrusting.
Very soon Len was grunting and groaning as he worked his cock in my boy pussy. "Gawd you've got a nice tight arse", he muttered. "Would you like me to fill it with come?"
Nodding eagerly I clenched and unclenched my sphincter trying to milk the come out of him.
Placing his hands over my shoulders and bracing himself Len began to fuck me like the dirty whore I so obviously was. On about the third thrust his cock rubbed across my prostate gland and I groaned in pure ecstasy.
Hearing this Len changed his angle slightly and his cock began continuously rubbing across my prostate gland as he sawed in and out of me. I was moaning nonstop and Len was also grunting and groaning as his cock was being deliciously gripped by my nice tight arse.
Concentrating hard, so I wouldn't come before him, I pushed back at Len, relaxing my sphincter as he thrust into me and clenching down on his gorgeous cock as he pulled back.
Very soon Len was shuddering and groaning, fighting to hold off his fast-approaching orgasm, so he could revel in the ecstasy of the feeling of being deep inside a very willing arse. But very quickly, he wasn't able to fight against it anymore.
Clenching my hips tightly with his thighs Len ripped me backward at his cock. With a loud, extended groan, Len reached the end of his resistance and his cock spurted a shot of come deep into my bowels. With his hips shuddering and thrusting at me Len dumped load after load into my boy pussy.
Feeling his come splashing against my prostate proved to be my undoing. With an extended groan to match Len's, my cock twitched and spurted my come into Emma's mouth. Much to my surprise instead of pulling back, she clamped her mouth around my shaft and greedily swallowed as I shot load after load into her.
After feeling my cock unload 5 or 6 shots into her willing mouth, my orgasm slowly came down, and still wracked with the occasional aftershock, my cock softened and slipped out of Emma's mouth.
As I looked down, smiling, she wiped up some come that had spilled out the sides of her lips with her fingers and slipped it onto her mouth. Opening her mouth wide to show me, Emma swirled it around briefly with her tongue and swallowed it.
Despite having just finished coming, my cock jumped at the sight.
Meanwhile, Len's thrustings were slowly shuddering to a halt and, as he supported himself with both hands braced on my lower back, there was a faint plop as his cock softened and slid out of my poor abused bottom.
Trembling and shaking Len climbed up on the bed. He motioned to the girls to join him and Cheryl and Emma jumped onto the bed, lay either side of him and Len wrapped his arms around them.
Sighing Len leant back and closed his eyes. Not sure what to do I stayed where I was.
Lifting his head and opening one eye Len said "Clean me off, slut. Use your tongue."
Not really wanting to I climbed up onto the bed and started to clean Len's cock and balls with my mouth and tongue.
It didn't taste as bad as I thought it would. Feeling very dirty and slutty, I carefully and thoroughly cleaned all the come and lubricant up from around Len's thighs and stomach and genitals, being sure to swallow everything as a good girl should.
Satisfied Len was clean I stopped and leant back, Len opened one eye again and looking at me spread his legs slightly.
"Lie down between my legs, rest your head on my abdomen and take my cock in your hand. You can relax for a bit."
Doing as I was told, I lay down so Len's cock was close to my mouth. Lying on my left side and holding it gently in my hand I would occasionally kiss it as I joined the others in sleep.
So that is how my first sexual experience went, one day I might tell you how I was caught in Cheryl's Mom's bedroom, sucking her Dad's dick, by her mother.



        My Wife Finds Her Submissive Side

        My usually co-dominant wife decides to switch sides.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-wife-finds-her-submissive-side

Title: My Wife Finds Her Submissive Side

Author: JohnMurray4173

Category: BDSM

Description: My usually co-dominant wife decides to switch sides.

Tags: facial, ropes, tied tits, vibrators, domination/submission, buttplugs




For years my wife and I have been co-dominants. We've had a small parade of both male and female subs over the years of our marriage.
We currently own one of each, a female sub, who is bisexual, and a male, who is strictly heterosexual, and who only serves Mistress Vicky.
Last week, after an extremely intense session, my wife and I were lying in bed discussing how the session went. What, if anything, we could have done better and how we thought our two subs had enjoyed it. My wife went to say something then stopped. Tried again, then hesitated again.
I laughed 'What? Spit it out, you know you can say anything.'
She actually blushed. 'I was wondering what it would be like to be a submissive and wondered if you would do a session with me as the sub.' She blurted out.
Initially I laughed, then said, because of the look on her face, 'You're serious?'
Biting her lower lip she nodded.
I looked at her for a time. Slowly I said 'Well, ok. I mean I'd love to, but are you sure?'
She nodded again.
'Ok, we'll talk about it again in the morning.'
When I awoke the next morning, Vicky, my wife, was already up. Washed and dressed in a long silk robe.
She came over to me, a tantalising glimpse of thigh peeking out as she walked, and offered me coffee.
I took the coffee from her hand placed it on the side table grabbed her wrist and pulled her onto the bed over my thighs.
Flipping her robe up I stroked then playfully pinched her bum.
Placing a hand firmly on her lower back I gave her a couple of quick smacks on her bottom.
To my surprise she didn't object, she simply lay there.
I reached a hand between her legs and felt the entrance to her pussy. She was soaking. I stroked her clit for a bit and dipped a finger into her.
She moaned and thrust back against my probing finger.
I let her up.
She smiled and said 'So are we going to do this?'
I gazed at her for a long time.
She is a gorgeous creature, my wife, with long red hair, green eyes, long legs and pert high titties. She has a full figure that really fills out a dress, as I said, she is gorgeous.
'Ok,' I say. 'Now let me have coffee. I've got to think.'
Vicky climbs up onto the bed beside me and we talk about this and that. I finish the coffee and stand up to get dressed. Black jeans, black tee-shirt, black boots.
I'm tall, wide-shouldered, not in the shape I was when I was an athlete, but still fit and strong.
I go to the bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth. I make my way back to the bedroom.
'Stand up, miss', I say.
Vicky looks at me lowers her eyes and says 'Yes, Sir.'
I command her to drop her robe and she stands in front of me completely naked.
I reach into the cupboard for my rope bag. In it are pieces of rope in various lengths. I lay some of them on the bed.
Taking the longest of them, I double it over, reach around behind Vicky, and wrap it around her waist. I loop the ends through where I've doubled it and pull it tight, tight enough to pinch the flesh.
Taking one of the ends I run the rope down the front of her thigh to her knee. I wrap the rope around her knee, making a small knot to hold it in place.
I then run the rope down her shin to her ankle and repeat the process.
Now it runs down her foot to her big toe, where I tie it off.
I do the same with her other leg.
Vicky is watching me, fascinated. Her breath is starting to come in small gasps and the smell of her arousal fills my nostrils.
I smack her bum. 'Enjoying this are we, miss?' I ask.
She nods.
I take another length of rope and double it over also. This time I loop it around her mid-back at about the same height as her breasts.
One length I circle above her tits, the other lower.
I squeeze the flesh of her breasts with the rope, forcing them to stand further up and out.
The rope cuts off the circulation to her tits which turns them to a lovely shade of purple.
After looping the rope around her a few times I tie it off at the back.
I take two more lengths of a finer, shorter rope. I tie one end to the rope circling her back. Using my fingers to ensure the rope doesn't burn her flesh, I run the rope under the loops that run around her body, and start to wrap it around her tits.
The rope circling her stops the smaller rope from sliding off, and I'm able to tie her tits up.
On a less firmly titted girl it wouldn't be necessary to do the first step but my wife's breasts are still so firm the rope won't dig in enough to stay on.
I slide my hand between her legs, her thighs are soaked. Her arousal is so pronounced that her pussy juices are literally running down her thighs.
I brush my fingers lightly across her clit and she shudders. A moan escapes her lips and for a moment her legs go weak.
I steady her for a moment.
I reach back into the bag and take out a pair of velvet handcuffs. Clasping them around her wrists I lead her to the kitchen.
We have a breakfast buffet. It's really a set of cupboards, but on the dining room side it is a bench, and on the kitchen side a cupboard.
I bend her over the bench, her hips and stomach on the bench, forcing her to stand on tiptoes.
I attach a rope to the handcuffs and, stretching her arms in front of her, I tie the rope to one of the drawer handles.
She is stuck fast.
Being already up on tiptoes she can't get enough momentum to go forward, nor can she move backwards.
I leave her there for a moment and return to our bedroom.
I take my 'bag of tricks' out of the cupboard and pick up a tube of lubricant.
I return to the kitchen.
I take a ball gag out of my bag.
Grasping her long red hair, I pull back and smack her firmly on the bum.
A gasp escapes her and I slip the ball gag expertly into her mouth.
As I'm tying the straps around the back of her head tightly, I hear her groan softly, again.
At the sounds of her groans I again slip a finger into her cunt.
Vicky immediately tries to push back against it, revelling in the feeling.
I begin to slide my finger in and out of her. I'm using the middle finger of my right hand in her cunt, my first and third fingers straddle her clit, and I stroke her clit with the index finger as I pull my hand back.
Her breath is starting to come in short gasps and I know she is close to orgasm.
I slip my finger out of her pussy and, despite the ball gag, a moan of protest escapes her.
I take a leather blindfold out of the bag, grasp a handful of hair, and pull back again.
As her head arches back I place the blindfold over her eyes and tie it firmly at the back of her head.
She is now both helpless and unable to see what I am going to do to her.
I reach into my bag and take out a small butt plug.
I smear lubricant over the plug and apply a generous dollop to her little rosebud.
Using my index finger I smear the lubricant around her bottom. Gently I slip a little bit of finger inside her arse working the lubricant up inside her.
Another moan emanates from behind the gag.
Slipping more and more of my finger inside her I slowly stretch her rosebud.
As she loosens and begins to welcome that invading finger I pick up the plug. Placing the head of the butt plug against her arse I slowly begin to insert it.
Reaching around and between her legs, with my left hand, I lightly scrape my nails across her clit. This causes her to bear down on my fingers and opens her back passage more.
Her moans are becoming more frequent now as I stroke her clit, finger her pussy and slip more of the plug inside her.
Before long both the first two fingers of my left hand are buried in her cunt and the plug is buried deep inside her.
Vicky's head is tossing back and forth and a constant stream of moans emanate from deep within her.
Holding the fingers of my right hand stiff I begin to tap against the plug. The vibrations pass through the inner wall and resonate deep within her cunt.
Her hips are bucking against my fingers. Saliva is pouring out around the ball gag. Her head tosses back and forth as I increase both the force and speed of the taps against the plug.
My thumb circles her clit as I work my fingers in and out of her pussy.
With a long drawn out groan, her first orgasm rips through her.
As she starts to come I pound mercilessly against the butt plug. The vibrations through the thin membrane drive her orgasm even higher and she thrusts back at the plug then forward at my fingers.
Now that her orgasms have started I ramp up my attentions.
I take a massaging vibrator out of the bag. Plug it into the wall socket and, with my fingers still straddling her clit, I turn it on then hold it against the butt plug.
A groan is forced out of Vicky's mouth, and she, almost unwillingly, raises her hips off the bench, and thrusts back against the now vibrating plug.
I take another vibrator out of my bag and, turning to a low setting, place the tip of it against her clit.
Vicky is now alternating between thrusting back at the plug and forward at my fingers and vibrator.
I turn the vibrator on her clit over and push it flat against it.
I alternate between slow strokes from her vulva up to and across her clit and small circles around her clitoris.
Vicky is emitting low guttural growls as her hips spasm back and forth. Suddenly another orgasm hits her.
Her head flies back, her hips lift off the bench and she shudders and spasms as the orgasm rips through her.
As her hips slowly sag down she lays her head back down on the bench.
I stroke her back running my fingers down her spine.
Letting the backs of my fingers drag lightly across her skin I stroke her back and legs. Massaging her slowly and sensuously I stroke up her inner thighs.
I can hear her breath start to get shorter as she responds to these new sensations.
My fingers brush lightly across her perineum and I feel the heat rise from her pussy again.
I slip my hand under her hips and between her legs and start gently playing with her clit.
A small groan emanates from Vicky, and her hips involuntarily start to grind again.
I lightly smack her bottom to gauge her response.
Her gluteal muscles tense, she moans and thrusts down on my fingers.
Encouraged I smack her again and dip my middle finger into her pussy.
She rewards me with another moan.
I start to smack her arse, one cheek then the other, then the small of her back.
Her hips are humping down on my fingers grinding her clit against me.
I increase the force and frequency of my smacks, harder and harder, faster and faster.
Her bottom is turning a rosy shade of red and once again her head is tossing back and forth.
I pause my smacks for just a second then as she shudders in anticipation I bring the flat of my hand hard down across both cheeks, whilst simultaneously thrusting a second finger up inside her cunt.
Another orgasm rips through her.
She is screaming out loud and bucking like a wild thing on the end of my fingers.
I change my smacks to strokes as she slowly comes down from her orgasm.
I let my hands stroke across her and chat soothingly to her about inanities as she slowly eases down from her high.
Once I feel she is ready I untie her cuffs from the drawer handle and stand her up.
I turn her to face me and kiss her.
I slip my arms around her waist and lift her bottom up onto the bench. Laying her down, with her head stretched over the edge of the bench, I reattach her cuffs to the drawer.
I move between her legs forcing them back and apart.
I reach across her belly and start to play with her tits. I tweak her nipples, squeezing and twisting them between thumb and forefinger.
Vicky starts to moan and writhe again.
With my left hand, I alternate between her breasts, alternately stroking and tweaking her nipples.
I place the palm of my right hand against the entrance to her pussy. I apply pressure and start moving it in small circles.
Vicky starts to thrust back against me.
I move a little further back, losing contact with her tits.
Bringing my hand back a little I smack her vulva with the flat of my hand, not hard, but firm enough to sting.
Vicky groans in pleasure.
I smack her again and follow that with 3 quick smacks across her clit and cunt.
Her hips buck and her knees thrust down and forward. Her eyes fly open and another deep guttural groan escapes her as I straddle her clit with two fingers and stroke slowly up and down.
Bringing my hand back I smack her clit firmly a couple of times then go back to stroking her clit.
Vicky's hips spasm and buck with every smack and a gasp escapes from her in unison with my smacking.
Pushing one of her knees further back and apart with my left hand I smack her vulva with my right.
Moving my smacks from the entrance to her cunt to her clit, I work back and forth occasionally stopping to dip my fingers into her pussy.
I let her legs fall down and apart and dip two fingers on my left hand into her pussy.
With my right hand, I smack her clit whilst thrusting my other two fingers into her.
With a scream another orgasm rips through her as she bears down on my probing and thrusting fingers.
As her orgasm slams through her I increase the force and speed of my smacks.
She groans deep and long and squeezes down on my fingers with her thighs, whilst thrusting her cunt up at my fingers.
Her whole body tenses and almost lifts up off the bench as another orgasm blasts over her.
Again, I slowly stroke and talk to her as I let her come down from her high.
After a time, she raises her head and looks at me, a huge smile all over her face.
'Your turn, Big Boy,' she says. 'I want you to come all over me.'
I don't need a second invitation.
Taking a low stool I walk around to the other side of the bench.
Placing a foot stool under her head I drop my trousers, stand on the stool, and slide my cock into her eager mouth.
At this angle I have good access to her throat and I easily slide all 7 inches into her willing mouth and throat.
I support her head with my hands to stop her gag reflex from setting in and slowly start to fuck her mouth.
As I pull back Vicky swirls her tongue around the head of my cock.
My pelvis is banging against her chin as I thrust in and out of her eagerly sucking mouth.
She reaches between my legs and pulls me as deep into her mouth as she can, slurping and sucking on my cock for all she is worth.
I'm humping her mouth in a fury as I feel my orgasm quickly building.
Thrusting back and forth, my balls sliding across her eyes and nose, I quickly reach the point of no return.
Grasping the base of my penis I pull out of her mouth and, with a few quick tugs, start to blow all over her.
The first jet of jism clears her chin and splashes between her tits.
I pull back a little and start to unload on her face. Squirt after squirt pours from me until it is dripping all over her face.
With a couple more shudders, but no more cum, I am spent.
My knees are shaky and weak as I let her up.
I undo her shackles, free her from the rope and, taking her hand, lead her back to bed.
She looks absolutely irresistibly gorgeous with my cum all over her face and tits.
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Teasing the Newly-Weds


Chapter 4: MsV's Turn.

Relaxing we become aware of the squirming Erica. "Please Mistress, please. May I taste your pussy?" She pleads.
I look at Mistress Vicky (MsV) and say "Well everybody has had at least some except you. Time for your fun I'd say!"
MsV looks at the writhing squirming figure of Erica and says "Looks like that little slut is still horny!"
"Well let's put her to use then!" I say with an evil grin. "Give your strap on to Anna and sit on her face!"
MsV unbuckles the strap on, steps out of it, and hands it to Anna who immediately steps into it. She adjusts the straps and tightens the dildo into place. There's a double head to the dildo that slips snugly into Anna's pussy having only just come out of MsV.
MsV rolls Erica over, spreads her thighs, and slowly lowers herself onto Erica's eagerly waiting face. As soon as her clit comes into the reach of Erica's tongue Erica starts to eagerly lap at it. MsV lowers herself down until she is, literally, sitting on Erica's face. MsV starts to hump her hips back and forth using Erica's nose and tongue to stimulate her clitoris.
Meanwhile, smiling at Harry, Anna lifts Erica's legs up and, kneeling, places them over her shoulders. Erica's cunt is now spread out before her. Placing her thumb on Erica's clit Anna takes a sterile wipe and cleans the head and shaft of the dildo, holds the plastic cock in her left hand, and slowly guides it into Erica's juicy pussy. Without pausing Anna starts to pump the strap-on dildo into Erica's willing cunt causing Erica to gasp and try to humpback.
This causes the end that is inside Anna's cunt and over her clit to push against it and Anna groans back at Erica. Soon the girls are moaning in unison as they push back at each other. Erica's groans often being muffled by MsV's pussy grinding against her mouth and nose.
Harry is agog. Still on his back on the table, his mouth is hanging open as he watches the scene playing out in front of him. Noticing his tiny dick is starting to harden again I grab him by the nape of the neck and effortlessly lift him up and off the low table.
Manhandling him I drag him over and force him to kneel behind MsV. Shoving his face into MsV's tight buns I instruct him to tongue her rosebud.
Harry tries to shake his head in denial. "Seriously?" I say to him. "Are we really going to go through this again?"
Harry shakes his head again and immediately starts to tongue MsV's taint. A soft moan escapes her lips and she reaches behind Erica's head and holds her mouth and nose tightly against her clitoris and starts to hump Erica's face in earnest.
Anna increases the speed and force of her strokes into Erica's willing cunt. Erica is now gasping both for air and in pleasure as MsV humps her face and Anna drives the dildo into her aching pussy. Gamely Erica continues to lash MsV's clitoris with her tongue grabbing breaths as she is able.
MsV continues to rub her pussy across Erica's mouth and nose and push her ass back at Harry's tongue her breath starting to come in short gasps as her orgasm approaches.
The sound of MsV reaching her orgasm is too much for Erica. With a groan and stiffening legs, Erica comes again for what seems to be the 50th time tonight. Her suddenly stiffening legs shoves the strap on hard against Anna's clitoris and deeper into her cunt and with a shudder and moan Anna starts to orgasm again as well.
Hearing her two girls pop sends MsV over the edge and a thundering orgasm rips through her. Groaning and holding Erica's head tightly against her clit MsV comes, shudders, and comes again. Shaking she releases Erica's head and sits down on the divan.
Harry is left kneeling where he was. He's not sure where to look. 3 beautiful women, all naked, all having just come together, and all smelling of sex and desire are there in front of him.
I walk over to Erica and undo the thigh spreader and release the chain holding her cuffs together. I encourage her to kneel next to Harry.
Once she is in position I walk over to the table and take an O ring gag. I instruct Erica to open her mouth and I bind the O ring gag in place.
I indicate to Anna that she should lie on her back in front of Harry and between his thighs.
I push Harry forward so he almost falls on top of Anna. Knowing what I want she immediately takes his 4 in. cock deep into her mouth. Shocked Harry gasps but automatically starts to try and fuck Anna's willing mouth.
Satisfied he is distracted I hold Erica by the back of her head and guide my nicely sized 7 in. cock into her mouth. Her eyes spring open wide and she looks up at me. Allowing a few moments for her to get used to the idea of sucking my cock I slip my cock backward before I start to slide it in and out of her mouth.
Erica quickly gets the hint and her tongue starts to swirl around the head and shaft of my cock as I slide it in and out of her mouth. Her lips form a perfect o around the ring and the sensitive part of my glands feel really good as it slides across her tongue. I hold the back of her head firmly and push my cock further in.
Erica begins to gag and choke on my swelling member.
Backing off I allow her to breathe and murmur encouragement to her. "Relax your throat and swallow and you'll soon be deep-throating all of it"
Involuntary tears flow from her eyes as the choke and gag reflex still kicks in. The tears are destroying her mascara and makeup. It's a very sexy wrecked look. Panda eyes and smeared lipstick around her mouth make her look like a wanton cock loving slut.
Erica is gamely trying to take all of me though, swallowing as quickly as she can and straining to accept all of my length down her throat. After a few minutes of straining and struggling my pelvis is against her nose and my balls are on her chin.
Smiling I slip all the way out. "Well done," I say. "You ready for me to face fuck you now?"
Trying to smile around her gag she nods eagerly. I slip the head of my cock in past her lips and slowly but relentlessly I keep sliding more and more down her throat.
Having got the hang of it there's barely a hitch as I slide all the way in until my pelvis is once again against her nose. Nodding approval I pull about half my length back.
Erica immediately lashes her tongue around my shaft and glands and I push back down her throat. Increasing my speed I start to face fuck Erica in earnest. My involuntary groans of pleasure finally get Harry's attention and he tries to lift up to see what is happening.
MsV grabs the back of his head and lifts the strap-on dildo that is still attached to Anna. "Suck this you dirty little cock sucker", she hisses at him.
Harry tries to shake his head but MsV has grabbed one of the floggers and with a snap of her wrist she smacks it hard across Harry's freshly shaven ass. "I said suck" she snarls!
Smarting from the flogger Harry immediately takes the dildo into his mouth.
"Swallow it all slut or you'll get another smack", MsV warns.
Choking Harry does his best to copy what Erica is doing to my cock and allow the whole length down his throat.
MsV turns to me "I think you're right", she says. "He is a natural cock sucker! Think of all the fun my boys are going to have fucking this sluts face!"
Harry tries to shake his head in denial but once again his cock betrays him as with a groan he comes and squirts his load into Anna's eagerly slurping mouth.
"Oh", MsV laughs. "This cock sucking little whore just came at the thought of being made to suck my sub boys off! What a slut! I think maybe we should invite about 10 of them over so he can get his fill of cock!"
Anna sits up pulling the dildo out of Harry's mouth and turning grabs Harry's head and kisses him full on the mouth. Harry parts his lips to accept her kiss and Anna pushes the cum she was holding in her mouth into Harry's. Harry tries to pull away but Anna is holding tight and he has no choice but to accept the cum Anna is force-feeding him.
Mistress snaps the flogger across Harry's ass again. "Swallow it all, bitch" she snaps at him! "Get used to it because that will be role from now on. Cock sucking, cum guzzling, slut! And you'll love it!"
With a groan of resignation, Harry clenches his teeth and swallows what Anna has given him.
Meanwhile, as the girls have been introducing Harry to the role they have chosen for him, I've continued to relentlessly fuck Erica's mouth. I can tell her mouth and tongue are getting tired so I release the restraints I have placed so tightly around my orgasm and with a satisfied groan I hold the base of my cock, slip it out of her mouth, and, with a couple of tugs, start to unload onto her face.
Harry's face is only about a foot from my shooting cock as I blow my cum all over his pretty wife's face. Watching him watch me cum on his wife's face only serves to intensify my orgasm and I blow a few more squirts across her luscious tits.
Mistress grabs Harry by the back of his neck with one hand and cruelly tweaks one of his nipples with the other. "Use your tongue to clean that cum up, slut" she snarls at Harry!
Tears leaking from his eyes the fight has all drained out of Harry. Sniffling and sobbing Harry slows licks my rapidly cooling cum off Erica's face.
Once her face is clean he leans forward and starts to clean up the cum I splashed across Erica's tits. As his tongue follows the streams of cum it brushes across Erica's erect nipple. An involuntary groan escapes Erica's mouth.
Shocked Harry looks up at his wife's eyes. She moans and guides Harry's mouth back to her nipple. Unsure Harry tentatively tongues her nipple. This elicits another groan from Erica. Still holding Harry's head Erica, eyes almost closed in pure lust, guides his lips to the cum streams across her heaving breasts.
Taking the hint Harry starts to slurp loudly at the cum whilst also making sure he runs his tongue roughly across Erica's rock-hard nipples.
Unconscious of the rest of us around her Erica reaches down between Harry's legs and takes his flaccid cock in her hand. Erica encircles the head with her thumb and forefinger and gently starts to pull on Harry's tiny dick.
I'm not sure that Harry is going to be able to 'rise to the occasion' having already had several orgasms this night but Erica's insistent tugging and constant moaning as Harry slurps at her tits and nipples is slowly having the desired effect. Harry's dick has risen to about half-mast.
Impatient Erica pushes him onto his back and immediately goes down on him. Harry falls back and looks up at the 3 of us. MsV smiles and kneels either side of his head and lowers herself onto his face. Harry starts to eagerly tongue her cunt.
Much to my surprise, Harry is nearly ready to go again. Erica, taking her cue from earlier, takes her mouth off Harry's cock long enough to wet her finger and, reaching between his buns, starts to gently rim Harry before slipping her finger into Harry's ass.
Harry quickly becomes rock hard again. Satisfied with her work Erica sits up and, straddling Harry's hips, lowers herself onto Harry's now eagerly straining cock.
Feeling his wife's velvety pussy sliding down his pole Harry tries to distract himself by giving MsV the best tongue job he knows how to give. MsV helps by guiding his mouth to where she wants whilst at the same time allowing her clit to drag across his chin and nose.
Shortly all 3 of them were beginning to grunt and moan as they get off on the sensations.
I look over at Anna. She has grabbed a vibrator off the table and, watching avidly, she is rubbing her clit with it and is dipping it in and out of her cunt. Once again the room is full of the smells and sounds of sex.
The whole scene is extremely sensuous and exciting so shrugging I think to myself 'What are you waiting for? An invitation?'
I push MsV forward toward Erica who immediately kisses her passionately. I take my position kneeling behind MsV and guide my rapidly stiffening 7in cock into her slippery cunt.
Anna groans and pushes the whole length of the nearly 10in long vibrator she has chosen into her pussy vigorously rubbing her clit at the same time.
I can feel Harry's forehead on my balls and his tongue on my shaft as he tongues MsV's pussy. Feeling my cock sliding into her cunt MsV pushes back against me grinding her clit against Harry's willing tongue. She moans and thrusts forward sliding her clit across Harry's tongue and lips as she rides my shaft.
MsV puts her hands behind her head with her elbows wide and apart. Erica immediately leans forward and starts to lash MsV's tits with her tongue. The extra sensation is enough for MsV and with a groan she grabs Erica's head squeezing her tightly to her tits and shoving hard down on my cock she starts to cum.
Tossing her head and bouncing up and down MsV cums again before slowly sagging down to rest her head on Erica's shoulder.
Hearing MsV cum, and feeling her juices flowing over his tongue, is too much for Harry, with a small groan, his pathetic wee cock also spits what it has left into his wife's cunt.
Feeling Harry thrust up is enough to send Erica over the edge and, clinging to MsV, she bounces up and down once, twice, and with an almost anguished groan also cums.
Not wanting to miss out I hold MsV's hips tight and thrust hard into her wet and slippery cunt a couple of times before pulling out and, turning to Anna, pumped my cock a few times and unloaded a torrent of cum across her face and tits.
This is enough to send Anna over the edge and with a couple of quick slaps on her quim Anna squirts as she cums, drenching Harry, who is still on the floor underneath her.
We all take a moment to savour our release and to recover before I say to Anna "Take these 2 back to the shower. Erica can sleep nude with us but find that cock slut", indicating Harry, "a baby doll nighty and bring them to the master bedroom."
Harry is past objecting he just wearily gets to his feet and obediently follows Anna back to the shower.
MsV and I head for the en suite in our bedroom and luxuriate in the hot water as we wash the sex off each other. Holding her hand I climb into our bed. Our bed is ridiculous really, I had it custom-made. It measures 10ft by 10ft with specially made linen and quilt covers.
I say to MsV "We weren't expecting any new subs but I think we have just gained 2. You okay with that?"
MsV smiles "Harry is so naturally submissive and Erica was born to please so, yes, they should be fun!"
With that, the bedroom door opens and the 3 absentees walk in. MsV and I separate and allow Erica and Harry to climb into the middle. Harry looks embarrassed to be in a baby doll nighty but unbelievably his little 4in cock is already back at half-mast.
MsV instructs Harry to lie on his side facing away from her and toward Erica. She reaches around and grabs his tiny dick. Erica takes her cue and lies on her side facing Harry. The naughty little minx then backs her plump bottom back into my groin...

End Chapter 4

Next... In our bedroom.
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The following is written, very much, for a female audience. I suspect most males will find it lacks of being graphic or explicit. I hope the women reading will find it very erotic, though.
What follows is an accurate description of the very first session I did with my then submissive AnnA.
AnnA is an English woman who was living in Waco, Texas when I found her on the then brilliant computer app called ICQ. We chatted on that app endlessly for weeks before progressing to phone calls.
I, eventually, convinced her to come and visit me and my wife, the same wife described accurately in my story 'My wife finds her submissive side'.
She stayed and served us for nearly 6 years, gaining her Australian citizenship in the process.
This will be a little rude, but will not include any really extreme acts. It will be gentle.
The scene: A bedroom, four scented lit candles, a four-poster bed, four silk scarves, liquid honey, chocolate sauce, ice cream, and oranges, halved.
The only light is from the candles. They fill the room with a warm, flickering glow and the faint scent of melting wax.
I have my submissive AnnA standing demurely in front of me, eyes down, hands clasped in front of her. She can feel my presence, it is strong, as I am tall, wide-shouldered and so... male.
I reach my hand out and cup her chin, lifting her head up, so that I can gaze into her eyes. As our eyes meet, a smile plays along my lips, and she blushes. A low chuckle escapes my chest.
"Relax, AnnA," I say. "You are going to enjoy this... I promise.'"
I touch AnnA's hands, indicating she should let them drop. Slowly, looking into her eyes, I unbutton her blouse. Tugging the tails from her skirt, I peel it back from her shoulders and let it drop to the floor.
I lean forward and lightly kiss that spot where her neck meets her shoulder. I trail my hands down AnnA's spine to the waistband of her skirt. Following the contours of the skirt around to the front I let the backs of my hands rub gently across AnnA's belly then up towards her bra, stopping agonisingly short of her breasts.
I reach behind her and undo her skirt. Giving it a quick tug it drops to the floor. I indicate she should step out of it.
Then touching AnnA's shoulder I turn her around, stepping close I wrap my arms around her. My left arm reaches over AnnA's shoulder, across and between her breasts holding her close to me. My right arm reaches around AnnA's waist and across her belly.
My lips graze the nape of her neck, trailing kisses up and down her neck. My fingers trace her panty line, reaching deeper, deeper, but again stopping short... I step back suddenly leaving her wanting, wanting.
I take AnnA's hand and lead her to the bed. Touching her hip I indicate she should climb up.
Before she is quite sure of what I am doing, I pounce. Pushing AnnA back I quickly tied her hands to the posts.
Before she can even raise a protest her legs are also bound.
Now she is completely in my power, under my control.
Was that a shiver of anticipation or fear? Feeling AnnA shiver, I glance into her eyes and... chuckle. Her fear amuses me, then, contrite I kiss her lightly.
"Trust me," I whisper, "It will not hurt... well not too much."
And I laugh again.
Sitting on AnnA's hips I open and reach into the drawer beside the bed. As I straighten up she sees the knife, the blade is long, and the light reflects brightly off it.
Fascinated and a little fearful AnnA's eyes follow the blade. I show it to her, moving it back and forward, in front of her eyes.
Nervously AnnA's tongue touches her lips. I can see the question in her eyes. I choose not to respond, then, with a practiced flick of my wrists, I cut the straps to AnnA's bra. Also cutting the material at the front, I let her breasts fall free.
Lightly I drag my nails across her nipples, they spring hard almost instantly. I lower my head, my lips reach closer, closer... and stop.
I look up at her and smile and get down from the bed. I grasp her panties and with two quick slices, cut the sides of them. I rip them from her and gaze upon her nakedness.
Shaved, I like that, it allows for better access. I start to walk away and she starts to mouth a protest. I turn back.
"Hush," I say. "Or I will have to gag you."
Shortly I am back. I have a bowl of warm water. The honey and chocolate sauce are in it.
I show them to her so she will know why I left the room. I place them on the dresser beside the bed.
I take one of the halved oranges and hold it above her. I squeeze. AnnA can see the muscles rippling in my arm. The juice runs down into her open mouth, trickling out the corners of her lips. Then, squeezing harder, I trail the juice down AnnA's neck and across her breasts. Letting some pool on her belly I begin to lick the juice up.
Beginning at her tummy and, following the trail back up towards AnnA's breasts, I lick closer and closer. Her back arches trying to stretch her breasts toward me, hoping I will taste them, but again I stop... just... short.
I straddle AnnA's hips and, sitting upright, I peel my shirt off. My chest is broad, hairy.
Involuntarily, her tongue touches her lips.
I reach up and stretch.
Then, leaning forward, I take the liquid honey out of the bowl. Holding the bottle above her I squeeze, again. The honey is warm as it runs down across AnnA's body. I pay particular attention to her breasts.
Dropping the bottle I start to massage the honey into her body. Starting low I work up AnnA's sides, across her tummy and up towards her breasts.
My hands reach the undersides of AnnA's breasts and follow the contours around, I cup her breasts and lift them up. Lowering my head I gently draw one of her nipples into my mouth, caressing it with my tongue as it passes between my lips.
My thumb rubs lightly across her other nipple and then I stroke my fingers along the contours of her breast, gently teasing, caressing, and playing.
I can feel the fire starting to build in her. AnnA's breath becomes shorter, sharper as she surrenders to my administrations.
All too soon, for her, I stop.
Taking the halves of another orange I squeeze hard, letting the juice run all over her.
Again I start to massage mixing the orange juice with the honey.
Leaning forward I return my attention to AnnA's breasts. I alternate between her nipples, caressing one with my lips, the other with my thumb and forefinger then changing.
Back and forth stroking and licking and sucking, now firmer, then softer, now faster, then slower, slowly lifting her up towards her first orgasm.
I feel AnnA's hips writhe under me, trying to get... something... A touch, or some pressure, that would help her over the edge.
But infuriatingly, just as she is about to reach the crescendo she desperately craves, I stop.
Her eyes, which were closed, fly open. "Please, Sir?' She asks.
I kiss her in response and reach for the ice cream.
Taking a small amount in each hand I reach toward AnnA's breasts. The ice cream is so cold after the warm honey and her nipples go even harder.
I take one of them straight away into my mouth, slowly running my tongue around the aureole whilst gently pinching and squeezing the other.
Again I start to alternate, reaching into the container to drip ice cream onto one breast whilst, licking and sucking on the other.
AnnA's desire has raised to a new pitch. Her breath is becoming shorter and shorter, her hips are writhing and her back is arching and she is trying to push her breasts into my mouth, I suckle greedily and then, just... stop.
AnnA almost screams with frustration. My delighted smile is all she gets in return, as I reach for the chocolate sauce.
The sauce is warm in my hand. I pop open the squeeze top. Flipping it upside down I squeeze hard. Thick sauce oozes over AnnA's belly and runs down the sides of her body. I trickle the sauce from her belly button down to her pussy. Spreading her pussy lips, I let the sauce trickle across her clitoris.
AnnA shudders at the warmth on her most intimate parts.
Cupping AnnA's breasts in my hands I follow the sauce trail with my tongue but slowly, oh so very slowly, all the while my mouth is getting closer and closer to her pussy.
Her eyes meet mine pleadingly,
"Please, Sir." She whispers.
All she gets in reply is my smile, but my lips continue their progress down.
Now my lips are poised just above her clitoris. I look up at her and holding her gaze, I slowly draw her clit into my mouth. AnnA's whole body shudders, straining against her bonds she tries to push her pussy against my mouth.
Slowly I swirl my tongue around AnnA's clit, then following the chocolate trail, I slide my tongue deep into her pussy, tasting her juices mingled with the chocolate sauce, as I lap at her cunt.
My fingers are pulling insistently at her nipples, twisting and tweaking them. The pain mingles with the pleasure flowing from her cunt, twisting together, one indecipherable from the other until all becomes pleasure.
As AnnA's body writhes under me my teeth close on her clit. Gently, I bite down, and draw slowly back, tugging on her clit. AnnA's hips buck and a groan escapes her lips. I stretch her clit, and then let it snap back before flicking it with my tongue.
My tongue circles AnnA's clit, first fast, then slow, sometimes heavy, sometimes light, but always circling, circling.
I dip the middle finger of my left hand into her pussy. Feeling her heat, I slip it in deep, causing her hips to rise and thrust against it. Another moan escapes her.
Slowly I increase the tempo of my thrusts, timing them to coincide with my tongue flicking her clit. I can feel her losing control. AnnA's breathing becomes faster, harder, the sweat rolls off her as her orgasm nears.
She wonders, 'Will I let her come this time?'
AnnA doesn't know, but, oh the need! Her need is now so strong it almost hurts.
Her hips bucked, thrusting at my probing finger. My tongue lapping, flicking and becoming more and more insistent.
Finally, she reaches that point, the point of no return. AnnA throws her head back and her eyes fly open. Her breath catches in her throat. Then with a scream, she comes.
I flatten my tongue against AnnA's clitoris, holding it there, whilst she bucks and thrusts against my finger that is now thrust deep into her cunt.
My nails rake across her nipples mercilessly as another orgasm rips through her. The pain mingles with the pleasure driving AnnA to new heights.
Her whole body shudders, bucks, and then shudders again as she slowly comes down from the high.
With a sigh, AnnA collapses down from the tense strained position she was in.
My fingers change from raking her breasts, to gently stroking and caressing, petting her sated body.
Mercifully I slip my finger from AnnA's hot wet depths and, with one last teasing flick, I remove my tongue from her clit. I straddle her hips again, towering over her. She looks up at me. I smile down at her. She answers my unasked question.
"Yes, Master. I really did enjoy that."
My smile beams. "Good, girl," I say. "But we have only just begun."
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MILF to Slut 2: Who is Gina?

That following Sunday I parked my cab up early, took a shower, and got dressed into a pair of tight jeans, a black T-shirt, bike riding boots, with a vintage black leather bomber jacket. I jumped on my classic Indian motorcycle and rode over to Lolly's place in time for the 12.00 o'clock lunch she had promised me.
My wife, the mother of my 2 boys, had passed away the previous autumn from kidney cancer so I was looking forward to sampling someone else's home cooking for a change. I'm an adequate cook but my meals tend to be pretty basic meat, potato, and salad dish so I was hoping for something a little more exciting.
Arriving at about 11.55 am, I'm almost always early, I thrust the kickstand out and leaned the bike over, peeled off my helmet, and unzipped the front of my jacket.
As I sauntered up to the front door Lolly opened it and greeted me with a kiss on the cheek and a "Glad you could make it! I wasn't sure if you were coming."
"Yeah, I didn't think to grab a phone number on my way out on Friday morning and I didn't want to just rock up unannounced in case you thought I was stalking you or becoming obsessed," I replied.
With a smile, Lolly said "Silly! You could have dropped by, we both would have enjoyed seeing you again. Come inside, Gina hasn't gotten back from her young Christian woman group yet, but she just texted to say she's on her way."
Indicating I should sit at the kitchen bench again Lolly flicked the already steaming kettle back on. There was already a mug with a teaspoon standing beside it.
"Hey," I said, with a big smile "I never did get that cup of tea last time!"
Lolly tittered embarrassedly. "Yeah, this is the same mug I prepared on Thursday."
Managing to complete the tea-making process without me molesting her this time Lolly handed me the mug and fished around in the cupboard before bringing out a small tin filled with homemade Afghan biscuits, which happened to be an absolute favourite of mine. She had even made them crunchy, something which virtually no home cook can do.
Leaning with her elbows on the bench opposite Lolly was openly scrutinising me again as I sipped the tea and nibbled on a biscuit. She seemed to spend a lot of the time we were together staring at me as if she had something to say.
Just as I was starting to feel a little uncomfortable with the silence and being under her probing gaze Lolly spoke up.
"It's probably just as well Gina's running a little late as I needed to chat with you alone, anyway," Lolly said.
"Why? What's up?" I asked her.
Lolly started to say something, paused, tried again, stopped, and then swore, something I was pretty sure she didn't do very often. "Fuck!" She said. "This is so hard!"
Nonplussed I said "What is it? If you've changed your mind I understand, I've tried to date a few times since Vicky passed away but I've gotten cold feet every time."
"Your wife passed away?" Lolly queried.
"Yeah, a little over a year ago," I said with a small catch in my throat. "Still hurts. We'd been together a long time!"
Strangely this seemed to relax Lolly some. "I'm sorry your wife passed, but, John, it actually makes what I have to say a little easier. Sorry if I sound like an uncaring bitch, just hear me out, okay?"
"Confused all I could say was "Sure."
"Do you remember attending a managers conference held at The Grosvenor Hotel in downtown Sydney in the middle of winter 1988?"
I could vaguely remember being in Sydney around that time but the specific dates were a little sketchy. "Kind of," I told her.
"Do you remember bailing on the conference around 8.00 pm that night and going to that dance bar across from the hotel?"
Again I could kind of recall that I did so I just sort of noncommittedly nodded and shrugged my shoulders.
"You were trying to chat up this late 20s woman with big boobs and auburn hair without much luck. After being shot down a second time, probably because of the wedding ring you were wearing openly on your left hand," Lolly continued, "you took a seat at the bar beside a smallish woman with short spiky blonde hair, wearing army pants, a white T-shirt with the sleeves rolled up, wearing Doc Martin boots, and started to chat to her instead. She said to you 'If it's any consolation she turned me down as well.'"
It all came rushing back to me. "You were the spiky-haired woman?" I gasped. "But her name was... was... I don't remember, but it wasn't Lolly!"
"I was going by Brigid then, it was during my university feminist/left/green/lesbian rebel stage. Do you remember what happened next?"
"I chugged a couple of double scotches back to back, leaned over to you, and said, facetiously, 'I don't suppose you'd like come back to my hotel room and screw for the night, would you?'"
"What did I answer?" Lolly asked.
"You looked me up and down searchingly, fuck me, much like you've done ever since I met you this time around," as the memory of that night came flooding back to me, "and said 'well it looks like there's nothing else happening here tonight so I may as well! I'm not really into cock though so I hope you're good at oral!' 'I'm fucking awesome at oral!' I told you."
"I followed you out the door, thinking you would get in a cab and I could bail after dropping you off at your hotel, but you walked across the street and entered The Grosvenor's lobby, so I thought, 'fuck it, I haven't tried dick in a while maybe it's improved' and crossed with you."
"I was a good guy, though," I said to Lolly, "I didn't try to kiss or grope you in the lobby or elevator!"
"You were very restrained," Lolly reassured me. "After chugging those scotches I thought you would have been quite tipsy but you were in total control of yourself."
"Fast metabolism," I explained. "I can still drink most people under the table as my body processes alcohol really quickly."
"What did we do next?" Lolly asked.
"After entering my room I took your hand and drew you to me, leaned down, quite a long way because you're way shorter than me, and kissed you on the corner of your mouth, then said 'I don't even know your name?' You replied 'Brigid will do for now' And I said 'Are you sure you want to do this, Brigid?' You grabbed the back of my head, kissed me so well I thought my pants may have dropped off right then on their own, and said 'Yes, let's do this!'"
"I pushed you back on the bed, kicked my docs off, stripped off my pants and knickers, and peeled my T-shirt off." Lolly reminded me.
"You weren't wearing a bra, even though you were a well-endowed woman even back then," I interjected.
Lolly nodded. "I knelt on the bed and undid your belt and pulled your pants and undies down."
"Then you climbed up my body and, still facing forward, sat on my face and demanded that I show you those 'awesome oral skills' I had bragged about. So, all these years later, were they? I seem to remember you having at least 3 orgasms before you finally got off my face!"
Lolly had the good grace to blush. "You were better than 98% of the women I'd had and have dated since then. What happened after that?"
"After your third or fourth orgasm, you wriggled down until you were straddling my hips, took my cock in your hand, and guided me to the entrance of your pussy then sat down on it, hard. You snarled at me 'Don't you cum until I say you can!' Then rode me to another 2 orgasms."
"Then?" Lolly wanted to know.
"You said to me something like 'I don't often cum from 'dick in vagina' sex so this has been a surprise!' as you continued to ride me. I offered to fuck you in the ass instead and you asked 'why would I want to let you do that?' I answered that 'I know a couple of women who can't quite get there through vaginal penetration but cum quickly and easily when ass fucked.' You thought about it for a time then shrugged and said 'I'll give it a go, but if it hurts, I'm leaving you here with blue balls!"
"You were so gentle with me," Lolly reminisced.
"And you were so tight! But, I'd barely gotten all the way in and started to finger your clit when..."
"I came, very hard, then immediately popped again!"
"You did! It was awesome!"
"Sure was," Lolly grinned at me. "It's why I became totally bisexual, a strapon in your ass is just not the same as a cock! As I said Thursday night I have the best orgasms and cum much more easily with anal than any other type of sex! Did you cum in my ass, though?"
"No, I wanted to slip back inside your pussy, you were so hot and wet and tight when you were riding me I wanted to feel that again."
"So you blew in my pussy?"
I nodded.
"Were you wearing a condom?"
Hell! It was the 80s, aids hadn't really taken off in Australia yet, so no one wore a condom! And, if she was out in a bar trying to pick up, I had assumed she must've been using some kind of protection. It suddenly came crashing in on me what this conversation had been getting around to.
"You mean Gina is my daughter?" I queried her, completely flabbergasted. "You got pregnant that night? What the fuck were you doing having unprotected sex with a complete stranger? Fuck! I did it again last night! Are you likely to be pregnant again? You're certainly young enough!"
"I could ask you the exact same question, Mister!" Lolly retorted heatedly. "At least I wasn't married! And, no, I'm on the pill and I have an IUD fitted so if I'm pregnant this time it'll be the second coming!"
I put my hands up in mock surrender. "I'm not judging, Lolly," I said. "This is all just a complete bombshell to me!"
This seemed to mollify her. "Well, how do you think finding out you're 3 months pregnant 12 weeks down the track was for me? I was wearing an IUD back then as well but I'm in that 'lucky' 1% that got pregnant anyway. I kept having morning sickness and seemed to be getting a little 'fat' around my midriff but I had an IUD, so I couldn't be pregnant, right? I went to the doctor because I'd been 'unwell' every morning for about 2 and a half months.
He said, "Let's just do a pregnancy test so we can rule that out immediately."
And guess what? I was! You can get a DNA test to confirm if you want, but, I know for sure she's yours because I hadn't had sex with any male for at least 6 months before that night and didn't have sex with another guy until well after Gina was born!"
"But you let, heck! You even encouraged and helped me to have sex with her Thursday night!" I said, in shock.
"Who better than her parents to make a woman out of her when I knew there was a good chance her hymen was going to be as tough to break as mine was? Who else would have been as gentle and patient as you were?" Lolly countered.
She had a point.
"Does Gina know?"
"She suspects something is up between us but doesn't know what. She just knows it's completely unlike me to even bring someone home, let alone, be banging a total stranger less than 15 minutes after getting home. I've always told her that her father and I were in a committed relationship but he got cold feet and ran just before she was born."
"Shit, Lolly! I had no idea. My wife occasionally had her Tarot and fortune done, they all said I had 3 kids, 2 boys, and a girl, but we both just used to laugh and tell each other that it only proved it was all bullshit!"
"It's all good," Lolly told me. "Money is tight, but we do alright. I've raised a wonderful woman and I'm extremely proud of her! Anyway, there was no way I could find you. What was I supposed to do when I found out I was pregnant? Call The Grosvenor and say 'There was a managerial conference in your hotel in mid-July this year, there was a guy called John staying there, can you give me his number? Oh? There was more than one conference and more than one John? Can you give me all of their numbers, please?' Besides, I knew you were married and I didn't want to ruin that for you!"
"If I'd known I would have, at least tried, to do something to help!" I informed her. "How did you come to be in Brisbane?"
With tears in her eyes, Lolly told me "When I informed my parents I was pregnant they asked who the father was. When I said 'I didn't know' they kicked me out. So I thought 'fuck em' and moved to Brisbane, you'd said you were from up here in the bar when we were first chatting. It's a big city but I somehow always knew we would meet again."
"What do you want from me, Lolly?" I asked her. "Both of my boys still live at home. The eldest has just finished his apprenticeship and is now earning reasonable money but the youngest still has a year to go. I'm doing okay, myself, so I can probably help with some money but there's no way I can afford to pay 18 years of back child support along with all the interest."
Lolly smiled a little whimsically "I don't want your money, John. Oh, if you can spare me a few quid here and there that would be helpful, but we do okay. I just want you to be part of our lives, especially to be part of Gina's life. She needs a father and she needs to know and learn all the things you can teach her."
"Like how to take it up the ass and enjoy it?" I said, alluding to our first night.
"Yes!" Lolly said firmly, much to my surprise. "How to deep throat a cock, how to give head, how to rim an asshole, how to give and receive pleasure, how to please her man so she doesn't spend her life alone and loveless like I have!"
"You're beautiful, Lolly," I told her. "You can still have your pick of men!"
"Ahh, yes. But will they love and treat Gina as they should? Or will they just use me so they can screw and abuse her?"
Shaking my head I said, "Isn't that what I did last night?"
Lolly vehemently shook her head. "You made love to our daughter. It was magnificent! You were so patient and gentle with her. You made her feel good. Don't you want to do that some more?"
'Well, does a bear take communion?' I thought.
Just then the door opened and Gina waltzed in. Giving me a light peck on the cheek Gina hugged her mum. "Hi, John. Good to see you've been here more than 20 minutes without being nuts deep in my mum!" She said impishly to me.
"You're not too old to be spanked, Miss," I warned her.
Batting her eyes coquettishly Gina responded, "Oh, promises, promises!"
"Gina!" Lolly exclaimed. "Enough!"
Pretending to be contrite Gina looked at the ground and mumbled "Sorry, John."
But I could see by the cheeky grin playing around her luscious lips she really wasn't. Pretending to be angry I said sternly "You're not sorry at all! You will be shortly though! Now get your ass over here and kneel across my thighs so I can punish you appropriately!"
Gina laughed, "Yes, daddy," she said, unaware of how true that was!
She strutted over to me, the breakfast bench stool I was sitting on was too high for Gina to actually kneel across my thighs so she settled for, kind of, stretching across them and placing her hands on the edge of the stool so she could lean over.
Wrapping my left arm under her left arm and across her back I pulled her down firmly onto my upper thighs, easily supporting most of her weight as I held her down. I flipped her mid-length skirt up over her hips, she was wearing another thong so I didn't need to pull her knickers down, then I smacked each ass cheek firmly 3 times each alternately.
After the first one, Gina held rock still in shock. The second one brought a gasp, after the third, she tried to wriggle off my thighs but it was like a domestic kitten trying to wrestle a mountain lion. With the angle I was holding her she couldn't get any leverage to be able to come even close to breaking free.
Smacking her firmly again I said, "Hold still or I'll give you some more!"
With one last desperate wriggle, Gina subsided. The fifth smack had her biting her bottom lip and the sixth, as I hoped it would, elicited a low sensual moan. Hearing this I quickly pulled her thong string out of her ass crack and slipped my middle finger into her pussy.
Using my thumb to rim her ass and to apply pressure to her rosebud I moved my middle finger in slow, small rotations inside Gina's cunt, scraping across her Gspot with every revolution. It only took 3 slow circles, and for the end of my thumb to slip a little way into her knot, before Gina exploded into a trembling shaking orgasm.
Holding her by her upper arm up near her armpit I let her torso and legs slip off me onto the floor keeping her whole weight upright by only the strength of my left arm. Once Gina had settled firmly on her feet I let go of her arm, grabbed her head gently in both of my hands, and covered her tear-stained face with kisses.
"You actually hit me!" Gina sniffled. "I didn't think you would actually hit me!"
"And you came from being spanked!" I informed her. "Tell me it didn't feel good and I'll call you a liar!"
Gina blushed, then, tears gone, a big smile broke out all over her face. "There's so much for me to learn, John! Who would have thought having a dick in your ass and being spanked could give you orgasms? Thank you, big daddy man!" She then kissed me soundly.
Looking over at Lolly I caught her quickly pulling her skirt down. Lolly had obviously found me spanking her daughter a big turn-on. She didn't even have the grace to look embarrassed!
"If you two have quite finished perhaps we can have some lunch now? She said primly.
Gina climbed up on the stool next to me, and with an ostentatious show of having to sit down gingerly, leaned over and put her head on my shoulder. "Do you want some help, mum, or are you all set?"
"Everything is already done and in bowls."
Placing dinner plates and cutlery in front of us Lolly proceeded to bring out several bowls all filled with a variety of salads and cold cuts. There was a lettuce salad, complete with sliced boiled eggs, and a spinach, cashews, and pear salad as well. There was some thinly sliced corned silverside and some cold shredded BBQ chicken, some sliced tomatoes and grated carrot plus a couple of different cheeses one sliced the other grated.
Opening the microwave Lolly brought out some skin on freshly boiled new potatoes. There was also a pasta salad just to round things out. Various condiments like mayonnaise, balsamic vinegar dressing, mustard, and sweet pickles joined the other food items on the kitchen counter along with another mug of hot tea. Dark brown and sweet, just the way I like it!
"Gina and I, basically, eat vegetarian but that's only because the cost of meat is so prohibitive. We get meat when we can afford to." Lolly said without a hint of recrimination in her voice.
I keep a fold of $100 dills in my inside jacket pocket, slipping a couple out of the fold when Lolly was turned away, I touched Gina's forearm and slid them into her hand. Gina looked down, and with eyes growing wide, was about to say something. Shushing her with a hand to my lips I mouthed "For your mum after I've gone."
Gina nodded and placed them in her purse that was still slung over her shoulder.
"What are you two whispering about?" Lolly asked with a smile.
With a completely straight face, I answered "We were discussing whether Gina was going to go down on you first after lunch to get you ready for me, or, whether she was just going to watch and learn as I did it all myself!"
Gina slapped my jacket covered upper arm. "Big daddy man, we were not! Actually, mum, big daddy here asked me to blow him whilst he was going down on you!"
Well, that backfired! Now I was the embarrassed one as I was thinking exactly that!
Without even the hint of a smile, Lolly appeared to consider these options carefully. Then, still totally straight-faced, said "If John is happy to stay the night again I can't see why we can't try all 3 scenarios, plus some others, so why limit ourselves?"
Damn! I would hate to have to play poker against that woman!



We ate at the kitchen bench. Gina and I sitting on the 2 stools, Lolly leaning on the counter across from us. Now she had revealed the secret she had held so tightly for so long Lolly seemed a lot more relaxed than the last time I was with her. She no longer gazed searchingly at me every time she thought I wasn't watching.
The food was so good I had seconds and then thirds. The spinach, cashews, and pear salad was a special delight. After we had eaten our fill Lolly suggested Gina and I go sit on the lounge and she'd bring more tea.
Taking a seat in the middle of the 3 seater couch, hoping my 2 girls would sit either side of me when Lolly returned, I stretched out as far as I could, put my hands behind my head, and my feet on the footstool.
"I'm stuffed," I told Gina as she sat beside me and snuggled in with her head on my shoulder.
"Stuffed tired or stuffed full?" Gina inquired.
"Yes!" I facetiously replied.
"Well, I guess, if you're 'stuffed tired', I'm just going to have to wake you up!"
With that Gina dropped to her knees in front of me. Pushing my feet off the stool and my knees apart then moving in between them she unzipped my jeans and fished my rapidly stiffening 7 in. dick out of my underwear.
"My Gawd," she said. "It was dark in mum's room last night I didn't realise you were this big! How did it ever fit up my ass?"
'Bend over, my little slut, and I'll show you!" I thought.
"Awww... 7 inches isn't all that big," Is all I said to her, though.
"The average length of an Australian male's penis is 5 and 3/4 inches, according to my biology studies," Gina informed me.
I just shrugged. Gina was holding the middle of my shaft and gently stroking up and down. 'You're going to have to hold that a lot more firmly and stroke much harder and faster if you want your cum reward,' I thought to myself.
Staring at my cock fixedly Gina slowly leaned forward and took the tip of its head in her mouth. Licking lightly Gina tentatively tasted the little bit of precum that was leaking from the eye.
"It's kind of salty and slimy," she said. "But I like the taste! What does cum taste like?"
"Depends on the diet of the man and whether he is a smoker or not," I told her.
"You've tasted cum?" Gina asked, a little shocked.
"Sex is sex, male, female, somewhere in between, it doesn't matter. It's all about the physical and emotional connection not what they have between their legs," I lectured her.
"Here, here!" said Lolly, bringing our teas into the room.
Putting the 3 mugs on the coffee table Lolly knelt down beside her daughter between my thighs.
"Let me show you, my baby girl," Lolly said to Gina.
Taking hold of my shaft about 2 inches below the glans Lolly gathered some saliva in her mouth and formed her lips into a perfect O before taking the head of my cock in her mouth and swirling her tongue the outside of the whole head. Letting her head bob down Lolly slowly accepted all of my shaft, down to her grasping hand, into her mouth.
In this position, she had about a 3rd of my length in her willing mouth.
Lifting her head and letting my cock slide back out Lolly turned her head towards Gina and said "Here, you try. Let your saliva glands run free, the wetter and more slippery your mouth is, the slipperier you'll make his dick, and the easier you'll be able to swallow it." Lolly instructed Gina.
A little exasperated Gina said "I've given blow jobs before, mum! I've just never let them cum in my mouth or swallowed."
"Not good ones, I'd bet!" Lolly said scathingly.
"They all came!" Gina answered smugly.
"Boys as old as you, 18? Or men aged 35+?" Lolly asked.
"One was 21," Gina muttered, embarrassedly.
"Wow!" Lolly said. "That old, huh?"
Gina looked down. "Show me how to do it properly then!" She further muttered.
"Thank you, my love," Lolly said sarcastically. "I believe I was!"
I felt a little extraneous to needs at this point but with a few firm tugs and a quick swirl of her tongue, Lolly quickly gathered my full attention once more. Pointing the head of my cock towards Gina Lolly said "Do what I showed you."
Gina lowered her head onto the head of my cock, swirling her tongue around my glans, just as her mother had demonstrated. Moving slowly Gina's lips were soon pressing against Lolly's fist.
"Well done, my girl," Lolly told her. "Now comes the harder part because, not far past here, his cock is going to hit your gag reflex."
Lifting her head off my cock Gina said to her mum "Isn't that as far as you can go? Don't you just throw up if you try to go down any further?"
"Oh, my poor naïve, innocent girl, I've had cocks as big as 14 inches swallowed all the way down to their pubic bone, the heads down into my oesophagus!" Lolly informed her triumphantly.
"OMFG, mum, TMI (Too Much Information)!" Lolly, totally shocked, said.
"Don't worry, my baby girl, Mummy's going to teach you how to do it, too!" Lolly told her with a smile.
I was beginning to wonder what my role here was. It seemed my role was just to provide the cock for Lolly to instruct on. I didn't really mind though. I hadn't gotten head from Lolly before and I was already anticipating giving my newfound daughter a mouthful of my cum.
Lolly let go of my shaft and placed her daughter's hand on it in the same place.
"Let your hand slip a little lower on John's shaft then start over, as before," Lolly instructed her daughter.
Gina moved her tiny hand downwards about an inch and a half and tried to swallow me again. Just as her lips neared her clenched fist the head of my cock hit her gag reflex. With a retch Gina coughed my cock out of her mouth, her eyes instantly watering and smearing her mascara.
I love that look! So slutty!
"Good," Lolly said. "We've hit the first hurdle. I can't really show you this as I trained my gag reflex to not react to being touched by a cock years ago... "
"You're saying you can swallow all of John's cock without gagging?" Gina said, disbelievingly.
Lolly just sniffed and, pushing her daughter aside, wrapped her hand around my balls, pulling on them quite painfully to separate them from being against my shaft in the 'ready to cum' position, Lolly wrapped her beautiful full lips around my cock's head in a perfect 'O' and, with one swift downward bob of her head, swallowed all of my 7 inches in one smooth action all the way down until her nose was pressed against my shaved pubic bone.
Sealing her lips around my shaft and flattening her tongue along the length of my dick and with her tongue pressing snugly against that most sensitive place just below my penis' eye, Lolly sucked, gently at first, then more insistently.
Despite my balls being pulled down and away, and being squeezed quite severely, I nearly blew my load right there and then! I had to throw my thoughts way away from the sensations happening to my cock, and what Lolly was doing, and think about Bronwyn Bishop in a tutu asking me to 'come fuck her' to prevent losing my load down Lolly's greedy throat.
"I... I... well, fuck!" Is all Gina could say.
Letting my cock slide backward out of her mouth Lolly said glibly "No, fucking comes after cunnilingus, which comes after head!" Smiling she lectured Gina. "The porn videos always have it wrong! They always show the man going down on the woman before the woman gives the man head, then they start to fuck. But if you do it that way most guys will be lucky to last more than 5 strokes before they blow!
The correct order is to get your man in the mood with a lot of teasing and stroking and a small amount of oral, then get him to work on warming you up. It will take the average man less than 5 minutes from the first arousal to blowing, if you let him. A woman, however, needs at least 20 minutes unless she's been warming herself up first!"
Gina knelt back looking at her mother wonderingly.
"I wasn't always your mother, Gina!" Lolly told her. "I had a life before then."
"But you had me so young I just assumed my dad was your first," Gina almost wailed.
"I was at university when I got pregnant with you, did you think I was celibate all that time?"
"I guess I never really thought about it," Gina said uncomfortably.
"No, my love, like most 18-year-olds at uni, away from home for the first time, I experimented often and vigorously. I was mostly with girls in those days, though. All girl dorms will do that to you!" Lolly said to her.
In utter disbelief, Gina asked, "You were a lesbian?"
"No, I just preferred girls to boys back then. But, as John said, sex is just sex, and with the right person, regardless of their gender, it's wonderful!"
"So, dad, was the right person?" Gins queried.
"Very much so!" Lolly answered with a smile and a glance at me.
Catching the glance Gina, who was obviously not a stupid girl, made an insightful leap.
"You mean John here is my daddy? My actual real biological father? But... but you helped me give him my virginity on Thursday night! What the fuck?"
"And I ate your pussy and let you eat mine," Lolly reminded her. "Tell me you didn't love every second of it, tell me you haven't been using your hairbrush to masturbate and fuck yourself with fantasising about what we were going to be doing this afternoon and tonight ever since, tell me that, if you dare to tell that big a lie!"
"Well my hymen rupturing wasn't much fun," Gina said making a small moue with her mouth. "But, yes, it was fucking awesome... literally, I guess!" And a big smile broke out over her face. Turning to me she said, "Are you really my father, big daddy man?"
"I really don't know, Gina," I answered truthfully. "It's all news to me, too. But, from what your mum has told me of the night you were conceived and, unless you're either way older or way younger than your mum says, it adds up. We can get a paternity test to confirm if you'd like, but I'm happy to claim you as mine if you'd like me to?"
Tears were shining in Gina's eyes. "My own daddy to have and to love! I've always wanted to have one and have always wished there was some way to find out who he was." Suddenly looking crestfallen she said, "I guess we shouldn't be fucking anymore, then?"
Lolly immediately piped in. "Why on earth would you think that? I was about 99% sure John was your father the moment I got a good look at him in the cab. If I was against what happened after then do you think I would have let it happen?
No, if John wants, we're going to be family. A very close loving family who enjoy each other's bodies as well as their companionship and minds.
John is an excellent lover, who better to teach you all you need to know about sex and love than an excellent lover who is also your own father? Society will tell you what we're doing is wrong so us all being lovers will have to be our secret, but inside these four walls, nothing will be off-limits, nothing will be taboo!
What do you think John, Gina?"
Hey! Call me an old perve if you want, but I definitely wanted to continue sampling the charms of Shephard women! (Lolly and Gina's last name.)
Gina threw her arms around her mother and with happy tears streaming down her face. Gina straddled the still kneeling Lolly and covered her mother's face with kisses "Thank you, mummy. Thank you, thank you, thank you!"
"For what? Lolly asked.
"Finding my father and bringing him into our lives. You'll have to tell me the true story as to how I came to be later. But for now, I'm just so happy!"
She kissed Lolly some more. Lolly reached up between them and cupped her daughter's breasts. Thumbing Gina's nipples Lolly pinched them between her thumb and forefinger and gave them a gentle tweak and twist.
With a groan, Gina's kisses became more fervent and more intense. Quickly undoing the buttons to Gina's blouse Lolly pushed it back off her daughter's shoulders exposing Gina's creamy white push-up bra, not that Gina's double D tits needed much 'pushing up', the bra did emphasise her cleavage though, which I think was the point!
Reaching under Gina's skirt Lolly fingered Gina through her thong. Lifting up so her mum could raise her skirt up above her hips Gina tugged Lolly's T-shirt out from the waistband of her full-length skirt and lifted it over her mother's head revealing another, matching to her own, creamy push-up bra.
Flinging the T-shirt aside Gina took both of Lolly's breasts in her hands and pushed them together. Tonguing the globes and sensitive skin between them Gina soon had Lolly's breath also coming in short gasps.
'My girls have been experimenting together,' I thought. Not believing Gina would have known how to turn Lolly on so easily before Thursday night's awakening. Not wanting to miss out on the action I shrugged out of my leather jacket and dropped my jeans. Kicking off my boots and socks and stepping out of my jeans, leaving my T-shirt on, I got off the couch, and took a step over to where mother and daughter were still passionately kissing.
My nicely sized 7 in. dick was standing at full attention watching my daughter and her mother make out.
Bending my knees slightly I pushed the head of my cock against Lolly's pursed and kissing lips. Pulling her head back a little Lolly let my cock slide between hers and Gina's lips. Lashing my glans with her tongue Lolly continued to exchange fevered kisses with Gina.
Looking up at me a little surprised as she felt my cock slide across her lips Gina turned her head and moved it forward. Around the first 3 inches of my dick slid easily into her greedily sucking mouth. Wrapping her hand around my shaft Gina attempted to take more of my length deeper into the back of her throat.
Once more the head of my cock hit her gag reflex. Retching again Gina had to move her head back.
"This time, as you accept his cock into the back of your mouth, when you feel it nearing your gag reflex swallow quickly 2 or 3 times and hold still. Once you feel the need to retch fade swallow again and move forward a little more. It'll take some time, but we have plenty, if you keep going forward, swallowing and waiting, before repeating you'll soon get the hang of it and be able to let his cock slide past your tonsils without wanting to vomit," Lolly explained to Gina.
Letting my dick slip out of her mouth Gina turned to her mother and said "So, it's just a matter of persevering until your gag reflex learns to not react to being touched?" She asked.
"Pretty much," Lolly confirmed. "The twin keys are plenty of saliva, not usually a problem because your mouth will drool saliva with a cock in your mouth and banging on your gag reflex, and lots of swallowing to overcome the reflex."
Gina looked fetchingly up at me, her twin mounds heaving in a very visually pleasing way, and asked "Will you help me, daddy?"
Gina's mascara had formed 'panda eyes' because of the tears flowing from the gag reflex retching, and she looked both wrecked and slutty, as well as wantonly and willingly desperate to please. She was gorgeous and also almost sexually irresistible so who was I to refuse?
Nodding my head I watched avidly as she tried, once more, to take my whole length. This time, swallowing swiftly, Gina suddenly allowed my cock to slide past her gag reflex and down her throat without retching.
Grabbing my bum Gina pulled me as far into her mouth as I could possibly go. Remembering what her mum had done Gina sealed her lips around my shaft and sucked lasciviously on my cock. It was time to start imagining a naked Bronwyn Bishop again!
Pulling her head rapidly back Gina let out an exultant yell and crowed "I did it! I got it all down my throat! Yes!" Giving a fist pump she turned to her mother with a big smile on her face.
Smiling indulgently Lolly informed Gina "It will probably take more than one time before you can comfortably accept cocks past your reflex, my love!"
Looking a little crestfallen Gina tried to swallow me again. It took 3 goes before she was able to accept my full length again.
She was doing much better than me, though. After 20 years of sporadic trying, I still haven't managed to deep throat even an average-sized dick!
Letting me fall out of her mouth Gina attempted the feat again. This time I slid all the way in without a hitch. Gina tried 3 more times, accepting me all the way every time.
"Enough," Lolly said. "Poor John's balls must be dark blue with the need to cum!"
Looking concernedly up at me Gina let my cock pop out of her willing mouth "Do you need to cum, daddy?" She asked me.
I merely groaned and nodded my head.
Taking me all the way back down Gina cupped my balls and lightly squeezed them, something she must have done by instinct as Lolly's instruction hadn't included that feature yet!
Reaching down I placed my hands on either side of Gina's head and held firmly as I began to gently rock my hips back and forth.
Getting the hang of it quickly Gina tilted her head a little more forward and I was soon able to start to 'face fuck' her quite firmly. I was nearing that point of no return when I felt my ass cheeks being spread.
Lolly stuck her tongue in my ass, and wetly rimmed me. Well that was too much!
With a deep guttural growl, I unloaded into Gina's insistently sucking mouth. Spurting cum in huge globs too quickly for Gina to swallow I filled her mouth until it was leaking out of her lips which were still wrapped firmly around my shaft.
Shuddering and jerking forward a few more times I finished cumming and slowly sank back down onto the couch.
Gina looked at me beamingly, her lips and chin covered in cum as it dripped down onto her heaving cleavage, she said "My Gawd, daddy! You came so much!"
Lolly moved across to Gina, and after kissing her cum covered lips a few times, proceeded to lick and slurp all of my cum off our daughter's chin, lips, and luscious tits. Smacking and licking her lips the whole time.
Once Gina was all cleaned up Lolly dropped her ankle-length skirt, revealing her stockings and suspenders, and that she was completely knicker-less.
She crossed to where I was reclining on the couch, climbed up with her legs either side of me, used two fingers to spread her pussy lips, and sat on my face.
"Let's see if your oral skills have waned over the years, John." She said to me.
Tilting my head back, and grabbing Lolly's ass, I lifted and moved her up a little higher so I could reach her taint. Then I flattened my tongue out and licked from the edge of her anus, across her perineum, up over the entrance to her pussy, and onto her clitoris.
Circling that delicious nub with my tongue made as stiff as I could force it to be I began the return journey to the edge of her rosebud, pausing to lap her labia and vulva as I passed.
Lolly groaned and held the back of my head, pushing her cunt more firmly against my nose and mouth.
"Fuck that's good," she moaned. "So much harder and rougher than a woman does, not better, just different and equally as good!"
As I was concentrating on bringing Lolly to a massive orgasm I felt Gina moving up between my thighs again. Leaving my cock alone, she seemed to know the head was especially sensitive after cumming, Gina mouthed and licked my balls, sucking them, one after the other, into her mouth. Slipping her hand under me Gina gently fingered my ass.
Lifting her cunt off my face Lolly turned around, and shoving her tight buns back so I could tongue her asshole, sat back down on my face.
Rolling my tongue as tightly into a point as I could manage I began to 'tongue fuck' Lolly's ass. Lolly began to emit low, almost spat out, grunts.
The combination of Gina sucking my balls whilst fingering my anus and Lolly's obvious arousal soon had me erect again.
Seeing this Lolly spat on her hand and smeared it over the head and shaft of my cock. Her rosebud was well lubricated from my tonguing so she held the shaft of my dick and guided the head to the entrance of her anus. Holding my dick in place Lolly, with practiced ease, lowered her rear fuck hole onto my now turgid cock.



With a soft groan as I popped through her knot, she soon had me buried deep inside her rear passage.
Her position change had shifted Gina's mouth off my balls but Lolly had another use for her. Grabbing her daughter by the back of her head, and spreading her legs wide, Lolly shoved Gina's face onto her vulva.
"Lick Mummy's pussy, my little slut girl," Lolly hissed at her.
Remembering her lessons from the other night Gina began to lash her mum's vulva, labia, and clitoris with her tongue.
Awkwardly maneuvering her hand between her body and Lolly's upper thighs Gina slipped her index finger into her mum's cunt. Finding her mother's Gspot by hooking her finger a little up and back Gina began to rapidly circle Lolly's clit with her tongue and rub small circles over and around her mum's Gspot.
Lolly instantly started spitting out grunts again. Riding my cock like a rodeo rider on a bucking horse Lolly bounced vigorously up and down holding Gina's mouth firmly on her clit and vulva, making Gina nod her head up and down to keep up, and causing Gina's finger to slide salaciously across her Gspot.
It didn't take too long before Lolly almost literally exploded into a mind-bending orgasm. Mewling, moaning, and muttering epithets Lolly slowly bounced to a stop with my cock still buried deep in her ass.
Shuddering and twitching Lolly pushed Gina's head away from her pussy and, with one last spasm as she came a final time, pushed our daughter's finger out of her sopping wet front fuck hole.
Lolly had squirted at least 2 or 3 times as she came from the arse buggering I was giving her and Gina's ministrations. Her ejaculate had flowed down our daughter's chin and had pooled across and between Gina's tits.
Reaching behind her back Gina undid her bra straps and shrugged out of it. Her boobs bounced and settled after just the one bounce proving how firm they were. Wiping her mother's lady juices off her chest onto her hands and licking her fingers like they were sweet treats Gina pouted.
"I'm the only one who hasn't cum yet," She protested. Conveniently forgetting her orgasm after being spanked.
"I can take care of that for you, my girl," I told her.
Pushing her gently backward until she was fully reclined I pulled off her skirt and knickers, leaving her totally naked, and stripped off my T-shirt. Pushing her luscious thighs apart I moved on all fours between them.
Supporting most of my weight on my left hand I slipped my right arm under Gina's hips and lifted her ass a little off the floor. Letting my knees slide back I allowed my lower half to slowly settle onto Gina's pelvis.
Finding the entrance to her quim with the head of my cock I held my daughter firmly to me, and with a swing of my hips, slowly slid my rigid cock into her hot wet cunt. Gina was looking at me a little fearfully remembering the painful first time I had penetrated her but as my length and girth slowly spread her cunt open her eyes began to get wider and wider.
With a sudden tossing back of her head and a deep groan, Gina flung her arms around my neck, squeezing me tightly to her, and wrapped her legs around my hips. Involuntarily Gina bucked her hips up at me as I slid into her causing my pelvis to hit her pubic bone with an audible thump.
Holding her clit tightly against my pelvis Gina brought her head back forward. Peering down at where our bodies were joined she then looked up at me with wonderment in her eyes.
"Fuck that feels so good, Daddy! She moaned breathlessly. "Fuck me, daddy. Fuck your little princess like the slut she truly is!"
Who could resist that invitation? I mean, what's better than fucking an an18-year-old? Nothing! Right?
Rocking gently, at first, I began to stroke more and more of my length in and out of my daughter's pussy. Very soon I was pulling all but the tip of my cock's head out of her quim and slamming back in as hard as I could, pulling Gina's hips forcefully up at me as I thrust forward.
A rhythmical slapping sound filled the lounge room as I did exactly what my girl had asked me to do. I fucked her like the slut I was surely turning her into. Gina was bucking and jerking every time I thrust into her. Her legs spasming around me.
Just like her mother, she began to curse and mutter epithets as I roughly pounded her. Pulling my arm out from under her hips so I could lean a little away from her and pound her more parallel to the floor instead of downward I began to rake my fingers across her full double D chest, scraping what nails I had across her nipples harshly.
Lolly decided to join in at this point, kissing her daughter on the lips, causing Gina to moan and lock tongues with her, Lolly began to pull, twist and tweak our girl's nipples. I could feel Gina was about to erupt into a volcanic orgasm so positioning my arm over Lolly's ravaging hands I opened the palm of my hand.
Giving an extra-strong thrust and grinding my pubic bone against Gina's clitoris sent her rocketing over the edge into the abyss of a body-shaking orgasm. As she began to howl and scream in ecstasy I pulled my hand back and slapped Gina across the face quite firmly. She gasped loudly and spasmed like I'd given her an electric shock.
"Again, daddy, please," she begged me.
I slapped her again and Gina just dissolved. Squirting juices between us Gina came, squirted, came, squirted, and came again. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! Slap me again, daddy," she pleaded of me.
Thrusting hard into her one last time I complied. There was a loud thwack sound as my hand resoundingly made contact with her left cheek, leaving a red mark that I hoped wouldn't bruise. I'd hit her a bit harder than I meant to, caught up in the moment. The slap only caused another fountain of squirt from Gina's saturated pussy though.
Exhausted Gina, twitched a few times as the aftershock orgasms rolled through her, her head fell to one side, and her eyes fluttered closed. Patting her daughter's face Lolly admonished her. "You haven't taken care of your lover, my little Miss. He's given you so much pleasure are you going to leave him blue balled again?"
Shaking her head Gina forced her eyes open. "Do you want to come in me, daddy?" She asked. "The doc said it'll be 2 weeks before the pill takes effect but I also got an IUD fitted in the hopes you would want to make love to me again, so it'll be safe, this time!" with a cheeky grin towards her mother.
Taking her up on her offer I unwound the careful restraints I had put around my own lust and libido and began to slowly rock back and forth in my daughter's hot, wet, willing cunt.
She was so warm, tight, and slippery that it didn't take long. Pulling back further I forcefully shoved my dick into my Gina once, twice, and on the third stroke, blasted my cum deep into her grasping quim.
Feeling my ejaculate splashing across her cervix caused Gina to cum again, without squirting this time though. Totally exhausted I rolled off of Gina onto my back on the floor.
Rolling on her side Gina snuggled into me. I was beginning to nod off when I felt Gina being pushed onto her back. Sliding between Gina's thighs Lolly used her mouth and tongue to clean my cum from around, and in, as far as she could reach with her tongue, her daughter's cunt.
Moaning softly and clinging to my upper arm Gina came one more time as her mother licked her clean. I then felt a warm willing mouth nuzzling at my cock. Licking and sucking all around my dick and balls Lolly hoovered up all of her daughter's juices and the cum that had leaked out of Gina onto me.
Satisfied I was clean Lolly slipped up the opposite side of me to Gina, kissed me on the neck just below my ear, and said "You did well, John. She's learning, quickly, that pain and pleasure are just different sides of the same coin." Then snuggled in close to me. We all slipped into a light doze, recovering from our earlier exertions, and preparing ourselves for the next round.

End of Chapter 2

If the readers want I'll tell you about introducing Lolly and Gina to my youngest son, Gina's half-brother, and the fun that ensued.
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My Introduction to BDSM Part I: I Meet Eliza and Becca.

It was 1982, I was living in Hamilton, New Zealand having only recently left school and home.
I was 19, stood around the 6 foot 4 inches mark (193 cm) and weighed about 187 pounds (85 kg).
Years of athletics training had sculpted almost all the fat off my body. I had wide shoulders, long legs and had a brash confidence that struck some as arrogance.
I didn't consider myself that good looking but always believed I deserved to be dancing with, and chatting to, the prettiest girl in the room. Being tall, wide-shouldered and confident is (apparently) a fairly attractive combination because I usually did wind up dancing and chatting with that prettiest girl!
That, and the fact I had a steady, well-paying job with a bank, owned a car, and was renting an apartment, meant there was barely a Saturday, Sunday or Monday morning I woke up alone.
I'd go to one of the nightspots find a seat at the bar, buy a scotch (straight over ice), sip it, and simply watch for a time. Most of the guys there would have to get themselves completely smashed before they could get up the courage to talk to any of the girls.
Seriously, boys, you're an embarrassment, not only to yourselves, but to the entire male gender.
Towards the end of the night, after the non-desperate girls who had stayed on had fended off the drunken fumblings and fondlings of the clueless, I would move in on the girl, usually, in a group of 3 or 4, I had picked out from my observations.
The fact I could enunciate my request to dance without slurring or stumbling was usually surprising enough. Add in the fact I could actually dance and could make them look good dancing even if they weren't all that skilled, could hold a conversation, and didn't immediately try to pash and/or grope them and it was usually 'mission accomplished'!
FFS boys! Learn a few more dance moves than the 'drunken monkey shuffle' you all use and learn how to lead the dance so the girl you're dancing with can move with you. It's not that hard and you'll be amazed at the results it gets!
I would offer them a ride home, my car wasn't anything flash but it was clean and tidy and well maintained.
This is another FFS! Why do boys turn their cars into rubbish tips? No self-respecting girl is ever going to get in there, let alone into the backseat for some fun!
Once we were buckled in, I would turn to the girl and with a smile and ask "Would you like to come back to my place for a nightcap and a longer chat? No expectations, just a chat and see where we finish up?"
Of course, she wants to! She would have gone home with her mates if she didn't!
This particular Friday night I had taken my usual spot at the bar. It was only early, and the place was still mostly empty, so it was easy to run my eyes over the people there.
I didn't spot anyone I felt an immediate attraction to so I was engaging with a little bit of desultory conversation with a couple of the other guys sitting at the bar.
As I was sitting and watching I noticed an extremely attractive older (as in a lot older than me) woman walk in with a beautiful, perfectly formed, tiny blonde 'girl' on her arm (it was an over 18 nightclub and the checks are fairly severe so I knew she had to be at least 18. I was to find out later she was 21, older than me!).
The older woman was stunning. She must've stood about 5 foot 9 inches tall (175 cm) and was slender but had, what had to be, at least full 'C' cup breasts that stood high, firm and proud on her chest.
She was wearing a short skirt that was, definitely, an inch or two above mid-thigh. Her top was one of those types that had the built-in breast cups but the material only reached about halfway around her rib cage where they changed into a couple of straps so her lithe and well-toned back was displayed.
The top and the skirt didn't quite meet, the tummy in-between was flat and also much toned.
Her legs were long and slim. Her ankles and feet, in a pair of strappy sandals, were fine and well-formed.
As I said she was, absolutely, gorgeous!
I'm sure I wasn't the only guy in that bar a little shorter of breath!
The older woman looked around and spotted me checking her out. Our eyes met for a brief second and I swear I felt a spark jump! Her eyes continued past me but then snapped back. She raised an eyebrow slightly and I smiled.
Turning to the 'porcelain doll' with her the older woman said something to the girl, not sure what, but the girl shook her head vehemently, pouted and stamped her little foot.
The older woman folded her arms under her breasts.
I had to take a deep breath and control an urge to 'adjust myself'.
She tapped an elbow with her index finger at the same time as tapping a foot.
The porcelain doll melted, clasped her hands in front of her, and looked down all shy and embarrassed. The older woman said something else, took some keys out of her handbag and handed them to the blonde.
The girl hurried from the bar.
My first thought was one of disappointment; 'Damn", I thought. "Probably lesbians!"
Watching the girl leave I had somehow lost sight of the older woman.
Suddenly there was a dark sultry voice at my elbow. "May I take this seat?"
Thinking she meant could she take it somewhere else? I said, "Of course." The woman immediately climbed up on it beside me.
Sitting on the stool, I was standing, she was less than full hand shorter than me.
"I'm Eliza," she said, holding out her hand. "But you can call me Liz!"
I took the proffered hand, kissed the back of it lightly, and replied "John, but you can call me John!" I said and smiled (corny, I know, but something inane always seems to break the ice quicker).
Now that Liz was closer I could see she had dark brown eyes that were huge, the whites of her eyes were the finest and clearest I have ever seen. Liz had an olive complexion with very little makeup other than a little contouring around the nose and dark ruby red lipstick.
Her long wavy hair wasn't the black I thought it had been from across the room but was a dark lustrous brown. Her skin was flawless and her teeth were small, white and perfectly formed.
I was immediately entranced. Although she was, obviously, a good (I thought) 7 -- 8 years older than me I wanted this woman badly.
Unlike normally I couldn't think of a damned thing to say. I mean, what could this callow youth ever talk to this Goddess about that would interest her?
Fortunately, Liz didn't seem to either mind or notice. She asked me questions about what I did for a job, where I lived, what hobbies did I have, etc.? I was starting to feel a bit like a deer caught in the headlights when Liz leant forward and kissed me.
Now kissing is something I have always done well.
Fortunately, my instincts were working far better than my brain. I parted my lips slightly and tilted my head a little to the right. When I felt her tongue brush my lips I sent mine a little way out to meet it.
Liz sat back "Very, very good," she breathed a little huskily. "Let's skip the bullshit formalities. I'm guessing you drove as, by the lack of ice in your still partially full glass, you weren't planning on drinking much, and were hoping to take someone home?"
I nodded.
"Good," she said. "You can take me home, but to mine, not yours!"
Who was I to argue?
She held my arm as we walked down the stairs and into the night. It had started to pour with rain whilst we were in the club and with a delighted squeal, Liz held tight to my upper arm as I wrapped my arm around her hips and ran across the road, virtually carrying her, to my car.
Opening her door I held her hand as she sat down and swung her feet into the car, I caught a tantalising glimpse of her knickers as she did. To my horror, I was instantly hard.
Now I'm not 'huge' by any standards but even a 7-inch dick leaves a noticeable bulge in a pair of skin-tight jeans!
Hoping it might subside on the way around to my side I jumped into the driver's seat. No such luck, I'm sorry to say!
Liz gave directions to her place but, after one look at my tented trousers and a raised eyebrow, she, fortunately, chose to ignore my obvious erection.
Pulling up in the driveway of a modest 3 bedroom home in one of the more upmarket areas of Hamilton I quickly jumped out, and trying to adjust my trousers to hide my tent pole, made my way around to help Liz out of the car, catching another tantalising glimpse of knickers as I did so.
Liz held my forearm again as we walked to her front door. This close her scent was intoxicating. A light smell of flowers with a deeper smell of musk layered underneath.
My mouth was dry and my mind racing. What could this obvious Goddess, who could have her pick of any, and all, men, want with me?
Unlocking the door Liz waited for me to open and hold it for her to walk through. We entered into a sparsely, but expensively, furnished lounge.
Turning the lights on Liz said "My bedroom is the last on the left down the hall," indicating the open doorway ahead of us. "Jump up on the bed. I just have to 'powder my nose' and refresh myself and I'll join you in there shortly."
Heading down the hall I opened the door Liz had indicated.
The room was quite dark, with the curtains drawn. There were two lit candles on either side of the headboard of the king-sized bed. As my eyes adjusted I noticed the bed was already occupied.
Assuming I had misheard I apologised and backed out of the room and went and sat down back in the lounge.
A few minutes later Liz appeared at the door and was about to turn out the lights when she noticed me sitting there. "I thought I told you to hop up onto the bed?" she said.
"You did," I replied. "But there was someone already in there."
"I know," She replied. "Now go jump up as I told you to! Oh, and by the way, take all of your clothes off too!"
I mean, what the living fuck, right? But I'm 19, as horny as a jackrabbit in mating season, and game for whatever the fuck is going on here!
So I went back to the room, stripped everything off, and climbed up onto the bed. As soon as my ass hit the mattress the woman already in the bed sat up.
This close I could see it was the perfectly formed, beautiful, tiny girl that had entered the club with Liz a couple of hours before.
She was completely naked, except for a collar and leash, and had nipple clamps, on a silver chain, attached to her nipples. Her breasts had to be at least as large as Liz's, and on such a tiny frame, they looked enormous.
Her pussy was completely shaved and her labia were swollen. She was, obviously, already quite sexually aroused. I could, literally, smell her arousal being this close to her.
Looking me over as intently as I was her the girl spoke "Very nice," she said. "Mistress has always had impeccable taste in men! My name is Becca, yours?"
'Mistress'? I thought to myself but only said "I'm John," in return.
Becca smiled "Pleased to meet you, John. You're in for a treat, if you're up to it?"
Fuck yes, I thought! I don't know what the fuck is going on here but I'm going to ride this pony 'til it, or I, drop dead! I only said "I'm game," to Becca though.
Just then Liz came through the door.
She had changed into a dark red bustier and was wearing only a thong to go with it. The bustier had pushed up and mounded her breasts perfectly. The colour of her bustier matched her lipstick and thong.
She also wore black stockings complete with suspenders and a pair of jet black 7-inch stiletto heels.
Liz was carrying a 'cat o' nine tails' flogger and had tied a strapon dildo with a fake cock, just a little smaller than my real one, around her hips. The 'dick' jutted salaciously out in front of her.
Lesser men would probably have lost their load right there and then, I very nearly did! She was the epitome of a Sex Goddess!
"Why aren't you two fucking already?" She demanded. "Jaysus! Do you want a written invitation, John?"
I was like "Wha...?"And I looked at Becca.
Becca grinned then pounced on me.
Before I knew what was happening all 7 inches of my rock hard dick were in Becca's mouth. It slipped in past her gag reflex without even the slightest of hitches!
Wrapping her tiny hand as far around the bottom of my shaft as she could, my dick looked fucking huge in her tiny hand, Becca started to milk me as she bobbed her head up and down my cock.
She would let all but the head of my dick slide out of her mouth, then pulling insistently on the shaft, Becca would swirl her tongue around the head of my penis, pausing to occasionally lap at the precum leaking from the eye, before sliding every inch of me back down her throat and sucking incessantly.
After only a few seconds of this, I was already lying back on the pillow, with my eyes squeezed tightly shut, doubling and tripling numbers in my head trying to hang on for a few more moments.
Just as I thought I might have got myself under control I felt Liz's undeniable presence beside me on the bed.
She blew gently in my ear and followed that with her warm wet tongue.
Breathing huskily she said in her dark sultry voice "What are you holding back for? Fill this slut up with your cum!"
That was too much!
With an expansive groan, I shot what was to be the first of many loads deep down the willingly sucking throat of Becca. I must've shot a bucket full as even such an accomplished cock sucker as Becca couldn't quite swallow it all.
When Becca sat up, with some of my cum leaking out between her lips and running down her chin, Liz grabbed her firmly on both sides of her head and proceeded to lick the overflow of cum off Becca's face.
If I had gone even a little soft, I surely wasn't now!
Kissing Becca passionately Liz swung a leg over my still reclining body, shifting the straps of the strapon and her thong aside, she guided me into her warm wet snatch.
I'm sure I've been in tighter pussies before but I certainly don't remember when!
Liz rode me like I was a rodeo bull, bucking and writhing on my rock hard dick, all the time exchanging heated kisses with Becca. Liz put her hand on Becca's head and guided it down to her breasts.
Becca started to tongue-lash Liz's nipples, alternating with, sucking one into her mouth and gently pulling on it with her teeth. Back and forth between Liz's nipples Becca continued to lash and suck alternatively.
Low groans of ecstasy started to emanate from Liz, hearing this I reached my left hand out and pulled the strapon a little away from her body before reaching between it and Liz's body with my right hand. Placing my four fingers on Liz's pubic bone I stretched my thumb down and began to manipulate her clitoris.
With a high pitched shuddering groan Liz came on my cock hard. Tossing her head and rolling her eyes Liz rode me to another 2 or 3 minor orgasms.
Without waiting for me to cum Liz opened her eyes and looked at Becca "On your back, my little cunt licker," Liz instructed Becca. "Put a pillow under your hips."
Becca immediately flopped onto her back, sliding a pillow under her bottom as she did.
Liz swung her leg back over me and moved, on her knees, between Becca's legs.
Pushing Becca's knees back enough to lift her hips off the ground Liz is able to move her thighs under Becca's bottom and hips. Liz then pushed Becca's thighs wide apart, spreading Becca's sex lewdly. Liz grabbed the base of the 'cock' part of the strapon, lined the head up with the entrance to Becca's entrance, and slid the strapon deep into Becca's cunt in one firm, long shove.
There was an audible slap as Liz's pelvis hit Becca's clit area and her upper thighs smacked into Becca's perineum.
Becca tilted her head back, closed her eyes, and with an exultant smile, groaned deeply and gutturally.
Pausing momentarily to give Becca a chance to adjust to being impaled on her 'cock' Liz looked at me and said "This slut has another 2 holes that are empty, why don't you fill one of them up, big boy?"
Not needing another invitation I straddled Becca's chest with my bottom resting gently on her magnificent bosoms and nipple clamps I held the back of Becca's head and guided my cock back into her eager warm mouth.
As before I was able to slide the whole length down her throat, past her gag reflex, without a hitch.
Very quickly I was giving Becca a right royal 'face fucking'. She was so good at swallowing the whole length I didn't have to hold back at all and could pound into her as hard as any pussy I had ever been in.
Liz and I created a pounding and slapping rhythm. As I pounded into Becca's willing mouth Liz's thighs and pelvis slapped into Becca's clit and ass cheeks.
Having already cum once this evening I was able to easily control my need to cum to start with. That lasted until I felt a warm wet finger slide between my butt cheeks.
Looking over my shoulder I watched, fascinated, as Liz sucked her index finger, making it very wet, then reached forward and, using the wetness still there from her earlier assault, proceeded to rim my rosebud (obviously I couldn't actually see her rim me, I'm not an owl! But I could certainly feel it!). Liz slipped a little of her forefinger inside my ass and I immediately lost it!
With a deep resonating growl I began to shoot another load into Becca's greedily sucking mouth.
"Pull out and cum on her face!" Liz instructed.
I didn't have as much to give as the first time but I still managed an impressive coating of cum over Becca's eyes, nose, lips, cheeks and chin.
Liz pulled her 'dick' out of Becca's grasping cunt, popped the straps to the dildo off, and stripped off her thong. Pushing me out of the way, Liz demanded Becca scoot a little further down the bed, swung her leg over Becca's head, and sat down on her face.
Rubbing her pussy all over Becca's face, smearing my cum everywhere around her pussy and perineum, Liz instructed Becca to "Clean up every single scrap, you cum drinking slut! If you miss even one speck I will flog your ass raw!"
Becca started to feverishly tongue every part of Liz's pussy, perineum and ass.
As Becca got into her 'work' Liz leant forward into a classic 69 position with her and started to lick and lap at Becca's clit and vulva. Liz slipped her forefinger into Becca's cunt and her middle finger into Becca's ass.
Moaning now, as well as licking everywhere she could reach, Becca started to hump her hips up at Liz's invading fingers.
Liz lifted her head from Becca's snatch, turned it toward me, and glared.
"What? I asked.
"My pussy seems to be empty of dick!" She said sternly. "Surely you're still good to go?"
Hell! I'm 19, bitch! Life is one constant erection! Heck, if I'm about to hook up with some really hot chick for the first time, I'll go and have a quick whack off in the loos, to make sure I can have some staying power, before getting down to business.
Kneeling behind her toned firm ass I grabbed my dick and quickly rubbed the head up and down her slit a couple of times to make sure it was well lubricated before slipping it deep into her cunt. Becca's tongue on my balls and shaft as I slipped my cock in and out of Liz's pussy was an exquisite delight but this time I was well in control, having cum twice already.
Becca had already had several small orgasms on Liz's expert tongue and was, obviously, building towards a huge one. As Becca built toward her epic climax I could hear and feel Liz also heading toward that peak so I grabbed her hips firmly and started to really pound her.
Liz began to toss her head back and forth and grunt every time I thrust into her and my hips smacked against her ass.
She was still fingering Becca closer and closer to orgasm but had given up her ministrations with her tongue.



Becca suddenly flung her head back, straightened her legs, thrust her hips up at Liz and emitted a high pitched almost scream as she came hard on Liz's fingers.
Hearing her girl pop sent Liz over the edge and she started pushing back to meet my thrusting hips.
Feeling her quim pulse I brought my open palms forcefully down on her firm round buttocks. Smacking her tight ass sent Liz into orbit. She shoved back at my cock, groaned loudly, came, spasmed, and came again as I smacked her ass a second time.
Once again, before I had a chance to cum in her, Liz pushed me off. She turned and said forcefully "I dish out the spankings around here, boy! You are never to smack me again!"
I just shrugged. 'What's the big deal?' I thought. 'You obviously loved it as you came the hardest you have yet!' But I didn't say anything.
My dick was still rock hard and throbbing and all I wanted to do was cum again. Seeing my dick throb and jump Liz indicated Becca.
Becca was still lying on her back, she had lifted and spread her legs again, her heels were together and both knees were resting on the bed. Her sex was glistening lewdly and her pussy lips were full and flushed.
Becca was tweaking and pulling on the nipple clamps and fingering her clit whilst dipping a finger into her cunt from time to time. Her hips were writhing and she was constantly moaning and occasionally thrusting her hips up as if wishing she was being penetrated.
I've never seen someone more desperate to be fucked!
"Well?" Liz asked "That cunt," indicating Becca, "isn't going to fuck itself!"
I moved over to Becca, taking Liz's spot between her thighs, I slipped my hands under Becca's armpits so I could grasp her shoulders and rest most of my weight on my elbows I pushed firmly into Becca's sex. I hit the right spot immediately and my rock hard 7-inch cock spread her cunt lips and slid, full length, deep into her pussy.
Becca immediately wrapped her legs around me and started to thrust back at me grinding her clitoris against my pelvic bone. Lifting her head Becca bit my neck hard, leaving what I was sure was going to be an obvious hickey, not good for my bank job on Monday.
She hissed in my ear "Fuck me you cunt licker, fuck me like the cum guzzling slut I am!"
Hearing such disgusting words coming from her mouth only served to heighten my arousal. I grabbed her shoulders firmly and, pulling her down onto my cock, I proceeded to do exactly what she asked.
I fucked that beautiful porcelain doll just as hard and for as long as I could. Pulling all but the head of my entire 7-inch cock out of her pussy I would simultaneously slam back into her wet hot cunt and pull hard down on her shoulders causing my pelvic bone to slam against her sex.
After the second or third time, I slammed into her Becca started to cum. She screamed, bit me, and screamed again. She was thrusting back at me as I drove into her, muttering curses at me as she did.
I heard her swear "Fuck my cunt, you fucking pussy muncher! Use this cum receptacle to dump your load in! Fill my twat up, you fanny licker! Let me feel your seed splashing in my quim!"
I couldn't hold on a second longer! With a deep guttural groan, I shot spurt after spurt deep into Becca's grasping and willing cunt.
Just as I started to cum Liz once again shoved a wet finger partly into my anus, I'm not sure it helped but it certainly didn't hinder!
Becca must have cum at least 6 times and was still moaning and thrusting her hips as I slipped out of her.
She immediately rolled onto her stomach with a pillow under her luscious breasts, spread her legs apart, and started to play with her clit dipping two fingers into her pussy as she did.
Liz had somehow reattached the strapon and picked up the 'cat o' nine' flogger.
Pushing me aside she said sternly "Hold there, I'm not finished with you yet. But I need to take care of this slut first!"
I expected Liz to start fucking Becca with the strapon again but first, she administered 5 or 6 really hard whacks with the flogger onto Becca's ass and lower back.
Every time the 'cat' impacted on her Becca would give a little scream and cum.
After administering the hits Liz plunged the strapon back into Becca's red hot snatch, fucking her with long fluid strokes.
Taking my cue from earlier I tried to mount Liz from behind but she turned her head to me and said "Not this time, stud!"
Becca's moans and groans, after about 15 minutes of constant cumming, slowly changed into whimpers.
Hesitating, with the head of the dildo, pulled almost all of the way out of Becca's cunt, Liz asked "Had enough, my little fuck doll?"
Becca whimpered "Yes."
"Go get yourself cleaned up and into your pyjamas then report back here!" Liz instructed her.
Liz turned to me, unhooked the strapon and put it on her dresser.
She looked at me directly "Would you like to cum in my pussy, John?"
Well derr! Does the Pope shit in the woods?
I nodded emphatically.
"First you have to let me hit you 9 times with this," she said, hefting the 'cat'. "And thank me after everyone!"
I wasn't sure about this but I had never been in a pussy as tight, warm, and wet as hers before so I figured 'what the hell? I'm a fairly big guy what harm can she do?'
I lay face down on the mattress.
I had barely gotten down when she hit me right in that nexus of nerves just above your buttocks, where your spine and tail bone merge, with the straps of the flogger. Fuck it hurt!
"Fuck!" I yelled.
"I assume that wasn't one, as you didn't thank me, John?" Liz said.
"One, thank you!" I said quickly.
She immediately hit me in the same spot again.
"The correct answer is 'One, thank you, Mistress'." She demanded of me.
Again with this 'Mistress' shit, what's with that?' I thought but said, "Two, thank you, Mistress!"
Liz gave an evil chuckle "Good try, my little pussy sniffer, but we still haven't completed 'one', yet!"
Little? I thought. Bitch I could pick both you and your doll up by the ankles and rip you in two like you were a chicken wishbone, who are you calling little?
To this day I'm not sure why I didn't just bend her over and fuck her right there and then! Instead, I let Liz hit me with the flogger again. It hit right in the middle of my back and barely hurt at all.
'Now this is more like it,' I thought. "One, thank you, Mistress," I said.
The next 3 were all spaced in the same area so it was an easy "2, 3 and 4, thank you, Mistress," for me.
The 5th was right on my ass quickly followed 6 and 7 on the backs of my thighs.
Now that fucking hurt! So it was through gritted teeth that I said the number and "Thank you, Mistress!"
The 8th was between my shoulder blades and caused barely a ripple but for the 9th Liz took a step back and really leant on it.
I could hear the 'tails' whistle through the air as it landed on that same nexus spot as the first hit with a solid meaty thump.
I very nearly swore "Fuck!" again but managed a gasped "Nine, thank you, Mistress," through clenched teeth.
Liz stroked and kissed the area where her last hit had landed rubbing the hurt into my flesh. "Good boy," she said. "We'll make a good subbie boy out of you yet!"
What the fuck is a 'subbie boy' I thought!
She proceeded to kiss down my spine until she was at the cleft of my ass. Holding my cheeks apart Liz tongued the sensitive skin over the end of my tail bone.
My hard-on, which had flagged considerably during the 'flogging', returned to full stiffness.
Lying back on the bed Liz spread her legs, took hold of my dick, and guided me into her soaking wet pussy (apparently flogging me had really turned her on!).
Now, remember, I'm 19. My 'love making' at this stage more resembles a 'bull at a gate' than anything resembling finesse and control! Sure, I can cum often and go all night, but my idea of foreplay is a quick tweak of the nipples, a flick of my tongue on the woman's clit, and it's straight onto the 'dick in vagina' fucking I did know how to do well!
Liz made me slow down.
Yes, I was buried nuts deep in her pussy but instead of crashing into and out of her, she made me take long slow fluid strokes.
Once my pubic bone had hit her vulva and clit I was to grind myself against her for a quick moment before sliding my length back out.
With Liz guiding my every move I was able to establish a slow languid rhythm. Very soon I could feel Liz was starting to move with me.
Her voice was husky and she was quite breathless "That's very good, John," she said. "Now slowly increase your pace, drive me up to the edge."
Speeding up my strokes I still concentrated on taking the brief moment to grind my pelvis against her clit at the bottom of the stroke.
Liz's breath was coming in short hard gasps. "Stay with me and cum in me as soon as you feel me cumming," She moaned.
Keeping the rhythm I had established I started doubling and quadrupling numbers in my head to stop from cumming too soon.
Suddenly Liz gasped "That's it, baby! Fuck me hard right now!"
This was right up my alley!
Wrapping my arm under her hips I effortlessly lifted her lower half off the bed and, supporting myself on one hand, drove my dick into her as hard as I could.
It only took 3 strokes and Liz threw her head back, groaned deliriously, and moaned "Oh, fuck yes! That is so good!"
She clung to me as her hips bucked up against mine and bit her lower lip as she fell into a blissful orgasm.
Feeling her hips bucking I released the tight control I was holding over my orgasm and felt myself shooting deep inside her velvety tight pussy.
Feeling me cum Liz moved and tried to roll me over. Taking the hint I rolled onto my back.
Liz guided my still semi-hard cock back into her pussy and rode me to give herself another couple of smaller orgasms until I went completely soft and dropped out of her pussy.
Liz turned to the right side of the bed where unnoticed by me, Becca had returned dressed in a tiny 'baby doll' nightie. Liz lay back on the pillow and spread her legs.
Talking to Becca she said, "Come and clean me up, my little whore."
Becca immediately climbed up on the bed and used her tongue to clean all of my juices from in and around Liz's well fucked cunt, Liz was able to achieve another couple of small orgasms in the process.
Once Becca had her clean Liz indicated me.
"Take John to the shower, wait for him, then you may take him to your bed for the night."
She glared at both of us "There will be no more fucking tonight! But, if John will let you, you may blow him in the morning. Off you both go!"
Well, what the living fuck, right? What kind of woman sends her new lover off to sleep in a bed with her girlfriend, forbids them to fuck, but allows her girlfriend to 'blow him' in the morning?
Over the next few months, I would find out!

End of Part I
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Chapter 5: In Our Bedroom.

From chapter 4:
... With that the bedroom door opens and the 3 absentees walk in. Mistress Vicky and I separate and allow Erica and Harry to climb into the middle.
Harry looks embarrassed to be in a baby doll nighty but unbelievably his little 4 in. cock is already back at half-mast.
Mistress Vicky instructs Harry to lie on his side facing away from her and toward Erica. She reaches around and grabs his tiny dick. Erica takes her cue and lies on her side facing Harry.
The naughty little minx then backs her plump bottom back into my groin....
So I smacked her bottom. "Take care of your husband, you little slut!" I instructed her. "Use your mouth and there had better not be even one drop spilt or it will be more than my open palm on your ass!"
Erica immediately went down on Harry. She swallowed all of his 4 inches down to the back of Mistress Vicky's hand. She cupped Harry's balls and slid her index finger along his perineum before rimming his rosebud.
I was a little surprised how quickly Harry lost his load again until I noticed that Mistress Vicky was whispering in his ear and tweaking his nipples. Erica, as told, gulped down every drop, though I'm not sure Harry had much left to give!
Whilst Erica was sucking Harry off she was constantly thrusting her hips back at me and moaning, almost begging me to stick my dick in her. I kept fending her off with slaps to her ass, but this only seemed to inflame her passions more.
By the time Harry had shot what he could into her mouth Erica was writhing and groaning and had started to finger herself.
Pushing Erica onto her back I instructed Harry "Your turn, my little bitch! Take care of your wife! Or, would you like me to do the job for you? I promise you, after I stick this in her," indicating my cock, "she will hardly feel you at all for the next couple of days!"
Looking down at his flaccid dick Harry gave a defeated sigh "I don't think I can," he mumbled embarrassedly.
"Oh FFS!" I say sternly. "You have a tongue and fingers, don't you? Unless you want to watch your wife fucked with a real dick and not a cocktail sausage?"
Harry immediately clambered between Erica's thighs and started to lick her feverishly, but with more enthusiasm than skill. It soon became obvious that he still had no real idea how to use his tongue and fingers to please a woman.
Looking down to the end of the bed, where Anna had taken her usual sleeping position lying crossways along the bottom of the bed, I said to her "Come up here and show this clueless worm how to properly please a woman's cunt!"
Anna quickly joined Harry between Erica's thighs causing Erica to have to throw a leg over each of their outer shoulders. Anna inverted her hand so that her left hand and fingers were pointing back toward herself. Putting her forefinger and thumb on either side of Erica's slit Anna lewdly separated Erica's sex exposing her small stiff clitoris.
Flattening her tongue over the whole area Anna ran her tongue firmly up and down Erica's clit a couple of times before, making her tongue into an almost point, flicking Erica's clit a couple of times followed by 3 or 4 quick circles around the outside edges.
Flattening her tongue again Anna ran it wetly and firmly down the middle of Erica's labia and lapped at the entrance to her vulva before repeating the whole process.
Erica's head was pushed as far back as she could stretch it, her hips were almost self-levitating off the mattress, and she had taken each of her nipples between the thumb and forefinger of both of her hands and was pulling and twisting on them as well moaning gutturally.
I looked over at Mistress Vicky and saw a look of amazement, that I'm sure was mirrored on my own, on her face. "What a slut!" I mouthed at Mistress Vicky. Mistress Vicky nodded in agreement and we both turned back to the action.
"Your turn," Anna told Harry.
Harry did his best to imitate what Anna had shown him. He seemed to mostly succeed as Erica's groans never let up.
Anna pushed her right hand underneath her body, up between her breasts, close to Erica's thrusting hips and pussy. Resting most of her weight on her elbow and forearm, Anna slid the first 2 fingers of her right hand into Erica's hot wet pussy forcing Harry to concentrate on circling, flicking and lapping Erica's clit.
Anna pushed Harry's head aside with her left hand "Just watch," she told him.
Anna placed her lips around Erica's clitoris and gently sucked it into her mouth before releasing and lapping at it, then circling it, before repeating the sucking motion.
At the same time, Anna hooked her fingers, which were still inside Erica's cunt, up and back a little. Finding Erica's Gspot, and stimulating it, Anna continued to, circle and lap at Erica's clit, as well as regularly repeating the sucking action.
Erica's moans quickly became faster and higher-pitched, it was obvious the little tart was about to pop another orgasm again.
Just as Erica was about to blow Anna withdrew her fingers and removed her mouth from Erica's clit. A frustrated groan of disappointment emanated from Erica.
Once again, amazed, I touched Mistress Vicky's arm, we looked at each other and shook our heads in wonder.
"Now you," Anna said to Harry and got up on her knees.
Harry took the middle position between Erica's spread thighs. Erica immediately wrapped her lush thighs around Harry's head and guided his head onto her eagerly waiting pussy.
Copying what he had seen Anna do Harry rested on his elbows and forearms, this allowed him to spread her sex with one hand, as Anna had done, and slip 2 fingers of his other hand into Erica's grasping cunt.
It was pretty close to what Anna had taught him but Erica wasn't quite reacting as fervently as she had with Anna doing it. Anna touched Harry's shoulder, when he looked at her, she showed him her first 2 fingers and indicated that he should hook them up and back a little as she had done.
Harry did as shown and soon found that slightly rough spot on the inside front of Erica's vulva that indicated her Gspot and rubbed across it with the tips of his 2 fingers.
A deep, guttural, prolonged moan immediately poured out of Erica's mouth. Encouraged, Harry, sucked Erica's clit into his mouth and gently nipped down on it before pulling back slightly.
This proved to be enough for Erica, almost squealing, she held Harry's head tight to her pussy and, bucking like a rodeo horse, came hard, shuddered, and came again, coming for the first time from oral sex by her husband.
Harry sat up looking immensely proud of himself.
"Have you two finally had enough?" I demanded. "Can we get some sleep now?"
I then became aware of more low moans echoing in the chamber. Anna had slipped over between Mistress Vicky's thighs and, kneeling with her cute ass up in the air, was busily giving an encore performance on Mistress Vicky's pussy.
"What?" Mistress Vicky asked me between moaning and thrusting up at Anna's eagerly lapping tongue. "Watching them made me horny! And this slut," indicating Anna, "is always happy to help out!"
FFS! Now I was hard again too!
So I got up on my hands and knees behind Anna's gently swaying ass. Spitting on my hand I rubbed the moisture onto my cockhead. Pulling Anna's ass cheeks apart I let some more spit dribble out onto the cleft of her ass. I spread that around the entrance to her rosebud and positioned my cock at the entrance. I took a firm grasp of Anna's hips and forcefully drove my entire length deep into her bowel in one savage stroke.
Anna's head dropped to the bed and an explosive grunt spat from her mouth. I was a little worried that I had hurt her, but I should have known better.
Anna lifted her head, turned back to look at me, and groaned "Fuck this slut's dirt hole, Master, fill it up with your seed, please?"
And went back to bringing Mistress Vicky to a crescendo.
I pumped my length in and out of her dark hole watching and waiting for Mistress Vicky to reach climax. It didn't take long. Mistress Vicky clenched her thighs tightly around Anna's head and with a shuddering moan bucked up against Anna's eagerly licking tongue and exploded into another mind-boggling orgasm.
Seeing and feeling this, with a firm strong voice, I demanded of Anna "Come for me now, my little cum queen!"
This is one of Anna's 'trigger' phrases, the ones I used to train her to 'come on demand', and so she instantly dissolved into a ground-shaking orgasm, her sphincter squeezing down at my invading cock.
Feeling this I grabbed Anna's hips, pinching down on the flesh hard, and pounded into her anal fuck hole as firmly as I could before pumping whatever I had left into her.
Groaning I let my deflating penis drop out of Anna's ass.
Being a good, well trained, slut she swung immediately around and took my now flaccid cock into her mouth to clean all traces of my cum off it, grateful, I'm sure, that I insist she douches before any sexual activity.
With everyone finally satiated we all drifted off to sleep. The last thing I saw, before drifting off to sleep, was Erica cuddled up to Harry smiling, stroking his head and kissing him.
Anna, as usual, beat everyone up the next morning. Saturday had dawned clear and bright.
It was about 8.30 when Anna opened our bedroom door carefully carrying a large tray with 4 plates of bacon, eggs, hash browns and toast along with 4 cups of black coffee, a small jug of milk and a bowl of sugar.
Handing Mistress Vicky (MsV) the plate with the gluten-free toast and distributing cutlery Anna momentarily disappeared before coming back in with another plate for herself.
There's not much conversation as we all tucked into some breakfast. I was wondering how to politely send Harry and Erica home when my ears were pricked by a conversation between MsV and Anna.
"You'll have to take Harriet back to your bedroom to make her up suitable for a 'girl's day' at the shops," MsV says. "You're probably a little bigger-bodied than Harriet but I'm probably close enough so he can borrow one of my sundresses until we can purchase him some outfits for himself.
Your shoes," Ms V says to Anna, "will have to do, for now, as well. He's lucky as women's shoe sizes will fit him easily."
Harry, feeling rested and basking in his newfound ability to orally please his wife, got out of the bed, and tried to 'butch up'.
"I will not be dressing in anybody's clothes but mine!" He tried to assert forcefully. "In fact, I will be taking this off," indicating the baby doll nightie he was still wearing, "and escorting my wife home!"
I was about to crush him when Erica intervened speaking quietly, but vehemently "You will do as Mistress Vicky says and dress in whatever she says. You will not take off your nightie until Mistress says you can and you will not be 'escorting' me anywhere! Or I will be emailing photos to your bosses and your pastor as well as to your sisters and mother, do I make myself clear?"
Harry crumpled, almost in tears, he sniffled "You wouldn't, Erica, would you?"
Erica assumed the same pose she had seen MsV use on him. Arms crossed under her full luscious breasts, as she was still completely starkers it was quite an impressive sight, Erica placed one foot slightly ahead of the other and tapped that foot on the ground at the same time as tapping her forefinger on her arm just to the side of her elbow.
"I would and I will! This is the price we pay to open up our sex lives and to fix our love life. We agree to submit to Sir and Mistress Vicky, doing everything they wish. They agree to teach us all about sex, how to fuck and be fucked, how to please and be pleased and how to become our true authentic selves. I'm willing to pay the price, and so help me God, one way or another, you will too! Otherwise, your Mother will be the first to see the photos!"
Inwardly a little shocked at Erica's insistence and vehemence I looked across at MsV.
She raised an eyebrow and said to me "I think our little slut," indicating Erica, "may have some 'switch' tendencies!" And laughed.
"That's settled then," Erica said. "Now follow Anna and do what she says just as if it was me or Mistress Vicky saying it!"
"I'm not gay!" Harry whined. "Why do I have to dress like a girl?"
Speaking sternly, I took over. "Did you come easily and willingly into Anna's pussy last night dressed as a sissy? Did you not also shoot what seemed like a bucketful into Anna's mouth at least twice, plus you also came in your wife twice, once in her pussy, and once in her mouth, all dressed as a woman?"
Harry, looking miserable, could only nod his head.
"Your sexuality is a little perverted," I said to him. "But, fortunately for you, you're amongst people who not only like that but, in fact, crave it! The girls are going to turn you into a sissyboi or, maybe more accurately a 'fetish dresser'."
"Fetish dresser?" Harry asked.
"One that dresses in the clothing, especially undergarments and lingerie, generally considered to be of the opposite sex to them for the purpose of sexual gratification," I explained.
"You think I might be one of those?" Harry asked.
"I'm guessing the girls will find out today," I replied.
Erica, who had been watching and listening avidly, exclaimed "Is that why he dresses in my underwear sometimes? Is that why he goes hard when I yell at him?"
"I'm guessing so," I shrugged. "I'm no psychologist, just someone who has been dealing in kink for a very long time! But, I'm pretty sure, Harry's been so worried about being 'gay', which is against his religious upbringing, that he's kind of built a block. Last night was a good start in breaking it down. The girls will break another huge chunk of it down today, I'd think! Poor Harry may not be able to walk by the time those two," indicating MsV and Anna, "are finished with him today!"
MsV and Anna exchanged guilty looks.
Mollified Harry dutifully followed Anna from the room.
Erica looked at MsV "May I come with you?" she asked.
Raising an eyebrow MsV asked "We're going to be teasing and tormenting your husband all day," she said. "Are you sure you want to witness that? He's going to be sucked, fucked and made to lick pussy, and if we can find someone suitable, suck cock as well, can you handle it?"
Erica gulped but gamely said, "I'm up for it, if I may?"
MsV looked at me, I just shrugged. Breaking a guy's inhibitions down is MsV's forte, not mine. I'd think Harry would feel less comfortable and also less willing to experiment in front of his wife than he would be with just MsV and Anna but didn't know for sure.
MsV considered it for a time before saying "No. He won't be able to just let go and enjoy the experience if you're with him. Besides, I think Sir has some plans for you!"
"Oh," Erica said and turned to me. "Do you have plans for me, Sir?" She asked.
"I want to work on your oral and anal skills," I replied. "But first we need to get Harry's permission." I put my hand up. "Let me deal with it, it'll be better if you don't have to 'blackmail' him into letting me!"
Erica's eyes went wide "Anal skills, Sir?" She asked.
"You have 3 fuck holes, my little slut," I told her. "All 3 should be readily available to your man/men. I'm going to train you in how to enjoy that happening!"
"Yes, Sir," she said wonderingly.
About 45 minutes and 2 cups of coffee later Anna finally reappeared with a complete stranger in tow. I had to have a double, then triple take, to realise the pretty woman, in the slightly too large dress, was Harry!
MsV, who had taken the waiting time to get herself ready, and was looking her usual stunning self, just said "Wow!"
I had also taken the time to don a pair of jet black slacks, black runners and a black tee shirt.
Anna shrugged "It took a while to get the combination of foundation, to hide his facial hair, and contouring to feminise his features, right. She," indicating Harry, "is actually very hairy and her beard line showed through no matter how much foundation I put on. I finally remembered where I had put the 'Dermablend'.
This," indicating Harry again, "is the result! Then, because he remained hard throughout the whole process, I had to blow him so he got soft enough to fit into the 'gaff' (a type of underwear with a built-in pouch that the penis can be hooked back between the legs into to stop it from showing. If done properly the wearer develops an almost 'camel toe'),"
Saying "Wow" again, MsV walked around Harry.
Anna had created the illusion of boobs for him by painting in, with blush, a matching pair of lines beside his pecs and then brushing in some pale foundation between the darkened lines. Anna had also used some skin-toned medical tape to gather the flab and flesh around the nipple area of Harry's chest to create what appeared to be close to 'B' cup breasts.
Harry was quite thin, but not at all toned, so she was able to stretch quite a bit of fat and skin to mound up.
"My boys aren't going to be able to keep their hands off, nor their cocks out of, you, my little Miss Harriet," MsV told him. She turned to Erica. "I might even let you watch them use her," She told her.
Harry blushed a deep red. "I'm pleased you approve, Mistress," Harry said.
MsV turned to Anna. "Been giving etiquette lessons, have we, little one? She asked.
Anna had the grace to look embarrassed. "Well someone has to," she said. "Sir's, and your, methods can be a little brutal. My way is much more gentle."
"And your way is?" MsV asked.
Anna shrugged "I offered to blow him again if he could remember to call you 'Mistress' all day and to let him fuck me in the ass if he managed to not 'piss you off' all day as well," she laughed.
With a huge grin, MsV said "Sounds like a pretty safe bet! I'm betting she both forgets and pisses me off before we leave the house!"
Stepping in front of Harry, towering over him with my arms folded, I said "You're going to have the opportunity to fuck and be blown by my girl here," indicating Anna, "and, if you're a very good girl, MsV will probably either stroke you off and/or blow you as well. Given you're going to be doing these things with my girls do you have any objection to me doing the same sort of things with your wife?"
Harry screwed his eyes up, and a small tear leaked from the corner of one eye, but he dutifully said "No, Sir. You may use her as you see fit. But please don't take her away from me. She's all that I have!"
"I wouldn't dream of it!" I reassured him. "It's either both or, none of you for as long as we choose to play together!"
I noticed Erica was looking at Harry wonderingly. "What did you just say? She asked.
"He may use you as he sees fit", Harry answered.
"No, after that," Erica asked again.
"Please don't take you away from me because you're all I have," Harry said simply.
Erica threw her hands around Harry and, with her eyes glistening with happy tears, kissed him soundly.
"Oi! Easy on the lippy, I only just got that right!" Anna protested facetiously.
Letting Harry go Erica returned to my side.
The girls grabbed Harry from either side, linking their arms at the elbow through his, they escorted Harry to MsV's Landrover Evoque. The Evoque had a, specially made, bench front seat so all 3, with Harriet in the middle, were able to pile into the front. With a squeal of the tyres, they were gone.
I turned to the still naked Erica and said "You ready to learn how to deep throat a cock?"
Erica merely nodded...

The End of Part V

Coming next, the girls on the town.
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Chapter 6: The Girl's Shopping Trip.

From Chapter 5...
Letting Harriet go Erica returned to my side. The girls grabbed Harriet from either side, linking their arms at the elbow through his, they escorted Harriet to MsV's Landrover Evoque. The Evoque has a, specially made, bench front seat so all 3, with Harriet in the middle, were able to pile into the front. With a squeal of the tyres they were gone.
I turned to the still naked Erica and said "You ready to learn how to deep throat a cock?"
Erica merely nodded...
As they drove off Mistress Vicky (MsV) said to Anna "I think we'll go get coffee at The Coffee Club, West End first."
The Coffee Club at West end is a well-known meeting place for newbie transgirls.
"That'll give Harriet a chance to settle down and realise no one is noticing or, if they do, caring that she's a 'cock in a frock'. Then we'll go to Westfields Chermside, the place is huge, so the chances of us running into anyone she knows is minimal, though I doubt even her own mother would recognise her dressed as she is!"
The real reason MsV had chosen Westfields Chermside is that there's a very well-known Sex on Premises (SOP) adult shop just across from the centre on Gympie Rd, but Harriet didn't need to know that yet!
Pulling the Evoque into a car park at the back of the West End Coffee Club, MsV and Anna jumped straight out. Harriet was a little reluctant to get out of the car.
"Somebody will recognise me," 'she' whined.
MsV would have none of it though. Speaking sternly she said to Harriet "Not even our first stop and already you're about to blow your chance of ass fucking Anna!"
After only the barest of hesitations Harriet slid over and got out of the car and immediately almost face planted into the pavement. Holding her up MsV laughed, "Even 4 in. heels take a bit of getting used to, my dear! Let's try and leave the acrobatics until you're a little more adept at walking in them, shall we?"
Blushing Harriet straightened herself up and adjusted the sundress of MsV's she was wearing, it had ridden up on the drive, and upon getting out of the car.
"The trick is to not try and lean forward and walk up on your toes, it's to lean back, and settle your weight firmly over the heels. Take slightly shorter strides than you normally would, and concentrate on putting your heel down almost directly in front of the opposite foot's toe, imagine there's a straight line you're walking along, and each step has to land on the line. Try a few steps for me."
Harriet seemed to get the gist of it almost immediately.
"Good girl," MsV said. "Doing that causes your hips to sway like a woman's does. Now, head up, shoulders back, and tits out, then, trust me, not one guy is looking at your face!"
Holding Harriet's hands the girls walked him up the stairs and into café. MsV guided Harriet to an outside table and sat him down facing away from the street in toward the café and where the pedestrians walk. "Ankles and knees together and tilted slightly to one side, sit up straight, and keep your head up. If you see someone 'ogling' you just smile! MsV instructed. "I need to visit the ladies room, Anna will get our orders. Tell Anna what you want."
"Short black, please," Harriet told Anna.
Walking with Anna into the café MsV says to her "Take your time with the order, I think the waitress taking orders is the one you think might be interested in BDSM, let's see what Harriet does. As you know, this is a well-known Tgirl hang out, so there's a good chance there's some chasers here. If they leave her alone we'll know she's as passable as we think she is!"
MsV headed to the loos. Anna indulged in a bit of light flirting with the waitress. Anna noted, whilst flirting, that two different men stopped to chat with Harriet, one gave him something. When MsV came back they both re-joined Harriet.
Harriet had an excited, almost exultant, look on his face. Two different guys told me I was pretty!" He said. "One even gave me his phone number, look!" Showing the girls a number written on a business card.
MsV looked at Anna, Anna shrugged. "I think they were men who were genuinely impressed," she said to MsV. "Not chasers."
"Chasers?" Harriet asked.
"'Tranny chasers'," MsV explained. "Guys who like to fuck crossdressers or transgirls, but won't actually date them."
Harriet was, seemingly, crestfallen. "Oh. I thought I had them both fooled!"
"I'd be about 98% sure they weren't chasers," Anna said. "They were too polite and nice!"
Their coffees arrived and they sipped and chatted over them. MsV and Ann were virtually facing the road with their backs to the pedestrian walkway, so, every time someone looked, they were looking at Harriet and not them two. "This is actually quite fun," Harriet said. "As a man nobody ever looked at me twice. Now virtually every guy walking past checks me out!"
Anna muttered "If I had half my chest out on display they'd be ogling me as well!"
MsV flicked her arm. "You dressed yourself! If you had wanted that kind of attention you should have dressed accordingly! Miss grumpy pants!"
Anna just laughed.
"We're off to Chermside," MsV announced. "We'll get a few casual outfits, a few for dinner outings, and few really slutty ones for when my boys are going to use her," indicating Harriet.
Harriet had been wondering about these 'boys' but was still too scared to ask.
Arriving at Chermside Harriet followed the girls out of the car without complaint. MsV linked her arm through Harriet's, as he still wasn't all that comfortable on the heels, and guided him straight into Ally fashions. Choosing Harriet a few short skirt and crop top options, one black on black, another an ochre coloured combination, as well as a, light green, mini dress. MsV hmmmed "Classic black on black for anywhere anytime, but, with your swarthy skin and black hair, more vibrant colours will work better. You play a lot of golf, so, although the rest of you could do with some toning, you have great legs!"
Picking out another couple of outfits MsV walked Harriet over to the change rooms. "Let's see how these fit," She told him.
Harriet whispered "I can't go into the woman's change room! What if someone figures out I'm a man?"
MsV replied firmly "You can, and you will! Besides, no one will care because you're presenting as female and have 2 other women with you!"
With that they all piled into the nearest empty change room. No sooner were they inside than MsV had slipped the shoulders of the sundress, of hers that Harriet was wearing, off and let it drop to the floor. Pulling his knickers and gaff down MsV quietly instructed Anna to "Blow this slut! Quickly! I want to see you swallow everything just as soon as possible!"
Anna immediately squatted down, wrapped her hand around the base of Harriet's 4 in dick, and swallowed the whole length in one swift slurp. Cupping his balls Anna extended her finger and stroked Harriet's perineum. Harriet, upon being released from the gaff, had sprung almost immediately to full hardness. A low groan escaped his lips.
"Is everything alright in there?" An assistant asked.
"Just a bit of cramp!" MsV answered brightly
"Need anything?" the assistant asked.
MsV muttered quietly "Yeah, for you fuck off for a bit" but only said "No, all good here!" In the same cheerful tone as before.
Anna was rimming Harriet's ass with her finger, and stroking his balls, as well as swirling her head around Harriet's dick. This meant poor old Harriet didn't last long. With another low moan Harriet emptied himself into Anna's greedily sucking mouth. It took her a couple of quick swallows to get it all. Harriet may have one of the smallest dicks we have ever played with but he shot an absolute bucket! MsV quickly tucked him back into the gaff and pulled his knickers up. "Good girl," she told him.
They finished up buying Harriet about 4 different skirts and tops and 2 dresses. They then went across to Sass and Bide and bought an evening dress and a gorgeous little black dress (LBD).
"No girl should be without one," MsV assured him.
MsV moved Harriet into the Billini and Cinori shoe stores purchased a number of fashion shoes for Harriet. Ranging from strappy sandals to 7 in heels and some boots, also with heels. "You have great legs," MsV emphasised again. "All of these will show them off to perfection."
Harriet's mind was in a whirl. He was pushed, shoved, and rushed from place to place without a say or choice in what was being bought or where it was being bought from. He found himself starting to get hard again and began to hope Anna, or preferably MsV, would blow him once more. The gaff made getting hard an uncomfortable experience but his dick refused to stop trying.
Turning him into Lovisa MsV and Anna chose a number of accessories to go with the outfits they had chosen for him. "I doubt your work would like it if you turned up on Monday with pierced ears, mores the pity!" MsV said to Harriet. "But we can get some clip ons with the universal clip so we can buy any of the 'fish hook' type earrings and they will go through the universal clip." She added a selection of earrings to go with the other accessories.
Eschewing the makeup stores, "Anna can do you up when necessary," MsV informed him, the three reached their penultimate destination, Honey Birdette. The girls, by now, had a very good idea as to Harriet's sizes. A 10 -- 12 bottom and a 32B top, so they quickly put a selection of matching bra and knicker sets together, all very sexy and revealing. Top of the list was a 'cleavage enhancer', a device that would gather up all the fat and loose skin in and around Harriet's pecs and nipples and gather it together to give the illusion of breasts, doing the same job, without the painful removal process, as the surgical tape Anna had earlier employed. They also added two corsets and a couple of bustier tops, "Nothing sexier!" MsV emphasised. Some stay up stockings and suspenders and a couple of 'chicken fillets' (to further enhance Harriet's boobs) completed the purchases.
Dragging Harriet and Anna into one of the dressing rooms, "Just need to confirm the fit," she told the assistant, MsV pulled up the short skirt that Harriet was now wearing, having changed from MsV's sundress after one of their many purchases, pulled down his knickers and gaff and indicated he should step out of them.
"Put your right foot up on the bench," indicating the low bench provided for customers to rest their things on, "and squat down a little."
Harriet complied. Lifting her own mid length skirt above her hips MsV undid the ties that were holding her strapon in place between her thighs and under the skirt. It sprang lewdly to attention with the base resting on MsV's pelvic bone and clitoris.
"Get her ready!" MsV instructed Anna. "Once I'm inside this slut, take him in your mouth again."
Anna knelt down and tongued Harriet's rosebud before slipping a couple of fingers inside his back passage. After last night's activities it didn't take much to stretch Harriet's 'boy pussy' enough to readily accept MsV's strapon dick. Positioning the head of the 'cock' at Harriet's entrance MsV slowly slid the whole length into Harriet's ass. Another soft moan emanated from Harriet causing one of the assistants to ask "Everything good in there?"
Anna had sat on the bench and was busily sucking on Harriet's dick as MsV worked the 'cock' in and out of Harriet's backdoor love hole when the assistant pushed the door open to check if everything was, indeed, 'good in there'. There was a sharp intake of breath "Oh my God," she said. "What the fuck?" Noticing Harriet's dick sliding in and out of Anna's greedily sucking mouth the assistant asked "Is she," indicating Harriet, "a he? I would never have guessed!"
Looking over her shoulder the assistant, whose name was 'Saorise' (yeah, I don't know how to pronounce that either!) according to her name tag, stepped inside the change room and shut the door. It was quite crowded in there with the 4 of them squeezed in. Kneeling down beside Anna Saorise said "May I?"
Taking Harriet's dick out of her mouth Anna leant it toward Saorise. Saorise mouthed the entire thing. Letting it slide back out of her mouth Saorise said "Shame he doesn't have a bit more to give, really!"
"Careful, though," Anna warned her. "He comes in gallons when he does, which seems to be about every 15 minutes!"
Harriet was doing his best to be quiet but was obviously struggling with MsV sawing across his prostate every time she slid into and out of his ass. Saorise took Harriet back into her mouth and Anna sucked his balls into her mouth. This was way too much for Harriet, with a loud groan he emptied his load into Saorise's willing mouth. Coming up Saorise wiped the excess from her mouth on to the back of her hand and offered it to Anna. Anna eagerly lapped it up.
Saorise backed out of the change room. One of the other assistants happened to be standing right there when Saorise came out, her eyes widening at the sight of Saorise's mussed lipstick "Everything alright in there?" She asked.
"Shhh!" Saorise admonished her. "Come with me I'll tell you all about it!"
Dragging the other girl with her Saorise headed to the counters.
MsV had pulled her strapon from Harriet's ass, wiped it off with a sterile wipe and tied it back into its place between her thighs. Pulling her skirt back down and smoothing everything flat MsV hissed at Harriet "Pull your skirt down, you little anal slut! Put your knickers and gaff in one of your bags and let's get out of here!"
"Harriet protested "What if I get hard, though?"
"Then I guess people will know you're really a man," MsV shrugged indifferently.
Paying for everything at the counter MsV handed Saorise a card with her number on it. "What's this for?" Saorise asked.
"In case you'd like to do more than just dip a toe in the water," MsV told her with a wink and a big smile. She leant forward "Fix your lippy, girl. You look like you've been sucking a dick!" She whispered with another wink and smile.
With one last quick stop at 'Bras N Things' to purchase fetish, school girl, police woman, and nurse outfits in Harriet's size the girls headed back to the car. Harriet assumed the adventure was over, little did he know it had only just begun! Pausing only to open the back of the Evoque up and place all the bags inside MsV and Anna linked their arms through Harriet's again as they hurried her across the street and into Club X. Luckily it was quite full, as it often is, on a Saturday afternoon. MsV marched them up to the counter and in a loud voice asked for a booth to "Watch some bisexual porn in, preferably one in the middle with 'glory holes' on both sides!"
The guy at the counter just shook his head, charged her credit card, and said "Booth 4."
"Booth 4?" MsV repeated loudly.
"Yes, booth 4," the guy said wearily.
Entering the back of the store where the private viewing booths are MsV found 4 and ushered the 2 girls inside. As they settled in they could hear the shuffling of quite a few feet past the closed door. The counter assistant was as good as his word. There were numerous glory holes, at various heights, on both sides of the booth as well as at the front under the screen. MsV turned on the screen and flicked through some channels until she found what she was looking for. A well-endowed guy was banging some chick whilst an ever larger endowed guy was fucking him in the ass. MsV turned the sound up as loud as it would go. Anna was looking at the glory holes and licking her lips.
"What happens now?" Harriet asked.
"You suck a lot of dick!" MsV told him.
Harriet hung his head. "How did you know I've always fantasised about doing that," he asked quietly.
"We, Sir, Anna, and I had you pegged as a natural cock sucker the first time you sucked Sir last night!" MsV informed him.
"What do I do? Harriet almost pleaded.
"Go to that corner," pointing to the left. "There's glory holes on both walls. Stick your finger through the holes and waggle them. Pull them back and do what comes naturally after that!"
Turning to Anna MsV said to her "Prepare his man cunt first, then you can take the other corner, if you want? No unwrapped dicks in either your ass or pussy this time, you little slut, it took 3 goes to clean your mess out of the Evoque's seats last time! You can swallow as many as you can stand though!"
Smiling guiltily Anna took some lube and a fairly large butt plug out of her handbag. Harriet had knelt down facing the corner but hadn't gotten up the courage to stick his fingers through a hole yet. Anna pushed him forward, onto his hands and knees, lifted his skirt above his hips, smeared some lube on his ass and on the plug, and quite roughly forced it deep into Harriet's ass. With a low deep groan Harriet accepted the plug willingly having already come to enjoy the sensations of ass play.
"Fuck that's hot!" someone moaned from the opposite wall and some cum spat into the room through one of the holes.
MsV spun in a slow circle. "Now, now, boys! Don't waste your cum on the floor! I have two willing sluts here ready to suck and fuck you all dry!" MsV said forcefully.
"Goddamn!" Someone else swore. "The one with its skirt up is a bloke! I can see his balls!"
"Hottest looking guy I've ever seen!" A third intoned.
MsV walked over to Harriet, who was still bent over peering at the holes, put her hand on his hips above his ass and pulled the plug slightly back out before shoving it back in. Doing this 3 or 4 more times to make sure Harriet's boy pussy was well and truly stretched MsV pulled the plug out and dropped it to the floor. She undid the clasps to her skirt, and reaching between her thighs to untie her strapon, let the skirt also drop to the floor revealing the thick 7 in. 'cock' she had strapped on.
Another "Fuck that's hot!" Came from the far wall and a few more holes spat cum.
"Tsk, Tsk, boys!" Is all MsV said. MsV knelt behind Harriet, spreading his ass cheeks so everyone on the opposite wall could see his gaping fuck hole, MsV said to Harriet "Stick a finger through each hole, my wannabe cock sucker, you know you want to!"
Harriet sat up and, hesitatingly, put a finger through the two closest holes to the corner he was kneeling in. Cocks immediately filled the holes the moment he removed his fingers. Two more appeared in the holes outside those, even though Harriet hadn't stuck a finger through those two yet. Taking hold of the bigger of the two closest cocks, it had to be at least 8 inches long, Harriet tentatively stuck out his tongue and tasted the precum dripping from the eye. A wondering moan shuddered from his lips and with a sudden rush he tried to swallow the whole length in one go. Gagging and choking Harriet had to back off but he refused to give up. He tried again and again to get the whole length down his throat but came up coughing and gagging every time. Drool was pouring from his mouth and tears from his eyes, wrecking the careful makeup job Anna had done on him.
MsV intervened "Slow down, my excitable little cum slut," she instructed him. "You have to train your gag reflex to not react to a cock touching it. When you feel the cock head hit it, stop, relax your throat and swallow a few times, before trying to go down a bit further, repeat until it's all the way down!"
Following her advice Harriet was finally able to swallow the whole length down. Letting it slide out of his throat Harriet looked back at MsV obviously quite pleased with himself MsV nodded approvingly "See if you can make him cum," MsV told him. "Remember what Anna did to you and what you did to Sir last night?" Harriet nodded. "Do the same things!"



Harriet got into his work sucking the whole length down then letting most of it slide back out of his mouth before swirling his tongue around the head and glans. Harriet interspersed this with lapping the precum out of the eye whilst pulling and stroking on the shaft of the cock he was blowing. Very shortly the owner of the appendage Harriet was working on groaned "I'm going to cum!"
Harriet let the cock slip out of his mouth "What do I do now"? He asked her.
"All good girls swallow," MsV informed him. "Very good girls, hold the cum in their mouths to show the man she's just blown, then swallow it with a delighted smile!"
Harriet stroked the penis he was still holding, swirled his tongue around the head, and let the whole length slide back down his throat. The cock's owner let out a groan and shot a torrent of cum into Harriet's mouth and throat. Swallowing greedily Harriet managed to get it all into her mouth before leaning back to show MsV it all pooled inside his mouth then swallowing it all.
'Fuck,' MsV thought. 'He really is a natural at this!'
After cumming that cock was withdrawn, another immediately took its place. Harriet had already begun sucking the other cock that had come through the holes first. This cock was much smaller than the previous one so Harriet had no trouble getting all of it into his mouth. He had, almost unknowingly, grabbed the two outer cocks in his hands and was pulling insistently on them as he blew the second guy. This guy had no staying power at all, lasting less than 30 seconds before giving Harriet another load to swallow. The guy in Harriet's right hand moaned he was about to cum so Harriet moved his mouth over and accepted that load as well. The cocks kept coming and Harriet kept sucking until they all came as well!
Harriet's tiny 4 in. cock was rock hard and leaking copious amounts of precum. It seemed that Harriet was about to cum just from the excitement of servicing his first cocks. MsV decided to send him right over the edge. Moving in a squat up behind him MsV balanced herself by leaning on a hand placed on Harriet's lower back just above his ass. When she saw that Harriet was accepting another load she guided her strapon 'cock' deep into his colon, grabbed him by the shoulders and started to saw the 'cock' in and out of his arse. There was another chorus of "Fuck that's hot!" from the far wall and more cum splattering through the holes.
Harriet, who had taken yet another cock into his mouth, growled deeply as MsV penetrated his ass. The vibrations caused by Harriet growling proved too much for the guy she had just swallowed and he lost his load into her mouth immediately.
MsV quickly and skilfully brought Harriet almost to the edge of orgasm. Leaning forward she asked him gently "Would you like to try a real dick in your ass?"
Harriet froze for a second then nodded his head eagerly, "I'm so horny, Mistress," He told her. "I think I'd like to see if I can cum from being fucked in the ass by a guy."
Picking a guy who was at a level Harriet could easily take in his ass without having to squat down too far MsV said "That one, I think. It should be at about the right height."
As it turned out the one MsV had chosen was a good 8 inches in length and quite thick to go with it. Harriet gulped and said "What do I do?"
"Get off your knees, my little cock slut, back up to that dick, bend over, reach back between your legs and guide him into your ass!" MsV instructed him. Tapping on the wall in front of where the guy was standing MsV asked "Do you want to take this slut's anal virginity?"
"Yes, please!" the guy immediately answered.
"Do you need a condom?" MsV asked.
"Can we bareback? The guy asked cheekily.
"No fucking way!" MsV informed him.
"Will she put it on for me?"
"FFS!" MsV muttered. "Men!"
Unwrapping two condoms from the bowl provided in the room MsV handed one to Harriet and said "Like this."
Placing the condom between her opened lips and teeth MsV bent over one of the proffered dicks and swallowed the whole thing deep into her mouth. The condom slid effortlessly onto the erect penis at the same time. There was a surprised grunt from behind the wall.
"I just want a blow job!" The guy behind the hole muttered. His cock disappeared and reappeared minus the condom.
Copying what MsV had shown him Harriet was able to dress his chosen cock with a condom. Backing his ass up to the head Harriet bent over, took hold of the shaft, and guided the cock to the entrance of his boy pussy. Harriet's eyes rolled back in his head. "Fuck that feels good!" Harriet moaned as he slid back onto the invading penis. "Look, Mistress!" Harriet said excitedly. "I took it all!"
Inwardly rolling her eyes MsV merely said "Good girl!"
Tapping on the wall again MsV said to the guy in Harriet's ass "Hold still until I tell you to move!"
"Yes, Mistress," was the surprising answer.
On his own accord Harriet began to rock back and forward, riding the turgid member in his ass, shaking and moaning, precum was pouring from his dick.
"As you let his cock slide out clench down on your sphincter, like you have to do when trying to stop from taking a piss, then relax it as it slides in. Repeat that. Clench on the way out, relax on the way in, see if you can make him cum in your ass!" MsV instructed Harriet.
Harriet was very quickly able to establish the rhythm laid out for him by MsV. In a short period of time Harriet's groans were being matched by the body on the other side of the wall. Sensing Harriet was about to cum MsV held his shoulders and pushed him firmly against the wall.
"Fuck her ass as hard as you can!" She demanded of the guy in Harriet's ass.
The pounding thumps on the wall bore witness to the guy obeying MsV's demand. After about 3 quick pumps Harriet slumped over onto MsV's shoulder, but managed to keep his ass against the hole. With a deep guttural growl Harriet came, shooting his load all over MsV's thighs and feet. At the same time, the guy taking Harriet's anal virginity, started shooting his load deep into Harriet's ass issuing a series of explosive grunts as he did. Harriet slumped further forward, MsV allowed him to drop to his knees in front of her.
"A good girl would have pulled her lover's condom off and used her mouth to make him clean!" MsV pointed out to Harriet. "Next time, you will, right?"
Harriet wearily nodded her head.
Looking around MsV announced quite firmly. "That's all the sucking and fucking my slut boy here is doing today. You may continue to watch and wank if you want! I think my slut girl is still accepting cocks on the other side of the room if you wish to try your luck?"
MsV sat down in one of the provided easy chairs "I seem to have someone's cum on my feet and thighs, yours I believe! Come and clean me up!" She said sternly
Tiredly Harriet grabbed some tissues from the box provided.
"No!" She said in that same stern voice. "With your mouth."
Harriet moved slowly, on his knees, across to where MsV was sitting, her legs spread lewdly open and up on each of the chair's armrests. MsV undid the ties to her strapon and removed it, exposing her thong covered shaved snatch to all of those at the glory holes under the screen. Another wave of cum splashed through the holes. Taking careful heed of her requirements Harriet licked every drop of cum he could find off of MsV's feet and thighs. As he reached her upper thighs MsV pulled her thong aside and guided Harriet's head to her pussy.
"Show me what you learnt last night," she hissed at him. "Show me you can eat a cunt as well as you suck cock!"
From what she told me, I think, the whole 4 walls must have vibrated from the combined groans!
Remembering Anna's instructions Harriet first flattened his tongue out and ran it full length up MsV's slit before flicking her clitoris with a pointed tongue, circling her clit 3 or 4 times, Harriet licked back down to the entrance of MsV's vulva. Slipping two fingers inside her pussy Harriet found, and began to massage, MsV's Gspot. MsV rode Harriet's tongue and fingers to a very satisfying orgasm.
After she had finished MsV told the girls to 'make themselves decent', followed her own advice and adjusted her thong back over her snatch, stepped back into her skirt and buttoned it up at her waist. Harriet only needed to pull her skirt down over her ass as his knickers and gaff were still in one of his bags back in the car.
Anna, who had gotten herself completely naked, took a little longer to get ready.
"What's that leaking out of your cunt and arse, you fucking slut?" MsV demanded of her.
Not looking at all guilty Anna shrugged and said "I think one of the condoms broke!"
"Only one? MsV said in disbelief. "What you mean is after the 3rd or 4th cock had come in your cunt or arse you stopped checking! Fuck you're a dirty slut! John and I will have to discuss this when we get home! You endanger all of us by having unprotected sex with complete strangers! I will not have it!"
Anna started to sob but MsV wasn't having a bar of it. "You made your bed, now lie in it! When we get to the car, you will remove your skirt, double it over, and sit on it for the ride home. I swear if you make another mess on the seat I'm going to whip your ass with my riding crop until you've licked every bit of stain away!"
My wife is the kindest, most gentle person I have ever known, but, if you cross her, she will escort you to the gates of Hell, open them up, and boot you in so fast your head will spin! All done with a big smile on her face!
On the way out the store the counter assistant stopped MsV and handed her the money he had charged to her credit card back. MsV looked at him with a raised eyebrow.
"I was the one that took her virginity," he said, indicating Harriet. "Besides, we've had more customers in here this afternoon, than we've had for the rest of this month! I think all of these horny bastards," indicating the still substantial crowd gathered in the store, "were phoned by their mates who had had one of your two girls earlier!" He handed MsV his business card "Give me a call next time you feel like coming in. I'll send some texts and emails out and give you a percentage of the increase in profits, if you'd like?"
A little nonplussed MsV merely took his card and, followed by the girls, headed back to the car.
Refusing to unlock the car until Anna had taken off her skirt, revealing her now cum soaked knickers, and doubled it over to sit on. MsV muttered "I swear... until your ass is bloodied raw and every speck of stain is gone!"
Leaving the carpark MsV asked Anna "So, what was your body count at the end?"
"14," Anna said proudly.
"Only two more than Harriet, a complete novice, you're slipping girl! And! Harriet's 'cunt' isn't leaking fluids everywhere!"
Arriving home to find Erica and I dressed and drinking tea at the kitchen table, Erica sitting a little gingerly. MsV sent Harriet to go and shower and asked Erica if she had also gotten some clothes for Harry to wear home. When Erica shook her head MsV sent her over the road to get him some.
MsV then said severely to Anna "Tell Sir what you did!"
Starting to sob again Anna mouthed quietly "I let men come in my pussy and ass without them wearing protection, Sir."
Sadly I shook my head. "Well you're off the menu for 6 weeks until we can confirm you're clean," I told her. "Your punishment is that you will have no sex and you will abstain from orgasms until 6 weeks have passed and you have a clear STI test."
"Please no, Sir!" Anna begged. "There's no way I can go 6 weeks without cumming!"
Hardening my heart I merely said "You can and you will! Go and use the shower in our en suite then start getting dinner ready."

End of Part VI.

Next, what Erica and I got up to whilst the girls were away.



        Short Tales 01: Stuck Stepmother

        My stepmother gets glued to the bench.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/short-tales-01-stuck-stepmother

Title: Short Tales 01: Stuck Stepmother

Author: JohnMurray4173

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: My stepmother gets glued to the bench.

Tags: stepmum, non-consent, big dick, nerd, stuck

Series: Short Tales



Short Tales 01: Stuck Stepmother.

My stepmother is a BITCH!
There! I said it! And fuck it felt good!
An extremely beautiful big titted bitch but a bitch all the same.
Hello all, my name is Warren, everyone calls me 'Rabbits', of course, and I'm a nerd.
I'm a pudgy 19-year-old undergrad, or at least I was. An undergrad I mean. I'm still pudgy.
I stand barely 5 ft. 8 in. tall (173 cm) and weigh close to 185 pounds (86 kg.). I have lank mousy brown hair that falls over my eyes, zits and thick glasses. I'm nothing to look at and have not much going for me.
Oh, I'm the guy to see if you want your quadratic equation solved or help with your calculus exam or need your boss' computer hacked, but otherwise, nobody even looks at me.
The jocks pick on me, the cheerleaders laugh at me, all of them, except for Sara.
That's what got me kicked out of Varsity. Sara is the lead cheerleader but she was about to get kicked off the team for failing grades. She asked me if I could hack in and change her grades for a look at her boobs. Of course, I could, but I got careless and allowed a backward bot to infect my computer. It sent the information to identify me back to the college and the college expelled me.
I never did get to see Sara's boobies.
My dad is a 60-year-old self-made millionaire.
"I left home at 15 with nothing and made myself a millionaire!" He would boast as he puffed his way through the last of his second pack of cigarettes for the day and sipped his way through his 14th scotch. "I didn't need a degree to do it!"
He won't pay me an allowance. "Get a job," he would sneer when I asked.
I can't get a pension because dad makes too much money.
Mum left us 15 years ago. I think she was glad to pass as dad wasn't nice to her at all.
I don't really remember her. All I remember is that she had very warm hands.
I spend all my time playing Halo and C.O.D. on my PlayStation.
My stepmother is Columbian and is over 30 years younger than my dad. Sofie Vergera, you may have heard of her. She starred in some minor Columbian TV show called Modern something or other. My dad saw her on TV whilst on a business trip to South America and immediately flew to Bogota to ask her to marry him and move to Australia.
She hates me.
If you look up 'voluptuous' in the urban dictionary you don't get a description of what it means you see a picture of my stepmother! She has a pair of 40DD boobs, a skinny waist and a big ass. 40-26-38 are her measurements.
She doesn't want to share what she imagines is going to be a hefty inheritance package with her husband's first wife's son. She thinks she is going to have many children with dad and she wants it all for them.
I don't have the heart to tell her she won't be having children, or at least not with my dad! He got himself 'fixed' before he flew to Bogota. It's his test. If she gets pregnant she's a money-grubbing cheater.
My stepmother jeers at me every time I venture downstairs. Pulling her dress or skirt up until it barely covers her knickers she places both hands on the benchtop of the kitchen island and twerks her ass at me. She always flashes the bottom of her knickers as she does this.
"Ya, ya, ya!" She jeers as she shakes her ass.
It gives me a hard-on every time! I have to race back upstairs to my room.
You see I have a secret. I'm incredibly well endowed. Hard, and measuring from my pubic bone, I am 10.5 in. from the base to the tip of my penis. Not that anybody will ever care enough to want to see it.
Two days ago my stepmother must have forgotten she didn't have knickers on as she jeered and twerked at me. I got a glimpse of her hairy pussy and slit as she rocked her hips up in the twerk. I swear it looked like her slit was wet!
I devised a plan!
Sneaking downstairs without her seeing me I poured some quick-drying glue onto the benchtop where she always placed her hands so she could gyrate her hips.
Clear liquid on a black on black benchtop is close to invisible!
Going back to the top of the stairs I shut my bedroom door loudly, coughed, then clattered down the stairs in my normal fashion.
My stepmother appeared miraculously from wherever she normally hides herself, as usual, as I reached the kitchen. As planned she placed both hands in the middle of the glue and began to twerk her ass at me.
I think it was the fact I didn't immediately blush and run for my room that warned her. She tried to stand up. She couldn't, she was stuck fast!
My heart beating like a drum and my mouth dry I walked over to her.
"Rabbit I am ze stuck!" She said to me in her thick Colombian accent. "Help your mama, please?"
"You're not my mother," I said to her. "You've told me that often enough for me to know it by now."
My hands trembling I touched Sofie's thighs. Her legs felt so soft and smooth under my hands.
"What iz it that you are doing, Rabbit? Sofie asked.
My chest tight with fear and anticipation I placed more and more of my hands on the back of her thighs until I was holding the back of both her thighs with both of my hands.
I was ragingly hard! I pressed my sweat pants covered groin against her big round butt.
Sofie felt how big my package was on her big round butt.
"You must not do zis, Rabbit!" She tried to sternly tell me. "It is forbidden between mother and son!"
"You're not my mother," I reiterated.
I ran my hands up her legs and under her skirt and squeezed her big round soft butt.
She felt so divine! Not really knowing what I was doing I lifted the hem of her dress higher so I could grab the elastic of her knickers. I knelt so I could have an eye-level look at her hairy pussy coming into view.
I thought I might have to cum in my sweat pants as I gasped with excitement as her fur covered twat slowly appeared in front of my eyes.
I pulled her knickers down to her knees then slowly ran my hands up the inside of her thighs, closer and closer to her pussy.
Did I dare touch her most intimate part? I wondered.
Well, why go to all of this bother if I'm not going to go through with it? I thought so I ran my right hand over her perineum and onto her pussy. She was hot and wet!
I'd watched plenty of porn. Show me a teenaged boy with plenty of internet access that says he hasn't and I'll show you a liar! So I had some idea what to do next.
I found Sofie's clitoris with the thumb of my left hand and slipped two fingers on my right hand in past her labia and into her cunt.
She was hotter than Hades and wetter than a flooded hallway on my fingers!
Rubbing Sofie's clit with my thumb I searched for her Gspot with my two invading fingers.
Sofie tried to cover a low moaned response by saying, "This iz very bad, Rabbit. You must let your mama up so she can make herself decent."
In a daze, I repeated, "You're not my mother."
Dropping my sweat pants I took hold of my long thick dick and positioned it at what I was sure was the entrance to Sofie's pussy.
I pushed my hips up and forward instinctively and the first 3 inches of my cock slid easily into Sofie's hot and wet snatch.
In her heels, Sofie was probably a little taller than me so the first 3 inches as all I could reach to fit into her.
Looking around I spotted the low footstool the maid uses to reach things in the higher cupboards. Dragging this behind Sofie I stood on it.
It was almost perfect! I only had to bend my knees a little to be able to reposition my cock at her entrance.
I slid about a third of my length into Sofie's pussy. I was going slowly because I knew my chances of ever getting to do this again were Buckley's! I didn't want to waste my opportunity by cumming too quickly.
My stepmother's twat was hot, wet and slippery around my throbbing cock.
I slid another third into her.
"Oh, Rabbit your cock is so big!" Sofie moaned. "Mama can't take anymore, you have to stop."
In response, I pulled Sofie's clinging dress above her hips and up her back. Her bra straps came into view.
Licking my lips I undid the straps. Sofie's breasts fell out of the cups and into view. Well, only the mounded sides did, if you know what I mean.
I leant forward and tentatively cupped her luscious melons in my hands.
They felt heavy, soft and pendulous.
I found her nipples with my thumbs and forefingers.
I squeezed them lightly and gave them a bit of a twist.
Sofie groaned and pushed her ass back at me!
The rest of my cock buried itself in her snatch! I could feel her pussy gripping and squeezing on the head of my cock. She was as hot and wet as a tropical summer!
I squeezed her nipples a little harder and pulled them away from her body a little.
Sofie groaned again and rocked her hips forward before pushing her big round butt back at my thick cock.
I was fucking my stepmother! Fuck it felt good!
I knew I was going to cum if I started to thrust so I held still and tried to solve the calculus exam question I struggled with during my last exam in my head.
I placed my right hand on Sofie's hip and pushed her forward.
Sofie got the hint and began to rock her plump ass back and forward. My cock started to slide in and out of her tight wet cunt.
Concentrating I was able to hold on for a few minutes more.
Sofie moved her hips further and further forward until all but the tip of my cock was still in her before slowly pushing her ass back until it was pushed against my pelvis before repeating.
I was nearly there! I couldn't hold on anymore!
In desperation, I smacked Sofie's ass.
Sofie's head flung back and she started to jackhammer her big phat butt back at me.
"Oh, Rabbit! Smack mama's butt again and mama will cum on your big fat dick!"
Taking my left hand off her tit I raised my hands above Sofie's big booty and brought them down hard on the top of her ass cheeks.
With a deep guttural groan, Sofie shoved her jelly ass back at my huge cock and exploded into orgasm.
"Fuck your mama, Rabbit," She moaned at me.
I couldn't comply!
The heat and wetness in her pussy seemed to grow exponentially when I smacked her booty and her quim gripped my cock's head so deliciously I erupted into a gigantic explosion of cum.
I was a fucking cum fountain! Or maybe a cum geyser would be more accurate!
Grunting, groaning and twitching I shot spurt after spurt into my stepmother's wet cunt.
Sofie moaned and groaned as I shot into her so I smacked her jelly ass again.
"Again, Rabbit, please. Smack your mama again!" she begged breathily.
"You're not my mother," I muttered but smacked her anyway.
Sofie came again.
My cock had softened and was bending a little as I still slowly pumped Sofie's pussy.
Sofie didn't seem to be cumming anymore. She was just kind of sagged there in place her ass pushed against my pelvic bone.
Stepping back my cock fell out of my stepmother's twat.
It was then I noticed the maid standing there wide-eyed watching. Our maid is the daughter of Vietnamese immigrants, what used to be called 'boat people'. She's a thin pretty 25-year-old.
My heart jumped.
Feigning casualness I grabbed a cleaning cloth from the sink and wiped Sofie's and my excretions off my shaft.
"Clean up in here and get the acetone so you can get my stepmother free of the glue," I told the maid as if finding the son of her employer nuts deep in her employer's new wife was nothing unusual.
"Then come up to my bedroom. You're the next to try this cock!" Then I shook my still semi-hard cock at her.
Heart pounding I pulled up my sweats and walked up to my room.
About 30 minutes later there was a knock at my door.
"Open," I said.
The door swung open, it was Alana Condon, the maid...

The End
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Training My Niece to Obey

I find it perplexing how quickly it all seemed to change.
Let me tell you what I mean. I'm currently, at the time of writing, 58 years old. My brother is 60, and my sister 55.
My children are the oldest of mine and my sibling's offspring at 36 and 33, they're both boys. My brother has 2 children, one of each, at 35 and 32. My sister's eldest, however, has only just turned 21. She had one of each, as well, with her son some 4 years younger than her daughter.
When I went to high school in New Zealand in the late 70s early 80s there were 3 stages to final year exams. In the 5th form (Grade 10) you sat for School Certificate. If you did well in that you went on to the 6th form and did the University Entrance exam. In the final year, 7th form, if you hadn't been accepted into a University, you could sit for either a scholarship or a bursary for University.
Here's the thing, though. If the boys didn't do well in School C. they left school and got jobs. Apprenticeships, if they could, or general work, if they couldn't.
The girls also left school if they didn't pass their School C. but they, more often than not, would only take jobs temporarily until they became old enough to get married and have children.
I'm not saying it was better back then! Let me emphasise that! I'm just saying how it was.
But in the years between me and my sister, something changed. Getting married and having children was no longer the primary goal of the young women leaving school. All of a sudden everyone was waiting until their mid to late 30s to get married and sometimes even later than that to have kids.
Personally, I'm not sure why you would want to be having to deal with teenagers when you're in your 50s, but, each to their own!
Let me emphasise here, again, I don't have a problem with it, I'm just observing!
My mother, who has long passed, was a manipulative bitch! She taught all of her well-honed manipulation skills to her daughter, my sister.
So why do I tell you all of this? Because through a series of really unfortunate events my niece, Rebekkah, came to live with my wife and me just after her 16th birthday. 2 years of absolute hell ensued!
Mum was the first to go, she died of oesophagus cancer, not surprising given she had smoked a pack of cigarettes a day since the age of 21. Dad, as is often the case, followed her into the grave. I'm sure he only meant to check to make sure the gates of hell had locked behind his wife!
Then came the fateful accident. Greg, my sister's husband (he would have had to have been a saintly man to put up with my sister!), my sister and Greg's parents, as well as my niece and nephew, had hired a huge Winnebago type campervan and gone on holidays to New Zealand's deep south.
Luckily for the 2 kids, they had decided sightseeing on a cold, wet and windy Invercargill day wasn't for them and had stayed with some other kids at the caravan park.
It was one of those actual accidents, nobody's fault. The truck driver, who was coming down the range, hit some black ice. His truck slewed out of control and slammed into the campervan being driven by Greg's dad.
All of the camper van's occupants were killed at the scene. I hope, for all of their sakes, it was quick and mostly painless.
Greg was an only child so there were no relatives on his side that could have taken the children in. My brother stepped up and took them into his home.
6 months later he calls me, "You're up, brother," he told me. "If I have to have this fucking bitch in my house any longer I'm probably going to get charged with murder!"
The eldest of my 2 boys had already left home, the youngest had a steady trade job and was hardly ever home. Why the fuck would I want to go back to raising teenagers?
Add in that my wife and I were having trouble. Now the kids had grown we discovered we didn't have a lot in common anymore.
My wife is a gorgeous creature. 5 ft. 7 in. (170 cm.) of fiery red hair (and temper) and green eyes. She has long legs with a firm toned ass and high, tight, apple-sized, breasts. Even in her mid-50s, she was still slim, trim and terrific. I still lusted over her dreadfully, and let's hope the female readers will forgive me for this thought, I needed to keep my cock in her mouth to keep her shut, the fuck, up!
All that ever issued from her mouth was an endless litany of complaints. Her job was too hard, I didn't make enough money so she could quit work, the house was too small, her car too cheap, I couldn't take her on European holidays every year as she felt she deserved, etc.
Just as a by-the-by I never got to stick my dick in any part of her anymore. She had decided that clamming her vagina up might help me to work harder or get a better job. I was earning almost $90,000 a year but, apparently, that wasn't enough!
Reluctantly, but family is family, right? I took the flight across to New Zealand to pick up my niece. Her brother wanted to stay with his uncle. As feared my sister had taught her daughter all of the tricks our mother had taught her.
I was initially sympathetic. It had to be very difficult to lose your parents at that vulnerable age but I soon came to realise that this narcissistic bitch couldn't have cared less that her parents had gone.
Her biggest complaint was that her inheritance was tied up in a trust fund controlled by the family lawyer and she didn't have any access to 'her' money. I'm glad she didn't because there would have been nothing left for either her or her brother 2 months after she got her greedy selfish fingers on it.
Her next biggest complaint, apparently, from what my brother told me, was that he and his wife wouldn't 'keep her in the lifestyle she was accustomed to'!
Her mother had been a teacher and her father a livestock broker so they led a life of wealth and privilege. Private schools, private ballet lessons, trips to foreign lands, all of the trappings the fortunate few enjoy.
'Perfect,' I thought. 'Another whining bitch complaining I don't make enough money.'
My brother picked me up from the airport and filled me in on the details on the way out to his farm.
Manipulative behaviour and skipping school were the least of our niece's many 'indiscretions'.
"I can't stand it, Eric," he informed me. "She's got Lou (Louise) so terrified Lou won't come out of our bedroom if Rebekkah is home. Lou has basically moved back in with her mum and dad. I don't know how I've managed to not murder the bitch thus far!"
This didn't exactly fill me with a desire to help my niece, but, what do you do? You can't abandon family to the system when you can do something about it, now can you?
That was 5 years ago. All of the above is written to set the scene for the story I'm now going to tell you: How I brought my niece to heel and made my wife my escort at the same time.
The 2 years from when Rebekkah crashed into our lives until just before her 18th birthday was a daily living hell. She exhibited all of the behaviours my brother had described. Things had gotten so bad my wife was living separately, she still expected me to pay for everything, though. Fool that I was, I was!
The behaviours culminated when Becca, as she prefers to be called, was arrested for trespass, assault, assaulting a police officer, and shoplifting (to name some of the crimes she was charged with that I can tell you about in this forum) 2 months short of her 18th birthday. To my chagrin, the judge found her guilty of all charges and sentenced her to 2 years of home detention, ankle bracelet and all!
'Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!' I thought. Becca had always said she was moving out of our house as soon as she had turned 18. I was looking forward to the day so much I had marked the days off on a calendar and was counting them down! Now I was going to be stuck with this hellcat for another 2 fucking years!
The court released her into my custody and I took her home.
She showed no signs of remorse, in fact, she sneered at me, "Great, stuck with your imbecilic ass for another 2 fucking years! You're going to have to give up drinking when I turn 18 in 4 days' time because I'm going to drink every drop I can find in the house if you don't!"
I dropped her at home and made sure there were no credit cards or mobile phones anywhere in the house she could use. She did have her own phone but it was a prepaid one that I kept only the minimum balance on so she could call me to pick her up or in an emergency.
Going down to the local I grabbed a beer and sipped it while I tried to figure out what the fuck I was going to do about the next 2 years.
I'd been there about 20 minutes and was deciding if I was going to have another when a guy in a dark business suit, wearing sunglasses, sat beside me. I was a little taken aback as it was only mid-afternoon on a weekday and the bar was mostly empty so there were plenty of other seats.
"Your daughter just got sentenced to home detention, huh?" He said to me.
Wondering how he could possibly, have known that I corrected "Niece, actually, but I'm her legal guardian, so, same, same, I guess."
The guy nodded. "Bet you'd pay just about anything to get that bitch under control, wouldn't you?" He said.
"Sure would," I replied.
He took his sunglasses off, he had the most startling blue eyes I've ever seen and stared at me for a time. The man stood to leave but before he did he took a business card out of his jacket pocket and gave it to me.
"Call the number and make an appointment, you may have to wait a couple of weeks because I'm pretty full-up. Bring your niece, it will be worth it!"
'As if,' I thought, but thanked him and put the card in my shirt pocket.
When I got home Becca had trashed the house. Everything glass or china had been smashed, food had been thrown everywhere and then trampled, furniture tipped up and broken. It was like a hurricane had torn through the inside of my home.
I found her sitting, cross-legged on her bed, the only thing that hadn't been wrecked, with a disdainful 'what are you going to do about it?' look on her face.
'Dial the number', I thought.
Walking outside I took my phone out of my pocket and dialled the number on the card. A sultry deep throated female voice answered.
"Dr Beckham's office. How may I help you?"
"Someone gave me a card and told me to call. He said you could help with my niece's behavioural problems?" I explained to the woman.
"That was Dr Beckham himself," the woman said. "He told me you would call. Eric Cantana, I presume this is? Your niece is McKenzie McHale?"
'How the fuck could they know this"' I thought but answered, "Yes it is and yes she is."
"The doctor has made some room in his schedule for you on the 22nd of this month. That's when your niece turns 18, isn't it? You'll need to take a half-day off." She told me.
'These people are remarkably well informed,' I thought. 'It's a bit creepy, really!' But I was desperate for some, any, help!
"How much is this going to cost," I asked.
"Initial consultation is $1500, if you decide to proceed, there will be a set-up cost and then an ongoing monthly fee that the doctor will discuss with you at your appointment. Results are guaranteed, though. If, for any reason, he isn't able to modify your niece's behaviours you will receive a full refund of all money paid." The voice on the end of the phone said.
I could afford the 1500 bucks but the 'set-up' and 'ongoing monthly fee' had me worried. It sounded like a trap. But what choice did I have? The only other solution I could think of would be to beat my niece within an inch of her life every time she acted out. This was not something I could do, nor allow anyone else to do!
"I'll be there," I told the voice. "What time?"
"We've scheduled you for 9.00 am," she told me.
"22nd at 9.00, got ya," I confirmed.
"Oh, and Mr Cantana?" The voice further said. "You might want to take the whole day off as I'm sure you and your niece will want to spend some time alone together once the doctor has seen you."
'Stay at home with her and her ankle bracelet as she whines and whinges about everything? I don't think so!' I thought.
I made the arrangements with the justice department to be allowed to take my niece to the doctor's on the 22nd and set myself to endure the 4 days until our appointment.
It took me the rest of the day and most of the night to clean the mess up in the house.
The day of my appointment dawned. As it was my niece's 18th birthday I had gotten a blueberry muffin and stuck a candle in it. Lighting the candle I knocked briefly on the door to Becca's room and walked in.
My niece was naked with one leg up on her bed and spread apart. Her head was bent over as she examined her pussy area. She was using an electric Phillips lady shaver to clean her pubic hair off. There were clumps of hair on the floor under her ass so I assumed shaving her pubic area was a brand new thing!
Hearing the door open and seeing me walk in she screamed, "Get out, you fucking pervert!" And threw her pillow at me.
Blushing and stammering and apologising I immediately backed out of the room.
Leaning against the wall opposite her door I thought about what I'd just seen. My niece was actually quite an attractive woman! With all of her potty-mouthed trash talk, I hadn't taken the time to notice before, but she was, actually, very sexy!
My niece is a short tubby thing but she has long blonde hair and eyes that are such a deep shade of blue as to be almost purple. Her eyes are wide-set and quite large. Her skin is mostly clear of pimples and is a pale alabaster white.
Her best features, though, are the ones I hadn't noticed until now! She had huge firm tits that stood proudly out from her chest and a round tight badonkadonk butt! Her plump thighs are shapely as well as firm!
From what I had seen she had a sweet, small pussy!
To my dismay and a little to my disgust, I was harder than river stone! My cock was jumping and throbbing in my trousers! I, badly, wanted to see more of my niece shaving her pussy! I, even more badly, wanted to taste her sweet young twat!
Knocking on the door again I spoke through it. "We have a doctor's appointment at 9.00 am," I told her. "Now that you're 18 he's going to put you on the pill like you've been asking."
It wasn't the reason but it was the only one I could think of that might get her to go with me.
Flouncing out of her room wearing a skin-tight pair of Lycra exercise shorts that clung to every inch of her curvy butt, a boob tube top with a silk jacket, and a pair of heeled sandals, Becca looked at the muffin I was still holding.
"Did you get that for me, you big spender, you?" She sneered. "Spared no expense, didja?"
She still took it and began to eat though.
"Well? What are we waiting for? You to find your balls?" She followed up with.
Gritting my teeth I walked out my front door and got in the car. Becca flung herself into the front seat beside me.
"Where is this damned, doctor?" She demanded. "It had better not take all fucking day!"
"Why? Do you have somewhere else you need to be?" I asked, facetiously.
"Oh, you a funny man? Okay, be funny, funny man!" was the sarcastic response.
I entered the doctor's address into the GPS. It was up in Brisbane's Spring Hill where most of the upmarket doctors and consultants had their premises. The card said 'Parking at the rear' so at least I wasn't going to lose a testicle trying to pay for inner-city parking.
We arrived at the building with a bit of time to spare. It was a discreet building with blackened windows and a heavy wooden front door.
Pulling the door open we entered a bright, white, expensively decorated, waiting room. We were the only clients there.
There were no fewer than 4 different receptionists at 4 different desks. They were all stunningly gorgeous, and extremely buxom, mid-20s to mid-30s women. All 4 must have stood close to 6 ft. tall (183 cm.) even taller than that, probably, as every single one of them was wearing what had to be at least 7 in. heels.
They ranged in skin colouring from one as pale as my niece to one ebony black.
They had matching uniforms on. Dark grey skirts that barely covered their knicker line with matching dark grey jackets that were buttoned up under their magnificent bosoms.
They were wearing dark red blouses that didn't meet in the middle. All of the women's bosoms were squeezed into black push up bras and a good portion of their inner boob mounds were generously on display.
Every woman was wearing black stockings with a thin pencil line seam running in a dead straight line up the backs of their legs. The 2 who were sitting down were showing lingerie suspender straps attached to the tops of the stockings so I assumed they would all be wearing them as well.
One of the sitting receptionists swung her chair toward me. From where I was standing I could see right up her short skirt, she wasn't wearing underwear! Her shaved pudenda was clearly on display.
I felt an immediate rush of blood to my groin.
The receptionist whose pussy I had just glimpsed stood and walked across to me. She was the ebony woman. When she spoke it was obvious this was the woman I had spoken to when I had called the office.
Holding her hand out, she had long red-painted nails, and said "Mr Cantana?" I nodded. "I'm Charlotte we spoke on the phone a few days ago. Glad you could make it."
She turned to my niece with a welcoming smile and said, "You must be Rebekkah," Charlotte looked at her notes, "but you prefer Becca, don't you? Welcome to the Beckham Centre, Becca. My assistant will be out shortly to take you to the spa."
"Spa?" Becca asked confused. "I thought I was seeing a doctor about going on the pill so I can fuck whoever I want whenever I want and not get pregnant?"
I'm sure this was a dig at me but I'd gotten so many from her that I was inured to it.
"We're a full-service medical centre, Becca," Charlotte informed her. "We take care of all of your physical, spiritual and emotional needs. The doctor has determined you need spiritual help more than any other so we're going to start with a day at the spa. Well, a half-day, I guess."
A small beautiful Asian woman appeared at Charlotte's side.
Charlotte put her hand on the woman's shoulder, the woman's head wouldn't have reached Charlotte's bosom, and said, "Becca, this is Inoko. Inoko will take you to the change room now, and prepare your treatments. We have a facial, some waxing and a makeover planned, plus a few other activities that you can choose if you approve?
"Inoko, this is Becca. It's Becca's first time here so please be patient with her."
Becca shrugged and followed Inoko out.
"The doctor will see you now, Mr Cantana. If you'll follow me?"
I walked after Charlotte across the reception area and through another door.
Showing me into a luxuriously appointed room she told me to take a seat on the lounge.
"The doctor will be imminent," she said and left through the door.
I'd barely settled into place when a door opened in what I had thought was a wall. Once the doctor had closed it I was hard-pressed to see where it had been.
"Hello, again, Eric," the doctor said. "I'm Doctor Davis Beckham. Welcome to my establishment."
"What is this place?" I asked.
"This is The Beckham Centre for Behaviour Modification and Rectification," He informed me. "We specialise in taking girls, and women, over the age of consent, that exhibit self-destructive and/or anti-social behaviours and turning them into model citizens."
"Only women?" I asked. "I would have thought there would be way more men and boys that exhibit those behaviours than women?"



"We haven't, yet, been able to perfect our methods for young men. It seems to work for men who are transgender or intersex perfectly but there can be some adverse reactions with heterosexual males. We are determined to find the solution, though, so we can offer our services to all."
"How were you able to know so much about me and Becca?" I queried.
Smiling Dr Beckham said, "We're only getting started here in Brisbane, Eric, so clients are a little sparse, at the moment. I keep an eye on the court's daily law lists and approach parents whose over 18 children have appeared more than once, or are going to appear for multiple offences, and offer my help.
No information I found out about you and your niece isn't readily available through public records. You just need to take the time to look."
Mollified I asked, "So how does it work? You have trained psychiatrists and specialists that will work with Becca on changing and modifying her behaviour?"
"Our methods are a little more direct, Eric," he told me. "You've heard the conspiracy theories that flu vaccines are really full of tiny nanobots that, when the government flicks the switch, are going to turn us all into obedient zombie slaves? The technology I have developed does exactly that!"
I burst out laughing! "Fuck you must think I'm stupid!" I told him. "That's just science fiction and will never happen!"
Davis just smiled. "Yours is the most common reaction, I must admit, Eric," he said in answer. "If you'll stay long enough I'll show you what we do and explain how it works. If you're still not convinced I'll send you home, no harm, and no foul. Does that sound fair?"
I wasn't sure so I guess my head was shaking.
"What have you got to lose, Eric?" Dr Beckham asked. "A day's pay? You've already lost most of that to come here!"
"Okay, I'll bite, but don't think for a moment I'm going to hand out money for this bullshit!"
"A chance to prove the technology is all I ask, Eric," Davis answered. "You'll have to leave your cell phone on the desk, it will be safe, I promise, then if you'll follow me through into the lab I can start to explain how we will completely change your niece's behaviour to one of an obedient model citizen that will obey your every demand with qualm or hesitation or restraint!
In fact, I'm so confident of my technology, that I will not only refund your full $1500 if it fails to work, I'll pay you double!"
Shrugging I figured 'what the fuck?' right? As he said, the worst I could do was lose a day's pay and I'd already done that!
Placing my phone on the desk I followed Doctor Beckham through, yet another, hidden door and into his lab.
The room we entered was darkened 3 different technicians were working with either magnifying glasses or microscopes under their own personal light. Walking over to where someone was using a microscope Davis asked the technician to let me look in his scope.
In the scope I saw, I don't know how to describe it, but 'bot' is the closest thing I can think of. It looked like a tiny water boatman insect swimming through a solution of colourless liquid.
"Keep watching," The technician said.
He took a tiny sliver of something out of a canister of liquid nitrogen and placed it in the solution.
"Human brain cells," Dr Davis explained. "Harvested from cadavers."
As soon as the matter hit the solution the 'bot' rowed straight across to it and seemed to, somehow, attach itself to the cell.
"The nanobots are programmed to seek out human brain cells and attach themselves to it," Dr Beckham expounded. "When the human host does what we want her to do the bot stimulates the pleasure centres of her brain. When she does something we have decided is against what we want her to do they stimulate her pain centres."
"How does the bot know the difference?" I asked.
"They're voice programmed," Davis said. "If you agree to go forward most of your time here today will be spent with our technicians making sure the voice recognition software in the device we will give you knows and can understand, everything you say. The best thing is, the remote we give you will not respond to any voice other than yours, so it's 100% safe!"
"Can I see some evidence of it working?" I asked.
"I can show you, literally hundreds of hours of it being successfully used on the wives and daughters of our clients but I think, maybe, a face to face demonstration may be more convincing. Will you follow me back to my office, please?"
Re-entering his sumptuous office Dr Beckham handed me my phone and pressed a button on a device he took out of a drawer. It looked for, all the world, like a Foxtel IQ remote.
"Charlotte, will you come to my office, please?" He was holding the intercom button down, so his voice echoed through the waiting room.
Catching my look as he spoke into the 'remote' Davis said, "It's designed like that so no one will think twice when they see it either in your hand or on any of your tables."
"Why did you need to use the intercom as well as the device?" I asked.
"Your subject needs to hear your voice to be able to respond to any instructions." Dr Beckham told me. "The software in the voice recognition system hears what you've asked and decides if the subject is complying or not. If they are the nanobots give the subject's pleasure centres a 'massage' if they are not it zaps their pain receptors.
Trust me it only takes a few moments to make extremely docile and compliant subjects as the more the subject resists, especially in the beginning, the greater the pain and the quicker they respond positively the greater the pleasure they receive and faster it arrives.
It's the fault we're trying to fix in the male subjects. They become so addicted to the pleasure the nanobots give them they become virtually useless. Spending all their time begging on their knees for more tasks so they can be rewarded. Women seem better able to resist that path."
The door to the reception opened and Charlotte walked in, "What can I do for you, Dr Davis?" She asked in her deep sultry voice.
Pressing the button on the remote Dr Beckham said, "Close the door and strip off all of your clothes except for the suspenders and stockings. Get on your knees before Eric and get ready to suck him off. By the time you are on your knees, you will be so turned on you'll need him to fuck you as soon as you make him hard."
Charlotte was one of Doctor Beckham's subjects! I should have guessed! They probably all were, I thought.
"Charlotte used to be my lead researcher and also my wife," Davis explained as Charlotte closed the door and began to strip down. "But she was going to leave me and blow the lid on what we do here. I couldn't have that so I activated the bots I had already placed in her blood when we first started working on this project.
She thought we were working on a cure for chronic pain sufferers, when she found I wanted to control recalcitrant women she was going to expose me.
Unfortunately the nanobots Charlotte has in her system are series one bots. The ones I had made to be permanent. They're slowly destroying her brain. One day, fairly soon now, Charlotte will both suffer a brain haemorrhage and die or become a total vegetable.
This is the reason for the 'ongoing costs'. These 'series 12' nanobots I have shown you 'die' and are flushed out of the system every 24 to 48 hours and are replaced by the new ones. We hide the bots in the subject's daily birth control pills so we know that they will be taken but we can put them in virtually anything at all. A piece of fruit, a drink, anything that is going to be ingested."
Seeing that Charlotte was naked and writhing in front of me and I was still zipped up the doctor asked, "I'm sorry, is Charlotte not to your liking? I can order one of the others in if you'd prefer? Maybe the one with the alabaster skin like your niece's?"
Charlotte was very much to my liking I was just fascinated by the doctor's explanations and had gotten distracted. Leaning back I unzipped and pulled my 7 in. cock out of my pants. Charlotte immediately devoured it!
I hadn't had head since I married my wife as she thought oral sex was 'dirty and disgusting' so I was going to enjoy this!
Charlotte was a supremely gifted cock sucker. Sucking my length all the way down to my pubic bone with ease, and bobbing her head up and down enthusiastically, I was soon very near that delicious point of having no choice but to blow!
"Do you want to cum in her mouth, or another of her orifices?" Doctor Davis asked?
"I haven't had anal since my college years," I told him.
Speaking into the microphone on the remote Dr Davis said, "Charlotte, kneel in front of the couch with your tits on the seat so Eric can fuck you in the ass. As soon as Eric is inside your ass you may orgasm as many times as you can before he cums in your ass."
Charlotte was quick to comply. Spreading her thighs and reaching between her legs she spread her ass cheeks and showed me her starfish.
"I'll need some lube," I told the doctor.
"I make her fuck herself with plugs and dildos every day," Davis informed me. "Plus I have Isabella fist Charlotte's ass for my pleasure before she leaves for home every afternoon so she'll take your cock quite comfortably. You can spit on her ring so you slide in a little easier if you wish."
Charlotte was moaning and thrusting and swaying her hips and ass back and forth and side to side. Obviously, the bots were stimulating her nerve centres almost to the point of cumming.
Leaning over I did as the doctor ordered. With my spittle dripping across her rosebud I dropped my trousers then took my firm dick in my hand and pointed the head at the middle of her starfish. With a slow push forward of my hips, I started to slide my throbbing member into Charlotte's ass.
There was only a minor resistance as the head encountered Charlotte's knot before I was buried, balls deep, in her ass!
Fuck it felt good!
Charlotte was gripping down then releasing on my shaft with her ass ring sending pulsating sensations through my shaft and up into my cock's head. I pulled back a little and shoved back in, as soon as I did, Charlotte exploded into orgasm.
"There's no need to go gently, Eric," the doctor told me. "Pound that slut like you mean it!
Do what the doctor says, right?
Pulling all but the head of my diamond hard 7 in. donger out of Charlotte's knot I slammed back into her as hard as I could. My hips were slapping against Charlotte's ass so loudly that I was sure everyone in the waiting room could hear me.
As if he had read my mind Davis picked up the remote and whispered something into it. Then, using a separate remote, turned on the TV screen hanging on the wall to my right. As the screen flickered into life I saw that it was a feed from the waiting room.
The Mediterranean looking woman was kneeling between the thighs of the alabaster girl with her face pressed against the alabaster girl's twat. The alabaster girl was holding the Mediterranean girl by the back of the head and was grinding her pussy against the other's sucking and licking mouth.
Dr Beckham turned the sound on just in time for me to hear the pale girl squeal and squirt her juices all over the Italian (I think) woman's face.
I hadn't noticed what the 3rd woman was doing yet. Then I saw her up on her desk watching the other 2 make out whilst frigging herself with a 'horse cock' sized dildo. I watched in awe as she was able to slide most of that 'horse cock' into her cunt before she took it out and shoved the whole thing, all the way down to the 'balls', in her ass!
She also came loudly.
This was all too much!
With a groan, I shot my first load of cum into someone else for over 2 years! I spurted glob after glob into Charlotte's rear fuck hole. I must have had an absolute bucket full for her as there was so much it started to squeeze out around my cock and drip across her cunt.
As if my semen was her magic elixir to cum Charlotte screamed in orgasm and squirted all over my balls. She seemed to spray as much lady juice as I had cum!
Sighing in satisfaction I got off of Charlotte and sat back on the couch. I was about to pull up my trousers when I heard the doctor speak.
"Clean Eric up and then kneel before me and suck me off, Charlotte, please," Dr Davis Beckham said into the remote. Speaking into the intercom as well Davis added, "Everyone in the reception room stop what you are doing, clean yourselves, and the room, up, then go about your daily tasks."
The remote feed showed the women complying so he turned it off.
Charlotte moved on her knees across to me, grabbed my softening cock in her hand, and then proceeded to lick and suck me clean. Her hips were still twitching, shuddering, and thrusting a little back and forth, so I assumed the 'bots' were still feeding her pleasure centres.
Once she was satisfied I was clean Charlotte crawled on all fours around to Dr Davis. Her ass was all I could see as she sucked the doctor off. All the time her ass was bucking and thrusting. Davis' hand suddenly appeared on her tailbone and he spanked her, really hard, 3 times.
Charlotte came then squirted again.
With a groan, the doctor spat his orgasm into Charlotte's willing mouth.
"Stand in the corner facing us, Charlotte," Dr Beckham said into the remote. "You will remain horny and near orgasm but you may not touch yourself and you may not cum. Am I clear?"
Nodding Charlotte took up residence in the corner nearest the doctor's desk. She was writhing, moaning softly, and biting her lower lip. Her hands kept clenching into fists before reopening, it was obvious she was having to restrain herself from touching her tits and/or pussy.
"If the subject needs to hear your command to obey and for the nanobots to kick in how were you able to get the 3 out in the reception going?" I asked. "You whispered into the remote but didn't use the intercom."
"There is a feature where, if I want to give my subject(s) free reign over their own pleasure, I can simply tell the pleasure nanobots to activate. The women out there know when all of their pleasure centres are being titillated they may do whatever sexual activity they want until I tell them differently." Doctor Beckham explained.
"Now let's imagine you have, oh I don't know, maybe 4 of these subjects under your control," he gave me a conspiratorial wink and a grin, "and you want to treat some extremely rich potential clients and/or investors to an all-girl orgy, with them as the centrepiece, you can release the bots and the girls will do anything and everything to get off for as long as the nanobots are activated.
Neat feature, huh?"
I had a plan as to how I was going to pay for this cutting edge technology now. I was going to need two systems, though!
Charlotte was still writhing in the corner.
"Take Charlotte's hand," Dr Davis instructed me, "she won't resist. Put it on Charlotte's breast first, then anywhere else on her body, and watch what happens."
I did as he asked. As soon as Charlotte's hand brushed against her nipples, where I had placed it, a frown crossed her face and she grunted. When I put her whole hand flat on her abdomen she moaned with pain and sagged to her knees.
"The bots can't differentiate between a voluntary action and one she has been made to do. The brain recognises that she has touched herself after having been told not to and the bots read that she is disobeying an order so they zap her pain centre."
Charlotte's hand had fallen away from her body as she had sagged down but now she wasn't standing in the corner so the pain was still occurring. She quickly got to her feet to stop the pain. Almost instantly the pleasure bots kicked in again and she was soon moaning softly and thrusting her hips again.
"You realise this doesn't mean a thing, right?" I told the doctor. "These women are obviously under your control but maybe you're just some rich sick weirdo who can afford to pay them enough to do all these things for you so you can suck more fools like me in and get our money, too."
The doctor looked at me disappointed. He picked up the remote and said "Charlotte only reboot 1."
Charlotte collapsed to the ground twitching.
"I hate doing this as it's this reboot that is destroying the cells in her brain," Davis informed me. "The ones we'll use on your niece will die on this command and let loose their grip on the cells they're attached to. They'll then be washed into the bloodstream and she'll pee them out a few hours later. It's much safer."
After a few moments Charlotte came to, blinking, tears began to well from her eyes.
"Why won't you just kill me, you bastard?" she swore at Dr Beckham.
"Because you are mine, Charlotte, you always were and always will be. Why don't you tell Eric here what your real name is and what you were?"
"My real name is Ona Mabooty I'm a doctor and researcher, or I was until this bastard took it all away from me."
"Activate," Davis said into the remote.
Charlotte went still, she hardly even seemed to breathe. Only a few moments later she stood up.
"I'm sorry doctor," she said in her dark sultry voice. "I seem to have gotten undressed but I've forgotten why."
"You were helping demonstrate the efficaciousness of our product, Charlotte," Dr Beckham told her pleasantly. "You did a very good job. You may get dressed and return to your duties."
"Thank you, doctor," Charlotte said got into her clothes and exited the doctor's office.
"Okay, I'm in, I'm going to need 2 treatments though."
"One for the hellacious wife?" The doctor asked.
I nodded. "Do I have to somehow get her here to receive the bots?"
"No," Dr Davis answered. "I'll give you them suspended in a solution. All you have to do is tip the solution into something your wife is about to drink. They will be tuned to the same remote so they'll respond to the same device as the one you'll have for your niece."
"Cost?" I bluntly asked.
"For the 2 systems, I'll waiver the initial consultation fee so let's call it an even $750,000 plus GST." He answered.
I had control of the finances as my parents had left me a reasonable inheritance so the initial setup costs were going to be manageable but it was going to put off my retirement a number of years.
"Ongoing costs?"
"$1,000 a month for the 2 treatments." Was the reply.
I knew this was going to only be a small amount of the money I was going to be able to earn so I agreed.
"Excellent," Dr Davis Beckham said. "Come with me up a floor to my accountant's office and we'll make good the payment details. If you're able to show my accountant that you are able to make the payment we can commence the setup of the voice recognition software today."
Dr Davis escorted me to the next floor and introduced me to his accountant, a My Ryan Greggs.
We were able to dispose of the paperwork in short order and I was soon sitting in front of a computer screen next to a technician repeating a number of different phrases back into a microphone in response to what was flashed onto the screen.
It was sometimes easy, sometimes difficult, as I had to try and feign numerous scenarios so the software would recognise what I wanted under all conditions. I had to act angry, furious and almost homicidal. I had to act scared as well as sad, and also as if I was in pain. I had to pretend to be breathless as well as winded (apparently there's a difference). I had to hold my nose closed like I had a cold and had to pretend to croak as if I had a sore throat.
Almost 2 hours later the technician was satisfied with the setup and paged Dr Beckham to come and collect me.
"Shall we send for your niece, now?" Doctor Beckham asked. "We fed her the nanobots in an energy drink she asked for as soon as you had agreed to terms. They will have attached themselves to her pleasure and pain centres by now."



I was anxious to see if all the money I had committed was going to be money well spent so I eagerly nodded my head.
"The bots will start to work as soon as you tell them to activate but it will take a period of time for your niece's brain to train itself to what the nanobots are demanding so she doesn't suffer pain and gets all of the pleasure response she will soon learn to crave."
Thinking through things I asked, "Won't I need to be near whatever is sending the signal to the nanobots all the time for this to work? Won't the bots shut down when they get far enough away from the signal to no longer be receiving it?"
"Well thought out!" The doctor told me. "The first series bots had that exact problem. We had to confine the subject to the house so they remained in reach of the signal. With the wonders of modern miniaturisation, we've been able to overcome that limitation.
The nanobots themselves have mini processors in them and the remote device is the brain and hub of the controlling signal. As long as the battery has power the device and the bots will continue to work. All you have to do is remember to put the device on recharge beside your mobile phone every night.
The device's battery is good for 50 hours of continual use. So you can even go camping over a weekend and enjoy your niece the whole time without fear of losing her to a flat battery.
The nanobots will die every 24 -- 48 hours as their inbuilt batteries empty and will be replaced in her daily dose of her pill."
Just then there was a knock on the door. It opened and Charlotte walked in with my niece, still her usually surly self, a couple of steps behind.
"Oh, great!" Becca sneered. "Not only am I dragged away from the only joy I've had since moving into your dump of a place I find you in the doctor's room expecting to perve in on our conversation."
Doctor Beckham nodded at me.
I pressed the 'listen' button on the device and said "Activate," clearly.
Still sneering at me Becca said, "What the fuck......... Ouch!...... ow..."
She seemed to sway and be about to fall but neither the doctor nor the receptionist seemed to be concerned so I didn't move. Becca settled more steadily on her feet.
Shaking her head she started to berate me again. "What are you st... ouch... ow."
She staggered visibly this time but the doctor and receptionist still didn't move, so I didn't either.
For a 3rd time, Becca tried to say something derogatory to me. "I know you're... fuck," she moaned and held her hands to her temples.
"Why don't you try speaking to your uncle calmly and politely, Miss Becca," Charlotte suggested. "I'm sure things will go much better if you do."
Visibly trying to calm herself down Becca asked quietly, "What is going... Ohh! Oh! Oh! Fuck, Oh, my Gawd, fuck!"
It was blatantly obvious that Becca had just cum!
"I want you to stop swearing," I said into the device. "It's unladylike and, I don't like it. From now on, you are going to act like a perfect little lady in public unless I instruct you otherwise. Do I make myself clear?"
For the 4th, and final, time Becca tried to angrily resist the mechanical urgings of the nanobots. "As if you can tell......... "
With a moan, she sank to the floor holding her head.
"Politely and calmly, Miss Becca. It's much nicer for everyone involved and it's much, much nicer for you!" Charlotte reiterated.
"Stand up," I said holding the button down.
Becca struggled to her feet and stood holding her head. As soon as she had gotten upright her hips suddenly thrust forward and she came up onto her toes leaning back, a deep sensual groan escaped from her pursed lips. Becca had cum again.
"Why don't you ask Becca what the 'joy' was you had 'dragged' her away from, Eric?" Dr Davis suggested.
Still holding the button down I said to Becca, "What joy did I drag you away from, Miss Becca?"
A frown crossed her forehead as Becca tried to answer me with her usual smart mouth then she reluctantly said, "Inoko was eating my pussy. I had already cum twice and was about to cum again when Charlotte interrupted."
She moaned in pleasure again as the nanobots rewarded her for obeying.
I was shocked and was about to protest, but then, I remembered she had just become old enough to legally do this!
"There's more to the story," Dr Beckham said.
"What haven't you told me, Miss Becca?" I asked.
Again there was a frown first but it was only fleeting this time, "I was eating hers, too." She told me.
She jerked her hips forward as another orgasm washed through her.
"Are you a lesbian, Becca?" I asked.
"No." A small frown flowed on and off her face. "Well, I don't know, because playing with Inoko is the first sex with another person I've ever had. It was very nice, though, so maybe I am!"
Unaware Becca began to run her fingers around her nipples.
Smiling Dr Beckham asked, "Are you satisfied everything is working as stated, Eric?"
"I'd like to try and order her to do something she wouldn't normally do as a final check if that's okay with you?" I replied. "May I use Charlotte as my test for Becca?"
"Certainly," Doctor Beckham answered. "What did you have in mind?"
"I'd like to see if Becca will crawl on all fours across to Charlotte and beg Charlotte to piss on her, if that's okay with you?"
Doctor Davis Beckham laughed. Giving me a huge grin he said, "A brilliantly devised test as it really stretches everyone's boundaries. Mine as to whether I will allow Charlotte to participate, Charlotte's as to whether she can 'pee on demand', and to see if Becca's nanobots can make her do something she would normally never do, and would probably react violently to, if someone tried to make her.
Kudos to you, Sir! I agree, let us go for it!"
Picking up the device for his subjects and pressing the intercom button Dr Davis spoke, "Isabella, will you please bring two plastic sheets from the supply closet to my office?"
Letting go of the intercom he added, "Charlotte, you will stand in the middle of the sheets once Isabella has placed them on the floor. When Becca asks you to piss on her you will comply, you will even enjoy doing it, and cum from the experience."
With an obvious effort to remain calm Becca politely stated, "I would prefer to not do this, Uncle Eric. It's not something a lady would do!"
As soon as she had finished speaking another deep sensuous moan emanated from her lips as the bots rewarded her for being polite.
"Yeah, but you're not lady, are you Miss Becca? You're a fucking cunt of a thing!" I muttered.
Holding the button down I said, "Becca, you will do this and you will enjoy it. In fact, you will find being pissed on an orgasmic experience."
"Yes, Uncle Eric," she said and trembled as waves of pleasure surged through her.
With a knock first Isabella entered Dr Davis' office with the 2 plastic sheets as requested. Without being asked she spread them on the floor. Charlotte, as told, stepped into the middle of them.
Holding the remote Davis said, "Isabella you may remain and watch. If the spectacle turns you on you may masturbate, if not, you will watch silently. Once Mr Cantana has finished his test you will take Charlotte back to your desk, bend her over, and then fist her asshole, as is usual for this time of day."
"Yes, doctor," Isabella dutifully responded.
Realising I hadn't thought this plan through properly I held down the button on the device. "Becca, you will remove all of your clothing, right now, please."
Without complaint or even the frown that had been flickering across her face as she continued to try and resist, Becca stripped naked. I was treated, once again, to a view of her huge firm titties and her gorgeous badonkadonk butt. Her pussy looked even tighter and sweeter from this close.
In answer to Dr Beckham's unspoken query I said, "I don't want her sitting in my car in piss wet clothing."
I received another of the doctor's wide smiles.
Holding the button down I said, "Miss Becca you will crawl across to Charlotte on all fours, lean back with your ass on your heels, and beg her to piss on you. You will find the experience so erotic that you will experience continuous orgasms for as long as Charlotte's wee is spraying onto you."
There was only the briefest of hesitations before Becca got onto her knees and began to crawl across to Charlotte. As she crawled away I received an extremely sexy view of her cunt and ass. I noticed she hadn't shaved the area around her rosebud so made a mental note to tell her to fix that when we got home.
Becca crawled across the sheets to Charlotte's feet. Sitting back and looking up at Charlotte appealingly Becca said, "Will you please piss on me, Miss Charlotte. I'd like, very much, to feel your piss spraying on my body and face."
Holding the skin around and above her clitoris pulled up and apart with her left hand Charlotte's wee began to pour onto Becca immediately. Charlotte moaned salaciously and her stream kicked up a gear. Slapping her clitoris Charlotte began to orgasm.
The shuddering caused by Charlotte's orgasm and by Charlotte's slapping fingers caused her to spray piss all over Becca's face, hair and tits.
Becca was squirming and writhing, her moans matching Charlotte's as both women experienced continuous orgasms. It was clear that they were both about to experience a cataclysmic orgasmic explosion as the nanobots were adding wave after wave of pleasure to their brain's pleasure centres as both girls were obeying a directly given order by having orgasms.
Charlotte's hit just before Becca's. With a loud scream of pure bliss, Charlotte slapped her cunt twice as hard as she could then squirted all over Becca.
Having Charlotte squirt, as well as piss, on her blew Becca into orbit. She didn't quite scream but she was very loud. With 2 fingers, one on either side of her clitoris, she rubbed herself through at least 2 more minor orgasmic spasms.
Dr Beckham spoke from beside me, I hadn't noticed him come out from behind his desk being too enthralled with the spectacle in front of me.
"Do you mind if I piss on them both, too?" He asked. "If you don't mind, I'd like to have Isabella wank me off so that I cum on them both before I piss on them!"
"Sounds like another good test," I replied. "If Becca is a lesbian she will find having a man cum and pee on her abhorrent so, if she allows it without hesitation, everything works as well as you claim, without a doubt!"
Dr Davis spoke into his remote first.
"Charlotte, you will strip everything except your heels, stockings and suspenders off and kneel beside Miss Becca. You will cup her breasts and rub your nipples across Miss Becca's. When I cum on you you will start to orgasm, then continue to orgasm, until I am no longer weeing on you. Nod if I have made myself clear."
Charlotte nodded and was quickly on the floor beside Becca. Charlotte's rack wasn't anywhere near as big as Becca's but she must have had at least a full D cup. They stood high and firm on her chest.
Charlotte cupped Becca's tits and tried to rub her nipples across them. Becca swayed away because doing this 'is not ladylike!'
Speaking into my device I ordered, "You clearly heard what Dr Davis Beckham wants to do, you will allow all of it to occur. Having the doctor cum on you will make you as horny as a randy tomcat, him pissing on you will make you want to cum so badly that you'll want to explode. You will not be able to cum, though, until you feel Charlotte squirt on your thigh. You'll need to allow Charlotte to straddle your thigh so she can squirt on you."
Dr Beckham quickly added, "Straddle Becca's thigh and press your pussy on it as you kiss her and rub your nipples across hers, please, Charlotte."
I had to add, "Becca, you will enjoy Charlotte kissing you," to my list of demands for Becca.
The girls were quickly in position and began to exchange heated kisses. Charlotte began thrusting her hips up and down Becca's thigh and tilting her shoulders, forward and back, so that she was rubbing her nipples across Becca's.
"Isabella, you will take my cock out of my trousers and masturbate me until I cum over Charlotte and Becca. Once I have finished cumming you will guide my cock so that my piss soaks both Charlotte and Becca equally. Nod if you understand." Davis said into his device.
Isabella nodded her head.
"Isabella, if you find these actions sexually stimulating you may finger yourself to an orgasm. If you do not you will merely follow these instructions silently." Dr Beckham added.
Bending at the waist Isabella fished the doctor's stiff penis out through his flies before straightening back up.
Holding Davis's shaft just below the bulbous head Isabella ran her thumb through the precum leaking from the eye of his penis then swirled it around the doctor's glans before she took a firmer grip and began to tug on Dr Beckham's cock.
Only a few firm pulls later, Davis emitted a strangled groan and began to shoot cum over the two writhing girls.
Charlotte exploded into another series of orgasmic spasms.
Becca was moaning and thrusting her hips, she had, without being told, started to pull on her tits and nipples. Clearly, she needed to cum but couldn't until she felt Charlotte squirt on her thigh.
After shooting several squirts of cum over both girls, causing Charlotte to cum, but not squirt, with every splash, there was a bit of a delay as Davis prepared to piss on the two women.
With a relaxing moan, Davis was finally able to release his bladder and urine flowed from the eye of his cock.
It splashed straight onto the girl's faces.
Charlotte's orgasmic hits wound up to a higher pitch as she lurched from orgasm after orgasm.
Becca was moaning and writhing, wanting to cum but still unable to. In desperation, she bent her neck and began to tongue-lash Charlotte's beautiful big brown nipples. Becca followed this by dipping two fingers into Charlotte's pussy.
Just as the last drops from Dr Beckham's cock fell on her Charlotte screamed herself through another epic orgasm then squirted onto Becca's thigh. Her female juices ran down the inside of Becca's inner thigh and poured across Becca's pussy.
Becca added her orgasmic scream to Charlotte's and shuddered her way through 3 or 4 blissful cum events.
Now that Davis was no longer showering them with urine the girls slowly separated and knelt looking up at us for further instruction.
I was awestruck. My cock was throbbing and aching in my trousers but I wanted to make sure I had a full load for Becca when we got home so I refrained from participating. I wanted to, though. Very badly!
"Thank you very much for demonstrating the effects and effectiveness of our product, Miss Charlotte," Dr Beckham said into his device. "You may leave my office, as you are currently dressed, and bend over Isabella's desk to receive your daily fisting now."
Charlotte left, leaving her uniform behind.
Turning to Isabella Davis spoke again, "Isabella, you didn't find that to be sexually exciting? Why not?"
"I like having you cum and piss on me, doctor," Isabella responded. "I felt jealous that I wasn't on my knees with them both."
"Very well, Isabella," the doctor said. Still holding the 'listen' button down. "After you have fisted Charlotte to an orgasm, you may leave for the day."
Becca was still kneeling on the plastic sheets docilely.
"I trust I have proven everything to your satisfaction, Eric?" Davis said to me.
I gave him one of my rare smiles. I haven't had much to smile about since well before Becca turned my life into a living hell.
"As long as it works as well on the wife, we're all good!" I answered him.
Something then occurred to me, "If Becca receives a new batch of nanobots daily to replace the ones whose batteries have expired won't I need to activate them every day as well?"
I got another patented Dr Beckham smile, "I do like dealing with a thinking man," Davis said to me. "If you have to do a total reboot as I showed with Charlotte where all bots die at once then, yes, you will have to reactivate the bots by instructing them to 'activate'. But, in the normal scheme of things, a good portion of the bots will last more than a day and they are all coded to activate dormant bots as they come in the signal range of them so your niece will always have at least some working nanobots in her system at all times.
I looked at my niece. She was a cum and piss covered wreck. She looked like a cheap $5 hooker after a frat party. I decided it was an appropriate look for her!
Speaking into the device I said, "You will put your shorts and top back on, Miss Becca. You will not notice that you are covered in cum and wet with piss but every time someone else notices you will smile, cup your titties, and then blow them a kiss before licking your lips salaciously. Nod if you understand."
She didn't nod.
"What didn't you understand, Miss Becca?" I asked.
"I do not understand what salashushly means," she replied.
Letting go of the button I muttered, "That's because you're a dumb cunt, Miss Becca Cum Dump!"
"It means like you're a slut," Miss Becca. Now, do you understand?"
"Yes, uncle," she replied. "May I ask? Should I be acting like that as it's not ladylike?"
"You are learning, Miss Becca," I told her. "I have said you can so you will, okay?"
"Yes uncle," came the response.
She stood up and put her exercise shorts and tube top back on. She didn't even touch her knickers. I picked them up and put them in my pocket.
Shaking Dr Davis Beckham's hand I walked out into the reception area and walked across to the entry door. Becca followed a complaisant two steps behind.
I watched in awe as Isabella pistoned her right hand, all the way down to the middle of her forearm, in and out of, Charlotte's ass. They were both moaning pornographically.
Just as I was about to exit the centre a voice spoke to me.
"Oh, Mr Cantana? I have your wife's solution here for you." Walking over to me one of the other assistants further said, "I've placed it into a cooler package, make sure you put it in the fridge when you get home. There's also your wife's first month's pill supply in there as well!"
I took the product and got into my car.
I couldn't believe this damned thing worked! All the way home I kept giving Becca little tasks to do to prove to myself that I hadn't been gipped and that as soon as I was out of reach of Dr Beckham's transmitter the real Becca wouldn't instantly return.
These little tasks kept Becca in a state of constant sexual arousal. She was very ladylike, softly, almost inaudibly, moaning and biting her lower lip as the bots continuously rewarded her synapses for obeying my every command. Her hips were slowly writhing back and forth.
A comment on the differences between the sexes.
Way more women noticed Becca's cum covered face than men. Almost universally they would moue in disgust, glare at me, and speed off.
Those men that did notice would gain a huge smile and give me a 'thumbs up' as they drove by.
Regardless, they all got cupped titties, a smile, a blown kiss, and a lip lick. It was freaking fucking awesome!
Arriving home I instructed Becca to walk proudly to the front door with her shoulders back and head up, just in case someone was watching. I didn't see anyone, more's the pity!
Once we were inside I spoke into the device's microphone, "You will go shower, make sure you are completely clean from head to toe. Then you will shave the hair off from around your asshole and make sure all other pubic hair has been shaven off. Until we have had time to book laser hair removal treatment you will present yourself completely hairless from the neck down at all times. The hair that grows from your head is not included in the no-hair edict, Miss Becca, am I clear?"



"Yes, uncle, dear," Becca answered.
She left for the shower.
I was so excited about how this was all going that I couldn't wait to get my wife over so I could have her ingest her dose of the nanobots.
I called her on the phone.
With her usual disrespect my wife exhibited toward me she answered, "What do you want now, Eric?"
"Becca is having, well, 'woman's problems', something about her period, maybe? I don't have anyone else to turn to, can you please come over and have a chat with her?"
There was a long silence on the other end. Just as I thought she'd hung up on me Raqueda (my wife) gave a huge exasperated sigh and said, "I'll be there in about 20 minutes. This had better not be some bullshit excuse to try and make up with me again!"
"It isn't," I told her. "Becca just needs someone other than a male to talk to."
Taking the vial I had received from the centre out I hid it behind my beer in the fridge. I'd thought to put it immediately into the bottle of wine that Raqueda had left behind but wasn't sure if that would dilute the bots too much.
Becca came back into the kitchen, she had dressed demurely in a pink midi-skirt and a white tank top with shoestring straps. She was wearing sandals on her feet.
She looked gorgeous all freshly scrubbed and clean. Her skin was clear and almost flawless and without the perpetual scowl or sneer on her face she looked just the 18 years she now had. The tank top would have showed off her impressive rack perfectly but she had put on a bra.
Holding the button down I said, "Raqueda is due over here shortly, Miss Becca. You will greet her courteously, as a perfect young lady should, then offer her a drink. You will make, or get, her the drink she asks for then sit at the table. Raqueda believes that she is coming to talk to you about a 'woman's issue' she thinks you are having.
It is a small lie I told her to get her to come over.
You will take one of Raqueda's hands in yours, look her in the eyes, and sincerely apologise for your behaviour over the last 2 years. You will promise to try and be better from now on. Because you do want to be better from now on, don't you Miss Becca?"
One of those brief frowns of annoyance passed over Becca's face. There was still a little resistance left, it seemed.
"Oh, I am sorry, uncle," Becca informed me then moaned gutturally as her pleasure receptors were massaged in reward. "I want to be your good girl from now on."
Raqueda strode in through the door, her fiery red hair flouncing.
Becca got to her feet immediately and crossed to Raqueda then, much to Raqueda's stunned amazement, took both of Raqueda's hands in hers, stood up on tiptoes and kissed her cheek.
"Hello, Aunty Raqueda," Becca said. "I'm glad to see you, would you like something to drink?"
"I... I... umm... May I have some of the wine I left in the fridge, please?"
"Certainly, Aunty," Becca answered pleasantly.
Becca poured the wine into a glass and brought it to Raqueda.
"I do hope it hasn't gone off, Aunty," Becca said sweetly. "If it has, then I'm very sorry because I know it's my fault for driving you away. Can you ever forgive me?"
Raqueda just kept getting slapped from shock to shock. She looked at me in stunned disbelief.
"I think Becca has had a bit of an epiphany, Raqueda," I explained. "She was facing some fairly lengthy jail time there for a time. It was only your letter (written begrudgingly because I virtually begged her and threatened to turn off the money tap) and my pleading that convinced the judge to allow her to serve her time at home. Instead of the woman's jail."
Raqueda has a fiery temper to match her fiery red hair but is usually quick to forgive. She flung her arms around Becca and hugged her to her chest. My cock stirred at the sight of Becca's voluptuous breasts pressing against my wife's firm, apple-sized pair.
"I think we should have a toast to celebrate Becca's birthday, and her new attitude, and your new friendship, don't you?"
Grabbing Raqueda's glass, pretending not to notice she hadn't taken a sip yet, I moved across to the fridge. Taking another glass down from the cupboard above the fridge I poured Becca a glass, pretended to top Raqueda's up, pouring the contents of the vial into her glass instead, and grabbed myself a beer.
I handed the glasses to the two women.
"Happy birthday, Becca!" I said and took a sip of beer.
"Happy birthday, Becca," Raqueda echoed and sipped the first of the nanobots into her mouth. My cock twitched again at the thought of what was going to happen.
Raqueda won't admit it but she's actually quite a lush. Her glass was empty within a few minutes so I poured her another, then another.
Becca sipped hers slowly and delicately, as a good girl, should.
"I've never had alcohol before, uncle and aunty. It's quite nice, isn't it?"
I held the device in my hand and on my lap now. It had been on the kitchen table but nobody notices a remote sitting in plain sight, now do they?
Holding the button down I said, "You must never drink more than a couple a night, though, Miss Becca. You need to give your body time to become accustomed to drinking alcohol so you don't get drunk and make a disgrace of yourself."
"I understand, uncle," Becca answered politely. "I will sip slowly and be careful."
If you knew the signs it was obvious that the bots had massaged Becca's pleasure centres as she bit her lower lip and straightened up a little.
Raqueda looked from Becca to me in utter astonishment. Previously, any attempt to curb or change Becca's attitude or behaviour resulted in an explosion of cuss words, screaming and the breaking of things.
"Some epiphany," Raqueda said. "Something else must have changed as well!"
It had now been almost 45 minutes since Raqueda had swallowed the nanobots so they would have swarmed all over her brain's pain and pleasure centres by now.
Lifting the device to my lips I said "Activate," clearly.
"Activate? What do you... Oww! Ouch! I... Ouch!"
Almost cross-eyed Raqueda still tried to resist.
"What have...?" She managed before falling off her chair onto her knees in pain.
"I have not done a thing, Raqueda," I informed her. "You, with your snotty money-grubbing ways, have done this to yourself. All I ever wanted was for you to love and respect me for what I did and what I was. But all you ever did was belittle and insult me. So now you are going to serve me with all of your heart for the rest of your sad misbegotten life."
"Like f...," Raqueda managed before groaning in pain again.
Becca knelt before her aunt and held Raqueda's head in her hands. "Be calm and speak to uncle politely, aunty, it will be much easier for you. You will even begin to enjoy obeying like I have, shortly!"
"Like...," was all Raqueda managed this time before sagging even further down and resting her forehead on the linoleum floor.
"Calmly and politely, aunty, please. I hate to see you in such pain." Becca told her patting Raqueda's back.
Taking several deep breaths Raqueda finally managed to calm herself enough for the bots to not be zapping her cerebral cortex and said, "If I may ask, Eric? What have you done to me? To us, I guess?"
I pressed the button down.
"Raqueda and Becca, you will never speak of this to anyone, including me and yourselves, again... "
Raqueda made another attempt to resist.
"I'll scr... OWWWWWWWWW!!!!!!!!!! Fuck!"
Looking at her aunt sadly Becca said, "Calm, Aunty Raqueda! You can't fight it!"
Panting Raqueda forced herself to calmness.
As she had actually made herself calm, this time, the bots rewarded her by flooding her pleasure senses with warm fuzzies. Raqueda jerked, spasmed and came.
"Oh my Gawd," she moaned.
As this wasn't an angry outburst the pleasure nanobots kicked in again. Another orgasm swept over her.
"Isn't that much better, aunty?" Becca asked. "Why don't you try apologising for your rude behaviour to uncle?"
Lifting her head and looking first at Becca Raqueda turned her head toward me.
"I'm sorry, Eric. I've been rude will you forgive me, please?" She said
Raqueda shuddered through another series of orgasms as the bots rewarded her some more.
"I may consider forgiving you, Raqueda," I said in response still holding the button down. "But first you need to crawl on all fours across to me, unzip my flies, take my cock in your hand, and then suck it into your mouth."
"I...," pain flashed across her face. "I will do as you ask, Eric. Please don't hurt me anymore."
"I'm not hurting you, Raquel," I told her. "You're hurting yourself by treating me so disrespectfully. All you have to do is immediately obey every command, request or suggestion I make and you need never suffer pain again."
Pain and pleasure flowed across Raqueda's face one after the other. Pleasure won out, though, as it always does. Give your brain a choice between doing something that hurts it and something that sends endorphins racing through your system it will choose the endorphins every time!
Raqueda crawled across to me fishing my nicely sized 7 in. cock out of my trousers she hesitatingly took the head into her mouth. I groaned at the sight and feel of receiving head from my wife of over 30 years for the first time.
Raqueda started to match my groans as the bots rewarded her for doing what she had been instructed to do.
I didn't want to waste my cum in Raqueda's bitchy mouth just yet, though, so I instructed her to stop.
"Raqueda, you will stand up and remove all of your clothes then kneel at my feet again, please. Becca, you will also strip and kneel beside your aunt."
Both women instantly complied.
I held the button down, "Raqueda, I'm hearing rumours that you and my best friend Roger are fucking, is that true?"
Similarly to Becca's experiences, pleasure followed pain across Raqueda's face as she first tried to not answer then did to relieve the pain.
"We are," She answered me truthfully.
"Do you give him head, Raqueda? I asked.
Raqueda shook her head, "No, I don't like it, it's disgusting!" She informed me.
Giving head, from now on, Ms Raqueda is your favourite thing. Every time somebody cums in your mouth or down your throat or pulls out and cums on or in your face or tits or pussy or ass or anywhere else on you will have an immediate orgasm. Am I clear, Ms Raqueda?"
Raqueda nodded and moaned sensuously as the bots stroked her receptors.
"You will not meet with him again until I say you may, am I clear, Raqueda?"
Raqueda nodded then came as the pleasure bots worked their thing.
"When I say you may meet with him again you will say to him that you want to meet at an inner-city motel because you want to try something kinky, Ms Raqueda. You will have taken 5 pairs of your pantyhose with you to the motel room. Once you have him naked you will tie his hands and feet firmly to the bed with the pantyhose.
You will then go down on him and make him as hard as you can then take the last pair of pantyhose and tie them around his cock and balls as close to his pubic bone and as tight as you can. Am I being clear, Raqueda?"
"Yes, Eric," Raqueda said, "Very clear."
Still holding the button I continued, "After you have his cock and balls tied off you will take off your knickers and stuff them into his mouth. Once he is tied and gagged you will suck one of his testicles into your mouth and then bite down on it very hard. Not hard enough to rupture it, or bring blood, but hard enough for them to bruise badly. Do you understand, Ms Raqueda?"
"Yes, Eric," came the reply.
That will teach the bastard!
"After biting his testicle you will leave the motel and return to me. You will never meet with him, or any other man, without my permission again, Raqueda. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes, Eric," Raqueda dutifully replied.
I was once more amazed at how quickly and efficiently Doctor Beckham's system changed behaviour!
'Worth it at twice the price!' I thought.
I looked at my two pets. 'Hmm,' I thought. 'What do I want to see first?'
Pushing the button down I said, "Becca, you admitted to 'eating' Inoko's pussy earlier, what do you mean by that, explain, please?"
"I did to Inoko's pussy what she was doing to mine, uncle," Becca answered. "First she licked the entrance to my pussy, which was very nice, so I did the same for her. Inoko then lapped at my clitoris very quickly, uncle. That was when I had my first orgasm. It felt so good I wanted Inoko to cum, too."
"Were you able to make Inoko cum, Becca?" I asked.
Reader, we shall assume I've remembered to push the 'listen' button of the device down in all the needed places from here on, shall we?
Looking crestfallen Becca answered, "I think she was about to when Charlotte interrupted us."
"Why don't you try and see if you can make your aunty cum, instead, then, Miss Becca?" I said to her. "Raqueda, you will allow your niece to eat your pussy and you will learn, with her, how to please another woman. What Miss Becca does to you, you will do to her.
Both of you together, I want you to get into a '69' position on the floor where you are, please."
I had no idea if the 'both of you together' instruction would work, but it seemed to! The two were soon gazing into each other's twats! Raqueda was on top.
Becca went first. She tipped her chin up and poked her tongue out then ran the tip around the entrance to Raqueda's quim. Flattening her tongue out Becca tongued from Raqueda's perineum all the way to her clitoris then circled that delicious pleasure nub several times really quickly before returning to licking the entrance of Raqueda's pussy.
As she was obeying a direct order the bots began to massage and stroke Becca's pleasure nodes and she was soon moaning and groaning as she tongued my wife as well as thrusting her hips up at Raqueda's mouth hoping for Raqueda to return the favour.
Because of the angle the women were at all I could see was Becca from the head down to her nose and Raqueda's ass and pussy plus the back of her thighs so I couldn't tell if Raqueda was obeying the instructions I had given or not.
I assumed by the way she was shaking her head that Raqueda was making one last attempt to resist what was happening to her. She didn't stand a kitty cat's chance in a bear fight, though!
With one final moaned shudder Raqueda tipped her face forward and began to tongue Becca. The bots immediately roared life into and around her pleasure synapses. Feeling the bots stroking, massaging and stoking her pleasure centres Raqueda erupted into an almost cataclysmic orgasm.
Cumming harder than I'd ever seen her cum before she screamed her way through 3 or 4 massive orgasms, the sounds mostly muffled by Becca's cunt as she feverishly tongued it.
Feeling her aunt's soft wet tongue on her vulva, perineum and clitoris sent Becca rocketing into her orgasm. She squealed loudly and squeezed her plush thighs together trapping her aunt's mouth against her cunt.
By the time Becca finished cumming and released her thigh's grip on her aunt Raqueda had almost passed out from the lack of oxygen.
Now that she and her aunt had cum Becca stopped her licking of Raqueda's pussy and, pushing her aunty off her, she returned to a kneeling position in front of me.
Shuddering in post-orgasmic bliss Raqueda slowly dragged herself back to her knees in front of me as well.
I hadn't had sex with anyone other than myself for over 2 years, reader, so as you can imagine, I was harder than trying to do algebra with Roman numerals! The question is this? Do I take my niece's virginity next, or, do I do as I always wanted to do, and fuck my whinging and whining wife in her tight toned ass before making her suck me off?
I knew that I probably wouldn't last very long because I had been masturbating with a wife in the house for 2+ years where the incentive is to cum as quickly as you can so you don't get caught! Therefore, I decided to ease some 'tension' and take out years of frustration by fucking Raqueda's tight asshole.
"Raqueda, you will stand then move over to the kitchen table. Once there you will bend over so that your hips are against the edge of the table and your tits are squished against the table's top. You will then reach behind you and spread your ass cheeks. Once you are in the position I'm going to fuck you in your arse.
Every part of these actions will be a turn-on for you. Being told what to do by me will make you wet, obeying will make you wetter.
Feeling my cock at your asshole will make you want to cum, having it split your ass apart will cause you to orgasm, and, any pain you feel will drive your orgasm to greater heights. Am I clear?"
In answer, Raqueda stood up and assumed the position I had described at the table. She was already writhing and moaning softly.
"Becca, you will kneel between your aunty's legs and tongue her pussy as I fuck her in the ass. You will also lick my balls between licks of Raqueda. If I pull my cock out of your aunt's ass you will take it in your mouth and swirl your tongue around the glans before taking my cock in your hand and guiding it back into your aunt's ass. This will be an extremely erotic act for you and you will experience many orgasms as I fuck your aunty in the ass.
Nod if you understand."
Becca didn't nod.
Sighing I asked, "What is it that you don't understand, Miss Becca?"
"I do not know what the 'glanz' are," She replied.
"Fair enough," I answered. "Swirl your tongue around the head of my cock, then. Now, do you understand?"
"Yes, uncle," was the reply.
She took her place under Raqueda's cunt.
Shuffling I moved up with my legs on either side of Becca to Raqueda's asshole. I looked down to see my niece's face looking up at me as she had tipped her head back to watch me penetrate her aunty. She looked absolutely as sexy as all hell, on her knees beneath me, and under Raqueda's wet cunt, gazing up at me with her pretty face framed by her gigantic tits!
For a moment I considered abandoning my plan to take my revenge on Raqueda by ravishing her asshole and going straight to breaking my niece's hymen. I decided revenge came first!
"Take my cock in your mouth, Miss Becca, please. You need to cover my cock with saliva so I don't tear your aunty's bowel."
Once, Becca, had my cock dripping with her saliva I spat on Raqueda's rosebud. Holding my board stiff penis in my hand I guided the head to the entrance to Raqueda's asshole. As my cock's head touched her starfish Raqueda issued a deep sexy moan and thrust back toward me.
I used my cock to smear some of the saliva around her ring then, holding her hips firmly in my hands, I slowly and relentlessly pushed my cock through her knot and deep into her arsehole.
Raqueda tossed her head back in pain and took a deep breath to scream in agony. Instead, the bots kicked in and she erupted into orgasm. Flip-flopping up and down as the brain recorded the pain of my cock splitting her nether regions wide open, without hesitation or remorse, then the bots overriding this feeling with lashings of euphoria and endorphins.
The deeper into her ass I drove the more pain she experienced, the more pain she experienced the greater the heights of orgasm the bots sent her to.
Too soon for my liking, I was buried in Raqueda's virgin ass.
Holding the 'remote' I said to her. "Enjoy this, my manipulating, cheating, moneygrubbing, bitch of a wife as mine is the first of many 100s of cocks you will willingly take up your tight clacker!"
Raqueda moaned deeply in response.
I pulled out of Raqueda's ass, Becca immediately engulfed my cock with her mouth and swirled her tongue around my glans. Her hips were writhing as if doing this was the most sexually arousing thing she had ever done. Maybe it was, with the bots to drive it!



Satisfied I was wet enough Becca took hold of my cock and guided it back into her aunt's ass then began to lash Raqueda's clitoris with her tongue, moaning and groaning the whole time.
"You may play with your pussy and titties so that you can cum more easily if you wish, Miss Becca," I told her.
Becca's left hand immediately delved between her thighs and onto her twat, fingering her clitty Becca began to experience numerous back to back orgasms as she licked Raqueda's pleasure nub and my ball sack alternately.
As my cock popped through her tight knot for the second time Raqueda emitted a high pitched squeal then clenched her sphincter down on my shaft and came again.
The feeling on the tip of my penis and around the glans was exquisite!
I felt that tell-tale sign of my scrotum tightening up and I knew I was about to fill my wife's back fuck hole with cum so I began to pound her ass as hard as I could.
Raqueda grunted and groaned her way through several trembling orgasms until, feeling me cum in her ass for the very first time, exploded into a major orgasmic event.
Matching my wife's grunts I came inside her for the first time in over 5 years. My knees shook and my arms got weak, almost staggering, I re-took my seat at the kitchen table.
Raqueda started to get up so I instructed her to hold still, she looked gloriously slutty bent over the table with my cum dripping out of her ass.
"Lick and suck my cum from on and out of your aunt's ass, Becca, then exchange a 'cum kiss' with your aunt," I instructed my niece. "Nod if you understand, please?"
Becca didn't nod.
"What don't you understand, Miss Becca?" I queried.
I don't know what a 'cum kiss' is, uncle," she told me.
"It's where you hold the man's cum in your mouth then feed it to the person you are kissing, Miss Becca," I explained.
Nodding Becca turned so she could lick up and suck as much cum out of Raqueda's ass as she could find.
"Raqueda, you will love having your ass tongued and your starfish sucked on. It will be an extremely erotic and arousing experience for you. Tasting my semen from out of your niece's mouth will make you want to cum. Swallowing it will make you cum. Semen is now your favourite part of sex. Having it spit in you, or on you, will turn you on to the point of orgasm, swallowing it will always make you cum, am I clear?"
Groaning and thrusting her ass back at her niece's invading tongue and sucking mouth Raqueda nodded her acceptance of these new instructions.
Satisfied her aunty was clean inside and out Becca stood up and moved to the other side of the table. Leaning over Becca sensuously kissed Raqueda. As their lips parted with the kiss Becca used her tongue to push the semen she had gathered into her aunty's mouth.
Feeling my slimy goo slide into her mouth sent Raqueda into raptures. Unbidden she fed some back to Becca. I'm guessing it was because Becca knew it would please me, and all she now lived for was to please me, Becca accepted my seed, swirled it around her mouth with her tongue then fed it back to Raqueda.
The two women started to swap my cum back and forth. Their kisses became more and more fervent. Before long they were squeezing and moulding each other's breasts whilst panting in near rapture.
Moaning into each other's mouths both girls came. Turning to me Raqueda opened her mouth to show me it was filled with my cum. Closing her mouth she took an exaggerated gulp and then reopened her mouth to show she had swallowed it all.
Another orgasm washed through her as she did.
Both women returned to their knees in front of me.
"You will both go and get in the shower together. You will wash each other's hair, ass and pussy, then brush your teeth before returning to me. You may both pleasure yourselves and/or each other as much as you want during your time in the shower but you will take no more than 10 minutes," I instructed the 2 of them.
The girls left for the shower.
'Damn!' I thought to myself. 'I should have gotten Raqueda to clean my cum, and whatever else had come out of her ass, off of my cock!'
I wandered down to the bathroom to get a warm washer and to see what my 2 prospective dirty sluts were getting up to in the shower. As expected they were making out like crazy. As I watched Becca knelt down in the shower and began to tongue Raqueda.
Raqueda threw her leg over Becca's right shoulder, and with a deep sensual growl, held Becca's head to her pussy as she came on Becca's mouth.
Wetting a washer I cleaned my groin area and then returned to the kitchen.
Only a few seconds after 10 minutes had elapsed Raquel and Becca appeared in front of me and knelt at my feet awaiting further instructions.
"Becca, can you confirm to me that you are a virgin, please?" I instructed Becca.
"I am, uncle," Becca answered.
"Have you had any kind of sexual experience at all?" I followed with.
Frowning, but only in thought, this time, though Becca said, "Other than Inoko, no. Mum insisted that I remained pure on the pain of losing my allowance."
It sounded exactly like something my sister would do as mum had done it to all of us.
"What about sex with yourself, Miss Becca?" I asked. "Have you pleasured yourself?"
"Of course, Uncle Eric," Becca answered truthfully. "Doesn't everybody?"
"What kind of things get you off, Becca?" I queried.
Blushing Becca said, "I was just always so horny I didn't need to think of anyone or anything I would just revel in the feelings in my pussy and touch my clitoris then I would pop into an orgasm."
"Lie back and masturbate for me, please, Miss Becca," I instructed her. "You may cum as quickly or as slowly as you'd like."
Turning to my wife I said, "Raqueda, you may watch your niece masturbating or not. If you want to watch you may play with yourself as you do and cum as many times as you want. If you do not wish to watch you will crawl over to me and suck my cock until I cum in your mouth."
It was an interesting conundrum to watch playing through Raqueda's head. Did she choose to masturbate as she watched Becca playing with herself, masturbating being her favourite thing to do before ingesting the bots? Or did she get her 'cum reward'? Semen now being her new favourite thing, by sucking me to fruition?
Semen won out.
Raqueda unzipped me, pulled my cock out then devoured it.
It was all enthusiasm and little skill. I was going to need to teach Raqueda how to give an effective blow job if my plan for her was going to work.
Still, it was so fucking hot to be finally getting head from the hell-spawned daemon witch I had unfortunately married I knew I was going to cum in her bitch mouth very quickly, anyway!
"Slow down," I told Raqueda. "My cock is not a dog's bone even if you are a bitch! Make sure your lips cover your teeth as you're bobbing your head up and down. When you take me in your mouth wrap your lips around my shaft and press your tongue firmly against the underside. When you lift back suck and keep your tongue between my cock and your teeth.
Once there is only my cock's head left in your mouth swirl your tongue around the glans before letting it slide back into your mouth.
Every third or fourth time let my head slip all the way out and, holding my shaft firmly, lap at the eye and run your tongue around the head."
Raqueda obeyed instantly.
"Fuck! That's it!" I muttered! A few moments later I exploded into her mouth, still shooting huge globules of spunk as my balls emptied themselves of 5 years of pent up frustration (I know that's not literally true, but that is how it seemed!).
Raqueda slurped every drop up, grunting and groaning as she spasmed into orgasm as she did.
Unnoticed Becca had cum at least 3 times.
"Kneel," I said into the device.
Both women were soon back at my feet.
It was time to take Becca's virginity but ass or pussy first? I mused.
Deciding I could take her ass at any time but I could only break her hymen once, and I was still as hard and as horny as a bull in mating season, I chose to 'make a woman' of my niece.
"You will both follow me to my bedroom, please," I instructed the two of them.
Reaching my room I stood in the middle where there was clear air around me.
"I want you both to do an erotic dance around me as you undress me. Becca will circle me clockwise, Raqueda anti-clockwise. As you pass each other you will exchange a kiss, tongues and all, fondle the other's tits or pussy or ass. By the time you have me naked, you will both be on the edge of orgasm.
Becca: Once I'm undressed you will lie on your back in the middle of the bed and lift your knees up and apart making room for me to lie between them. The anticipation of having your hymen broken will excite you beyond words. Your pussy will be wetter than you have ever felt it before and your need to cum will be greater than you have ever experienced before.
When I am between your legs you will hug me to you and beg me to 'make you a woman'. When you feel my cock at the entrance to your pussy you will relax and enjoy every part of being deflowered. Even your hymen rupturing will only serve to make you hornier and more desperate to cum.
You will stay on the edge of cumming until you feel me cumming inside you. You may then cum as loudly and deliciously as you possibly can and enjoy as many more orgasms as you wish.
Have I made myself clear?"
Becca dutifully intoned, "Yes, uncle."
She began a slow, deliciously erotic, languid dance around me. Her ballet lessons were making themselves evident!
Speaking into the device again I said, "Raqueda: Once I am naked you will recline against the bedhead with your cunt close to where my head is going to be. You will watch as I deflower our niece and find the spectacle a massive turn on. You will masturbate and enjoy many orgasms until after I pull back out of Becca's pussy. You will then take my cock into your bitch mouth so you can lick and suck it clean.
As soon as there is room between Becca and me you will go down on your niece and clean her whole pussy area with your mouth and tongue as well. Doing this will be an even more erotic experience than cleaning me was and you will want to cum very badly but be unable to quite get there.
Licking up Becca's hymen blood will turn you on to even greater heights. So much so that you will turn your head to me and beg me to fuck you in the ass again so that you can cum.
If I'm hard I will comply, otherwise, you will need to do whatever it takes to make me hard enough to fuck you in the arse.
Have I made myself clear?"
Raqueda nodded and began her dance. Kissing each other and fondling whatever they could reach the women slowly danced around me. Sometimes cupping their pussy, with a finger dipped inside, sometimes cupping their boobies. Other times they would bend at the waist over spread straight legs and show their ass to me as they gyrated past. It was freaking awesome!
Raqueda even slipped a finger into her ass at one time. She was already becoming quite the anal slut!
By the time the last of my clothing had hit the floor, I was sure I could drill for oil through solid rock with my throbbing cock!
Now that I was naked Becca climbed into the middle of my marital bed and took up the described position.
I loved the delicious irony of being about to fuck my niece as my wife encouraged me to and enjoyed the show on the very bed my wife had not allowed me to touch her on for at least the last 5 years!
Becca was slowly thrusting her hips back and forth off of the mattress as she played with her nipples and bit her bottom lip. The endorphins were flooding through her nubile body as the nanobots rewarded her for obeying.
Raqueda climbed up with her ass on the pillows beside Becca's head with her legs up and spread wide apart. She had two fingers on either side of her clit as she pilled that area up to expose her special nub. The fingers on her other hand were alternating between circling that delicious berry and dipping into her slippery cunt. She was already experiencing several minor orgasmic events and it was clear she was building to a cataclysmic one.
Sliding between Becca's plump thighs I covered her pubic area with mine, my cock's head already searching for her depths.
Becca wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me passionately, "Fuck me, uncle dear, make me a woman, your woman," Becca pleaded. "I need to feel your yummy dick in my pussy so that I can cum and be your cock slut!"
Her calves wrapped around mine as she pulled me toward her with her legs. Moaning and writhing salaciously Becca was fast approaching orgasm.
With my forearms under the backs of her shoulders and my inner elbows pressed into her armpits, I held Becca tightly to me and began to push my hips forward. The head of my cock found its target and began to enter my niece's virgin quim.
I had only barely entered my niece's tight young cunt when my cock encountered Becca's hymen. Leaning back so I could gaze into her eyes I pulled down on Becca's shoulders and, simultaneously, thrust my hips forward sharply.
There was only a brief resistance before my cock burst through her thin pussy membrane and plunged deep into her hot sopping wet cunt. Becca's eyes flew wide open as my cock burst her virginity but she quickly rocked her head back and screamed in ecstasy as the first of her much-anticipated orgasms with my cock inside her ripped through her.
Becca begged, "Please lean back, uncle, I want to see you in me!"
I did as asked.
Peering down Becca moaned deeply and sexily. "That's so hot, uncle, please fuck my sweet young pussy and make me cum with your big daddy dick!" she said.
I didn't need 2 invitations!
Rocking my hips slowly at first as I didn't want to cum in her too quickly I began to take longer and longer strokes in and out of my niece's well-lubricated cunny. I couldn't believe how tight she was nor how tightly her quim gripped my cock as I slid back and forth inside her.
I still held the device in my right hand so I pressed the button and said, "I'm about to fill your sweet young pussy with cum, Miss Becca, are you ready for me?"
"Gawd yes, Uncle Eric!" Becca moaned up at me. "Fill my tight vagina with your seed and I'll cum on your thick daddy cock!"
With an expansive groan, I shot the first of what I knew was going to be many, many loads into my niece's grasping and gripping vagina.
I came so hard and so much that my cum began to leak out of Becca's pussy around my still thrusting shaft. Twitching and moaning I shuddered through several post-orgasmic spasms as Becca's super tight cunt clenched down onto then off of my now very sensitive cock head.
Revelling in my first post-orgasmic high for quite some time I slowly backed out of Becca's deflowered cunt.
There wasn't a lot of blood on my cock or around Becca's pussy entrance but there was enough to show she was definitely a virgin up to a few moments ago!
As soon as my cock was out of Becca's quim Raqueda moved over and took it into her mouth.
She still couldn't get much of it down her throat, something I was going to have to fix soon, so she licked enthusiastically along the shaft gobbling up all of the secretions on and around my cock, balls and abdomen, moaning in pre-orgasmic anticipation.
Happy with my blow/clean job I moved far enough away from Becca that Raqueda could go down on her and complete her cleaning duties on Becca's pubic area. Licking and sucking on Becca's sex soon had both women writhing and moaning in sexual torment.
It was such an erotic exhibition I never went completely soft.
Becca was allowed to cum, or, at least, she hadn't been told she couldn't! So she began to pop over the edge into a series of major orgasmic eruptions. They only served to heighten Raqueda's arousal level.
Finally, she couldn't resist the need to cum anymore, "Please fuck me in my ass, Eric, dear?" Raqueda begged of me.
I'm pretty sure it was seeing and hearing my fiery-tempered, bad-mannered, foul-mouthed bitch of a wife begging me to fuck an orifice I had never previously been allowed anywhere near that sent my dick into a totally rigid state!
Speaking into the remote I said, "Raqueda, I like the way you're begging politely for me to fuck you in the ass so much I'd like to hear you do that some more, please?"
Moaning in desire Raqueda began to beg in earnest, "Please fuck me in my tight asshole, Eric! I want to be your anal slave. I want you to fuck my dirt canal every single day so that I can cum on your magnificent cock. I'll be your anal cum queen if you'll just let me orgasm, Eric, please! I beg of you!" She said the words all rushed and jumbled together.
"On your knees on the floor with your tits on the bed, Raqueda, please," I said into the mic.
As I had only recently climbed out of Raqueda's ass I merely spat on her rosebud before positioning my cock at her rear fuck hole. Shoving brutally forward I ripped my entire length into her ass in one fell swoop. My hips smacked against her ass cheeks meatily.
A stifled scream began to howl from Raqueda's throat before it suddenly changed to a full-throated screaming orgasm.
"OWWWWWWW...... OHHHHHH oh oh! FUUU UH UH UUUU UCKKK! I'M CUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMINNNG!" Raqueda yelled.
Ploughing her ass as hard as I could I relentlessly pulled all but the very tip of my 7 in. long dick out of Raqueda's now gaping arse before slamming it all the way back in as hard as I could.
My hips struck a staccato rhythm against her firm ass as I pounded against it.
"FUUU UH UH UUUU UCKKK! I'M CUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMINNNG!" Raqueda screamed a second time as she spasmed back and forth on the end of my dick.
Raqueda slumped down as still more orgasms exploded through her.
After about 15 minutes of solidly shafting Raqueda's now gaped ass as she lurched from orgasm to orgasm I finally decided to show her some mercy and pulled out of her ass.
"Raqueda, you may sleep now," I told her through the remote. "In the morning you will wash your asshole and cunt clean as you shower then do those Kegel exercises you needed to do after childbirth. At least once an hour whilst you are awake, for the rest of your life, you will run through your Kegel exercises. I can't have a loose assed and loose cunted cash cow, now can I?" I asked her.
"No, Eric, you can't. Thank you for looking after me," Raqueda answered.
Climbing onto the bed Raqueda was soon snoring softly in a deep sleep.
'One more hole to deflower,' I thought to myself. 'Now, do I basically rape that hole and instruct her to enjoy it or do I take her gently so she can enjoy it without the bots having to override her pain response, hmmm!'
Thinking through what I had seen her do and how I'd seen her act I decided to try and 'make love' to Becca anally and see what happened. At worst all I would have to do was tell her she was enjoying being fucked in the ass as much as I was going to enjoy doing it and let the nanobots do the rest!
Becca, as she had received no further instructions, was still lying where she had been left after Raqueda had used her tongue to clean her sex up.
My cum was still slowly dripping from her cunt as she lay there.
'Oops,' I thought, 'I didn't use protection and she hasn't been on the pill long enough for it to be effective, I may have impregnated her!' Mentally shrugging I thought, 'It doesn't matter, I'll deal with it if it happens.'
Holding the button down so the device would 'listen' I said to Becca, "I'm going to fuck you in the ass now. If you don't relax and enjoy me doing it it's going to hurt like hell! Why don't you see if you can relax enough for this to be an enjoyable experience for you?
If you like I can make you think you're being ass fucked by your favourite pop star or actor if you think that would be nice?"



Remember, reader, the bots had trained her mind to know that her main, maybe even her sole purpose in life now, was to please me, so Becca hugged me and said.
"I want you to make love to me by sticking your big daddy dick in my ass, uncle. I want to give you all my holes to show my love for you so after you have cum in my ass I will suck you clean."
'Freaking fucking awesome!' I thought to myself!
Moving back between her voluptuous thighs I grabbed Becca behind both knees then lifted and spread her thighs so they were placed around my hips.
Speaking into the device I said, "We are going to make love to each other as if we were lovers, not uncle and niece, Miss Becca. The more you relax and get into it the better you will feel. Your pussy will throb and ache to be filled and your ass will clench and unclench in anticipation of being fucked.
Eventually, you will become so horny you will beg me to take your anal virginity so that you can cum. Do you understand, Miss Becca?"
"Yes, uncle," came the response.
I began to kiss her and stroke the hair around her face. "You are very pretty, Miss Becca," I told her. "Now that you're not pouting or glaring or sneering you have a beautiful face."
"Thank you, Uncle Eric," Becca said to me kissing me back. "Nobody has called me beautiful before, except daddy."
A brief flash of sadness seemed to pass over her. 'Maybe she isn't a total bitch,' I thought.
"Your mum didn't tell you you were beautiful?" I asked.
"Mum always said I was fat and had too big tits," came the sad response.
Well, that's my sister for you. Probably jealous of her daughter!
"I think you're beautiful, Miss Becca," I reiterated. "I'm going to enjoy making love to you so much I'm probably going to want to do it every day, sometimes twice or more a day!"
My dick's head was pressed against the entrance to her vulva so I could feel the heat of her passion rising there and the wetness gathering.
"Hmmm," Miss Becca moaned. "I think I might like having you put your big daddy dick in my holes, uncle dearest!"
I began to kiss my niece more passionately. Becca was moving in sync with me as I stroked her hair and kissed her full-lipped mouth she squeezed me rhythmically with her thighs and began to breathe deeply and heavily into my mouth.
Sliding my hand up between our bodies I found Becca's large pink nipples and began to gently squeeze and tweak them.
Becca moaned and tilted her head back. I could reach that delicious place at the base of Becca's throat where her 2 collarbones came together and her pulse fluttered so I began to tongue that area.
Holding my head in her hands Becca guided me down to her breasts. Sucking one of them into my mouth I swirled my tongue around her nipple as I circled the other with fingers. Becca moaned sensuously and pushed her breasts up at me holding my head tight to her generous bosom.
I forced my right arm down in between our conjoined bodies so I could reach her pussy with my hand. Finding the entrance to her pussy I placed my thumb on her pleasure nub and slipped the middle finger into her vulva. I couldn't believe how tight her quim was! Even though she was soaking wet and extremely hot my finger was gripped, all around, very firmly by Becca's pussy muscles.
Rubbing her clit with my thumb I hooked my middle finger up and back a little to find that ribbed area on the inside front of Becca's pussy that indicates her Gspot. Finding it I thumbed her pleasure nub and ran my finger firmly across her Gspot.
Squealing Becca came on my fingers.
Becca was still exerting downward pressure on my head, I'm not sure if she was aware of wanting to be tongued but her subconscious was definitely giving her hints!
I slid down the bed so I could rest on both elbows between Becca's luscious thighs. Changing my thumb for my mouth sent Becca into another orgasmic eruption. Holding me tightly to her clitoris Becca came, then came, then squealed, then came again.
"Yes, Uncle Eric!" She groaned. "Don't stop that feels so good!"
I began to transfer Becca's wetness from her pussy to her rosebud by slipping my middle finger out of her twat and then rimming her starfish. As the moisture on Becca's ring built up I slowly circled her rosebud centring more and more onto the middle of her sphincter.
Using copious amounts of her natural lubrication I applied more and more pressure to Becca's rosebud until, with a deeply erotic moan, Becca relaxed her sphincter muscle and let my middle finger slide into her ass to about the second knuckle.
Most of the work was now done. It was now only a matter of stretching her ring until it could comfortably take a second finger then exchanging those fingers for my cock.
Still nipping, lightly biting, sucking, and swirling my tongue around Becca's clitoris I slowly rotated my finger in her ass as I pressed outwards against Becca's sphincter muscles. This encouraged them to relax so they could be stretched.
I was regularly dipping my finger back into Becca's quim to keep both it and Becca's arse well lubricated.
I could almost slip a second finger in but I couldn't transfer her pussy juices quickly enough to get my second finger in so I released Becca's pleasure nub and pushed her legs further up and back.
This exposed her starfish to my questing tongue. Tonguing her taint I slipped my index finger back through Becca's ring. This brought a deep guttural growl emanating from Becca.
"OMFG!" She growled. "That feels so naughty and dirty and taboo it's fantastic! May I cum again, please, uncle?"
I didn't bother with the remote, "Of course, my dear. When I'm making love to you you may cum as many times as you wish."
Becca exploded on my tongue. She grabbed a handful of my hair and held my head to her perineum as she mewled through several back-to-back orgasms.
The back of her thighs were over my shoulders and pressing down on me as she thrust her ass up at me.
"Please fuck me in my virgin ass, uncle dearest," Becca begged.
I picked up the 'remote' from where I had dropped it on the bed and said, "There will be some pain as my cock pops through the sphincter in your ass, Miss Becca, but you will find this only adds to your pleasure."
Dropping the device I slid my right arm under Becca's hips and lifted her off the bed so I could position my rigid penis at her ass' entrance. Holding my niece in place I slowly pulled Becca back onto my turgid cock at the same time I firmly, but slowly, pushed my hips forward. With a grunt and a spasm from Becca followed by a lightly squealed orgasm my cock popped through Becca's knot and slid home.
I was buried, all the way to the balls, in my niece's tight, warm rear fuck hole. It was divine! All I wanted to do is pound her like the slut I was making her into but I wanted her to enjoy this as much as I was so I held her close to me as I leant forward and kissed her cupid bow lips.
Becca's eyes opened wide and she looked endearingly up at me.
"Uncle, having your cock in my ass feels at least as good as having it in my pussy! Please fuck your slutty little niece like the cock starved whore she is!" She pleaded of me.
Moving slowly to allow her sphincter to get used to having something moving inside it I rocked my hips back and forth.
The entrance to Becca's vagina was pressed firmly against my pubic bone. As I began to saw In and out of her ass I could feel her heat rise and her pussy excreting juices all over my pubic area and around the base of my cock.
Taking longer and longer strokes I was soon withdrawing all but the head out of Becca's ring before firmly stroking back in. My pubic area was slapping against her perineum as I fucked Becca harder and harder.
Becca tossed her head back and screamed on the end of my cock.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCKKKKK ME, UNCLE! She screamed. "I'M ABOUT TO CUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMM!
Jerking, spasming and twitching Becca came over and over again as I ploughed her tight dirt passage.
I could feel that her ass was running out of lubrication so I let my lusts free and was soon at that awesome point of no return.
Grunting and groaning like a lowlands Gorilla I spat glob after glob after glob deep into my niece's bowel. Feeling my cum splashing inside her sent Becca into another round of orgasms.
I slowly let my deflating dick drop out of Becca's tight ass.
Rolling onto my back I groaned in satiated satisfaction and prepared to go to sleep.
Becca wasn't quite done though. She knelt beside me and took my cock in her hand. Using her lips and tongue she quickly hoovered all of my spent cum off of my cock and off from around my whole groin area.
As she did this Becca fingered herself to another 2 orgasms before she cuddled up to me and rested her head on my chest.
Still fondling my now soft cock Becca smiled and said, "I love you, Uncle Eric. Thank you for being so good to me!"
'What a change from this morning, even,' I thought to myself, then promptly fell asleep.

Epilogue

3 years after these events:
Becca and I are still enjoying our relationship. I rarely have to change or correct a behaviour anymore as she is, as Dr Beckham insisted she would be, very much a 'model citizen'. She is polite and well-spoken. She dresses well wearing clothes that emphasise her assets without revealing too much or making her look slutty.
It turned out there was quite a brain hiding underneath the bratty behaviour and my niece will soon graduate with a BSc. in biology from The University of Queensland. She plans on following that up with a Master's and then a Doctorate in biomechanics. She wants to help disabled people reach their full physical capabilities.
She was so well behaved her parole officer released her from the last 14 months of her home detention sentence.
Dr Beckham has continued to monitor her progress. He, on the occasion, will ask if he can 'borrow' my niece for a special client. A simple instruction of "You are going to meet with Dr Beckham tonight, he will tell you what you are to do. Obey him, as you obey me until he drops you back home, please, Miss Becca," means my niece will do everything the doctor requires of her for the time she is with him.
Every time he 'borrows' my niece I receive a 'refund' into my bank account of $15,000.
During the 10 months Becca was confined to my house I put her on a strict diet and fitness regimen. I brought a treadmill, a stationary cycle, and a stair climber in so she could exercise for 4 -- 6 hours every day.
Add in a strict high fibre and high protein diet with low carbohydrates I was able to completely transform Becca's body.
She lost a little size from her impressive bosom, down to a 38 DD from the 40 DD she had, but, with the help of some body modification from wearing a tightly cinched corset for all of her waking hours, her waist reduced to an incredibly sexy 24 in. The exercises further toned her big round badonkadonk butt. She is now a 38-24-34 body shape. Becca is barely 5ft. 2 in. tall (157 cm.) so this shape makes her the very epitome of voluptuousness!
There virtually isn't a man in existence that doesn't immediately turn his eyes to follow her as she struts by in her strappy heels or sandals.
An awful lot of women turn to stare as well.
She walks as if she is 10 ft. tall. Shoulders back and wide. Head up and eyes forward. Her hips swing scandalously when she's wearing anything more than a 4 in. heel. And there is always a small secretive smile playing on her pretty cupid bow lips.
If I'm walking with her she holds my upper arm in her hands and tends to tip her head so that it leans on my upper arm/shoulder region so she can gaze lovingly up at me.
I'm sure many wonder if this is my daughter or my girlfriend. Those that think she might be my girlfriend wonder if I'm rich or whether I've got a huge dick to justify having such a pretty young thing holding me so dearly.
As for my bitch of a wife, yes we remain married, I sent her for some much more drastic body and facial modifications. Dr Beckham recommended a clinic to me and I was able to purchase the perfect porn star package for her.
She now has a pair of 42 DD breasts, a big round 38 ass with a tiny waist. I had collagen injections to plump her lips up so they look like two fat cocktail sausages under her now streamlined nose.
I had the bags removed from under her eyes and her eyes widened by removing some of the eyelid skin.
Botox and fillers for her face means she looks 20 years younger than her 55 years.
Her daily fitness regime includes following Becca through the exercise equipment for between 4-6 hours per day so she is toned, trim and muscular all over.
I've stretched her ass and pussy so it can easily take up to 14-inch cocks without a blink. She religiously does her Kegel exercises so, when her ass and pussy aren't filled with giant cocks, she remains as tight as she was before having our children.
Her gag reflex was an easy fix. A simple instruction to the nanobots to suppress her vomit reaction to being touched on the gag reflex and she can now deep throat even the biggest of cocks all the way down to the owner's abdomen.
If you want to see her she has her own escort webpage 'Trixie Turntrick' that you can look up. You can even fuck her if you want. Prices start from $1500 per 4-hour block then escalate upward quickly from there depending on what activities you'd like to do with her.
If you have the money I'd recommend her because semen is still her favourite food. To get her cum reward she will willingly and happily gobble your knob, take it up her ass, or in her pussy just as long as she can taste your seed at the end of it.
Cum anywhere in her or on her and she explodes into orgasm.
I've made her the star of a whole heap of cheaply made porn films (are there any other kind?). Until we were able to build her a profile and following I sold the clips to PornHub for 15,000 dollars a clip. She now has her own porn channel where you can pay-per-view her latest movies.
I only charge $4.95 per clip, they're usually shortish movies around the 20 -- 25 minute mark, but she has racked up (so far) over 1,250,000 views. The subscribers adore the fact Melody (Melody Melons is her porn star name) is so obviously into what is being done to her that she careers from orgasm to orgasm as the cocks fill, split and cum on or over her.
The only problem I have is finding suitably sized (7 inches or over) handsome men to star with her. We do a lot of lesbian clips as these are so popular, especially the 'mummy/daughter' ones.
No, they never star Becca!
I even paid for Roca Safriggii (you know who I mean!) to fly over and ass fuck her with his huge dick in a movie I wrote myself. It didn't actually cost that much as Roca was so happy with the result that he agreed to put the film up on his website and split the profits evenly with me.

Postscript

You went and looked, didn't you? Big grin here. I bet you even checked to see if there was a Beckham centre! Just in case, right?
No, it's all fantasy, unfortunately.
Oh, by the way, flu vaccines don't contain nanobots and it's not because I have blood filled with nanobots that I say so... Or is it?



        Adventures In To Bisexuality Pt. 02

        I'm caught dressed enfemme by Cheryl's parents.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/adventures-in-to-bisexuality-pt-02

Title: Adventures In To Bisexuality Pt. 02

Author: JohnMurray4173

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: I'm caught dressed enfemme by Cheryl's parents.

Tags: crossdressing, older/younger, anal, bdsm, mmf, mature, big cock

Series: Adventures In To Bisexuality



Adventures into Bisexuality II: Caught by Cheryl's Parents

After my first adventure with Len, Cheryl, and Emma, our getting together became a semi-regular event. Cheryl would slip a note to me during class at University, and I would know I'd need to head home straight after class, quickly shave down from head to toe, douche my anal cavity and present myself at her bedroom door.
To cover the fact that I was almost entirely hairless most of the time, I had joined the swim team, where it wasn't unusual for the male swimmers to be shaved down for competition.
When I arrived at Cheryl's room, I never knew what would be waiting for me. Sometimes Cheryl was simply horny and wanted me to tongue and finger her to an orgasm or two or three.
Sometimes I would find Len on her bed, with no sign of Cheryl. Either he'd be naked or have his dick out, so I could suck him off until he shot his load in my mouth. I became quite an accomplished cock sucker over these months.
If I was very fortunate, Emma would be over and I'd find her and Cheryl 69ing each other, always with Emma on top, and I'd get to fuck Emma doggy style as Cheryl ate her pussy and licked my shaft and balls.
I was never to come inside Emma's pussy as she wasn't on any birth control (her parents would freak out if they were to discover what a little slut their 'good Christian' daughter was). I offered to wear a condom, of course, but she reckoned bareback felt better; well, it certainly did for me!
When I was ready to cum I'd tell the girls, and one of them would take my raging hard-on in their mouths and swallow all of my load. Often, they would then share a 'cum kiss', swapping my ejaculate back and forth between themselves.
About once every 4 -- 6 weeks, I'd arrive at Cheryl's to find her standing just inside the door dressed in her School Mistress fetish uniform, complete with a very short skirt with a side split almost to the top and her strapon already in position, taped to her inner thigh, with the head clearly in view below the hem of the skirt.
Those were the days I really looked forward to because I knew I was in for a real treat. In her best imitation of a School Ma'am's severe manner, Cheryl would march me up to her parent's bedroom, make me pull my shorts down, and kneel over her thighs before administering 'six of the best' with one of her dad's belts to my well-toned ass.
Cheryl would then have me sit in front of her mother's vanity and make me up into the vision of a gothic girl loveliness she had created for our first play session. She would then hand me her father's high heels and breast forms, a matching bra and knicker set, one of her mother's dresses, and a black wig.
Once she was done making me up, Cheryl would place a collar and leash around my neck and lead me back to her bedroom with me walking dutifully two steps behind her. In there, we would always find Len and Emma in some flagrante delicto, usually involving Len performing cunnilingus on Emma as she held the headboard and rode his face.
Cheryl would lead me to the edge of her bed, and I would kneel. Len would slide his hips towards me, and I would cup his shaft and balls in my hand and greedily swallow his rock-hard throbbing member.
Cheryl would lift the hem of her mother's dress over my hips, slide the thong aside, administer some lube to my 'boy pussy', and fuck me with her strapon.
I had come to enjoy this sensation so much I had to really grit my teeth and concentrate, so I didn't come 'hands-free' from her fucking. Len had shown his displeasure physically the one time I let that happen.
Once I had sucked Len to near orgasm, he would push Emma off his face, take Cheryl's place at my well-stretched hole and proceed to fuck me like the dirty slut I had very quickly become. The best part of having Len in my ass was I could now come as soon and/or as often as I wanted to or could!
Cheryl would mount Emma and fuck her with the strapon, and the whole room would be full of the delectable sounds of young people fucking.
The above, I guess, sets the scene for the story I want to tell you: The day I was caught. After one of the 4-way sessions, I was caught by Cheryl's dad Brad and then by her mum Angela (Angie).
Len had come in my ass. I had shot my load twice just from being fucked by Len without anyone, including me, touching my cock. And had been sent to get changed and go home whilst Len finished servicing the girls.
I was standing on Angie's side of Cheryl's parent's marital bed, trying to figure out how to undo the zip to the dress of hers that I was wearing so I could take it off when I heard a very masculine "Ahem!" sound from behind me.
Assuming it was Len, I lifted the bottom of the dress, bent over so I could reach between my legs and slide the thong of Angie's I was wearing aside. I mischievously said, "Can't get enough of this delectable 'man cunt', huh? Well, help yourself, big boy!"
I looked between my legs and realised, with a shock, it was Cheryl's father!
"Oh, fuck!" I said.
I didn't know what to do or say I just wished the floor would open up and swallow me or that I would simply die right there and then. If you could actually die of embarrassment, I would have had my wish already answered!
Brad walked around to the side of the bed I was standing on. Although Brad wasn't quite as tall as me, he was very lithe, with well-toned forearms and biceps. Brad was quite fine-boned with aquiline features.
I also noted, in passing, that he seemed totally hairless across all of the parts of his body I could see. Brad kept coming closer and closer, and I kept backing up.
I was thinking I could probably leap up on the bed and make a run for it, but where could I go? I had siblings at home, so I sure as hell couldn't arrive home dressed like I was.
Shit! I hadn't even taken Brad's heels off yet!
Brad stopped when I was pressed back against Angie's bedside table, and his crossed arms were pressing against my, well, his, really, breast forms.
"Hmm", he said. "I noticed my shoes and breast forms had been moved from where I knew I'd left them, so I resolved to set up a webcam and see what I could find."
Brad pulled his phone from his pocket and showed it to me.
"And guess what I found?" he asked. "My slutty daughter bringing a boy up to my room! At first, I thought you two were going to fuck on our bed, and I wouldn't have minded that she's old enough to take a lover or two or three if she wishes! But what did I find? This!"
To my horror, as well as a video of Cheryl leading me into his bedroom and transforming me into a girl, he had two still pictures of me, culled from the video, posing in the mirror, peering over my shoulder, admiring my shapely legs and ass and adjusting my hard-on, so it wasn't so obvious.
"So", Brad said. "What do you think I should do? By rights, I should probably show this to your parents and let them deal with you!"
I immediately started babbling and pleading for him to not do that. I was begging and looking down towards the floor, looking for a crack or something to hide in, when I suddenly noticed Brad sporting what was a very large erection.
He had on a pair of expensive, well-tailored black slacks, which were much tented at his groin area. I had a 'lightbulb' moment and realised that Brad had no intention of dropping me in it. He, in fact, found me attractive! So I lifted my eyes to meet his, smiled, and immediately dropped my eyes again.
I let my fingers trace around the head of his cock head that was pressing so salaciously against his trousers.
"Please, Sir! If you could find your way to overlook this," I hesitated, "'indiscretion'. I'm sure this girl would show you how grateful she was!"
Brad looked at me sternly, and I momentarily feared I had misread the situation. But then he unfolded his arms, took my elbows in his hands, and said, "Oh? And how would 'this girl' show me that?"
"Like this, Sir," I said.
And went down on my knees, looked fetchingly up at him, traced my fingers around his cock head again before unzipping his fly and taking his cock out.
I thought Len had a big dick, but Brad's penis had to be at least an inch longer and thicker than Len's. Undaunted, I opened my mouth, pushed out my tongue, swirled it around the eye of Brad's cock, lapping up the precum already dotting there, and started to slide its length into my mouth.
Carefully pulling Brad's balls out of his underpants, I cupped them in the last three fingers of my left hand and circled my forefinger and thumb around the base of his dick. I grabbed the shaft of Brad's dick about halfway down firmly and was amazed to find that not only was there a gap between my right and left hand, but there was also still at least 3 inches of cock above my right hand!
Still refusing to be daunted, I lowered my mouth onto the 3 inches of Brad's dick above my right hand. Bobbing my head up and down, I pulled the skin of Brad's shaft upward as I lowered my head and pulled it down as I took him deeper into my mouth.
Building up a rhythm, I slowly started lifting the fingers of my right hand off of Brad's shaft and, at the same time, let my circled thumb and forefinger slide down his shaft, so more and more of his length slid deeper into my mouth and down my willing throat.
Brad was moaning and groaning, holding my head in his hands and trying to force more of his cock down my throat. But with my two hands on his cock and abdomen, I was able to control how much of his shaft I was taking.
After a brief struggle as my gag reflex adjusted to the increased girth of Brad's dick, I was soon taking almost all of his magnificent length down my throat. I felt a triumphant rush as I was able to take my right hand off his shaft and allow Brad to slide his whole length into my gaping mouth.
My makeup, lipstick, and mascara were now smeared all around my face from the tears of my gagging and the drool from my wide-open mouth. I must have looked like a right slut! And I loved it!
"Fuck!" Brad moaned. "Not even Angie can swallow it all!"
Right then, a calm sultry voice asked, "What can't Angie do?" Quickly followed by a much faster and more heated "What the fuck, Brad? Why is there some slut on her knees sucking you off in our bedroom? And why the fuck are you letting her?"
Brad merely groaned and continued to pump his cock in and out of my willing mouth. "It's not what you think, babe. Hang on, look at what I found when I got home!"
Pulling out of my mouth, he bent over and grabbed me under my arms. I didn't know what to do or where to look, so I turned away from Angie as I stood up.
"That's one of my dresses!" Angie spluttered. "You bring some slut up here, dress her in one of my favourite dresses, and make her give you a blow job? What the living fuck, Brad?"
Brad just smiled. "I'm telling you it's not what you think, Angie. Here, John, turn around!"
Mortified, I turned toward Cheryl's mum. Her dress that I was wearing was pulled up above my hips, and her thong, which I was also wearing, was pulled to one side, exposing my cock and balls.
Unfortunately, my dick had betrayed me, that ever-willing traitor, as I was rock hard. Angie looked from my wrecked makeup face down to my 'breasts' and to my stiff dick. As Angie's eyes fastened onto my hard-on, she raised an eyebrow, and that traitorous member chose that moment to throb and jump like a new puppy greeting its owners.
"I assume this is Cheryl's latest girly 'boy toy'," Brad said, indicating me. "I've met him before when they were both studying for exams. I'm pretty sure his name is John but dressed like this, maybe we should call him Janice? And look! He already comes collared and leashed!"
Angie turned to her husband. "So, how did all of this happen, Brad?"
I could tell she was no longer angry, just curious.
Brad answered, "Remember, the other week, I asked if you had moved my heels and forms, and you said 'no'?"
Angie nodded her head.
"Well, a couple of weeks ago, I noticed they seemed to have moved again, so I set up a webcam to catch the culprit."
Angie sniffed, "What you mean is you wanted another video of us fucking to show your mates, again!"
Brad just laughed. "Well, that too! But what I caught was this." He showed the footage on his phone to Angie. "Seeing as I don't work very far from here, I raced back to see if I could catch them in the act. What I caught was him trying to undress! He offered to 'bribe' his way out of trouble and was doing so when you walked in! Besides, you're home early! What's with that?"
Angie blushed! "Well, if you must know, I was horny and had just finished showing a client a home near here."
Angie sells real estate.
"So I thought I'd drop home and see if Len was here, had finished making love to Cheryl and wanted to 'double down' on the Adams women again by fucking me too! He is quite the goer, our Len is! She laughed wickedly. "As I'm sure you both know!"
My mouth fell open, and I gaped from Brad to Angie and back.
"Oh, do close your mouth, Janice! You're in no position to judge! Cheryl is not to find out, do you hear?"
Bewildered again, I nodded. I mean, what else could I do?
Angie walked around to me and took me by the hand. She pulled me to the middle of the room, where there was more space. Telling me to stand still, she walked around me, appraising me like I was a prize stud bull at a show. Brad just leaned against the wall with a smile on his face.
"Hmm," Angie said. "He has great legs and a fantastic toned, but quite round, butt." She gave one of my ass cheeks a squeeze, and I jumped. My dick, which had started to flag, jumped immediately to full attention, the traitorous bastard!
"He's very fit and has excellent body shape. Is already completely shaved down and has a nice cock, if a little smaller than I usually like, but it will probably be good for anal sex!"
Never before has 'the prize bull' analogy been more apt, I'd think! Unfortunately, at least one part of me was loving being treated this way as my dick was throbbing, and my sphincter was clenching as it throbbed. Precum was starting to leak from the eye of my penis.
Angie spoke to Brad, "You say she," indicating me, "was able to swallow all of you? I'd like to see that!"
She turned to me. "Strip my dress off and hang it in the closet. Get on your knees and show me how you managed to do what 'not even Angie can do'!"
Still unsure what was going on here, I thought it was best to do what I was told, so I took Angie's dress off, hung it in the closet, and knelt in front of Brad. Brad took his trousers off, folded them, and placed them on the dresser. He unbuttoned his shirt and pushed the shirttails behind his back, and, moving closer to me, put his hands on his hips and thrust his cock towards me.
A little more confidently than last time, I grabbed the shaft of Brad's large cock in the middle and proceeded to suck and salivate over the head, making it as wet and as slippery as I could. As I got more and more of his dick well lubed with my saliva, I allowed it to slide deeper into my mouth and slowly down my throat. As I got about three-quarters of his cock in my mouth Angie knelt beside me. She felt my throat and groaned. "I can feel his dick in your throat! There's a good little slut! Take it all for me!"
With only a slight hitch as it passed my gag reflex, I soon had Brad's dick all the way inside my oral cavity, and down my throat, with my nose pressed against his abdomen. Holding his hips, I pushed on them, so he slid back a little, and then I pulled him all the back way in. Brad soon got the hint and started to face fuck me. Starting slowly until he could sense I could take him all without difficulty, Brad began to throat fuck me in earnest. Tears were streaming down my face, wrecking what was left of my makeup, and drool was flowing profusely from my mouth. Brad grabbed my head with both hands and thrust into me faster and faster.
I heard a groan beside me. Turning my eyes to the right, I saw that Angie had hoisted her dress above her hips and had squatted really close to where Brad's dick was sliding in and out of my mouth and was fingering herself with two fingers dipped into her pussy. Her thumb was busy stroking her clitoris.
"Will he fit in your 'boy pussy'?" She moaned at me. I shrugged. "Let's find out, shall we?"
Angie pushed Brad off me and instructed me to get on my knees with my upper body over the bed. She pulled the thong I was wearing down and said to Brad, "Go slow. She hasn't taken someone as big as you before."
Brad squatted down. Angie took hold of his massive member and guided it to the entrance of my ass. Slowly she began to feed him into me. It hurt a lot at first. But I'd already been well fucked by both Cheryl and Len earlier, so it didn't take long for the walls of my 'boy pussy' to stretch enough to accommodate Brad's extra length and girth. Before too long, Brad was buried deep in my ass.
My treacherous cock was throbbing and jumping as he slid into my depths. Brad held still momentarily to let me get used to being this full. Then he gave a bit of an experimental push.
This pushed my erect dick against the side of the bed, sending exquisite feelings through my cock. I groaned. Brad took this as permission and pulled about a third of his length out of my ass before sliding it back in. He slowly slid further and further back, slipping more of his cock out every time.
He started to increase the vigour of his thrusts back into me until he was pulling everything but the very head of his turgid cock out of me before slamming back into me, his pelvis hitting my ass cheeks with a meaty thump.
I knew it wouldn't be long before I came. The extra girth and length sliding across my prostate was exquisitely delicious! But I desperately wanted Brad to cum in me at the same time as I exploded, so I was furiously doubling numbers in my head and using every trick I could think of to stop myself from coming.
Just as I thought I had to let go, Angie, who had been kneeling next to me watching the action and still playing with her pussy and clit, said, "Get him up on the bed! I need a dick inside me right now!"
Angie quickly stripped and dropped all her clothes to the floor. She scrambled up onto the bed. Lying on her back, Angie lifted her knees and spread her legs. Cupping one of her magnificent full DD breasts in one hand, Angie lewdly spread her pussy lips and said, "Right in here, baby, I need you to fuck me now!"
Brad pulled his entire length out of my ass, leaving me feeling empty, bereft and severely needing to be filled again so I could come. I expected him to send me home and climb up with Angie. Instead, he looked at me, indicated Angie, and said, "Well? What are you waiting for?"
I gaped at him! "You want me to make love to your wife?" I asked disbelievingly.
"No", Brad said. "I want you to fuck her just as hard and as well as you can!"
Still struggling to believe my ears, I hesitatingly climbed up on the bed and moved between Angie's voluptuous thighs. I slipped my hands under her shoulders with my forearms against her armpits. Resting most of my weight on my hands, I leant forward to give Angie a tentative kiss. Angie immediately grabbed me by the back of the head and dragged me down into a more passionate embrace. After a few minutes, we had to come up for air.
"You kiss very well," Angie moaned breathlessly.
I moved in to kiss her again, but, instead, Angie guided my head down to her breasts. Using all the skills I had learnt from her daughter and her daughter's friend Emma, I fervently tongue lashed Angie's beautiful full pink nipples. After a few moments of doing this, Angie groaned and guided me down to her pussy.



Slipping my thumb inside her, I circled then lapped her clitoris alternately with my tongue. Feeling how wet and slippery Angie was, I removed my thumb, held my first two fingers together, and slipped them into her hot juicy pussy.
Once my middle finger was coated with her secretions, I removed it from inside her. I first rimmed her rosebud using that finger, then gently slipped it into her ass. Angie groaned loudly, straightened her legs, squeezed my head between her thighs, pushed up at me, and ground her clit against my tongue all at the same time.
I could feel that Angie was very close to coming, so I increased the speed and firmness of my tongue lashing and fingers delving in and out of her cunt, trying to drive her over the edge. Just as I was sure Angie was about to pop, she grabbed me by the head again and pulled me up to lie on her delectable full breasts.
Angie then pulled me further up until we could once again share a passionate kiss. In the middle of our kiss, Angie spread her legs wide and wrapped them around my waist. Pushing me back, I had to raise my chest off her bosoms by lifting myself onto my hands, Angie reached between us and grabbed my rock-hard dick.
I expected her to guide me into her sopping pussy. Instead, she rubbed the head of my penis up and down her slit a couple of times before positioning me at the entrance to her rosebud.
"Shove it into me, baby," Angie moaned. "Fuck my ass like I'm your favourite dirty girl!"
There was a slight resistance before I felt that indescribably delectable moment when the head of my cock popped through her knot, and I was quickly buried, all the way to my balls, inside Angie's velvety tight ass. I thought to hesitate to give her time to get used to having my dick in her ass, but Angie had other ideas.
As soon as I was inside her, Angie started to hump up at me, pulling me into her with her calves that were wrapped around my upper thighs and then relaxing them to allow me to move my hips back before pulling me back into her again. We quickly built up a fierce pounding rhythm.
Angie was tossing her head back and forth and moaning continually. She had already had two or three smaller orgasms and was building to a huge one.
I was concentrating on doing sums in my head to stop myself from coming too soon and being grateful I'd already had a couple of orgasms earlier, so I could control myself.
Focusing on timing myself so I could come in Angie's ass at the same time as she came on my dick, I barely noticed that Brad had climbed up on the bed.
It wasn't until I felt his strong hand spreading my ass cheeks that I became truly aware of his presence. Brad held the head of his massive cock to my 'boy cunt' entrance, and with a huge shove and a meaty thump as his pelvis hit my ass cheeks, Brad buried his colossal tool deep inside my poor abused ass in one vicious stroke.
"Fuck!" I almost screamed.
"Take it like bitch, boy!" Brad snarled at me.
He pulled about half his length out of my badly stretched anal cavity before slamming it in again. This drove me even deeper into Angie than I had been, eliciting a low guttural moan deep in her chest.
All I could do was hang on to Angie and try to ride the pain that was flaring in my asshole.
Every time Brad slammed into me, it drove me deep into Angie. I would grunt as Brad's pelvis hit my ass and hear my grunt echoed as I was slammed into Angie.
About the fifth or sixth time, Brad pounded into me, the head of his dick scraped across my prostate, and I was gone! The next time Brad pushed down, I involuntarily shoved my ass back at him, and I, in turn, was driven deep into Angie.
Angie and my grunts soon turned into gasps and groans of pure unadulterated pleasure.
I was full to the hilt again, and it felt fantastic! My dick was buried deep inside Angie's tight slippery sphincter, and, every time Brad slammed into me, my prostate was being intensely massaged. I was in pure bliss!
I don't know for how long Brad used my poor abused ass as I had pretty much collapsed into ecstatic oblivion. After some time had passed, I vaguely became aware that Brad's grunts were coming faster and harsher, and his thrustings had reached a fever pitch.
Just as I thought I would have to beg him to stop, Brad squeezed the fleshy part of my hips just above my buttocks hard. A low ascending guttural groan emanated from deep inside Brad's chest, and with a couple of last shuddering thrusts, he shot load after load deep into my bowel.
Feeling his come splash across my prostate was too much for me, and I lost my load into Angie's grasping ass.
Feeling me come was enough for Angie, and with a delighted high, pitched moan, Angie bucked her hips and came hard, riding my cock up and down until, having gone soft, I popped out of her sphincter.
Slipping his slowly softening dick out of my wrecked ass, Brad pushed me aside and went down on his wife, licking my cum up as it leaked out of Angie's ass and forcing his tongue inside her to retrieve more.
Brad halted his administrations to Angie's ass long enough to turn to me and say. "Use the shower in our en suite to clean up, get changed, and head home. You did well, kid. You never know, you might find us waiting for you next time Cheryl dresses you pretty!"
Standing under the hot water in Brad and Angie's shower, I washed the last of my makeup off and cleaned my come-filled 'boy pussy'. As I fingered my badly stretched and abused asshole, I wondered if it would ever return to normal size again.
Dragging my clothes on, I walked bowlegged back into their bedroom to make my way downstairs. Brad was lying on his back on the bed, and Angie was riding him 'reverse cowgirl' style.
Without stopping, I watched fascinatedly as Angie raised her hips until only the head of Brad's massive cock was still in her pussy before letting herself slide down that considerable shaft until her perineum hit Brad's pelvis, then repeating the process. Angie caught my eye as I walked slowly by and gave me a huge smile and a wink.
Reaching home, I collapsed onto my bed and immediately fell into a dreamless sleep.

The End.
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Teasing the Newly-Weds


Chapter 7: Erica Learns to Love Anal.

From Chapter 5 ...
I turned to the still naked Erica and said, "You ready to learn how to deep throat a cock?"
Erica merely nodded ...
As she was still naked and in my bedroom, everything I needed was at hand.
Instructing Erica to climb back up on the bed and lie crosswise, on her back, with her head hanging over the edge of the bed, I gathered the items I needed together. I doubled the four lengths of braided silk rope over, fed the ends through the loop created, and placed one each on Erica's wrists and ankles. As I drew the rope through the loop to tighten it onto her, I ensured my fingers were between the rope and Erica's skin.
Silk rope is wonderfully soft, so it is fantastic for bondage, but it does get very hot as it slides across the skin.
Taking the ends, I securely fastened each of her wrists and ankles to the head and footboards of my bed. Pulling them tight, I soon had her at full stretch.
Erica's full breasts were lifted and almost fell upward toward her chin in this position.
Taking a pillow, and much to Erica's surprise by the look on her face, I reached under her and easily lifted almost the entirety of her body off the mattress so I could slip a pillow under her hips. This pushed her freshly shaven pudenda lewdly forward.
Moisture was already gathering on her slit.
Pausing to stroke and tweak her nipples, I slipped the middle finger of my right hand inside Erica's pussy. Pressing the fleshy part of my finger between the second and third knuckle firmly against her clitoris, I hooked the pad on that same finger (the bit they use for fingerprints) up and back a bit.
Quickly finding Erica's Gspot and rubbing my finger across it, I cruelly raked my nails, such as they were, across her nipples simultaneously, placing the thumb of my right hand on her clit, stroking that delicious nub back and forth.
With a surprised grunt, Erica popped immediately over the edge into a shuddering orgasm.
"I never cum that easily!" She told me breathlessly.
"By the time I'm finished with you, you'll be cumming on-demand, as Anna does, my wanton little slut girl," I informed her.
"Do you think I can? Erica asked me almost plaintively.
"I assume you were still a virgin when you married, Harry? I asked her.
"Yes," she said embarrassedly.
"And he hasn't been much good at taking care of your needs? In fact, from what you said earlier, he doesn't seem to like sex at all?
Erica shook her head sadly. "Until today, when he said what he did to you before heading out with Mistress Vicky (MsV) and Anna, I wasn't sure he even loved me. I've led a very sheltered life, and Harry was the first man my mother would accept to show any genuine interest in me.
So I, kind of, married him because there wasn't any other way out. Oh, he's kind to me, not something I'm used to, but our relationship lacks passion. That's why I want you all to show us how! I couldn't stand years of a loveless and sexless marriage!"
"Harry is extremely emotionally and sexually repressed," I told her. "He's terrified he's gay, unbelievable as that is in this day and age, so he suppresses perfectly natural desires, like wanting to crossdress, and mistakes fantasising about sucking cock and being fucked in the ass as being 'gay'."
"Well, straight guys don't fantasise about or do those things, do they?" Erica asked me.
"My girl, the only difference between a 'straight guy' and a bisexual guy is a six-pack of beer, a hot tub, and a reasonably attractive transgirl! Trust me on this one! I've seen it happen way too often. Twenty minutes and four beers later, the straight guy has usually not only had his cock sucked by the Tgirl but is happily sucking hers!
I'll introduce you to my friend Elise one day, and you'll see what I mean. I swear she's been fucked by first time 'straight' guys more than anyone else!" I explained to her.
"The figures say about 70% of crossdressers consider themselves straight, and another large percentage consider themselves 'transbian', only willing to have sex with women and other transgirls or crossdressers," I pointed out. "Harry would never go out on his own to find a cock, or pussy, for that matter, to play with. But he will do so willingly and enthusiastically if a dominant female 'gives him permission'. MsV and Anna will certainly have had him sucking some cock by now!" I told her. I knew of their plan to take Harry to Club X.
"Harry has a need to serve dominant people. Doing that allows him to escape from his religious and social conditioning and freely express his desires and sexuality.
But all of this doesn't matter! It just means us three, MsV, Anna, and I, don't have to undo any bad behaviours you may have otherwise learnt. As far as your sexuality is concerned, you both are a blank page or, more accurately, perhaps, an unwritten book. I, and the other two, will delight in filling those book pages up!"
Erica nodded thoughtfully.
After this rather strange to be having, with Erica being tied helplessly and wantonly over my bed, conversation, I asked her if she was ready to proceed. Erica nodded a yes to me. Out of the top drawer, I took a product specially purchased from Honey Birdette called 'On', a clitoris stimulant of surprising effectiveness, put a drop on the tip of my finger (all you need is a drop), and smeared it on Erica's clitoris. The sudden warmth of this gel on her clit caused a shocked grunt to explode out of Erica's mouth, quickly followed by an up thrusting of her hips.
"Oh, My God! What is that?" She asked.
I showed her the bottle.
"I just came, uh ... uh ... I'm coming again!"
As I said, 'surprising effectiveness'!
Whilst Erica was distracted by the small orgasms rushing through her, I took an 'O' ring out of the same drawer. This particular ring was designed to be attached around the forehead and at the back of the neck and had straps with nipple clamps attached to the neck restraint. One of the times Erica's mouth flew open to expel a grunt as she came, I expertly slipped the 'O' ring into place and tied it securely behind her head and neck.
Taking one of the rubber padded clamps in my left hand, I first stroked then pinched one of Erica's nipples with my right and affixed a clamp to it, repeating the process with her other nipple. I quickly adjusted the straps so Erica could allow her head to fall almost all the way back without any tugging but giving an insistent pull on both nipples when her head was at full tilt.
I took a remote-controlled 'vibrating egg', a small butt plug, a cordless deep tissue massager, and some lubricating gel out of the same drawer.
The 'egg' slipped into Erica's thrusting cunt without any resistance at all, given how hot and excited she currently was. Turning the vibrations up to full meant Erica began to have mini orgasms every few seconds and was heading toward a major explosion as the intensity of the egg sent her rocketing skyward towards ultimate bliss.
Smearing some of the lubricating gel onto my index finger and spreading it liberally on and around her rosebud, I began to slowly rim Erica's anus with my forefinger. Circling back and forth slowly, I began to narrow down onto the entrance to her backdoor love canal. Applying more and more pressure on her rosebud, I was able to, eventually, slip the tip of my finger into her ass.
As my finger slowly slipped further into her ass, Erica groaned, and both bore down on my finger and clenched down on it with her sphincter muscle. Then suddenly, with a shuddering moan, Erica came again.
Her ass released its grip on my finger, and I was able to slide the whole length down to the last knuckle into her. I began to rotate my finger inside her slowly. Sliding it out long enough to add more lube, I gently stretched her ring out.
Erica was still moaning and coming from the combined stimulation of the 'egg' and gel. I could sense that she was coming very close to an earth-shaking crescendo, so, being gentle but working as quickly as I dared, I added a second digit into Erica's tight warm back passage.
A deeper and even more intense groan issued from her as I managed to insert both fingers fully.
Taking my fingers out, I introduced the smallest of my various butt plugs into her anal passage. With a bit of a moaned protest as the broadest part passed through her knot, I successfully inserted the whole thing into her ass.
Grabbing the deep tissue massager, I turned the vibrations on that all the way up and held it across the plug, the entrance to Erica's vulva, and her clit. At the same time, I took hold of one of the chains to her nipple clamps and pulled quite severely on it.
With a low, high pitched scream, Erica exploded under my ministrations. Uttering the first swear words I had heard coming from her pretty mouth, she screamed, "Fuck! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm fucking cumming! Fuck me, you cunt. I'm cumming!"
Erica pulled so hard on her restraints that she almost lifted herself off the bed. Tossing her head back, which pulled quite harshly on her nipple clamps, she popped once, twice, and, with a much deeper and more guttural scream, a third time.
Sagging back onto the mattress, Erica opened her eyes, lifted her head, looked at me, and with a grateful smile, she seemed to almost pass out, letting her head loll back.
I gently lifted her head and undid the nipple clamps, and removed the egg from her pussy. A small moan emanated from her lips as the blood rushed back into her pinched nipples. Knowing this was quite an intense sensation, I gently stroked my fingers across one whilst sucking and tonguing the other before swapping around.
Erica moaned softly, so releasing the restraints I had so carefully wrapped around my lust and libido, I unzipped my trousers and let my nicely sized 7 in cock slip out from my underwear and out through the flies.
Holding Erica by the back of her head, I lowered the head of my dick until it grazed her lips. Erica's eyes, which had been closed as she revelled in the sensation of being totally satiated, flew open as I slowly slipped my now turgid dick through the ring and into her mouth.
Remembering her lessons from last night and swallowing quickly as the head of my cock reached her gag reflex, Erica was soon able to accept my entire length down her throat.
"Good girl," I told her.
Cumming in her mouth wasn't the plan, though. I was going to take her anal virginity this morning, so I leant forward and inserted my middle finger deep into Erica's cunt.
Cupping my fingers down (at this angle) and back, I found that rough area behind Erica's clit that indicates her Gspot. Pulling my hand back until my finger was almost all the way out, I drove my hand downward, forcing my middle finger to slide across her Gspot and slapping her clit and vulva as I did it.
Another surprised grunt escaped around my dick.
Using my thighs to hold myself upright against the side of the bed, I took the hand that was supporting Erica's head away, forcing her to use her neck muscles to support her head so my cock could continue to slide in and out of her throat, I began to pull and push on the plug in Erica's butt slowly stretching her anal love canal.
Holding the base, I circled the item around Erica's ass to gently increase her ring size. Once I was satisfied it was stretched enough, I slid backward out of Erica's mouth, undid the ties holding her to the bed, and with another surprised "Oh" from Erica, bodily lifted her and flipped her over before retying her face down with the pillow back under her hips.
I covered her with my body and bit down firmly on the fleshy part of her body where her shoulder meets her neck. Positioning the head of my cock at her rosebud, I whispered in her ear, "I'm going to fuck you in the ass now. Your sphincter will probably try and lockdown to refuse my dick entrance. When this happens, take a few deep breaths and try to relax. Push back as if you're trying to expel it, then relax your sphincter. It will only hurt for a moment before it starts to feel wonderful!"
"It will hurt?" Erica asked me fearfully.
"A little at first," I told her honestly. "I think you'll love it shortly after that, though!"
To my surprise, Erica turned out to be quite the anal slut. There was only a momentary blockage as my cock's head passed through her outer sphincter before, with a moaned gasp from Erica, my cock popped through her knot and slid deep into her ass.
With my pelvis pressed firmly against her plump ass cheeks, I kissed and gently tongued behind Erica's ears and the nape of her neck, giving her time to get used to having her rear fuck hole filled.
With a shuddering sigh, Erica tilted her head back, hitting my forehead gently with the back of her head.
"Oh! Please fuck me, Sir!" She moaned breathlessly.
Moving gently at first, I began to slip a little of the length of my dick back out of her ass before smoothly but firmly pushing it back into its full depth. Erica's head fell forward, and a deep guttural groan escaped from between her lips.
"It feels so dirty and sexy. I feel like a total slut, and it feels so good! Fuck me, fuck me hard, please, Sir! I need to cum from being fucked in the ass!"
Knowing how easy it is to go too hard too soon, I ignored her repeated requests to 'fuck me harder' and slowly lengthened my strokes into and out of her 'dirt hole'.
Once I was satisfied her rear love canal was fully acclimated to having my throbbing meat sliding deeply into and out of it, I removed my dick, eliciting a moaned "No!" of protest from Erica, before adding a bit more lube to make sure I continued to slide and not drag in her back passage I then placed my hands on her shoulder blades, lined my turgid shaft up with her rosebud and, with a forceful downward plunge, buried myself, full length, into her ass.
My hips and pelvis hit her jelly ass with a solid meaty thwack. Erica's head flew back.
"Fuck yes!" She swore at me. "Fuck me like the slut I am!"
Holding my weight on my hands that were still resting on her shoulder blades, I opened my legs, so my thighs were outside Erica's, and my feet were tucked back in behind her shins so I could use my legs as leverage, I began to pound into Erica's backdoor fuck hole.
Withdrawing all but the head of my 7in. dick out of her ass, I would pull back with my legs and drive my hips forward as hard as possible, slapping meatily against her ass cheeks with every thrust.
Erica's moans quickly turned into grunts. These degenerated into virtually incomprehensible gibberish as she begged me to fuck her "faster, harder", that she was a "slut to be used for my pleasure", and all kinds of other rantings.
Sensing Erica was really close to a sensational climax, I grabbed a handful of her blonde locks at the nape of her neck and hauled her head back and up, forcing her to arch back and lift her breasts off the mattress. Biting the back of her right ear, whilst at the same time dragging my nails cruelly and harshly across her nipples, I thrust once, twice, three more times deeply into her warm, tight rear fuck hole just as Erica exploded into a massive shaking and trembling orgasm.
A high pitched almost scream emanated from her, causing me to momentarily wonder if I might get a visit from the cops later; Erica came thunderingly a second time as I raked my fingers across her nipples again.
Feeling this, I released the restraints I had wrapped so tightly around my orgasm and with a series of low grunts, I shot my seed deep inside Erica's bowel. I must've shot quite a load by the amount of my cum that leaked back out of her ass as I removed my softening tool from her dirt passage.
Rolling off her, I got out of the bed onto weakened and shaky legs, undid the restraints holding Erica to the bed, and tottered into the en suite to clean my shaft and balls. Bringing back a wet, warm washer, I offered the face cloth to Erica.
"It would normally be your task to clean me up using your lips and tongue, but I've cleaned myself as you didn't douche before we started to play. From now on, as Anna does, you will use a douche to ensure your back passage is clean for use before any, and all, play. Even if you don't think your ass will be being used, you will still perform this act, okay?"
Erica nodded wearily.
"The best thing about being an anal slut is that even during your cycle, you now have two holes that can still be used to give pleasure, isn't that great?" I asked her.
A shy smile flitted across Erica's face. "You loved fucking my dirt hole, didn't you, Sir?" She queried.
"Does a bear wear a beanie?" I asked her. "Don't worry, though," I informed her. "The girls would have ensured yours wasn't the only ass virginity sacrificed to the Gods of Lust today!"
"A man would have fucked Harry in the ass today, too?" Erica asked disbelievingly.
"If I know MsV, it would have been more than one!" I told her smilingly.
"But he's such a prude!" Erica protested. "He wouldn't even let me go down on him, let alone go down on me! How will she make him take a cock up his ass?"
"I guess you'll just have to ask him when the girls get home," I said to her!
Helping Erica off the bed, I guided her down to the kitchen. I took a seat at the table and said, "You'll find the teabags in the earthenware jar and the sugar in the smaller jar. Milk is where you'd expect it to be. Mine is with two sugars. You may also make yourself one if you wish."
A few moments later, Erica joined me at the table with two steaming cups of tea. Watching as she grabbed a tea towel to soak up the cum that was still leaking from her well fucked asshole and took a seat, a little gingerly, I smiled at her. "You'll get accustomed to being anally fucked, and sitting won't hurt for long."
"I love the hurt," Erica assured me. "It's making me wet again, see?"
And the lewd little slut spread her legs and lifted her knees, showing me the shaved entrance to her vulva. She was as wet as she said. There was already a small damp patch on the seat.
"Does my little anal whore need more cock?" I asked her.
Brazenly meeting my eyes, a habit I would soon have to break her of, Erica said, "Yes, please, Sir!"
Standing up, I stripped off my shirt, revealing my broad hairy chest. I'm not in the shape I was when I was competing in athletics, but I'm still a big strong man.
Kicking off my shoes and peeling off my socks, I dropped my slacks and underwear and stepped out of them. Sitting back down on the chair, I told Erica to get on her knees in front of me, placed my hand on the back of her head and guided it down onto my rapidly hardening cock.
Using the skills I had already taught her, Erica was able to swallow my length effortlessly and was soon bobbing her head up and down, accepting my shaft down her throat to my shaved pelvic bone and swirling her tongue around the head and glans at the top of her bob.
Very soon, my arousal level was humming along quite nicely, so I stood up, forcing Erica to release my dick from her sucking and slurping mouth, bent over, put my hands under her armpits, and lifted her off the floor.
Another awed "Ohh!" leapt from her mouth as I flipped her over, put her on her feet, and forced her to bend over the kitchen table. Erica still couldn't quite comprehend how easily I could pick her up and move her into the positions I required of her.
Placing one hand on the small of her back, I used the other to push her top half flat on the table. Erica tried to lift back and look over her shoulder to see what I was about to do, so I smacked an ass cheek hard with my open hand, pushed her firmly back flat and told her firmly, "Hold still, my insatiable little cock sucker, or I'll take my belt to your ass!"



All I got was a moan in response, but she also tried to raise her shoulders against my restraining hand.
Mentally shrugging, I stepped back, reached down and picked up my slacks. Sliding the leather belt out from between the loops, I looped it over to double it up and, with a practiced flick of my wrist, brought it zinging down on her round plump ass.
Erica groaned deeply and sagged down. "Again, please, Sir." She demanded.
Thinking to myself, 'you asked for it!' I brought the belt whistling down four more times, raising an almost perfectly parallel series of welts across both ass cheeks.
Erica, now totally still, was moaning and chewing on her lips. Every time the belt bit into her flesh, she would give a little squeal and jump, then immediately go back to moaning. Wonderingly I inserted my middle finger into her cunt. Erica pushed up at my invading finger with a shuddering groan and came.
Using this as my cue, I grabbed my dick by its base, lined it up with the entrance to her vulva, and slid it firmly home deep into her pussy.
Erica spread her arms wide along the table, mashing her luscious breasts into the tabletop, and began to have a series of mini orgasms as I drove deeply and firmly into her tight wet cunt.
Reaching between us, I ran my fingers through the wetness pouring out of her and started to lubricate her rosebud with it. As it had only been a short time since I was last in there, I was certain her ring would accept my cock readily, so I slipped my length out of Erica's grasping pussy, lined it up with her starfish and pushed it slowly but firmly deep into her bowel.
There was a small grunt of protest as the head of my cock popped through her knot, but as I slid deeper in, Erica started to experience much more intense orgasms.
Once I was buried to the max inside her ass, I held still for a time to give Erica a chance to accept being filled anally again. I didn't have to wait long before Erica, with her head turned toward the table and resting on her forehead, moaned, "Please fuck my ass, Sir! Fuck me hard!"
I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her upper body up off the table, bit down on the fleshy part where her neck met her shoulder and started to firmly thrust my throbbing meat in and out of her ass. Pulling all but the head out and occasionally pulling entirely out so she could feel that delightful sensation as my dick broke through her knot again, I reached around to maul Erica's tits and twist and pinch her nipples.
Erica began to toss her head back and forth and forward and back, and another series of virtually unintelligible sworn mutterings came pouring from between her lips.
"Fuck me, fuck my ass, shoot in my cunt, fill my ass up; I'm a slut, a cunt loving dick-swallowing filthy whore who needs to be fucked into submission."
These were just some of the few mutterings I could understand.
Erica was about to explode, so I did not need to restrain my desires.
Imparting a series of bites along the tops of both shoulders, I pounded her anal fuck hole as hard as I could. The table was scraping and moving across the floor with every harsh thrust I made into her ass when, stiffening her arms and lifting her breasts even higher off the table, Erica squealed loudly and came, bouncing and shuddering her hips back at me.
Feeling her cum I released my lust and, with a series of low, deep growls, spurted cum deep into her anal passage. Holding the tops of Erica's shoulders, I, shudderingly, thrust hard into her a few more times, spilling whatever I had left into her as I revelled in a couple more minor shoots before letting my softening cock fall out of her ass.
As soon as I had stepped back, and much to my surprise, Erica dropped to her knees and lovingly cleaned all the cum off my cock and pelvic area, fingering herself to a couple more minor orgasms as she did.
Looking fetchingly up at me from her knees, Erica smiled then opened her mouth wide to show she had swallowed every drop.
Inwardly shaking my head at her willingness to follow even implied directions, I looked down at her and said, "Good girl!"
A beaming smile broke out across her face.
"Thank you, Sir," she said. "I am trying."
Putting my underwear and slacks back on, I moved the kitchen table and chairs back into position and then sat down.
"Use the main bathroom and clean yourself up," I told her. "We've still got some time before the girls get back, so we might see what else you might like to experience today."
"Yes, Sir," Erica said with her eyes down this time, as they should be, and walked out of the kitchen into the hallway that led to our main shower.
Putting on my shoes and socks and my black T-shirt, I made myself another cup of tea and settled down to wait for Erica to return. I didn't have too long to wait.
Erica returned, carrying one of the commercial douche bottles we kept in the bathroom cupboard. It was empty.
"I found this," She said, showing me the bottle's label, "It says 'vaginal douche', but there weren't any 'anal douches' in the cupboard, so I figured it must be good for both holes. Was I right?"
"Yup, it'll work. If you opened the cupboard, you probably saw a rubber squeeze bottle with about a ten in. nozzle in there as well. That's what Anna uses, but what you used will do until we can purchase your own douche kit. How did it feel?" I asked her.
"Weird," Erica answered honestly. "I squirted some up inside my pussy first; that was okay; it just, kind of, ran back out, but when I squirted the rest in my ass and pulled the nozzle out, the liquid seemed to stay in there. I had to sit on the loo and push it out like I was taking a dump."
I smiled at her, "Well, it means your sphincter is still nice and tight, at least!" I laughed. "Seriously though, you need to start doing the Kegel exercises they teach pregnant women to ensure your sphincter remains supple and tight; otherwise, it might get a bit risky to fart in public!"
Erica laughed, "That would be disastrous if you can't keep your ass tightly closed!"
Erica was still totally naked, having arrived in nothing more than a long coat, stockings and heels the previous night. She showed no signs of being shy about being starkers in front of a virtual stranger, confirming my opinion that she was natural at this whole Domination/submission thing.
Standing up, I moved toward the hall. "I need to pee," I informed her.
"May I watch, please? She asked quickly.
I merely nodded, inwardly shrugging (I seemed to do a lot of that around Erica).
Erica followed me a dutiful two steps behind down to the en suite in my bedroom.
Taking my flaccid dick out, I lifted the lid and let go a long stream.
I had no sooner started to pee than Erica asked, "May I hold it, please, Sir?" Looking at my dick.
"Sure," I said. "Help yourself."
Erica took my dick in her hand.
Letting my flow resume Erica aimed the stream into the bowl successfully without spilling a drop. Looking at my pee streaming down, she wonderingly turned my dick toward herself, letting my wee splash onto her body. Lowering the aim, she directed the stream onto her clitoris, a low sensual moan emitted from her mouth.
Stopping my stream so as not to pee all over my trousers, I took my dick out of her hand and directed Erica down the hall to our main bathroom. Telling her to lie in the bathtub, I stood by the edge, took hold of my cock, and began to piss on her.
With another sensual moan, Erica cupped her breasts so I could pee on her nipples, then leant forward so the stream hit her lips. Opening her mouth, Erica allowed a little to flow into her mouth. Leaning forward and letting my wee fall out of her mouth onto her stomach and wash down over her pussy Erica squeezed her eyes tightly shut, slapped her piss covered slit, and shuddered into another orgasm.
Opening her eyes, she looked at me with a beaming smile "Fuck that was hot!" She told me. "I guess I'd better get back in the shower now."
"Don't forget to clean our en suite floor," I reminded her. "I'll see you back in the kitchen."
"I'll make sure it's clean, Sir," Erica assured me.
Stopping by the laundry, I dumped my wee covered shoes, socks and trousers into the washer and headed to my bedroom for a quick shower and a change of clothes.
By the time I had finished showering and changing into jeans and a polo shirt, Erica had already made tea and o put some lunch together.
Bringing out some cold cuts, cheese, tomato, and pickles, she efficiently made us a sandwich and brought it to the table. Taking a seat, I gratefully accepted my sandwich.
Watching curiously, I noticed Erica ate hers with evident gusto. I do like a woman with a good appetite! There seems to be a definite correlation between how much a woman enjoys her food and how much she enjoys sex.
"You didn't seem bothered by me wanting you to pee on me?" Erica asked me between bites.
"It's a fairly common fetish," I informed her. "Not something I require my subs to do for me, but I'm happy to oblige them if they want to experience it."
"Do you have any limits at all? She asked.
"Scat, blood, and children." I clarified.
"Scat?" Erica queried. "Poo?" she guessed.
I nodded.
"Blood and children are obvious and important ones. What about when you're caning, belting, or whipping me? Won't you cause bleeding then?"
Only if I'm an unconscionable arsehole," I told her. "Look, BDSM comes in a spectrum. Over here," indicating with my left hand stretched as far to the left as I can reach, "which is the only bit the 'vanillas' see, hear, or read about ..."
"Vanilla's?" Erica asked.
"Those who don't practice BDSM or kink," I clarified for her again. "As I was saying ... over here is the 'whip and beat you until you're bruised and bloodied, kick you into a corner and piss on you' exponents, whilst all the way over here," stretching my right hand as far to the right as I can, "is the '50 shades' group, who, in my mind, indulge in nothing more than a little kink. Where we are," indicating about halfway between the middle and the extreme right, "is here. We use pain as a counterpoint and enhancement to the pleasure, not as an end to itself."
"I understand," Erica said. "The pain is to contrast the pleasure, making the feeling of pleasure way more intense than the little bit of pain."
"Exactly," I told her.
"I think I'd like to experience some of this pain," Erica mused.
"Having your ass smacked and your nipples raked as you cum isn't enough, Miss?" I asked her.
"Hmm ... That's pain during the pleasure. I think I'd like to try the pain first to see if it can be pleasurable immediately," she further mused.
"Now?" I asked.
"If you are willing, Sir?" Erica said demurely.
"Sure, come down to the playroom."
Taking her hand but making her walk a little behind me, I led Erica down the hall to our 'playroom' was ...

The End of Chapter 7

Next ... In the playroom.
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I have the most beautiful and sexy sister in the world!
No seriously, she is gorgeous! Just 22 years old with long blonde hair, wide bright blue eyes, full 'bee sting' lips in a perfect cupid's bow and a long graceful neck. She has high pronounced cheekbones and a small delicate chin with just the hint of a dimple when she smiles.
She has small even white teeth.
My sister is tall and thin standing at the perfect model height of 5 ft. 8 in. tall (173 cm.) and weighing just 110 lbs. (50 kg.).
According to her Cheerleader stats, her measurements are 34-22-34. Her boobs are high firm apples on her chest. She never wears a bra.
She does have one flaw, though. One nobody is supposed to know! My sister has a drinking problem. She's a lush! She drinks so much she passes out in her bedroom, drunk, most nights! Vodka is her drink of choice, she keeps a bottle hidden in her bra drawer. I saw her take it out one night when she hadn't shut the door properly and I was returning from the bathroom.
I know it is wrong to lust over your sister but I do it anyway!
Hello readers, I am Joseph Cuomo an 18-year-old last year in high school kid.
I am the opposite of my sister in almost every way. I am average.
Average in looks, height, weight and grades. I'm so average I think my own parents struggle to remember my name most of the time!
The teachers at school certainly don't remember it!
I differ from 'average' in only one aspect. Although my dick is only 4 in. long, measured from the abdomen to the tip, it's also at least 4 in. wide at the head. I have a huge 'mushroom head' cock in other words!
Apparently, for pleasing a woman, this shape is best because the most sensitive part of a woman's vagina is only a few centimetres inside her vulva. Her Gspot it's called and a mushroom head cocks presses and rubs against this spot beautifully leading to many orgasms for the lucky lady involved.
I don't know if this is true because no girl, other than mum and sis, of course, has ever let me even touch her let alone see her naked!
I've never seen mum or sis naked either or at least I can't remember ever seeing either of them naked!
Two nights ago I woke up needing to pee very badly.
Still half asleep I staggered down the hall to the bathroom. My brain didn't register that the light was already turned on when I stepped into the room so I took a couple of steps over to the bowl before I realised my sister was passed out sitting on the toilet.
Her pyjama bottom shorts were around her ankles. For some reason, she had pulled her singlet type pyjama top above her boobies.
I got to look at a real live naked female body for the first time in my whole life! Of course, as if my cock wasn't already 'piss fat' hard, I went rock-solid stiff! My mushroom head poked obscenely through the fly to my pyjama bottoms.
My sister, Kailey, was snoring lightly as she sagged there on the toilet.
In an almost hypnotic daze, I tiptoed across to my sister's reclined body. Looking down at her mostly naked form I wondered to myself, 'Did I dare?'
Holding my cock just behind its huge head with my left hand, and ready to bolt out the door and go piss outside if I had to, I hesitatingly reached my right hand out and touched my sister's right nipple.
It went hard under my fingers! But then she muttered and shifted her position away from my hand.
She immediately started snoring again, though.
I gently took her right hand in mine and touched it to my cock's head. Kailey didn't react so I let go of her hand, it fell limply down and hit her thigh. She muttered and shifted position again but didn't awaken.
I was so freaking horny right then they could have used my cock as a jackhammer!
My heart pounding in my chest I moved closer to Kailey's limp body. Pulling my pyjama bottoms down I pushed my hips forward and guided my cock toward her until the eye of my cock brushed across Kailey's lips.
I stepped back immediately about to pretend I was still groggy from sleep and had only just noticed Kailey was on the toilet already.
She hadn't moved so I tried again. This time, as my cock slid across her lips, Kailey muttered something unintelligible and poked her tongue out to wet her lips.
That super sensitive part just below the eye of my penis was treated to Kailey's warm wet tongue sliding across it.
I lost control immediately and started to cum. I spurted twice onto Kailey's lips and nose before I could redirect my sprays. I was still cumming copiously as I pulled my pyjama bottoms up and bolted out of the room certain, at any moment, Kailey would wake up screaming at me and alerting mum and dad to what her freak of a brother had just done.
I ducked out the back door and waited until I was soft enough to be able to relieve myself by peeing on the lemon tree. Good for it, apparently.
Tiptoeing back to the bathroom I saw that the light was turned off and the door open. Listening at Kailey's door I could hear her still muttering to herself quietly as she climbed into her bed and turned off her light.
Strangely I didn't feel guilty at all. Just fucking horny! I wanted to pray that I found her like that again soon, but that would be just wrong, wouldn't it?
The next morning was Saturday. In trepidation, I crept into the kitchen at about 10.00 am.
Dad had gone to golf and mum had gone grocery shopping, according to the note on the whiteboard on the fridge (text me if there's anything you might need that's not already on the shopping list).
Kailey was sitting at the kitchen table holding her head and drinking black coffee. She had changed her pyjamas. She had the same set-up as last night with skimpy pyjama bottoms and a singlet type top. Her breasts looked fetching in her top.
"Hey, sis," I ventured.
Kailey looked at me through bleary eyes, there was no sign of my cum on her face or in her hair.
"Hey, Joey," She said. She had always called me Joey instead of Joe or Joseph.
She went back to staring at the tabletop holding her head.
"Rough night?" I sympathised.
"You have no idea, Joey," she replied.
'I just might!' I thought. Thinking about last night and looking at her firm high breasts I started to get horny again.
I headed back to my bedroom so she couldn't see that I was hard and spent the next hour masturbating to images of my sister sucking me off as she played with herself playing through my fevered imagination. I must have cum at least 5 times!
Lying there deciding whether I could go again a thought entered my mind. 'If she doesn't even wake up because of being drunk when I cum on her face would she wake up if I fucked her?'
Imagining how it would go, in a dream ideal world, I was able to masturbate and cum 2 more times!
I decided to at least try fucking her so I thought my way through how I could do it and what excuse I could use if she woke up. I couldn't think of any excuse that would be believed so I decided I'd just have to do it and trust to luck!
Kailey was out that night at a frat party so I would have to wait till Sunday night to try my plan.
Setting my alarm for 12.00 am in case I fell asleep I waited in eager anticipation for my sister to go to bed. Her room is opposite mine so if I was awake I would hear her opening her bedroom door to go to bed.
I waited there in the dark. My cock was so hard and throbbing I wanted to 'rub one out' to relieve some tension but I usually fell immediately asleep if I came at night, so I didn't.
At around 10.00 pm Kailey turned the light on and entered her room. The door shut and I heard the tell-tale squeak of her drawer opening as she got the vodka bottle out.
An agonising 3 hours passed as I waited for my sister to drink herself to oblivion as usual.
Once my phone said 1.00 am I got out of my bed and dropped my pyjama bottoms, I don't wear a top. Creeping out my door I tiptoed across to Kailey's door and very slowly turned the knob.
Every sound I made seemed to echo all around me at a 1,000 decibels but, once I had the door open far enough to see, Kailey was snoring quietly on her bed unaware of my presence, as expected.
Kailey hadn't pulled her shades closed so there was just enough light coming into her room from the streetlights for me to see everything clearly.
Skirting around the soft toys that she had thrown carelessly onto the floor I snuck across Kailey's room quietly until I was standing over her.
My heart pounding in my chest I looked down at my sleeping sister. Just then one of Kailey's eyes opened and looked at me, she muttered something at me before rolling onto her side with her ass pointed toward me.
I was fucking freaking out! Was she awake? Asleep? Passed out, as I'd hoped? Or somewhere in between?
I stood there frozen for what seemed like an hour but was probably only a few seconds before I heard Kailey begin to softly snore again.
Letting out a stifled sigh of relief I almost tiptoed back out of her room. That had been too close!
Just as I was about to leave Kailey sighed deeply and shifted slightly. Her shift caused her quilt cover to drop off onto the floor. My sister wasn't wearing a pyjama top! All she had on was a very skimpy pyjama bottom. I could see up the leg of them to her perineum and the entrance to her pussy.
She had shaved all the hair off of her pussy, ass and perineum. Her slit glistened in the light.
Instantly hard again I slowly knelt and leant forward so I could smell her pussy. She had a heavy intoxicating smell. My conscious brain didn't recognise the smell but my instinctual one did!
My sister was wet and aroused!
Despite myself, I moaned deeply softly as I took my dick in my hand. I was going to just stroke myself and cum on the floor under Kailey's ass but, at the last minute, I was able to resist.
Kailey's ass was almost at the edge of the bed so it was an easy effort to slide her pyjama bottom off her hips and down her firm toned thighs and calves and off onto the floor.
As if she was trying to help my plan Kailey wriggled, muttered and rolled onto her back. She cupped her pussy then lifted and spread her legs, dreaming of some big jock's cock, I'm sure!
I gently took her hand and moved it off her pussy and onto her left nipple. With a soft moan, Kailey began to play with her nipple.
Things could not be going any better!
Carefully climbing onto the bed trying to cause as little bed movement and noise as I could manage I was able to kneel between my sister's smooth thighs.
Fascinated by her shaved pudenda I slowly reached my left hand out and touched Kailey's clitoris. Kailey put the long nail on her pinkie finger in her mouth and moaned softly.
I hadn't thought this through! With Kailey lying lengthwise down the bed the only way I could fuck her would be to cover her body with mine! That would have to wake her up, I was sure!
Stepping carefully back onto the floor I waited for Kailey's frequent twitches and movements to slowly drag her hips around until they were on the edge of the bed facing her door.
I knelt between her thighs, I was too low, my hips couldn't reach her ass to allow my cock to go into her, and so I stood up. Now I was too high! I couldn't get low enough to penetrate her.
Tears of frustration welled in my eyes. I was so close! But I couldn't figure out how I was going to do it! Just as I was about to give up and leave it occurred to me that Kailey's bed was pressed up against the far wall of her room. If I knelt with my knees against the edge of the bed I should be able to lower myself down enough to enter her.
It had seemed like an hour had passed since I had gotten Kailey's hips to the edge of her bed but she hadn't moved again yet so it can't have been too long.
Spreading my knees wider than Kailey's feet. In her sleep, she must have decided having her legs and feet off the bed and on the ground was uncomfortable and had lifted them so her heels were on the edge of the bed with her sex now obscenely spread and on display. I lowered my knees onto the edge of her bed.
My huge mushroom-headed cock was now perfectly positioned at the entrance to her cunt.
Leaning forward I let my weight settle onto my hands. Leaning a little to the left I lifted my right hand and tentatively stroked Kailey's left nipple.
To my shock and excitement, Kailey moaned "hmmm" and arched her back. My cock was now pressed against the entrance to my sister's vulva.
She was incredibly wet and hot! Still dreaming of her favourite jock I was certain!
My sister's pussy was also extremely tight. The sphincter around the entrance to her quim was young firm and unstretched, yet. I pushed my hips forward a little more firmly and the head of my cock popped through her entrance and into her cunt.
Kailey groaned and arched her back again and her pudenda pushed up at me. Terrified she was about to wake up I tried to pull out of my sister's quim. I couldn't! I was stuck!
Kailey's pussy muscles had wrapped around my cock's head and locked onto my shaft holding the mushroom head inside her. I tried to pull back but all that happened was my shaft stretched a little before returning to its normal length as I stopped trying to pull my cock out of my sister's sleeping body.
I tried pulling back a little harder. Although her pussy sphincter gave a little I still couldn't exit her tightly grasping cunt.
In desperation, I ripped my hips back hard.
I knew doing this was going to wake Kailey up but it was better than having her wake up with her brother's cock trapped in her pussy!
Instead of her sphincter releasing and letting my cock pop back out of her it gripped down on my mushroom head harder and I pulled Kailey's whole body a little way off the bed after me.
Kailey grunted and shoved her pudenda up at me again. The warmth in her pussy had grown exponentially! So I tried to rip my cock back out of her again.
This time Kailey wrapped her legs around the back of my thighs, grunted and pulled me back into her as well as thrusting her pubis up at me.
I couldn't believe it! My drunk passed out sister was fucking me!
We established a rhythm, I'd pull back, and she'd grunt and pull me back forward and thrust her hips up at me.
I knew I was never going to last long, Kailey seemed to sense this too so she took her nipples in her hands and tweaked them the next time I pulled back. This time, as she pulled me deeper into her she ground her clitoris against my pubic bone and came!
Feeling the sudden increase of wetness around my cock was too much! Trying to stifle myself from groaning I came in my sister's tight pussy. Spurting 7 or 8 times I filled her sweet cunt up with my nectar.
Kailey spasmed with me every time I spurted into her moaning and groaning and pulling on her nipples the whole time.
My cock finally softened enough to allow me to slide out of my sister's now messy pussy.
Getting shakily to my feet I began to creep out of my sister's room.
Just as I got to the door Kailey spoke to me, "I can pretend to be asleep tomorrow night if you want to come and visit me again, Joey? On Friday my friend Mel is staying for a sleepover, we can both pretend to be asleep if you want?"
Shocked I turned to my sister. She blew me a kiss across the room. "Tomorrow night, Joey. Come and do me again." She rolled over onto her side facing the wall and went to sleep. I could vaguely see my cum dripping out of her pussy.

The End.
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Chapter 2: The Next Day

I climbed out of bed and, still completely naked and on somewhat shaky legs, made my way after Becca out of the room. Liz had already gotten under the covers and was luxuriating, leaning back, with a mysterious smile on her face.
Becca led me to a huge bathroom, bigger than any I had previously seen. Opening the door to a floor level walk-in shower Becca offered me a face cloth, soap and a small, hotel-style shampoo bottle.
She offered to wash my back with an impish smile, looked down at my limply hanging member, raised her eyes to me, lifted an eyebrow, and said, "And anything else that might need cleaning, if you'd like?"
Not sure what to make of the offer, I just took the proffered items, turned the shower to an almost scaldingly hot, stepped in, and washed myself down.
Becca kept up a constant commentary throughout the whole procedure. Saying things like: "That's it! Clean around the entire head of your cock! Nobody wants to encounter any 'runny cheese' when they're giving you head!" and "You don't grow much when you're aroused, do ya? Even soft it's got to be close to 7 inches, it just goes from looking at your feet to looking at your chin!" and "That's right, make sure your ass' rosebud is totally clean. I might be rimming that with my tongue later!"
Choosing to ignore the apparent wind-ups, I completed my ablutions, turned the taps off, and stepped out of the shower. Becca handed me a huge soft towel and, still eyeing me speculatively, she offered to 'dry my back' and 'anything else that might be wet' this time.
Deciding she was just a tease, I stayed quiet. Wrapping the towel around my waist, I opened the bathroom door and motioned to her, "After you, my lady," I smiled.
"Hah!" Becca snorted. "I've already well and truly showed you I'm no lady! No, I'm a cunt and cock hungry slut, but, big boy, bad news for you, I'm afraid! Although I like dick, I adore pussy!"
Stalking past me, if she were a cat, her tail would have been swishing. Becca led me down past the door to Liz's room to her bedroom. Like the lounge and Liz's bedroom, Becca's room was sparsely but expensively adorned with a king-sized bed, and a chest of what I was sure were mahogany drawers.
A gilt-edged mirror hung on the wall above the drawers, and a large copy of Munch's 'The Scream' hung just to the left of the mirror.
"I usually just sleep in the middle," Becca said. "So pick a side, and I'll sleep on the other."
I chose the left-hand side of the bed, as you looked at the pillows from the foot of the bed, and went to climb up. Becca grabbed the wrapped towel around me at the waist. "Uh ah!" Bad boy! No wet towels on my bed!"
Unfazed, I let her pull the towel from my waist. Becca pursed her lips, taking a blatantly obvious gander at my still flaccid cock. She wet her lips with her tongue and said, "I could make that hard for you in about 2 seconds, big fella, then you could fuck me with it if you'd like?"
Sensing a trap, I merely raised an eyebrow and said, "I thought your 'Mistress' said 'No more fucking tonight'? You don't really think that I'd believe you'd disobey her, do you?"
Making a disappointed moue with her mouth Becca shrugged and said, "Probably just as well cos Mistress Eliza would cane your ass raw if you were to try and fuck me tonight!"
"Assuming I'd be stupid enough to let her," I replied.
Becca just shrugged and smiled.
Testing done, it seemed, Becca climbed up onto the bed. As it was still quite warm, I lay on the top of the quilt and quickly drifted off to sleep. It had been an eventful 4 -- 5 hours since we got here from the club. I briefly surfaced from sleep about 3 hours later to find Becca had taken possession of my left arm and had wrapped herself around it, her breasts were on either side of my upper arm, and my hand was resting on her pelvis just above her pussy.
Smiling, I drifted back off.
The next morning I was woken in the most pleasurable way possible. I came awake on the brink of orgasm as a warm, willing mouth lasciviously sucked on my now rock hard cock!
Looking down at the top of Becca's head bobbing up and down on my stiff member, I uttered a very mild protest, "I thought you were only supposed to 'blow me if I wanted'?" I asked her.
Grabbing my turgid shaft, Becca lifted her mouth from my cock long enough to grumble, "Of course you want me to blow you this morning! Have another look, big fella! Most guys would donate their left testicle, or maybe even both, just for the chance to be blown by me!"
Well, she had a point!
With a groan, I came solidly into her willingly sucking mouth. Wiping the excess onto the back of her hand, then licking it off. Becca smiled up at me, "Hmm... protein for breakfast!" She said.
Sitting up, Becca swung her short legs over the side of the bed and hopped down.
"There should be a bathrobe hung up behind the door," she said. "It'll probably be a little short and tight, but there's only the 3 of us here, and Mistress Eliza won't mind the extra skin one little bit!"
"Where are my clothes?" I asked
Becca crossed her arms under her magnificent breasts and tapped her foot. "Just wear the damned robe!" She demanded of me.
Inwardly shrugging, I closed the bedroom door and took down the robe. In the physical shape I was in I was never shy about showing a little skin!
Becca was right, not only was it a little tight across the shoulders, it barely covered my ass cheeks.
Cheekily smacking me on one of my ass cheeks, Becca said, "I think Mistress has breakfast started, so stop dilly-dallying, go pee, I know you need to, Mister, and come to the kitchen."
I merely shook my head and followed her down the hall. Becca indicated the toilet on the way (I did, in fact, need to pee). I joined her in the kitchen after completing my business. Liz had 'started breakfast'. There was bacon, eggs, coffee and tea, hash browns, mushrooms, baked beans and toast all laid out on separate hot plates.
Liz looked easily as beautiful and sexy as she did the previous night. She didn't have a skerrick of makeup on and was wearing only a pair of skimpy black knickers with a matching black camisole top. Liz's perfectly formed 'C' cup breasts were firm, high, and proud on her chest. She had her front, to just below her knickers, covered by a tiny apron.
Liz poured a few mini sausages out onto another plate, "Grab a seat and eat up, John." Liz said to me. "You're going to need the strength, trust me!" Then she winked at me and smiled.
I sat down in one of the chairs at the kitchen table, my robe rode up and it, no matter how much I tried to adjust it, just wasn't quite covering everything that needed to be covered!
Still dressed in the baby doll nightie, Becca sat up at the table, too. "Yes, thank you, Mistress," Becca said mischievously. "I believe I will eat up, too, as I'll need all my strength, as well, to keep up with the two of you!"
With a smile, Liz ruffled Becca's blonde hair and then grabbed a handful at the scruff of Becca's neck. Pulling it back painfully, Liz tilted Becca's head back and gazed down at her.
"Planning on starting the day with a paddling, were we, my little slut?"
Immediately contrite, Becca lowered her eyes. "No, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress," she said quietly.
Liz laughed, "Relax, girl. I'm just kidding with you!"
After all the activity last night, I was ravenous, so I heaped my plate up with a little bit of everything. Liz nodded approvingly and, to my surprise, also loaded a plate with a good-sized helping of everything there.
I do love a woman that has a good appetite! In my experience, there seems to be some kind of correlation between how much a woman enjoys her food and how much she enjoys sex!
Becca only took one small sausage, a tiny piece of bacon, about a teaspoon of mushrooms, and about the same of baked beans. She eschewed the hash browns and toast altogether.
Noticing me watching her, Becca smiled. "If those damned bread and potato carbs would go on my boobs", she cupped her breasts, "I'd happily have some, but they don't! They go straight on my thighs!"
With that, she lifted her knees, and spread her thighs, showing me her nightie bottom covered snatch. She then ran her hands up the inside of her perfectly formed inner thighs and touched her nightie bottom over where I assume her clit would be.
I had to swallow, cough, and give myself a bit of a shake. It wasn't any use, though, because that ever willing traitor I sported between my legs sprang immediately to life! Bulging obscenely out of the robe, there just wasn't enough material to reach that far to cover it! 'Little John' had most definitely made an appearance!
Delighted, Becca laughed and said to Liz, "Boys are so easy to get going!"
Liz just smiled. "I'll take care of that for you a little later, John. For now, enjoy your breakfast."
Liz and Becca engaged in a bit of random chit chat, they were obviously very comfortable with each other, as they ate their breakfast. I finished a plate and, as there were enough for seconds, helped myself to most of what was left.
Working on my second plate, I had kind of zoned out for a moment or two, trying to think about anything except my throbbing dick, mostly! I eventually noticed that both Liz and Becca had gone quiet.
As if me noticing their silence was a cue, Liz let out a small groan, let her head drop back onto the chair's backrest, and lifted a spread knee slowly into view. It was then I saw where Becca had 'gone'! She was on her knees between Liz's thighs giving Liz's cunt a hefty tongue lashing!
Holding her girl's head tightly to her pussy Liz groaned herself to, what seemed, a very pleasing orgasm because, after 'coming', Liz let out a deep satisfied sigh and sagged down into the chair.
Looking over at me, she asked, "Well? Would you like to see if you can lick me to orgasm too?"
So much for 'getting rid' of my hard-on!
I eagerly made my way around the table and took Becca's position between Liz's luscious thighs. This close, I could smell her obvious arousal and see that her pussy was glistening with her juices. 'This should be easy', I thought!
I like going down on a girl, but being just 19, I usually want to get to the 'dick in vagina' part fairly quickly and, at this time of my life, have never brought a woman to orgasm orally.
Once again, my technique was more wham, blam than having anything resembling finesse.
After about 20 seconds of feverish licking, Becca took pity on me. Pushing my head aside, she said, "You're both too rough and too fast! Her pussy is not a piece of meat, and you don't need to 'worry' at it like a dog with a bone! Let me show you!"
Becca pushed her tongue out as far as she could and flattened it against the bottom of Liz's vulva, spreading her tongue over the whole entrance. Then, pushing on Liz's vulva quite firmly, Becca dragged her tongue along the entire length of Liz's slit up to Liz's clitoris. Reaching Liz's clit Becca made the tip of her tongue into a point and flicked it across this pleasure spot, eliciting a deep groan from Liz.
Becca then allowed her tongue to return to normal and circled Liz's clit a few times and lapping at it like a cat at a saucer of milk. Then, returning to the original action, repeated the whole process.
Liz was soon humming along quite nicely.
As soon as Becca felt Liz start to thrust her hips back at her invading tongue, she began to mix up the motions, sometimes tonguing the whole slit 3 or 4 times, occasionally pushing her tongue as far into Liz's cunt as she could force it before lapping at the entrance to Liz's vulva like she did on Liz's nub.
Mixing in flicking the clit with her tongue and sucking gently on it, Becca even sucked the clit firmly into her mouth and pulled back away, stretching Liz's clit out.
Liz's breath was coming in short gasps, and she was slumped down on the chair. Her left hand had found her right nipple, and she was stroking and occasionally twisting that delicious treat.
Just as I thought Liz had to pop again, Becca pulled back and said, "Your turn! Slowly, slowly until you feel Mistress is starting to move with you like you had to last night, then you can follow her cues and speed up or press harder until she 'pops'!"
Liz gave an exasperated sigh and sat up a little straighter in her chair.
Copying what I had learned from Becca, I flattened my tongue over Liz's vulva and worked through the various techniques Becca had so diligently shown me.
Liz's thighs almost immediately clenched down onto my ears. "That's good," she moaned. "Oh yes! Right there!"
Working slowly, thinking about how the slow, languid motions of last night had been so effective, I was able to tune myself into Liz's responses to what I was doing.
If I did any one thing for too long, it became too intense, and the climb to orgasm was interrupted, but if I left off what I was doing too quickly, she never really got above 'base camp'.
As I became more attuned to Liz's response and arousal levels, it wasn't long before I had her once again slumped down on the edge of the chair, her breath coming in short, fast gasps.
"Oh, my god, yes!" She moaned. "Tongue me right there hard! I'm going to cum!"
With a shuddering heave, Liz exploded on my tongue. Her thighs squeezed my ears painfully, and she thrust her pelvic bone against my tongue and lips whilst holding me firmly in place, hard enough to hurt. She must've cum at least three times in a short period.
After she had finished cumming, Liz pushed me on my back, pulled at the ties to the robe I was wearing, and pushed it back off my shoulders. She then squatted over my prone body, took my super stiff, rock hard cock in her right hand and lowered herself onto the head.
Lowering herself down until she had engulfed all of my 7 inches, Liz placed both of her hands in the middle of my chest and used them as a lever to lift herself almost all the way off my turgid cock before letting herself slam back down onto my pelvis. My dick was, very quickly, pistoning in and out of her soaking wet, hot snatch.
Glaring down at me, Liz demanded, "You are not to move, and you are not to come inside me, do you hear?"
Not sure if I could comply, I simply nodded.
Liz rode me to two more earth-shattering, for her, orgasms, tossing her head back and forth and mewling loudly.
Finally, after a couple of final shakes and shudders, Li stood up on very weak and shaky knees. I was, thankfully, still holding onto the remnants of control.
Looking at Becca, she indicated me, "Finish him off, my little pussy muncher. Any hole, you choose!"
'What do you mean 'any hole'?' I thought.
Expecting Becca to swallow me, as she had the other times, I looked forward to emptying another load into her talented mouth and throat.
Becca had other ideas, though. She spat on the first three fingers of her right hand and reached between her thighs. From the angle I was lying, I could see her spread her ass cheeks and smear the spit onto and around her rosebud.
My dick was already well lubricated from being inside Liz, so Becca took hold of my shaft, straddled my hips, pushed her hips forward and lowered herself onto my throbbing cock.
Little ole innocent me expected to slide into her, what I knew to be very tight cunt, a pleasure I had already had the joy of experiencing once when it suddenly became apparent what was pushing against my turgid member wasn't a pussy.
There was a moment of resistance, then an indescribably exquisite feeling as the head of my cock popped through her 'knot' and slid nuts deep into her ass.
I'd never before had a woman prepared to let me 'fuck her in the ass'. Every time I'd try, they would say, "You're too big, it'll just hurt!" or "No, that's just gross or dirty". Or they'd just flatly refuse.
As soon as I was all the way in, Becca stopped, shook violently, and came.
"Fuck, that's good!" She groaned. "Now hold still and let me get you there!"
I'd had never not been the one in control before, so it was a novel experience to simply lie back and revel in the feeling of being brought to orgasm.
Her ass was definitely warmer than her cunt and was probably a little tighter as well, so it wasn't long before I was right on the edge of orgasm again.
Becca was bouncing up and down, cursing and moaning and, seemingly, cumming every other minute, so I wasn't sure if I should try and wait until she was finished. Liz took matters out of my hands, again, though.
Squatting down beside me and wetting her index finger, she circled her forefinger around my right nipple, then took it between her thumb and forefinger and gave it a bit of a pull and tweak. It was like, "Ouch!"
Completely distracted, I lost the place in my count and lost my load deep inside Becca's ass with a satisfied heaving groan.
Feeling and hearing me cum, Becca bounced even faster up and down on my cock and rode herself to one more orgasm before I went soft and, with an almost audible 'plop', fell out of her sphincter.
Becca went to stand up, but before she could, Liz said in a severe voice, "You messed him up. You clean him up, slut!"
To my utter disbelief, Becca knelt and took me in her mouth. Using her tongue and mouth, she cleaned every bit of my cum, and whatever else that may have come out of her ass off my cock.
By the time she was finished licking me, I was already back at half-mast (oh, how I miss the days of perpetual erections and multiple orgasms!). Once Becca was satisfied I was clean, she looked me straight in the eyes, wiped a finger lasciviously around her lips and stuck that finger in her mouth.
Sucking on it like it was a lollipop, she pulled the finger from her mouth with an audible pop and said, "Mmmm... boy juices, almost as good as woman juices!"
Yup, now I was rock hard again!
I have never before, or since, met anyone, anywhere, with anywhere near as much aggressive sexuality as Becca. That little minx seemed to be perpetually on the brink of an orgasm!
She seemed to be able to cum from virtually any kind of stimulation almost immediately. Touch her nipples, and she was ready to go. Give them a bit of a tweak or a pull or a twist, and she'd bite her bottom lip and fall into a shuddering orgasm. Smack her bum, and she would groan and demand you hit it again before popping over the edge when you did.
As I found out later, not only could she achieve orgasm from giving someone else oral sex, man or woman, the right combination of words could send her into a blissfully orgasmic state!
Usually, it was sentences that included her being a 'cum receptacle' or a woman saying she wanted to 'squirt on her tits and/or face' that did it, but, combined with some other stimulation like having your dick in her mouth, ass or pussy, virtually any kind of 'dirty talk' would cause her to cum.
And, oh my, did that girl have a potty mouth! There was a constant stream of profanity issuing from her mouth during sex, and Becca just loved having sex, so she did so as often as Liz would let her!
She would eat pussy or suck cock anywhere, anytime, as I was to find out one memorable evening in one of Hamilton's fancier restaurants. The table cloths reached all the way to the floor and no sooner had the three of us sat down than Becca was under the table with her head between Liz's thighs lapping at Liz's pussy.
After showing us to the table, the waitress soon returned with three menus. Noticing we were now two, she held a menu back and said, "I'm sorry? I thought there were three of you? Did your friend have to leave?"
Liz smiled and said through gritted teeth as she tried to stop herself from moaning. "I'm sure she'll be back soon. Leave the menu so she can have a look when she comes back."



A soft groan then escaped Liz's lips.
Looking a little nonplussed, the waitress tentatively placed the menu on the table and said, "My name is Mary," she said. "I'll be back to tell you the specials and take your order shortly. Would you like to order some drinks first?"
I ordered a premium beer, Liz a white wine and added a raspberry, vodka and lemonade (diet) for the 'absent' Becca.
As soon as the waitress had left, Becca reappeared from under the table, took her place on the opposite side of Liz to me, looking exceedingly pleased with herself, and said, "She's cute", indicating Mary, "may I flirt with her and see if she'd like to come home with us, Mistress?"
Liz looked the girl over. Mary was tall, for a girl, thin, with pronounced, almost Slavic, cheekbones. She was also narrow-waisted, but with full, lush breasts, bigger than both Liz's and Becca's, I estimated. She was quite pretty, I thought, in a waifish kind of way.
"Okay," Liz said. "But only for you, she doesn't do that much for me, and John", nudging me, "has enough on his plate with the two of us, right now!"
It was my turn to be nonplussed! Casually, just like that, these two had decided that Becca could take another lover. No hint of jealousy, no huffing or puffing, just "May I... " and "Okay... "
What exactly had I let myself in for?
But the above is for another story, so before I get too far off track, let me return you to the kitchen that same morning!
So I'm lying, stark naked, or close enough to it, on the floor in Liz's kitchen, having already received a blow job, performed cunnilingus on Liz and cum inside an ass (Becca's) for the very first time, and it wasn't even 8 o'clock yet! I wasn't sure the day could get much better than this!
The two girls were looking down at me when, in almost awe, Becca said, "He's rock fucking hard again, Mistress! You might be right! We may have finally found one who can keep up!"
Liz smiled at us both, "There's something to be said for older men. They are much more considerate, can usually last longer, and have much better oral and finger skills, but, as I've been telling you for the last six months, if we want someone who can keep up with us, we're going to need to find someone in their mid-20s!
"A little embarrassed, I ventured, "Actually, I'm not 20 for another eight months yet!"
Becca squealed delightedly and pounced on me, smothering my face with kisses. "You got us a 'toy boy', Mistress!" she laughed. "We'll teach him everything he needs to know about making love and fucking and when to do one and when to do the other before all those other bitches ruin him!"
Becca tried to tickle me, but having grown up with an older brother who liked to torment me like that, I had learned to not react to tickling at all. Knuckling me in the ribcage instead, Becca jumped to her feet, offered me a hand, and helped me first to sit, then stand, up.
My erection was still standing up lewdly for all to see.
Liz looked at my hard-on with one eyebrow slightly raised, lifted her eyes to meet mine and said, "I'm not so sure. 19 is 10, almost 11, years younger than me. I'm not sure, emotionally, he'll be able to cope. At his age, jealousy will burn, he'll be possessive and frequently angry, and do we need that shit in our lives? Remember your ex?"
Becca nodded thoughtfully, "He doesn't give off that same violent, angry vibe Bruce had, though. Plus, he's already shown last night and this morning that he has gained some control over himself, on top of which he is eager to learn and learns quickly. We could do a lot worse and wait a long time to do so."
Not really liking being talked about like I was some kind of show dog, my erection was slowly deflating. I was about to stalk off to Liz's room, find my clothes, get in my car and chalk this one night up to a fantastic experience, never to be repeated (probably) again, when Liz said, "So, John, would you like to become a part of our little 'family'? I can't promise you it will all be a bed of roses, but I can guarantee you'll get more sex, with greater variety, than anywhere else in this shithole of a town!"
I'm thinking, 'WTF? Are you asking me to marry you cos it almost sounds like you are?' I looked at Becca, she had a big hopeful smile on her face and said, "I don't know what the fuck is going on here, but I'd love to stay and find out!"
Liz smiled, "That's settled then," she said. "You can keep your apartment for now, and come over here after work Friday, stay the weekend, and head back to yours after work Monday."
'Well, thank you very much for allowing me to keep my apartment', I thought but merely smiled.
Liz turned to Becca. "You'll have to (finally) unpack the last of your boxes and move them out of the spare room. The bed in there is only a queen, but I doubt he'll", jerking a thumb in my direction, "be using it much anyway!"
'Only a queen', I thought. Oh, how the other half live!
"Go get started on doing that now, Liz said. "I'm going to take John to my room and make use of that magnificent cock he sports if he's willing to pay the price!"
Grabbing my hand, Liz headed for her bedroom. I followed eagerly but in the back of my mind was 'What price...?'

End Part II


Coming soon, part III: Paying 'the price' and beginning to understand the role Liz had planned for me!
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MILF to Slut 3: Lolly and Gina meet one of my sons.

The rest of the afternoon and evening blurred past in a seemingly never-ending series of sexcapades. I fucked both Shephard women in all three holes more than once. I came in all 3 of their holes at least once. I fucked Gina as she ate Lolly, I fucked Lolly as she ate Gina, and Gina rimmed me as I fucked Lolly. I rimmed Gina as Lolly ate her pussy, every which way you could think of, we did.
Around 7.00 pm, I grabbed my phone and ordered some pizza. When the delivery guy arrived, my girls greeted him at the door wearing nothing but their beautiful smiles, giving him a lot of sexy thoughts to 'fap' to later, I'm sure.
We finished up in a triangle in the middle of Lolly's bed. Gina was blowing me as I ate Lolly's pussy, and Lolly was tonguing Gina with one last mutual orgasm. With dawn's light appearing on the horizon, we finally drifted off into some much-needed sleep.
I don't work Mondays (or Tuesdays, for that matter), Lolly was a 'solo mum', and Gina was at university, so none of us had to be anywhere that Monday morning.
Waking to the delicious sounds and smells of bacon and eggs cooking and mushrooms being fried, I stretched languorously and nudged Gina, who was still dozing and snuggling my left arm, her lovely breasts on either side of my upper arm. My fingers were between her thighs, lightly resting on her clitoris.
Smiling beautifully, Gina kissed my jawline just below my ear and said, "Morning, big daddy man. Did you sleep well?"
"Well, I was, but then I seem to recall being woken up by someone sucking me off during the night," I said to her accusingly.
Trying to be all wide-eyed and innocent, Gina said, "I wonder who that could have been?" She didn't even have the grace to look embarrassed!
"Get up, sleepyheads!" Lolly called out. "It's nearly 10 o'clock! I saw a couple of $100 bills sticking out of Gina's shoulder bag, so I pinched one and ducked out to the deli just up the road and got us some bacon, eggs, mushrooms, and halloumi cheese for breakfast. I wonder where Gina could have gotten $200 from."
She came to the bedroom door, looked at me piercingly, and then smiled. "But who cares, right? Breakfast is nearly served!"
I had my usual morning 'piss wood' happening, so I asked where the loo was and excused myself for a moment. Before I could enter and shut the door, Lolly appeared in front of me.
Curious, Gina had followed her mum down the hallway.
"Hang on, John," Lolly said. "Give me a second."
Lolly dropped the apron, all that she was wearing (she must have stripped back down after going to the deli), to the floor and sat, stark naked, on the toilet. Thinking she must've desperately needed to go, I stepped back and shut the door to give her some privacy.
Putting her hand up to prevent the door from closing, Lolly said, "No, I want you to piss on my clitoris, John, please?"
"Ewww!" Gina gasped. "WTF, mum?"
"Don't knock it until you've tried it, my little cock sucking slut daughter," Lolly told her.
Leaning back, spreading her legs as wide as she could, then lifting her knees, and exposing her clit, slit, and vulva, Lolly softly said, "Do you want me to beg, John?"
I hadn't bothered putting any clothes on, so I shook my head and, took my rapidly stiffening 7 in. cock in my hand, aimed the eye at her cunt, and prepared to stream my wee onto her pussy before I got so hard pissing would be impossible.
After a couple of miss starts, I was finally able to let my rather full bladder release. I directed the stream up and down Lolly's flushed and gaping slit. Reaching forward, Lolly took my cock out of my hand, leaned forward with an open mouth and let my urine splash into her mouth.
"Fuck!" Gina moaned.
Glancing over my shoulder, I saw that, despite Gina's supposedly disgusted moanings, she was frigging herself vigorously with two fingers thrust deep into her quim.
Holding my piss briefly in her mouth Lolly leaned forward, opened her mouth, and let my wee drop out onto the top of her cunt. With a deep and sensual groan, Lolly slapped the entrance to her pussy. There was a wet squelch at the smack, and she came, hard.
Pushing my dick down and leaning back, Lolly let the rest of my stream hit her perineum and bounce into the toilet bowl.
When my stream died off, she gave my cock a couple of quick pulls to shake the last of my wee out, took it in her mouth and sucked, then swirled her tongue to catch every last drop.
With a satisfied smile, Lolly leaned back. "Fuck!" She suddenly said. "The croissants will be burning!"
Pushing past me, she raced into the kitchen without even wiping my piss off her pussy. Looking at Gina, I shrugged and followed her mum back to the kitchen. I took my usual seat at the kitchen counter as Gina crept back into the kitchen disbelievingly.
"You sleep okay, little miss lolly?"
Lolly's head snapped around, and she appraised me speculatively.
"This girl slept very well, thank you, Sir!"
"That's good, my girl," I ventured, emphasising the 'my'.
"What the fuck is going on here? Gina said, all confused.
"I think the start of something absolutely wondrous," Lolly answered.
"Absolutely wondrous!" I repeated. "Is Gina going to be like you or like me, do you think?" I asked Lolly.
"Like you, I hope," Lolly answered quietly. "But maybe below only you." Even more quietly.
"I don't know what the fuck you two are going on about," Gina butted in. "But I don't like being talked about like I'm not even here!"
Laughing, I picked my daughter up effortlessly and swung her around. Squeezing her tightly to me with her legs off the floor, I bent over and pretended to drop her. Squealing, Gina clung to my shoulders, just as I had intended.
Forcing her thighs apart, so she had no choice but to wrap her legs around me, I sat her on the unused, until now, kitchen table. I positioned my stiff dick at the entrance to Gina's pussy, the head slipping a little way into her cunt.
She was as wet and hot as I suspected. Despite all of her protestations, Lolly's and my little demonstration this morning had her all revved up and ready to fuck.
"How would you feel about leaving this little house and coming to live with me out my way?" I asked Gina. "I have a massive 5 bedroom house, on acreage, near Redland Bay.
There's a two-bedroom flat over my garage, complete with a kitchen, bath and shower, and separate toilet. You could move in there, or I have a spare room, complete with en suite, at the opposite end of the hall to my room, if you'd prefer?
I have two dogs, three cats, an aviary of cockatiels, some even talk, plus I agist a couple of horses that I'm sure the owners would be happy for you to ride."
"I could never leave, mum!" Gina said firmly.
I laughed. "No, silly, I meant you and your mum. There'd be 5 of us, including my two boys, and 7 bedrooms, so there's plenty of room!"
"You have sons?" Gina asked wonderingly. "I have brothers?"
"Half-brothers, I guess," I told her. "The children of my wife and me."
"Where's your wife?" Gina asked accusingly. "Did you get divorced? Why didn't she get the house?"
"My wife died of kidney cancer last autumn, not quite a year ago," correcting my earlier statement to Lolly where I'd said 'just over a year ago.'
Tears welled in Gina's eyes, and she hugged me tightly, causing my dick to slip a little deeper inside her hot pussy.
"I'm sorry, daddy. I didn't mean to be so rude." She contritely.
"You weren't to know, baby girl," I told her. "So, what do you think?"
Lolly stepped in at that point. "All too soon, John," She told me emphatically. "We've really only just met. Let's take some time to get to know each other properly before we make those kinds of decisions."
Seeing the disappointment on Gina's face, Lolly quickly amended. "There's no reason we can't come out for a visit, though. Maybe stay the weekend," noticing Gina's face light up, she added, "or the week, even."
All through this, I was gently rocking my dick back and forth inside my daughter's slippery quim. Leaning back and looking down, Gina pretended to notice me inside her for the first time. Her pussy had been squeezing down and then releasing on the head of my cock all the time I'd been in her, so I knew her ignorance was feigned.
"Why, daddy, you appear to be inside me!" She said in mock surprise. "What are you planning on doing?"
"This," I told her and roughly pushed her flat on the table. Grabbing under her knees, I lifted Gina's legs and pushed them rudely back and apart, spreading her charms for me to salivate over.
The table was a perfect height for me to stand, feet flat on the floor, with my cock in her pussy.
Telling Gina to hold her knees apart, I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her ass buns to the edge of the table. Pinching her nipples between my thumb and forefinger, I started to saw my cock in and out of Gina's tightly grasping cunt.
I'd forgotten how flexible teenage girls can be, so it came as a bit of a surprise when Gina let go of her knees and placed her heels on the table on either side of my thrusting hips, then spread her arms wide and grasped an edge of the table in each hand.
"Fuck me harder, daddy," Gina pleaded.
Before I could comply, Lolly climbed on the table in front of me and knelt with her thighs on either side of Gina's head. Lowering her still piss wet pussy onto Gina's face.
Lolly growled, "If you 2 think you're the only ones getting a fuck as well as breakfast this morning, you're kidding yourselves!"
Leaning on her left hand, Lolly reached her right hand forward and pulled the skin around the top of Gina's pussy back, exposing her tiny clitoris. Awkwardly, with her head tilted to the side so it wasn't being forced away by my thrusting pelvis, Lolly began to tongue Gina.
With her mother's pussy already on her lips, Gina didn't need an invitation to lash Lolly's clit, slit, and labia with her tongue.
Pounding into my daughter as hard as I could, once again, and with the help of her mother's questing tongue, I quickly brought Gina to the edge of another stupendous orgasm.
Holding onto the edge of the table for dear life, Gina bucked her hips back at my thrusting, rock-hard cock.
Feeling her daughter bucking back at me, Lolly stretched the fingers of her right hand out and squeezed them tight together to make them as stiff as possible, then proceeded to smack Gina's clit as hard as she could with the bit of room she had to swing.
Doing that sent our daughter over the edge. With a high-pitched almost scream, Gina spasmed and came, squealed, then came again.
Lolly ground her cunt down onto Gina's mouth and, with a deep groan, came also. Sensing I was about to unload into Gina's pussy Lolly pushed on my abdomen and begged me, "Cum in my mouth, please, Sir."
Obliging, I pulled out of Gina and presented my cock to Lolly. Sucking it deep into her mouth Lolly wrapped her hand around the base of my cock and milked me until I exploded into her sucking orifice. Opening her mouth to show she had captured all of my spitting eruptions, Lolly swirled my cum around her mouth with her tongue and swallowed it all with obvious relish.
Climbing down off the table, leaving her daughter lying weakened and satiated on it, Lolly said mischievously, "I think we'll eat at the table. You'd better get down, my little slut daughter, so we can!" And gave me a huge grin and a wink.
Groaning, Gina swung her legs around, slid off the table, and sat on one of the chairs. Leaning forward, Gina let her head rest on her folded arms. "Thank fuck I have to go to Uni orientation tomorrow," she muttered. "I don't think I can do another day and night of this!"
Laughing, I patted her shoulder, "I don't think I can, either," I told her.
"Soft!" Lolly pretended to moan. "My man and my daughter are soft! I'm good to go again, right now!" She boasted.
Lolly brought the three breakfast plates, along with 3 cups and a pot of tea, to the table. I was famished after last night's activities, so I tucked into my melted halloumi croissant and my scrambled eggs and bacon with fried mushrooms with gusto.
Looking at my two naked nymphs, I smiled to myself at how lucky I was. I still missed my wife terribly, but I had a new daughter and a burgeoning relationship with Lolly to look forward to.
If you'd missed it above, Lolly is quite submissive and will bend to my every desire and whim, as long as I don't break any of her hard limits. I looked forward to finding out what those limits were. They, obviously, didn't include incest or piss, so I briefly wondered what they might be.
Looking at Lolly and thinking about what I'd seen her dressed in, I asked, "Lolly, do you have anything sexy to wear, or do you always dress like your 70-year-old spinster aunt?"
Guffawing, Gina chortled, "Spinster Aunt! I told you you dressed like a granny, mum!"
Huffing primly, Lolly sniffed, "I dress as a good Christian woman should!"
"Only if she never wants to get a man!" Gina interjected, laughing again.
Looking severely at her daughter Lolly said, "Oh, you'd be surprised, my darling girl. Your mum has had many a man try to get in her knickers over the 18, almost 19, years of your life. Don't let the fact that John here was my first in a very long time fool you! It was you I was protecting from their predatory ways!"
A little bitterly, Gina responded, "Then you let the very first man I've seen that wasn't a workman in our house take your daughter's virginity and fuck her in the ass!"
There was a resounding smack as Lolly slapped Gina's face. Tears sprang from Gina's eyes as she held her hand to her cheek where her mum had just hit her.
"You hit me!" Gina said, in complete shock. "You've never hit me before!"
"You deserved it for being a bitch, my girl. Now apologise to John for what you just said!"
Realising what she had just said, Gina turned to me, horrified. Tears of remorse were now welling from her eyes and down her cheeks. "I'm so sorry, daddy. I didn't mean it like that! Honestly, I didn't. I love that you took my virginity and have taken me under your wing, I have so much to learn, and I hope you will forgive me and continue to show me how to be the best woman I can be."
Taking her in my arms, I pulled her hand away from her cheek and kissed where her mum had slapped her. "No need for forgiveness, my love," I told her. "It's all been a bit of an emotional rollercoaster over the last few days, and we've all had some fairly severe shocks. Some things were bound to cause friction."
Wrapping her arms around my neck Gina kissed me contritely. With a trembling smile and a bit of a sniffle, she said, "Thank you, big daddy man. Can we pretend the last 5 minutes just didn't happen?"
"After you've apologised to your mother, sure. Never forget the sacrifices she has made for you. All the years of solitude and going without so you could have safety and have as much of the good things as she could possibly afford. Tell me, Lolly,' looking at her, "when was the last time you bought something new for yourself? A new dress or skirt? Or even a nice matching bra and knicker set? When was the last time you bought clothing from somewhere other than an Op shop?"
"Not since I became too big with Gina to wear normal clothes," Lolly answered simply.
Gina was openly crying now. Huge gulps and sniffles shook her body. Crossing to her mum, Gina knelt before her mum and wrapped her arms around her mother's hips.
Lolly looked over at me with a look of wonderment on her face.
Pressing her tear-stained face into Lolly's abdomen, Gina hitched, tried to speak, but had to cough a tear-driven blockage out of her throat. Swallowing a couple of times, Gina turned her head to the side and said, "I'm so sorry, mum! I had no idea! You never said a word. I knew money was tight at times, but you always seemed to get things done, so I thought we were doing okay."
Crying now, as well, Lolly patted and stroked her daughter's head and hair. "It was my job to keep all of that from you, my love," Lolly told her. "And I've loved every moment of my job, being your mother!"
Helping Gina to her feet, Lolly took her hand and walked over to me. Standing on tiptoes so she could kiss my cheek between my chin and ear, I had stood up when Gina had crossed to her mum. With tears in her eyes, Lolly said, "Thank you, John."
Perplexed, I said, "For what?"
"Helping my daughter to see!" she said, and she kissed my jaw again. Gina stretched up and kissed me as well. "Thank you, big daddy man," she said with a tremulous smile.
I just shrugged. Making a decision, I said, "Right! Let's go! We're going shopping. Go get dressed, hurry now!" And I clapped my hands as if demanding instant obedience.
I was expecting both of them to laugh and tell me to 'get stuffed'. Instead, still holding hands and with twin smiles on their faces, the Shephard girls together said, "Yes, big daddy man!"
Separating at Lolly's bedroom door, the girls began to get ready to go out. Putting her fingers to her cunt just before she stepped into her bedroom, Lolly brought them up to sniff. Wrinkling her nose, Lolly said, "I smell of sex and cum! I need a shower."
Hearing this, Gina's head popped back out her door. Looking down, Gina's fingers appeared at her nose, her head being all I could see from where I was standing, and she said, "Oh, is that what that smell is? I quite like it, but you're right. A shower is definitely in order!" And stepped back into view.
Grinning salaciously, I said, "I could help wash your backs," then raising an eyebrow and looking at their pussies, "or anything else that needs cleaning?"
Slapping my bare upper arm playfully, Lolly said, "Then we're never getting out of here before the shops close! Because it won't stop at just 'washing', now, will it?"
Caught out, I just smiled. Putting a mock severe expression on my face, I demanded, "Then hurry now, or I might have to dish out some smacks!"
"Yes, big daddy man," they both chorused again.
Holding each other's hands again, my girls headed for the shower.
An agonising 90 minutes later, they finally appeared back in the lounge room, still completely naked, to find me, also naked, sitting on the lounge. I badly needed a shower, too.
"Have a little fun in the shower, did we?" I asked, maintaining my severe charade.
"Well, there was so much of your spent cum leaking out of Gina's pussy and ass I had to take great care to make sure she was properly clean. I cleaned her as far as I could with my tongue, then cleaned even deeper with my fingers. For some reason, every time I cleaned her clit with my tongue, she squirted, and I had to start all over again."
All of this was said with a totally straight face as if it was the most reasonable explanation in the world.
As I said earlier, I'd hate to have to play poker against that woman!
"After I was completely clean, well, I had to return the favour and clean mum's pussy equally as well, too, didn't I, big daddy?" Gina piped in, all innocence personified. "But there seemed to be the same problem. I would have all of her pussy and ass area almost completely clean with only her clitoris left, but when I used my tongue to clean that, she would 'come', and her pussy would be all juicy again."
With visions of my two girls licking and tonguing and finger fucking each other in the shower dancing through my inflamed imagination, I was absolutely rock hard again.
Still, with a stoic face, Lolly said, "The shower is free, John, if you'd like to get clean? I put out a fresh facecloth and towel for you. The facecloth we had was a bit... umm... shall we say 'used' by the time we finished."
Muttering to myself about the perfidy of women, I sauntered towards the hall leading down to the shower. Lolly took a quick step forward and slapped one of my ass cheeks, "Hurry now, or we might have to dish out some (more) smacks!" she demanded.



Laughing, I headed into the shower. Of course, the girls had used all of the hot water, but the cold water helped to cool my libidinous state and to soften my erection enough so I could fit it back into my skin-tight jeans.
Still drying my hair, I wandered back into the lounge to find the girls dressed and ready to go. Gina was wearing the same plaid skirt and white blouse as Thursday night. It was her current favourite outfit, apparently.
She had put on a white bra, this time, though. Catching a glimpse up her skirt as she adjusted her position on the couch, I saw that she had put white cotton boy-cut briefs on this time instead of a thong.
Seeing me look, Gina smiled, "I'm still leaking a little fluids, daddy. I put a panty liner in, but a thong just doesn't hold it in place properly."
Well, we had been doing a lot of fucking!
Lolly had donned a dark blue backless sundress which went wonderfully with her lustrous honey blonde hair that she had let swing free instead of being tied up in a severe bun and her olive skin.
The dress clung alluringly to her curves showing off her wonderful 12 double D breasts to full advantage. It did cover her all the way to her ankles, though. A shame because she had fantastic legs.
With a bit of makeup across her almost flawless skin, Lolly looked no older than her 18, nearly 19-year-old daughter. Surprised, I met Lolly's eyes with a raised eyebrow.
"It's one of Gina's," Lolly explained. "She talked me into letting my hair down and putting it on."
"You look amazing!" I told her. "10 years younger at least! You two look like you could be sisters, not mother and daughter. And you look delicious enough to eat! Or did I do that already?" I said with a quirky smile on my face.
Rolling her eyes theatrically, Gina sighed. "More 'dad jokes'! OMFG!"
"Remember, my girl. I will spank you if I need to!" I threatened satirically.
Gina just grinned and rolled her eyes again.
"If we're going to catch the bus, we need to get a move on," Lolly said, knowing we all wouldn't fit on my motorbike.
'Who the fuck catches a bus?' I thought, momentarily forgetting about the girl's financial struggles.
"We're right on Latrobe Terrace," I reminded Lolly. "There has to be a 100 cabs going past here an hour. We'll just thumb one down. We're only going down to Paddington, so it won't cost much."
Walking out the front door that I noticed Lolly carefully double-locked, we stepped to the edge of the road. A cab came down the hill almost immediately, so I stuck my hand up. The driver pulled to a stop, and we piled into the back seat.
Lolly got in first as I held the door and slid behind the driver. Gina got in the middle, and I took the seat with the most legroom behind where the front passenger would sit. The driver kindly leaned over and released the catch so the front seat could slide all the way forward, giving me enough room to sit comfortably.
"Where to?" The driver asked.
"Just down to the Paddo shops, driver," I told him. "Sorry for such a short fare."
"As long as the short fares keep ticking over, they soon add up to a big fare," the driver told me, displaying a great attitude.
I could see the driver was trying to take a sneaky peek up Gina's short skirt, so to further titillate him, I placed my fingers on the inside of her thigh and clasped the hem of her skirt between my thumb and forefinger. Slowly pulling it up to reveal a tiny glimpse of Gina's knicker-covered snatch caused the driver's eyes to be riveted to where Gina's knickers were slowly coming into view.
Gina felt what I was doing and, noticing where the driver's eyes were locked, gave a theatrical sigh and lifted her hips a little, as if trying to get a little more comfortable, then slid a few centimetres further towards the front of the seat, revealing more of her tight white boy cut briefs to the cabbie.
The driver caught me watching him with an amused smile on my face and quickly averted his eyes, but not before giving his tented trousers a quick adjustment.
$7.50 later, we were outside The Hummingbird shop in the middle of Paddington. Handing the driver a tenner, I waited for my change. Once he had dropped the $2.50 in my hand, and because he's been so cheerful about it, I handed him a twenty and said, "That's for you, driver. Have a great day!"
A little surprised, the cab driver gave me a thumbs up and grateful, "You too, thanks, mate!" before driving off.
Eschewing The Hummingbird, 'too old,' I told the girls. I spotted another women's clothing store called Miss Henry just a little further up the street. One of the few advantages of being a cab driver is that you get to hear many a review of various places from your passengers, and Miss Henry had always received rave ones.
Once inside, I grabbed a seat gratefully and left the girls to sort out a new wardrobe for Lolly.
Some of their discussions over choices grew quite heated. Lolly kept insisting her clothes should be loose-fitting and conservative, in keeping with the 'good Christian woman' that she was.
Gina kept demanding Lolly try on much shorter and tighter skirts, dresses, and tops. Skirts that would barely cover her ass. Tops that would barely cover her tits and leave her midriff exposed.
"You have great legs and a great ass, Lolly!" Gina exclaimed to her mother.
Surprising me with the use of Lolly's name rather than 'mum' or 'mother' as she had done the rest of the time I'd been with them both.
"Stop being such a fucking prude and put them out on display!"
Noticing my confused look, Gina wandered over to me. Under the guise of pretending to ask me what I thought of the two dresses she was holding, one that Lolly had chosen, a shapeless thing that would reveal nothing and would have fallen to her ankles.
And the one she had, a short clinging number with a deep slit on the left thigh that would reveal Lolly's leg all the way to just short of her knickers and with a very deep vee that would show the inside curves of her boobs and would cross over only just high enough for Lolly to be able to wear a bra with.
Gina whispered to me, "We're pretending to be sisters seeing as you reckon we look like we are. Isn't that sexy, big daddy man? Just think, later tonight, you could be fucking both of your 'daughters' simultaneously!"
Swallowing hard, I had to quickly imagine Carmen Lawrence in a bikini beckoning me closer to stop from going embarrassingly stiff in the shop.
"Your choice is much better," I gulped and told Gina, surreptitiously adjusting my jeans to settle my semi-charged cock into a more comfortable position.
Noticing my partial erection, Gina smiled, turned, and walked away, but not before flicking the hem of her skirt up to give me a quick peek at her sweet, knicker-covered ass.
'Carmen Lawrence in a bikini, Carmen Lawrence a bikini, she wants me to fuck her,' I thought furiously. 'Bronwyn Bishop is getting changed beside her!'
After that, it seemed to become a game with the pair of them.
Lolly had conceded the argument and was trying on the various outfits Gina was picking out for her, only every few minutes, one of them would wander over to me and, pretending to ask my opinion on something or other, flash their knicker-covered ass or snatch at me putting me into a constant state of denied sexual arousal.
On one memorable occasion, Gina walked up to me and, given no one around, sat on my downturned hand resting on the armrest of the lounge chair I was sitting in. Her now knicker-less pussy was hot and wet on the back of my hand, proving it wasn't only me my girls were turning on.
Her snatch left a noticeable wet patch on the back of my hand when she stood up and strutted off.
Looking around furtively to make sure no one was looking, I lifted the back of my hand to my mouth and smelt my daughter's arousal before licking her secretions off the back of my hand.
A few minutes later, Lolly slunk sexily over and did the exact same thing. I was treated to another hot and wet pussy on the back of my hand, leaving another moist secretion for me to smell and savour.
One of the gorgeous shop assistants walked briskly past. Her eyebrow quirked, much to my embarrassment, as I'm sure it indicated she had noticed my extreme erection pushing hard at my tight jeans. The assistant couldn't have been any older than Gina by her looks, but she had an air of sophistication my daughter hadn't entirely managed yet.
"Your daughters are certainly picking out a lot of stuff." She said to me sympathetically. "I hope they don't break the bank!"
I gave her a weak smile, "Me, too!" I said.
Just then, Gina came out of the dressing room dressed in her original outfit. I hoped that meant the choosing and trying was now over, and she imperiously summoned me over with a beckoning wave of her hand.
Handing me the full-length sundress Lolly had initially worn, Gina said, "We're all done except for the outfit I want mum to wear for the rest of the day, but she refuses to come out of the change room. Maybe you can make her? Don't worry, we two are the only ones back here."
Pulling the door open a little, I peered in. Gina had dressed Lolly in a skin-tight leopard print leather mini that started below the tops of Lolly's hip bones and finished barely a millimetre below the curves of the globes of her ass.
The top Gina had chosen for her mother was a clinging wrap around, dark orange number with a long left sleeve that reached down to halfway down Lolly's forearm, was sleeveless on the right side and clung firmly to Lolly's lush bosom. Firmly enough that Gina had made Lolly leave her bra off.
It was basically backless with only a thin strip of material from just below the shoulder blade to just below the shoulder blade. It ended just under Lolly's full, firm breasts exposing everything from her sternum down to well below her belly button.
Let me put it this way: If Lolly hadn't waxed all of her pubic area, her bush would be showing above the top of the skirt!
It was divine!
It was precisely the outfit she should be wearing with a face and figure as good as Lolly has, just possibly not to church!
Wonderingly I reached my left hand out and slipped it under Lolly's skirt and onto her pussy. To my relief, the skirt had a built-in Lycra undergarment that acted in place of underwear as there was no possible way her usual briefs would fit under that skirt without showing!
Despite her protestations and denials, I could feel Lolly's pussy was red hot and soaking wet. I could feel her quim pulsing against my fingers as I pushed against the entrance to her vulva.
"I'm not going out there in this," Lolly insisted. "I cannot do it! I look indecent!"
Thinking back on the revelation of Lolly's true subservient nature I had uncovered earlier this day, instinct took over. I gave Lolly's Lycra-covered clit one more quick stroke, and she groaned lustfully.
"You can, and you will!" I said to her forcefully. "In fact, Miss, you will put your sandals on and get your ass out there right now!"
Much to Gina's shocked surprise, by the startled gasp that she gave, Lolly sat straight down and tied the sandals in place. Standing up, Lolly took my hand and let me walk her out into the middle of the shop and across to the pay counter.
Looking around self-consciously, Lolly stood meekly at my side as Gina began to place their choices onto the counter for the sales assistant to ring up. There was a large pile for Lolly and another smaller but still quite a large pile that Gina had picked out for herself.
Gina placed about four items from Lolly's pile and one from hers on the counter first. Because I didn't say anything, she added another three from Lolly's pile, plus the tags from the outfit Lolly was wearing.
"We'll have these," Gina informed the assistant, handing her the tags.
Looking at me in growing amazement, Gina added more and more of the items they had selected to the growing pile in front of the saleswoman, telling the saleswoman to separate the clothing she had chosen for herself from those she had selected for Lolly so they could be bagged independently.
The girls had chosen about 20 outfits all up, twelve for Lolly and 8 for Gina.
"I don't know why I'm splitting the clothes, daddy," Gina said to me. "Lolly and I are exactly the same size, height, and weight. Our boobs, stomach, hips, and thighs are all exactly the same. It's like you cloned me straight off of Lolly."
Holding my features perfectly still except for a slightly raised eyebrow, I mysteriously said, "Did you ever think maybe I did?" Then dissolved into laughter at Gina's sudden consternation.
"Your daughters are both very beautiful and very lucky to have you as their father!" The saleswoman told me. "With the bulk discount, that will be $3,496.18, including tax. Cash or card?"
As if anyone carries that kind of cash around anymore!
Taking out my credit card, I slid it into the slot and entered my PIN. It went through without a hitch. I picked up all of the bags, of course. 'Daddy' was there to be 'packhorse' as well as pay for everything!
We headed out the door. Clinging fearfully to my upper arm Lolly let me lead her outside.
A little baffled, I said to Lolly, "Surely you've gone out in way less than this before? You keep assuring us you were a promiscuous Uni student at the age Gina is?"
Lolly looked around to see if anyone could hear. "You forget I was a bit of a dyke lesbian back then. My usual going-out attire was a pair of cargo pants, a T-shirt, and a pair of Doc Martin boots. Precisely what I was wearing the night we first met.
I wasn't interested in men, or so I told myself, so why would I dress to attract them? I was trying to attract 'lipstick lesbians', and my clothing was perfect for catching them!"
Gina, who was holding my other arm and was snuggled as close as she could to me and still walk, shook her head and said, "You're going to have to tell me about all of this when we get home, mum! I suddenly feel like I don't know you at all!"
"All you need to know is that I will happily walk through fire for you, my love, and lay my life down to prevent the slightest harm from falling on you. You are my life, and I love you more than the stars and the moon!" Lolly averred.
Gina sniffled a bit, a little overwhelmed at her mother's fervent statement, then looked around and asked, "Where are we going, big daddy?"
"Acte 3 Lingerie," I told her. "Just here."
Guiding them both up the stairs and into the store.
"You'll need some sexy underwear to go with all these outfits. Lolly definitely, needs pampering with some matching bra and knicker sets. At the very least, she needs a thong, so she's not quite so conscious of wearing that tiny mini she has on!"
"Oh, I don't know," Lolly said surprisingly. "It's quite liberating to go virtually commando like this, knowing even the slightest bend over will expose my pussy and ass for all to see. I never saw the need to dress to be objectified and perved on, but it's actually quite stimulating!
Every second guy we've passed has pretended to drop something so he could bend over and pick it up in the hopes he can peer up my skirt.
The only problem is I'm so turned on I have pussy juice running down my inner thighs."
I hadn't noticed the guys dropping things, but I was definitely going to be watching from now on!
I was curious to see if Lolly was as turned on as she said, so I turned towards her and let my hands brush across her nipples. They were rock hard, something I should have noticed because they were sexily poking the material of her top out.
Letting my hand slip between her thighs, I lifted it towards the bottom of Lolly's skirt. Well before I reached the leather, I encountered her wetness. She was right fluids weren't leaking out of her. They were flowing!
I grinned at her, "Does my 'other daughter' need daddy's cock?"
"She sure does!" Lolly said.
Gina looked around. "There's no one else in the store. Follow me!"
I wondered what she could possibly be up to, led Lolly after Gina down to the change room at the back of the store. Grabbing a few random items and holding them above her head so the saleswoman would think she would try them on, Gina opened the door to one of the rooms and shooed us both inside.
Fortunately, it had a full-length slatted door. Telling her mum to put a foot upon the low bench, Gina sat on the bench between Lolly's legs and pushed the leather skirt above Lolly's pussy, then pulled the Lycra lining aside.
"What are you waiting for, daddy?" she hissed at me, taking control. "Stick your dick in her from behind!"
Not waiting to see if I would comply, Gina took Lolly's cotton knickers out of her purse and balled them up before trying to push them into her mother's mouth. Lolly tried to turn her head away, but Gina insisted.
"I know you, mum," Gina said. "You're going to be noisy!"
Nodding, Lolly let Gina shove her knickers into her mouth.
Bending at the knees, I positioned the head of my cock at the entrance to Lolly's front fuck hole and, with a firm shove, lifting Lolly off the ground a little, drove my entire length into her.
Gina immediately began to lash Lolly's clit with her tongue.
That was all it took. Lolly's eyes rolled back, and she almost collapsed before mewling loudly, glad, I'm sure, that Gina had stuffed knickers into her mouth to muffle the sound.
Cumming, back to back, about four times, Lolly nodded her head, Gina pulled the knickers out of her mouth, and I pulled my cock from her cunt. Gina wiped up the secretions in and around her mother's upper thighs, pelvic area and cunt.
"That's better," Lolly said. "I don't feel like my pussy is on fire anymore."
"You're such a slut, mother!" Gina told her admiringly. "How did I miss this fact for all these years?"
"Because my life was all about you, my girl," Lolly told her. "I put aside all of my own needs and desires to raise you. Finding John seems to have let the genie out of the bottle again, though!"
"Everything okay in there?" a salesperson's voice intoned.
"Fuck!" Gina muttered. "Stay here," she said, retaking charge.
Holding the door mostly closed, Gina slipped between the door and the jam, not letting the saleslady see in the door.
"Is there someone else in there?" The lady queried.
"My sister," Gina said, maintaining the fiction. "She's a little shy."
Handing the sales assistant the chemise she had grabbed on her rush down to the change room.
"This is too big. Can you please get me a size 6 in the same colour?"
"Sure," the saleslady said and headed off to get it.
Opening the door, Gina encouraged me out.
"There's a door over there, daddy," pointing to the other exit. "Why don't you slip out and go get a coffee? I saw a coffee shop beside Miss Henry. I'll come and get you when it's time to pay."
Well, they do say a father to daughters has four tasks: Turn up, put up, shut up and pay up!
Two cups of coffee and a paper read from end to end saw Gina arrive at my elbow and escort me back to the store to pay for their purchases. Another almost 1,000 dollars later, I guided my 'daughters' into the last stop on our shopping adventure, Petrol Boutique, a lady's shoe store close to the other two.
The girls purchased a variety of items, some plain black shoes for church, some sandals for casual wear, some heels, all the way up to 7 inches, and some boots.
Just how many pairs of shoes does a woman need to own? I have maybe four pairs: my runners, squash shoes, golf shoes, and black leather boots for formal occasions.
Okay, maybe 5, with my bike riding boots.
But my golf and squash shoes are only for wearing when I'm playing those two sports, and bike boots aren't much good for doing anything else!
These purchases were close to another $1,500 bringing the grand total of my spendings to get Lolly a decent wardrobe and update Gina's to over six grand! Maybe I could have paid all that back child support!



I was glad my late wife had left a sizeable insurance policy when she passed so that I could afford these little luxuries for my new girls.
We were all laden down with bags, so I suggested stopping at the 'Paddo Tavern' and grabbing some lunch and something to drink. Going into the restaurant area, we piled all our purchases under and around our table.
Asking Gina to mind our bags, I gave Lolly a 100 dollar note and asked her to get me a Crown Lager and whatever she and Gina wanted whilst I visited the conveniences. Coming back to the table, I found my beer waiting for me. The girls were each sipping on a glass of white wine.
Putting the menu aside, I knew what I was having, sirloin (rare), chips, and a salad. I asked the girls what they wanted for lunch. I ordered and paid for it at the counter, then re-joined the women.
We chatted about this and that, really getting to know each other for the first time. I mean, we'd fucked, hard and beautifully, but this was the first time we had really chatted. I quickly realised that both Lolly and Gina had quick and agile minds.
Lolly may have been a 'house mum' for the last 18 years, but she was well-read and very well educated, doing classes online as she could afford to do them. She already had a BSc in Nursing and was working towards getting her Master's. Once Gina was finished at Uni, Lolly planned to become a clinical nurse in infectious diseases.
Gina had started Uni the previous year and was also working towards a BSc in Nursing, but she wanted to be a registered nurse. My late wife was a nurse, and nurses have always been my favourite people to hang out with, so it seemed to be a good fit.
A little later, when Lolly had gone to the ladies' room, Gina leaned towards me and said softly, "Big daddy man, there's a sex shop just up the road there. We passed it on the way to here."
Curious, I asked, "And?"
Looking around in a conspiratorial way, Gina leaned even closer and whispered.
"I want to buy a strapon to fuck mum with. Using our tongues and fingers and rubbing our pussies together just isn't the same as having cock in us. Even bananas and cucumbers don't work that well. So I thought, given how good she's been to me and how much she loves being fucked, I could use a strapon on her between your visits."
Well, that certainly got my dick's attention!
"It's obvious mum is quite submissive in the bedroom," Gina said, showing the same insightfulness that led her to uncover that I was likely her biological father. "So I can take the Top role and make her feel good until you come and visit us again and make us both feel really good!"
"What about you?" I asked her. "Don't you like taking the submissive role during sex?"
Kissing my cheek and smiling up at me, even sitting, I was much taller than my two girls. Gina said
"With only you, daddy! I've always been the one on top with everyone else I've fooled around with. Mum is my mum, so I'm conditioned to obey her, as every child should obey their parents when it's not harmful to them to do so.
If she snaps or hisses at me, I'll probably be three-quarters of the way through doing whatever she has told me to do before thinking I should rebel, and, by then, why bother? I may as well finish what I've started, right?"
I looked at my daughter with newfound respect. She may be a cock loving, pussy munching slut, but she was a smart one! Reaching my hand into my jacket pocket, I pulled out another couple of 100 dollar bills. "That should more than cover it and leave you some spending money as well."
Kissing me again, Gina said, "Thank you, big daddy." And slipped out of her chair.
"Where are you going?" I asked her. "Our lunches will be here soon."
"Keep mine safe. I won't be long," Gina said over her shoulder as she walked to the door.
"Where is she going?" Lolly asked, taking her seat at the table again. "I swear that girl has itchy feet," then added, with a wicked grin, "as well as an itchy pussy. I mean a pussy with a constant itch!"
Laughing, I said, "She said she has one more thing she needs to get before going home today."
"Probably for uni, then," Lolly said.
'Not even close', I thought, but only smiled.
Just then, our meals arrived. Lolly and Gina had ordered a Thai chicken Caesar salad to share, having eaten here before and knowing how big the meals are.
Lolly had scooped half of the salad onto an extra plate she had gotten from the waiter and was attacking it enthusiastically.
My steak and chips were pretty close to perfect, so I was also eating eagerly, suspecting I would need my strength for this evening's activities.
It wasn't long before Gina returned.
"What did you have to get? Lolly asked her.
Gina smiled. "Something extra nice for you for being the best mum in the world!" she told Lolly.
"Oh?" lolly asked. "What is it?"
Smiling mischievously, Gina said, "If you're a very good mummy for the rest of the day, I might just show you later tonight!"
Lolly and I laughed together.
After finishing our meal, we packed up our stuff, me carrying about 90% of it, hailed another cab, placed everything in the boot, and headed for Lolly and Gina's home.
On the way there, I treated this cab driver to a show like I had the first one, only this time, Gina was into it from the beginning. Scooching forward, so her skirt rode well above her knicker line, Gina had spread her knees so wide they were pushed almost up against the two front seats.
The driver openly adjusted his mirror to look right up Gina's inner thighs to her knicker-covered snatch. His vastly tented trousers revealed the driver was sporting a fairly large 'package' inside his pants.
'Pity you can't see Lolly from where you are, driver,' I thought, 'she still doesn't have any knickers on, and I think you might lose your load if you caught a glimpse of her shaved pussy.'
Taking the 20 out of my hand, I planned to pay the cabdriver with Gina waited until the driver stopped outside her place, then reached over and placed the note in the driver's lap. Rubbing her fingers across his pants covered cock head, then lightly grabbing it with her fingers, Gina gave it a quick tug.
The driver grunted. I think he may have cum.
"Keep the change, driver," Gina told him cheerily and climbed out my side of the cab after me.
Not to be outdone, Lolly, who had gotten out on her side after the previous trip, slid over the seat after Gina. Pausing at the gap between the two front seats, with her feet on either side of the driveshaft tunnel and her Lycra covered pussy totally on display, Lolly leaned forward, brushing her nipples across the driver's upper arm and touched his face with a finger.
"Have a good day, driver." She told him.
Then patted her pussy and climbed out. She was short enough that she could basically stand up and walk out bent over, giving the driver an uninterrupted view of her ass and the back of her cunt as she did.
"Fuck me!" The driver said.
He put the cab in gear and veered all over the road for about 100m before regaining control and driving off.
"Not in a million years!" Gina muttered. "Smelly old goat!"
"Yeah! Smelly old goat!" Lolly echoed.
Laughing, I asked, "Why did you stroke him," indicating Gina, "and you flash him," indicating Lolly, "if you thought he was a 'smelly old goat'?"
"I wanted to see how big his 'package' was," Gina answered honestly. "It looked huge in his trousers!"
"And?" I asked
"Huge! Bigger than yours, daddy!"
"Would you like to try one that big?" I queried her. Having caught sight of my youngest son showering with the bathroom door open one afternoon when he thought I wasn't home, I knew my youngest had a good 2 inches, maybe more when hard, than me.
"One day, maybe," Gina answered. But she was obviously thinking about it as she was biting on her bottom lip, and her hands kept unconsciously reaching for her nipples before she would change it to lifting them and adjusting her hair.
"I just felt really naughty and wanted to flash him," Lolly offered. "Shall we go inside? The neighbours will already be talking!"
Picking up all the bags, I had grabbed them out of the boot whilst Lolly was 'performing' for the cabdriver. I followed my two girls across the lawn and into the house. Putting everything on the lounge, I sat back on the kitchen bench stool.
Lolly and Gina sorted through the bags and discussed where to put everything.
"My walk-in robe is already full," Lolly moaned. "What am I going to do with all the clothes already in there?
"Burn them!" Gina muttered, just loud enough to be heard. "You've had some of them for almost 20 years, and most of the rest were probably someone's grandma's for 20 years before you bought them!"
With a big smile, she said more loudly, "We'll put them into the shopping bags and donate them to the church's goodwill. Recycling the bags and clothing all in one go!"
Choosing to ignore Gina's first muttered option, Lolly said, "Good idea! We'll do that now. Take out and replace as we go!"
A sudden thought seemed to enter Lolly's head. Stepping back, she looked around at all the bags strewn around the room, some full, some empty, some partially full. She turned to me and crossed over to where I was sitting.
Standing in front of me, Lolly reached up and wrapped her arms around my neck. Even sitting on the stool, I was still way taller than her, and she gently kissed my mouth.
"I was so caught up in arguing with Gina and being terrified of going out of the change room dressed like this,' indicating her outfit, "I've forgotten to thank you. I'm so sorry, John. I'm a better person than this. Thank you so very much!" She kissed me again.
Feeling a little uncomfortable, I shrugged embarrassedly.
"It's me who should be thanking you for letting me into yours and Gina's lives," I said. Indicating the purchases, "This is only a tiny portion of the debt I owe you for raising our daughter into such a fine upstanding... "
"Slut!" Gina chimed in, interrupting the 'woman' I was actually going to finish with, with a big smile on her face.
Gina walked across to me as well. Also kissing me on the mouth, she added, "Yeah, thanks a zillion, big daddy man!"
"Yeah, thanks a zillion, big daddy man!" Lolly mimicked with a grin.
"Wait there, big daddy man. We've got a surprise for you!" Gina instructed me. "Come on, mum."
Looking a little confused, Lolly followed Gina out of the room. Obviously, she didn't have any clue what their 'big surprise' was.
About 20 minutes passed before my two girls returned. They had donned matching 'naughty school girl' outfits, complete with a skimpy white blouse lined on the outside in blue and a blue pleated skirt even skimpier than the one Lolly had come home in.
They were wearing the tiniest of thongs and white bobby socks with sandals and had done each other's hair in pigtails. Neither of them was wearing a bra, and their lush breasts were squeezed ever so tightly into each of the stretchy blouses that barely covered them. A good portion of the lower globes of their breasts hung below the bottom of their blouses.
They had done their makeup totally over the top. Think drag queen, not model! Thick 'whore red' lipstick over their 'bee sting' lips completed the look. Holding hands, they walked over to me. Gina took the lead.
"We've been very bad girls, daddy," she told me. "You need to punish us!"
She handed me a paddle that she had obviously bought simultaneously as the schoolgirl outfits.
Taking my cue from Gina, I said gruffly, "Have you, now? And what have we done?"
"We've taken our knickers off and flashed cabdrivers," Gina said. "We also felt their penises and dreamed of sucking their huge cocks."
She was confirming what I had thought. Gina was definitely lusting for a bigger dick to bounce on than mine!
"You're right, my daughters," I told them. "You do deserve punishing!"
Standing up, I moved across to one of the kitchen chairs. Turning it around and sitting on it, I firmly patted my thighs.
"Assume the position, Miss. Daddy will paddle your ass now!"
I was trying to affect a sad expression, I said. "This is going to hurt me a whole lot more than it hurts you. It saddens me to have to punish my girls for being bad."
Gina pulled on Lolly's hand and then pushed her over to me. Submissively Lolly walked over, knelt beside me to my right, and lay down over my thighs.
Placing my arm across her back, just below her shoulders, I held Lolly firmly in place with her tits squeezed licentiously against my thighs. Lolly was facing away from the door to the hallway, so as soon as I had her firmly in place on my thighs, Gina disappeared down the hall.
Lifting Lolly's school skirt off her round, firm, toned ass, I sensuously stroked my fingers across her cheeks. Forcing her inner thighs apart by clenching my right hand into a fist and pushing it roughly between them, I licked my thumb, put it on Lolly's rosebud, and slipped my middle finger into Lolly's cunt.
Lolly was still as wet and hot as when I had my cock in her in the change room.
Pinching my thumb and middle finger together forced my thumb to slide down to the first knuckle into Lolly's knot. Lolly released her sphincter muscle with a soft groan, and my thumb slipped deeper into her ass down to just short of the second joint.
Taking the paddle, I whaled on the top of Lolly's ass just above my probing fingers 4 or 5 times firmly enough to raise welts. After the second whack, Lolly was moaning and thrusting back at my hand.
Before too long, Gina reappeared in front of me. She had ducked down to her bedroom and had attached the strapon she had bought during lunch. The 'cock' arced lewdly from her pudenda. It was at least as long as my cock, but a little thinner.
Motioning for me to hold Lolly down and simulating that she was going to fuck someone, I was able to grasp what Gina wanted to do.
Removing my finger from Lolly's pussy, eliciting a soft moan of protest, and my thumb from inside her ass, causing another groaned denial, I pushed my left arm, which was still just below her shoulders, firmly down and across Lolly's back, then placed my other arm, after dropping the paddle onto Lolly, across the top of her toned hips.
Leaning on the arm across Lolly's lower back, Gina positioned the head of her strapon's dick at the entrance to Lolly's quim, and, with one fearsome stroke, she shoved the whole length deep into Lolly's soaking wet cunt. Gina's pelvis slapped firmly against her mother's ass.
Feeling her pussy wholly and suddenly filled, obviously not by me, Lolly's head snapped up, and she tried to look back over her shoulder to see who was fucking her.
Gina smacked her ass, "Just take it like the slut you are, bitch!" Gina snarled at her.
Gina put her hands on her Mother's hips for balance and started to fuck Lolly in earnest. Picking up the paddle, I added smacks to the top of Lolly's ass cheeks every time Gina drove into her.
Very quickly, Lolly lost complete control of her body and vocal cords. Jerking, twitching, and spasming profanities poured from Lolly's beautiful lips. "Fuck me, fuck me. Oh Gawd, please fuck me!" She almost screamed, as if Gina wasn't already doing precisely that!
"Yes, Gawd, yes! Smack me harder, daddy! Stick your finger in my slutty ass (as if I could do both simultaneously!)."
Lolly exploded into orbit. Grunting, moaning, and squealing, she came again, then again, then three more times in quick succession after that. She showed no signs of slowing down even though Gina was pounding her for all she was worth.
Gina's tits were bouncing and jiggling up and down, threatening to fly out of the skin-tight clinging blouse at any moment. Sweat was pouring down her face and down between her heaving breasts.
"She needs more, daddy! Help me move her to her bed," Gina said, retaking the lead role.
After using her arms to push herself off her mother's ass and get to her feet, Gina watched as I effortlessly picked up the still writhing and squirming Lolly.
"No! No! Don't stop," Lolly moaned. "I need to be fucked some more. I'm such a slut. Please fuck me, daddy!"
I quickly carried Lolly into her bedroom and lay her on her back on the bed.
"Strip off and get on the bed, daddy," Gina told me, still totally in control.
Hurriedly kicking off my boots and dropping everything I had on, I was on the bed in a flash.
Slapping Lolly's tits, Gina commanded her mother to "Stop whining like a bitch and get ready to be fucked, you filthy slut!"
Pulling Lolly's thong off and then pushing her mother's legs apart, Gina held the base of the strapon's 'cock' part and shoved it forcefully deep into Lolly's dripping cunt. Sliding her hand under her mum's ass, Gina rolled over, holding Lolly tightly to her.
Slapping Lolly's ass, Gina demanded that her mother "Get up on your hands and knees and ride my cock like the cock loving, cum swallowing, pussy licking whore you are!"
Still writhing and moaning, Lolly complied. Her ass was an almost blur as she humped Gina's 'cock' like she was the only male dog in a pound full of on-heat bitches.
Smacking Lolly's ass again, Gina looked at me.
"What are you waiting for, daddy?" She asked me. "I didn't lie this way so you could just watch. Fuck her ass!"
That was an irresistible invitation! Grabbing the same tube of moisturiser I used the first night, I smeared some on the head of my cock and down the shaft. Using more, I fingered Lolly's rosebud and slipped my index finger in through her knot.
I'd been fucking both girls in the ass regularly, so she didn't need much stretching.
Spreading my legs, I straddled Gina's thighs and moved forward until my cock was positioned just before Lolly's dark passage entrance.
Slapping her mother's ass again, Gina demanded that Lolly "Hold still for another dick, you cum guzzling piece of cock meat!"
In one vicious thrust, I shoved my entire length into Lolly's nether regions.
Lolly's arms and legs locked stiffly in place as she felt herself being filled to the brim in both of her holes. Then, with a loud exhalation of breath, Lolly's arms collapsed, and she sank onto Gina's upper body. Lolly's luscious bosom crushed against her daughter's equally lush one. Turning her head to one side, Lolly gave a deeply satisfied sigh.
"Please fuck me, Master and Mistress," she pleaded. "This girl needs to be owned like the born to please cock and cunt slave she truly is."
Gina and I fucked her mother non-stop for at least 45 minutes as Lolly shuddered from orgasm to orgasm, never once asking or begging for us to stop as she, insatiably, accepted our fucking.
Sweat was pouring from all 3 of us. I was the one that had to, finally, call it quits.
"I think my balls might actually explode if I don't cum," I informed Gina, who was still controlling everything.
Pulling the strapon out of Lolly's pussy Gina told me to "Roll mum over and blow in her pussy."
Pulling out of Lolly's ass, I rolled her off of Gina onto her back. Even though she was still tossing her head and begging to be fucked, Lolly was otherwise totally limp.
I settled on top of her and, with only a couple of gentle rocks of my hips, filled her pussy full of cum.
The strapon Gina had been using was double-ended, there were about 6 inches of 'cock' in her cunt and a circle of rubberised latex pressed against her clit. Taking hold of the part that had been in Lolly's ass, Gina thrust the strapon back and forth in her pussy as I gently pumped Lolly and came as she heard me moaning and unloading into her mother.
Spent, I rolled onto my side, holding Lolly and let my softening cock fall out of her. Gina snuggled into my back and wrapped an arm around me. Exhausted, we all fell into a deep sleep.



The next morning I woke up lying on my back with my arms wrapped around my girls. Lolly was lying facing me, her gorgeous breasts on either side of my upper arm, her head on my shoulder, and a satisfied smile on her face.
Gina had turned away and had assumed the foetal position, complete with her thumb in her mouth. Her lower back and ass were pressed firmly against me, though. Squeezing my arms down and in I woke them both.
"I have to go home," I informed my girls. "Even though it's very nice to be woken up from a deep sleep every night with someone's mouth around my cock," I shot an accusing glance at Gina (she just smiled). "The dogs, cats, and birds haven't been fed or watered since Sunday morning. My lawns will have to be done before I go back to work also."
The girls slowly came alive, stretching and yawning, which simply emphasised how lithe and toned and lush and firm both of their bodies were
Lolly asked, "Do you have time for breakfast?"
Smiling, I said, "Our last breakfast together led to a whole lot of fucking and cost me six grand! I might grab some 'Maccas' to eat on the way home. Are you both free next weekend?"
The girls nodded, not looking the slightest bit guilty.
"Good! I'll pick you both up in the cab around noon Saturday and take you out to my place. Pack some clothes because I'll take Saturday night and Sunday off. Monday and Tuesday are my usual days off, so I'll drop you back Wednesday before starting work. How does that sound?
My eldest, Gareth, won't be there until late Sunday night, but my youngest, Adrian, will be there all weekend. Gina, would you like to meet your brothers?"
"Yes! Most definitely!" Gina said enthusiastically.
"They won't mind you bringing another woman, as well as her daughter, home?" Lolly queried, being more practical.
"Adrian won't," I answered. "But my eldest was his mother's boy, so we may encounter some resistance there. Adrian was always mine, so he'll just be happy I'm happy."
"Why so late? Why not around 9 or 10?" Lolly asked.
"I'll finish work somewhere between 4.00 and 6.00 am," I told her. "Maybe a little later if someone takes me across the other side of the city. I will have done a 12 hour plus shift by the time I'm done, so I'll need to get some sleep first."
"You've given us quite a lot of cash for various things," Lolly said. "Why don't Gina and I catch a cab out, and we'll see you there about 10.30 - 11.00?"
"That'll work," I told her and wrote my address on the notepad Lolly kept beside her house phone.
Already regretting my decision to leave and not stay for some breakfast and whatever else may have happened, I put my bike riding gear back on, jumped on my bike, and rode home.
I'd remembered to take phone numbers this time, so we'd be able to stay in touch over the few days until Saturday.
I purposefully stayed away from the girl's home all week so their, and my, lust would be at a peak by the time we all got back together on Saturday. Plus, I knew these two luscious sluts were now my kryptonite, and I'd never earn any money if I dropped by as I'd never want to leave.
I had no idea how I would introduce Lolly and Gina to my boys. I mean, how do you tell your two sons that you'd had a fling on their mother whilst away on a business trip when they were young? Doing the math, Adrian would have to have been less than a year old as he was only a little bit older than Gina. How do you tell them you had gotten that woman pregnant?
You can hardly just say, "Oh boys, by the way, this is Lollobrigida. She and I fucked in Sydney back in 1988. On a related note, meet your half-sister, Gina!" Now can you?
Deciding I'd play it by ear as things happened, I put it out of my mind and settled into work and waited, eagerly, for mid-morning Saturday to hurry up and arrive.
An excruciating four and half decades, or so it seemed, passed, and it was finally Saturday morning.
Even though I badly needed to, I found it impossible to sleep with the rising anticipation I was feeling. I was torn between wanting to have a sack full of cum to spray on and in my two girls and wanting to have a quick wank, so I could 'perform' well in the first of what was inevitably to be many fuck sessions.
After dozing off, then waking with a start, convinced it must have been at least noon and the girls had decided not to come, only to find it was still not yet 10.00 am, for at least the fourth time, I thought, 'Fuck it!' and got up.
Having a shower, I shaved my pubic area, basically everywhere my jockey underpants covered, and made sure my anus and all of the area around it and my perineum were meticulously clean.
I dressed in a pair of black jeans and a black polo shirt and placed my runners on my feet.
I made some toast and a cup of tea for breakfast, then shaved my face and brushed my teeth.
At almost precisely 10.30, there was a merry 'toot' of a horn at my front gate. Pressing the remote button, I opened the gate. The driver swept around my circular driveway and stopped outside my double-story house.
I had walked down to the front door to meet the girls.
Squealing with delight, Gina jumped out of the cab and ran over to me. Leaping into my arms and wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist, Gina covered my face with kisses.
Gina was showing her, basically, bare ass to the cab driver in the process as she was back in a thong and was wearing a very short skirt.
"Hello, daddy!" She said to me. "I missed you!"
With ease, I moved Gina onto my right hip, and with my hand on her ass and middle finger pressed against her thong above the entrance to her vulva, giving the cabdriver something to think about, I'm sure, I pulled a more restrained Lolly onto my chest and gave her a big sloppy kiss.
"I missed you both, too!" I said, suddenly realising how true that statement was.
Lolly kissed my cheek chastely. She was putting on her 'good Christian woman' performance for the cabbie.
Letting Gina slip to the ground, I grabbed the two bags the girls had bought off the cabdriver and paid him, giving him a generous tip for bringing my girls to me safely. I turned and studied Lolly and Gina for a moment.
Gina was wearing a skin-tight jean skirt. Her thong was showing above the top of it over her hips. She had on a chambray shirt, with the buttons undone and the ends tied together just under her full bosom. Her midriff was exposed.
She wasn't wearing a bra and had sneakers on her feet.
Lolly had the dress on that Gina had brought over to me in Miss Henry's. It was dark green and clung to her every curve. Her upper thigh showed tantalisingly as she walked. The cleavage was as deep as described, and the inner curves of Lolly's breast were pushed up and out in her skin-coloured push-up bra.
She had a pair of strappy wedge heels on, and the ties to the straps went from her ankles up to her lower leg to the top of her calves, showing her legs to the best advantage. I wasn't sure, but I suspected Lolly was also wearing a thong.
I don't think I've adequately described either of them to you, the reader, to this stage so let me do that for you now. Keep in mind that Gina is the spitting image of her mother, but where Gina was a beautiful flower only beginning to open, Lolly was that same flower in full luscious bloom.
Lolly is tiny, and I doubt she would be 5 ft. 4 in. tall (162 cm.), but she seemed to be all long legs and arms somehow. She did both Pilates and yoga at the free community classes held at her local park 4 to 5 times a week, so she was incredibly fit, well-toned, and flexible.
Lolly weighed barely 110 pounds (50 kg.). Her hair was a natural honey blonde without a streak of grey in it, yet, when she let it down and free, it fell in 'calm water sea waves' to around the bottom of her shoulder blades.
She had an olive complexion with absolutely flawless skin. "I've never had a pimple," she told me one day. "I don't think Gina's ever had one either."
Her lips were full with an almost perfect 'cupid bow' shape, and she had small, perfectly formed white on white teeth.
Lolly had large wide dark brown eyes with incredibly white corneas.
Her nose was thin and in perfect proportion to her mouth and eyes.
As I have already described, Lolly and Gina are at least 12 Double D in breast size. On their tiny frames, their breasts look ginormous and are perfect for the titty fucking I so adore.
Add in a size 22 waist and 32 hips, and, as you can imagine, they are both an old perve like I's wet dream!
Both women have at least a 2-inch gap at the top of their thighs just beneath their perineum. I can easily slip two fingers between their upper thighs, barely touching either leg.
From anything more than a couple of metres away, you'd swear they were sisters, not mother and daughter, and you wouldn't be at all surprised to hear they were twins.
Up close, you could see that life had worn Lolly a little. Whereas Gina had a perpetual smile and still wore a refreshing innocence, Lolly's mouth was slightly downturned. When she smiled, which she seemed to a lot around me, she matched Gina in looking freshly minted, though.
Gina's hair was perhaps a shade or two lighter than her mother's. It had the same waves though Gina's was cut to just above her shoulders.
The only other noticeable difference was that the skin between Gina's eyebrows was still unlined, whereas Lolly had a couple of shallow lines from either frowning or squinting.
As I said, readers, the 2 are stunningly beautiful women! You can see why I was so enamoured with them both.
Putting the bags just inside the front door, I said to the girls, "Come on, I'll show you around."
I have 7.5 acres of property. There are two garages. A 4 bay one housed our private vehicles and had the two-bedroom flat above it. There were both internal and external stairs up to it.
My late wife and I had it built when her mum took ill. Once she had gotten over her heart scare, the plan was to move her mum and dad in there.
Unfortunately, her mum passed away before getting a chance to use it. Her dad, as often happens, followed her mum into the grave less than 6 months later.
He never got to live there, either, as he had to be moved into palliative care less than two weeks after his wife passed. I'm sure these twin shocks contributed to my wife's cancer, but I have no idea if that would be true.
My eldest moved in there after he left school and started his apprenticeship expressing a desire to live more independently. He moved back into the main house after his mum left us. I think we all needed to be as close to each other as possible after that mournful event.
The other garage had my workshop in it. I ran three cabs, the one I owned and drove myself and two others that I leased.
I had 7 drivers all up. Two did the Monday to Friday day shift, and two did the Wednesday to Sunday nights. Two older guys did the Saturday -- Sunday day shifts in the leased cabs, and another semi-retiree drove mine the Monday and Tuesdays I was off. He was free to do as many (or few) hours as he felt like as long as he returned my cab to me Tuesday afternoon unscathed.
I'm not even a 'bush mechanic', but my immediate next-door neighbour is a mostly retired mechanic who had spent most of his later years running 3 and 4 bay garages. For a small on-call and call-out fee, plus a generous hourly rate when he was called out, Clive looked after the service and mechanical needs of the three cabs.
The houses and garages took up around 2 of the 7 and a half acres I had. The biggest reason I had chosen this particular site was that I had a friend who was a 'water diviner'. Yeah, I have no idea how it works, either, but my mate Chris could find an underground spring in the middle of the Sahara, I swear it!
Chris had told me there was, and then found, an underground water supply on this property, and I'd had a bore dug down to it. The bore provides plenty of potable water for watering the lawns and animals, so I can rent out the back, approximately 5 acres, to some horse owners who need water and feed for their pride and joys.
This does a few things. It gives me an extra source of income, always handy, plus it saves me from having to mow most of the yard. If they took the time to bag the horse poo, the kids could earn some pocket money by selling the bagged poo out the front of my property when they were younger.
As we were on Redland Bay Road, plenty of cars were driving by, so there was always a regular amount of coins dropped into the steel lockbox Clive had made and attached securely to a concrete fence post beside the poo. The boys were kept busy gathering poo and filling bags most afternoons.
Ignoring the main garage, I had a surprise for the two girls there. I showed the girls around the yard. Going up to the fenced area at the back, I handed them both an apple each I had secreted in the long grass beside the gate the previous day.
With delighted laughs, the girls fed the apples to the horses, squealing theatrically as the horse's lips brushed the apples out of their hands. They had never more looked like sisters than just then!
Grabbing their hands in mine, I walked them over and introduced them to Clive, who was working on a cambelt change to my cab. Looking over my two girls appreciatively, Clive, the irascible old prick, shook Gina's hand but gave Lolly a quick hug and squeezed her bum as he did.
Clive had been around long enough to know groping the younger girl's butt might earn him a smack in the mouth, but the older girl would probably just laugh at him. Lolly did just that.
The aviary and dog cages were attached to the side of the main garage, so I took the girls there next. Letting my two amstaffs (American Staffordshire Terriers) out, I introduced them to my girls.
The older and bigger of the two, Buster, is an absolute sweetheart. He was my wife's dog, and I'm sure he pined for and missed her as much as I did. The younger, Bekkah, was only 7 months old and was still an absolute puppy terror. Ill-disciplined and strong-willed, I was struggling to get her trained to the same level as Buster. About three weeks ago, I had given up and brought in professional help, so she was improving slowly.
Finally, I opened the door to the four-bay garage and turned the light on. Ignoring the cars, I lead my twin loves up the internal stairs to the flat above.
I have a cleaning lady that spends a full day a week cleaning the whole house, flat, and garage from top to bottom. It costs me a motza but its money well spent! So the flat was clean, tidy and well aired.
It has ducted reverse cycle air conditioning throughout and is fully furnished with everything someone wanting to move in would need. Fridge, microwave, gas oven, stovetop, kitchen table and chairs, lounge, TV, beds in both rooms, a vacuum, brooms, and mops. Foxtel is wired but not connected, and there's a Wi-Fi booster, so the house's signal is strong throughout every crook and cranny of the flat.
"This could be your two's. If you want, all you have to do is say 'yes," I told Lolly and Gina.
Lolly said, much to my delight, "Maybe sometime soon, I think."
Gina beamed radiantly when she said so.
"Good!" I averred firmly. "Come on," I said, "Gina, let's go and meet your brother."
With an apprehensive gasp, Gina said, "He's home? Does he know who I am? I thought you had two sons? I didn't think they were home!"
Smiling, I said, "Yes, he's home. He's waiting for us to come in. No, he doesn't know he has a sister. Yes, I have two sons, but, remember, I said Gareth, the eldest, won't be home until late Sunday."
Gulping, Gina bravely squared her shoulders and said, "Let's go!"
There's a lot to admire about my Gina.
Letting the girls go first, I locked the door to the flat and made my way to the bottom of the stairs. Just as they were about to open the door and exit the building, I flicked the main switch illuminating the whole garage area.
Furthest from me was my dream car, a Mercedes-AMG V8 wagon.
The boy's daily drives came next.
Gareth's bay was empty, of course, but usually contained a Nissan Silvia that he was converting into a drift car. Adrian's bay held his almost vintage Toyota AG 86. The last bay had a dark red 3 door 2006 Honda Civic Type R hatch.
Despite all of her protestations to the contrary, my late wife was a bit of a 'hoon'. This had been her car. I'd had it serviced and detailed on Friday.
With them looking back toward me as they saw the lights come on, I called to the girls, "Wait up, I've got something to ask you. Do either of you have a licence?"
They both nodded their heads.
"Then that is for you," indicating the Civic and tossing Lolly the keys.
Stunned, Lolly let the keys hit her upper chest above her bosom and fall to the floor.
"We can't accept this, John," she said. "It's too much!"
"You can and you will," I informed her. "It was my wife's car, and it's just sat in here gathering dust for almost a year. Once you take it, I'll be able to park my bike in the garage instead of under the awning, so you'll be doing me a favour, really."
Crying, Lolly and Gina walked across to me and gave me a big hug. With crooked smiles on both of their dials, my girls chorused, "Thank you, big daddy man!"
Choking back a tear myself, I said, "Let's go inside."
They held me tightly as we crossed to the house's front door. I opened the door and led them across the alcove and into the living room.
Adrian was sitting on the couch watching TV. Some kind of car show was playing. Standing up, he walked across to greet Lolly and Gina.
My youngest son isn't quite as tall as me, but he is a massive bear of an (almost) man. He has his mother's red hair and sallow complexion but my looks and features. He stands about 6 ft. 2 in (188 cm.) and weighs easily 230 pounds (105 kg). It is all muscle, though. He has a ponytail that reaches halfway down his back and a big bushy beard that he doesn't bother trimming.
Lolly stepped forward and gave him a quick hug. "I'm Lollobrigida," she told him. "Everybody calls me Lolly, though. This is my daughter Gina."
In an almost word-for-word repeat of what I said when Lolly and I first met, Adrian replied, "I'm Adrian. Everybody calls me Adrian, though!" And gave Lolly a huge grin.
Lolly laughed. Gina was unusually quiet, though. Her face was flushed, and she was biting her lower lip. Her right foot was bent, and she was up on the ball of that foot, twisting it back and forth.
With sudden insight, I thought, 'OMFG! My daughter has the hots for her half-brother!' I know it was probably wrong in society's eyes, but all I could think was, 'this is going to be easier than I thought!'
I looked at Lolly and nodded at Gina. Lolly, her eyes widening, looked back and forth from Adrian to Gina. They were staring at each other like they were both on the verge of starvation, and the other was a piece of jam-covered bread.
"How long before those two are fucking?" I whispered to Lolly.
Lolly just shook her head and shrugged. She grabbed my hand and dragged me to the other side of the room as Adrian and Gina stood still staring at each other, not saying a word.
"You're not going to mind if Gina gets it on with your son?" Lolly whispered to me.
"Of course not!" I gave Lolly a cheeky smile whilst speaking softly. "Besides," I leered, "I'm fucking your daughter, so it's probably only fair either you or your daughter, fucks my son or sons!"
Adrian was the one that finally broke the spell between them. Shaking his head, he said, "Oops! Where are my manners? Hello, Gina? Did your mum say?"
Gina slipped around Adrian's outstretched hand and put her hands on his shoulders, and gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek, then a more heated one on his surprised lips. She pressed her rock-hard nipples into his T-shirt-covered chest as she did so and 'accidentally' let her hand brush across his trouser front as she dropped them back to her sides.



Her hand caught for a brief moment on the large tent that quickly appeared in front of Adrian. Adrian blushed bright red and promptly turned around. Taking a seat back on the couch, he pulled a cushion over and sat it on his lap, pretending to rest his arms on it for comfort.
"Yes, Gina is correct," my daughter informed him with a big grin. "Hope I see more of you soon, much more and very soon," she said with an even bigger grin and a raised eyebrow and a glance at the cushion over his groin.
Satisfied her work was done, Gina almost floated across to where Lolly and I were still standing and watching.
Grabbing my hand, Gina kissed my cheek and said delightedly and loudly enough for everyone to hear, "He looks just like you, big daddy man, just less tanned and bigger! I like him!"
I took my usual comfy chair and turned it to face my son. The remote was sitting on the coffee table, so I grabbed it and turned off the TV. Surprised, Adrian turned away from the screen and looked at me.
"This will be a bit of a shock to you. Trust me. It was one hell of a shock to me, so I want you to try and remain calm, okay?" I said to my son, knowing he had a bit of a flash fire temper like me.
What I said didn't ease his perplexity, but he nodded at me.
"In the winter of 1988, Lolly and I had an affair when I was in Sydney on a business trip. We only made love the once, but once was enough. Lolly got pregnant. Gina was born in late March, about a year after you were."
Frowning in confusion, Adrian thought through what I'd just told him. "You mean Gina is my sister? Well, half-sister, as she has a different mum, I guess. Fuck me! Did mum know?"
"I didn't know until a few days ago myself," I told him. "So, no. I wouldn't think so. I'm pretty sure your mum knew I had occasional flings, but as long as I didn't shove them in her face, she chose to ignore them."
"Sorry, Lolly," Adrian said, "but I have to ask. Dad, how do you know she's even yours? Have you done a test? I apologise again, Lolly, and to you, Gina, but FFS, dad! Lolly could just be a gold digger squeezing you for all your worth! I get that you two are obviously fucking, but an 18-year-old daughter almost 19 years after the fact? I don't buy it!"
Lolly walked over and sat on the couch next to Adrian. Taking his hand, Lolly leaned over and kissed his cheek. Taken a little aback, Adrian looked at her, surprised. I guess he was expecting a slap or an explosion, not a kiss.
"These are all valid points, Adrian. May I explain?"
Adrian nodded.
Lolly then explained how Gina came to be, as she had to me. As she explained about her being 'lesbian', I could see Adrian had to, surreptitiously, shift the cushion. Obviously, he had imagined Lolly with another woman. Given Lolly is rather exquisite, it is a very stimulating image!
After Lolly had brought him up to date with how the 3 of us had gotten together, without the graphic details or explaining that Gina and I were also fucking, Adrian came to the same conclusion. Gina, pretty much, had to be mine.
I'd discussed things with Gina at one stage between our fuck sessions, and we'd both decided we didn't care if we were father and daughter or not. She liked to call me daddy and her big daddy man, and I loved the idea of having a daughter to help and guide as well as love (and fuck, of course!).
With a disappointed sigh, Adrian muttered, "Fuck! I thought she was too good to be true, now I find out she's my sister, and it is too good to be true! I can't have her as my girlfriend!"
Gina plonked herself in Adrian's lap and put her arm around his neck. Kissing him on his cheek just above his beard line, she put her head on his shoulder and twirled her fingers through his beard.
"Oh, I don't know," Gina said. "I could pretend the half of me that isn't your sister is your girlfriend, and you could pretend you believed me! Then we could fuck all you want!"
With that, she took the hand that was twirling in his beard, grabbed the cushion and threw it away. She shoved her hand in the top of his loose trousers and grabbed his cock.
Before Adrian could react, Gina had his pants partly down and his rigidly erect, almost 10 in. cock, out of his trousers and in her hand.
Pulling her skirt up, Gina swung a knee over Adrian's thighs, slid her G-string aside and guided the head of his cock into her wet and hot snatch.
Riding him 'cowgirl' style, Gina let herself sink down onto Adrian's long thick pole, feeling it reach deeper inside her than anything had ever been before.
Leaning back, Gina pulled her legs out and lifted her knees, showing the same flexibility she had on her mother's kitchen table earlier. Her perineum was now pressed firmly onto Adrian's pubic bone.
"Don't look now, brother," Gina told him, "but you're fucking me!"
With a strangled moan, Adrian stood up with his arms wrapped around Gina's ass. I briefly worried he would toss her on the couch and storm out, but I needn't have.
Holding Gina easily to him with one arm, Adrian hooked a thumb into his elastic topped trousers and pulled them down before kicking them off. He had gone 'commando' as usual, so he was now bare assed in front of his dad for the first time in as long as I could remember back.
Lying Gina on the couch, causing Lolly to jump off and hurry to stand next to me, Adrian let his weight settle onto Gina's hips and pelvis. Once again, he was buried to the hilt inside his sister's quim.
Looking down at her and knowing his size is a challenge for most girls, Adrian asked, "Are you okay, Gina? I'm not hurting you?"
Gina wrapped her legs around Adrian's hips and her arms around his neck, kissed him, and said, "Fuck me, baby, please. Make me your woman!"
Of course, he needed no more encouragement than that! Withdrawing only a little of the head at first, Adrian began to gently slide back and forth inside her, showing way more restraint than I had at the same age.
Feeling Gina start to rock with him, pushing her hips up at him as he slid into her and relaxing as he pulled back, Adrian lengthened and increased the speed of his strokes.
Before long, he was pulling all but the very tip of the head of his cock out of her before slamming back in as hard as he could, his pelvis smacking against Gina's clit with every forceful thrust.
After about 6 heavy pounding drives deep into her, Gina exploded. Screaming, "Gawd! Oh Gawd, yes! Fuck me, oh fuck me hard, you big beautiful man. I'm your slut. I'm cunt meat for you to stick your cock in. Oh my fucking god, I'm so full up it feels fucking fantastic!"
Unashamedly fingering herself as she stood watching, Lolly nudged me and said, "I wouldn't mind trying some of that monster myself! Mama wants to try some big cock, too!"
"What are you waiting for, then?" I asked her. "Inside these four walls, there are no limits, remember?"
Nodding, Lolly walked over to the couch where her daughter was being thoroughly fucked, stripping everything off as she went. Naked, she lifted her left leg onto the couch just forward of the coitally engaged couple. With her right foot still on the floor, Lolly touched Adrian on the shoulder and, shoving her hips lewdly forward, presented her soaking wet, red hot cunt to him.
Adrian snapped a look across to me to find me smiling and nodding and giving him a thumbs up.
Adrian may have been a little shocked and unsure as to why I'd encourage my girlfriend and the mother of the girl he was fucking, to join them, but he wasn't going to let a chance like this pass! He began to tongue Lolly's juicy pussy eagerly.
Gina looked up to see her mother's vulva gaped in anticipation of the cock it hoped to receive and her brother licking her mother's clit. Pushing up at Adrian so that he moved back and got up onto his hands and knees, his lips never left Lolly's vulva and clit. Gina slipped out from under him, stripped naked, and got up on her knees on the couch to the left of her mother.
Holding onto the back of the lounge, Gina spread her knees, lowered her hips then encouraged Lolly to join her in the same position.
Lolly had other ideas, though. "No, Like this!" She informed Gina
Pushing Gina back off the couch so that her knees were on the floor, her tits on the couch cushions, and her legs together.
Lolly spread her legs around Gina's hips and ass and sat on Gina, her pussy resting just above Gina's ass. Leaning forward and squishing her lush tits onto Gina's back Lolly swung her arms around her daughter's upper back under her armpits and began to tweak and pull on the nipples of Gina's equally luscious pair.
Adrian was presented with four holes in two women to choose from. He hadn't sampled Lolly yet, so he slipped about half of his thick, almost 10 inches, into her first.
Lolly moaned sensuously and begged him, "To fuck me like I'm the dirtiest cock loving slut in the whole wide world!"
Adrian began to comply. With my son's extra girth and width over me, it wasn't long before he caused Lolly to pop over the edge into orgasm.
Feeling and hearing her cum Adrian pulled out of Lolly, lowered himself down, and slipped back into Gina.
Gina hadn't really come down from the high of her previous orgasmic explosions, so, feeling Adrian's huge dick spreading her cunt lips again, she immediately started to shake with several smaller orgasmic spasms.
Swapping back and forth between the girls, Adrian started to drive them both up to the edge of what was going to be a mind-blowing eruption. He had them close but swapped holes too quickly for either woman to get over the edge.
Deciding to help out, I offered this: "They both have more than one hole!"
Adrian snapped another glance across to me.
"Pull out and spit on their asshole, rub your cock's head on it to smear it around, then, be gentle!" 'At least until they're used to it,' I muttered under my breath, knowing what anal sluts both my girls were.
Unsure, Adrian tried Lolly first. Pulling out of Gina, he bent over, held Lolly's ass cheeks apart, and spat on her rosebud. Smearing it around with a finger, Adrian then slipped that finger into Lolly's ass. Lolly gave a guttural groan and, relaxing her sphincter, easily accepted Adrian's finger down to the third knuckle.
Encouraged, Adrian removed his finger and held his cock's shaft about halfway down and, squeezing firmly so the top half would be as hard as it could possibly be, he slipped the head of his dick into Lolly's ass. Lolly jumped a little as Adrian's head popped through her knot, causing Adrian to stop and ask if she was alright.
A moaned "Fuck yes!" was what he got in reply.
Letting go of his dick, Adrian grabbed Lolly by the hips and slowly slid the rest of his length into her shithole. Before long, his pelvis was pressed against Lolly's ass. Lolly's head was lolling back and forth in pure hedonistic bliss, moaning and groaning the whole time.
"Let Gina marinate for a time. She'll be kneeling there jealous as hell that you're ass fucking her mum first, then fuck Lolly until she explodes. Push her off, then give your sister the whole 10 inches in the ass as hard as you can!" I instructed my son.
I'm not sure he even heard me, but he did as I had suggested anyway. Pumping his whole length slowly in and out of Lolly's dark fuck hole, Adrian very quickly caused Lolly to scream, orgasm, and squirt, then groan and squirt again. Her juices flowed out of her pussy and down over Gina's ass.
Conveniently, this juice would provide lube for the ass fucking Gina was next to receive.
How Adrian hadn't come yet was beyond me. I couldn't have lasted half as long as he had at the same age. I was a perpetual hard-on at that time, though. I would have cum, continued stroking, only going a little soft, and have been ready to go again 30 seconds later.
Once Lolly had come down off her orgasm high Adrian slid out of her ass and gave her hip a nudge. Lolly rolled herself off her daughter and sat on the carpet, her legs spread wide and juices running out of her.
Watching closely, she had the perfect view of Adrian's monster almost 10 in. dick penetrating her offspring. Lolly started to finger herself to another orgasm as she watched Adrian's dick slowly disappear into Gina's ass, using Lolly's pussy secretions as a lubricant.
Gina was gasping and moaning, begging Adrian to fuck her even harder than he had her mother. "I can take it harder than mum," she informed him. "Give it to me, brother. Give me all you have!"
Adrian knew better, though, so he fucked her as steadily and gently as he had her mother. Gina came as quickly as her mum had. She squealed and spasmed, squealed again and squirted, adding to the growing puddle under the 2 of them.
Feeling Gina's ass clenching rhythmically on his cock as she exploded with orgasms provided the last stimulus Adrian could stand. Throwing his head back and roaring, Adrian pumped into his half-sister's ass twice more before squeezing her hips tightly in both hands and unloading a torrent of cum into her grasping ass.
Twitching and jerking, he shot load after load into Gina's dirt hole until, finally, and still shuddering, he pulled back, letting his cock drop out of Gina's gaping ass. He turned and sank onto the couch.
As I'd taught her, Gina immediately got on her knees and took his softening dick in her mouth to clean all his and her juices off him. Lolly knelt at her daughter's ass and sucked and licked Adrian's cum from in and around Gina's rear fuck hole.
Feeling Gina's mouth and tongue on his dick meant Adrian hardly went soft at all. Less than a minute later, he showed signs of being ready to go again.
Lolly muttered to Gina, "I want to feel what it's like to have that monster cum inside me, too!"
She straddled Adrian, as Gina had, and took his rapidly hardening dick into her dripping wet cunt.
I was so hard and desperate to cum myself from watching all the fucking going on in front of me that I decided it was time to join the action. Stripping naked, I strode across to the couch.
Gina had knelt behind Lolly and was tonguing her ass as Lolly rode Adrian's oversized cock.
Pushing her aside, I said to my son, "You're going to feel my ball sack on yours. You okay with that?"
He and Lolly were locked in a deep tongue kiss, so Adrian just flicked me a thumbs up.
Moving up behind Lolly with my legs on either side of Adrian's thighs, I braced on Lolly's hips using my hands for balance, forcing her hips a little more firmly down on Adrian's dick. I positioned my cock's head at the entrance to her dark passage and shoved my whole length into her as hard as possible.
Her ring was well and truly gaped from receiving Adrian's monster cock in it, so I slipped in past her knot easily and slammed up against her ass buns with a loud slap.
Feeling me so roughly take possession of her ass Lolly gave an exultant sigh and said, "Fuck yes! Fuck me hard, boys! I'm a slut for you both, so use me like the cock loving whore I am!"
It took a little while to establish a rhythm. Still, Adrian, I eventually figured out the best way to fuck Lolly effectively was for us both to push in simultaneously, squeeze her between us, and pull back at the same time before slamming back into her.
Having my balls bounce against my son's was a weird and unusual feeling, but I was soon able to ignore it as I was wrapped up in the glorious sensation of being buried to the hilt in Lolly's tightly gripping ass.
Adrian and I pounded Lolly for at least 20 minutes, Lolly shuddering and twitching from orgasm to orgasm, before Lolly begged us to cum inside her as she could take no more.
With twin deep groans, my son and I unloaded into Lolly. This was my first orgasm since Monday night, so I dumped an absolute bucket into her. My cum was already leaking out of Lolly's ass around my softening cock as I pumped into her a few more times, revelling in a couple of minor spurt spasms.
I got off of Lolly with weak knees and staggered to my seat. On even more trembling knees, Lolly barely managed to summon enough energy to climb off of Adrian and roll/fall onto the couch. Her clit, pussy, ass, and perineum were all covered in cum, and fluids leaked out of her vulva and ass.
Lolly groaned and said: "Fuck, that was good!"
Adrian could only nod in agreement. He hadn't moved from where he was when Lolly was riding him. His dick had only softened again, not gone limp.
He watched, amazed, as Gina lifted her mother's knees up and apart and placed them over her shoulders with Lolly's lower legs down her back, and began to tongue and lick and suck his, and my, cum off of and out of, the woman he and I had just finished fucking.
Lolly's pussy was too sensitive for her to be able to cum again, so after letting Gina clean most of the mess up, she pushed her head away from her pussy lips. Holding her daughter's head in her hands, Lolly kissed her cum covered lips and whispered something in Gina's ear.
With a huge delighted smile, Gina stood up and grabbed Adrian's hand. Trying to haul him up off the couch, she said, "Come on! Let's go down to your room and fuck some more. Leave these two worn-out old farts to it!"
Adrian almost leapt to his feet. Bending at the waist, he put his hands on Gina's hips, then effortlessly picked her up and tossed her over his shoulder, caveman style. Smacking her bum before slipping his middle finger into her pussy Adrian carried her across the room and down the hallway towards his room.
Gina squealed theatrically, then proceeded to lay on his shoulder submissively. Just before they disappeared down the hall, Gina lifted her upper body up a little by putting her hand just above Adrian's glutes, and pushing, she gave Lolly and me a wink and a thumbs up. Sagging back down, she let Adrian carry her to his room.
Adrian must have felt, or guessed, that Gina had given us some kind of signal because he smacked her bum again. "Hold still, Miss, or I might have to spank you for real!" He told her.
"Oh, promises, promises!" Gina taunted him, making the same mistake she had with me that Sunday at lunchtime.
Smiling and sniggering, I helped Lolly to her feet. "She's definitely going to be spanked now!" I told Lolly as I pulled her up. "Let's go get in the hot tub and relax for a while."
With my arm around her to support her, I guided Lolly out my back door, and under the awning I'd had built there.
We could hear the loud retorts as Adrian was indeed spanking our daughter, hard and thoroughly, by the sounds of it, as we walked out. Gina was only moaning in encouragement though.
My Indian motorcycle was on its stand next to the Jacuzzi.
The awning is open, and my back door faces west, well, kind of southwest, really, so the hot tub was a pleasant place to sit and watch the sun go down in the evening. It was in full view from my workshop, where Clive was still tinkering away, though.
Lolly hesitated briefly before shrugging and muttering "fuck it" and darted across to the tub and scooted up the ladder and in. I didn't care, Clive had seen both my late wife and me naked many a time, so I strolled, leisurely, across and joined Lolly in the tub.
As it was still late summer, and Brisbane is still very warm at that time of year, I had the water at a tepid level, which is very refreshing when you're hot and tired.
Turning the water jets on and filling the tub with bubbles, I told Lolly, "Clive will be over here shortly holding something incomprehensible that he'll say needs to be replaced," I told her. "He won't be able to resist the chance to ogle your gorgeous tits!"
Lolly grimaced, "I'm still getting used to being a sex object," she told me, "but I'm okay as long as you're with me."
"You are a stunningly gorgeous woman, Lolly," I told her. "Now that you're dressing like you are, men, and many women, are going to look. You can decide to enjoy them looking or go back to dressing like a spinster aunt to stop them, it's up to you!"



Lolly put her head on my shoulder, "No, I actually like them looking, and it's nice to be admired and lusted over. It's just taking a bit of getting used to, that's all."
"Get ready," I told her, "Clive is almost here."
Sitting up a little taller and straighter, her boobs now just below the waterline with her nipples clearly visible, Lolly turned to Clive and stuck out her hand, lifting her right breast clearly into view, and said, "Nice to see you again, Clive, how's the service going?"
Clive was wearing nothing but a very typically Queensland pair of stubbie shorts, a shearers singlet, and flip flops. I think he was surprised by the way he blinked and stammered to a stop before really saying anything. Clive took Lolly's outstretched hand and kissed the back of it.
Recovering, he said, "Very well, Miss," he said.
He turned to me, "This is all bent to hell and back," holding something I had no idea if it was even a car part, "it'll have to be replaced."
I noticed the clever old prick didn't let go of Lolly's hand, though, keeping all of her right breast, and most of her left, out of the water on display.
Hiding my smile at his audacity, I replied, "Is it going to be more than $1,000 to replace?
Clive shook his head.
"Then you know it's okay to just go ahead and replace it, so why are you over here bothering us?"
Clive grinned, still holding Lolly's hand, and said, "The view over here seemed much nicer than the one over there!"
Lolly pulled her hand out of his, stood up, and moved closer to Clive. Standing on the bottom rung of the pool ladder, the water coming to just below her freshly shaved snatch. Lolly took Clive's hand in hers again and pulled it towards her, letting the backs of his fingers brush across her nipples as she did so, then kissed it.
"I'm glad you like the view, Mr Clive." She told him in a sultry voice.
Letting go of his hand, she did a slow pirouette, using the handholds of the ladder for support so that he could see her delicious ass as well.
The head of Clive's considerable cock suddenly appeared at his pants leg. Rapidly stiffening and growing, more and more of it appeared. The old codger had to be sporting at least 14 inches of cock, maybe more, and it was almost as thick as Lolly's arm!
It grew for another second or two but never really got completely hard. I guess, at his age, and being that big, rock-hard erections were probably a thing of the past for him.
Fascinated, Lolly reached out her hand and ran her fingers around the uncircumcised head of Clive's cock. Before Clive could move, she leaned out of the tub, pulled his shorts down, and took his dick in her hand.
Her hand was tiny against Clive's huge 'horse cock'. One hand wasn't really doing the job, so Lolly wrapped her left hand around Clive's shaft, opposite her right, as well. Her hands were still not the entire way around his shaft, and there was a noticeable gap between them.
Lifting Clive's cock up, Lolly changed from an underhand to overhand grip on his cock. Pulling his foreskin back, exposing Clive's angry-looking purple head, Lolly bent over, she didn't have to bend far and tongued the eye of Clive's dick, lapping at the precum seeping there.
Clive, holding completely still with eyes disbelieving, moaned as Lolly pushed the tip of her tongue into his cock's slit to gather up some more precum.
"You can only do that for as long as you want, Miss Lolly!" He told her.
Stroking her hands up and down his unbelievably thick shaft, Lolly tried to fit the head into her mouth. She couldn't even go close, so she settled for squeezing more firmly and lashing her tongue around Clive's glans.
With a deep, almost strangled groan, Clive came. Placing her lips around the eye of his cock, all she could fit in her mouth, Lolly accepted what spunk Clive could still produce into her mouth. Straightening back up, Lolly opened her mouth to show Clive she had accepted all of his jism into her mouth, swirled it around with her tongue and smilingly swallowed it all.
Pulling his shorts back up with shaking hands, Clive muttered, "Fuck me." And wandered back to the maintenance garage in a daze, forgetting the part he 'needed' to replace. Stopping beside my cab, Clive looked back at me and shook his head at my laughing face.
"Sorry," Lolly said, "I've just never seen anything near that big before. I thought you were huge, then Adrian was even 'huger', but that thing was unfuckingbelievable! I just had to touch it!" Her eyes went dreamy for a moment. "I wonder whether I could get it hard enough to try and take," she said.
Lolly was still on the lowest step with her tits exposed, so I reached over and used my thumb and forefinger to flick a nipple. "If anyone can, you can!" I told her. "You're so sexily gorgeous Michelangelo's David statue would get a hard-on seeing you naked!"
Covering the nipple I'd flicked with her hand Lolly frowned and went, "Ouch," then she turned to me with a big smile. "You're going to have to fuck me now," she informed me. "I'm hotter than a Tasmanian farm girl in the shower with her two brothers!"
Alluding to the well-known incestuous activities of that island, or so the jokes would have you believe.
Lolly straddled me facing forward and lowered herself onto my rock-hard shaft. Lolly wasn't the only one turned on by Clive's huge 'horse cock'.
I'd sucked and been fucked by a few cocks myself over the years. Almost always on a Transgirl, on the rare occasions, I could find a pretty one with a still-functioning dick.
Despite what the 'shemale' porn sites would have you believe, if she's taken that much estrogen to look that feminine, she's taken way more than enough to stop her cock from going hard without other chemical help.
We weren't in any hurry to achieve an orgasm.
I had slid forward so my bum was right on the edge of the seat that circled the tub so Lolly could get off her knees and sit in my lap with her feet on the seat. Her knees were above the water.
I hugged and kissed her as I rubbed and stroked all around her breasts, leaving her sensitive nipples mostly alone. I gently massaged and stroked all of Lolly's other erogenous zones that I could reach. We were making love for the very first time, not just fucking.
Using her thighs to gently lift herself up and down on my shaft Lolly and I kissed deeply and passionately, our tongues flickering and intertwining.
Lolly pressed her forehead against mine and let out a deep sensual groan. Looking down at the water under which our bodies were joined, Lolly sat up straighter and pressed her full chest against my broad and muscled one. Wrapping her hands around my neck, she squeezed herself against me tightly.
I wrapped my arms around her hips, gently lifted her slightly, and brought her down onto my pelvis more firmly.
My face was pressed against Lolly's neck with my lips on the join in her collarbone, so I kissed and tongued everything I could reach.
Shaking my head to make Lolly loosen her grip, I tipped my head forward and to the side before gently biting that exquisite spot where Lolly's long neck met her shoulders.
Running my fingers sensuously along her spine, I grabbed Lolly's shoulders and began to pull her down onto me as I thrust gently up at her.
Moving with my increased rhythm, Lolly gasped and moaned deeply and lustily.
"Fuck, that's good!" She told me. "You're so deep in me I can feel every inch of you inside of me!"
Lolly pressed her forehead firmly against mine again, only this time she gazed deeply into my eyes.
Riding me faster and faster, her breath coming in short, panting gasps, Lolly grabbed then pinched her nipples.
Tossing her head back, Lolly screamed, "I'm CUUUUUUUU... UH, UH... UUUUMMMMING! OH, FUCK, GAWD!! I'M CU, UH, UH... UMMING!"
Thrashing on my cock, splashing water everywhere, Lolly came again, again, and then again. Slowly her knees stopped spasming around me, and Lolly sank down and rested her head on my shoulder.
Now I could see over her shoulder down to the shed, I saw Clive was tugging on his dick. His hips jerked a couple of times, cumming, I believe, and he gave me a thumbs up.
I hadn't cum yet, so I started to thrust into Lolly again. Unwrapping the restraints I had so tightly wrapped around my lusts, I prepared myself to fill Lolly's pussy with cum once more.
Just as I was about to cum there was slither of bodies, and Gina and Adrian splashed into the tub beside us.
Lifting and pulling on Lolly's hips, Gina said, "Can I have that daddy, please?"
Lolly was still limp from her orgasm, and Gina wasn't strong enough to lift her mother off me. Adrian pushed her aside and bodily lifted Lolly off my rock-hard cock.
Pulling her into his lap Adrian slipped his monster cock into Lolly's ass, I guessed, by the way her eyes flew open and the sharply indrawn breath.
She was very quick to start to push back at that invading member, though!
Gina quickly took her mother's place on my still throbbing dick. The water caused a little bit of friction around my cock inside her before her pussy juices took over, and I was able to slide freely deep in my daughter's tight, hot, juicy cunt once again.
"I'm ready to blow, daddy," Gina informed me, "so don't hold back!"
I don't think I could have even if I had wanted to! With a few quick pumps, I blew my still mostly full sack into her deliciously tight pussy. Grunting and groaning, I spat into her again, and again, and then again.
Hearing me cum sent Lolly over the edge simultaneously as feeling me cum in her sent Gina into her orgasm. Simultaneously, the girls exploded, humping forcefully back at the cocks inside them.
Hearing the girls cum and having Lolly's ring squeezing and spasming on his rampant cock sent Adrian rocketing into his explosive orgasm, pumping whatever seed Gina had left him into Lolly's willing ass.
Lolly got off Adrian and sat on the tub's seat. Lolly put her head on his shoulder and encouraged Adrian to put his arm around her. Taking his fingers in hers, Lolly put them on her left nipple and indicated my wriggling his fingers with hers that he should play with it.
Gina repeated all these actions with me. Fondling my daughter's right nipple, she was on the opposite side to me that Lolly was to Adrian. I looked across at Adrian, "You okay with all of this?" I asked.
"It does seem to go against all that we were taught, but Gina explained it all to me, so if you don't mind, I don't! Besides," giving Lolly's nipple a little tweak, eliciting a sighed sensual moan, "who can resist these two delectable sluts?" He answered, giving me a huge smile.

The End of Chapter 3.

There's only a little bit of this story left to tell, reader. I'll tell you about how my eldest reacted very badly to finding Lolly and her daughter in his mother's house when he came home on Sunday, earlier than expected, and how Lolly brought him around by seducing his fiancé then him. And how an old flame of Lolly's, Welch (pronounced 'Welk', apparently, could Welch be Lolly's half-sister?) And Welch's sister, Raquel, suddenly and shockingly reappeared in Lolly's life with some terrible consequences.
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Short Tales 03: The Portal between Screens.

Hi, y'all.
My name is Simon, Simon Le Ban, and I'm a nuclear physicist. My speciality was the now mostly disproved String Theory.
I've moved to the more promising field of Quantum Mechanics but not before a six-month bout of depression.
It was what I was doing during my depression months that I want to tell you about. You see, I managed to, somehow, invent a teleportation device!
I was fucking around with a laser, my webcam, an electron microscope, and some oscillating devices. I connected everything to my laptop and connected it to the University's supercomputer and was trying to superheat some quarks and/or gluons to cause them to accelerate beyond light speed so I could capture the effect on my digital camera through the electron microscope.
My webcam was pointed at a beaker of supercooled liquid nitrogen in my lab when my dog wandered into the spot where the laser, the webcam's and the digital camera's viewer, and the electron microscope all intersected, just behind the beaker.
The lights in the room dimmed. Hell. I think maybe the lights in all of the buildings on the campus may have dimmed.
There was a kind of deep hum followed by a bzzack, bzzack sound, and my dog Rover (Mars Rover) disappeared momentarily before reappearing in front of my computer screen some 25 ft. closer to me. At the same time, my computer shut down.
Rover seemed a little confused about how he had suddenly moved 25 ft. but appeared unharmed by the experience.
Of course, I'm a scientist, right? The impossible is merely the possible unexplained, yet. So my first thought was that I must have passed out for a brief period or had just absentmindedly skipped a few seconds lost in thought.
I didn't want to subject Rover to another unplanned experiment, just in case what I'd thought I'd seen was what it seemed to be, so I dragged a pot plant onto that same approximate place.
Turning the laptop back on, it seemed to be working fine. I reconnected to the supercomputer and my webcam. The laser seemed to be still running normally, so I initiated the oscillating device and pressed record on the cam.
Nothing. Not a damned thing!
I brought up the saved file that the webcam had produced. Sure enough, Rover hit the spot, disappeared, and reappeared 25 ft. closer.
The gap between gone and return was almost instantaneous. Slow the footage down as much as I could (until it was frame by frame), and still nothing. One frame there, next 25 ft. closer. Even the footage from the digital cam was the same. One frame there next moved.
I moved the pot plant about 2 inches closer to the beaker and tried again.
It was a repeat of the sequence with Rover. Hummmm. Bzzack, bzzack and the plant was 25 ft. closer than before. The pot plant holder cracked and fell apart. It was steaming. Steaming from the cold. The plant and soil seemed unaffected.
I marked the spot and tried with another plant. Same thing. The organic material was transported without apparent harm, but anything inorganic was instantly supercooled.
I wanted to see what else would happen, so I had the idea of setting the webcam, the digital cam, the electron microscope, and the laser so they were all aimed at the computer screen. There was going to be an intersection between reality and relayed image.
Prudently stepping aside, I flipped on the oscillator.
OMFG! It set off a hellacious feedback cycle. Hummm!!! Bzzack, bzzack. Hummmm, bzzack, bzzack! Hummm! The computer, the laser, the webcam, everything in view of the webcam flicked into and out of view. Into and out of existence, for all I knew.
Everything went black. The electrics had overloaded and short-circuited.
Finding the fuse box, I reset the cut-off switches. The lights came back on, and the supercomputer hummed back online. My laptop was fried, though.
I turned on one of the lab's computers and reset everything.
This time I set up the cameras so that the digital camera, which was blue-toothed to the computer, aimed at the pot plant from the first experiment and the webcam aimed at the image on the screen. I carefully aimed the laser into the middle of the screen where the image from the digital cam was showing and flicked on the oscillator.
Nothing.
I thought about things for a while, then realised I had missed a component, the liquid nitrogen. I placed the beaker so that the laser and the digital cam viewer passed through it.
Hummm. Bzzack, bzzack!
Success. The pot plant moved from the other side of the lab to in front of the screen.
I tried several different things. When hit with the combination of liquid nitrogen gas, the laser, the oscillating device, and the digital cam viewer, anything showing on my computer screen was teleported immediately to in front of the screen.
Being a typical science and computer nerd, my home is covered by cameras, motion detectors and computer automated devices. In short order, I had brought an image from one of my many house cameras.
In the middle of the screen I chose was the kitchen's rubbish bin. I flicked the oscillator, and the bin appeared before me. Everything inorganic was still supercooled and would appear steaming as it warmed back up.
Organic material, animals, plants, soil, etc., seemed to be teleported unaffected.
My cat, Luna (Lunar Module), strolled into sight of one of the cams.
'Did I dare?' I thought. 'It might kill her.'
Appalled at my callousness, I shrugged and flicked on the oscillator. Luna appeared in the lab. Looking around, she spied me and meowed as if to say, "What the fuck?" Then wandered over, purring and pushing around my calves, wanting to be patted.
'Fuck me!' I thought. 'I've made that Star Trek teleportation science fiction work.'
All through the night, I kept trying different things. They were all transported directly to the lab. Anything organic was transported, as is, seemingly completely unchanged and undamaged. Anything inorganic was somehow supercooled in the teleport.
I placed one of my jumpers on Rover, redirected the laser and camera to the first spot, and then told him to sit on that spot. I flicked the switch. Rover jumped forward in space 25 ft. He was shaking, shivering, and whining, though. The jumper that I had him wrapped in was freezing.
I hit the jumper with a rubber mallet, and it shattered off of him. 'Well, that will work, at a pinch. I will have to work out how to stop the clothing from being supercooled as I'm pretty sure people will not want to have to travel starkers!'
Switching the cameras around, I sent everything back to my home.
An evil thought passed through my mind as I sent Luna back through space to my apartment.
It's no secret that my two favourite girls on the Literotica Webcams are SairaRed and nikolewestj. Did I dare teleport them to my lab without their knowledge or consent? What would they do if I did? Would they be happy to see me and maybe put on a live show? Together, maybe?
Or would they freak out and scream rape and kidnap?
Of course, I suspected the latter was more likely, but what if I offered them twice or three times what they could get from tips or a PVT session? Would they agree as long as I promised to send them back immediately?
I didn't know. These girls aren't prostitutes, just pretty girls in a bad time in the history of the world, doing the best they can to earn enough money to buy food and have a warm, dry place to sleep. Maybe they even enjoyed being the centre of attention.
One could hope, right?
I chose to approach Nikole first. I logged into the Literotica webcam site. Luckily for me, she was on. I'd chatted with both of these girls numerous times over the last few months, so they weren't surprised that I approached them.
A hint here, boys. The girls are human, just the same as you and me. I'm sure some like to be talked to and treated as nothing but dirty sluts for you to masturbate to, but most will react to a friendly "Hello" and a polite conversation much better than they will to an "I'd like to fuck you in your ass" approach.
"Hello, Miss Nikole," I typed.
"Hello, bb," was the response.
"How is your day going?" I asked.
"Today is a little slow," Nikole responded.
"That's a pity," I told her. "Would you like to earn a lot of tokens? Maybe a 1,000 of them?"
"Sure," Nikole answered, "What would I have to do?"
"Be teleported here, then make love to me for real."
Nikole has the most beautiful smile you've ever seen. Her eyes are blue and wide-set, and her lips are full, and when she smiles, she is simply stunning.
Nikole is a tiny wee thing, less than 110 lb. (50 kg) and barely 5 ft. 4 in (168 cm) tall. She has small pert titties and a shaved, tight, sweet looking pussy.
In comparison, I am 193 cm tall and more than 130 kg.
Nikole laughed, "Sure, daddy (she always calls me daddy), gift me 1,000 tokens, teleport me to you, and we will zanimat'sya lyubov'yu (make love).
I typed, "Lol. Be careful what you wish for, little one (malen'kiy). You might finish up with a dick in you."
Nikole typed, "Hahahahahahaha."
"Please do me one small favour, Nikole, please? I asked her. "Take the lovense buzzer out of your pussy, first?"
Nikole shrugged but did as she was asked.
I transferred the gift of 1,000 tokens and then flicked the switch for the oscillator on.
Hummm, bzzack, bzzack! And Nikole appeared, in my lab, in front of me.
She had on a bra and knicker set, so I quickly hit them both with my rubber mallet so they would shatter and not freeze burn her.
With a screech, she dropped the buzzer. I managed to catch it before it hit the ground and shattered.
Nikole was naked in front of me. Most of my dreams came true there and then.
Shocked, Nikole looked at me.
Then she smiled, "This is a dream, no? It is not possible."
Nikole thinks her English is not up to conversational standard, but I understand everything she says, so it can't be too bad.
"We have a deal, little one. Yes? I paid the fee, so now we make love, yes?" I asked her.
I have no idea how Nikole was able to take all of this in her stride, but she didn't seem particularly fazed by being transported 14,000 km (8,700 m.) instantaneously. I think she was in shock or had just decided this couldn't be real, so she went along with it.
"We can zanimat'sya lyubov'yu for sure, daddy." She said. "I have wished for this day many times."
I have a small bed in my lab for when I'm working on something important and don't want to go home to sleep. I picked Nikole up, threw her over my shoulder, smacked her bum, carried her over, and lay her on my bed.
I gazed into her pretty blue/grey eyes and asked, "You sure about this, malen'kiy? We do not have to do this. I can send you home if you want?"
"Nyet, daddy," Nikole answered, "I wish to Blyad' with you."
We kissed tentatively at first, but our kisses turned more passionate when my thumb and forefinger found her left nipple.
"It is not fair, daddy," Nikole said to me. "I am naked, and you have all your clothes on. I want to see your bol'shoy chlen papochki (big daddy cock)."
Who was I to deny the lady? I stood up and quickly dropped my clothes to the floor.
My rapidly hardening 8.5 in. cock sprang into view.
Nikole gasped, "O, moy bog papa! (Oh my Gawd, daddy!) I am not sure I can voz'mi eto v moyu kisku (take it in my pussy)!"
"It is alright, my love," I told her. "I will be gentle, and you will find that it feels very nice in your pussy, okay?"
Looking at me a little fearfully, Nikole nodded.
I kissed my way down Nikole's svelte body. She is a thin but well-toned young lady with curves in all the right places. Her breasts are little more than an A cup, but she has small tight nipples that respond exceptionally well to being tongued, sucked, and nipped, or so I found out.
As I lashed her nipples with my tongue, Nikole began to hum. Her back arched back, and she pushed her pudenda up at my abdomen. I could feel the warmth in her pussy starting to rise towards heat.
Stroking Nikole's erogenous zones sensually, I concentrated on arousing her to the point that she would beg me to fuck her. Nikole held my head in both hands and growled deep in her throat.
"Taste me, daddy, please?" She begged.
I slid a little lower. I was peering at the sweetest, tightest looking pussy I had ever seen. How lucky was I? Eagerly, I pushed my tongue out and lapped at her entrance. Nikole groaned vociferously and pulled my head insistently up.
Following her cues, my mouth was soon covering her clitoris. Gently sucking that beautiful pleasure nub into my mouth, I flattened my tongue and worked it up over her clit. Nikole moaned even more deeply and lifted her legs over my shoulders and around my ears.
With her firm young thighs wrapped around my ears, I began to work my tongue on and around her pleasure centre. Nikole eased the pressure of her thighs a little so that I could move my head. This allowed me to lick her from her taint to her clitoris.
Every third or fourth time on my tongue's journey from her perineum to her clit, I'd pause at the entrance to Nikole's depths and lap eagerly at the nectar I found there.
She tasted as sweet as I knew she would.
Nikole tossed her head back and forth and hummed deeply whilst tweaking and pinching her nipples. I could tell she was very close to having a spectacular orgasm, so I slipped my forefinger inside her vulva.
Hooking my finger up and back a little, I found the rough area behind Nikole's pubic bone that indicates Her Gspot. I sucked and then nipped on her clit as I slid my finger in small circles across her Gspot.
With a bit of a scream, Nikole came on my tongue and fingers. Her slippery essence poured out around my invading finger. Holding my head tightly in both hands, she thrust her pudenda licentiously at my tongue and finger before squealing and cumming again.
Moaning pleasurably, Nikole encouraged me up her taut slim body until I was covering her with my much larger frame.
Kissing me ferociously on the lips, she slipped her tongue forward to touch my teeth. I sent mine out to greet it, and we were soon locked into a passionate tongue kiss.
Tipping her head back, Nikole said breathily, "You have to zaymis' lyubov'yu so mnoy seychas, papochka (make love to me now, daddy)."
Slipping my forearms under her shoulders so that most of my 130+ kg would be resting on my elbows and knees, I positioned myself between her young, firm thighs.
Reaching between us, Nikole took hold of my cock and guided me to the entrance to her slippery delights.
As promised, I slid home with nary a complaint from little Miss Nikole.
"I am so fucking full, daddy." She moaned. "Be gentle with your malyshka, please?"
Obeying Nikole's groaned request, I began to rock my hips gently back and forth.
Nikole held still in trepidation for a moment then, as my cock stroked across all of her tight love tunnel, she began to move with me.
Revelling in the sensation of being completely full and having the bulbous head of my cock scraping across her Gspot, Nikole closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and began to tweak and pull on her nipples.
"Faster, daddy, please!" She begged me. "Prishlo vremya vybit' iz menya zhivoye der'mo! (It's time to fuck the living shit out of me!)."
I was happy to oblige. Wrapping my hands over her shoulders, I pulled her down as I thrust my hips forcefully forward. My pelvis hit hers with a heavy slap. Repeating this action five or six times had Nikole tossing and twitching on the end of my granite hard dick.
"Harder, daddy," she moaned. "Ty dolzhen trakhnut' svoyu devushku sil'neye! (You must fuck your girl harder!)."
I lifted Nikole with one arm wrapped around her hips and one around her shoulders. Holding her suspended below me, I viciously ripped her down as I thrust my hips forward powerfully.
She was now taking all of my 8.5 inches in a heavy staccato rhythm. I'd lift her tiny body so that all but the tip of my thick cock was out of her before pulling her down and driving my pelvis up.
Every time I did, her pubic bone would slam into mine, and she would grunt. I could feel her womanly juices pouring out around my dick and sliding across my balls.
"Sil'neye, papa, sil'neye! (Harder, daddy, harder!)." Nikole demanded as her juices poured from her now gaped cunt.
With a roar, I stood. Squeezing her tightly to me, I bodily lifted her higher and slammed her back down onto my diamond hard cock.
Having me pile drive into her for the fourth time sent Nikole rocketing over the edge into orgasmic bliss. Biting my neck and squealing loudly, she spasmed and twitched, twitched and came, came and bit me again and again.
Her womanly secretions poured out of her tightly grasping pussy flowing over my pelvis and balls. Feeling her 'cum' drip onto my toes was too much. Roaring, I held her tightly and blew in her sweet, young, tight cunt.
Time and time again, I squirted into her slippery quim. I squirted so much it began to leak out around my thick shaft.
Feeling me squirting deeper inside her than anyone had ever done before sent Nikole into another paroxysm of orgasms. My cum splashing across her cervix was proving to be delightful as she experienced another burst of orgasmic explosions.
Our mixed secretions dripped onto my feet and the bed.
Finally feeling her coming down from her trip to the stars, I lowered Nikole to the bed. Letting my softening cock drop out of her tight box, I cuddled Nikole to my chest.
She kissed my cheek, "Eto bylo fantasticheski, papa. (That was fantastic, daddy!)." She told me.
"We have only just begun, little one," I told her. "Next, I will see if Miss SairaRed would like to come and join us and play as well."
Miss Nikole smiled but said, "That was not part of the deal, daddy. I said I would come and make love to you, not to you and someone else."
"If I gift you some more tokens so that you will do this for me, would you consider it?"
"I have never byl s zhenshchinoy ran'she (been with a woman before), so I do not know if I can do it. But for 5,000 tokens, I will try, okay?" Nikole stated.
'I do not think you ask for enough, little one,' I thought, but merely replied, "Done deal. Are you able to log in to the site from anywhere?"
Nikole nodded.
I sat her in front of one of the lab's many computers. Of course, the Uni would look very disapprovingly at someone using its computers to log on to this kind of site, but it was an easy workaround for a computer geek like me to avoid the filters.
Once Nikole was logged in, I used my phone to join her in the room and add the credits.
"Okay, daddy," she said. "You can bring the other woman here if she will let you. I'm not giving back the credits if she refuses, though."
Then she smiled at me. I would walk over burning coals to see that smile every day.
Donning a lab coat, I sat back at the computer I used to bring Nikole to me. I checked to see if Miss SairaRed was online. She was.
"Hello, Princesa Roja," I typed. Saira is an old Hebrew variation of Sarah or Princess.
"Mr Muzz," came the response. My screen name is Muzz147.
"How is your day?" I asked.
"It is so so," was the reply.
"If I had a proposition for you that would earn you a lot of tokens, would you be interested?" I sent into the room.
Saira is a smart girl as well as stunning, so her response was, "That would depend on what your proposition is, Mr Muzz."
"You're not allowed to laugh at me, okay?" I wrote.
Saira is another with a delightful smile, and I received a broad one.
"I cannot promise that Mr Muzz," she said. "You will tell me your proposition, and I will laugh, or not, depending on what it is."



"I want to teleport you here to play with me and another, Miss Red," I informed her.
Saira laughed politely behind her hand.
"It must be fun living in your world, Mr Muzz." She answered. "And how would you do that?"
"Let us assume I can do it, Princesa Roja," I typed. "How much would you like to come here and make love with me and another?"
Saira laughed openly this time, "Let me see, hmmm, if I do a tipping show, I set 1,000 tokens before I get naked and another 1,000 if they want to see me cum. You will want to fuck me, so let's call it 6,000 tokens, okay?"
'The same as Nikole asked for,' I thought.
"Done," I said. "When you get here, your clothing will be like icicles, so do not be scared when I take them off you, okay? Oh, and, take your lovense buzzer out, please?"
Shaking her head, Saira muttered, "WTF?" But she said, "Sure, Mr Muzz."
I transferred the tokens and then flicked the switches. Hummm, bzzack, bzzack. And Miss Red was standing in front of me with a stunned expression on her face.
I quickly hit her bra and knicker set so they would shatter off her.
With a yelp, Saira tossed the buzzer at me. I was able to rescue that one as well.
"What the fuck, Mr Muzz!" Saira yelled at me, covering her boobs and pussy.
I quickly stepped back and offered her a lab coat.
"Turn away!" Saira demanded of me.
A bit silly because I'd seen her naked on cam numerous times, but I did what I was told.
"I assume you can send me back, Mr Muzz?" Saira demanded of me, holding the lab coat closed. "You're in big trouble if you can't!"
"Yes, Princesa Roja, I can send you back now, if you want. I do not want to force you to do anything." I answered.
Letting the lab coat fall open, Saira smiled, "I was not exactly prepared for you to be actually able to move me here. I thought it was some elaborate fantasy for you to get off on as we chatted in private chat.
But a deal is a deal, so here I am. What happens now?"
'I'm going to fuck you until you beg me to stop, then fuck you some more,' I thought but said, "We will all chat and see if there is an attraction between you two girls. If there is, we, all three, will make love together. If there isn't, I will send Miss Nikole home, and you and I will consummate our deal, okay?"
Nikole was still naked. She came over and stared openly at Saira. Saira returned the look, equally examining and comparing.
The girls were of a similar size. Saira was 5 ft. 5 in. (166 cm) and weighed only 115 lbs (52 kg), so she was maybe a tiny bit taller and heavier than Nikole. Saira sported a bigger bosom, as well, being a full B cup.
"She's very pretty, daddy," Nikole said to me. "I think, maybe, I can make out with this girl."
My dick, which had never gone entirely soft after fucking Nikole, began to fill with blood again.
"This is the 'another' you talked about, Mr Muzz?" Saira asked.
I nodded.
"Hmm, I haven't played with such a tiny pretty girl before. I think this might be fun." Saira mused.
Saira walked across to Nikole and took her by the elbows, and pulled her closer for a chaste kiss on the lips. As the girls were of similar heights, their nipples brushed across each other's. Nikole moaned and kissed Saira more fervently than the chaste kiss she had received.
'I would have paid 10 times as many tokens to see this!' I thought.
That gave me an idea.
"Hang on, you two," I said. "Before you devour each other completely, why don't we set up your cam rooms? We have plenty of computers in here as well as webcams. If you broadcast this on your cam sites, I'm sure you'll break all records."
The girls examined each other for a moment, then Nikole said, "Chert voz'mi! Konechno, pochemu by i net? (Fuck it! Sure, why not?)
Saira added, "I'm not sure what she said, Mr Muzz. But I'm game if she is?"
"She is Nikole, Miss Red," I told her. "Saira, Nikole. Nikole, Saira."
"Rad poznakomit'sya, dorogaya (Pleased to meet you, darling)." Nikole said.
"Encantada de conocerte cariño (Pleased to meet you, honey)." Saira said at the same time.
The girls exchanged air kisses, but I noticed Saira ran a sneaky couple of fingers across Nikole's nipples as she withdrew her hands.
I sat the girls down at a computer and worked my magic so the university's filters would allow them to visit the Literotica cam site.
We soon had the girl's cams turned on and pointed at the bed.
"I think it will be best if you leave the lab coats on," I handed one to Nikole, "and start in general chat with a little bit of kissing and touching. Once you have built up an audience, change to a tipping show, maybe 50 tokens to join, and a goal of 1,000 tokens, each, to get naked?
Once that is reached, and we have a room full, change to a party show and make love to each other as if you were the hottest, most loving lesbian couple in the world. Then I will join in? Yes?"
"That should be hot as," Saira said.
"Don't be too long, daddy, please? I am a nemnogo nervnyy (a little nervous) about making out with a girl." Nikole pleaded.
"I don't think it will take long to reach the goal," I offered. "I think it's a little low, but we want to get to the party show part as quickly as possible because that's where the big money will be."
"You shouldn't be nervous, mi linda gallina (my pretty chicken). I will teach you the joys of lesbian love," Saira told her.
Saira and Nikole sat on opposite ends of the bed in the beginning. If they happened to be flicking between the two girls' cams, an observant viewer would realise it was the same room. But anyone flicking through or only logged into one room wouldn't realise how close the two girls were to each other.
The buzzers had warmed up enough for the girls to be able to reinsert. I gave them both an experimental zap. They both seemed to have survived being supercooled unharmed.
Over about five minutes, the girls slowly moved closer and closer together. I had a split-screen up on another computer out of sight of the girls' cam to watch the stats in the two rooms.
As soon as the girl's hands touched, the viewer stats began to climb exponentially. By the time the two girls were sitting shoulder to shoulder and exchanging chaste kisses, they had over 100 people watching each.
The buzzers of both girls were going off regularly. Both Nikole and Saira are sluts, really. They both adore being buzzed, as it really does drive them inexorably toward an orgasm. There's no pretending or fake 'cums' in either woman.
I could tell both Saira and Nikole were as hot and horny as hell and having difficulty maintaining the decorum required in general chat. Both girls had their hands in each other's groin and were vigorously fingering the other.
"Time to change to a tipping show so you two can get to know each other better, I suggested to the two women.
They were quick to agree and made the change.
There was only a brief pause as the viewer numbers dropped to about 10 before rapidly climbing back to the mid-80s. It took less than 3 minutes for the 1,000 token goal of both Saira and Nikole to be hit as the buzzers in either girl never stopped going off.
By the time the goal was hit, Saira was writhing nonstop in orgasmic bliss. Nikole had to strip the lab coat off her.
Of the two girls, Saira is way more the submissive type. Nikole has a strong sense of 'Mistress' about her. Nikole was new to woman on woman sex, though, only having experimented once before, whereas Saira is entirely bisexual.
Saira does say she prefers cock to pussy if given a choice.
It was going to be interesting to see how they went about making love to each other.
Nikole took the lead. Pushing Saira onto her back Nikole turned her around so that Saira's pussy was facing Saira's cam, and Nikole got into a classic 69 position with her.
I quickly moved Nikole's cam, so it was looking at her pussy. The viewer could now choose to see the pussy they wanted being eaten.
Spotting Nikole's Pussy gaping above her mouth Saira tipped her head forward and muff-dived straight in. Wrapping her arms around Nikole's toned thighs, Saira flicked her tongue across Nikole's clitty, then lapped at the entrance to Nikole's pussy.
Nikole's head flung back, and she did that incredibly sexy bottom lip biting thing she does when a wave of pleasure washes through her.
"Blyat', eto khorosho (Fuck, that is good)!" Nikole moaned.
She lowered her head to Saira's pussy and, tentatively, returned the favour. Flicking her tongue like a cat at a saucer of milk, Nikole lapped at Saira's clitoris.
"¡Joder, eso se siente bien, mi linda gallina (Fuck, that feels good, my pretty chicken)! Saira echoed.
The girls had well over 100 viewers each. The viewers were fighting over who would push the buzzers first as the lovense devices never stopped going off in the girl's twats.
It was time to flip to a PVT party show.
Sitting at one screen and then the other and accepting one of the many invitations the girls had on their screens, we soon had over 400 viewers spread across the two girl's profiles.
Taking the lead, Nikole slipped a finger into Saira's pussy. Knowing where a woman's Gspot is located, Nikole quickly found Saira's and began to manipulate it.
"Oh, Dios mío que se siente bien mi pollita (Oh my fucking god, that feels good, my little chicken)!" Saira moaned.
Saira eagerly returned the favour in finding Nikole's pleasure centre, and soon, both girls were on the edge of orgasm.
I decided to join the action.
My 8.5 in. cock was harder than a blacksmith's anvil and already leaking precum as the show the girls were putting on had me on the edge of cumming.
From an earlier conversation, I already knew that Saira loved anal sex, so I rolled the girls over.
Once I had Saira on top, I spat on my fingers and wet Saira's rosebud. I slid my middle finger into Saira's cunt, past Nikole's lashing tongue, and added some of Saira's natural lubrication to her rosebud.
My finger slipped deep into Saira's anal cavity.
I gently stretched her ring. Expanding her knot wide enough to take the head of my bulbous cock was an easy task. True to her word, Saira was an anal loving slut.
Spreading my thighs and moving up, I positioned the head of my cock at the entrance to Saira's dirt fuck hole. I grabbed Saira's tight buns and pulled her back onto me as I rudely thrust my hips forward.
Saira squealed as my cock forced its way through her knot and into her dark nether regions. When my pelvis hit her ass, she tipped her head back and uttered a loud groan.
"Oh, mierda, señor Muzz. Me siento tan jodidamente lleno. ¡Es maravilloso! (Oh Fuck, Mr Muzz. I feel so fucking full. It is wonderful!) Fuck me, Mr Muzz! Fuck my ass hard!"
I ploughed Saira's shithole for all I was worth.
Nikole began to lick my balls and shaft as I slid back in forth inside Saira's ass.
Saira was slumped down with her mouth against Nikole's pussy. Now and then, she would remember to give Nikole's clit a bit of a lick, but Saira was too involved in feeling me fuck her tight, slippery arse to be bothered servicing the pussy under her nose anymore.
Nikole slipped out from underneath her. Turning around, Nikole slipped back between Saira's arms and thighs. Nikole cupped her pussy with her left hand and slipped two fingers inside herself.
Nikole found the entrance to Saira's vulva with her other hand and slipped two fingers inside.
With the middle finger of her left hand pressed against Saira's Gspot and the backs of her two hands pressed against each other, Nikole began to hump her hips up at Saira as I pushed mine down. Effectively fucking Saira as I ploughed Saira's dirt hole.
As I fucked Saira in the ass, I could feel the constant vibrations from the lovense buzzers penetrating through the membrane between her vulva and her colon. I'm not sure the buzzing helped with my arousal, but it made Saira's sphincter squeeze down on my dick most pleasurably.
As I sawed my dick in and out of Saira's dirt passage, I looked across at the computer screens. More than 1,000 viewers were watching.
I knew I couldn't hold on any longer, so I gasped to the girls, "I'm going to cum in Saira's ass. You two ready?"
"Do it, daddy!" Nikole demanded.
"Yes, please, Mr Muzz," Saira groaned.
Grunting, I began to unload into Saira's colon.
"Fuck, your ass is so tight, Miss Red!" I mumbled. "It grips my cock so well."
"I'm glad you like, Mr Muzz." was the reply.
Feeling me squirt in her bowel flung Saira into one more mind-bending orgasm.
Licking my cum as it dripped out of Saira's ass was enough to send Nikole bursting into her final orgasm for the night.
Shuddering, we all slowly came to a stop.
As I was the only one with the strength in my legs to get across to the cams, I exited the PVT rooms and sent them back to general chat.
We all hugged one last time before I sent the girls home, or at least back to their cam rooms.
"We'll have to do this again," I said as I sent them off.

The End.

Epilogue: Today.
I lost the damned teleport ability. I got greedy and tried to bring four girls in the same room on camera to me and overloaded the system. I fried two computers and a motherboard on the supercomputer. No matter how close to the original set-up I've created, I can't get it to work again.
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Prison Bitch

Okay. So I fucked up.
As they say, "Do the crime, do the time." So I am.
I'm not sure I deserved this, though.
It started the day I found a suitcase of money underneath the train seat as I journeyed home from work. I didn't know it was full of money. I just tried the latches to check to see if there were any I.D. documents in it to identify the owner.
The case was packed to the brim with large denomination notes.
Yes, I know. I should have handed the case to the nearest police station. But I was tempted, you know?
This wasn't the crime that had me sent away, though. It was what happened after.
You see, the case belonged to one of the local crime gangs.
I don't know how they found who took the case. If I had to guess, they either bribed or coerced someone in the security room to show them the train carriage's CCTV footage.
Someone was sent to 'encourage' me to hand over the case.
Now, I'm a pretty big guy. I stand 6ft. 4 in. (193 cm) and weigh a well-muscled 276 lb (125 kg). I've competed in Muay Thai tournaments professionally with some success.
I was able to 'persuade' this guy to leave me alone.
The gang sent four guys with knives, and guns, to retrieve their property.
All this did was convince me that if I could make them leave me alone, the money would be mine. It's not like they were going to call the cops, were they?
I dealt with these four guys and sent a message back. "Leave me alone, or I will come after you!"
Didn't work. Of course, it didn't. There was almost a quarter of a million dollars in that case. The gang was never going to give that up.
Besides, they couldn't have some 'civilian' stealing from them, now could they? What kind of message does that send?
Hey, I said I'm big and strong. I never said I was smart!
The gang sent a group to get me and retrieve their property. During this kerfuffle, I killed a man. I didn't mean to, but bad things happen when there are knives and guns.
They got their case back.
With my other... ummm... 'minor indiscretions', I faced the three-strike policy and got the mandatory 18 years.
I've done prison time before. It's not pleasant, but you keep your head down, keep to yourself, and mind your own business.
You become the proverbial three monkeys all in one. You hear no evil, see no evil, speak no evil.
I got through the first three years without a problem. There were a couple of minor confrontations with members of the gang who were inside with me. But, as I had stayed shtum on what the ruckus had been about, and because I had swiftly handled any attempted retaliation, plus they had the case, the gang, mostly, left me alone.
Everything was going fine until the fateful day arrived. I was sitting on my cell bed. I don't like heights, so I was happy to take the lower bed.
As I read my book, the cell door opened, and Sampson, one of the prison guards, came in. He was holding a computer tablet.
"Out!" The guard demanded of Jimmy, my cellmate.
My cellmate found somewhere else to be.
"Look what I found," he crowed.
"Your wife on all fours with a cock in every hole?" I ventured.
I really didn't like Sampson. He was a smug, pudgy bastard who mercilessly bullied the weaker prisoners but cowered around the strong ones. I was a strong one.
"That smart mouth of yours is going to get you an 'accidental stair fall' one day, Michael", Sampson snarled at me.
It's always Michael. Not Mike, nor Mikey, nor Mick. Always Michael. Got it? Don't forget.
"Maybe, Kid Sampson (a reference to a Catch-22 character that was a small weak kid). But not today, and not by you!" I sneered back.
Sampson placed the tablet in front of me. My blood ran cold. Somehow he had found one of my Biaustralia profiles.
I have a very deeply hidden secret. I like to crossdress. It's harmless fun. I like the pantomime of it.
When I 'dress', I go the whole hog. I completely shave down from head to toe. Wig on, make up. Stay-up stockings, 7 in. heels. Corset and control briefs. The briefs hide the 'bulge'.
Somehow, Sampson had found my MarieGoodTG profile along with the many pictures on it.
I tried to bluster my way out of it. "Who's that, Sampson? Your new girlfriend? Bit of a minger, isn't she?"
"It's definitely you," Sampson said. "You know how I can tell? These two moles right here."
He pointed to the two small moles on the right side of my nose and the two in the picture.
"Wait till I show this to the other guards and the rest of the inmates. What will they think when they find big, tough Michael is a fairy? A nancy boy? A knob gobbler?"
"I guess I'll have to belt a few of them to settle them back down, won't I?" I bluffed.
"You didn't refute being called a knob gobbler, Michael," Sampson pointed out. "Does big tough Michael like to suck cock?"
When I'm all dressed up, I instantly become a submissive cock sucking, anal loving whore. What's the point of getting yourself all dolled up and as feminine as possible if you're not going to play the female part?
Sampson studied the photo intently. "You know, Marie? You make quite an attractive woman. I'd probably quite enjoy getting a blow job from you."
"In your dreams and my nightmares, porky!" I blustered.
Sampson turned to look at me, then folded his arms across his chest. "I will come and get you around 11.00 pm tonight. I'll have everything you'll need to transform yourself to this," he tapped the tablet's screen. "Once you've made yourself all pretty, you can give me head and, maybe, I won't show this to everyone."
I may not be the sharpest tool in the shed, but I know how these things work. He was going to ask for more and more to keep my alter identity a secret until I became his owned bitch, but what choice did I have?
Once those pictures made it into prison distribution, I would be everybody's bitch.
Desperately trying to think of a way out, I tried, "Why don't I just belt you and take the tablet off you?"
"Do you think your profile can only be accessed from this device then, Michael? Are you really that stupid? No, go for it! Take a swing at me. I know at least 15 other officers that would love an excuse to beat your arse!"
There are always a few prison guards who like to take physical liberties with the prisoners. I had to 'explain' to a few of them they shouldn't try that with me.
"I'll see you at 11.00, Marie," Sampson sniggered as he wandered out.
I was fucked. Proverbially, and probably literally!
"What was that about?" My cellmate asked as he re-entered the cell.
"You know Sampson," I answered absently, still trying to think of a way out. "Does he need a reason to fuck with you?"
"He seemed pretty pleased with himself," Jimmy said.
"Probably glad I hadn't belted him," I replied.
Jimmy laughed.
The day dragged interminably.
The lights went out at 9.00 pm, as usual. I lay there in the dark, dreading what was to come.
There's no clock anywhere I can see, so it seemed an eternity had passed.
The cell door opened. "Assume the position, Michael," Sampson said. "You are required to accompany me."
I stood up and faced the wall, my hands going behind my back automatically. Sampson shackled my wrists and ankles. A chain stretched from my wrist cuffs to the bracelets around my ankles.
I followed Sampson out onto the dimly lit walkway. He led me down to the infirmary showers.
Before I could react, Sampson held his Taser against my balls and zapped me. I collapsed, quivering and twitching to the floor. Tears poured uncontrollably from my eyes.
"Just in case you think you can try something, Marie," Sampson told me smugly.
Not wanting to grovel in front of this pig of a man, I forced myself to stand.
"Any shit from you in the shower, and I'll zap your balls whilst they're naked and wet!" Sampson said menacingly.
Sampson took the restraints off and handed me a razor with a can of shaving foam.
"Get yourself shaved off, bitch," he told me.
"No way," I told him. "I can't go to the showers shaved. Everybody will know."
"Like a give a fuck!" came Sampson's reply. "You're going to be sucking a lot of cock, so you may as well get used to it!"
In desperation, I said, "Listen, Sampson. I'll dress up all pretty, I'll even let you fuck me in the ass, but you can't make me shave down. Everyone will see and laugh. I'll be the prison's bitch!"
"A good fate for you, I'd say," Sampson answered flatly. "Make you think about how disrespectful you've been to the other officers and me. Besides, nobody likes a hairy crossdresser! Now get to shaving. My cock needs attention, and I have a full load for you to swallow."
Without any other choice, I turned the shower on, lathered myself up, and shaved every inch of hair off.
I am a very hairy man, so it took a while.
Finishing, I turned to find Sampson stroking himself with his cock out. The pudgy bastard had a meagre 5 inches if that. His cock was as stiff as a board and had a thick bulbous head.
Tossing me a towel, Sampson handed me a long black wig, a corset, a pair of black stay-up stockings, and a pair of control briefs.
I donned these items and followed Sampson over to the basin mirror, where he handed me a basic makeup kit.
I was able to add some eyeliner, foundation, and blush to my face. As I've said, I like the pantomime of dressing, so I quite enjoyed dolling myself up. I carefully contoured my cheekbones and jawline to limit my masculinity as much as a man my size can.
Of course, Sampson had gotten me 'whore red' lipstick. Working carefully, I outlined my lips to make them look fuller and plumper, then filled them in.
I carefully positioned the wig on my now bald head.
Satisfied, I turned to find Sampson naked, sitting on a plastic chair, pulling on his erect cock.
"On your knees, bitch. Crawl across to daddy. Daddy needs his cock sucked." Sampson demanded of me.
Now I was dressed, my inner slut came rushing forward.
"Yes, daddy," I said in a low sultry voice. I ignored that Sampson would have been barely five years older than me.
I got down and began to crawl across to where Sampson was sitting. It felt so natural to be back on my knees, in front of a dominant man.
"I couldn't find any heels in your size, slut. Otherwise, I'd have you dressed like a complete whore." Sampson told me.
"Shoes of hollywood" came out of my mouth before I could even think.
Shaking his head, Sampson said, "Not so tough now, are we, my little bitch?"
"No, daddy," I replied meekly.
Pushing his hips to the edge of the seat, Sampson said, "Show me your oral skills, you cock sucker."
Eagerly I dipped my head forward and tasted the precum dripping from the eye of Sampson's cock.
Sampson was a smoker, so his secretions were bitter. I didn't care. It had been more than three years since I had cock in my mouth, and I was going to devour it!
Effortlessly, I accepted all of Sampson's length into my mouth. He wasn't long enough to reach my gag reflex, so deep throating him was a cinch.
Bobbing my head back and forth, I sucked his entire length, then let all but the head out before swirling my tongue around his glans and lapping at the precum dotting the eye of his penis.
Sampson stood up, "Fuck, you suck cock well, my little cum swallower. Daddy is going to choke you, then fill you full of cum."
Holding me by the back of my head and shoving his cock into my sucking mouth as firmly as he could, Sampson managed to force himself far enough in for his cock to brush my gag reflex.
It was more that it tickled than the pressure that caused me to retch. I'd gotten over having penises slide over my gag reflex years ago and can easily swallow up to 10 inches.
Making me retch pleased Sampson immensely. "Choke on daddy's cock, bitch. You love my big cock, don't you, slut?"
'Big cock?' I thought. 'It's barely a cocktail wiener!'
Two more pumps, and Sampson lost his load into my mouth.
I sucked everything up gleefully. It was still a bitter mixture, but I love cocks cumming in my mouth.
Tipping my head back so Sampson could see, I opened my mouth, swirled his cum around, and then swallowed it.
Shoving me brutally away, Sampson sneered, "Get away from me, you fucking queer. Real men don't need faggoty queens anywhere near them!"
'Except when they're horny and want their cocks sucked,' I thought and covered myself up for the beating I knew was coming.
Sure enough, Sampson sunk his prison guard issued steel cap work boot into my kidneys.
Kicking me again, Sampson demanded, "Clean the faggoty makeup off your face, and get the fuck back to your cell."
Hunched over, I staggered back to the showers.
I would be pissing blood tomorrow.
Sampson was looking for any excuse to beat me some more, so, despite the pain, I quickly washed down and got my prison uniform back on.
With the shackles on, I stumbled after Sampson to my cell.
Moving painfully inside, I collapsed onto my bed.
"Maybe you'll show the guards more respect, now, Michael," Sampson said to cover why he had taken me out of the cell.
The pain was so great I didn't sleep a wink that night.
Now I was dressed in 'drab' what we crossdressers call our male clothes, I felt humiliated and emasculated. It would not be a good idea to cross me today.
It started with Jimmy.
"What the fuck happened to your hair?" he asked, shocked at my appearance.
"I had chemotherapy last night. What the fuck do you think happened to my hair?" I snarled at him. "Sampson happened. That's what happened. Now get the fuck away from me!"
Noticing my grimace, Jimmy asked, "You alright, Michael? You don't look so well."
"Do you want me to show you how well I am by bouncing you around this fucking cell? I growled.
Knowing when to shut up, Jimmy picked up a book, turned his back, and pretended to read.
When the bell sounded and the doors opened, I steeled myself, pulled my shoulders back and head up and forced myself to stroll down to the dining hall.
As soon as I entered, the muttered comments started. It was like an approaching wave from behind. Every table I passed began whispering about my shaved head.
Taking my usual spot, I waited for Jimmy to bring my breakfast, as he always does. I protect him, and he acts as my valet. That's the deal.
Alonzo, a huge black man, who was my only real challenger as the hardest man in the prison block, grabbed my wrist and inspected my arm.
"Unless you're planning on losing a hand, I'd let the fuck go," I told him.
Alonzo raised an eyebrow and then grinned at me.
"Sampson happened?" He asked.
I nodded.
Alonzo and I get along well. He knows I have no interest in challenging him for superiority and that I'll back him in any confrontation.
"I'll see what I can do, babe," he said.
He has always called me 'babe', so there was no hidden meaning.
Nothing happened for almost a month. Most of my body hair had grown back.
I was hoping that Alonzo had managed to get Sampson to back off. He hadn't.
Sampson appeared at my cell late one night.
We went through the same pretence.
When I got to the showers, there was another guard.
"What's going on, Sampson?" I asked.
"Terry, here, needs a blow job, too. His wife won't put out anymore."
"Why would he think he could get one from me?" I asked, refusing to accept the inevitable.
Sampson waved the tablet, "He thinks you're prettier than his wife," he guffawed.
Staring at the abyss, I tried to make a stand. "Maybe I should just belt the fuck out of the pair of you to convince you otherwise," I threatened.
"We were hoping you'd feel that way," Sampson said, grinning.
I got two Tasers to the balls.
Convulsing and vomiting, I was slow to regain my senses.
Tossing a razor and a can of foam beside my prone form, Sampson demanded, "Hurry the fuck up and get yourself dolled up. My balls ache."
I did as before. Sampson had provided the 7 in heels, this time. He'd gotten some breast forms for in the corset, too.
As soon as I had finished making myself up and inserted the breast forms, my inner slut raged through me.
Swinging my hips lasciviously, I swayed into the change room.
"Hello, boys," I crooned, "Does someone in here need their cock sucked?"
Terry and Sampson were both naked on plastic chairs. Sampson was already hard, but Terry was only at 'half-mast', so I knelt before him first.
Placing my hands on the armrests, I formed my lips into an 'O', then took the head of his cock into my mouth.
Terry was only marginally bigger than Sampson, so I effortlessly swallowed him whole.
Flattening my tongue against Terry's shaft, I sucked firmly and bobbed my head up and down, ensuring that the exquisite part, just below the eye of his penis, was in contact with my tongue the whole time.
Terry grabbed my head and began to hump at my sucking orifice. "Fuck me!" He moaned. "She's as good as you said she was!"
"I'm going to try her ass," Sampson stated.
That wasn't part of our deal, but with my inner slut raging, I didn't care. I wanted to be fucked!
Alternating deep throating with swirling my tongue around the head of Terry's penis, I soon had him teetering on the edge of an orgasm.
Sampson had moved behind me. I felt his chubby hands on my hips as he pulled my control briefs down. My balls fell into view.
"I don't want to see those disgusting things," he complained. "Reach back and cup them up out of the way."
Moaning around Terry's cock, I complied.
Sampson spat on his hand and smeared it over the bulbous head of his cock.
Positioning himself at my ass, he found he couldn't reach it. He was too short, and his cock was too small.
Sampson smacked my ass, "Spread your knees and lower yourself down, slut. Daddy needs to fuck your ass!"
I quickly lowered my ass. My pucker hole was clenching and opening in anticipation.
I felt Sampson's dick at the entrance to my man cunt. Holding my hips, he brutally ripped me back and thrust his hips forward.
The bulbous head of his cock tore through my knot and into my colon.
With an almost womanly squeal, I clenched my ring down on Sampson's cock and bucked back at him.
"You even scream like a bitch," Sampson muttered.
Smacking my ass continuously, Sampson sawed his cock in and out of my rear fuck hole.
He wasn't long enough to reach my prostate, but the ass smacks were delectable. Before long, I was nearing orgasm.
Cupping Terry's balls, I bobbed my head faster and more insistently, up and down his cock. I pulled his balls gently down. This stretched the skin on that sensitive spot below the eye and added an extra dimension to the pleasure from my tongue.
Sampson was panting and grunting at my ass. I could tell he was about to cum. Wanting to be filled from both ends simultaneously, I furiously worked my tongue around Terry's glans.
With a stifled grunt from Terry, his cock spat into my greedily sucking mouth. Spurt after spurt was welcomed down my throat. It was a little salty with a pleasant, sweet aftertaste.
With another, extra hard, smack to my ass, Sampson unloaded inside my colon.



Feeling his cum splashing inside my bowel sent me over the edge. With another high pitched squeal, I came, my dick shooting cum onto the floor.
Both men stormed to their feet.
I quickly covered my head and scrunched up into a ball.
"That fucking faggot squirted on my boots, Sampson! Make the queer lick it off!"
Sinking a boot into my exposed balls, causing me to retch and almost vomit, Sampson demanded, "Crawl over and lick his boots clean, you fucking queerbo!"
I quickly complied, hoping to avoid further beatings. It was a forlorn hope. As soon as Terry's boots were cleaned to his satisfaction, he and Sampson whaled into me. I was punched and kicked repeatedly.
I don't know how long I survived before I passed out.
Geoffrey, the morning nurse, found me naked but still made up.
Helping me onto a trolley, he rolled me into the infirmary. With surprising gentleness, Geoffrey cleaned my makeup off. He cleaned the blood from the various cuts and scrapes and rubbed soothing ointment into my bruises.
Geoffrey handed me a cup of water and two painkillers, "If you're going to make yourself up like a girl and bring men in here, you need to pick your johns more carefully. I can probably cover this one up for you, for a price, but I won't be able to too often."
Groaning, I knew what the price would be. "Can you please wait until I can breathe without pain before getting your blow job?" I begged.
"Only if I can bring the outfit I want you to wear," Geoffrey stated.
I nodded painfully.
"Good girl," he told me as he patted my shoulder.
The painkillers kicked in, and I drifted off to la-la land.
I spent two days in the infirmary as my body recuperated from its beating.
I had been lucky. Either that, or neither Sampson nor Terry wanted to mess my face up. Who wants to get a blow job from a deformed crossdresser?
I didn't see, nor hear from, either Sampson or Terry, but I'm sure word was spreading.
It may have only been paranoia, but I'm sure that more and more of the guards looked at me with knowing eyes every day.
A week passed without incident. Only Jimmy noticed that I was even more quiet and aloof than usual.
"You doing okay, Michael?" He asked.
"18 years is a long time, is all," I told him.
Another of the prison guards fetched me after lunch one day. "The infirmary nurse says you need to come in for a follow-up check on your injury," he said.
Sighing, I replied, "I don't suppose I could just say I feel fine, and you'd leave it at that, would you, Boss?"
The guard shrugged, "I couldn't give a fuck if you live or die, but I don't want to have to do the paperwork if you die, so off we go, boyo!"
I followed him down to the infirmary. Geoffrey was waiting for me.
He slipped the guard $50, "If you'd like to wait outside, I'd appreciate it," he said.
The guard looked at the $50, shrugged his shoulders, and replied, "On your head."
"We've got about an hour," Geoffrey said. "Don't worry about shaving your body. It is close enough. Shave your face and get yourself made up."
He handed me a more extensive makeup kit than I had used for Sampson.
It didn't take me long to do a full makeup job.
I saw Geoffrey's hand appear from behind the ajar door in the mirror. He held a skimpy bright yellow dress, a black sheer bra and thong set, some filled water balloons to use as breasts, and a long blonde wig.
The door closed momentarily before it reopened, and a pair of thigh-high 7 in. heeled boots appeared.
Dressing quickly, I tucked my cock and balls behind my thighs and then minced out into the infirmary.
Fuck me. There were three people out there. Geoffrey, another male, and one of the female nurses. A bigger buxom girl about 50 years old.
"I invited some friends to the party," Geoffrey smiled.
My inner slut ignited. Licking my lips salaciously, I said, "I will let you all fuck me as long as you promise to cum inside me."
"Deal!" Geoffrey exalted.
He led me over to an examination table. Pushing on my shoulders, he had me lying face down, with my hips and upper body on the table. My feet, in the 7 in. heels, were splayed and on the floor.
The female nurse climbed onto the examination table, hoisted her uniform up, and shoved her hairy cunt into my face. Grabbing me by the back of the head, Sylvia, by her name tag, ground her twat against my mouth and tongue.
It was a nice change from cock!
Sylvia was controlling the action. I couldn't see nor move with my face pressed tightly against her pussy, so I licked everything I could reach feverishly. I was rewarded with a long, drawn-out moan.
Someone took my hand and wrapped it around their cock. I eagerly stroked it. Gripping the skin below the head firmly, I tugged gently on it.
The hem of the dress, which didn't even go close to covering my ass cheeks, was lifted, and my thong was moved aside. I felt a warm breath on my ass before a tongue delved between my ass cheeks.
Now that was fucking good!
The invading tongue probed around my rosebud and tried to force itself inside.
Taking a deep breath before sighing it out, I relaxed my sphincter and welcomed the moist warm tongue into my ass.
The exhaled sigh blew across Sylvia's clitoris. With a groan, Sylvia pressed me more firmly against her twat. My mouth was over her clitoris. Sucking that delicious pleasure nub into my mouth, I swirled my tongue over and around it.
Sylvia stiffened, then exploded into the first of many orgasms she would have that afternoon.
Sylvia was a squirter. Her juices flowed over my tongue and down my chin. I eagerly lapped up as much of her sweet nectar as I could.
The tongue in my ass was replaced with a finger, quickly followed by another when the owner found my ass readily accepted the first one. The fingers probed into my ass and found my prostate.
A surprised grunt escaped my mouth.
The sharp exhalation of breath from my grunt blew across Sylvia's clit. She popped, then squirted again.
Having my prostate fingered soon had me dripping precum. The cock in my hand was removed, and a mouth found my turgid member.
I have a solid 7 inches of cock. The mouth's owner was able to swallow it all.
It was my turn to moan, but the fingers and mouth were removed just as I was about to blow.
"No cumming just yet, pretty girl," Geoffrey admonished me.
Sylvia climbed off the table. The other male took her place.
He shoved his cock rudely into my mouth. I did not mind one bit! I sucked as much of his shaft into my mouth as I could reach. Realising I could easily accept more, the cock's owner scooted forward on the table.
Revelling in my ability to swallow even huge cocks, I allowed the cock deeper and deeper until my lips were pressed against the owner's abdomen.
"Fuck, you've found a top-notch cocksucker here, Geoffrey," the man groaned.
"Prison is always the best place to find gifted cocksuckers," Geoffrey told him.
Geoffrey had Sylvia bent over one of the other tables and was pounding her ass just as hard as he could. Sylvia was obviously an experienced anal exponent as she hadn't twitched or moaned as Geoffrey rammed his dick into her ass.
Watching Geoffrey's long thin dick vigorously shafting Sylvia's anal passage had my mouth watering in anticipation. I wanted that cock!
The man I was sucking pushed me off his cock.
"Time to try your boy pussy," he told me.
"Yes, please, Sir," I begged him. "Fill this slut girl with cock!"
Sylvia groaned at my words and pushed back harder at the cock in her arse.
Holding his cock in his hand, Geoffrey's friend rubbed the head across my still wet rosebud. Homing in on the centre, he held my hip and then gently but firmly pushed the head of his cock through my sphincter.
I moaned with delight as his cock slid through my knot and deep into my shithole.
This man was bigger than Sampson and Terry but not as long as Geoffrey. He had a wider circumference than Geoffrey, though. As his hips came in contact with my ass cheeks, the tip of his cock scraped across my prostate.
Jumping in ecstasy, I moved my hips forward as far as the table would allow me, then slammed back at him. Geoffrey's friend got the hint. Gripping my ass cheeks firmly, he began to fuck me.
Whenever his pelvis hit my ass, his cock scraped across my prostate, and I would jump, then hump back at him.
The head of my rampantly hard cock banged against the examination table as Geoffrey's friend drove into me. Added to the prostate scraping, this stimulation had me back on the edge of cumming.
Geoffrey noticed that I was about to blow, "Hurry up and cum in her ass before she loses her load," he instructed his friend.
No oo," I protested. "I need to cum!"
"You'll cum when I tell you you can, my little bitch," Geoffrey told me.
"Yes, sir," I answered submissively.
With a partly strangled moan, Geoffrey's friend pulled out of my ass and shot his load onto my lower back.
"Get up on the table and on your back, slut," Geoffrey instructed me.
I was quick to follow instructions.
As soon as I was on my back, Sylvia climbed onto the table, straddled me, and lowered her juicy cunt onto my cock."
Bliss! Pure bliss! I hadn't had vaginal sex since being arrested for murder. My lawyer was able to have it pleaded down to involuntary manslaughter, which is why I was facing 'only' 18 years.
Sylvia's pussy was soaking wet, as well as red hot. It would be challenging to abide by Geoffrey's 'no cumming' edict. Fortunately, her cunt wasn't particularly tight, so I believed I could manage.
With her hands in the middle of my 'boobs', Sylvia rode my cock as if she was a rodeo rider on a bucking bronco. Lifting her hips until my 7-inch cock was almost out of her cunt, Sylvia would slam herself back down and then repeat.
Geoffrey grabbed me behind my knees. Grunting with the effort, he dragged Sylvia and me until my legs were off the table and my ass cheeks on the edge.
Lifting my legs and draping them over his shoulders, Geoffrey pointed his thin, 8-inch cock at my ass ring. Before I knew what he was doing, Geoffrey buried himself nuts deep in my boy cunt.
Unlike the previous users of my man pussy here in prison, Geoffrey's longer dick hit my prostate immediately. I twitched and thrust up at Sylvia. As I thrust up, she was coming down, so our pelvises met with a solid smack sound. Sylvia seemed to like this. She moaned and instructed me to do it again.
We built a rhythm. Geoffrey would stroke into me, I would twitch and hump up at Sylvia, and she would slam herself down on me.
Just as I thought it couldn't get any better, I felt a cock poking at my cheek.
The second man in the room, I never did learn his name, had dragged a chair over to kneel on and wanted his cock sucked.
That his dick had recently been in my arse didn't bother me. I turned my head, opened my mouth and willingly let him slip in. He held my head firmly before face fucking me brutally.
He was thrusting so forcefully and quickly that I struggled to keep up. Grabbing breaths as I could around his pounding meat. I stopped trying to lick his cock. I just waited passively for him to cum so that I could swallow his ball juice.
Sylvia popped first. With a satisfied groan, she shuddered to a momentary stop, with only the tip of my cock inside her. Her womanly cum gushed from inside her cunt and over my shaft and balls.
She twitched up and down twice more, squirting only a little less profusely each time.
The cock in my mouth was next. Squeezing my head forcefully against his pelvis, with all of his cock in my mouth, Geoffrey's friend dumped a load down my throat. His cock was so deep in my throat that I missed tasting his seed, and I moaned in disappointment.
"Listen to the slut moan," Geoffrey said. "She's gagging for it! I'm going to fill her shithole full of cum."
I shuddered in anticipation.
I tried to hurry Geoffrey over the edge by clenching and unclenching my ass on his long thin dick. I wanted him to cum in my ass. I wanted to feel it splash inside me. All thoughts of my masculinity had disappeared in the euphoria of playing the willing slut for 'daddy'.
Gripping my ass cheeks firmly, so firmly he would leave ten fingerprint bruises on me, Geoffrey slammed into my ass four more times before squirting his seed deep into my gripping rear fuck hole.
Having his cum splash over my prostate drove me wild, and I began to shoot cum out onto my stomach.
"Fuck me, Geoffrey," the man said. "The fucking fairy just came from being sodomised! When you said you had a hot crossdressing slut for me to try, I expected a fat hairy poof in drag. What a delight to find an experienced Tgirl who knows how to dress and play the part.
You should probably rent her out! I'm sure plenty here would love to have a chop at her."
Dressed as I was, I would probably have been willing. But I had 15 more years to get through, and I didn't want to spend them as the prison's bitch.
Letting his cock slide from my ass, Geoffrey said, "The hour is almost up, Michael. You'd better have a shower and get changed. Leave the outfit in the change room. I'll pick it up after you've left.
It was nice to get something out of being used. It was very nice not to be beaten to a bloodied mess after!
I was escorted back to my cell by a different guard.
On the way, this guard, Stephen, according to his name badge, brazenly asked, "I hear rumours you're a queer boy, Michael, is that true? You like to dress in women's clothing?"
"Why, Stephen? Are you looking for some ass?" I retorted.
Stephen blushed, "I just couldn't believe Michael O'Loughlin was a fairy, so I'm asking, okay?"
"Unless you're wanting to fuck a man in the ass, what does it matter?" I sneered.
Blushing furiously, Stephen said, "I guess it doesn't. Let's just drop it!"
"Good idea," I replied. "I'd hate to have to crack your head."
I was in deep shit and knew it. If rumours were percolating through the guards, it would only be a matter of days, if not hours, before the prisoners would hear them, too.
Things drifted along for about three months. Once every 7 to 10 days, Sampson would appear at my cell after lights out and escort me to the showers in the infirmary. There was a new guard with him every time.
After I had serviced both cocks, I was often beaten by the pair of them. Other times, the other guard would slink, embarrassedly, away as Sampson beat me for being a 'queer', a 'faggot', or a 'gaybo', and that real men like him didn't need no 'queer boy' spoiling their view.
It had gotten so bad that I was perpetually covered in fresh and faded bruises.
Even Jimmy noticed, "I thought you dished out the beatings, Michael," he said facetiously. "I didn't think you took them?"
"I'm hearing you say, 'I'd like a beating, please, Michael,'" I snarled at him.
Undeterred, Jimmy followed up with, "The guards tell me you're a crossdressing pooftah, Michael. That you like to dress up all girlie and suck cocks. Some even say that you've given them a blowjob. Others say they've fucked you in the ass as you squealed like a girl."
"That does it!" I exploded. "Call the fucking paramedics because you're going to fucking need them."
I advanced on Jimmy angrily.
The door to my cell opened.
"Leave him alone, Michael," Sampson drawled. "Assume the position."
With no other choice, I turned to the wall and put my hands behind my back.
Full of dread, I followed Sampson along the walkway. He didn't take me to the infirmary showers as I expected.
"Where are you taking me, Kid Sampson?" I sneered. "Got us a motel room, have you?"
You'll see." He replied. "I don't think you're going to like it."
Unlocking the door to the internal exercise yards, Sampson took my shackles off and pushed me through.
Looking around as I staggered into the sunlight, I understood why I wasn't going to like it. This was the area, and the time, reserved for the absolute scum of any prison system: the rapists, the molesters, the granny bashers, the rock spiders.
What the fuck was I doing in here? Like virtually every other inmate, I would bash, trip up, and assault these creeps whenever I got the chance.
Except for one, all CCTV cams turned to the wall and 'died', their lenses pointing downward.
There is a disproportionate number of 'bull queens' among this despicable group. Bull queens are gay men who like to dominate, rape and humiliate other inmates.
When 12 of them, with leering smiles on their faces, moved toward me, I knew what I was doing in there. Sampson had thrown me to the hyenas. That was why the cams had died. Word had been given to the queens that I was fair game.
Not waiting, I attacked. I had three of them out of the game before they had time to react. Two of them jumped on my back. One hit a wall with a sickening thud as I bodily threw him over my shoulder. I broke the nose of the other with a vicious backhand punch.
People don't understand how Muay Thai works. In boxing, they come at you with two weapons. Even kickboxing only uses 4. With Muay Thai, everything you have is a weapon. Fingers, thumbs, hands, fists, edges of hands, forearms, elbows, upper arms, shoulders, your body, your chest, all parts of both legs, and all of your foot, can be used to do damage.
Three more went down. I'd taken out 8 of the 12 sent to attack me.
I thought I was going to make it out, but Sampson had other ideas. Quietly opening the door he had shoved me through, Sampson tasered the back of my neck.
Flip-flopping, I crashed to the ground. My limbs utterly useless from the electric shock spasms.
Four was enough to carry me across to one of the tables.
Helpless to resist, my prison trousers and underpants were ripped down.
Barry, the queen of the queens, slapped his dick against my face until I became aware of him.
Holding a shiv in front of my eyes, he began to pull the front of his pants down.
"I'm going to shove my cock in your mouth, Marie," he told me. "If you try and resist, I will give you a 'Joker' smile from ear to ear, do you hear?"
"Cut me as you will, you fucking rock spider. I'm going to bite, then rip off anything that goes in my mouth," I spat at him. "If you don't believe me, stick your cock in my mouth first. Show these animals how brave you are!"
Three of the men I had dropped joined the four holding me.
Barry hesitated. "Fuck it. I'll use your ass, instead," he muttered.
Moving between my spread thighs, Barry positioned his cock at my starfish. I have no idea how 'big' Barry was, but the head of his cock felt enormous against my dry ass. Not even bothering to spit on his cock, or my ass, Barry tore into me.
I bit down on the inside of my lip hard. There was no way I was giving this scum sucker the satisfaction of knowing he was hurting me.
Grunting like the pig he was, Barry fucked my dry ass raw. Every thrust into my bowel hurt like he was tearing me apart. Every pull back ripped at my innards like fishhooks.
He didn't, or couldn't, last long. With a couple more shuddering thrusts, Barry unloaded the first of seven loads into my ass I would be forced to take.
As soon as he came, another took his place.
Barry walked around in front of me. Grabbing a handful of hair, he hauled my head up and back.
Rubbing his cock across my face, he said, "Feel your shit and blood on your cheeks, Marie Slutgirl. If you'd sucked me, I would have been lubricated, and it wouldn't have hurt so much."
Shaking my head to escape the grasping hand, I viciously snapped my teeth at his cock. I almost had the bastard, too. Unfortunately, my closing jaw only grazed the tip of his cock.
Jumping back, Barry told a glam queen (one who likes to dress en femme) called Mitzy to "Get between his legs and bite his ball sack. Teach the queer to not bite the hand that's feeding him!"



Straining my biceps down and pushing my knees up for all I was worth, I almost shook off the four guys holding me. Just as I was about to break free, I felt a mouth sucking my balls into it.
Mitzy clamped down with her teeth.
No matter how I tried, I couldn't stop the scream wailing from me.
That's it, you fucking queer! Scream like the bitch you are!" Someone said gleefully.
Gratefully, I passed out.
I came to on a hospital trolley. Geoffrey was pushing, and Sylvia walked beside him.
"If you're going to service the bull queens, Michael, take some lube, or at least, lube your ass before you go out there." He muttered at me
I tried to say, "You think I wanted this?" But I passed out again.
As I drifted down, I heard Sylvia say, "I didn't realise he was a poofter. I thought he was a transvestite."
Most transvestites still consider themselves 'straight' or 'transbian' (only willing to have sex with women or other trans people).
The encounter with the bull queens cost me two weeks in the prison hospital. I had surgery to repair a torn colon and a ruptured testicle.
Sampson collected me when I was discharged.
As I walked gingerly into the office area, I heard Geoffrey say, "If you want anything from him, it will have to be a blow job. You can't be in his ass for at least another 14 days."
Shuffling painfully behind Sampson, I made it back to my cell. All of my stuff had been swept off the table into a corner. Jimmy had put his things in their place. As soon as Sampson left, I 'explained' to Jimmy that he shouldn't have done that.
Hey, I may not be able to beat off 12 bull queens, but one weedy guy is not a problem.
"You act tough, Michael, but I know you're nothing but a cock sucking faggot!" Jimmy said defiantly.
I advanced on him to 'dissuade' him from calling me that again.
"Touch me, and I'll tell Sampson to throw you to the queens again," Jimmy warned. "He and I are best pals, now. Do not touch me, ever!"
"Good luck without my protection," I snarled back. "The queens prefer easy meat to ones that fight back!"
Jimmy paled. "Maybe I was hasty," he said.
"Too fucking late," I screamed. "I hope the fucking queens tear your bony ass to shreds!"
Two days later I got a 'new fish'. Jimmy had been moved to 'safer' lodgings.
Of course, my new cellmate was gay. Sampson wasn't going to miss a chance to rub my nose in the role he had me trapped in. Sandy had the mistaken belief I'd want to blow him, maybe even fuck him. It took three separate 'conversations' to persuade him otherwise.
When I'm dressed, I like cocks in me. I have no desire, or interest, in topping another male. If I'm lucky enough to find a feminine presenting sexual partner when dressed, I will top. I'm a total bottom with men, and only when 'dressed'.
"I don't know what your problem is, Michael," Sandy whined. "Sampson told me what you are. He even showed me some footage of you being serviced by the queens. So don't tell me you don't like cock."
"Did he also tell you I put seven of those queens in the infirmary?" I asked. "You could be the eighth!"
"I will laugh my head off when Sampson throws you to the bull queens again. Hell, I might even ask if I can join them," Sandy told me.
"You'd better learn to sleep with both eyes open if you do," I told him ominously. "I've got 15 more years to do, and I'm not going to make it. I may as well add another 25 to life by offing you."
Sandy blanched, "You're fucking insane," he gasped.
"Best remember that, and maybe you'll survive bunking with me."
Lying on my bunk bed, staring at the mattress above me, I realised the truth of what I'd said to Sandy. I wasn't going to make another 15 years of this. I'm only in my early 30s, so I wasn't worried about my ability to physically handle any confrontation, but I couldn't fight both the guards and the bull queens at once.
The night of my 14-day reprieve, Sampson collected me.
"Have fun sucking cock and being fucked, Marie," Sandy smugly intoned.
It was all I could do not to let my shoulders slump in despair.
Forcing myself to walk as confidently and casually as I could in shackles, I followed Sampson down through the prison. He didn't lead me to showers. Instead, he took me to the guards' rec room and rest area. There is an accommodation set up for the guards doing the back to back 12 hour overnight shifts.
Six guards were lounging around the rec area.
"Michael O'Loughlin is your crossdressing fairy, Sampson?" One of them asked. He held up a picture from my MarieGoodTg profile. "You're saying this is him?"
"You'll see," Sampson told him. "He's quite sexy all dolled up."
"He'd fucking better be," the guard said. "I gave up a morning shift for this. I'm not fucking some big hairy man!"
Sampson unshackled me and pushed me into the bathroom. Everything I needed to transform myself was in there.
Forty-five minutes later, shaved from head to toe. Spiky black wig on. Fully made up with full bee-sting lips. Wearing a corset with breast inserts of 18 DD, thigh-high platform fuck me boots, and a tiny leather miniskirt, and with my cock and balls tucked up against my perineum inside a tight pair of control briefs, I strutted back into the rec area.
The doubtful guard, Stephen, broke the silence that greeted me.
"Fuck me!" He gaped. "What a transformation!"
He was grabbing his groin salaciously.
"Like what you see, boys?" I purred. "Then come and get it!"
I knelt on the floor and was surrounded by six guys with their cocks out.
"Back off, Bozos," Sampson demanded. "I brought this cocksucker. I get first use!"
I swallowed all of Sampson in one swift gulp. My lips pressed firmly against his hairy pelvis, I greedily sucked on his stiff cock. Backing off a little, I swirled my tongue around Sampson's bulbous head before sliding my lips back down to his pubic bone.
Cupping his saggy balls in my left hand, I wrapped my right around the base of Sampson's shaft. This left only the head of Sampson's dick still in reach of my eagerly questing tongue.
This was unacceptable. I changed to circling the base with my thumb and forefinger.
Tugging forcefully, I milked Sampson for all he was worth. Pulling his shaft up as I slid my lips down and pulling back as I slid up had Sampson spurting into my warm wet mouth all too soon for my liking.
Swallowing quickly, I grabbed Terry's hips. He had been standing next to Sampson. Pulling him toward me, I devoured all of him next.
Hands found mine and pulled them off of Terry, a cock was placed in both.
Wanking the two cocks in my hands, I furiously bobbed on Terry's dick. He lasted no longer than Sampson. I delightedly swallowed his load, too.
Smacking my lips, I felt another cock nudging my cheek. Turning my head, I accepted a third cock into my voracious mouth.
The owner of this dick was Stephen. He groaned in ecstasy as all of his 6.5 inches (I guessed) slid passed my gag reflex and into the back of my throat.
"Fucking awesome, Sampson!" Stephen crowed. "She's as pretty as you say and gives head better than anyone I've ever had!"
I glowed from the praise and redoubled my efforts to bring the cock in my mouth and the cocks in my hands to fruition.
A hand grabbed my stroking forearm. "Take me in your mouth, I'm about to cum." The hand's owner demanded.
Turning, I willingly let whoever it was, shove his length into me. I thought he was the biggest yet, close to 7 inches long and thick. My boy cunt clenched in anticipation of receiving this beautiful item. I hoped this guard had some staying power and would want to fuck me after getting his cock blown.
Letting the latest load slide down my larynx, I returned to sucking Stephen.
I felt his cock stiffen and grow in my mouth and paused, waiting eagerly to receive another load of creamy man juice.
Instead of cumming in my mouth, Stephen pushed me off his member.
"Get her up on the table. I'm going to try her ass," he requested of the other guys.
"Not before me," Sampson butted in.
"She's your meat, Sampson," Stephen answered. "Enjoy yourself!"
The slut in me loved being referred to as 'meat'. Cock meat, slut meat, meat meant to be used by dominant men for their pleasure. That was me in that instant.
Hands dragged me to my feet and bent me face down across the dining room table. Once placed there, I didn't resist or move, so the guards didn't hold me down.
My control briefs were tugged down, and my cock and balls sprung into view.
Sampson kidney punched me. "Cup those fucking disgusting things out of sight, you dumb cunt," he yelled at me. "How many times do I have to tell you? Nobody wants to see balls on their woman."
"I do," someone muttered from the back.
Sampson kicked my feet apart until I was low enough for the short fat bastard to fuck. He pointed the head of his cock at my asshole.
"Hang on, Sampson," Stephen said. "If you dry fuck her, you'll tear her open again, and no one else will get a go at her."
Sampson moved back far enough for Stephen to pour some cooking oil on my crack. Shoving a finger rudely into me, he greased my ass to ready it for penetration.
Retaking his position at my ass, Sampson grabbed my hips and slammed into me as hard as he possibly could.
The bull queens had brutally raped my ass. Comparatively, Sampson was a finger to a fist, and he slid easily into me.
Cocks were placed in my hands again, and I jerked on them gleefully.
I was being used by dominant men as a wanton slut. I was in pure heaven.
Sampson lasted no longer in my ass than he had in my mouth. With a grunt, less than 90 seconds after entering me, he pulled out and came onto my back.
Stephen instantly took his place.
Stephen's cock slipped in, balls deep, as quickly as Sampson's had. Cooking oil was turning out to be an excellent lubricant.
Taking long, forceful thrusts, Stephen ploughed my ass for ages. As he slid the last inch or so into me, the head of his cock scraped across my prostate. My grunts matched his, and my dick went harder than advanced calculus.
Just as I thought I had to cum from the exquisite feelings Stephen was giving me, he grunted one last time before pulling out and spraying his jism on top of the load Sampson had already deposited.
A moan of disappointment escaped my lips.
"That fucking slut is gagging for it!" Someone observed.
"I'm getting on the table to fuck its mouth," said another.
A cock was soon being wiped across my lips. Licking my lips, I encouraged it into my mouth by flicking my tongue over the head and around the glans.
Two thighs slid past my ears, and my mouth was filled with cock. This one was even bigger than the 7-inch one I had sucked earlier. I deep-throated this one, too. My nose was being tickled by pubic hair once more as I accepted all of the cock down my throat.
"Fuck, what a slut," the owner of the latest cock said. "No one has ever deep throated me before!"
I felt a swell of pride in my chest, so I swiftly bobbed my head up and down this shaft. I wanted to feel this man's gooey essence filling my oral cavity as soon as possible.
"My turn at her ass," the guard with the 7-inch cock said." Bill, I think his name was.
I had been too busy salivating over the cocks in front of me to pay attention to the name tags.
Bill's dick slid into me. Being that little bit bigger than the others, it hit my prostate gland immediately. I moaned around the cock in my mouth and shoved my ass back at the invader.
"That's it, slut. Beg for daddy's big dick." Bill demanded.
Letting the cock in my mouth drop momentarily out, I turned and moaned at Bill, "Fuck me, daddy. Fuck your princess with your big daddy cock. It feels so good to finally have a cock big enough to give me pleasure in my dirty fuck hole."
I caught the murderous looks Sampson and Terry shot me. I had fucked up big and was going to be punished. But that was in the future. For now, there were still four more cocks that I wanted to make cum in me yet.
I turned back to the cock that was poking at my cheek.
Letting my saliva smear over this cock, I grasped it in my hand and, with a twisting motion as I stroked it, began to suck and milk it. Keeping the shaft, and my hand wet, by swallowing all of the shaft and letting my saliva drool over it, I quickly worked the cock's owner into an orgasmic frenzy.
Slamming his cock into my mouth whilst holding my head tightly, the guard on the table grabbed his balls and stretched them downward. This tightened the skin on that exquisite spot just under the eye of his large cock. It slid across my moist tongue as he drove into me.
With an explosive gasp of breath, the guard pulled out of my slurping mouth, held his cock by the shaft, and sprayed my face with cum. I opened my mouth wide and joyfully received two or three spurts into it.
I licked every bit of cum I could reach with my tongue and gobbled it down.
Watching me receive a face full of cum sent Bill over the edge.
Unlike the others, he shoved his cock in until his balls were against my ass, smacked my ass, and then shot his load inside me.
Feeling the forceful squirts blasting across my prostate blew me off the scale. Moaning and groaning and begging to be fucked some more, my dick started spewing cum on the floor under the table in ropey sheets.
"The fucking queer has cum from being arse fucked," Terry said in disgust.
Two more cocks were shoved into me, replacing the spent ones. Neither of them lasted long. I received another load in my ass, and more cum covered my face.
I was surprised the beatings didn't immediately start.
Instead, Bill helped me down from the table and supported me to the showers.
Sampson started to bluster, but Bill crossed his arms and stood in front of the door.
"Not this time, Sampson," he said. "She deserves to be unharmed for tonight's performance."
Seething, Sampson said, "You her protector now, Bill? Got a soft spot for the faggoty queer, have you?"
"No," Bill emphasised, "Do as you want tomorrow, but tonight the girl gets a free pass. She's earned it."
I knew I had to get the fuck out of there and back to my cell before Bill decided a confrontation with Sampson was a winless affair and abandoned me to them.
Less than 60 seconds passed, and I was back in uniform, standing facing the wall, waiting to be shackled for the journey back to the cells.
Muttering the whole way about 'uppity faggots' and 'snotty queers', Sampson roughly manhandled me back to my cell.
"I'll get you for this, you fucking poof," Sampson warned me.
I knew I was fucked, so I may as well go down swinging, right?
"It's not my fault you have a tiny dick, Kid Sampson." I taunted. "Maybe if you didn't rub it so much, you wouldn't have erased half of it."
Sampson held the Taser to my balls until I collapsed and passed out.
I woke in agony to the morning bell.
With unexpected kindness, Sandy was washing my face.
"You've left eyeliner and lipstick on, Michael," he said. "If you don't get rid of it, there will be hell."
Grateful, I let Sandy clean my face. I even let him kiss me after he had finished.
"I can't decide if what you said to Sampson was the bravest or stupidest thing I've ever heard, Michael, but you know he has to get you for good now, right?"
I nodded.
The cell doors opened. No matter how hard I tried to make myself, I simply couldn't swagger down to the dining hall for breakfast. My balls ached abysmally. It was worse than having them kicked repeatedly when playing rugby.
My face grey, I made it my usual spot. Jimmy was sitting in it. His eyes taunted me, 'what was I going to do about it?'
Taking a deep breath and accepting what I knew would happen, I backhanded him off the seat and onto the floor.
At least a dozen of Sampson's jailhouse flunkies jumped me. Using all of my skills and in total agony the whole time, I fought them off.
The tables are bolted to the floor, as are the chairs, so there was only limited space for these pricks to come at me. Four of them went down to well-placed blows almost immediately. Two more were quick to follow.
The bull queens joined the fray.
Someone ran into my back. Despite the pain flaring in my balls and gut, I spun swiftly to deal with this new threat. It was Alonzo.
"I got your back, Michael," he said, "let's fuck a few of these cunts up."
Between us, we had five more down, but, of course, Sampson couldn't let me have the win. The sirens and whistles started, and more than 40 guards stormed into the hall, complete with riot gear.
Everyone, except Alonzo and me, hit the floor. The guards skirted around Alonzo. Even though I was standing passively, I received a truncheon to the middle of my back, my kidneys, the backs of my knees, and, mercifully, to the back of my head.
I collapsed bonelessly to the floor.
I woke in the prison hospital. Both wrists were cuffed to the bed. I had been out for three days. The truncheon had cracked my skull, and I'd had a slight brain bleed.
Geoffrey was looking at me when I opened my eyes.
"What am I going to do with you, Marie? He asked.
"Ask me to suck your cock, I'm guessing," I riposted.
"Still with the smart mouth, huh, Marie?" Geoffrey said sadly.
"It's Michael, Geoffrey," I told him, "Marie is a figment. A mirage. She doesn't exist."
"My cock knows better," Geoffrey smiled.
Two days later, I was deemed fit enough to be discharged. I was taken to solitary. I had been punished for instigating the prison riot and was sentenced to two weeks in 'the hole'.
I don't mind solitary. I'm a fairly solo guy at the best of times. I don't have many friends. I do my job and go home. I keep to myself and mind my own business.
'At least I'm safe from Sampson and the bull queens here,' I thought.
How wrong I was.
That very first night, Sampson and Terry dragged me out of the cell to the showers.
Holding a Taser close to my face, Sampson instructed me to strip down.
As soon as I was naked, I copped a Taser to my neck. Convulsing, I dropped to the floor. They tossed me into the shower area and left.
Eight bull queens filed into the room.
I couldn't make my limbs work. No matter how hard I tried to force them to move, I lay there.
I was rolled onto my stomach.
"It's more fun to force you to take my cock, you fucking bitch," Barry smirked. "But I'm going to enjoy ass fucking you again. Hopefully, I tear you open again."
He shoved his cock brutally into my arse.
If he was hoping that I'd scream, he was to be disappointed. I bit my tongue as hard as I could, so hard blood flooded into my mouth. There was no way I was going to give this rock spider maggot the satisfaction of hearing me in pain.
He roughly fucked me for what seemed an age before grunting and filling my anal passage with cum.
The only advantage of being raped by the biggest of the cocks first is the rest feel, comparatively, small and don't hurt as much.
All eight had their turn at my poor abused ass.
Unable to move, Sampson found me still on my stomach with cum leaking from my gaped arse.
"Fucking faggot," he said with a curled lip. "Don't even clean yourself up after you've been fucked. Get up, or you get this."
He waved the Taser at me.
I had no way of complying.
He Tasered me into oblivion.
I woke up back in the infirmary. Geoffrey was talking to Sampson.
"You'll have to lay off with the Taser, Sampson," he said. "He's already had a brain bleed. You're going to give him another."
"I hope the fucking queer bitch boy dies," Sampson snarled. "Fucking disrespectful cock sucking poofter deserves everything she gets."
"Any more, and I will have to report it, Sampson," Geoffrey informed him.
"Do it, and you'll find yourself 'accidentally' on the wrong side of a locked door with the bull queens," Sampson growled at Geoffrey.



Geoffrey quickly walked away.
"Get up, bitch. You're going back in the hole." Sampson told me.
I somehow struggled to my feet. Feeling light-headed and scared I would pass out at every step, I stumbled after Sampson back to the cell.
I woke up back in the infirmary. I'd had another brain bleed and had slipped into a coma.
Four days had passed.
The warden decided I'd been punished adequately and allowed me to return to the cell I shared with Sandy.
Sampson left me alone for close to a month. But every time I turned around, the bull queens were there. I'd walk through a door, it would lock behind me, and they would appear through another.
I kept the infirmary busy. As well as repairing me, there were always 4 or 5 queens that needed patching up, too. It didn't seem to stop them, though.
My will to live was collapsing. What were my choices? Continue to fight and get raped every other day? Give up and join the queens as they wanted? Join the 'glam queen' prostitutes as Sampson intended?
Killing myself seemed the best option.
After my latest trip to the infirmary, Stephen escorted me back to my cell.
As we neared it, he said, "Someone is waiting to see you in there, good luck."
Summoning my courage, I decided I would force Sampson to kill me by attacking him with all that I had.
It wasn't Sampson.
Alonzo was sitting on my bunk. He was holding a computer tablet and was scrolling through it.
"Welcome back, Marie," he said with a big smile, tapping the screen.
My shoulders slumped in despair.
I sank slowly to the floor and covered my eyes.
"I suppose you want your cock sucked, too?" I muttered.
"Oh, yes, baby," Alonzo said. "My cock sucked, my nipples tongued, my rosebud licked and rimmed. I want my big meaty balls sucked and to use your boy pussy to take my big cock. We will make love in every possible way a man, and his girl, can."
"Wh..., what?" I said.
"I'm the King, and you, my dear, will be my Queen. Together we will rule this fucking hell hole until it freezes over."
"Wh..., what?" That is all I could stammer again.
Alonzo grinned at me, "Why didn't you tell me you like to play princess, Michael? I would have made you my Queen immediately and prevented all of this happening to you."
My brain couldn't comprehend what Alonzo was telling me. "I don't understand, Alonzo," I said. "What are you trying to say?"
"That, if you agree, you will become my lover and my Queen, and that together we will rule this prison. Nothing will happen in here without our say so.
I know princesses like you, Michael. You yearn for someone strong enough to make you their girl. You know I'm that man.
Give up the bullshit macho charade and become who you yearn to be. My cock sucking, cum loving, dirty whore princess, and I will make you my Queen and save you from Sampson and the bull queens."
Helpless to stop myself, I began crying. Sobs wracked my body.
Alonzo came across to me, getting down on his haunches, then on one knee, he prised my hands away from my face.
Forcing my hands wide, he said, "Look at me, princess."
Sniffling, I raised my eyes to his. He kissed me. To my surprise, I let him.
Smiling, Alonzo said, "I'm on my knee asking you to be my Queen, Marie, will you be?"
I don't know what came over me, "Yes, daddy," I said and threw my arms around his neck.
Alonzo is huge, close to 7 ft. (213 cm.) and 300 lbs (135 kg) of smooth muscle. He's just short of 50 years of age, more than 18 years older than me, so 'daddy' fit.
"I've already had your stuff moved to my cell," Alfonso said, kissing my lips again. Holding out his hand, Alfonso insisted I take it.
"This is going to cause problems," I said meekly.
"No, it won't," Alfonso denied. "Other than you, there's no one in here with the balls to have a shot at me. With you by my side, there's no one going to challenge us."
We walked the circle across to Alfonzo's cell. There were a few widening eyes as we walked openly holding hands, but nobody ventured a word.
"Have fun, you two," Stephen said as we entered the cell.
Alonzo had curtained off the back of the cell. Something not usually allowed, but Alonzo didn't name himself as king without reason. I have no idea what sway he had over the guards and even the officers, but he was right. He ruled this cell block.
Patting me proprietarily on the bum, Alonzo said, "Everything you need to transform yourself is back there, princess. Go nuts, enjoy yourself."
Pulling the curtain aside and moving behind it, I found a veritable wardrobe of exotic outfits. I have no fucking idea where Alonzo had gotten them all from, but there was an outfit for every man's wet dream.
There was an 'I dream of Jeanie' outfit in gold and white. A 'Wonder Woman' set up, complete with a golden lariat.
Dresses from micro-minis to full-length gowns with peekaboo slits to just below the crutch.
Boob tube tops paired with micro-mini wrap around skirts.
Fetish school girl outfits, naughty nurse, and policewoman ones.
There were heels from 4 inches to 7. Three different coloured, thigh-high fuck me boots, black, red, and white.
Corsets and bustiers in all the colours of the rainbow.
Matching bra and knicker sets. Stay-up stockings and silk stockings, complete with garters and suspenders.
Alonzo had somehow even arranged for a vanity unit to be brought up. It was filled with every type of makeup a girl could ever want.
There were foundations for day and evening wear, blush, eyeliner, eyebrow pencils, and eye shadows in every colour combination.
Moisturisers and creams to soften my skin.
There was even vanishing cream and skin preparations to smooth and tighten the facial skin before applying the foundation.
I was like a kid in a candy store with $100.
Stripping down to naked, I sat at the vanity.
Starting with the skin prep, I slowly built my face as I'd learned from a stage and film makeup artist, the famous Arpi, from the house of transformations on the Gold Coast.
I carefully and skilfully erased as much sign of my underlying masculinity as I could. With all the right products, I could completely erase my beard line and contour and feminise my jaw, nose, and brow.
The quality of the foundation Alonzo had gotten allowed me to take five to seven years off my age. My face appeared smooth and unlined. It also covered up the many minor nicks and scars I have from years of fighting.
I shaded my eyelids in, dark brown on the inside of the lid closest to my nose, fading to light brown at the outer corners.
Thick black eyeliner had my eyes popping. Mascara made them look even wider and brighter.
Selecting a dark red lipstick, I skilfully drew my lips a good 5 mm wider than they are, then carefully filled them in. My lips had that plump 'bee sting' look in a perfect cupid bow.
In the drawers, I found the skin coloured strapping tape I knew would be in there. Squatting, I pushed my testicles back up into the canals they had descended from and taped them into place.
Tucking my penis back along my perineum, I taped all but the head into place (I left the head out so I could sit and pee as needed).
I chose the 18 DD breast forms instead of the 18 DD chest plate. The chest plate would look fabulous with the gowns and dresses as it makes even the most masculine of men look like they were sporting a naturally full set of tits.
Looking at the various outfits, I decided on the one I was sure Alonzo intended for me to wear that first evening.
I took out a white matching bra and knicker set and matching white stockings and suspenders. Scrunching the stockings up to slide easily up my legs, I clipped them into place with the suspender's clasps.
I put on the white bustier after tightening the laces as tight as they would go. This gave me a classic hourglass figure.
Next came a white silk chemise. I was tempted to leave it at that. The chemise barely covered my knicker line. Being as toned and fit as I was meant, my legs looked freaking awesome in the clinging stockings with the suspender straps leading alluringly up under the hem of the chemise.
I was sure Alonzo wanted more than this, so I slipped the breast forms into the bra cups. Leaning forward, I shook my shoulders to settle them naturally into place. I had to adjust the bra straps a couple of times to get the desired look.
I then took down what I knew was the 'piece de resistance'. A white wedding dress complete with an 8-foot train at the back. At the front, it was a midi-length skirt, coming to just above mid-thigh.
I chose the white 7-inch heel pumps for my feet. The heels would make my calves pop and make my butt protrude sexily.
A long, dark brown, curly wig and a veil completed my look.
Stepping out from behind the curtain, and with my hips swaying provocatively as I stepped, putting my heel down directly in front of the toe of my trailing foot, I crossed to where Alonzo was waiting.
The cell was crowded, with seven or eight people all standing around. Someone whistled appreciatively. Alonzo had a Cheshire cat sized grin on his face.
Poppers went off, and confetti was thrown.
I whispered sultrily while doing a slow pirouette, "I hope Daddy approves?"
"We all fucking approve!" Bill, the prison guard said, and everyone laughed.
I blushed, but Alonzo took me in his big strong arms, tilted me backward, and kissed me soundly.
"Daddy approves, Princess," he said, between kisses.
Leading me by the hand outside, Alonzo turned, picked me up, and then carried me back into the cell. The gathered people clapped and shuffled out. Bill closed the cell door. He and Stephen hung a blanket and stood guard to give Alonzo and me some privacy.
Running his hands over my forms as if they were natural breasts, Alonzo kissed the corner of my mouth and then gently licked it. I shivered in response.
Alonzo slid his tongue out and touched my teeth with it. I opened my mouth to allow his tongue to snake inside. It found mine, and we exchanged tongue kisses until I saw stars.
I felt so feminine and womanly in Alonzo's big masculine arms. My mind had taken me to a submissive place I had never been before. I was the submissive girl to a dominant man, and it felt weirdly natural.
Alonzo's big hand found my inner thigh and slid slowly up towards my groin. His fingers found my knickers and slipped inside. Not finding anything except smoothness had Alonzo smiling widely as he kissed me.
Searching along my perineum, Alonzo found the head of my cock peeking out of the tape. Removing his fingers long enough to wet them with his mouth, Alonzo circled the eye of my penis and tickled that exquisite spot just below my cock's eye.
I started leaking precum and, despite the tape, tried to go hard.
I groaned my appreciation.
Kissing down my body, Alonzo stroked and tickled my ribs, kissed between my boobs, licked across my stomach and tongued my belly button. Something I have always adored.
I was shaking from lust and anticipation.
Lifting the hem of my wedding dress, Alonzo gently removed my knickers. Lifting and spreading my knees, he kissed the tape covering where my cock and balls would have been, where a woman's vagina should have been. I wanted a vagina very badly at that point!
Pushing my knees back, Alonzo ran his tongue over and around the head of my cock.
I orgasmed. With my dick and balls taped severely out of the way, I didn't 'cum' (shoot fluids), but I had an orgasm.
"Good Princess," Alonzo told me.
I felt a swell of something... something... I don't know? Could have I fallen in love with this man? I just knew that I wanted to please him.
He pushed my legs further back and found my starfish with his tongue. Lightly running his fingers over my sensitive frenulum, Alonzo worked his tongue into my butt. Adding more and more moisture to my ring, Alonzo had me purring and dying to be penetrated.
He changed his tongue for his finger. This first finger slid in easily. My poor ass had been badly abused over the last months. Alonzo added a second, then a third. I revelled in the feeling of being gently filled.
Hooking his fingers up and back, Alonzo found my prostate, my P-spot. My hips jerked, and precum poured from the eye of my cock. Alonzo sucked up every drop.
Slowly rotating his fingers in my hole back and forth, Alonzo soon had me gasping.
"Fuck me, daddy, please," I found myself begging.
Grabbing the front of my wedding dress in his huge hands, Alonzo tore it open. The chemise tore with it.
Standing, Alonzo dropped his prisoner's uniform to the floor. I saw Alonzo naked for the very first time. He was huge! At least 10.5 inches of cock stood rampantly hard in front of me. And it was thick, and it must have easily been 4 -- 5 inches in circumference.
Kneeling over me, he slipped an arm under my hips and lifted my lower body off the bed. Pausing long enough to spit into his palm and smear it on the giant purple head of his dick, Alonzo gently placed it against my rosebud, the entrance to my boy fuck hole.
Moving slowly, Alonzo began to penetrate me. My hips bucked up at him the first time from the exquisite pain caused by his cock popping through my knot and the second time when his beautifully large member began to scrape across my prostate.
Moaning like the cock hungry slut I was, I thrust my boy pussy up at Alonzo's invading part.
His pelvis came to a rest against my ass. All of his gigantic monster was buried deep in my slut hole, and it felt fucking incredible! I had never been so full, and I had never had so much cock resting across my prostate.
Every time my ring clenched uncontrollably down on the cock in it, my P-spot was stimulated, and precum poured from my penis.
I couldn't stand it anymore. My eyes rolled back, and I moaned lustily, "Fuck me, Big Daddy Alonzo. Fuck your princess until she begs you to stop. Fuck my dirt hole, fuck me like I'm your best, and most favourite slut girl in the world."
More nonsense like the above garbled from my lips. I had no idea what I was saying or doing. The feelings and emotions in me were swirling and colliding and exploding. All I knew was that I needed to be pounded and fucked until I had been obliterated.
Still moving slowly and gently, Alonzo began to rock his hips. Every movement scraped my P-spot and sent me further into raptures.
Alonzo was going too slow. I knew he was being gentle because of the rape and abuse I had endured. He was making sure our first lovemaking would be as good for me as it was for him, but I wanted more.
I needed him to dominate me, take me, and own me.
I wrapped my calves around the back of Alonzo's knees. As he slid forward into me, I pulled him with my legs. As he slid back, I moaned and pushed with my calves.
Moaning loudly and more quickly, I began to ride him in reverse, kind of. Pulling with my legs and thrusting my ass up at him as he pushed into me, then letting my hips sag down and relaxing my calves as he pulled out.
I attempted to drive him wild with lust by gripping his shaft with my sphincter as he drove in, then relaxing it as he moved back.
It worked! With an almost savage growl, Alonzo ripped my legs apart and threw them over his back. Getting up on his knees, he bent me back until everything but my shoulders were off the bed and resting on his broad, muscled shoulders.
Moving his hips back until every part of his sensational cock except the very tip of the head was out of me, Alfonzo roared and ripped down into me.
Almost all of his shaft scraped deliciously across my prostate. I squealed like a woman being deflowered and begged him to do it again.
"That's it, Daddy Alonzo. Take your princess. Own her, make her your slut, your bitch, your cock hungry whore. Make me your baby girl princess."
Continuing to roar, Alonzo fucked me as if he would never have sex again. Like he was a man dying of thirst, and I was the only oasis in 1,000 miles. Like I was a succubus he had no choice but to fuck until all of his life's essence had been poured into me.
My moans matched his roars. There wouldn't have been a prisoner, nor a guard, in the cellblock that wouldn't have known someone getting royally fucked!
I was experiencing constant orgasms. They were all still mostly dry, only precum leaked from me.
At the moment I thought Alonzo had fucked me to oblivion, he thrust into me one last time before holding my hips tightly to him.
Squirt after squirt blasted into my man cunt. Alonzo's orgasm was so intense all the muscles in his face and throat locked up. All Alonzo could do was emit strangled gasps as he came again and again into my ass.
His cum exploding across my P-spot sent me into another paroxysm of orgasms.
"Fuck yes, Big Daddy Alonzo!" I screamed. "Fuck, fuck, fucking yes!"
I shuddered to a stop, entirely spent. My legs went limp and fell off of Alonzo's shoulders.
Alonzo sagged down until all of his weight was resting on me. He kissed me gently.
"Good girl, Princess," he murmured to me. "I may not be able to give you the open skies and freedom, but everything else is yours."
"All I need is you, daddy," I told him, and we kissed.

The End.

Epilogue: Now.
True to his word, Alonzo made me his Queen. Word went out to all prisoners and guards that I was not to be touched on the threat of an encounter with Alonzo.
Sampson tried to ignore the edict. He somehow found himself on the wrong side of that door he had threatened Geoffrey with. Alonzo watched with satisfaction as the bull queens serviced him.
Geoffrey was able to procure me male-to-female hormones. He somehow got the money, and permission, to get me a boob job. I, and Alonzo, are now the proud owners of a luscious set of 18 DD tits.
The guards are happy. Alonzo runs the jail with an iron fist. Rapes are down 40%, assaults down 60%. Drug use is almost eradicated. Only weed and ecstasy are permitted.
Because of this, they turn a blind eye to the fact they have a transgender woman in their prisoner population. I wear a baggy prisoner jumpsuit during the daylight hours, so any visiting officials or dignitaries are none the wiser. Once visiting hours are over, I dress in one of the many outfits Alonzo has chosen for me, do my face, and become his 'wife'.
I've taken over the 'Glam Queens', teaching these girls how to do their makeup correctly. How to dress to entice, walk, talk, and how to get their customers so excited they blow in moments so they can move on to the next.
It's the easy availability of these girls that keeps our rape statistics so low. Alonzo pays them a small fee for every 'john' serviced.
Pray, if you get jailed, you get sent to ours.
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Erica in the Playroom.

From Chapter 7 ...
"I think I'd like to experience some of this pain," Erica mused.
"Having your ass smacked and your nipples raked as you cum isn't enough, Miss?" I asked her.
"Hmm ... That's pain during the pleasure. I think I'd like to try the pain first to see if it can be pleasurable immediately," she further mused.
"Now?" I asked.
"If you are willing, Sir?" Erica said demurely.
"Sure, come down to the playroom." ...
Taking her hand but making her walk a little behind me, I led Erica down the hall to our 'playroom'. Opening the door, I walked through with Erica, a submissive half-step behind. Looking around as if she hadn't seen it before, Erica's eyes grew wider and wider.
"You and Harry were both in here last night, remember?" I asked her.
"I was a little overwhelmed last night," Erica replied. "I guess I didn't notice what, or how much, you have in here."
"This was the kid's rumpus room when they were young and still living at home. We moved our playroom down here from the front room, where Anna was teasing you from. We made the change because you can't leave the curtains open with all this in the view from the street! But back here, you either need to be in the room or between our back hedge and the window to see in."
Erica nodded her head. "Makes sense, Sir," she said.
The playroom has the slave cross, low divan, and tables mentioned earlier, as well as a large selection of other kink gear.
There's a sling, a set of stocks, and several padded benches, some straight, some in curves, all with strategically placed holes where a cock can hang through, or be pushed up through, or an ass or pussy can be positioned for easy access by mouth or fingers or dick by someone above or below.
There's even a 'coffin'. In reality, it's merely a padded 7 ft. by 4 ft. at the top, narrowing to a little less than 3 ft. from the hips down, box where a male can lie down, face-up, comfortably.
Once comfortable, the male is securely tied into place with a series of soft leather restraints, including head straps, to stop him from moving from side to side.
The male also has an 'O' ring tied securely in place.
A lid, complete with a series of holes for his cock (depending on the height of said male) and another for where his mouth and nose are, is then securely locked down onto the box. Before going into the box, the male is brought to full arousal. A leather strap is then tied around the base of his shaft and balls, pulling his balls a little away from his shaft (makes it more difficult for him to cum), and tied firmly in place to prevent any loss of erection.
His cock then juts vulgarly out through one of the holes, ready for anyone who wishes to suck or ride on with their pussy or ass.
His nose is outside the box, and his mouth is pressed close to the top of the box so anyone who would like to fuck his mouth or rub their clit across his nose and be tongued through the 'O' ring can.
There's another portable box where the person in the box is forced to kneel with their head out one end and their bare ass out the other.
This box is adjustable, so the box occupant is given very little room to move. They can only move minimally forward or back. The occupier also has an 'O' ring in place, and their mouth and ass and/or pussy are all readily available for anyone to use.
Along one of the walls, there is a vast selection of whips, canes, crops, floggers, paddles, and belts.
Several lidded boxes around the room contain a selection of ropes of various lengths and thicknesses.
Others hold blindfolds ranging from silk scarves to studded leather.
Even more, hold collars and leashes from pretty pink ones to full-on spiked thick padded leather ones.
Clothes racks hold various fetish costumes ranging from a French maid to Policewoman, Wonder Woman to Cher, and Tarzan to He-Man for the guys.
Another wall holds cuffs for hands and ankles, spreader bars and various Velcro restraints.
There is a fishbowl full of condoms and a set of drawers that hold various lubes, stimulating gels and even some toothpaste (just the thing to have on your breath before going down on someone).
Other drawers hold plugs, vibrators and dildos of various lengths and girths, all meticulously cleaned after use, dried and put away by Anna at the end of every session.
Yet another dresser drawer carries various types of strapon harnesses.
Erica was like a kid in a candy store, wandering around, eyes agog, taking down various things and looking at them. Giving the occasional whip, crop or flogger an experimental swish and asking what seemed to me to be a zillion questions as to what some of the items use were?
The ball gags seemed to fascinate her especially. She brought one over to me and asked timidly, "Will you tie this on for me, please, Sir?"
Indicating she should turn around, I reached around her and guided the ball into her gaping mouth. Tying the holding straps firmly into place, I turned her to one of the many mirrors.
Erica tried to say something, but it was utterly incomprehensible said around the ball gag. Laughing, she gave me a thumbs up to indicate she liked how it felt and looked in her mouth.
Indicating the 'flogger wall', I indicated for her to "Choose her preferred pain causer."
Erica happened to take down a much loved, by me, riding crop. This crop was made of carbon fibre with a large padded leather 'clapper' on the end. This is not a crop for the inexperienced. In the wrong hands, it will bring up blood with even the seemingly softest of hits.
With the combined hardness of the carbon fibre and its extreme flexibility, this crop 'whips' viciously at even the smallest of swishes. But, with the large padded 'clappers' on the end, when used correctly, it makes a thunderous whack sound whilst, in reality, doing virtually no damage at all. Great for the mind fuck I so enjoy but causing little to no actual pain.
Taking a breast harness out of one of the many boxes, I quickly encouraged Erica's arms through the holes before strapping it securely around her chest with her tits sticking salaciously through the holes.
Tightening the straps squeezed the circular bands tight around her breasts so that they were lifted and pushed forward. The pressure caused them to start to slowly turn purple.
Stroking one whilst at the same time flicking with my thumb and forefinger, the other I started to fan Erica's arousal levels. Stopping the flicking, I reached between her thighs with my right hand, extended my middle finger, and found her clitoris.
Manipulating that wondrous nub, I exchanged my finger for my thumb and slipped my middle finger into Erica's pussy. Sliding my finger in and out, I began to alternate twisting and tweaking Erica's nipples with a thumb and forefinger flick.
A low groan escaped from her, and, with a shudder, Erica came and almost collapsed to her knees. Holding her up, I moved her across to the slave cross. Backing her up, I adjusted the hip pad to a lower position. Erica is much shorter than my submissive Anna, the previous person to be so restrained.
I placed a spiked leather collar around her beautiful neck and attached a braided leather leash to the collar, letting it hang between her jutting out tits.
Taking her left wrist, I quickly adjusted the leather straps and tied it firmly into place on the upper arm of the cross. Repeating the process with her right wrist, I followed that up by stretching her legs apart and tying them securely onto the bottom rings of the cross' legs.
Using the ratcheting lever at the back of the cross, I slowly brought Erica to full stretch. This caused her hips and pudenda to be thrust obscenely forward.
I spread some warming gel out of one of the drawers across Erica's clit and vulva. Her groans immediately became deeper and more intense.
I grabbed a small 'lady finger' vibrator and held it against her clitoris. As much as the restraints would let her, Erica began to thrust her hips up at the toy.
Satisfied that Erica was now well and truly aroused, I took the riding crop she had chosen in my right hand and held it up at her eye level so she could see and anticipate it. I gave it a gentle shake causing the clapper at the end to gently come together, creating a soft slapping sound.
Tapping her just above the right breast with the clapper end of the crop, I temporarily removed the ball gag and said to her, "You have two safe words. Orange, if you need me to slow down and/or be a little more gentle, red if you need me to stop, do you understand?"
Erica nodded.
"Repeat my instructions back to me," I demanded of her.
"I have two safe words, orange if I need you to slow or be more gentle, red if I need you to stop." She repeated accurately.
"You may also use these safe words regarding a particular activity or area of your body. For example, you may say 'orange on my tits, please, Sir'. This would mean I need to leave your breasts alone until the intensity lessens. Or, you may say, 'orange on the riding crop, please, Sir.' And I would discontinue using the crop for a time, but I am free to continue with something else or with some other activity, am I clear?"
"Yes, Sir," Erica replied.
"Repeat it back to me so I can confirm your understanding, Miss." I requested.
"If I'm finding the pain is too intense on a particular part of my body, or, if I'm finding a particular action too severe, I can use the safe word 'orange' to get you to stop doing that thing or hitting that area," Erica told me correctly.
"Well done," I told her. "You can also similarly use 'red'. If you want me to stop hitting a particular part of your body, like your inner thighs, as an example, but still want the session to continue, you can say 'red on the thighs, please, Sir, ' and I will not hit, or even touch, that area for the rest of the session.
Similarly, with the activity, you may say 'red on the riding crop, please, Sir', and I will not use the crop again during this session, but I am free to use anything else. Do you understand these instructions?" I asked her again.
Nodding, Erica said, "Red on a body part or an activity means that I only want that to stop, but not the session too."
"Good girl," I told her proudly. "To reiterate, though. A straight red means you want the session to end immediately.
I will instantly release you from the ties and step back.
You are, at that stage, free to leave and never come back or talk to me ever again, if you wish. You have my word I won't try to contact either you or Harry if you do so.
I hope if I do get a 'red', though, that, when you're ready, you will tell me what happened to cause it.
A straight orange means you wish me to ease back the intensity or severity of my actions, but you're happy for the session to continue.
A red and a body part or activity means that part is now off-limits or that activity is banned until the end of the session. An orange and a body part or activity mean you need me to lower the intensity, or I may cause you to use red. Are you clear?"
"Yes, Sir, Erica intoned again.
"Do you wish to explain it all to me to ensure you've got it all?" I asked.
Erica shook her head and smiled, looking at me directly for the first time since I tied her to the slave cross. "I've got it, thank you, Sir!" She informed me.
Shall we begin, then, little one? I queried.
"Yes, please, Sir," Erica replied.
Walking slowly behind her, I let my fingers trail around her body before replacing the ball gag. Gently stroking her tied purple tits and nipples, I concentrated on bringing Erica's arousal levels back to a fever pitch.
Adding a little more warming gel to her clit I slipped my middle finger into her cunt and hooked it up and back. Expertly finding her G spot, I quickly fingered her back close to orgasm.
Moaning and thrusting against her restraints, Erica tried in vain to get just a little more depth, a little firmer touch in her vulva and clit to be able to pop over the edge into orgasm, but I've been doing this for way too long to make that mistake!
Removing my finger, eliciting a groan of "no" from Erica's mouth, I brought the riding crop up to Erica's eye level again. Her eyes followed the movement of the crop fascinatedly as I moved it back and forth.
I placed the crop against her skin, just below her collarbone and above her left breast. I dragged the leather clapper downward over the mound of her left tit and across her nipple, then repeated this action across her right breast and nipple.
Dragging the leather tip down Erica's stomach and the front of her left thigh, I circled her knee and returned between her obscenely spread thighs. Reaching her hot wet vulva, I brought the crop's clapper in contact with the outside of the entrance to Erica's love canal.
Erica tried desperately to sag down and push forward to create a little more friction so she could finally cum, but the restraints held firm, and she was unable to achieve her goal.
Sliding the head of the crop back from its contact with the outside of Erica's cunt I lifted my arm, and with a practised slow roll of my right wrist, I flicked the leather ends of the crop onto Erica's left nipple.
There was a loud clap as I snapped my wrist back away from her breasts. The clappers barely touched Erica's nipple, but the anticipation and the loud snap caused a yelp of 'pain' to escape from Erica's mouth.
Feigning concern, as I knew I had barely grazed her nipple, I asked, "Do I hear a safe word, miss?"
Shaking her head, Erica averred, "No, Sir. Just a new sensation for me to experience!"
Smiling to myself but maintaining a severe expression, I repeated the roll and snap on Erica's right tit. This time all I received was a low guttural growl of arousal, so, holding the crop like a drummer would hold his drum sticks, I quickly agitated my right wrist, causing the leather clappers of the crop to bounce across Erica's right breast.
The leather clapper ends made a sound like dice rolling across a Formica table as they bounced and slapped together again and again, although this was like thunder on a cloudless day, wholly harmless and causing little to no pain.
Erica's breath was coming in short, panting gasps and the smell of her arousal was strong all around me.
Holding the crop a little more firmly, I flicked the ends down and made a lot more solid contact with the fleshy area between Erica's collarbone and the beginnings of the mound of her left breast. Rolling my wrist over, I repeated this over her right tit.
These two blows raised a couple of nice welts on Erica's skin. Flicking and rolling my wrist to the left and right, I traced a series of light blows across the mounds of Erica's breasts, on both nipples in turn, and down and across her stomach, abdomen and the top of her pubis, stopping just short of her clit.
Changing the grip on the crop from overhand to underhand, I brought the crop sharply upward between Erica's thighs, making another loud thwack sound but causing little to no pain, the leather ends slapped together as it hit her perineum.
Pulling my arm back toward me a little, I repeated this slap on the entrance to Erica's cunt.
Quickly switching back to overhand, I lightly cropped her clitoris 4 or 5 times in quick succession.
Slipping my finger back inside her pussy I quickly found and stroked Erica's G spot again. Erica was groaning and shuddering, trying desperately to cum, but the pressure I was exerting held her right on edge, but not over it.
Holding her upright, virtually, by the hand, I had in her cunt I quickly undid the ties holding her to the cross and flipped her over so she was now facing the cross and not towards me.
Refastening the straps, I took my hand off her pussy and walked around behind the cross. Grabbing a handful of her hair behind her neck, I viciously pulled her head back and hissed.
"Does my little slut need cock in her so she can cum?"
"Yes, please, Sir!" Erica begged me.
Reaching out to my left, I took down the same 'cat o' nine tails' flogger I had used on Anna the previous day.
I showed it to her. "Then you need to allow me to flog you with this hard enough to leave a bruise. Five strikes, each a little harder than the last, should do it. Would you like a bruise, or two, to remember this experience by for the next week or so?"
Erica groaned in aroused anticipation. "Yes, please, Sir," she repeated.
"Do you remember your safe words and how to use them?" I asked.
"I will use them if I need to, Sir," Erica assured me.
"Good girl," I told her.
Stepping back, I draped the flogger across her shoulder and down her back. Pulling backwards, I let the tails slide across her shoulder and the tips down her back.
Erica shivered in the expectation of pain.
With an experienced roll and flick of my wrist, I brought the meaty part of the cat down across the middle of her back (it's when the tips of the cat hit that the real pain occurs. If you let the length of the tails all hit together simultaneously, the blow is dissipated across the whole length and width of the flogger).
Erica's head flung back, and she emitted a low guttural growl of lustful excitement.
Moving a bit further back so less of the tail's length would make contact, I hit Erica again.
Her head shook back and forth, and her growls intensified.
Bending my arm again to reduce further the amount of tail coming in contact with her back, I gave her two more quick snaps back to back.
Erica thrust her pudenda against the pad and tried to lift herself so she could make contact with the pad with her clit. I had tied her too snugly for this to happen, though.
I laughed at her, "You'll cum when I'm good and ready for you too, my little slut!"
"Please, Sir! Erica moaned. "I need to cum so badly!"
With fake concern, I asked, "What? And not even a sign of a mark yet!"
"Please, Sir!" Erica repeated. "I need your beautiful cock inside me so I can cum.
Pretending exasperation, I went "Tsk, tsk! The deal was bruising first, then cock, then cum!"
"Please, Sir, bruise me quickly, then stick your gorgeous dick in me. I badly need to cum!" Erica groaned.
Smiling to myself, I shrugged and said, "As you wish!"
And without warning suddenly stepped in and brought the cat down with a vast overarm swing. The tips of the tails whistled down and smacked deeply into the tops of the curves of Erica's ass cheeks.
A group of nested welts immediately sprung up after impact. 'Yup, that will definitely leave a bruise', I thought smugly.
Erica, on impact, had reared back against her restraints. "Fuck me, fuck me, oh Gawd, please fuck me!" She muttered over and over.
Releasing Erica's wrist ties, but leaving the ankle ones, I bent her over the join in the cross, unzipped my jeans, took out my nicely sized 7 in. cock and rammed it home deep into Erica's cunt.
Holding her hips tightly and pulling her back onto me, I began to slam into Erica's front fuck hole as hard as possible. It only took three strokes before, with one of her patented almost screams and thrashing back and forth, Erica came, loudly, all over my cock. She even squirted a small amount of female ejaculate onto the floor as she did.
Still thrusting deeply into her pussy I rode her to another couple of smaller orgasms.
Feeling my own need to cum fast approaching, I pulled out of her quim despite Erica's moaned protest, squatted down and undid her ankle straps, turned her around before forcing her down onto her knees and, taking advantage of her gag reflex training, slid my whole length down Erica's throat.
Tears streaming down her face and swallowing gamely, Erica managed to deep throat all 7 inches of me in one go.



Holding her head firmly in both hands, I face fucked Erica for a few intense moments until, on the verge of release, I pulled out of her mouth, grabbed my cock by its base, and with a couple of quick tugs, blew my load all over her face.
I must've been a lot hornier than I realised because I coated her entire face and still had a little leftover to pull back and shoot over her tits.
Tiredly helping Erica to her feet, undoing the boob harness, and taking the ball gag out of her mouth, I turned her to the mirror to see my gooey jism slowly sliding down her face and tits.
Erica's smile beamed. "I look like a totally fucked slut! I love it! Thank you so much for making me one, Sir!"
I nodded wearily. "You're welcome, miss. I need to shower and have a nap. Are you right to look after yourself for a time?"
With genuine concern, Erica helped me across the hall and into my bedroom. Turning the shower in the en suite on, she adjusted the water temperature and helped me get washed down. Once I was clean, she helped me up on the bed.
"Go shower," I told her.
"I want to leave your cum on my face for a bit longer, if I may, Sir? It feels so nice!"
Shrugging, I rolled over and fell into a light doze. The last thing I remember seeing was Erica sitting at Mistress Vicky's dresser, admiring her cum covered face in the mirror.

The End of Chapter 8

Coming up next ... The following weekend we take Harry and Erica to a fetish club. Harry gets multiple cocks in either end. Erica pulls a train.
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Hello, darlings! My name is Michelle Rodericks, and, even if I say so myself, I am gorgeous!
Let me give you some stats. I stand barely 5 ft. 5 in. tall (165cm.) and weigh just 120 lbs. (54 kg). My measurements are 34-25-34. I have olive skin with dark brown eyes under long straight black hair.
My eyes are a wide set, and my teeth are even and white. My lips are full and have that perfect 'bee sting' look you boys all love so much.
My nose is perfectly in proportion to my mouth and eyes with just a slight turn up at the end.
Pixie nose, I think they call it.
I am toned and fit from hours of Yoga, Tai Bo and Pilates. My butt is round and taut. I know how to fill out a pair of spandex yoga pants! If you know what I mean?
Here's my secret, though, I wasn't born a woman! That's right! I'm a tranny, a ladyboy, a shemale, or one of the many other derogatory names that the porn industry likes to label us with.
More correctly, I'm a transwoman. I was born biologically male but with a female mind and mindset.
I still have my penis. My 'daddy' likes to suck on it, so he doesn't want me to lose it.
Let me tell you my story.
My story, or the one I'm allowed to tell you in this forum, began three years ago. The morning after my 18th birthday. That's the morning after I had gotten so wasted celebrating my 'coming of age' I had forgotten that I had brought my 'boyfriend', not my boyfriend, just some random pick up at a bar, home to my place instead of his, as I usually do.
My father, The Right, Reverend James Speeder, caught me dressed in nothing but a micro mini, 7-inch heels, stay up stockings and a sequined bra riding my 'boyfriend's' gorgeous 6.5 in. schlong in full 'drag queen' makeup, and kicked me out of home onto the streets.
The streets of Brisbane are a mean place for a transgirl to be. I tried to find a home with the homeless people in the Story Bridge cliff caves, but after being raped for the second time, I had to find other alternatives.
I'd spend my daylight hours doing 'tricks' for $50 - $100 down the Valley, mostly blow jobs, occasionally anal. Then I'd buy a 'day pass' and ride the trains around Brisbane's rail network.
The trains are (mostly) safe. There are CCTV cameras in every compartment and often a guard or two riding. They're warm in the winter and air-conditioned in the summer. The only problem is that they usually only run until 1.00 am most nights.
During the summer, it's not too bad, the seats on the platform are comfortable enough to sleep on, and it hardly ever gets cold enough to be a bother. Wintertime's horrid!
That's why I liked to take the train out to Cleveland as my last ride for the day during the winter months. The usual driver for that trip is Jimmy. Everyone calls him Thomas, though. Thomas is supposed to check the carriages, wake up anyone still on the train, and ask them to vacate the carriage.
For a quick blow job, Thomas will pretend he hasn't seen me and let me stay on the train where it's dry and warm. Thomas is quite cute in a podgy, older person way, so I didn't mind doing for him what he said his wife would never do.
This was my lot for close to a year. Some days I'd make a bit of money and be able to afford some food or maybe a motel room where I could shower and wash myself and my clothes. On other days I wouldn't make any money at all and have to line up at one of the various free food vans that make their way to where the homeless congregate.
One Thursday night, in the middle of winter two years ago, my life changed. That's the night I met 'Daddy'.
It was nearing the end of the night. I'd timed my run perfectly and had caught the last train out of Shorncliffe on Brisbane's north-eastern fringe. I could sleep peacefully as this train meandered all the way to Cleveland on Brisbane's south-eastern edge (Cleveland is technically in Redland Bay, but close enough!).
Usually, I don't wake up until Jimmy (Thomas) nudges my lips with his erect penis, but something filtered into my awareness as the train left Park Rd station, Woolloongabba (or maybe Dutton Park, about four different suburbs meet around there).
Blinking blearily, I became aware of a dapper, well-dressed man sitting opposite me. He was small, thin, and older than my father. I guessed he must have been at least 60.
He had a full head of silver and black hair and a 'pencil' moustache. He was dressed in a three-piece suit that had to have been tailor-made because of how well it fit. He was holding a briefcase that I'm guessing cost more than I could earn doing tricks in a month.
The next thing I noticed was that his trouser front was hugely tented!
This man may have only stood an inch or two taller than me, but he was packing a veritable cannon!
Waiting until I was compos enough to be aware of him, the gentleman asked, in a thick Balkan accent, "You are ladyboy, yes? A shemale?"
Repressing my usual instinct to correct, I nodded.
"I knew it, fucking!" He said. "You are very pretty! Dirty but very pretty!"
What could I say to that?
I nodded my head, "I haven't made enough money to get a motel room for the last two days, so dirty, yes,"
In his thick accent, this man said, "You are a girl who is working, no? You take money for sex?"
Hoping I might be able to finally earn enough money to eat and maybe even get a room I could sleep and shower in, I replied, "I'm a prostitute, yes. What would you like? Head or anal? Head is $60. Anal is $80. Both is $100."
To my surprise, he laughed.
"I do not sex for pay!" He said. "Maybe, if I like you, I will treat you to a motel room and a hot shower. Then, if you would like, we can make love!"
I had no idea what to answer to this, but my avaricious instincts were activated, so I batted my eyes, let them grow wide and said, "So what do I have to do to make you like me?"
This strange wee man laughed again.
"I am thinking that you are not a true street prostitute," he said to me. "You sell your ass so that you can eat and maybe have somewhere warm to sleep, but not because you have a ... habit drug? ... No ... drug habit ... to support, no?"
'Only because I couldn't afford one!' I thought. But it was a facetious one. I'd fallen far enough in having to sell my body for money, but I wasn't going to fall that extra half-step and become some drug pimp's addicted property forced to endlessly walk the streets trying to do enough tricks to earn my next fix.
"I'm disease and drug-free," I informed the man. "I get a weekly check at the free clinic to make sure!"
"That is good, fucking!" This fellow said. "We will, how you say? Chat? Chat, yes! We will chat together as if we are friends who are long lost until we get to Cleveland Station. Then if we have become drugari ... drugari? Mates? If we have become mates by then, I will walk you to McDonald's, about the only thing bloody that will be open in that sranje place! The food there it is not so good, but it will popuniti rupu, umm, fill a hole, yes? The coffee it is good there, no?"
I had no idea how to respond to any of this, so I just sat there. A deep sadness whelmed over me. It had been so long since anyone had just been nice to me that I couldn't remember when. I hadn't just sat and chatted for nearly as long.
Tears began to well in my eyes. Trying to hide them, I sniffed and turned away.
The gentleman moved across and sat beside me. He gently took my hand in both of his. He had warm hands, soft and manicured. This strange man lifted my hand and kissed it.
Stroking my hair, he said, "It is okay, draga moja mala (my dear little one). Tata will make it better!"
We had reached Cleveland Station.
Still holding my hand, the man said, "Come, the walk, it is not so far!"
Almost dragging me after him, he walked quickly up the hill and down to the local MacDonald's. He walked me inside and sat me at a table in a corner.
"You are here waiting. I will return soon, yes? Be a good girl and not be running away, okay?" He said to me.
I was warm and about to be fed. I wasn't going anywhere! So I nodded.
It didn't take long before this man returned with a tray. He had gotten me a burger and some nuggets as well as chips. He had only just sat down when they brought two large cups of coffee to our table, a long black for him and a creamy flat white for me.
"Eat! Eat!" He encouraged me.
He didn't have any himself just added a lot of sugar to his coffee and sat there watching me.
"My name is Bogdan," he told me. "But Australians, yes? They shorten everything, so they call me Dan or Danny. I would like it if you called me Tata. Okay?"
'If you're buying the food, I'll call Sweet Jesus if you want,' I thought but only said. "Yes, Tata!"
I was rewarded with a small warm smile.
"I need to use the bathroom, then call I make ... call I make? No ... make a call, yes? Finish your food, mališa (little one). I long will not be!"
Only a few moments later, he was back. I had been starving, so I'd already polished off everything except one of the nuggets. I popped that in my mouth as Tata sat back down.
"Your name you are not telling me," Tata said.
It took me a little while to figure out Tata wanted to know my name.
"Oh," I said. "I am Michelle. My friends call me Chell or sometimes Chilli." And held out my hand.
Tata took it is warm hands again and kissed the back. "I am meet you, very pleased, Chilli." He said.
There was a toot of a horn outside. Gulping the rest of his coffee, Tata said, "That is for us, yes? Come, we will get you somewhere where you can shower and change."
Tata held my hand and guided me out to the cab that had just tooted. He gave the driver the name of a nearby motel, and we were soon outside its reception.
"Wait here," Tata said.
Going inside, he quickly returned with a key and walked me across to the door of the unit he had paid for.
When we stepped inside, I expected Tata to want to have sex, so I started to undress by undoing the buttons on my blouse.
Tata touched my hands. When I looked up at him, he said, "First, you will shower and change, mališa. Then maybe we can voditi ljubav, ahh, make love, no?"
The only other clothing I had was the outfit I used to turn tricks in. If I did earn enough money for a motel, I would usually use the washer and dryer to wash the outfit I wore overnight to wear the next day again.
Showering was bliss! I soaked and soaked and washed and washed until I felt warm, scrubbed and clean all over. I washed my hair three times. My hair has grown midway down my back, and it's one of my best features, I think!
I'm naturally relatively hairless, so I didn't need to remove much, just a little around my ass and shaft.
Using the motel hairdryer, I was able to style my hair a little.
I had a little make-up in my shoulder bag, so I was able to add eyeliner, blush and red lippy before exiting the bathroom. I wore the same outfit I was wearing when my father found me. The stay-up stockings had been replaced many times, of course. I had fishnets on that were a little ripped and torn. This only added to my 'slutty look', so I wasn't bothered.
So, in my micro-mini, 7 in. heels, ripped stockings and sequined bra, I strutted out of the bathroom some 45 minutes later. I had tucked my penis and balls back between my legs, so I had to keep my thighs pressed together to prevent them from springing back forward. This caused me to 'mince' and swing my hips outrageously to keep my cock and balls hidden.
Bogdan, Tata, or 'daddy' if you will, had taken his suit jacket and vest off and folded them neatly before placing them on the smaller of the two beds in the room. He had carefully removed and folded his tie before placing it with the other two items and had undid his cufflinks, and rolled his sleeves back.
He was sporting a large tent in his trousers again!
"There you are, finally, mališa," Tata said. "I thought maybe it was drowning you were and a rescue I would need to stage!"
He had a big grin spread across his face, so I knew he wasn't serious.
Swaying sexily, I undulated across to him, "Would you like me to suck on that package you have there, daddy?" I asked breathily.
"Tata is better, Lepa (pretty one), daddy is no so good," Bogdan said. "I think, maybe your daddy, he no treat you so well, so please to call me Tata, yes?"
"Of course, Tata," I answered.
"Come and sit on my lap, mališa. I think it is time for us to make love, yes?
"I think so, too, Tata," I answered.
Climbing onto Tata's lap, I let my naked ass settle briefly onto his big package before spreading my thighs and letting his cock slide between them and over my balls and shaft. My cock and balls sprang into view.
Sitting on Tata's lap, I was a little taller than he was, so, fondling the head of my cock, Bogdan tilted his head back and offered his lips for me to kiss.
I attacked the kiss with gusto!
Tipping his head back down, Tata said, "I do not wish to fuck you, draga devojčice (dear one). I wish to make love. So gentle and slow, yes, mališa?"
I'm not sure I have ever actually 'made love'! Oh, I've fucked and been fucked by many a guy, but 'make love'? I don't think so! But I was going to give this a red hot go!
I sighed and lowered my head onto Dan's shoulder. Wriggling my hips, so my cock and balls rubbed against his rigid cock I said, "You'll have to show me, Tata. Nobody has ever made love to me before. They only want to fuck me and cum quickly!"
"You are telling me a very sad story, Dragi moj (my dear)! You will not worry! Tata will look after you!" Bogdan said to me.
With that, Tata hooked his arms around me and lowered me to the bed. Kissing my lips, he stroked my nipples and tickled my sides. I shivered in anticipation.
Bogdan kissed both of my eyelids, the tip of my nose and my lips again. Sensually running his fingertips around the head of my circumcised cock Tata kissed my throat, then the place where my pulse fluttered between my collarbones and kissed down between where my breasts should have been if I was a real girl!
Tata already had me purring like a kitten!
Reaching between my spread thighs, Bogdan began to stroke my perineum closer and closer to my rosebud, my 'boy pussy'.
Running his tongue around my super sensitive nipples, Tata found the entrance to my ass. He began to rim it and apply a little pressure against the sphincter. He was so good at turning me on and being so gentle that, even dry, I could accept a little of his finger into my ass.
Tata was now halfway down my body kissing my navel and stroking all of my erogenous zones. I bought oestrogen whenever I could afford the prescription, so my dick, my 'boy clitty'', had withered a little, but I still had an average 5 and 3/4 in. left. I was rock fucking hard!
Lifting his hand, Bogdan stuck his right index finger in his mouth to wet it, then rimmed my ass. Continuing to work moisture into my ass, Tata inserted all of his index finger and then added his middle one. His fingers felt divine in my ass!
Up to now, it had always been up to me to either pre-stretch my ass before sex or to put up with the bit of pain experienced as my ass adjusted to the dick being forced into it.
Tata slowly stretched my ring wider. I was about to find out why!
Standing up, Bogdan stripped all of his clothes off. As his boxers hit the floor, his huge 9 in. cock bounced erectly into view. It was freaking ginormous! Long and as thick as a baby's arm!
"Women, they cannot take me, no? But ladyboys, they love this in their pussy because it touches all the right places, yes? Do not be scared, mališa. Tata will be gentle, and you will learn to love it, yes?"
I had never seen a penis that big, let alone tried to take one in my ass, but my mouth watered, and I felt a strange longing to see if I could suck him all the way down to his pubic bone.
I got on my knees and crawled across to where Bogdan was standing. I cupped his big balls in one hand and wrapped my other hand around his shaft. Stroking the shaft, I opened my mouth and took the head of his cock in my mouth.
As Tata was already leaking precum, I was treated to some of that slimy essence pouring onto my tongue. It tasted a little salty but with a pleasantly sweet aftertaste. I was hooked!
Swirling my tongue and milking his shaft, I began to encourage more precum from Bogdan's penis' eye. I was rewarded with a deep guttural growl and a heavier outpouring of gooey liquid.
Tata held my head with both hands and tried to push his cock deeper. I covered my teeth with my lips and took a little more into my mouth.
Tata growled again, "That's good, devojčica (baby girl). Not many can take more than this!"
Well! I am way better than 'not many'! Swallowing quickly, I took another 2 inches, but now it would be more difficult as the head of Bogdan's huge cock was near my gag reflex.
I moved my hand so that my lips were pressed against it and began to rock my head back and forth. Letting all but the tip of Tata's dick slide out of my mouth, I lashed his glans with my tongue before sucking firmly and lowering my head again.
Bogdan shuddered, "You are a good at sucking!" He said to me.
'You haven't felt nothing yet!' I thought determinedly. 'I'm going to deep throat the whole thing or die choking on it! '
Bobbing my head to let my mouth and the back of my mouth get used to Bogdan's girth, I lifted my index finger off his shaft and let my lips slide down a little further.
Bogdan groaned appreciatively, and another flow of precum slid passed my larynx. It was delicious!
His head was now just about touching my gag reflex, so I swallowed quickly again, took my middle finger off Tata's shaft, and allowed his dick to slip further in. Continuing to swallow quickly, I fought my gag reflex, took my third finger off his shaft, and lowered my lips to my last finger.
'One to go!' I thought.
I could feel his cock resting in my throat. I'm sure if I squeezed my larynx, I would have also squeezed Tata's dick! Bogdan had stopped moving. Endless moans and groans poured from his mouth, but he was desperately holding still as his passion flamed, trying to give me every chance of swallowing all of him!
Slowly moving my head back, I let a little of Bogdan's stupendous length out of my throat before bobbing my head back down, trying to force my throat to accept Bogdan's size down it.
Sucking in a deep breath, I let go of Tata's cock and pushed my head down firmly on his big dick. My lips hit his hairy abdomen! I had done it! I got all nine inches in my mouth and down my throat!
An exultant rush ran through me. I was so excited I lifted my head so all but the very tip of Tata's dick came out of my mouth. Grabbing his shaft in my hand again, I started to milk Bogdan as I sucked on the eye of his penis. I gently massaged Tata's big hairy balls before wrapping my lips around his cock's head and lowering myself down.
Tata's cock slid past my gag reflex and into my throat again without a glitch this time. My lips were, once again, pressed against Bogdan's pelvis, his pubic hair tickling my nose.
Bogdan held my head firmly in his two warm hands with a low and deep moan and began to fuck my throat. Withdrawing all but the tip, he would then slide it back into my throat.
I was in heaven! My 'boy clitty' was aching and throbbing and pouring out at least as much precum as Bogdan was. I only needed a quick swallow as the head of Tata's dick slid past my gag reflex to be able to let him face fuck me like the dirty slut I was!
Stroking faster and faster and moaning deeper and more loudly, Bogdan reached his crescendo.
"Yes fucking, devojčica!" He yelled. "I am dolazi (coming)!'
Holding my head against his pelvis Tata shot load after load down my throat. I badly needed to taste his cum, so I was trying to push Tata a little further away so I could taste some of his cum in my mouth. He was holding too tightly, though, and I had to wait.



After about the 4th or 5th shot down my throat, Bogdan released his grip, and I was able to let some of his length back out of my throat. He shot twice more into my greedily sucking mouth. It tasted like bliss!
I loved it so much I nearly came, hands-free, myself!
I swallowed every drop, then wrapped my lips around his cock so that I could tongue his head's eye for more.
Holding my head gently, Tata forced me away from his cock.
Every Trans prostitute in the world will tell you that this is the dangerous point. Your 'John' has shot his load, gotten rid of his sexual frustrations, and will often freak out now.
"I'm not a fucking faggot!" They'll snarl at you and then try to beat you to prove to themselves how manly they are!
Bogdan merely leant forward and kissed my cum stained lips before guiding me up onto my back on the bed.
He didn't slowly stimulate my erogenous zones as he lowered himself down this time. He flicked a tongue across my nipples, briefly tongued my belly button, and then took my rock-hard cock in his hand before going down on me.
Bogdan could easily swallow all five and 3/4 inches of me. He was a genuinely gifted cock sucker! Bobbing his head slowly up and down, he alternated between sucking fervently and softly. Between swirling his tongue around my glans and lapping at the eye, and bobbing the whole length slowly and about half of it quickly, I soon reached the point of no return.
"I'm going to cum, Tata," I informed him.
Sucking all of me into his mouth, Bogdan flattened his tongue along my shaft and sucked firmly but gently.
With an almost womanly squeal, I came, copiously, into Tata's warm, sucking mouth! I was truly in heaven! Load after load, I squirted into Bogdan as he moaned and swallowed it all.
As I came down off my cum high, Bogdan wrapped his strong arms around me and cuddled my back to his chest.
Stroking my hair, he said, "That was unfuckingbelievable fucking! I cannot believe you could swallow it all, draga (dear one). Nobody has ever taken me all the way!"
Leaning back, I kissed his chin, "I wanted to please you, Tata," I told him. "I want to be the best girl I can be for you!"
Unbelievably, Bogdan was hardening against my ass! I had managed to swallow all of him. Was I going to be able to take all of him in my ass, my 'boy pussy'?
I didn't know, but I was surely keen to find out!
Turning to face him, I wrapped my arms around Tata's neck and kissed him, "Make a woman of me, Tata, please?" I pleaded.
Bogdan lifted himself slightly, so I could lift my knees and, still lying on my side, wrap my calves around the back of his knees. His dick was now throbbing against my taint.
Wriggling my butt, I kissed Tata again. Tata moaned and began to kiss me passionately, thrusting his hips to meet my wriggles.
Bogdan rolled onto his hands and knees with me still clinging to him. With a deep manly roar, he pushed me off him onto the bed and forcefully shoved my knees up and apart.
I expected Bogdan to try and dry fuck me as he was so turned on, but he was too much of a gentleman to do that! Instead, he went down on my ass.
Holding my knees back and apart so that my hips were lifted slightly off the bed, Tata began to tongue my rosebud. Forcing more and more of his invading tongue into my ring, Bogdan added more and more saliva to my already dripping boy pussy.
Slipping his index finger back inside me, Tata gently spread my rosebud and forced his wetness deeper into me.
Satisfied I was ready, Bogdan offered his magnificent cock to my lips once more.
"Make me as wet as you can, mališa. I do not wish to hurt you!"
I eagerly complied! Sucking him all the way down to his abdomen, I lashed his penis with my tongue and made the head and shaft as wet as I could.
Letting him slide out of my mouth, I lay back down and lifted my knees up and apart, as a woman would do, to accept her lover into her secretive parts.
Tata slipped between my young thighs, kissed me on the lips, and looked lovingly into my eyes.
"I will be slow, so your pussy has a chance to get used to me, yes?"
He was huge, so, a little fearfully, I nodded. I needn't have worried, though. Tata had prepared me to take him so well that he slid home without me even experiencing that usual twitch as a cock passed through my knot.
Holding me tightly to him and kissing me, Bogdan gave my boy-pussy a chance to adjust to his width and girth. He began to slowly rock his hips back and forth, making his cock move deliciously inside me.
Unbidden, my legs wrapped around Tata's hips. I started to, unconsciously, move with him. Holding still as he withdrew, then pushing up at him as he pushed into me.
Faster and faster, Bogdan fucked me withdrawing more and more of his massive dick as he did. Then, just as I thought it couldn't get any better, the head of his big cock rubbed across my prostate.
With a surprised grunt, I twitched and bucked my hips up at him.
"That's it, devojčica! Right there," Bogdan crowed and stroked into me again.
I thrashed and bucked like a wild thing on the end of Tata's superb cock. I was moaning like a right dirty slut!
"Fuck me, Tata! Oh, fuck this boy-girl well. Fuck my ass, take my boy pussy. I am all yours! Have me, own me!" These were just the things I remember moaning to him.
With a deep growl, Bogdan came in my ass. Feeling his cum squirt across my prostate sent me into ecstasy, and I began to cum too. Just from being fucked in the ass!
Bogdan must have spurted in me at least six times. Every time he squirted across my prostate, I would squirt too. My juices spread between Tata's body and mine.
Bogdan finally slowed to a stop. My boy clitty was still twitching and trying to cum as he withdrew his softening cock from my ass.
Tata went down on me and licked and tongued all of my juices from my pelvic area. Kissing my soft cock, Tata said, "We will now sleep. You are exhausted, and I do not need much sleep, so I will be gone when you wake up. Look for my note, yes?"
Bogdan cuddled me to his chest again before insisting I roll on my side so we could spoon as we slept.
Gently kissing the nape of my neck and almost absentmindedly playing with my nipples, Bogdan drifted off to sleep. I followed him down almost immediately. He was right. It had been a long time since I could afford to let my guard down and let myself drift entirely away.
The life of someone living on the streets is to sleep with one eye open, so to speak.
In the morning, as he had said, Bogdan was gone. I looked for his note and found it in an envelope on the dining table.
I opened the envelope and took the note out. It read, "Moja draga mala (my darling little one), I need to spend my day at the office. When you step outside, you will find my driver waiting for you. He will take you shopping for clothes.
Choose some outfits but make sure you select an evening dress because I am taking you to an important, for me and my company, dinner tonight and I need you to look veoma lepa (very pretty). You will need shoes, lingerie, etc., too, no?
Money is an object not, yes? The driver, Ivan, will pay for everything!
Be a good girl, and I will see you tonight at my home, yes?"

The End.

Epilogue: Now.
The above happened about a year ago. Tata still treats me as if I was his little princess. He sent me for some male to female cosmetic surgery hence the 34C boobs and the fact I am hairless all over my body except for my head.
He paid for makeup lessons and deportment lessons and sent me to a 'finishing school' so that I could make small talk with all people.
I accompany him as his 'niece' to his company events and act as the hostess at his dinner parties and office dos.
I wanted to get 'bottom' surgery to complete my transition to female, but Tata says he likes sucking on my cock too much! Sometimes, when Tata is really horny, I fuck him with my boy clitty, too!
We still ride the Cleveland train from time to time, so if you see an older distinguished gentleman with 'salt and pepper' hair, that is more salt than pepper now with a small pencil moustache, holding the hand of a stunningly pretty black-haired woman who is probably little more than a third his age riding in your carriage say hello. Tata might even ask you to come home with us!

The End.
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Short Stories 05: A Letter to my Gorgeous Tgirl Fuck-Slut

To my darling, Elise,
My sexy, gorgeous, slutty girl, I remember the night you arrived at my place, well after most decent people had taken to their beds. You love to dress as a Tgirl slut, but you are innately shy and don't want anyone but me to see this fuck-slut side of you.
Coming inside, you found me standing naked, tall, strong and oh so masculine, holding lengths of rope in my big strong hands. I had a small, cynical smile on my face. Your reticence amused me.
Your gaze met mine for an instant before you tipped your head forward and glued your eyes to the floor.
Clasping your hands shyly in front of your hips, you squirmed uncomfortably.
"I hope this girl finds your approval, Sir?" You asked quietly.
I walked around you. You are average height for a man, tall for a woman. Your body is slim and toned. The hormones you have been taking have given you hints of womanly curves. Maybe your breasts have made it to an A cup, but only just. Your ass and hips are pleasantly rounded.
"Yes. Yes, this girl does meet with my approval," I told you.
I tied you face down, with pillows under your hips and breasts, over my coffee table. Your knees were on the ground, and I bound them to the coffee table legs. I placed your wrists in handcuffs then tied them above your head.
Coming up behind you, I lifted your skirt and pulled your thong aside and then I slid a well-lubricated plug into your boy pussy.
Leaving you exposed and vulnerable, I moved to your head and tipped it to one side. Kneeling, I rubbed the head of my cock along your lips. You parted your lips, and I slipped my cock into your mouth.
Grabbing a handful of your hair just behind your ear, I held you firmly and started to fuck your mouth.
Stretching out my hand, I tapped and pushed on the plug in your ass.
Working in rhythm with my thrusting cock, I worked the plug in and out of your boy pussy, slowly stretching and preparing it for the fucking you were so desperately craving.
It seemed to you like an age passed as I held your head still and slid my cock in and out of your willing mouth. I could tell your jaw was hurting, so I removed my cock from your mouth and moved behind you.
You moaned deeply and sensually as I slowly removed the plug.
Kneeling, I grabbed your hips and swayed forward until the head of my cock was against your little rosebud, the entrance to your 'boy pussy'.
I held still, refusing to move. You tried to push back against your binds so you could impale yourself on my dick. But the bonds held true, and you were left wanting, needing, craving to be filled..
A frustrated moan escaped from your lips. But all I did was laugh and slowly slide my length into you.
You groaned in pleasure as I penetrated deeper into your boy pussy.
I held you tight for a moment to allow you to get used to me. Then I slowly start to fuck you.
Harder and harder, I drove my cock into you until you were made into nothing but my little fuck doll. A vessel to be used solely for my pleasure.
As my cock drove deep into your slutty hole, your little boy clitty hardened and started to bang against the coffee table. The pain was exquisite, and you began to push back at me, groaning and moaning in time with my thrusts.
I reached under your hips and wrapped my strong hand around your girlie cock. Gripping the shaft firmly just below the head, I continued to drive my dick deep into your tight, slippery boy pussy.
My grasping hand drove you wild. So you humped back against my invading cock and into my gripping hand.
Balancing against you, I grabbed a handful of your hair and pulled your head back.
This arched your back, and with the angle change, my throbbing cock started to slide across your prostate gland.
A surprised and delighted grunt escaped you, and after a couple of more pushes from me, you lost control, and your boy clitty started shooting its load onto the floor.
I took this as my cue and released the grip I held tightly over my own orgasm and I released a flood of semen deep into your slutty shit hole.
Time after time, as I thrust into you, I shot cum into your fuck hole. Splashing semen over your prostate caused you to shudder and squirt again.
As my orgasm slowly came to an end, I released your boy clitty, and slid my cock out of your hole.
Moving back to your head, I ran the cum covered head across your lips.
Willingly, but with your eyes tightly closed, you opened your lips and let me slide my cock back into your mouth.
Being the good boy/girl you are, you industriously cleaned every inch of my now flaccid cock.
Releasing your binds, I patted you gently on the ass, "Be a good girl and see yourself out. I'll see you same time next week."
I hope you remember that night as fondly as I do, my dear.
Till I see you again, my little one.
I remain yours,
John Murray

The End.
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Chapter 3: Paying the Price.

Entering Liz's bedroom for the second time, I was struck, once again, by how minimally elegant its furnishings were. It was a fairly large room but only contained a king-sized four-poster bed, a walk-in robe, a chest of drawers, a mirror, and a chair. But everything, in an understated way, screamed quality. Liz had extinguished and moved the candles to her dresser and pulled back the heavy dark curtains. The morning light poured into the room. It was going to be a gorgeous day.
Liz walked in ahead of me, and without looking at me, she said, "Drop the robe and lie on the bed face down. Close your eyes."
A little bothered by her brusque tone, I still complied.
"Spread your legs and reach your arms up toward the posts," Liz instructed.
I was lying, completely starkers, spread-eagle, on top of the mattress. Liz took some velvet ropes out of one of the dresser drawers, doubled four of them over, and wrapped all four around my wrists and ankles, pushing the rope ends through the loops created by doubling the ropes up. Sliding the ends through until the ropes were snug against my skin, she tied them securely to the bedposts.
I tested the rope's strength by pulling downwards and flexing my biceps. They held firm, but I wasn't at all concerned. I'm 19, 6ft. 4 in. of lean athletic muscle, and bulletproof. As most young men think we are, remember? If I can't handle two little slips of girls, what real use am I?
Taking a silk scarf and a heavy leather paddle that was about 2 ft. long, 10 in. wide and studded with steel ringed holes with a leather-wrapped handle.
Liz showed the two items to me. "I'm going to paddle you 12 times with this, between here and here," she told me, tapping the edge of the paddle just above the top of my gluteus maximus and the top of the back of my thighs, about a hand width below where the curve of my glutes started.
"You will count them and thank me for each one, as you did last night. But first, I will blindfold you with this," showing me the scarf. "Any objections?"
Well ... I could think of a few! But to my surprise, I said nothing!
"John!" She snapped. "This is the price to fuck, and come inside me, are you willing to pay it?"
I nodded my head.
Giving me a short sharp smack on my ass cheek with her hand, Liz said, "The correct answer is 'Yes, Mistress'. So, once again, are you willing to pay the price?" She demanded of me.
I inwardly shrugged and thought, 'WTF?' but merely said "Yes, Mistress," to her.
Liz quickly bound the scarf around my eyes. No matter how much I screwed my head around, I couldn't see a damned thing! I think the anticipation was the worst thing! Liz dragged the paddle down my spine between my shoulder blades, across my ass and down my thighs to the back of my knees. She repeated this at least a half dozen times. Every time, as she neared my ass, my glutes would tighten in anticipation of the whack.
What I didn't realise was that Liz was waiting for me to relax and think that, maybe, this was just some kind of weird foreplay. As soon as I let out a shuddering sigh and relaxed down onto the mattress, she hit me, hard, right across that nexus point of nerves just above my ass where my spine met my tail bone.
"Fuck!" Exploded out of me.
With an obvious effort to suppress laughter, Liz said, "The correct response is 'One, thank you, Mistress', but I will let it ride this time. Or, was that not one?"
"One, thank you, Mistress," I quickly said.
"Good boy," she said.
'Good boy'? I thought. Seriously, WTF?
Stroking the welt, Liz waited for me to relax again. As soon as I did, she hit me three more times right across both ass cheeks, but a lot less viciously than the first hit. My ass was already warm and hurting, and there were still 8 more to go!
"2, 3 and 4, thank you, Mistress," I intoned. Not willing to risk them not being counted.
No sooner had I said 'Mistress' Liz hit me, even harder than the first time, on the top and back of my thighs, expertly missing my gluteus maximus.
I barely stifled another "Fuck!" and managed to force out "5, thank you, Mistress."
As I rode the pain in and on my ass cheeks and upper thighs down, Liz wet a finger, slipped it between my cheeks, and rimmed my ass. It didn't help with the pain, but it was certainly a welcome distraction!
It was about then I suddenly became aware of the smell of Liz's arousal. Her breath was coming in short gasps. It was bleedingly obvious paddling me had her hotter than hell!
'Interesting,' I thought.
Liz gave me three more across my cheeks, but, in comparison, they were pretty mild in their intensity, so I was easily able to mouth "7, 8 and 9," thank you, Mistress."
The skin on my ass was burning, and I was sure she had 'caned it raw' just as Becca had promised me she would if I had tried to fuck her, except I hadn't. Was I supposed to have? I wondered. I should have known better, though. Liz is an expert with whips, canes, crops, floggers, and paddles. As far as I'm aware, or had anyone tell me, she's never once drawn blood!
Stroking her fingers gently across my flaming ass, Liz said to me, "You can use two safe words if you need to. Orange, if you need me to slow down and wait for a time. Red, if you want to 'pussy out' and not get to fuck me. Do I hear a safe word?"
'Safe words? Red, orange? I have no idea WTF you're waffling about, woman! Let's just get this done and get to the fucking part,' I thought. But I shook my head and said, "No, thank you, Mistress.
"Good boy," she told me.
'Again with the 'Good boy'? What is with that?' I remember thinking to myself.
Moving a bit further back so she could let loose, Liz firmly and quickly gave me the last three whacks. One on each ass cheek and the last, an especially vicious hit, right on that same nexus point again.
"10, 11 and 12," I moaned painfully. "Thank you, Mistress."
'Thank fuck that's over with,' I thought. 'I'm not sure cumming in your velvet-lined cunt is worth doing this again!'
Almost as soon as the last whack was delivered, I felt two hands spreading my burning ass cheeks. Some soothing cream was rubbed onto the raw red flesh.
A warm wet tongue started to rim me after that, much to my delight. Reaching between my thighs, the tongue's owner, I assumed it was Liz but found out later, from Becca herself (the little anal slut), that it was she who took hold of my now flaccid penis.
I know a lot of guys, especially, get off on receiving pain, but I am definitely not one of them!
Pulling gently on my dick and rimming my ass Becca (I still thought it was Liz) introduced a finger into the mix. First, she only fingered the entrance to my rosebud, but as the area got wetter and wetter from her invading tong, she slipped her finger further and further into my ass.
It wasn't unpleasant, so I didn't complain.
Working her finger around in my hole Becca gently stretched my 'back door love passage' open. Shortly she was able to add a second finger and opened me further.
I still didn't find this arousing, but from the low sharp pants I could hear, I could tell it was turning Liz on even more, so I put up with it.
Once, whoever was stretching my hole open was satisfied it was big enough, I guess, the tongue and fingers were removed from my now gaping ass, and I heard Liz ask, "Do you still want to fuck me and cum in my pussy, John?"
'Well, does a bear take communion?' I thought. But merely nodded my head emphatically and added a "Yes, please, Mistress," just to make sure!
Liz removed the blindfold and knelt on the bed beside me. She was completely naked except for a strapon dildo that arced lewdly from her pudenda. The 'cock' part was a lot smaller than the one she had used to fuck Becca into submission the previous night but still looked huge to me.
I could see and smell the results of her arousal running down the inside of her thighs. "First, I'm going to fuck you in the ass with this!" Liz informed me.
'That wasn't part of the deal,' I thought. 'But, hey! In for a penny in for a pound, right?'
I didn't say anything out loud, though.
"Do you wish to use a safe word?" Liz asked.
"No, Mistress," I answered.
Undoing the ropes to my ankles, Liz allowed me to close my legs before she wrapped the rope around both ankles and retied me to the foot of the bed. Straddling my thighs and positioning herself by putting a hand on my lower back just above my still flaming ass and resting her weight on it, Liz guided the strapon's head to the entrance to my rosebud.
"Just relax and let it slide in," she told me. "If it sticks a little, clench down on it with your sphincter muscles, push back at it as if you're trying to push it back out, then relax again. It'll pop straight in, trust me."
I was able to quite readily accept the 'cock' into my ass.
To this day, though, I still find absolutely no pleasure in being anally penetrated. Not by fingers, plugs, strapons or even real cocks attached to real people. Even when the invading item is rubbing across my prostate, which most guys adore, all that I feel is a need to shit.
It does nothing, sexually, for me at all. In fact, it's quite a turn-off!
Liz adored pegging me and all of her 'boys'. Her strapons were the double-headed type, so as she pushed into your ass, the head at the other end was pressed against her clit and into her pussy. She had more orgasms more easily this way than any other, and I had already, pretty much, fallen in love with her, so I was happy to oblige her solely for the pleasure it gave her.
Liz held still in my ass to give me a chance to get used to having a 'cock' in my ass. Once she felt me relax, she asked, "Ready?"
I nodded my head.
Gently, at first, Liz stroked in and out of me but very soon, as her passion inflamed, she was sawing in and out of me as fast and as hard as she could.
Moaning and groaning, Liz rode my ass to at least three orgasms, from what I could hear, never once noticing that I was still totally soft. Coming down from her last orgasm, Liz climbed off my back, sliding the dildo out of my buggered ass as she did. Releasing the ropes, Liz encouraged me to roll over.
Looking disbelievingly at the still un-messed sheets under where my body had been lying, Liz asked, "You didn't enjoy that?"
"Not really," I mumbled back at her.
"Don't worry, you'll learn to love it," she told me.
I never did, though.
After rubbing her nipples down my chest, stomach and abdomen, Liz went down on my flaccid dick. Holding it at the base, she partly took the head into her open mouth and gently blew in and out around it.
Now that was good! My cock roared immediately back to life!
Stroking my shaft and swallowing more and more of me, Liz was shortly deep throating the whole thing. She started to swirl her tongue around the eye of my penis and across my glans, and I very nearly lost my load there and then.
Liz must have realised I was about to cum because she squeezed my balls quite hard and said, "Wait for me!"
Rolling onto her back, Liz encouraged me to get between her thighs. She took hold of my now rock hard cock and guided me into her hot, soaking wet snatch. Matching groans issued from us both as I slipped deep inside her.
"Rock gently with me and grind your pelvic bone against my clit, for a moment, when you hit the bottom of your stroke, just like you did last night, to start with," Liz instructed me. "When you feel me starting to push back up at you, I want you to tongue and gently nibble on here," touching the spot where her neck met her shoulder, "as well as gently blowing in my ear and nibbling on the lobe. But, slowly, slowly and gently, gently, okay? Do not give me a hickey!"
Nodding, I went to work. I must admit the slow build-up that Liz had taught me to do worked far better than my previous and usual 'Wham, blam' approach and has worked with every woman I've been with ever since!
After only a brief interlude of slow stroking and grinding, Liz started to emit low growling moans, with her head pushed tightly against mine, into my ear. Speeding up my strokes, still with a quick pause at the bottom to grind against her clitoris, I ran my tongue around and gently sucked on the area Liz had indicated.
Liz's eyes closed, and I swear she almost purred like a cat! But when I gently blew in her ear and nibbled on her lobe, her eyes flew open, and in astonishment, she said, "Fuck, I'm going to cum!"
And, with a deep-voiced groan, did.
Wrapping her legs tightly around me and pulling me tight into her cunt Liz bit me hard, leaving another hickey I would have to somehow hide at work, and yelled, "Fuck me, John! Fuck me hard!"
That's right in my wheelhouse, as I may have said before!
Sliding my right arm under Liz's hips and placing my left hand beside her right shoulder so I could rest on it, I effortlessly lifted her lower half off the bed and began to pound into her. My pelvic bone set up a slapping rhythm as I drove hard and deeply into her cunt with every stroke.
Lifting her hips and legs, which were still wrapped tightly around my waist, forced Liz to cling to my broad shoulders. I slid my arms up and under her back and grabbed both of her shoulders with a hand on each.
Lifting myself to a kneeling position, with Liz completely suspended below me, I viciously drove my hips upwards whilst pulling down on her shoulders with my hands and arms, grunting with the effort as I did so.
It took about three hard upward strokes, Liz's head flung back, and her eyes rolled back in her head.
"Fuck, Fuck, Fu ... uhuhuhuhu ... ck!" Liz screamed. "I'm c ... ooooo ... m ...uh, uh ... ing!" As she spasmed and her hips bucked against mine.
Liz virtually passed out, letting go of my shoulders with her hands and my hips with her thighs, and she fell back.
Easily holding her weight, I lowered her down onto the mattress. My dick slipped out of her now totally satiated pussy, as I did so.
Not having cum yet, I was still rock hard and throbbing, my cock's head jumping as my sphincter clenched with every throb.
I became aware of a series of low moans and a 'squelching' sound coming from my right. I saw that Becca had returned from unpacking the last of her boxes and was sitting on the dresser chair, having turned it to face the bed. She had picked up Liz's strapon and was feverishly thrusting it in and out of her cunt.
That was the 'squelching' sound I could hear. Her pussy juices were, literally, splashing as the base of the 'cock' hit the entrance to her vulva.
"Fuck!" She said, "That was the hottest goddamned thing I've ever seen! Nobody has ever fucked you that hard or well the whole time I've been with you, Mistress," Becca said to Liz.
Liz, who had regained her composure, smiled and sat up. Noticing my still raging hard-on, Liz raised her eyes to mine. "You haven't cum yet?" She asked.
I shook my head.
"I'll take care of it if you want?" Becca piped in, still fucking herself firmly with the strapon's cock.
"Slut!" Liz called her fondly. "No, this time, he's all for me!"
"Awww!" Becca whined.
Lying back down and lifting then spreading her knees, Liz patted her vulva. "Come in me, please, baby," Liz invited.
I didn't need another invitation!
Sliding back into her, I kissed her passionately and moved languidly inside her, grinding myself against her clitoris.
After a few slow minutes, Liz suddenly raised her eyebrows and looked deep into my eyes. "Oh!" She said in surprise. "I'm going to cum again!"
Feeling her quim pulse around my dick was enough to send me over the edge, and, with a deep heavy groan, I unloaded inside her tight, slippery pussy. I must've shot a bucket load into her because I could feel my sperm leaking out around my cock and sliding down my balls.
With a high pitched squeal, Becca also came, shuddering on the dildo.
With a satisfied groan, I rolled off Liz onto my back. Liz snuggled her shoulder into my armpit and rested her head on my shoulder. Stroking my hairy chest, she kissed my neck and said, "That was so good!"
I smiled, "I'm glad you enjoyed it." I said to her.
Liz leant back and told Becca to come and 'clean John up'.
"I'll do you first, Mistress," Becca said.
"No, I want to feel his cum in and running out of me for a while longer," Liz told her. "You can help clean me up in the shower later."
With an amazed look on her face, Becca climbed up onto the bed and took me in her mouth. Becca soon had every trace cleaned from on and around my cock and pelvic area using her fine oral and tongue skills.
"Hmmm," she said, "Pussy flavoured cock juice, my favourite!" Licking her lips lasciviously, Becca smiled at me.
Yup, now I was hard again!
Staring at my cock, Becca turned to Liz and said in wonder, "He's fucking hard again! Down boy, down!" she added jokingly.
Liz laughed. "It will have to wait. I'm hungry, so let's go shower, put some clothes on, and we'll head to 'Daniels' for some lunch, my treat."
Daniel's is only the most exclusive restaurant in Hamilton.
"We'll stop by John's place so he can pick up a collared shirt and some things for the rest of the weekend and work on Monday."

End Part III

Coming up next: Shower, then lunch.
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Lolly, Gina, Adrian and I soaked in the tub chatting about this and that as we recuperated from our sexual exertions and built our strength for the adventures to come.
I turned to Gina and said, "Clive will be up here shortly. After having perved on your mother, there's no way he will miss a chance to check out your naked body. Are you going to be okay with that? If you move to the middle of the tub and sink down until all of you except for your head is underwater, he won't be able to see much. Not with all these bubbles.
It was Adrian that objected, surprisingly.
"I'll belt the old perve if he does," he said heatedly.
Amused, I pointed out, "Gina and her mother are very attractive and very sexy women. If you're going to get jealous of someone looking, you're going to spend all your life wanting to belt people! Jealousy is only a measure of your insecurity. Or, are you wanting to own all of Gina?"
Blushing, he replied, "No ... well ...," he shook his head. "But Clive's got to be 60 something, and it's not right for him to be perving on a teenager!"
"I think I'll decide on that if you don't mind, brother!" Gina said firmly. "We can be lovers as well as brother and sister if you want, but no man owns, or is ever going to own, me! I'm already fucking your father; if your brother is as good looking as you, I'm probably going to fuck him, too, so you may as well get used to it!"
Lolly chimed in. "If we're going to be family, Adrian, there can be no limits between us. You can fuck both of us or neither of us. You can accept that we will fuck others and join in when we say you can and accept it when we don't. Or, I can be your father's new girlfriend and have nothing more than that between us. Gina can be your lover and sexual playmate, or she can be your half-sister, and there can be nothing more than that between you. Your choice, what do you choose?"
I could see Adrian struggling with these new ideas, but I trusted Lolly and Gina to set him straight, so I kept shtum1.
Obviously, there were a lot of thoughts and questions racing through his mind, but the question he asked was not the one I expected!
"You mean this isn't a one-off occurrence?" Adrian asked, almost in awe. "I get to fuck you both whenever I want?"
"Whenever we want!" The girls corrected together.
"There will be others, Adrian," Lolly told him. "Sometimes other men, sometimes other women. Sometimes we will ask you to join us. Other times we will not. But, when we are with you, we will be totally with you! All of our holes will be available for you to use and cum in! But you have to make the choice now. What will you choose?"
Gina nodded her head in agreement.
"I have a very sexy girlfriend whose 19th birthday is next weekend. I thought of offering you to her as her present, well, you and me! You up for it?" Gina asked him.
A huge smile broke out on Adrian's face. "Fuck me! How can I refuse that? It might take a bit of getting used to, but I'm game if you two will have me?"
The girls floated over to him and wrapped their arms around him. Covering his face with kisses, they told him he'd made a wise choice, and they looked forward to playing more sex games with him.
Just about then, there was an "Ahem" at my shoulder. Clive had made another appearance, as predicted.
I noticed Lolly whisper something quietly and quickly into Gina's ear.
Gina swam straight over to the ladder and stood on the same step her mother had. Gina batted her eyes at Clive with all of her generous assets well and truly on display and said.
"Mum says you have the biggest penis she's ever seen, Mr Clive. Will you show it to me, please?"
Not giving him a chance to answer, Gina leant forward and tugged Clive's stubbie shorts down. As mentioned earlier, Clive wasn't wearing underwear, so his meaty cock was immediately on display.
Gina cupped Clive's big saggy balls in one hand and took the underside of the head of his cock in her other. Her fingers barely reached a third of the way around Clive's 'horse cock'.
Pulling his foreskin back as far as it would go in its flaccid state, Gina lowered her head and lapped at the eye of Clive's cock, just as her mother had.
However, Clive couldn't manage to 'rise to the occasion' this time.
Looking dumbfoundedly at me and Lolly Clive said, "I wish I hadn't had that wank watching you two fuck now! I'm sorry, Miss Gina and trust me. You're beautiful enough to raise an erection in the dead! But this poor old fool just can't go three times in one day anymore!"
Gina gave him a ravishing smile, then took Clive's hands in hers and placed them on her boobs. "That's okay, Mr Clive, have a feel of these, so you've got something nice to think about next time you want to have a wank!"
Clive cupped Gina's breasts and ran his thumbs over her nipples.
"Hmmm, Hmmm, that's very nice, Mr Clive!" She told him.
Reluctantly letting go, Clive looked at me and said, "The cab is all done, John. I'll need to do the brakes on the next service, but, otherwise, she's all good to go."
Thanking him, I said I'd drop in and pay the bill on my way out to work next time.
"All good," he told me. "I know where you live!"
Pulling his shorts up, and with a wave of his hand, Clive headed back to the garage, locked everything up, walked across to our adjoining fence, and climbed over the sty we had built over it before disappearing inside his front door.
Gina turned to Adrian and grabbed his cock. "I need you inside me, like, right now, brother! That fucking thing was huge!"
She guided his dick into her pussy.
Unknowingly mimicking her mother, Gina got the same dreamy expression on her face, then said, "I wonder whether I could get it hard enough to try and take?" Before sinking her pussy down onto Adrian's dick.
I could tell Adrian was a little weirded out by Gina being turned on by some old geezer's dick then wanting him to fuck her, so I said, "I think it was Zsa Zsa Gabor that said, 'It doesn't matter where you get your appetite as long as you eat at home!' so enjoy the fact Gina has a nice wet pussy that needs a dick in it!"
Adrian nodded his head, "How did you get to the stage of not caring if your wife or girlfriend was turned on by, or wanted to have sex with, another man, dad?"
"It's all about trust, son," I told him. "I trusted your mum to always come back to me just as she trusted that my flings were just that, flings. We never formalised our 'open marriage' like Lolly and I will once she agrees to marry me. She will. She just doesn't know it, because I haven't asked her yet! But I knew it was me she loved and wanted to spend her life with just as I loved her and couldn't imagine life without her."
A little tearfully, I added. "I still can't."
Adrian gaped at me.
"You knew mum had the occasional affair?" He said.
"Wait," I said. "You knew your mum had the occasional dalliance? How the fuck did you know she had flings?"
"I came home sick from work one day," he answered. "She came rushing out of your bedroom still doing up her blouse when she heard me open the door. Before the door to your bedroom closed, I saw your mate Scott, naked, on the bed. I pretended not to notice anything and went to my room after saying I was sick and needed to lie down."
"Scott from over the road?" I asked.
"Yeah."
"Oh. The 4 of us used to swap quite regularly," I told him. "June was always way keener to swap than your mum, Scott, or I was. She had a big cunt, and Scott wasn't all that well endowed, so she always wanted me to fuck her."
"TMI, Dad!" Adrian told me. "No one wants to know their mum's a slut!"
"Oh, I don't know," Gina muttered. "I'm actually quite proud of how big a slut my mum is!"
Placing his arms on her shoulders and pulling her down a little more firmly onto his cock Adrian said, "Hush, you. You're just grateful you're not the only cock sucker in your house!"
Then he grinned and kissed Gina soundly.
"Talking of sluts," I told him. "I think the one you've got your dick in needs roughly servicing. Do you mind if I take one of her other holes?"
"Help yourself," Adrian responded.
I wasn't sure how it was going to work because the water in the hot tub had washed away any juices that Gina may have still had in her ass that I could use for lubrication. Lolly had the solution, though.
"If Adrian sits on the edge of the tub with Gina straddling him, you can kneel on the tub's seat. I think you're tall enough that your dick should slip in her ass easily." She mused.
Holding Gina to him, Adrian did as Lolly had suggested.
Unfortunately, they were a little too high, so, grateful for the years of squats I had done for Athletics training, I stood on the seat and then bent my knees to position the head of my cock at Gina's rosebud.
Lolly grabbed my cock and drew the head into her mouth. Swirling her tongue around my glans, she applied liberal amounts of saliva to the head and shaft of my dick.
Holding me away from her daughter's ass by pushing against my abdomen Lolly tongued and licked Gina's rear cum hole to make sure it was ready for my now rigid cock.
Once she was satisfied, Gina was wet enough to take me. Lolly grasped my cock and guided its head into her daughter's ass. Gina jumped a little as the head of my dick slipped through her knot.
"Fuck, that feels so good, daddy!" She moaned. "I feel so full of cock I think I'm going to explode!"
Kissing her brother passionately, Gina started to push back at my invading cock and forward and down onto Adrian's. Still sharing fevered kisses with her brother Gina began to grunt and twitch as her orgasm fast approached.
I heard that same squishing sound I'd heard on my first night with the girls. Looking to my right, I saw that Lolly had climbed up onto the edge of the hot tub beside her daughter.
She was using her left hand to pull and tweak one of her nipples whilst frigging herself vigorously with two fingers from her other hand as she enjoyed the spectacle of her two men enthusiastically and thoroughly fucking her daughter.
The squishing sound was from where the base of her two fingers was slapping against the entrance to her cunt. As I watched, she groaned and squirted. Her hands didn't stop tweaking and thrusting, though.
Adrian and I were quickly able to re-establish the same rhythm we had learned from double-penetrating Lolly earlier. We both thrust into Gina as hard as we could, and we were loud! If Clive had been still at the shed, he would have been treated to another seriously erotic fuck fest.
Adrian started to empty his ball sack into Gina's tight pussy with an explosive, almost gorilla-like grunt.
Feeling his cum splash against her cervix sent Gina over the edge. Squirting copiously, she spasmed on his cock, then squealed as she came again and again.
Gina's spasms from cumming caused her anal ring to contract and release on my cock's head as I pulled almost all the way out of her ass before slamming back into her. Unable to hold on any longer, I echoed my son's grunts and unloaded into my daughter's tight ass.
I sat back down in the water with a satisfied groan. Gina climbed off her brother and sank down beside me, her head resting on my chest.
Adrian was still mostly hard, so Lolly took him in her mouth to clean her daughter's pussy juices off his cock and rekindle his erection.
Before very long, Adrian was rock-hard again.
Lolly turned and backed into him. Holding his cock in her hand, she guided him to the entrance of her ass. Lolly pushed back with a deep sensual moan with her legs and thighs, taking all of Adrian's almost 10 in. cock deep inside her dark fuck hole with one long shove.
"You're so gawddamned big, Adrian," she told him, moaning erotically. "I can feel you in my abdomen!"
Pausing with him deep inside her for a moment, Lolly let her dirt cum hole adjust to being filled up. Once she felt ready, Lolly began to rock back and forth slowly.
Building up momentum, she slid up until only the tip of Adrian's cock's head was still in her knot before slamming herself backwards. Her ass was making a very sexy smacking sound as it hit Adrian's abdomen.
Opening her eyes and glaring at Gina, Lolly demanded, "Get over here and lick mummy's clitoris, my pussy munching daughter!"
Adrian groaned loudly hearing this.
"Lick my clit and rim his rosebud with your finger. Show mummy what a good little slut you are," Lolly instructed her daughter.
Gina was quick to comply. Kneeling between her mother's thighs, Gina pushed her tongue out and started to circle lolly's clit and take long licks across it. Gina had to rock her head back and forth to keep her tongue in contact with her mother as Lolly rode Adrian hard.
Dipping her forefinger into her mother's pussy, Gina reached up under Adrian's perineum and began to rim his ass. Transferring Lolly's juices by continuously plunging her finger into her mother's tight cunt Gina was able to slide a finger a little way into Adrian's sphincter.
Gina hooked her finger back a little and tugged gently on Adrian's ass ring. This new sensation was Adrian's undoing.
Grunting and growling, Adrian came in Lolly's ass hard. His hips were jerking and twitching as he shot load after load into Lolly.
Feeling Adrian's cum shooting into her bowel sent Lolly over the edge into sexual oblivion. Keeping still and holding Gina's mouth tightly to her clit as Gina tongued her furiously, Lolly emitted a deep, drawn-out moan and squirted copiously into Gina's mouth. Her frothy essence poured into, then out of, Gina's mouth, down Gina's chin, and across her tits.
Lolly leaned forward and let Adrian slide out of her posterior, then kissed her daughter before bending further over and licking her secretions off Gina's breasts.
All of this was highly arousing, as you can imagine, so I found myself really turned on with a stiff dick once more.
Pushing on Gina's hip, I moved my daughter to one side and slid between Lolly's thighs.
Wrapping her arms around my neck Lolly, with an extremely satisfied smile on her face, welcomed me into her hot wet cunt by wrapping her legs around my hips and pulling me toward her.
Holding her to me by squeezing her bottom against my abdomen with my hands, I climbed out of the tub.
With Lolly clinging to my broad shoulders, I walked her upstairs to my bedroom, leaving Gina and Adrian to it.
Lying her on what was my marital bed, I asked, "You okay in here? The spare room at the other end of the hall is made up if you'd prefer?"
Smiling and running her fingers through my hair Lolly said, "I think it's appropriate, John. I'd also like to think your late wife would approve of your choice of a new partner. Now make love to me, please?"
I was eager to comply.
Sliding down her svelte figure, I started at her toes. Holding her left foot, with my thumbs pressed into the arch of her foot (there's an awesome erogenous spot in there, look it up, you'll see), I sucked each of her toes, one after the other, into my mouth and swirled my tongue around them. Sucking, I pulled my head back so that they came out of my mouth with a soft 'pop'.
Stroking her foot, I kissed the underside of it and tongued her arch.
Running the tips of my fingers up her calf, I tickled and stroked the back of Lolly's left knee before swapping over to her right foot.
Repeating the same procedures on this foot, calf and knee, I soon had Lolly almost purring.
She was lying on her back with her legs spread wide apart. Her hips were slowly thrusting up and down as I tongued and stroked her lower leg's erogenous zones.
Lolly's eyes were closed, and a beautiful, enigmatic smile was playing around her full lips. Her hands were spread wide and were gripping, then re-gripping the edges of the mattress in time with her thrusting hips.
Once I had lavished as much attention on her right foot as I had on her left, I encouraged Lolly to roll onto her stomach by pushing on her right hip.
As soon as Lolly had settled into place, I picked up her left foot again. I sucked her toes and licked the arch before gently nibbling Lolly's Achilles.
Kissing gently up her calf, I then tongued the back of Lolly's left knee whilst tickling and stroking the back of her right.
Switching legs, I repeated everything I had done to her left foot and lower leg to her right one.
Lolly was, literally, humming as she 'air humped' the bed. Low, almost inaudible, "hmmm, hmmm, hmmms" kept issuing from her as I sensuously kissed, licked and massaged her erogenous zones.
Holding my tongue as wide and as flat as I could, I slowly ran my tongue up her hamstrings from the back of her left knee to just below the curves of her glutes.
To keep my tongue moist, I had to regularly pause and close my mouth so my saliva would build up again.
Kneading her ass cheeks, I switched my mouth and tongue to Lolly's right leg and tongued my way up that leg too.
Squeezing Lolly's glutes with my fingers, I kissed and gently bit them alternately.
Lolly pushed her ass up at my face. Hoping I was going to tongue her rosebud, I'm sure.
Skipping her rosebud, I held Lolly's cheeks apart and forcefully tongued the cleft of her ass.
Moving slowly upward, I lavished attention on that nexus of nerves just above Lolly's tailbone.
Moving even higher, I kissed and licked my way up Lolly's spine, running my fingers sensuously along her ribcage as I slid up.
I lightly ran the tips of my fingers around the swelling globes on the sides of Lolly's magnificent breasts as I kissed my way up her back.
Lolly was now moaning deeply and steadily. The smell of her pussy juice was heavy in my nostrils.
My cock was throbbing as my deeper instincts responded to these overt signals of female arousal.
Covering her tiny body with my much larger one, I slipped my forearms under her armpits and grabbed her by the shoulders. Holding her firmly to me, I began to kiss, tongue and bite those exquisite spots on either side where Lolly's neck met her shoulders.
Nibbling on her earlobes and blowing gently into her ears had Lolly humping her hips up at me and wriggling them back and forth like an over-excited puppy.
She was trying desperately to get my dick to slide into her cunt.



I had my dick firmly between her buns and on the cleft of her ass, though, so there was no way she could achieve her goal.
Grinding my dick between her ass cheeks, I teased and tormented Lolly until she begged me to fuck her.
"I need you inside me, John," she pleaded. "I can't stand it anymore! I have to feel your superb cock thrusting deeply into my quim. Please fuck your girl, Sir!"
Ignoring her pleas, I rolled Lolly over, pushed her legs up and wide apart, and then went down on her.
Her ass and pussy were leaking fluids from our earlier exertions, so her whole pelvic area was soaking wet.
Reaching my hands up so I could roll, play with and tweak her nipples, I tongued her from her rosebud to her clit and back repeatedly. As my tongue passed over the entrance to her vagina, I'd pause to lap her labia and slip my tongue into her as far as I could force it to go.
Lolly lifted her knees and, with her feet pressed firmly onto the mattress, grabbed the back of my head and started to hump her pussy up at me grinding my tongue and lips against her pussy.
Bending my left elbow, I placed my thumb just above Lolly's clit. I pulled the skin up, exposed Lolly's tiny pleasure nub and flicked my tongue across it. Kissing and sucking on her clitoris, as well as circling it with the tip of my tongue as fast as I could swirl it around then, lapping at it like a cat with a saucer of milk, I soon had Lolly gasping and moaning and begging me to stick my cock in her so she could cum.
I wanted, very badly, for her to cum from my oral ministrations first, though, so I continued to tweak her nipples with my right hand and lash her clitoris with my tongue.
Deciding to change tactics, I let my left hand release its grip and slid it back under my chest so I could then slide it forward and under Lolly's perineum. This way, I could rim her ass.
Dipping my finger into Lolly's cunt a couple of times to transfer some of her wetness to her ass ring, I ensured her sphincter was well lubricated.
Once I was sure she was ready for what I was going to do, I simultaneously sucked on her clit before lightly biting it, pinched her left nipple between my thumb and forefinger quite hard and pulled and twisted it whilst shoving the middle finger of my left hand as deep into her ass as I could force it to go.
Lolly dissolved into a shaking, quivering orgasmic mess. Deep, low growls sprang from her mouth before she jerked and squirted onto my chin.
Quickly pulling my finger out of her ass, I slammed it into her cunt, hooked it up and back to find her Gspot, then roughly fingered that spot as I mercilessly pulled and twisted on Lolly's right tit.
Lolly screamed her orgasm "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! FUUU ... UH ...UH...UH ... CK! I'M CUUUUU ... UUUU ... MMING!"
Lolly had lost all control of her limbs and body. Flip-flopping across the bed, she came another three or four times before finally sagging onto the mattress and seemingly passing out.
After a quick few moments had passed, Lolly forced her eyes open and begged, "Please cum in my pussy, Master. I need your seed."
Getting between her legs and resting almost all of my weight on my elbows and forearms, I slipped into her soaking wet cunt. Her pussy still gripped my cock like a warm wet velvet glove as I slid my 7 inches into her.
Holding her close to me, I kissed her and then leant back so I could gaze into her eyes.
"Ready for me to cum in you, miss?" I asked her.
Smiling winsomely, Lolly replied, "Yes, please, Sir."
It didn't take long as I was hornier and more desperate to cum than a 21-year-old Tasmanian farm hand on his sister's 18th birthday.
Convinced my ball sack must now be completely empty, I cuddled a semi-comatose Lolly to me and drifted off to sleep.
I was wrong about my sack being empty, though. Sometime later, I woke to the delicious sensation of being blown whilst still mostly asleep.
Popping an eye open after I had exploded into whoever's sucking mouth I was in, I saw my daughter wiping some of my cum spillage from her mouth with the back of her hand before licking it up. Gina gave me a big smile, blew me a kiss, and skipped out of the room.
I woke up alone about 2 hours later.
Figuring Lolly and Gina were probably 'entertaining' Adrian, I wandered down to his room, taking the time to pull some running shorts on before I did.
Adrian was showing Gina how to play some shooter game on his PlayStation, but there was no sign of Lolly.
As it was now mid-afternoon and all I'd had to eat all day was the 2 bits of toast I'd had around 9.00 o'clock, I headed for the kitchen, thinking I'd make a sandwich and wait for Lolly to reappear.
That's where I found Lolly. She had put some knickers on and had found an apron somewhere.
She sniffed at me, "Typical bachelor's pad! Vegetables won't kill you, you know, John! You could at least have some lettuce and tomato in here amongst all the meat, somewhere!"
Grinning, I replied, "I work nights. The boys are usually home alone, so they cook for themselves. I just throw them out 7 days later if I buy vegetables, so why bother? I usually get a couple of salad kits for me to eat on Monday and Tuesday, but it's only Saturday, and I haven't been to the supermarket yet."
Lolly sniffed again, "Well, I did the best I could, here!"
She handed me a plate of bacon, scrambled eggs, hash browns, baked beans, and a sausage.
Leaning around the wall to call up the stairs, Lolly shouted, "Adrian, Gina! Come and get some lunch."
They both soon appeared in the kitchen. Gina had put her skirt and top back on sans knickers, and Adrian had donned his loose-fitting elastic topped pants.
My dining room has windows on three sides and looks over my backyard up to where the horses graze. It can be a little hot in the summer, thank goodness for air conditioning, but it's a pleasant place to eat.
We sat, ate and chatted for a time. It was very nice.
The rest of Saturday afternoon was relatively subdued compared to the events leading up to when I'd taken a nap. There was a bit of flirting and some kissing and cuddling but no actual sexual activity.
After we'd ducked out to get some Chinese takeaway for dinner, the evening heated up as Lolly and Gina decided they were 'frisky' again.
We, Adrian and I, 'spit roasted' both girls. One of us in either Lolly's or Gina's ass or cunt, the other in their mouth as the girls 69ed each other. We tried all the combinations you could imagine.
We double-penetrated them both again as the other watched and waited for their turn. Both girls masturbated fiercely as we vigorously pumped the other.
I fucked Lolly in the ass as Gina ate her pussy, and Adrian fucked her mouth. Adrian fucked Gina's pussy as I humped her mouth, and Lolly ate her cunt and licked his balls. We swapped the girls and positions back and forth, driving them both to complete satiation until, around 1.00 am, Gina finally begged us to stop.
I had cum at least three times. Adrian must've cum at least twice that many times.
Leaving Adrian and Gina cuddled together on my bed, I picked Lolly up and carried her down to the spare room. Lolly had, once again, lost complete control of her limbs. For the last 30 minutes, she had basically just laid there, still moaning and begging to be fucked, as Adrian and Gina and I had serviced her.
Pulling the sheets and quilt back, I lay Lolly down and covered her up. Climbing in the other side, I wrapped my strong arms around her and cuddled her limp body to me. I was soon fast asleep.
At some stage, I became aware of being blown again during the night. With an exhausted grunt, I popped into the warm sucking mouth on my dick. Forcing an eye open, I saw my daughter wiping my cum off her lips as she tiptoed out of the room.
What is it with that girl and her 'sleeping daddy' blow jobs? It's almost as if she knows it's my favourite porn!
I was late up the following day. When you don't usually get into bed until somewhere between 5 and 6 in the morning, your body expects to sleep until at least midday.
It was my usual need for a morning pee that had woken me. Dragging my sorry ass into the en suite, I lifted the lid and tried to force my 'piss fat' cock down far enough so I could wee into the bowl.
It was only then that I noticed the room was fogged with steam.
Looking across to the shower, I found Gina, not Lolly as I had assumed, wiping the mist off the shower glass and looking out at me. Her voluptuous breasts, nipples hard and pebbled, were pushed against the glass.
"Morning, daddy," she said. "Want to get in the shower with me?"
'Does The Pope steal the honey from beehives?' I thought.
"Let me pee, and I'll be right there," I told her.
"Pee on me, daddy, please?" came the unforeseen response.
"Wh ... What?" I stammered.
"Mum said I should try it before I judged her, so ... I want to try," Gina said, blushing.
Holding on desperately, I took the three steps across to the shower.
Gina pushed the door open and redirected the showerhead, so it was raining on the sidewall, then knelt on the shower floor.
Stepping inside, I said, "I'm as stiff as a board, so it might take a bit of adjusting before my stream hits you, okay, babe?"
Gina nodded and cupped her breasts, "On these first, daddy, please." She said.
My first squirt arced over her head and bit the shower wall behind her. Clenching my sphincter hard to stop my stream, I tried to bend my dick down enough to hit Gina's breasts.
Unclenching, my second squirt hit my daughter right between the eyes. Luckily for me, she thought it was hilarious.
"Let me, daddy," she said. Taking my cock in her hand, she raised off her heels and directed the eye of my cock at her sumptuous tits. The third time's a charm, as they say. My wee coursed out and over her tits.
Directing my spray to cover her breasts back and forth, Gina let my piss flow over her. With a soft moan, Gina leant back and pushed her pudenda as far up and forward as she could so she could direct the dying stream onto her clitoris.
Copying what she had seen her mother do, Gina slapped her clit, and the entrance to her pussy, a couple of times, experiencing a minor orgasm.
Standing back up, Gina centred the shower spray and pulled me close for a hug and kiss.
"Thank you, daddy," she said.
"What did you think of being weed on?" I asked her.
"I think it's kind of dirty and taboo," she answered. "It's more that than actually being pissed on that's exciting. I'd probably do it if my sexual partner wanted to but not something I'd do for myself."
Nodding, I replied, "It's a bit the same for me. I'll piss on my partner if they want me to, but it's not something I need them to do for my gratification."
Thinking about how quiet it was, I asked Gina, "I take it your mum is in with Adrian getting some 'big dick'?
Gina shook her head, "Adrian's still asleep, I think. If I had to guess, I'd say me and mum wore him out."
She grinned and then smirked.
"Mother took the car you offered us yesterday and went to church. She asked me to stay and look after you so you wouldn't think we had abandoned you."
Gina gave me a naughty grin and said, "Now, daddy, are you going to fuck me or not?"
In answer, I lifted her with my hands under her armpits and lowered her onto my raging hardon.
My cock slipped into my daughter's pussy easily. Maybe pissing on her hadn't turned her on, but she was still in dire need of a good fucking!
Gina wrapped her legs around my hips and her arms around my neck. Kissing me passionately, she instructed me to "Fuck me until I beg you to stop, daddy, please!"
I was happy to oblige, of course.
Holding her tight buns in my hands, I pushed my daughter against the solid wall of the shower and pumped into her for at least 20 minutes, driving her to a series of orgasms.
After about her 4th 'come,' Gina sighed and said, "Cum in me, daddy, please. The water's gone cold, and I'm starting to shiver."
That was all I needed to hear. With a roar, I filled her cunt with my seed.
Sated, we held hands and got out of the cold water. I don't think I was any cleaner than I was before getting in, but who cares, right?
A little later, Lolly returned. She had taken the time to do some grocery shopping on her way back. Putting the stuff she had bought into the fridge and cupboards, Lolly turned and asked, "Who wants some lunch?"
My stomach answered her by growling loudly.
Laughing, Lolly said, "Any other takers?"
"Do you need some help, mum?" Gina asked.
"Nah," was Lolly's reply. "I took the lazy option seeing I still had the $100 John had given us to pay for the cab, so I bought a BBQ chicken, some fresh bread, cheese, mayo, and a Caesar salad kit. I grabbed a couple of tomatoes as well."
Looking around, Lolly asked' "Where's Adrian?"
"Still asleep," Gina told her. "I'll go wake him up."
Smiling, I said, "Don't take too long, or the chicken will get cold!"
All I got was a cheeky grin in return.
As Gina wandered off to get Adrian, I checked Lolly out. She had put on a 'church appropriate' long black dress. However, it was far from being her usual choice of being virtually shapeless.
It clung to her every curve like a new pair of leather gloves. It moulded to her firm, lush bosom in a very sexy way and sat snugly on her hips and round, toned ass like it was a second skin.
It emphasised every asset Lolly had without revealing a damned thing!
As she walked past me, I grabbed a quick feel of her ass. As I suspected, she either had a tiny thong on or had gone knickerless!
Lolly put her hands on her hips and struck a 'fashion model pose'. Her left leg was forward and up on the toes, her shoulders thrown back and as wide apart as possible, her head up and eyes as wide open as she could make them go. Her brown eyes in her bright white corneas were almost irresistible.
A man could lose himself in those eyes forever!
With her foot extended, I could see she was wearing low heels and, from the first night I'd stripped her bare, what I assumed to be pantyhose.
Lolly grabbed the dress in both hands and began to slowly lift and scrunch it up, revealing more and more of her legs as she did.
My mouth went dry as I watched her perfectness come into view.
Lolly lifted the skirt part of her dress to just below her pussy, revealing that she was wearing stockings, complete with suspenders instead of the nylons as I had assumed.
Lolly turned away slowly, looking sexily over her left shoulder at me.
Suddenly bending at the waist, she flipped the hem of the dress over her ass. She wasn't wearing a thong!
Turning back to me and letting the dress fall back down, Lolly placed her right arm across her body just below her breasts and her left hand, fingers splayed, on her abdomen just above her clit.
"Does Sir approve?" She asked me sultrily.
Let me tell you, reader. Sir approved very much!
Instead of answering, I walked over to Lolly and lifted her with my hands in her armpits. I sat her on the kitchen bench and grabbed the hem of her skirt so I could lift it high enough so Lolly could open her legs wide enough for me to slide between.
Pressing my shorts covered turgid dick against the entrance to Lolly's cunt I kissed her and said, "I think the chicken will go cold!"
Laughing delightedly, Lolly kissed me back fervently.
"Good," she said. "I'm as randy as a newly legal age Tasmanian farm girl on family bath day!"
The door from the alcove opened, and my eldest son, Gareth, walked in. His fiancé Ciara (pronounced Keer-ah) entered behind him.
Unfortunately, I had sat Lolly on the end of the bench instead of either being in the kitchen with her back to him or in the dining room with my back to him. We were 90 degrees to him, so ...
There I was with my cock obviously pressed up against the nether regions of a woman that he had never met or even knew existed, her with her dress around her waist and her legs wrapped around my hips.
We were kissing passionately, and lord only knows how much of Lolly's 'randy' statement he had heard!
Gareth exploded, "Who the fuck is this slut and why the fuck is she in our home?" He almost screamed at me. "I leave you alone for the weekend for virtually the first time since mum passed, and you bring some tramp home to fuck? What the fuck, dad!"
Stepping back, I let Lolly drop onto her feet on the floor.
"This is Lollobrigida," I told him. "She and I met in Sydney back in 1988. We've just gotten to know each other again."
Sneering, my son said, "Another one of the sluts you fucked behind mum's back, then? I don't suppose I should be surprised as you always were an asshole!"
With that, he stormed out of the room, heading up to his bedroom, I assumed. At this stage, I was just hoping he wasn't packing a bag to leave with.
Ciara came over and gave me a quick hug. "He'll be okay, John," she told me. "He doesn't actually expect you to remain celibate. Just the other day, he expressed a wish to me that you would find someone to date. It's just he wasn't expecting anyone to be home. You're usually already at work by this time, and he's a bit shocked, is all."
My son's fiancé is a beautiful girl. She works as a personal trainer, so she's all lean muscle and toned abs. She has a couple of moles on her face, and they are all that prevent her from being a cover girl model. Ciara is only a year younger than my 22 year old eldest.
Okay, okay! I admit it! I've entertained some very inappropriate thoughts about my prospective daughter-in-law! I'd never do anything about those fantasies, though. My relationship with my eldest can be precarious at the best of times.
My late wife and I used to joke we had a 'son each'. Gareth was hers to the bone. Adrian was always mine. He's a bit of a 'mini me', really. Now he's out working, he's finally beginning to learn some new and different ways of acting and being.
Lolly walked across to Ciara with her hips swinging sexily, a walk I hadn't seen her use before, and held out her hand.
"Hello," she said in a low sultry voice. "My name is Lollobrigida. You can call me Lolly, but only if you promise to lick me like I was one!"
Ciara didn't know what to say, how to answer, where to look, or what to do.
"Umm, uh, umm ... ummm ... I'm Ciara ..." She was finally able to stammer.
Still, in the same sexily sultry voice, Lolly said, "It's customary to take a hand in yours when it's offered to you, little one."
Blushing, Ciara said, "Oh! Sorry ... I ... I'm ... I don't know what to say!"
Lolly took Ciara's hand in hers.
I watched, fascinated, as Lolly took Ciara's hand and rubbed her thumb across the fleshy part of Ciara's palm just below her thumb. Still holding Ciara's hand, Lolly touched the inside of her wrist, the inside of her elbow and finally the inside of Ciara's upper arm close to the armpit and Ciara's firm, apple-sized breasts.
Trembling, Ciara couldn't seem to move.
Holding Ciara's hand down so that it pressed at the top of Ciara's pubic bone and against Lolly's toned but soft stomach, Lolly stretched up on tiptoes, Ciara stands at least 5 ft. 9 in. (175 cm.) tall and kissed a surprised Ciara softly on the lips.
"I think we're going to be very good friends, Ciara," Lolly told her in that same low sultry voice. "What do you think, honey, would you like us to be 'very good friends'?"
It was evident that Lolly was seducing my son's fiancé.
Poor Ciara never stood a chance. Lolly was way too experienced in seducing unsuspecting young but legal age women for Ciara to be able to resist.
Ciara was wearing a close-fitting yellow Lycra dress that only covered her ass and knickers by the barest of margins. Lolly touched the inside of Ciara's thigh and then kissed her again.



"I'd love to have long sexy legs like yours, Ciara," Lolly said huskily. "I'm such a short ass. All anybody wants to do is peer down at my bosom. It would be nice to be tall enough that people would try and peer up my dress instead."
Touching Ciara's inner thigh again, this time a little closer to Ciara's pussy Lolly followed that with, "What do you say, Ciara? Is it nice to have long legs for men to drool over?"
Blushing and stammering, Ciara managed to spit out the following.
"I'd love to have a full bosom like yours, Lolly. I'm barely a B cup. Even with 'chicken fillets' in a push-up bra, I can barely create enough cleavage to attract even a passing glance. Gareth would love me to have something like yours, I think."
Lolly took Ciara's hands in hers and placed them on her lush bosom. Squeezing on Ciara's hands, so Ciara's hands squeezed her breasts, Lolly said, "Oh, I don't know, these are nice, hmmm ... you squeezing them is very nice! But I think legs are way sexier than tits, don't you?"
To my astoundment, when Lolly released Ciara's hands, Ciara kept massaging them of her own volition.
"No," Ciara purred. "Tits are much sexier!"
"May I touch yours, Ciara, please? Lolly asked.
A soft moan escaped Ciara's mouth. Continuing to squeeze Lolly's melons slowly, she nodded her head.
Lolly turned her head to me.
"Go find somewhere else to be, John. Ciara and I need to become better acquainted, and your son doesn't need to see you perving on us when we do! Especially not with your cock sticking out the top of your shorts!"
I knew she had a point, but I couldn't help being disappointed! I mean, who wouldn't want to watch that spectacle?
So, reader, here I am, the star of this story, sitting in a hot tub as my daughter fucks my son, her half-brother, and my new girlfriend and the mother of my daughter, fucks my other son's fiancé!
We'll have to just imagine how things went, won't we, reader?
I can say this: About 45 minutes after Lolly had sent me out of the room, I snuck back in to get some of the chicken as I was starving. Finding the lower floor empty, I tiptoed upstairs and listened at Adrian's door, and sure enough, he and Gina were still going at it like jackrabbits, so I crept up to Gareth's door just in time to hear Ciara groan.
"Stick your cock in me, Gareth, please. I want to feel you inside me as Lolly licks my pussy!"
By the meaty thumping sounds, I could hear Gareth was quick to comply!
Close to another hour passed.
I was in the den playing Gran Tourismo on the PlayStation when Gareth stuck his head in the room.
"There you are," he said. "I should have guessed here first."
He came and sat on the couch beside me.
He watched as, distracted, I spent the next couple of minutes crashing the car I was 'racing'.
"Lolly is something, isn't she, dad?" He eventually said.
"She's something alright, son," I replied. "I'm not sure there's another woman like her anywhere."
"She seduced Ciara then brought her up to my room so I could watch as they fucked. Did you know that?"
"I had to go to the loo," I lied. "When I came back, they'd gone from the dining room. I thought she may have been talking with you two in your room, so I left you all to it."
"We didn't talk much," Gareth muttered.
Inwardly smiling, I said, "So what happened?"
Taking a deep breath, my eldest squared his shoulders and said, "I fucked her, dad. I didn't mean to, but she was licking Ciara's pussy with her ass in the air, and she told me to 'fuck her like the slut she was'. Ciara was moaning and groaning, so I just did what I was told!"
I laughed. "She's tough to resist, son," I told him.
"You're not mad?"
"Not at all," I replied.
He shook his head as if to clear it. "Lolly has a daughter?"
"Yes," I replied. "Gina."
"She's in with Adrian fucking?"
"I'd assume so," I admitted.
"Is Gina your daughter, my half-sister, as Lolly claims?" He asked me.
"I haven't had a paternity test done, but, yes. Unless they are both lying about Gina's age, the timeline fits with my being in Sydney at her conception. And I know they're not lying about Gina's age because I had to give the insurance company her driver's licence details to add her to my insurance coverage."
"So Adrian is in there fucking his sister, your daughter?"
Thinking I might be about to endure another explosion, I said miserably, "Yes."
"Do you remember what you were doing on my 18th birthday?" Gareth queried.
"I was in Melbourne working for that company that was paying me a 100 grand a year," I replied.
"You were there for two years."
"Yup, I couldn't stand being away from your mother any longer," I answered. I was starting to tear up.
"Do you know what mum gave me for my 18th?" He asked.
"We got you that kayak so you could do those fishing comps," I reminded him.
"Mum took my virginity that night!" Gareth told me, shocking me to my core.
"She was a little tipsy, and you know better than me how horny she gets when she's tipsy."
I had no idea how to respond to that!
"Did you two fuck often?" Was all I could think to ask.
"Only on the rare occasion you were on a business trip and mum had had a little too much to drink," Gareth replied.
I stood up and turned to my son. "I don't care," I told him. "I'm glad you were able to comfort each other."
Gareth stood up and hugged me.
"Are you fucking Gina?" He asked me.
"Yes," I answered truthfully. "I didn't know she was my daughter the first night when I took her virginity, but I've known every time since."
"And Lolly doesn't mind that you're fucking her daughter, your daughter?"
I shook my head. "She helped me break Gina's hymen the first night," I replied.
"She's definitely something that Lolly," Gareth reiterated.
"That she is, son," I replied.
"Do you know I've just been fucking her?" He asked cruelly. Forgetting, perhaps, he'd already told me that.
I laughed at him. "Well, your brother already did several times, so I guess that's only fair!"
It was Gareth's turn to be shocked. "Adrian got there before me?" He asked.
"We both spent last night fucking the pair of them in every hole and position you could think of!" I told him smugly.
"You fucked them both together at the same time?" Gareth asked incredulously.
"Yes," I replied. "We double penetrated both girls more than once. We spit-roasted both of them more than once. The only thing we didn't do was double vag or double ass, and that's only because both of them are way too tight to do it!"
"Before you even think about it, you're not getting anywhere near Ciara!"
"I haven't thought about it," I lied. "And I would never even contemplate trying, anyway!"
"If Ciara even hints that you've tried or mentioned wanting to try, we're done, you and me!" Gareth said vehemently.
Just to make sure I understand, son," I said. "My new girlfriend is in your room fucking your fiancé, and you've come down here to gloat and tell me that you were fucking her, too, and that I'm not to even think about Ciara in the 'biblical way'?
He thought about it for a while, smiled, and said, "In a nutshell, yes!"
To his surprise, I laughed. Getting up, I hugged him.
"I'd be a bit careful about who you throw that 'asshole' tag at if I was you!" I told him.
He, at least, did have the grace to blush.
He walked out of the room and headed back to his bedroom.
I grabbed a beer from the fridge and got back in the tub. Turning on the soothing bubbles, I contemplated what had happened to my life over the last couple of weeks and wondered if I'd lost my daughter to my youngest son and my new girlfriend to my other son and his fiancé.
I really should have known my two girls better, though. I'd only been in the tub about 10 minutes when Lolly walked sexily across the awning floor and climbed in beside me. Gina followed only a few minutes later, strutting brazenly across to the tub. Gina stood on the steps proudly for a few moments just in case there might have been someone watching.
Lolly sat crosswise on my lap, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed the angle of my jaw. She then rested her head on my shoulder and sighed contentedly.
Gina sat on the circular seat beside me and lifted my arm so she could snuggle into my chest. Lolly's lower legs were resting on her thighs.
"Your boys are going to take Ciara out for a while and then to dinner so us three can have some alone time," Lolly informed me. "They'll be back late cos they're going to the Alex Hills tavern after dinner."
Lifting her head, Lolly looked at me. "Are you really going to ask me to marry you, John?" She asked.
Squeezing her to me as tightly as I could, I said, "Yes. Not right now as I want the boys to get used to you and Gina being around, but very soon, I think."
Smiling, Lolly put her head back on my shoulder. "I might just have to say 'yes' when you do," she informed me.
Gina squealed with delight. "I want in on this, too! Daddy, will you do a formal adoption of me, please?"
Grinning at her, I replied, "It would actually be an 'adult adoption' because you're 18 or older, but, yes, baby girl, I'd love to make it official that I'm your father!"
"You already looked into it?" She asked.
"When I adjusted my will to ensure you were included," I answered. "Once your mum and I marry, the clause to add her is already written and ready to go in."
With tears in their eyes, both girls kissed and hugged me.
"My own daddy for real and for keeps," Gina said tearily. "I don't believe it! I've wanted to know who my actual father was for years, and now you're here. You're real and want to be with me!"
"Always, my girl," I told her with a lump in my throat. "If I'd known you existed, I would have come and found you years earlier!"
Lolly reiterated something she had said on the afternoon she revealed the secret of Gina's origins to me.
"I always knew we'd meet again. The spirits have decided now is the right time."
I won't bore you with how Lolly, Gina and I spent the rest of the day and evening, reader, as it's all pretty much a repeat of our earlier sexcapades. The only real exception is I gave Gina a repeat performance of how I had made love to her mother earlier with very similar results. I didn't just fuck my daughter as I had done before. I made love to her.
In the end, after she had come down from the stupendous orgasm I had given her, Gina hugged me ferociously to her and said, "I love you, daddy!"
Hugging her fiercely, I kissed her and replied, "I love you, too, baby girl."
After this extended weekend, I still took my usual Monday and Tuesday off, the three of us kind of evolved into an ongoing relationship.
I also started to take Sundays off, so Lolly would drive herself and Gina over mid-morning and stay with me until Wednesday morning. We spent many a joyful hour fucking each other in every way we could imagine.
Gina and Lolly would also 'entertain' my youngest as well. Sometimes them together, sometimes individually, sometimes both of us simultaneously.
Adrian and Gina had become a bit of an item, often going out together on Friday and Saturday nights. Gina always made Adrian come back to her place those nights, though. I'm sure Adrian didn't mind, as it meant he probably got to fuck Lolly too.
Gina followed through on her promise to 'give Adrian as a gift' to her friend. I'd love to have been a 'fly on the wall' for that event!
Adrian wouldn't give me any details of that night, but a faraway look would come over his face, and he would smile widely whenever I asked.
"It was a fun night!" Is all he would say.
Gina would typically get up and have breakfast with me on Wednesday morning as she got herself ready for Uni. She would drop her mum home before heading to class.
I avoided dropping by their home from Wednesday to Saturday night as I knew I would never leave once I had gotten inside.
Lolly had decided to keep up the rental on her house as it was much closer and more accessible for Gina to get to uni from there than it was from my place out the Redlands way.
I didn't really mind, but the time was getting close for me to ask Lolly to marry me and move in permanently. I wasn't sure she would want to live in the same house as my late wife, but I would cross that bridge when I came to it.
I'd often pass Lolly and Gina's place as I worked around Brisbane. Latrobe Terrace is a reasonably major thoroughfare for Brisbane's eastern suburbs so passing their place was a reasonably regular occurrence.
I'd always look to see who might be parked out front. As you can imagine, Adrian's car was often there, but the biggest surprise was how often Ciara's car was there!
Neither Lolly nor Gina mentioned anything about Ciara's visits, so I remained silent. But I was dying to know if it was just Ciara or whether Gareth came over as well.
I knew Gina flirted with both him and Ciara, but I was pretty sure nothing had happened between the three of them yet. Maybe something with Lolly and Ciara but nothing between her, Gareth and Ciara.
Close to a year passed as we continued to explore and develop our relationship as lovers and family. Then came the fateful night that Welch (pronounced 'Welk') and her sister Raquel crashed into our lives.
It was a Wednesday night in mid-February. The university students hadn't returned for the first semester yet, so night-time cab driving was a low paying waste of time. I usually start much earlier from January to March and concentrate on running the 'grannies' to and from the shops to make sure I kept the meter ticking over.
Thank goodness for all of us I had slept in that morning, so I was working a little later to make up for it. I was to be even more thankful that a fare happened to take me up Latrobe Terrace past Lolly and Gina's residence.
It was about 8.30 pm when I drove past Lolly's place and noticed the front door was wide open, and all the inside lights were on.
I knew that Lolly was meticulous about security from past experiences of taking the girls out and/or staying overnight with them. She was very aware of how vulnerable two women living alone can be to sexual predation.
Lolly had had to be careful with money for so long that she never left a light on in an unoccupied room. Besides, it was dark, so even if she was entertaining a friend or friends, the curtains would have been drawn and the door shut, so I wouldn't have noticed all the lights were on.
An instant sense of foreboding swept over me. I knew something was wrong, maybe seriously wrong!
Pulling up at the Bardon rank, a cab was sitting there, so I virtually threw my passenger out.
"I'm sorry, but I have to go right now!" I told him. "Here's 20 bucks for the cab just there."
I tossed him a lobster2
He hesitated and was about to argue, so I screamed at him, "Get the fuck out of the cab right now! I have an emergency happening, so out!"
Every instinct I had was screaming at me to hurry.
Racing down the approximately 500 metres to Lolly's place, I jumped out of the cab and ran to the door.
Rushing inside, I saw Lolly up on her kitchen table. She was on her knees. They had been spread wide apart. She was naked, and her sex was being displayed to anyone coming to the door. Her clothes had been cut from her body as they were strewn around the table in pieces.
Her lower legs had been tied to her upper ones with coils of rope. Her hands had been bound behind her and were tied to her ankles, also tightly together. Another rope ran from around Lolly's neck to her ankles and was connected to the ropes holding her wrists and ankles together.
An 'O' ring was in her mouth.
Lolly was tossing her head and trying to say something to me. I felt a strong arm go around my throat, and a cloth was forced against my mouth and nose. The world began to go grey. I'd heard of people using chloroform to subdue their prey but never thought it would be used on me!
With a roar, trying to keep myself awake, I threw myself backward as hard as I could. I crashed my assailant against the lintel of the door. With a winded grunt, my assaulter fell off me.
Shaking my head to try and clear it, I backed warily away. What I saw in front of me boggled my mind! It was a tall, handsome woman, maybe less than a full hand shorter than my 6 ft. 4 in. (193 cm.).
She was heavily muscled and extremely buxom. If Lolly and Gina are DDs, this woman had to be at least a double E. She had huge muscled thighs and a big round, taut ass (think Serena Williams in her prime!).
Her arms were well muscled. Most gym-junkie guys would be put to shame by how well built and toned this woman was!
She was wearing a pair of leather hotpants, thigh-high boots and a leather corset.
It was evident that my assailant was ready and able to fight from how she moved. I was fortunate that my father had spent his two years of compulsory military service training with New Zealand's SAS and had taken the time to teach all of his kids, including my sister, how to protect ourselves.
The woman suddenly launched at me, swinging a massive overhand punch. I was so taken aback at being attacked (think of the size of me. Nobody willingly attacks that!) that she very nearly connected.
Managing to slide aside, I pivoted neatly on my left foot and booted her in the ass as she stumbled past me, sending her crashing into the table and nearly knocking Lolly off onto the floor.
Snarling, she rounded on me, holding a knife she had picked up off the table.
'I'm in trouble now,' I thought.
Slashing wildly, the intruder advanced on me again. The wild slashing was just a ruse, though, because when she got close enough, she suddenly switched to an overhand grip and stabbed the knife straight at my guts.
Narrowly missing being disembowelled, I spun away and forced her to stumble past me again. Grabbing the hand that held the knife as she staggered by, unbalanced by missing her target, I swung the woman around and clipped her on the end of the jaw with my right fist.
She went down like a sack of spuds crashing into the door lintel again.
Picking up the knife from where my assailant had dropped it, I rushed over and cut the ropes holding Lolly in the 'hog-tied' position.
Pulling the straps of the 'O' ring undone, I asked, "Any idea who the fuck that is?"
"That disgusting piece of cunt meat," Lolly told me. "Is Welch."
Lolly walked over and kicked the knocked out, spread eagle, Welch in the cunt as hard as she could! There was a loud, meaty thunk as she did.
"The thing is, Welch never goes anywhere without Raquel, her sister. Watch out!" She suddenly yelled at me.
Turning, I felt a glancing blow, fortunately, on the side of my skull. My world turned grey again for a moment.
Staggering backward, I managed to get my forearm up in time to stop another blow. My arm went numb from the elbow down, and I dropped the knife.
My new assailant was swinging, what I assumed to be, a cosh3. It turned out it was a black rubber dildo about 18 in. long and quite thick.
Backing up, again, to give myself room and time, another Amazon of a woman confronted me. I assumed this was Raquel.
Raquel was taller than her sister but not quite as well built. She moved athletically and fearlessly, switching the 'cosh' from hand to hand. I was still a little bewildered as just about everyone I'd ever met wouldn't even dream of attacking someone as big and as obviously well trained as I was.
"What Brigid isn't telling you is that Welch and I are her sisters," Raquel informed me, still searching for an opening to attack. "She belonged to us well before your sorry ass arrived on the scene."
"No, I'm not! And no, I don't!" Lolly averred.
"Our daddy says differently, little Miss Brigid," Raquel added. "This pathetic specimen of cock bearing humanity," indicating me, "can't give you what you need like Welch and I can," Raquel stated.



"Did you think you could hide from us forever, my slutty, pussy munching little sister? Raquel continued taunting us. "And your daughter, whom I was playing with in her bedroom, has such a sweet tasting pussy. I'm going to enjoy breaking her to my 'girl cock'."
I was carefully half-circling back and forth, keeping myself between Raquel and Lolly so Raquel couldn't grab her to use as a hostage. I was terrified for my daughter but couldn't do anything to help her yet.
I did briefly wonder about 'girl cock'?
Raquel surged in my direction without any warning, swinging the cosh in a flat arc aimed at my left temple. Her swing was just a little too wide and telegraphed for anyone who had received the kind of unarmed combat training that I had gotten from my father, though.
Reading what she was about to do, I stepped forward and slightly to the side. Blocking her strike with my upper arm, I grabbed Raquel's shoulder, spun her, and punched her on the jaw as hard as I had hit her sister.
Raquel dropped as easily as Welch had.
"Tie them up," I told Lolly and rushed to Gina's bedroom.
I found her tied to the four corners of her bed. She had been stretched painfully as both her hands and feet were blue and turning purple. A pillow had been shoved under her hips, and her clothes were also cut from her body. Gina also had an 'O' ring tied in place.
I met her terrified eyes as I swept into the room. She immediately burst into tears. Picking up the knife I found on the bedside table, I quickly released my daughter from her ties and undid the 'O' ring straps.
Crying, Gina wrapped her arms around my neck and put her head on my shoulder.
"I knew you'd come, daddy," she told me. "I just knew it. I prayed for you, but I knew you'd come!"
Suddenly remembering, she pushed back and went to race off to the kitchen. "My God! They've got mum, too!"
Holding her hand to stop her racing off, I said, "I already freed your mother."
"You okay, baby girl?" I asked her. "She didn't hurt you too badly?"
"She hadn't really started yet, Dad," Gina informed me. "She took some kind of pill, and she seemed to be waiting for it to work, so all she did was dip a finger in my pussy, then sniff and lick it."
We made our way out to the living room to find that Lolly had trussed both women firmly and effectively.
"The advantage of being a bit of a bondage bunny is that you get to watch yourself being bound up in many interesting ways. It's a bit ironic, really, that the skills I learned from being tied up by these two I've now used to immobilise them."
Lolly seemed mostly unfazed by her ordeal.
At my quizzical look, she said, "I've been tied up in much less comfortable ways than the way you found me by these two, John. Welch and Raquel delighted in binding me into ever more complicated and painful positions before using my pussy and ass and mouth for their enjoyment."
"You know these two assholes, mum? Gina asked.
Welch showed signs of waking up, so I grabbed the chloroform rag she tried to use on me and held it over her nose and mouth until she collapsed again. To make sure I did the same thing to Raquel.
Lolly lifted her chin and said, "I was their submissive and plaything. I served them from when they claimed me on my 18th birthday until the day I found out I was pregnant with you. The bigger woman is Welch. It's spelt W. e. l. c. h. but pronounced Welk. The other one is Raquel."
"Raquel Welch?" I muttered. "Is there going to be a Loren and a Sophia dropping out of the woodwork sometime soon, too? Maybe a Mansfield and a Jayne?"
Sniffing disdainfully, Lolly said, "Lauren is my older sister's name. My aunt is Sofia. I have no idea who Mansfield Jayne is."
"Shouldn't we be calling the cops, dad?" Gina broke in.
I examined our two captives. The 'would be' sexual assailants of my girlfriend and my daughter. Looking at them properly for the first time, I saw that they were both gorgeous women.
Welch, as described, was an Amazon. Taller than most males and supremely toned and well-muscled. Her breasts were full and mounded and threatening to burst out of her corset at any moment.
The two were the colour of a glass of Tia Maria before added add the milk. Their eyes were currently closed, but I remembered Welch had flashing emerald green ones. Raquel's were the same as Lolly's, so dark brown as to be almost black.
Welch's hair was a straight dark lustrous brown with hints of an auburn red showing through it. Raquel's was jet black and fell in similar waves to Lolly and Gina's to well down her back.
Raquel was dressed similarly to Welch, except she had on a short black leather skirt instead of hot pants. Her breasts were equally as impressive as her sister's, but I was pretty sure they were surgically enhanced rather than natural like Welch's.
An evil thought went through my brain.
Walking over, I shut the door and pulled all the curtains closed.
"The best way to deal with a bully is to belt him in the mouth as hard as you can," I told the girls. "Perhaps the best way to punish these two would be for us to do to them what they were planning on doing to you?"
"What are you thinking, daddy?" Gina asked.
At the same time, her mother stated, "I wouldn't mind exacting some revenge for the months of suffering I experienced at their hands!"
"These 2 are confirmed lesbians?" I queried Lolly. "They're not bisexual or anything else?"
"They both hate men," Lolly confirmed. "Raquel despises all males. She despises them all so much she turned herself from one into a female."
Confirming what I had suspected, Raquel was what the porn industry calls a 'shemale', a 'lady boy', or a 'tranny' but is more accurately a transwoman. AMAB (Assigned Male at Birth) but inwardly, mentally and psychologically female.
"So both of their worst nightmares would be to be made to have sex with a male or males and be made to enjoy it?" I asked.
A big grin split Lolly's face. "If you could get Raquel hard and make her fuck and cum in a man's ass, it would totally destroy her. If you were able to force Welch to cum on a cock it would completely ruin her self-image of being the cunt queen of the world. The woman with a pussy no other woman can resist."
Her face dropped, "But there's no way it's happening. Oh, we can molest and brutalise them easily enough, something I'd quite like to do, but there's no way you're going to be able to make them enjoy it."
"Mum, you forget that these 2 wanted the pair of us badly enough to take a trip all the way up here and go through all of this hassle just to have their way with us. I'm thinking if you and I help dad by 'making love' to them as he does what he's planning to do to their bodies, they may react to the sexual stimulation we're both giving them and respond sexually to dad's dick because of it."
"I don't want to stimulate them sexually," Lolly said fiercely. "I want to hurt them as they hurt me so many times!"
"What would hurt them more?" I asked Lolly. "Being penetrated rectally and vaginally with digits and rubber cocks by you two or being forced to orgasm on a real cock?"
"Being forced to admit they came on a man's cock will do way more psychological and emotional damage," Lolly conceded.
"Wouldn't that be a more effective way of making sure they both stay away from you in the future? Especially if you take pictures and film on your camera to threaten them with as we do it."
The one small luxury Lolly had allowed herself to purchase with the money I'd been giving her every week was a top of the line Nikon digital camera that she used to take pictures of people and things she found interesting.
Pausing to hold the cloth against the unconscious women's mouth and nose again as they were showing signs of reviving, I opened the small leather bag that was on the couch.
As I thought it would be, it was full of sex toys, including a couple of strapons that these two perverted bitches were planning on using on my girls.
Taking the two strapons out, I tossed one each to Lolly and Gina.
"What are you planning on doing, daddy? Gina asked.
Indicating Welch, I said, "This one I think we'll '4 dick', the other,' indicating Raquel, 'has a prostate, we can milk that and make her cum. It's going to ruin your electric toothbrush, though!" I said with a smile.
"'4 dick'?" Gina queried.
"It's usually two dicks in the cunt, one in the ass, and one in the mouth," I explained. "But I'm guessing Welch will be too tight to get the two strapons in her. Her ass will gape much quicker, so we'll double dick her ass, then fuck her cunt and mouth simultaneously."
Gina said, "We're short a dick, aren't we, daddy? Unless you want me to get my strapon to use in her mouth?"
"I'm about to call Adrian," I told her. "I'm pretty sure once he gets here and hears what these two were trying to do, he'll be as keen to punish them as we are."
I grabbed my phone out of my pocket and dialled Adrian. When he answered, I said, "Get yourself over here to Lolly's as quickly as you can," I told him. "I'll explain when you get here. Don't go getting any tickets, but as quickly as you can, okay?"
Fortunately, he didn't ask or argue. He just said, "On my way," and hung up.
Undoing the rope on the still comatose Welch, I picked her up with a strenuous effort. The woman must have weighed at least 85 kilos of unconscious limp dead weight. With the girl's help, I stripped her naked and sat her on one of Lolly's kitchen table chairs.
Tying her thumbs together behind her back and the back of the chair first, then tying her at the wrists and tying those binds to the chair back, I made sure Welch wasn't going anywhere.
I wrapped my right arm around Welch's hips and, with a grunt of effort, dragged her bum to the edge of the seat. Taking her ankles, I spread her knees and tied an ankle each to the chair's back legs. This forced her thighs wide apart and had her thigh muscles stretched to the limit as I dragged her lower legs back and underneath her body.
This I knew to be an extremely uncomfortable position as almost all of her weight was only supported by the rope holding her hands and arms to the chair. A little of her weight would be on the buns of her ass on the edge of the chair seat, but most would be on her bound arms and wrists. The strain on her shoulders was going to be severe.
I found a ball gag in the bag that I used to gag Raquel. Undoing the binds Lolly had placed on her, I stripped Raquel bare.
Her cock and balls had atrophied significantly from the oestrogen she was taking for her transition. Her ball sack was quite flat and saggy, and she had maybe about 5 inches of cock left.
Redoing the binds, I had Lolly check to ensure she was securely tied so that I could be sure that Raquel wasn't going anywhere either.
Walking down to Gina's bedroom, I found Raquel's handbag on the bedside table. Looking in it, I found the bottle of Viagra I knew was going to be in there. This was what Raquel was 'waiting for to work' as she began to torment my daughter.
There was a small aluminium twist foil beside the Viagra bottle. I opened it. I knew what those little pink pills were. They would make the taker relaxed, horny, and susceptible to suggestion. I guessed that she was going to make Gina take one.
Bringing the bottle and foil with me, I walked back to the living room. Shaking 2 Viagra pills out two can be deadly as it can raise the taker's blood pressure to dangerous levels (but what did I care, right?), I placed them on the coffee table. I dropped the foil beside the tablets. Shortly I would wake Raquel and make her swallow them.
Grabbing the knife off the floor where I had dropped it, I turned another of the kitchen table chairs around to sit facing Welch.
Bringing her to by the simple expedient of covering her mouth with my hand and pinching her nose closed. The sensation of being suffocated quickly brought Welch semi-awake.
Blinking at me blearily, her eyes cleared and widened as I waved her extremely sharp knife in front of her.
As she opened her mouth to scream, I placed the tip of the knife very close to her eyeball.
"If you don't want to lose an eye, I suggest you shut the fuck up!" I told her menacingly.
Welch swallowed and closed her mouth. Her green eyes flashed defiance at me, though. I could see that I was faced with a very devious woman who was still convinced she would come out on top of this situation. I cautioned myself to be very careful.
"I'm going to ask you some questions," I told her. "If you lie to me, if I think you may have lied to me, or if I decide it suits me to believe you've lied to me, I'm going to take your nipple in my fingers like this," I grabbed her right nipple in my left hand and cruelly pulled it toward me, "and I'm going to cut it off. Do you understand?"
Some fear finally began to show in Welch's eyes.
"Once I've cut both of your nipples off, if I still think you're lying to me, I will cut your clitoris off," I held the knife between her thighs close to her pudenda, then touched her pleasure nub with the tip of the blade.
Welch twitched and tried to move back. The binds held her tightly in place, though.
Bringing the knife into her eye line, I waved it back and forth again. "After that, if you still haven't convinced me you're not lying to me, I'm going to shove this knife into your cunt," I touched her labia with the tip of the knife, causing another flinch, "then into your arse."
I scraped the tip of the knife softly across Welch's perineum.
"After that, I will start to torture you," I stated flatly. As if what I'd already said I was going to do wasn't anything at all.
"Question number 1: Does anyone else know you're here?"
Welch shook her head.
I placed the blade of the knife on her nipple. "Actions like head shakes or nods can lie. Very few people can lie orally effectively," I told her in that same monotone, flat voice. "You will answer out loud, quickly and quietly. Then pray I believe you, okay?"
"Yes, Sir," Welch told me.
I had to force a smile down. The best thing about being involved in BDSM is others, who are also in the scene, know the correct responses automatically.
"I repeat. Does anyone else know you are here?"
"No, Sir," Welch quickly answered.
"Elaborate," I demanded.
"Raquel and I live alone, Sir. When we discovered Brigid had been tagged in many posts on Facebook by you, we decided to come and claim what was rightfully ours. Rightfully by blood and by agreement. We felt no need to tell anyone else what we were doing."
"If I kill you both and dispose of the bodies, how long before anyone would come looking?" I asked her coldly.
Gina gasped at my tone. She did not need to fear, though. I was in no way capable of doing any of the things I had threatened Welch with. It was all an elaborate charade to make sure, after tonight, we'd never see nor hear from either of them ever again.
Shaking her head, Welch replied, "I have no idea, Sir. It would be a while, I'd think. We don't have any family, except for Lolly and now her daughter, and we don't have very many friends."
My threats and tone had convinced Welch I was serious about following through on my stated actions, as she was now trying very hard to appease me.
"Question 3: How did you find Lolly?"
"We often troll through social media looking for her," Welch immediately replied. "Her name is unique, so she should have been easy to discover, but we never found anything until the last six months."
I understood now why Lolly had been so reluctant to open a Facebook account. She'd pretty much only done so to please me. A wave of guilt washed over me as I realised I was at least partially to blame for what the girls had endured.
I had only insisted she got one so I could post pictures of how gorgeous she was and gloat to my friends and family about how pretty my new girlfriend was.
Pride cometh before the fall!
We hadn't told the world we'd had a daughter together yet. As far as Facebook was concerned, there was just Lolly and me.
"That explains how you knew Lolly was in Brisbane. How did you find her house?" I asked.
"You tagged her at the café 50 meters up the road several times. We told the proprietor we were long lost relatives of Brigid's and that we were trying to get in touch with her again. He was happy to point out which house was hers."
"Question 5: Did you know Lolly had a daughter?"
"No. When we knocked on the door, and a young woman answered who looked the spitting image of Brigid at the same age, we were able to guess."
I sat there looking at her coldly. "I don't believe any of this bullshit!" I snarled at her. "Fuck it! I'm going to cut your right tit off, the whole fucking thing, not just the nipple!"
I grabbed her right tit in my left hand and squeezed on it mercilessly, then brought my right hand up as if I was going to slash it off.
"Please, Sir. I beg of you! I'm telling you the truth," Welch pleaded, showing genuine fear for the first time.
By now, both Lolly and Gina were shifting uncomfortably. I think my 'unhinged' act had them quite concerned.
"Tell me how Lolly can be your sister!" I snapped at her. "You're not even of the same race!"
"Her, and our dad, was a missionary in Haiti in 1967 when he had an affair with Raquel and mine's mother. Our mother was distantly related to Papa Doc. When the village Police Chief heard about the affair, he had dad arrested because he thought Papa Doc would be grateful to hear that he had. The Americans got him out just before he was transported to the capital. Our mother was already pregnant, but she didn't know it.
The missionaries were able to spirit Raquel and me out to Australia when we were about five years old."
"You two are non-identical twins?"
"Yes, Sir, we are," she answered.
"Final question, and you'd better pray to whatever Gods you believe in that I believe you. Why were you torturing my two girls?"
It was then that I saw all of the fear and trepidation Welch had shown was a sham!
Her green eyes flashing, she sneered at me, "Your two girls? Your two girls? She is ours. She was always ours from the moment she became legally old enough for us to fuck! And she will be ours until we decide she's too old and useless to be any further use. By then, her daughter will be so well trained to be our cunt slave she won't even care that we've dumped her mother back into the gutter we dragged her out of!"
In a small way, I had to have some admiration for this sick example of humanity in front of me. I don't think I could have faced even half of the threats Welch had and still be convinced I would somehow come out on top!
"Then I'll just have to convince you otherwise, won't I?" I said, back in that flat monotone that seemed to work so well earlier. "It'll be difficult to receive pleasure without nipples or a clit and with scar tissue in your cunt and arse."
Welch threw her head back and laughed derisively. "You don't have the balls to do it!" She said.
I wish I could've said differently, reader, but she had me there. There were some things I could and would do to convince her to stay away, though.
Without saying a word, I grabbed the 'O' ring gag that she had used on Lolly and took the two paces across to her. Placing my fingers and thumb on the point where Welch's upper and lower jaw met, I squeezed as hard as I could.
With a reluctant grunt of pain, Welch had to open her mouth. I quickly slipped the 'O' ring into place and tied it firmly behind her head.
There was a knock on the door, and it swung open. Adrian had arrived.
Seeing four naked women, two of them bound and gagged, in the living room had his eyes bulging and questions piling up in his mind.
"Come in and shut the door," I told him. "I'll explain what's going on."



He complied.
"First of all, Lolly," I asked. "How much of Welch's story can be true?"
A frown crossed Lolly's face. "I think she may have been telling the truth, John." She replied. "Mum and dad's marriage was a virtually arranged one within the church. I knew he had been a missionary in Haiti and there were always rumours around the church that he had been sent home in disgrace."
Adrian noticed that Raquel had almost worked her hands free. Raquel's wrists were a bloodied mess, so she must've been working really hard to get her knots loose.
Walking swiftly over to her, Adrian picked up the discarded chloroform rag. He sniffed at it, coughing and shaking his head, he held it up to me.
"Chloroform, I assume," I told him. "They used it to immobilise the girls and almost me."
He held it over Raquel's mouth and nose until she passed out again.
"What the fuck is going on here, dad, girls?" he asked.
Gina started first.
"Mum had ducked out to the shops to get some milk," she said. "There was a knock on the door. Thinking mum must have forgotten her key, I opened the door. I remember a strong smell, and then I woke up tied to my bed with that one," indicating Raquel, "cutting my clothes off."
Lolly followed.
"The door was shut and locked when I got back from the shops, so I didn't know we were in trouble. Once I had unlocked and stepped through the door, I was grabbed from behind. I woke up on my knees and hogtied up on the kitchen table, completely naked."
Finishing the story, I explained how I happened to be driving past, saw the front door wide open, knew something was wrong, and told of how I had grappled with the two invaders before knocking them both out.
"Why haven't you called the cops?" Adrian asked.
"Because I think we can do a better job of making them leave all of us alone ourselves," I replied.
"What's the plan, then?" He asked.
One of the things I admire about my youngest son the most is that he sees the gist of things quickly and clearly. He had already decided that I was probably right at the uselessness of calling the police.
"Break their spirits by doing what they were planning on doing to Lolly and Gina and by making them enjoy it," I told Adrian. "Lolly's going to set up her camera to take some pictures and a little bit of video so we can threaten to release it if they try to bother us again.
Welch here has a reputation as the cunt queen of the BDSM lesbian society. If we can get video and pictures of her taking cock and enjoying it, it will ruin her reputation and destroy her credibility. Something I'm sure she will want to avoid."
"I have my laptop in the car," Adrian said. "The built-in camera in that will be able to take more video than Lolly's camera. Plus, we'll be able to upload what is on Lolly's camera to the laptop so we can empty the memory card and take some more pictures and video."
"Both of you begin to set up," I instructed Lolly and Adrian. "I'll wake Raquel up and make her take some pills so we can begin to get her cock hard."
Adrian's head snapped around to look at Raquel.
"Raquel's a man?" He asked in disbelief. "I was too busy perving on her gigantic tits to even notice she had a cock!"
"Transgender woman," I corrected. "Born with male genitalia but a woman on the inside."
Shocked, he asked, "What's the plan with her then?"
"Get her hard, then make her cum in either your or my ass. She tells every lesbian she meets that she hates men even more than they do. If we can get videos and pictures of her fucking and cumming in a male's hole, her reputation will also be destroyed."
"That's a job for you, then, dad!" he told me. "I don't want no tranny dick in my ass!"
I had to laugh.
Turning to Gina, I said, "Put the strapon on, and then see if you can use your oral skills to start making Welch wet and ready."
Nodding her head, Gina stepped into the strapon and pulled it up and around her hips. Tying the straps in place, she positioned the base of the 'cock' part against her clitoris.
"Shame this isn't a double-ended one like mine," she muttered. "If I'm going to use it on her, I may as well enjoy it."
"Go and get yours then." I laughed at her.
Gina gave me an embarrassed look and shimmied her way out of the strapon she was wearing. She disappeared down the hallway toward her bedroom. She quickly reappeared wearing her double-ended strapon.
I expected my daughter to kneel and go down on Welch, but she had a better plan. Walking behind the chair Welch was tied to, Gina gently stroked her fingers across Welch's erogenous zones.
Her fingers traced light brushes across Welch's neck and shoulders. Kissing the back of her aunt's neck, Gina traced her fingers along Welch's collarbone before circling slowly down to Welch's stacked bosom.
I could hear Gina whispering in her aunt's ear.
"You're very beautiful, Aunty," Gina whispered to her. "Mum and I would have eagerly submitted to you if you'd just asked. I love your big full titties, and I'd have sucked and licked your nipples gladly. Does your pussy taste sweet, Aunty? Would you like your niece to lick your clitoris and tongue your vulva?"
Gina may not have been as experienced as her mother was at seducing another woman, but she was certainly giving it a red hot go! I wasn't confident it would work but figured it was worth a try.
I should have had more faith in my daughter because, unwillingly, Welch groaned when Gina gently circled her nipples with her forefingers.
Feeling as proud as a communist farmer with two cows, I turned my attention to Raquel.
Taking the gag out of her mouth, I woke Raquel up like I had woken her sister.
I forced two Viagra pills into her mouth and one of the pink pills. Holding her mouth closed, I blew into her nose, just like you do when you want your dog to swallow his flea and tick pill.
The trick worked. With a convulsive shudder, Raquel swallowed the pills.
"They'll take between 15 and 30 minutes to take effect," I said to Lolly. "She needs to be already a little horny when they kick in, otherwise, she won't go hard, she'll just get a headache and possibly vomit."
"I'll take care of it," Lolly reassured me. "Raquel's an even bigger anal slut than I am. If I tongue her ass then fist her, she'll go harder than a cut diamond."
"She uses her cock to fuck with, then?" I asked Lolly.
Nodding, Lolly said, "She calls it her 'built in' strapon. She loves fucking inexperienced lesbians in the ass with it. She says making new girls cum from anal sex with her girl cock makes them hers forever." Lolly shrugged. "She may even be right because she always seemed to have an endless queue of eager young things just old enough to fuck to choose from."
"We'll tie her face down on the table, then," I said. "Once you have her humming, we'll shove a vibrator up her ass on high and use the ties from one of the strapons to hold it in place whilst we '4 dick' Welch."
"'4 dick' Welch? 2 in her cunt, one in her ass, one in her mouth?" Adrian queried.
"I doubt we'll get the two strapons in either Welch's ass or cunt," Lolly surmised. "When it comes to penetrative sex, she is strictly a giver, so her holes will be very tight."
"Then she will suffer a lot of pain as her ass is being gaped before she gets any pleasure, isn't she?" I replied uncaringly. "I'm pretty sure she wasn't going to care if fucking you was enjoyable for you or not!"
"An ass does stretch further and more quickly than a cunt," Adrian chimed in, "Or at least that's what the porn videos would have you believe. Some of the things I've seen porn stars take up their asses are way bigger than what I've seen put in their cunts."
"Adrian and I will get Raquel up on the table. Why don't you see if you can't help Gina get Welch ready for us all to fuck?" I instructed Lolly.
We all turned toward where Gina was working on arousing her aunt.
Gina had one hand on Welch's right breast and was sensuously circling Welch's nipple with her thumb. Gina had reached down and across Welch's body with her other hand and was busily flicking and fingering Welch's clit and dipping a finger into Welch's cunt before running that same finger around Welch's pleasure nub. Gina was exchanging passionate kisses with Welch as she did this.
Gina's fingers were glistening with Welch's pussy juices, a testament to her success in turning her aunt on.
In between kisses, Gina was still murmuring to her aunty.
"You're so sexy, Aunty," Gina moaned. "I wonder what your pussy juices taste like. Hmmm ... watch me, Aunty. I will dip my two fingers into your tight pussy, then taste your essence."
Gina licked the very erotic part of Welch's lips at the corner of her mouth, then pulled her head back so Welch could indeed watch as Gina dipped her first two fingers into her cunt. Welch moaned as she avidly watched Gina's fingers sink into her quim.
Sniffing at her fingers theatrically then placing them in her mouth, Gina moaned, "Mmmm ... mmm ... mmm ... Oh, Aunty Welch, you taste so divine! Maybe this pretty girl, your very sexy niece, should kneel and lick your pussy? Would you like for your barely legal age niece to lick your pussy juices, Aunty Welch?"
Gina had taken more than a year off her actual age, obviously, but Welch wasn't to know that!
Welch groaned deeply and achingly. She was trying desperately to hump her hips up at Gina's probing fingers but finding it impossible to move.
With a look of pride on her face, Lolly said, "You know what? I think Gina has it covered!"
"Start stretching Welch's arsehole so it will take the strapons, then," I instructed Lolly. "I'll call you when we have Raquel in place."
Adrian ducked out to the car to grab his laptop. Coming in and closing the door, he asked, "Where are we going to do her?"
"On the floor in front of the couch, I reckon. You should be able to set the laptop on the floor beside us to get a good view of everything."
Adrian set the laptop up before coming over to me to help with moving Raquel to the kitchen table.
Raquel was only bound at the wrists and ankles, so picking her up by the armpits and dragging her across was a simple matter.
I had tied Raquel's hands behind her back, so I asked Adrian to grab one of her wrists as I untied them so that I could re-tie her with her hands stretched above her head. I needn't have bothered, though, as Raquel was off in Never Never Land. She was bopping her head to some music only she could hear.
I untied her ankles and then re-tied each one to the table's legs.
Raquel's girlie cock had already risen to about half-mast as the effects of the Viagra and little pink pill set in.
Looking in the leather bag, I found a sizeable vibrator, one that was at least as big as my cock, and applied some lube, which I also got out of the bag, to it, and Raquel's starfish, before shoving it deep into Raquel's ass.
The vibrator scraped across Raquel's prostate as I pushed it into her causing her girlie cock to twitch and stiffen up.
Twisting the end of the vibrator to turn it on sent delicious sensations through her prostate and into the base of Raquel's dick. She immediately began to leak precum from the eye of her lady cock.
Picking up the strapon Gina had discarded, I tied it in the reverse of how it is usually used. It kept the vibrator firmly in Raquel's ass and pressed hard against her prostate.
Experimentally I grabbed the 'cock' part of the strapon, arcing salaciously up from Raquel's ass. For all the world, it looked like she had a stiff cock growing out of her ass. I pulled and pushed on it like I was wanking off a cock.
Raquel moaned appreciatively and started to hump back at the invading vibrator.
Lolly was right. Raquel was a total anal slut!
Leaving Raquel to marinate in her pill and sexual high, I turned back to Welch.
Lolly was on her knees, tonguing Welch's clit and vulva with the first two fingers of her right hand buried in Welch's ass.
Gina had somehow managed to climb up on the chair and straddle Welch's head. She had discarded her strapon and was teasing her Aunty by moving her snatch back and forth just out of reach of Welch's tongue that was questing through the 'O' ring.
She was still whispering sexily to her aunt.
"Hmm ... hmmm ... hmm ... That's it, Aunty Welch, smell your niece's sweet pussy. I'm so wet, Aunty. Can you see how wet I am? I bet you can't wait to taste your sister's daughter's sweet little vagina!"
Holding the back of the chair, Gina lowered her hips down, reached behind her left thigh, and squeezed Welch's left breast. Holding it up, Gina rubbed her wet pussy across Welch's left nipple.
"Oh, Aunty, how does that feel? Does my hot wet pussy on your nipple make you want to cum? I bet it does. I bet your sister's tongue in your fanny feels so divine. Oh, and the fingers in your ass. How long since anyone fucked you, Aunty? How long since you had family making love to you instead of you forcing them to have sex?"
It was apparent Welch was about to explode into an orgasm. Her whole body was trembling, her breath was coming in short panted gasps, her eyes kept rolling back, and sweat was running out of every pore.
"Fuck is this hot!" Adrian said. He had stripped down to naked and was fondling his rampant almost 10 in. cock.
Sitting up, Lolly said, "She's as ready as she's going to be," indicating Welch. "I was able to get four fingers in her almost down to my thumb."
Nodding, I said to the girls, "Put the strapons back on and lie on the floor with your bums pressed up against each other. You'll have one upper thigh over the other's upper thigh and one below. Get as close together as you can. You're both pretty flexible, so you should be able to press right up against each other."
The girls complied.
"Lolly, you'll have the camera, so you'll either be able to do a crunch and hold it to take some pictures and video of Welch's ass being lowered onto your 'cocks' or rest on one hand whilst holding the camera with the other."
Lolly nodded.
"Gina, you'll need to do something like your mum's going to be doing so you can hold the 2 'cocks' together until they're inside Welch."
It only took a bit of working out before the two girl's perinea were fitted snugly against each other, with Lolly already taking some preliminary pictures to see how it was going to look.
Adrian and I walked across to where Welch was still writhing and moaning with her eyes closed from being so close to cumming. Her eyes flew open as she felt me undoing the ropes holding her to the chair.
She started shouting something at us, but it was utterly incomprehensible coming through the ring.
I re-tied the ropes to tie her ankles to her wrists, holding her in that semi-reposed, wide kneed stance.
Grabbing her under an armpit and behind a knee, Adrian and I were able to reasonably easily lift Welch off the chair and over to where the girls were lying.
The position I had tied Welch in had her perfectly positioned for what we were about to do to her. Walking up either side of the girls until we had Welch over the two 'cocks' that Gina was holding together, we began to lower her down.
Gina verbally guided us until Welch's anus was just above the two dicks.
Lowering Welch down until we could feel some resistance, we held her there as Gina positioned the heads of the two cocks at Welch's ring.
Lolly was busily snapping away with her camera. I would think all the Pilates and Yoga she does meant she could hold herself in the crunch position almost indefinitely.
"It's going to be tight, boys," Gina said, "I'm guessing it will hurt a lot as her ass stretches over the two cocks!"
"Good," I said indifferently.
Feeling something probing at her ass had Welch shaking her head in denial and trying her best to wriggle free. She stood no chance as Adrian and I are both big strong men.
"Lower her down some more," Gina instructed.
We let Welch slip a little lower.
"The heads have slipped through her knot," Gina said. "You can lower her down now."
Sweating a little, we let Welch down until her ass was firmly against the two girls' pelvic areas.
Welch was giving out deep explosive grunts as her ass tried to accommodate the two rubberised plastic cocks buried in it.
"Push down on Welch's shoulder," I instructed Adrian. "Let's start getting her accustomed to being fucked in the ass."
Adrian nodded, then said, "Let me check the laptop camera first to make sure we're capturing this properly."
We were, so he took his position back at Welch's shoulder.
"Ready? 1, 2, 3, push!" I said. "Release. Push. Release."
We built up a steady rhythm.
Because Adrian had carefully positioned the laptop's camera, it was only showing Welch from her breasts down. Our legs and feet were out of shot, and it looked like Welch was voluntarily riding the two dildos in her ass.
"Don't worry about the sound," Adrian said. "I'll edit our voices out and add some porn star sound effects later."
Without her face in the shot, I wasn't sure how well it would work as a blackmail tool, but then I noticed Lolly and Gina were passing the camera back and forth between them to get pictures of Welch from the front and the back.
"Now the difficult part comes," I said. "We have to make Welch enjoy this."
"She's already enjoying it more than she'd like to admit," Gina piped in.
"Yeah," Lolly added. "Her pussy is as hot as hell against my pubic bone, and she's leaking pussy juices all over me."
I high fived Adrian over Welch's head.
Welch was shaking her head and trying to grunt denials.
"O, o, o, o," was all that came out.
I had another look in the leather bag that Welch had brought into the house and found a 'lady finger' vibrator. Turning it on, I handed it to Lolly.
Welch was facing her, so Lolly held the camera in one hand and touched the tip to Welch's clit, taking plenty of pictures as she did so.
To everyone's surprise, including Welch's, Welch exploded into an orgasm.
Trying to deny what she was doing, Welch kept shaking her head, but her body was calling her a liar. As Lolly circled her clit with the vibrator's tip, Welch grunted and came again. Tears were leaking from her eyes as she came for the 3rd time.
I grabbed the camera off of Lolly. Lolly immediately placed her thumb on Welch's clit and pushed the vibrator into Welch's cunt. Pushing it up and back, Lolly quickly found Welch's Gspot.
With an almost scream of frustration at her body's betrayal, Welch exploded into another series of orgasms as Lolly dragged the vibrator back and forth across her 'most intimate space'.
I was taking plenty of pics of the vibrator in Welch's cunt and short videos of her face as she came.
Welch was involuntarily thrusting her hips up and down, all the movement her binds would allow, in time with her orgasms. Causing the two strapon cocks to move in and out of her now gaping ass.
I recorded a few seconds of her 'voluntarily' fucking herself on the two invading protuberances in her ass.
Gina sat up doing a virtual split, reached around Welch's torso, and cupped Welch's oversized teetahs in her tiny hands. Squeezing and pulling on Welch's nipples caused even more orgasms to rip through Welch.
"Stick your dick in her now, brother!" Gina instructed Adrian. "She's about to explode and lose all control!"
Lying back down, pulling her auntie's shoulders and body with her, stretching Welch's thigh muscles brutally, Gina continued to pull on and tweak Welch's nipples.
Still shaking her head in denial of what was happening and what was about to happen, Welch started trying to shout again.
Only another series of mumbled "O, o, o's came out through the 'O' ring.
Shuffling up with his feet on either side of Lolly, Adrian knelt with his ass on Lolly's upper stomach area and a little on her generous bosom took hold of his long thick turgid cock and guided it into Welch's cunt.



I had picked up the laptop, so I could angle it to catch all of Adrian's length sliding into Welch's hot wet pussy.
This wasn't a video that would have to have the sound edited on because Welch tossed her head back and groaned sumptuously then, involuntarily, thrust her pudenda up at Adrian's invading cock.
Twitching, moaning and thrusting her hips Welch came at least three times as Adrian thrust into her quim.
I handed the camera back to Lolly and placed to laptop back at an angle so it would catch Welch blowing me. I then grabbed a handful of her hair at her neck.
Cruelly dragging her head around to make her look at me, I said. "If I take the gag out of your mouth, will you voluntarily suck on my cock and make me cum in your mouth or do I have to upload these videos to PornHub and send copies of the pictures to everyone on your phone's contact list?"
Welch nodded her head vigorously.
"If you bite me, I will cut your nipples and clit off for real," I told her grimly.
Welch shook her head.
Undoing the straps, I pulled the ring out of her mouth and presented my cock to her lips.
Again, to everyone's surprise, Welch eagerly sucked the head of my cock into her mouth and ran her tongue around the glans.
A surprised moan escaped my lips. Welch was a surpassingly good cocksucker!
After watching Welch take me into her mouth with some trepidation, Adrian began his long slow stroking into Welch's dripping pussy again.
Lolly couldn't do or reach much, so she contented herself with licking her index finger and rimming Adrian's rosebud. She still occasionally twisted to one side so she could try and take some pics of the action.
Gina started to whisper sexily to her aunty again as she began to play with, stroke and tweak Welch's nipples again.
"You look so sexy with cock in all three of your fuck holes, Aunty. I think I'm going to start calling you my chocolate cock Aunty. Maybe instead of Lolly and me submitting to you, you could be our pussy slave? If you're a very good cunt licker, we may even invite dad and Adrian over to fuck you again, seeing you like it so much!"
Welch was shaking her head in denial again, but, unfortunately for her, her body continued to betray her.
Moaning around my dick, she began thrusting her hips up as far as her binds would let her to meet Adrian's cock.
"Let me know when you're ready to cum," I told Adrian. "I'll unload in her mouth at the same time."
Nodding, Adrian began to thrust into Welch more firmly.
Welch moaned deeply around my cock again as Adrian and Gina began to drive her up to what I suspected would be a momentous orgasm.
"Feel that nice big cock in your quim, Aunty," Gina moaned at Welch. "Doesn't it fill you up so nicely, touching all of your insides all at once? Wouldn't you love it if I was licking your clit and mum was sucking on your nipples as Adrian fucked you?
Maybe dad would consent to fuck your ass at the same time seeing you love mum's and my strapon cocks in your dirt hole so much. Just to make sure you get all the dick you so desperately crave, how does that sound, my slutty chocolate cock Aunty?"
Welch had given up on trying to deny her lust. She merely moaned louder around my cock as she felt Adrian fuck her into oblivion and listened to her niece describe it all so graphically.
Nearing his crescendo, Adrian began to slam into Welch as hard as he could. Feeling her nether regions pounded so forcefully proved to be too much for Welch. Her head lolled back, my cock fell out of her mouth, and she screamed herself through 4 back to back extremely intense orgasms.
Her quim was spasming around Adrian's cock's head. It gripped the head of his cock so tightly that Adrian grunted and began to cum as well.
Grabbing a handful of Welch's hair again, I pulled her head up and shoved my dick back into her mouth, causing her to gag.
Pulling most of my length back out of her mouth, I took hold of my shaft and tugged on it vigorously a couple of times before shooting a couple of loads into Welch's mouth, then pulling back so I could cover her face with my jism.
I could see the laptop's screen from where I was standing, so I knew we had captured the moment of me shooting on her face perfectly.
Adrian took the camera off of Lolly and, leaning back, took some pictures and video of his cock sliding back out of Welch's cum filled pussy.
Adrian and I lifted Welch off of the strapons still attached to Lolly and Gina, then lowered her onto the couch. We left her binds on. Putting her head at the end of the couch closest to the kitchen, we placed her so she would have an uninterrupted view of what we were about to do to her sister.
Welch's asshole was severely gaped. As I watched, it twitched and spasmed as the sphincter tried to close back to its normal size.
Standing and stretching, the girls worked some looseness back into their muscles. Both Lolly and Gina had fluids flowing down their inner thighs.
Lolly kissed me ferociously. "That was so fucking hot! You'd better have something left to fuck me with once we've finished with these two bitches!
"That goes for you, too!" Gina informed her brother.
Adrian reminded her that the next bit was all up to Lolly and me, "All we've got to do is take the video and pictures, but there's no reason we can't fuck to the spectacle if you'd like to?"
With a big smile, Gina said, "I'd like to, my big dicked brother! I'd like to very much!"
Lolly and I walked over to where Raquel was tied. She was still humming to herself away in La La land.
The session with Welch has taken quite some time to describe, but it probably only lasted about 35 to 40 minutes.
Kneeling behind Raquel, Lolly undid the strapon and threw it to the side. She pulled the vibrator I had shoved up Raquel's ass out and threw it after the strapon.
Raquel moaned in protest as the vibrator exited her ass.
The floor under her was covered in precum that had leaked from her girlie cock. She was still only at about half-mast, though.
Lolly wrapped her left hand around the head of Raquel's dick. Scooping up some of the precum, Lolly smeared it over Raquel's shaft and began to stroke Raquel's 'boy clit'. At the same time, Lolly began to tongue Raquel's 'boy pussy'.
Knowing Lolly would need more lube to fist Raquel than her mouth and tongue could provide, I picked up the tube from where I had carelessly tossed it and brought it across to Lolly.
Lolly held her right hand out. I squeezed a generous dollop out into her palm and spread it over Lolly's fingers, palm and the back of her hand down to her wrist.
Exchanging her hand for her lips, Lolly slipped the first three fingers of her right hand into Raquel's dirt hole. Raquel's ring had already been gaped by the vibrator I'd shoved in her, so these three fingers slipped into Raquel easily.
Feeling Lolly's fingers slide into her ass and across her prostate immediately got Raquel's attention. Her crazed eyes cleared, and, with a guttural grunt, she pushed her bum up and back at Lolly's probing hand.
Her oestrogen ravished 5 in. dick went rock-hard.
Twisting her hand back and forth, Lolly quickly stretched Raquel's ring wide enough to accept the 4th finger. Working quickly and efficiently, Lolly could soon slip almost all of her hand past Raquel's knot.
Lolly withdrew her hand and held it out to me for more lube as she continued to stroke on Raquel's now very stiff 'girl cock'.
Quickly adding more lube to her hand, I watched as Lolly reinserted it back inside Raquel to just before the last knuckle of her thumb. Lolly gave her wrist a bit of a twist and pushed slightly more firmly at Raquel's ring.
Raquel's head flew back, and her eyes shot open as Lolly's hand slid past her knot and deep into her ass. Raquel squirted a little cum with an animalistic grunt and thrust her ass back at Lolly's probing hand.
Now that Lolly had gotten her whole hand past Raquel's sphincter, she could easily push at least half of her forearm up Raquel's dirt canal. Clenching her hand into a fist, Lolly thrust her hand and arm in and out of Raquel's now gaped ass.
Her fist would almost pop back out of Raquel's knot before Lolly would thrust it back in, hard. This action was dragging Lolly's thumb directly over Raquel's prostate. Raquel was blatantly enjoying the sensation of being fisted as she was tossing her head back and forth, moaning deeply and loudly, continuously. Precum was gushing from the eye of her lady penis.
It was, obviously, time for me to take her girlie cock into my ass and make her fuck me until she had an orgasm. There was only one, rather blatant, problem. I was even the remotest bit turned on or close to hard.
The video would still work as long as Raquel came in my ass, but visually, it would be better if I was seen to be enjoying her dick in me as much as she was enjoying fucking me. The best would be if we both came at the same time.
Seeing the look of concern on my face, Gina asked, "What's wrong, daddy?"
I'm not sexually excited, honey. The video will still work as long as Raquel cums, but if I'm going to take tranny dick in my ass, I may as well enjoy it!"
Smiling impishly, Gina cupped her fresh young nubile breasts in her hands and asked. "Would sucking on these help, daddy?"
'Do bears hand out communion wafers?' I thought.
Gina sat up on the kitchen table beside Raquel and spread her legs, "Come on, daddy, taste your daughter's sexy tits!"
I moved between my daughter's luscious thighs and did as she asked. Moaning, she leant back and wrapped her legs around my hips.
As established earlier, this left the entrance to her quim at a perfect height for the head of my cock to press against.
Cupping her firm breasts in my hands, I suckled and nibbled on Gina's sweet aureole. Feeling the heat of her pussy pressed against my pubic bone soon had me harder than a marble desktop, and the head of my dick slipped a little way into my daughter's vulva.
I was well and truly ready to cum now. It was all I could do to stay on task and complete our degradation of the two sisters.
Lolly unclenched her fist and let her hand slide out of Raquel's gaped and grasping ass. Raquel moaned a protest.
"She's almost ready to cum, John." Then, getting to her feet, she grinned hugely. "You ready, my big muscular man, to take some girlie cock in your ass?"
"I'm never going to live this down, am I?" I lamented.
Everybody, except Raquel and me, laughed.
Grabbing an armpit each, Adrian and I positioned Raquel on the kitchen chair as we had placed Welch earlier. We didn't bother tying her, though, as Raquel was thrusting her hips up and down and begging for someone to fill her ass again.
Lolly lay down behind the chair and slid between the legs until she was under Raquel's ass. The plan was for Lolly to begin fisting Raquel again, thus ensuring she would cum. Adrian would angle the laptop's camera so Lolly wouldn't be shown.
Kneeling before Raquel, Gina took Raquel's stiff 5 in. lady cock in her mouth. Using her considerable skills, Gina brought Raquel teetering toward the cliff of orgasm.
When Lolly slipped her hand back into Raquel's rear passage, clenched it into a fist, and thrust the fist across Raquel's prostate, Raquel began to thrust up into Gina's sucking mouth urgently and violently.
It was apparent she was about to cum.
"It's now, or never I thought' and applied some lube to my ass.
Gina moved until she was behind Raquel and the chair. She knelt on her mother's stomach, reached around and took Raquel's shemale cock in her hand. Because this would be an extreme close-up, no one would be able to tell whose hand was holding the cock, so everyone would assume it was Raquel who was guiding her 'boy clit' into my hairy ass.
Backing up with my knees on either side of Raquel's thighs, I lowered myself slowly down, grateful for the years of squats I had done.
"Back up a little, daddy," came the instruction from Gina. "Almost. Right there!"
I could feel Raquel's tranny cock's head at the entrance to my dirt canal, so with a deep exhaled breath to relax, I let myself sink a little lower. With only a tiny flash of pain as Raquel's head was forced through my knot, I soon had my ass cheeks pressed firmly against Raquel's pelvic area.
Holding still for a moment to let my ass accept being penetrated, I continued to take breaths to keep myself from tensing up. Raquel was much smaller than some of the transgirls I had encouraged to fuck me in the past, so it didn't take long for my ass to relax its spasm and accept the intruder.
I began to push with my thighs to lift and lower my ass on Raquel's ladyboy cock.
Gina had stood up and was now playing with and teasing Raquel's awesomely sized bosom with one hand. With the other, she had grabbed a handful of Raquel's hair and had pulled Raquel's head back so she could whisper into her ear, as she had done to Welch.
"Mmm... mmm... mmm... Aunty Raquel. Doesn't mum's fist feel so good in your slutty ass? Oh, and your sweet young niece is nibbling on your neck and playing with your big titties. I bet that feels divine! I bet your stiff little girl cock just can't wait to squirt in that ass you're fucking so lovingly!"
Raquel never stood a chance, really. Her oestrogen ruined tiny dick was made rock hard and throbbing by the blue pills, her self-control and inhibitions had been taken away by the pink one, and her half-sister was fisting her ass. Apparently, being fisted was Raquel's favourite way of being gotten off.
Raquel began to thrust her hips up at my ass. Harder and harder, she pumped me, moaning and grunting the whole time. After about the 4th or 5th of these harder thrusts, her lady cock rubbed across my prostate.
With my own grunt, I took hold of my hard 7 in. dick and began to masturbate in time with Raquel's thrusting girl dick. Looking across, I could see tears trickling from Welch's eyes as we completed our degradation of them both.
Raquel was now shuddering and thrusting as she passed the point of no return. With a loud groan, Raquel came in my ass. Her tumescent cock twitching on my prostate enabled me to fall over that same delicious point into my orgasm. Pulling hard on my cock I shot quite an impressive load into the air and onto the floor.
Lifting so Adrian could capture Raquel's cum leaking out around her still hard ladyboy dick. I then stepped away. Gina had picked up Lolly's camera and was busily taking pictures of Raquel's 'cum face', her cum covered dick, and the cum running out of my ass.
Adrian said to me, "That actually looked like it was quite fun! I might have to try some shemale dick myself one day!"
"Not without me watching, brother!" Gina chimed in.
"Help me release Welch so we can sit them both up the table. We'll retie them to the chairs to make sure, but it looks like the fight has drained out of them both." I said to Adrian.
Once we had the sisters tied into place at the table, I asked Adrian to upload what was on Lolly's camera to his laptop and do a little bit of preliminary editing so I could show Welch and Raquel what I was going to send to PornHub for them to distribute worldwide if they ever tried to bother us again.
I headed for the shower. I wanted Raquel's semen off of and out of me as quickly as possible, as I was feeling a little weirded out by being fucked by a tranny in front of my son and daughter and my new girlfriend.
I was glad when Lolly followed me down to her bathroom. She didn't say anything, just held my hand as I turned the shower nozzle on and adjusted the heat to my liking.
When I finally met her eyes, she gave me the biggest smile.
"I can't thank you enough, my love," she told me. "You saved Gina and me from possibly days of abuse and have come up with an ingenious way of making sure we're not bothered by either of them again!"
Sighing, I replied, "Let's just pray that it works! I'd hate to have done all of this to then have to give up and call the cops!"
"Welch's and Raquel's reputation as the cunt queen and princess of the lesbian BDSM society is all they have, John. What we've done, but you and Adrian especially, threatens that image so severely that I'm convinced they will agree to leave us all in peace."
"Let's just hope we're not invaded by an army of butch dyke lesbians seeking revenge," I muttered darkly.
Lolly laughed and began to soap me down. We didn't take long and were soon back in the kitchen. Gina, showing her usual insightfulness, had figured out the powerfulness of everybody being clothed except our two captives and had insisted Adrian join her in getting dressed again.
Adrian and I had sat the sisters on the same side of the table. Lolly, Gina, Adrian, and I sat facing them. Adrian and I were in the middle, Lolly beside me, with Gina beside Adrian. The 4 of us remained silent as the sisters began to squirm under our gazes.
Having a quick look at what Adrian had set up, it was a series of videos and pictures to show Welch and Raquel in sequence.
Once I was familiar with what I was going to show, I spoke.
"I'm going to call this movie "The Degradation of Welch and Raquel Somners!" I informed the sisters. Somners being their last name. "The subscript will read 'Watch as Welch Somners, the legendary bitch queen of Australia's lesbian BDSM community learns, to not only take cock and swallow cum, but to enjoy every moment of it!'."
I hit play on the first clip and turned the screen to our unwilling participants. It showed the last part where Adrian and I had lowered Welch onto the two strapon cocks. For all the world, it looked as if it was Welch who was lowering herself onto the cocks as there were just her upper thighs, her ass and two cocks and pelvises in shot. You couldn't even tell the cocks were fake.
Closing that clip and getting the following ready, I said, "Here, you can see Welch experience the first of many orgasms as the two cocks in her ass drive her over the edge."
I showed one of the many shots and short videos Adrian and Lolly had taken of Welch cumming.
Shutting that clip down, I opened the next.
"This is what the voice over will say next," I told Welch, as the video showed Adrian sliding his monster cock into Welch's 'obviously wet and willing cunt' played, "'In this clip, you can see Welch Somners not only loving riding the two cocks in her ass but willingly and eagerly taking the 3rd dick into her revered pussy'."
Closing the video I had just shown the two women, I opened the next one Adrian had chosen for Welch's 'preliminary viewing'.
"Watch, again, as the fabled Welch Somners cums from having three cocks in two of her celebrated holes." Is what I'm going to say about this one, I told Welch. Showing her another of her 'cum face' videos.
Setting up the last three, I turned the screen toward Welch. The first showed Welch 'eagerly' sucking my cock into her mouth. The next showed her swallowing my ejaculate before I pulled out and shot a load onto her face. The last was another of her 'cum face' clips.
"The last three speak for themselves, don't you think, Welch?" I asked her. "'Welch sucks cock, swallows cum, and orgasms from being covered in man juice' is what the voice over will say."
Welch looked as if her whole life had been suddenly turned upside down and shattered. Tears were welling from her eyes, and sobs racked her body, causing her gigantic rack to bounce in quite an alluring way.
'Shame she's a lesbian', I thought. I wouldn't mind having a go at her for real!
Looking at Raquel, I saw that she had finally come down from her pink pill high. At least she was aware enough to know where she was and what was happening. I'm not sure how much of what we had done to her, she remembered, but she was about to find out!



"Further down, it will read 'See Raquel Somners fucking her man in the ass. Watch, in awe, as she fills her man with seed!' will be what I call first heading for your clips." I informed Raquel and then showed her the clip of her dick slipping into my ass.
Because of the extreme close-up of this pic, it was impossible to tell if I was lowering myself onto Raquel or if Raquel was pushing into me.
"The voice-over guy will say, 'Look at the bliss on Raquel Somners' face as her beautiful lady cock penetrates her male lover'," I told her, showing a clip of one of her 'cum faces'.
Because I'm exceptionally hairy, it was obvious I was male. My cock was in the shot to dispel any doubt that I was a masculine male.
"So, ladies," I asked them. "What do you think I should do with these clips? By the time Adrian edits them all together and adds sound effects, they'll make one hell of a movie, don't you both agree?
The sisters sat looking at me, horrified. Raquel broke first and buried her head in Welch's shoulder.
"I'm ruined!" She bawled into Welch's naked shoulder. "They made me fuck and cum in a man! How can I face my BDSM sorority sisters ever again?"
There was still a little defiance in Welch left.
Squaring her shoulders and sitting more upright, she said, "You wouldn't dare publish it," she informed me. "It shows all of you, including your precious daughter, molesting and raping two innocent women. You'll all go to jail!"
"That, Ms Welch, is true!" I riposted. "But think of the publicity this case is going to get. There won't be a porn watcher or BDSM scenester left in the country, or maybe even in the world, that won't have watched the movie. How will you explain your obvious enjoyment of what we were doing to you?"
"Even if the woman orgasms, it's still rape!" Welch stated.
"I agree, Ms Somners. Still won't stop everyone whose fearful respect you demand from loving watching you being taken down a step or three dozen!"
We had her! The last of her defiance collapsed, and she slumped down in the chair.
Raquel was huddled in on herself, muttering in self-loathing about having 'fucked some useless cock bearing male in the ass and cumming.'
"What do you want?" Welch asked me.
"Nothing except your continued absence from our lives," I told Welch.
I could see Gina was surreptitiously trying to get my attention in the corner of my eye.
"I think Gina wants to add something," I said.
"You can continue to try and fool everyone, including your sister and yourself, about how much you enjoyed what we all did to you if you want, my chocolate cock Aunty," cruelly reminding Welch what she had called her as Welch came, over and over, again.
"But we all know it's a lie! If you promise to stay away from all of us, I will give you a number you can contact me on. You may message me when you want to experience something like this again, and I may let you travel up and be my slave for the weekend. What do you say, Aunty cum swallower? Would you like to come and serve your pretty young niece again? I'll even invite Adrian around so you can get some big cock, if you're very good at serving me!"
Welch shook her head in denial, but her nipples had gone hard, and she had squirmed her hips as Gina told her what she could enjoy, so it was obvious Welch's body and subconscious were betraying her again.
Welch exhaled explosively, "Alright!" She said. "We'll go back to Sydney, and you'll never see or hear from us ever again. But if those videos ever get leaked, I'll come after you all with 100 of my lesbian sisters!"
She was trying to salvage something from the wreckage of her defeat.
I walked around and cut the bonds holding the sisters down.
Strutting as proudly as she could manage, Welch walked over to the couch where an unseen suitcase had been stowed. Dressing in something more suitable than leather fetish wear for public travel Welch helped the still bawling Raquel to her feet and encouraged Raquel into her street clothes, too.
Stuffing all the leather wear into the now empty bag, Welch stood up and said to me, "Can you call us a cab, please?"
"Come with me," I told her and walked them out to the road.
Sure enough, it was only a matter of moments before a cab rolled down the hill.
Shutting the car door behind them, I watched, satisfied, as they drove off, never to be heard from, without invitation, again.
I walked back inside.
"Get a change of clothes for tomorrow," I demanded of the girls. "You're moving in with me tonight! You can take the flat above the garage if you want, but you're staying at my place from now on!"
There were details to work out, reader, as you well know, but the most significant advantage of being reasonably affluent is that you have money to make things happen!

Epilogue.

Five years later:
Lolly and I got married on the same day as Gareth married Ciara. It was a beautiful double ceremony held in the middle of August that same year. We had the ceremony on the front lawn of my home. Adrian acted as best man for me, Gina as matron of honour for Lolly.
Clive, the irascible old prick, did the ceremony. It turns out one of his many talents was being a marriage celebrant. Fortunately, he didn't just wear his usual attire of stubbie shorts, flip flops, and shearer's singlet.
The cheeky old bugger blatantly squeezed both Lolly's and Ciara's ass as he made them kiss him on the cheek before telling them to turn to us and recite their vows.
Gareth and Ciara moved into the flat, so it finally got some use. They've almost saved enough for a house deposit, so they'll be moving out shortly. I'll be sad, for sure.
Yes, reader, I could have easily paid their deposit for them, probably bought them a house, but it's much better that they do it for themselves. Besides, Gareth insisted he wanted to save the money himself.
Gina and Adrian became a permanent item and took up residence in the spare bedroom with the en suite described earlier. I was still regularly woken by Gina giving me a blow job as I slept beside her mother. Lolly just laughed at me when I 'complained'.
The 2 of them moved, about two years ago, first to Thailand, then to Vietnam, where nobody knows or cares that they're half-brother and sister. The stop in Thailand was so Adrian could get 'fixed', and Gina could have her tubes tied. They didn't want to risk incest babies.
They run a homeless woman shelter there and an orphanage, both on the same premises. Gina's nursing degree comes in handy looking after these waifs, as do Adrian's mechanical engineering skills.
Adrian tells me Welch comes and visits at least once a month. The bastard won't tell me any details, though! All he will say is this:
"Let me put it this way, dad. Welch certainly isn't the top when she stays with us!"
Two years after getting married, and with the help of IVF, Lolly and I had twin daughters. They're non-identical, of course, but they are gorgeous! Mind you, what father doesn't think his daughters are the prettiest in the world?
I sold my cab and gave up the lease of the two others. I'm currently trying to hone my golf game to the level I can try to make Australia's senior professional tour. I was lucky as I sold right at the very top of the market, so money will never be a problem.
Lolly finished her Masters and works in Brisbane's premier infectious diseases clinic. For some unfathomable reason, readers, she is extremely popular with all of the male doctors and most of the female ones. Let me simply say that she fills out a uniform very pleasingly! She sometimes has problems with the other nurses for some reason. I think they turn green in her presence.
I had thought this would be the end of my story and journey with you, reader, but it occurs to me that I haven't written about receiving a weird Facebook message purporting to be from Lauren, Lolly's sister, asking if she could bring Lolly's mum and aunt to visit with us.
What do you think, reader? Shall I attempt to complete the trifecta of Shephard women and seduce her mother? Grandmother, mother, and daughter; that would be one awesomely erotic triple, wouldn't it? Maybe I could see if I can add the quadrella of her sister and the quintuple of her aunt?

The End.


	Slang for remaining quiet.
	Australian slang for a $20 note.
	A rubber-coated steel pipe that is used to knock out a victim before robbing them.
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Stuck Tales: Mother in Trouble.

My life is a cliché.
It's true: The only child of a solo mum, cliché. My dad left just six months after I was born, cliché. My dad's an asshole, cliché. My mum was a cheerleader, cliché. My dad was a footy jock, cliché. He knocked my mother up on the night of her 18th birthday, cliché. My mum's parents forced him to marry her, cliché.
He left less than two years later, cliché. I've never seen him since, cliché.
My mother has never taken another lover as far as I have ever seen. She still uses her married name of Robarts. I don't think she and dad ever got divorced. She does have a lot of female friends. As I got old enough to understand these things, I suspected she was probably a lesbian.
By the way, my mum is as hot as fuck! 5 ft. 7 in. (173 cm) tall and only 125 lbs (57 kg). She has a 37-inch bust with full C cup breasts, a tiny 24-inch waist and a 35-inch hips.
Mum could be Charlie's Angels' Tanya Roberts doppelganger. People are always asking her to take a selfie with them and for her autograph. They still want the photo even after she's told them she isn't that Tanya Roberts and that her name is Tania Robarts.
I'm sure they tell all their friends they met the TV angel.
Logic should have told them she wasn't Tanya Roberts. The actress Tanya Roberts died last year at 65. My mum has only recently turned 37.
Her body stats haven't changed much since her cheerleading days. I saw an old school book, and her cheerleader stats were almost the same back then. She was 3lbs lighter, and her bust was an inch smaller, that's all.
My mum has olive skin, auburn hair and sparkling green eyes. Her nose is thin and shapely, her cheekbones are high and well defined, and her chin has a tiny dimple when she smiles. I like to make her smile because when she does, she has this year's, or any year's, Miss America beaten hands down.
She keeps her figure by religiously working through her cheerleader routine for an hour every single day. I like to watch. Is that weird?
It's a bit strange having all of your male friends, and many of your female ones, perving on your mum, but I kinda like it. I'm way proud of my mum. She worked her way through community college to become an AIN (Assistant in Nursing). She's the school nurse at the school I go to.
When she walks the halls, male conversation falters, and eyes follow her ass. It doesn't freak me out. I like having the hot mum everyone fantasises about.
My mum is the school's cheerleader coach.
Hey all, I'm Tony Robarts. I'm a high school senior. I turned 18 in late February of this year. I have a story for you that will make you lose your load!
I'm a tall, athletic guy that's pretty good at most sports. I prefer track to the other games. In track, it's all on you. No teammates you can blame. No lousy referee or umpire decisions can rob you of a victory. No one's fault but yours if you didn't work hard enough, train hard enough, try hard enough, or made a bad tactical decision during the race. I like it that way. I'm pretty good. I've made all-state for the last three years.
Since my 18th birthday, mum has started to act a little differently with me than before. If I didn't know better, I would swear she was flirting with me.
She's always given me lots of hugs and kisses. But before, the kisses would be on my cheek, chin, or forehead. Now she regularly kisses my lips. She often places her hand behind my head and plays with my hair when she kisses me.
I'll be sitting at the kitchen table doing my homework, and she'll run her fingers along the tops of my shoulders. If I'm shirtless, she always runs her fingers up the back of my neck and across my shoulders. She always finishes this act by squeezing my triceps and marvelling about how lean and muscled I am.
Everyone knows you're not supposed to get an erection over your mother, but I can't help it. I have to pull the chair against the table to hide my hard-on.
Mum notices me shifting closer in and laughs. She doesn't say anything, but I'm sure she knows I'm hard for her. When I have moved as close to the table as I can get, she wraps her arms around my shoulders and kisses where my neck meets my shoulders.
The strange thing is, before my 18th, she was always wearing a bra when she hugged me. Now her breasts are almost always hanging free insider her tight top. Her nipples feel fucking awesome against my bare back, but I'm convinced I'm not supposed to feel like that.
I came home from training one afternoon last week. Mum was in the lounge, working her way through her routine. She had pushed the couch and chairs to the edge of the room to give herself plenty of space for her routine. Her routine is an energetic one. It includes lots of leg kicks, jumps and cartwheels.
It is fucking awesome to watch!
I grabbed a water bottle from the fridge and took a seat on the couch.
"Hi, mum," I said as I settled into place and took the cap off the water bottle.
"Hey, baby," mum puffed, a little out of breath from her exertions. "How was training?"
"LSD (Long Slow Distance), mum. My favourite." It wasn't. I was being facetious. Mum knew that. I brought the bottle to my mouth.
"Just think how good you're going to feel at the end of your races later in the summer when everyone else is flagging, and you're still going strong," Mum panted in reply.
Mum gave a wildly energetic leap right before me, and my tongue went dry. She wasn't wearing a bra! Her firm breasts bounced delectably.
Luckily, I was so shocked that I tipped the water on my crotch, cooling my immediate erection, not into my mouth.
"Need Mumma to feed you, baby boy?" Mum teased, "Or do you need a sippy cup?"
She cartwheeled across the floor.
OMFG! She wasn't wearing panties either!
I stood up and bolted for the bathroom holding a cushion in front of my groin. I tossed it behind me as I exited the room.
Mum's laughter followed me down the hall.
I barely got my cock out of my sweatpants before cumming on the floor. I sat on the commode with my legs trembling, gasping. Did she do that on purpose? I couldn't believe she would. That would mean she wanted me to see her shaved pussy. That she wanted me to become aroused looking at her. That she liked me looking.
None of this could be true. She wasn't like that. She was reserved, shy, even. Besides, I'm her son. Wanting to turn your son on is just sick, isn't it?
Groaning, I took my hard dick back into my hand. I pulled up and back only a few times before I came again to visions of my mum's tight boobies bouncing and her bald pussy flashing past my eyes as she cartwheeled across the floor.
Mum knocked and tried to open the bathroom door. Fortunately, I had locked it. I grabbed some tissue paper and quickly cleaned my cum up from the floor and the commode seat.
"You right in there, Tony?" Mum asked through the door.
"Just a sudden need to take a dump, mum, is all. I'm fine."
"As long as that's all it was, baby," mum said. "What do you want for dinner?"
"Can you do your world-famous chicken wings, please, mum?'
Mum laughed, "World famous in our kitchen, honey, that's all."
I waited until I was sure she was gone and then crept out of the bathroom and down to my room. I changed out of my cum soiled running shorts and jockey briefs, then hid them in the middle of the clothes in the wash basket. Hopefully, mum wouldn't notice the cum stains when she did the washing.
I went back to my bedroom, lay on my bed and picked up my textbook. I tried my best to concentrate on the math exam I had coming up. My cock kept trying to grow, despite my best intentions, as visions of my mother in her cheerleader's outfit played in my mind. I was able to resist masturbating to these images again, just.
"Dinner," mum called about three hours later.
I pulled some boxers out of my drawer that were way too big, then put on my baggiest pair of sweat pants. Pulling my sweatshirt over my head, I looked in the mirror. I hoped the inevitable erection I would get when I saw mum again wouldn't be too obvious.
Mum had showered and changed before making dinner. She was wearing a baggy pair of sweats. Her face looked freshly scrubbed. She seemed to be glowing from her recent workout. With her hair pulled back into a ponytail and no makeup, she looked way younger than her 37 years.
As she moved, placing dinner plates and food on the table, it was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra.
I had to swallow twice before saying, 'Hey, mum."
"You wash your hands, Tony?" She asked.
"Of course, mum," I lied.
"I know where your hands have been, baby boy," she said to me with a grin. "I don't want that on my share of the fries."
Fuck! Did she know I had masturbated to her image earlier?
"What do you mean, mum?" I asked.
"You had to take a dump earlier. I know you boys hardly ever remember to wash your hands afterwards," she said innocently.
Silently, I walked back to the bathroom to wash my hands.
"You say grace," mum said when I got back to the table.
"Grace," I answered with a grin, completing our family's oldest joke."
She smiled at me fondly.
We ate talking about this and that. It was all so normal. Had what happened earlier been nothing? Was I reading too much into mum's actions? Were they all innocent? Had she merely forgotten to put underwear on when she donned her cheerleader's uniform?
Come to think of it, why was she in her cheerleader's uniform? I hadn't seen her in it since her 30th birthday when she got a little tipsy and put on a show for her guests.
'How many other guy's mums still fit perfectly into their high school cheerleader's uniform at close to 40?' I thought proudly.
After dinner, I helped mum clean up, still chatting about the upcoming track season, how my studies for end-of-semester exams were going, and which one of the scholarships I should accept, as we washed the dishes, cleaned the table, and put everything away.
Mum seemed to stay a little closer than usual. I'd turn from the bench with a plate in my hand to put away, and my upper arm would brush across her breasts. Or I'd turn, and mum would be bent over putting something away in the lower drawers, and my crutch would push against her ass.
Nothing overt, but it seemed ... well ... sexual.
Twice as she pushed past in front of me when there was plenty of room behind me, her hand dragged across my Johnson. When this happened, I'd take a quick step back, apologising.
Mum would chuckle throatily and touch my face before carrying on with what she was doing.
I put the last of the dishes away and turned to mum. She was on the bench's dining room side, vigorously wiping the top down. I had to swallow quickly to get some moisture back into my mouth because her breasts were swinging sexily inside her sweat top in time with her rubs.
I was going hard again.
Leaning further forward to reach the edge of the bench furthest from her, mums top fell forward. I could clearly see the swelling tops of her breasts down the front of her sweat top.
I quickly turned away, but not before my dick's head spasmed, threatening to cum. I could feel that a little cum wad had squeezed out the eye.
I ran to the bathroom. Taking a tissue from the box, I dropped my sweatpants and boxers and began to clean the dob of cum up before the wetness leaked through my pants, embarrassing me even further.
The door opened, and mum walked in. Fuck! I had forgotten to lock the door.
There I was, pants and boxers around my ankles, my hard todger in my hand, cleaning what was obviously cum, off the head of my cock.
It's just as well you can't actually die of embarrassment!
Mum looked at my cock, "Hmm, bigger than your father's," she murmured.
It was a standing joke on the men's track team. "How can you tell Tony's not on the 'roids? Have you seen the size of his cock?"
Flaccid, I'm over 7-inches, hard I'm over 8.
As if nothing unusual had happened, mum raised her eyes to my stricken ones.
"'We Own this Town' is about to start," she said. "Want me to pause it whilst you take care of that?" She pointed at my penis.
"No. I'll be right out," I managed to squeak.
Raising an eyebrow, mum said, "Take your time, honey. I don't mind waiting."
What on earth are you supposed to say to that?
She bit her lip and looked down at my penis again, "Does that get much action?" she asked.
"Mum!" I shouted, shocked. "I'm not answering that!"
As it turns out, it does. My current squeeze is almost two years older than me. I work with her at the local supermarket after school three afternoons a week.
She waited until my 18th birthday before jumping me behind the dumpsters at the market the afternoon of my birthday.
"Happy birthday," she moaned as she pushed me against a dumpster, pulled her short skirt up and slid her thong aside before taking my dick in her hand and backing up onto it.
I didn't last even one pump. Natalie (Nat) thought it was hilarious.
"This one's on me," she said. "Don't worry. You'll get better with practice."
Nat and I have fucked everywhere in that store. One memorable afternoon, we even fucked on the manager's desk as he held a department heads meeting, not 20 feet from where we were.
Nat's a bit of a slut, really. She's a little overweight, but not gross, you know? She could lose a few pounds, though. Nat loves to fuck, and she goes off like a rocket every time we do.
She's taught me cunnilingus and says I'm pretty good at it. She's taught me how to use my dick to please her. How to turn a woman on before entering her. She hasn't taught me any control yet, though. If it's been more than a couple of days between fuck sessions, I blow almost immediately the first couple of times I enter her.
She says she doesn't mind too much because I don't really go soft. Just a little bendy for a few minutes before I'm good to go again. After a couple of orgasms, I can fuck all night and day (Big smiles, right?).
Nat says I need to watch more porn and 'edge' myself. Keeping myself close to cumming, but not over the edge, so I learn better control. But where's the fun in that? What's the point of watching or reading porn if you're not going to cum?
"So does that mean 'yes' or 'no' then?" Mum asked.
"I'm not talking to you about this, mum!" I emphasised as I pulled my pants up and pushed past her out of the room.
Somehow, her hand got tangled up in my sweats as I slid past her. I could have sworn she gave my cock a bit of a squeeze, but she couldn't have, right? That would just be wrong.
I bolted for my usual seat, jumped into it, and quickly pulled a cushion onto my lap to hide my erection.
As if we hadn't just had the world's most embarrassing mum and son encounter, mum strolled into the lounge and turned the sound back up on the show. The introduction credits were just beginning to roll.
The next morning I rolled quickly out of bed, into my running gear, and out the door. Mum opened her door as I rushed down the hall.
"I'm going to run to school," I mumbled back over my shoulder as I opened the door and left.
Running with a backpack on is one of the training exercises I do. Weight a pack up with about 40 lbs (18 Kg), then run 3 -- 6 miles (5km -- 10 km) as fast as I can. It's about 5 miles to school (8 km). Having my school pack with about 10 lbs in it was a cinch.
"What about breakfast?" She yelled after me.
"I'll get something from the café at school," I yelled back.
"See you after you've finished work," She yelled.
I had a shift at the store this afternoon. I was looking forward to easing some tension with Nat.
I made it through school. During the breaks, every time I saw mum, I'd duck down another hall or exit out a door. After the first couple of times I did this, I think it became a game with her. She seemed to appear virtually every time I thought I had found somewhere safe to sit down.
I ran to the store after school. To my chagrin, Nat had called in sick.
"Probably 'women's troubles'," my supervisor sneered. "Never hire a woman, cos they always have 'women's troubles' and don't come in."
'Fuck me, what a pig,' I thought. 'Is this 2022 or 1972?'
He does the roster and assigns the shifts, so I said nothing.
By the time I got home, my balls were aching and my cock throbbing. I badly needed to 'nut one out'.
I walked in the door, "Hi, mum," I called.
Silence greeted me.
I knew she was home. Her car was under the port.
Looking around, I saw her laptop was on the dining room table.
'Probably looking up a recipe for tonight's dinner.' I thought.
I had a look to see what was on the menu. A Google search box was up: 'Slut mother to Dominating son,' was the search.
'What the fuck,' I thought.
I looked through the open tabs. There were stories from this site (that's how I knew where to post this story), and there were movies from various sites that specialised in incest porn. Fuck me, there was even quite a few pay per view sites.
I mean, who the fuck pays for porn these days?
I had a quick look at a couple of videos. I admit the length and quality appeared much better. You got the full story, not just the action and money shots. The scenes were often a lot more graphic, as well.
Every story and movie she had up was about a mother, usually gorgeous, who was subservient to her big dicked son.
'Is this what mum wants?' I thought. 'Does she want to be submissive to me? Does she fantasise about me taking her as my lover and making her my bitch? What the fuck does this all mean?'
Leaving the laptop as I'd found it, I hoped, I went looking for mum. I found her in the laundry doing the washing. As I walked in, she held up the shorts I'd been wearing when I'd accidentally cum to her workout show.
She hadn't seen or heard me come home. I watched as she held my shorts to her nose and smelt them. She put the cum stain in her mouth and sucked it, pinching a nipple and moaning as she did.
Shocked, I backed slowly out. I went back to the front door. This time I slammed it shut as if I had rushed through it in too much of a hurry.
"Yoo-hoo, mum?" I shouted. "You home?"
"In the laundry," she called back.
I walked down there again.
"How was your day?" I asked, giving her a quick peck on the cheek.
"Slow," she answered. "Slow is good because it means no one got sick or hurt, but it's a bit boring."
"Maybe you should do that registered nurse course you keep talking about," I suggested. "We could be college roomies," I added with a grin.
"You wouldn't want your mother at college with you," Mum replied. "I'd just cramp your style with all those young co-eds."
"Oh, I dunno," I teased. "It might be quite hot watching all those college jocks hitting on you."
"You think they would?" She queried. "I'd be as old as their mothers."
"Yeah, but you're way hotter," I said, not thinking.
I'd never told her I thought she was hot before.
She smiled delightedly, "You think I'm hot, Tony? Really?" Then she blushed prettily.
"Miss America ain't got nothing on you, mum."
She blushed again, "You think so, baby boy? You really think so?"
"Of course, I do, mum. Every guy's favourite girl is his mum," I told her.
"You're a darling," she said, "but you're a terrible liar."
Thinking about the porn I'd seen on her computer, I said, "No, mum, I'm not lying. You're way hot. I'd date you in a second if you weren't my mum."
I hugged her. Mum pressed her hips forward as she hugged me back. My hardening penis pushed against her abdomen.
Mum bit her bottom lip and looked up at me.
"Thanks, Tony," she said huskily. "You know how to make this old woman feel good."
"YVW, mum. You're not that old, you know? Most of my friend's mums are way older than you."



Mum had turned back to the washer. I came up behind her and put my arms around her to give her another hug. My hands accidentally brushed across her nipples as I wrapped my arms around her. She was braless again, I felt her nipples harden under my touch, and she moaned and leant back on me.
"What do you want for dinner?" She managed to get out as she tried to stifle her moans.
Have you got everything you need to make meatballs?" I asked.
"We need spaghetti, is all. Do you mind going back to the store and getting some?"
"Can I drive your car?"
"Just be careful, honey, okay? I couldn't stand to lose you to some dumb accident." Mum answered.
I was back only about 20 minutes later. I was a good boy, I didn't try to do a burnout or anything. Not sure if mum's 20-year-old clapped-out corolla would've been able to do one, anyway.
I thought mum would be making dinner, so I didn't bother calling 'hi' or anything as I opened the door to come inside. Mum can't have heard me pull up because she was sitting with her back partially to the front door watching one of the porn videos she'd had up earlier. Her hands were down the top of her pants, and her legs spread obscenely apart.
The video was of a young guy with a huge dick, one at least as big as mine, brutally ploughing a woman who must have been at least twice his age. They were in the kitchen, and the mother was bent over the bench.
"You like that, mum?" The man kept demanding as he slammed his cock into her gaping hole. "You like that, mum?"
"Yes, baby boy," the woman would moan. "Mumma loves your big cock in her so much."
The guy pulled out of his 'mother', "Get ready for me, bitch,' he demanded, "I'm going to cum on your face."
His 'mother' quickly spun around and got on her knees. With a few quick tugs, the 'son' shot a copious load of cum all over his 'mother's' face.
"Leave that on there until we've finished dinner, slut. Maybe dad will see it and want to fuck you for a change." Her 'son' said.
"Yes, dear," the 'mother' submissively answered.
I quietly backed out the door. As I entered this time, I sang to The Kings of Leon as loudly as I could as I banged the door open.
"Hey, mum," I called out.
The laptop's lid was shut, and mum was over by the sink, slicing up onions for the meatball sauce.
Tomorrow was Saturday, and the first race meet of the new season was on. I was entered in the 220, 440, and 880-yard events. The 880 was my preferred race. The 220 was to hone speed, the 440 for speed endurance training. I will probably also do the shot and discus if the schedule permits. I was the anchor for the 440 yds relay. We hadn't lost a race in four years.
Saturday dawned bright and clear. Coach gave me a lift to the track. It was a good day. I got two firsts, 880 yd. and the 4 by 440 yd. relay, and two seconds in the other two running events. I did okay in the shot, not so good in the discus.
Coach dropped me back home. Whistling, I didn't ever want to catch my mum doing something awkward ever again. I banged in through the door. I knew mum was home as her car was in its usual spot.
"Hi, mum," I called.
There was a muffled shout from somewhere, but I couldn't tell where.
"What was that?" I asked.
The muffled shout was louder. In the lounge, I thought, so I walked in there. Mum was on her knees before the couch, and her head was under the seat back cushion. The seat cushion had been pulled off onto the floor.
She was wearing a really short skirt that had ridden up over her ass. I could see her tiny thong, it was barely covering her vulva. Its string disappeared between mum's taut butt cheeks before reappearing in the cleft of her ass.
"What on earth are you doing?" I asked.
Something obscene was muttered indistinctly at me. "What the fuck do you think I'm doing?" I think was what she said.
"What?" I asked.
"I'm stuck,"
I could see that, but it was hilarious. I decided to tease her some more.
"I'm sorry, I can't hear you through the couch. Why don't you come out and talk to me?"
My mum called me some fairly rude names.
"I didn't quite catch that, mum. If you're not going to come out from the couch, can you talk louder?"
There's only one thing that my mother ever says to me that cuts me deep. She shouted it at me.
"You're an asshole, just like your father."
I was angry, it wasn't my damned fault she was stuck in the damned couch, so I smacked her ass.
"Fuck you, mum," I said heatedly. "You can stay there for all I care."
To my shocked surprise, mum moaned sensually at my smack. Her bottom was writhing, so I smacked it again.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," came from inside the couch.
'What the hell?' I thought.
I smacked her for the third time to make sure I had heard what I thought I was hearing.
The groan was a lot more guttural this time, "Oh, yes, baby, smack your mummy's ass again, please."
My cock could not have been harder. Seriously, I could have dug for diamonds with it. I walloped her ass as hard as I could. My hand stung from the impact.
"Gawd, yes, baby," she moaned at me.
I could smell her arousal wafting around me. I liked that smell. When Nat smells like that, I'm about to be thrown against a wall somewhere, and my cock hauled out of my trousers before Nat backs her snatch up onto it.
I leant forward to smell my mother's pussy. It smelt so delicious that I couldn't help but pull her thong aside and slip my tongue into her.
Mum groaned, "Yes, please, baby boy. Mumma is all wet for you."
I ran my tongue up and down her slit before finding mum's clitoris. She moaned deeply, and her ass began to shake.
I pushed my forefinger past my nose and into her gash. Mum began panting out gasps.
I slid my finger further in. Nat had shown me where a woman's Gspot was, and I found mum's with my index finger.
Mum moaned sexily, then pushed her tight ass back at my finger. I wriggled my finger back and forth, and around and around, in tiny circles over and around her inner pleasure centre as I tongued her clitoris.
Mum's groans became louder and deeper. At this point in her orgasm cycle, Nat liked a little bit of pain. She said the contrast of the pain with the pleasure was exquisite. With that in mind, I smacked my mother's ass hard.
"OMFG!" Mum almost screamed. "I'm cumming!"
With her hips jerking back and forth as she blew over the edge, mum's pussy juice gushed over my finger and hand.
My dick was about to burst, so I ripped my mother's G-string down her thighs and off.
"I'm going to fuck you, mum," I told her. "I'll probably cum quickly the first time, but bear with me, okay? After I've cum a couple of times, I'll be able to go all night."
"Oh Gawd, yes, honey," she moaned. "Cum in your mother. Stick your big dick in my slutty fuck hole and fill me with your seed."
I climbed onto the couch, spread my knees, and squatted over mum's ass. Holding my rigidly stiff pussy-lip-spreader in my right hand, whilst balancing myself with my left hand on the small of my mother's back, I guided myself into mum's hot, wet pussy.
She was so fucking tight, way tighter than Natalie, that I blew my first load before I'd gotten even halfway in. I continued to slowly force the rest of my long tool into her. As I had predicted, I'd hardly gone soft at all.
Once I was buried nuts deep in my mother, I put my hands on her ass, then gently stroked myself back and forth inside her quim. It was only a few short moments before my lust swelled again, and I was harder than my last algebra exam.
Mum had popped over the edge into another orgasm when she had felt my donger squirting inside her. She pushed her ass back at me, begging me to fuck her some more.
I was ready to comply. Leaning harder on my hands, I started to fuck her in earnest. The harder I thrust into her, the louder she got. The louder the smack of my pelvis against her ass got, the more she moaned.
For the next 20 minutes, I fucked mum through orgasm after orgasm. I came in her two more times as she rocketed from explosion to climax to eruption. I could sense that she wanted something more from me, something extreme, something so over the top that it would make her mine forever.
Pumping her through another exquisite cum event, I considered what I could do. In one of the movies she had bookmarked, the 'son' had pulled out of his 'mother's' cunt, and then shoved all 7+ inches into her ass. I knew from the bookmark that either mum had watched this movie before, or she wanted to watch it again. Could this be the 'extreme act' she wanted?
Did she want me, her son, to take her anally?
Nat won't let me near her ass, but I'd watched plenty of 'ass' porn on my phone and laptop. I knew you couldn't do what that film had shown. If you pulled out of the woman's pussy, and then shoved it in her ass without warning or preparation, an orgasm wouldn't result, excruciating pain would.
I placed my thumb alongside my shaft, then pushed it into mum's cunt as I stroked my dick into her. Now that my thumb was wet with her juices, I began to rim her ring.
Mum's moans and groans got even louder. Once her rosebud was nice and wet, I narrowed my circles down onto the entrance to her ass. Switching to my fingers, I transferred the excretions from my mother's pussy, hers and mine, onto her starfish.
Once I was satisfied she was as wet as she would get, I firmly pushed on her ass sphincter. Mum groaned deeply, and her ass opened up. My finger slipped into the second knuckle.
I let some spit dribble out of my mouth onto her back hole. Gathering this moisture up with my index finger, I smeared it over her rosebud. This increased lubrication allowed me to stretch her rear fuck hole wide enough to accept a second finger.
"Oh, yes, darling," mum breathed. "Get my shithole ready for your big donger."
I added a third finger then began to gently force them apart, stretching mum's starfish wide enough to take the head of my cock.
There was a tube of mum's moisturiser on the coffee table within reach. I pulled out of my mother's cunt and squeezed moisturiser onto my head and shaft. Holding her ass cheeks apart, I spat on mum's brown star again.
Using my donger to spread the spit, I ensured her ass was ready to take me.
Once I was sure she was as stretched and as wet as I could make her, I positioned the big head of my 8+ inch rod in the centre of her backdoor love canal. Pushing slowly, but relentlessly, forward with my hips, I forced the big purple head of my dick through mum's knot and deep into her shitter.
"Ow, ow, ow," Mum was whimpering as I drove remorselessly into her. "You're so big, baby. Mummy's ass is being torn in two."
With my lust raging, I didn't care.
"Take it like the dirty bitch whore you are, mum." I snarled at her. "You want me to own you? Want to be my bitch? Then this is what I'm doing, and you're going to learn to love it."
The whimpers mum had been giving out changed to moans of pure lust.
"Yes, baby boy," she groaned. "I want to be your bitch. I want to be your fuck toy, and I want to be your cum receptacle. Make mummy yours, honey, please? Cum in my ass."
Balancing myself with my upper thighs pressed against the couch, I lifted both hands off mum's back and then brought them down onto her ass cheeks as hard as possible. At the same time, I pulled almost all the way back out of her before slamming into her ass with enough force to shake the walls.
Grabbing her shoulders, I started to punch into her tight ass as forcefully as I could. As I pounded into her, I'd pull back on her shoulders. I had only to do this four more times before, with a squeal loud enough to scare the neighbours into calling the cops, mum gushed lady cum all over my balls.
"Yes, Tony," She screamed. "Yes, baby boy, I'm yours, I'm your slut, your cum whore forever. Fill my dirty shithole with cum. Fill me until it leaks out my ears."
I couldn't take anymore. Roaring like a jet about to take off, I came into my mother's super tight rear fuck hole.
It didn't quite leak out her ears, but it immediately began dripping back out of her sphincter. I'd cum so heavily that there wasn't enough room to take it all.
Mum was still twitching in minor orgasmic bliss, but she was whimpering again. She couldn't take any more.
Panting and trembling from the exertion, I slipped out of mum's ass, rolled over and sat on the floor.
As soon as I had gotten off of her, mum backed out of the couch. She hadn't been stuck at all.
She climbed onto my lap, put her arms around my neck, and kissed me like a lover on my surprised lips.
"I was beginning to think you would never take the hint, my boy," she said. "I've been throwing myself at you since the night of your 18th birthday, but you just wouldn't twig to what I wanted."
"Isn't this wrong, mum?" I asked. "It's one of society's biggest taboos, and we shouldn't be doing it."
"Tell me you haven't masturbated over me many times, Tony. Tell me that, if you can, with your magnificent cock growing hard under me, and if you dare to tell that big a lie." Mum said. "Fuck what society thinks. As long as no one knows, no one can care."
Mum lifted her hips, grabbed my hardening tool, and slid her pussy onto it. She was wet, tight, and oh so warm around my rampant todger.
"Can you carry me to my bedroom, honey? Or do you need me to get off and walk?"
Could I? I could have carried her there across burning coals, my cock buried in her the whole way.

The End.

See? Told you, you were going to lose your load.
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The Stone of Idris.

Prologue:
The battle within...
It's one of those pointless, meandering, and increasingly ridiculous discussions students of psychology, philosophy, the arts, and even law, get into regularly:
If you could have just one superpower, which one would you choose? Why would you choose that power?
At least two or three students will raise the usual ill-thought-out and facetious arguments that all power corrupts and that ultimate power corrupts ultimately. Therefore no one should ever be given superpowers because they would always misuse and abuse them.
While it is true that power does corrupt, it's not for the reasons usually argued. It is not having power that corrupts. It's being able to use it unfettered, unmonitored and unchecked. This lack of control or restraint dehumanises the user.
Being human is to live a life of constant constraint and restraint. The rules of your family, the laws of the community you grow up in, the rules at school, the practices of your religion, and the regulations of your country's government are all designed to constrain and restrain our more savage impulses so that we can live together in relative harmony, peace, and safety.
Without them, we would be no better than the other predators on the savannah we evolved from.
As a Philosophy professor, I'm often asked by students to agree with them when they say that any religion or ideology is bad.
They are, but not for the reasons they all believe.
I point out that religion was invented by man (the male-gendered of the Homo sapiens species), for man, to control man. And that, indeed, anything that helps to control and moderate a man's more savage and fundamental nature is a good thing. Or were they suggesting we allow men free rein to express their natural animal savagery?
It's always interesting to watch the feminist students grapple with this concept.
But, getting back to the point.
What power would you choose?
If you believe the students, choosing the ability to fly made you a megalomaniac who wants to be above the rest of humanity. Wanting the power to flash fire people with your eyes means you were a serial killer in the making. Having the ability to control other people's minds means you were a control freak that wanted to rule the world and probably a rapist.
Then there's the power of invisibility. If you want this, you are definitely a weirdo and a rapist. Why else did you want to go sneaking about unseen? If not so that you could perve on unsuspecting women and creep into their bedrooms?
No woman would want the power of invisibility the women in the class would airily tell each other.
I'd wager at least a few did, but peer pressure is often a terrible thing.
Here's a question: What if you had access to almost limitless power? Power to do anything and everything you desired, but that this power came with stringent controls and constraints?
Maybe there was some overriding council of other super beings that monitored and moderated its members and punished those that overstepped the bounds of what was acceptable.
Or maybe the power itself had some kind of inbuilt moral control feature. Use it to save or help people, and it worked exceptionally. Use it to hurt or harm or destroy, and it would rebound back on its user and obliterate them.
Would it be safe to give that power to a human individual now?
I don't know.
I don't have superpowers. I don't even have a cape or delusions that one man, even one super type man, can change the course of history and stop humankind from destroying itself.
These stories are just more examples of American imperialism. Why else is Superman's outfit red, white and blue? Why is Wonder Woman's the same?
What I do have is a stone. It was bequeathed to me by my great-great-grandfather as his eldest living male heir.
My great-great-grandfather lived to a remarkable 136 years of age, outliving his son, grandson, and great-grandson in the process.
Why haven't you heard of him? He never visited a doctor's or hospital. It wasn't his age that killed him. He fell off the roof of his three-story mansion.
The housekeeper said he told her that he had finally unlocked the stone's ability to fly and that he was off on a surprise visit to his mistress' place because he knew she was fucking his driver.
At 136, I'm not sure there was a screw left that wasn't loose.
I was 49 years old when I received the stone.

The Idris Stone: The Power to Corrupt.

I hadn't had much to do with my great-great-grandfather over my life. My father would, begrudgingly, take me, his only son, to the family events where the traditions of the Smithson family were upheld and passed on.
I was an only child.
When I was a child, and we were on the way to these events, dad would always admonish me to stay as far from Eldrick, my great-great-grandfather, the eldest male of the clan, as I possibly could.
There were rumours that his mother was still alive and in the house's attic, but they had to be just rumours, right?
"If he tries to get you alone or give you anything, you run to me just as fast as your little legs can carry you, okay?" Dad would say.
I didn't come face to face with Eldrick until the day of my eighteenth birthday.
He arrived in a big black DeSoto and stood outside our front door on the footpath. When he was ready, he had his driver knock.
I answered. Eldrick held something in his hand against my forehead. The world swam away, and it seemed a choral chorus sang.
My mother snatched me away, "Get away from him, you disgusting old bastard," she screamed. "You cannot have him!"
I thought he must've been a gay paedophile pervert.
"He's the one!" Eldrick carped to my father when dad reached the door. "He's the one. He'll have to wait. I'm not ready yet! I'm not ready yet!"
Cackling like a loon, Eldrick capered down the footpath to the car.
"You cannot have him!" My mother screamed at him. "I'll see you dead before you get your hooks into my son!"
Eldrick looked back at her, and I was convinced that I saw a look of glee pass over his face.
"You'll be dead before morning's light, my dear," he informed her, suddenly seeming very sane. "How will you stop me?"
My mother and father paled and grabbed each other.
"No!" dad whispered in anguish.
"He's said it. You know it must be true," my mother answered despairingly.
My mother spent the night trying to give me all the advice she thought I would ever need.
My father had locked himself in his study.
Stupidly, I thought, 'If I just stay awake with her, she can't die. He won't be able to take her if I'm watching.'
My eyelids slid shut around 4.00 am. I swear they were closed for no more than a minute or two. When I opened them, she was gone.
A massive brain aneurism, they told my dad and me. There was no way of telling or stopping it or doing anything about it.
I knew Eldrick had killed her.
When dad passed, I refused to go to any more of the clan's gatherings. I didn't trust myself to not try and kill Eldrick for killing my mother.
Besides, it was 2007. Who the fuck still has extended family gatherings where old traditions are taught and handed down these days?
When Eldrick died, I didn't attend the reading of the will, either, even though there was a letter asking for me specifically.
'Fuck him,' I thought.
The reading was for precisely 1.00 pm (1300) on 'Black Friday', Friday the 13th of September, 2013.
At precisely that time, my great-great-grandfather's big black DeSoto pulled up at the bottom of my driveway.
I blinked because I was sure I hadn't seen it before it suddenly appeared in my driveway.
Great-great-grandad's driver got out, tipped his top hat to me, and then walked briskly up the drive.
He handed me a small yellow envelope.
"Eldrick left one last instruction for me to deliver this to you on his death, Mr Smithson," he said. "My duties are complete, and I can go to my rest now."
What the fuck did that mean?
It occurred to me that he was the same driver who had knocked on my door on my eighteenth birthday. He was old then, 31 years ago.
He got back in the car and left.
I looked down at the envelope. I almost decided to bin it and walk away.
I looked up, and the car had gone. Perplexed, I walked to the end of the drive, only about 20 metres. The DeSoto was gone, not driving away, not around the corner. It was gone.
I walked up the drive and into my home.
As I entered, still holding the envelope, Beatrice Garcia, my Filipino housekeeper, was leaving.
Beatrice was the granddaughter of my father's housekeeper. Twenty-seven years old and stunningly beautiful. She had done well in the Miss Universe, Philippines, 2012 pageant, placing inside the top ten. No offers of modelling contracts or film roles came her way afterwards, so she took up her Grandmother's offer of work and a place to stay and came to California.
"If you can't be a movie star, you can move here and marry one," Beatrice's grandmother told her.
Instead, she got stuck with me when her grandmother's knees got so bad she couldn't complete her housekeeping duties anymore.
I liked Janela, Beatrice's grandmother, a lot. She had stayed on to look after the house and I after dad had passed. I told her she had no reason to look elsewhere for work or accommodation, and that she was welcome to stay as long as she wanted.
Janela was as close to family as I had now. Dad had passed some 25 years after mum. I'd never been married, nor had I even gone close. Having her, and now her granddaughter, around the house was far better than being alone.
Beatrice and I must both have been distracted because we bumped.
Bea, as she likes to be called, is tall for a woman at almost 5 ft. 9 in. (175cm), but I am 6ft. 4 in. (193 cm). Her forehead hit my nose and broke it.
Blood gushed.
"Oh my God, Mr Muzz! I'm so sorry," Beatrice exclaimed.
She and her Grandmother always called me Mr Muzz. My name is John Murray Smithson, the same as my father's. As dad was John, I became Murray or 'Muzz'.
"Idth thokay," I tried to tell her through my broken nose.
But it wasn't. I felt light-headed and about to pass out.
I held my hands to my nose, the envelope was between my fingers and against my forehead.
"Thy with that hathn't thappenthed," I groaned.
The world swam out of focus, and a choral choir sang.
'I've got a concussion,' I thought as I drifted off.
It seemed only a few moments later that I came to with Beatrice looking concernedly down at me.
"You okay, Mr Muzz?" she asked. "You seem to have taken a fall."
"I'm okay," I told her, then got up.
Wait! That sounded normal. Didn't I have a broken nose?
I put my hand to my nose. It was untouched, unmarked, and not bleeding.
Looking around, I could see the sun had begun its slow dive into the Pacific Ocean. Four hours had somehow passed.
"I thought I had bumped into you, Bea?" I said.
"When?" she asked.
"As I came through the door. You were coming out, and your forehead hit my nose."
"This is some kind of joke, right, Mr Muzz? I don't get American humour."
What the fuck? Right?
"Yes, Bea," I said, "just a poor American joke. Better not tell that one to your friends."
"If you're okay, Mr Muzz," Bea said, "I'll leave you to it. I have an acting lesson tonight."
I put the hand holding the envelope to my nose again, making sure it wasn't broken.
"I wish you'd stay," I muttered to myself.
Janela goes to Bingo tonight. It would have been nice to have someone to chat with over dinner.
The sound of singing was much quieter this time.
"You don't look well, Mr Muzz," Bea told me. "Hang on."
She got her phone out and cancelled her acting lesson.
"Come into the kitchen, Mr Muzz. I'll make you a pot of coffee and some dinner. My lesson can wait, I think."
"No, no. Don't be daft," I told her. "I'm fine. Go to your lesson."
As her grandmother does when she thinks I'm being foolish, Bea ignored me and held my arm across the lounge, into the kitchen, and onto a seat.
Knowing there was no point arguing, I sat and watched as Bea bustled around the kitchen making coffee and some dinner. Lamb chops, new potatoes, and a fresh garden salad were on tonight's menu.
She had taken a tiny slice off one of the two lamb chops for herself to share with me. I didn't mind.
Drinking my coffee, I tipped the stone out of the envelope.
It was a dark green tinged amber with what looked like an infinite number of miniature stars sparkling and swirling through it.
My brain clearly told me that stars could not be moving inside the stone. It was merely a trick of the light.
It seemed to weigh a lot more than something that size should weigh. The stone was barely 4 inches by 2 inches by an inch.
I believe it had been rectangular a long time ago, but many, many years of handling had rounded it to an uneven oval shape.
I looked into it, and it seemed to sweep me away. I could hear a vast choral chorus singing, and in it, I saw worlds form, grow and explode in a vast, panoramic rush around me. Whole galaxies coalesced, lived, thrived and then imploded as I watched, weeping.
Civilisations formed, grew, flourished, and then fell into tyranny and chaos as I wept along with the mothers of the sons sent to futile wars to try and keep them propped up for a few more years.
"What is that?" Beatrice asked, putting her hand gently on the back of my neck. "Why are you staring at a bit of rock? Or is it a lump of coal?"
"You can't see the sparkles and swirls in it, Bea? Do your eyes need checking?"
"Let me see," She said.
I gave it to her.
As soon as the stone was out of my hand and into hers, I could see that she was right. It looked like a piece of coal.
"Another American joke, Mr Muzz?" she asked.
I shook my head. "I don't know," I told her. "Just for a moment there, I thought it was something else."
Handing me back the stone, Bea said, "You sure you okay, Mr Muzz? That fall didn't knock anything loose in there?"
As soon as Bea placed the stone in my hand, the joyous singing started again, and the tiny lights began to swirl. The stone's colour changed back to amber. The stone, somehow, was happy to be back with me.
"Hush," I said to the stone absently, trying to process what was going on. "You're distracting me."
The stone flashed a startled red, and the sound snapped off.
I was like, 'What the...'
Now, Bea is beautiful. Stunningly beautiful. I could not believe she had only placed sixth in the Miss Universe, Philippines pageant.
I may be a 'stodgy middle-aged university professor', but I have wants. I have desires. I had wanted Miss Beatrice from the moment I had been introduced to her by her grandmother. I knew I was no chance, but even so.
"It would be nice if you felt a little warm and wanted to take most of your clothes off, Miss Bea," I said, to her, but mainly to the stone.
The stone sang joyously.
"It's a little warm in here with everything shut up, Mr Muzz," Beatrice said. "Would you mind if I strip down to my bikini? I was going to catch some rays after my lesson down on Venice Beach."
Completely unselfconsciously, Bea took everything but her tiny bikini off and folded them onto the lounge.
"That's better," She said and finished preparing dinner.
Her bikini was white. Against her tanned skin, it looked divine. The top barely covered Bea's nipples. Her bikini bottom showed she was waxed clean below. There was only a thin strip of material between her ass cheeks.
She was 'flossing her ass' my dad would have said.
I turned some 70s disco music on, 'Ah, ah, ah, ah, staying alive, staying alive...' came rocketing out.
"Would you like to dance for me, Miss Bea?" I asked.
"I sure would," Bea answered as the stone spun its magic.
"Maybe you would dance better if you were naked, Bea," I said.
"I think I would, too, Mr Muzz."
So here I am, an overweight, stodgy, middle-aged University professor, with one of the world's most beautiful women dancing naked for me.
The stone seemed to peal a warning. I looked at the clock. It was 9.30 pm. The car I'd just heard would have been the cab with Bea's grandmother.
"I think you'd better race off and put your clothes back on, Miss Bea," I said. "You wouldn't want your grandmother to catch you."
"Fuck," Bea muttered and bolted for her bedroom grabbing her clothes as she ran.
The door opened, letting Janela in.
"Hello, Mr Muzz. Did Beatrice decide to stay and make you dinner?" She questioned.
"I had a bit of a dizzy spell, Janny," I told her. "Bea was worried, so she stayed on to make sure I was okay."
Being a typical older Filipino woman with a young female relative in her care, Janela's eyes missed nothing. Her gaze flicked across my tented crotch, and they caught the straps to Bea's bikini hanging out of her shoulder bag as Beatrice walked back into the lounge.
"I'll stack the dishes in the sink and take care of them in the morning. Beatrice, you will go to bed. You need to take your grandma to church tomorrow morning at 8.30. You haven't made your confessions for over a week." Janela told Beatrice.
Rolling her eyes, Beatrice said, "Yes, mammy."
To my shock, she gave me a conspiratorial wink as she left.
Janela stared daggers at me.
Desperate, I brought the stone out.
"You're happy about me playing with your granddaughter, Janny," I said.
The stone sang its song of compulsion again.
Janela smiled, "Every young woman needs an older, more experienced man to help her discover herself, Mr Muzz. Don't break my granddaughter's heart, okay?"
Janela moved slowly across to her rooms.
She had three rooms in the back left of the bottom floor. A bedroom she shared with Beatrice, a lounge/kitchen/dining room area and a combined shower, toilet and laundrette.
I sat back at the kitchen table and studied the stone. 'What the fuck are you?' I thought. 'What can you do?'
I looked inside the envelope. There was a small folded piece of paper inside I hadn't noticed. I took it out and carefully unfolded it.
The paper looked ancient. It was covered with small spidery writing on both sides. I couldn't read it as it wasn't written in English.
Spanish was my guess. I got my laptop out and brought up Google Translate. I took a picture of the front of the note so I could blow it up to read.
La Piedra de Idris was the underlined heading (The Stone of Idris).

The Stone of Idris: Power Unfettered.

Cuidado con todos los que me usan porque soy poder.
Beware all that use me for I am power.
Mi fuerza solo está limitada por lo que puedes creer que es possible.
My power is only limited by what you can believe is possible.
Úsame para el mal, y te enfermaré.
Use me for ill, and I will make you sick.
Úsame para bien y tus sueños se cumplirán.
Use me for good, and your dreams will come true.
Si no tienes cuidado, devoraré tu alma.
If you are not careful, I will devour your very soul.
The rest of the note appeared to be warnings that the stone never be used. It would destroy the user and make them mad, demented and ill before eventually killing them and taking their souls.
Well, great-great-grandad was definitely mad and probably demented, but 136? If the stone was killing him, it was taking an awfully long time.
I put the stone back in the envelope, put the envelope on my dresser, and then went to bed. I would search the University's library in the morning to see what information I could find.



I woke, but I didn't wake up. I was riding behind the eyes of a man. This man was in the middle of a cadre of American soldiers. I guessed they were somewhere in the jungles of Vietnam or Cambodia from the overpowering humidity and verdant greenery surrounding me.
"Where's this fucking house, Smithson?" A soldier shouted at me. "We've been running around in circles for fucking hours."
My father had fought in Vietnam. But I didn't think I was in my father's head. I was, but it was like I was behind Eldrick's eyes, who was inside my father's head.
"There," my father indicated.
Two young men were holding automatic rifles outside a door.
"And the house is full of virgin women?" The soldier asked.
"The village has gathered all of the marriageable aged women, 18 to 31 years, in that house to save them from the conflict," Eldrick told the man.
It was definitely Eldrick talking, not my father, John.
"Take them out," the soldier ordered curtly.
Two shots rang quickly out, and the two men dropped.
The cadre crashed through the door and into the house.
The women were all screaming and running about the place.
"Shut up!" The man who was leading bellowed.
It was clear he was on the ragged edge. Accidents happen when men that stressed are holding automatic weapons.
Eldrick pulled out the stone.
It was strange. Eldrick wasn't really there. He was travelling behind his great-grandson's eyes, so the stone wasn't there either. It didn't seem to matter to the stone's power.
"You will all quieten down," Eldrick said.
The women went silent.
"You are all pleased to see us and grateful that we have saved you. So grateful that you will take off all your clothes and make love to us as a reward."
There were at least 25 women in that room. Five soldiers.
There was a rustle of clothing hitting the floor. Naked, the women chose one of the five soldiers.
My father gathered no less than five Vietnamese women around him, all with bony bottoms, flat stomachs, and tiny tits.
"Those without a man can make love to each other while they wait," Eldrick/Dad said.
Eldrick/dad picked out the youngest of the five women he had chosen. She must have only just been old enough to have been placed in the protected group. Placing his hands on her shoulders, he forced her to her knees in front of him.
Eldrick/dad, and me, it was like I was in the room, like it was my cock that was being taken out of my trousers. It was my organ that was forced into the unwilling mouth of this young beautifully lean, black-eyed, Vietnamese woman. I was Eldrick, who was dad, who was me.
"Open wider and suck, you slut," Eldrick/dad/I/we demanded.
The woman wouldn't have known any English, but the stone sang its irresistible melody. The woman's mouth opened, allowing our cock to slide inside.
I/we/dad hadn't had sex since shipping from stateside. It didn't take long. We came into this young virgin's mouth with an ecstatic moan of pure bliss.
It had felt like I was there. That it was my cock that was being sucked, me that was cumming into this young woman.
Coughing and retching, the woman expelled our cum back over our cock and balls. We clubbed her to the ground with our rifle.
Pointing to the eldest of the five women, we said, "You! Crawl over here and suck me clean."
The woman sank to her knees and then crawled across to us. Her mouth was warm and wet on our cock and balls. Licking carefully, the second woman cleaned all the expelled cum off our cock, balls, abdomen, and thighs. She had us hard again.
"Turn around and spread your ass cheeks," We told her. "I'm going to leave you a virgin by fucking your shithole."
The woman turned and showed us her spread starfish.
"You'll enjoy being fucked in your shitter so much that when you get married, it's all you'll want your husband to do," we told her.
The stone's song surged around us.
Spitting on our palm, we smeared it around the head of our cock and shaft. Leaning forward, we let spit dribble out of our mouths onto her rosebud. Holding our shaft in one hand and the woman's hip in the other, we positioned our thick 8-inch phallus at her rear pleasure hole.
As we forced the tip through her first sphincter, the woman took a deep breath as if to scream, but the song swelled. Instead, she moaned lustily and pushed back at the invading protuberance.
Our cock popped delectably through the knot and slid deep into her bowel.
"The rest of you start munching pussy. Except for you," we pointed at the youngest woman again. "You get back here and eat my ass. Make sure you get your tongue right in there, or I'll fuck you in the ass next."
Holding the woman's hips, we fucked her arse for as long as we could. It still wasn't long. Grabbing a handful of hair, we pulled the woman back onto us one last time before dumping a load of semen into her ass.
The feeling of being deep inside a woman whilst another tongued your ass was even better than I had imagined during one of my many masturbation sessions. I wanted more.
Fortunately, Eldrick/dad wasn't anywhere near finished.
Pulling another flat-chested woman out from between the thin thighs of the woman she was tonguing, we rudely shoved her legs apart, covered her pudenda with our abdomen, and then ripped our cock forward and into her. Her hymen ruptured easily under our vicious assault.
The woman squealed, "Oh shut up, you love it," we growled.
The woman's squeals became orgasmic moans and groans. Her tight cunt gripped our prick so deliciously that we came in her quickly, as well.
Eldrick/dad/I were about to deflower our fourth victim when the square outside the house was filled with shots and shouting.
We had been too long. Another squad had been sent to investigate our absence. The Vietnamese guerrillas had surrounded the house and were set to ambush us as we exited the building. The second squadron had stumbled into the trap and was being slaughtered.
Roaring, with cocks still out, dad's squadron joined the fray.
My dad was the only one to make it back to base that day.
The stone had taken its price for being used for ill.
I woke with a start. 'What a weird dream,' I thought.
My sticky abdomen and the wet sheets gave testament to how vivid the dream had been. I had cum every time Eldrick/dad had.
I knew it wasn't a dream. I had relived one of my father's Vietnamese war experiences. I believed his actions weren't his own. Eldrick had used the stone to take control of him.
I had no idea why the stone had left Eldrick and my father unharmed but had punished the other participants in the rape.

The Idris Stone: Power Complete.

The next morning Beatrice came out of the rooms in time to take her grandmother to church. She blushed prettily and smiled when she saw me.
"I'm sorry about yesterday, Mr Muzz," She said. "I don't know what came over me. I hope I didn't embarrass you too much by taking my clothes off and dancing around your house? I'm so glad you didn't tell Mammy. She would have stuck me in that convent she always threatens me with."
"That's alright, Bea," I replied. "You can dance naked in my house anytime you want." Then I gave her a big grin to show I was only kidding.
Beatrice took my hands. "You look different this morning, Mr Muzz. Did you dye your hair?"
I had no idea what she was talking about. I turned to the mirror on the wall in the lounge. The face of a younger man was looking back at me. I had somehow lost about five years off of my age.
My hair was a dark brown with only a few flecks of grey in it, as it was in my early 40s, not my late 40s as I am now.
I seemed to have dropped a few pounds as well.
"I think your lamb chops have given me a new lease on life," I joked.
"American humour, I don't think I'll ever understand it," Beatrice said.
Janela came out dressed for church.
"You two lovebirds chatting again?" She asked.
"Mammy! Mr Muzz doesn't think of me like that! Besides, he's way too old for me!" Beatrice protested.
I noticed she hit her lower lip after she spoke.
"Every pretty young woman should have at least one older man in her life to teach her what she needs to know. Your daddy ran away when you were young. Mr Muzz can teach you the things your father should have." Janela told her granddaughter.
I knew this was the stone working. It seemed to have convinced Janny that I would be a good experience for her granddaughter. Did I dare hope of something similar from Beatrice?
Janela looked at me, "Are you not well, Mr Muzz? You look like you've lost weight."
"I feel better than ever, Janny," I told her, realising my hip, knee and ankle hadn't twinged or protested this morning at all.
"Maybe I should stay at home and make you some soup, Mr Muzz," Janela said. "You look like you're wasting away."
"I've got a class this morning, Janny. I'm fine. I'll see you for dinner around 6.00 pm, please?"
"Okay, Mr Muzz."
Janela and Beatrice got in Beatrice's old civic and drove off.
The class I was giving this morning, 'Genetic Determinism', was poorly attended. I currently only have six students, all women. It was a contentious subject amongst the feminists as most of the feminists I knew believed in the nurture over nature debate. Genetics had little to do with human behaviour. Nurture was the leading cause of how people behaved. I would be told this as if it was fact, not merely a rational argument.
I had a small room to give the class in, in an out-of-the-way part of the University. Maybe the course was so poorly attended because nobody could find it.
I felt so good I rode my pushbike to the University for the first time in ten years.
I handed out the course material and engaged in the usual desultory conversations with the students. This was a two-hour block lesson. By the time just 25 minutes had passed, my brain was yelling at me.
'Tell these screaming harpies to pull their heads out of their feminist pamphlet filled asses and do some fucking research.'
Of course, nurture has a big say in how we are as people, but so do many other things. Don't accept the glib and trite answer found in the feminist handbook, do your research, and make your own mind up about what you think is the most significant cause or are the biggest causes.
Then if you think nurture is the most significant component, argue your point from a researched, reasoned position. That's the whole fucking point of doing a philosophy course. Learn how to think, not what to think!
I put my hand in my pocket and felt the stone there. I was sure I had left it on my dresser, yet here it was, on my person.
I think you are all feeling a little too warm to think clearly," I said. "If you all strip down to naked, I think you'll be able to reason more deeply."
What the fuck was I doing? This is a class of feminists! I suspected at least two of them were dying for any chance to report me so they could get me suspended and a credit on the class without having to do any of the course work.
The stone felt warm in my hand, and its joyous song burst out again.
All six stood and began to take off their clothes, chatting about how I was right. It was too hard to think when you were fully clothed and hot.
"Wait!" I said. "Is anyone here under the age of 19? If you are, you'd better leave your clothes on and leave the class, never mentioning what happened here ever again."
None of the young women left.
'Thank goodness for that,' I thought. It would be bad enough when word of this got out. If there were underage girls involved as well, I'd be in jail. I was probably going to be anyway, but as all that young nubile flesh came into view, my brain stopped thinking, and my dick started to.
"Anybody not a lesbian?" I asked.
Five of the six put their hands up. I mentally castigated myself for having such a ridiculous preconception of what being a feminist meant to the modern woman.
"How many of you are bisexual?"
Four of the five raised their hands again.
"I think if you made love to each other, it would help you to think even more deeply still," I said as the stone's song swelled around me. "If you're not into other women, you might find me attractive enough to make love to," I added for the benefit of the one student who was the exception.
Tina was the only student that hadn't indicated she was lesbian or bisexual. She was a fresh-faced girl with wide blue eyes behind thick glasses. Short and a little tubby, she wasn't the prettiest girl there. She had an enormous pair of knockers, though. Something she had kept well hidden under loose blouses and too big cardigans until now.
Tina had long, straight, dark brown hair cut short in the front but long down the sides of her face and the back of her head. Feathered bangs, I think they call it.
Tina walked across to me, seemingly unfazed about being naked in front of her 49-year-old professor.
"I love older men, Professor Smithson," Tina whispered huskily. "I've masturbated many nights dreaming about sucking your big cock."
She was on her knees and fishing my rapidly stiffening cock out of my trousers seconds later.
"Hmmm, does Professor Smithson have a big hard pork sword for his little princess?" Tina cooed.
I did. I have a long and thick 8 inches, at least, of throbbing man meat. I was uncircumcised, and my big purple head was showing angrily out of my foreskin.
Tina purred as my thick cock hardened in her stroking hand, "So big, so perfect, so exactly as I had imagined as I fucked myself with a cucumber," she sensually moaned.
Leaning forward, Tina lapped at the eye of my cock. Smacking her lips lasciviously, she said, "Hmmm, hmmm, sweet cock juice. I bet your cum taste's even better."
She cupped my big balls in her hand, opened her mouth wide, and accepted about half of my length into her sucking mouth. Wrapping her hand around the part of my shaft that wouldn't fit in her mouth, Tina began to stroke and milk me. Pulling insistently up as she bobbed down, then pulling down, stretching my frenulum deliciously tight, as she lifted her head back up.
I hadn't had a girlfriend or even a 'friend with benefits' for over ten years. I didn't last long in Tina's delightfully sucking and swirling mouth. Grunting fit to raise the dead, I shot my load into my 21-year-old student.
"Hmmm, hmmm, Professor. You had such a big load for me," Tina hummed as she used her forefinger to gather up my cum spillage from around her mouth and feed it back into her mouth.
Swirling her tongue around her full lips, Tina gathered up all the cum that she hadn't managed to swallow before smacking her lips and opening her mouth wide to show she had swallowed it all.
Getting off her knees, Tina sat on my desk, leant back, spread her legs, and said, "Would you like to taste me, Professor Smithson? Would you like to taste my sweet young pussy?"
I couldn't think of a damned thing I wanted more than that just then.
I looked around the room. The two blonde students had paired off. Nancy and Frida were their names. These two had their pussies 'scissored' together and were holding each other's thighs and groaning loud enough to shake windows as they rubbed their twats together.
The last three, Michelle, Angelina, and Yvonne, were writhing and moaning and moving around each other in a lust-filled, ever-changing series of couplings. Angelina would kiss Michelle as Yvonne tongued her nipples. Michelle would tongue Yvonne's breasts as Yvonne kissed Angelina.
Angelina was the only one who had identified as lesbian. It seemed she was mostly taking the dominant role. As I tipped my head down to taste Tina, Angelina encouraged the other two onto their hands and knees.
Kneeling behind them, she instructed, "Kiss each other like you mean it. I'm going to finger-bang you both."
Angelina dipped her thumbs into each girl's pussy before placing her thumb on that girl's rosebud. Shoving her index fingers into the girl's cunts, Angelina simultaneously squeezed her thumbs down, making them pop through the girl's outer sphincter and into their asses.
Yvonne and Michelle gave twin jumps as the thumbs popped into their ass, then twin groans of lust and desire as the fingers drove into their cunts.
Kissing passionately, pausing only long enough to groan out an orgasm, the two kneeling girls passively accepted being finger fucked to a second, third and fourth orgasm.
Angelina decided she had given enough pleasure. It was time to receive some. She smacked both of the other two on the ass.
"You," smacking Yvonne again, "On your back between my thighs."
She smacked Michelle, "You, get your tongue in my ass."
Yvonne and Michelle quickly took their requested positions.
"Get your tongues right in there," Angelina demanded. "Make sure you shove your tongue in my rosebud, make sure your tongue lashes my clitty. Get working, bitches."
Tasting Tina, as I watched the spectacle in front of me over and between her big tits, soon had me harder than trying to explain Nietzsche to a math major.
Tina had shuffled back until she could tip her head off the end of my desk and look back to watch the girls on the floor. She was cupping her breasts and tugging on her nipples.
I was reasonably confident that Tina was now 'bicurious' at least.
Lifting her head to gaze at me, she moaned, "Put your big cock in me, Prof. I need some dick in me right now!"
Her pussy was so incredibly tight and hot around my trouser snake that I nearly lost my load before I was all the way in.
Gasping with concentration, I forced my conscious mind away from what I was doing and thought about the more contentious of Freud's teachings. This allowed me to slide all 8 inches into Tina's tightly grasping cunt before blowing.
"OMFG, Prof, you're so big in me," Tina gasped. "It feels so good. Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
Grateful, I came with her. Tina moaned as she felt me splashing inside her. She popped into another orgasm as I did.
The door opened, and Katey English stepped into the room.
Katey is another of the lecturers at the University. She is the spitting image of Peg Bundy from 'Married, with Children'. A brilliant mind hides under the 'bimbo' exterior she presents.
"What the fuck, John?" She exploded. "You're going to lose your job over this! I can't cover any of this up. If any of these girls report you, you're done in education forever. You know that. You're lucky it was me that heard the obvious sounds of fucking coming down the hall. Otherwise, I'm sure they would have been running to report you already."
"You don't mind seeing this, though, do you, Katey?" I said. "In fact, it's made you so horny that you just have to join in."
I didn't know if I had to be holding the stone for it to work. If I did, I was in even deeper shit as it was in my pants pocket, somewhere on the floor behind me.
To my relief, the chorus sang its beautiful song.
Katey bit her lower lip. Unconsciously her hands found her breasts and circled her nipples.
"That's a fine cock you're sporting there, John. I'd love to try it if you can go again?"
I seemed to have a never-ending supply of blood and semen at the moment. My cock was rapidly inflating, and my balls already felt ready to explode again.
"Sit on your office chair, John. Put your hips on the edge. I'm going to back onto you," Katey told me.
"I think that's enough lesson for today, girls, don't you?" I said to everyone. "You're not to talk about this to anyone except yourselves and me, okay?"
"Yes, Professor," they all answered dutifully as they put their clothes on and then filed out.
Katey was so aroused she was hopping from foot to foot in denied desire. As the last student left closing the door, she almost threw me onto my chair, ripped her pants and panties down, backed up between my spread thighs. She took my rigid 8-inch member in her right hand and guided it into her red hot snatch.



As Katey slid onto my tumescent shaft with a deeply satisfied groan, she said, "Fuck, that feels so good, John."
Rubbing her clit forcefully, Katey began to experience many minor orgasmic spasms. The faster she rubbed the faster she rode my shaft and the louder she got.
Now that I'd cum a couple of times in quick succession, I had much better control. I was able to ride with Katey easily.
Just as I began to worry that Katey was cumming so loudly that people in the next building would hear her, let alone those in this building, she took my hand in hers and then brought it to her mouth.
Biting me hard on the fleshy part of my right hand between my thumb and forefinger, Katey stifled her screams as she exploded into orgasmic bliss. Four times she squealed around my hand, biting down harder every time.
Still bouncing, Katey let go of my hand with her teeth, "One more, baby, please? Cum in me as I do."
She bit down on my hand again.
Lifting until nearly all of me was out of her, Katey slammed herself back one last time before screaming her way through another shuddering orgasm.
Squeezing her big breasts through her top, I desperately tried to moan my way through my orgasm quietly. Still spraying copiously, I filled Katey's slippery, tight pussy with my seed. I sprayed so much into her that it leaked back out around my shaft and balls.
Coming down from her orgasmic high, Katey swung around, got on her knees, took me in her mouth and sucked me clean.
Moaning and fingering herself, Katey gave herself another minor orgasm as she sucked all of her and my secretions off my abdomen, cock, balls and thighs.
Pulling her panties and knickers back up, Katey wrote her phone number and address on my notepad 'just in case I wanted to call her for a repeat performance'.
I was spent. I hadn't cum inside someone three times in one week for probably ten years, three times in one month for the last five, let alone three times in less than two hours.
This was the only class I had today, so I called a cab and went home. There was no way I was able to bike it home.
I was alone when I got home. Beatrice and Janela were still out. Grateful, I stripped off and got into bed.

The Stone of Idris: Actions and Consequences.

I was riding behind my great-great-grandfather's eyes again. It was dark. Cannon fire was constantly exploding. Flares were being fired regularly. My self and four other helmeted soldiers were creeping toward a rambling farmhouse.
Keeping low, we crossed under a sign and across a road. The sign read Andlau. 1500 habitants.
'World War II,' I thought. My grandfather had fought in this war. Andrew Neville Smithson, everyone called him Nev, as his father was also Andrew Neville.
"You say three families are hiding there, Smithson? 9 women, only four old codgers and three male kids to protect them?"
"Yes," my grandfather answered.
Dismayed, I thought, 'Fuck, here we go again.'
I knew my grandfather to be a kindly, gentle old man. He even shooed spiders outside instead of swatting them like everyone else I knew.
Eldrick was controlling another of his offspring.
Still mouse quiet, my grandfather's troop surrounded the building. The three younger males went to garrotting wire without making a sound.
Two of the four older males were also outside on patrol. They went to knives.
My grandfather banged on the front door loudly. In perfectly accented French, he shouted, "Soldats! Tout le monde debout! (Soldiers! Everyone up!)"
The door opened. As it did, grandfather booted it in. The soldiers rushed into the building. The last two older men were quickly disarmed.
The families were gathered in the lounge. The house was searched from top to bottom. "All are here, Sergeant," One of the men snapped.
I could almost feel my grandfather listening. Touching a finger to his lips, he indicated the fireplace. It was unlit and cold. Running his hands along the lintel, grandfather found the release mechanism.
Ripping the door to the hidden room open, Nev grabbed the arms of the two older but still too young to be recruited boys hiding in there and ripped them out into the room.
Both boys were quickly disarmed of the World War I revolvers they held.
The women of marriageable age were quickly sorted from the rest of the families. There were six all up.
The rest were made to pack some quick supplies and were rushed out of the house.
"You know where the next farmhouse is," my grandfather told them. "Turn back, and we'll be forced to kill you all."
I thought, 'Well, at least that's something.'
It wasn't. The sergeant waited until the families had almost made it to the back hedge before opening up on them and mowing them all down.
"You're too soft, Smithson. No witnesses. I barely got off last time."
They went back into the house. The six remaining women were hysterical. The eldest was screaming, demanding to know where her mother and father were. I could understand them because my grandfather could.
One of the others would faint, come to, see the soldiers, then faint again.
"Shut them up!" the sergeant yelled.
Rifles were raised to club the women senseless, all the easier to rape them.
"No need for that," my grandfather crooned softly.
The stone's chorus played softly through the room as if it was coming from thousands of miles away. It was, over 5,500 of them, back in California. The distance made no difference to the stone's power.
"We are your saviours. We saved you from being viciously defiled by the Germans. You're very grateful to us for saving you, aren't you? So grateful you want to take your clothes off and make love to us, don't you?"
The song soared to a crescendo, and all the women began to disrobe. Grandad chose the youngest and plumpest as his reward.
"You will crawl across to me, take my pants down, and then suck my cock," grandad instructed.
The buxom young woman complied. Unskilled though she was, she soon had all of us in her mouth.
It was the same as the first time. Eldrick was Nev, I was Eldrick, we were one. It was I who stood there before this virgin French teenager, but it was also my grandfather. Eldrick was driving the actions from inside my grandfather's head.
It was me that was there. I whose cock she took out from my army boxers. My cock that she accepted in her warm wet mouth.
Her lips felt so good around my shaft. These were the first women, except in passing, my squad had seen since the Normanby invasion six months before.
Groaning, we came in her mouth.
Nearly vomiting, the young woman turned to the side and spat our cum out.
We stunk. The last wash we'd had was in a stream over a month ago.
"Get back over here and tongue my ass clean, you fucking bitch," we demanded.
The girl did. We luxuriated in the feeling of a wet tongue on our ring, licking our starfish, tonguing our taint.
"Get that fucking tongue right in there, you dirty slut. I want my ass cleaner than your dining room table. That's it, you fucking whore, get right in there," we moaned as our victim complied.
In my bed, almost 70 years later, I could feel that woman's tongue on and in my ass. I could feel her licking my starfish. I could hear her struggling not to throw up. I could hear her sobs and feel her tears.
I didn't care. I was Eldrick, and human misery only added to my pleasure.
We began to jerk off as she tongued my ass.
Back in my bed, I was vaguely aware of having taken my dick in my hand.
The tongue stroked across our starfish one more time.
Growling viciously, we turned, grabbed a handful of her long black hair, slapped her face with our cock then came on her face.
"You," we pointed to the one woman that didn't currently have a cock in her, "crawl over here and lick that off."
We pointed at the first woman's cum covered face.
This woman was blonde, tiny and probably the next youngest there.
Crying, she did as we commanded.
"Stop your caterwauling, you fucking slut," we snarled at her. "You love the taste of cum. From now on, and for the rest of your life, cum is your favourite thing. You will offer to blow every Allied soldier you meet."
The woman began to moan in orgasmic bliss as she licked our cum off the other woman's face.
We turned back to the plump woman, "On your back, spread your legs. I want a fuck."
The splash of her hymen blood filled us with glee as we broke through her most intimate barrier and into her.
As she screamed, we came into her.
There was the howl of an approaching mortar. With a massive explosion, the house erupted. It was a direct hit. My grandfather was the only one to crawl out of there alive.
I woke in my bed as the house exploded. The results of my dream were all over me and on the sheets. Thinking about what I had just witnessed and witnessed being the correct term, not dreaming, I drifted back into sleep.

The Idris Stone: New Discoveries.

I woke late the next day. It was just before 9.00 am. I had my first lecture at 9.15. The Varsity was only a 15-minute drive away, time to make it if I got every light, there was no traffic, and there was a close carpark available.
'I wonder?' I thought.
I spoke to the stone in my mind. "I have 15 minutes to get dressed and make my lecture, any chance of some help?"
Moving with an ease that had seemed a distant memory, I flowed into my clothes, out the door, and into my car.
"Mr Muzz! You forgot your breakfast," Janela called after me.
"I'll be back for lunch," I called back over my shoulder.
I was unshaved, unkempt, and unwashed. Nobody would notice. Some dishevelment is expected from University professors.
I made the lecture with time to spare. Unlike regular L.A. traffic, this morning the slow drivers gave way, nobody was blocking intersections, and the traffic going in my direction was light. A car pulled out of a park right outside the lecture hall. I drove in.
The stone's song, though muted, soared all around me the whole drive.
It was only a 45-minute lecture, 'Are Humans Unique?'.
I mumbled my way through it. I don't think anyone noticed. There were no questions.
There was a compulsory staff meeting after my lecture. All lecturers were expected to attend. I hate these things. Exercises in pedantics, histrionics, and 'holier than thou' ridiculousness is all they were.
Katey was there. Spying me, she came over and sat next to me.
She pouted, "You didn't call last night. I was hoping you would."
"I'm sorry, Katey," I told her. "I've been a little long out of the dating game. I've forgotten how it works."
"We're dating?" She asked quizzically. "I thought we were fucking?"
"Well, I haven't done that for a while, either," I informed her.
"Really?" Katey said. "You were so good I thought you must have had a never-ending line of young co-eds to choose from."
Without looking, she grabbed my dick and gave it a squeeze.
"Call me tonight, okay? I have a couple of co-eds who would like to try a big cock."
What do you say to that?
"Yes, Miss Katey," I smiled at her.
"Fuck I hate these bullshit meetings," she said. "I have better things to do, like those two co-eds I mentioned." She grinned wickedly. "They're waiting at my place now. Well, a boy and a girl are really a girl and a ladyboy, huge wiener."
Confused, I asked, "Who has a huge wiener?"
"The ladyboy," Katey told me. "Works a treat, too! I'll tell you what, see if you can't get us out of here, and you can come back to mine and see for yourself."
'Well?' I thought at the stone.
Mrs Edmonstone, The Chancellor's personal assistant, walked in. "I'm sorry, but Doctor Curtly has taken ill. We'll have to postpone today's meeting until next week."
I raised an eyebrow at Katey.
She laughed, "You lucky bastard! Okay, follow me. I'm in the pink Cruze."
Forty-five minutes later, we were in Redondo Beach at Katey's apartment. It was back from the shoreline but still lovely.
Katey linked her arm through mine and then walked me up to her unit. "Everyone is above legal age," she informed me. "Enjoy yourself and open yourself up to new experiences."
We walked through the door into Katey's apartment.
"This is the 'stud' you were telling us about, Miss Katey?" A tall, strikingly beautiful young woman asked. "He looks younger than the 49 you told us he was but still old. Ah well, he'll do if he has the 8 inches you say he has."
The woman speaking was at least 6 feet tall (183 cm), and her boobs were so large and perfectly formed that they had to be fake (Hey, this is L.A., the home of fake!). Her lips were full, and 'bee stung'. Her legs were long, toned, and shapely. Her ass was taut. Her hair was blonde, of course.
"I'm Jasmine," she said, holding out her hand. "You've already met Tina, I hear." She followed up with.
"Hello, Professor," Tina said to me, smiling. "We meet again. Or should I say, it's nice to see your 'meat' again?"
A little taken aback, I said, "You said you weren't lesbian or bisexual, yet here you are with Katey and Jasmine?"
"I just wanted an excuse to fuck you, Prof," Tina said. "I wasn't kidding when I said, 'I have fantasised about sucking you a million times as I fucked myself with cucumbers, or carrots, or fingers.'"
"Well, maybe you should already be on your knees sucking on me again, then?" I asked her.
"I sure should be," Tina breathed.
Katey moaned at the sight of Tina crawling across the floor to me.
"Shouldn't Jasmine's cock already be in your mouth, Miss Katey?" I suggested.
"Aww, you told," Jasmine said. "I wanted to surprise him."
Once Katey had Jasmine's cock out, I was surprised anyway. Jasmine had at least 11 inches of prime Californian tube steak. Thick and uncircumcised, the veins were already throbbing on its shaft.
"I heard that you loved anal, Katey," I told her. "Once you've gotten Jasmine wet, let's see you take it up your ass, please?"
I had no idea if Katey loved anal or not. That is definitely not a conversation you have in University staffrooms these days!
The stone's song was muted. These were willing participants. It only needed to give existing impulses a bit of a push. It didn't have to create the desire or want in the people involved.
I watched in awe as Katey accepted all 11 inches into her mouth without pause or even a swallow. It must have been down past her tonsils.
"Can you do that, Tina?" I asked. "Deep throat all of me?"
"I'm sure going to try, prof," Tina told me as the song danced around her.
It took about five goes before my cock's head finally slid over her gag reflex and into the back of her throat.
Growling, I grabbed hold of Tina's head and began to thrust forcefully into her mouth and down her throat. She couldn't handle it. Choking and retching, Tina tried to force me away.
"Stop fighting me! You fucking love being forced to take me, you fucking slut," I said as the stone's song soared louder.
Tina came as I forcefully fucked her face. Tears were pouring from her eyes, ruining her mascara. My cock had smeared her lippy all over her face. She looked like a street whore caught in a football player orgy. I loved it.
Instead of fighting me off of her, Tina was now eagerly sucking me deeper in. She held my hips and pushed and pulled, forcing me to fuck her mouth harder.
She began to moan around my cock, "Fuck me, professor. Fuck my slut mouth with your big wang. Fuck me until I choke and drown on your seed. Oh, Professor Smithson, fuck your princess, please!"
I couldn't stand it any longer. The vibrations from her moans around my thrusting cock were too much. Roaring like a freight train through a narrow tunnel, I spat my seed into Tina's sucking, swirling mouth.
Flinging Tina off me, I turned to Katey and Jasmine. I was still as hard as grasping the teachings of Immanuel Kant.
Katey was on her stomach with a sofa cushion under her hips. I watched in a lust fuelled rage as Jasmine ploughed her huge cock back into Katey's gaping ass. All 11 inches disappeared into Katey's rear fuck hole as she begged for more and pleaded to be fucked harder.
I kicked my pants off and dropped my shirt and coat. I squatted down with my feet on either side of Jasmine's hips before spitting on Jasmine's backdoor love canal.
Jasmine felt my spit hit her ring, "No!" She wailed, terrified. "I don't take dick in my ass!"
"You do now," I snarled at her. "You love having dick in your ass. The bigger, the better. The rougher they fuck you, the more you like it. You can't even cum until you have a dick in your ass and your hair is being pulled. Every guy or girl that turns you on from now on will need to have something in your ass and be pulling on your hair before you can cum. You will beg each and every one of them to do you like that."
I rammed myself into her.
Katey grunted under us as I drove all 8 inches into Jasmine's tight ass.
"Shut up, bitch, you're next," I barked at her.
Jasmine still had all 11 inches of her cock buried in Katey's rear pleasure canal. I hit Jasmine's ass with the force of a sledgehammer hitting a tack. I jammed Jasmine even deeper into Katey. They both screamed.
"This is what you want, you sluts!" I yelled. "You fucking love being pounded. Cum for me, cum like you've never cum before. Cum like your mind will explode if you don't. Cum like the rush of an avalanche. Cum, and cum right now!"
I pounded into Jasmine's ass again and again and again.
As I pounded Jasmine, Katey erupted into a cataclysmic cycle of orgasms. Juices pouring from her cunt, she screamed, shuddered, screamed, twitched, screamed and came over and over again.
Jasmine was begging me to make her cum. She was in a fervour of want and need and desire, but she didn't seem to be able to get over the edge into her orgasm. I finally sorted out what she was screaming and moaning and yelling about.
I took a handful of her blonde hair in my hand and ripped it back.
Jasmine exploded, "Fuck yes!" She yelled as she came into Katey's tightly gripping ass.
As Jasmine came, her sphincter gripped and released on the head of my 8-inch todger. That flipped me over the edge. Roaring, I began shooting my sperm into Jasmine's ass.
"Dicks cumming in your ass will always make you orgasm. All of you. Every time someone cums in you, you will immediately orgasm. Mouth, ass, or cunt, won't make any difference. They cum, you cum." I told the girls.
Jasmine spasmed through another series of orgasms as my cock filled her ass with seed.
I stood, pulling my dick out of Jasmine's ass.
Turning to Tina, I said, "Seeing you like sucking me so much you can clean this up for me."
Moaning, Tina quickly took all of me back in her sweet young mouth. Licking and sucking as she fingered herself, Tina had several small orgasms as she cleaned my cum, and whatever else had come out of Jasmine's ass off of me.
I was still hard. The stone's song was coursing through my blood. I felt invincible and irresistible. As if I were the conductor and these three my captive orchestra. All they could do was bow to my will and obey my direction. The music was beautiful and captivating, and it had me more lustful than the only bull in a herd of on heat heifers.
Shoving Jasmine roughly off of Katey, I rolled Katey over then forced her legs back and apart. Positioning the angry purple head of my tumescent 8-inch rod at the entrance to her cunt, I grabbed a handful of each of Katey's big knockers.
Squeezing these delicious melons remorselessly, I slammed all 8 inches into her as hard as I could.
"Fuck!" Katey groaned. "Fuck, that feels good, cum in me, John, cum now. I need to cum again."
Pulling my right hand back, I slapped Katey's face. With the loud report, Katey squealed and burst into orgasm.



Grunting like the pig I was, I came into her slippery cunt simultaneously.
The song slowly ebbed away.
Looking at the three bedraggled women in front of me, the realisation of what I had just done swept over me. Guilt quickly followed. This wasn't me. I was a kind and generous lover, gently taking my partners up the slope to orgasm, not beating and flogging them every inch of the way.
I revelled in pleasing my sexual partners with plenty of foreplay and oral sex, never penetrating them until I could feel their arousal slippery around my probing, stroking fingers or taste their wetness on my licking, swirling tongue.
I would then gently enter my lover and continue to stroke and caress their erogenous zones as I patiently brought them to a pleasing climax. Never cumming until after they had cum at least once. More, if they were multi-orgasmic.
I had virtually raped these three. Raped them mercilessly and brutally. What the fuck had come over me?
Katey, Jasmine and Tina surrounded me. With haunted eyes, I looked up at them.
"We meet here every Wednesday and Saturday, John. We'd like you to join us whenever you can, please." Katey said. "That was some fucking! After seeing you in action yesterday, I suspected you were dynamite in the sack, but I had no idea you were so dominant, so authoritative. We've been looking for such a man as you since we started playing together.
Tell us you will, please?"
'What the Fuck?' I thought.
"I'd love to join you regularly," I found myself answering.
"I have to go," Tina said, "Mum will be wondering where I am. I'm surprised she hasn't called already. See you Saturday, Prof." She added for me.
"She's my lift," Jasmine chimed in. "I'll see you Saturday, Professor Smithson."
Jasmine followed after Tina, "Hey, wait up!" She called, "I'm driving. That way, you can suck me off as we drive to mine."
I looked at Katey.
She smiled at me, "You're a hit, John. You're the very first those two have asked back for another go. I need to shower. You right to see yourself out?"
I left.
On the drive home, I thought about what had happened. What I had done, how I had been.
It was an awfully lot like I had 'seen' Eldrick act as he controlled my father and grandfather. Was it possible he was controlling me from beyond the grave? Was he the stone? Was the stone him?
Had watching, and experiencing... Had doing those things, let's face it, I was there. I was my father and grandfather during those events. Had they changed me? Made me into someone like my great-great-grandfather?
I didn't know, but I was surely hoping not.
Late afternoon L.A. traffic was as horrid as usual. Distracted by my fears and thoughts, I never thought to ask for the stone's help to clear the traffic. It took me nearly two hours to drive the 25 miles back to my house.
It was around 6.30 pm when I walked in the door.
Janela wouldn't say anything because 'it's not her place', but I could tell she was miffed at me.
"Your dinner will need to be reheated in the microwave, Mr Muzz," she sniffed. "I'm going to bed."
She wasn't really, just shutting herself in her rooms as a signal to me that she was done with me for tonight.
I didn't care. Even reheated, dinner was delicious. I needed time to think and get on the net to see what I could find out about the stone.
I couldn't find a thing. There were references to rugs, ginger beer bottles, Idris Elba and people called Idris Stone, but nothing about a historical stone with magical powers.
I tried every combination of words I could think of. I'm a Philosophy Professor, that's quite a few! But nothing.
I tried looking up my great-great-grandfather. I couldn't find any reference to him either. It was like he had existed in a vacuum. You'd think a man who lived for 136 years would have made some imprint or impact somewhere.
I Googled the family mansion. Currently sitting empty, it weighed heavily on my mind. It was willed to me, but I wanted nothing to do with it. Part of the will said I couldn't sell it, only bequeath it on my death to my son.
I didn't have a son or any children I was aware of.
My branch of the Smithsons were non-prolific breeders. Only son to only son through four generations. Eldrick was the seventh son of a seventh son, so I had hundreds of relatives, just few on a direct line back to Eldrick.
I couldn't find any Google entries referring to Eldrick's mansion. Even his fall to his death seemed to have escaped the paper's and internet's notice.
At a dead-end, I went to bed.

The Stone of Idris: Consequences accepted.

Dreaming, I became aware that I was moving purposefully and stealthily through the night. It was the dark of the moon. I was following a trail laid down earlier in the week when there had been enough moonlight to see. I eased towards enemy lines with the taut string held in my right hand.
There was a whistle and a crack. Lying flat, not moving, my squad and I waited for the flare to die to the ground.
We were seven. If we lived long enough to retreat, the other three left in our squad had stayed to cover us. Our mission was to take out two machine gun nests and an artillery emplacement that had been cutting our battalion to pieces for days and had stalled our advance.
In the flare's light, I saw the uniforms we were wearing. They were World War 1 issue.
'That would make this Flanders,' I thought. My great-grandfather fought here towards the end of World War 1.
I could sense Eldrick was worried, terrified even. He wasn't sure his son was going to survive this mission. He stepped in and took control.
I was there. I was Eldrick. I became my great-grandfather, Andrew.
Creeping slowly and quietly, we closed in on the machine gun nest. We had to take that out first. We were already too close for the cannon to affect us.
Another flare burst.
"Halt! Wer geht dahin? (Halt! Who goes there?)." A soldier shouted.
"Nothing, just a rabbit. Shhh, you're very sleepy," we, Eldrick, Andrew and I, muttered through the stone.
"Was ist es? Hast du etwas gesehen? (What is it? Have you seen something?)" Another voice demanded.
"Gar nichts. Nur ein verdammtes Kaninchen. Hat mich höllisch erschreckt. (Nothing. Just a damn rabbit. Scared me to hell.)"
The squad and I were so close we could almost have reached out and touched the first German soldier.
Eldrick/Andrew/we whispered to the stone, "You're all very sleepy. You can't keep your eyes open. You will fall over into a deep sleep now."
This close, even whispered, German heads began to turn our way. One by one, they keeled over and slept. Some began to snore.
The squad crept through the nest, knifing each German soldier in the throat. Unnecessary, I thought. The stone could have made them sleep like sleeping beauty, never to awaken until 'true love's kiss'.
"Neat trick," the sergeant said. "You'll have to show me how to do that one day."
Working carefully, we turned the machine gun to approximately where we knew the second nest to be. At first light, we'd take that out and then the cannon.
What seemed like an eternity later, the light grew around us. We only needed to adjust the machine gun a few inches. Opening fire, we took out the second nest. Howling like banshees, we attacked the artillery emplacement.
The Germans tried to surrender, but Eldrick delighted in killing. He/Andrew/I slaughtered them all.
Turning the guns and cannon around, we fired into the German ranks. They broke under the combined assault of their two machine guns and cannon and fled in full retreat.
The sergeant turned to us, Eldrick/Andrew/me, "Those men were surrendering, corporal Smithson! You should have given quarter! Consider yourself under arrest. We will discuss this further when we get back to HQ."
My great-grandfather was awarded the Medal of Honour for his 'bravery in the face of enemy fire and his actions in taking out the emplacements.' He was then quietly discharged and sent home in disgrace.
'At least I didn't rape anybody this time,' I thought.

The Idris Stone: More uses for Power.

Today was a free day for me. I had only to turn up at The University and record my presence. Once I had done that, I could choose what to do with my time. I spent it in the University's extensive library trying to find something, anything, about the stone. The only references I could find were to various fictional stories that contained the use of some kind of magical stone or amulet.
I had brought the envelope with the stone and the note with me. I walked over to another part of the Uni and cornered Professor Stimpson, head of the antiquities department.
Shaking the stone out onto my palm, I offered it to Professor Stimpson, "What do you make of this, Arthur?" I asked him.
"It's a piece of coal," Arthur told me, not taking it from my hand.
"Is it?" I asked. "It seems much denser than coal."
Arthur took the stone from me and examined it.
"You're right," he said. "Too heavy to be coal. Anthracite perhaps? Nothing valuable, if that's what you're asking."
"I sometimes think I can see, or kind of feel, as if there's carvings or words on it," I told him.
"Let's have a look," Professor Stimpson said.
He took the stone across to a microscope. Turning the light on, he placed the stone under the scope.
"Hmm," he said. "Looks like 'glyphic cartouche'. The language of the ancient Mayans. If it is, this is one hell of a discovery, John. Where did you get it?"
"My great-great-grandfather bequeathed it to me," I replied. "Can you translate it for me?"
"Some, maybe," Arthur replied. "It looks like most of the writings have been worn away."
He went to his shelf and pulled down a book. Working swiftly, he wrote the following:
The stone __ ___is.
Beware __ ____ ___ me ___ I __ power.
I knew what the rest was.
"I've got an appointment, Arthur," I said. "Thanks for that."
"Wait, there's more," The professor stalled. "I've only just begun. It's remarkable. I didn't know the Mayans had the technology to write this small."
I had a strange sense of foreboding. If awareness of the stone's value and its historical place got out, it would be impossible for me to keep it. I wanted to keep it.
"I think it would be best if you completely forgot I was even here, Professor Stimpson," I said. "There is no stone. You have no idea about any of this. It never happened."
I took the stone from under the microscope and left. Professor Stimpson was still staring into space as I shut the door to his office. I hoped I hadn't erased his mind by using the stone that way on him.
Jasmine called from the other side of the square.
"Yoo-hoo, Professor Smithson."
I waited for her to bounce up to me. Bounce is the right word. Her bosom jiggled delightfully as she jogged over.
"I went to your office looking for you," she informed me. "I want to join your Philosophy class, may I? Tina said your latest class was the best ever."
"You want to learn philosophy?" I asked.
Jasmine smiled wickedly, "No. I want to fuck those other five sluts in the class. I've already fucked you and Tina!"
I had to laugh.
"Well, there may just be a spot," I told her. "Do you think you earnt it yesterday?"
"My arse is still sore," she informed me. "I think you should let me return the favour and fuck you in the ass to make up for it."
"That might be fun," I replied, to my surprise. "You'll have to let me fuck yours again to clinch the deal, though."
"If it feels as good every time as it did yesterday, you can fuck my ass any time you want, Professor!" Jasmine told me.
"What about right now?" I asked. "We'll go to my office, fill in the enrolment, and then fuck."
"Deal," she said.
As we walked across to my office, Jasmine said, "Something about you is different to yesterday. You seem younger, fitter. Like you've lost weight overnight."
Dare I hope?
"Well, they say, 'You're only as young as the woman you're feeling'," I jokingly said to her. "And you and Tina are both pretty young!"
Rolling her eyes, Jasmine said, "OMFG! That is so trite. I'd expect one of the first-year students to make that joke, not my favourite professor!"
"When did I become your favourite professor?" I asked.
"Just now, when you said I could join your class and fuck the other sluts in it." Jasmine smiled at me.
"I didn't say you could fuck anyone, Jasmine," I pointed out. "I only said that you could join my class and that I would fuck you."
Jasmine stopped, taking a quick look around to make sure no one was looking, she cupped her magnificent breasts and said, "Leave the details to me, Professor. Trust me. They won't be able to resist."
My thinking was that she was probably right.
Entering my office, I got the enrolment forms out and soon had them completed.
"Now for your end of our bargain, Miss Jasmine," I said to her.
Jasmine tilted her head forward for a kiss.
"You're going to love this, Miss Jasmine," I told her as the stone began to work its magic. "My every touch will send you into raptures. My kisses will harden your cock. As I touch and stroke you, your need to cum will grow and grow until you beg me to fuck you in your divine ass again."
Jasmine was writhing her upper body and hips sensuously forward and back. She had her hands inside her top and was playing with her nipples.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm, Professor Smithson, please, I need you inside me. I need your dick in my ass with one hand pulling my hair and the other smacking my ass." Jasmine moaned.
Pulling the blinds down and locking the door, I turned to Jasmine. I took her pretty head in my hands and kissed her full red lips.
Stroking her behind her ears, I gently sent my tongue toward her lips. Jasmine moaned, then opened her mouth a little to let my tongue in.
I lightly ran my fingers down Jasmine's neck, then across her collarbones and onto her full bosom.
Pulling her clinging top out of her short skirt, I leant back far enough to pull it up over her head and fling it aside.
Kissing Jasmine some more, I reached behind her and undid her bra. My large hands found her tiny nipples.
Jasmine was tugging insistently at my belt. Leaning my hips away, I let her undo my belt and fly. Her hand found my iron stiff 8-inch rod.
I put my hands on Jasmine's shoulders and pushed her down. She sank to her knees and took my thick dick in her mouth.
Transgirls have a dick or used to have a dick, they've also usually given many blow jobs, so they know how to service a cock. All the skills and techniques they love having done to their cocks they do to yours.
Jasmine was no exception. Sucking much more firmly than a woman typically does and bobbing her head faster than her biologically born sisters would, Jasmine soon had me on the edge of an orgasm.
Jasmine had pulled her skirt up over her ass and had pulled her cock out of her panties. The long nails on her right hand looked exquisite wrapped around her thick 11-inch Johnson.
Jasmine was panting in desire and need. Remembering the instructions I had given her yesterday, I spoke to the stone.
"You're released from having to have a dick in your ass, and your hair pulled to cum. You can cum in any way or at any time you want. Having a dick in your ass and your hair pulled will always give you the best orgasms."
No sooner had my words been spoken than Jasmine groaned around my cock as she erupted into orgasm. Her seed spat out of the eye of her cock and onto my legs and the pants around my ankles.
"Clean that up, you slut!" I snarled at her. My lust was beginning to rage through me again.
Jasmine quickly sucked and licked all the cum she could find off me.
Grabbing a handful of her hair, I brutally arched Jasmine back. Leaning down, I spat between her massive tits.
"Take me back in your mouth, make me wet," I demanded, guiding her mouth back onto my penis.
My cock was soon covered in saliva.
"Cup your jugs together so I can titty fuck you," I growled.
Jasmine lifted herself to wrap her wondrous melons around my turgid tool.
I stroked myself between these luscious melons for a time. My cock was long enough to reach Jasmine's mouth at the top of my upward stroke. Dipping her head forward, Jasmine swirled her tongue around the tip of my Johnson as I roughly titty fucked her. She was moaning lustfully again.
I was nearly there. Roaring, I picked her up and slammed her face down onto my desk. Ripping her panties off her, I spat on her ring. Then I spotted the tube of sunscreen I kept on my desk.
'That will do in a pinch,' I thought.
I quickly spread some over the head and shaft of my throbbing cock.
Holding Jasmine down with my hand in the middle of her back, I positioned the big purple head of my rampantly hard 8-inch penis at the centre of her starfish. Grabbing a handful of her long blonde hair with my left hand, I ripped her head back, slapped her ass with my right, and thrust my whole length into Jasmine's tight arse as hard as possible.
I fucked Jasmine roughly, so roughly her hard cock was being battered against my desk as I forcefully pounded her. She pushed back to get a gap. I took this opportunity to reach around and take her in my hand.
This was the first cock that wasn't mine that I'd ever held. It felt good. It felt natural in my hand. I, too, have a dick. I know what to do with one.
Letting go long enough to squeeze some sunscreen lotion into my palm, I regripped Jasmine's long shaft.
As my hips forcefully hit her ass, Jasmine's hips were forced forward. Jasmine would push her ass back as I pulled back, ready for my next thrust. She began to 'fuck' my gripping hand.
Jasmine came again, spitting her essence onto the floor under my desk. The spasms of her ass sphincter as she came clenched down gloriously as the sensitive part of my cock's head slid through. I could take no more. Growling in almost anguish, I filled her delectable ass with cum.
We slowly came down for our orgasmic high.
Jasmine kissed me tenderly, "You are an awesome fuck, Professor Smithson. Next time you have to let me fuck you. I think you'll love it."
We put our clothes back on. Well, Jasmine put her bra and top back on and then pulled her skirt down. Her panties were beyond repair. I pulled my boxers and pants back up.
Opening the door, we walked into an audience. We had been so loud we had gathered a crowd of at least 10 -- 12 people.
'Oops,' I thought in despair. 'Any help from you?' I queried the stone.
The chorus was the loudest I'd heard it.
"Best you all forget what you saw and heard here," I heard myself saying at the stone's behest. "Today was just another ordinary day. Nothing unusual happened."
They all went about their business. Some seemed surprised to find themselves there, but none gave Jasmine or me more than a cursory glance.
"How did you do that? Jasmine asked wonderingly.
"It's magic," I told her with a grin.
"No, I meant how did you make everyone forget what they'd seen, not how is your cock so good." Jasmine impishly told me.
"That's magic, too," I told her.
"Sure is," she said. "I hope your ass is magical, too! I'm going to find out on Saturday."
I couldn't believe it, but my cock twitched at the thought of this beautiful young woman impaling me with her 11-inch schlong.
We left. I took her panties as a souvenir.
I had caught the bus down to the Varsity to ride my bike home. It was only a little after 4.00 pm when I walked through my front door.
Janela and Beatrice were doing housework. Janela was mainly supervising. Beatrice gave me a little smile and for some reason she blushed lightly.
"I'm going to take a nap," I said to them. "Can you wake me in an hour, please?"



I stripped off and climbed into bed, covering myself with the sheet only.

The Stone of Idris: Confronting Eldrick.

The world was slowly bouncing up and down. It took me a while to figure out I was riding behind the eyes of someone walking.
'If the progression holds, I must be inside Eldrick's head only,' I thought. 'I wonder if he is aware of me.'
Our shadow was long before us as we walked. We were carrying a rifle.
I moved a little further back in Eldrick's head. I didn't want him to become aware of a stranger travelling inside his mind.
"¿Quien va alla? (Who goes there?)." Came a call from behind some rocks.
"It's just me, you idiot," Eldrick said. "Your Spanish is a disgrace. We've been in this damned country for over a year, and that's the best you can do? ¿Quien va alla? What the fuck is that? Who goes there? Pfft."
"Eldrick? Where the hell have you been?" The soldier said, stepping out from behind the rocks.
I wasn't sure, but I thought this would have to be the American -- Spanish war of 1898. Only a short war after the USS Maine was scuttled in Havana Harbour during The Cuban War of Independence.
"Looking for a way through the mountains and back to our lines. What have you been doing, Stanley? Pulling your dick?" We replied.
"There's a farmhouse just over the ridge back there. Three sisters who are very accommodating to American soldiers, none of them more than 25 years of age. No need to have a pull." Stanley smugly informed us.
"Your hands look sweaty, Stanley," Eldrick told him. "They haven't given you the pox, have they?"
"Fuck you, Eldrick," Stanley snarled. "You didn't give any of the signals. I could have shot you. No one would have cared"
"And I could have cut your damned throat the night you screwed up and got us lost," Eldrick countered.
Going pale, Stanley asked, "Why are you even here, Eldrick? You couldn't give a damn about Cuban independence."
"Plenty of opportunities in war," Eldrick answered. "Plenty of women grateful to a strong man for saving them from being raped by the enemy."
"You save them from being raped so you can rape them yourself," Stanley muttered.
Eldrick smiled evilly, "But I'm not the enemy. There's a difference."
"Did you find a way out?" Stanley asked.
"Every pass is guarded, every road blockaded. I did find a series of caves that might lead out. There's a small stream running along them. It doesn't seem to pool anywhere, so maybe we can get through to Santiago de Cuba." Eldrick said.
"I fucking hate caves," Stanley whined.
"Stay here with your pox-ridden hags then," Eldrick said, uncaring. "I'm loading up with food and ammunition and having a go at getting back first light tomorrow.
"Now, where is this farmhouse? I need a shit and a bath. Maybe if those hags aren't too pox-ridden, I'll have a root."
Back in my bed in California, I muttered, then rolled over to a more comfortable position. When I dozed back off, time had shifted where Eldrick was. I became Eldrick.
It was pitch black, and I couldn't even see my hand in front of my face. The sound of running water was loud. I was moving through a rock cave. The weight of the mountain above me seemed oppressive.
What I felt was determination. I'd had enough of this island. I wanted back to the States.
We came to a dead end. I lit my last torch. I could see that the water had pooled in its flickering light, but it hadn't backed up very much. It was escaping somewhere, but where?
Taking my backpack and boots off, I stripped to my T-shirt and boxer shorts. I was going to see if I could find an egress. A way through. Maybe there was only a narrow wall between where I was and the next cave.
Leaving the torch flickering beside the pool, I dove in. I was hoping that the torch's light would be visible to guide me back to the edge if I couldn't find a way out.
I worked my way forward I could feel the insistent pull of flowing water. It was definitely going somewhere. I followed it a bit further. Before I could react, I was sucked into a vortex and wrenched into the maw of a tunnel barely wide enough to fit my shoulders.
There was no way to go back. My only chance was to go forward as fast as possible and hope my breath held.
I wasn't going to make it. 'I'm going to drown in this fucking hell hole,' I thought.
That was when I heard the song. A vast chorus swirled around me. On the edge of consciousness, I saw a glowing stone on the bottom of the tunnel. In desperation, I grabbed it up. There was no conscious thought of how having this stone would help me. I just knew I needed it.
I came to on the edge of a stream. Behind me, there was the crash of a waterfall. Water was cascading out of a hole in a rock cliff some 15 feet above the stream I was lying on the edge of. The stone was in my hand.
Pulsing, it seemed to greet me. I became aware that I was sporting an enormous erection. The song pulsed around me again, and I came.
Satisfied, the song died, and the stone returned to the green-tinged amber that I recognised.
I had no idea where I was. I had no supplies, no clothes except for my boxers and the army T-shirt I was wearing. Not even boots on my feet. I had my knife, that was it.
I followed the stream for two days. Approaching a large town, Santiago de Cuba, the sign said, I heard the unmistakable sound of American voices. I had made it back. Laying on the ground with my hands above my head, I waited for the soldiers to notice me.
They came running. My dog tags confirmed who I was, and I was soon back in California.
The morning after my return, I got out of bed, did my morning ablutions, and then stood at the mirror to shave. I was Eldrick. Eldrick stared back at his image and saw me. Surprise flashed over his face.
I felt him reach out to the stone in his mind to try and take control of me. I reached for the stone too. At this point, my command of the stone had surpassed his. He'd had the stone in his possession for less than three days and hadn't explored its uses at all yet. I had already been using it.
I was able to wrench my mind from his.
Waking, I thought, 'that explains how Eldrick got the stone, but how did the stone come to be in that cave?'
Beatrice knocked quietly on my door and entered, "Mr Muzz, time to wake up. It's been an hour."
My erection was massive. Lying on my back and naked under the sheet, my tumescent rod had pushed the sheets up to an extremely obscene tent. Beatrice noticed. Her eyes widened, and she unconsciously touched her tongue to her parted lips.
"Janela must be very distracted," I said. "I'm sure she won't notice you're missing if you'd like to taste me, Bea."
I didn't hear the stones song, but licking her lips, Bea moved slowly across the room and climbed onto the bed. Pulling the sheet hesitatingly down, Bea uncovered my throbbing member. She wrapped her tiny hand around my shaft.
"Go ahead, Bea, take it in your mouth. You know you want to." I encouraged her.
Wonderingly Bea opened her mouth and took me inside.
Tipping her head up to look in my eyes, she said, "It's so big and beautiful, Mr Muzz. I want to taste your seed. Cum in my mouth, please?"
Bea swirled her tongue over the eye of my cock, around the head, and over the glans. She could barely fit the head of my cock in her petite mouth. She added her other hand and began to stroke slowly up and down as she swirled her tongue and lapped at the eye.
It was simply superb. I couldn't, and didn't, last long. Groaning, I spent myself into my housekeeper's granddaughter. With her lips firmly around the eye of my penis, Beatrice swallowed as quickly as she could. Only a tiny amount dribbled back out of her mouth. She gathered this up with her fingers and put it in her mouth.
Bea gave me a pleased smile, "I'd better get back before mammy notices I'm gone, Mr Muzz. I think I might have to try more of you another time, though, if you'd like?"
I nodded, "I'd love you to 'try more of me', Bea," I told her.

The Idris Stone: Awakenings.

After dinner, I watched a little telly. Janela and Beatrice sat with me. Every time there was an ad break, Janny would extoll the virtues of an older man to her granddaughter. It got so embarrassing for me that I took up residence in my study. Beatrice excused herself to go to bed as I said where I was going, but not before she flashed me what I thought was a disappointed look. We left Janela to watch this week's episode of Big Bang Theory alone.
My internet search was still fruitless.
I could find little reference to how far the American forces had spread across the island during the brief Spanish -- American war or how many volunteers had crossed to the island to help in Cuba's battle for independence from their Spanish occupiers.
I couldn't even find many references to how far and wide the Spanish troops were to give me some clues about how the stone came to be in the water.
The assumption that a Spanish occupier had somehow lost the stone in the stream was probably false.
Friday is my busiest day at the University. I had two classes to teach and another lecture to give. Essays and assignments would also need to be read and marked.
I decided to drive to work. On my way to the college, I came across a young postgrad broken down in the middle of an intersection. I remembered Nicola from my class the previous year.
I'm no mechanic, but I can help push. I parked my BMW in the middle of the intersection with the flashers on to give us some protection. The car wasn't moving. It was stuck in gear.
'Some help.' I requested of the stone.
There was a graunch of gears, and the car jumped into neutral. I was able to help Nicola push the car around the corner into a side street where it could be left safely. I jumped back in my car and moved it behind hers.
Looking at my watch, I saw that I still had plenty of time to make my first class.
"You right here, Nicola?" I asked. "Do you need a lift somewhere?"
"Professor Smithson?" Nicola asked, shocked. "Is that really you? You look ten years younger and 30 pounds lighter."
"My housekeeper has me on a ketogenic diet," I lied. "It seems to be working. I feel better than I have for years."
"I might have to try it if it works that well," Nicola told me.
I looked my former student over. Medium height and just a little tubby, just the way I liked them. Fuck, did I? Or was that Nev? I didn't know nor care. Big puppies and plump thighs in a too-short skirt. 'Nice,' I thought.
"I think you should ride with me to the Varsity, Nicola. On the way, you should take your panties off and give them to me as a reward for helping you. Maybe you could even play with yourself on the way."
"Sounds like a plan," Nicola answered as the stone sang. "I was going in to do some work on my Master's thesis. I'll get the triple-A to tow my car to the garage."
We got in my car. Nicola immediately hoisted her skirt up and shucked herself out of her tiny thong. She handed the sheer pink item to me before pulling her skirt back down.
"They should smell nice for you, Professor Smithson," she informed me. "I woke up as horny as all hell this morning."
I held her thong to my nose. It was damp and definitely smelt of pussy. My cock hardened at the smell.
Nicola put her feet up on the dash and began to play with her bearded clam. Shaved pussy is very nice, but I do like a trimmed bush. There's something more earthy about a well-manicured lawn.
"We can fuck, if you want, Professor?" Nicola offered.
"I don't have time this morning, Nicola," I told her regretfully. "But if you want to drop in on my Genetic Determinism class on Tuesday at 9.00 am, I have someone I think you might love to meet."
I wrote the classroom number on a piece of paper for her.
"I just might," Nicola answered, her breath coming in short, panted gasps. "Nearly there, Professor," she moaned as she thrust two fingers into her gash. "Squeeze one of my nipples for me, please?"
I reached over and took her left nipple in my fingers. I gave it a tweak and a twist.
"Oh Gawd," Nicola groaned as her hips thrust violently up and back. "Oh my fucking Gawd, that feels good." She moaned out.
I pulled into my reserved spot in the carpark.
Pulling her skirt back down over her rounded bottom, Nicola leant over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.
"Thanks for the help, Prof." She said. "And thanks for the help getting my car moved," she added with a grin.
I put her panties in my pocket and walked to my class.
The day passed in a haze. I was thinking my way through the difference in my attitude to Nicola and how it had been with the others. I had treated Nicola the way I would normally treat women. I had treated her in a courteous and kindly manner.
Sure I had used the stone to get her to give me her panties and masturbate for me, but I had helped her first. Did that make a difference? The warning on the stone said: "Use me for good, and your dreams will come true." Could the fact that I had helped Nicola first pleased the stone? Made it happy, so it rewarded me?
'How the fuck can you make a stone happy?' I thought.
I hold 'open office' hours between my classes and the lecture. Any or all of my students can come and see me to get help on their various assignments and essays. It was an unusually hectic day.
All of the students in my 'Genetic Determinism' class dropped by to tell me how much they had enjoyed Tuesday's class and how they felt my suggestions had helped them to think clearer and had simplified matters for them.
They all expressed the hope that this Tuesday's lesson would be equally as insightful.
Even Angelina, the avowed lesbian feminist, dropped in to say how much she had enjoyed the class and asked if I could help her revise her essay.
Of course, I was willing to help her clarify some of her points and rewrite some others into a more coherent order.
Tina only dropped in to confirm that I was coming to Katey's for lunch and play tomorrow. I was. My dick gave a twitch at the thought of taking Jasmine's 11-inch wang in my ass.
I felt good and powerful. Like I was entirely in charge of myself and my life for the first time in years. I determined that I would help more people more often.
Stopping by the liquor store on my way home, I bought some wine for Beatrice and Janela and some aged scotch for me. I'm not a wine drinker, even though being a wine snob is almost a prerequisite for University Professors. I'm more of a Bud and bourbon guy. I bought a couple of mid-priced wines. I hoped they would meet approval.
A homeless man asked for some money on my way out of the store. Like most Los Angelinos, I normally brush these guys off. Tonight I took him across to the Taco Bell and bought him one of everything he wanted. He asked for money, but I knew that would probably only go on alcohol, so I refused. I did buy a voucher so he could get some more food tomorrow.
The stone seemed warm in my pocket as I did this, and its song played softly. I was harder than trying to understand a Machiavellian plot.
What the fuck did this mean? I certainly wasn't attracted to this smelly homeless person.
Janny and Bea cooed appreciatively over the wine. We ate dinner together in the dining room. Mercifully, Janny left off the older men/younger women comments.

The Stone of Idris: New Beginnings.

That night I had some of the weirdest dreams. I was wearing a shiny helmet as I fought and rampaged my way across various lands conquering the native people: no actual details, just flashes. I seemed to indulge in disgusting amounts of rape and pillage as I conquered.
I gave up trying to sleep around 4.00 am. Firing up the computer, I searched for the helmet I had dreamed I was wearing. As I had suspected, it was a Spanish Conquistador helmet. They occupied Cuba from around 1511.
Could one of these men have brought the stone to Cuba and somehow lost it?
I explored the various countries that the Spanish had conquered, occupied, and colonised. Using Google maps, I confirmed that I had visited many of these countries in my rambling dream. I feared that I would dream of a lot more violence and rape as the stone took me back through time.
I wondered as to the purpose of the stone showing me these events. Were they meant as a warning?

The Idris Stone: Using the Stone on Myself.

At noon I knocked on Katey's door. Jasmine greeted me naked. Her gorgeously long 11-inch cock was already erect, wet, and leaking precum. The girls had started without me.
"Come in, Professor," Jasmine said, kissing me on the lips and grabbing a quick feel of my donger. "Tina has been practicing her deep throating skills. Want to see?"
"Maybe I could watch her as Katey demonstrates her abilities on me?" I asked as I entered the room.
I was the only one clothed, so I quickly took care of that.
"Hmmm, John," Katey purred as the chorus chimed. "I thought you would never ask."
I sat on the sofa with my hips on the edge. I spread my knees as Katey crawled across the lounge floor to me. Her big teetahs swung deliciously as she moved across the carpet.
Katey nuzzled my heavy balls and then ran her tongue over them. Looking appealingly up at me, she licked along my shaft before tipping her head forward and accepting me into her mouth.
Forming her mouth into a perfect 'O', Katey sucked gently, then flattened her tongue over the underside of my cock's head. Her eyes met mine before she bobbed her head forward. Holding my gaze, she slowly accepted all of my throbbing, thick 8-inches into her mouth, over her gag reflex, and down her throat.
Her lips nuzzled my abdomen. It was fucking awesome!
I wanted to see what she would do next, so I waited. I couldn't help but moan my pleasure, though.
Katey began to suck me in pulses. Like how a milking machine works, she would suck, pause, suck, pause. Her flattened tongue against my glans was exquisite when she sucked as this made her tongue massage my glans and frenulum. In the pause, her mouth was wet and warm around my cock's head.
I couldn't take it. With an expansive groan, I came into her mouth. Katey swallowed it all with relish.
Pushing me onto my back, Katey sat on my face.
"Your turn," she told me.
I could reach Katey's taint with my tongue, so I started there. Katey gave a surprised grunt.
"Oh, Professor," she moaned. "I didn't know you were an ass guy."
She moved forward so my tongue could find her rosebud. Humping her hips back and forth, Katey let my tongue slide from the entrance to her vulva to the cleft of her ass. She stopped every few thrusts so I could tongue fuck her starfish.
I felt her hand against my forehead. I looked up to see Katey slipping two fingers inside her quim. Thumbing her clit, Katey rocked her hips faster and faster as she fingered herself closer to orgasm.
Things couldn't get any better than this, I thought, but they could. A wet warm mouth surrounded the head of my todger, and my wang was engulfed to my abdomen again.
'Tina,' I thought. I had experienced Jasmine's oral skills, so it could just as easily been her. The head bobbed slowly up and down my shaft. 'Definitely, Tina,' I thought. 'Jasmine would be bobbing faster and sucking more insistently.'
I took hold of Katey's taut ass cheeks and pulled them apart so I could get my tongue further into her ring.
"Fuck yes, John," Katey moaned. "Right there. Oh, fuck! UH, UH, UH, fuck yes!" She grunted as her pussy juices poured from her vulva and she came on my tongue, nose and chin.
Katey climbed off.
Delighting in the sensation of having all of my thick fuckpole deep in Tina's eagerly sucking mouth, I closed my eyes. Something poked at my cheek.



"Open up, Professor," Jasmine demanded. "You eat pussy extremely well. How good are you at sucking cock?"
Eagerly, I opened my mouth and let part of the stupendous length of Jasmine's anaconda into my mouth. Jasmine's was the only cock other than mine I'd ever held, let alone sucked, so I had no experience in pleasing one. I have a penis, though. So I did to Jasmine's cock what I liked being done to mine.
I grabbed the base of Jasmine's shaft with my right hand. As I lowered my head, I stroked upwards. As I bobbed back up, I pulled down. I made sure my lips were over my teeth the whole time and that my tongue was spread across as much of her cock's circumference as it could.
Every second or third time I backed up to the head, I would swirl my tongue around the glans or lap at the eye to gather up the precum. She tasted delicious on my tongue.
I guessed that I was taking less than half of Jasmine's 11 inches in my mouth. I wanted more.
'Some help,' I thought at the stone in my pants pocket on the floor.
I was swept away in a rapture as the choral chorus swelled around me. I became an outsider in my own body and watched myself in awe as my throat relaxed. I swallowed quickly and often, then began to feed more and more of Jasmine's colossal disco stick into my mouth.
It flowed past my gag reflex without even a hitch and then slid down my throat. I had my lips against Jasmine's pubic bone with her shaved balls on my chin.
"Fuck me, Professor," Jasmine groaned. "Awesome job! No one has ever taken me the whole way on the first try before."
The mouth on my cock was removed, "Let me see," Tina demanded.
"Fuck, that is so hot!" Katey moaned as she lowered her penis fly trap onto my rigid todger.
"Yes, it is," Tina said, filled with want and lust. "I want a cock to have that done too." She added.
"Do you think you handle me fucking your mouth, Prof?" Jasmine asked.
It's rude to talk with your mouthful, so I gave her a thumbs up.
Katey began to ride me as Jasmine thrust gently into my mouth. She was going slowly and carefully to give me a chance to get used to it, but with the stone's chorus echoing through my brain, I wanted even more.
I grabbed her ass with my hands, swung my feet off the sofa dislodging Katey, and turned my full attention to Jasmine's superb joystick. Pushing and pulling on her buns, I demanded Jasmine fuck my mouth with more vigour.
She needed little encouragement.
Keeping my chin high, I bent forward to provide Jasmine with a virtually straight passage across my tongue and down my throat.
Jasmine grabbed me under the chin and by the back of the head. She pounded into my willing mouth, pulling further and further back until all but the tip was out of my mouth.
I sucked her for all I was worth. I was a vessel, a receptacle. I was a willing slut with a desperate need to be throat fucked until my lover filled me with her cum.
I was no longer the dominant male with a subjugated sexual partner. I was the submissive slut that needed his dose of shemale cum.
I moved my hand from Jasmine's buns to finger her ass. As my finger found her rosebud, Jasmine groaned loudly.
"I don't want to cum in his mouth," she said. "I'm going to take his anal virginity. Bend him over the couch and get him ready for me."
This was the moment I had fantasised about, this was the moment I feared, and this was the moment I had dreaded. A cock in my ass? Ouch. One as big as Jasmine's? Double, no, triple, ouch!
'I'm going to need some more help,' I thought desperately at the stone.
I felt my every muscle in my body relax as the stone's irresistible song flowed over me. Luckily, in anticipation of taking Jasmine's enormous length today, I had bought an enema kit and had cleaned my ass out.
If I hadn't, my sphincter was so loose I would probably have shat on the floor.
Katey and Tina encouraged me onto my knees on the floor with my chest on the couch's cushions. Tina slid on her back between my knees and took my dick in her mouth. Katey began to tongue my rosebud.
Slipping a finger inside my ass, Katey slowly stretched my ring to take Jasmine's giant joystick. Working swiftly, given that I was so relaxed and that my ass had readily accepted her first digit, Katey worked a second, then a third finger into my ass.
"He's ready for you," Katey informed Jasmine.
Katey took Jasmine's huge Johnson in her hand and guided her to my back door fuck canal's entrance.
'Please help,' I pleaded of the stone.
Instead of pain, I felt an exquisite feeling of completion as Jasmine's dick slid into my ass. As about half of her length entered me, the head of her fire hose scraped across my prostate.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned, then moaned in blissful desire, "Yes, baby, right there."
Jasmine pushed further into me. The shaft of her enormous todger was scraping across my prostate as she slid further in. It was deliciously rubbing against my male equivalent of a G-spot.
Pouring precum, I moaned gutturally, "Fuck me, Mistress Jasmine. Make me your bitch, your anal fuck toy."
Katey had lain on the floor and then buried her head into Tina's punani.
I couldn't believe my luck. 49-years-old, with a beautiful ladyboy's 21-year-old dick buried nuts deep in my ass, another 21-year-old female student's mouth wrapped around my todger, and a 40-year-old cohort's tongue delved deep into that woman's snatch. Does life get better than this?
With a strangled groan, Jasmine came in my ass. The feeling of her semen splashing over my prostate, my P-spot, sent me rocketing off the cliff into my orgasm. Spasming and grunting, I shot into Tina's sucking and swirling mouth.
My cumming into her mouth sent Tina over the edge. Groaning, she came on Katey's tongue.
Katey had three fingers delved into her honey pot, but she didn't seem to be able to quite get over the edge into a satisfying blow. She had had several minor orgasms but hadn't had that one explosive one to satisfy her needs.
Wanting to reassert my masculinity, I rolled Katey over and then spread her thighs. Even though I had cum twice already, my need was urgent. The stone's song urged me on to even greater heights of sensual pleasure. I didn't even give Katey a chance to get used to me as I immediately began to pound my whole length into her.
Now I was in the role I knew and loved so much. I was the strength, the man. I was dominant, and Katey was my willing submissive.
I fucked her mercilessly. Groaning, moaning, and keening Katey erupted into orgasm after orgasm.
I told the stone, "She wants to be fucked until she has to beg me to stop."
For 45 minutes, I fucked Katey as she careered from orgasm to orgasm. From major explosions to minor pops, Katey came over and over again. She finally begged, "You have to cum in me and finish, John. I can't cum even one more time."
At last count, she had cum 14 times. That was 10 minutes ago.
Releasing the restraints I had wrapped so tightly around my desires and roaring loud enough to scare dogs three blocks over, I came into Katey's tightly gripping beaver. Grunting and groaning, I spurted into her again and again.
Exhausted, I rolled off Katey onto my back on the floor. I was just in time to see Jasmine pull all 11 inches out of Tina's ass. Tina spun around quickly. Jasmine slapped Tina's face with her luxurious penis before cumming all over Tina's pretty face and glasses.
Tina swirled her tongue around her lips to gather up and swallow all she could reach.
Katey rolled onto her side and cuddled into my chest.
"You're a switch, John?" She asked. "Dominant with women, submissive with shemales?"
"I don't know," I answered honestly. "Jasmine is the first ladyboy I've ever been with. Up to just now, even with Jasmine, I've been the fucker, not the fuckee, so to speak."
"You can have my ass anytime you want, Professor," Jasmine told me. "As long as I can have yours occasionally, too. You're a natural cocksucker, and you love having your ass filled, so we can swap roles depending on how we feel."
"That would be the definition of a 'switch', Jasmine," I pointed out.
"Smartass," she grinned at me.
Jasmine lay down on the opposite side to Katey, and we exchanged kisses. A hand cupped my balls, and a mouth began to lick and suck and nibble around my groin area, cleaning my and Katey's secretions up.
The mouth's owner was soon satisfied I was clean and took my shaft into her mouth. Pulling gently down on my balls, the mouth's tongue lapped at the swelling purple head of my cock.
It has to be Tina, I realised. Katey was on her side, playing with her nipples as she avidly watched Jasmine and me kissing. The thought of Tina's cum covered face on my dick was an exquisite one, and I was soon harder than the writings of Descartes were to understand.
Tina pushed my legs apart and back so she could suck Jasmine's cum out of my ass.
Tina was hoping we'd double penetrate her today, Prof," Jasmine informed me as Tina was felching me. "Would you like her ass or pussy?"
I'd already cum in Tina's tight pussy, cumming in her ass sounded delightful.
"You take her punani, and I'll take her patootie," I joked.
"More freshman jokes, Professor?" Jasmine shook her head. "Are you 49 or 19?"
"All men are late teenaged boys in their hearts, Jasmine," I told her. "Just sometimes we have to pretend we're grown up."
"Well, I like my men to be men. Why do you think we chose you?" Jasmine said.
"Once I described you to Jasmine, we both wanted you, prof," Tina chimed in. "The boys at college are just that, boys. We wanted a real man,"
"What you want is cock in you, my little slut," I growled at Tina.
"What are you waiting for then, Professor?" Tina challenged.
At 49 I wasn't in the shape I was in when I was in university and playing tight end for the college's senior team, but I'm still a big strong guy.
I put my hands around Tina's ribcage and picked her up. Supporting her weight easily, I flipped her over and pulled her ass back onto my rigidly stiff tool.
Having just had Jasmine's 11-inch monster in there meant my 8 inches slid home with only a tiny twitch from Tina as the head of my cock was forced through her knot.
"On your back," I snarled at Jasmine. "You want to be dominated? You want to be owned? Then you are mine to use as I see fit. Hold your dick upright so I can lower this fuck doll onto it."
With undeniable lust in her eyes, Jasmine was quick to comply. All 11 inches were soon pointing at the ceiling. Her huge boobs sat proudly on her chest. You could see the small scars from the augmentation surgery from this angle but in no way did they detracted from her beauty.
Holding Tina tightly against my abdomen, and with my cock firmly lodged in her ass, I bent my knees and slowly lowered Tina onto Jasmine's colossal tool.
Jasmine took Tina's hips in her hands and guided her down. With a loud grunt from Tina, her knees hit the ground, and her perineum came to rest on Jasmine's pelvis.
"Fuck, that was awesome, John," Katey moaned. "So strong, so dominant. I hope you toss me around like that one day."
Tina sagged onto Jasmine, their breasts crushed together and they started to kiss.
"Growling at Jasmine, I demanded, "You are not to cum until I say you can, Miss Jasmine, do you hear me?"
"Yes, Professor," Jasmine huskily replied.
"Present your cunt to Tina over Jasmine's head," I barked at Katey. "Make your ass and kitty available for those two to put their tongue in.
I'd better hear you two making Miss Katey cum at least once before I've finished," I demanded of the Tina and Jasmine.
Katey sat behind Jasmine's head with her feet on the ground. Leaning back, she rested on her hands and pushed her hips up and forward. Her groin area was now perfectly positioned between Tina's and Jasmine's mouths. The younger two girls got their tongues to work immediately.
"As I push into Tina's ass, you push into her cunt," I instructed Jasmine. "Remember, my dirty little ho, if you cum before Tina, or before I say you can, I will strap your ass raw."
Katey, Tina and Jasmine all gave drawn-out carnal moans at my demanding, forceful voice.
"Yes, Professor," Jasmine purred.
It didn't take long for Jasmine and me to establish a rhythm. Very quickly, we were viciously hammering Tina between us. Whenever we thrust into Tina, my big meaty balls would slap against Jasmine's tight small ones.
It was Tina's turn to rocket from orgasmically blissful event to lustful sexual explosion. She was so loud I was half expecting the neighbours to knock on the door to shut her up.
Sometime later, Tina was begging for us to cum in her as she could take no more.
Jasmine's eyes were squeezed tightly shut, and I could tell she was only holding on to not cumming by the barest of margins. Katey had collapsed off of the two girls and was lying, exhausted, watching me and Jasmine pound Tina between us.
"You may cum, my sweet little tranny cocksucker," I told Jasmine.
With an expansive groan, Jasmine released what little control she had left and began cumming inside of Tina's rubbed raw quim.
As Jasmine pumped semen into Tina, I could feel her shaft pulsing through the thin membrane between our two dicks. It proved my undoing. Roaring in lust filled delight, I spat load after load into Tina's tightly gripping ass.
I pulled out of her and then stood up. I was still rock hard, my cock's head throbbing and twitching. The stone's magic was still raging through me, and I wanted more. Realising this probably wasn't healthy and that the girls were definitely 'fucked out', I thought at the stone, 'Enough.'
The song surged one last time, and I came over the three of them. Pulling my shaft and grunting throatily, I covered all three faces with a solid coating of semen.
I sank slowly down onto the couch.
Jasmine and Katey crawled over and dragged themselves up onto the couch beside me. Tina knelt between my legs before kissing the tip of my cock. Katey and Jasmine put their heads on my shoulder, and Tina leant hers on my thigh.
"Fuck me, you were awesome, Professor. I hope you'll come and play with us more often now," Jasmine told me.
"Yes, please, Prof," Tina chimed in.
"You're such a man, John," Katey said.
I've had that said to me by many a woman. I have no idea what it means. I think it must be a compliment, though.
Tina turned her head to look at the wall clock, "Oops, 6.00 pm. Mum will be wondering where I am," she said, getting up to put her clothes back on.
"I'd like your panties as a souvenir, please, Tina," I said. "Yours too, Katey. Jasmine, it would be nice to add an untorn pair to the ones I took off you Thursday."
The three handed me their delicates. Donning my clothes, I slipped them into my pocket.
"See you in class on Tuesday, prof," Tina called over her shoulder as they left.
"I suppose you want to drive so I can suck you off?" She asked Jasmine.
"I don't think I could nut one more time if my life depended on it," Jasmine replied. "I'm going to have a nap as you drive me home."
"Lazy bitch," Tina called her facetiously.
Katey was still slumped on the couch. Semen was leaking copiously out of both of her love holes.
"You right there, Miss Katey?" I asked.
"Exhausted, John. You almost fucked me to death," she grinned. "Well, you three almost did. You look like you could go another round or two, though," she added wonderingly.
To my surprise, she was right. I felt like I used to when I was in my early 20s. Play football all day, screw all night, repeat. Fit a little bit of classwork and study in between as needed.
My donger was beginning to show signs of life again as I studied Katey's lithe form. Toned and leanly muscled, Katey had a pro athlete's physique. She was a pro athlete, having played two seasons in the WNBA before being cut from the roster.
Adding a large and firm pair of shapely knockers to the lithe frame made Katey an absolute stand out.
'A man could do a lot worse in a wife,' I thought briefly.
In my deepest heart, I wanted Beatrice, though. I still wanted children and Katey was probably too old. With some IVF help, we may have been able to have one or two, but I had always secretly wanted a brood. Five or six, or even seven or eight.
I'd given up on that dream, but these last few weeks had given me a new lease on life. I wondered if the stone had any control of such things as human emotion. It was obviously able to manipulate lust and libido. Lowering inhibitions and encouraging licentious behaviour seemed easy for it.
But could it make someone love you? Did I want to do that to Beatrice? Did I want to force her to love a man almost twice her age? Doom her to look after me as I reached my dotage?
I didn't think I could.
Katey looked at my semi-rigid dong, pushing my trousers' front out. "I can't possibly go again today, John, but I could give you a hand job if that would help?"
"Nah, Miss Katey," I told her. "I'm just a horny old bastard. I'll be right."
"Not that old, John," she informed me. "I thought you were almost 50, but you look like you could be in your mid-30s. Fucking us seems to be good for you," she joked.
I excused myself for the bathroom. I didn't need to go. I just wanted to examine myself in a mirror. Turning on the bathroom light, I looked at my reflection. Katey was right. I certainly looked and felt a lot younger than my 49 years.
'It must be some side effect of the stone's magic,' I thought.
Giving Katey a quick kiss, I jumped into my BMW and drove home.
Janela had set the table for two, lit candles and all.
"About time, Mr Muzz," she told me, ushering me to the table.
Beatrice was sitting expectantly on the other chair across from me.
"What's going on here, Janny?" I asked, not reading the signals.
Beatrice blushed and looked crestfallen, "Mammy wouldn't take no for an answer, Mr Muzz. I told her you don't look at me that way and that you were too old for me, but you know what she's like when she's got a bee in her bonnet." She covered.
Janny poured me a glass of wine and placed it in front of me. She brought two plates over and served Bea and me.
"I'll leave you two lovebirds to chat," she said. "I'm knocking off for the night, Mr Muzz. Beatrice can get you anything you need."
I waited until Janny had closed the door to her rooms. Getting up, I blew out the candles and then turned the lights on. Pouring the wine into the sink, I grabbed a beer. Pulling the table cloth off, I put two placemats down.
"That's better," I said to Bea. "Now, we can just chat as usual."
"Thanks, Mr Muzz," Beatrice said, blushing again. "I don't know what's come over that silly old woman."
I like Beatrice a lot. She's clever, witty, and quick-witted. She may not understand American humour, but she loves a joke and a quick quip. Even some of the ruder gags I made just had her laughing gustily.
'Shame I didn't meet her until too late,' I thought.
We chatted and laughed our way through dinner. Chatting some more, I helped Bea clean up.
"That was an enjoyable night, Mr Muzz," she told me, touching my forearm lightly. "I'm so glad you kept Janny on even though she can't really do the job anymore. You're a good guy."
"Janela is as close to family as I have," I said. "What was I going to do? Send her back to the Philippines just because she got old? I couldn't do that.
Besides, if I had, I wouldn't have met you, now would I?" I added lamely.
Beatrice laughed and cupped my cheek in her palm, "As I said, you're a good guy, Mr Muzz. Thank you for making tonight less awkward and more bearable."
She gave me a soft kiss on my surprised lips.
"See you after church tomorrow, Mr Muzz," Bea said as she walked over to the rooms she shared with Janny.



Neither Janny nor Bea had said anything about me looking more youthful. I walked to the bathroom to check. I still looked as I did at Katey's.
'Hmm,' I thought. 'What does that mean? Did they not notice, or notice but not say anything? Or is the stone clouding their minds?'
I didn't know.
I watched a couple of movies on cable, then went to bed around 1.30 am. I was a little nervous about sleeping. I didn't want to 'ride along' as the person whose mind I was in raped and pillaged their way across Cuba as I thought was going to happen.
I was right.

The Stone of Idris: Cuban events.

It was early morning. Enjoying the sun's rays, I sat polishing my armour. Once I had everything shining to my satisfaction, I carefully donned it all: a heavy breastplate, arm and leg greaves, a metal skirt, and a gorget.
'If a man is going to die, he should look his best,' I thought.
Today was the day of my execution. The cowards wouldn't charge me with what I had done, rape and murder. That would mean they would have to admit to the people of Cuba that they were right. We weren't a liberating, bringing Christianity to the heathen force. We were murderous rapists conquering the island to pillage its women and riches.
I was to be executed for 'Conduct Unbecoming an Officer of His Majesty's Forces'.
'Who would have thought they would care if a few heathen savages got fucked?' I thought.
As I dreamt, I thought, 'There's a difference. I was merely a ride-along passenger in my forefather's minds. This time it's as if I am this person. They have to be thinking and talking in Spanish, a language I don't speak, yet it's as if I'm thinking it in my mind. I can understand because they are my thoughts.'
Looking at the Cuban sun, I guessed it to be around 6.30. My execution was slated for 12.00 pm. The villagers had been invited to watch to see 'justice being done' and that the law applied to all.
'What a fucking joke.' I thought. 'We take because we can, kill because it's necessary, and rape because it's fun.'
Thinking back to the night that had gotten me into trouble, I began to go hard.
'They were delectable pieces of ass,' I thought. 'Not worth dying for, but delectable anyway. I wonder what happened to that damned stone. If I still had it, I could probably escape from here.'
Once more, I tried to reach out for the stone's power with my mind. There was no response.
Taking a careful seat, I tipped my head back to doze and dream about the night that led me here.
Moaning in my bed back in California, I muttered, "I don't need to see it. It's enough that he's being punished for whatever he has done."
The stone didn't listen.
After dinner, I had slipped away from our company's lines with two others. There was a farmhouse about a mile back. The mother was still relatively young and pretty. She had two marriageable aged daughters living with her. No sign of any men around. They were probably in the mountains fighting us.
I considered myself a good man. I only ever raped women that were of a legal age.
"We going to do them in the farmhouse?" One of my cohorts asked.
"There's a cave up in the hills behind the house," I responded. "If we take them up there, we can rape them, kill them, and dump the bodies in the cave. Nobody will find them."
"It's a good plan, Jorge," the third man said. "I'm looking forward to this. I'm currently a three-week virgin. My balls ache."
We broke into the house and quickly bound and gagged the three women. I had taken the youngest as mine. Just 18 years of age, slender and nubile, my cock was already hard, anticipating her deflowering.
Carrying them the 400 or so yards up to the cave, we laid them down beside a fast-flowing stream. The stream ran through the middle of the cave.
Groaning, Carlos lay his chosen woman down.
"Fat cow must weigh a ton," he groaned, rubbing his lower back.
"You like them tubby," I told him. "'More cushion for the pushin', you always say."
I took the stone out of my pocket, "You will not scream or fight," I told the three women. "If you like cock in you, you will cum. If not, you will shut up."
'This man is an absolute pig,' I thought, back in California. 'Even Eldrick made them enjoy being raped. Not good, but better than leaving them to endure the brutality of what was about to happen.'
Slapping the woman I had chosen, I pulled my jerkins down and pulled my thick 8-inch cock out.
"Suck this, you fucking bitch," I demanded.
Jorge was already fucking the mother.
"Her cunt is so loose I can barely feel being inside her," he moaned, frustrated. "I'll have to do her in her ass."
He rolled her over. Without even spitting on her ring or his dick, he ripped into her dry ass.
"That's better," he moaned, pumping into her ass as the poor woman cried silently.
"This slut isn't even a virgin," Carlos said as he slammed himself into the eldest daughter. "What happened, baby? Daddy get to you first?" He asked.
His woman was also silently crying.
I squeezed the jaw of the young woman in front of me forcing her mouth open. I shoved my cock inside. Once I was in I began to thrust hard making her choke on every stroke. I felt powerful, invincible. With the stone in my possession, I could do whatever I liked. I was glad that I had taken it off the priest before killing him.
I came into the young woman's mouth. She tried to spit it out.
"Swallow it all, you bitch," I demanded.
I groaned back in my bed and came onto my belly, more mess for Beatrice or Janela to clean up in the morning.
My victim gulped all of my seed down.
Jorge had climbed off of the mother, "Her ass is all gaped and loose now too," he bitched. "Her husband must fuck her in both holes every damned day. I'm going to use your bitch."
"Like hell, you are," I told him. "I'm going to deflower this bitch, then fuck her ass too."
"Mine is no good," Jorge whined. "You've already cum. Let me use her to cum. I haven't been able to get there yet. That cunt's holes are so big you could drive a wagon train through there."
"After I've gaped all this bitch's holes then cut her throat, you can fuck her as much as you like," I told Jorge.
Jorge's sword was in his hand, "I said I'm going to fuck her now, Pedro. Best you stand aside before I cut your gizzards out."
I took the stone out. Having only recently acquired it, I had no idea that I didn't need to be touching it to use it. Jorge slashed at my arm.
In agony, I dropped the stone and Jorge kicked it into the water.
"You're dead, Pedro," Jorge taunted me. "You just don't know it yet because you're still breathing."
Idiot, I was ten times the warrior he was. He attacked. Slipping my sword out from its sheath, I deftly moved aside and gutted him as he stumbled past.
Carlos, eyes agog, said, "I'll have to report this, Pedro. There's no other way to explain Jorge's absence."
I stabbed his throat.
Leaving the crying women hugging each other in fear, I hurried across to the stream. Desperately, I looked for my stone. It wasn't glowing, and it wouldn't answer when I called to it in my mind. I lay on the ground peering into the water.
A lance was touched to my ribs. My captain had seen us sneaking out and had gathered a cadre of soldiers before following us.
"You're under arrest, Pedro. Put your hands above your head."
Back outside my jail cell, I woke up.
Back in my bed in California, I woke.
'That explains how the stone got to Cuba and in that stream,' I thought.
Grabbing a couple of tissues, I cleaned my cum off my stomach.
I was able to sleep peacefully for the rest of the night.

The Idris Stone: Back in Class.

Tuesday morning dawned clear and bright. I had spent Sunday and Monday preparing the material I would need for Tuesday's class. Everything had been carefully researched and printed off.
My mind kept leaping forward, anticipating how the other five women would react to Nicola, if she turned up, and Jasmine joining our class.
Arriving at the class, I thought to the stone, 'I don't need anyone hearing or crashing into my class today. What can you do about keeping others away and unaware of what is going on?'
I still had little idea how the stone worked, but it had seemed to understand what I'd wanted other times, so I hoped it would this time, as well.
The participants in this class filed into the room on time. Taking their seats, they all looked at me expectantly.
Through the open door, I spotted Jasmine and Nicola walking together, talking animatedly.
"We have a couple of extras joining us today," I said to the class. "Jasmine is joining the course. Nicola is a post-grad who has volunteered to help with your essays and assignments.
Once they are here, I think they would enjoy being greeted the same way as you were all greeting each other last week."
The stone's magical chorus began to swell around the room.
"Angelina, Jasmine has a special gift for you. Why don't you get on your knees to accept it?"
Moaning with undenied lust, Angelina got onto her knees.
Jasmine and Nicola entered and then closed the door. Pulling the blinds down, they made their way across to me.
"Class, this is Jasmine," I pointed at Jasmine, "this is Nicola," indicating her. "Jasmine, this is Angelina. She is a lesbian. I think you might have something surprising for her, why don't you show her?
Nicola, this is Frida, and this is Nancy. They're bisexual but prefer pussy. Why don't you three get to know each other better?
Tina and Yvonne, I think you need to get to know each other better, too. Why don't you explore each other's bodies until you are both satiated?"
That left me with Michelle. Michelle was Korean born. Tall and athletic, she was a star on the Varsity golf team. Since arriving in my class, Michelle has featured in many of my masturbation fantasies.
"Michelle, I know how much you love sucking cock. Why don't you show me your skills?"
I had no idea if Michelle had even sucked a cock before, but that didn't matter to the stone. It made what I wanted real.
In short order, the entire class was naked and indulging in libidinous behaviour.
Jasmine had pulled Angelina to her feet. She had Angelina expertly tonguing her tiny nippled big breasts and squeezing her ass. I don't think Angelina was aware of Jasmine's package yet.
Nicola was diving on Nancy's muff, Nancy had her head buried in Frida's pussy, and Frida was licking Nicola's cunt furiously. All three were about to cum by the sounds they were making.
Tina and Yvonne were in a classic 69. If they came after the other three, it would be only just.
Swaying seductively, Michelle moved across to me. With a sexy smile playing across her beautiful face, she held my eyes with hers as she lowered herself to her knees.
Undoing my belt and fly, Michelle pulled my trousers and shorts down. My hardening 8-inch todger bounced into view.
"Oh, Professor," She said. "I didn't realise you had so much tube meat for me. Hmmm, hmmm."
Michelle leant forward and sucked one of my big balls into her mouth. Taking hold of the base of my shaft, Michelle licked along my shaft deliciously before taking the head into her mouth.
Sucking voraciously, she swallowed more and more of me. She gave a hiccup, and a bit of a retch, as my clock's head hit her gag reflex.
"You can do it, baby," I crooned to her. "Swallow, then move forward, then swallow. It'll soon slide over and down."
Strangely, I didn't hear the chorus. This was something Michelle wanted to do. She wanted to deep throat my cock and to abase herself before me. The stone didn't need to encourage her more lustful desires and wants. She was already a more than willing participant.
Working her hand up and down my rock-hard pecker, Michelle slowly worked me further and further into her mouth and down her throat.
Michelle took her hand off my shaft and, with one last swallow and push, pressed her lips to my pubic bone. She'd done it. Deep throated all 8-inches by herself.
I could feel her grinning around my cock.
Michelle grabbed my ass' buns and pulled me in as far as I would go. Once she had me jammed up against her lips, she moved her left hand back to the base of my throbbingly hard woody.
Pushing with her left hand and pulling with her right hand, Michelle encouraged me to fuck her mouth. Moving slowly, at first, I started to stroke in and out of her eagerly sucking mouth.
I wasn't fucking her hard or fast enough.
"Faster, Prof, faster," She demanded around my cock. "I want you to choke me with your big pocket rocket. Fuck my mouth like it's the last blowjob you're ever going to get."
I grabbed Michelle's head with both hands and began to fuck her mouth and throat with everything I had.
Michelle let some of my length back out of her mouth so she could milk me. It was more than I could stand. Forgetting where we were, I moaned loudly as I shot my load down her throat.
Michelle swallowed every last drop.
Climbing up on my desk, Michelle spread her legs and showed me her unshaved pussy.
Spreading the hair to reveal her vulva, Michelle said, "Tina tells me you have awesome oral skills, Professor. Would you like to show me?"
There was nothing I'd like more right then.
I spun my office chair around and sat in it. Lifting the lever to drop it down to its lowest level, I rolled my chair between Michelle's firm, toned thighs.
Leaning forward, I sniffed her luxurious essence into my nostrils. So sweet she smelt, so wetly her slit glistened.
Placing my thumbs on Michelle's clit, I pulled that delicious pleasure spot up so that the hood was away from her tiny nub. Taking the exposed treat into my mouth, I very gently bit it. Pulling back stretched it a little before I released it and swirled my tongue around and over it as fast as I could.
"Oh, fuck, Professor," Michelle moaned. "Oh fuck me, is that good!"
Her hands found the back of my head, and she began to hump her hips up subconsciously at my slashing and revolving tongue.
"Yes, Mr Professor," Michelle moaned nonsensically. "Right there. Harder. Yes! Harder. OMFG! I'm CUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNG!"
Michelle's clit had gotten too sensitive from her sensational orgasm. She put her fingers over my mouth and pushed me away.
"Give me a second, please, Prof. I need a break."
Settling back in my chair, I watched as Nicola extricated herself from the blonde lesbian triangle she had been in. As soon as I relaxed back in my chair, she climbed up with her heels on either side of my hips.
She squatted down. Taking my shaft in her right hand, Nicola spread her hairy pussy lips then lowered her hot wet snatch onto the head of my thick throbbing penis. It glided deeply into her wet pussy as she lowered her plump bottom onto my upper thighs.
"You have the best cock, Professor," Nicola moaned as she rode me.
I wanted to see what else was going on, so I turned the chair to the side.
Jasmine and Angelina were still exchanging heated kisses and breast and nipple licks. Jasmine's panties were still around her butt. Every time Angelina tried to slip her hand between Jasmine's thighs, Jasmine would take it and guide it back to her nipple, or she would use it to bend Angelina back to lash her tongue over Angelina's breasts.
I spoke to the stone in my mind, 'Angelina will find Jasmine's penis shortly. She'll be so turned on by the thought of a 'built-in' strapon that she'll want Jasmine to fuck her with it.'
I looked to see what Frida and Nancy were doing. Nancy was lying on her side with her hips slightly turned, her left leg up in the air, and her knee bent. Frida was holding Nancy's lifted leg and had scissored her snatch against Nancy's bare pussy.
As I watched, they both came loudly, jerking and thrusting their hips to the exquisite sensations pounding through them.
Frida turned and saw me watching.
Frida was one of the two students I thought had it in for me. She had said she wasn't lesbian, but she sure dressed like one. Her usual college attire consisted of a check shirt over a black T-shirt and jeans that came to mid-shin over big black Doc. Martens boots. She wore no makeup and had kept all of her body hair.
Naked, I could see that her armpits, arms, legs and pussy were all unshaved.
She had beautiful long blonde hair paired with dark brown eyes. With a little effort in her presentation, she could have been a real head-turner. Instead, her appearance screamed 'Dyke!'
I know better than to judge. Each person has the right to dress and present as they like. It's none of my business how they choose to portray themselves. I was merely observing, not judging.
Disengaging from Nancy, Frida walked across to me.
"This is very nice, Professor. Very liberating and freeing, but the pussy to cock ratio is way too high." Frida surprisingly said to me. "I do like pussy, Nancy and I have been fucking for years, but we need more men to even things up. Cock inside you is much nicer than pussy on you."
I looked at her, stunned.
Frida sighed, "You thought I was a lesbian, didn't you, Professor? Just because I worship 'The Divine Female Principle' doesn't mean I'm a lesbian. You should know better than to judge and assume."
"I definitely don't judge, Miss Frida," I told her. "My sole aim is to help you learn how to think for yourself, not what to think. I most certainly do not tell you how to act."
Nicola was still riding my rigid dong through all of this, moaning and groaning through minor cum events. Neither Nicola nor Frida seemed bothered that Nicola and I were still fucking as Frida and I chatted.
For me, the conversation was a welcome distraction. Nicola's pussy was not only scorching hot and wet, it was also delectably tight around the head of my cock. Without the distraction, I would have already spent my load into Nicola's grasping cunt, denying Nicola the expansive orgasm she was building nicely towards.
"I did make an assumption, Miss Frida, and for that, I apologise. I don't know what I can do about encouraging more males to attend this class, but I can make some enquiries amongst the other lecturers to see if they know anyone that might enjoy philosophy." I said, completing my thought process.
"Now, if you'd like some dick, why don't you join Jasmine and Angelina? Angelina is about to discover Jasmine's surprise."
Frida's head snapped around to the two women mentioned.
"Jasmine's a ladyboy?" Frida asked, shocked. "I had no fucking idea! She's beautiful."
After closing my eyes and grunting in delight as Nicola gave an extra hard push down on my cock, I smiled and said, "I think the correct term is Transwoman, but, yes, Jasmine has a cock. She uses it exceptionally well."
Biting her bottom lip and unconsciously cupping her breasts and squeezing her nipples, Frida moved across to Jasmine and Angelina. Frida touched Angelina gently on the cheek. When Angelina turned to her, Frida kissed her passionately.
Pushing against Jasmine's hip, Frida encouraged Jasmine to move her hips back to create a gap.
Jasmine swayed her hips away from where they had been pressed firmly against Angelina's tummy. As soon as there was enough gap, Frida dropped to her knees, ripped Jasmine's panties down, and forced Jasmine's legs apart.
Jasmine's huge tool sprung erectly into view.
"OMFG!" Nancy moaned. "It's fucking enormous!"
Yvonne turned to look. She also gasped in surprise and awe.
Tina had seen it many times before. She didn't stop tongue lashing Yvonne's clit.
Nicola lifted her head off my shoulder and gaped at Jasmine's gigantic 11-inch rod.
I don't think she even noticed me as she slid off me onto the floor. She moved across to Jasmine, Angelina and Frida.



Nicola joined Frida on her knees in front of Jasmine.
"Back off, bitches," Angelina said with a massive smile. "That ladyboy cock belongs to me first."
Angelina turned, bent over, and reached back between her legs to spread her pussy lips.
"Well, Miss Jasmine?" Angelina asked. "This pussy ain't going to fuck itself!"
Michelle sat on my lap facing the action in front of us. She guided my schlong into her tight snatch.
"I can't believe Jasmine's a shemale," she moaned. "Fuck, that is so hot."
I shouldn't have been, but I was pretty surprised with the girl's ready acceptance of Jasmine as a woman with a penis. It didn't seem that long ago that even gay guys and girls were frowned upon and ostracised if they dared to 'come out'.
Jasmine guided her pocket python into Angelina's eagerly wanting pussy.
Angelina couldn't take it all. Only around 7 -- 8 inches of Jasmine's 11 would go into Angelina's vagina.
"OMFG, I am so full of cock," Angelina moaned deeply. "I've never been so full before, be gentle, baby, please?"
I'd guess this is a common problem for Jasmine. Controlling the length of her strokes, she began to fuck Jasmine into oblivion.
Frida stretched her neck up between Angelina's upper thighs and surrounded her clit with her mouth and tongue.
"Oh fuck," Angelina groaned, then came.
Nicola had shuffled around behind Jasmine. She pulled Jasmine's ass cheeks apart and stuck her tongue into Jasmine's ring.
Angelina came three more times as Frida tongued her, and Jasmine fucked her.
Riding me like a carousel horse, Michelle began to finger her clit. She'd already had two or three minor orgasmic events. As she started up towards her bliss again, I knew this one would be cataclysmic.
Angelina sank slowly to her knees. Frida pushed her aside and then backed onto Jasmine's love tool.
Nicola was now cupping and massaging Jasmine's small tight balls as well as tonguing her starfish.
Frida was able to easily accept all 11 inches into her unshaved pussy.
"Pull my hair, then fuck me like the slut I am," she demanded of Jasmine.
Michelle groaned loudly at Frida's request.
"Hold my shoulders and pull me down onto you, Professor," she moaned lustfully. "I need to cum on your magnificent cock."
Slipping my hands under Michelle's armpits, I took hold of her shoulders as requested. As Michelle lowered her cunt down my rock-hard shaft, I pulled her down firmly and thrust my hips up hard.
I watched avidly as Jasmine pounded Frida. I had thought Nancy and Frida's scissoring was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen. This had that delicious scene beaten, hands down.
Watching Jasmine's giant donger plunging viciously into Frida's overgrown cunt was the most sexually exciting thing I had ever seen.
Michelle was also watching Jasmine's colossal fuck stick plunging into Frida. She pulled my hand to her mouth and bit my wrist as she exploded into a frantic series of explosive orgasms.
Sliding off me, she joined the group kneeling in front of Jasmine.
I'd only had the one minor orgasm when I had come into Michelle's mouth, and I was desperate for more. Nancy was kneeling between Frida's thighs, with her ass swaying delectably, as she tongued Frida.
Nancy was a typical Californian blonde. About the 5 ft. 8 in. (173 cm) mark. She was slimly framed with huge, enhanced, 38 double D knockers. Nancy had Botox and collagen filled lips, wide hazel eyes and perfect white on white teeth.
She looked like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth, she was that innocent. I'd seen her in action, though. She was at least as big a slut as Tina and Jasmine were. I knelt behind her, grabbed her hips, positioned my rigid pole at her nether regions then pulled her back on me as I forcefully slammed all 8-inches into her.
She gave a startled scream, but the stone took over, and it changed to a lust-filled groan.
I pounded into her for a second, then a third time. As I pulled back to jam into her again, she came.
I pulled out of Nancy and looked at Angelina lying on the floor, fingering herself as she watched Jasmine fuck Frida. Angelina could have been her name sake's younger sister. The same brown hair, wide-spaced blue eyes and full Cupid's bow lips.
I said to her and thought at the stone simultaneously, "Time for you to take a real man's cock, Miss Angelina. In your ass, I think, don't worry, Yvonne will get you ready for me."
Angelina rolled onto her hands and knees. Yvonne knelt behind her, bent over, and shoved her tongue into Angelina's ass as soon as she was up.
Frida came for the third time before collapsing off Jasmine's massive cock onto her hands and knees. Jasmine was yet to cum. Her powerful tool was leaking precum and covered with woman's juices.
"Who's next?" She demanded.
Nicola was next to back up onto Jasmine's throbbing meat.
"I do love a fat bottomed girl," Jasmine moaned at Nicola. "Are you sure you want me in your pussy? Wouldn't it feel better in your ass?"
Nicola eased her cunt off Jasmine and then guided her into her ass. All 11 inches disappeared into her rear pleasure hole.
Yvonne swiftly stretched Angelina's rosebud, making it ready for my cock.
A few minutes later, she groaned at me, "I think she's ready for you, Professor. Give her a try."
I spoke to the stone and Angelina again, "No matter how much taking my cock hurts, you're going to love being fucked in your arse, Miss Angelina. From now on, you'll want all of your lovers to use cocks or strapons on your ass so that you can have the best orgasms."
"Make me wet," I demanded of Yvonne.
Yvonne quickly took me into her mouth and drooled saliva all over my cock's head and shaft. Stroking swiftly, she soon had my shaft dripping wet.
"Guide me into Angelina," I demanded of her.
"Angelina, when you feel my cock at your dark passage, I want you to shove back onto it as hard as you can."
Angelina was looking back at me fearfully.
"You'll love it," I reassured her as the stone cooed softly around her.
As my cock hit her brown star, Angelina unwillingly gave herself a fearsome backwards shove. Using her hands and knees to propel herself, she forcefully impaled her butt hole onto my thick cock. The feeling of sliding through her young ass sphincter and into her ass was indescribably sweet.
Angelina opened her mouth to scream in agony, but the stone's beautiful melody soared. Instead, she exploded into a massive orgasm.
"Fuck!" she moaned in surprise. "Oh fuck, that feels good. Pull my hair Professor, smack my ass."
I took a big handful of her thick brown hair and pulled her hair back, arching her back and pushing her cunt against Yvonne's questing tongue.
Unasked, Yvonne had slipped between Angelina's hands and down between her spread thighs. She tongued Angelina's love bud eagerly as I pulled Angelina back onto my thrusting cock by her hair.
As I shoved into Angelina, I began to smack her ass. The twin smacks of my hips and hands on Angelina's ass filled the room.
This delightful sound sent Nicola over the edge into a ripping orgasm on the end of Jasmine's giant cock. She collapsed slowly to the ground.
"Those who are not getting fucked by The Professor, on your knees in front of me," Jasmine demanded.
Frida, Nancy, Nicola, Tina and Michelle were quick to comply.
"Closer together," Jasmine insisted. "Heads forward, cheek to cheek, mouths open."
The girls assumed the position demanded of them.
"Good sluts," Jasmine told them. "Now, whose mouth shall I cum in? Yours?"
She roughly shoved her enormous tool into Michelle's mouth. Michelle swallowed quickly and tried to accept it all. She couldn't. Gagging, she had to push Jasmine's thighs away.
Jasmine grabbed a handful of Michelle's hair and slapped her face with her big todger.
"Disappointing," she said to Michelle, "yours is the only ass or pussy I haven't had yet. I was hoping to cum in your mouth. But if you're not up to it, maybe one of these other hoes are."
Watching from where I was busily fucking Angelina's tight ass, I was amazed to see Michelle blush and mutter, "Sorry, Mistress."
Jasmine took a step to her left and then offered her anaconda to Nancy. Nancy grabbed it eagerly and slid her mouth over the head and partly down her throat. Jasmine's cock slid over her gag reflex without much trouble, but Nancy's throat constricted and wouldn't let the last three, or so, inches in.
"Good effort, slut," Jasmine told Nancy. "Close, but no cigar."
Taking another step, she offered it to Frida. Frida didn't even go close to half.
"Stick to munching carpet, you useless bitch," Jasmine disgustedly told her.
Frida also muttered, "Sorry, Mistress," as Jasmine moved on to Nicola.
Nicola gave it a red hot go. Nicola desperately tried to swallow the last two inches, choking, retching, and almost vomiting. Sobbing in disappointment, she had to admit defeat.
"Top marks for trying, my little slut," Jasmine said to her. "You get a second chance. You can come home with me after we've finished here, and I'll teach you how to finish the job."
Nicola smiled proudly at the praise.
"One more slut to try," Jasmine said as she eased across in front of Tina.
Either by luck or design. Design I think. Tina was last in line.
As I had said earlier, Tina wasn't the prettiest girl there. I heard some rumours about the 'mean girls', Angelina, Nancy and Yvonne, giving her the hazing treatment.
"Watch and learn, bitches," Tina said forcefully.
Taking Jasmine's buttocks in her hands, Tina 'freestyled' her mouth onto the head of Jasmine's long hard joystick.
With her lips in a perfect 'O', Tina relaxed her throat and, in one swift gulp, accepted all of Jasmine's stupendous length into her mouth, across her gag reflex, and down her throat.
Tina's lips came to rest on Jasmine's pubic bone. To show it wasn't a fluke, Tina bobbed her head up and down three more times, letting all of Jasmine out of her mouth before sucking her dick back in and devouring it all.
"That's how a good slut does it," Jasmine pointed out. "The rest of you need to get your cucumbers and bananas out tonight and start practicing. I'm going to be very disappointed if you can't take all of me next week.
"Now, where was I? Oh yes, I was about to fill this ho up."
With an expansive groan, Jasmine spat her delicious nut juice into Tina's greedily sucking mouth.
Pulling out of Tina's mouth, Jasmine turned her to the others. "Show them what a good girl does with her Mistress' seed, my little whore."
Opening her mouth to show that she had accepted all of Jasmine's cum gift without spilling a drop, Tina closed her mouth, swallowed, and then opened her mouth to show she had made it all disappear.
"If I hear any more word that any of you are being mean to my girl, I'm going to dry fuck you in the ass with this," Jasmine informed the other girls as she shook her large tool.
"Yes, Mistress," all except Nancy answered. Nancy did nod in agreement, though.
Distracted by the erotic scene playing out in front of me, I hadn't really even noticed as Angelina had ground herself to several loud orgasms on my cock and Yvonne's tongue.
"Please, Professor," She begged. "I can't cum again. You have to stop."
"Of course, Angelina," I said and withdrew my dick from her ass.
Yvonne was lying on her back, looking at me with naked longing in her eyes.
I hadn't cum since nutting in Michelle's mouth, so I was eager to blow again. The clock said quarter to, so I only had 15 minutes to spare before the lesson would be up. We probably should have gotten clothed and cleaned up already if another class was in here after mine.
Yvonne, or more correctly, Ivonne, was a dark-haired Slavic beauty with long straight jet-black hair, blue eyes, and high cheekbones. She was thin with high apple-sized breasts sitting proudly on her chest. Tall, she was all long arms and legs. She had trimmed her pussy to a 'landing strip', leaving her clit, labia and vulva exposed.
I covered her svelte body with mine. Ivonne wrapped her legs around my hips as I glided delightfully into her wet pussy.
"I'm ready to pop, Professor," she told me. "Don't hold back."
I don't think I could have even if I wanted to.
I pulled back until all but the purple tip of my rampantly hard tool was out of her cunt. I firmly shoved back into her. Ivonne's head fell back, and she exploded into orbit.
With her hips jerking back and forth and her legs spasming around me, she moaned deeply and sensually through several beautiful orgasmic events.
Cumming, her cunt gripped the head of cock deliciously. I began spitting my seed into Ivonne's tight pussy with a guttural growl.
Coming down, I looked at the clock.
"We'd better hurry up and get changed," I said. "That's today's lesson. Don't forget your essays are due this Friday. Nicola can assist if you need help. Plus, I'm available Friday at the usual times if you want to come in for some last-minute assistance. Otherwise, I'm available by Email or messenger any time."
Quickly donning their clothes, the students filed out. Looking around, I couldn't see any evidence of what we had been doing. I grabbed my briefcase and headed for the door.
As I picked up my briefcase, there was a knock on the door, and Katey stuck her head inside.
Wrinkling her nose, she said, "Smells like sex and cum in here."
I shrugged.
"You doing anything now, John? Want to come to the cafeteria and grab a coffee with me?"
"That would be nice, Miss Katey," I answered.
We walked silently across to the College's café. I kept taking surreptitious glances across at Katey. It seemed strange that she had invited me for a coffee. No other staff member ever had.
We ordered coffees. Katey insisted on paying.
She guided me across to a table away from everyone else.
"You have to stop fucking these girls on campus, John. I'm starting to hear rumours about what goes on in your class around the staffroom. If the lecturers have heard, the students have all heard."
"I told them not to tell a soul," I answered defensively.
"You're expecting young college girls who live in a campus dorm to not tell about their sexcapades, John? I wouldn't have thought you were that naïve."
Of course, I couldn't tell her about the stone, but I did wonder about its effectiveness if rumours were already flying.
"Do you know if the rumours are coming directly from the girls in the class, or has someone seen us all in action?" I asked.
"Does it matter?" Katey pointed out. "How long before senior staff sends someone to investigate the rumours. If it gets out, you're gone. You know how severely frowned upon fraternising with the students is."
"You do it," I pointed out.
"In my unit after Varsity hours," Katey replied. "Think about it, John, please. I'd hate to see you get your sexy ass fired."
I looked over at her, "I will, this... having the female students desire me, want to fuck me... it's all new. I don't think a student has ever taken a second glance at me before. Hang on, what did you say? You think I have a sexy ass?"
Katey rolled her eyes in exasperation, "Men," she said disgustedly, "you're all so blind to the body language signals we women give out. You could've had me five years ago when I first came to the college. You could have your choice of students from way before that, I'm sure.
Oh, some of them would have been the 'As for lays' crowd, but, even so, you could have had hundreds of co-eds over your time here if you weren't so damned blind to the signals."
I was stupefied. I had done well at college, but I thought that was all the 'jock and cheerleader' bullshit that has always gone on in college life. Once I had completed my studies and began my career in academia, I hadn't even had a full-time girlfriend. Some of it could have been that I was too invested in my career but most was probably a lack of confidence.
I had busted up my right ankle in the last game of the season in my final year. It was so bad that all they could do was fuse the joint so I could at least walk on it. This operation's limp has caused uneven wear across the rest of my leg joints. My left hip and knee are wearing out, taking the extra load. The inability to exercise has meant that I've slowly gotten quite heavy over the years.
I tried swimming, but it's so fucking boring that I couldn't keep at it.
"Are you the only staff member here that thinks I'm attractive?" I asked Katey, trying to process this new information.
"You seem to inspire two polar opposite reactions, John," Katey explained. "Women either adore you or hate you. Those like me that adore you think you're strong, kind and gentle. That you're funny and quick-witted as well as generous. You're just too stupid to realise we desire you. The others believe you're aloof, snobbish, and either gay or a serial killer."
She suddenly grinned, "I should tell them you are a slayer. A slayer of nubile college pussy.
John, you're tall, confident, and attractive now that you've lost a lot of weight. What's not to like?"
"My mother was a good woman, Katey. She was a good mother to me and a good wife to my dad, but she was a manipulative bitch. I know when someone is trying to manipulate me, and I don't like it. The women I get along with best are all like you, upfront with no bullshit.
I can be very condescending and cutting towards those I believe are trying to manipulate me into feeling guilty or into doing something I don't want to do.
I'd guess the ones that hate me fall into the latter category, the ones that like me into the former."
"I'm sure you're right," Katey told me as she stood up. "Promise me you'll at least think about taking your class' sexual activities off-campus, please? And I'll see you at mine tomorrow."
"Wait up, Katey," I pleaded, "who else finds me attractive?"
She laughed, "I think you have enough women on your plate now, don't you? Just watch for the signs. They're clearly there if you just want to see."
After finishing my coffee, I jumped on my pushbike and rode home. I had things to think about.
I researched 'body language signs that a woman is interested in you'. It was an eye-opener. I had seen many of these signs from students, casual acquaintances, and work colleagues many times. What did it mean? Did women find me attractive? Could I dare to hope Beatrice did?
Even though my mind told me Katey was the one, her obvious attraction to me being key. My heart still longed for Janela's granddaughter.
I thought of asking the stone for help, but that just seemed wrong, false. I couldn't do that to Beatrice or myself. Make her spend her life living a lie, living my life in a lie with her.

The Stone of Idris: What the Future Holds.

Over the last few days, I had found myself looking for any excuse not to go to bed. My dreams since receiving the stone had not been pleasant ones, even though I'd had numerous orgasms during them. I didn't want to orgasm to visions of raping someone or experience killing someone. I feared these dreams were coarsening me.
I was afraid that they were starting to make me believe doing rape and murder was justified because I could and had a magical stone to make it easy.
I didn't want to become like my Great-great-great grandfather, delighting in human misery.
Around 2.00 am, I had to sleep. My eyes slid shut.
This was the worst night so far. I watched myself, helpless to do anything, as my behaviour became more and more lecherous, as the things I made my students, and other random lovers I had taken became more and more depraved and debaucherous.
Simple penetrative sex was not enough for me anymore. I needed them to debase themselves more and more wholly for me to derive any pleasure. I watched myself in disgust as I forced the random strangers I had gathered with the power of the stone to do unspeakably despicable things to themselves and to the others I had collected. Things that made me sick to my stomach and that I cannot bear to describe, even if I was allowed to.



I watched as I was called before a disciplinary committee of senior University lecturers and staff. I watched weeping as I was stripped of my honours and tenure and dumped out of the University I had spent my entire adult life working in.
I watched Katey, Jasmine, Tina, and all of the lovers and friends I had made turn their backs on me in disgust.
I watched in tears as Janela tore me down in front of Beatrice and took her granddaughter back to the Philippines.
I watched in despair as the bank foreclosed on my mortgage and took the only house I had ever lived in.
Crying, I saw everything I was, and everything I had, destroyed because of how I had been using the stone.
"Is this my future?" I demanded of the stone. "Is this what I am doomed to do, to become? Show me there's a different path. Show me this isn't all there is."
The stone relentlessly ground my future into my face. I watched as I became homeless and a drunkard. I wailed in despair as I was shown myself dying alone. Unloved, unlamented, and unmissed.
"You okay, Mr Muzz?" A soft voice asked at my elbow. "You were crying out in your sleep."
Beatrice had heard me from downstairs and at the other end of the house.
I sat up as Beatrice flicked the bedside lamp on. She saw my stricken face and tear-filled eyes.
"What's up, Mr Muzz?" She asked concernedly.
"I was shown my future in a dream, Bea," I told her. "My future is to die alone, unloved and unlamented. It scared me, is all."
"I believe there are many different futures, Mr Muzz," Beatrice said, sitting on my bed. "The choices we make today change the future every day. I have to believe that, otherwise there's no point. I thought my destiny was to be a massive Hollywood star, I was going to be a famous model and then star in many romantic movies.
Yet here I am, 27-years-old, living with my grandmother and working as a maid for a man who thinks I'm a child and pays no attention to me.
She was referring to me, I realised, in wonder
But I believe this isn't my future. I believe in love, marriage, and children, Mr Muzz. I believe in a full life lived with a man that I can love and respect. I believe in growing old with him and delighting in grandchildren as they appear.
Isn't that nice, Mr Muzz? Isn't that a great future?"
"It sounds perfect to me, Bea," I told her. "I once hoped for that dream myself."
Beatrice sighed. "As mammy says, 'you men are all so stupid'," she said. "I respect you, Mr Muzz. You're a good man. Kind to me and mammy. Now you've lost weight, you're physically attractive. We could build our dream together. All you have to do is stop being so blindly dense.
Mammy didn't set up the candlelit dinner I did. And what did you do? You, oh so romantically, turned on the lights, blew the candles out, dumped the wine I had so carefully chosen for you, then got yourself a beer.
Mr Romantic, not!"
To my shock, Bea was crying.
"In Filipino culture, it's not unusual for a woman to choose a much older man as her husband." Beatrice continued. "Mammy thought you might be a good match for me, so she invited me over to meet you.
I agreed with her, so I stayed. But you're so dense, so blindly stupid that you didn't even notice my overtures.
What do I have to do? Throw my panties at you?"
She reached over, opened my top drawer, then threw the five pairs of panties I had souvenired on the floor.
"When we get married, there will be no more sluts, John!" Beatrice said, calling me by my name for the first time. "My man will be true to me only!"
Exasperated, she stood up and turned to me. I noticed a few things immediately: Her hands were on her hips, her elbows wide. Her shoulders were flung back and up. Her right toe was pointing directly at me, and she was holding my gaze steadily with her head tilted toward me.
According to my research, these were all signs that she was interested in me romantically.
"Well?" She demanded. "Are you going to ask me to marry you, or do I need to take off my panties and throw them at you?"
I couldn't help myself, "Well, I think having a pair of your panties to hold to my nose would be delightful," I joked, completely inappropriately.
I waited for the explosion.
Instead, Beatrice threw her head back and roared with laughter.
"Here I am pouring my heart out to you, afraid you're going to reject me because you haven't given even one sign you find me attractive, and you're making jokes?"
She rolled her eyes theatrically, "Men!" She huffed.
I reached my hand out to her. Beatrice took it and allowed me to pull her to my chest.
"I have loved you from the moment I first laid eyes on you, Bea," I told her. "I've carefully kept my feelings and emotions for you well hidden because you are one of the world's most beautiful women and I am just a fat and old University Professor from California. What could you possibly ever see in me?"
I got down onto one knee and took her hands in mine, "Beatrice Garcia, will you do me the honour of becoming my wife?"
"Yes, you big lummox," Bea affirmed, kissing me. "I thought you were never going to ask."
We made love. I didn't need the stone. It was as beautiful as I had imagined.
The next morning we told Janny. She was as delighted as we were.
We got married in the Our Lady of Remedies Catholic Church in downtown Manila. Katey came over, she had agreed to be my best man.
I left the stone in my Great-great-great-grandfather's mansion back in the hills of West Hollywood.
It's 2022 now. Bea and I have five children, and she's pregnant with our sixth. She's even more beautiful now than ever. We split our time between L.A. and Manila. I became Professor Emeritus of the University I have so long worked for. I do quite a lot of teaching at The University of Manila, but I mostly spend my time with the Catholic Priests who work with the poor trying to help them read and write.
The stone is still in the shuttered mansion. You're welcome to try and get it if you want, but...
'Beware all that use me for I am power'.

The End.
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Short Tales 06: The Return of my Tgirl Fuck Slut.

A lot of time had passed since I last had Elise tied to my coffee table so I could roughly use all her holes but then that was the pattern. She would beg to visit, come over, be fully used and satiated, and then run back into hiding until her desires and fantasies got the better of her.
She tried to deny it, but she was addicted to being a cross-dressing, cock sucking, gaping-holed slut, and the fact was that I was always going to be her first port of call when the need rose in her again.
So why was I always the first port of call? Well, because I treated Elise well. Yes, I fuck and use her like the slut she is, but I always call her by the feminine pronouns she prefers. I never tried to make her use her penis, what she called her 'boy clitty', for anything other than what I'd use the clitoris on a cisgender girl, that is to say, only to add to her arousal and as stimulation to help her achieve orgasm. And I never expected her to fuck me with it. In other words, I treated her as the woman she so wanted to be.
It started in the usual way, one word, 'hi', texted to my cell phone. Knowing how the game was to be played, I waited two days before replying with 'Miss Elise'.
Elise immediately replied, 'What are you up to?'
'Working out when I'm going to have you', I replied.
There was a gap of a few minutes before Elise came back. 'Am I that obvious?' she asked.
'Yes,' I immediately texted back.
'Oh' came back.
'Miss Elise, you know you have no need of pretence with me.' I wrote. 'You need to feel like a woman again. You need to be owned and dominated and made to feel like the submissive, sexy and desirable woman I know you to be and you so want to be. So stop equivocating and give me some times you're available.'
'How does this Friday about 7.30 pm sound? She typed.
'Works for me as long as you come dressed up. Otherwise, I'll leave you a key in the usual place, and you can come over earlier and get yourself all glammed up for me when I get home about 7 ish.'
'Leave the key, please?' She said. 'I have new housemates, and I'd rather not have them know.'
I smiled in anticipation. 'See you about 7 on Friday then', I texted.
It was only early Monday, so I had five days of anticipation to fill in before our meeting on Friday. It had been too long between visits, and I was looking forward to seeing her again. I was finding it hard to concentrate on work.
As I daydreamed and reminisced about some of her earlier visits, I'd often discover myself idly fiddling with myself. I found myself thinking of Elise's willing mouth, holes, and talented hands. How her ass, her 'boy cunt' as she called it, was so tight and velvety around my cock. How she would greedily clench and unclench her sphincter as I pounded into her, milking me for all I was worth.
I called my cleaner to ensure I had fresh sheets put on the bed and have her throw open all the doors and windows for a couple of hours as she cleaned so my unit would be well aired by the time Elise got there Friday evening.
I ordered some flowers to be delivered whilst the cleaner was in, along with a card saying they were for Elise.
Finally, it was Friday evening, and I was done with work. Taking a cab home, I rushed up the stairs to my unit.
Unlocking the door, I ventured inside. The dimmers had been turned down, and a heady smell of incense and flowers permeated the room.
In a strong, firm voice, I said, 'Elise, I'm home.' Making sure she would be aware of my presence and not be frightened or startled at my arrival.
'Won't be a moment, Sir,' she responded from my bedroom in a low husky voice.
The sound of her voice made my dick jump. I loved that voice! I made myself a scotch rocks and sat on my couch in anticipation.
I had barely settled into my seat when Elise appeared.
I was stunned! She had spent the months since I saw her last working on her make-up skills.
Elise wore a long jet-black wig with a tousled locks look. Her make-up smoothed out her features and was cleverly applied to hide almost all signs of masculinity.
Bronzer highlighted her well-defined cheekbones, and contouring had thinned out her nose and rounded out her chin to add to the feminine look.
Her eyelids were perfectly outlined and shaded to make her blue eyes sparkle and pop. Dark red lipstick emphasised her full cupid bow lips.
A complete set of false dark red nails and a faint smell of musky perfume finished the look off perfectly.
All I could say was 'Wow!'
As she walked further into the room, I saw she was wearing a full-length black silk nightie with a black silk shoulder wrap. She had her 18 double D breast forms crammed into a 16 C black bra which made her 'tits' sit high and proud on her chest.
As Elise moved, I could see she was also wearing a tiny black G string. Momentarily wondering where she had managed to tuck everything, I watched fascinated as Elise glided across the floor toward me in her strappy black 7-in heels.
Her sheer black stay-up stockings whisked quietly as she moved. As she came closer, I spread my legs apart, and Elise sank gracefully to her knees, looking up at me.
'Miss Elise, you look fantastic', I truthfully told her. 'Stunning, very feminine and very sexy!'
Elise lowered her eyes 'Thank you, Sir,' she said huskily.
Again my dick jumped at the sound of her voice.
Noticing my dick jump, Elise's tongue came out and touched her bottom lip as she stared hungrily at my groin.
I placed a hand behind her head and pulled her forward for a kiss. She was so obviously a woman my other hand naturally found her breast forgetting that they were only forms. I still moulded them against her as my tongue flicked over her lips and through her slightly parted teeth.
Sliding my hand down her rib cage and across her belly, I reached between her thighs and stroked across her panties.
'Wow! That is some tuck job', I thought when my hand failed to find any sign of her boy clitty.
Breaking the kiss, I leant back against the sofa. Elise immediately started working on my belt and trousers. Within seconds she had them down around my ankles. I lifted my ass off the couch as she insistently pulled and hawed at my boxers. My lovely 7-in. cock immediately jumped out, and Elise quickly gobbled it down with a sigh of contentment.
I moved back to watch her talented mouth work its magic on my now rock-hard cock.
Holding the shaft by the base, Elise alternated between sliding her tongue along the underside of my dick and taking almost all of its length in her mouth and down her throat. It only took a few quick bobs before all of my length slid down her throat past her gag reflex.
Luxuriating in her attentions, I contented myself with holding her head as she eagerly slurped her way up and down my turgid pole. But I quickly realised that if I allowed her to keep up her ministrations, I would lose my load down her long thin neck.
Lifting her with my hands under her armpits, noticing as I did Elise had removed all signs of body hair, I lowered her into my lap. Kissing her passionately, I slid my hand along her stockinged thigh and forced her legs apart.
Salaciously raising her bottom Elise allowed me to pull her nightie up over her hips, exposing her panty-clad nether regions. Pulling the flimsy material back, I saw that she had tucked her balls back into the canals they had originally descended from and had duct-taped her shaft back and against the perineum leaving only the head exposed.
With one arm around her back, squeezing Elise to me, I started to run my thumb around the sensitive head of her boy clitty. Applying pressure to the underside and pushing upward toward the eye, I was rewarded with a low groan from my horny little fuck slut.
Nipping and sucking at her neck just where it met her shoulder, I concentrated on trying to send Elise close to orgasm. Grinding her hips against my body as my thumb circled her boy clitty Elise's head fell back, and she moaned.
Spilling her to the ground, I stood up suddenly. Kicking my feet out of my trousers and boxers and taking her surprised hand, I raised her to her feet and then casually picked her up, as if she was my bride and I was the over eager groom and carried her across the room into my bedroom.
It always shocks her that I'm able to do this so easily. She isn't a small girl, but I am a big man, 6ft 4in tall, with an ex-athletes body that is slowly running to fat.
Smiling, I placed her on my king-sized bed. Pushing her over on her stomach, I knelt astride her and sat on her bottom.
Reaching into my nightstand and bringing out two sets of handcuffs, I attached one to each of Elise's wrists and quickly secured each arm to the bedposts. Now that she was helpless and had to accept whatever I wished to do to her, I pulled her nightgown up over her hips, exposing her firmly toned ass.
Massaging that sweet ass, I contemplated what I would do next. Grinning, it occurred to me that I knew what Elise wanted.
I grabbed a bottle of lube and a nice sized butt plug from the nightstand. Pulling the G string aside, I squeezed a good dollop of lube onto her rosebud.
Using the plug's tip, I smeared the lube around her ring and rosebud. Starting in small circles, I homed in on her boy cunt, slowly increasing the pressure as I narrowed into my target.
Holding the plug's tip against her rosebud, I suddenly smacked her ass hard with my spare hand.
As Elise's hips bucked up involuntarily, I pushed the plug into her boy cunt with a practised shove.
Elise moaned, shuddered and then relaxed into the bed. Tilting her head, she tried to look back at me. I smiled at her, pulled her G string back into place, reached into a drawer on my nightstand, and pulled out a deep tissue massager.
I turned it on by plugging the massager in and selecting a medium setting. Reaching one arm under Elise's hips, I found her boy clitty again and then held the massager against the butt plug shoved deep in her boy cunt.
As the name would imply, the massager was designed to send vibrations deep into the muscle. When held against the butt plug, it sent vibrations deep into Elise's bowel, causing the plug to vibrate against her prostate.
Almost against her will, Elise began to hump back against the massager and forward against my teasing and stroking fingers. Low guttural growls started to emit from her.
Judging her arousal, I found the edge of the duct tape. As her arousal grew close to orgasm, I carefully peeled the duct tape back, freeing her boy clitty. Elise was so hard it must have been a relief when her cock finally sprung free.
Letting go of the massager, I squeezed a dollop of lube into my left palm and wrapped my fingers around her boy clitty. Replacing the massager against the plug, I squeezed and stroked Elise's boy clitty as I began to tap the massager against the base of the butt plug.
This drove the vibrations deeper into her boy cunt and increased the stimulation on her prostate. With a groan, Elise started to hump back against the massager and forward into my tightly gripping fist in time with my taps.
As she came closer to orgasm, I lessened the taps and started to push against the plug harder and stroke her boy clitty faster whilst squeezing and releasing it simultaneously.
Elise's head tossed back, and her eyes flew open, almost levitating up off the bed, her hips lifted, and with a bit of scream, her boy clitty started to squirt.
Milking her boy clit I gripped it tight and stretched the skin back toward her abdomen whilst pushing the massager as hard as I could against the butt plug. Grunting and humping like a wild thing, Elise squirted 4 or 5 more times before slowly collapsing back onto her stomach on the bed.
After a few moments' rest, Elise opened her eyes and looked longingly at me. 'Please feed me your beautiful cock, Sir', she begged.
Stripping off my shirt, I placed my hand behind her neck and positioned myself close to her lips. I slid my throbbing cock back into her willing mouth.
I reached over and undid the handcuffs so Elise could turn and make herself more comfortable. Rolling onto her side, Elise greedily slurped at my turgid member, sucking it deep into her mouth and down her throat.
She reached between my legs, traced her nails across my perineum, and gently fingered my ass. Holding a finger against my rosebud, she pulled my cock deeper into her mouth, sucking and slurping hungrily, trying to make me come down her throat.
Feeling my needs become urgent, I pulled away from her insistent mouth and took her wrists in my hands. I forced her over onto her back and her arms above her head. Quickly I re-snapped the handcuffs closed around her wrists.
I grabbed her legs behind her kneecaps and pushed them back and apart, forcing her back to arch back and her pert backside up into view.
I removed the butt plug and moved down to position my rock-hard 7-in cock against the entrance to her boy cunt. I slowly pushed my way into her tight warm fuck hole.
Even after having the plug in, her boy cunt was still tight and offered resistance as I slid in. With a grunt from Elise, the head of my cock popped through her knot and deep inside her.
Holding her legs back and apart, I started to pump into her boy cunt. With her usual enthusiasm, Elise was thrusting back at me, clenching down on my cock as I pulled back and releasing as I shoved into her.
Changing the angle, I pounded her like the fuck slut she is. The change of angle caused my cock to scrape across her prostate. Her boy clitty jumped at each forward thrust from me.
Releasing her legs, I balanced myself on my arms and drove into her like a piston. The sound of my abdomen slapping against her ass filled the room.
That exquisite feeling of impending orgasm came raging through me. Dropping forward onto Elise's chest, I grabbed her ass. Elise wrapped her legs around my hips and humped back at me.
Just as I reached the point of no return, Elise's eyes flew open, and with a grunt, she twitched, and I felt her juices shoot up between us.
This proved too much, and I unloaded deep inside Elise's bowel with a deep groan and a grunt of my own. She clenched and unclenched her sphincter milking the come out of me as I shot my load into her.
Kissing her tenderly, my slowly deflating cock slipped out of her love canal, and I released her from the cuffs.
Rolling her onto her side, I pulled her into me, gently spooning her.
'You can stay,' I whispered in her ear as I slipped into sleep.
But as I expected, I was alone when I awoke two hours later. This time there was a note though 'I need you again soon, big man' it said ...

The End.
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Tranny Babysitter: She Owns my Ass.

It should go without saying but: This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual people alive or dead is merely coincidence.
Warning: There is a lot of use of words that are currently deemed derogatory, insulting, and demeaning. The characters, who are mainly a mixture of gay, gay curious, bisexual, or bisexual curious, trans or trans friendly, call each other names such as fag, fagboy, poofter, pooftah, queer, and worse.
If this offends you, this is not a story you need to read.
Chapter 01: How it all began.
My story isn't particularly unusual. I'm a talented football player recruited by one of Brisbane's two major football teams. The problem is, I'm a nearly guy, you know? Never quite good enough or consistent enough to hold down a full-time spot in the team. The proverbial fringe player, the Mr Fixit, of the team.
Your best defender goes down for a couple of weeks? John's your man to plug the gap. Your gun forward gets suspended, and John will do a perfectly adequate cover job. Wing man is out? John can cover that, too.
I just couldn't seem to nail down that permanent spot, though.
I didn't really care. They were paying me an awful lot of money to play reserve grade and to fill in with the firsts as needed. I even got to play a couple of finals, so life is good.
I knocked my now wife up celebrating one of those finals wins. We'd been high school sweethearts, so when she said she was preggers, I asked her to marry me. That was five years ago, we've had another kid since then, and she's pregnant with our third.
Our marriage is pretty good, except I'm a bit of a slut, you know?
It comes with the territory. As a semi-famous footballer, there's always a bevy of women willing to drop their knickers and jump into bed with you. It gets a little hard to resist, and I don't really want to. It's the whole 'have your cake and eat it' thing.
I love my wife and kids dearly, but stray pussy is always so delicious. It's the naughtiness of the forbidden fruit that I like so much. Plus, I love my wife sucking the juices of some slut I've just fucked off my wang. It makes me want to cum so badly.
My wife's a bit of a straight-laced Christian girl. I've tried to get her to loosen up and expand her sexual horizons, but she won't. One of my teammates mentioned that he thought she was hot as fuck and wouldn't mind a go at her. I hinted that maybe she could go with him when we were out together, but she just laughed it off as a joke.
If I can get her to fuck another guy, she can't get pissed at me when I fuck other women, right?
My latest adventure has been to screw every one of our babysitters. My wife always hires them, so they don't know they'll be babysitting for a footy star. I always offer to drive them home so they get there safe, ensure they're at least 18 years old, and then seduce them.
Having your face on TV playing for a popular team is a huge aphrodisiac to most young women, so when I put my hand on their inner thigh and ask if they'd like a kiss, they all say yes.
I'm a damned good kisser. Every woman says so. After I've kissed the poor girl until her shoes are about to explode off her feet, I ask if they want me to come inside with them or if they'd like to fuck in the backseat?
When I've been invited in, I've even gotten to bang some of their mothers on the way out.
I'm sure my wife must realise that I take way too long to get back, but she never says a word.
As soon as I'm home, I race upstairs and get my cock in her mouth as quickly as possible. Watching her suck some big-titted, gorgeous 18-year-old's pussy juices off my rock-hard 7.5-inch wang is such a turn-on!
After I've cum in her mouth, I make sure I give her a total rollicking in bed. I make her cum over and over again until she begs me to stop. Then I cuddle her close and tell her much I love her. I do, but as I said... I'm a bit of a slut.
The babysitter we got for the awards night was a prize example. Four days after her 18th birthday, having answered the ad on the website, she turned up to look after our two kids.
She was a little tubby, but I like them like that.
My wife Courtney is gorgeous. That is true. She's the queen of the WAGs (Wives and Girlfriends), so she has an image to uphold. Short at 5 ft. 4 in. (163) cm) and tiny at only 110 lbs (50 Kg), she's an absolute head turner. Pairing long curly black hair with bright blue eyes makes her stand out even in a crowd of other footy wives. Add a small upturned nose to full lips and a flawless complexion, and you're probably wondering why I fuck around on her.
Because I can, okay?
This babysitter is like her polar opposite. Quite tall for a woman, a little tubby, as mentioned, huge boobies and a phat ass with plump thighs. I just had to fuck her. It was probably going to be the highlight of her life.
After we'd got home, and I'd put the wife to bed, she's a proverbial two-pot screamer, I took the babysitter on our lounge. I sat beside her, took her hand in mine then placed it on my cock.
She couldn't wait to get on her knees and take me in her mouth. Ten minutes later, she's on her knees, holding the back of the couch, and I'm pounding her with all 7.5-inches.
She was noisy as, but I wasn't worried because the wife sleeps like a log after a couple of drinks.
I like to fuck, and I'm good at it. Unlike many players who just get what they want and leave the girl wanting, I like to wait until the girl begs me to cum. This one, Stephanie, I think her name was, was no exception. After she creamed on my todger for the third time, she begged me to cum in her.
I hadn't asked about her birth control status, so I pulled out, slapped her ass to turn her around, and blew on her face. She looked so gorgeous with my cum dripping off her nose and chin.
"Mum's never going to believe this," Stephanie told me. "You're her favourite player, and she's going to lose her mind when I tell her we fucked."
"Maybe you should leave my cum on your face as proof for when you get home?" I replied. "Don't let daddy see, though."
"Mum and I live alone," she told me coquettishly.
"I'll come inside with you. Then I can take care of your mum, as well. It would only be fair if she's my biggest fan.
Your mum isn't a minger or anything, is she?"
"Everybody says we look like sisters," Stephanie reassured me.
So I took Stephanie home, her face still covered in cum, and with her blowing me the whole way, followed her inside, and then banged her mum.
Her mum did look a lot like her, but huge, you know? Easily 250 Lbs (115 Kg). I didn't mind. Mum on my cock, and Stephanie's tongue in my ass. It doesn't get much better than that.
When I got home, I woke the wife long enough to get her to blow me. I tried to make love to her after I'd cum, but all she wanted to do was sleep.
The season ended, my contract renewal went well, and all was good in the world. I took Courtney out to celebrate.
This week's babysitter, Hannah, was the most beautiful yet. Tall at close to 6 ft. (183 cm) and rake thin. She had huge knockers, at least a double D, if not an E, a firm, tight ass, with long, long toned legs. She had long blonde hair that came to the top of her ass. This girl was tanned, with eyes so brown they were almost black.
Her nose was perfectly in proportion to her mouth and face, she had tiny ears and full lips painted a deep red. Her makeup was perfect, with a bronze highlighter accentuating her cheekbones and a long slim neck.
There was something different about her. An aloofness that I hadn't encountered before. She had an air of sophistication and a look of knowing, as if she saw more than you, further than you.
I was smitten. I just had to have her, you know? This woman was fucking awesome, a catwalk model, for sure. I immediately decided to add her to my list of conquests.
Courtney pleaded a headache when we got home and asked if I could take Hannah home.
Well, duh! I almost always take the babysitter home, then fuck them.
On the drive to Hannah's place, I turned on the charm. I quickly had her laughing and us chatting like we were old friends. But every time I tried to put my hand on her inner thigh, she would grab it, kiss the back of it, and then put it back on my leg.
When we got to her place, I tried to kiss her. She got right into it, and we were kissing up a storm. I could tell from her moans and heavy breathing that she was as turned on as any woman I had ever seduced.
Hannah still wouldn't let me reach for her pussy, though. Every time I tried, she would take my hand and guide it back to her breast.
It was spring in Brisbane, so it was reasonably warm. I slipped the straps to her tank top off and exposed her full bosom. Her nipples were tiny and rock hard. I reached for the right one with my tongue. Hannah guided my head to her breast and moaned lustfully as I tongued her nipple.
Holding her left breast in my hand, I put my right hand between Hannah's legs and started to work my way toward her pleasure pot. As my fingers reached the hem of her skirt, Hannah took it and guided it to her other breast.
No matter how hard I tried or how deep and sensual her groans became, Hannah wouldn't let me touch her pussy. Ultimately, I was forced to ask her if she wanted to fuck.
"I'm not going to be another notch on your belt, John," she told me. "I deserve better than that. Your wife deserves better than that."
I've never forced myself on a girl, ever, so I graciously took her refusal and let her out of the car.
I fucked Courtney until dawn, and our youngest's cries to be fed could be heard.
The following Friday, we were out again. It's the off-season, so we're all partying pretty hard before pre-season training, and the skin fold tests come back in. Hannah was our babysitter again.
I was a little surprised as Courtney gets a new sitter every time. I suspect it's because she knows I've fucked them and doesn't want any of these sluts to think she's a chance with her man.
Courtney asked me to take Hannah home again, another somewhat weird request. But I was happy to oblige. It was a repeat of the first night. Hannah gave every sign of being hot to trot, but she wouldn't let me touch her pussy, and she refused to screw.
I got home and jumped into bed as horny and frustrated as hell. About 5.00 am, Courtney said her pussy was sore, and she needed at least some sleep before our 2-year-old woke up needing to be fed. I came in her one last time, then rolled over to sleep. I was only vaguely aware of Courtney getting up to our baby's cries.
The following weekend we had a do at the coach's place. It was his birthday. It's always wise to stay on the good side of your coach so, of course, we would be there.
Hannah was the babysitter again. I guess I should have twigged something was up then. We rarely had the same babysitter twice. Three times? Never!
Hannah was right into our pashing and petting when I took her home. I would have sworn that she was close to cumming at least twice, and I wouldn't have been surprised if she had cum, but had hidden it.
Hannah still wouldn't let me play with her pussy, though. Nor would she let me fuck her.
With blue balls, I shagged Courtney every which way you could until, around 5.00 am again, she begged me to stop.
Cuddling her to me, I said, "I'm not sure about this latest babysitter. You sure she can be trusted?"
Cortney rolled over and looked at me, "She's the youngest sister of one of my old school friends. You can trust her whole family with your life savings. They're about as straight as they get.
Besides, I like her. She makes me laugh."
Not wanting to arouse any suspicions, I shrugged, "As usual, my dear, babysitters are your domain. My job is to make sure they get home safely."
I could have sworn Courtney muttered, "And to fuck every one of them, you fucking arsehole," but I was falling asleep, so I didn't care.
The following week there was a gap between functions, so we did not need a babysitter.
On Saturday, Courtney was on the phone with someone when I got home from my run. The conversation was quite animated, and Courtney was laughing her head off. Not something I'd seen her do too often, so I was curious about whom she was chatting with.
As I wandered past her, I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, had a squeeze of her titties and put a finger on her puss. Just to let her know I still cared, right? Her nipples were rock hard, and her puss was hot and wet. That probably should have told me something, but men, huh?
I stripped off to shower. As I pulled my singlet over my head, Courtney jumped me. She had my running shorts around my ankles and was gobbling my knob before I had figured out what was happening.
Courtney fingered herself to an orgasm as she blew me. Hearing her cum on her fingers blew me off the edge, and I came in her mouth.
It was pretty unusual, but hey, a blow job? Who's going to knock that back?
After showering, I asked her, "Who was that?"
"Who was who?" Courtney answered.
"Who were you talking to when I got back?"
"What? Oh, Hannah. She's agreed to sit for us next weekend when we're out at that do."
"What do?" I asked.
"The sponsor's function you're doing for the club. Have you worked out what you're going to talk about yet?"
"Fuck," I replied. "I'd forgotten all about it."
I'm not the most famous player at my club, but I'm very popular at the sponsor's functions because I tell an excellent story. I'm often told I should go into comedy after my footy career.
"The last one you did. Are any of those people going to be at this one?" Courtney asked.
"Maybe a couple," was my reply.
"Well, add some newer things from the last couple of months in case there are a few repeat people, then reuse most of the ones from last month."
"That will work," I said. "Most of what I say is off the cuff and in response to the energy in the crowd, anyway."
I looked forward to Friday night for the rest of the week. The energy and excitement of making a crowd laugh aren't as great as winning a game of football, but it's pretty damned good, you know?
Plus, I'd get to pash with the gorgeous Hannah again. Maybe I could crack that nut this time.

Chapter 02: The First Friday.

I usually use the main bathroom if we go out together because Courtney takes forever.
I came out of the bathroom that Friday night, completely starker, to find Hannah standing at our bedroom door talking to Courtney.
'Oops,' I thought.
I didn't care. I'm 6 ft. 4 in. (193 cm) of lean muscle. I'm all long legs and long arms and less than 3% body fat. You can draw virtually all the various muscles on my arms, legs and torso. They're that well-defined. Showing some skin doesn't bother me at all.
Besides, Hannah might want a taste of it if she saw what I carry between my thighs.
Hannah, with a little smile playing about her lips, stared openly at my todger. She had gone quiet, though, so Courtney stepped into the hall to see why.
"Oh, FFS! John," she said to me. "Stop showing off. The poor girl doesn't need to see that!"
She threw me some boxers.
Twirling them around my forefinger, I strutted into the bedroom. Courtney rolled her eyes and shut the door behind me.
I began to dress before realising Hannah was on this side of the door, not outside, as I had assumed. Stunned, I faltered and almost fell over trying to get my trousers on.
Now call me dense, but I still didn't figure out something was happening here.
Courtney and Hannah had a great chuckle at my expense.
"Need some help getting dressed, baby?" Courtney chortled.
"All I need to perform my best is an audience," I returned. "The laughs are sure to follow."
The girls went back to sorting out Courtney's outfit for the night. They finished on a bright blue midi-dress that was tight at the boobs, flared out at the belly, and then cinched on the hips. The dress accentuated my wife's magnificent breasts. At $12,000, they'd better be damned magnificent! Flaring to cover her pregnant belly, it tightened back into the hips, emphasising her toned ass and thighs. The dress was paired with 7-inch stiletto-heeled thigh-high black boots.
I knotted my tie and watched as Hannah slightly changed how Courtney applied her makeup. I didn't understand the difference, but the effect was incredible. My wife's eyes seemed wider and brighter than usual, and her lips fuller. Courtney's already well-defined cheekbones looked quite angular in the light. She looked every inch the Queen of the WAGs that she was.
"There you go, my girl," Hannah said in quite a proprietary way.
I thought it was a little weird, but shrugs... I'm male, right? We don't see even the obvious when we don't want to.
I was a hit at the function. The audience laughed at all the right places and none of the wrong ones. I got a standing ovation at the end. The next hour was spent schmoozing with the sponsors. Shaking hands, letting them take photos, giving their wives the obligatory ass squeeze and peck on the cheek, and signing autographs.
One of the big reasons the club sends me to these events is because I like doing them. They're fun, plus it's an excellent place to meet sluts.
I probably spent too long with the daughters of a couple of the major sponsors because Courtney got a little pissy. When she gets pissy at me, she drinks too much. She doesn't get loud or obnoxious. She just wants to sleep.
I took her home. It's getting too close to preseason training, so I'm mostly off the grog. Audi is one of our club's sponsors, so I've got an Avant as a family car and an R8 for me. We'd taken the R8.
Hannah was waiting on the lounge with her bag at her side when I carried Courtney inside.
"What did you do to piss her off?" She asked.
"Who says I did anything?" I replied.
"She only ever drinks too much when you've been an asshole,"
"What? Are you her mother?"
"Let me help you put her to bed," Hannah said.
I carried Courtney to our bedroom. Hannah pulled the sheets back so I could lay Courtney on the bed.
Hannah began to strip Courtney off. I was like, WTF?
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"What does it look like? You can't leave her to sleep in her dress, it'll ruin it, and she certainly can't sleep in those boots. Plus, it's not healthy to sleep with a bra on," Hannah replied.
I watched as Hannah completed taking Courtney's gear off. Did her hands linger a little long on my wife's breasts? I wasn't sure what I'd seen, but my dick gave a jump at the thought of Hannah and Courtney playing together.
I'd had plenty of FFM threesomes, but never with my wife.
Hannah kissed Courtney on the cheek, stroked her hair, and then looked at me.
"So, what did you do?" Hannah asked.
"Nothing I haven't done 1,000 times before," I replied.
"Who did you hit on? Someone's wife or someone's daughter?"
"I may have done some harmless flirting with some of the sponsor's wives or daughters," I answered. "It's expected and all part of the schmooze game."
"How many phone numbers did you get?" Hannah questioned.
I blushed, "I don't know what you're talking about."
"How many wives told you when they would be home alone?"
"What? None." I managed to stammer.
I had gotten four numbers and two hints to come and visit when hubby was going to be out. But I rarely took those hints. The woman has to be an almost 10 for me to consider it.
"So Courtney just decided to write herself off because you were being a perfect gentleman then?"
"It's not my fault she's a two-pot screamer," I answered defensively.
"So, are you going to kiss me or not?" Hannah asked.



"Wha _ What?" I said, shocked.
"Are you going to kiss me or not?" She repeated.
"Here in the bedroom with my wife two feet away?"
"Sure, why not?" Hannah stated. "Unless you're chicken?"
That's a dare I can't refuse, so I reached out my right hand. When Hannah took it, I pulled her slowly towards me making her climb onto the bed and step over Courtney.
Courtney muttered something as she felt Hannah step over her, then rolled onto her side facing me. Her eyes were still closed, and she was snoring softly, so she hadn't awakened.
Hannah was standing on the edge of the bed, and her groin was right at my mouth's level. I grabbed her tight buns and brought her crotch to my mouth. Just when I thought my lips were going to press against her jean short's zipper, Hannah stepped off the bed. Her huge tits rubbed across my face as she slid onto the floor.
"Kiss me first, John," Hannah said.
I kissed her with every ounce of skill and passion that I had. I turned my head to the side and then ran my tongue softly across the corner of her mouth as I found her left breast with my right hand.
Hannah shivered, then softly moaned as my fingers stroked her nipple through her T-shirt, and my tongue probed her mouth's erogenous zone.
Moving my lips to cover hers, I snaked my tongue out and brushed it across her lips. Hannah opened her mouth and let my tongue find hers. We tongue danced for a long time. I could hear and feel, Hannah's arousal growing exponentially as she moaned into my mouth as I kissed her.
I reached for the button and zip of her shorts, but Hannah swayed her hips back away from me.
"My breasts next, John," she told me.
I pulled the bottom of her T-shirt out from her shorts and lifted it over her head. Hannah's massive melons came into view. They were so firm that she was braless. Her breasts were beautiful and perfectly symmetrical, a dead giveaway that they were fake because there's always a slight variation between natural breasts.
I didn't care. I know from making love to my wife that augmented breasts and their nipples are still as sensitive as natural breasts are.
I put my hands on Hannah's waist, lifted her then lay her on the bed. A surprised grunt flew from her lips at how easily I picked her up. I can deadlift twice my weight, around 375 lbs (170 kg). Hannah wouldn't have weighed 154 lbs (70 kg), so lifting her was easy.
I tried to slide between Hannah's thighs, but she kept them tightly closed, so, a little awkwardly, I had to lie across her hips and stomach to be able to lash her nipples with my tongue.
Hannah moaned lavishly as she guided my head from breast to breast with her hands. Her eyes were closed, and her breaths were coming in quick pants. It was self-evident how turned on she was, but she still wouldn't let me between her legs or touch her pussy.
Hannah pulled me insistently upward, and I moved at her urging. She quickly had my pants down and my wood in her mouth.
'Now, this is good," I thought.
I undid my jacket and threw it aside, then undid the buttons on my shirt before throwing that aside too. I kicked myself out of my shoes and out of the legs of my trousers. Naked, I held Hannah's head as she bobbed up and down on my cock. I'm sure I'd had better blowjobs, but I can't remember when.
She was bobbing up and down much faster than usual and sucking more insistently than a woman typically does. It felt fucking awesome!
Hannah cupped my balls, reached between my thighs and fingered my ass. Coming from a small town, I can be a little homophobic. I try not to be, but those small-town prejudices run deep, you know? The whole ass play stuff has always seemed a little gay to me, so I don't usually let anyone touch my brown star at all.
Hannah's blowjob felt so awesome that I just went along with it. Hannah wet her finger with her mouth and began to rim me. It felt pretty damned good, so I spread my legs to allow her better access.
Hannah worked a finger into my ass. By now, I was so turned on I would typically have cum in the woman's mouth, but Hannah had circled my balls with her thumb and forefinger, holding them away from the shaft. I still could have cum, but it would probably have hurt, so I hadn't yet.
I felt a second digit at my rosebud. Working moisture into my butt, Hannah eventually forced a second finger into me. I was about to demand she pulled them out because I wasn't no arse bandit faggot when she found my prostate, and I was fucking gone!
"Oh, fuck!" I groaned.
I was about to shoot my load into Hannah's wet and warm mouth when she squeezed my balls hard and hauled them downward.
Letting my cock slip out of her mouth, she said, "Not yet, Mister! I need you to beg me to cum first."
'What the fuck is this?' I thought. 'Is this 'opposite day'? I'm the one that demands the woman cums. They don't make demands of me!'
Hannah resumed sucking me and fingering my prostate, my P-spot if you will.
Desperate, I found myself pleading, "I need to cum, Hannah, please let me cum."
She responded, "Do you want to fuck me, John?"
'Does a bear shit in the woods?' I thought.
"Yes," was what I answered, though.
"Then you must let me blindfold you and tie your hands to the bed. I will then ride you. Okay?"
I like a bit of kink play. It's one of the few things Courtney will let me do. That book '50 shades of...' was fucking awesome. Courtney read it and then wanted me to do all of the things that were in the book to her.
"Sure," I said, holding my hands out to be tied.
Hannah opened our walk-in robe and took a bag out. Out of the bag, she brought a pair of steel cufflinks and a blindfold. It was a fairly big bag, so I wondered what else she might have in there. I wondered briefly why one of her bags was in our walk-in robe, but those thoughts quickly disappeared as Hannah stroked my rampant dick.
I was soon tied to the bed. The blindfold Hannah had put on me bulged in the middle, so my eyelids were forced firmly shut. No matter how much I twisted my head, I couldn't see a damned thing.
Before I could work out what was happening, my ankles were tied to a leg spreader. I mean, WTF! Right?
Hannah lifted my legs by the spreader. Holding my legs high, Hannah spread her thighs and slid up until her pelvis pressed against my ass.
'This is a weird position for her to ride my cock,' I thought.
Something was being pressed against my ass ring. Thinking Hannah would finger my prostate again, I relaxed my ring and let whatever pressed against it slide inside.
It hurt a lot, as whatever it was, was much bigger than Hannah's two fingers. But after it got far enough in, it scraped across my P-spot, and it felt fucking divine!
I moaned in appreciation, "Fuck, that's good, do me some more."
"As you wish," Hannah answered.
Whatever was in my ass was pulled back and then shoved in again.
I couldn't help it. I groaned like a bitch, "Oh fuck, yes! Fuck me like the slut I am."
Hannah began to stroke whatever was in my ass in and out of me faster.
I got very vocal, "Fuck me, oh, fuck me good. Fuck my ass, fuck me and make me your bitch," I heard myself almost screaming.
The item rubbing over my prostate had driven me nuts. At that point, if someone had put a cock to my lips, I would probably have sucked it I was that horny. I had to cum. I just had to cum.
"Please may I cum, Miss Hannah?" I begged.
"Yes, you may cum," Hannah answered.
With an expansive groan, I squirted my load onto my stomach. Hannah ripped the blindfold off as my dick spasmed for the second time, shooting cum two feet in the air.
I looked at Hannah's sweat-covered breasts as she held my legs up and stroked the item into me. My eyes dropped down to see what was in my ass. It was Hannah. Her long thin cock was pounding into my ass as she thrust her hips forwards and back. Every stroke scraped the head of her long thin 8-inch penis over my prostate.
Unable to help myself, I squirted again and again. Her dick in my ass felt so fucking awesome that my homophobia was quelled.
"Told you he was a submissive cock sucker at heart," Hannah said to Courtney. "Male sluts like him always are. I bet if I offered my cock to his lips, he would suck it without hesitation."
I looked to my left. Courtney's eyes were wide open, staring at me. It turns out the bitch had only pretended to get skunked. She hadn't had a drop all night. This was all part of her and Hannah's plan.
So there I was, handcuffed to the bed, my feet in a spreader bar, with a tranny's dick buried balls deep in my ass, having just cum to a tranny cock fucking my rear passage, staring at my wife as she stared back at me.
'Fuck.' I thought. 'How do you explain this?'
"Hammer that fucker's ass," my loving wife of five years said.
And Hannah began to fuck me again.
I guess that was how you answered that. You realised that your wife had set you up to be fucked by a tranny.
My brain was screaming at me that this was wrong. Men were supposed to do the fucking, not get fucked. My sexual urges didn't care. Having cock in my ass felt so good and natural that I came again as Hannah fucked me.
Hannah pulled out of my arse and said to Courtney, "Suck me clean, slut. I want to be in your cunt next."
Courtney was on her knees sucking Hannah's wang in a flash. I had to suppress a sudden surge of jealousy. I wanted to suck that cock. I wanted to be Hannah's submissive slut. My wife was in the way.
"Once I'm balls deep in your wife, you can fuck my ass, John," Hannah said.
Now that sounded right up my alley.
Courtney uncuffed me and then released my ankles from the spreader bar. She rolled over onto her back, opened her legs, and then used her fingers to spread her pussy lips apart.
"Get your head over here, John," my wife demanded of me. "I want you to watch as Hannah's cock enters where you'll never get to go again."
"Wha _ what?" I asked, confused.
"We're making you our chastity bitch, John. Look up there," she pointed to our dresser. There was a digital camera recording every moment.
"If you try and fight this, we're releasing this movie to PornHub and sending stills to every major news outlet," Courtney explained. "You think you're such a stud, but now you're my cuckolded, cock sucking bitch.
Oh, you'll still get to fuck Hannah's ass as she likes being done anally, and I don't have a penis, but there'll be no more pussy for you. From now on, it's all tranny cock and ass.
And you'll get to watch as I fuck Hannah and as many of your teammates as I can seduce."
"You can't do this to me, babe," I pleaded. "You'll wreck my career, and I won't be able to find a team to play for. Nobody will want a pooftah playing for them."
"You've made plenty of money over the last six years, John. I've carefully invested most of it. At the moment, we have over 5 million in investments. Money won't be a problem, even if you do get fired.
I don't think you will, though. You won't listen, but you're seen as a talented player who is greedy and selfish--one that looks for individual glory and not for team success. Hannah and I will teach you how to submit to a more dominant force. How to be a team player."
A little smile quirked Courtney's mouth.
"We'll teach you how to take one for the team. Well, I'm going to take one from the whole team. You get to watch.
Now get your ass over here. Mumma needs some girl dick in her fanny."
What choice did I have? I reluctantly knelt beside my wife's pussy and watched as Hannah slowly slid all 8 inches of her gorgeous ladyboy dick into my wife.
"The best thing about Hannah's cock is how long and thin it is. It feels so good in your ass, doesn't it, baby?" Courtney moaned.
Courtney wouldn't let me near her ass. She always said I was too big and it would only hurt.
"You want to show your pussy husband how much you like shemale cock in your ass, slut?" Hannah asked Courtney.
"Yes, please, Mistress Hannah," Courtney groaned.
Hannah slid her dick out of my wife.
"Get your tongue in there," Hannah required of me. "Get her ass ready for my ladyboy cock."
Courtney rolled onto her stomach and spread her ass cheeks.
"You want me to tongue her ass?" I asked, horrified.
I love having my ass rimmed by a wet and willing tongue, but ass play was 'too gay' for me. I never returned the favour.
"Get used to it, slut," Hannah told me. "You're going to be preparing many an ass to take my girly cock."
Reluctantly, I began to tongue Courtney's ring.
"Shove that tongue right in there, my hubby cock sucker," Courtney encouraged. "Get my ring all wet and ready for my Mistress' lovely ladyboy penis. Remember how many times you tried to stick your dick in my ass? Tonight my cuckolded man, you're going to watch as Hannah fucks a hole you've never been in and never will be in."
I was being slapped from shock to horror to stunned disbelief. This moaning slut was my wife? My prim and proper little woman who was so under my spell that I could fuck whomever I wanted, and she didn't say anything because I was her man. This was her?
What the fuck had happened?
As I knelt, tentatively licking Courtney's starfish, Hannah had taken something else out of the bag. Before I realised what she was doing, Hannah tied a strap around my balls and then attached a leather cord to it.
I wasn't licking enthusiastically enough for her liking, so Hannah hauled on the cord and whacked my ass with a broad leather flogger.
"Fuck!" I swore.
I'd had enough. I tried to round on her. I'm 85 kg of muscle. If I can't handle a couple of girls, I deserved to be their bitch.
As I turned, Hannah pressed a button on what looked like a TV remote. My balls exploded into pain. The strap had a built-in electric shock. I collapsed on the bed, writhing in pain.
Hannah smacked my ass again, "No, you don't, my pretty," She told me. "You need to learn your new role. You're our toy now, our pet. Your role will be to procure men, and sometimes women, to fuck Courtney and me, to prepare their asses for my cock, and to swallow cum loads from everyone we decide needs to be blown."
I'd played through pain before. Broken fingers, dislocated shoulders, and even a dislocated ankle hadn't prevented me from playing the game I love. I was able to force myself to my feet. I advanced on Hannah again.
Hannah pushed another button and then pressed the button for the shock again. I howled in pain as I collapsed to the floor, retching. There were levels to the amount of shock, evidently. I was to find out that the first shock was only on level 1. The second was on level 3. There were seven more levels to go after that.
"Don't worry, honey," Courtney told me. "The boys are at your mother's. I called her and said the babysitter was sick. Could she come and pick them up?"
"Help me get him up on the bed. I'm going to fuck him again," Hannah told Courtney. "Zapping his balls has me as hot as all fuck."
I could see the truth in her assertion. Hannah's long tool was rigid enough to pick ice with.
The girls dragged me onto the bed.
"Up on your hands and knees, slut," Hannah compelled.
Groaning in pain, I managed to comply.
"Spread your knees and lower your ass down. You're too tall."
With no other choice, I did as told.
Hannah squatted over my ass. Holding my butt cheeks apart, she spat on my ring, then used the head of her girl cock to spread the spittle around. Homing onto the centre of my brown starfish, Hannah began to shove her dick into my ass slowly.
Balancing herself by leaning on her hands that she had placed in the middle of my back, Hannah slid all 8 inches into me. About halfway in, the head of her lady cock rubbed over my prostate.
I couldn't help the grunt of pleasure I gave. Even though I was basically being raped, her cock sliding across my prostate felt just as awesome as the first time.
Involuntarily, I pushed back at invading protuberance. As I did, my sphincter relaxed, and Hannah was able to come to rest with her pelvis pressed against me with all 8 inches buried in my gaping ass.
She held still for a moment to let me get used to having her cock in me in this position. I wasn't able to control my urges. I pushed my hips forward, then back at her pubis.
"You want me to fuck your arse, slut?" Hannah questioned.
I nodded, then received another whack with the flogger.
"The correct answer is 'Yes, please, Mistress Hannah,'" Hannah snarled.
My cock was on fire. I'd fucked probably close to two hundred different women in the six years since I turned 18. I'm sure I'd never been this turned on or as hard before.
I shook my head in denial, but then Courtney's warm wet mouth surrounded my todger. Courtney fondled my still aching balls as she deep-throated me.
"I need you to fuck me, Mistress Hannah, please," I found myself begging as the intensity of my feelings overwhelmed me.
"Good slut," Hannah replied. "But you took too long. You may hump my cock and make yourself cum, but I'm not going to help you."
Groaning in pure lust, I humped into Courtney's greedily sucking mouth and back onto Hannah's gloriously rigid shemale cock.
It took a couple of slight position changes before I had the head of Hannah's dick sliding consistently across my prostate, my P-spot, and then it felt like I was in orgasmic heaven. My dick swelled even bigger, I'm sure. It felt full enough to burst inside of Courtney's mouth.
"I'm going to cum," I told the two.
"Not until you beg me to," Hannah growled.
"Please, may I cum, Mistress Hannah?" I pleaded.
Hannah slid her magnificent tool out of my ass and then pushed me over on my back. She and Courtney grabbed an ankle each and doubled me forward and over. My knees were forced back onto the bed beside my ears.
Luckily part of our training is both core and flexibility work. This position wasn't too uncomfortable. I was painfully aware that the eye of my cock was now pointed at my face.
"Try and move, and I'll zap your balls until they fucking explode," Hannah threatened.
She forced her long thin cock down so it could be shoved back into my ass. Courtney leant forward and sucked and tongued my balls as Hannah slid back inside me.
"Make sure he cums over his face," Hannah requested of Courtney.
Hannah started to fuck me again. Her dick was once again scraping delightfully over my P-spot.
Courtney circled the shaft of my cock with her thumb and forefinger then began to jerk me off firmly.
The third time Hannah's head slid over my prostate, I lost the control I was desperately trying to hold on to. With a deep, guttural groan, I began to shoot cum out of my cock. This was the best orgasm I'd ever had. I spasmed at least seven times, spraying cups full of cum every time.
Every single squirt hit me in the face.
"Open your mouth, slut," Hannah demanded. "Swallow every drop that goes in there, or suffer the consequences."
The last three loads all went in my open mouth. It was all I could do not to throw up, but my brain was betraying me. The last three cum blasts were the most intense of a cum event that was already better than anything I'd ever experienced.
"Open your mouth, show you Mistress that you've been a good boy and swallowed everything," Hannah required of me.
Embarrassed, I complied.
"Good boy. Now you can fuck my ass and watch as I fuck your wife's delectably tight ass," Hannah informed me. "She's so fucking tight in there, tighter even than you, that I'm sure it won't take long before I need to cum. When I say 'now,' you will get off me, onto your knees, open your mouth and swallow my load. Do you understand?"
Miserably, I nodded my head.
The problem was, I was going hard again at the thought of sucking Hannah's lady donger.
Hannah pushed her toes against my cuffed balls, "There's a good pet," she said as my wang grew visibly harder. "Already learning to accept your role."



For some weird reason, I preened at the praise. What the fuck was wrong with me?
Hannah covered Courtney's tiny body with her taller one. My wife guided Hannah's wiener into her rear fuck hole, moaning vociferously the whole time Hannah slid into her tight hole.
Once Hannah was buried balls deep, Courtney moaned, "Fuck me, Mistress. Fuck your girl's slutty shit hole and fill this cum dumpster with seed."
I was hard enough to cut diamonds with. I took the bottle of lubricant that Courtney had placed on the dresser and spread some over the head and shaft of my cock.
Bending over, I spread Hannah's ass cheeks and slid my tongue onto her rosebud. What I was to find out she liked to call her boy cunt.
Having licked Courtney's ass, I figured out it wasn't too bad. There was a pleasant musky smell to a well-cleaned ass, and the taste was quite delicious.
"I should be wet enough, slut," Hannah informed me. "Push into me gently until I tell you to go for it."
I positioned the head of my thick 7.5-inch todger at the entrance to her boy cunt. Pushing my hips delicately forward, I slowly forced my cock through Hannah's ring and deep into her ass.
"Your cock is just about the perfect size for my ass," Hannah told me. "Right about there...,"
She grunted loudly
"Oh yes! Right there... it's hit my P-spot. Fuck yes! Oh, fuck yes!" She groaned as I pushed relentlessly into her. "Hold there for a moment. Give me a chance to get used to it."
Obeying, I held myself in position. Hannah allowed herself to go limp and sagged down onto Courtney's back.
"Fuck me, my little anal slut," Hannah told me. "You're going to do all the work. You need to hit my ass hard enough to drive my girl cock in and out of your wife's ass.
You are not to cum until I say you can, Mister. Do you hear me?"
I nodded my acquiescence.
It took me a couple of attempts to find the right leverage point to do what Hannah wanted. Eventually, I found if I put my hands on either side of Hannah's spine between her shoulder blades, I could lift myself far enough off her to drive my hips firmly enough forward to slam Hannah effectively into Courtney.
Starting slowly, I listened as Hannah's and Courtney's moans increased in volume and intensity. As they moaned louder, I pounded harder. As their voices got deeper and throatier, I pounded faster.
In short order, I was fucking Hannah's ass with everything I had. My hips were a blur in our walk-in robe' door mirror. The sound of my pelvis hitting Hannah's taut butt cheeks was louder and faster than a jazz drummer's staccato beat.
Courtney blew first, "Oh my fucking Gawd, I'm cumming," she screamed.
She squirted juices from her pussy, not something I'd ever seen her do before.
The pulsing of Courtney's ass' sphincter muscle sent Hannah flying off the cliff into an orgasmic explosion.
"On your knees, slut," Hannah growled back over her shoulder.
Hannah was still holding the remote to the zapper, so I quickly complied.
"Open wide," She pressed.
Reluctantly but unwilling to suffer another zapping, I opened my mouth. Hannah forced all 8-inches into my mouth and onto my gag reflex.
Retching and coughing, I tried to avoid throwing up or pushing her off.
"Keep swallowing and trying to suck, slut. You'll get used to it," my formerly demure wife snarled at me. "Think about how often you made me take you until I could deep throat you properly."
It seemed to take forever, but my throat eventually relaxed, and Hannah could pump all of her 8-inch rod across my lips and tongue, past my gag reflex and into the back of my throat.
Hannah said, "There's a good little cock sucking slut. Ready for me? Actually, I don't care if you're ready or not!"
She began to fill my mouth with cum. Spurt after spurt hit the back of my throat and slid down my oesophagus.
It tasted better than mine is all I could say for the taste.
But my deeper instincts and desires had betrayed me again. At every spurt of Hannah's beautiful long and thin love muscle into my unwilling mouth, my dick had jumped and threatened to spurt with her. I was groaning in denied desire.
"Show your owner that you've been a good boy and swallowed all of my gift," Hannah dictated to me.
I unwillingly opened my mouth. Hannah had shot her load so far back in my throat I hadn't had to swallow. It was already so far back that it had slid down my throat without effort.
"Would you like to cum again, my little cum swallower?" Hannah queried.
"Yes, please, Mistress," I pleaded. "I need to cum so badly."
"On your back, whore," came Hannah's demand.
Groaning because I suspected what was about to happen, I rolled onto my back.
Hannah and Courtney took an ankle each and bent me double again. Once again, I was looking at the eye of my penis as it leaked precum.
"Well?" Hannah asked. "What are you waiting for? Jack yourself off. Make sure you swallow every drop!"
I didn't want to, but I needed to cum so badly. With tears trickling from my eyes, I took my shaft in my hand and began tugging it.
I couldn't quite get there, even though my todger was throbbing and my balls ached with the need to cum. The horror of cumming on my face and swallowing my cum had me blocked, and I couldn't get over the edge.
Groaning in frustration, I was about to give up when Courtney tongued my rosebud. Surprised, I exploded. My face was blasted with shot after shot of semen bursting from my penis. I tried my best to do what Hannah had demanded and capture every drop in my mouth, but I must have caught less than half.
Closing my eyes and grimacing, I quickly gulped what I had managed to gather.
Hannah and Courtney showed me no mercy. They used their fingers to gather up every speck they could find, made me suck it from their fingers, and then swallow.
Every time I thought it was over, they would gleefully gather some more for me to force down.
"You may shower, then go and sleep in the spare room, my soon-to-be pooftah husband," Courtney told me. "Hannah and I are going to fuck until your mum brings the kids home around 10.00 am tomorrow."
I was happy to wash my disgrace off my face and upper body and gently clean my fucked raw ass, but I didn't like being so summarily dismissed.
I realised I could easily remove the collar on my balls now, then go back to the room and reassert my dominance, but what about the video recording? Where was it saving to? Was it only on the cam, or was the cam blue-toothed or cloud-connected and saving elsewhere?
I definitely didn't want the evidence of my disgrace getting out.
In defeat, I got into the bed in the spare room and tried not to think about Hannah fucking my wife's gorgeously toned ass. It didn't work. I had to masturbate twice to that image before I could sleep.
To my horror, I spent the night tortured not by images of Hannah fucking Courtney but by pictures of me begging Hannah to fuck my ass so I could cum, and her refusing because I hadn't swallowed the cum of the man she had chosen for my first gay experience.
What was worse, I dreamt that I had turned, on my hands and knees, to this man, and then sucked him off. Wanking myself to orgasm as I did. The nadir was waking up realising I had taken myself in hand living this dream and had cum onto my stomach.
In tears, I thought, 'I don't want to be a faggot. I like pussy.'
My cock told me I was lying to myself, though. I masturbated again to the image of being forced to suck a dick as Hannah pumped my ass.

Chapter 03: The First Saturday

The following day I woke up to a cock being forced into my ass.
"I've got morning wood," Hannah moaned. "Courtney's ass and cunt are worn out, and you need to relieve me."
I thought to resist, but the head of her magnificent cock scraped across my prostate, and I couldn't suppress the moan of desire that escaped from my lips.
"Cum in my slut hole," I found myself pleading. "I need to feel you shoot your delicious lady juice into my ass so I can cum, too."
"Such an obedient whore," Hannah said. "You're going to swallow my load, though. I'm not wasting it in your ass. If you cum before I say you can, your balls will never recover, John. Do you hear me?"
"Yes, Mistress Hannah," I groaned as her cock slid deliciously over my P-spot.
Desperately, I thought about anything else I could to distract me from cumming. I even imagined the coach's wife, a fucking giant, 300 lb (136 kg) woman with a better moustache than I can grow, naked, to stop orgasming too soon.
Hannah grunted in what seemed like 10 hours' time and pulled out of my ass.
"Get ready to receive, bitch," she said.
I was quickly on my hands and knees, ready to accept Hannah's load.
Hannah jammed all 8 inches down my throat. My subconscious remembered my training from the previous night and I was able to relax my throat and swallow swiftly so I could stand Hannah's long tool sliding over my gag reflex and down my throat.
With a satisfied groan, Hannah came into my mouth. To my shock, I nearly came to the exquisite feeling of swallowing her female dick's juice.
"Do you want to cum, my cum swallowing whore?" Hannah asked.
In tears, knowing what was next, I begged, "Yes, please, Mistress."
"Assume the position then, my wannabe cock sucker."
Even though I did not want to be a cock sucker, I was swiftly on my back. Without being asked, I lifted my hips off the bed and wrapped myself around myself so my ass was up in the air, and my knees were almost on the bed.
The eye of my cock greeted me again.
Hannah bent me even further over than before. My cock was inches from my face.
Forcing me down even more, Hannah demanded, "Open your mouth, lift your head and suck your cock."
I'd never imagined being 7.5 inches long was a liability. I needed to lift my head off the mattress only a small distance before I could suck the head of my cock into my mouth.
"Cum just as quickly as you can, my cum receptacle," Hannah told me.
I sure as fuck didn't want to suck myself off, but Hannah slid a long-nailed index finger into my ass and massaged my prostate.
I blew immediately.
"Not a drop shall you spill, slut," Hannah dictated.
Bawling like a baby, I swallowed all of my excretions.
"Good girl," Hannah said.
'Girl?' I thought. 'I'm about as manly as they get.'
Hannah had other ideas, though.
"You football players all so nearly queer, anyway," she said. "All waxed off from neck to balls and man buns galore. Courtney says you take longer in the bathroom to get ready than she does and use more product on your face and body than any woman she knows.
Have a look in the wardrobe robe. I got you some new outfits. Well, Courtney paid for them, but I chose them."
Fearfully, I opened the wardrobe door. The robe was full of women's clothing. Mostly skirts and tops as very few labels make anything suitable in a dress for someone as tall as I am.
"Who are these for?" I asked, already knowing but dreading the answer.
"You, of course," was the obvious reply. "I'd suggest you choose an ankle-length skirt for your visit to the waxers. Hairy legs look so stupid sticking out the bottom of a short skirt."
"I'm not wearing a dress!" I emphasised.
"No, you're not. You're going to wear a top and a long skirt. And you will wear it, or... "
She held the remote to the electric collar up.
"Dresser drawers," Hannah pointed demandingly.
In trepidation, I opened the drawers Hannah had indicated. The top left had a selection of women's knickers. Mainly control briefs, but also, some other 'more sexy' items, including thongs and bikini briefs. The other drawer held bras of various colours and designs.
Hannah reached into the drawers and removed a matching electric pink control brief and bra.
"I'm not putting those on." I tried to explain.
Hannah sighed. I thought she was going to zap me into submission. Instead, she said, "Okay. I guess I'll head back to my house and edit the recording from last night. Oh, and this one of you sucking yourself off," she pointed at the camera I hadn't noticed sitting on the bedside table. "PornHub viewers are going to love that one, I think.
Do you want to drop me off? I'll let you kiss me as much as you like when we get there, or you could let me drive and give me a blow job along the way?"
Shoulders slumping, I put on the items Hannah had chosen.
"Second drawer down," Hannah said peremptorily once I'd figured out how to get the bra on.
I opened the drawer. There was a heavy black box in there. I took the lid off and saw a pair of tit falsies looking back at me, or so it seemed.
Taking the forms out, I slid them into the bra cups. The breast forms were massive, at least a set of 18 Double Ds.
"Choose a skirt, slut," Hannah demanded.
Every skirt was form-fitting. Whichever one I chose would emphasise my ass and legs. I'm an ass and leg guy. Ass, legs, and then boobs, in that order. A lot of my teammates are the same. I knew that if I wore any of these skirts, the ass and leg guys would check me out.
To my shocked disbelief, my dick jumped at the thought of being checked out by males in an admiring way.
I put on a long stretch cotton black skirt.
"Come to the kitchen, John."
I meekly followed Hannah down the hall.
Hannah wet a tea towel under the tap and then put it in the microwave for 90 seconds. It came out steaming hot.
Showing me a straight razor and a can of shaving foam, Hannah said, "I'm going to wrap the towel around your face, jaw and neck to soften the skin up and then give you a straight shave. You'll need to hold completely still. I don't want to cut your pretty face."
"What's wrong with my usual 5-blade razor?" I asked.
"A straight razor shave is as close as you can shave. I can do your makeup with Dermablend to hide your beard line, but a straight shave first will make that job much easier."
"I don't want to wear makeup," I protested.
Hannah patted my cheek, "I don't care what you want, my little cum whore," she told me. "This is about what Courtney and I want. And we're going to make you our faggoty, cock sucking, and crossdressing bitch."
Utterly deflated, I sat and let Hannah shave me.
Once she was satisfied my face was as smooth as it could be, Hannah made me follow her to our bedroom and sit at Courtney's vanity.
Courtney stretched luxuriously as I took my seat, "Good morning, my fag husband. Did you get your cum breakfast?"
"He swallowed both mine and his loads. What kind of a man swallows a ladyboy's cum, and then sucks himself off?" Hannah answered for me.
If the ground had opened up before me, I would gladly have jumped to my death.
"You made him suck himself off?" Courtney chortled. "Why didn't you come and get me? I would have loved to see that!"
"I'm sure she's up for another load, babe," Hannah told her. "Look at the wet spot on the front of her briefs. The slut's leaking precum already.
Hang on. I'll get him hard. Then we can double him over and let him blow himself."
The constant changing of pronouns was confusing me. My head was being done in.
I hoped Hannah would blow me, but knowing she would feed me her ladyboy dick again, I waited for what was next.
Sure enough, Hannah pulled her long thin todger out of her knickers and wiped the head across my lips.
This act was humiliating enough. Worse, I eagerly opened my mouth and let her cock inside.
The fact that my brain rejoiced in feeling Hanna's shemale dick hardening in my mouth only confirmed the two were right. I was a cock sucking fag.
Feeling my wiener hardening even faster than Hannah's completed my subjugation. I wanted Hannah to cum in my mouth again. I wanted to taste her cock juice in the back of my throat and feel her slimy essence sliding down my throat.
If that doesn't make me a poof, I don't know what does.
Hannah held my ears and pounded down my throat. She didn't last long.
"Fuck!" She groaned. "I think he might already be a better cock sucker than you, my little cunt meat. You better lift your game, or maybe, I'll take him as my lover, and we'll make you our bitch."
I swallowed Hannah's load joyfully. What the fuck was wrong with me? I felt a surge of pride at being called a better cock sucker than my wife.
Pulling her softening tool out of my mouth, Hannah ripped the skirt and briefs she had made me put on down and off.
"On your back, slut," she ordered.
Once again, my ankles were hauled back over my head, and my knees were forced onto the bed beside my ears. The head of my cock was only bare inches short of my mouth.
"Suck, bitch," Hannah said.
Tears of resignation pouring from my eyes, I tipped my head forward and took the head of my cock in my mouth.
"Fuck me!" Courtney exclaimed. "He can suck himself off. Well, I'll be damned."
"He doesn't like to make himself cum, though. Stick your tongue in his ass, and he won't be able to stop," Hannah instructed.
Courtney's moist warm tongue slid across my chocolate starfish. With a totally useless groan of denial, I came into my mouth again. I was getting used to the taste. It was almost like swallowing heated raw oysters.
"Time for your makeup lesson, bitch," Hannah told me. "If you think I'm going to do it for you every time, better think again.
Hannah started with the Dermablend foundation. This foundation is really thick and covers men's skin exceptionally well. It smooths out all of your little nicks and scars. It's very good with acne scars, not that I had many of those.
Once she had smoothed out my features, Hannah expertly blended blush along my cheekbones, jawline, and nose, softening my features and feminising my appearance.
Hannah used her blush brush to shade a curved line between my pecs, creating the illusion that my falsies were real.
Hannah did my eyes. Skilfully, she outlined my eyes and shaded my lids in, making my eyes appear brighter and wider than they were.
Finishing by drawing a lip line 5 mm wider than my actual lips, she shaded them in with a dark red lipstick. To complete the look, she handed me a long straight, honey blonde wig. She had to show me how to put it on and adjust the clips so the wig would stay in place.
Courtney was watching gobsmacked.
"He actually looks quite pretty," she mused. "If I were a lesbian, I'd probably go for him."
I looked at myself in the mirror and I could barely recognise myself. I wasn't going to be winning any beauty contests, but I was at least a solid 6. With my long-toned body and lean features, I could easily have been a 'butter face' footy player's slut. 'Hot body, but her face, ahh well'.
Hannah handed me a V-necked stretch cotton top to wear over my skirt. The V emphasised that it looked like I was a massively titted woman.
"With your ass and looking like you have a canyon of cleavage, there's not a straight man on the planet who is looking at your face," Hannah told me. "I'm driving, and you can blow me on the way to the waxing salon."
Courtney handed me a pair of low-heeled strappy sandals. I never thought they would make women's shoes in sizes big enough to fit my feet boats, but they do.
I knew how badly fucked I was when I, without hesitation or being asked, handed Hannah the keys to my tinted windowed R8 and then got on my knees on the seat so that I could lean over the centre console, fish Hannah's delicious, delicate ladyboy cock out of her jean shorts then happily suck it all the way to the waxing salon.
I was even disappointed when we got there without her cumming.
The woman who owned the salon was Isla, an old friend of Hannah's.
"This your latest fagboy toy, babe?" She asked.
I wanted to deny it, but the salon's waiting room had full-length mirrors, and I caught sight of myself. Fuck, maybe I wasn't a fag, but I sure as hell wasn't masculine.



"What are we doing, honey?" Isla asked.
"Full service, please, babe," Hannah answered. "Back, sack, and crack, then full frontal. We'll finish with a full leg wax."
She jerked her thumb in my direction, "He's paying. Charge him plenty, cos he's got plenty."
"Come with me, fagboy," Isla instructed.
Helpless to resist, I meekly followed Isla down a short hall and into one of the waxing rooms.
"Strip naked, then get on your stomach on the table, honey. You don't want to piss Hannah off as I see that she has got her favourite poof-making device with her. A zap to your balls will only make waxing an even more painful experience.
Don't worry, though. Once she's finished with you, you won't even remember you used to like pussy."
I did as was told.
I don't have much hair on my upper back or shoulders, so that was a quick and relatively painless experience. I'm very hairy from the mid-back down, though, and my chest, stomach, and legs are a veritable forest.
Having my mid and lower back waxed was mostly pain-free. Having the hair ripped off my butt cheeks, ass crack, and perineum was fucking painful. Having my balls and the rest of my pubic area done was agonising.
Like many males these days, I already have my chest and stomach done regularly, so that didn't hurt much.
The armpits and the insides of my upper arms stung like a bitch, as did having the hair ripped from my inner thighs. The rest of my legs and my lower arms were merely uncomfortable, not painful.
Isla began to rub some soothing gel and moisturiser into my legs. Working upwards quickly, her hands soon rubbed the lotion on and around my balls and shaft.
I like a wet hand job. It's one of the things I love Courtney doing to me when she has her monthly break. I was hard in seconds.
"Very nice," Isla hummed as my thick 7.5-inch dick rose to full form.
"I'll french it for you," she crooned. "But you have to return the favour."
Wha _ what?" I asked, unsure what she meant.
Isla straightened up, lifted her skirt above her hips, moved her thong aside and brought out her hardening 6-inch penis.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'Is every pretty girl I meet from now on going to be a fucking tranny?'
I didn't hesitate, though. Before Isla even took me back in her hand, I gobbled her ladyboy cock down.
"Start without me, did you, sluts?" Hannah grumbled as she stepped into the room.
Hannah said to Isla, "Pull your stool over so you can feed your boy clitoris into his mouth as he's lying down, you short ass."
To me, she said, "On your back, you fag whore, I'm going to ream your ass again."
Isla and I took the positions requested. I had a dick in my mouth, and Hannah was about to fuck me again. I couldn't believe how aroused I was, how badly I needed to cum, and how much I wanted Isla's shemale dick to spew cum into my mouth.
Isla wasn't all that long, but the girth of her todger was enormous. It took some adjusting to let it slide safely over my gag reflex without wanting to hurl.
Both women were soon pounding into me, and I was fucking loving it!
"You are not to cum before I tell you you can, slut, do you hear?"
Both Isla and I answered, "Yes, Mistress."
"That was directed at fagboy here, honey," Hannah told Isla. "You, my well-trained fairy, can cum as soon and as often as you want. Unload on his face. He'll look gorgeous walking through the shopping centre with cum dripping off his poof face."
That cooled my ardour instantly, but having Hannah's cock sliding over my prostate soon had me at a point where I couldn't do anything but concentrate on not cumming before I was given permission.
Desperate, I swirled my tongue around the glans of Isla's penis and reached up to caress her smooth balls. I thought that if I could make her and Hannah cum, they would let me.
To help, I clenched my anus' ring hard down on Hannah's shaft as she slid backwards out of my ass.
"Have a look at this slut, would ya?" Hannah groaned at Isla. "She's only been taking a cock for 12 hours and already knows how to milk my dick. Are you ready to cum, baby girl? We'll spunk on his face together."
"Just about, Mistress Hannah," Isla muttered as she face-fucked me vigorously. "Yes, right there, yes, tongue that. OMFG, I'm cumming!"
Both penises were withdrawn from my cavities simultaneously. Holding their shafts, both women pointed the eye of their ladyboy wieners at my face, pumped their cocks and then unloaded all over my face.
My stomach was slapped, "Open wide, bitch, you should know that by now!"
Whimpering with my desperate need to cum, and my disgust at myself, I opened my mouth and accepted blast after blast into it. I don't think the taste was getting any better. I just think I was becoming accustomed to it.
I swallowed and then opened my mouth wide to show I had taken it all down.
"There's a good cock sucking fag slut." Hannah told me.
Turning to Isla, she said, "Want to see just how big a poof slut this bitch is? Help me lift his legs over his head, and I'll show you."
I was forced to give myself another blow job.
"Fuck, I wish I was long enough to do that!" Isla moaned in obvious lust. "I wouldn't have to date fags or tranny chasers to get my daily blow job."
"Get dressed, my little self-sucker," Hannah compelled. "We're going to Maccas for coffee, and then it's time to head home so I can bang that gorgeous wife of yours again."
I so did not want to leave that room, let alone walk through a mall full of people before waiting in line at Maccas for a coffee, but what choice did I have? Refuse and get my balls zapped until I did it anyway?
Trying to keep my head down and look as unobtrusive as possible, I meekly followed two steps behind Hannah across the food hall and into McDonalds.
Even though I was trying to hide, many a head snapped around as they had a double-take to confirm what they had seen. A reasonably attractive girl, with a face full of cum, walking behind a stunningly beautiful woman.
'If any of the club's fans recognise me, my days as a professional footballer are over,' I thought.
My face red, I stood meekly behind Hannah, waiting for her to order a coffee. It took Hannah three attempts before I realised she was talking to me.
"Tell the girl what coffee you want, you dumb slut. How many times do I have to tell you?"
Taking my arm, Hannah dragged me in front of the order taker.
"Flat white, two sugars, please," I mumbled, looking at the floor.
"What size?"
"Ummm... medium, please," I whispered, completely embarrassed.
"Look at the girl and thank her, Miss Slutty," Hannah demanded.
"Thank you for the coffee," I said, lifting my eyes to look at the poor woman.
The young thing manning the till blinked, her eyes widening, as she saw Hannah's and Isla's cum still dripping from my face.
"You're welcome," she managed.
"Are you over 18, little one?" Hannah asked.
"I turned 18 this month," The girl answered.
Hannah gave her a business card, "If you'd like to experience something like that," Hannah said, pointing at my face. "Give me a call. Do it. It will be fun."
The girl smiled, "I just might do that, ahh, Miss Hannah," she said, looking at the name on the card.
"You won't be a virgin 15 minutes after you've called me and come over, honey." Hannah purred.
The poor girl blushed even redder than I was.
"Okay," she said. "Something to look forward to."
Hannah said she was tired and needed a nap and I could drive home.
About 15 minutes later, we were there.
Courtney greeted Hannah with a passionate kiss, "I missed you, Mistress," she told Hannah.
Turning to look at me, she asked, "Did the fagboy get all waxed off?"
"Yup, and a face full of cum from me and the waxer."
Courtney pointed at me, "You, your mum's taking the kids to the Gold Coast swimming for the day, and she's going to have them for the rest of the weekend, so hurry up to my bedroom and strip off. I want to see how you look hairless."
I scurried inside, telling myself I was glad to be getting out of the women's clothes I was in. I dropped everything I had onto the floor and caught sight of myself in the walk-in robe's mirror. I couldn't believe how I looked. Having no hair anywhere made me look younger than the 24 I was. Being waxed to bare undeniably made me look feminine, except for the large cock.
I was curious to see what I'd look like without it, so I tucked my shaft and balls back between my thighs and squeezed them together.
If I had even the tiniest of breasts, I would look female, at least from the neck down.
Of course, Hannah and Courtney chose that moment to enter the room.
"Good to see you're already beginning to accept your role, John. You're going to make a nice addition to my femmeboy slut stable. You'll wonder why you thought you were a boy when Courtney and I have finished with you."
I quickly spread my legs to let my cock and balls burst back into view. Unfortunately, my mind and body were betraying me again as I visibly preened under the praise, and my todger began to fill with blood and raise itself.
"Go shower, use the douche kit I've laid out for you, and make sure your ass and taint are meticulously clean. Once you're done, come and put your makeup on. You need to practice.
I'm going to fuck Courtney's juicy pussy as you shower. Hurry back. You'll want to swallow my load as a good fagboy should."
Shoulders slumping, I headed for our en suite.
"Where are you going, my pooftah husband?" Courtney asked. "That's Hannah and my shower. Yours is down the hall in your room."
I turned to my wife, stricken, "You can't just shove me aside like this, Courtney, please. We've been together forever, and you can't push me aside for a shemale just like that."
"How many sluts have you fucked during our marriage, John? How often have you embarrassed me by flirting with other women right before me? You even fucked my little sister twice, you fucking arsehole.
I've stayed because you're a good fuck, a good father, and for the sake of our children. But now it's time for you to learn your role. You will stay my husband. We will remain married because it's better for our children, but you're never getting to fuck me or get pussy again. From now it's all penises and ladyboy ass for you.
Once your footy career is over, I may let you transition entirely to female, and we can fuck straight men together.
Besides, you like it. Look at how hard your cock is."
I couldn't deny her assertion. As Courtney dominated me, a surge of arousal flooded through me. I wanted to serve my tiny, gorgeous wife and kneel at Hannah's feet. God help me, but I wanted what these two had in store for me.
Except... Except, I didn't want to be a pooftah. I didn't want to be gay or suck men's penises.
Sucking Hannah's was one thing. She was like a woman with a built-in strapon. Hannah was a gorgeous woman, and so was Isla. Men were... ick. I'd had many two-on-one and three-on-one sexual encounters whilst away with the team. When you're spit-roasting, or double penetrating, some slut, some balls on balls, or shaft on shaft is inevitable, but I didn't like it, did I?
Fuck! Now that I think about it, the orgasms I'd had when double-teaming some slag, with my balls grinding against a teammate's and our cocks rubbing across the other's with only the thin membrane between the woman's vulva and anus separating us, were the best I'd had.
The best I'd had until Hannah had taken control of me.
Was she right? Was Courtney? Was I a closet queer? I didn't think I was, but I knew, deep down, that I loved being forced into the feminine role.
Crying in despair, I showered. Before entering the shower, I carefully placed the wig on the Styrofoam head someone had provided. I even spent some time working the knots out and brushing it. Fuck! What is wrong with me?
I used the douche kit to ensure my anal passage was clean, I suspected Hannah would make me do ass to mouth today, so I wanted it to be as clean as possible.
When I returned to our bedroom, sigh, Courtney and Hannah's bedroom, they were indulging in a classic 69. I watched, fascinated, with my big dick rapidly rising as Courtney easily allowed all of Hannah's long, thin shemale penis to slide across her lips and down her throat.
Hannah had her index and middle finger in Courtney's cunt, and her third finger in Courtney's ass. She was sucking and nipping on Courtney's clitoris as she vigorously thrust her fingers in and out of Courtney's ass and quim.
As I watched, Courtney came. Her lady juices shot out of her pussy and onto Hannah's tongue.
She had never squirted for me, ever.
Hannah lifted her head off Courtney's clit long enough to instruct me to put my makeup on. Struggling to remember what Hannah had shown me, I tried to imitate how she had made me up.
I started with the foundation. The foundation matched the tan on the back of my right hand. Once I had covered my face and the front of my neck with foundation, I carefully shaded my cheekbones and jawline with blush.
Adding some lighter foundation along the outside of my nose and blending it into the blush thinned the appearance of my nose. Outlining my lips around 4 millimetres wider than my actual lip line gave them a fuller and plumper look.
Putting an almost bright white dab of eyeshade in the inside corner of each eye before blending a dark brown to a light brown by the outer edge made my eyes appear wider and further apart than they were.
Outlining my eyes with eyeliner brought the white of my eyes into starker relief and helped to make them appear even wider still.
Mascara on my lashes gave me a more bold and feminine look. I was able to paint my eyebrows in such a way as to make them appear to arch higher and more sharply than they did.
I turned to the bed in time for Hannah to demand I get on my knees to accept her latest load.
I was quickly on my knees beside the bed. Hannah shoved all 8-inches brutally down my throat before holding the back of my head firmly against her pelvis as she spat load after load down my throat.
To my horror, I was rock fucking hard again.
After she had filled my stomach with her cum, Hannah noticed my extreme erection.
"He's been a good girl, honey. I think you should slip a finger in his ass and blow him until he cums," she said to Courtney.
Courtney complied. Her mouth on my rampant todger was just as exquisite as it had always been.
Groaning, I reached the point of no return and dared to place my hands on her head as I began to orgasm.
Just as I was about to cum, Hannah pushed Courtney aside and banged the heel of her palm into my balls. I still came, but the orgasm was ruined. I was in so much pain that the relief of cumming was about 98% dispelled.
"You don't get to touch your wife without express permission from me or her, bitch. Do I make myself clear?" Hannah snarled.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned in agony.
"Would you like to cum properly, my submissive, cock sucking pet?" Hannah asked.
Knowing what would happen, I shook my head, "No, thank you, Mistress."
"Too bad, on the bed and on your back, slut."
I was made to suck myself off again. Nobody had to help. That's how pathetic I had become.
"Go wash your face and try again you miserable worm. Your makeup skills are wanting."
I looked in the mirror. I thought my efforts had closely matched Hannah's, but what could I do? I didn't dare take the cuff around my balls off as I couldn't afford for the recordings to get out.
Resigned to my fate, I returned to the bathroom in my en suite and started again.
When I returned to the bedroom, Courtney was riding Hannah reverse cowgirl. Her hands were crossed over and resting on Hannah's thighs just above her knees as she lifted herself up and down Hannah's long ladyboy cock. Her eyes were closed, and she was about to cum.
Courtney came again with a deeply satisfied groan, squirting juices all over Hannah's delicate lady balls.
Hannah slapped Courtney's ass to make her get off. On your knees, slut," she said to me. "Swallow my gift."
I took Hannah's slim penis in my mouth just in time to receive another 4 or 5 squirts of her juice.
Finishing, Hannah looked at my face, "Almost, go try again. This time make the blend line a little less distinct. It should look like a natural shadow, not a defined line."
About 30 minutes later, I returned to the girl's bedroom. Hannah was on her back with Courtney cuddled against her right breast, napping. Courtney's lips were close to Hannah's nipple, and her hand was on Hannah's dick. Courtney had a small satisfied smile on her lips.
They both looked so sexily beautiful my cock began to rise. Hannah noticed. "The box of tissues is just there. You can wank yourself off if you want."
I took myself in hand. It didn't take long, as they were both so damned sexy. But just as I reached my pinnacle, Hannah sat quickly up, dislodging Courtney, then banged me in my balls again.
Another ruined orgasm ensued. She didn't even allow me to suck myself off.
"Very good, slut. See if you can repeat this look.
In resignation, I dragged my sorry ass back to the bathroom. It took me another 30 minutes to recreate the look Hannah wanted.
It was now dark outside, I'd spent a part of the morning, and all of the afternoon, being subjugated. It felt much longer.
When I got back to what used to be my bedroom, the girls were chatting and laughing animatedly. They were getting ready to go out.
"Go choose your outfit, my cock sucking queer boy," Hannah told me. "We're booked in at Daniel's steakhouse for 7.00 pm."
Daniel's was my and Courtney's favourite restaurant. Both the owner and the manager knew us personally.
"I can't go there looking like this," I protested. "Fuck me. The owner is the biggest gossip in town. Everybody will know by tomorrow morning."
"As you look now, your mother wouldn't recognise you if you passed her on the street and said hello," Courtney stated.
I looked in the mirror. Fuck me! I barely recognised myself. I was now at least a 7. With my firm-toned ass and legs, I could almost make 7.5. And that was before I added the wig and an outfit.
Sitting at Courtney's vanity, I carefully painted in a cleavage line. Using some pale foundation, I coloured between my pecs and then used a dark red blush to give the appearance of cleavage. Drawing an almost straight line on the inner sides of both pecs, I curved the line under where a woman's breasts would be.
Once I had the bra on and breast forms in, it would be impossible for the casual observer to detect my breasts weren't natural.
"Before you go and change, on your back on the bed, bitch. Lift your knees and spread them as wide as you can." Hannah demanded.
I complied, expecting to be made to suck myself off or for Hannah to fuck me in my well-stretched ass.
Hannah undid the cuff on my balls, "If you even think of doing something stupid, I release the video, Mister, do you hear?"
Hannah forced my balls back into the canals they had descended from and then taped them into place. She then pushed the shaft of my cock back along my perineum and taped that into position as well. She exposed the eye of my penis so I could sit and pee as necessary.
Hannah wet her finger, then ran it around the eye of my penis lasciviously, "You can try and get hard if you want, baby girl," She told me. "It's going to hurt like a bitch, though."
'Too late,' I thought, as I was going hard already.
She was right. It did hurt like a bitch. The pain snuffed my imminent erection.
I chose a black mini-skirt with a matching short jacket. I completed this with a sheer dark red blouse with ruffles down the front. Hannah had already instructed me to wear a matching black thong and bra set along with sheer black stay-up stockings. The bra was, of necessity, a full-fitting one so the breast forms would be invisible. The bra was clearly visible through my top.



With my balls and dick taped away with flesh-coloured tape, even someone peering up my skirt wouldn't notice anything amiss.
Hannah had laid out a pair of black ankle boots with a solid 4-inch heel. Having my heels lifted made my calves pop, and my ass protruded lusciously.
I carefully clipped my blonde wig into place. Looking in the mirror, I thought, 'A definite 6.5. In the right light, I might even pass for a 7. If they're ass and leg men, maybe even a 7.5.
Hannah and Courtney were both close to, if not perfect, 10s.
The girls made me practice walking by placing one heel directly in front of the toe of the trailing foot, taking slow, languid steps.
"You march everywhere, John," Courtney said. "Women don't march. We stroll. Plus, we don't want too many guy's eyes lingering on your face. We want them ogling your legs, ass and tits. Walking like this will make your hips sway, and your ass wriggle. With an ass as good as yours in a tight skirt, they won't be looking at your face!"
Once I walked as naturally as possible in such a short period, the girls discussed an appropriate name for me.
Some names were ridiculous, but Courtney suddenly said, "Mariska Hargitay. She even looks a little like her. Mariska's character in Law & Order is Olivia Benson. I think Olivia suits him.
So, Olivia, it was.
The girls called an Uber, and despite my fears of being recognised, I was pretty excited about going out and seeing if I could 'pass' as female or if I'd be outed as male straight away.
Courtney walked around and got in behind the driver. Hannah made me sit in the middle. My feet had to be parted to accommodate the tunnel. I tried to remember to keep my knees together, but I kept forgetting and 'man spreading'.
After I realised I was showing my knickers to the cabbie for the third time, Hannah whispered, "Let them spread, Olivia. You're giving the cabbie a serious hardon, have a look."
Pretending to cough, I leant forward to see around the driver's seat. Hannah was right. The driver was sporting a massive erection.
Lord forgive me, but I felt a frisson of excitement, and a little pride, that a man found me attractive enough to get aroused.
Hannah casually put her hand on my inner thigh, pushing my skirt even higher, and then splayed her fingers across where my pubic bone and my clitoris should have been.
The driver gaped, swallowed his spit down the wrong way, and burst into a fit of coughing.
By the wet patch on the front of his trousers, he'd either orgasmed or was flooding precum.
When we reached Daniel's, he handed me a card so I could 'call him personally' whenever I needed another lift.
"Your first conquest, my little slut," Hannah told me. "How did it feel?"
"Embarrassing," I said. "It's not right that he should be lusting over a man, especially as he's married."
"And?" Hannah asked.
I looked at her, and my shoulders sagged. Ashamed, I looked at the ground, "It felt fucking awesome," I muttered.
"Good girl, "Hannah said as she patted my arm. "Adjusting to your role beautifully, well done. You can't speak at all tonight. Your deep and flat voice is not at all passable, so I want you to mime that you have a sore throat, Courtney and I will fill in the rest."
Harry, the maître d', greeted us at the reception, "Evening, Mrs Murray, no hubby today?"
I almost said, "I'm right here, you idiot," before controlling myself.
"Just we girls tonight, Harry," Courtney informed him. "We needed a girl's night out. Have you got a good table where all the boys in the room can see us?"
"Certainly, Mrs Murray. Follow me."
Harry took us to a table on the edge of the raised area. Anybody sitting or standing would be able to see us. Hannah made me sit facing the lower area.
"I want the boys to be able to peer up your skirt if they want," she said.
I couldn't believe how many guys checked me out. From a distance, I must have looked like a tall, long-legged, big-titted hottie.
The waiter, a younger guy, came to take our drink order. Hannah flirted with him outrageously, but it wasn't her shoulder that he kept nudging with his thick semi-hard dick. It was mine.
"You over 18, honey?" Hannah asked him.
"I'm 21," the waiter, Roger, answered.
"What time do you get off?" Hannah asked.
"I got the early dinner shift, so I have about an hour and a half to go."
"Wait for us in the bar. We're going clubbing after dinner. Assuming you would like to hang out with the three of us?"
I don't think Roger could believe his ears, "I'll be there," he said. "Just don't forget me, okay?"
"We'll have a bottle of Giaconda Chardonnay, please," Courtney said.
I hated wine but couldn't say a damned thing for fear of giving myself away.
Once the waiter had left, I said, "I hate wine, Courtney, you know that."
"Girls looking like us three don't drink beer, my fag sucking husband," was Courtney's reply. "You'll get used to it."
"That wine's like 200 bucks a bottle, you know?" I groused, having looked in the drinks menu.
"It's not like you can't afford, baby girl," Hannah came in with. "Now, hush before someone hears you."
Roger brought our bottle, resting his balls against my right shoulder. He poured for the three of us.
"You ready to order?" he asked.
"We'll all have the Thai chicken salad," Courtney said.
Once Roger had left, I said, "You come to the best steakhouse in Brisbane and order a salad? What the fuck?"
Courtney sighed, "Girls that look like us blah, blah. Besides, we're not here to eat. We're here to be seen and lusted over. Now tip your head back and give your hair a bit of a shake, then stand up and smooth your skirt down over your ass before sitting back down."
I looked at her askance.
"Just do it, fagboy," Hannah quietly growled.
Worried that my wig would fall off, I did as instructed. As I stood up, I noticed that almost all the men's heads in my vicinity quickly turned in my direction. Leaning slightly over revealed my cleavage to those in front who were looking, and smoothing my short skirt over my ass emphasised just how taut and toned it was.
I sat back down, trying to look embarrassed, but I was secretly delighted at the effect I'd just had on the men in the room. It was even more fun when I saw a couple of wives slapping their man's arms and admonishing them for staring.
"Here comes Roger with our meals. Why don't you give the front of his trousers a rub as he leans against you, my poof hubby?"
I couldn't, could I? I did! Roger was semi-hard. His cock twitched as I 'accidentally' rubbed my fingers across its length.
"Anything else I can get for you?" he asked as he rhythmically nudged the back of my left shoulder with his rapidly hardening dick.
"Another bottle of this wine, please," Courtney told him.
"Certainly," he replied. Then walked off.
Why did I regret having his hard cock leaving my shoulder? It felt like Roger had quite a package in there and I wanted to see how big he was hard.
'I'm losing my fucking mind,' I thought. 'These girls have me all mixed up and confused. I don't want cock. I want pussy.'
'Why are you checking out men's asses as they go by, then?' Came that awful little voice in the back of my head. 'Why haven't you checked out the tits of even one woman in here?'
Fuck.
Courtney kept reminding me to slow down and eat my salad delicately.
"Us skinny hot chicks aren't that way because we love our food," she informed me. "In reality, we spend almost all of our lives starving, pushing the food around our plates, refusing to eat because we're scared of adding even an extra 500 grams (1 pound) to our weight."
Making sure I kept my voice low, I said, "I have to eat to keep the muscle bulk up and to be able to handle the training. I can't just eat salad. I need red meat, fat, and plenty of dark green vegetables. You know the diet I have to have to be able to stand the rigours of training and playing."
"Not tonight, though," is all Courtney replied.
Roger's dick was nudging my shoulder again. He had brought the wine. He topped up all three glasses, even though I'd only taken a sip or two.
"I'm off now," Roger said. "I'll see you in the bar, okay?"
"We'll come and get you, honey, I promise," Hannah purred.
Roger gave my shoulder one last nudge and then touched the back of my neck delicately through my hair.
Why, on earth, did that give me a shiver, and why did my dick jump and try to harden? I couldn't be enjoying this, could I?
We finished our meals. I had eaten all my salad, but Courtney and Hannah had left half of theirs on their plate.
Picking up Roger, we started cruising bars in downtown Brisbane.
I was terrified. Many of my teammates were going to be in these bars, it seemed like it would only be a few minutes before one of them recognised me, and I became a running joke at the club.
I said so to Courtney.
"Keep your head up, your tits out, and keep walking as we have shown you. The minute you start to look like you're trying to hide, everyone will notice and probably stare. Then they might figure out who you are.
But if you remain confident and keep those tits up and out and those hips swinging, not one straight guy will be looking at your face.
Just remember to stay shut the fuck up. Mime that you have a sore throat. Hannah and I will fill in the rest."
At the first bar we entered, Death & Taxes, the girls made me accompany them to the lady's room. I didn't need to pee, but they didn't want me sitting at the bar alone in case someone tried to talk to me.
Hannah reminded me to touch my lippy up and dab a little face powder on my cheeks. I have oily skin, so foundation makeup can wear away quickly.
Once we were settled in one of the booths, a waiter came over to take our order. I was told to select a cocktail. I chose an espresso martini.
Several men came over to chat with us. Hannah and Courtney flirted with them all. Roger kept trying to talk to me, but I couldn't answer. He seemed disappointed. I think he thought I was giving him the cold shoulder.
Hannah sorted it out, "She's just had a throat operation to remove some polyps off her vocal cords, honey," She told him. "She's not allowed to talk for the next three weeks until the surgeon has checked her out."
Hannah took a pen and notepad out of her handbag.
"She'll write her responses for you on this. We can probably answer for her if Courtney or I are listening because we know her pretty well."
At that moment, Josh, one of my teammates, came up to the table. He was the one who had told me he thought Courtney was as hot as all fuck.
"Hey, Courtney," he said. "Out with the girls only tonight, huh? Where's John? Doing babysitting duties?"
"He's up at his mum and dad's for the next few days, babe," Courtney told him. "Want to keep me company so I'm not so lonely?"
Josh almost choked, "You mean just while you're out tonight, right?" He managed to get out.
"Sure, if you want," Courtney answered. "The kids have gone with John, though."
Josh looked at her speculatively, then sat beside Hannah, across from Courtney.
"You're sitting next to Hannah. This is Olivia," she said, indicating me.
Josh blatantly ogled my tits before finally lifting his eyes to my face and saying hello. He gave no sign of having recognised me.
"Roger is beside Olivia. We picked him up at the restaurant," Courtney explained. "I think he's got the hots for Olivia, but you may still be a chance there as he hasn't been brave enough to make a move on her yet."
Roger offered his hand to shake, then put it proprietarily on my left thigh.
"Hey Josh," Roger said. "I'm one of your biggest fans."
Hannah got up to 'go to the bathroom'. Josh immediately moved up against my wife, his right thigh resting against her left. Josh casually draped his right arm along the back of the booth couch's top above Courtney. I knew it would only be minutes before he let it accidentally drop around her shoulders.
Hannah returned, gave me a conspiratorial wink, and took Josh's spot.
"Don't be offended if Olivia doesn't answer you, Josh," Courtney informed him. "She's recently had throat surgery and isn't allowed to talk."
I didn't think it was going to be an issue. Josh had already dismissed the three of us who weren't Courtney out of his mind.
Strangely, I didn't feel the least bit jealous. I had my own conquest to make. I put my hand on Roger's inner thigh, quite close to his todger. I let my pinkie finger touch the head of his still semi-hard dick. It jumped under my touch, and I felt a weird sense of pride that I could make a man react like that.
Roger obviously wanted to kiss me but hadn't quite gotten the courage yet. I was worried because, even this closely shaved, wouldn't my unmistakable moustache and beard line be able to be felt?
Fuck! Why was I contemplating letting a man kiss me not two feet from my wife and a teammate?
We all had another drink. As predicted, Josh let his arm drop around Courtney's shoulders. As she hadn't complained, he had squeezed her a little closer to him so he could bend his arm and let his fingers linger on her collarbone. His fingers were very close to her right breast.
"I have to wee," Courtney said. "Make room, you two," indicating Josh and Hannah.
Hannah stood up and got out of the booth. Josh merely straightened, making Courtney push past him to get out. As Courtney moved over him, she stopped for a moment and wriggled her tight ass over his groin. Josh let out a soft moan, grabbed Courtney's hips, and thrust against her ass several times.
"Naughty boy," Courtney told him, her eyes wide and bright and a big smile on her face. "What have you got for me hidden in there?"
She let her hand drag across his cock as she walked off to the bathroom.
Josh groaned and sat down, adjusting his trousers to try and relieve the squeeze on his now rock-hard dick.
Hannah moved over and sat next to Roger, "If you're not going to kiss that woman, I might have to do it for you," she told him, indicating me.
Roger turned to her, "Fuck, that'd be hot," he told her.
Hannah slapped his upper arm, "Men," she said, rolling her eyes. "You going to kiss her, or not?"
Roger turned to me and took me by the back of my head. He gently moved in. My heart was pounding and my palms sweaty as I let the first man ever touch his lips to mine.
I quickly realised that Roger was a very good kisser, gentle but firm. He snaked his tongue out and brushed it across my lips. I let them part a little, and he brushed his tongue across my teeth. Letting my mouth fall apart, I welcomed Roger's tongue into my oral cavity and then entwined my tongue with his. I tried to do what I thought a woman would do and not be the aggressor.
Playing the submissive role in a petting session was a new experience. It felt strange but quite liberating and intoxicating.
"My turn," Hannah demanded.
Roger looked at me bewildered. I just shrugged. Bemused, he turned and kissed Hannah.
"Hmm, very nice. Now her," she said.
Roger kissed me a lot more passionately this time. I responded in kind. Fuck me! I was trying to go hard. The pain in my balls quickly convinced me it was a bad idea. He reached for my 'breasts', not realising they were fake.
Hannah grabbed his searching hand, "Not in public, Mister," she said to him. "You kiss very well, Roger. Now kiss me like that."
I was aware that Josh was watching avidly. By his arm movement, Josh was playing with himself under the table.
Courtney returned. She sat on Josh's lap and wriggled her ass on his hardon.
"Time to try another bar," she said.
We made our way to Miss Demeanour. Roger was holding Hannah's and my hands. If he noticed my hands were way bigger than a woman's typically were, he didn't say anything. Josh and Courtney were also holding hands. Josh kept rubbing the back of Courtney's hand across his wang.
She would laugh delightedly every time he did it, so he kept doing it.
We had two rounds of cocktails here. There were another couple of my teammates in this bar. They said hello to Josh and my wife and then asked where I was even after checking me out. They accepted Courtney's explanation that I was staying with my parents due to a health crisis in my family and that Josh had kindly agreed to keep her company on her night out with the girls.
A couple of them did look at Courtney speculatively, though. Courtney was the undisputed queen of the WAGs, and I'm sure the lot of them would have gladly given their left nut for the chance to fuck her. I was already guessing that some of them would be given that chance.
As observed earlier, Courtney isn't a big drinker. She was slurring her words and leaning against Josh, with her head on his shoulder, nodding off to sleep halfway through our second cocktail.
Hannah told Josh, "Time to get us an UberXL and take us all home, big guy."
"Where are we going?" Josh asked.
"Courtney's, do you know the address?"
Josh nodded and then used the app to get us a car.
Josh gently carried Courtney into the people mover. He put her seatbelt on, stroked her face, and kissed her all the way home.
Roger sat in the middle with Hannah and me on either side. He had gotten quite into kissing us both alternately. The front of his trousers was hugely tented. I let my fingers stroke the head of his cock through his pants on the way home. Hannah cupped his balls as she kissed him.
Getting to my place, Josh carried Courtney inside.
Hannah led him up to the main bedroom.
Opening the door, she ushered them both inside, "Have fun, you two," she told them as she shut the door.
They were already locked in a passionate kiss and embrace as Hannah closed the door. My wife was about to be fucked by a teammate, and, strangely, I didn't care. I wanted to see what Roger was carrying between his thighs. My mouth watered at the thought of swallowing what he had.
Hannah took us down to the guest room, the room that was now mine. I have a huge house, so the guest room is a double room, with a king-sized bed and an en suite.
Hannah lay on the bed, "Well?" She asked Roger. "Do you want to fuck us both, or shall I go and see if Josh is up for it?"
"I'm up for a threesome," Roger said. "I don't think the pair of you will be enough, though. I might have to go help Josh bang Courtney after I've finished with you," he added cheekily.
"Olivia and I are both on our monthlies," Hannah lied. "You'll have to fuck our mouths and ass, is that okay?"
"Fuck yes," was the answer.
"Start by fucking Olivia's mouth," Hannah told him.
Roger quickly undid his belt and fly, then dropped his trousers around his ankles. Rubbing his rapidly hardening cock through his jockey shorts, I mouthed Roger's big balls. Taking hold of the waistband of his undies, I slowly lowered Roger's underwear.
A cock that had to be at least a thick 9-inches long slowly came into view. This thing was huge.
Three things happened: My brain went, 'Fuck! I'm never going to be able to take that thing in my arse', but my ass' sphincter clenched and released in anticipation, and my dick tried to jump in appreciation of Roger's enormous fuck stick.
I took Roger's shaft in my hand in awe and began to stroke him. Holding quite firmly, I wanked him as I would wank myself.
"Get on your hands and knees on the bed, Olivia," Hannah demanded. "Roger, kneel in front of her and feed her your magnificent fuck tool. I'll get her ass ready to take your cock."
Roger discarded all of his clothes before climbing onto the bed. I was too scared to undress as I didn't want to spoil the illusion, so, fully dressed, I got on my knees in the middle of the bed. Roger held my chin and his dick, then began to feed his massive todger into my mouth.
I'd had Isla's thick cock in there, plus I'd been able to accept all of Hannah's long and thin 8 inches, but Roger's dick was both wide and long. It took a desperate few minutes of trying to suppress my gag reflex and wanting to throw up before I could comfortably allow Roger all the way in.



Before too long, he was entirely inside my mouth, with my lips against his hairy abdomen. I cupped his big balls with one hand and pushed and pulled with my other on his hip, encouraging Roger to fuck my mouth. Working slowly, Roger moved his hips back and forth, sliding his length across my lips and tongue, past my gag reflex, and down my throat.
Roger groaned deeply and lustily, "Fuck, that's good. Only one other has ever been able to swallow me whole."
I felt a hot breath at my rosebud, followed by a wet tongue. Hannah tongued my chocolate starfish before she started to work her finger into my partially stretched ass. My 'boy cunt' had been able to accept her thin ladyboy penis quite comfortably, but Roger's massive wang was another matter.
Working quickly, Hannah added a second, then a third digit. Forcing her fingers wider, Hannah stretched my ass enough to be able to take Roger's large cock.
Hannah took the tube of lubricant off the top of the dresser and smeared it over Roger's head and shaft.
"Fuck this slut's ass,' Hannah told Roger. "I'm going to get on my knees beside her. Feel free to fuck me as well."
Roger moved behind me as Hannah took position beside me. Copying her actions, I pulled my thong far enough down that my rear fuck canal was exposed, but the tape holding everything in place wasn't. In passing, I noticed that Hannah had done to herself what she had done to me. She'd taped her balls into their canals and taped her dick back along her perineum.
I felt the head of Roger's huge wang against my ring.
Fearfully, I turned my head to Hannah,
"Just relax and clench down rhythmically on his tool as he pushes into you, baby girl. Once he hits your P-spot, you'll be gone," she whispered to me.
The pain as Roger forced the head of his massive cock into me was extreme. I grunted, and tossed my head.
"You want me to stop, Miss Olivia?" he asked.
In reply, I clenched my ring down on his cock's head and then relaxed it before pushing my ass back at him. Another three inches slid into me.
Gasping, with my eyes watering, smearing my mascara down my face, I struggled not to squeal and demand he withdraw. But something had gotten hold of me. I wanted to be fucked by this tremendous tool, submit to the power of the penis, and to be Roger's baby girl ass slut.
I forced my ass back another inch.
The head of Roger's massive dick rubbed across my prostate.
This time I grunted in surprised pleasure. The pain hadn't gone away, but it was being subsumed by the pleasure my P-spot was receiving and the signals to my brain to release endorphins it was sending out.
I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, relaxing every muscle I could, and shoved my ass back at Roger hard.
His hairy abdomen hit my waxed ass cheeks. I'd done it, taken all of Roger's giant thick magic fuck stick in my boy cunt.
Hannah kissed me, "Well done, little one, you ready to be fucked?"
I nodded eagerly. Roger's tool was pressed hard against my prostate and pulsing with Roger's arousal. This caused the shaft to stimulate my P-spot deliciously. I couldn't wait to feel it scraping over my prostate as Roger thrust that massive tool in and out of me.
Roger placed his hands on my shoulders, moving only a small distance back out of me at first. He then began to pull me back onto his pelvis as he thrust back in. His enormous fuck pole was dragging delightfully across my prostate.
Trying my best to moan and groan softly so that it wasn't apparent that I was a man, I began to involuntarily push back at Roger's dick as he pumped it into me.
My cock was tearing at its binds it was hardening so much. The pain of this, and the ache in my taped balls, seemed to only add a poignancy to the pleasure my P-spot was receiving.
Roger built up momentum. Before long, he was pushing and pulling at least half of his shaft in and out of me. I wanted more, so I started moving my hips forward as he pulled back, slamming my ass back at him as he shoved in.
His abdomen began to slap against my ass as he fucked me harder and harder. I love that sound. It usually means I'm ploughing some slut for all she was worth, but now it was me being ploughed, my 'cunt' full of cock, and my moans that could be heard.
I was the submissive slut to a dominant man, and I fucking loved it!
After one particularly vicious thrust across my prostate, I couldn't help myself, my mouth fell open, and I moaned lustily. It was fucking evident Roger wasn't in a woman, but he didn't stop. He just fucked me harder. My moans rang out again and again.
Unknowingly, I had closed my eyes to revel in the sensation of being beautifully and totally fucked. I heard moans other than my own coming from next to my right ear. I opened my eyes and turned my head to look.
Roger was groaning, and I could hear the sounds of pelvis against ass that wasn't Roger's against mine. I let my left arm sag so I could put my shoulder on the bed and try and peer past Roger to see what was going on.
Hannah had stripped to naked, ripped the tape off, and was busily pounding Roger's ass with all of the 8 inches she had.
I'd been set up again. Roger was one of Hannah's femmeboy fags. She and Courtney had chosen him for my first gay lover because they knew he wouldn't be bothered by my masculinity or care when it became apparent that I had a penis and no cunt.
All of tonight's performance from when we got to the restaurant had been a sham. A construct to have me willingly let a man fuck me.
Roger was still fucking me, but he was way too invested in the pleasure he was receiving by being 'rogered' by Hannah's long slim tool to concentrate on me.
Desperate to cum, I found an edge of the tape holding my balls and shaft down. With a grimace of pain, I ripped the tape off, and my thick 7.5-inch cock immediately sprang to full attention. My balls slithered out of their canals and took their place along my shaft in the 'ready to cum' position.
I took myself in hand and began to thrust my ass back and forth on Roger's huge dick. I had to shift positions a couple of times before I had it sliding across my prostate all the way in and all the way out.
I found the right spot, and my cock erupted. Groaning in ecstasy, I shot glob after glob onto the bed. I spurted at least seven times before the spasms ran dry. I must've cum at least three more times after that as Roger's magnificent rod sent explosions of pure pleasure through my P-spot and into my brain.
My sphincter gripped tightly on Roger's cock's head as I orgasmed. This extra tightness, and the pulses of my ring, sent him over the edge. With an even louder moan than mine, he began squirting into my ass.
Feeling his semen splash over my prostate sent me into another frenzy of orgasms. I spat only a bit of semen from my now mostly empty ball sack, but even without spurting, these events were fucking awesome. I groaned lustily again.
Exhausted, Roger slid slowly out of my ass and rolled onto his back. Hannah's cock fell out of his ass as he did.
Hannah straddled my chest, her ass resting on my breast forms.
"Suck me off, slut," she demanded.
Despite her beautiful ladyboy penis having just come out of Roger's arse, I quickly gobbled her down.
Hannah held the back of my head and began to thrust forcefully into my eagerly sucking mouth. I wanted to receive Hannah's gift so I could thank her for procuring so much pleasure for me. Never in my life had I had such a momentous cum event. I wanted to experience more.
'You may not have been a nancy boy when you woke up this morning,' I thought. 'But you're sure as hell one now.'
I cupped Hannah's balls, then stretched my finger along her perineum so I could rim her boy cunt. Twirling my finger around her rosebud, I swirled my tongue around her cock's head and glans before bobbing the whole length of her shaft in and out of my mouth.
Hannah squeezed my lips and nose painfully against her pubic bone before, with a deeply satisfied groan, unloading a torrent of shemale sperm into my mouth and down my throat. I gleefully swallowed it all.
"There's a good little fagboy queer," she told me. "You haven't completed your duties, though. You left Roger's cock all messed up. On your knees, and suck him clean."
I almost lovingly licked, nibbled and sucked Roger's sperm off the head and shaft of his gorgeously long and thick cock. Hoovering his juices off his balls and groin area, interspersing little kisses and sucks on his cock's head and shaft, just because I couldn't help myself, soon had Roger's dick showing signs of recovering.
I took his thick shaft in my hand and began making him hard again. My sphincter was already clenching rhythmically in anticipation of receiving this huge magic stick again.
Pumping his shaft and swirling my tongue around his cock head soon brought Roger to full attention. He pushed me off his dick and onto my back.
I lifted and spread my legs just like a woman would and took hold of the shaft of his cock to guide it into my backdoor fuck hole.
Feeling that stupendous tool sliding into my ass gave me a weird feeling of completion, as if taking my man's tool was my job, my offering and my gift to him. I felt so sexy, slutty, and submissive. Fuck me. I felt so feminine.
Dressed as I was and submitting to a masculine man, giving him full access to all my holes felt natural. It felt like it was only fitting. I moaned like a bitch as the head of his giant cock slid across my prostate and into place buried deep in my ass.
I wrapped my legs around the back of Roger's calves and pulled him into me.
Taking the hint, Roger began to fuck me. I grunted with delight every time his pelvis hit my ass. His hitting my ass cheeks completed the journey across my P-spot in the one direction. Now the shaft would be dragged exquisitely across my prostate for almost nine delicious inches before beginning its descent back into me.
A dick was poked at my cheek. Turning my head, I let all of Hannah's gorgeous ladyboy penis slip across my lips, over my tongue and down my throat.
I sealed my lips around her shaft and sucked insistently. Flattening my tongue out, I surrounded as much of Hannah's dick as I could. Giving her hip a bit of a push had Hannah pumping her cock back and forth. By her appreciative moans, I could tell it wouldn't be long before I was given my cum reward again.
With another huge sigh, Hannah blew into my mouth. Her load seemed undiminished as I joyfully swallowed it down. Hannah dropped onto her back with a satisfied groan.
Roger slowly sagged until all his weight rested on my stomach and tits. I lifted my legs higher and wrapped them around his hips.
Roger kissed me tenderly, and I eagerly returned the kiss. We pashed like star-crossed lovers as he gently fucked my tight ass.
This new angle made his cock press even more firmly on my prostate. I was in seventh heaven. Groaning with delight, I fell off the edge into bliss. My cock erupted between us. Squirting copiously, I soaked both Roger's and my stomachs.
Feeling me cum was too much for Roger. With a groan as deep as mine, he came in my ass for the second time. I was almost disappointed because I would have liked to taste him.
"Don't forget your duties, my little fag," Hannah reminded me.
I got up on my knees and sucked Roger clean. I even gathered all of my cum from his stomach and abdomen and swallowed that, too.
I ran my tongue around the head of his cock and lapped at the eye in the hopes he could go again. It seemed like I just couldn't get enough of his magical fuck stick,
I stopped when I heard Roger softly snoring.
Now we were quiet. I could hear a rhythmical thump, thump, thump coming through the walls. Josh was giving my wife a proper royal fucking. As well as the thumps, I could hear her moaning, "Harder, harder, oh fuck, that's so good. Fuck me harder."
I started to harden, but it wasn't at thinking of fucking Courtney or Courtney being fucked. I wanted what she had. I wanted Josh's cock in me.
Hannah noticed my thick dick rising to the occasion again.
"I haven't been fucked tonight yet," she said. "I've only cum in a mouth and an ass. Do you want to fuck me?"
'Do bears like honey?' I thought.
I lowered myself down so I could take Hannah back in my mouth. Once she was nice and hard, I encouraged her to roll over so I could prepare her boy cunt to be penetrated.
"I'm going to let you do me doggy, my little cum slut," she told me. "When I tell you, I want you to pull my hair and smack my ass. Don't think for a moment this changes our roles, though. You're still my fagboy bitch."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied.
Hannah got up on her hands and knees. I took my position behind her ass and guided my thick cock into her ladyboy pussy.
"You have such a great cock, Olivia. No wonder Courtney put up with you fucking around on her for all these years."
Rocking gently, I started to fuck Hannah's extremely tight rear pleasure hole. Hannah was clenching and releasing her sphincter on my cock as I slid in and out. It was fucking awesome, but I didn't need her to tell me what would happen if I came before her.
I hoped I would get to cum into Hannah's delectable ass, but I suspected the hope was a forlorn one.
Hannah wasn't reacting to my cock as well as I had hoped, so I shifted angles slightly. Hannah responded with an immediate grunt.
"Fuck yes, right there. OMFG! Yes, that's it, fagboy, do me, and do me right now!" She growled.
I grabbed a handful of Hannah's long blonde hair and hauled her head back. I followed that by smacking her ass hard.
Oh my lawd"," she moaned. "I'm going to cum. On your back, slut boy."
I flipped quickly onto my back, spread my legs, and opened my mouth. I wasn't sure what hole Hannah wanted to cum in, but I wasn't taking any risks in offering up the wrong one.
Hannah pushed my legs back and placed the back of my thighs over her shoulders. Taking hold of my todger, she slid her long thin tranny penis into my well-gaped ass. Because I hadn't jumped as her dick slid in, Hannah lifted my legs a little higher and squeezed them together.
The next time she slid into me, her dick hit my prostate. My moans instantly mirrored hers.
It didn't take her long before she unloaded into my hole.
Hannah sagged down, letting her cock fall out of my well-used ass.
I hadn't been able to cum, so my erection was still rampant. Hannah placed the toe of her high-heeled shoes against my balls, pushing on them to the point of pain. I didn't dare move.
"Does my faggoty little pooftah slave need to cum?" She asked.
"Yes, please, Mistress."
"You can have me double you over so you can suck yourself off or cum in an ass. What would you prefer?"
Without thinking, I replied, "Cum in an ass, please, Mistress."
"Very well," Hannah told me. "Help me roll Roger over. The fag loves being fisted, so, with a little lube, you should slide straight in."
I looked at her, horrified. I didn't want to fuck no man's ass!
Hannah pushed even more firmly against my balls.
With a raised eyebrow, she said, "You defying me, slut?"
"No, Mistress," I quickly averred.
"Then what are you waiting for? Help me roll Roger over so you can fuck his ass."
Roger was already naked, so it was a simple task to roll him over and push his thighs together so I could spread mine around his and access his rear fuck hole.
I was slowly deflating at the thought of fucking a man in the ass, but Hannah wouldn't allow that. Telling me to lie back and hold still, she squirted a good-sized dollop of lubricant onto her hands. Working the lubricant onto the fingers of her left hand, she slid two fingers into my ass. Finding and then massaging my P-spot, she took my softening tool in her right hand and began to stroke me off.
I tried to cum, so I wouldn't have to fuck Roger, but when I thought I would pop over the edge, Hannah removed her fingers and released my shaft.
"Get to it, fagboy. Once you're inside, you'll find it's just as nice as a woman's."
Crying, but desperately needing to cum, I covered Roger's body with mine. There was a little resistance at his knot, but I pushed a little more firmly, and the head of my cock popped through, and I slid in.
Hannah was right. Roger's ass around my hard cock felt no different to any woman I'd been in.
Roger awakened as I slid into him. I had wrapped an arm around his neck to balance on. Roger grabbed my arm and then kissed it.
"Hmm," he said. "What a delightful way to be woken up. I hope you're not a two-pump chump, Olivia."
Roger lifted his hips high enough to slip his hand under his body and grab his cock. I could feel him wanking himself under me.
"Fuck me, baby girl," he begged. "Make me your bitch."
My balls were aching, and the head of my cock was throbbing with the need to cum. In the end, I closed my eyes to try and think about something else to distract myself from knowing what I was doing.
Me, John Murray, super stud and footy star, fucking some poofter's ass.
I thought of all the babysitters I had fucked and couldn't get close to the edge. I thought of the night I had deflowered Courtney, usually a guaranteed cum vision, nothing. I relived deflowering Courtney's youngest sister on her 18th birthday as Courtney slept not three feet from us, still nothing.
I remembered doing her sister for the second time on Courtney and her mother's kitchen bench as the rest of the family, including Courtney, watched TV in the lounge, just an open door away, and couldn't get there.
Finally, I thought of Josh pounding Courtney just a couple of bedrooms away. But it wasn't Courtney that he was hammering in that room. It was me.
I came like a fucking freight train. I couldn't help myself, and I almost screamed my way through my orgasm. It was so intense.
"There's a good girl," Roger moaned. "Do you want to swallow my load?"
In a daze, I rolled off of him. Roger got on his knees and offered his penis to my lips. Raising myself on an elbow, I accepted the head into my mouth and held his shaft about halfway down its massive length.
Pumping his shaft, I milked Roger until he exploded into my mouth.
We cuddled up on the bed, Roger spooning me, Hannah facing me with her head on my upper arm and shoulder. It was time to get some much-needed sleep.
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My Daughter, the Gymnast: A Stuck Tale.

My wife Molly was always in a hurry. Everything she did, she did full bore and full-on.
Molly arrived in this world early, some six weeks ahead of her due date. She didn't even wait for her father to get her mother to the hospital. She was born on the side of the Pacific Highway in Brisbane, Queensland, Australia. Her parents were just short of the exit down to The Princess Alexandra Hospital.
She walked early and talked early. Molly passed through school early. By the time she had finished her final year at high school, she was almost two full years younger than her graduating classmates.
Molly got her car licence on the first try on her 17th birthday. Her first car was a thirty-year-old Ford Escort MkII Sport. It was a virtual wreck with a blown engine when she purchased it. She spent every afternoon, evening and weekend pestering, bullying and helping her three older brothers and father rebuild the engine, strip the car down to the bare shell, and then fix, repair or replace the rusted or damaged parts.
I have no idea where she got the money for parts from, as her family was poor, and she had begun her Uni course, so money was at a premium.
As soon as the car was ready, Molly painted it lime green with black racing stripes and started competing in the local Rally Events. She got to be pretty good, regularly featuring in the local papers and magazines as a 'rising star' on the rally scene.
One of the local car companies offered her a sponsored drive, but Molly refused.
You see, Molly thought it was time to marry, settle down, and start having children. Four of them, she had decided. She loved being the only girl and youngest child in a four-child family, and she would have the same.
That's where I came in.
I'm her husband, Paul. I'm a year older than Molly and lived a street over. Her brother Matt and I were in the same class all through school and are best friends. I spent a lot of time at the Spencer household as I grew up.
My dad had skipped out on my mother when I was just a baby, and mum never really coped. By the time I was a teenager, mum was a drunk. Some people are nice drunks, I hear. My mother wasn't. She'd get loud and verbally and physically abusive when she got a load on. She got a load on often.
The Spencers, Dad Pat, Mum Valerie, the boys, Fred, James, Matt, and Molly treated me like a kind of de facto other brother and let me sleep on the couch whenever mum got too much to handle.
Molly didn't say much to me, but she stared at me a lot. Even when she was only six or seven, I would turn from something I was doing with Matt and find her sitting on something, kicking her heels and staring.
It was virtually the only time I saw her motionless. The rest of the time, she would be doing something, kicking something, writing something, or taking something electrical or mechanical apart.
Molly did most of grade 5 with Matt and me. She had been moved up a class at her insistence and was already way ahead of us by the midyear break.
In class, she never spoke to me even once. But she sat two desks over, and I'd often find her looking at me when I looked over at her.
By high school, Molly had moved up another year.
I didn't know if I was glad or not that she no longer sat staring at me.
On the morning of her eighteenth birthday, Molly came and found where Matt and I were sitting, waiting for our next class. I was only 19 and doing the first year of my teaching degree. Matt had started a mechanical fitter course at the same TAFE (Technical and Further Education Institute) I was studying at.
"Bugger off for a bit, Matt," Molly told him. "I need to chat with Paul."
Molly had a bit of a temper, and all the brothers feared her some. When the boys fought, they'd throw punches and maybe try some 'kung fu' kicks they'd seen in a movie, but they fought fair.
Molly didn't. She usually went straight for the balls. Hands if she could, elbows, feet, knees, even teeth, if she couldn't.
My wife was tiny. Barely 5-foot (152 cm) and only 99 lbs (45 kg). The boys were all as big as me, 6-foot+ (183 cm+) and more than 185 lbs (85 kg), so Molly had no compunction in evening the competition up by using low blows.
Once Matt was out of earshot, Molly turned to me and said, "Dad says I can't get married until my 21st birthday, so you're going to knock me up tonight. That way, you'll have to marry me because I'm pregnant, and dad will have to agree."
Molly hadn't even tried to give me a kiss or hold my hand up until that point. Other than all the staring, I had no idea she even fancied me.
By 19, and after all the time I had spent with the Spencers, I knew Molly was impossible to refuse. No matter what I did or how I tried to evade or equivocate, no amount of dodging and weaving would save me. I was going to end up married to Molly.
Probably, about six weeks from today when the pregnancy was confirmed.
The Spencers owned a three-bedroom house. Matt and Molly used to share a room until Molly's 11th birthday. Pat built an extra room on the back porch. It wasn't much, but it was dry and warm. Fred was shuffled into there. Matt was moved into Fred's old spot, and Molly got a room to herself.
"Make sure you're over at ours sleeping tonight, Paul. I'll come and get you around 1.00 am, and you can make me pregnant."
Embarrassed as all hell, I mumbled, "Okay."
I didn't have a girlfriend and hadn't had much experience at even kissing a girl. Helen Martin taught me how to kiss. She says I'm the best boy kisser she knows, but I'm not a patch on some of her girlfriends.
Helen even let me get to 'second base' one afternoon when we were 'practicing kissing', but her mum came home before we could get any further.
"What did Molly want?" Matt asked after Molly had strode off.
"Nothing," I replied. I sure as hell wasn't telling my best friend his sister wanted me to make her pregnant.
"Must've been something," Matt said. "Molly never does anything for no reason. What did she say to you?"
Testing the waters, I replied, "She asked if I'd like to be her boyfriend. What do you think?"
Matt laughed delightedly
"You should marry her, and then we'd be brothers for real instead of close enough."
"Maybe, I will," I muttered.
"What? Are you nuts? Molly's my sister, so I love her, but she's out there, you know? You can't even ISD (International Subscriber Dialling) where she is. Only a mad man would marry her, and I know you're not that mad!"
"Let's just drop it, okay?"
Matt looked at me for some time.
"Jaysus! You're considering it. You can date her, Paul, but I still think you're nuts! And if dad, or my brothers, catch you fooling around with her, they'll fucking kill you, and you know that, right?
Ick... you fooling around with my sister, ewwwwww!!!!!! That's just weird, man. She must be like a sister to you."
"What if it's what Molly wants, Matt? What do I do then?"
"If it's what Molly wants, you may as well go and ask dad if you can marry her now cos you're screwed!"
"I guess I'm screwed then," I mumbled as the door to my lecture opened, and I walked inside.
Back over my shoulder, I asked, "Can I come to yours tonight? It's pension day, so mum will have a belly full of grog when I get home."
"Anytime, bud, you know that."
I get a little help from the government to study, a little over $250/week. I spent some to buy a rib roast and some winter vegetables for Mrs Spencer to cook for us all. Pat has a secure job with the council, but it doesn't pay much, so whenever I could help, I chipped in something. Neither Pat nor Val would take any cash, so I got around that by buying food or toiletries.
Every now and then, I'd buy Mrs Spencer a bottle of the Britney Spears perfume that I knew she liked but couldn't afford. I never made a big deal of it. I just left it in the bathroom when I was over.
I didn't bother going home after Uni. I knew what would be waiting for me there. A mouthful of abuse and a violent fit throw.
When I got to the Spencers', only Molly was home. She didn't act any differently from how she had done every other time I'd been over. She didn't talk much, just let me in, and then returned to her studies.
I'd asked her what she was studying another time. Her response was, "Nothing, really. I'm just waiting for the time to be right."
"Right for what?" I'd asked
But all she did was smile.
Val's car pulled into the driveway. Molly gathered her stuff off the table and went to her room.
Just as she was almost out the door, she turned back and said, "Don't be falling asleep on me tonight. I don't want to have to wake you up."
I'm a virgin teenage boy. Those two sentences gave me the biggest hard-on ever.
Mrs Spencer had done some shopping, so I helped her to bring the bags in. She saw the stuff I'd bought sitting on the sink bench.
"Hmm. Rib roast and roasted veggies for dinner sounds perfect."
Val hugged me, "You're a good kid, Paul. Thank you very much."
'She won't think I'm a good kid after Molly has had her way with me,' I thought.
I was both excited and terrified of what might happen tonight. I mean, how do you go about making someone pregnant?
Don't be silly. It's 1998. I know the theory of what to do to make a woman pregnant. I didn't have any practical experience, though. The most I'd done is the little bit of kissing and soft petting described above.
It was only around 4.00 pm. Somehow, I had to get through another 9 hours before my assignation with Molly. I spent it in a complex and ever-changing swirl of feelings, emotions, and desires.
The two primary ones were fear and excitement. Fear it would all go wrong, that we'd be caught and I'd lose my welcome place in their home, and that Molly was bullshitting me, and this was all some kind of sick game of hers.
Excitement that I would finally lose my virginity. By the way the guys talked, I was the last virgin left from our high school years. Excitement that I would get to see some boob, and did I dare hope to see some vag as well?
"Bit hard to make someone pregnant without going near the pussy," I told myself.
But I didn't know what Molly would be wearing. Would she be naked, as I hoped? Or would she keep most of her body covered and just lift things up far enough, or aside far enough, for us to copulate?
I kept getting embarrassing erections at inopportune times.
Just as I thought my zipper had to burst from the pressure of my erection, Mrs Spencer asked, "Paul, do you mind grabbing the butter from the fridge?"
Luckily, James came in from the bathroom and grabbed it on the way past.
It was a work day in the morning, so we all settled down to sleep around 10.00 pm.
I lay there, wide awake, both dreading and longing for the appearance of Molly to take me to her bed.
If I got any more aroused, I might have cum without even tossing one off. I considered having a quick wank to see if I could ease some pressure, but it seemed wrong, somehow.
It took 4,000 years to make it to 1.00 am. Of that, I am absolutely certain!
Molly slipped quietly up beside where I was lying and took hold of my hand.
"Come with me, please," she whispered.
I swung my feet to the floor. Once I was up, Molly put some cushions in a line on the couch and pulled the bedding over them. In the dark, to a casual, sleepy observer, it would seem like I was still lying there.
Trembling with fear and anticipation, I followed Molly down to her room.
Molly closed the door and then lay a towel along the bottom of the door. Molly covered the shade of her bedside lamp with a scarf before turning it on.
The room was filled with a soft, gentle light.
Molly had a full-length dressing gown sashed tightly around her. I was wearing my boxers and an old T-shirt.
Molly and I stood staring at each other. I didn't know what to do. Was I supposed to make the first move? Wasn't I supposed to ask permission first?
Our sex education classes at school emphasised the need for constant and ongoing mutual consent. Was this one of those times I needed to ask for it?
I didn't know. I was too scared to think.
"Paul," Molly asked in wonder. "Are you a virgin?"
Miserable, I answered, "Yes."
Molly visibly relaxed.
"So am I, Paul. Would you like to experiment with me? Maybe we can figure this out between us."
"I'd love nothing more, Miss Molly," I told her.
"Would you like to kiss me, Paul?"
I nodded.
Molly is barely 5 feet tall (152 cm). I'm 6-foot 4-inches (193 cm). Molly weighs scarcely 99 pounds (45 kg). The last time I weighed myself, I was almost twice that. It took a bit of figuring out how to kiss her.
In the end, I picked her up so I could stand up.
Molly chuckled with delight, then wrapped her legs around my waist. Something very warm was pressed against my T-shirt covered abdomen.
With her legs around me and with her sitting on my hips, Molly was now a little taller than me. She tipped her head forwards and a little to the right, and her lips brushed mine.
I remembered what Helen had taught me and kept my lips firm, but the pressure soft and sucked lightly in as Molly's lips locked with mine.
We kissed like that for a long time. Molly eventually came up for air.
"That was so nice, Paul. I've only ever been kissed by my brothers and dad before. And they sure as hell don't kiss like that!"
"That was only a chaste kiss, Miss Molly," I told her. "There's much more than that."
"Oh?" She asked. "Show me, please?"
This time, before locking my lips with hers, I softly ran my tongue around the corners of her mouth. I lightly traced the curve of her lips where the top and bottom lips meet, brushed it along her teeth, and repeated the actions on the other side of her mouth.
Molly moaned softly into my mouth as our lips met. Taking advantage offered by her parted lips, I slipped my tongue into her mouth and touched hers with mine.
Molly lifted her tongue to meet mine, and we played our tongues across each others.
My erection was so extreme that it was almost poking out of my boxers and was very close to Molly's perineum. I think she must've felt it as she let herself sink lower.
The warmth between her legs was now only millimetres from the tip of my cock. Unable to control myself, I came.
Some of my shooting cum spat out of the fly of my boxers and landed on Molly's dressing gown.
Shamefully embarrassed, I dropped Molly onto the floor and turned away.
I was just going to go home, I was that ashamed at cumming without even being touched.
"Sorry, Molly," I muttered, red-faced and almost in tears.
"Are you ashamed that you came, Paul?" She asked.
Trying not to sob, I nodded.
"It's the biggest compliment you can give me, Paul," Molly said. "That you find me so sexually attractive that a mere kiss from me can make you orgasm makes me feel beautiful and oh so sexy.
Come and lie on the bed with me. We'll kiss some more, and I'm sure you'll be back soon."
She was right. As soon as we kissed, I was harder than advanced calculus again.
Molly had her eyes closed, and her breath came in small gasps. There was a strong smell of something I couldn't name pouring from her. It was musky, maybe like fresh sweat, maybe a little like incense. It was a delicious scent.
I came to learn that smell meant Molly was aroused and wanted to make love. I loved making her smell like that and spent most of our too short life together trying to make her give off that odour.
"Stay there, Paul," Molly said, then got off the bed.
She took hold of the ends of the sash holding her dressing gown closed and slowly pulled the bow apart.
My lips dry in anticipation, I watched, fascinated, as the bow came closer and closer to falling apart. The sash came undone, and Molly's gown fell slightly apart. The rock-hard nipples on her tiny 32B chest flashed momentarily into view.
I nearly lost a second load there and then, stopping myself with the barest of margins to spare.
Molly held her dressing gown closed and did a slow pirouette on tiptoes in front of me.
"Tell me you think I'm pretty, Paul," Molly demanded.
Shaking my head, I said, "Miss Molly, you aren't pretty. You're the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. A Raphael painting has nothing on you."
Molly smiled widely and then dropped her gown.
The woman who would become my wife, and the mother of my four children, stood gorgeously naked in front of me.
I had never seen anything so exquisite in my life. Never have since, either.
That's not entirely true. There is another equally as gorgeous. You'll hear about her soon.
"I want you to make love to me, Paul, please."
"I don't know how," I almost cried.
"We'll work it out together, honey. Take your clothes off and lie with me, okay?"
I quickly dropped my boxers and flung my T-shirt aside.
Molly walked over to the bed and hungrily devoured my naked form with her eyes.
"So lean and yet so well-muscled," she said admiringly.
I'd competed in track with some modest success at High School and still ran almost 40 miles weekly. Running is a good stress reliever and a great way to blow your mind clear so you can think with an uncluttered mind.
I had solved many difficult Maths problems on my daily run.
"Your cock is so beautiful, Paul. May I touch it?"
"If you do, I'm probably going to cum again," I warned.
"Don't freak out, but I want to try something I've heard the other girls talking about, okay?"
I nodded.
Molly knelt on the bed and took my smooth, circumcised cock in her right hand. I'm very hairy, so I like to trim the hair away around my jockey brief area. I'm not bald around there, but the area is cropped pretty short.
I think it makes my dick look bigger. I'm not huge, just around the 7-inch mark. The guys I'd seen in porn movies were much larger than me, so I thought I was probably a little under average.
Molly seemed satisfied with it, though. She gently wrapped her hand around my shaft and gave me a bit of a tug.
As feared, I started to orgasm straight away. To my pleased surprise, Molly bent over and took the head of my cock in her mouth. Cumming copiously, I blasted her mouth full of my semen.
After I'd come down from my orgasmic high, Molly let my softening dick fall out of her mouth.
Wiping the excess spillage from around her mouth, she smiled, then said, "Hmm--interesting taste and texture. I had snails once on a trip to a restaurant for French class. It kind of tastes like that."
Molly looked at me seriously, "Would you like to taste me, Paul?"
Eagerly, I nodded my head.
Molly climbed onto the bed, gave me a soft kiss, and then lay on her back with her knees lifted and spread.
Nervous, I moved between her parted thighs. Her hairy pussy glistened with moisture in front of me. Moving slowly forward, I brought my mouth closer and closer to Molly's pussy.
I hesitated just short of my goal as I was scared to continue in case I did it wrong and hurt her.
My arousal was extreme again, though, so my breaths were blowing hot and quick across Molly's clit.
"That feels so good, Paul," Molly moaned. "Taste me with your tongue, please, baby."
Hearing this and smelling her arousal made it easy for me to let my tongue slide forward. I touched it to the entrance to Molly's vulva and tentatively gave a bit of a lick.
The taste was indescribable. A mixture of a little salty, with a flood of almost honey behind it. It was divine, I decided and lapped some more.
Peach nectar was what I thought Molly tasted most like.
Molly's hands took hold of my head, and she guided me a little higher onto her clitoris.
Trying to keep her moans to a quiet enough level not to wake anyone, Molly guided me up and down her slit. Sometimes gasping as I tongued her clitoris, other times moaning as I lapped at the juices running from her pussy.



It didn't seem to take long before Molly put her left hand on the back of my head so she could grind her pussy against me. She stuffed the fleshy part between her thumb and forefinger into her mouth and then bit down on it hard to stifle her orgasm moans.
I almost came with her, it was so hot, but I didn't quite fall off the edge, thankfully.
"Two for you, one for me," Molly smiled. "Would you like to see if you can even the score up?"
I was eager to try, of course.
"What would you like me to do?" I asked.
Molly glanced away, suddenly shy. For some reason, she blushed.
"What is it?" I queried.
"It's a little risqué, and maybe a little dirty," she confessed.
"What?"
"Will you tongue my butthole?" She pleaded. "The girls in my sex-ed class all say it's the best thing ever."
I was hesitant. It didn't seem wrong, or even dirty, just... I don't know... maybe too much for my first time.
"You think I'm a freak," Molly whispered, almost in tears.
"I most certainly do not, Miss Molly!" I exclaimed.
"If you call me Miss Molly one more time I swear I'm going to scream! I'm not a school teacher, or your spinster aunt that's 1,000 years old. I'm your girlfriend and soon to be your wife."
"Sorry, Miss... ahh... Molly. Look, I don't think you're a freak, okay?"
"Will you do it then, please, Paul?"
"Of course, my love," I responded.
"My love, nice. That's better than that other name."
Molly lay on her stomach so I could access her rear love hole.
'Fuck it,' I thought. 'Molly wants me to do this, so why not?'
I took hold of her butt cheeks and pulled them a little apart, exposing her soft pink ring. Unable to resist, I took a faint sniff. Molly had done an excellent job at cleaning the area. Her starfish smelt fresh and clean. Maybe a little musky from the juices of her arousal flowing there from her pussy.
Sure that she was clean, I touched the tip of my tongue to her rosebud. Molly quickly stuffed her face into her pillow to stifle her moans.
I'd seen a porn film where the male partner had done this, so I slipped my hand between Molly's thighs and found her clitoris. As I circled Molly's ring with my tongue, I ran my finger over and around her clit.
Molly came sooner and harder than she had with my tongue on her pussy. Her juices gushed from inside her.
I didn't know it at the time, but my soon-to-be wife was a squirter and multi-orgasmic. I was one lucky guy!
"The scores are tied going into the bottom of the ninth," Molly intoned as if she was a sports commentator. "Time to make love to me, Paul, please. I want to feel you inside me."
Molly rolled onto her back and spread her legs. Rock hard but terrified, I moved between her thighs. My large body covered her tiny one. Weirdly, given the height difference between us, once I was in position, between her legs, and with my penis close to the entrance of her vagina, we seemed to be approximately the same size.
I was gazing directly into Molly's eyes, so I kissed her.
Molly moaned, then lifted her hips so that her labia was pressed against the head of my cock.
"Push your hips forwards, baby. As you push forwards, I'll push up. That should work."
But it didn't. Molly gave a sharp intake of breath as the head of my cock slipped a little inside her. But it hit her hymen, and I was so terrified of hurting her that I couldn't make myself shove hard enough into her to break it.
I didn't know what to do. My instinctual brain was screaming, 'fuck that pussy!', but my civilised mind was warning me in a low cultured voice, 'Pain is violence. Under no circumstances shall a man commit an act of violence against a woman.'
Molly fixed it.
"Lie on your back, Paul. I'm going to ride you."
I quickly rolled over.
Molly knelt with her knees on either side of my body. She took my cock in her hand and guided it to the entrance of her pussy. Molly placed her right hand in the middle of my chest for balance, held my extreme erection in her hand, and then slowly lowered herself onto it.
I closed my eyes and concentrated as hard as I could on not ruining everything by cumming too soon again. The temptation to look became too much, and my eyes opened just in time to feel something stretch and then tear across the head of my penis.
I heard Molly yelp softly as her hymen broke and saw a splash of blood spray onto my pubic bone.
In wonder, I felt Molly's pubis come to rest on my pubic bone. Her perineum was hot against my balls.
Neither of us were a virgin anymore.
It was more than my 19-year-old's lusts could take. Molly had to hold her hands over my mouth to try to stifle the expansive groan I gave as I came inside her tightly gripping pussy.
Molly held still as I spasmed again and again, and then for a third, fourth, and fifth time inside her.
"You feel so good inside me, Paul," Molly breathily whispered. "I'm going to try and ride you, okay?"
I quickly nodded.
This time, I hadn't gone soft at all after cumming. It was like my mind had gone, 'this is what a man does he comes inside his woman. Now you need to take care of her needs'.
Molly was able to work out how to lift and lower her hips in no time at all, and her hot wet pussy was soon sliding deliciously up and down my cock.
Molly leaned forward to watch her pussy raise and lower on my erection.
"That feels so wild, Paul," she moaned. "So wild and so very good. Oh my! Oh, my sweet Jesus, I'm going to cum."
I felt something warm and wet splash over my balls and run between my thighs. It was all I could do to not orgasm again, but I wanted to hold off in case Molly needed some more.
She did.
Molly took my hands from where I was clenching the bedsheets and placed them on her big nippled, tiny breasts. Tossing her head, her dark brown hair flying all over the place and biting her bottom lip to stop from moaning, she rode me like I was the second running horse in The Melbourne Cup, and she was going to drive me to first if it killed her.
I didn't think I could last another second when Molly fell forward onto my chest, kissed my mouth, and said, "Cum in me, Paul. Cum, and we'll make a baby together."
There was no way of stopping it. My nuts squeezed tight against my shaft, and I pumped Molly's slippery pussy full of semen. As I came in her, Molly stuffed her wrist in her mouth to bite so the groans of her cumming wouldn't be too loud.
My balls received another washing with Molly's juices.
Molly slid off me and then lay on her side so she could put her head on my chest.
She sighed deeply, "That was so good, Paul. I think, maybe, you should sleep over again tomorrow night. We'll make love again, just to make sure I'm pregnant, okay?"
There was not one place, or anyone else, in the world I wanted to be or be with just then!
"What do you think we should name our first son, Paul?" Molly asked.
I smiled. I knew Molly well enough to know she had already decided the names of our prospective children.
"I always liked Albuquerque," I joked, picking the weirdest name I could think of on the spur of the moment.
"Your need to make jokes at the worst of times can be very endearing, Paul, just not right now," Molly admonished me. "I'm being serious. What do you think we should call him?"
"How do you know it won't be a girl?" I asked.
"Because I'm having three boys and then a girl," Molly told me as if it was already a done deal.
"Boys first because they need the most work young, and the least work old. Then a girl because you will need someone to look after you after I'm gone," she added in what proved to be an eerily prophetic statement.
We made love three more times that night before, around 5.00 am, Molly woke me and shooed me off back to the couch in time for her father to see me when he got up at 6.30 am to start work.
I couldn't sleep, so when Pat got up, I got off the couch and made us a cup of tea.
Sitting opposite him at the table, I waited until he had finished his first cup and made him another before I said to him, "I'd like your permission to date Molly, Mr Spencer, please."
Pat looked evenly at me for a time before saying, "You both have my blessing, Paul."
He held a finger up, though, "I know you kids are all screwing as soon as you get old enough these days, but I don't like it. I think men and women need to be emotionally mature before they commit to something as meaningful as sex. Valerie and I were both virgins on our wedding night. I was 23, Val 21. I want Molly to be at least that old and married before she gives herself to a man."
'Too late,' I thought. But I sure as hell wasn't going to say that now.
"How would you feel if I asked her to marry me?" I ventured.
I got an even flatter stare.
Pat's a good guy, but he's huge, easily 6 ft. 5 in (196 cm) and at least 276 lbs (125 kg), and rules his household with a firm, fair hand. Molly had him wrapped around her little finger, though.
"And what does my daughter say about this? Does she know you want to date her?"
"This is her idea," I confessed. "She came up to me at TAFE this morning and told me we were dating and she was my girlfriend. I wanted your permission first, though."
I added that little lie to protect my head from being knocked off my shoulders.
Pat smiled delightedly, "That sounds like my Molly," he said. "You realise we're going to have another conversation in a couple of years, don't you? Only that time it won't be 'date'. It will be 'marry'."
I knew it was going to be sooner than that, but I wasn't saying a damned word!
"I think you're right, Pat," was what I answered.
Pat headed out to work. I sat at the kitchen table as the house awoke around me and made tea or coffee for those that wanted.
Fred and James both grabbed some toast and a quick cup of tea as they headed off to their respective uni courses. Matt sat and chatted for a time before catching the bus to his TAFE sponsor's place of work.
Molly hadn't made an appearance yet when Valerie called from down the short hall.
"Come up here, please, Paul."
I walked toward her voice to find her sitting in Molly's bedroom, holding the bloody sheet from her daughter's deflowering.
'Oh, fuck,' I thought.
Molly had gone to take a shower. With the room empty, Val had entered to grab all the family's bedding for wash day.
Val patted the bed beside her.
"We need to talk, Paul. You and me first, then me and Molly. Then the three of us need to work out how we will tell Pat."
"Yes, Mrs Spencer," I replied, blushing redder than cloudy sunset.
"I think 'Mrs Spencer' is a bit redundant now, Paul, don't you? Valerie or Val is still fine." Molly's mum said drily.
I sat where she had patted.
"What are your intentions towards my daughter, Paul? Is she just someone to have sex with? Because, if she is, if that is all this is, you're no longer welcome in our home."
I shook my head, "I've never had sex before last night Val. Molly is the first woman I've ever seen naked. Well, other than mum when she's drunk and has forgotten where the bathroom is. But that doesn't count."
"You were both virgins until last night?"
Yes, Ma'am," I answered.
"What changed to make this happen?"
"I think you should ask Molly that, Valerie."
Val sighed, "Molly was ever precocious and headstrong. Did you harbour any feelings for her before last night? If you did, you were very good at hiding them."
"I never let myself think that way about her before yesterday, Val. Molly was the younger sister of my best Mate and the youngest daughter of a family that has been my one island of sanity in an ocean of bullshit. There was no way I was going to ruin that.
Besides, until yesterday, she was too young."
"What changed?"
"You'll need to ask Molly that, Val," I reiterated.
"I believe you, Paul. If you were going to do the wrong thing by my daughter, you would have tried to do it well before now. I'm just trying to work out how you two went from hardly exchanging a word to making love in one day.
It was 'making love', wasn't it? This wasn't just 'experimenting', or just fucking?"
"It was the most beautiful thing ever, Val," I answered truthfully. "I may not have realised I loved Molly until last night, but I sure as heck know now."
"Wait here," Val instructed. "I need to speak with Molly."
I could see through the open door that Molly had just exited the bathroom. She had a towel wrapped tightly around her small breasts. It covered her to mid-thigh, but I couldn't help the twitch my cock gave at the sight of her toned lower thighs and shapely calves.
She froze at the sight of me sitting on her bed and her mum walking out of her room.
"Come up to my bedroom, Molly. You have some explaining to do."
Molly flashed me a guilty look and then dutifully followed her mother.
I waited there for nearly an hour before they came back.
"Well, that's settled then," Valerie said to us both. "If you're anything like me, you're probably already with child. It seemed every time your father looked at me, I fell pregnant. Four kids in seven years before Pat would let me take birth control."
"I hope to beat that record, mum," Molly replied. "We're going to have them as close together as we can."
"And you've checked that Paul is happy to do that, Molly? Have you thought about what you're going to do for money? Where you're going to live? How you're going to afford food?
Paul will have to quit Uni and get a job... "
Molly interrupted, "No, he will not, Mum! You're thinking short-term, and I'm not. Paul will finish his degree, and we'll take a country placement. Four years out bush somewhere. Somewhere they'll be so happy to have a young teacher with a young family that they'll provide us with a house. And all the other young mums in the town will help us to raise our kids."
"You've got it all worked out, then?" Her mum said with an exasperated sigh. "How are you going to live until Paul graduates? Pat and I will help as we can, but you know how tight things are here.
Your brothers are all at Uni or TAFE, so none of them gets paid much.
How are you going to eat? Where are you going to live? Here? With Paul's mother?
Val gave an ironic laugh, "With Paul's mother, hah! That would be a wonderful place to raise a child!"
Valerie turned to me, "Sorry to be blunt, Paul. But you know I'm right!"
"We will live here, mum. Paul will move in with me, and we'll find a double mattress somewhere and sleep on the floor if we have to. The baby can sleep in my old crib that you never got rid of and is still in the garage. It will be fine. We'll make do."
"And live off the pension? Or do you expect Pat and I to support all three of you? You know how your father feels about welfare."
"No. I'm going to work so Paul can finish his studies. You worked up to the week you gave birth to Fred, and the same with James, you said so. I can do the same."
"Doing what?"
"I don't know, whatever I can get, doing whatever is necessary. We're going to do this, mum. With or without your help."
"What about you, Paul? What do you think about everything Molly has said?" Val asked.
"I think you're right, Val. If Molly and I are going to get married and have children, I need to get a job. Unlike my dad, I'll never do a runner on Molly and my child. I'm here for the long haul, meaning I need to 'man up' and do my duties and get a steady paying job."
"I also think Molly is right," Val muttered. "Leaving Uni and getting a job is the right thing to do in the short term. Qualifying as a teacher is better long-term planning. We'll have to try and work out how we will get you through that course."
Molly flung her arms around her mum's neck, "See? If you just listen, it will all work out fine."
"You're assuming your father won't boot you both out on your asses when he finds out you've been having sex before marriage."
"He won't, mum," Molly told her airily. "He loves me too much to do that."
"Maybe. But he's going to be royally pissed at you," Val said, using the first swear word I'd ever heard her use.
"Will you keep quiet about Paul and me until I've confirmed I'm pregnant, mum, please? I want to surprise dad into letting me marry Paul when he finds out I'm pregnant."
"You marrying Paul won't be a problem, Molly. Pat will demand Paul marry you as soon as he finds out you've been having sex."
And that was how it worked. I don't know if Molly got pregnant that first night because we had a lot of sex together over the next few weeks before a pregnancy test confirmed that Molly was with child.
After that first fumbling night, we got pretty good at it. Molly loved to experiment, so we tried all kinds of things. Oral, anal, 69s, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, but we always seemed to finish with me on top of her, her legs wrapped around my hips, and her arms squeezing my neck as we kissed each other hungrily.
Molly adored gazing into my eyes as we came together one last time. Molly was a gusher and multi-orgasmic, so I learned good self-control during this time. I could hold myself on the edge of cumming until Molly had cum numerous times, and I heard her panting my name, followed by a 'cum in me, darling, please'.
Twenty-one days after our first night together, Molly called me to her bedroom when I got to her house and showed me the results of her pregnancy test. Two blue lines. She was with child.
We told Val first when she got home.
"Okay, now the difficult part starts. Telling your father. Let's hope he's in a good mood tonight."
Molly and I sat holding hands on the couch, waiting for Pat to get home.
The brothers had been surprisingly good about Molly and me becoming an item. Matt was good with it from the beginning, but I was surprised by how happy Fred and James were.
"Molly is glowing, and I've never seen her so happy, Paul," James told me. "Just don't break her heart, or you and I are going to have a problem, you know?"
"I won't," I promised.
"Good luck together," Fred said. "I think you make a cute couple. But, if you break her heart, you know?"
"I know," I answered.
I didn't know how they would react when they found out I'd gotten Molly pregnant. I thought it would depend on how Pat handled it. If Pat was okay, the brothers probably would be, too.
A lot was riding on how well Molly had Pat wrapped around her finger.
To Val's, Molly's, and my shock, Pat was utterly calm when we told him Molly was pregnant.
Pat took a couple of very big breaths and then turned to me.
"This is why you asked me if you could date Molly, Paul, isn't it?"
"Yes, Sir," I answered.
"You took my girl's virginity the previous night?"
"Yes, Sir," I replied, holding his gaze.
"Were you a virgin that night as well?"
"Yes, Sir."
"Do you plan on marrying my daughter?"
"Yes, Sir. As soon as you permit us to."
"Molly is old enough not to need my permission. You know that."
"Yes, Sir, but we still want it."
"And if I refuse to give it?"
"Then we will be very sad, Molly especially, but we will get married anyway,"
"That's all I wanted to hear, Paul. Do you love my daughter?"
"Yes, Pat, I think I always have, but I wouldn't let myself feel that way because she was too young."
"Then you have my permission and my blessing. Once you're married, you can move into Molly's bedroom with her.
I assume you're quitting Uni and getting a job? I can see if there's something at the council with me if you'd like?"
"No, dad," Molly answered for me. "I want Paul to finish his degree. It's going to be hard, but together, we can do it. Long term, it will be much better. I'm going to quit my course and find work. The 'Women's studies' course I'm doing is complete bullshit, anyway."
"And when you can't work anymore?" Pat asked.
Molly smiled, "I've worked it out. I'll have the baby during the end of the year semester break. Paul will be able to get some casual work over the break, and by the time he has to go back to Uni, I'll be ready to work again.



Mum doesn't work, and she will look after the baby when I'm at work, and Paul is at Uni. The rest of the time, either Paul or I will be home."
"If only life worked out so simply, my girl," Pat growled.
But it did. It worked out exactly like that. Molly had our first baby a week after Uni had finished for the year. She worked up to the night before she had Patrick. She said goodbye to everyone when she finished her shift at the supermarket that night.
"Where are you going?" They asked.
"I'm having my first baby tomorrow," she answered, her belly huge with child.
They all laughed, and the older women told her that it didn't work like that, but it did. Patrick was born at 10.57 am the following day.
Everyone, except Molly, called Patrick PJ, of course. He wasn't really, I guess, as Patrick was his grandfather, but it seemed to fit as we all lived together those first three years.
Our second, Thomas (Tommy), was born almost exactly a year after Patrick. I suspected Molly was holding on to have him on the same day, but she fell a day short.
Robert, or Robbie, as everyone called him, came 14 months later.
By then, I had finished my degree. As Molly had decided, we moved to Augathella, where I took up a teaching position. A schoolhouse was part of the deal, so Molly, the boys and I, finally had a place of our own.
Pat and Val took the drive out to see us as often as they could, and we'd head back to theirs during the school holidays.
Molly and I were trying for a fourth child but hadn't had any luck yet. It took almost two years before Molly triumphantly announced she was pregnant again. An ultrasound at 21 weeks confirmed our fourth child would be a girl.
Unfortunately, the ultrasound detected an abnormal growth in Molly's right kidney. More tests were run, confirming the growth was malignant and extremely virulent. It had already spread through Molly's liver and had started into her left lung.
The only way to save Molly was to terminate the pregnancy and for her to undergo intensive chemotherapy.
Molly would never kill her child. I was torn. Like Molly, I couldn't even contemplate aborting our child, but I couldn't stand the thought of losing her, either.
"If you don't abort now and start immediate treatment, you're going to lose the child anyway," the specialist told us. "Unfortunately, with how quickly this cancer is spreading, without chemo, your chances of surviving to give birth are virtually nil."
"You obviously don't know me," Molly informed him fiercely. "There will be no abortion, and I will live to see my daughter born and be damned to you all.
Molly stood up and grabbed my hand, "Come on, Paul, we're out of here. This jackass knows nothing!"
She dragged me out of the seat and down to our car.
"There will be no abortion, Paul," she reiterated. "I will live to see our daughter born and go to my rest. You're not to grieve because I promise we will be together again. Now tell me you believe me!"
As I observed early in this piece, Molly is impossible to refuse. With my voice and heart breaking, I nodded my head and said, "I believe you, my love."
"I still like that, you know? My love, it makes me feel like I'm your whole world."
"You are," I replied.
Molly had our daughter in the late afternoon sun on a Friday. The nurse cleaned the baby up and placed her on Molly's chest.
Molly was on oxygen and sedated, the maximum the anaesthetist dared to give her without endangering our child. She looked at her daughter, smiled, and then said, "I want you to call her Molly after me. Promise me you will look after each other forever, Paul. Promise me that, now."
"Of course, I will, my love," I told her, my heart shattering to pieces in front of her.
Molly passed.
My wife did everything in a hurry. Born early, lived hard, had children early, and died early. Way before what should have been her time.
I took the boys, and Molly (MJ), back to Pat and Val's. The three brothers had all moved out, so we were able to move into their old rooms.
Mum had shown no interest in meeting any of her grandchildren, so, for my own peace of mind, I had let her die in my mind too.
I held it together, not because I wanted to or even thought I could, but because my children needed me to. Our eldest wasn't even six yet. I mostly held it together because I knew Molly wanted me to.
Many a night, I repeated in my mind what she said to me before dying, "You're not to grieve. I promise that we will be together again."
It helped, somehow.
It's always seemed weird to me how genetics work. The three boys all grew to be tall like me. None of them quite reached the 6 ft. 4 in. (193 cm) that I am, but they're all well over 6 feet tall. Molly and my eldest two are both slim. The youngest, Robbie, will probably run to fat like I would have if I didn't keep my exercise levels high and my diet strict.
MJ was like her mum, tiny. MJ had her mum's flashing green eyes and dark brown hair. The same even white teeth under full lips and the same impish smile.
Unfortunately, she had the same tendency to stare at me as well. The intensity of her gaze was a little scary at times.
On MJ's fifth birthday, she asked if I could enrol her into a gymnastics course. The Olympics had been on the previous year, and MJ had sat glued to the TV throughout the gymnastic events.
I was able to find her a club, and it was no effort to get her there. MJ was always ready and waiting with all of her gear well before it was time to go to the club.
MJ got to be pretty good. She was a non-travelling reserve for the Australian gymnastics team for the 2018 Commonwealth games and the 2020 Tokyo Olympics (held in 2021, as you know).
She was only 14 in 2018, but even so, missing her home Commonwealth games by such a small margin must've hurt. MJ took it all in her stride, though.
"Gymnastics is just something to do as I wait for the time to be right," MJ informed me when I asked how she felt about missing out.
Now, where had I heard that before? I gave a shiver as if a goose had walked over my grave.
My late wife felt very close just then.
My teaching career had gone well, and the rest of my life was good. The boys had all grown up to be good kids and great young men. PJ and Thomas had both completed apprenticeships. PJ did his with the same Council his grandfather worked for. Pat had managed to get him in there to do an electrical apprenticeship. Tommy wanted to be a plumber, so that's what he did. Pat put a word in for him, and Tommy was taken in as one of QBuild's apprentices.
Robbie was a brain box, so he was currently attending Melbourne University, journeying through a degree that would eventually see him graduate as a Doctor of Medicine.
I was offered the Principal's job back at my first teaching school in Augathella. Initially, I was going to refuse because MJ was about to start grade 12. Probably the most important year of her school career.
MJ told me, "Don't be silly, dad. You always said you were going back there because you loved it so much. What better time than now?"
"Any time after you've graduated would be a better time, Miss," I growled at her.
"I don't want to go on to Uni, dad," MJ informed me. "I want to settle down with a nice boy and have his children. Augathella is a great place to raise kids, as you well know, so why not there?"
"What about your gymnastics? You won't be able to do what you need to do to make the 2024 Olympic team from there."
"Gymnastics was just to fill in the time, dad. The time is almost filled in. I don't need it anymore."
I knew, by now, that arguing with MJ was as futile as arguing with Molly and that MJ was just as difficult to refuse.
I gave an exasperated sigh.
"It's settled then," MJ told me. "You'll take the job, we'll move back to Augathella, and I'll finish high school then find myself a good husband. I want the same as mum had, the same as her mum had. Three boys, then a girl."
Tossing my hands in the air, I opened my emails and sent a confirmation request saying I could start in the new term, about four weeks from now and about a week after Molly's eighteenth birthday.
There was one part of my life that hadn't gone well.
I had never found another woman I felt I could love. I indulged in a bit of casual sex, but it seemed so hollow that I didn't bother very often. There were women who, it seemed, set their cap for me, but as soon as they realised I had four young kids to raise and not much money, interest dropped away quickly.
If I'm being honest, the problem was this: They weren't Molly.
MJ and I packed our meagre belongings, stacked them into a rented trailer, and drove the 8 hours to Augathella.
As the principal, I got a larger, better equipped home than I got as the teacher but I was happy to swap houses with Alex, one of the four other teachers at the high school. Alex was in the house I had when I was first there. A modest three-bedroom affair with only one toilet and bathroom.
Alex and his wife had four kids. The principal's residence has four bedrooms plus an en suite in the main bedroom, so the swap made sense given only MJ and I were there.
This simple act alone garnered me the approbation and support of the teaching staff.
Molly Junior had celebrated her 'coming of age' eighteenth birthday in Brisbane modestly. She invited a few of her closest friends back to Pat and Val's place for a BBQ and a few drinks.
It was a surprisingly quiet affair. There were only six people, plus MJ, Pat, Val, two of her brothers (Robbie couldn't make the trip) and me. Only two of MJ's guests were boys. Boyfriends of her friends.
MJ had never had a boyfriend, as far as I knew. At least, if she had one, she never brought him home or even mentioned his name.
"That girl is waiting for something," Val muttered, watching the seven kids laugh and dance together.
Without thinking, I replied, "Tonight, her eighteenth birthday, I'd guess. I wonder who the lucky guy is."
Pat just about choked on his beer.
"You think you're going to have the same conversation with a boy as you and I had tomorrow morning?" He managed.
"No, well maybe, but not tomorrow. Neither of these guys is strong enough to attract MJ's interest."
"It will be nice to have babies and the pitter-patter of young feet around the house again," Val mused.
It was my turn to choke on my beer.
Once MJ and I were settled into our lives at Augathella, MJ's behaviour changed.
If I didn't know better, I'd say that my daughter began to flirt with me. I'd come home from school to find her in a very short skirt or dress with her knicker-covered hairy snatch on display, with a foot up on the bench, chair, or couch she was sitting on.
I pretended that I hadn't noticed, of course. Fathers don't have those thoughts or visions about their daughters. That is just wrong.
But there were other things. MJ would come up behind me when I was at my home office desk marking papers and put her arms around me. Nothing unusual there, but she would be braless, and I'd swear that her nipples were erect and that she had purposefully dragged them across the back of my neck before she kissed the top of my head lightly and said something like, "Hello, daddy, what's for dinner?"
Other times, MJ would come out of the bathroom wearing nothing but a towel. The towel would be tied over her breasts and barely cover her pussy. Almost always, at these times, MJ would drop her hairbrush, or something else, behind herself, and she would turn, bend over, and with straight legs, pick it up. Her ass and trimmed but furry pussy would be peering back at me.
Or, I would be sitting on the couch watching TV when MJ would sit on my lap, put her arms around my neck, and then wriggle her ass on my groin, 'trying to get comfortable'.
MJ would kiss me on my lips softly, sigh, and say, "I love you, daddy. I love you forever and ever. You know that, right?"
"Of course I do, MJ," I'd reply, doing my best not to get an erection.
I failed abysmally most times.
MJ couldn't have helped but notice my growing dick under her perineum, but she never said anything if she did. She would simply wriggle her ass again and sigh contentedly.
Things continued like this for another three months, and it all became a bit of torture. With MJ's flirting, or so it seemed, and her 'accidental' showing off her snatch and small tight ass two or three times every night, I was in a state of constantly denied sexual arousal.
Feelings and desires that had been long suppressed came roaring back to life, and I began having entirely inappropriate dreams about my daughter. Dreams of waking up to find MJ on top of me and guiding my rampantly stiff dick into her hot and wet snatch.
In these dreams of the night Molly and I had taken each other's virginity, MJ's face and her mother's would switch and swap back and forth until they became one in my mind. In these dreams, I always came, and I'd wake the next morning feeling less 'tense' but as guilty as hell.
One afternoon after school, MJ, for some reason, decided to show me through some of her routines. She came into the lounge wearing nothing but her leotard and started to warm up.
MJ had the same tiny breasts, barely a 'B' cup, as her mother and had the same big nipples.
It was either a little cold in that room, or MJ was sexually excited because her nipples looked hard enough to take out an unwary eye.
Facing away from me, MJ went through a series of exercises designed to warm and stretch her muscles. With legs straight, she bent over and touched her toes, then took the back of her calves in each hand and moulded her body down along her thighs.
With a cheeky smile, MJ opened her legs a little so she could pop her head through and give me a wink.
Bent over so far and stretched so much, her leotard had 'wedgied' between her butt cheeks. I was treated to the incredible sight of my daughter's shaved perineum and taut ass cheeks gazing at me above her smiling face.
I didn't dare move in case my extreme erection became obvious.
MJ straightened and turned to me. Staring into my eyes, she turned her right knee out and lifted it until it pointed straight up at the sky, well, the lounge's ceiling, with her toes extended and stretched as far as possible.
If you've seen a girl doing the splits, it was exactly like that, except MJ was balanced on one foot and not on the ground.
MJ did a slow pirouette. With my mouth dry, I watched MJ's barely covered pussy slowly rotate into view.
Putting that foot on the ground, MJ repeated the move on her other foot.
It was too much to handle. I got up quickly and ran down to my bedroom. I got there just in time to grab a couple of tissues and get them over the head of my cock as I came copiously to the vision of my daughter's barely covered pussy.
I sat there on the bed, ashamed, for a very long time. It was the first time, ever, I was glad my late wife wasn't still with us. I'm certain Molly would have been as disgusted with me as I was with myself.
'What kind of pervert has orgasms over his own daughter?' I asked myself.
Night had come, and I was still sitting on my bed staring into the abyss when MJ knocked on my door.
Making sure the soiled tissues were well hidden, I said, "Come in."
"I made some dinner, dad," MJ said. "I did old English sausages, chips and eggs, your favourite."
She gave me a tremulous smile as if she was the one who had something to be ashamed of.
Checking I had done my trousers back up, I stood and then replied, "Sounds good, MJ. Have you finished your training for tonight?"
"There were some other things I'd like to have shown you, but maybe I can save those for another night."
I could have sworn her smile was a 'knowing one', as if she knew I had orgasmed to her display. But I quickly put that thought out of my head.
The following weekend to this was Val's 70th birthday. Everybody was going to be there. The brothers would all be there. Fred was bringing his wife and three almost adult children. James, now called Jamie because his fiancé insisted, was coming along with her. His two kids from his first marriage were coming with him. Matt, who was still living the life of the carefree bachelor, even though he was as old as me and should have known better, would be there.
Robbie was flying up from Melbourne, and my other two boys would be there. It was late summer, so we were all going to stay at Pat and Val's. The youngsters would share tents outside, and we had gotten a heap of camp beds and mattresses to put under the porch and in the garage.
It would be crowded, noisy, and all so much fun. I was really looking forward to it.
Fred's wife Marcie was an established cook, her culinary skills the envy of the rest of Pat and Val's extended family. Marcie reckoned she could handle most of the cooking with help with the preparation so that Val would get at least her birthday off kitchen duties.
The week until the Friday we were heading to Brisbane was excruciating. Every time I turned around, I'd find MJ smiling at me, staring at me, or smiling and staring at me.
Twice, as she came into the lounge to give me a kiss goodnight, her towel somehow fell apart and onto the floor. My daughter's lithe, taut and toned body would be beautifully displayed before me.
Another night, dressed in only a tiny night dress and without knickers, MJ insisted on climbing onto my lap as I sat on the couch watching the late news. Her pussy was warm on my crotch.
I'm sure it couldn't be true, but I was certain my daughter was sexually aroused.
MJ kissed the corner of my jaw and stroked my chin opposite where she had kissed. Something her mother used to do when she wanted me to take her to bed and make love to her.
How could it be like that? MJ had only briefly met her mum on the day of her birth. How could she be doing something her mother knew would guarantee I stopped whatever I was doing and took her to bed?
MJ had to have noticed how hard my cock was under her, but she just kept lightly kissing my jaw and stroking my chin.
MJ dreamily spoke, "I love you, Pauly Boy."
I sprung to my feet in utter shock, spilling MJ to the floor.
MJ looked up at me, suddenly a little afraid.
"How do you know that name?" I pleaded, almost in tears. "Your mother only ever called me that on very special occasions."
Clearly confused, Molly said, "Mum used to call you 'daddy dear' on special occasions?"
"What? No! You called me 'Pauly Boy' just then."
"I think you need your hearing tested, dad. I said, 'daddy dear' why do you think I'm so shocked at you freaking out?"
I began to cry, "I miss your mum so much, you know?"
"I know, dad. I sometimes feel she's here with us. It's almost like if I could just turn my head quickly enough, I'd be able to see her. Other times, especially when I'm considering doing something stupid or dangerous, it's like she warns me and guides me to better choices."
"You never once complained to me about not having a mother, MJ. Why is that?"
"Because I grew up secure in your love, dad. Having mum here would have been better. Sure it would have been. But you've done exceptionally well with the four of us.
"Pat and Val had a lot to do with it, too, MJ."
"Yes, but the majority of what we've all become is because of your steadfastness and the security and freedom to be ourselves that you gave us.
Do you wonder why I've never really had a full-on boyfriend?"
"Sometimes," I nodded.
"Because they don't stack up against you, dad. I've yet to meet a boy, or a man, for that matter, that is even half of what you are, but, rest assured, as soon as I do, I'm going to marry him and have his babies.
It's late," MJ said. "I'm going to sleep in the bed with you tonight because I don't think you should be alone. You can sleep under the covers, and I'll grab my quilt and sleep under that on top, okay?"



Molly used that tone of voice all the time. It was phrased as a question, but it wasn't. Even if I told MJ 'no', I would wake to find her sleeping where she had said.
"As long as you're wearing both a pyjama top and bottom, or at least have knickers on, fine."
MJ rolled her eyes and went and got her quilt.
I usually sleep naked, but with MJ there, I wasn't going to do that, so I put a pair of boxers and a T-shirt on and then got into bed.
MJ lay her head on my chest, just like her mother used to do all those years ago, then promptly fell asleep.
I lay there wide awake for a very long time trying to will my rampant erection away.
It was after 3.00 before I finally drifted off and immediately began to dream.
It was like I was drifting in an endless white cloud. Drifting happily, I became aware of a voice calling me.
"Pauly, Pauly. I'm here. Where are you?"
That was a voice I would recognise underwater and behind a concrete wall.
Surging towards Molly's voice, the clouds parted, and I was gazing at my wife on a hilltop in the late summer sun. Molly hadn't changed one bit from when we were together. This wasn't the cancer-ravaged body she had died in. This was my Molly, all 5-foot (152 cm) and 99 lbs (45 kg) of her, looking just as beautiful as she did on our first night as lovers.
In my dream, I took her in my arms and kissed her. It felt so real I swear I could feel Molly's lips against mine.
"I miss you so much, my love," I told her. "I can't do this anymore. It's all too hard without you."
"'My love', I still love you calling me that, Pauly boy. Our time together again will come, but not yet. You have to see the boys to full maturity and to see MJ married and meet her first child before you can join me."
I wanted to protest, but it was Molly. I could never refuse her.
I nodded, "Of course, my love, if that is how it must be, then that is what I will do."
Molly smiled her beautiful smile for me.
I knew I was dreaming, but it seemed so real, especially when Molly got 'that look' in her eyes.
With a naughty grin, my dream Molly dropped to her knees and took my rock-hard dick out of my trousers, cupped my balls in one hand, took my shaft in the other, and then took me into her mouth.
I lasted about as long as I did that first night more than 24 years ago.
Groaning fit to burst, I came.
Groping my way out of my dream, I became vaguely aware of MJ, shifting off my chest and rolling onto her side, facing away from me.
I slid my hand inside my boxers to check out how much mess I'd made and to decide if I needed to change. Weirdly, although my cock and groin were damp, there was no sperm to be found.
I'd had many 'wet dreams' since Molly left me, but this was the first 'dry' wet dream I'd ever had or heard of, if that was what it was.
My mind and body felt as relaxed and destressed as it usually does after I've orgasmed, so I was certain I'd cum, but no mess, hmm, strange.
It was only early when I awoke again. The sun was up and lit the room in a soft glow.
MJ was still sleeping on her side, a little away from me, so I could slip out of bed without waking her.
I stood looking down at my beautiful daughter. Sleeping like this made her look so sweet and innocent, and my heart swelled with love for her.
A breeze blew softly through the open window and shifted the curtains momentarily open. In the better light, I was sure I could see a small stain of dried cum on MJ's right cheek.
'Must be just dried saliva from some drool,' I told myself, unable to contemplate that my daughter may have given me a blow job as I dreamt of her mother.
Val's birthday was the Friday night, so those of us already there had dinner together. Marcie cooked. Val's party was the next night once everyone who could attend had arrived. It was a riotous affair with lots of alcohol drunk and plenty of food and laughter and jokes.
Pat and Val had invited all of their immediate neighbours to celebrate with them, so there were no noise complaints or other neighbour problems. It was nearly sun up by the time the last of the revellers quietened down and went to sleep.
The next morning all of Val's grandchildren took her to a breakfast they had planned. Pat had gathered the rest of the family and had taken them on a fishing trip. Neither Molly Junior nor I liked to fish, so somehow, we finished up alone at Pat and Val's house.
"Aren't you going to breakfast with Val?" I asked.
"Nah," MJ replied. "I'll take nana for lunch some other time. I just needed a break from the noise."
"It does get a bit much now we're used to just you and me, doesn't it, babe?"
"Sure does," MJ replied.
I had drunk a little more than I should have last night and felt a little queasy and headachy.
"I'm going to have a nap, MJ," I told her. "You right on your own for a time?"
"Sure thing, Dad," MJ replied. "I might run through some exercises to sweat the alcohol out, okay?"
I went and lay on MJ's old bed. Molly and I had consummated our love for each other on the same bed.
I don't know how much time had passed before the sound of something breaking awoke me.
Getting out of bed, I looked for the reason for the sound. I found MJ in the lounge. She had done a cartwheel across the lounge room floor, but she had misjudged the distance, and her right foot had crashed into the wall, broken through, and had gotten stuck.
Her head had somehow wedged behind the sofa.
My daughter was standing on her left foot, with her right foot stretched over her head and stuck in the hole her hitting it had caused.
MJ had put a leotard on. This one had a couple of clips in the groin so the wearer could undo those to go to the loo without having to take the leotard completely off.
The silver clips glinted in the light.
Weirdly, MJ wasn't calling out for help, just trying to extricate herself, but she was stuck pretty fast.
I looked at my daughter's barely covered snatch and perineum, and I swear the leotard looked damp.
Just then, something came over me. Suddenly I was hornier than a randy goat when the nannies are in heat.
I looked at MJ's barely covered snatch, 'Did I dare?' I thought.
Creeping quietly, I moved closer to MJ.
'Definitely wet,' I thought. 'But from what? Sweat or arousal?'
When I was closer, my mind went, 'Arousal. I'd recognise that smell anywhere because it's exactly as Molly used to smell when we made love.'
My daughter was stuck and couldn't see a damned thing past the couch her head was jammed behind, but should I? I knew it was wrong, but I wanted to taste my daughter's pussy.
Safe in the knowledge she would never know who did it, I gently unclipped her leotard. MJ's trimmed but still hairy pussy sprang into view.
MJ moaned but voiced no complaint, so I lowered my mouth onto the entrance of her vulva and began to tongue her. It didn't take very long before MJ exploded.
Her 'peach nectar' poured from her pussy in a gushing flow. MJ, as her mother was, was a squirter. I eagerly lapped up all her juices.
MJ was moaning and thrusting her hips back and forth with undisguised desire, so I slipped a finger inside her pussy. My finger only got a little way in before encountering MJ's hymen.
My lusts were singing, my heart was pounding, and my legs were trembling. My brain wasn't thinking my dick was.
I knew, no matter what happened because of this, I was going to take my daughter's virginity.
Because her hymen was still intact, I couldn't bring MJ to orgasm by fingering her Gspot, so I lowered my mouth back onto her vulva and began to run my tongue in long strokes from her perineum to her clitoris.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God, Oh God," was all MJ could say as I swirled my tongue over her clit and lapped at her labia as well as sticking my tongue as deep into her vulva as her hymen would allow.
"OMFG!" MJ almost screamed. "I'm cumming!"
As MJ erupted into a squirting orgasm again, I straightened, took my rigidly stiff 7-inch cock in my right hand, and aimed it at the entrance to her cunt.
MJ squirted as she came, paused to moan "OMFG" again and then squirted again as another orgasmic spasm hit her. As MJ thrust her hips forwards in time to her cum spasm, I bent my knees and pushed my rock-hard cock back at her forward-thrusting perineum.
For the second time in my life, I felt the momentary exquisite resistance before a hymen ruptures under the assault of a rampant penis before sliding deep into my daughter's hot and extremely tight cunt. I saw the quick splash of blood spray from MJ's pussy as her hymen parted. It was undeniably beautiful.
MJ gave a deep grunt as my cock broke through and slid deep into her.
Holding still, I gave my daughter a chance to become accustomed to having her most intimate space filled with cock.
I heard my daughter moan for a few brief seconds before she tentatively pushed her pussy back at my cock.
Working slowly, I started to rock my hips back and forth. MJ was soon moving with me, thrusting her hips forward to meet my thrusts and swinging them back as I pulled away.
MJ began emitting low guttural grunts. The grunts turned to barely understandable words before changing to high-pitched screams.
"Fuck me, please. OMFG, that feels so good. Fuck me, my darling man!"
Taking her cue, I began to thrust harder and faster into her. Before long, I was pounding my daughter with everything I had. The harder my pubic bone hit MJ's clit, the louder she got. The faster I thrust in and out, the higher-pitched her voice became.
In the end, MJ's words devolved into a high pitched almost squeal of, "FFFFUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKK YYYYYYYYYEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSS!"
MJ was squirting over and over as I thumped into her. The feeling of my daughter's juices pouring over my balls was too much, and with a barely stifled groan of my own, I started cumming into my daughter.
Feeling cum squirting into her sent MJ into another round of squirting orgasmic events. I'd spurt into her, and she'd squirt over me.
It felt so incredibly hot and sexy that I must've come at least seven or eight times before my shuddering hips stopped.
I stroked into MJ one last time as she moaned and shook in one last orgasm.
Shame immediately hit me. I had just 'ruined' my daughter. Taken her virginity and cum inside her. Fuck! I didn't even know if she was on the pill, and I hadn't used a condom. What if I'd made my daughter pregnant?
What would Molly have done to me if she was alive to know of this? 'Probably killed me,' I thought.
MJ was still shuddering with post-orgasmic bliss as I gently lifted and twisted her foot so I could extricate it from the hole in the wall.
I gave the foot a hard backward shove so MJ would fall over behind the couch and bolted out the door back to the bedroom.
I wanted to pray MJ wouldn't be able to right herself in time to see who had just deflowered her, but I knew that was adding another wrong to an already unforgivable act.
Back in the room I was sharing with MJ, I quickly stripped to bare and hid my cum and blood-stained boxers in the bottom of our luggage bag, grabbed a towel, and headed for the shower to wash the evidence of my act away.
The bathroom door's lock hadn't worked since I was a kid and stayed there.
Deep in thoughts of my betrayal and suffering from guilty pangs, I didn't notice the bathroom door opening or MJ slipping inside.
I first noticed her when she opened the shower curtain and stepped into the shower with me.
Shocked, I said, "MJ! What are you doing?"
"This, daddy."
And MJ grabbed the back of my head and pulled me down for a passionate kiss.
MJ grabbed my cock and began to stroke it. Despite my shame and shock, I was desperately hard again in no time.
"It's okay, daddy," MJ moaned. "I wanted you to find me. I wanted you to be my first lover. No one I've met compares, and I want this to be. That's why I pretended to be stuck."
"It's wrong, MJ," I said even as I groaned to her strokes. "Fathers shouldn't have sex with their daughters."
"Even if it's what mum wanted?"
"You can't possibly know what your mother wanted, MJ. She died just after you were born."
"She left me a diary describing all her hopes and wants for me. In the diary, she asked, no, she demanded, that I look after you. Look after all your needs until it was time for you to join her.
She even explained that I would have to seduce you because you would never take me as your lover if I didn't."
"How come I've never seen this diary?"
"Because it was delivered to me from your lawyer's early on the morning of my fifteenth birthday. I had no idea of its existence before then either.
Oh, don't worry, it was full of admonishments to wait until it was legal for me to seduce you. But I would have, anyway. If I'd tried anything before my eighteenth, you would probably have spanked me and told me off."
MJ kissed me passionately again. I responded, despite myself, and we were soon locked into a twirling, swirling dance of tongues.
It felt so much like it did when I was with Molly that I was sure, somehow, Molly was here with us. That Molly was, in some weird way, sharing space inside her daughter's mind, and it was my gorgeous late wife that I was once again joyfully mating with.
I picked MJ up, and she wrapped her thighs around my hips, just as her mum used to.
MJ could feel my hard steel rod just bare millimetres from the entrance to her vulva, so, like her mother before her, she let her thighs relax and slid down.
This time was different from my and Molly's first night. I didn't cum to the sweet feeling of MJ's pussy close to the head of my cock. Instead, my cock slid deliciously inside her.
I turned so I could push MJ against the shower wall. With our tongues still dancing, I started to thrust inside my daughter.
MJ's head lolled back, and she moaned deeply, "You feel so good inside me, daddy. I've waited for this so long that now it is happening I feel fucking fantastic. Fuck me, daddy. Fuck your little princess hard."
I lifted my hands to grasp the tops of MJ's shoulders. Holding her tightly to me and pressing firmly against the wall, the warm water coursing so gorgeously over our lithe naked bodies, I began to fuck my daughter in earnest.
Building up a rhythm quickly, I was soon pulling MJ hard down onto my rigidly erect dick as I forcefully drove my hips up and into her.
MJ's head was bouncing all over the place as she gave herself to the supreme pleasure of being well and truly fucked.
I could feel myself nearing that exquisite point of no return when MJ's head snapped up, and her eyes flew open.
"Cum in me, Pauly boy. Cum in me, my love, and I'll cum with you."
It was Molly speaking, I'm sure.
That long ago heard demand proved to be my undoing. With an expansive groan, I ejaculated inside my daughter's tight, hot and very wet pussy.
MJ came with me. We were once again exchanging fluids in rapid sequence with each other. I'd cum, shooting semen inside her, and MJ would moan and gush fluids over me. I'd grunt and spurt, and MJ would mirror my grunts and squirt her juices onto my tightly squeezed balls.
It was fucking fantastic!
The water running cold finally brought us back to ourselves.
Stepping back from the wall, I wrapped my arms around my daughter and squeezed her fiercely to me.
"I love you, MJ. What we're doing is so wrong, but I'm yours until your mother calls me home."
"I love you, too, daddy. Stop worrying. What others don't know, they can't worry about. Once we're back home, no one will ever realise we're lovers as well as dad and daughter."
I found my phone and checked the time.
"Plenty of time before everyone is likely to be back. Do you want to come to bed and make love again?"
"Yes, please, daddy."
So we did, and it was beautiful. MJ rode me as her mother had all those years ago. All I had to do was concentrate on not cumming, and add stimulation as MJ seemed to need it.
I'd caress her nipples as she climbed Cum Mountain, then change to twisting and pulling on them gently as she closed in on her peak. Finally, I'd flick them with my thumb and forefinger as MJ reached her peak and began tumbling down the other side into orgasmic bliss.
After what seemed like a lifetime, MJ fell forward onto my chest and kissed me.
"I want to lie on my back, with you between my thighs, so I can stare into your eyes as you cum inside me, daddy," she moaned.
I rolled MJ over and slid deep inside her velvety pussy. I didn't want to 'fuck' her. I wanted to rock her into nirvana gently, so I moved with her as I ground my pubic bone against her clitoris.
MJ started to jerk and thrust back up at me.
"I'm ready, daddy," she told me. Her breath coming in short sharp gasps.
Releasing all restraints, I roared into my orgasm.
"FUUUUUCCCCKKKKKK MEEEEEEEEEE, Molly. I'm CUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMINNNG." I yelled.
MJ clung to my shoulders and screamed through her orgasm with me.
I wanted to sleep but knew if we did, we'd be caught naked and covered in sex fluids by the family a little later in the afternoon.
Forcing myself to move, I carried MJ back to the shower and gently and carefully washed her clean of all evidence of our lovemaking.
Grabbing an extra blanket from the linen cupboard in the hall, I encouraged MJ into her pyjamas and then carried her into the lounge to sleep on the sofa.
Gathering our clothes and all the bed linen, I ran them through the wash and put them in the drier.
Once they were dry, I remade our bed.
To make sure, I carefully inspected the area in the lounge where I had deflowered my daughter. Satisfied there was no evidence of our misdeeds, I was finally able to take a much-needed nap.
I woke to the sounds of laughter and loud conversations. All of the family had returned.
Yawning, I wandered to the outside entertainment area where everyone was having a few drinks and nibblies.
MJ acted as host and ensured the hot pies and pasties were handed around and that everyone had a drink.
I noticed she kept taking discreet glances at a guy PJ had brought home with them.
"Hey, dad. Good to see you're finally back alive," PJ said with a laugh. "Do you remember Luke from when I was at school?"
I vaguely remembered a weedy guy called Luke that PJ had hung around with when we were all living here. But this guy was a man. A real man. Tall, with a big bushy beard, deep-set eyes and a rough and ready voice.
"Hey, Mr Johnson. Long-time no see." Luke said.
"Hiya Luke. Paul is fine."
Luke turned to watch MJ bend over to pick up some paper cups that had been carelessly dropped onto the grass.
MJ used her gymnastics skills to keep her legs straight and bend from the hips to pick them up. Her pert, tiny, but perfectly round ass was emphasised in the shorty shorts she wore.
Luke was suddenly sporting a huge tent in the front of his shorts.
Catching sight of me looking at him, he coloured and turned quickly away.
I had to smile to myself.
Later, I cornered Pat and Val away from everyone else.
"Do you remember Molly's 18th when you wondered if I would be having the same conversation with MJ's man that you and I had?"
They both nodded.
I carefully pointed my head in Luke's direction.
"Tomorrow morning, and with him, I reckon."
Pat and Val turned to study Luke. Luke was so engrossed in conversation with MJ he didn't notice us all examining him.
"Despite his appearance, Luke is a civil engineer with the council. The word is he's going into politics at the next election. MJ could do a lot worse," Pat murmured.
Val stepped in, "He's six years older than MJ, though. At her age, that's a lot."
"Six years physically older and about ten years younger, maturity-wise," I replied. "Look at your granddaughter. You think he stands any chance whatsoever?"



Molly Junior was standing directly in front of Luke, chatting with him. Her eyes were wide, and her lips slightly parted. MJ kept taking the lapels of his coat in her hand and brushing an imaginary speck off them, letting her hands linger on Luke's chest just a moment too long.
MJ even simpered at a lame joke, Luke told.
Val shook her head, "No chance at all."
I got up early the following day. Sure enough, MJ's side of the bed was empty.
In the early morning light, I made myself a cup of tea and sat at the table drinking it. About 6.00 am, MJ came creeping inside.
Noticing me sitting at the table, MJ blushed but tried to cover it by saying, "Good morning, daddy. You're up early. I couldn't sleep, so I got up to watch the sunrise."
"Don't ever lie to me, MJ," I replied. "You and Luke have my blessing."
MJ gasped, "How did you know?"
I laughed delightedly, "Because your mum and I did virtually the same thing when your mum was your age."
MJ did at least look a little embarrassed.
"He's so gorgeous, daddy. I'm going to marry him and have lots of babies. I might even have six, two more than you and mum had."
"Go get your man, MJ. He and I need to have a chat."
"You're not jealous, daddy? You and I were... well... lovers for a brief moment there."
"No, MJ. I'm not at all jealous. I just want to sound out your man and see what he's made of."
"Be gentle with him, daddy. He looks like a big old grizzly bear, but just like you, he's a teddy bear on the inside," MJ admonished me.
MJ and Luke were married in the same church as Molly and I. Their first child arrived less than a year later.
Luke stood for the seat of Chatsworthy and was elected in a landslide. He and MJ bought a house in that electorate and settled into domestic bliss.
It was lonely out in Augathella by myself. I began to apply for teaching jobs back in Brisbane but wasn't having much luck.
On the way home from one of my regular trips to see my grandson, I was pushing a little too hard and couldn't make the nearly right-angled turn.
As my car launched into the ether, Molly appeared in the seat beside me.
"Ready to come home, Pauly boy?" She asked.
"Yes, my love."

The End.
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MILF to Slut 05: A Visit from the Relatives.

A little more than two years had passed since our encounter with Welch and Raquel. Lolly, Gina, Adrian, and I had settled into a life of domestic bliss.
Gareth and Ciara were living pretty much separately in the flat over the garage, but they did come over for dinner at least a couple of times a week. I knew they were trying for their first child but hadn't had any luck yet.
Lolly was pregnant with twin daughters. The gynaecologist thought they would be born around mid-September, making Lolly about at the six-month mark. She still wasn't showing much evidence of her pregnancy, but she had had a bit of spotting after we had made love a couple of times, and the gynea was concerned she might go into early labour.
As a result, penetrative sex between Lolly and I was off the table.
I wasn't too concerned because my primary concern was ensuring our twin daughters were born healthy and safe.
Lolly still gave me regular head, and she started giving 'wet handjobs' where she covered my cock's head and shaft with lubricating gel and stroked me off.
It was very nice. Not as lovely as being inside her, but still nice.
Plus, Gina was still willing to share her luscious charms with me at every opportunity, so it wasn't like I was missing out in the sex department.
It was early June in Brisbane. I love this time of year. The nights are cold enough that snuggling in bed is almost mandatory, and the days are typically a mild 24 - 27 degrees with clear blue skies and barely a breath of a breeze.
It was a Wednesday afternoon, and I was home from work. Taking my laptop into the kitchen so I could take advantage of the late afternoon sun and watch and chat with Lolly as she prepared dinner, I opened my Facebook page and scrolled through the latest posts.
For some reason, I opened Messenger, even though there were no new messages. Clicking on the 'message requests' button, I found a message from a Lauren Shephard that had been sent earlier that day.
"Isn't your sister called Lauren Shephard?" I asked Lolly.
"Yes, she is. Why?"
There's a message here purporting to be her. Shall I open it? Could this be her?"
I turned the screen towards Lolly.
Lolly won't admit it, but she's quite short-sighted. She wandered over to look at the picture beside the message request.
"Hard to tell," she replied. "The picture is so small. But I didn't think any of my family had Facebook.
Lolly had a Facebook page, but she hardly ever logged into it. She had only gotten one because I wanted to tag her in my posts and show off to all my friends and family how hot my wife was.
I opened the message.
"Hi John," it read. "This is Brigid's sister, Lauren. Yes, it is her. I have some urgent news that Brigid needs to hear. May I have a number to call you on?"
After our last encounter with Lolly's relatives, as you can imagine, reader, I was loathed to get involved with more.
"I don't think so," I typed. "We can chat here until I'm sure this isn't some kind of scam. Then, I'll give you a number if I'm convinced you're real."
Lauren responded immediately, and we exchanged comments for a time, but it soon became apparent this was Lolly's sister. She knew too many details for it not to be.
I gave Lauren my number, and my phone rang.
"Hello, Miss Lauren," I said.
"Hi, John. Thanks for taking my call."
"What can I do for you, Miss Lauren?"
"Is Brigid there?"
I looked over at Lolly with a raised eyebrow. Lolly shook her head.
"Lolly isn't able to talk at the moment," I replied.
"Okay. I have some bad news, but I'd rather bring mum and Aunty Sofia up so we can tell her in person."
"I'll need to know the news before I decide," I informed Lauren.
"Our father passed away unexpectedly on Monday night. Brigid needs to know."
"When can you get here?"
"Friday morning?"
"Okay, we'll see you then."
I hung up and texted our address to Lauren.
Walking over to Lolly, I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her on the cheek.
"Bad news, I assume?" Lolly almost stated.
Her father's death wasn't something I could keep from my wife.
"Lauren said your father passed away on Monday night. They're coming to see you and give you the bad news."
Lolly stiffened in my arms and sobbed. I had no idea what to do, so I just held her tightly.
It seemed to be the right thing to do because Lolly gave a shudder and relaxed against me.
She lifted her head for a kiss.
"In my heart, I knew dad, and I would never reconcile, you know, John?" Lolly said. "But whilst he's alive, you hope, right?
I gave her another squeeze and nodded.
"Do you mind getting pizza for dinner tonight? I'm going to go and lie down."
"Do you want me to come with you?"
"Yes, please."
Holding hands, we walked up to our room.
We lay on the bed, cuddling as Lolly wept and talked herself out.
She told me about growing up in her family and their lives together, about the day she told her parents she was pregnant with Gina and the colossal argument that ensued when she couldn't tell them who the father of her child was.
She told of being thrown out of her home with barely time to pack a bag and without protest from her mother.
It took until nightfall before Lolly cried herself out.
Lolly suddenly grabbed me and kissed me passionately.
"Fuck what the doctor says. I need you to make love to me right now, John," she said fiercely.
Rolling onto my stomach, I kissed my wife with everything I had before sliding down, removing her stretch cotton dress, and carefully tonguing her pregnancy-sensitive nipples.
Lolly grabbed my head and guided me lower until my mouth was on her clitoris with my nose in the 'landing strip' Lolly trimmed her bush to. She wasn't wearing underwear.
Flicking my tongue over her delicious nub soon had Lolly arching her back and thrusting her hips at my circling tongue.
"I want you inside me, honey," Lolly moaned. "Lie on your back so that I can guide and control things. I promise I'll be gentle so as not to hurt the babies."
It didn't need two invitations!
Lolly stood on the bed with her feet on either side of me as I quickly stripped my shirt and pants off.
Once I was naked, she bent her knees and sank into a squat. With her knees on the bed and up on her toes, Lolly held my 7-inch cock in her hand and guided it to the entrance of her pussy.
My wife was as wet and hot as I'd ever felt her. Lolly rode my cock a few times to make sure it was liberally coated with her juices before lifting off and moving her hips slightly forward.
With a slight grunt as my cock slipped through her knot, Lolly's ass came to rest on my abdomen. Holding still to give her ass a chance to become accustomed to once again being filled with cock, Lolly tossed her head and moaned.
"I still love anal sex the best, my love," she groaned. "I cum so much quicker than I do with vaginal.
Lolly leant back, placed her hands on my lower thighs just above my knees, and began to pump her hips up and down.
In this position, I was treated to the gorgeous sight of my thick cock disappearing into my beautiful wife's rear fuck hole and then got to watch as it exquisitely reappeared as Lolly rose up.
This vision was so exciting that I quickly had to double and triple numbers in my head lest I came too soon for Lolly to get there with me.
Lolly was panting and gasping, struggling to maintain a slow tempo so as not to be too rough on her pregnant belly.
Wanting to help, I lifted myself into a semi-crunch position so I could slip a finger into Lolly's quim and thumb her clit.
It was enough as Lolly almost literally exploded.
"Oh, fuck, yes!" she groaned. "I'm cumming!"
Lolly's hip began shuddering, and her whole body shook as if an acute ague had swept over her. Lolly lifted her hips so half my rampantly stiff penis was exposed to my gaze.
With another deep groan, Lolly gushed fluids over my abdomen. Lolly had always been a squirter, but since we began to have sex regularly, she no longer 'just' squirted. She poured liquids in a torrent from her pussy as she came.
No longer able to control my needs, I moaned deeply and began cumming inside Lolly's tight and delectable ass.
It was an incredible cycle. I'd cum, and Lolly would squirt. I'd shoot inside her, and Lolly would gush fluids over me. We exchanged sex fluids four or five times before Lolly slowly sank down and rolled off me.
Lolly was lying on her back, already dozing off, so I spun around and lay beside her. Almost asleep, Lolly rolled onto her side and cuddled into me.
I must have also drifted off to sleep because I became vaguely aware of a mouth on my cock and a hand cupping my balls sometime later. With an expansive groan, I came into the greedily sucking orifice surrounding all 7-inches of my dick.
Forcing an eye open, I saw my daughter smiling and blowing a kiss as she skipped out of the room.
Gina was home from Uni.
I dozed beside Lolly until an aching back made me decide to get up. It was early evening and still quite warm, so I didn't bother putting any clothes on as I went looking for my daughter. I found her in the lounge Skyping with a friend.
As I was naked, I carefully kept myself out of the camera's view as I made my way to the kitchen.
"Here's daddy, now," Gina said to whomever she was Skyping with. "Daddy, come over and say hello to my friend Emma."
"I'm naked, Gina. Nobody wants to see a 47-year-old's ass."
"I do," came from the screen. "Gina says you're quite well hung, and I want to see."
"Yeah, Dad, hurry up and show Emma what you've got."
As I may have observed before, I can't deny my daughter a damned thing, so I moved over in front of Gina's computer screen.
"Gina says you're a shower, not a grower, John. Is that right?" Emma asked. "Every boy I've ever been with is much bigger hard than soft."
Gina is correct. When I become turgid, my dick is still close to the same length as I am soft. It just goes from pointing at my toes to staring at the underside of my chin.
"Make him hard, Gina. I want to see."
I was soon back in my daughter's mouth. Gina is an exceptional cock sucker. I suspect her skills have even surpassed her mother's. I was quickly at that point of no return.
"Show me," came from the screen.
Just before I could cum, Gina removed her mouth from my dick and turned me to the screen.
"I give you proof," Gina crowed.
"Very impressive," Emma moaned.
I looked at the screen and saw Emma leaning back with her calves over the arms of the couch chair she was sitting in. Emma had two fingers inside her pussy and a thumb on her clitoris.
"Yeah, but he's not a patch on my half-brother."
"You have a half-brother you also fuck, and he's even bigger than your dad?"
"Yes, Adrian is close to 10-inches long. I can swallow all of him as well."
"If you ever choke on my strapon again, I'm going to tan your ass raw, little miss Gina, you know that, right?"
"Yes, Mistress," my daughter said submissively.
Gina being submissive and answering 'Yes, Mistress'? WTF!
"Mistress, Gina? What the fuck is with that?" I exclaimed.
"Emma is helping me to be a better Domme, daddy. Emma has always been a Dominant, so she's agreed to help me. But she says she only knows how to teach by demonstration, so I'm acting as her submissive, and she's showing by using her skills and techniques on me."
"And who are you going to Domme, Miss?"
"Mum, obviously. But it's nearly time for Aunty Welch to call and beg me to allow her to come and serve me again. I don't want to allow that until I'm sure I can handle her."
"You're still in contact with that monster?" I queried.
"She's just a lonely submissive girl at heart, daddy. Besides, mum and I are the only family, outside of her sister, that she has."
Trying to argue with my daughter is a waste of breath. You may as well tell the tides to turn back or the seasons to stop turning because the effect is about the same.
"I want to see you make your daddy cum, my little slut," Emma demanded.
Gina guided my flagging erection back into her mouth. Cupping my balls with one hand before sliding the index finger of that hand along my perineum, Gina circled the base of my shaft with the thumb and forefinger of her other hand.
Bobbing up and down my cock as quickly as she could, her lips hitting her encircled thumb and forefinger every time, Gina stroked my perineum and pulled gently on my dick all at the same time.
It was so exquisite that I came in a matter of moments. Grabbing Gina's head in both hands, I forced myself as deep into her mouth as I could before unleashing a torrent of cum down her welcoming throat.
"Show your Mistress you've swallowed it all as a good slut should," Emma demanded.
By her deep pants, Emma had cum to the spectacle of Gina blowing me.
Gina let my softening tool out of her mouth, turned to the camera, and opened her mouth wide to show Emma that she had swallowed all of my eruptions.
"Good girl. And I'll see you and your brother at mine Friday week at 7. Don't be late!"
The screen went blank.
"I doubt Adrian will submit to anyone, Gina. Not even you." I told her.
"He won't have to, dad," Gina explained. "He'll get to watch as Emma Dommes me and probably get to fuck her as I'm made to watch."
"You're okay with Adrian fucking someone else?"
"Of course. I'm always happy to share. You know that."
Changing subjects, I asked, "Did you know your grandparents, Lolly's mum and dad, at all?"
Gina shook her head, "I only know them from what mum has said."
"Okay. Your mum's dad passed away on Monday. Your aunty Lauren, your grandmother, and, I guess she must be your great-aunt Sofia, are coming up to tell your mum."
"But you've already told her," Gina surmised, showing the same insightfulness that led her to discover that I was likely her biological father. "That's why she's sleeping upstairs. Was she really upset?"
"More sad than upset, I think. She was still holding onto some vague hope that they'd somehow patch things up."
"Mum shouldn't be alone at a time like this. I'm going to go and lie with her."
"And that's why you're my favourite daughter," I told her proudly.
"I'm your only daughter," Gina replied drily.
"Yes, but still my favourite." I smiled at her.
Gina favoured me with a big grin and headed upstairs to her mum.
"They're coming here on Friday," I called after her.
"My grandmother, aunty and great aunt?" Gina questioned.
I nodded.
"I'll take the day off uni," Gina said, then turned and went upstairs.
I watched Fox Sports News cycle for about 30 minutes before feeling a little horny.
I crept upstairs to our bedroom and peered around the door to see Lolly propped up on pillows against the headboard as Gina tongued her pussy. I caught Lolly's eye and mimed that I would sneak up behind Gina and fuck her.
Lolly gave me a slow wink, then moaned deeply and squeezed her thighs firmly around Gina's ears. My daughter was trapped between Lolly's thighs, with her taut sexy ass poked delectably up into the air.
Moving quickly, I climbed onto the bed, grabbed Gina's hips then swung my hips lustily forwards. The head of my dick hit the right spot the first time, and I slammed deep into my daughter's tight cunt.
"Fuck," Gina groaned.
"You want me to fuck you, my little princess?" I growled from behind her.
I received another groan in reply, so I began jamming all 7-inches into her soaking pussy as hard as I could.
Gina was still feverishly licking her mother's clit and vulva as I slammed into her, and Lolly was holding her daughter's head tightly to her pussy
The room was filled with the sounds of two women moaning and a pelvis slamming viciously against a taut ass. It was fucking awesome!
Gina's hot panting breaths across her overstimulated clitoris sent Lolly rocketing into orbit. With a deep growl that started way back in her throat, Lolly spasmed, her whole body jerking, and fluids poured from her pussy in an almost geyser as she came hard on Gina's mouth.
Feeling her mother's pussy fluids exploding over her sent Gina flying into her orgasm.
As Gina came over and over again, also squirting fluids, her pussy ring squeezed deliciously on the head of my stroking penis. I couldn't last another second and dumped a massive load of man juice into my daughter's extremely tight pleasure hole.
Totally spent, Gina sagged onto her stomach and across her mother. Lolly gave her a push, so she rolled off onto her side and then snuggled down to cuddle her daughter.
Satiated but not sleepy, I put some clothes on and headed downstairs. Getting my laptop out, I brought up my Facebook page and opened the original message from Lauren. Following the links, I was able to navigate to Lauren's home page.
Like many novice internet users, Lauren had made way too much personal information available to the general public. I was able to establish that Lauren was barely 11 months older than Lolly. Her mum must've gotten pregnant with Lolly even though she would have been still breastfeeding Lauren.
I looked at the two pictures that Lauren had uploaded. She was like the antithesis of Lolly. Tall and willowy as opposed to short and stacked. Lauren was wearing very little, if no, makeup in the photos. She looked quite tomboyish in the pics.
I checked to see what friends she had on her list, but the only two I could find were her mother and Aunt Sofia.
I quickly looked at both of those profiles, but they were even barer than Lauren's.
The only tags I could find were on each woman's respective birthdays.
I downloaded one of Lauren's pics so I could use the computer to blow it up to get a better idea of how she looked. The only noticeable thing was that Lauren may have had a rack at least as impressive as Lolly and Gina's.
Friday morning dawned bright and clear. Close enough to 10.30 am, there was a horn toot at our main gate. Using the remote, I opened it and let the cab up our drive.
Lolly was dressed conservatively in a plain black midi-dress, black pull-on sneakers with her hair tied back in a ponytail. Gina had jean shorts and a T-shirt on; her feet were bare.
My wife looked calm, but I could tell she was seething internally. Gina seemed nervous and excited about meeting her family.
The cab circled our driveway and came to a stop outside the stairs to the front porch. The back left door banged open, and an extremely buxom mid-thirties woman came exploding out.
This woman was gorgeous, with long, dark red, straight hair, flashing green eyes with olive skin and a wide white-on-white smile.
Racing up the stairs, she grabbed the arms folded and stiff Lolly before kissing her soundly on the lips.
"It's so good to see you, Lolly Britches!" She exclaimed, then kissed Lolly again.
She turned to me, "You must be John. I'm Sofia, Lolly's aunt. Sorry about the 'Lolly Britches', but when I was young and learning to talk, I couldn't get my tongue around Lollobrigida, so Lolly Britches she became."
I blinked twice. This woman looked younger than Lauren and Lolly. How could she be their aunt?
Sofia was stacked. She was almost as tall as Lauren and had to have at least a 38-26-36 figure. Her over-large breasts were stuffed into a bra that had to be at least a size too small. Her open-necked blouse was undone to below where her jacket was buttoned under her impressive bosom.
The inside mounds of Sofia's breasts gaped generously out of her bra and through the gap in her jacket. Sofia wore a short skirt that barely covered her knickers and wore sheer black stay-up stockings. The tops of the stockings and the hem of her too-short skirt didn't come close to meeting each other.



She was lush and oh so overtly sexual that I knew Lolly and Gina, and probably Sofia herself, expected me to look so I openly ogled her sexy form.
"I was a 'change of life baby', John," Sofia explained in the face of my evident confusion. "Mum didn't have me until she was almost 55."
"Mum raised Sofia with us," Lauren explained from my right. "Grandma couldn't deal with her, so she came to live with us on her seventh birthday.
"I'm Lauren," she added needlessly.
I gave Lauren a glance over. She was dressed conservatively in a loose pair of blue jeans with a buttoned-up chambray shirt. She was wearing a pair of hiking boots. I saw that she was prettier than her Facebook photos indicated, but she wore no makeup and had done nothing to alleviate the greying of her hair.
Lauren was tall for a woman, around 5 ft. 9 in. (175 cm), I guessed, and was so slim she looked almost boyish. Except for the large breasts, of course.
Lauren leant in and quickly touched her lips to my cheek. As she did, I caught a very familiar odour. Lauren was extremely sexually stimulated. For her smell to be that obvious through her jeans, she must have been almost gushing pussy fluids.
My eyes widened as she stepped back, and Lauren blushed.
I turned to the third of the Shephard women, Lolly's mum. Inwardly straightening my shoulders, I took her hand in mine and lightly kissed the back of it. Raising my eyes to her face, I blinked twice again and felt an immediate rise in my groin area.
Lolly's mum was exquisite. Now in her mid to late 50s, Lolly's mum had dark blonde, almost brown hair coiffed close to her skull. She had her daughter's dark brown eyes with exceptionally white corneas.
She also shared her olive skin with her daughter, and her face was almost unlined. Her skill with a makeup brush was such that I would have sworn she was no older than my 47 years.
This stunningly beautiful woman was in between her daughters in height. Probably around the 5 ft. 7 in. (170 cm) mark and would have weighed no more than 132 lbs (60 kg).
Lolly's mum was wearing a clinging black sweater over tailored slacks that clung to her shapely ass. It was clear where Lolly and Gina got their impressive bosoms from because Cybil had to be at least a 12 Double D as well.
With a strong nose over full lips, Lolly's mum looked like an aging Hollywood icon. The late Princess Grace of Monaco was the closest celebrity I could think of that matched her.
If Lolly aged half as well as her mother, I would be the luckiest guy on the planet if I wasn't already.
I was immediately smitten and somehow forgot to let go of her hand.
"Hello, Mrs Shephard," I greeted her.
"Call me Cybil, or better yet, mum," Lolly's mum said with a small smile playing over her lips. "Now, if I could have my hand back?"
Hah! You thought her name would be Marilyn, didn't you, readers? The hint was in the last name, Shephard!
Blushing like I hadn't since my teenage years, I managed to let go.
"The cabdriver hasn't been paid," Cybil pointed out.
Still flustered, I didn't question why I should be the one to pay. I just asked the cabbie the amount, gave him $10 more than that, and let him back out the gate.
"Hello, sis," Lauren said quietly.
"Hello, sis? Hello sis! After more than 21 years of no contact, you come at me with a 'hello sis' like it's been five minutes?"
As I suspected, Lolly was seething. Her brown eyes were spitting venom as she took a deep breath to harangue her sister further.
"Brigid! Enough!" Her mother snapped. "It's not your sister's fault your father kicked you out in disgrace. Now apologise!"
"I will not, mum," Lolly hissed. "Neither of you said anything when dad kicked me out. You just accepted it and let it happen!"
"And what could we have done, Brigid? You know how your father was. If we had tried to defy him, we would have joined you on the streets.
No. I made a choice. I chose to say nothing because I could do nothing. I had myself, Lauren and your aunt Sofia to think about. It would have done none of us any good if we were all thrown out."
"I needed you, mum!" Lolly wailed. "I was 18, pregnant, with no idea how to contact the father of my child, and scared. I needed you! But you just let dad throw me away as if I was last week's garbage."
"Don't think I haven't cried myself to sleep every night since, Brigid. Don't think that I haven't prayed for forgiveness, and prayed for your safety, every single day.
I chose to let it happen because I knew you would make it. And I knew none of the rest of us could."
"You never even came looking for me, mum!"
"I did, Brigid. I swear I did. But you disappeared. Not one of your friends knew where you'd gone.
But look at you now, standing here in front of a house that's got to be worth at least a million dollars, with a beautiful daughter who looks ready to punch us all out and a man so enamoured of you that he's considering whether to kick us all out on our asses.
Look at you. You made it, my girl, didn't you? You made it, just like I knew you would."
"I don't care anymore, mum. I needed you then. I don't need you now. You can all get back in a cab and return to the hole you crawled out of. I want nothing to do with any of you."
"Lauren, Sofia, and I are moving to Brisbane, Brigid. The church has agreed to find us a house to share up here, and we will be available for you to see. We will be here if you, your husband, or your daughter want to see us."
"No, mum. We will not. You can pick your bags up because you're not welcome here."
I knew what I had to do. Lolly wasn't thinking straight. Seeing her family had torn open old wounds that she thought were well buried, and if she kicked them out now, she would regret it for the rest of her life.
Using the same forcefulness I use when Lolly feels particularly submissive and wants to disappear inside herself for a time, I said, "No, they will not, my love. Every girl needs her mother, and you are no different. Your mum and family are reaching out to you, and you, my girl, will meet them halfway. I know, and you know, deep down, this is what you want."
Lolly glared at me for my interruption, and I thought I would have to insist for a moment. But her eyes lowered, and I could almost see the steam from her anger leak from her.
"Looking at the ground, she muttered, "Yes, Sir."
The three visiting Shephard women all looked at each other in shock.
"'Yes, Sir'? What the ..." Lauren murmured.
Cybil turned to Gina, "You must be Gina," she said.
Gina had been watching the events unfold, her hands clenching into fists and then unclenching again. I'd been teaching her the same self-defence techniques my father had taught me.
Right now, I was glad lesson number one was: You shall only use these techniques in defence of yourself, your family, or your squad mates.
"You are just as beautiful as your mother, Gina. I hope you and your mother can forgive my weakness and let us be family again?"
Gina looked up at me, looking for some guidance. I nodded my head, and she turned back to her grandmother.
"Hello, ummm ... I don't know what to call you?"
Cybil chuckled warmly, "Cybil will do, for now, honey. Later, if you want, you can call me Grandma or Nana."
"Hello, Cybil. Pleased to meet you." Gina said and gave her grandmother a quick hug before coming back to my side and taking my hand.
Cybil watched her cuddle into my side with a raised eyebrow and a small smile.
"Cool," Sofia intoned. "Now, if we've all stopped comparing dicks, can we go inside and get to the catching-up part?"
I had to laugh. I suspected that I was going to like Sofia a lot. She had a refreshing frankness about her. She was gorgeous, and she knew it, but it hadn't swelled her head or made her into bitch.
"I could show you around the yard first if you like?" I asked. "Lolly had made some changes that I'm very proud of, and I'd like to show them to you."
Lolly's most significant change was to insist that a solar-heated pool be installed. Queensland has stringent pool fencing laws, but Lolly had extended these to the limit. If our pool fence were any more extensive, we would have to add a secondary fence closer to the pool.
Lolly had created a rock garden at one end of the pool and filled it with every type of plant my late wife loved. The garden had a small waterfall pouring the filtered and sun-heated water into the pool.
There was even an etched and painted sign that read 'The Vicki Randell Memorial Garden' with an engraved picture of Vicki underneath the writing.
"How did you know what plants to get?" I'd asked Lolly.
"There were tons of photos on Vicki's Facebook profile, John. All I had to do was look and get at least one of each."
Even though I was keen to show off Lolly's gardening skills, I only had one taker.
"I'm quite tired," Cybil answered. "If it's okay, I'll leave looking around for another day when I'm fresher and can appreciate it more.
Gina, could you show me up to my room?"
"Yes, Nana," Gina replied, receiving a pleased smile from Cybil.
"Lolly and I will go inside and start on the 'catching up' part, John," Sofia said.
"I'd like a tour, please, John," Lauren said.
We all ambled off in different directions.
"Brigid's pregnant?" Lauren asked once the others were far enough away for us to be not heard. "When is the baby due?"
I hadn't thought anyone had noticed as Lolly was barely showing anything yet. Lolly was still close to the same weight as she was before falling pregnant. She had put on some weight but only 'baby weight'.
"Too hard to get rid of again," Lolly explained when I asked.
"Babies," I corrected, holding two fingers in the air.
"Naturally conceived?" Lauren questioned.
"No. We tried for almost 18 months to conceive naturally, but Lolly had been on the pill since giving birth to Gina, and it just wasn't happening. We used IVF to get her pregnant."
"The government paid?"
I shook my head, "I make way too much, and own way too much, to get government help. We had to pay for it all ourselves."
Lauren nodded musingly.
Detouring past the back awning to grab a couple of apples, I took Lauren to the back area where the horses were.
Lauren laughed delightedly as I handed her the apples. She confidently fed one each to the horses and patted their noses.
"I've always loved horses, John," she informed me. "I asked dad for one, but a Minister's pay isn't all that good, and we only had a small yard, so we couldn't."
I was standing with Lauren's left shoulder against the side of my right bicep. Strangely, the smell of her arousal was relatively muted now that there was just her and me.
Wondering, I took Lauren's left hand in both of mine and then did what I had seen Lolly do to Ciara when she seduced her. I ran my thumb lightly across the fleshy part of Lauren's left hand between her thumb and forefinger and then touched the inside of her wrist, the inside of her elbow, and the inside of her upper arm close to her left breast.
As I brought my arm back to my side, I let the back of my hand brush softly across the inside mound of her breast and across her nipple.
Lauren's mouth fell a little apart. Breathing heavily, she stared intently at me. The smell of her arousal surged from her, but she did nothing but stare until I let go of her hand.
"What's next?" She asked as if nothing had happened.
I took her hand back in mine and led her down to where my two dogs were out in their run. They were fenced away from the house and had plenty of room to run around. They both came bounding over to meet us. Well, the youngest, Bekkah, did. She was only a couple of years old. Buster trotted over. He's almost 12 now.
Lauren got down on one knee to greet them both.
"Horses, dogs, and space. It doesn't get much better than this, John," Lauren smiled.
"Add in Lolly and Gina, plus my two sons and my eldest son's wife, and I'm not sure even heaven is going to be better," I answered.
"You have two sons? They both live here with you?" Lauren questioned.
Gareth, the eldest, and his wife live in the two-bedroomed flat over the main garage," I explained. "Gina and Adrian share a bedroom in the main house."
You have five bedrooms, but Gina and Adrian share?"
"They're lovers," I informed her.
I wanted to get this out in the open. If there was going to be a problem, I wanted it out in the open now.
"Good for them," Lauren said. "There's so little joy in this world these days. I'm always glad to see some when it's there."
"You're not bothered by the fact we're incestuous?" I asked, surprised.
"You and Gina make love together, as well?"
"All of us, me, the boys, Lolly and Gina, adore showing our love for each other physically. If this is going to be a problem, I guess none of you has unpacked yet. I can find you all a motel room and order a cab to take you there."
Just because Lolly's family had suddenly emerged, I wasn't going to stop Gina and Adrian from exploring their sensuality together, nor would I stop making love to my daughter. If they didn't like it, they could all fuck off.
"Lolly hasn't told you about us, has she?" Lauren asked as she took my hand and led me toward the front door.
"About what?" I asked, confused.
"Wait until we're inside, and Lolly can stop me if she wants."
Lauren's arousal had dampened some but was still apparent, so I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close to me as we walked up the stairs and inside.
Lauren mused as we walked towards the house, "You didn't include your eldest son's wife."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
You said yourself, Brigid, Gina, Adrian and Gareth share each other's physical affections, but you didn't say anything about your son's wife, Ciara. Is she not included?"
"Gareth, Adrian and I don't get it on if that's what you mean. Adrian and I often make love to Lolly and Gina together or separately, but we don't have sex with each other. I think Lolly and Gina also play with Gareth and Ciara, but neither Adrian nor I am involved with that."
Lauren nodded to indicate she understood but was obviously considering how things were.
Opening the door from the foyer into the lounge, I followed Lauren inside. Lolly and Sofia were busy becoming 'reacquainted'. Lolly was slumped back on the couch with her knees lifted and apart and her heels on the seat cushion.
Sofia was between Lolly's thighs. She had lifted Lolly's dress above Lolly's hips and pulled Lolly's thong off before tossing it aside and was furiously lapping at my wife's pussy.
Lolly tapped Sofia on the back near her shoulders.
Sofia rocked back onto her heels and, without even a skerrick of embarrassment, said to me, "Sorry about this, John. But I never got to do it when Brigid was at home as I was too young. I'm just making up for lost time, you know?"
Lolly was looking at me anxiously, so I reassured her, "Between these walls, there are no limits and no boundaries, remember, my love?"
We say that, but it's not wholly accurate. There are boundaries, and there are limits. Everyone involved must be a minimum of 18-years-of-age. Everything must be consensual. And anyone can change their mind and remove consent at any time.
Lolly smiled at me and grabbed Sofia's head between her hands before kissing her passionately.
"I missed you, Sofa Bed," Lolly told her between kisses.
'Interesting pet names,' I thought. 'Lolly britches, could that be an allusion to Lolly's squirting abilities? And Sofa Bed. I wonder if that's because Sofia likes to be 'slept' on?'
Lauren didn't seem the least fazed at her relative's incestuous behaviour.
"You're not bothered by this, Miss Lauren?" I asked.
"Should I be?" Lauren returned.
"Most people would be," I explained.
We're not your average family, John. There's been a family tradition as far back as the Shephard family's recorded history records. On their eighteenth birthday, the boys are given to their mothers so they can be taught how to make love and how to please a woman. The girls are given to their fathers to be gently deflowered and to be taught how to please their husbands.
The tradition works, as there hasn't been a divorce in our family in our 400 years of recorded history.
Can you make a cup of tea, please? I'm quite parched," Lauren added as if she hadn't just delivered a bombshell.
Inadvertently, I had continued the tradition with my daughter. Sure, it was a little later than her 18th birthday, but close enough.
Lauren sat at the kitchen bench as I made the tea. She had turned the high-backed stool around to watch Lolly and Sofia play.
Lolly and Sofia were wrestling, trying to get the other naked. They were both laughing and giggling like schoolgirls. Sofia was a little bigger and heavier than Lolly, so she had the advantage, but Lolly was cheating outrageously. Every time it looked like Sofia was getting the better of her, Lolly would grab one of Sofia's nipples and twist it mercilessly. If she couldn't reach a nipple, Lolly would stick a finger in Sofia's pussy or up her ass.
Lolly's thong was already on the floor, and her dress had been pulled up almost to her shoulders, but her bra was still done up, so there was a bit to go yet.
Sofia had, so far, only lost her knickers, although her magnificent mammary set had been dragged out of her blouse and bra, and her coat was undone.
When the girls came face to face, they would stop wrestling and engage in passionate tongue kisses until one or the other started up again.
I noticed Sofia was being cautious not to lie or press on Lolly's stomach, so I gathered that Lolly had told Sofia she was pregnant or that Sofia had worked it out for herself.
I handed Lauren her cup of tea. The smell of her arousal was near peak levels. Why the crotch of her jeans wasn't soaking through with pussy juices, I couldn't fathom. As I made the tea, I could have sworn that Lauren had had a couple of minor orgasms, but when I glanced at her, she returned my gaze stoically, showing no sign that she was sexually excited.
I turned back to the action on the floor.
Sofia's jacket was off, and all her blouse buttons were undone. Sofia's delectable melons were bouncing generously as she and Lolly wrestled.
Lolly was down to only her bra. As I settled down to watch, the bra's clasp came undone, and Lolly was naked.
Forcing Lolly's hands together and above her head, Sofia sat on Lolly's bosom.
"Got you, Lolly Britches!" Sofia yelled triumphantly. "Do you give?"
Lolly struggled for a few seconds longer before relaxing and looking up between Sofia's parted thighs.
"I give," she said in defeat.
"Excellent! Now eat my pussy," Sofia demanded.
Sofia moved forwards and lowered herself onto Lolly's tongue.
"Fuck, you're a top-shelf pussy muncher, Miss Lolly Britches," Sofia moaned a few moments later. "I'm going to cum!"
Sofia's hips bucked as she grabbed a handful of hair on the top of Lolly's head and forced Lolly's mouth as firmly as she could against her clit. A few seconds later, Sofia moaned before squirting her frothy essence onto Lolly's searching tongue, showing big tits wasn't the only inheritable Shephard trait.
I should clear up here that Sofia isn't a Shephard. She is a Munroe. Cybil's maiden name was Munroe, of course. But Sofia was younger than both of Cybil's children, so everyone assumed that Sofia was another of Cybil's kids.
Watching my wife begin to tongue Sofia back to another orgasm was too much for me.
"I'm going to join the action," I told Lauren.
Dropping my clothes to the floor, I got on my knees so I could spread Lolly's thighs and crawl between them.
Sofia felt me sliding between her niece's legs and turned 180 degrees so she could watch me eat Lolly out.



Placing my thumb just above Lolly's clitoris' hood so I could pull it back and expose Lilly's pleasure nub, I dipped the middle finger of my right hand into Lolly's pussy and hooked it back and up.
My finger found Lolly's Gspot, and she groaned lustily.
"He does that exceptionally well, Miss Britches," Sofia growled a little jealously. "It's hard to find a man that knows where your pleasure spots are."
I began to transfer Lolly's slippery excretions from her pussy to her ass. Once her ring was nice and wet, I exchanged my middle finger for my index finger and slipped my middle finger into Lolly's ass as I drove my index finger into her cunt.
"OMFG! Yes!" Lolly moaned into Sofia's pussy.
The vibrations of Lolly's voice across her clit sent Sofia into another round of squirting eruptions.
Exhausted, Sofia climbed off Lolly's face onto her feet and staggered across to the couch.
Fingering my wife as I lashed her clitoris with my tongue caused her to explode into orgasm as well.
Waiting until Lolly's clit was too sensitive to stand anymore 'punishment', I kept licking and stroking my fingers inside her quim. Lolly groaned and came one more time before she pushed my mouth off her pussy.
I eagerly used my elbows to drag myself up and over Lolly's body. Before I could cover her body with mine in preparation for entering her, Lolly pushed on my chest.
We can't, baby," she told me. "I was spotting again this morning, and it's too risky."
"I can, daddy," Gina said from where she had slipped unnoticed into the room.
She joined Lolly and me on the floor.
The wrongness of what we were about to do only added to the sexual frisson I felt. I was about to forcefully fuck my daughter in front of her mother and aunties.
Sitting up so I could pick Gina up, turn, roll, lay her down and then cover her luscious body with mine, I entered my daughter's soaking wet cunt.
My pelvis hit Gina's with a thump, and I was buried, balls deep, inside her.
"That feels so good, daddy," Gina moaned. "Fuck me, please. Fuck me until I can stand no more."
Moving higher until Gina's shoulders were in my armpits, I stretched my arms so I could grab Gina's ass. Gina lifted her hips to make what I was trying to do possible.
Wanting to show the watching Shephard women something, I screwed my libido down tightly, then fucked my daughter through four back-to-back orgasms.
After the fourth, Gina breathily begged me to stop, "I can't go again, daddy, please." She moaned.
I rolled off her.
Feeling her pussy and then examining my cock, Gina said, disappointed, "You didn't finish in me, daddy."
She gave me a moue of disappointment.
"I'd like to try some of that, Miss Britches, if you don't mind?" Sofia enquired of Lolly.
"Does Sofa Bed need someone to bounce on her?" Lolly enquired, confirming the origins of Sofia's nickname.
"I'm going to bounce on him," Sofia replied. "With your permission?"
"Help yourself," Lolly answered.
'Ain't nobody else with a wife as willing as mine to share,' I thought.
Even though I was still hard, Sofia went down on me. But she was hopeless. She couldn't take more than a third of my length inside her mouth before gagging and choking.
"Is that the best you can do, Sofa Bed? Lolly enquired, disgusted. "Didn't mum teach you how to deep throat a cock yet?"
"Have a look at me, Miss Britches," Sofia said huffily. "I'm gorgeous. 90% of the men in my life cum at just the thought of me blowing them. The rest blow 10 seconds after I've taken their cocks in my mouth."
She had a point. Sofia was delectable and oh so overtly sensual.
"Besides, he's huge. You can't tell me you can deep throat all of that!"
"Watch and learn, my cum stained Sofa Bed," Lolly huffed, much as she did the day Gina questioned her mother's oral abilities.
Lolly wrapped her thumb and forefinger around the base of my shaft, then bent it upward until the eye of my cock was pointing at the ceiling. Lolly opened her mouth and formed her lips into an 'O' shape before lowering her head.
The head, then the shaft of my penis, slowly disappeared into my wife's busily sucking orifice. Removing her hand, Lolly's lips hit my shaved pubis.
Lolly let me all the way back out of her mouth before 'free handing' herself back down. Once again, Lolly's mouth hit my pubic bone.
Not to be outdone, Gina joined her mother on her knees beside my hips. Gina repeated her mother's actions. My throbbing dick disappeared inside my daughter's mouth as well.
"Fuck me," Sofia moaned. "With oral skills like that, no wonder you two have snagged yourselves a rich man."
Sofia was grinning broadly, so I knew it was (mostly) a joke.
"Daddy is big, but my brother is bigger. Mum and I can both deep throat him as well."
"You have a brother you suck off, and he's even bigger than your father?" Sofia moaned in excitement.
"Half-brother," Gina corrected. "Same father, different mother."
"Hmmm," Sofia groaned. "I always wanted to try a big dick, but if your brother is bigger than your daddy, maybe I should wait for him?"
Gina pretended to consider it.
"No," she said. "You need to take care of daddy first. After you have, maybe I'll consider letting to fuck my brother."
"Oh, if I must," Sofia pretended to complain.
Sofia straddled my prone body. With her feet on either side of my body and facing me, Sofia squatted down, took hold of my rampantly erect cock and lowered herself onto it. Once her perineum hit my abdomen, Sofia leaned back and placed her hands on my lower thighs, as Lolly had done Wednesday night.
I was treated to the wondrous sight of my cock disappearing into and then reappearing out of Sofia's shaved pussy.
I had decided that if I wasn't going to cum inside my daughter, I wasn't cumming inside of Sofia either. Concentrating fiercely, I locked my libido down tight.
It was a close-run thing. Sofia was extremely wet and grippingly tight. Plus, she knew how to contract her pussy around the head of my cock as she bounced up and down, so it was difficult to stop from cumming.
Sofia rode me to four or five orgasms, squirting delectably over my pubic area and balls every time she did.
Sofia finally had to admit defeat, and she climbed slowly off my prone body on weak and shaky knees before collapsing back on the couch.
"You're just showing off now, daddy," Gina admonished me.
Ignoring her, I cheekily asked, "Anybody else want to try?"
"I do," my wife said. "I know all your weaknesses, and you can't resist me."
Wetting her finger by the simple expedient of dipping it into Sofia's soaking cunt, Lolly swallowed all of me, then slid her middle finger into my ass.
Hooking her finger up and back, Lolly found my prostate and stroked her long nail across it. At the same time, Lolly quickly bobbed up and down on my cock.
Unable to resist the delicious feeling of having the male equivalent of a Gspot stroked, I exploded into my wife's mouth.
Lolly gulped it all down.
With a satisfied smile, Lolly joined Sofia on the couch.
"Where's your grandmother?" I asked Gina.
"Up in the other en suite bedroom," Gina answered.
She and Adrian had temporarily moved into one of the other rooms so her Grandmother could enjoy an en suite room.
"She was going to come down, but as we got to the bottom of the stairs, she heard what was going on here and decided to return to her room."
I looked across to Lauren to find her distraught and weeping. Concerned, I got up to go across to her. Lauren flung up a hand to stop me before fleeing from the room sobbing.
"I wonder what's up her ass?" Sofia muttered. "I know, for sure, it ain't no man, but what could it be?"
Lolly put her knickers on and said, "I'll go and find out. Wait here."
Lolly followed Lauren out the door and up the stairs.
The door to the foyer opened, and Adrian stepped in. It was 3.00 pm. We'd been playing and fucking for close to four hours.
Squealing with delight, the still naked Gina ran across to him and leapt into his arms.
Effortlessly transferring Gina to his right hip, Adrian asked, "What's going on here, then?"
"Well, duh! We're all fucking! What do you think is going on?"
"Cool," Adrian replied. "Where do I get some?"
Gina punched him in the upper arm, "I'm right here, asshole."
"Ouch," Adrian pretended to moan when Gina hit him.
Contrite, Gina said, "I'm sorry, brother. Did I hurt you?"
"Meh. You hit like a girl."
Gina hauled off and punched his arm as hard as she could. Adrian pretended not to notice, but when he thought Gina wasn't watching, he gave his upper arm a bit of a rub.
I was training her, and even I was surprised at how hard Gina could hit.
Wriggling her hips, Gina made Adrian drop her onto her feet on the ground.
Grabbing Sofia's and her brother's hands, Gina pulled them insistently forwards.
"Come on, Aunty Sofia. We'll go up to our room, and I'll teach you how to deep throat a cock properly."
So, reader, here I am, the star and narrator of this story, alone again.
I went searching for my wife.
Reaching the top of the stairs, I turned towards Lolly's and my bedroom. The door to the double room at the other end of the hall opened, and Cybil stepped out.
I was once again taken in by how entrancingly beautiful my Mother-in-law was.
"Where is everyone, John?" Cybil enquired.
"Sofia, Gina and Adrian are fucking behind that door," I said, indicating the correct door, trying to shock Cybil and re-establish my equilibrium. "Lolly and Lauren are probably fucking behind that door there," I added, indicating another door.
Cybil smiled and then moved closer to me.
"You're trying to shock me, John. Why? Do you find me that intimidating?"
"I want you nearly as much as I want your daughter, the one I'm married to," I confessed.
Cybil moved even closer before wrapping her arms around my neck. She kissed my shocked mouth hungrily.
"Go and ask Brigid if we can have each other, John. If she says yes, come and see me. Do not lie to me. If we make love and I find out Brigid hadn't given her blessing, I will cut your testicles off."
I believed her. Cybil was one formidable woman.
Cybil walked back to her room and closed the door.
I didn't know how Lolly would react to me wanting to fuck her mother, but I was determined to find out, so I continued my search.
She wasn't in our bedroom, so I walked down to the bedroom I had indicated to Cybil. Knocking on the door, I waited for a signal to come in.
A few minutes later, Lauren said, "Come in."
Opening the door, I slipped inside and then closed it behind me.
Lauren was still weeping as Lolly held her.
"I'm sorry, John. I didn't mean to lose it and ruin everything," Lauren told me. "It's just that seeing you and Brigid and Gina so happy together reminded me that I'm going to die a lonely old spinster with at least 1,000 cats."
My heart swelled with pity for her. This woman, Lolly's sister, deserved a better fate than that.
"Move in with Lolly and me," I muttered as I put my back against the wall and lowered myself to the floor beside the bed. "My two Amstaffs (American Staffordshire Terriers) will keep the cats down to a hundred, maximum, I'm sure."
Lolly gave me a proud smile.
"Do you know that, technically, I'm still a virgin?" Lauren asked her sister.
"Bullshit!" Lolly exclaimed. "I've seen you making out with many boys. Besides, Dad would have taken care of that on your eighteenth birthday."
In the wash, it had somehow escaped me that what Lauren had confessed earlier meant that their dad would have taken both of their virginities on the day they turned eighteen.
"Dad was having heart troubles when I turned eighteen, remember? The medication he was on was thinning his blood and lowering his blood pressure. It kept him alive but made getting effective erections almost impossible for him.
He tried, but he wasn't hard enough to break my hymen. We all have such tough ones, as you know.
He was so ashamed he made me promise not to tell anyone. He couldn't stand the thought of the family knowing he couldn't fulfil his paternal duties. It had hurt so much that I was too scared to try again."
"Dad had had his heart operation by my eighteenth," Lolly answered. "He was harder than cut glass that morning. Hurt like a bitch, though."
"Yeah, I heard your cries when he deflowered you. I was jealous because you were now a woman, whereas I wasn't."
"Why didn't you two finish the job after dad's operation?"
"I wanted to, Brigid, but dad wouldn't. I think he was afraid he would fail again, so he pretended it had already been done."
"What about all the boys I saw you making out with?"
"Boys, Brigid. I didn't want a boy. I wanted a man. A man that could make me lower my eyes and say 'Yes, Sir'."
Lolly gave me another proud grin.
"Well, my man is pretty exceptional."
Lolly thought through things for a while. I was staring at her, trying to get her attention without having to speak and interrupt. Lolly finally became aware of my stare and raised a questioning eyebrow.
"You know what we have to do, babe," I told her.
"You're going to have to complete Lauren's deflowering," Lolly answered.
"Would you let him?" Lauren asked. "No. No, I don't want to. It's only going to hurt."
"You haven't had any experience with men at all?" Lolly asked.
"Only some kissing. No one was interested in even dating me."
I'd had enough of the pity party.
"Well, you don't exactly dress to impress, now do you, Miss Lauren? Loose jeans and a chambray shirt don't scream sexy, do they?"
Lolly pretended to be sympathetic to her sister, but she flashed me another proud smile.
"John can be a little blunt, sis. But he's got a point."
"It's comfortable," Lauren muttered defensively.
"So is a loose T-shirt over a pair of sweatpants with flip-flops, but you wouldn't want to go out to dinner with me if that was what I was wearing, would you?" I asked her.
"No, I wouldn't. It shows a lack of respect for yourself and me. It says you don't find me important enough to make an effort for."
Realising what she had just admitted, Lauren turned to her sister and flung her arms around Lolly's neck.
"I've really let myself go and shut myself down, haven't I, Brigid?" She wailed.
That did it. I couldn't stand the self-pity any longer.
"FFS, Lauren! You're only a baby. Not even 40 yet. There's still plenty of time for you to make some changes, get yourself a man or a woman if that's what you prefer, settle down, and have kids."
"You think I'm a lesbian?" Lauren queried in disbelief.
"As soon as you got out of the cab and close to your sister, you smelt aroused. For me to be able to smell it that soon, you must have been as horny as hell all morning."
"Ever since last night," Lauren muttered. "I had sex dreams all night as well."
"Yet, when there was just me, your arousal levels dropped. When we came inside, and you saw Lolly and Sofia making out, you were so wet that I was surprised the crotch of your jeans wasn't damp."
"I have a period pad on," Lauren admitted shamefacedly. "If I didn't, I would have had a wet patch before we got to the airport. I've had to change it twice."
"To be honest," I told Lauren. "I thought you were a closet lesbian. Lesbian, but unable to admit it because of your Christianity."
"Is that why nobody wanted to date me, do you think? They thought I was gay?"
"Are you, Lauren?" Lolly asked brutally.
"You eat pussy, but you're not a lesbian," Lauren accused.
"I also suck a lot of cock and take a lot of cock in my pussy and ass, do you?"
Lauren dropped her eyes and mumbled, "No."
I considered Lauren's behaviour and compared it to Lolly's and Gina's. It occurred to me what Lauren needed.
I stood up, straightened to my full height, and crossed my arms over my chest.
"Stand up," I barked. "Hands behind your head, elbows wide."
Lauren jumped to her feet and took up the requested position. Lolly had begun to stand before realising my voice wasn't aimed at her.
"Move into the middle of the space at the foot of the bed," I demanded.
Lauren moved slowly across to the space.
"You will feel my hands on you. You will not move, nor will you speak unless it is to tell me you don't want me to do this, do you understand?"
Lauren nodded.
I walked around her. She had wide shoulders and a narrow waist by the way her shirt fell. Her ass looked small in the jeans, but the way she was dressed, it was impossible to tell how good Lauren's body was.
"Lolly, stand in front of your sister and undress her."
Lauren's eyes went wide, and tears formed in her eyes.
"You wish me to stop, Miss Lauren?" I asked.
Blinking the tears away, Lauren shook her head.
"You will hold still as Lolly takes your clothes off, only moving enough to allow your shirt and pants to be removed."
Tears still trickling down her face, Lauren nodded again.
The much shorter Lolly stood before her sister and began undoing shirt buttons. Lauren trembled but made no sound as her sister pulled the shirt off her shoulders and down her arms.
Lauren allowed Lolly to take her arms and slide her shirt sleeves off.
Lauren was wearing a shapeless grey bra. It was so saggy that I doubt it supported a damned thing and was bunching the flesh under her armpits. I understand this can be unhealthy, as it can block the lymph nodes and lead to breast cancer.
"Take that disgusting thing off your sister and throw it in the bin," I demanded of Lolly. "We're going to have an underwear burning party after this, I'm thinking."
Lauren ducked her head, and fresh tears fell from her eyes. The smell of her sexual arousal flared, though.
I smiled to myself because I knew that this was what Lauren needed. She wanted, nay, she needed, someone to break the barriers to her sexuality that she had built, and that was what I was doing.
I was giving her permission to be a sexual being again.
Lauren's full breasts dropped into view. She was at least the same as Lolly and Gina, at least a 12 Double D, maybe even slightly larger.
I walked around Lauren again. Dressmakers would love to work with her, I realised. Lauren had a long slim neck, wide shoulders, a narrow waist, full breasts, and a small but taut and rounded bottom. Dresses would fall elegantly from her shoulders, emphasise her boobs then tighten into her ass.
I couldn't tell yet, how good Lauren's legs were, but assuming the boots weren't just for show, I guessed they would be toned and shapely.
Moving up to Lauren from behind, I pushed my hands under her armpits and around her body so I could cup her breasts. Lauren's nipples were rock-hard. When I ran my thumbs gently over them, she shuddered and moaned.
Momentarily, I thought her legs were going to collapse, but she managed to hold herself in position. The smell of her arousal was still growing around us.
Lauren tried to stifle her moans.
You're allowed to enjoy this, Miss Lauren," I told her. "Not much point in me doing it if you don't."
Lauren breathed, "Yes, Sir."
"Kick your shoes off," I commanded Lauren.
They were off a moment later.
"Take her jeans off."
Lolly moved to obey.
"Socks first," I reminded her.
I don't know about you, reader, and each to their own, but I find underwear and socks a total turn-off. Lingerie and stockings, yumm! Knickers over socks? Blech!
Lauren's socks joined her shoes.
I watched dispassionately as Lolly knelt and undid the button and fly to Lauren's jeans. Lolly pulled them down Lauren's thighs to her calves, exposing another large and shapeless grey piece of underwear.
Lauren's knickers were so big that they were almost bloomers. They must have bunched up inside her trousers and been really uncomfortable, so I couldn't fathom why she wore them.



I was pleased to note that Lauren had shaved or waxed her armpits and legs, as I felt this indicated she hadn't completely given up.
Lauren lifted one foot and then the other so Lolly could remove her trousers.
Lolly reached for the elastic on Lauren's knickers.
"Hold," I demanded and took two steps closer to Lauren.
I cupped her full breasts in my hands and ran my thumbs across her nipples again. Her nipples were still pebbly-hard under my thumbs.
"Tell me what you want, Miss Lauren."
This is how mutual consent works. I needed Lauren to explicitly give me permission for what I was about to do. Otherwise, it was just rape.
Lauren screwed her eyes shut, and a couple of stifled sobs escaped from her lips.
"Please, John. Please, Brigid. I want you to make love to me. I want you to break my hymen and to make me a complete woman. Please? I need this so badly."
Satisfied, I released Lauren's breasts and stepped back. To satisfy my curiosity, I lightly touched Lauren's knickers over where her pad was. Her knickers were damp. If Lauren didn't change her pad shortly, the wet patch I'd expected would have been evident.
Lolly slowly pulled Lauren's knickers down. Lauren's hairy pussy soon came into view. She was sporting a veritable forest down there with no evidence it had ever been trimmed.
"Sorry," Lauren wept.
"For what?"
"Having an unshaved pussy."
"An untrimmed bush looks silly sticking out of a thong or swimsuit, Miss Lauren," I informed her. "But I don't mind bush as long as it's properly manicured."
Lolly and Gina keep themselves clean of hair from the eyebrows down, but I like the smell of a trimmed pussy. The arousal smell seems to get trapped in the hairs and smells fantastic.
Lauren stepped out of her knickers, and Lolly threw them in the bin on top of Lauren's bra. The pad went with them.
"Tongue your sister," I commanded Lolly.
Lauren shook and took a small step away. Her eyes were screwed tightly shut again, and tears leaked from them.
"No ..." She whispered.
"No?" I queried. "Do you want us to stop?"
Still whispering, barely loud enough to be heard, Lauren said, "No, daddy, please. I promise to be your best girl forever, just please make love to me. I need you to so badly. Please, daddy, I beg of you."
Hearing Lauren's flashback to an encounter with her father shouldn't have aroused me, I guess, but I found it highly erotic to think I was about to complete the task her father had so long denied her.
I nodded at Lolly to continue.
Lolly tipped her head back and slowly brought her open mouth onto Lauren's pussy.
Lauren trembled and moaned as Lolly's mouth covered her from clitoris to vulva, and her legs almost buckled. Lauren was so sexually stimulated that she held onto physical control of her body by the barest of margins.
Lolly held her mouth to Lauren's pussy, and tongue fucked her sister. Shoving her tongue against Lauren's hymen and swirling it around Lauren's labia soon had Lauren's breaths coming in short sharp pants.
Close to orgasm, Lauren moved her hands from behind her head and reached for Lolly.
"I did not give you permission to move," I growled at her. "Now put your hands on your hips, spread your feet, and shove your cunt forward so Lolly can access it better."
"Sorry, Sir," Lauren mumbled as she did as she was told.
Lolly began to run her tongue from the entrance of Lauren's pussy along Lauren's perineum and onto her rosebud.
Lolly had turned to face me and was sitting on her ass between her sister's spread thighs. She was holding Lauren's ass cheeks apart to delve her tongue into her sister's ass.
"Oh, my Gawd. Oh, my Gawd. Oh, my Gawd," Lauren kept moaning.
Lolly ran her tongue back along Lauren's perineum, across Lauren's labia and onto her clitoris. Nipping and sucking on this delicious nub had Lauren groaning nonsensically. Finally, the words became coherent enough for me to understand.
"I need to cum, Sir. Please let me cum. I can't stand it anymore."
"You may cum, Miss Lauren."
Unable to help herself, Lauren grabbed the back of Lolly's head and forced it against her clit.
"Gawd, yes!" Lauren howled as she squirted frothy essence onto and over Lolly's mouth and chin.
Lolly was licking and swallowing gamely but wasn't going close to keeping up with the pussy fluids flowing over her. They spilled down her chin and across her breasts.
It was now or never, I knew.
Roaring, I bodily picked Lauren up, rolled her over, and then slammed her face down over the dresser. Her hips were at a perfect level for me to drop my trousers and take hold of my thick and rigidly stiff cock in my hand so I could position it at the entrance to Lauren's cunt.
Putting one hand on the top of Lauren's left shoulder and the other on the fleshy part of her hip just above her ass cheeks, I pulled Lauren firmly back onto my cock as I sawed my hips viciously forward.
It took three attempts, but on the third try, Lauren's hymen split under the relentless assault of my diamond hard todger and my hips hit her ass with a resounding smack.
Lauren was a virgin no more.
As I had deflowered her, Lauren had lain there, not moving but vociferously denying what was happening to her.
"No," she moaned. "No, no, no. OOOOOOWWWWWWWWWW!!! NOOO! OOOOOWWWWW! NOOOOO ... Oh."
Lauren was stunned into silence.
"You're inside me," she said in wonder. "I can feel you. I can feel it! You're inside me!"
Lauren laughed exultantly.
"You did it! I'm a woman. I'm a woman!"
Subconsciously, Lauren clenched her pussy sphincter down onto my cock. This caused her Gspot to rub against my shaft.
"Oh," she suddenly moaned. "That feels so good! Do that again!"
I hadn't moved.
Lauren's quim gripped down on my shaft again.
"Oh, yes, OMF Gawd, yes!" Lauren yelled. "Fuck me, please fuck me."
Moving slowly, I started to rock back and forth inside her. After only a few strokes, Lauren began to move with me pushing her ass up to meet my forward thrusts and letting her hips drop as I pulled back.
Struggling not to cum, I began to fuck Lauren harder and harder until I was pounding her for all I was worth.
Lauren kept bubbling away right on the edge of a massive explosion but couldn't quite seem to find the edge of her sexual cliff where she could tumble down into a series of orgasms.
Deciding to change tactics, I pulled out of Lauren, eliciting a moan of, "No. Please don't stop," I picked her up and laid her gently on the bed. Lolly had moved onto the bed and was lying with her back against the wall watching Lauren and I fuck.
I parted Lauren's thighs and moved between them. Lauren welcomed me into her body with a deep kiss. Instinctively, her knees raised, and she wrapped her calves around the back of mine.
Slowly I began to rock inside Lauren again. Lauren moved with me immediately this time.
Building up a head of steam, I lifted my chest off her svelte body with my hands on either side of her on the mattress so that I could peer down at her pretty face.
Fucking her firmly, I slowly drove Lauren up to the peak of Mount Orgasmic.
Lauren was holding my gaze unblinking as she took huge gulps of air and groaned out her pleasure. Her hips started to buck under me.
She was so very close to an earth-shattering orgasm that I couldn't believe she hadn't exploded yet.
Lolly leant over and sucked Lauren's left nipple into her mouth, then ran her tongue over it.
The distraction was what Lauren needed. With an almost scream, Lauren erupted.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCKKKKKKKK!!!!!!!!!!!!! YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!" She yelled. "FUCK YES. FUCK YES. FUCK YES. FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKK YEEEEESSSSS!"
As she came, Lauren squirted pussy fluids over my tight nut sack. She, too, was a squirter. Awesome!
As she exploded, Lauren's quim pulsed on my cock's head. It was more than I could take. With an expansive groan of my own, I came into Lauren.
'Oops,' I thought. 'I doubt if Lauren's on the pill, and I wasn't wearing any protection.'
Feeling my cum hit her cervix sent Lauren through another round of minor orgasms.
Once I was sure she had finished, I carefully rolled off her onto my back and against Lolly.
It was only then that I noticed we had an audience. The entire Murray and Shephard clan were standing at or just outside the room. Even Gareth and Ciara were there.
Gareth smiled and said, "Good to see you're still living up to your asshole status. Why Lolly puts up with you, I have no idea."
"You're only hoping this will cause her to visit you and Ciara more often," I replied.
Gareth answered with a big smile, mimed a 'one up for you', then put his arm around Ciara and left.
Adrian was there with his arms around a naked Sofia and Gina, looking like the proverbial cat that had gotten the cream.
"Noisy fuckers, aintchas?" He said as he escorted the girls back to his and Gina's room.
It was only then I noticed Cybil was also watching. She stared at me expressionlessly for so long that I began to suffer guilt pangs, even though I had nothing to be ashamed about.
Finally, a big smile broke out over her face, and she gave me a quick nod of approval before walking away.
I didn't think either Lauren or Lolly had seen her as she was outside the door.
Lauren took my flaccid dick in her hand.
"Messy, isn't it? She observed.
My cock was covered in her hymen blood, cum, and the excretions from her pussy.
Lauren rolled off the bed and headed for the bathroom.
I rolled on my side so I could look at my wife. Once again, I was amazed at how willingly she shared me with others.
"I love you, Miss Lolly Britches," I told her.
Lolly punched my upper arm in mock anger, "Don't you start with the Lolly Britches," she admonished me. "Getting it from Sofa Bed is bad enough."
Lolly hugged me.
"How did I get so lucky with you, Lolly?" I asked. "What did I do to deserve to be this lucky?"
"It was I that got lucky with you, John," Lolly replied. "If you hadn't found me again, I, too, would have finished up alone with 2,000 cats."
"You were ... well ... are, young and beautiful, Lolly. You could have had your pick of men, surely?"
"And you're handsome, strong, and financially well off. You could have had your pick of women. Why didn't you?"
"I don't know. Well, I do, but it's weird because it can't be really true, you know? I think I was waiting for you."
"Yes, John. I think I was waiting for you, as well."
Lauren came back into the room. She had showered and had trimmed her pussy's bush into some semblance of control. Lauren had a warm wet washer in her hand. She carefully cleaned all evidence of our lovemaking off me.
"I'll have to change the sheets before I sleep tonight," she stated.
Lauren snuggled into the right side of my chest. She kissed my cheek and took my cock in her hand.
"Can we make love again, please, John?" She asked.
"You're asking the wrong Murray," I reminded her. "Lolly is the one you need to gain permission from."
"Can I have your man again, please, sis?" Lauren pleaded. "Can I share him until you can show me how to get and keep a husband for myself?"
Lolly lifted herself onto her elbow so she could look at me.
"I'm not getting into this, Lolly. I'm not that stupid."
"You're already fucking me, my daughter, and my aunty. You think you should get to bang my sister as well?"
As I've observed before, my wife has the staunchest poker face I've ever seen, but I knew her really well by now, and I was sure she was secretly amused, so I decided to run with it.
"Well, you're already fat and only going to get fatter as your pregnancy progresses until you more closely resemble a beached whale than the sexily slim woman I married, so it would be nice to lie with someone who has taken better care of herself, you know?"
Lolly's face didn't change one whit.
"And Gina?" She asked.
"Gina's pussy is so distended from taking Adrian's huge dick in it that my 7-inch rod rattles around in there like an air rifle pellet in a glass jar, now. Whereas Lauren's pussy is so tight because it's been virtually unused. So that will be much nicer."
Lauren was looking at me aghast. She looked as if she had realised she had somehow fallen into bed with a monster.
Lolly swung a leg over my hips and rolled herself on top of me. Straddling my hips, Lolly pressed her knicker-covered, hot and wet snatch against my hardening dick. She placed her hands in the middle of my chest and gently rubbed her pussy along my shaft for a few strokes.
Sighing, Lolly lay down on my chest with the top of her head pressed against my jaw.
She kissed where her lips were pressed.
"Like an air rifle pellet in a glass jar, hah! Wait until I tell Gina that one. She won't let you near her for a month!" Lolly laughed.
"Ah, well," I sighed. "I guess I'll just have to seduce your mum instead."
"I'm going to get you some gelding pills," Lolly muttered.
Lolly sighed contentedly again, then opened her eyes and looked at her sister.
"He'll be very good for you and to you, Lauren. You two have my blessing to fuck whenever you want. I know John is my man and will always return to me, no matter how wide he roams."
"Wait. What? Do you mean all that beached whale and big pussy was a joke? I don't understand."
"Of course, it's all a joke, Lauren. Look at your sister. She's glowing. She's getting more beautiful as her pregnancy progresses, not less, and she's only going to glow more. Gina's pussy is still as tight as it was the night I deflowered her, but even if it weren't, I'd still want to make love to her because she is beautiful, and I love her."
"What you all have is a little bit of paradise here on earth," Lauren told us. "I hope you realise how lucky you are."
"We know, sis. And you can share it with us until you can create your own paradise with a man you can call yours.
John is an excellent lover, Lauren. He'll always take your needs first and never cum before you. You'll never need to fear when he's with you because he will fuck up anyone who dares to try and hurt you.
I repeat you have my blessing. You two can play together as you want."
When you're onto a good thing, right, reader?
"What about your mum, Lolly? May I seduce her, too?"
Lolly threw her hands up and muttered something about getting gelding pills again.
"Alright," she said. "You can take mum to bed, too. I don't think it will take much. I've seen how she looks at you when she thinks neither of us is looking."
I decided to keep quiet about Cybil's invitation. Too much of a good thing, right?
Lolly rolled onto her side and watched as Lauren took hold of my stiff rod and guided it into her mouth.
With Lolly's patient teaching, it wasn't long before Lauren learned to accept all of my cock past her gag reflex and down her throat.
It felt so good that I had to warn her I was about to cum. Sucking even more forcefully, Lauren made me shoot into her mouth. She swallowed it all down gleefully before letting my dick drop out of her mouth.
"It's a weird taste," she stated. "Salty and gooey. I think I like it."
Looking at my now soft penis, Lauren asked, "Can you go again? I'd like to have you inside me again."
"If you want more, you don't ask, Lauren," Lolly admonished her. "You get your hands and tongue busy and make him ready to go again."
Lolly pushed my legs back and apart so she could tongue my starfish. Once it was wet enough, Lolly slipped a finger inside and found my prostate.
I was hard again in seconds.
Lauren and I made love until night had fallen.
Unthinking, or more uncaring, I came inside her unprotected pussy three more times.
None of us had had anything to eat since breakfast, so everyone gathered in the kitchen.
The girls had all pulled knickers and T-shirts or chemises on. Adrian was in a T-shirt and sweat pants. I'd pulled some running shorts and a singlet on.
It was a little cold, so I cranked the reverse cycle aircon up, and the house was a lovely warm 24° C. (75 F).
Lolly and Gina had aprons on as they were tonight's cooks. The others wandered in and out of the kitchen, ostensibly helping but mostly getting in the way.
Cybil had heard the noise of the family gathering and had come down from her room. She still had her clinging black slacks and top on but had kicked off her shoes in favour of some slippers.
If she was bothered by her sister and offspring being mostly naked around a couple of nearly nude males, it didn't show. She moved through her family, talking to them all.
She even cornered Adrian and talked earnestly to him. I was curious about what she was saying, so I moved close enough to hear. It mainly was lecturing about how to look after Gina properly and admonishments to not break her heart, so I left them to it.
Adrian wasn't wearing underwear, so his vast dick was prominently displayed. Cybil kept blatantly looking at it and pursing her lips as if imagining taking it in her hand.
Adrian got so uncomfortable he grabbed a cushion from the couch and sat it on his groin.
Cybil laughed and cupped his chin in her hand before kissing his surprised cheek. Adrian blushed bright red, but when Cybil turned away, he openly ogled her ass until he caught me grinning as I watched him.
As often happens when families get together after a long separation, those who aren't family somehow get left out. Adrian and I sat on the couch, chatting with each other.
"How did you go with Sofia?" I asked. "Was she able to take you all?"
"Not quite. She's still got about the last inch or so to take. But it won't take her long. She was almost there, but I had to stop her cos I had blue balls, you know?"
"Did Gina fix that for you?"
"No. When I said she had to stop because my balls were about to explode, Sofia pushed me on my back and then lowered her ass onto my cock. She didn't even wait to be lubed up. She just took it all in one long shove."
"Wow."
"Yup. Wow. I thought it would have hurt like fuck, but Sofia only pumped up and down twice before squirting all over my balls."
"Did you cum in her ass?"
"Some. Sofia jumped off when she felt me cumming so she could swallow most of it."
"Wow."
"Yup."
"Maybe you and I should double team her, you know? Just to keep it consistent, yeah?"
"I think she and Gina are already arranging it. They just want to get Lolly's approval first."
"Wow."
"Yup."
"Dinner," Gina called.
There weren't enough seats at the dining table for us, so the two youngest. Adrian and Gina sat on the lounge to eat their dinner. My house is open plan, so it's not like they were separate.
Adrian was so obviously not looking at Cybil that he was clearly telling Gina about his encounter with her grandmother.
I think Adrian expected Gina to be angry at her grandmother for so blatantly ogling her man, but Gina thought it was hilarious.
Tossing her head back and pealing laughter, Gina said, "Listen up. Listen up! It seems that my daddy not only has the hots for my grandmother, but my brother does too!"
The Shephard women all turned to examine Adrian and me. Their looks weren't hostile, just curious.
Cybil saved Adrian and me. Standing up, she ran her hands from beside her breasts down across her tiny waist and shapely hips before saying, "What's not to like? I'm only surprised they haven't made a move on me sooner."
The Shephard women all began to make jokes at our expense. Questions about whether we were 'man enough' to handle Cybil. Whether even the pair of us together was enough for her. Jokes about 'geriatric sex' and how dangerous it was for 'old women' to indulge in it were all thrown out for the others to salivate over and laugh at.
None objected to either Adrian or I laying with their mother or sister, though. They all seemed quite chuffed with the idea.



Around midnight we all headed for bed. Lauren was going to sleep with Lolly and me, and I was looking forward to sampling Lolly's sister again, but when we reached the top of the stairs, and I began to turn toward our bedroom, Lolly stopped me with a hand in the middle of my chest.
"You have other duties tonight, my man," she said, pointing her chin to the room at the other end of the hall. "If you want? Or you can come with us, but Lauren and I will be too busy catching up on lost time to pay much attention to you."
My gorgeous wife had me on the horns of a dilemma. Who wouldn't want to watch Lolly and her sister get it on together? Even though they said I wouldn't be playing with them, I knew my wife well enough to know she wouldn't leave me high and dry.
But who wouldn't want to sample the delights of a gorgeously sexy older woman like Lolly's mum?
I turned towards Cybil's room.
Everyone applauded my choice. Would you believe it?
Stopping at the door, I took a deep breath before knocking.
"Come in," came Cybil's melodious voice.
When I opened the door, I found that Cybil had lit the four candles Gina liked to use instead of electric light. The air conditioner was on, and the room was a pleasant 24° C. Cybil must've slipped away unnoticed earlier.
In the soft light, I saw Lolly's mum standing beside the bed, holding onto the headboard facing me. Cybil was in a typical model pose facing straight on with her right knee cock sexily forward and a lovely expanse of her upper thigh on display.
She was dressed in a sheer black full-length nightie with a matching sheer robe flung around her sexily slim shoulders.
Her breasts were heavy and hanging free, with her nipples clearly visible.
Cybil was wearing a tiny black brief that was also clearly visible.
With her shoulders back, head up, and eyes wide, Cybil looked every inch the iconic aging Hollywood actress she resembled.
My mouth ran dry looking at her. I wanted this woman with an intensity I only remember feeling twice before. The night my late wife and I had consummated our marriage, and the night I had taken Lolly as my lover.
Perhaps Cybil had forgotten her hair was short because she tilted her head back and gave it a bit of a shake. Her breasts swayed tantalisingly in the low light. This time, my mouth watered at the thought of taking her nipples into my mouth.
"Well, John," she said sultrily. "Are you just going to stand there ogling, or will you claim your prize?"
Her words snapped me out of my reverie, and I took two quick steps across to her. Picking Cybil up, I crushed her to my chest and sought her lips with mine.
Cybil wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed her luscious bosom against me. Her lips joined mine, and we kissed like long-lost lovers until I swear the stars all slipped off their axes and crashed into the ocean.
Lifting Cybil higher, I tongued between her breasts before moving my mouth onto her right nipple. Running my tongue over the nightie material covering her breasts, I soon had Cybil moaning in delight as her nipple hardened under my tongue.
Showing the same flexibility as her daughter, Cybil lifted her knees and wrapped her legs around my hips. She began to grind her pussy against the head of my rampantly erect cock.
Moving swiftly, I turned and laid Cybil on the bed. I was about to lift Cybil's nightie so I could remove her brief when Cybil pulled my hips upwards and wriggled down.
"Get naked, John, please."
I stood so I could drop my shorts and peel off my singlet.
Cybil leant on an elbow when I was naked so she could grab my hard dick. She swung her feet to the floor and quickly swallowed all of my cock.
Cybil then did something I'd never even heard of someone doing before. She 'throat sang' around my cock.
As the name implies, throat singing is done by vibrating the vocal cords deep in the throat. It also expels vast amounts of air from the mouth. With my 7-inch wang deep in her mouth, close to her vocal cords, and with the air rushing over and around the sensitive glans of my penis, I almost lost my load immediately.
"OMFG!" I moaned as Cybil sang. "OMFG! What is that? OMFG! I'm cumming!"
My ass clenching and my dick spasming, I spat glob after glob of cum deep inside Cybil's mouth.
When Cybil finally let me slide back out of her mouth, I kissed her and said, "Wow. That was awesome. I don't know what it was, but ... wow!"
It was time for me to even the score. Round one of our sex battle may have gone to Cybil, but the rest were going to go to me.
I pushed Cybil onto her back, lifted her hips so I could rip her knickers off, and then went down on her.
Wanting to give her something as stimulating as she had given me, I spread my tongue wide and ran it quickly from Cybil's rosebud to her clit repeatedly. Holding her hips off the mattress with both hands, I circled Cybil's starfish before centring in on its middle.
Pushing my tongue out and withdrawing it as fast as I could, I tongue fucked Cybil's ass. Once I had her purring with delight, I began lifting and lowering Cybil's hips so I could alternate between 'fucking' her ass and stimulating her clitoris.
Cybil started to hump back at me. Her eyes closed, and holding onto my head as she moaned, Cybil edged closer to what I hoped would be a spectacular orgasm.
She was close. I could feel it. So I closed my mouth over her clitoris and sucked that precious pleasure nub into my mouth. Gently biting it, I pulled softly back to stretch her clit a little.
Taking my cue from Cybil, I then hummed around her clitoris.
Cybil exploded into orbit.
"Yes!" She exclaimed. "Oh, my, yes!"
I hummed again.
"Oh my dear sweet Jesus, I'm cuuuuummmMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGG!" Cybil moaned quietly, then became very loud as her orgasm hit.
Showing where her daughters got their squirting abilities from, Cybil gushed fluids over my questing tongue and across my chin.
Cybil pushed my head away from her pussy.
"I need you inside me, John. Right now, please."
Hearing and feeling Cybil cum so hard had my lusts raging. Barely in control of myself, I could only think of one thing. I wanted Lolly's mum naked with me. Rising to my knees, I grabbed the bodice of Cybil's nightie. It tore like tissue paper in my strong hands.
I ripped the torn nightgown from under Cybil, flung it aside, cupped her lush melons in my hands, and gently squeezed them.
Cybil groaned lustily.
Taking her nipples in my thumbs and forefingers, I pulled them back and gave them a bit of a twist.
Cybil groaned even more deeply.
With a hand on her shoulder and the other under her hips, I bodily lifted Cybil so I could guide her onto my rigidly stiff wiener.
Cybil felt the head of my cock at the entrance to her pussy, and her eyes flew open.
Looking at me a little fearfully, Cybil whispered, "You're so much bigger than Walter (her late husband), be gentle with me, please."
"I'll look after you, mum," I reassured her.
What? It seemed appropriate!
Moving slowly, I gently pulled Cybil onto my cock. Once I was about halfway in, the head, then the shaft, of my dick hit and began sliding over Cybil's Gspot.
"Oh, my." Cybil moaned again as her hips bucked up at me. "Oh, my. Oh, my," she moaned again.
My pelvis hit hers. Holding my hips still, I ground Cybil's clit against my pubic bone. I was using my right arm to move her hips in small circles holding her clit firmly against me.
"Oh my Lord, John. That is so good!" Cybil moaned.
Knowing she was ready, I began to stroke slowly in and out of her. Pausing every two or three strokes to grind her clit against my pelvis again.
Cybil started to move with me. As I pushed forwards, she would push her clit firmly against me. Her quim would grip down on my sliding tool as I pulled back. I gradually built up speed as Cybil rocked faster and faster.
My pelvis began to slap against hers.
Cybil had closed her eyes again. As I gave her a particularly forceful thrust, her eyes flew open, and she almost screamed.
OH, MY SWEEETTTTT JESUS! I'm CUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNGGGGG! I'M CUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNG! I'M CUMMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNGG. OH MY SWET LORD, I'MMMMMMMM CCCCUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIINNNNNNNGGGGGGG!
I continued stroking slowly into her as I waited for Cybil to regain some semblance of conscious thought. She continued to have minor orgasmic spasms as she came down from her high.
I gently stroked her sweat-covered breasts and lightly kissed her mouth until her eyes reopened and she gazed at me.
"Come inside me, please, John," Cybil quietly asked.
Releasing the ties I had so severely locked around my libido, I relaxed. With a deeply satisfied groan, I came inside my mother-in-law's slippery and oh-so-tight pussy. Cybil moaned, bucked her hips and had one more small orgasm as my cum blasts hit her cervix.
I rolled off her and onto my back. Cybil snuggled into my chest and stroked my chest hair.
"No wonder my daughter, and granddaughter, are so enamoured with you, John. You're the best lover I've ever had. But then again. Walter was the only other lover I've ever taken, so I don't have much to compare to. But it was never as good as this."
"I told you that I would look after you, mum."
"Yes, you did. Sleep with me tonight, please."
"Sure thing, mum."
Spooning with her, I drifted off into a deep sleep. Twice during the night, I became briefly aware that Cybil had guided me into her wet pussy and had rocked herself to a quiet orgasm. The second time she did, I came with her.
Strangely, I wasn't once woken by someone giving me a 'sleeping daddy' blowjob.
I woke alone late the next day. When you've spent almost 12 years working nightshift, your body almost expects you to sleep until close to noon. I thought it was probably around the 12:00 pm mark when I woke up because I felt relaxed and refreshed like I do when I've had a solid 8 hours' worth of sleep.
Yawning and stretching, I made my way into the en suite, relieved myself into the bowl, and then showered.
My shorts and singlet smelt, so, naked, I wandered down to my bedroom, tossing my clothes into the wash basket.
Lolly's and my bedroom was empty, too, so I dressed and went downstairs.
As I turned from the bottom of the stairs and into the kitchen, I was greeted by a standing ovation.
'WTF?' I thought.
With a massive grin, Lolly handed me a mug of tea.
"You and mum were a bit loud last night," she informed me. "I'm not sure if the neighbours two doors overheard, but Clive certainly would have."
Gareth and Ciara were there.
"We heard you as we drove up the driveway," Gareth said. "Loud doesn't quite cover it."
Looking around, I saw that everyone was there except Cybil.
Unthinking, I said, "Where's mum?"
Every eye was on me.
"What?"
"'Mum'? Lolly queried.
"Why? Cybil likes it, and it seems appropriate this morning."
Cybil strode into the kitchen through the back door.
"What seems appropriate, and what do I like?" She asked.
"Us calling you 'mum'," I clarified.
"Yes, it does," Cybil emphasised. "Not as much as being called Nana or Grandma does, but nice all the same."
Cybil turned to Lolly.
"Lauren says you're pregnant, Brigid. When are my babies due?"
"Your babies?" Lolly muttered and then raised her voice. "Mid-September, the gynaecologist thinks."
"And you, Lauren? It's not too late for you to do what God and nature made you to do and get married and start having babies.
As for you, Miss Sofia, we won't talk about this again, but a husband in your bed and a baby on your hip would stop so many cocks going in your fool mouth!"
"I like cocks in my mouth, Cybil. That's why I suck so many! Remember, you're not our mother. You're just my sister."
This was obviously an ongoing refrain, and the rest of the family was wise enough to stay out of it.
"What's the plan for today?" I asked in a gap in the tirade.
Lauren spoke up first.
"Brigid and I are going shopping. I need new lingerie, and Brigid is going to help me choose some things she thinks you will like."
"I'm going with them," Sofia added. "A girl can never have too much sexy lingerie. Besides, I want to see how many Brisbane boys' hearts I can break."
"Gareth and I have a fishing comp on," Ciara chimed in. "We need to leave soon if we're going to make the sign-up."
"By the looks of those two," Cybil indicated Adrian and Gina, "they're going back to bed. That leaves you and me, John. What shall we do?"
"Lolly should have a bathing suit somewhere that will fit, mum," I answered. "The pool is heated and should be warm enough for a southerner like you to swim in. Or we could soak in the hot tub instead?"
The pool's water temperature would be around the 19° C (66 F) mark. Too cold for us Queenslanders, but warm enough for our southern cousins. The hot tub was set at 37° C (99 F), just the thing on cool winter days.
"Are swimsuits compulsory?" Cybil asked.
"The walk down to the rock garden and pool is in plain view from the road, so you might want to wear something down to the pool. Once you're in," I shrugged, "up to you."
"Where is the hot tub?"
"You must have walked past it coming inside just now."
"And it's private?"
I shook my head, "It faces our next-door neighbours, but Clive is probably around 100 metres away. Clive had seen us all naked plenty of times, so it won't bother him if it doesn't bother you?"
I threw that out as a bit of a challenge to see if I could upset my Mother-in-law.
Cybil looked at me levelly for a time.
"We'll see after everyone has gone," she equivocated.
Lauren and Lolly went upstairs to get ready to go out.
As expected, Gina and Adrian had quietly slipped off together.
Cybil was stacking the dishes up, ready to go in the washer and tidying the kitchen up, when the unmistakable sounds of someone being firmly spanked echoed down from the upstairs bedroom.
Cybil cocked her head to one side, looked at me and smiled.
"Funny how things run in the family, isn't it?"
"What do you mean, mum?"
"Both Lauren and Lolly used to love being spanked by Walter. It wasn't punishment at all, especially after they turned 18 and could have orgasms after being spanked. Walter and I had to become quite creative in finding ways to punish the girls for their misdeeds."
"Withdrawal of affection is usually the best way with submissive girls," I answered. "Submissive women, especially, crave attention and affection. If you withdraw these two things, they quickly fall into line."
"Walter took it too far with Brigid, though. I begged him to reconsider and rescind her banishment, but the old fool was always too proud.
I'll do what I can to mend bridges, John. I promise you that, but Brigid isn't going to make it easy."
"You could start by calling her Lolly, mum," I pointed out. "Brigid has too many bad memories and experiences related to it. Lolly is what she prefers and is what everyone up here calls her. It's only a small thing, but it's a start, you know?"
Cybil nodded thoughtfully.
I looked over to where Sofia was sitting on the couch, waiting for the other two.
Sofia had already dressed and done her makeup before coming down to breakfast.
She was wearing a truly scandalous skirt and top combo. Her skirt could not have measured more than two hand widths, and her top barely covered her expansive bosom. Her pierced belly button was prominently displayed.
Sofia had put on another push-up bra that had to be at least a size too small, and the inner mounds of her breasts were pushing sexily up and out of where she had loosely tied the tails to her shirt together under them. Her bra was peach-coloured and, as I saw when she uncrossed then recrossed her legs, matched the tiniest thong I'd ever seen that she also had on.
This time, Sofia's stay-up stockings were a sheer skin tone, but they still never got close to the bottom of her skirt. Her stockinged feet were in a pair of wedge-heeled strappy sandals. The strap tied just below her knees and showed her shapely calves off to their best advantage.
Thinking about the differences between how Sofia was currently dressed and how she had been yesterday, I said to her, "Good to see you toned your appearance down and dressed conservatively for your flight yesterday, Miss Sofia."
Sofia flashed me a mischievous grin and then theatrically placed the back of her right hand against her forehead.
"I'm so glad someone has finally noticed and appreciated the sacrifices I make to fit in," she sultrily said.
I had to laugh and got another wide grin in return.
The thing is, Sofia is not really slutty. She knows she's gorgeous and that guys lust over her, but she dresses like she does because she likes it, it feels good, and she loves the attention. According to Lauren, Sofia is a serial monogamist. She dates a lot of guys, but only ever one at a time.
As soon as her current man shows signs of falling in love with her or wanting to settle down with her, they're gone, and she's on to the next.
"I'm way too young and beautiful to settle for just one man," she would tell everyone who asked.
Sofia was chatting with her latest man on Facebook IM while waiting for her nieces.
Lolly and Lauren came sweeping down the stairs, gathered up Sofia and waltzed her out the door, into the garage and Lolly's civic.
"Wait! Wait. I haven't texted that I love him yet," Sofia complained as they swept her out the door.
That left Cybil and me.
"Would you like to try the hot tub, mum?" I asked. "It's a very relaxing way to spend an hour or so. And the bubbles are so soothing."
"You expect me to walk out under the awning naked and get in the tub with you?" Cybil queried.
Giving her a small smile, I said, "Well, if you're shy, I guess I can go and root around on Lolly's side of the bed and see if I can find one of her old swimsuits."
I got another level stare.
Cybil was wearing a flowery full-length sun dress. It had buttons spaced closely together down the front from neck to shin.
Sniffing, Cybil started undoing buttons. Holding my gaze steadily, she undid enough so she could shrug her shoulders and let the dress tumble to the floor. She was wearing a matching black bra and brief set.
Unlike her younger relatives, who favoured push-up bras, Cybil wore a full-cup. Her large and still quite firm breasts hung beautifully in front of me.
Twisting her hands behind her back, Cybil undid the clasp to her bra and let it drop to the floor on top of her dress.
There was a slight sag. Of course, there was. No 57-year-old as well-endowed as Cybil is naturally without some. But, she was as stunningly sexy and beautiful as I remembered from last night.
Putting her hands on her hips, with her thumbs hooked inside the elastic of her briefs, Cybil looked at me challengingly, wriggled her hips, and dropped the briefs.
In passing, I noticed she had 'trimmed and manicured the lawn' since last night.
Cybil stepped out of her knickers, put her hands back on her hips, and then raised an eyebrow.
"So, John, am I going to see some skin, or will you just stand there ogling me?"
"I'm thinking ogling you sounds like a great plan," I replied, still trying to put Cybil off her game.
"Ogle away, then," Cybil replied, then stood on tiptoes to do a slow pirouette.
Once again, as my mouth ran dry, I thought, 'If Lolly ages half as well as her Dam, I'll be the luckiest guy on this planet.'
I waited until Cybil had completed a full rotation.
"You are beautiful, Mum," I told her.
"Thank you, but it doesn't excuse you from showing me some skin, John," Cybil challenged.
I'm not in the shape I was when I competed in athletic competitions, but I'm still lean, long-legged and toned. I've never been shy about showing some skin.



Reaching past my head, I grabbed a handful of my polo shirt and pulled it over my head. My broad shoulders and leanly-muscled hairy chest and stomach came into view.
Cybil pursed her lips and then wet them.
Mimicking her pose, I placed my hands on my hips with my thumbs inside the elastic of my running shorts. With a flourish, I bent at the waist and ripped my shorts down before stepping out of them.
My partially erect 7-inch wang was proudly on display. I keep the area around my jockey briefs clean-shaven. It feels nicer, makes my cock look bigger, and stops my pubic hair from being caught in my zipper as it used to do before I began shaving the area.
"Wow," Cybil muttered. "In the dark last night, I didn't realise how big you were. I'm a little surprised it didn't hurt."
Remembering last night, I began to harden more.
"I promised you that I would look after you, mum. And I did, right?"
"Yes, John, you did. Now, where is this hot tub?"
"Through that door," I replied, indicating the entrance Cybil had come through.
Cybil seemed a little hesitant, I'm not sure how comfortable she was with being naked in front of people she didn't know, so I took her hand and led her outside.
Clive was servicing his daughter's 90s-era Ford Falcon in the garage that used to be the service area when I ran the cabs. He gave us a wave.
I guided Cybil into the Tub, with her back to Clive, then turned on the jets before settling opposite her facing toward the garage where Clive was working.
Cybil sighed appreciatively as she settled into the almost too warm water.
"Clive will be up here shortly to say hello," I informed her. "Having perved on Lolly and Gina, there's no way he'll miss out on the chance to complete the Shephard trifecta and ogle you too.
If you move to the centre of the tub, he won't be able to see much in the bubbles."
Clive fiddled with the car's engine for a bit before sweeping his towelling hat off his balding head and scratching his bald pate. Something in his daughter's car had him flummoxed.
Sighing in frustration, Clive walked up the slight hill towards us.
"Here he comes," I warned Cybil.
Cybil moved to the centre of the tub and then turned to watch Clive shuffle up the hill. Clive's knees were giving him gip. I'd offered to pay for some new ones, but he was too proud to accept.
"Hello, John," Clive said to me. "And who might this be?"
"'This' is my mother-in-law, Cybil Shephard, Clive. Clive, Cybil. Cybil, Clive." I introduced them one to the other.
"Pleased to meet you, Mrs Cybil," Clive said and put out his hand.
The clever old prick kept his elbow bent and stayed a little away from the tub. For Cybil to take his hand, she would have to climb onto the tub's steps.
With an amused quirk of her lips and a slightly raised eyebrow, Cybil moved across to the step and stood on the bottom rung so she could reach out to shake Clive's hand.
Cybil's heavy full breasts and trimmed pussy were deliciously displayed for Clive to salivate over.
"Pleased to meet you, too, Mr Clive," Cybil answered in her low melodious voice.
Clive's eye never left Cybil's face. I'll grant him that. The old bugger must've had exceptional peripheral vision because he kept gazing at Cybil's eyes and didn't let his eyes wander over her at all.
He didn't let go of her hand, either.
"Would you like to join us in the hot tub, Mr Clive?" Cybil asked him.
A look of naked longing passed across Clive's face, and he took a small step towards Cybil. Clive then shook himself and, almost sorrowfully, dropped Cybil's hand.
"This old fool would be just in the way, Mrs Cybil. But thank you for the invitation."
Cybil settled back into the water.
"What brings you up here, Clive?" I asked.
"Oh, nothing. But the view from up here is always much better than from down there."
He flashed Cybil a cheeky grin.
"Much, much, better."
To my surprise, it seemed Cybil was almost flirting with him.
"The view would be even better from inside the tub, Mr Clive," Cybil added.
Clive's wife of almost 40 years had passed away the last summer, so nothing was stopping Clive from joining Cybil in the tub, but he was still hesitant.
Clive sighed.
"Thanks again, Mrs Cybil, but I need to go and phone a couple of friends that might have some idea why my daughter's car keeps backfiring.
I'll take a rain check if that's okay?"
"Yes, it is, Mr Clive," Cybil replied.
Cybil moved to sit beside me, and we watched Clive shuffle down the hill, past the garages, and over to our boundary fence. Watching him laboriously climb the sty reminded me again that I needed to get a gate installed.
"Now that, my son, is a man!" Cybil said emphatically.
"Clive? Yeah, he's great," I replied.
"Yes. All ropey muscles under a well-worn body. A good smile, a clever mind, and an ability to hold a conversation. Hmm. Once he gets rid of that ridiculous comb-over, he'll look quite presentable."
"You've got the hots for Clive!" I accused.
"Hmm. What? So what if I have? A woman could do a lot worse."
"But Clive's got to be close to 70. That's ten years older than you."
"You're close to that older than Brigid. Does that matter?"
"No. But Clive's old. I'm not old."
You will invite him for dinner tomorrow night, John, please."
I knew an order when I heard one, so I nodded and said, "Yes, mum."
Cybil turned to me and wrapped her arms around me before kissing me.
"Now, John. Is it possible to make love in this tub? Suddenly I'm randier than a Tasmanian farmwife who just realised her sons are home and their dad away."
It is, so I showed her.
Sometime later, Cybil was sitting on my lap as we kissed and cuddled. Things were just beginning to come to attention again, and I was deciding if I should check and see if my mother-in-law would like to 'go again' when there was a rush of bodies, and a naked Adrian and Gina slid into the pool.
Gina took one of the hands Cybil had wrapped around my neck and pulled on it insistently. Cybil slid off my lap onto the hot tub's seat. Gina climbed onto her grandmother's lap and put her arms around Cybil's neck.
Gina leant against her grandmother, then kissed Cybil's cheek, "I'm a little concerned, Nana," Gina informed her.
"About what, honey?" Cybil answered.
"About why you haven't wanted to make love with Adrian and me. It seems everyone else has gotten to do it, but not me or my brother. Why is that? Don't you find us attractive?"
I knew that Gina was mostly being facetious. But I also knew she was determined to show her grandmother her lovemaking abilities.
"Perhaps we should go up to my bedroom and take care of that, then?" Cybil offered.
Looking very serious, Gina replied, "Yes. I think we should."
They all left together.
Ahh, reader. Here I am, alone in my own story, again. Sigh.
Getting out of the tub, I put on some clothes and a pair of flip-flops and wandered across to Clive's.
Clive let me when I knocked and offered me a beer.
"A little too early for me, mate." It wasn't yet 11. O'clock. "But, help yourself if you want."
Clive popped a can of XXXX Gold open, took a huge gulp, burped, and then wiped his hand across his mouth.
Looking closely at him, I tried to work out what Cybil had seen in him. Don't get me wrong here. I love the old rascal like he's a second dad, I even introduce him as my 'Aussie dad', but I couldn't see why Cybil would find him attractive.
"Your mother-in-law, Mrs Cybil, that's some woman, John, huh?"
"She sure is," I responded. "Beautiful, gorgeous body, smart mind, anything and everything a man could wish for."
"If I were just ten years younger, I'd probably make a run for her, you know?"
"Hell, Clive, I'm more than ten years younger than her, and, if not for Lolly, I'd probably make a run for her!"
"I hear you, John," Clive said. "That is some woman."
"Yup," I agreed.
Clive hadn't had much to do since I'd sold the cabs off. He still did a few 'cash in hand' jobs for his mates and neighbours and did the services on my family's four cars, so I let him use the garage he used to service the cabs. It seemed the least I could do, especially after his wife passed. Besides, most of the tools in there were his, anyway.
After his wife, Susan, had passed, Lolly and I got him over for dinner as often as he would come. But he's proud and stubborn, so he won't eat with us as often as we would have liked.
"Cybil has requested your presence for dinner tomorrow night, Clive. You up for it?"
Clive perked up, "She wants me to call on her, huh? Well, I'll be damned! Do you think she'll let me escort her to church tomorrow morning?"
"I'll ask her."
Saying goodbye, I walked back to my place.
About an hour later, Cybil found me watching Fox Sports News in the lounge.
"What did you do with Gina and Adrian?" I asked.
With a poker face at least as straight as her daughter's, Cybil replied, "I wore them out. They're sleeping together on my bed."
Just then, the three missing Shephard women came clattering through the foyer door.
"You don't give a homeless man a blowjob just because you thought he was cute, Sofia. You just don't!" Lauren was exclaiming.
"You're not her mother or Cybil, Lauren," Lolly protested. "Sofia's a grown woman. She can blow whomever she likes."
"Well, he was cute," Sofia explained. "Besides, on his deathbed, what's he going to remember? That three women bought him some lunch when he was hungry, or that one woman gave him a blowjob?"
"Too many cocks in that fool girl's mouth," Cybil muttered.
The three stumbled to a stop under Cybil's disapproving glare.
"Did you bring anything home for lunch?" Cybil asked. It was almost 1.00 pm.
"There's plenty of cold cuts and cheese in the fridge, mum. We can put something together if you'd like?" Lolly replied.
"Do you have all the ingredients we need to make a lasagne, Lolly?" Cybil asked. "If you do, you and I could make a traditional one together for dinner."
Lolly smiled widely and hugged her mum.
"I have everything, including the flour to make the sheets from scratch, if you want?"
"I think we should, Lolly," Cybil replied. "It's not a traditional lasagne if we cheat and use premade sheets."
After lunch, Lolly took Lauren upstairs, admonishing us all that 'they were not to be disturbed'. I assumed they were 'catching up on the lost years' again. Adrian and Gina made a brief appearance before heading off to some car rally event with the Toyota AG 86 club he was in.
Sofia was back on her phone messaging her latest boyfriend, and I couldn't see Cybil anywhere.
Thinking she may have been taking a nap, I walked up to her room. It was empty, but I could see her through the window pottering in Lolly's rock garden.
Clive had sat in a deck chair on the lawn outside his house. He had the horse races on his portable radio and was drinking a beer.
I watched, amused, as Cybil flirted with Clive without glancing at him even once. Cybil was back in the sundress she was wearing this morning. The top was undone below her bra this time, and the opening framed her full bosom.
Cybil's dress was opaque. In the sinking sun, her toned legs and shapely ass were accentuated through the material beautifully.
Cybil would find a weed, real or imagined, I wasn't sure, and bend over to pick it out. She would either be facing Clive, and the full mounds of her luscious breasts would pile up in the gap of her dress, threatening to fall out, or she would bend over with legs slightly parted with her ass towards the sun and Clive.
With the opaqueness of the material, Clive was treated to a delectable expanse of leg and a firm tight ass.
Clive had a cooler bin full of beer beside him, but it didn't look like he had completed a single one yet because of the lack of empties. The can seemed frozen halfway to his lips as he openly ogled my mother-in-law.
I made my way back to the lounge. Sofia was playing some game on her phone. I watched her playing idly, wondering if I should try and tumble her into bed. I didn't think Lolly would mind if I did, given Sofia and I had already fucked. Still, Lolly hadn't given me specific permission to play with Sofia as she had with Lauren and Cybil, so I wasn't risking it without Lolly being there to say I could.
"John, could you come up here, please?" Lolly called from our bedroom.
Taking three steps at a time, I bounded up the stairs and down to our room. Pushing the door open, I nearly knocked Lolly across the room.
"Settle, you big oaf," Lolly told me with a grin, forcing the door closed again. "Will you gather everyone in the lounge, please? Lauren and I have something to show you all."
Disappointed but curious about what Lolly had planned, I called the family together. Adrian and Gina came inside from the foyer at the same time as Cybil.
"What's going on, dad?" He asked.
"Dunno. Lolly's got something planned."
Lolly walked into the lounge holding the hand of a stunningly beautiful woman. This woman was tall and slender with wide shoulders and a narrow waist. Her butt was tight, round and shapely. Her legs were long and toned with small, well-formed ankles under a clinging white micro-mini dress.
Her hair was a deep lustrous red, her eyes an almost lavender blue, and her neck was long and slender. Her face was that of a Botticelli angel.
Her breasts were large and firm and sat proudly on her thin chest.
We all sat there stunned by the vision in front of us.
Sofia broke the spell.
"Fuck me, Lauren," she said. "What an amazing transformation! No, seriously, Lauren. Fuck me, like right now!"
This woman in front of us couldn't be Lolly's dowdy and frumpy sister, could it? It was! Lauren looked every inch an international catwalk model.
Lolly released Lauren's hand and took a step back.
Lauren tried to do a pirouette and almost fell on her face. Lolly had put her in 7-inch stiletto heels, and it seems Lauren had never even worn high-heels before.
Lauren moved slowly in front of her mother.
"Well, mum? What do you think?"
Cybil sniffed, "I think I make beautiful babies," She stated.
But she was quick to her feet and swept Lauren into a fierce embrace.
"You are too much for this old woman," she said and then turned to the others. "You all are. You make me so proud, all of you."
All the Shephard women joined Lauren and Cybil in a group hug.

The End.

Epilogue:
Later that night:
Dinner was had around 9.00 pm. It was, as promised, a traditional Lasagne and salad made with loving care by Cybil and Lolly. Conversations were had, stories shared, and jokes told. A little wine was drunk, and tea and coffee were made.
Lauren was made to practice walking in her new heels, and lots of mainly useless advice was given on how to do so.
The clock read about 11.30 pm when we made our way upstairs to sleep. I had purposefully hung back so I could perve on the 'new and improved' Lauren's ass as, arm and arm with Lolly, she climbed the stairs.
Was it wrong that I was looking forward to sampling the delights of my sister-in-law again?
But when we got to the top of the stairs, and I turned toward Lolly's and my bedroom, my chest encountered Lolly's palm forward hand again.
Surprised, I lifted my eyes to see what was happening.
"You have other duties, my man," Lolly told me. "Sofia was promised a proper rollicking in bed tonight by Adrian, Gina and you, and you will deliver."
My wife had laid before me another impossible choice. Go with her and Lauren and miss out on playing with Sofia along with Gina or play with Adrian, Sofia and Gina but miss out on watching Lauren undress and play with her and Lolly.
Then there was Cybil. I would have loved to spend another night in the embrace of my sensual and sexy mother-in-law, too.
I kissed Lolly and turned toward where Gina, Adrian and Sofia waited outside the door to the bedroom that Gina and Adrian were using whilst the rellies visited.
"Have fun, honey," Lolly told me. "I know I will be."
As soon as I had closed the door, Gina pounced on me. But there was a rushed and almost feverish urgency to her. Gina had my pants down and my cock in her mouth in bare moments, but it didn't feel right. It was like she was trying to impress me, not just enjoying herself as usual.
I looked down to see my daughter looking up at me with tears in her eyes. Putting my hand on her forehead, I gently removed my dick from her mouth bent over and picked her up.
Cuddling Gina to me and kissing her, I asked, "What's up with you, baby girl?"
"I'm losing you to Nana and Lauren," she wailed.
Taken aback, I considered my actions since Friday afternoon. Gina was right, to a point. I'd gotten so involved in the new delights placed before me that I'd been neglectful of the two most important to me.
Squeezing my daughter closely, I averred, "Never, my girl. I am yours, and your mother's forever. If I've made you feel second best, then I unreservedly apologise. I swear I never meant to and will make it up to you."
"You don't prefer the older charms of Lauren and Cybil?" Gina asked.
"They're both great, and I've thoroughly enjoyed having sex with them, but they're not your mum, and they're not you. If you or your mum says 'no more', there would be 'no more'."
"I've seen him like this with mum," Adrian came in with. "He would have his flings, and that is all Gareth would see. Gareth never saw how strongly he came back to mum. How his love for her was only enhanced by the comparison to another, not diminished in any way."
"Your dad loves you, Gina," Sofia added. "I only wish my dad loved me as yours loves you. Shirley and Joe (Sofia's mum and dad) couldn't handle me. I was only a baby, and they were so old, so they dumped me on Cybil and Walter.
Cybil and I argue and clash constantly, but I love your grandmother more than you can ever know. She's been wonderful to me, treated me like I was another daughter, and never made me feel second best or second rate."
"You two will have to get along without Gina and me for a time," I told the other two. "Gina and I need to spend some time together first."
Holding my daughter to my chest, I carried her across the hall and into one of the other bedrooms. Sofia's, I think.
Laying her gently on the bed, I made love to Gina for the next 40+ minutes to show her how much I loved and cared for her.
Satiated, Gina cuddled me before saying, "We need to join the other two, daddy. I promised Aunt Sofia she'd get double penetrated tonight, and I wouldn't want to let her down."
Holding hands, we crossed back to her room. Adrian was lying on his back, watching Sofia practice her oral skills on his almost 10-inch dick. Sofia was on her hands and knees with her head down and ass up. Her shaved pussy almost looked like it was winking at me as she bobbed up and down on Adrian's long and thick shaft.
It was an incredible sight, and given I was still erect, I placed my hands on Sofia's hips, squatted down, positioned the head of my nicely proportioned 7-inch cock at the entrance to Sofia's cunt, and then pulled her hips back at me as I viciously sawed my hips forwards.
My pelvis hit Sofia's ass with a loud thwack. I shoved into her so hard that I pushed her down onto Adrian's cock. Swallowing gamely, Sofia managed to accept the last inch she had been struggling to allow into her throat.
Gina had swung a leg over her brother's reclined body and was lowering her pussy onto Adrian's mouth. I didn't know how he would react to Gina rubbing her cum filled by me pussy on his face, but Adrian seemed willing to eat away.
Fucking Sofia severely soon had her twitching and jumping on the end of my cock.



"Fuuuuuuuuuuuucccccccccccccccckkkkkkkkkk!!!!!!" Sofia moaned and squirted over my balls.
I pulled out of her.
"Who do you want where Miss Sofia?" I asked her.
"I've already had Adrian in my ass, so I'd like you in there while I ride Adrian, please," she replied.
Adrian shuffled further down so Sofia could straddle his hips and guide his massive cock into her gash.
Once she had settled into place, Gina used her tongue to prepare her great-aunt's ass to take my thick 7-inches.
Once Gina was satisfied Sofia's ring was wet enough to easily take my cock, Gina wrapped her hand around my shaft and positioned me at Sofia's ring.
Sofia had been gagging for this since Friday afternoon, so I felt no need to be gentle. Once I felt the head of my cock slip slightly into Sofia's ass, I grabbed a handful of her long red hair and pulled her head back before shoving my hips roughly forwards.
All seven inches piled into her ass.
"OMFG!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" Sofia screamed as I thrust into her.
Twitching and spasming, Sofia came again. Sofia squirted so hard that her juices hit my balls before bouncing down onto Adrian's.
Sofia sagged there between Adrian and me for a moment, seemingly almost passed out. She shuddered, moaned deeply and lustfully and tentatively pushed her taut ass back at me.
Pushing down on her hips, I impaled her completely on Adrian's long fuck pole.
Sofia moaned deeply and gutturally again, "I feel so full, boys. I feel so fucking full of cock I think I'm losing my mind. Oh, fuck me. Please fuck me. I need to cum on your big cocks, you big beautiful men."
Who were we to deny the girl?
Adrian and I had gotten pretty good at double penetrating Lolly and Gina as we'd done it so often, so it wasn't long before we were pounding Sofia for all she was worth.
Sofia exploded from rocketing orgasm to screaming as she came to squirting and moaning as we fucked her.
As I thrust into her ass, I would shove her hips brutally down, forcing her to take the entire length of Adrian's massive tool inside her quim. Every time I forced her down, she moaned, and as I released her, she would squirt juices over Adrian and me.
After nearly 40 minutes of this, Sofia pleaded, "I can't take anymore, boys. Fill me with cum, please. I want to drown in your essence."
Roaring together, my son and I complied. I could feel Adrian's huge tool twitching and jerking across mine as we shot load after load into Sofia's love holes.
After we were done, I rolled onto my back and helped Sofia off Adrian. She virtually collapsed against the wall the bed was pushed up against.
Gina spread her thighs then lowered her sweet pussy onto my tongue before taking my dick in her mouth and carefully licking and sucking me clean.
I was concentrating on bringing my daughter to a climax when I felt my son's big heavy balls on my forehead. I watched Adrian's massive pussy-lip-spreader part my daughter's labia and glide deeply into her snatch.
At this angle, it was impossible not to have at least a part of my tongue licking along my son's penis as he stroked in and out of my daughter, but I was beyond caring. Being back with Gina and having Sofia there had me hotter than I was the previous night with Cybil.
As Adrian pulled out, ready to thump back into his sister's cunt, Gina got a little cramp and straightened up.
Instead of sliding back into my daughter, my son's dick dropped out and hit my lips. Old instincts took over and allowed Adrian's cock to slide into my mouth without realising what I was doing.
I'm not the cock sucker my wife and daughter are, but I've always enjoyed deep-throating the trans girlfriends I've had over the years. Adrian's tool slipped past my gag reflex and into the back of my mouth without a hitch.
"Fuck! That is so hot!" Sofia moaned as she shoved three fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit with her thumb.
Gina swung her leg over so she could climb off my face leaving me staring up at my youngest son.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'What have I done?'
I waited to be thrown off and punched in the face.
My son stared at me for what seemed a long time, but then his cock throbbed in my mouth, so I gave it a bit of an experimental suck and swirled my tongue around the shaft.
Adrian groaned, and the two girls moaned with him.
"Fuck yes, brother," Gina moaned. "Fuck your father's mouth."
Adrian reached for my head. I feared that I had ruined everything. I thought my son would freak out, throw me off, and storm out, never to be seen or heard from again. Instead, he took the back of my head and chin in his hands so he could tilt my head to an angle allowing his shaft a straight line across my lips, past the gag reflex and down my throat.
Adrian began to face fuck me. I used all the skills I knew. Sucking firmly as he stroked into me, swirling my tongue around the head and shaft as he pulled back.
It didn't take him long. With a deep, almost gorilla-like grunt, my son's practically 10-inch donger exploded into my mouth. Swallowing quickly, I was able to accept all that he had down my throat.
Staring into the abyss, my son pulled his softening dick out of my mouth and sat back.
Gina jumped him, and Sofia jumped me. Before I could think about what happened, Sofia had me on my back and guided her red hot snatch onto my raging cock.
"You have to do that again, John," she moaned. "That was so fucking hot I came just watching. You and Adrian will have to put on a show for us all cos I'm sure Cybil and Lauren will fucking love it too!"
"Hear, hear," Gina echoed as she bounced on her brother's rapidly hardening cock. "It was so sexy, OMFG! I didn't cum, but it would have only needed me to rub my clit and .... Bang ... you know?
"Mum will lose her mind when she sees you two at it!"
The four of us came simultaneously.
"You going to be okay?" I asked Adrian.
He gave me a wan smile, "If the girls are okay with it, I guess I can be too."
He shook his head and gave me a wider grin, "So, dad, where did you learn to do that?"
"What?" I asked.
"Suck cock that well."
"Your mum and I experimented quite a bit. Especially when we were away on holidays," I explained.
"Is there anything you haven't tried?" he asked.
I couldn't think of anything just then.
Sofia got up.
"I'm going to go and join Lauren and Lolly," Sofia said, using Lolly's preferred name for the first time. "Seeing's as my niece is now a hot bitch I may as well see if she's any good in the sack."
Gina and Adrian were cuddling and talking. I think Gina was reassuring him everything was okay. I was feeling a ... well ... a lot ... weirded out, so I got up to leave.
Opening the room to my bedroom, I watched as Lolly, Lauren, and Sofia arranged themselves into a mouth to pussy triangle. They looked incredibly sexy, but they also looked like they wanted to enjoy each other, so I headed for Cybil's room.
I knocked.
"Come in," came Cybil's melodious voice.
I slipped inside and stood leaning against the door.
Cybil flicked on the bedside lamp.
"You okay, honey?" She asked.
"Not really, mum," I replied, almost in tears.
"What happened?"
I explained what I'd done.
Cybil looked at me and somehow fixed it.
"John, you're saying to me that father/daughter incest is good, mother/daughter incest is divine, and mother/son incest is excellent, but father/son incest is wrong?"
"I guess I am," I replied. "Sounds silly when you put it like that, though."
"Remember, John, inside these walls, there are no rules and limitations as long as everyone is legal aged and everything is consensual. That's what you and my daughter say, isn't it?"
I nodded.
"And did he enjoy what you did?"
I nodded, 'He came in my mouth quickly."
"And if we all want to see you do it again, would you?"
"Yes, mum."
"Then come and make love to me. Suddenly I'm hotter than a Tasmanian farm girl whose mother has left her alone with her daddy for the day,"
So I did.
Tidying up the loose ends:
The church never did find Cybil, Lauren and Sofia a house, but it worked out fine.
About a month after coming to visit, Lauren marched into Lolly's and my bedroom as we were cuddling on the bed.
"I'm pregnant with your child," she told me.
Then demanded a permanent room for herself and another for her forthcoming child. Lauren had only ever wanted to be a wife and mother, and Lolly wished to work, so that worked well.
Lauren had another two children to me. All five kids fear her switch holding right hand. She rules them with a love that is strict and devoted. I know my kids are safe with her because she would lay her life down to protect them.
Cybil married Clive. He stood as much chance against Cybil as Ciara did the day Lolly seduced her.
In Clive, I have never seen someone so sickeningly happy. He dotes on Cybil and follows her around like a long-lost puppy. Cybil insisted he let me pay to have his knees done.
"I'm not pushing you around in a wheelchair because of your foolish pride," she told him.
She has him on a strict diet and exercise program. Clive must have lost close to 65 lbs (30 Kg). She's forbidden him his favourite tipple, XXXX Gold and has him drinking a premium beer, but only two cans a night.
He is allowed as many scotch rocks as he wants, though. Clive has always been a rum and coke man.
Cybil makes him walk with her every evening as they inspect the rock garden she had him build to match Lolly's. Any recalcitrant weed that dares show its head is soon removed.
With the weight loss and the shaved head, if you screw your eyes up, you could almost believe he was Bruce Willis' older brother.
I asked him how his first marital night went.
The old codger gave me a broad smile, "I gently made love to Cybil until she could take all of me. It only took from 10.00 pm until 8.00 am the next morning. The poor girl couldn't walk all the next day, though."
I didn't believe him, so I asked mum.
She pierced me with a stare before chuckling softly when I described what Clive had said.
"Viagra is a wonderful thing, John," she told me. "He was able to stay hard, and he just kept stroking and touching and gently massaging me until he was able to slip inside me. It was an awesome experience! And! I was walking just before midday!"
Well ... I had to ask.
A bikini-clad Ciara encountered a naked Sofia in the hot tub. Sofia had been stalking the poor girl for at least a week. Ciara stood even less chance against the overtly sexual Sofia than she did against Lolly.
After fingering Ciara to several orgasms in the tub, Sofia insisted Ciara take her up to meet Gareth.
Lolly assures me they were only as loud as Lauren and I were, not as loud as Cybil and I had been.
Sofia marched into our room one afternoon about three weeks after that encounter and announced she, too, was pregnant.
She wasn't sure whose baby it was, mine, Adrian's or Gareth's, but she didn't care. She was 'way too young and beautiful to be weighted down by a child, so we would have to raise it'.
Sofia made an appointment to see a gynaecologist to check on her child's progress and to get an idea when the baby was due and promptly fell madly and deeply in love.
Her gynaecologist was an older distinguished man whose wife had recently past. They were both totally smitten and were married inside of a month.
Sofia kept her child and had three more in quick succession. She almost matches Clive in the 'sickeningly happy' stakes.
Sofia's huge now. She must weigh almost 290 lbs (130 kg). She's still as sexy as all hell, though. I'd still tip her into bed if she gave me a chance. I suggested it one afternoon she and her kids were visiting.
"Jonathon would not approve," she told me.

Endings.

Readers, I hope you have enjoyed your journey with me, Lolly, et al., but now it must end. All the stories have been told, and there will be no more until my female offspring reach their eighteenth birthday.
I'm looking forwards to maintaining our family's tradition.

The actual End.
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Hannah woke me around 6.00 am the following day.
"Josh is fucking your wife again. You'd better go shower and get changed into your boy clothes. Wait in the garage until you hear us all in the kitchen, then come inside.
Pretend you've just gotten back from your mother's and believe Josh and Courtney when they say Josh brought Courtney home because she was a little under the weather and then slept on the couch because Roger and I were in the spare room."
Rushing, I quickly complied. I sure as hell didn't want Josh to realise I'd spent the evening partying with him and then spent the night being fucked by a homo.
As I headed out the door after my shower and changing, I said, "Won't he ask where Olivia is?"
"I'll tell him she caught an Uber home early this morning," Hannah replied.
The curtains to the main window of my bedroom, sigh, Courtney and Hannah's bedroom, don't close properly. There's always a little gap either in the middle or at one end. I kept meaning to get someone in to remeasure and cut some new drapes but hadn't gotten around to it.
I badly wanted to see how big Josh was, so I crept around to that window. The gap was at the same end I was.
Slowly lifting my head, I peered through the gap into the room. Courtney was wearing her thigh-high fuck me boots and nothing else. Her toned body and 34C breasts were displayed as she rode Josh's cock facing me.
To my disappointment, Josh was only average in the tackle department. I wasn't worried about Courtney catching me peeking, and Josh couldn't see me past Courtney, so I stood up.
Courtney saw me. She gave me a smile and a wink, lifted her pussy off Josh's cock, and then lowered her ass onto it.
Fuck! Was everyone except me going to get to fuck her ass?
With her heels on the bed, and her knees bent, Courtney leant back onto Josh. His arms snaked around her body and began to maul her tits. Josh was squeezing and pinching my wife's tits quite mercilessly. He found her nipples and flicked them both with his finger and thumb.
Courtney moaned in appreciation. Her cunt gaping lewdly at me Courtney began to raise and lower her hips. I watched as all but the tip of Josh's dick came into view, then disappeared back into Courtney's dirt hole. It was fucking hot!
I took my cock out of my pants. This side of the house is well fenced so no neighbours could see. I began to jack myself off to the show.
Courtney came, I was grateful she didn't squirt as she had for Hannah, but she did cream deliciously on Josh's tool.
I heard Josh mutter that he was about to cum. Courtney slid off his cock and moved her pussy onto his face. Showing me his cock, Courtney lowered her head down and swallowed all of Josh's meagre 6-inches.
Lifting her mouth a little, Courtney wrapped her thumb and finger around Josh's shaft and milked him into her sucking and slurping mouth. Accepting his entire load, Courtney opened her mouth to show me she had held it all in there, then swirled it around her mouth with her tongue before swallowing it down.
Watching, I came onto the wall.
Courtney gave me another smile, and a wink, then swung off the bed and walked over to the window. I ducked down quickly.
"Enjoy the show, my little fag hubby?" she whispered loud enough for me to hear. "Maybe we can build a hidey-hole for you to sit in and watch as I fuck each and every one of your unmarried teammates."
Courtney pulled the curtains open as I slunk back to the garage. To my shame, I was considering where I could build a hidey-hole that wouldn't be immediately obvious what it was.
About 20 minutes later, there were unmistakable sounds of people laughing and chatting in the kitchen/dining room area, so I opened the car door before shutting it firmly and opening the door into the lounge.
With her boots still on, Courtney wore a short diaphanous gown that barely covered her naked ass. Her nipples were hard and plain to see. Josh was wearing one of my dressing gowns, the cheeky bastard. Banging my wife and wearing my damned clothes like he was king shit of the hill.
"Hey, babe," Courtney said. "You're home earlier than expected."
"I had to drop dad off at the airport," I lied. "So I thought I'd come home for a while to see you before going back to check on mum."
"You mum not well, John?" Josh asked. "That's a shame. She's still looking after the kids, though?"
"My sister's got them with hers," I further lied.
Hannah was in a tiny baby doll nightie, and her huge tits bulged out of the top. Where she had tucked her penis, I had no idea.
"Glad you're home," she said. "You can give Roger and me a lift to my place."
"What are you doing here, Josh?" I asked. "Why are you in my dressing gown?"
Courtney broke in, "I got a little tiddly on our girl's night out, baby. Josh saw me and decided to look after me and ensure I got home safely. Roger and Hannah were too busy fucking to look after me, so Josh made sure I didn't throw up and asphyxiate.
I spilt some wine on his pants. I gave him your robe so I could wash and dry them.
He slept on the couch."
"Thanks for taking such good care of my wife, brother," I said to Josh. "If there's anything I can do to return the favour, let me know."
The prick didn't even have the grace to blush.
"No worries," was all he said.
Courtney made some breakfast, and we all acted like everything was normal. It was surreal. Roger and Hannah acted like lovers, Josh and I like mates, and Courtney and I like we were a loving married, faithful to each other, couple.
After breakfast, I told Hannah, "I'll take you back to yours on my way back to mum's now if you want?"
Turning to Josh, I asked, "Do you want me to drop you home as I go?"
Courtney interjected again, "His trousers are still drying, so I'll have to drop him home later. If you take the Avant, I can take Josh home in the R8."
'Neatly done,' I thought, in grudging admiration. 'You've just bought yourself a whole day, nearly, to fuck Josh in as many ways and positions as you want.'
Hannah and Roger were holding a bag each. I was perplexed because Roger hadn't been carrying a bag last night.
We got in the Avant, "We going back to yours, Hannah?" I asked. She had been living with her mum.
"Of course not. I live with Courtney now."
Roger spoke, "No, we'll go to mine, I live alone, so it'll be more fun."
I suspected my ass was about to be filled with cock again. I'm not sure it had even remotely recovered from last night's shagging.
Following Roger's directions, we were soon outside his unit. When we entered, it was apparent this was the unit of a femmeboy crossdresser. There were outfits carelessly flung everywhere. All kinds of wigs, in many styles and a rainbow of colours, were hung on every available space.
Many styles of shoes, from white sneakers to 7-inch pumps, from low sandals to high-heeled strappy ones with platform soles, had been casually kicked off and left where they landed.
How he found anything again, I couldn't fathom.
My 'gaydar' is usually pretty well-tuned. How it had misfired so badly last night, I have no idea.
There was one fastidiously clean area, though. Roger had a double seat vanity along the back wall of the lounge/dining area. This area was clean, tidy and well organised. It was almost like two different people were living here. A man that was a grub and a woman who was neat and tidy.
Good to see you've cleaned up since the last time I was here, babe," Hannah told him facetiously.
Roger giggled effeminately, "I'm afraid Roger is a bit of a grot. Fortunately, I have Rashida to clean up for me, but she only does the vanity."
'That I can see,' I thought.
"Go wet a couple of tea towels, Rashida," Hannah told Roger. "Give it 100 seconds in the microwave. I'm going to straight shave you and Olivia. Then we're getting dressed and out of here."
I didn't want to be out as Olivia in the middle of the day, "I don't have anything to wear," I pointed out.
Roger handed me the bag he was carrying. I looked into it. Hannah had selected an outfit with shoes, underwear and something called a gaff. It was designed to hold the balls back up in their canals and your penis along your perineum.
There was no point in arguing, even without the electric shock cuff on my balls, so I sighed and took a seat at the vanity.
Roger explained as we waited for Hannah, "You have to do your day makeup a little differently from your night-time one. The light during the day is natural and much softer. If you do your makeup as thick as last night, you'll look like a drag queen dragging her sorry arse home after an all-night rave.
Day makeup must be lighter, softer, and more blended to look natural. Think of the girls in the office who always look like they're about to go clubbing. Does that look good?"
I shook my head.
"For daytime, it needs to be understated, so we'll go for a foundation a shade or two lighter than last night. This one, I think."
He handed me a bottle of Shiseido Synchro liquid foundation.
"With your skin and eye colour, brown is still good for the eyelids, but a little lighter than last night, and no white in the corner."
He handed me the items I would need.
"You'll also need a lighter blush with the lighter foundation."
He added what he thought I'd need to the growing pile in front of me.
"Lippy is last, same approximate colour as the blush."
It joined the pile.
The microwave went ding.
Hannah wrapped Roger's face with one towel, mine with the other. Roger was taking HRT pills sporadically, so his skin was already softer than mine, and his facial hair was more delicate. Hannah would shave him first, as his skin didn't need as much time to soften up.
As long as the towel remained hot, my skin and face would soften under the moisture and heat, making shaving a more effortless and closer experience.
"We're going to book you in for laser hair removal for your body and electrolysis for your face, bitch," Hannah growled at me. "Because I'm fucked if I'm doing this every time we go out.
That didn't bother me. A few of my teammates had opted for the hairless look, so I wouldn't stand out.
"Come and blow me whilst I shave this slut's face," Hannah demanded of me.
Eagerly, I got on my knees before one of my two Mistresses and guided her soft, thin tool into my mouth. I wanted to see how quickly I could make her cum, so I cupped her balls and slid my finger along her perineum to finger her rosebud.
I kept bringing that finger back to my mouth to work some moisture into Hannah's ring. Once I was satisfied her starfish was wet enough, I circled it in smaller and smaller circles before homing in on the centre.
Applying a little pressure, I managed to slip my finger through her ring. I kept adding moisture and worked my finger in slow rotations until all of my forefinger was buried in her ass.
Letting go of her balls, I changed to my middle finger. Thinking about where Hannah had found my prostate, I searched for hers. I hooked my finger up and back and, by the little jump and groan she gave, found it almost immediately.
"I just about cut his fucking throat," Hannah growled. "Oh fuck, right there, yes, there, OMFG! I'm cumming," she moaned as I stroked her P-spot repeatedly.
Hannah filled my mouth with her delicious excretions again.
Fuck! Was it only yesterday that I was disgusted, to the point of throwing up by cum? Now I loved the taste of her ladyboy sperm.
But, secretly, I think it was the power to make her cum that I enjoyed. Its why, amongst the footy sluts, I had the best reputation. I revel in making my partners cum. It is the best part of sex. Having your fuck buddy beg you to hurry up and cum because they can't take anymore is such a power trip.
In my mind, I was starting to rejoice that I could now make both sexes cum almost equally and as often.
Hannah finished shaving Roger, "You should reward Olivia for giving me such a fine blowjob by sucking her off as I shave her, don't you think?"
I was doubtful. I hadn't had a man suck me yet. Hannah had, but she's definitely not male, despite the long penis.
Roger was a skilled headjob exponent, though, and hey, a blowjob is a blowjob, right? I came into his mouth almost as quickly as Hannah had cum into mine.
Roger sat beside me, and we both applied our makeup.
He turned to me, "Almost," he said. He took the blending brush, smoothed the transition from blush line to foundation makeup and painted my eyelids a little wider. He also added about another millimetre to my lip line.
He turned me back to the mirror, the difference seemed minimal, but the effect was dramatic. My skin looked natural, the blush a bit of high colour on a warm day. My lips looked full and plump, with a perfect cupid's bow.
Roger sorted through his collection of wigs and found a long tousled black one. My natural hair is a dark brown, bordering on black, so the wig went well with my eyes and skin colour.
I slid the stay-up stockings onto my waxed legs. These had a pencil line up the back. Roger helped me to get it perfectly straight. I put the gaff on and then tried not to go hard as Hannah helped me tuck my balls and cock away.
When she finished, I could see no sign that I even had male genitalia.
I put on the bright blue bikini brief and the matching bra Hannah had chosen. I had already painted in my 'cleavage shadow', so I slipped the breast forms into place.
"Bend over at the waist and give your shoulders a shake," Hannah said. "It'll settle the forms into a more natural position. That's what the bra is designed to do."
I did as instructed, and my 'breasts' looked awesome in the mirror. Even from this close, it was hard to detect they were merely forms, not natural boobs.
I put on the ultra-small red miniskirt and then pulled on the black V-necked stretch cotton top that she had chosen to go with it.
Hannah had added a pair of low-heeled strappy black sandals to the bag. She showed me how to tie the straps around the top of my calves so they wouldn't fall.
Hannah handed me a short jacket top to put on if it got cold. It was late spring in Brisbane, so I doubted it would.
The last item I was given was a small red shoulder bag.
"Lippy, blush and foundation, your mobile phone, and credit cards are all you ever take out with you. Those women that carry everything but the kitchen sink in their oversized handbags are only waiting to be robbed before they learn better," Hannah told me.
Putting the bag over my shoulder, I pulled some gowns off Roger's full-length, freestanding mirror and examined myself. From the neck down, I was a definite 10. With legs and arms as long and well-toned as mine, and a firm, taut ass shown off in an ultra-mini, plus huge double D firm tits, I was an easy 10. Higher if the scale allowed.
"Butter face," I muttered.
"What was that?" Hannah asked.
I turned to her, embarrassed, "Butter face. Great body, but her face, ahh well."
Hannah turned me back to the mirror, "You knew the boy that came before Olivia. He was all you knew, so that is what you see when you look at yourself in the mirror. Roger here hadn't seen the boy until this morning. Roger, when you met us at Daniel's, what did you think?"
"I couldn't believe she was a he," Roger answered.
I could see the sincerity in his face.
"You'd roped me into your scheme to turn him gay, but I honestly thought you were trying to turn me straight with a genuine girl that you were pretending was a man.
It was only when you started the charade of not talking because of the operation that I began to think she might have been a he, but it wasn't until he peeled the tape off and took his cock out that I was sure."
Roger turned to me, "Look, honey, you're not going to win any beauty contests, that's true, but you're at least a 6.5. In the right light, you're a 7. If they're legs and ass men, maybe even a 7.5. 'Butter face' is way too harsh. I'd call you pretty. Not beautiful, but pretty."
I was nearly in tears. Fuck me! Why would I be filling up with tearful pride because some faggot thought I was pretty? I liked the compliments, though. I liked them a lot!
Roger, or Rashida, as I should call her now, looked fucking awesome. She had done her makeup just a hair off Gothic. Pale foundation, dark red blush, blood-red lippy and inch-long false eyelashes.
She had paired this with a short black spikey wig. If you've seen the movie 'Beetlejuice', she looked a lot like a taller version of how Winona Ryder looked in that film.
Roger/Rashida wasn't as tall as me, but he was taller than the 6-foot (183 cm) Hannah. He was a little, not fat... I guess the fitting description is 'soft'. Like he could have done with a few months in the gym to tone up.
If he did go to the gym, he would have put weight on but lost a couple of clothing sizes.
I had no idea if men are handsome, other than the obvious ones like Brad Pitt, Johnny Depp, Chris Hemsworth, etc., but I would have thought that, as Roger, he would do well with the ladies if that was what he was into.
Rashida put on a full-length black dress that buttoned down the front. He had unbuttoned the top until his 'breasts' gaped out. And had undone the bottom ones to just short of his crotch.
Rashida's cock was so long that she didn't need to gaff or tape her appendages, she could push her balls up into their canals, then push her shaft so far back along her perineum that her thighs held it there, and the shaft held her balls in place.
Rashida put on some Doc Martens boots.
"We're ready, darlinks. Shall we go?" She lisped outrageously. "We have the beautiful," she indicated me, "the sublime," pointing at Hannah, "and," with a flourish indicating herself, added, "the ridiculous."
"I think you look as hot as," I muttered before thinking. "Even before all this shit happening to me, I probably would have hit on you."
Then, in a voice indistinguishable from a 1,000 other woman's, Rashida blushed and said, "And I, honey, would probably let you buy me a drink. I may even have let you feel me up."
She gave me a wicked grin, "Even before you had 'all this shit happening to you'."
"You're going to have to teach me how to talk like that," I told her.
"I have no idea, but I'll give you the number of my vocal coach. She can try and train you if you'd like?"
"Yes, please."
We exchanged numbers so she could text it through.
"Hurry up, or we'll miss our appointment," Hannah exclaimed. "Rashida, call us an Uber. Olivia's driving Courtney's car. The licence plate "Courts One" is a dead giveaway. Let's not advertise ourselves too much just yet."
Confused, I asked, "Where are we going?"



"Nail salon, then hairdressers." She pointed at me, "You'll have to do the 'sore throat' act again at the nail salon, but the hairdresser's a fag, so he won't care that you're a man."
"What do Rashida and I need a hairdresser for? We're wearing wigs."
"Jonas will trim them to suit your face and neck and make it look more natural. Besides, this is another chance to be seen. Some of Courtney's WAG competition will be there. We're going to make them green with envy. Especially when the four of us start turning up at sponsor dos together."
The Uber arrived quickly. As women do, we all got into the back seat. Hannah made me sit in the middle.
With my feet parted, and an ultra-short skirt on, I was flashing the driver again. Rashida and Hannah put a hand each on my inner thigh, up near my knicker line.
Trying to go hard in a gaff is almost as bad an idea as trying to go hard when your balls are taped down.
My discomfort didn't stop the cabdriver's obvious arousal, though. He surreptitiously adjusted the rear view mirror so he could peer up my skirt.
Once again, I felt a woman's power over a man's lust and libido.
The driver covered his erection with his hand, then began playing with himself as he watched Rashida and Hannah stroke their fingers over my 'pussy'.
Arriving at the nail salon, I was given another card, so I could 'call me whenever you need a lift somewhere, especially when you're alone because I want you to be safe'.
Safe from whom, though?
The nail salon was interesting. If any of the women working there noticed, or were bothered by, three transwomen being there, they didn't show it. Hannah chose a red to match my blush for my nails and had the lady put 1-inch acrylic nails on both hands. I quite liked how they looked. I kept admiring them in the light.
After completing our manicure and pedicure, with matching polish on my exposed toes, we walked the 100 metres or so to the hairdressers.
"Remember, heel in front of the toe," Hannah hissed at me as I strode off.
Embarrassed, I slowed down and began the hip snake sway walk that Hannah and Courtney had insisted I learned. Now that I was aware of it, I noticed very few women walked anywhere in a hurry. It seemed the prettier they were, the slower they walked.
Rashida whispered, "Put a little smile on your face as if to say, 'I know I'm gorgeous, and I know you're looking at my tits and ass, and I don't care'."
I tried it. The effect was fucking amazing. Men turned to gawp, women, who weren't in our league, grimaced, then quickly walked off. Man after man tried to catch my eye but I ignored them all.
"When a man tries to make eye contact, look at him, blink your eyes twice rapidly, hold them a little wider open, and then smile a little more fully before looking away as if you're embarrassed," Rashida advised.
I tried it. We had men walking into light poles, tripping over rubbish bins, and tripping over their own feet. One guy almost walked out in front of a bus he was ogling so severely.
"More fun than being ignored when you look, isn't it?" Rashida asked as she winked at a guy who blew her a kiss.
It sure as fuck was!
Jonas sat us together at the front of the salon. We were in clear view of every passer-by. He handed us a glass of champagne each.
I still wasn't overly keen on the taste of wine.
Hannah was first onto the chair as her hair was natural. Styling and colouring it would take the longest. Hannah had decided a change was in order. After a lengthy discussion with Jonas, they decided to change from the natural blonde locks she had to Icy-blonde highlights with lowlights.
By the time Jonas had finished, If 10 is perfect on a scale of 1 - 10, Hannah looked a 12. The colour brought out her tanned complexion and emphasised her brown eyes.
Jonas did Rashida's next. He didn't do much, just moulded the wig closer around her face. Doing this made Rashida's face look a little thinner and less rounded.
I was last. Jonas trimmed quite a lot off my wig. The end product was a hairdo that followed the quite angular lines of my cheekbones and jaw before flaring wider to emphasise my long slender neck.
When he turned me to the mirror, I thought, 'Maybe even a 7, now.'
When he was done, and not letting Hannah hear, Jonas whispered, "You're fucking hot as. Call me if you want to be fucked by a poof that loves transgirls."
He slipped his business card into my shoulder bag.
"Time for some lunch," Hannah said.
It was nearly 2.00 pm.
"I think we might go to The Wickham. Let's see if any of the lesbians there find us attractive," Hannah added.
Brisbane has plenty of 'gay-friendly' bars, but only three are considered gay and/or lesbian hangouts. The Wickham was generally recognised as the lesbian venue, although they welcome all clientele.
We jumped in a cab to get from the city up to The Valley.
We three visited the conveniences to freshen up our lippy and makeup. I needed a wee, as well. I'm sure my balls appreciated being let free, even if it was only for a few minutes. I ensured everything was tucked away before exiting the stool.
Going to the bar, I ordered three white wines. I had no idea what was a good wine and what wasn't, so I let the barkeep choose. He blinked twice at my deep masculine voice but said nothing. I'm pretty sure I wasn't the first tranny he had served.
As I waited, I felt some eyes on me. I turned to see a reasonably attractive middle-aged woman checking me out. As John, I probably wouldn't have taken a moment's notice, but I was curious whether a woman would find me attractive, so I smiled at her and gave her a slow wink.
She came over.
"I'm Sandra," she said. "I haven't seen you here before. How are you?"
I held a finger up and then mimed that I had a sore throat. Hannah had put a pen and notepad in my bag.
I quickly wrote: 'Throat operation, can't talk, sorry. First time I've been here for close to three years. I'm Olivia."
"Oh, that's no good," Sandra said. "Anything serious?"
'Just some polyps,' I wrote. 'Nothing to worry about. Just not allowed to talk for three weeks.'
Sandra smiled. Her smile lifted her from the 6 she was to at least a 6.5.
"That's okay," she laughed. "My ex-husband always told me that I talked enough for any two people."
'How long have you been divorced?' I wrote.
"The divorce came through on Friday," she answered. "But we've been separated for over two years. Bastard started fucking his secretary."
'Men, huh?' I penned.
"Yup, all assholes. That's why I decided to try women. Being with a woman is different, you know? Softer and more intense, I think I might like it."
Sandra seemed like a nice woman, I didn't want to lead her on, so I glanced around, cleared my throat, and said in my normal voice, "Sandra, I have a confession to make. I'm a transgirl."
"What the fuck is that?" Sandra asked.
"I'm a guy transitioning to female," I told her.
Fuck! Was I? I didn't think so, but it was how I was presenting.
Sandra appeared to be almost in tears.
"Listen, Olivia. If you don't find me attractive, say so. Don't give me your bullshit stories. I knew I wasn't in your league when I came over to talk. I just wanted a conversation."
I was dumbfounded. Couldn't she hear my voice?
"I'm serious, Sandra," I told her, trying to keep my voice down. "I have a penis. I'm not a biological woman."
"Bullshit!" Sandra exclaimed. "If you are, show me!"
"Out here, in front of everybody?" I asked.
"No, come with me to the loos."
I followed her to the women's toilet.
Sandra had a quick look around. There wasn't anyone standing at the mirrors, so she opened a cubicle door and ushered me inside.
"Well?" She asked.
Sighing, I hoisted my skirt above my hips and pulled my gaff down. My 7.5-inch cock fell into view.
"Fuck me," Sandra exclaimed. "I... I... well, fuck me!"
She reached out and took me in her hand. With pure lust on her features, Sandra sat on the seat and began to blow me.
Fuck! It was like amateur hour at the local 'open mike' night. Sandra couldn't take even a third of me in her mouth, and she was sucking way too softly, bobbing way slower than I had gotten used to since starting to have sex with males and transgirls.
I closed my eyes. A vision of Josh cumming inside my wife flashed behind my eyes. Imagining going down on Courtney and licking his sperm out of, and off of, my wife's cunt had me hard.
"At least I've still got it," Sandra said, obviously happy that she could still get a male hard.
I didn't have the heart to tell her how badly she sucked, literally.
"Would you like to taste me?" She asked.
"Sure," I told her.
We swapped positions. Sandra put a foot on the bowl so I could tongue her pussy.
I love eating snatch. It's the quickest way to a woman's orgasm. Or, at least, I used to. Sandra smelt... well... I hate to use a cliché... fishy. She tasted yeasty. All of the dicks that I had sucked so far had been well cleaned. There was no real taste to them. They just felt a little rubbery in my mouth.
The semen spurting from them was salty but had an almost sweet aftertaste. Once I'd gotten over the mental block of a man squirting his juices into my mouth, I had quite liked the taste. It was kind of like swallowing warmed raw oysters, followed by a suck of a lemon.
Sandra tasted... awful.
I lifted her bottom a little higher so I could tongue her ass.
She came as soon as I got my tongue onto her rosebud. I slipped two fingers inside her pussy and found her Gspot. Flicking my tongue across her clitoris, I made Sandra cum a second, then a third, time.
"Would you like to fuck me, Olivia?" Sandra asked.
"I'm sorry, honey, but the hormones I'm on means I can't stay hard enough long enough to be able to orgasm," I lied.
Sandra wrote her number on my notepad.
"If you want to play some more, give me a call, okay?"
"I will," I said, adding to my lie.
I made my way back to the table. Sandra left through the side door.
Hannah threw me a napkin.
"Wipe that slut's juices off your face, Miss. You better not have cum for that whore, because, if you did, you're in even bigger trouble than you are now. Wait until I tell Courtney what you've been doing. You know you're not allowed pussy anymore." Hannah told me.
"She wouldn't believe I wasn't a woman," I said defensively. "I only went in the loos to show her I had a dick."
"And you 'accidentally' tripped and fell into her vagina?" Hannah asked sarcastically.
I blushed.
"How did you find it?" Hannah asked.
"Fishy and yeasty," I muttered.
"Good girl," Hannah said. "You're learning. So, did you cum?"
"Worst blow job I've ever had," I told her. "I don't think I could have cum even if you were there fingering my ass as she did it."
Hannah favoured me with a smile, "You don't know it yet, because you're in denial, but you're already a faggot, honey."
I tried to refute her, but, in my heart, I knew she was right.
Now, I just wanted to go home. I felt teary and depressed. I didn't want to be gay. I didn't want to prefer dick to vagina. Even though our roles had been reversed, I wanted to see my wife and my kids. I wanted to talk to them and play with them.
I said so to Hannah.
"She's too busy being fucked for you to go home now. She texted me. Your mum called and said she would feed the kids and bring them home around 9.00 pm.
It's only 5.30 now, so she's still got 3 hours to wear your teammate out before sending him home well and truly fucked.
They do dinner here from 6.00 pm. We'll grab something to eat and hang out here until about 8.00 pm before getting an Uber back to Rashida's and driving home. That will ensure Josh is gone and you have enough time to change."
Feeling sad, I slumped back in the chair.
There was a band setting up in the courtyard, so we wandered out there and found a seat. It was only a cover band, but they were pretty good. The music helped to lift my spirits, and I began to bop my head to the beat.
Twice, going to the bar to get drinks, I was hit on by a woman. I touched my throat, then pointed at Hannah before writing, "Sorry, throat operation, can't talk. I'm here with my girlfriend, but thank you."
One of the women was quite butch, but the other was a pretty young thing, a 'lipstick lesbian', I think they call them. As John, I would have hit on her for sure, then tried to convince her to try dick when she indicated she preferred women.
A little later, after we had eaten, Hannah went to the women's. Rashida was off flirting with some guy she knew when a man approached me.
"May I have a dance, Miss?" he asked politely.
I looked him over. He was quite handsome, I decided. He had a bit of a 'Dad's bod', but he wasn't overweight, just not toned. The guy had a ready smile, even white teeth, and a smooth, tanned complexion. I guessed he was probably around twice my age of 24.
I wrote on the pad, "Sure, but do you mind waiting until my friend returns from the loos? I'm minding everyone's bags."
"Why are you writing that down, if I may ask?" He said.
"Throat op," I wrote. "3 weeks, no talking."
"Oh, okay," he answered. "Nothing serious, I hope?"
"Just polyps," I penned.
Hannah took a seat opposite us. Leaning back so the man couldn't see what I was doing, I mimed his desire to dance with me.
Hannah shooed me off with a big smile on her face. "Have fun," she said.
"I'm Bryce," he said, taking my hand.
"Olivia," I wrote. "Pleased to meet you."
"You're stunning," Bryce complimented.
I blushed, but I was delighted.
Dancing is something that I have always done well. But I usually take the lead. It's incredible how quickly you can melt a girl's resistance if you show her a few good moves on the dance floor. If you can make her look good, as I can, you're a shoo-in.
I wasn't sure how to follow. I'd never done it before. What was worse was that Bryce obviously couldn't dance.
'Fuck it,' I thought.
I took Bryce's right hand in my left and then pressed my body against his before putting my right hand on his shoulder. I was a little taller than Bryce, but not too much.
The band was playing Maroon 5's 'She will be Loved' well. It's a good song for a slow dance.
Bryce got the hint and placed his left hand on my hip. I knew it would only be a few minutes before it was on my ass.
Pulling on Bryce's right hand to get him moving in that direction, I pressed my hips to his, then slid them sideways in the direction of my hand. Bryce needed two of these hip slides before he clued in on needing to move with me.
Pressing his hips back at me, Bryce began to sway with me.
"Ready for a sideways step?" I whispered as softly as I could.
He nodded.
We added that movement to our dance.
Still speaking as gently and breathily as I could, I whispered, "Forwards, forwards, side side, back back, side side the opposite way, repeat."
It's the simplest dance there is. Anybody can do it. If you add a little hip sway in the same direction to your step and a shoulder dip the opposite way, in time to the music, you actually look like you know what you're doing.
Bryce's hand dropped to my ass. It felt good. He began to grind his hardening dick against me as we danced. That felt better.
The band saw us dancing well together and decided to do another slow song. It was an old favourite, 'Scarborough Fair' by Simon and Garfunkel.
Bryce pulled me closer, stopped our dance momentarily, stood up a little taller, and kissed me.
I saw stars. It felt so good. I felt so womanly, so feminine, that I shocked myself.
I let my lips part and allowed his tongue to find mine. He gently explored my mouth as he ground his now rampant dick against the lower half of my pelvis.
"Would you like to get out of here and take this further?" he whispered. "We'll have to go to yours. I share a flat and everyone's home."
I could hear the lie in his voice, 'Married, I'd bet.'
I didn't care. It's not like I was being faithful to my wife.
I motioned for him to follow me. We walked over to Hannah, hand in hand.
I whispered in Hannah's ear, "Bryce would like to take me somewhere to fuck, Mistress, may I?"
"Where are you going to go?" She asked. "His?"
I shook my head, "I'd guess he's married, Mistress. We have to go somewhere else."
Rashida had heard me and handed me a key to her place.
"The sheets were fresh on last night and haven't been slept on at all. Go mess them up, you slut," she said with a huge smile.
I showed Bryce the key, and we left. Hailing a cab, we were soon at Roger's place.
I opened the door and whispered, "I'm sorry about the mess, but Rashida's a bit of a grub. She says the sheets are clean, though."
Bryce pulled me in for another kiss and reached for my left breast. I couldn't let him touch them as it would have been obvious they weren't real.
Breaking the kiss, I dropped to my knees and undid his trousers. Pulling Bryce's briefs down exposed an uncircumcised 6.5-inch cock. I greedily sucked it down, and my lips hit his hairy pubis in one quick swallow.
Above me, Bryce stripped his shirt off, then grabbed my head and began to fuck my mouth.
Grateful for Rashida showing me how to attach the wig firmly enough to stand this type of assault, I formed my lips into an 'O', spread my tongue as wide as I could, grabbed Bryce's hips, and then encouraged him to fuck my mouth as hard as he could.
With my tongue flattened, most of Bryce's dick was covered. This sensation proved to be too much for him. With a pig-like grunt, he came into my mouth.
I accepted it all.
Tipping my head back, I showed him I had taken all his ejaculate in my mouth. I then closed my mouth and made a blatant display of swallowing, then opened it to show I had gulped it all.
"Fuck me," he groaned. "You're such a hot slut!"
Taking my hands, Bryce dragged me to my feet, kicked his feet out of his trousers, let go long enough to lose his shoes and socks, and then led me across to the bed.
"If you suck me some more and maybe play with my ass, it won't be long before I can go again," he said.
I took my shoes off and then dropped my bright blue knickers. Twirling them on my fingers, I flung them across Bryce's face. He grabbed them and then smelt them appreciatively.
"Hmmm, so sweet," he moaned.
"I'm on my monthlies," I whispered. "You'll have to fuck me in the ass, is that okay?"
"Fuck, yes," Bryce moaned.
I took two steps over and flicked off the light. I was going to take my gaff off, and I didn't want Bryce to see that I had a cock and balls instead of a vagina.
"Aww," he protested. "I want to watch as I penetrate you."
"I'm a little shy," I whispered breathily. "Please fuck me in the semi-light like this."
The curtains were open, so the ambient light was enough to see vaguely.
"Do you want me to prepare your ass, baby," Bryce asked.
I figured I could probably cup my balls up out of the way, but I didn't want to take the risk.
"I bleed fairly heavily," I lied. "I'd hate you to lick any menstrual blood off me accidentally. Why don't you let me use my mouth to get your beautiful cock hard and wet, then I'll lube it and my ass up, and you can fuck me."
Not giving him a choice, I pushed him on his back, then took his cock back in my mouth. Slipping my finger onto his rosebud and rimming him as I held the base of his shaft and gently ran my tongue over and around his cock's head, I soon had Bryce harder than taking a pack mark in the pouring rain.
I reached into the top drawer of Roger's bedside table. Being gay, I knew Roger probably had lube and condoms in there.
I was able to find both.
I didn't bother with the condom as I wanted to experience the full feeling of a straight man taking my ass as his.



I squeezed some lube onto my hand and then applied it to my ass. Smearing a little around the head of Bryce's cock had him ready to fuck my already clenching in anticipation ass.
I got up on my hands and then spread my knees as wide as possible so I could lower myself far enough for the slightly shorter Bryce to do me doggy.
"I'm ready, baby," I breathily moaned at him.
I felt Bryce's hands on my hips and his rock-hard dick at the entrance to my ass. Sighing, I relaxed and then pushed my hips welcomingly back at him.
Bryce took the hint and pulled me back onto him as he gently penetrated my ass.
I gave a slight moan and jerk as the head of his cock broke through my knot.
"You okay, honey?" Bryce concernedly asked.
"Yes, darling," I whispered. "You feel so good inside me."
Bryce started to take slow, gentle strokes. I had been pounded by Roger and roughly fucked by Hannah. This was nice, but it was too slow and gentle to get me off, and I badly wanted to cum by being fucked by Bryce.
"Please, honey," I tried to groan softly. "Fuck me harder. Fuck me like you mean it."
"You sure, baby girl?" Bryce groaned.
"Yes, please, lover," I tried to whisper.
Bryce, finally, began to fuck me in earnest.
I quickly balanced myself on my left hand to cover my cock and balls with my right and hold them up out of sight.
"Fuck yes," I moaned deeply, forgetting myself for a moment.
Bryce either didn't hear or took no notice. Digging his fingers into my ass, he pulled me back into him as he thrust forcefully into my slippery tight arse. Moving with him, I slid my hips slightly forward as he pulled back, then pushed back at him hard as he jammed into me.
"You're so fucking tight and wet, my baby girl," "Bryce groaned. "I'm going to cum, okay?"
"Do it, baby," I tried to whisper, but it came out as another low moan.
Bryce pulled my ass back and jammed into me viciously one more time before squeezing my ass cheeks hard enough to hurt and emptying his sack into my gripping ass.
Over and over again, he came. His dick juice squirting across my prostate was enough to send me over the edge, and I came into my hand.
Quickly wiping it onto the sheets, I sagged onto my stomach.
Bryce rolled off me and onto his side, took hold of my head, and kissed me. It was so sweet.
"That's the best fuck I've had... well... ever," he moaned.
He held me and kissed me some more. Horny, I reached for his todger. Rubbing my thumb over the eye of his cock, and around his glans soon had Bryce showing signs of being able to go again.
Bryce kissed me again.
"I have a confession to make, honey," he said. "I knew you were a shemale when I picked you up."
"Wha _ What?" I said, dreading the answer.
"I heard you talking to your blonde-haired friend at the table. I could tell by your voice and what you said that you were a man. I don't suppose your wife would want to turn me into a ladyboy too, would she?"
I felt betrayed and disappointed. I honestly thought that I had made a genuine conquest. Instead, I had been tricked by a fucking 'tranny chaser'.
Roger had told me about these creeps. Men who will fuck even the least convincing of crossdressers, shemales and ladyboys at the drop of a hat, or should I say, knicker.
Roger had nothing but contempt for them, "Gutless wonders," he called them. "They'll fuck you but won't ever want to be seen anywhere but a tranny or gay bar with you in case their mates find out."
I immediately decided to call that voice coach tomorrow so my voice would no longer give me away.
"I'd like you to fuck me, Olivia, please. Take my anal virginity for me, will you, please??" He begged.
"The fuck I will," I snorted in my normal voice, given the gig was up.
"Yes, he will," came Hannah's voice as she flicked the bedroom light on.
She and Rashida/Roger had followed us home to see what would happen.
"Sorry, babe," Rashida said to me, with a moue and downcast eyes. "I only wanted to ensure you were safe if he figured out you were a man. Some guys turn violent after they've cum, and I didn't want you to get hurt."
I believed her.
"I've seen him chasing girls before, so I knew he was a chaser, and I was hoping for exactly this, "Hannah said triumphantly. "He fucked you. It's only fair that you return the favour."
"I don't fuck guys," I muttered.
"You'll fuck who Courtney and I say you will and get fucked by who we decide." Hannah declared.
I wished I could have argued, but I would only be lying to myself.
"Roger, get Bryce's ass ready for a fucking. You, my submissive cock sucking slut," she said, pointing at me. "Get over here."
Knowing what was required, I slipped off the bed and crawled over to her on my hands and knees.
"Present your fuck hole to me!" She demanded.
I turned, let my shoulders hit the ground, and reached behind myself so I could spread my ass cheeks and 'present' my ass to Hannah.
Hannah took the lube off the bed where I had left it and squeezed some onto her fingers. Slipping two fingers inside my gaping hole, she found my P-spot and began to massage it.
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned as my dick began to harden again.
Smacking my ass cheeks as she finger fucked my hole, Hannah quickly brought me full arousal. I was so stiff pool divers could have used it as a springboard.
"On your back on the bed," she instructed.
I obeyed instantly.
Hannah slipped her two fingers back onto my prostate and took me in her mouth.
I tried to loosen all restraints and cum in her mouth so I wouldn't have to fuck Bryce, but Hannah was too skilled in this game to allow that.
She cupped my balls, forced her thumb and forefinger between my balls and shaft then dragged my balls down.
It hurt, but not enough for me to lose even a measure of stiffness.
My need to cum was urgent, again. The head of my cock was throbbing, and my ass was clenching rhythmically with the anticipation of cumming messages my cock's head sent to my brain.
"Would you like to cum, Olivia?" Hannah asked.
I shook my head in denial, "No, Mistress, I'm fine."
She took me back in her mouth and brought me just before that delicious point of no return. Just before I lost my load into her mouth, Hannah squeezed on my balls and dragged them down again.
I groaned in frustration.
"I ask again, Olivia. Would you like to cum?"
"No, thank you, Mistress," I managed to say.
Back into her mouth, I went. I tried just to let go and squirt, but nothing worked. Changing tactics, I tried to think of Coach's 300-pound wife sitting on my face. I tried everything possible to take my desperate need to spray my semen away, and it availed me nothing.
"Please may I cum, Mistress?" I was forced to beg.
Hannah led me by my balls across to Bryce. Rashida had Bryce on his back, with his legs pushed up, apart, and back as she slowly rotated three fingers in his ass and across his prostate.
Bryce was stiffer than a steel rod and was leaking precum copiously. A continuous series of appreciative groans were issuing from his mouth.
"You may cum in that ass right there, my little fag sucker. Help yourself."
With tears pouring from my eyes, I took Rashida's place between Bryce's spread thighs. His hips had fallen a little too far, so my cock wouldn't line up with his hole, and Bryce was too inexperienced at receiving cock to know what to do. I had no choice but to help him.
I put my hands on Bryce's calves, spread his legs a little wider and then pushed them back. His ass rose to meet my cock.
Sobbing, I pushed my hips forwards. Bryce gave a light grunt as I popped through his knot, and then he looked down at where my cock was entering his ass in wonderment.
"Mmm, mmm, fuck!" He moaned. "It feels as good as I dreamed it would. Fuck me, baby girl, fuck me good. Make me your bitch!"
I didn't want no pudgy, almost 50-year-old man as my bitch. I didn't want any man as my bitch. If I was going to be gay, I wanted to be the bitch.
But... sigh... but, I fucked him anyway. If I didn't get to cum soon, my balls might actually explode.
Bryce loved having my tumescent shaft deep in his ass, but he wasn't going 'ape-shit' yet. He kept moaning and groaning and going, 'Oh, fuck, yes!', but he should have been having minor cum spurts and leaking a lot more precum if I was fucking him properly.
I knew if I didn't fuck him properly and make him cum on my cock, Hannah would probably make me do him again.
I closed Bryce's legs a little, then pushed them further back.
That did it. My cock's head scraped deliciously, for him, across his prostate.
"OMFG!" Bryce almost yelled. "Oh fuck yes! That is so good!"
I pumped into him again.
"Fuck!" he said. "I'm going to cum, baby girl. Hold my cock for me as I cum."
Not wanting to, but I knew I had no choice. So I took Bryce's shaft in my hand. The next time I shoved into his ass, I began to quickly wank his cock.
That did it. Bryce exploded. His semen rocketed up and hit me between the eyes.
With my eyes tightly closed and thinking it was Josh who had just pulled out of my wife to cum on my face, I was able to blast off into an orgasm.
With my needs so urgent and so long denied, I dumped a gallon of juice into Bryce's ass as he squirted onto my stomach and chest several times more.
Between us, we had made quite the mess.
Disgusted, I moved off of Bryce and fell onto the bed.
Hannah spoke. Of course, Hannah spoke. She wasn't going to miss a chance to rub my face into my newfound subjugation.
"You haven't cleaned your lover up, my sissy fag. Get to it."
Trying to stifle my sobs so as not to hurt Bryce, as, after all, it wasn't his fault, I began sucking and licking our combined juices off him.
I gently held Bryce's balls as I licked them clean. Taking him back in my mouth to suck his head and shaft clean had Bryce hardening again.
'Fuck,' I thought. 'If Hannah sees that he's hard, she will make me service him again.'
I didn't think my mind could handle it. I was at breaking point.
I didn't know what to do as Bryce was now close to a full erection inside my mouth.
Rashida somehow knew how desperate I was not to have to commit another sex act. She joined me between Bryce's thighs.
"Hmm, penis," she crooned. "May I have some, Mr Bryce, please?"
In response, Bryce groaned and took hold of Rashida's head as she swallowed him down.
He came again only a few moments later.
"I have to go," Bryce muttered, quickly finding his clothes and rushing out the door.
"Fucking chasers," Rashida swore.
I gave her a hug and a kiss with tears of gratitude in my eyes.
"You're welcome, honey," Rashida responded to my unvoiced thanks.
"Go and get washed and changed. Time to face Courtney and confess what you did, you slut." Hannah instructed.
I was thrilled to be rid of Olivia. I thought being her would be fun, but not permanently. Just to please Courtney and for the occasional sexual experience.
I kissed Roger/Rashida once more as I left as thanks for rescuing me and drove Hannah home.
I saw Josh's unmistakable bright orange S4 accelerating up the road away from my place as we pulled into the driveway.
I was beyond caring.
"I'm going to our room to fuck your wife's sexy ass, my little man whore. Your mum will be here soon. Put the kids to bed, then come to mine and Courtney's bedroom, you poof fucking slut," Hannah demanded.
"You will strip down to naked, then get on your knees at the foot of our bed, with your hands behind your head, elbows back, and your eyes down. Do not move or speak. Wait for Courtney to address you."
I slowly dragged my sorry ass to my bedroom, pausing only to strip and dump my clothing into the laundry as I passed.
Most of my clothes were still in what used to be my bedroom, so I had to wrap a towel around myself to wait for mum.
She arrived shortly after.
I met her at the car in just the towel.
"Hey, mum," I greeted her. "Thanks for looking after the kids all weekend."
"It was only last night and today, John. And I love having the kids. You know that. I don't know why you keep getting a babysitter, and don't just get me over to look after them."
I undid my eldest child Zachary's booster seat belt and lifted the sleeping boy into my arms before walking around and taking Isiah, my youngest, out of his kid's seat and putting him on my other shoulder.
Mum looked closer at me, "You okay, baby boy?" She asked. "You look like you just lost your dearest friend."
"I'm okay, mum. Just a little tired."
My mum's a very shrewd individual.
"You and Courtney okay, bub? She asked. "Or did you have a fight?"
"We're okay, mum. We have fights, but not recently."
That last bit, at least, was true. I had no idea if Courtney and I would ever be 'okay' again.
"You need to treat her better, my son," mum admonished me. "I have no idea why that woman puts up with the things you do to her."
"Like what, mum?" I asked, a little angry. "I treat her better than dad treats you."
"You're not dense, my son, and neither am I. You know what things you do to her. And saying you treat her better than your father treats me isn't saying much, is it?"
I knew of at least three of my father's affairs with my mother.
I tried to smile, "We'll be fine, mum," I reassured her.
"I'm ready to listen when you're ready to talk," she said. "Now give your mother a kiss, and I'm off."
"I love you, mum," I said as I put my head on her shoulder so she could give me a hug and a kiss.
"You really are miserable, aren't you, son?" She said.
I tried to laugh, but it came out as a sob, "Why? Because I told you I love you?"
"I think you were 12 the last time you did," she replied.
"Well, I'll have to remember to say it more often, won't I?"
"Laters, bub," she said, jumped in her car and left.
I put my boys to bed. We have them sleeping in the same room, even though there's no need, as they both seem to sleep more settled together.
After ensuring they slept comfortably, I reluctantly made my way to the main bedroom. Neither Hannah nor Courtney was there. I thought Courtney would have been showering her lovemaking away, but there were no water sounds in the en suite. As I walked past, the main bathroom was empty, so I didn't know where they could be.
Sighing, I took up the required position.
I don't know how long I waited, but it seemed an age before Courtney came in with Hannah holding her hand.
"Tell your wife what you did today, worm. And you'd better be truthful, or I'll flog your ass raw."
I started from when we left the house, but Hannah stepped in.
"Start from when we got to The Wickham, idiot. Courtney doesn't need to be bothered with the boring details."
"A recently divorced woman, who had decided she would like to try women, hit on me. She wouldn't believe me when I said I was a man, so I had to take her to the toilet to show her I really did have a penis," I confessed.
"That isn't all," Hannah interjected.
"She took my cock in her hand and began to blow me. But she was hopeless, and I didn't cum," I quickly added.
"Then?" Came from Hannah.
"To stop her blowing me, I ate her pussy and fingered her clit and Gspot so she would hurry up and cum and then leave me alone."
"You didn't penetrate her?" Courtney asked.
"Only with my tongue and fingers," I confirmed.
"Would you say that you made love to her as a woman would?" Courtney questioned.
"I don't know," I said, honestly. "I'd hope a woman with a woman would be more gentle and slower than I was. I just wanted her to hurry up and cum because she smelt awful and tasted worse,"
"You love cunnilingus," Courtney said in disbelief. "Your ability to tongue me to orgasm is one of the main reasons I've stayed so long."
"Well, she didn't smell or taste, as I remember pussy being."
"What happened after that?" Courtney inquired.
"A guy asked me to dance."
"And?"
"He was hopeless. I had to teach him."
"Then?"
"He kissed me on the dance floor."
"And you let him?" Courtney wondered.
"His hardon was pressing against my crotch, and his hand was on my ass, and it felt good. So yes, I let him kiss me."
"Wow," Courtney murmured. "What was next?"
"He wanted to cum back to my place so he could fuck me, but I couldn't because you were already here fucking Josh."
"Yes, I was," Courtney said with a big smile. "We fucked all over this house. The fact that I'm pregnant with your child drove him nuts. He fucked my cunt, ass, and mouth every which way he could."
I didn't care, I found.
"So, what did you do? Let him fuck you in the back of my car?"
I shook my head, "We couldn't. Hannah didn't want us advertising what we were doing yet, so we caught an Uber into town. Your car stands out quite a bit."
Courtney raised an eyebrow, and I knew that meant I needed to expound on what happened.
"Roger/Rashida handed me a key to her unit. We caught an Uber back to there."
"Did he fuck you?" Courtney asked.
I could see in her mannerisms, and hear in her voice, the beginnings of her arousal.
"I blew him first because he kept trying to fondle my breasts. After he had cum we cuddled for a time before I sucked him to hardness again. Then he fucked me in the ass until he and I came."
"You came from being fucked in the ass?" Courtney wanted to know. "How did you hide your cum from your man?"
"I had turned the lights off. I came into my hand as I was holding my cock and balls out of sight. I wiped it on the sheets."
"But you came from being ass fucked?" Courtney wanted to know.
"Yes."
She high-fived Hannah, "We did it," she crowed. "Turned an alpha male into a faggot."
"There's more to the story," Hannah told her.
"Oh? What happened next, my cock loving hubby?"
I didn't want to admit the next part, but being totally subjugated, what choice did I have?
"Bryce, that was his name, admitted he knew I was a tranny because he had heard me talking to Hannah. He told me he wanted you to turn him into one and wanted me to fuck him in the ass."
"Did you?"
Embarrassed, I admitted, "Hannah made me."
"You fucking loved it," Hannah said. "I saw how much cum you shot off."
I wanted to deny it, but I had cum copiously into Bryce's ass, despite my sobs and denials. Something I only do if I'm really turned on.
Hannah turned to Courtney, "He needs to be punished for daring to even look at a pussy without permission, let alone tonguing one. You're his leash holder. Choose his punishment."
"I'm going to let you off reasonably lightly because you were honest, and you didn't fuck her, but you need to learn that any sex act that you consider needs to be approved by myself or Hannah.
Get the dick gag out of your bag, Mistress, please."
'Dick gag?' I wondered.
Hannah handed her the gag from out of the closet.
"On your back on the bed," Courtney demanded.
I was quick to comply.
"Hands above your head, eyes closed, knees up and apart."
With my eyes closed, I felt handcuffs placed on my wrists, and then my arms stretched back. I tried to pull them down, but they had been tied to the headboard.
The leg spreader was cuffed to my ankles, and my legs lifted higher. I tried to lower them back down. I couldn't. The spreader had been tied to the handcuff chain.
The rope tying me to the headboard was removed, and I could lower my arms and legs to a more comfortable position.
A gag was placed in my mouth. It had a square rubber piece that was between my teeth.
"Bite down on the rubber. If you let it move or fall out, I will tan your tight ass black and blue," Courtney warned me.
The gag was strapped in place around my head.
"You may open your eyes," Courtney told me.
I looked up. Staring almost cockeyed, I could see that the gag was a dildo in the shape of a black 7-inch penis. It arced lewdly up from my mouth.



My hands, inside the cuffs, were chained to a hook in the middle of the leg spreader bar. I was helpless, worse than a stranded sheep. Both my arms and bent legs were forced into pointing skyward.
If I were the other way up, I'd be imitating Mowgli as he imitated how the Elephants walked in the movie 'The Jungle Book', except he could move.
"I'm going to ride the dildo in your mouth. Hannah is going to fuck your arse, you disobedient slut," Courtney told me. "If you dare cum before I give you permission, I will shove this up your ass."
She showed me a dildo-apparatus resembling a woman's hand and forearm up to the elbow. It looked fucking huge.
"He's going to cum," Hannah laughed. "Look at him, he's stiffer than a steel pole, and if he leaks precum any harder, we'll be drowning in a flood."
I couldn't deny it. I was as turned on as I'd ever been. Having my sexy, gorgeous wife dominate me again was the biggest turn-on I'd ever experienced.
I watched, fascinated, as Courtney spread her pussy lips and lowered herself onto the mouth/dick gag. Her ass came to rest against my face.
I could barely breathe. If Courtney sat down any harder, she would block my nose, and I would die of asphyxiation. Strangely, this only turned me on more.
"Fuck!" Courtney moaned. "Using this fucking fag to get myself off is so fucking hot!"
"Careful, my little shemale cock sucking slut," Hannah told her. "You might just be turning into a switch, yet."
"Never, Mistress," Courtney averred. "I'm your slave forever."
"We'll see," Hannah replied as she penetrated my well-stretched and abused ass.
Courtney began to bounce herself up and down the dildo gag. Fluids poured from her snatch, across my face, and into my nose.
I was being asphyxiated, and all I could do was concentrate on pleasing my wife by not cumming.
Courtney bounced faster and faster, and Hannah fucked me harder and harder. It became more and more difficult to restrain myself from cumming.
Courtney exploded into orbit just when I thought I couldn't last another moment.
"FUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCKKKKKK MEEEEEEEEEEEE, I'm cumming!" she screamed.
She bounced herself up and down thrice more before squirting juices all over my face.
Hannah grunted, then unloaded into my ass. The feeling of her shemale semen splashing across my prostate was almost more than I could bear. I held onto my imminent orgasm by the barest of margins.
Hannah was still hard, so she used a wet wipe to clean her dick off, then slipped it into Courtney's ass as Courtney slowly rode the dick gag in my mouth.
"Hmm, hmm, hmm," Courtney groaned, then had another minor orgasm.
"There's my girl," Hannah moaned as she shot another load into my wife.
They both got off me to lie on the bed, cuddling and kissing. It was as hot as fuck.
I was still lying where I'd been left, my dick was hard as iron and throbbing, and my ass was clenching down, relaxing, and then clenching again with my need to cum.
Courtney lifted herself onto an elbow to look across at me, "Cum, my little queen fucking faggot," she said.
But I couldn't.
I needed some kind of stimulation. A hand on my cock, or even a finger in my ass, and I would have. But, with no stimulation, I couldn't quite get there.
"The juices you felt running into your nose and across your cheeks were mostly Josh's cum leaking out of your wife's cunt," Hannah told me. "Do you want to eat the rest out of her pussy and ass?"
"Yes, please, Mistress," I begged.
Hannah removed the cock gag, and Courtney sat on my face. Eagerly, I lapped at the juices running out of her well fucked cunt.
Forcing my tongue as far inside her as possible, I gathered up every drop I could find to savour.
Courtney moved forward so I could tongue her ass. I could see she was well gaped. As I watched, I saw her ass gape a little wider, and then a massive glob of Josh's and/or Hannah's cum dropped out of her ass onto my tongue.
My cock almost literally exploded. I squirted bucket after bucket onto my stomach and chest. Some shots even hit the underside of my chin.
"Oh, fuck me. Oh, my dear Gawd." I moaned as my orgasm continued to pulse through me. I was still spasming and cumming well after I'd stopped spitting fluids.
Courtney and Hannah gathered every drop up and then fed it to me. I came again as I felt their fingers feeding my cum into my mouth.
That was gathered up and pushed into my mouth as well.
I had my eyes closed, revelling in the sensations of having cum so hard when I felt something being clicked into place around my now mostly soft cock and my balls.
Hannah released me from the restraints.
I sat up to see what had been done to my genitalia. It wasn't the electric cuff, as I had feared, but I thought I would probably come to hate what had been done to me even more.
They had locked me into a chastity device.
There was no way I'd be able to go hard, let alone cum, as there just wasn't enough room for an erect penis inside the cage.
I looked at Courtney with a mute appeal on my face.
"Be grateful I didn't do as Hannah suggested, my gay boy husband. She wanted to get you a cage an inch too small, so your cock and balls begin to atrophy.
She thinks having such a big dick is why you're such a slut. If we waste some of it away in a cage, you'll be less inclined to want to stick it in every slut walking by."
"It's true," Hannah chimed in with a big smile. "I have an even bigger dick than he, and look how big a slut I am."
"Longer, not bigger," I thought I heard Courtney mutter.
"Time for you to leave, my little anal fuck toy," Hannah told me. "I'm going to roger your delicious wife's sexy ass until morning's light.
You're welcome to lie there and imagine what we're doing. You can even cum, if you can."
Defeated, I walked out of the room in a daze. I had no idea how I was going to handle this. Even before being forced on this journey, I was used to cumming three or four times a day. I'll usually nut one out in the shower if Courtney and I don't have a morning fuck.
After the morning's weights, Pilates, and stretching session, I'll generally come home and see if I can't trip Courtney into bed.
If she's out, I'll bring up some porn and have a toss.
I usually have lunch with Courtney somewhere, and I spend the whole time we're eating trying to turn her on so that she'll want to fuck as soon as we get home.
After the afternoon's fitness and/or skills session, I'll head home and see if I can't get Courtney to let me fuck her in the kitchen as she tries to get dinner prepared. I'll usually wank myself off in the shower if she won't.
There's usually a voluntary weights and stretching session in the early evening. As a fringe player, I attend every possible session to ensure the coaching staff see how keen I am to improve.
I tell Courtney these are a two-hour session, when they're only an hour, just in case I can get one of the inevitable footy sluts that hang around the gym to blow me or to fuck me in the loos.
Night time, before sleep, Courtney and I almost always make love. She'll typically blow me or give me a lubed handjob when she has her monthly visitor. Those were the days I tried to get her to let me fuck her in the ass.
I wanted to tell her that I knew how to do her that way so that it wouldn't hurt and she'd probably enjoy it, but how do you explain how you know how to fuck your wife in the ass when you've supposedly never had anal sex?
I didn't sleep a wink all night.
My dick kept trying to rise, even though my mind had to know that all going hard was going to do was cause pain.
I got up when I heard Isiah's cries, put on some clothes, and got him. After changing his nappy and washing my hands, I found his baby food in the fridge.
I think I managed to get some into his mouth, but most seemed to have been spilled and/or dribbled down his front.
I took him with me into the shower, then changed him again after we'd both been washed.
I lay Isiah on his sheepskin on the floor in the sunny part of the kitchen. Zac had awoken and was sitting at the kitchen table.
I got him some peaches and cornflakes, his current favourite, with a bit of milk and honey to sweeten.
Looking at him hoeing in, I shrugged and made myself some too.
Zac stared at me with the usual solemness 4-year-olds have.
"Hannah says she's our mummy too, now," He informed me. "She says you're going to change and become our mummy, too. But I told her that's dumb. Daddies can't be mummies."
I was furious. Taking over my wife was one thing. Trying to take over my kids was another. I was determined to challenge Courtney on this, regardless of the cost to my poor aching balls.
I didn't want Zac to discover my crossdressing and freak out, though, so I truthfully told him, "Daddy might dress like mummy sometimes, though, you know? Mummy and daddy are going to play dress-up games together. You like playing dress-up games, too, don't you, Zac?"
"I sometimes put on mummy's shoes and her... I don't know what it's called, the thing that goes around her shoulders when she's cold?"
"Her stole?"
Zac smiled, pleased, "That's it, her stole. Then I pretend I'm mummy telling Isiah off for pooping in his pants again.
Mum laughs and laughs.
Is it kind of like that?"
"Yes, pretty much, but daddy might go the whole hog and wear a dress, a wig, makeup, and everything, okay?"
"I don't care," Zac said. "You're still my daddy and not my mummy, even if you are dressed like a mummy.
Hannah is just a poo-poo head."
"You don't like her?" I asked.
"She isn't a very good babysitter," he told me. "She spends all her time Facetiming with her friends and ignoring us. Even when Isiah cried, she didn't change his nappy until I told her she had to."
I was more than furious now.
"She's living with us now," I told him. "But she and mummy have become close friends, so we'll have to get you another babysitter when we go out."
"Or you could drop us at grandma. Grandma is much more fun than a babysitter."
Thinking about what mum had said, I replied, "You know what, Zachery beans, I might just do that!"
"You should," he solemnly told me. "Nana says she doesn't see enough of us."
About 8 o'clock, Courtney walked into the lounge. Zac and I were play-fighting on the floor. I had put Isiah on the couch and placed a couple of cushions alongside so he couldn't roll off. He was sleeping peacefully.
"Is it my birthday, or is it mother's day?" Courtney asked facetiously.
"Why?"
"Cos those are the only two days I get a sleep in, usually."
She joined Zac and me on the floor, and we all 'fought' together. I was cautious to not press on Courtney's tummy.
Courtney was only wearing her diaphanous gown. My dick kept trying to harden. Usually, after something like this, we'd sit Zac in front of the TV, put Isiah into his crib, and then go back to bed to fuck. I couldn't help but want to do that again.
Hannah came to the lounge door and looked at us all laughing and playing.
"Noisy fuckers, aren't you?" She grumbled. "You woke me up."
"Sorry, Mistress," Courtney and I said.
Hannah left. Courtney looked at me, then shrugged. She looked doubtful about her choices for a moment, I was sure.

Chapter 06: The Rest of the Week.

Monday dragged into Tuesday and then into Wednesday morning. My cock was in a constant state of denied arousal, and my balls ached with the need to cum. I tried everything I could to quell my desires. I tried cold showers. Summer in Brisbane means even cold showers are lukewarm.
I tried to exercise it away. I was running, going to the gym, and attending every voluntary training, stretching, and skills programs the club was offering, even the ones for the first-year recruits. I even helped the coaches out with the skills exercises.
To try and distract myself, I phoned Roger's vocal coach. We set up a video conference as she wasn't taking face-to-face clients due to the Covid restrictions.
I explained what I wanted in a lie, "I have a play coming up where I play a female role. With how deep and flat my voice is, I'm not going to sound too convincing in any short amount of time, but I'd like to get somewhere near as feminine as possible as I want to do this well.
It's for a kid's charity," I added to my lie.
"I think I can help," she said. "When is the show?"
"Sunday afternoon is opening day. It runs for a week," I extrapolated from my lie.
"I can't get you sounding like Fifi Box," a very popular radio announcer in Brisbane, "in six days," she said. "But I can probably get you sounding like Bea Arthur in The Golden Girls. How does that sound?"
"Perfect," I replied.
She gave me a lot of exercises to do around vocal cord control, breathing, and where to speak from.
"It's going to take a lot of work," she informed me. "But I guess you're used to that with your AFL training.
Here's how you check how successful you've been. Phone random stores and ask a question. If they answer 'Yes sir,' you have more work to do. If they answer, 'Yes ma'am,' you're set."
I worked religiously on these exercises, just like I do at my football training. No coach has ever accused me of being unfit or not giving 100%.
By Wednesday afternoon, I was getting about a 50-50 'Yes sir/Yes ma'am' response. I'd keep at it, but I knew that, combined with how I was going to present, my voice would no longer give me away.
The problem was that by Wednesday night, I needed to cum so badly that I put myself to bed early and tried to will myself to cum.
I imagined everything I could think of to get over the edge.
Fucking Courtney, fucking Courtney and her sister together, fucking Courtney, her sister, and her mother at the same time. Fuck! I even tried adding in her brothers and then her father.
Nothing.
I relived being taken anally by Hannah for the first time. I thought about being taken by Roger and taking Roger. I even thought about how being seduced by Bryce had felt.
Nothing I thought of or imagined could get me over the edge into an orgasm. I needed some kind of stimulation to get there. I don't think I would have cared what it was. Anal, or oral or penile, anything, would probably have sent me into a relieving orgasmic state.
But with the cage firmly in place, I couldn't get over the edge.
Sobbing, I tried to sleep. About an hour later, still wide awake, a green light came on on my bedside table.
"Do you need to cum, my cock sucking pooftah husband?" Courtney's voice said in the dark.
"Yes, please, Mistress," I pleaded as my cock twitched and tried to harden.
"Turn on your bedside light," she instructed.
I obeyed quickly. I saw that a front door-type cam had been placed on my dressing table--the kind where you can see and talk to someone at your front door.
"Look in the wardrobe," came her voice, "left-hand side."
The right side contains what men's clothing my two Mistresses had allowed me. On the left, all of the women's clothes they had chosen for me.
I hadn't opened the left-hand side since getting undressed Sunday.
In the wardrobe was an 8-inch thin dildo on an adjustable stand. The dildo was attached to an aluminium shaft. The shaft of the device was attached to a simple grub screw. The grub screw sat on a little electric motor.
"Plug it in and turn it on," Courtney told me.
When I turned it on, I saw that the grub screw turned, and the shaft moved forwards. When it hit the end, there was a slight whirr and hesitation before the screw revolved in the opposite direction, taking the dildo with it. Once it had retracted all the way, it reversed directions again.
My eyes filled with tears. I knew what they wanted. I was going to be made to take this device in my ass and then be 'fucked' to orgasm as Hannah and Courtney watched.
"You know where the lube is, fagboy," came Hannah's voice. "Get to it."
I put the fuck machine at the end of the bed, then got on my hands and knees. I had to adjust the height a couple of times before it was aimed at my asshole.
Lubing my ass and the dildo up, I took the cord where the on/off switch was in my hand and turned it on.
I held myself still as the dildo pressed against the entrance to my ass and inexorably forced its way into my anal cavity. The grub screw hit the end of its travel before the head of the dildo hit my prostate.
I backed up a little so the dildo would penetrate me more deeply.
It still didn't quite get there, so I backed up more.
The third time, the dildo rubbed gorgeously across my P-spot, and I couldn't stop the groan of pure desire pouring from my lips.
"The button you're holding, if you move your finger a little to the right, you'll find a little wheel. If you turn it one way, the dildo will fuck you faster, the other slower." Courtney said through the camera's speaker.
The rotations of the dildo and how quickly it was thrusting were way too slow. If I weren't in a hurry to cum, the slow build to orgasm would have been delightful, but I needed to cum badly, so I turned the speed up.
I closed my eyes and imagined that I was side by side with my wife, and Josh was swapping from her cunt or ass to my ass.
Reaching between my legs, I pulled on the cage and exploded into an orgasm.
"OMFG!" I exclaimed as still soft I came from being ass fucked by a mechanical device.
"You have our permission to use this fucking machine once a day, you fucking poof," Hannah informed me. "But, be aware, I can access this camera from anywhere, anytime, so if you use it more than once, your ass is grass, so to speak."
Feeling sexually relieved, I fell into sleep.

End of Part II

Next. The second Friday. I'm forced to pick up a gay lover as a man.
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MJ's Story.

If you've read 'My Daughter, the Gymnast', this tale follows on from there. That tale ended with Paul's (MJ's father) death in 2022. MJ (Molly Junior) was just 19, and although she didn't know it yet, she was pregnant with her second child.
Some of these events, therefore, occur sometime in a projected future.
All characters are over the age of 18.
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Do you have any idea what it's like to grow up with someone else in your head?
I remember the day of my birth. Weird, huh? My mum Molly held me for a few brief moments before she passed away. In those moments, as her life ebbed away, I felt her spirit enter my mind and meld with me.
People often felt sorry for me because I grew up without a mother. There was no way of explaining to them that I was closer to my mum than probably anyone else because she was literally in my mind.
As I grew older, I realised that I was unique, and all telling anyone about my mother being with me did was bring me visits to doctors and psychologists. I learned to keep what I know and how I know it to myself.
It was a little lonely, but my dad, Paul, was awesome. I know that every girl thinks their dad is the bestest in the world, but mine was. Dad was tall, athletic, and strong. He was handsome, well-educated, and well-spoken.
But most of all, he was calm, loving and steadfast in his love for, and belief in, his four children.
I was devastated when he lost control of his car and went to join mum. What made it worse was that mum left me then, too.
Her spirit left to be with dad. I was happy for that, but after more than 19 years of talking with her all day, every day, it was lonely.
I have three older brothers. Patrick (whom everybody calls PJ because my grandfather is also Patrick), Thomas (Tommy), and Robert (Robbie). Dad never had to discipline any of us physically. If we messed up, and we did, as all kids do, he would take us aside and speak quietly to us about why we had done what we had done, why it was wrong, and tell us how disappointed he was in our behaviour and how much he loved us.
Awesome, eh?
None of us four kids ever did the same thing wrong twice.
I went through a bit of a rebellious phase in my early teens. That's when having your mum inside your mind is both a boon and a burden.
It was a boon because it stopped me from doing anything really stupid, but I think every teenager deserves a few dumb things to laugh and reminisce about when they get old.
I heard dad talking to Nana Val and Poppa Pat about how I would stare at him much as my mother did and how much it unnerved him. I wanted to say, "It's not just me admiring you, dad, it's mum. And she desires you just as much as she did the night you and she consummated your love for each other."
But how do you tell your father that without sounding crazy?
I'd had numerous conversations with my mother about Dad and what he meant to her. How she had loved him from the first day she had met him when she was just five years old and how she had to wait another thirteen frustrating years before she could consummate her love for him. That's why she kept her distance from him she didn't trust herself to be appropriate.
Talk about soulmates!
When I turned eighteen, my feelings for my father changed. I wanted to experience the intensity of feelings my mother had experienced the night she and my father took each other's virginity.
I had 'lived' that night in my... well... mother's... memories and dreams many, many times. It was her favourite memory of their time together. I longed to experience something like it myself.
I discussed it with mum in my head. 'Honey, the problem is that your soulmate hasn't been born yet,' she told me.
'I'm eighteen, mum. If my soulmate hasn't been born yet, and even if he was born today, I'm going to be 36 before I can be with him. You're saying I'm going to have no one but dad for another eighteen-plus years?' I thought at her.
I could feel my mum smiling, 'There's one for you that will be yours until your soulmate arrives in your life. It will be a marriage of love and friendship until your soulmate is ready. You'll have four kids with him. It will be good for you both.
Then, when the time is right, you and your soulmate will join together.'
'When will 'my one' be here?'
'Soon, my baby girl. I want you to do something for me first, though.'
'Anything, mum. You know that.'
'I need you to seduce your father.'
'What?'
'You heard me, Molly. Your father is lost, and I can't seem to reach him because he's falling into despair. If we lose him too soon, your soulmate won't be born.'
'Dad's going to father my soulmate?' I asked.
'Something like that,' my mother mysteriously said.
'Isn't having sex with your father wrong?'
'Our family is different, Molly. We are more than family, more than related. We are kindred spirits that have found each other time after time over the millennia, and it's time for us all to be together again.
Your grandmother, my mother, Val knew this, but the time wasn't right for her, so she had her 'one' in Patrick. She decided he was enough for her, and that was as far as she went. Now it's our turn.'
'What if I decide my 'one' is enough for me, mum?'
'The choice, as it always has been, is up to you. If you decide your man is enough for you, it will fall to your daughter, your daughter's daughter, or... on down.
You, my girl, have the chance to bring the four of us who are one together. I don't know when the next time after that will come.'
'And the first step is to save my father?'
'Yes, Molly.'
'By seducing him?'
'By bringing him back from the edge and opening him up to me so I can reassure him that our time together is close.'
'Am I going to lose dad, too?'
I could feel my mum's reluctance to answer. Finally, she thought at me, 'Unfortunately, my dear, yes. He has to die so he can be reborn and we can all be together.'
'We all? You, dad, me, and my soulmate?'
'Yes.'
I thought this through for a time, trying to process why this should have seemed weird but wasn't. Then it occurred to me that there was a problem with the math.
'Won't I be way older than the rest of you?'
My mother's reluctance to answer was even more evident when she finally said, 'No.'
I worked this through in my mind, 'My time, this time around, is limited, too, isn't it?'
I could feel the emotion welling in my mother, 'Yes, my love,' she said. 'Val will have to finish raising a third generation before she can go to her rest and then meet her true soulmate.'
'She's nearly seventy, mum. How will she effectively raise my kids?'
'Your older brothers will help her. It will be fine, you'll see.'
'And if I don't? If I can't bring myself to seduce my father?'
'You already want to, Molly. Remember, I can see your innermost thoughts.'
I wanted to deny it, but mum was right. I wanted my father. I wanted him to make me feel how he had made mum feel so many times. I wanted him to be my first lover, just as he had been mum's.
Knowing my dad, I knew if I just came onto him, as mum had, he would freak out and probably spank one of his kids for the first time in my or my brother's lives.
Forming a plan, I came up with this - First: Get him to stop looking at me as his 'little girl' and recognise that I was a woman. Second: Make him realise I was a sexually desirable woman. Last: Break down the taboo barrier of having sex with your daughter.
My gymnastic skills were going to help, I thought.
I began by dressing provocatively.
Not slutty. That would have forced dad to say something. But by doing things like going braless in tight T-shirts that emphasised my tiny but shapely body. With my shirt clinging to my body, he couldn't help but notice how big and hard my nipples got in his presence.
I'd wear skin-tight shorty-shorts that clung to my taut ass, showed off my toned legs to their best advantage, and made sure I bent over, with my legs straight in front of him at every opportunity.
I'd time my shower for when he was home and strut out wearing nothing but the smallest towel I could find. The towel would barely cover my ass. If dad was in the kitchen or living room, I'd walk down to him before 'accidentally' dropping my hairbrush behind me so I could bend over and flash my sexy ass at him.
Mum had a trimmed pussy. I usually waxed mine clean, but I began letting the hair around my labia and clitoris grow out. Once my pussy had a good covering of hair, trimmed into a neat strip like mum's, I started wearing ultra-miniskirts.
When dad came into the house or a room, he'd find me sitting casually with a knee up and my pussy, barely covered by a thong, on display.
Dad tried not to look, but he is male, and I'm damned sexy (even if I say so myself). His eyes were drawn to where I wanted him to look, despite himself.
Dad would look away quickly, embarrassed by his body's natural sexual reaction to a young, beautiful woman, but not before his dick would jump. Mum had told me that dad had a nice thick, almost 7-inch cock.
Dad was way bigger and thicker than most guys. Ironically, according to mum, the little bit of porn dad had watched had somehow convinced him that he was probably a little less than average.
This meant, mum believed, that he didn't have the arrogance many guys with big cocks have. Because he thought he was undersized, he made up for it by using a lot of oral and finger stimulation.
'You'll see, my daughter. Your father will be the best lover you will have,' mum thought at me.
I thought things were progressing nicely, but mum spoke urgently to me only a few weeks later.
'You have to speed things up, honey. Time is becoming an issue. Something important will happen the day after your grandmother's seventieth birthday. Your father needs to take you by then.'
"A little exasperated, I replied, 'It's not like I can just rape him, mum. I don't have a cock."
'I have confidence in your seduction skills,' my mother answered acerbically. 'Try these things: Do a 'standing split' with your pussy behind only a leotard and faced towards your father. Start 'accidentally' dropping your towel so he can see you naked and aroused when you walk out of the shower. Every night, climb onto his lap when it's time for you to go to bed wearing a short nightie top and nothing else. Settle your pussy onto his cock. Hopefully, it will grow hard, then wriggle your ass on it.
Finally, my dear, one night after you've laid the groundwork, sit on his lap and kiss where his jaw meets his neck. As you kiss that spot, stroke the same place on the other side, then whisper, "I love you, Pauly boy" into his ear.
He's going to freak out, so be prepared for that. Insist you called him something else, Daddy dear, will do and he'll explain why he's freaking out. Tell him you're worried about his state of mind and insist on sleeping with him that night.
Once he has fallen asleep, we'll give him a blowjob.'
'I don't know how,' I replied.
In my mind, my mother smiled, 'I do.'
It became quite a game for me. Just how hot and sexually frustrated could I make my father? One of the biggest reasons I'd insisted that we move out to Augathella was that there were no brothels.
Dad hadn't had a steady romantic relationship since I was born. He'd had the occasional fling, usually with one of the other teachers at the school or sometimes with the mother of a school kid that wasn't in his class, but nothing serious.
Mum and I knew why. He was holding onto her promise that they would be together again.
'FFS!' Mum thought. 'I didn't tell him he had to live like a monk until we were together.'
I always knew when dad was exceptionally horny and frustrated because he'd be grumpy and bad-tempered. It never lasted more than a day or so, however. These were the times mum would visit him in his dreams, and he would dream they were together again.
Once I turned eighteen, mum let me come with her into dad's dreams as she visited with him... I mean... Wow! What an extremely powerful connection they had. The power of their love for each other, and the passion they shared, was both awe-inspiring and a little intimidating.
I started to long for my time with my soulmate to come.
What had mum worried was that dad had shut her out the last two times she tried to visit him as he slept.
I think he had begun to see my face in his sleeping fantasies and was afraid of what it meant.
I know it's wrong to desire your father sexually, but when your dead mother who lives in your head tells you you need to, what else do you do? In his and mum's dreams, I had made love to my dad twice since turning eighteen and wanted to experience it for real.
My fantasies, as I masturbated, centred on having dad's thick cock inside me.
Taking mum's advice, I ramped up my plan to seduce him. I'm only tiny, and daddy is so big, 6 ft. 4 in. (193 cm) to my 5 ft. (152 cm), so I couldn't push my pudenda against his cock as I cuddled him. Which was one of the ways Cleo magazine suggested was a way to seduce your man. So, I needed another plan.
I'm a little embarrassed about my big nipples, so I usually wear a bra to cover them. I'm only a 32B, so I don't need a bra for support. I'd strip my bra off as soon as I got home from school, masturbate to images of being fucked by my father until I was as wet and turned on as I could possibly be without cumming and then find daddy.
If he was on the couch, I'd climb onto his lap and make sure my hot pussy was pressed against his groin. The feeling of power I had when I felt dad's cock hardening underneath me was amazing.
That I could turn this wondrous, loving, and self-controlled man on was an incredible feeling. But dad still wouldn't take the next step.
If dad was marking papers, I would cuddle him from behind and rub my hard nipples across the back of his neck as I reached around to give him a cuddle. As I snaked my hands around him, I'd always 'accidentally' brush them across his cock.
Dad's dick would always jump, and dad would cough to hide his reaction. I loved it!
Dad still wouldn't cross the boundary into a physical relationship with me.
In desperation, I decided to put a show on for him. I selected my skimpiest leotard. This leotard is basically a thong along my perineum. It widens just enough to cover my pussy lips and clitoris and it leaves most of my ass cheeks bare. It was the one I wore in competition when I knew at least one of the judges was a perve. I reckoned this outfit was worth at least an extra quarter of a point from that judge, and that was often the difference between winning and finishing outside the medals.
'If this doesn't do it, nothing will,' I thought.
I waited until he was watching TV, then walked out in front of him.
"I'd like to test out a couple of new routines for you, dad. Do you mind watching them and telling me what you think?"
"Of course, MJ," he replied. "I thought you were giving your gymnastics away?"
"Yeah. But, just in case, you know?"
Dad nodded and settled back on the couch.
Facing away from him, with my barely covered taut ass inches from his face, I started to warm up.
Being a gymnast, I'm very flexible. I could eat my pussy, if I were that way inclined.
What's the matter with you? Of course, I've tongued myself to orgasm! Wouldn't you, if you could?
Dad would had to have smelt my arousal. I was offering my snatch to him in a blatantly obvious way, and he still wouldn't make the leap!
I did a standing split. That's where balanced on one foot you lift your other leg until your toes are pointed at the ceiling. Once my leg was straight up in the air, I leant sideways towards the foot on the ground and slowly spun myself around.
The leotard had ridden up my ass crack. The tiny bit of material still covering my pucker hole and labia was squeezed tight over my clitoris and was almost see-through because of how wet my pussy juices had made it.
As my barely covered pussy turned towards my father, I saw him gulp, his hips jerk forwards and jump. Then, with a stricken look, he ran from the room and down to his bedroom.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'I've pushed him too far.'
I ran after him, but just short of opening his door and rushing in to say I was sorry, mum stopped me.
'Just listen, honey,' she said. 'It's going to be okay now. Your dad doesn't know it, but he's crossed the boundary into admitting he sexually desires you.'
We listened at the door. There wasn't much to hear except for some deep and guttural grunts.
'What's he doing, mum?' I asked the presence in my mind.
'Cumming over you, my dear. Well, not literally, but to his sexual attraction of you.'
A moan of anguish followed the grunts.
In tears, I reached for the door handle.
Mum seemed to almost physically hold me back, 'If you go in there now, you'll destroy him. He doesn't need to know that you know he's just had an orgasm to visions of fucking you. Go and shower and get changed into your pyjamas, top and bottom.
Give him about an hour, then put his favourite dinner on. When it's ready, go and get him. Act like you're scared you've done something wrong and that he's angry with you.'
'I have done something wrong, mum!' I yelled at her in my mind. 'Didn't you see him? He looked like he did the day you died!'
Shocked, my mother said, 'You remember that day through my memories?'
'Yes, mum! I remember everything you do.'
'I guess I knew that but didn't want to think about it.'
For the very first time in my whole life, in the entire time she had inhabited my mind with me, I felt a deep sadness welling from my mother.
'I've used you terribly, Molly, haven't I? I'm so very sorry, my girl. I was so hooked on having you do what I needed you to do for the next stage of our lives that I didn't let you live your current life.'
'It's okay, mum,' I thought back. 'I want to do it, but please, can I have something just for me?'
'You will have, my love,' she told me. 'You will have a wonderful man with whom you will raise some wonderful children and spend a good part of your life loving. I'll make sure of it.
It will push things back, but not so far it will cause problems.'
Oh, if only I'd known mum would leave my mind when dad passed over. If I had, I would have insisted everything happened now, even if it meant my death at the same time as dad's.
About two hours later, I knocked on dad's door and waited until he invited me in. Scared for what I may have done to him, I walked reluctantly into the room.
Dad looked like he had been staring into Dante's inferno forever with no hope of redemption. I knew how to bring him out, however. Dad lived for his children. We were his everything. That and the promise mum made to him they would be together again.
If I acted scared and vulnerable, dad would 'man up' and be strong for his little girl.
I let myself feel sad, tearful and sorrowful and looked shyly at him as if I'd done something wrong and was trying to win his approval again.
"I made some dinner, dad, your favourite, old English sausages with chips and eggs.
I watched him struggle back to himself and felt so guilty for what I'd done.
'Well done,' mum thought. 'Tonight is the night to push him, you agree?'
'How?'
'Kiss and stroke his jaw as I described earlier. Say what I suggested.'
I nodded to mum in my head.
Close to 11.00 pm that night, dad was sitting watching the sports news on Fox. Yawning and stretching, wearing nothing but a short nightie, I climbed into dad's lap, settled my wet and hot pussy on his groin then snuggled into his chest and jaw.
I smiled softly to myself as I felt dad's dick hardening under me. I wanted so badly to pull it out of his trousers and guide it into me, but I knew he would freak out if I tried.



Sighing contentedly, I kissed dad's jaw where the corner is as I stroked the same place on the other side.
"I love you, my Pauly boy," I dreamily hummed.
As mum had predicted, dad lost it.
He surged to his feet, tumbling me to the ground. "How do you know that name?" He demanded. "Your mum only called me that on very special occasions."
At first, I thought he was angry, but then I saw the anguished expression on his face. I hadn't pushed him; I'd ripped a barely scab-covered festering sore wide open.
I felt awful and wanted to beg him for forgiveness. Mum had to take over. Acting confused mum, as me, said, "Mum used to call you 'daddy dear' on special occasions?"
"You called me 'Pauly boy' just then."
"No, I didn't," mum/I replied. "I think you need your hearing tested, daddy. I said, 'daddy dear'."
Dad broke down in tears and confessed that he missed mum so much. I wanted to tell him that mum was here. Here with us right now. He could be with her, make love to her, now. Sure, it'd be my body he was making love to, but mum was in there, too.
I knew what I had to do. Dad would never take the first step. He was too honourable for that. I would have to almost trick him into fucking me and then convince him I wanted it just as badly as he did.
It needed to start tonight, so I used my most forceful voice and stood there with my arms folded under my breasts and my toe tapping, just as I knew mum did when she was exasperated with him.
"I'm sleeping in the bed with you tonight, dad. By the way you look, you shouldn't be alone."
Dad looked at me stricken but answered, "As long as you're wearing something decent, MJ. And! You sleep under your quilt on top of the bed."
'Silly, stubborn, beautiful man,' my mother whispered in my mind.
I could feel the heat of her love for him burning through her again and through me.
My pussy was wet. If mum were physical, hers would have been, too.
As soon as dad had laid on his back on the bed, I cuddled into him and rested my head on his chest.
I loved this man, my big, handsome, gorgeous father. I wondered if I could ever find someone who could match his standard. Now that I was old enough to admit my feelings, I knew I wanted him, too. Even if mum wasn't encouraging me, I might have tried to convince dad to take me, anyway.
I lay on dad's chest immediately to stop him from putting his quilt between us. Once he had fallen asleep, I wanted to be able to uncover him so I could play with his cock.
My pussy almost shivered with desire, and my mouth went dry in anticipation of seeing and holding and mouthing his cock.
I don't remember ever seeing his dick in real life. I have mum's memories of it, but I wanted to experience it for real.
With my head on his chest and my rock-hard nipples pressed against his muscular chest, I could tell dad was aroused. I knew by how tented the quilt was that mum wasn't kidding when she said dad's cock was thick and long.
I lay there breathing deeply and rhythmically, waiting for him to fall asleep. Hour after hour passed, and dad simply lay there, not moving and not sleeping. His dick was diamond-hard, but he made not even one surreptitious move to touch or caress me.
I was so sexually frustrated that I could have screamed!
A seeming eternity later, dad finally fell asleep. That's when mum called him.
"Pauly, Pauly! I'm here. Where are you?" She called across the veil between this life and the next.
I could almost physically feel him crossing the veil to meet mum in that in-between place where this world and the next meet.
Mum and my roles were reversed. I was now the passenger in her head.
Dad swooped from the darkness he had wrapped himself in and joined mum on the top of a grassy hill in the late afternoon sun.
In awe, I watched him change. The years melted off him, and he looked just as he had in mum's memories of their wedding day. So tall and lithe and handsome in his top hat and tails. He seemed so happy that I almost cried.
He and mum talked for a time, but mum must have done something to block me out because I couldn't hear what was said.
I became aware of an incredible heat in my (mum's) nether regions. Desire for my father raged through us. I felt hotter than the noonday sun in a glasshouse. I swear, if I'd had hands to touch my pussy with, I would have, and I would have exploded into orgasm immediately.
How mum could think with that much want and desire raging through her was beyond me.
In my vision, mum dropped to her knees in front of my father, undid his fly, and fished his thick and rapidly stiffening dick out of his trousers.
It was at least as big and thick and beautiful as 'we' remembered it.
With mum guiding me, I went down on dad as she went down on him in his dream. His beautifully solid cock slipped over my lips covered teeth, and into my warm wet mouth.
In our joined minds, there was only a slight hitch as mum showed me how to relax my throat, suppress my gag reflex, and let his whole length into my oral cavity.
My lips hit dad's abdomen. I felt a flash of pride from my mother as her lips, in dad's dream, also hit his abdomen.
Weird thing to be proud of, huh? Proud that your daughter could swallow all of your husband's, her father's, 7-inch cock at her first attempt.
'Cup and gently squeeze his balls, honey,' mum thought at me. 'Then hold them down and a little away from his shaft. Your dad needs to cum very badly. If you don't, he'll cum before you get a chance to enjoy it.'
I did as mum instructed.
Dad moaned, and his hands went to my head. Holding me tightly, dad began to push his hips back and forth. His cock slipped over my tongue and down the back of my throat.
A slimy, gooey liquid poured out of the head of dad's cock, over my tongue, and down my throat.
'What is it?' I asked mum.
'Precum, baby girl. Your dad is about to orgasm into your mouth, are you ready?'
'If it tastes as good as this, definitely,' I thought back at her.
'It'll be thicker and saltier, but I love the taste of your father. I think you will, too.'
Dad held my head forcefully down on his cock. All of his seven inches were inside my willing and wet mouth. It was difficult to breathe, but I didn't care. My handsome, rugged, gorgeous father was about to blow his baby-making seed into my mouth, and I couldn't wait!
In my mind, I could see and feel dad cumming in my mother's mouth. The salty explosion of taste as he did was exquisite. Then, here and now, dad came into my mouth. It tasted even better than it did in my mind.
I swallowed it all, then tried to milk him for more.
Dad blasted four more thick wads into me before his cum blasts lessened. The last three or four shots were almost dry. I still sucked them down gleefully.
Beside me, dad finally collapsed into a deep and dreamless sleep.
Mum was wearing the biggest smile when she re-joined me in my mind.
'You'll still have to encourage him, Molly, but your dad is ready to take you as his lover. You have a little bit of semen on your cheek. Let it dry there so he can see it in the morning.
For now, you need to roll away from him. He will wake up shortly feeling a lot less sexually frustrated and be confused as to why there isn't a mess.
You don't want him to see the semen on your cheek until it's dry. That way, he'll convince himself it's something else.'
I didn't want to move away from cuddling my father. Before my twelfth birthday, I used to sneak into dad's room and sleep with him all the time. Once I turned twelve, he would get up and carry me back to my room for some reason.
He always made sure I was okay, but he wouldn't let me sleep and cuddle him anymore.
He hugged and cuddled me often when we were both dressed and awake. But he wouldn't let me sleep in the bed with him.
Reluctantly, I rolled onto my other side with my back and bum pressed against his side.
I felt dad wake up and inspect himself just as mum had predicted. I could tell he was perplexed about why he felt like he had cum, but there was no mess.
Pretending to be asleep, I waited to see what dad would do next.
Dad got off the bed, pulled the quilt down, and then got between the sheet and the quilt. The sheet was now between my father and me, so I didn't have skin contact with him anymore.
I was shocked at how disappointed I was that I could no longer stroke his toned thighs.
Dad fell back asleep. I drifted off, too.
A little while later, dad rolled onto his side. I doubt that he was aware of what he was doing, and I'm pretty sure he was dreaming of mum because his right hand snaked down under the sheets, and he found my tiny breasts and rock-hard nipples with his big strong hand.
Nobody had touched me like this. Nobody!
Dad stroked my nipples, gently twisted them and softly pulled on them. He played me like a musical maestro, and I his favourite violin.
Every touch, tweak and twist sent shockwaves of want and desire through my body and into my pussy. Just when I thought I'd cum from the nipple manipulation alone, Dad's hand stroked down across my stomach, brushed through my pubic hair and then his first two fingers found my clitoris.
OMFG! I mean, wow! It felt good when I did it to myself, but having dad's assured fingers on me was bliss I'd never gone close to experiencing before.
Biting my lower lip to prevent from groaning out, I came to my father's manipulating fingers.
The fact it was so wrong and so naughty added a piquancy to my orgasm I don't think I've felt before or since.
I had just cum harder than I had ever cum before. I usually only give myself one orgasm before I go to sleep, but dad wasn't even close to being finished with me.
Now that I had cum, and my pussy was as wet as a summer hurricane, dad slipped his middle finger inside my quim. I think he was surprised to encounter my hymen as I'm convinced he was still dreaming of mum. He briefly pressed his finger against it. I almost came again to that delicious pain, and I thought, momentarily, that my hymen would break.
But dad released the pressure and placed his thumb on my clitoris. He rubbed his thumb around and over my pleasure nub as he delved his middle finger in and out of me as fast as he could make it move.
Dad was being very careful not to hit my hymen. The combined feelings of having someone else manipulating my clit, and a finger stroking deliciously inside my pussy was too much to bare.
With a barely stifled groan, I came again.
Dad's cock was pressed against my thigh, and his mouth was very close to my ear and neck. He was breathing heavily and thrusting his hips forwards, and the head of his dick was rubbing against my outer thigh through the sheet.
'Touch the head of his cock for him, baby girl,' came mum's thought.
I could tell she was as close to cumming as dad was.
Working my hand down between our bodies and between the quilt and sheet, I ran the tips of my fingers across the top of my father's thrusting cock.
'Turn your head and kiss your father's lips.'
I moved my head a little to my right, and my lips brushed across dad's.
Dad's lips locked with mine, and his tongue slid forwards and touched my teeth. Opening my mouth a little wider, I let his tongue inside my mouth. Dad found my tongue with his, and we kissed passionately.
Dad moved, and I thought he was just about to cover my tiny body with his much larger one and enter me. As he moved, more of his ragingly hard cock came within reach.
In anticipation of guiding my father inside me, I took hold of his shaft with my hand.
To mum's barely stifled laugh and my chagrin, dad came in my hand. Grunting low and deep, dad blasted cum over my stomach and pelvis.
'Nooooooooooooo!' I yelled at mum in my mind. 'I wanted him inside me!'
In my mind, mum was chuckling heartily. 'He'll take you sometime soon, my dear. But for now, you need to roll further away and pretend to be asleep. You don't want your father to know you're covered from your breasts to your pussy with his cum.'
'If he sees I'm not bothered by it, won't he want to make love to me?'
'I can see into your father's dreams when he's open to me like this. He was dreaming of our first night together. If he wakes and finds he's cum on you as he dreamt of me, we might lose him to despair again.'
'Fuck!' I thought but did what my mum had suggested.
I don't think my father even woke up. He rolled onto his right side and, by the light snores emanating from him, had drifted back off into a deep slumber.
I wish I could have. Having come so close to being taken by the man I loved more than anyone had me as hot and horny as I can ever remember being.
Trying to keep quiet, I rubbed my clitoris and thumbed my nipples until, with a vision of dad's huge, leanly muscled body moving between my willing thighs and his steel-stiff pole sliding through my hymen and into my vulva, I gave myself three back to back orgasms.
I fell asleep with a deep need and longing inside me still.
Only a few hours later, I felt dad roll out of bed. I could tell immediately that he was calmer, more centred, and back in control of himself again. The events of last night had worked their magic on him.
I wanted to say, 'Take me, daddy. Make me your lover.' But mum insisted he wasn't ready yet.
With my eyes only slit open and continuing to breathe slowly and deeply as if I was asleep still, I watched my handsome father as he stood over me.
I was once again struck by just how much I loved this man and wondered how I would ever find one that could be mine that would compare.
Mum seemed about to tell me something, but she hesitated and then banished it from her mind.
Dad stood there looking down at me, and I could feel his love washing over me. I saw the little start he gave when he saw his dried cum on my cheek, and I watched as he dismissed it as something else and refused to think about it anymore.
I was smiling internally as I thought about what happened after he had cum in my mouth and how he had made me feel. It was so vivid that I found myself becoming aroused again.
Dad kissed me beside my eye, carefully avoiding the cum stain, and then walked out. I rolled quickly onto my back and got my fingers back onto my clit. Seconds later, I came again as I fantasised about dad taking my virginity.
The following weekend was Val's (my grandmother's) seventieth birthday. All the family would be there. My brothers, uncles, and most of my cousins were coming to stay at Nana and Pop's.
There weren't enough rooms or beds for us all, so we brought blankets, pillows, and camp beds. The oldies would get the inside bedrooms, and we youngsters would sleep in tents, on the porch, in the garage, and in the cars.
It had been years since we had all been together, and I was really looking forward to catching up with everyone again.
Val's birthday was a riotous, rollicking affair. Everyone, including dad, drank a little too much, laughed a little too loudly and joyfully tried to out story or out drink each other.
I caught up with all the gossip from my cousins, aunts, and uncles. I got teased about not having a boyfriend yet, and whether I was still a virgin, and I had an absolute blast.
Towards the end of the night, it all got a bit much. I wasn't used to so many people or so much noise. It had been like this when I was young, but dad and I had gotten used to just being the two of us.
We grandkids were supposed to take Val out for breakfast and lunch the next day, but I swore off. Saying I had my period and was feeling under the weather.
I watched from the kitchen table as Pat gathered everyone who hadn't gone to Val's breakfast and herded them into cars so they could all go fishing. There were too many to fit in his boat all at once, so they would have to take turns fishing from the jetty as the others were out in the boat.
It wasn't until daddy put his big arms around me and kissed the top of my head that I realised he was still there.
I made him some toast for breakfast along with a cup of tea, and we sat chatting.
A little later, dad admitted he was feeling a little hungover and wanted to take a nap. He was using what used to be his and mum's room and was my room when mum left us.
I waited until I was sure he had gone back to sleep before I crept over to his door.
'What are you doing?' Mum asked in my mind.
'I'm going to sneak in, give dad a blow job, then straddle him and guide his cock into me.'
'No. If you do that, in this house, in that room, he'll lose it, and all will be lost.'
'How do I get him to make love to me then?' I asked, almost in despair.
Mum laid her plan out. I was delighted. It should work and should be so much fun.
Quietly, I slipped into our room and took one of my old leotards from the drawer where it had sat for the last year. This leotard was two sizes too small and would cling to my toned body like a second skin.
The best part was that instead of being one piece along my perineum, it had a pair of clips that could be undone so you could go to the loos without taking the leotard off.
My wish was that dad would take advantage of this.
Having warmed up, I carefully measured off the distance along the hall and across the living room to the wall near the corner and beside the couch. The couch was heavy, and I could only just move it far enough away from the wall to fit my head behind.
I practiced cartwheeling across the floor a couple of times to get the distance right. Once I was sure where I'd finish, I took a deep breath and twirled across the floor. My foot hit the wall, just as I planned, but it didn't break through.
After checking to make sure daddy was still sleeping, I tried again.
Damn! That wall was more robust than it looked. I needed a better plan. Granddad used to work for the council, so I knew he would have tools in his shed. I went and found a hammer.
The sound as I busted the wall open would surely wake my father. To ensure I would be in place before he came out of the room, I practiced getting up on my hands and placing my foot where I was going to break the wall.
The hole I made had to be big enough to take my foot but small enough so that I could turn it to the side and make it impossible to pull out without me turning it back straight again. Otherwise, I wouldn't be stuck, and dad would just help me out.
I needed to be firmly stuck and helpless, so dad would decide to take advantage of me. If I hid my head behind the couch as if it was stuck there, mum and I thought his natural animalistic lusts would burst the dam he had so carefully built around them. In the deluge of the dam bursting, hopefully, my father would take me.
Inspecting the area of the wall I was going to make the hole in, I realised the nail hammer I had chosen wasn't going to make a big enough hole. I went back into Poppa's shed and got the one I think they call a mallet out.
I hefted it a couple of times before deciding I could swing it hard enough to crack the wall, then swung it at the spot I'd chosen. The wall broke open perfectly. Tossing the hammer behind the couch, I flexed my foot up and over my head and placed it into the hole before twisting it to the side so I would be stuck.
My head went behind the couch next.
Now it was just a matter of waiting for my father to investigate the breaking sound and find his daughter with one foot on the ground, her other above her head and jammed solidly into the wall. With her head 'stuck' behind the couch, he could do what he wanted, and no one would know what he had done. Including the woman he was, hopefully, about to do it to.
I was so turned on I could feel my pussy juices running down the crack of my ass. I stood there, shivering in anticipation for a seeming eternity.



Had dad heard me or was he too deeply asleep? Would he come out to investigate, or would he lie there and decide it was nothing? If he did come out, would he take me as I desired or laugh at me and break me out of the wall?
So many questions and no answers.
Then I heard the bedroom door opening. I couldn't see dad, and he was tip-toeing, so I couldn't hear him either. I could feel him, however. Dad has such a strong presence that him just walking into a rowdy class was usually enough to settle that class down. I could feel him creeping across to me.
He leaned in to where my leotard was barely covering my pussy and sniffed.
I'm not sure he was even aware of it, but a low animalistic growl rumbled from deep within his chest.
Dad smelt my pussy again. I was so turned on that I almost moaned back at him. I managed to stop myself before I did. If I had moaned, it might have snapped dad out of the sexual trance he was currently in.
On my eighteenth birthday, Alison's boyfriend tried to feel me up as we crossed paths in the hallway outside Nana's bathroom. Alison had been telling me about some of the things she and Jimmy had been doing, and I was pretty horny, so I let him.
"Just say the word, baby girl," Jimmy told me. 'And I'll dump Allie for you in a moment.'
Asshole.
Jimmy's fingers were so rough and unskilled that he somehow pinched my labia between his finger and the knicker's elastic. It hurt like hell!
Dad was so much more assured. He gently unclipped my leotard and exposed my hot and wet pussy.
I assumed he would stick his cock in me, but my father is way too considerate to do that. I felt his warm breath over my perineum and pussy lips before dad slid his tongue along my taint, over my labia and up onto my clitoris.
OMFG! What a feeling! I'd tongued myself to orgasm once. That was good, I guess. But I hadn't understood what all the fuss the other girls made about oral was. Now I knew!
My pussy then did something I didn't even know it could do. I came with a deep and sensuous moan, and my pussy gushed fluids. I'd heard about squirting but had thought it was bullshit. I figured the girls just had poor bladder control and were covering that up by saying they were 'squirting' from their pussy.
Mum hadn't said anything about squirting. I found out later that she, too, was a squirter, but although dad loved it, she found it embarrassing.
'Everywhere your father and I went, I had to take a change of knickers and skirt or pants. Your father would make me cum, and I would squirt liquids all over the place. He found it all terribly amusing and would try to make me cum in the most inappropriate of places,' she explained later.
Mum pretended to be huffy about it, but I could read her thoughts as easily as she could read mine. I knew that she secretly revelled in how well and quickly dad could get her hot enough to explode. She always pretended to be sympathetic when some of her friends complained about how shit their husbands were in bed, but she fucking loved that her husband wasn't.
Now that he had made me orgasm, I expected dad to fuck me. But, once again, he proved my mother to be right. Dad had figured out that if I was a squirter like his late wife was, I was probably multi-orgasmic like her, too.
He slipped his middle finger inside my pussy. He must have forgotten I was still a virgin because his probing fingers and tongue stopped momentarily as he encountered my vagina's inner resistance.
It was then that I knew dad had crossed the final taboo boundary and that he would make love to me. Because he withdrew his finger and found my clit with his tongue.
Dad licked in firm, long and slow passes from just before my rosebud, along my perineum, over the entrance to my vulva and onto my clitoris. Every second pass, he would pause at my pussy entrance and tongue fuck me as deeply as my hymen would allow before continuing up and lapping at, and flicking my clit with, his tongue.
My orgasms were ripping through me one after the other. As they pulsed, my vulva opened up, and juices blew from it. Dad lapped them all up eagerly.
I was babbling nonsense as I crashed and careered from orgasm to squirt to orgasm and back again. I think I was begging him to fuck me, but pure gibberish was all I managed to blurt from my mouth.
Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, I felt my father straighten up and move his cock against my pussy's entrance. The next time my hips bucked forwards in orgasmic bliss, dad shoved his hips forcefully forwards.
The tip of his cock hit my hymen hard, and I felt an exquisite tear of skin as it ruptured. My father sank deeply into my pussy.
I moaned deeply, "Oh, fuck me, yes. Fuck me, my big beautiful..." I nearly said daddy but managed to turn it into "man" at the very last second.
My father was buried inside me, all the way to his balls, and instead of being disgusted, I heard my mother scream an exalted 'Yes!' inside my head.
For myself, I felt no shame at all. Just an immense pride that this gorgeous hunk of a man who was my father desired me, his daughter, enough to want to make love to me.
Dad was holding still, giving me time to adjust to having a cock inside me for the first time. I felt no pain, however. Oh, there had been a brief flash as my hymen broke. But dad's thick cock brushed across my Gspot as he slid into me, which immediately subsumed all pain.
I was ready. No, I was dying to be fucked! I pushed my hips tentatively up at him so he would get the hint that I wanted more.
Dad held me even closer to him and ground his pelvic bone against my clitoris.
OMFG, did that feel good! He ground against me until I was so hot and wet I was about to explode again, then he started moving, and it was even better.
I wanted more, so I started to demand that he fucked me harder.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh, fuck yes!" I screamed as my father pounded into me. 'Harder, faster, harder!"
It was all too much. I exploded into a pussy gushing series of orgasms with another piercing scream.
After I had cum about four times, it all got too much. I had cum so hard and often that it was beginning to overwhelm me. That's when I felt dad stiffen, push his dick as far into me as possible, and then lock in place.
Whilst he was trying to stifle his grunts, my father's cock exploded inside me. He was so deep in me that his semen splashed on my cervix, and I came with him.
Dad jerked and spasmed back and forth at least seven or eight times as he pumped me full of cum.
'This could be bad, mum,' I thought at the presence inside my head. 'I'm not on the pill, and dad was bareback.'
'It will be okay, my love,' came my mother's voice from seemingly a million miles away.
Reassured, I allowed myself to enjoy the last few shudders of my father's and my orgasms.
After cumming in me, dad tore my foot out of the wall and upended me behind the couch. I could hear him running from the room.
'What's he doing, mum?' I asked.
'Being silly and feeling guilty, honey. Wait until you hear him in the shower and go get your man.'
'My man, mum?'
Mum hesitated. Once more, I felt she was on the brink of explaining something to me. She stopped herself again, however.
'I misspoke. Go and take your father as your lover. Enjoy it as much as I enjoyed it over the years we were together.'
I headed for the shower. The catch on that door has never worked, and I was able to slip into the shower with daddy. Before he could protest, I grabbed the back of his head and kissed him like a daughter should never kiss her father. At the same time, I grabbed his already hardening cock.
"What are you doing, MJ?" He protested.
"Making you mine, daddy. I've wanted this for so long. Mum wants this too."
"You can't possibly know what your mother wants, MJ."
I almost answered, "Yes, I do. She lives here in my mind." But that would only make him think I had lost my mind, so I lied to him."
"Your lawyer delivered mum's diaries when I turned 15. In them, she describes what she wanted for me and how she wanted me to keep you from despair until it was time for you to join her. She stated quite emphatically I would have to seduce you."
Dad struggled with this as I continued to fan his arousal. Ultimately, his needs, wants and lusts won over his desire to be a good father and not commit incest with his only daughter.
"I'm yours until your mother calls me home, MJ", he told me, his voice rough with emotion. "This is wrong. But, Gawd help me, I want it."
In that shower, my big beautiful father fucked me through orgasm after orgasm until the water was cold and I could cum no more. Dad then carried me to the bed we were sharing whilst staying at Nana's and made love to me for hours.
It was so beautiful. I knew then, no matter what mum said, I would never love another as much as I loved this big gorgeous man that was my father and my lover.
I fell asleep in his big strong arms after he had cum inside me for the last time that afternoon.
I was only partially aware of dad carrying me into the shower, cleaning all traces of my hymen's rupture and our lovemaking off of me before putting pyjamas on me, carrying me into the lounge, and lowering me onto the couch.
I was peripherally aware of how he looked down lovingly on me and muttered, "I love you, MJ. I'm yours until Molly says it's time."
I woke up in a panic when Nana and all her grandkids came crashing back inside. As soon as I sat up, I saw that dad had fixed everything up and cleaned up. There was no evidence that I had been deflowered in this room only a few hours earlier. He had even fixed the hole in the wall and put the hammer back away.
The hole hadn't been painted over, and I had to explain how I misjudged a cartwheel and crashed into it.
My eldest brother, PJ, had a friend with him. When my eyes met him, there seemed to be an audible click.
In wonder, I addressed my mother, 'Him, mum?'
Inside my head, mum was singing. 'Yes, baby girl. That is your man, your one.'
'What about dad?'
'Your father is my concern now. You've opened up the paths to him; I can take it from here until it's his time.
'Go get your man, Miss Molly.'
"Who's your friend, PJ?" I asked.
"You know Luke, MJ."
Luke? Luke was a wiry, weedy little snot that I detested. He used to tease me about how short I was. This couldn't be that Luke.
"Hey, MJ," Luke said with that same impish teasing smile he had when he and PJ were at school. "Good to see you've grown taller."
Shocked, I stared before answering, "Well, one of us has. Jaysus, Luke! You've got to be what, 6-foot-5 (196 cm)? And, what? 254 lbs (115 kg)? What on earth has your mother been feeding you?"
Luke smiled deprecatingly, "Something like that, yes."
Luke looked me over appreciatively, "Pat said you had grown into someone stunning, MJ. I couldn't believe his cheeky little tomboyish brat of a sister could have, but here you are. At least as beautiful as your brother said you were."
I blushed. Jaysus! Only daddy has ever been able to make me blush. What was happening to me?
Mum was strangely silent.
Embarrassed, I tried to walk haughtily from the room and down to my bedroom to get changed into something more appropriate for guests.
Luke and PJ's laughter followed me down the hall.
I decided then and there to make Luke as hot for me as I had made my father. Then turn the little... well big... well huge... shit down. I dressed as provocatively as I dared without having my brothers and my father freaking out at me.
I may have now been a legal adult, but I would always be nine years old to my dad and brothers.
I put on my skimpiest pair of shorty-shorts and a halter top that left my midriff bare. I regretted that I hadn't gotten my belly button pierced yet, as I love that look. I had a tiny thong on underneath the shorts. I adjusted it, so the thin lace bands were showing just above the top of my shorts.
I went braless, of course. Even though I found my big nipples embarrassing, I knew the boys loved them.
I went into the bathroom and applied a little bit of 'nude by nature' foundation to my cheeks and nose. I have the same flawless complexion and skin as my mother, so I don't need much. But the slightly darker colour brings out my green eyes. I even added some lippy, just a little darker than my natural lip colour.
When I re-joined the party, I knew I had gotten it right. Even my brothers were checking my ass and face out. Luke was so taken that he got tongue-tied and couldn't talk to me.
His pants were severely tented at his groin, though. I had to grin to myself over that.
The family had all gathered. Nana was tired, and my aunties had done all the work for her birthday, so I played host. I wandered around making sure everyone had something to eat and drink and that no one was being left out.
Everyone there knew each other pretty well, so there were few awkward gaps or silences.
I was thinking about going to find daddy when he walked out into the rambunctious gathering.
Watching him, I was once more taken by how handsome, calm and self-assured he was. Luke, according to mum, may be my 'one', but my first love will always be my father. Beside him, all the other men paled to insignificance.
Dad wandered through the party, greeting and reacquainting himself with everybody. I marvelled at how quickly he put even some of his old students at ease and could chat amiably with people he rarely had or never met.
I wondered why dad couldn't be my 'one' for a brief moment. But I knew he was mum's and always would be.
I decided to see if I could make him jealous. I mean, we had become lovers that very afternoon, and he hadn't even come across and talked to me. I started flirting with Luke.
As a tease, I had flirted with a few of my girlfriends, but that was quite difficult. A woman's mind works completely differently from a man's. Boys are easy. Show them a bit of knicker, a glimpse of bra, or 'side-boob', and you've got their total attention.
I started by walking into Luke's eye line, bending over with my legs straight and my ass pointed towards him and picking things up.
Every time I did, Luke's conversation faltered, and he would lick his lips as he gazed at my ass. I saw daddy take Nana and Poppa away for a quick chat. No one else noticed, but dad indicated Luke with his chin before turning his back and engaging Pat and Val in a conversation.
I hoped he was demanding to know who the fuck that was and getting angry, but I knew my father better than that. If anything, he would be amused.
Dad continued to ignore me, so I continued to ramp up my seduction of Luke.
The next time I saw dad watching me, I laughed at some lame joke Luke had made and leaned in to put my head on his chest. Moving back, I took the lapels of the jacket he was wearing in my hands and pretended to brush some lint off them.
This close, I could almost feel the heat coming from Luke's dick. Until then, I really hadn't felt any arousal myself. But feeling Luke's desire for me got me bubbling along. When I moved away, pausing to look seductively back over my shoulder at him, I could feel the wetness between my legs.
I was wet and horny, thinking about Luke's sizeable cock. From what I could tell, he wasn't as long as daddy but was thicker.
Later in the evening, I realised that I just had to have Luke. There's a park about a block from Nana and Poppa's house. The grass there is thick and soft. I thought it would be a wonderful place to make love.
One of the times I leant in to chat with him, I said to Luke, "I'm going to sneak off and go down to the park. You'll find me under the canopy on the BBQ table there. If you're a good boy, you might get lucky tonight."
I waited until I saw daddy was engaged in a fervent debate about public school funding with one of my uncles and slipped away.
I'd barely gotten to the park when Luke appeared behind me. Pretending not to notice his arrival, I waited until I could feel him right behind me. Luke was hesitant and unsure of what to do next. I turned, stretched up, and wrapped my arms around his neck before pulling him down to share a passionate kiss.
As I had hoped, stars exploded behind my eyes, and I could hear mother humming in satisfaction.
Luke was the same age as PJ, around six years older than me. He had had lovers in the past and knew how to make love to a woman. Luke was faster and rougher than dad, but it was soooooo good!
Luke lifted me and laid me on the BBQ table. He pushed me onto my back and forced my legs apart. Luke knelt between my thighs and mouthed my pussy through my shorts. His big hands slid under my top and found my nipples.
Luke caressed them beautifully as he continued to mouth my pussy. He soon had me wanting more. Putting my hand on his forehead, I pushed him away, undid the button and zip on my shorts, then wriggled out of them. I pulled my thong off with them.
Luke immediately went back down on me. Luke has a full beard. The roughness of that between my thighs and on my pussy, was exquisite. I orgasmed almost immediately.
Looking very pleased with himself, Luke covered my tiny body with his, kissed me, and then positioned his thick, mushroom-headed cock at the entrance to my vulva.
"Yes, baby," I moaned. "Fuck me with your big stick."
Luke is so tall. Taller even than daddy. He could put my shoulders into his armpits and reach down my back to grab my ass. Pulling me up into his armpits so I was held still, Luke shoved his thick cock into me.
Dad was so gentle with me, as he should have been because it was my first time. Luke was rough. He wanted me, and he wanted me badly. He was a supremely dominant male, and I was pussy to be taken and owned.
Once he had buried his dick as far into me as he could force it, Luke held me tightly against his pubic bone and ground it against my clit.
I felt wild, feral, almost. Hissing like a cat, I bit Luke just below his collarbone and raked my nails across his back.
'Don't just lie there like a fucking lump," I snarled. "Fuck me!"
I raked his back again with my nails, then, for good measure, bit him again.
"Easy, MJ." Luke protested. "PJ thought you were probably still a virgin, so I took it slow."
It flashed through my mind that I needed to get angry at PJ for discussing my sex life with his friend, but that was for later.
"Well, I'm not, Luke. So stop teasing me and make love to me!"
Thankfully, he did. Moving his hands from my ass to my shoulders, Luke began to stroke into me as he pulled me down. His hips would move forwards, and as they did, he would pull me down onto his dick.
It was fucking fantastic! He was so big and manly, and I felt so tiny and vulnerable and so very, very feminine.
It only took about four or five of these deep and intense strokes before I reached that nirvana point again.
Just because I could, I bit him again as I came.
"Ouch!" Luke yelled. "Do that again, MJ, and I'll put you over my knee and spank you!"
So I bit him again.
Oh, my Gawd! Have you ever been spanked with two fingers in your pussy and a thumb on your clitoris by the man you know to be your one? If not... well... I highly recommend it!
Instead of wriggling and protesting like Luke expected me to, I groaned, moaned, and squirted over his fingers.
Surprised, Luke let me up. I dropped to my knees before my man, took his thick cock in my hand, and then went down on it.
"Fuck!" He moaned as my lips hit his pelvis.
Using the skills mum had taught me, I sealed my lips around Luke's thick shaft, pressed my tongue firmly on his glans, and then sucked hard.
After a few seconds, I relaxed my sucking before bobbing my head up and down his shaft quickly. Cupping his balls in my other hand, I stretched my forefinger along his taint and lightly stroked that area.



Luke began making wordless rumbling sounds as he crested towards orgasm. Luke is a big man, and the sounds he made almost resonated through me like he was that base singer from Home Free.
Unaware of what he was doing, Luke grabbed my head in both hands and forced me down onto his cock. With my nose squeezed shut and my mouth full of his thick cock, I couldn't breathe.
Luke briefly held me there before he started unloading into my wet, sucking mouth. I swallowed every drop with glee. He tasted at least as good as daddy did.
Luke and I made love in that park until close to dawn. Luke came in me one last time as I drifted into sleep.
I was facing east. The sun poking its head above the horizon woke me. I looked up, and Luke was awake, staring down at me.
"This is weird, Molly," he said. "But, I think I love you. No. I know I love you."
Luke helped me sit up, then got down on one knee, "Molly Johnson, will you do the honour of marrying me?"
Mum, inside my mind, yelled an exultant, "Yes!"
I threw my hands around Luke's neck and kissed him, "Yes, but under one proviso."
"Name it, my love."
"You need to ask daddy first."
Hearing Luke call me what dad used to call mum felt perfectly right.
Luke gulped but said, "I would have anyway MJ. But, yes, of course."
"I'm going to sneak back to bed, babe. Give me about 15 minutes before you follow me. I don't want daddy to know we've been making love yet."
"Of course, MJ. Your dad is a nice guy, but I wouldn't want to see him mad. He's got an intensity about him that's quite scary."
Putting my thong and shorts back on and leaving Luke looking wistfully after me, I walked back to Nana and Pop's place. The house was dark and silent, so I was sure nobody, especially daddy, was awake. But as I slipped in the front door, trying to be as quiet as a mouse, I found daddy sitting in the semi-dark drinking tea at the kitchen table.
Feeling guilty, I tried to put on a brave face and lie, for a very rare time, to my father, "Hey, daddy. You're up early. I couldn't sleep, so I got up and went to the park to watch the sunrise."
Dad smiled, "Don't ever lie to me, baby girl. You and Luke have my blessing."
How the fuck did he know? But dad would never have said that unless he knew.
"He's so gorgeous, daddy. I'm going to marry him and have lots of babies. I might even have six, two more than you."
"Go get your man, baby girl. He and I need to have a chat."
"Okay, daddy. But be nice, okay? He looks like a big old bear, but he's really a softie like you."
I went to go and get Luke. As I turned to leave, daddy said, "Respect your grandparents, MJ. If you and Luke are going to make love in this house before you get married, make sure Pat or Val don't catch you. And there's no way Luke is sleeping in the same room as you under this roof until after you're married."
I smiled at my father sweetly and replied, "But I can go and make love to my man at his place?" Then gave dad a cheeky grin.
Daddy just shook his head and chuckled.
"We all think we're the first to sneak around behind our parent's back, my girl, and we're all wrong. Pat and Val will take one look at you and Luke together and know you're lovers, but there's no need to rub their noses in it."
"You don't mind that I've taken another man almost immediately after you promised yourself to me?"
I was genuinely worried. I had basically forced my father into having sex with me, and no sooner had he done it than I ran off with another man.
"I'm glad for you, MJ. I hope you live a long and wonderful life with your man, and I'll beg the fates that your man doesn't leave you before his time. Now give me a hug and go and get your man."
Are you beginning to understand why I loved this wonderful man who happened to be my father? Who else would have taken this with that much poise and grace? I felt a pang of sorrow that what my father and I had couldn't have lasted longer.
I don't know what daddy and Luke talked about as dad told me to "Leave us men to chat, MJ."
Dad rarely uses that voice with me, and I found myself obeying, even though I wanted to hear what was said. I knew Luke would tell me later, anyway.
Whatever was said, it finished with Luke and dad embracing and turning to me with matching smiles.
"Have you thought about where and when you want to get married?" Dad asked.
I didn't give it even a thought, "As soon as possible and at The First Presbyterian church about 400 metres down the road from here like you and mum did."
Then I blushed and turned to Luke, "Sorry, Luke. I should have asked you first."
Luke let out his big rumbling laugh, "That's okay, MJ. That sounds good to me. I just need to take you to see mum and dad and bring them in on the planning, okay?"
"Where were you planning on living?" dad inquired.
It was Luke's turn to blush, "I own a nice property in Chatsworthy, but I've just knocked the house down so I could rebuild. I've been crashing at mum and dad's. But it's only a one bedroom apartment so I'm sleeping on the couch."
Turning to my father, I asked, "What if we asked Nana and Pop if we could stay here? After the wedding, of course."
Daddy grinned, "I think they'll love the idea. They've always loved having the house full, and I know your grandmother is longing for some great-grandkids."
Dad slipped me a knowing grin with his back to Luke and then turned to face him, "Have you thought about kids?"
Very nearly, I answered, "We're starting straight away and having at least four, like you and mum did," but was able to bite my tongue just in time.
What I didn't know was that I was already pregnant.
"I'm an only child," Luke replied. "Mum and dad didn't have me until they were in their thirties, and it sucked! Mum wanted more, but she couldn't fall pregnant again. If MJ wants, I'd like a stack of kids and to have them while we're still young enough to have more."
I mean, really? Could it have been any better?
We were married only three weeks later. It wasn't an extravagant affair. I had to stamp my foot and pout to make it like that. Luke, a civil engineer for the Brisbane Council, had decided to stand for federal parliament, and he wanted to turn it into a campaign event.
He even asked me if he could invite the Prime Minister, FFS!
My friends from school all thought I was nuts getting married so young until they met him.
"OMFG!" Allison said. "He is just so fucking gorgeous! I don't suppose he's got a brother who's single, does he?"
Allison was my maid of honour. PJ was Luke's best man. Dad gave me away, of course.
As we waited for the nod from The Pastor to walk down the aisle, I saw that dad was choked up.
"What, daddy?"
"I just wish your mother was here. That's all."
I wanted to tell him she was and that she was pleased and proud. I also wanted to say she thought he was growing even more handsome than ever as he aged, but... well... you know?
Luke and I had a whirlwind honeymoon. He had been preselected for the seat of Chatsworthy, and, as everybody knew, the Prime Minister had to call the election soon. Luke and I began campaigning as soon as we returned from our short vacation.
I didn't have much to do. Just look pretty and smile lovingly up at my husband whenever there was a camera in our vicinity.
Three weeks passed after our wedding. I woke up one morning feeling... I don't know how to describe it... ick, I guess.
I thought maybe I hadn't eaten enough. I'd gotten a little fat around the midsection, so I'd cut down on the sugars. No one wants a fat wife! Especially not a prospective parliamentarian.
I made myself some cheese on toast. No sooner had I taken the first bite than I had to run for the toilet to throw up. I was fine the rest of the day, but the same thing happened the next morning, and the next.
I called mum in my mind. She had been quiet since I got married. Hardly in my head at all.
"You don't need your mother watching you having sex with your husband, Molly. Nobody does," she explained.
Worried, I asked her, "Am I all right, mum?"
"Yes, baby girl. You're just pregnant, is all."
I couldn't wait for Luke to get home so I could tell him. He was as happy about it as I was.
I made an appointment to see a gynaecologist, and he confirmed I was having a baby. At eight weeks, I had an ultrasound. Working the dates back, I realised that I must've gotten pregnant the day dad took my virginity, and I made love to Luke for the first time.
"Whose baby am I carrying, mum?"
My mother remained reticent, however. I figured that meant it was probably dad's. There would be no reason not to tell me if it were Luke's.
I worried about having an incest baby until mum said, "Your baby will be healthy and strong, Molly. Stop worrying about nothing."
The election was called, and Luke won a clear victory. As the house on Luke's property was ready, we moved in.
After the election, it was a little lonely. Luke was always so busy and had to go to Canberra for the parliamentary sittings. I didn't care that much. The times we had together were fantastic. I stayed home and concentrated on growing our child and answering all of the multitudes of correspondence Luke received.
Our first child was born on the same day as my mother. Luke held my hand as I gave birth. Dad waited anxiously in the waiting room. Our baby was so beautiful. He was a big boy, almost 8 lbs (3.6 kg). He had Luke's fiery red hair and the same blue eyes.
Luke and I had discussed names, and Luke agreed that we should keep the tradition of calling the firstborn male child Patrick.
Granddad was as pleased as punch, dad was happy, and PJ was amused. Dad was the one that gave my son the moniker of PT (Patrick the Third).
I felt guilty about abandoning dad all the way out at Augathella, but I knew he just wanted what was best for me. He came and saw us every other weekend. He was lonely and missed his family. Dad was applying for teaching jobs closer to Luke and me, but nothing had come his way.
Even though there was nothing I could do, I felt bad, you know? Then came the fateful day. Dad had stayed back a little later than usual. Dad's always wanted eight hours of sleep before the first work day of the week, and it's almost eleven hours out to Augathella from our place.
Dad typically leaves around midday on Sunday, but Luke was in Canberra, and he stayed on chatting and playing with PT for an extra couple of hours. He left for Augathella around 3.00 pm. I fed PT and put him to bed.
I was in Luke's study working my way through the correspondence when mum suddenly wailed, "NOOOOOOOOOooooooooooo! It's too soon!"
Then she was gone. Not just absent, as she had been from time to time, but gone. Her spirit was no longer in my mind. I called and called, but there was no answer.
I knew what it meant and waited fearfully by the phone. Just before midnight, there was a knock at my door. I used the security camera to confirm what I already knew. A police sergeant and another officer were standing at the door. With tears already starting to well in my eyes, I opened the door.
"Molly Docherty?" The sergeant asked.
Sobbing, I nodded.
"There's no easy way of doing this, Mrs Docherty. Your father was involved in a car accident around 80 miles southeast of Augathella. It was a single-vehicle incident. Unfortunately, your father didn't survive the crash."
Keening, I fell to the ground.
I knew why mum was suddenly gone. Dad had passed, and she had gone to meet him as she had promised. But why was she protesting 'No'? And what did 'It's too soon' mean?
The officers gave me a lift To Nana and Pop's. They even helped me pack a small bag for myself and PT.
I was able to get hold of Luke a little later. Thankfully, he found a 'pair' (someone from the opposition party that will abstain from voting, so the numbers remain the same), and he caught the 'red eye' home.
Granddad picked him up from the airport and brought him to me at his place.
We held a small family funeral at the same church where dad had married mum, and I had married Luke.
Dad's will specifically stated that he only wanted something small, but when we stepped outside after the service, we found almost 200 people gathered.
Most were old students of his. Some were teachers he had worked with. The whole teaching and admin staff from Augathella State High had come to pay their respects along with numerous students.
The teachers, students and staff gave a rousing rendition of Warren Zevon's "Keep me in your Heart" as our family walked down the path from the church.
We hadn't organised anything for after the service, but the P&C association from Augathella had organised food and drinks. Pat invited everybody back to his place.
I couldn't believe how many people came and told me how much they admired, liked and/or loved my father. They all wanted to tell me a story about something dad had done for them or said to them that made a huge difference in their lives.
I tried to take it all graciously, but I just wanted to be alone to cry.
Luke rescued me. He shooed everyone away, saying I needed a bit of space, then snuck me out the back into an Uber and home.
Luke was able to stay another five days with me before having to go back for the parliamentary sittings. He dropped me off at Pat and Val's on his way to the airport and promised to be home as soon as possible.
Grandad and grandma are fantastic people, and they tried really hard to cheer me up and make me feel better. But, for the first time in my life, I was alone.
Mum was gone from my mind, and dad was dead. Well, mum was dead, too, but it had never seemed like it because her spirit had always been with me. Now, there was only me.
My brothers and uncles all kept dropping by, and they were great, but they're not dad.
I'll admit that I wasn't coping, then I woke the following day, had some toast and almost immediately threw up. Getting a test kit from the chemist confirmed that I was pregnant with my second child, as if my morning sickness hadn't already.
With a grim smile, I thought, 'Well, at least I know for sure this one's Luke's!'
Luke's and my second son was born around six months later. I wanted to name him after my dad, but I thought I'd ask Luke first.
Luke was really sweet about it, so how can a girl refuse? He wanted our second son to be named Edward (Eddie, or EJ) after his father. Everyone except me called our son EJ. When he was being a good boy, which was most of the time, I called him Eddie. If I was angry at him, he got his full moniker, "Edward Theodore Docherty, Junior! You come here this minute!"
Barely over a year later, I gave birth to our third child, also a boy. I didn't even have to ask this time. As soon as the nurse placed him in Luke's arms, Luke said, "Say hello to your mother, Paul Junior," before giving him back to me to receive his first feed.
I had gotten pregnant so easily the first three times that I expected our fourth, fifth and sixth children to arrive in a stately procession one after the other, but I just couldn't kindle for some reason.
After mum's experience, I insisted on a full body scan to ensure there wasn't anything cancerous and treacherous hiding inside me somewhere.
The scans were all clear.
I visited my gynaecologist. He told me, "Everything's fine, MJ. Your body is just taking a rest, that's all."
Luke and I kept trying, but the years went on and on, and I just couldn't get pregnant. Luke thought it might have been him and, without my knowledge, got a sperm count done.
Everything indicated I should get pregnant easily, but it didn't happen. Every specialist I saw said the same thing, "Everything is fine, guys. When MJ's body is ready, she'll kindle immediately."
Time passed, and Luke and I came to accept that three children were all that we would have. I would have loved a girl, and we discussed adopting, but ultimately, we decided to be happy with what we had.
Luke's parliamentary career was going well. His party was in opposition now, and Luke was appointed to the shadow cabinet. It was only a minor post, Shadow Minister for Sport, but it was a beginning, and Luke was relatively young. He was only in his late thirties.
Our boys became preteens and then teenagers. They were all good boys. Eddie was the brightest of the three and looked like he might follow his uncle Robbie into medicine. PT had made several of the age group rugby union representative teams, and the Queensland Reds, Brisbane Broncos, and the Dolphins were already scouting him even though he was only fifteen.
Paul Junior had the same quiet intensity as his father. I suspected there was an intellect at least as good as Eddie's hiding under his quiet demeanour, but Paul seemed happy to stay in the background and do enough to pass but not stand out.
The weird thing is I'd find him staring at me with the same intense look I remember mum staring at dad with. The same way I used to stare at dad, too.
I wondered if my father was inside my youngest son's mind like mum had been inside mine.
As my son's matured, I began to wonder if dad was visiting all of them. I saw so many of his mannerisms in my kids that I could easily believe they were a young dad at times.
Things changed between Luke and me on the day of PT's eighteenth birthday. Luke didn't come home. I watched parliamentary TV, so I knew that time had been called on this month's sittings, but Luke phoned and said he had to stay back for a cabinet member's meeting.
I could hear the lie in his voice.
Putting a brave face on for PT, I apologised to him for his father and explained that sometimes the life of a politician meant all of that person's family had to make sacrifices and that I was sure his father would make up for it when he did get home.
PT had had a bit of a temper when he was a youngster. Playing rugby union had given him a positive way of expressing that temper, and I hadn't seen any evidence of it for years. But when I tried to explain his father's absence, his face went bright red, and his blue eyes flashed, "Asshole," PT snarled. "He's never here for the things that matter."
"Now that's just not true, PT! Your dad gets here for everything he possibly can."
My son then listed all the birthdays his father had missed and how he didn't even give his sons or me a phone call to say 'happy birthday'. PT reminded me that Luke hadn't remembered our wedding anniversary even once in the last eight years and that Luke had been away on a parliamentary fact-finding trip on my thirtieth. Luke hadn't called then, either.
"You deserve better than this, mum," PT said emphatically.
"Your dad is a very important man, Patrick. They say he may even be Prime Minister one day. Very important men have a lot of restrictions on their time, which sometimes affects their families. We're all good, though. We'll celebrate your 'coming of age' together, and your dad will celebrate when he's home next."
"I hope he never comes home," PT almost shouted as he stormed out of the room.
I tried to call Luke but got his secretary.
"Luke's not available at this time, Mrs Docherty. He's in a cabinet meeting. Can I take a message for you?"
I thought it was a little weird that they would still be meeting at 8.00 pm, but I guessed these things happen sometimes.
"Can you please remind him it's his eldest son's eighteenth birthday today and to at least send his son a message saying happy birthday? And get him to call me when he's able?"
"Of course, Mrs Docherty. I'm not sure when that will be, though."
"He needs to call his son, at least. Please remind him of that."
Will do, Mrs Docherty."
She hung up on me.
PT and I both got a little drunk that night. I was worse than PT.



After the party and we'd gotten home, I couldn't quite seem to navigate the stairs up to our front door. I'd get about halfway up and then somehow find reverse and be back at the bottom, having to climb them all over again.
PT thought it was hilarious. My other two kids were too young to have kicked on to the nightclub, so they were already home. I was shushing PT louder than PT was laughing. Sometime later, the front door opened, and Eddie helped me and PT inside.
I couldn't manage the stairs up to Luke's and my bedroom, either.
Laughing like a loon, PT picked me up and tossed me over his shoulder. Eddie rolled his eyes and went back to bed.
I had worked very hard on maintaining my figure over the years. All three times I was pregnant, I had only put baby weight. I wasn't in the shape I was when I competed internationally at gymnastics, but I was still light, lithe and toned. My weight was still under 100 lbs (45 kg).
PT was a giant of an almost man. He was probably even bigger than his father. Only Luke had gotten a little soft over the years. PT was all muscle. He looked every inch the professional athlete he was about to become. The Reds had tabled a sizeable contract that Luke was having our lawyer look over before he let PT sign.
Even a little drunk, PT carried me to my bed with no effort.
PT took my shoes off, pulled the quilt back, and lay me in the bed, fully clothed. He then hiccoughed and spun in a slow circle before collapsing onto the bed beside me.
He was snoring before I drifted completely off.
I was having the most beautiful dream. I was just eighteen years old again and had tricked my father into letting me sleep in his bed. As soon as he was asleep, mum would teach me how to blow him.
As dreams do, it flickered, and it was a little later that same night. I had joyfully sucked my father off and was sleeping peacefully beside him when I felt dad roll onto his side and wrap his strong arm around me.
To my delight, daddy's hand snaked between the quilt and the sheet, slipped inside my top, and his big strong hand found my sensitive nipples. Dad stroked and played them like I were the strings on his favourite guitar.
Luke and I hadn't had sex in almost three months. I was so desperate and horny that I knew I was about to cum to my dreamt nipple stimulation. Just short of my orgasm, the hand left my nipples and stroked down across my stomach, through my trimmed but hairy bush and onto my clitoris.
It was so good to have someone's hands on me in a sexual way again, but it was different to the night dad did this to me. Dad was so assured and confident. He had made love to mum many, many times. This time the hand was almost tentative as if its owner wasn't quite sure what he should be doing.
I believed that, in my dream, my 'dream daddy' was the just turned 19-year-old he was when he and mum took each other's virginity, and he didn't have any experience with sex.
I decided to help him. Taking his hand in mine, I split his index and middle fingers apart and guided them so they were on either side of my clitoris. I then showed him how to start with his fingers quite wide as he stroked beside my clit, and over my labia, but to squeeze them together as he delved them into my pussy.
On the third trip across my pussy and into my vulva, I showed 'daddy' how to circle my clit quickly with his index finger and to place the pad of his index finger firmly over my pleasure nub and push and stroke it.
Like mum and dad's first time making love together, it didn't take daddy very long to learn how to have me, my mother, in his 'dream', racing towards nirvana.
It was a great dream, but weird. I was dreaming that daddy was making love to me whilst I was dreaming that daddy was dreaming he was making love to my mother for the first time.
With a long, drawn-out moan, I came on the fingers on and in my pussy, drenching them with my juices.
Daddy's cock, in my dream, and as it was that night this happened for real, was rampantly hard against my thigh. I wanted him. I wanted his dick inside me. I wanted my father to take my virginity.
Spreading my legs further apart, I encouraged 'daddy' up and over and between my thighs. When this had been happening for real, my mum stopped me. This time, she was silent. 'Dad' moved between my thighs, and his cock poked at my perineum.
Reaching between us, I took hold of 'dad's' cock and guided it to the entrance of my pussy. Unlike his and mum's first time, my 'daddy' showed no reluctance to take mum's virginity. He stroked beautifully into me.
With a gasp of pure pleasure from me, my 'daddy' buried himself full-length inside me with one forceful push.
It felt so wonderful. Here I was, full to the brim, with my 'father's' big beautiful cock stroking deliciously inside my pussy.
'Dad' lasted nearly as long as he did that first night with mum, around five seconds.
Feeling my 'father's' cock exploding inside me sent me over the edge into another orgasm.
'Daddy' didn't even slow down after he came. If anything, the speed he was pumping into me increased.
Now that he had cum, 'dad' was in better control of himself. 'Daddy' fucked me through orgasm after orgasm until I was utterly spent.
I could take no more, but I wanted 'daddy' to cum in me one more time. So I grasped his head and kissed him hard.
That's when I knew something was wrong. My father was always clean-shaven. I'd never seen him with more than a two-day growth on his face. The man I was kissing had a moustache and beard.
For a brief moment, my heart swelled because I thought Luke had come home after all. But then the truth hit me.
This was my son. I'd just made love to PT, my eldest child. A child who only this very day had become old enough to do this without us both getting into a whole heap of trouble.
Fuck me, until today, PT wasn't even old enough to drink legally! And I, his mother, who should be looking after him, had just fucked him.
PT was too far gone to see my shock. With a loud and deep grunt, he came inside me. Came inside his mother's pussy.
Fuck! What had I done? Being drunk is no excuse!
'Now I know why dad looked like he did,' I thought.
In my mind, I wailed as loudly as I could send it, "MUM! I need you!"
Thanks to all of the Gods, she answered, "What's the matter, honey?"
Using our connection, I showed her.
I was sure mum would be as disgusted with me as I was with myself. But mum smiled.
"For now, my girl, there's a little bit of your father in each of your boys. As they come of age, I want you to gently take them and induct them into our family.
Baby girl, your time with Luke is coming to an end. It will be bitter and angry, but your father is with you in your sons, and I will always be just a shout away. The time for the three of us who are one to join is coming closer."
"Don't you mean four, mum? You and dad, me and my soulmate?"
I'm sure mum hesitated before saying, "Yes, Molly. I misspoke."
PT had grown soft and fallen out of me. He sat up.
"I'm so sorry, mum. You were lying there looking so beautiful, and all I could think of was those Raphael paintings you're so fond of and how you were so much more beautiful than all of those women. Suddenly I found that I just needed to touch you, feel you, and let you know you're the most gorgeous and desirable woman in the world and that dad is an idiot for not seeing it."
What could I do? PT would be scarred for life if I acted ashamed or disgusted by what we had done.
"It's okay, my darling boy. You looked after your mummy so well. I was feeling a little old and frumpy. Now I feel as young and as sexy as I ever have."
The smile on my son's face was worth every ounce of that lie.
"Will you teach me, mum? Show me how to be a man for you and my future wife?"
I hugged my son tightly to me, "Of course, my dear. Mummy will look after you."
PT and I never did make love again. The next day, he met a Welsh backpacker travelling around Australia on a working holiday.
After a whirlwind three-week courtship, PT and Rhiannon married in the same church as Luke and I, and mum and dad did. PT took a contract with Llanelli for an exorbitant amount of money and moved with Rhiannon to Wales, where he attended The University of Wales to earn a business degree.
I miss him daily, but I'm glad he has his soulmate. I know she is because mum appeared briefly inside my mind when they married, singing joyfully.
Things continued to deteriorate between Luke and me. My 'one', the man I could have chosen to spend the rest of my life with, became an almost stranger to our three boys and me. I took Eddie to Canberra for his eighteenth birthday to try and fix things.
I didn't tell Luke we were coming because I knew, if I did, he would find some plausible excuse for us not to come.
I'd pointed out that most married politicians took advantage of the rule that allowed them to bring their wives and families to Canberra during sittings, but all Luke would say was, "Oh, you don't want to go to Canberra, MJ. The women there are snooty, snobbish, backbiting bitches. You're better off staying here where family is close."
I walked up to the room in the hotel Luke was staying at and knocked on the door. His secretary answered. As soon as I saw her, I knew she and Luke were fucking.
Eddie was with me, and I didn't want to create a scene in front of my kid. Regardless of what happened between Luke and me, Luke needed to have a good relationship with his sons. It was important for all of them to have love and respect for each other.
Sarah, the secretary, eyes went wide with shock, "Mrs Docherty, this is an unexpected pleasure. I was just going over tomorrow's briefing papers with your husband. He will be so glad to see you."
Luke ruined her effort to fool me, however. He came out of the bedroom in just a towel. The towel was hugely tented.
"Who is it, baby doll..." His voice faltered to a stop.
"MJ! Wow, am I glad to see you!" Luke tried.
Trembling inside, I confronted my demons and calmly said, "Sorry to barge in, babe. I can see this isn't a good time. Eddie and I will get another room, and you can come and find us when you're ready."
I grabbed Eddie's hand and walked off.
Eddie didn't say anything. Just let me drag him away. We went back to reception and organised another room. It wasn't until we were inside the room that Eddie exploded.
"I can't believe you're going to stay, mum! Fuck him and that slut he's obviously banging. Let's go back to the airport and go home!"
I tried to put a brave face on what we'd seen, but what could I say? Eddie is anything but stupid, but of the three kids, I would have said Eddie was more strongly Luke's than mine. That's why I brought him to Canberra as a treat for his eighteenth birthday. If Eddie was this angry with his father, I didn't ever want to see him angrier.
"It'll be okay, Edward. Your dad will come and find us, he and I will talk, and it'll work out okay."
"Bullshit, mum," was his response. "If you take him back after that, I'll lose all respect for you. You deserve better than this."
He was right, but it didn't matter. Luke never came and found us. The next morning's papers carried an article 'Minister for Sport and Recreation, Luke Docherty, announced his separation from his wife of twenty years last night. Mr Docherty, long seen as the next big thing in conservative politics, has asked the public to respect his and his family's privacy during this difficult time and that he wouldn't be making any further comment.
This paper has been unable to contact the minister's wife, Molly Docherty, for comment.'
Dumped by a newspaper article, what could be worse?
Crying, I hugged Eddie, "Some eighteenth birthday, huh?"
Eddie tried to smile for me, "At least it was memorable."
We made our way back home. I wanted, very badly, to talk with mum, but she was still absent. I drove over to Nana and Pop's to find PJ there, almost pulling his hair out.
"I've been trying to get you for two days, MJ. Where have you been?"
"Because the papers never stopped calling, I turned my cell phone off. Why? What's the problem?"
"It's Pop, MJ. He's had a massive heart attack. They don't think he's going to make it. Everyone else is at the hospital. PT is flying back from Wales, and I've picked up Paul Junior. I couldn't find Eddie, either."
"Eddie is at home. He flew back from Canberra with me this morning."
"We'll go get him on the way to the hospital."
We got there in time for everyone except PT to say goodbye. PT was on the last leg from Singapore when Pat passed.
Val was so distraught that I put aside my worries and took her home to our place.
Three weeks later, I was issued with an eviction notice. Luke wanted the house. I got a lawyer, but he said it was too late to stop it. With nowhere else to go, we all moved in with Nana.
Nana and Pop's place was wearing out. Pop used to maintain it effectively and efficiently, but age had caught up with him, and things had been neglected. None of the four of us cared. This house had been a safe refuge for three generations of Spencers and was about to become home to a fourth.
I guess, technically, we were Docherty's, but close enough.
A couple of weeks after the Pop's funeral, we finally held a belated birthday party for Eddie. All of my uncles and cousins and brothers and their families came. It was nearly as much fun as Nana's 70th had been.
With beds lacking again, Eddie and I shared my old room for that night. Eddie was so funny. As if I had never cleaned his dirty bottom or washed him many, many times, he wouldn't let me see him naked. Not that I wanted to, of course, but he didn't need to be such a prude about it.
By the alarm clock beside the bed, it was nearly 4.00 am when I woke to find Eddie sitting cross-legged on the bed, staring at me. He didn't seem actually to be awake. It was like he was sleepwalking or something.
As if he was aware I was watching him, and even though he was still asleep, Eddie spoke, "I love you, MJ. What we're doing is so wrong, but I'm yours until your mother calls me home."
My heart jumped, "Daddy?" I inquired.
"Only for a short time, baby girl. I don't have your mother's strength, and I can't hold my presence here for much longer."
I burst into tears and wrapped my arms around my son, my father.
"I need you, daddy. I need you and mum both."
"Not yet, my girl. You have things to do still. But it's closer, you know?"
I found I did.
I became aware I was wet, sexually excited for the first time since before I interrupted Luke.
"Can you make love to me, daddy, please? I need to feel something. I'm just so cold and lonely all the time."
My big, handsome, gorgeous father smiled, "I think I can hold here long enough to do that, MJ. As long as you don't want an all-afternoon session like our first time."
Eddie wasn't my father. My father may somehow have been inhabiting his grandson's body, but it was still Eddie's body. An eighteen-year-old almost man who had never had sex before. As soon as I took Eddie's cock in my hand, he came.
He came again as I took him in my mouth, and he came twice more in my pussy before I was even close to orgasm. Either dad was finally able to exert some control, or Eddie had learned some himself because after his fourth orgasm, Eddie was able to roll over onto his back, holding my ass tightly to him, and I was able to ride his beautifully thick 7-inch cock through four or five back to back orgasms.
As I squirted on my son's cock for the last time, I kissed him deeply before sinking onto his chest.
In the distance, I heard daddy say, "Your mother and I are very proud of you, MJ. I can't hold here any longer. But, trust me, everything will be okay. The divorce will be ugly, but it's only money, my girl. Don't stress about it too much.
Your mum and I will see you when your tasks are complete."
Daddy left. When he did, Eddie woke to find his mother still riding his rigidly erect dick. His hands went to my hips, and he lifted me up and down his steel-hard pole.
"OMG, mum, I've wanted this for so long. I've wished this would happen since my birthday, even though I never dreamt you would want it too!"
What's a mum to do? I took his hands and guided them onto my big nippled tiny breasts.
"Fuck your mother, Eddie. Mummy wants to feel your big cock shooting inside her."
With a massive groan, Eddie unloaded inside me. He came so much that it immediately began leaking back out. To ensure there was no evidence of our incest after Eddie finished cumming, I went down on him and sucked all of our combined secretions off him.
I was bobbing up and down on my son's cock, cleaning the last of his cum off, when my son grabbed my head and forced all 7-inches into my mouth.
"Fuck, mum! I'm cumming again!"
I eagerly swallowed his latest load.
Even though it was now almost 5.30 am, and the house would begin rising soon, Eddie wanted me to play with him until he was hard again.
"I want to feel you cum on me again, mum, please?"
Eddie was hard again in mere moments. I pushed him onto his back and was about to ride his big cock again when Eddie lifted me, spun me around, and then guided my pussy down onto his mouth.
"Cum on my face, mum. Cum on my face, and I'll cum in your mouth."
Eddie was a quick learner. He could easily follow my groans and grunts until his tongue and fingers found all the right places.
As he tongued me towards another explosive orgasm, I had cupped his balls and was lashing his big and thick cock with my tongue.
"OMFG, mum! I'm going to cum again."
That's all I needed to hear. With matching stifled roars, we came together.
On weak and shaky knees, I tottered down to the bathroom to shower and clean the evidence of our sin up.
Eddie was hard and playing with himself when I got back to the bedroom.
I still wanted my son. I didn't need to orgasm again for myself, but I wanted to taste him again. I was on my knees before Eddie in a flash. Being just eighteen, it didn't take long before he blew deliciously in my mouth again.
I swallowed every drop joyfully.
Eddie struggled off to the shower, and I put my pyjamas on and slept like the proverbial log until almost midday. The best sleep I'd had since leaving for Canberra.
Eddie and I made love a few more times before he finished high school and was accepted into Robbie's old university, Melbourne. He would spend the next six years following the same path as Robbie to become an MD.
During the last year of his internship, Eddie met an exchange doctor from Finland, fell in love, and moved to Finland to be with her.
My time, as you will find out, had ended by then, but our family is connected in ways I cannot explain, and I knew, despite my passing.
Two days after I had taken my second son's virginity, I awoke to find mum had returned. I burst into tears.
It almost felt like my mother was holding me, "What's the matter, my girl?" She crooned.
"I'm so lonely, mum. My boys are great, but they don't fill that emotional void that you and dad leaving and breaking up with Luke caused."
"The time of our joining is close, baby girl. Your dad is being reborn as we speak. Your soulmate is being reborn at the same time. We'll all be together soon."
"I'm nearly 40, mum. If my soul mate is being born now, I'll be almost 58 before we can be together. How will that work?"
"It will, my love. Trust me, have I ever let you down?"
"How long, mum?"
"On this side, Molly, time is different. It's not about years, days, hours, or even minutes. It's a kind of spatial awareness. To me, your birth, and my death, were like yesterday, so it's a little difficult to put time to it. But soon, okay?"



What could I say other than, "Yes, mum?"
"Paul Junior turns 18 when?"
"Next August, mum."
"And it's when now?"
"June, mum."
"Around fourteen months from now?"
"Yes, mother."
"After you've initiated Paul Junior into our family, you must seduce your husband again. He will father your last child. It will be a girl. What will you call her?"
"Molly, after us."
"My girl, she will be Molly the third. They will call her MT, as in empty. Is that the moniker you want to bestow your daughter with?"
"Hell, no!"
"What then?"
I struggled with this as mum waited expectantly.
"I think it should be close, so how about Millicent? Millie, for short. Close, but not the same."
That weird click sound occurred as it had when I had locked eyes with Luke during Nana's seventieth.
"Done!" Mum crowed. "I have things to do before I can join your father, so I'll be absent, my girl. But I'm only a shout away, okay? You're strong enough to do this, Molly. So stop feeling sorry for yourself and get it done."
"Yes, mum," I sighed. "Do you really have to go?"
"I've never really been gone, Molly, just not quite so obvious. If you need me, call, and I'll come."
And I was alone in my head again. Somehow, I felt better, though.
Luke's and my divorce was as angry and bitter as dad said it would be. Luke wanted to start another family with his new partner and didn't want me or our children to get much of his money. It wouldn't be that much, anyway, as our eldest two were adults.
In the end, I gave up the fight. As dad said, it was only money. Some more of it would have been handy so that Paul junior could have some nice things, but we made do.
Time passed, as it does, and before I knew it, it was almost mid-August and close to Paul Junior's eighteenth. Paul, like his grandfather, didn't want a big fuss for his birthday.
"I don't want PT or Eddie to have to fly back just because I'm getting a day older, mum. And that's all I'm doing! Sure, I add another year to what age I say I am, but I'm still only one day older than I was the day before."
"We have to do something to celebrate your 'coming of age', baby boy," I told him.
"You know what I'd like, mum?"
I shook my head.
"You haven't dolled yourself up since the divorce came through. You haven't been to the hairdressers to touch up the grey since then, either. What I want is for you to make yourself beautiful, like you used to do for dad, then let me take you out on a date.
We'll have dinner somewhere nice, have a quiet drink somewhere else, then maybe we could go dancing."
I felt so choked up! OMG! How could my son see through me like this? I had felt old and tired, and... well... not fat... but, frumpy, I guess. Unattractive and not at all sexy. I hadn't even felt the need to masturbate for months. Something I used to do three or four times a week when I was married, and Luke was away.
"Money is a little tight, honey. I've needed it for essentials like food, power, gas, and water. Nobody wants to date a divorcee with three almost adult sons, no job, no money, and still living in her grandparent's house."
"If I were old enough, I'd date you in a minute, mum. You're still as beautiful as the first day I can remember back to."
I hugged my youngest son tightly to me, "How do you know how to say all the right things, Paul? Okay, I'll find the money somewhere. Maybe we can borrow it from Grandma."
"No, mum," my youngest replied. "I have my after-school job at the supermarket, remember? I've been saving my pay. I want to take you on a date. I have plenty, so we can book somewhere nice and have a good night."
"Okay, Paul. It's a date. What night would you like to go out?"
"My birthday falls on Wednesday, mum. But it's getting close to finals, and I'd rather not have to come home early. Can we make it the Saturday after? That way, we can stay out till dawn if we want."
It didn't turn out like that, though. Nana had gotten too frail to get out of the house much, so I'd sat her in front of the midday show and taken her old clapped-out Corolla to do some shopping. When I came home, I found her still sitting where I'd left her, but she was dead.
A massive stroke, the autopsy doctor told us. She wouldn't have felt a thing. Just alive one second, dead the next.
Everyone came home for the funeral. My boys flew in, and we were able to be together. It was lovely having everyone there, even though the reason was so sombre. I looked over my uncles and their wives. None of them were young men or women anymore. Hell, I was 40 myself soon. Mum would have been 64 and dad 65 if they had been still with me.
There wasn't even a discussion amongst my uncles.
"The house is yours and your kids for as long as you need it, MJ," Fred told me.
Jamie, who had returned to being called James after his divorce from his second wife, and Matt both nodded.
"If anything needs fixing, Molls," Matt said. "Just call me, and I'll come and do it."
Matt had never married. On his fortieth birthday, he finally came out and admitted that he was gay, as we had all suspected. Matt had been so much happier since then. He was currently splitting his time between Australia and Thailand, where he lived with his Transgirlfriend.
Two weeks after Nana's funeral, Paul junior and I finally had our 'date'. He was so sweet. Because he didn't have a full driver's licence yet, he couldn't drive the car at night, so he booked an Uber.
Like a true gentleman, he held the door open and held my hand as I lowered myself into the seat. He even pretended not to peer up my short skirt as I spread my legs to put one foot and then the other in.
Nana had left me a little money in her will. The share that should have gone to my mother came to me. My brothers had insisted I get it all.
"We don't need it, MJ, you do. Take it with our blessing," PJ told me.
I had used some of this money to have my hair done. Choosing to return it to its natural dark brown, I got the hair stylist to add some dark red highlights.
After seeing the result, I thought, 'fuck it', and got my nails and toes done. I even treated myself to a facial and neck massage.
On my way back to the car, I spotted a beautiful red miniskirt with a lovely white see-through top. Thinking, 'Why not?' I purchased that for my 'date' as well. Of course, that meant I needed suitable lingerie to go underneath my new outfit. You couldn't wear a see-through blouse over ratty underwear, now could you?
Walking out of there, I spotted the most divine pair of black strappy high-heel shoes in the op-shop's window across the road.
Only 20 bucks, a bargain.
Paul whistled when I came out of my room after getting dressed for our 'date'. "Wheeeww, Mum, what a hottie! I'm going to have the prettiest girl on my arm everywhere we go tonight!"
I blushed as deeply as I had the night dad had caught me with Luke.
I guess it's no wonder, dressed as I was, that Paul wanted to peek up my skirt as I sat down.
I felt oh so sexy. I was wet and aroused for the first time in over a year. I knew I would seduce my son that night, and I already knew it wouldn't take much.
If the Maître D' or the waiters noticed there was over a 20-year age gap between us, they didn't show it. Paul acted so mature and suave. With his tousled honey-blonde hair and calm, serious expression, if I squeezed my eyes partly closed, I could almost believe I was sitting opposite daddy.
My pussy grew even wetter. I was so aroused that I was finding it difficult to sit still. I kept needing to move to ease the pressure. I had a tiny peach-coloured thong on, and every time I moved, it rubbed deliciously over my clitoris.
In the end, I had to excuse myself and go to the loos. Sitting in one of the cubicles, I lifted my knees, spread my thighs, placed a thumb on my clit, and shoved two fingers inside my soaking pussy.
That was all it took. Biting my other hand to stifle my moans, I came over my fingers. I gushed a lot of fluids. I was able to wipe up most of it using toilet paper, but my thong was sopping wet. It would probably leave a wet stain on my skirt if I wore it, so I took it off and stuffed it in my handbag.
I hadn't gone commando since my twenties. Luke and I attended an after-election party and he had dared me to go knickerless. As I knew how much it turned him on, I had.
Luke and I had a sneak fuck in a closet at that party. It was awesome!
Remembering that night didn't help ease my arousal, however. I was sure I would leave a wet spot on my seat when we finished dinner.
Once I had retaken my seat, Paul called a waiter over and, oh so smoothly, ordered dinner for both of us. He somehow knew all my favourites. Six raw oysters for an entrée, petite ribeye steak, done rare with baked potato and a fresh garden salad. He ordered a perfect red wine to match, a Mr Brown's Posy Margaret River Cabernet Sauvignon.
I had the best night. Paul is almost as good a conversationalist as dad was. I was certain that his oratorical skills would match his grandfather's by the time Paul was in his mid-twenties. We spoke about all kinds of things. The state of the economy and how the new government, with his father as treasurer, had made some changes to the GST and altered some of the tax brackets and how this had generated a lot of extra revenue for the government without it costing the average worker very much at all.
We spoke about sport and whether I thought any of Australia's current crop of gymnasts had any chance at the upcoming world champs (I didn't think they did).
We talked about whether the changes to electricity production Australia had made would be cost-efficient and if I thought it would make any difference to the climate (I didn't think it would, but I felt the change had to be made).
After dinner, Paul proudly walked me the 220 yds. (200 m) down to the latest hot-spot whisky bar. He smiled at every catcall and appreciative wolf whistle I received.
Leaning in towards me, Paul whispered, "See? I told you I would have the hottest date out tonight!"
Paul is much taller than me. I'd guess he's around the same as dad about the 6 ft. 4 in. mark (193 cm). I would have loved to put my head on his shoulder and kiss his cheek to show how much that comment meant to me, but I couldn't.
Instead, I took his hand in mine, squeezed his leanly muscled bicep, and smiled delightedly up at him.
I'm not a big drinker, so after a glass of wine and now a scotch rocks, I was a little tiddly. When I drink, I don't get loud or giggly; as many women do, I just want to go to sleep. I tried to keep up with Paul's conversation, but I kept almost nodding off.
I was worried my son would get angry with me because I knew he wanted to go dancing after visiting here. Luke would have. My beautiful son was too much of a gentleman to do that.
He just hugged me close, smiled, and said, "This has been fun, mum. Let's go home and get some sleep now. I promise to take you dancing another night."
I tried to protest that I was fine and was looking forwards to dancing with him, but Paul laughed and said, "Hard to dance when you're asleep, mum. Come on, we'll get an Uber and head home."
Paul had to carry me inside when the Uber reached our place.
My son carried me oh so gently up to my room and lay me softly on the bed. Although I was dozing, I was aware of my surroundings and what was happening.
As Paul laid me on the bed, my legs fell apart, and my bare pussy was exposed to him. I still kept the area around my labia, down across my perineum and my rosebud clean shaved, and still had the 'landing strip' I had grown to match mum's when I was seducing my father.
When my pussy came into view, Paul released a subconscious, deep-throated moan. With his hand on his trousers-covered dick, Paul carefully bent over so he could lean in between my thighs and smell my arousal.
His breath was so moist and warm and delicious over my clitoris, plus my inhibitions had been well and truly lowered by the alcohol I had consumed that I didn't hesitate. I reached out my right hand and placed it on the back of my son's head.
Exerting just a little pressure, I guided Paul's mouth down onto my pussy lips.
Initially, he was a little hesitant, but as his tongue began eliciting moans from me, he became more eager. Placing my left hand on the other side of my son's leonine head, I directed his mouth a little higher onto my clitoris.
"Yes, baby boy, right there," I groaned as his strong tongue found my pleasure nub.
Paul was another quick learner, or maybe, somehow, a little of dad was still with him because my son soon had me arching my back as my orgasm shattered through me like a freight train through a narrow tunnel.
I was almost as loud as that freight train, as well, as I came on my son's probing tongue.
"Fuck, this is hot," Paul muttered as he lapped eagerly at my juices.
Once I had sagged back onto the mattress, Paul stood up and stripped off. His rigidly hard dick sprang from his underwear band and slapped against his stomach. I had to blink twice. Paul had to be close to 9-inches long and was thick to go with it.
I was a little scared of taking something that big inside me, but my quim pulsed at the thought of that monster splitting me apart and sliding deeply into me.
Gathering my wits, I said, "You're way bigger than your father, my Pauly boy. If you want mummy to take that, you'll have to let me do the work, okay?"
Paul nodded eagerly.
"Lie on your back, honey. Hold your dick so that it points straight up. You must hold still until mummy says you can move, okay?"
"Yes, mum."
Paul came for the first time as soon as my labia touched the head of his cock.
"Oh, no!" he groaned.
"Don't worry, my boy. You will hardly even go soft, and as you feel me sliding down your love pole, you'll be ready to go again in a heartbeat."
My son came a second time as my perineum came to rest on his balls. I had done it, taken all 9-inches of my son's rampantly hard penis inside my love hole.
Squeezing my pussy's sphincter on and off Paul's dick soon made him harder than granite again.
Placing my hands in the middle of Paul's leanly muscled chest, I began to ride my son's cock. I'd lift my hips until everything but the tip of the head of his cock was out of me and then slam myself back down onto it.
Paul was trying to stop himself from cumming, but I knew, at his age, he could cum over and over again without once going soft. He might get a little bendy for a few brief moments immediately after orgasming, but he would be rock-hard again quickly.
"Cum inside your mother," I demanded.
"FFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKK!" Paul shouted as his dick exploded inside me.
"Yes, baby boy!" I screamed with him as I squirted on his cock.
The sun was creeping in through the blinds before Paul and I were satiated and needed to sleep.
When I awoke, my son was asleep, but his cock was stiff and waving in the air as it throbbed. I knew from my marriage that it was probably a 'piss fat', but so what? A little bit of urine was a small price to pay for a delicious load of cum down your throat.
I took him into my mouth. I had been able to swallow all of my daddy's thick 7-inches and had easily taken all of Luke's thicker but shorter cock down to the abdomen. Could I swallow all of this monster?
The answer was yes.
"OMFG, Mum. That is just soooooo good!" Paul groaned as his hands found my head.
Holding me tightly, my son started thrusting his thickly erect big dick in and out of my greedily sucking mouth. Even after all the cum events he'd had earlier, Paul didn't last long. With my head pushed down and my nose almost sealed against his abdomen, my son started shooting load after load down my throat.
He still had so much semen in his sack that I couldn't swallow fast enough, and it leaked out around his shaft through my lips. Once Paul let go of my head, I quickly licked and gobbled the remaining spoof up.
Paul lifted me up and kissed me, "Do you need to go again, mum?" He asked sweetly. "I think I have at least another one in me."
"Yes, please, baby boy. Kiss your mother like she was your favourite girl in all the world, then make love to my breasts before going down on me."
"You are my favourite girl, mum. You always have been."
Paul slid lower and cupped my breasts in his big hands. His fingers unerringly found my big nipples, and he pinched and twisted them gently. He followed that with his mouth. As he gently tweaked one nipple, my son flicked his tongue over and around the other.
He seemed to instinctively know when the sensations he was eliciting were becoming too much because he would switch across to my other nipple just short of pain.
I couldn't take anymore. With a deeply sensuous moan, I pushed my son off me and onto his back, straddled his thighs and lowered my pussy onto his beautifully thick cock.
Taking both of his hands in mine, I guided them onto my tiny, big nippled breasts.
"Pinch them, my baby boy. Cause mummy a little pain, and mummy will shoot her liquids all over your big cock," I demanded.
I was humping up and down Paul's colossal shaft as quickly as possible. I was so very close but wasn't quite there until Paul pulled and twisted my nipples harder than he had been.
"FFFFFFUUUUUUCCCCCKKKKKK YES, honey!" I yelled. "Smack mummy's bum!"
Paul brought palms sharply down onto the top of my ass' cheeks, and I erupted into one last series of orgasmic explosions.
After drenching my son's pubic area with my pussy juices, I collapsed onto the bed and fell asleep.
When I awoke, mum was back inside my mind.
Once she was sure I was awake and aware of her, she spoke, "Well done, my beautiful girl. All three of your sons are sealed to us now. We will meet them again over and over as the millennia pass. Sometimes as sons, sometimes as lovers, sometimes as fathers, but they will always be with us now.
You have one more task, Molly. You need to seduce Luke and have him cum inside you. I guarantee that once will be enough and that he will father your fourth child. The girl we've already named."
"How am I going to do that, mum? Luke won't even take a phone call from his three sons or me."
Echoing what she said to me about me and dad, mum replied, "I have faith in your seduction skills, Molly. It needs to be soon, however. Time is once again running out, and I don't know when the next chance for us three, I mean four, to be one will be."
I wondered about that slip. Mother doesn't make them, especially not twice.
I thought about how I could go about seducing my ex-husband. I realised that if he had cheated on me, there was a good chance he would cheat on Sarah, his new wife, his ex-secretary whom I had met briefly.
The papers told me that Luke and Sarah lived in the house Luke built when we were married. The one he had kicked me out of.
I bought a ticket to Canberra for a period in which I knew the lower house was sitting.
Spending some more of Nana's money, I had my naturally brown hair dyed platinum blonde. To add to my disguise, I bought a pair of 'falsies' to pretend my bust was much bigger than the 32B cup I still was.
Going into one of the big department stores, I used the expertise of one of the consultants to change how I did my makeup completely. By the time she had finished, my skin tone looked almost Mediterranean instead of the lightly tanned white I usually am.
Dressing in an outfit way more provocative than I would usually wear, I entered one of the bars the Canberra Times had said was a pollie hangout. As luck would have it, Luke was there. He was in the back, surrounded by a group of sycophants.
I saw him but couldn't take another step forward. Ducking into the women's loos, I entered a cubicle and yelled for mum.



In my mind, she was soon there, "What is it, baby girl?"
"Why must it be Luke? Why does it matter who the father of my next child is?"
"Honey, you weren't supposed to live this long," mum answered honestly. "You were supposed to die having your fourth child, just as I did. Luke would have grieved for a time, then fallen in love with his secretary. Together, they would have raised your sons and daughter, plus had another three together.
Your dad dying out of his time meant I had to alter things. Stopping your ability to have children was one of them. But, my love, we're almost back where we should be. Luke will make you pregnant, and you will have the daughter you were always meant to have."
I worked this through in my mind.
"I'm still going to die during childbirth, aren't I, mum?"
"All things that are meant to happen will happen, Molly," mum said mysteriously. "Please trust me, as you always have, and know that it will all work out for the best."
Sighing, I made my way back out into the bar. Swinging my hips seductively, I sashayed past Luke. Once I was sure his eyes were on my ass, I 'accidentally' dropped my purse. Keeping my legs straight, and thanking the Gods I had kept practicing my gymnastics regime, I bent over with my ass pointed towards him and picked it up.
A quick glance in Luke's direction confirmed that I had garnered his attention.
I repeated this routine three more times before Luke finally left his group and followed me to the bar where I had taken a seat.
"That's some flexibility you have there, Miss...?" He said.
"Evelyn Waters," I lied, putting on a breathy, sexually excited voice. "You're the Treasurer, aren't you? Luke Docherty?"
"Tonight, Miss Waters, I can be whoever you want me to be," my ex-husband said.
'What a fucking sleazebag,' I thought. But I knew the type of woman I was pretending to be would find this line a 'come on'.
"Then I want you between my thighs and in my pussy," I roguishly said.
Luke smiled, "That can be arranged. I have a room here in this hotel if you'd like to come upstairs?"
I'm not going to bore you with the gory details of how Luke, like the pig he has become, took me roughly with no regard at all for my needs. All that needs to be said is that he came in me.
Six weeks later, I threw my breakfast up as soon as I had eaten it. I'd bought some pregnancy test kits in anticipation. Two blue lines, I was finally pregnant again.
My sons were a combination of delighted that they were going to have another sibling and perplexed as to how it had happened and who the father was.
Paul summed their feelings up.
"Mum, I didn't even know you were seeing someone to have sex with, let alone getting pregnant to that person."
Paul hadn't tried to have sex with me since that one night. He'd met a girl named Samantha only a few days after we'd made love, and suddenly I was out of the picture. I wasn't surprised or even disappointed because that had been the pattern with PT and Eddie as well.
Paul is such a sweetie, and I loved him best. Even though you're not supposed to have favourites amongst your children, every parent does. Here's how you know. If your mum hasn't told you you're her favourite, you're not.
I decided to let Paul in on the secret.
"You know that week I disappeared for a couple of days?"
Paul nodded.
"I flew down to Canberra and seduced your father. We made love, and my pregnancy is the result."
Paul was stunned. He shook his head twice. "You went and saw dad. He was happy to see you, then fucked you?"
"Not really."
I explained what I'd done.
Paul thought it was hilarious.
"If you don't sue him for child support and take this to the papers, I'm going to be bitterly disappointed in you, mum."
I shook my head, "I have no wish to destroy your father's marriage, honey. This has to stay between the two of us."
Paul looked at me for a long time before saying, "As you wish, mum. May I have your permission to tell my sister her origins after you've passed?"
Shocked. I replied, "How do you know I'm having a girl?"
"How do you know you're having a girl, mum?"
That son of mine is too clever by half!
"I don't," I tried to equivocate. "You seemed sure, though."
Paul junior smiled, "This is a little weird, mum, but sometimes it's like Nana, your mum, talks to me. I know that can't be true, but..." He shrugged, "That's how it seems. If something happens to you, mum, Nana has explained that I, and Samantha, will need to raise my sister."
Paul faltered to a stop.
"Tell me nothing will happen to you, mum, please! I think Samantha might be my one, but you will always be my favourite girl."
I lied to him, of course.
With a smile, I said, "I plan on living longer than your great-grandmother did."
Paul returned my smile, "Fuck, you'll be old by then!"
I think we both knew I was lying.
My pregnancy proceeded without any real problems or complaints. Around the three-month mark, the morning sickness disappeared.
My gynaecologist was happy with my progress, "Keep up the light exercise, Ms Molly. It's good for you and the child. Your body will tell you when to stop. Even then, make sure you walk at least 15 minutes every day."
Like, duh! As if I hadn't already done this three times!
Things changed after the fifth month. I woke up with terrible stomach cramps and needed to take a dump very badly. I barely made it to the toilet before jettisoning everything inside my bowel.
When I wiped myself clean, there was blood. I was terrified it was from my pussy and that I had gone into early labour. Thankfully, it wasn't, but the scans showed I was riddled with bowel cancer.
The specialist wanted to carry out an emergency Caesar section, "The baby is viable now, Ms Docherty. If we do a caesarean, there's a 90% chance the baby will survive, and we might have time to save you."
That was never going to happen. 90% isn't 100%, and there was no way I'd risk her for only a chance I might live.
Two of my three uncles were still alive. PJ had passed earlier in the year from a heart attack. I called them to Nana and Pop's place and called my other two boys home.
After I explained my situation, they all tried to talk me into having the C-section.
"I will not!" I told them. "I will have my child, she will be healthy, and I will join mum and dad. You all will be happy because I'm with my mother and father again."
I was equally as impossible to refuse as my mother had been.
With a few more vague mumblings, they all agreed that they would support me and help to raise my child.
Samantha spoke up. I hadn't realised Paul had brought her to the meeting.
"It will be okay, mum," she said forcefully. "Paul and I are only young, but we will raise your child. A car accident when I was a baby left me unable to have children. It would be an honour and a privilege to be your daughter's second mother."
"My other boys will help, and so will their uncles," I reminded her
Paul and Samantha got married as soon as they could arrange it. It was such a beautiful wedding. We got permission to re-open the First Presbyterian church for the occasion. It all seemed so fitting.
My health crashed shortly after Paul and Samantha returned from a brief honeymoon with Matt and his wife in Thailand.
The pain was getting on top of me because I couldn't take much in the way of painkillers as they would affect my unborn daughter. By halfway through my ninth month, I was all skin and bones.
With the wonders of modern medicine, the specialist doctors were feeding my baby through a hose inserted through my stomach and into the umbilical cord.
Mum was a constant presence in my mind again. I talked out loud with her a lot. My kids were worried, but the nurse explained that a lot of people had this experience as their time neared.
I had to smile.
I went into labour only a few days before I was due. As the first contraction hit, my waters broke, and I passed out.
When I regained consciousness, my gynea was in a heated discussion with Paul Junior, Samantha, PT and Eddie.
"If I don't open your mother up and get the child, we'll lose them both!" My doctor yelled.
Samantha was the family's spokesperson, it seemed.
"No! Molly will recover and have this baby. Just wait!" She said vehemently.
The gynea threw his hands up in disgust, "They're both going to die!"
I spoke up, "Not yet, I ain't! Get over here, doc. It's time to have this baby."
Things went quickly from there.
As I tried to push my daughter from my body, a great peace came over me and I became aware my mother was with me. There was a quick, fast heartbeat, and it seemed like it was getting light.
"What's happening, mum?" I asked.
I could feel my mother's radiant smile. Heck, I could almost see my mother's smile.
"You're dying, my love. You're dying, and we're being reborn."
"I don't understand, mum. We're twins being born together?"
"No, Molly. You and I are one. Your daughter and we are one. Your dying paves the path for we three to become one again. This time I think we will always be one."
The nurse put my baby daughter on my breast. It was the weirdest sensation. I was looking at her. She was her, she was me, and she was mum.
I felt myself leaving the cancer-ravaged body I had been stuck in and felt myself merging with my mother and daughter.
"Wait!" Samantha yelled. "What do you want us to call your daughter?"
I smiled, "Millicent Valerie Docherty."
I died to the approving nods of my family.
I died, and yet I lived. Inside my daughter's mind, we: Mum, Millie and I, were still a little separate. The nurse cleaned us up and placed us in the baby's room crib.
There was a handsome man with his around two-year-old son visiting his wife, who had just given birth to their second child. The tousled, sandy-haired son came over to look in my crib.
When his eyes met ours, there was another of those audible clicks.
"Dad?" I asked wonderingly.
Mum's voice came from a million miles away, it seemed. She had already integrated into Millie almost wholly.
"Your father and our soulmate, baby girl. The four who shall be one."
Happy, I stopped resisting being integrated, and we became whom we were always supposed to be, Millicent Valerie Docherty. I could already feel my memories of ever being someone else melting away as I settled deeply into sleep.

The End.
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The Twins.

'Twas the summer of '69'. Actually, it wasn't. In the southern-hemisphere summer of '68/'69, I was all of five years old. I turned six in the middle of winter.
It was summer when I met the twins Sarah Jessica and Mary Louise Parker, the summer of 2007/2008, and I was forty-four. Sarah Jessica (SJ) and Mary Lou were dating my twin sons.
The Parker twins are non-identical. You'd doubt they're even related if you didn't know they're twins. SJ is a horse-faced girl, quite pretty but not beautiful. Her natural hair colour is black, but she always dyes it honey blonde. Her eyes are hazel, spaced quite close together, and her nose is too large.
Striking was the word that always came to my mind when I saw her. Striking, just not beautiful.
SJ has a great body, however. Big breasts, a tiny waist and a round, firm butt. According to her 'cheerleader stats', she is 36-25-35. Maybe what made her breasts seem so big is that she is only 5-ft. 2-in. (154 cm) tall and weighs barely 112 lbs. (51 Kg). Perhaps because her breasts sit high and firm like gorgeously ripe apples on her thin frame is also to blame.
Okay, I admit it. I've had some very inappropriate fantasies about my son's girlfriend. I dreamed that under her snotty, stuck-up exterior lurked a dirty girl that loved rough sex. A little cock-hungry slut that adored older men.
Mary Louise (Mary Lou), in comparison, is an absolute stunner. Mary Lou is way taller than her older by one hour twin. Mary Lou stands close to the 5-ft. 8-in. (173 cm) mark. She keeps her figure trim and toned with a regular exercise regime of Pilates, Yoga, and Tae-bo.
Mary Lou spurned cheerleading as 'beneath her dignity', so I could not look up her stats. But, compared with similar girls I did have stats for, I guessed she is probably 35-25-35. So quite close to her sister. Maybe their height difference and the extra 10 Kg Mary Lou had over her sister made her breasts seem like crab apples to SJ's red delicious ones.
Yup, you caught me again. I have even worse fantasies about Mary Lou than I have about SJ. In those fantasies, the twins are incestuous, and SJ loved Mary Lou pegging her ass as SJ rode me.
Mary Lou stands out in any crowd with her dark brown eyes, full lips, and impish smile. Together, Mary Lou and SJ turn heads wherever they go.
I'd been single for almost two years when my sons brought the twins into my life. I'd divorced after coming home unexpectedly to find my wife in bed with two of the three guys I play golf with. The third guy had, apparently, just left.
I wouldn't have minded so much if I'd been allowed to know and join in.
The wife packed her bags and left. The divorce came through the mail around six months later.
I still play golf with those three guys every Saturday.
You won't find my name on any rich list anywhere, but I'm doing okay. Even after the divorce, I have enough money to do whatever I wish. I don't have any qualifications or training in the stock market. But, if you're smart, keep an ear to the ground, listen to the right people, and ask the right questions, money can always be made in both a bear and a bull market.
Oh. We don't have a 'bear market' in Australia. Selling shares you don't currently own is illegal here. But it's 2012. The global economy is ripe for the picking if you know how to access it.
I own a lovely bayside house with unimpeded views out to Stradbroke Island and drive a gull-winged Mercedes-AMG Black. Strangely, mine is bright red, not black.
My passion is high-speed boats. I have a Mercedes-AMG powered 1,000 horsepower monster I take out every chance I get. You can water-ski behind it, but you'd better get someone other than me to steer. I tend to forget you're there and open the taps up.
My boat goes almost 160 mph (200 kph). I'm sure it can go faster, but it's limited to there, and I haven't figured out how to turn the limiter off.
160 miles per hour in a boat is not the same as on the road! That fast on land is exhilarating. But, on the water, it is, quite frankly, terrifying. A real buzz, but fuck scary!
I've got to wait until I'm out past Straddie (Stradbroke Island) before I'm legally allowed to open Shelly (my boat's name) up. I could do it in the bay because no police boat would catch me, but my boat stands out. So it's hard to deny it was you when yours is the only boat of its kind in the harbour.
The Parker twins only dated my boys, Gary and Aaron, for around twelve months. Gary had taken a job in a brokerage firm in New York, and SJ wasn't prepared to move.
Mary Lou broke up with Aaron at the same time. I didn't know why.
Aaron has chosen to live with his mother. So that means I have this massive house with just me in it. It seems a bit silly, really.
When SJ and Gareth broke up, I assumed I wouldn't see either of the twins again. But, once Gary had departed for New York, Mary Lou started to drop by. May-Lou is an adrenalin junkie and loves skimming across the wave tops at full throttle in my boat. SJ sometimes accompanies her.
Mary Lou began calling me Daddy John. I think it was a joke, but I wasn't sure what the punchline was.
I look after myself. Physical appearance matters when you're conducting multi-million dollar transactions. I have a well-equipped home gym in the rec room and have a personal trainer come in twice a week to run me through my paces.
Standing 6-ft 4-in. (193 cm) tall, I weigh just a little over 187 lbs. (85 kg). My body fat percentage is an athlete's less than 4%. I'd had some success as a track athlete during high school, and I liked to keep myself close to that fit.
I can bench-press nearly twice my body weight and deadlift half more again than what I weigh.
I don't smoke, only drink socially, and avoid sugary drinks and refined sugars. I have a chef come in once a week to plan and prepare all my daily meals.
I don't believe I'm handsome, but women have often told me I am. Guys say I look like a smacked ass, however.
With the age gap between us, I never thought that Mary Lou wanted anything from me other than the chance to ride in and occasionally steer my boat.
Other than in my fantasies, I mean.
Guys, believe it or not, picking up tarts is exceptionally easy. Stand tall, smile a lot, have a quick joke or facetious line ready, and act confident. Stay sober! I cannot emphasise this enough. No self-respecting woman wants to be breathed beerilly (breath reeking of beer) over and have her breasts groped as you slur, "Wanna dansh, shweethart?"
Most women I've met like the smell of scotch and hate the smell of rum, so figure it out, okay?
I'm reasonably good-looking, well-spoken, and have money. I can dance well and hold a conversation about just about anything. Plus, I can feign interest in the things women find important: The Royal Family, the Kardashians, etc. So I don't suffer from any lack of female company.
The problem is finding one that isn't a social climber or only interested in my money.
Seriously, more often than not, I found it easier and more enjoyable to call a high-priced escort and then treat her to a night out and dinner than trying to pick someone up. The escort is usually a better conversationalist, more beautiful and better made and dressed up than any girl you're going to meet out. The added bonus is that with the escort, you're guaranteed to get sex.
As a lot of the business I do is with firms in Europe, the UK, or the USA, I'm typically up for most of the night because that's daytime where they are. It's all good as I usually only need between three and four hours of sleep a night.
Mary Lou is a radiographer with Queensland Health. Because there is a skills shortage in this area, Mary Lou was kept busy but could rack up her 40 allowed work hours per week in three to four days, so I'd often get a phone call after midday Thursday to see if I was taking the boat out.
We'd been out on the water so often that I jokingly said, "We've been seen together so many times your father will think we're dating."
Mary Lou gave me a quizzical smile, "If you're uncomfortable being seen with me, Daddy John, I can stop coming over. Besides, SJ and I only date twin brothers. You don't have a twin hiding somewhere, do you?"
Deadpan, I answered, "Well, actually, I do. It's just that my brother and I are so awesome that we dare not be in the same room at the same time in case something explodes or we cause an earthquake."
Mary Lou laughed and patted my arm fondly, "You'll have to introduce him to me one day soon, Daddy John. I'd like to meet this 'awesome' twin."
Maintaining the charade, I replied, "I guess I could arrange it, but Murray and I have to be very careful in case we accidentally meet. Many women have been known to faint at the sheer brilliance of our awesomeness."
"Wait," Mary Lou said. "You're John Murray, and your twin is Murray Murray?"
"No. He had his name changed by deed poll to Murray John."
"Twins, John Murray and Murray John? Wow! That's like the opposite. Are you the opposite in every other way, too? Is your brother short, fat, bald and poor?"
"Don't be silly, Mary Lou," I joked. "How can identical twins be the opposite of the other?"
Mary Lou was laughing out loud and holding her sides, "I've got to meet this twin, Daddy John, but how will I tell you apart?"
"Oh, that's easy, Mary Lou. Murray John has a moustache."
Chuckling, Mary Lou responded, "Okay, I've got all Monday off. Monday is a free day for you, isn't it, because it's Sunday where most of your markets are? I'll bring a bottle of wine, and you can get your chef to make us lunch, and I'll meet your twin."
I pretended to be crestfallen, "Murray John doesn't drink wine, Mary Lou. He only drinks single malt scotch."
Laughing again, Mary Lou replied, "I'll bring a bottle of Glen Fiddich as well, just for him."
"Will SJ be coming?" I asked. "If you're getting to meet my twin, it's only fair my twin gets to meet yours."
"I can bring her, for sure. We aren't that awesome that we can't be seen together."
We spent the rest of that day blasting around Moreton bay. It was too rough to go out beyond the islands. It was probably a little too rough in the bay to be doing the speeds we were, but I'm confident in my boat and sure of my skills.
Besides, some of the bumps would knock Mary Lou off balance, and she would squeal delightedly as she flung her arms around me to stop from falling over. Her breasts, covered only by a thin T-shirt, felt very nice pressed against my arm, side or back.
I let Mary Lou complete the loop around Mud Island and back to my jetty. I controlled the throttle, though. It was getting quite rough, and I didn't want my adrenalin junkie friend deciding to see if she could launch the boat into the sky.
Mary Lou was either cold, unlikely given it was a warm early summer's day, or aroused as her nipples were rock-like pebbles against the inside of her T-shirt when we pulled up at my jetty.
Squeezing my bicep and kissing my cheek, Mary Lou said, "That was so much fun, Daddy John. Does your brother drive the boat equally as well?"
Continuing the earlier theme, I answered, "I don't know, Mary Lou. Us both being on the same boat at the same time would probably cause a tidal wave or monsoonal trough to develop."
"Maybe I could go out with him one day and find out, then."
Pretending to be confused, I asked, "You want to go on a date with Murray John? We're twice your age, almost."
Chuckling, Mary Lou slapped my arm, "On the boat, silly! Besides, we've never gone out for dinner because you've never asked me!"
"If I'd thought for even one moment you'd want to, Mary Lou, I would have ages ago. But, we're talking about as friends, right?"
"What else could we be, Daddy John?" She replied. "There is that twenty-two-year age gap."
But did I see a glint in her eye, or just wish there was?
"I'll see you Monday, Daddy John," Mary Lou said as she jumped in her car to leave.
I spent Saturday and Sunday not sure what to do. Did I go to one of the film makeup stores and buy a fake moustache so I could maintain the charade? Or did I leave a lame joke where it lay and enjoy lunch with Mary Lou? I was certain Sarah Jessica wouldn't be there.
I spent way too much time fantasising that Mary Lou did want to go out on a date with me.
In the end, I drove into town and bought a false moustache. Spurning the glue that the receptionist suggested, I purchased some double-sided tape. If I was going to carry out the charade of being my twin, I needed to be able to put the fake moustache off and on quickly.
My chef prepared a beautiful looking and smelling Moroccan lamb salad for lunch. For sides, she had grilled three Portobello mushrooms with some bacon, cheese and olive oil.
Mary Lou's car pulled up bang on 12.00 pm. To my surprise, Sarah Jessica climbed out of the passenger seat.
Grinning, I congratulated myself for purchasing the fake moustache, shaving my face as closely as possible then hiding the moustache in the guest bathroom.
Mary Lou held up the bottles she was holding. A Castelli Estate Il Liris Chardonnay 2018 and the promised bottle of Glen Fiddich single malt scotch whiskey.
Walking down from my balcony, I greeted the twins with air kisses at the door and ushered them to my dining room table.
"Where is your twin?" SJ asked.
"He's waiting in the entertainment room," I replied. "As I explained to your sister, my brother's and my combined awesomeness is too much for this world. If we were to share space, I'm not sure reality can survive,"
Mary Lou laughed, but SJ rolled her eyes before sitting at the table.
Mary Lou wandered around the room, looking at the art on the walls. I only have one original, a Jo O'Brien owl that my ex-wife loved but didn't take with her. But there are a number of prints that I love including 'Whistler's Mother'.
"Sarah and I would like to meet your twin, John, please," Mary Lou stated.
Amused, I answered, "Sure, let me go knock on the door, then duck into the bathroom before he comes in.
Going into the bathroom, I opened the drawer and placed the moustache under my nose. I had put a different polo shirt beside the moustache, so I swiftly changed shirts.
Changing nothing else, I walked back into the dining room.
Pointing at SJ because she didn't seem into the joke, I said in my normal voice, "You must be Mary Lou. John described you perfectly. Hello, I'm Murray John."
"I'm Sarah Jessica, you Muppet," SJ responded acerbically.
Pretending to be mortified, I said, "I'm sorry. I thought that was what I said."
Mary Lou didn't say a thing but was grinning widely.
SJ shook her head, "You called me by my sister's name."
"I called you Sarah Jessica? Is that not your name?"
SJ glared at me before dissolving into laughter.
"I don't know why I go along with your ridiculous games, Mary Lou. Lunch had better be as good as you say John's chef is."
Sitting beside her sister, Mary Lou said, "I'm sorry, Murray, but if I can only have lunch with one of you, I'd like to have lunch with John. Is that okay?"
"No worries, Miss Parker," 'Murray' replied. "I wasn't hungry, anyway."
Walking back to the bathroom, I removed the moustache, changed shirts then returned.
"Hard to tell us apart if not for the moustache, huh?"
SJ rolled her eyes again, and Mary Lou laughed.
Laughing and joking, Mary Lou, SJ, and I ate lunch and drank the wine.
"Shame your brother can't come in," Mary Lou said. "The whiskey is going to waste."
"I can take it and an ice-filled glass to him if you want?"
Smiling, Mary Lou said, "Poor boy must be thirsty and hungry. Why don't you prepare a plate for him, as well?"
Instead of pretending to take something to my 'brother', I walked down to the bathroom, changed shirts before placing the moustache in place, and then walked back to the dining room.
Walking over to Sarah Jessica, I said, "Mary Lou, you are so pretty!"
Mary Lou laughed out loud.
SJ rolled her eyes, "Didn't we do this joke already?"
With a wooden face, I said, "John does the jokes. I'm strictly the straight man."
"Then your brother needs better material," SJ said but spoiled her severe façade by dissolving into laughter again.
The three of us had a blast all afternoon. We pushed the chairs back to make room, and I tried to show the girls how to Tango. SJ learned the dance pretty quickly, but Mary Lou had consumed a little too much wine and was a little uncoordinated. However, she eventually made it through all the steps without standing on my toes or falling over.
An afternoon storm was brewing, so we didn't have the chance to take the boat out.
Putting some modern music on, I danced with the twins alternately as the storm banged and clanged around us. Mary Lou kissed me at the end of a slow dance to the Bee Gees, More than a Woman.
I'm not talking about a chaste after the dance thank you kiss. I'm talking about a full lip locked, hands on my cheeks, and pelvis pressed against me, kiss.
Shocked, I didn't move at all except to return her kiss.
Stepping back, Mary Lou cleared her throat twice before saying, "Better go get your brother. SJ would like to be kissed, too."
Almost dazed, I shuffled towards the bathroom to put the moustache on and to change Polos.
Once I was back in the room, SJ stood, moved across to me, and then moulded her young, firm body onto mine before cupping my face and locking her lips with mine. SJ's tongue touched my slightly parted lips, so I opened a little wider at met her tongue with mine.
I wasn't sure where this was going. I knew where I wanted it to go but wasn't sure what was happening here, so I kept my hands on appropriate parts of SJ's body.
SJ stood back, "Your moustache tickles, Murray. Other than that, you're an excellent kisser."
Holding my face still, I replied, "But if I shave it off, how will you be able to tell me from my brother?"
"Oh, I don't know, Mr John," Mary Lou said as she took the couple of steps across to me. "Maybe you could let me draw a 'M' on your forehead and an 'J' on your brother's."
Mary Lou drew an imaginary 'M' with her finger as she spoke, then laughed.
Mary Lou turned to her sister, "Enough for today. You'll have to drive home, sis. I'm way too inebriated."
The twins picked up their belongings and headed for the door.
SJ had her arm around Mary Lou, almost supporting her sister to the car. When SJ opened the door, Mary Lou turned back towards me.
"Watch this, Daddy John," she said, then wrapped her arms around SJ and tongue kissed her.
Sarah Jessica kissed her back equally as fervently.
The twins broke the kiss, and SJ walked around to the driver's door.
Just before she sat in the car, Mary Lou spoke again, "And you still haven't asked me out to dinner, Murray."
"We've only just met, Miss Mary Lou," I replied. "Besides, I would never cut John's grass for him!"
Laughing, the twins drove off.
I went upstairs to 'relieve some pressure'. I didn't need internet access. My fantasies were more than enough.
Friday afternoon, I was woken by the sound of a car in my driveway. I looked at my watch. 1.00 pm. 'Who could it be?' I wondered.
I usually sleep naked, so I had to grab a towel to wrap around me before answering the door. The twins walked in wearing little but a sarong wrapped around their bikini clad bodies.



"Wake up, sleepyhead," Mary Lou almost sang. "We've been calling your cell for the last hour. It's a beautiful day out there. You should let your brother take us out on the water."
I couldn't remember what I'd done with the fake moustache. I hoped I'd left it in the downstairs bathroom, but I wasn't sure.
"I'd rather take you both myself," I replied.
"We've seen your skills with the boat, John. We want to see if your brother is equally as good."
Throwing my hands up, I went back to the bedroom to change. I put on a pair of boardies (board shorts), not bothering with underwear as these boardies had some built in, and a blue singlet, and then found my flip-flops. I looked in the bathroom on my way back to the lounge. The moustache was still there, so I applied more double-sided tape and put it on.
As soon as I entered the room, Sarah Jessica put her hand up. I stopped. She pulled her sister up to stand next to her, then dropped her sarong. Mary Lou followed suit. They wore matching pairs of tiny black bikinis.
The tops weren't even tiny handkerchiefs over their breasts. The material was barely wide enough to cover their nipples. The bikini bottoms were even more revealing, with the waist being a thin piece of string and most of the piece between their legs the same. This piece only widened enough to cover SJ's and Mary Lou's vulva.
It was apparent that both girls were waxed clean of hair from the neck down.
"If you get to look at this, we should get to look at something similar. Go and put some DTs (Dick Togs or Speedos) on," SJ instructed.
"I don't own a pair," I pointed out.
I've got a great body, but DTs always seem gauche to me.
SJ pulled a small bag from the bigger bag she had brought inside.
"Lucky we shopped for you before we came over, then, eh?"
Laughing, I brought out what was in the bag. Other than a pouch for my ball sack and thick 7-inch cock, the swimsuit the girls had bought me was as revealing as their outfits. It was basically a G-string with a pouch for the 'boys'.
I turned to go to the bathroom to put it on.
"Where are you going?" Mary Lou asked.
"To change."
"Don't we get a show?"
I turned slowly to look at the girls. Raising an eyebrow, I asked, "Would you like me to dance for you, too?"
"What's a show without some dancing?" SJ shot back.
Finding the joke CD single I'd bought for my ex-wife Catherine I put on Right Said Fred's I'm too Sexy and began to strut around the room.
My ex-wife didn't see the joke. She thought I was accusing her of 'having tickets' on herself. I was, but that wasn't the joke. The joke was that she knew it and yet still acted like that.
Swinging my hips outrageously and bending over to show off my toned ass to the girls every couple of seconds, I danced around the room. The single I bought was the extended mix, so the song lasted close to seven minutes.
I timed my dance so as the song's last stanza was playing I was pirouetting swiftly on the spot directly in front of where the twins were sitting. Then, when Fred started on the last sentence of, 'I'm too sexy for this song,' I bent at the waist to put my upper body between my boardies and the girls, then grabbed the bottom of my shorts.
As '... song' rang out, I ripped my boardies down then stood up with my legs well spread, my hands on my hips and my thick, partially erect donger bouncing to a stop mere inches from their faces.
As my dick stopped, the twins both touched their slightly parted lips with their tongues.
Picking up the tiny swimsuit, I stepped into it, then tucked my balls and shaft into the pouch before nonchalantly throwing my singlet over my right shoulder.
With a flourish towards the door that leads down to my jetty, I said, "Shall we?"
The girls had to swallow twice before they could comply.
That day was a typical early summer's day in South-East Queensland. A balmy 27°C (81F) with not a breath of wind and clear blue skies. The bay was a mill pond. Being so flat, my boat skimmed across the top with barely a shudder.
Keeping to the speed limit, I headed directly out to deep water past North Straddie Island. Once we were out of human eyesight from the land, the twins took their bikini tops off. Neither showed any tan lines, so they must sunbathe topless often. Unfortunately, they were sitting on either side of the boat's prow with their backs to me, so I didn't get to see any boob yet. The occasional boat heading back in got cheery waves if they tooted on their way past.
As we rounded North Straddie, I went to open the throttle up and take off. But before I did, SJ walked back to me.
"Is the fishing out here any good, Murray?"
Her nubile breasts were as high and firm as I fantasised them to be. At just 22 years of age, Sarah Jessica had no sag at all.
I pointed to a rock formation poking its head above the water about a half mile away (around 1,000 m), "On the east side of that is often good. There can be a few snags, but I've often had luck fishing there.
The best thing is even if the tourists on Point Lookout have binoculars, they won't be able to perve on you or your sister."
Sarah Jessica shrugged, "They can look. I don't mind. You have lines and bait?"
"I have lines and lures. I thought we were going for a blast, not a cruise, so I didn't think to bring any."
"Lures will work okay."
I opened the locker and brought three lines and a box of lures out.
"Don't bother for me," Mary Lou called from the front of my boat. "I'm going to lie here and bake."
Putting one back away, I handed SJ one of the other two.
"Where do you want to set up?" I asked. "Upfront with Mary Lou or back here where you can put the rod in one of the holders and relax?"
"Back here, please."
I set one of the rods in the holder, then inspected the lure already on the line.
"This is a prawn lure. I've caught some good-sized yellowtail with this before. Want to try it?"
"Sure."
"You right to cast the line?"
"Yes, Murray."
"Keep it to the right of the rock. There are fewer snags on that side."
"Righto."
I looked to see what Mary Lou was doing. She had taken a beach towel out of the bag and spread it on the boat's prow. I could see the top and bottom of her bikini lying off to the side. To my chagrin, Mary Lou had laid on her tummy facing back towards me. I still couldn't get a glimpse of a damned thing.
"I like to leave my bikini bottom on when I sunbathe," Sarah Jessica mused. "I think tan lines look so sexy on a toned woman's body, don't you, Murray?"
Smiling, I answered, "I don't know, SJ. Perhaps you and Mary Lou could dance for me as I danced for you, and I could compare?"
"You never know your luck on a big ocean," SJ replied before casting her line out.
Not thinking we'd be out for long, I hadn't thought to bring any refreshments. I looked in the small fridge under the control panels. There wasn't much, just a couple of cans of Heineken beer and half a bottle of Chardonnay.
I offered them to the girls.
Mary Lou held the towel to her collarbone, then stood up. Wrapping it around herself, she fished in her bag and brought out several plastic containers.
"We'll have some of the wine, please, Murray. I made a chicken salad and a pasta salad if you'd like to sit and eat?"
I pulled out the collapsible table to put between the back two passenger benches so we could sit to eat. My beach umbrella is pretty tatty as it's hardly ever used, but it was better than sitting in the direct sun. So I placed it in one of the rod holders and bent the shaft so it was between the sun and the table.
As we settled onto the seats, SJ's rod buckled, and the spool squealed loudly. SJ jumped up to grab it before it was pulled into the water, but the line snapped before she could grab it.
"What the f_ was that?" SJ asked.
"Shark, I'd guess."
SJ grinned, "Maybe we shouldn't go skinny dipping then."
Unselfconsciously, SJ sat down opposite me again and began opening containers. Her nipples swung tantalisingly as she moved.
Mary Lou sat beside her. Mary Lou's towel kept dropping open, but she would grab it and retie it before I could get more than a glimpse of the tops of her mounds.
My dick was at permanent half-mast with denied arousal. Even to my eye, it looked huge in the tiny bathing suit I had it tucked into, so I decided to take advantage of how it presented.
I stood up and stretched, pushing my hips as far forward as I could as I arched my back.
The table is only about 3 ft. x 3 ft., so my thick, partially hard dick was pushed only a few inches away from the twin's mouths.
"I didn't go for my morning run," I explained. "I'm feeling a little stiff and sore and need to work some kinks out."
The girls said nothing, but Mary Lou took the umbrella down. I turned to see what else they were doing. Nothing, but they did have expectant looks on their faces.
Internally shrugging, I started swinging my hips around in a lengthy circle. Pushing them out as far as possible sent my barely covered cock sliding closely past their lips.
Mary Lou was smiling and looking at my face, but SJ's eyes avidly followed my prick as it swung past her.
After a few rotations in either direction, I turned and touched my toes. My long legs and tight-toned ass were now only a couple of feet away from the twins.
One of them moaned lustily, but I didn't catch which one.
Satisfied, I sat back down and helped myself to some lunch.
"Oops, almost forgot," Mary Lou said, then brought out the bottle of Glen Fiddich I had put back in her bag as the twins had left on Monday.
Reaching back into the bag, she brought out a thermos with several large ice blocks in it and a plastic glass. She dropped one into the glass, added some scotch and handed it to me.
"Can't be forgetting your favourite tipple, now can we," she laughed.
Queensland's drink boating laws are as strict as our drink driving laws. One would be all I could have given I'd already had half a can of Heineken.
After we'd eaten, Mary Lou lay back down on the boat's prow. She assumed the same position as before, so I was still denied a glimpse of anything worthwhile. I did admire Mary Lou's tight buns, however.
Sarah Jessica repaired the broken line and replaced the lure before casting out again. Once she had placed the butt of the rod in the holder, SJ handed me a tube of sunscreen.
"Do you mind doing my back and the back of my legs, Murray?" She asked before turning around, assuming I wouldn't have a problem applying it.
I was keen. Well, derr. Of course, I was.
I still had no real idea what was happening here. Oh, my fervid imagination had conjured up all kinds of scenarios, but I was still stuck with this: I had recently turned 44, and the twins were about to turn 23. So it was unlikely either was pursuing a sexual relationship with me. Besides, I wasn't a twin.
Keeping that in mind, I kept my hands in 'appropriate' areas. I did massage the cream into SJ's skin as close to her breast curves as I dared, though. I was struggling to prevent myself from going fully erect as I did.
After I had covered SJ's back and the backs of her upper thighs, Mary Lou called, "Me next."
I walked up to where Mary Lou was lying. Sitting beside her head, still concentrating on being 'appropriate', I smeared sunscreen across Mary Lou's shoulders and back, stopping well short of her taut ass.
"My butt can get sunburnt, too, Mr John. Don't you think you should put some on there as well?" Mary Lou said calmly, shocking me to my core.
Being careful where I put my fingers, I spread sunscreen across Mary Lou's bottom and down the back of her thighs. Mary Lou spread her thighs, and I caught a tantalising view of the entrance to her vulva.
There was no way of stopping my erection now. The pouch wasn't big enough to hold it, and the head poked lewdly over the top of the elastic.
Fortunately, Mary Lou was still face down, and Sarah Jessica was watching her line. Or so I thought.
"You may as well drop the swimmers, Mr John," Mary Lou purred. "They're not hiding anything anymore."
Mary Lou rolled over, sat up, and then looked at me expectantly.
Gulping at the exquisite sight of her young, firm body so suddenly displayed, I swiftly dropped my costume and stood there proudly with my hands on my hips.
Mary Lou examined me closely before licking her lips, "Very nice, Mr John. Is your brother equally as well endowed?"
"We're identical in every way, Miss Mary Lou," I confirmed.
"SJ, would you put sunscreen on my front, please?" Mary Lou called.
"I'm happy to help with that, Mary Lou," I ventured.
"Oh, I think you might like watching Sarah putting sunscreen on me, Mr John. She's very thorough."
Mary Lou lay back as SJ rounded me and knelt beside her.
At the start, it wasn't much. SJ covered Mary Lou's face, neck and collarbones first. She did a fine job giving Mary Lou a face and neck massage as she spread the cream. I watched in eager anticipation as SJ spread the cream across Mary Lou's collarbones and down towards her breasts.
My cock throbbed as SJ's fingers moved closer and closer to Mary Lou's ripe red apple breasts. Then, just as I thought SJ would smear the sunscreen across her sister's bosom, SJ brought her hands together and went down between the globes leaving Mary Lou's breasts and nipples untouched.
As Sarah Jessica's hands passed Mary Lou's breasts, she spread them wider and stroked down across her sister's stomach. Then, as her hands split apart, SJ's wrists did brush over Mary Lou's nipples, and Mary Lou's breasts bounced delightfully.
It was all I could do to only stand there. With my pelvic floor muscle pulsing in anticipation of cumming and the head of my dick throbbing, I was struggling not to orgasm to the spectacle I was watching.
Mary Lou patted the deck beside her, "Get a little closer, Mr John. Sit here beside me."
Once I had sat where she indicated, Mary Lou reached her hand out and put it on my knee.
"Closer, Mr John. Sit cross-legged with your shins against my arm."
Now her hand was on my inner thigh, only a scant few inches short of my rigidly erect penis.
Sarah Jessica was smoothing sunscreen across Mary Lou's stomach, her hands stroking down towards Mary Lou's exposed clitoris. I thought I would probably lose my load when SJ fingered Mary Lou's pussy.
The scene I was watching was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. Knowing the two are sisters added an even heightened sensuousness to it.
With my mouth dry and my dick wet with precum, I watched avidly as SJ's fingers moved nearer to Mary Lou's pussy. To my disappointment, just a millimetre or two short of Mary Lou's clit, SJ stood then moved down to Mary Lou's feet.
I couldn't stifle my frustrated groan as she moved.
Mary Lou opened an eye, then grinned at me.
"Something up, Mr John?"
"Yes. My dick!" I responded.
Mary Lou raised up to a semi-crunch. Pretending astonishment, she said, "Why, so it is! And it's out in the sun unprotected. SJ, don't you think you should fix that up for Mr John?"
I stood eagerly as SJ moved across the deck before kneeling in front of me. With no expression on her face, Sarah Jessica turned her left palm up, then squeezed a good-sized dollop of cream onto the palm.
Trembling in anticipation, I waited for SJ to take me in her hand. Instead, she handed me the sunscreen bottle and moved back to Mary Lou's feet.
"There you go, Murray. Put some of that on. I'll need the bottle back shortly to finish covering my sister."
I could have screamed in frustration!
I didn't dare rub the cream into my shaft as I would have cum immediately, so I quickly and lightly spread some over my cock's head, shaft and balls before handing the bottle back to SJ.
I have olive skin. Even if I burn, by the next day, I'm browner than ever. I've never bothered with sunscreen. I don't sunbathe naked, so I didn't want to get my dick sunburned. It didn't occur to me to cover the rest of the area usually hidden by the boardies, even though that area was lily-white.
An oversight I was going to regret that night.
Sitting back beside Mary Lou's torso, I returned my attention to what SJ was doing.
Using the sunscreen as a lubricant, Sarah Jessica gave her sister a foot massage. SJ was evidently quite skilled at giving massages by the way she was digging her thumbs forcefully into Mary Lou's foot arch.
Working her way higher, SJ massaged Mary Lou's Achilles and calf before switching legs. Once she had rubbed as high as Mary Lou's knees, SJ encouraged her twin to spread her legs by pressing on the inside of both of Mary Lou's thighs.
From where I sat, I could see across Mary Lou's toned stomach to where her delicious peach was now exposed. Mary Lou's beautiful pleasure nub was flushed a deep red and looked swollen.
A change in the wind brought the unmistakable smell of female arousal to my nostrils. But whose, I wondered.
Sarah Jessica massaged and applied sunscreen higher and higher until her hands were just below Mary Lou's pussy.
Throughout the massage, Mary Lou hadn't moved or made a sound. Nor had she given any indication whether she was aroused and sexually stimulated or not. But when SJ's hands slid above mid-thigh, Mary Lou began to twirl her index finger in small circles where she had put her hand back on my inner thigh.
The higher SJ massaged, the faster Mary Lou's finger spun. The quicker Mary Lou's finger circled, the closer to orgasm I became.
Nearly unblinking, I watched Sarah Jessica slowly massage in towards her sister's pussy. This time, if this too was a tease, I thought I'd have to scream.
Sarah Jessica's hands reached where Mary Lou's legs joined. Switching to her thumbs, SJ rubbed Mary Lou's groin and along her perineum before changing to fingers and stroking up on either side of Mary Lou's pussy and over her pubic bone.
There was a soft gasp from Mary Lou. I looked at her face. Mary Lou was biting her lower lip, watching her sister's hands intently.
I looked to where Mary Lou was watching in time to see SJ place her left thumb on her twin's clitoris and slide two fingers on her right hand inside Mary Lou's pussy.
Groaning, Mary Lou straightened her legs to stiff, then arched her bottom off the boat, pushing up at the two invading fingers. Mary Lou's finger stopped inscribing circles, and her fingers gripped tightly down onto my inner thigh as she moaned her appreciation of what SJ was doing.
Mary Lou sank back on the deck with a sensuous sigh before lifting and spreading her knees to allow SJ better access.
My balls were aching with the need to cum, but neither of the girls had indicated they wanted me to join in, so I felt all I could do was watch, not even touching myself.
Removing her thumb from Mary Lou's clitoris, Sarah Jessica leaned forward onto that hand and then lowered her mouth to her sister's pussy. Mary Lou placed her heels on the ground, guided her twin's head to where she wanted to be licked, and then arched her back to push her hips up at SJ again.
"You can kneel close to my bum if you'd like a closer look, Mr John," Mary Lou gasped.
I took that position no sooner than I felt Mary Lou's hand on my taint and her fingers stroking my balls.
Not wanting to seem like an unschooled kid, I steeled myself to accept this and not orgasm.
Leaning over, I had an extreme close-up view of SJ's fingers thrusting in and out of Mary Lou's cunt and her tongue swirling around and over Mary Lou's clitoris.
As I watched with my dick throbbing, Mary Lou groaned vociferously and then exploded into a gigantic orgasm.
"That is so good, sis. Oh, my fucking Gawd, is that good!"
Shaking and shuddering, Mary Lou ground her pussy on her twin's mouth as her pleasure nodes erupted again and again.



Several intense moments later, Mary Lou finally opened her eyes then pulled her sister up for a kiss.
"You're the best by far at getting me off, Sarah. No wonder I insist we date twins so we can fuck all the time."
SJ rolled off onto her back and then removed her thong, "Time you returned the favour, sister."
Instead of obeying instantly, Mary Lou sat up and looked at me.
"Are your balls aching yet, Mr John?"
"They're aching so badly I can feel it in my kidneys, Miss Parker," I truthfully answered.
"Would you like to cum on my tits?"
'Is Kevin Rudd going to win the next election in a landslide?' I thought.
The current Prime Minister, John Howard, was on the nose with the electorate at this time.
But, what I said was, "Yes, please, Mary Lou."
Laying back down, Mary Lou sexily cupped her breasts before saying, "Do it, Mr John. Cover my titties with your man goo."
Taking myself in hand was all I needed as I started cumming as soon as I grabbed my cock. I was so horny and desperate that I covered Mary Lou from her neck to her pubis with copious ropes of ejaculated sperm. A couple of wayward blasts even hit her face.
She didn't seem to mind. She just rubbed it into her skin.
"Good for the complexion, I hear," she explained.
Groaning, I collapsed back onto the deck.
Rolling onto her knees, Mary Lou dived onto Sarah Jessica's pussy.
"Hmmm. You're pretty damned good yourself, sister," SJ moaned as she held her sister's head tightly to her clitoris. "This is why I put up with your silly games."
Turning her head to me, SJ demanded, "Get over here and watch this, Murray. No guy has ever tongued me as well as my sister does. Maybe you can watch and learn and be the first to."
I'd never had a complaint about my oral skills, but if the lady wants, the lady gets. I quickly knelt beside where Mary Lou was eating her out to watch that delectable sight.
Mary Lou was kneeling between her sister's spread thighs with her elbows on the deck and her tight sexy ass in the air. Mary Lou had placed her thumbs on either side of her sister's pussy, moving those fingers up and down as required.
Sometimes Mary Lou would shift her left hand so she could put her thumb just above SJ's clitoris so she could pull SJ's clit hood back. Doing this exposed SJ's pleasure nub fully for Mary Lou to suck and lightly nip on.
SJ was much louder than her twin, moaning and groaning and, "Oh, yessing," continuously.
Strangely, when her orgasm first hit, Sarah Jessica went totally silent. Her body in a rigor of absolute pleasure, SJ tilted her head back as even her neck muscles locked down, then squeezed her sister's mouth tightly to her vulva as Mary Lou tongue fucked her as swiftly as possible.
Needless to say, my cock was jumping and straining with the need to orgasm again.
After SJ had finally sagged back down, she opened her eyes and looked at me, "Come on my pussy, Murray, please," she requested.
It was another, 'that's all it took moments'. I barely had time to get on my knees between her legs before losing another load of goo deliciously all over SJ's pussy.
Mary Lou hadn't been able to get out of my way quickly enough, and some of my ejaculations splashed onto her chin and neck. Mary Lou didn't rub this lot in, however. Instead, she gathered it with her fingers and fed it to her sister.
Once the girls had relaxed and calmed down from the pleasure they had given each other, Mary Lou said, "I think we should head back. There's an afternoon storm due."
Then she smiled wickedly.
"Besides, I think your twin deserves a show, too. Don't you?"
I couldn't get the boat started quickly enough.
Taking the risk, I didn't slow down as I hit Moreton Bay. With the throttle wide open, it didn't take long for us to pull up at my jetty.
With a twin on either arm, I ran across my backyard, up through the covered-in patio, and into the house just as the rain squall hit.
Laughing, with eyes sparkling, SJ said, "Perfect timing."
Mary Lou untangled her arm from mine, kissed me on the cheek, and then said, "Thanks for a lovely day, Mr John. Your brother was right. Your boating skills are just as good as his."
"We're identical in every way, Miss Parker," I replied, carrying the joke to ridiculous proportions. "That's why I had to grow a moustache. Even our mother couldn't tell us apart if I hadn't."
That's when Mary Lou reached into her bag and brought out a second small bag from the same shop as the swimming costume I was already wearing.
"Could you please ask your twin to put this on for us, Mr John? That way, SJ and I will know it's really him, not just you having shaved the stach off."
Laughing, I took the bag from Mary Lou's proffered hand and headed for my upstairs room.
"Mr John?" Mary Lou called as I turned. "Would you please tell your brother that we expect a dance and a show when he puts the item on, too?"
Laughing even harder, I replied, "Of course, Miss Parker. Was there anything else?"
"Yes. SJ and I are going to take advantage of your oversized downstairs shower. Tell John he can come in, but he must only watch."
That pouch doesn't hide a damned thing, I tell you! With my erection poking salaciously above the top of my swimmers, I walked quickly out of the room.
As I went through the door, SJ added, "Tell him no putting on the swimming costume until we're ready for his show. He may wear a towel for his modesty if he wants to come into the shower."
These two were the best (or worst?) teasers I'd ever come across. But, oops, is that Freudian slip, given I have cum over both of them?
Stowing the moustache back in the bathroom the twins were about to use, I headed to my room so I could also shower and freshen up.
I've never understood why women need so long in the shower because less than five minutes later, I was opening the door to the downstairs bathroom. The twins were already under the water, and the room filled with steam.
Sitting on the water basin's cabinet, I watched, enthralled, as Sarah Jessica shaved Mary Lou.
SJ was sitting on the shower floor. Having purloined my five-blade razor and shaving cream, SJ had covered her sister's whole pubic area and was pulling the skin this way and that way to ensure she shaved every bit.
SJ would wipe the cream off every few seconds and then tongue her sister's clitoris or labia. The room was full of Mary Lou's deeply sensual moans as her clit was expertly serviced.
My erection was so severe it kept pushing its way through the opening in the towel.
I didn't think the girls had even noticed me entering the room, but after the third time my cock broke through into view, Mary Lou opened an eye and breathily said, "Leave it there. It looks so divine standing so massively erect."
I let my towel gape with my stiff and throbbing dick on display.
SJ must have cleaned all of Mary Lou's pubic hair off because she had dropped the razor and held Mary Lou's taut buttocks tightly to her mouth as she tongue fucked her sister's pussy.
Mary Lou raised onto her toes with her knees on either side of her twin's head as she held her sister tighter to her pussy. Moaning and groaning, Mary Lou shook her way through several loud orgasms before releasing SJ's head and sinking back on her heels.
Encouraging SJ to turn toward me by pushing on SJ's shoulder, Mary Lou asked. "Would you like to cum, John? Your brother has cum on us once each. Would you like to?"
"Fuck, yes!" Was my response.
"Come over here, then. Drop the towel."
I was over at the shower door in a flash. Pouring some body wash into her right palm, Mary Lou wrapped that hand around my shaft and began wanking me off.
The scene I had just watched was so sexually stimulating that I didn't last any longer than the earlier episodes. I spat semen out of my cock with deep animalistic grunts.
Mary Lou directed the first two blasts directly onto her twin's face before redirecting the shots onto her clit. These ejaculations hit her clit and slid down Mary Lou's pussy to join the rest on SJ's face.
Moaning, SJ tipped her head back so she could lick my sperm off her sister's pussy before the water washed it away.
What I was beginning to realise was that SJ was quite submissive. She always gave way to her younger but taller sister.
I was fairly certain Mary Lou had more than a little bit of a Dominatrix in her nature. Therefore, I guessed a relationship between myself and Mary Lou would be doomed because we would both want to be the dominant partner.
That realisation saddened me for a brief moment because I wasn't as attracted to Sarah Jessica as Mary Lou. However, I soon forgot my sadness as I watched and listened to Mary Lou orgasming on her twin's tongue.
SJ orgasmed along with her sister. I hadn't noticed, but SJ had two fingers delved into her pussy and a thumb on her clit.
"Leave the towel. SJ and I will join you in the lounge shortly," Mary Lou demanded.
Ignoring her no towel edict, I wrapped one around my hips and left the girls to it.
Close to 30 minutes later, the twins met me in the lounge. All they had wrapped around themselves were the sarongs. These items were diaphanous, so I could clearly see their breasts and belly buttons. However, their pussies were somehow obscured.
My flagging erection jumped immediately back to full flourish and poked its large head through my towel.
The twins licked their lips simultaneously as they stared at it.
"Your water was still gorgeously hot right up to the end of our shower, Daddy John," Mary Lou said. "How big is your hot water tank?"
"It's one of those perma-flow ones, Mary Lou. As long as the council doesn't run out of gas, I won't run out of hot water."
"I might have to bring Sarah over for a shower every day if that's the case," Mary Lou said with a smile.
"Would you, please?" I responded.
With a mischievous smile, Mary Lou answered, "I didn't say I'd let you watch us every day.
Matching her tone, I replied, "My twin deserves to be allowed to watch on alternate days."
The twins laughed before taking seats close together on my couch.
Looking at me expectantly, the twins said, "Well?"
While waiting for them, I'd spooled an old favourite of mine. It was ELO's, Don't Bring Me Down. I'd watched a YouTube clip where a bunch of hot chicks were 'shuffle dancing' to this song. I'd never done one of those dances before, but I've always been light on my feet and figured I could do something close.
Holding the towel closed but letting my thick cock bounce wherever it chose, I 'shuffled' around the room in time to the music. As the last melody ended, I spun to a stop in front of the girls, then let the towel drop.
The twins applauded. With their eyes glued to my crotch, the girls were panting as if they'd just run a half-marathon.
They turned to face each other briefly before SJ nodded minimally.
With both twins holding out their hands, Mary Lou said, "Okay, you may take us to bed. But! We decide what happens when and in where."
'What the fuck did 'in where' mean?' I thought.
Putting the pouched swimming costume on before taking their hands, I walked the twins to my bedroom. This room is enormous. It seemed even larger because I hadn't bothered replacing the items my ex-wife had taken with her.
My bed is the largest you can commercially buy, so there was plenty of room for the three of us.
Mary Lou drew an imaginary line down the middle of the bed.
"In the beginning, you may not cross this line," she informed me. "Sarah and I will put on a show for you like you've never, ever seen. You may watch, but if you play with yourself, you must not cum. Then, Sarah or I will tell you when and where you can orgasm. Deal?"
If the twin's show was as sensuously erotic as their previous ones, I would struggle with the 'no cumming' demand. With that in mind, I decided I would have to keep my hands well clear of my cock.
Smiling, I answered, "Yes, Ma'am."
Delighted, Mary Lou grinned. Then, keeping with the theme, she replied, "Good boy."
Turning to her sister, Mary Lou kissed SJ passionately.
Only moments later, the sarongs were on the floor, and the twins were on the bed. Already struggling to quench my desire to orgasm, I joined the twins on the bed. I stayed well clear of the 'middle line'.
Pressing their breasts firmly together and stroking each other's back, ass, and thighs, the twins began making love.
The twins were slowly and sensually heightening each other's arousal with lots of deep and passionate kissing, fingers touching and stroking the other's erogenous zones, and lots of soft groaning and moaning to show their appreciation of what the other was doing.
I could smell the twin's arousal in the air when they broke their kiss. SJ submissively rolled onto her back before Mary Lou straddled her sister's head. Lowering her pussy onto her twin's mouth, Mary Lou groaned before leaning down to tongue SJ's slit.
SJ was the first to blow, and with an almost guttural groan, she thrust her hips up at Mary Lou's licking tongue and sucking mouth.
Feeling and hearing her sister cum was enough to send Mary Lou over the edge into orgasmic bliss, too.
Holding my gaze, Mary Lou encouraged her sister onto her side. Mary Lou bent her sister's knee and lifted it higher. Then, spreading her pussy lips, Mary Lou pressed her clitoris and vulva against her sister's pussy.
Feeling her sister's vulva pressing against hers made SJ throw her head back and growl even more gutturally.
Holding SJ's knee for balance and leverage, Mary Lou ground her pussy against her sister.
As she ground on her sister, Mary Lou was holding my gaze.
"Like this, do we, Daddy John?"
"Hottest thing I've ever seen, Miss Parker, I replied.
"Good. Would you like me to blow you as you watch?"
"Oh my goodness, yes!"
"Come here, then."
Standing, I offered my cock to Mary Lou's mouth. To my delight, Mary Lou ' free-handed' the entire length of my rigidly hard penis in one quick swallow. Then, with her lips pressed against my pubic bone, Mary Lou pulsed her mouth on my throbbing member.
She alternated sucking hard with sucking lightly as she ran her tongue up and down my shaft.
Matching SJ's guttural grunting, I asked, "May I cum, Mary Lou?"
Letting my cock fall out of her mouth, Mary Lou replied, "Too soon, Daddy John."
As if I hadn't already received too much stimulation, Mary Lou slid her hand between my upper thighs and started stroking my perineum.
"Fuck!" I groaned.
"Soon, Daddy John. I promise." Mary Lou said. "SJ needs to cum. Why don't you tongue her ass as I grind on her cunt?"
Knowing if I didn't remove my cock from Mary Lou's mouth very soon, I would orgasm despite her demand that I didn't, I moved back, knelt, and then lay down.
Sarah Jessica's tight buns were centimetres from my mouth and tongue. Using my hands to spread SJ's ass cheeks, I ran my tongue down the cleft of her ass, around her rosebud, and across her taint.
I was rewarded with an "OMFG!"
Circling SJ's rosebud with my tongue made SJ moan louder. Her head tossed like a tethered balloon in a high wind as Mary Lou rubbed her pussy against her, and I tongued her ass.
"Oh, good Lawd, I'm cumming," SJ yelled.
I could feel her womanly fluids pouring across my chin as Sarah Jessica twitched and jerked and moaned her way through several back-to-back orgasms.
Once SJ had quietened down. Mary Lou pushed me onto my back, then sat on my face.
"SJ, get your lazy ass over her and tongue my butt as I ride, Daddy John," Mary Lou demanded.
With Mary Lou's pussy on my tongue and SJ's chin on my forehead, I was back to struggling not to cum.
Using every skill I had learned from fucking 100s of women, I swirled my tongue up and over Mary Lou's clitoris before pushing it as far into her pussy as I could force it to go.
With her hand behind my head holding me tightly to her, Mary Lou groaned, "Fuck, Daddy John. You're just about to be the first man to bring me to orgasm with your tongue!"
With that, Mary Lou came.
This was as close to having a woman squirt on me as I'd ever been. Of course, Mary Lou didn't squirt on my face, but her delicious lady juices were thick and copious on my mouth.
"How are your balls, Daddy John?" Mary Lou asked.
Full, swollen and painful," I answered truthfully.
"Good," Mary Lou replied. "I'm going to ride you. When you hear me cum, you may cum in me, okay?"
Nodding, I waited for Mary Lou to lower her perineum onto my hips. Then, taking my savagely hard penis in her hand, Mary Lou straddled my hips before guiding my cock into her vulva.
"You're so deliciously big, Daddy John," Mary Lou moaned. "You fill me up so beautifully."
With her hands in the middle of my chest, Mary Lou rode me like I was her favourite pony. With most of her weight on her deliciously toned thighs, Mary Lou lifted and lowered her pussy along my shaft as if I was a horse on the trot, and she needed to keep her taut ass off the saddle to prevent from being roughly jostled."
With my ass clenched and my eyes screwed tightly shut, I almost prayed that I could hold on for another stroke, then another, then another.
Finally, moments before I would have had to blow into Mary Lou's tight pussy, she moaned, "OMFG, Daddy John. Cum in your little girl's wet cunt. Cum in me now!"
My needs forced my voice way up high, and I almost screamed through the most intense orgasm I'd ever had.
Above my screams and moans, I heard Mary Lou yelling, "Fuck, yes! Fuck, yes! Fuck me, OMFG, yes!" As she creamed on my tool.
Mary Lou sagged off me onto the mattress.
"That was the best orgasm I've ever had with someone who wasn't my sister," Mary Lou informed me.
Sarah Jessica was looking at me almost forlornly, "I don't suppose you can go again, john, can you?" She almost pleaded.
Reader, I think I could have gone all night, then all week with these two.
"Suck your sister's juices off me, SJ, and I think I'll be right to go," I informed Mary Lou's twin.
SJ got onto her hands and knees before circling the base of my softening cock with her thumb and forefinger and licking along my shaft. Then, as my cock hardened, SJ started to pull insistently on my shaft as she took me into her warm and wet mouth.
Sarah Jessica was at least as skilled at giving head as her sister. She had me harder than picking between a shooting stock that was about to rupture and burst and one that was about to explode into the stratosphere.
Panting with desire, I begged, "May I cum in your mouth, please, SJ?"
In response, Sarah Jessica pumped harder with her hand and sucked me deeper into her mouth.
Taking that as a 'yes', I released all restraints and unloaded into the smaller twin's greedily sucking mouth.
SJ sat up, turned to her sister, kissed her, and then fed my seed into Mary Lou's mouth with her tongue.
SJ turned back to me and said, "You still okay to go? I want you to cum in my pussy, please."
Reader, I'd orgasmed more often today than I had in the last six months, at least. Maybe even the last year. But these two beautiful girls were barely older than half my age. So if they wanted to continue, well, Gawd damn, I just had to!
With my dick already beginning to throb and twitch, I asked, "Where do you want me?"
SJ replied, "I'm going to ride you reverse cowgirl. Don't be shocked by what my sister will do when I'm on you, okay?"
I didn't think there was anything the twins could do that I hadn't already imagined as I tossed off fantasising about them, but I answered, "All good, SJ. I'm up for whatever."
With her hands on my shins, Sarah asked me to bend my dick upward so she could lower her soaking wet pussy onto it. Doing as she asked had SJ sliding back onto my love pole in no time.



Leaning forwards, SJ began lifting her hips up until only the tip of the head of my supremely hard cock was still inside her. Every time I feared my dick would fall out of her, SJ would slam her ass down onto my pubic bone, taking all of my 7-inches deep into her cunt.
'"This cannot get any better,' I thought.
But it could. Mary Lou swung a thigh over my head, then lowered her pussy onto my mouth. It was only when I pushed my tongue out to taste her that I realised Mary Lou had a strapon tied in place.
With her perineum only a few centimetres from my nose, I watched, fascinated, as Mary Lou positioned the lubed head of her strapon at the entrance to her sister's ass.
This was so close to my fantasies that I very nearly lost my lollies right then. But, when Mary Lou started to force the strapon into SJ's ass, I couldn't hold on even a second longer.
"Fuck me, that's hot," I exclaimed as I blew semen into SJ's grippingly tight pussy.
With my long and thick dick buried deep in her vulva, and my semen splashing onto her cervix, SJ groaned, squeezed her quim hard down on my cock, and then came with me.
I was spent, so I wriggled out from under Sarah Jessica. Then, rolling on my side, I watched as Mary Lou shifted position until she was squatting above her sister's hips before shoving the strapon back into SJ's ass.
Balancing with her hands on SJ's hips, Mary Lou fucked her twin's ass hard. Having her sister peg her ass so viciously only drove SJ to even heightened paroxysms of orgasmic pleasure.
"Please, John, tongue my clit," SJ pleaded.
Moving underneath the smaller twin, I hesitated as I watched Mary Lou forcefully fucking her sister's ass.
SJ's ass was gaped wide because the attached dildo that Mary Lou was using was huge. Easily 10-inches, I thought.
Lifting my head, I slid my tongue onto Sarah Jessica's clitoris. Then, reaching up, I slipped two fingers into her pussy before hooking them down and forward to find SJ's Gspot.
"Fuck, yes!" SJ groaned as my fingertips swirled over her most intimate and pleasurable inner node.
SJ erupted into a series of cataclysmic orgasmic events. The twins weren't squirters, something I had never experienced, but they sure did cream beautifully.
After she had come down from her orgasm, Sarah Jessica spun around, lowered her tight pussy onto my dick, and then rode me until we both orgasmed again.
Mary Lou, SJ and I fucked until the morning's light interrupted our revelry.
Exhausted, we cuddled together before falling into a deep sleep. Later, when I awoke. I was alone.
The twins and I never did get it on together again. During the northern summer, they travelled to the Ukraine, where they met a pair of boxing brothers. Not twins, I should point out. Fell in love and married them.
Neither did Mary Lou and I ever go out on that date we had discussed.
I still live alone in that huge mansion on Brisbane's northside all by myself. If you know the area, mine is the only three-story home on the Esplanade. Drop by if you'd like to say hello. I updated my boat. The new one is even faster.

The End.
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Chapter 07: The Second Friday.

I didn't want to use the fucking machine, but come early Friday evening, after the group fitness session, I was horny with aching balls again, so I positioned the dildo where I could back my ass onto it. Changing the tilt on the fucking machine's arm brought it into close contact with my prostate.
With a needful moan, I turned the motor on and adjusted the speed of the dildo's rotations until the sensations it was giving my prostate were exquisite to the point of pain.
Moaning and groaning fit to shake the house down, I held myself just short of that indescribably delicious point of no return, where your orgasm is coming regardless of what you do for as long as I could stand.
I wanted my orgasm to be so intense that it would be days before I needed to cum again.
I was vaguely aware that the light on the camera had turned green. Either Courtney or Hannah or both were watching the show.
Five minutes passed, then 10, then 15. I was getting louder and louder but still had myself under control. I felt almost like I did when I was filled with the need to cum, but I was denying myself, waiting for the woman to beg me to cum because she could take no more.
I thought I might make 20 minutes when I heard Courtney go, "That is so fucking hot! I want to see you cum, baby."
Mind gone, I blew immediately.
"Fuck yes," Courtney exclaimed through the camera's speaker.
I could hear her cumming, too.
The cock cage was a cum filled and covered mess. My semen had filled the cage up and then leaked out everywhere. My balls, inner thighs and abdomen were covered in salty, gooey liquid. The bed sheets were soaked from where my cum had shot out through the hole used for pissing.
"Shower and come to my bedroom naked," Courtney instructed.
It was around 6.30 pm.
When I knocked on her door, Courtney said, "Come in, my getting ass fucked loving poof husband."
I entered. She and Hannah were getting ready to go out.
"On your knees at the end of the bed, hands behind your head, shoulders up and back, head up, but your eyes down and closed," Courtney demanded of me.
I took up the required position.
"Spread your knees a little wider."
I did as instructed.
I felt a hand at my balls, there was a click sound, and my dick was released from its cage. It immediately began to go hard. Courtney dominating me had me needing to orgasm almost as severely as before I had cum.
"Go get ready to go out," She peremptorily dismissed me.
"I moved to the vacant vanity to begin putting on my makeup.
"No. Grab some boy's clothes and everything else you need to dress for dinner at a pub," I was told.
I looked at her, startled.
"Do what you're told, John," Courtney demanded.
I grabbed some jeans and a polo from my side of the closet. I dug out some socks and black dress boots and returned to my room.
"Your mum's coming to pick up the boys. Once you're dressed, wait for her in the lounge," Courtney called as I exited her room.
I asked Zac if he'd been fed.
"Nana's going to treat us to Maccas on the way to her place," he informed me.
"Can I tell you a secret?" He whispered.
"Sure," I answered.
"Don't tell mum, okay? But I don't like Hannah. I don't want her living with us. She says bad things about mummy when mum isn't there."
"Like what?"
"I heard her on the phone to her boyfriend, and she said, 'I've got her under my spell, the stupid _ '. I don't know what the word was, but it wasn't nice. Then she said, 'I'll have access to her bank accounts shortly.'"
"That isn't very nice, is it?" I said. "But you're right. We'll have to keep this our secret, won't we? Cos mummy really likes Hannah, and she won't believe us."
Zac nodded his head, "I won't tell."
Mum banged on the door and walked in.
"Your father's waiting in the car. You know how impatient he gets. Are the boys ready?"
"Hello, mum," I answered with a grin. "It's good to see you, too. Oh, and yes, I love you, too."
She gave me the gimlet-eye, "You're not so old, bubs, that I caint smack your ass for being a smart ass," she growled at me with feigned indignation.
"Oh, mum! How delightful! Shall I get the wooden spoon?" I riposted.
She laughed loudly, "You always were an impossible child," she told me fondly. "Now, kiss your mother and help me put the kids in the car. I have never been able to figure Isiah's baby seat out."
She was gone.
I waited in the lounge for Courtney and Hannah to appear.
They appeared hand in hand around 7.45, looking like the last two Miss Universe contestants waiting to see who would be crowned the winner.
'Courtney, by a hair,' I thought.
"They finish taking orders at 8.30, so we'd better hurry up," Hannah said as if it was they who had been waiting for me.
"Where are we going?" I asked so I could order an Uber.
"The Sportsman Hotel," Hannah answered.
Courtney and I often catch the drag shows there, so it didn't occur to me that I should be frightened about what these devious two bitches had planned for me.
We made it with about 15 minutes to spare. Courtney had booked us a table, so we were able to sit and order straight away.
I was relishing the giant, rare, rump steak chips and salad I had ordered when Hannah said, "After dinner, Courtney and I are going to act as lesbian lovers. You, fagboy, will take a seat in the downstairs Karaoke bar and allow yourself to be picked up by a gay man. You will let anything and everything he wants to do to you happen, and you will do to him anything he asks for.
"I fucking will not!" I tried to mutter, but heads turned our way, so I guess I wasn't that quiet. "I can't be seen taking a guy home!"
"In the Karaoke bar, the only teammates you'll see, or who will see you, will also be gay. They won't say anything about it, just as you wouldn't say anything to anyone about them being there." Hannah pointed out.
"I'm still not fucking doing it," I replied.
Hannah got out her phone, hit some buttons, and then turned the phone to me. The first video was a short one. It was of me taking my cock in my mouth and sucking myself off. The second was much longer. It was the one from earlier this evening.
She turned the sound up enough so I could hear myself moan.
"Shall I press send, John? She asked as she hovered her finger over the 'share' button.
My steak now tasted like ashes. I pushed it aside and made my way downstairs. Taking a seat at the bar, I decided to write myself off.
"10 scotch rocks," I requested of the barman.
"Do you have nine friends about to join you, mate?" he asked.
"No."
"Sorry, babe," he said. "The binge drinking laws mean I can only serve you two at once."
Fuck.
I handed him my credit card, "Just keep them coming until I fall off this stool," I told him with a forced smile.
He shook his head again, "Can't do that either, sorry, mate," he said. "As soon as you show signs of intoxication, I must stop serving you."
Double fuck.
"Keep them coming for as long as you dare," I replied, then pushed a $50 note under the apron string around his neck.
"Will do, buddy," was his reply. "Bad day, huh?"
"You have no idea," I honestly told him. I doubt anyone would believe what I've been through this week.
"Hang in there, mate," he said, then patted my shoulder. "It gets better. It always does."
Maybe, but I couldn't see how.
It was only 9.00 pm. The drag shows didn't start until 9.30, and the place wouldn't fill up until after the first show, so I had a bit of time before choosing whom to let pick me up.
A few guys sat next to me and tried to start a conversation, but they were all old, overweight and gross. I tried to be polite, but I knew I was being quite brusque with most of them.
At about 10.00 pm, an older, distinguished-looking gent sat next to me.
"Johnny Blue, please, barkeep," he asked of the bartender in a smooth cultivated voice.
My ears pricked as I'm a scotch enthusiast. Johnny Walker Blue isn't cheap, but it's a great, smooth drink.
"I'll have one of those, too, please," I said.
The man turned to me and looked me over, "Samuel," he said, offering his hand.
"John," I answered.
"You look like that AFL player," he told me.
"I am that AFL player," I replied.
And you're gay?" he asked.
"Tonight, I am," I told him truthfully. "My wife, and her Mistress, have decided to turn me queer."
"It doesn't work like that," he told me. "You're either gay, bisexual, or not. Nobody can make you gay."
"Then I guess, at the very least, I'm bisexual," I told him. "I've sucked more cock, and taken more cock in my ass in the last almost two weeks than most street hookers."
He laughed, "You like to please your Mistress, your wife. Yes?"
Maybe it was the alcohol talking, but I answered, "Yes. Her dominating me makes me so fucking hot."
"And she's sent you here to seduce a man?"
"Not quite," I replied. "She's sent me here to be seduced by a man."
"Consider yourself seduced, then," he said confidently. "Will she be joining us?"
"I don't think so," I expounded. "At a guess, I'm supposed to take you back to my place and let you fuck me on my bed so she can record me being fucked."
"There are cameras in your bedroom? He asked.
"Yes, at least two."
"Interesting," he mused. "And your wife has a Mistress?"
"Yes, Hannah Jovovich."
"The tranny?" he questioned.
"You know her?" I returned.
"Of her, not really 'know her'," was the careful response. "And she has recorded you in numerous sex acts?"
"Yes."
"And you gave her permission to do this?"
"No."
"More and more interesting," he said.
"And you are your wife's submissive?" he asked.
"That's that 50 shades bullshit, isn't it? I have no idea what it even means."
"But you do what she wants, and you get sexually aroused by her telling you what to do to whom?"
"Best orgasms I've ever had," I told him as the Johnny Blue warmed my stomach.
"I'm going to kiss you now, John," he informed me. "You will either enjoy it or not, but you will let me do it."
He had the same kind of voice control that Hannah used on me, and I found myself helpless to resist.
He tenderly held me by the back of the head and lightly brushed his lips across mine. I met his lips with a slight widening of mine.
Gawd help me, but I felt a rise in my pecker.
Samuel pushed his lips more firmly against mine, then snaked his tongue out to brush across my teeth. I opened my lips a little wider to let his tongue inside.
"Good boy," he told me as he released me. He then openly grabbed a feel of my cock. "And you're going hard, good signs."
Samuel turned to the barkeep, "My friend and I will have another, please, my man."
"There are booths in the back, John," he told me. "We're going to take a seat back there. Once I'm settled in place, you will slide under the table, take my cock out of my pants and suck me off."
"Yes, sir," I found myself answering.
We moved to a vacant booth around the 'L' in the bar. It was dark. You could make out vague shapes but not much else.
With a shiver of anticipation, I slipped under the table and got on my knees before Samuel. Working by touch, mostly, I managed to unzip his fly and find the dick inside. From how it felt in my hand, it was only a little bigger than mine in length but way thicker.
As I stroked it, it began to harden. I gently pulled his balls out of his underwear to cup them and rubbed my index finger across his taint.
"For a newcomer, you've learned some good skills, my boy," Samuel moaned.
Forming my lips into a perfect 'O', I took the head of Samuels's 7+ inch cock into my mouth. I wanted to show this sophisticated man that I wasn't some gauche youth. I wanted to please him, and for him to like me, so I relaxed my throat and allowed all of his length into my mouth, over my gag reflex and down past my tonsils.
My lips came to rest against Samuel's abdomen.
"Oh, my goodness, baby boy," Samuel moaned. "You are quite the cock sucker. Do you want to take my load?"
I groaned my affirmation.
Samuel gripped my head in his manicured hands and thrust three times up, in and out of my throat. Samuel held my lips firmly against his abdomen at the apex of his third thrust as he squirted. He didn't have much semen for me, but what he had was deliciously sweet.
"Sit next to me, boy," Samuel instructed.
I crept out from under the table and sat beside him.
"Take your cock out."
I eagerly unzipped and fished my rock-hard 7.5-inch dick out of my jeans.
Samuel handed me a napkin, "Cum into the napkin, my little slut," he said.
His control of voice intonation and inflection had me mesmerised. When he told me to cum, I couldn't have stopped myself even if Courtney or Hannah had told me no. I spat cum viciously into the napkin.
"Give it to me."
I handed him the napkin, then looked on, fascinated, as he opened the scrunched-up part and licked my cum off it.
"I will allow you to cum in my mouth at some stage tonight, little one," Samuel told me. "But, for now, it's time you took me back to your place."
"I need to ask permission," I told him.
"By all means," was Samuel's reply.
I texted Courtney, 'I have made my selection. See you tomorrow.'
'Good fagboy,' came back.
Samuel and I caught a taxi back to my place.
I opened the front door and let him inside.
"My bedroom is upstairs to the right," I told him.
"On your knees first, my boy," Samuel said. "Time for you to swallow another load."
I was quickly on my knees in front of my man.
"You will open your mouth, cover your teeth with your lips and tongue, and then allow me to roughly fuck your oral cavity until I cum. I will punish you if you spill a drop," Samuel said authoritatively.
"Yes, Sir," I groaned, then opened my mouth wider.
Samuel grabbed me by my ears, then rudely shoved all of his thick, close to 8-inch penis into my mouth and down my throat.
Holding me tightly to him, Samuel brutally fucked my mouth for what seemed like an age. I was so turned on at being used by this dominant, older man that I had to firmly concentrate on not cumming.
In my aroused, submissive state, I wanted his permission before coming.
"Swallow it all, my dear," Samuel said before erupting into my mouth. I gleefully sucked it all down.
I was almost disappointed there wasn't more.
Samuel sat on the couch.
"Stand there," he pointed at a spot just in front of where he was sitting. "Drop your pants and undies."
Pants around my ankles, I stood where he indicated.
"Hands behind your head, eyes on the wall in front of you. You will not look down, nor move your hands, nor move from this spot until I tell you that you can," Samuel instructed.
Samuel gently took my balls in his right hand, then slid his left hand between my thighs, over my perineum, and onto my ass cheeks. He used his thumb and the last three fingers of his hand to spread my ass cheeks so he could finger my rosebud.
With my eyes clenched tightly closed, I groaned as he fingered my chocolate starfish.
I felt a warm, wet mouth circling my cock. Involuntarily, I began to hump into the mouth around my dick.
A thumb joined the finger on my rosebud, and I was pinched hard, "Do not move, slut," Samuel demanded around my cock.
Trembling, I froze in place.
Samuel returned to sucking my cock and fingering my ass.
"I need to cum, please, Sir. May I?" I pleaded.
"No, you may not!" Was the response.
Samuel held his hand up, "Make my finger wet," he demanded.
I bent over, took his finger in my mouth, and then 'made love' to it like I would have his todger.
Samuel returned that finger to my ass. A few moments later, he offered his finger up again.
Using the wetness I was providing, Samuel was able to lubricate my anal passage enough to slip his finger into my ass. He quickly found my P-spot and began to scrape his fingernail across it.
I didn't think I could stand another second, "Please, Sir. I have to cum."
In response, I received the 'hammer' part of his hand, where the palm joins the wrist, into my aching balls, and Samuel let my throbbing cock out of his mouth.
"You will not ask again, John," he growled. "You will stand still, hands on your head with your elbows back and accept what I decide to give you, and you will cum when I say you can."
"Yes, Sir," I moaned, returning my hands to where I had been told.
My aching balls were massaged, and he took my twitching with the need to cum cock back into his mouth. He held his finger up again. I wet it, and it was soon back rubbing on my prostate.
Samuel gave me fellatio and stroked my prostate for what seemed like forever as I trembled, groaned, moaned, and fought not to cum.
I was desperately holding my imminent orgasm at bay with my knees buckling, and my eyes squeezed tightly shut with my face screwed up when Samuel changed his right index finger for his left middle one.
With his right hand, Samuel let enough of my thick dick out of his mouth to circle the base of my shaft so that he could say.
"You may cum, slut."
Samuel then jammed his middle finger as hard and deep into my ass as he could whilst deep-throating me down to his circled and pulling thumb and forefinger.
I almost literally exploded, "AHHHHHH FUUUUCCKKKKKKK!" I unselfconsciously screamed. "AAAAAAAgggghhhhhhhhh FUUUUUUCCCCCCKKKKKKKK! AHHHH FUCCCCCCCCKKK!
Seriously, I would not have been surprised if my shoes had shot out of my dick. I came that hard. I came so hard and copiously that even an experienced cock sucker like Samuel couldn't swallow it quickly enough. Some leaked back out of his mouth.
Samuel stood up, "Lick your cum off my lips and chin, then kiss me as well as you can", he demanded.
My cock was still throbbing in post-orgasmic ecstasy, and I already felt ready to go again, so I eagerly lapped my juices off Samuel. Then I threw out all my small-town misconceptions and prejudices and kissed Samuel the way I do when I'm overcoming a girl's reluctance to fuck on a first date by kissing her into heaven.
I held his head gently in my hands and touched my tongue to his surprisingly soft lips. I tilted my head to the side and ran my tongue over the corner of his mouth, where the upper and lower lips meet, then across his lips and onto the same place on the other side.
I slid my hand behind his head, held his lips a little more firmly to mine and sent my tongue out to brush his lips, gums and teeth.
Samuel opened his teeth a little wider, and I slipped my tongue between them and into his mouth.
'If I wasn't gay before this,' I thought wonderingly. 'I sure as hell am now.'
Samuel lifted his tongue to meet mine, and we let our tongues dance around each other. Reaching down, I took Samuel's rampantly stiff cock in my hand and tugged it insistently.
Samuel grabbed my wrist, "Show me to your room," he said.
I kicked my shoes off, pulled my legs out of my jeans and briefs, took his hand, and led him up to my room.
"Lube?" He asked.
I indicated the bottle on the dresser.
"Do you want me to wear a condom?"
I shook my head. I wanted to experience the full feeling of this wondrous man's thick 8-inch cock in my ass. I wanted to feel his semen squirting across my prostate, and I was already anticipating cumming to that sensation.



"From behind or on your back like the bitch you are?"
I stripped my polo off and lay on my back with my knees raised and apart. I just couldn't imagine not kissing him as he fucked me. It would be so much more intimate.
Seeing that I was completely hairless from the neck down, Samuel took an intuitive leap, "Get your girliest thong out of your drawer and put it on for me."
I quickly donned an electric pink one that Hannah had chosen for me.
I adjusted it so that the string was between my ass cheeks and across my hole, the front was covering my balls, and my long cock was poking lewdly out the top.
"Very nice, girlie-boy," Samuel said. "You ready to be fucked?"
"Yes, please, Sir," I begged.
Samuel put lube on his middle finger, moved my thong aside, and gently inserted it into my ass. Working quickly, he added more lube and a second finger. Forcing those two fingers apart, Samuel rotated them slowly around my ring to stretch me wide enough to take his thick, almost 8-inch rod.
Satisfied, he lubed the head of his cock and the length of his shaft before kneeling between my spread thighs and close to my lifted ass.
Holding the back of my left knee, Samuel positioned the head of his beautifully thick penis at the entrance to my hole.
Pushing on my knee, he lifted me a little higher and then pushed his hips gently forward.
With a grunt from me, he popped through my knot and deep into my ass. The head hit my prostate almost immediately through my knot, and I gave out an ecstatic groan.
"You've obviously been well fucked in the ass, my boy," Samuel told me. "But you're still deliciously tight. I will show you some exercises to make sure you stay that way. You won't want to be my age and be too scared to fart in public in case you make a mess."
Samuel began to rock his hips back and forth, rubbing delightfully across my prostate the whole time.
Samuel was still upright as he fucked my well-lubed ass. He took my diamond-hard cock in his hand and began to stroke me.
"You will not cum until given permission, little one," he said.
I moaned in frustration as I already needed to cum very badly.
"If you let me cum, I promise I'll be able to go again very quickly, Sir." I pleaded.
"I do not wish to debate things with you, John," Samuel said harshly. "You are my toy to do with as I please. As my toy, your role is to do what you're fucking told."
"Yes, Sir," I acquiesced, trying not to cum to the delicious mind fuck of being dominated.
Satisfied with my obedience, Samuel began to fuck me again.
All I could do was screw my face up again and desperately struggle to stave off my almost overwhelmingly urgent need to orgasm.
Samuel's stroking started to heat up, and I could hear from his grunts and pants that he was surging close to orgasm. I was looking forward to feeling him spit his load into my gaping arse.
The problem was, as he fucked me harder, he stroked me more firmly and more insistently. I didn't know how to keep from shooting my jism between us.
Samuel seemed to instinctively know when I had reached the end of my endurance because, for the second time, just as I was about to lose my load despite being told not to, he released me from the no cumming prohibition.
With a deep, strangled groan, Samuel let go of my shaft, fell onto my chest, kissed my surprised lips and began to unload into me.
"Cum with me, boy," he instructed.
My cock burst its gooey essence between us as Samuel spurted over and over into my ass. His second, third, and fourth shots squirted deliciously over my prostate, and I spasmed cum in time with his cock's splashes.
Samuel rolled off me onto his back. Having been taught well by Hannah, I took his now flaccid cock in my mouth and began to suck and tongue him lovingly clean.
"She does train her boys well. I'll give her that," Samuel moaned as he began to harden in my mouth and hand.
Shocked, I stopped, "I thought you said you didn't know her?" I asked, dreading to hear that I'd been set up again.
"I don't. Not personally. I just know her by reputation."
"So this isn't another of her fucking setups?" I questioned, a little angry.
"No, John, it isn't. When you said who your mistress was, I nearly backed away. But you're so willing and eager to please that I just couldn't help myself."
Samuel was now rock-hard in my hand. I had subconsciously kept stroking him and fondling his big balls as I questioned why he was here.
"I want you to fuck me this time, John," he moaned. "Tongue my ass and get me ready. I have sex regularly, so I shouldn't need much stretching, just wetting and preparing."
"I don't want to," I muttered.
"You think you're a total bottom with men, John?" Samuel laughed. "You're kidding yourself still. Baby boy, you will do as I say or be punished."
"If you think you're strong enough to punish me, go right ahead," I challenged.
The lights were flicked on, and brightness flooded the room.
"You will fuck him, fagboy," Hannah demanded. "And you will cum in his ass. You're already going to be punished for disobeying."
Samuel sat up, seemingly unfazed by the sudden intrusion, "Hello, Miss Jovovich," he said in his deep urbane voice.
He turned to Courtney.
"And you must be his wife and Mistress, Courtney. Nice to meet you, my dear."
I could have sworn Hannah paled before taking control of herself. Strangely, she turned both cameras to the wall and put her phone in her handbag.
"This is your slut to sort out," she said to Courtney. "You should know what to do by now. I'll meet you in our room afterwards."
She hurriedly left the room.
'Interesting,' I thought. 'I wonder what power Samuel holds over her.'
I felt a faint hope that I could escape the trap I had been so severely caught in. I was sure if I could get Courtney alone and get Zac to tell her what he had heard, she would get rid of Hannah for good.
I determined to call Samuel when I was next alone.
Courtney looked a little baffled at Hannah's sudden departure, but she quickly took hold of herself and seemed eager to continue my subjugation.
"Where were we? Oh, yes. You were about to prepare your lover's ass for your cock. Get to it, my little fagboy husband."
With my wife's dominance over me fanning my flagging arousal, I turned back to Samuel, touched his shoulder to encourage him to roll over, and then started to tongue his rear passage.
Samuel was right. Once I had his rosebud slippery with saliva, my finger penetrated him easily.
With my wife watching, I wanted to put on a show. This act seemed different without Hannah there. I wasn't an unwilling participant being forced to make love to a man because Hannah's dominance had overcome my natural reluctance with the lust her domination of me had inspired.
I was doing it this time because my dominant wife, my Mistress, told me to.
I eagerly tongued the cleft of Samuel's ass, reached around his hip and took his rigidly hard tool in my hand.
I tongued him, stroked him, and worked my finger deeper into his arse simultaneously.
Hooking my finger down and a little back, I found Samuel's P-spot and rapidly swirled my middle finger over it. He rewarded me with a deep and guttural groan.
"I'm ready for you, my baby boy," he moaned. "No need to be gentle, fuck me like you mean it."
I quickly covered his body with mine, positioned my cock's head on his ring, then viciously shoved into him, just like I used to into some slut's cunt that I had teetering on the edge of orgasm from the oral stimulation I had given her.
I reached around and grabbed Samuel's thick shaft again.
Samuel reacted in almost the same way as those sluts did. His head fell back, then forward. He groaned deeply and lustfully, then pushed his ass back at me.
"Yes, baby boy, fuck your daddy's ass as hard as you can." He mumbled. I could feel his cock about to explode in my hand.
'Whatever floats your boat,' I thought, then did what I was told. I pounded him with everything I had.
"Fuck, this is so hot!" Courtney moaned.
She had hoisted her skirt over her hips, pulled her knickers down, and had two fingers jammed deep in her pussy. Thumbing her clitoris as I fucked Samuel, and she rogered herself, Courtney quickly arrived at the point of her orgasm.
"Cum in his ass, and I'll cum with you, honey," She said, calling me by a loving name for the first time since she forced me onto this journey.
It was too much for me. My cock erupted.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," I groaned over and over again as I spurted into Samuel's ass, my swearing in time with my cum spasms.
Samuel came with us. I could feel his cock jumping in my hand and his ass clenching down on my now super sensitive cock head. This caused me to cum several more times.
Seeing me cum into Samuel sent Courtney off into orgasmic heaven. She shoved all four fingers into her tight, slippery cunt, slapped her clit with her other hand, and squirted over her fingers. The first time she had ever squirted for me.
In an almost daze, Courtney left the room and shut the door.
A short time later, I heard the unmistakable sound of an ass being paddled. It wasn't going to Hannah's, so that meant Hannah was punishing Courtney or maybe rewarding her. I wasn't sure.
What I did know was that Courtney didn't like pain. I had to be very careful when I nipped her clit or nipples during our lovemaking because I could turn her off in an instant if I were even the slightest bit too rough, so I doubted Hannah was rewarding Courtney.
'She may have made a mistake there,' I thought and wondered if I couldn't use it to my advantage.
Samuel rolled onto his back. He still hadn't excreted a lot of cum, but he had made quite a mess on the sheets.
Being the good boy I was, I went down on him and took him back into my mouth to clean him up.
I also hoovered all the semen off his stomach, abdomen, thighs and balls.
I expected Samuel to immediately get up and leave now that he had been satiated, as that had been my experience.
Instead, he said, "Come and spoon with me, baby boy. I need to sleep."
I lay on my right side with my ass pushed back. Samuel snuggled into my back and pushed his soft cock against my ass. He reached around, took my dick in his hand, and then kissed the nape of my neck.
Happy, I drifted off to sleep.
Twice during the night, I felt Samuel's hard cock pushing into my ass, it felt nice, and he didn't seem to need me to do anything but accept him into me, so I lay there, silently, and clenched down on his shaft with my ass as he slid backwards.
He came quietly into me both times. I could feel his fluids leaking back out of me after my second fucking.

Chapter 08: The Second Saturday.

I woke up in the morning alone. There was a card propped up on my dresser. I picked it up, and it read:

Samuel Brooks


Queen's Counsel

There was a law office's name, address and number underneath that, along with Samuel's mobile number.
He had written on the back: Give me a call when you need to talk. Do it, baby boy. I can help you.
He had signed it with a flourishing 'S'.
I got up and entered the en suite to turn on the shower. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and turned to look into my own eyes.
"Fucking fag," I told myself as tears filled my eyes. "Can't be a man for your wife, can't be a man for your kids, and can't be a man for your team, just another useless fucking queer."
I told you, those small-town prejudices run deep.
Please don't get me wrong here. I don't have any problems with men, or women, for that matter, being gay, even though it sounds like I do. I have teammates, who may not be openly gay because of the small-mindedness of some within the AFL community I know to be homosexual, and I have no problem sharing a changing room with them or showering at the same time as them.
Nor did I fear that they would hit on me or that their 'gayness' would rub off on me and make me gay, too. I just didn't want to be one. I loved my wife and wanted to spend my life with her, and I couldn't see how that could work if I was gay and couldn't give her the kind of love she needed.
I showered last night's sex off of me and washed my hair. Without really thinking about it, I checked my armpits and pubic area to see if any stray hairs had grown out.
I had been instructed to keep myself clean of hair from my eyebrows down, and I feared the punishment I would receive if Hannah found any hair where she had said there shouldn't be,
The wax job seemed to be still keeping me clear of hair.
I cleaned my poor abused ass and tried to check to see if my starfish had been too severely stretched. The problem was that I hadn't looked before, so I had nothing to compare. It still seemed to close firmly shut, though, so I hoped that meant it hadn't yet been forced out of shape.
I used one of the enema kits to clean inside, just in case.
I even added some lube, again, just in case.
Sipping coffee, I researched 'anal exercises for gay men' and found an excellent site that explained how to do Kegel exercises to ensure my ass' sphincter stayed tight and supple.
I sat there drinking and doing them.
Courtney came in, saw me, and walked over.
She gave me a light kiss, it was heaven, but then she ruined it all by saying, "Morning, my arse fucked fagboy husband."
In despair, I let my hands drop from where I had carefully placed them on her hips in a non-sexual way. My fingers brushed across her tight ass, and Courtney gave a quick suck in of breath as she winced.
"I'm going to head out to the farm. It's been too long since I saw my brothers, mum, and dad. Mum wants the boys for the week, so I'll leave them out there."
Courtney's mum and dad owned a combined wheat and cattle property outside Stanthorpe. I hadn't told her yet that her dad had offered the farm to us upon my retirement. Neither of her brothers wanted to run it. They had both taken city jobs after completing their uni studies.
It was a good property, turning a healthy profit most years. 'It's perfect,' her dad explained to me. "We're just getting too old. In the wet years, we sell the wheat at the end of the season. During the dry years, we use wheat to feed the cattle. We have a solid bore that provides more than enough water to grow the wheat and keep the cattle watered, so we're not reliant on good weather or water grants."
I planned to cut back on the area set aside for cattle and grow some grape vines. I'd been doing some courses to begin making wine when I retired.
Courtney was really a country girl at heart, and I knew she would love to move back to the family farm when my career ended.
Or, at least, she did until Hannah arrived on the scene. Now, I didn't know what she wanted other than to humiliate and subjugate me.
"I'm dropping Hannah off at Roger's on the way," Courtney added. "She, and all her femmeboy fags, have something planned for the day, so you'll have all day to do yourself with your machine. You have my permission to fuck yourself as often as you want.
Oh, by the way, stand up and spread your legs."
She handed me the cock cage she'd been holding behind her back.
I was made to unlock it, place it on myself, lock it, and then hand the key back.
"Good slut," she told me, then patted my face. "Now fuck off out of the kitchen. Hannah and I are going to fuck on the bench one more time before I leave for the farm."
Completely demoralised, I went back to my bedroom.
About an hour later, my phone dinged with a message. I looked. It was from Courtney. I opened it in the vain hope that she had decided to ask me to come with her.
There was a message above a 4-minute video clip, "Maybe this will help you to cum, fagboy. Or is watching a woman getting fucked no longer a turn-on for you?"
I pressed play on the screen.
Hannah had done the recording as she held my wife's wrists together behind her back with one hand. Courtney was bent over the kitchen bench.
I watched, fascinated, as Hannah lifted my wife's gown, exposing her badly battered ass. Hannah had paddled Courtney quite viciously last night as the marks were already turning black and blue.
With my cock trying to harden in its cage, I viewed Hannah's long thin cock sliding ever so slowly into my wife's delectably tight rear passage. I listened as Courtney groaned lustily and begged to be fucked harder and faster.
The recording became increasingly jumpy as Hannah started to fuck Courtney harder and harder in response to my wife's demands.
The video ended with Courtney creaming on Hannah's long tool and Hannah smacking her raw and tender ass to make her turn around and receive Hannah's load all over her pretty face.
Moaning with need and desire, I got the fucking machine out, cleaned and lubed the dildo, and then oiled my ass up so I could let it delve deep into my anal cavity again.
I got the positioning right the first time, and the dildo was soon sliding deliciously over my prostate, but it seemed less than before. It was great, and if I had all day to enjoy it ... well, I guess I did have all day, but I wanted to orgasm more than revel in the feelings ... it would have been fantastic, but it wasn't fulfilling my needs.
I tried turning the speed up and down, but nothing changed, it was nice and would have slowly brought me to the edge, but I wanted to cum now. I tried letting it fuck me at full throttle, but that was just pain. I tried turning it off and fucking myself back and forth on it, but that wasn't doing it either.
Frustrated, I tried turning it back on again. There was still not enough stimulation for me to cum. I was about to give up when the green light on the doorbell-type cam turned on.
"There's a good fagboy," came Hannah's powerful voice. "Did my ass fucking your wife make you all hot? But what do you imagine, my little queer? Fucking your wife's slippery, tight, gripping ass, or me fucking yours?"
At the exact point of Hannah saying '... or me fucking yours?' a vision of being on my back, with my legs tethered to a spreader then tied to my handcuffed wrists and Hannah slowly penetrating my tight but willing ass burst across my vision.
My cock exploded into orgasm, and I shot blast after blast out of my mostly flaccid cock's eye.
"Fuck me, what a fag," came Hannah's mocking voice. "If you're a very good boy, and slide across the floor on your naked body, like the lowly worm that you are, then get on your knees to suck me to orgasm, I may let Courtney get you off by fucking your arse with a strapon. But not until I get back late on Sunday.
Of course, I'll have to service your lovely wife first, so I might let you watch me do that."
The light turned off.
Visions of being pegged by Courtney played through my mind all day. No matter how often I told my cock that trying to go hard in its cage was a stupid idea, and no matter how often I told my balls that aching with the need to cum, when I couldn't get hard was pointless, I still throbbed with desire, and still ached with the need to cum.
I tried the fucking machine again, but it just wasn't bringing me to fruition quickly enough. I schooled myself to wait for my prostate orgasm to rise to fruition, but 45 minutes later, I got up and tried a cold shower.
That didn't help, either.
I considered going to the hardware store and getting a bolt cutter to take the cage off, but I feared what Hannah would do when she found out. I thought of going to a sex store and buying another device, hoping the key would work on mine, but the padlock on the device looked like a perfectly standard padlock to me, and I doubted another key would unlock it.
Around 5.00 pm, after another fruitless attempt to use the machine, a thought occurred to me. 'Courtney has a little box in her bottom drawer where she puts all the spare keys. She wouldn't have casually thrown the second key to the padlock in there, would she?'



I looked in the drawer and brought the box out. It took five different tries, but the padlock suddenly released, and I could take the cage off.
I lay down on what used to be our marital bed and tied to have a wank. I got as rock-hard as ever but couldn't quite get over the edge. I tried imagining fucking Courtney, fucking Hannah, fucking Roger, being fucked by Roger, being fucked by Samuel, same, same.
It was great, but I still couldn't pop over the edge.
I imagined fucking Samuel. I got close but couldn't quite get there.
Feeling as horny as all fuck, and as frustrated as a mime artist in front of an audience of blind people, it occurred to me that I came really hard when dressed as Olivia. Maybe that would get me there.
I went to my room and selected the sluttiest outfit I could find. It was a dark blue ultra-miniskirt, barely two hand widths in length. When I tried it on, my hard and thick cock showed at least three inches over the top of it.
I got out my skimpiest thong, a tiny lime green number, and a matching bra. My balls hung lewdly on either side of the front piece, and the string was between my butt cheeks.
A package had been placed on my dresser on Tuesday morning. When I opened it, I found a breast chest plate. This item was to be worn almost like a T-shirt. It was in a natural skin tone and fit over my head and down across my back and chest. The breasts on it were so enormous that they would barely fit in my bra.
Eagerly, I donned it and then adjusted it until it sat evenly and smoothly on my upper body. I gave the breasts an experimental squeeze. They weren't going to fool an experienced lover, but they might just fool an inexperienced one, especially on a woman as hot as I was planning on making myself.
I sat at Courtney's vanity and did my face to the nth degree, using every ounce of the skills Roger/Rashida had taught me. Once satisfied, I looked as hot as I could make myself. I got out the 7-inch stiletto heels with the platform soles the girls had bought me.
My 'whore heels', Courtney called them. They were for a casual sexual encounter where I didn't care if the man I was going to let fuck me knew I was a tranny or not. It was probably preferable that he did know and didn't care.
I practiced walking in them until I could do the toe-in-front-of-heel walk Hannah and Courtney had shown me, and Hannah had insisted I learn.
Once I was sure I had the walk down pat, I chose a top. Settling on a lime green to match my bra and thong set, a string-strapped backless number that would barely cover my enormous breasts, I put my bra on and then strapped the top into place.
'Looks silly with the bra,' I thought. I undid the shoulder strings of my top so I could take the bra off.
Tying the top back into place, I checked myself out in the full-length walk-in robe door mirror in Courtney and Hannah's bedroom.
'Hot as fuck!' I thought. 'At least from the neck down.'
I even loved how my precum-leaking cock looked poking out of my skirt.
I was leaking so much precum that I had to keep a facecloth close to wipe up the dribbles before they dripped onto my skirt, and I would have to change.
"If a ladyboy looking like this had approached me on those end-of-season trips to Bali, I would have sucked a dick years ago," I told myself.
I turned back and forth, admiring myself in the mirror. My ass was fantastic, and my calves popped.
'At least a 10 from the neck down,' I thought. 'Maybe a 7 with the face added in.'
As I looked into the mirror on the bedroom's built-in closet's door, another thought flew through my mind.
'If I put a one-way glass in this door, I can sit there and watch Courtney being fucked without ever being caught.'
I made a mental note to ask for the girl's permission when they returned on Sunday.
My plan tonight was to go out and be picked up. I knew, as soon as I had a penis scraping across my prostate, that I would orgasm numerous times, whether I could take the tape off my balls or not.
There was a huge problem, however. I couldn't make myself go soft enough that I could tape my balls and shaft away. My lust was raging, and I needed to cum so horrifically that I would throb until I did.
I tried to masturbate again, but still no luck. In desperation, I set up the fucking machine and rode it for about 10 minutes and was just about to cum, when there was a sizzle, a smell of burnt wiring, and the motor gave out.
"Fuck no!" I screamed in frustration.
I fucked myself on the dildo, but the sensation of cumming had gone, and I couldn't get back up there.
My cock was still rampantly stiff and was still throbbing with my desire. My balls were aching.
I couldn't figure out what the issue was. I had my choice of visions, women, men, women and men at the same time, men and men at the same time, women and women with men and men at the same time, but I just couldn't get over the edge.
I went to my computer and brought up some lesbian porn, something that has always gotten me off before. I still didn't find fruition. I switched to gay porn, but it didn't do anything for me at all. In fact, I even softened some.
'That will work,' I thought. 'Soft is soft. It doesn't matter how I get there. Once I'm taped into place, it won't matter how hard I try to go the tape will hold it down.'
I looked at the worst gay porn I could find. I know, I know, each to their own. If watching hairy 300+ pound (135+ kg) gay guys going for it is your thing, help yourself, but it sickens me.
It did soften my erection for as long as I kept watching. But as soon as I stopped and tried to tape myself into place, my erection returned. It was as if my fucking dick had decided to help Courtney and Hannah by not letting me out of the house.
I took my shoes, skirt and knickers off, filled a bowl with iced water from our fridge, and then turned the gay porn back on. Once I had softened some, I poured the ice water on my crotch.
Success! I was soft. But as soon as I took myself in my hand to tape myself away, I began to go hard all over again.
I was just going to admit defeat, accept that without Hannah's or Courtney's permission, I was never going to cum again when it finally occurred to me that I knew four guys that don't care that I'm male, and would probably want to see, and to fuck me.
I didn't have a phone number for Bryce, Roger would be out with Hannah, Samuel was gay, attracted to the masculine, and I didn't want to present that way, so that left Jonas.
I practiced my voice for a few minutes, recording it and then playing it back. Once I was happy it was as feminine as I could currently make it, I got out his card and phoned him.
Jonas picked up immediately. I could hear dance music blaring.
"Hello?"
"Hello, lover," I mouthed breathily. "Remember me?"
"Can't say that I do."
"You fuck me, make me pregnant, and then tell me you don't remember me?" I hummed.
"Listen, honey, I don't know who you think I am, but I've never fucked a woman in my life. You've got the wrong number."
"It's Olivia, Jonas," I told him in my normal voice.
"Olivia? Who the fuck was on before? Was it Hannah playing a joke?"
"It was me, Jonas. I was having some fun at your expense."
"In a week? You got your voice to sound like that in a week? Leaps and bounds, baby girl," he told me. "You're progressing in leaps and bounds."
Cutting to the chase, I said, in my 'Bea Arthur' voice, "So, baby, do you still want to fuck me?"
"Come to The Beat," he said. "Text me when you're inside. I'm about to have my cock sucked. See you soon."
'Damn,' I thought. 'Now what?'
Then I remembered that The Beat has literally dozens of transgirls, drag queens and gay guys pouring through it. As long as I covered my naked cock up, for as long as it took to get to the dance floor, nobody would give a fuck.
I found a jacket that I could tie around my waist to hide my dick, clipped the wig Jonas had moulded for me on, called an Uber, and went out.
I joined the line-up outside the entrance to The Beat about 20 minutes later. The guy behind me kept nudging my ass with his stiff cock. I probably wouldn't have minded, except he was gross, you know? Way overweight, smelly, and as hairy as fuck.
Turning around, I said in my usual voice, "You're about to be bitch slapped by a 6 ft. 4 in. (193 cm) tranny in front of all of these people. What the fuck do you think you're going to do then?"
The guy made a run for it.
The line applauded me. Apparently, he had been doing it to a number of the girls, cis and trans.
My ID was noted, and my picture was taken. They didn't care that my name and the photo didn't match my appearance, and I was inside.
I phoned Jonas, "I'm here," I said, using my new voice when he answered.
"Wait there, and I'll come and get you," he replied.
Jonas came down the stairs from the higher level. He took my hands in his and then kissed me.
"You look fucking fabulous, darling," he lisped outrageously. "But what's with the jacket around your waist? It's like 30° (86f) fucking degrees outside, more in here."
"I'm so fucking horny that I can't get rid of my erection," I informed him. "If you don't take me home and fuck me until I can cum no more, I swear my balls are going to fucking explode."
Jonas slipped his hand inside my tied jacket and stroked the head of my steel-hard dick.
"Well, why didn't you tell me? I would have cum straight over, literally."
"You were about to get your cock sucked, remember? You hung up on me before I could invite you."
"A new girl," he dismissed airily. "All enthusiasm and little skill."
"You gave her a load, though, didn't you?"
"Why, yes, I did," he said. "Even a bad blowjob is better than no blowjob."
"I don't give bad blowjobs," I informed him. "I give fucking awesome ones. Want to see?"
"Fuck, yes," was the response.
He took my hand and guided me up to the dancefloor.
It was fucking fantastic dancing with someone who could actually dance.
Jonas took my hand in his, put a hand immediately on my ass, squeezed it, and then led me through a series of dance moves.
I moved effortlessly with him. Courtney and I have learned both Zamba and Samba. The difference is slight but noticeable. What Jonas was doing was easy, in comparison.
Jonas switched to tango, and I followed that easily, too. The DJ noticed that we had created a circle of admiring patrons around us and increased the speed of the songs he was playing.
Jonas began to improvise, trying to put me off my game.
"Anything you can do, I can do, backwards and in high heels," I told him.
Thirty minutes later, Jonas kissed me, then whispered in my ear, "Let's get out of here. I need to fuck you so badly."
We raced downstairs and into a cab.
Using my 'Bea Arthur's' voice, I said to the cabbie, "I'm going to blow my partner on the way home. Do you want us to sit in the middle so you can watch?"
"Any chance of getting one, too?" He cheekily asked.
I examined him in the rear-view mirror, "No," I decided.
I slid over so that Jonas could sit in the middle, bent over, undid his fly and pants button, fished his rigid tool out of his underwear, and then went down on it.
Jonas was a nice 7-inches long. Neither thick nor thin. Just about a perfect length and width for anal sex, I decided.
I swallowed his entire length in one fell swoop.
The cabbie groaned, "Fuck, what a slut."
I preened under the praise and started bobbing my head up and down Jonas's cock. I delved my hand back into Jonas' pants and carefully brought his balls out so I could caress them.
Showing off to the cabbie, I swallowed, released, and then ate all of Jonas again and then again.
The cabbie took his tiny dick out of his pants and began to toss off as he drove us.
I showed my forefinger to the cabbie in the mirror, lifted my mouth off Jonas long enough to swallow, dribble spit over it, and then slipped my hand between Jonas' upper thighs so I could rim his ass.
"Where do you find a slut like that?" The cabbie asked. "I'd love to meet one."
"You can't beat a transgirl for good headjobs and easy sex," Jonas groaned.
"That's a fucking tranny?" The cabbie moaned in disbelief. "Bullshit!"
I pulled the arms of the jacket I had tied around my waist apart, exposing my rampant erection.
The cabbie turned back at the next red light and tried to stroke my hard dick.
I slapped his hand away and let Jonas out of my mouth long enough to say, "You may look and wank yourself, but you're not to touch."
Jonas came just as the cabbie turned into my driveway. I took all of his ejaculate into my mouth, lifted my head so the cabbie could see, opened my mouth to show him it was full of Jonas' cum, closed it then swallowed.
I opened my mouth long enough to show the driver I had swallowed everything.
The cabbie jerked brutally on his tiny dick a few more times, covered his cock's head with a hastily pulled hanky, and then came into it.
I held my hand out. Wonderingly, he placed his cum filled handkerchief in my hand. I opened it and then licked all of his cum out of it.
The cabbie was a smoker, and his semen was bitter. I swallowed it down, regardless.
"Fuck me, mate," he said to Jonas in wonder. "You've caught yourself a right slut here. Strange though, I thought this was John Murray, the AFL player's house. He must have moved."
'Just my luck to have gotten a cabbie that had taken me home before,' I thought.
Jonas and I raced up to my bedroom, and I quickly dropped onto my back on the bed.
Jonas lifted my legs and ripped my thong off. He dived down onto my cock and roughly shoved two fingers into my ass.
Although I'd been fucking myself on the machine all day, so I was well stretched, my ass was dry.
I opened my mouth to protest, but his fingers found my prostate.
Instead, I groaned, "Fuck yes, Jonas. Make your little slut girl cum."
Jonas circled my ball sack with his thumb and forefinger and forcefully pulled my balls away from my shaft.
"You'll cum when I say you can," he growled.
This is what I wanted, what I needed, I realised. I hadn't been able to cum because I wasn't being dominated. I wasn't being forced to do things outside of my comfort zone. Masturbating was something I'd done, like forever. Without someone dominant guiding me, forcing me, I could no longer get there on my own.
I craved my dominant's approval and permission. I remembered how quickly and easily I had cum when Hannah had spoken to me earlier this day. Cum hard and fast, even though I had struggled before the moment the cam's light turned green.
Jonas pulled his two fingers out of my ass and then offered them to me to make wet. Glad that I had used the enema kit earlier, I sucked and tongued those two fingers as if it was his cock.
They were slid back onto my prostate.
A short time later, Jonas groaned, "You ready to take me, baby?"
Irritated, I peeved, "Just take me. You don't need my permission,"
I didn't want him to ask permission. I wanted him to say, "I'm going to fuck you now," and then fuck me until we both came.
Jonas gently entered my ass and started to slowly fuck me. I wrapped my legs around the back of his calves and tried to pull him into me faster, but Jonas wouldn't take the hint.
"Fuck me, Jonas," I pleaded. "Fuck me like I'm the dirtiest whore in the entire world."
But he wouldn't. He was 'making love to me', I realised. I didn't want him to 'make love to me'. I wanted him to slut fuck me.
'What's the point of going to all this effort to make myself into the hottest 'gagging for it' slut on the planet if all my man is going to do is gently make love to me?' I thought.
Jonas was being too gentle, too considerate, and I still couldn't quite get over the edge into a blissfully orgasmic state.
"Fuck me, honey," I begged. "Fuck your slut girl like you want to pound her into next week."
"I will, my lovely," Jonas assured me, but he didn't.
He continued to try and gently lead me up the slope to Mount Orgasmic, whereas I wanted him to whip and flog me up that slope, driving me higher and faster than I had ever been before.
I changed my voice to my normal one, "Jonas, if you don't start fucking me like the slut I am, I'm going to roll you over and fuck you."
"That sounds like a plan," came Courtney's voice from the door cam.
My bedroom door opened, and Hannah and Courtney walked in.
You'd think, by now, I'd have figured out these two bitches were always a step or two ahead of me.
Courtney shook a bottle of pills in front of me, "Just one of these, and it makes you as horny as all hell but won't let you cum," she smirked. "I slipped one into your tea when I gave you that kiss this morning. You didn't even notice.
I left the key to your cage where I knew you would find it, dropped the boys out to the farm, and then came back to town to wait to see what you would do.
I hoped you would call Samuel because that would confirm you were gay. Instead, you dressed like a two-dollar fucking whore, and phoned my pooftah hairdresser."
She turned to Jonas, "And you, after all the business I turned your way using my position as WAG Queen, what do you do? You fuck my fag, crossdressing husband behind my back.
Well, Jonas, you're going to make it up to me. You're going to let my homo husband fuck you in the ass."
Chagrined, Jonas said, "I don't take, Courtney. I'm strictly a giver. You know that."
"Like I give a fuck what you do or don't do," Courtney vehemently told him. "I'll give you one last chance, Jonas. Let my poof husband fuck you in the ass, or I'll take all of the WAGs to another hairdresser, bankrupting your business at the same time. So, what will it be?"
Watching my formerly demure and self-effacing wife dominating the world had me even hotter than before. I firmly believe I could have drilled for oil with my red hot todger.
Jonas crumbled. What else could he do?
He turned to me, "Fuck me, Olivia, please," he pleaded. "Without the WAGs, I'm done. 90% of my clientele are either WAGs or come to me because the WAGs do.
Something weird was happening. I hadn't wanted to fuck Jonas. I had wanted him to fuck me, but he was shit at it. I'm sure new transgirls would have loved his gently, gently approach, but I didn't want that. I wanted, nay, I needed to be fucked, not made love to. But now, I wanted to do what my wife had demanded. I wanted to fuck this pathetic gay slut.
"Roll over onto your back," I roughly told him in my usual voice. "Lift your knees and spread your ass cheeks. I'm going to dry fuck you like you dry finger fucked my ass."
Jonas whimpered.
'What a fucking pussy,' I thought. 'If someone dominant told me that, I'd be gagging for it already.'
Taking pity on him, I lubed my cock before positioning it on his rosebud. I wanted to rip my hips forwards and tear his ass open, but I resisted and slowly slid past his outer ring and through his knot.
I came to rest with my pubis against his ass.
I applied lube to my hand and reached down to grab Jonas's cock. I gripped him firmly in my hand and began to stroke him as I waited for his ass to become accustomed to having a cock as big and as thick as mine in it.
After only a few minutes, Jonas was stiff as the proverbial board in my hand, and he was groaning and pushing his ass back at my cock.
Jonas eventually groaned, "Fuck me, Olivia, please. I need to cum on your magnificent girlie cock."
Stroking him faster, I began to gently fuck him.
Jonas wasn't reacting to my cock in his ass as well as I would have hoped. Remembering what Samuel had done to me, I lifted his left leg by the back of its knee. I kept raising it and stroking into him until I heard Jonas grunt in pleasure.
My cock had rubbed across his P-spot, his prostate.



"OMFG!" He groaned. "Do that again!"
Holding him in place, I pulled my hips back and thrust into his ass again.
"One more time, Olivia, please," Jonas begged. "One more time, and I'll cum."
I pulled almost out of his ass, leaving just the tip of my rigid dick in his fuck hole, before slamming back into him hard. It was not as hard as I could because I didn't think Jonas could handle it, but it was much harder than I had previously.
He exploded into orbit. "I'MMMMMMMM CUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNG!" He screamed.
His man juice shot up and landed on his face, chin, and throat.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK YESSSSSSSSSSSSS!" he yelled as I stroked into him again.
More cum was squirted.
Jonas collapsed, and his head fell to the side.
I let my cock slide out of his ass. I still hadn't cum.
Ashamed at what I'd done, I raised my eyes slowly to meet Courtney's.
Hers were full of lust and desire. She held my gaze for a few short seconds and then looked down. My eyes followed hers down. Somewhere in the time that I had been fucking Jonas, she had buckled a strapon into place.
It was huge, at least 9-inches long, thick and purple, and it arced upward. I realised that every stroke would slide across my P-spot if I were on my back and being fucked with it. My mouth went dry at the thought of Courtney fucking me with this giant fake phallus.
Courtney quickly dismissed Jonas, "Call an Uber and fuck off. You can keep the WAG account for now, but I don't ever want to hear you trying to seduce any of Hannah's femmeboys again."
Jonas scuttled from the room.
"Hannah will feed you her ladyboy dick, and I'm going to fuck your slutty ass. If you don't cum at least twice, you will be locked into chastity until the day you or I die. Never to be let out again. Never to be able to orgasm except from prostate stimulation for the rest of your misbegotten life. Do you hear and understand me, my fucking queer-boy husband?"
"Yes, Mistress," I responded. I held my breath in fear and anticipation.
"On your back then, slut," she commanded, much to my relief.
I lay down, lifted and spread my legs, then put my right hand between my thighs and over my balls so I could spread my ass cheeks to expose my rosebud for Courtney's assault.
I watched Courtney spread liberal amounts of lube over and around the strapon's dildo. Satisfied it was lubed enough, Courtney inserted three fingers into my well-used ass before rotating them back and forth as she forced my ring even wider.
Happy that my rear fuck hole was gaped wide enough to take the giant cock she planned on fucking me with, Courtney moved between my spread thighs.
She leaned forward and placed her left hand in the middle of my chest to balance on, then guided the head of her 'cock' to the entrance to my asshole. Moaning with undisguised lust, Courtney slowly forced the giant dick into my ass.
I desperately wanted to impress my wife, so I forced my ass' sphincter to relax and accept the massive intruder that was being shoved into it.
I couldn't help the violent twitch I gave as the large 'head' popped through my inner knot.
I was sure I couldn't take another inch or even a millimetre when the dildo hit my prostate.
My stifled moans of pain turned instantly to groans of pure pleasure and lust. "Yes, please, my Mistress," I panted. "Fuck your dirty slut's cum hole as hard as you want."
Courtney had released her hold on the strapon's 'cock' as more than two-thirds of it was now buried in my severely gaped asshole. She took hold of my cock and began to stroke it. Somehow she had managed to lube her hand, so I was treated to a nice wet handjob as she continued forcing the rest of the strapon into my ass.
The head of a cock was poked at my cheek, so I turned my head and took all of Hannah's long and thin penis into my mouth. Concentrating on the sensations in my ass and on my cock, I tried to make Hannah cum as quickly as possible, so I could focus on achieving the first of the two orgasms that had been demanded of me.
I cupped her tiny smooth balls and started to stroke her perineum as I sucked and swirled my tongue over and around the glans of her cock.
Just as I thought she was about to cum, Hannah pinched my nose shut, making me stop blowing her and open my mouth so I could breathe.
Once she was sure I had lost the path to my orgasm, she released my nose.
I returned to eagerly trying to make her cum.
Courtney had finally forced all her 'cock's' 9-inches into my hugely gaped arse. The shaft of the dildo was pressed exquisitely across my P-spot, and she was gently rocking back and forth but not moving, just a very soft push and pull.
The sensation on my prostate was fucking awesome, and I started to climb the slopes of Mount Orgasmic again quickly.
My nose was pinched shut again.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'It's almost as if Hannah doesn't want me to cum. That she wants Courtney to lock me into chastity forever.'
It occurred to me that that was precisely what Hannah wanted: Me effectively off the scene. Who was more likely to take Courtney back off her other than her husband and the father of her children?
I had begun to believe that Hannah was aiming to take total control of Courtney and me through Courtney so that she could access our money. Perhaps she wanted Courtney and me to break up so she could marry Courtney and eventually get half of everything.
My next realisation, from how Courtney was making love to me and not just sawing into my ass as hard as she could to humiliate me and get herself off, was that Courtney wanted me to cum. She was trying to help me reach her goal so she wouldn't have to put me permanently into chastity.
With this sudden insight, hope surged, and I blew a massive load out the eye of my cock and up across my chest and stomach.
I didn't go even the slightest bit soft. I remained rigidly stiff, and with some stimulation, I'd cum again almost immediately.
"One, fag boy," Hannah said. "But it gets more challenging now because you get no stimulation other than what's in your ass.
Good luck," she facetiously added.
I looked at my wife and saw pity in her eyes.
'Okay, there's something else going on here.' I thought. 'What hold, other than sexual delusion, does Hannah have over her? If she doesn't want to do this, why doesn't she just tell Hannah to fuck off?
Could my wife be being blackmailed into doing this?'
I was determined to win this contest, but I knew the only way to win was to surrender. To give myself body, heart, and soul to my wife. I loved her. I had from the first class we had together at high school years ago. I was sure she still loved me. She just wanted to punish me for the years of infidelity.
"You win, Courtney," I told her. "My life is yours, my body is yours, and my mind is yours. I will gladly live my life as your chastity fagboy slut if that is what you want from me. Do with me as you will."
"Then what you will do for me is cum, my gay, crossdressing, gladly taking homo dick in his arse, husband. You will cum for me right now!"
There's an old saying for exquisite lovemaking, 'The earth moved'. That's how it felt, only it didn't just move. It was shaken to the very core. I came so hard and violently that I was almost surprised the house didn't fall around us.
I was peripherally aware of Hannah removing her dick from my mouth, tucking it back into her knickers, and then storming out of the room.
After coming down from my orgasmic high, Courtney gently slid the giant rubber phallus out of my overstretched ass.
"You're going to catch hell for this," I told her.
"I can handle it. You worry about yourself. You have one more task to complete for me, and then we can try and figure out how to get you out of this mess."
"What task is that?"
"You must recruit one of your teammates to fuck me tomorrow, and it must be tomorrow. You must tell him what you want, bring him home, and encourage him to take me to bed."
"Am I allowed to watch?"
"Through the curtain?"
"No. If I replace the door to the walk-in robe with one-way glass, I'll be able to sit in there and watch you two fuck."
"If you can get it done by tomorrow, sure. After that, you can watch anytime you want."
Courtney left for her room.
I put some headphones on and turned the music way up so I didn't have to listen to her being punished.
I considered the unmarried guys in my team that might like a chance to fuck Courtney and how I would go about convincing them to do her.
I was no closer to an answer when I drifted off to sleep.

Chapter 09: The Second Sunday.

In the morning, I left as soon as I thought the shops would be open. I didn't want to risk being caught by Hannah and forced to do another humiliating task.
It took a bit of searching, but I found what I was looking for and got it cut to size. I wasn't worried about fitting it. I could do that myself.
I bought a jigsaw at Bunnings, some sealant and new mirror trims in case I damaged the ones currently holding the wood panels in place.
When I got home, Hannah and Courtney were gone. Neither responded to my text or answered my call.
It didn't take me very long to remove the two wooden panels and replace them with one-way glass. I found one of the old square padded leather footstools I had inherited from my grandfather out in the garage where it had sat for years, dusted it off, and then moved it inside the closet.
I had to move some more of my clothes down to my room before I could create enough space to sit comfortably. I added some lube and a box of tissues to the walk-in robe.
I walked around the room, and there was absolutely no way of knowing the mirror was one-way glass. A thought occurred to me. I turned my phone on and placed it on the stool.
That you could see.
I thought that I had dodged a bullet there. I was pretty sure the devious Hannah would have waited until whomever I had chosen to be my wife's lover was balls deep in my wife and then called me so he would know I was sitting in the closet watching, further rubbing my nose into my degradation and humiliation.
Having your teammates know your wife is cheating on you is one thing, but they would probably keep that to themselves. Having them know that you were a cuckold and enjoyed watching your wife fuck other men was a completely different story.
Sunday was a lay day, with no scheduled practice, but I knew there would be a few guys at the club in the gym or doing extra training. There were always a few. I was often one of them, so I drove to the club around 4.00 pm.
The gym was mostly empty, but it was only early, and as preseason training hadn't officially started yet, a lot of the guys would have been still partying hard, so I knew it would only be a matter of time before the gym filled up.
Our gym is open to the public. You could become a club member, join the gym, and 'Train as the AFL Players do'. A couple of the footy sluts were already in there 'working out', but mostly trying to get the attention of one of the players and, hopefully, become their wife or girlfriend. Moving from 'footy player's slut' to WAG.
For a change, I didn't even look at them or stop and see if I could talk one of them into giving me a blowjob in the loos.
One of the recruits, Harry, was working the chest press machine trying to add some much-needed strength and weight to his skinny frame. Harry was a bit of a 'pretty boy', and his reputation was that he needed to 'harden up' if he was going to make it at the AFL level.
He was also a known slut, often taking two or even three girls home on his days off. I'd also seen him checking Courtney out when we were out at club functions, but then again, he checked every girl out, and almost every guy checked Courtney out.
I began on the treadmill, just loping along, getting warm. Over the next 15 minutes, I slowly increased the speed until I was flying at almost full speed. I held this for another 5 minutes. It felt good to work some kinks out.
I grabbed my towel and walked to where Harry was working with the free weights.
He was trying to lift way too much. As AFL players, we don't want bulky muscles. We need lean muscle to get over the ground quickly.
As the coach says, "There's no substitute for speed. Speed of leg, yes, speed of mind, better."
"Need a spot?" I asked.
"Yeah, mate, if you could," Harry panted.
I lifted the bar just before he dropped it on his damn fool neck.
"You gotta build up, you know, bro?" I said. "You can't jump from 80 kg (175 lbs) to 100 kg (220 lbs) overnight. You probably don't want to add more than 5 kg (10 lbs) at a time."
I took some weight off the bar, "Try that."
Harry pumped it easily. I added another 5 kg.
By the effort he took, it seemed about right, so I said, "There you go."
Harry was trying to impress. I was a senior if fringe player, so he wanted my approval. He lifted the weight way too many times.
"Hold up, mate," I told him as I had to retake the bar's weight to stop him from dropping it.
I removed the extra 5 kg, "We're trying to add some weight, but not bulk. Bulk muscle is too heavy to run effectively with.
Why don't you try this: 5 presses, rest for 30 seconds, 10 presses, 30 seconds, 15 presses, rest, 10, rest, finish with 5. Make sure you do your stretches and don't do another arm exercise today, do some work on another area, abs or legs, probably.
I watched him work through the sets.
"Good lad."
'He'll do if he wants in,' I thought. 'Wonder how big his cock is.'
"You're from Western Australia, aren't you, Harry?"
"Yeah, mate."
"Did any of your family or friends come over with you?"
"Nah, mate."
"Must get a bit lonely? Are you sharing with someone?"
"Not at the moment, mate."
"Do you know my wife, Courtney?"
"Not really, mate," he answered. "I know she's as hot as fuck, though. Number 1 on the boy's fantasy hit list."
I hadn't heard of this list.
"The whole club has a hot list?"
"Nah, mate, just us new guys. We're all looking forward to building a rep so we can get hot girls like most of you have. Look at you, a fringe player, but with the hottest chick in the place."
He coloured, embarrassed.
"Fuck," he said. "Me and my big mouth. I didn't mean that as an insult, mate."
"None taken. I try, but I just can't seem to crack that full-time spot, ya know?"
"Yeah, mate. Maybe try and do some more of the team things, right? The 1 percenters coach is always rabbiting on about."
"Good advice. I just might try it. But when you get as few opportunities as I do, you need to try and shine in the ones you get, you know?"
"Yeah, but maybe if you do the team things, you might get more opportunities, yeah?"
"You're probably right," I told him. "Anyway, point being, would you like to come home to mine for dinner? Courtney's a pretty good cook, and she does like to wear short skirts in the kitchen," I joked.
"Yeah, all right, mate. That'd be grouse."
"You got clothes, or will we need to go past your place so you can get changed?"
"I was going to head out for a beer after the gym, and I was going to see if one of these slags wants to come home for a root. If she does, I'll buy her dinner first," he said with a smile. "I've got jeans and a T-shirt, okay?"
I laughed, "It's my home, not a fucking nightclub. I just meant, did you need to get out of your sweaty gym clothes?"
"Oh. Nah, I'll be good. I'll grab a shower here. Do you mind if I catch a lift with you? I don't have a car yet."
"Sure," I said. "Let's finish our routine, shower, and head to mine."
"Sounds good, mate,"
About 30 minutes later, we were in the showers.
Now, ladies, we don't look, okay? You just don't. Not unless you want a punch in the face. So I had to be very discreet in checking Harry's tool out.
He looked like he was carrying a pretty standard 6-inches or so, not thick, nor thin, just, well, standard.
'She'll love that in her arse,' I thought, then had to flick my thoughts to somewhere else quickly before I went hard.
On the way home, I said, "Listen, mate, I don't want to shock you, so if you're not into it, say so ... "
"I'm not gay, mate," Harry interrupted.
"What? Oh. Neither am I," I lied, but was I? "No, not that. Our babysitter is staying with us, at the moment, troubles at home, I think. She's as hot as hell, and I'd like to fuck her, you know?"
Harry nodded his head.
"So, if you can get Courtney into bed, I'll be able to fuck the babysitter, yeah?"
Harry looked at me, "You want me to bang your wife so you can bang the babysitter?"
"In a nutshell, yes."
Looking doubtful, Harry said, "That's fucked up, man. Your wife is as hot as all fuck, so if you'd rather fuck your babysitter, your babysitter must be like, Gal Gadot or something."
"More like Jennifer Lawrence, but I hear you. Listen, mate, if you're not up for it, I guess I can see if one of the others is."
"And you're not going to freak out or anything? Try and punch me in the face for touching your wife?"
"Nah. If you fuck her well, and she loves it, she might even let you do it again. I'll tell you what. After I've fucked the babysitter, I'll send her into you, and maybe you'll get to do her and Courtney at the same time."
"You're bullshitting me. There's no way you'll let me do it. This is some kind of initiation thing, isn't it? Testing how loyal your new teammate is?"
"It's up to you, Harry," I said. "Squeeze Courtney's ass, see how she reacts. Take it from there."
"So you're telling me you're married to a chick that looks like young Courtney Cox and have a babysitter that looks as hot as Jennifer Lawrence, and you want me to bang Courtney Cox so that you can fuck JLaw?
You know I'm going to, John, right? If she slaps my face or freaks out, I'm going to punch you in the face, and you'd better grow eyes in the back of your head cos I'm going to fucking smash you every time you sit under the high ball from then on," Harry warned me.
"And the babysitter's as hot as Courtney?"
"It's a close-run thing, you know? If Courtney's a 10, Hannah's like a 9.995."
"Fuck!" he said. "And you don't get jealous?"
"You know how many of the footy sluts I've fucked, Harry. You've even fucked some with me. How big a hypocrite would I have to be not to let Courtney have some fun?"
"Does she get it on with the babysitter? Cos fuck, that would be fucking hot."
"I guess you'll have to ask them and find out, won't you? But I doubt you'll be disappointed."
"Shut up! I'm getting a fucking woodie. You're not a fag, or anything, are you? You're not going to want to get it on with me after I've done your wife?"
"Nah, mate. It's strictly pussy only for me," I lied again. "I just need someone to take care of Courtney so I can safely bang the babysitter and not get in trouble."
"You're fucked up, man. But I'm game if the girls are up for it."
"You can't go bragging about it after, however. If I hear any rumours whatsoever, you're off the list, and none of us ever talk to you again."
"All good, mate. You never tell about banging a teammate's wife. Not unless you want to find yourself on the transfer list."
I glanced across at Harry. He was looking out the window, so I snuck a quick glance at his groin. It was severely tented.
I felt a frisson of excitement at the thought of watching him use it to impale Courtney's ass.
We arrived home, "Ready?" I asked.
"Yeah, mate. This had better not have been all bullshit."
"I guess you'll see, right?"
He nodded.
Courtney was in the kitchen, wearing a sheer blouse without a bra. Her nipples were hard and clearly visible through the blouse's material. She was wearing a slightly longer skirt than I expected, but then I remembered that she was probably wearing even more bruises on her ass than before after being punished for her latest indiscretion.



Holding a wooden stirring spoon, she came over to us. She lifted the hand holding the spoon to her forehead and wiped some sweat away. Her nipples jiggled sexily as she did it.
"This is Harry," I told her. "Harry thinks you're as hot as all fuck."
I gave Harry a conspiratorial wink.
He blushed but gamely said, "Well, you are, Mrs Murray. All the guys agree."
"Call me Courtney, honey," she said.
She stood on tiptoes, then leant forward to plant a soft kiss on his surprised mouth. Courtney let her hard nipples rub across Harry's forearms as she kissed him.
Hannah entered the room. She had dressed in a crop top that ended in two long strips. She had tied those strips off under her huge melons. Her midriff was bare, with her belly button pierced. She was wearing the tiniest pair of shorty-shorts I'd ever seen.
What she had done with her dick, I couldn't fathom.
Harry gaped from woman to woman, "Fuck me," he muttered. "At least he wasn't lying about how hot the babysitter is."
Harry had another look from Hannah to Courtney and back, "Fuck me," he said again, a little louder.
"Maybe later," Courtney said impishly. "Dinner first, then maybe 'fuck me'."
Harry's tongue needed to be fed back into his mouth. It was currently on the floor.
"I hope you like Spag Bog," She told him. "Carbs for quick energy, lean mince for low GI and protein for building muscle. Grab a seat at the table. Want a beer?"
Harry blinked, "Umm, yes, please," was all he managed to get out.
"I'm Hannah," Hannah said, introducing herself. "It's okay to stare. I like it."
A bemused "Fuck me" was reissued from Harry.
"Maybe later," Hannah echoed Courtney. "But you'll need to beg me to first."
The girls mercifully left Harry alone during dinner, but when Courtney served some ice cream and brandy snaps for dessert, they insisted on taking turns feeding him.
Courtney and Hannah started to 'one up' each other. Hannah started it by dipping her fingers into the ice cream and insisting Harry suck it off.
Courtney took some ice cream into her mouth and then kissed a surprised Harry, feeding the ice cream into his mouth as she did.
Hannah undid her blouse, exposing her braless chest, used her fingers to wipe some ice cream onto her nipples then asked Harry to lick it off.
I think Harry had forgotten I was even in the room.
Courtney finished this round of activities by lifting her skirt above her hips and sitting on the table in front of Harry with her calves over his shoulders and her feet on the back of his chair. She then smeared ice cream across her vulva and clit.
"Well, honey? Are you going to get your dessert or leave me wanting?" She purred to him.
Risking a quick glance across to me, Harry eagerly moved forward and began to lick the ice cream off of Courtney's cunt and clit.
Courtney moaned her appreciation, "That's it, honey-chile. I'm sure there's more cream further in. Better get your tongue right in there and suck it out for me."
I'm pretty sure Harry lost his first load into his underwear at that stage.
"Come on, fag boy," Hannah muttered to me. "Time for you to go have a wank in the closet as you watch a real man fuck your wife. Don't worry, though. Harry's an even bigger fag slut than you. I'll soon have him begging you to let him sit in there with you. He'll probably even want to blow you as he watches."
I eagerly raced up the stairs and into the closet. One of the girls had glued a thick 7-inch, natural skin colour dildo to the stool. There was an envelope leaning against it.
I opened it, then read the note: "If you want to watch, and you will watch, you will strip to naked and then ride this cock the whole time you're in here. Don't even think of not doing it. I've set a cam up so I can confirm that you're obeying."
It was signed with an 'H'.
I looked around and eventually found the hidden cam. The flashing green light had been covered with some masking tape so it wouldn't be seen from outside the closet.
With a large part of my ardour silenced, I stripped as requested, lubed the dildo and my ass, and then held my ass cheeks apart so I could lower myself onto it.
I had taken so many things up my clacker, including the huge one that Courtney had fucked me with last night, that this comparatively small cock slid into me without any protest.
I rocked and wriggled my ass until I felt the dildo hit my prostate. Biting my wrist to muffle my immediate groan, I settled myself down to wait for Harry and Courtney to arrive.
I didn't have to wait long.
Kissing and tearing each other's clothes off, they crashed into the room. Courtney swung Harry around, gave a little leap, and wrapped her legs around him. She leant back, causing Harry to stumble forward a little before regaining his balance.
Courtney's back and ass banged against the glass.
There I was, less than 2 inches, and only a sheet of hardened glass from me and my nearly naked wife, who was about to be penetrated by a teammate I had hardly known until talking to him in the gym less than an hour ago.
I couldn't have been happier or any more aroused. I fucking loved watching my wife being gloriously fucked, and I loved that she loved it.
Harry had entered my wife and was roughly fucking her, shoving his length viciously into her hot, wet, and very tight cunt.
I had taken myself in my hand and had begun lifting and lowering myself on the dildo. In my mind, it was Harry's cock that I was riding.
As that image played in my mind, and with a stifled groan, I came for the first of what I knew would be many times that night.
Courtney dropped her legs and gave a little hip shake to make Harry let her go.
She dropped to her knees, turned Harry sideways to the glass, circled the base of his shaft with her right index finger and thumb, and then cupped his balls in her left.
Courtney pulled insistently up and down on Harry's shaft as she slowly sucked every millimetre of Harry's schlong into her oral cavity. From this close, I could see Courtney's cheeks bulging as she swirled her tongue around and around Harry's cock's head.
Courtney extended the index finger of her left hand and started to finger Harry's taint.
With a surprised grunt, Harry lost his load into my wife's voraciously sucking mouth.
I lost my second load into a tissue as he did.
Courtney tipped her head back and then opened her mouth to show him it was full of his cum. She tilted her head back to level, swallowed, tipped her back and then reopened her mouth to show him her oral cavity was now empty.
"You still good to go, baby?" She asked him. "Or do you need to rest?"
"I'm good to go," came Harry's response. "You've got me hotter than a steak on the grill."
Courtney pressed her tits against the glass right in front of where I was sitting, then pushed her ass back, "Want to try my ass?" She purred.
"Fuck yes," came Harry's guttural response.
"Get your tongue in there, then, baby. Get me ready for your magnificent cock."
I couldn't help myself. I lifted myself off the dildo to lick the glass between me and Courtney's nipples.
My feverish mind was imagining Courtney riding my rigidly hard dick with me licking her nipples as I felt Harry sliding his hard dick into her ass.
I came again.
I then 'joined' Harry on my knees before my wife. I licked the glass where Courtney's pussy was as Harry tongued Courtney's ass.
Courtney's ass obviously wasn't the first that Harry had fucked. He was way too skilled at preparing her for him to be inexperienced at it. I watched in eager fascination as he expertly stretched and lubed Courtney's ring in preparation for penetration.
Harry spotted the sex lube on Courtney's dresser. He quickly covered the head and shaft of his dick with copious amounts of lubricant.
"I'm ready, honey," Courtney moaned at him. "Take my ass."
She turned Harry around so that his ass was against the glass, then turned and bent over.
I quickly lowered my head to the ground so I could look up between Harry's legs.
Harry bent his knees, spread Courtney's ass cheeks with the fingers and thumbs of his left hand, and then took hold of his shaft.
Using his right hand to guide it, Harry introduced the head of his cock to Courtney's rosebud. He slid just a little inside, stopping to give Courtney a chance to say 'no' or for her to adjust to his dick being in there.
He didn't know he didn't need to do that as he had no idea what an anal slut my wife had become in the last few weeks.
"Fuck me, baby. Fuck my ass like you mean it," Courtney moaned.
She wriggled her hips and then pushed her ass back onto Harry's pole.
Harry's ass was right there, I remembered. I could tongue it, or at least pretend to, through the glass. I knelt with my hands on the glass, being very careful not to open the door accidentally, and tongued the glass where Harry's ass was.
Strangely, given my recent experiences pleasing men, it really didn't do anything for my sexual arousal. If anything, it dampened it some.
'Weird,' I thought.
I'd been off the dildo for too long, and I was terrified that Hannah would use that as an excuse to humiliate me with Harry by storming in, opening the wardrobe, and demanding I get my ass back on it, so I lowered myself onto it again.
I couldn't quite seem to find the right spot this time. My ass just felt full, almost like I needed a dump. It wasn't unpleasant, but it just wasn't stimulating, either.
I was considering what it meant when I heard Courtney command Harry, "Come in my ass, stud! Come in my horny slut ass, and I'll cum with you!"
My flagging erection raged again, my ass clenched down on the dildo, causing my prostate to be rubbed beautifully, and I almost came.
Harry was vociferously filling my wife with cum.
"Ahhhhhhhh!!!!!!! ARGGHHHHHH!!!!! AHHHH, FUUCK!!!!" He grunted and groaned. "FUUUUUUCCCKKKKKK! You're one hot fucking bitch!"
Courtney swung him around again, bent at the hips and took him in her mouth to suck him clean.
She 'free-handed' him, using only her mouth to lick and swallow his cum off his cock.
When she spread her ass cheeks to the glass, I knew she had done it for my benefit.
I came again as I watched her push a massive glob of Harry's cum out of her ass.
"I need to pee," Harry said.
"Use the en suite, baby. Wash your cock in the sink, then come to bed. I'm going to blow you so well you'll think I'm about to suck your balls out of your dick."
As soon as Harry closed the en suite door, Courtney slid the door to the walk-in robe open. She took in the stool with the dildo glued to it, and a frown crossed her face.
But all she did was whisper, "Enjoy the show, my cock sucking fag hubby? Now fuck off back to your room. I want to concentrate on enjoying this hot boy without worrying about you falling out of the closet. In the closet, but not for long. I'll have you out and proud soon."
The door to the hall opened, and Hannah walked in.
Courtney shooed me off, then turned to Hannah, "No. Tonight, he is all mine. Next time, you can see if you can seduce him to ladyboy penis," she said quietly.
"You defying me, my little whore?" Hannah responded.
"No, Mistress, but I want this man for myself for one night."
"You will be made to pay for this, slut," Hannah said, then flounced out of the room.
Harry came out just as I shut the door. I listened with my ear pressed against the door.
"Everything okay? He asked. "No dramas?"
"John was just making sure I was happy with the swap, babe, that's all."
"Oh. Are you? I could go and see your babysitter if you'd prefer?"
"You don't want her, honey. Trust me on this one. Let John have her. He's better equipped to deal with her."
Harry sounded crestfallen, "Oh, but ... "
"If I'm not enough for you, you can always fuck off and catch an Uber home."
"What? No, Courtney, you're as hot as all fuck. It's just that John said you and Hannah sometimes get it on, and I've never seen two women going for it before, so I hoped, ya know?"
Mollified, Courtney said, "Maybe next time, just be careful what you wish for, okay? Now, get your taut buns over here and show me how good you are with your fingers and tongue."
I crept back to my room to find a seething Hannah standing there with her arms crossed under her magnificent bosom. She was tapping a finger on her lower arm.
"On your back, hands above your head and clasped together, knees up and apart."
Knowing I was about to receive some of the punishment she had in store for Courtney, I determined to see how much I could take for her. Any of her frustrations that Hannah took out on me would lessen what she took out on Courtney.
I was going to 'take one for the team', team 'Murray'.
"You don't scare me, bitch," I told her. "Do your worst. I can take it."
I took up the required position.
"You're defying me, too? I've obviously been too lenient with you pair of useless fucking sluts. Well, that changes tonight!
Do not move!"
My wrists were handcuffed together and then tied to the headboard. The leg spreader was placed onto my ankles. A thick dildo, about 10-inches long, was shoved into my ass without any lubrication except for what I had already put in there before sitting on the one in the closet. The electric cock cuff was buckled securely around my balls.
Hannah lifted my legs and then chained them to the cuffs. She didn't release the rope holding my cuffs to the headboard this time.
I had a choice: Hold a virtual crunch to stop my legs from hauling severely on the handcuffs, cutting off the circulation to my hands, and putting my shoulders under tremendous strain, or relax the crunch and suffer the above.
I'm supremely fit. It's something I pride myself on. I follow all my training regimes strictly, completely, and faithfully. I diet correctly, do all my stretching and Pilates exercises religiously, keep my alcohol intake to a minimum, and minimise any food high in sugar.
No coach will ever be able to use 'unfit, doesn't try' as an excuse to drop me.
I was too smart to try and hold the crunch indefinitely. All that would do was exhaust my stomach muscles and force me to let my legs haul on my wrists and shoulders until they recovered, if they did.
I held the crunch until I felt the burn, relaxed until my hands throbbed with the built-up blood pressure, and then returned to a crunch.
By the clock on the wall, 10 minutes passed, 15, 20.
There were moans and groans and the sounds of people deliciously and skilfully fucking each other wafting down the hall.
"What kind of fag husband lets another man fuck his wife in the ass as he rides a dildo in the closet?" Hannah asked.
"The kind that loves his wife and wants to see her enjoying herself," I replied.
Hannah pressed the button on the remote, and pain surged through my balls. I hardly even blinked.
"Did you learn how a real man fucks a woman?" She asked. "Or do you need to go back in the closet for some more lessons?"
I laughed, "He's not half the lover I am. Courtney only came once the whole time I was in there. With me, she would have cum three or four times."
I received another, more intense blast.
"Harry gets to cum inside your wife. He can cum in her ass, mouth, or cunt. You can have a wank and cum in your mouth or onto the floor. That's gotta hurt."
I forced myself to smile at her, "Courtney owns me, body, mind, heart, and soul. Even if she told me I was never to orgasm again, I would accept it, as she is my entire world. She and my kids."
The jolt this time was excruciating.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'If that was only 3, I'm never going to make it to 10.'
"Suck my cock," Hannah demanded.
I was willing as I enjoyed sucking her. Strangely, though, I didn't go hard. All I could think of was how sweeter Courtney's pussy tasted than Hannah's dick.
Hannah came pretty quickly as I was now quite an accomplished cock sucker. She pulled out, spoofed on my face, and then took a picture.
"Courtney already has the phone numbers of two of your teammates. Once she has five, I will send this picture to all of them."
I shrugged, "Either you will, or you won't. It doesn't matter. I'm proud of the actions I have taken to please my wife."
I barely managed to stifle my groans of pain.
This fucking bitch wanted me to scream, I realised. She wanted me to beg her to stop. She wanted me to cry out so loudly that Harry would feel he had to investigate and catch me in this position.
'I don't fucking care if my balls fucking explode,' I decided. 'It's worth it if it stops her from punishing Courtney.'
Hannah took hold of the dildo in my ass and began to rip it back and forth.
It hurt, but I was able to lift my hips a little higher. The sawing in and out dildo hit my prostate.
"Fuck yes, Mistress," I moaned. "Fuck your little fag boy."
Hannah tore the dildo out of me and flung it at the wall.
"I'm sorry, Mistress. Has your tranny cock loving, gay boy, submissive slut displeased you? Please, Ma'am, tell this worthless worm what I must do to make it up to you?"
"No," she said. "I see what you're trying to do. You think that if you pretend to like it, I'll stop hurting you."
I couldn't give a fuck if this bitch killed me, as long as she left my wife and kids alone.
She hit the button on the remote. The pain in my balls was so severe that I almost passed out.
She hit it again, and I did pass out.
I came to with Hannah fucking my ass. With a very male-like grunt, she came in me.
Her shemale cum splashed across my P-spot, and I came with her.
"OMFG, yes, Mistress," I moaned. "Please, Mistress, cum in me again so I can cum with you."
Hannah pressed the button again, and I fainted with the pain. I never emitted one word of pain, or complaint, however.
I eventually forced my eyes to meet her gaze, "Tell me, Mistress. Has anyone ever voluntarily cum for you? Or have you had to force, subjugate, or bribe every one of them into cumming?" I asked.
Hannah punched me in the balls. I hadn't realised that the last two jolts had been at full strength. Full throttle, so to speak.
"You think you won't break," Hannah growled in a very masculine voice. "But when I have your wife suffering, you will beg me to stop. I won't. I'm going to fucking destroy her."
"Courtney is way tougher than you," I taunted Hannah. "Do your worst. We Murray's can take it."
Hannah stormed out of the room and left the house. I listened to my R8 screaming its way out of my drive.
I lay on my bed listening to the sounds of Harry and Courtney fucking with a slight smile on my face. I was happy that my wife was enjoying herself and that she had no idea what I endured so that she could.
I knew that if Courtney didn't come looking for me soon, the pain I would suffer would be beyond endurance, but I also knew I wouldn't offer a sound of complaint.
Around two hours later, I nearly reached the end of my strength. My hands were a deep purple because my stomach muscles were exhausted, and I could no longer hold the 'crunch' position.
For the last 15 minutes, I had been biting my lips to prevent myself from crying out in pain.
The door to my room opened, and Courtney stuck her head inside.
"Jaysus!" She exclaimed and then rushed over to my side.
Courtney lifted my legs to relieve the pressure on my wrists. Blood began to pour out of the capillaries of my hands and up my arms. The pain was extreme but felt like a release.
Crying, she said, "I can't unlock you. I don't have the key."
"Get a knife to cut the rope holding my hands to the headboard," I calmly said to her. "Once I can settle into the same position as last weekend, go and get the spare key you put in the box."
I didn't know if she had done that, but I needed Courtney to calm down and think.



"Be back soon, baby," Courtney muttered, then raced from the room.
Mercifully, the rope was cut, and I could take the weight off my hands and ease the pressure on my stomach muscles.
"Go back to Harry," I said to Courtney. "We cannot afford for him to realise how badly fucked we both are."
"He's sleeping," Courtney told me. "I only came twice, and he's already had enough. Arsehole came in me four times, though."
"So wake him up and make him service you properly," I told her. "If some slut that I've been fucking thinks that now she's cum I'll stop. I quickly let her know she still has my needs to take care of."
"How soon can I get rid of him, John?" Courtney asked. "I want my husband back."
"You'll have to fuck him again tonight, so you can get what you need..."
Courtney interrupted me, "Can't you take care of me instead?"
"Like this?" I asked.
She shook her head.
"He's barely twenty, babe. He will wake up as soon as you walk in the door and want to screw. Get the key, tell him you want to make sure the front door is locked, release me, and then enjoy fucking him for the rest of the night."
"You don't mind me fucking him, fucking Josh?"
"If I'm being honest, watching you fuck others is the biggest turn-on, like, ever," I confessed.
"Do you want to submit to me willingly, John?" She asked. "To me, not Hannah, Jonas, Roger, Bryce, Samuel, me?"
"Yes, my love," I told her. "You are my world."
"And if I decide to take other lovers?"
"I meant what I said Saturday night, Courtney. I surrender. My life is yours, body, mind, heart, and soul."
"Well, fuck me," was all she said.
Courtney left. Only a few short moments later, I was released from my binds.
With an appreciative moan, I collapsed onto the mattress and passed out.
I didn't notice Courtney leaving for our bedroom.

The Rest of the Second Week.

I woke up Monday morning. This week heralded the return of our compulsory training sessions. They were only for the first, second, and third-year players, but I always attended.
I opened the door to Courtney's bedroom to find her riding Harry's cock.
Harry looked at me as I opened the door, "Hurry up and cum in that slut," I told him as if Courtney was some slag he had picked up for an overnight tension reliever. "We have practice."
Harry groaned, then shot his load into Courtney.
We made it to practice with plenty of time to spare.
I worked with Harry on his left-hand hand pass. He was giving me mumbled responses and looked almost angry.
"What the fuck is up with you?" I asked.
"The welts and bruises on Courtney's ass and back, did you do that?"
I shook my head.
"Then who?"
"Courtney and Hannah like to play rough," I told him. "Well, Hannah does. And Courtney wants to go along with it, so ... you know?"
"If anyone was doing that to my wife, I'd smash them off the planet," Harry answered.
"I wanted to, you know? But when the wife tells you 'no', what do you do?"
"You two are fucked up, man. Your wife is as sexy as fuck, and she sure goes off in the sack, but it's all a bit weird ..."
He petered to a stop.
"Fuck! Me and my big mouth."
"What?"
"You're not bothered that I spent the night fucking your wife?"
"You fucked Courtney Cox so I could fuck Jennifer Lawrence, remember? Why would I be angry at you?"
"I wouldn't mind fucking Jennifer Lawrence," Harry mumbled.
I handed him one of Hannah's cards, "Be careful what you wish for, mate," I told him. "It might not be as much fun as you think."
The rest of the first to three-year players arrived.
I didn't know where the skills and assistant coaches were, but 15 guys were hanging around doing fuck all except kicking for goal, so I decided to run a learning drill.
"Over here," I demanded. "Look, guys, kicking for goal is relatively easy," I said as they gathered around me.
I slotted one from where I stood, about 40 metres out directly in front, to prove my point.
"Kicking to the advantage of a teammate in a marking contest is much harder."
I set up what I wanted to show them. I selected one of the guys who had been recruited as a possible forward to act as my 'full-forward'. Then instructed the defenders to try and spoil his ability to catch the ball.
Running through the drill, I spun from the contest about 50 metres (55 yards) away and hit the 'full forward' on the chest, two steps ahead of his direct opponent.
"The full forward will lead toward where he wants you to kick the ball," I told them. "Your job is to get it into him as quickly and accurately as possible to give him the best chance of marking it."
Watching the new boys work through this drill, I realised their kicking skills weren't up to it.
I was the best kick in the club. Even the has-beens on TV acknowledged it.
I broke down how to make solid contact with the ball every time.
Anthony, the kicking skills coach, had arrived. He watched me working the 'new fish' through the kicking drills I had set up for them.
He took out his phone.
A little while later, as I was explaining 'the drop' to a recent recruit, Anthony approached me, "The boss wants to see you in his office," he said.
Like your school days, visiting the 'boss's' office was never good.
Reluctantly, I made my way to the coach's office, knocked on the door and walked in.
"Hey John," Coach said. "Take a seat.
'Definitely not good,' I thought as he closed the door behind me.
"We're going to look for a trade for you at the end of the season, John. We'll probably cut you from the roster if we can't get a decent trade."
"Oh. Why?"
I had a contract for the next two seasons, even if they cut me, I'd still get most of that money, but I didn't want the money. I wanted to play.
"You're taking up a lot salary cap to play reggies (reserve grade) and occasionally fill in for the seniors. We think that money would be better spent on a younger player that can play firsts full time."
"What do I have to do to be allowed to stay?"
"Show me that the light has finally dropped. Show me the penny has been turned on."
Coach can mangle a metaphor better than anyone I know.
"That the penny has dropped and the light turned on?"
"That's what I said,"
"I don't understand," I told him.
There's a big-screen TV on the wall above Coach's desk connected to his computer. It sprang into life.
I could see he was bringing some files up.
"You're just not cutting it, John," he brutally told me.
"Mate, you're 193 cm (6ft. 4) and have the best vertical leap in the club. Why aren't you playing ruck for us?"
"You said ruck was a 'waste of my kicking skills' and moved me to the wing," I answered.
"Because you kept peeling out of the ruck and going forward looking to kick goals."
I blushed, "You told me I needed to get forward and provide another target."
"But not at the expense of your main role."
"You've got great hands. You're both an excellent overhead and chest mark and amongst the fastest in the club. Why aren't you our full forward kicking 50 - 60 goals yearly?"
"My goal kicking sucks," I truthfully answered.
In the 12 out of a possible 26 that I had played last season, I had kicked 9 - 17 (9 goals, 17 behinds from 26 shots). There were another ten shots that I'd missed everything with.
"Does it, John?"
Coach brought up a graphic of an AFL field on the screen. There was a whole heap of white dots on it.
"These are where you took your shots from last season," he told me.
Some numbers appeared beside them. Every dot had a black number and another number either in green or red. There was only one red number.
"The black numbers represent the AFL average from that spot. The green and red ones are your averages. Green means you're on, or above, the AFL average, and the red that you're below.
Where's your only red?"
"Directly in front 40 out," I answered.
I can get a little jittery on set shots directly in front. As long as I remembered to smash the ball through the goals, I usually wasn't too bad.
"Most of your shots and the AFL averages, what are they?"
"Low."
"So you're not a bad kick for goal. You just take shots you should be looking to pass off to others in a better position, wouldn't you say?"
I had to agree, "I take the shot because I get so few chances that I feel I have to try and impress you."
"Stop trying to fucking impress the coaching staff and me. Start trying to impress your fucking teammates!" Coach yelled at me. "You're the best pass kick in the whole fucking club, possibly even the best in the fucking league. Kick the fucking ball to the advantage of a teammate for a fucking change."
I'd seen coach angry like this before, but never at me.
"Your teammates rarely kick the ball to you when you're playing forward. Why?"
"I don't know. I thought it was because I sucked in front of goal."
"Because they know you won't pass it back!"
This carried on for another 30 minutes, maybe more. By the time he had finished, I felt like a sheet that had been squeezed through the mangle.
"We're done, John," Coach said. "Show us that you can play the team game, or you're gone at season's end. You'll have to work hard to regain the trust of your teammates, but if you start doing the 1 percenters regularly, it will soon come back.
I was impressed that you were working on the new boy's skills. You've never done that before."
"I attend every session, coach, even those I don't have to be here for. I've been with the new guys plenty of times."
"Working on your skills, not helping with theirs. But why do you think you've lasted six years at this club without cracking a full-time gig? Your willingness to work and train so hard has kept us hoping you'd finally pick up that penny, and that is why we kept offering you another 12 - 24 month deal."
I went back to training, even though it felt like my whole world was shattering around me. The kicking coach assigned me some of the worst kicks to work with on a three-by-three rotation. By the end of the session, most were able to hit a target regularly.
At the end of the training, I got thanks from the whole squad and a nod of approval from the coach.
That felt pretty good.
I went home and dragged my sorry ass up to my room. I felt wiped out. All I had ever wanted to do was play. I'd have played for a quarter of what they were paying if it meant I could play. Fuck, I'd probably have played for free or match payments. Now it seemed it was gone.
'I've lost Courtney. When she kicks me out, I'll lose the boys and the new bub,' I thought to myself, nearly in tears. 'What the fuck have I done?'
Courtney was sitting on my bed.
"Come down to the bedroom, John, please."
Tears began to leak from my eyes, "I can't handle any more degradation today, Courts," I told her, calling her by a pet name I hadn't used since high school. "Nor can I handle any more 'forced gay' or 'forced feminisation'. You'll have to find another victim for yourself and Hannah."
Courtney looked at me, then sighed, "What the fuck happened to us, John? We were so happy back at the farm."
"Hannah happened to us, Courts," I told her bitterly.
"You were a willing participant in everything me and Hannah did to you, babe. Oh, you tried to deny it, but you fucking loved every single fucking moment of it!" She answered heatedly. "No, I meant before Hannah, before you started sticking your dick in every piece of tail you came within sniffing distance of."
"I think I kind of got hooked up in the lifestyle, babe," I answered honestly. "All the guys seemed to be doing it, and I just went along with it. Besides, you never once complained or even mentioned that you knew I was fucking around on you."
"Why do you think I didn't?" Courtney asked me. It was her turn to be bitter.
"Cos you're an idiot who's in love with a fucking loser, that's why!"
"Jaysus, John! Where did that come from? Have a look around you. Does this look like the house of a loser?"
"They're going to either trade or cut me at season's end, Courtney," I said in tears. "They say I'm never going to reach my full potential, and it's time they went in another direction.
I have a contract, so I'll get about 80% of it, but that's probably the last paycheck I'll get from footy."
Courtney got up and stood in front of me.
"Look at me, John."
I couldn't.
"I didn't ask you to look at me, John; I told you to. Now, look at me."
Unwillingly, I lifted my eyes to meet hers.
"Samuel's right," I heard her mutter.
"So, what are you going to do about it, John?" Courtney asked. "Roll over like the bitch you've become and let them take your career away?"
"No!" I averred. "I'll do whatever it takes to make them keep me on."
"Even if it means letting your teammates take the spotlight, take the glory, take the shot?"
"Even if it means sucking every one of them off in the fucking showers after the game!" I answered
"Or getting me to do it for you?"
"Only if you're willing, my love," I told her. "I don't make your choices for you."
"Why do you think I let you fuck all those sluts, John?" Courtney said, suddenly switching directions. "Why do you think I so eagerly sucked their cunt juice off your cock? And don't tell me because I'm an idiot in love with a loser. I'm not, you aren't, and you didn't think you were when you were doing it."
"I don't know. I didn't think you knew," I said.
"You take 90 minutes to get back from a 10-minute drive, and you think I'm so dumb I don't know what you're doing?"
"You have a couple of drinks, then sleep all night. I thought you weren't aware I'd been gone so long."
"I was lying in bed masturbating to the thought of you fucking those women, John, wishing you'd finally realise that I wanted to fuck them with you!"
"Wh_, What?"
"That night you fucked Stephanie on the couch. I was sitting at the top of the stairs with three fingers in my pussy, hoping you'd notice me and want me to join in."
"I ... well ... I ... umm ... fuck," Was all I could say. "Why didn't you say something about it to me?"
"Tell your husband, the father of your two kids and the baby you've got growing in your womb, that you're fantasising about having sex with women and that you're scared you might be a lesbian?"
"Are you?"
"Are you gay?"
"I don't think so," I replied. "Dressing up and taking cock is fun, I'll admit that. But fucking a man, as a man, just isn't for me."
"I'm not lesbian, but I like the taste, smell and feel of pussy. I want to try some more. If you'd like to do it with me?"
"Where's Hannah? Waiting in the bedroom? I'd better drag myself up there."
"She's taken my car to pick up Rachel. She's bringing her back to deflower. I think she has something planned for you, which is why you are to come to my room."
"Who's Rachel?"
"The Maccas girl you were made to show your cum covered face to."
"Oh."
I sighed, "I guess there's nothing you can do to stop it?"
"Not yet, no. I meant it when I said that you had completed all the tasks that I wanted you to do. From now on, it's all voluntary stuff from me."
"Why did you do it, Courts? Why did you decide to try and make me gay and turn me into a tranny?"
"To start with, it was just plain old-fashioned revenge. I wanted to hurt and humiliate you as you have hurt and humiliated me so many times and for so many years.
I wanted you to experience being fucked around on. I wanted you to feel how worthless it made you feel. How inadequate it makes me feel.
Then it became a bit of a game. You liked this, could I make you like that? You would do this. Can I push you further and make you do that? I thought you'd hate and refuse to do this, but you liked it. Could I make you go even deeper into your sexual degradation?
Then I got in over my head and couldn't find a way out. I kept hoping you would find a way out for both of us, but you just accepted more and more."
"Because you wanted me to, Courts. Yes, I'll admit I've loved most of what has happened to me, what has been done to me, and what I've done, but if you weren't there egging me on every step of the way, I'd never have done any of it."
There was the low meaty growl of our Avant in our driveway.
Stricken, Courtney looked at me, "There's a lot more to be discussed, John. But you must go and perform for our Mistress.
You are to strip naked, take the stool out of the closet and place it at the foot of the bed. You'll then lube the dildo up and sit on it, facing the door.
Hannah will tell you what happens next."
"Won't you be there?"
"No. This is not something I want to see you do. Not something to pay me back for the years of infidelity you inflicted on me.
Hannah usually likes to take her new pets out to show them off after she's done them. I'm going to plead being unwell and beg off.
Have fun in there. You may as well. You're going to be made to do it, anyway."
Dropping my clothes to the floor and racing up the hall, I assumed the required position just in time for Hannah to usher Rachel into the room.
There hadn't been time to lube the dildo properly, so it was initially a little uncomfortable in my ass. But it was pretty nice once I had wriggled my hips and got it against my P-spot.
Hannah favoured me with a tight smile.
"Rachel, you remember cum-face here, don't you?"
"That's the woman you had with you?" Rachel asked in disbelief. "But he's a bloke!"
"Amazing what the right makeup, clothes, and training can do, isn't it?" Hannah confirmed.
Hannah turned to face me directly, "Lift your ass, fagboy. Show Rachel what you have in your boy-cunt."
My conversation with Courtney had given me some hope that there might be an end to my degradation, but it seemed it would go on forever.
Struggling not to weep in despair, I raised far enough for the shaft of the dildo to appear.
"Fark me!" Rachel said.
I wasn't sure if she was aroused, shocked, or disgusted. A little bit of all three, I think.
A voice came from outside the room, "What's 'fark me'? Let me in. I want to see."
A young male, about the same age as Rachel, entered the room.
"Fuck! That's John Murray!" The voice exclaimed.
Weirdly, he held out his hand. It was as if he was so starstruck that he hadn't noticed that I was naked and sitting in a strange position in the middle of the room.
"Evan Baxter, Mr Murray," he said
What could I do?
I took his hand and shook it.
"Pleased to meet you, Evan."
"Evan is Rachel's friend. He knows he's gay and thinks he might be trans. You're going to help Evan explore his sexuality," Hannah informed me.
"But I'm going to give you a choice, John. You can take Rachel down to your room, seduce and then deflower her, something you've done many times with many young girls, and I'll take care of Evan.
Or, you can take young Evan here and begin his journey of self-exploration and discovery. They are both 18 years of age and virgins. Rachel has admitted to a little bit of fooling around with girls, but Evan says he's never even had a sexual kiss from anyone, boy or girl.
What will it be?"
This 'choice' was fucking with my mind. I hadn't had a choice since Hannah had forced me on this journey. I didn't know what to do.
My conscious mind went, 'Hmm, pussy, haven't had pussy for a while. Take that girl and rock her world.'
But my deeper conscious went, 'I never want to cheat on Courtney with women again. Besides, that poor boy is terrified! You need to look after him.'
I tried to conjure images of fucking Rachel. She was just the type of footy slut I liked to bang. Pretty enough to get the juices flowing, but not so pretty that she was up herself.
The kind of woman that loves someone semi-famous hitting on her because they feel validated. They feel sexy and desirable. They even think that maybe they're a little more beautiful than their mirror says they are.



The above makes them vulnerable, so they're easily tipped into bed.
I hadn't previously cared how much it must have hurt that I never called them again. I cared now, though.
Evan was looking at me almost beseechingly. I think Hannah had him terrified. He wanted to explore his sexuality and see if being more feminine was something he wanted to experience ...
He was ...
Me.
He is just beginning to discover his true self.
In comparison, Rachel knew what she wanted. She wanted Hannah. Oh, she would go with me because that is what Hannah wanted. She'd probably even enjoy it a lot (I am pretty damned good in bed), but it wasn't what she wanted.
"May I leave, and take Evan to my room, Mistress, please?" I asked.
I received peals of triumphant laughter in return.
"Evan is about the same size as you, Mistress. May we have an outfit for him to dress in?"
"Take what you want from the closet, my little crossdressing poofter. Just hurry up. We girls have some experimenting to do."
I guided Evan out the door and down to my room.
Just before I closed the door to her bedroom, there was a peremptory "Ahem" from Hannah.
I opened the door back up so I could hear what she had to say,
"You will rock his world, my little cocksucking fagboy. You will rock his world to its very foundations. Evan needs to discover his true persona, and you will help him do it!"
Why, please, Lawd, tell me why I was suddenly harder than my high school English exams were? Why did I now feel like I could have banged Rachel until she begged me to cum in her so she could rest?
And why did I now want to get on my knees and suck Evan off?
"I thought you were married, Mr Murray?" Evan asked as we walked to my room. "Did you leave your wife for Miss Hannah?"
"It's complicated, Evan," I told him. "But Courtney and I are still married."
"Does she know about your crossdressing?"
"Yes, she's an active participant in everything Hannah and I do together."
"So, Hannah, is kinda like Mistress to you both, then?"
"Yes."
"Wow! That's so hot!"
Controlling the urge to rip Evan's trousers down so I could swallow his cock, I sat him at my vanity unit. I had come home from training one evening to find my dresser had been removed and this in its spot. It was full of every kind of makeup and skin preparation a girl could ever need.
A selection of wigs, carefully chosen and coiffed by Jonas, filled a shelf that had been added at the same time as the vanity. The wigs were all on polystyrene heads.
Deciding to change tacts, I sat on my bed and patted a spot beside me.
Using my 'Bea Arthur' voice, I purred, "Come and sit with me, honey. Let's talk about what you might like to happen."
Evan's trouser front jumped. It appeared like he had quite a solid package in there.
"If you're a virgin, Yvonne," I converted his masculine name to the closest feminine one I could think of on the spot. "How do you know that you're gay?"
"Didn't you always know, Mr Murray?" Evan asked.
"Call me Olivia, Yvonne. You don't mind me calling you Yvonne?"
"No. I like it. It feels right. Evan never did."
Didn't you know you were gay, Mr ... Olivia?" He repeated.
"It's all new to me, baby girl. Until Hannah started me on this journey, I had no idea I was anything but straight."
Evan blushed at 'baby girl'.
"Baby girl, I like that."
Evan looked around almost fearfully.
"Hannah scares the shit out of me, Mr ... Olivia ..." He told me. "When I'm with her, I'm terrified, but oh so very turned on, you know?"
"Same here, honey," I reassured him. "Think carefully about how involved you want to get with her, okay? Your friend Rachel, it's too late for her. She's already under Hannah's spell. But you may be able to keep yourself clear if you're smart."
"You don't think I should hook up with Hannah?"
"Not my choice to make, Miss Yvonne," I replied. "But just think about it, please?"
Evan nodded.
"Would you like me to show you how to do your makeup, Yvonne?" I asked.
"Yes, please, Olivia."
Eager to see what Evan had swinging, I said, "Take your clothes off, Miss. It'll be easier to do you up if I don't have to work around your clothes."
It wouldn't, but it seemed a good excuse to get him naked.
Evan was even hairier than me. The word 'Sasquatch' came to mind.
"Come and get in the shower, baby girl," I told him. "We don't have time to get to the waxers, so I'll help you shave clean and then we'll get started, okay?"
"You want me to shave all my body hair off, Olivia? Won't people notice and laugh? Or, worse, won't they see and know?"
"That you're gay? Or that you're trans or a crossdresser?"
"Well, both."
"Nobody cares, honey."
To prove my point, I dropped everything to the floor.
My hardening 7.5-inch dick fell into view. Evan stared openly, then licked his lips.
"I'm like this all the time, Evan. I'm like this when I shower, change, and train at the club. You know how many have said something?"
He shook his head.
"None."
Evan nodded and let me take him to the shower.
As he entered the shower cubicle, I asked, "Would you like me to get in with you and help?"
Flushing bright red, Evan mumbled, "Yes, please, Mr ... Olivia."
Finding the second razor I take away with me on footy trips, I offered it to Evan and joined him under the water.
The shower in my en suite is standard, so there wasn't much room for two people.
I kept 'accidentally' brushing my hand, or hip, or ass, across his cock.
It seemed that Evan wasn't huge, just around about the same as me. Maybe a little thinner in girth. But, as it hardened under my 'accidental' touches, it grew to an impressive 8+ inches and thickened considerably.
Pretending I would shave his pubic area and abdomen, I soaped up my hand and took hold of Evan's cock.
A low groan of desire escaped his lips as I stroked his cock.
"Would you like me to blow that for you, little one?" I asked.
Another low moan was the response.
Taking that as a 'yes', I sank to my knees and guided Evans's cock into my mouth. Cupping Evan's balls, and fingering his taint, soon had Evan erupting cum into me.
Unable to help himself, Evan grasped my head in his two hands, moaned lustily, and thrust his hips back and forth as he spurted his load into my sucking mouth.
I swallowed it all gleefully.
Patiently, I waited to see what Evan's reaction to cumming would be. Would he relax and want to continue? Would he panic and want to run? Or would he freak out at being blown by a man?
"I fantasised about how great it would be to be sucked off, Olivia. I never dreamt it would be so good!"
Proud, I responded, "We've only just begun, baby girl. Let's finish this. Then we can work on making you up."
Once Evan was cleared of hair from his eyebrows down, I sat him at my vanity and explained what I was doing and why, as I did his very first makeup 'do over'.
Once finished, I was happy with the result. Like me, he wouldn't win any beauty contests, but if he concentrated on his walk and intonation, he would 'pass' almost seamlessly.
He kind of looked like the Australian dancer and actress Rhonda Burchmore.
Given that I was still in male mode, I thought, 'I'd probably hit on her if she were the only reasonable bird in a bar,'
As I was now quite horny myself, thinking about fucking Rhonda Burchmore, I quickly encouraged Evan into a pair of stay-up stockings, a thong, and a bra.
Thinking about how much I had liked how hot I looked in a thong, with my dick poking obscenely out of the elastic at the top, I guided Evan's todger into my mouth again.
When he was harder than doing long division with Roman numerals, I told him to stand up and look in the full-length mirror.
Evan's thick and long cock looked divine, stretching out of and above his thong.
Made up, clean-shaven, and wearing a bra and thong, he looked so feminine from head to toe, but with this large, erect, and very masculine cock sitting proudly stiff in the middle.
Even if one of my two Mistresses had told me 'nay', I doubt if I could have stopped from taking Evan into my mouth again.
"Fuck me. This is so hot!" Evan/Yvonne moaned. "Please, Olivia, you must let me suck you. I've never given a blowjob before, but please, let me?"
"Let me get dressed, honey. Then we'll make like lesbians and fuck each other silly."
With all the practice I'd had, it didn't take me long to transform into Olivia.
"Fuck me, Mr Murray, ahh, umm, Olivia. But I'd never have believed it if I hadn't just seen you do that. You look gorgeous."
He knelt before me.
"May I?" He asked.
"Yes, please, baby girl," I answered. "I need to cum so badly!"
Yvonne was stroking her shaft as she blew me. I could tell she was about to cum again, so I encouraged her onto the bed and lay her down so I could suck her as she sucked me.
And that's how Courtney found us, in a classic 69, our lips wrapped around the other's dick.
It took some time before I realised someone else was in the room.
"Fuck me, John. That is so fucking hot!" My wife groaned.
Naked, my wife climbed onto the bed beside us.
"Have you fucked him yet?" Courtney asked. "Has he fucked you?"
Evan quickly wrenched himself from underneath me and cowered against the headboard.
"I'm so sorry, Mrs Murray," he said in a panic. "I didn't mean to suck your husband's cock."
Courtney laughed her delightful laugh, "How can you mean to 'not suck my husband's dick', little one? You're either willingly sucking cock, or being forced to. And John has never forced anyone to do something they didn't want to do yet."
Evan shrank even further into himself. His dick had gone flaccid.
In an almost dream, he muttered, "I can't help being gay, dad. I tried to look at the straight porn you gave me, but it's yuck. I can only cum if I watch gay porn."
"Oh, honey," Courtney said and then wrapped her arms around him. "John and I don't care that you're gay. We just want you to have some fun. Would you like John to fuck you, or would you like to fuck my husband?"
Smiling hesitantly, Evan responded, "Can I do both? The books talk about 'Top gays' and 'bottom gays'. I don't know which one I am yet."
"Of course you can, honey. You can even try me if you want to?"
Evan/Yvonne looked at her in awe, "May I, Mrs Murray? May I, really? That would be so awesome. Answer all my questions at once."
Courtney instinctively knew that she would have to 'Domme' Evan/Yvonne. He would be too scared to move from the spot he was cowering on if she didn't.
"Yvonne! You will stand up and show me how pretty a girl you are."
Yvonne reluctantly moved, then froze.
"Right now, baby girl," Courtney demanded.
Trembling, Yvonne managed to reach her feet in front of my wife.
"You're gorgeous," Courtney told her. "But you need some boobs. Do not move from this spot."
Courtney turned to me, "Hannah put some condoms in the top drawer of your bedside table. She thinks you'll be bringing home stray cock every chance you get, now. And she doesn't want you catching anything you might pass to her or me.
Get a couple out and fill them with as much warm water as you dare. Hannah has massive jugs, so the condoms must be pretty full to make the bra sit properly."
With the water-filled condoms in place, Yvonne looked even more alluring. Courtney thought so, too.
"Fucking hot as!" She exclaimed. "May I kiss you, Yvonne?"
Yvonne, shaking all over, nodded.
Courtney gently pressed her lips against Evan's. Evan responded tentatively at first. But when my wife put a hand on the back of his head, opened her mouth a little and then brushed her tongue along Evan's lips, he started to respond more fervently.
Not sure what he was doing, Evan's right hand found my wife's breast. Clumsily, Evan almost mauled Courtney's tits. Courtney placed her hand over his and moved back from the kiss.
"Gently, honey. There's a time and place for rough sex, but it's rarely at the beginning of your lovemaking. You must warm your lover up until their passion and lusts are raging before introducing some rough."
Holding Evan's fingers in hers, Courtney showed him how to circle her nipples with his forefinger and run his fingers softly around the curves of her breasts before centring in on the nipple again.
A few moments later, she moaned, "That's very good, baby girl, you're making me all wet. Now kiss me again, then lower your mouth and gently suck my nipple into your mouth."
Evan followed her instructions to the letter. His lipstick-covered lips found Courtney's pebbly hard breasts, and I watched, fascinated, as he sucked one into his mouth.
"Oh, yes, honey," Courtney groaned. "Run your tongue over and around it as you gently suck on it."
Evan tried that, too.
"Hmmm, hmmm," Courtney moaned. "Gawd, that is so good, little one. You're a quick learner. Would you like to taste me?"
With only a little pressure from Courtney on his shoulders, Evan sank to his knees in front of her.
My wife held Evan's chin in her palms, kissed him then asked, "Do you want to do this, baby girl?"
Evan nodded eagerly, "Yes, please, Mrs Murray. I've always wondered what pussy tasted like. Not as often as I wondered what semen tasted like, but I still want to know."
Courtney spread her pussy lips and then slid a finger into her pussy. Taking it out, she offered it to Evan.
"Try this, little one. If you like it, you may push your tongue in there, okay?"
Wonderingly, Evan sucked Courtney's finger. I've always thought that Courtney tasted divine. I tongued her for the first time the night of her eighteenth birthday when I took her virginity, and I have been almost addicted to her taste ever since.
Pulling his head back and off Courtney's finger, he stretched his tongue out and slowly moved his head forward until it touched Courtney's labia.
I could tell by her arousal smell that my wife was as wet and hot as she had ever been. When Evan's tongue hit the entrance to her vulva, she moaned deep and gutturally.
"OMG, that's good, baby girl. Lap there like you're a cat, and I'm a saucer of milk."
My wife was panting and moaning, "Fuck yes, honey. Lift your tongue a little higher. Yes, baby girl, a bit more, a bit more."
A few seconds later, she groaned, "Yes! Right there!"
Evan had found her clitoris with his tongue.
"I'm going to cum, baby girl. Don't be frightened, okay?"
Evan nodded with his tongue working feverishly on my wife's clitoris.
Holding his mouth tightly against her pussy, Courtney raised onto her toes so that her vulva's entrance was pushed hard against Evan's probing tongue.
"Oh, oh, oh," she moaned as her hips bucked with her orgasm.
Sighing deeply, Courtney sank to her knees with her thighs on either side of Evan's. Her wet pussy was pressed against the shaft of his screamingly hard pocket rocket, and her hot perineum was pressed against his balls.
Courtney kissed him softly. "That was very good, Evan. Have you ever made someone cum before?"
"I've never had sex before, Mrs Murray," Evan replied.
"You're almost inside me, baby. Would you like me to lift up so you can enter me?"
"I'm scared, Mrs Murray. I thought I was gay, but eating your pussy was the hottest thing ever."
"Would you like to try sucking my husband off instead, honey?"
Evan gulped but replied, "Yes, please, Mrs Murray."
"Get over here, fagboy," Courtney demanded of me.
I rolled off the bed and quickly made my way over to her.
"Stand there, my little poofter husband. Evan and I will blow you. You will not cum until I say that you can."
Turning to Evan, Courtney asked, "Have you sucked a guy before, honey?"
"I was doing my best to suck off Olivia when you came in, Mrs Murray, but before then, no."
"We'll do it together, Okay?"
Evan nodded his head.
"Watch what I do, then try it yourself."
I couldn't believe it! I was about to get a blow job from my wife. The first time she had done something sexual to me since she started me on this journey. Other than fuck me with a strapon, of course.
Courtney encouraged Evan into a kneeling position in front of me. My mind was screaming at me, 'This is wrong! Courtney should never kneel before me. It's unworthy that my beautiful wife kneels before me.'
I coughed lightly, "Ahem, Courtney. Shouldn't I be below you?"
"Usually yes, my crossdressing gayboy hubby. But you can pretend to man up for this demonstration."
With that, Courtney wrapped her hand around the base of my already rock-hard 7-inch penis and took the head in her mouth. Because it had been so long since the last time I'd been in her mouth, longer than at any other time since we'd gotten together, I almost lost my load down her throat immediately.
I had to screw my eyes up tight, clench down hard on my ass sphincter, and use my core strength training for all I was worth to obey my wife's 'no cumming until given permission' edict.
Letting me slide back out of her mouth, Courtney turned to Evan and said, "Your turn, honey. I'll hold him about halfway down. Make sure you keep your lips over your teeth and your tongue against his shaft.
Don't try and accept him past your gag reflex yet. We'll work on that a little later, okay?"
Evan nodded eagerly, and his lips were soon sliding deliciously over the thick head of my cock and along my shaft. Evan was either a quick study, or he had watched a lot of cock-sucking porn because I never once felt his teeth, and he instinctively began to suck as soon as he had as much of me in his mouth as he could take.
"That's very good, baby girl. Step 2, okay? Just watch."
My rampantly hard dick re-entered Courtney's warm and wet mouth. This time, she bobbed her head back and forth as she sucked. Courtney grasped my shaft firmly as she bobbed her head. When she moved down my shaft, taking more into her mouth, she would pull upwards, then stroke downwards as she slid her lips back along my shaft.
My knees were trembling, and a series of loud groans escaped my mouth. I held onto my orgasm by the barest of margins. I would have lost my load into her mouth if Courtney had bobbed up and down one more time. Luckily, she let my cock slip out of her mouth and offered the head to Evan.
Evan accepted me back into his willing mouth, then reached to wrap his hand around my cock's shaft just above Courtney's. Evan was able to imitate what Courtney had shown him almost flawlessly.
This is what flashed through my mind: 'Why aren't I struggling to prevent my orgasm, then? Why does it feel good but not so good that I can barely prevent myself from cumming. Why, with Evan sucking me, am I in control?'
"You're a natural cock sucker, Miss Yvonne," Courtney told Evan. "If you do only what we've done so far, most guys will cum in your mouth in no time."
Evan rocked back on his heels and gave my wife a huge grin.
"Thank you, Mrs Murray. It seems like there should be more than this, though?"
"Honey, you can't go from crawling to sprinting in one go, now, can you? Why don't we concentrate on getting this right? Then we can go onto something more extreme."
Evan nodded his head in agreement.
"Would you like to taste some semen?" Courtney asked him.
"OMG, yes!" Was Evan's immediate response.
"Your lucky day, fagboy," Courtney informed me. "You may cum in Yvonne's mouth just as soon as possible."
With my wife's hand on my balls, Evan's on my shaft stroking back and forth, and his tightly sucking mouth around my cock's head, it only took a few brief moments before I erupted into his mouth.
There was a moment of hesitation as my first cum spurt hit Evan's tongue before he began moaning around my cock as he greedily sucked and swallowed all I had for him.
As soon as I had stopped filling his mouth with cum, Evan leant back and groaned. It was then that I noticed that Courtney was blowing Evan for all he was worth.



"OMFG! That's soooooooooo good!" Evan moaned. "May I cum in your mouth, Mrs Murray?"
Courtney didn't answer him. Talking with your mouth full is just rude. She simply pumped his shaft harder and faster and sucked more voraciously.
Evan shot sperm into my wife's willing mouth with a series of low, animalistic grunts. Courtney accepted it all into her mouth, then sat up to exchange a kiss with Evan. By the surprised expression on Evan's face, Courtney was pushing his cum into his mouth with her tongue.
From this act alone, Evan orgasmed again.
Courtney turned to me, "On your back, you fucking pooftah."
I quickly complied.
Spreading her thighs, Courtney lowered her pussy onto my face.
"Get over here, Yvonne," Courtney added. "Watch how well my queerbo husband eats pussy and learn. If you're going to be bisexual, you need to know how to please both pussy and cock, and my fucking homo husband is the best at eating snatch."
Preening at her praise, I began lashing my wife's labia and clitoris with my tongue.
"See how he laps at the entrance to my vulva, pussy, if you prefer, then tilts his head so he can circle and flick my clitoris? Do any of these two things for too long it becomes too intense, don't do it for long enough ... OMFG! That is so good," Courtney groaned, interrupting herself. "Don't do it long enough, and the woman will never reach orgasm."
Moaning loudly again as I tongued her, Courtney breathily added, "You need to listen to your female lover, and don't be shy about letting her guide you with her hands."
Courtney placed a finger on either side of her clitoris' hood and pulled it up and back to expose her most intimate pleasure nub. She then grabbed me by the back of my head so she could grind her clitoris against my face.
"I'm going to cum," she announced loudly. "ARRRRGHHHHHHH, ARRRGHHHHHH, ARGGGGGGHHHHH, FUCK!" She yelled as her orgasm hit.
Courtney ground her clit on my face for a little longer as she shuddered through several more small orgasms.
"So very, very good," she moaned. "You're still the best I've ever had at pleasing me sexually, my little poofter. I might have to keep you around just for your tongue."
Courtney slowly climbed off me and sat on the bed with her legs spread.
"Would you like to try me again, baby girl?" Courtney asked Yvonne.
Evan nodded excitedly as he quickly moved between her thighs.
As he had been with me, Evan was over-eager and was rushing. As he pushed his head forcefully between her spread legs, his teeth banged against Courtney's clitoris.
"Ouch! Easy, baby, you're not a dog trying to grab the last morsel from the feed bowl before the rest of the pack."
"Sorry, Mrs Murray," Evan said quietly, leaning back, embarrassed.
"Take it slow, little one. A male can orgasm around 7 minutes from first arousal. It takes a woman closer to 20 minutes. There's a time for rough, but never at the beginning."
Being more careful, Evan moved back between my wife's thighs, then tentatively pushed his tongue forward and touched it to Courtney's clitoris.
"Hmmm, baby girl. Yes, honey, that's good. A little more firmly with your tongue, then swirl it around my clit. Every so often, flick your tongue up and over instead of around."
Evan was doing his best to follow Courtney's instructions. It was so fucking hot watching Courtney being pleasured again that I was harder than trying to do trigonometry upside down under water without a face mask.
Without thinking, I offered my cock to my wife's mouth. I'm guessing she wasn't thinking either because she opened her mouth and took my cock's head inside before swirling her tongue around my glans.
My deep and guttural growl brought us both back to the moment.
My eyes met Courtney's. I expected her to either admonish me, spit me out, or let me drop out of her mouth and pretend that it hadn't happened. Instead, she shrugged, turned her head a little so she could bob forwards and take all of me deep into her mouth.
OMFG! It was soooo good! I mean, I've been blown by many, many sluts, but my wife has always been the best by far.
"May I cum in your mouth, Mistress, please?" I pleaded.
Courtney didn't answer. She just wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft and pulled vigorously up and back.
There was no way of stopping myself. For the first time since she had started me on this journey, I came inside one of my wife's orifices. Seriously, I came so hard I would not have been surprised if my balls had shot out of my dick and into her mouth.
Courtney took all that I had and swallowed it all with obvious relish.
I got a smile and a wink. My heart soared. Maybe there was a way out, after all.
Courtney returned her attention to Evan, still licking furiously between her thighs.
"That's very good, my girl," Courtney moaned. "I'm going to cum on your face, ready?"
In response, Evan grabbed Courtney's bum, pulled her more tightly to his questing tongue and lashed her clit even faster than before.
"Yes, my baby girl, Mistress is going to cum on your face," Courtney said breathily.
With her hands wrapped tightly around Evan's head, Courtney moaned and groaned through several back-to-back orgasms as Evan tongued her eagerly.
After Courtney had come down from her latest orgasmic high, she asked Evan, "Have you ever cum inside someone, little one?"
"Only today in yours and John's mouth, Mrs Murray," Evan answered.
"Which would you like to try first, honey? Would you like to fuck my fag husband in his tight ass, or would you like to try my pussy?"
"You know what would be really hot, Mrs Murray? It would be searing hot if your husband would fuck me as I fucked you."
"You want fagboy here in your ass as you're in my pussy, Yvonne. Is that what you're asking for?"
Evan blushed, "If that's okay with you, Mrs Murray."
"Sounds good to me, little one. You'll need to get my poof husband hard again first, okay?"
Evan was on his knees before me in a flash.
I didn't want to fuck another guy in his ass, but Courtney wanted this, so how was I to refuse? I let myself relax and enjoy Evan's improving oral skills, and I was soon as hard as a rock.
Once he had me hard, Evan let me slip back out of his mouth and turned to my wife.
Proudly he showed my erect donger to Courtney and said, "He's leaking lots of precum Mrs Murray. I think he's ready."
Courtney lay back on the bed, lifted her knees, and spread her thighs. She patted the entrance to her pussy and said, "Come and get it, baby girl. Your Mistress needs to feel your cock in her."
Moving hesitatingly, Evan crawled onto the bed and in between my wife's legs. He knelt there looking at Courtney's lewdly spread sex before him and couldn't move.
"I don't know what to do, Mrs ... Mistress Murray. Will you show me, please?"
"Move up my body with your hands on either side of me. When your hips are over my pussy lower them until you feel your cock's head against where I'm wet and warm. Then let your arms bend and kiss your Mistress."
Trying not to moan in the excitement of watching my wife deflower this innocent kid and not to take myself in hand and jerk off to the erotic spectacle, I waited eagerly for Evan to penetrate my wife's tight cunt.
His ass looked so sexy, barely covered with the tiny thong I'd selected for him. My mouth went dry thinking about tonguing that ass and getting it ready for me to take.
Still uncertain of what he was doing, Evan sank onto my wife's breasts and tentatively kissed her.
As he kissed her, Courtney reached between them and took hold of Evan's cock. With a deep grunt, Evan came.
"Oh no!" He moaned despairingly.
Courtney kissed him passionately, "That's okay, baby girl," she said between kisses. "Most guys do this their first time. You'll probably cum a couple more times before you get the hang of it. Just relax and kiss me. You'll be ready again soon."
Noticing me standing there sporting a massive erection that was throbbing in anticipation, Courtney said, "What are you waiting for, queerboy? I can see how badly you want to suck that ass. Get into it!"
I was on the bed in a flash. Pushing Evan's legs apart, I carefully pulled the thong out of his ass crack and then lowered my mouth onto it. Tonguing the cleft of his ass, I gently pulled Evan's balls back to where I could play with them as I worked on driving him back to hardness.
"Oh, fuck me!" Evan groaned. "Oh, fuck, that is so good."
"See, baby girl?" Courtney hummed. "Hard as a steel pole again."
She lifted her hips and guided Evan's thick 8-inch dick into her tight, wet pussy.
Courtney moaned vociferously as Evan penetrated her, "Oh Gawd, baby. You're so big that you're splitting me apart. OMFG! It feels so good."
Gasping, Evan mumbled, "I'm going to cum again, Mistress Murray."
"Yes, please, honey. Shoot your delicious man goo into my cunt."
Hearing Courtney use that profanity seemed to blow Evan off the planet. Twitching, thrusting and grunting, he dumped bucket after bucket deeply into my wife's tight pussy.
After he had finished, Courtney pushed on his chest to make him roll off.
"Have a little rest, baby girl. We'll go some more soon."
Turning to me, she said, "Well? What are you waiting for, fagboy? My cunt won't clean itself!"
Jaysus! I almost came right then at her demand. This was so good. We were doing things together, having sex together. This wasn't really 'making love'. It was just good old-fashioned fucking, and lots of it. I was happier and hornier than I'd ever been.
Moving up passed Evan, I lay between my wife's firmly toned thighs and dove straight in. I began by pushing her thighs up and back so I could hoover up the cum that had dribbled down onto her ass crack from her pussy.
Working my way upwards along Courtney's perineum, I industriously and joyfully licked, sucked and tongued my wife clean of cum. Lapping like a dog at a water bowl, I cleaned as much of Evan's cum out of Courtney's vulva as I could reach with my tongue.
Placing my thumbs on either side of her pussy and stretching the labia apart, I opened Courtney up to get my tongue deeper into her pussy. By instinct, the first two fingers of my right hand had found Courtney's clitoris, and I was circling around and up and over this delightful pleasure spot as I tongue fucked my wife, trying to gather up every drop.
"Oh my Gawd," Courtney almost yelled. "OMG, OMG, OMG, OMG! Oh Gawd, Oh Gawd, I'm CUUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNGGGGGG!!!!!!!!"
For the very first time with me, Courtney squirted. Her juiced splashed out of her quim and over my face. I sucked and licked up as much as I could, but way more poured over my eyes, nose, mouth and chin than I managed to trap and swallow.
Courtney pushed on my head to make me move away.
"Tell me you're ready to fuck me again, baby girl. Mistress Courtney needs cock now!"
I couldn't help the flash of disappointment and chagrin that burnt through me when I heard that. After giving her her first squirting orgasm with me, I would have thought it would be me she wanted inside her.
"Mistress Murray, I'm pretty sure Olympic divers could use my dick as a springboard," Evan said. "That was the hottest fucking thing ever! Way better than any porn I've watched."
"Then get over here and fuck me, little one. My homo husband will prepare your ass and take your anal virginity as you do it. You ready for that?"
Evan nodded eagerly as he quickly retook his place between my wife's thighs. He didn't need Courtney's help to find the entrance to her pussy this time. With a forceful grunt of effort, Evan slammed all eight thick inches into Courtney.
I thought Courtney would protest, but all she did was moan, "Fuck yes, baby. Your big tool feels so good buried in my cunt."
Courtney and Evan were kissing passionately, and Courtney's legs were wrapped around Evan's hips. I could see her calves and thighs flex as she pulled him into herself as he thrust forward. The room was filled with the delightful sounds of male pubic bone hitting a woman's clitoris.
Not stopping what she was doing, my wife imperiously summoned me over with one hand.
As soon as I was close enough for her liking, she broke her kiss long enough to say, "Do you need me to tell you what to do, my fucking queer husband, or do you know how to take a virgin ass?"
I didn't answer, just moved closer to Evan's buttocks so I could start preparing his ass to take a cock for the first time.
To help me, Courtney encouraged Evan to spread his legs wider so she could press her thighs together and have his knees outside hers. Evan's wonderful tool was still buried deep in my wife's snatch, and he continued to pound into her forcefully.
Getting the lube out of the top drawer, I spread a generous amount over the head and shaft of my thick 7-inch cock. Satisfied my dick was lubed enough to slide easily into Evan's ass, I moved between his spread legs and found the cleft of his ass with my tongue once more.
Evan groaned deeply and gutturally.
"Hold still inside me for a moment, little one," Courtney told him. "Let my pooftah husband get your ass ready to be taken."
Evan lay there as Courtney pulsed her pussy on his rigidly hard cock by squeezing her pussy sphincter tight and then releasing.
Using my tongue and letting a lot of saliva drip off it onto Evan's ring, I began to prepare Evan for the fucking he desperately wanted but also feared. If he let a man fuck him in his ass, then there was no denying that, at the very least, he was bisexual.
I knew that feeling, so I wanted to ensure that his anal deflowering was the most erotically beautiful thing ever happening to him and that he would remember fondly for a long time.
As I tongued his ass, pausing every so often to tongue fuck it as deeply as I could force my tongue to go, I gently stroked Evan's ball sack and perineum.
"Mistress Murray, I can't hold on another second. Please may I cum in you again?" Evan pleaded.
"You will hold on, little one. You will, or I will tell my husband to stop and send you home," Courtney demanded in her Mistress's voice. The first time she had used her vocal control techniques on Evan.
Hearing my wife in full Domme mode almost caused me to lose my load as well.
"Yes, Mistress," Evan answered submissively.
But he continued to screw his eyes up and moan as Courtney pumped him with her pussy.
Knowing I didn't have much time before Evan couldn't hold his orgasm back any longer, I quickly worked my forefinger into his ring. Being gentle but moving as swiftly as possible whilst causing no pain, I forced Evan's sphincter wider, then wider still.
Before long, I was able to add another finger, causing Evan to moan and clench down on my two invading digits.
Courtney kissed him tenderly and stroked his hair, "Concentrate on how good your dick feels inside me, baby girl. Just a little more stretching, and you'll feel the most intense pleasure you've ever felt.
You're going to blow inside me when you do, but that's okay. Just rock back and forth inside me, and with what John is going to do, you'll be harder than cut glass again in no time."
Nodding, Evan started to fuck my wife again, and I was soon able to slip my two fingers far enough inside his ass to find his prostate.
"Oh my fucking word!" Evan exclaimed. "Fuck, is that ... uh, uh, uh," issued from his mouth as he erupted into my wife's slippery hot pussy again.
"Fuck, baby girl!" Courtney moaned. "You're cumming so deeply inside me it's hitting my cervix. Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck me!" She added as Evan spurted on and over her cervix again and again.
Hugging Evan closely to her, Courtney smothered his face with kisses.
"You ready to be fucked, my darling girl?" She asked Evan.
"I think so, Mistress Murray," Evan replied. "Your husband will be gentle with me, won't he?"
My faggot husband is the best lover you'll ever have, honey. Just relax and enjoy it, okay?"
With Evan's nod, I moved up behind him, covering his thin young body with my leanly muscled one.
To help me out, Courtney lifted her hips higher so she could grab and spread Evan's ass cheeks. As I covered Evan's body, I caught a glimpse of his cock plunged deep into my wife's quim and saw all the cum that had leaked around it.
Fuck me. It was undeniably sexy! I felt a rush of blood to my cock's head and couldn't wait until I slipped into Evan's virgin ass.
Finding his rosebud at the first attempt, I held still against it as I talked to him.
"It will hurt a little as I break through your knot, baby, okay? It will only hurt for a while as your ass becomes accustomed to having something inside it. Once I'm in, my cock will start to rub across your prostate, and you already know how good that feels."
Courtney pulled Evan's head down onto her shoulder, "Relax and breathe with me, honey," she whispered. "Feel how tightly and deliciously my pussy squeezes on your cock's head and roll with it. There's a good girl."
Pushing forwards slowly but inexorably, I gently penetrated Evan's virgin hole. As my cock hit his ass' sphincter, Evan groaned in pain and clenched down hard on my cock to stop me from penetrating him any further.
"Shhh, baby girl," Courtney hummed. "I promise it will only hurt briefly as John's cock breaks through your sphincter. Breathe, and see if you can't fuck me some more."
Following Courtney's instructions, Evan released an explosive breath and then collapsed, resting his full weight on my wife. Once he was settled in place, Evan began to push his hips forwards and back.
This seemed to allow him to relax, so pushing forwards as he pushed back, I was able to split Evan's knot and slide deep into him. My pelvis came to rest against his ass cheeks. He'd done it, taken all of my thick cock in his ass.
"Oh Gawd, I feel so full. Don't move, Mr Murray, please. Give me a chance to get used to it," Evan pleaded.
Clenching my pelvic floor muscle, the one you use to shut your urine flow off, I caused my cock's head to twitch in Evan's ass. As I had hoped, this rubbed it across his prostate.
Evan's moans of pain and protest immediately changed to groans of pure lust and pleasure.
Lawd! Oh lawd, oh lawdy, lawdy! My Gawd that feels good," Evan moaned with a faraway expression on his face. "This feels so good. It feels so right. This is what I should be doing, taking my man's cock like a slut whore. Fuck me, Mr Murray, please. Fuck me like the dirty cum loving bitch that I am."
I knew better than that, of course. His sphincter had barely stretched enough to take me. If I fucked him as he asked, I'd tear his bowel open. Instead, I gently rocked back and forth, moving my cock only a few millimetres at a time. As I did this, I continued to clench down on my pelvic floor so my dick would throb against Evan's P-Spot.
Evan took matters out of my hands, however. Reaching around Courtney's hips, he grabbed her ass and started to thrust into her in an almost frenzy. The room was filled with that pelvis slapping sound again. I'd slam into Evan as he slammed into Courtney.
It only took a few minutes before Evan's eyes shot open.
"Am I allowed to cum in you again, Mistress Murray?" he asked.
"As long as my fagboy husband is ready to cum in you at the same time, honey."
I'd been concentrating on not cumming for quite some time. Evan's ass was so tight, and feeling him pounding my wife under me was so exquisite that the mind fuck of it all had me aching in the balls to cum. I'd only been waiting for Courtney to say she'd had enough before blasting Evan's ass full of semen.
Over Evan's shoulder, I gave her the thumbs up.
"Cum in me right now, baby girl," Courtney demanded. "Cum in me, and my poofter husband will cum in you."
Grunting hugely, Evan erupted cum into my wife again. As he did, his ass squeezed delightfully down on my cock. Unable to stop, even if I'd wanted to, I groaned and came inside Evan's tightly gripping ass.



Together we must have shot a proverbial bucket's worth because, by the time we'd finished, there was cum leaking out everywhere. Pouring out of Courtney's pussy, Evan's ass, everywhere.
"Bitches, you two had better get to cleaning that up," Courtney demanded of us.
I didn't want to lick and suck my cum out of Evan, but what Mistress wants, right? Trying to think about anything other than what I was doing, I used my tongue to clean what had leaked back out of Evan up. As I did, he cleaned up the copious amount of cum he had shot into Courtney.
By the time he had finished, Courtney was moaning and thrusting her hips up at Evan's mouth.
Courtney spread her legs wide, pushing him off, "I need you inside me, fagboy. It's time to switch roles. Evan is going to fuck your ass as you fuck me."
It didn't need more than those three simple sentences to have me as hard as a newly found diamond. I couldn't believe it. On the first night of this journey my once loving wife had forced me on she had told me that I was never getting in there again. Now here she was, demanding that I fuck her. What could be better than this?
I was eager, but I wanted this to mean as much to her as it would to me, so I went down on her first. That I was eating the remnants of Evan's cum out of her only added piquancy to what I was doing.
I used every skill I learned from banging literally hundreds of women. I began by tonguing from just short of Courtney's rosebud along her taint and onto her vulva. Pushing my tongue as far into her as I could, then retracting it as fast as possible, I reached across her flat abdomen and found my wife's nipples with my fingers.
Circling those delicious pleasure nubs swiftly, lightly tweaking them and pulling them, I shifted my mouth a little higher, found Courtney's clitoris with my mouth and tongue and began to swirl my tongue around and up and over her most responsive outer pleasure node.
Once I was sure Courtney was bubbling towards an explosive orgasm, I shifted my right hand from her nipple, back under my body and gently inserted my middle finger into my wife's pussy. Hooking my fingers up and back, I expertly found Courtney's Gspot, made obvious by the roughness of it and stroked across it in various directions as I flicked her clit with my tongue and circled her nipple and the globes of her breasts with my left hand, swapping back and forth regularly so as not to over stimulate them.
I was peripherally aware of Evan picking up the tube of lube I had tossed aside and greasing up his thick pole. He sat on the bed masturbating as he watched me bring Courtney to a stupendous orgasm. It was such a high for her that she blew liquids out of her pussy for the second time that night.
My wife opened her eyes and smiled at me, "You realise that your ability to make me cum like no other can is the only thing that stopped me from booting you to the kerb years ago, right?"
"Hang on, Courtney. Aren't I the only lover you've had before Hannah? I took your virginity on your eighteenth birthday, and we moved in together not long after that."
Courtney just smiled mysteriously.
"You need to fuck me now, my favourite pooftah. Fuck me, and get ready to be fucked."
I eagerly moved between my wife's spread thighs, positioned my erect 7-inch cock at the entrance to her pussy, and thrust inside her.
"Fuck, yes, fagboy, you feel so good inside me," my wife moaned. "I am surprised you can still get it up for pussy, though."
With my hands gripping Courtney's shoulders, pulling her downwards as I thrust up and into her, I soon had my wife edging towards another gigantic orgasmic explosion.
Just as I thought Courtney would cum and squirt on my cock I felt Evan's thick and long dick on my rosebud. Evan was still inexperienced at sex, with no regard for me at all, he shoved forcefully into my ass.
"Fuck!" I screamed. "Jaysus Yvonne! You need to prepare me for that kind of assault!"
"Fuck you, bitch. Take it like the slut you are," Evan surprisingly answered.
Hearing this exchange Courtney made explode on my cock.
"Fuck my fag husband, baby girl," She groaned as she came. "Don't listen to his whinging. Make his ass your own."
Evan pulled all eight inches out of me before ploughing back in as viciously as he could.
I sucked in a deep breath to squeal, but as Evan slammed into my ass, his cock's head dragged deliciously across my prostate.
Instead of screaming, I moaned in delight, "Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me, little girl. Fuck your daddy hard."
There we were. I was balls deep in my wife, Evan balls deep in my ass, and all of us in almost orgasmic bliss when the door to my room opened, and Hannah, with Rachel in tow, walked in.
Seeing me fucking Courtney so beautifully as Evan fucked me had Hannah's eyes glittering.
"Courtney, Evan, on your knees before me," she demanded.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'And I was about to cum, too.'
With twin guilty looks, my wife and Evan quickly knelt before Hannah.
"You, you fucking faggot," she said, indicating me, "might be forgiven for letting anyone fuck your slut ass, but the rest of you, what the living fuck?"
Courtney dared to protest, "You told me I could do as I wished, Mistress Hannah, but I was to leave you alone with Rachel until I was summoned. Have you summoned me, Mistress?"
"You were not to allow your fucking faggot husband to fuck you, Courtney. You knew that, yet the first time I allow you to be alone with him, I find you on your back with the fucking homo nuts deep in your saggy whore's cunt."
I knew my wife way better than Hannah did. You can insult virtually anything about her, and she will accept it as valid criticism. Insult how carefully Courtney takes care of herself and her body and be prepared for a fight. My wife is rightfully proud of how well she has worked to maintain her svelte and sexy physique.
She didn't protest, but I'd seen that expression many times before. I was glad I wasn't the one she was angry with.
Pointing at me as I sat quietly on the bed, Hannah said, "Stand up."
Once I was standing, Hannah wrapped her hand around my tool and began stroking it.
"You are not to move, and you're not to cum, my submissive fagboy. Do you hear me?"
I only nodded, already having to concentrate hard on damping down my imminent orgasm.
I got the heel of Hannah's hand in my balls. Ironically, this only helped to lessen my need.
"Answer me, you fucking queer," Hannah snarled.
"Yes, Mistress."
Hannah whacked my balls again.
"Yes, what, my cocksucking subject?"
I had no idea how to answer her. I tried, "Yes, Mistress, your worthless gayboy will hold still and not cum until given permission."
"Finally," Hannah sniffed.
Hannah kept adding lube to my cock and holding my shaft firmly through this exchange as she stroked up and down deliciously. The humiliation of being treated like this in front of Evan and Rachel was vying with the exquisite torture of being masturbated and not being allowed to cum.
My mind didn't know what to do. Did I want to weep at being humiliated so severely, or did I want to revel in being so adroitly brought closer and closer to an inevitable orgasm?
"Do you need to cum, my little poof?" Hannah asked.
"I will cum when you tell me I can, Mistress," I was able to say correctly.
In response, Hannah's hand gripped more firmly, and she stroked faster.
An involuntary groan of desire was forced from my lips.
"Would you like to cum, homo boy?"
Panting, I managed, "When you say I can, Mistress."
Hannah stroked faster still.
Trembling and shaking, I barely managed to hold on a bit longer, but I already knew this battle, too, had been lost.
"What about now?"
Through groaned gasps, I squeezed out, "When... you... say... I... can..., Mistress."
Hannah shifted her hand. As she stroked her hand up and down my shaft, Hannah began running her thumb over my frenulum, around my glans, and over the eye of my penis.
I could take no more, "Please may I be allowed to cum, Mistress," I pleaded.
"You want to cum, my owned fag toy? On your back on the bed then."
My shoulders slumped because I knew my earlier humiliation was about to pale to nothing. Obeying Hannah's demand, I climbed onto the bed.
As soon as I had lifted my legs, Hannah grabbed an ankle.
She asked Rachel, "Would you like to see something so pathetic it'll make you swear off cisgender men forever? Then grab his other ankle and help me double this pathetic worm over."
Rachel and Hannah soon had my knees on the bed on either side of my head. My rampantly erect cock was only inches from my reluctant mouth.
"Suck, bitch," Hannah demanded.
With a disbelieving giggle, Rachel went, "What? Are you saying he can suck himself off? Ewww! How disgusting!"
But I could tell she was secretly turned on by the thought of watching me do it and was considering how she could do it to herself.
I took myself in my mouth, but it was useless. I was so embarrassed and humiliated that I was going soft. My need to cum had almost completely gone. I was about to burst into tears and beg to be allowed to stop when Courtney's hand found mine.
My arms had dropped to the side, and my left arm was hanging off the bed near where Evan and Courtney were kneeling. Courtney had seen my distress and was reaching out to me.
With hope soaring through me once more, I was able to slow my mind, relax and bring myself to fruition.
"Hold your cum in your mouth, fagboy, and show Rachel what you've done," Hannah said as my grunts made it evident I had cum.
Sitting up I opened my mouth to show Rachel that I had cum for real.
"Swallow it ... No. Feed it to Evan. Make sure it's a deep soul kiss as you give it to him."
This I could do. Evan was so sweet, and I still loved how he looked all freshly made up but messed up from the fucking him, Courtney, and I had been doing. I tenderly cupped Evan's face in my hands and kissed him gently on the lips before pushing my tongue out and brushing it across Evan's lips.
Evan tilted his head a little to the side and kissed me back. As his lips parted, I began pushing the cum in my mouth into his. Fortunately, Evan had already decided he liked the taste of cum and readily accepted what I offered.
"Swap it back and forth," Hannah ordered.
Internally shrugging, I let Evan push the mix of cum and saliva back into my mouth before swirling it around and feeding it back to him.
We swapped tongues, kisses and cum for a seeming age before Rachel, incredibly sexually excited by her high-pitched and breathy voice, said, "Fuck this is hot, Mistress Hannah. Make him fuck him."
"Whom to fuck whom, little one? Hannah queried.
"Get Evan to fuck fagboy here. Evan's always wanted to try fucking an ass, and we interrupted him earlier."
You heard her, boys. You, queerbo," Hannah said, pointing at me. "Chest on the bed, spread your knees and hunch down. Evan, take his ass as roughly as you can."
It would have been fine, except Evan was soft.
Rachel couldn't believe it, "How can you not be enjoying this, Evan? This is better than any porn movie ever made. Watching Hannah humiliate the fag kneeling there is the hottest thing ever."
"I don't like that word," Evan mumbled. "Mr Murray might be gay, but there's no need to embarrass and humiliate him for being so. He deserves more respect than that."
Hannah stared daggers at him. I couldn't help but admire his temerity for speaking out, but I had to shake my head at the stupidity of doing so. I had to rescue him.
"It's all right, Evan. I like being humiliated. I like Hannah and Courtney treating me like I'm scum. It turns me on, okay?"
Evan looked at me doubtfully but eventually nodded his head, "I would like to try fucking you again, Olivia. Is that okay?"
"I'd love you to, baby girl," I truthfully told him.
Evan took himself in hand and began to masturbate.
"Would you like me to help you with that, honey?" Courtney crooned.
"Fuck yes," Rachel blurted. "That'd be hot as!"
Hannah nodded, so Courtney took Evan into her mouth. Courtney is a gifted blowjob exponent and had Evan harder than drinking beer upside down in no time.
"Spit on the fag's ring. That's all a well-gaped poof like him needs, then fuck that arse with all you have, Evan," Hannah instructed.
Evan ignored her, digging himself a deeper hole, and lubed his cock up before kneeling behind me.
"Another disobedient slut," Hannah hissed in an almost apoplexy. "It seems Rachel here is the only properly trained bitch here. I've blatantly been too soft on you all. Well, that changes as soon as we've finished here."
"Sorry, Mistress," we all said. "I will try and do better."
Grabbing Rachel's hand, Hannah stormed from the room, pausing only long enough to demand that Courtney be kneeling at the bottom of the bed with a butt plug in when she got home.
The deep roar of my R8's engine sounded not long after as Hannah screeched out of my driveway.
"I'm glad that psycho bitch has gone," Evan mumbled. He hesitated, "Do you still want me to fuck you, Miss Olivia? I wouldn't want you to be only letting me because Hannah told you you had to."
He was such a sweet boy that I would have wanted him to anyway. Sure, I usually need my male lovers to be dominant and almost force me against my will, but this was different. It was just so loving.
Courtney sensed it, too.
"It was so damned sexy having you fuck my poof husband's ass as he was inside me, Yvonne, that I'd love to do that some more if you're up for it?"
Evan looked at my wife, "Why do you insult and belittle him like this, Mrs Murray? I can see that you love him with all your heart. Why don't you treat him better?"
Courtney's blue eyes flashed, "Of course, Evan, if you'd rather ask questions that are none of your business, I can stop this and send you home."
"I think that would be better, Mrs Murray. The sex has been incredible, but these games you all play are too weird for me.
I thank you both, though. I know what I am now. I'm gay with a need to crossdress. I'm not like Hannah and Trans.
May I shower and go home?"
"Of course, honey. I'll drop you home after you've showered if you want?"
"I think you'd better be here when Mistress Hannah gets home, Mrs Murray. I'll just get an Uber."
Not long later, Courtney and I were alone. It was lucky she hadn't taken Evan home because my R8 roared into the drive only a few minutes after he had left.
"Fuck!" Courtney swore as she raced to her bedroom.
I nearly wept for what was about to happen, but there was still nothing I could do until Courtney decided she wanted me to or took steps herself.
I got in the shower, washed Olivia off, put my running gear on, and headed off. Alternating sprints with coasting on alternate light poles, I tried to run myself to physical exhaustion.
I'd taken my Bluetooth earphones so I could listen to some music as I ran. Around an hour later, when I got back, I turned the volume way up in case Hannah was still punishing Courtney.
I lay on my bed, unable to sleep all night, then headed for training as soon it was reasonable to do so. I was still the first there by almost an hour. Anthony, the kicking skills coach, was setting up. I walked out and began helping him set up what he would be working on.
I got a surprised look.
"What?" I asked. "I'm always early."
"Yeah, but you usually spend this hour trying to get one of the gym sluts to suck you off," he replied.
Fuck! I didn't think anyone had noticed.
I grinned at him, "Maybe I'm finally growing up,"
"Not before time," he shot back.
Anthony had me work the worst kicks through their paces again. It seems I'm a pretty good teacher because they all showed marked improvement by the end of the hour.
The guys were heading for the showers leaving all the equipment strewn over the ground. With a disgusted look, Anthony began cleaning up.
"New fish!" I shouted.
They all turned to look at me.
"Thank Anthony for wasting his time on most of you, then help him put everything away before you shower."
I may only be a 'reggie', but I'm also a senior player. One that the club had kept on its roster for over six years. Exchanging looks, the new guys started helping to gather the equipment up, muttering their thanks as they did.
When I looked over at Anthony, he was on the phone again. He gave me a thumbs up as I helped put the gear away.
After training is when I would usually try and get one of the sluts that hang around to blow me in the shower or let me fuck her in the ass behind the gym. I didn't give any of them a second glance as I walked to my car. Not even the couple that stepped in front of me and simpered.
Parking the car, I took a deep breath before going inside to face whatever Courtney and Hannah had in store for me.
The house was eerily quiet. With the boys still out at their grandparents, there wasn't the normal shambolic noise that kids make echoing through the house. I couldn't hear Hannah or Courtney anywhere either.
I found Courtney sitting on my bed. She seemed subdued and almost a little ashamed or embarrassed.
"You okay, Courts?" I asked, concerned.
In answer, Courtney stood up, dropped her gown and turned her back to me. OMFG! She was black and blue from her shoulders to the backs of her knees. She turned, and there were welts across her stomach and ribcage. Not even her breasts had been spared.
"Where is she," I growled. "I'm going to fucking kill her!"
"She's gone."
"Out? Has she taken your car? I'll report it as stolen and get that fucking bitch arrested."
"No. I've kicked her out."
"And she just went? I thought she had her hooks dug pretty deep into you. Other than her beating you this severely, what changed?"
"It started to change when I realised that she was becoming more and more insistent about getting access to my bank accounts, our bank accounts," She explained. "I began to feel that she didn't love me, just saw me as a meal ticket.
Then she began telling everyone that our baby was hers and mine. The last straw was when she smacked Zac. I couldn't have that, so I took the boys out to the farm until I could figure out how to get rid of her.
This morning, she tried to flog me into giving up my bank account details," Courtney turned to show me her back again. "She kept saying 'as a good slut, I should hand my money over to my owner, and that you already had'."
Shocked, I said, "I haven't, Courtney. You can trust me on that!"
"I know, honey," Courtney told me. "I'd finally had enough, so I kicked her out. She didn't want to go, but I threatened to call the cops, so she went. Vowing that she was going to make us both pay."
"I'm fucked, then. She'll release those videos, and the club definitely won't honour my contract. They'll get out under the 'Bringing the club into disrepute clause'. They won't even have to pay me out."
"So am I," Courtney replied and handed me her phone.
I looked at it. There was a clip queued to play. I turned it on.
I watched with my cock hardening as Courtney made love to another woman. The beginning was a close-up of Courtney eagerly tonguing a pussy with two of her fingers stuffed inside its vulva.
From the groans, the woman loved having her clit licked and Courtney's fingers inside her. From her movements, Courtney had found the woman's Gspot.
The camera panned back, and I saw the woman Courtney was licking.
"Fuck! That's Mia ... (name censored to protect the guilty) wife! (She is the wife of one of our senior players)."
"Yes, it is," Courtney explained. "She's caught in the same trap as you and me. She was instructed to seduce me to stop another video, similar to this one, getting out."
"By Hannah?" I asked. "How did this all happen? I thought Hannah was the sister of an old school friend?"



It suddenly dawned on me that I knew all of the same people from school that Courtney did. We had no friends with a brother young enough to be Hannah.
"You remember, in the middle of the season, how we girls have our annual going away and fundraising for charity trip?"
I nodded.
"I'd heard a few rumours that some girls get it on together during these trips. This year, I decided I just had to try some pussy, so I tried to make myself available if any of them indicated that she wanted me.
Mia approached me in the bar late the first night and asked if I'd like to come back to her room for a nightcap. Hannah was there. 'Two for the price of one,' was my thought. The three of us got it on.
Hannah must have recorded us as we did.
I didn't realise Hannah was a tranny until I felt her dick entering my pussy. I yelled at Mia for letting her husband fuck me and asked why the fuck she had invited her husband to our girl's weekend.
It was only then that I realised it was Hannah fucking me, and I just exploded. It was so fucking hot that the three of us only left that room to attend the events for the rest of the week.
When I got home, there was a message from Hannah, and a part of this video, on my phone. When I met her to 'discuss' this, she told me that she would seduce you, turn you gay, and into a ladyboy, and she and I would be lovers forever.
I laughed in her face, then said, 'Go for it! John will never suck a dick or dress as a tranny'. That's when she said that if I didn't help her do it, she'd release this video and others she had taken of me sucking her, getting fucked by her and being sodomised by her.
What choice did I have? But I never thought for a moment that we'd be able to make you do it. You've always been such a homophobe that I figured you'd smash her in the face when you saw she had a dick.
Instead, you had a massive fucking orgasm with a cock in your ass.
That was pretty fucking hot, by the way," she muttered, colouring with embarrassment.
"Wait. You liked watching me being made to suck cock, to take cock, and to fuck guys in the ass?"
"Fuck yes! It's almost as good at getting me off as imagining kneeling close beside some slut that you're fucking doggy and sucking the juices off of your wang when you pull out. Which you do every few seconds."
"If you'd shown me this video and explained what was going on, I would have been fine with it, you know, Courts?" I told her. "You didn't need to do any of this."
"I had Mia to think about, as well. Hannah said she wasn't editing who I was tonguing and sucking cock and pussy with. It would ruin you at the club and my position as the Queen of the WAGS.
That's gone, by the way. Mia probably has that spot now. It seems Hannah has quite the reputation. Me being her slut has pulled me way down."
"Why does it pull you down and not Mia?" I asked. "Isn't Mia also Hannah's slut?"
"Mia didn't fight it and make it obvious she was doing it. I did try and fight, and the rumours began to fly."
"I'm sorry, babe," I said.
"I don't care," Courtney said.
But I knew that was a lie. She loved being the head WAG.
"Besides," Courtney took up again. "In the beginning, it was fun trying to see how far I could push you before you fought back. Then I began to believe Hannah when she said you were a submissive fag. Especially after you described loving being fucked in the ass by that chaser.
Ultimately, I decided I liked taking revenge on you for sleeping with all those sluts, and I could rub your nose in it by making you watch. But you fucked that up because you fucking love watching me being fucked."
It was my turn to be embarrassed, "Well, I love watching you have fun. You looked so happy and like you were getting what you needed, and I was happy for you. I kept imagining that I was dressed all girlie and that those guys were fucking us both. It made me cum so hard. Plus, with Bryce, I thought I had, as a woman, seduced a man. It was a pretty horny-making experience. Shame I can't do it for real."
"Babe, you make a pretty hot woman. If I were a lesbian, I'd let you pick me up. Wait, I am a lesbian. I'll let you pick me up!"
"You said you weren't?" I queried.
"Jokes, baby. I'm definitely bisexual, and if we can find another transgirl who likes to top, I'd be into that, but I like dick too much to stop wanting sex with men."
"Good, because I don't think I can stop dressing and letting myself be fucked by guys. So what do we do now? If we've got money, as you say, we should be all right for a while, but what about the long term? What are we going to do for money? For jobs?
I have no skills outside of footy whatsoever. You didn't even complete high school."
"I don't know, John. But I've made you an appointment to see Samuel tomorrow. He called me this morning when you were at the club. He reckons he can help."
"What can he do?"
"Go see him, honey. I think he'll make you feel better."
"By fucking me again? I don't like being fucked as a man by a man. How is him fucking me going to make me feel better?"
"You will do it! Stop arguing with me, and stop whining like a bitch. Just do what you're damned told!" Courtney told me firmly.
"Yes, Mistress," I submissively answered.
Why was I suddenly rock fucking hard? Why did I have visions of Courtney pegging me into bliss playing in my mind? Why was I ready to cum?
I didn't understand.
Courtney noticed my extreme erection and pointed at the floor at her feet.
"On your knees, my cock sucking, fag, husband. It's time you ate some pussy and pretended you like it!"
I was on my knees between my wife's thighs in a flash. Courtney's essence tasted as divine as ever, and her honeypot smelt sweet as I tongued her perineum, vulva and clitoris.
"You're still the best at oral I've ever had, babe. Better than Mia and Hannah and way better than your two teammates. Even if you go full gay on me, I'll still have to make you go down on me."
I slipped the middle finger of my right hand into her vulva and found her Gspot. With my index finger, I reached for her ass.
Usually, at this point, Courtney admonishes me to 'stay away from my ass'. This time, she let me stroke her perineum. I tried to take things a bit further and slid the pad of the tip of my finger onto her rosebud.
I got a deep, encouraging moan, so I pulled my middle finger out to slip both back into her soaking wet pussy.
A little awkwardly, I tried to moisten Courtney's ring by transferring her pussy wetness there with my finger.
Courtney figured out what I was trying to do, "Sit on the ground and put the back of your head on the bed. I'm going to sit on your face so you can tongue my ass," She commanded.
I quickly took the required position and watched in eager anticipation as Courtney's ass was lowered onto my mouth.
I eagerly tongue fucked my wife's chocolate starfish as she fingered herself through three quick back-to-back orgasms.
"Back on your knees, slut," Courtney demanded.
I returned to my submissive kneeling position in front of my gorgeous dominant wife.
Put your tongue back on my cunt, bitch," She commanded. "You may toss off whilst you eat me but do not get a drop on me, do you hear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, then sucked the entrance to her vulva into my mouth.
Courtney came a fourth time, she didn't squirt, but it must have been very close because her pussy juices poured over my face. I came as I felt her fluids leaking over my face.
I caught my ejaculate in my hand so it wouldn't splash on her.
"Swallow it all, my little slut," Courtney told me.
I did.
"I guess we're both well and truly fucked. Maybe we can move to Tasmania, or somewhere, and start again. Doing what, though, I have no idea," I said to her once we had finished.
"Dad wants to retire soon. We could buy out my brother's two shares in the farm."
I smiled, "Do you know something that I don't?"
"He told me he had offered the farm to you when I was out there. Do you want it?"
"Do you?"
"Eventually, yes. But, if we can fix this Hannah problem, I'd like to stay in the city for a while longer. Even if you can get a trade to one of the Melbourne clubs, I'd be in that."
"Let's see what Samuel says tomorrow," I replied.
I made my way into the city the next morning after training. Training had gone well. I was still the only senior player turning up, and I helped coach run the circle drills. They're as boring as they sound, but they build good fundamentals.
I pulled several of the kids out and corrected a fault in their kicking or hand-passing that I had seen.
I got an approving nod from the coach at the end.
Samuel's assistant ushered me into his office as soon as I got out of the elevator. The assistant was young, and now that I could appreciate male looks, very handsome. I briefly wondered if he'd like transgirls and if he'd like to try pussy.
'Oops,' I thought. 'Just because he works in a traditional female role for a gay boss doesn't make him gay.' But I thought he probably was.
"Hi, John," Samuel said warmly as he crossed to shake my hand. "How's the wife and family?"
"All good, Samuel," I replied.
I was waiting for my cock to have its usual reaction to Samuel, especially with him being this close. His fellating of me the other night had been one of the most erotic things I'd ever had done to me. I remembered how turned on I was as he did. I remembered how my cock had throbbed and twitched as I kissed him.
But nothing, not even a glimmer of action.
Samuel looked at me expectantly. I wasn't sure what I was supposed to do, hadn't he invited me to come and see him in his office?
'Oh,' I thought. 'Did he want a kiss? Or for me to offer to blow him?'
I wasn't sure, but I wasn't going to do either without Cortney telling me to.
"Courtney said you could help with the Hannah problem we're having? Are you able to?"
Samuel looked neither disappointed nor glad when I didn't offer to kiss or blow him.
"It depends, John. Grab a seat, and we'll talk about it. This initial consultation is free, but if we decide to continue, or, more accurately, if we're able to continue, it will not be cheap. But I may be able to get you out from under her spell."
I took the proffered seat, and Samuel sat at his desk across from me.
"I'm going to ask some questions, John. Some of them will be very personal, and some may even make you squirm, but it's imperative that you answer honestly and that you tell me the whole story.
If you tell me a lie, and it gets caught out, we ... well, you and Courtney ... are fucked, okay?"
"Yes, Sir," I answered. My newly established submissive nature responding to the command in his voice.
Strangely, my cock fluttered, and my heart beat a little quicker.
"Tell me your story, right from the first meeting you had with Miss Jovovich. I want every little detail that you can remember. Even if you think it's inconsequential or irrelevant, I want to hear about it. Are we clear?"
"Yes, Sir."
"Good boy."
As best as I could remember, I told him the story above.
After I finished, I was spent and virtually crying.
"My poor sweet boy, you really don't understand what's happening to you, do you?"
Samuel looked intently at me, "Would you like to kiss me, John?" He asked.
I looked him over, "To be honest, as you have asked that I be, no."
Samuel's voice became deeper and filled with power, "But you will crawl across the floor to me and suck me off, won't you, my little cock sucking fag?"
I couldn't stop myself. I didn't even want to.
With a moan of desire, I dropped to the floor and started to crawl across to Samuel. My mouth was watering in anticipation of having his magnificent cock in my mouth again. I was anticipating swallowing his delicious seed.
"Stop," came the demanding, controlling voice. "Sit back in the chair. Now is not the time or place."
Disappointed, I sat back in the chair.
"Do you see now?" Samuel asked in the same voice he used when he had greeted me and while we had been talking.
'What was I supposed to see,' I thought. 'That I'm willing to suck cock at the drop of a hat?' I already knew that.'
"That I'm a cocksucking fag? I already knew that." I said out loud.
Samuel seemed disappointed I was being so dense, but I had no idea what he was on about.
"You said on the Saturday night you were alone you couldn't cum no matter what you did. Do you know why?"
Shaking my head, I said, "No."
"Nobody had given you permission to."
"I don't understand."
"Even being fucked by Jonas, something you love having done to you, you couldn't cum?"
"No. I mean, yes, I couldn't cum."
"Why did you want to be fucked, and not fuck someone?"
"It feels more natural to be fucked by men than to fuck them."
"Do you know why?"
Because I'm a crossdressing fagboy poofter!" I exclaimed. "Hannah made me top Bryce, and, as I explained, Courtney made me top Jonas. But I don't want to. I want to play the feminine role."
"The role you see as being submissive?"
"There's that '50 shades' stuff again. I don't even know what it means."
"Before Hannah happened to you, did you ever let a woman take the dominant role during sex? Let her control the experience?"
"I always bring my lovers off, Samuel. No one has ever complained about my lovemaking."
"You make love to them, though, yes? Do you ever just lie there and let them make love to you?"
"No. Getting the woman off is the man's main role. Turning them on, making them wet, getting them ready to cum, that's a man's role. A good man's role."
"You're beginning to learn differently, though, aren't you?"
"Not really. Even being forced into the lesser role _."
"The submissive role," Samuel interjected.
"Okay," I shrugged. "Call it whatever you like. Even after being forced into the submissive role, I still do all the work. Even more of it, really."
"Are you responsible for your orgasm, though? Or do you need to have permission to cum?"
"Once I'm told I'm allowed to cum, it's been my job to get myself off. I've been forced to do some pretty degrading things to get there."
"Yes, you were. But you secretly loved every second of it, didn't you?"
All I could do was nod my head in embarrassment.
"Why weren't you able to cum with Jonas fucking you, do you think?"
"Jonas just wasn't dominant enough. He was too nice, too gentle. I didn't want that. I wanted to be owned, forced, and made to do all the dirty things my lover wanted done to him."
"Are you beginning to see, now?"
Some glimmerings of what Samuel was struggling to get me to learn were appearing, but I was still blind to myself.
"Why do you think Courtney wanted you to call me and no one else?"
"She said that if I had stayed caged and called you over to fuck me in the cage so that I could cum, it would confirm my 'gayness' and that she and Hannah had succeeded in turning a straight guy gay."
"Your wife is an absolute gem, you know that, John, right?"
"Why? Because she wants you to fuck her fag husband?"
"You really are blind to what's going on, John. At first, I thought you were a total innocent, then I thought maybe you were just dumb, but now I realise that you're just incredibly naïve.
Why else do you think your wife may have wanted you to call me for?"
"So we could have this conversation?"
"Hallelujah, he has seen the light," Samuel said, throwing his hands up. "Your wife has been trying to extricate both of you from Hannah's grip. She keeps trying to throw you lifelines, but you just keep blindly swimming past them."
"How so?"
"What did she say about you when Hannah had told her her plan for you?"
"Go for it because I wasn't gay and wouldn't let a tranny anywhere near me."
"But your wife didn't understand how submissive you are. You didn't know how submissive you are.
You have always thought you were the man, the main man. It never occurred to you that it wasn't what you are.
You're the most naturally submissive male I think I've ever come across, John. You are born to please, eager to please.
Do you still think you're gay?"
Miserably I nodded my head, "As I said to you the night we met. For a straight guy I've sucked and been fucked by an awful lot of penises."
"But, you couldn't get off with the only one you procured for yourself."
"Because of the pill."
"There was no pill. It was Courtney trying to protect you from Hannah.
"When I asked if you'd like to kiss me, what did you do?"
"I refused."
"Why?"
"I wasn't attracted to you."
"You're a gay man, or so you think. I'm a gay man. Well, I'm bisexual with a preference for males, but you think of me as gay. I'm a good-looking gay guy, wouldn't you say?"
I nodded, "Very. Very distinguished and so sexily d ..." I stopped, realising what I was about to say next.
"Dominant, John? Is that what you were about to say? It was, wasn't it?"
"Yes, Sir," I admitted.
"So, you're gay but not attracted to me, yet you were about to crawl across the floor and suck my cock. What was going on there, then?"
I flushed bright red, "You demanded that I did."
"And your mind felt the need to obey the stronger personality, so it flicked on the arousal buttons and sent you crawling across the floor to serve the dominant force."
"Is that what happens?"
"I think so, yes. I don't think there's even an unofficial term for what you are, but I have referred to people like you as 'Dominant sexual' for years.
You're not gay, straight, polyamorous, or any of the other labels they throw so glibly about these days. You are whatever your Dominant says you are. Hannah, and then Courtney, wanted you to be gay. To please them, you accepted it and acted like you think a gay guy does.
You dress as a woman because it makes it easier for your mind to accept that you're about to suck cock or get fucked in the ass, and you like the buzz turning men on gives you. But you don't want them to know you're not a woman. If you were genuinely gay and not bisexual with a crossdressing fetish, you wouldn't care if men saw you as male.
Feel better?"
"Some," I admitted. "What can you do about Hannah?"
"Good," Samuel said, ignoring my question. "I'm going to take advantage of your submissiveness and use it to have some fun. Your story has got me quite worked up, and I will use your submissiveness to relieve it.
Hannah, we will discuss after we've had some fun.
You up for it?"
"No," I muttered. "I don't want to."
Samuel's voice gained that deeper timbre, more force and smoother modulation that he had used when he demanded I crawl to him and suck his cock.
"You may not want to, John, my sweet cock sucking boy, but you will do it. Take your clothes off and then get on your hands and knees. You will shut your eyes and accept whatever is offered to you, mouth, hands or ass, am I clear?"
"Yes, Sir," I replied, having already peeled my shirt off and beginning to undo my trousers.
My underwear caught on my already throbbingly erect cock as I pulled them down.
Kneeling in place, I waited in anticipation of what would happen next.
In the beginning, it was fairly standard and boring stuff.
A cock, Samuel's, I assumed, was rubbed across my lips. Eagerly, I opened my mouth and accepted it. The dick was slowly pushed in. With all the practice I'd had, I was able to deep-throat it with ease.
It was removed from my mouth, and the person whose love pole I'd been sucking moved behind me. My ass cheeks were spread, and a tongue slithered across my rosebud.
It was nice, very nice, just not exquisite, you know?
The mouth on my ass was replaced with a finger, then two. More lube than a mouth could provide was added to the mix, and the second finger was joined by a third.
These three fingers were being forced wider and wider apart, stretching me more than Roger had had to get me ready to take him.



My cock began to pulse in anticipation. My brain was already waiting for the endorphin signals from my prostate.
"Open your eyes, turn 180°, and worship what is in front of you," came Samuel's voice.
Turning, I saw the monster in front of me.
Bevan, Samuel's assistant, was naked and hairless in front of me. His semi-erect penis had to have been at least 12-inches long and was incredibly thick to go with it. This was by far the biggest dick I'd ever seen. Not even in the porn I'd watched had I seen one bigger.
'How the fuck am I supposed to suck that,' I thought. 'And now I know why Samuel stretched me so far open.'
Gamely, I wrapped my hand around the massive shaft in front of me and tried to accept it into my mouth. Even with all the cock sucking practice I'd had, I couldn't get more than about half Bevan's stupendous length inside my mouth. I'd been able to let the head passed my gag reflex, but my throat refused to relax and stretch wide enough to let him down my gullet.
"You're doing way better than most, Johnny boy," Bevan groaned. "Press your tongue on my shaft and hold still. I'm going to face fuck you, okay?"
In answer, I blinked my watering eyes rapidly. Bevan seemed to understand this meant 'yes', or maybe he just didn't care because he started to pull back out before shoving back in. As Bevan's cock's head reached my lips, I'd swirl my tongue rapidly around the glans and push the tip into his cock's eye.
"Fuck, Master," Bevan moaned. "He's as good as you say he is! I'm going to cum in his mouth."
Using his 'voice of command', Samuel said, "No! You will not. You will pull out and take his ass. I'm going to cum in his mouth."
With some quick shuffling, Bevan was soon squatting down behind my ass and positioning the head of his cock at my ring. I was trembling with fear and trepidation. I couldn't see how this was not going to hurt like a 1,000 wasp stings.
Samuel stroked my neck and back as Bevan took position.
"Just relax and breathe, baby boy. It will only hurt for a little while until your ass stretches to accommodate Bevan's colossal girth. After that, it will be so divine you'll find yourself begging Courtney to fist you so you can experience that pleasure again.
You'll definitely want to make sure you do your Kegel exercises every day after this, though."
I felt Bevan pushing more insistently at my rear fuck hole. Groaning, I sagged down onto my elbows and tried to relax.
With a violent twitch of pain from me, the head of Bevan's colossal cock popped through my knot, and the rest of his dick slipped inside me.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I was mumbling and muttering.
I felt so full I thought my ass just had to tear, but that was when Bevan rocked his hips back and forth. Bevan's dick was so huge that at least eight inches of his cock pressed deliciously against my prostate or slid over that spot.
My flagging erection sprang back to full bloom.
"Good boy, now show daddy your cock sucking skills," Samuel said as he wiped the already precum leaking head of his cock over my lips.
Using my well-developed skills, I soon had Samuel grunting and groaning as he sawed his cock back and forth in my mouth.
Bevan was slowly withdrawing almost all of his massive shaft from my ass before changing directions and pushing back in. It felt, well, weird. I'd heard of prostate milking. I'd even watched some milking porn to satisfy a morbid curiosity. This felt almost how that looked and was having the same effect.
As Bevan pushed in, my sphincter would open to allow him easy progress, and as he pulled back, his shaft would drag across my prostate forcing cum out of the eye of my cock. As I involuntarily squirted, my sphincter would clench down on him, eliciting a long, drawn-out groan from his mouth.
"Stop playing with your food, Bevan. Fuck this slut's ass like you mean it." Samuel demanded.
Grabbing my hips, Bevan started thrusting into me harder and faster.
Grunting deeply, Bevan moaned, "I'm going to cum in his ass."
"Do it. Do it, and I'll fill his mouth at the same time," Samuel responded.
I was filled from both ends simultaneously. It was great, but even though I'd cum from being 'milked', I hadn't orgasmed. My cock was still twitching and throbbing.
Samuel saw my ... distress, shall we call it? "Stand up, baby boy. Daddy will take care of that for you."
Samuel gives great head. It only took a few moments of him tonguing my glans and sucking on my cock before I came into his mouth.
Smacking his lips with evident pleasure, Samuel sat behind his desk.
"Bevan, get dressed and go about your business. You, my boy, because you are so gorgeous, can sit there naked whilst we talk.
I'm going to ask you some questions, John. These questions you absolutely must answer truthfully and honestly as these are the questions the defence lawyer is going to come at you with: "Did you, at any stage, by any indication, give Hannah permission to record you in the privacy of your own home?"
I shook my head.
"You're absolutely certain? She never asked, and you just shrugged because you didn't think anything of it?"
"I had no idea I had been recorded until Courtney pointed the camera out."
"Fuck!" Samuel said. "Courtney pointed the camera out? Whose camera is it, though? Hers? Yours? Hannah's?"
"It's not mine, and I don't think it's Courtney's unless she bought one for that night, so I'm thinking it's probably Hannah's."
"When did she take the next recording?"
"The next morning in the spare bedroom."
"The one that Courtney said was now yours? Yours and yours only?"
"Yes," I answered.
"I've got you, you fucking bitch!" Samuel crowed. "Three times I almost had you. This time you're screwed!"
"You know that she's done this before? Courtney told me of another one. I didn't know there were more."
"A teammate's wife? Unlikely your teammate knows?" Samuel said, then held up a hand, "No names, client confidentiality and all, just a yes or a no."
"Yes."
"If she had followed through on the complaint, you and Courtney would have been spared."
"Mi ... that woman came to you for help, chickened out, and then seduced Courtney to stop the recording from getting out? Wait until I tell Courtney. She'll rip the bitch a new one."
"Fine, as long as Courtney doesn't tell that woman that she knows she was seduced by her only after that woman chickened out on the court case."
It took months, I had to go into the coach's office and tell him most of the story because rumours were starting to leak about what had happened, but Courtney and I were finally able to have Hannah convicted of blackmail, illegal recording, and distributing pornography without a licence.
The club offered me as trade that spring. There were no takers, so we headed back to Courtney's parent's farm. I was offered a small appearance fee contract to play in the NEAFL for one of the Brisbane teams.
I was a fucking star, we won the premiership, and I kicked a season-high 66 goals as full-forward.
The best thing was that I gave away to my teammates probably another 40 goals that were almost certainties. I was voted MVP and won the team's best and fairest.
The club that had let me drop sent a 'fixer' to talk to me.
He said, "Keep your head down, keep playing like you are, and we'll pick you up in the rookie draft at the end of the season."
But I don't care. I like my life. Courtney and I are happier than ever. The new bub, a girl who looks an awful lot like Courtney, is a joy.
Samuel became our dominant. He hosts the most exquisitely debauched private, invitation-only parties you've ever not seen. I mostly attend as Olivia and happily service every single cock that is offered to me. Sometimes two or three or four at a time.
Courtney spends her time on the cross, in the cage, or in the play pool. On the cross, she gets whipped and spanked, and anyone who wants to can fuck her ass, cunt or mouth. She still protests, half-heartedly, that she doesn't like pain.
In the cage, she is locked on all fours with her ass out one end and her head out the other. Anyone there can use any of her holes as they see fit.
In the play pool, she is naked and will lie on her back masturbating as anyone, man or woman, or somewhere in between, who wants to, urinates on her. If asked, she will open her mouth to have it pissed in. Or she will swallow your load or allow you to cum on her face, tits, or anywhere.
We have only one rule for that night. We can fuck anyone or everyone we want except each other.
Our sex lives on the farm, in between visits, is wondrous. Courtney wants another baby. We've decided we don't care whose baby it is, so Courtney doesn't use birth control or make her lovers wear a condom.

The End.
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' On a morning from a Bogart movie, In a country where they turn back time ...'
I love Thailand. I'm sure if you ever go there, you'll love it, too. Pattaya City is my favourite. It does resemble a city in a Bogart movie to me. Maybe one in Casablanca or even The African Queen. The city has a stunning combination of new world office towers, hotels, old world temples, and Buddhist ruins. It mixes jungle settings with concrete and tar seal.
Around every corner, a new vista greets you. It might be an American businessman driving a brand spanking new BMW I7. But it could equally be a local riding a buffalo or an elephant. It may be a new office tower going up, or an abandoned temple reeking of age and neglect.
The women are gorgeous, the ladyboys divine, and the men happy, intelligent and (often) willing to share.
The best sex I've ever had, I've had in Pattaya City.
If you stay away from the street prostitutes and pick up the bar girls, you will have your pick of six to eight stunningly beautiful women. At least a third of them will be as beautiful as the rest but will have 'extra' in their panties.
For an amount equal to a little more than a day's pay for an Australian, you can hire one of these girls to stay with you for the week you're there. She'll cook, clean your unit and look after everything for you, including shopping for the food she'll prepare. Plus, when you want, she'll fuck you in every way you can imagine and then some.
If you can afford it and let your first girl choose who, you can have two or even three of these lovelies stay with you. They may get it on together and with you, or they may let you fuck one and then the other consecutively, but you'll be able to fuck them both, and they won't mind as long as you wear appropriate protection.
You should definitely wear protection.
Oh, by the way, the best sex I've had is being fucked in the ass by a Thai Ladyboy as I fucked her 'sister'. I doubt they were siblings, but it was a fun fantasy.
'You go strolling through the crowd like Peter Lorre, Contemplating a crime ... '
The markets in Pattaya City are an eye-opener, and the things they sell there are unbelievable. From 'ancient artefacts' made earlier that same morning to honeyed locusts and battered spiders. There are 'hand woven' carpets made on the steam looms that run 24/7 and plenty of 'genuine copy' brand name clothing, electronics and sportswear.
There's food galore, from the most delicious meat skewers you've ever tasted to fabulous satays.
Don't ask too closely about the meat in these dishes because you may not like the answers.
Don't worry about the 'Thai belly' you'll inevitably get. If you let it run its course, the diarrhoea only lasts a day or two before your system adapts. Do not drink or cook in anything other than bottled water if you want to avoid getting Hepatitis C, though.
For the same reason, don't eat anything that hasn't been cooked to at least well-done and pass on any salad you haven't bought from a five-star restaurant or hotel chain.
Oh, the crime I was contemplating was purchasing some Thai weed. I don't usually indulge in drugs, but my house girl asked me to buy her some.
I don't look like Peter Lorre.
'She comes out of the sun in a silk dress running, Like a watercolour in the rain ... '
My wander through the markets on the day I'm describing occurred in the early morning. Getting to the markets not long after they've opened means fewer crowds and the sellers are often keen to make their first sale, so prices can be even better than usual.
Because of the early morning light in my eyes, I didn't see the woman until I almost walked over top of her. As I spun to the side, trying to avoid her, I accidentally knocked her with my hip. I'm a big guy, standing over six feet tall (183 cm) and easily weighing 275 lbs (125 kg). My accidental hip knock flung the hapless woman across the aisle and into a market stall.
The woman was tall for a Thai girl at around 5-ft. 7-in. (170 cm). However, she looked like she weighed a tiny 121 lbs (55 kg). I guessed this woman's measurements at 33-24-35. Her breasts were a tiny but well-proportioned 32B. With her green eyes and white-on-white corneas under her dark brown hair, this woman was enough to make any man's heart pound with desire.
Apologising profusely, I took this woman's hands in mine and pulled her to her feet. Her multi-coloured backless sundress clung to her slim body sexily. I caught a tantalising glimpse of her upper thigh as I pulled her to her feet.
When I got her to her feet, she surprised me by standing on tip-toes and kissing my cheek. I swear she then leaned closer and sniffed my scent.
Taking my hand in hers, the woman smiled before tugging me after her as she walked off.
"You can buy me coffee to make up for it, Mr Murray. For now, you may call me Khun Mae. Later, I might let you call me by my real name."
It didn't occur to me until it was way too late to wonder how she knew my name. When it did occur to me that she shouldn't have known it, I also realised that I hadn't missed seeing Khun Mae because of the sun. It was that she wasn't there one moment and was the next.
With my cock hardening, I followed the lithe Khun Mae through the crowds, admiring her trim body the whole way.
Trailing after Khun Mae, I totally forgot about Amanda, this year's live-in girl.
Oh, the silk dress running like a watercolour in the rain clung to Khun Mae's svelte figure like a glove. She was apparently braless, and I doubted she had panties on.
'Don't bother asking for explanations, She'll just tell you that she came, In the year of the cat'
I kept asking Khun Mae where we were going as we made numerous sharp turns and switchbacks, following a path apparent only to her.
But all she would say was, "Thāng nī̂. Thāng nī̂ (This way. This way.)."
Finally, ducking into a darkened alleyway, Khun Mae led me to 'The Old Colonial Teahouse'.
"You prefer tea, yes, yes? This place has the best tea. Old English breakfast tea is your favourite, yes?"
This warning sign also blew past my head without me noticing.
"Yes, tea is better. More antioxidants than coffee, and I only need a little honey to sweeten."
Khun Mae handed me a small pot, saying, "Yes, honey. Here is honey. You make for me, too."
I poured two cups and dropped a little honey in each, "Milk?" I asked.
"Same, same as you. Not same, different."
Internally shrugging, I splashed a little milk into each cup and then handed one to Khun Mae.
Sipping appreciatively, Khun Mae openly studied me. Equally as intrigued with her, I stared back.
"You come here often, Mr Murray. I have seen you here before. You're one of the better ones. You choose your girls carefully and have good taste. After, all your girls say you treat them well.
This year, I'm going to be your girl. But you stay with me. See, see?
I don't stay with you."
Smiling, I said, "And if I'm happy with the girl I already have?"
Khun Mae dismissed my mild protestations, "I have already paid your girl out and sent her home. I settled your bill at the hotel and explained you wouldn't be coming back, so they could throw out your clothes and stuff."
"That was very forward of you," I said a little heatedly. "I like those clothes."
"It is of no, never mind. We will buy some more for when we want to go out, but mostly you will stay with me, and we will be naked. So, why need clothes?"
"You seem very sure of yourself."
"Of course I am. You watched little other than my ass on our walk to here, yes? You only shifted your eyes to stare at a western woman's moo cow udders as she waddled by in her bikini."
The woman I had given a brief glance to would not have been twenty. She was tall and slender for a European woman. Her breasts would barely have been a 'C' cup.
Khun Mae touched her tiny, noticeable breasts and flat stomach and then patted her pubic bone.
"What I have for you here, it is much better, yes?"
"Yes," I acknowledged.
"Good. It is settled, then. Drink, drink. We shall get something to cook, then go to my place, and I will make you breakfast. After, maybe, we screw."
Khun Mae returned to studying me intently as we sipped our tea.
Once the pot was empty, she said, "Come, come. We walk to my tem ... place, now."
Yet another warning sign whizzed by unnoticed.
Oh, this happened in 2012—the year of the Tiger in the Chinese Zodiac. I was a mere 30 years old.
'She doesn't give you time for questions, As she locks up your arm in hers.'
Walking briskly, almost dragging me after her, stopping only to make a few small food purchases, Khun Mae led me back through the markets towards her place. The surprising thing was that every one of the vendors she chose items from bowed and if my Thai serves me correctly, said, "Gift for you, Khun Mae. Gift for you, Mistress."
If I wasn't lost before, I was totally disorientated now. I couldn't even tell you which way my hotel was. Not that it mattered, given I wasn't staying there anymore.
I still studied Khun Mae's ass as she led me on. She was right on one count. It was way firmer and more deliciously rounded than Amanda's. Not that Amanda's was bad. Just not as good as Khun Mae's.
Either no 'moo cow uddered' western women passed us as we walked, or I was so engrossed with Khun Mae's ass I didn't notice them.
Suddenly we broke through the crowds into an older, more settled part of Pattaya City. It seemed like someone had shut a door; that was how quickly the hawkers' sounds and the crowd's babble disappeared.
Turning back to me, Khun Mae linked her left hand through my right, then wrapped her right hand around my muscular bicep.
"Closer, John. I can call you, John, yes? John is good, John is better than Mister, yes, yes? You may call me Cêāmæ̀ (sowmay-ay). John, we are closer to my pala ... place, okay?"
This time, I did hear the warning in that name. I vaguely recalled Cêāmæ̀ loosely translates as Goddess. Khun Mae's eyes held mine with the intensity a domestic cat has when she wants you to stop what you were doing and feed her and my fears melted in her bright green eyes.
Oh, I didn't notice the almost slip between saying palace instead of place. And I didn't ask another question until it was way too late.
'And you follow 'till your sense of which direction, Completely disappears ... '
I was so lost I wondered if we were even still in Thailand. I've been coming to this city every year for ten years, and I'm sure I've never been to this part before. It didn't look like any other part of Pattaya City I've visited before. If we weren't in another place, maybe we were in another time—a time way before now.
Khun Mae turned her green eyes back on mine, "Shh, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn (my darling one). You are with me. You are safe from all others."
My apprehension changed to a thankfulness that my Goddess was looking out for me.
Shaking myself out of that bullshit, I asked, "Where are we, Cêāmæ̀? I don't recognise any of this place."
"We are near my place of wor ... my place, John. That's all you need to know."
Now I had temporarily shrugged off the cloud of enchantment that Khun Mae had spun around me; I heard the slip.
"You were about to say 'place of worship'. So there are people who worship you? Who worships you? Why do they worship you?"
Khun Mae stood on her tip-toes and kissed my surprised mouth, "You talk too much, John, see, see? You need to talk less and trust more, okay?"
I was about to protest again when Khun Mae placed her hand behind my head, raised onto her toes, pressed her pudenda against my groin and kissed me with unbridled passion. My cock flashed from soft to fully erect instantly.
I was suddenly hotter and hornier than I ever recall being.
Khun Mae raised and lowered herself on and off her toes as she kissed me. Her pudenda rubbed delightfully along the underside of my turgid pole.
"Phūd h̄ı̂ n̂xy lng cheụ̄̀xcı h̄ı̂ māk k̄hụ̂n, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn (Talk less, trust more, my darling one).
Khun Mae's left hand found my ass, and she squeezed her pudenda tighter against my cock as she rubbed herself up and down it.
"This feels good, yes? Think how good it will feel when I let you enter me, yes, yes? Much better than this, so, shh, no more talking."
Stupefied with lust, I meekly followed behind Khun Mae's dragging hand.
Oh, I had no earthly idea where or when I was.
'By the blue tiled walls near the market stalls, There's a hidden door she leads you to ... '
Khun Mae led me into a square. By the rubble strewn around and the dust piled up, hardly anyone had come this way for years. We left dusty footprints as we walked towards a vine-covered wall at the other end.
"What's this?" I facetiously asked. "A hidden door in a secret wall?"
Chuckling, Khun Mae said, "Yes, yes! How did you know?"
She touched her beautiful hands to the vines, and they parted. Then, running her hands over the exposed blue tiles in a complex series of swoops and swirls, she created a round portal in the wall.
Pressing in the middle of the portal caused it to swing open. With a flourish, Khun Mae indicated I should enter.
"Your wall and door, John. As you requested."
"Pretty obvious where we've walked from and too, don't you think?" I asked, pointing at our footprints.
"Oh, the wind here quickly erases all signs of passage. Step inside with me and watch."
Later, I learned that this was the final test. Cêāmæ̀ couldn't force anyone through the door into her temple; they had to enter willingly. I'm not sure there's a straight man on the planet that wouldn't follow her in, though.
Stepping through the door, I turned in time to watch a small dust devil sweep across the square erasing all signs we'd walked through it.
The portal didn't swing closed as I'd expected. Instead, it shrank in size until it was only a pinprick before disappearing completely.
"When it is time for you to leave, stand here and say 'I wish to leave, Cêāmæ̀ Khun Mae', and the door will open. Remember, once you leave, unless I will it, you can never return."
It was almost pitch black where we were—only a tiny amount of light leaked into the area from somewhere above. Khun Mae's eyes glowed like a cat's in the dark.
"Where are we, Cêāmæ̀? Who are you? What's happening here?"
"H̄ụ cêātạw lĕk rū̂ tæ̀ pheīyng ẁā khuṇ plxdp̣hạy thī̀ nī̀ (Shh, little one. Know only that you are safe here)."
Switching back to English, she said, "Some light, please."
I guessed she must have had some servants because lamps across the area came on.
Looking around, I saw we were in the main worshipping area of a large temple. A statue of a voluptuous deity with large child-bearing hips dominated the raised platform at the front.
Confused, I said, "I didn't think the Thais had many female Gods. I definitely don't remember any looking like a female God of fertility.
Oh, I've gone looking for that square and door many, many times since leaving Khun Mae. But, unfortunately, I couldn't even find the area it was in.
'These days, she says, I feel my life Just like a river running through, The year of the cat ... '
Khun Mae sniffed disparagingly, "I predate the Gods these pagans pray to now. My time here was so long ago they've even forgotten all memory of me.
Some have called us witches, some have called us imps or devils, some have called us deities, and others have worshipped us as Gods. I am all of these, and I am none of them. I am me, a being from outside of time, yet I live through time.
Do you know what happens to a God nobody believes in anymore, John? They die, they die! Fortunately, I don't need many followers; in fact, one who truly worships me is enough. Will you worship me, John? Will you kneel at my feet and pray to me? Will you make love to me and give me life?"
If only I'd known what that last sentence actually meant. If I had, I would have run screaming from the room.
Oh, then again, I have gone looking for my Goddess many times since leaving.
'While she looks at you so cooly, And her eyes shine like the moon in the sea ... '
Khun Mae stood silently watching me.
'Could this be real,' I wondered. 'Could this woman be a God? Are there Gods? I thought they were mostly figments created to scare the unruly masses into behaving as their rulers wished them to.'
What followed was, 'What if she is a God? A God that wants me to follow her. A God hinting she needs me to make love to her so she can exist. How cool would it be making love to a God?'
Khun Mae watched coolly, her eyes shining in the semi-light as I processed what she said. But, in the end, there really was no question. I slowly sank to my knees before her.
"Cêāmæ̀, please let this lowly man worship at your feet. My life is yours. Do with it as you please."
Breathing eagerly, Khun Mae said, "Yes, yes! And your soul, John. Will you give me your soul to nourish and keep?"
"Everything I have, everything I am, everything I will ever be, I give to you, Cêāmæ̀ Khun Mae."
"Yes, yes!" Khun Mae exalted. "We may gather others with your strength, dĕk n̂xy (little one). Do you mind sharing your Goddess with others if I promise to share the others with you?"
"I am yours to command, Cêāmæ."
But, I couldn't help that prick of jealousy that another male might share my Goddess's charms.
Showing she had at least some deific powers, Khun Mae laughed before saying, "It's okay, dĕk n̂xy. We will gather only other women and ladyboys for as long as you are mine."
I smiled as Khun Mae clapped her hands in delight.
"I'm going to change into my natural form, dĕk n̂xy. Do not be frightened, okay?"
Khun Mae began to shimmer in front of me. However, it wasn't a sudden transformation from one to the other. Instead, it seemed that Khun Mae melted from one form into another. The process took only a few seconds, but I could see it happening.
When she completed her transformation, a beautiful clouded leopard crouched before me.
Khun Mae spoke, but not out loud; what she said appeared as an awareness in my mind. I knew what she thought because Khun Mae wanted me to know.
"That feels better, dĕk n̂xy," she purred. "I haven't been able to change back for months as I had few believers and, therefore, little strength."
My Goddess stretched luxuriously before sitting and cleaning herself with her tongue and paws from her head to the tip of her tail.
When she completed her ablutions, she suddenly shouted, "Catch!"
Like she was slithering in on her prey, Khun Mae slid quickly over the floor before taking three quick leaps and jumping into my surprised arms.
Clouded leopards can't purr, but Khun Mae is a God; she decided she wanted to purr, so purr she did.
Purring and licking my face whilst holding my head between her paws, Khun Mae said, "My bedroom is behind that gross statue. Take me to bed and make love to me, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn (my darling one)."
My rampant erection was back in a moment. I wasn't sure about the practicalities of making love to a cat, but Khun Mae was back in human form before we reached the bed.



When Khun Mae switched to her human form, she left her clothes wherever they went when she was a leopard. So, laying her on the bed, I quickly stripped off everything I had on. My shorts and polo, and flip-flops hit the floor before I joined my naked Goddess in the bed.
Oh, Khun Mae's eyes weren't so cool anymore; they were aflame with passion.
'She comes in incense and patchouli, So you take her, to find what's waiting inside, The year of the cat ... '
"Start at my toes, John, please. Worship every part of my body, but leave my breasts, ass and pussy until last."
Kneeling before my Goddess, I picked her left foot up before sniffing deeply. When Al Stewart's song was all over the music charts in the mid-70s, I purchased some patchouli to learn its smell.
I never could decide how to explain that smell, but I can now. Patchouli smells like Cêāmæ Khun Mae. Or maybe, Cêāmæ Khun Mae smells like patchouli. Intermingled with the scent of patchouli is the intensely erotic smell of incense.
Massaging along the base of her foot, I sucked Khun Mae's big toe into my mouth. Then, running my tongue over and around this toe as if it was a ladyboy's penis, I began working my Goddess towards arousal and eventual orgasm.
Massaging higher, I sucked each toe into my mouth, then swapped feet. Repeating this action on Khun Mae's right foot had my Goddess purring again.
Encouraging Cêāmæ Khun Mae to roll onto her stomach, I massaged her shins as I ran light kisses up her right Achilles and calf. Then, returning to her heel, I ran my tongue wetly up the same route.
When I reached the back of the Goddess's knee, I ran my fingers up the back of her left thigh and lightly over Kuhn Mae's taut and toned buttocks.
"Hmm, hmm," my Goddess moaned.
Letting Khun Mae's right leg go, I copied the same actions and route on her left.
Starting back at her ankles, I stroked up between Khun Mae's calves, past her knees and up between her lithe inner thighs.
Before reaching the Goddess's pussy, I switched to my thumbs before placing them just above the back of her knees. Then, digging my thumbs firmly into Khun Mae's hamstrings, I worked on loosening any tension in the back of her legs.
"Hmm, yes, dĕk n̂xy (little one), that feels so good. Cêāmæ loves how you look after her."
Changing to kisses and caresses, I kissed up and along Khun Mae's thighs as I stretched my hand past her buttocks and onto her lower back.
Moving higher, the tip of my dick accidentally brushed against the back of Khun Mae's thighs.
"I love that you are erect for your Mumma, dĕk n̂xy. Soon I will let you enter me, yes, yes?"
I couldn't wait for that moment! Every touch of her skin stroked my passion higher and burnt my arousal deeper into my screamingly erect and throbbing cock. But, I knew I had to be careful not to let the head of my dick rub against Khun Mae again because any more stimulation on it, and I was losing my load over her.
Skipping over Khun Mae's buttocks, I stroked along her spine, up her neck, and then across her shoulders. Then, daring to push the Goddess's thighs apart, I knelt between them so I could tongue the cleft of her ass.
As I lowered my mouth to her skin, the smell of patchouli mingled with incense grew, and I knew I was successfully turning the Goddess on. In the flickering lamp light, I could see the wetness forming on Khun Mae's hairy pussy lips, and I ached to taste her.
Moving my mouth lower, I experimentally flicked my tongue over Khun Mae's chocolate starfish.
"Hmmm, dĕk n̂xy," the Goddess moaned. "That's very nice, but too soon. I will let you return to that soon, soon, okay?"
Nodding, I moved higher. Being careful not to let my cock scrape across Khun Mae's toned legs, I kissed and slid my wet tongue along her spine. Reaching her shoulders, I kissed and then bit along them lightly.
Cêāmæ reached back and rubbed her hand around my head, then stroked my ears, and lightly pinched my earlobes, "You're a gifted lover, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn (my darling one). Your Goddess loves you, and she will look after you forever."
Oh, how my heart sang at this.
I gently pushed Khun Mae's hip and encouraged her to roll onto her back. Then, returning to kneeling at her feet, a position Cêāmæ loves but does not require me to be, I started at her toes again.
Sucking each big toe into my mouth alternately, I sucked and tongued them as if they were Khun Mae's enlarged clitoris. Cêāmæ showed her appreciation by grabbing fistfuls of the blankets, pushing her heels downwards and raising her pussy off the bed.
"More, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn, your Mumma needs more of this." She demanded.
Sucking and swirling my tongue more vigorously, I obeyed.
Cêāmæ's glowing eyes popped open, "Oh, thī̀rạk, your Mumma is going to cum!" She groaned, seemingly surprised. "Dị̂ pord rĕw (Quickly, please), mouth my pussy!"
Moving swiftly, I dove forward onto my elbows and lowered my open mouth onto the Goddess's glistening labia. Then, delving my tongue as far into her vulva as possible, I lapped at her as if I were the cat and she a bowl of milk.
Khun Mae's hands found my head, and she guided my mouth higher and onto her clitoris. Arching up against my questing mouth, Cêāmæ groaned and then coated my mouth, lips and chin with her divine essence. Creamy pussy juice flowed from her as I lapped eagerly.
Bucking and twitching, Khun Mae slowly came down. Pulling me up so she could kiss me, Khun Mae lay on her side with her right arm bent and her head resting on her hand.
Kissing my lips softly again, Cêāmæ said, "I want you to enter me now, dĕk n̂xy. But you need to know something first, okay?"
I nodded.
"When you cum inside me, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn, a little of your life will transfer to me. That is how I am nourished, how I am replenished, and how I've been able to live for so many millennia. As they give their seed to me, my worshippers give a few hours of their life force so that I am renewed."
"Will I die?"
Weirdly, I wasn't that concerned. I loved my Goddess. If she required my life, she was welcome to it.
"No, thī̀rạk (my love). If we were to make love all day, every day, and you came many times as we did, I would eventually drain you. But I don't require that. As long as you allow me to share with others, you will be with me for many years before our lovemaking brings your time to an end."
"How long do I have?"
"Ten to fifteen years if there is only you and me. More if I can take from some others."
In response, I gently pushed Cêāmæ onto her back and then covered her sexily svelte body with my long, lean one.
Cêāmæ's legs lifted, and she wrapped her calves tightly around my thighs as her thighs squeezed my hips. Then, reaching between us, Khun Mae guided my rampantly stiff penis inside her velvety soft pussy.
I don't think I've ever been inside a wetter, tighter or hotter pussy. Cêāmæ clenched her pussy's sphincter even tighter around my dick as I began to move.
"Thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn, your cock is magnificent, and it fills me so deliciously. I want you to be patient, yes, yes? Make your Mumma cum at least three times before you shoot inside her, okay?"
"I am yours to command, my Cêāmæ," I breathed as her pussy clenched down on my invading protuberance.
Resting on my elbows to support most of my weight, I slid my arms under the Goddess's armpits and gripped her shoulders. Pulling her down as I gently thrust inside her made her clitoris grind against my pubic bone.
Around the third or fourth time I did this, Khun Mae's eyes flew open, and she said, "Oh, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn, that feels so good. Harder, faster, thī̀rạk. I need to feel you pounding me."
Gripping her shoulders tighter, I thrust harder inside her.
"More, more," Khun Mae demanded.
I slammed into her with everything I had.
"Yes! Here comes my first orgasm, thī̀rạk!"
Khun Mae's raked her nails viciously down my back. I felt blood well and seep behind them. Then she bit me above my left pec hard.
Thrusting her pelvis back at me, Khun Mae screamed in delight as her orgasm ripped through her.
"YEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!" She yelled. "More, give your Goddess more!"
Squeezing Cêāmæ tightly to me, I lifted her off the bed. Then, kneeling with only my knees bent, I moved my right hand to Khun Mae's hips and lifted her until only the tip of my cock was inside her before I jammed her back down onto my pelvis. Burying my whole length inside her hot wet cunt as I did.
Khun Mae's pubic bone slapped loudly against my pubis, and the sound echoed through the chamber.
"Yes, thī̀rạk! More, pord (please)!"
I repeatedly lifted and drove the Goddess up and down my tumescent pole, slamming into her pussy with every ounce of energy I had. Cêāmæ's head bounced back and forth and all over. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her nails raked across my back over and over. I could feel my blood running down my back and onto my ass crack.
I don't know how often the Goddess came, but it was a lot. Eventually, Cêāmæ grabbed my head and kissed me passionately to get my attention, "You must cum in me now, thī̀rạk. Mumma can take no more."
Screaming around my grunts, I blasted off inside her. Then, with my nuts squeezed tightly against my shaft, I squirted shot after shot after shot into my Goddess's tightly gripping pussy.
Exhausted, I lowered my Goddess onto the bed before sagging off her onto my side.
"Shh, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn. You did very well. It will only take a couple more like this, and you will grow accustomed to sharing your life force with me. For now, sleep, and your Cêāmæ will watch over and protect you."
As I slept, I became aware of many howling and pleading voices circling me. Cêāmæ seemed to hover cross-legged above my sleeping body.
I heard her command, "He is mine, and mine alone. Any who dare try and take him will suffer my endless wrath."
Knowing my Goddess protected me, I could tune the voices out and drift into a proper sleep.
Oh, I knew what was inside her—delicious warmth and wetness.
'Well morning comes and you're still with her, And the bus and the tourists are gone ... '
The delectable smell of food cooking woke me. I opened my eyes to see Khun Mae working a mixture of rice, spices, green vegetables and chicken around a pan over a fire that seemed to be burning nothing. The flame existed, but I couldn't see anything that fed it.
Sitting up, I expected the bleeding scratches on my back to cause the sheet to stick to me, but they didn't, and I felt no pain.
"I healed you as you slept, thī̀rạk. I couldn't have my favourite worshipper bleeding to death under my care, could I?"
She briefly turned so I could see her smile.
"Did you leave scars?" I eagerly asked as I wanted some evidence of Cêāmæ's passion.
Cêāmæ laughed delightedly, "I will next time, dĕk n̂xy. Look at your chest, though."
I looked down and saw the black and blue bruises from Khun Mae's bite.
"Nice!" I smiled.
Watching her cook made me wonder why she did, "If you're a God, why do you need to cook?" I asked. "Can't you manifest it?"
"I could, but it would have no nutritional value. The food would smell and taste exactly as it appeared, but it wouldn't provide you with any sustenance, and you would feel full all the way up to the day you died of starvation.
Besides, cooking for you is one of the ways I show that I love you."
Feeling proud and pleased, I said, "Do you love me, Cêāmæ? Really?"
"Kh̀a thī̀rạk (Yes, my darling)"
Khun Mae turned to bring me my breakfast. As I watched her walk toward me, something niggled at my awareness.
"Cêāmæ, you look different this morning." Then it dawned on me. "Younger. You look younger."
Yesterday, I would have guessed her age at around the same as mine, maybe up to five years older. Today, she looked younger, perhaps no more than twenty-seven or eight.
"Thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn, I absorbed more of your life's essence than I meant to—maybe as many as five years. Please don't be angry with your Goddess. I promise that it won't happen again."
I was curious to see the effect losing five years of my life so suddenly had on my features, "Do you have a mirror I can see myself in?"
"That I can manifest without a problem. Be aware, though, dĕk n̂xy, the mirror will show my true form, so don't be shocked, okay?"
Cêāmæ pointed behind me. Turning, I saw myself in a full-length mirror. A clouded leopard stood behind my right leg. Snapping back around, I confirmed that my Goddess still stood there, but when I turned back to the mirror, Khun Mae appeared in her actual form.
"Wow!" I said. "That's a head spin!"
I turned toward Khun Mae to find her in her true form. Repeating what she had done yesterday, she slid across the floor as if she was sneaking up on me before shouting, "Catch!" and leaping into my arms.
Holding my head in her paws, she licked my face, "Do you mind that this is my true form and not Khun Mae?"
"No, but I don't want to ever make love to you like this. It would be wrong."
"That is good, dĕk n̂xy, because I do not ever make love like this, either. A human cannot impregnate me, but Khun Mae can have children, and I'd like to have a baby someday."
Remembering my dream, I said, "Last night. I dreamed many disembodied voices were howling around me and that you hovered in the air above me, protecting me from them. Was that real? What were they?"
"The voices of Gods without any worshippers. They tried to claim you as theirs so they could once again manifest. I had to explain that you were mine, and I would destroy any that tried to take you."
"There were so many of them that it's really sad. Would that have been your fate if not for me?"
"If I could not find at least one to worship me as you do, then, eventually, yes. I had many years before that would happen, though."
Remembering what had started this conversation, I bent to place Cêāmæ on the ground. But, before I could, she shimmered back into her human form.
I turned to the mirror and examined myself carefully. I didn't look much different. Maybe a few more wrinkles around my eyes were all. Turning to the side, I noticed grey at my temples that hadn't been there before. I liked it and thought it made me look more distinguished.
I turned to Khun Mae to see her biting her lip and looking concerned, "I'm so sorry, John. I didn't mean to, but you gave so much, and it has been so long."
Hugging my Goddess to me, I smiled as I kissed the top of her head, "My life is yours, Cêāmæ. We can make love again now, and I will drain all of my life into you if that is what you require."
"Dĕk n̂xy, we will forget breakfast and make love some more. After, we will go out to eat. I do not need all of your life, but I will take some more, if I may? Then you will see how little I take and how little it affects you, okay?"
Holding my hand, Khun Mae led me back to bed. She flopped face-first down and then, as she does when she is the clouded leopard, spoke directly into my mind, "Tongue the back of my thighs, along my perineum, and onto my pussy, dĕk n̂xy. When you hear me moan, you may finish what you started yesterday and rim my rosebud."
Starting lower than Khun Mae requested, I nibbled and kissed wetly up her Achilles, calves and the back of both knees before running my tongue along her hamstrings. Skipping over Cêāmæ's bottom, I tongued the cleft of her ass as I kneaded and massaged her buttocks.
"Thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn, you make love to your Mumma so beautifully," Khun Mae moaned. "Mumma would like you to enter her again, please."
Ignoring her plea, I flipped Khun Mae onto her back before pushing her knees back and apart. Kneeling below her, I ran my tongue from just before Cêāmæ's rosebud, along her taint and onto her labia. Pausing to tongue fuck her vulva, I then found her clitoris and flicked up and over it.
Returning along the same path, I lapped at my Goddess's vulva. Then, after licking as much of the nectar dripping from there as I could, I continued past my starting point onto the Goddess's soft brown anal ring.
Holding Khun Mae's ass cheeks apart so I could easily access her starfish, I ran my tongue in tightening circles around it. Then, homing in on the centre, I stiffened my tongue and forced as much of it as possible into Cêāmæ's rear love passage.
"Mạndī māk ley thī̀rạk (That is so good, my love)." Cêāmæ moaned. "I need you inside me, thī̀rạk; your Goddess wants to cum on your big cock again."
I moved to cover Khun Mae's body again. As I slid into position, the tip of my penis easily found the entrance to Cêāmæ's pussy; but before I entered her, Khun Mae reached down and guided my cock lower.
Feeling my cock's head against Khun Mae's starfish, I pushed gently forwards. The Goddess's hips jerked as my dick split her knot apart. Then, groaning with desire, Cêāmæ wrapped her calves around my ass and pulled me deeper into her ass.
"Do not fear, yes, yes? Your Goddess loves being fucked in her ass, and your saliva is enough lubrication. You can pound me at least as hard as you did yesterday."
Testing, I moved my hands from Khun Mae's shoulders and onto her ass. My entire upper body weight rested on her. Gripping her ass tightly, I pulled all most all of my cock out of Khun Mae's ass before slamming back into her.
"Yes, yes, thī̀rạk. Fuck your Mumma hard," Khun Mae groaned.
Temporarily exiting Khun Mae's ass, I stood so I could squat. Then, lifting Cêāmæ's hips until they were positioned almost over her head, I bent my cock downwards to slip it back into her ass.
Holding Khun Mae's hips firmly, I bent and straightened my knees as fast as possible to jackhammer my thick penis into her ass.
The Goddess's moaned responses became nonsensical. I couldn't understand a word except two that she repeated over and over, "H̄nạk k̄hụ̂n (harder)."
With my thighs burning from the effort, I fucked my Goddess with everything I had as she came multiple times.
I thought I'd have to admit defeat and change positions when the Goddess demanded, "Khuṇ t̂xng h̄lạ̀ng nı tạw c̄hạn txn nī̂! (You must cum in me now!)."
"My life is yours, Goddess!" I yelled as my cock exploded inside her slippery tight arsehole.
Cumming in buckets, I blasted man goo into my Goddess's colon. As my semen splashed into her, Khun Mae orgasmed again, and her creamy juices flooded over my balls.
I was totally spent. As I collapsed onto my knees, my eyes rolled back, and I fell sideways onto the bed.
I awakened to find my head pillowed on Khun Mae's upper thighs as she stroked my face and hair and hummed softly. Tears glistened in her eyes.
I reached up and touched a teardrop about to fall, then kissed the finger holding it, "What's the matter, Cêāmæ?"
Crying, Cêāmæ said, "You have to stop giving up everything to me, John. When you declare 'my life is yours, Goddess' as you cum, too much of your life force passes to me. If you don't start holding back, I will drain all of your essence, and you will die."
"How many years did I lose?"
"At least another five."
"That's not good," I needlessly muttered.
I shakily got to my feet and said, "May I have the mirror again, please?"
Still crying, Cêāmæ gestured, and the mirror appeared before me.
I examined my reflection carefully.
With a smile, I said, "Well, at least I'm aging well."
"You're dying, John! That's what you're doing. You have to learn to hold back. I can't control how much you give when you give it so strongly. If I had accepted all you were willing to give, you would have spent all your remaining life force into me, and you would have died."
Cêāmæ climbed off the bed and stood before me. My Goddess barely looked twenty-three now.
"I don't need a sacrifice, John. I need a man who loves me and wants to always be with me."



"I do love you, My Goddess. But I can't be with you forever. I'm human; I have to age and die. I'm only doing that faster than normal. But, regardless of how fast, I still have to grow old and die."
"You can stay with me for centuries, John."
"Humans don't live for centuries, Goddess."
"If I take others as lovers, and you hold back, so you give me a few hours of your life instead of years, you can, in here with me, thī̀rạk (my love)."
I knew there was a caveat to what my Goddess was saying.
Thinking it through, I asked, "What do you mean in here with you?"
"Time moves differently in here. I can make a minute last forever or a year pass in a second. With your strength and the strength I'll get from others, I can hold time in my temple to a crawl. Decades will pass outside here, but they will only be weeks for you and me."
"But I won't be able to leave here, ever?"
Sobbing, My Goddess said, "Why would you ever want to leave here and me?"
"To walk in the sun and experience life, sights, and sounds, Cêāmæ. No, Goddess, I don't care if I die quickly; we'll share life and love for as long as we can, and you will grieve before finding another to love you as I do."
"Okay, thī̀rạk. But it would be best if you began holding back. You must learn to cum without giving everything to me."
"I will try, Cêāmæ. But I love you so much that it will be difficult."
Taking her tiny hand in mine, I said, "Shall we go get the breakfast you promised me?"
Oh, when we walked outside, an entire season had passed. It was now the rainy season, and the buses and tourists were absent. Only a night had expired in Cêāmæ's temple, but at least six months had passed on the outside.
'And you've thrown away your choice you've lost your ticket, So you have to stay on, But the drum-beat strains of the night remain, In the rhythm of the newborn day ... '
Even if I still had my airline ticket, it would have expired by now. I was now an illegal overstayer in Thailand. I found that I didn't care. I was confident that Khun Mae could fix any problems I came across.
Holding hands, Khun Mae and I made our way back to the markets. As we reached the square's periphery, I watched bemusedly as the dust devil returned to erase the evidence of our crossing.
Now that Cêāmæ wasn't muddling my mind, I quickly found my way back to the markets.
Cêāmæ led me back to the alley where the tea shop was. Going further in, we found another colonial-era establishment, 'Yea Olde English Pub'.
"I love English beer, John. Don't you? It's too hot here in Thailand to drink it as the English do (They drink beer at room temperature. What we Australians call beer is really lager.), but a cold dark brown beer is so delicious. You should try the Guinness pie," then, grinning broadly, she added, "It's divine!"
I hadn't realised these establishments even existed and wouldn't have entered them even if I had. Why travel to an exotic country to eat the same dishes you have at home? Then I realised they were different for Khun Mae. Besides, if my Goddess wanted English food and beer, my Goddess had English food and beer.
Khun Mae and I ate as we chatted about this and that. Sipping my beer, I examined my Goddess. With another five years taken off her age, Khun Mae looked young enough to my daughter.
'Jaysus,' I thought. 'With how much older I look, if Khun Mae loses another couple of years off of her looks, I'm going to look like a pervert on a pedo trip.'
As we chatted, a pretty, young ladyboy entered and sat at the bar.
Khun Mae nudged me with her elbow, "What do you think of her?"
I looked the woman over. If she practised her walk a little more and perfected the hip sway that cis girls have, then it wouldn't be immediately apparent she was a male underneath the feminine exterior.
The woman was fine-featured, with dyed blonde hair and a thin nose over full lips. Her breasts were small, so they were probably natural. Her hips were nicely rounded, and her legs long and toned.
"Very nice," I noncommittedly said.
"She's beautiful and vulnerable," Khun Mae said. "Her family doesn't like that she's a ladyboy, and they've kicked her out. She's currently living on the streets and thinks her only choice is to turn to prostitution to earn enough money to eat. She has come in here hoping for an English john because she's heard they're gentler with their prostitutes."
"You keep saying 'she'. You can read all of that, but not her name?"
"She hasn't picked a name yet. She keeps switching between Kanya and Ananada, so it's hard to read which one."
Smiling, I asked, "Which one have you chosen for her?"
Still mostly concentrating on the ladyboy, Khun Mae said, "Kanya, of course. It's a pretty name and suits her."
Tuning to me, the Goddess said, "Go pick her up. I think she'll make a perfect second worshipper."
Facetiously, I joked, "Just like that, huh? I go from your one and only acolyte to your second, and then one of many?"
Cêāmæ turned her green eyes onto me. They were cold and burned into me. I never wished to see her look at me like that ever again.
"I am a God, John. I have an infinite capacity to love, and millions have loved me through the millennia. I love you, and you are the first to give yourself willingly to me in the past seven years, but I need more. I must have more or become as those wretches mooching around you last night."
Holding my hands up, I risked another grin, "Just jokes, my Goddess. I was merely teasing you."
Khun Mae leaned forward to hug me. She kissed me before self-deprecatingly saying, "I'm not much of a God if I didn't know that, am I? I'm sorry, thī̀rạk. I was engrossed with Kanya and missed your meaning."
Leaving my beer on the table, I moved across to the bar to sit next to Kanya.
Sitting on the stool beside her, I ordered a scotch on the rocks before turning to the ladyboy, "What would you like, Miss?"
Kanya's head snapped around to look at me.
I smiled at her, then gently said, "Order a drink, Miss. And something to eat. Once you've ordered, I'd like you to come to our table and meet my girlfriend."
Kanya needed to work on her voice as well as her walk, but she managed, "I'm not sure about this, sir. I ... well ... I ... "
I interrupted her, "The meal and drink are free. You can talk to us with no obligation. If you want to eat and leave, we will not complain."
"Okay, sir. May I have a steak with all the trimmings and a glass of white wine?"
"Tell the woman your order, little one," I said as I indicated the barperson.
"I've got it," the young woman serving the bar said.
Still smiling, I ushered Kanya over to our table.
"Khun Mae, this is our new friend ... Oh," I turned to Kanya, "I don't know your name?"
"Ananada."
Looking at the ladyboy intently, Khun Mae said, "Kạỵỵā h̄emāa kạb ṭhex mākkẁā na dĕk n̂xy (Kanya suits you much better, little one).
Kanya smiled beautifully, "Kanya. Yes, I like that."
Picking up Kanya's hand, Khun Mae said, "Tell us about yourself, Kanya. How is life for you? If you don't mind me saying, you seem sad and maybe a little lonely."
Tears welled in Kanya's eyes, "I am lonely, Mumma. I had to leave my hometown of Lampang because of what I am. I don't know anybody here, and no one will give me a job."
Hugging Kanya to her breast, Khun Mae kissed the top of her head, then said, "Mumma has you, baby girl. Come with my man and me, and you need never be alone and lonely ever again."
"Where are we going, Mumma? And may I eat first?"
"Of course, you should eat first, my girl. Then, we'll go to my temple, where you will be safe forever more."
"Your temple, Mumma?"
"Yes, it is an old one, many centuries old. My man and I are trying to restore it."
All of this was true, without a word of a lie. But it didn't tell even half of the story.
The waitress brought Kanya's food and drink. By the way Kanya dug into her meal, she hadn't eaten for days.
Khun Mae continued to stroke Kanya's arm and talked soothingly to her as Kanya ate.
"Mumma's here now, baby girl. All your fears, all your troubles, they're all gone. If you promise to love your Mumma, she will look after you forever."
Kanya was leaning into Khun Mae as she ate. She looked as if she could finally relax after weeks, or even months, of stress. When she finished her meal, Kanya sighed deeply before closing her eyes and drifting off to sleep in Khun Mae's arms.
With tears welling in her eyes, Khun Mae looked at me, "You humans can be so cruel, John. When Kanya's mother was pregnant, I bet if you had asked her and her husband what they hoped for, they would have said a 'happy and healthy baby'. They have a happy and healthy baby, and what do they do? Cast her out and make her unhappy and unwell."
Choking up, I replied, "But it's okay now, Cêāmæ. She has you, and she needs no other."
"She'll have you, too, thī̀rạk. We will be her lovers and her protectors. She will grow strong in our care and then go on to help many others with similar stories to hers."
Khun Mae kissed the top of Kanya's head again, "Help me carry her outside, John. We'll hire a tuk-tuk and take her to my temple."
I didn't need Khun Mae's help as the poor girl weighed next to nothing. So I carried her to where Khun Mae held the tuk-tuk driver.
Kanya woke as the tuk-tuk stopped on the edge of Khun Mae's temple's square.
Bowing, the driver said, "No charge for you, Khun Mae. It is an honour to carry you, Mistress."
Curious, because this seemed to be a common occurrence, I said, "If I am the first worshipper you've had in seven years, then why do all these others seem to know who you are? And why do they give and do everything for you for free?"
Khun Mae sniffed, "Just because my worshippers have abandoned or forgotten me doesn't mean I've forgotten or abandoned them. I've done many things for these people. They may worship gods other than me, but they know of me and the good things I've done. Giving me things, doing things for me, is how they show their respect for what I have done."
Helping Kanya to her feet, Khun Mae guided her across the square before opening the temple's hidden door.
Looking at Kanya intently, Khun Mae said, "Do you wish to come inside, my dear? I warn you, though. If you come inside, you may wish never to leave."
"I want to come in, Mumma," Kanya replied. "I have nowhere else to go."
"Enter, then, my girl. My home is yours for as long as you need it to be."
With Kanya's elbows linked in ours, Khun Mae and I escorted Kanya inside.
"Light, please," Khun Mae intoned, and the worship area filled with soft lamplight.
"What is this place, Mumma?" Kanya asked, overawed by her surroundings.
"This is my temple, little one. It has stood here for almost seven thousand years. Invaders have come and gone. Civilisations have risen and been destroyed, and still, my temple stands. No one I haven't permitted to has ever stood inside here."
"Who are you, Mumma? What are you?"
"If you wish it, little one, I am your Goddess. I require little from you other than that you love and worship only me. In return, I offer you sanctuary and my protection. Therefore, you need never fear again as I will protect you.
In addition, I will love you and allow you to make love to me. But I will require a small sacrifice from you when you do."
"I can make love to you, Mumma? Really? What sacrifice do you need from me?"
"When the time comes, my baby girl, we will talk about it. But, in the meantime, relax. Take your clothes off and get into my bed. You need to sleep."
"Why do I need to be naked? You're... "
Between one blink and the next, Khun Mae was naked. Seeing this, I quickly stripped, too.
"Oh. You are naked. Umm, why?"
"I prefer it, my girl. Clothes hide your true self. I don't want you to hide; I want you to be proud of your body and what you are."
Looking ashamedly at the floor, Kanya said, "I'm not a real woman, Mumma. I have a penis."
Khun Mae quickly crossed and hugged Kanya to her chest, "Of course, you're a real woman, my girl. Having a penis doesn't change that. In fact, I like it."
Crying tears of relief and gratitude, Kanya dropped her dress and bra to the floor before bravely squaring her shoulders and hooking her thumbs into her panties.
Pulling this last item of clothing down, Kanya hesitatingly spread her thighs, and her tiny 'boy clitty' sprang into view.
Blushing, Kanya said, "See, Mumma. I'm not a true woman. I have this ugly thing."
Taking Kanya's cock in her hand before stroking it, Khun Mae said, "I think it's beautiful, honey. May I suck on it?"
Biting the nail on her index finger shyly, Kanya answered, "Yes, Mumma. My body is here to serve you as best as I can."
"Good girl," Khun Mae crooned. "You need to know something first, okay?"
"What, Mumma?"
"If you cum in me, some of your life force passes to me. As you ejaculate, a little of your life feeds and nourishes me."
"Will it kill me, Mumma? My life is not very good, but I don't want to die just yet."
"No, little one. I will take only a few minutes from you, not decades."
Khun Mae continued to tug and stroke Kanya's cock as they spoke. Kanya was rock-hard, and her dick's eye leaked precum.
Hard, Kanya was close to average size, around five and three-quarter inches.
"Then I'm happy, Mumma. Please take what you need from me. Just promise you will never leave or abandon me."
"I promise to love you for all of eternity, my girl. I promise that you have a place with me in my temple for as long as you love and worship me."
"Make me cum, Mumma, please. Let me give you some of me."
Showing no sign of her deity, Khun Mae dropped to her knees and guided Kanya into her mouth.
Wither her fingers stroking on and around Kanya's ass, Khun Mae free-handed her mouth up and down Kanya's 'boy clitty'.
Kanya obviously wanted to grab the Goddess's head and thrust her cock into Khun Mae's mouth, but she was too scared. So instead, she placed her hands behind her head with her fingers intertwined.
Groaning with unbridled lust, Kanya drew closer to her imminent orgasm.
Kanya held on bravely, but when Cêāmæ̀'s finger probed her starfish, Kanya lost all control and her dick burst inside the Goddess's mouth. Unaware of her actions, Kanya's hands found the Goddess's head, and she held Khun Mae tightly against her abdomen as she came down Khun Mae's throat.
"Oh, fuck, Cêāmæ̀! That feels so good!"
Spent, Kanya sank onto the bed. Sitting, holding her head between her hands, Kanya yawned greatly before flopping onto her side and then rolling onto her back.
Wiping her lips, Cêāmæ̀ stood before crossing to me.
Offering her lips for a kiss, Khun Mae said, "See, dĕk n̂xy? Give to me without the promise of giving everything, and I can control how much I accept. Kanya will have given me less than thirty minutes of her life. Like that, it would take me years to drain all of her life."
"She obviously doesn't love you as I do, Cêāmæ̀," I muttered. "If she did, she wouldn't want to hold anything back."
Kissing my Goddess, I tasted the remains of Kanya's cum on her lips. My cock swelled at the thought of tasting Kanya's cum from the source, her penis.
Khun Mae and I joined Kanya in bed.
When I awakened the following day, I found Kanya on her stomach with her head between the Goddess's thighs. Kanya's knees were well spread, and her penis was stiffly erect.
Internally shrugging, I moved between Kanya's thighs, then lowered my mouth onto her ass. Tonguing Kanya's ass, I introduced a finger to test how easily Kanya gaped. Feeling my finger on her rosebud, Kanya groaned, then relaxed her sphincter. My finger slipped inside her easily.
Adding a second finger, I patiently worked Kanya's 'boy pussy' wide enough to take my thick penis comfortably. Once Kanya's ass accepted my third finger readily, I covered her body with mine before positioning my cock on her rosebud.
As my cock pressed against her starfish, Kanya groaned heavily over Cêāmæ's clitoris. This extra sensation sent the Goddess crashing into the first of many orgasms.
Kanya's hips jerked back at me as I forced my cock through her knot. A deep guttural growl burst from her as I stroked deeper inside.
Moving downward under Kanya, Cêāmæ̀ forced Kanya and me temporarily onto our hands and knees so she could slide under us. As Kanya sagged down onto her, Khun Mae guided Kanya's cock into her pussy.
Now, whenever I stroked into Kanya, I forced Kanya's cock into my Goddess.
Kanya came first. With her youth and sexual inexperience, being involved in a threesome had Kanya's sexuality raging beyond her control.
Cumming, Kanya gave another 30 minutes of her life to the Goddess.
Khun Mae exploded next. With juices flowing from her vulva, the Goddess writhed her way through a second and third orgasm as I pounded Kanya into her.
Pushing Kanya off her, Cêāmæ̀ demanded that I "fuck me to you fill me with cum".
It didn't take me long. Despite all of Khun Mae's previous warnings, I screamed, "Take all of me, Cêāmæ̀," as I spat my semen inside her.
Hours later, I awakened to find my head cradled on Khun Mae's thighs again. My Goddess stroked my hair as her tears fell on my face.
Touching the tears on my face, I asked wonderingly. "What's the matter, Khun Mae? You know that my life is yours. Accept it willingly so you can exist forever."
Crying, Khun Mae said, "John, thī̀rạk (baby), I don't want your life. I want your love and devotion. What you're doing is killing you, and you've already given me more than I need to exist for another 1,000 years, so it's to no avail."
"Can you produce the mirror, please?"
Checking my face, I was shocked.
"Fuck me," I protested. "I look worse than my father on his sixtieth birthday."
We Murrays seem to not age and not age and not age until time catches up with us in a rush. Then we suddenly look ancient.
"You gave me almost ten years, my love." Khun Mae confirmed. "I've had to lock my face and body at 18. Otherwise, I'd be prepubescent in appearance."
Running my eyes over my Goddess, they confirmed what she said. Khun Mae could have been my granddaughter now if appearances held true,"
"Where's Kanya?" I asked.
A voice spoke next to me.
"I'm here, Ph̀x (daddy)."
Oh, I could feel the rhythm of the newborn day vibrating through me.
'You know sometime you're bound to leave her, But for now you're going to stay, In the year of the cat, Year of the cat ... '
Struggling with suddenly being fifty, I knew that if I didn't leave Cêāmæ̀ soon, I would expend my life force into her. Despite her constant admonishments to hold back, I couldn't. The feeling of being about to ejaculate inside her was too much. On the edge of orgasm, I could feel Khun Mae's soul connecting to mine and its gentle insistence that I allow some of my life force to pass to her.
When I felt that succubus call, my soul responded by trying to give her all that I was.
"Sleep thī̀rạk. Rest for now. I'm taking Kanya outside so we can get food and water. You recuperate, yes, yes?"
"Yes, Cêāmæ̀."
I slipped into sleep but was only under for a few seconds. I woke in darkness with only a single lamp burning on a stand in the room's corner.
Struggling into my clothes, I picked up the lamp and found the main worshipping area.
Standing where the Goddess had indicated, I said the required words, "I wish to leave, Cêāmæ̀ Khun Mae."
Khun Mae's presence was there, even though she wasn't.
"You're leaving me, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn?" She sadly asked.
"Yes, Cêāmæ̀. If I don't, I will die and make you even sadder. This way, I can hope we will meet again, and you can rejoice that your truest acolyte continues to live."
"If you leave, you can never come back. You won't even be able to find this square, let alone my temple."



"Still."
I didn't believe Khun Mae. Hadn't I walked unerringly back to the market, and hadn't I guided the tuk-tuk driver here easily?
"Go with your Goddess's love and gratitude, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn. May your life be filled with love and joy."
The portal opened, and I walked out into a monsoonal downpour. In a melancholy moment, I believed the Goddess was crying because I was leaving.
With my feet dragging, I made my way back to the edge of the markets. Curious, I turned back to Khun Mae's temple. It was gone; I had lost the way, or maybe, it had never been where I thought it was, but the way back was lost.
I found the bus station and bought a ticket to Bangkok. Then, entering the Australian embassy, I began the long process of proving who I was and finding my way back to Australia.
Because of my aged appearance, it took a long time to convince the authorities I was John Murray, a citizen and only thirty years old. Finally, I explained that I had taken ill and my appearance was the result. My illness was why I'd overstayed my visa. Convinced, the embassy accepted my story, and I returned home.
Five years passed before Thai immigration allowed me to return to Thailand. I've been back every year since. I spend my allowed two weeks in Thailand searching for Khun Mae's temple, but I've never even found the square or the area the square is in.
Oh, it's 2022 as I write this memoir for you. It's the Year of the Tiger again, and I'm about to go searching for my Goddess.
Exiting my hotel, I walked a few meters down to the markets. Wandering through, I looked for an exit I may have missed previously, but they all looked familiar, and I'd searched down them many times.
As I looped around the outside of the market again, I saw an alley I was sure I'd only seen once before. As I neared the entrance to this alley, I heard the unmistakable cough sound of a large predatory cat.
A joyous shout of "Catch!" echoed in my mind, and Cêāmæ̀ Khun Mae slithered towards me before taking three quick bounds and leaping at me. When she hit my arms, my Goddess Khun Mae was in human form.
"Time to go home, thī̀rạk k̄hxng c̄hạn."
'Year of the cat ... '

The End.
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Hello, again, readers. I'm Joseph Cuomo, a 19-year-old university freshman. If you remember, we met in my earlier story­ -- Short Tales 02: Sleeping Sister. A year has passed since that story, and I hope I'm not still the same overexcited kid that wrote that piece. I'm a little embarrassed when I read it now because, boy, was I shouting all over the place.
My sister is still the most beautiful and sexiest ever. She's 23 years old and in the final year of her law degree. She has long blonde hair, wide bright blue eyes, full 'bee sting' lips in a perfect cupid's bow and a long graceful neck. Kailey has high, pronounced cheekbones and a small delicate chin with just the hint of a dimple when she smiles. She has small, even white teeth.
My sister is tall and thin, standing at the perfect model height of 5-ft. 8-in. tall (173 cm.) and weighing just 110 lbs. (50 kg.). According to her Cheerleader stats, her measurements are 34-22-34. Her boobs are high, firm apples on her chest, and she never wears a bra.
Seriously, readers, my sister is gorgeous!
Kailey attended rehab to fix her drinking problem. It worked, and my sister hardly touches alcohol at all now. She still hides a secret, though. Another inpatient turned Kailey onto peyote beans. So instead of getting drunk every night, Kailey takes mescaline and gets high. Along with her mescaline addiction, Kailey takes sleeping tablets to help her fall asleep.
I'm the opposite of my sister in almost every way. I'm average—average in looks, height, and grades. However, I have improved physically since we last met. After the night I described for you, Kailey had a little 'buyer's remorse'. She never said anything to anyone about us cumming together, but she told me in no uncertain terms that we wouldn't be doing anything like that again.
I thought that perhaps my ordinariness put Kailey off having sex with me some more, so I tried to improve my appearance by exercising regularly. Much to everyone's surprise, including mine, I've become an elite long-distance runner. I can't run fast, but it seems I can run almost forever. I hold various state and national records for distances from the half-marathon to twenty miles (32 km). I'm training to run a marathon as I write.
The exercise cleared up my zits, and leaned out my body. A late growth spurt means I now stand close to 5-ft. 10-in tall (178 cm) but weigh only 165 lbs (75 kg).
Unfortunately, my cock, didn't experience a 'late growth spurt', though. It's still only 4-in. long, measured from the abdomen to the tip, but it's at least 4-in. wide at the head. I have a huge 'mushroom head' cock, in other words.
I can confirm that for pleasing a woman, this shape is best. That's because the most sensitive part of a woman's vagina is only a few centimetres inside her vulva. With a mushroom head cock being wide, it hits a woman's G-spot and presses against it beautifully, thus giving the lucky woman many orgasms.
With my newly found sporting prowess and fame, I've dated and fucked many girls over the last year. However, my masturbatory fantasies still centre on my sister and that night I described. Cumming inside my sister as I thought she slept is still the most intense orgasm I've ever had, and I desperately want to experience that euphoria again.
Kailey and I attend the same Uni. Kailey is doing law. Unfortunately, my grades aren't up to that, so I'm working my way through a teaching degree. During breaks between classes, I find myself walking to the sporting fields in the hope Kailey, and the other cheerleaders are practising their routines.
If they are, I'll run a few desultory laps pretending to be training so I can perve on my sister. Harper, my latest squeeze, is the new girl on Kailey's team. Harper thinks I'm there to ogle her, a miscomprehension I'm happy to foster.
Harper is similar to my sister in looks which is why I date her. I close my eyes and pretend she's Kailey when I'm intimate with her. Thankfully, Harper has no idea about my obsession with my sister, or so I thought.
I've considered and discarded many plans to experience my sister's delights again, but I keep coming up against this fact—the last time I did it, she wasn't asleep, and I got caught. Since Kailey has emphatically emphasised that I am never to do that again, I know that I can only fuck her if she can't discover my misdeed. Unfortunately, I can't think of a way that guarantees a successful sneak raid.
With Harper being a biochemistry major, I discovered that chemicals could provide the answer. Harper and I regularly discuss things like how they make drugs, how to combine drugs to give the best therapeutic result, and how the right mixture helps each drug enhance the effectiveness of the others, but ill-considered mixes can be lethal.
Most of these discussions are over my head, but when Harper talks about her studies, her eyes grow bright, and her libido flares. I've learnt to nod in the right places and say, "Oh?" or "Really?" or "How does that work?" Whenever she seems to expect a response.
"You're the best boyfriend ever, Joey," she says as she pulls my pants down to fondle and suck the head of my wide cock. "You really listen and don't get bored ever. And who would have thought a cock shaped like this would be so yummy in my pussy? I've told all my girlfriends to look for a guy with something similar."
Because her parents are deeply religious, Harper prefers oral to penetrative sex. She doesn't dare take the pill in case they find out. She also says, "Condoms stop your cock from rubbing against my G-spot properly, but if you cum inside me and I get preggers, dad will force us to marry. I'm not ready for marriage and kids yet."
Harper talked about her classes and the research she did into chemicals so often that she eventually made me wonder if there wasn't something else going on here. I understood her excitement with her experiments, but what was with the sexual arousal?
"Harper," I asked. "Is it only the potential of mixed chemicals that gets you hot? Or is there something else going on?"
Blushing, Harper brought her phone out, looked through her files and then queued a video for me to watch. Then, silently handing me her phone, she flushed an even deeper red.
Wondering. 'WTF?' I played the clip. On the screen, a porn star pretty actress pushed her lover away, "Not in my ass, Joey, okay?"
Pausing the film, I lifted my eyes to Harper and raised an eyebrow.
"I know, I know. Just watch the rest of the clip."
The two actors ran through some fairly standard porno fucking, so I had no idea why Harper wanted me to watch this movie. However, it became interesting quickly when the female star asked her lover to get her a glass of water.
The male took a brown paper wrap out of a jar he had in his cupboard. He then dropped some crystalline powder into a glass before filling it with water and mixing the concoction to clear.
Handing the tainted glass to his lover, the male sat naked, trying to be calm as he waited for his mixture to work. This mixture was very fast working, and the woman had 'passed out' only a few seconds after drinking the water.
As soon as he confirmed his 'victim' was under, the male lover squirted lube onto his long dick before shoving it up the woman's ass.
The clip ended with the standard 'facial money shot'.
Still bewildered as to why Harper had shown me this clip, I said, "Okay, umm, that was good, I guess. But, Harper, WTF?"
Harper couldn't meet my eyes. Then, looking at her clasped hands, she said, "It's my favourite fantasy, Joey. Being with someone I trust and pretending I don't want him to do a particular activity like cumming in my pussy, or fucking me in my ass. Then, saying he won't, my lover 'drugs' me and does it anyway.
It's like consensual non-consent, you know? I think it's so hot. Whenever I'm horny at home, I bring this clip up and imagine you're doing that to me."
"I can't do that, baby. You know that. If you change your mind, I'll be charged with rape."
Harper's eyes flew up to mine, "But I wouldn't change my mind, Joey. And you know that!" Then becoming embarrassed again, she said, "Let's just drop it, okay?"
I gave Harper a quick kiss and hug, "I'll think about it, okay? But I have no idea where I can get something like that that would work."
Harper gazed at me steadily before texting me two common ingredients that, in the right proportions, would create a drug with similar effects to the one in the movie.
In this forum, I won't discuss what I mixed, but testing it on myself, it worked exceptionally well. I was out like a light no more than five minutes after ingestion. The night I took my pill was one that Harper had promised to sneak out and visit me. According to Harper, even her sitting on my face didn't wake me.
The next day at Uni, Harper laughingly said, "You asshole! I was really horny last night, and I was looking forwards to riding that massive cock head of yours until I passed out. But when I got there, you were already asleep, and nothing I did woke you. I even blew you until you came in my mouth, and still, you slept!"
Hugging her, I apologised, "I'm sorry, Harper. Did you get anything at all?"
"After I blew you, I sat on your face and ground myself to a minor orgasm. You owe me a decent fuck, Joey, and I'll be over later tonight to collect it."
'Perfect,' I thought. 'I'll try one of the pills in a can of soft drink. Then, if Harper passes out as deeply as I did, I'll get to fulfil her fantasy.'
Around 11.00 pm that night, Harper entered my room. I've offered to sneak over to hers, but Harper reckons her dad will kill me if he finds me in her bed. Her parents might be worried about premarital sex, but mine aren't, so Harper sneaks out her bedroom window and comes over to mine. Harper and I live only a couple of blocks apart, and she has a key, so it's no big deal.
Excited, I pulled Harper into bed before pulling her pants off and going down on her.
"Oh, God, Joey!" Harper moaned. "You're so good at licking me!"
Holding my head tightly to her puss, Harper guided me where she wanted. Following what my lover shows me they want as they moan, groan, or guide with their hands is why I've now got a reputation amongst the dorm girls as a top-notch root.
With her legs straightening as she tensed up through her orgasm, Harper came on my mouth. Her sweet juices flowed out onto my tongue, and I lapped at them eagerly.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!!!! Fuck, that's a good start!" Harper groaned as she came. "Now stick that magnificent mushroom head in my cunt, and fuck me until I beg you to stop!"
Rolling onto Harper, I kissed her cupid bow lips and slipped my tongue into her mouth. Lifting her tongue to meet mine, Harper reached between us and guided the prodigious head of my rigidly erect dick into her soaking wet nether regions.
As soon as my cock's head popped through her pussy ring and into her, it immediately rubbed across her G-spot.
"Oh, Gawd! I'm cumming again," Harper breathily said as her eyes rolled back and her hips thrust up at me. "UH! UH! UH! Oh, fuck! UH! UH!"
Digging her nails into my ass almost deep enough to tear my skin open, Harper came on my cock a second and then a third time.
Pushing on my chest, Harper said, "Let me up for a moment, Joey. I need a drink before I take care of you, okay?"
"I'll get you something," I quickly said. "Wait here."
"Pepsi Maxx, if you've got it, babe, please."
"I think so. I'll have a look."
Slinging my dressing gown over my shoulders, I headed for the kitchen. My robe pocket concealed one of the little yellow pills I'd concocted. Pulling the fridge door open, I grabbed two cans. I popped the tabs before deciding that a whole pill might mean Harper slept all night. That would be disastrous because she needed to be back in her bed in time for her mother to wake her up.
Doing the time math in my head, I decided a little less than a half dose should mean Harper slept for around four to six hours. That would mean she would be home later than normal but still have plenty of time before her mum woke her at 7.30 am.
I broke that amount off the pill and dropped it into the can.
'Make sure you hand her the correct can, dopey,' I admonished myself. 'You already know how well it knocks you out.'
'Harper's in my left, Harper's in my left,' I repeated in my mind as I walked down the hall.
Reaching my room, I handed my girl the correct can. I hoped Harper wanted to stay and cuddle after we'd made love some more. She usually does, but I worried she might get up and go home immediately. The pill took close to 5 minutes to work, so if Harper left straight away, she'd probably crash on her way home, which would be a huge problem.
Mentally slapping my forehead, I thought, 'So, make this session last at least that long, idjit!'
Harper's oral skills are far too good for me to be a chance of lasting the entire 5 minutes, so I insisted she let me go back down on her before I entered her sweet young pussy again.
After raising Harper's arousal to a fever pitch with my tongue, I said, "Baby, I want to make up for last night. Let me use my cock to send you diving into bliss again, please?"
"Just don't cum inside me, okay? I don't know where I am in my cycle, so it's too risky."
"I won't. I promise," I replied. In my mind, I added, 'At least not in your pussy.'
Harper came twice more before she yawned greatly as her eyelids drooped.
"Sorry, baby," She muttered. "I'm going to need a quick few minutes shut-eye. I'll suck you off as soon as I wake up, okay? Don't you go to sleep, someone needs to make sure I wake up in time to get home."
"You owe me a blowjob, and if you think I'm not waiting up for that, you're nuts!" I grinned as my heart pounded in anticipation.
Harper muttered something else before her mouth fell open and soft snores emanated from her.
After waiting another five minutes to ensure Harper was completely under, I got off the bed so I could move her to where I wanted. Shifting my girlfriend to the edge of the bed and rolling her onto her side, I took my cock in my right hand and held the back of Harper's head with my left. Then I rubbed the head across her lips.
Muttering again, Harper's tongue emerged to lightly lick at the precum fluids seeping from my cock's eye. A sudden flashback to the night I did this to Kailey nearly sent me crashing off the edge into an orgasm. So, I took a quick step back before I lost my lollies over my girlfriend's face.
Testing how far under Harper was, I took her right nipple between my thumb and forefinger and twisted it harder and harder. No matter how hard I twisted, Harper didn't react, so I was sure she was completely out.
I tried poking my finger and then my thumb in her ass, and she didn't react to that, either. So, grinning to myself, I started preparing Harper's virgin ass to accept my hugely-headed cock. I was scared my extreme girth would rip Harper's colon open, so I flipped her onto her opposite side. Then I pulled Harper's hips to the bed's edge and knelt so I could tongue her ass.
My girlfriend may have passed out, but her body responded enthusiastically to the stimulation I gave it. Surprisingly, her mind rode along, too, because as I ran my tongue around and over Harper's ring, she moaned and groaned before reaching for her clitty with her right hand.
Taking some lube from the top drawer, I poured a liberal amount over my first two fingers and spread it over Harper's ass. Then, satisfied she was adequately lubed, I slowly forced my index finger into Harper's rosebud and through her knot. Then adding my middle finger, I repeated the action.
Harper's ring gaped enough to take my first two fingers readily, but when I added a third, her ass' sphincter clenched down on my fingers and tried to force them out. So, leaving only two fingers in her ass, I gently twisted them back and forth as I spread them wider.
Before long, I created a noticeable gap between my first two fingers, so I re-added the third. This time Harper's knot allowed my three fingers inside without protest. Then, using the same process I used to encourage a third finger inside her, I gently widened my fingers inside Harper's tight ass ring.
As soon as the gap was wide enough, I introduced my pinkie finger. Harper now had four of my fingers in her ass past the second knuckle. As I worked on opening her knot, Harper rolled onto her stomach. Her hands moved between her thighs as three fingers on her left-hand thrust into her cunt, and the first two fingers on her right hand stroked and manipulated her clitoris.
Taking my fingers out of Harper's ass, I pushed the head of my rigid penis against her ring. Then, looking at the difference between the gape I had created and the circumference of my cock's head, I decided Harper's knot had spread widely enough to accept me inside her.
So, pushing slowly forwards, I began inserting my cock into my girlfriend's lewdly gaping starfish. Harper grunted loudly as my cock's enormous head forced its way through her ring.
Even unconscious, Apparently, Harper loved feeling a cock thrusting into her tautly toned ass for the first time because a whined sigh flew from her lips. Having heard this sound many times, I knew it meant my girlfriend had cum.
A vision of doing this to Kailey as Harper watched exploded through my mind, and I immediately spat my chocolates into Harper's tightly gripping ass.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'If blowing in Kailey is first best, then doing this is a close second!'
Exhausted and fighting to stay awake, I climbed off Harper and pulled my student's chair from my computer desk to sit on. Looking at my watch, I saw that it was nearly 2.00 am. So if my math was correct, Harper should wake in around two hours.
Unknowingly, I slipped into sleep. Harper woke me; she was on her knees, sucking my cock.
Letting me out of her mouth, Harper said, "My ass hurts. Baby, did you drug me and fuck my ass?"
Worried about her reaction, I replied, "Well, you said it was your favourite fantasy, so yes. Yes, I did!"
"Gawd, baby! Did you cum? Did I?"
"Ummm. Yes, and yes."
"Next time, use my phone to record it, okay? I want to see you fucking me as I lie helpless."
'Fuck!' I thought. "I need to get rid of my obsession with my sister; only then will I be worthy of Harper's love,'
Harper returned her mouth to my cock. Then, on her knees and looking fetchingly up at me, she stroked and pulled on my shaft and licked my balls. She seemed about to say something a couple of times but stopped herself both times.
"What is it?" I asked. "Come on, out with it!"
Still looking up at me and stroking my cock, Harper asked, "So, are you going to use a pill to fuck your sister?"
Startled, I stood up and tried to move back, but Harper refused to let my cock go. Instead, she insistently pulled me back towards her and returned her mouth to my balls.
Bluffing, I said, "No! Why would you even think that?"
Continuing to pull on my dick, Harper released my balls from her mouth, "Kailey told me what you did and how hard you both came and how disappointed she is that you haven't done it since."
Utterly flabbergasted, I mumbled, "But she said I was never to do that again."
Smiling, Harper replied, "So you did do it. I wasn't sure if Kailey was telling the truth or just a nice fantasy story."



Stunned, I didn't know what to say, but my mind was whirling away somewhere in the farthest galaxy.
Unfinished with blowing my mind, Harper added, "Brother/sister incest is so hot, don't you think? I wish I had a brother I could fuck. How cool would that be? Having a cock on tap whenever I need one and never needing to wonder if the asshole I've married will leave me."
Staggering from one revelation to another, I still couldn't find any words.
"Kailey and I look like we could be sisters, don't we? People ask us if we're related all the time. It's why you date me, isn't it?"
All I could do was nod a little... no... a lot ashamed.
"It's okay, Joey. I like it. I love to pretend we're brother and sister when we fuck. It's why I call you Joey, like your sister does."
Unfinished with the mind fuck she was giving me, Harper added, "Sister/sister incest is pretty hot, too. If you're going to creep on your sister, can I come along? I'd love to taste your sister's pussy and watch you fuck her."
Suspicious, I asked, "Have you and Kailey got it on together?"
"Not yet," Harper answered. She was lying, but I didn't know that. "It's inevitable we will with how we flirt all the time, but I haven't had the pleasure yet. It'd be so hot to do her the first time as she lies there helpless, though."
With that, Harper swallowed all of me back down, then ran her fingers across my perineum and onto my chocolate starfish. With my mind totally blown, I couldn't hang on for another second. Grunting as if someone was punching me in the solar plexus, I came copiously into Harper's greedily sucking mouth.
Standing, Harper pushed me onto my back on the bed. Swinging her lithe leg over me, she lowered her cunt onto my face.
"Eat my ass and pussy, Joey. Give me one more fucking great orgasm before I run for home."
My cum was still leaking out of Harper's ass, but I didn't care. Like a starving man at the buffet table, I licked up every moist secretion I could find. Tongue fucking both of Harper's holes as quickly as I could shift my mouth from one to the other, I swiftly brought my girl close to the edge of Mount Orgasmic's cliff.
Slipping my finger inside Harper's pussy, I found her G-spot as I forced my tongue into her newly gaped ass.
Trying her best not to scream, Harper came all over my face. With her divine womanly sex fluids pouring onto my tongue, I came with her, cock untouched, imagining she was Kailey.
Smacking me with one last shock, Harper climbed slowly off me before saying, "Did you fantasise I was Kailey? I did. Fuck! I came so hard pretending we were brother and sister!"
I didn't answer. Harper grinned broadly, "You did! I can see it in how you won't look at me. Fuck, Joey! This is going to be so much fun. When do you think we should do her?"
"Friday night? She usually gets home quite late after partying, and often she's wasted. If I drop a pill into her water bottle, she'll drink it all as soon as she goes to bed."
"Only two sleeps before party time," Harper grinned. "Well, one, plus what remains of tonight. See you for lunch at Uni tomorrow, Joey. Sleep well."
With that and seemingly all unbelievably startling revelations shared, Harper kissed me before slipping out of my room and back to her house.
Thinking, 'WTF!' I dropped off to sleep, expecting to wake in the morning to find it had all been a wet dream.
My phone rang. Picking it up, I saw it was Harper using Zoom. Answering, I was treated to the delectable sight of my girlfriend's waxed bald and glistening pussy. As I watched, Harper slid two fingers into her vulva.
"Masturbate with me, Joey. Call me Kailey, and tell me how much you want to stick your dick where my fingers are."
As if my cock wasn't already piss-wood stiff, it hardened even further before throbbing urgently.
"Gawd, Kailey," I moaned. "Your pussy looks so hot. Please, sis, let me fuck you again."
"Maybe, Joey," Harper panted as her orgasm neared. "But you need to lick your big sister's pussy and ass first. On your knees, bro. Big sis needs your tongue on her right now!"
Harper was taking this way further than I imagined. It was hot as fuck, though, so I moved off the bed and onto my knees.
Then holding the phone above my head, I looked up at it as if I was on my knees before my sister.
"Like this, Kailey? Is this how you want your little brother to be? On his knees worshipping your divine slit?"
"Fuck, yes, Joey!" Harper groaned. "Get your tongue right in there."
Mumbling like my mouth was full of pussy, I jiggled the phone as if I were tonguing Harper's clitoris, "Hmm, hmmm, hmmm, sis. You taste so sweet. Cum for your little brother. Cum on his mouth and shower him with your juices."
"FUCK!" Harper explosively breathed. "Fuck, Joey! Cum with me, brother. I'm about to fucking explode!"
"Gawd, yes, Kailey. Cum for your little brother." I repeated.
Doing a semi-crunch, Harper held the phone below her pussy so I could see her pussy sphincter spasm as she came. Fuck, it was hot! Pussy juices flowed out of Harper every time her quim pulsed open. Unable to hold back, I grabbed my cock and tugged it viciously. Then, growling like a large predatory cat, I spat cum onto the floor.
"Let me see! Let me see!" Harper protested.
Turning the phone around, I caught the last three or four cum spurts for Harper's viewing pleasure.
"Fuck, Joey! That last blast hit your bed three feet away!" Harper intensely growled. That vision obviously turned her on even more because she slapped her clit before cumming again. "You're going to have to let me record you cumming after I've sucked you off. That was piping hot, lover!"
With weak knees, I struggled to my feet and sat on my bed, "Glad you liked it, sis. May I fuck you now?"
"Friday night, Joey. We'll do her together."
"Okay, baby. See you at Uni in a couple of hours."
"I won't have knickers on, baby. If you're a good brother, your little sister might sit on your cock during lunch."
Harper's about five days younger than me, so little sister doesn't really work, but hey, it's role play, right?
Harper and I typically grab lunch at the café in the old courtyard. The area is usually busy at that time of day, so I doubted she'd follow through on her dare, but I had a semi-fat all morning thinking about it. I was even semi-hard during my morning run.
Friday arrived, along with the excitement of what I might do later. Unfortunately, Harper hadn't followed through on her promise to ride me during lunch. In addition, Harper had a family dinner on Thursday night, so she couldn't sneak out to come over. So, with only my hand to relieve my sexual tensions, I was as horny as all get out.
I called Harper to see if she wanted to Zoom again, but she said she was too busy. To make things worse, she said she couldn't do lunch. She and Kailey had to work some reserve cheerleaders through their routines to ensure they'd be ready to step in at a moment's notice if one of the regulars was sick or injured.
"I'll see you at yours around midnight, and we'll have some fun before Kailey gets home." She promised.
It was closer to 1.00 am than midnight when Harper slipped into my bed.
"Sorry, Joey. Daddy stayed up watching some movie, and I didn't dare sneak out until he went to sleep."
It didn't matter because Kailey wasn't home yet. It didn't leave us much time to fool around, though. Hoping to get a quickie before my sister got home, I ran my fingers inside Harper's T-shirt, reaching for her boobs.
"Shh," Harper said. "I think I hear Kailey now."
Listening, we heard the tell-tale squeak of my sister's door opening.
With her mouth pressed to my ear, Harper moaned, "Fuck, this is exciting. I'm so fucking hot! Do we go in clothed or naked?"
Turning Harper's head so I could whisper in her ear, I replied, "I went in naked last time. I didn't want to take the chance of dropping and forgetting something Kailey would find later."
Still moaning with unbridled lust, Harper quickly stripped off. I was already naked, so my throbbingly erect cock rubbed deliciously across Harper's bottom as she backed into me to spoon.
With my dick between Harper's butt cheeks, I could feel the warmth of her pussy, so I ran my right hand along her rib cage and onto her breasts.
Harper groaned and pushed her ass back at me, "I'm so ready to pop, Joey. Pinch my nipples, and I'll cum."
Giving her right nipple a tweak sent Harper biting her lips through a massive orgasm.
After, she said, "Fuck. And that was from just the thought of doing your sister. How long has it been, do you think? Do you reckon she's out yet?"
Flicking my phone on, I said, "Five past now. Let's give it another ten minutes to be sure."
"Gawd! I can't wait that long. Touch my clitty, Joey. I'm going to cum again."
I'd never seen my girlfriend this hot and horny before. Harper could hardly hold still. Her hands kept grabbing my ass and squeezing it or my thigh or arm. Plus, her hands regularly cupped her breasts as she ran her thumbs over her nipples.
Wonderingly, I reached my hand around and slid my fingers down over Harper's waxed pubis and across her clitoris before dipping two fingers into her vulva. Then, stiffening against me, Harper grabbed my pillow to hold over her mouth as she came again.
"Oh, Gawd, oh, Gawd, oh Gawd," she repeated as she bucked and thrust against my fingers.
Coming down, she pleaded, "Has it been ten minutes yet?"
Trying not to laugh, I said, "Close enough, let's go."
Harper froze, "Fuck, Joey. Are we really going to do this?"
"Only if you want to, babe. If you don't, we won't.
"No. I want to. But it's suddenly so real now. You know? We're going to rape your sister together. Fuck, I'm so hot thinking about it, but I'm scared witless, too."
"She'll never know, Harper. We're not going to hurt her, only make love to her. The last time, she had the biggest orgasm. We can ensure she has another one together. But only if you want, okay?"
"I want to, Joey. Fuck! I think I'm going to cum again just thinking about it. Come on, before I chicken out."
Getting up, we quietly slipped out of my bedroom and across the hall. As I turned the handle, Harper winced.
Leaning forwards so she could whisper in my ear, she said, "Everything sounds so loud it seems the whole house will hear and come to see what the noise is."
Whispering back, I replied, "Yeah, it was the same the first time I did it. It'll be fine, though. Kailey didn't even notice me last time."
Slipping through the door, I found the same scenario as when I came in before. Kailey's curtains were left open, and the street lights provided enough illumination to see everything vaguely. Her soft toys littered the floor where she had carelessly flung them.
The biggest difference was that Kailey was lying on the top of her bed instead of under her quilt. Plus, instead of lying lengthwise down the bed, Kailey was lying across it, and she was naked. Kailey's heels were on the bed against her ass, and her knees spread lewdly before us.
My sister's wet slit glistened in the soft light. It was apparent that Kailey was masturbating when the drug hit and pulled her into sleep.
"Oh, Gaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwddddddddd!" Hunter moaned as she avidly stared at Kailey. "Fuck, she looks hot. Hot enough to eat!"
"Well, why don't you?" I asked with my heart pounding, fit to burst.
Could this be happening? My brain refused to believe that my girlfriend, who looked like she could be our sister, was about to go down on my actual sleeping sister.
Trembling all over, Harper slowly sank to her knees before Kailey. Glancing back at me, Harper leaned onto her hands before hesitatingly stretching her pushed-out tongue towards my sister's pussy lips. Then, touching it lightly to Kailey's wetness, Harper tasted my sister's essence.
"She tastes so delicious, Joey. Come kneel with me, and we'll taste her together."
I didn't hesitate for even a moment. In a flash, I was on my knees with my tongue delving into my sister's tight pussy. Hearing a squishing sound beside me, I turned my head far enough to see what the sound was. Harper was up on her haunches with her hips pushed salaciously forwards. She was leaning back on her left hand and thrusting three fingers into her humping cunt.
"Don't stop!" Harper breathily demanded. "It looks so sensually sexy that I'm going to cum any second."
Keeping my eyes on my girlfriend's finger-filled pussy, I returned to tonguing Kailey. Unlike last time, Kailey hadn't moved at all when we touched her. I thought that maybe the drug I'd given her had her too far under to enjoy us stimulating her pleasure zones. But when my searching finger found her G-spot, and my questing tongue claimed her clitoris, Kailey groaned as her hands grabbed my head, and she thrust her hips up at my mouth.
Now that I have more experience with all things sexual, I know the sounds and sights of a woman's arousal and imminent orgasm. Hearing my sister moan and feeling her thrust, I gently sucked her clitoris into my mouth and lightly bit it as I twirled my fingers across her G-spot.
"Gawd, Joey! Your sister's about to cum," Harper moaned. "Me, too. I'll cum with her!"
Kailey groaned one more time before she held my head tightly to her pussy and shuddered her way through an intense orgasm. Harper groaned through a self-fingered orgasm as Kailey came.
Now she'd cum, and with my cock throbbing with need, I positioned myself to enter my sister for a second time.
"Wait!" Harper demanded. "Me first. I want to see if I can make her cum, too."
Trying not to groan with frustrated disappointment, I moved aside so Harper could take my place.
"She's completely out to it, babe. Why don't you see if she'll instinctively suck your cock if you offer it to her lips?"
That sounded freaking awesome to me, so I swiftly climbed onto the bed and rubbed the head of my cock across Kailey's lips. My sister didn't even hesitate as her head turned, and she sucked my cock deep into her wet mouth. Unbelievably, Kailey's hand also found my tight nutsack, and her finger stroked my perineum.
"Fuck, Harper. My sister is one gun cock sucker. Who knew?"
Harper didn't answer because she was too busy tonguing Kailey's deliciously juicy twat. Instead, she stretched her arms across Kailey's toned tummy and found my sister's nipples.
Watching Kailey gobble my cock's huge head had me ready to blow. Wondering if my sister was a swallower or spitter, I groaned before unloading into her mouth.
"Lifting her mouth off of my sister's clitoris, Harper complained, "Gawdammit, Joey! Why didn't you let me know you were going to do that? I wanted to see Kailey take a load."
Kailey swallowed all of my secretions without complaint, but when I tried to move backwards out of her mouth, she wrapped her hand around my shaft and held me in place. As if she knew the head of my cock grew overly sensitive after I've cum, Kailey didn't suck or run her tongue over it, only caressed my balls and stroked my perineum.
My cock felt so good in Kailey's wet and warm mouth, and my balls felt so fantastic in her lightly stroking hand that I hardly softened at all.
Feeling my cock stiffening in her mouth, Kailey began to milk me by sucking and then relaxing. She sucked briefly, relaxed, sucked briefly, and then relaxed. It felt sensational, and I soon felt an urgent need to cum again.
"Gawd, baby," I moaned. "I need to cum again."
With one last quick flick of Kailey's clitoris, Harper dove onto the bed beside my sister and me just in time to see me unload in Kailey's mouth again.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, is this hot, or what?" Harper groaned as she fingered herself to a third orgasm.
Once I had spent my load, I backed out of Kailey's mouth. I'd cum so heavily that my sister's mouth and lips were coated with cum. Moaning, Harper kissed and licked my cum off Kailey. Even in her passed-out state, my sister seemed to enjoy being kissed because she reached her hand up to caress her kisser's head and returned the kiss fervently.
Thinking things couldn't get any better. I thought to grab my phone and record the girls kissing, but it was still in my room, so I turned towards the door, and that's when I saw it. Kailey's water bottle still sat on her dressing table, untouched. Not one drop had she consumed.
'Oh, fuck!' I thought as I turned back to the girls.
Kailey and Harper had spun 180 degrees. Harper was lying between my sister's spread legs, with her waxed pussy pressed against my sister's equally bald one. Harper rapidly kissed and nibbled on Kailey's neck and collarbones as she ground her cunt against my sister. Kailey's head arched back off her bed with her gorgeous blue eyes sparkling with delight as she stared up at me.
Kailey held her hand to me, saying, "Come fuck your sisters, Joey. We've been waiting for this all semester."
"Harper, WTF? If this was all a set-up, what was with the theatrics?"
Harper lowered herself so she could suckle my sister's breasts, saying, "Role play, Joey. Fucking hot, wasn't it?"
"Do those pills I made from your directions even do anything? Or did you slip me something different the night I passed out?"
"They work, Joey. I wasn't kidding when I said it was my favourite fantasy. Kailey and I discussed whether she should take them for real and pass out. But, in the end, we decided we wanted to fuck you together this first time.
All three of us will take turns confessing something we've always wanted to experience but are too scared to try, and the other two will drug them and make it happen."
Learning that my girlfriend and sister were lovers, all I could do was shake my head. Harper explained later that when Kailey discovered she and I were fucking, Kailey had immediately seduced her. Then Kailey brought Harper into her plan to get me to fuck her again.
I didn't understand why Kailey hadn't just asked me to fuck, but Harper reckoned that Kailey wanted me to make the first move. "She still feels guilty about willingly letting you do her the first time. And, having told you off for doing it, she doesn't think she can tell you she wants you to do her again."
Harper said that Kailey told her, "The orgasm I had on that plug-headed thing Joey has was the best I've ever had. Before or since. Harper, lover, you have to help me make him do it again!"
I was a little pissy about it, but watching my 'sisters' go at it soon had me in a mood to forgive.
Harper put an end to my protestations when she said, "Stop being a sulky Prima Donna and come help me gape your sister's ass wide enough to take your cock. She needs to experience that gigantic-headed thing breaking through her knot."
Fuck me! Who could resist that? I think I almost leapt from where I was standing to beside them on the bed in one bound; I was there that quickly.
Kailey rolled onto her tummy as Harper moved up between her thighs and lowered her mouth onto my sister's ass. Harper didn't appear to need my help just now, so I moved behind her kneeling body and sent my tongue questing into her firm, round ass.
Running my fingers along Harper's taint, I found her vulva and slipped my index finger inside. At this angle, I needed to turn my hand over so that it was palm down before hooking my finger down and forwards to find Harper's innermost pleasure node. Then, rubbing and twirling that finger over it, I swirled my tongue over Harper's rosebud.
"Fuck, sis! Our brother gives the best oral in the world," Harper groaned as she hooked back into our incest fantasy.
"You're not bad yourself, sister," Kailey pantingly replied as Harper thrust her first two fingers into Kailey's cunt and a third into her ass. The ole proverbial 'two in the pink. One in the stink'.
Moving her middle finger, Harper slid it into Kailey's ass.



"Uhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!" Kailey groaned as her ass stretched to take this new intruder. "I've never done anal before, sister. Be gentle, okay?"
"Joey!" Harper demanded. "Get your lube bottle."
Before I could move, Kailey opened her bedside table and pulled out her bottle. Then, reaching back behind her, Kailey handed the bottle to Harper.
Working quickly, Harper added more and more lube as she stretched my sister's ass wide enough to take her third finger.
When Harper's third finger entered her ass, Kailey gasped, saying, "Oh Gawd! I feel so full already. I'm never taking Joey's cock."
Harper smacked my sister's ass, "Yes, you will, my sister slut. You'll take it and learn to love it."
Harper was so engrossed in working my sister's asshole wide enough to take my cock that she really wasn't reacting to my lovemaking anymore, So I knelt beside Kailey's hips and, fascinated, watched as my girlfriend forced a fourth finger into my sister's ring.
Luckily for Kailey, Harper's hands are very small because, leaning forward, my girlfriend bent her elbow so she could push her hand straight down. Then, with an explosive grunt from Kailey, Harper's whole hand popped through Kailey's knot and into her ass.
Harper had bent her thumb across her palm to allow her thumb's knuckle to be inside her four fingers. But once she had her hand inside her 'sister's' ass, Harper clenched it into a fist and started to fist fuck Kailey's rear pleasure hole.
Stunned, I gazed upon the rudely erotic scene as my cock jumped and throbbed, "Fuck!" That was all I could think to say.
Using her left hand, Harper slid two fingers into Kailey's quim and found her G-spot. Then, finding her 'sister's' clitoris with her thumb, Harper skilfully fucked my sister through several back-to-back orgasms.
"Get ready," my girlfriend warned. "Your sister is about to cum. When she does, I'll pull my hand out of her ass, and you can shove your cock in."
Gulping in anticipation, I nodded.
Screaming so loudly that I thought my parents would come to investigate, Kailey launched into a gravity-escaping orgasm. When the first spasm hit, Harper twisted her wrist before unclenching her fist and ripping her hand out of my sister's ass.
"Get in there, big boy," my girlfriend encouraged as my sister's ass gaped before me, and she moaningly complained about her ass being suddenly empty.
Even after being fisted by Harper, Kailey still jumped and lightly squealed as my hugely-headed dick popped through her knot and into her ass. Raising up onto my hands, I held still otherwise, waiting for Kailey's ass to adjust to having a cock in it.
"Oh, Gawd!" Kailey moaned. "Fuck me, Joey. Make your big sister your bitch again."
Knowing better, I waited until I felt my sister's knot release. Then, moving slowly, I started rocking my hips back and forth, only moving a few centimetres at a time.
"Shit, Joey. That feels so good. Fuck! When you pull back, you stretch my ass ring, and it feels so good."
Moaning, my sister began thrusting her ass up at me.
With her eyes squeezed tightly shut and holding her hand out as she clenched and opened it, Kailey demanded, "Sister! Where are you?"
Kissing her lover's cheek, Harper said, "I'm here, baby. What's the matter?"
Almost crying, my sister said, "It feels so good, Harper. But it's so intense that I think I might literally explode into a zillion pieces when I cum."
"I promise to gather every single piece and put you back together, honey," Harper nonsensically said.
Silly or not, Harper's reassurance allowed my sister to vault into a mind-blowing orgasmic event.
Screaming again, Kailey ripped through several massive orgasms until, exhausted, she begged me to cum in her ass.
Grunting so deeply my chest vibrated, I exploded inside Kailey's ass. Feeling me blast semen into her colon sent Kailey into one last orgasm before she effectively passed out.
Harper pushed me off my sister.
"Go sleep in your room, baby. I've got a night pass to stay with a girlfriend, so I'll stay with your sister till morning. Tomorrow, If your mum and dad go out, we'll fuck some more, but until then, no use in your parents finding out we're committing incest.
I staggered toward the door, heading for my bed. With cum dripping off my cock, I walked out of Kailey's bedroom and banged into my mum.
Eyes widening disbelievingly, my mother's eyes dropped to my cum messy cock.
"Joseph! What are you doing? What have you been doing?"
It was pretty obvious what I had been doing, so I tried to brazen it out, "Consensually fucking your daughter/my sister, and my girlfriend simultaneously, mum. What does it look like?"
Mum stepped in close and took my balls in her hand before kissing my mouth and saying, "Come and see me after your dad's gone to golf, Joseph. I need fucking, too."
She let my balls go and swiftly walked down the hall to her bedroom.
I looked at my mum's tennis-toned ass in her short silk nightie and thought, "Well, why not?"

The End.
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The Social Experiment: Mothers and Sons.

Prescript: The following is a work of fiction. It contains graphic amounts of mother/son incestuous sex. If this is not your cup of tea, do not read further.
I speak of some 'studies' early in this piece. As far as I'm aware, no such studies exist, and the figures are wholly fictional. I have no idea if any of the conclusions stated have any bearing on reality. I suspect they don't.
They're merely a literary trope to allow the main character to justify his actions.
All characters are a minimum of eighteen years old.
Keeping the above in mind, please, enjoy the story. If you were kind enough to vote and/or leave a constructive comment, positive or negative, I would be appreciative.
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Hi all. My name is Xavier Johns. I have a PhD in Psychology. I want to tell you about my studies into the sexual relationships between divorced and/or separated under-45-year-old mothers and their adult biological sons.
To set the scene, my mother had me, her only child and son, just nine months after her eighteenth birthday. My mother had given her virginity to the captain of her school's first fifteen rugby team on the evening of her birthday.
My father had promised to wear a condom during their lovemaking, but he had 'sneaked' on her. Reaching between them as they made love, he slipped the condom off so he could enjoy bareback fucking my mother.
I was the result.
My father's family has 'old school' money and connections. As a result, my father's parents could have the paternity test results quashed, and their connections prevented mum from successfully appealing this decision.
My mother is beautiful, but she is a 'bogan' (noun: an uncouth or unsophisticated person regarded as being of low social status). So together, my mum and I are 'bogans from Logan'. She didn't fit with the social image my father's family wished to maintain.
If you will indulge me, let me describe my mother to you. To my eyes, mum looks a lot like a ripely matured Bella Hadid. Ms Hadid is only twenty-five. My mother is forty as I write.
Mum shares the name Bella with her more famous doppelganger; only my mother's surname is Johns, not Hadid.
Mum is rightly proud of her looks. The figures from her modelling portfolio state that mum measures as follows: Height: 5 feet 9 (175 cm). Weight: 121 lbs (55 kg). Measurements: 38-24-34. Her breast size is 38C.
My mother's eyes are blue, her cheekbones high and pronounced, and her lips full and 'bee stung'. Mum's natural hair colour is blonde, but she typically dyes it dark brown or black with 'blood red' highlights.
Despite the handicap of a young child, Mum had a reasonably successful modelling career, and she featured in many local paper and magazine ads. Her inability to travel limited her opportunities, however. Then, in her mid-thirties, she developed rheumatoid arthritis. This affliction ended her career.
Because of what my father did, mum could never trust men again. As I reached an age old enough to understand, I realised my mother was sad and very lonely. When mum announced her pregnancy to her Roman Catholic father, he denounced her and ordered her from his home. She has no contact with the family she 'disgraced'.
Mum finds it difficult to trust any man except me.
My mother was so young when she had me that we grew up more like friends than mum and son. Mum, despite her experiences, has an innocent, almost childlike attitude to life.
Under her friendly, encouraging guidance, I became quite a precocious child. I talked early and walked early. I devoured my studies like a hungry shark in a school of fish.
As I aged, I learned to love my mother more and more. Every boy's favourite girl is his mum, and I was no exception. I loved my mother deeply, but when I turned eighteen, I developed some very unhealthy obsessions about her.
I wanted to make her mine. I wanted mum to be my lover and life partner. Mum, at thirty-six, was way more beautiful and had a way hotter body than any of the girls my age. My masturbatory fantasies centred on forcefully taking my mother as I bent her over the kitchen bench.
In these dreams, mum holds a potato in one hand and the peeler in the other. She has on a halter top and my favourite red leather miniskirt. She is wearing only skimpy underwear. It's a warm summer's day, and tiny droplets of sweat have formed on her upper lip and between her firm breasts.
Coming up behind her quietly, I place my left hand in the middle of her back and push her high, firm breasts down against the bench top. Then, running my right hand roughly up between my mother's toned thighs, I force her to spread her legs. Then I move her thong aside and take possession of her pussy.
In my fantasy, I'm sophisticated and cultured. Although I'm only eighteen, I have control of my libido and know how to excite a woman sexually. I'm confident I can control my need to cum, and I'm sure I can fuck my mother through numerous orgasms before filling her deliciously tight cunt with semen.
Pulling the hem of her skirt above her shapely ass, I smack her bottom to show her who is boss before jamming my thickly erect 7-inch cock into her pussy.
My dream mum groans deeply as I penetrate her, then reaches a hand back to stroke my head as I'm pounding into her.
"OMG, my darling Xavier," she moans. "I never knew you loved your mummy so much. Own me, my darling boy. Make mummy cum on your big cock and make her beg for more."
Acceding to her wishes, I brutally fuck my mum through numerous back-to-back orgasms as she bucks and writhes in ecstasy.
Finally, my mother has to beg, "Fill me with your baby-making seed, my sweetheart. Mummy can't take anymore."
Only then do I release the supreme control I have over my need to cum, and blast gallon after gallon into my mother's willing cunt.
After I've finished, mum kneels before me and sucks me clean. Her blowing me makes me hard again, and I shoot an almost equal amount of semen into mum's voraciously sucking mouth.
Now that I have taken two of her three holes, my mother insists I take her to bed so I can 'complete the trilogy' of pussy, mouth and ass, and we spend the night making love.
The crowning piece of this fantasy is the next morning when mum insists I move into her bedroom and become her owner and lover. I couldn't tell you how often I've masturbated to this fantasy.
Of course, mothers don't do that type of thing with their sons, so I didn't pursue my dream.
I graduated high school a year ahead of schedule. I was able to compress the first four years of my studies into three and the two years scheduled for my Master's degree down to one. I earned my PhD a year later at just twenty-two years of age.
Because of my unhealthy obsession with my mother, my PhD thesis was on incest. I read everything there is to read on the subject. I interviewed many victims and as many of their abusers as would allow me to interview them.
I came to a few conclusions. Firstly: If the incest was forced, the victim suffered similar mental health anguish to other rape victims.
Secondly: Even if the incest was forced, but the victim came to enjoy the sexual conquest and orgasmed with the perpetrator, they felt guilty but didn't feel the anguish of rape.
Thirdly: If the incest was consensual and the instigator and recipient were of legal age, there was no mental health damage.
Lastly: I learned that father/daughter incest was the most commonly reported incest, but sibling incest was the most common incest perpetrated. Even more surprising was that mother/son incest occurred way more often than the statistics indicated. In fact, the percentages say that mother/son incest happens almost as often as father/daughter.
I believe mother/son incest is typically consensual, and both parties enjoy the act; therefore, it is rarely reported. Plus, because mother/son incest is seldom reported, no social stigma is attached.
Father/son incest is rare, as is Mother/daughter. My studies showed most Mother/daughter incest occurred at the father's insistence. They also showed the mental health damage from this followed the trends of the more common types of incest. If the sex was consensual and the participants were of legal age, there were little to no mental health issues.
Growing up on welfare, money was always an issue. After enduring nearly six years of study and receiving only the lowly stipend the Australian government gives students, I desired a better lifestyle. But I also wanted to pursue my investigations into incest.
No self-respecting university would sponsor a study into what I wanted to do: Test if consensual, age-appropriate mother/son incest could be encouraged and whether the percentages of non-report and little emotional damage held true when it was. I was, therefore, at a loss as to how to proceed.
One rainy afternoon I returned home to find my mother sleeping in her room. She was naked except for a tiny robe. The bedroom door stood open, so I peeked through the door, masturbating over her beautiful face and gorgeous long-legged body. The robe was so short I could almost see my mother's trimmed pussy. Her firm breasts were plainly in view, with only her nipples covered.
As I masturbated, it occurred to me I could combine my investigations into a rich money stream. I realised many, many men would pay to watch this spectacle. There was no way I would 'whore' my mother out, but I opened my laptop and wrote the following:
Long couch with comfortable pillows. Large screen television connected to a porn streaming service. Lube and tissues discreetly placed around the couch and on the low table in front. Condoms in a glass jar on the table.
TV screen showing thumbnails of many types of porn--something for every legal predilection. Remote and mouse on a mouse pad in front of the TV.
Cameras set up to record all activity. From above, under the TV, on top of the TV, from the left and right, and table.
Participants: sub-40-year-old mothers with their 18+-year-old sons.
Qualifications: Both have answered an ad to participate in this experiment. Mother has indicated an interest in porn in general and has specified what types of porn she enjoys. All disclaimers are signed saying they're here voluntarily and they're aware they're being recorded and consent to the recordings being sold on or to pay-per-view porn sites.
Both have signed they understand the object of the experiment is to test if the mother, upon her sexual arousal, will instigate incestuous sex with her son.
Both have signed, agreeing to the amount they're being paid to participate in the experiment.
Scene: Mother at one end of the couch, son on the other. Mother has control of the remote and mouse. Son must not move from his spot unless mother explicitly requests that he does. Son may not instigate any action but must obey all of mother's requests.
Either party can end proceedings at any time by walking out. No payment is due if either participant walks out before a minimum of 15 minutes has elapsed.
If no sex occurs, the one-off payment of $15,000 is all that is owed. If sex happens, the participants may view the recordings and sign a further form allowing the recordings to be sold to the highest bidder. The participants will receive an additional 15% of this price.
Participants may request their faces be pixelated, but the percentage drops to 5%.
I thought the above would be a massive seller on PPV (pay-per-view) porn sites and would become a gigantic money earner for me. The problem was how to raise the money to set up the recording studio.
I didn't want to take my ideas to an existing studio because I feared they would steal my concept and cut me out of the loop.
I struggled with this for around a month before realising I knew someone who had money and would probably give me quite a lot of it to go away--dear old Dad, of course. My father was recently seconded to a government-appointed committee investigating spousal abuse within the Australian army.
Imagine the scandal of an illegitimate son appearing in the media denouncing his abandonment of my mother and me. How bad would it look if I revealed that he had never paid even one dollar of child support?
I knew he would use his money and connections to disparage and ridicule my claims. Still, I was sure he would pay if I discreetly approached his lawyer and demanded a quarter of a million dollars to disappear quietly.
Dad balked at $250,000, but after I signed a non-disclosure form, he agreed to consider it. Another signed form agreeing this was the first and only payment he would make helped. A final form stating that I did not believe he was my father and would never again try to prove I was finally convinced my dad to cough up $150,000.
With this money, I set up my studio in a rented unit on Queensland's Gold Coast. Purchasing several high-quality digital cameras, I placed them as stated above. Once the studio was complete, I needed a test couple to see how easy it would be to switch from camera to camera.
I couldn't immediately find anyone to participate, so I asked mum if she would sit on and then move about the couch. I asked her to sit on every part, including the edges, the armrests and the back.
Trying to flick from camera to camera didn't work, as I kept missing the best parts. By the time I changed to the 'upskirt' cam, mum had already moved positions, denying the cam a glimpse of her knicker-covered snatch.
I realised that I needed to leave all cameras on constant record, then edit the footage into a movie afterwards.
Buying second-hand equipment to hold all of this footage used the last of dad's money. I had to take out a personal loan to purchase the editing unit and software. Because of my lowly financial status, I had to get my loan from a less than reputable source
Now, I had a loan to pay and no significant income. Times were getting desperate, and I definitely didn't want to face the consequences of missing a payment.
Mum hadn't asked a single question about the purpose of my unit and why I needed all the cameras. Mum doesn't have much of a formal education, but she isn't stupid, so I'm sure she guessed I was setting up a porn studio.
I ran ads everywhere I could think of to attract the participants described above but got no response.
I tried recording some masturbation videos, but although they were popular on the free sites, no one would pay even 99 cents to watch them.
The first month passed, and I couldn't make my first repayment. I'd paid three months in advance, so the rental on my unit was covered.
After another fruitless day at my studio, I came home to find a 'collector' sitting at our kitchen table. He was drinking tea and chatting with my mother. Trying to be brave, I sat opposite him and said hello.
"Mrs Johns," the collector said. "Do you mind stepping out of the kitchen as I talk with your son?"
"Certainly," mum replied, sending me a worried look.
Once mum left, I started babbling, "I'm sorry I'm late. If I can have a small extension, I'm sure I'll have some actors soon and have the money to make my payments."
The collector sipped his tea silently. Lifting his head, he stared at me remorselessly.
Finally, he replied, "Sonny, you're only young and new to this, so I'll cut you this one break. By this day next month, you will pay both instalments plus an extra 50% for screwing us around."
"I might need longer than that," I whispered.
The collector took another sip of tea before saying, "No, you don't. Let me explain what will happen if you don't pay. First, I will return here and take your mother. Then she will appear in a movie I'm sure will make a lot of money. Only it won't help you because you will still owe us.
If another seven days pass without payment, she will appear in another movie, then another, and so on.
Am I clear?"
"Crystal, sir."
"One month, then."
When the collector left, mum rushed in.
"OMG, Xavier! What have you done?"
"Loaned some money from bad people, mum."
"Why did you do it?"
I didn't explain what type of porn I hoped to make. Instead, I told mum I aimed to make classy porn movies with good dialogue and convincing acting.
"What are you going to do?"
"I'll have to sell everything and hope I get enough money to settle this debt."
Mum bit her bottom lip, "Will you take me to the studio tonight? I'd like to see how I look on film. You never showed me any pics or footage from the first time."
Exasperated, I snapped, "Now's hardly the time, mother."
OMG, it was like I'd slapped her. Mum's face crumpled, and tears welled in her eyes. I'd never snapped at my mother before. I felt so guilty.
Getting up, I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her cheek, "I'm sorry, mum. I didn't mean to yell at you. I'm just scared, okay?"
With trembling bottom lip, Mum replied, "That's okay, bubby boy. But don't yell at your mother, please. You're all I have in the world, and mummy can't stand it when you're angry with her."
"I'll try never to do it again, mum. I promise. Now come on, get dressed in something pretty. Let's go take some video."
Smiling radiantly, mum asked, "Are you sure, honey? I don't want to be a bother."
Trying to be happy for her, I replied, "It's no problem, mum. Go on. Make yourself all glamorous, and we'll go have some fun."
Mum received many outfits as gifts at the end of her modelling assignments. So she has an extensive, if dated, wardrobe. In addition, she buys cheap accessories to change up her look, so she always looks sexy and fashionable to me.
Around thirty minutes later, mum reappeared in the kitchen wearing her leather mini with a white, barebacked halter top. She wore a pair of black strappy, 7-inch high stiletto heels on her feet.
These heels force mum's tight buttocks back and out and make her toned calves pop. With her dark hair, blue eyes, pure alabaster skin, and firm high breasts, my mother looked like she had just walked off a photo shoot and into my kitchen.
Despite my fears, my cock jumped. I ruthlessly grabbed that arousal by the neck and strangled it down.
Jumping in my twenty-year-old Corolla, we drove over to the studio. Opening up and turning all the recording lights on, I went behind the control panel to turn the cameras on.
Setting up, I didn't notice what mum was doing. Mum sat on the couch directly in front of the TV. She picked up the remote and turned on the TV. Then, noticing all the thumbnails, she selected one with the mouse and opened it.
The clip she chose was a German-made video featuring a 'mother' that had to be at least fifty and her 'son' who looked barely legal aged.
I've carefully screened and investigated every movie placed on the thumbnail wall. The last thing I want is a charge for showing or distributing child pornography. As best as I could, I knew that every movie was consensually made and was legal to show to consenting adults in Australia.
The 'mother' was overweight with a fat ass and huge tits. The 'son's' cock had to be at least 9-inches long.
In the movie, the 'mother' was on her back. Her 'son' had pushed his 'mother's' legs back beside her ears and was pounding his colossal cock into his 'mother's' ass as hard as he could.
Because she hadn't turned the speakers on, I didn't notice mum was watching a video. Plus, none of the cameras faced the screen, so I was completely oblivious.
Mum asked, "Have you ever tried anal sex, Xavier? I haven't."
I was shocked to my core. What kind of question was that to ask your son?
Stumbling over an appropriate response, I finally asked, "What brought that on, mum?"
"One of the videos you have on the TV screen. There's a guy who is supposed to be the woman's son fucking her in the ass. I've never tried that, have you?"



Everybody says I look a lot like my mum, except I have my father's dark brown hair and olive complexion. Mum's hair looks so natural that everybody thinks my dark hair comes from her. I'm tall, well over six feet (183 cm). In high school, I swam competitively with some success.
I swim at least 3 miles (5 km) daily, still.
I've had numerous girlfriends, but I never felt a connection beyond wanting some casual sex with them. Women consider me pretty rather than handsome. I tried guys a couple of times at university but found receiving anal sex wasn't a pleasurable experience. It wasn't unpleasant; it just didn't do anything for me.
I don't mind fucking a guy in his ass, but I find sex with women much more intense and enjoyable.
I had no idea how to answer, so I ignored the question.
Flicking through the cameras, I found the one from underneath the TV. OMFG, my mother wasn't wearing underwear! Her shaved slit was clearly visible. And, dear lawd, was she wet? It certainly looked like it on the screen.
Throwing that image from my mind before my thick cock jumped out of my trousers, I switched to the overhead cam. This view was also quite delectable. Mum's top only covered her upper body from just above her nipples to barely below her mounds. The sunburst belly button ring she wore emphasised her toned, smooth tummy.
Looking from above, I could see down my mother's cleavage to her belly button ring.
Gulping again, I switched to one of the side cameras. Unfortunately, this didn't help, either. Mum's top was so skimpy that from the side, I could see from her ribcage to just before her nipple.
My dick was out of control, and I had the most enormous erection ever. I kept telling myself how inappropriate it was to have an erection over my mother, but my cock just wouldn't listen. Instead, it throbbed, and my balls ached with desire.
"This one's better," mum said into the silence.
"What's better, mum?" I managed to reply as I switched to the camera on the top of the TV.
This camera was positioned to capture facial shots. However, it was on a gimbal that I could adjust remotely. This was so I could tip the camera down to record blowjobs. I can tip it up if the actors stand on the couch.
My mother's beautiful face filled my computer screen. I watched my mother for a time, and was amazed again at how lucky I was to have such a stunningly gorgeous parent.
I slowly became aware that mum kept biting her bottom lip or licking her top lip. My studies indicated this meant she was experiencing sexual arousal.
Admonishing myself for not positioning a camera to view the screen so I could see what the 'actors' were watching, I asked again, "What's better, mum?"
"This movie."
"Which one is it?"
"Can't you see from there?"
My control room is in, what had been, a walk-in storage area. It's probably only six-foot by six-foot big. I need to be hidden from the participants so they can relax and hopefully forget I'm recording them.
I was about to say, "No," when I remembered the images on the TV came from the main computer in my control room.
Flicking one of my screens onto the computer feed, I saw mum was watching a Swedish movie named Mammor älskar sina söner (Mums love their sons).
The scene mum was watching featured four tall, stunningly beautiful, late-30s to early-40s, blonde-haired women. According to the script, these women were all being fucked by their teenage to early-20s sons.
I brought the facial camera up on the screen closest to the screen showing the movie. Then, moving my eyes back and forth, I took stock of the movie's effect on my mother.
Mum chewed on her bottom lip incessantly, only pausing her chewing to lick her dry top lip. I could see her right shoulder moving slightly, so I panned back to see what she was doing.
To my shock, my mother had lifted her skirt and was playing with her clitoris. Fascinated, I watched as my mother circled her pleasure nub with her finger before sliding that finger down her slit and into her pussy.
Disgusted with myself, I turned on the recording equipment. I didn't want to do this, but having my mother recorded and edited tastefully by me was better than the alternative. There would be nothing tasteful about the recordings the loan shark's goons forced her to do.
I checked how well the cameras were recording. The extra money I'd spent to get the high-resolution cams was paying off. The pictures were crystal clear, the colour was excellent, and there was no jumping.
"Xavier, how do you turn the sound on?"
"On the TV remote, there's a mute button. Push that and see if it unmutes the sound."
The sounds of many people being forcefully fucked filled the room.
"Bit loud, don't you think, mum?" I yelled over the cacophony.
"Sorry,"
The sounds sank to a more reasonable level.
Remembering that I had microphones and speakers in the cameras, I flicked the switch to turn them on.
Smiling because my mother had her hand back on her pussy, I spoke into the control room's microphone.
"Mum, what are you doing?"
My mother snatched her hand back onto her lap.
"Nothing, Xavier. I'm just watching the movie."
"There are cameras everywhere, mum, remember?"
With her alabaster skin, when my mother blushes, you can watch the progress of her blush as it suffuses her body. The redness grows down from her hairline and then across her face and neck. If she's really embarrassed, it even colours her collarbones and down her upper chest.
Mum was so profoundly embarrassed I could see her glow through her white top.
"You look so beautiful when you blush, mum," I told her, causing her to blush further.
"Stop teasing your mother, Xavier," she pretended to growl. "Come out here and sit with me. I want to know about these movies you want to make."
Widening the scope of the frontal camera to include the entire couch, I joined my mother on the sofa.
"Sit closer, honey," mum said, patting the seat beside her.
When I moved, mum turned so that her upper body pointed towards me. She placed her left elbow on the couch and her left hand behind her head. Her perfect 'C' sized breasts were brushing against my upper arm.
With her right hand on my thigh just above my knee, mum said, "Tell me about these secretive movies you want to make, Xavier."
I don't know what I was thinking. Maybe I wasn't because my hormones and libido were raging. My cock throbbed, my ass clenched, and I had a dull throbbing ache in my balls from my need to cum. That being so, I didn't give mum my cover story. Instead, I explained what I wanted to do precisely.
When I had finished, mum said, "You think mother/son incest is prevalent in our society, and you want to encourage more of it?
There was a long pause.
"Xavier, do you want to make love to your mummy?"
Blushing at my error, I tried to equivocate.
"In answer to your first question, that isn't what I said. What I said was I thought it was at least as prevalent as father/daughter incest and only slightly behind sibling incest. I want to test my theory that consensual incest between mature adults isn't mentally detrimental to either party.
To test this theory, I want to record mothers and sons making incestuous love and then study them to see if there are any long-term consequences.
Selling the movies I make from the recordings will help fund my research and give you and me a better standard of living."
"Xavier, my boy. You didn't answer my other question."
"Which was?"
"Do you want to make love to your mummy? Make love to me?"
Almost crying, I replied, "Yes, mum. I've wanted you ever since I turned eighteen, but the need has been so strong since I saw you sleeping on your bed nearly naked."
"You stood at my door masturbating."
"You saw me? I thought you were asleep."
"I left the door open on purpose, honey. I wanted you to see me. I wanted you to see and desire your mum. That's why all I was wearing was that skimpy robe."
It was my turn to stare wonderingly at her.
"Mum, do you want your son to make love to you?"
"Xavier, I have only been made love to by a man once. The night your dad made me pregnant."
Could that be true, I wondered. I thought back over what I could remember. As far as I knew, my mother had never gone out with someone. So that meant she didn't date when she was home, but I assumed mum would have had some fun when she was off on shoots.
"Really, mum? Why on earth?"
"I loved your dad so much, Xavier. We dated from grade 8. But, being a good Catholic girl, I would never let your dad even touch me sexually until we were married. But, on my eighteenth birthday, your father told me if I didn't have sex with him that night, he was dumping me for my best friend, Roxy.
Roxy had turned eighteen early in the year, and she wasted no time getting rid of her virginity. I love Roxy, but she's a bit of a slut, you know?"
I knew 'Aunty' Roxy well. She is about the only friend mum has. So when mum went on photoshoots, I stayed with Roxy and her family. Roxy has two sons from two different fathers and a daughter from another.
Her middle child, Joanne (JoJo), turned eighteen only a week ago. Mum and I went to the party. Roxy's youngest, Charles (Charlie), is less than a year younger than JoJo.
Continuing her story, mum said, "I agreed to let him make love to me that night. I thought it would be so beautiful, but it was horrible. Your dad didn't even try to please me. Instead, he shoved his penis in me without doing anything to warm me up. I was still dry because I was so scared, and it hurt like hell. When my hymen ruptured, I squealed, and all he did was growl, 'Shut up, bitch. Do you want us to get caught?'"
"Fuck, what an arsehole!" I snarled.
"When he finished, I felt his semen leaking out of me. He tried to tell me that the condom must have broken, but I found it intact on the floor."
I'd heard a sanitised version of this story, but hearing what my father did and was like, I wanted to kill the bastard. I was glad I'd gouged $150,000 from him and wished I could have gotten more.
"Six weeks later, when I found I was pregnant, I told him, and I never heard from him or his family from that moment on. I only heard from their lawyer.
Their lawyer offered me a one-time offer of $50,000 to shut up, sign a non-disclosure clause, and never contact any of the family again."
"Did you take it?"
My mum couldn't look me in the eyes.
"No," she whispered. "It felt like whore money. I should have, though. $50,000 was a lot of money in those days. Maybe our lives wouldn't have been so hard."
Taking her hand in mine, I kissed the back of it, "Life with you has never felt hard, mother. I've never thought I missed out on anything."
"What about all those swimming competitions you missed because I couldn't afford the air tickets?"
"Nah. I was never that good. I got to the ones I deserved to get to."
Mum hugged me and then kissed my cheek.
"Anyway," she said. "I've been too scared to love or give myself to another man ever since. The only two men I ever loved before you, well, one treated me like that, and the other kicked me out of his home when I needed him most.
Wiping the tears from her eyes, mum brightened up and said, "Tell me how this works. What happens?"
"You sure you want to know, mum? It will be very explicit if it works as I think it will work."
"I really do, Xavier. It sounds like it could be fun."
"Okay, then. After the participants have signed all the consent forms and they've had them witnessed, I'll show them into here. The mother will choose an end of the couch to sit on. Her son will sit on the opposite.
I'll go over the final instructions..."
"Which are?"
"The mother can watch any and as much porn as she desires. The son must sit still, not moving from his assigned spot unless his mother explicitly tells that he can."
"What happens then?"
"It's up to the mother."
"What do you mean?"
"The mother can choose what to do. But, if she does nothing, says nothing to her son, and only sits there watching porn, it's going to be damned boring fifteen minutes of wasted footage. An easy $15,000 for them, though."
"You don't think she will, though?"
"No, she won't have answered the ad unless she has at least contemplated having sex with her son.
Even today, most women won't admit they like watching porn because it's not 'socially acceptable'. But I believe most are like you; they like porn almost as much as men do.
"Why do you say that?"
"Because you were obviously getting off on what you were watching."
"I was not!"
"Mum, shall we view the footage?"
"That won't be necessary," she answered primly. "You think she'll get it on with her son?"
"I think she'll try to masturbate secretly, trying not to let her son see. But when she realises her son is avidly watching her and trying to have a sneaky toss, she'll decide 'fuck it' and let him make love to her. Then, if he's inexperienced, she will show him how. Those movies, where the mother has to show her son how to fuck her properly, will be the big sellers."
With her lips parted and her eyes bright, mum said, "Why don't we stage a trial?"
"What do you mean?"
"I'm your mother. Why don't we stage the experiment? You sit where the son does, I'll watch some porn, and we'll see what happens."
Swallowing quickly to clear my throat, I replied, "Mum, if my theories hold true, we're going to end up fucking. Are you sure?"
She pouted, "Don't you want to make love to your mother? Were all those fantasies you wrote in your journal just that?"
"What were you doing reading my journal?"
"What were you thinking, using my body measurements as your computer password?"
My e-journal was stored and protected on my computer. But mum had correctly guessed the password.
"If I had ever thought you'd want to do any of them, I would have tried to make them happen. But mum, this is the first indication you've given that you might feel the same way."
"It took me this long to get comfortable with the idea that I desired my son," my mother explained. "Society tells us it's wrong, and I'm already such a sinner that I've struggled to accept that I want you."
Feeling pleased as punch, I asked, "You want me, mum? Really?"
"Yes, Xavier. I guess we're about to find out if I can let you make love to me, but after reading your journal and learning about your desire for me, I want to see if I can."
"Let me go make sure the cameras are all properly set up, and we'll make a start." I indicated the main camera on the gimbal. "This one is remote-controlled. I can zoom in and out, up and down, and all over. Not a lot of use when there's no one to adjust the angles, but I'll set it centrally, and we'll have to make sure we stay close to the middle if we do anything."
Satisfied everything was as it should be, I sat on the couch away from my mother but still close enough to be in the shot.
"We're ready to start, mum."
"What do I do?"
"Watch some porn, see if you like it and get all hot and bothered. Then go with the flow and do what feels right."
My mother took the movie off pause and settled back to watch.
In the movie, one of the 'sons' climbed off his 'mother' and moved across to another couple. The woman of this couple was riding her 'son' in a classic cowboy position. The new man pushed her forward onto her 'son's chest and then positioned the head of his thick cock at her asshole.
With barely a pause, the 'son' shoved the whole thing into the woman's ass.
The 'mother's' head rocked back and then fell forward, and she moaned lustily. This mother's son's hands were on her big breasts. She grabbed them and made her 'son' squeeze them harder as she moaned towards orgasm.
Meanwhile, the abandoned mother joined another couple by straddling the 'son's' head and lowering her gaping pussy onto the man's mouth.
I turned towards my mother when I heard her lust-filled moan, becoming only peripherally aware of the movie,
Whilst I watched the movie, mum had dropped her leather skirt around her ankles and lifted her heels onto the couch. She spread her knees lewdly apart and found her perineum with her fingers. Then, stroking from just before her rosebud to her clitoris, my mother teased herself towards orgasm.
It was, far and away, the most stimulatingly erotic thing I had ever seen. Because mum was engrossed in the movie, I didn't think she would notice when I took my dick out to play with.
But as soon as I did, mum turned her head and said, "You're not allowed to do a thing unless I say you can. So put that back away."
Groaning in denied release, I squeezed my diamond-tipped todger back in my pants.
"Good boy," she panted. "Do you want to watch me cum?"
There was nothing I wanted more, just then.
"Kneel in front of me between my feet, baby boy. Mummy's going to cum."
I leapt to the indicated position just in time to see my mother tip her head back onto the couch's upright and groan her way through a tremendous orgasm.
"Oh, gawd, oh, gawd," she moaned as her hips bucked and her legs shuddered. "Oh, gawd, oh, gawd, oh, gawd."
Mum's eyes slowly opened and met mine, "Did you like that, bubby boy? Did you like watching your mummy cum?"
"Fuck, yes," I averred, doing my best to keep my hands away from my cock.
"Show me your baby maker, Xavier."
I quickly went to pull my cock out.
"No, stand between mummy's legs. Tease me as you take it out."
I like to dance, and I'm good at it. It's one of the many reasons people in high school and uni thought I was gay, so I put on a show for my mother. Dancing on the spot, I sexily peeled my shirt off before flinging it over her eyes.
Mum ripped it off and threw it on the ground.
Hooking my thumbs into the top of my pants, I wriggled and gyrated my hips up and down and back and forth. My big and thick cock bounced daringly close to my mother's lips.
Mum wasn't watching me. Instead, she watched my big fat dick bouncing bare centimetres from her lips.
Shifting my thumbs to the outside of my jockey's, I ripped my pants down and then stepped out of them.
Now in only my jocks, I turned my ass to mum, then bent at the hips so I could gyrate my ass in her face. I knew I was having an effect when I felt my mother's hands on my ass.
Kissing my jockey-covered firm buttocks, then biting them, mum moaned, "So gawddamned sexy!"
Still gyrating, I turned and pushed my hips forwards so that my underwear-covered cock's head rubbed across her lips. Mum opened her mouth and nibbled lightly on my cock's head.
OMFG! I almost lost my load there and then!
The movie had ended, but my mother didn't seem to need the images for stimulation anymore. Instead, her son's dance totally engrossed her.
Suddenly, my mother's hands left my ass. She fell against the sofa's back and lifted her knees so she could thrust two fingers inside her pussy as she thumbed her clitoris.
"Gawd, Xavier, your mummy's cumming again!" She groaned.
My need to cum was excruciating, but, as per my experiment, I wasn't even allowed to touch my cock without my mother's express permission. So all I could do was stand there watching my mother explode into orbit as my dick throbbed and my balls ached.
"Poor baby, your cock must be aching. Does my baby boy need to cum?"
I knew this was a tease, but I couldn't help moaning, "Yes, please, mum."
"Shame that your mummy hasn't said you can, then, isn't it, honey?" She said mischievously.
"Fuck, mum. My balls are going to explode," I bitched.
With her eyes sparkling with mirth, mum said, "Not unless I say they can."
I looked down to see my mother was using her left hand to spread her labia wide and was thrusting two fingers into her pussy.
"Xavier, mummy wants you to use your tongue on her pussy because I've never had that done by a man. Can you do that? Have you any experience doing that?"



'Way more than you.' I thought. But I also wondered about the constant 'by a man' she kept adding. But what I said was, "Yes, mum."
Placing my hands on the backs of my mother's thighs near her buttocks, I pushed her hips back so I could run my tongue over her perineum.
Mum groaned so deeply that I dared to flick my tongue over her starfish.
"Oh, Gawd, Xavier, do that again," she moaned.
Placing my thumb on my mother's clit so I could manipulate it, I tongued my mother's rosebud again.
"Fark, my boy, that feels so good. Do it again."
I could feel that my mother was close to orgasm, so I bent all my fingers back except the middle one, then slipped that finger into my mother's quim.
Because I'd read the jokes about a man never knowing how to find a woman's Gspot, I had practised finding it on every girl that would let me. Hooking my finger up and back, I found the rough spot inside my mother's vulva that indicated her Gspot.
"Oh, Xavier, good lawd, what have you... uh, uh, uh... Oh my effing lawd!" Mum moaned and groaned as she exploded through her orgasms.
Mum grabbed my hand to stop me from moving it, then pushed it out of her pussy.
"You need to let me recover, baby. Your mother has never cum this often so close together."
'If mum doesn't let me cum soon,' I thought. 'I'll probably nut one out onto the floor soon, anyway.'
My mother turned so that she was lying along the couch.
"Xavier, I've never sucked a man before. Let mummy suck your cock, honey, please."
Who on this earth would need more invitations than that?
I offered my cock to my mother's ruby lipstick-covered lips.
"Take your jockey's off, bubby boy."
Dropping my daks, I straightened and presented my thick cock to her lips again.
"I'm very close to blowing, mum," I warned. "So even if you say I can't, I don't think I'll be able to stop."
Mum moaned, "I want you to start in my mouth, Xavier, but then I want you to pull out and cum on my face."
With that, my mother wrapped her right hand around my shaft and guided me into her mouth. I have no lawdly idea, if what my mother told me about her sexual experiences was true, how or when she had learned to suck cock. Or, maybe it was because I was so desperate to cum, but mum gave me the best blowjob I'd ever had.
Pumping my shaft as she bobbed her head back and forth, mum slid her circled thumb and forefinger lower and lower, accepting more and more of my thick cock into her mouth, until her hand cupped my balls, and her mouth reached the base of my shaft.
She was too good, and I couldn't stand it for another moment. My hands found her head, and I held her, with her lips pressed against my pubic bone, as I spat semen into her mouth. Then, groaning, I pulled out of her sucking mouth, grabbed my cock and pointed it at her beautiful face as I came over and over again.
Once my cock stopped splattering her face, mum took my slightly softening dick in her hand before sliding her lips over the head and down the shaft again. Pumping swiftly and sucking voraciously, mum brought me back to full hardness again in moments.
"Do you know how to do anal, Xavier?" Mum asked. "If I'm going to be a slut tonight, I may as well experience all the taboo things I never have before."
"I do, mum. It will take me some time to prepare you for it, though. My cock is quite big, and its head is huge compared to most. So no matter what I do, it will hurt you as it pops through your knot, okay?"
"Will it feel good when I get used to it, honey?"
"I think so, mum. Most everybody enjoys anal sex when it's done properly."
"What do you need me to do?"
"You're quite tall, mum. So if you kneel on the couch holding the backrest, your ass should be at the right height for me to bend over and tongue."
It turned out that she was too tall. In this position, I had to bend at an awkward angle and couldn't use my tongue correctly.
"Spread your knees wider, mum, so that you sink lower. I'm going to kneel behind you. Then, hopefully, my neck won't hurt, and we can start."
Mum kneeling like this was perfect. Like this, I could lean forward and kiss from the cleft of my mother's ass up and along her spine as I stroked and tweaked her nipples. Or, I could squat and tongue mum's rosebud and along her taint before shoving my tongue into her pussy.
Kneeling with my head tipped back meant I could lick my mother's labia and flick my tongue over her clitoris.
I alternated doing all of the above until I felt mum climbing relentlessly towards another orgasm.
As she neared the peak of her bliss, I wet my forefinger with my mouth, then rimmed her starfish.
"Oh Gawd, Xavier boy, that feels so good," mother groaned as I swirled my finger around and over her rosebud.
Mum erupted into orgasm once more. Then, taking advantage of her spasming sphincters, I slipped my index finger through mum's ring and partly into her ass. Mother loudly groaned as she felt my digit enter her virgin ass.
Mum's breath came in short pants as she gripped the back of the sofa. Her hips jerked, and her legs trembled as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her body.
Grabbing lube from the table, I quickly squirted some into my mother's ass before working all of my index finger inside her. Mum seemed to enjoy having her bottom penetrated by my finger because she began pushing her ass back at my hand.
Taking this as a hint, I started working a second finger inside her. As I achieved full penetration with my second finger, my mother had another orgasmic eruption.
Adding a third digit made mum shake like a leaf, "No, Xavier, no, baby. I'm so full. I... I... Oh, my lawd, I...."
Mum's ass lifted as she dropped her head from the couch's back to its seat.
"Put your cock in your mother's ass, Xavier, please," Mum pleaded as her hips bucked back at my invading fingers. "I can't believe how good it feels having your fingers in there. Your dick has to feel even better!"
I had to physically move mum back to kneeling on the sofa with her head on the backrest to do as she asked. With her head on the seat, mum's ass was too high, and I'd need a stepladder to fuck her.
When I tried to slip my cock into her ass, I realised she was still too high. So, encouraging mum to move, I had her back up so she could lower her upper body onto her thighs.
Mother's delectable ass was now at a perfect height to fuck.
Lubing my cock, I positioned the thick head of my penis against my mother's starfish. Looking down, I couldn't believe it. Finally, I was about to make one of my many mother-son fantasies come true; my rigidly erect dick would enter one of mum's three love holes.
Her ass wasn't my favourite fantasy hole to fuck, but my mother wanted this, so who was I to deny her?
Pushing slowly forwards, I felt the tip of my cock's head touch against my mother's ring. Leaning forwards over her back, I stroked mum's shoulders before reaching around and running my fingertips over her nipples.
As my fingers found her pebbly-rough and hard breast pleasure nubs, my mother tossed her back and moaned loudly.
"I'm ready, bubby boy. Take your mother's ass as your own."
But I knew she wasn't. A cock invading your ass is much more intense than fingers; I know this from experience. So I continued stroking her breasts and nipples as I waited for her ass sphincter to unclench.
Then, with another shuddered moan, mum relaxed and sank a little lower. Now she was ready. Pushing more firmly, I slid my cock through my mother's knot and deep into her ass.
Mum jerked as my cock's head split her knot apart. She tipped her head back to squeal, but before she could, the sublime feeling of being fucked in her ass overcame her.
Bouncing up and down quickly, mum orgasmed, groaned, and then orgasmed again.
Uttering a rare swear word, my mother shouted, "Fuck yes, my Xavier! Mummy loves your big cock in her ass. Fuck your mother, Xavier, fuck me so that I'm yours forever!"
I mean, really? Could it have been any better?
It turned out that, yes, it could!
Mum demanded that I fill her ass with my "mummy's bestest boy's goo".
Holding her hips so hard that my fingers left bruises on them, I pounded into my mother's ass with everything I had. Mum may have been a novice at anal sex, but she was a quick learner and soon loved everything about receiving sodomy.
After I'd cum inside her, mum asked if we could lie together on the couch and cuddle. So we lay there exchanging chaste pets and kisses for ages.
Later, when I looked at the footage, I was glad I'd paid the money to be able to save and store all of this footage on my computers. Of course, none of our chatting or chaste caresses would be of any interest to anyone, but they're my favourite memory of that night. If I'm feeling a little low, I bring footage of us up and soon feel better.
Eventually, mum sat up.
"Ouch!" She exclaimed as her pucker hole stretched underneath her.
Biting her bottom lip, mum asked, "Is it going to hurt like that every time we do anal? How long will it hurt for?"
"If we commit sodomy regularly, your ass will get used to it fairly quickly. As for how long it will hurt, I don't know. It depends on how quickly your body repairs the little bit of damage my cock has done to your ass."
"You've damaged my ass?"
"I'd guess you have some small tears inside your sphincter. There will probably be minor bleeding for a couple of hours, maybe even a day, when you poop. But, if we do this often, your ass will adjust and become accustomed to it."
Mum blushed, then looked at me shyly, "Would you like to make love to me regularly, Xavier?"
"Mum, I want us to be lovers," I answered her forcefully. "If I can make money from these recordings, I think we should move somewhere where no one knows we're mother and son and live as husband and wife."
Blushing deeper, mum looked shyly at the floor before saying, "I'd like that, Xavier. I really would."
"Mum," I ventured, "can I edit the footage from tonight into a movie? Actually, into two movies. I think the one I recorded of you masturbating, if I splice it with some shots from the movie you watched, it will sell well, too,"
Mum looked at me steadily for a time before saying, "Why do you think I wanted to come to the studio, Xavier? You need something you can sell.... "
She blushed and turned away.
She said to the wall, "And I wanted you to stop delaying and denying your desires and fuck me!"
It was my turn to blush, "Mothers don't do that with their sons, mum. How was I to know you wanted this, too?"
"Your Master's and PhD thesis were both on incest, Xavier. I may have had to leave school before I completed grade 12, but I'm not stupid.
All I ask is that you let me see your movie before you try to sell it."
I sold mum's masturbation video to PornHub for their usual $15,000 amateur fee, but I negotiated the edited and refined movie of my mother and me fucking into a $50,000 windfall.
Later that night, mum wanted to have 'regular cock in pussy' sex. That movie earned a further $25,000.
After selling these films, I paid all but the final instalment of $30,000 to the source I'd borrowed from.
I still hadn't had any luck attracting mother-son couples to run my experiments on. Time was passing, and I worried that I wouldn't be able to make my last payment and that I would have to make another movie with my mother when she took the worry out of my hands.
One afternoon, mum sat me on our couch, "Roxy would like to be part of your experiment," she calmly told me.
"What on earth? Why would you be talking to Roxy about this?"
"I needed to tell someone, Xavier, as I've been so happy and excited since we became lovers. I had lunch with Roxy a few days ago. When I walked into the café, Roxy said, 'OMG, Bella! Who are you fucking, you slut? You're positively glowing!' Xavier, Roxy was so insistent that I told all that I blurted out that it was you.
As soon as I told her, I cringed because I expected her to be disgusted. But, instead, she bit her bottom lip and muttered, 'I wish one of my offspring wanted to have sex with me.'
Shocked, all I could think of was to say, 'which one?'
'My eldest, Jacob, of course. Even you, little miss innocent, look at him lustfully.'"
Jacob, Bella's oldest child, is almost 23, so he's above my desired age range, but not by so much it would be a problem.
Jacob stands around the six-foot mark (183 cm) and weighs less than 176 lbs (80 kg). Jacob has long, wavy, honey-blonde hair, blue eyes, and a strong chin. Jacob and I shared several classes during high school, and I knew I wasn't the only classmate that fantasised about him.
Jacob captained both the debating team and our school's first-eleven cricket team.
He was incredibly popular with the other students and the teachers. So it came as no surprise his mother desired him as well.
"Maybe," I equivocated. "What do you think?"
"Roxy says she's caught him perving on her many times, so I think he might jump at the chance to make love to her. Besides, she needs the $15,000 you'll pay them."
Thinking this might be the answer to my debt problems, I printed off the consent forms for mum to give to Roxy and Jacob to sign.
Mum took off to Roxy's place so she could get them signed. Waiting for her, I conjured an image of 'Aunty' Roxy in my mind.
You don't get a definition if you look up lush in the dictionary; instead, you see a picture of 'Aunt' Roxy. Roxy isn't fat by any definition, but she is luscious. Almost like a fully ripened plum that's just about to burst. Roxy has big bosoms, a rounded tummy, big jelly thighs and a 'phat' ass.
Roxy is an earthy girl who loves sex and has as much as she can as often as possible. But, unfortunately, she gives her heart away way too easily, hence the three kids to three different men.
Some of my late teenage fantasies involved fucking Jacob and Roxy together. Jacob likes to crossdress in these fantasies, and he and I become semi-regular lovers.
An hour or so passed before mum returned with the signed papers.
"I witnessed them, Xavier. Is that enough?"
"I think so, mum. But I'll need to hire a lawyer to ensure we don't do anything illegal once we get rolling with this. When do they want to come to the studio?"
"Today's Tuesday. They thought Thursday night would work. About 6.00 pm."
"And they both know why they're going there?"
"Kind of."
"Mum!" I exclaimed. "They both need to have given full consent and knowledge of why they're there."
It turned out later that I didn't need this. I did need the participants to sign that they were aware they were being recorded, but what happened between two consenting adults after that was none of the business of the law.
However, I couldn't sell, show, or distribute the recordings without the signed and witnessed consent forms.
"Jacob knows he's going to your movie studio with his mother, and they'll make a movie together. If he doesn't know it will be a porn movie, he'll react more naturally and make a better movie."
Thinking this through, I realised that mum was correct. The more natural the reactions, the better the movie will be. However, I was still scared about not having the signed forms.
'Fuck it,' I thought. 'If they screw, I'll get the forms signed again afterwards.'
Mum insisted on coming to the studio with me when Thursday arrived, "Jacob's so damned beautiful, honey. You just have to let me see him naked," she told me.
"Okay, mum," I replied. "But you must stay in the control room and remain silent."
Rolling her eyes as if that was obvious, my mother said, "Yes, Xavier."
The doorbell rang right on 6.00 pm. Walking down to the front door, I opened it to see Roxy and Jacob waiting.
"Come in, guys," I said with a smile. "Hey Jacob, long time no see."
Jacob openly examined me, "Mum said you were even more handsome than ever, Xav (what he'd always called me). Nice to see mum still has an eye for talent."
I blushed. What else could I do?
"And you, Jaco (what I'd always called him), good to see you're still as effeminately beautiful as you've ever been."
Jacob twitched his ass at me, then lisping like a drag queen; he batted his eyes and said, "Well, honey chile, once you've had a taste of this ass, there's no going back to straight pussy."
"Oh, I don't know," I deadpanned. "I seemed to manage it okay."
Roxy stared from one to the other of us.
"You mean you two have been lovers?"
We both said, "Hell no," together.
"Just jokes between old friends, mum," Jacob clarified.
Roxy looked almost disappointed, "Oh."
Brightening, she asked, "So what happens now?"
Smiling, I replied, "We go up to the studio and begin."
"Xav, what's this about then?"
"Didn't mum explain?"
"Kind of. Some sort of experiment where you record mothers and their sons as they watch porn together."
"That's all there is. Watch some porn and enjoy."
"With my mother?"
"Jaco, I'm paying $15,000 to record you and Roxy watching porn. I know your family needs the money, so what do you reckon?"
Laughing, Jacob turned to his mum and said, "I'd better get at least $1,000 of that for me to blow."
"Deal," Roxy grinned back.
Turning back to me. Jacob drawled, "Damn! I should have asked for more," then grinned. "Let's go. I want to see what sicko porn my mother's into."
Jacob cut his eyes to his mother and grinned more broadly. So, I knew this was a joke.
Once I'd sat them in their positions, I instructed, "I'm going behind that door to start the cameras. You have six cameras watching you, so keep that in mind."
I showed Roxy and Jacob where I'd placed the cams.
Pointing at the primary camera, I said, "This one will move around as I adjust it to get the best view, so don't freak out, okay?"
They both nodded.
Handing Roxy the TV remote and the computer mouse, I added, "Have fun, you two. Remember, there's no judgement here. What you're into, you're into. No one other than you two will know what kind of porn you were watching."
As I opened the door to my control room, I turned back to Jacob, "Just a reminder, Jaco. You're not allowed to move off the seat, do anything, or touch anything unless your mother says you can, okay? You're not to even touch yourself without permission, right?"
Imitating a salute, Jacob said, "Yes, sir," and then sat in his allocated spot.
Having learned from the night here with my mother, I turned one of my many screens onto the TV. I was curious to see what types of porn Roxy liked, so I eagerly watched as she hovered the cursor over the thumbnails trying to decide what to view first.
To my shock and some excitement, because Roxy's daughter JoJo was a 'mini me' of her mother, Roxy inspected several of the lesbian thumbnails. She finally settled on a 'mature woman with 18+ teenage boy' clip.
I included this movie because it had overtones of 'mother/son' incest. If the mothers who answered my ad chose this clip (or other similar ones), I believed sex between her and her son was inevitable.
The movie ran for about thirty-five minutes, so there was plenty of time to develop a storyline before the actors indulged their sexuality. This movie's premise was that the 'son' had been kicked out of his home by his 'religious mother' and sent to stay with his aunt, his father's brother's wife.
His father was divorced from his mother, as was his 'aunty' divorced from his father's brother.
The male character had a porn movie's typically large penis. The 'aunt' was gorgeous with surgically enhanced knockers. Unlike many of these clips, the 'aunt' seduced the 'son' instead of the other way around, and they were soon fucking all over the house.
Watching from the control room, I saw that Roxy was already quite aroused. She bit her bottom lip, and whenever she thought Jacob wasn't watching, she thumbed her nipples.



Jacob kept coughing and moving slightly in his seat. Then, changing to the cam under the table, I saw how severely tented Jaco's pants were. Jacob moved to try and release the pressure against his stiff dick.
"You like the thought of mum/son sex, mum?" Jacob asked.
Talk between the two 'stars' of my videos is encouraged.
"This isn't mum and son, Jacob. It's between a woman married to someone's father's brother and her nephew. She's not related to the guy she's fucking, except through marriage."
"Yeah, but it's only a sanitised version of mum/son sex, isn't it?"
"I guess," Roxy replied.
In the movie, the aunt and son visit the son's mother.
"Let me show you what a good boy your son is now, Shelley," she told her sister-in-law. "Marko, on your knees before your aunty."
Marko was quickly between his aunt's thighs.
"Show your mummy what a good cunt licker you are."
As his mum watched, Marko's aunt put him through his paces. From cunnilingus to fucking her in the ass, the aunt demonstrated to Shelley what she had taught her nephew. The clip ended with the aunt leading a collared Marko over to lick his mother's pussy.
"Definitely mother/son at the end, mother," Jacob pointed out.
"Hot as fuck, though. Don't you think?"
"Yeah. It was pretty awesome."
Jacob seemed to consider things. From the images on my screen, I could see Jacob frown and relax. Then he frowned again as he replayed this conversation.
"Mum, do you want to have sex with me?"
Roxy blushed, but she answered, "Don't be silly, Jacob. I'm your mother. It's wrong, so don't even think about it, okay?"
I heard Jacob mutter, "Yeah, right, you want my dick in you, my wannabe mummy slut."
My heart pounded with anticipation. These words told me that not only did Roxy want her son, but her son also wanted her.
Roxy brought up another clip. This clip was 'Mature woman loves 18+ girl'. The clip was obviously implying the two women featured in it were mother and daughter. The daughter had 'period cramps', so her mother offered to massage her lower belly and pubic area to ease the cramps.
They were soon kissing and masturbating each other to orgasm.
Roxy turned her hips away from Jacob. Then, twisting back to see the screen, Roxy undid her trousers button and zip and slipped her hand inside onto her pussy.
Jacob was so engrossed in the movie playing he didn't initially notice his mother masturbating.
But, when Roxy emitted a soft groan, his head snapped towards his mother, "Mum!" he exclaimed, shocked. "Are you fingering yourself?"
Roxy squared herself to the screen, "No!" She denied. "I just had a cramp."
"You were so!"
Roxy blushed, "Well, what if I was?"
"If you are, I want to watch," Jacob demanded.
"You want to watch your mother masturbating?"
"Fuck, yes!"
Mimicking the 'aunt' in the previous movie, Roxy said, "On your knees before your mummy."
Jacob was soon on his knees between his mother's spread thighs.
"You may look, but you mustn't touch," Roxy warned.
"Oh, Gawd, mum," Jacob protested. "Can I play with myself, at least?"
"No. Just watch."
"Fuck!"
I switched my screen to the 'upskirt' camera just in time to watch Roxy shimmy out of her trousers and pull her tiny thong aside before finding her clitoris with her index finger.
Jacob was so desperate to cum that he interlocked his fingers and placed them behind his head. Doing this was the only way he could prevent himself from grabbing his cock.
As his mother used one hand to finger her clit, and the other to thrust three fingers into her cunt, Jacob's hips moved forwards and back. By his groans and tightly clenched closed eyes, Jacob was envisaging fucking his mother.
Roxy creamed over her fingers, "Oh, fuck!" She exclaimed as she orgasmed. "Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck, oh, fuck!"
Shuddering to a stop, Roxy's eyes opened, "Do you need to cum, my Jacob?" She questioned needlessly.
If his mother had denied him release any longer, Jacob would have cum anyway.
"Fuck, yes," Jacob pleaded.
"Put your cock inside me, then, baby boy. I don't care if you blow immediately; I want to feel your big dick exploding inside me."
When Jacob dropped his trousers, I realised Roxy wasn't kidding when she said 'big dick'. Jacob was probably even bigger than my thick seven inches.
The cam on the coffee table gave me a perfect view up between Jacob's thighs to where his thick cock slowly entered his mother's juice-filled pussy.
As predicted, Jacob came as soon as he had fully penetrated his mother. The surprise was that Roxy launched into orgasm with him.
"Fuck!" Roxy exclaimed. "You're shooting your seed onto my cervix. Oh, fuck, oh my fuck, does that feel good. Uh, uh, uh."
"Fuck, you're so tight, mum," Jacob said simultaneously. "Your pussy is so hot and tight around my cock."
I already had plenty of footage for at least two pay-per-view movies, and I was confident they'd both be big earners, but the night was about to get better.
Over the sounds of Roxy and her son fucking, I could hear a muted thump, thump, thump sound. Turning the microphones in the studio down, I looked to see what made that sound. Mum, leaning back in an office chair with her legs on the armrests, had two fingers thrusting inside her pussy and was thumbing her clit with her other hand.
"What?" She asked when she saw my raised eyebrow. "You've already seen me masturbating, so me doing this is no shock. Besides, watching those two go at it is really exciting."
I had to agree; I was harder than my trigonometry classes were.
"I'm going to join in, Xavier. Maybe you should, too."
"Roxy won't mind?"
"You're about to find out why Roxy and I are best friends," my mother enigmatically replied. "Make sure you're recording."
Things fell into place. My mother and Roxy, wow! Now the absence of male lovers made sense.
Turning so I could watch on the screens, I saw Roxy kneeling on the couch as Jacob pulled her hips back onto his thrusting cock. He first became aware of my mother when she slipped onto the sofa and under his mother.
Mum had dropped her clothes as she entered the studio. When she climbed onto the sofa, her pussy lips gaped lewdly between her spread thighs. Lustfully, Jacob groaned as he gazed upon my mother's wetness. He touched her upper thigh with his fingers. Because mum spread her thighs wider and pushed her pudenda up at him, Jacob dared to let his fingers wander onto her pussy.
Mum stopped tongue-lashing Roxy's nipples long enough to moan, "Yes, Jacob. Make me cum with your fingers, please."
Jacob's thumb found my mother's clit, and two of his fingers disappeared inside her.
Fucking his mother as he fingered mine proved to be too much for Jacob. Grunting like a pig at the feeding trough, he unloaded inside his mother for the second time that night.
Feeling her son's big cock squirting semen onto her cervix again sent Roxy into another pussy-juice pouring orgasm.
Jacob's orgasm caused his fingers to clench inside my mother's quim. They dragged across her G-spot, and with a deep groan, mum came, too.
The scene playing before me was so exquisite that I had to join in. Turning everything on to automatic, I stripped bare and entered the fray.
Walking to the couch, I offered my cock to Roxy's lips.
Roxy's eyes flew open when she felt my cock's head against her lips. Seeing it was me, she moaned gutturally before parting her lips and teeth and allowing me inside. I immediately discovered why Jacob's mother was so popular with the men.
Without an ounce of struggle, Roxy's lips hit my pubic bone. Roxy had easily swallowed all of my thick 7-inch cock.
As Roxy sucked me, Jacob pulled his long cock out of his mother, "I'm going to fuck your mother, Xav. You okay with that?"
"As long as I can fuck yours."
"Go for it," Jacob replied.
It seemed Jacob was a gifted and considerate lover. Before putting his cock anywhere near my mother, he went down on her. Mum encouraged Jacob to turn, and they soon indulged in a classic 69.
"That looks pretty damned good, Ms Rosborough," I moaned. "I think we should try that."
Roxy nodded, then shifted 90 degrees so we could join mum and Jacob in a 69. Roxy's head was now on the edge of the sofa, and her calves were over the seatback. Squatting, I pushed my fearsomely erect penis into Roxy's mouth before lowering my lips onto her pussy.
Roxy and I achieved an aesthetically fantastic position. This image would look good on the camera, but it hurt her neck. With my knees pressed hard against the sofa's edge, they began to ache, too. So, wrapping my arms around Roxy's hips, I lifted her and then lowered her to the floor beside Jacob and my mother.
Mum's head was near Roxy's hips, which meant Jacob's cock was close to my mouth. So when he slipped out of my mother's mouth, I lifted my mouth from Roxy's pussy and gobbled Jacob's cock down.
Jacob and I had indulged in some mutual masturbation at University, but this was the first time I'd blown my friend.
Hearing Jacob moan with lust made Roxy release my cock from her mouth so she could sit and see what was happening.
"Fuck is that hot!" She exclaimed as I sucked Jacob's dick.
"Let me see," mum demanded as she extricated herself from beneath Jacob.
"Fuck yes, it is," mum confirmed as Jacob moved so he could suck me too.
I was on top, so I had a delicious view of my mum and Jacob's mum putting their foreheads together before exchanging kisses.
"We've been missing out, Bella," Roxy groaned. "These two were first fucking ages ago. If we'd known, we could have joined them as soon as they turned eighteen."
To clarify, Jacob and I hadn't been. Once we were both eighteen, we had held the other's cock and masturbated the other to orgasm. But that was as far as we'd gone. I'm a little older than Jacob (around six months), and I would have fucked him, except he didn't want me to.
Our boys look so sexy together," my mother moaned. "Maybe they'd like to watch you and I get each other off."
Jacob and I immediately sat up.
"Fuck, yes, mum!" Jacob exclaimed.
With that avowal, Roxy pulled a strap-on dildo out of her handbag before tying it into place.
Tearing her remaining clothes off, Roxy grabbed my mother's knees before ripping them back, forcing mum onto her back.
"Get ready to receive, my little cunt muncher," Roxy snarled at my mother.
With her knees under mum's armpits, Roxy shoved her strap-on into my mother's mouth. The strap-on cock was at least as long as my cock. I then learned why my mother had taken me so easily. All of Roxy's 'cock' slipped readily down mum's throat.
"You're still the best cocksucker I know, Bella," Roxy moaned. "No one else I know can deep-throat all of me the first time."
Jacob and I exchanged glances before he whispered, "Fuck is this hot. I don't like fucking guys, but I don't mind being fucked by them. Do you want to fuck my ass?"
I nodded before pushing Jacob onto his back.
Fucking a guy from behind is easier, and it's the most popular way. But getting your man to face you and then penetrating him that way is much more intense. If both partners are into each other, they can kiss and caress as they fuck.
Roxy loved how Jacob and I were fucking. Encouraging my mother onto her hands and knees, Roxy doggied my mum as she watched us avidly. Her groans of arousal grew as I fucked her son towards an anal orgasm.
If you've never had an orgasm from anal stimulation, then I suggest you try it because it's literally fucking awesome.
My thick cock stroked over Jacob's P-spot as I thrust into him.
"Fuck me harder, Xav, and I'll cum," Jacob groaned.
I was only vaguely aware that Roxy had moved my mother to a position they could watch their son's fuck. But, even if I had noticed, I wouldn't have cared. I needed to cum, and Jacob's ass seemed like a good place to do it.
Gripping Jacob's ass firmly, I ripped him back onto my cock one last time before filling his tight ass with cum. Feeling me cum in his ass sent Jacob over the edge into a mutual orgasmic event. His thick semen squirted up between our toned bellies.
"Gawd," our mothers moaned before they both came to the spectacle of their son's fucking together.
Jacob and I exchanged glances before we mutually nodded. Seconds later, we were both deeply inside our mother's cunts.
Jacob lay on his mother as I pushed my mother into a kneeling position in the gap at the end of the sofa, away from Jacob's and Roxy's missionary position.
My mother needed more, so she turned 90 degrees to lower her cunt onto Roxy's willing mouth.
Her shift forced me to straddle Roxy's generous chest. My ass rested on her ample bosom, this forced Jacob onto his knees, and he had to push his mother's knees apart and up and back to make room for us all as he fucked her.
Jacob and I fucked our respective mothers for ages as they reeled from orgasm to orgasm. Now that we'd both cum at least once, we had control over our orgasms and could revel in pleasing our mums.
Eventually, Jacob said, "Want to change mothers?"
"Fuck yes!"
We swapped over quickly, but as I prepared to enter Roxy's wet cunt, she grabbed my shaft and positioned my cock at her rosebud.
"Take my ass, Xavier, darling, please. Your Auntie Roxy adores being buggered."
Hearing Roxy using such a delightfully antiquated name for anal sex added a frisson of extra naughtiness to the act. So, I quickly grabbed some lube and spread it over my cock's head and then along the shaft.
As I did that, Roxy used her fingers to transfer some of her pussy juices onto her backdoor.
"I'm ready," Roxy moaned.
Roxy obviously indulged in anal sex regularly, or she often used butt plugs because I slid home inside her ass with her giving only a tiny jerk as I split her knot open.
"Fuck, Xavier! Your cock feels so big in my ass. Squeeze my titties and pinch my nipples, honey. Do that, and Auntie Roxy will cream all over your big tool."
You just have to love an earthy girl, right? So I did as Roxy had pleaded me to exactly. Because she groaned and thrust up at me so hard when I pinched her nipple, I dared add an open-palmed, soft face slap.
"Gawd, Xavier! You're so manly and dominant. Let me up on my hands and knees, and then you can smack my ass as you fuck it."
"Do you want me to do the same to you, Bella?" I heard Jacob ask.
By how quickly mum wriggled out from under him, I could tell she did indeed want him to.
The studio echoed with the delicious sounds of muscular abdomens against womanly ass and the unmistakable sounds of open palms against ass cheek.
My mother came first. Her orgasm squeezed her ass down onto Jacob's big dick. That was too much for him, and Jacob filled my mother's ass with cum.
Roxy reached back between her thighs to fondle my balls. Surprised, I lost control immediately and unloaded a gigantic stream of cum into her ass. Feeling my cock pumping semen into her sent Roxy off the edge, and she screamed her way through her orgasm.
Jacob and I collapsed off the other's mother. Roxy cuddled into my right side, and mum lay her head on Jacob's chest.
The women stroked our spent rods in the vain hope we could go again, but Jacob and I were both done for the night, or so we thought.
Roxy lifted her head to look at my mother. Wordlessly, my mother stood and moved to the couch. As soon as my mum had laid down, Roxy placed her knee over mum's head and on the sofa. With her right foot on the floor, Roxy lowered her ass onto my mum's mouth.
"Suck your son's cum out of my ass, you slut!" Roxy demanded as she slid her middle finger into her friend's pussy.
Jacob and I found we could 'go again' almost immediately. Returning to our senior high school year, we wrapped our fists around each other's cock as we each masturbated the other to another orgasm.
When Roxy lifted her ass off my mother's mouth so we could see her force her ass to gape open and make a huge glob of my cum drop into my mother's mouth, I lost it. Thrusting at Jacob's gripping fist, I exploded semen high into the air.
As I blew into orbit, my fist squeezed tightly on Jacobs's thick cock. The extra pressure sent my friend off the edge into orgasmic bliss, and he started shooting cum everywhere.
Just to prove she wasn't only a giver, Roxy, after she'd cum on my mother's mouth, returned the favour and tongued my mother clean of Jacob's cum and drove her to two more orgasms.
Roxy, mum, Jacob and I cleaned the studio of all evidence of our debauchery. Once everything looked brand new again, Roxy asked if she could see some of what I had recorded.
I spooled the main camera's saved file, then shooed mum out of the control room so Roxy and Jacob could watch the footage in private. About 15 minutes later, they exited the room wearing twin pleased smiles.
"The picture is crystal clear, and the detail is beautiful. The movie looks sensational, and I look good in it. Jacob looks even better on film that in real life. If we let you sell it, we get a percentage, don't we?"
"You get the $15,000 sign-on fee immediately as you both stayed longer than the 15-minute minimum," I clarified. "If you sign these other two forms, one for each of you, I will attempt to auction the movies to various porn sites. If I'm successful, you get an extra 15% of the price I negotiate. But only if you allow me to release them unedited. If you want your faces pixelated, that percentage drops to 5%.
Go back into the control room and talk it through. But, again, there's no pressure from me either way."
"Why does the percentage drop so much if we're pixelated, Xav?"
"Because it costs a motza to do it."
"Fair enough, bro. Mum, I'm happy to sign the forms now. Let's hope Xav can sell them for a million or even more."
Roxy exchanged a dubious look with my mother. But mum laughed loudly, "You might be the next Kim Kardashian, Roxus (my mother's pet name for Roxy). Then you'll get your own TV series. We'll call it "Rooting with the Rosboroughs'!
Roxy joined in with the laughter, "Then we'll have to do a spinoff series called, 'The Rosborough's root the Johns''.
Roxy and Jacob left after signing the forms. After giving the studio a quick run-through to ensure it was clean, mum and I followed them.
When we got home, I kissed mum's cheek and said, "You're a lifesaver. I'll be able to cut and then edit tonight's footage into at least four movies I can try to sell. If we get anywhere near what we did for each of them as we did for ours, we'll be free and clear and have money in the bank.
I waited in the lounge for mum to shower. When mum had finished, I turned the water as hot as I could stand, then luxuriated under the water. Reflecting on tonight's experiences, I realised the revelation that mum and Roxy were lesbian lovers came as no real shock.
The thought that my mother had been celibate for almost all of her adult life was way more distressing than discovering she'd found what she needed with another woman. I was only glad she had someone to love.
The surprise came when I walked towards my bedroom.
Mum called me as I passed her room, "Sleep with your mother tonight, Xavier, please."
Shocked, I stumbled to a stop before leaning my head into her room. Mum was already under the covers. She wore very little, I saw. A frilly negligee barely covered her beautiful breasts. The thin straps had fallen off her shoulders.
The covers on the other side of her were pulled down, waiting for someone to climb in. Mum obviously wanted that someone to be me.
Patting the pillow, mum said, "If we're going to start anew somewhere safe as husband and wife, then I want it to begin now."
Hesitatingly, I dropped the towel, all that I had on, and then climbed in beside my mother. We made love; this differed from fucking in front of the cameras or with Roxy and Jacob. It was much more intense and way more intimate.



We didn't fuck; we made slow-burning, passionate love. The birds began their morning chorus before we finished. Mum came at least five times. I had four profound feeling orgasms with her. They were the best four I'd ever had.
I began work on editing the footage into movies the next day. It took me close to five back-to-back twelve-hour days to collate, merge, and edit all of the footage from Thursday night down to five coherent movies.
I offered a few short five-minute videos to the usual outlets, and they paid their standard amateur fee for them. When the first of these movies hit the free sites, the phone in my control room rang.
I had no idea who it could be as I hadn't given the number to a soul yet. The number appeared on my web page, but I didn't think anyone had visited that site yet.
Answering the phone with, "Xavier Recording and Movie Studio. This is Xavier speaking."
"Xavier Johns?" A cultured voice responded. "This is Peter Peterson. Do you know who I am?"
If you live in Brisbane and haven't heard of Brisbane's 'King of Porn', you must have been living under a rock for the last ten years.
Peter Peterson Publishing began as a simple 'buy porn, distribute porn via the internet' site before growing into the vast porn conglomerate it is now. Peter does everything from live-streaming through his network to porn films and pay-per-view sites.
If it's about sex in Queensland, and a good part of the world, and available on the internet in Australia, Peter Peterson probably has something to do with it.
"Yes, I do, Mr Peterson. What can I do for you?" I asked, my heart pounding in fear and anticipation.
If Petersen Publishing bought my movies, I would be set for life. Even some movies he first broadcasted in the late nineties still earned their producers six-figure incomes today.
"Mr Johns, I've seen the movies you released featuring yourself and a woman called Bella and the short clips you've sent out teasing your next film. I'd like you to come and talk to me about giving Peterson Publishing an exclusive licence to show and distribute these movies.
Of course, that depends on whether they're as good as your first two."
Trying to remain cool, I replied, "It would be an honour to meet you, Sir. When would you like me to come in?"
"It's lunchtime. Assuming you're presentable, why not come in now? It's only Kangaroo Point, less than an hour's drive at this time of day."
"I'd prefer to have a chance to head home to shower and change, Mr Peterson, if you don't mind. Can we make it for around 2.30?"
"2.30 it is, Xavier. Give me your mobile number, and I'll text you the address."
A few minutes later, my phone beeped. By then, I was already racing for home.
Running inside, I yelled at mum, "Hurry up and get changed, mother, we have an important meeting we have to make."
Fortunately, for my patience level, my mother didn't argue or prevaricate.
All she asked was, "How do you want me to dress?"
"Can you manage a glamorous but a little slutty look?"
"Can a bear eat a bucket of honey?" Mum huffed. "Give me thirty minutes."
Almost thirty minutes to the second later, mum walked into the lounge wearing my 'fantasy' outfit. She wore her tiny red leather miniskirt, a brown halter top that barely covered her breasts decently, and 7-inch stiletto heels. Mum wore only a modicum of makeup.
She had the look I requested perfected. The outfit screamed glamour whilst hinting slut under that.
We drove into Kangaroo Point, arriving with plenty of time to spare before our appointment. I briefly wondered if Mr Peterson would be bothered about me bringing the movie's starlet to the meeting. But I thought he would like to have it confirmed that the starlet and I were mother and son.
Peter didn't keep us waiting for long. Well before our appointment time, his secretary showed us into his office.
Walking around his desk, Peter offered his hand and an air kiss to my mother before shaking my hand warmly.
"Come in, come in," he said. "Take a seat. It's always good to meet up and comers in the porn industry."
Turning to my mother, he added, "Ms Bella, I must say you are even more beautiful in real life than in your movies. But haven't we met before?"
"In the late 2,000s, I did some glam shots for your movie company's magazine. You dropped in on the last day to see the photos. You were pleased, I remember."
"Oh my!" Mr Peterson exclaimed. "You're that Bella Johns?"
Mum nodded.
"Wow! I asked my secretary to find your phone number, but she seemed to fail on that score. But, now that I see you again, I know why," Peter smiled.
Mr Peterson steepled his fingers before studying us both intently, "Hmm," he said. "So you really are mother and son. I thought it was only a plot for the movie. One designed to bring in more viewers. I find it interesting that you are actually incestuous."
"I trust it isn't a deal breaker, Mr Peterson?"
"Call me Peter or Pete, Xavier. No, not at all. I'm just intrigued."
Thinking things through, Peter asked, "The mother and son in your latest offerings, are they an actual mother/son couple, too?"
"Yes, Sir," I answered.
"Are any of your latest stars also true mother-and-son couples?"
"The latest movies I've made are all I have. I've advertised in all the places I could think of, trying to attract participants, but I've had no takers at all."
"I can take care of that," Peter said. "I can provide as many actors as needed to play mother and son to make 1,000 movies.
I love the premise of your films. There's no need to provide dialogue. There is no need for scriptwriters, fluffers (people to get the actors either hard or wet enough to fuck) and no need for camera operators.
You just set up the cams in all the relevant places, record and then edit. Brilliant, Xavier. Absolutely brilliant! I only wish that I had thought of this first."
"Thank you, Sir."
I felt a brief moment of fear that the 'Porn King' would simply copy my idea. Because of his much vaster network and distribution abilities, my films would soon fade to obscurity behind his.
Peter quickly allayed my fears, though. "Don't worry, Mr Johns. I reward innovation with help, advice, and partnership. I don't punish it by stealing it and making it my own."
"What do you envisage as the natural progression of this genre you're almost inventing yourself?"
"The next logical step is mother and daughter movies featuring biological mothers with their 18+ female offspring. After that, I'd like to add older sister/younger brother incestuous movies."
"Why does the sister need to be older? What does it matter?"
"If I keep the sister older and worldlier than her brother, I immediately sideline any accusations of an unequal power exchange where 'the patriarchy' is abusing women. As with my mother and son films, the brother will not be allowed to do a damned thing unless his sister says he can.
Everyone who watches cannot deny that the women in these films are in total control and participate willingly."
Mr Peterson stared at me admiringly, "Very clever. You've thought this through exceptionally well. I'd like to view your next movie, if I may?"
I brought the flash drive I had made out of my pocket, "Promise me you will make no copies, Mr Peterson."
"Of course, Xavier. I give that assurance wholeheartedly. I merely wish to confirm that you're as good a filmmaker as I believe you to be.
Would you like some tea or coffee as you wait? I'll take this down to my reviewers so we can all get a feel for this movie and make sure it's legal to show in our various markets."
Peter had nearly left the room before he turned back, "I don't suppose you thought to get recording and privacy releases signed? We'd have to get those before releasing these if you didn't."
I opened the folder I'd brought with me and presented copies of the signed forms to him. Peter perused them quickly before smiling and saying, "These are perfect. Everything that needs to be signed and included has been. Well done.
Your bonuses are too high, but we can discuss that later."
Twenty minutes passed before Peter returned. Mum and I sat listlessly chatting as we sipped the tea Peter's secretary provided us.
Peter burst back into the room, rubbing his hands enthusiastically, "Your latest movie is a work of pure erotic brilliance! I'd love to distribute and show your movie on my PPV channels.
My lawyers will call you to arrange a time they can come to your place and have you sign the various agreements. I have copies of them here, prepared for you."
He handed me a hefty Manilla folder of forms.
"Don't try to read and understand them yourself; they're pure lawyer speak. If you can't afford a good lawyer, I will advance you the money from the film's royalties so you can get them checked.
In this business, owe nobody, trust nobody. Rely on your lawyer."
"I do have a problem I hope you can help me with, Sir," I said. "I borrowed money from (someone I'm still too scared to mention) to make my first film. I have the money to make the last repayment, but I'm worried he won't leave it at that."
"Free of charge, I'll send one of my lawyers to make the payment and ensure there will be no others, Xavier. I'll take the amount you owe him off of your first check. Please, accept it as an expression of goodwill from me to you."
Helping mum up, I stood to leave.
"Thank you for everything, Mr Peterson," I said politely. "You've made mum's and my, well, life, really."
Peter shook my hand warmly, "You're welcome, son. I'm looking forward to working with you."

The End of Part 01.
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My Sister-in-Law: The Bitch.

Warning: The following story contains vast amounts of consensual/non-consensual torture and simulated rape. With his sister-in-law's help and consent, the perpetrator brutally assaults, tortures, and rapes her.
If this is offensive to you, please, read no further.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
My brother is a bit of a dick, you know? He's a nice enough guy most of the time, but once he gets a few under his belt, he turns into a condescending snob.
His wife Christina, the bitch I call her, is an heiress. More money than any one person could possibly spend in a lifetime. She comes from one of those old money families like the Rothschilds, Hiltons, Carnegies, etc., you see and hear about all the time. What she's doing with my brother, I have no idea.
I have even less of an idea about what Christine's sister Milla is doing with me.
We're not old money. We're not even new money. We're middle class. Part of The Bourgeoisie as Christina disparagingly remarks on the rare occasion she has accompanied Bruce to one of our family's get-togethers.
Christina and Bruce met at Tennessee University seventeen years ago. My brother was there on a tennis scholarship. Christina was there because it was the best College that would accept her. It's always Christina to her face, not Chrissy, Tina, or Chris, or she will favour you with an icy look of disdain and then ignore you.
Christina's grades were terrible, and her attitude worse. Even with her father's money, he couldn't get Harvard, Yale, or even Berkeley to accept her.
Milla and I met at Bruce and Christina's wedding. Unlike her sister, Milla is a kind, generous soul. There's only one problem, Milla is a dud in the sack. Well, that's unfair. Milla likes sex and is quite good at it, but it's strictly vanilla sex. There's no kink in her at all. Whereas I love a bit of kink in my sex.
From what my brother says, Christina loves sex. The kinkier and dirtier, the better. But, unfortunately, he's like Milla. He's all straight vanilla sex with little time for bondage or spanking games at all. I've thought for ages that we each married the wrong sister.
Bruce was a rising star on the tennis tour when he met Christina. At just 18, he made it through the qualifiers and into the main draw for the 2005 US Open. Unfortunately, he got thrashed 0-0-1 by one of the top seeds in the first round, but it's still one hell of an achievement to get through.
Christina attended one of the after-match functions as a celebrity guest. She thought Bruce would be a tennis superstar, so he was an acceptable match for her.
It didn't work out like that, however. Bruce blew his shoulder serving for the match against Carlos Montoya in the 2008 Cincinnati Masters. The surgeons repaired his shoulder, but Bruce lost his booming serve and forehand. He competed for another couple of years without distinction before quitting as the tour events he was invited to became increasingly minor and obscure.
Christina left him and returned to her father's place. Her father told her to stop being a snotty princess and make the marriage work. He gave Bruce a minor executive role in one of his many businesses.
"Make it work, have lots of babies," Christina's dad told her. "You're not much use to me except to provide heirs."
Christina and Milla are their father's only two children.
Bruce and Christina live in an enormous mansion in Charlestown, Boston, Massachusetts. It's one of Christina's dad's places. The house has an entire staff of housekeepers, maids, pool boys and gardeners. There's even a driver, FFS.
Christina has never worked a day in her life.
"I'm too rich and beautiful to work," she says airily.
Christina and Milla's dad offered Milla and me a house and a job in one of his companies, but Milla didn't want a bar of it. We happily live together in middle-class suburbia. Milla works as a receptionist in a medical centre, earning a low but honourable wage.
The girls are beautiful, that is for sure. Christina looks a lot like Mila Kunis. She's paler than Mila, but they could easily be related. She has the same jet-black hair and dark brown eyes, her mouth is wide, and her lips are full. Her eyes are quite narrow, but her corneas are bright white.
Christina is only 5 ft. 4 in. (163 cm), so she is so tiny to be that big of a bitch. She weighs just 115 lbs (52Kg). Christina keeps her 32-25-32 body tightly toned. But her personal trainer is one of the many she's fucking behind my brother's back.
Milla is taller and heavier than her younger sister. She's 5 ft. 9 in. (175 cm) tall and weighs around 130 lbs (59 kg). My wife's natural hair is light brown, but she typically dyes it blonde or red. With her wide blue eyes, broad shoulders over a sexily svelte figure, and her delectable 34-25-34 measurements with 34C breasts, my wife is often confused with her namesake, Milla Jovovich.
Bruce whinges that Christina never puts out. I want to tell him that she does, just not for him. I know for sure that Christina's fucking her trainer, driver, the pool boy, and at least one of the gardeners. There may be others outside her home that she fucks, but I don't have cameras there to record her.
At Bruce's request, I did the internal and external security cameras for their house. I wired it all up so that the house is fully automated. Lights, aircon, TVs and cable can all be operated remotely via an app on your phone.
There are obvious security cameras that cover the outside of the house. There are the usual ones at the doors. They watch the front and back doors and the other two external entry doors. There's camera coverage all through the house. The only rooms that don't have ceiling and wall-mounted security cams are the ones you'd expect to remain private. Bathrooms, water closets, and bedrooms have no cameras you can see.
Neither Bruce nor Christina knew that I wired the whole house with hidden miniature cameras complete with microphones. They're everywhere. There is literally nowhere you can be inside the house without me being able to see you.
I didn't do anything pervy like inside toilet seats, but everywhere else is covered. So I can watch you showering, using the bathroom, changing, and sleeping. There are lots of different views in the bedrooms. I can watch from above with the ceiling cam, from the headboard, both sides and the foot of the bed. The camera that records from the end of the bed is inside the wardrobe's mirror.
I recorded Christina fucking one of the staff, edited it into a home movie, and then released it to PornHub before storing copies to send to my brother and her father.
She doesn't know, but Christina has had almost 50,000 hits on her PornHub page. I pixelate her face, but if you've seen Christina in a backless dress or her bikini, you can tell it's her because she has a small tattoo of a black swan on her left shoulder blade. That tattoo is distinctive, so it's relatively easy to tell that it's her.
I've filmed her fucking the pool boy the most often. The pool boy has the porn clichéd colossal cock. She loves it, it seems. She especially loves it when he gets her hidden kink bag out of the closet and ties her up.
Some of the things he's done to her, I'd love to do myself. He's smacked her face, used a riding crop on her tits and clitoris, and fucked her delectable pussy. It seems Christina has a rape fantasy fetish because the more roughly her pool boy uses her, the harder and quicker she gets off.
I haven't shown the videos to my brother. It would be obvious who had set up the cameras to take them, and I know he won't concentrate on the fact his 'darling wife' is fucking everyone except him. He'll only be pissed at me for hiding the cameras and filming her.
"You've always wanted a chop at her," he'll yell at me.
I would, but only if I could first insert a ball gag to shut the fucking bitch up.
I'm not a computer geek by trade. I'm very good with all that stuff, but it's not what I do for a living. I did go to Berkeley. I did a double degree in Human Biology and Psychology. My PhD thesis is on why people stay in abusive relationships.
I'm trying to establish if there's a biological component as well as the obvious psychological one. It's been fascinating. I have some theories I'd like to test out, but what I want to do will never be approved.
I believe one of the reasons people stay in abusive relationships is the link between pleasure and pain. People who have managed to escape such relationships often say how good the sex was. I'm curious to discover whether they have become addicted to the endorphins from pleasure overriding the pain of physical abuse.
That was where my plan to break my bitch sister-in-law of her snotty and snobbish ways was born. I want to take her to a hideout I've built on some property I own in rural Maine and try some pleasure and pain theories on her.
On the part furthest from any boundary of this property, I've built a 'Doomsday Shelter'. It's totally self-sufficient with air cleaning and recycling units, water filter stations and wastewater recovery devices. I have six Tesla batteries buried beside the shelter connected to solar panels hidden in the tree canopies all around them.
Even in a 'Nuclear Winter', I'll have enough juice in these batteries for at least six months. In addition, I have diesel generators to add extra power to the batteries on rainy or cloudy days. So, theoretically, at least, I can hide out there for at least the two years it's going to take for the air to be safe to breathe after a nuclear attack.
The shelter has at least two years of dried and canned foods. Water comes from the spring I built my escape pod around.
Everything is soundproofed and carefully hidden. The ground above the shelter has been salted with a mixture of burnt lime and coffee grounds, so there's no chance of sniffer dogs finding it. When I head out to my property to do some more work on it, I always file a walking trail report. Then I park my car in a carpark near the head of the trail and hike into my property. I take a different way every time, so no path leads to my shelter. I've purchased a wide-wheeled trolley that leaves little to no marks to carry Christina to my site.
I plan to take Christina there and try my theories out on her, simultaneously answering my questions and fixing my brother's troubles. The only reason I haven't taken her already is because if it doesn't work, I'm in big trouble. Christina is into her kink, but what I have planned for her is pretty extreme.
What Christina doesn't know is that, although I find her incredibly sexually attractive, I think she's a stuck-up bitch. So, when our families catch up for drinks or dinner, she and I chat amicably. One of the times we were out for dinner, I waited for a moment when Milla and Bruce were absent from the table, then showed Christina one of the clips I recorded of her and Carlos (the pool cleaner) going at it.
Carlos had Christina tied to the coffee table as he used a soft suede flogger to hit her back and ass. Christina moaned and begged Carlos to hit her harder and hurry up, and stick his cock in her cunt. The scene finished with Carlos pulling out of her pussy and showering her lower back with cum.
Going pale, Christina gasped, "How do you have this? I turn all the cameras off when I'm fucking Carlos!"
Not willing to reveal I have hidden cameras all over her house, I lied, "Christina, I can override the cameras at any time. So, you wouldn't believe how much footage I have of you fucking almost every staff member. Strangely, though, given you and my brother are married, I have almost no footage of you fucking him."
"What are you going to do with this, John? She asked. "Show it to your brother?"
"I thought about that, Christina," I replied. "But then I thought, 'Bruce loves you. And you obviously love Bruce; it's just that you need more from your sex life than Bruce is prepared to give you.' So I'm not going to wreck your marriage for you.
But I want you to think about this: I have the same problem as you with your sister. I love her, and she loves me, but Milla is straight in bed. She won't even let me have anal. So instead of risking a sexually transmitted disease with all your exterior lovers, I want you to become mine. Together, we'll explore your kink fantasies."
Christina stared at me steadily before saying, "And if I refuse?"
Holding her gaze, I answered, "Then some of these clips might find their way onto the internet. I'm sure the media will have a field day showing and talking about you appearing in a sex film. Who knows? Maybe you will become the next Kim Kardashian."
"Dad will disown me. Your brother and I will be penniless and living on the streets."
"I guess you'd have to stop being 'too beautiful to work' then, won't you?" I callously replied. "Looking as pretty as you do, you'll make a good living working the streets."
Christina didn't say anything, but I could see her mind furiously working, trying to decide what to do.
"I'm going to tell your brother you've recorded me and go to the police," she finally said.
"He's coming now. Would you like me to show him the clip?"
"No!" Christina said quickly. "Come and see me around 10.00 am tomorrow, and we'll discuss this more then.
The following day, Christina opened the door at my knock and quickly ushered me inside.
"You're going to show me if you're any good in the sack, John," she told me. "Show me you can dominate me by making me your bitch. I will resist you with all that I have, but if you can make me orgasm until I beg you to stop, I'll make this a permanent thing."
"Promise you will give up all other lovers except Bruce and me, and you've got a deal."
"I'll have to sack them all, John. Do you have any idea how hard it is to find good staff?"
"And I care, because?" I replied.
"Fuck!" She exclaimed. "Okay! We have a deal, but you'd better be as good as you think you are!"
"Show me to your room, and get your fetish kit out. Carlos is nothing but a fucking amateur."
I'd brought a bag with me full of the small amount of BDSM gear I still have. Most of the kit I used when active in the scene has perished beyond use, but I'd bought a few modern items on my way over.
Putting batteries in the G-Spot vibrator I'd bought, I plugged the deep tissue massager into the wall. My bag has numerous lengths of soft silk rope that are perfect for tying someone up. No need for the lazy man's Velcro cuffs and anklets with me.
Sitting on the edge of Christina's marital bed, I indicated a spot directly in front of me, "Stand there and strip, little miss christina," I said. "Dance for me as you do."
Christina opened her mouth to object, but I forcefully brought my hands together and snapped, "Right now, miss."
Caught by surprise, Christina did as she was told. Christina is used to giving the orders, not taking them, but, as I suspected, there's a deeply submissive streak under the spoilt brat exterior.
As soon as she was naked, I stood and wrapped one arm around her shoulders and the other around her hips. Then, picking her up without any apparent effort, I lay her in the middle of her bed and quickly tied her extremities to the bed's four corners.
Taking two thinner and shorter pieces of rope out of my bag, I wrapped them around Christina's tits before tying them off. Christina moaned softly, as craning her neck to peer down, she watched her tits and nipples turning purple.
Using my left hand to flick her nipples with my thumb and forefinger, I trailed my right down her toned, flat stomach, across her waxed pubis and onto her pussy. Then finding the entrance to her pussy lips with my middle finger and slipping it inside her, I ran my thumb in firm circles over her tiny pleasure nub.
Another deep moan issued from Christina's mouth as my finger slid inside her pussy.
Suddenly, her eyes flew open, "Oh, shit! I'm going to cum!" She exclaimed.
Gasping and moaning as her juices poured out of her pussy and over my invading finger, Christina shuddered through her first orgasm that day. Then, replacing my finger with the G-Spot vibrator, I quickly brought her to a second and third orgasm.
Now that I had her bubbling along, I wanted to drive Christine up to the peak of erotic ecstasy. So, I brought a plastic ruler out of my bag. Then, holding the on/off button on the vibrator, I began alternately smacking each of her nipples. First, I'd whack a nipple with the ruler, then, as Christine flinched in pain, I'd momentarily flick the vibrator on. This sent a sudden jolt of pleasure deep into Christina's cerebral cortex.
Before long, Christina's mind equated the ruler's hit with a brief moment of exquisite ecstasy. Then, slowly increasing the intensity and frequency of my hits along with how long I left the vibrator buzzing, I remorselessly drove Christina up the path to sexual nirvana.
Finally, with one last vicious hit across both nipples, I turned the G-Spot vibrator to full intensity. Holding it on Christina's G-Spot as I took her clitoris in my mouth, I lashed my tongue as fast as possible over and around her most sensitive external pleasure nub.
The combined pleasure/pain blasted Christina into orgasmic heaven. Her pussy pulsed open, and her womanly essences gushed from her as she came over and over again.
Limply sagging against her binds, her hair sweat plastered to her face, Christina moaned, "No more. I can take no more. Please, John, You have to stop."
With a satisfied smile, I released Christina from the bed and helped her to sit up, "I'm pretty sure that counts as begging me to stop, little miss christina, don't you?"
Surprisingly giving me a hug, Christina answered, "Yes, John. It does. Now, tell me, what do you want to do to me?"
"Letting me cum on your face will do for this time," I replied.
Christina tried to refuse, "I don't really even like cum in me, John, let alone on me. I'll toss you off, and you can cum in my panties if you want."
"I give you all that pleasure, and I get tossed off? I don't think so, little one. I can smack your ass until you beg me to cum on your face if you prefer?"
Unwillingly closing her eyes, Christina said, "Cum on my face then."
Wiping my cock's head along her lips, I replied, "Open up and give me a bit of a suck, miss."
Christina sighed but let me inside. She even begrudgingly ran her tongue around my glans before I pulled out and shot all over her beautiful face. In my eyes, with globs of my cum dripping down her face, off her chin and onto her tits, she looked perfect.
"Getting back to my point, John. Other than the occasional session like this, what do you want to do with me?"
I laid out my plan, "You usually take a break at this time of year, don't you? You join your old college friends for a month of debauchery in Cancun."
Holding my hands up at her attempt to deny my accusations, I said, "I know it's a month of debauchery because I've heard the college kids talking about seeing you there and some of the things you have gotten up to. Some of them have received blowjobs and sex from you."
"And? What if I have done those things?"
Ignoring her, I added, "You and your friends aren't shy about putting on a show for the college kids, either. According to the frat boy's chat, you'll do full-on lesbian sex shows on your balcony and sometimes in the pool."
"Okay, but why do you bring this up?"
"Because this year, you're not going. You will tell Bruce you are taking your usual trip, but you will cancel all plans with your friends."
"But I like my annual trip down there. It's the best sex that I have all year."
"As soon as you're on the plane, I'll release the first of the clips I have recorded then."



"Fuck, John. Really? Alright, what am I doing instead?"
"You're coming with me out to my fallout shelter in Maine."
Suddenly interested, Christina said, "Oh? Why?"
Grabbing my phone, I queued one of the many clips I have stored. Then, letting the part where she begs Carlos to 'force me to cum as I scream rape Carlo, baby,' I said, "Come with me, and I will fulfil one of your many rape fantasies for you. I'll stage a full-on kidnapping, hostage hold and victim rape scenario for you.
Then, once we're in my shelter, I'll try more of my pleasure/pain experiments on you. Does that sound good?"
Christina gutturally moaned, "Oh, Gawd, fuck, yes! When and how will you do it?"
"I have it all carefully planned for this year's summer school break," I told her. "I usually take a hiking holiday by myself at this time. So, I've told everyone, including Milla and work, that I'm taking an extended break to hike The Appalachian Trail. Everybody knows I'll be gone for five to seven weeks."
"I can't be gone for that long, John."
"I'll have you back safe and sound and well fucked by the time you'd typically come back from Cancun, Christina. Nobody needs ever know you didn't go."
"When are you going to take me?"
"The morning you're supposed to get on the plane to Cancun. To make it as authentic as possible, I'll kidnap you just as I would if I was doing it for real, including chloroforming you to unconsciousness."
Christina lay on her back, then lifted and spread her knees. As her fingers found her clitoris and two delved into her pussy, she moaned, "Fuck! I'm so hot imagining it now. Fuck me, John, please. Let's get this started."
Laughing at her, I replied, "No. You get to take my cock inside your pussy only when you orgasm to the pain/pleasure cycle I will use on you."
"Okay. Watch me cum before you leave, though, please."
It didn't take long before Christina groaned through an orgasm.
"I'll see you on Monday, little miss christina. You won't see me, but I'll see you!" I said as I left for home.
Carrying all the gear necessary for a three-month trek, I kissed Milla goodbye as I caught the bus to the head of The Appalachian Trail. Once there, I unlocked the old Mustang I had hidden in the bushes beside the carpark and drove back to Boston.
Knowing Bruce was at work, I disabled the cameras. If he checked them later, Bruce wouldn't think this was unusual as the cameras often went down for 30 minutes to an hour and a half. However, he hadn't mentioned any gaps in the recordings before, so I doubt he checked them very often. The holes were there because Christina turned them off when she was fucking one of her staff.
I slipped inside using the key Bruce had given me when I wired the house. Christina was in the shower, so I grabbed her as she came out, chloroformed her, stuffed her into the big luggage bag I had brought for the occasion, and then wheeled her to the car.
I used a black Camry I'd hired under a false name for the kidnapping. I put Uber stickers on the car and wore an Uber cap. Keeping my head low, I put Christina's 'luggage' in the boot and then went back inside to get her holiday bags to put in the boot with her. Then, climbing back into the Camry, I waited until no one was around before driving off.
If somebody had noticed me and reported it to the cops, they would wonder why she had taken an Uber instead of using her driver. But even if they did manage to identify the car, the identity trail would end on a fake licence at the rental company.
Driving into a downtown carpark, I opened the bag long enough to knock Christina out again, then swapped her into the boot of the Mustang. The rental place was just over the road, so it took only a few moments to drop the car back, and I was soon on my way to Maine.
I carefully followed every road rule because I definitely didn't want to be pulled over for a traffic infringement with a tied and unconscious Christina in my boot.
Arriving, I hefted Christina out of the boot and opened the bag long enough to gas her again. Then, I put her on the trolley for the trip to the shelter, taking her holiday luggage with me.
Luckily, I encountered no one on the quick hike to my shelter. I lifted Christina inside, stripped her, and then strapped her to the gynaecological bed I had purchased in anticipation of having her under my control. I tied her feet to the stirrups. Her sex was obscenely on display.
To prepare her for my experiments, I injected her with a dose of pethidine to induce some euphoria.
Next, I attached lined black cloth eyepatches over her eyes. Now, no matter how bright the lights were, she couldn't tell light from dark. Next, I filled her ears with a waxy compound that had her completely deaf. Once I was sure the plugs and patches were securely in place and working effectively, I took an earplug out and an eyepatch off.
Now that Christina was utterly helpless, and all of her senses could be deprived, I attached the pads from my TENS machine to her nipples and clitoris. But, before securing that patch, I smeared some clitoris stimulation gel onto her clit. Christina began writhing her hips subconsciously as the pethidine, and stimulating gel started to work.
Settling into a comfortable chair, I waited for Christina to awaken.
Christina eventually came to. First, she tested the binds holding her to the bed, and then she tried to shake the patch off her eye. Then, realising she was trapped and helpless, she began to moan.
"Oh, fuck, John!" Christina groaned. "This is so fucking hot! Touch my clitoris, please, and I'll cum immediately."
Stroking the hair from where it had fallen over Christina's face, I answered, "Pain/pleasure cycle, little miss chrissy, remember? Not pleasure/pain."
"Chrissy?" Christina complained. "You know I hate people abbreviating my name."
"I think it'll help you with the role play, Christina," I explained. "As my rape and kidnap victim, Christina Templeton, heiress and wife, doesn't exist. Only little miss chrissy, eager to please, cock sucking whore, remains."
Getting into her role, Christina pleaded, "If you let me go, John. I promise I won't say a thing."
Joining her in the act, I told her menacingly, "You're going to learn to love sucking cock, and love taking it up your arse. Because if you don't, you ain't leaving here alive."
Christina pretended to weep. "Please don't do this to me, John, please."
Starting to enjoy the character I played, I said, "Oh, I'm doing this to you, you fucking bitch. You're my experiment. I have cameras set up all around to record this. PornHub will pay me a motza for it."
Having a woman who could have been Mila Kunis' sister bound helplessly in front of me was almost more than I could bare. I wanted to drop the charade and fuck Christina for days.
That would have defeated my purpose, though. Christina must subconsciously recognise that pain, no matter how much she is hurt, followed by a cock in any of her holes equates to delicious orgasms,
Doing my PhD thesis, I propounded several theories on why women stay in abusive relationships. The one I want to test first is this: The human mind adores pleasure and loathes pain. What if I mashed the two together? What if I caused the subject amounts of extreme pain whilst stimulating their pleasure centres? What if the only way to stop the pain was to cum?
I know the human mind will go to extreme lengths to avoid pain. We all know how hard it is to do an action your mind knows will cause pain. However, pleasure works the other way. Your brain will encourage you to do virtually anything if it knows it will get an endorphin rush and the high that goes with it.
With these two reactions being the norm, would it be possible to jam them together and make the brain think it was all pleasure? I didn't know, so I wanted to do this experiment.
"This is what I want to try with you, Chrissy," I explained. "I want to cause you pain as I stimulate your erogenous zones, similar to how I used the ruler and G-Spot vibrator earlier, but at an increased level of intensity. All you need to do to stop the pain is orgasm."
"What happens if it doesn't work, John? I enjoy some pain when making love, but it's always been pretty mild. What if the pain is only that?"
"Then I take you to the airport, and you join your friends in Cancun after all. Then, I head home, faking an injury that prevented me from continuing my trek."
Running my hands over Christina's tightly toned body and onto her hard nipples, I let my right hand drift down to find Christina's pussy's entrance. Then, dipping two fingers into her, I said, "You're really wet and excited just thinking about this, chrissy. What do you say? Shall we see if we can't blast your sexuality wide open and turn you into a cock and cum loving pain slut?"
As my fingers dipped into her, Christina thrust her hips up at them, "Gawd, yes, John. Let's do it. I've fantasised about being a total pain-loving fuck bag for years."
Wanting to kiss her to show how appreciative I was, I slid two probes into Chrissy's vagina instead.
"What you feel sliding into you are two probes," I explained. "One reads moisture and temperature, and the other reads contractions. With these, I'll be able to register your arousal levels and whether or not you've orgasmed.
Pretending to cum won't cut it, as I'll be able to read your arousal levels by your wetness, pussy warmth, and the contractions of your quim. However, it will likely take a few days before your mind reprograms itself to recognise pain as pleasure, so you might need to tough it out, okay?."
Nodding her head, Christina said, "I'm so fucking hot right now, I reckon just a touch on my clitoris, and I'll explode."
"If we're going to get into this role play, little miss chrissy," I added. "You need a safe word to use, so I know you want things to immediately stop, okay? If it all gets too much, I want you to yell "Red, John!" as loudly as possible."
Nodding, Christina replied, "Yell Red as loud as I can if I need you to stop. Got it." Then relaxing back, she said, "I'm ready, Mr John. Start your experiment."
Christina began the role-play by saying, "My friends will phone when I don't get off the plane, and they'll know I'm missing."
I showed her her phone, "Your birthdate as your PIN, Chrissy? Tsk, tsk. I sent a message to your group chat saying you had a family emergency and had to go upstate for a while. I saw the videos you had posted to each other, Chrissy. A right bunch of sluts, aren't you? Pussy munching, cock swallowing whores, the lot of you."
I didn't tell Chrissy that I had hacked her phone. Yup, she was stupid enough to use her birth date as her PIN. I forwarded all her videos to my email to watch at my leisure. But looking at how much footage there was of Christina eating snatch or having hers eaten, I suspected Christina was a lesbian in denial.
When I added this footage to her statement that she didn't even like a guy cumming inside her, it seemed apparent that she preferred women.
Delving deeply into her kidnap victim role, Chrissy shook with sobs, "Please, John, please. If you let me go, I'll even let you fuck me in my ass."
"Unlike how you refuse to let the pool boy or your personal trainer fuck you up there?" I asked.
Shocked out of her role for a second, Chrissy said, "You can't possibly know that."
"I've got hours of footage, Chrissy," I confirmed. "Hours, and hours, and hours. As I said earlier, I can override the camera shut off anytime I want."
I still didn't want her to know I had hidden cams all over the house.
Chrissy lay there quietly, thinking about this for a time, but then the pethidine and stimulating gel started to do their job. Her eyes glazed, and her hips pushed slightly up and back as pleasure overwhelmed her.
Waiting until Christina seemed close to orgasm, I moved the fucking machine I had built into her view. My invention has a simple electric motor attached to a rotating wheel. With an aluminium shaft about 2 feet long attached to the outside of the wheel and running through a ring, the rod is pushed forward for the first half of the wheel's rotation and pulled back for the second half.
Getting Christina's attention, I showed her the double-headed dildo I was about to attach to the head of the machine's shaft.
"Once you're aroused enough to need fucking," I said. "I'm going to insert this in your pussy and ass. That way, you can cum over and over until you can cum no more."
Chrissy groaned in anticipation.
"Shall we start?" I asked rhetorically. I was going to start regardless of her answer.
I had one more invention to show Christina. So, I brought the leads to the torture device I had made over to her naked body. I'd built an electrical flow machine that connected to the main power supply. With the electricity flowing through a control system, I could choose how much voltage and amperage was transferred to the leads.
I considered leaving the bull clips on the ends of the leads but was afraid Chrissy might spasm so severely that her nipples would get torn off. So instead, I connected the lead's wires to a pair of metal clothes pegs. These pegs were going to hurt like a bitch, but weren't going to cause any permanent damage.
Replacing the eyepatch and earplug, I turned the TENS machine on at its lowest pulse rate of 2 hertz. Doing this began stimulating Chrissy's pleasure centres. If on a muscle, with the pulse this low, the TENS machine would cause minor muscle contractions. On her nipples and clit, it should stimulate her body to produce endorphins. The brain's opiate-like stimulation.
I watched eagerly as the drug I had given her and the TENS machine pulses did their thing. Then, despite herself, Chrissy began to moan as her arousal grew.
Clipping the positive end of the leads to Chrissy's left breast, I dragged the negative peg across her stomach. Chrissy screamed in agony as the peg sizzled across her skin. I placed a vibrator onto the patch over her clit as she yelled.
I waited until the drugs and gel had her writhing again, then repeated the action of dragging the live end across her. Her screams echoed through my hideout again.
Putting the vibrator to the side, I got a magic wand vibrator. These vibrators send deep vibrations into your muscles. Applied to the clit of an aroused woman, it will blow them into an orgasm. Holding it to Chrissy's clit and the entrance to her vulva, I ran the peg across her body again.
She spasmed against her restraints, almost levitating off the bed. Chrissy's whole body was lifted off the table except where she was bound.
I pulled the earplug out of her ear. "You can stop the pain, Chrissy slut girl," I told her. "All you have to do is cum. Then the pain stops until your next session."
I pushed the plug back in. Then, pausing the TENS machine, I ran the metal clip across her mercilessly for close to 15 seconds. Finally, Chrissy was arched up against her restraints and screaming her lungs out.
Then, I turned the tens machine up a notch and pushed the wand against her clit. I followed that by slipping my finger inside her cunt and finding her Gspot. Then, sliding my middle finger over her inner pleasure centre, I worked on arousing her sexual desires.
Despite her screams, Chrissy's pussy throbbed with arousal. The sphincter inside her vulva gripped my finger as her secretions poured out around my invading digit.
As my finger found her most pleasurable inner erogenous zone, Chrissy loudly groaned through a seemingly stupendous orgasm, 'Oh, Gawd, fuck me," she hummed. "Oh, my lawd, is that good. Smack my face, John. Call me dirty names."
I looked at the figures from the probe. To my surprise, it showed that her pussy wetness had grown significantly, as had the heat in her vulva. So, taking the patches off her nipples and clit, I turned the flow device's power on again.
Then I dragged the peg across her nipples, down between her breasts and over her clit. Chrissy howled in pain. Then, I held the clip away and flicked my tongue over her left nipple as I held the wand against her clit.
Putting the peg down, I picked up the vibrator and slid it into Chrissy's cunt. With the tip of the vibrator, I found her Gspot. Running the vibrator over this pleasure node, I took the wand off her clit, picked up the lead and dragged it over her nipples again.
I completed this tour by dragging the peg across Chrissy's forehead.
I removed an earplug, "Cum to the stimulation I'm giving you, and I'll let you sleep for the night untouched and unharmed," I told her.
Without waiting for a reply, I added a couple of volts to the peg before dragging it across Chrissy's collarbones. Lifting it off her, I tongued her clit. After that, I alternated electrocuting her with a finger on her Gspot and a tongue on her clit.
After about three minutes of constant pain and oral stimulation, Chrissy came. I looked at the data from the computer readouts.
Taking out one of Chrissy's earplugs, I said, "You're doing well, my girl. By the readings, you're already equating pain with orgasms. It won't take me long to retrain your brain to delight in receiving pain. Then, I mercilessly zapped her again.
Chrissy, playing her role for all she was worth, cried and begged, "Please stop, please, John. I beg of you. It's not too late, you can just let me go, and I promise I won't tell a soul."
In answer, I zapped her again.
Putting the earplug back in, I lay the second peg on her naval and then moved away so she couldn't feel my presence. Flicking the power flow device on and off, I tortured Chrissy relentlessly for close to 30 minutes.
Chrissy's body was orgasming so severely and often that she was covered in sweat. Her throat had gotten so hoarse from her screams as she came that she was losing her voice. I turned off the flow device, leaving her gasping and shuddering. Next, I added some more stimulating gel to Chrissy's clitoris.
I pulled an earplug out, "I'm impressed, little miss chrissy," I told her. "You've already stopped fighting the pain, and now ride with it. You're accepting pain as foreplay that leads to sexual pleasure, excitement, and, finally, to your orgasm."
I gave Chrissy another dose of pethidine and stroked her clitoris with the wand whilst holding the tip of the vibrator against her Gspot. Looking at the monitors, I saw that Chrissy was showing signs of another imminent cum eruption. I was surprised because I thought it would be a slow process to retrain her brain to recognise pain as pleasure.
I began to alternate pain with sexual stimulation again. Finally, after about 20 minutes of this, Chrissy exploded into another violent orgasm and passed out. She gave one last wail with her body stretched taut in rictus, then collapsed to the bed.
I checked her pulse and took a patch off to check her auto-responses. They were all okay, so I decided to let her rest for a time.
Over the next few days, I kept Chrissy completely sensory-deprived. No sound or sight at all. I would start on the pain/pleasure cycle at random intervals again. Other times I would add some stimulating gel to her nipples and clitoris. Every 12 hours, I'd give her another dose of pethidine and crank the pain levels up.
After around six days of my doing this, Chrissy began to orgasm almost as soon as I introduced some pain. After that, it didn't seem to matter which part of her body would receive pain or pleasure as she would cum to pain as soon as she received it.
The best part was that if I gave her pleasure without any pain, the probes showed her arousal, but it was a slow process. However, if I introduced pain first, Chrissy would launch immediately into orgasm. Or it would only take a few seconds for her to blow.
What I'd managed to so far was prove I could take someone who was already fantasising about being a pain slut and making them one. But, unfortunately, none of that answered my question. Do domestic abuse sufferers stay because they've become addicted to the pleasure endorphins from the sex overriding their pain?



I took the earplugs out and the patches on her eyes off because it was time to try another tact.
What I'd been doing was alternating the pain and the pleasure in quick succession with each other. But that isn't how a domestic violence relationship works. The abuse is prolonged in a domestic violence situation, and the pleasure is sparing and irregularly spaced.
My new tactic was to leave Chrissy aware of her surroundings but to control those surroundings. Chrissy had no way of knowing day from night as there was no sunlight. She couldn't tell morning from afternoon or how long she had been in the dark or in the light.
I would yawn prodigiously to aid my deception and say, "Enough for tonight. Now ... shall I leave the vibrator turned on and on your clit, or inside you on your Gspot? Or should I leave the electric current zapping you all night? Hmmm. Decisions, decisions."
Either option I used didn't matter because I turned every light off, leaving Chrissy in total darkness and alone for varying periods. Sometimes, after just an hour, I'd come back with her meal and greet her as if a solid 8 hours, or more, had passed. Other times I would wait 12 to 18 hours before bringing her a meal.
The next thing I did was to give her no pleasure, just hour after hour of intense low-grade pain. Finally, Chrissy got to the point that when I turned on the light, she would immediately start begging me to hurt her more because the pain she was receiving was less than she now needed to get off.
"I need to cum so badly, John! You have to do something so that I can orgasm, please?" She pleaded.
For four days, I ignored her pleas for leniency and slowly ramped the pain levels up.
When I turned the lights on on the fifth day, Chrissy was pushing her hips yearningly up off the bed. Her hair had been plastered all over her face. It was apparent the pain level had reached that exquisite nirvana point. Chrissy was experiencing continual orgasms, one after the other, every few minutes.
When her fevered eyes found mine, she moaned, "It's too much, John."
"Unnnhhh, unnnhhh," poured from her mouth as another orgasm ripped through her.
"You have to give me a break, please, John. I'll have to yell red, otherwise."
Chrissy had been locked with her feet in the stirrups for almost ten days. As a result, she was starting to develop bed sores from the pressure points.
I undid the straps holding her to the bed and removed the probes from her pussy. Her legs were weak from the lack of activity, so I had to help her to her feet. Looking at where the pressure sores were starting to develop, I felt a little guilty. I didn't want to deform or permanently mark the woman. I just wanted to break her into a complaisant cock and pain-loving slut.
Very gently, I helped Chrissy across to the shower and bathing area. Supporting almost all of her weight, I carefully cleaned Chrissy down. I washed her from head to toe using lots of soap and warm water and applied some ointment to the bed sores. Then I lowered Chrissy to a sitting position so I could wash her hair. Chrissy turned her head and nuzzled my balls.
"Hmmm," she moaned. "Let me taste you, John, please."
Smiling to myself, I took my thick 7-inch cock out of my pants and offered it to her lips. I'd been looking forward to this stage since I took her. Now that Chrissy knew I could make her cum fast and often, she wanted to share some of her pleasure with me. Offering to suck me off was a good start in her rewarding me.
The problem was that Chrissy wasn't very good at giving head and gave me close to the worst blow job ever. Her lips didn't cover her teeth, so the sensitive head of my cock was being dragged painfully over them. Plus, she could only accept about the first two inches into her mouth before retching as my cock hit her gag reflex.
Noticing that I wasn't reacting well to her attempts at oral, Chrissy pleaded, "Please tell me, John, what aren't I doing right? I've hardly ever sucked a guy before because I hate the taste of cum. But I want to reward you. What do I have to do to make it better?" "
I responded, "There'll be time for my pleasure later. At this stage, what I want is for you to learn to embrace the pain and come to crave it. Once you allow yourself to be aroused by pain given anywhere and anytime, we can work on how to show your appreciation to your lover by worshipping them with your mouth, tongue, pussy, and ass."
"Do you think I'll be able to?" Chrissy asked.
"You're already most of the way there, little miss chrissy," I told her. "All you have left to learn is how to crave the pain so you can cum, and to yearn for your man's semen as your reward for being a good little slut."
"If I can orgasm to the pain, you'll let me have sex with you?"
"There's a little more to it, but cumming to the pain is the first step."
"What other steps are there?"
"Let's make it past the first step, and then we can discuss what is next."
"And if I'm unable to do it? If I can't learn to enjoy the pain?"
"Then you make a late appearance at Cancun, and I head home," I smiled.
"What happens now?" Chrissy asked.
"You go back on the table, and I start torturing you again, so the pain and pleasure get more closely melded together in your mind."
"Gawd!" Chrissy exclaimed. "I'm not sure I'm ready to cum again yet."
I gave Chrissy another dose of pethidine and then put some stimulating gel on her nipples and clitoris. Next, I reattached the TENS machine, set it to its lowest setting, and reinserted the probes into her pussy. Then, replacing the eyepatches and the earplugs, I left Chrissy alone and took a much-needed nap.
The insistent beeping of the machine woke me a few hours later. Stretching and yawning, I examined the readings. To my shock, it showed Chrissy's pussy was both wet and hot. I moved across to her reclined body to see her hips writhing and thrusting with soft moans issuing from her mouth.
Moving quickly, I picked up the vibrating wand, turned it to its maximum setting and applied it to the patch over Chrissy's clit. Then with a deep grunt and a long, exhaled whistling moan, Chrissy came.
I rechecked the readings. There was no mistaking it. The probe measuring contractions sent a regular bouncing message to the reader. The temperature and dampness inside her cunt showed Chrissy had enjoyed a minor orgasm.
I was ecstatic because this was the first time Chrissy had cum for me without first receiving large amounts of pain.
Temporarily removing the patch over her clitoris, I added some more stimulating gel, then slipped the vibrator inside her pussy and onto her Gspot. Placing the wand back on her clit I worked both vibrators in small circles over and around her two pleasure centres simultaneously.
The readings showed that Chrissy was reaching a crescendo again. Her pussy temperature and wetness were close to maximum, and her quim was contracting and opening in a fast rhythm.
I waited until her gasps indicated Chrissy was about to cum. Then, just before she did, I ran the electrified metal clothes pegs across her nipples, down her belly and onto her clit. I timed it perfectly. The pain hit her just as her orgasm blasted off. Screaming and thrusting hard up against the magic wand on her clit, Chrissy exploded into a pussy-juice gushing orgasm.
"OMFG!" She screamed. "Oh fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! OMFG! What have you done to me? OMFG! I can't stop it! Oh, fuck, yes!"
Chrissy passed out as I dragged the lead across her nipples for the third time.
Turning everything off and removing the eyepatches and earplugs, I waited for Chrissy to come to. I didn't have to wait that long before Chrissy's eyes fluttered open, and she stared at me.
"That's a good start, little miss chrissy. You may make a total pain and cum slut yet. But you deserve to be rewarded for accomplishing part of your goals. What would you like?"
"I don't suppose you'd let it go at that, and we can get to the fucking each other senseless part?"
Shaking my head, I replied, "It's only a start, little one. First, you have to learn that I am your Master. That the barest word from me is a commandment to you. You will need to know to obey instantly everything I tell you to do, including cumming on demand.
"Is there something other than the dried food you make me eat, then?"
"I have a selection of frozen meals. Would you like chicken pasta or a spag bog, or there's even a roast dinner? Which one would you like?"
"Chicken pasta, please, Master," she replied.
Instead of just undoing Chrissy's hand ties, I let her up. She needed a little support to get to the dining table but could make the last few steps unaided. She was tucking into a microwaved chicken pasta dinner a few minutes later. Chrissy ate silently for a time, but she kept starting to say something before changing her mind and stopping.
"Speak, Miss Chrissy. What's the worst that happens?" I told her.
"Yes, Sir," she replied. "May I ask why you're doing this to me?"
"Because I can, and you asked me to, little miss chrissy," was my response.
"You said that before. But no, really, why are you doing this to me?"
"Firstly, little one, I'm doing it because I'm sick and tired of your high-handed attitude and behaviours. My brother deserves better than a wife that fucks six out of seven of her house and grounds staff but not him. He doesn't deserve a wife that goes to Cancun once a year to spend a month fucking college boys and girls but won't let him near her. He deserves a wife who cares for and loves him and wants to have his children. By the time I finish with you, you will be that wife.
But I'm mostly doing it to test my theories on why people stay in abusive relationships. Plus, I want to see if I can smash pain and pleasure so densely into you that your brain cannot tell the difference and will react to hurt as if it were a pleasure."
"So, I'm some kind of experiment, then?"
"Yes."
"How do we proceed? Chrissy asked.
"Learn to embrace the pain. Drink it into yourself until it becomes a pleasure. Accept it as sexual stimulation and enjoy being beaten, tortured and even raped. Accept me as your Owner and Master, and learn to worship me as your giver of life and love and pleasure.
If you can do that, then you have my word that I will return you to your husband. Then all you have to do is please him. Bruce doesn't want much, just a wife who loves and respects him and wants to have his children."
"What's to stop me from deciding you're raping me and going to the police as soon as you release me?"
"Nothing, Christina. Let me repeat. If you want to stop, say 'Red, John," and I will release you and take you home or to the airport so you can head to Cancun.
But, if you're planning to accuse me of anything, remember that I have literally hundreds of hours of recorded footage of you fucking everyone other than your husband. I also have video of you doing drugs with Carlos (the pool boy), and I have the recordings off your cell phone of you doing drugs in Cancun. Also, don't forget I have copies of all the lesbian sex you and your friends recorded.
If you accuse me of anything, I will release it all to PornHub before posting it to your father, your husband, and all the media outlets."
That certainly got Chrissy's attention.
"Why don't we just make love, John? I will fuck your brains out until it's time to go back. You will then drop me home, and I promise not to say a word."
"If all I wanted to do was fuck you, my little slut, all I would have had to do was give you the come-on at one of the parties we were at together. I've seen how you lick your lips when you look at my groin. I know how badly you want to be fucked by what I have. You would have let me between your legs whenever I wanted."
Chrissy blushed, "I didn't think you'd noticed," she mumbled.
Chrissy had finished everything on her plate, so I took her to the bathroom so she could do her business.
I even let her pull the curtain around the commode so she could do it privately.
"Will you willingly walk across the table and get back into position, or do I have to force you?" I asked.
Chrissy tried to walk across haughtily but failed as she kept taking nervous glances over her shoulder to see if I would react. The little show of defiance didn't bother me. She was still doing what was asked.
Once she was securely strapped down again, I leant forward over her face and whispered, "Defiance only extends your torment, little miss chrissy. Keep showing it if you wish, but remind yourself there's a price to pay."
With that, I turned the flow on the electrical torture device as high as I dared and ran it across her nipples, collarbones and stomach as she screamed.
Once Chrissy orgasmed and passed out from the pain/pleasure cycle, I reinserted the probes, added the gel, attached the TENS machine pads and turned it on. The earplugs and eyepatches were placed back on her, as well.
I sat and read as I waited for Chrissy to regain consciousness. I must've dozed off because the readers woke me again. According to the monitor, Chrissy was showing signs of arousal again.
Working swiftly, I removed the probes and positioned the fucking machine in front of Chrissy's pussy. Then, removing the double-headed dildo, I replaced it with a thick fake dick about the same size as my cock.
The dildo curved slightly upwards and should rub against Chrissy's Gspot as it pushed in and out of her.
Turning the machine to its lowest speed, I turned it on and watched as it thrust slowly into Chrissy's pussy.
A low, almost inaudible moan was forced from Chrissy's lips.
Smiling, I moved the machine forward so more of the dildo would scrape across Chrissy's Gspot.
Her moan was much louder this time.
I grabbed the leads from the electrical flow device and attached one end to her left nipple. The pain from the peg biting in caused another low moan.
Taking the magic wand in my right hand, I turned it to low and held it against her clitoris. Then, unwillingly, it seemed by the hesitant way she did it, Chrissy's hips began to gyrate up and down, meeting the thrusting dildo.
As the dildo moved forward, Chrissy would lift her hips to meet it as if it was her lover's rigid cock. She would then let her hips drop down as the dildo moved backwards out of her. Finally, with a shuddering moan, Chrissy came. As she did, I dragged the other clip across her clit and down onto the entrance to her vulva.
"Oh, Fuck!" She yelled. "Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck! OH, MY FUCKING GOD! Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
Chrissy's eyes fluttered open, and she looked at me in almost wonder as I removed a patch and an earplug.
"Good girl," I told her. "I have hope for you now. Rest now, my soon-to-be whore. Tomorrow, we ramp things up again."
I replaced the patch and plug and left her alone for a time. It was about 1.00 am, according to my watch.
Getting some sleep proved problematic. I was both excited and nervous about Chrissy's two orgasm events. I was excited because she had cum but worried because, both times, there wasn't any pain involved at the beginning. They seemed to be a reaction to the euphoria induced by the pethidine and stimulating gel rather than me causing her pain, as I was hoping.
I don't know how long I lay there before Chrissy's soft moaning woke me up. I flicked on a low lamp so I could see what was happening.
Chrissy's hips were thrusting in time with the pulses of the TENS machine at the dildo that was still in her cunt.
I hadn't taken the peg off her nipple, so that was the only pain she was receiving. I thought she was again reacting to the stimulating gel and the endorphins created by the contractions of the TENS.
I watched for nearly twenty minutes as Chrissy continued moaning and thrusting her cunt at the dildo. She seemed very close to the edge of an orgasm but couldn't quite get there.
I took a riding crop from my bag. Being very careful not to get too close to Chrissy or touch her, ensuring she would remain unaware of my presence, I waited until Chrissy had pushed her pussy as far forwards as possible. Then I brought the crop hard down onto her clitoris.
She almost literally exploded.
"Oh, God! OMFG! Oh, fucking hell! Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! Fuck me! I'm cumming!" She screamed as juices poured from her pussy.
After Chrissy had cum, she burst into tears. I let her cry for a few minutes before turning the lights on and taking her eyepatches off and earplugs out.
Once her eyes focused on me, I raised an eyebrow. Chrissy said, "It's just all so intense, John. First, the pain, then my orgasms. I dread the pain, but then my cunt throbs and I yearn for it. Then it happens, and I cum, but then I start dreading the pain again. Smiling, Chrissy facetiously said I think you're destroying me.
"Yes. Yes, I am," I smiled back at her. "I am destroying the snotty little rich bitch princess you were and making you into a decent human being. A decent human being that gets off on pain and lives for cock and cum. Your choices, little miss chrissy, remain the same. Learn to ride with the pain and follow it into pleasure and orgasms or go home and wait to see if your videos are posted or not."
"I've cum to your damned pain/pleasure cycle numerous times! What more do you want from me?" She bitched.
"I believe your body is reacting to the pethidine and the endorphins engendered by the TENS machine and to the stimulating gel, not to the pain. You will need to react to the pain by becoming aroused and be able to orgasm without receiving any pleasure at all to make me sure."
"Pain is just pain. How am I supposed to learn to love it? It's not possible! You may as well send me home now," she wailed.
"But, you already know, that's bullshit, Chrissy. You were already well on your way to being a pain slut before I took you out here."
Chrissy dropped her eyes and nodded, "Yes. You're right."
"Deciding to take our role play to its nth degree, I took a very sharp Bowie knife out of my locked toolbox.
"Shall I start with the rape and torture now?" I asked rhetorically. "I've had plenty of fun with the fucking machine and power surge device. But, I think it's time I got to torturing you for real, don't you? Maybe I'll start by cutting your nipples and clitoris off."
With that, I walked quickly over to Chrissy's reclined and tied body and took hold of her left nipple between my forefinger and thumb. Then, pulling it viciously away from her body, I waved the knife in front of her eyes and brought it slowly down toward her stretched and twisted nipple.
I twisted Chrissy's nipple mercilessly whilst stretching it as far out from her breast as I could. I wasn't going to cut her, but I had to do something to get her moving in one direction or the other.
Either moving inward and through the pain into orgasmic pleasure or down into despair and mental collapse where she gave up on her desire to become a wanton, pain-loving slut and used her safe words to stop the experiment. If she did the latter, I planned on spending at least a week fucking every hole she had until we were both sexually satiated
Chrissy's hooded eyes and moan brought me out of my contemplations. Surprised, I slipped a finger into her cunt. Chrissy moaned again as my finger penetrated her. Her pussy was slippery wet and very hot. Then, I twisted and hauled on her nipple again as I found her Gspot with my middle finger and her clit with my thumb.
"Yes, John," Chrissy moaned. "Slap my face, please."
Shocked but willing to comply, I hit her face with my open palm.
"AHHHHH GAAAAAWWWWWDDDDDD!!!!!!!!" She groaned as her juices flooded out around my probing fingers.
Chrissy burst into tears again, "What have you done to me?" She wailed.
"Started your journey into sexual servitude and on your new life as a subservient cock and cum loving slut."



"I need to cum, John, please?" She begged. "Being fingered and using toys isn't the same as cumming to a mouth or a cock."
"I'll make you a deal, little miss chrissy," I told her. "I'm going to run the electrified clothes pegs over your nipples and down onto your cunt. Then, if you can cum, I'll let you off the bed and take you out into the sun."
Tears formed in her eyes, "And if I can't?"
"We should probably go outside and get some fresh air, anyway."
She took a deep breath and said, "Let's do this."
"Good girl."
Turning the power flow down to where it would only give a sizzle and no real pain, I first slipped the twin probes inside Chrissy's pussy so I could read her arousal and wetness. Then I opened the first peg and moved to put it onto her nipple.
To my delighted shock, Chrissy requested, "Put the clip on my clitoris, please, Sir."
I quickly placed it where she asked, then dragged the other peg back and forth across her nipples.
I had turned the monitor so I could read the probes. To my excitement, they showed that Chrissy was racing towards an orgasm because her head tossed back and forth, and her hips thrust up and down in time to the stroking peg.
Chrissy's eyes suddenly flew open, "Stick your cock in me, Master, please," she begged. "Stick your cock in me, and I'll cum so hard!"
I was rampantly hard hearing her begging to be fucked. It was only a matter of moments to pull the two probes out of her and fling them aside before dropping my trousers and moving between her obscenely spread and bound legs.
Grabbing Chrissy around the throat, I squeezed until her eyes bulged from the lack of oxygen. Then I positioned my thick 7-inch cock at the entrance to her cunt before shoving my hips forcefully forwards.
As I slammed into her, I squeezed her throat completely closed and viciously pulled and twisted her left nipple.
Pussy juices gushed from her.
"Urghhh, urrrghhhhhh," she choked out through her squeezed throat.
I relaxed my pinching fingers, and Chrissy groaned, "Slap my tits, Master, please. Slap them hard. I need to cum so badly!"
Letting go of her throat, I leant back to use a full swing. On the first pass, I purposefully flicked the back of my fingers swiftly across both of Chrissy's nipples. She bit her bottom lip and thrust her breasts up at me.
"Oh, Gawd, yes. Do that again, please, Sir."
I used my fingernails to whack her across her nipples again. Chrissy moaned deeply back in her throat and thrust her pudenda at my thrusting cock.
"So close," she moaned. "Slap my face, please, Sir. Call me rude names."
This was a side of Chrissy I'm not sure even she knew she had, but it was what I'd been hoping for, so I slapped her face and followed it up, raking my fingers roughly across both nipples.
"Take it like the dirty fucking slut you are, you pussy munching, cock sucking, cum guzzling whore," I swore at her. "Your fucking slut cunt needs to be filled with sperm? Good, because I'm about to dump a bucket's worth into your fuck hole!"
"OH, FUCK, YES!" Chrissy screamed. "So, fucking good. OMFG! OMFG! OMFG! ARRRGHH! ARGGHHH!"
Chrissy slowly came down from her orgasm. Then, after about five minutes of post-orgasmic shudders and shakes, her eyes slowly opened, and she looked at me.
"What now?" She asked.
"Now you get rewarded. I'll take you outside to see some sun and get some fresh air. You can work on your tan at the same time. Can't have you coming back from a week in Cancun looking like you've spent a month in Siberia, can we?"
"You're taking me out naked?"
"Except for a collar and leash, yes."
"I'm going to be walked like I'm a fucking dog?"
Inwardly laughing but keeping myself attuned to our roles, I held her eyes with mine and shrugged indifferently, "You are less than a dog to me. If a dog misbehaved too severely, I'd put it down humanely. But, if I have to punish you for acting up, I intend to spend the rest of our time doing unspeakable things to you.
Would you like me to describe some of those things in great detail?"
Getting back into her role, Chrissy quickly looked down and away and said, "No, Sir."
Going to the air-locked entry doors, I entered the number into the keypad to unlock the doors.
"Chrissy, if something happens to me, like a heart attack or something, the PIN for the airlock is my postcode, 4173, okay?"
"I'll remember, Sir," she responded.
There's a cycle between the first and second doors, so if you have to go outside during the nuclear fallout period, you can strip your clothes off and wash them. This makes sure you're not bringing the contamination inside.
We walked out into the late afternoon sun.
"I need to pee," Chrissy told me.
"So, squat and pee," I replied.
"I'm not peeing in front of you," she declared.
Amused, I asked, "Would you like to go into the bushes and pee in private?"
"Yes, please, Sir," Chrissy said submissively.
"Enjoy," I told her, letting most of the lead fall onto the ground.
I gave her 3 minutes by my watch.
"What's taking so long?" I called.
Chrissy didn't answer, so I asked, "Chrissy? You there? Don't make me come looking for you.
"Chrissy? Chrissy?" I continued to ask as I slowly made my way to the bushes.
Pretending to be scared, I shouted, "Fuck!" When I found no trace of her.
It was pretty funny, really. Chrissy was clearly staging an attempted escape. The problem was that, obviously, she wasn't an experienced bushwalker, as her progress could have been heard by a deaf man looking the wrong way.
Chrissy screamed, "Help! Please! Someone? Help!"
My property was very isolated, but I didn't want to run the risk that some hiking enthusiast had wandered close. Having Chrissy in handcuffs, with a rope attached to a collar around her throat, would take some explaining
She wasn't very far away, so I calmly called out, "If you don't shut up, stand up, and start walking towards me, I'm going to find you and then spank you until you beg me to stop."
Chrissy stood up immediately. "I'm here, Sir," she said hastily. "I'm sorry. Please don't hurt me again."
"Get on all fours and crawl across to me," I instructed her, remaining calm and using a cold voice I had used earlier.
Chrissy quickly climbed onto her hands and knees before crawling swiftly across to me. Then, reaching my feet, she knelt there, pretending to be scared. I stood there towering over her with my arms folded across my chest.
"A tan on only your back and arse will look a little silly, little miss chrissy, don't you think?"
"Yes, Sir," She replied meekly.
Spreading the blanket I had brought out with us, I instructed Chrissy to lie on her back with her legs up and as far apart as she could spread them. Then, taking my digital camera out, I instructed her, "You will masturbate to orgasm as I watch and record. If you can cum, as I record you, I will forget your earlier indiscretion. Does that sound fair?"
"And if I can't?"
Pretending severity, I said, "Pray you can, my little trainee pain slut girl," I answered. "Because if you can't, I will punish you."
"Will you help me?" Chrissy's surprisingly requested.
"Help you to cum, my little cock sucking princess? Why should I do that? Reward you for trying to escape?"
"I need some stimulation, please, Sir. If you could tweak my nipples and maybe, when I get close, slap my face and tits, please, Sir. I will cum so hard, I promise."
"You need to learn that cumming is something you do for your husband and me whenever we demand it of you, my little cock sucking whore," I replied.
Tears welled from her eyes, but Chrissy obeyed my demand and began to play with her tits and pussy.
After about five minutes, she sobbed, "I can't, Sir. I'm too scared of being seen and can't get in the right mindset."
"There's no one around for miles," I replied,
"My conscious mind knows that, but my subconscious keeps screaming that I'm going to get caught."
I considered whether to punish or help her. What was going to help break her the quickest? Chrissy had only begun to accept the pain as pleasure, so I gave her what she needed. I thought it would be more beneficial in converting her into what I wanted in the long term.
"Okay, I will help you. But there is a price to pay after, do you agree?"
"Yes, Sir."
I had anticipated some play, so I'd placed a vibrator and other toys in my day pack. Taking the vibrator out, I turned it on and held the tip against Chrissy's clitoris. Then, I took Chrissy's right nipple between my thumb and forefinger and mercilessly twisted it.
Chrissy's hips began to thrust in time with the vibrations and her breath shortened to gasps as the pain hit. To check, I slipped a finger inside her pussy. She was already wet, and her quim was pulsing on my finger.
'Good and even better,' I thought.
Using my thumb and forefinger, I started to flick Chrissy's nipples alternately. Then, as she climbed towards her orgasm, I switched to pulling and twisting them.
It took a while, but about 15 minutes later, Chrissy's eyes met mine, and she demanded, "Slap my face, Master, please. Slap my face and slap my clitoris, please."
I smacked the entrance to Chrissy's vulva with my hand as hard as I could. I followed that up by slapping her clit, belly and both tits before slapping her face.
"Fuck me, yes!" She exclaimed as her hips thrust roughly up and down, and small moans of pleasure escaped her lips.
I quickly slipped a finger inside her. Her pussy was soaked, and her pussy sphincter was clenching down on my invading digit. Chrissy had cum from the pain/pleasure stimulation.
"Thank you, Sir," she submissively told me.
"For?"
"Giving me the best orgasms, Sir."
This was still role play. I knew that. But I hoped Chrissy's responses would become so ingrained that they would become her natural response to a dominant male.
"There's still a price to pay, my little fuck toy," I reminded her.
"Yes, Sir. What do you want me to do for you?"
"You can start by showing me you're willing to work on your oral skills. All good sluts have gotten rid of their automatic gag reflex and can swallow any length of cock down to the abdomen. So you will start learning how to do that now."
"Out here? You're not worried someone will come by?"
"The boundary is well fenced with regular signs warning not to trespass. Of course, there is some chance someone will wander in, but I think it's unlikely."
Chrissy nodded, "How do you want me to start, Sir?"
"Kneel in front of me like a good submissive slut should, and then take my cock out. You've always licked your lips over what I have, so now you'll get to taste it."
Looking up at me with a fetching expression, Chrissy undid the button to my fly and unzipped my jeans. She reached in and fished out my hardening, thick 7-inch dick. She stroked me and took the head into her mouth. Running her tongue around the glans, Chrissy began to try and accept more than the first two inches into her mouth.
She was still hopeless.
Pushing her off my cock in disgust, I said, "You want to do a whole lot better than that or I'll make you learn by causing you immense pain until you swallow it all."
"I'm trying, Sir," she replied. "But you're so big you hit my gag reflex almost immediately, and it feels like I'm going to vomit."
"Relax your throat and make your mouth wider. Then, lift your head higher, so there is close to a straight line from your lips to your throat. Then lots of saliva and quick swallowing as you concentrate on keeping your mouth and throat relaxed. Carlos (the pool boy) has a bigger cock than me. Don't you suck him?"
She did, I had plenty of footage of her doing it, but she kept her hand on his cock barely below his glans.
"I only suck his head. Carlos is only 18, so he cums quickly no matter what I do," Chrissy explained.
"You love that big dick of his in your cunt, though, don't you, little miss chrissy slutgirl?"
"Yes, Sir, I do. It makes me feel so full. He's longer than you but not as thick. Yours felt so good in me earlier."
You're going to learn to love having it in your arse as well, my little trainee slut," I informed her. "You'll learn to love taking it in your ass and then spinning around to take it in your mouth to swallow the load you're going to receive."
Chrissy paled, "You're so big, Master. Sticking it in my ass is going to hurt so much!"
"Yes, it will. But you're learning to love the pain, remember?"
"Yes, Sir," she replied submissively before taking me back in her mouth.
Chrissy lifted off her heels so she could change the angle of my cock in her throat. With the better angle, she could take almost half of my thick penis into her mouth before gagging and retching.
"Better, my little slut. Wrap your hand around that spot and work your mouth down onto it until it gets there comfortably."
I'm guessing it took nearly twenty minutes before Chrissy could comfortably accept about half my length into her mouth.
"Now, move your hand down a finger width and try again," I instructed.
Another twenty minutes passed. Chrissy was now allowing about 5 of my 7 thick inches into her mouth.
It was getting late, and I wanted her inside before dark.
"Enough, for now, little miss chrissy," I told her. "We're going back inside and getting some dinner. Then you need to take my load in one of your holes."
"Yes, Sir," Chrissy acquiesced.
Chrissy and I sat at the table and ate dinner. I could see she wanted to chat, but she was too nervous.
"What is it, miss?" I asked.
"I'm trying to understand what's happening to me, John," She conceded. "I don't understand why I'm getting aroused and cumming to you hurting me."
"If my theories are right," I replied. "The human mind loves pleasure and abhors pain. So, given a choice between suffering pain and receiving pleasure, it will choose pleasure every time. What I'm doing is causing you intense and prolonged pain coupled with sexual stimulation. Your brain realises that the only way to stop the pain is to have an orgasm.
If my theories hold true, you will learn that pleasure only comes from pain and that pain is pleasure."
"And if I don't learn that?"
"Why do you keep asking questions you already know the answer to, Chrissy?"
"You send me home?" She replied.
"Yes."
"I watched a documentary about 'Stockholm Syndrome' when I was a kid. What if I fall in love with you and want to leave my husband, your brother, for you?"
"Then you're shit out of luck, little miss chrissy. I wouldn't have you for a wife even if you were the last woman on the planet."
"You hate me that much?"
"I don't hate you at all. I hate how you've treated Bruce over the years, but, in reality, I needed a subject for my experiment, and you fit the bill. Suppose I can turn you into a pain, cock, and cum slut, and return you to my brother, a submissive whore who lives for subjugation and domination? In that case, my theories work, and I've done my brother a huge favour."
"And if I tell him what you've done to me, what then?"
"I doubt he'll believe you, but even if he does, so what? He'll have a complaisant wife that wants him to dominate her and wants to have his babies. The very thing he's always wanted."
"You think I'll transfer my affections and obedience to your brother so easily?"
"Yes."
"What has become obvious to me is that I desperately want to be what we agreed to try and turn me into. So, Sir, what else do I have to do?"
"Become the pain, cock and cum slut we both wish you to be."
"How can I become a cock and cum slut when you've stuck your cock in my pussy once and in my mouth twice?"
"Chrissy, you're an incredibly attractive woman. If I'd surrendered to my desire to make love to you, then all we would have done for the time we've been here is fuck. But, if I can teach you to love pain, then me raping you won't be rape because you'll fucking love it."
Chrissy looked at me disbelievingly, "I love the fantasy of rape, John. But rape is rape. How is it supposed to be pleasure?"
"Because you love the pain and humiliation of it."
"Again, I come back to why?"
"You think my answer has changed since the last time you asked?"
"I don't think it's the full answer."
"What more do you want me to say?"
"What the real reason for you doing this to me is."
"All you need to know, little miss chrissy, is if you don't become the pain, cock and cum slut I want you to be, you go home, and I release the videos."
Chrissy's eyes fell to the table, "My marriage is over, isn't it?"
"More than likely," I answered truthfully. "In the meantime, you're having some intense orgasms. Why don't you go with that?"
"You haven't cum in me even once. Why is that? I know you find me attractive. I've seen you perving on my ass and tits. So why haven't you cum in, or on me, yet?"
"Because the time is not right. Yes, you have a hot body and are gorgeous, but you're a bitch. I'd probably have tried to pick you up if I had met you in a nightclub, but so what? There are plenty of hot-looking women out there.
When you cum to pain first, instead of having the pain sending you over the edge from the received pleasure, I will cum in one of your holes. How else will I teach you to be a cum slut?"
"I'll never be a cum slut," Chrissy declared confidently. "I hate the taste of cum, and I hate it splashing on me. Fuck me, I don't even like a dick cumming in my pussy."
"I've suspected you were mostly lesbian since I saw the videos you and your college chums posted," I replied. "But, don't worry, you'll either love cum by the time I've finished, or you'll be a porn star. Either way, your lesbian tendencies will end."
I showed Chrissy the eyepatches and the earplugs, "Time for you to go back on the table, my soon-to-be cum slut."
"May I go to the toilet first?"
"Of course. You can even close the curtain if you wish."
I waited until I heard Chrissy tinkling and then ripped the curtain back.
"Move your hips to the edge of the toilet seat," I demanded.
"Why?"
I slapped her face, "Because I told you to,"
Chrissy obediently moved forwards until her ass was just short of the inner edge of the toilet seat.
"Spread your pussy lips."
Chrissy complied.
"I'm going to piss on your clit and pussy. If you relax and enjoy it, I won't torture you tonight. If you don't, I guess you're not getting much sleep tonight."
"Do it, Sir," Chrissy answered.
Taking my cock in my hand, I pointed the eye at her pussy region and relaxed my sphincter. Urine poured out and hit Chrissy just above her pubic bone. Then, redirecting the flow, I hit Chrissy's clitoris.
"Am I supposed to enjoy this?" She asked.
"Being degraded in any way will become something you crave, little one."
"Pain and degradation is the path you have chosen for me?"
"It's your only way out of here, so yes."
"I see. Actually, it feels quite nice," Chrissy said as my stream slowed. "I might come to like it, I think."
"Good girl," I told her.
"May I finish my business, Sir?"
Please do. Then we'll get you in the shower, okay?"
Yes, Sir."
Once Chrissy was in the shower, I examined her. The developing bed sores had all healed up. She was a little red from her afternoon in the sun. Other than that, she was in excellent health. Given her skin colouring, she should be quite nicely tanned by morning.
I bound Chrissy back into place with the eyepatches and earplugs in place. It was still relatively early, so I got my kindle out and began to read. An hour must have passed before I became aware of Chrissy weeping.
Tiptoeing to her to ensure she remained unaware of my presence, I waited to see what would happen.
Chrissy's sobbing became louder and less controlled until her sobs came in huge whoops.



Curious about what was happening, I placed two fingers from my left hand into her palm. Chrissy clenched down onto them, "Please, Sir, don't leave me alone in the dark. I'm scared and having nightmares."
I pulled my fingers away and stood back.
"Nooooooooo! Please, Sir, don't leave me!" She wailed.
When I touched her palm with my two fingers again, Chrissy grabbed them convulsively.
"I'll do whatever you want, John, Master, Sir. Please! Just don't leave me alone here in the dark anymore."
Considering my options, I decided to see what would ensue from this new development. So, working gently, I slid one of Chrissy's earplugs out.
"You there, Sir? Please, Master, Stay with me. I'll do anything you want. Just don't leave me scared and alone again."
"You've promised me that you will do anything. Okay. I'm going to peg the electricity flow machine to your nipples. Then turn the flow up and down from a gentle bzzz to close to frying your skin. I only stop when you have cum."
Chrissy lay there panting and sobbing without saying anything. Then, having given her close to a minute to respond, I held her head and began reinserting the plug.
"I'll do it, Master. Cause this slut pain, and she will try and cum for you."
"To quote Yoda, 'Do or do not, there is no try'."
It only took a moment to slip the twin probes into Chrissy's pussy and attach the pegs. Looking at the readings from the probes, I was surprised to see that Chrissy was already showing signs of arousal. Her pussy was wet and already quite warm. There weren't any pulses in her quim yet, but they wouldn't appear until she was close to orgasm.
'This may be easier than I thought,' I thought.
Starting low, I gradually raised the amps until I could hear the pegs crackling.
The first thing that happened was that Chrissy's arousal levels dropped. She was still fighting her mind's instinctual response. Her subconscious mind knew the only way to stop the pain was to orgasm from it, but her conscious mind was still resisting.
I ramped the current high briefly, then turned it down to a trickle. Chrissy filled her lungs to scream as the electricity hit her hard, then exhaled heavily as the pain sunk. As soon as she relaxed, I ramped it up again.
"Ahhh, sigh," she went. Then, "Ahhh, ahh, ahh, sigh," again as the current peaked and ebbed.
To my excitement, every time I peaked the current and released it, Chrissy's pussy got wetter. Close to 10 minutes passed by the clock on the device before the reader began showing that Chrissy's pussy sphincter was starting to pulse.
I turned the current up as high as I dared and left it there for close to 15 seconds before turning it back down to the bzzz stage. Chrissy had taken a deep gasping breath as the pain hit and was arched up off the bed in a rigor of pain as the current surged through her.
Strangely, the monitors showed she was finding this sexually stimulating. As soon as I turned the flow down, she collapsed to the bed.
She moaned deeply and gutturally, "Once more, please, Sir. Once more, and I think I'll cum."
Excited, I ramped the machine up to that same back arching level and held it there. Juices literally exploded from Chrissy's pussy.
"FUCK, YES!" She screamed as she launched into orbit. ''Slap my cunt, please, Sir. Slap my whore cunt hard."
I was quick to oblige. As I slapped her clitoris, Chrissy squirted over and over again in time with my slaps. The readings from the two probes confirmed what my eyes had observed. Chrissy had just had a mind-bending orgasm with no stimulation other than pain.
Rejoicing in my mind but remaining cold and detached, I said to her, "That's a good beginning, my little cock slut. You deserve a reward. What would you like?"
"May I sleep in the bed with you tonight, please, Sir?" Was Chrissy's surprising answer.
I considered this. It sounded too good. I needed to make her helpless to prevent me from subconsciously responding to her in my sleep.
"You may, but only if you agree to be handcuffed and shackled."
"I agree, Sir. But can you please cuff and shackle me so you can cuddle and spoon with me? I meant it when I said that the dark and silence are giving me nightmares."
It took a little time before I figured out I could put some foot spreaders on Chrissy's knees and then tie the handcuffs on her wrists to those, making her unable to move. Tying her like that had her, pretty much, in the foetal position. Except her hands were close to her knees instead of just in front of her mouth.
By my watch, it was almost 3.00 am. I was pretty tired, so I immediately fell asleep. I don't know how much time had passed, but I came awake to something warm and wet, sliding up and down my rigidly erect trouser pole. Chrissy moaned softly through bitten lips.
Surprised, I couldn't help myself. I'd wanted to fuck this slut virtually from the first time I had met the snotty, stuck-up bitch. Well, not fuck, but humiliate and degrade her by forcing her to cum on the end of my cock as I force-fed it to her.
This wasn't in the plan, but her cunt was so hot and wet and tight around the thick mushroom head of my cock, and I'd been unprepared for her to want me, so I came deliciously into her.
As I came, Chrissy moaned, "Fuck, yes, Sir. Fill your slut with cum."
Her hips thrust back at me, and her juices coursed over my balls as she joined me in orgasmic bliss.
"Thank you for your cum, Sir," she groaned. "Feeling you cum inside me is so good."
I was both shocked and pleased. I would have liked to have had the probes inside her to see if Chrissy's orgasm was real, but the way her pussy juices had exploded out of her served as proof enough.
It was mid-morning when I woke to Chrissy's stifled whimpers. She was still in the same position I had placed her before going to bed and was biting her lip, trying not to cry out loud.
"What's happening, little one?" I asked.
"My shoulder, arm and right hand have gone numb, Sir. I can't move to relieve the pain."
Stretching and yawning, I rolled out of bed. Then, moving assuredly, I undid Chrissy's binds and gave her shoulder and arm a thorough massage. I had done a remedial massage course as a teenager to impress a girl I was dating, so I was able to relieve Chrissy's cramping quickly.
A little in awe, Chrissy rolled her shoulder and lifted her arm whilst flexing her hand.
"Is there no end to the tricks you have, Sir?" She asked with a slight smile on her lips.
"Careful, Christina," I responded, using her preferred name for the first time since I took her. "You're almost beginning to sound like a decent human being."
"Am I really that terrible, John?"
"You're a very typical rich bitch, Christina. You think everyone whose father isn't on the Fortune 500 list is beneath you. You have money but no class and no respect. If it had been me, instead of Bruce, you married, I would have slapped you silly years ago. Why you've stayed with Bruce when you so obviously have no respect for him is beyond me."
"I wanted to leave him, but dad said he would cut my inheritance off if I did. I guess I've been angry about that ever since and have taken it out on him and, by proxy, his family."
"Bruce adores you. Fuck knows why, but he does. All he wants from you is for you to acknowledge how hard he's tried to be a good husband to you, how hard he's worked to help your father, and that you know how hard losing everything he had dreamed about was. You must've loved him at one stage to have wanted to marry him."
"He was supposed to be the next big thing in tennis. He was supposed to win multiple grand slams and be famous. Women were supposed to lust over him, and I was supposed to revel in the fact none of those bitches could have him because he was mine. But then he blew his goddamned shoulder and amounted to nothing!"
"And what did you do, Miss Chrissy? What did you do when his whole world collapsed? Stand by and support him? Help him to realise that he still had a wife that loved him and wanted to be with him? Show him he could still contribute to your life by becoming a successful business manager for your father?
No. You abandoned him and went home to your father. Your father is a better person than you, though. He made you stay and tried to show you there was another way."
"Father just wants me to have babies to ensure the succession plan."
"Your father has only two children. Do you really think he wants you to be miserable?"
"Well ... of course ... "
Chrissy ground to a stop.
"So, what do you think your dad saw in Bruce that you didn't?"
Chrissy looked away, embarrassed, "Good genes," she muttered. "Dad said we were growing soft and overfed and needed fresh blood to strengthen the bloodline. Bruce's grades at college were way above average, and his sporting prowess was legendary. He's what Father said we needed exactly."
"And yet here you are, 35 years old, and not even one child to show."
"Okay!" Chrissy almost yelled. "Okay, I fucked up. I'll admit it. Not that it's going to matter because you're going to destroy my marriage, aren't you?"
"Two days ago, I would have said the end of your marriage was inevitable. The last two days have moved that needle. I'd give you about a 5 - 8% chance of it surviving now. If you continue to learn and follow your given path, your chances will improve daily."
"What do I need to do next?"
"Come to long for the pain as it's the only way you can find pleasure. Learn to love being degraded and learn that a cock in you, anywhere in you, means intense orgasmic events."
"It sounds impossible, but I would never have thought I'd react to the pain with arousal and orgasms, so maybe I can learn."
"It's that, become the next celebrity to have a porn tape 'leaked'."
Chrissy nodded miserably.
"What was with backing onto my cock last night?"
"I didn't."
"Yes, you did. I woke up with you shoving your ass back and forth on my cock."
"No. You wrapped your arms around me and began twisting and tweaking my nipples. As you're teaching me, I allowed myself to react with pleasure and sexual arousal to the pain. Your dick was pushing at my ass, so I moved my hips until it was positioned at my pussy, not my ass. You shoved deeply into me as soon as you felt the wetness and warmth on the head of your dick."
'Was this possible?' I wondered. 'Did I respond sexually to being cuddled up to Chrissy?'
I thought through my studies ... 'Fuck,' I thought. 'Could we be developing a co-existence where we are falling in love with each other?'
I knew from my studies into Stockholm syndrome that this was entirely possible. But I hated the bitch, didn't I? Oh, I wanted to fuck her. Who wouldn't want to fuck someone who was at least as attractive as Mila Kunis? But I couldn't be developing feelings for her, could I? I determined I needed to watch myself and control what was happening more stringently.
Except on the occasions Chrissy had earned it, her meals were all the same. They were a mix of trail food and soldiers' rations. I carefully selected them to look and taste almost exactly the same. I didn't want her to get any visual cues from what she was eating to be able to guess the time.
I gave her her meal. It was nutritionally matched to what someone Chrissy's age, height and weight needed to maintain a healthy diet and body shape.
After she had finished, I asked, "Would you like to earn the chance to go outside in the sun again?"
"Yes, please, Sir. What would this girl have to do?"
"Cum to having a cock in your ass."
Chrissy gulped, "I've never let anyone near my ass, Sir. Not ever. You're so big you're going to tear me apart in there."
"That would mean pain, my trainee pain slut. Won't that mean more pleasure for you?"
"I don't know, Sir. It's all too new. I don't think I could get turned on by that kind of pain."
"Well, if you'd rather I strapped you back onto the gynaecological table and started torturing you again, we can do that."
"Are you just going to shove your cock in my ass, Sir, and hope I react with arousal?"
"Eventually, yes. I want you to realise you're nothing but a three-hole cock and cum slut. And dick in any of your holes means instant orgasms for you. But that's not a realistic expectation for your first time, so I'll ensure you are well aroused before I fuck your tight little ass."
"I don't suppose that means you'll make love to me and then take my anal virginity?"
"Do you need me to answer that?"
"No, Sir," she answered regretfully.
"Up on the table, then. Feet in the stirrups."
"If you were going to torture me anyway, why did you give me an option?"
"Because this way, there's a chance you can get something you want from the torture. The sun on your face, the breeze in your hair. The other way, you had nothing to strive for. Of course, if you prefer not to earn a reward and just be tortured ...?"
"I'd like to try and earn the chance to go outside, Sir."
"Good girl," I told her.
Chrissy sat, swung her legs around, placed them in the stirrups, and then lay on her back. It was only the work of a quick few minutes to bind her securely into place, slip the probes into her pussy, and attach one of the pegs to her nipples.
I studied the monitor and noted that although Chrissy's conscious mind was still fighting, her subconscious was already beginning to accept her new role. The simple act of tying her down and preparing her for more torture already had her pussy heating up and moisture forming. There were even some minor quim pulses beginning.
'Awesome,' I thought.
I moved to her prone body and took the other peg in my hand. Then, deciding to try something different, I attached the peg to Chrissy's clitoris. A deep guttural moan escaped her as the peg bit into that tender nub.
Turning the flow meter down to its lowest level, I began to send pulses of electricity onto Chrissy's left nipple and into her clit. Every time the electricity pulsed, another deep moan issued from Chrissy's mouth. I was working slowly to give Chrissy's conscious mind time to surrender to her subconscious and accept pain as pleasure.
Chrissy decided that wasn't enough, "Harder, Sir, please. Faster!" She demanded.
Elated, I followed her request, turned the voltage up, and increased the rate I sent the pulses through her.
Chrissy was very close to orgasm but hadn't quite popped over the edge. Watching her writhing on the table and humping her hips up at an imagined lover's cock had me rigidly hard.
Taking some lube out of my computer desk's drawers, I dropped my pants and underwear and stepped out of them. I smeared a liberal coating of lubricant over the head and along my thick 7-inch dick's shaft.
Squeezing more onto my fingers, I quickly worked lube onto and a little into Chrissy's rosebud. The rumblings from the pulsing electricity were a weird feeling but not unpleasant as I did this task.
Turning the power up as high as I dared and holding it there for a count of ten had Chrissy on the brink of cumming. Turning the flow machine off, I moved between her spread legs and positioned my cock at her rosebud.
Taking hold of the peg on Chrissy's nipple, I squeezed that hard. At the same time, I pulled the peg on her clit, careful not to pull it off.
Chrissy's back arched, and an even louder and deeper groan emanated from her.
Hearing this, I slowly pushed my hips forwards and forced my cock into Chrissy's clenching down tightly ass.
Chrissy gave a spasmodic twitch and jerk as the thick mushroom head of my cock popped through her knot.
"Fuck!" She moaned. "Fuck, oh, fuck! Yes, please, Sir, fuck my slutty arse!"
If I did that, I would tear her bowel. Chrissy may have been reacting to the pain with orgasmic bliss. Still, her body had locked her ass sphincter down tight on the invading protuberance.
I had no desire to cause her any permanent problems, so I held still and rhythmically squeezed the two pegs as I waited for her sphincter to relax.
It only took a few minutes before I felt her ass clench on my cock harder, relax, and clench down hard again. Then it completely opened, allowing me to slide the rest of my length into her.
Chrissy's eyes flew open, and she gazed at me in wonder, "That feels so good, Sir. Slap my face, please? If you do, I think I will cum."
Chrissy was now constantly asking for more pain than I was giving her so she could achieve orgasm. I took this as a good sign that my theories were working. It seemed I had broken through to her subconscious mind that the only way out of the pain was to orgasm as quickly as possible.
Once she had an orgasm, the pain stopped, and she was rewarded. Her body and mind were beginning to crave the endorphin release of the orgasm and reward cycle.
I slapped her face and twisted the nipple without the peg on it.
Chrissy blew into orgasmic heaven, "OMFG!" She screamed. "Fuck my arse, Sir. Fuck it hard! Smack my tits and face! Cause this slut pain so I can cum like a good girl should!"
My pubic bone, which was slapping against Chrissy's labia as I pumped my cock deep into her ass, was being washed with her pussy juices every time I slammed into her.
With one last scream of, "FFFFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKK!" And her biggest squirt yet, Chrissy, passed out.
I slid my cock out of her ass and moved to the bathing area to wash myself off.
When I came back, Chrissy was still unconscious. I quickly positioned the fucking machine at the entrance to her pussy and ass. Then, changing the single dildo for the double-headed one, I pushed them into Chrissy's two lower fuck holes.
The probes went in next so I could watch the results.
Once everything was in place, I moved the peg from where it had fallen off of Chrissy's clit and placed it on Chrissy's other nipple.
Turning the flow device to its lowest level, I began sending low-grade shocks into Chrissy's nipples.
The probe measuring contractions was beeping in time with the zaps, so I increased the intensity and frequency of the electrical pulses. Chrissy didn't come to, but she did start moaning and thrusting her hips and pussy up at the dildo inside her.
I turned the fuck machine on and watched as it remorselessly forced its way into Chrissy's ass and deeper into her vagina.
Chrissy's eyes flew open as the dildo burst through her knot and deep into her arse, "Fuck!" She exclaimed. "Fuck! Owwwwwww! Ohhh ... Ohhh."
The 'Ohhhs' was her subconscious mind doing the pain trick it was learning. She turned the slight pain from a dildo forced into her ass into pleasure, sending her towards another orgasmic event.
"Fuck me faster, please, Master. Faster and harder, please."
Chrissy's pussy was wet and pulsing, so I complied and slowly wound the voltage and speed of the fucking she was receiving up. Within seconds Chrissy was thrusting her pussy up to meet the forward thrusts of the dildo.
She started gibbering nonsense, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh my fucking fuck. Oh fuck. OH FUCK, ME! I'M CUMMING!" She wailed as juices squirted from her cunt again.
Letting her revel in her orgasmic aftershocks, I slowly turned the machines down until they were both entirely off. Next, I removed the dildos from Chrissy's cavities and the probes from her pussy, then released her binds and helped her to sit up.
"I will admit what you're doing to me is giving me the best orgasms I've ever had, Sir," Chrissy stated.
"You're learning to give yourself to pleasure. I'm guessing that, in the past, you still held some of yourself back as you're that self-absorbed. I've watched the videos, and the only person I've seen less interested in the sex they were having was Paris Hilton in her 'stolen' video."
Chrissy coloured, "I don't know what you mean," she said. But her red face gave the lie to her statement.



"Would you like to go outside in the sun?"
"Do I have to wear a collar and leash again?
"Yes. It's all part of learning you are owned property."
"Okay. I'm ready. Let's go."
"Good girl. Now go have a wee and crap, so we don't have to go through the charade from last time."
"Yes, Sir."
Chrissy was back quickly. I cycled the airlocks and took us upstairs and out into the sun.
I handed Chrissy the blanket I had brought with us, "We'll walk around the property to ensure we get your legs and lungs working properly again. As we walk, we'll look for a nice sunny spot for you to relax and get a tan in."
We walked to the boundary of my property, close to two miles away (3.2 km). I had attached a lead to Chrissy's collar and made her walk two steps behind me.
We'd been walking for around thirty minutes when we heard someone shout a "Hello!"
"Fuck!" I said to Chrissy. "Let's hope he doesn't misunderstand what's happening here and run to the cops."
Looking for the voice's owner, I spotted a well-equipped hiker standing about 100 paces from us, just on the other side of my boundary fence.
"Hey, there," I answered jovially. "Just having a wander about, or did you get lost?"
His eyes widened as I walked the naked Chrissy over to him.
"I lost the trail back there somewhere," he answered with his eyes openly ogling Chrissy's sexy form. "I think I'm walking in the right direction to get back to the trail, but I can't seem to find it."
The man's trouser front was severely tented as Chrissy stood with her head down and eyes on the ground, still two steps behind me.
"What's with the collar and leash?" He asked.
"Just taking my pet for a walk, chap. As a good owner, I'm ensuring she's getting plenty of exercise."
"She's your pet?" He asked disbelievingly.
"Yes. You've heard of BDSM and Masters and slaves?"
He nodded.
"I'm the Master, and little miss chrissy here is my slave."
"And she does whatever you tell her to do?"
"As long as it remains within her boundaries, yes."
I had moved as close to the man as I dared in case he decided that Chrissy needed rescuing and tried to attack me. I didn't want him to do anything stupid and force me to assault him.
The gig was probably up at that stage because the hiker would report me immediately. Chrissy and I would need to be well gone before he returned with the police.
It would be a pity because Chrissy was almost a complete pain slut and responded to pain as sexual stimulation more readily every day.
"Wow," the guy said. "So, if you told her to get down on her knees and suck you off in front of me, she would?"
The guy kept touching his erect cock through his trousers. He was so turned on and excited at the thought of an owned pet/sex slave that I'm not sure he was even aware he was touching himself.
"Not only would she suck me off, but she would also suck you off if I told her to."
"Wow," the guy repeated. "I'd like to see that!"
"Her sucking me off or her sucking you off?" I asked with a quirked smile on my lips.
"Both!" The guy exclaimed.
Turning to Chrissy, I raised an eyebrow. She stared levelly at me for a time without moving.
'Fuck!' I thought and tried to think of what else I could do to defuse this potentially explosive situation.
Chrissy took two steps before dropping to her knees in front of me and the hitchhiker, "Who do you want me to suck first, Sir?" She asked.
"You and I have just finished fucking, so why don't you entertain our friend here?"
"Yes, Sir."
She shuffled around to face the hiker. He was so eager he had his belt undone and his pants around his ankles in a flash.
Chrissy took his small tight balls in her left hand and wrapped the fingers of her right hand around the base of his shaft. The hiker seemed to have a fairly standard 6-inches of uncircumcised cock. Because of her practice swallowing my much bigger and thicker dick, Chrissy had no problems taking all of the man's length into her mouth.
Chrissy was obviously scared the man would report us because she put her heart and soul into the blowjob she was giving. Swirling her tongue around the glans, she pulled her head back and pumped his shaft vigorously as she swallowed him back down.
Only a few brief moments of energetic sucking passed before the hiker moaned, "Where do you want me to cum?"
"On her face, please."
Chrissy whimpered but didn't say anything.
I grabbed a handful of her hair as the hiker slid his dick out of her mouth and pulled her head harshly back, "See if you can't coat her eyes, nose and mouth, buddy. If you would."
The guy nodded as he jerked viciously on his cock before unloading a torrent of cum over Chrissy's face. By the time he was finished, Chrissy was covered from her hairline to her throat with cum.
I let go of her hair, "Thank the man for his generous gift, little one," I instructed.
Chrissy's eyes hit the ground in front of her, but she managed to mumble, "Thank you for your cum gift, sir."
"Fuck, this is wild," the hiker stated. "I don't suppose you'd let me fuck her?"
"This slut lives for cock and rough sex, so as long as you promise to slap her face and tits as you fuck her, then you may."
"She'll want me to slap her as I'm fucking her?" He asked in wonder.
"If you want her to cum, too, you'll have to cause her pain. It's the only way she can get off. But if you just want to get off, jump on, and fuck her. You're not to cum in her, though. You must pull out and cum on her face again."
"Fuck me, this is weird. Hot, but extremely weird," the hiker stated. "I think I'll just hump her if that's okay. I've been out in the bush for a week and am as horny as hell."
"Chrissy, are you wet?" I inquired.
"A little, Sir," she responded.
"Better take him back in your mouth to make sure you don't rub anything raw and to make him nice and hard again. Once he is, get on your knees and let him do you doggy. That way, he can take your ass as well if he wants."
Chrissy quickly took the man back in her mouth.
The hiker looked at me disbelievingly, "You'd let me fuck her in the ass, too?"
"Sure. She's only recently been getting into anal sex, but she loves a bit of pain, and a cock being forced through the sphincter in her ass is a delightful, to her, pain."
"Weirder and weirder," the hiker muttered as he held Chrissy's head.
"Hold her head tight and force all of your cock into her mouth, then hold her against your pubic bone as you fuck her mouth," I instructed.
The man looked at me questioningly before doing as I suggested.
Chrissy retched twice before accepting all of the hiker's dick into her oral cavity.
"Fucking awesome," the guy moaned as he started to face fuck Chrissy.
Only a few minutes later, I had to suggest that he pull out of her mouth if he wanted to fuck her because he was obviously about to cum again.
The hiker nodded and pulled out. His groin was a cum covered mess from his ejaculate being smeared over the area from Chrissy's face.
"Better clean your lover up before he fucks you, my little slut," I told Chrissy.
Chrissy looked at me miserably briefly before complying.
Once he was cleaned of his spoof, I said, "On your knees, my little slut, legs spread, head on the ground, reach back between your legs, and spread your pussy lips. Show your lover where you want his cock."
Chrissy assumed the requested position. The hiker seemed hesitant, though.
"Shouldn't I do something to help warm her up, so she gets something out of being fucked?" He asked.
"If you want, sure. Smack her ass a couple of times before you enter her. Once you're in, lean forward so you can grab her tits and squeeze her nipples hard. She'll probably pop straight away if you do."
Hesitatingly, the guy gently slapped Chrissy on the ass. Chrissy didn't react at all, so I leant forward and brought my right hand brutally down onto her left ass cheek and repeated that effort on her right.
"Fuck, yes," Chrissy groaned.
The hiker took the hint and smacked Chrissy's ass hard.
"Yes, please, sir," she moaned. "Slap me again, then stick your magnificent cock in me so I can cum."
The hiker shoved himself into her, and he smacked her again. Chrissy rose to all fours and tilted her head back to look at him.
"Pinch my nipples, please, sir. I need to feel pain so I can cum."
The guy leaned forward onto her back so he could reach around and grab a nipple between each thumb and forefinger.
"Fuck, you're one hot slut," he moaned.
"Thank you, sir," Chrissy answered.
The hiker was only gently twisting and squeezing Chrissy's nipples, but her constant moans, as he did, encouraged him to squeeze and twist harder until Chrissy was quivering and moaning on the edge of cumming.
"Hold them tight and pull them as far away from her body as you can as you fuck her as hard as possible, and she'll cum all over your balls," I told the man.
Nodding, the hiker did as I suggested. Chrissy exploded the second time he thrust his hips roughly forward, driving his cock as deep and hard into her as he could.
"OMFG, yes!" She yelled. "Smack my ass, please, sir. Smack me hard."
The guy did as she asked. Then, straightening up, he smacked her ass in time with his forward thrusts. Chrissy would cum and squirt her pussy juices over his balls every time he did.
"I'm going to cum," he groaned.
"On her face," I reminded him.
The hiker stood up. Chrissy, being very obedient, turned quickly around and, with her tongue on her lips, looked appealingly up at him.
"Give me your cum, please, sir?" She begged the hiker.
With a roar, the guy shot another copious load over the top of Chrissy's eyes, nose, mouth and chin.
"Fuck me, this is so fucking hot!" He grunted as he shot spray after spray over Chrissy.
"Gather his cum off your face and swallow it all, my little trainee cock and cum slut," I instructed Chrissy.
Grimacing, Chrissy obeyed.
"She doesn't seem to like the taste much," the hiker observed.
Like anal, swallowing cum is new to this slut," I cleared up for him. "She'll soon come to love both, though."
"You can fuck her ass?" he asked.
"So can you, if you can go again?"
"If she blows me again, I reckon I'll be back up in no time."
I snapped my fingers, "Well? What are you waiting for, little miss chrissy cock sucker?"
Chrissy crawled the couple of feet across to the man and took his balls back in her hand. Then, opening her mouth wide, Chrissy accepted the hiker's flaccid dick into her mouth and began to alternate sucking on it with swirling her tongue around the glans.
"Fuck me, this slut is a talented cock sucker," the guy moaned a few seconds later.
"Finger his taint, miss chrissy," I demanded. "Make your lover as hard as a man can be."
"Does she eat ass?" The hiker queried.
"She's never done it before, but all good sluts should, so why don't we make her?"
The trail walker turned and presented his ass to Chrissy. Chrissy looked at me with a mute appeal, but this was something else I wanted her to learn. She needed to realise that anything degrading and demeaning to her was a turn-on. To know that being treated like a dirty slut was what she lived for and that the worse she was treated, the nastier the language used to address her, the more sexually excited it would make her.
Closing her eyes, Chrissy reluctantly pushed her nose and mouth into the cleft of the hiker's ass and started tonguing his rosebud. The man began to jack himself off as Chrissy was rimming him and was soon rigidly erect again.
Turning briefly to me before standing over Chrissy, the trail walker asked, "What do I do now?"
"Chrissy, on all fours with your ass to your lover. Head on the ground and spread your ass cheeks,"
Addressing the hiker, I said, "Spit on her ass and use the head of your cock to smear it over her starfish. After that, no need to be gentle. Rip into her. Don't forget to smack her ass and tweak her nipples."
Chrissy moaned a minor protest but did as instructed. She jumped as the hiker forced his cock through her ring and deep into her ass. But as she mouthed her complaint, he smacked her ass and her complaint changed to a moan of pure lust.
"OHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!! Smack this slut's ass, sir. Smack it hard and tweak my tits," she demanded, thrusting her ass back at the invading penis.
The trail walker fell forwards over Chrissy's back and reached his left hand around her body to grab hold of her left nipple. The guy had gotten quite into using Chrissy roughly, so he was whacking her arse viciously as he twisted and pulled on her nipple.
Chrissy was really close to another orgasm but wasn't quite there. I'd fucked many a woman in the ass in this position, and I knew the hiker's cock wasn't hitting the right spot inside Chrissy to push her over the edge.
"Straighten up and grab a handful of this slut's hair. Then smash into her ass as hard as you can as you swing your arm back and forth, smacking her ass cheeks from either side alternately," I suggested.
The walker followed my suggestion and soon had Chrissy's head pulled painfully backwards as he viciously slapped her ass cheeks.
Chrissy began to hump back at him, even though tears were pouring from her eyes, and she was repeatedly moaning, "No, no, no. I don't want to learn to love this."
"Too late," I told her smugly. "Now cum on your man's cock, my little anal slut!"
My words seemed to tumble Chrissy over the edge.
With a scream of, "NOOOOOOOOOOoooooooooooo!!!!!!!!" She creamed all over the trail walker's dick. Her juices exploded out of her pussy and drenched the hiker's balls and thighs.
"Fuck, what a slut,' the walker groaned. "Can I cum in her ass?"
"No. Make her swallow your cock and accept your load down her throat."
Chrissy whimpered again but voiced no protest.
The man got to his feet as Chrissy reluctantly turned to face him.
"Suck, bitch," he demanded.
Swallowing convulsively, Chrissy wrapped her hand around the walker's shaft and guided it into her mouth.
I could see that Chrissy was very close to throwing up at the thought of having something pulled out of her ass and shoved into her mouth, so I needed to distract her from that and make her orgasm.
Moving swiftly, I came up behind Chrissy. Lifting her bodily onto her feet and grabbing her hair in my right hand, I shoved her mouth back down onto the trail walker's dick before ramming my ragingly hard 7-inch cock into Chrissy's cunt.
As I jammed into her, I smacked her ass and said, "Shut up and cum, you dirty fucking slut. You know you fucking love being treated like a two-dollar street hooker."
Chrissy almost literally exploded into a mind-bending orgasm. If she was squirting before, she was erupting now. Fluids poured from her pussy in gushing pulses.
"Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck," Chrissy groaned. "Oh fuck, Sir. That feels so damned good! Sir, please slap my ass, and sir, please slap my face."
We both complied, and the clearing was filled with groans, moans, and the sounds of open palms on human skin.
"FFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKK, YEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!" Chrissy screamed and gushed liquids out of her vulva again.
"I'm cumming!" The hiker groaned, then held Chrissy's head firmly against his pubic bone as he face fucked her hard.
The walker shuddered and juddered three or four times as he filled Chrissy's mouth with semen.
A little dripped out of the side of Chrissy's mouth, a testament to how much ejaculate the guy could still shoot. But letting his gift fall wasted to the ground wasn't acceptable, so I slapped the nexus of nerves point just above Chrissy's tailbone.
"Don't you waste another drop, slut, or I will punish you severely," I growled.
Chrissy quickly swallowed what was in her mouth and ran a finger around her lips and over her chin to gather the rest before feeding it back into her mouth.
The hiker, now flaccid and satiated, groaned as he pulled his pants back up and buckled his belt back into place.
"Fuck, that was soooo good," he moaned. "Totally unexpected and so damned good! The guys at work will never believe me when I tell this story on Monday. I don't suppose you could show me the way out of here?"
It was barely midday in the middle of summer, so the hiker had plenty of time to hike out of the woods before it got dark.
"Come with me," I told him, moving further back into a clearing.
Pointing at a giant redwood tree on a hill about 3 miles away (5 km), I said, "The trail out passes right by that tree. If you turn right when you reach the tree, you'll have close to an 8-mile (13 km) hike to reach the carpark. If you turn left, you'll only have around another 3 miles (5 km) to reach the same point."
"That slut has worn me out," the walker said with a smile. "I think I might take the short way home. This is your property?"
I nodded.
"How often do you come out here?"
"Not very often. Only when I want to train one of my pets in private."
"Sorry to barge in on you then," he said, colouring a little.
"It's been a good training exercise for my little slut," I reassured him. "I need to be getting on with her training if she and I are going to be out of here before dark."
The hiker nodded and began walking towards the tree I had indicated, "Thanks for the use of your pet, buddy. Hopefully, I'll run into you again another time."
"Sure," I answered with a smile. But I would now ensure Chrissy, and I stayed well inside the fenced boundary of my property. The encounter with the hiker had been too close for comfort. I'd gotten lucky that he was a horny bastard and had gotten off on dominating Chrissy. Unfortunately, the next one may not be so willing to have some fun, and Chrissy and I would be forced to abandon our experiments.
I walked back to where I'd left Chrissy. She still knelt, and had cuddled into herself with her arms around her knees and her head on her lower thighs. She was keening as I walked up and flinched when I touched her.
"I'm not sure I can stand another encounter like that," she said. "What if he'd decided you were holding me against my will and tried to take me off you?"
Then I would have to convince him doing that was a bad idea, wouldn't I? After that, we'd have to head home. Well, you to Cancun and me home."
"You don't seem to be getting any pleasure from turning me into a slut."
"Mental and emotional pleasure, yes. But as far as sexual pleasure, how often have I cum in or on you?"
"Only the once last night, by accident, it seems."
"Why do you think that is?"
"You don't find me attractive because you hate me."
"I don't hate you. I think you're a bitch, and I detest how you treat my brother, but I don't hate you. I only want to modify your behaviour and turn you into a pain, cock and cum loving slut that will be an obedient wife to Bruce."
"Why haven't you cum in me, other than accidentally, then?
"Because, at the moment, it's all about you. Once your mind has learned to crave the pain and to yearn for a rough fucking, you will beg me to fuck you. Then, when you do, I'll use your willingness to serve me to get myself off.
I want to walk up on you at any time and stage and jam a cock in one of your three holes. Then, have you react to that by cumming. I'll take you back to Bruce when you can do that successfully."
"You think you can safely give me back to him? That I won't confess and tell everything to him?"
"That depends on how badly you think your father will react when I send him a copy of all the videos I've recorded and those off your phone."
Chrissy paled, "He'll disown me, and I'll be left a penniless wretch!"
"Going quietly back to Bruce seems a much better option now, doesn't it?"
She nodded.
"Now, stand up and let's move further back from the boundary fence. I don't want another unexpected hiker to see us."



"Amen to that," Chrissy muttered.
Walking back towards the shelter, we were soon out of sight of the boundary fence and in another sunny clearing.
Spreading the blanket, I told Chrissy to "Lie on your back and spread your legs apart with your knees up. Let's ensure you've got a tan to match what you would have gotten in Cancun."
I was fully clothed. I needed to be well-tanned by the time I returned, but my tan would be confined to my face, neck, the shirt 'V', and lower arms and legs. Just as if I'd been hiking for the month I had said I had been.
I must've been more tired than I thought as I fell asleep. I woke up to Chrissy sucking my cock.
I grabbed her head and moaned, "Oh, Lawd! Chrissy! WTF!"
"I'm horny, Sir," She pleaded. "I tried to make you hard so you would 'accidentally' fuck me again."
"You know instigating sex is against our agreement, little miss chrissy. Punishment for misbehaving is required. If you choose what I consider an appropriate penance, I will do that to you and leave it at that. If I don't think the punishment is severe enough, I will do to you what I think is deserved and do what you have asked for."
Chrissy came up with the following, "Pain is becoming pleasure for me, so I don't believe a physical punishment will be enough. It probably has to be degrading and demeaning, so I learn a proper lesson. I think you should urinate into a cup, then cum into that cup, mix the two and make me drink it. Then make me clean your ass with my tongue after you've been to the toilet."
I was inwardly elated. This was a much more inventive and severe punishment than anything I had thought of. I had planned on using her 'punishment' as another pain into pleasure session. However, her idea was a much better option as it would be an excellent beginning to breaking her down into someone who yearned to be demeaned and degraded.
By my watch, we'd been out in the sun, walking around and sun-baking for over three hours.
"Time to go back inside. I'll decide on the appropriateness of your chosen punishment by the time we're inside."
"Yes, Sir," she answered submissively.
Once inside, I told Chrissy to sit at the dining table.
I sat opposite her, "Tell me about today."
"What do you mean? She asked. "You were there. What can I tell you that you didn't already see?"
"How did it feel being made to give your body to the hiker?"
"It made me feel like a slut," Chrissy answered.
"Aren't you?"
"Well, yes. But it was only on my terms, not someone else's."
"You seemed to cum exceptionally hard."
Chrissy's eyes hit the table, and she coloured, "I'm learning to love experiencing pain with my arousal, but it's all new. When we first encountered that man, my mind went blank. I thought we were caught and all this would have to stop. I don't want it to stop, John. I want to see how far you can take me."
"If he'd tried to take you off me because of some foolish chivalrous notion, I would have been forced to stop him. Then, you and I would have to get out of here as quickly as possible. However, I don't think you're even close to being the broken pain and humiliation-loving slut I need you to be. That wouldn't matter, though, because I'd still have to hand you back to Bruce as we'd have to leave here.
"That's what raced through my mind. Then you offered me a way out. A way for me to continue my explorations into pain and degradation. After that, well, it didn't matter whose dick was in me, I was getting pain and sexual stimulation, and my body has learnt that means I'm to cum because then the pain stops."
I looked at her for a long time before saying, "I think you're fast becoming what you say you've always yearned to be, Christina. A pain and humiliation glutton who lives for rough fucking and being used."
"What do I need to do to finish my transformation?"
"You keep asking questions you already know the answer to, little one."
"Become a total pain-loving slut for you to use as you wish?"
"Me, then everyone my brother or I see fit to loan you to."
"I don't understand," Chrissy said. "You're doing this to me, at least partly, because I've been slutting around on your brother, but now you're saying you're going to slut me around?"
"The difference is that you were sleeping around behind my brother's back. You wouldn't put out for him but were putting out for at least six others. You need to learn that your body isn't yours. It's merely a receptacle for cock and cum. Any cock, and anybody's cum, we choose for you.
It will probably turn out that Bruce will want you to be faithful to only him. But I suspect he has cuckold fantasies. So, he may wish to 'loan you out' to show his love for you."
Chrissy nodded, "I kept expecting Bruce to explode at me as it's not like I've been exactly discreet. But he just kept putting up with it, so I pushed the envelope further and further."
"Well, that stops. Now you will begin begging Bruce to own, dominate, subjugate, and hurt you so you can get off. Or at least loan you to someone who will do those things to you."
"I'm ready for your next lesson, Sir," Chrissy surprisingly said.
"Tell me what's going on first," I queried.
Chrissy blushed, "I'm feeling a little horny ..." She coloured even more deeply. "To tell the truth, I need to cum so badly. My pussy is on fire. Can I ask a small favour, though, please?"
"You're welcome to ask. What's the worst that happens? I tell you 'No' and get offended and torture you? I'm going to do that anyway," I said, repeating an earlier sentiment.
"May I be untied so I can simply relax and enjoy what's happening?"
I considered this for a time before working it out. I suspected Chrissy's sudden 'collapse and compliance' was feigned and that Chrissy had decided on another way to try and avoid what was happening to her. I thought she might even try to use my shock device on me.
"Even if you can zap me with my machine powerfully enough to knock me out, it doesn't do you any good, little miss chrissy. You can't escape and head back to Bruce or Cancun. You know that, right? All exits are on keypads with PIN access, and you don't know the codes."
Chrissy's face crumpled, "How did you know?" She asked.
Giving her a pitying look, I replied, "I hope you can truly react with sexual arousal to pain because I'm about to because you a whole heap of it."
I would have loved to have backhanded the bitch off her chair, but time was running out, and I couldn't afford the bruise that would leave.
Chrissy almost ran across to the gynae table and jumped on it before placing her feet in the stirrups.
"I should have known you were two steps ahead of me, Sir. Please don't give up on me."
"I think it's way past time that I gave up on this charade and dropped you off at the airport, don't you?" I asked rhetorically. "I can think of many uses your sister, and I can put the money I'll get for your videos for, can't you?"
"I want to learn, Sir. Do as you will to punish me, but let me continue. Please, Sir, I beg of you!" Chrissy wailed.
Not answering, I tied her tightly down, removed the shock collar, rudely shoved the twin probes into her cunt, and then attached the pegs. One to her nipple, the other to her clit. I turned the electrical flow machine to a level just short of lethal and then set it to pulse. Every second second, the device sent an almost killing nanosecond of shock into Chrissy's tit and clit.
Chrissy started to scream, "NOOOOOOOOOooooooooooo! AHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhh!!! AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! AHHHHHHHHHHH!"
She orgasmed, then fainted.
I didn't care. I left the machine pulsing almost lethal blasts of electricity through her. I was still watching in morbid satisfaction when I became aware that the device connected to the probes was beeping in a steadily increasing cadence. Even though Chrissy was unconscious, her subconscious began reacting to the repeating pain. According to the probes, Chrissy was very close to a massive orgasm.
'Interesting,' I thought as I moved the intensity of the shocks higher still.
Only a little above this, the amperage would probably kill her. The weird thing about electricity is that it isn't the voltage that kills you. It's the amperage. You can send almost limitless voltage through a human body if the amperage is low enough.
Chrissy's eyes fluttered open, "Fuck! I think I'm going to cum," she moaned.
With that, she did.
"OH, MY FUCKING GAWD, I'M CUMMING!" She screamed as juices exploded out of her pussy.
I quickly moved the fucking machine into place. I pushed it forward enough that the first two inches entered Chrissy's pussy and ass before turning it on high.
"OMFG!" Chrissy screamed again as she creamed on the fuck machine's dildo.
"Please, Sir," she pleaded. "I need cock inside me."
"You don't deserve to orgasm on my cock, you fucking bitch," I told her. "If you don't cum now, I will fuck you with the machine until you beg me to stop."
Chrissy exploded into an earth-shattering orgasm. Her hips were thrusting up at the invading machine cock as far, hard, and fast as possible within the limitations of her binds.
Chrissy was repeating, "Fuck, fuck, fuck, OMFG, FUCK!" as her pussy gushed in time with the electrical pulses.
I don't know how many orgasms she had, but there were a lot. The sheet under her ass was soaking when her moans changed from orgasmic to groans of hurt and discomfort.
Given how well this session had gone, I didn't want Chrissy's vulva to be rubbed raw, and for it to be too sore for her to receive any pleasure, so I turned off the two machines and disconnected the pegs and moved the dildos out of her cunt.
Chrissy gave one last moan before passing out.
Untying her, I carried her across to the bed. Laying her down, I examined her. Her pussy was a little red, but I thought it probably wasn't any worse than it would have been after a vigorous fuck session with her big-dicked pool boy lover.
Turning the shower on, I waited for the water to warm up and carried Chrissy into it. Then, deciding I didn't want to change, I stripped off before carrying her in. Chrissy regained consciousness as I held her in my left arm and washed her juices from around her pubic area.
She looked at me steadily as I carefully cleaned her, "You're being very considerate to me, considering how much you hate me."
"I repeat, little miss chrissy, I don't hate you. I only hate how you treat my brother and how you behave towards my family. You look down on us because we're 'middle-class', but no one in my family has been jailed for any crime. Can you say the same?"
"Fair point," Chrissy answered. "None of my family would do to someone what you're doing to me, though."
"You have a fair point, too, little one. If you learn to enjoy this, you might come to thank me, though."
"Thank you for torturing me, hurting me, and pretending to rape me? For offering me up as a slut to a complete stranger. A stranger who also smacked and hurt me?"
"And didn't it give you the best orgasms?"
Chrissy looked away and muttered, "Fair point," again.
Chrissy wrapped her arms around my neck and shifted so I could lower her legs to the ground. Once I was sure her legs would hold her weight, I handed her the soapy washer.
To my shock, instead of washing herself, she cupped my balls with her left hand, wrapped the washer around my rapidly hardening shaft, and started stroking it. Then, Chrissy dropped to her knees and started to blow me. Her newly developed oral skills were much evident. It only took her two goes before all of my rigidly hard 7-inch dick was sliding through her lips, across her tongue and gag reflex and down her throat.
Chrissy wrapped her hand around my ass, pulled me as deeply into her mouth as I could go, sealed her lips around my shaft, and then sucked vigorously. Chrissy, still sucking firmly, began bobbing her head back and forth. Every third or fourth bob, she would pause with only the head still inside her mouth, then run her tongue over and around my glans and lap at the precum dripping from my cock's 'eye'.
I had only cum once in the two weeks I'd been holding Chrissy and couldn't hold on for a moment longer. So, with a deep, guttural roar, I filled Chrissy's mouth with cum.
Chrissy leant back and opened her mouth to show she had held it all inside her mouth. Chrissy then stood up, still dripping wet, and walked over to the sink to grab the glass I kept for rinsing.
She let the cum in her mouth drop into the cup and then walked back to me, "Can you pee, Sir?" She asked.
Now that I knew what she was doing, I could relax my bladder and fill the rest of the small glass with urine. Chrissy used her toothbrush's handle to stir the cum and urine together. Then, grimacing, she drank it all in one quick swallow. Chrissy showed me the empty glass and opened her mouth to show it was as empty as the glass.
Impressed, I nodded and said, "You're forgiven the second part of your punishment. But it's only suspended, not gone. If you misbehave again, I'll add cleaning my shitty ass with your tongue to whatever else I do to you."
Chrissy lowered her eyes submissively to the floor, "Thank you, Sir," she said quietly.
Chrissy began to rock her right knee back and forth as I watched. She had lifted that leg by bending it and standing on that foot's toes. My research indicated that this action meant that a woman was romantically interested in you or sexually aroused. Chrissy peeked at me through her eyelashes twice as her knee swung back and forth.
"Sir?" She asked. "May I ask for something?"
"No harm in asking," I replied.
"I'm feeling quite slutty and horny. May I be given another orgasm?"
Completely taken aback, I wasn't able to reply immediately.
Chrissy's eyes hit the floor again, "Sorry, Sir, I shouldn't have been so presumptuous as to ask."
"You'll need to go back on the table and cum to nothing but pain and degradation, my, close to being a cock and cum whore," I was eventually able to say.
"Of course, Sir. May I remain free, though, please? I want to use my hands and move freely to have the best chance of having a huge orgasm."
Her earlier orgasm, and the act of completing her punishment, had shown that Chrissy was a long way on her journey to becoming a subjugated pain, cock and cum slut. However, I still thought she was far from being beaten into total submission.
The question was now becoming: Did I want to break her completely?
When I came up with my plan to convince Christina to allow me to kidnap and experiment on her, I thought I would need to. But I was beginning to realise Chrissy may have had much deeper submissive tendencies than I had thought and that she may have become a willing pain and cum slut.
It would be better for everyone, especially Chrissy herself, if that were the route she had chosen to travel down.
"Okay," I informed her. "But remember, you're on your last chance. If you try to attack me in any way, I will send you home and release the videos."
Chrissy nodded and then climbed onto the table.
I watched, fascinated, as she attached one peg to her right nipple and the other to her hooded clitoris.
Chrissy lifted and bent her knees before placing the soles of her feet together, facing each other with her knees now spread wide apart and her sex obscenely displayed. In passing, I noticed she still showed no hair around her pubic area or under her arms. I guessed she must have had everything lasered away at some stage.
Once she had settled herself into place, she said, "Ready, Sir."
To this point, I had started the electrical shocks at a reasonably low level. The only time I hadn't, Chrissy had reacted with arousal to her zapping almost immediately. I decided to start the current on high from the beginning this time.
There was a loud sizzling sound as the current poured into her. This was followed by Chrissy's long, drawn-out moan, "More, please, Sir. More and faster."
Ignoring her pleas, I moved across to insert the twin probes before turning the readers on. Chrissy allowed me to do this without movement or complaint. I looked at the readers. Although the contractions of her quim were only small, they were rhythmical and increasing. Her pussy was already hot and extremely wet.
Trying not to show my surprise, I looked over at Chrissy to see her pinching and squeezing her left tit with two fingers inserted into her cunt. The contraction measuring probe was the thicker of the two probes. Under my gaze, Chrissy took hold of this probe and began to fuck herself with it.
"Pain, please, Sir. I need more pain," Chrissy begged.
Even more surprised, I turned the intensity of the electrical impulses a little higher and reduced the gap between them.
"More, please, Sir. More!" Chrissy pleaded.
I couldn't turn the flow any higher as it would probably kill her, so I turned off the pulses and let the electricity blast continuously into her.
Chrissy's back arched up off the bed into complete rigor. The hand holding the probe was frozen in place, with the probe shoved deep into her cunt. Chrissy was trying to scream, but even her throat was locked by the severity of the electrical charge pouring into her.
I left it on for another five seconds and then turned it off.
Chrissy collapsed flat, but her hips lifted straight back up off the table as she slapped her clitoris, "FUCK YES!" she yelled. "Again!"
I checked the probe readings. Even locked into place by the current, Chrissy had had a massive orgasm. The reader showed her vulva was at 100% wetness, and her quim was shuddering and gripping tightly down on the other probe as an orgasm rocketed through her.
Giving Chrissy another blast as severe as the last would likely cause Chrissy physical damage. The prolonged zapping she had just orgasmed to was close to a lethal charge, so I couldn't risk doing that again.
Moving over to Chrissy's reclined body, I removed the twin probes from her body. Next, I took the peg that had fallen off of Chrissy's clit (She had picked it up with her left hand just before I blasted her) and placed it onto her other nipple.
I took the vibrator and the 'magic wand' out of the drawer and gave them to Chrissy, "Another charge as large as the last one might kill you, girl. Add some pleasure to the pain, and we'll see how we go."
I turned the voltage down a little, and the amperage down a lot, then turned the flow device on again.
Chrissy had already turned on both sex toys and had the vibrator shoved deep into her pussy. The wand she held tightly to her clit.
Leaving the flow to continuous, I turned the device back on. I'd managed to get the current exactly right the first time. Even though there was still a lot of current passing into Chrissy's nipples, it hadn't locked her muscles into rigor.
I could hear the electricity sizzling on Chrissy's nipples, so I moved across to ensure it wasn't burning them. Her nipples were hard enough to cut glass, and the smell of her pussy juices was strong. Chrissy was as aroused as any woman I'd ever been with. Her nipples showed no damage, so I left things as they were.
As I neared her reclined body, Chrissy moaned, "Yes, please, Sir. Fuck your girl. Your little slut needs cock in one of her holes."
My cock, which was already mostly hard from witnessing the erotic spectacle before me, burst into full life. I was so excited, and hard I was sure I'd grown more than my usual 7-inches and was even thicker than normal. I was so excited that, unthinkingly, I almost shoved my dick into Chrissy with the current still coursing through her body. I remembered just in time.
"Cum for me again, then if you're not passed out, I'll fuck you."
"Slap my face, please, Sir."
I open-palm whacked Chrissy across her left cheek, followed by a backhand across her right. The current surged into my hand both times, but the contact was too brief for it to do anything other than cause some minor discomfit.



I was pretty shocked at how much pain the electricity must have been causing Chrissy as it flowed unceasingly through her, but all my slaps did was ramp her arousal to close to a fever pitch.
"One more slap, I beg of you, Sir. One more, and I'll cum for sure," Chrissy pleaded.
Instead of slapping her face, I slapped her belly as hard as I could.
"FAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRKKKKKKKKKKKKKK!" Chrissy yelled. "OMFG! OMFG! OH, MY FUCKING GAWD, I'M CUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMMMMIINNNNNNGGGGGGGGG!"
Chrissy thrust three more times up at the wand as her pussy gushed sex fluids before she fainted.
The cover on the table was soaked, Chrissy's inner thighs were covered in her fluids, and Chrissy was drenched with sweat, so I turned the machines off, picked her up and carried her to the shower.
Holding her upright, I dropped my clothes and stepped into the warm water.
Chrissy hadn't come to by the time I had finished washing the sweat and her sex fluids off her, so I carried her across to the bed and lay beside her. I only meant to wait until Chrissy had woken up before tying her securely into the same position as the previous night. But, unfortunately, I fell asleep.
I woke to find the bed empty and Chrissy moving around the shelter. I wasn't too concerned because all she seemed to be doing was stretching and working her muscles free of the cramping the electricity had caused.
As I watched through slitted eyes, breathing deeply and regularly as if I was asleep, Chrissy walked across to the electrical flow device.
Unbelievably, Chrissy attached a peg to her left nipple. Then, with the other peg in her hand, Chrissy inspected the machine's dials before turning them down.
Chrissy held the second peg to her clitoris before turning the flow on. There was a low rumble as the power flowed into her clit and nipple.
"Hmmmm," she moaned. Then, taking the peg off her clit and turning the dial higher, she ran the peg up and down her slit and circled it back and forth around her clitoris. "Oh, yes," she groaned quietly as her hips slowly moved forwards and back.
Still maintaining my slow deep breathing, I watched as Chrissy slowly brought herself to an intense orgasm.
Panting softly, Chrissy attached the peg she was holding to her right nipple, braced herself against the gynae table then turned the dials way up.
I exploded out of bed and raced across to her. I thought Chrissy had decided to commit suicide by electrocution. But, before I could get to her, she flicked the 'on' switch.
"AAAAAARRRRRRRRRGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!" She screamed. "AAAAAAAARRRRRRRGGGGGHHHHH! FUCK, THAT'S SO GOOD!"
Shocked, I stumbled to a stop and watched as Chrissy blasted through three or four pussy squirting orgasms before passing out. I was able to turn the device off and catch her before her body hit the floor.
By my watch, it was nearly 3.00 am. Because of how I'd been working on breaking Chrissy, I hadn't had much sleep myself over the last 16 days. Stupidly, with Chrissy still unbound, I fell asleep again.
I don't know how long I'd been asleep before I felt Chrissy over me. Scared that I had fallen so deeply asleep that she had had time to wheel the electrical flow device over to me, I maintained my breathing to a sleeping level and slit my eyes open to watch her.
Chrissy wasn't trying to do anything to disable me. Instead, she was fixated on my cock and masturbating. It was her heavy breathing that had woken me up. Her mouth was very close to the head of my cock, and her breaths were warm over it. Chrissy tried to stifle a deep moan as she thrust two fingers into her pussy and thumbed her clit. Shuddering, Chrissy opened her mouth and took my cock into it.
Still pretending to be asleep, I raised my hands to her head and guided her mouth up and down my cock. The improvement in Chrissy's cock sucking skills was amazing. She had me on the brink of an intense orgasm in only a brief period.
Wanting to test those skills, I moved my hands to the back of her head and shoved her hard down on my thick cock. It slid over her tongue and down the back of her throat easily. When her lips hit my pelvis, Chrissy sealed her lips around the base of my shaft and sucked firmly.
Chrissy began pumping my shaft by sucking hard and pushing her tongue tightly against my cock's frenulum.
It was awesome!
Groaning vociferously, I came deliciously into Chrissy's mouth.
Chrissy stood up, moved to the sink, picked up the glass, and then spat my cum into it.
I was about to admonish her for not swallowing when she said, "You want me to like being degraded, Sir, so I'm going to pour your cum back into my mouth. Then I want you to pee in my mouth. I'll mix it in there, then swallow.
If I do, may I be rewarded?"
"That would depend on what reward you want, little one," I replied.
"I want to be left unbound for the rest of our time together. I want you to trust me and allow me to sleep in the bed with you untied."
"You ask too much, little miss chrissy," I answered. "I doubt you've given up on exacting some revenge on me for training you into a pain-loving, cock sucking slut."
Chrissy looked at me steadily, then surprised me with, "There are two more rooms in this shelter, aren't there, Sir? Suppose you empty everything I could use to attack you out of one of the rooms and put an interior combination latch and lock on the door. In that case, you can be sure I won't try and do something stupid.
Please, Sir. I'm finding more and more every day that I want to be that cum loving pain slut you're turning me into. So, regardless of what you want me to do, I want to at least try and do it. And, me showing you that I am yours, body, mind, and soul, seems to be the logical first step. How can I do that if you don't trust me?"
"Trust is earned, miss chrissy."
"Please give me a chance to earn it, Sir," she begged.
I thought through every scenario I could imagine. In the end, it came down to this. Physically, I was way stronger than her. I'd keep her naked to ensure she couldn't secrete a weapon. I planned on fucking every one of her three love holes, so she wouldn't be able to hide anything internally.
I couldn't see how Chrissy could do anything to escape, so I agreed, "Okay. Understand that you remain on your last chance. If you make any attempt to escape, disable, or hurt me, you go home, and I make a lot of money selling your videos."
With her eyes firmly on the ground, Chrissy said, "I understand, Sir. I promise not to do anything that will cause you to be disappointed with me."
''Could I have done it?' I wondered. 'Could I have broken her into a cock and cum loving pain slut?'
I didn't want to permanently hurt or damage Chrissy. I wanted to take her home a total cum loving cock whore. And I didn't want to ruin my brother's marriage by releasing the videos.
With this in mind, I told her to swallow the cum in the glass, undid the zipper to my shorts, took my cock out, and instructed her to tip her head back and open her mouth. Chrissy was quick to obey. Then, releasing my bladder, I filled her mouth with piss.
As she had promised, Chrissy swirled the urine around her mouth, mixing it with the cum before swallowing it all. This time, she didn't even grimace.
Wanting to test her willingness to be degraded, I said, "Lie in the shower. I'm going to piss on your face. You may masturbate as I do."
"Yes, Sir," was her response as she walked over to the shower.
"You may close your eyes if you need to, my little piss-drinking slut," I informed her. "But if you turn your head away or put your hands up to deflect the flow, I will punish you."
"Ready, Sir," was Chrissy's only response.
Holding my rapidly hardening cock I released my flow over her. Unbidden, Chrissy opened her mouth and let my stream flow into it. She did push most of it back out, something I would have to train her not to do later, but she did drink quite a lot as well.
As my flow slowed, Chrissy asked me to "Piss on my clit, please, Sir. I want to try and cum as you piss on me."
Chrissy squeezed her breasts hard before taking a nipple between each thumb and forefinger and pulling them viciously. A low moan escaped her as she did. Then, as my wee coursed over her pudenda, Chrissy shoved two fingers into her pussy and placed her thumb on her clit.
By the time my flow had finished, Chrissy hadn't quite managed to pop over the edge into orgasm. From her moans, she was very close but couldn't quite get there.
During our time together, at this stage, I would step in and do something to send Chrissy crashing over the edge into orgasm. This time, I waited to see what she would do. Would she give up and pretend to orgasm, ask me for help, or do something for herself?
"May I eat your ass, please, Sir?" Chrissy requested.
Surprised, I hesitated.
"Please, Sir."
I carefully cupped my balls up and out of the way, then straddled her head before lowering my ass onto her upturned face. Chrissy's wet and warm tongue felt fucking awesome on my taint and even better on my ass' ring.
My personal hygiene is always good, but I didn't have wet wipes because I'd forgotten to purchase more. Also, I hadn't showered since the last time I'd gone to the toilet, so I'm sure Chrissy had to clean my ass and not just tongue it.
Having her do such a disgusting degrading act to me had me hotter than I can ever remember. So I grabbed her under the armpits, lifted her, turned her and then shoved her brutally against the shower wall.
With her tits crushed against the wall, I lifted Chrissy high enough to push the head of my cock against her starfish. Biting her where her neck met her shoulder, I shoved my cock through her sphincter and deep into her ass.
I was rough, brutal and uncaring as I snarled, "Take it like the arse licking, cum guzzling, piss drinking, dirty fucking slut you are," in response to her muted squeal.
I expected Chrissy to just take it. Unmoving but unwilling to test me by complaining. Instead, she orgasmed almost immediately. I would have thought it was fake to prevent me from hurting her more, but her pussy juices poured out of her and over my balls.
"Hurt me, Sir," she almost demanded. "Hurt me more, and I will cum harder."
I grabbed her hands and stretched Chrissy up against the shower wall before slamming my cock into her arse as hard as possible. Then, grabbing a handful of her hair, I bit Chrissy's earlobe and pulled back with my teeth.
"OH, GAWD! OH, GAWD! OH, MY FARKING GAWD!" Chrissy screamed as her womanly cum squirted from her pussy and over my thighs. "Smack my ass, please, Sir. Smack me hard!"
With my body holding Chrissy against the wall and off the ground, I couldn't do as Chrissy asked, so I slid my hand between her body and the wall and onto her clitoris. Then, biting and pulling back on her ear, I roughly fingered her clit before pinching it between my thumb and forefinger.
I roughly fucked Chrissy in this position through four or five more orgasms before Chrissy begged me to "Pull out of my ass and let me swallow your cum, please, Master,"
No sooner had I moved back far enough for Chrissy to drop off my rampantly turgid cock than Chrissy was on her knees and guiding the thick mushroom head of my rock-hard penis into her mouth. Without even a hitch this time, Chrissy swallowed my entire length, wrapped her lips firmly around the base, and then began sucking firmly and insistently.
I doubt if I could have stopped, even if I wanted to. With a loud roar and clenching of my dick and ass, I exploded semen into her mouth.
"Fuck me, you're damned good at that now, my little whore!" I exclaimed as I shot load after load down her throat.
Chrissy swallowed it all with apparent relish. She knelt before me, looking up appealingly. As I watched, tears filled her eyes, and she threw her arms convulsively around my knees and pressed her tear-streamed face against my thighs.
"What have you done to me?" She wailed. "I don't even like dick, let alone cum, in my mouth. I only do it as a special favour for my lover, and I never let them cum in my mouth!"
"Trained you well," I responded. "Are you satiated, or is your cunt still throbbing?"
Sobs wracked her body before she moved her head away from my thighs and looked up at me again, "I need to cum so badly, Sir. Even having you almost dry fucking my ass isn't enough pain for me to be satisfied anymore. I need more. It seems like I need to be hurt to the point of passing out before my pussy says enough."
"It's not your pussy craving more. It's your mind. You know that, right?"
"Yes, but it's my cunt that throbs, not my mind."
"Your cunt, little miss chrissy?"
"That's what you're teaching me, isn't it? I'm not a person. Not a woman. I'm a cock and cum receptacle and nothing more. I don't have breasts, a bottom, or a pussy. I have tits, an arse, and a cunt. I'm not a lover, just something to be used to get yourself off on."
"I think you're ready for your final lesson, little one," I informed her.
"I don't think my body or mind can handle much more abuse, Sir," Chrissy replied.
"That's not the lesson, my little whore."
"Then what is the lesson, if I may ask, Sir?"
"You need to learn that Christina Templeton is still who you are for 90% of your life and that 'little miss chrissy cock, pain and cum slut' is who you are when your owner and Master say you are. In other words, we now have to rebuild part of what you were whilst keeping little miss chrissy just underneath the thin veneer, ready to come out whenever she is called."
"I don't understand, Sir. So you've broken me down only to rebuild me again?"
"You could say it like that, I guess. But I could never have created 'little miss chrissy' without destroying Christina first."
"Aren't you scared I'll revert to my old ways?"
"If you do, you'll be visiting here again. For more training, and it'll be even more likely that I release the videos and send copies to your father and Bruce."
"Why the change? You've consistently told me that I needed to be totally broken. Well, congratulations, I have been. I've come to understand that I want to be the cock and cum loving submissive slut you're turning me into. But now you're saying you want me to be as I was, except loving pain, cock and cum?"
"It was always the plan, but I never believed you would break. Plus, you had to be convinced that the only way out of here was to break down and become what you thought I wanted you to be."
"Now what?" She asked.
"You asked to remain untied and to sleep with me unbound. So this is how we're going to do that: We're going to live as a loving couple, except when I decide I want to, or you beg me to, we will play pain and torture games. You will talk to me like you love me, treat me like I'm your man, and act like you're a loving wife, and I will do the same with you.
But when I say something like, 'Up on the table, my little cock whore,' or, 'On your knees, little miss chrissy,' then you know that Christina is gone, and you're nothing except a vessel for me to empty my fluids into."
"I think I understand, Sir. I will do my best to please you."
"Good girl. Now, are you still horny?"
"Yes, Sir."
"Up on the table, then."
Chrissy was quickly in place. As her legs spread, I could see she wasn't exaggerating when she said she was horny. She was very horny by the amount of moisture already flowing from her cunt.
Taking some rope out of a cupboard, I tied Chrissy's shins to her thighs and then her hands to her shins. This had her spread lewdly and helplessly, completely unable to stop me from doing whatever I wanted to her.
Changing the rubberised plastic double-headed dildo on the fucking machine for a double-headed aluminium one, I guided the device in front of Chrissy's ass. I moved it forwards until the first two inches of each head were inside her.
Instead of watching me fearfully as she had when I first took her, Chrissy watched my activities avidly. The smell of her arousal was strong in the air, and she moaned in desire as the dildo slid partway into her ass and pussy.
By the time I was ready to attach the electrified clothes pegs, Chrissy was already humping up at the dildo and groaning lustily. The first peg I attached to her left nipple, the other I held carefully by the rubber grips I had put on them so I could handle them safely.
Turning to the dials, I set the current relatively high, but the amperage low, then turned the fucking machine on at a low speed and watched as it drove relentlessly forwards into Chrissy's ass and pussy. She gave a slight grunt of pleasure as the dildo was forced through her knot by the machine's unstoppable motion.
Once Chrissy started climbing towards her first orgasm, I began touching the peg I was holding onto the base of the dildo. This sent a sharp shock deep into Chrissy's arse and cunt.
When the first shock hit, Chrissy almost screamed, "Fuck!" She followed that with, "OH! OH! FUCK, YES! MORE! I NEED MORE!" Chrissy was fucking up at the invading dildo in a frenzy, "Faster, please, Sir. Make it fuck me harder and faster, please?"
I was amazed at how big a pain slut I had turned Chrissy into in just three weeks. Well, less than three, actually. I found myself gazing at her almost lovingly. I brought myself up harshly. This was the 'Stockholm Syndrome' scenario raising its ugly head again. I was not going to 'fall in love' with my captive, as it may still turn out that this was all still a ruse.
Holding the peg against the dildo for longer and longer periods, I soon had Chrissy screaming her way through continuous orgasms. Fluids were pouring so quickly from her quim that the table cover sheet was already soaked. Chrissy's hair was plastered to her scalp as her orgasms ripped through her.
I finished this session by holding the peg against the dildo and letting the current blast through her until Chrissy passed out with one last screeched orgasmic explosion.
After undoing and removing the ropes tying her hands and shins together, I turned the power down to a low buzz. Then I pulled the dildo from Chrissy's ass and turned it, so the ass probe was positioned against her clitoris. Finally, I left it humming against there.
Even unconscious, Chrissy's mind and body began to react to the low-grade pain stimulation she was receiving. The first sign was the soft moans that started issuing from her mouth. The second was how Chrissy began thrusting her hips up at the fake cock in her pussy and forcing her clitoris harder against the probe.
Chrissy rose from her passed-out slumber and found my eyes with hers, "You play me like a violin, Sir. I'm so aroused right now I'd do anything to cum again."
"You're not bound in any way, my little slut," I reminded her. "Do what you need to do to orgasm."
"May I have the flow dials moved close enough for me to reach, and will you please hand me the magic wand?"
I did the things she wanted.
Once the dials were within reach, Chrissy attached the second peg to her other nipple and then turned the voltage higher than I would have before setting it to pulse. The gap between shocks was around the five-second mark, and the duration of each shock was around two to three seconds.
Chrissy's back would arch from the bed as the electricity caused her muscles to contract violently. In between shocks, Chrissy held the wand against her clitoris until the next pulse had her arched back again.
Watching Chrissy torture herself through orgasm after orgasm was fucking awesome. I stripped all my clothes off, took my thick 7-inch tool in my hand, and pulled vigorously on it as I took in the spectacle in front of me.
Nearing that delicious point of no return, I quickly moved across to Chrissy to unload onto her face. Chrissy licked her lips and moaned as she watched me tugging on my cock.



Between shocks, Chrissy pleaded, "Cum on your slut's face, please, Sir. Squirt your liquid goo over me, and I'll cum with you."
Hearing this sent me rocketing over the edge. Then, with a deep and savage grunt, I started spurting semen in thick ropes over Chrissy's pretty face.
Readers, this woman bears a startling resemblance to Mila Kunis. Can you imagine how delightful it would be to cover that beautiful face with loads of your cum? My orgasm was as intense as any I'd ever had. My spitting cock juice onto her face sent Chrissy into another round of screaming orgasms.
As I came on her, visions of doing this to Mila Kunis flashed through my fevered imagination. I hardly softened at all, so I pushed the fucking machine out of the way and then turned the electricity off.
Knowing, or maybe hoping for, what I was going to do, Chrissy lifted her hips off the bed and presented her pucker hole for my cock to enter.
Grabbing a handful of each of her tits, I bent my knees until I felt the head of my cock slide into place against Chrissy's rosebud. Then, staring deeply into her eyes, I pulled viciously downwards on her breasts as I slammed all seven thick inches of my dick deep into her already gaped arse.
Chrissy's head tossed back, and she screamed as my rigidly hard tool split her knot and dove far into her unlubricated rear fuck hole. It wasn't a scream of agony or even pain, though. Instead, it was a scream of pure lust.
"Fuck me hard, my big beautiful owner," Chrissy yelled. "Make me cum on your big cock. Take my dirt fuck hole and make it your own."
My mind rejoiced. I'd done it. I'd taken a stuck-up, snotty, rich bitch and made her my personal fuck toy. I'd proven my theories that pain and pleasure were opposite sides of the same coin and that they could be mashed together into one.
After six more days of intense and beautifully painful, for Chrissy, fucking, I gave Chrissy her clothes back and then took her home.
We had spent a good part of every one of our remaining days walking around my property, so Chrissy was deeply tanned and had lost a little weight. She looked even more beautiful than usual. She smiled easily and now had a refreshing modesty to her demeanour.
As I dropped her back at the airport so she could call her driver to pick her up and take her home, I gave her the shock collar and its remote, "Wear the collar and hand the remote to Bruce when you get home. Tell him you've been reading 'The Story of 'O'' and want to try being 'O'. As you do this, lower your eyes and say, 'Please, Sir'.
That story is one of my brother's favourites, so he'll know what to do."
"Just like that, huh?" Chrissy replied. "After all we've done together, you hand me back to your brother like I'm a package to be delivered to the correct address?"
"Yes," I replied. "I love you, Chrissy. I really do. But it's a love born of our isolation together. Rape and violence aren't a sound basis to start a relationship. You're married to Bruce, and I know you love him, so go back to what you had.
I don't want to go through the charade of kidnapping you and 're-educating' you, but I will if you regress. I doubt you'll ever change if you revert, so I will regretfully release the videos and destroy your marriage."
I didn't hear anything from Chrissy for almost a month. Every time my doorbell rang, I expected it to be the cops arresting me. But Chrissy kept her promise and hadn't said anything to anyone.
Out of the blue, Chrissy called my cell, "I need to see you," were her first words to me since we had parted.
"Bad idea," I replied. "What we had, what we did, how we felt, is done. There's no going back."
"It isn't that," she stated. "I'm outside your door. Let me in."
Surprised, I opened the door. Chrissy swept in.
"I'm pregnant," she informed me as soon as I had closed the door.
"Congratulations," I said, wondering why she was telling me this.
"It's yours," came next.
'Fuck!' I thought.
I had thought of everything, it seems, except that Chrissy was still fertile. And I hadn't done anything to prevent her from getting pregnant. I hadn't even thought of it.
"Your father will be pleased. Bruce will be ecstatic," I replied noncommittedly.
"How am I supposed to explain that I've been home only three weeks but seven weeks pregnant?"
"Did you fuck Bruce in the week before I grabbed you?"
"Yes. He insists on getting some the night before I leave. I don't mind because one of my girlfriends will almost always eat me out the morning we get there, and it's pretty hot knowing they're eating stale cum out of my pussy."
"Then tell everyone you'd gone off the pill hoping you and Bruce could have a baby by the time you got back, and you must've gotten pregnant the week before you went away."
Chrissy's face crumpled, and she began to sob, "I thought, once you knew we were having a baby, you'd want me to divorce Bruce and marry you."
"How are things with Bruce? Has he stepped up and become your Dominant?"
Chrissy looked at me with tear-filled eyes, "He's doing well. He's not as intense as you and hasn't gotten near my pain threshold yet, but he's being assertive and dominant. It's good. Dad is pleased with my changes, so that's good. Plus, he promoted Bruce and brought him into his senior council.
It's just ..." She stumbled to a stop.
I gave her a small smile, "Speak, little miss chrissy. What's the worst that happens? I torture you if I'm displeased with your question ...?"
"Would you torture me, please, Sir? I need it so badly." She interrupted.
"No, little one. That part is done. You belong to Bruce, and that's it. What I did to you, what we had, is over."
Chrissy dropped to her knees in front of me, and before I could figure out what she was doing, she had my shorts around my ankles and my cock in her mouth.
"Hmm," she moaned around it. Letting it slide out, she added, "So much bigger and thicker than your brother's. I've missed having it inside me."
I couldn't resist. Roaring, I grabbed Chrissy by her tits and pulled her up from her knees. Then I grabbed her throat and pushed her backwards until her knees hit the edge of the sofa, and she fell onto it.
Hoisting her dress above her hips, I tore her panties off, lifted and spread her legs by her ankles before pushing them back over her head.
With her sex now lewdly open to me, I positioned my cock at the entrance to her vulva before shoving it forcefully into her.
"Fuck, yes, Sir!" Chrissy yelled. "Do your slut like only you know how."
Chrissy wrapped her legs around my upper thighs, and every time I slammed into her, she would pull me in with her calves and shove her pudenda up at me as hard as she could.
Mauling her tits and slapping her face sent Chrissy launching into a series of screamingly loud orgasmic eruptions. Her pussy juices squirted deliciously over my pubic bone and down over my balls as I fucked her through numerous back-to-back orgasms.
I'm not sure how long I lasted before I felt that 'rocket on the launchpad' feeling you get when your balls are contracting up against your shaft and your ass sphincter starts clenching in anticipation of you cumming hard into a welcoming pussy. But it wasn't long.
"Take it all, my darling fucking whore," I nonsensically moaned as I unloaded bucket after bucket into her.
We both collapsed into each other and held each other tight.
"We can't do this, Chrissy. I can't and won't do this to Bruce or Milla. You're his life. I won't do it."
"I know, Master," Chrissy replied. "I think I have a solution, though. I take regular weekend trips with friends, so Bruce expects me to be away. Milla has always fancied Bruce. I will encourage her to come on to Bruce and let him know Milla wants him. I'll encourage Bruce to take her. That will give us every second weekend to play. Then, once a year, I'll go to Cancun, as I usually do, except I'll spend that month in the shelter with you."
This was news to me, but I couldn't see why Christina would tell such an easily caught lie if it wasn't. Milla and I had discussed Bruce and Christina many times, so I knew Milla was at least sympathetic to Bruce's position. Ultimately, I wanted the BDSM and rough sex relationship with my 'little miss christina', so I agreed to Christina's plan.
It's been two years now, and it's all working out rather well. Chrissy had the baby and is pregnant again. There's a pretty good chance this one is mine, too.

The End.
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Ben Stokes' Swinging Household.

Reader, this story was first posted as "Cum Dumpster Wife 01" in the "Loving Wives" category. I received so much vituperative and vitriolic abuse and emails that I seriously considered closing my account and never posting another story.
The same story follows, with some much-needed and appreciated editing help from MormonJack.
The following is a work of fiction. All characters are a minimum of eighteen years old. It contains some crossdressing and male-on-male sex. There is also group sex as well as lesbian sex. If these aren't your thing, please, read no further.
Reader, this is my first attempt at writing in something other than the first person. I'd be grateful for any constructive criticism or advice on how to improve.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
Barry Corcoran married a slut.
There's nothing wrong with marrying a slut. Plenty of people, men and women, have done it. But if you marry a slut you need to know that your prospective life partner is one because, as they say, "once a slut, always a slut." Oh, they may be able to hide their slutty ways for a time, maybe even for a year or two, but it will always resurface.
Marrying a slut is much better than marrying some cold frigid bitch or an impotent jerk.
Unfortunately for Barry, he didn't know he had married a slut. Barry thought his wife, Gloria Corcoran nee Swanson, was an earthy country girl from Toowoomba in Queensland's inner west.
Around six months ago, after nearly forty years of her husband's infidelity, Barry's mum had finally had enough and moved out. Barry couldn't stand listening to his father having more sex than he was, so he moved into the granny flat his parents built over their external garage for his mum's mother. Unfortunately, Barry's grandmother passed away three years ago, and the flat had stood empty until Barry moved in.
Ben Stokes knew Barry's wife was a slut because Barry's wife's mother and he were friends. Fuck buddies, to be exact.
Barry Corcoran's wife's mother, Beverly Swanson, is a slut.
One night when Ben was fucking Beverly as her husband watched from their wardrobe, she told him that Gloria (her daughter) had moved to Brisbane because she had run out of men in Toowoomba who hadn't already fucked her. Ben wasn't sure if she was joking or not.
Beverly is a bigger woman. Not fat, just big. She's almost 6 feet tall (183 cm) and weighs nearly 190 lbs (85 kg). She has massive tits, at least a Double G, big squishy thighs, and a big fat bum. But Beverly has shape, her breasts are wider than her hips, and both are wider than her waist.
Beverly loves a bit of rough in the bedroom, but her husband won't do her like that. He's "too nice", she says as Ben uses a riding crop on her ass as he doggy-style rides her. Ben whips her like he's on the second running horse in The Grand National, and there's only a furlong to go.
Beverly loves being whipped.
"Fuck yes, Ben!" She yells with her husband only a closed cupboard and a few feet away. "Fuck me like a real man should. Do me like my pathetic husband won't."
Ben obliges, of course.
Beverly is multi-orgasmic, so Ben can usually ride and whip her through three of four orgasms before she finally demands that Ben 'fills up her cuck husband's cum receptacle'.
Beverly has the best orgasms from her husband eating another man's cum out of her ass and/or pussy. So, after Ben has cum in her, Beverly sends him home so she can get her hubby's tongue into her orifices.
Barry Corcoran's wife's father, Mark Swanson, is a slut.
Mark is a cuckold and a voyeur. Not only does he love watching his wife being fucked, he actively recruits men to fuck her, and once they are gone, he delights in eating their cum out of his wife's pussy and/or ass.
Mark has a secret from his wife, however. A secret only he, Ben, and a select few others know. Mark is a crossdresser and loves to suck cock.
Mark and Ben are lovers, too. Mark is terrified his wife will find him out or find his secret stash of women's lingerie that he keeps hidden under his work tools in the garage. Mark had purchased all of these items as his wife's lingerie was too large for him to wear.             
Mark is worried about Beverly discovering his fetish and cock sucking habits because he thinks Beverly will leave him if she finds out. Ben thinks Beverly would love to play as a couple with Mark and that Mark should come clean to his wife.
"Mark has barely a 4-inch needle dick," Beverly told Ben, not knowing Ben already knew. "No use for anything, not even anal, but Mark has the best tongue."
Ben knew Mark's tongue was good, so he made him use it on his ass before letting Mark suck him off as Mark played with himself.
Because Mark loves to be humiliated, Ben tells Mark how much Beverly drools over his thick 7-inch rod.
"Do you know that your wife always jumps and screams as I shove my magic fuckstick in her ass, Mark? Does she ever jump when you push something into her? Does she even notice?"
Mark only moans and pulls more furiously on his tiny dick.
Ben won't let Mark near his 'magical fuckstick' until Mark has made himself up. Full makeup, wig, stockings, suspenders, breast forms, bra and knickers. Once Mark is dressed 'en femme', Ben makes Mark crawl across the floor and beg to suck his cock. Then Ben takes his dick out and slaps Mark's face with it.
"You want some of this, you little cocksucking whore?" Ben taunts him. "It's just come out of your wife's ass. You sure you want it?"
Mark always nods eagerly and swallows Ben whole. Mark's almost as good a cock sucker as his wife.
Once Mark, or should we call him by his preferred name, Marjorie? Once Marjorie has Ben's cock rock hard and soaking wet, Ben has Marjorie lie on her back, lift, and spread her knees. Then putting both legs over his shoulders, Ben pushes Marjorie back until he can position his ceramic hard 7-inch cock against Marjorie's asshole.
At this point, if Marjorie has been a 'good girl', Ben will let her apply some lube to her anus. But if she hasn't, Ben takes her with only Marjorie's saliva to ease the way.
Ben thinks Mark prefers to be fucked dry. Ben believes Mark enjoys the humiliation of being forced to squeal like a girl as he shoves all of his thick cock up Mark's ass. Why else would Mark consistently play up?
Ben feels responsible for Barry marrying Beverley's daughter because they met at Ben's 50th birthday party.
Barry is a shy guy. He only stands around the 5 ft. 8 in. mark (173 cm) and weighs around 187 lbs (85 kg). Barry's not fat, just soft. He could do with six months in the gym and some jogging or fast walking to tone everything up.
Barry is the youngest son of Ben's best mate, Gary. Barry's a little younger than Gloria at 35 compared to Gloria's 37.
When Ben introduced them, Barry and Gloria hit it off straight away. Ben thought that Gloria would be someone for Barry to explore with. Maybe have some great sex, learn a few things about how to please a sexually dominant woman then move on to someone more likely to be a long-term life partner.
Ben never guessed Barry would fall head-over-heels in love with Gloria.
Ben has been single for almost five years. His ex-wife cleaned out the bank accounts and pissed off to South Australia to be with some dickhead she had met online. She took their teenage daughter with her. It took nearly as much money in lawyer bills to sue her as Ben was able to get back off the bitch.
Ben still has the family house, but it now has quite a hefty mortgage. He needs extra money, so he rents out the rooms in his home. Beverly asked Ben to rent Gloria a room.
Ben's house has five bedrooms. The main one, with the en suite, he kept for himself. The other four he rents to help pay the bills. Gloria took the next largest room.
Gloria had seduced the other three housemates by the end of the first week after she had moved in. It didn't seem to matter that two of them were women. The other, Nigel, Ben had assumed was gay.
Apparently not, not by the noises coming from his bedroom.
Gloria isn't quite a screamer, but she comes very close. Ben didn't hear any sounds from Nigel, so he wasn't sure if he was quiet or if Gloria was so loud that she drowned him out.
Gloria walked proudly naked out of Nigel's bedroom as Ben walked down the hall to make a cup of tea.
She smiled and gave Ben a wink as they passed, "Huge todger," she told him. "At least 9-inches. I just had to try it."
Grinning cheekily, she added, "Besides, he thought he was gay. Now the girls of this world have one more big cock available."
Not bothering to hide a damned thing, Gloria strolled to her bedroom.
'Hmm, tall, a little chubby, big tits and a phat ass, just the way I like them,' Ben thought as she wandered off. 'I wonder if she'd like to try an older man.'
Later that night, Gloria slipped naked into Ben's bed. As she passed Ben in the hallway earlier, she saw his cock jump at her nakedness. It wasn't as long as Nigel's, but it was impressively thick, and she thought it would fill her pussy beautifully.
If it didn't quite stretch her pussy deliciously enough, Gloria thought it would definitely give her ass that glorious "ouch" that signalled she had the right-sized cock up there. Gloria wondered if Ben liked to dish out a little rough as he made love because she hadn't had a good tit mauling and biting or a nice ass slapping since joining Ben's house.
Ben snorted in surprise as Gloria wrapped her hand around his cock and stuck her tongue down his throat. Before Ben could mouth a complaint, Gloria slipped under the covers and swallowed his rapidly hardening dick.
Instead of protesting, Ben grabbed Gloria's head, groaned and said, "Oh, fuck, yes!"
Gloria milked Ben as she bobbed her head up and down his thick cock. Twisting her wrist and gliding her hand along the wetness her mouth provided, she quickly brought Ben to the edge of an orgasm.
Ben wanted this blowjob to last longer, so he sat up to reach under and grope Gloria's huge teetahs. Giving Gloria's nipple an experimental squeeze and twist elicited a moan around his throbbing cock.
Gloria's reaction indicated that she was up for some rough, so Ben twisted and pulled on her nipple harder. Gloria's mouth left his dick temporarily, and she moaned lustfully. So, pushing Gloria onto her back, Ben ripped the quilt and top sheet off and onto the floor. Then, reaching into his bedside table, Ben brought out some lengths of soft rope. Working swiftly, Ben soon had Gloria's limbs tied tightly to the four corners of the bed.
Using two more pieces of rope, Ben tied Gloria's magnificent tits. Ben flicked each nipple with his thumb and forefinger while he watched admiringly as Gloria's nipples and breasts turned purple.
"Yes, Ben," Gloria moaned. "Fuck this slut now."
"You make too much noise," Ben growled before forcing a ballgag into Gloria's mouth and tying it in place.
Getting his bottle of lube from the top drawer, Ben poured a liberal amount over his right hand and a little onto the entrance to Gloria's pussy. Then, continuing to flick her tightly squeezed tits, Ben inserted two fingers into Gloria's wet cunt.
Hooking his fingers up and back, Ben found Gloria's G-spot and stroked the tips of his fingers across it. Gloria's ass rose off the bed to thrust at Ben's fingers as she groaned deeply.
Ben slapped Gloria's clitoris as he thrust his fingers in and out of Gloria's cunt and scraped them across her G-spot. With a strangled scream, Gloria orgasmed. Juices poured from her pussy as she almost squirted.
Then, using Gloria's pussy-opening spasms, Ben inserted a third and fourth finger. Ben pushed firmly but stayed way short of causing pain. Working slowly, Ben twisted all four fingers back and forth inside Gloria. He kept his middle two fingers hooked back, stimulating Gloria's intimate pleasure zone.
Feeling her G-spot so deliciously stimulated, Gloria loudly launched into a second screamed orgasm. Her cumming allowed Ben to force all four fingers' last knuckle through Gloria's pussy sphincter and into her cunt.
Leaning forwards to alternate firm bites and soft licks across Gloria's purple breasts and nipples, Ben worked on getting his thumb to join his fingers inside of Gloria. Suddenly, with a loud grunt from Gloria, Ben's entire hand down to the wrist popped through Gloria's pussy sphincter and into her cunt.
Internally rejoicing, Ben squeezed his fingers and thumb into a clenched fist and started fist-fucking his delectably tied and helpless victim.
Gloria's head tossed and bounced back and forth as she moaned and groaned her way through numerous orgasms. Ben eventually had most of his forearm inside Gloria as he fist-fucked her.
With his arm tiring, Ben pulled his hand out of Gloria and undid her leg ties. Then, pausing only to pour some lube onto the purple head of his rampantly erect pecker, Ben tossed Gloria's calves over his shoulders and lifted her ass to meet his cock.
Ben slapped Gloria's face with his left and right hand before sliding enough of his cock into Gloria's ass to find her knot. Then, slapping Gloria again, Ben brutally shoved his rigid dick through Gloria's ring and into her rear fuck hole.
Gloria came again as Ben's pelvis hit her ass cheeks; her juices flowed from her cunt and over Ben's balls.
Ben sadistically fucked Gloria's ass for a seeming age as she came over and over. Finally, close to thirty minutes later, Gloria was no longer thrusting her hips to meet him. Instead, she hung limply under his body.
Knowing he had fucked Gloria into oblivion brought a smile to Ben's face. Pulling out of Gloria's ass, then ripping the gag from her mouth, Ben pinched her nose closed.
Gloria opened her lips to breathe; this allowed Ben to shove his thickly erect penis into her mouth. Then, choking her as he face-fucked her, Ben held Gloria's chin and the back of her head and viciously shoved his large dick down her throat. Sucking gamely, Gloria only retched once before she accepted all of Ben's thick cock down her throat.
"Fuck, you're a talented slut," Ben groaned before spitting his man juice into Gloria's voraciously sucking mouth. "You're almost as good at head as your mother. Swallow, bitch, or I'll take my belt to your ass."
Gloria had never spat once in her nineteen years of giving blowjobs, so she willingly swallowed all of Ben's gift.
Untying her hands and tits, Ben smacked Gloria's belly before demanding that she "Fuck off back to her bedroom so I can sleep. It's a work day tomorrow."
Gloria was so unused to not being the dominant partner in her sexual liaisons that she meekly shuffled back to her room. Lying on her bed, Gloria masturbated as she relived how dominant Ben had been.
'Now, if only I could find a man close to my age that can own and dominate me like that,' she thought as she thumbed her clitoris and rammed three fingers in her cunt.
Beverley's fantasises flicked to her housemate Sarah Geller.
Smiling, she thought, 'I'm going to use my strap-on on that blonde bitch tomorrow. I need to get back in the domination saddle immediately.'
Imagining fucking Sarah's taut ass sent Gloria crashing through one last blissful orgasm before she fell into an exhausted sleep.
What Ben and Gloria hadn't noticed as they played was Emily, the second female boarder, pushing Ben's bedroom door ajar to watch Ben and Gloria fuck.
Emily is a black-haired, nerdy-looking woman in her early twenties. She looks a lot like Alex Dunphy from Modern Family. Emily is barely over 60 inches tall (155 cm) but weighs a generous 123 lbs (55 kg). With body measurements of 38-24-34 with 38 DD knockers, Emily is the epitome of voluptuousness.
Emily succumbed readily to Gloria's advances because she was sexually immature. Gloria's was the first mouth Emily had ever had on her breasts and pussy. Emily desperately wants to be as sexually active as Gloria, so she bit her lip and refused to cry out as Gloria's strap-on took her cherry. Emily didn't want to admit she was a virgin to her sexually precocious lover.
The dull ache from her ruptured hymen reminded Emily all night that she was no longer a virgin. Nevertheless, she loved it and masturbated twice in the night and again in the morning as she relived her defloration.
Now that her pussy had tasted a dick, Emily longed to try a real one. Emily has secretly perved on Ben's big cock since she took her room in his house. Ben likes wearing close-fitting running shorts or skin-tight sweatpants, and his bulgingly thick cock is evident as he moves about his home.
Emily thinks an older male lover might be her ticket to sexual freedom. 'An older man will know how to teach me to please him. He can show me how to be a good lover for my man. Plus, he will be assured and calm, unlike the rushed, clumsy gropings of the boys I've let kiss and feel me up so far.'
Emily would like to explore with Gloria more, too, but Gloria hasn't even spoken to her since their one night together, and Emily is too shy to come on to her housemate.
Emily has no idea how to attract Ben's interest either.
Needing to pee, Emily had woken. Exiting her room, Emily saw a naked Gloria boldly opening Ben's door and slipping inside. Tip-toeing up the hall, Emily slowly pushed the ajar door wider so she could watch Gloria seduce Ben. She hoped for some expert tips.
The spectacle she witnessed had her fingers inside her pyjamas and onto her pussy in a flash. Watching Ben use the sensually luscious Gloria so rudely made Emily gasp through several orgasms as her fingers worked her clit and vulva furiously.
When Ben slapped Gloria and sent her out, Emily crawled quickly away before standing and bolting for her room. She spent almost the rest of the night masturbating to the fantasy she was in Gloria's place. It was nearly 4.00 am before she felt satiated and fell asleep.
The next day was Saturday. With no need to be up, Emily woke late. Pulling on her dressing gown, Emily returned to the bathroom to relieve herself. Passing Sarah's door, she heard the unmistakable sounds of someone being vigorously fucked.
Emily's pussy throbbed, and her wetness sprang immediately back to full. Thinking Ben was now fucking Sarah, Emily carefully turned the doorknob and pushed the door open far enough to peer inside. She was hoping to witness a similarly decadent and erotic scene as last night. Instead, she saw Gloria, with a thick purple strap-on tied firmly in place, forcefully fucking Sarah Geller's ass. Both women faced the door.
Gloria fucked Sarah almost as brutally as Ben had fucked her the previous night. Gloria continuously slapped Sarah's backside as she thrust her 'cock' into the younger woman's rear pleasure hole.
"Tell me how much you love me fucking your slutty arse, bitch!" Gloria yelled as she pounded her blonde housemate.
Ignoring her need to pee, Emily sat so she would be less visible to the two women on the bed. Then, pulling the top of her pyjama bottom down, Emily's middle finger found her vulva as her index finger found her clit.
When Gloria lifted off of Sarah's back, pulling the blonde up with her so she could lean back and fuck upwards at Sarah, Emily could see Sarah's gaping cunt. Sarah's pussy copiously leaked juices down her perineum and onto the invading cock.
Imagining being between Sarah's spread thighs and lapping her secretions sent Emily exploding into orgasm. Sarah heard Emily's stifled moans. Opening her eyes to find the source of the sounds, she spied Emily sitting in the doorway.
"WTF!" Sarah exclaimed. "Get over here, you fucking perve."
Profoundly embarrassed at being caught, Emily thought to stand and flee for the sanctuary of her room. But before she could, Gloria pulled out of Sarah's ass, slipped off the bed and stood with arms folded, 'cock' jutting, and toe tapping.



"Don't even think of running, you little nerd slut," Gloria growled as Emily's eyes flickered with fear. "You need to be on the floor in front of me. Get on your hands and knees, crawl to me and kiss my feet."
Shaking all over, Emily obeyed Gloria's command.
Emily's rational mind screamed at her, 'You're not actually going to do this, are you? Tell the old cunt of a thing to fuck off, then go and pee.'
Unfortunately, it was Emily's wet and throbbing pussy doing the thinking. With her ass and pussy already clenching in anticipation of receiving pleasure, Emily crawled slowly across to where Gloria was impatiently waiting.
When Emily reached the indicated position and kissed her feet, Gloria said, "Stand upright but on your knees. Hands behind your head, keep your elbows back."
Emily hesitatingly assumed the instructed position. She didn't know what was happening here, but her cunt throbbed in anticipation of whatever it was.
"Close your eyes," Gloria demanded.
Emily's eyes snapped shut.
Once they were, Gloria unbuttoned Emily's pyjama top, one slow button at a time. Gloria lightly stroked her fingertips over the newly exposed flesh at every undone button. Three buttons later, Emily was shaking all over as her arousal fluids poured down her inner thighs.
Clenching and unclenching her closed eyes, Emily bit her lower lip, to stop herself from embarrassing herself further by cumming without any breast or genital stimulation.
All buttons undone, Gloria pulled the ends of Emily's pyjama top out of its pants bottom before sliding it off Emily's shoulders and flinging it aside. Then, cupping Emily's truly magnificent tits, Gloria found their nipples and lightly squeezed them.
"Oh, Gawd," was forced from Emily's mouth as she fought not to orgasm.
Squeezing her raven-haired housemate's nipples more firmly, Gloria kissed Emily's willing lips.
"Dirty little cunt licking whores like you are always multi-orgasmic, my dear. Why stop yourself cumming when you know you can do it numerous times?" Gloria hummed.
All control gone, Emily launched into the first of many orgasms she had that day.
Taking her strap-on off, Gloria held the back of Emily's head and forced her clitoris against the younger girl's mouth.
Snapping her fingers, Gloria pointed at Sarah, "You. On your knees behind me. Get your tongue in my ass."
Unable to resist the domineering older woman, Sarah hesitatingly joined Emily on her knees behind Gloria.
"What are you waiting for, you dumb blonde slut?" Gloria snarled. "Asshole, mine. Mouth, yours. You, stick tongue in asshole, mine."
Sarah took one of Gloria's ass cheeks in each hand to spread them apart before sticking her tongue out and sliding it into Gloria's ass crack.
Holding both girls' heads in her hands, Gloria squeezed them tighter to her nether regions.
Clipping the back of Emily's head, Gloria demanded, "Lick faster. More stimulation on my clit, less on my pussylips."
Pulling Sarah's ponytail, Gloria told Sarah to, "Get that tongue right in there, you useless bitch. You haven't gone close to finding my starfish yet."
'Maybe if you weren't such a tubby tart, it would be easier,' Sarah thought but didn't dare voice.
Sarah resembles her (almost) namesake a lot. If Sarah's overbite was just a little more pronounced, she could make money as Buffy's lookalike. Sarah has a 34-24-34 body with a 32C bust. So her tits are a little bigger than Buffy's, too.
Digging her fingers deeper into Gloria's crack, Sarah spread Gloria's ass cheeks wider so she could tongue Gloria's rear fuck hole.
"Fuck, yes, that's better!" Gloria moaned as Sarah's tongue swept across her ring.
Gloria held Emily's mouth to her clit. Then, pushing back at Sarah's tongue, she guided Emily's mouth and nose over her pussy.
"Well done, my little whores," Gloria groaned a few minutes later. "I'm going to cum."
With her patented 'almost scream', Gloria ripped through at least three back-to-back orgasms.
Sagging across to the bed, Gloria noticed that Emily had her face screwed up as she rocked from knee to knee.
"What the fuck is up with you?" She asked.
"I need to pee," Emily groaned
An evil thought flew through Gloria's mind. She knew how to grind her two submissive housemate sluts deeper into the roles she wanted for them.
Pointing at Sarah, Gloria demanded, "You, go get a handful of towels. Now, and hurry up."
Turning to Emily, Gloria said, "Take your pyjama bottom off. Sluts like you should always be naked in front of their betters."
Emily quickly obeyed. As her pyjama bottom hit the floor, the door opened, and Sarah rushed in with the requested towels
"Spread the towels two deep on the floor. Then lie on your right side in the middle of them. Next, raise your right leg in the air, then bend that same knee," Gloria instructed
Sarah was quick to obey and was soon in position.
"Emily. Spread your legs and place your cunt over the blonde slut's pussy."
Confused and desperately holding onto her bladder, Emily assumed the directed position.
Not knowing why they were in this position, both younger girls waited for further instruction.
Slapping the back of Emily's head, Gloria said, "What are you waiting for? Pee!"
Unable to hold on for another second, Emily's bladder released, and her urine poured out of her urethra and onto Sarah's clitoris and labia.
"Oh, fuck!" Sarah groaned. "Why does this feel so good? I should be disgusted, but instead, I'm as horny as all fuck!"
Emily thought she should be disgusted by pissing on Sarah, too. But found that she revelled in the power of doing such a degrading thing to her more beautiful housemate.
"Keep pissing, but grind your cunt against that other slut," Gloria instructed.
Sarah massively exploded as soon as she felt Emily's pussy against hers and Emily's water splashing over her.
"FU UH UH UH UH CCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKK!" She screamed as several intense orgasms ripped through her.
Right behind her, Emily's stifled moans blew through the room, too. "Oh, oh, oh, OOOOOOOOHHHHH!" She groaned as her orgasm flew through her.
Standing over the two younger girls, Gloria smiled, "By rights, I should make you clean each other's cunt up with your tongues. But I'm feeling generous today, so you can both fuck off back to your rooms whilst I have a nap."
"This is my room," Sarah protested.
Looking around her, Gloria had to agree.
"In that case, little slutty Geller girl, you can crawl after me to my room. Then, after you've tongued me to another orgasm, you can fuck off."
Ben came out of his room as Sarah crawled into Gloria's bedroom. He was treated to the delectable view of Sarah's taut-toned ass and shaved twat before Gloria shut the door. With his cock rapidly hardening, Ben briefly considered if the two would like a man to join them. But deciding discretion was the better part of valour; Ben headed for the kitchen to make breakfast.
As he neared Sarah's room, Emily exited. Emily's naked tits bounced against the much taller Ben's flat upper stomach, and her hand rubbed against Ben's cock unwittingly.
'Fuck, that thing is big and beautiful,' flashed through Emily's mind as she felt Ben's dick pulse against her wrist.
"Beg pardon," Emily threw back over her shoulder as she ran embarrassedly to her bedroom. Ridiculously, Emily tried to hold her hand over her ass as she ran.
'WTF!' Was all Ben could think. 'How the hell have I managed to gather a house full of poofs and dykes?'
Entering the kitchen, Ben found Nigel bleary-eyed, drinking coffee.
"Couldn't sleep, buddy?" Ben asked, commiseratingly.
Buddy was a perfect name for Nigel because he looked a lot like the dead rocker Buddy Holly. Nigel has the same thick horn-rimmed glasses and the same curly brown hair over wide blue eyes. In addition, Nigel is tall and looks almost emancipated.
Nigel works for an international import and export company based in Berlin, Germany. He writes code for their IT department. Most days, Nigel's awake all night working in collaboration with his German counterparts. Then, after the rest of the house has gone to their day jobs, he sleeps.
Nigel has always believed he is gay.
"When you know, you know, right?" He says when asked.
Now, he is confused because fucking the rudely brazen Gloria gave him some of the best orgasms he's ever experienced. He'd like to play with Gloria again but has no idea how to say so.
Nigel also secretly lusts over Ben's big dick. Most mornings, as he waits for his housemates to leave, he masturbates to fantasies of sucking Ben until Ben blows in his mouth. The orgasm helps him sleep.
"With you and Gloria being so loud and distracting, I didn't finish my part of the project until nearly 4.30 am. Then, around 9.00 am, Gloria, Sarah, and Emily started playing. Sleeping wasn't happening, so I got up."
"Sorry, buddy," Ben said, but he didn't mean it. "Any plans for the weekend?"
"Nah. I might go to a club tonight, but that's it."
"You go to that one up in Spring Hill, don't you? The Sportsmens Hotel or something?"
"The Sportsman Hotel," Nigel corrected. "But, yeah, I love the drag shows there, you know?"
"I guess. Never seen one, so, dunno, really."
"Oh, you should," Nigel averred. "They're a blast!"
"Maybe one day," Ben replied, meaning 'not in my fucking lifetime, buddy'.
Life in Ben's house settled into a steady rhythm. Various couplings occurred, Ben with Gloria, Gloria with Sarah, Gloria with Emily, and occasionally, Gloria with Sarah and Emily. Nigel got his wish when Gloria pounced on him as he came out to make dinner around 1.00 am one morning.
Gloria had the next day off work and was lying in her bed masturbating to the image of Nigel's colossal wang.
'Why masturbate to the fantasy when the real thing is right here?' Gloria thought before climbing out of bed to accost Nigel.
Almost as taken aback as he was the first time, Nigel offered no resistance as Gloria dragged him back to his bed, ripped his pants down and devoured his long pole. Then, before Nigel was sure what was happening, Gloria had him on his back as she rode his huge stiff cock.
Doing his best to hold his orgasm back, Nigel tentatively reached up and squeezed Gloria's overripe melons.
"Gawd, yes, Nigel," Gloria moaned. "Pinch and squeeze those fuckers."
Nigel has experience with guys who like some pain during sex, so he did an adequate job of roughing Gloria up as she rode him.
Finally, Gloria seemed satisfied, so Nigel let go and his dick burst inside Gloria's slippery wet cunt. Nigel's cock was so far inside Gloria that he ejaculated onto her cervix, "Oh, fuck! That is soooo good!" Gloria cooed as she orgasmed again.
Instead of helping, this episode left Nigel feeling more confused about his sexuality than ever.
'I'm going to pick up Sat night,' he thought. 'A good arse rogering will set me straight.'
Calling a house meeting, Ben announced, "My 50th birthday party is next month. Saturday, the eleventh, to be exact. I'm having it here, and you're all invited. If you don't want to stay and celebrate with me, that's cool. But it will be loud, so I suggest you sleep somewhere else that night."
All four housemates said they wanted to attend and volunteered to help with the preparations.
"Some of my parties get a little bawdy and raucous," Ben warned. "But the men are usually well-behaved. If anyone steps over the mark, let me know, and I'll kick them out. Nothing non-consensual has ever happened at one of my parties, and I'm not about to let it happen this time. Oh," Ben added. "If you don't want to find people fucking on your bed, I suggest you lock your doors."
To ensure nothing untoward occurs, Ben typically hires two to three hookers to work the rooms and take care of anyone horny but without a partner. Ben pays them a generous amount for the night and a bonus of $100 for everyone they care of. He trusts the girls to be truthful about how many they've serviced.
The day arrived, and guests began arriving around 1.00 pm. Ben had hired two security guards to keep a lid on things and to check invitations at his front gate. The gate to Ben's backyard was locked shut for the occasion because Ben didn't want anyone seeing the pool or his guests partying from the street.
Ben wasn't kidding when he said his parties could get 'a little bawdy and raucous'. They often turned into full-blown orgies when the more conservative guests left.
Being a warm late spring night in Brisbane, most of the party happened on Ben's back patio and around his pool. Almost all guests quickly divested most of their clothing as soon as they reached the pool area.
Women of all ages and sizes were quickly in nothing more than bikinis, but the shyer ones left a T-shirt over them. The men were all soon in boardies or less. The ones with the better physiques or bigger cocks stripped to their DTs (Dick Togs or speedos), although many men who should have known better also wore DTs.
When the majority of the guests turned up around 3.00 pm, the party began to lift off. With the BBQ sizzling, the kegs popped, and the ice flowing, inhibitions were down, and libidos up.
Walking past Gloria's room, Ben heard her almost screamed orgasm. Looking at his watch, Ben thought, 'She lasted almost an hour before cornering some lucky bastard. Bet he won't be the only one she fucks tonight.'
Ben looked forward to Beverly and Mark's arrival, 'I'm going to fuck that fat tart almost as soon as she comes in the house,' he thought. 'Shame I can't get her and Gloria into the sack together.'
Still walking down the hall to the bathroom, Ben thought he'd heard a sob coming from Emily's room. Concerned, he knocked on her door before pushing it open. Luckily for him, Emily hadn't heard his knock as she was crouched at the closed curtains perving on the swimmers with her hand stuffed up her short skirt.
Her sob was a grunt of pleasure as she vigorously fingered herself.
Now ragingly erect and horny, Ben exited Emily's room quietly and shut the door. Luckily for him, Mark and Beverly chose that moment to walk in the door.
Walking swiftly over to say hello, Ben hugged them both before kissing Beverley's cheek. Then, guiding them towards the door to the patio, Ben held Mark back for a moment, "Go and see Gary, bud. Gary's keen to have a chop at your wife. You might be able to set something up there."
Mark's eyes grew bright as he quickly searched the guests for Gary.
"I'm taking Beverly down to my room for a fuck, okay?"
Mark absently nodded as he spied Gary and started to make his way over.
Taking Beverly's hand in his, Ben led her to his room. Sixty seconds later, Beverley was on her knees, blowing him. Two minutes after that, Ben was buried balls deep in her pussy as she squeezed his ass and demanded he fuck her harder.
Straightening their clothes and tidying their hair, Beverly and Mark prepared to rejoin the party.
"I'll want you in my ass before tonight ends," Beverly ordered before peeking out the door and exiting quickly when she saw the hall empty.
Walking out to where Gary and Mark chatted, Ben noticed Barry, Gary's youngest child standing next to his father. A mischievous thought raced through his mind, 'I wonder if Gloria has finished yet? Barry could do with someone loosening that stick he has shoved up his ass.
Ben spotted Gloria chatting with some random guy over by the Jacuzzi.
Gloria, perhaps unwisely, given her size, wore only a tiny bikini. Her bikini top barely covered her big tits, and her saggy ass and plump upper thighs hung out of and around the bikini bottom. Her prospective beau didn't seem to mind, though. Not by the way he openly ogled her overtly luscious form.
Ben touched Gloria's elbow, apologised for interrupting, and said, "Gloria, before I forget, there's someone I'd like you to meet."
Not giving either of them a chance to protest, Ben gripped Gloria's elbow firmly and guided her across to where her father and Gary chatted.
Ben greeted Gary and Mark before turning to Barry, "Barry, this is Mark's daughter Gloria. Gloria, Garry's son Barry. I think you two might hit it off if you have a chat."
Gloria studied Barry as intently as Barry studied her. Then, internally shrugging, Gloria thought, 'Hey, a cock is a cock. I wonder if he's packing a big one?' Before saying, "Hiya, Barry. Want to go inside and have a drink and chat?"
"Sure," Barry bashfully mumbled before allowing Gloria to lead him away.
Twenty minutes later, there was no sign of them. Walking past Gloria's room, Ben heard the sounds of fucking again. Smiling, he went to find Beverly and Gary.
Gary dragged him away, "Can I use your room, bud?" He pleaded. "Beverley's hot to trot now, and yours is the only bedroom open."
"Sure, just strip the covers off before you fuck. Then change the sheets if you leave a mess."
"Where did Mark go?" Gary asked. "I haven't seen him since Beverly kissed and felt me up."
"He's probably in my closet hoping for a good toss as he watches you and Bev get it on."
"Fuck! Really?" Gary asked disbelievingly. Then shrugging, he said, "Whatever floats his boat, I guess. Thanks, mate. I'll see you in about 30."
"You've never lasted thirty minutes in your life," Ben deadpanned as Gary took Beverly's hand and walked away.
"How's it going?" Sarah asked at Ben's elbow.
Turning, Ben found himself stunned at how his housemate looked. Sarah had dressed as if she was about to do a porn shoot. With wedge-heeled high-heels causing her toned and firm buttocks to protrude provocatively and her calves to pop, Sarah looked like a horny man's wet dream.
Above the heels, Sarah wore a pure white, one-piece swimsuit. It clung to every curve on her superbly fit body. Across Sarah's pubis, vulva and perineum, the swimsuit was barely wide enough to be decent. At the back, the swimsuit widened before deliciously cupping and emphasising her tight and toned ass.
Over her swimsuit, Sarah had thrown a colourful sheer silk robe. The robe hid nothing but accentuated Sarah's lush cleavage.
Sarah wore only a modicum of makeup and had her sunglasses pushed to the top of her head. With her blue eyes and long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, Ben wondered when the paparazzi would jump out of the bushes or over the wall to take a sneaky shot of the porn film's star.
"Wow!" Was all Ben could say before forcing his eyes off Sarah's chest to meet her eyes.
Smiling and swinging her shoulders back and forth, Sarah said, "Good to see that I made the right clothing selection."
Sarah lifted onto her toes and kissed the surprised Ben lightly on his lips, "Happy birthday, big boy," Sarah almost sang.
'Did she just emphasise 'big boy' and sneak a quick glance at my cock, or did I just wish she had?' Ben wondered.
Ben is proud of his physique. Although he didn't quite make the big show, Ben played rugby league semi-professionally from ages 18 to 30. He still trains every day as if he might receive a call to play.
With a body like his, it's no wonder Ben wears DTs at every opportunity. With a big cock to show, Ben wears clothing that clings and reveals instead of concealing and hiding as most guys do.
Sarah spun away to check the party for any guys of a suitable age. Only then did Ben notice Emily. She'd been standing quietly behind Sarah, waiting to give Ben a kiss for his birthday and a small present.
Emily wore a bikini that was perfectly suited to her fuller figure. With a full brief and generous breast cups, the suit emphasised Emily's gorgeous curves, but it didn't scream sexy bitch like Gloria's did.
"Happy birthday, Benny," Emily said as she also got up on tip-toes to kiss him. "Hope it's a great one. I got you this little gift," she added, handing Ben a small wrapped box.



Shaking it, Ben asked, "What is it?"
"The key to my heart," Emily smiled. "Open it and see."
Ben ripped off the paper and opened the box. Inside were two keys, a small gold one and a larger silver one that looked like a plain Yale door key.
Emily pulled Ben down to plant another quick kiss on his shocked lips, "Look for the padlock on my heart," she whispered. "It should be obvious what the other key opens."
To make sure Ben looked in the right place, Emily turned before shaking her ass and walking off. Snugged around her waist, just above her full ass, Emily wore a gold chain complete with a heart-shaped gold padlock. The chain twined through her bikini briefs, and the padlock had to be opened and the chain undone before the briefs could be removed.
Ben's already imminent erection grew more noticeable, so he quickly jumped into the pool to hide it.
'WTF!' He thought. 'Could Emily mean what she just said and hinted at? Surely not! I'm over twice her age.'
But he was certain the little minx meant precisely what she had hinted. She wanted Ben to use both keys to visit her tonight.
A little later, Mark, Gary and Beverly joined Ben in the pool.
Ostentatiously looking at the non-existent watch on his left wrist, Ben said, "Less than thirty minutes, as predicted."
Beverly slapped Ben's arm, "It was a fucking great twenty-five minutes, though. Literally. I must've cum three times."
Mark, as usual, said nothing, but a small smile played around his lips.
"I hope you two aren't leaking sex fluids into my pool," Ben said facetiously. "It already costs me a fortune to clean it without you two messing it up."
"I wore a condom, then wiped my cock on your curtains to clean up after," Gary replied with a grin. "Your pool's fine, but you'll need to take the curtains to a dry cleaner."
Gloria and Barry walked out of the house holding hands. Ben looked like the proverbial cat with the saucer of milk, and Gloria looked calm and pleased.
Nudging Gary's arm, Ben whispered, "Looks like both Corcoran men got laid by a Swanson woman today."
Beverly, who hadn't been aware that her daughter and Barry had slipped off, snapped her head around.
Watching the two obvious lovers, Beverly smiled, "About time our little slut of a daughter picked a decent man," she said quietly.
Gloria and Barry joined Ben and the others in the pool. Gloria sat on Barry's lap. She put her hand under her ass and onto Barry's rapidly hardening cock. Barry was wearing boardies, so it took Gloria a little time to successfully work them down far enough to expose Barry's cock.
Unconcerned about her parents being right there beside her or that her beau's father sat with them, Gloria moved her bikini bottom to one side so she could guide Barry inside her.
"Now," Gloria grinned. "What were we talking about?"
With a smile, Gary responded, "The first thing that pops up?"
Gloria smiled wickedly back at Gary, "It's definitely up, but it hasn't popped... yet."
Gary continued the banter, "Well, he's only young, and I'm sure it won't be long."
"I heard you lasted a whole twenty-five minutes," Gloria quipped. "Surely your son can match that?"
Gary smiled and nodded to admit he'd lost this battle of wits.
Gary turned back to Ben, "Your other two female housemates, fuck are they hot. How did you manage that?"
"Good luck, Gaz, that's all. I was so desperate for the rent money that I took in the first three people who applied. The only one I knew was Gloria, here."
"They're all okay about sharing with another guy and an old pervert?"
"Nigel's gay, and I'm a nice pervert," Ben replied.
"Do any of them get it on together?"
Holding his face still but winking, Ben answered, "What happens in the Stokes household stays in the Stokes household."
"You should ask me, Gary," Gloria drawled.
"Well? Gary questioned. "Do any of you get it on together?"
"I didn't say I'd answer," Gloria answered cheekily. She had been about to admit she'd fucked everyone in the house but thought better about confessing that with Barry's cock inside her.
'He might not handle that I've fucked Ben,' she thought. 'He seems like a nice guy. I might keep him for a while.'
Meanwhile, Barry had cum inside Gloria. The exoticness of fucking this woman in front of his father and her parents proved to be too much for Barry's inexperienced libido.
Feeling her new man pulsating inside her caused Gloria to cum as well, but she managed to do so quietly. Gloria wondered if anybody had noticed their orgasms and if she could make Barry go again.
But Ben put paid to that thought, though, "Might be time to move before we all get covered in semen," Ben muttered. "Let the lovers enjoy. I'm turning the bubbles on and getting in the Jacuzzi.
Gary, Mark, Beverly and Ben quickly climbed out of the pool.
Turning to face Barry, Gloria asked, "Can you go again?"
"With a little hand help, most definitely," Barry averred.
"Sit on the edge, and I'll blow you," Gloria suggested.
"With all these people about?"
"Well, if you're chicken?"
"Go on, then," Barry dared as he moved onto the pool's edge.
Taking things further than Barry had imagined, Gloria ripped his boardies off and flung them away. Then, stripping her bikini off, Gloria pushed Barry back until he rested on his hands.
Cupping Barry's big balls, Gloria grabbed the base of his shaft before swallowing all of Barry's five inches into her mouth.
Seeing two partygoers stripping naked sent a flurry through the crowd, and others quickly shed their clothes.
It was around 9.00 pm, and the party had raged for almost six hours. The more conservative of Ben's friends knew the debauchery would only ramp up from here, so they all quickly departed.
Oblivious to her surroundings, Gloria sucked Barry to fully erect. Then, taking his firm dick in her right hand, Gloria lowered her cunt onto it.
In these 2020 years, fucking in public is never a good idea because everyone has a phone camera and internet access. Ben knew this problem, and all phones had to be handed to the security guards at the front gate before the guests entered the party.
It didn't take long for Barry and Gloria to attract a crowd. Lining three deep, the revellers whooped and cheered or offered mostly useless advice.
"Smack her ass!" Someone yelled.
Gloria was up for that.
"Fuck her in the ass," another demanded.
Gloria was definitely up for that.
"Sit on his face so I can see your twat," somebody requested.
One guy was brave enough to try and join in. Aware that Barry was already struggling to maintain his erection in front of the crowd, Gloria shooed him away.
Any other time, with a more accomplished co-conspirator, Gloria would have happily let someone take her ass as she rode her guy.
Trying to stifle his orgasm sounds so as not to embarrass himself further, Barry came inside Gloria.
Seeing Barry's cum leaking back out of Gloria sent the crowd into raptures. Whooping and hollering, they all clapped and cheered before looking around for other entertainment. Many other revellers had paired up and were indulging in various sexual acts, so there were many raunchy scenes to choose from.
Knowing Barry was a little freaked out about what they'd done, Gloria quickly scanned the crowd. Sarah hadn't quite decided to leave yet. Ben's single guests were mainly too old for her liking, and the only younger ones were too young, being children of the guests.
All the people who had brought their younger children left the party way before it shifted into high gear. Hence, no one witnessed anything they shouldn't have.
Spying Sarah, Gloria brazenly marched across to her, grabbed her arm, and then dragged her back to where Barry still lay.
"Watch this, Bazza," Gloria demanded.
Gloria grabbed the back of Sarah's head and pulled her into a passionate kiss.
'Fuck!' Barry thought. 'Is that fucking hot, or what?'
Forcing Sarah to the ground next to Barry, Gloria pulled Sarah's swimsuit aside and went down on her.
Not an unwilling participant but surprised Gloria was servicing her instead of being forced to service Gloria, Sarah grabbed two handfuls of Gloria's dark brown curly locks and held her tightly to her pussy.
"Oh, fuck, Glory girl, that is so fucking good," Sarah groaned. "Munch on my snatch; make me cum!"
Gloria doesn't actually like going down on a pussy. She loves making a woman go down on her, but it's the domination that Gloria craves, not the pussy munching. But Gloria had decided to make Barry her boyfriend, so she put on a show for him.
'He's so sweet,' Gloria thought. 'Just like daddy. Maybe I can have something like mum has with dad. A cuckold husband that loves watching me fuck other men.'
Poor Barry stood no chance.
Gloria going down on the stunningly gorgeous Sarah soon gathered the biggest crowd of the night. Virtually all of the remaining guests gathered around to cheer the two on.
Sarah seemed oblivious to the crowd as she allowed her lover to strip the swimsuit from her sexy body. All Sarah's overstimulated sexuality could think of was how good Gloria's tongue felt on her clitoris. But when Gloria's fingers found her button-hard nipples, Gloria reached ecstatic heights above any that she had before.
Gloria's ass waved deliciously in the air as she tongued her housemate's bald pussy. It seemed only a matter of moments before someone decided to kneel and take advantage of her lewdly spread ass and cunt. Barry recognised this and, with his aching and throbbing member pulsing in the patio's lights, knelt behind Gloria before placing his hands on her wobbly butt to lift himself high enough to enter her.
Gloria felt someone at her rear, but with her libido screaming, Gloria couldn't have cared less who it was. Groaning, she spread her knees to lower her ass, allowing the new person to enter her more readily.
With his target sinking, Barry misjudged his approach. Instead of entering Gloria's dripping-wet pussy, he slid partway into her ass.
"Fuck, yes!" The crowd groaned in unison.
"Gawd, Barry," Gloria groaned, looking back and seeing her man. "That feels so good, baby. Just pull back a little and spit on your cock's head before shoving the rest of it in."
This was Barry's first anal fuck. He'd fantasised about doing it and watched many anal porn flicks but hadn't found anyone to have it with. Obeying Gloria's request, Barry backed up before dribbling spit onto his cock. Gathering a little of it up, Barry smeared it around Gloria's ring. Then, at the crowd's urging, Barry slammed all of his meagre 5-inches into Gloria's well-used ass.
Before Barry had interrupted Gloria's tongue lashing of her pussy, Sarah had been about to orgasm. Protesting the interruption, Sarah demanded, "Get your tongue back on me, Gloria. I need to cum so bad!"
Knowing this spectacle would seal Barry to her forever, or at least until she got bored with him, Gloria used all of her exquisite oral skills to quickly bring Sarah's pussy back to the boil.
Holding Gloria's mouth tightly to her clit, Sarah humped her pussy up at Gloria's sucking and licking mouth, "Fuck, yes!" Sarah shouted as her orgasm blew through her. "Fuck, yes! Fuck, yes! Fuck, Yes!" She screamed over and over.
Another guest, older than even Gloria but still gorgeously toned and exquisitely pretty, joined the fray. Holding her big, beautiful breasts in her hands, the woman knelt before lowering her cunt onto Sarah's mouth.
Sarah, taken away by her rapturous orgasm, eagerly tongued the newcomer. Sarah felt so great she wanted to return the pleasure to another. But Sarah rebelled when the new woman's partner tried to sit on her tits so he could fuck his wife.
"Get off me!" She demanded.
The two security guards, now wearing nothing but speedos themselves, moved quickly across in case there was trouble.
But the man moved swiftly off Sarah before apologising, "Sorry, Miss. I overstepped the mark there. Please excuse me."
Encouraging his wife to turn around and continue, the man offered his cock to his wife's lips instead.
Happy, Sarah returned her tongue to her older lover's wet slit.
Watching Barry fuck her daughter's ass as her daughter serviced Sarah's pussy as Sarah tongued the new woman who was sucking the new woman's husband's thick but relatively short dick had Beverley's juices flowing. She looked around for Ben, but Ben was nowhere to be seen. Beverly scanned the crowd for her husband but couldn't see him either.
'Probably in Ben's cupboard again,' she thought.
He was, but Ben wasn't in his room; he was two doors further down.
Beverly couldn't even see Gary, who would have done in a pinch, so she scanned for potential lovers. Spotting an older balding guy with a significant bulge in his tiny DTs, Beverly brazenly walked up to him.
"I'm Beverly. Would you like to fuck?"
Her chosen prey turned to her. Vibrant blue eyes took Beverley's hazel ones. Looking Beverly over appreciatively, he replied, "Yes. Yes, I would like that a lot! But isn't your husband here?"
"I don't care if you don't," Beverly stated.
"Will he be joining us?"
"No," Beverly said.
"I'm Rod," Beverley's latest conquest said. "Shall we go somewhere more private?"
"I doubt there's a spare flat place without someone fucking on it," Beverly answered. "But we can have a look."
Holding hands, they looked around the house for an out-of-the-way place they could use. As expected, every nook and cranny held couples and more in every type of sexual liaison imaginable.
In desperation, Beverly knocked on Ben's bedroom door. She thought that Ben would be in there fucking one of the guests but hoped there was enough room on the bed for another couple and that Ben would be happy to share that space.
When she received no answer, Beverly listened at the door, "I think Ben's bedroom is empty," she informed Rod. "Will in there do?"
"Of course, my dear," Rod politely replied.
"I hope you like blowjobs and anal," Beverly told Rod. "I need a mouth on my cunt, a dick down my throat, and a cock in my ass so badly."
"I think I can adequately provide all three," Rod replied with a smile. "I hope you like having your hair pulled and your ass smacked?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Beverly moaned before dropping to her knees and swallowing all of Rod's surprisingly long 8.5-inch wang.
Meanwhile, back beside the pool, Sarah had cum a second time on Gloria's gifted tongue; she had licked the woman above her to an orgasm, and the woman's husband had cum over his wife's face.
The husband encouraged another to take his place, but Sarah had had enough.
'I don't even like pussy,' she thought. 'It's only because Gloria is so dominant that I can't resist letting her force me into things like this.'
Pushing on the back of the older woman's thighs, Sarah extricated herself from the sex chain before rolling over and getting up. Looking around, she realised someone must have purloined her swimsuit.
"It's here, Miss," A cute thirty-ish boy stated, holding Sarah's swimsuit and offering it to her. "It looks brand new, and I didn't want it trampled."
Looking the boy over, Sarah thought, 'He'll do. I need some cock to balance all the pussy I've eaten."
Sarah stood taller and squared her shapely shoulders; this forced her firm high breasts to stand proudly. She widened her eyes before batting them coquettishly, "It seems silly to get you to help me put it back on when I'm going to let you take it off as soon as we're in my bedroom. Would you like to carry it there for me?"
"Would I, what?" The boyish man responded. "Show me the way!"
Taking his hand, Sarah led him to her room.
Barry had spent himself twice in Gloria's ass and once in her cunt, as she tongued Sarah. He was exhausted and couldn't get hard anymore but still protectively held his place behind Gloria. Given that Gloria was enwrapped in bringing Sarah to orgasm, he knew she wouldn't care who was using her ass and/or cunt, so he stayed in position.
Barry wasn't aware, but he'd already fallen for Gloria. He liked that his new girlfriend was bisexual but didn't want another guy to sample the charms he wanted exclusively for himself.
As a result, Barry was glad when Sarah removed herself from the chain and Gloria turned her full focus back on him.
"Want to skip out and come back to my place?" He asked.
"You have a place?" Gloria responded.
"I have the granny flat over Dad's garage," Barry replied. "We'd be alone there."
"Let's go," Gloria said. "Give me a quick minute to pack a change for tomorrow and find my robe, so the poor Uber driver doesn't freak out, and we'll head off."
"You're not going to put some clothes on?" Barry asked disbelievingly.
"Why bother? Aren't you going to rip them off as soon as we're there?"
Blushing, Barry replied, "Well, yeah, probably."
"Kneel before me, undo my sash with your teeth, and I'm naked. Doesn't that sound good?"
"Fuck yes!" Barry acknowledged.
"Wait here, and I'll be back. Actually, no. Come up to my room. I'm going to blow you before we get the Uber."
Unable to believe his luck, Barry followed Gloria to her room. They never did catch an Uber that night. Instead, Barry spent the night trying to keep up with Gloria's rampant sexuality. He failed badly, but both he and Gloria had fun trying.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
Catching everything up before I end chapter 1:
Exhausted, Beverly and Rodney fell asleep in Ben's bed. This forced Mark to sleep in the closet.
Sarah and her conquest fucked until the morning's light.
Nigel was at the party. We haven't discussed what he was doing yet, but rest assured, he wasn't missing out.
At the 1.00 am curfew, the two security guards gently but insistently encouraged the guests to leave. A clean-up crew arrived at 5.00 am to tidy up, so the place was spotless by the time Sarah and her lover exited Sarah's bedroom.
In case you missed it, Ben was absent because he was in with Emily. That scene I will explore fully in chapter 2.
In chapter 2, assuming there's enough interest to justify continuing this story, I'll explain how Barry captured enough of Gloria's heart to marry her and the events leading up to their wedding day.

The End, for now.
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Casper, the Friendly Neighbourhood Rapist.

Hi everybody. My name is Casper Ware. If I may, I have a tale I'd like to share with you. Over the last year, I've become the rapist of five and the lover of eight women living in my neighbourhood. All are stay-at-home mums with asshole husbands. Well, all, except for the first one I took as my lover.
Her, as you will see, I didn't really rape. But the sex was pretty damned wild!
It all started with Peg Bundy. Peg is just so gorgeous. She's tall and thin, with huge tits and incredibly long legs. Peg typically wears either clinging trousers that show off her shapely ass or midi-skirts that cling to her and display her long-toned legs deliciously.
Under these items, Peg always wears 7-inch stiletto heels. Her heels make her gorgeous butt and calves pop like corn in a microwave oven.
Her tops always show plenty of Peg's generous cleavage and mould to her shapely shoulders and flat stomach.
Her husband, Al, is a pig, you know? This asshole is always down the pub drinking beer with his mates or bowling with his league team. In conversation, all Al ever does is put her down. He insults her 'fat' ass when it's gorgeously round or disparages how big her tits are, calling them udders. If he's not doing that, he's insulting her intelligence or complaining about her attitude. Why Peg stays with him is beyond me.
I've met Peg socially a few times, and I think she's the hottest mother in the suburb. Her daughter, Kelly, is beautiful, too. But even though Kelly has turned eighteen, she's too young for my tastes.
During the Bundy's last Christmas party, I flirted with Peg. I figured she wasn't getting any at home, so she might like a bit of stray on the side. But she turned me down, flat. Don't get me wrong; she was polite. But she told me in no uncertain terms that she loved her asshole of a husband and wouldn't be fooling around on him.
Peg and Al were married straight out of high school because Peg was pregnant with Kelly. So I'm guessing Al and Peg were each other's first and, probably, only lover.
My dick throbbing with unrequited lust, I smiled and accepted her refusal, even though it burnt. However, I knew if I could get Peg in the sack, I could show her a level of sexual bliss she'd never before experienced. Then, we could treat her ass of a husband how he deserved by fucking behind his back.
Going home, I fantasised about how to lure Peg into the sack. Many plans were considered and rejected over the next few weeks before I realised that there was only one way. I'd have to take her by force and then make sure she enjoyed it so much that she would want me to do it again.
There would be plenty of opportunities because Al left for his sales job early in the morning, and her kids were off to school from around 8.00 am. Therefore, Peg would be alone in the house until the kids returned after 3.30 pm.
I began casing the Bundy's home. Every morning, at about the time her kids headed for school, I'd take my morning walk past their home. I wanted to ensure that Peg and all her neighbours were accustomed to seeing me in the area. To aid this sham, I greeted every other walker or jogger politely and courteously and said hi, or good morning to any resident I saw outside on my walk.
All of the curtains at the Bundy house were open whenever I walked by, so I could see a little bit of what was happening inside. As I walked past on the outward part of my walk, Peg often sat at the kitchen table in what appeared to be a short diaphanous robe and not much else. But, some twenty minutes later, as I made the return journey, Peg was usually not to be seen.
The door to her bedroom's en suite was often closed. I figured Peg was most likely showering; therefore, it would be easy to slip inside the house and take her.
Four weeks drifted into five and then six, and I was still too scared to follow through on my plan to take Peg forcibly and make her enjoy it. I was afraid that Al was right and that Peg was a cold fish who didn't enjoy sex. If that were the case, then I was a rapist and would be in jail.
But if, as I suspected or perhaps yearned, Peg had suppressed her libido so as not to irritate her jackass of a husband, then making love to her as I stimulated her erogenous zones would release her inner desires, and she would enjoy me fucking her. Maybe then, we could become illicit lovers.
Making my daily walks around the Bundy neighbourhood, I began familiarising myself with the people living there. Especially the stay-at-home mums. The first one I noticed was Marge Simpson. Marge is tall. Not even tall for a woman, just tall. Over the six-foot mark, I guessed, and very slender to go with it. With her long, slim legs, high small titties, tight ass, and clinging dresses, Marge captivated me almost as much as Peg did.
Often, as I walked past the Simpson house, I heard Marge castigating her husband for something or another stupid thing he'd done. Homer was continually investing what little savings Marge had managed to gather into one or another crackpot scheme and losing it all.
He doesn't seem to yell at her, but he is a whinger and a moaner. You can hear his flat whine clearly from the street as he tries to justify his actions. Homer is overweight, and because of how red his face is mowing the lawns, I assume he has high blood pressure. So, I figured Marge was another wife in the area who wasn't getting much.
'Hmm, I wonder if Mrs Simpson would like a roll in the hay.' I thought.
At the next street party, I sidled up to her and tried some subtle and not-so-subtle moves.
After about ten minutes of flirting, Marge looked me in the eyes and said, "Mr Ware, you're a handsome man, and I appreciate that you find me attractive. But you must know I'm married to Homer, and I'm faithful to him. So, please stop flirting with me, or I'll have to tell my husband."
Shot down in flames again, I apologised and walked off. And that was when I saw her, Lois Griffin. My goodness, was she sexy! Unlike my other two fantasy women, Lois is only tiny. Standing barely over the five-foot mark (152 cm), Lois is slim but with curves in all the right places. She has firm 34C titties and a tightly-toned ass. Bright red hair falls down to her shapely shoulders and emphasises her pretty face.
Smiling to myself, I walked over to see if I could pick her up. Introducing myself, I said, "Hello, there. I'm Casper Ware. I haven't seen you here before. Have you recently moved to the area?"
"Hello, Mr Ware, Lois Griffin. My husband Peter and I have recently moved here from Quahog." Then, turning to a man who was busy stuffing his fat face at the buffet table, she said, "Peter. Meet Mr Ware. He's a very handsome local."
'Fuck!' I thought. 'What's with all these hot middle-aged women living with pigs? Surely that ass can't get it up anymore at his age and weight?'
Peter has an even more annoying voice than Homer. It is a perpetual whine, and it seems like nothing makes him happy, not even being married to one of the hottest chicks around.
I immediately added Lois to my list of women I wanted to fuck and wondered if she liked a bit of rough in the bedroom. I hoped she did because there is a definite sense of 'dirty-girl wanting to let loose' about her.
After introducing her husband, Lois grabbed a pretty blonde woman by the arm, "Mr Ware..."
"I interrupted her, "Casper, please. Whenever I hear 'Mr Ware', I look for my father."
Nodding, Lois said, "Casper, have you met the other new family in the neighbourhood? Francine, this handsome fellow, is one of our neighbours. Casper, this is Francine Smith and her husband, Stan."
'At least Stan looks after himself,' I thought.
But when I talked to him, OMG, what a pompous git! To hear Stan tell it, the only reason we still have a democratic government in the good ole US of A is because Stan has single-handedly taken down every terrorist organisation in it.
'I'm certain Stan's compensating for something, but what?' I thought. 'Small dick, perhaps?'
That isn't a problem I have. I'm not in the shape I was when competing at an all-state level in swimming, but I'm still toned and fit. I'm tall, wide-shouldered and deep-chested. Women often compliment me on my looks and physique. Added to this, I have a thick, 7-inch cut cock.
Looking back through this, it seems like I might be saying that I have a problem getting women. Let me assure you that I don't. I have money, good looks, charm, and a big dick. Getting women is easy. It's finding the few who aren't social climbers or only into me for the money that I have a problem with. Besides, fucking married women is so much fun. It's such a rush to take sexually repressed suburban house mums and turn them into 'hot wives'!
There was one more surprise for me that night. Just as I considered chatting up one of the single mums there, Marge Simpson brought another newcomer over to meet me.
"Mr Ware, this is my cousin Leela." Then with a not-so-subtle dig at my flirting with her, she added, "Leela has recently left the marines, and she's currently single."
I turned to the pretty woman holding Marge's arm, "Hello, Leela. Casper Ware. Marines, huh? Wow! You must be one of the few female ones?"
"Hello, My Ware," Leela returned, checking me out as obviously as I was checking her.
Trying not to stare rudely, I tried to ignore the eyepatch over Leela's left eye. Unfortunately, the eyepatch only partly covered what must've been a horrific scar. But Leela is tall, muscular and stacked, and I was immediately attracted to her. Wearing army trousers over black boots with a white singlet that barely covered her generous D-cup breasts, Leela looked every inch the rough and tough marine she was.
Smiling broadly, I said, "We may as well get the obvious lame joke out of the way first. How many ways do you know to kill me if I come onto you inappropriately?"
Leela has the deepest, most seductive laugh I've ever heard. Chuckling, she said, "Well, why don't you try coming onto me inappropriately, and we'll find out."
Laughing, I said, "Is that an invitation, or are you just flirting with me?"
"Maybe a little bit of both, Mr Ware. But understand this, for any man to have a chance with me, he has to be able to out-drink me, then out-wrestle me, and then carry me to his bed. You up for it?"
"The drinking bit is easy, the wrestling, hmmm, you seem a little petite to be wanting to fight me, but I have a bad back; you might need to walk yourself to the bed!"
"Challenge accepted, Mr Ware. What's your poison?"
"Scotch?" I suggested.
Yelling, "Shots!" Leela grabbed a full, 1-litre bottle of Jameson's Irish whiskey and two shot glasses. Then, snaffling a kitchen chair before turning it backwards and sitting at one of the camp tables, she poured two shots and held them up with her eyebrow raised, "Well, Mr Ware? Or are you chickening out already?"
Laughing, I accepted one of the glasses before purloining the other. Then, swallowing them both quickly before sitting the same way as Leela but across the table from her, I said, "You're two behind already."
A competitive scowl crossed Leela's face as she quickly refilled both glasses and skolled them down.
"Not consecutively, Mister, concurrently. The first to throw up or refuse a shot loses."
Under current definitions, I'm an alcoholic, as I like a drink or three every night with my meal. But I'm a control freak. I don't like being drunk and hate being stoned even more. Plus, I'm huge, over 6-ft. tall and weighing 200 lbs (90 kg); I wasn't afraid of a drinking game, not even with a US Army Marine.
"Are you pouring, or am I?" I politely asked.
Ever competitive, Leela responded, "We'll take turns. That way, neither of us can underpour our own drink."
The first bottle of Jameson's disappeared within the first half-hour, the second less than forty-five minutes after that. To my surprise, Leela was rock-steady at the table. I felt a slight buzz at my temples but wasn't even close to being done. The problem was we were out of scotch.
Picking up a bottle of Absolut Vodka, Leela asked, "Had enough, Mr Ware? You've done well to last two bottles with me, but a change is as good as a rest, they say."
Breaking the seal at my head shake, Leela poured two shots, "One, two, three, down the hatch with me," she sang.
Vodka isn't as smooth as Irish whiskey, so it took us almost an hour to empty the bottle. By then, the party was over. Leela and I were virtually the only two left, "I have another two full bottles of Jameson's at home, Miss Leela. Unless you've had enough and want to go home?"
"Not on your life," she slurred before getting her mind back together. "Show me the way, Mister. Times a wasting here, and I'm just getting thirsty."
It was a good bluff; I'll give Leela that. But she needed my support to walk the half-mile (800m) to my residence. Then, helping her to a seat on the sofa, I opened my liquor cabinet and brought out the first of the unopened scotch bottles. Finding two shot glasses, I filled them and returned to where Leela sat.
I thought Leela had passed out as I got the drinks because her eye was closed, and she breathed slowly and deeply. But as I neared, Leela's eye flew open, and she launched across the room at me.
Warding off her first few blows, I laughed, "I guess I won the drinking round, as you've just refused a shot. Do you want to fight me, or do you want to go straight to the 'walking yourself to bed' part?"
Snarling almost ferally, Leela responded, "I'm going to kick your ass, then piss on your face."
With that, Leela rained blows at me. In the beginning, the punches were almost as feral as her snarl, but then her training kicked in. I admit I was impressed, but when my swimming career ended, I needed an outlet for the competitive juices still flowing through me. So, because I felt a lack of self-discipline negatively affected my swimming, I took up martial arts.
A Muay Thai gym is only a short walk from my home. Nine months of intensive training later, my gym master thought I was ready for my first fight. I won that one easily but lost the next three.
"You're not mentally tough enough, Casper," Brian (my trainer) told me. "You're technically proficient enough to win all these fights, but unless you develop some mongrel, you'll lose more than you win."
I still attend the gym three times a week but only spar. I don't fight competitively anymore.
Leela's initial all-out attack had been relatively easy to avoid, but when her muscle-memory instincts calmed her down, and she began attacking with controlled aggression, I struggled to keep her out.
Twice, I narrowly avoided disabling blows to my balls, but stopping those, cost me a bloody lip and a cut above my eye. I knew if I didn't calm myself down and remember my training, I'd wake to find Leela's tight buns over my face as she urinated on me. Not that looking up at that seemed like too much of a chore.
Moving to the side, I took two quick steps back to give myself time and space to centre myself. Then, placing one fist in the flat palm of the other, I bowed and said, "Honourable, Miss Leela. If you insist on doing this, I will be forced to kick your ass. After I've done that, I will strip you naked, put you over my shoulder, and spank your ass. Then, I will carry you to bed and fuck you senseless."
"I thought you had a bad back?" Leela teased.
"I might have been lying."
"Then, go for it, big boy," Leela taunted. "If you're good enough."
Other than dropping my hands, I didn't move until Leela did. Then, turning with her as she circled me, I waited for her to attack. Breathing calmly and deeply as I turned, I saw the doubt creep into Leela's eyes. If you've fought enough times, when you face another, you almost instinctively know which of you is the better fighter.
I've seen many Martial Arts Masters face each other, almost without moving, before one bowed, apologised, and moved away from the mat. They didn't need to fight to know who would win. True Masters need to fight to find a winner only when they are very close in skill and expertise.
Unfortunately for her, Leela attacked. Yelling, "HIIIIIIIIIIIYAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!!!!!!!!" She swung a massive roundhouse kick at my head.
It was an all-or-nothing move. If it succeeded, I was out for the count. Probably with a concussion and a broken jaw. I saw it coming, however. Her moment of self-doubt caused her to hesitate, and the foot shift as she paused, telegraphed the kick.
Moving two quick steps forward, I lifted my arm and deflected her kick downward onto my chest. My move cost me a cracked rib by the snapping sound, but now I held Leela's foot trapped in my armpit. Then, grabbing her singlet's front, I viciously pulled Leela towards me.
In a street fight, I would have met her face with my forehead. However, I didn't want to hurt or mark her any worse than she was, so I moved my left fist in front of my face and clipped the point of her jaw.
Leela's eyes rolled back in her head, and she collapsed into my arms. So, doing as I told her I would, I stripped her fit and toned body bare, hoisted her over my shoulder, and carried her up the stairs to my bedroom.
About halfway up the stairs, Leela came to, "Oi! Where's my ass spanking, big fella!" She demanded. "You're not going to disappoint a girl, are you?"
Laughing, I responded, "Wouldn't dream of it, Miss Leela," as I spanked and stroked her tight buns.
Making a fist, I forced my hand between Leela's thighs. She willingly parted her legs and let me run my fingers over and around her starfish, along her perineum and onto the entrance to her pussy. OMG, was she wet! So, I slipped two fingers inside her.
Leela braced herself on my hips, then bit my ass, "Hurry up, Casper," she demanded. "I need a dick inside me, like, right now!"
Almost running, I raced to the bedroom before dumping her on the bed. Then I stripped off. My erect, thick 7-inch cock bounced into view.
Leela moaned as it throbbed into her sight. Then, lying on her back, Leela spread her arms and legs to the corners of the bed, "You must have some rope to tie me helpless with, Casper, aye? Maybe an 'O' ring for my mouth? I don't want you to make love to me, Mister. I want you to skull fuck me until my eye pops out of my head."
Who was I to object? Taking some soft silk rope from my play kit, I swiftly tied Leela to the four corners. Ignoring her demands that I 'skull fuck her', I knelt on the bed and stroked and played with her pebbled with arousal nipples. Then, sliding my hand down her toned stomach, I stroked through Leela's hairy bush and found her clitoris.
As my hand found her most sensitive outer pleasure node, Leela's hips rose to meet my fingers, "Oh, Gawd, Casper! Please fuck me. I need it so badly," she moaned.
Instead, I leaned in to kiss her. But as I did, Leela turned her head aside and muttered, "Monster. One-eyed freak of a monster."
Leela needed to know she was still a seriously attractive and desirable woman. The eye patch and scar added to her beauty, and it didn't subtract at all. So, I pulled the eyepatch off and threw it aside. Then holding her head forcefully to stop her from turning away, I kissed her lips, nose, and forehead.
"You're the best-looking woman I've ever had in my bed, Miss Leela," I told her. "Your scars are you, and you, my girl, are gorgeous."
Then I kissed lightly all over the puckered scar tissue where shrapnel from an IED almost killed her before returning to kissing her sexily full lips. Moving lower, I kissed and suckled her magnificent breasts before sinking onto Leela's pubic area, spreading her pussy lips and tonguing her clitoris and labia.
I could feel Leela was very close to orgasm, but it seemed she didn't want to cum on my tongue.



"Stop teasing me, asshole!" She demanded. "Get up here and stick your cock in my mouth."
So, finding my bag of ball gags, I extracted an 'O' ring gag and offered it to her mouth. Leela readily opened up and allowed me to tie it in place.
She said something that sounded like, "hhhkull huck he, hleahhh!"
I think it was, "Skull fuck me, please."
Grabbing the back of Leela's head, I lifted her to position my rock-hard cock at the 'O' ring.
"Ready?" I rhetorically asked. I was going to do what the woman had demanded of me despite any objections, anyway.
Holding her firmly, I roughly shoved all seven inches into her gaping oral cavity. I expected her to retch, or at least cough, as my cock's head rubbed along her gag reflex, but Leela easily took all my length down her throat at the first attempt.
Leela swirled her tongue over my glans as I pulled back or licked at the precum dripping from my cock's eye. She was one hell of a talented cock sucker, that's for sure. But, I knew that this was another competition. Whoever came first lost. If I stayed in her mouth for much longer, I'd surely be the loser.
I removed my cock from her mouth before going back down on her.
"No!" Leela protested through the 'O' ring. "I said skull fuck me, not tease me for a few seconds!" Or, at least, that's what I think she said.
"You just want me to cum first so you can gloat that you won the only battle that matters tonight," I muttered as I covered her clit and labia with my mouth.
By the disappointed sigh Leela gave, I knew I was right.
Silly woman, she was tied tightly to my bed, whereas I had full movement. As long as I wasn't stupid enough to stick my dick in her until after she had cum, I had to win this fight, too. The problem was, how to avoid temptation?
I wasn't kidding when I said that despite, or maybe because of, her injury, Leela was far and away the hottest chick I'd had in my bed. I wanted to skull fuck and own her. And I desired nothing more than covering her tautly muscled body and slipping my throbbing dick into one of her holes.
'Do that, and you lose,' I told myself firmly. But I was sorely tempted.
Getting off the bed, I opened my play kit and took out a medium-sized butt plug, a large plug, a 'magic wand' massager, and a G-spot vibrator. Using lube, I oiled the two plugs before sliding the medium plug into Leela's ass and the bigger one into her pussy. Then, plugging in and turning on the magic wand, I held it across the bases of the two butt plugs.
Shaking her head in denial, Leela mumbled, "O, o, o, o, o," around her gag as the massager sent vibrations deep into her pussy and ass.
However, she couldn't help herself, and her hips began thrusting up at the wand.
Almost screaming in denial, Leela yelled, "Ho, huck! Hi kuuuing!" (Oh, fuck! I'm cumming, I think).
Grinning, I took the gag out of Leela's mouth, "I win," is all I said.
Working her mouth to release the ache in her jaw, Leela replied, "If you keep this up, Casper, I might have to ask you to marry me."
Surprised, I asked, "What? Already?"
Leela responded, "I always told myself to marry the first guy who could out-drink and out-fight me. But I never thought I'd meet a man with enough self-control to out-fuck me, too."
I had no idea what to say to that, so I stayed quiet.
Lifting her head so she could see me, Leela said, "So, Mister, I've cum, and you've won that competition, too. But I'm still tied here, helpless. Are you going to fuck me like you mean it this time, or will you continue to be a gentleman and make love to me?"
Replacing the plug in her pussy with my G-spot vibrator, I replied, "I believe, Miss Leela, that you're multi-orgasmic. Therefore, I should be able to elicit at least three more orgasms from you before I dump my seed inside your willing cunt."
"Well, what are you waiting for, then?"
Holding the magic wand against Leela's butt plug and finding her innermost pleasure node with the G-spot vibrator, I quickly brought Leela to another orgasm. Then, swapping the vibrator for my finger and mouth, I flicked and swirled my tongue over Leela's clitoris as I twirled my fingers over her G-spot.
Doing this sent Leela careering through a third and fourth climax.
Loosening her ties enough to lift and spread her legs, I gently removed the plug from her butt before tonguing her rosebud. Then, with her soft brown ring gaping, I slid my thumb into Leela's ass and two fingers inside her cunt.
Leaning forward, I ran my tongue over the nipples on her generous D-cup breasts as I squeezed my two fingers and thumb together and pulled on her twin sphincters.
"Oh, fuck me!" Leela was able to enunciate now the ring was gone. "I'm c uh uh uh uh mmmmminnnngggg!"
Once Leela came down from her latest orgasmic high, I asked, "Is your ass off limits, or can I cum in there?"
"Come in there, Casper, please. I can't possibly go again."
She was wrong, however. Leela came a final time as the thick head of my 7-inch cock split her ass knot apart and slid deep inside her. Feeling her ass pulsing on my cock in time with her orgasm sent me crashing off the peak of Cum Mountain as, groaning with pleasure, I blasted Leela's silky smooth ass full of man seed.
The following day, I woke to the smells and sounds of bacon cooking. Stopping in my en suite long enough to relieve my 'piss fat', I walked downstairs to the kitchen. Finding Leela wearing nothing but a tiny G-string, I came up behind her and pressed my still-hard cock against her ass as I ran my hands up her rib cage and onto her generous boobs.
Leaning back into me, Leela turned her head to kiss me, "Morning, lover," she said. "I've done bacon, eggs, bubble and squeak, and some chipolata sausages. The coffee machine is full of grinds, and I've boiled the kettle. I wasn't sure if you're a tea or coffee guy, so I made both."
I was glad to see that Leela hadn't bothered replacing her eyepatch. If people had an issue with one of our Marines giving an eye for her country, that was their problem, not mine or hers.
"Sounds perfect, Miss Leela," I replied. "In the mornings, I'm generally a tea guy, but coffee sounds good today."
Leela shooed me off, "Go sit at the table, Mister," she said. "Having you grope me isn't helping to make breakfast."
With one last tweak of her nipples, I took the suggested seat. Leela followed me over a few seconds later. Placing heaped plates of the food described above on the table, she handed me an empty plate before piling hers with plenty of food.
I was a little taken aback before remembering that an army 'marches on its stomach,' And Leela was used to eating plenty to fuel her daily activities. I was taken aback because my experiences told me that chicks as hot as Leela generally ate only sparingly as they pushed their food around their plate.
Leela and I chatted about this and that as we ate. I guessed everybody wanted to talk to her about her injury, so I avoided that subject altogether. I soon discovered Leela had a brain lurking behind the rough and ready exterior as we discussed current troop deployment and where she thought our forces could do the most good.
My dick began to throb with the anticipation of taking Leela back to bed when she shocked me to my core.
Placing my notepad in front of me, she said, "I wanted to write down my thoughts about last night whilst they were fresh in my mind. I meant to write a few sentences and then rip the pages out. But when I read a little of what you'd written, I became intrigued and read it all."
Embarrassed, I replied, "Oh? And what did you read?"
"Your plans to rape Peg Bundy."
"They're only fantasies, Leela. I have no intentions of following through."
"Bullshit! You've meticulously planned it all. I'm pretty good at infiltration tactics, so I can see your plan will probably succeed, barring an unforeseen interruption like someone visiting."
What could I say? Anything I said would only dig the hole deeper, so I stayed quiet.
Looking at me steadily, Leela said, "I'd like to help."
That was not the reply I expected. At best, I thought Leela would warn me to ensure I kept my writings as only fantasy. But I feared she would take my notes to the police.
"You what?"
"I found my handbag on the couch this morning. I'm glad you thought to grab it when we came here, but I want to show you something, okay?"
"You grabbed it when you agreed to come home with me."
"Did I? I don't remember much about last night except that the sex was fantastic. As drunk as I was, if I remember how well you fucked me, you must have been exceptional. Were you?"
"I've never had a complaint if that's what you mean."
Reaching into her bag, Leela pulled out a strapon dildo.
"I'd like to fuck that sexy bitch, Peg, with this, you know? Her husband is either gay or impotent, and you just know that Peg is gagging for a good fucking. Jaysus, what I'd give to fuck that sexy ass of hers as she begs me to fuck her harder."
Leela then looked at me forcefully, "I let you fuck my ass last night, and it's only fair that you let me fuck yours this morning! First, finish your breakfast, and then you're going to lie on your back on your bed and let me do it."
I've never been pegged because it's not something I've ever fantasised about but letting Leela do it sounded good, so I agreed, "Okay. But what do you mean, 'you want to help me rape Peg Bundy'?"
"I want to fuck her sexy ass as you fuck her hardly-used cunt, Casper. Peg needs to be liberated from the strictures that impotent jerk of a husband of hers has placed on her and learn to enjoy sex. Fuck, how hot will it be showing her how?"
"Being one of the few female marines, surely you're a feminist?" I clarified. "That being so, why would you help me to subjugate another woman?"
"Fuck me! Don't give me any of that feminist bullshit!" Leela exclaimed. "I'm the youngest of a family of five: rednecks, the lot of us. If I hadn't learnt to defend myself, one of my four brothers, if not all of them, would have raped me well before I was old enough to have sex legally. But, no. If the army taught me anything, it's this. 'Take what you want, then pay the price'."
As we spoke, Leela took my hand and virtually dragged me back to my bed.
"I'm about to fuck your ass, Casper. If the truth be told, I prefer women to men because very few men can handle me. Being lesbian, I can take the dominant role and fuck my girlfriends into submission. You, however, don't submit. I want to explore that, and reading how you plan to rape Peg has me so horny that I'm about to explode."
Laughing, I responded, "Have your way with my ass then. But I've never received before, though, so be gentle, okay?"
"I'll look after you, Mister Ware," Leela answered.
Holding her strapon up for me to see that it had three dildos attached, Leela placed the middle strap along the path from her pussy's entrance to her ass. Then, before buckling the strapon into place, Leela inserted the third 'cock' into her ass and the second into her pussy.
Now, as she pumped forwards, the pressure would force the strap backwards and push a part of the twin-inserted dildos out of her. But, when she pulled out, the dildos in her ass and pussy would be forced deeper into her cunt and ass. So, effectively, Leela fucked herself as she fucked me.
"Lift your knees like a bitch would, Casper," Leela kind of joked.
I loved this woman's upfront and no-bullshit attitude, so I obeyed her order and lifted and spread my knees. Leela took the bottle of lube I'd left on the dresser and oiled her strapon up. Then, she pushed my legs further back and apart and rimmed my chocolate starfish with her fingers.
Homing in on the centre of my rosebud, Leela applied pressure until my sphincter gave way and let her finger enter. I've been rimmed by fingers plenty of times and been tongued down there lots, but this was the first time another had entered my ass.
Leela must have noticed my trepidation because she wrapped her hand around my flagging erection and stroked me back to full hardness.
"Relax, Casper. It won't hurt much, and I think you'll love it once I'm inside you. Most guys do."
With that, Leela added a second, then a third finger.
Satisfied my ring had stretched widely enough, Leela said, "Ready? Actually, I don't care if you're ready or not because here I come!"
Holding the base of her 'cock' and forcing my legs back so that my rosebud rose to meet it, Leela slowly but firmly pushed her hips forward, forcing her cock into my ass. There was a moment of exquisite pain as the head of Leela's strapon broke through my ass' knot. My hips bucked, and a grunt flew from my lips as the 'cock' slid home inside me.
But, as Leela bottomed out inside my ass, the strapon's head scraped across my prostate. Fuck, it felt good! My dick jumped and spat a wad of cum as she pulled back, then slid home again.
"Fuck me, Leela!" I exclaimed. "Whooda thunk having a fake dick in your ass would feel so good?"
Unfortunately for my about-to-be battered ass, Leela took my 'Fuck me, Leela' as an invitation to do just that. Letting my legs fall, Leela balanced on her two hands placed in the middle of my chest and started slamming into my ass with all she had.
Like this, Leela's 'cock' kept popping out of my ass. With an irritated grunt, Leela forced my legs back again so she could reinsert her dick.
After it had popped out the third time, she smacked my ass and said, "Fucking amateur. FFS, hold your knees back and apart, or better still, wrap your legs around my hips like a good bitch should."
Doing as Leela asked felt so weird. It almost felt like I was the bitch willingly taking my man's dominant cock. Fuck, it felt good, though. Little wads of cum kept spitting from my cock as Leela pumped into me. But when Leela wrapped her hand around my turgid cock and jerked me off, I exploded into orgasmic heaven.
Grunting like a lowlands gorilla, I spat cum over Leela's and my stomachs with some blasts landing on her generous tits. I came so hard that two spurts even hit her chin.
Taking off the strapon, Leela climbed on the bed beside me, rolled onto her back and said, "You'd better not be a one trick pony, Mr Ware. I'm hotter than an Iraqi desert in the noonday sun."
Laughing, I presented my still rigid cock to her lips, "Suck this, my little one-eyed monster, and we'll see."
Cupping my balls with one hand, Leela snared the base of my shaft with her other and guided me into her mouth. As with last night, my balls were quickly against Leela's chin as she released my cock and took all of me down her throat.
"You may prefer pussy, Miss Leela, but you're one hell of a cock sucker!"
Letting me back out of her mouth, Leela replied, "I said that I prefer women; I didn't say I preferred pussy. My ideal partner is a transgender woman with an active dick."
My cock slid easily back down her throat as Leela lightly tickled my balls and stroked my perineum.
Leela was making love to my thick cock so beautifully that I wanted to return the favour. So, swinging my knee over her head, I knelt over her, parted her hairy pussy lips and lowered my mouth onto her pussy. Then running my hands under Leela's taut ass cheeks, I pressed my hands on the backs of her thighs to encourage her to lift and spread her thighs.
Balancing on my elbows, I lifted Leela's ass in the air and ran my tongue along her perineum as far as I could before licking back to her vulva and up over her clitoris.
"Oh, fuck," Leela moaned as my questing tongue swirled over her clit. Leela's thighs closed around my ears, and she thrust her hips up at my mouth. "Oh, fuck," she groaned again.
Leela's hairy minge was proving to be a problem, so I shifted my hand off her ass cheek and onto her pudenda. Using my fingers to spread her pubic hair, I exposed Leela's cute button clit. Then, baring my teeth, I gently bit on it and pulled softly back.
"Oh, wow!" Leela exclaimed. Then she exhaled deeply, moaning, "Oh, good Lawd, I'm cuuuuuuuummmmmmmmiiiiiiiinnnnnngggggggggg!"
Feeling her womanly essence pouring onto my chin nearly precipitated my orgasm. Gritting my teeth, I forced the impending explosion down and climbed off Leela. Then, pulling her hips to the edge of the bed, I squatted and forcefully shoved all of my 7-inches into her liquid-smooth and oily cunt.
Leela's legs lifted to wrap around my hips, and she sat up to interlock her hands behind my head. Then, kissing me soundly, she said, "Fuck me, Casper. Fuck me with everything you have. Pound my cunt into submission."
That was a request I couldn't deny, so holding Leela's big firm tits in my hands to balance on; I pulled all but the tip of my cock out of her before slamming it back in as hard as I could.
"Uh," she grunted as I slammed into her. Then, as my rhythm increased, she went, "Uh..., uh.., uh., uh, uh, uh, uh."
Leela's fingers gripped my upper arms firmly before she hooked her fingers into claws and raked them cruelly down my arms. Blood welled from me at their passing.
"Ouch!" I exclaimed.
Suddenly angry, I pulled out of her before flipping Leela onto her stomach. Then, grabbing her upper arms, I pulled them roughly up and back. This forced Leela to bend at her waist and shove her ass back at me. Taking advantage of this, I spat on her ring and bent my knees to allow my dick to slide under Leela and onto her clitoris.
Pumping her as I held her in this position rubbed my big purple-headed cock along her slit and over her clitoris. Dipping the first half of my dick into Leela's sopping pussy added more lubrication. Then, forcing Leela lower, I found her arsehole with the tip of my cock and viciously shoved the whole thing through her knot and into her ass.
Next, ripping her back at me, I jammed my hips forward, slamming into her ass with everything I had.
Instead of protesting, Leela moaned, "Is that all you've got?"
Not bothering to answer, I slid my hands down Leela's arms onto her wrists. Then, with my big left hand holding both wrists tightly together, I slapped Leela's ass with my right.
"Is that it?" Leela questioned.
Still fucking her ass as hard as possible, I brought my right hand resoundingly down onto Leela's right ass cheek.
"Almost," she groaned.
So I hit her taut butt cheeks continuously as hard as I could.
Twisting her wrists suddenly, Leela freed herself. I expected her to attack me, but instead, her face and shoulders hit the mattress, and she reached back between her legs to tickle my balls and thrust two fingers into her hairy cunt.
Wary of her ripping my ball sack open, I growled, "You rake your fucking nails across my sack, and I'll take my belt to your fine ass until it bleeds!"
"Promises, promises," Leela moaned as she thrust her ass back at me. "Why have you stopped spanking me?"
Internally shrugging, I restarted my fucking and spanking of her. The harder I slapped her ass, the louder Leela moaned, and the harder she pushed back at me. Listening to her, it was evident that she'd cum at least a half-dozen times, but she needed more because she had bit her lip and stayed quiet through them all.
I also knew that Leela was building herself up to a potentially explosive cum event, so I tightly tied my urgent need to orgasm down, and fucked her as hard and as fast as I could. But it didn't seem to matter how hard a smacked and fucked her; Leela couldn't quite reach the top of Mount Orgasmic.
Grabbing my two pillows, I shoved them under Leela's hips. Then, letting myself fall forward onto her, I forced Leela onto her stomach. Her bottom arched beautifully into the air as I pulled out of her ass, grabbed under her shoulders, and rammed my rampantly erect cock into her soaking wet, hairy cunt.
Biting the tops of her shoulders, leaving teeth marks as I did, I sawed my cock in and out of Leela's grasping pussy as viciously as I had her arsehole.



Leela let out an extended groan of "Uhhhhhhhhhh!" as my dick jammed into her cunt. Momentarily, she extended her arms and sagged down, simply enjoying the feeling of being well and truly fucked. But her needs soon raged again, so, forcing her hands underneath her hips, Leela found her clitoris with her fingers.
Only a few seconds later, Leela's head lifted and tipped back, and she screamed, "OH MY FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKIIIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGG, GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWWWWWDDDDDDDDDDDDDD. I'M CUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU UH UH UH UH MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGGGG!!!!!!!!"
Leela's sexy womanly secretions poured over my balls in explosive gushes as she came over and over and over again.
Finally, trying to peer back over her shoulder at me, Leela said, "Fill me full of cum, lover. I can't take anymore!"
Roaring, "YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" I spat my cum deep into Leela's gripping pussy.
Spent, I rolled off Leela onto my back. Leela turned to cuddle into my side. Then, taking my slowly deflating, cum covered cock in her hand, Leela kissed the corner of my jaw as she tried to work me back to hardness.
"If you can go again, I'd love for you to cum in my mouth, Casper. Do you want me to suck you off?"
'Does The Pope wear a beanie?' I thought.
Nodding, I stretched out and placed my hands behind my head. Shifting a couple of pillows to watch my new fuck friend blow me, I released all restraints on my libido. I prepared myself to enjoy Leela's efforts.
Kneeling, with her knees on either side of my shins, Leela dragged her luscious mammary set over my knees. She then cupped my balls and lowered her full-lipped mouth onto my rapidly hardening todger.
Holding my cock near its oversized head, Leela licked all the cum secretions off her hand and wrist before sliding her hand down my shaft and following her hand with her mouth. Once she was satisfied my shaft was clean, Leela let my cock slide back out of her mouth before holding it this way, and that, so she could clean our sex fluids off the rest of my pelvic area.
Happy with her cleaning job, Leela settled onto her elbows and began milking my rigidly erect cock. As she lowered her mouth, Leela pulled her hand along my shaft until lips and hand met. Then, she slid her hand back down my shaft as she bobbed her head back.
Using her left hand, Leela circled my ball sack with her thumb and forefinger before lightly pulling my balls down and away. This added an exquisite tightening of my frenulum to her genius-level blowjob.
Less than three minutes later, I was ready to blow. Not sure if Leela wanted me to cum in her mouth, I warned her, "I'm about to cum, Miss Leela. Where do you want me to shoot?"
In answer, Leela slid her hand faster and sucked more insistently. Unable to cope, I blew in her voraciously sucking mouth. With my balls pulled down and away, the added pain of my balls trying to contract against my shaft added a delicious fillip to my orgasm.
Almost in agony, I groaned. "Argghh, arrgghh," as my cock erupted inside Leela's oral cavity.
Leela pulled my dick out of her mouth after the first three blasts and let the rest spurt over her pretty face. Even with her swallowing the first spurts, I still had enough cum for Leela's face to be covered and for it to drip from her chin.
"Gawd, Casper. Did you have a load for me, or what? Gotta love a man with a full sack of man juice!"
Rolling off the bed, I got a warm wet washer from the en suite and offered it to her.
"Thanks, but I'll jump in the shower to clean up if you don't mind?"
"Want me to wash your back?" I asked.
"Every bit of me you can reach with your tongue, baby," Leela replied.
Leela and I finally left the shower when it ran out of hot water. We fucked in almost every possible position you could in a four-foot by four-foot shower whilst the water ran hot. It was nearly noon on Sunday when we returned to the kitchen.
"Want some lunch?" I asked.
"What's for?" she replied.
"I've got some chicken breasts here. I could whip up a salad and do some Moroccan chicken bites to go with it."
"Moroccan chicken bites? Are you that good a chef?"
"Not really. Masterfoods do a powder that's pretty authentic tasting. All I need to do is heat a pan, drop some butter in, add the chicken pieces, and then toss in a handful of Moroccan spice, then voila, done."
"And the salad?"
"Caesar, me thinks. Slice some cos hearts, fry some bacon pieces, boil two eggs, then toss them together."
"What do you want me to do?"
"Get my vibrator out of my play bag upstairs, and then lie on the bench and masturbate for me?"
"The same one you got the stuff from last night out of?"
"Yes."
Wearing a mischievous grin, Leela raced upstairs. Before long, she was up on the bench with her feet on either side of my cutting board. Leela bent her knees, so her pussy was only inches away from where I used an extremely sharp knife to cut chicken slices.
Grinning, I placed my thumb above Leela's clit and then pulled the hood back to expose her tiny pleasure nub. Leela lifted her head to see what I was doing. When I waved the knife in front of her eyes, Leela's head fell back, and her hips rose.
"Yes, baby. Make me yours. Cut this bitch, make her bleed."
We both knew this was only role play because, of course, neither of us actually wanted this. Still, the fantasy of being forcibly taken was one of Leela's favourites. So, I carefully tapped on her exposed clit with the flat of the knife before growling, "Good girls don't even like sex. Maybe cutting your clitoris off will stop your slutty ways!"
"Oh, Gawd!" Leela moaned as her hips bucked up at me. "Do it! Cut my clitty off, make me useless to a man."
I ignored her, of course, but I pressed firmly on the knife before carefully sliding it in a cutting motion. Feeling me do that sent Leela exploding off the curve of the earth.
"Tongue where you cut me, Casper," Leela pleaded, even though I hadn't.
I put the knife aside before spreading Leela's pussy hair and exposing her labia. Then I ran my tongue along her perineum and lapped at the nectar pouring from her vulva. Finally, I swirled my tongue over and around her still-exposed clit.
Gasping and panting, Leela blew through several orgasms before pushing my head aside and saying her pussy was too sensitive to stand any more pleasure.
Turning, Leela lay on her side with her head in her hand and watched me finish preparing lunch. She looked so fetching that I briefly considered asking if she was serious about marrying me.
When you're not interrupted by someone wanting you to 'cut their clitoris off', A Moroccan chicken salad only takes about 15 minutes to make. So it wasn't long before we sat at the table eating.
Pointing at her bowl with her knife, Leela said, "This is good. Is it just a powder mixture you can buy at the supermarket?"
I nodded.
"And the salad? Cos hearts, fried bacon bits, sliced boiled eggs, grated parmesan cheese, and Caesar salad dressing?"
"Yes. They're not part of a traditional Caesar salad, but I usually slice some tomatoes and mushrooms into it as well."
"Why didn't you this time?"
"Didn't have any."
Leela laughed, "That's a good reason not to have them."
During our meal, Leela kept staring at me intently and beginning to say something but stopping.
After the fourth time Leela went to say something but didn't. I said, "Out with it, Miss. What's on your mind?"
"When are we going to fuck Peg?"
A shiver ran through me. 'Could she be serious?' I wondered. 'Men don't rape women, generally speaking. So what are the chances of finding that one woman that wants to help you do the rape?'
"I think it should stay in the realms of fantasy, Leela. Don't you?"
Leela stared searchingly at me for quite some time before saying, "I understand. You doubt my bona fides. You think that I couldn't possibly want to help you rape another or that I'd enjoy doing it myself. In your shoes, I'd doubt me, too.
I don't know how to convince you otherwise, Casper, but I'm keen to see if we can make Peg into a yummy-mummy slut."
"Peg is so hot, Leela. I'd love to make her cum and beg for more, but what if Al's right? What if she's a frigid bitch that hates sex? If we fail at turning her on and giving her numerous orgasms, and even if we do, probably, we're going to jail."
"Hmm, prison sex, yummy! All those vulnerable women just waiting for a strong guiding hand on the back of their necks teaching them how to please. Hmm!"
Leela came to a decision, "I'm going to let you in on a secret only a few of my superior officers, and I know." Then, pointing to her damaged eye, she added, "This isn't why I got discharged. The navy used me to interrogate female prisoners. Being a woman meant they could safely send me in and not get accused of torturing and raping women.
I was really good at extracting what we wanted from these prisoners, Casper. Do you know how I did it?"
I shook my head, obviously.
"I fucked it out of them."
"You what?"
"I'd go in the interrogation room and disconnect the camera because I 'had to do a full body search' and didn't want the male marines perving on the poor woman. Then I'd force her to strip before fucking the shit out of her."
I had no idea what to think of this, so I stayed mum.
"Do you have any idea how many virginities I took in Iraq? Hundreds, I'd think. Fuck, it was hot! None of the women I fucked could say a damned word for fear of their families discovering they weren't pure anymore."
"How did you get caught?"
"My superior was female. We had been lovers, but she got clingy, so I dumped her. During one of my interrogations, I thought I'd disconnected the camera, but I'd unplugged a dummy wire. As a result, staff Sargent Katherine Weller recorded me raping a young but legally aged virgin girl.
They called me before a disciplinary committee, but the IED got me before the hearing. Rather than facing the scandal, they shipped me back to the states and discharged me on medical grounds. There's not much use for a one-eyed marine."
"How do I know this is true, Leela?" I questioned. "It sounds like bullshit to me."
"I have no way of convincing you, Casper. You either believe me or don't. But look in my eye. Do you think I'm lying?"
I'm smitten with this girl. I found her forthright, no-bullshit attitude refreshing. Plus, she was as sexy as all fuck, and dynamite in the sack. So, in the end, my throbbing dick won over my cautious mind.
"Tuesday morning will be best," I informed her. "Her son, Bud, goes to his job after school on Tuesday, and Kelly has cheerleader practice. Al goes to the pub before joining his buddies at the Ten Pin centre. So we'll have Peg all day from 8.30 am until close to 7.00 pm. If she hasn't succumbed to our fucking by then, she never will."
"You have a plan?"
"You said you read them."
"They're generalisations. Now we're being serious; how will we do it?"
Thinking through the changes having a co-conspirator meant, I answered, "I'll go around the back. For sure, there'll be an open door or window, so I'll slip inside. Once I'm inside, you'll knock at the door and ask for a cup of sugar or a bottle of milk. Then, with Peg distracted, it should be easy for me to come up behind her and knock her out."
"What will you use?"
"A sleeper hold, I think."
"Do you want to use the knockout solution we used in the marines?"
"Sure. What is it?"
Leela smiled, "I could tell you, but then I'd have to kill you. Seriously, though. It works and is easy to make, so I'll have some by Tuesday."
8.00 am Tuesday arrived with Leela knocking on my door. She wore her army pants and boots with a clinging snow-white singlet top as usual. I hadn't seen her in anything but this outfit and wondered if she owned anything else to wear. I have to say, though, Leela knew how to fill these items out. Her pants snugged to her taut ass, and the singlet emphasised her D-cup boobs.
With her eyes sparkling with barely suppressed excitement, Leela said, "I'm so fucking hot right now I might need you to bend me over and give me one before we take Peg."
Laughing, I replied, "Then it'll be next week before we leave the house because I'm so fucking horny it'll take you that long to satiate me."
Leela knuckled my ribs and said, "Me thinks you exaggerate your horniness and my ability to satiate it, Mister!"
Laughing, I hugged and kissed her, then replied, "After we've done Peg, we can come back here and wrestle again to see who fucks who."
Leela smiled back, "Deal," she replied.
It was 8.15, "Well?" I asked. "Shall we?"
"I'll go first. Give me a five-minute head start, then come in the back door as you planned."
Once Leela slipped out the front door, I waited, eagerly hopping from one foot to the other. I swear, it took at least ten years for five minutes to pass, and I could follow her to Peg's place.
Trying to maintain my normal walking speed, I briskly walked up the road towards the Bundy household. Luckily, no one was about as I breasted the Bundy's front gate, so I quickly jumped over and slid around the back.
As I suspected, Peg hadn't locked her back door, so I was able to slip inside. The back door opened into the laundry. Hearing voices to my right, I followed them down the hall and through the kitchen.
Stopping at the corner where the kitchen and dining room met, I surreptitiously peeked towards where the sounds were. What greeted me wasn't what I thought I'd see--instead of Peg chatting with Leela as Leela asked for sugar or milk, as I expected. I saw Leela pushing her body against Peg's as she kissed Peg and ran her fingers inside Peg's gown and across Peg's nipples.
"Oh, my Gawd, Leela, you must stop," Peg breathed as Leela kissed her.
But when Leela's fingers found Peg's snatch, all bets were off.
"Oh, Leela. Oh, yes! That feels so good. Kiss me again, please," Peg begged.
Leela kissed Peg passionately as she slipped her middle finger inside Peg's pussy.
"Oh. Oh. What's happening to me?" Peg moaned as she came on Leela's invading fingers.
"What's happening is that you've just orgasmed, my little slut," Leela answered. "Now me and my boyfriend are going to fuck you until you can't walk."
"Your boyfriend?" Peg questioned,
"You've already refused Mr Ware once, but now he's going to fuck your slutty cunt as I fuck your tight ass."
"No, no," Peg protested, "I'm true to my husband."
"Too bad," Leela said. "Consider it a privilege, as yours are the first fuck holes we're going to take."
Spotting me peering around the wall, Leela said, "About time. I thought I'd have to fuck this ho into submission all by myself."
Smiling, I responded, "Not on your life. I've wanted to fuck Mrs Bundy way before you arrived on the scene."
"So help me carry this wannabe slut to her bedroom, then."
"But I don't wannabe a slut," Peg complained. "I want to be a good mother and wife."
"Why can't you be both?" Leela's asked as her probing fingers elicited another orgasm from Peg. "Your husband isn't taking care of your needs, so me and Casper will."
"No, no. I'm faithful to my husband," Peg groaned as Leela's fingers delved into her wet cunt.
"Oh, Gawd," Peg mumbled. "Your fingers feel so good inside me. But, please, taste my pussy juices. I've always fantasised about that. Help me, please."
"About someone tasting your slut juices or me tasting them?" Leela asked.
"Someone, anyone," Peg answered.
Leela and I carried Peg to her bedroom, "Do you think I should wear a condom?" I asked Leela.
"Nah, this slut needs her cum hole filled with a real man's seed."
"What if she reports us to the police afterwards?"
"This long-legged, tight-assed slut is gagging for cock, Casper. So stop worrying, and stick your dick in her cunt."
Dropping my clothes to the floor, I quickly climbed onto the bed and slid between Peg's thighs on my stomach. Then, placing my thumbs on either side of Peg's clit hood, I spread her sex and exposed her most sensitive outer pleasure node.
As I did this, Leela distracted our victim by suckling and lightly biting one of Peg's nipples as she stroked and gently tweaked the other.
My mouth found Peg's clitoris, "Oh, Gawd," she moaned. "Soooooo good!"
One of Peg's hands found the back of Leela's head as Peg held Leela to her breasts. The other grabbed a handful of the sheet as Peg groaned and thrust her pudenda up at my swirling tongue.
"Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd," Peg repeated over and over as my tongue lashed her clitoris.
Then, with a high-pitched scream, Peg exploded into orgasm, "YEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!" She yelled as I tongue fucked her vulva, and Leela bit Peg's nipples.
"Fuck this slut, Casper. Fuck this slut, or I'll do it for you." Leela demanded, her voice rich with lust and desire.
Climbing off the bed, I answered, "Ladies first. Enjoy."
Leela had her army pants off in a flash. Her strapon, which she had forced inside her pant leg along her inner thigh, sprung thickly erect into view.
"Feed this slut your cock, Casper. See if she can take some of your length at least. Choke the bitch on it if she can't."
Watching Leela rip Peg down the bed to give me room to shove my thick 7-inch cock into Peg's mouth had me hotter than noonday in a desert, so I sat on Peg's generous bosom and wiped my cock along her lips.
Peg tried to refuse, so I gripped where her upper and lower jaw met and squeezed. Peg's mouth opened under the pressure I exerted, and I slid around three inches into her mouth.
"Suck, bitch," I demanded.
Just as my cock entered Peg's oral cavity, Leela jammed all 7+ inches of her big black strapon into Peg's pussy.
"Uhhhh!" Peg groaned as Leela slid inside her.
Feeling her pussy filled released Peg's inner slut, and her sucking changed from unwilling forced victim to eager cock sucking slut.
Peg is a natural cock sucker. She couldn't take more than the three inches she already had inside her oral cavity, but she sucked eagerly and swirled her tongue around my dick deliciously.
Peg's sucking slowly petered out as Leela fucked her towards orgasm. It was easy to tell that Peg was utterly unused to orgasming more than once during a sex session. She'd already cum three or four times today, so I was neither surprised nor bothered by Peg becoming distracted as Leela forced her closer to Mount Orgasmic's cliff's edge.
Peg would fall off that cliff any second now, I thought. So, I removed my dick from her mouth and moved off the bed to watch Leela fuck Peg into oblivion.
Leela had other ideas, though, as she said, "Lie beside Peg. I'll flip her over. Peg can straddle you and take your cock in her whore's cunt. Then I'm going to fuck her virgin ass."
Peg tried to protest, but she was as a kitten in our hands, and we soon had her in the described position.
Peg's shaken-headed protests changed to moans of pure lust as my thick cock speared into her sopping wet and hot cunt.
"Oh, Gawd," she repeated. "Oh_my_fucking_Gawd!"
As I thrust up into Peg, Leela spread a liberal amount of lube over her strapon and Peg's rosebud. Then Leela held the strapon's shaft in her hand as she guided it onto Peg's rear pleasure hole.
The 'cock' part of Leela's strapon has a narrow, rounded head that flares wider before dropping to a solid width along the shaft. The effect was a small tipped cock's head with a large base, followed by a nice thick shaft. With the narrow tip, Leela easily split Peg's knot open and slid inside Peg's no longer virgin ass.
Peg seemed to deflate into sexual bliss as Leela's and my dicks came to rest fully inserted inside her two fuck holes. A deeply satisfied groan escaped her as her head settled on my neck and shoulder.



"I don't believe how good this feels, Casper. I've been missing out for eighteen years. Fuck me, Casper; please fuck me, Leela. I need this. I need to cum on your cocks until I have to beg you to stop!"
Who were we to deny the poor, deprived child? So, Leela and I fucked Peg as she moaned and groaned and came in floods between us. Peg's head bounced back and forth as we viciously slammed into her. The sounds of male pelvis against female perineum and feminine pelvis against womanly ass filled Peg's marital bedroom.
That this was where Peg's asshole, dickless husband slept with the gorgeous woman we were fucking added extra spice to the scene.
Leela wore the same strapon she'd fucked me with earlier, so Leela, too, spasmed through numerous orgasms as she fucked Peg's virgin tight ass.
Forty-five minutes later, Peg sagged limply between us, no longer moving.
Leela still pounded Peg's ass with everything she had as Leela careered from orgasm to orgasm. Leela was so caught up in her pleasure that she forgot about Peg completely. I knew I had to step in.
"Leela!" I snapped to get her attention. "I think Peg's done. She's not moving."
Slowing to a stop, Leela finally agreed, "Have you cum yet?" She asked.
I shook my head, "You'll have to take care of me when we get back to my place," I answered.
But as I slipped out of her pussy, Peg complained, "No! Not yet. I want to feel you cumming inside me."
"Pussy or ass?" I dared.
"Pussy this time. Ass, next," was the surprising answer.
This response was what Leela and I hoped for, exactly. But it seemed almost unbelievable.
"You want us to fuck you again, Peg?" I asked to confirm.
"Oh, Gawd, yes," Peg affirmed. "I need you two to show me what it means to be a sexual woman. You must take me on your next mission to fuck someone's wife as she's never been fucked before."
Now completely dumbfucked, I asked disbelievingly, "You've just been raped, and now you want to help us rape another?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes," Peg repeated. "Leela, you must stay now because I want you to show me more about woman-on-woman sex. But, unfortunately, Casper, it would be best if you went because Al sometimes comes home for lunch. He won't think anything about me having a girlfriend over, but if you're also here, he'll be a jackass about it."
I moved to get up, but Peg pushed me back down, "No. Cum in me first, Casper, please. You've given me so much pleasure, and I want to give you some back. You'll be only the second man to ever cum inside me."
Releasing all holds on my libido, I thrust once, twice, three times into Peg's willingly tight cunt before blasting her vulva full of my seed.
I'm unsure if Peg came as I exploded inside her, but she mumbled through several, "So good, so good, so good's," as I unloaded into her.
With my cock dripping with our fluids, I offered it to Peg's mouth, "Good girls suck their man clean after sex. Are you a good girl, Peg?"
"Not anymore," Peg replied as she sucked as much of me as she could before using her tongue to clean the rest.
I wanted to stay and watch Leela get it on with Peg, of course, but, taking heed of Peg's warning, I peered out the window and confirmed the way was clear before quickly walking to the street and heading home.
Four hours passed before Leela joined me, "Fuck, Casper! That was the hottest thing ever!" She breathed. "Who are we doing next? Can you believe Peg wants to join us when we take our next victim? What a fucking slut! Just like we knew!"
Laughing, I hugged her to my chest, "Hello, Leela. I'm happy to see you, too."
"Don't be an ass," Leela admonished me. "Take me to bed. I need your cock inside all of my holes before I make dinner."
So, that's what I did. I banged all of Leela's delectable cum holes before cumming over her luscious tits.
Two days later, Leela and I revisited Peg. After we were all satiated, Peg leaned back on Leela's breasts and asked, "So, who are you doing next?"
Curious, I asked, "Who do you think we should?"
"Lois Griffin," Peg answered instantly.
Surprised, I said, "Why Lois? Why not Marge Simpson or Francine Smith?"
With a knowing smile, Peg answered, "So, you do have a list?"
Blushing at my error, I tied to equivocate, "I just picked two names at random."
"Bullshit," Leela said. "Those two rolled off your tongue too easily. I'm keen to do all three. What about you, Peg?"
"Lois and I are already good friends. Lois confided that Peter's been having trouble getting it up since he was put on blood pressure medication. She said she's almost gagging for sex because she and Peter used to fuck all the time, and now he won't even go down on her.
If we take her, she'll love it, I'm sure. She told me she even considered letting Casper here seduce her the night of the street party before chickening out and introducing him to her husband."
Leela and I exchanged looks before, in unison, we said, "Lois is next, then. But when?"
"Thursday night," Peg replied. "Peter goes drinking with his mates every Thursday. I'll invite Lois for dinner, and we three will do her."
"Not tonight, then. We'll plan for next week?"
Looking disappointed, Peg said, "Why not tonight? I'm hot as hell just thinking about it!"
"What about your kids and Al?" Leela asked.
Bud has an extra shift at his job tonight. The game is tonight, so Kelly will be at the footy until almost midnight. Al's bowling league is Tuesdays and Thursdays, so he won't be home until after 11. O'clock."
I checked with Leela, but she only shrugged, leaving the decision to me.
"You realise if you're wrong, we're all going to jail, right?"
Peg nodded, "I'm not, though. Now, Mister, stick your dick in my ass and cum in me one more time before leaving me with Leela."
Cumming in Peg one last time, I unwillingly left the two of them canoodling on Peg's bed and headed home. I knew Leela would be by later as she had pretty much moved in, but fucking the pair of them together was so much fun I regretted having to leave.
7 O'clock that night, Leela and I hid in Peg's bathroom, waiting for Lois to take a toilet break. When she did, I'd grab her, spin her around then Leela would hold the knockout juice over Lois's nose and mouth.
As we waited, I made Leela sit on the bathroom sink so I could pull her army pants down and tongue her hairy puss. Unfortunately, that's how Lois found us. Opening the door and flicking on the light, Lois was greeted by a large athletic man between the thighs of a young fit young woman. He vigorously tongued the young woman's clit as she held a handful of his hair and moaned as she thrust her cunt at him.
Looking back over her shoulder to ensure Peg hadn't noticed anything, Lois closed the door and hopped onto the cabinet beside Leela, "Me next, Casper. Oh, Gawd, I'm so horny!"
Thirty minutes later, Peg came looking for her friend. By then, I was nuts deep in Lois' pussy as Leela tongued her rosebud.
"You started without me? Aww, Gawddamn! I wanted to be the first to taste that cute pussy of hers," Peg complained.
Grunting as I thrust inside Lois, I replied, "You still can be. Leela has only tasted her ass, and all I've done is stick my dick in a cock hungry slut."
"Take this fuck fest to my bedroom, then," Peg demanded. "I'm getting into a 69 with Lois. Casper, you can fuck her mouth. Leela can continue rimming this slut."
So, that's what we did. I lost count of how many orgasms Peg, Leela, and I gave Lois, but it was a lot. However, no matter what we did, Lois only begged for more.
Finally, she said, "I need more. Peter and I played BDSM games together when he could still get it up. But he always made me top. I want to submit to Casper as Peg and Leela use me."
Surprising even Leela, I think. Peg reached into her drawer and pulled out the same strapon set up as Leela had. The two extra 'cocks' were soon in Peg's ass and pussy.
"I'll lay on my back. Lois, climb on me and ride my cock. Leela, you take this slut's ass. Casper, you direct the action and gag this whore with your big cock."
Lois eagerly swung her leg over Peg and lowered herself onto Peg's strapon. Leela greased her strapon and prepared to take Lois' ass. But before she could, I asked, "Peg, do you have a belt I can use on Lois' ass?"
"The dresser on your side," Peg gasped as she thrust up into Lois. "Top drawer, right-hand side. Al should have a number of them."
Taking out a thick black leather belt, I doubled it over, then held the ends in my hands. Jerking my arms apart caused a delightful smack sound as the belt snapped together.
"Lois, do I have your permission to mark your ass with this?" I asked as I waved the belt in front of her eyes.
"Oh, my goodness, yes," Lois purred.
Using only a little force, I hit Lois across both ass cheeks.
Turning her head to stare me down, Lois said, "I'm not a scared wee pussy, Casper. Belt my ass like you really mean to punish me. Pretend I'm a naughty school girl, and you're the headmaster administering six of the best."
Motioning Leela to stand back, I moved further away. Then, taking a step forward, I swung at Lois' ass like I was hitting a peachy pitch out of the ballpark. The belt wrapped around Lois' hips, leaving a welt from hip bone to hip bone.
"Again!" Lois demanded as she dug her fingers into Peg's luscious bosom.
Rocking back, I swung at Lois' ass like Tiger Woods hitting a 360-yard (330m) drive. I left a line of little blood blisters along that strike line.
Squeezing Peg's tits viciously, Lois begged, "Even harder, please."
"Harder than this, you bleed, Lois. Are you sure?" I queried.
"If you're too chicken, maybe Leela will do it for you," Lois almost snarled.
'It's not like you weren't warned,' I thought as I prepared to hit Lois again.
As if I was a drug-fuelled Barry Bonds hitting a homer out of the park, I lashed the belt at Lois' backside. This time, half the blood blisters burst and began leaking blood down her ass cheeks.
"Stick your cock in my ass, Leela, please," Lois begged. "I'm going to effing explode."
Fuck, was I hot! My dick pulsing and throbbing, I grabbed a handful of Lois' hair, pinched her jaw between my thumb and forefinger, and then forced all seven inches into her mouth. To my surprise, Lois readily allowed all of me into her oral cavity.
As big as I am, I'm used to women struggling to accept anything more than the first three inches into their mouths without choking. But Lois' skills exceeded the average. Not only did my pubic bone hit her lips at my first shove, she happily accepted me holding her by her chin and the back of her head as I brutally fucked her mouth.
The new sensation of being double penetrated as she used her 'cock' on another proved too exciting for Peg as she launched into a squealed orgasm.
I have no idea where Lois found the self-control, but hearing Peg go off, Lois grasped both of Peg's nipples in her thumbs and fingers before brutally twisting and hauling on them.
"So fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuucccccccccking good!" Peg screamed as she came.
Showing a surprising amount of strength, Lois lifted herself and Leela off Peg, "Casper, take her place, "she demanded. "Actually, no. Leela, get off me for a second. I'm going to turn over and take Casper in my ass. Leela, I want you to fuck my pussy."
We were all quickly in position. Lois' rear fuck hole is the tightest I've ever been in. She was tighter even than Peg or Leela. But, even so, when Leela shoved her 'dick' into Lois' cunt, it felt better still.
Feeling my lover's cock thrusting against mine, with only the thin wall of flesh between Lois' ass and vulva separating them, sent me roaring into an uncontrolled cum explosion, and I spat juices inside Lois's ass.
Lois had had numerous small cum events but still hadn't experienced that ultimate explosion that would satiate her needs. So, rolling her over, forcing both Peg and Leela to shift out of the way, I knelt, holding Lois tightly to me. Then standing upright on my knees, I wrapped one arm around Lois' shoulders and the other around her hips.
Lifting Lois until only the head of my rampant todger was still inside her, I viciously ripped Lois downwards as I thrust my hips forcefully up at her descending body. The smack of Lois' perineum hitting my pubic bone echoed through the room.
Lois was in seventh heaven. Whole sentences eluded her as she mumbled and sputtered, "Harder, faster, fuck yes, and OMG!"
Suddenly Lois' eyes flew open, "I... OMFG! I... I don't believe it. I'm FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGG CUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUMIIIIINGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG!"
I jammed up into her one more time before dumping a bucketful of my man seed into her willing cunt.
Sadly, our time was almost up, "Bud is due home any minute, Casper. So you'll have to head off now. Bud won't notice that we three girls have been fucking, but he'll see you and tell Al," Peg informed me.
Going back home, I stripped naked, showered, hopped into bed and waited for Leela. I must have fallen asleep because I woke to find Leela sucking deliciously on my tool.
Exploding into her mouth, I said, "Keep this up, Leela, and I might have to ask you to marry me."
Laughing, Leela asked, "Who's next, babe? Francine or Marge?"
Thinking through my encounter with these two, I answered, "Marge Simpson, I think. She already admits that she thinks I'm handsome. You're her cousin, though, aren't you? Do you have any problem seducing one of your relatives?"
"Oh, fuck. No." Wiping my cum residue from her lips, Leela answered, "I've wanted to ass fuck that conservative bitch ever since I can remember."
"What is it with you and wanting to fuck women in their asses?" I asked.
Leela responded, "If they cum from being ass fucked by a lesbian, they can't deny they're a slut, Casper, now, can they?"
She had a point, so I nodded in agreement. But then I added, "You're not much of a lesbian given how often you and I fuck, are you?"
"I told you before, I promised myself I'd marry the first guy that could out drink and out wrestle me, but you tick way more boxes than that, Casper, don't you?"
"Do I?"
"Yes! You can out fuck me, too."
"Miss Leela, you're the sexiest creature I've ever been with," I replied. "You're dynamite in the sack, you're perverted, and you have questionable morals. You're everything I've ever wanted in a girlfriend. Maybe I should ask you to marry me."
"I'll answer 'Yes' when you do, Casper, okay? But, in the meantime, who's next?"
"Marge Simpson," I confirmed. "Give her a call. She's a stay-at-home mum, so any weekday will do to visit her and then fuck her sexily tiny ass."
"You're a bit of an ass bandit yourself, Mr Ware. What's with that?"
"Fifteen percent tighter, three degrees warmer. What's not to like?" I replied.
The next day, Leela said she'd been invited to the Simpsons for lunch with Marge, "Homer will be at work, Lisa and Bart at school, leaving only Marge and Maggie at home. Marge says she usually puts Maggie down for a nap at noon, so we'll have around two hours to do her before the baby wakes up."
"How do I get inside?"
"I'll unlock the back door. It opens into the kitchen, so you should be able to enter without being seen.
The following day, taking my walk later than usual, I passed the Simpson home before circling around the block and sneaking through their neighbour's yard. Then, jumping over their back fence and in through the back door, I looked for Marge and Leela.
Using her military skills of distraction, Leela sat facing Marge and towards me, Marge's back was to me. I listened from behind the door as Leela openly flirted with Marge. Unfortunately, Marge was about as receptive to Leela's advances as she was to mine.
"Leela, I don't want to have an affair with you. I love my big lump of a husband, and I want to remain faithful to only him."
"Aww, Cousin Marge, making love with me isn't having an affair on Homer. I'm not a man; it doesn't count."
"If you don't stop coming on to me, I'll have to ask you to leave," Marge stated, quite firmly for her.
That's when Leela looked up, met my eyes, and nodded, "Okay, Marge. You're missing out, though," she said as I crept silently but quickly across the lounge.
Wrapping my arm around Marge so that her long slender neck settled into the crook of my arm, I held the knockout juice rag to Marge's mouth and nose. After a brief struggle, Marge collapsed into a drugged-out stupor.
"This might be a bad idea, babe," Leela said. "She's really resistant to my advances. I thought she'd jump at the chance of a bit of exploring, but nothing."
"Fuck!" I replied. "Too late now!"
"Not really. You can knock me out with the juice, then stage a robbery. When we wake up, I'll commiserate with Marge saying, 'at least we weren't raped,'"
Looking around, I answered, "The TV looks like it's the only thing worth stealing, and I can't carry that home without being noticed."
"The pearls around Marge's neck, babe. Take those, and here, take my watch."
Regretfully, I said, "It's a shame, really. I'm as horny as all fuck thinking about fucking Marge's tight ass."
"Fuck it, then. Let's take her upstairs and do the bitch. I'm not worried about prison, are you? You're tough enough to survive, aren't you?"
"It's the social stigma after prison, I fear, my horny little rapist," I explained. "Neither of us will be able to live in the USA once we're convicted, and no other country will take us with that sentence on our records."
Leela raised an eyebrow, and I knew another dare was coming, "Well, I guess if you're too chicken to follow through, I'll just have to rape her all by myself."
"Bitch!" I smiled at Leela. "I get her ass first, though," I said as I lifted Marge onto my shoulder and carried her upstairs to her bedroom.
"Sure. But, if we can, we'll need to do our best to have Marge sexually aroused and gagging for cock before penetrating her. If we only rape her, she'll report us for sure."
Working quickly, we stripped Marge bare. Then, Leela and I did everything we could to turn Marge on but to no avail. Of course, Marge being still passed out wasn't helping, but Leela and I are damned good lovers; she should have had some sexual response to what we did. But, alas, no. She lay there totally unresponsive.
"Well, we're fucked," Leela informed me. "I may as well have some fun with her before she wakes up. You can head out. She may not be aware you're here, and you might be safe if you leave now. Marge will be slightly confused when she awakens, so I'll say I gassed her."
"If you think you're going to be the only one getting all that delicious prison sex, you're crazy," I answered with a smile. "Besides, we're in this together, Miss Leela. So what do you want to do?"
I'm going to insert my strapon into Marge's ass and cunt before tying it in place, then climb on her and ride her until she wakes up."
"Sounds like fun, I said. "I'll wait until she's awake, then take your ass as you ride her."
"Sounds good. Let's do it."
Leela maneuvered Marge this way and that until she had Marge's cum holes filled with fake cock and the strapon tied firmly in place. Then, Leela swung her leg over Marge's probe body and lowered herself onto the strapon's cock.
Leela moaned as Marge's 'cock' slid into her love channel, "Oh, Gawd. I wanted to do this to that slut, but riding her is almost as good."
Just as I was about to mount Leela, Marge's eyes fluttered open, and she looked up at her cousin. Stepping quietly back, as I wasn't sure if Marge had seen me, I waited for her explosion.
Instead, Marge's hands went to Leela's hips as she helped Leela lift before Marge pulled her back down firmly, "Cousin, if I'd known you like to take, I'd have let you seduce me without the need for knocking me out."



With that, Marge forcefully rolled Leela over, got on her knees and pushed Leela's thighs back and apart before slamming the strapon back into Leela's dripping pussy.
Fucking Leela hard, Marge scanned the room. Seeing me standing at the bedroom door, she said, "So you're the one that grabbed me, Mr Casper. If you don't want me to report you for rape, get your tight buns over here and stick your tongue in my ass."
'Hmm,' I thought, 'Marge is a Dominatrix. Who knew? That'd be why she puts up with her whining husband. He's her submissive.'
"What are you waiting for, Mr Ware? Do you want to be raped in prison?"
"If I go, I'll be the one doing the raping, Mrs Simpson," I joked. "But I'm more than happy to tongue fuck your tight, tiny ass."
I tried, but with Marge kneeling as she was, her ass wasn't readily available.
Seeing I was struggling to get my tongue in her ass, Marge slapped Leela's tits and said, "Up on your knees, you little anal slut. I'm going to fuck that taut ass of yours as Mr Ware tongues mine."
Once Leela was on her knees, Marge rammed her strapon into Leela's tight ass, then leaned forwards so she could pinch and twist Leela's nipples. A low moan of pure lust purred from Leela's mouth as Marge slid home.
Now that Marge was bent over, her little brown star was perfectly exposed for my tongue to taste. So, I held Marge's ass cheeks apart and slipped my tongue onto her rosebud.
"Gawd, Caspar. That's it; get your tongue right in there. If you know where my G-spot is, then find it with your fingers."
What an insult! Of course, I know where to find a woman's G-spot. So, slipping two fingers inside Marge's delectably tight vulva, I hooked them down and back, and sought the rough patch inside her pussy and behind her pubic bone that indicates her G-spot.
Then, swiftly running my fingers in small circles over this patch, I forced my tongue to be as narrow and stiff as possible before forcing it as far into Marge's chocolate starfish as possible.
To add to Marge's pleasure, Leela rested her shoulders on the bed, then reached back between her legs and, with the tips of her fingers, found Marge's clitoris.
"Oh, my goodness! You two are incredibly good at this, aren't you? No wonder neither Peg nor Lois reported you. And no wonder they're both encouraging all the married women in the neighbourhood to allow you two to visit."
Shocked, I sat up, "What do you mean Peg and Lois are telling everyone we raped them?"
"Not everyone. Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you. They're telling all of us in the lesbian mother's club."
Further dumfounded, I repeated, "Lesbian mother's club?"
"There's only eight of us now. We're all married to asshole husbands that don't fuck us, so we get together once or twice a month and take care of each other's needs. We've discussed choosing a couple of single men to invite to our play dates, but most of us don't want to cheat on our husbands.
You two took that choice away from Peg, Lois and now me, though, didn't you?"
"I've only tongued your rosebud so far, Marge."
But, before I could finish my sentence, Marge asked, almost beseechingly, "But, you're going to do more, aren't you, Mr Ware? You're going to undo this strapon so you can fuck me, aren't you?"
"Tell me more about this 'lesbian mother's club' first," I demanded. "Who else is in it?"
Marge named eight women that I knew. The surprising names were Peg, Lois and Marge herself.
"We initiated Lois into the club last week," Marge explained. "She took to it like a duck to water because, as chance would have it, we invited her the day after you two had raped her. Francine Smith is next."
'I knew that Lois was a slut,' I thought. 'Dirty little luscious tramp. Fucking Leela and me on one day, munching multiple pussies the next. I think we need to revisit her soon, probably with Marge in tow.'
As I mused, I had reached under Marge and undone the strapons harness. Ripping the two 'cocks' out of Marge's fuck holes, I then rubbed the head of my thick 7-inch cock up and down her slit a couple of times before jamming it all into Marge's gaping pussy.
As my pelvis hit Marge's ass, Leela extricated herself from under Marge. Leela encouraged Marge onto her hands and knees before turning around and sliding under her. I felt Leela's warm breath and then her tongue on my contracted balls as she found Marge's clitoris with her tongue.
"Oh goodness," Marge groaned as I slid into her. "Dildos are fine when they're all you've got, but a real man's cock is so much more divine!"
Marge lowered her mouth onto Leela's hairy snatch and returned the tongue fucking favour.
It was Leela's turn to groan, "Fuck me, Cousin Marge. You're a gifted pussy muncher."
"Plenty of practice," Marge mumbled over Leela's clit.
Gripping Marge's tight ass firmly, I pounded into her as I ripped her back onto my cock. Marge gave up trying to eat Leela's pussy as her orgasm swelled closer to bursting. Instead, she held still, panting in explosive gasps every time I slammed into her.
Her hot breath exploding over Leela's clit every second second, drove Leela off the cliff into a blissful orgasmic explosion.
Wrapping her thighs around Marge's head and pulling it down onto her snatch, Leela moaned, "Oh, Gawd! I'm C uh uh uh uh mmmmiiiiiiiiinnnnnnnnnnngggggggggg!"
Leela's exhaled moan scorching over Marge's clitoris, combined with my vigorous pounding of her cunt sent Marge crashing into a major cum event.
Thrusting her ass back to meet my smashing hips, Marge's pussy flooded juices over my tightly packed balls as she came on my cock. Her womanly fluids flowing over my balls proved too much for me to handle, and I came with her.
Marge's tight cunt felt terrific, gripping in pulses on my cock's head as I spat wads of cum into her willing pussy.
"You're the first man other than Homer to cum in my pussy since I've been married," Marge groaningly declared. "I'll need to taste your seed before we finish today, too."
Taking advantage of Marge's sudden submissiveness, I replied, "Well? What are you waiting for? Get to cleaning and sucking. Make me hard again."
The girls knelt on the bed and kissed up both sides of my rapidly rehardening todger. Then, taking turns to swallow my head as they swirled their tongues around its head and glans, Marge and Leela soon had me harder than drinking beer standing on your head.
But, when Marge rimmed my ass with her index finger, I could take no more. My dick happened to be in Marge's mouth when I lost my load. So, grabbing her by the back of the head, I forced all 7-inches into her oral cavity as I blasted her throat with cum.
After spitting four or five loads into Marge's oral cavity, I pulled out and shot the rest over Leela's pretty face.
Finally, Marge turned to Leela and open-mouthed kissed her. By the surprised look on Leela's face, Marge had held my semen in her mouth and then fed it to her as Marge kissed her.
"Lisa and Bart will be home soon, Casper," Marge informed me. "Leela and I can play for a while longer because the children won't care about me being home alone with another woman."
Being summarily dismissed after fucking these women into bliss has quickly become the norm. So, without complaint, I dressed and headed home. Leela joined me after dinner that night. Marge wanted her to stay and eat, so she did.
After we'd fought to see who fucked whom, Leela and I cuddled on the bed.
"We have another list of possible candidates, Casper. Do any take your fancy?" Leela asked as I slid into her fantastically tight cunt.
"Not really," I replied, pumping into her. "Francine's the only stand out amongst them. Unfortunately, she may be tougher to crack than Marge."
"I'm going to join their lesbian club, Casper. I'm not a mother, but Marge says they won't care. They're going to invite Francine to next Wednesday's get-together and then seduce her. Why don't we see if she's eager to join before we decide to do her?
Hey," she suddenly added. "Who would have guessed that slut Peg had started a sex club for the local mothers? I thought I was her first female lover, but the slut's been fucking seven others!"
Shaking my head, I answered, "I certainly wouldn't have guessed. I wonder what other secrets that fine-looking tart is hiding? But you're right. Let's see how Francine responds to being inducted into the lesbian club before deciding when to do her."
Then, I grunted as Leela squeezed her pussy's sphincter around my rampant tool. Knowing I was about to blow but wanting Leela to cum first, I moved to a kneeling position. Forcing my knees under Leela's upper thighs before reinserting my dick into her love channel lifted Leela's hips lewdly into the air.
Now, with her hairy pussy spread salaciously before me, I held her toned hip with my left hand, then found her hooded clitoris with my right thumb. Rubbing my thumb over and around Leela's most sensitive external pleasure node as I held her body still and fucked her gave me victory in this sex battle, too.
With a loudly exhaled moan of, "OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH GAAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWWDDDDDDDDDDD!" Leela came on my cock.
Luckily, I held on for just long enough. My grunts mixed with Leela's groan as I came with her.
Wednesday afternoon, Leela came banging in my front door.
"Casper, get your ass out here!" She yelled. "The girls in the lesbian club have fucked up! First, they came onto Francine too quickly, and she freaked out. Then, because Peg, Lois, and Marge enjoyed being forced so much, they tried to force Francine, and she flipped out. They're holding her down, but fuck can that bitch fight."
Thinking rationally, for a change, I said, "Did you take any part in trying to rape her or holding her down? Because if you didn't, we're probably better off out of it."
"Of course, I was in the centre of it, you big lummox. Raping the unwilling and making them love it is my specialty. Francine has no skills, but she's fighting like a tomcat. Weirdly, though, she's not yelling for help."
"Like you," I muttered.
"What?"
"Would you yell for help in her place?"
"No. I'd want them to be strong enough to take me, but I'd make them pay a pound of flesh for every liberty they took."
"Sounds like what Francine's doing."
"Fuck! Why didn't I think of that? Come on. I got two fingers in Francine's pussy; you're going to love how tight she is around your cock."
"Was she wet?"
"Wetter than a tropical storm, babe. And hotter than Hades."
"Let's do it!" I said and raced out the door after Leela.
When Leela and I entered Peg's home, Francine sniffed, "Finally, a real man with a real cock. You tough enough to take me, big fella? These plastic-cocked wannabe men aren't."
Asking the women to make some room, I shifted in front of Francine.
Francine looked at me disdainfully before hooking her long nails into claws and slashing at my eyes. Leela was correct because although Francine hissed like a polecat and seemed almost feral, her attacks lacked all skill and finesse. As she ran at me, hands raking at my face, I stepped casually to the side and put my foot out.
Tripping over it, Francine crashed to the floor. Leela leapt in and pinned her hands as I wrapped my arm around Francine's neck in a classic sleeper hold. Forty-five seconds later, Francine passed out.
Holding her weight easily, I stripped Francine naked and looked to see what I could use to restrain her. Spying some leather handcuffs and ankle bracelets, I quickly bound Francine's ankles together before cuffing her hands behind her back and attaching those to her ankle bracelets.
Placing a ball gag in Francine's mouth, I smilingly asked, "Who leads this merry band of lesbian rapists?"
Peg stepped forward and said, "I started it, so I guess I'm as close to a leader as we've got."
"Good. Take your panties off, pull your skirt high enough to expose your snatch, and sit on the couch."
When Peg uncomplainingly complied, a soft gasp of surprise from the four women Leela and I hadn't raped blew through the room.
"Peg!" One of them exclaimed, almost scandalised. "What are you doing?"
"What the best lover I've ever had tells me to do," Lana. "If you take that stick out of your arse for long enough, he might show you how a real man fucks. Unlike that asshole, Sterling Archer, you date."
When Peg sat, I urged her to move to the sofa's edge. Then, I lifted Francine, placed her between Peg's leanly muscular thighs and pressed Francine's nose against Peg's pussy.
"Oh my Gawd, is that hot!" One of the women muttered. I didn't know her name, but she took Lana's head in her hands and kissed her passionately. Soon, these two were all over each other like a hot rash over a chicken pox patient.
Their clothes hit the floor quickly as they embraced and explored each other's bodies.
"Francine's about to wake up," I warned Peg. "When she does, hold her mouth and nose to your pussy and get yourself off on her. I suspect, now we've subdued her, she'll be a willing slut, but I put the ball gag in her mouth, just in case."
Turning to Leela, I said, "Get your tongue into her ass now. We want her waking to pleasure."
"May I lay underneath Francine and eat her pussy, Casper?" Marge asked. "I'll eat her pussy as Leela tongues her ass; that should do it for her."
Nodding my agreement, I replied, "Good idea. Let's slut this bitch up."
Lois knelt at my feet, "Let me suck you, Casper, please," she begged. "I need your cock in me again. I've masturbated all week thinking about the day you and Leela did me. I want to experience that again."
Letting Lois unzip me, I was soon inside her warm, sucking mouth.
Francine's eyes fluttered open. Then, feeling Francine's eyelashes brushing her inner thighs, Peg grabbed a handful of Francine's blonde locks and forced her clitoris against Francine's lips and nose.
Humping her hips up and down caused Peg's clitoris to rub delightfully over Francine's nose and ball gag, "Fuck, forcing you to get me off is hot!" Peg groaned. "I'm going to shove your nose into my pussy and smother you until you pass out again."
Francine kept muttering and trying to shake her head clear of Peg's snatch and gripping hand. Initially, I thought Francine was trying to deny what was happening to her, but then a flash of insight hit me.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'She wants the ball gag out so she can eat Peg's cunt.'
Gently moving Lois aside, I leaned forward, undid the ball gag, and pulled it out of Francine's mouth. Throwing me a grateful look over her shoulder, Francine eagerly lapped at Peg's pussy. Then, letting Peg guide her to where Peg wanted, Francine swiftly brought Peg to an orgasm.
After Peg came, Francine craned her neck to look at me again, "If you're going to slut me out, Caspar. The least you can do is stick your cock in me. I like pussy, but adore dick, and Stan has such a tiny one. So what have you got for me?"
Dropping my pants, I held my semi-erect cock in my hand as I shook it at her, "Does this look like enough, Mrs Smith?" I asked.
Lana and whoever she was kissing both gasped as my thick cock bounced into view. I knew then that it wouldn't be long before I was fucking the pair of them. Hopefully, together.
"Oh, Gawd, yes." Francine groaned. "Pussy first, maybe ass later."
Kneeling behind Francine, I felt Leela's hand wrap around my shaft as she guided me into Francine's vulva.
Then, kissing me passionately, Leela said, "Fuck this slut, Casper. Make this bitch your property."
Leela's earlier observation that Francine was incredibly tight was accurate. Old 'needle dick' Stan's tiny penis hadn't stretched Francine open at all. Even having two children hadn't affected how tight her quim was.
Better still, as well as grippingly tight, Francine was soppingly wet and hotter than butter on a griddle.
Peg moved aside so another from the lesbian club could enjoy Francine's gifted tongue. But Peg wasn't done. She strapped her 'cock' in place, inserted the two 'extra dicks' into her nether regions and bent one of the other mothers over the couch's armrest. Peg didn't hesitate to stretch or lube her chosen victim. She just held her 'cock' in one hand, placed it on the woman's starfish, and shoved it brutally in.
Not that the woman was complaining, "Fuck me harder," was all she said.
Francine is another quite tall for a woman, so my cock kept popping out of her cunt as I fucked her. So, I squatted, grateful for all the cross-training and Pilate exercises I did for my swimming and Muay Thai sports, and slid my dick back in her.
Then, holding Francine's shoulders firmly, I pulled her back at me as I slammed my dick into her as hard as I possibly could.
"So full," Francine moaned. "I'm so full, so fucking full. OMFG, am I full! Oh, fuck me, you big beautiful man!"
Forgetting about the waxed pussy under her nose, Francine launched into orgasmic heaven. As it turned out, Francine was a squirter. Juices blew from her tight pussy sphincter back over my balls. Caught by surprise, I lost control and filled her cunt with my slimy seed.
Readers, that's all I have for you with this story.
To clean up, because I'm independently wealthy and only work when I feel like it, the women in the 'lesbian mother's club' asked me to join their group. So every Wednesday and Friday, I attend their get-togethers and spend four to six fantastic hours fucking some of the eight of them.
The most I've done is five of the eight in one session. However, it's not a lack of stamina that stops me from fucking more of them. It's the lack of time to completely satiate these sexually deprived middle-aged mothers that prevents me from fucking more in a session.
Leela and I married in a sweet ceremony in the fall of 2021. However, Leela still initiates our lovemaking by physically attacking me. Occasionally, I let her win. It makes her happy, and I quite enjoy being 'forced' to take her 'cock' in my ass as Leela takes the dominant role.
The best part of submitting my ass to her is that Leela becomes responsible for both her and my orgasms. All I have to do is relax and enjoy.

The End.
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The Social Experiment: Brothers and Sisters.

The following is a work of fiction. It contains graphic amounts of incestuous sex. If this is not your cup of tea, do not read further.
To understand where this commentary comes from, it would be best to read 'The Social Experiment: Mothers and Sons' first. But if all you're looking for is a quick toss, there should be plenty to help you get off.
All characters are a minimum of eighteen years old.
Keeping the above in mind, please, enjoy the story. If you were kind enough to vote and/or leave a constructive comment, positive or negative, I would be appreciative.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
Xavier Johns, again, readers. A little over twelve months have passed since I wrote about my fixation with my mother and how I turned that obsession into a lucrative porn career. After those events, my mother and I moved to The Gold Coast hinterland, where we now live as husband and wife. We still enjoy the occasional dalliance with others, however. Mum's lover and best friend, Roxy, plus Roxy's son Jacob are regular visitors.
My mother may be forty-one, but she's still pipingly hot and stunningly beautiful. You see, mum looks a lot like a ripely matured Bella Hadid. Mum shares the name Bella with her more famous doppelganger.
Mum is rightly proud of her looks. The figures from her modelling portfolio state that mum is as follows: Height: 5 feet 9 (175 cm). Weight: 121 lbs (55 kg). Measurements: 38-24-34. Her breast size is 38C.
My mother's eyes are blue, her cheekbones high and pronounced, and her lips full and 'bee stung'. Mum's natural hair colour is blonde, but she typically dyes it dark brown or black with 'blood red' highlights.
I'm told I look a lot like my mother. We share similar eyes, noses and mouths. However, my mother's skin colouring is porcelain white. In contrast, I'm so olive-skinned that I'm often mistakenly identified as being Mediterranean.
We even share the same hair colour, dark brown/black, except my mother's hair colouring comes from a bottle, and mine is natural.
Because the first film Mum, Roxy, Jacob, and I made sold incredibly well, we made four more. All feature highly in the top-watched/highest-rated categories. In addition, the seven scenes I've edited down to less than ten minutes from the full movies featuring either Roxy or my mother on top in a 69 with the other, whilst Jacob and I take turns swapping between their mouths and pussies and asses, have received over two million views.
These short clips sell for only ninety-nine cents, but even at that little, they've earned us all a spectacular amount of money. At Mr Peterson's request, the royalties from the films featuring the four of us are split at twenty-five percent each.
"Whenever possible, share your wealth and good fortune with your friends and family, Xavier." Mr Peterson lectured me. "Money and fame are fleeting. Friends and family are forever, so be good to both."
With Brisbane's 'Porn King', Peter Peterson's help, Xavier Recording and Movie Studios, is now one of Australia's premier porn studios. Working exclusively with Mr Peterson, my genre Mother and Son incest porn produces between five and twelve movies per month. The royalties from these movies earn my wife/mother and me enough money that we can pretty much do and buy anything we want.
It makes a nice change from our penurious existence in Brisbane's Logan district.
Because I needed the money, I allowed Mr Peterson to change my original concept of real mother and son couples being shown porn and then recording the results to actors taking the roles.
The two scenarios are close because the reactions are still unscripted and genuine. The actor playing the 'mother' chooses what porn they watch and then controls and guides any activity resulting from her sexual arousal.
However, it doesn't help my studies into whether consensual incest between legally mature adults has any adverse results for the participants or not. I thought my love for and 'marriage' to my mother had enhanced both of our lives, and I yearned to test to see if that held true for other mother/son couples.
Unfortunately, it's still incredibly difficult to find actual Mother/son couples to participate, hence the use of actors. I've had thousands of fathers applying to attempt my experiments with their daughters, but I have no interest in that. It's trite and has been done often enough already.
I have considered swapping the demographic around, i.e. giving the daughter control and letting her choose what happens. But it's just the same old 'father taking advantage of naïve daughter' that we've seen thousands of times.
With the genre growing so rapidly in popularity, I hoped more couples would use the web address given in the trailer and movie's intro to sign up for my experiments. But, alas, no. Only three other genuine biological mother/son couples applied.
Two of these couples sat doing nothing for the fifteen minutes required to earn their $15,000 payment. The other couple was a ragingly erotic success. The son was a recently turned eighteen virgin. His mother, a sexually inexperienced thirty-seven-year-old. Together, they watched a Swedish film named 'Mamma lär sin son hur man knullar (Mummy teaches her son how to fuck).
Mum and son seemed to take this film as a literal instruction video and followed the actors in the film through every sexually explicit action and activity. By the time my successful couple finished, I had enough recorded footage for three movies.
Using the excuse of bringing them their first bonus checks, I visited Penny and Peter (not their real names) at their home. Explaining what my PhD thesis is on, I asked if, for an extra $5,000 bonus, they'd allow me to interview them.
Similarly to Bella and me, Penny and Peter live more as husband and wife than mother and son. They call each other loving names like honey and sweetheart and are openly affectionate. Penny told me that with her newfound confidence, she quit smoking and lost almost twenty kilograms (44 lbs).
With his mother's love and guidance, Peter has returned to school to complete his Higher School Certificate so he can follow his dream of becoming a lawyer.
Although this is another positive result for my theory, it proves little. I'll need a sample of at least 100 couples before any trends can be established. The thing is, I have no idea where to find them.
Talking things through with Mr Peterson, I broadened the scope of my participants to include older sisters with younger brothers. I need the sister to be the eldest for the same reasons I eschewed fathers and daughters. I desire to avoid the accusation that my films exploit young women.
Not even the most rabid feminist can accuse me of subjugating these women with the female partner in the older and more dominant role.
Despairingly, I still struggle to find actual biological couples. Of course, Mr Peterson happily provided a bevy of actors and actresses to choose from to make simulated incest movies.
Carefully screening these actors to pair couples with similar features, eyes, hair and body shapes, and then setting up the scenario described in my earlier work made for some sensational movies. This sub-genre is almost as popular as its Mother/son parent.
In case you haven't read the first Social Experiment story, let me quickly lay out how my films work.
Once the participants have signed all releases, they're shown into my studio. The studio contains a long couch in front of a big-screen television. The TV is connected to a porn streaming service, and a computer mouse sits beside the TV remote.
The older female partner has total control over what happens. First, the sister chooses an end on which to sit; her brother then sits on the other. The brother may not shift from this spot or do anything other than talk unless his sister has given him express permission. The sister then chooses some porn to watch.
As part of the application form, the sister has noted which types of porn are her favourite, and thumbnails featuring her preferences are easily visible on the TV screen.
I have cameras recording from every possible angle the whole time the experiment runs so that no sexual activity is missed. I even have a 'wire cam' now (a camera that travels along a series of wires that can be loosened to go lower or tightened to fly higher).
If the sister does nothing but idly watch porn for the contracted fifteen minutes, I've wasted $15,000, and she and her brother have made a nice windfall. But if they do make love, I collate the first five minutes of footage into movie form. Then, I invite the participants to view what I've made.
If they agree, I edit the footage into as many feature-length films as possible. Peter Peterson then distributes them through his worldwide porn network. The two participants receive an extra 5% of all profits made after distribution.
The way Mr Peterson insists the contract works ensures everybody, actors and producer(s), receive a monthly check for their agreed percentage amount from the movie's sales.
The sister/brother couple can allow the films to be released with their faces pixelated if they wish. But this drops the bonus to another one-off payment of $15,000. This is because pixelating the faces costs me a fortune and a lot of time.
On a recent day, despairing of ever finding a true biological sister and brother to film, I shut my studio and headed home. As usual, my mother greeted me at the door wearing very little. This time, all she had on was a tiny thong swimsuit bikini bottom.
Her gorgeous 38C breasts swung tantalisingly in front of me as, kneeling, Bella unzipped me and tugged my trousers down.
"Bad day, honey?" Mum asked as she took my thick 7-inch cock shaft in her hand before swirling her tongue around and over its head.
Holding my mother's head as I attempted to force more of my now rigidly erect cock into her mouth, I groaned, "I'm sick of working with Prima Donna actors, Bella. All they do is whinge that the camera makes their asses look fat when they are. Or, their cocks are bigger than they look on screen, but they aren't.
Or they're not getting enough of their faces on the screen, so people know how they look and want to see more of their films.
I'm fucking over it, Bella. After another few movies, I'm hoping we can give this up and fuck off to another country where we can truly live as husband and wife because nobody knows who we are."
Practising to be my mother's man, I'd begun calling my mother by her given name. Old habits die hard, though. Even in public, I regularly forget and call my mother 'mum' instead of by her name.
Releasing my cock from her mouth, mum said, "Roxy", before sucking me back down again.
"What about Roxy?" I moaned as mum slid her fingers along my perineum and onto my ring. "The fat tart (Roxy isn't really fat, she's lush) is as sexy as all hell, but what does she have to do with anything?"
Rimming my ass with her finger, mum replied, "JoJo turned eighteen last year, remember? Roxy's youngest, Charlie, turns eighteen today. Why don't I ask Roxy if she'd let JoJo and Charlie get it on together for your film? JoJo isn't a virgin anymore; she told Roxy that, but she won't let on who took her virginity. Roxy is reasonably certain it was Jacob, but neither of them will admit it.
"Fuck, mum! You're saying that all of Roxy's family fuck each other? Jaysus! What I wouldn't give to record that!"
"Charlie hasn't been with anyone yet," mum pointed out. "Wouldn't an older sister removing her brother's virginity make for an awesome film?"
Having forced all seven inches past my mother's gag reflex after she'd finished speaking, I groaned, "Fuck, yes, it would!" as I spat my juices down her willing throat,
"Roxy's going to demand you fuck her ass as payment; you know that, right?" Mum said, having swallowed my entire load eagerly.
"As if that's a chore," I replied.
Blushing some, mum agreed, "Watching you fuck Roxy is so hot, Xavier. Eating her pussy as you fuck her is even better."
With that, mum slapped her clitoris and came.
This conversation happened on a Tuesday night. The next day, mum phoned and invited Roxy and her clan to join us at our place over the weekend. They couldn't come because Roxy was throwing a party for Charlie and some of his friends to celebrate his 'coming of age', but they were keen to come out the weekend following.
Roxy was a solo mum living on a government pension before our films took off. JoJo still works a till at Coles to help pay for her university course, and Charlie is at high school.
Jacob, the only one earning a decent wage, basically supported the whole family before he and his mum hit it big in the porn industry. Roxy insists her kids hold down jobs because she knows it helps to build character, and making their own money means her kids see the value of a hard-earned dollar.
With his thick seven-plus-inch cock, leanly muscular physique, long wavy blonde hair, chiselled looks, and messianic blue eyes, Jacob is now a porn actor working for Peter Peterson Publishing. Jacob is currently the most popular male star that Peter Peterson Publishing has.
Jacob is bisexual, so he appears in porn films as both a catcher and a pitcher. He pitches to women and catches for men.
Before hitting the big time, Jacob didn't mind being his family's primary source of income, "I don't mind, Xav (his nickname for me since we shared home class from our first year at high school). I never knew my father, so I try to be a positive role model for the younger kids, you know?" Jacob told me.
The Rosborough family earns so much money from the films Jacob's mother, him, Bella, and I made that money isn't really a problem for them, either. Roxy and Jacob use their royalty checks to pay off the home Jacob and Roxy bought or for unexpected bills like the busted refrigerator they suffered last month.
Jacob is investing the money he receives from acting into cryptocurrency and the stock market.
"I don't want to do porn forever, Xav, you know? Even the guys that have been in the industry for only five years are jaded and bitter. None of them has healthy relationships with women outside the porn industry. Who wants to be like that?
Nah, I'll buy this house with mum, put enough away to be comfortable, then get out. I want to find a nice girl, settle down, and have kids. You know?"
Having kids isn't something mum and I can contemplate, but I know the value of having someone you love with all your heart to come home to every night. Bella and I have talked about adopting, but we'll probably have to move to another country to have that happen.
Days rolled into the other, and it was soon Friday evening, ten days later. Roxy, JoJo, Charlie, with Jacob driving his latest acquisition, a brand new BMW M3, arrived at Bella's and my hinterland chateau.
Openly kissing my friend on his lips, I casually groped Jacob's cock, "Hey, Jaco. You're looking more and more like a westernised late J.C. every day. It's better than looking like a bad porn movie drag queen, like you usually do, though," I greeted him.
Turning to JoJo, I said, "JoJo, honey, you have to let me in on your secret. How are you able to look so gawddamned sexy every day?"
Grinning and posing like a model, JoJo replied, "Natural talent, Xavier. But, tell me, how come my favourite masturbation fantasy, you, has never even made a pass at me?"
"Ahh, JoJo," I answered. "Well, first, you were too young. And now, I have to take care of your mother first."
Moving across to Roxy, I circled her big nipples with my fingers before kissing her plump lips and saying, "Aunty Roxy, my second favourite mother on the planet, been getting any from anyone other than your reprobate son?"
"Only from some depraved mother fucking son called Xavier, honey. How about you? Have you fucked someone that wasn't related recently?"
"With a relative as sexy as mine, Roxy, why would I ever want to fuck another?" I bantered back.
Slapping my ass, then groping my thick 7-inch cock, Roxy said, "Because not only are you a mother fucker, nephew Xavier, you're a slut."
"Only when mum says I can be, Aunty," I replied.
JoJo broke in with, "Well, fuck! Xavier, do you mean what mum told me is true? You and your mum get it on together?"
"We live as husband and wife, JoJo. Why? Do you have a problem with it?"
"Fuck, no!" JoJo averred. "It's as hot as fuck! My favourite 'Aunty' and my favourite 'cousin' being intimate is as horny making as all hell! I wish you'd let me watch sometimes."
Seeing my opportunity, I responded, "Come into my studio, JoJo. I'll let you sit in on a recording session when your mum, Bella, Jacob, and I are making our next movie."
Turning to her mum, JoJo said, "So, mum, you weren't bullshitting when you said the money we have now comes from making porn movies with the Johns?"
"My money comes from the royalties I earn from appearing in these movies, yes. However, your brother's income stream is his own."
"Fuck!" JoJo expletived. "Can I get in some of these movies and earn a motza, too?"
Her mother smiled, "I'm guessing the Johns' have invited us here because they have a proposition for us. Probably involving you and maybe your younger brother."
Pretending to be mortified, I replied, "Oh! Aunty Roxy! How could my second favourite mother be so suspicious of her favourite nephew?"
Handling my erect cock, Roxy answered, "Because nothing is as it seems, Xavier. The last movie the four of us made dipped 25% on the previous ones, so we need to inject new blood if we want our sixth movie to reach the dizzy heights of the first four. You and Bella don't have others to add, and I do. So, logically, it has to be JoJo, and/or Charlie."
Charlie had watched all of these exchanges silently and with his eyes wide. Charlie had sweatpants on, so his achingly erect cock was clearly displayed. Precum had left a wet spot on their front.
Stumbling over his words, Charlie said, "What? What's this? You all have fucked and recorded it? Then you've sold it? To who? When? What do you mean you want to add me?"
Swallowing, Charlie added, "And you're all kissing and groping each other. What the fuck? Jacob, it sounded like mum just said you've fucked her on film, have you? Isn't that wrong?"
Shaking his head, Charlie looked at his mum and said, "You let Jacob fuck you? Can I fuck you, too? Fuck, that'd be hot!"
Bella, Roxy, Jacob and I looked at each other and laughed before surrounding Charlie and hugging him.
Roxy answered his questions for us all, "Charlie, you didn't know because you were too young to know. I've kept quiet since your birthday because we were coming to see Bella and Xavier, and I figured they had a proposition for us.
As for fucking me, maybe, okay? It depends on you and how I think you will handle it. Even though you're old enough now, I'm worried you're not emotionally mature enough to deal with it."
Charlie butted in, "But Jacob was?"
"Your brother was twenty-three, honey. Five years older than you are now."
Charlie looked crestfallen, 'You mean I have to wait five more years?"
"No, bubby boy. Show me you're mature enough to deal with the emotional fallout from making love to your biological mother, and I promise we'll get it on, okay?"
"How do I do that?"
"I'm not sure, Charlie," Roxy honestly answered. "But I'll know when, yeah?"
JoJo hugged and kissed her younger brother, "Don't worry, Chaz. I'm sure you'll have plenty of time to explore."
Moving inside, the Rosboroughs saw the nod to Charlie's coming of age that mum had made. Suspended from the ceiling was a banner reading, "Happy birthday, Chaz. Welcome to adulthood."



Giving mum a hug, Chaz said, "Thanks, Aunty Bella."
My mother accepted Chaz's hug happily. But when he released her, Bella held Chaz's head between her hands. She then kissed him in a way very inappropriate for an aunty to kiss her nephew.
"You're welcome, honey," Bella breathily told him. "I like making you feel good, baby. Maybe, one time, your mum might let me make you feel really good."
"Hands off my son, you slut," Roxy jokingly said before kissing her friend and lover passionately as she slid her hand up Bella's short skirt and groped my mother's ass.
Amazed, JoJo watched her and my mother kissing, "Fuck, mum! So you and Aunty Bella get it on, too? Fuck me! Why aren't I allowed to watch that?"
By the wet spot on the front of Charlie's sweatpants, he'd spat a wad of cum out, watching the two older women embrace.
"Gawd!" He groaned. "What the fuck? Have you all been fucking forever?"
A little huffily, JoJo answered, "I've only ever fucked Jacob and no one else. So, what are you talking about?"
Unwittingly, JoJo confirmed what Roxy had thought. Jacob had taken his sister's virginity.
"Shall we totally freak them out, Xav?" Jacob drawled. "Maybe you and I should get it on?"
"Fuck, yes!" JoJo averred. "I'd love to watch that!
Smiling, I replied, "If everyone wants, we'll drive to my studio after dinner. If everyone is going to fuck everyone else, we may as well record it and make some money off of it."
Roxy and Jacob grinned before answering, "Sounds like a plan."
The younger two simply looked at each other nonplussed.
JoJo ventured, "Xavier, you have a studio? What kind of studio?"
I proudly answered, "Xavier Recording and Film Studio is the third biggest porn studio in Australia, JoJo. We're only a few thousand a month short of being number two. The movies I've produced, some starring your mother and older brother, have been viewed nearly five million times worldwide."
JoJo shook her head, "And you want me to appear in one?"
"No," I replied. "I want you to know your friends and people from the university will recognise you from your porn film, and rumour and innuendo will fly. Then, if you decide the hassle you will receive is worth it, you'll choose to make some movies with me."
Turning to her mother, JoJo asked, "How much money have you made appearing in these films?"
"Nearly $750,000, baby," Roxy answered.
"And Jacob has made the same?"
"From the films, Bella, Xavier, him, and I have made? Yes. Xavier has been kind enough to split the royalties four ways so that we all get an equal share,"
"Jaysus!" JoJo swore. "Nearly three-quarters million bucks for what? Four films?"
"Five," I corrected. "Plus a heap of shorts."
"Only an idiot would turn that down, Cousin Xavier. So what do I need to do?"
"If everyone is happy to do so, we'll drive into Nerang where my studio is, and we'll set up the scenario for the movie."
"What scenario?" JoJo asked.
"Older sister/younger brother incest porn," I answered, trying not to bite my bottom lip in fearful anticipation.
JoJo turned to her younger brother speculatively, then, turning to me, she said, "You want me to take Charlie's virginity on camera?"
"Yes. Assuming it's something you both want."
Charlie hadn't said a word, but at JoJo's summation of what might happen, he groaned and said, "Please, Joanne. Show me how to be a man. Teach your brother how to fuck a woman properly."
"Chaz, I'm barely out of being a virgin myself. But I guess we can experiment together. What do you say?"
"Yes, please, sis. Let's do it. If Xavier makes the film, we could both be rich!"
Putting things aside, for now, we all enjoyed a cheery, banter-filled meal before piling into two cars and heading to my studio. Jacob had come with me, leaving his mum to drive Bella and the younger two.
Placing his hand on my inner thigh, Jacob said, "Want me to suck your cock on the way, Xav? I've done pussy films all week, and I'm in dire need of a cum milkshake."
Laughing, I pushed my friend's hand away, "If things go as I expect, you'll get plenty of mouthfuls of my cum before tonight's over."
"Spoilsport," Jacob mildly protested. Then, he shifted to examine me more closely, "Being in a boyfriend/girlfriend relationship with Bella has done wonders for you, Xav. You're calmer, more mature, and you positively glow. Damn! I'm all jelly now. I need to find the right girl to settle down with." With a cheeky grin, he added, "I don't suppose Bella would like to dump you for me, would she?"
"Only in your dreams and her nightmares, buddy," I replied with a smile. Looking over, I saw his trousers had grown a tent in the groin area, "Is that from thinking of sucking me off or fucking my mother?"
Unzipping, so he could take himself in hand, Jacob casually wanked himself before answering, "Bit of both, I reckon. But, Xav, buddy. Your mum is as sexy as all fuck, you know? Do you have any idea how many of my fellow porn stars have asked me for her number? They all push Mr Peterson to allow them to do a movie with her, too."
A bitter bite of jealousy's rage blew through me, but I quickly realised how ridiculous that was. I don't own my mother and wouldn't want to, even if she was for sale. Plus, Jacob had already fucked her, and so had Roxy. And if things progressed as I suspected they will, Charlie, at least, would be fucking her tonight, so being jealous was just stupid.
As well as sending that surge of jealousy, the thought of others lusting over my mother also had me as hard as knotted wood, so I reached over and ran my fingertips over the head of Jacob's screamingly erect cock.
Jacob groaned as my hand replaced his. With my hand wrapped just below the flare of Jacob's cock's head, I gripped firmly and quickly tugged on his shaft. Stopping briefly every few seconds to rub my thumb over the fluids leaking from his cock's eye, then circling it over the glans of his cock's head, I quickly brought my friend to an orgasm.
Quickly grabbing the cleaning cloth from the well between the seats, Jacob covered his cock and my hand as he spat his juices into it, "Oh, fuck, Xav! Oh, fuck, Oh, fuck!" He grunted as he came.
Now that my friend had spent himself, I brought my hand to my mouth and cleaned his cum off it, "Nice load, buddy," I told him. "I'm surprised that, given you've been fucking in films all week, you had that much left."
"When all you do is fuck fat-cunted sluts all week, it's hard to even get off, let alone blow a decent load. That's why most money shots are from the pre-recorded library, not live."
Feeling vaguely sorry for my friend, I said, "You need to get out now, brother, before you're as jaded and fucked up as those other guys you've mentioned."
"Yeah. I've signed on to do four more feature films back-to-back. After that, I'm done. I don't know if I'll have enough money for mum and me never to have to work, but it will have to do."
Patting Jacob's knee as he zipped himself away, I replied, "That's good, Jacob. Don't let Mr Peterson talk you into doing anymore."
We turned into my studio's carpark to find the other four waiting for us. Hopping out of the car, I facetiously said to Roxy, "Is that a car or a jet fighter? We turned onto the road leading down to the highway, you gave it a bit of a squirt, and that thing disappeared."
Grinning back at me, Roxy replied, "It's not my fault you drive like your grandmother, Xavier."
Knowing I was beaten, I unlocked the studio and gestured inside, "Shall we?"
Walking through the foyer, I paused to turn all the studio lights on before ushering my guests into the main recording area.
"Have a look around," I said mainly to JoJo and Charlie, as the others had been here many times before. "I need to turn all the recording equipment on and get everything warmed up. Plus, I need to print off the consent and release forms for you all to sign."
Almost beside herself with excitement, JoJo hopped from one foot to the other, "How does it work, mum? Why is there a big couch? Don't you need a bed? Where are the cameras?"
Walking back in, I answered for Roxy, "The cameras are here, here, and here," pointing at the obvious ones on the top of the TV, under the TV, and on the coffee table in front of the TV. "Plus, they're there, there, and there," I said, pointing at the ones mounted on the walls to the left and right of the couch and the one suspended from the ceiling above. "Then there's my favourite, this one," I added, pointing at the camera on the overhead wires.
Nearly forgetting, I pointed to four more on the wall over the back of the sofa. I've aimed these cams to look over the woman's shoulder from her left and right.
"They're all on gimbals and can be moved in all directions so that I don't miss a thing. Cool, huh?"
As well as being on rotating gimbals, the shoulder cams are extendable. This means I can move the cameras in front of the actors and record close-up shots of breasts and/or pussies, and any action happening on them.
Stunned, Charlie said, "Fuck, yeah. My favourite gamers have this kind of set-up when they record themselves live gaming. You can choose which camera to watch from or have multiple views spread across the screen. It's fuck awesome!"
Mentally slapping my forehead, I made a note to talk to Mr Peterson about running some of my experiments as a live feed with the set-up as Chaz described. I thought streaming the recordings live would add an extra fillip of excitement for the viewers, especially when they saw they could choose where to watch from.
Handing everyone a copy of the releases and permissions to sign, I said, "Before we can set everything up, I need you to all sign that you're okay with what's going to happen here. Charlie and JoJo are the only two without previously signed forms, but I want everyone to sign again because Charlie has only recently turned eighteen, and JoJo is so young."
My three regular film partners signed quickly, but JoJo and Charlie wanted more explanation.
"What's this all about, Xavier?" JoJo asked.
"The first two forms say that you know you're being recorded, and you permit me to film you. The next one says you agree to the $15,000 fee being all that is owed unless you indulge in some sexual activity with each other.
The last ones say, assuming you're happy with the end result, you agree to me developing the footage into as many movies as possible and that Peter Peterson Publishing are allowed to show and distribute them through its porn network.
If you sign the last one, Peter Peterson Publishing may choose to purchase your movies' rights. In that case, you get a 5% royalty from every sale and/or view."
"Even if all Chaz and I do is sit here for fifteen minutes as you record us, we get $15,000 each?" JoJo clarified.
"No. You get $15,000 in total. $7,500 each."
"For just sitting on the couch?" Chaz asked disbelievingly.
"And watching some porn," I replied.
Laughing as she and Charlie signed the forms, JoJo said, "You're going to pay us $15,000 to sit and watch some porn? What if we do nothing?"
Smiling, I answered, "Then it's going to be a fucking boring fifteen minutes for the rest of us, isn't it, JoJo? Look, why don't we get out of your and Charlie's sight? Then, take your places on the couch, choose some porn you think you might like and do whatever seems right to you. If it's just sitting there doing nothing, so be it. An easy fifteen grand, just for doing nothing."
"And I'm in control, right? Charlie can only do what I say he can and nothing more, right? He's not allowed to even move from his spot unless I say he can, yeah?"
"Everything is up to you, JoJo. You're the one with the remote and the power. Nothing happens, not even talking unless you want it to."
Looking at her brother steadily for a time, JoJo eventually shrugged and said, "I'm up for it. Chaz, what about you?"
"I'm up for it, JoJo. What do you say?"
"Yeah, let's do it."
Suddenly smiling wickedly, JoJo said, "Unless you got a sneaky root in with someone I don't know, brother, you must still be a virgin, right? Fuck are you going to be horny and frustrated after watching porn for fifteen minutes and not being able to toss off!"
With that, JoJo plumped herself into the corner of the couch closest to where she was standing. Charlie sheepishly sat down on the other end.
"What kind of sicko porn have you got for me to watch, Cousin Xavier? JoJo asked.
"Turn on the TV and have a look, Miss JoJo," I replied.
Shooing the others into my control room, I turned every computer screen onto a feed from one of the cameras. However, everyone gathered behind me so they could watch my two screens. The screen on the left showed the same as the TV in front of Charlie and JoJo. The other was from the primary camera on top of the TV.
As we watched, JoJo turned on the TV and picked up the computer mouse. Hovering the cursor over the thumbnails allowed JoJo to read a brief description of what the movie was about.
JoJo read about six different descriptions before choosing one that said, "Hunter McMahon, Britain's favourite onlyfans artist, tries anal for the first time."
"Hunter McMahon is the hottest live-streaming artist on the planet, just about," JoJo said to Charlie. "What do you reckon, Chaz? Does she sound good?"
Trying to be cool but failing dismally because the front of his sweatpants was already tented and showing a precum wet patch, Charlie said, "Whatever you want, JoJo. I'm happy with whatever."
"You never clear the browser history on the family computer, dumb ass. I know you've watched all her free stuff before."
Charlie blushed deeply before saying, "Well, she's only a year older than me and as hot as fuck. A guy can dream, yeah?"
"Dream of fucking her ass?"
"Any part she'd let me, really."
Laughing, JoJo said, "Okay, then. Why don't you see if you can keep your hand off your cock as we watch some lucky dude take her ass."
Hitting play, JoJo turned the sound up as a vision of a nearly naked Hunter McMahon appeared on the TV.
Wearing only a singlet top and a thong, Ms McMahon danced around the screen. Her obviously surgically enhanced breasts barely bounced as she danced. Making a lot of moves that I can only describe as typical or usual, Hunter cupped her gigantic fake titties and leant forwards, so the camera peered down her cleavage. Or, she turned her lightly cellulite-covered ass and upper thighs to the camera and bent over.
Placing her hand over her perineum and vulva to ensure the free-to-air viewers didn't see anything they weren't entitled to, Ms Hunter twerked her ass and shimmied back and forth.
I couldn't see the attraction myself. I thought my mother, Roxy, and even JoJo herself had Ms Hunter McMahon beaten hands down in both looks and personality.
The film flickered as the feed switched to the pay-per-view content before settling back to coherency.
A guy wearing nothing but a masquerade ball mask, with a solid build and a nicely thick medium-sized penis, had joined Ms McMahon on the screen.
"This is Zamon," Ms Hunter informed the viewers. "Zamon will help me lose my anal cherry tonight, but only after the minimum tip limit has been reached."
Zamon and Ms McMahon indulged in some rather desultory foreplay as they waited for the money to pour in. The only saving grace of this performance I could see was that Ms Hunter was an accomplished cock sucker. She easily swallowed Zamon's entire thick cock over and over. Even when Zamon grabbed her head and forced her lips against his abdomen, Ms McMahon sucked readily without a hitch or hiccough.
The performance on my cameras was way more exciting and interesting. Charlie kept reaching inside his pants to play with his dick, and JoJo would growl, "No!" as if he was a badly behaved puppy that needed discipline.
The action on the screen finally began to heat up as the money goal neared its conclusion. Hunter and Zamon exchanged kisses and caresses, but I could only think they looked staged and passionless.
JoJo and Charlie seemed to like it, though. JoJo turned her hips away from Charlie and lifted her right knee onto the sofa's armrest. Biting her bottom lip, JoJo slid her hand up her short skirt and onto her pussy.
"JoJo!" Charlie shouted. "If you're going to masturbate, at least let me masturbate, too!"
JoJo quickly removed her hand from her pussy and squared herself to the screen before saying, "I wasn't. Just trying to work out a cramp."
"Yeah, you were, JoJo. I might be a virgin, but I know what I saw."
That was the 'money shot' right there. When the viewers of the film I made from this encounter heard 'I might be a virgin', sales would explode off the roof.
"Shut up! Besides, I'm in control and can do as I want. Now let go of your cock and be quiet."
JoJo's knee was back up, and her fingers were on her pussy, only a few seconds later as she avidly watched the screen.
Ms Hunter was lying on her stomach as her lover kissed up the backs of her thighs, slowly homing in on Ms McMahon's ass.
Behind my right shoulder, I heard a stifled groan. Turning to look, I saw my mother standing behind the shorter Roxy. Kissing and stroking Roxy's neck and shoulders, mum had peeled Roxy's blouse off. Then, taking advantage of the exposed flesh, mum stroked her fingertips over her friend's collarbones, inside Roxy's bra, and onto her thick and sexy nipples.
Jacob wasn't watching his siblings anymore; he was watching our mothers make out. He had his cock out and was masturbating furiously.
Pushing on Roxy's shoulders, mum forced her friend onto her knees before Jacob, "Suck your son's dick, my yummy-mummy girlfriend slut," Bella demanded. "Do it now, or I won't lie down and eat your pussy as you do it."
"Gawd, Bella!" Roxy moaned. "How can I refuse that?" As she grabbed Jacob's thick pole and guided it into her mouth.
Lying on her back, mum worked herself between Roxy's plump thighs before pulling Roxy's thong aside and tongue-lashing her pussy.
Seeing this, I was glad I'd added cameras all over the control room to record any activity occurring in there. I'd have to get further release forms signed after tonight, but I didn't think any of the three participants would object because the movie I'd make from this was a sure-fire hit.
Turning back to watch JoJo and Charlie, I was just in time to hear Charlie go, "Oh, fuck, JoJo!" Before his sweatpants' wet patch explosively expanded.
Watching the porn on the TV and his sister masturbating had proven to be too much for Charlie's inexperienced libido, and he'd cum to the images his mind was furiously creating for him.
Turning to her brother, JoJo's eyes grew wide as she saw the wet patch rapidly expanding, "Did you just cum in your pants?"
Miserably nodding, Charlie said, "I couldn't help it, JoJo. I could see that you were masturbating again, and seeing Zamon's tongue on Hunter's ass was too much. I didn't touch myself, I swear!"
"You find watching me masturbate hot, brother?"
Almost crying, Charlie said, "Hottest thing ever, JoJo. Even only being able to see from the side is so exciting. I wish you'd let me see more, though."
Biting her bottom lip, JoJo indicated the floor in front of her, "Kneel there, Chaz. I'll spread my legs and let you watch."
"Gawd, JoJo! Really?"
Nodding, JoJo straightened to the TV again before taking her knickers off, spreading her nubile young thighs and lifting her heels off the ground onto the sofa. JoJo's neatly trimmed bush and labia, glistening with her arousal, rose into view on my screen.
"Kneel, brother. Enjoy the view. You must not touch, but you can play with yourself."
Charlie moved swiftly to the indicated spot. A moan of, "OMFG, JoJo," poured from his lips as he stared at his sister's lewdly exposed pussy.



Watching as JoJo lifted her knees higher, exposing the glistening entrance to her vulva to him, Charlie lost his chocolates again.
Seeing and hearing her brother cum again, JoJo exasperatedly said, "Oh, FFS, Charlie! Take your pants off and throw them aside before they're so cum soaked they're unwearable. Then, grab a handful of tissues and clean yourself up."
Charlie embarrassedly complied.
Now that his cock was visible to the camera, even I had to gasp. Charlie wasn't very long, only about the five-inch mark, I guessed. But the head of his cock was ginormous in comparison, easily three to four inches across. So what Chaz lacked in length, he made up with in girth.
JoJo obviously lusted for it because she bit her bottom lip again. Watching her on screen, I quickly realised that when JoJo was horny and wanting something, she bit her lip and stared at the object of her desire.
"Stand, brother. I want to touch your cock," JoJo demanded.
"If you three don't want to miss Charlie losing his virginity, you might want to hurry up," I grinned over my shoulder at my fellow porn stars.
Bella, performing the traditional 'two in the pink, one in the stink', rudely shoved two fingers into Roxy's cunt and one up her ass as she swirled her tongue over her friend's clitoris.
Gasping at the sudden joyous intrusion, Roxy came. Her hot breath blowing forcefully over Jacob's sensitive glans sent him off the edge, and with a loudly groaned, "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" he came down his mother's throat.
My mother hadn't cum, but she seemed happy to be a giver for this sexily erotic scene, so she knelt before standing.
Looking over my shoulder, she exclaimed, "Far out, JoJo's about to give Charlie his first handjob!"
There was a quick rush of feet as Roxy and Jacob piled in behind to watch.
Trembling, with his knees knocking, Charlie somehow managed to stand still in front of his sister.
Almost wonderingly, JoJo reached out her hand and wrapped it around her brother's twitching cock just below its stupendous head.
"It's not as long as Jacob's, Chaz. But I've never even heard of a head this big. Fuck, it's sexy! I'm going to masturbate you, okay? Don't you cum on me! Grab some tissues and get ready to clean up."
Barely able to stand, Chaz grabbed a handful of tissues as his sister began tugging on his throbbingly hard dick.
"Gawd, JoJo!" Charlie moaned only seconds later. He quickly covered his cock's head with the tissues.
"Already? Jaysus Chaz, you need to learn to edge as you masturbate to learn some control."
Charlie spat juices into the tissue as he groaned that he didn't know what edging was.
"Watching porn and masturbating, but not cumming," JoJo explained.
JoJo pulled her hand back, letting go of her brother's still rock-hard cock. A thick smear of Charlie's semen sat between her thumb and forefinger. Curious, JoJo held her hand to her mouth and tasted her brother's secretion.
"Hmmm, brother. You taste good," she hummed. JoJo blushed, suddenly shy for some reason. "I wouldn't let Jacob put his cock in my mouth, Chaz. I thought it would be gross, but you taste so good. Can I suck you, please?"
Nodding eagerly, Charlie moved closer to his sister.
With everyone squeezed up behind my chair, I could feel my friend's ragingly hard erection pushing against my side and my mother's hot pussy pressed against my elbow. I didn't feel Roxy until she took my fingers and placed them on her clitoris.
"Fuck, is this hot," Roxy moaned. "I make beautifully slutty offspring, Xavier, don't you think?"
Turning so I could smile up at her, I replied, "Yup. They're almost as beautifully slutty as their sexy mother."
Groaning in denial, Roxy said, "No way. I can out slut the lot of them, I betcha!"
"Not yet, though, Aunty. Let this play out first."
Unable to help myself, I slid two fingers into my 'Aunt's' pussy and thumbed her clit. Then, bending my fingers back, I found Roxy's G-spot and stroked across it.
"Fuck!" Roxy grunted as she came on my invading fingers and her juices washed the back of my fingers.
"Here she goes," my mother breathily stated as JoJo wrapped her hand around her brother's thickly-headed dick and slowly brought her mouth onto it.
Kissing only the head, at first, JoJo lapped at the precum secretions pouring from the eye of her brother's cock.
Extending the arms of the twin cams over JoJo's shoulders, I zoomed in to a close-up of her mouth opening and allowing her brother's cock inside.
Charlie's rampant libido couldn't handle the feel of his sister's mouth descending onto his cock. Trying to pull backwards, he groaned, "I'm going to cum, JoJo. Let go."
Instead of complying, JoJo gripped Charlie's wang more firmly and sealed her lips around its head.
With a deeply growled, "ARRRRRRGGGGGHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Charlie's huge-headed cock spat cum into his sister's mouth.
Surprised by the ferocity of her brother's cum shots, JoJo pulled her mouth off Charlie's cock. Three blasts splattered across her nose and eyes before she decided Charlie cumming in her mouth was better, so she quickly swallowed her brother back down again.
The four of us turned to each other in the control room and high-fived. We were all confident the movie containing JoJo's facial would be a massive commercial success. Viewers would repeatedly replay the moment Charlie's cock came out of JoJo's mouth, and he spewed cum over his sister's face.
Viewing the action on the screen, we watched JoJo open her cum filled mouth. Grabbing a couple of tissues, JoJo was about to spit the cum out, but she suddenly turned to the side camera, opened her mouth wide to show it was still full, and then swallowed.
Opening her mouth to show everything had gone, JoJo turned back to Charlie, "You owe me for that, Chaz. Now, little brother, kiss me, then lick your cum off my face."
Gulping, Charlie bent so he could do as his sister demanded. Then, giving JoJo a rather chaste kiss on her full lips, Charlie tentatively licked at the first of his cum blasts on his sister's face.
Swallowing it down, Charlie said, "I don't know what you're complaining about, JoJo. It's not bad."
Meanwhile, still in the control room, Roxy said, "I thought I'd have to slap that daughter of mine silly when she looked like she was about to spit. But she eventually swallowed like a good girl should."
There was an odd note of pride in Roxy's voice.
As Charlie held her head so he could clean his cum off her face, JoJo took his dick in her hand again. Charlie's cock was still wet with her saliva, so JoJo gripped the shaft firmly and stroked her hand along it. Her doing that soon had Charlie groaning and thrusting at his sister's hand.
Pushing on her brother's chest, JoJo said, "Stand up. I'm going to take my shirt off, and I want you to cum on my tits, okay?"
JoJo seemed no longer bothered by having a good part of her pretty face still covered in her brother's jism.
Charlie began to straighten, but before he could, JoJo said, "Oh. And kiss me properly. Not like I'm your sister, but like I'm your favourite dirty girl."
Eyes wonderingly wide, Charlie pursed his lips and slowly moved in to kiss his sister. JoJo wasn't having any of that bullshit a second time, though. So, she grabbed the back of her brother's head and pashed him forcefully.
"Widen your lips a little, Chaz, then suck lightly as our lips touch."
They kissed again.
"Better," JoJo said. "Let your teeth fall apart this time, and I'll slip my tongue in. Then, when I withdraw it, follow it back into mine."
This kiss was a lot more passionate. JoJo's hand twirled into Charlie's hair, and she pressed her lips up at her brother. Charlie instinctively reached for his sister's breasts, clumsily fondling her left boob.
Releasing her lips from her brother's, JoJo guided Charlie's hand so it was more fully on her tit, "Cup them like this, Chaz. Then run your thumb gently over the nipple... Gawd, yes. Just like that!"
JoJo encouraged her brother into another deep kiss. Then, touching her neck and where her neck met her shoulders, JoJo said, "Kiss and lightly bite down and along here, Chaz. Keep one hand on my breast and see if you can't pull my shirt up at the same time."
As I switched the cams around, zooming in and out as the action unfolded, I slowly became aware of someone grunting, "uh, uh, uh," in quick regular intervals. Turning to see who made those sounds, I noticed mum and Roxy had swapped over.
Mum was holding the back of my chair, bent over. Jacob had stripped to naked, lifted my mother's short skirt, and pulled her knickers down before sliding his sturdy 7+-inch cock into my mother's pussy. He was pounding into my mum forcefully, causing my mother to grunt with pleasure at every thrust.
As I watched, my mum bit her bottom lip and orgasmed on the cock, so beautifully fucking her. Jacob lightly pulled and twisted my mother's nipples as she came, forcing mum to cum harder.
My mum's quite tall (5 feet 9 inches (175cm)), so she spread and bent her legs to allow Jacob to enter her. With Bella's legs spread wide, Roxy knelt between them before tilting her head back to lick my mother's clit and her son's balls.
Needing some of this action, I slowly spun my office chair, allowing mum to balance as I turned until my groin was directly under her mouth. Then, unzipping, I fished my almost erect 7-inch dick out before rubbing it across my mother's lips. Feeling her push her tongue out to lick at my cock's head had me harder than thick glass in seconds.
Leaning on an elbow to balance, mum cupped my balls before 'free-handing' the whole of my cock's head and shaft into her wet, sucking mouth. I smiled in proud delight when I felt my mother's lips on my pubis.
"Gawd, mum," I groaned. "You may not have had as much experience with cocks as you have with pussy, but you're one top-notch blowjob exponent."
Mum mumbled something around my throbbing dick. I'm not sure what, but I think it was, "Thanks, baby boy."
With that, I came into my mother's greedily sucking mouth. Feeling me explode in her mouth, mum groaned and milked my shaft vigorously. The extra sensation on his cock sent Jacob crashing into his orgasm.
With his eyes slit closed and his teeth gritted, Jacob thrust into my mother's cunt one last time before holding still and pumping her pussy full of cum.
Roxy groaned as she thrust three fingers into her pussy in time with her son's pounding rhythm. Then, tasting my mother's juices and eagerly licking at the cum backing out of her lover's twat, Roxy careered through several back-to-back orgasms.
Returning my attention to the cameras, I noticed that Charlie had somehow managed to not only get his sister's top off but he'd also undone her bra. Groaning with unbridled lust. Charlie lowered his mouth onto his sister's firm young breasts.
Slapping the back of her brother's head, JoJo yelped before growling, "Jaysus, Charlie! Gently! They're not a pair of KFC chicken nibblies! Less teeth, more lips and tongue, gently, gently... yes... yeah... OMG, yes! Just like that! Oh, fuck, Chaz, that feels so good."
Unknowingly, JoJo's calves wrapped themselves around her brother's waist as she pulled him insistently towards her. When the head of her brother's cock touched against the back of her upper thigh, JoJo bit her lip and groaned.
"You're nearly inside me, Chaz," she moaned. "I'm on the pill. You want to push it in?"
I had suspected JoJo was about to say something along those lines, so I turned the volume in my control room up. My three co-conspirators, still kissing and cuddling, jumped up to watch their 'niece', daughter, or sister, depending on who, take Charlie's virginity.
Nodding and groaning, Charlie moved high enough to let his sister grab the shaft of his cock. JoJo placed a hand on the back of Charlie's head and pulled him into a deep soul kiss as she guided the massive head of her brother's cock into her quim.
As the giant head of Charlie's cock split her pussy lips and forced her pussy's sphincter open, JoJo's head fell back and her back arched. Charlie instinctively found JoJo's left nipple with his hand and her right with his mouth.
Charlie slid a little deeper into his sister, "Oh, GAWD!" JoJo moaned. "You're rubbing across my G-spot. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!"
Lifting her upper body off the couch, JoJo grabbed her brother's head in both hands before showering his face with kisses, "Oh, fuck, Charlie! I'm going to cum on your cock, okay? Cum with me, brother, please. Cum in your sister's tight cunt, and fill me with your seed."
I doubt Charlie could have stopped, even if he wanted to. A growl that came from so deep in his chest that it vibrated the speakers in my control room howled from him as he squeezed his sister's generous boobs and came inside her.
"FUUUUUCCCK MEEEEEEEEEE, JoJo, I'm CUUUUUMMMMMMMMINNNNNGGGGG!!!!!"
Right along with him, JoJo squealed, "YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!" as her pussy flowed with juices.
JoJo collapsed back onto the couch, seemingly passed out.
It was all too much for Roxy, "I've got to get me some of that," she muttered as she opened the door and entered the fray.
Charlie still knelt with his knees against the sofa's edge and his cock inside his sister. Gazing down at his unconscious sister, Charlie stroked his fingers along her stomach, over and around her breast globes, and across her erect nipples.
As he slowly pumped his hips, I could see from the overhead cam that Charlie was still achingly erect. Even though he'd cum at least a half-dozen times since the experiment began, Charlie looked ready to go again.
Hearing the control room door closing, Charlie's head snapped around. Then, seeing his mother walking rapidly across to him, Charlie slid quickly backwards out of his sister's pussy.
"JoJo said I could, mum. Honest!"
Stripping bare, Roxy took her youngest son's head in her hands before kissing him forcefully, "I know, honey. I was in there watching the whole time. You're no longer a virgin boy, my son. You're a man. Now fuck your mother as beautifully as you fucked your sister."
Hearing this sent my mum raging into lust. Dropping her halter top and short skirt before stepping out of her knickers, mum forced my chair back. Then she ripped my trousers down, grabbed my throbbing cock, straddled the chair facing me, and lowered her pussy onto me.
Growling over her shoulder, my mother said, "Jacob, grease that beautiful thing up and stick it in my ass. I mean, right away would be good. Right now would be better!"
Of course, Jacob didn't need two invitations. But, being the gentleman he is, he took some lube off the replenishment shelves before gently preparing mum's ass for his thick cock. First, he slipped a well-oiled finger inside Bella's sphincter to make sure the inside was well lubed, then added a second to ensure mum's ass gaped wide enough to take him comfortably.
Now he was happy Bella's ass was prepared. Jacob squatted and guided the head of his cock against my mother's ass.
"Ready, Aunty Bella?" He asked.
Mum reached a hand back to ruffle Jacob's hair, "Fuck me like I'm your favourite dirty girl, Jacob, honey," mum said, echoing JoJo. "Pound me hard enough to drive Xavier's cock through my pussy and into my colon."
"Jaysus, Aunty!" Jacob exhorted. "Okay, but don't say you didn't ask for it."
With that, Jacob's pelvis hit my mother's ass cheeks hard enough to shove my chair backwards into my computer desk and knock the pen holders over.
Jacob held still as my mother's head waved back and forth. Then sighing lustfully, mum said, "Again."
Jacob pulled all but the tip of his cock out of Bella's ass before slamming it back in. My computer desk shifted back
"Again."
Jacob hit her ass again.
"Faster."
Building a rhythm, Jacob began fucking my mother as quickly and forcefully as he could. His pounding came so fast that the edge of my computer desk hit the wall with an almost staccato rhythm.
Mum and I were helpless passengers on Jacob's sex train. Like the arms pumping the wheels on a big old black steam train, he drove his hips forward onto my mother's ass, forcing the entire length of his thick shaft deeply into her rear pleasure hole.
Mum was so far gone in lustful bliss that she lost her words. All that came from her mouth was, "Urgh, unnhh, harrgh, ahh, and snurfle," as Jacob gave her ass everything he had.
I couldn't hold on for another second. Then, about to open my mouth and warn mum I was cumming, I felt mum stiffen on me. She held my head fiercely to her breasts, and suddenly coherent, she gasped, "Oh, fuck, Xavier, I'm about to explode!"
My mother's pussy pulsed on my cock as she screamed, "OH MY FUCKING GAWD! I AM CUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGGG!"
Jacob's hips hit mum's ass one last time before he gripped her shoulders and shuddered as he poured copious amounts of cum into my mother's ass. Feeling Jacob's cock twitching against mine through the thin wall separating mum's pussy from her ass caused me to erupt a cum geyser inside my mother.
Jacob staggered across to another office chair and collapsed onto it. He looked worn and haggard from his exertions. When Jacob moved out of her, Bella slipped off me onto the floor and onto her hands and knees.
As she slowly turned to blow a thank you kiss to Jacob; I saw my friend's and my cum dripping back out of my mother's severely gaped pussy and ass.
Climbing back to her feet, Mum moved a step closer so she could sit on my lap and hug me. With fluids leaking out of her and onto me, mum kissed me and stroked my hair.
"You make me feel so good, Xavier. Since we've become lovers, I feel more confident and relaxed around other men. I didn't think I could ever trust another as I trust you, but knowing you'll always protect me has allowed me to open up again. I love you, baby. I want to be yours forever."
Hugging her protectively, I replied, "Of course, I'll always look after you, Bella. You're the one true love of my life, and I want no other."
"Not even Roxy or JoJo?"
"Making love to others with you, mum is awesome. But if you want me to be true to only you, that's what I'll be."
"Maybe when I'm old and wrinkly and grey, I might begin to worry that you'll leave me for a younger woman, Xavier. But, for now, just no secrets, okay? If you want to fuck JoJo, and I know you do, let me know, and I'm good with it, okay?"
Hugging mum to me again, I kissed her sweet lips and said, "I'm not the only Johns that wants to fuck her, Bella. I've seen how you lust over her ass and breasts. So if I'm going to make love to JoJo, I want you to be with me."
Swinging my chair back to the screens, I said, "Now, let's see what this three mummy, daughter, and son sluts are up to."
I'd have to look at the footage later to see what I'd missed, but at the moment, JoJo seemed to be still passed out. Either Charlie or Roxy had moved her because, now, she lay on her back, lengthways down the sofa.
Roxy was kneeling with her thighs on either side of her daughter's head. Roxy kept her pussy off of JoJo's face before balancing on her left hand, Roxy stroked her daughter's clitoris and thrust two fingers into JoJo's pussy.
Still sitting in my lap, mum watched her lover bringing her 'niece' awake by stimulating her niece's libido. Then, holding his still rampantly erect, giant-headed todger, Charlie knelt behind his mother's ass and guided it into her pussy.
Charlie entered his mother so smoothly that he seemed almost like a seasoned pro. He even smacked Roxy's ass authoritatively and demanded she "push back at him".
Groaning, Roxy lowered her head and tongued her daughter's clitoris. This unexpected stimulation woke JoJo up. Feeling a tongue on her pussy made her eyes fly open. Looking up, she saw her brother's cock sawing in and out of her mother's soaking wet quim.



On the screen, it seemed JoJo shrugged, then thought, 'What the fuck?' And finally, 'Fuck it! Why not?' So she lifted her mouth and tongued her brother's heavy balls before sliding her tongue onto her mother's clitoris.
I thought Jacob was done for the night by how drained he looked after cumming in Bella, but at this sight, he groaned before saying, "I got to get me some of that! JoJo seems to have a couple of empty holes, and I'm going to fill one of them up."
Entering the studio, Jacob moved swiftly to the couch before lifting and spreading JoJo's knees. Next, he raised his sister's ass and slid his knees under JoJo's upper thighs. Doing this moved his sister high and close enough for Jacob to enter JoJo's sweet young pussy.
Feeling her older brother sliding home into her clenching pussy, JoJo gasped over her mother's clitoris.
"Gawd, that's good," both Rosborough women moaned as one received her brother's cock, and the other felt hot air flowing over her clitoris.
The brothers were soon into a rhythm. To help their women keep their mouths on the other's pussy, they needed to simultaneously push into and pull out of Roxy and JoJo.
However, Roxy's needs quickly grew too high for her to maintain her 'pussy munching discipline'. Giving up on tonguing her daughter, Roxy contented herself with thumbing JoJo's clitoris.
"Gawd, Jacob. Your cock looks so hot in your sister. Pull out so I can suck you, please."
"Wait!" JoJo demanded. "I want to watch."
JoJo wriggled off her brother's cock and out from under her mother. Then kneeling by Jacob's hips, JoJo said, "Show me how you deep-throat his cock, mum. How do you get it past your gag reflex?"
Lightly kissing her daughter's lips, Roxy replied, "It just takes practice, honey. Your brain has to learn that something hitting your reflex isn't something it needs to worry about. I got there the same way my mum did. I used a spoon to tap against every day until I stopped reacting to it."
Disbelievingly, JoJo asked, "Grandma taught you how to suck a cock?"
"Yes, darling. Mum and I regularly fucked my father together. Dad took my virginity so beautifully on my eighteenth birthday that it didn't hurt a bit."
"Fucking hurt when Jacob took mine."
"That little sting is worth knowing you're now a full-grown woman, though, huh?"
"Fuck, yes!" JoJo averred.
Jacob stood quietly through all of this, but his mother hadn't let go of his cock, nor had she stopped stroking it. Finally, having had enough, Jacob said, "So, ladies. Is one of you going to suck me, or do I need to get Bella to do it again?"
"Bella!" Roxy yelled. "Your 'nephew' wants you to suck him off again. So get your tight ass out here."
Smiling, my mother said, "Guess that's my cue. When you've had enough of perving on us all fucking, come and join in."
This was going to be the hottest porn movie ever. So I wanted to ensure I had plenty of directed and chosen footage to edit before I turned the cameras onto automatic and joined the fun.
Kneeling in a semicircle, like three chicks waiting to be fed, Bella, Roxy and JoJo looked up at Jacob expectantly.
"Hmm. Which slut to feed first? That's the question. Maybe I should start with the two mummy sluts, but which one?"
Swinging his cock back and forth, Jacob slapped my mother's face with it, then his mother's.
"My two mummy sluts have tasted my magnificence many times before, though. So, maybe I should give my baby sister a taste first."
With that, Jacob grabbed the back of JoJo's head and wiped his cock across her lips. Willingly, JoJo opened her mouth and let her brother's dick slide inside.
JoJo readily accepted the first third of Jacob's thick cock inside her mouth, but when she tried to take more, Jacob's dick hit her gag reflex, and she retched.
Roxy rubbed her daughter's back, "Relax, honey. You're trying to run when you haven't learnt to walk. Wrap your hand around your brother's cock a little before your gag reflex. Then, let Jacob fuck your mouth that far. Swirl your tongue around the head and across his glans as he pulls back, and trust me, no man will care that you can't swallow him all."
"But I want to swallow him all, mum. You can do it. So can Aunty Bella. I want to do it, too,"
With all this going on, everybody had seemingly forgotten Charlie. The whole reason we'd come to the studio was to record JoJo taking Charlie's virginity. Yet, here he was, hard cock in hand and nowhere to put it.
My mother stood and crossed to him, "Lie back, Charlie. Aunty Bella's going to ride you till you break."
Charlie eagerly flopped onto his back on the sofa. Mum swung her long leg over his hips as she took his hugely-headed dick in her hand. Then holding it so that it pointed straight up, she lowered herself onto it.
Expansively groaning as he felt his cock sliding into my mother's hot, tight, and wet pussy, Charlie held Bella's hips and moaned, "Fuck, Aunty Bella. You're so hot and wet that I have to cum. May I cum in you, please?"
"Fuck yes!" My mother confirmed as she lifted herself up and down Charlie's vast cock's head.
Grunting, Charlie spat juices inside my mother as, with her hands placed together on his chest, she rode him like he was a mechanical bull. Feeling her nephew unloading inside her drove Bella into a frenzy. Fortunately, Charlie wasn't even close to being done yet. His dick softened momentarily but was soon harder than cut diamonds.
My mother, with her head tossing back and forth, and her luscious black hair flying everywhere, almost screamed her way through a massive orgasm, "GAAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWDDDD, CHAAAAAAAAARLIEEEEEEEEEEEEEE! Your cock feels so good inside me! Fuck your Aunty Bella. Fuck her until she begs you to stop."
Charlie finally managed some self-control. Screwing his eyes up tight and gritting his teeth, Charlie thrust up to meet mum's every down thrust, and the studio filled with the delicious sounds of feminine ass smacking hard against toned, masculine pelvis.
In the end, it wasn't Charlie that broke; it was mum. After a last screamed orgasm, mum sank onto Charlie's chest before sliding off him onto the floor. Lying there exhausted and panting, Bella watched Roxy step over her.
Smiling down at her friend and lover, Roxy said, "My son's too much for you, huh? That's okay. I'm too much for you, too. Watch as I take care of him for you."
With that, Roxy grabbed her son's wang before spitting on her fingers and rubbing it over her rosebud, "You've had a handjob, a blow job, and vaginal sex tonight, Charlie. One more thing for you to try. Mum's going to take you in her ass, okay? You have to hold still, though. The head of your cock will take some getting used to, so you must let me control things, okay?"
Muttering, "Fuck. Oh, fuck. Fuck. Oh, fuck," Roxy slowly forced her ass down Charlie's hugely-headed cock's shaft. Roxy emitted a loud grunt when it popped through her knot before, smiling with satisfaction, she accepted the last three inches into her ass, and settled onto her son's pelvis.
"Your ass is so tight and hot, mum," Charlie moaned. "OMFG, does it feel good!"
"Hold on, baby boy. Watch your mumma, okay? I'm going to blow your mind!"
With that, Roxy pulled her lower legs out from under her thighs. Now sitting on her son, with her feet in his armpits, Roxy placed her hands on Charlie's shins and leaned back. Then Roxy lifted her ass along Charlie's shaft by pushing down on her heels.
With Roxy doing this, Charlie was treated to the delectable sight of his cock slowly exiting his mother's ass. Then, just before his cock's head popped out, she changed directions and sank back on it.
Taking things slowly, Roxy gently lifted and lowered her ass on her son's cock. Going slow gave Roxy's severely stretched anal ring time to acclimate to the giant-headed thing that had so rudely split it open. But, before too long, Roxy's lusts burned, and she began jackhammering her hips up and down.
Lying and watching the lustful spectacle so close to her eyes had my mother bubbling away again. So she rolled onto her side and lifted her knee before finding her clitoris with her fingers.
Seeing Bella's salaciously spread legs, Jacob pulled his thick cock out of his sister's mouth and lay down behind my mother. Then, moving his hips against Bella's ass, Jacob grabbed his cock's shaft and introduced his cock's head to my mother's still gaping ass.
"Ready for another ass fucking, Aunty?" He politely asked.
Turning her head to kiss him and running her fingers through Jacob's hair as she stroked his head, mum said, "Yes, please, honey. Be more gentle than last time, though, please. Make love to me, don't slut fuck me."
"I love doing that, Bella. You know that. I love you, Bella. I always will. Don't worry; I'll never try to get between you and Xav, but know I'm always here for you."
Mum kissed Jacob and wrapped an arm around his head to squeeze it, "I love you, too, Jacob. But Xavier is my man, honey. He always will be. We can make love, though, and you can slut fuck me sometimes, okay?"
Kissing and cuddling, Jacob slowly entered my mother's ass before stroking gently in and out of her. Then, reaching across her lithe stomach, Jacob cupped Bella's breasts and circled her nipples with his thumb.
"Gawd, Jacob," mum groaned. "You feel so good inside me. Play with my clitty, please."
Complying, Jacob stroked down mum's toned stomach, across her pubis and down onto her clit. A profoundly deep moan slipped from my mother's lips as Jacobs spread fingers stroked over her clit and down either side of her slit before closing together and delving a little way into her pussy.
With both mothers occupied with the Rosborough men, it was JoJo's turn to be the 'spare prick at a whore's wedding'. But, unfortunately, the way the others had coupled left little room for her to join in, so looking deflated, JoJo was about to get up and walk away.
I'd seen enough and had more than enough recorded footage for several full-length movies, so I turned the cameras on to automatic. Then using the microphone that played through the speakers in my studio and a pet name for her that I hadn't used in years, I said, "Wait for me, baby JoJo. I'll be out in a second."
Jumping, JoJo clutched a hand to her chest before saying, "Xavier? Fuck! You scared the shit out of me."
Laughing as I opened the door and almost skipped across to her, I said, "Afraid it was the voice of God talking to you?"
In nothing but an ultra-short skirt and with her full and proud young breasts bouncing delightfully, JoJo tried to look severe before placing her hands on her hips and tapping her toe.
"I don't like being frightened, Cousin Xavier. I may never forgive you for this!"
Still laughing, I put my hands on JoJo's hips before picking her up and swinging her around.
"Put me down, you big oaf," JoJo demanded, still trying to be severe.
But when my mouth found her lips and my hand found her sopping wet pussy, and her hard little clitty, JoJo moaned, "Fuck, yes, Xavier! Are you finally going to make love to me? I've waited over a fucking year for you to do this, you know?"
"Yes, JoJo, honey."
"I want you, Xavier. I've wanted you to ever since I was old enough to know I did."
Looking around the decadent scene evolving around me, I said, "I'm going to check with mum and make sure she's okay with it. Then we'll go into my office downstairs, okay? There are no cameras there, and we can make love alone. Sound good?"
I squatted beside my mother and said, "I'm taking JoJo downstairs to my office so we can make love alone. Is that okay?"
Mum groaned before replying, "As long as I can join you later, Xavier. Then I'm all good."
"Gawd, yes, mum. I don't want you there; I need you there, okay?"
Grunting as Jacob's hips hit her ass a little harder, mum said, "Have fun, baby. See you soon."
Taking JoJo's hand, I pulled her close before kissing her luscious lips, "Mum's going to join us once Jacob's finished fucking her to oblivion. Is that okay?"
"Fuck, yes. I've lusted over your mother almost as much as Chaz and Jacob have."
Laughing joyfully, JoJo and I raced down the stairs before I unlocked my office door and ushered her inside. I keep a small single bed against the wall for when I get too involved in editing and creating my movies to bother going home. It's hardly been used because who wouldn't want to go home to my wife/mother?
Stripping my T-shirt off, the only item of clothing I still wore, I held JoJo's hand high before twisting it gently so she'd do a slow pirouette in front of me. JoJo, with her eyes bright, allowed me to spin her around as I admired her luscious form.
"Gawd, JoJo. You're a celibate man's worst nightmare. Even a blind man would go hard looking at your ripe, gorgeous body. And any man should give thanks to his creator if your beautiful face is the one he gets to kiss daily."
I wasn't kidding. JoJo isn't a catwalk model thin or pretty. She's... well... lush, is the right word, more like a Botticelli painting than a glamorous model. JoJo has curves, plenty of them, and they flow beautifully. She has nicely rounded shoulders over full D-cup breasts, a slightly convex curved belly over generous hips and a badonkadonk butt.
JoJo's thighs are sturdy and well-toned, and her calves are muscular. Everything about her screams, 'I am one lusciously sexy bitch!' But, because she was gorgeous and a little overweight, the mean girls at her high school had torn a lot of JoJo's confidence down. They carped at her calling her a 'fat slut', only good as cushion for the pushin.
JoJo asked me to be her date for her high school prom. Foolishly, I'd said I was too busy. Without needing to boast, I'm a good-looking guy. It would have done much good to JoJo's ego and good standing at school to have a date as old and handsome as me escorting her to the dance.
In a world where I wasn't a mother-obsessed fucking sicko, JoJo and I would get married and raise many children together.
Delighted, JoJo grinned at me before saying, "Aww, Xavier. I bet you say that to all the girls."
Keeping a straight face, I answered, "Only the ones I bring into my office, planning to fuck."
"Oh? And how many hundreds is that?"
"Just one."
"Hundred?"
Grinning, I pulled JoJo close and covered her face with kisses as I ran my fingers down her spine and across her ribcage before circling her pebbled nipples, "Only you, JoJo. You're about to be the first person I've made love to in here."
Further delighted, JoJo asked, "Not even your mother?"
"Not even my mother."
"Wow," was all JoJo managed to say before I picked her up and lay her on my bed.
Lying on my side, I stroked and kissed JoJo's pretty face waiting for her nervousness to ease.
"I've longed for this for so long, Xavier, that now it's here; I'm scared, you know?"
"I know, honey. How can the reality hope to match the fantasy, right? But we'll take things slow and enjoy whatever happens, okay?"
Taking JoJo's hand in mine, I kissed her fingers before sucking each one lightly. Turning her hand over, I licked and kissed the inside of her wrist as I tickled the inside of her elbow. Then I kissed the inside of her elbow and tickled inside her upper arm.
Letting the back of my hand brush against JoJo's right breast globe, I lifted her arm before gently biting the inside of her upper arm and kissing her shaved armpit.
"Turning her body toward me, JoJo held my head and pleaded, "Kiss me, Xavier. Kiss me like I'm your second favourite girl on the planet."
So, I did, even though she was my third favourite, really. Mum was first, obviously. Roxy next, with JoJo a close run third.
Pulling me onto her as she rolled onto her back, JoJo spread her thighs and encouraged me to slide between them. As I did, the head of my rampantly erect 7-inch dick touched against the entrance to JoJo's pussy.
As she wrapped her legs around the backs of my calves, JoJo groaned vociferously, "Yes, baby. Stick your cock in me, please. I need to cum so badly."
I knew her needs better than she did, though. JoJo didn't need me to fuck her; she needed me to make love to her. So, instead, I kissed her again before slipping down to caress and nibble on her generous breasts and sexily thick nipples.
I've never understood why women with big nipples are so embarrassed by them. I think they're gorgeously and mouth-wateringly, sexy as all fuck. Bella, my mother, has enormous nipples. They cover most of the aureole area and look so good that I just have to suckle and nibble on them.
Leaving my hands on JoJo's nipples, I slid lower as I kissed down her belly towards her pubis and then lower onto her pussy.
JoJo grabbed my head before I reached her pussy, "No, Xavier. I'm full of Charlie's cum."
Moving back up, I kissed her before saying, "I don't care, baby. Relax and enjoy, okay?"
Nodding, perhaps a little fearfully, JoJo allowed me to go down on her.
With most of my lower body off the bed, I lay on my stomach between JoJo's legs. Squeezing my elbows under my chest, I reached up and placed a thumb on either side of JoJo's clitoris before gently spreading her hood back and apart. Doing this exposed JoJo's gorgeously tiny clit to my questing tongue.
JoJo's head tossed back, and her chest arched up off the bed as her hands found my head again. This time, however, she didn't pull me away; she held me tightly to her pussy.
"Oh - my - Gawd, -- Xavier, honey. That feels so fucking good!" JoJo sighingly moaned as I swirled my tongue around and over her most sensitive outer erogenous zone.
Moving my left thumb to just above JoJo's clitoris, still pulling the hood back to expose her clit, I shifted my right hand under JoJo's ass. Lightly stroking along JoJo's ass crack, I gently but insistently forced her ass cheeks apart so I could rim her rosebud. Then, I slipped my right thumb inside JoJo's vulva and quickly spun it around.
Pinching my thumb and forefinger together forced my index finger to delve slightly into JoJo's ass. Squeezing gently, I tugged downwards, causing both pussy and ass sphincters to stretch slightly.
This delicious tugging sensation blew JoJo into orbit, "Oh, fuck, Xavier!" She yelled. "Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck!"
Pussy juices poured over my chin as JoJo came. JoJo grabbed handfuls of my hair as she bucked, spasmed, and ground her clit up at my mouth.
After numerous cum spasms, JoJo slowly returned to the ground from her near-earth orbit. Insistently pulling me up, JoJo kissed me wonderingly, "So that's what someone making love to you feels like? Wow! Jacob fucked me beautifully, more than once; that was awesome. Letting Charlie use me to lose his virginity felt powerful, but this... this is... Fuck, Xavier. This was freaking fucking fantastic!"
"Sex between two people who care for each other deeply is an intensely powerful thing, JoJo. Casual sex between people who find their partner attractive is fun, great fun, in fact. But it's not anything like making love to someone you love."
Shyly dipping her head, JoJo softly asked, "Do you love me, Xavier? I mean, not as your cousin or kind of sister, but really love me?"
Hugging her to my chest, I replied, "Yes, I do. JoJo. But I'm sorry to say that I love my mother more."
"I think I love you, too, Xavier. And I love your mum. If your mum agrees, do you think the three of us can be something special?"
Surprised, and with 1,000 lustful thoughts screaming through my head, I rapidly took hold of my now raging libido and ruthlessly shut it down. Now was not the time to be thinking with my cock because the happiness of three people depended on me being rational and thoughtful and making considered decisions.
"I think you need to have that conversation with Bella, JoJo. You need to know that my mother comes first. If mum says nay, I won't even talk to you, do you understand? I love her so much that if she demands that I never see you again, I will never see you again."



A little tearfully, JoJo said, "I hope one day I can find someone who loves me that much, Xavier."
Holding her tightly, I said, "I'm sure you will, JoJo."
"Mum never did. Nor did Aunty Bella until you two finally admitted your desire for each other. No, Xavier. I love you, and I'll stop pretending I'm not sure. I love you, and I'll take whatever part of you your mum will allow."
"Come on then; it's time to wind up this fuck fest and head home. Come back with mum and me, then you and Bella can discuss things when we get home, okay?"
Looking a little crestfallen, JoJo protested, "But you haven't been inside me yet."
Kissing her tenderly, I replied, "JoJo, honey. I think we all need to work out where this is leading before we both make decisions we'll regret later, don't you?"
Brightening, JoJo asked, "So, Cousin Xavier, you're into it as long as your mother is?"
"You've caught me by surprise, JoJo. I love you, but I've never considered you in that light before. I'll admit that I've wanted you forever, though. You were always my second favourite masturbation fantasy."
"Bella, again?"
Bella, again," I confirmed.
Grinning, JoJo leapt into my arms before kissing me soundly, "Well, Bella was always my second favourite masturbation fantasy, Cousin Xavier. You were always my first. Come on, carry me upstairs, and I'll try to find my clothes."
We entered the studio to find the fuck fest was indeed over. The other four contestants lay exhausted, cuddled into each other. Charlie sat on the couch with his head back and eyes closed. My mother knelt at his feet with her head on his lap. She was idly stroking and occasionally kissing the head of Charlie's stubbornly limp dick.
Jacob and Roxy spooned on the couch. Jacob absentmindedly stroked and gently pinched his mother's nipples as Roxy snored gently.
Sitting up on his elbow, Jacob said, "Hmmm, been getting it on with sister alone, Xav, huh? If your mother hadn't drained my balls to exhaustion, I'd get up off this couch and belt you one."
Then he grinned broadly to show he was joking.
Tapping Roxy's shoulder, Jacob said, "Wake up, my sexy mummy-slut. Time we went home."
Somehow, everyone managed to put on enough clothes to be decent and staggered down to the cars.
As we stumbled down the stairs, mum wrinkled her nose and said, "This studio reeks of cum and sex, Xavier. We'll have to come back to clean it tomorrow. Well, later today, I guess. Given how late it is."
When JoJo got in the back of my car, Roxy looked at Bella with a raised eyebrow. Confused, Bella shrugged and said, "Don't ask me. I have no idea what's going on here."
JoJo hopped out long enough to kiss her mother and whisper something in her ear. After JoJo had spoken, Roxy smiled and hugged her daughter. I didn't hear what Roxy said, but I'm sure, reading her lips, she said, "Good luck".
Crossing to Bella, JoJo said, "I need to talk to you, Aunty Bella. Then I want you to make love to me, okay?"
Bella kissed her and said, "About what, baby? And I'd love to make love with you."
"When we get to your place, Bella, please? Just you and me at first. Maybe Xavier afterwards, depending on what you say, okay?"
"Xavier, honey, I'm getting in the back with JoJo. You don't mind looking like our Uber driver on the way home, do you?"
"Of course not, mum."
The girls had their heads together the whole way home. They were whispering, so I couldn't hear a damned thing. But they regularly stopped talking to exchange kisses and caresses, so I thought the conversation went well.
Reaching home, Bella, in no uncertain terms, told me to wait in the lounge until she or JoJo came and got me.
Trying to watch Fox Sports News, I fantasised that JoJo and Bella were getting it on in Bella's and my bedroom. Tip-toeing down to my bedroom, I was disappointed to see that the door was firmly shut.
With a stifled, exasperated sigh, I returned to the couch to watch the sports news. Three cycles later, Bella came and got me.
"Do you love, JoJo, Xavier?" She asked.
With my mother staring at me so intently, I couldn't lie, "Yes, mum. Not as much as I love you or Roxy, but I do love her."
"You've already fucked her?"
"Define 'fuck'. JoJo and I were making love, but then she told me that she loved me and wanted to be in a three-way relationship with you and me. At that point, I halted things and insisted we come and talk to you."
"You haven't penetrated her, though?"
"Not with my cock, if that's what you mean. I've had my tongue and fingers inside her."
"And you're okay with me taking JoJo as my lover?"
That was when I realised my mother was worried I would be jealous, not that she was jealous of JoJo and me.
Mum hadn't put her knickers back on. Laughing, I pushed her onto the couch and entered her tight and wet pussy, "Bella, whatever you want to do, is okay with me. As you said to me, as long as I know what's happening, I don't care what you do."
Hugging me fiercely to her bosom, mum said, "Then, let's go fuck JoJo together, honey. You and I can't have kids because it's incest. But you and JoJo can. We'll be family, Xavier. True, dinky-di family. I don't want this; I need this."

The End.
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Not long after Ben's 50th birthday party began, Nigel answered a knock on the door. Opening it, Nigel found a couple he had met once before, John Murray and his wife, Courtney. A little star-struck at meeting the AFL star, Nigel didn't notice they had brought another guest.
"Hi, again, Nigel," John Murray said. "You remember Courtney, of course." Then encouraging the young man he'd brought along forward, John said, "This is Chin-lung (Jin-Long). He's a Taiwanese exchange student that Courtney and I are hosting for this semester."
"Hi, Nigel," Chin-lung said, shaking Nigel's hand. "Call me Gin. It's easier."
Nigel was even more tongue-tied than he was meeting John and Courtney. Nigel thought Chin-lung was exquisite. Chin-lung was only about 5-ft. 4-in. (163 cm) tall, and Nigel guessed that Chin-lung only weighed around 140 lbs (64 kg). With soft, delicate features, a fine nose, and full lips, Chin-lung looked quite androgynous, and Nigel fell in love.
Watching Nigel and Gin openly examine each other, to the exclusion of all others, sent a smile flitting across Courtney's face. Tugging on John's arm, she said, "Come on. Let's go find Ben. Leave those two to get to know each other."
Nigel finally found his tongue, "Oh, shit," he said. "Sorry for ogling. Would you like a drink? Something cold or hot?"
"It's okay, Nigel," Gin answered. "I was equally as guilty of ogling."
Then, holding up the six-pack of wine coolers he'd brought, Gin added, "If you have somewhere I can store these to keep them cool, I'll have one now and get more later."
Nigel blushed shyly, "I have a bar fridge in my room. If you'd like to use that?"
"Hmm," Gin said. "Make you hot and my coolers cold at the same time. Sounds perfect."
Gin turned Nigel and kissed him passionately as soon as Nigel closed the bedroom door. Being much shorter than the almost 6-foot (183 cm) Nigel, Gin stood on tip-toes to reach for the kiss. As he stretched, Gin's T-shirt pulled out of his trousers, exposing a sheer nylon bodysuit.
Fascinated, Nigel pulled the T-shirt off Gin's lithe body. Then, dropping to his knees, Nigel pulled Gin's tight-fitting jeans down, revealing suspenders and stockings to match the body suit above.
Gin's thick, 6-inch cock was beautifully encased in a tiny G-string thong. It rapidly hardened in front of Nigel's panting mouth, straining at the thin material holding it down.
'Oh, Gawd,' Nigel thought. 'This is what I need. An androgynous boy/girl. The best of both worlds. Feminine softness, with a rock-hard cock.'
Taking Gin's stiffening cock out of its pouch, Nigel ran his tongue around the head before allowing it to slide into his mouth.
"Oh, fuck," Gin moaned. "Cup my balls, baby. I'm about to cum!"
Holding Nigel's head firmly in his feminine hands, Gin unloaded a virtual torrent into Nigel's greedily sucking mouth. Then, pulling Nigel up, Gin toppled backward onto the bed. Spreading his thighs, Gin unzipped Nigel and fished Nigel's colossal wang out between the fly.
"OMFG!" Gin moaned as he felt Nigel's huge cock twitching in his hand. "You have to shove that delicious bat in my boy pussy right now!"
Spitting on his hand and rubbing it over the head of Nigel's dick, Gin guided it into his ass. A pained grunt flew from Gin's mouth as Nigel's cock burst through his knot and deep into his ass. But then Nigel's cock hit Gin's prostate, and Gin was gone.
Grunting and groaning, Gin moaned, "Oh, fuck, yes. Fuck me, you man. You big-tooled, gorgeous man, make this slutty girly boy yours."
Because of his extreme girth and length, Nigel mostly received during sex. One of the reasons Gloria had Nigel so confused was that she so readily took all his cock. Took it all and demanded more. Typically, on the rare times he could find a partner willing to allow penetration, Nigel spent ages stretching and preparing his lover's ass before fucking them.
But, suddenly, Nigel had two lovers who wanted him to fuck them and demanded he forcefully did so.
In seventh heaven, Nigel kissed Gin, grabbed him by his shoulders and started gently fucking Gin's already gaped ass.
"Don't hold back, lover," Gin demanded. "I can take all you've got and then some."
Groaning with pent-up desire, Nigel shifted his weight, so he settled more firmly onto Gin's chest. Then Nigel pulled Gin down as he thrust forwards into him. Gin's legs lifted to wrap around Nigel's hips, and Gin met every thrust with his own.
Nigel's bedroom was filled with the sounds of an ass being well and truly fucked. Nigel's pelvis slapped loudly against Gin's ass as Nigel withdrew all but the tip of his gigantic dick out of Gin before slamming it back in as hard as possible.
Gin came first. Nigel's thick cock rubbed Gin's prostate with every stroke. It was more than Gin could bare, so, squealing like a girl, Gin shot juices between his and Nigel's bellies. Feeling his lover's cum squirting sent Nigel exploding into orgasm.
With his nuts squeezed against his shaft, Nigel blasted his seed into Gin's rear fuck hole. Locking lips with Gin, Nigel bucked and shuddered with Gin as they both enjoyed several after-shocks. By the time Nigel rolled off onto his back, they were both covered in cum. More fluids slowly leaked back out of Gin's still gaping ass.
Gin went down on Nigel without a word and hoovered their combined secretions off Nigel's wang. Nigel was soon ready to go again. So was Gin. Gin opened Nigel's bedside drawer and took out the bottle of lube he knew was in there. Oiling his thick 6-inch cock, Gin spread some lube onto Nigel's ass before lifting Nigel's knees and forcing them apart.
Positioning the head of his penis at Nigel's rosebud, Gin asked, "You ready for me, baby?"
In answer, Nigel moaned and nodded as he hooked his heels behind Gin's thighs and pulled his lover towards him. Nigel twitched as Gin's diamond-hard dick drilled through his ass' knot but, only seconds later, quickly shoved his hips up to meet every downward thrust from Gin.
Gin moved so he could kneel with his ass on his heels. Gin's thighs were spread around Nigel's hips. Gin couldn't stroke as far in and out of Nigel's ass like this. But he could take Nigel's enormous todger in his hand and masturbate Nigel as he fucked him.
Next, Gin shifted again so that he was on his knees and resting on his left hand. This allowed him to fuck Nigel deeper and still allowed him to toss Nigel off.
Nigel's eyes rolled back. Then, with an expansive groan, Nigel's cock spat cum into the air as his orgasm ripped through him. Pulling quickly out of Nigel's ass, Gin wrapped his soft lips around the head of Nigel's cock and milked Nigel into his mouth.
After swallowing Nigel's latest gift, Gin slid back into Nigel's ass before filling it with cum.
"I need to go pee, baby," Gin informed Nigel after they both settled on the bed. "Do you have a robe I can borrow? I want to duck out to the car and get my things if that's okay?"
Nigel pointed at the robe hanging behind the door. Gin put it on and slipped out the door. He was back a few minutes later carrying a shopping bag and a small handbag. Then, sitting at Nigel's dresser, Gin opened the handbag and removed more makeup items than Nigel thought existed.
Starting with some skin prep, Gin carefully and skilfully transformed himself from a handsome, if somewhat effeminate, man into a stunning vision of Asian loveliness. By the time Gin added the long black wig he had taken out of the shopping bag, there was no sign, other than the thick cock between his legs, that Gin was male.
Looking at the stunning vision before him, Nigel's dick rose to the occasion again. Taking it in his hand, Nigel stroked himself to full erection before presenting his cock's head to Gin's ruby-coloured lips.
Laughing coquettishly, Gin whispered, "Bad boy! You just want to mess my makeup up."
"And cum in your mouth," Nigel added.
Cupping Nigel's balls, Gin allowed most of Nigel's colossal fuck-stick into his mouth. Then, swallowing gamely, relaxed his larynx and let Nigel push in until Nigel's hairy pelvis tickled his nose.
"No fucking way!" Nigel moaned. "You did not just take every inch in your mouth!"
But Gin had. To make things even better, Gin put a hand on Nigel's ass and the other on Nigel's hip. Then, Gin pushed Nigel's hip before pulling him back in. Getting the hint, Nigel began slowly fucking Gin's mouth.
Gin accepted Nigel's length readily, and before long, Nigel held Gin's head tightly as he vigorously shafted Gin's throat.
Nigel came with a roar. Pulling out of Gin's mouth, Nigel offered his balls and taint to the kneeling Gin. As Gin lashed his balls and perineum, Nigel wanked himself viciously before pulling back and unloading all over Gin's face.
Gathering the mess off his face before feeding it into his mouth, Gin smiled at Nigel, "I knew you'd wreck my makeup, you naughty boy. Now, I'll have to start all over again."
Nigel didn't feel the least bit guilty. Instead, lying on his bed, Nigel avidly watched Gin return his face to beautiful. Once satisfied with his appearance, Gin dressed in an ultra-short miniskirt. Then he added a bra with 'chicken-fillet' inserts and a tiny halter top that left his back bare and barely covered his bra.
Stepping into a pair of 7-inch stiletto pumps and adjusting the long, straight, black wig on his head, Gin said, "Shall we go and make your friends and housemates jealous and see how many hearts we can break?"
Laughing, Nigel offered his arm and escorted Gin out into the raucous party swirling around the house.
Ben had just completed his assignation with Beverly when Nigel and Gin exited Nigel's room.
Seeing Gin's gorgeously protruding bottom and her calves popping, Ben thought, 'Fuck! Maybe I got Nigel all wrong. First Gloria, now this delectable piece. Nigel and his enormous cock must be straight after all.'
Heading for the pool deck, Ben forgot all about Nigel and his new friend.
After setting his mate up with Beverly, Ben received kisses from his two younger female housemates. The younger of the two, Emily, gave Ben a small wrapped gift.
"Happy birthday, Benny," Emily said as she got on tip-toes to kiss him. "Hope it's a great one. I got you this little gift," she added, handing Ben a small box.
Shaking it, Ben asked, "What is it?"
"The key to my heart," Emily smiled. "Open it and see."
Ben ripped off the paper and opened the box. Inside were two keys, a small gold one and a larger silver one that looked like a plain Yale door key.
Emily pulled Ben down to plant another quick kiss on his shocked lips, "Look for the padlock on my heart," she whispered. "It should be obvious what the other key opens."
To make sure Ben looked in the right place, Emily turned before shaking her ass and walking off. Snugged around her waist, just above her full ass, Emily wore a gold chain complete with a heart-shaped gold padlock. The chain twined through her bikini briefs, and the padlock had to be opened and the chain undone before the briefs could be removed.
Ben's already imminent erection grew more noticeable, so he quickly jumped into the pool to hide it.
'WTF!' He thought. 'Could Emily mean what she just said and hinted at? Surely not! I'm over twice her age.'
But he was certain the little minx precisely meant what she had hinted. She wanted Ben to use both keys to visit her later that night.
Ben circulated through the party, greeting friends and getting to know the partners and others his friends had brought. Although Ben received numerous 'come-ons' and some explicit offers, his mind kept returning to the gold chain and padlock over Emily's rounded butt.
The clock nearing midnight found Ben outside Emily's room. Glancing around to ensure he wasn't seen, Ben used the silver key to open Emily's door, and he quickly slipped inside. Emily stood framed by the moonlight pouring in through her bedroom window. Her arm rested on the sill. All she wore was the gorgeous bikini described earlier.
Ben's mouth went dry, "Gawd, Emily. You are an absolute vision," Ben panted.
Smiling coquettishly, Emily tipped her head back and shook her lustrous brown locks, "I'm glad, Sir, approves," she murmured huskily.
Needlessly, she added, "Did you bring the other key?"
Ben held it up for Emily to see.
Trying her best to play the role of seductress, the inexperienced Emily purred, "Then get on your knees before me and use it, big boy."
Spoiling the illusion a little by nearly tripping over the rug beside her bed, Emily turned and presented her curvy but toned butt to Ben.
Kneeling, Ben quickly undid the lock and tugged Emily's bikini bottom down. As Ben pulled her bikini brief down, Emily undid the clasp between the bikini's cups and let it fall to the floor. Then, stepping out of the bikini bottom, Emily turned and lowered her ass onto Ben's bent thighs.
Wrapping her arms around Ben's neck, Emily laid her head on Ben's shoulder before kissing his jaw, "Make love to me, Ben, please. Show me what it means to be a real man's girl."
Holding Emily's rounded bottom, Ben stood, then laid her on the bed. Ben kissed Emily's plump lips before covering her tiny but full-figured body with his. Then, Ben slid down to Emily's luscious chest. Gently cupping Emily's right breast, Ben ran his tongue in small circles around Emily's left nipple.
Finding Emily's tiny right nipple with his thumb, Ben mimicked the circling motion of his tongue. Then, swapping over, Ben tongued Emily's right nipple as he thumbed her left.
Moaning, Emily instinctively lifted and spread her knees to allow Ben to settle between them. Feeling Ben's muscular chest on her stomach had Emily panting with desire. The exquisite feelings Ben elicited from her breasts made her yearn for more.
So, pushing her pudenda up at Ben, Emily groaned as she held Ben to her breasts, "More, honey, please. Taste me, I beg you."
Ben continued to flick and circle Emily's breasts with his tongue and thumb, ignoring Emily's plea. Then, letting his hand trail down Emily's rib cage, Ben forced himself up enough to slide his hand between his body and Emily's bed. Next, Ben found Emily's trimmed pubis. Then, delving through the wispy hair, Ben's right thumb found Emily's clitoris. Finally, pressing his thumb firmly against Emily's pleasure nub, Ben suckled her nipples as he manipulated her clit.
Emily's hands flew to Ben's hair. Then, grabbing a handful with each hand, Emily moaned, "Oh, Gawd, Ben. I'm going to cum!"
Arching her back, Emily thrust her hips up at Ben before gasping through a mild orgasm. Sighing, Emily opened her eyes to gaze at Ben, "Fuck, that was good, Ben. What do you want me to do for you?"
Knowing Emily had only had a minor orgasm, Ben replied, "Relax, Em. Open your mind, and let me take you to nirvana. We've only begun our journey, little one. And we've barely made it to base camp on Mount Orgasmic."
Stretching luxuriously, which caused her voluptuous chest to jiggle delightfully, Emily purred, "Then take me there, lover. I want to leap off the peak of Mount Orgasmic hand-in-hand with you."
Holding Emily's gorgeously large breasts in his hands as he gently tweaked and pulled on her nipples. Ben then kissed slowly down Emily's smoothly curved abdomen, across her pubis and onto her shaved pussy lips.
Lapping at the entrance to Emily's vulva, Ben tweaked and pulled more insistently on Emily's nipples. Causing Emily a tiny amount of pain as the pleasure from his tongue drove her into bliss, Ben slowly encouraged Emily to climb Cum Mountain.
Emily began panting.
"Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd," she repeated over and over as never before felt sensations of total pleasure pulsed through her body.
Moving his right hand from Emily's left nipple, Ben slipped that hand under his body before finding the entrance to Emily's pussy. Then Ben opened his mouth and covered Emily's twat from her clitoris to her labia. Next, holding his tongue in a point, Ben rapidly flicked it over Emily's clit before circling that divine nub as quickly as possible. Finally, Ben let his tongue fall flat as he lapped from above his finger to Emily's clitoris.
Ben had his middle finger delved deep inside Emily's quim. Then, hooking his finger up and back, Ben searched for the rough area inside of Emily's cunt, behind her pubic bone, that indicated her G-spot. Finding it by Emily's sudden gasped expression of want, Ben returned to flicking his tongue over and around Emily's clit. Then he twirled his fingers over Emily's most sensitive inner pleasure node.
Emily grabbed a handful of the sheet on either side of her body. Then, almost levitating off the bed as she arched her back, Emily screamed into an earth-shattering cum explosion.
"FUUUUUUUUUCCKKKK MEEEEEEEEEE, BEN!!!. I'M CUUMMMMMMMMMING," She yelled, much to the amusement of the other guests.
Bucking like a wild thing, Emily shook and shuddered through several more orgasms before sagging back onto the bed.
Knowing he needed to allow Emily to come down from her cum high, Ben moved so he could hold Emily gently as he stroked her hair and whispered inanities to her.
Satiated and humming softly, Emily's eyes finally opened. She gazed wonderingly at Ben, "So that is what making love should feel like?" she asked. "Wow! I want to make you feel good, Ben. What would you have me do to make you feel as good as I do?"
Hugging Emily to his broad chest, Ben answered, "Having you orgasm so beautifully under me is reward enough, my darling girl. But, if you want me to, I can enter you and make you feel even better."
"I want you to, Ben," Emily shyly said. "I want you to, very much."
Ben is a considerate and gifted lover. Sensing that despite her seductive display, Emily was a sexual novice, Ben chose to make slow, burning, passionate love to her. So, Ben began by gently stroking Emily's hair and face as he skilfully kissed her.
Holding the back of Emily's head with his left hand, Ben tilted his head before kissing her luscious lips. Then, sliding his tongue forward, Ben lightly licked the corner of Emily's mouth and along her lips. Finally, taking Emily's pouting bottom lip between his teeth, Ben gently bit down on it before pulling softly back.
Feeling this tiny amount of pain had Emily's juices percolating again. With a deep moan, she found Ben's head with her hands and kissed him back. Then, holding Ben's head firmly, Emily rolled onto her back, pulling Ben onto her body and between her plump thighs.
Lifting her knees, Emily wrapped her thighs around Ben's hips. Then, with her heels on Ben's calves, Emily encouraged Ben to enter her by pulling insistently back.
But when she felt the size of Ben's cock against her labia, Emily's eyes flew open, "You're so big, baby," Emily fearfully said. "I'm scared that it's going to hurt."
"Little one," Ben reassured her. "You're so hot and wet and ready for me that I promise I'll slide home easily, and it'll feel better than you can ever imagine."
Still fearful, Emily nodded to indicate Ben should continue.
As Ben predicted, he slipped through Emily's pussy sphincter and deeply into her without issue. Ben's pelvis hit Emily's pubic bone. Wonderingly, Emily pushed Ben back so she could see his dick inside her.



"OMG!" She said. "It's all in! All of it. Every inch of that magnificent thing is inside me. OMFG!"
Ben clenched his pelvic floor. In response, Ben's cock jumped inside Emily. It scraped across Emily's G-spot. Emily emitted a surprised grunt, "OMFG! Do that again, please."
Ben rhythmically clenched his ass shut. Emily started to buck every time he did. Finally, her eyes rolled back, and she groaned loudly, "Fuck me, Ben. I need you to fuck me right now!"
Still controlling things beautifully, Ben began moving back and forth inside Emily. It didn't take long before Emily demanded more.
"Harder! Faster! Oh, fuck! Yes! Fuck me. Fuck me hard, Ben. Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd!"
Emily gave up all control to her older, more experienced lover. Instead, she rode the sensations. Finally, Emily was there. She stood at the pinnacle of Cum Mountain and gazed into the depths of orgasmic heaven. Then, with one last screamed exhalation, Emily launched into the abyss of a cataclysmic cum event.
Feeling Emily's juices wash over his balls, Ben released the binds he had tied so firmly around his need and unleashed a torrent of man seed into Emily's wanting and grasping cunt.
Ben and Emily fell asleep in each other's arms.
Morning found the Stokes household slowly gathering in Ben's kitchen. Nigel and Gin were the first to appear. Gin had touched up his makeup and wore an outfit more suited to day wear than the night before.
Gloria and Barry arrived next. Seeing Nigel and Gin cuddling confused Gloria, 'I'm sure Nigel is gay,' she thought. 'But here he is, cuddled up to a gorgeous woman. WTF?'
Looking Gin over appreciatively, Gloria added to her thoughts, "Fuck! I wouldn't mind a chop at her, too.'
Sarah walked past the kitchen with her lover in tow. Opening the door, Sarah crooned, "Thanks for a great night, lover. Call me soon, okay?"
Returning to the kitchen, Sarah raised an eyebrow at the quizzical expressions on the others' faces.
"What? I gave him a false number. He wasn't that good. But I needed an itch scratched, and scratched it was."
Another hour passed before Ben appeared. The rest stood and applauded.
"What the fuck?" Ben asked.
"You were even louder than Gloria, Ben," Sarah explained. "Well. You weren't, but Emily was."
Incredibly proud of himself, Ben smiled and said, "What's a guy to do? Emily wanted some of this," he indicated his nearly naked body with a flourish. "Besides, who wouldn't?"
A little later, Emily sheepishly joined the others in the kitchen. Sarah and Gloria surrounded her and gave her big hugs.
Laughing, Sarah said, "Good to see you're not only a perve but an active participant, Ems. You'll have to tell me all about it later."
Emily walked over to Ben, kissing his cheek shyly. She said, "Sorry, big daddy. I didn't realise everyone knew."
Hugging her back, Ben replied, "I don't mind, Em. I like that everyone knows we're lovers."
Gloria, surprisingly, made breakfast for everyone. Bacon, eggs, hash browns, fried mushrooms and toast were served to all who wanted them. All except Sarah dug into the food.
"Carbs go straight on my thighs," Sarah explained. "Then it's too much like hard work to get rid of them. So, I don't eat them."
As they ate, Ben examined Gin closely. 'Fuck! Is she hot, or what?' He thought.
Gin wore a clinging pair of exercise leggings. Underneath these, Gin had put on a 'control brief'. The brief allowed Gin to tuck his thick cock away, so it wasn't readily apparent. With a crop top and his 'chicken fillets' in place, Gin looked like a gorgeous young Asian woman on the brink of her twenties.
Nigel loved that Ben and Gloria were attracted to Gin, 'It's awesome having a hot girlfriend that everyone lusts over,' he thought. 'Best part is, I get rogered by her cock whenever I want to be.'
Nigel considered sending Gin to seduce Ben so he could finally taste Ben's dick, but he thought Ben would freak out when Ben learned Gin was a man.
Beverly, Rod and Mark walked into the kitchen. Beverly wore one of Ben's dressing gowns and was obviously naked underneath. Rod still only wore his speedos. Mark was fully dressed.
Surprised, Ben said, "Where did you three come from?"
"If you'd slept in your bed last night, Mister," Beverly acerbically said. "You'd know."
Indicating Rod, Beverly added, "You know Rod?"
"My accountant?" Ben replied. "No. I don't know him at all."
Mark saw Gin, and his eyebrows raised. Gin and Mark had chatted on an internet site before. Both knew of the others' crossdressing. Hiding his reaction, Mark introduced the three to everyone there.
"Your daughter?" Rodney asked Beverly. "She's just as beautiful as her mother."
Barry protectively put his arm around Gloria. Gloria glanced at him and smiled, "Men can look, Barry," she told him. "As long as they only look, it's not a problem."
Gloria had decided that Barry was her man. She hoped she could have something similar to what her mother and father had. Beverly and Mark loved each other, but Mark loved watching Beverly fucking other men. Mark wasn't only a voyeur. He actively recruited men to fuck his wife. And he loved hiding in closets and watching them do her.
Gloria wanted Barry to be like her father. A steadfast man who loved her unconditionally but left her free to explore her sexuality.
Nudging Barry, Beverly said, "So, are you finally going to call that Uber and take me back to yours? Or am I staying here and seeing if Ben, Gin, or Rodney wants to fuck me?"
Barry had his phone out in a flash. The Uber appeared a few minutes later, and Gloria and Barry left.
Rodney left next.
Kissing Beverly's cheek, he said, "It's been a pleasure, my dear. You have my number. Call me if you and your husband want a repeat performance."
Sarah stretched and yawned, "I'm going back to bed," she said. "Emily, if you'd like to taste my pussy, come with me."
Emily hugged Ben and replied, "No, thanks, hun. I'd rather hang out here for now."
Nigel said, "Gin and I are heading out. I need to do some grocery shopping. Do you or Emily need anything?"
"Gin?" Ben asked. "John and Courtney's exchange student? I thought Gin was a man?"
"I am," Gin answered. "Well. I was born with a cock, but I more closely identify as a woman than a man."
'Fuck me,' Ben thought. 'I don't care what he is. I'd fuck him in a New York minute!'
Emily was equally gobsmacked. Having experienced Gloria's overt sexuality. Sarah's soft, feminine charms, plus Ben's rampantly heterosexuality. She thought making love with Gin would help broaden her experiences.
Initially, Emily thought Gin was female. Having already fucked with Gloria and Sarah, Emily didn't think adding Gin would add much to her experiences. But now she thought a 'chick with a dick' would be an erotic sidebar to her explorations.
Nigel revelled in the sensation of having a 'girlfriend' that women and men were attracted to. His long, thick cock throbbed at the thought of watching Gin with any of his flatmates. Nigel pleaded to the Gods he believed in that Ben wanted to take Gin to bed. If he did, Nigel would insist he was allowed to join in. Then, finally, Nigel could make true his desire to suck and be fucked by Ben.
Mark and Beverly left. Beverly said, kissing Ben and hugging Emily, "Be good to him. Emily. He acts like a big old tough grizzly bear, but he's just a teddy bear on the inside."
Surprised by how readily Ben's friends accepted her as part of Ben's life, Emily replied, "I will, Beverly. I don't know where this is heading, but I'll never purposefully hurt him."
"See that you don't, Missy," Beverly responded. "I love this big old lump of a man, and I wouldn't want to hurt you. But, if you break his heart, I will."
Turning to Ben, Beverly said, "And you never fucked my ass, Ben. You owe me. Come and visit early next week. I need to feel that delicious dick of yours sliding into my ass again."
With Sarah sleeping in her room, that left Emily and Ben alone.
"Well, Mister," Emily asked. "Are you going to take me to your bed and fuck me, or what?"
Laughing, Ben said, "You need to learn how to deep-throat a cock. Promise me you'll learn, and I'll fuck you into nirvana again."
"Why are we still in the kitchen?" Emily rhetorically asked.
Meanwhile, at Barry's flat, Gloria was slowly letting Barry's slender 5-inch dick slide out of her ass. She'd tried to cum with Barry fucking her pussy, but found Barry didn't fill her enough for her to be satisfied. Now the initial rush of a new conquest had worn off, Gloria needed more inside her than Barry provided.
In desperation, Gloria had straddled Barry and guided his cock into her ass. She got close but still hadn't managed to pop off the edge.
'Why are all the nice men I meet useless fucks?' she thought.
Barry managed to stave off his orgasm, so his cock still jumped and throbbed. Barry wanted Gloria to cum so he could cum with her. He knew if he couldn't satiate Gloria, Gloria would quickly move on to another.
Deciding to take a cue from some of the things he'd heard about Ben, Barry tried to 'butch up'. Making his voice deeper and more powerful, Barry said, "Where are you going, bitch? I didn't say we were done. Get on your knees and suck this."
Then he rudely shoved his meagre dick into Gloria's mouth.
Amused, Gloria chose to play along. Sucking Barry's cock as she played with his balls, Gloria looked fetchingly up at Barry. Then, letting his cock out of her mouth, she said, "Like this, Sir? Does Sir like the way I suck his dick?"
Already losing the charade, Barry moaned a definitive "Yes."
Gloria had had enough. She pushed Barry back onto the bed. Surprised by Gloria's strength, Barry lay still as Gloria swung a plump thigh over his head and sat on his face.
"Eat my cunt, you useless prick," Gloria demanded. "Eat it well, or I will sit on you so hard you'll suffocate."
With Gloria's hairy twat plastered over his mouth, Barry knew it was lick or suffocate. He hadn't had much experience orally servicing a woman, but he'd watched plenty of porn. First, Barry took hold of Gloria's ass cheeks and spread them apart. Then, tilting his head back, Barry licked as far along Gloria's perineum as he could reach.
Feeling Barry's tongue on her taint, Gloria moved, so her ass was over Barry's mouth. Barry has a long tongue, as Gloria found out. It snaked deliciously along Gloria's ass crevice and onto her rosebud. Forcing his tongue stiff, Barry fucked Gloria's ass with it.
Loosening her much-abused ass sphincter, Gloria revelled in feeling Barry's tongue entering her dark passage.
"Oh, Gawd, Barry. That's good, baby. Like that. Yes! Just like that. Oh, Lawd, oh, lawd. Oh, Lawdy, Lawd! I'm cumming," Gloria gasped as Barry's glorious tongue delved deeply into her nether regions.
Moving swiftly backwards, Gloria presented her wet snatch to Barry's tongue as she gobbled all his tube sausage into her mouth. Barry shoved his long tongue as far into Gloria's cunt as it would go, then swirled it in quick circles. Gloria's juices poured out of her vulva and down Barry's chin and neck as she came again.
Feeling Gloria cum on his tongue allowed Barry to release his desires. Barry came into Gloria's warm, wet mouth with a deep, manly grunt.
'Gawd!' Gloria thought. 'Who cares if he's only got 5-inches of dick if his mouth and tongue are that good? Mum says dad hasn't got much between his legs, but she stays because she loves his oral abilities. Now, if I can just convince Barry to let me fuck others, he'll make a perfect husband.'
To test the waters, Gloria said, "Hmm, Barry. Having you lick my juicy, cum-filled pussy is so divine! How does cum taste mingled with my juices?"
Barry hoped Gloria only meant his cum from last night, but his todger still jumped at Gloria's rampant sexuality. So, taking him back in her mouth, Gloria lowered her cunt onto Barry's tongue.
Holding Barry's shaft, Gloria moved her head back far enough to say, "That's it, Barry. Get your tongue right in there. Fish that cum out of my pussy. Make your lover all clean and ready for another load."
Barry groaned into Gloria's twat as unwanted visions of eating cum from Gloria's pussy filtered through his mind. Suddenly, an extremely graphic image of going down on Gloria after Ben had cum in her exploded across Barry's imagination. Trying to deny how much that image excited him, Barry moaned into Gloria again.
It didn't matter how hard Barry tried to imagine something else. That image pulsed in his mind. Desperate to make Gloria cum with him, Barry moved his mouth back onto Gloria's ass and pushed his long tongue firmly into her bottom.
Gloria had no idea where Barry's sudden oral fervour came from, and she didn't care. But, when she felt Barry's superb tongue snaking into her rear love passage, Gloria burst into her first full orgasm of the day.
Gloria groaned around Ben's cock as her pussy gushed liquids onto Barry's chin. The vibrations on Barry's cock sent him over the edge, and Barry shot another load into Gloria's willing mouth.
Now she had popped, Gloria rode Barry's mouth and tongue through two more orgasms as she waited for Barry's cock to revive. Finally, when Barry had hardened sufficiently, Gloria pulled him on top of her and let him cum in her pussy.
Then, testing the waters again, Gloria encouraged Barry to go down on her. Barry eagerly licked his cum from in and around Gloria's cunt this time. To Gloria's delight, Barry was soon ragingly hard again. As a reward, Gloria let Barry cum in her ass. Without being asked or guided, Barry cleaned Gloria's ass after he'd cum, too.
Eating his cum from Gloria's lush body, as his mind devilishly intruded images of licking Ben's seed off her, had Barry's inexperienced libido raging. He didn't know what it meant and was a little afraid it meant he was gay, but he knew he was hotter to trot than a bitch on heat.
Once Gloria's ass was clean, Barry was ready to go again. Surprised, Gloria went down on him and quickly blew him into another orgasm.
'I'm definitely keeping this one for a while," Gloria thought. 'If he can go like that, he'll be fun to play with. I'll have to see if he'll let me fuck another man as he watches, then get him to eat that man's cum out of my pussy. If he does, I might even marry him.'
Gloria had a sudden plan. 'Nigel can't resist me,' she realised. 'I'll wait until he has that gorgeous friend of his over again, then seduce them both. Hell! I'll even let Barry fuck what's her face if he'll eat Nigel's cum out of my ass and pussy.'
Gloria didn't leave Barry's flat until it was time to go to work Monday morning. She dropped by her home for a change and a quick shower on her way to work. As she had hoped, Nigel sat in the kitchen chatting with his new friend when Gloria got home.
'It looks like she will be here for a while,' Gloria thought. 'Good. I'll seduce them both after work tonight.'
After Gloria left, Gin punched Nigel's arm, "You've fucked that," he accused.
Trying to protest, Nigel said, "What makes you say that? I'm gay. Why would I have fucked a woman?"
"Honey, if you're fucking me, you're not that gay," Gin purred. "But I could tell by how you both looked at each other. Your eyes went straight to her tits. Hers went straight to your cock."
"Well, what if I did? It's not like you and I are a permanent item," Nigel muttered defensively.
"That is one sexily lush bitch," Gin pointed out. "If you're going to fuck her again, I want in."
"Jaysus, Gin!" Nigel exclaimed. "I thought you were only into men, too?"
"Men mostly, but a dominant, earthy woman that loves to fuck. What's not to desire about that? Geez, Nigel. We can swap holes on that gorgeous bint all night, and all she'll do is beg for more. Ass, pussy and mouth. All holes, all night. And a bit of each other in between."
Nigel began thinking Gin's idea was a good one. His massive tool filled with blood as he thought about being in Gloria's ass as Gin fucked her pussy.
Gin noticed Nigel's rapidly hardening dick and ran his fingers lightly over the head, "How do you two go about getting it on?" He asked.
Groaning at the sensation of being fondled, Nigel replied, "I have no idea. Both times we fucked, Gloria jumped me in the hallway and dragged me back to bed. Before I knew it, my cock was down her throat, and her hands were wrapped around my balls. After that, I didn't care she was female. Or that she slid me into her cunt and not her ass."
"You'd never been inside a pussy before?" Gin disbelievingly asked.
"Not before that first night, no," Nigel confessed. "I never found women attractive. Trust me, Gin. Before Gloria had her way with me, I'd have freaked out when you transformed yourself, as I didn't find the female form attractive at all."
"But you do now?" Gin queried.
"I find you attractive, Gin. I love how you look, and your cock is divine. Gloria is, I don't know. She's just so aggressively sexual that she's hard to resist."
"Good," Gin averred. "Now take me to bed and show me how hard my boy-clitty is to resist."
Berry had an RDO (Rostered Day Off) that day. After Gloria left, he was a little at a loss as to what to do. Barry typically spent his RDOs masturbating to porn or indulging in his panty fetish. Barry's mum didn't know it, but over the years, Barry had purloined more than twenty pairs of her underwear.
When he was home alone, Barry shaved his groin from the belly button to mid-thigh. Then he'd tuck his dick back between his legs and squeeze into a pair of his mother's knickers. They were two sizes too small for him, but this helped hold Barry's cock and balls back out of sight, so he thought they worked perfectly.
Next, Barry set his webcam carefully to only show the shaved area and knickers. Then he'd drop into the Biaustralia chatrooms and see if someone wanted to cam and masturbate for him. It never occurred to Barry that watching men masturbate as they fantasised about fucking him meant he probably had some gay or bisexual tendencies. He only knew it felt good. Occasionally, if he found someone close to his age to cam with, Barry allowed those men to talk him into taking his cock out and jerking off with them.
But, having spent most of Saturday afternoon, night, and a solid chunk of the Sunday fucking Gloria, he felt satiated and didn't need to relieve any pressure.
Barry's dad, Gary, was home as well, so Barry walked over to the house to chat. He thought they could probably go and play golf together.
Gary sat at the table, reading the paper and drinking tea. Then, saying "Hello", Barry sat down.
Gary realised something was bothering his son, so he asked, "What's up, Baz?"
Barry had no idea how to ask his father the questions bubbling in his mind, so he said, "You fucked Beverly Saturday? Mark sat in the closet and watched?"
Gary smiled, "Yes. Yes, I did. Fuck, that tart goes off in the sack. You got to bang her daughter, though. How was that?"
"Gloria goes off, too, dad," Barry explained. "But, what's with Mark being in the closet?"
"Mark's a crossdressing voyeur, Baz. He loves watching Beverly fuck others and fantasises they're fucking him. Mark and Beverly's marriage is weird, but it works for them. They genuinely love each other and have been married for nearly forty years. Your mother's and my marriage was a traditional one. Look how that worked out."
"Mark likes to dress as a woman and pretends the men fucking his wife are really fucking him?"
"That's what Ben told me, Baz. I don't really know myself, but I doubt Ben was making it up. He fucks Beverly at least every other week when business takes him to Toowoomba."
"Is there a name for what Mark is?" Barry asked.
"He's a crossdresser, son."
"No. I meant for him enjoying watching his wife fuck others."



"Oh. Mark is a willing cuckold and a voyeur. He loves watching others having sex. He especially loves watching Beverly having sex. Ben says he recruits men to fuck her. That's how I got to fuck her. Ben told Mark I'd told him I thought Beverly was hot. Mark came straight over and asked if I'd like to take Beverly to bed. I was keen as hell, but Ben was already fucking her, so I had to wait."
"Ben fucked Beverly as well as Emily that night? Fuck! How does he do it? Emily's as hot as hell. Ben must be more than twice her age. How did he score with her?"
"Ben's rich, single, confident, and has a big dick. Women throw themselves at him. I bet he banged more women than you've had hot dinners."
"You didn't mind going seconds after Ben?"
"With someone as hot as Beverly? Nah. If I'd had to, I'd've gone thirds or even fourths."
"But what about Ben's cum being inside, Beverly? Or did Ben wear a condom?"
"Just adds to the flavour when you're going down on the girl, son. Besides, it meant Beverly was already wet and ready to trot when I got her to bed. So that meant I could skip over a lot of foreplay and get straight to fucking her."
"You don't mind eating a man's sperm out of a woman, dad? Barry disbelievingly asked.
Garry had completed a seven-year stretch in the Australian Navy before settling down and marrying Barry's mum.
"After six months at sea, with nothing but swinging dicks and boy's bollocks to see, son. Any woman looks good. Even if she has a pussy full of cum."
Gary could see that Gary had more questions but felt he wasn't the right person for his son to talk to. Barry had questions he was too ashamed to ask his father, and Gary thought they wouldn't be asked when Barry needed them answered.
"I'd tell you to go and talk to Ben, but I think he's probably too old to chat like you need to, too. Give me a minute. I'll call John Murray and see if he'll let you come and chat."
"The AFL player? How do you know him?"
"If he'll see you, you can ask him." Gary enigmatically answered.
Gary returned a few minutes later, "You're in luck. He's staying at Samuel's Brooks place and invited you over."
"Samuel Brooks, Queens Counsel? Dad, how do you know these people?"
"I don't know, Mr Brooks, son. Ben does, but I only know of Samuel. We've never met."
"But you know John Murray?"
"Yeah. He and Ben are friends. They hang out all the time. I've been out with them and Courtney several times."
"Fuck!" Barry exclaimed. "Is Courtney as hot as she looks on TV?"
"Even hotter, I reckon," Gary confirmed.
"Will she be there when I meet John Murray?"
"I didn't think to ask."
"Okay. What do I do? Do I call Mr Murray, or what?"
"I've texted you Samuel's address. If you want to go, I'll text John and say you're on your way."
"I'm not sure why you think he can help me, but fuck it. Why not? Hopefully, I can tell the guys at work tomorrow I hung out with him and Courtney."
Barry entered Samuel's address into Google maps and was soon talking into the intercom on Samuel's gate.
John Murray answered, "Come on up, Baz. I'll meet you at the front door."
Barry drove up the circular driveway and stopped next to the front door. John Murray waited outside the open front door.
"Pleased to meet you, Barry," John said. "I know your dad well. Hope he's fit and healthy?"
"Yeah, Mr Murray," Barry nervously answered, a little starstruck. "He's good."
"Come in, Baz. Would you like something to eat or drink? Courtney's cooking if you'd like brunch?"
"That'd be grand, Mr Murray," Barry said in a rush.
John kissed his heavily pregnant wife before introducing Barry, "Hey, Courts. You remember Gary Sommerfield?" When Courtney nodded, John added, "This is his son Barry. Gaz thinks I can help Barry with some issues he's having."
"If anyone can, you can, babe," Courtney answered in her musical voice. Barry knew it well from her morning radio breakfast show.
Courtney walked over and gave Barry a quick peck on his cheek, "Pleased to meet you, Gaz. Excuse the waddle, but I'm due to pop any moment now."
"Our third," John said proudly. "And our first girl. I'm hoping for a mini Courtney. What do you think, Baz?"
Barry choked out, even more starstruck than earlier, "I think if she's half as beautiful as her mother, she'll still be a total stunner."
John and Courtney both beamed at him.
Shooing the men out of the kitchen, Courtney said, "Eggs, bacon, chipolata sausages, Haloumi cheese, mushrooms and fried tomato, Barry. What would you like to drink?"
"Coffee is fine, thanks, Mrs Murray," Barry said.
"Call me Courtney, honey," Courtney said. "When I hear Mrs Murray, I look for my mother-in-law."
Courtney placed a piled plate in front of both men before taking a small helping for herself and leaving the dining room.
"What's up, Baz?" John asked. "Your dad thinks you're struggling with something."
"I met this girl, John," Barry explained, feeling somehow relaxed in John's company. John's calm openness allowed Barry to speak freely. "She's got my head spinning out of control. She's so sexual and so aggressive with it. I'm unsure how to handle the feelings she's stirring up in me."
"Beverly's daughter, Gloria, I assume we're talking about?"
"You've met Gloria and Beverly?"
"Yes, numerous times. They're both, shall we say, difficult to resist?"
Dropping his voice to a whisper, Barry asked, "You've, you know, been with them both?"
"I've fucked both Swanson women if that's what you mean, Baz. Me and Courtney both."
"You and Courtney have got it on with Gloria and Beverly?" Ben asked disbelievingly.
"Not together, Baz. Courtney and I have played with Gloria and her mum, but not with both at the same time."
"Wonderingly, Barry queried, "You and Courtney play together?"
"Always, Baz. I was a pig before Courtney and Samuel taught me better. I did some horrible things behind my wife's back before she brought me to heel. But now, we do everything together. It's awesome to explore your sexuality with someone you truly love and care about."
"Do you think I could have fallen in love with Gloria already, John?" Barry beseeched. "That's the only thing I can think would have my head spinning so much."
"Many men have fallen for her, Baz. You're not the first and probably won't be the last. But she's easy to catch and difficult to hold, you know?"
Barry nodded, "What do you think I should do?"
"If you'll relax and let her, Gloria will take you on one hell of a wild ride, Baz. But I'd try to refrain from falling for her too hard. I don't think any one man will ever be enough for Gloria."
"What if it's too late, John?" Barry asked, almost in tears.
"To hold her, Barry, you'll probably have to be like her dad."
"A crossdressing voyeuristic cuckold?"
John smiled, "Well, you might not need to crossdress."
"Let my girlfriend fuck whomever she wants and learn to get off from watching her do it?"
"If you want to be a permanent part of her life, then yes," John answered simply.
John stared at Barry intently for quite some time. Then, making a decision, John called out to Courtney, "Courts! Can you come in here for a minute, please?"
When Courtney entered the room, John said, "I need to tell Barry about us. What we are, how we are. Who and what I sometimes am. May I?"
Courtney hugged her husband, "If you think Barry needs to hear it, babe. Then, of course, tell him what he needs to hear."
Courtney turned to Barry, "You heard about our court case, Barry, right? You read all the gossip and scandal? Saw the videos on PornHub? Well, most of what was written and said was true. John did those things. I did those things. We won the court case, but our private lives will never be private again. So don't betray our trust, okay? Never speak of what you hear and see here to anyone."
Barry assured Courtney no one would hear anything from him.
When Courtney left, Barry turned to find John staring intently at him again.
"I like watching Courtney fuck others, Baz," John informed him. "I love her blowing me as someone ploughs one of her two rear fuck holes. Courtney is a true three-hole slut. When she fucks, her lover can use any of her holes. He chooses which one. Then, if he's happy to share, I use another.
If he's not, I watch and masturbate. Sometimes being back a little and seeing how much the two lovers are enjoying fucking each other is better than joining in.
But, do you know what the best part is, Baz?"
Barry shook his head.
"I know, for absolute certain, Courtney will come home to me. She and whoever she's with are merely fucking. It's fun to fuck, but Courtney and I make love. That is so much better."
Bewildered, Barry said, "Does every married couple fuck around on each other? Dad fucked around on mum, but she didn't like it. She left."
"No, Baz. What Courtney and I have is unique. Beverly and Mark have something similar. Gloria grew up with it and probably wants something like what her parents have for herself."
"You're saying the only way I can keep her is to be like you and Mark?" Shaking his head, Barry said, "I don't understand. What's with the crossdressing?"
John smiled, "It's only a short step from wearing knickers to dressing fully, Baz."
Barry blushed bright red, "I don't wear knickers, John. Who told you I did?"
"Before you moved into the granny flat, your dad saw you wearing them numerous times. He thought it was harmless, so he never said anything. He thought, because of those videos, I'd understand and be able to help."
Barry's ears pricked. He hadn't seen any of 'those videos'.
"What videos?" He asked.
John gazed at Barry for a long time before calling out, "Courts. I'm taking Barry upstairs to meet Olivia, okay?"
"Go for it," Courtney yelled back.
Standing, John said, "Come with me, Baz. I'll introduce you to Olivia."
'Shit!' Barry thought. 'What the fuck? Do John and Courtney have a woman they live with and fuck? Do they want me to fuck her or something?'
John escorted Barry upstairs to an obviously female's bedroom. The furnishings were soft pink. Soft toys covered the bed, and frilly curtains framed the windows. The vanity unit was stacked with neatly sorted makeup kits. More types and colours of cosmetics than Barry knew existed.
John pulled one of the chairs out from under the twin unit and encouraged Ben to sit.
"Luckily, Barry, I don't need to shave anymore. Electrolysis took care of that problem for me a couple of years ago. But, mate, if you're going to go down this path, remember that electrolysis costs a fucking mint and hurts like a bitch."
Barry only had glimmerings of what John talked about, so he stayed quiet. But, then, he watched, totally fascinated, as Olivia appeared. Starting with some skin prep, John quickly filled in the many slight nicks and scars his AFL career had given him. Then, using a Dermablend foundation, John smoothed out his features.
Next came the blush and eye shadow. Eyeliner, an eyebrow pencil, and mascara quickly followed. Finally, finishing his look by using bronzer to define his cheekbones and feminise his chin, nose and brow. John then stood, chose a long, red wig from one of the Styrofoam heads lining a shelf beside the mirror and carefully clipped it into place.
Barry sat stunned, 'Fuck me!' He thought. 'If I met him out, looking like that, I'd want to fuck him.'
Seeing Barry's incredulous look, John laughed, then, in a dark, sultry voice, said, "Honey. You ain't seen nothing yet."
'Shit! He even sounds female,' Barry thought.
"Where did you learn to do your makeup and talk like that, John?" Barry asked.
"The advantage of having money is that you can pay for any help you need. Arpi, the famous stage and film makeup artist on The Gold Coast, taught me my makeup skills. Wendy Edmonds, voice coach to film stars the world over, taught me how to speak as a woman does. Then I paid for deportment lessons from a teacher from one of Brisbane's premier finishing schools.
I'm fairly convincing, huh?"
Barry nodded, "From the neck up, at least. Wearing footy shorts and a singlet doesn't scream feminine, though."
John laughed, "As I said, honey. You ain't seen nothing yet!"
John stood and moved to one of the wardrobes crowding the room's walls.
"Samuel likes buying me outfits. I keep telling him to stop, but he loves dressing me in something different every time we go out."
"Courtney doesn't mind a man buying you dresses?"
"Not when he buys her twice as many as he buys me."
"You both fuck Samuel?"
"No. Samuel fucks us."
Barry said, unable to believe his ears, "You let a man fuck you?"
"The only person I fuck now, unless Courtney had expressly given her permission, is my wife. Many, many men have fucked Courtney and me, though."
"You're gay?"
"No. I think Michael Stipe from REM coined the phrase. What I am is an 'equal opportunity letch'. I'll let anyone fuck me that Courtney or Samuel says I can."
"But mostly men?"
"My cheating on Courtney just about destroyed our marriage and led to what happened with Hannah, Baz. I'll never cheat on Courtney again."
"Yet you let many men fuck you, you said? How is that not cheating?"
"Because Courtney chooses them, and fucks them with me, Baz. Or she lets Samuel choose them for her."
Why does Courtney let Samuel choose who fucks you?"
"Because we're his submissives, Baz."
"That's that BDSM thing, isn't it? Slaves, Masters, beatings, torture, pissing on people."
"All of that can be part of BDSM, yes. But it's only part of the story. It'll take months to explain it all to you. It's enough for you to know that Samuel, within our boundaries, can tell and make us do whatever he wants. If you want more information than that, do your research."
As he'd spoken, John had gathered the outfit he wanted to wear for Barry.
Placing the items on the bed, John said, "I'm going to strip and get changed, Barry. If you're bothered by seeing a dick and balls, look away now."
Barry was way too curious to look away. Amazed, he watched John complete his transformation into Olivia.
John began by rolling a pair of fishnet stockings up his lean and toned legs before clipping them onto a suspender he cinched around his narrow waist. Next, John tucked his thick 7-inch cock back between his legs and used gaffa tape to hold it and his balls out of sight.
Then, donning a tiny electric blue G-string, John sat back at the dresser and used blush to paint the illusion of a cleavage shadow between his muscular pecs. A matching, full-cup bra went on next.
"It has to be a full cup, Baz," John explained. I don't have tits, so I need to use breast forms. If I wore a skimpy bra, as Courtney does, the forms would be evident. Besides, it means I get to pretend I have a gigantic set of double-D knockers!"
Taking the forms out of their box, John slid them into the bra cups before leaning forward and shimmying his shoulders. Doing that allowed the forms to settle naturally into place. John pulled the tiny yellow miniskirt over his taut ass. The skirt was so small, just two hand widths wide, it barely covered his knickers. A crossover top with a deep cleavage V completed stage two of John's transformation.
The only thing left was to add shoes.
"For day-to-day wear, I keep with low-heeled sandals," John explained. "At six foot four inches, I'm already taller than most women, so the extra height I get with high heels only makes me stand out more. Usually, the objective is to blend in. With all the scandal already attached to my name, the last thing I need is for the papers to run stories about my crossdressing and sex life.
But, this is for you. So I'm going to wear my favourite item."
John slid his legs into a pair of leather thigh-high fuck-me boots. The boots had seven-inch stiletto heels.
"You wouldn't believe the attention Courtney and I get wearing these boots, Baz. Guys literally follow us around ogling, and trying to pick us up. Then we do the whole 'lesbian kiss' thing, and I'm sure half of them cum in their pants there and then. Sometimes. When we're dancing, Courtney and I will 'grind our pussies' on each other. Fuck, is that fun!"
Barry couldn't hide his erection. His slender five-inch todger strained against his pants' fly.
John boldly trailed his fingers over Barry's cock's head, "I can take care of that for you if you'd like?"
"What would Courtney say?" Barry managed to choke out as he struggled to not cum.
"Courts!" John yelled. "Can I blow Barry?"
"Are you dressed?"
"Yes!"
"Enjoy!"
John dropped to his knees in front of Barry. Not allowing Barry any time to protest, John had Barry's pants and jocks on the floor in no time. Then, cupping Barry's balls, John 'free-handed' his mouth down Barry's shaft until John's lips pressed against Barry's hairy pubic bone.
If John was in any way disappointed with the size of Barry's cock, he gave no sign of it. On the contrary, John almost purred as he gobbled Barry.
Barry's hands found John's head, "Fuck, you're good at that, John," he moaned.
John let Barry out of his mouth long enough to say, "Call me, Olivia, baby, please."
John fingered Barry's perineum as he sucked Barry firmly. Tickling the sensitive skin just behind Barry's balls soon had Barry close to orgasm.
Olivia felt Barry's balls tightening against Barry's shaft. She knew what that meant, so, lifting her head off, Olivia said, "Do you want to cum in my mouth or boy-pussy, honey?"
Earlier that day, Barry couldn't have even contemplated fucking a man. But what was on her knees before him wasn't manly. Instead, it was a stunning vision of sexy womanliness.
"As long as Courtney won't try to stab me, I'd like to fuck your boy-pussy, Olivia, please."
"She won't mind, honey. She knows I will let anyone I want to blow fuck me if they want."
Olivia moved to kneel beside the bed. Then she spread her knees as wide as possible to lower her ass far enough for the much shorter Barry to fuck her. But, with his hands on Olivia's ass for balance, Barry still had to squat to position his strainingly erect cock at Olivia's rosebud.
"Lube's in the top drawer, baby," Olivia reminded Barry.
"Do you want me to wear a condom, Olivia?"
"Yes. Also in the top drawer."
Barry was a little disappointed. He'd have loved to bareback the gorgeous woman in front of him, but he knew that wasn't safe these days. If it ever was.
"If Courtney adds you to her list of allowed sexual partners, honey," Olivia purred. "We'll send you for an STI check. Then, if you get another test no more than forty-eight hours before we fuck, you can bareback the pair of us."
Rolling the condom on, Barry squatted at Olivia's ass again. With a gentle shove, he pierced Olivia's rosebud, broke through her knot and came to rest with his pubis against Olivia's tight ass buns.
Barry had only fucked one ass before. Gloria's at Ben's party, so he hesitated, unsure what to do next. But Olivia's panted demands that he fuck her encouraged Barry to move.
Olivia clenched down tightly on Barry's invading dick as Barry stroked into her. Olivia was much tighter than Gloria, and Barry didn't last long. Groaning loud enough to leave Courtney with no doubts that her husband was being well and truly fucked, Ben came in Olivia's tightly gripping ass.
Barry lay on the bed. Olivia snuggled into his side.
"You did well, baby," Olivia told him. "We'll make an ass hound out of you yet."
Concerned, Barry asked, "But what about you, Olivia? I've cum, but what about your needs?"
"With my cock and balls taped away, Baz. There's no way I can cum unless I'm getting prostate stimulation."
"How would I do that?" Barry innocently asked.
'Grow another three inches of cock,' Olivia thought but didn't say.



Hopefully, Olivia said, "You could use your fingers to find my prostate as you suck me off?"
Barry discovered he did want to suck Olivia off. It was a little weird thinking this beautiful woman had a cock that needed sucking instead of a pussy that needed eating, but it seemed okay just then.
"I've never sucked someone before, Olivia. I don't know how."
"You've received blow jobs, though, right? So do to mine what you like having done to yours."
Olivia rolled onto her back, pulled her knickers off and removed the tape, freeing her thick cock.
With the tape removed, Olivia's dick quickly swelled as blood raced into it.
'Fuck, that must hurt when you're horny and have your cock and balls taped down,' Barry thought.
Confirming his thoughts, Olivia groaned, "Trying to go hard when your balls are in their canals, and your dick is taped back is a terrible idea."
Spreading her legs, Olivia massaged the pain away in her balls. Then she looked at Barry expectantly, "Well, honey? That cock isn't going to suck itself!"
Nervously, Barry knelt beside Olivia's hips and tentatively took Olivia's cock in his hand.
'Bigger than mine,' he thought. 'Much bigger than mine. Wouldn't it be great to fuck Gloria with this?'
Barry had a moment of epiphany, 'As long as I bring the cocks home to fuck Gloria with, what does it matter? If they're men I've chosen, it's like I'm using a proxy. Giving Gloria what she needs so she can enjoy being with me.'
Feeling better, Barry held Olivia's cock in his hand and lowered his mouth onto its head.
Feeling the slimy goo of Olivia's precum running over his tongue, Barry thought, 'This isn't so bad. She tastes quite good, actually. I wonder what her cum tastes like.'
Barry thought about how Gloria serviced his cock. He knew he couldn't hope to emulate Gloria's deep-throating skills. But he figured he could swirl his tongue over Olivia's glans and circle her cock's head easily enough. Then, Barry slid his middle finger into Olivia's oiled ass and searched for her P-Spot.
Olivia jumped and moaned when Barry found her inner pleasure nub.
Barry's clumsy but energetic workings were enough to bring Olivia close to orgasm, "I'm going to cum, honey," Olivia warned him.
Barry thought, 'Fuck it! In for a penny. In for a pound.'
He sucked harder and stroked quicker. He felt Olivia's hands on his head and knew she was about to cum in his mouth.
'Fuck! I hope I don't throw up on the poor girl!'
Groaning, Olivia spat cum into Barry's mouth. Barry held the first two blasts inside his mouth before thinking, 'Fuck it,' and swallowing.
The taste was okay, Barry thought. Neither pleasant nor unpleasant. Almost like swallowing a giant nose bogie, he felt. Barry willingly swallowed the rest of Olivia's cum as she shot her load into his mouth.
"How was it, Barry?" Courtney asked.
Barry looked up to see Courtney leaning against the door jam, "Not great, but not awful, either," Barry honestly answered.
"It's an acquired taste, Baz," Courtney explained. "I love the taste of cum now. But when John first made me swallow him, I almost threw up."
Barry shifted uncomfortably. Now that he wasn't horny, Barry was embarrassed about having sucked a man off.
Courtney was experienced in men reacting this way. So, she walked across to Barry quickly before dropping to her knees and taking Barry's dick in her mouth.
Courtney stroked his cock when Barry was hard and said, "You're not gay, Barry. Sucking cock doesn't make you gay. Being attracted to only men does. John has probably sucked more cocks than I have and makes a gorgeous woman, but he isn't gay. He loves being fucked in his ass, but he still isn't gay. So relax. You're still a man who loves pussy.
I'd take you to bed and show you if I wasn't about to give birth. But I'll blow you, and I bet you cum as hard as you ever have."
Barry couldn't believe his luck. So many of his masturbation fantasies centred around fucking Courtney as she read the weather report on his favourite drive-time program. He looked down disbelievingly as Courtney knelt and took his cock in her mouth.
As fantasy and reality collided, Barry lost control. His cock barely entered Courtney's mouth before he came.
The very pregnant Courtney didn't mind. She had blown up so big during this pregnancy she felt about as sexy as the Michelin man. Having Barry so needfully lusting over her gave Courtney's ego a much-needed fillip.
Courtney and Olivia escorted Barry down to his car. They hadn't answered all his questions, but Barry could see a way forward. He wanted Gloria. Wanted her as his wife. If that meant he had to share her with others, he didn't care. He wanted her heart, though. Wanted her heart as John/Olivia had captured Courtney's.
Courtney fucked many men and women outside her marriage. Plus, whenever she felt like it, she virtually pimped out her husband's ass. But she loved her man. Loved him strongly and deeply. Barry thought he could have that with Gloria.
Using the hands-free feature on his car's phone app, Barry called Gloria. Gloria answered immediately, "Hello, lover," she moaned breathily. "I've been thinking about you."
Gloria didn't mention that her breathy response was because the UPS man had his mouth on her pussy.
"I need to see you, Gloria. Be at my place by 7.00 pm, please."
"Okay, honey," Gloria responded, biting her bottom lip as the UPS guy tongued an orgasm from her.
Barry then phoned his best mate Neil, "I've got a slut desperate for double penetration, buddy." Ben told him. "Want to come over to my flat tonight and help me satisfy this bitch?"
"Fuck, yes, Baz," Neil avowed. "What time?"
"Gloria's due here around seven. Get here before then, and we'll fuck the slut out of this bint."
"I'd rather fuck the slut into her," Neil facetiously replied. "But, I know what you mean. I'll bring pizza. See you around 6.30."
At precisely 6.30 pm, holding a couple of pizza boxes, Neil banged Barry's door open, "Who's this gagging to be double-penetrated slut you were waffling about, Gaz?"
"My new girlfriend, Gloria Swanson."
"Never heard of her."
"Ben introduced me to her."
"Ben Stokes?"
"Yeah."
"Fuck! She must be a good-looking goer if Ben's been with her."
"Yeah, she's alright," Barry said modestly. "Bit plump, but not gross, you know?"
"I love a tubby chick, Baz. You know that. They go off in the sack."
"Gloria goes off alright," Barry confirmed.
"If you're that into her, why are you asking me to help you fuck her?"
"You'll see. I doubt any one man will be enough for her. She's got plenty enough slut in her for both of us."
The boys put the pizza on low heat in the oven and waited for Gloria.
Barry's hands trembled with fear and anticipation, 'Can I do this,' he wondered. 'Let Neil fuck Gloria as I watch and join in as needed? Fuck! What if Gloria wants me to eat his cum out of her twat?'
Gloria arrived a little later than the 7.00 pm she'd promised. She had to stop by her house and wash the UPS guy's cum out of her pussy before heading to Barry's. She wasn't expecting anyone else to be there, so she had dressed provocatively for Barry. Underneath a filmy house coat, she wore a cupless bra, crotchless undies, suspenders and stockings. In addition, 7-inch stiletto pumps were on her feet.
Gloria dropped the housecoat as soon as she closed the door behind her. Only then did she notice Barry had a guest. Gloria didn't care. She strutted over and kissed Barry passionately before turning to Neil.
"Gloria, baby. What's your name?"
"Neil," Neil replied, openly ogling Gloria's generous assets.
"Like what you see, Neil?" Gloria crooned as she did a slow pirouette. Then, she decided to see if Barry would react jealously.
"Fuck, yes," Neil averred. "A tasty, delectable morsel like I've never seen."
"I'm way more than a morsel, honey," Gloria sultrily answered. "I'm more like a full banquet."
"May I begin with a starter, then, please?" Neil cheekily asked.
Gloria placed her hand behind Neil's head and guided his lips onto her luscious breasts, "Sure, baby. Try these delicious treats first."
Gloria's eyes searched for Barry. To her delight, Barry stood watching, already rubbing his tented trouser front.
"I spoke with John Murray today, Gloria," Barry told her. "He explained some things and showed me some others. I want to fuck you with Neil tonight. What do you say?"
"How are Courtney and John, Barry? Did you meet Olivia?" Gloria asked.
"They're fine. Courtney's about to have their third kid. Yes, I did meet Olivia. She blew me and let me fuck her. After that, Courtney blew me as well."
Gloria, to her surprise, was the one that felt the sting of jealousy's bite. Gloria knew she couldn't stand against either of the Murrays in a beauty contest. They both had her whipped, hands down.
'Damn!' She thought. 'Barry's alright, but I wouldn't have thought he was John and Courtney's league. Maybe there's more to him than I thought.'
Neil was doing a fine job on her breasts. Gloria was already wet and anticipating more. Deciding to punish Barry for fooling around on her, Gloria said, "Get on your knees behind me, Baz. Get that long tongue of yours in my ass. Plus, you boys are wearing way too many clothes. Time for you both to get naked."
Neil and Barry quickly stripped. Neil quickly returned his mouth and hands to Gloria's breasts. Barry knelt behind Gloria, spread her wobbly ass cheeks and ran his tongue down her cleft and onto her rosebud.
"Oh, Gawd, Barry. You have the best tongue!" Gloria moaned.
Not to be outdone, Neil said, "Time for an entrée, me thinks!"
He knelt and forced his head between Gloria's thighs. Then, reaching up to part Gloria's pussy hairs, Neil found Gloria's clitoris with his thumb as he tilted his head back and tongued her labia. Next, he slid the middle finger on his left hand inside Gloria and bent it back and up onto her G-spot.
Then he placed the thumb of his right hand on Gloria's clitoris hood and pulled it back to fully expose Gloria's clit. Swirling his tongue up and over this delicious treat, Neil twirled his finger across Gloria's inner pleasure zone.
Barry had at least an inch of his probingly long tongue forced into Gloria's rectum as he held her jelly butt apart and vigorously tongue fucked her rear love passage.
It was too much for Gloria, who launched into her first pussy-spasming orgasm that night. Her fluids gushed over Neil's mouth, tongue and chin. There was so much that Neil was able to pool some in his mouth. Standing, he kissed Gloria and fed her juices into her mouth.
Excited beyond words by this reversal of the normal scheme of things. I.e., her feeding a guy's semen back to him. Gloria's pussy exploded again.
"Someone has to stick a cock in me right now!" Gloria demanded.
Neil waited for Barry to decide which of them would have her first.
"We'll spit-roast her first, mate," Barry said. "Gloria gives the best head. Why don't you try her mouth first?"
Not bothering to move from where she was, Gloria immediately bent over and took Neil's cock in her mouth. Unfortunately, this meant her ass was too high for the shorter Barry to enter. Looking around, Barry spied a stack of four telephone books left under the house phone from back when they still made them.
'They'll work perfectly,' Barry thought. So he quickly moved them behind Gloria.
To help him, Gloria kicked off her heels. Then, with the added height from the phonebooks, Barry easily slid into Gloria's soppingly wet cunt. But, because Barry was still a little low, he had to stand on tip-toes and fuck upward. This angle rubbed the underside of his screamingly erect cock across Gloria's G-spot. And caused Barry's cock's head to run along the top of the inside of Gloria's vulva.
It meant Barry's cock pressed firmly against all sides of Gloria's vulva simultaneously for the first time.
With a surprised grunt, Gloria came again. Her juices flowed down across Barry's balls and dripped onto the floor.
Barry, surprised by Gloria cumming so quickly, had to stop thrusting or lose his load into Gloria's cunt. Barry wasn't wearing protection and wasn't sure if his buddy Neil would want to go 'sloppy seconds'. Holding his hips still, Barry reached around and found Gloria's overripe melons with his hands.
Then, taking her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, Barry forcefully twisted and tweaked those plump nubs, adding bites to Gloria's mid-back as he did. He was rewarded with a low groan from Gloria.
Neil wasn't overly well endowed, having only a standard, slightly less than 6-inch dick. So, Gloria could swallow him all readily. Cupping his balls with one hand and milking his shaft with her other, Gloria worked on bringing Neil swiftly to orgasm. She wanted Neil to cum in her mouth quickly because she wanted to see if Barry would accept Neil's seed from her mouth.
'If he does,' Gloria thought. 'Maybe I can convince Neil and Barry to get it on together so I can watch and masturbate. Gawd, I love watching two guys going at it.'
Neil's eyes rolled back, and his hands flew to Gloria's head. Then, trying to pump into Gloria's willing mouth harder, he groaned, "Fuck, Gloria. You're one talented cock-sucking whore. I'm going to cum in your mouth, okay?"
Gloria showed her willingness to accept Neil's seed by sucking voraciously and pumping his cock harder. With a loud moan, Neil dumped his nut sack into Gloria's slurping, gulping mouth.
Standing and turning, making Barry's hands leave her tits and dick to exit her pussy, Gloria held Barry's head. Then she kissed him and pushed Neil's semen into Barry's mouth with her tongue.
Barry's head rocked back as he felt Neil's cum entering through his lips, but Gloria held his head tight and pushed her tongue forward more firmly.
'This is what you signed up for, Baz,' Barry told himself. 'Letting Gloria take you on a sexual journey. Take her offering. Learn to enjoy it.'
Barry closed his eyes and let his friend's jism slide across his tongue and down his throat. He didn't think it tasted better than Olivia's, but he thought he was getting used to the taste.
Turning back to Neil, Gloria commanded, "You. Up on the bed, on your back. You'd better not have gone soft on me because I want you in my ass, like, right now!"
Neil hadn't softened at all. On the contrary, watching Barry accept his seed from Gloria's mouth had him hotter than Hades just after The Devil had stoked the furnaces. He was on the bed in a flash, holding his cock upright, ready for Gloria's ass.
Gloria climbed onto the bed and stood with her feet on either side of Neil's knees. Then lowering herself, Gloria first sat on Neil's upper thighs before moving her hand beside Neil's upper body to rest on. Next, she pulled her feet out from under her ass, leant back to take her weight on her hand and raised her ass above Neil's rigidly erect cock.
Reaching behind her hips and grunting a little from the effort, Gloria took Neil's dick in her hand and guided it onto her rosebud. Then, with a relieved sigh, Gloria let her hips sink and felt Neil's cock pop through her ass' sphincter and into her bowel.
Placing her other hand beside Neil's body opposite the one already in place allowed Gloria to balance on her hands, push down with her heels and lift and lower her ass along Neil's wang.
Barry stood beside the bed, masturbating as he watched Gloria position herself on Neil. He wanted to move to the end of the bed and watch as Gloria accepted his friend's cock into her ass, but he wasn't sure he was ready to see that yet.
Gloria patted her pussy, "Get that magnificent tongue of yours onto my cunt, Baz. Hurry now."
Hearing Gloria use such a rude epithet made Barry's todger jump. He swiftly knelt on the bed but quickly realised the only way he could comply was to either spread Neil's legs so he could kneel between them or spread his thighs around Neil's shins.
In a moment of daring, Barry decided to split his thighs and kneel around Neil. Barry knew his stiff cock would inevitably rub against his friend's shins and feet. But fucking Olivia had Barry curious to explore man-on-man sex more.
Spreading Gloria's labia, Barry circled her pleasure nub with his tongue before licking down to Gloria's pussy lips and onto the entrance to her vulva. With Gloria raising and lowering her hips, Barry needed to move his head up and down with her. His tongue either ran along his friend's shaft or across Neil's balls as it followed Gloria's pussy.
It took Barry a few minutes to realise that Neil had moved his foot and was tickling Barry's balls with his toes. 'Fuck.' Barry thought. 'That actually feels quite good.'
Gloria suspected something was happening between Neil and Barry because Barry began moaning and thrusting his hips as he tongued her. Barry's hands were both on her pussy, so he wasn't playing with himself. Therefore Neil had to be doing something.
Taking the bull by the horns, Gloria lifted her ass off Neil's cock, grabbed a wet wipe from the package beside the bed and swiftly cleaned Neil's cock. Then taking Barry's head in her right hand, she pulled him down beside her as she took Neil's dick in her other hand and mouth.
Letting Neil's cock out of her mouth, Gloria offered it to Barry.
'This wasn't the plan,' Barry thought. 'Neil and I were supposed to fuck Gloria. It wasn't me and Gloria fucking Neil.'
But he couldn't resist Gloria's gentle insistence. Slowly, timidly, he took Neil's cock into his mouth. Barry had willingly sucked John/Olivia, but Olivia was so gorgeous it was easy to forget she was a man. However, there was no denying that his friend was a man, and Barry was sucking him off.
Neil couldn't believe his eyes. He knew he should stand and punch his friend in the face for daring to try to blow him. But Gloria had his mind in a spin. Her blatant, aggressive sexuality had him willing to allow just about anything to keep sampling her charms.
Neil's cock, initially deflated as Barry took it into his mouth. But when Barry's lips sealed around Neil's shaft, and Barry's tongue swirled over his cock's head and around his glans, Neil's dick burst back into life.
Neil found Barry's head with his hands and guided his friend up and down his shaft. Neil tried to encourage Barry to take more, but Barry's gag reflex wouldn't allow it. But when Gloria swung a leg over Neil's head and sat on his face, Neil lost it.
"Fuck!" Neil groaned as Gloria's hot, wet snatch settled onto his tongue.
Licking Gloria's juices, Neil blew his first-ever load into a man's mouth.
Barry figured his friend's cock was probably too sensitive to touch after orgasming. So he left it alone and moved up Neil's chest to enter Gloria. Barry's balls came to rest on his friend's chin. Then, to Barry's surprise, Neil shifted his mouth so he could tongue Barry's balls and lap Gloria's juice-leaking pussy entrance.
Unfortunately, this moved Neil's tongue off Gloria's clitoris. Barry's cock wasn't big enough to rub the pleasure zones inside Gloria's pussy hard enough for her to cum. She needed the extra sensation of a tongue on her clitoris to orgasm. Gloria grabbed a handful of Neil's hair and forced his mouth back onto her clit.
With the stimulation now perfect, Gloria relaxed and came. Visions of watching Neil fuck Barry burst through her imagination, and she exploded through numerous back-to-back orgasms.
Satiated for now, Gloria rolled off Neil and sat with her back leant against the wall. Lifting and spreading her knees, exposing her juicy slit to the boys, Gloria asked, "So, which of you is going to ass fuck the other as I watch?"
Neil and Barry stared at each other, 'This is not what I signed up for,' Neil thought.
But his friend was looking at him strangely. Then, suddenly looking down, embarrassed, Barry muttered, "Ever since I fucked Olivia, I've wondered what it would be like to take a cock in my ass. I'm game, Neil. If you are?"



'Who the fuck is Olivia?' Neil wondered.
He was about to refuse and leave when Gloria said, "You can dump a load each into all three of my holes after you've fucked Barry, Neil. How does that sound?"
Suddenly eager, Neil asked, "Will you suck me hard between holes?"
"I'll even rim your ass to get you hard if you want," Gloria confirmed.
Deciding that fucking his mate was a small price to pay to cum in Gloria three times, Neil asked, "How do you want me to do him?"
"Doggie, baby," Gloria replied. "That way, you can concentrate on how good it feels being in an ass and not look at your friend's face."
"Okay," Neil responded.
"I'll get him ready for you, honey," Gloria told Neil. "Barry, on your knees on the floor. Put your chest on the bed."
Once Barry was in position, Gloria knelt and tongued his ass. Slipping a finger into Barry's ass, she slowly stretched him until Barry could accept a second and then a third finger. To Barry's delighted surprise, having Gloria's fingers in his ass felt awesome. But, when Gloria's fingers found his prostate, Barry almost begged Neil to fuck him.
Moaning, Barry unwittingly thrust his hips back at Gloria's invading fingers.
He's ready for you, baby," Gloria intoned. "Be gentle until you feel Barry pushing back at you. Then fuck him like you mean to."
Neil squatted and introduced the rampantly erect head of his cock to Barry's asshole. Then, placing his hand on Barry's shoulder, Neil slowly drove his almost 6-inch dick into Barry's ass. Barry jumped as Neil broke through his knot but soon felt a divine feeling of completion as Neil completely filled his ass.
Barry moaned, "Oh, my goodness! Who would have thought having a cock in your ass could feel so good?"
"Me, for one," Gloria muttered as she took her vibrator out of her handbag.
Then, leaning back against the wall, she thrust the buzzing vibrator into her cunt and tweaked her nipples, watching Neil fuck her man.
'If Barry hasn't asked me to marry him by the end of the week, I'm going to ask him,' Gloria decided. With some more encouragement, he'll be just like daddy, except liking cock.'
Gloria had no idea her dad was a cock sucking crossdresser.

Wrapping this chapter up.

Neil came in Barry's ass. Unfortunately, this freaked him out, and he bolted for home. Gloria caught up with him the next day and convinced him he wasn't gay. As promised, Neil got to cum in all three of Gloria's holes.
Barry asked Gloria to marry him the next morning. The events leading up to their marriage will be explored in chapter three. Assuming there's enough interest for me to continue.
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How to Expand your Wife's Horizons.

This submission was initially released under the category of Loving Wives. Unfortunately, this and another offering earned me so much abuse that I seriously considered removing all my stories and closing my account.
I will leave comments open, but please, if all you're going to do is write an anonymous derogatory insult, don't bother. Please don't bother because I'll delete the comment and turn off all comments.

Chapter 1: Explanations and Motivations.

After I wrote the manual "How to Make a Sissy", I received numerous emails asking if I could write a similar workbook on how to open a woman's sexuality up. It seemed that many men wanted their wives to play and experiment, but they had no idea of how to go about helping and encouraging their wives' promiscuity.
I have always responded, "I don't know if I can write that manual because I have no real idea how to do it."
It has finally occurred to me that I kind of do.
The following is how I moved my wife from a 'suppressed Christian girl' to a sexually confident BDSM switch.
Warning: As with almost any change you make, that change comes with a price. If you introduce your wife to lesbian sex, don't be surprised when you discover you could do it so easily because she is a lesbian.
Also, don't be surprised if she quickly surpasses you and becomes a 'hot wife', or perhaps more accurately, a 'slut wife'.
And don't be surprised if your marriage breaks down.
Lastly, remember that the fantasy of watching your wife being fucked by another man is awesome, but the reality can be starkly confronting. Especially when you realise the guy doing your wife is doing her way better than you and that she has cum harder with him than at any time with you.
With these warnings in mind, let's begin the story...
My wife and I moved in together when I was twenty-two and she was twenty-three. We had decided to live together to 'give it a go' for the sake of our unborn child that Vicky was carrying. Thirty-seven years later, this week, we've agreed to 'give it a go' for another year.
When I came to know her, Vicky was a good Christian girl living at home with her parents, Majors Edmond and Cheryl Booker of The Salvation Army. Ed and Cheryl were Vicky's foster parents. Vicky was a victim of abuse and had been taken from her biological parent's home and placed with the Bookers when she was quite young.
We were both inpatients at a mental health facility when we met. Vicky was there because she was self-harming. I was there because I had a rage episode where I blanked out and hospitalised a man I'd found in bed with my wife.
The court gave me a choice between committing myself and getting help for my anger issues or going to jail--an easy decision to make.
Vicky and I hit it off immediately and were lovers less than a week later.
At that time, Vicky and I were both married to others, as neither of us had gotten our divorce yet. I had been briefly married to the woman, Mistress Eliza, described in my series 'My Introduction to BDSM'. Vicky had married some complete tosser in the false belief he loved her.
This bastard both beat her and cheated on her.
As part of her self-harm regime, Vicky was anorexic and slowly starving herself to death. Even so, to my eyes, she was gorgeous. She still is. In those glorious days of our young love, my wife stood a tiny 5-ft. 4-in. (163 cm) tall and weighed a meagre 88 lbs. (40 kg).
Vicky was a social jogger who ran around 20 miles (32 km) weekly. My soon-to-be wife had auburn hair, flashing green eyes, and a bright white smile. Nobody would describe Vicky as beautiful, not even me, but she is beyond pretty, especially when she smiles.
Even anorexic, Vicky's legs and ass were lithe and toned. Vicky has (still) a tight, gorgeously round butt. In those days, her breasts were firm ripe apples on her thin chest. They have the biggest, most dying for someone to nibble on, nipples.
With childbirth, my wife's breasts grew from a B cup to a glorious Double D.
I was still training, hoping that a spinal injury I had suffered playing rugby would repair itself sufficiently and I could begin track athletics again. Every week, I ran between 40 and 60 miles (64 and 97 km), depending on what my spine would let me do.
I stood 6-ft. 4 in. tall (193 cm) and weighed a lean 174 lbs (79 kg). I was doing aerobics, circuit training, and lifting weights to make up for the lack of distance I could run. I was so toned that you could draw virtually all of the various muscle groups over my body because they were that well-defined.
Friendship was the first thing that bloomed between Vicky and me. We found each other to be almost kindred spirits and could talk for hours about just about anything.
Vicky loved that I was tall, athletic and very self-confident.
I tend to be a 'helper' or, maybe, 'rescuer' is a more apt description. I like to be needed. I like people relying on me and needing me. At that time, no one was more needful than Vicky, and I became her protector, her Knight in Shining Armour. I liked it, but I already knew that I would need to help Vicky become self-dependent and be her own woman for our relationship to last a lifetime.
To achieve this, I had to build Vicky's self-confidence.
Weirdly, although she was anorexic, Vicky believed she was fat, dowdy and unattractive. So once Vicky knew me well enough to know it was a joke, I nicknamed her 'Chubby'. Thirty-seven years later, Vicky is still tiny, toned and delicious, and I still call her by that name.

Chapter 2: In the Beginning.

I was allowed to leave the hospital after completing my anger management course. Another month passed before Vicky was considered 'no longer a danger to herself' and was also released.
In those pre-mobile phone days, staying in contact was much more difficult than today. Close to three months passed before Vicky found a phone number for me. She phoned my workplace and left the receptionist a number on which she could be reached.
Unfortunately, that receptionist forgot to give me the message. Hence, another month passed before I learned a number to return Vicky's call. As you can imagine, Vicky was royally pissed at me when I called her. She thought I had ditched her now that we were both out of the hospital.
Sidebar: Our First Night.
I've missed something here. So let me back up a second and tell you about the first time Vicky and I made love.
To impress Mistress Eliza, I completed a remedial massage course. Until a few years ago, when arthritis in my thumbs cruelled my abilities, I gave the best massages. One of my specialties is giving face massages.
One evening, in the hospital's shared common room, I offered one to Vicky. I sat on the sofa, and Vicky sat on the floor between my legs. Vicky had dressed for bed as it was close to lights out. With a baggy top covered by a loosely tied robe on and her being below me, I could see down her top and across the mounds of her breasts to just short of her lusciously big nipples.
With her head tipped back, Vicky had to have been aware of how big my erection was, given the back of her head was resting on my thighs very close to it.
This night was the first time my body had a physical reaction to the woman I'd marry. It was then that I knew I wanted more than friendship from this remarkable person.
During daylight hours, and with permission, the patients were allowed to wander the hospital's grounds. The morning after the massage, I invited Vicky for a walk around outside. Once we were out of sight of the office, I placed an arm around her shoulders, turned her towards me, and kissed her with every ounce of skill I had.
I've been an excellent kisser since being taught by a woman old enough to be my mother when I was barely old enough to be legally taught. I guess this is why I find women several years older than me so desirable.
I think Vicky had been waiting for this moment because she melted into my arms and returned the kiss as passionately as I was kissing her.
Breaking the kiss, we made a pact to meet in one of the empty rooms after lights out.
Not wanting to have a bed squeak on us, Vicky helped me pull the mattress off the bed and onto the floor. Then, taking her in my arms, I picked her up and lay her on the mattress. Lying beside her, I stroked her hair, whispered her name, and told her how beautiful I thought she was.
Vicky was way more nervous than I expected someone who had been married to be. I briefly wondered if she was a virgin before dismissing that notion as rubbish.
I stroked Vicky's hair, neck and shoulders until I felt her relax. When she did, I softly kissed the corner of her mouth.
"You okay, honey?" I asked. "Do you want me to continue?"
Vicky didn't answer, but she did turn her lips to mine and kiss me.
Keeping my hands away from anywhere sexual, I stroked Vicky's shoulders and neck as I used every skill I had to turn her on with my kissing.
I knew I was on the right track when Vicky pushed my robe off my shoulders, exposing my broad and hairy chest.
Undoing the sash around Vicky's waist, I peeled her robe back. Vicky still had pyjama bottoms on as well as the loose top described earlier.
Kissing her passionately, I lightly touched Vicky's belly button before splaying my hands wider and stroking up towards her breasts.
Vicky flinched when my fingers touched her belly. Her legs, which had slightly spread, jammed tightly back together.
"Shhh, baby," I whispered. "I promise not to do anything you don't want me to, okay? You will guide and allow everything. And if you want me to stop, I will, okay?"
Me saying that allowed Vicky to relax, and her legs fell back apart.
I kissed her more, stroking lightly back and forth beneath Vicky's breasts. When my fingertips touched the bottom of her breasts, Vicky broke the kiss, grabbed my fingers, turned her head away, and then gasped.
"You okay, baby doll?" I asked.
Nodding, Vicky turned back to me and kissed me with real passion for the first time that night. As she kissed me, Vicky lifted my hand onto her left breast. Still as softly as I could, I ran my fingers in small circles around her nipple before enlarging the circles I was drawing and circling her whole globe.
After a few seconds of doing this, Vicky moaned, and her hips lifted off the mattress.
Taking this cue, I pushed her top above her breasts, then lowered my mouth onto her right nipple. Continuously stroking up, over and around her left breast and nipple with my hand, I licked, lightly nibbled and suckled on her right pleasure node.
Vicky moaned again, took hold of my head in both hands, and then held me to her breasts. Switching back and forth, I made love to my later-to-be wife's breasts until I heard her panting and moaning in desire.
Hearing this, I began kissing down her stomach. When I reached her pyjama bottom's top, I hooked my thumbs into the elastic and started to slide them down over Vicky's hips.
Vicky's hands were still on my head, but as I lowered her pyjama bottom, Vicky gasped, "No,"
I stopped where I was and kissed Vicky's abdomen just above her pubis.
Another sensual moan escaped Vicky's lips before she said, "Yes, slowly, please."
Following this request, I carefully pushed the pyjama bottom down Vicky's thighs and shins and then off onto the floor.
As I sat up to remove my pyjama bottoms, Vicky lifted up, stripped off her top, and shrugged out of her robe.
We were naked in front of each other for the first time. I could see the ravaging effects of Vicky's anorexia in her bony ribs and chest, her sunken waist and how her pubic bone was so prominent.
I didn't care. She looked deliciously sexy to me.
Vicky was equally admiring of me, "You're so lean and yet, so muscly," she mused. "You're almost like that Michelangelo statue, David."
Showing off, I stretched by putting my hands behind my head and my elbows pushed back as far as possible.
Lips slightly parted, Vicky ran her eyes over my lean form hungrily. Then she lay on her back and spread her thighs, "Make love to me, John, please."
I was so aroused that if I had complied and entered her, I would probably have blown immediately. I wanted this first time to be something so special that she would remember it for the rest of her life, so I ignored her request and moved between her thighs before kissing where I had stopped earlier.
With my fingers on Vicky's nipples and kissing her smooth, soft skin, I moved in small increments downward. Kissing and licking across her pubic bone, I encountered Vicky's bush.
In these latter days, Vicky's pubic area is a 'well-manicured lawn', but back then, she was as hairy down there as any woman I've had the good fortune of making love to.
Just short of her clitoris, Vicky's thighs closed on my ears, "Oh, Gawd," she moaned. "Yes, please, but I'm scared, be gentle, okay?"
'Could it be that no one has gone down on her before?' I wondered.
I found out later that I was the first one she had allowed to perform oral sex on her.
Gasping and moaning as she held my head tightly to her pussy, Vicky allowed me to tongue her clit. Twice, she pulled up, then released and let me lower.
My tongue found her labia and the entrance to her vulva. Curling my tongue as tight as possible, I forced it inside as far as I could before letting it flatten out and lapping at her labia.
Moving back to her clitoris, I repeated this motion four more times before Vicky arched her body back, lifted her bum off the mattress, and then held my mouth hard against her clit.
"That is so good," she groaned.
Then, almost surprised (I thought), she said, "Oh. Oh, my. Oh, I'm going to cum!"
Sighing and shuddering, the woman I had already decided to spend the rest of my life with orgasmed on my tongue for the first of many times.
Pulling me up so she could kiss me, Vicky exclaimed, "I've never cum from someone else doing it before!"
'Really?' I thought. 'That's weird.'
I smiled and kissed her back, "The first of many times, Chubby, I promise."
"Will you make love to me now, John, please?" She asked.
'What have I just been doing?' I wondered but then understood what she meant. She wanted me to penetrate her and make her cum through penis in vagina sex.
Covering her tiny body with my long and lean one, I moved my hips until the head of my thick 7-inch penis was at the entrance to Vicky's pussy.
Looking deeply into her eyes, I smiled, then said, "You ready for me, baby?"
"Yes," Vicky breathily answered.
OMFG! She was so tight and so, so wet! Her vulva gripped my thick cock's head so deliciously firmly that I worried I wouldn't finish penetrating her before losing my lollies inside her. Her pussy was as hot as any I've been in before or since.
She, at 60, is still grippingly tight and just as wet and warm when we make love as she was back then.
Remembering my lessons from Liz and Becca, I started by pushing my pubic bone firmly against Vicky's clitoris and moving it in small circles over this area.
When I did that, Vicky's eyes flew open, and she groaned, "Oh, my lawd! I don't believe it. I'm going to... uh, uh, oh lawd, uh."
My wife isn't a squirter, but she does cream beautifully. She came so hard that her juices washed over my balls. All of this, and I hadn't even thrust inside her yet.
It was then that I learned my future wife was deliciously multi-orgasmic and that, if I was patient, I could drive her through seven or eight orgasmic events at a time. Even more, sometimes.
Lying forward onto her body, I shifted my forearms under her shoulders so I could rest on my elbows. Holding the tops of Vicky's shoulders, I began thrusting my cock inside her. Every third or fourth stroke, I'd pause to grind my pubis against Vicky's clit again.
A problem began to appear after I'd been inside Vicky for around five minutes. Her pubis was so bony from her anorexia that it was bruising mine. From what I could hear and feel, Vicky was quickly climbing Mount Orgasmic, so I decided that pain was a problem for later.
As I stroked into her, Vicky came.
With her eyes wide and wondering, my future wife said, "Thrice! You've made me cum three times!
"Oh goodness," She suddenly exclaimed. "Make that four, oh my," she groaned again. "What have you done to me?"
I'm not sure, but I believe having been denied sexual pleasure for so long before I had so suddenly released it, Vicky's body was revelling in being able to orgasm. Vicky had four more orgasms before she pleaded for me to cum inside her because her pussy was sore.
Vicky surprised me by cumming again as I orgasmed inside her.
Men like to either get up and go as soon as they've cum, or roll over and sleep. I learned from my time with Liz and Becca that women need time to come down and recover from their lovemaking. Their lover needs to kiss and stroke them and talk inanities to them until they're ready to sleep or get up.
Vicky and I lay there kissing and cuddling for some time before Vicky reluctantly said, "We'd better go back to our wards before they do the nightly head count."
Nodding my agreement, I joined her in getting dressed.
Kissing one last time before we left the room, I sent Vicky out before waiting a couple of minutes and slipping off to my room.
Vicky and I made surreptitious love in that hospital many times before I was released. There was one memorable night when Vicky had been allowed an evening pass to attend the theatre with friends. When she left for the theatre, the bed opposite me in my part of the ward had been empty.
Vicky came back around 10.00 pm, right after lights out. She slipped into my bed, pulled me on top of her and demanded, "Fuck me, stud, I'm really horny."
I didn't care that the other bed had been filled and that we had an audience. It was exciting to put on a show for some random guy, so I fucked Vicky through five or six back-to-back orgasms before grunting vociferously as I filled her pussy full of cum.
Climbing out of bed, Vicky kissed my cheek before saying, "Thanks, baby."
It was only then, when the guy in the other bed said, "Well, fuck me," that Vicky realised someone else was in the room.
Laughing, she ran out.
Back to the story...
...Vicky was royally pissed at me...
After I'd explained what happened and pointed out that I, too, thought I'd been dumped because it had been four months before I'd heard from her, she calmed down and agreed to meet.
I'm early to everything. I don't think my wife has been on time for anything. I was at the restaurant thirty minutes before our booking. Vicky waltzed in thirty minutes after the booking time.
By then, I had decided she wasn't coming forty-five times and had decided to leave forty-four times. But when I saw her at the Maître D's desk, I knew this woman was my one. The woman destined for me.
It was like we'd never spent a moment apart. We chatted, laughed and joked about everything and anything during dinner.
When we'd finished, I invited her back to the house I was about to lose to Mistress Elizabeth in a court case, and we fucked through the night.
Vicky was an enrolled nurse, but she had taken a break from nursing and was working for a travelling sales company. Depending on sales, she would be in a different town or city every second week.
I was selling electronic point-of-sale equipment for a company in Hamilton, New Zealand. My job required me to travel all over New Zealand's North Island.
Vicky and I became 'bonk buddies'. If we happened to be in the same city on the same night, we'd have dinner, then spend the night fucking. In the morning, we'd go our separate ways.



We continued this for over a year. Between times with Vicky, I'd returned to the lifestyle I described in 'My Introduction'. My heart really wasn't into it, however. Instead, I thought about asking Vicky to take a job in Hamilton and move in with me.
Fate was to take that decision out of my hands.
A Wednesday night, only a few minutes before closing time, Vicky phoned the company I worked for.
"Can you come and see me tonight, John, please?" She asked.
"Sure, are you at your flat?"
"No. I'm in Rotorua."
A little over an hour's travel time is nothing here in Australia. In New Zealand, it seemed like the other side of the planet.
Equivocating, I answered, "How long are you going to be there for? I could come down on the weekend if you want?"
"No. Can you come down tonight, please?"
Trying to work out why she would need to see me so urgently, the answer suddenly hit me, "Are you pregnant?" I asked.
Bursting into tears, Vicky wailed, "Yes."
"Where are you staying?"
The motel she was at was on the northern side of Rotorua on the main road into town. Breaking all speed limits, I was there under an hour later.
We had dinner in the motel's restaurant. During dinner, we carefully avoided the reason I was there. Taking a walk along the water's edge after dinner, we finally discussed the elephant in the room.
"I'm sorry, Chubby, but I have to ask this. Are you sure it's mine?"
Nodding grimly, Vicky responded, "It has to be. You're the only one I'm currently having sex with."
A little disbelievingly, I responded, "You're out on the road visiting all these different people and towns, but you're not having sex with anyone?"
I would have been. I would've been banging every slut I could.
Vicky stopped. I took a couple of steps before realising she'd stopped, then turned back.
Looking at me intently, my soon-to-be wife stated, "Before you, I never enjoyed sex. I used to let my husband fuck me because that's what a good wife does. The only orgasms I ever had before you were when I played with myself."
Turning back to the motel, she flung back over her shoulder, "Go back to Hamilton. I'll deal with this myself."
I stopped her with a hand on her shoulder. Vicky turned to me with her green eyes flashing. It was then that I realised she had a temper to match mine and was possibly even more stubborn than I was.
"Don't touch me!" She yelled.
Laughing, I hugged then kissed her, "Chubby, I had to ask."
Slightly mollified, Vicky answered, "I guess you did."
To cover all bases, I asked, "Do you want an abortion?"
I 100% support that it is a woman's choice, and I would rally in the streets to protect that choice. I just think it's a bad choice, especially for the unborn child. If Vicky had wanted an abortion, I would have accepted it and helped her to get it. But, any relationship between us would have ended then.
How could I have a relationship with someone who had killed one of my kids?
"I can't," Vicky replied. "According to the doctor, I'm already more than twelve weeks pregnant."
"What do you want to do?" I asked.
"What do you?"
"We're good together," I answered. "Why don't we move in together on a trial basis and see how it goes? No promises, no declarations of undying love, just two people who like each other, giving it a go for the sake of the child we've created together."
That's what we did. We rented a small flat on Hamilton's western side and set up house.
As luck would have it, I got fired a week later, and Vicky struggled to find a nursing job. It didn't matter. We were young, in love, and nothing could stop us. We took whatever jobs we could find, and we made do: picking berries, labouring, anything that paid an income.
The flat was fully furnished, which meant we had everything necessary to live--a bed, fridge, washing machine, a sofa, and a couple of chairs.
We worked together for many of the jobs we could find. We enjoyed that.
When Vicky was around the eighth month of her pregnancy, we had an opportunity to buy a sports store franchise. Gathering every resource we had, we managed the deposit, purchased the store then moved to Wellington to operate it.
There was a gap of close to two months between purchasing the franchise and being able to take over. In this gap, our first child was born--a bouncing baby boy weighing just shy of eight pounds (3.6 kg).
Once we settled in Wellington, I started on my plan to help Vicky develop some self-confidence. I began by making her dump most of her clothing. Being a victim of abuse, Vicky dressed very conservatively. Chubby has a great body, and I wanted her to wear things that would emphasise her assets. Namely, her high tight boobs and taut round ass.
Vicky didn't want to wear the first outfit I had chosen for her because it was so foreign to how she typically dressed. Finally, after a number of tears and tantrums, she flounced, "All right, I'll wear the damned thing, then. But when everybody laughs at me, I'm blaming you."
The outfit garnered her a heap of compliments. To this day, I select most of her outfits. I have an excellent eye for colour and can put together clothes combinations that match well with a person's hair, eye, skin colour, and body shape.
Vicky and my sex life was excellent, but it was very much 'vanilla sex'. Consisting of some oral followed by plain old dick in pussy fucking. Having lived with Liz and Becca for almost two years, I was accustomed to a far greater variety of sexual experiences.

Chapter 3: Introducing Sexual Variety.

Working slowly and patiently, I started to introduce different types of sexual activities to our lovemaking.
Guys, to give you some idea of what you may be up against, it took me six months just to get Vicky to allow me to finger her ass as I serviced her pussy with my tongue. It took close to another six months before she let me lick it.
During this learning phase, I ensured Vicky achieved several orgasms every time I made love to her. When she resisted me doing something new, I reassured her I liked doing it. I also pointed out that whenever I introduced something new, she came hard and often every time.
Once Vicky was comfortable with the idea her ass could be a pleasure zone, I began working on getting her to allow me to fuck her in there.
I started by exerting more and more pressure on her rosebud as I rimmed her with my tongue. For months, whenever I pushed my tongue against her ring, Vicky would protest, "dirty", then twitch her bottom away from my mouth.
With two of my fingers inside her pussy, Vicky couldn't deny that her body loved what I was doing, as her pussy's sphincter would clench down on my fingers when I pushed my tongue onto her ring. But she refused to admit her enjoyment to herself, let alone me.
When Vicky accepted being 'tongue fucked' in the ass as a pleasure she enjoyed, I changed my tongue for my finger. I had to follow the same patient process as before. Voicing no complaint or offering any observations that her body obviously enjoyed it by how wet her pussy was. Instead, I would move my finger away, work on bringing Vicky closer to orgasm, and then reintroduce the finger.
Several months later, I could insert my finger into the third knuckle as my wife orgasmed and clenched her ass down onto my finger as she moaned, "Oh Gawd, is that good. Oh, so very good."
Waiting until Vicky had accepted some ass play as something she loved, I added a second, then third finger, stretching her hole wide enough to take my thick 7-inch cock.
One night, as we made love, I never touched her pussy at all. The only stimulation she was getting was through my fingers and tongue on and in her ass.
After around thirty minutes of this, Vicky begged, "Make love to me now, baby. I need you inside me."
Putting her legs over my shoulders, I pushed her hips back until her rosebud was high enough for me to penetrate.
"I'm going to slip my dick in your ass, honey, okay?"
Vicky froze, "No! It's just going to hurt."
"Yes, baby, it will," I told her truthfully. "As my cock's head pops through your ass' sphincter, it will hurt for a brief moment. But once your ass relaxes, you're going to love it, I promise."
Nodding fearfully, Vicky allowed me to continue.
I slid my dick into her ass until I felt the resistance of her knot. Then, holding still there, I leaned forward to suck, lick and nibble on her breasts. As I felt her legs relax, I straightened to spread my hand over Vicky's clit, slipped my thumb into her vulva, and found her Gspot.
With my thumb on her most intimate pleasure spot, it didn't take long before Vicky's ass' sphincter released as her other sphincters pulsed in reaction to the pleasure she was receiving.
With the pressure released, I could push home with only a slight twitch and moan from my wife. Once I had slid all 7 inches inside her, I held still, kissing her softly and stroking her erogenous zones as I gave her ass time to adjust to having a cock inside it for the first time.
It didn't take long before Vicky's eyes opened, then closed, followed by a deep guttural moan of, "I don't believe how good that feels. I feel so full. It feels unbelievably intense. Fuck me, baby, please. Gently though, because I'm still scared it will hurt."
Working carefully, I began moving a little way back and forth inside her ass. As Vicky's moans and arousal grew, I lengthened my strokes until I was pumping all 7-inches in and out of her ass.
I wanted my wife to enjoy the sensation of a cock breaking through her knot, so I pulled everything out of her before pushing back in several times as she rode the sensations up to her approaching orgasm.
Biting her lips to stifle her moans, my wife came from anal sex for the first of many times.
Now she had allowed me to add anal to our sexcapades, I began introducing other activities.
Because Vicky had already made love to me in front of an audience, starting there seemed logical. So initially only doing it when there was no one in eyesight, I started seducing my wife in public places.
Vicky was very much a prude in those days, so trying to get her to let me even feel her up in a public place was problematic. Every time I slipped a hand up her skirt, groped her bottom, or brushed the backs of my hands across her nipples, Vicky would jump away and mutter, "Stop it".
But like having to break a filly to the bridal, I kept lightly touching these areas until Vicky became accustomed to it and relaxed enough to enjoy it. This project culminated with me fucking Vicky as she bent over the rail on the Hawkesbury River's Newcastle Expressway lookout.
Vicky had braved wearing a very short skirt sans knickers for the first time. It was New Year's Eve, and fireworks were exploding all over, under and around the bridge. There must have been twenty or even thirty other people at that spot.
We had gotten there early to get a good viewing position. Because Vicky is so short compared to me, I suggested I stand behind her to make more room for the others. As the first of the other viewers walked to the platform, I pushed Vicky forwards over the railing, lifted her skirt, then unzipped and pulled my cock out before sliding it into her pussy from behind.
Vicky and I had gone out for dinner before moving to the lookout, and I had spent the car trip turning her on, so she was very wet and aroused. She muttered a complaint and tried to move off my dick, but I was holding her tight.
With my arms wrapped around her so she couldn't move, and my dick buried in her pussy, my wife didn't dare struggle or protest too loudly lest the other onlookers saw what we were doing.
Initially, Vicky lost her arousal as she was terrified of being caught. But when she realised no one was aware, or if they were, didn't care, Vicky started to get into it. The first I knew that my wife was getting into being fucked in such a public place was when the heat in her pussy raged, and the wetness returned.
Next, Vicky began clenching down on my tool, trying to make me cum. The joke was on her, though, because I had total control of myself. As she pulsed on my cock, I moved my hips back and forth in a barely noticeable fashion.
With this angle, the underside of my cock's head and shaft were pressed against Vicky's Gspot. The slight hip movement and her gripping down on my dick caused my wife to orgasm. Taking my hand in both of hers, Vicky bit down on my wrist to stifle her moans and groans.
I think, now that she had cum, she expected me to surreptitiously back out of her and put my cock away. I didn't. I took advantage of the fact she is multi-orgasmic to fuck her through four more cum events before the fireworks show ended.
We waited on that spot until all the other revellers had departed before my wife dropped to her knees and blew me into a stupendous orgasm. I hadn't wanted to cum inside her pussy as we stood there because my cum would have leaked back out and down her inner thighs, making it obvious what we had been doing.

Chapter 4: Moving to Australia.

In 1986, after nine years of National Party rule under Sir Robert 'Piggy' Muldoon, the Nationals were swept from power by the incoming David Lange/Roger Douglas Labor Government.
In a program called 'Rogernomics' by the press, the Lange government made massive changes to New Zealand's financial infrastructure. The least of which was the introduction of a GST.
Inflation, which had already spiralled out of control under Piggy Muldoon, went astronomical. Then, in 1987, came the 'Black Wednesday Stock Market Crash'.
The interest rate on our loan surged from 10% to 33.33%. At the same time, the rental on our inner city store blew out from $1500 per square metre per year to $3300 per square metre.
Doing the math, I quickly realised we could cope with one expense rise, or the other, but not both. Talking it over with Vicky, we decided that all we could do was shut the store down and salvage what we could.
I felt ashamed that I had failed and had no desire to try again in New Zealand's current economic climate. So, with the princely sum of $379 and an unpaid debt of $7500, we moved to Brisbane, Queensland, Australia, with our eighteen-month-old son to start again.
We chose Brisbane, as opposed to Sydney or Melbourne like most of our compatriots, because Vicky had relatives we could stay with until we could find jobs and a place to rent.
$7500 was a lot of money in those days. It took us almost three years to pay it back and clear our bad credit history.
Being a nurse, Vicky had little problem immediately securing a job, so I played house-husband until the New Year.
This turn of events had the bonus effect of forcing Vicky to take a more dominant role and played a big part in her progression from a shy wallflower to the strong and confident woman she is today. As our family's only provider, Vicky was forced into taking more responsibility, which helped her self-confidence enormously.
In February 1988, I started work as a showroom salesperson for a large, worldwide electronics store. My career progressed swiftly with this company. In less than three months, I was promoted to showroom manager for a store that, at the time, was the biggest in Australia.
Six months later, I was promoted to area manager for Rockhampton.
Things were going well, and our relationship was strong, so we decided to try for another child. We expected Vicky to take some time to fall pregnant because she had been on the pill since the birth of our first child.
It seemed that the day after she stopped taking her pill, Vicky fell pregnant. Finally, after some birthing difficulties, our second son came into this world.
We wanted one of us to stay home with the baby for at least the first two years. Because I had a secure job and Vicky had maternity leave, Vicky became a house mum again.
Ironically, Vicky seemed to take a backward step into being subservient to me again. No longer being an equal-paying partner seemed to make her think she had to surrender herself and her personality to me once more.
My career with this company ended in late 1991. I was the regional manager for Sydney, running fourteen showrooms, two warehouses, a collections department and an accounts department, and I had a staff of 192. During a Board of Directors meeting, I told the company's Australian CEO exactly what I thought of him. It's a very closed shop at Australia's top end of the corporate ladder. Now that I had a reputation as being 'difficult to work with', no company would give me a similar position.
Neither of us wanted to live in Sydney, so we packed up and moved back to Brisbane.
Late 1991 and early 1992 was a dark time for me, and I fell into the first of my many subsequent battles with the 'black dog' of depression. I had no desire to try and pick myself up and look for another career and had no idea what to do, even if I did have that desire.
I tried selling real estate. I'm a top-notch salesperson and can do the proverbial 'sell refrigerators to the Inuit people'.
Actually, that always seemed a simple proposition to me. These people wouldn't need the fridge to keep things cold, but a fridge would keep their foodstuffs from freezing.
Even though I'm a gifted salesperson, I dread cold calling. The beginning of your career in real estate is all about the 'cold call', and I sucked at it. This drove me further into depression because here was another career I was failing at.
Because I wasn't making any money, Vicky had to put our children into day-care and get a job. In my mind, her having to do that outlined in stark relief what a failure I was.
During this time, I met Marla again. I had briefly met Marla earlier when I was the showroom manager at Indooroopilly. She came in to rent some home electronic equipment, and I served her, then took the items out and installed them.
She reminded me a lot of my ex-wife, Mistress Eliza, and was around the same number of years older than me that Liz is. I was immediately sexually attracted to her but made no effort to pursue this as I was happily married.
In my depressed state, meeting her again rekindled my ardour.
Vicky and I were still making love, but not as often or as vigorously as before because Vicky was always tired, and I was depressed.
With my body reacting so strongly to Marla, I made the mistake of falling into an affair with her.
The first night Marla and I fucked there was no 'making love' to it, it was pure animalistic lust. I discovered that night that Marla was into BDSM, only she was submissive.
Marla and I conducted a torrid six-month affair before we were, inevitably, found out. During this time, I delighted in revisiting some of my earlier experiences, only this time as the Top.
Vicky took the boys and left.
Moving in with Marla, I quickly discovered how big a mistake I had made, so I broke it off.
It took some time, but Vicky and I reconciled later in 1992. Interestingly, our breakup was a good thing for Vicky. Living alone whilst raising two boys taught her that she didn't have to rely on me, and she learned that she could be self-sufficient.
By the end of 1992, Australia entered the 'recession we had to have'. Jobs were scarce, and inflation was running high. So I did what many people of that era did. I 'bought' myself a job. I bought a taxi licence to own and operate a cab within Brisbane's metropolitan taxi district.
As part of our reconciliation, Vicky and I chose to formalise our relationship by getting married. Ed and Cheryl agreed to do the ceremony, so our small family took a holiday back in New Zealand for this joyous occasion.
During our separation, Vicky had begun exercising every day again. Although she wasn't big by any stretch of the imagination, she had come to match her nickname of 'Chubby'. At 32, Vicky was back to being toned, shapely and gorgeous.



Some people don't age well. My wife has matured like a fine wine. The older she gets, the more beautiful she becomes.
With her enhanced physical appearance, I encouraged her to wear more revealing outfits. Dresses that clung to her slim body, big tits and taut ass, barely covering that last item.
Because of her stronger self-belief, Vicky began to enjoy showing her assets off in these outfits, and she loved the wolf whistles and catcalls she received when wearing them.

Chapter 5: Involving Others.

Because I'd spent so many fantastic times fucking Liz and Becca simultaneously, I wanted to re-experience some of those exceptional events. Unfortunately, my infidelity made introducing another person into our relationship tricky, but I was determined to try.
As part of my marriage vows, I uttered the phrase, "I can't promise you wealth and riches, but I promise that our time together will never be boring." I've used that paragraph as an excuse for much I've done to and with my wife.
"At least it wasn't boring," I'll inform her as she stands there exasperated at something I've done.
In late 2002, I grew curious about what events like the spread of AIDS and HIV and the advent of widespread internet usage had done to the BDSM community.
When I'd been involved in the scene during and after my time with Mistress Eliza, the BDSM community was small but incredibly active. If someone decided they wanted to join a local munch, that person would need to do some very careful research and then make a few discreet phone calls. If they could convince the person on the other end of the phone they were genuine, they would be invited to the next munch. Only then would they be given an invite to an event.
I hadn't had this problem because I was introduced as Mistress Eliza's latest toy when she took me as her guest to an event.
The BDSM community is very supportive and protective of their own. After our break up, both Liz and I got plenty of support from everyone.
Before AIDS and HIV, condom use during the parties was rare. I wanted to know if that had changed, and what effect having easy internet access had made.
I'll say here that the internet has had a massively detrimental effect on the scene. Before, yes, it was challenging to find your local scene, but everyone involved was genuine, helpful, and knowledgeable.
The few tossers who made their way through the screening process were quickly banished. Likewise, any Dominant or submissive known to be doing the wrong thing was quickly ostracised and usually expelled immediately.
Nowadays, any fantasiser with a computer and a hardon is suddenly a 'BDSM Master' and trolling for 'sluts who want to be used hard'. And don't get me started on the wankers who have read or watched 50 shades and now think they know what BDSM is.
ICQ was the 'go to' computer app for this type of exploration in those days. I still think, in terms of finding like-minded individuals, it was the best app made. I've been saddened by its decline ever since.
Using this app to search for people interested in BDSM, I joined some chat groups and started asking questions to satisfy my curiosity.
This time, I sat Vicky down and showed and told her what I was doing so she would know I wasn't using the app to 'hook up'.
Vicky had been peripherally aware that Liz and I played in the BDSM scene but hadn't asked for any details. I expected her to be angry or perhaps more disappointed that I was exploring this scene again. Instead, much to my surprise, she took to BDSM like a duck to water.
Regardless of Vicky's wish to be involved, I had decided that I did not want to be my wife's Dominant. I believed that becoming that would be a huge backwards step for our relationship.
When Vicky decided she didn't know what role she would prefer, Dominant or submissive, I approached male Dominants to see if they would like to do a session with her with no expectation there would be any more. Finally, after dozens of wasted conversations and many face-to-face meetings with potential Doms, we chose one that seemed to fit our needs closely enough.
This man was married, and his wife didn't know of his BDSM life, so he was discreet. Also, because he was married, there was little chance that he would become demanding of Vicky's time, nor would he want to leave his wife for mine.
Between agreeing that some play could happen between Vicky and her prospective Dom, and the first session they were having, I started approaching submissive people on ICQ to try and satisfy my curiosity.
The women on any site with sex associated with it, and even most sites that don't, get 1,000s of unsolicited approaches daily, usually accompanied by a dick pic. As a genuine person looking for someone to chat with, with no intentions other than to chat, it isn't easy to get a response.
Not that I blame them. If I had to wade through 900 dick pics to find that one genuine respondent, I wouldn't bother either.
I found a profile that I liked. The person who wrote it seemed funny, articulate and authentic. I read her introduction, and it seemed to end suddenly, as if it wasn't complete. Copying and pasting the last two sentences, I sent a message saying.
"I'm not sure what is after this, or do I use my imagination and make up my own ending?"
I then rambled a few sentences as to what I thought the ending of the introduction was. I tried to be funny, something I am in real life, but not sure if I am when I'm writing.
It seemed to work because the woman replied, "Your ending was much better than mine, but there must have been a maximum word count, and ICQ has left the end of my introduction off."
She copied and pasted her complete introduction.
This woman, Annut, was submissive and in a long-term relationship with a Dominant. I politely asked permission to speak with her Dom, then, when she agreed that I could, asked his permission to continue talking to his submissive.
Even if I hadn't known Annut's Dom was reading everything I wrote, I would still have been as rigid with the protocols as I was. Having learnt my BDSM craft in a small, closed community, to this day, I'm a stickler for doing the right things within the scene.
Sidebar: What I love most about the BDSM community, or at least how it was, is its honesty. In a 'vanilla' relationship, if one of the partners wants to have a fling, it's done behind their partner's back, without that partner's knowledge or consent.
It's the betrayal of trust, I believe, that causes most of the damage to the relationship.
In the BDSM community, if the Dom or submissive wants to play with another, it's openly discussed and permissions and/or qualifications given. Then the play proceeds.
Either party is able to give or withdraw permission at any time.
It's similar to open relationships. As permission to play has already been given, there is no betrayal.
Back to the story...
A few weeks after Annut and I started chatting, she broke up with her Dom. Annut is an English girl who was then living in Waco, Texas. Her Dom had begun obsessing over whether she was having sex with others and had become insanely jealous.
After they had broken up, Annut, a woman who is still the most naturally submissive person I've ever met, turned her needy ways and attention to me. To make sure I brought Vicky along on this ride, I insisted they meet over a Skype connection and chat to see if they, too, could find a connection.
The girls hit it off like they were meant to explore the BDSM world together.
After several months of chatting, I invited Annut to Brisbane. I emphasised that it was only for a meet and greet, but she could use our home as a base for an extended holiday even if we all decided nothing would happen between us.
In January 2004, Annut flew into Brisbane. Vicky and I picked her up at the airport and brought her home. She was to stay with us for almost eight years.
Note: You can read about AnnA's (Annut's) and my first session in my story 'Candles, Rope and Honey'. Warning first, though. That story was very much written with a female audience in mind. Women love it, but men find it lacks a certain graphicness for them to get into it.
Back to the story...
Earlier, I had explained to Annut how Vicky was meeting her first Dom to do her first session. Annut insisted I call her once I had dropped Vicky off at the motel because she was worried I wouldn't cope.
We had talked endlessly and had opened up to each other about almost everything. Annut knew about my hospitalisation and the reasons why. She was concerned I might suffer a similar attack.
I explained that the person I found in bed with Mistress Eliza was someone I detested and that Liz had agreed no play would occur between them. So it wasn't that she played with another that set me off, but whom she had played with. But Annut was still worried.
The reality of the day I beat this guy so badly was that it probably should have been Liz that I was slapping around. Liz, because, well, my house, my bed, my wife. The guy wasn't there uninvited.
Vicky's session with her Dominant went well. She enjoyed having her breasts bound and found she adored being hit with a cat 'o' nine tails' flogger. She described how being made to kneel over her Dom's knees and being spanked as he fingered her pussy made her orgasm at least twice.
Vicky had decided not to allow penetrative sex between herself and her Dom. Instead, she rewarded her Dominant by licking his butthole as he masturbated before blowing on her face.
Vicky loves to swallow but hates being cum on. I asked how she felt being made to accept a load onto her face.
She replied, "It was such a submissive thing to do, and that was the role I was playing, so I took it like a good girl should."
"Yeah, but did you like it?"
Chubby blushed beautifully, embarrassed because she wouldn't let me do it, but had enjoyed her Dominant cumming over her.
"He came so much," she said. "It was everywhere. The fact that I had turned him on so much that he had that big a load for me was such a rush."
Vicky was finally beginning to admit she loved that many people, especially men, found her sexually attractive.
Vicky's next session with her Dom was also at a motel. I dropped her off and went down to the local McDonalds to Skype with AnnA as I waited to be called to come and pick her up.
This session also went well, except for one facet. Vicky's Dom tried to tie her hands and feet up. Doing this had been a 'soft boundary' Vicky and I had established during our meetings with this Dominant.
Because it was a 'soft boundary', Vicky's Dominant was entitled to test it, but it was too soon as full trust hadn't been established. Vicky can freak out if she is bound because of the abuse she suffered when she was younger. On the other hand, I can tie her up because she trusts me intimately.
Once Vicky and her Dom got past this mistake, the session went well. Vicky found being paddled almost as enjoyable as being flogged and being forced to masturbate herself to orgasm for her Dominant, an intense but exciting experience.
She rewarded her Dom by receiving another load over her face. This time she helped him by tonguing his ass and licking his balls.
Sidebar: Meeting Derek/caroline.
One of the people we met early on our journey into the BDSM world was an ex-pilot and current business owner. Derek was his 'vanilla' moniker, but when his submissive urges raged, he became 'caroline'. Caroline is a crossdressing, cocksucking slut who loves being humiliated and verbally abused.
An invitation for Vicky and me to meet him/her, with no expectation, was extended. If things went well, we could stay and play.
Upon arriving at Derek's hinterland motel units, caroline greeted us in full regalia. I had never played with a crossdresser previously, so this was a new experience for me, too.
Caroline was polite, respectful, and very charming. Vicky and I were both quite smitten by her. I'll add here that caroline was way more 'drag queen' than a transwoman in her appearance. Nobody seeing her face would ever be fooled that she was anything other than a man in women's clothing.
After a lengthy chat and some light refreshments, I took Vicky aside to see if she wanted to do a session as the Dominant with caroline. Vicky was nervous but keen to try the Dominatrix role.
We returned to where caroline was waiting. I told her that Vicky wanted to do a session but wanted me to help and guide her as she was inexperienced. Caroline was happy to be Vicky's 'test subject'.
Caroline showed us to a bedroom where we could get changed and then sleep overnight if we chose.
Earlier in the week, I took Vicky to a sex shop to purchase some items for our play date. We bought a red teddy nightdress with a see-through robe to go over it and some 9-inch platform-soled, stiletto-heeled shoes.
Her 'whore heels', as we called them.
My wife looked quite simply stunning in this outfit. With her hair pulled back in a severe ponytail, she looked every inch the Dominatrix MsV she was portraying.
Because Vicky liked someone using a cat 'o' nine tails whip on her, she bought one to use on caroline.
Well before meeting Derek/caroline, I had purchased some soft rope. I cut this rope to various lengths to use to tie up and restrain our prospective play partners. Some of the lengths were quite small. I would use these to tie thumbs together or nipples off.
Others were long enough to wrap around someone's waist before being tied at the top of their thighs, just above the knees, above the ankles, and then stretched down to be tied off at that person's big toes.
Running the rope along the submissive's groin causes their pussy lips and vulva to gape open or, in caroline's case, forced her dick forwards and out.
Caroline had an impressively thick, almost 8-inch cock. But unfortunately, due to some medical issues, she had trouble achieving a full erection.
Taking control, Vicky ordered caroline to strip naked and then stand with her head up and eyes closed. Next, she was to put her hands behind her head, with her elbows back, and then spread her legs.
Kneeling before caroline, I showed Vicky how to attach the ropes securely. Once caroline's legs were well bound, I picked her up and lay her face down on the bed.
By the surprised grunt caroline gave, she wasn't expecting me to manhandle her quite so easily. Derek/caroline isn't a small girl. I'd guess she is well over six feet tall (183 cm) and weighs around 200 lbs (90 kg).
Vicky secured caroline to the bed before running through the safe words and how to use them with her.
Caroline is an experienced BDSM player, but I emphasised to Vicky to never assume her play partner would automatically understand what safe words to use and when.
A sidebar within a sidebar, not sure if that works, but here goes:
In an awful lot of movies that I've watched that have some BDSM component to them, the safe words they mention are extraordinarily complicated and difficult to remember.
If you're the Dom, the last thing you want is for your play partner to want you to stop, but they cannot remember their safe words correctly, so you don't.
You're going to be in court charged with torture and/or abuse and/or rape.
As a submissive, the very last thing you need is to have reached your limits but be unable to stop the session because you can't remember your safe words.
I like to keep things as simple as possible. Orange, if you want me to ease up or slow down. Red, if you want me to stop.
There's a little more to it than that, if you want to know more, send me an email, and I will expand for you.
Back to the sidebar...
... would automatically understand what safe words to use and when...
Once caroline indicated she had heard and understood the safe words and how to use them, Vicky began the session.
Note: Your session must have a definitive starting and finishing point so that your sub knows when you expect them to be in full submission mode. Having a defined ending tells them when they can begin to climb out of that space.
A simple phrase like, "The session starts now," is all that is required. When the session is over, saying, "The session has ended," will allow your submissive to begin returning to 'normal' mode.
Back to the sidebar...
In full 'MsV' mode, Vicky used the flogger up and down and across caroline's back, ass and upper thighs.
Caroline loved it. She was moaning and groaning, and her thick cock, which caroline had pushed down between her thighs, was already pouring precum.
After using the flogger for a time, Vicky seemed a little lost about what to do next, so I indicated she should stroke her fingers over the head of caroline's cock. With Vicky doing this, caroline, as her arousal grew, began humping the bed.
Taking out a thick leather flogger, I handed it to my wife. Vicky gave me the 'cat' and hefted the flogger to test this new item out. Then, deciding she could wield it effectively, Vicky whacked caroline's ass several times.
Caroline initially jumped at the change of flogger, but her groans became even deeper and faster as MsV whaled on her ass.
Testing what caroline liked and could stand, MsV hit her behind the knees twice each. Doing this elicited an immediate 'orange', so Vicky left that action alone.
Vicky looked at me, silently asking, "What now?"
I mimed that she should wet her forefinger and then rim caroline's ass.
Putting my hand out, I took the flogger from Vicky before handing her a smaller 'cat of nine tails' whip.
The larger whip is a soft suede. This smaller one is leather, a lot lighter, and the lashes are thinner. This makes the sensation less painful but more intense. Using this whip also allows you to specifically target an area, like the top of the coccyx, as an example.
Exerting pressure on caroline's rosebud caused caroline's ass to open to allow MsV's finger inside.
As I've explained in the 'My Introduction' series, internal ass play does nothing for me, so I was a little surprised Vicky knew how to do this. Later that night, I asked where she had learned to do it, as she had never done it for me. Vicky explained that being a nurse, she had to insert suppositories regularly. Also, checking a patient's prostate was another task she often did.
Lucky caroline, huh?
Smacking the nexus of nerves above caroline's coccyx as she fingered her prostate was enough stimulation to send her over the edge into orgasm. Then, gasping and moaning, caroline spat her juices onto the bed, despite never achieving a full erection.
As I had taught her, MsV untied caroline from the bed, released her from all restraints, and then stepped back to allow caroline to rise.
Caroline flipped onto her back before telling MsV what a great job she had done. Caroline explained that she rarely came these days and was pleased that Vicky had been able to get her there.
Caroline then asked, "What do you want me to do to reward you?"
Vicky looked at me enquiringly.
"You can either ride caroline's face or cock, baby. What do you want to do?"
Caroline made a moue, "I don't think I can get hard enough to penetrate you, Mistress, but I'm willing to try if you'd like?"
By the shocked look on Vicky's face, I'm pretty sure she wasn't expecting me to give her permission to ride caroline's cock.
MsV lay beside her submissive so she could kiss her lips and play with her dick. I handed Vicky a bottle of lube, and she oiled caroline's cock so she could stroke up and over it rather than pulling on it.



Caroline achieved the same semi-erectness as earlier, but, as she had feared, she wasn't hard enough to penetrate Vicky.
MsV swung a leg over caroline's hips, then rubbed her pussy along caroline's thick cock. I placed a finger on the entrance to Vicky's pussy and noted that she was wetter than an El Nino summer.
I hooked my finger under the teddy's bottom to move it aside so I could feed caroline's cock into Vicky's pussy.
Vicky turned to say, "No. I only want to ride along the shaft. I'm really close to cumming, so it won't take much."
But, although Vicky rode caroline for an age, she couldn't quite get over the edge. To help her, I took hold of caroline's shaft and lifted it against Vicky's perineum. With me holding caroline's cock against her pussy, and my fingering of her butt, Vicky shuddered into a loud orgasm.
Note: This night was the first time I'd held a cock that wasn't mine. Mistress Eliza had tried to convince me to try some man-on-man sex when I was with her, but I had always refused.
I would have eagerly participated if I'd known what I was missing out on.
Back to the sidebar...
After cumming on caroline's cock a second time, Vicky was able to coax another handjob orgasm from caroline.
After her second orgasm, caroline requested that we leave her room so she could change and meet us downstairs as Derek. It seemed, now that caroline had had her fun, Derek was ashamed of his crossdressing fetish. He wanted us out of the house as soon as possible.
Vicky and I left his place and headed home. We spent the night fucking like jackrabbits. I'd rarely seen my wife so horny or needing to be fucked into orgasmic bliss.
Although we three tried to get together many times, Vicky, caroline and I never played together again.
Back to the story...
Vicky only met her Dominant one more time. Her Dom had lost his job and had become a stay-at-home dad. With all the extra time her Dom had, he became much more demanding of Vicky's time. Ultimately, I had to step in and tell him their relationship was over. Her Dom was trying to use his domination over her to force her to meet him again.
The last session Vicky did with her Dom was a 'punishment' session for Vicky not answering her Dom's emails and texts quickly enough. Vicky was working full-time, and she wasn't allowed to answer messages during her shift.
As he no longer had an income, the last session had to be at his house when his wife was on the night shift.
I drove her over and then waited in the car. Vicky's Dom had Vicky do a striptease for him, then kneel over a footrest as he took a belt to her ass.
According to Vicky, he wanted her to 'apologise for being disobedient and not answering messages immediately'. Vicky explained that she couldn't answer messages during her shift because mobile phones were banned.
Her explanation served only to enrage her Dom. He tried to belt Vicky into submission but only succeeded in ensuring she would never see him again.
When her Dom finally realised he was fighting a losing battle, he placed a deep tissue massager against Vicky's clit and slid a Gspot vibrator into her pussy. Vicky told me that she had a truly momentous orgasm, but the session had seemed too much like the abuse she had suffered before being taken to Ed and Cheryl's place. As a result, she no longer wished to play with this Dom.

Chapter 6: Annut/AnnA.

Vicky and I met AnnA (her preferred spelling, but I'm not going to keep it as it's screwing with the editing software) as she came off the plane from England on the 12th of January, 2004.
The last leg of Anna's trip was an eighteen-hour flight from Singapore. As a result, she was exhausted and just wanted to sleep. So Vicky and I took her home and showed her where the shower was. Then, when Anna had showered, we tucked her into our bed.
When I returned from a brief bathroom break, Anna and Vicky were kissing and caressing. I was shocked and extremely aroused because neither woman had ever experienced same-on-same sex before.
The biggest problem in bringing another into your relationship is what to do when jealousy surges. I explained to Anna that Vicky had to come first to prevent this. Literally, as well as figuratively.
Although both MsV and I were her Dom/mes, Anna's primary care was to Vicky.
As this was the first time the three of us had played together, I made an exception to the rule that Anna was never to be between Vicky and me. Vicky and Anna were on their sides facing each other, so I slid in behind Anna and began kissing her neck and the tops of her shoulders.
Anna turned to me, and we kissed, "This is so intense," she moaned.
Watching my wife make out with another woman was incredibly erotic, so I had to agree as to the intensity of this experience.
Taking hold of my libido, I said, "Enough for now. Chubby, we need to let the poor girl sleep."
Almost regretfully, Vicky agreed, and we left Anna to recuperate from her long journey.
Vicky and I had taken a couple of weeks off to spend time with our first submissive. So, the following day, when Anna awoke, we had breakfast and discussed what should be next.
The girls decided they would like to get to know each other as lovers and friends before we conducted the first session.
Anna had asked a multitude of questions about Vicky. For example, what were her preferences, how did she like her tea, did she prefer coffee to tea and were they made the same?
I observed that my wife didn't drink anywhere enough water, so Anna began placing a glass of water in front of Vicky every time she sat down. The effect on Vicky's skin was phenomenal. My wife had always had a problem with pimples. The extra water Anna provided her with cleared most of this problem up.
As I'd spoken to Anna on the phone for many hours, I felt I already knew her well enough that I didn't need to discuss things face-to-face. I mostly left the girls to chat and see if they could connect.
I knew things were going well when Vicky took Anna by the hand and led her back to bed.
I hung back, unsure if my wife wanted me to join her first attempt at lesbian sex. But when the girls got to the bedroom door, Vicky turned to see where I was. Then, seeing me still standing in the kitchen, she frowned, "Aren't you coming? I don't want to do this on my own. I need you there to reassure me it's okay."
I'm unsure if my feet touched any part of the floor between where I was standing and our bedroom door.
I've had dozens of FFM and FMF sexual experiences. Generally speaking, I don't like them. Don't get me wrong, I've lived that 'every guy's fantasy' scenario plenty of times, but I've found that it's rare that both women are actually into it.
Either one is doing it to keep their partner (me) happy and is therefore only reluctantly going along with it. Or, one of the women is a lesbian and is putting up with me because she wants to have sex with my girl.
I find MFM threesomes much more enjoyable because the woman is usually right into it. The guys often try to impress her more than the other, so they're both carefully looking after the woman's sexual needs
The best sex I've ever had has been MMF threesomes, where all holes on all partners are open and available for play. It is even more exciting if the other 'M' is transgender or a crossdresser.
Playing with Vicky and Anna was different. It was like playing with Liz and Becca because the girls were equally into each other as they were into me.
Climbing onto the bed, I allowed Anna to move between Vicky and me again. This wasn't the way I wanted it to be. But, because Anna was the new one in the relationship, I wanted her to become comfortable first.
Once we firmly established our relationship, I wanted Anna to be outside Vicky or me. Preferably, I wanted her outside of Vicky, helping to stimulate Vicky's pleasure spots so I could drive my wife into numerous orgasmic explosions.
I was never going to become jealous of Vicky and Anna's relationship. It was something I wanted and liked and had experienced before. However, there was a good chance, because of my earlier infidelity, Vicky would become jealous of the time Anna and I spent together. So it was important Anna and I looked after Vicky's needs before any play between us occurred.
The girls began with some fairly chaste kisses, but when Anna's hand found Vicky's left breast, the kissing heated up. Moaning, Vicky let Anna lift her pyjama top. Anna lowered her mouth onto Vicky's nipple, and Vicky's head tipped back as another almost growl of lust poured from her.
Moving to a kneeling position, Anna began switching back and forth across Vicky's breasts. Anna may have never had girl-on-girl sex before, but she had tits. So she did to Vicky's breasts what she liked having done to hers.
Lying on my side, I had the best seat in the house. My dick was throbbing and twitching as I watched my wife of nineteen years enjoy her first lesbian experience.
Sitting, the girls peeled their clothes off before wrapping their arms around each other and mashing their breasts against the other. Kissing passionately, Vicky lay down and then guided Anna's mouth back onto her lusciously large chest.
By 32 and after childbirth, my wife's breasts had ripened from fine young apples to large, firm melons.
Anna swirled her tongue up, over, and around Vicky's breasts. She switched back and forth between them, sucking and nibbling on one nipple as she stroked and lightly tweaked the other.
Moaning lustily, Vicky guided Anna down onto her pussy.
This was the moment of truth. Could Anna do it? Could she place her mouth on and use her tongue in another woman's pussy? Would Vicky let her?
Without any hesitation, Anna's mouth closed on my wife's pussy. Sucking Vicky's clitoris into her mouth, Anna swirled and twirled her tongue over this delicious treat.
A little fearful of how explosively her body was reacting to being orally serviced by a woman, Vicky turned her head towards me and reached out her hand.
"It feels so good, baby," she moaned. "So much softer than when you do it. Softer, more gentle, and way slower. Oh, Gawd!"
With the later epithet, Vicky came.
Looking very pleased with herself, Anna tried slipping her middle finger inside her new Mistress. Vicky rewarded Anna with another deep groan as her pussy clenched down on Anna's finger as she orgasmed again.
Anna ran her tongue over Vicky's clit, pushing her finger in and out. Then, to Anna's surprise, Vicky came again.
Anna raised to her knees and looked at Vicky in disbelief.
"Did you just cum three times? She asked her Mistress.
Sitting, Vicky answered, "Yes. Why?"
"You can cum more than once at a time?"
"Yes. I can orgasm many times during sex if the sex is good."
"Fuck!" Anna, a little jealously, groaned. "I struggle to get there once. Usually, I have to masturbate myself to orgasm after my partner and I have finished."
"I'll have to fix that for you, then. Won't I, miss?" I stated.
Anna turned to me, "Do you think you can, Sir? Do you think I can achieve orgasm during sex?"
"I've never had any trouble before," I told her confidently. "I've never left a woman unsatisfied yet. I don't propose to start with you."
"Will you show me now?" Anna pleaded.
"No," I answered. "Today is about you and Vicky getting comfortable with each other. And it's about making sure you and I can give Vicky the best orgasms of her life. I promise you that you and I will play another time and that you will cum at least once."
Anna nodded and then turned back to Vicky, "What would you like me to do now, Mistress? She asked.
With a nervous look at me and a quick squeeze of my hand, Vicky replied, "I want to taste you, if I may?"
"Of course, Mistress," Anna answered submissively. "There was no need to ask. Please, just tell me what you want, and I will comply."
Anna lay against a pillow propped up against the headboard, then lifted her knees and spread her thighs. Kneeling, my wife hesitatingly lowered her mouth down towards Anna's pussy.
Looking into Anna's shaved pussy, shaved because I insist all my submissives remain hairless from the eyebrows down, Vicky moaned, "My goodness, you're so wet and hot! You have pussy juice running out of you. That's so hot!"
Knowing Anna was so turned on seemed to allow Vicky to stretch her tongue and delicately touch it to the entrance to Anna's vulva. Anna's head tipped back, and her eyes closed as she emitted a profoundly sensual moan.
Hearing her girl react so powerfully to what she was doing encouraged Vicky to go further. She placed a thumb above Anna's clitoris' hood and stretched the skin back to expose Anna's clit. Then, flicking her tongue over Anna's most responsive outer pleasure node, Vicky began encouraging Anna to climb Cum Mountain.
As Vicky was kneeling and had her head down in Anna's pussy, her bottom was waving tantalisingly in the air. I couldn't take any more of this magnificently erotic spectacle in front of me without doing something to join in.
Dropping my robe, all that I had on, I knelt behind Vicky, placed my left hand on the top of her bottom, and then held my shaft as I guided my cock's head into her pussy.
Feeling me slide all of my 7 inches into her, Vicky gasped and moaned. Her hot breath blew over Anna's clitoris, and Anna came, much to Anna's surprise.
Anna's pussy becomes highly sensitive after she's had an orgasm. So her lover needs to stay away from that area until Anna feels ready to play some more. Unfortunately, neither Vicky nor I knew that.
Vicky went down on Anna again. It took a few minutes before I noticed that Anna had screwed her face up and bit her bottom lip, trying not to cry out.
"What's the matter, miss anna?" I asked.
"I'm too sensitive, Master," she replied.
Vicky, hearing my voice, had sat up.
"Explain," I demanded.
It was only then that Anna explained how she has problems reaching an orgasm, but once she has cum, her pussy becomes so sensitive that touching it is agonising.
"Would you like to help me make love to MsV instead?" I inquired.
"Yes, please, Master. What would you like me to do?"
"I'm going to do MsV doggy style. If you lie on your back, I'll get MsV to straddle your head. Once I'm inside her, I want you to tongue her clitoris. Inevitably, you'll have to lick my balls and shaft as you're doing that because they're all going to be in the same area. You okay with that?"
"Yes, Master. I love giving oral to my Dominant."
"You'll get a face full of cum when I orgasm. Is that okay?"
"Yes, Master."
Anna lay on her back.
A little scared but incredibly turned on, my wife swung her leg over Anna, then lowered her pussy onto Anna's ready tongue.
I avidly watched as Anna probed Vicky's pussy with her tongue. Then, moving up behind Vicky, I felt Anna's tongue on my cock's head as I positioned it at Vicky's pussy's entrance. Anna swirled her tongue over my glans and then along my shaft as I pushed into my wife. Once I was fully inside, Anna moved her tongue to Vicky's clit.
Vicky turned her head to look back at me, "This is so wild," she moaned.
Then, uttering a rare swear word, Vicky yelled, "OMFG! I'm cumming!"
Anna and I were able to force almost a dozen orgasms out of my wife before she begged, "enough".
In those days, I could cum four or five times myself in a session. I had two orgasms inside Vicky as she repeatedly climbed and then fell off Mount Orgasmic. When Vicky had finally had enough, I was rock-hard and dying to go again.
"Would you like me to fuck you, miss anna?" I asked.
Anna answered, "My pussy is still too sensitive, but I'd like you to take my ass, Sir, if you'd like?"
After this session, I sat Anna down. Then I explained that, as my submissive, Natalia, she didn't have breasts or boobs, she didn't have a pussy or vagina, nor did she have an ass. What she had were tits, an arse, and a cunt. I told her Anna had breasts, a pussy, and an ass, but Natalia was a receptacle for cock and cum.
Note: I have over thirty-five years of BDSM experience. One of the many things I've learned is that it's better for the overall mental health of your submissive that they have an almost split personality. One personality is the submissive slut that lives to be owned and dominated. The other is their normal 'vanilla world' self. Having a 'sub name' that you use when you want the submissive slut helps with this transition from everyday life to BDSM submissive.
Natalia was Anna's 'sub name'.
Back to the story...
Turning to my wife, I asked, "You okay about me fucking this slut in her ass?"
"Go for it," Vicky replied.
I learned that morning that Anna loved anal sex. More often than not, her pussy would rub raw before her partner came and before she could orgasm, but I could fuck her ass for hours, and all she wanted was more.
Anna rarely came from anal sex, however. She loved it and revelled in the feelings, but they didn't cause her to orgasm.
After I had cum in her ass, Anna dutifully used her mouth to lick and suck me clean.
To my surprise, having watched me fuck her submissive, Vicky was ready to go again. This time I lay on my wife in a classic missionary position as she exchanged kisses and caresses with Anna.
Vicky came twice more before she told me to "hurry up and cum inside me. My pussy is sore."
Primarily, Anna was Vicky's submissive, but most of our BDSM sessions were either done exclusively by me or run by me with minimal input from my wife. Mainly because my wife still lacked the self-confidence to do them on her own.
Anna stayed with us as our submissive for almost eight years. Unfortunately, we had to spend some of that time apart as Anna wanted to become an Australian citizen. To be allowed to do this, Anna needed a work sponsor. Anna is one of the few people in the world who can not only build you a supercomputer from scratch but she can also program it for you.
One of the big two supermarket retail chains offered her a job in programming and sponsored her citizenship. Unluckily, this role was based in Melbourne.
Over the eight years we were a D/s trio, I taught Anna that she could cum from penis in vagina sex. She still tells me that doing so with others is a very rare occasion for her. My most significant success was teaching Anna to 'cum on demand'.
My doing this alleviated Anna's most persistent fear, that she would disappoint her sexual partner by being unable to orgasm with them. Now, I could raise her arousal to almost fever pitch, use the trigger phrase, and she would immediately lurch into an orgasm.
With others, all Anna has to do to get over the edge is imagine them demanding, "Cum for me now, my little natalia".
Anna left us because she wanted to find a Dominant that could be hers alone. She loves us, and we remain in constant contact, but she now lives in The Netherlands with her Mistress.
Sidebar: Separating the submissive from the 'vanilla' entity.
I have worked with numerous submissive women and, latterly, submissive men. I've found that giving them an almost split personality at the beginning of their journey into submission is a good thing.
Once I've achieved the separation, the next phase is to change the need to a want. I'm not trying to turn every needy slut into a self-confident, 'fuck you' woman. I'm trying to get them to submit because they want to, and it's fun. Not because they're compelled to to satisfy their emotional needs.
When I've changed the need into a want, I need to reintegrate the two personalities, creating a whole person that loves to submit because it helps balance their lives.



My experiences tell me that a true submissive has a deep-seated need to submit. Unfortunately, this overwhelming need, especially in women, leads them to make terrible decisions when choosing lovers and Dominants.
With women, they seem almost always to choose lovers who aren't so much dominant as either physically or emotionally abusive or both. However, once they understand what they truly yearn for, they can choose their life partners more wisely. They typically yearn for someone to take the reins and who will encourage and support their self-discovery journey.
If I take on a new submissive, I ask them to choose a 'sub name'. I do this to separate the sub that needs to submit from the strong, independent person underneath.
Back to the story...

Chapter 7: Vicky's first male submissive.

My wife isn't really bisexual, let alone a lesbian, but she adored having sex with Anna. Making love to and with Anna was simply one of the ways Vicky could show her love and appreciation to her submissive.
Although she would have one-on-one sex with Anna, these events were usually confined to after Vicky had completed a session with her. Most of the sex she and Anna had was together, with me.
I wanted Vicky to experience a BDSM session with a male sub. Male subs are different to female ones. Male subs, as most men are, are sex driven. An awful lot of men aren't submissive at all until they're horny.
With that in mind, it's vital that you don't allow a male submissive to cum until the end of the play session. Whilst they're horny, you can make a male sub do almost anything. But, once they've blown, it's often impossible to get them to do a damned thing.
Vicky and I began trolling through ICQ, looking for a suitable submissive male for Vicky to experience.
I've stated this elsewhere, but, submissive men are a lot like dog shit on a Parisian street. You can't help but stand on some every time you turn around. There are just that many of you.
In terms of actual numbers, I'd guess the percentage of submissives in both genders is probably close to the same. But men can advertise their submissiveness with little consequence. On the other hand, women who put on a site that they are submissive are immediately inundated with zillions of messages from the likes of the wankers mentioned above.
What this means, boys, is you need to try extra hard to stand out. For example, a sentence saying, "Sub male looking for Domme to serve," along with a dick pic, just won't cut it.
Oh, you'll get messages from 'Financial Dommes' offering to conduct a session for a price. But it's unlikely a Domme will randomly contact you. Not even if you have a 10-inch dick.
Wading through the 100s of possibilities became nothing but a chore and quite depressing. In the end, we gave up and joined our local munch.
We met a Dom/me couple at the munch who had several subs in their stable. After meeting this couple socially a few times, I negotiated a swap. They would loan us their least experience male submissive in return for the Dom of the couple being allowed to dominate Vicky in a return session.
I had initially offered Anna, but neither the couple nor Anna felt any attraction, so we had to work out an alternative.
This Dom insisted that vaginal sex with Vicky had to be part of the deal. I was happy, as I wanted my wife to become comfortable having sex with others. But Vicky was hesitant. She eventually agreed as long as the Dom wore protection.
Notes: The Domme of this couple wanted me included as part of the deal. Even if Vicky had agreed, I never gave Vicky a chance to because I flatly refused, as I wouldn't have done a session as a submissive.
Although I enjoyed the sex Mistress Eliza, Becca, and I had, I did not like being forced into the submissive role.
Plus, I felt the Domme of this couple was a bitch, and I didn't find her the least attractive.
Vicky wanted an inexperienced submissive male for her first attempt because she was afraid of screwing up and embarrassing herself in front of him. She thought an inexperienced player wouldn't notice if she erred in something.
Back to the story...
I'm not sure who was more nervous when Albert, our chosen play partner, arrived at our place for the session, him or Vicky. Albert was curious about man-on-man sex, one of the reasons he had been chosen and had only had one previous BDSM session with his Domme.
Albert was barely twenty and still a virgin until Mistress Constance relieved him of that burden during their first session. I wondered why an experienced BDSM power couple like Rich and Constance had accepted such a callow youth into their stable until Albert stripped off.
Albert must have been at least 9 inches long and was thick with it. He also sported a pair of meaty balls. His are the biggest balls I've ever seen on someone.
Vicky glanced at me with widened eyes, "Wow!" She mouthed with her back towards Albert.
Vicky explained that I was only there in an observational and supervisory role and that no play between Albert and me was required. Albert looked crestfallen at this.
I discovered later that Rich played no part in the BDSM play between his wife and their male submissives. Rich was, in fact, quite homophobic.
Experience has taught me that the more homophobic someone is, the more likely they're at least bicurious, and they're probably terrified that they're gay.
Vicky had expanded her MsV outfit for this session. Instead of the 'whore heels' described above, she had purchased a pair of 'thigh-high fuck-me boots'. To go with these boots, she had bought an ultra-short leather miniskirt, a leather thong, and a leather bustier.
To complete the look, she had a full-length flowing leather jacket that fell from her shoulders to just above the floor.
Later in the session, I discovered that my wife had purchased and was wearing a strap-on.
If I were to ever do another BDSM session as a submissive, my wife wearing this outfit and demanding that I got on my knees to suck her cock would probably be the reason I did.
To start the session, Vicky had Albert stand against the wall with his head up, eyes down, and hands behind his back. Then, squirting some lube into her palm, Vicky wrapped her hand around Albert's enormous cock and began stroking him.
Only a few seconds of this had Albert begging to cum.
In reply, Vicky released his cock and then stood back.
"You will cum when I say you can," she told him authoritatively.
Now that she had Albert's complete attention, Vicky ran through the safe word procedures and then made Albert repeat them. With his dick throbbing and twitching and precum pouring from the eye of his cock, Albert correctly stated his understanding of the procedures.
With a formal, "Albert, the session starts now," Vicky then demanded, "Kneel before me."
Albert knelt.
"Eyes down!" Vicky snapped.
Note: During a session, I bar the submissive from making eye contact with me. Making the sub keep their eyes lowered helps reinforce that they are below you for this period. That their purpose, within the established boundaries, is to serve you.
Other Dom/mes I know demand a sub always look at their eyes. I don't think either way matters because what is essential is that the sub is doing as instructed, not what they're doing.
To further establish our positions, the sub is only allowed to answer with one of these three sentences_ "Yes, Sir", "No, Sir", and "I don't understand, Sir".
The sub must remain quiet if I ask a question that these phrases can't answer.
Punishment is due if the sub breaks any of the above rules. Blatant breaches of the rules are punished by me ending the session and sending the sub home to reflect on their actions.
An example of a blatant breach: The sub presents without shaving off all body hair.
Back to the story...
It was here that Vicky made her first mistake. She demanded that Albert take the second 'sub-position', assuming he would know what that was. When Albert moved and then froze because he didn't know what this position was, Vicky became a little flustered.
Note: The first 'sub-position' is kneeling naked with your ass on your heels and knees apart, your head up and shoulders back, but eyes down. Your hands should be palm up on your thighs.
If you want to really impress, when your Dominant enters the room, say, "I hope you find this girl (boy) acceptable, Sir (Ma'am).
Back to the story...
Fortunately, with his eyes firmly fixed on the floor, Albert didn't notice the panicked look MsV threw at me.
"Has Mistress Constance taught you any of the standard 'sub-positions' yet, little one?" I asked to cover Vicky's sudden moment of self-doubt.
"No, Sir," Albert replied.
Now that she knew the problem, Vicky could step back in again.
"Kneel on the floor with your head down on one arm, knees apart, and the other hand spreading your butt cheeks," she instructed.
Once Albert had assumed this position, Vicky inspected him.
"Hairy for a submissive, isn't he?" She observed.
Note: I insist all my subs remain hairless from their eyebrows down. I've lost a lot of potential male subs because of this edict. I insist on this because I'm not physically attracted to the masculine. I love feminine crossdressers and adore transgirls, but masculine males leave me sexually cold.
I insist my submissives are hairless because it teaches them that my will rules and their task is to please their Master. Them appearing before me hairless pleases me.
Back to the story...
"Shame he isn't one of ours," I pointed out. "If he was, you could make him shave down for you."
Albert silently stayed in the requested position, but the back of his neck flushed. He seemed to like the humiliation because his ass' sphincter was pulsing in time with his cock's throbbing.
Albert is an average-sized guy, maybe around the 5 ft. 10 in. (178 cm) range. Albert wasn't fat, but he could have done with some exercise to tone up. Albert's hair was a mousy brown and cut quite long. His untidy mop fell over his glasses and covered his eyes all the time. I didn't understand why he didn't have it cut shorter.
Squatting behind him, Vicky ran her hands across his neck, down his back, over his ass cheeks, along his perineum, and onto his balls.
Albert groaned lustfully as MsV's hand found his heavy sack.
Notes: This action does two things. Firstly, when the sub is required to be hairless, it allows you to check how effectively they have removed their body hair. Secondly, it gives the sub a chance to become accustomed to your hands on intimate parts of their body.
Straight guys will gleefully accept a woman's touch. Gay or bisexual males will happily accept a man touching them. Heterosexual identifying males will flinch and probably jump away if another male touches them sexually before they're comfortable with the idea. Running your hands across the male's shoulders and back in an intimate, but not sexual, way gives the sub a chance to get used to another male touching their body.
Women typically need you to establish trust before they can relax enough to enjoy being touched sexually. Slowly stroking their erogenous zones before going near their breasts, ass, or pussy helps you to establish that trust.
Back to the story...
"Were you a good boy and refrained from masturbating for the last three days?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Did you have any wet dreams where you orgasmed?"
"No, Mistress."
Note: I like my subs to be hot and horny before a session, so I refuse to allow them to masturbate for at least three days before a meet. Women can follow this demand easily, usually. Males struggle. Show me a man that says he doesn't masturbate, and I'll show you a liar.
The male, especially if he's as young and inexperienced as Albert, will more than likely have a wet dream if you make him celibate for too long before your session.
Back to the story...
"Good boy,"
Albert blushed again at the praise.
Vicky was gently manipulating Albert's massive balls as she asked these questions.
"So, my little albert, does that mean you have a big sack full of man goo for your Mistress?"
Groaning, Albert gasped, "Yes, Mistress."
"Would you like to cum for me?"
I nearly stepped in here. If my wife had continued this tease for much longer, Albert would have cum regardless of what denials were in place.
"May I, please, Mistress?" Albert begged.
In response, Vicky released his balls and moved in front of him. On her way, she picked up the larger 'cat' and the studded leather flogger described above.
Dangling these two items in front of him so he could see them despite his lowered head, Vicky shook the 'cat' whip, "First, I will use this on your back and arse. After I've used that, I will use my paddle on your ass as you kneel over my thighs. I will give you ten strokes with the paddle. You will count each one, then thank me for it."
Albert only nodded his acceptance, so MsV whacked his ass with her open palm, "What was that?" She asked.
"Sorry, Mistress," Albert almost whispered. "I meant, yes, Mistress."
"Good boy."
Albert almost wagged his tail like a happy puppy at that praise.
Vicky administered the first few hits with the whip from where she was standing. These were all quite gentle, testing to see Albert's response and where his pain threshold was.
Note: Generally speaking, I find a woman's pain threshold is much higher than a man's. Women seem more able to accept the pain into themselves and then ride it into pleasure. Men usually fight the pain. As a result, the pain amplifies and becomes too intense.
I've known many female pain sluts, but have only met one male one.
I don't enjoy playing with pain sluts as there are no limits. I like bringing my play partner up to the edge of their known limit and then seeing if I can't add enough pleasure that they can stretch this limit further.
Some Dom/mes seem only to want to inflict pain. They then expect their sub to turn that pain into pleasure themselves. I don't. I use pain as a counterpoint to the pleasure I'm giving them. For mine, using pain as just pain is abuse. Using pain to emphasise pleasure is terrific for the sub as it drives them to greater heights of sexual ecstasy.
Back to the story...
Albert took these first few shots without a sound or movement, so Vicky moved behind him. Ramping up the strike's intensity, MsV lashed Albert four times from the tops of his shoulders to the top of his bottom.
Albert was humming and subconsciously humping his hips forwards and back. I doubt that Vicky had noticed as she had hesitated to wait to see what Albert would do and to see if he needed to use a safe word.
Albert's hips slowed to a stop. When they did, Vicky said, "I'm going to give you four hard whips on your ass cheeks, two on each, alternately, okay?"
"Yes, Mistress."
Stepping back to give herself more room to swing, MsV brought the suede 'cat' down onto Albert's ass quite hard. Albert's hips jerked forwards, but he quickly forced them back to the required position.
As soon as he had reassumed the correct position, Vicky hit his other ass cheek.
Albert's ass had welted beautifully. Just the right kind of red that will leave a faint bruise for Albert to proudly wear as a memento of this session, but not hard enough to do any real damage.
He did moan quite deeply after the second blow, however.
As I've taught her, Vicky asked, "Do you need to use a safe word, little mister albert?"
Note: Check in with your sub regularly during a session. Female subs often get lost in their submission and do not notice their body screaming at them that they must stop. Male ones get that whole 'male machismo' bullshit happening and won't admit that a 'mere woman' can hurt them enough they need to cry off.
Asking the above simple question will save you a court case later and ensure your sub's safety.
Back to the story...
"No, Mistress."
Vicky was about to resume when I touched her elbow and indicated how Albert was 'humping the air'.
Seeing this, Vicky wet her index finger and rimmed Albert's rosebud.
"Oh Gawd, Mistress. Oh, Gawd," He moaned.
Just as Albert was about to cum, MsV grabbed and squeezed his oversized balls. She squeezed them hard enough to remove Albert's imminent need to cum. Her doing that kept him as hot and horny as hell.
"Two more, little one. You ready?"
"Yes, Mistress," Albert averred eagerly.
Albert had already associated being hit with pleasure. So he was keen to endure more pain to be rewarded with more pleasure.
Vicky moved to one side so she could hit across both of Albert's ass cheeks simultaneously. With the same approximate intensity as the first two strokes, Vicky hit him from his right once, then moved to repeat this from the left.
The criss-cross of welts over Albert's ass looked divine.
Albert was moaning and 'air humping' again.
Vicky gave me a mischievous grin. Then, pulling her skirt up, let her strapon fall into view. Surprised at her daring, my eyes widened, and I had to stifle a gasp of surprise. Then, grinning even more broadly, MsV took some lube out of her bag and greased her strap-on cock.
Moving closer to Albert, MsV demanded, "Close your eyes, little one. Put your head on the ground and spread your ass cheeks. Your Mistress is going to take your ass' cherry for you as you requested. You may not cum from this. Do you understand?"
I knew Albert and Vicky had been chatting on Facebook messenger, but I didn't realise they had discussed this. Vicky had kept shtum because she wanted to surprise me. Vicky phoned Constance to check if she was allowed to deflower Albert's ass.
Constance replied, "Oh, Gawd, yes. I hate how the whiny little bitches snivel when I do it."
Moaning, "Yes, Mistress," Albert took the requested position.
Squatting, Vicky positioned her strap-on's head at Albert's rosebud.
I thought I needed to step in again because Vicky hadn't done anything to stretch or prepare Albert's ass to take a cock, but my wife had it covered.
"Have you been using your butt plugs, little mister albert? If you haven't, I will punish you by forcing you to take my cock anyway."
"Yes, Mistress," Albert replied.
"Good boy, this strap-on is smaller than the biggest plug you use, so you should be able to take this easily.
"Yes, Mistress."
OMFG! Readers, the only scene I can imagine being more erotic than my wife taking Albert's ass cherry would be my wife taking a virgin girl's.
Vicky gently entered Albert's ass. MsV held there, waiting for Albert to groan an acceptance before pushing in further. Albert moaned and pushed his ass back to indicate he was ready for more.
Albert jerked, then groaned as the strap-on's head broke through his knot. But, once Vicky had slid all of the strap-on's cock into him, his groan of protest turned to one of pure pleasure.
Even though she was inexperienced at using a strap-on, my wife knew from her nursing exactly where a man's prostate is, so she instinctively adjusted her hips until Albert's moans indicated she had hit his P-spot.
My slim, prudish, sexually inexperienced wife fucked this submissive man's ass perfectly. It was an enormously stimulating spectacle. Watching Vicky Domme this guy had me hotter than four inches from a noonday sun.
As Albert's Mistress had permitted me to play with Albert, and he had expressed a desire to try male-on-male sex, I lay on the floor close to his head and offered my cock to his lips. Albert's eyes flew open when he felt my cock push against his cheek. He stared at me briefly before opening his mouth and letting my dick inside.



Note: This was the first time I let a male even touch my dick.
Back to the story...
With only the first third of my cock inside his mouth, I slowly thrust my hips back and forth. As I pulled back, Albert quickly learned to cover his teeth with his lips and run his tongue over my glans and penis' eye.
It didn't take long before I knew I would blow if I didn't take my cock out of his mouth.
I didn't want to distract MsV and Albert any further, so I screwed the lid firmly down on my libido and retook my position, standing to the side.
Albert was grunting and moaning as Vicky fucked his ass. Precum poured from the eye of his cock, making it obvious how close to cumming Albert was.
"Do you need to cum, my little whore?" MsV asked.
"Yes, please, Mistress, Albert pleaded, hoping Vicky would let him.
"I'd better stop fucking your slut arse, then, hadn't I?" Vicky told him maliciously as she pulled her 'cock' out of Albert's ass.
"No, Mistress, please. I need to cum so badly," Albert protested.
Vicky showed me she could be an excellently severe Domme. She picked up the studded leather paddle and brought it down hard onto Albert's ass.
"Stop your whining, my little bitch boy. Count yourself lucky I don't punish you for breaking the allowed answer edict by sending you back to Mistress Constance. I will send a note telling her you've been disobedient if I do.
Defeated, Albert answered, "Yes, Mistress."
Vicky knelt on her dresser table's chair.
"Over my knees, little mister albert."
Albert crawled across to her and assumed the correct position. Vicky reached underneath Albert to force his cock down and between her thighs. Being like this would be exquisite torture for Albert. Every time he or MsV moved, MsV's thighs would rub over his cock delightfully.
"You will receive ten hits on your ass with my ping-pong paddle. You will count each one, then thank me for it. If you endure all ten, I will let you cum, do you understand, little mister albert?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Remind me of your safe words again, little one."
Albert started to answer, then realised this was a trap. He couldn't answer this question with any of the three responses he was allowed. So, as he couldn't answer, Albert wisely remained silent.
Giving Albert a few minutes to weaken and answer, Vicky said, "Well done, my darling boy. Your Mistress is very pleased with you. I will ask the question again; for this question only, you may answer as you please. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"What are your safe words, and how are they used?"
Albert correctly explained what he needed to do if he was reaching or had reached his limits.
"Good boy. Are you ready?"
"Yes, Mistress."
No sooner had "...tress" escaped his lips than MsV brought the paddle hard down onto Albert's right ass cheek.
"Fuck!" Albert expletived.
Trying not to laugh, MsV said, "The correct answer is 'One, thank you, Mistress'. Or was that not one?"
"One, thank you, Mistress," Albert quickly mimicked.
With a pretence of severity, Vicky said, "I will allow this breach, also, little one. But no more, are we clear?"
"Yes, Mistress."
MsV hit Albert at the ess sound at the end of this averral.
Albert almost swore "fuck" again before changing it to, "Two, thank you, Mistress."
Vicky changed the paddle to her left hand before rubbing the pain of her hit into Albert's ass. As she did this, I leaned forward to check the state of Alberts posterior. Vicky used the exact amount of force to raise welts from each hit, but not enough to break the skin or leave a bruise. However, because of the cumulative effect, Albert would have a nicely bruised ass to show off to Mistress Constance at the session's completion. Plus, he'd have a colourful set of bruises to look at and admire in the coming days. Even so, there was no lasting damage.
Nodding to Vicky, I motioned for her to continue.
"Three in a row," she warned Albert before hitting his right, left, and right ass cheek.
"Three, four and five, thank you, Mistress," Albert groaned.
Listening to the sounds Albert was making, I almost made the mistake of stepping in here. I thought Albert was nearing the end of his tether, but I had mistaken his 'groan of pain' for one of pure lust as he was humping his ass, rubbing his cock between my wife's sexily toned thighs.
Vicky better understood what was happening because she had squeezed her thighs together to give Albert even more friction. Then, just as he was about to cum, Vicky spread her thighs widely enough that Albert was 'humping air.'
Albert very nearly moaned, "Noooo," before turning it into "Ooooo".
"Five more, little one. Do you need to use a safe word?"
Groaning with denied release, Albert shook his head and said, "No, Mistress."
Vicky hit his left, right, and then left cheek again.
"Six, seven and eight, thank you, Mistress."
Vicky pressed her thighs tightly around Albert's thick cock again as she fingered his rosebud.
"Two more, my little cunt licker," MsV said. "Then you may cum. These two will be the hardest yet. Plus, you won't know when they're coming. You ready?"
"Yes, Mistress."
Feigning pity, Vicky said, "You sure, honey? I can stop if you want. All you have to do is use your safe words, and I will send you back to Mistress Constance. However, you'll have to explain to her why you failed to please me."
Showing he had learned his lesson, Albert stayed quiet.
"Good boy. The last two, ready?"
"Yes, Mistress."
Albert was doing a great job at accepting the pain MsV inflicted on him, but he was nearing the end of his endurance. He explained later during the debrief that this session was much more intense than anything he had done with Mistress Constance.
Every time Albert felt MsV move, he twitched, and his ass cheeks clenched in feared anticipation.
MsV, if she ever decides to become a full-time Dominatrix, has an intuitive feel for when her submissive has reached the end of what they can take. She knew that if she struck Albert hard, it would force him to use a safe word, possibly ending the session before either of them had got what they fully needed.
So, instead, she lightly touched his right then left ass cheek with the paddle. Even so, Albert jumped and winced at each touch.
"Nine and ten, thank you, Mistress."
"Kneel before me, little one," Vicky demanded as she stood and moved away from the chair.
Albert knelt before her.
"You will reward me for this session, my wannabe cock sucking slut. Then, once I'm satiated, I will allow you to choose how you cum. Do you agree?"
"Yes, Mistress," Albert replied.
"Good boy," MsV told him.
Pulling her leather thong aside, Vicky held the back of Albert's head and then pushed her pussy against his mouth.
"Eat my cunt, you fucking carpet muncher," Vicky demanded.
Reader, I'd never heard my wife use that kind of language before. I nearly lost my chocolates all over the floor when she said it.
Albert had only given oral once before, we discovered. It was the night he had lost his virginity to Mistress Constance. Mistress Constance hadn't so much gotten him to service her pussy as she had sat on his face, almost suffocating him, as she rode his nose and lips to several orgasms.
Because of this, Vicky patiently showed and explained to Albert how to successfully use his mouth to bring a woman to orgasm.
Albert learned quickly, and MsV had two quick orgasms on his tongue.
"Good boy, little mister albert. How would you like to cum?"
"May I cum in your pussy, Mistress?" Albert dared.
Up to here, Vicky had refused anyone but me access into her most intimate place.
Note: Until I released her inner slut, Vicky had only had vaginal sex with three people. One that I can't mention, her first husband, and me.
Back to the story...
Vicky stared at Albert searchingly for a long time. I was hopeful that she would say "Yes", but I was certain she would refuse.
"Okay," she answered. "But, I control things. You will lie on your back and not touch any part of me unless I place your hands upon it. And you may not cum until I say you can."
I had to scrape my jaw off the floor with a shovel.
"Yes, Mistress," Albert acquiesced.
With his 9-inch todger rampantly erect, Albert lay on his back on the bed.
Vicky looked at me almost as searchingly as she had looked at Albert, "You sure you're okay with this?"
"As long as we do everything together or with the other's knowledge, yes, my love," I answered.
"You're going to let another man cum inside me?"
"As long as this is what you want, Vicky. Then, yes. I'd love to watch you take that monster."
"I've never had something that big anywhere near me, so, of course, I want to try. But aren't you worried I might become a 'size queen'?
Note: Size queen: Someone that only wants someone with a cock at least 'n' inches long to have sex with (usually 7+ inches).
I've often wondered if that's because their sex hole is so big that a 'normal' sized penis would rattle around in there like a shotgun pellet in a glass jar.
Back to the story...
"No, not at all," I honestly answered.
"You know I'm going to do this, right?" My wife said. "Unless you say 'nay', I'm going to ride that effing thing until my head explodes."
"Go for it," I responded.
Note: I've never understood jealousy. As far as I'm concerned, jealousy is just a measure of your insecurity. I love my wife, and I know she loves me. Vicky could fuck 1,000 guys, and as long as she has shared with me that she was going to do it, I wouldn't be concerned.
I'm confident in our relationship and secure in the knowledge that nobody has ever been able to make her cum as hard or as consistently as I. So why, then, would I be jealous?
Back to the story...
Vicky took her strap-on off before standing on the bed with her feet on either side of Albert's hips. Lifting her left, then right leg, my wife took her leather thong off before dropping it over Albert's nose and mouth.
Vicky grabbed Albert's massive cock and bent the shaft so it pointed straight up in the air before lowering herself onto it.
Looking over her shoulder at me, MsV said, "The head is so fucking big I don't know if I can take it."
I laughed, "Bullshit! You're dying to feel that cock split you in two."
My wife didn't answer, except that she positioned Albert's big purple cock head at the entrance to her vulva before sinking onto it.
As Albert's dick slowly disappeared into her, I had to control the urge to take myself in hand and masturbate.
I didn't because I had a surprise for my wife planned. Vicky was riding Albert in a classic 'cowboy' position. I wanted to wait until she had almost forgotten I was there before straddling Albert's knees and shoving my dick into her ass.
Moments later, my gorgeous wife had utterly forgotten her husband was standing less than three feet away.
Vicky was in such rapture that she seemed to have lost her grasp of the English language.
Moaning and mumbling her way from 'Oh, fuck, so big," to "Gawd, that feels so good," to "Fuck, I'm cumming again," and then back.
Oiling up my thick 7-inch cock, I waited until my wife fell forward onto Albert's chest as she shuddered her way through another orgasm. When she did, I straddled Albert's thighs, grabbed a handful of Vicky's hair, pulled her head back, and then brutally shoved all 7-inches in her ass.
I thought for a moment that I had ruined it all because as my cock's big head roughly forced her rosebud open, Vicky sucked in a deep breath to scream. But when my cock forced Albert's up against her Gspot, her imminent scream changed into a lust-filled groan of, "Oh, my good lawd, is that good!"
Panting and gasping and cumming every few seconds, Vicky lay there and let Albert and me fuck her to sexual oblivion.
Albert, by the clock beside our bed, somehow hung in without cumming for five, ten, then almost 15 minutes.
Nearing the fifteen-minute mark, I could tell Albert could take no more. He, despite his groaned denials, was about to orgasm.
"MsV!" I snapped. "You need to let your boy cum!"
I wasn't sure my wife had heard me until she managed to lift her head and say, "Cum in your Mistress, little one."
Albert almost screamed as his massive boner exploded inside my wife. Albert came so hard I could feel his cock twitching and jerking through the thin wall between MsV's ass and her pussy.
Feeling Albert filling my wife's deliciously tight cunt with his young man's goo was too much for me. Grunting like a lowlands gorilla, I blasted cum into my wife's hot, warm anal passage.
Feeling us both cumming inside her drove Vicky into another close-to-squirting round of orgasms. By the time we three came down, there were love juices everywhere. Vicky had to simply roll off Albert onto the cleanest part because there wasn't anywhere un-messed to lie down.
Panting with exhaustion, Vicky said, "Thank you for some of the best orgasms I've ever had, Albert. You're quite the stud."
Albert blushed again.
"Little mister albert, the session has ended. My husband will show you to the shower so you can clean yourself up and then leave. I expect a text message when you get home to say you've arrived safely. By the end of today, I want an email outlining your impressions of the session. What you liked, what you didn't, and what was just okay.
Tomorrow at 9.00 am I will call you to make sure you're okay. Are we clear?"
"Yes, Mistress."
Note: Unless a potential submissive play partner allows me to check in with them the next day, I will not do a session with that person. I insist on this because submissive people can easily slip into 'sub space' after a session and then get lost there.
I want to ensure my play partner hasn't crashed into a depressive interlude. If they have, I will immediately go to their residence and stay with them until it has passed.
If you're wondering why: What goes up must come down. If I've done the subs session well, they will have experienced the highest of highs. Often, they can then crash to the lowest of lows.
Back to the story...
With my knees threatening to collapse at any moment, I got Albert a towel and washer from the linen cupboard, then showed him to the shower. Once I heard the water running, I stumbled back to our bedroom to find Vicky sitting naked cross-legged in the middle of the bed, glaring at me. Even though cum was still leaking out of both of her holes, all the bedding was on the floor.
"My ass hurts," she accused.
"It did after that first night I fucked it, too, remember?"
"You were way more gentle that night than earlier."
"Because I knew you'd love it."
My wife's eyes dropped, and she turned away, blushing, "That's not the point. Okay, it is the point... You could have warned me! I thought my ass was going to tear wide open when you shoved so hard, so unexpectedly into it."
"If I had told you what I wanted to do, you would have refused. This way, you had no choice, and it gave you the most intense orgasms you've ever had. Go on, admit it!"
Blushing even redder, Vicky muttered, "You still could have warned me."
She looked at me silently as the seconds crawled past. Then, finally, she said, "You know I'm going to want to experience that again, don't you?"
"Yes, Chubby. I wouldn't have done it if I didn't want you to experience this and add it to our sex play."
"We already have one permanent, live-in sub. Do we have room for another?"
"You want Albert to be yours?"
Vicky nodded.
"It's not going to go over well with Rich and Mistress Constance."
Luckily, it wasn't that much of a problem.
Sidebar: Why it wasn't much of a problem.
As observed above, I thought Mistress Constance was a bitch. This impression was confirmed when Vicky and I approached her and Rich about Albert joining us. Mistress Constance could have easily said yes or no, and that would have been the end of it.
Instead, she ordered Albert into the room, then castigated him viciously for 'being allowed to play outside of their arrangement once and immediately wanting to leave'.
After Mistress Constance had finished making Albert feel like the worst submissive on the planet, she turned to Rich with a smirk.
Still looking at her husband but talking to me, she had dismissed Vicky from her mind entirely, Mistress Constance said, "You can have the snivelling whining little twerp. My husband, needle dick, here, is insanely jealous that I prefer Albert's decent-sized canoe splitter to him."
Pure rage flew onto Rich's face.
Standing quickly, I said, "I'm taking Albert with us. He can come back tomorrow for his things. Thank you for releasing him so gracefully."
"Whatever," Mistress Constance sneered. "Albert, you'll never be a true submissive's asshole. If your stuff isn't out of your room by 10.00 am, I'm throwing everything into the street."
Yes, Mistress Constance," Albert replied.
After we exited the room, Albert said, "I don't have much. My room is just here. With some help to carry a couple of boxes, I can move out of here now."
Back to the story...
It took some time to work out as our two sons still lived at home. But we moved Anna to a pallet at the bottom of our bed, and Albert moved into Anna's room. Albert and Anna had to share closet space in Albert's room as there wasn't room in Vicky's and my wardrobe.
Weirdly, Albert never got comfortable with Anna marching into his room naked to dress. Weird because those two fucked together and with us regularly.
Anna, from the beginning, demanded that if we brought another sub in, she be the 'omega sub'. The lowest of the low, answering to everyone. I think, given her limited experience in BDSM, she expected me to bring another female sub in. But, because of my earlier infidelity, I had never planned on MsV and I having more than one female sub. However, I hoped my wife would garner a veritable stable of male submissives.
Anna wasn't sure about suddenly being under a new male sub who was significantly younger than her.
Note: Albert lasted with us less than three months. The first crack in our relationship occurred because Albert began using his higher status in the hierarchical structure to fuck Anna whenever he chose.
I had to specifically ban him from even touching Anna without permission from MsV or myself to stop his depredations.
Back to the story...
A week after her session with Albert, Rich called Vicky and demanded his 'reward'. We learned later that Constance had banned Rich from talking to either of us, but Rich, who had begun as the top Dominant in their structure, called Vicky anyway.
Vicky would have refused, but I reminded her she was still experimenting to see what role suited her best. Her doing a session with Rich would give her another comparison point.
My explanation to Vicky wasn't the reason I wanted her to play. I hoped adding another person she had had sex with would open her up to further exploration.
Vicky drove to Rich and Constance's place for the session. I waited at home. We had set a time limit for this play session. If I hadn't heard from Vicky within an hour of the known starting point, I was to come and get her.
Note: Ladies, bad things happen if you haven't set up contingency plans. Always insist your first meeting with a potential Dominant is in a safe public place. Ensure you've told someone who can be there within a few minutes who you're meeting, where, and when.



Never play on a first date. If your potential new Dominant insists that your first meeting is a play date, the guy's a moron and is probably dangerous to your health, if not your life.
Before every play session, ensure you've got someone waiting for you to check in with them by an agreed time. Even if you have to interrupt the session to text or call your backup, do it!
Take a photo of your new Dominant's car licence plate and text it to your 'safe person'.
I insist any new submissive I'm meeting follow the above procedures. If she won't, she's a moron, and I'm not going anywhere near that!
Back to the story...
After her session with Rich, I took Vicky for a coffee and asked her if she wanted to 'debrief'. Vicky described the session.
Rich is a Shibari expert. First, he bound my wife beautifully before suspending her above a dildo on a stand he had placed underneath her perineum. Then, using a pulley and ratchet, Rich lifted and lowered Vicky on and off this dildo as quickly as he could raise, then drop her.
"Fuck, it must have hurt when he dropped you too far," I mused.
Vicky shook her head, "He was an expert at it. Not once did he drop me far enough that the dildo hit my cervix.
"Did you orgasm?"
It was still early in her sexual awakening, so Vicky blushed before unwillingly admitting she had three or four orgasms with Rich doing this to her.
"Then?"
"He changed the dildo for a 'magic wand' vibrator. Then, adjusting the stand, Rich positioned the wand firmly against my clit. Next, turning the wand on high, Rich used a thick leather paddle to hit my ass and back."
"Was it good?"
"Fuck, yes!" Vicky averred. "I had two more orgasms as he hit me."
"What did he do after that?"
"It was nearly at the end of the hour we had agreed on. Rich wanted me to blow him as his reward for doing the session."
"And?"
Vicky blushed again, "Mistress Constance wasn't kidding when she said he had a needle dick. I doubt Rich is even 4-inches long, and he's thin to go with it. When I sucked him into my mouth, Rich grabbed the back of my head and forced his pubis against my lips.
I choked... "
"You choked on 4 inches?" I questioned in disbelief.
My wife could easily swallow all of my 7 inches. She was almost able to swallow all of Albert. She still had about an inch to fit in. Why on earth would four miserly inches be a problem?
"He was barely long enough to hit my gag reflex," Vicky explained. "With him holding my mouth and nose so tightly against his pubic bone and him fucking my mouth, the tip of his dick kept banging against it.
You and Albert slide over, then past it. You don't hit against it. Rich's dick banging on it made me retch."
"Wow. What was after that?"
"As I retched, Rich kept saying, 'Take it, slut. You love my big dick gagging you, don't you?' I didn't want to humiliate the guy. After all, it's not his fault he had a tiny wiener, so I pretended to moan and say 'Yes, Sir'."
"Hmm, okay. So what happened after that?"
"He came down my throat."
"Did you like it?"
"Yes. Guys think they're so dominant, but we women can make you cum anytime we want. Most men are, quite frankly, pathetic wannabes. All I needed to do was say, 'Cum in my mouth, please, Sir', and Rich blew."
"He didn't get to fuck your pussy"
"He wanted to, but the hour was over before he could get it back up.
"Are you any closer to deciding if you want to be a Domme or sub?"
"Kind of. I think I'm a switch with submissive tendencies. If we can find Dominant men with your kind of intensity, I'd like to submit to them. But, if we can't, I'd prefer to Domme."
Note: If you'd like to read about the one and only time my wife and I did a BDSM session with her as my submissive, you can read about it in my story 'My Wife Finds Her Submissive Side'.
Back to the story...

Chapter 8: The ultimate session.

I remember being fascinated by drag queens from a young (but legal) age. Transgirls were just people to me. I accepted immediately that some of us were born into the wrong gender and that these beautiful people needed our love and support, not our disdain and ridicule.
Drag queens are different. These queens are 'over-blown, over-exaggerated caricatures of women'. Drag queens take the things women do naturally and then multiply them into comedic characters. A drag queen's walk, talk, and body language is a woman's multiplied to the 'nth' degree.
I love them and find them hilarious. I especially like the queens who aren't making the slightest attempt to 'pass' as a woman; they're just exaggeratedly mimicking them.
In Brisbane, where I live, there's an exceptionally gifted drag queen called Mandy Moobs who creates most of the drag shows at The Sportsman Hotel in Spring Hill. If Mandy ever decides she'd like to have an affair with an overweight, almost 60-year-old, I will have to see if Vicky will allow it.
I formed a plan to expand Vicky's and my sexual experiences further. Because I had insisted my wife try lesbian sex, I thought it was only fair she experienced me having homosexual sex.
As a male, without sexual arousal, i.e. an erect penis, sex is virtually impossible. Masculine males, as observed above, do nothing for me.
Being a cab driver for a time meant many gay men hit on me. But, for them, it's a doomed cause because I have no attraction to the masculine. Their hitting on me never bothered me; I just didn't feel any sexual attraction in return.
I trolled through ICQ again, but its popularity had waned by now, and I had no luck. I was looking for either a Transgirl who liked to top or a convincing transvestite or crossdresser who would do the same.
Notes: I do not pretend to be an expert in this field. The definitions and explanations following are my experiences, and I do not speak for anyone else.
Definitions:
Crossdresser: Someone who likes to wear the clothes, especially the undergarments of the sex generally recognised as opposite to them. They may or may not try to present as close to the feminine as possible if they're male. Or as close to the masculine as they can if they're female.
Personally, I would call men who don't want to present as female, but get sexually aroused by wearing lingerie, fetish dressers, not crossdressers.
Transvestite: Someone trying to mimic the gender generally seen as opposite to theirs. They will go to all possible lengths to try and blend in with the sex they are portraying.
Transgender: Someone who believes that they have been into the wrong body. Even though all outer appearances suggest they're one gender, their minds, emotions, and psyches tell them they're the opposite of their physical sexual organs.
There are more than the three I have described above, but I'm already way above my pay grade and have no wish to go further.
Explanations:
Guys, if you've ever wondered why it's almost impossible to find anyone other than a trans prostitute to fuck you in your ass, this is why.
When it comes to sex, 87% of transgirls identify as bottoms. In other words, they want to be fucked, not to fuck someone. Some 48% identify as lesbian or bisexual with a preference for women or other transgirls. Another 29% identify as queer, asexual or other. That leaves a miserly 23% that identify as heterosexual and will want to have sex with you. I.E., They're a woman (or believe they are). You're a man. Therefore, the sex is heterosexual.
87% of these few transwomen who will have sex with you will want you to fuck them. They're unlikely to want to fuck you.
Let me put that into numbers so you can understand. Take a sample of 100 transgirls. On average, 87 of these girls want someone to fuck them. Only 13 want to fuck someone.
Only 23% of these 13 transwomen identify as heterosexual. I.E., they want to have sex with a male.
Doing the sums gives you a final figure of less than 3 out of 100 transwomen who will consider fucking a man in his ass.
I suggest you get off the Brazilian trans porn sites you've been visiting and join a site like Fetlife, where you can do some actual research.
Back to the story...
... I trolled through ICQ again, but its popularity had waned by now...
As I could not find a suitable Top in any of these categories, I changed the parameters to 'transgirls who like couples' and had a deluge of girls to choose from.
I approached several girls before one named Kate Coxx answered. Kate and I exchanged messages for days as we sounded each other out. I explained that as we spoke, my wife had no idea I was approaching transgirls intending to have sex with them. But, before Kate and I met, I'd inform my wife. I reassured Kate that my wife would be coming to our first face-to-face chat.
Kate is a gorgeous girl. Tall and slim, with long legs and a ready smile, Kate is one of the few trans girls that can 'pass' in most situations. In addition, Kate has natural 'B' cup breasts.
Kate is very submissive, and her desire has always been to serve a Dom/me couple. I had sent pictures to Kate of my wife and me together. Nothing even remotely risqué, as I wanted Kate to see us as people first, not sexual partners.
Note: If you choose to send nudes via the internet, do not be surprised when your account gets hacked and those pictures are shared a gazillion times.
Back to the story...
Once Kate and I were sure the other was genuine, I brought Vicky and Anna into our conversations. My wife expressed surprise that Kate was trans. Anna thought that Kate was beautiful, but that it was obvious Kate wasn't a 'real' woman.
Vicky demanded to know why I was talking to Kate. She stated she was happy with the two submissives we already had. She wondered why, if I wanted to play with a crossdresser again, didn't we go and see caroline?
I explained that caroline was for her and that, sexually, caroline did nothing for me as she was too obviously male for me even to contemplate having sex with. I further explained that I wanted her to experience what it was like to see her spouse having same-on-same sex.
Vicky pointed out that Kate, being as gorgeous as she is, hardly counts as man-on-man.
I then brought up the one graphic pic that Kate had been kind enough to send me. This pic was of Kate standing in front of a full-length mirror with her face covered by the camera. She was dressed immaculately from head to toe, except that she had pulled her leather skirt down far enough to reveal her rampantly erect 7-inch cock.
"Wow!" Vicky exclaimed. "That looks so weird sitting on someone so feminine."
My wife bit her bottom lip before adding, "Hot as fucking hell, though."
"Kate likes receiving oral," I said quietly into the silence.
"You're going to suck that?" Vicky asked in disbelief.
Blushing, I answered, "I'm going to try. But I don't know if I can."
"I think I'd like to see that," my wife almost purred.
I could see and almost feel her arousal.
"What is my role, Master, if I may ask?" Anna queried.
"You're part of our family now, my little natalia girl. Your role is to be informed your Mistress and I are contemplating taking on another submissive."
"Yes, Sir," Anna replied.
It was Anna's time to bite her bottom lip, "May I be allowed to play with Kate, too?"
Vicky answered before me, "Not the first time, little one. If it goes well, I may let you join us in later sessions."
With those words, I knew Vicky was already ready to have a play session with Kate. Plus, she was considering more than one.
Note: Kate Coxx is one of the few transgirls on a complete HRT program that can still achieve and maintain a full erection. In over 95% of cases, introducing oestrogen into a biologically male body kills the ability to go hard.
That is another reason those Brazilian trans sites you're visiting are bullshit. If the girl looks that feminine, there's no way she is not on HRT. To be erect, that woman has taken some kind of chemical to get there.
Back to the story...
We arranged to meet Kate at The Coffee Club in West End. This coffee club hosts a regular Wednesday night meet and greet for the local Seahorse Society, so neither the staff nor the patrons are surprised at seeing transwomen.
Kate lives full-time as a woman but is still reticent about being seen in public places. She never explained why and I thought it rude to ask.
Vicky and I arrived on time for a change. The time we had agreed slipped past, and another fifteen minutes elapsed. I was about to call Kate to make sure she was okay when she called me.
Kate was suffering a panic attack and had frozen inside her car, unable to get out. Checking where she was, I walked to the downstairs parking area. When I got there, Kate timidly opened the car door and got out.
I looked her over admiringly, "Miss Coxx, you are stunning!"
Hearing and seeing me so openly smitten seemed to allow Kate to relax.
"I've had so many men stand me up, John. I just couldn't go up there and face another rejection," she explained.
For our meeting, Kate had probably gone a little over the top. Her attire was more suitable for a nightclub than a coffee club. She was wearing stockings with suspenders over stiletto heels that had to have been at least 7 inches. Above the suspenders, which were clearly visible below her skirt's hem, she had on a clinging micro-mini skirt. Her top was backless and barely covered her tiny nippled 'B' cup breasts.
Kate has pierced ears, a nose, and a belly button.
She is glorious. Any man should have been ecstatic she was holding his arm. I was!
Note: Boys, experienced transwomen and crossdressers get that the imminent reality of a play session or meet and greet with them can become overwhelming, and you need to chicken out. But please have the decency of calling or texting them to let them know you're not coming. Please don't leave the poor girl sitting there, having been obviously stood up.
Back to the story...
With my arm intertwined with hers, I guided Kate up the stairs and inside the club. As we walked across to the table, Vicky stood up.
"Hello, Miss Kate. Wow, are you gorgeous! I'll have to step my game up, or I might lose my hubby to you."
Kate beamed before letting go of my arm and giving my wife a hug and kiss.
"Oh, I don't know," she said. "Maybe hubby here needs to lift his game before I take you away from him."
Laughing, the girls sat down and then looked at me expectantly.
Internally sighing, I asked what they'd like to eat and drink before leaving them to become better acquainted as I went to order.
I sat at the bar, slowly sipping a beer while waiting to see what happened next. I'd almost finished the bottle before Vicky came and got me. When we got back to the table, Kate wasn't there.
"Where's Kate?" I asked, fearful the girls had decided they wouldn't play together and I would have to start trolling for another.
To my relief, MsV answered, "In the loos."
"And?"
"What? Oh. Yes, I think I'd like to play with Kate. One rule, though. You and Kate are never to play alone together. So if I can't play with you, there's no playing."
"Of course, Chubby. I promised to bring you along for the ride and never cheat behind your back again. I mean to keep that promise."
"And if I want to do a three-way with Kate and Anna?"
Holding my features still, I replied, "May I be in the room to record that session?"
Laughing, Vicky slapped my arm and said, "Sure. But you're not allowed to masturbate."
Sighing deeply, I pretended to be bitterly disappointed, "Well, what's the point of being there to record it then?"
We were still laughing with our heads pressed together when Kate returned.
She sat opposite us, "What I like most about this is how close you two are. Most couples I've met, the woman is only going along with it because she thinks her husband will do it anyway if she doesn't agree.
Sometimes the woman relaxes enough to enjoy the sex, but usually, it just feels uncomfortable because the man is the only one that's truly getting what they want."
"If you and Vicky don't find each other mutually attractive, there won't be any play, little miss kate. If we three play, your and my first priority will be to give MsV as many orgasms as possible before we look to each other's needs."
"So, you're her submissive, then?"
"No. But I'm not going to do anything my wife isn't whole-heartedly in agreement with. And nothing happens without her being there and enjoying every part of it."
"I don't fuck guys, Mister," Kate averred. "If you want a girl to fuck your arse, you've chosen the wrong girl. I like guys fucking me, and I love fucking other women, but I don't fuck guys. With men, I'm totally a bottom."
Then she laughed, "I'm a bottom that loves getting fucked in the bottom!"
"I'm aware of that, miss kate. You told me that from the beginning."
"Yeah, but guys still suddenly spring that shit on you. I've had so many men try and back their arseholes onto my cock. So if you try that, I'll leave, okay?"
"Hard limit, miss kate. I respect all hard limits."
Kate stared into my eyes for a long time before saying, "You know, I think you might be one of the few genuine ones."
She turned to my wife, "I'd like to come and play, MsV. Or should that be 'play and cum'? Would you like me to?"
Vicky took one of Kate's hands in hers, "Yes, little one. You and I will get on messenger later in the week and discuss what you'd like to experience in a session. Then, as long as we're both happy, we'll set up a play date. Do you want to come to ours or somewhere else?"
"Don't you have teenage boys at your place?"
"Yes, we do."
"I'd rather have a motel room, then, please. If possible, I'd like to be able to stay there overnight after you've left. I'll probably go to The Beat afterwards."
"Sounds like a plan," I answered. "When would you like to play?"
I wanted to get this locked in before my wife got cold feet.
"It's Sunday today. Why don't MsV and I chat during the week and try and set something up for next Saturday night?"
"Sounds good to me. Honey?"
"Next Saturday works for me. Assuming Kate doesn't freak me out when we chat online."
Kate smiled broadly, "I don't want much from a session, MsV. Some bondage and a little bit of spanking. Oh, and if you'd tickle me until I have to use my safe word, that would be awesome."
By the look of confusion on Vicky's face, I was unsure if she'd heard of a tickle fetish.
Shaking her head and shrugging her shoulders, MsV replied, "Whatever floats your boat."
Vicky pointed at me, "What do you want from John?"
Kate blushed, "Your man is so big and manly, MsV. I'd love him to manhandle me all around the room as he sticks his cock in my holes. I want him to be quite rough with me, so I gag when he's in my mouth and flinch when he takes my ass. His doing that will make me so vulnerable and weak, and feminine.
As you can see, I'm tall for a girl, so I rarely find a manly man to make me feel petite and feminine."
Vicky laughed, "I'm sure John will just hate using you roughly, little one. He'll probably immediately refuse."
"Actually, wifey, I'd hate to disappoint the poor girl and leave her wanting," I grinned back at her.
Standing, we exchanged kisses and hugs before I escorted Kate back to her car.
I was already anticipating next Saturday.
By Thursday, Vicky confirmed we'd be playing with Kate.
Kate was due at the motel at 6.00 pm. Around 4.00 pm, Vicky and I arrived to set up for our session.
Setting the ropes across the bed, I added leather handcuffs, ankle bracelets, and a leg spreader. Next to those items, I placed several types of blindfolds. I had a padded fake fluffy wool pair that would seal Kate's eyes totally closed. A leather pair that bulged in the middle, also sealing the eyes closed, and a silk scarf that would make things opaque but allow Kate to have some sense of what was happening.



Which one I used would depend on Kate. Some people find being unable to see what is happening a terrifying experience, especially with new play partners.
Underneath these, I placed a row of floggers. We had the suede 'cat' and the smaller leather 'cat'. Also, we had two different types of leather floggers. One was the studded one described above, and the second was longer and thinner, almost a belt, as opposed to a paddle.
The last of the equipment was a pingpong paddle and a couple of feather ticklers so MsV could satiate Kate's tickle fetish.
Vicky was wearing her strap-on underneath her leather skirt and placed lube and sex toy cleaner on the bedside table.
Setting up only took about 15 minutes, so we had time to kill before Kate's arrival. Vicky and I have always enjoyed alone time together, so sitting and chatting while waiting for Kate was no chore.
As the time passed 5.30, Vicky began getting nervous and a little fidgety. She kept getting up to look through the drawn curtains to see if Kate was there.
She turned to me, "Are you really going to suck Kate's cock tonight?"
"No. I'm going to try and see if I can. Assuming I don't freak out, then yes."
"And if she cums in your mouth?"
"In for a penny, in for a pound, right?"
In disbelief, my wife asked, "You're going to swallow it?"
"I'm going to try, then hope I don't embarrass Kate by throwing up."
The room suddenly filled with the smell of my wife's arousal.
"Fuck, is that going to be hot!" She stated.
"If I can do it."
"You'll do it. I've never seen you fail at anything you've ever tried."
There was a knock on the door. I opened it, and Kate rushed inside. Doing a quick pirouette, flaring the short robe she was wearing over her hips, Kate stopped facing my wife and then dropped the robe.
Under the robe, all she had on was a tight lacy bra and a tiny black thong.
"Sorry, Sir, Mistress, I had another panic attack out there. My apologies for barging in so rudely."
Note: I only allow subs currently serving me to call me Master. I don't really like the title, even from my submissives. I think using 'Master' is a bit of a pretentious wank. I prefer Sir or Mister Murray.
Conversely, I think Ma'am makes the Domme sound like a 90-year-old spinster aunt. Mistress sounds much more respectful.
Back to the story...
Kate assumed sub-position one.
Kneeling with her ass on her heels, her shoulders up and back, and her head held high, Kate said, "Sir, Mistress, I hope you find this sub worthy."
As we agreed, I stepped to the side so MsV could begin the session. Vicky walked in front of Kate. She was so close that Kate's nose was almost in her navel. Kate is quite tall, and my wife is tiny. By the sudden lick of her top lip, I was certain Kate was aware of how turned on my wife was. Kate had only tucked her penis back between her thighs. Unbidden, it rose into view.
Vicky lifted her skirt, then bent her knees so she could lower herself onto Kate's thighs. Doing this caused Vicky's 'cock' to spring into view, too.
Kate gasped and went to reach for it.
"Hands on my hips!" Vicky snapped.
Kate snatched her hands away and placed them where Vicky had told her to.
"Keep your hands there until I tell you you can move."
"Yes, Mistress."
"Look at my breasts."
Lifting her eyes, Kate complied. As she stared at my wife's lush bosom, Kate was unconsciously biting her bottom lip. From where I stood, I could see Kate was leaking precum already.
Vicky was wearing her leather bustier top. Reaching behind herself, Vicky began undoing the clasps holding her top closed.
As my wife's generous melons came slowly into view, Kate started to almost pant. Precum was now pouring from her cock.
Tossing the bustier aside, Vicky cupped her magnificent breasts. She then leant in until she had buried Kate's face between them.
Moving further back, MsV wiped her left nipple across Kate's passive lips.
"You may lick them, little one," she informed Kate.
Swinging her shoulders to the left, Vicky slid her left nipple back across Kate's lips, then, turning more, wiped her right across them as well.
As MsV's nipples passed over her lips, Kate swirled her tongue up, over and around them.
Groaning sensually, Vicky said, "Good girl. Keep doing that. It feels so good."
I thought both girls were about to cum as Vicky swept her big nipples back and forth across Kate's tongue, but Vicky stood and stepped back before they could. Kate's eyes followed Vicky in mute appeal.
"Eyes down, miss!" Vicky snapped. "You know the rules!"
"Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress." Kate whispered, quickly dropping her eyes to the floor.
"Explain the safe word procedures to me, little miss kate," Vicky demanded.
Kate correctly ran through the procedures.
"Little miss kate, your session starts now," Vicky intoned. "Get up on the bed, face up."
Kate quickly assumed the required position.
Vicky bound Kate's wrists and ankles to the bed using the ropes I had laid out.
Once Kate was spread-eagled and helpless, Vicky took out the incredibly sharp curved butcher's knife I had placed in our kit.
Using it to shave some of the hairs on her arm off, showing Kate just how sharp this knife was, Vicky asked, "Did I tell you what would happen if you wore underwear under your robe, little one?"
Watching the knife fearfully, Kate answered, "Yes, Mistress."
With a casual flick of her wrist, Vicky sliced the shoulder straps of Kate's bra before cutting the cups apart where they met between Kate's tits. She followed this by slicing the straps of kate's thong. Ripping these items off Kate, MsV disdainfully threw both items into the corner.
Turning her head to me, MsV said, "I can't stand disobedient subs, John. Can you?"
Trying to hide my proud grin, I replied, "Do you think we should punish this slut by sending her home naked without having the session?"
My wife pretended to consider this before saying, "Or, I could ensure this cunt muncher has an extreme erection, use some of that rope to tie around her cock and balls, ensuring it won't go soft. Then we can go home, leaving her here for room service to find."
Turning back to Kate, MsV said severely, "What do you think, little one? Do any of those suggestions sound good to you?"
Shaking her head vehemently, Kate said, "No, Mistress."
"Do you agree punishment is due, little miss kate? You did breach a specific order."
I could see that Kate wanted to protest but couldn't because of the 'three answers' edict.
Eventually, Kate sagged back in defeat before mumbling, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good girl. I think because you've admitted your error, I can let this pass this time. Do not test me again, understood?"
Looking a lot happier, Kate replied, "Yes, Mistress."
Because I was only observing, I could see how my wife's supreme domination affected Kate. Despite her fears and embarrassment at being called out, her cock was, if anything, even harder. And precum continued to pour from her cock's eye.
Gathering some of that precum up in her palm, MsV started to stroke her hand along Kate's shaft and up over the head. Then, gripping just below Kate's glans, Vicky rubbed her thumb over that super sensitive part of the glans just below the cock's eye.
Kate watched Vicky's hand avidly before her head tipped back and her hips lifted from the bed to try and hump into Vicky's palm.
Low sensuous growls poured from Kate's mouth. She was very close to cumming before MsV said, "Now. Where was I? Oh, yes. I was about to use this, wasn't I?"
Taking her hand off her submissive's dick, Vicky picked up the tickler we had bought specially.
"Before I do, I think a blindfold will add some piquancy to the act, don't you, John?"
"Not knowing when or where the tickle is coming from will be an exquisite torture, I believe," I replied.
MsV quickly tied the leather blindfold in place.
Kate accepted it without complaint, but I could see her ass was clenching and her cock throbbing in anticipation.
Moving away so that Kate had no idea where she was, MsV picked up a faux-fur-covered length of rope. Then, leaning forward over Kate, Vicky let the rope's end lightly touch Kate's left ribcage.
Kate giggled as the rope's end tickled her. As Vicky dragged across her ribs, Kate's giggles turned into full-blown laughs. Changing the rope to a more intense tickler turned Kate's laughs into explosive guffaws.
Giggling and laughing, Kate jerked, twitched and struggled back and forth across the bed. But, because she was securely bound to the bed, Kate couldn't move far enough to escape Vicky's touch.
Dropping the tickler, MsV grabbed Kate's foot before tickling the underside of it. Kate was kicking so hard as tears of laughter poured down her face that it was just as well that Vicky had tied her so firmly.
Picking the tickler up, Vicky switched feet. Kate's laughs were coming in large, gasping, whoops.
I was about to step in and stop her when Vicky stopped tickling long enough to ask, "Do you need to use a safe word, little one?"
Still uncontrollably giggling, Kate managed to pant, "No, Mistress."
But when Vicky used her fingers on Kate's ribcage, Kate immediately gasped, "Orange, please, Mistress."
Removing her hands from Kate completely, MsV sat back to give Kate time to recover.
Once the last giggle tremors subsided, MsV asked, "Would you like me to whip you now, little miss kate?"
"Yes, please, Mistress."
Before untying Kate, my wife moved her strapon aside, then straddled Kate's flagging cock and pressed her leather knicker-covered pussy against it. My wife was so wet that her knickers were soaked through. Pussy juices leaked from her cunt in a steady stream.
Feeling her Mistress' warm vulva against her cock soon had Kate rock-hard again.
Satisfied her sub was super horny and needing to cum, MsV released the binds and allowed Kate to roll over. Kate was soon bound face down, with a pillow under her ass. The pillow made Kate's ass arch lewdly, and it was all I could not to drop my trousers and mount her.
My turn was coming soon, so I managed to keep control and stay separate until MsV had completed all she wanted to do.
One of Kate's soft boundaries was someone hitting her with something other than an open palm or soft-suede cat 'o' nine tails whip. So Vicky started with openhanded smacks to Kate's firm and toned bottom.
Kate seemed to enjoy this sensation, so MsV extended where she hit. Vicky slapped Kate from behind her knees to the top of her shoulders. One slap quickly followed the other as she used alternate palms one after the other.
By the time Vicky reached her shoulders, Kate was humming loudly and dry-humping the bed.
Undoing the restraints, MsV said, "Roll over."
Kate complied and was soon tied face up again. Kate's stiff 7-inch cock throbbed and twitched under our gaze. Kate's eyepatch had slipped off, So Vicky changed it for the silk scarf. Tying it loosely and folded only once blurred Kate's vision but gave her a vague view of what was happening.
"I'm going to sit on your face so you can tongue me to orgasm, little miss kate," Vicky informed her. "John is going to blow you. Okay? Be patient because yours will be the first cock he has ever had in his mouth.
Do you agree?"
"Yes, Mistress."
Kate and I had discussed this, and I had cleared it with my wife, so it was part of our planned session with Kate.
MsV moved her strap-on aside so she could sit facing Kate's feet and watch her husband suck his first dick.
Vicky gasped in anticipation as I wrapped my hand around Kate's slim, long penis. Then, with my elbows trembling with nervous fear, I leant down so I could push my tongue out and touch Kate's cock's head with it.
I stopped momentarily just before my tongue touched Kate. Breathing deeply to settle my nerves caused warm air to flow quickly over Kate's sensitive glans. She greeted this with a deep groan, "Gawd, that feels good!"
Not strictly within the three allowed responses, but it gave me the courage to continue.
Strangling my fears, I formed my lips into an 'O', then lowered my mouth onto Kate's cock. Holding it about halfway down, I kept lowering down until I felt my lips against my hand.
'That wasn't so bad,' I thought. 'Now, can I make Kate cum?'
I'd never sucked a cock before, but I'd had literally dozens of women blow mine. Therefore, I knew what I liked and what I didn't. What helped me climb Cum Mountain, and what sent me scurrying back to base camp. So, I did to Kate's cock what I like having done to mine.
With a slight twisting motion, I slid my hand up Kate's shaft as I backed my mouth off. Then I gripped her firmly as I slid my hand back down in front of my lips. Every third or fourth time up and back, I'd pause to run my tongue around Kate's glans, over her cock's head, and lap at the eye.
Groaning with undisguised lust, Kate grabbed my head and tried to force more of her rigidly erect penis into my mouth. She caught me unexpectedly and managed to force another inch in. It hit my gag reflex, and I immediately retched.
Note: My darling wife was so into watching me suck Kate off that she had undone Kate's wrist ties so that Kate could guide and encourage me.
Back to the story...
Calming myself down with some more deep breaths, I told myself, "You've taught many a slut how to deep throat you. It's time you learnt yourself."
Ironically, the deep breaths only served to raise Kate's arousal, and she tried to force even more into my mouth.
Forcing my mouth and throat to relax, I slowly lowered back down Kate's dick. When her cock's head hit my gag reflex, I used my strength of mind to force it not to react. Once I was sure I wouldn't hurl, I let more of Kate's shaft into my mouth.
Slowly, slowly, I forced more of Kate's cock past my gag reflex. Finally, with a feeling of triumph, my circled thumb and forefinger hit Kate's pubic bone. A few deep breaths later, my lips were against Kate's pubis. I'd done it. I'd swallowed all of Kate's long and slim penis.
Letting Kate slip back out of my mouth, I looked to see what my wife was doing. Vicky had become so turned on by the spectacle I provided that she had rolled off of Kate's mouth, taken the 'cock' part of the strap-on off, and used it to fuck herself.
"Do that again, baby," she demanded. "Suck all of her cock in your mouth."
It only took a few quick swallows before I could accept all of Kate back inside my mouth a second time.
I thought, however, that deep-throating all of Kate was too slow to allow her to cum. Now that I knew sucking a cock and the taste of precum didn't bother me, I wanted Kate to cum in my mouth so I could experience that, too.
Wrapping the first two fingers of my right hand around the base of Kate's shaft to use as a reference point, I returned to bobbing up and down her cock as swiftly as I could. The twisting motion as I moved up her shaft seemed to elicit the deepest moans from Kate, so I squeezed her dick a little more firmly as I backed up.
Kate's hands were holding my head as she groaned toward her orgasm.
My jaw started to ache just as Kate warned, "I'm going to cum, Sir."
Stroking and bobbing even faster, I nervously waited to feel and taste my first mouthful of semen.
"Argh! Argh!" Kate moaned before pushing her hips firmly at my lips and holding my head tightly down onto her cock.
Kate's dick pulsed in my mouth before erupting semen. My brain rebelled when her first shots hit my mouth, and I almost vomited. But, once I got past that I had just let a 'man' cum in my mouth, I found I liked the taste of semen, so I swallowed every drop Kate had for me.
Hearing Kate cum, Vicky pushed me off Kate and undid Kate's leg ties so she could move Kate's legs back and apart. Then, positioning the head of her 'cock' at Kate's ass' entrance, MsV shoved the whole length of it hard into Kate's 'boy cunt'.
Kneeling with her thighs on either side of Kate's ass. MsV stroked her girl's cock as she thrust inside her.
Kate didn't go soft at all, even though she had just cum. Kate sounded ready to explode again as Vicky brutally fucked her. My wife was not being gentle at all as she pounded her sub's ass. MsV wasn't making love to Kate; she was fucking her. Fucking her hard and well.
Moving to get a better view, I realised Vicky had changed the strap-on's harness. This harness had two dildos attached. One for Vicky's pussy and one for her ass. Every time Vicky pushed forwards, the harness moved backwards, and the two dildos slid partly out of her. Then, pulling back, she moved the harness back, forcing the dildos into her ass and pussy.
Vicky was literally fucking herself by fucking Kate's ass.
"Cum for me, my little slut," MsV demanded.
"Fuck, yes, Mistress," Kate groaned as her dick exploded in Vicky's hand.
To my surprise, Kate came hard enough to spurt cum high enough to hit my wife's chin.
Seeing the two of them orgasm together had me ready to go again. So, I pushed Vicky forwards. I was going to slip my cock into her ass as I'd done when she rode Albert.
My wife had other ideas, however.
"No," she said, pushing me away. "Kate, can you go again?"
"If your hubby blows me again, Mistress, I think so."
"John, suck her to hardness, then I'm going to lie on my back as Kate fucks me, and you fuck her ass."
Going back down on my submissive, It didn't take me long to make Kate harder than advanced trigonometry.
MsV wrapped her arms around her girl before pulling Kate on top of her. Kate's long, slender penis entered my wife for the first time as I watched.
Vicky lifted her knees and then wrapped her calves around the back of Kate's upper thighs,
"Fuck me, my girl, fuck your Mistress hard," MsV crooned.
Watching Kate beautifully fuck my wife soon had me harder than granite. Lubing my thick 7-inch dick, I encouraged the girls to move so I could easily fuck Kate's ass. They swapped over. Vicky brought her knees together so Kate could open her thighs and place them outside Vicky's legs.
Moving between Kate's spread thighs, I placed the head of my cock against Kate's pucker hole. Then, ripping my hips forwards, I thrust all of my dick inside Kate as hard as I possibly could.
Note This was the first time I'd ever fucked someone who wasn't cisgender female.
Back to the story...
My pounding into Kate drove Kate deeply into my wife. It took only a few firm thrusts from me before Vicky exploded into orgasm.
"OMFG, is that good," MsV moaned.
Juices poured from my wife's pussy so heavily that I almost wondered if I hadn't turned her into a 'squirter'.
Feeling her Mistress cum on her cock made Kate cum, too.
"Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd. OMFG!" Kate exclaimed. "I'm fucking CUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGG!"
Kate's ass clenched down onto my cock as she spat semen into my wife. It was too much. Grunting fit to burst, I blasted into Kate's ass.
Kate had orgasmed at least three times. MsV several more than that, and I had cum twice. We were all exhausted. Staggering back and forth, I packed MsV's and my toys back into our 'play bag', loaded our car up, and then left Kate to sleep.
The next day, I checked in with Kate to find she was keen and eager for another session.
During one of these subsequent sessions, and with MsV's permission, I did as Kate had asked. I tossed her around like she was football and I was playing 'no dropsies' with my mates.
I picked her up and told her to wrap her legs around my hips. Then, lowering her onto my cock, I slid my arms under her armpits and grabbed the tops of her shoulders. Pulling her down as I thrust up and into her, I stood in the middle of the room and fucked Kate's ass until Kate came, squirting semen between us.



Staying in that same spot, I turned Kate upside down, held her by her hips, and with only the strength of my arms, held her so she could suck my cock. Kate's cock was inches from my mouth, so I sucked her too.
Turning Kate over again, I pushed her up against the wall, lifted her thighs so she had to wrap her legs around me again, and then jammed my dick back in her ass.
Holding her against the wall with no part touching the ground, I fucked Kate until Kate's dick exploded between us again.
By now, I badly needed to cum, so I took the two steps to the bed, turned Kate upside down again, and then dumped her on her back. Then, pulling her far enough off the bed so that her head was dangling, I held Kate's neck roughly before forcing all of my 7 inches down her throat.
Kate accepted me readily, so I pumped her throat hard until I splashed my semen down her throat.
When I finished cumming I sat beside her. Kate sat up, kissed my cheek lovingly, and said, "Wow! Sir, no one has ever done me like that, ever. Fuck, was that awesome!"
After our first session, MsV held a session featuring herself, Anna, and Kate. Unfortunately, I wasn't even allowed to watch that session. I've pestered my wife for details ever since, but all she will do is smile and say, "It was fucking awesome. Literally".
Kate, Vicky and I played together many times. We three, plus Anna fucked together twice. MsV, domming Kate and Anna together occurred at least five times.
If you'd like to read about some of those sessions, send me an email, and I might describe them to you.
I hoped to add Kate to our BDSM family, but love intervened. Kate met another transgirl named Laura at her local munch, fell in love, and moved in with her. Fifteen years later, they're still wife and wife and invite many a lucky guy home to fuck them both.
MsV detested Laura on sight, so she broke off all play between Kate and us.

Chapter 9: The Last Taboo.

Introducing Kate left one last thing that I wanted my wife to experience: Her husband being fucked by another man.
Earlier in this piece and my 'Introduction to... ' series, I've observed that having something in my ass does nothing for me sexually. I don't dislike it, but it doesn't turn me on, either. All I feel is a vague need to shit.
Even when something is scraping across my prostate, something most guys adore, I don't feel any sexual arousal or stimulation. I desired to have my wife observe me taking a cock in my ass, but I doubted I would garner any pleasure from it. Getting a masculine male to fuck me would be purely for her enjoyment, not mine.
I turned to the internet again.
Wow, there are many more gay/bisexual curious men than I had ever imagined, and most of them are wannabes and tyre-kickers. Close to 98% of the men who have approached me wanting to get with my wife and I have never followed through. I believe they jerk off to the fantasy as you exchange messages, and when the fantasy pales, they stop responding.
Notes: I based Samuel from my 'Tranny Babysitter' series on the man I allowed to take my anal virginity. My first time indulging in man-on-man sex was very close to how I described it in 'The Conclusion'.
There was no 'Hannah', obviously.
I was a truly gifted athlete. I won many national and provincial titles as a teenager. After I moved to Australia in my mid-twenties, I realised that AFL would have been my sport of choice if I had been born here. I'm tall, have an elite vertical leap, have excellent hands, and am a great ball kicker. Plus, I could run all day, every day.
In conclusion, I would have been Nick Riewoldt ten years before Nick Riewoldt.
However, my descriptions of how my AFL career in that series progressed were accurate. If only I had the mental toughness of my older brother, I would have been a sports superstar.
Back to the story...
Vicky, Anna's and my sex life was awesome. I loved watching the girls getting it on. I loved fucking Vicky as Anna tongued her clit. I adored fucking Anna's ass as Vicky went down on her.
My life couldn't have been any better. I had two women who adored me and adored each other.
Despite a misstep with Albert, Vicky and I had chosen our submissives perfectly. However, there was one last thing I wanted my wife to experience before I could say that I had done everything possible to expand her sexual horizons.
I met a few men trying to find one I was sexually attracted to so I could let him fuck me in front of my wife. It was a fruitless exercise. The men I preferred more closely resembled Kate than John Rambo (randomly picking a hyper-masculine male).
Note: To this day, I prefer femmeboys to men. I love MMF sex, and my wife and I indulge in it regularly, but masculine men still leave me cold. However, there's an exception that I'll explain later in this piece.
Back to the story...
As a teenager, I had indulged in some crossdressing. I didn't want to become a woman, but I loved the thought of becoming so feminine that straight males would want to fuck me.
I grew up in rural New Zealand. In the early 80s, as I turned old enough to have sex legally, I quickly realised that 'there weren't no pooftahs in rural New Zealand', or so people would have you believe. Therefore, my crossdressing had to be a carefully guarded secret.
I'm very hairy, I mean Robin Williams-type hairy. In my opinion, hairy crossdressers just look ridiculous. I know, I know, each to their own. I don't have any problem with anything anyone does to stimulate their sexuality as long as it's legal, safe, sane, and consensual. If, being my size and as hairy as me, you find wearing lingerie sexually exciting, go for it and enjoy it.
I simply think it looks silly, probably because I'm only attracted to the feminine.
Winter became 'tranny time'. During the winter, I wore long-sleeved shirts and long trousers, so the fact I was clean-shaven from the eyebrows down wasn't noticeable.
Because of my nervousness about being outed, I never shared my crossdressing fetish with anyone. But whenever I was between girlfriends or depressed, I found myself bringing 'Marie' out of the closet again.
Because of my fit, toned body and exceptionally long legs from the neck down, I look quite frankly as sexy as hell when I'm all dolled up. Add some breast forms and a painted cleavage line, and as long as no one looks higher than my tits, I'm fairly convincing.
Thinking things through, I decided it was time for Marie to reemerge. I hoped that, dressed as Marie, I could allow a masculine male fuck me.
Note: I've never understood why men find it so difficult to admit they like dressing up as women and playing the feminine role. I do understand the fear of being outed and becoming an object of ridicule. I had someone I worked with show my Marie Facebook profile to everyone in the office.
Luckily, my workplace was very supportive, and that person got in trouble, not me.
Back to the story...
I wasn't sure where to start, so I joined some groups on Fetlife to see if I could find some men with similar predilections to me to chat with. The people in these groups were incredibly supportive and offered plenty of sound advice. Most of the advice was to keep my fetish hidden from my wife because it would end my marriage if she found out.
Note: The above is sadly true, and is why suicide amongst transpeople is so high. Upon beginning their journey to their true authentic self, the poor girl often loses their support group. Their wife leaves, their kids don't want a bar of them, their friends disappear, plus their workplace often becomes a living hell.
Be kind, be supportive and be generous with these people. They're amongst the gentlest and most beautiful friends you will ever have.
Suppose you're not sure whether someone in your vicinity is a male or female. In that case, I want you to follow these steps: Remind yourself that it doesn't fucking matter, and it's none of your fucking business, and move on!
Back to the story...
I never considered not bringing my wife along on this new journey. However, I kept it hidden for a time as I created a wardrobe for Marie, learned how to do my makeup correctly, and learned to walk and talk like a woman.
Note: As described in my Tranny Babysitter series, I never managed to sound like a female newsreader, but I can still do a damned impressive Bea Arthur.
Back to the story...
Once I was satisfied I was as feminine as a large masculine male could make himself, I visited Arpi at 'The House of Transformations' on the Gold Coast and had some glamour shots done.
Arpi describes herself as a femmeboy and has professionally done film and stage makeup for years. As a result, Arpi is an expert at feminising a male's face. You can see what I mean by looking at Arpi's web page gallery.
Downloading the photos Arpi had taken, I took a deep breath, then called Anna and Vicky over. Arpi had done her work so well that it took the girls five or six pics before they realised they were of me.
"Jaysus, John!" My wife exclaimed. "You promised life with you would never be boring, but fuck me!"
My heart sank as I thought I'd erred badly by bringing this into our lives.
Before I could say anything, Vicky asked, "Do you want to transition to female? I could probably handle that, but your cock needs to keep working!"
Gawd, I love that woman.
Laughing, I reassured Vicky that this was a persona that I had created so I could experience playing the feminine role during sex. I further explained that I wanted her to feel the rush I felt when she and Anna got it on.
Anna spoke, "I think this will be a hard limit for me, Sir. I have no problem with your dressing as a woman, but having you in a submissive role as we have sex will be too weird for me to handle. So I prefer to be left out of any sex play you have as Marie, please."
"Are you happy to be seen with me dressed as Marie in public?"
"Yes, Sir. I think you make quite a pretty woman. It's not that you're feminised that I'm struggling with. It's you being submissive that I can't contemplate."
I hugged Anna and smiled, "It's just as well that I didn't want you to be part of Marie's sex life then, isn't it?"
Anna returned my hug gratefully.
"What happens now?" Vicky asked.
"I've been put on to a couple of websites where bisexual and crossdressing men can meet. I want to troll through and find a masculine male that would like to come and fuck us both."
"Definitely not boring," MsV muttered. Then, speaking louder, she said, "I'm not sure I want this. Will you go and get dressed as Marie? Then I'll see if I can make love to you when you're she."
I won't bore you with the details here, but for me to completely transition from a hairy masculine male to a reasonably respectable woman takes almost 90 minutes.
I do not, in any way, as a complete package, pass as a woman. But the sentiments expressed in Tranny babysitter hold true. If you stick your ass out, keep your shoulders back so your tits stick out, and perfect that hip sway walk described, ain't no heterosexual man looking at your face!
Eventually, I made it back to the playroom. Anna sat shaking her head. Vicky asked me to stand still in the middle of the room as she looked me over.
"And Marie is quite submissive, is she?"
Using my 'Bea Arthur' voice, I replied, "Not really, but it's role play, and as you know, I'm pretty good at that."
"What was that?" Vicky exclaimed. "Where did you learn to sound like a woman?"
"YouTube videos."
Anna was still shaking her head.
"You okay, little one?" I asked.
Anna answered, "Yes, Sir. I'm just stunned at the transformation. You look quite sexy, especially from behind, with your tight, shapely ass and long-toned legs. As long as I don't look at your face, I could easily believe you were a woman."
I laughed, "Then I'll have to wiggle my ass like a right slut and keep the boy's eyes on it, won't I?"
Vicky laughed, too, "Go on then, show us your ass wriggle walk."
I strutted across the room, placing my heel only slightly in front of my toe.
"Damn," Vicky said. "Hang on, let me try that."
Anna decided to join the fun, and we all practised hip swaying across the floor.
Vicky took my hand and placed the back of it against her pussy. She was warm to the touch.
"Take me to bed, baby, please."
I picked her up as effortlessly as I did on our marriage night and carried her to our bedroom. Anna followed us.
"Just us," Vicky told her, to Anna's pout.
All I took off as I made love to my wife was my control brief. A control brief does precisely that. For women, it gathers up the loose skin and holds it all in place. For men, they allow you to tuck your cock and balls out of the way, and they stay there.
With it on, there was no way to use my penis.
By the time we finished, I needed to drop my wig off at the hairdresser's to be straightened out and remodelled. And we both needed to wash our clothes as I'd smeared makeup all over us.
Cuddling me close, Vicky said, "Okay. I can definitely play with you dressed like this. It's quite fun, truth be told."
I squeezed her tightly to me. I nearly sobbed because of how happy she made me.
"Do you really think you can let a man fuck you dressed like this?"
I both shrugged and shook my head, "I don't know, babe. But I want to try at least."
"I don't need this, John. You know that, right?"
"I think you do, Chubby. Knowing I will do and try anything and everything to make you happy is important."
Vicky slapped my arm, "You do make me happy, you big oaf. You don't need to let some random guy ass fuck you to keep me that way."
"Okay, I admit it. I want to feel what it's like. What it feels like to have a cock cum in your ass. What it's like to be the receiving partner in a sex session."
"That's better, that I understand. The boys are due home soon, and I don't want them to see you like this, ever, okay? So go and get showered and changed, and we'll have a look at these websites."
We didn't have any luck at all on any of the websites we tried. Running ads where we invited people to come and play didn't work either. Oh, we got 1,000s of replies, but few genuine ones.
Most, it seemed, would put up with some play with me so they could fuck Vicky, but few wanted what we wanted. We wanted the man to primarily be there to fuck me. As a reward for doing this well, he would also play with MsV.
Trolling through the replies, MsV said, "This is a waste of time. I doubt any of these pricks have even read the ad, let alone our profile. We need to try something else."
"We could try a gay bar," I ventured.
"You'd let someone pick you up at a gay bar?"
"Looks like it might be the only way. Unless you want to try a gay beat?"
"Hell, no! We're done if I ever find out you've been to one. Do you hear me?"
I grinned, "Yes, Ma'am."
Vicky glared at me, then dissolved into laughter, "You're such an asshole, sometimes."
Dressing as Marie, we tried The Sportsman Hotel first. Unfortunately, the clientele there is more gay than bisexual, and I didn't get approached by anyone to whom I felt attracted.
For the next three Friday nights, we tried The Wickham. There were more men I felt were suitable for my needs, and I chatted with quite a few, but no one asked me home.
About halfway through the third night, I was sitting at the bar by myself. Vicky was in the loo.
Dropping my woman's voice, I asked the barkeep, "So what does a girl need to do to get fucked in this place?"
The barkeep was an older gentleman I had wrongly assumed was gay--attracted to the masculine, not as I presented.
He replied, "Ask the right man to come home with you."
Shocked, I straightened up, "You're saying you're the right man?"
In his smooth cultivated voice, Mark (by his name tag) said, "Maybe. I like how you look and would gladly take you home to fuck. But what's the deal with the woman? Is she a 'fag hag' hanging around you hoping to score a gay guy?"
Further surprised, I answered, "That's my wife and co-dominant play partner."
"You're not dominant though, are you, Miss?"
"Not dressed like this, no. But usually, you know?"
"So this is a role play, play time type thing?"
"Kind of. I've been working on expanding my wife's sexual horizons. Having a man fuck me is next."
"Is your wife included in the play?"
"As long as you remember that your primary task is to take my anal virginity, then yes. All holes on both of us are available."
"You're an anal virgin?"
"With a real cock, yes. My ex-wife used to delight in using her strap-on on me, but I've never had a real cock up my clacker."
"How long ago was that?"
"Was what?"
"When your ex-wife was ass fucking you?"
"Oh. Fuck. Years. And years," I qualified.
"Have you been using any toys?"
"Yes. I can easily take my biggest plug. Well, when I say easily... With a little effort, you know?"
"How big is your biggest plug?"
"It's bigger than my cock. I carry around seven thick inches."
"Come with me."
Surprised at his sudden dominance, I meekly followed him around the corner to the staff loos. Checking that they were empty, Mark ushered me into a cubicle and then sat in front of me.
"Pull your skirt up and take your cock out."
I did as instructed. Mark held me in his hand and then took me in his mouth. I was terrified, but my cock's brain, the one that controls most of us males, went, "Hmm, blowjobs are always welcome'.
Letting me out of his mouth, Mark said, "Good girl. I think I want in. Can you wait until my shift finishes? Then you can both come back to mine. Nobody's home, so that will work."
Gasping with desire and my cock throbbing, I asked, "What time does your shift end?"
"1.00 am, about two hours from now."
"Okay, we'll wait."
"Bring your wife over so I can check that everything's hunky-dory, okay?"
With a grin, I replied, "Yes, Sir."
"Get used to using that, honey. If you're going to be... what's your girl's name?"
"Marie."
"If you're going to be Marie when you're with me, then I'm Sir to you, okay?"
"Yes, Sir."
Note: I'm not submissive. I've never felt the desire to submit to anyone. The biggest cause of friction between Mistress Eliza and myself was that I wouldn't submit to her. However, I loved the kinky sex we were having. Therefore, I put up with the 'other bullshit' so I could continue to fuck her and her submissive Becca.
It's widely held that no one is 100% submissive or 100% Dominant. We're all a switch to some degree. I was a switch for as long as I knew I was playing a role. Once the role was over, i.e. my partner had cum, I immediately returned to my usual persona.
Back to the story...
Following Mark back into the bar, I found MsV standing, looking around.
"There you are," Vicky said. "I wondered where you'd gone."
"This is Mark," I told her. "He wants us to come home with him tonight so we can play. Mark, this is my wife, MsV."
"Pleased to meet you. I have to get back to work. Come and sit at the bar, and we'll chat as I serve."
Mark walked briskly back behind the bar. I went to follow, but Vicky pulled me back.
"What happened there, and why do you have a hardon?" My wife asked.
"Mark took me into the staff loos to see if I would let him blow me."
"Obviously, you did."
I blushed, "I think he might be almost as good a Dominant as me. He just took charge, and I couldn't say no."
"Okay. And you're happy to do this?"
"That all depends on you, my love."



"He's very cute. Most gay guys are."
"I don't think he's gay. I think he might be an 'equal opportunity letch'."
"Meaning?"
"He'll fuck whatever is available. Men, women, and anything in between."
"Like you."
"Yes."
"Let's go chat and see where this leads."
Mark was cultured, extremely sophisticated, intelligent, and well-educated. He worked at a bar because he liked the job and loved talking to and meeting new people.
Note: I met Mark when I was a few months short of my 49th birthday. Mark was almost ten years older than me. For most of Mark's working life, he'd been a flight attendant.
"It was awesome," Mark would say. "The 'trolley dollies' (his name for the female attendants) all assumed I was gay because (in a terrible lisp), we all are, right? And they would happily undress in front of me. But, boy, did I shock them when I shoved my stiff cock in their faces.
Most of those sluts sucked it like all good girls should, though."
Mark preferred transgirls, but his sexual proclivities ranged widely. Unfortunately, Mark died of a brain aneurysm four days after his 70th birthday party.
Back to the story...
I watched, amused, as Mark turned his considerable charms onto my wife. He soon had Vicky eating out of his hand.
"So, tell me, you slut," Mark lisped at Vicky. "How much fun are you going to have watching me fuck your husband's ass?"
Laughing at his audacity, MsV replied, "Lots, I hope. Assuming you're not a two-pump chump, Mister Mark?"
"Darlink, after your husband begs me to stop, I'm going to fuck you until you have to beg me to stop as well. Then, now that I would have warmed up, I'm going to fuck your husband again until he collapses from exhaustion."
Laughing delightedly, Vicky said, "Gotta love a man with confidence! But talk is easy. It's actions that count."
"They don't call me 'Action Jackson' for nothing. Well, they don't, but I wish they would."
Mark's last name was Seymore, so it's no wonder they didn't.
"You know, Mistress Victoria, I believe you were a sweet innocent Christian girl before your man whore over there turned you into a raging slut."
Vicky glared at me, and Mark laughed delightedly.
"I see I hit the mark immediately. But, honey, your man didn't tell me a thing. I just guessed."
Vicky still stared daggers at me.
"Oops," Mark said. "Vicky, John and I weren't gone long enough for him to tell me anything much. I was truly only using a little intuition and people reading skills to guess."
"I'm not a slut," Vicky muttered.
"No, honey, you're not. You're just an earthy girl that has learnt sex is fun. And, great sex is even funner. I'd bet hundreds of your girlfriends wish someone would teach them as your husband has taught you. You both should be very glad of the other."
Vicky squeezed my arm, "I am. Without John, I'd probably have married the accountant chasing me, had six kids, and been eight foot across the hips."
I hugged my wife, "I've been the lucky one, babe."
Mark laughed, "Enough of this gawkish sentimentality. My shift is done. Time to go home and fuck!"
Mark usually caught the train into town, so he walked with us to my car and then directed us to his home.
Arriving at Mark's house in Clayfield, I commented, "I obviously chose the wrong career, look at this place!"
"Oh, darlink," Mark replied, lisping again. "You'd have been very popular on the overnight trips as well. You never know. You may have even scored the trolley dolly's favourite, a pilot."
Mark showed us inside, then upstairs to his bedroom.
"I have three housemates, but they're all off on flights at the moment, so we don't need to worry. You two can make as much noise as you want as I fuck you into nirvana."
Mark dropped his trousers, and his solid 8-inch todger sprung into view.
"Now, which one of you sluts wants to suck this first?"
Vicky pushed me forward. Nervously, I knelt before Mark and wrapped my hand around his thick shaft. I wasn't worried about being able to deep-throat Mark. Once you can accept a cock over your gag reflex, how much longer than that a cock is doesn't matter as it's past where you gag.
I was worried because Mark had had many male given blowjobs, and I didn't want to look like a rank beginner, even though I was.
Mark was at least an inch longer than Kate, the only other cock I had sucked. Plus, he was much thicker, so I wondered if his extra girth would be a problem. I needn't have worried, though. Mark's thick cock slid over my gag reflex and down my larynx without a problem.
"Gawd, Marie," Mark moaned as my lips hit his abdomen. "I thought you were a novice cocksucker?"
My wife chimed in with, "He is. But he's a quick study."
"Fuck," Mark stated. "If you keep that up, I'm going to lose a load way too soon. Both of you sluts, kneel on the bed, pull your knickers off and expose your fuck holes."
Exchanging challenging stares, MsV and I took up the required positions.
"MsV, confirm you're a three-hole slut," Mark demanded.
"I am," my wife confirmed.
"Good. If I'm going to fuck your husband's slut ass, it's only fair I fuck yours too,"
Vicky had noticed that Mark's cock was longer and thicker than mine. She, too, worried her ass wouldn't willingly take it.
"You know what? This isn't going to work. You two sluts have me so fucking hot I'm going to blow way too soon. MsV, get under Marie and start sucking the slut off. Marie, get your head in your wife's cunt."
I was peripherally aware that Mark had stripped naked as I felt my wife's deliciously skilled mouth surrounding my throbbing dick. I was further distracted by my wife's hot and wet pussy sliding under my nose, so I first noticed what Mark was doing when his warm moist tongue found my asshole.
Mark followed his tongue with his finger. With the moisture provided by his tongue, Mark quickly opened my rosebud and slipped the finger inside. When he found my P-spot, he was surprised by my lack of response.
"Don't you like that, Marie?"
"It's okay, Sir."
"Just okay?"
"Yes, Sir."
"Why, 'just okay'?"
"I'm sorry, Sir, but internal ass play doesn't do anything for me."
"Not even prostate massaging?"
"No, Sir."
"Weird. First time for everything, I guess."
"Sorry, Sir."
"But you like being rimmed?"
"Yes, Sir. I love it."
Mark's tongue found my starfish again, and I nearly lost a load inside my wife's skilfully sucking mouth.
Mark heard me grunt, so he smacked my ass, "Oi! You're not to cum until I say you can. MsV, you are free to cum as often as you want."
Groaning, I managed to stem my imminent eruption and regain some control. Then, to distract myself, I lashed my wife's clit and labia with my tongue.
My oral skills are supreme, or so I've been told. It didn't take me long to send Vicky exploding into the first of many cum events she experienced that night.
"Oh, fark! Is that good," she moaned as she coated my cheeks with her creamy essence.
I know my wife well. Now that she had popped, I could quickly drive her through two or three more orgasms if I kept mixing things up. Reaching my hands over her bum, I pulled her ass up to lash at her perineum with my tongue.
Tonguing her from her vulva to almost her rosebud had Vicky gasping, close to orgasm again. Me slipping my middle finger into her quim sent her crashing off the edge into a second orgasm. Changing from her pussy to her ass caused a third.
"Jaysus, MsV! Slow down and wait for us, you slut!" Mark yelled facetiously.
"If you can't keep up, that's your problem," my wife answered.
Pushing with her hands, Vicky wriggled out from under me, "I need cock in me now. If you don't stick yours in me right now, my hubby, I'm getting Mark to."
"You'll have to get your man slut to do it, honey. The first hole I'm fucking tonight will be your husband's virgin ass."
Mark slapped my butt, "Well? What are you waiting for, slut? You heard the woman. Stick your dick in her."
Being ordered around like this had me a little bamboozled. I didn't receive orders during sex; I gave them. So I needed to close my eyes for a moment to centre myself.
In my thoughts, I said, 'You're playing the role of a willing slut, John. Therefore, accept this like a good slut should, and enjoy yourself.'
"Yes, Sir," I said as I pushed my wife onto her back so I could slip between her willing thighs.
I slid into Vicky's slippery, tight pussy. It felt just as divine as doing it in front of an audience for the first time years before. Even now, at 51 and after two children, my wife's pussy was still as tight as ever.
Vicky lifted her knees and wrapped her thighs around my hips. I slipped my arms under her armpits and gripped her shoulders. With me pulling her down as I thrust up, my wife was soon racing towards another orgasm.
I felt Mark climb onto the bed behind me. His warm wet tongue was soon followed by a finger as he prepared my ass for his cock. Finding one finger slid in easily, Mark added a second, then a third, and I was ready for him.
With Vicky's knees lifted high, Mark spread his knees around my hips and lowered down until the tip of his dick touched the cleft of my ass.
Seeing Mark looming over me, MsV erupted into another orgasm.
Pushing on my chest, she said, "Wait. Wait, I want to see this."
Doing a hands and knees press up, I lifted Mark and me high enough for Vicky to slide from under me. She knelt beside my hips with her head very close to Mark's cock.
"Nup, can't see. Hang on."
Vicky moved off the bed to kneel on the floor behind us.
"That's it. I can see Mark's cock and your ass. Fuck, is this hot!"
To give MsV the best view, Mark had me spread my legs further apart. Then, he stretched his legs over them and wrapped his calves back under my shins. I think they call it the 'spread frog' position.
"You'll have to guide me in, MsV. I can't see where to go like this."
Gulping, Vicky reached under Mark, took hold of his cock's shaft, and positioned him at my starfish.
"Right to go," she said.
Mark pushed his hips forward. Trembling all over, I lay motionless as I felt the very first 'live' cock enter my virgin ass.
There was a brief flash of pain as my knot gave way to his rampant member. But otherwise, it didn't feel like anything; it was just another object entering my ass. I'd had dildos, butt plugs, and strap-on cocks up there. This didn't feel much different.
Even when Mark was deep enough in me for his cock's head to scrape over my prostate, all I felt was the usual vague need to take a dump.
Vicky loved watching me be fucked, however. I could hear her pounding her fingers into her cunt as she moaned her way through several back-to-back orgasms.
She was nonsensically muttering as she lurched from orgasm to orgasm, "So hot. So fucking hot. So hot. OMFG, it's so hot. Fuck him, fuck his ass, and fuck him hard."
As I feared, I wasn't getting much from this. My two play partners loved it, however. Mark was grunting into my ear as he pounded my ass. And Vicky was still popping through orgasms as she watched.
I liked that I had turned him and my wife on that much, and I wanted to feel Mark cum inside me.
Note: Stupidly, I had allowed Mark to fuck me bareback without making him get an STI test. It was the first and only time I made that mistake. I prefer to bareback as it's significantly more pleasurable, but I certainly don't want to contract any of the diseases rampant in the community in these latter years.
When I was young and chasing pussy every weekend, what I went home with may have itched, or it may have burnt, or it might have looked unsightly, but it wasn't going to kill me. Unfortunately, what you can take home now, does.
To ensure my wife's and my growing BDSM family's safety, I insist all play partners get an STI test 14 days before any play. Then, I get them to do another test as close to the play date as they can get a result back.
I need regular blood tests to monitor my underactive thyroid. I ask for an STI test when they do the tests.
Back to the story...
Clenching my ass as Mark stroked into me, then letting it relax as he pulled back, I soon had Mark gritting his teeth as he tried to stave off his looming orgasm for a few more strokes.
"Fuck, you're a tight bitch," Mark moaned. "Delectably tight. Hold still, honey. Daddy's going to fill your slut hole for you."
I squeezed my ass cheeks together as tightly as possible and waited for Mark to squirt his goo inside me. When he came, his cum splashed over my prostate, and to my shocked surprise, it felt so good I came too.
Note: From that point on, I've loved man-on-man sex. Unfortunately, being fucked still does nothing for me, but when the man's cum splashes onto my prostate, I immediately explode into orgasm with them.
To feel a cock cumming over my prostate means I need my man to be at least seven inches long, so I tend to be a bit of a 'size queen' myself.
Back to the story...
Mark collapsed off me, and I rolled over, exposing my cum covered cock and abdomen.
"Did you cum from being fucked?" Vicky asked.
Smiling weakly and a trifle embarrassed, I replied, "Seems so."
"Damn, I wish I'd seen that!" Vicky groaned.
My wife continues to amaze me, even after 37 years of marriage.
I thought she would be okay about me cumming from being fucked, but she wouldn't care either way. Instead, my gorgeous wife became even more turned on, knowing I could cum from being fucked by a man.
Vicky left to find the bathroom. After completing her ablutions, she brought a pair of hot and wet washers to clean me and Mark up. Once we were clean, Vicky knelt on the bed and began using her exquisite oral skills to bring Mark back to hardness.
"Gawd, honey," Mark moaned as Vicky sucked and swirled her tongue over his cock. "You're even better than your hubby."
My wife answered, momentarily letting Mark out of her mouth, "I've had a lot more practice."
"Keep practising, then," Mark groaned. "And I'll give you a nice oral gift."
Letting him drop out again, MsV said, "Nuh, ahh. You'll need that for my ass."
"As you command, my girl," Mark replied.
Mark pointed at me, "You, slut, start getting your wife's ass ready for me."
Hearing this exchange had my cock fit to burst again. I couldn't help but marvel at my wife's transformation, though. From not allowing me to even touch her rosebud to demanding another man fuck her in there.
I encouraged my wife to kneel on the bed so that I could tongue her ass. I forced my tongue deeply into her ass a few times before quickly rimming her.
As I heard and felt her arousal rise, I pulled away and asked for some lube. Exchanging my tongue for my finger, I slid lube into my wife's ass. As soon as one finger slid inside her easily, I worked another in and then a third.
Mark's girth was considerably larger than mine, so I rotated my fingers back and forth and forced them as wide apart as I could.
My wife and I have anal sex often, so stretching her a little wider so she could comfortably accept Mark inside her was no chore.
"She's ready for you, Sir."
"Good girl. Up on your back on the bed. MsV, mount your slut, then prepare to be ass fucked."
I soon felt my wife's hot, wet pussy gliding onto my rigidly erect dick. My wife is always sopping wet and extremely hot when we fuck, but this night was the hottest she's ever felt around my cock.
Moaning in anticipation, Vicky pressed her head onto my shoulder.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she kept repeating as she felt Mark take position behind her ass.
Note: This was the first time we'd fucked this way around. Every other time, MsV rode the submissive as I fucked her ass. It was also the first time she allowed someone other than me to ass fuck her.
Back to the story...
Vicky was terrified it would hurt, but being bisexual meant Mark had taken many an ass. He knew exactly how to prepare someone for this.
Mark slid enough of his thick cock inside my wife that it encountered her knot. Vicky had clenched down in fear. If Mark had tried to insert any more, it would have hurt and ended this night's proceedings.
Luckily, Mark had experienced this problem before. So he held still and stroked Vicky's bottom and thighs.
"Shh, baby girl. It will only hurt for a brief moment as I pop through your knot. Once I'm inside, it will feel better than anything you've ever experienced before, okay?"
Nodding, Vicky took a couple of deep breaths as she forced herself to relax.
Her ass' sphincter released briefly, but she was so scared she couldn't make it stay open. Mark then did something I've used with great effect ever since.
He leaned forward, swung his arms around Vicky, grabbed her nipples and then pinched them hard.
"Ouch!' Vicky yelped in surprised pain.
But the sudden pain from an unexpected direction caused her ass's sphincter to relax open, and Mark slid all the way home with only a soft push.
As Mark's cock entered past her knot, Vicky grunted, then moaned, "Oh, fuck me, is that good!"
Her head, which had snapped back when Mark pinched her, sank back onto my collarbone.
My gorgeous wife of 27 years then sighed out the most lust-filled moan I'd ever heard from her.
"Oooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhh myyyyyyyyyy ffffffffffffuuuuuuuuucccccccckkkkkkkiiiiiinnnnnnnng Gaaaaaaaawwwwwwwdd, is that soooooooo goooooooooood."
Vicky had reached nirvana. She sagged there in a seeming rapture as her pussy pulsed around my cock's shaft and head.
"Don't move, don't move, don't move," she kept repeating as she experienced orgasm after orgasm.
These weren't loud explosive orgasms; these were intense deep-ass orgasms. If you've never had an anal orgasm, I highly recommend you have one. If you can orgasm from nothing other than the stimulation of a cock in your ass, they'll be the most intense ones you'll ever have.
With her juices pooling around my balls and her cunt pulsing on my cock, I couldn't take any more.
"I'm going to cum, baby, okay?"
I don't think Vicky even heard me, but it was too late. With a deep moaned sigh, I erupted inside my wife's hot pussy.
"Gaaaawwwddd!" I garbled as my cock squirted over and over inside Vicky.
Feeling my dick twitching against his was too much for Mark. He groaned as his cock spewed semen inside my wife in time with me.
Mark was close to 60. He'd done exceptionally well to last this long without chemical help, but he was done and couldn't go again. So he rolled off me onto his back.
"I think your wife has passed out," he said. "Roll her on her side and cuddle into her back. That way, her tongue won't fall back down her throat. I'll do the same for you. But only because I like to cuddle."
I'd never had a man cuddle me like a lover before, so it was initially a bit strange. Still, I liked Mark, and I found that even feeling his flaccid cock against my ass felt nice, so I let him do it.
Twice during the night, I felt Mark's thick cock entering my ass as he used me for his pleasure. It didn't hurt, and feeling his cum splash over my prostate when he came caused me to orgasm onto Vicky's ass with him, so I happily let him do it.
I was the first to wake up the following day. I have ongoing pain from having both shoulders dislocated playing rugby, and it's painful for me to sleep in one position too long. Looking at my phone, I was surprised to see that I'd slept as the 'meat in the sandwich' for almost six hours.
Using my arm strength, I moved Vicky far enough to sit up and get out of bed. Mark's bedroom had an en suite, so I used the toilet before showering.
Mark surprised me by opening the shower door and joining me under the water.



Initially, I was a little freaked out. I had stripped Marie off and was now John again. When Mark joined me, I had just finished washing off the last of my makeup. But when I felt Mark's soapy hand around my cock, I forgot about John and became Marie.
Moaning like the bitch I was, I sank to my knees and sucked Mark into my mouth. But, of course, Vicky chose that point to walk in.
"Started without me, did we, boys? Tsk, tsk. That will never do!" She purred.
That woman will never cease to amaze me.
Vicky squeezed into the shower and joined me on her knees in front of Mark. We swapped Mark's cock back and forth as we competed to be the first to receive a mouthful of cum.
I think Vicky wanted me to receive it because one of the times she handed it over to me, Mark blew as soon as I accepted him inside.
"Good little sluts," Mark told us. "Now give me some space so I can clean up. The second room down the hall has a double shower in it. Use it, have fun."
As soon as we were locked in the bathroom, Vicky sat on the basin, spread her legs and demanded, "You need to fuck me right now, John. Show me you haven't turned gay on me!"
Unbelievably, my wife was more freaked out about my gay experience than I was. I hadn't even contemplated that I would 'turn gay' from one sexual experience with another man. I was no more worried about becoming a homosexual than I was about Vicky going lesbian.
Both things, now, aren't above the realms of possibilities, but it seems very unlikely.
Notes: I have theories that explain what I think 'players' like Vicky and I are. I believe we are 'situationally gay'. We're primarily a straight couple, but when the play we're involved in requires us to have sex with another of the same sex, we become gay or, more accurately, bisexual for that period.
To try and explain: I've never once looked at a man and thought, 'Hmm, he's sexy'. Not even dressed as Marie. Likewise, Vicky says she's never looked at a woman and wanted to have sex with her. Yet we've both had many, many threesomes and foursomes, and moresomes together where we've had hours of same-on-same sex.
Qualification: I have looked at feminine-looking guys and wondered how good they would look dressed as women and if they found overweight older men attractive. A man's allowed to dream, right?
As I wrote in Tranny Babysitter: The Conclusion, I also think Vicky and myself become either 'Dominant sexual': What our Dominant requires us to be. Or, 'submissive sexual': What our sub needs us to be.
In other words, it's the person we're attracted to, not their sex or gender.
Back to the story...
I made love to my wife until I convinced her that I 'hadn't gone gay' on her. I came in her mouth, ass, and after a struggle, because cumming three times so close together is now rare for me, in her pussy.
After cleaning up, we returned to Mark's bedroom to find it empty. So, putting our clothes on (I had no choice but to put my knickers, skirt, and top on as I hadn't thought to bring a change of clothes) and carrying my shoes and breast forms, we walked downstairs to either find Mark or leave if we couldn't.
The smell of bacon and eggs cooking led us to the kitchen. As we walked in, Mark handed us a heaped plate full of hash browns, fried tomatoes, bacon, eggs and chipolata sausages.
"Honey's, you need sustenance after that glorious night of delicious fucking," he outrageously lisped.
"Coffee or tea?" He added.
"Tea for me," I said as Vicky said, "Coffee for me."
"Sugar?"
"Yes, honey?" I answered and got an exasperated glare in return.
"Two for me. None for Vicky."
"Milk?"
"Yes, and yes."
Continuing to lisp, Mark said, "There you go, darlinks, enjoy," as he placed the drinks in front of us.
As I sipped my tea, contemplating where to start on the spread in front of me. Mark, with a plate of his own, sat beside me.
"How's your ass, baby?"
I hadn't thought about it. I tried clenching it closed, and everything seemed to be working okay.
"Fine, I think."
Turning to Vicky, he asked, "And yours?"
Vicky blushed but gamely stated, "My gorgeous ass is as tightly toned and firmly held shut as it always is, Mr Mark. But thanks for asking."
"I didn't get to try that fine-looking pussy of yours last night. I think you two need to visit again so I can take care of that." Mark hummed cheekily.
Vicky looked at me in time to see me nod.
"Yes, I think we'd like to come and play again."

The End.

Summing up: Mark, until his unexpected death, became Dominant to Vicky and me (but only when I dressed as Marie). We had many fantastic nights as his guests. Mostly just the three of us, but occasionally with more.
One memorable night, Mark organised a gang bang for Vicky and me. We were both fucked by at least seven guys. Some fucked us more than once. By the time they finished, we were both a cum-covered disgrace.
As a finale to that session, I had to fuck Vicky as Mark fucked me. Then Vicky had to ride me to orgasm as another fucked her ass.
I still love fucking in front of an audience.
After Anna left to find a dominant that could be hers alone, Vicky was heartbroken. She refuses even to contemplate looking for another female submissive.
"I'll learn to love them, and they'll leave, too," she explains. "I'm not putting up with that again."
She actively recruited two more male subs, but ultimately, she found male subs to be "Whining, snivelling, complaining little bitches". She thinks they want too much from her but offer too little in return.
Mark's death deeply saddened my wife, and so far, she has refused to look for another Dominant. Unfortunately, this means our BDSM lives are currently on hold.
Vicky has said, "You can find a submissive woman to play with if you want, but I want no part of her."
I know my wife well enough to know she wouldn't handle me taking one, as it would be too close to me cheating on her again.
As stated above, Vicky and I still have a broad and varied sex life; there's just no BDSM component anymore.
Postscript: The obvious question becomes: Will the above work for your wife? The short answer is probably no. The above worked for me because, especially in the beginning, my wife clung to me because I made her feel safe in a world she knew contained horrors.
My cheating on her almost destroyed her because it tore down her safety barrier. But, as things turned out, my cheating was possibly the catalyst for her change from a doormat to a strong independent woman.
It's true to say that my wife is now the stronger one in our relationship. My wife has grown in self-confidence and self-belief as she's aged. I have fallen into self-doubt and occasional despair.
JohnMurray4173
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The Beckham Centre: Charlotte's Revenge.

Chapter 01: How it started.
Hi readers. If you've read 'Training my Niece to Obey', we've already met. I'm Charlotte Webb, or more accurately, I'm Ona Mabooty. Yeah, I've heard all the jokes. So let's pretend that yours isn't one I've already heard 1,000 times and that it was hilarious, and let's move on, shall we?
You've seen me on TV, and I know you're wondering, so here are my, well, let's say, 'relevant stats'. I'm a twenty-nine-year-old mixed-race South African woman born in Pretoria. My mother moved my sister and me to Germany, and my studies took me to London, England. Currently, I'm living in Brisbane, Australia.
My complexion is the colour of a shot of Tia Maria before you add milk. Dancing has given me a tight and toned body. Although I'm only 5-foot 4-inches tall (153 cm) and weigh a tiny 125 lbs (57 kg), I'm voluptuous and full-figured. With my suppleness, litheness, and dancer's quick feet and hands combined with my tiny hourglass figure, I'm even a blind man's wet dream.
Sigh. Okay, since you insist, here they are. I'm 36-24-36 and wear a 28GG bra. Happy? Yes, I have a tiny, leanly muscled body with a big round booty and huge tits. Nobody, I mean nobody, looks at my eyes, and even women stare at my breasts and ass. It's so embarrassing as well as secretly arousing. It makes me feel good to have people lusting for me, even if it is shallow and occasionally creepy.
I'm known for my appearances on Britain's Strictly Come Dancing, being the first professional dancer to win back-to-back trophies. My sister and I enrolled in dance school because my mother thought it would be a great way to make friends and for us to gain some self-confidence. We both sucked for a long time, but we worked and practised until we made it. My sister, Ina, is also a professional dancer.
But dancing is only a tiny part of my story. I danced and made appearances on Strictly and other such shows all over Europe to pay for my university studies. After years of studying, I became a microbiologist. My specialty is miniaturising nanobot technology. I can design and create little computers that are invisible to the naked eye and are so small they're hard to see even under a microscope.
I met my husband, Doctor Davis Beckham, at a seminar at The London School of Medicine, and OMG, is he gorgeous! Tall, at over six-foot (183 cm), lean and handsome. He has blonde hair and the most startling blue eyes ever. There's a catchy pop song by an artist called Donna Lewis. It's called, 'I Love You, Always and Forever'. For years, I had misheard the third verse. I thought it said, "You've got the most stumbling blue eyes I've ever seen". I loved the imagery but didn't know what Ms Lewis meant by 'stumbling blue eyes' until Doctor Beckham took his dark glasses off and smiled at me. Readers, I'm sure my heart and feet stumbled when he did!
Fortunately, even inside, Dr Beckham typically wears dark glasses. If he didn't, I'm sure many women and a lot of men would throw themselves at his feet.
You wouldn't believe how my husband I met. Davis, as he insisted I called him, came to my lecture! The world-famous nanobot technologist and psychologist came to see me! We chatted, and he asked me to look over some work he was doing. Of course, I was honoured that Davis even knew my name, but his asking me to help was beyond my wildest dreams.
Davis told me he was working on nanobot technology that would ease suffering in people with chronic pain. He said he hoped to use the bots to override the brain's pain and nerve centres, so the patient no longer felt the hurt associated with their injuries. Davis thought he could eventually design nanobots to take over the body's nerves and allow people with paralysis to walk again.
Sounds fantastic, doesn't it? No wonder I fell for his story, hook, line and sinker.
I took Davis' research notes back to my hotel room that afternoon. 7.00 am the next morning found me sleepless, pouring over his manuscripts and still making notes. This was exciting research because if Doctor Beckham could make this work, hundreds of thousands worldwide would no longer suffer debilitating pain.
I met Davis for coffee mid-morning, and we explored what he'd discovered and what I thought needed to be done to make it work. We were still bouncing ideas back and forth at midnight. When they'd closed, we'd been kicked out of the café we'd met in and the pub we'd eaten dinner in and were now sitting in an all-night diner. What impressed me most about Davis was that he never once openly ogled my breasts or ass.
Then it occurred to me, 'Oh, shit! I wonder if he's gay.'
If life has taught me anything, it's that only gay guys and homophobic spinsters never ogled my toned, lush assets. But, even so, quite a few of them looked, especially the gay guys.
I decided to flirt with him and gauge his reaction. Heavens, readers! I already had a little crush on Doctor Beckham before we met, and I'd devoured every piece of dissertation papers and studies he released. Doctor Davis was a giant in a field I was barely beginning to understand.
I began by moving around to his side of the table. I had been sitting opposite Davis on a chair whose legs were partially in the walkway. Davis was in the booth, sitting on a rounded couch. On the pretence I wanted to show him some research on my laptop, I moved beside Davis, then, turning the screen towards him, I pressed my bare thigh against Davis' leg.
As I said, readers, I already had a crush on Doctor Beckham, so I'd dressed appropriately for my crush. Nothing overt or slutty. Just a skirt, maybe slightly shorter than professional, and a halter top that exposed my toned midriff and left my back bare. Plus, heels that were perhaps a little higher than strictly necessary.
Davis was dressed in a gorgeously sexy, dark, three-piece suit. The suit, in gunmetal grey, with a faint dark blue lined pattern across it, enhanced his deep blue eyes and leanly muscled physique. As I ran my admiring gaze across Davis, I felt the warmth growing between my legs, so I pressed my thigh against his.
Davis coughed, his leg twitching away as if I was scolding hot. Doubling down, I turned towards Davis, let my erect nipples drag across his upper arm, smiled, and then said, "See? German researchers are investigating this same technology. My studies are way ahead of theirs, though. Their nanobots are still visible to the naked eye and will have trouble flowing through the blood. Mine are almost sub-microscopical, so they're so small the human body won't even recognise there's something foreign swimming through it."
To emphasise my desire, I casually placed my hand on Doctor Beckham's upper thigh, quite near his groin. To my delight, I could feel how stretched his suit trousers were. Davis was sporting an impressive package, and it was hard for me.
Readers, I'm not exactly a virgin. But neither am I particularly sexually experienced. In my university years, when most of my classmates were sailing by on the minimum 2.5 GPA, having fun, and exploring their sexuality, I swotted, studied, and stayed in. I was proud of my 4.7 GPA and tried my best to lift it higher.
Plus, I travelled all over, entering dancing competitions, or appearing on TV with Strictly. I didn't have time to 'fuck' as I wanted much more than that. Though, there was a night with Amanda Holden from 'Britain's Got Talent' that I'd like to tell you about one day.
Davis is at least twenty years older than me, and I'm sure he found my somewhat clumsy attempts at seduction amusing. But, even though he had physically reacted to my beautiful face and figure, I didn't think Davis desired me.
Oh, I'm certain he lusted for me. But wanted and desired me as an equal partner? No, that's a schoolgirl's fantasy. Thirty-nine-year-old professional men earning high six-figure incomes bang young women like me, but they don't want them as life partners. Instead, they want a woman who enhances their social standing. Another professional or a beauty queen (trophy wife), an heiress, perhaps. Someone who adds to his accumulated wealth and is not an almost penniless ex-student.
But it doesn't hurt to fantasise. A night in Doctor Beckham's arms seemed perfect, even if it was only four or five hours before my fitness regime's body clock had me awake and ready to go.
I looked at the fingers on his left hand, 'Good. No ring,' I thought.
I slid my hand closer to Davis' tented groin, "It's a long walk back to my hotel, Doctor, but do you want to come up for a nightcap?"
In his cultured voice, Davis answered, "My hotel is only across the road from here, Miss Ona. We could have that nightcap there if you'd like?"
Feeling like a right slut, something my mother berated my sister and me to never be, I huskily replied, "It will be too late to go home after our tipple, Davis. May I stay with you for the night?"
"I'd be disappointed if you didn't, Ona," Davis answered. "I don't think we'll get much sleep, though."
OMFG! This was a one-night stand. I knew that. But to make love with one of my all-time favourite crushes? Readers, which of you wouldn't be in that? I was so turned on I could feel my arousal dampening my knickers.
Davis got up, helped me to my feet, and offered me his arm. Then, with my head on his shoulder, I followed Doctor Beckham across the road, through the doors and up to his room, my nether regions tingling the whole time. Davis showed me inside, and as soon as I entered, he put a hand on my shoulder, turned me and kissed my surprised lips.
Oh, Lawd, readers! My toes curled, and I'm sure steam poured from my ears! Man, can that doctor kiss! After the kiss, with my hands on his shoulders and my head on his chest, I sagged against Davis. Then, I slowly became aware that, pretty much, the only thing holding me upright was Doctor Beckham's thick, erect cock between my upper thighs.
Somehow, as I'd stood on tip-toes to accept his kiss, I'd let Davis's rigidly erect dick push my short skirt up and slide between my thighs. Then, blissfully unaware, with only my emerald green silk thong between my pussy and his trouser-covered cock, I'd sunken down onto it. I could feel the head of Davis' penis throbbing against my taint. Davis must have felt my arousal pouring out of me, through my knickers and onto his cock.
Davis is a total gentleman, though, because if he noticed my juices staining his trouser front, he never mentioned it. Instead, he kissed me as he undid the bow holding my halter top to my breasts. He then pulled the top's strings over my head, exposing what I think of as ''my over-inflated fun bags', and let it drop to the floor.
Cupping my breasts, Davis lowered his lips to that deliciously sensitive place where my neck joined my shoulders. OMG, I shivered at his kiss, and my thick dark brown nipples hardened in Davis' gently kneading hands. Nibbling lightly on my neck and along my shoulder, Davis ran his thumbs over my sensitive areola.
I needed to do something to even the score because I was so aroused that I was sure I'd cum as soon as Davis' lips touched my aching nipples. To prevent this, I dropped to my knees and undid Davis' belt. Pulling the belt out through the loops, I threw it aside as I unbuttoned Davis' fly. Then, pulling the zipper down, I coaxed Doctor Beckham's pants down his thighs and shins, revealing Davis' gloriously thick, almost seven-inch todger.
OMG, Davis was cut! I have wanted to taste an uncut cock for years. It used to be common for males to be circumcised in their youth, but these latter days meant uncut dicks because it was 'better for them'.
The problem is that you boys don't clean your cocks often or adequately enough. When I pull the foreskin of an uncircumcised dick back, I'm often greeted with a 'cheesy' smell, if not some 'runny cheese'. Well, readers, that cock is not going in any part of me. If I'm very attracted to you, I might 'whack you off', but I'm not sucking it or letting it inside me.
Other than a slightly stale smell of precum, Davis' dick smelt delicious, and the eye already leaked that salty, delicious clear liquid an aroused man does. Plus, it throbbed and twitched in front of my eyes. With my mouth dry in anticipation, I moved the leg of Davis' briefs aside and then wrapped my hand around Doctor Beckham's shaft. Moaning, I slid his cock's head through my lips and into my oral cavity.
Davis' hands subconsciously found my head. Holding me tightly, Davis tried to force more of his cock into my mouth, but I couldn't take any more. I'd wrapped my hand around Davis' shaft where I knew I could accept it without retching, but Davis pulled so insistently that my hand slipped, and more of his divinely thick pole slid into my mouth. Unfortunately, I gagged and had to spit him out. Davis immediately tucked his cock away, pulled up his trousers, and knelt before me, taking my head in his hands.
He kissed my soft, full lips and apologised, "I'm sorry, Ona, that was unforgivably rude of me. Let me make it up to you, please? I promise not to do anything so uncouth again."
Oh my goodness! What a perfect gentleman.
"No, Davis, it's okay. I'm just inexperienced at this, that's all."
Looking concerned, Davis asked, "Are you a virgin, Ona? If you are, I think we should slow down and take our time until we're both sure this is something we want to do."
To answer Davis' question, I pushed him onto his back, undid the clasp to my skirt, dropped it to the floor then sat on his hips. My hot, wet, thong-covered pussy rested on Davis' pants-covered rock-hard erection. Then, when his long-fingered, manicured hands found my hips, I took them and lifted them onto my breasts.
"I'm not a virgin, Doctor," I huskily moaned as I encouraged Davis to knead and squeeze my breasts. "Inexperienced, but not a virgin."
What Davis did next has stayed with me ever since. Davis crossed his legs underneath my bottom, held my hips closer to him, and then stood up, lifting me with him. Of course, I'm only tiny, but even so, wow! Even now, years after our marriage broke down, I still look back on this memory fondly and find myself becoming aroused despite everything he subsequently did.
Davis carried me across to the bed and laid me gently on it. Then, standing tall and stretching, Davis peeled his jacket off his shoulders and casually threw it on the spare bed. Moving closer, Dr Beckham flexed his arms and shoulders before undoing his vest's buttons. I gasped as I saw his muscly arms squirming under the pressure of his flex and felt a jolt deep in my nether regions. My arousal flowed freely down the insides of my thighs.
Almost dancing, Davis slowly undid his shirt's buttons. When he'd undone enough to be able to, Davis turned slightly and let the shirt fall off his wide and toned shoulders. It was awesomely erotic as it seemed like I had a Chippendale dancer strip teasing solely for me! I'm telling you, readers, my thighs were shaking with desire, and I didn't dare touch any part of myself or even move because I knew if I did, I'd dissolve into an orgasm.
Davis' shirt hit the floor, revealing his broad and hairy chest. OMG readers! Imagine Henry Cavill in that scene from Justice League where he hovers in the air after being woken. Still, Davis wasn't finished because now he was dancing, listening to a beat only he could hear. His hips shimmied back and forth, one hip lifting as he raised onto his toes before letting his heel fall and lifting the other. Maybe that beat was my pounding heart, but he would have been moving much faster if it was.
I had to do something, anything! I needed to touch him, feel him. Gawd, but I needed his dick in me! I reached for Davis, but, smiling, he danced away from me. I moved to follow, but Davis held his finger in front of my face and then wagged it back and forth, telling me to stay as he hadn't finished with me yet.
Sighing with desire, I settled back onto the bed. Then, dancing closer, Davis picked up his belt before playfully flicking the strap left and right, lightly hitting his hips as he swung that hip up to meet it. Oh, readers, I didn't think it could get any better, but it did!
Looping the belt over my head, Davis held me still as he stepped closer, thrusting his slim hips towards my mouth. Then, slowly and oh so gently, my lips came to rest against Davis' severely tented trouser front.
Tilting my head back, I gazed up at the doctor with longing naked in my eyes. Smiling, Davis nodded his permission. Opening my mouth, I took some of Davis' strainingly erect cloth-covered penis into my mouth. Then, I moved back so I could undo his fly. My actions became feverish as my desire overtook me, and my fingers flew as I undid the buttons holding the doctor's trousers up.
A sigh of pure want and desire blew through me as Davis stepped out of his pants, kicking his sockless shoes off as he did. All the modesty Doctor Beckham had left was a snugly fitting pair of jockey briefs. His long and thick cock bulged their front obscenely. Moaning, I hooked my thumbs into the elastic and prepared to expose the object of my desire.
But, before I could, the doctor flipped his belt back over my head and jauntily danced away. Then, turning back towards me, Davis danced on the spot, waving his index finger back and forth.
"Your turn, Ona. I want to see you dance. I've watched you on TV and fantasised about you dancing in a thong before me for years. Now you're here, please, do this for me."
I smiled because now it was my turn. The doctor danced well, very well, but dancing is what I do. I knew if I'd been allowed to dance the way I wanted, I would have won every dance competition I was in. But, those shows would not have been allowed to be on Prime Time TV and could probably be shown only on the Adult Network.
I stood, then imagining Beyoncé's 'Single Ladies (Put a Ring on it)', I began to move. That track seemed perfect, maybe because I was already fantasising that Davis might want to 'put a ring' on my finger. Following a similar dance pattern to Beyoncé, I spread my legs wide and placed a hand on my right hip. Then I'd rock onto my left foot as I lifted my left hip and kicked my right leg out as I shook and twisted my hand. Davis' tut-tutting with his finger was my inspiration.
I was facing Davis as I did this. His dance shuddered to a halt, and he touched his suddenly dry lips with his tongue as my magnificent bosom bounced tantalisingly in front of him. Snapping my hips back and forth, I took small steps across to where Davis stood. When I was close enough, I exaggerated my hip shake and snap further and placed my hand in the middle of his chest. Then adding a shoulder role in time with my shaking hips, I moved forwards, forcing Davis to step backwards.
To his credit, Davis tried to keep his eyes on mine, but I was having none of that. So, I leaned forward and shook my shoulders before wrenching my shoulders back and straightening up. My glorious breasts jiggled deliciously, and Davis couldn't help looking. My reward was a quickly spreading wet patch on Davis' briefs where his big purple-headed cock strained.
The back of Davis's knees hit the spare bed, and he fell, sprawling across the bed. Turning, I backed back with my knees around Davis' knees. Then, bending over to grab my ankles, I twerked my big round booty for him. I waited, twerking, desperately hoping Davis would grab my ass. I shivered as I felt Davis slowly running his hands up the backs of my thighs. Then, trembling, I waited for Davis' hands to approach my perineum.



All I had on was a tiny, emerald-green thong, and the thong's bottom string was all there was between Davis' questing fingers and my labia. But, just as Davis thought he'd touch my pussy, I jumped forward, then twisted back and returned to gesturing "No" with my index finger, just as he had done to me. My hips gyrated up and down as my 'fun bags' bounced delectably.
Groaning, Davis sank back onto his elbows and pleaded with his eyes for me to dance closer. I could see by the copious amount of fluid staining his briefs and by how his cock throbbed and twitched that Davis was as turned on as me. I knew as soon as Davis was buried inside me, we'd both explode into orgasm. I wanted that. I wanted that like a restrained man with an itchy nose wants someone, anyone, to scratch that itch.
I danced closer to Davis, "Lean back and close your eyes, Doctor. Your nurse has a surprise for you.
Davis fell on his back with an eager sigh. His hands folded up behind his head with his elbows wide apart. Then, an anticipatory smile flitted across his face as Davis felt me climbing onto the bed with my thighs on either side of his. I paused momentarily to drop my knickers to the ground. Then, admonishing Davis to keep his eyes closed, I slowly tugged his briefs down to expose his throbbingly erect cock. The thick, purple head of Davis' dick looked so enticing I was tempted to take it in my mouth. But, I thought him cumming in my mouth first was cheap, dirty almost. I wanted to make love with Davis, not fuck or be fucked by him. There'd be plenty of time to fuck later, or so I hoped.
Kneeling, so my pebbly hard nipples dragged up Davis's shins, knees and thighs, I moved upwards. Then, spreading my knees wider, I straddled Davis's hips until my hot and wet pussy hovered over Davis' twitching penis. Finally, taking it in my hand, I lowered myself onto the object of many of my masturbation fantasies.
I'm telling you, readers, Davis' dick was thicker and longer than I'd ever dared to dream, and as I slid onto it, it filled me deliciously. Once it was totally buried in me, I leaned back and placed my hands on Davis' knees.
"Look now, doctor, please," I breathily murmured.
Then, as Davis' eyes flew open and found mine, I pushed down on his knees and lifted my hips, causing my salaciously exposed pussy to ride up Davis's thick pole. Finally, Davis' eyes sank to where his cock was buried in me down to its root. I pushed more firmly on Davis and lifted my hips higher. More of his cock slid out of me as I rode it higher and higher until all but the tip remained inside me.
Then, squeezing with the walls of my pussy, I gripped the tip of Davis' dick as I bounced quickly up and down. Next, relaxing my slippery grip on Davis's rampantly erect todger, I lowered my hips until all of him was inside me again.
"Oh, Gawd, Ona. I can't stand another of those," Davis groaned. "If you do that again, I will cum, I'm afraid!"
"I'm not afraid, doctor," I informed him. "I want you to cum in me."
"Oh, Gawd," Davis moaned again as he felt me sliding back up his pole.
I repeated what I did earlier, only this time, I knew Davis would cum, so I bounced and waited for him to lose control.
With his hands still behind his head but his elbows now squeezed tightly together, Davis screwed his eyes back closed and exhaled forcefully, "Gawd, Ona. Here it comes!" He yelled as his cock exploded inside me.
When Davis first twitched and bucked, I clenched my vulva tightly around his thick pole and banged my hips onto his pubic bone. Then, as I felt my ass hit his pubis, Davis' cock erupted into me. Feeling his jism splashing against my cervix sent me rocketing into sexual nirvana. My moans matched his as my orgasm swept through me.
Shuddering and shaking in post-orgasmic bliss, I shifted until I could kneel, with Davis seemingly still erect inside me, and lower my head onto his muscular chest. Sighing deeply, with my hands on Davis' shoulders, I briefly slipped into sleep. It had been a long day with no rest at all the previous night.
I don't know how long I dozed, but I awoke feeling my arousal growing as Davis gently rocked back and forth inside me. Davis' strong arms were around the middle of my back, squeezing me firmly to his chest as he bit his bottom lip, moaning softly. As he thrust inside me, I could feel his cock's head sliding deliciously across my G-spot. It was obvious how badly Davis wanted me, but he didn't want to wake me, so he moved gently and desperately tried to remain quiet.
I decided to play along. I wanted to be a passenger on Davis' love train and let him use my tight and slippery pussy to get off into. I could feel my nipples hardening and my pussy clenching as I anticipated feeling Davis' rigidly erect and throbbing penis exploding inside me again. I already knew I'd cum with him as it did.
Suddenly, the moment arrived, "Oh, Gawd, Ona," Davis groaned quietly, but almost agonisingly, as he arched his hips up off the bed and shot load after load into my welcoming pussy. "Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd. Oh, My _ Fucking _ Gawd! Gawd, oh, Gawd, I can't stand it!"
With a final shudder, Davis unloaded once more before finally allowing himself to sag onto the mattress.
Feeling Davis's body arch up, making his thick cock push deeper into me sent me over the edge. Biting my lips, I tried to remain quiet as I came with him.
I'm sure Davis heard me, though, because when my eyes fluttered open, he held my hips and smiled, "Good, Miss Ona? I can probably go again if you'd like to relax back and let me do the work?"
Readers, no one has ever cum inside me twice so quickly and yet still be ready to go. I was impressed, I'll tell you. So, I promptly nodded and rolled onto my back.
Davis gazed deeply into my brown eyes as he kissed my lips and stroked my hair, "You're beyond my best, or are they the worst fantasies, Ona. I came to your lecture dying to meet you and absolutely certain you wouldn't bother with more than a perfunctory "Hello, Doctor" if I even got to talk to you. Yet, here you are, in my bed and making love with me. I'm struggling to believe I won't wake up any second and find it was all another wet dream."
I couldn't believe my ears. This mental giant, this titan of his field, wanted to see me and was nervous about meeting me? Me? Yes, my work on miniaturising nanobots was cutting-edge. But I was terrific at miniaturisation and only beginning to understand how to make them do as I wanted them to. Davis' work in this area dwarfed mine. Perusing his work yesterday almost made me despair at how much I still had to learn, and I felt the only thing I could contribute was how to make his bots even smaller.
"But, Davis," I spoke, wonderingly. "I have less than a tenth of your knowledge and understand less than that about what you're doing. I'm flattered you think I can help, but surely you couldn't have been nervous about meeting a dancer, could you?"
"Not a dancer, Ona, the dancer. The dancer with millions of men worldwide lusting over her. The dancer 'The Daily Mail' estimates attracts 25% of Strictly's total audience and attracts at least 75% of the male viewers."
I'd heard those numbers before but always thought, 'so what?' They'd find another to lust over if it wasn't me, so what did I care?
"Ona, you could choose any man in the world to be with. Why me?" Davis asked plaintively.
I sat up and hugged him, "Davis," I said. "I'm in awe of you! I've read every paper, every study and every dissertation you've published. You're a colossus in a field I'm barely a novice at. So when I saw you sitting in the front row at my lecture, I almost bolted for the door. I didn't want to expose my gaucheness, stupidity and lack of knowledge to the man I consider pre-eminent in my field."
Suddenly, I realised what I was about to say next and stuttered to a stop.
Davis sensed I hadn't finished my thoughts, though, and he asked, "And?"
Trying to deny there was more, I replied, "And what?"
"You didn't finish your thought. What were you going to say next?"
Blushing, I tried to say, "Nothing. There was nothing next."
Fortunately, my dark skin usually hides any blushes, but Davis knew. Taking my hand and lightly kissing its back, he said, "Out with it, Ona. I know there's more."
Ducking my head, I whispered, "You were the centre of my fantasies, too. I've watched all your posted lecture videos and masturbated to them all."
Davis smiled shyly, "I'd like to hear some of those fantasies one day. But now, I'd like to make love to you again, Ona. May I?"
Well, of course, 'he may'. 'He may', as often as he wants to. Then three more times so I can ensure I've had enough!
Davis and I never did make another lecture or seminar that week. Instead, we spent the week in a whirlwind of love and lovemaking. When Sunday evening rolled around, Davis asked me to marry him. Cancelling his flight home to Australia, Davis accompanied me to Germany to meet my sister, Ina, my father, Peon, and my mother, Du.
Davis took my father aside and asked permission to marry his youngest daughter. Dad had long since given up on Ina or me ever marrying. So he gave his blessing quickly and requested Davis knock me up as soon as possible because he wanted grandchildren.
First, we married in an over-the-top, grandiose television event. I didn't want to do it, but Davis explained that setting up his clinic would cost a fortune. ITV and Hello magazine offered a lot of money to hold the exclusive rights to show our wedding, so we took the deal.
Davis seemed to enjoy the attention, but I thought it was gauche and cookie-cutter trite. I mean, FFS, the 'Pastor' was an actor! So, after all the rubbish was over, we weren't even married. The private function later was much better. At that, the marriage celebrant was real, and Davis and I were officially husband and wife. Davis and I held our real wedding at a secret location in South Wales, and only close friends and family were invited. I wore a much simpler, plain silk wedding dress about mid-thigh long, a veil and carried a bouquet. Those were the pictures I wished my fans could see. But, alas, it wasn't to be.
Chapter 02: Australia.
Davis and I moved to Melbourne, Australia, in February of the following year. February is typically the hottest and most humid month in Australia, and I couldn't believe how much it knocked me around. I'm South African, for goodness' sake! It's not like it isn't hot and humid there. But I guess I've gotten used to Europe's much colder climate. I don't know how I would have coped if it wasn't for the modern wonder of air conditioning.
The best part of moving to Australia was that I could slip into relative anonymity. Aussies are laconic, with few airs or graces. So even if they recognised me, they tended to leave me alone. However, occasionally a young woman or a mother with a young child would approach me asking for an autograph. I'd always oblige and politely listen as they gushed their praise and admiration of me and how I danced. If asked, I'd advise them on who to see or what to do to improve, but Ina is a much better teacher than me, so I didn't have much to offer.
Davis secured a small grant from the CSIRO to explore his technology. This money, plus the money earned from his psychology practice, meant money was the least of our problems. Davis spent from 10.00 until 2.00 every day with his patients as I worked in our small lab trying to perfect our nanobots. Then, after the last appointment, Davis joined me in the laboratory.
Things progressed well. Later, because we could show that the mice injected with our bots showed no ill effects, we were given permission to move our experiments to higher forms of animals. Davis sent me to meet with representatives from Victoria's RSPCA. After many tiring discussions, Davis and I were able to arrange for some abandoned older dogs to be delivered for our experiments. The selected dogs were all in severe pain or suffering from a debilitating disease.
Davis and I invited representatives from the RSPCA to sit in as we trialled the first nanobots. It was a risk because there was a chance the dog would react adversely. But we thought the risk was small enough to take. If the RSPCA officer witnessed that no dog was hurt or some dogs were helped, they'd be keen to send more animals for treatment.
Initially, our experiments gave null results. Although no dogs suffered an adverse reaction, none seemed any better either. It wasn't until I took some blood and tested the bots that I worked out the problem. The bots were inert. Deep inside the animal, the nanobots weren't receiving their activation signal strong enough to function.
Davis and I needed to either up the signal strength, which is possibly dangerous because it's a radio emittance and might cause cancerous growths in the animal. Or increase the sensitivity of our bots to the signal. So, of course, Davis turned to me.
I should have been proud that Davis trusted me to get this done, but something had changed since we came to Australia. I still loved my husband, but I was no longer sure I trusted him. I suspected that he and his psychology practice's secretary, Isabella, were fucking. I imagined they'd been fucking from before we were married.
Isabella is a gorgeous Mediterranean woman from Malta. She's tall, nearly six foot (183 cm), I'd guess. Being buxom with a solid, big bottom, Isabella filled out a dress, if you know what I mean, so I could see the temptation.
Plus, Davis' behaviour became more controlling. He didn't want me to leave our house alone. Davis even suggested I needed a security guard to protect me at the lab when he wasn't there.
"Who would want to assault me at our lab?" I wondered. "We're helping abandoned animals. Why would anyone have a problem with that?
Frowning darkly, Davis said, "I don't like you being where other men can ogle and fantasise about you."
"Davis! You said you loved that millions of men fantasised about me. What the hay, dude?"
"That was before you were my wife," Davis snapped. "It's not right that you display yourself so blatantly. You should dress more appropriately for a married woman."
Well, reader, I wasn't putting up with that!
I exploded, "I dress entirely appropriately for a woman my age and with my build. I'm a beautiful young woman with some generous attributes. And I will show those attributes to their best advantage whenever and wherever I want. I'm your wife, not your collared dog on a leash! Besides, who do you think got those male RSPCA advocates to agree to give us dogs? You?" I cupped and lifted my 28GG chest. "Or these puppies?"
To my absolute shock, Davis backhanded me to the floor. Lying on the floor, holding my hand to my bloodied lip, I stared in disbelief up at my husband.
Davis was apologetic and on his knees, hugging me in a flash, "Oh my Gawd, Ona. What did I do? I'm so sorry! I don't know what happened. I just blanked out! Did I hit you? Oh, fuck, what a heel I am! I'm so sorry, my love. I'll never do it again!"
Deep in my heart, I knew this was wrong because I'd seen and spoken to spousal abuse victims. I knew the violence and abuse would only escalate from here and that it wouldn't get better. But I'd admired this man for so many years. Davis is why I pursued my career in nanobot technology. His papers and essays showed a man of startling intellect, compassion, and wisdom. I couldn't reconcile the man in those papers with the man that had just knocked me to the ground.
Then there was Ina. When I'd taken Davis to meet my family, she'd warned he was no good, "Call the wedding off, Ona. This man, he is no good for you. Besides, he is old, he won't be able to keep his peepee hard and satisfy you."
I didn't want to admit to my older sister that she was right. I didn't want to go home with my tail between my legs and have to beg dance shows to hire me again so I could have money to live. Plus, the work Davis and I were doing was cutting edge, and we had almost got it working. I didn't want to walk away when we were so close to success.
With all these thoughts slithering through my brain, I shut my ears to that little voice of warning and chose to forgive my husband.
Fortunately, we hadn't started a family yet. Davis had asked many times, but I'd always replied, "We're so close to perfecting this, Davis. Once we have the technology working as we know it can, then there'll be time for children. Lots of them, I hope."
Now, I was glad I'd kept taking my birth control when my brain, in Ina's voice, warned me there was something wrong.
For months, Davis was attentive to me and treated me as he had during our first day and night together. Davis was charming, witty and mindful of my needs. He made love to me gently and passionately and never once asked for anything for himself until he was sure I was fully satiated.
Then came the breakthrough. I'd finally managed to increase the battery power of the bots whilst still keeping them tiny enough to avoid all but an advanced microscope. The range was still limited, and we'd need to find a way around that if our patients were to leave their houses, but it worked. The dogs could romp freely within the house and play with seemingly little to no pain.
Davis took me, the two research assistants, Julia and Yvonne, and his practice's secretary, Isabella, out to dinner. In their casual clothes, I finally noticed how sexily gorgeous all of his staff were. All, except me, were tall and buxom, and they moved with a sensual feline grace.
'OMG!' I realised. 'Davis is fucking them all. To him, I'm nothing but another member of his harem. How the hell did I let myself get drawn into this?'
I studied these girls intently, but they all seemed to be perfectly normal young to mid-twenty-year-old women. Even if they knew they were only one of my husband's many 'wives', they didn't seem bothered. In fact, Isabella and Julia, a tall, pale Scandinavian woman, seemed to be much more than 'only work colleagues'. At university, I'd seen many girls like these two. They weren't precisely lesbians, but they regularly made love together. They preferred boys but wouldn't allow any man to get between them.
The third woman, Yvonne, a long-legged, big-breasted beauty from one of the Baltic States, if my guess was correct, seemed somewhat vague and a little confused. She kept shaking her head and frowning as if trying to remember something or shake her brain back into functioning correctly.
I shifted across to her to ask if she was okay or needed some help, but Davis moved between us before I had a chance to reach her.
"I believe Yvonne may have had a little too much wine," My husband said condescendingly. "I've called her a cab to take her home, so relax and enjoy yourselves for a few minutes as I escort her out front to wait for the cab."
Immediately suspicious, I turned to the barkeeper to order another wine. I peeked out of the corner of my eye until Davis and Yvonne got into the elevator and headed for the lobby. Then, racing down the stairs, I hid behind some pot plants and waited for Davis and Yvonne to exit the elevator.
As I suspected, when the elevator door opened, Davis had Yvonne pinned against the back wall with his hand between her legs and three fingers thrust into her pussy. Yvonne wasn't protesting, but neither was she enjoying what my husband did to her. Instead, she seemed to hang there, held up by only my Davis' arm and his thrusting fingers.
Davis finally became aware the elevator door was open. Then, holding Yvonne up by wrapping his arm around her shoulders, Davis peered around the lobby. Spotting that the only secluded spot was behind the same pot plants where I hid, Davis guided his victim across to them.
I called Yvonne 'victim' because that's how she seemed. It was like she was drugged or hypnotised and had no idea what was happening to her. It appeared that her subconscious mind tried to rebel against what Davis was doing, but her conscious mind was fogged and not responding.



Moving swiftly, I ducked into the fire exit stairwell. Turning quickly, I let the door close, but not latch. I waited until I heard Davis breathing heavily, then opened the door slightly to see what was happening. Davis had let Yvonne sink until she sat on the floor. Then, he had taken his thick cock out of his pants and shoved it into her gaping mouth. Despite her apparent unconscious state, Yvonne's lips sealed around my husband's cock as she sucked readily on Davis' dick.
Davis came into my assistant's mouth with a deep and luxurious moan, a sound I was all too intimately familiar with. Yvonne swallowed reflexively, letting my husband's goo slide down her throat.
My first instincts were to storm out and confront my husband's infidelity. It would be impossible to refute my accusations with his cum drooling from Yvonne's mouth. But a vision of the murderous expression on Davis' face before he hit me flashed into my mind. I didn't dare confront him physically because he was much stronger than me. So, seething, I waited until Davis zipped himself back up and helped Yvonne across to the concierge's desk to order her a cab before I bolted across to the elevators and headed back to the bar.
Five minutes later, I sat at the bar pretending to chat amiably with Isabella and Julia as Davis walked back in.
"Time to wrap this up, ladies," Davis said heartily. "Ona and I have some private celebrating to do when we get home."
Readers, I could not believe it. My husband, Doctor Davis Beckham, a man I'd admired, lusted for, and fantasised about for years, casually announced to his and my work colleagues that he was heading home to fuck me. Worse, he did this just after cumming into the mouth of one of those colleagues. I was so embarrassed and enraged that I wanted to tear his balls off. I wanted to bite his smug head off and spit down his throat, and I wanted to kill that prick with my bare fucking hands!
To my eternal shame, I did and said nothing. Instead, I meekly followed Davis out to our car and let him drive me home. In despair but unable to stop what was happening, I even let Davis make love to me. Lord, forgive me, readers, but I even orgasmed as he did.
Life progressed, as it does. Davis and I worked hard together to create our dream. Our bots became better targeted and more effective until we achieved a breakthrough.
Chapter 03: The Breakthrough and Subsequent Events.
The RSPCA sent over a German Shephard that was virtually crippled. This poor animal was only seven years old, but hip dysplasia had destroyed her ability to walk. Unfortunately, neither Davis nor I could fix the congenital injury she suffered from. But our bots could override the pain messages the injury sent to the dog's brain, convincing the brain that her hips were fine and she could walk, romp and play as usual.
Initially, when she awoke from the anaesthetic, Shona (the dog's name), tried to hobble across to me to say hello. But, about halfway to me, she realised she felt no pain and ran into my arms.
I know it's ridiculous to attribute human thoughts and behaviours to dogs. But I thought Shona's licks, doggy kisses if you prefer, were her thanking me for taking away her pain. The RSPCA officer had tears in her eyes as she phoned the dog's previous owners and asked if they wanted to see the dog 'one last time'. I had to grin as I listened to the officer's increasingly imaginative explanation for why the family should come to our lab.
I was glad when the officer hung up her phone and announced, "They were coming".
I phoned Davis, thinking he would also love to witness the reunion. But, unfortunately, he didn't answer my calls or messages. Looking at my watch, I knew clinic hours were over, and I knew, I just knew, Davis was fucking Isabella. Julia had called in sick that day, and I wondered if Davis was somewhere fucking her and Isabella together.
When Shona, howling, barking, and wagging her tail furiously, bounded across to greet her 'lost' family, tears welled in my eyes. But when I saw the two young girls, who must have grown with Shona from when Shona was a puppy hugging the animal and weeping, I had to kneel and hug all three as I wept tears of joy with them.
Geoff, the girl's dad, asked, "How? How did you fix her? The vet told us the only option was to buy a set of cripple's wheels for Shona to drag behind her as she walked. Unfortunately, I couldn't afford that, so we had to give her up. Do you mean that the vet was wrong? Did he lie to us?"
I shook my head, "There is nothing we can do to fix the dysplasia affecting Shona, so instead, we've convinced Shona's brain that her hips no longer hurt."
"How did you do that?" Geoff asked.
I gave Geoff my most brilliant smile. The one that's turned many a dance judge to my favour, "If I tell you that, honey, I have to kill you!"
Whilst the young girls looked shocked and horrified, Geoff laughed.
Once his belly laugh subsided, he said, "Okay. But how much does all this cost? I couldn't afford the wheels. Surely this costs more?"
I just had to laugh, "Geoff, this is propriety technology. To cover the costs, if we were a for-profit laboratory, we'd need to charge in the tens of thousands of dollars. But we have a grant to test and investigate the efficaciousness of our designs."
I turned my beaming smile on Geoff's two daughters.
"Therefore, thank your local RSPCA officer, Billie, for bringing Shona to us, and take your dog home, free of charge."
Geoff's daughters ran across and hugged me, tears pouring from their eyes.
'And that's why I do this,' I thought.
I could imagine how Geoff's daughters would react if it was their mother that Davis and I had given back the gift of walking, and tears welled again.
'This was it,' I realised. 'The pinnacle of what Davis and I were trying to achieve. If this worked on human subjects, Davis and I could reduce suffering the world over. Hundreds of thousands, maybe even millions of people, could go about their daily tasks with little to no pain.'
I wished my husband was there to share this with me. After all, this was his dream. Davis dared to dream this outcome, David made it a reality, and Davis found the money and the drive to make the dream real. All I did, in reality, was make the bots microscopic. Everything else was his. At this moment, my love and admiration for my husband burned fiercely inside me. I wanted 'my Davis', the man who had seduced me so easily and quickly in London three years ago, back. So, I went looking for him.
Giving Yvonne the rest of the day off, I shut down the lab before getting into my car and heading home. I didn't want my euphoric feelings to dissipate, so I even dared offer a prayer I wouldn't find my husband fucking his mistress at our home as I drove.
I came home to an empty house. Wherever Davis and Isabella were fucking, if they were fucking, it wasn't here, thankfully.
Wandering through the house as I disrobed, I wondered where my husband was. Then, it occurred to me, 'Davis is paranoid about being sued. So, even though recording patients without their written consent is against the law, I'm sure Davis will have secreted several cameras to 'protect his ass' if he was sued.'
Thinking this idea through, I thought, 'I bet he transfers his recordings onto the computer in our office. I wonder, does he trust me enough to store them there, knowing I'd never look?
Sitting at the desktop computer, I turned it on and began looking for anything suspicious. Davis and I both use laptops primarily, but our office is wired so that we can back up everything onto the larger desktop system for safe storage. To ensure nothing is lost, we back everything up to an external hard drive, and then to make doubly sure, we back up to another hard drive stored in Davis' safe at his clinic.
I found a file called 'Video evidence of successful trials'. I tried to access this folder, but it was password protected. Knowing I was onto something, I made several attempts to backdoor my way in. Unfortunately, Davis had locked this file down tightly, and I couldn't open it. I needed the password, as that was the only way in.
Doubt assaulted my mind. What was I doing? These videos were surely only the ones of our test animals regaining full bodily function.
'Why are they password locked, then?' That inner voice asked.
I mulled over what I thought the password might be. I knew the computer would lock down if I incorrectly guessed more than three times. Then, only someone who knew the password could restart it. If that happened, Davis would know I'd tried to access his private files. Remembering how he looked when he hit me, I knew I didn't dare let him catch me prying.
I decided to make one, and only one, attempt to unlock the file. Davis was obsessed with my body and loved my 36-24-36 figure with giant 28GG boobs. Would he have used those numbers as the password? Taking a deep breath, I entered 36-24-36@28GG, and the file opened.
Pleased with and proud of myself, I opened the first file marked 'Isabella 210619'. This was the earliest entry and was only a few days after Davis and I returned from our honeymoon. The only entry was a movie clip. I cued it, then let it play. Horrified, I watched as Davis walked around his office at his practice, adjusting at least three cameras.
Once satisfied, Davis spoke for the record, "Isabella, 19th March 2019. Bots administered in a cup of tea ingested at 10.19 am."
Then he pressed the intercom button and said, "Isabella, come in here, please."
"Yes, Doctor?" Isabella queried in her sultry voice as she entered through the door.
"It's well past time you stopped resisting me, woman. Now get on your knees and suck my cock."
Isabella's face flashed with annoyance, then, throwing her notebook on the floor, she said, "I told you last time you tried this rubbish, that was it. Stick your job up your bottom, Davis. I'm getting a lawyer and suing your sexist ass!"
In reply, Davis held up something that resembled a TV remote, pushed a button and said, "Activate."
I'm sure my face mirrored Isabella's because I could see her mutter, 'What the fuck?" As I thought the same thing.
"Activate, what, Doctor Beckham?" Isabella stormed before collapsing to the floor, holding her head, almost retching from the pain.
"The nanobots in your bloodstream, Isabella. The ones that I will now use to make you do anything I wish, and things you never knew you were capable of."
"Like hell, I _," Isabella yelled before rolling onto her side, clutching her temples between her hands.
Panting, Isabella forced herself, through gritted teeth, to ask, "What have you done to me, Doctor?"
"Either killed you or turned you into my personal sex slave, Issie, Davis answered indifferently. "I'd prefer you to be my sex slave, but if you won't be, then dead, it will have to be."
"Then kill me, you bastar _," Isabella managed to squeeze out before her eyes rolled back in her head, and she passed out.
My husband, possibly the most outstanding nanobot scientist in the world, and the man I loved and admired more than any other, stood and stripped his clothes off. Then using the 'remote', and even though he was talking to a passed-out colleague, he said, "You're going to enjoy this, Issie. In fact, from here on, my cock touching any part of you will make you desperate to have me inside you. Then, once I'm in any of your holes, you will frequently orgasm until I pull out."
Next, walking over to Isabella, he stripped her bare, rolled her onto her back and shoved her legs apart. Next, he took hold of his cock, positioned it at Isabella's vulva before viciously thrusting it into her.
To my, and I'm sure, Isabella's, despair, Isabella orgasmed as soon as Davis entered her.
I could hear Isabella muttering, "No, no, no, no," as my husband fucked her. But it made no difference as every third or fourth minute, Isabella would erupt into another orgasm.
With everything she had, Isabella tried to fight Davis but couldn't. Every time she tried to yell or force my husband off her, her face crumpled with pain.
"It's no use fighting against this, Issie," my husband triumphantly told her. "The bots have all attached to your cerebral cortices, and they will continue to zap them for as long as you resist. Try relaxing, and you might feel something wonderful."
My unwilling eyes watched what happened next. This couldn't be true, I thought. This had to be some sick sex game that Davis and Isabella played together. But the parallels between how the dogs behaved and how Isabella was being forced to behave were too similar.
Finally, unable to take any more pain, Isabella stopped resisting. Then, her voice lower and even more sultry than usual, Isabella moaned, "Fuck me, Doctor Beckham. Make me your cock slave. Take my body, and make it yours."
As these words passed through her lips, Isabella threw her head back and screamed through a cataclysmic orgasm.
"Turn over and offer me your ass, then, Issie," Davis answered.
I was flabbergasted as Davis hadn't even suggested anal with me. Yet, here he was, demanding an unwilling woman offer him her ass. However, Isabella didn't hesitate. She was on her stomach in a flash, holding her ass cheeks apart.
Then, speaking into the 'remote', my husband said, "My cock entering you is the most sexually stimulating thing you experience, Issie. It won't matter if your holes are wet or dry, or how much it hurts, Isabella, you will love every moment that my dick is inside you. Plus, you will cum often and intensely until I withdraw my cock."
The bastard that was my husband didn't even spit on poor Isabella's ring. Instead, he covered Isabella's plump ass with his hips, angled his thick cock onto her rosebud, and then brutally shoved it into her ass.
Readers, watching this, my pucker hole clenched in sympathy for what Isabella must have felt. I couldn't begin to comprehend the pain she must have experienced, but Isabella didn't scream in pain as I anticipated. Instead, she screamed in delight as numerous body-shaking cum events ripped through her.
The rest of the movie appeared to contain nothing but Davis forcing Isabella to do even more debasing and disgusting things, so I switched it off. Weeping and shaking, I didn't want to look at another file, but I needed to know what was happening. If I was to take this to the police, I needed to know what it was. Everything Davis had recorded was made at a property we jointly owned and stored in our Centre's files. My name was central to the Centre's name and ownership. If I couldn't prove I had no knowledge of what 'extra-curricular' activities Davis was involved with, I'd go down with him.
Almost weeping with despair, I opened the file marked, 'Julia 220121'.
This clip was different, as Julia and Davis discussed what he wanted to do, "I'm sorry, Doctor," Julia asked in her sexily languid voice. "But, I don't understand. I've made it quite clear that I'm ready and willing to have sex with you anywhere and at any time. So why do I need to take some of your bots?"
Julia was of Scandinavian extraction. Born in Zurich, Switzerland, she was so pale that her skin was alabaster white. With blonde hair and blue eyes, she was everybody's 'Swiss ideal woman'. Similarly to Isabella and Yvonne, Julia was tall, almost six-foot (183 cm), and extremely well-endowed. Her bust exceeded mine, and I'm a GG, so wow!
"I cannot take the risk that Ona will discover my infidelity," Davis explained. "I have a solid prenuptial agreement, but if I'm caught cheating, then all deals are off. Then, I could easily lose everything I've strived for, including my clinic. Taking the bots guarantees you won't expose me to my wife."
Putting her hand out, Julia said, "Give me your damned vial, then, Doctor. But this had better be more than a quick fuck! If it is only that, I'll inform Ona so quickly your skin will fry from the speed of my leaving for her office."
Smiling what I could only believe was an evil smile, Davis said, "Oh, Julia. We will be together for as long as you can imagine and then some."
The movie rolled slowly by for the next almost sixty minutes. I wanted to drag the cursor forwards to make the film shorter but feared missing something, so I waited for what happened next.
Finally, Davis looked at his watch and picked up another remote that looked exactly the same as the one he used for Isabella.
'Could it be the same remote?' I wondered.
Then I realised it probably was. One of the many tasks I'd completed for my husband's project was to assign more than one wavelength to the same sending device. This meant that if a client had more than one infirm dog, they could help both dogs with the same emitter.
"Activate," Davis said as he held the remote.
Waiting a few seconds, my husband used the intercom to call Isabella into his office. Then, when Isabella entered, he pushed a button on the 'remote' and said, "Strip naked, Isabella. Then eat Julia's pussy."
Julia leapt to her feet, "Fuck you, Davis," She yelled. "I don't mind being your other woman, but I will not join your harem!"
Oh, reader, hope swelled in my chest because I hoped that Davis' nanobots weren't as universally effective as we had designed them to be. Maybe, some people could resist their compulsive call after all. My hopes were soon dashed, though, because Julia's eyes rolled back in her head after her expletive-ridden outburst, and she collapsed to the ground.
Davis held the remote, showing no concern for his fallen lover. Instead, he repeated, "Eat Julia's pussy."
Then, shifting his finger to another button, Davis said, "Julia, you can try to resist all you like, but you will aid, encourage and enjoy Isabella tonguing you. As your orgasm nears, you will swing your legs around so you can also tongue Isabella."
Between moans of pain, I made out Julia trying to say, "Like fuck, I will."
Next, Davis held two buttons down before saying, You will both have many orgasms as you make love together, but you will remain horny and wanting until you feel my cock inside you. Then you will both have the best orgasms ever until I'm done with you."
'This is the man I married?' I wondered. 'This sick, perverted degenerate was my husband? How the fuck did I not see this before now. How did Ina suspect this and try to warn me?"
To confirm my worst fears, I let the film play until I saw the women in a sixty-nine, with Julia on top and my husband about to stick his cock in her ass. Then, closing that file, I opened the next.
This one was named 'Yvonne 220512'. That date seemed familiar, but it took me a while to work out why.
Then it occurred to me, 'Fuck!' I thought. 'This is the same day as our breakthrough celebration. The day I thought Yvonne had been drugged, or worse. The day my asshole husband forced his cock into Yvonne's mouth and came in there, even though Yvonne was unconscious.'
There wasn't much to this video. Mostly, it was a recording of Davis offering Yvonne a glass of water as they chatted about progress in the lab. Then, after around forty-five minutes, Davis held up a remote, pressed a button, and said, "Activate".
Yvonne fought the nanobot's programming harder, much harder, than the other two. Blood poured from her nose at one stage as she tried to resist the bots. It did her no good, though. She, too, knelt and sucked my husband's cock.
Deciding to make a copy of everything to take to the police, I looked for a flash drive to upload them onto. But, as I inserted the USB, Davis spoke from the doorway.
Speaking calmly in his deep melodic voice, the man I loved above all others. The man who had betrayed everything I stood for said, "Activate."
With tears bursting from my eyes, I turned to my husband and begged, "Davis, no, please. We can fix this. You don't have to continue, my dear. We can deactivate the bots, and I swear, I'll help you to erase the woman's memories of what you've done. Just don't do the same to me, please."



"You don't trust me, Ona. I've known that for some time now. You don't give yourself to me totally when we make love anymore. You hold back, and you resist giving all to me. How can I trust you? Who were you making copies of my files for? The police? Your lawyer? Who?"
Trying desperately to save my life, to hold onto me and what I was, I recalled the day Davis and I had first made love. Then, projecting all that hope, want and desire into my voice, I said, "I wanted a copy to view in private, so I could masturbate and pretend it was me you were doing those things to."
Getting to my knees, I crawled to my husband, "Davis, my love, my world. We hardly ever make love with that much passion anymore. Won't you release me from the bots and make love to me as only you know how?"
For the briefest of moments, I saw the naked longing in Davis' eyes and hoped he believed me.
He crushed my hopes the very next second, "Nice try, Ona. But I call 'bullshit'. Now, my love," Davis sneered. "Pull your dress above your hips and pull your knickers down. Then, turn and present your ass to me. I'm going to fuck the one hole you have that I've never before been in."
Looking for something to stab the asshole I called husband with, I snarled, "I'll cut your dick off before I let you stick it in..."
OMFG, reader! I've never had a migraine before, but from the descriptions, I had the worst one ever! I swear, it felt like David Beckham was using my brain as a football. My head swam, and my eyes blurred as I tried with all my might to fight the nanobots.
Eventually, the pain became so great that I lifted my skirt, pulled my knickers down, spread my ass cheeks and offered my rosebud to Davis. The worst thing was that heat flared in my nether regions when I did, and I became more aroused than I'd ever felt before. My lips parted, and an unbidden groan of want and desire poured from my mouth.
Letting some spit dribble onto my ass, Davis spoke, "You will enjoy this, Ona. From now on, unless I say differently, you will need something in your ass to cum. Also, you'll need to cum at least twice an hour while you're awake. If you haven't cum twice in any one hour, you will get Isabella, Julia, or Yvonne to fist fuck your ass until you orgasm."
Despite everything I did to resist, as soon as I felt Davis' cock entering my ass, I began orgasming. Weeping tears of frustration, I came numerous times as Davis viciously sawed his cock inside my virgin ass. After Davis finished cumming in my badly abused rectum, he made me finger myself to orgasm as I sucked his cock clean.
"I'm going to enjoy using you with the others, Ona, Davis told me. "The four of you will spend many enjoyable times fucking each other, me, and any clients or benefactors I wish you to service. But I think Ona needs to disappear, as I don't want people to know or suspect I'm using my wife's sexual charms to procure investors for my clinic.
Hmm, what's an appropriate name for you?"
I'm sorry, reader, but I said and did nothing throughout this exchange, as every time I tried to force my mind to react negatively, the pain returned threefold. My sudden subjugation worsened because when I allowed myself to think positively about Davis, my body was suffused with warm feelings of pleasure and joy. When I did what Davis wanted, my clit tingled, and my pussy felt wet and warm.
In the end, I was so horny that I got back on my knees and begged the arsehole I'd married to fuck me in my rear passage again. Then, OMG, did I orgasm hard when Davis shoved his cock in my ass! I can't lie to you, readers, but the orgasms I've had since my husband activated the nanobots are the greatest I've ever had.
I knew I had to quickly find a way out because if I didn't, I'd come to want this subjugation. I'd want to be Davis's sex slave and do whatever was necessary to continue experiencing these mind-blowing orgasmic events. My soul wept because I knew it was probably already too late.
After cumming in my ass a second time, Davis made me strip bare and lie on my back at his feet. Then, resting one booted foot between my breasts and the other on my pubis, Davis mused, "Where was I? Oh, yes, an appropriate name for you, hmmm."
Davis pretended to think for a time as the slight pain from his boots raised my arousal again, and then he said, "Charlotte the Harlot! That's perfect for you, don't you think, Ona? It's perfect because that's what you are now, 'Charlotte, my dusky, anal-loving, Harlot'."
Unwisely, I tried to reject this name, but then the pain in my mind flared viciously, and I found myself nodding my agreement that Charlotte the Harlot was perfect. As soon as I agreed, my arousal grew as tendrils of pure pleasure danced across my nipples and clitoris
"Can't be calling you Charlotte the Harlot in public, though, can we?" Davis said, amused with himself. "So I'll name you Charlotte Webb, but Ona, you will answer to Charlotte Webb, but hear Charlotte the Harlot. And every time you hear your new name, you'll remember who you were and what I've made you. Then, you'll get horny and want to thank me by sucking my cock for making you a harlot."
'Like fuck I will,' I tried to think.
But it was hopeless. As soon as that negative thought entered my mind, my mind exploded with pain. But, as soon as I convinced myself that I liked my new name, my pussy throbbed, and my nipples ached to be played with.
Earlier, as I prepared myself to help Davis, I'd researched as much about pain and how people reacted to it as I could. I needed to understand why some people can live perfectly normal lives despite suffering injuries that crippled others. But, unfortunately, I never could discover a coherent reason for the different reactions. It seemed some people had greater pain tolerance than others, and that was all there was to it.
But, there was one recurring piece of the puzzle that I understood. People abhor pain and live for pleasure. The average person will go to almost any length to avoid physical or emotional hurt. But, at the same time, they will do or give up just about anything to feel that endorphin rush of pure unadulterated pleasure.
Chapter 04: Becoming Charlotte.
I knew that was what Davis' bots were doing to Isabella, Julia, Yvonne, and me. If we disobeyed, the bots caused us pain, and our minds encouraged us to do whatever was necessary to stop the pain. But if we did what Davis' wanted exactly, the bots stimulated our pleasure centres. The problem was, if this pain/pleasure cycle continued, we'd become addicted to the endorphin rush.
I believed that since Isabella had been trapped by the bots for over six months, she was probably a lost cause. More than likely, Isabella was now a slave to her body's endorphin addiction, and she would resent and fight any attempt to remove her drug.
I didn't consider Julia because she appeared to be a willing accomplice. So that left me with Yvonne. Could I somehow enlist her help to escape the trap we'd been so deftly caught in? Would it be possible for me to help her and for her to help me without setting off the pain bots? I didn't know, but I had to try.
However, at the moment, there was nothing I could do. In fact, as I lay there under my bastard of a husband's booted heels, all I could think of was my need to cum. Unwittingly, my mouth opened, and I groaned with desire. Then, desperate to feel something to make me orgasm, I shifted upwards so Davis' boot heel pressed against my clitoris, then thrust up at it.
The sharp edge of Davis' boot scraped over my clit, and this tiny amount of pain rocketed me off the edge into orgasmic bliss. Writhing against the heel, I grabbed my husband's booted foot and began humping it as orgasm after orgasm blasted through me.
Finally, the bots released me, and I sank onto the floor, exhausted.
Davis stood to look down at me, "You got my boot dirty, Charlotte, and your secretions cover almost the whole heel. So first, you will lick my boots clean, both of them, then you will beg me to ass fuck you again."
Oh, Gawd, reader, I couldn't stop myself! The bots even knew that I wept in my despair and decided that wasn't acceptable, so they prodded my emotions to joy by zapping my pain centres until I stopped crying and chose to embrace my humiliation.
Then, immediately after I made myself enjoy licking Davis' boots, waves of pleasure soared through my whole being, and I found myself begging my husband to "stick your magnificent cock in my harlot's ass, baby, please."
I enjoyed him doing that so much that I came hard enough to pass out on the floor.
Some hours later, I woke cold and naked where Davis had left me. Struggling to my feet, I staggered to our bedroom, only to find Davis fucking Isabella in the ass as Isabella munched on Julia's pussy.
"Come in, Charlotte," Davis said, waving his hand to summon me over. "Get in between Isabella's knees and lick my balls and cock as I fuck her."
There was a brief moment of pain as my subconscious tried to rebel, but my conscious mind demanded I do as I was told and enjoy it to stop any more hurt. So, eagerly, I climbed onto the bed, rolled onto my back and slid up between Isabella's voluptuous thighs. Lawd help me, but because I knew Davis would be pleased, I stopped momentarily to tongue Isabella's clitoris and labia before sucking one of Davis' balls into my mouth.
Feeling my tongue on his shaven balls, Davis lost control and burst semen into Isabella's ass. But he wasn't satisfied he had degraded me enough because he instructed into the remote, "Isabella, lie on your stomach and push your ass into the air, and then reach behind you and spread your ass cheeks. Charlotte, you will felch my semen out of her ass and swallow it all."
Standing so he could watch me complete this disgusting act, Davis added, "Julia, you will suck my cock clean of all of my and Isabella's juices. Then you will share a cum kiss with Charlotte."
Davis spent the night forcing Julia, Isabella and me to do more and more debased and disgusting things. It seemed he wanted to revel in our subjugation and test how depraved his bots could make us act. He must have been satisfied with the results, though, because, come the morning, we hadn't refused to do anything he asked.
I will tell you the worst that Davis made us do. First, I lay there, let Isabella and Julia pee in my mouth, and happily drank it all. Then, I rolled onto my stomach and pushed my ass into the air as Isabella inserted her whole hand into my pussy, and Julia did the same with my ass.
I not only let Davis fuck my ass as Julia tongued his butt and Isabella rubbed her pussy on my face, I also enjoyed it. I came so hard and often that night that it was like every other sexual coupling I'd ever had paled into insignificance. It seemed that all I now lived for was for my husband to use his two sluts to degrade me further.
A spark of what I was still whispered deep in my mind, though. "Where was Yvonne?" It asked. "If his bots worked as well as expected, why were only the three of us there?"
My despair was complete the next morning when I walked naked into the kitchen and found Yvonne on her knees, sucking my husband's dick. I felt all resistance collapsing as my pussy throbbed to the view instead of me feeling anger as I should have. Instead, with that little voice fleeing wailing, I eagerly dropped beside Yvonne and competed with her to be the first to receive Davis' morning load. Lawd, help me, but I even felt proud when Davis came in my mouth, not hers!
Once the bastard who was my husband finished degrading me, he told me to shower, get changed into my work attire, do my makeup, and then meet him in the office. Eager to please, I did as instructed and soon presented myself to him. As I'd been obeying an instruction, the pleasure bots stoked and fed my pleasure centres. Therefore, by the time I knelt in front of Davis, my clitoris throbbed with desire, and my knickers were soaked.
Glancing at the wall clock, I realised nearly an hour had passed since I'd woken and sucked my husband off. Although I'd had many minor orgasmic spasms as I blew him, I hadn't cum even once. Davis had instructed that I 'cum at least twice every hour', and the hour was almost up. So, desire raged through me, and my head began to pound as the bots alternately stroked my pleasure centres into cumming, and prodded my pain centres for disobeying.
Gasping, I pleaded, "I have to cum, Davis. Help me, please."
Instead, Davis yelled, "Isabella, come here, please."
When Isabella entered the room, Davis said, "Charlotte needs fisting to an orgasm. Do her ass over the desk as I watch, please."
Turning to me, he said, "Bend over and place your tits on the desk, then pull your skirt up and pull your knickers aside. Then, Isabella will take care of one of your required two orgasms."
Somehow, I managed to groan, "Lube," before complying.
Shrugging non-committedly, Davis replied, "What do I care how much it hurts you? I want you to learn to love pain with your sex, so we may as well get started now."
Then, relenting, he said, "Isabella, keep offering your hand to Charlotte so she can use her mouth to keep it moist. Do not force your hand into Charlotte unless it's slippery, wet and not dragging."
By now, I was so horny and desperate for relief that I eagerly sucked four fingers of Isabella's hand into my mouth and let my saliva pour over them. Isabella inserted her middle finger into my rosebud as I moaned appreciatively. Then, finding my knot still gaped from the previous night, Isabella added a second and third finger. It felt so good I pushed my ass back at her hand, so Isabelle slid her pinkie inside me as well.
My ass was at its most stretched, and I felt so full that I couldn't see how Isabella could get any more in me. But she knew what she was doing because Isabella began slowly rotating her fingers in my ass. Then, pulling her fingers out, she would offer her hand for me to coat with saliva again before pushing it back in.
Slowly and gently, Isabella forced her fingers apart, stretching my ring wider. Then, she pulled her hand out and squeezed her hand into as narrow a width as possible. Allowing me to make her hand wet, she added her thumb, and Isabella slid her whole hand down to her last knuckles into my gaping rosebud.
Even though I was writhing and moaning with pleasure, I feared what was happening next. My poor ass felt stretched to tearing, but Isabella's fist wasn't inside me yet, so I knew more was coming.
Pulling her hand out again, Isabella forced almost her whole fist into my mouth so I could wet it, and then she slid it into my ass. When her knuckles hit my knot this time, she didn't stop. Pushing firmly, Isabella forced my ass' sphincter apart, and her hand slid down to her wrist inside me. Then Isabella closed her hand into a fist and began thrusting it inside my ass.
OMFG, reader, what an intensely erotic feeling! As Isabella pulled back, my ring stretched deliciously, and I felt I would explode with orgasm when her fist popped out through my knot. Then she'd push back in, and I felt so deeply penetrated I thought my brain would implode from the feeling.
I no longer cared that I was being forced to do this because I wanted Isabella to fist-fuck me into orgasmic heaven. Starting low, my scream peeled higher and higher until I was screeching like a banshee, "Fuck me, Issie. Fuck me with your beautiful fist. Fuck my ass until I cream over your fingers."
I was only peripherally aware that Julia and Yvonne had walked into the office. Even when Julia knelt and sucked my husband's cock, and Yvonne lowered her pussy onto my mouth, I continued to scream and orgasm as I was fist-fucked for the first time.
The other women finally left, and I was left alone with Davis, still bent over the desk.
"You make a great slut, Charlotte," my 'darling' husband told me. "I'll have you munching pussy and sucking cock like a two-dollar whore in absolutely no time. The problem is a lot of our clients will want to see and talk with Ona, and what will I tell them? I can't very well say, 'Oh, this slut on her knees sucking your cock is Ona, the world-famous dancer and miniaturising scientist, as well as Charlotte the Harlot', now can I? So, what do I do?"
Davis considered his options as I felt the bots running my mind beginning to insist I get off again because I'd only cum once this hour. But I hadn't been asked to contribute, so I didn't offer an answer.
Tapping his lips thoughtfully, the monster I'd married said, "This will work." Then he picked up the remote and, holding down a button, added, "Charlotte, when you're at the clinic during work hours, you will be Ona, except you will still obey every word and direction from me as if you are Charlotte. You will be unable to mention anything, in any way, about what I have turned you into. And, you will act, react and be exactly the same as you did when you were happy to be my wife and doing your tasks. Am I clear?"
The bots gave me no choice but to nod my head and agree. The fucking things even rewarded me with my needed second orgasm when I did.
Chapter 05: Moving to Brisbane.
Davis had cut the four of us away from our friends and family and made us all live together in his inner-Melbourne house. But the other three women had families that wanted and expected to see them regularly, and rumours began to fly. Even secluded to work and the house, we all started hearing guesses about what happened at our home and establishment.
Perhaps Davis had been too blatant, too often, about using one of us in public. Or, maybe, rumour and innuendo swirled around us simply because we were rich and famous. But, whatever the reason, Melbourne became too hot for Davis to risk continuing his mind control research there.
Sidney seemed the logical place for him to move us, but he chose Brisbane instead. I have no idea why, but I think he thought Queensland was more naïve and trusting of appearances than Melbourne or Sidney.
Before we moved, one last twist forcibly reminded me how deeply subjugated I was. My sister, Ina, called and said she was bringing our mother and father to visit.
Davis flew into a rage and demanded to know if I'd somehow sent her a message. With a simple command into his remote, Davis elicited all my computer passwords from me before searching through all of my emails and social media pages for the message.
Even though he didn't find anything untoward, Davis punished my 'infidelity' by giving me two conflicting instructions. The first was the ongoing instruction to cum at least twice during every waking hour. But then he added, "You will not be able to cum unless my cock is in one of your holes." Then, lastly, he refused to fuck any of my holes.
Within hours, I was climbing the walls, frustrated by my need to cum. The pain of not having obeyed instructions burnt my already overloaded synapses. But, no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't get myself off, and neither Julia, Isabella, nor Yvonne could get me there.
In the end, my mind saved me by virtually shutting down. As I only 'needed to cum' if I was awake and because I couldn't cum when I was awake, my brain turned me practically catatonic, and I slept through most days. However, a virtually catatonic research scientist isn't much use. So, after seven days of torture, Davis relented and removed my 'need to cum twice every hour' instruction.
Reader, to understand how desperate things had become, you need to know I was so grateful that the pain had ended that I knelt before Davis and begged to suck him off. But, instead, to show his domination of me, the degenerate I married, dry fucked my poor abused ass. Then he forced me to suck his possibly shit-covered dick until he came on my face. But even his doing that wasn't the worst. The worst was how hard I orgasmed as he fucked my ass and that I even gushed pussy juices as I felt his cum splashing on my face.



It would have been all so easy to give up because I was trapped and helpless and could do nothing to escape Davis' manipulations. But I kept having these lucid moments where I felt the bots weren't working. These fleeting events gave me hope that my underlying self would eventually overcome the bot's effects, and I could cast them off and return to being me.
I held no such hopes for the other three because each seemed to be active participants in their degradation, and all seemed to revel in competing for Davis' attention. Even Yvonne no longer appeared to be fighting. Instead, she seemed to enjoy being used by Davis or us three women.
When Davis and I met my family at Melbourne airport, the bots forced me to play the loving wife of a loving man. I tried with all my might to scream that Davis had me trapped and mind controlled, but the throbbing ache in my head would allow no such words to pass through my lips. So, all I could do was watch in despair from the deepest recesses of my mind as I was forced to imitate a sickeningly sweet version of my previous self.
Somehow, Ina realised that I was in trouble. Eventually, she managed to get me alone, "What is happening, Ona? You look like a child whose favourite pussycat has run away. Is that bastard you married hitting you? Now, sweetie, don't tell me all is alright because it's been three years, and you're not even pregnant yet. If you were happy, you'd have at least one child by now."
With my eyes squeezed tightly shut, I tried with everything I had to tell my sister I was in trouble. But the bots wouldn't allow me to voice the tiniest of complaints. But Ina somehow knew, anyway. I think she could see my pain as I tried to speak because she knew me so well.
"What is it, Ona? You can tell me, and I will try to make it better. If he is hurting you, we will take you back to Berlin with us."
Davis found us, unfortunately. "Excuse me, Ina. May I have a quick word alone with Ona, please? I've just received an email from our clinic and need to discuss it with my wife."
Giving me a concerned look first, Ina turned to Davis and smiled, "But, of course, Davis. Work, it must come first."
Once Ina had left, Davis pulled out one of his remotes. Waving it under my nose, he said, "I gave your sister, mother and father orange juice when we first got home, do you remember?"
Meekly, I nodded.
"I prepared the juice last night, Ona, and laced it with nanobots. If you continue to try and tell your sister you're in trouble, I will activate those bots and turn all your family into my sex slaves."
Davis's eyes burned mercilessly into me as I wept with despair.
Then this utter arsehole I'd married said, "Who knows, Ona? Maybe you'll enjoy sucking your father's cock as your mother eats your pussy, and I fuck your sister in the ass, or maybe you won't. But, hear me well. Keep up your resistance, and we will find out."
I dutifully promised to remain silent about what Davis had done to us four women. Then, I meekly followed my husband back to the lounge to play 'happily married couple'.
Only a week after my family headed home, Davis moved us to Queensland. Shifting his allegiance to the Queensland branch of the CSIRO garnered our clinic a clear bonus of a million dollars, plus ongoing monthly funding of another $100,000. Using some of this money, Davis procured the rights and permissions to start human trials.
Unfortunately, my husband is smart as well as devious, so for the first trials, Davis selected his test subjects randomly. Using his new clinic's name, Davis placed an ad looking for volunteers to trial a revolutionary new pain reduction system. Then, the names of all of the people who applied were placed into a hat before being drawn by a representative from the CSIRO.
I have to say, the results were a resounding success. Of the fifty pain sufferers chosen, all but seven stated their pain had significantly reduced. In addition, four of the seven less-than-satisfactory responses admitted their range of movement had improved, and they could do more things more often than before. The above meant that Davis and my bots had improved the pain and suffering of forty-seven of our first fifty patients. If these figures held over the long term, we would have invented something truly remarkable.
I should have felt elation and joy at the results, but the part of me, still me, knew Davis had begun expanding the use of his mind-control nanobots. The man that could have almost literally been the saviour of man instead used his power to take control of women who had rebelled against their parents or husbands. Many women, whose only crime was to refuse to do what the men in their lives told them to do, were turned into unwilling sex slaves by the nanobots Davis and I had invented. My shame knew no bounds, but there was nothing, zilch, and nada, that I could do. In fact, it was all I could do to hold onto the tiny part of me that was still Ona and not succumb to becoming Charlotte the Harlot 100% of the time.
Although our pain reduction clinic wasn't blooming as quickly as Davis had hoped, the other services we offered were. Davis had a steady stream of psychology patients that saw him regularly or semi-regularly, so money continued to be the least of our problems. This was a good thing because as well as buying the building that housed our clinic, Davis bought the whole top floor of an apartment complex close to our clinic.
Many of Brisbane's medical specialists had clinic rooms in Spring Hill, so our facility blended in seamlessly. From the outside, it looked like Davis wanted it to look precisely. It appeared to be a full-service medical facility offering remedial massage, general practitioner, day spa, health and beauty, and psychology services. But, unfortunately, no one knew the depravity that went on behind that façade.
Davis employed only women for every role. Then, during their interview, he fed these women some bots before activating those bots and adding these poor women to his harem. Davis added married, single, and even lesbian women to his collection of controlled subjects, then delighted in debasing us all.
He instructed women with partners to be much more sexually active with their significant other. Hence, the women's partners remained unaware of their loved one's predicament. The part that really set my teeth on edge, during the brief periods the bots would allow me to think negatively about my husband, was that he sent bots home with the lesbian women to feed to their lovers. Then he'd activate those bots and use their partners, too.
Now that Davis had spread his depraved intentions over nearly a dozen women, he paid little attention to the four he had initially enslaved. Mostly, he used us to entertain investors or prospective clients. Isabella, Julia, Yvonne and I were made to perform numerous lesbian shows for the entertainment of Davis' clients and/or investors. These shows almost always concluded with Isabella fisting my ass as Julia did the same to my pussy. Simultaneously, Yvonne would be filled by as many cocks as were present. Sometimes, her mouth, ass and cunt were all filled with dick as she groaned, grunted and demanded they fuck her harder.
With the bots controlling our every emotion and reaction, the four of us revelled in these debasing and demeaning acts, cumming numerous times as we acted out these men's wildest fantasies. In fact, because Isabella and Julia constantly asked when the next play session was, I realised they lusted for these encounters.
It all came to a head when Davis began trolling family court for girls of barely legal age for his experiments. In a lucid moment, I knew I had to stop him, and I knew who my ally had to be. In some of my seemingly free-from-the-controlling bots moments, I noticed Yvonne still occasionally held her head and tried to shake herself clear of the bot's control. If there was any help at all, I knew it had to be from Yvonne. So, in my lucid moments, I began writing down my plan. I'd write my thoughts swiftly, then as the bots came back online and punished me for disobeying, I'd put the pad away and force myself to forget I'd ever planned to rebel.
Unfortunately, the occasions when I felt free of the bots and Yvonne appeared to fight hers were rare, so I had few chances to attempt our rescue. But, around ten months after we'd moved to Brisbane, I had an extended period where my bots seemed dormant. Furiously writing what I thought would work to permanently disable the nanobots, I noticed Yvonne sitting at her desk with her head down, weeping. Then, vainly, she tried to shake herself free from the bots controlling influence.
On a separate piece of paper, I wrote, 'Want to help me escape?' Then, on the pretence of showing her sympathy, I slipped Yvonne my note. I knew the risk I ran. If Yvonne wasn't attempting to escape, she would probably hand the message to my husband. Then, Davis would test the bots and make necessary adjustments to ensure I could never rebel again.
Yvonne gasped as she read my note before controlling herself. To cover her gasp, I kissed Yvonne's neck and shoulders as I massaged her full bosom and played with her nipples. Smiling, Isabella and Julia turned back to their computer screens. Then, when their backs were turned, Yvonne scribbled a double underlined "Yes!!"
That was as far as we could go this time, though. I could feel a headache forming behind my eyes as the bots came back online. Yvonne frowned before her features smoothed out and became bland as she surrendered to her bot's urging. Yvonne did slide the note back to me, however.
Walking back to my office, the bots only stopped torturing my pain synapses when I continuously repeated that I loved being my husband's owned sex slave and believed it. I was only grateful that the bots Davis and I made were deaf and dumb. If they could rat on me, I'd be in huge trouble.
To be continued ...
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Explanations: This story was written because of an email exchange between the author Meg S and myself. Meg read my series 'To My Gorgeous T-Girl Fuck-Buddy' and wrote to say she enjoyed those stories. I offered to write some of her fantasies into some kind of coherent tale. Numerous emails bounced back and forth, as Meg explained, and then enhanced her fantasy to meet, date, fuck, and then marry a transwoman.
The appearance and physical characteristics of the main character, Meg, are directly from Meg herself. Meg assures me she is completely bisexual but prefers effeminate men (she likes being fucked with a flesh cock). Denise exists, and some of the events in Denise's studio actually occurred. Those events are the source of Meg's fascination with transvestites and transgirls. The rest of the story is my imagining of how things would have progressed.
Unfortunately, I seem to have lost contact with Meg S. Her email address now bounces back to me as 'undeliverable'. Plus, Meg hasn't responded directly to any of the emails I've sent her through this site's internal mail system.
I hope Meg reads this story and likes what I've written. She seemed very pleased with the snippets I sent her when we corresponded.
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Meg leaned closer to the mirror to draw her brows a little higher and fill them slightly thicker than they really were. Then, she outlined her lusciously full lips and painted them with her favourite dark mahogany lipstick.
Satisfied with the result, Meg looked at her reflection, blew it a kiss, and said, "Damn, you're a sexy bitch!" before laughing and turning away.
Although Meg didn't really believe it, she was one 'sexy bitch'! With her dirty blonde hair, full lips, and big brown eyes, Meg turned heads wherever she was. Plus, she stood a tiny 5-foot 4-inch (163 cm) tall, weighed a petite 123 pounds (56 kg), and had an hourglass 36-27-39 figure with full C-cup breasts.
Meg thought her hips and bottom were perhaps a little too big, but she knew both boys and women loved her 'big round booty'. The thing was, Meg's 'bootay' was tightly toned and shapely because she loved going to the gym.
Meg was in a weirdly joyous mood tonight because she was going out to pick up.
'Far out,' Meg thought. 'How long has it been? Two years? Three?'
More than two, but definitely less than three, she thought. Nevertheless, she was determined to throw off the funk that had plagued her since she had thrown her girlfriend out.
'But where to go?' She wondered. 'Into Hartford and one of the dance bars where I'm sure to meet boys? Or into New Haven's gay area, where I might meet a woman?
She wasn't sure. Meg's last boyfriend tried to bash her during the argument that ended their relationship. A frying pan to his already flat face fixed that. Then, as a rebound from that experience, Meg kind of fell into the arms of her workmate and friend, Beth. Her time with Beth was fantastic at first, though.
"Best sex I've ever had," Meg told her closest friends. "That girl knows how to use a strap-on, if you know what I mean! And what she can do with her fingers and tongue! I'm telling you, who needs the trouble attached to a dick when you have that?"
But then Beth turned clingy and possessive. It had gotten so bad that Meg had found a tracking app added to her phone. The argument over that faux pas led to Meg kicking Beth out.
"No one will ever love you as much as I do," Beth wailed as Meg pushed her and her bags into an Uber.
Thinking about her previous relationships, Meg thought, 'Damn, Girl. Pick a gender! You can't keep swapping back and forth like this.'
But that little voice Meg heard when she felt frisky whispered, "Why not? You're young, girl. Plenty of time to choose someone to settle with when you're old."
When in control of herself, Meg called that voice her inner demon. But on nights like tonight, if she was being candid, she knew it was really her inner slut.
'Hmm,' Meg mused as she briefly fantasised she could meet, date and then seduce a transgirl. 'Womanly softness, care and understanding combined with a nice hard dick to fuck me with. Why can't I have that?'
Still undecided about her destination, Meg opened her closet, 'Oh shit!' she thought. 'I was supposed to pick up my new dress from the seamstress on my way home.'
Knowing Denise, her seamstress, often worked late on a Friday, Meg found her phone and dialled Denise's number.
It rang only twice before Denise picked up, "Denise Matthews Alterations, Denise talking. How may I help you?"
"It's Meg, Denise," Meg said. "Don't you ever look at the caller ID?"
"Meg, my dear, I have a mouth full of pins, hands full of dresses and my phone tucked under my chin, so you're lucky I chose to answer. Now, where the hell are you? You were supposed to be an hour ago."
"I forgot, Denise," Meg apologised. "How long will you be there for? Do I have time to get over and pick it up?"
"You can come over anytime in the next three to four hours, darling. But you have to promise me you won't freak out at my clients when you get here."
'Why on earth would I freak out about your customers?' Meg thought. But she dutifully promised she wouldn't and hung up.
Selecting her sexiest matching push-up bra and panty set, Meg then adjusted her bra until her generous breasts were displayed to their best advantage. Next, Meg threw on a pair of sweats before putting on her sexiest pair of strappy stiletto heels. Then, grabbing her purse, credit cards and keys, she headed to Denise's to pick up her newly-altered dress.
Denise was a genius at subtly altering clothes to hug her client's figures. Meg loved how, after Denise had worked her magic, her dresses emphasised her breasts, clung to her narrow waist, and then flared wider to hug her toned ass. The skirt part of every dress clung to Meg's shapely thighs and moved sexily with her swinging hips as she walked. And Meg loved how many men's eyes were drawn to her ass as she strode by. But when these gawping men walked into a light pole staring at her, it was hilarious.
Pulling up at Denise's workshop, Meg slid out of the car, ripped open the unlocked door, and loudly announced her presence.
"In the back, my dear," Denise's voice came.
Striding into Denise's alteration workshop, Meg stumbled to a stop and stared. No less than three men stood or sat in various stages of undress. All the men wore makeup thick and vibrant enough to shame the loudest of Drag Queens in the shows in the drag clubs in New Haven. In addition, these men had heels higher and gaudier than anything Meg had seen worn before. Plus, they had breast forms larger than any breasts she'd kissed or fondled, and wore panties so small their balls should have hung out the side. What they'd done with them, Meg couldn't fathom.
What she did notice was that the prettiest of these femmeboys was studying her as intently as she studied them. Meg especially noticed when his thick and hardening cock popped out from between his thighs and began straining against his panties.
Embarrassed, the poor boy quickly sat on a couch and placed a cushion over his swelling member. But not before Meg overtly stared at his tented panties as she licked her suddenly dry lips.
Denis did the introductions, "Meg, this is Veronica, Vicky and Sissy-Anna. Girls, this is my friend Meg. Now show your best manners and greet her as young women should."
Each of the 'women' took the time to try to strut sexily across to Meg before lifting a heel off the ground behind them and exchanging air kisses.
All gave versions of "Hello, darling. Pleased to meet you." All except Sissy-Anna. Sissy-Anna grabbed Meg's forearms and squeezed maybe a tad too tightly before sultrily singing, "You are my dream girl, Miss Meg."
Sissy-Anna's panty front still obscenely bulged as she pulled a surprised Meg in for a quick kiss. Sissy-Anna's tautly erect penis touched Meg's tummy as she did.
"Enough, Sissy!" Denise snapped. "The poor woman doesn't need to see or feel that. Now go sit down and cover yourself."
Meg wanted to protest that she didn't mind one little bit but thought discretion should hold the day. So, instead, she coughed and quickly stepped back before Sissy could feel the sudden heat in her nether regions and swiftly hardening nipples.
Though Sissy-Anna immediately obeyed Denise's order, Meg felt Sissy give her forearms one last quick squeeze before almost throwing Meg's arms down. Sissy doing this caused Meg's hands to brush across Sissy's throbbing cock, and Meg felt her arousal almost peak.
Once the other girls had retaken their seats, Denise turned her piercing blue eyes on Meg, "What on earth do you have on, Meg? Sweatpants and a top? You dare come into my workshop in that? My goodness, girl, I thought I taught you better than that. Come on, off with them. If you get to ogle the other girls in their lingerie, it's only fair they get to ogle you!"
"Oh, Gawd," Meg thought as she peeled off her top and sweatpants. "Dark red satin panties. I hope my arousal hasn't soaked through them."
It may have been because she'd had her brief fantasy about dating a transgirl before leaving home. But, whatever the reason, Sissy-Anna, and the other two, what were their names again? Had her imagination running wild and her juices flowing. Strutting across to the couch, Meg sat beside Veronica. She'd purposefully kept away from Sissy because she knew Sissy's presence close to her would precipitate her impending orgasm.
Sighing, Denise said, "Meg, it's a little difficult to test the fit of your new dress when you're sitting on a couch. Baby girl, get up on the table and put it on so I can see if it fits as it should."
'Oh, no,' Meg thought. 'My knickers will be at eyesight. If my panties are as wet as I feel, my arousal will be obvious to everyone.'
But, even so, she did as her seamstress requested.
A few moments later, Meg stood two feet in the air, wearing nothing but silk stockings, suspenders, and 5-inch strappy stiletto heels. Her only other nod to modesty was a tiny thong that barely covered her slit, let alone her pubic area. Moreover, the thong covered no part of her sexy ass. Somehow or other, Meg had let Denise talk her out of her bra because Denise thought her new dress would look better without it.
'I should be embarrassed,' Meg thought. 'Why aren't I? And why do I feel so comfortable with these 'gals'?'
Even Sissy-Anna's erect penis poking salaciously against Sissy's panties didn't bother her. In fact, if Meg wasn't careful, her eyes sought out Sissy's panties, and she touched her top lip with her tongue.
The 'girls' discussed Meg's figure blatantly as they sipped wine and openly ogled her. "Tits to die for," Veronica said. "Gawd, I wish I could have her shapely bottom," Vicky added.
"It's the whole package," Sissy-Anna chimed in. "The wide shoulders, generous breasts and hips and tiny waist all make a divine combination. I wish I could develop her hourglass figure. Look," Sissy stood up. "Eight hours a day in my damned corset, and I'm still as square as a damned cardboard box!"
Sissy-Anna's rock-hard penis still throbbed against her panties. Watching it jump, Meg offered a quick prayer to the Gods she believed in that her arousal wouldn't become too obvious. If these 'gals' knew anything about a woman, they would tell from her hard nipples that Meg was aroused. But she hoped she could blame their hardness on a chill or cold breeze. Wet panties were more difficult to explain away.
Denise finished tacking the dress into the folds she thought were needed to enhance Meg's perfect hourglass figure. Then, handing the dress to Meg, she said, "Here. Put this on. Let me see how that looks."
Grateful for the extra modesty, Meg quickly donned the garment.
"Almost," Denise said. "Come down off there for a sec, Meg. I need to adjust the cleavage line."
Getting down, Meg waited patiently as Denise carefully tucked the inner sewn line of Meg's cleavage further under, exposing more of Meg's generous breasts. Unwittingly, the back of Denise's fingers dragged across Meg's inner breast mounds and occasionally across Meg's nipples.
Biting her lip to prevent the sensual moan she felt brewing, Meg tried thinking about anything other than her arousal.
"Up on the table, Meg," Denise demanded.
Once Meg was on the table, Denise walked around with a critical eye on her creation.
"May I offer a suggestion?" Veronica asked.
"Sure," Denise answered.
Standing and walking over to Meg, Veronica cupped Meg's firm, shapely buttocks. Then lightly touching just below Meg's rosebud, Veronica said, "If you cut a little v-slit here, then tack the material at the top of the v tighter together, the dress will cling to and emphasise Meg's gorgeously sexy ass. Plus, as Meg bends over, anybody behind her will almost see nirvana without actually seeing a damned thing."
"Good idea," Denise said as the other two girls crowded around.
Each took their turn cupping Meg's bottom and stretching her dress tighter over her ass. Instead of being offended, as she would have been if any man had done the same, it was all Meg could do not to moan out her arousal and desire.
"Drop the dress, Meg," Denise instructed.
Fearful of what was about to be revealed, Meg reluctantly complied. Fortunately, only Sissy-Anna was in front of her as the dress hit the table. Unfortunately, Sissy openly ogled Meg's breasts as they bounced delectably into sight. But when Meg saw his eyebrow raise as he took in her wet patch stained thong, she thought she might actually die from embarrassment.
Sissy merely grinned as he offered Meg his hands to help her step down. But, as Meg's feet hit the floor, Sissy stood closer, and Meg's warm pussy dragged across his throbbingly erect member.
"Enough, Sissy!" Denise reiterated, "Any more of that rubbish and you can get your clothes on and head home."
But Denise's eyes twinkled, and a smile played around her lips. Even if these woman-blind men didn't, Denise knew that Meg was incredibly turned on. Denise almost seemed to encourage Sissy to flirt more, despite her admonishment.
Sissy-Anna needed no further encouragement. She pulled Meg's hands down as she pulled Meg closer. Then, as Sissy leaned in to give Meg a chaste kiss on her cheek, Sissy guided Meg's hands onto her todger. Sissy only let Meg's hand touch her for a moment before quickly stepping back.
Now, Veronica and Vicky may have been deaf and blind to a woman's arousal, but they knew what a male seducing a willing female looked like. Several gasps were quickly followed by 'women' sitting down swiftly and pulling cushions onto their laps.
Nonplussed, Meg turned to Denise to find her smiling whilst holding a silk robe open, "Here you go, Meg, honey. Hide yourself in this until the girls settle down."
"But I didn't do anything," Meg whispered.
"You being you is enough to raise an erection in the dead, Meg. I've always thought how beautiful your naivety about your sensuality was, but now you're beginning to realise just how hot you are."
Stunned, Meg moved to sit on a sofa chair away from the others. But the girls were having none of that, and Meg was almost dragged across to the couch. Suddenly, she was sitting surrounded by very feminine ladyboys, all sporting large erections.
'Why do I find this arousing and not disgusting?' She wondered. 'If these were men, I'd be slapping faces and storming off, threatening to sue Denise for every penny she has. Wait, they are men, so why aren't I knocking heads together?'
She didn't know, but she thought if just one more hand 'accidentally' brushed her aching nipples, she would orgasm on the spot!
A seeming age of denied orgasms later, Denise finally said, "Up on the table, Meg. One more quick check before I sew everything permanently into place."
Meg gratefully donned her dress again before climbing onto the table. A quick scan and Denise was happy with how everything sat. Five minutes later, Meg did a slow pirouette on the table as the girls all stood to clap.
"Beautiful," Vicky said. "Divine," Veronica added. "Perfect," Sissy-Anna chimed in.
Blushing, Meg thanked the girls before hugging Denise, paying her and leaving before she did what her sexually frustrated body demanded of her. For the last five agonising minutes, Meg's lustful mind, her raging inner slut, flashed images of ripping panties aside and gobbling the knobs revealed.
"It would have been perfect," that no longer little demon wailed. "A cock for each hand and one for your mouth. Then, later, one for all three of your aching holes."
Starting the car, Meg instinctively turned in the opposite direction to downtown, 'I need to find a hot transvestite to fuck tonight,' she thought as she drove for New Haven's queer district. 'And boy, is she going to get a fucking!'
"So why didn't you take what was on offer?" That only slightly smaller demon asked.
'If Denise wasn't there, I would have,' Denise answered defensively.
"Chicken," her inner demon whispered before Meg shut him off.
Trolling through some of the gay bars, Meg searched for what she needed. Plenty of boys and more than a few women hit on her, but she couldn't find what she looked for. Oh, there were many cross-dressed males out that night, but they more resembled truck drivers in a sack than a sexy woman with an added package.
Despairing, Meg took a seat at the bar in 168 York St Café and ordered a house white. Sipping her drink, Meg contemplated what was next, 'I should just go home and get old faithful out,' she groused to herself. 'At least I won't have to bother trying to converse with it.' But her usual stubborn intransigence kicked in, 'No, Gawddammit! I'm getting fucked tonight, no matter what!'
Meg barely noticed the man who slid onto the barstool beside her until, in a smoothly cultured voice, he almost sang, "White wine, please, barkeep. Sauvignon Blanc, if you have it."
The voice, though much deeper than the tinkling in her mind remembered, seemed somehow familiar. 'It's the cadence,' she thought. 'Almost singing. But I've never met this person before, so why does it seem familiar?'
Shifting slightly, Meg ran a surreptitious eye over the newcomer. 'Hmm,' she thought. 'Only a little taller than me, slim, but toned and lithe. Quite effeminate, really, but dressed very masculine. Meg was about to dismiss him from her mind, but her subconscious caught something, and that old familiar tingle started between her thighs.
Turning briefly away, so the guy remained unaware of her study, Meg then turned her head a little to study him again, 'What was it?' She implored her subconscious. 'What did you see?' But, as usual, that little inner observer, having given its prompt, remained silent.
'Okay,' Meg thought. 'Let me see. Manicured hands, but that's not uncommon these days. Long sleeves in summer, hiding tatts, maybe? Shirt buttoned to the chin, with only the very top button undone. Definitely hiding tatts,' she thought. 'Meg didn't really care for tattoos either way. If her partner had them, she didn't mind. Nor did she care if they were clean-skinned.
The man stood and turned before smoothing his trousers over his ass and sitting back down.
'Hmm, nice ass,' Meg thought. 'Narrow hips and an even narrower waist. Narrow hips but an even narrower waist on a male? Not sure I remember that combination before.'
Meg leaned forwards to get the bartender's attention. Ordering another glass of wine, Meg tried to steal a glance at the man's package. She couldn't be sure because there wasn't a massive bulge, but she thought the guy sported a fairly decent wang.



Turning to sip her drink, Meg let her eyes wander up across the newcomer's chest, over his thin neck and closely shaved chin and face, up to his eyes. Only then did she realise the man was looking straight at her, smiling.
"Like what you see?" The man asked, obviously amused.
Deciding to take the bull by the horns, Meg said, "Maybe. Why? Do you like what you see?"
"Very much!" The man said in his sing-song voice.
'Gawd! There it is again,' Meg thought, almost grasping where she'd heard a similar voice.
"Then, you may buy me a drink, and we can talk," Meg informed him. "No promises, though."
The man laughed. Then holding out his hand, he said, "Andrew. What would you like to drink?"
Her subconscious did its little nudge trick again as Meg took his hand in both of hers, but she still couldn't grasp its intent.
Suddenly tiring of wine, Meg answered, "Espresso Martini, please."
The bartender was waiting where the two sat, so she began preparing Meg's drink.
'Make that two," Andrew said.
Turning to face Andrew fully for the first time, Meg took in a full view, 'Yes,' she thought. 'A slightly effeminate man will do nicely for my first play away from Beth. Let's hope he's not a complete dick.'
"What brings you into New Haven, Andrew?" Meg asked.
"I was looking for someone," Andrew answered mysteriously.
"Oh? Did you find them?"
"I might have," Andrew replied with another small smile.
Meg blushed, "You were looking for me?"
Changing his voice's pitch, Andrew sang, "You're my dream girl, Miss Meg."
"OMG! Sissy? You're Sissy? OMG!" Meg spluttered as the warmth between her legs exploded exponentially.
Andrew/Sissy blushed at least as deeply as Meg had, "Shh," she whispered, motioning silence, "I'm not out as Sissy-Anna to anyone outside of Denise, Veronica and Vicky yet."
Trying to keep her voice low, Meg replied, "Why aren't you dressed? My Gawd, Sissy! You're so damned sexy dressed that no one would notice you're not female."
"You did," Andrew pointed out. "You knew we were trannies the moment you walked in!"
"Well, the other two were more drag queen than tranny, so I assumed you were a cross-dressing male, too."
Andrew blushed again, "Yeah, I need help with my makeup."
Not thinking, something Meg chided herself constantly for, she said, "To start with, your makeup should be understated, not looking like you've just been face-banged by a box of crayons..."
Meg's voice tapered off as she realised what she was saying, and her blush returned tenfold.
Looking almost ashamed, Andrew/Sissy said, "Will you show me, Meg?"
"Maybe," Meg answered. "Let's see how tonight goes."
"There's a dance party in the other half, Meg. Would you like to dance?"
"Gawd, yes!" Meg said.
Even Beth didn't like dancing that much, but Meg loved getting up and shaking her shapely booty. It was only a shame most guys wouldn't get up with her. So, letting Andrew take her arm in his, Meg walked to the dance floor.
Before Meg could even start to move, Andrew danced away, his hips shaking and shoulders rocking.
'OMG!' Meg thought. 'The boy can dance!'
So, letting herself feel the music, Meg moved with him. Very soon, Andrew and Meg built an admiring audience as they pumped, jumped, and thrust to the dance music echoing through the hall. Letting herself completely free, Meg began to move to the beat that pounded through her. With her mind almost on a different plane, Meg let the music tell her what to do and how to move. To her delight, Andrew moved with her.
What made the dance almost perfect was how Andrew let his fingers lightly brush her nipples as he took her hand and spun her to and fro. The ache and need in her nether regions grew as she felt every slight brush. But, when Andrew spun her close to him and pressed his ragingly hard penis against her lower abdomen, Meg knew they had to get out of there before she fucked him on the dance floor.
"Time to go," she breathed huskily into Andrew's ear.
"Yours or mine?" Andrew asked.
"Mine. I hope you've got protection, Mister. Because I'm about to fuck your brains out!"
Grinning, Andrew responded, "My teachers all said I didn't have many, to begin with, so that might not take you too long, Meg."
"You'd better count on it being a long time, Sissy. If it isn't, I'm going to be very disappointed in you!"
"Yes, Ma'am!" Andrew joked.
Deciding she'd drunk too much to drive, Meg hailed a passing cab and dragged Andrew inside.
Giving the driver her address, Meg turned to Andrew and said, "You dance well and converse even better, but how well do you kiss?"
So, Andrew showed her. Meg revelled in the firmer, more masculine kiss.
'A woman's kiss is so soft and beautiful,' Meg thought. "But a man's kiss almost demands a response.' Then she wickedly thought, 'And if I respond any more intensely, I'm going to orgasm right here!'
Once he'd finished, Meg had to adjust her dress. Somehow, one of her breasts had fallen out as Andrew kissed her. As Andrew's kissing washed waves of rapture over her, she hadn't noticed the wardrobe malfunction. She was sure the cab driver noticed, though.
Finally forcing her toes to uncurl, Meg coughed twice before finally managing to say, "Okay, Mister Sissy. You kiss as well as you dance!"
They were still kissing when the cab pulled up at Meg's door. The driver had to "Ahem" three times before Meg finally realised they were outside her door. Laughing, Andrew paid the guy before helping Meg out.
Inside, Meg could wait no longer. Pulling her dress above her shapely ass, Meg hopped up on the bench and encouraged Andrew between her thighs. Wrapping a hand around the back of Andrew's head, Meg kissed him passionately as she reached down and unzipped his fly. Then, circling Andrew's engorged member, Meg tried to guide him inside her.
Unfortunately, the bench was too high, and Andrew too short for his cock to do anything other than brush her pussy lips. Frustrated, Meg slid off the bench and forced Andrew back. Andrew felt a chair against the back of his knees, so he sat down to stop himself and Meg from toppling over.
"Move your hips to the seat's edge," Meg demanded.
As soon as Andrew complied, Meg wrapped her hand around his todger again and lowered herself onto it.
"Oh, Gawd, that feels good," Meg sighed as Andrew slid into her.
Andrew's cock wasn't the biggest dick Meg had had, but it was thick and hit all the right spots, so, with a little squeal, Meg came.
Sighing again, Meg opened her eyes before saying, "I needed that, Sissy. You've had my pussy burning all night."
"Happy to help, Miss Meg," Andrew grinned. "Although, I think your bed will be a much more comfortable place to continue this."
Blinking, Meg looked around. Then blushing at her audacity, Meg replied, "I think you're right. I'll show you to the main bathroom so you can clean up. Give me about three minutes, then come down to my room. It'll be obvious which one because it'll be the only one open and lit. I'm going to use the en suite to... " Meg hesitated and grinned, then, in her best 60s film starlet's voice, said,... 'powder my nose and slip into something more comfortable."
She wasn't going to slip into anything except the sheets on her bed but thought the image she painted would excite her new lover. Sure enough, three minutes to the second later, Andrew knocked lightly on her bedroom door's architrave to announce his arrival.
Meg had swiftly washed herself clean, stripped naked, dumped the quilt on the floor and slid between the sheets. She sat, propped up by pillows, with the sheets pulled up to her chin as Andrew entered her room. Meg had carefully smoothed the sheets down so they clung to her generous C-cup breasts before holding the sheet up to her chin. Doing this emphasised her glorious curves spectacularly, and she had to grin when Andrew's breath caught in his throat as he saw her.
"Wow, Meg!" Andrew gasped. "I'm lost for words... Just... WOW!"
Smiling impishly, Meg said, "I see little Sissy is springing to attention. Why don't you show me your dance moves, Mister, and tease me as you undress."
Andrew danced to naked way faster than Meg would have preferred, but his utterly hairless body intrigued her.
'He has even less hair than I do,' she wondered. 'My arms are way hairier than his. Fark, that must take time to do!'
As if he'd read her mind, Andrew stated, "Laser hair removal for the body and electrolysis for my armpits, face and neck, Meg. Hurts like a bitch, but no hair ever reappears."
"Wow!" Meg said. "Bet it cost a fortune, too!"
Smiling deprecatingly, Andrew answered, "Well, let's just say, it wasn't cheap!"
Deciding it was time, Meg moved her hands further apart so she could whisk the whole sheet back, revealing her full-figured wondrousness. Then, patting the bed beside her, she said, "What are you waiting for, Sissy? A written invitation?"
Shaking his head and laughing, Andrew almost dove onto the bed beside Meg. Then, rolling onto his left side, Andrew pulled on Meg's right shoulder until she moved to face him.
Cupping Meg's head tenderly, Andrew kissed her full lips before saying, "You are my dream girl, Meg. I would die to look like you!"
Smiling, Meg answered, "No need to die, Sissy. I can teach you all the tricks I use to look like me."
"That would be so great," Andrew said as his already hard cock throbbed against Meg's abdomen.
Almost panting, Meg pleaded, "Make love to me, Sissy. I need to feel you inside me."
Rolling Meg over, Andrew moved to straddle her hips. With his bottom against Meg's thrusting pudenda, Andrew pulled her hands above her head, "Hold onto the headboard, Miss Meg. You're not to move them until I say you can."
Moaning at Andrew's sudden, surprising dominance, Meg found herself nodding her agreement. Then, as soon as he was confident that Meg obeyed, Andrew briefly kissed Meg's lips before sliding down her lusciously curved body until his ass rested lightly on Meg's upper shins. Cupping Meg's beautiful C-Cup breasts, Andrew lightly pinched and tweaked one of her nipples as he tongue lashed the other.
Swapping back and forth swiftly, Andrew slowly drove Meg close to orgasm. But, before Andrew sent her over the edge, he stopped and shifted lower.
Moaning her frustrated protest, Meg almost let go of the headboard and demanded Sissy return to her breasts. But, when she felt Andrew's lips on clittie, Meg's name for her most intimate outer pleasure spot, she quit complaining and eagerly thrust her pussy up to meet his tongue. Somehow, Andrew/Sissy had found Meg's absolutely exquisite pleasure spot. The tiny area just under Meg's clitoris was where, when her lover found it, if they found it, guaranteed Meg would cum.
Almost no man, and only a few women, had ever been patient enough to find this little piece of nirvana. So, Meg groaned appreciatively as Andrew's questing tongue slid deliciously across it.
Suddenly, Meg's orgasm was on her. With an expansive sigh, Meg squeezed the headboard tightly as she bounced and twitched through her second orgasm of the night.
Meg isn't really multi-orgasmic, but with the right partner, she could revel in many minor cum spasms until her orgasm peaked again. Unfortunately, even though Meg tried to explain, too many of her partners thought that now they'd made her cum, they could take what they wanted and leave her wanting.
Andrew showed there were exceptions. Moving upwards so he could kiss and hug her, Andrew held still with his throbbing penis at the entrance to Meg's vulva.
"I'd like to slip inside you now, baby girl. May I?" He, oh so politely, asked.
By now, Meg didn't want 'polite'. She wanted, nay, she needed to be fucked!
Instead of answering, she kissed Andrew fiercely and wrapped her thighs around his narrow hips. Fortunately, Andrew took the hint and slipped his thick cock into Meg's wanting pussy.
'Lawd,' Meg thought as Andrew entered her to the hilt, but lay unmoving as he pressed his pubic bone against the bottom of her clittie. 'It's almost as if he's read an instruction manual on how to make love to me. Pfft! Men reading an instruction manual? But, whatever, Sissy is doing me perfectly. The attention to my breasts, finding my divine spot and now holding his pubic bone pressed against it? Wow!
Suddenly, she thought, 'OMFG, I'm about to cum!'
Squealing lightly, Meg burst through another climax. But, even then, Andrew surprised her. Instead of cumming inside her, as she expected, Andrew kissed her passionately as he let his thick cock 'marinate' in Meg's pussy juices, his pubic bone pressed tightly against 'lower clittie'.
Slowly 'pulsing' his dick inside Meg (clenching his ass sphincter closed, so his cock jumped). Andrew waited for Meg to choose what was next. But, it had been a 'long time between drinks' for Meg. What she needed more than anything right now was for Andrew to cum and let her sleep.
Deciding she could reach one more plateau, Meg thrust her ass up to meet Andrew's pulses. Then she wrapped her arms around Andrew's neck, kissed him and whispered, "I have an IUD in, baby, so cum inside me."
"Fuck!' Andrew expletived as he heard her words, and immediately lost control and came deliciously into Meg's tightly gripping pussy.
Feeling this man/girl, girlie/man, transvestite, crossdresser, or whatever he fucking was, cum inside her sent Meg through her final climactic orgasm. So, rolling onto her side and pushing her ass back at Andrew, Meg slipped into a deep sleep.
Not sure what the time was, Meg woke, yawned, stretched and reached her hand back to touch her newest lover. But, no matter how far she felt, she couldn't feel him. Rolling to face the middle of the bed, Meg realised she was alone.
'Damn!' She thought. Then, slightly pissed off and cursing Sissy/Andrew in her mind, Meg added, "I'm worth more than a one-night stand, damn you!'
Checking the time on her phone, Meg chose to get up. Then, yawning, she wondered, 'Shower then coffee? Or, coffee then shower?'
Meg could feel last night's activities still lightly leaking from her, but thought, 'bugger it', and went to get coffee.
Walking into the kitchen, Meg found her notepad propped up against the coffee pot. It read, "Sorry, baby girl, but I had to run because I give an early Saturday morning Pilates class at my local Y. I didn't know whether to wake you or leave you to sleep, but you looked so beautiful sleeping, I decided to leave you alone."
The note went on to say, "I want you to trust me, my dream girl. At 11.00 am today, I want you to leave your front door unlocked and be freshly showered, naked and on your bed. Then, please, my girl, as you did for me last night, close your eyes and hold onto the headboard. Even when you feel me climbing on the bed, I want you to keep still, keep your eyes closed and trust me, okay? This is my cell number, +1203 736 8477. Call or text if you must, but baby girl, trust me, please? I promise it will be fun!"
'Like I'm going to do any of that!' Meg thought as she read the note. 'What I will do is give that jerk a mouthful of advice about sneaking out without kissing me goodbye when he knocks on my door. Then, I'll slam the door in his face!'
But that inner demon spoke, "Chicken!" It said.
'You shut up, too,' Meg hissed to that voice.
The problem was that Meg's long-dormant inner slut was raging. She could feel her arousal in her blood-engorged pussy lips and clitoris.
Looking down at her throbbing pussy, Meg told it, 'And you can settle down, too. I will not be doing anything like Sissy suggested! But, 10.45 am found her in the shower making sure she was completely clean, and 11.00 am saw her naked, eyes closed, holding onto the headboard for dear life.
With her senses hypersensitive with excitement, Meg heard her front door open. Then, she heard soft footsteps creeping across her kitchen and down the hall to her bed. Her 'Good Girl Angel' admonished her to cover up, but Meg wasn't listening. Instead, trembling with her arousal, Meg waited, as excited as she was fearful.
Soft, smooth lips kissed hers, "Good girl," Sissy/Andrew whispered huskily.
Sissy kissed Meg again as he slid a blindfold over Meg's eyes. Shaking with a combination of anticipation and fear, Meg briefly fought before she allowed Sissy to handcuff her hands together.
Nibbling lightly on Meg's earlobe, Sissy whispered, "Move forwards onto your knees, baby girl. Once you're on them, I'll shift your arms so I can handcuff you behind your back."
With her inner demon shouting, "Do it!" Meg complied, and Sissy soon had Meg's hands cuffed behind her back
"Good girl," Sissy hummed. "Now it gets a little more interesting. I'm going to tie your ankles to a spreader bar, then connect your handcuffs to the bar, okay? If you freak out, say, 'Pinocchio', and I promise to release you, okay?"
Meg was so terrified and excited she couldn't respond verbally. But with her arousal flowing freely down her inner thighs, she nodded her agreement.
"Good girl." Sissy repeated." Now, remind me what your safe word is?"
'Safe word?' Meg wondered. "Oh! 'Pinocchio'?" She said queryingly.
Meg knew she had given the correct answer because she felt Sissy smiling as Sissy kissed her again.
"Meg," Sissy informed her. "I'm about to roll you over, so you're on your shoulders and knees, okay? Of course, your ass will be way up in the air, and you will feel quite vulnerable, but I need you to trust me."
'WTF?' Meg wondered.
But she refused to use her safe word as Sissy rolled her over. Then, as her shoulders hit her bed, Meg turned her head so she could breathe.
"What the hell have you got me into this time?" Meg asked her inner demon.
He was silent, of course.
Scared, but more than a little aroused, Meg waited for what was next. She didn't need to wait long, fortunately. As she lay there helpless, Meg felt breasts being slowly dragged up her back. Then, soft hands with long nails found her breasts and nipples.
'I don't think those breasts are real,' Meg thought. 'Forms, maybe? Did Andrew come back fully made up?'
She didn't know. She only felt that the hands on her breasts and nipples knew what they were doing. The hands cupping her mounds and softly stroking her areole definitely knew how to please, and she wondered if she'd orgasm from this stimulation alone.
Whoever was kissing her, slowly dragged their breasts down Meg's back as they kissed down Meg's spine.
'Definitely not real,' Meg thought. 'But could they be implants?'
But when the breasts owner's tongue found her tight rosebud, Meg stopped caring whether they were real. Meg could feel someone she assumed to be Andrew/Sissy kneeling behind her salaciously poked out ass. A low moan of desire slid from her mouth as Sissy spread her butt cheeks and ran a wet and warm tongue along Meg's perineum and onto her soft brown ring.
This was last night all over again. It was as if someone had handed Andrew the playbook on how to make love to her. Everything he did, every action he made, seemed to be the exact thing that Meg needed to achieve orgasmic nirvana.
Her lover's tongue swirled delightfully around Meg's starfish, slowly homing in on the centre. Then, finding her anus ring's centre, it tightened to a point and insistently tried to enter. Unused to being anally penetrated, Meg clenched her sphincter tightly closed and refused to allow entry. But when her hidden lover's fingers slipped inside her vulva and hooked back to rub deliciously against her G-spot, Meg groaned and relaxed.
At least an inch of her lover's tongue slid into her ass before being withdrawn.
"Oh, Gawd," Meg moaned. "Oh, Gawd!"
Meg was so hot she didn't even complain when the tongue fucking her ass was replaced by a finger and then by two. The fingers gently stretched Meg's sphincter wider. Meg had no idea why her secret lover wanted her ass stretched, but if he thought she'd let him fuck her ass, he'd better think again.



Suddenly, there was another body on the bed.
'WTF!' Meg thought as this new presence moved under her belly and between her thighs.
Meg was about to protest when the intruder's tongue found clittie. Better still, the intruder knew Meg's most responsive erogenous zone was immediately below her clitoris because he (?) tongued that area forcefully first.
'OMG!' Meg thought. 'I can feel breasts against mine, but I'm not sure if they're real or not, as they're only touching me lightly.'
With a tongue on her pussy, and another keeping her rear passage wet as the fingers worked their magic in her ass, Meg drew close to orgasm. But, just as she thought she'd erupt, everything was withdrawn from her orifices.
"Sissy!" Meg demanded." "Do not tease me, bitch! Get back here and finish me off."
All she received was a throaty chuckle in return.
Hands grasped her bottom and thighs just above her knee. Unceremoniously, Meg was lifted and turned until she faced upwards. Then, Meg felt herself being suspended as someone slid onto the bed underneath her.
'OMG!' She thought. 'There's at least three in my bedroom! Two holding me up, and a third on the bed.'
Next, Meg felt herself being lowered down. A thin, rampantly erect cock poked obscenely at her ass.
'Fuck, no!' Meg tried to cry out as she felt her ass being split by that cock. But that evil little devil called 'My Inner Slut' refused to let her shout 'Pinocchio'.
With a stifled groan underneath her, Meg felt her ass settle onto someone's hips, his cock buried, fully to the hilt, in her ass.
Panting and afraid but oh so turned on, Meg waited for what was next. Then, she felt a body climb onto the bed between her lasciviously spread thighs. Whoever this was pressed his (her?) breasts against Meg's before kissing Meg's pouting lips. Then, Meg felt this lover's weight settling against her lower belly and a thick, at least 6.5-inch cock, sliding in through her pussy lips and deep inside her.
'Doubly penetrated', Meg thought. 'Oh, how I have longed for this day!'
The two cocks began to fuck her. Both were gentle, considerate and controlled, but Meg quickly needed more.
"Fuck me, boys. This pussy needs to be pounded!" She demanded.
Sissy's throaty whisper from above answered her, "As you demand, my dream girl."
The cocks thrust harder and faster inside Meg.
Meg huffed and grunted as the cocks thrust inside her, but she ached to touch her lovers. Ached to kiss someone's lips, grab their firm ass and squeeze, or wrap her thighs around their hips and demand they fuck her harder, but her binds allowed none of this. All Meg could do was lie back and enjoy, not something she was accustomed to. Meg was an active, passionate and demanding lover, both with women and men. Men could make her submissive or even passive if they were good enough. There'd been few who ever were, but Meg thought the three taking her so eagerly now might be able to make her submit, but not without a fight.
"Release me," she demanded. "I want to use my hands and legs to make love with you all."
"Use your safe word, and I will," Sissy/Andrew chuckled throatily. "But, if you do, all three of us pack up and leave. Do I hear your safe word, Meg?"
Meg's mouth tightened into a stubborn line as that little demon chortled, "Slut".
Seeing her mouth closed tightly shut, Andrew began stroking into Meg again. The cock in her ass soon followed suit, and Meg quickly began climbing the stairs to her orgasm. But, this time, as she peaked, she relaxed and let it happen. By choosing to surrender to her lovers, Meg could simply relax and let her body enjoy the intensely erotic feelings the cocks elicited from her wanting body.
In a long, soft, drawn-out moan, Meg came, "Oh, oh oooooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," poured from her suddenly gaping mouth.
Both cocks stopped thrusting as soon as Meg's orgasm waned. Neither were removed, but neither pushed back and forth either. After a few moments, Andrew began his pulsing trick again. Perhaps feeling what Andrew did, the dick in Meg's ass began to jump, too. The cocks slowly pulsing inside her kept Meg bubbling along. She wasn't cumming, but she knew she was continually having minor orgasm events as her mind began the climb back up nirvana hill.
To her delighted surprise, Andrew pushed his cock as deeply into her as possible, then held still. Next, he bent his head and slowly circled her left nipple with his tongue. Doing everything right, Andrew pulsed his dick, then followed that by flicking Meg's left nipple with his tongue. Somehow the cock in Meg's ass knew what to do, so they began to cycle, pussy twitch, nipple flick, ass pulse, and then repeat.
Meg drew close to what she knew would be an almost cataclysmic orgasm as the pleasure cycle beat through her, but when she felt the spongy, warm head of an extremely hard dick wipe across her lips, Meg almost lost it.
'Oh, Lawd!" She thought. 'I'd forgotten there was a third person in the room. Wonder what he's been doing until now? Watching and masturbating, I'm sure!'
Eager to return some of the pleasure she'd received, Meg eagerly accepted this new cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it as she tried to suck its balls out through its eye.
"We're all going to cum in you when you orgasm, Meg," Sissy warned.
Of course, Meg should have demanded they all withdraw before cumming, or insisted they don rubbers, but she was too far gone.
Nodding her assent, Meg groaned around the cock in her mouth, "One more pulse, boys, and off I'll go!"
The twin cocks in her ass and pussy throbbed once more, and Meg came hard! Her mouth opening so she could gasp her appreciation blew hot air over the cock in her mouth, and that dick was the first to erupt. Swallowing quickly, Meg moaned again as she felt Sissy-Anna cumming into her pussy. Then, feeling the cock in her ass spurting cum deep inside her rectum drove Meg so high she temporarily passed out.
Sometime later, Meg woke to find herself free of her restraints and lying on her back, surrounded by 'ladies' in lingerie. Veronica, Vicky and Sissy-Anna wore only white, 7-inch-heeled pumps, suspenders, stockings, tiny thongs and double-D bras filled with huge breast forms. They also wore the most gorgeous wigs Meg had ever seen. Veronica's was black, Vicky's red, and Sissy's was pretty close to Meg's dirty blonde shade. Their erect cocks, poking lewdly above the top of their thongs, throbbed and bounced as they laughed, chatted and gently groped and teased Meg.
"Not fair!" Meg protested, loving the view. 'If I'm not wearing a stitch, nor should you!"
Sissy-Anna answered for all, "Do I hear your safe word, Miss Meg? If I do, we will all get dressed and leave you alone. Or, of course, you could just go with it and love the attention."
"Well?" Meg asked her inner voice.
All she received in reply was an impression of a smirked grin in her mind.
Suddenly feeling free and very slutty, Meg grabbed Veronica's long thin tool, rolled on top of her and guided it into her cum filled pussy. Groaning as she rode Veronica cowgirl style, Meg soon felt another dick at her starfish.
"Get your tongue in there first," Meg demanded.
Meg leant forward and rested her head on Veronica's breast falsies so the gals could access her ass easily. She thought they'd refused for a moment as nothing happened, but then a softly licking tongue probed from the cleft of her ass down to her rosebud.
'I could get used to this,' she thought. 'Now, where's that third cock?' Then, she felt its salty essence smearing along her lips. 'Ah, there it is.'
With all holes filled, Meg allowed herself to let loose and go with the flow. None of the girls seemed to be in a hurry, and all three of her lovers seemed content to move with her and let her set the speed and rhythm of their lovemaking. Hands softly stroked her ribs as others tickled down her spine. Kisses on her globes and nipples were interspersed with light bites on her neck and along her shoulders. Meg's ears were lightly blown into, and her earlobes were softly bitten and lightly pulled between gripping teeth.
Hands on her hips gently held her still as cocks were slowly stroked in and out of her. The cocks in her ass and pussy perfectly synchronised as they both withdrew and shoved back in simultaneously. Even the one in her mouth seemed almost passive, not pushing or shoving, trying to force Meg to accept more than she readily could.
'It's almost as if it's one person making love to me,' Meg thought. 'Not three. I'm betting I'm not the first lucky girl these three have done like this.'
Deep inside her, Meg felt her orgasm beginning to swell, 'Oh, boy,' she thought. 'This is going to be a big one!'
As her orgasm grew, Meg began to pant and rock her hips up and back against the cocks so deliciously filling her. The boys moved easily with her. Their kissing lips and stroking fingers became harder, faster and more insistent as they urged Meg towards her peak.
"Oh, Gawd, girls," Meg groaned as she let the cock in her mouth fall out. "I'm so close. Push into me to the hilt and hold still. Veronica, hold my right breast and flick my left nipple with your tongue.
As Meg accepted Vicky's cock back into her mouth, Veronica and Sissy firmly filled her love holes to the brim, squeezing Meg tightly between them. Pushing down on the bed, Meg forced her back to arch far enough for Veronica to mouth her breasts.
She watched avidly as Veronica's tongue stretched out to flick her nipple. She knew as soon as Veronica's tongue hit her overstimulated nipple, she'd blow apart into a million pieces.
'I hope you don't mind a crotch full of pussy juices, Ronnie,' she nonsensically thought. 'Because this is going to be a gusher!'
Veronica's tongue flicked swiftly across her nipple as Veronica flicked her other nipple with her thumb and forefinger. The sudden pleasure/slight pain combination blew Meg apart.
"Oh..... my..... Gawd!" Meg groaned as her pussy and ass sphincters clamped down on the invading cocks. The one in her mouth being expelled as she moaned.
Meg quickly gobbled it back down as another huge orgasmic shudder burst through her.
'Cum in me, girls,' she tried sending telepathically as another bolt of lightning-like orgasm exploded inside her.
Obviously, the girls didn't hear her sending, but it was as if they did because all three cocks erupted inside her. The feeling of three dicks simultaneously cumming inside her exploded across Meg's senses. Her slippery wet pussy gushed her womanly essence as the cocks spat their magical elixir into her body.
Swallowing gamely, Meg accepted all Vicky had for her as the other two filled her tight love channels.
Floating blissfully, Meg sank onto Veronica, smiled and said. "You girls are perfect. Stay in me, please. But I need to sleep now."
A little while later, Meg woke to find Sissy and Veronica's deflated cocks had fallen out of her, but the girls hadn't moved. Instead, they still held her between them as they kissed and lightly stroked her body. It was, quite simply, sublime, as none of the strokings were sexual in nature. Instead, the girls petted her affectionately, as a lover would. Even Vicky still knelt beside her, softly kissing her upturned cheek and stroking her hair.
Getting off Veronica, Meg saw the mess their lovemaking had made. A little embarrassed, Meg grinned guiltily before saying, "I think we all need a shower. Then I'd better change the sheets."
Laughing and dropping their lingerie behind them, the girls followed Meg to the en suite shower. There was a bit of mock pushing and shoving to see who was getting in with Meg. But when Meg grabbed two cocks, and then ushered Vicky inside before tugging Veronica and Sissy in after her, they all crowded in.
There was barely room to breathe, but it was still fun to be surrounded by so many slowly inflating dicks. Managing to get the shower to the right temperature without freezing or burning anyone, Meg began cleaning cocks. Then, to give the other two room to wash, Meg dragged Sissy down to sit on the floor facing her.
"Thank you for this, Andrew. It's been the most beautiful thing ever."
Sissy leant forward and kissed Meg's pouting lips, "Unless you said Pinocchio when I didn't hear you, it's not over yet, My Dream Girl."
"Oh? What's next?" Meg innocently asked.
"That's for you to decide, baby girl," Andrew replied. "The first part was about what I wanted for you. Now it's your turn to direct the action."
Veronica and Vicky pulled Meg upright as they sat down. Then, the girls sat in three of the four corners as Meg stood in the middle. Using soap and washers, the girls washed Meg from her breasts down. Meg was encouraged to slowly turn as the girls cleaned her ass, rosebud and pussy. Each of her lovers took the time to kiss and tongue her ass and pussy as she faced them. Although their doing that was obviously sexual, it didn't feel like that to Meg. It was almost as if they were paying homage to Meg's body and the pleasure they'd received from it.
Once the girls had their turn to wash and kiss her parts, they stood and encouraged Meg to sit as they washed her arms, pits, face and hair. Faced with three rigidly hard dicks, it was all Meg could do to not take two in her hands as she lowered her mouth onto the third.
Finally, they were done, probably just as well as the shower water had turned cold. When Meg stepped out of the shower, the girls surrounded her and towelled her dry.
'I could definitely get used to this!' Meg thought.
She felt loved, respected, pampered and worshipped beyond anything she'd felt before. Thinking about what should happen next, Meg had a flash of insight.
"Go get the chairs from the kitchen, girls. It's time for you to learn how a woman does her makeup. Let me tell you, you won't end up looking like you tried to blow a box of crayons when I've finished!"
The 'girls' rushed off to get chairs but inwardly sighing, Meg brought them to a halt, "Put some clothes on first, girls. My neighbours don't need to see swinging dicks through my kitchen window. Besides, no woman would prance about her house naked if she knew she could be seen."
Blushing, Veronica, Vicky and Sissy began donning clothes.
"Lingerie is fine, girls. Did you bring a change?"
"We have matching outfits in the white we were wearing plus another in black. I've also got a matching set in red," Sissy answered.
"Black is perfect," Meg answered. "Get changed. I assume you have pumps to match?"
"Yes, Miss Meg," they intoned.
Shortly, Meg was surrounded by three black lingerie-wearing males. She watched, fascinated, as they took turns lying on their backs, spreading their legs apart and forcing their balls into the canals they'd descended from before taping them in place.
'That explains why there weren't balls bouncing all over the place at Denise's on Friday night,' Meg thought. 'Must hurt like a bitch doing that, though.'
Curious, Meg asked, "Can you still get hard with your balls taped up like that?"
The three girls looked at Meg, disappointed.
But Sissy rescued her, "We'll ignore the fact we've fucked you to numerous orgasms with our balls 'taped up like that', Meg," he said.
Blushing, Meg tried to hide her faux pas by saying, "Go get a chair each, girls. Time for your first makeup lesson."
Demonstrating on herself, Meg showed how to begin with a skin primer so her skin was tightened and smoothed before using anything else.
"When you choose a foundation makeup, it should match the skin colour on the back of your right hand," she instructed. "Unless you're a left-handed golfer, the skin colour of that hand matches your face's colour. Of course, we only have my foundation to work with, so it will have to do. However, I think it will be close enough for all of you."
Over the next fifteen minutes, Meg ran through her makeup routine, then encouraged the girls to try for themselves. However, it was a slow process because there were three of them and only Meg's makeup kit to go around.
'Blow this,' she thought.
"Girls, get dressed. We're going shopping," She announced.
Veronica, Vicky and Sissy were all made up, with varying degrees of success, but she didn't know if they had clothes for a public outing.
Horrified, the girls exchanged glances. Sissy spoke for them all, "We aren't out in public, Meg. What if someone we know sees us?"
"Sissy, the way you're dressed and made up at the moment, your own mother wouldn't recognise you. Now," Meg clapped her hands, "chop, chop, we're going to an independent cosmetics store that I know."
"But, Miss Meg," Veronica whined. "We don't have anything to wear. We only brought our lingerie."
Meg opened her closet, "So, missy, select something to wear, and let's go!"
That got their attention! Oohing and aahing, the girls took numerous dresses and skirt/blouse combinations out to examine and coo over.
However, Meg had to nix quite a few of their initial choices, "Girls, we're not going clubbing, nor are we heading out to pick up. We're going into town, so the object is to blend in, not stand out. When you're clubbing, go all out. But this is daytime, so we're aiming to hint at cleavage and a little bit of upper thigh, but no exposed suspenders and no panty flashing!"
Frustrated by the girl's insistence on choosing Meg's party dresses and skirt/top combinations, she picked up a sports bag that had been left in her room. Looking inside at the change of clothes, she had an idea. Then, taking the bag into her en suite, she put on what she found in the bag. Unfortunately, the cargo shorts were too small for her rounded ass. Meg managed to squeeze the button closed, but at least two inches of her butt crack showed above the top of the shorts.
Looking in the mirror, Meg laughed and thought, 'Perfect! Plumber's crack, so damned sexy!'
To ensure her crack was exposed for the girls to see, Meg quickly stripped her thong off and pulled the shorts back on. Next, taking out the check shirt, Meg purposefully buttoned it unevenly and left most undone so her braless, full breasts bulged at the gap. Finally, pushing her feet into the size 12 boots she found in the bag, Meg clumped back into her bedroom.
"Oh, boys," she intoned. "I'm dressed and ready to go out, are you?"
"Oh my, Gawd, Meg!" Sissy said as she fell on the bed, holding her stomach and laughing.
The other two, however, looked shocked and horrified, "You can't go out dressed like that, Meg!" They said in unison.
"Why not?" Meg asked innocently.
Veronica and Vicky exchanged glances, "Because your ass and tits are showing. It's not appropriate!"
"So girls, suspenders, panties, and if I know you three at all, erect todgers is okay, but not a woman's tits and ass?"
Blushing, the girls didn't know what to say, or even think.
"Do you get my point?" She asked.
"Yes, Miss Meg," all three answered.
In the end, all three girls had no choice but to wear one of Meg's work dresses. Denise altered the skirts on Meg's skirt/top combinations to mould to her tightly toned, rounded ass. Unfortunately, the 'girl's' hips were so much narrower than Meg's that, mostly, the skirts wouldn't stay on. Instead, they'd fall to the girl's ankles at the slightest movement.
As the girls walked towards the front door, Meg sighed, "Wait up, girls. We can't have you marching all over downtown like truck drivers looking for a beer, so listen up!"
Meg waited until the girls turned to her, then added.
"A woman, unless there's a 75% off sale at Victoria's Secret, never marches anywhere. We amble or stroll. We might even wander, but we do not march! So, watch!"
Then, languidly, as if she had all the time in the world to get to where she needed to be, Meg moved across her kitchen floor. By placing her heel down almost in front of her toe, Meg caused her sexy ass and hips to sway. Holding herself tall, with her shoulders back and square to the direction she walked, emphasised the way her hips almost snaked underneath them.



"Try it, please," Meg demanded.
The girls all tried, with varying degrees of success. Sissy seemed to pick the correct walk up flawlessly the first time she tried. Veronica got pretty close, but Vicky almost fell off her heels every time she tried.
"Vicky, instead of trying to put your heel down in front of your big toe," Meg advised. "Try putting the inside of your heel down on the outside line of your big toe."
Vicky and Veronica tried this and soon had Meg's hip sway walk down pat.
"When we get to the store, girls, I want you to stand tall, heads and eyes up and shoulders back. Then remember your walk. I guarantee, if you do all these things, there will not be one red-blooded heterosexual man looking at your face!"
"I thought we were trying to blend in," Veronica whined. "If everyone's looking at us, how do we blend in?"
"Because we'll be four hot chicks shopping downtown, not one hot chick and three trannies furtively sneaking around. In other words, girls, we blend in by doing what women with bodies as good as ours do. We emphasise our assets with our look, walk, and attitude. We're aiming for, 'yes, we know we're hot, and no, we don't mind you looking. But, if you try to touch, there will be trouble!'"
A few minutes later, they all piled into Meg's Jeep and headed for downtown. Meg likes to believe she's a positive driver, but the reality is she's quite aggressive. Hence, the girls were all a little breathless with flushed faces when they arrived at Beauty Plus in Chapel Street, New Haven. To complete the journey, Meg had spotted a carpark right outside the store, so with tires howling, she pulled a U-turn and almost slid her Jeep into the spot.
Meg slid out of her seat with a big smile, "Come on, girls. What are you waiting for?"
A few gulps each later, Sissy, Veronica and Vicky exited the Jeep as well. Nervous, but trying to act confident, the girls remembered to keep their heads and eyes up, their shoulders back, and to use the hip sway walk Meg had taught them. Then, trying not to scurry, the girls casually strolled into the makeup store.
Spotting her favourite assistant, Alecia, Meg introduced the three girls and said they needed a complete kit each. Starting from skin prep all the way through eyeliners, eyebrow pencils and lipstick pencils.
Working with the girls individually, Alecia sat them at a mirror so she could show and explain what each item did and how to apply them correctly.
"For special girls like you three," Alecia said diplomatically. "I recommend the Dermablend foundation line. This foundation is fantastic for smoothing out and evening up any imperfections on your skin. Then, once you have a smooth and even complexion, we can add colours and highlights to emphasise some features and to soften and feminise others.
"The goal is to have you looking natural for day wear and glamorous for when you're out dating. That means we go for a softer and more muted colouring for daytime, then ramp up the colour intensity at night."
A lot of time and several hundred dollars later, the girls were back in Meg's car, heading back to her place. This time, Sissy insisted on driving.
"It's not the Indy 500, Meg," he/she stated. "We don't need to pass every other car on the road."
Meg spent the travel time inspecting the newly made-up girls, and that only familiar tingle began between her thighs.
'Sissy could easily pass as a biological woman. Veronica, in low light, probably would, too. Unfortunately, even made-up as carefully as she is, Vicky still resembles a truck driver more closely than an office chick.'
Meg had a sudden vision of crouching beside Sissy-Anna as Veronica, on her knees but standing erect, slowly fed her beautiful girly-cock into hers and Sissy's mouth. What Vicky was doing in this vision wasn't clear.
'That's happening,' Meg decided. 'As soon as we get home, that's happening.'
Entering her home, Meg commanded the girls to strip down to their lingerie, being careful not to muss their makeup up, and carefully hang her clothes back in the wardrobe. Of course, the girls were quick to comply. Then, as soon as they were back to nothing but heels and lingerie, Meg encouraged Veronica to stand on her knees on the bed. Next, taking Sissy and Vicky's arms, Meg pulled the two girls onto the bed before slowly pulling Veronica's panties down, exposing Veronica's slowly inflating cock.
Breathlessly, Vicky said, "Meg! What are you doing?"
Indicating the three of them, Meg said, "We're going to take turns sucking Veronica's cock. What did you think we're doing?"
Vicky shook her head vigorously before climbing off the bed, "I'm not gay, Meg," She said. "I don't suck cock, not even girlie cock!"
Vicky swiftly removed her makeup, stripped off the stockings, pulled the breast falsies out of her bra, and got dressed in her usual attire. Then, without another word, Vicky left.
Sissy looked uncomfortable and was also about to get off the bed.
Meg grabbed Sissy's head before kissing her forcefully, "You will do this with me, Sissy-Anna. You will! I won't take no for an answer. You want to be my dream girl? Well, my dream girl sucks cocks with me!"
Veronica seemed a little dazed but willing to go along with Meg's plan. After all, how many guys get their cocks sucked by two women at the same time?
"I've never even touched a cock other than mine, Meg," Sissy confessed. "I'm not sure I can do this."
"You can, and you will, Sissy. It's easy. Besides, all good girls love sucking cock. Great girls suck cock and eat pussy!"
"I'll do it for you, Meg," Sissy acquiesced.
"Good girl. Let me show you, and then you can copy, okay?"
Meg didn't wait for Sissy-Anna to agree before she cupped where Veronica's taped-away balls were and took Veronica's long thin shaft into her mouth. Letting Veronica's tool drop out, Meg said, "Take your thong off, Veronica, and let your balls free. I want to suck and play with them as I blow you."
It didn't take the eager Veronica long to present her bald cock and balls back to Meg's mouth. Meg held Veronica's shaft about halfway along, then turned her head towards Sissy. Kissing the spongy head of Veronica's cock, Meg said, "Kiss me, Sissy."
Sissy-Anna tried to get away with a quick peck on Meg's forehead, but Meg stopped her before Sissy's lips touched Meg's forehead.
"On the lips, Sissy," Meg demanded.
Gulping, Sissy slowly moved her lips closer to Meg's before swallowing reflexively and kissing Meg. Veronica's shaft was now between Meg and Sissy's lips. So, Meg ran her tongue across the underside of Veronica's cock's head and touched it to Sissy's lips. Meg felt Sissy's tongue tentatively moving out to meet hers. Now they were tonguing the head of Veronica's dick as they tongue kissed. A deep, sensual moan purred from Veronica as Meg and Sissy's kiss heated up.
Turning her head, Meg pushed Sissy's lips off of Veronica's cock as Meg sucked around the first four inches of Veronica's rampantly erect todger into her mouth.
"Now you," Meg said after lifting her mouth off Veronica.
Gulping again, Sissy cautiously allowed some of Veronica's dick into her mouth.
"Good girl," Meg purred. "Now me."
This time Meg took more of Veronica's long and thin penis deeper into her mouth. Then, as she pulled her head back, she followed her lips with her hand before reversing directions and swallowing Veronica again. At the same time, Meg slid her hand down along Veronica's shaft.
"You try," Meg demanded.
Getting caught up in the excitement of watching Meg expertly blow Veronica, Sissy, unhesitatingly this time, wrapped her hand around Veronica's cock and dove onto the head.
"Ouch!" Veronica yelped. "Careful with the teeth!"
"Sorry," Sissy mumbled around Veronica's todger.
Then, carefully keeping her tongue and lips between Veronica's dick and her teeth, Sissy gobbled Veronica back down again. Almost immediately, Sissy-Anna gagged.
Laughing, Meg said, "Easy, girl. Try walking before you run. Little steps, okay? We can work on your gag reflex once you've gotten used to the simple part."
Looking slightly embarrassed, Sissy moved her hand higher on Veronica's shaft and tried again. This time, she could accept all of Veronica down to her hand without gagging. Sissy repeated this a number of times before she thought to try and milk Veronica as she sucked as Meg had. It didn't take long for Sissy to work out a rhythm that meant she was bobbing and sucking up and down Veronica's dick as she held Veronica's shaft firmly and stroked along with her sucking.
"Oh, good Lawd," Veronica moaned. "I'm going to cum!"
Unsure what to do, Sissy-Anna looked at Meg. Meg mimed she should open her eyes and look up at Veronica. Then Meg whispered, "Wrap your lips around the shaft just below the head. Next, swirl your tongue over and around the glans before sucking firmly, making your cheeks concave in."
Meg demonstrated on her finger so that Sissy could see how the outside of Meg's cheeks had hollowed in against her teeth.
"When she cums, hold it in your mouth, kiss me, and feed it to me."
Hoping she wouldn't make Veronica feel bad by gagging when Veronica came, Sissy did as Meg had instructed. Suddenly, Veronica's hands flew to Sissy-Anna's head, and with a deep, shuddering groan, Ronnie orgasmed into Sissy's sweetly sucking mouth.
'It doesn't taste at all bad,' Sissy wonderingly thought. 'Actually, I quite like it.'
Now, a little regretful that she had to share, Sissy turned to Meg and kissed her before opening her mouth and using her tongue to push Ronnie's ejaculate into Meg's mouth. Meg seemed to know somehow that Sissy-Anna wanted to swallow Veronica's sperm, so she swirled it around her mouth briefly before feeding it back to Sissy. A little surprised at receiving Veronica's cum gift back, Sissy swiftly swallowed, delighting in having Ronnie's gooey essence sliding down her throat.
Standing, Meg demanded, "Enough, you pair of sluts! Time to please me! Now, who gets my mouth and who gets my pussy?"
Smiling, Sissy replied, "Swap and swap about is fair play, Miss Meg. But you choose who comes where."
Meg was soon naked on the bed, being vigorously spit-roasted only a few seconds later. Every time the girls came close to orgasm, they would quickly change ends. The swift swap gave Sissy-Anna and Veronica time to 'cool their jets' before they continued driving Meg through slowly growing orgasmic events.
Finally, forty-five minutes later, with Sissy in her pussy and Ronnie in her mouth, Meg gasped, "I'm about to blow, girls. Fill me up at the same time!"
Sissy grasped Meg's hips hard as she began pounding into her. Simultaneously, Veronica held Meg's head tightly as she face-fucked her vigorously.
"Hmm, hmm, hmm." Meg hummed as her peak neared.
The extra vibration on Ronnie's cock's head proved too much, and Veronica spat her juices into Meg's greedy mouth. Feeling Ronnie's cum splashing into her oral cavity sent Meg into her climax. As she came, Meg clenched the walls of her slippery, wet, and tight pussy hard onto Sissy's stroking cock, and with a deep and guttural moan, Sissy exploded into Meg's now dripping vulva.
All three slowly sagged onto the mattress. Sissy-Anna gently pulled Meg over so she was lying across her. Meg lifted her knee and pressed her leaking pussy against Sissy's thigh. Meg contentedly sighed as she felt Veronica snuggling against her back. Moments later, Meg was sound asleep.
An unknown time later, Meg slowly became aware of a very erect todger pushing rhythmically and softly against her rosebud. At the same time, a finger slowly circled her aureole and lightly flicked her erect nipple. Then, feeling Sissy-Anna's cock throbbing against the inside of her thigh, Meg grew aware her little clittie was also throbbing and engorged with blood. The wetness between her legs was no longer just Sissy's spendings but her own arousal.
The girl's desire for her, indicated by the two swollen, erect todgers, made Meg feel like she was the most beautiful woman in the world. Meg thought being doubly penetrated about now seemed like the best idea ever. So, without saying a word, Meg rolled so she could straddle Sissy-Anna, encouraging Veronica to move with her. Then, Meg took hold of Sissy's shaft and guided Sissy into her hot and soaking wet pussy.
"Tongue first, Ronnie," Meg informed Veronica. "Once my back passage is well lubricated, fuck me in there, please."
Pushing Meg forwards onto Sissy, Veronica eagerly prepared Meg's rear love hole for penetration. To ensure Meg was ready for anal penetration, Veronica not only licked Meg's rosebud, she gently inserted a finger, then two, then three. Finally, working these three fingers gently around, Ronnie stretched Meg's knot wide enough to accept her cock easily.
With a hand balanced on Meg's tailbone, Veronica guided herself until the head of her cock pressed against Meg's chocolate starfish. Next, with a firm forward thrust, Veronica slowly impaled Meg on her long, thin todger. Coming to rest with her pubic bone pressed firmly against Meg's taut ass, Veronica held still to give Meg a chance to grow accustomed to being doubly penetrated again.
Softly keening, with her back arched and her head thrown back, Meg said, "It feels so intense, girls. Gently, please. Make love to me as if I truly am your dream girl."
Another soft moan escaped from Meg as the girls slowly thrust inside her. Together, Veronica and Sissy-Anna, pushed in, squeezing Meg's body between them, and then the girls, oh so slowly, pulled out before changing directions again.
Sighing, Meg slumped down until her full breasts pressed against Sissy's forms. Then, lifting her head so she could briefly kiss Sissy's lipstick painted lips, Meg closed her eyes, relaxed and joyfully revelled in the feeling of being completely filled and totally fucked. Meg surrendered responsibility for her orgasm to the two girls inside her. Something the normally reserved and in control Meg would never do.
Concentrating all of her attention on the cocks moving inside her, Meg found herself gradually climbing Cum Mountain. Meg felt no urgency and knew Sissy and Veronica wouldn't spend themselves into her before she was ready.
To Meg's delight, Veronica eased herself more fully onto Meg's back, and she started lightly kissing and gently biting along where Meg's neck met her shoulder. At the same time, Sissy softly stroked Meg's hair and kissed her upturned face.
Slowly increasing the speed and intensity of their strokes, Sissy-Anna and Veronica brought Meg steadfastly along the trail to Cum Mountain's peak.
"You're my beautiful dream girl, Miss Meg," Sissy whispered into Meg's ear. "I will always love you, always desire you, and always put your needs first. You will be forever safe with me."
A soft smile played over Meg's face because she could hear the sincerity in Sissy-Anna's voice. Right here, right now, Meg felt more beautiful, sexier, and desired more than she had in her entire life. Men had wanted to fuck and control her. Women had thrown their hearts at her feet and tried to emotionally blackmail her into committing to them forever, but these two 'ladyboys, shemales, chicks with dicks, cocks in frocks, or whatever other derogatory words you could throw at them, made her feel safer and more loved than anyone had ever done before.
Meg's smile grew because she knew, soon, both the cocks inside her would fill her love holes. When they did, Meg knew her orgasm would be bigger and more intense than any before.
An unbidden and unwanted grunt escaped Veronica's mouth, and Meg knew Veronica was close. Plus, the urgency that Sissy was now pushing inside her with meant Sissy was close to orgasm, too. So, Meg concentrated on the delightful sensations in her innermost regions. The cock in her tight ass pushed her G-spot against the cock in her slippery wet pussy. This delightful sensation swiftly drew Meg's total awareness.
Now that she focused on her body, Meg realised she was about to leap into the abyss at the top of the trail up Cum Mountain. She wondered if she would fall forever, so intense were her feelings and emotions. Then, with another almost animalistic grunt, Veronica unloaded inside Meg's colon. The pulses of Veronica's orgasm twitched Meg's G-spot across Sissy-Anna's penis, and Meg felt her whole world contract to a tiny pinpoint of light in a universe of dark.
It seemed almost like 'The Big Bang' all over again. The pinpoint exploded outwards, and Meg felt all of the stars the universe would ever have blast past and through her. The rush of light and sensations overloaded Meg's synapses. Finally, after almost squirting her lady juices over Sissy's balls as she erupted into the largest and most intense orgasm she'd ever had, Meg passed out.
As consciousness left her, Meg felt Sissy's cock erupting inside her vulva. Sissy was so deep inside her that Meg felt Sissy's semen splashing onto her cervix. This erotic and intense sensation drove Meg both higher and deeper into unconsciousness.
Meg slowly became aware of her surroundings. She lifted her head to find she was still lying on Sissy-Anna. Of Veronica, there was no sight. Feeling the wetness on her cheek, Meg was embarrassed to realise she had drooled on Sissy's chest as she slept.
Grabbing the edge of the sheet, Meg wiped the mess off Sissy and her face, "Sorry about that," she mumbled.
Sissy smiled up at her, "You felt so good on me and seemed so peaceful, my love, that I didn't want to wake you. That last orgasm was pretty intense, huh?"
Meg blushed before saying, "Better than any I've ever had before."
"What happens next?" Sissy asked.
"Tomorrow is Sunday," Meg replied. "You head home to get a change of clothes as soon as you're decent, then you come straight back to stay with me for the night. Tomorrow, you and I are going clothes shopping for you. It's time to buy some clothing suitable for you dating me as my lesbian lover."
"Jaysus, Meg!" Sissy-Anna replied. "I'm not sure I can handle that!!"
"You can, and you will," Meg emphatically stated. "Now, go shower."
"Shower with me?" Sissy suggested.
"As long as you eat my pussy as soon as you've cleaned it," Meg answered.
"Why wait until then?" Sissy-Anna riposted
Having swallowed Veronica's gift, Sissy figured out that she quite liked the taste of semen. So eating hers out of Meg shouldn't be a problem. Meg laughed, then fell onto her back on the bed and encouraged Sissy between her voluptuous thighs. Another minor, for Meg, orgasm later, the girls showered.
As Sissy-Anna picked up her gym bag and found her car keys, Meg said, "No dilly-dallying about. Straight home, grab some fresh lingerie for tomorrow, and then back here. Got it?"
"Yes, Miss Meg," Sissy dutifully intoned.
Sissy knocked on Meg's front door less than an hour later. Meg had made a quick dinner of spaghetti and meatballs, and they sat at the kitchen table sharing their meal. At the end of the meal, Meg handed Sissy a long sheer negligée and told her to freshen herself up and put the item on. Later, the girls cuddled on the settee and watched some rubbish movie that happened to be on before they snuggled together in bed and slept.
The following morning Meg woke to find Sissy's erect todger gently entering her extremely wet pussy. Deciding to pretend to remain asleep, Meg let Sissy use her warm and moist fufu to get herself off. Once Sissy had finished her climax, Meg rolled onto her back and guided Sissy-Anna's head and mouth down onto 'lower clittie'. Sissy's devout attention to Meg's most sensitive outer pleasure nub soon had Meg sighing through a small but gratifying orgasm.
Meg needed another shower. By the time she exited her en suite, she could smell that Sissy-Anna had cooked, or was cooking, breakfast. So throwing a diaphanous robe over her shoulders, Meg headed for her kitchen. When she entered the room, Sissy handed her a plate of hash browns, fried halloumi cheese and fried mushrooms.



"All I could find in the fridge, babe," Sissy-Anna said. "I looked for bacon or sausages but found neither."
"I don't normally bother with breakfast," Meg explained. "When I smoked, I had coffee and a cigarette. Now I only have coffee."
Meg and Sissy sat, their thighs touching, as they ate what Sissy had prepared.
Finally, as Sissy sipped on her java, she asked, "You're serious about making me go clothes shopping with you today?"
"As serious as liver cancer, baby girl," Meg replied. "You need to experience the rush of trying on a zillion new dresses, with a gaziliion different styles and a trillion zillion different colours. The best part is that, with 99% of the clothes you take to try on, you leave them in the changeroom and walk to the next store. Only to repeat the procedure until you find the perfect outfit for you that day."
"But, Meg," Sissy whined. "Everywhere we go, people will know I'm a 'cock in a frock', and they'll point and laugh!"
"No, they won't," Meg said fiercely. "Besides, anyone that does, I'll smack in the mouth. I won't have my girlfriend disrespected like that."
"Am I your girlfriend, Meg?" Sissy almost plaintively asked.
"Yes, baby girl," Meg replied. "I've been searching for you, even when I didn't know I was, forever."
"You know how rare it is that a woman wants a transvestite/transsexual lover as her partner, don't you, Meg?"
"No, I don't. Nor do I give a fuck," Meg answered. "I've wanted one for a lover ever since I tried being exclusive with a woman. I need cock, Sissy. I don't just like cock, or enjoy cock, I need cock. But I also need the softness and intimacy that a woman provides. You provide both. A nice hard dick to fuck me with, and the softness and kindness a woman has. Be my lover, baby girl. Stay with me forever."
"I don't know how far with my transition I can go, Miss Meg," Sissy-Anna said. "I'm an air conditioning mechanic by trade. How much work do you think a 'tranny aircon mechanic' would get? How many of my customers would bail on me?"
"The local community college is always asking for qualified tradesmen to head up their training," Meg pointed out. "You could take one of those jobs. In fact, the nearest one is only a short walk from here. Being government means they'll both be okay with and actively encourage your transition."
"Shit, Meg," Sissy-Anna said in wonder, "You're really serious about you and me, huh?"
"Yes," Meg said emphatically. "It's way too soon, Sissy. But I know I love you. Can you please try to love me?"
Sissy smiled at her, "You are my dream girl, Miss Meg. I don't need to try to love you."
"That's decided then," Meg replied. "Let's get dressed for an excursion downtown."
Sissy wore a lingerie set that matched Meg's dark red combination that Meg had worn on Friday. That same outfit Meg had put in the washer on Friday when she had finished making love with Sissy. As it had been through her drier, Meg chose to wear it to match Sissy's appearance. Then, dressing Sissy-Anna in another of Meg's dresses, the girls headed for Hartford's shipping district to fill in Sissy's 'girlie' wardrobe.
A laughter filled three hours later, Meg and Sissy arrived back at Meg's house carrying several bags of clothes. As well as some simple skirt and top combinations, Meg bought Sissy-Anna a divine LBD (little black dress). This item gaped a ton of cleavage and barely covered Sissy's ass. But it showed Sissy's long, toned legs off to perfection.
In a specialist lingerie shop, Meg had discovered a pair of padded panties designed to give a woman the appearance of fuller hips. The LBD hugged these panties and, combined with Sissy's double-D breast forms, gave Sissy a very sexy and smooth outline.
Telling Sissy to strip to her panties and stockings, Meg sat Sissy down in front of her mirror and painted a 'cleavage shadow' on Sissy's chest. Beginning two finger widths above Sissy's nipple line, Meg, with her blush brush, painted an almost straight line downwards before curving that line around and under Sissy's pecks. Repeating the procedure on the opposite side, Meg then used pale foundation to colour in between the two lines.
Once Sissy had re-donned her bra and slipped the breast forms in, Meg turned her to the mirror and told Sissy to lean forward.
"Wow!" Sissy gasped. "They look real! It looks like I have real breasts!"
"Put your dress on, Sissy. Then you'll see the full effect."
Sissy eagerly slid the beautiful, tiny LBD down over her head. Once she adjusted the dress across her 'breasts, made sure the dress covered her panties at the back and got Meg to zip her up, Sissy turned back to the mirror.
"Oh my," Sissy purred. "Oh my, oh my. I look..." She stumbled to a stop.
"Beautiful is the word you're looking for, Miss Sissy-Anna," Meg filled in as she felt that old familiar tingle begin in her nether regions.
"'Convincing', I would have said, Miss Meg," Sissy said
"Yes, my girl. Yes, you do. Now, Miss Sissy, as I don't want to make a mess on that beautiful little number you have on, why don't you take it off, lose your panties, and make love to me?"
"Why does it matter if we make it a little messy, Meg?" Sissy-Anna asked. "I can always wash it after."
"Because you're wearing that beautiful dress when I take you to dinner tonight. Then we're going clubbing."
What Meg didn't say was that she planned on bringing back a man to fuck them both tonight. 'It's time for Sissy to lose her girl virginity,' Meg decided.
By now, Sissy knew there was no use arguing. Besides, she wanted to go out, and she definitely wanted to make love to Meg, like, right now. That's how sexy she felt.
Once they'd satiated their combined needs, Meg phoned Salute in downtown Hartford and booked a table for 8.30 pm. The rest of the time until then, Meg and Sissy spent cuddling together on the bed as they kissed, hugged, chatted and ran soft, loving hands and fingers over the other's body. This wasn't overtly sexual, it was two new lovers getting to know each other. There was a promise of sexual tension to come, but for now, the two spent time getting comfortable hanging out together.
When 8 O'clock rolled around, Meg was helping Sissy zip back into her new LBD. As part of their shopping, Meg insisted on buying Sissy-Anna a pair of outrageously high heels. The spike on these heels was 9 inches, plus they had a 2-inch wedge under the toes. Naturally, this meant the already taller Sissy towered over the diminutive Meg.
"Hardly 'blending in', Miss Meg," Sissy laughingly pointed out.
"No, baby girl. This is not the time to 'blend'. This is the time for men to stare and their women to despair. It's time for lesser women to eat their hearts out and for other pretty women to pout. We, my girl, are going to own this town tonight. So, put your big girl panties on and let's make it special!"
"If you say so, Miss Meg."
The Uber Meg booked tooted outside. It was only a short ten-minute drive to Salute from Meg's, so they were at the concierge's desk with time to spare. It was plain the concierge was taken with Sissy because, much to Meg's amusement, he showed Meg to her seat but held the chair for Sissy. Of course, the concierge's hand 'just happened' to remain on the seat a little too long, and Sissy's ass dragged down it as she sat down.
The concierge said, handing the girls a drinks menu, "Choose something to drink, ladies. I'll send your waiter with some rolls and the dinner menu shortly, and then they can take your drinks order."
Before the concierge could open the menus, Meg slapped hers shut and said, "White wine, Sauvignon Blanc, best vintage you have, damn the cost. A bottle, please."
Picking up the menus, the concierge nodded, "Good choice, Miss Meg. The waiter will be with you soon."
Sissy leant forwards, "I'm not a wine guy, Meg. Can't I just get a beer instead?"
"You were drinking Sav Blanc the night we met," Meg pointed out.
"To impress you," Sissy-Anna replied. "Sauvignon Blanc was the only wine I knew the name of."
"Girls as sexy and hot as us don't drink beer in restaurants, baby girl," Meg explained. "We order the salad and a glass of white wine. Then, we ignore the bread roll as it's too fattening and push the salad around our plate because we're worried even rabbit vegetables will make us fat."
"Fuck that, Miss Meg," Sissy stated emphatically. "I'm ordering the steak with all the trimmings and getting a bourbon."
"Steak is okay, but you must leave at least a third of it on the plate. And vodka, not bourbon."
Sissy looked at Meg dumbfounded, "This being a 'hot chick' isn't easy, Meg, is it?"
"We owe it to the sisterhood to preserve the allure, baby girl. Besides, you know you're going to do what I want anyway. So why don't you stop arguing with me and do what I want?"
Laughing, Sissy-Anna said, "Yes, Miss Meg."
Meg looked at her new friend through hooded eyes, 'Could this really be love so soon?' She thought. 'He/she's perfect, but what's the catch? There's always a catch, isn't there?' Meg thought about how Sissy had been so far. Not able to think of anything, Meg facetiously thought, 'He probably kills cats on his days off.'
Deciding to test that, Meg asked, "Are you a dog or cat person?"
Thinking Meg was serious, Sissy answered, "I've never understood why you had to be one or the other, Meg. Why can't you like both?"
'Damn,' Meg thought. 'Maybe he/she is perfect for me.'
Thinking deeply, Meg asked, "Creationist or Big Bang Theorist?"
"Another strange question, Miss Meg," Sissy-Anna answered. "Why does it have to be one or the other? Why can't it be a superior, or a number of superior beings, controlling a big bang type event?"
"Religion?" Meg asked.
"Created by man, for man, to control man. It's a good thing for people of weak moral fibre, but not something any rational thinking person needs."
Just then, their drinks arrived. Meg and Sissy sat watching each other, thinking as they sipped their wine. They both felt their burgeoning relationship had promise, but there was still so little they knew about the other. Sissy realised if she didn't keep a lid on it, Meg could and would be quite controlling. Meg's strong personality could swamp her if Sissy didn't stand up for herself. That had happened to Sissy before, and there was no way she would let that happen again.
As Sissy considered that, Meg thought along similar lines, 'I can tend to dominate my lovers,' Meg honestly knew. 'I need someone who won't put up with me trying to control everything they do. I want an equal, not some damsel in distress or a mummy's boy.'
Meg considered what else she wanted in a potential life partner, 'We need to be committed to each other above all others, but I don't want or need exclusivity. With my partner's knowledge and permission, I want the right to have occasional dalliances outside the two of us. Plus, I'd like for them to do the same thing. Not often, but on a rare occasion. Finally, I'd like to occasionally bring someone or have my partner bring someone home for us both to play with. What happened yesterday with Sissy-Anna, Veronica and Vicky was freaking awesome. I want to experience more like that.'
Fortunately, Sissy thought some of the same things. She didn't necessarily want to play away from Meg, or for Meg to play away from her, but she wanted to bring others in to expand and experiment with their sexuality. Sissy knew, at some stage, she would want to try having sex as a female with a man, so she hoped Meg would help her experience that.
Little did Sissy-Anna know that Meg had that planned for tonight.
Strangely, the silence between them didn't feel uncomfortable. It felt companionable. Sissy-Anna was comfortable enough, though a little freaked out to be dressed wholly as a woman in public. But the appreciative glances some male patrons gave her when they thought she wasn't watching increased Sissy's confidence. That, plus the fact that Meg was treating her, and behaving towards her, as if they were lesbian lovers, made Sissy feel sexy and beautiful.
The waiter sashayed past to ask if they were ready to order yet. As Sissy-Anna ordered the steak, as she said she would, Meg thought, 'Fuck it,' and ordered one to match. Both ordered the sirloin done red, with chips, salad and Diane sauce. Once the waiter refreshed their wine, Meg and Sissy indulged in small talk. Did they have family? Meg had an older brother. Sissy had an older brother and a younger sister. Parents? Both had living mothers and fathers. Meg got along well with her two, but Sissy was practically estranged from hers.
"I'm the black sheep, Meg," Sissy stated. "They all seem happy with each other, so let them be, I say."
The waiter reappeared to ask if they needed anything. Sissy asked if the waiter could recommend a vodka cocktail, and he said he had one he thought Sissy would enjoy. Meg stuck with white wine.
"He's got the hots for you," Meg observed.
"Who has?"
"The waiter."
Concerned, Sissy-Anna glanced around to see if she could spot the waiter, "Really? But he doesn't appear to be gay."
Meg had to prevent herself from laughing uproariously, "And you don't appear to be a man."
"Oh," Sissy said, embarrassed. Then, "Oh... Oh! You mean he thinks I'm a sexy woman that he'd like to get it on with?"
Meg smiled widely and nodded, "Why don't you try flirting with him when he brings your drink back?"
Sissy-Anna blushed more deeply red, "I couldn't do that. Not in this lifetime!"
"Yes, you can, baby girl," Meg answered softly. "Yes, you can, and yes, you will."
What was already apparent to Sissy was that she couldn't refuse Meg a damned thing. So, when the waiter brought their drinks, Sissy-Anna touched him on his elbow, turned her shoulders and lifted them back so her 'breasts' were emphasised and said, "Thank you very much."
The waiter blushed nearly as deeply as Sissy did and replied, "You're welcome, Miss...?
"Anna," Sissy-Anna replied. She didn't want to name herself fully because of what the full name implied. Sissy was definitely a common girl's name, but Andrew called his girl self 'Sissy-Anna' because, in his mind, he was more a sissy than a transgirl.
"You're welcome, Miss Anna," the waiter repeated. "I'm Damon. My friends call me 'The Demon'."
"So, what shall we call you?" Meg asked mischievously.
"Anything you like, Miss...?"
"Meg."
"... you like, Miss Meg. As long as you don't call me late for breakfast after I've made love to you both all night," Damon cheekily answered.
"Maybe, Mr Damon," Meg said enigmatically. "What time do you get off tonight?"
"I got the early dinner, so I'm off as soon as I bring you two your meals."
"Wait for us in the bar," Meg demanded.
"Do you always get what you want, Miss Meg?" Damon inquired.
"Usually, yes," Meg confirmed. "But if you don't want the chance to fuck two hot chicks tonight, just say so, and I'll pick another up."
Laughing, Damon responded, "I'll be there, Miss Meg. But, you will owe me."
"What more than the chance to go out with two hot chicky-babes could you possibly want?" Meg had to know.
"More than one date, Miss Meg," Damon answered. "I'm tired of picking up, only to find I've been used to scratch an itch, and nothing more."
"We're going dancing, Mr Damon," Meg pointed out. "You can come and dance with us, or you can go home and toss off to the fantasy of what you've missed out on. It's up to you. And, as for more than one date. Let Anna and I decide about that after tonight."
After the girls had finished their dinners, they dropped by the bar. As expected, Damon was sipping a coke waiting for them.
Linking her arm through Damon's, Meg said, "Miss us?"
"I was never a very good shot," Damon answered.
"Oh, humour! Arr, arr. I get it," Meg said smilingly.
"Where are you taking me?" Damon asked.
"Rocking Horse Saloon in Ann Uccello St, Mister. Some ground rules first, though, okay?"
"Sure," Damon replied.
"You may kiss us both as often as you want--tongue in or out, up to you. You can touch our arms, hands, knees, thighs and flanks. You may even grope our bums as long as you're discreet. But, no trying to touch our breasts, and no trying to feel us up! If you're a good boy, dance well, and treat us respectfully, we will take you home. Deal?"
"And when we get to your home?"
"No promises, Mr Damon," Meg said. "But, we'll see how things develop. I think you'll be happy, however."
Sissy-Anna pulled Meg aside and hissed, "Meg! What are you doing? As soon as he touches me, he'll know I'm a man!"
"Why do you think I said no touching our tits or cunts, little Miss Sissy-Anna?"
Hearing such coarse language flow from her friend caused Sissy's tied-down dick to throb, despite its restrictions.
"And we can't take him home. We barely know him!"
"You're right, Andrew," Meg stated. "Mind you, I hardly know you either, especially when I let you pick me up Friday night. So maybe I should send you and Damon home. Why is my vibrator better than any man? Because my vibrator doesn't care when I bring another vibrator home! Make your choice, Andrew. Do we go with Damon and dance and see what tonight brings? Or do I send you both home and use my little friend?"
Sissy-Anna could tell how frustrated with her Meg was by using her male name, Andrew. 'Is it that big a deal?' Andrew thought. 'I want to have sex in a threesome with Meg. I've already had a foursome with her and the other two. I've sucked Veronica's cock. So is it a big deal if I suck Damon's as well? Meg wants me to, and if Meg wants, then I will do it.'
Andrew/Sissy-Anna was about to concede when she thought, 'Shit! What if he wants to fuck me?'
"Then you'll let him fuck you, baby girl," Meg said, showing a surprising amount of insight.
'Fuck!' Sissy thought but allowed Meg to link her arm through hers before Meg snaffled Damon on her other side.
The trio quickly crossed to a cab that had stopped to drop off a customer.
Handing the driver a tenner, Meg said, The Rocking Horse Saloon, cabbie. Keep that, it's for you."
Meg directed Sissy to get in first and slide over. She followed, and Damon slid in beside her. Deciding to put on a show for their potential play partner, Meg nudged Damon, then turned to Sissy. Stretching her hand across to cup and caress Sissy's breast forms, Meg kissed Sissy as passionately as she knew how. Meg could tell by the two sudden coughs and quick movements of the two men in the cab that her display got the desired reaction.
Turning to Damon, Meg suggested he tried kissing her equally as well.
"C'mon, Mr Demon," Meg whispered huskily. "See if you can't blow my socks off with your kiss."
Careful to keep his hands to the areas Meg had prescribed, Damon kissed Meg.
Coming back up for air, Meg thought, 'Not bad. Not bad at all. Not as good as Sissy, but better than average.'
The cab came to a stop outside the saloon. As Meg climbed out, she was sure to give Damon just a glimpse of nirvana as she purposefully swung one leg out before the other instead of both at once, like a good girl should. Meg hoped Sissy would do the same thing, but Sissy, forgetting girls always slide over, jumped out the door on her side.
Sunday night at The Rocking Horse saloon was lady's night. So Meg and Sissy marched to the front of the queue and insisted Damon be let in with them. The three were soon inside dancing. Damon wasn't in either of their class but danced well enough for a man. Damon minded his manners and, other than occasionally squeezing Meg's or Sissy's ass, kept his hands to the permitted regions.
After her latest dance alone with Damon, Meg held his hand as they walked across to the table where Sissy minded their stuff. Then, making sure Sissy-Anna was watching, Meg turned Damon towards her and passionately kissed him.



Pushing Damon towards Sissy, Meg whispered, "You'd better kiss her equally as well when you bring her back, Mister."
Damon couldn't believe his luck. Two of the hottest chicks to ever come into his restaurant were dancing with him and openly flirting. Especially the one named Meg. There was something special about the other, though. Anna made his dick throb every time she smiled at him. Oh, he'd fuck Meg at the drop of a hat, but Sissy had him intrigued.
When she returned to their table a couple of steps ahead of Damon, Meg quietly whispered in Sissy's ear, "When he brings you back to the table, let him kiss you and kiss him back."
Sissy-Anna gulped but nodded her assent. A few seconds later, Damon squeezed her bum as he danced closely with her to a slow dance the DJ played. To Sissy's surprise, her fettered cock tried to rise to the occasion. That she was turned on by a man casually groping her ass had her mind blown. But she nearly swooned when she felt Damon's rigid dick pressing against her abdomen.
'Gawd!' She thought. 'I can't be sexually excited about being able to turn a man on, can I?'
But the evidence was there by the throbbing head of her severely taped-down cock. Sissy kissed Damon back as passionately as Damon kissed her when the dance ended.
Close to midnight, Meg kissed Damon and said, "We can catch an Uber to my place, if you're up for it?"
"Gawd, yes," Damon exclaimed. "I've been fighting blue balls for the last hour!"
"No promises, Mr Demon," Meg emphasised. "You might be in for more than you planned!"
Initially, Meg had planned to pretend Sissy was on her period and that Damon would have to fuck her in the ass. But Meg liked Damon and hoped he'd become a permanent part of their lives, so she wanted Damon to know Sissy was a woman with an extras package before they fucked. So if he were game, he'd get to have them both tonight. If he freaked out, well, no loss, really. Grabbing Sissy and Damon's hands, Meg hurried them outside and into the Uber. This time, Meg insisted that Sissy sit next to Damon.
"He's hard for you, Sissy. Let him kiss you, and when he does, stroke the tips of your fingers over his cock," Meg whispered to Sissy before letting her slide into the car.
Knowing Meg would insist, Sissy encouraged Damon to kiss her by turning towards him and smiling. Hoping he wouldn't notice her breasts weren't natural, Sissy rubbed her 'nipples' across Damon's upper arm.
Then, letting Damon lean in and kiss her, Sissy asked, "Is waiting tables what you do, Damon? Or is it to make money for something else?"
"I'm studying C.A.D. (Computer Assisted Drawing), Anna," Damon answered. "Waiting tables allows me to pay for my college courses upfront, which will save me a heap of money in the long term."
"Well done you," Sissy said. "I'm an air conditioning mechanic by trade. Meg sells real estate."
"Wow!" Damon said. "There can't be too many female aircon mechanics?"
'If only he knew', Sissy thought. But she said, "There's not too many. But hopefully, with the positive practices the Colleges are instigating, there will be more in the future."
The Uber stopped in front of Meg's place. Regretfully, Sissy let Damon's hand go and slid out behind him as he exited the Camry.
'Oh, Lawd," Sissy thought. 'Did I just perve on his ass and think it's sexy? What has Meg done to me?'
Whatever it was, Sissy knew she wanted more. Being honest with herself, Sissy-Anna knew that she'd made love to Meg as three men dressed as women. But, if this progressed as Meg intended, it would be one male making love to two women. Could she handle that? Could she play the feminine role well enough that Damon wouldn't notice? Sissy doubted it because, after all, she had a cock, not a pussy, for Damon to fuck.
"Penny for your thoughts," Meg whispered into Sissy's ear.
"You want him to fuck me, don't you?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Meg averred. "How Gawddamned sexy will that be?"
"Why?" Sissy asked.
"Because it's sexy, and I want to see it. Plus, baby girl, don't deny it, but you want to experience being fucked as a woman."
Meg opened her door, "The bathroom is down the hall on the left," she said to Damon. "Once you've finished, wait for us on the couch here. We'll join you in a minute or two."
Meg guided Sissy down to her bedroom, "I was going to make you pretend you were on your period and force Damon to fuck you in your ass. But, baby girl, I think he'll be up for it. So, when you begin to make love to him and me, spread your thighs, and let your cock out."
"He's going to freak out, Meg," Sissy insisted. "What if he tries to assault us both?"
"Then, like my asshole ex-boyfriend, he'll get my cast iron fry pan in the middle of his face as hard as I can swing it."
Sissy had to laugh, "That's a story you will have to tell me later, Miss Meg. But okay. If you think I can do this, and he can take it, let's go fuck Damon."
Wearing a diaphanous gown of Meg's each, the girls walked down to the lounge to take Damon to bed. Underneath their robes, the girls still wore bras, panties, suspenders, stockings and heels. So, looking like whores in a brothel, Meg and Sissy entered the lounge and offered themselves to Damon to choose from. As they hoped, Damon let Meg and Sissy lead him to Meg's bedroom.
As they walked through the doorway, Meg hissed at Sissy quietly, "Before he has a chance to think, get on your knees and suck him off. Trust me, once he's cum in your mouth, he won't care you're a chick with a dick."
Following Meg's advice, Sissy-Anna had Damon's turgid cock in her mouth moments later. Given how much they had teased him, it was no surprise when Damon erupted into Sissy's mouth moments later. Damon, satiated temporarily, sagged onto the mattress. Meg cuddled into one side as Sissy hugged his other.
Taking Meg's advice, Sissy spread her thighs and lifted her knee up and over Damon's hips. Sissy was scared but very aroused, so as soon as she let her cock free, it began to grow and harden.
With his eyes widening, Damon felt Sissy's appendage swelling against his thigh, 'WTF!' He thought. 'Surely Anna isn't a...?'
Damon forcefully rolled Sissy-Anna over, and her thick cock bounced into view.
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Damon exclaimed and immediately took Sissy into his mouth.
'Now there's a surprise,' Meg thought as Sissy's hands almost unwillingly went to Damon's head as he swallowed as much of Sissy's length as he could.
Looking into Sissy's eyes, as Sissy humped slowly up into Damon's mouth, Meg said, "Good, baby girl?"
"Oh, my Lawd, yes," Sissy groaned.
"Better than me?"
Sissy knew a loaded question when she heard one. But, although Meg was an exceptional cock sucker, the intensity of receiving her first blow job from a man had Sissy's senses overloaded. Nevertheless, she still shook her head and moaned, "No. Good though. Very, very good."
"Good answer, baby girl," Meg smiled. "But I can tell Damon's doing a fine job."
Damon let Sissy-Anna's dick fall from his mouth, "First time," he said before swallowing Sissy again.
"For Sissy or you?" Meg asked.
Damon let Sissy out again, "First time I've sucked a cock. I've always wanted to try a shemale, though, so this is freaking awesome!"
"Transgirl," Meg absently corrected as she observed again how well Damon gave fellatio. "You're good, Damon. Especially for a first-timer."
"I have one of these," Damon said, taking Sissy's cock out of his mouth and waving it at Meg. "I'm just doing to her what I like having done to me."
Kneeling close to where Damon's head bobbed on Sissy, Meg asked, "How much can you take? You've got a little over half in so far. Can you take the rest?"
"I keep gagging if I go any deeper," Damon answered as he let Sissy out.
"It takes practice, honey," Meg explained. "You can't speak sentences until you can say words, right?"
Damon's eyes watched her as he nodded.
Reaching for Sissy's cock, Meg said, "Here, let me show you."
Sissy groaned deep and gutturally as her dick slid from Damon's mouth. Then sighed almost as deeply when Meg swallowed her down. Meg held Sissy's thick 6-inch halfway down the shaft as she bobbed her head up and down. Meg swirled her tongue around the glans when her lips reached the crown of Sissy's cock.
Letting Sissy fall out of her mouth, Meg turned to Damon and explained, "I already know where my gag reflex is. So I wrap my hand around the cock just before that spot. Then I can bounce my head up and down as fast as I want. But, of course, to give the best blowjobs, you want to milk the cock with your hand as you suck."
Meg changed positions so she could use both hands. Placing her left hand at the base of Sissy's dick, Meg showed how she could now stroke her right hand up and down Sissy's shaft as she blew her, confident that her right hand would hit her left before Sissy's cock's head hit her gag reflex.
"You try," Meg said, offering Sissy's dick back to Damon.
Damon tentatively tried what Meg had demonstrated. A short time later, Damon bobbed up and down on Sissy's shaft, almost like an expert.
"I'm going to cum," Sissy gasped.
Meg and Sissy assumed Damon wouldn't want Sissy to orgasm in his mouth, but Damon surprised them both by swallowing as much of Sissy as he could before cupping Sissy's balls and squeezing them lightly.
"Yesssssssssssssss!!!!" Sissy hissed as he exploded into Damon's greedily sucking mouth.
Damon swallowed all of Sissy's gift willingly, but as he turned to wipe his face and lips clean, Meg kissed him passionately, swirling her tongue around Damon's lips to gather up the spillage. Smacking her lips to show she enjoyed the taste, Meg tongue kissed Damon again.
"Strip," Meg demanded of Damon.
He quickly complied, revealing a leanly muscled body with an erect, pretty good, standard-sized cock. Damon's penis was a little shorter than and not as wide as Sissy's.
'It'll be perfect for taking Sissy's virginity tonight,' Meg thought. Then she giggled to herself, 'And it'll be perfect for my ass when they double-penetrate me later.'
Cupping her hand behind Damon's head, Meg kissed him as she pulled him with her as she lay down. Meg was so hot from watching Damon blow Sissy that she didn't need warming up, so she encouraged Damon between her firm thighs and guided him into her sopping snatch.
Reaching out her hand, Meg pulled Sissy in close for a kiss before whispering in her ear, "Kneel on either side of Damon's legs, baby girl. Then tongue his rosebud for him."
Gulping, Sissy moved to do as Meg instructed. Damon's cock was fully seated inside Meg, but at this stage, he was only pulsing his cock inside Meg as he kissed her lips and nibbled on her ears. To Damon's surprise, he felt Sissy's hands massaging his buttocks. Then, Damon groaned as Sissy's warm, wet tongue swiped from over his rosebud up to the cleft of his ass before probing and tonguing that same sensitive spot.
Damon groaned as his dick jumped inside Meg. Forcing himself to relax, Damon continued arousing Meg with his mouth and fingers as Sissy spread his ass cheeks and ran her tongue in tightening circles around his pucker hole. Damon moaned again as he felt Sissy's tongue probing into his sphincter. Damon had never had this done to him before, and he was already struggling to contain his orgasm. The fact that Meg was squeezing him rhythmically with the walls of her pussy wasn't helping, either.
Damon almost called a halt to proceedings when he felt Sissy's finger pushing into his ass. But as he opened his mouth to protest, Meg kissed him hard and thrust her hips forcefully up at him.
"Relax and enjoy this, Mr Demon. Live a little sinfully, as your name suggests," Meg hummed into Damon's mouth.
Meg was shocked at how far Sissy was going, but she was determined to let Sissy play with Damon as far as she would go. Meg would make Damon let Sissy do whatever Sissy wished by continuously distracting him with her body. Meg's assets were hard to resist. Meg knew that. Damon would allow Sissy to do more to him than he could imagine as long as he continued to sample Meg's charms.
Meg lifted her knees higher and gripped Damon more firmly with her thighs as she began thrusting forcefully up at his invading cock, "Now, Mr Demon, you need to fuck me. You need to fuck me right now!"
So Damon did. As he thrust forwards into Meg, Sissy's tongue followed his rosebud, but when Damon pulled back, Sissy's tongue flattened against his starfish. This, along with Meg's pussy tightly gripping his todger, brought Damon swiftly to the edge of orgasm.
"I'm nearly there, Mr Demon," Meg panted. "Fuck me hard, really hard, and cum inside me."
Three more pounding strokes were all Damon could endure. Being with his first 'lady boy', sucking his first cock and having it cum in his mouth and now, having his chocolate starfish rimmed as he stroked into one of the prettiest women he'd ever met was too much. With an expansive groan, Damon jetted his semen into Meg's tightly gripping pussy.
Feeling her new man cumming inside her was enough to send Meg crashing into her orgasm. Her moans echoed Damon's as the pair thrust together.
Coming down, Meg noticed Sissy was kneeling beside her. Sissy's throbbing erection speared out from the top of Sissy's panties, "Bring that here, baby girl," Meg moaned. "I want to taste you again."
Sissy loved how Meg always referred to her 'boy parts' in feminine pronouns. Instead of saying, "I want to suck you,' as she would to a man. Meg said, "Taste you," as if Sissy's dick was a vagina to taste. Dressed as sexily as she was, being addressed in feminine terms added to Sissy's arousal and made her feel very sexy. Shuffling across the bed quickly, Sissy offered her thick erection to Meg's lips. As she took Sissy into her mouth, Meg pushed on Damon's chest and encouraged him to go down on her.
'Would he?' She wondered. 'He'd happily swallowed Sissy's orgasm, but would he lick her pussy knowing it was full of his cum?'
Without hesitating, Damon slid down Meg's body and soon had her clitoris hood pulled back so he could tongue it properly. He was a little high, though. Damon was good, but unlike Sissy, he hadn't found 'little clittie' yet. Meg moaned around Sissy's cock and pushed Damon's head down. Misunderstanding her needs, Damon lowered her mouth onto Meg's labia and opening.
Although it was mentally exciting to have Damon eating his cum out of her pussy, it wasn't bringing Meg any closer to the orgasm she craved, so Meg demanded her two lovers change positions. Damon, of course, was keen to have his cock sucked, but Meg was again surprised about how readily Sissy attacked her cum dripping pussy.
Unerringly, Sissy found little clittie, and Meg was soon simmering on her way to another orgasm, "Yes, baby girl," Meg moaned around Damon's dick. "Just like that!"
Damon's insistent grunts and pants made it clear he was about to cum in Meg's mouth. She didn't want that this time, though. Meg wasn't sure about Damon's staying power, so she wanted him to cum in her ass before he flagged. So, letting Damon's dick fall from her mouth, Meg instructed Sissy to lie on her back and hold her thick, erect cock so it pointed at the ceiling.
Lowering herself onto Sissy, Meg glared at Damon, "Well?" She asked archly. "Are you going to leave a girl wanting?"
Again misunderstanding, Damon offered his dick to Meg's lips.
"Wrong hole, Mr Demon," Meg informed him.
"What?" Damon sputtered. "You're what? Offering up your ass?"
"As long as you prepare it properly," Meg answered.
"I've only had anal sex the one time, Meg," Damon confessed. "She was up for it and didn't need me to do much. She took me in her mouth to make me wet and then rolled over and told me to go for it. I started gently because I was worried about hurting her, but she demanded I fucked her hard. So I did, and she came several times before telling me to fill her up."
Sliding off Sissy, Meg got onto her hands and knees, "Sissy, show Mr Demon how to prepare an ass for a fucking." Turning her head to Damon briefly, Meg said, "Mr Demon, you've fantasised about fucking shemales, but haven't studied how to get them ready?"
"Well, the girls in the movies seem to be able to take a cock up their clackers without any preparation, Meg," Damon replied.
Meg rolled her eyes, "Yup, Damon. And every girl on the planet loves ass to mouth."
"Do they?" Damon inquired.
"Fuck no!" Meg spat. "You take your cock out of my ass and try and put it in my mouth, and I'll rip your Gawddamned balls off!"
"Oh," Damon murmured. "I thought it was too good to be true, but I hoped. You know?"
Getting the lube from the top of Meg's dresser, Sissy spread Meg's ass cheeks and gently ran her tongue from the entrance to Meg's vulva, along Meg's perineum and onto her soft, chocolate rosebud. Following this path several times, Sissy ensured Meg's crack was well lubricated and ready for penetration. Then, Sissy slid her index finger into Meg's ring. Next, adding lube, Sissy rotated her finger gently around, stretching Meg's sphincter wider.
"Oh, Gawd, that feels good," Meg moaned.
Adding more lube, Sissy inserted a second finger. If it were Sissy screwing Meg in the ass, she would add another finger before swapping to her cock. But Damon's girth was nowhere near as wide as Sissy's, so two fingers would stretch Meg enough. Next, Meg took Damon's rampantly erect todger into her mouth and swirled spit all over it with her tongue. Then, to make doubly sure, Sissy poured a generous amount of lube onto and into Meg's rosebud. Finally, Sissy took Damon's cock in her hand and guided him into Meg's ass.
"Ohhhh!!!!" Meg sighed as she felt Damon slide home. "Sissy, get over here, girl. I need you in my pussy."
Meg and Damon moved, so they stood on their knees on the bed. Then Sissy slid underneath Meg. Taking Sissy's thick cock in her hand, Meg lowered herself onto it. Another luxurious sigh eased from Meg as the two cocks slowly filled her to capacity.
Damon held Meg's hips tightly as he knelt behind her and gently stroked into her ass. Sissy, underneath her, thrust into Meg's quim in time with Damon. Sissy delighted in feeling Damon's big hairy balls bang lightly against her smaller bald pair. To Meg's delight, neither lover inside her seemed to be in any hurry. This meant Meg could savour many minor orgasms as she built towards her epic cum event.
Underneath her, Sissy bent her head forward to lick and nibble on Meg's crinkly hard nipples. Meg sighed again, her voice deeper and more profound than before. Sissy knew Meg was swiftly climbing to her orgasmic peak again and would soon need her and Damon to thrust faster and more firmly as Meg neared her climax.
Hoping Damon would take the hint and increase his speed with her, Sissy started thrusting into Meg with greater urgency. Fortunately, Damon moved along with Sissy, and Meg's soft sighs of bliss changed to moans of desire, then finally to grunts of pure pleasure as her climax neared.
Finally, it was on her. Throwing back her head, "Meg shouted, "YEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!" Then thrashed about as her orgasmic contractions shuddered through her.
Damon hadn't cum, yet. But, after Meg's orgasm ended, he backed out of her and quickly walked down to the bathroom to wash his cock and balls. It wasn't that he was disgusted by having anal sex with Meg. Instead, Damon was bothered about Meg's ass-to-mouth comment and wanted to ensure his pubic area was sparkling clean if the girls wanted further play.
Luckily for Meg, Sissy knew Meg liked to lie on her lover with their cock 'marinating' in her pussy as she waited joyfully for the after-orgasm shakes to wash over her. Sometimes, if her lover was patient and Meg's body co-operated, Meg could orgasm again.



Floating in post-orgasmic bliss, Meg almost fell asleep on Sissy before she felt Damon climbing back on the bed.
Meg popped a satisfied eye open to see Damon's throbbing, strainingly erect cock only inches from her mouth. Realising this was an opportunity not to miss, Meg said, "Aren't you one lucky guy, Mr Demon? Play your cards right, and you can have to asses tonight."
Sissy gulped underneath her, but Meg hushed her.
"Anna's an anal virgin, Mr Demon. Will you take her gently, or will you forget yourself and rough fuck her? If you can do the former, I'll help you deflower my girlfriend's ass. If you can't, thanks for tonight. And you know where the door is."
Sissy-Anna wanted to object. She wasn't gay and didn't want to be fucked in the ass by a man. She'd regularly masturbated, fantasising about being pegged by a woman, but had never considered even touching a cock before Meg burst so forcefully into her life. However, Sissy knew Meg wouldn't be refused on this. Besides, everything else Meg had encouraged her to do had been delicious. So maybe this would be, too.
"I'd love to help you with your girlfriend, Meg. It would be an honour," Damon replied.
'Guess I'm getting a cock in my ass,' Sissy thought. Curiously, though, the thought caused her girlie-cock to twitch.
"Good answer, Mr Demon," Meg smiled.
Putting a pillow on the mattress, Meg encouraged Sissy to lie down so that the pillow pushed Sissy's ass up lewdly.
"Kneel next to me, honey," Meg said to Damon. "We'll take turns tonguing Anna's ass to get her ready for your cock."
Knowing Sissy was meticulously clean, Meg pushed her nose into the cleft of Sissy-Anna's ass. Then she ran her tongue from Sissy's ball sack, along her perineum and onto Sissy's rosebud, eliciting a soft moan from Sissy. Repeating this process several times in quick succession had Sissy squirming and moaning.
Turning to Damon, Meg said, "Your turn. When you get your tongue onto her ass, try pushing it inside her as far as it will go."
It was Damon's turn to gulp, but he, too, found Meg impossible to resist and did as she requested. Sissy moans became constant.
"Hold your right hand out," Meg commanded.
When Damon complied, Meg poured a liberal amount of lube onto his palm.
"Gently insert your index finger with your hand palm down."
Doing that was a little awkward because of the angle.
"It's better if you're lying on your stomach," Meg explained. "But you won't be doing that long enough to bother changing positions."
"Why palm down?" Damon asked.
"Because, once your finger is all the way in, you can hook it down and back and find Anna's P-spot. The male equivalent of a woman's G-spot. You do know how to find that, right?"
Damon blushed, "Not really, no."
Meg theatrically rolled her eyes and huffed, "Men! No wonder I prefer women and transgirls. They know where my G-spot is!" Then, taking pity on the poor guy, she added, "If there's a next time, I'll show you how to find mine. Then you can practice on other girls as often as you want."
"Will there be a next time, Meg?" Damon queried.
It's up to you, Mister Demon," Meg emphasised. "We'd like to play with you again, but it's up to you to make the next move."
Damon tried what Meg had instructed him to do. Twisting his finger back and forth, Damon slowly forced more of his digit inside Sissy's 'boy pussy'. Once it was inserted to the last knuckle, Damon hooked his finger back and felt it scrape across something soft and rubbery. When Damon's finger found this spot, Sissy-Anna jumped and moaned. Intrigued, Damon did it again.
"Oh, fuck!" Sissy groaned as she twitched again.
"Give me your hand," Meg requested."
Distracted by his explorations of Sissy's pleasure spot, Damon held out his left hand.
Meg laughed, "The hand on Sissy's ass, Mr Demon."
"Oh," Damon said, perplexed.
But when Meg poured another dollop of lube onto his hand, he understood.
"Gently work a second finger inside Anna," Meg instructed.
Damon worked a second finger inside Sissy's ass, "Now what?" He asked.
Shaking her head and thinking 'Men' again, Meg said, "Replace your fingers with your cock, silly."
Meg bit her lower lip anxiously. This was the moment of truth. Could Damon fuck her new lover? Would Sissy let him?
Moving slowly, Damon covered Sissy's much smaller body with his. Damon tried to find the entrance to Sissy's love canal a couple of times before Meg lost patience and guided him home.
Fearfully biting her pillow, Sissy felt the head of Damon's cock at the entrance to her virgin ass. Forcing herself to relax her muscles, Sissy pushed back with her sphincter. After some momentary resistance, Damon's cock broke through her knot and slid slowly inside her ass. Sissy felt little other than full at this stage. When Damon backed up a little and then pushed in again, Sissy felt a vague need to take a dump but, mostly, only felt full again.
Realising Sissy wasn't reacting to being fucked as well as she'd hoped, Meg made Sissy-Anna lift her hips. Adjusting the pillow, so Sissy's hips were a little higher, Meg encouraged Damon to continue. The next time Damon pushed into Sissy, his cock's head scraped across her P-spot.
"Ungh," Sissy grunted, then bucked up at Damon's thrusting dick. Then, "Ungh, ungh, ungh,' gurgled through her lips as Damon began pounding her harder.
"Fuck, this is hot!" Meg thought as her fingers found her slit and clit. Slipping two fingers inside, Meg diddled her clit as she watched her newest love revel in receiving cock for the first time.
Meg was close to a surprising third major orgasm when Damon panted, "May I cum in her ass, Miss Meg?"
"Do it!" Meg hissed. "Fill my slut with your man juice." The words surprising even herself.
With a roar, Damon shoved into Sissy-Anna as far as possible, then tensed every muscle up as semen boiled from his balls, through his throbbing member, and exploded into Sissy. Feeling Damon's cum splashing over her prostate drove Sissy over the edge, and her juices spat from her thick and aching cock onto the sheets beneath her. Meg, overcome with lust from seeing Sissy orgasming from being fucked, shuddered through another gigantic orgasm created just from watching.
Groaning, Damon almost fell off Sissy onto the bed, "I hope you don't want me to go again, ladies," he said. "I think even tomorrow morning will be too soon for me."
"You've only cum the once," Meg pointed out.
"Harder and better than I ever have before, Meg. Plus, look at the time! We've been making love for almost two hours!"
'Shit!' Meg thought. 'And it's a work day tomorrow.' "Sleep with us tonight, Damon. I can drop you off on my way to work tomorrow."
"Done deal," Damon said as his eyes closed and he drifted off.
There was plenty of room on Meg's king-sized bed, so she lay beside Damon with Sissy cuddled closely to her other side.
When Meg woke the following morning, she was disappointed that Sissy-Anna had removed all traces of makeup and had dressed in her male work clothes. Of Damon, there was no sign.
In answer to Meg's unspoken question, Sissy, no, Andrew, said, "We both woke early and didn't want to wake you. So I showed him where the shower was and left him to it. Damon asked if we'd like to go to dinner Wednesday night and go dancing on Friday. I said yes to both."
"How are you feeling, baby girl?" Meg asked.
"Sad because I have to look like a baby boy until I see you tonight. I can see you tonight, can't I, Meg?"
"Not bothered by letting a man fuck you and letting him suck you off?"
"As long as you're with me, I don't care, Meg."
Making an immediate decision, Meg said, "Good. Do you own or rent?"
"Rent."
"Better. This weekend, we'll move most of your stuff in with me. We'll set Andrew up in the guest room, and Miss Sissy-Anna will live with me in my bedroom as my lesbian lover."
Just as a woman probably would, Sissy-Anna cried, "I know that I can't possibly love you after three nights, Meg. But I do. Please, my dream girl, never leave me."
Meg took her girlfriend, dressed as a male, into her arms, "No promises of undying love yet, my girl. But I don't want a future without you."

The End.

Postscript: As Sissy-Anna is technically a man, Meg and she married the following autumn. The girls looked stunning in matching, pure white wedding gowns. Sissy took Meg's advice and applied for the teaching job at their local Community College. She now teaches air conditioning mechanics at A. I. Prince Technical School. The school is supportive of Sissy's transition. Sissy applied to the register of births, deaths and marriages for a name change and now answers to Anna Saunders.
Meg bought Anna a brand new set of 36C breasts for her thirty-sixth birthday. The girls look stunning in their skimpy bikinis. Sissy mentioned going in for 'bottom surgery, too. But Meg insisted she needed Anna's firm and thick cock on a regular basis. The male-to-female hormones that Anna takes to feminise her appearance affect Anna's ability to get and maintain an erection, but Viagra fixes that problem.
She and Meg enjoy seducing new partners and inviting them home to play. With Meg present, a surprising number of 'heterosexual men' willingly suck Anna off. It seems the old adage 'the only difference between a straight man and a bisexual one is a six-pack, a hot tub, and a pretty transgirl' holds true.
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From BSSH 02...
Neil squatted and introduced the rampantly erect head of his cock to Barry's asshole. Then, placing his hand on Barry's shoulder, Neil slowly drove his almost 6-inch dick into Barry's ass. Barry jumped as Neil broke through his knot but soon felt a divine feeling of completion as Neil completely filled his ass.
Barry moaned, "Oh, my goodness! Who would have thought having a cock in your ass could feel so good?"
"Me, for one," Gloria muttered as she took her vibrator out of her handbag.
Then, leaning back against the wall, she thrust the buzzing vibrator into her cunt and tweaked her nipples, watching Neil fuck her man.
'If Barry hasn't asked me to marry him by the end of the week, I'm going to ask him,' Gloria decided. 'With some more encouragement, he'll be just like daddy, except admitting he likes cock.'
Mark had no idea his wife and daughter knew of and accepted his fetish....
Caught up in the fantasy Gloria had created for them, Neil pounded Barry unmercifully for close to ten minutes. Neil hadn't had anal sex with anyone before, so he revelled in the new sensation of his cock sliding into a grippingly tight, warm anus.
Eager to impress Gloria, Neil counted backwards from 100 in threes, then sevens, then thirteens, trying to stave off his orgasm for as long as possible. But when he turned his head to discover the source of the squishing/slapping sounds he heard, and saw Gloria thrusting an at least 7-inch dildo into her gaping snatch, he lost it and exploded inside Barry's rectum.
"Arrrggghhh. Arrrggghhh!" Neil groaned as his orgasm crashed over him.
Unfortunately, as soon as Neil came, he remembered he was fucking a man, his best friend, in fact. Freaked out, Neil pulled out and, embarrassedly, not looking at either Gloria or Barry, put his clothes on and ran out of the unit. Barry tried to grab Neil's arm, but Neil ripped it out of his grasp and bolted from the room.
"Let him go, Baz," Gloria said. "Text me his address, and I'll talk to him tomorrow."
"You mean you'll go fuck him tomorrow and convince him he's not gay," Barry spat, terrified and angry that he may have lost one of his few true friends.
Arching an eyebrow, Gloria said, "And what if I do? Five minutes suckling on these fine puppies," she cupped her luscious breasts and shook them at Barry, "and even gay Nigel isn't so gay anymore. Now, Baz, are we going to argue, or are we going to fuck?"
Still angry and feeling quite bullish, Barry said, "We're going to fuck, of course. Now bend over the kitchen table and prepare to receive."
Chuckling to herself, Gloria did as Barry demanded. The phone books were soon back in place, and Barry's meagre todger was sliding into her wet pussy at an upwards angle once more. Again, this angle worked. Gloria knew that, even when she was still a virgin, she didn't have the tightest of cunts, but with this upwards thrust, Barry's dick touched her Gspot and the top and bottom of her pussy at the same time.
"Gawd, that's good, Baz," Gloria moaned. "Slap my ass, and I'll cum for you."
Grunting urgently as his orgasm neared, Barry slapped Gloria's big, round ass hard as he thrust as deeply into her as he could.
"Tweak my tits," Gloria gasped.
Barry could just reach at this angle, so he grabbed them between thumb and forefinger and pulled and twisted mercilessly. However, Barry found the harder he pulled and twisted, the louder Gloria's moans became.
"Fuck, yes, Barry," Gloria screamed as she squirted over Barry's shaft.
Feeling Gloria's pussy gushing over him allowed Barry to relax his grip on his orgasm and cum deliciously into Gloria. Gloria was so pleased with how things were progressing she snuggled up with Barry and slept peacefully.
Barry needed to be at work by 6.00 am the next morning, so when the alarm went off, he extricated himself from under Gloria's arm, kissed her lightly on the cheek, quietly got dressed and left the unit. On his way to work, he changed his mind and rang his supervisor to say he had some personal business to take care of, and wouldn't be in until Wednesday.
Because Barry is a good and reliable worker, the supervisor reluctantly allowed an additional day off. Happy, Barry drove to his local McDonalds to wait for the shops to open. When Westfields Toombul opened at 9.00 am, Barry entered Michael Hill jewellers and bought the biggest diamond engagement ring he could afford. Using 'Afterpay' meant the ring was a quite impressive three carats in size.
Knowing Gloria would probably have left for work, Barry phoned and asked her to meet him at a café near her work. Wondering what he could possibly want and a little exasperated, Gloria agreed, but stated she had no more personal time and needed to get to work on time.
Gloria was waiting with two coffees when Barry entered the café. Luckily, the café was empty when Barry arrived. Shaking like a leaf, Barry went to one knee in front of Gloria, opened the small ring box, and asked, "Gloria Swanson, will you do me the honour of marrying me?"
Stunned, Gloria stared vacantly at Barry for a while. Then, it suddenly dawned on her that Barry was making every effort to change to become someone she could marry. Someone she could have, hold and have children with, yet still enjoy a wide variety of lovers and sexual experimentation. Not only enjoy, but she could actively explore her sexuality with this man.
'I wonder if he'll recruit lovers for me as daddy does for mum?' Gloria mused. But she squealed joyously and said, "Yes! Yes, Barry, I'd love to be your wife!"
The café had suddenly filled with customers as Barry knelt in front of Gloria. A chorus of congratulations blew through the room.
Gloria held her hand out to admire the ring. She quickly realised it was huge. She knew her mother's ring was at least two carats, but she thought hers was bigger still, "Barry, my ring is beautiful. Pure white diamond and more than two carats! I, I don't know what to say, but, wow, thank you, baby!"
Gloria decided to blow off work today. She needed to take Barry on an immediate trip to Toowoomba to tell her mum and dad and watch her mum eat her heart out at her bigger, more expensive ring. Pulling her phone out, she called her boss, Stan. Stan had been trying to get into her pants for the last two years. Gloria was tempted, but Stan had halitosis, and Gloria loved being passionately kissed as her lover fucked her, so she refused his advances. But, if he gave her today off, she'd blow him after work tomorrow as a thank you.
When Gloria said she needed the day off, Stan sighed but said it was okay, "You owe me though, Miss Swanson. I expect to collect when you return."
A thought from the previous night flitted through Gloria's mind, "Your friend Neil. Is he working today?"
"He's on afternoon shift. So he'll be home at the moment," Barry replied.
"Good," Gloria answered. "I'll go sort him out, and then we need to go and see my mum and dad. When we get back, we'll tell your dad."
"You're going to fuck Neil, aren't you?" Barry stated.
Deciding to test the commitment of the 'new' Barry, Gloria replied, "Yes. Do you know a better way to convince Neil he's not gay just because he fucked your ass?"
"No heterosexual man can refuse you, my love," Barry said softly.
"Nice to know, but it doesn't answer my question."
"I'm not sure I can be like your dad, Gloria. But I'm willing to be your husband whilst allowing you your dalliances, as long as you never give your heart to anyone other than me."
Gloria kissed Barry as devoutly as she knew how, "You will always have my heart, baby. Now hug me, pat my ass, and send me off to fuck your friend and save your friendship."
Smiling resignedly, Barry did exactly that.
As she drove to the address her newly betrothed had texted her, a refrain kept playing through Gloria's mind. 'I'm engaged. I'm engaged. A man loves me enough to let me be me. I'm engaged.'
Gloria felt excited and exhilarated. She was off to fuck a man, and her soon-to-be husband had given his permission.
'Shame Neil isn't hung like Ben,' Gloria thought. 'Still, almost six inches is enough, as long as he knows how to use it.' Then, a sudden wicked thought flew through her, 'And even if he doesn't, I can teach him. Fuck!' She further thought, 'I wish Barry could watch me seduce him.'
Thirty minutes later, Gloria knocked on Neil's front door. Neil opened, and before he could speak, Gloria was on him. Locking her lips onto Neil's and with her hand around his head, Gloria backed Neil up until the back of his knees hit his couch. When Neil fell onto the couch, Gloria hiked up her short skirt and straddled him. Then, peeling her top off and dropping her bra, Gloria guided Neil's mouth onto her full breasts.
"Do you like my titties?" Gloria asked. "Do you like these luscious melons in your face and mouth? If you do, then nurse on my nipples, baby. Make me hot for you."
Although Neil was shocked at Gloria's blatant sexuality, he wasn't giving up a chance like this. Neil had slept fitfully, worried fucking his best friend made him gay. He'd considered heading to a nearby brothel to fuck a woman to convince himself he wasn't gay, but he didn't think it would help. However, fucking an earthy slut like Gloria until his balls spat out his urethra would do it.
Neil nursed Gloria's nipples as she ground herself on his flagrantly erect todger. Before Neil could even think, Gloria raised herself up, unzipped him, fished his cock out, and sat firmly down on it. Neil's penis slid deeply inside Gloria.
"Now fuck me," Gloria demanded. "Cum inside me as quickly as you can. Then we'll talk, okay?"
Holding Gloria's shoulders, Neil thrust up into her as hard as he possibly could. No more than ten strokes later, he groaned and burst his seed inside her.
Gloria had almost made it with him. Another four or five strokes and she would probably have orgasmed when she felt Neil cum. Unfortunately, Neil didn't last that long.
Letting Neil's deflating dick fall out of her, Gloria snuggled Neil's head to her lush bosom and said, "You're worried that fucking a man, your best friend, makes you gay, aren't you?"
With a soft sob, Neil nodded.
"Do you like the feel of my tits on your face, baby?"
Neil nodded.
"How many gay guys like boobies, do you reckon?"
As Neil thought about that, Gloria leant back and took his slimy with cum cock in her hand. To her delight, Neil's erection grew.
"What about pussies, Neil? How many gay guys cum as quickly into a woman's pussy as you just did?"
Misunderstanding Gloria, Neil blushed and said, "Sorry about that."
"Neil, you Muppet! Cumming inside me that quickly is a compliment on how sexy I am, you know that, right?"
"I thought it only showed how useless a fuck I was."
"To some women, yes, it would, honey," Gloria explained. "But, tell me, am I responsible for your orgasm? Or are you responsible for mine?"
"I'm responsible for yours and mine."
"Fucking feminist, lesbian bitches," Gloria muttered. "So, because of the feminist bullshit our media and education system has instilled in you, you, as a man, are responsible for ensuring sex is good for you and the woman?"
"Yes."
"And the woman should just lie there and enjoy what her partner does? With no responsibility for showing and/or telling her sexual partner what she needs to get off? Without any clues whatsoever, the man needs to work out what the woman needs to have an orgasm and then do that?"
"Yes. But now you say it out loud, it seems a little ridiculous."
"According to our socialist media and education system, a woman's arousal and orgasm have nothing to do with her? Therefore, it's up to the man to work out what to do to turn her on? If he doesn't do that, then it's sexual assault, right?"
"Yes, that's what I've been taught."
"What about ongoing mutual consent?"
"I need it at every step to make love with a woman."
"When you opened the door, and I grabbed you, did you ask me for permission? Did I ask for yours?"
"No."
"When I kissed you and made you back up, did I ask permission? Did you?"
"No."
"When I took you in my hand and guided you into me, did I ask permission? Did you?
"No."
"When I demanded you fuck me, did you?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
"You gave me permission."
"And even if I hadn't?"
"I'd've fucked you, anyway."
"Why?"
"Because you obviously wanted me to."
"Did I verbally give you consent?"
"No."
"So you raped me?"
Neil thought about this for a time, then said, "Technically, yes. I didn't ask for, or receive, consent. So, yes, according to what I've been taught, I raped you."
"Jaysus, this world is fucked up, Neil. Even for one nanosecond, did you think I was objecting?"
"No."
Gloria considered things, and then inspiration hit her, "So, to be clear, according to what our feminist, socialist education and media systems has taught you, you raped me, yes?"
Almost crying, Neil answered, "Yes."
"How many gay guys rape women, Neil?"
Realising he'd been gazumped, Neil grinned and said, "None, I'd assume."
"Good," Gloria iterated, "Now, Mr Neil Robinson. Do you want to rape my ass or mouth next?"
Feeling better, Neil answered, "Is only one other hole available?"
"No. Assuming you can go at least two more times?"
A thought entered Neil's mind, "Aren't you and Barry, like, a thing?"
"Yes," Gloria replied. "Barry asked me to marry him before I came to see you."
"You obviously refused him."
"No, I said yes," Gloria said calmly.
Shocked, Neil responded. "But you're here, now, fucking me!"
"With Barry's permission."
"What?"
"Baz and I will have an open relationship. As long as our hearts remain pure to each other, we will give our bodies to many others, including you."
"Wait, you mean I can fuck you with Barry again?"
"Yes, if you want."
"Baz and I can double-team you?"
"Yes, and you can fuck Baz again as I watch and masturbate."
"Shit! Doesn't that make me gay?"
"You silly man," Gloria said. "No, at worst, it makes you bisexual. But, in reality, you'd just be sexually free. Free to enjoy any activity or activities with anyone who makes you feel horny." Gloria thought as she slowly masturbated Neil back to total hardness. "I fuck girls, Neil. Does that make me a lesbian?"
"Fuck, no," Neil moaned as Gloria wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and slowly lowered her mouth down his shaft. "Girls getting it on with girls is so fucking hot!"
Gloria cupped Neil's balls and lightly stroked her fingers underneath them and along his perineum. Then, letting his shaft out of her mouth, Gloria asked, "So girls fucking girls is hot, but guys getting it on is ick?"
Disappointed that Gloria was now only playing with his balls, Neil tried to push her head back down. When Gloria resisted, Neil groaned and said, "Well, yes. Poofters having sex is gross."
"Did you hear me complaining last night?"
"No. You seemed to like it."
Gloria's spare hand wrapped around Neil's shaft as she began stoking his arousal, "So, if I wanted you to do it again, would you?"
Gloria's mouth surrounded the entirety of Neil's cock as soon as her sentence finished.
"Yes!" Neil moaned. "I'd do anything if you'll keep doing that!
Gloria's head bobbed faster on Neil's cock. Now her fingers played along Neil's perineum closer and closer to his pucker hole. Briefly taking her hand away from Neil's ass, Gloria allowed some saliva to drip from where her mouth connected to Neil's cock onto her fingers. Using this lubrication, Gloria gently worked her finger into Neil's ass.
"Oh, Gawd," Neil groaned as Gloria expertly found his prostate with her index finger.
With only a few quick strokes across Neil's P-spot, Gloria quickly brought him to orgasm. Hissing, "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS," like steam escaping a pressure boiler, Neil filled Gloria's warm, wet mouth.
Holding Neil's ejaculation in her mouth, Gloria raised herself and leaned in to kiss him. When Neil opened his mouth to receive Gloria's tongue, she pushed his semen in. Neil tried to pull away, but Gloria held his head firmly and forced Neil to accept what she had. Unwillingly, Neil allowed his semen to slide onto his tongue, fully expecting to spit it out as soon as Gloria released him.
But when Gloria leaned back, she wouldn't allow Neil up, "Swallow," Neil," she demanded. "Swallow, and I'll let you butt fuck me as soon as I make you hard again."
Unwilling but not prepared to give up a chance of cumming in Gloria's tight ass, Neil grimaced and swallowed.
'Fuck!' He thought. 'What if she wants me to suck off Barry?'
Neil already knew he'd do it if it meant he got to double-penetrate Gloria.
'What is it that being inside a woman with another man that makes it so hot?' Neil wondered. 'It couldn't be that he liked the feel of his friend's mouth on his balls and shaft as he thrust into Gloria, could it? Nah. It's the forbidden fruit of two-on-one sex. Having my balls hit Barry's lips and tongue as I fucked her doesn't mean a thing.'
Even so, he couldn't help the twitch his slowly inflating cock gave as he thought about his balls banging against Barry's as they both ploughed Gloria's lower fuck holes. Plus, he conveniently forgot how he couldn't help but tickle Barry's cock and balls with his toes when he felt his friend's tackle on his feet.
Noticing Neil's inflating todger, Gloria smiled and took it in her hand, "Started without me, didja?"
"Thinking about fucking your sexy ass has me as hot as a recently fired pistol, Gloria," Neil lied.
"Stand up," Gloria commanded.
Once Neil stood, Gloria sat on the couch and took Neil into her talented mouth. Using her finely honed oral skills, Gloria had Neil's cock rock-hard and aching to cum in no time. Now her lover was hard, Gloria let her saliva build up in her mouth and swirled as much of it around Neil's cock as possible. Then pushing Neil away, Gloria got on her hands and knees on the couch. Next, she spread her knees so that her ass was low enough for Neil to penetrate her. Then she spat on her fingers and wet her starfish.
"Shove your cock in my cunt first, Neil. Once it's covered with your and my juices, don't hold back, lover, jam it my ass, and fuck me as hard as you know how."
'Fuck, what a precocious slut,' Neil thought. 'How lucky is Barry that he found her? How lucky am I that he lets me share her?' Then Neil laughed only half-jokingly to himself, 'Maybe I should blow him to show my appreciation,' he thought.
Even as he thought the above, Neil slid his throbbingly erect dick into Gloria's well-stretched and lubricated ass. Feeling Gloria clenching her knot around the head of his cock almost precipitated Neil's orgasm. To gain some control, he pulled his right hand back and slapped Gloria's wobbly right ass cheek.



Instead of crying out and jumping forwards as Neil thought she would, giving him time to get his dick under control, Gloria moaned, tilted her head back, and growled, "Yes, Neil! Slap me harder, baby. Make me your slut."
Internally shrugging, Neil thought, 'Why not?' Neither Gloria nor Barry had given him any ground rules, so he'd go along with everything Gloria wanted until someone explained the rules. So, lifting both hands from where they grasped Gloria's big hips, Neil brought them resoundingly down onto Gloria's chubby ass.
When Neil's hands crashed onto Gloria's ass, her ass' sphincter clenched deliciously on his tool, so Neil walloped her again.
"Ugh," Gloria grunted as Neil smacked her. "Ugh," She repeated and pushed her ass back at the cock driving into her. "Harder, hit harder. Fuck me faster," Gloria demanded.
Shaking his head at the wonderment of being allowed to fuck such an open, earthy woman, Neil began alternating his slaps. Slap her right ass cheek, thrust hard and fast into her ass. Slap the left ass cheek, repeat. The glorious sounds of an ass being joyfully slapped echoed through Neil's lounge.
The staccato rhythm of left-hand smack, pelvis smack, right-hand smack, pelvis smack drove Gloria swiftly to her orgasm's peak. "I'm about to cum, Neil," Gloria moaned. "Slap both cheeks together as hard as you can as you jam into me, and I'll explode."
'At last,' Neil thought. 'It feels like I've been gritting my teeth and trying to hold on by subtracting by seventeens forever.'
Doing what he'd been told, Neil stretched his arms above his head before swinging downwards as hard as he could, bringing both palms smashing down onto Gloria's ass.
'That's going to leave a mark,' Neil thought smugly. 'See that and know I fucked your fiancé hard, Baz. I hope it makes you green with envy.'
Feeling Neil's final, forceful wallop, Gloria jerked, her ass' sphincter spasmed, and her juices gushed from her pussy over Neil's balls as she moaned her way through a tremendous orgasm. Gloria's milking ass finally overcame Neil's determination, and he growled as he spat cum viciously into Gloria's colon.
Collapsing onto the sofa, Neil moaned, "You are some great fuck, Gloria. Shame we won't be able to do this again."
"Why won't we be able to do this again, Neil?"
"Because you're marrying my best friend."
"Will that stop you? It won't stop me. Oh, I'll check that Barry's okay with me fucking you by myself again, but I don't see a problem."
"You think Barry will let us continue to fuck?" Neil asked disbelievingly.
"Especially after I bring him the delectable little treat I have in mind for him because he let me do this, Neil, then, yes. In fact, I think he'll almost send me over regularly as long as I keep letting him have his treat."
"What treat?" Neil asked.
"That's between Baz and me for now, baby. But if you're a good boy and use your tongue to give me another orgasm, I promise I'll bring Baz and his treat over with me sometime."
"But your ass and pussy are full of my cum," Neil pointed out.
"And?" Gloria queried. "Look, Neil, if you want this to be a one-time thing, show me where the shower is, and I'll clean up and go home. I promise you that Barry won't mind tonguing me with the remains of you still inside me."
Seeing the sweetest piece of ass he'd ever tasted about to storm out had Neil on his knees between Gloria's plump thighs in a flash. So, closing his eyes and pretending that it was only Gloria's arousal he was tasting, Neil brought Gloria to a final orgasm before she kissed him and left.
Suddenly jealous of his best friend, Neil thought, 'Fuck, what an awesome slut. I wonder if she's got a sister I can date.'
Gloria was so full of cum that she almost squelched as she walked to her car. Smiling, she thought, 'Wonder if my husband-to-be is masturbating thinking about me getting fucked by his best friend? Wonder if he'll eat Neil's cum out of my pussy and ass when I get home.'
The answer to both questions was, 'Yes'. Afterwards, Gloria was so happy that she proudly showed Barry her welts and let Barry cum in her ass before she showered and got ready for their imminent trip to Gloria's parents.
Meanwhile, Sunday, back at Ben's residence...
Sarah lay on her bed feeling a little sad and left out. She felt worse when she heard Ben and Emily laughing and chatting, then the sound of Ben's bedroom door opening and closing as they entered his room.
'How did that lusciously assed trollop snag Ben before me?' Sarah mused. 'Obviously, I played it too coy. But, on the other hand, I didn't want to be just another notch on Ben's belt, so I thought I'd play it cool and pretend I didn't fancy him at all, hoping that having a hot chick like me refusing to come on to him would make him come on to me. Well, that backfired.'
Sarah got up to look in her dresser's mirror. Her image confirmed that she was one 'hot chick'. If Sarah's overbite was a little more pronounced, she could make money as Buffy's lookalike. Sarah has a 34-24-34 body with a 34C bust. So her tits are a little bigger than Buffy's, too.
Sarah toyed with the idea of going to Ben's bedroom and joining him and Emily on the bed. 'I'll even eat her pussy for Ben if they let me play,' she thought.
Pride wouldn't let her make that step, though. Sarah took the room in Ben's house because, from the first moment of the interview for the room, she saw Ben's bulge lengthen as he asked her a few inane questions. Sarah loved sex, but being as beautiful as she was, she didn't think she needed to put much effort into pleasing her lovers. 'I'm gorgeous,' she thought. 'They should be glad I deign to notice them, let alone let them fuck me.' But now her attitude had allowed Emily to snare Ben ahead of her.
'If I'd been a little more forward, I'd be living here rent-free for the tiny price of letting Ben fuck me once a week or so,' she thought.
'I'm horny,' Sarah admitted to herself. 'That boy yesterday showed promise, but, unfortunately, he was a bit of a 'two pump chump'. He did last long enough for me to get off the second and third time, though,' she giggled.
'And the fourth and fifth time,' her subconscious filled in.
'So?' Sarah asked it. 'It's not like I'm going to see him again.'
'If you'd let him make love to you this morning, as he wanted, you wouldn't be so needy, now,' that little voice pointed out.
'That two pump chump wouldn't have got me off again this morning! Not until the third or fourth time again!' Sarah whispered fiercely. 'Besides, when we woke, the others were already up. I couldn't let them know by my loud orgasms that I'm really nothing but a slut!'
'How loud were you when Gloria pounded your ass?' Her conscience snickered.
'Shut up!' Sarah hissed at her subconscious. 'It's not like Gloria is easy to refuse!'
'You didn't even try,' Sarah's inner voice chortled.
'Well,' Sarah answered herself. 'I was horny and needy then, too.'
'Did you keep 'chump's' phone number? You could get him over.'
'I don't call men to fuck me,' Sarah reminded her subconscious, 'Men call and beg me to let them fuck me.'
Tiring of this internal conversation, Sarah, dressed in a pair of tiny denim shorts and a top that left her gorgeous back and sexily toned stomach bare, put on a pair of strappy wedge sandals and headed out to get coffee. Heading to her current favourite coffee shop, Sarah ordered a vegan cheese, one egg white omelette on gluten-free toast and a medium black coffee. Then, asking for some low-fat milk, she added just a dash before settling into a two-person booth and bringing her Instagram page up.
'Ugh!' She thought. '75,000 followers. Still well short of the 100,000 I need to become a 'social media influencer'.'
Sighing, she briefly thought of making a sex tape, Kim Kardashian style, and 'accidentally' letting it leak to the media.
'Knowing my luck, the only person that would see it would be mum,' she thought. 'Then, as she's threatened to do in the past, she'll disown me. Not that it would make much difference to my current financial situation.'
Sarah's dad had left a sizeable inheritance, but it had all gone to his wife, Sarah's mother. Sarah's mother was busily drinking her way through it. She steadfastly refused to help her daughter out.
"You had a good, high-paying job and threw it away on a whim. As ye sow, so shall ye reap, Sarah."
"May I take this seat?" A deep, dark, cultured voice asked.
Looking up, Sarah saw a tall, lithe, very black man smiling at her. Sarah quickly looked around the café. There were at least four other vacant seats with no other patrons the man could have sat at.
Cast out of her reveries, Sarah huffily asked, "Why? Why not sit at one of the vacant tables?"
"Because then I'd have to sneak glances at you when you didn't notice, instead of sitting opposite you and ogling openly," the man replied.
Sarah found herself smiling, despite herself, "Well, we couldn't have that, now could we?" She laughingly said. "Ogle away, Mister...?" Indicating he should take a seat.
"You're going to laugh when I tell you my name," the man said as he sat down.
"Why would I do that?" Sarah asked.
"Because it's Leroy Brown," Leroy answered.
Trying her best not to snigger, Sarah said, "Really? Surely you jest?"
Leroy threw his head back and laughed, "Why would I joke about something so serious, Miss...?"
"Tatiana Gorbachev," Sarah replied. If the man was going to give her a ridiculous made-up name, she would return the favour.
'Leroy' laughed uproariously again, "Tatiana?" Leroy chortled. "Tatiana Gorbachev? Oh, my Lawd, I've stumbled across Russian royalty! Seriously, 'Tatiana', my name is Leroy Loggins. I'm a basketball player signed with The Brisbane Bullets. But I love the reactions when I tell people my last name is Brown."
Sarah was peripherally aware that her favourite social media apps had mentioned The Bullets had signed an aging NBA basketball star named Leroy Loggins. He was thirty-five, single, and around seven years older than her. His reputation suggested he was a clean-living professional sportsman. Sarah thought the article she had read hadn't mentioned any scandal associated with his name.
Looking Leroy over, Sarah thought, 'Hmmm, nice. Taller than me, so I can wear my highest heels without fear of dwarfing him. Leanly muscled but obviously fit and strong. Well known, but basketball isn't big in Australia, so not too many teenaged sports sluts throwing themselves at him. Famous enough that my being with him will add to my following, this might be fun.'
With a smile, Leroy stated, "I thought it was me that was supposed to be doing the ogling, Miss Gorbachev."
Giving Leroy her best smile, Sarah said, "It's Sarah Geller, Leroy."
"Buffy?" Leroy laughed.
"Almost," Sarah responded. "Her name is Sarah Michelle Gellar. Mine is plain Sarah Geller. I'm told I look a little like her."
"More than a little, Sarah," Leroy answered as he took her hand in both of hers. "May I call you Buffy as I get in the buff with you?"
It was such a terrible line that Sarah had to laugh. To her surprise, though, she found herself answering, "Perhaps, Mr Loggins. Spend the day impressing me, and I'll think about it."
Leroy kissed the upturned palm of Sarah's hand, "Perhaps it is you that should spend the day impressing me, Miss Geller."
"I'm one hot chicky babe, Leroy," Sarah replied unselfconsciously. "Men fall over themselves trying to impress me."
"And I'm an NBA star that's made seven appearances in the annual All-Star Game, Sarah. Literally thousands of women have thrown their panties at me."
"They're called knickers over here, Mr Leroy."
"Panties, knickers, whatever, I could open my own Victoria's Secret store with all the ones thrown at me."
"Confident of yourself, Mr Loggins, aren't you?" Sarah almost hissed.
"As are you, Miss Geller," Leroy shot back. "Look, forget it. I saw you and thought you were a nice girl. But, obviously, you're another stuck-up, pretty, rich bitch. I could have fucked a thousand of you if that was my way, so enjoy your egg toastie and coffee and have a good day."
Leroy stood to leave. Realising she'd let her bitterness at Emily getting Ben before her affect her conversation with Leroy, Sarah said, "No, Leroy, please. Stay and chat with me. I'm sorry. Like my mother before me, I spend way too much time being a bitch before I let the real me surface. I'm really nice, I swear. Please give me another chance. Oh, I'm not rich or stuck-up, either. But I am pretty and a bitch!"
Hesitating momentarily, Leroy grinned and said, "Okay. I'll talk with you. But I won't make love to you until at least our third date."
Straight-faced, Sarah said, "Does today count as our first date?"
After a moment's consideration, Leroy replied, "Yes."
Smiling, Sarah said, "Good, then you got up to leave but came back when I asked. So we're now having our second date."
Leroy threw his head back and laughed again, "How soon before we have our third date, Miss Geller?"
"As soon as you walk out of this café, then walk back in, Mr Loggins."
Grinning, Leroy stepped outside and then re-joined Sarah. "Your place or mine, Sarah?" Leroy said softly.
"Yours, Leroy, please. I'll explain on the way."
Hailing a passing cab as they walked out of the café, Sarah sat as close to Leroy in the backseat as their seatbelts would allow. Sarah snuggled her head onto the much taller Leroy's shoulder.
'What is it about him that makes me feel safe?' Sarah wondered. Then she realised he made her feel like she did with Daddy and once again felt the sting behind her eyes that he'd been taken from her and her mother way too early. A drunk driver got him only a few days before Sarah's eighteenth birthday.
'Leroy has the same calmness and positivity that daddy had. The same self-assuredness that isn't even close to arrogance, just a strong sense of themselves and who they are.' Sarah smiled, 'We'll see. If he lets me push him around and dominate him like the rest of the wimps I've dated, he'll join them on the discard pile.'
"I hope you don't mind, Sarah, but I'm still living in the serviced apartment that The Bullets got for me when I signed to come over. I haven't had the chance to go house or apartment shopping yet."
Sarah squeezed his arm, "We call them units over here, Leroy."
Leroy turned his dark eyes onto Sarah, "If you're going to spend all day correcting me, Miss Geller, this date will be as short as the other two."
With that, Sarah felt that old familiar tingle between her thighs, 'He could be the one,' she thought. 'The one to finally tame me. But if he thinks he can be a control freak and dominate me, then, yes, this date will be short. Very short.'
In answer, Sarah stretched her neck up and lightly kissed Leroy's jaw before shifting the hand she held to between her thighs. Not close to her pussy, but definitely further above the knees than strictly modest.
"I'd bring you back to the house I share, but four other people live there. We each have our own room, but the rest of the house is communal. I wanted to spend time alone with you today. If we click, I'll bring you home to meet the 'family' soon. But I have to warn you, they're all pretty wild."
"Do all four of you rent the house?"
"Five, including me. No. Ben Stokes owns the house. It's massive, with five bedrooms, two lounges, a huge patio with a hot tub, a swimming pool and a four-bay garage. The rest of us rent rooms from Ben. There's Ben himself, of course. Then there's Nigel, Gloria and Emily. I was certain Nigel was gay, but he's already banged Gloria a couple of times. Plus, he had an arm around an extremely pretty Asian woman when I got up this morning, so now I'm not so sure."
"Who is Ben?" Leroy asked.
"Ben is a retired Rugby League star that's made it rich on the stock and property markets. He was worth a lot, but his ex-wife took him to the cleaners when she took off to Adelaide with his daughter. Ben rents the rooms out to help pay for the mortgage he had to take out to pay off the debts his ex accumulated."
"And how did you get to be living there?"
Deciding to lay her cards on the table, Sarah said, "I was a foolish girl with foolish notions, Leroy. I had a respectable, well-paid job as a Personal Assistant to the Managing Director of one of Brisbane's largest corporations, but I wanted more. I already had over 10,000 followers on my Instagram and Snapchat platforms, so I quit my job, but not before giving the handsy prick I worked for a gob full of advice about where he could stick his roaming hands. Then I tried to become a Social Media Influencer, but that's taking much longer than I imagined to happen."
"How many followers do you have now?"
"Approximately 75,000."
"I have over two million."
"Wow!"
"Why don't you go back to being a Personal Assistant in the meantime as you build your following?"
"Because I mouthed off at the MD, he spread the word that he had to let me go because I was 'difficult' to work with. Know of many P.A.s that are 'difficult to work with' working?"
"I can't imagine there'd be many," Leroy admitted. He turned to face Sarah, "Sarah, you seem like a nice girl underneath the snotty, pretty bitch, exterior, but did you know who I was before I sat down? Are you using me to boost your following?"
Letting Leroy's arm go and knowing the date was about to end, Sarah admitted, "No. I didn't know who you were when you sat down. But when you told me your actual name, I recognised it. And yes, guilty as charged, I thought you would help boost my numbers. But, Mister Loggins, I thought you were a typical sports jock using his fame to seduce a sexy white girl for a bit of fun. So I thought we could do that and raise my profile at the same time. But you're not, are you?"
Taking Sarah's hand and putting it back on his upper arm, Leroy said, "I did go down that road for a time when I was a younger man, Sarah. But in the end, Mama taught her boy better than that. If my Mumma had seen me as I was then, she'd have boxed my ears but good!"
Leroy faced Sarah again, "I've had two girlfriends that I've had sex with in the last eight years, Sarah. After coming home from practice one evening, I found my latest girlfriend being double-teamed by two of my so-called teammates. It seems I'm a fading star, and she wanted to date a rising one."
The bitterness was evident in Leroy's voice.
"What I'm saying, Miss Geller, is this - If all you want is a casual fling to get some sexy pictures out on your Social Media pages and boost your following, then tell this driver your home address, and I'll drop you off. I don't need another gold digger in my life."
Sarah squeezed Leroy's arm again and snuggled closer, "Your Mumma sounds like a wonderful person if you respect her that much, Leroy."
"She was, Sarah. She really was."
"Was?"
"Yeah. That's the other reason I took the contract here. Sarah, I'm getting less than ten percent of what I could still get back in the states. But I lost Mumma at the same time I found my girlfriend cheating on me. I knew Mumma hadn't been well, but she had inoperable oesophagus cancer and didn't tell anyone."
With tears welling in her eyes, Sarah said, "I'm so sorry for your loss, Leroy. I know it doesn't help, but I wish I could have gotten to know her."
"Thanks. I came here to rebuild my life, Miss Geller. In the US, I'd be a bits player. The fill-in, the spare, the go-to guy when the stars were injured. Here, I'll be the big show, the main event. Sure, the money is less, but the experiences will be worth it."
Not knowing why, Sarah quietly said, "I lost my Daddy. A drunk driver wiped him out only four days before my eighteenth birthday. He was my rock --the one person who had my back no matter what. Mum and I, well, we clash. I'm too much like her, she says. She's never fully recovered from losing dad and drinks herself to sleep most nights."



"You poor thing," Leroy said. "So, no job, nowhere much to live, and you can't go home. Baby girl, I thought I had it bad."
"I work, Leroy. I work part-time as a temp whenever I need to top up the bank account. But it's difficult to get anything I can really sink my teeth into and enjoy as a long-term thing."
The cab came to a stop outside an apartment block. Leroy looked around and said, "We're here. Do you still want to come inside? You can say no. I won't mind. But if you want to come inside and have coffee and a chat, that'd be nice."
Gently teasing, Sarah said, "You promised me sex on our third date, Mister Loggins. I'm not going home without it!"
Leroy grinned, paid the cab driver, slid out, and held the door for Sarah. Leroy obviously, and blatantly ogled Sarah's shorty-shorts covered snatch as she swung her legs out.
"Like what you see?" Sarah asked.
"Yes!" Leroy replied. "Very much!"
He took her hand, and they walked inside. When they got inside the elevator, Leroy inserted a key, turned it past where it typically went, and then pressed the up button twice. When the light for the fourteenth floor lit up, the elevator continued to rise. Leroy hadn't mentioned that he lived in this unit block's whole top-floor apartment. Only he, The Bullet's management, and the building's owner and staff could access this floor.
Stepping inside the luxury unit, Sarah stared and felt a little intimidated, "This is yours? All of it?"
"It's part of my playing contract for as long as I want it. I will buy my own place and invest in some other properties," Leroy answered. "But this is home sweet home for now."
Sarah thought she was being played. This rich, famous sports star couldn't want anything other than sex from her, surely? She didn't mind, she just didn't like to be played.
Sarah looked at Leroy doubtfully, "I think I'm a little out of my league here, Mr Loggins. This is a little overwhelming."
"What is?"
"This unit, you, everything. In your parlance, I'm just poor white trash, Leroy. You can, and have done, much better than me."
Grinning, Leroy said, "You don't think you deserve any of this, Sarah?"
"I think I'll be out the door as soon as a better proposition comes along."
Purposefully, Leroy misunderstood her, "You're going to dump me as soon as a bigger, richer sports star comes along? Oh, Miss Geller, I thought you had better morals than that!"
"No. I meant you'll dump me."
"Ah. So you're saying you have better morals than me, and I would callously do that to you?"
Tsking her finger under Leroy's nose, Sarah said, "I think you have a very glib tongue, Mister Loggins. And if you think I'm falling for it, think again!"
Leroy's grin grew wider, "It was not I who said, 'You promised me sex on the third date', Sarah. Plus, you stated you weren't going home without it!"
With her arousal about to soak through her shorty-shorts, Sarah waved her finger again and said, "So, Mister Loggins, are we going to continue to flirt? Or are you going to pick me up, take me to bed and make good on your promise?"
"Only if you truly want me to, Sarah. Fair warning, though. I don't do one-night stands. If you do, I'll call you a cab."
"You talk too much," Sarah growled. "Less talking, more picking me up and ravishing me."
Chuckling, Leroy did as Sarah wanted. He picked her up, threw her over his broad shoulder, smacked, then ran his fingers over her sexy ass and carried her to bed. Reaching his bedroom, Leroy threw Sarah on the bed and started to climb up on his knees. But before he could get on the bed, Sarah bounced up and pushed him back.
First, Sarah hauled on Leroy's polo shirt, ripping it up over his lean six-pack and well-defined pecs. Then, Sarah paused to run her hands over Leroy's body before she kissed and nipped his nipples. Next, Sarah dropped to her knees, undid and pulled out Leroy's belt, undid the button and zip on his trousers and pulled them down. Finally, Sarah helped Leroy step out of his sockless shoes and trouser legs.
Sarah hooked her fingers into Leroy's boxers and slowly pulled them down, revealing a swelling, thick, almost 8-inch cock. It was uncircumcised, and its eye began to peek through its foreskin as the shaft hardened. Delighted, Sarah grabbed Leroy's cock, gently pushed his foreskin back behind the head, and then took it in her mouth.
Holding the shaft about halfway down, Sarah milked Leroy as she sucked and swirled her head around Leroy's glans. Then, turning her head to the side so she could look up at her lover, Sarah took as much of Leroy into her mouth as she could comfortably take and sucked voraciously. Her cheeks hollowed in against her teeth as she sucked. Once she saw that Leroy was watching, Sarah began bobbing her head, swirling her tongue and stroking Leroy's shaft.
Leroy's hands found Sarah's head, "Oh, Lawd, Sarah, that feels so good," he groaned. "I'm sorry, baby, but it's been a long time, and I'm going to cum real soon, okay? I'll let you know when."
Sarah didn't answer, she just bobbed and stroked faster.
"I'm about to cum," Leroy moaned.
Sarah's grip intensified, and she stroked faster still.
"Sarah!" Leroy warned.
Sarah let all but the head and glans of Leroy's dick out of her mouth before sliding her hand in a screwing motion along Leroy's shaft, milking him.
"Sarah!" Leroy exclaimed.
But it was too late. It had always been too late because Sarah wasn't letting Leroy's gift go to waste. Instead, she willingly accepted it into her mouth and swallowed it. Leroy blasted seven or eight shots into Sarah's mouth, each a little less than the last, but all heavy, thick, and full of semen.
Putting his hands under Sarah's armpits, Leroy picked her up until she was level with his mouth, her feet dangling in the air, then kissed her as well and as passionately as he knew how. Leroy did this willingly, despite Sarah's cum splattered mouth and cheeks.
Swinging Sarah gently, Leroy slid his large hand under Sarah's pretty posterior before lifting her and gently placing her in the middle of his bed. Kissing her mouth and running his tongue along her lips and teeth, Leroy slowly peeled Sarah's top off, exposing her firm, 36C breasts.
"My, my, you are gorgeous, baby girl," Leroy crooned as he cupped Sarah's breasts in his big hands.
Tipping his head forward, Leroy took Sarah's left nipple in his mouth and slowly circled it with his tongue. As he tongued one nipple, Leroy ran his thumb in matching circles over the other. Every time Leroy changed nipples. Sarah took a deep breath, arched her body off the bed, pressed her breasts up at Leroy's mouth then sighed as she sank back onto the mattress.
Delighted by his new lover's responsiveness, Leroy delayed moving to the next step. He wanted to see if he could make Sarah orgasm from breast stimulation only. But, although she moaned, groaned and thrust up at his hands and tongue, and her panties, knickers Leroy remembered, became so soaked with arousal that the wet patch seeped through her shorts, Sarah didn't drop off the edge into an orgasm.
Realising Sarah couldn't cum from breast stimulation alone, Leroy let his fingers drag slowly across Sarah's stomach and abdomen, down to the button on her shorts. Next, Leroy slowly traced a firm finger along Sarah's short's zip to above her clitoris. Then, Leroy changed his finger for his thumb and pressed firmly against Sarah's clit as he wriggled his thumb back and forth. Simultaneously, Leroy pushed his middle finger firmly against Sarah's shorts above her pussy's entrance before tapping on that same spot.
With a moaned sigh, Sarah came. Now, Leroy could feel the dampness over her opening. So, unbuttoning her shorts and pulling them down, Leroy pushed them off Sarah's long, svelte legs, taking her knickers with them. Using his basketball skills, Leroy threw them, so they landed on the back of the chair spread open. He hoped they would quickly dry, sparing Sarah any embarrassment.
Returning his hand to Sarah's knee, Leroy continued alternating his attention to her breasts with his mouth as he slowly stroked up Sarah's inner thighs. He stroked up one thigh, then let his fingers cross to the other before continuing their journey, slowly tracing towards Sarah's perineum.
Groaning with pent-up desire, Sarah spread her knees as wide as possible and bucked gently up at Leroy's questing fingers, trying to encourage him to move faster, stroke harder. Sarah knew her orgasm would erupt as soon as Leroy's fingers re-found her blood-engorged clitoris. Instead, Leroy's searching fingers found Sarah's perineum near her rosebud. Afraid Leroy wanted to take her anally, Sarah almost slammed her knees shut and shouted, "No". But Leroy's fingers went no further. Changing directions, Leroy's fingers softly tickled along Sarah's taint, stroking closer and closer to her lust filled and pouted open labia.
To Sarah's frustration, Leroy slid his fingers around her opening, past her blood-engorged clitoris, and back up over her toned stomach to her left breast. Leroy's fingertips gently pulled and tweaked Sarah's left nipple as he tongue lashed her right. Then, finally, mercifully, Leroy's lips kissed lower as his left hand joined his right on Sarah's breasts.
Kissing down across Sarah's taut tummy and abdomen, Leroy's lips encountered Sarah's tiny, tightly curled, blonde pubic strip. Sarah kept her bush tidily manicured into a tight triangle, with the bottom tip pointing like an arrowhead at her clitoris. So many of Sarah's previous lovers never seemed to find this delightful nub on their own, so Sarah had jokingly got the waxing lady to indicate her pleasure spot, hoping these boys would take the hint and find it.
Showing there was always an exception to the rule, Leroy's gliding tongue swiftly found Sarah's nubbin and, flattened out, slowly dragged across it. Sarah's hips bucked as a delighted grunt blew from her. Next, lapping like a cat at a saucer of milk, Leroy drank from Sarah's soaking pussy. Her nectar tasted sweet and tangy on his tongue.
Shifting his right hand off Sarah's left nipple, Leroy found Sarah's clit hood with his thumb and gently pulled it back, exposing her tiny sweet spot. Finally, lifting his mouth higher, Leroy lashed her nubbin before sucking it into his mouth. Then, biting gently, Leroy pulled back as he softly squeezed and twisted Sarah's right nipple.
"Oh... My... Fucking... Gawd!" Sarah yelled. Then faster, "Oh, my Gawd. Oh, my Gawd. Oh, my Gawd."
Her body tensed, lifting her off the bed from heels to shoulders. Then her face contorted into a rictus as Sarah loudly groaned through the best orgasm she'd ever had.
Collapsing onto the bed, Sarah encouraged Leroy up between her thighs until his ragingly hard erection touched the entrance to her vulva. Kissing him fervently, Sarah gasped, "You have to make love to me now, Leroy. I have to have you inside me right now! Oh, baby, that was so good. Let me make you feel good, too, okay?"
Smiling as he kissed Sarah back, Leroy allowed Sarah to guide him inside her. She felt hot, wet, and oh so tight around his bulging, thick cock. It took Leroy three full, hard thrusts to seat himself fully inside Sarah.
"Oh, Lawd," Sarah moaned. "Oh, Lawd. Oh, Lawd. So full. I'm so full. Oh, my Lawd, I feel so full and so fucKING GOOD!" Her voice rose to an almost scream as Leroy plumbed her depths.
This was how lovemaking was supposed to be, Sarah knew that. Give and take. Previously Sarah had allowed her lovers, even Gloria, to take from her. She'd never given herself to her lover. She was beautiful, stacked, and so Gawddamned sexy she didn't need to give of herself. Instead, her partners should fall to their knees and give thanks that she allowed them to share her body. Or so she thought.
But Leroy elicited a response. Nay, he demanded a response. And to Sarah's surprise, she wanted to impress him. Wanted to give him pleasure. She yearned for him to feel as good after his orgasm as she felt cumming on his tongue and fingers.
Using skills she didn't know she possessed, Sarah clenched the muscles inside her pussy down onto Leroy's thrusting cock as he pounded into her, and she bucked up at him. She released him as he slid back, then repeated her gripping as he moved forwards again.
Sarah's mouth opened of its own volition, and she began to babble, "You feel so good inside me, Baby. So big and hard. Your cock is magnificent, Leroy. You are beautiful, fuck me, baby. Make me your girl forever."
Leroy had had his share of lovers, especially when he'd signed a full-time contract with the Milwaukee Bucks as a seventeen-year-old. The period he'd told Sarah his mother would be ashamed of. But he'd never had a woman as responsive as Sarah. He found he wanted to pound her, fuck her, and make slow passionate love to her. He wanted to own and possess her magnificently sexy body, and he longed to throw his heart at her feet and beg that she love him back.
Emotions ratcheted through him until Leroy realised Sarah was about to take a gigantic fall off the peak of Mount Nirvana. Giving up control, Leroy pulled Sarah as close to him as possible and leapt off the peak with her. Together, they bucked, shuddered and thrashed as Sarah orgasmed and Leroy erupted inside her. Leroy's magnificently long cock was seated so deep inside Sarah that it hovered near her cervix. When he came, his semen splashed over onto it, and Sarah orgasmed even harder than she had earlier on Leroy's tongue.
Leroy came so hard that he would not have been surprised if his balls had shot into Sarah's welcoming pussy, too.
Leroy rolled and sagged onto the bed next to Sarah. Sarah wanted to roll and put her leg across Leroy but was worried he'd be bothered by the cum seeping out of her. Leroy quickly showed her how ridiculous that thought was by pulling in Sarah's shoulder until she rolled onto her side. Then he pulled on her knee until it rested across his pelvis.
With Sarah's head resting on his collarbone, her lips occasionally kissing his neck, Leroy dozed off. Sarah felt safe and satiated, but as she watched her lover doze, her arousal slowly peaked again. So, moving her thigh, Sarah began idly playing with Leroy's cock. She didn't really think too much about it other than thinking it felt good in her hand. But when it began to harden, Sarah realised she wanted him again.
So, getting up, Sarah moved to a kneeling position to take Leroy in her mouth. Cupping his big balls in her tiny hand, Sarah gently blew Leroy until he felt full and hard in her mouth. Then, wrapping her delicate hand around his shaft, Sarah accepted as much of Leroy's long, thick cock as she could without gagging and began to milk him as her sucking became more insistent.
Leroy awoke to find he was being deliciously blown. Unwilling to only take, he encouraged Sarah to swing 180 degrees and lower her cum filled pussy onto his mouth. Sarah was initially reluctant to let Leroy eat her out as her previous experiences told her that her lovers would be disgusted by the act. But Leroy was insistent, so she let him guide her onto his tongue.
Slowly and beautifully, Leroy and Sarah brought each other to another climax. Leroy knew he could orgasm at any time, so he patiently drove his lover back up to the peak of Mount Nirvana. Reaching their peak, they held each other tightly and leapt into oblivion. This climax wasn't as intense as their previous ones, but it was deeper and more profound. The reaction of lovers, not fuck buddies. They fell asleep, cuddled together.
Meanwhile, earlier that day...
Neil and Gin held hands as they tripped through the Farmers Market at South Bank. Gin was so pretty that no one took even a second glance as they strolled around other than to perve on her small tits and cute ass. Neil was astounded that he had found someone, anyone, as feminine as Gin that he believed he could love. Yet, at the same time, Gin was amazed that a gay guy as masculine as Neil could desire him. Both were too scared to mention their mutual attraction in case it destroyed their burgeoning relationship.
Finding an organic coffee stand, Neil kissed Gin lightly and asked if he/she wanted to sit at one of the tables and chat over a drink. At this point, Gin was so enamoured of Neil that he would have knelt and blown him if that was what Neil wanted. In fact, Gin would have sucked Neil off in the middle of the market, assuming Neil let him.
Taiwan has the most liberal view of LGTBQI issues of all of the Asian countries but is still behind the more liberal of the western countries. Gin would never have dared to go out dressed 'en femme' in Taiwan because he would be terrified his father would catch him. But, doing it here in Australia with Neil felt natural and relaxing, and Gin thought he could become his authentic self for as long as he stayed.
Gin had already started the process of obtaining his Australian residency. His area of study, radiography, was on the Australian Government's list of desired occupations. If Gin completed his qualifications, Australia would welcome his permanent residency and allow him to become a citizen.
Gin lived with John and Courtney Murray as an exchange student. Neither John nor Gin knew of the others crossdressing. However, Courtney had her suspicions and was working to bring her husband, known as Olivia when dolled up, and Gin crashing together as soon as opportunity presented itself.
Furthermore, Courtney knew the monthly debauched meetings her husband's and her Dominant, Samuel Brooks, orchestrated lacked transgirls other than her husband. Fucking, and being fucked by a transgirl was a popular fantasy for many men, so her husband serviced numerous partners at the monthly meets. But he alone wasn't enough. Therefore, if she needed to invite Neil to ensure Gin's appearance, she would. Courtney hoped Neil could accept watching Gin being fucked by numerous men.
After their coffee and still holding hands, Neil and Gin walked back to the train station and headed back to Ben's place, Nigel's home. It went unsaid that they would make love as soon as they got inside his room.
All about Ben...
Ben and Emily sauntered down the hallway towards Ben's bedroom. Emily smiled, anticipating loving and learning with her new man. Ben couldn't believe his luck that a twenty-one-year-old University student with a brilliant mind and a lush, gorgeous body could not only fancy him but want to fuck his brains out.
Ben and his ex-wife, Melanie, were high school sweethearts. Unfortunately, Melanie was insecure. Even though she is a gorgeous, dark-haired beauty with high, 34C tits and an ass you could bounce five-cent pieces off of, she spent her life insecure in Ben's love. Melanie's insecurities led her imagination into dark places, and even though Ben had remained faithful for all of their almost thirty-year-long marriage, Melanie didn't believe it.
Melanie's inability to conceive caused problems, mostly for her. Whenever the subject came up, Ben told her that if they were doomed to be childless, he would still love and want to be with her. Then, thankfully, after Melanie had given up on being a mother, Penny arrived.
Penny was only thirteen years old and wished she could have remained in Brisbane with Ben. Living in Adelaide with her mother and 'The Creep', as she called him, paled compared to the love and laughter she shared with her father. Penny's stepfather, Gerry, was a good guy, in reality, Penny admitted. He treated her mum well and devoted himself to her entirely. Plus, Gerry had a regular nine-to-five job, so he was home with her mother every night, unlike her dad. Penny knew her mum needed that.
Penny called Gerry 'The Creep' as a way of staying faithful to her father. Penny felt that if she came to love Gerry, she'd be betraying her dad.



Ben, in his early years, had twice tried out for The Brisbane Broncos, but he hadn't quite made the run-on team either time. He had been offered a development contract that paid well after each trial, but what Ben offered wasn't quite what legendary Bronco's coach Wayne Bennett wanted.
However, Wayne liked Ben a lot and remained a guide and mentor throughout Ben's football career. Wayne also introduced Ben to several of the team's major sponsors and watched with pride as Ben proved himself better in the financial markets than on the football field.
To be fair, Ben had more than his fair share of unsolicited female attention during his marriage. But he had loved his wife with a passion most women would be grateful for and refused all advances. It wasn't enough for Melanie, though. Melanie's insecurities and jealousy grew after Ben's football career ended, and when, upon retirement, he moved seamlessly into the corporate world. When Ben did, his property and stock portfolios grew exponentially.
Ben made many friends among the supporters and sponsors of the clubs he played for, and several of these friends showed Ben that making money could be almost as challenging, fun and exciting as playing top-level Rugby League. However, as Ben's and her wealth grew, Melanie's lack of self-esteem made her believe every extra cent only increased the likelihood that Ben would take a lover and new wife from amongst the wealthy elite he and she now inhabited. To make things worse, Melanie had not once confessed or confided to her husband her growing insecurities, so Ben had no idea his perfect marriage was a shambolic mess.
Melanie took her first lover the night after Ben had MC'd The Bronco's end of season function. Unfortunately, many of the sponsor's wives and daughters openly flirted with her husband during this event, confirming Melanie's fears that her husband would cheat on her and leave. To pre-empt this, Melanie allowed a raw Bronco recruit to seduce, then fuck her in the loos at Bronco's headquarters.
Now, having had a taste of illicit sex, Melanie was a virgin when she and Ben married, Melanie dove full-on into a catastrophic series of affairs. Each, and every one, with a teammate of Ben's.
'The cheating asshole deserves it,' Melanie justified to herself. 'He's fucking all of those bitches that flirt with him.'
Unfortunately, Melanie's flings didn't make her feel better. Instead, they only made her feel like a dirty slut, unworthy of her husband's love. Because of her low esteem issues and feelings of worthlessness, Melanie fucked even more men to feel the temporary rush taking a new lover gave her. These feelings temporarily diluted Melanie's unworthy feelings and made her feel sexy and desirable.
The disaster that had become Melanie's marriage culminated when she heard the wives of two of her husband's teammates comparing notes on the men they'd picked up and fucked through their Tinder apps. These two cheating wives discovered they'd fucked six of the same men and promised to let the other know about their future conquests. They'd also share information on the good ones so the other could hook up. And tell each other about the bad ones, so the other could avoid them.
Fascinated, Melanie downloaded this app and began having numerous casual sexual encounters with men she 'swiped right' with.
Of course, and inevitably, Ben found out.
One of his ex-teammates confessed he'd fucked Melanie one of the times Ben was away on a business trip. Ben decided to confront Melanie and forgive her if it was a one-time thing. But Melanie had been chatting with Gerry by the time Ben confronted her, and they'd already decided to consummate their affair. Gerry was due in Brisbane the next time Ben had a corporate function planned for the weekend. If their meeting went well, I.e. the sex was as good as they both hoped, Melanie would leave for Adelaide with Gerry, taking her daughter with them.
Because Ben confronted her before she could make the jump, Melanie called Gerry and told him she was on her way. Working herself into a righteous fury, how dare Ben accuse her of infidelity when he'd been fucking those sluts all their married life? Melanie gutted the bank accounts, maxed the credit cards and withdrew every extra cent in her and Ben's mortgage account using the account's redraw facility.
By the time Ben figured out what was happening, his wife and daughter were gone, and he had an AVO (Apprehended Violence Order) against him. This order meant he wasn't even allowed to try to reconnect with his daughter. Luckily, Melanie's mum Bethany knew of her daughter's infidelities and took Ben's side, ferrying Ben's letters to his daughter and taking his daughter's letters back to Ben. The AVO was eventually tossed out of court, and Ben and Penny spend as many of Penny's school holidays together as Melanie will allow.
After his divorce, Ben became exactly as Melanie accused him of being. He fucked basically any pretty and quite a few not-so-pretty girls as would let him. His pool parties became legendary in Brisbane's swinging subset. Not quite as legendary as Samuel Brook's events, but up there.
As Ben's fiftieth birthday approached, he found he was disenchanted with his lifestyle and began to long for that 'special one', the one that could be his, and only his, again. But, unfortunately, Ben was also terrified of committing himself to another, too. Once bitten, twice shy, as the saying goes. So, Ben was determined to fuck as many people as he could.
When Melanie departed, taking almost all of Ben's money with her, Ben nearly lost it all. It was only because he'd made friends with so many corporate executives that he survived financially. Several of his corporate friends gave Ben short-term loans until he could cover his costs and build some assets back up.
Ben did his best to help himself, though, including taking the step to rent out the rooms in his five-bedroom mansion to help pay the mortgage. When Ben placed the ad for boarders, he was in dire financial strife, so he took the first four who applied, no questions asked. Gloria, Sarah, Emily, and Nigel were the result. Gloria got the first pick of rooms because her mother, Ben's lover, asked Ben to give Gloria a room.
Except for Nigel, Ben fantasised about banging all of his housemates. Sarah is stunningly beautiful, and Emily has a full-figured body to die for. Also, Gloria is a younger version of her mother. Big, on the verge of fat, but big-breasted and hipped, with a tiny waist. Plus, Gloria had her mother's earthliness and simply adored sex in all of its forms. So, secretly, Ben yearned to fuck all three of his female roomies and planned on how to seduce them.
Having Gloria jump him one night hadn't been a surprise. He'd figured he'd have her fairly soon. After all, he'd already fucked her mother and her father. Separately, not together. And Ben knew Gloria knew he'd fucked her mother, so he figured Gloria would have to find out if Ben was as good as her mother said he was.
Ben quickly worked out that Sarah was a bit of a stuck-up, pretty bitch. Cold towards every overture Ben made, Sarah had made it plain Ben was beneath her, or so Ben thought. If he'd known Sarah wanted him as badly as he wanted her but was playing 'hard-to-get', Ben would have made a greater effort to pursue her.
Unfortunately for Sarah, many pretty women had tried the aloof approach to seduce Ben, but they'd all failed. Ben, since his separation and divorce, may have fucked many women, but he'd never forced or coerced a woman into sex ever and wasn't going to start now.
Emily had been the surprise, Ben thought, as he held her to his hip, walking to his bedroom. Emily had always dressed conservatively. Loose blouses and sweaters, with loose pants or long skirts. Emily rarely wore make-up and kept her long hair tied severely back away from her face. Plus, at twenty-one, Ben knew this because she'd invited a select few friends to celebrate with her on Ben's patio, she was twenty-nine years younger than he.
Seeing Emily in a bikini at his pool party had been a shock, but what happened later that night was an unexpected delight. And now, the next morning, he was escorting Emily to his room to make love again, and Ben could not believe his luck.
When Ben and Emily entered his bedroom, Emily silently dropped her sundress and knickers to the floor. She hadn't bothered with a bra, despite her 38 DD breasts. Ben, who had shifted to the bed to pull down the duvet, ensuring the bed was clean, turned back to find Emily naked in front of him.
"Wow, Em." Ben gasped, blood immediately rushing into his thick, 7-inch todger. "You'd cause men not much older than me heart attacks, looking like that!"
All about Emily...
Emily's older sister, Mariah, was runway model for Vogue magazine. Emily's father, or so she believed, died in exasperation at her mother's antics when Emily was only eight. Mariah was five years older than her. They were their parent's only children.
Their mother made no bones about Mariah being much prettier than Emily and constantly chided Emily about her weight and lack of hair and make-up skills to make herself as pretty as her sister. As a result, Emily went the other way, dressing down instead of up. Emily took great pains to reduce her beauty and hide her gorgeous body. Plus, she made no effort to control her weight, meaning she was a little beefier than a girl her age should be.
The extra weight worked for Emily, though. Even though her breasts and hips were wider than what was currently fashionable, she had a gorgeous hourglass figure that boys and men adored. Emily resembled a Reuben's painting more closely than the stick-thin models now considered attractive.
In addition, because her sister was considered part of the 'sex for modelling jobs' crowd and Emily despised that title, she had become almost monastic regarding sex. But when she'd been seduced by Gloria and lost her cherry, then watched Ben roughly fuck Gloria and Gloria do the same to Sarah, Emily decided she'd been missing out and chose to seduce Ben. To her surprise, her plan worked, and Emily had been penetrated by a man (Ben) for the first time in her life last night. Now, with legs trembling and heart pounding, she stood naked in front of the first man she'd given herself to again. Would he accept her? Better yet, would he want her again? Best of all, would he make love to her as he had last night?
Then the man Emily had chosen to explore with said, "Wow, Em. You'd cause men not much older than me heart attacks, looking like that!" And Emily's heart sang, "Make love to me, Ben," she whispered. "Show me how to be your girl."
Less than two seconds later, Ben, too, was naked. With his meaty balls swaying, Ben lifted Emily into his arms and lay her on the bed. Ben moved between Emily's thighs, and the head of his thick cock pressed against her labia.
"Fuck me hard and fast the first time, Ben, baby. Then teach me how to be the best lover you've ever had," Emily demanded.
Prepared to do what this gorgeous nymph wanted, Ben thrust his hips firmly forwards and speared into Emily's wetness.
Emily's eyes rolled back in her head, "OMFG, Ben!" She groaned loudly. "That's it, my love. Fuck this dumb bitch. Fuck your slut, fuck her hard."
Ben hated how Emily referred to herself but delighted in doing as she asked. Reaching his long arms over Emily's shoulders and grabbing her ass, Ben squeezed Emily to him and fucked her for all he was worth.
Four strokes were all it took to launch Emily into her first orgasm. Before last night, when Ben took her to heights she never thought existed, Emily would have told Ben she was satiated and encouraged him to fill her pussy. Now, Emily knew that this was only the base camp on Mt Orgasmic, and she had many more camps to climb to before she and Ben leapt off the peak.
Feeling Emily cum, Ben squeezed her lush body tightly to him, then ground his pubic bone against Emily's clit. Holding Emily close, Ben kissed her full lips and deftly parted her teeth with his tongue before finding Emily's tongue. Moaning and grinding up at Ben, Emily allowed Ben's tongue to take possession of her tongue. Following his lead, Emily 'tongue fought' with Ben.
When Ben withdrew his tongue, Emily sighed in disappointment. But Ben's tongue returned. This time, it barely touched hers before withdrawing. Emily sighed again, and Ben's tongue briefly touched hers before leaving. This time, taking the hint, Emily followed Ben's withdrawing tongue with hers.
'Now this is sexily and sensuously intimate,' Emily thought as she felt another orgasm rising in her neither region.
Emily explored Ben's mouth with her tongue. She tasted his lips, teeth and gums and batted his tongue with hers. Next, she slowly withdrew her tongue, and to her delight, Ben's followed. Moaning more forcefully, Emily gripped Ben's head tighter and squeezed his ragingly erect, buried deep in her pussy cock, harder, demanding a more urgent response from Ben.
Ben flexed his strong shoulders and moved his arms until they were underneath Emily's armpits, and his hands gripped her shoulders. Shifting his lips from Emily's mouth, Ben started kissing and lightly sucking and nipping along Emily's neck and shoulders, concentrating on the erogenous zone where her neck and shoulder met.
"Oh, my, Ben," Emily groaned as another soft orgasm rolled over her.
Now was the time, Ben knew. If he fucked her forcibly now, instead of peaking, Emily's orgasm would climb and climb until she blasted off the cliff at the top of Mount Orgasmic. Ben planned on diving off that cliff with her, so as he thrust forcefully into her, Ben pulled down on Emily's shoulders, crushing his pubic bone against Emily's clitoris.
"Ugh," Emily grunted as Ben smashed into her. "Ugh, ugh, ugh."
Harder and harder, Ben pounded. Faster and faster, Emily climbed the trail to her sexual peak. Finally, with their bodies sheened with sweat, Emily and Ben stood at Mount Orgasmic's cliff edge again. Looking deeply into each other's eyes, they leapt off together.
The effect was cataclysmic. As Ben roared his orgasm into Emily's mouth, Emily screamed hers back at him. Twitching, jerking and humping together in a frenzy, the coupled pair came time and time again until they both sagged back onto the mattress, totally exhausted and completely satiated. Forcing his tired arms to work, Ben lifted himself and rolled off Emily onto his back.
Rolling so she could lay her head on Ben's shoulder and kiss his neck as she stroked his jaw opposite where she kissed, Emily sighed happily and said, "Wow, Ben! What was that? It was incredible. I never dreamed I could cum so hard. That was, you are, amazing!"
Drifting blissfully, Ben had to agree. Even his early lovemaking with Melanie, the woman he thought would be the only love in his life, paled compared to this.
'Was this love?' Ben wondered. His practical mind denied the possibility, 'She's less than half my age and way smarter than me. She'll finish her degree and then move on to medicine, eventually becoming a doctor. This is only her time to experiment, to learn how to be a good girlfriend and wife for her husband. Don't read any more than that into this, ya big, dumb galoot!'
But Ben fervently wished he was twenty years younger.
Ben began wondering if Emily could go again when her tiny hand wrapped itself around his shaft, and her petite mouth engulfed the head of his rapidly inflating todger. Unskilfully but eagerly, Emily, bobbing her head and stroking her hand swiftly, sucked and milked Ben to hardness.
Taking hold of Emily's head, Ben groaned and said, "Slow down, Emily. Hard and fast is good when I'm about to cum, but you have to lead me there, not force me, okay?"
"Nodding over his cock, Emily slowed her bobs and eased her suction. She still only sucked and bobbed, though.
"That's good, Ems," Ben moaned. "Now, when only the glans are in your mouth, pause to swirl your tongue over them and around the head of my cock, okay?"
Nodding again, Emily did as Ben asked.
"Gawd, Ems, you're a quick learner!" Ben panted. "This time, as you bob down, stroke up with your hand. Then, as you lift your head, stroke down my shaft, keeping a firm, but not hard, grip."
Emily swiftly added that to her repertoire.
"One last step to get to the expert fellatrix level, Ems," Ben sighed, desperately holding his orgasm back. "As you stroke up, give your hand a twisting back and forth motion."
Thinking this was a lot like trying to pat your head as you rubbed your belly, Emily added a slight hand twist to everything else.
''Fuck, yes, Ems!" Ben almost pleaded. "I'm going to cum!"
Remembering what Ben said earlier, Emily bobbed and stroked harder and faster.
"Emily!" Ben warned.
Ben felt Emily smile, and knew what she wanted, so loosening all restraints, he erupted into her greedily sucking mouth.
"FAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK!!!!!!!!!!" Ben growled as he held Emily's head tightly, keeping her still.
His hips bucking and twitching, Ben unloaded what seemed like a bucket of semen into Emily's willing mouth. Gulping gamely, Emily swallowed it all.
Then leaning back, Emily smiled triumphantly at her man and said, "Good, huh?"
Ben reached for her to pull her into a hug and kiss. Emily tried to turn away, muttering, "cum mouth". But Ben wouldn't let her. Tilting Emily's full lips up by lifting her chin with his fingers, Ben ran his tongue around Emily's lips and along her teeth. Then as Emily's mouth parted slightly, Ben slid his tongue inside to touch hers.
Pulling back, Emily asked, "You don't mind kissing me with your cum on my lips and in my mouth?"
"Ems," Ben replied. "You just gave me the best blowjob a girl can give. So why wouldn't I want to kiss you for doing that for me?"
The only other two blow jobs Emily had given, the boys had refused to kiss her for the rest of the night. So, Ben kissing her so fervently after he'd cum in her mouth was a beautiful surprise. But Ben had a bigger surprise for her. Suddenly grabbing Emily behind her knees, Ben pulled her onto her back and forced her knees back and apart, "My turn," Ben growled as he eagerly went down on her.
Emily only faintly protested, but when Ben's questing tongue found her clitoris, Emily quit complaining and became obsessed with climbing Cum Mountain again. Testing waters, Ben dipped his index finger into Emily's pussy before twirling that finger around her rosebud. Not sure about what Ben was doing, Emily stiffened, but she didn't protest, so Ben repeated the process. This time, Emily's starfish fluttered open at Ben's touch instead of clenching shut, and the tip of Ben's finger slipped a little into her ass.
Encouraged, Ben ran more of Emily's natural lubrication down to her ass. When Ben's index next touched her little brown ring, Emily relaxed and let the finger slip inside.
'It doesn't feel bad,' Emily thought. 'It doesn't feel good, either. But Ben wants me to experience this, so I'll relax and let him take me on this journey, too.'
Emily wrongly assumed that Ben wanted to take her anally. She'd never even played with her own ass in a sexual manner, so she had nothing to compare these new sensations to. But if Ben wanted to fuck her in the ass, Emily would let him and try to enjoy it.
Transferring more of Emily's arousal, Ben slowly forced Emily's rear door open enough for him to insert his whole finger. When Ben was satisfied Emily could take his finger readily, he forcefully shoved his thumb into her vulva as he pushed his finger into her ass. Then, pinching finger and thumb gently together, forcing his thumb's knuckle against Emily's G-spot, Ben pulled firmly downwards, lashing his tongue across Emily's clitoris simultaneously.



Surprised by the sudden, intense sensation, Emily leapt over the last two bases on Mount Orgasmic and straight off the cliff into a screamed orgasm.
Wailing like a banshee, Emily came and came until, with one last whined exhale, she passed out. Smiling, Ben lay on his side and turned Emily so he could spoon with her as she slept.
Nigel and Gin...
Nigel and Gin came home just in time to hear Emily's final screamed orgasm. Looking at each other and laughing, as well as more than a little aroused at the sexy scream they heard, Nigel and Gin rushed through the house to Nigel's room. Gin was busily pulling Nigel's pants down before Nigel got the door fully closed.
All about Nigel...
Nigel's upbringing was about as normal as it gets. He was one of three kids and the eldest by quite some margin. In an industrial accident, Nigel's father, Bart, lost his left leg below the knee. Not having income support meant that despite WorkCover funding Bart's recovery, his parents had no money to spare for raising more children for several years. Luckily, Bart and Nancy were young when they'd 'accidentally' had Nigel.
"Best thing I ever did was knock your mother up," his dad regularly growled at Nigel and the other two kids, Brett and Kimberly. "She's been my life and rock ever since I did. But if you kids are stupid enough not to use protection until you're ready to have kids, I'll knock your damned heads together!"
"Best thing I did was forget to take my pill," Nancy added. "I'd probably never have gotten married to your father if I hadn't. We were both young and having a lot of fun when I got pregnant. But I'm glad I did, as he's been my rock as much as I've been his."
It took Bart and Nancy seven hard-fought years to stabilise their financial position after Bart's accident. As soon as it was, Nancy immediately threw her pills away and tried to get pregnant. She and Bart had Brett and Kimberly as close together as possible. When Nancy announced she was pregnant for the third time, Bart made an appointment to be 'fixed', and they set about raising their family.
Nigel knew he was gay almost as soon as he was old enough to know about these things. His mum suspected, but hadn't said anything to Nigel or his dad. Hitting puberty confirmed to himself that he had no attraction to girls but loved the thought of being with a man.
Not sure of how his parents would react, Nigel kept his sexual orientation to himself until the night of his eighteenth birthday. That night, he caught a cab into Brisbane's Valley nightclub area, entered The Beat nightclub, a well-known gay bar, and allowed himself to be picked up.
The man Nigel chose to be his first lover was close to ten years older than he. When they got to William's (Will) place, Nigel explained he was a virgin and, up to this point, hadn't even touched a dick that wasn't his own. To Nigel's delight and relief, Will slowly, gently and beautifully introduced him to homosexual love.
First, Will sat Nigel down on his couch and offered Nigel a beer. Then, handing the bottle to Nigel, Will sat down close to, but not touching, Nigel. Giving his potential new lover time to relax and ease into things, Will asked Nigel questions about his life.
"What do you do for a living?" Will asked.
"I'm in my final year at High School."
"So you're eighteen?"
"Yes, today is my birthday."
"Couldn't wait another minute, huh?" Will teased.
Nigel blushed, "I wanted to make sure what I was doing was legal, in case dad freaked out, you know?"
"I sure do," Will acknowledged. "When I told my dad I was gay, he totally lost it and threw me out of the house. Luckily, mum turned him around, and although he's not 100% comfortable about it, we get along okay now."
"Yeah, I'm a little worried my dad will be the same. He's a bit of an old-school guy with a shearer's singlet, stubbies, flip-flops, and a beer belly, you know?"
Will placed a hand on Nigel's knee, and Nigel looked at it fascinatedly. Would it stay there? Or would Will slowly drag the hand up onto Nigel's throbbingly erect cock? Nigel hoped for the latter, of course.
"Where will you go to college?" Will queried.
"I'll do a computer and information degree through Griffith University at Nathan. I'm already accepted and will start in early March.
Turning to face Nigel, Will slid his hand a little more onto Nigel's inner thigh and traced slowly up to Nigel's tented zipper.
"Why don't you take that out, Nigel?" Will whispered. "It looks like it's being crushed in there."
Eagerly, Nigel leant back, unzipped and pulled his thick 9+ inch cock out through his fly.
"OMG, Nigel," Will moaned as Nigel's enormous cock sprang into view, "That thing's huge! What a waste to have kept it hidden for all these years."
Licking his lips, Will said, "May I touch it?"
Blushing, Nigel nodded, and Will wrapped his hand softly around Nigel's throbbing shaft. Unfortunately, even that small amount of stimulation was too much for Nigel, and with a grunt, he came. Not willing to waste Nigel's first orgasm caused by another, Will bent over and took the erupting organ in his mouth.
After swallowing Nigel's first gift, Will sat back, wiped his lips, and smiled at Nigel, "You weren't kidding, huh? You really are a virgin. Was that your first time cumming with someone else?"
Nigel blushed and dropped his eyes. Then, a little ashamed at his callowness, Nigel mumbled, "Yes."
"Then I'm doubly pleased you chose me," Will stated, lowering his mouth back onto Nigel's cock.
Not sure what to do with his hands, Nigel put them behind his head, leant back and groaned as Will took over two-thirds of his dick into his mouth. Then, working gently, Will shifted Nigel's pants down, exposing Nigel's cock, balls and perineum. Next, encouraging Nigel to sit on the sofa's edge, Will cupped Nigel's big, meaty balls and stretched his fingers along Nigel's taint towards his ass. Will then wrapped his hand around Nigel's engorged shaft short of his gag reflex and began to suck and milk Nigel.
Nigel managed to last more than two pumps this time. But not by too many. Groaning vociferously, Nigel squirted a second gift into his first lover's softly sucking mouth.
"That's good, Nigel," Will encouraged. "You'll gain better control after you've cum three or four times, so don't be bothered about it, okay?"
Deciding to let Will lead, Nigel nodded.
"Would you like to see my dick?" Will asked.
Nigel couldn't wait, so he nodded swiftly. Standing, Will slowly dropped his clothes to the floor until he stood in front of Nigel wearing only his clinging boxers. Will's solidly erect, almost 7-inch todger strained against the constraints of his underwear.
"Touch it," Will urged.
Aching with need, Nigel tentatively stretched his right hand out and touched his fingers to where Will's cock pulsed. Then, fascinated by the bulging veins showing through Will's boxers, Nigel ran his hand along Will's shaft.
"Your sexy innocence has me hotter than a firing pistol, Nigel," Will warned. "Keep that up, and I'm going to cum."
Looking up at Will's eyes and asking a silent question with his, Nigel waited for Will's nod before he hooked his fingers in the elastic of Will's shorts and slowly pulled them down. Seeing Will's thick cock bounce as the elastic briefly snagged on it, dragging it down, Nigel couldn't help himself and took another man's dick in his long-fingered hands for the first time.
'Warm,' Nigel thought. 'Just like mine, it's hard but somehow spongy as well. I wonder what he tastes like?'
"Take it your mouth, Nigel," Will urged. "You know you want to."
Unsure of what he was doing, Nigel clumsily accepted Will's cock's head into his mouth. Nigel had researched blow jobs, as well as watched plenty of porn, so he knew to ensure his first lover's cock stayed away from his teeth. But some of the intricate moves he'd seen the stars of the porn he'd watched do seemed a little beyond him. So Nigel contented himself with sucking Will's shaft and swirling his tongue around Will's crown and across his glans.
It was enough for Will. The excitement of being the recipient of this virgin's first blow job had Will on the precipice of an orgasm.
Tapping Nigel's shoulder, Will breathily said, "I'm going to cum, Nigel. Where do you want it?"
'Down my throat, of course,' Nigel thought but didn't say. Instead, he continued to suck, swirl and gently bob.
"Gawd, Nigel," Will groaned, then unloaded into Nigel's insistently sucking mouth.
"Some practice, and you'll be good at that, Nigel. You gave an exceptional first performance, though," Will reassured him. "I've had worse blow jobs from guys who have had sex for years."
Wanting to see how far Nigel was prepared to go, Will sat beside Nigel and took Nigel's cock in his hand. Then, turning so he could place his forehead against Nigel's, Will moved his chin forwards and lightly kissed Nigel's lips. Feeling Will's lips on his shocked and excited Nigel. So, he returned the kiss before letting Will's tongue find his. Nigel reached for Will's penis and was delighted to find it was already erect.
"Do you have lube and protection, Nigel?"
When Nigel shook his head, Will added, "If you're going out to hook up, always take some with you, okay? There are always many so-called straight and married guys, and homosexual sluts, looking for an ass to fuck, and they won't have protection or lube with them, but they'll bareback you at the drop of a hat. You deserve any disease you catch if you're foolish enough to let them. So, always take protection with you, okay? The old saying, right? It's better you have them and don't need them than need them but not have them.
"It's all good tonight, though. I have them. I'll be right back."
A few seconds later, Will hurried back into the lounge carrying a bottle of sex lube and about a half-dozen condoms. Neither Nigel nor Will had flagged even slightly in Will's brief absence, So Will dropped to his knees in front of Nigel and sucked Nigel's massive erection back into his mouth. Next, Will ripped open a condom package, placed the rubber between his lips and teeth, and then bobbed back down on Nigel's shaft, sheathing Nigel's todger as he did.
Now that Nigel's impressive wang was encased in protection, Will poured some lube on his hand and oiled up Nigel's cock. Next, Will poured some more lube out and bent to smear it around his rosebud. Then, shoving two fingers into his ass, Will ensured his love canal was ready to take Nigel into it.
Will wanted to feel Nigel's enormous crotch rocket sliding into his ass so badly that he hurriedly turned around and backed back until he felt his ass pressing against Nigel, "Hold your cock and guide me onto you, okay, babe?"
Holding his gigantic tool in one hand and Will's hip in the other, Nigel guided Will until Will's ass hovered over the head of his cock, "Squat down there," Nigel encouraged.
Lowering himself, Nigel felt Nigel's hot, precum-seeping head at the entry to his starfish. Then, with a deeply satisfied sigh, Will relaxed his muscles and let himself sink onto Nigel's wang. Will gave only the slightest twitch as Nigel's massive tool split open his knot. From there on, he only experienced a delightful feeling of filled completion as he sank until his ass rested against Nigel's pelvis with Nigel fully seated inside him.
"Fucking awesome, Nigel," Will groaned. "Give me a chance to get used to your size, and then you can fuck me, okay?"
When he'd headed out this evening hoping to lose his virginity, Nigel would have been satisfied if he had found someone willing to blow him and be blown by him. To have found an attentive and giving partner for his first sexual experience was more than Nigel could have dreamed for.
''I hope Will will fuck me, too,' he thought. 'Then I'd have done everything, sexually, a man can do with one partner all in the same night.'
Nigel could concentrate on these thoughts because, although he was inside someone for the first time, that someone wasn't moving. Unfortunately, Will took that moment to lustfully groan and start lifting and lowering himself up and down, Nigel's colossal wang.
Leaning back, Will took one of Nigel's hands and guided it onto his turgid cock, "Stroke me as you fuck me, please. You'll probably cum quickly, but don't worry about it, okay? You'll improve with practice, and I'm not bothered with today."
As if Will's words summoned his semen, Nigel roared, grabbed Will's hips, and thrust hard into his first lover's arse as his cock erupted inside Will's colon.
Embarrassed, Nigel whispered, "Sorry."
But Will laughed happily, "All good, my horny big-dicked man. You haven't even softened at all. Keep fucking me, and I'm sure you'll be good to go again."
Will was correct, Nigel found. Will's anal cavity still gripped delightfully on his rock-hard todger, and Nigel soon felt another orgasm approaching. But Nigel had now popped three times and had greater control of his arousal. By carefully considering his last calculus exam and thinking about the one question he wasn't sure he had answered correctly, Nigel kept thrusting up at Will as Will pushed down on him.
Remembering what Will had asked, Nigel snaked his right hand around Will's hip and grasped Will's nicely thick, almost 7-inch dick.
"That's good, Nigel," Will puffed. Don't squeeze quite so hard, and if you can reach the lube, put some on your hand and stroke instead of pulling me, okay?"
The lube was in easy reach, so Nigel soon had his oiled hand sliding deliciously up and down Will's copiously leaking cock.
"Fuck me harder, lover. Stroke me faster at the same time. I'm only barely holding on, Nigel. So come in my ass, and I'll cum with you, okay?"
Nigel growled and nodded, his need to orgasm suddenly urgent, "I'm cumming right now, Will. Here it comes!"
Both men ejaculated at the same time. Nigel's filling an already full condom, and Will's splashing over Nigel's hand and onto the floor.
"Follow me down to the showers, Nigel. I'll wash you and get your ass ready to take my cock, okay?"
On shaky legs, Nigel tottered after Will to the bathroom. When they got there, Will adjusted the water temperature to just short of scalding and insisted Nigel follow him in. It was too hot for Nigel, but he soon found the water soothing away his minor aches and tiredness.
Even though Will was slightly shorter than the 6-foot (183 cm) Nigel, Will stood behind him. Using a soaped loofa, Will washed Nigel's back, chest, stomach, and armpits. Then, dropping the loofa, Will picked up a washer and cleaned Nigel's ass, ass crack and taint. Then, making Nigel turn around, Will knelt and ensured Nigel's cock and balls were meticulously clean. When satisfied, Will sucked Nigel back into his mouth and was delighted to feel Nigel growing as he sucked.
Picking up the loofa, Will stood, turned and said, "Your turn." Handing Nigel the loofa.
Nigel washed Will as industriously as Will had cleansed him. Then, copying what Will did, Nigel knelt on the shower floor and took Will's rapidly inflating cock into his mouth.
"That's good, Nigel," Will gasped. "You're a quick learner."
Nigel cupped Will's tight nut sack and hollowed his cheeks out by sucking hard on Will's cock.
"Stop!" Will groaned. "If I cum in your mouth, I doubt I'll be able to get back up to cum in your ass, okay?"
Agreeing, Nigel stood up.
"My bedroom okay? Or do you want to fuck on the couch?" Will queried.
"The bed sounds good," Nigel mumbled.
When they reached the room, Nigel hesitatingly asked, "Where do you want me? On my back, or...?"
"You're probably too tall for me to fuck you doggy for your first time, Nigel. I can do it, but it'll be a bit rough and ready, and I don't think that's the best way for you to lose your virginity. If you were shy, I'd suggest you lie on your stomach, and I'll do you from behind. That way, you wouldn't have to look at me. But I'm thinking you really want this, so we'll fuck as lovers do. Face to face, with me on top. After that, if we can still go, you can ride me, okay?"
"Sounds good," Nigel replied. Then he thought, "As lovers do. So, you're going to kiss me, huh?"
"If you want me to."
"Yes, please."
"Then jump up on the bed, lover. I'll duck back to the lounge to grab the lube and condoms."
Will returned to find Nigel nervously fidgeting on the bed, unsure what to do.
"This time, it's all about you, okay, Nigel? All you have to do is relax and enjoy it. Let me show you how beautiful man love can be."
Nigel took a deep breath and slowly exhaled, relaxing his muscles as he did. Seeing Nigel relax, Will sat, then knelt on the bed before gently encouraging Nigel to lift and spread his knees. Nigel's nervousness had slightly dampened his arousal, so Will took the time to lick softly and then suck Nigel's flagging dick.
Nigel moaned, and blood poured back into his cock, bringing him back to maximum rigidity. Then, pushing Nigel's legs back and up, Will slid his mouth and tongue lower onto Nigel's taint and finally onto his rosebud. Nigel's groaned acceptance encouraged Will to continue, and he slowly added moisture with his tongue before introducing the tip of his finger to Nigel's starfish. At the first touch, Nigel jerked, and his sphincter closed tightly down. But with another soft exhale, Nigel forced himself to let go, and his rosebud fluttered partly open.
"Good boy," Will hummed. "More tongue and then some lube, okay?"
At Nigel's nod, Will rimmed his ass, homing swiftly onto the centre and forcefully tonguing it. Nigel's groans intensified, and Will slid his index finger gently into Nigel's ass.
Will's finger slipped in to the second knuckle easily, "You've been practising, you naughty boy," Will teased.
"With the handle of my hairbrush," Nigel responded.
Surprised, Will asked, "Can you take it readily?"
Nigel shook his head, "Not readily, but after some practice, yes.
"Good, that will make it easier," Will stated as he removed his finger to add some lube.
Pouring a generous amount of lube on his fingers, Will slowly inserted his index finger into Nigel's ass before carefully inserting his middle finger. Luckily for Nigel, Will had seen too many virgin men turned off by anal sex because their first lover was too rough with them. As a result, Will ensured all his first-time lovers were treated well and loved being anally penetrated.
Satisfied Nigel could readily accept him, Will put a condom on and lubed his head and shaft. Then, pushing Nigel's knees back, he asked, "Ready for me, lover?"
Introducing the head of his cock to Nigel's gaping starfish, Will slowly but firmly pushed in until his hairy pelvis rested against Nigel's ass. A quick grunt blasted from Nigel as Will's thick cock broke his knot open, but once it gave way, Nigel felt more aroused than he'd ever been in his short life.
"Oh, fuck, Will! Oh, fuck, does that feel good! Fuck me, lover, fuck me like the bitch slut I am."
Nigel was bucking rhythmically up at Will's thrusting cock as he wrapped his legs around Will and urged Will to fuck him.
'I'm definitely gay," Nigel confirmed to himself. 'This feels right, feels natural.' Suddenly Nigel twitched and grunted, 'WTF was that?' He wondered. Then Will did it again. 'Good Lawd,' Nigel thought. 'I'm going to cum from being fucked in the ass! I didn't even know that was possible!'
Will, who'd been tenderly stroking into Nigel, was unhappy at Nigel's lack of response. He could see Nigel liked having him inside him, but Nigel wasn't bucking and grunting as Will thought he should be. Swiftly realising the problem, Will pushed Nigel's legs further back, and the head of Will's cock scraped across Nigel's prostate, his P-spot.
Nigel bucked, spasmed and grunted under him. Smiling, Will thought, 'Got you now, my little anal virgin.'



Will held Nigel still and pulled all but the tip of his thick cock out of Nigel before slowly sliding it all back in, keeping his cock in contact with Nigel's prostate the whole journey.
Nigel jumped and spasmed again, and his moans grew progressively more insistent, "Good, good, good! SO FUCKING GOOD!" Nigel bellowed as his jism exploded between Will's and his body.
Having Nigel's cum shoot unexpectedly between them and having Nigel's ass grip and spasm on the head of his cock sent Will roaring into his climax, too. Now pounding Nigel furiously, Will ejected squirt after squirt into the rubber he wore.
Holding the base of the rubber, Will pulled out of Nigel, peeled the condom off, wrapped it in tissues and dropped it into the bin, "Another quick shower, then you can decide whether to stay here tonight or head home."
"What do you want?" Nigel asked.
"Stay, then I can spoon and fuck you in the morning. Your wang is way too big for me to take again any time soon," Will stated, voicing a problem that would plague Nigel until Gloria and Gin fixed it years later.
"I need to think, Will. I hope you don't mind me heading home."
"Feeling guilty?" Will asked, knowing that was a common reaction from first-time being fucked by a man, guys.
Nigel shook his head, "No. I've always known I was gay. Tonight merely confirmed it. But, I was going to make this a one-time thing and keep my homosexuality a secret from mum and dad until I left home. But I want to do this again, and there's no way I can do that and not let mum and dad know. Plus, I need to know how my brother and sister will react when they find out."
"I understand," Will said. "Do you want my number? Or, if you prefer, I'm at The Beat most Friday and Saturday nights. We can always hook up there again."
Smiling, Nigel answered, "Number, please. I'll call you now, so you have mine. I'd love to hook up again, but do I have to wait a whole week to do it?"
Will stated his number, and Nigel added it to his contacts list. Then he phoned Will, and Will did the same.
"Call me any night you're available, lover. Will stated. "I'd love another chance to fuck that tight ass of yours."
"I'll let you know how things go and make a time from there," Nigel answered. Then, thinking about possible ramifications, Nigel asked, "If dad kicks me out, can I crash here for a few nights? I don't have anyone I'm close enough to to explain why mum and dad kicked me out."
"As long as it's only for a few days, lover, then sure. But nothing permanent, okay?"
"It would only be for long enough to arrange my student assistance package through The DHS, Will. Once that's happened, I can get my own place."
Kissing Nigel softly on the lips, Will said, "Good luck," and escorted Nigel to the door.
Nigel caught a cab home, then, despite no sleep, waited until his mum and dad were up and sitting at the kitchen table.
"How did your first night at a nightclub go, honey?" Nancy asked.
"Good, mum," Nigel carefully answered. "I worked some things out."
"So you're finally ready to admit you're gay?" His father asked, shocking Nigel to his core.
"You knew?" Nigel disbelievingly asked.
"Nigel, I think the only one that wasn't sure was you," Nigel's mother said kindly. "Brett and Kimberly have both asked us if you're gay. We didn't answer them, of course. We told them to ask you, but only if you mentioned something first."
"Fuck!" Nigel swore. "Why didn't you say anything?"
"We waited for you to choose when to come out, son. We hoped you knew we loved you enough not to care."
"Wow," Nigel said. "So I've been obsessing and stressing about telling you for nothing!"
"Nothing other than you becoming a rapist or granny killer would bother us, Nigel," his dad stated. "But, even then, we'd still love you and continue to love you after we'd handed your sick ass to the cops."
Hugging his parents as tears streamed down everyone's faces, Nigel told them how much he loved them and how grateful he was that he was their son.
"There is a wrinkle, though, Nigel," his dad said.
"What's that, dad?"
"I'm getting too old to keep up the heavy physical work the company requires, Nigel. Especially with my prosthetic leg, I can't keep up any more."
Worried, Nigel asked, "Are you going to lose your job, dad? I can put Uni off and help with costs until Brett and Kimberly are old enough to leave home."
Bart huffed out a laugh, "Quite the contrary, Nigel. The company wants me to take over the supervisor's role at our main site."
"But that's in Gladstone, isn't it?"
"Hence the wrinkle, son."
"It's cool, guys," Nigel said. "I can get assistance through the government's Aus study program and get a unit somewhere near the Uni. I'll come up and see you guys during the semester breaks. I was already planning on moving out of home anyway when I went to college."
"Didn't think your oldies would be comfortable letting another young man sleepover so you can have sex, huh?"
"Got it in one, dad."
"As long as everything was above board and legal, Nigel, it wouldn't have bothered us at all. I doubt if your brother or sister would care, either."
Sometime after this conversation, when Nigel had finished his Master's in Information Technology, he joined Ben's household.
Mark and Beverley's place...
A little after 4.00 pm on Tuesday after Ben's party, Barry and Gloria arrived at her parent's place. On the two-hour trip from Barry's unit, Barry had agreed that Gloria would remove her engagement ring and Barry, in the old-fashioned way, would ask Mark, her father, for permission to marry his daughter.
Excited and a little nervous, Gloria and Barry walked through the unlocked door of her parent's basement. Gloria directed Barry this way because the basement's door was never locked. Gloria's dad's car was parked in the garage, but her mother's car wasn't there. So Gloria assumed they would be out together and wanted to sit in the lounge and wait for them.
Instead of an empty house, Gloria found her father dressed as a woman, on his hands and knees, his short skirt hiked up above his ass and with Ben viciously ploughing his ass. Ben had moved his car to the street after he'd finished fucking Beverly so Beverly could head out to the shops, and Gloria hadn't noticed it. Mark and Ben thought it was fortuitous that they got time to pursue Mark's kink. But Beverly, unbeknown to her two favourite men, knew of her husband's crossdressing and supported it. So she left to give him and Ben time to play.
"You like my cock in your ass, Marjorie, huh?" Ben demanded as he fucked Gloria's father.
Ben didn't notice Barry and Gloria's arrival until Mark stood and fled from the room.
Ben, naked, with his thick cock still bouncing and throbbing with need, looked at Gloria and said, "Oh, fuck!"
Barry didn't know where to look or what to think. Speechless, he turned to his newly betrothed to find Gloria doubled over laughing.
"Jaysus, Ben!" Gloria chortled. "I suppose, if I had a sibling, you'd fuck them, too? What about my grandparents? Have you fucked them as well?"
Deciding it was too late for modesty, Ben walked naked over to the basement's fridge, popped open a beer and sat on the couch he'd been fucking Gloria's father on.
"In answer to your questions, Miss Swanson. Yes, assuming your brother was also a crossdressing cock sucker or your sister wanted me to. And no, I don't think I've met them. But is your grandma good-looking? Maybe I should look her up."
Ben looked Barry and Gloria over, then smirking, he said, "I see you two have gotten close. Has Gloria made you eat cum out of her pussy yet, Baz?"
Slapping Ben's head, Gloria admonished, "Just because I caught you in a compromising position doesn't give you the right to embarrass my fiancé or me."
'Oh, shit,' Gloria thought. 'I just let the cat out of the bag.'
Yeah, you're right, Gloria," Ben apologised. "I was being a dick. Forgive me, both of you, please."
Gloria and Barry said he was apologising for nothing.
"What are you going to tell Beverly?" Ben asked.
"About?"
"Mark's crossdressing, and me fucking him."
"She already knows, Ben. Why do you think she conveniently goes out after you've fucked her?"
"I thought it was to give Mark time to get out of the closet before she makes him eat my cum out of her ass and pussy."
Gloria laughed, "It's because dad is still in the closet when it comes to admitting his crossdressing and liking cock. But, seriously? Does he really think after all the years he and mum have been married and playing, she'd be bothered that he likes to dress as a woman and be fucked as if he was one?"
"Mark loves your mother more than he loves himself, Gloria. And you know how rare that is! Mark would die if he felt he'd lost your mum's love and respect."
"Wait here with Barry, Ben. I need to go find daddy."
Gloria's father was where she suspected he'd be --locked in the clothes cupboard in her parent's bedroom. Gloria banged on the cupboard and demanded her father come out and talk to her.
"Go away," Mark wailed.
"No, daddy. It's time this charade ended. Mother and I have known about your crossdressing and you and Ben for years. Now get your ass out here."
"You what?"
"We know you crossdress, and we know you and Ben fuck, dad. And we don't care. Now stop being silly and come out of the closet."
Sniffling, Mark opened the door and confronted his daughter. Mark's tears had smeared his mascara and makeup across his face. He looked like a wreck.
"Go wash the makeup off and get changed, dad. I'll meet you in the lounge. Or, if you'd prefer, touch up your makeup and meet me in the lounge."
"Can I take the makeup off but stay dressed?" Mark asked.
"Jaysus, daddy! I'm your daughter. You tell me what to do, I don't tell you!"
"Then I'll redo my makeup and wait with you for Beverly to come home. You're right, it's time I confessed I'm a freak."
Gloria rolled her eyes, "Feeling sorry for yourself doesn't cut it, dad. Hear me well, father of mine. Neither my mother nor I think any less of you because you like to crossdress and suck cock, got it?"
Like a ray of sunshine breaking through threatening clouds, Mark smiled, "Do you think she'd let me go to one of our parties dressed like this?"
"I think she'd love to go with you dressed like this."
"So, pumpkin. What brings you home on a Tuesday night?"
"Barry has something important to ask you, dad."
A lot more like his usual playful self, Mark teased, "You going to make that poor boy marry you, pumpkin?"
"I want to give you grandkids, dad. But I won't do that out of wedlock."
"And he's the one, huh?"
"I think so, daddy. But I want you and mum to check him out first, okay?"
"Okay, pumpkin. I need to get rid of my girlie panties and put my big boy britches back on for this. Send Ben home and wait with your man on the couch."
Gloria marched back to the basement and told Ben to fuck off home.
"You and I will have words when I get back, Mister Stokes. Then you can tie me up and fuck me to apologise. Now fuck off whilst I fix the mess you and daddy made."
Ben dressed and headed home.
Regretfully watching Ben tuck his thick 7-inch cock into his undies, Gloria turned to Barry, "You bothered by any of this? Are we still getting married?"
"You'll let Ben tie you up and fuck you when you're with him next?"
"Yes," Gloria confirmed. "Do you want Ben to take some pictures or video?"
"No, but can I be there and watch? Maybe get some pointers?"
Laughing, Gloria asked, "Do you want to hide in Ben's closet?"
"No. I'd rather sit on a chair and watch."
"You can't join in."
"Can I toss off?"
"If Ben says you can, then yes."
"Can I tie you up, and do you like that?"
"Gawd, yes, Barry. Look, baby, I top because virtually no one is strong enough to dominate me. But I love playing the baby girl, yeah? So if you can be strong enough to make me submit, I will, okay?"
"Has anyone made you submit?"
"Only Ben, baby."
Crestfallen, Barry said, "You love him, don't you?"
"No, Baz. I love you, and only you. I lust for Ben. He makes my motor run, you know? But I'd never marry him because it'd be a disaster for both of us. But I want to marry you, and I long to be your wife, Barry. Believe me, please."
"But only if I can be like your father, right?"
Gloria grinned, "Well, Baz. You don't need to crossdress. Not unless you want to."
Barry segued into a direction Beverly didn't anticipate.
"If I could convince John Murray to teach me how to look as beautiful as he does as Olivia, would you like it?"
Gloria was stunned, but before she could answer, her father strode into the room.
"This is your man, pumpkin?" He asked.
"Yes, daddy."
Looking fiercely at Barry, Mark said, "You have something to ask me, young man?"
"Yes, sir," Barry gulped, shocked at the transformation from effeminate cock sucker to masculine father Mark had made.
Making his voice almost stentorian, Mark said, "Leave us, pumpkin. This is a discussion for men, not their women."
Grinning because she remembered how guilty that voice always made her feel, Gloria walked out of the room. Gloria, in her teens, had been terrified of her father's disapproval before she realised her father was a pussy cat that loved her beyond reason.
Turning to his soon-to-be son-in-law, Mark said, "Ask away."
"With your permission, Mr Swanson. I'd like to ask for Gloria's hand in marriage."
"And if I refuse?"
"I'll still ask Gloria to marry me, Sir."
"You haven't done so already?"
"I have, Sir. But we'd like you to give your permission."
"What did my daughter say?"
"Yes, Sir."
Wanting to warn Barry what he was in for, Mark softened his expression and said, "You know how Gloria's mother is, Barry, right? You know I'm a crossdressing, voyeuristic cock sucker? And you know Gloria will want you to be the same. Are you happy with that?"
Smiling, Barry answered, "Well, Sir. Gloria says I don't need to crossdress if I don't want to."
It suddenly all came together for Mark, "You're Baz4173, aren't you?"
Blushing, Barry admitted he was.
"We've masturbated together on cam, Barry. Do you know that?"
Barry made the connection, "Marjorie4350, right?"
"Yes."
After his experiences with his best friend, Neil, Barry couldn't help his eyes dropping to Mark's groin.
"I could suck that for real, Sir. If you want me to."
"Probably not a good idea Baz. But I'll talk with my wife, okay?"
Filling his lungs with air, Mark leant back and bellowed, "Pumpkin, come in here, please."
Gloria walked into the room.
"You did as I asked, pumpkin," Mark said. "But you listened at the lounge's doorway, right?"
Embarrassed because she'd been caught out, Gloria quietly answered, "Yes, daddy."
"And?"
"I don't care if you and Barry get it on, daddy. But I don't want to watch my husband sucking my daddy's cock."
"I'll never let your husband suck me off, baby. You already know that."
"Yes, dad."
"I can't speak for your mother. I gave that right up the day I married her, but you two have my blessing."
"Thanks, dad," Gloria delightedly said.
"Thanks for what?" Beverly queried as she strode into the lounge.
"Barry has asked for our daughter's hand in marriage, Beverly. What do you say?"
"Dunno," Beverly drawled. "Is he any good in bed?"
"Aww, mum," Gloria teased back. "You just want an excuse to fuck him."
"Not if he's your man, daughter mine. That's a bridge too far even for me. But I'll happily fuck his daddy again."
Turning to Barry, Beverly added, "You two have my blessing as well. But fair warning, Baz. Being married to my daughter is not going to be easy. You'll have to accept a lot and witness and even participate in things most couples would divorce over the first time they happened. Are you prepared for that?"
"Barry and I already discussed this, mum."
"Hush, Gloria," Beverly commanded. "You could entice the Pope into a three-way with you, you're that damned sexy. I need to hear it from Barry without you twisting his emotions into a pretzel."
"I'm sure I want to be with Gloria, Mrs Swanson. I'll work out the rest from there. She's already fucked my best friend after she accepted my ring."
"You were okay with that?"
"Gloria asked me to kiss her cheek, pat her bottom, and send me off to fix his and my friendship..."
"And he did, mum!" Gloria said proudly.
"You can fill me in on the details as to how you fucking Barry's best friend helped repair their relationship later, Glory Girl. But, well done, Baz. There will be many more like that, though. Will you cope?"
"Yes, I think I can, Mrs Swanson."
"Oh, FFS, Baz! Bev, Beverly, or mum is fine!"
Although Beverly accepted that Baz and her daughter would marry, she harboured doubts. She knew what she and Mark had was rare and worried Baz wouldn't cope and the marriage would be over before it really started.
"This is all very sudden, don't you think?" Beverly asked.
"You already said yes, mum."
"And I meant it, but I'm worried about you, Glory Girl. I'm your mum. I get to do that."
"Barry, from the get-go, accepted me, mum. He saw what I was like at Ben's party and wanted to be with me anyway. Then, to show me how much he wanted to change so he could be my man, Barry invited his best friend to double-team me. How awesome is that?"
Turning to Barry, Beverly raised an eyebrow and asked, "You did that? You invited your friend? Gloria didn't tell you to?"
"Yes, Mrs... ahh, Beverly. I instigated that for Beverly and for me. I needed to know if I could do it. It didn't go as I planned, though."
"Let me guess. Instead of you and your friend fucking my daughter, my daughter and you fucked your friend?"
Blushing fit to explode but determined to prove his worth, Barry said, "Yes, Beverly. We all had a lot of fun. But then Neil, my friend, fucked my ass, and he freaked out. So Gloria had to go and sort him out."
"You're bisexual?"
"After last night, yes, I guess I am."
Beverly suddenly pulled Barry in for a hug, then, with a happy tear glistening in her eye, said, "Good luck, you two. I think you'll be good together. Maybe you'll even have kids?"
"I want those in the future, mum," Barry said. "Gloria and I will work that out."
Linking her arm through Barry's, Beverly said, "Let's get a drink and celebrate your nuptials, Baz. We'll order some Uber from our local restaurant and have a family dinner."
As Beverly walked with Barry out of the room, she turned to stare down her husband, "You, Mister Swanson, can go get Marjorie out of the closet and come to dinner as her. When we go to bed, and you've used your tongue to get me off, you can explain to me why you thought I'd have a problem with Ben fucking you. Then, later this week, Mr Stokes can fuck us both with you as Marjorie, got it? But not until Ben has done some apologising and explaining."
Bringing this Chapter to an End.
Mark scampered off to dress as Marjorie in time for dinner. Now that Mark's greatest fear, that Beverly would discover and banish him because of his cock sucking and crossdressing, didn't exist, he felt happier and more relaxed than he had for years."
Seeing his future father-in-law dressed as a woman and how comfortable his fiancé and mother-in-law were with it made Barry determined to explore that side of himself as well.
Ben visited Marjorie and Beverly the following Thursday afternoon. After Mark confirmed it was his insistence that Ben kept their liaisons a secret, Beverly forgave them both. But only after they'd brought her to several orgasms, and Mark ate Ben's cum out of her cunt as Ben fucked Marjorie's ass.
In the following chapters, we'll catch back up with Sarah and Leroy and discover Nigel's plan to use Gin to seduce Ben.



And, reader, what about Emily? Can the young temptress trip Gin into bed as she wishes?
And what is the 'delectable treat' Gloria has planned for Barry?
To be continued.
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The following is a work of fiction. It contains graphic amounts of mother/son, mother/daughter and brother/sister incestuous sex. It also has man-on-man and woman-on-woman sex. If this is not your cup of tea, do not read further.
Keeping the above in mind, please, enjoy the story. If you were kind enough to vote and/or leave a constructive comment, positive or negative, I would be appreciative.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
Hello again, readers. Xavier Johns here. I promised I wouldn't do it, and I didn't want to, but I finally did. I opened my experiment to dads and their daughters. I'll disingenuously blame JoJo and Roxy, but it wasn't truly their fault. Just my devious, perverted mind creating something out of an innocent but very erotic event that occurred.
Let me bring you up to date. Another year has passed since our journey together began. Mum and I are going from strength to strength, and adding JoJo to our 'family' only made things better.
JoJo and I got married late last year, then in a secret, family-only ceremony that had no legal basis, Mum 'married' JoJo and me. One of the few genuine Mother/Son couples I made a movie with is a marriage celebrant. She was ecstatic that JoJo, Mum and I asked her to 'marry' us and conducted the most breathtakingly beautiful ceremony you could imagine. As a result, mum, JoJo and I wear identical wedding rings.
As I write, JoJo's first pregnancy has just been confirmed. JoJo went off the pill after our wedding and fell pregnant only a couple of months later. Mum is over the moon and is already hoping for a girl. I shudder to think what that means! JoJo and I don't care. All we want is a happy, healthy baby.
True to his promise, Jacob completed his three-film trilogy for Peter Peterson Publishing and quit the porn industry. Jacob finished his University studies and became a Certified Accountant. Jacob works for my business, Xavier Recording and Movie Studios, running the books and ensuring we're financially stable.
Jacob is a whiz on the stock market and has almost doubled our investments over the last year. The company we formed, RosboroughJohns Inc., is listed on the exchange, but Bella, JoJo, Jacob, Roxy, and I own and control 75% of the stock. When Charlie reaches twenty-one, assuming he shows his worth, we'll all split our shares and welcome him as a full partner. Currently, the five of us contribute Charlie's sixth share into a trust fund for him.
One of the first purchases RosboroughJohns made was the walled compound we all now live in. The compound is on the back road from Nimbin to Lismore and is practically invisible from the road. The compound stretches over ten hectares and currently only has the two houses. One for JoJo, Bella, and me. The other for Roxy, Jacob, and Charlie. There's plenty of room for a third house. If Charlie marries or wants to have a permanent live-in partner, RosboroughJohns will build him a house.
The Johns and Rosborough families are still intimately involved with each other. Bella (mum) and I still live as husband, wife and wife with JoJo. Roxy, Jacob and Charlie live as wife, husband and husband. All six of us are sexually active with the other members of our 'family'. Mum (Bella) regularly gets it on with Jacob and Charlie. Sometimes individually, sometimes together. Roxy, JoJo and I are regular sexual partners, as is JoJo, my mum and Roxy.
In addition, Jacob, JoJo, and Charlie fuck. Sometimes with me, sometimes with Bella, occasionally with Bella and me, and often all six of us romp together. No hole on anybody is sacrosanct, no couplings forbidden, and, most importantly, no judgement or jealousy is allowed. The only rule is that everything must be consensual. No, means no. No arguing. If the one you've chosen to couple with doesn't want to, for whatever reason, find one of your other five choices to do it with.
Our family works well, but it's not for everybody. We all know that. And if the general public found out, we would be swiftly sanctioned and ostracised. However, I doubt we'd face criminal charges. After all, everybody who lives in our compound is over the legal age of consent, and even though it's incestuous, consenting incest amongst legally aged adults is rarely prosecuted.
In case you haven't read books one and two, let me introduce you to my family.
Xavier Johns: Me, in other words. Child prodigy and almost genius. Owner and operator of Xavier Recording and Movie Studios, now Australia's second-biggest porn studio. I'm twenty-four years old and have a PhD in Psychology. I stand a leanly muscled 6-ft. 2-in. (188 cm), weigh just 165 lbs (75 kg), and have a thick, almost 7-inch cock. I share my mother's delicate features. Women often consider me beautiful instead of handsome, and men peg me as gay. My eyes are the same startling blue as my mother's, and my hair is the same dark brown/black. Bella and I differ in only one respect. My skin colouring is so dark that I'm often mistaken as being Mediterranean, whereas mum's complexion is porcelain white.
Bella Johns: My mother, wife and rock. Mum is rightly proud of her looks. The figures from her modelling portfolio state that mum measures as follows: Height: 5 feet 9 (175 cm). Weight: 121 lbs (55 kg). Measurements: 38-24-34. Her breast size is 38C. At forty-two years old, she looks like a ripely matured Bella Hadid. Her hair is naturally blonde, but she typically dyes it dark brown/black with blood-red highlights. Mum is a medically retired ex-model. A bout of rheumatoid arthritis cruelled her modelling in her early thirties. The arthritis is in remission, and she now lives a full, pain-free life.
Joanne (JoJo) Johns (nee Rosborough): Twenty years old. My legal wife, Bella's officially unrecognised wife, and Roxy's daughter. Jacob and Charlie's sister. If you were to look up a definition of 'lush' in the Urban Street Directory, you wouldn't get a definition. Instead, you'd see a picture of my wife and her mother. Full-breasted and wide-hipped, with a rounded tummy, JoJo really fills out a dress, if you get my drift. Of course, JoJo runs the risk of running to fat with her pregnancy and as she ages. But her mum is the same age as mine and holds her figure well, so I doubt that will happen.
JoJo studies nursing at QUT's Kelvin Grove campus and will graduate this year. It will be a close run between our baby's arrival and the end of her studies. JoJo plans to work, and Bella will look after our child when JoJo and I are at work.
Roxanne (Roxy) Rosborough: Forty-two years old. My mother-in-law, lover, business partner, and porn film co-star. Bella's closest and longest-time friend, co-conspirator and lover. Jacob's, JoJo's, and Charlie's mother, as well as their lover and occasional porn film co-star.
Other than the age difference causing some sag in Roxy's magnificent mammary set, she and JoJo could be sisters. Almost twin sisters, at that. Both have dark red, practically brown hair worn long below their shoulders in beautiful bouncy curves. They share a light complexion with smatterings of freckles across their noses, cheekbones and breasts. Both have wide-set, dark brown eyes, small noses and full kissable lips. JoJo and Roxy are both 44-28-40 with big Double-D tits. A riper, more luscious pair, I cannot imagine ever meeting.
Jacob Rosborough: 24 Years old. Roxy's eldest son, JoJo and Charlie's older brother. My best friend, occasional lover and business partner. Bella, JoJo and Roxy's lover and occasional porn film co-star. Jacob was once the highest-paid male porn star in Peter Peterson Publishing's stable. He now heads up RosboroughJohns Inc. as its chief executive and handles the finances for Xavier Recording and Movie Studios.
Jacob is slightly shorter than me at 6-ft. 1-in. (185 cm) and leaner at 161 lbs (73 kg). With a cock as thick and long as mine, if not slightly longer. He has long, curvy, honey-blonde hair over a deep olive-brown complexion. With his sparkling, bright-blue eyes and calm, self-assured, laid-back demeanour, no few women and many men almost throw themselves at him. Jacob is 100% bisexual. He pitches to women and catches for men.
Charles (Charlie, Chaz) Rosborough: Nineteen years old. Roxy's youngest son and lover. Jacob's and JoJo's younger brother, lover, and occasional porn film co-star. First-year University student studying teaching. Charlie is shorter and heavier than Jacob at 6-ft (183 cm) and 176 lbs (80 kg), but has the same calm assuredness Jacob has. Charlie's cock is only around the 5-in. mark long, but it has an enormous mushroom head. What he lacks in length, he more than makes up for in girth. His looks and complexion closely resemble his mother and sister's.
With the confidence being initiated into sex by his sister, mother, and Bella gave him, Charlie is cutting a broad swathe through the female students in his course. But he says he hasn't found anyone who can hold a candle to his mother or sister.
"They're good for friendship and company, mum," he informed Roxy. "But none of them are as good in bed as your or sis. Rest assured, though. As soon as I find one I can be with like JoJo is with Xav, I'll ask her to marry me."
"Less talking, more licking," Roxy moaned as she held Charlie's head to her clitoris.
Now that's out of the way, let me explain how I finally agreed to do the daddy/daughter experiment.
Jacob and I returned from a meeting with Peter Peterson. Peter was happy with my studio's output but felt I should expand my films into the more traditional porn genres. I explained that I had used my experiments as studies and investigations into my PhD thesis and wanted to continue to investigate consensual incest with the aim of reducing the stigma attached to it.
To be clear here, I'm not talking about forced incest with someone unable to give informed consent. But if mature adults choose to explore a physical relationship with their biological siblings, parents or other relatives, I couldn't see the big deal. Surely rational people, making informed decisions, can choose to love whomever they wish? My life, and the lives of my extended family, have all been richly enhanced by our incestuous relationships. And I knew, for a fact, ours weren't the only ones.
Peter pointed out that I had received my PhD and no longer needed to keep researching. I answered that I still wanted to research and present papers on consensual incest, hoping to allow loving people in sexual relationships with their relatives the freedom to express their love publicly.
Mr Peterson agreed I should continue making my actually biologically related incest films because it was a highly popular genre. Still, he felt my studio needed to widen its range of films to remain viable. Peter Peterson has become more than a mentor to me and is more like the father I've never had, so I'm not going to anger or disagree with him. Hence, I accepted his advice and planned on expanding into other genres.
However, I liked that my studio had cornered a niche market almost all to itself, and I thought perhaps, I could discover another untapped niche market.
When Jacob and I arrived home, our women were side by side in the garden, on hands and knees, facing away from us, picking strawberries. All three wore big sunhats, the skimpiest black thong bikini bottoms you've ever seen, and nothing else!
"Wow!" I said. "Have you seen a sexier site, ever?"
"Not even in my dreams, Xav," Jacob replied, already handling his growing cock.
"But which one is which?" I mused.
"That's easy," Jacob answered. "Bella's on the left, JoJo centre, and mum's on the right."
"I think you're right that Bella's on the left, but I think your mum's in the middle and JoJo on the right."
Fishing his hardened cock out of his pants and stroking it, Jacob said, "Want to make a bet?"
"Sure, what's the bet?"
"If I'm right, I get to fuck your mother. If I'm wrong, you get to fuck mine."
"We get to fuck them, anyway," I pointed out.
"Okay, then, if I'm right, you have to prepare your mother to take me anally, including sucking me off to make me wet. If you are, I have to prepare my mother and suck you off. And, the winner gets to keep the other's mother for themselves for the whole night."
Laughing, I agreed, assuming our mothers were up for it. I didn't care either way. I knew Jacob was in love with my mother, and if not for me, Bella would most likely have had a more committed relationship with him. I loved Roxy, and the sex with her was amazing, but neither of us wanted more than some fun together.
"So, who is going over there to find out?" I questioned
"I am, of course. I made the bet."
"Off you go. To be clear, you think JoJo's in the middle, right?"
"Right."
"How are you going to check?" I teased.
"I'm going to stick my cock in the woman in the middle. Your wife, in other words."
"Have fun fucking your mother," I shot back. "Cos, I'm sure going to have fun doing her ass later."
As it turned out, we were both wrong. When Jacob squatted, pulled the thong down on his guess, and shoved his rampantly erect dick into her, it was Bella who straightened and stretched her hand back to caress Jacob's head, moaning a soft, "Oh Gawd, yes, baby. Fuck your little slut."
Because the two asses on the right appeared bigger than the one on the left, Jacob and I assumed they belonged to Roxy and JoJo. But neither of us took into account that JoJo had begun swimming two miles (3 km) with me every morning to ensure she kept her figure during her pregnancy. The swimming hadn't reduced my wife's bust, but JoJo had lost a lot of weight off her generous bottom.
As well as making me incredibly horny, that mistake got me thinking. How well did we know our lover's bodies? How well did we know our sibling's bodies? Carefully storing that thought to examine later, I joined the action in the garden.
Knowing that because Jacob was nuts deep in my mother, JoJo expected me to fuck her, I roughly flipped Roxy onto her back in the dirt and pounced on her. Ripping her thong off, tearing the ties as I did, I pushed her chubby thighs apart and shoved my whole length into her already dripping cunt.
As I fucked my mother-in-law, I became vaguely aware of a car pulling up in the driveway.
A few seconds later, I heard Charlie drawl, "Looks like you're missing out, sis. Want me to help you out?"
"Fuck, yes, Chaz," my wife gasped. "No need to get me ready. Just bend me over and plough me as hard as you can."
However, as I was doing with his mother, Charlie thought a good, dirty roll in the garden seemed fun, so he flipped JoJo onto her back and speared into her wetness.
"Fuck!" JoJo grunted. "That monster-headed dong of yours takes some getting used to!
Holding still, Charlie replied, "You wanted it hard and rough, sis. You okay?"
"Did I tell you to stop?" my wife gasped.
"I guess you didn't," Charlie agreed and thrust firmly into her.
"Jacob, my love," Bella groaned. "I want to be dirty fucked, too."
"Anything for you, Bella," Jacob replied and quickly flipped my mother onto her back before roughly shoving back into her.
"I love being your dirty girl," Bella cooed.
I didn't think Jacob had picked up the reference, but Bella was referring to being fucked anally. I was pretty sure mum wanted Jacob to fuck her ass in the dirt.
JoJo caught the innuendo, though, "What do you reckon, Chaz? Wanna dirty fuck me, too?"
Distracted, Charlie grunted, "Aren't we already doing that?"
"Geez, you two are dense," I crowed. "They mean like this."
With that, I flipped Roxy onto her stomach, pushed my left hand firmly down on her back, mashing her huge tits into the freshly hoed dirt, spat on her ring, spat on my fingers so I could rub it over my cock's head, positioned myself and thrust ruthlessly into Roxy's ass.
'Oh, Xavier," Roxy sighed. "You know just what I need. Now, fuck me, baby. Give me an anal orgasm!"
Squeezing my hand between Roxy's pelvis and the dirt, I reached down to find her clit. The jump, as she gave a satisfied sigh, indicated I'd found the right spot. Playing with Roxy's clit and slowly pumping into her tight rear fuck hole. I turned to watch Jacob with my mother and Charlie with my wife.
To date, JoJo had refused to take Charlie in her ass, "That huge head scares me to death, Xavier," she told me. "I'm worried my poor ass will never close up again."
But here she was, offering her younger brother her ass. Would he take it? I had no qualms that Jacob would be inside Bella's ass. She and he loved having anal sex together almost as much as she and I did.
Charlie still didn't get the hint until he saw his brother slowly forcing his thick cock through my mother's knot. Bella shuddered and moaned as Jacob thrust into her, her fingers flying across her clitoris and into her pussy.
Surprised, Charlie got off his sister, "JoJo, you don't mean what they're doing, do you? You said I was too big!"
Pushing back at me, Roxy said, "Let me up, Xavier. I need to look after my babies."
I'm not sure what Roxy did next is in any parenting manuals, but it was beautiful, rewarding for JoJo and Charlie, and so damned sexy! Roxy pushed Charlie aside before saying, "Just watch, Chaz. Then you can try, okay?"
"Yes, mum."
Gathering up all of the spit in her mouth with her tongue, Roxy pushed her tongue out and lightly touched it to her daughter's ring. Then parting her teeth and pushing back and forth with her tongue, Roxy allowed the spittle to slide onto JoJo's starfish. Next, gathering more saliva, Roxy continued to work her tongue deeper into her daughter's ass, eliciting soft moans from JoJo as JoJo's fingers stretched back between her legs and onto her clit.
"Do the same thing, Charlie," Roxy instructed.
Charlie eagerly tongued his sister's ring.
"Lean back a little, Chaz," his mother requested. Then she held her middle finger out, "Wet my finger."
Charlie took Roxy's finger into his mouth and sucked on it, letting his saliva soak over it.
"Now, use your tongue on your sister's ass again."
Charlie swirled his tongue over and around JoJo's rosebud.
"Watch, Charlie."
Charlie moved his head back, and Roxy slid her finger into JoJo's ass. Then, working gently, Roxy twirled her finger around, slowly widening JoJo's gape.
"More lube, Chaz," Roxy demanded.
Charlie's tongue swirled over his sister's starfish again, eliciting a loud groan from my wife.
"Wet my finger."
Charlie sucked on his mother's finger. Once she was satisfied her finger was wet enough, Roxy slipped it back inside JoJo. This time, after a couple of slow rotations, Roxy added a second finger.
"Wet my fingers."
Despite now having seen two of his mother's fingers in his sister's ass, Charlie still sucked them into his mouth, smearing saliva across them. Roxy drove those two fingers into her daughter's now gaping ring. Straining against JoJo's sphincter muscles, Roxy forced her two fingers apart until she could insert a third.
Removing them, Roxy said, "Almost, Charlie. Get your tongue back into her ass. Get as much spit as you can as far into JoJo as possible."
Bella and Jacob joined me, watching Roxy preparing her daughter's ass to take her son's thick, mushroom-headed cock. My mother moved to sit between us, and her hands took hold of our cocks.
Still kneeling, Charlie tongued his sister's rosebud, pushing his tongue as far into her as possible. Gathering spit, Charlie transferred it to his sister's ass.
"Let me suck you," Roxy demanded.
Charlie lifted himself up so his mother could take his hugely-headed dick in her mouth.
Rosy sucked her son whilst smearing as much saliva around his head and along his shaft as she could.



"You're both as ready as I can make you," Roxy groaned. "Stick it in her, Charlie. But slow and gentle, okay?"
"Yes, mum," Charlie acknowledged as he moved the gigantic head of his cock against his sister's starfish.
"Oh, Gawd, Charlie. Oh, Gawd. Slowly, please," JoJo pleaded.
The tip of Charlie's enormously headed cock slid partway into his sister's ass before encountering her knot.
"Hold there, Chaz," JoJo begged.
Roxy whispered something into Charlie's ear. Charlie grinned and nodded.
"Watch this," I whispered to the other two.
"Why, Xav?"
"Your mum's going to force the issue."
"Get up on your hands and knees, JoJo," Roxy commanded.
"More lube in your sister's ass, Chaz. Bella, you little slut, get over here and suck your nephew's cock. And, bitch, you'd better not let my son cum!"
To be clear, the Johns and Rosboroughs aren't biologically related, but our families have always been close, so we tend to name each other as if Bella and Roxy were sisters. Bella and Roxy have been best friends since their first year in high school.
Bella quickly knelt and enveloped Charlie's swollen member with her mouth. She allowed the saliva created by having Charlie's tool on her tongue to drool over it.
Sitting up, Bella said, "Ready."
"Squat and get Bella to guide you into JoJo's ass, "Roxy instructed.
As she felt the monstrous head of her brother's cock at the entrance to her dark fuck hole again, my wife gasped and tensed her muscles. But, this time, Roxy was prepared for her reaction. Kneeling so she could reach under her daughter, Roxy forcefully rubbed two fingers over JoJo's clit and into her cunt. Simultaneously, Roxy grabbed JoJo's nipple, viciously hauled on, and twisted it.
The sudden combination of pleasure/pain caused JoJo to shriek and jump up and back, impaling herself on her brother's massively headed tool. With another jump as Charlie's cock speared through her knot, JoJo realised the pain was gone. Now Charlie's head was past her knot, the rest slid inside her easily.
"Oh, wow!" JoJo moaned. "Oh, mum, Bella, now I know why you kept encouraging me to try. It feels so good, so Gawddamned fucking good!"
Then, reaching out with her hand, she said, "Xavier, baby, where are you?"
"Here, JoJo," I replied, moving so my wife could grab my cock, which I assumed was what he wanted.
Once she had me in her hand, JoJo begged, "Jacob, mum, you have to help lift Charlie and me up so Xavier can slide under, then into me. I have to feel my husband's cock in my slutty cunt as my brother pounds my whore's arse."
I knew just how turned on my wife was by her language. JoJo hardly ever swore and never called herself such demeaning words unless she desperately needed a massive-sized fucking.
Throwing off my clothes, I was quickly on my back in the dirt with my feet working their way between JoJo's arms and under her body. Once I was most of the way under, with Jacob and Roxy helping to carry some of their combined weight, my wife and brother-in-law crawled/duck walked forwards until my flamingly erect dick was under my wife's soaking, wet pussy. Finally, with Roxy guiding, JoJo sank onto me, and Charlie's balls rested on mine.
The head of Charlie's cock was so thick that when he moved, I felt it rub deliciously along my shaft. Briefly, I wondered if I could convince Charlie to fuck me. Jacob and I got it on occasionally because it seemed to turn our women on exponentially. However, Charlie hadn't shown he had any interest in man-on-man sex at all, so Jacob and I left him alone. I'd teased Jacob about crossdressing for me as I fucked him, but he pointed out that I was the one that people considered 'pretty'.
I was swiftly cast out of my reveries when JoJo bit my pec, "Don't just lie there, asshole," she hissed. "Fuck me!"
Smiling and kissing my wife's cheek, I replied, "Bit needy today, aren't we, my love?"
"Shut up and fuck. Or do you want me to call Jacob over?"
Pretending to consider this, I only moved a minuscule, and even with that slight movement, JoJo's cunt gripped tightly onto my cock. The huge head of Charlie's cock forced my cock against JoJo's G-spot. Every movement stimulated that pleasure spot to the max.
"Well, I'd hate to think Jacob was missing out!" I kidded.
"He isn't," JoJo moaned and turned her head to where her mother lay on her back, eating my mother's pussy as Jacob sawed into Bella's ass.
"Then, it shall be as you command, my love," I joked before slamming my hips up at her.
JoJo grunted, "Ugh," before her mouth turned potty again. "Fuck I love being a dirty slut for my husband and brother. My dripping whore's cunt loves having a cock in it, any cock. It's a receptacle, and I'm a receptacle, a receptacle for cocks and cum. My dirty anal fuck hole is nothing more than another receptacle for cocks and cum. Fill your receptacle up, boys. Fill your dirty fucking anal and cock loving slut up."
Who were we to deny the poor 'slut'?
Working out a heavily pounding rhythm, Charlie and I drove JoJo swiftly into orgasmic oblivion.
Charlie and I slammed my wife between us so hard that we were literally making her world rock. The sound of our pelvises hitting her echoed off the concrete walls of our compound's fence. Charlie, at nineteen, had done well to last this long without cumming, but I knew he wouldn't last much longer. JoJo had bucked, grunted, moaned and sworn herself through several minor cum events but hadn't had that truly cataclysmic explosion I knew was coming yet.
Knowing JoJo was running out of time before Charlie came in her ass, I reached between us and pinched her nipples between my thumbs. Then, squeezing hard, I pulled them to the sides and twisted. Roxy had realised her daughter wasn't quite there yet, so her hand suddenly snaked down between JoJo and me and found JoJo's clit.
As Roxy rubbed my wife's clit, I whispered to JoJo, "Show me your cum face, my dirty little cock sucking, mother and brother fucking cum whore."
That did it. JoJo's eyes flew open, and her head tossed back. Staring into nothingness, JoJo screamed, "FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!" Then spasmed, bucked, spasmed, screamed, and passed out.
Grunting deep and low, Charlie unloaded into his sister's colon as he felt JoJo's ass spasming around his cock. Charlie dug his fingers so deeply into my wife's ass cheeks that he left bruises. I knew JoJo would show those bruises proudly for as long as they shone.
Charlie's jerking cock pressed the walls of JoJo's pussy tightly against the shaft of my cock. That feeling, combined with JoJo's pussy spasms, sent me rocketing into my orgasm. Then, grunting to match my brother-in-law, I came deliciously into my wife's wet, tight cunt, turning her into what she wanted -a receptacle for cocks and cum.
Meanwhile, Bella had had several orgasms on Jacob's cock and Roxy's mouth. Hearing JoJo scream, Jacob lost control and filled my mother's ass, causing a final orgasm to crash through her.
I knew that Roxy hadn't had much fun because she'd concentrated on ensuring her offspring's first anal fuck was a good one. So, because I'd stayed hard after cumming in my wife, I glanced at Jacob. Then, seeing him nod, I worked myself out from under my wife and Charlie and crossed to where my mother-in-law still knelt.
Roxy was climbing to her feet when I grabbed her, picked her up and bent her over. Then, holding her to me, with both of her feet off the ground, I roughly shoved my cock back into her ass as Jacob grabbed a handful of her hair and forced his cock into her mouth. Keeping her suspended between us, we brutally fucked Roxy. I slammed into her ass as hard as possible as Jacob forced Roxy to accept all of his 7+ inches into her mouth and down her throat.
Lifting her hands and pushing on Jacob's thighs for long enough to lift her head off her son's dick, Roxy bellowed, "Fuck me, boys, because I'm going to cuuuuuuuuuuuuuUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM!!!!!!!!!!" Then gobbled her son's cock back down.
After two consecutive massive orgasms, Roxy's body fell limp and sagged between us. So, pulling out of her ass, I picked her up and put her over my shoulder. Then, holding hands with JoJo, I carried Roxy to our in-ground communal bath situated in a separate cabin halfway between our two houses. This bath was more like a small pool. During the summer months, cool water flowed in from the east end over and down a small rock wall. The lip of the bath on the western edge is lower than the rest, so the water fills the tub and then flows out to be collected, filtered and transferred back to the reservoir at the top of the rock wall.
When the pumps ran, the pool was always filled to the brim. This means the bath overflowed when a body, or bodies, entered. To ensure this spilling water isn't wasted, there are concreted drainage troughs to collect and send it to be filtered with the rest. As well as the pumps to keep the water filtering and flowing, another sucks water in before strongly blowing it out from the four corners, creating a maelstrom, or whirlpool, if you prefer. Plus, Jacuzzi-like jets froth the water and soothe aching muscles.
About halfway from the garden to our bathing tub, Roxy protested she wanted to be let down. I ignored her, of course. Instead, I smacked her bum before shoving my middle finger rudely into her cunt.
"Don't make me smack you for real, Mumsie," I teased. "Just lay there like a good anal slut should and accept your fate."
"Having your cock inside me isn't a fate, my mother-fucking son-in-law, it's a divine pleasure. Now, set me down."
So I smacked her again. Roxy pretended to squeal, then wriggled, trying to slide off my shoulder. So I smacked her again. Everyone there knew this wasn't pain or punishment, it was foreplay.
My mother-in-law is a strong, independent woman. A woman who, despite life throwing her abusive husbands and lovers, grew to love and be loved freely. Who, despite growing up and living dirt poor, made her children attend school and insisted they worked hard and got good grades, and who guided her offspring so well that all three of her kids would finish with a professional degree.
Roxy's guidance means, that despite all three of her kids being independently wealthy, all three hold, or will hold, good, well-paying jobs. Any couple that raised an accountant, nurse, and teacher would be proud. To have done it mostly on her own, Roxy knew, was her crowning achievement. I thought it was blatantly ridiculous that society would condemn Roxy as a 'bad mother' because, after their eighteenth birthday, she had sex with her children.
The above is written so that you understand that sometimes, my mother-in-law needs to throw off her 'big-girl-britches' and submit. She, since our families became intimate, chose me for these times. It was the need to submit that caused her relationships to be disastrous. I understand her need and satiate it without using or abusing her.
Just before we got to the bath hut, Roxy gave a sudden violent jerk, escaping from my grasp. She may have fallen quite badly, but luckily, Jacob anticipated what she'd do, caught her legs, and swung them around so I could catch her. I carried Roxy in my arms as if I were a groom carrying his bride across the threshold. So, instead of spanking her bum, I halted and lifted my mother-in-law so I could kiss her beautiful, full and pouting lips.
"Stop struggling, my love," I whispered softly to her. "When we get to the tub, I will put you over my knee and spank your ass as I shove my fingers in your cunt and arse. You want and need it, so quit protesting, or I'll use a flogger on you too."
Sighing and snuggling her head against me, Roxy purred, "As you command, Sir."
Reaching the bathing hut, I immediately sat on the long bench running down the side of the tub. Then, kissing Roxy softly again, I turned her over my knee and shoved the first two fingers of my right hand into her soaking snatch. Next, flexing my thumb, I bent it and forced it through her knot and into her ass. Now that I had JoJo's mum gasping for more, I brought my left hand up and brought it resoundingly down on her ass. I swiftly followed that hit with four more evenly spaced across Roxy's voluminous buttocks.
As expected, after the third hit, Roxy arched back, with her head up and legs bent back, and screamed through a stupendous orgasm, "ARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHH, YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!" She shrieked.
I hit Roxy's ass another two times, each smack eliciting a slightly less orgasm, until Roxy sagged over my thighs, covered in sweat and panting heavily.
"Carry me to the tub and make love to me, Xavier, please," she begged.
Of course, I was happy to oblige. Gently picking her up and carrying her as a lover should, I walked down the steps into our massive bath, sat, turned her so she faced away from me, and then gently lowered her onto my rampantly erect cock. With ease, I slid fully inside her until her generous ass came to rest on my pelvis. Next, I grabbed Roxy's left shoulder by putting my right arm under her armpit and up between her luscious bosom. Then, as I pulled her down onto my cock, I thrust slowly and gently up into her heat.
"So good, Xavier," Roxy moaned. "You make me feel so good. Play with my nipples, please. Gently though, okay?"
Softly circling Roxy's rubbery-hard nipples and knowing what my wife's mother needed to hear, I whispered, "I love you, my Roxy girl. You are my favourite mother-in-law, and I will love you forever."
"Thank you, Xavier," Roxy whispered back. "I wish I'd met you when I was eighteen instead of the first arsehole I married."
It went without saying that this was a white lie. If Roxy hadn't gotten knocked up by her first love, Alex, Jacob wouldn't have existed. Roxy wouldn't have traded having her eldest for anything or anyone. Jacob, and all her kids, were what made Roxy, Roxy.
Roxy and I made love. We made it slowly and intimately, our bodies moving in perfect unison. Our orgasms were in sync and slowly, deftly and perfectly entwining as we neared our peak. Our orgasms would be huge. Everyone in that room knew it, and all felt connected and loved. It was as if Roxy and my lovemaking drew the others in, and made them one with us.
As I watched, Jacob and my wife, his sister, joined together. JoJo sat on Jacob's lap, facing him, and guided his thick cock into her slippery with arousal pussy. Then, turning my head slightly more, I thrilled as my mother, kneeling in the tub, sucked Charlie's bulbous head into her greedy mouth and effortlessly swallowed him all.
Roxy's panted groan brought me back to my impending release, "So close, Xavier, So close. No! Don't speed up. Keep it slow like you're doing."
Figuring out I had moved slightly ahead of Roxy on our climb to orgasmic heaven, I tried to distract myself by watching the others. JoJo and Bella had moved to a classic 69 with Bella on top. Mother and daughter-in-law, wife and wife, my wife and wife, tasted, licked and sucked on each other's pussy and clit. Jacob knelt behind my mother and gently, slowly slid his thick cock into her drippingly wet pussy. Charlie knelt behind his sister and slowly pushed her knees back and apart until her pussy's entrance rose high enough for him to push the huge mushroom head of his cock inside her.
Momentarily lifting her head from my mother's clit, my wife groaned, "Gawd, that monstrous thing of yours feels so good inside me, Chaz. Cum in me, brother. Fill your slutty sister with your baby-making juice."
Fortunately, hearing her daughter's sudden, surprising potty mouth speak again sent Roxy rocketing up to where I still climbed.
"Together, Xavier, my love," she hummed. "You ready?"
"Yes, mum."
What happened next, of course, showed where the true power in any relationship resides. A man may take sex from an unwilling woman. He can ravage a reluctant female or take possession of a lady's body, but he can never make love to a woman unless she wants him to. Not unless she also loves him.
I'd roughly taken Roxy's ass, had walloped her gorgeous buttocks and shoved my fingers into her grippingly wet cunt and tight ass before thrusting my strainingly erect dick into her sopping nether regions, but Roxy made what happened next happen. She loved me, and she gave herself to me. She did it willingly and joyously because she loved me.
I felt that love deep in my soul, and the very essence that was me responded. So it was my turn to scream, or more accurately, howl, "FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRKKKKKKKKKK YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS, ROXY!!!!!!!!!!!!" I bellowed as my toes, or so it felt, spurted up through my urethra and into my mother-in-law.
Joyfully, my wife's mother came with me. Roxy blared, "OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH, MY FUCKING, GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD! SO GOOD, SO GOOD, SO FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNGGGGGGG GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOD!"
Roxy collapsed onto me.
Now that Roxy and I were quiet, the sounds of the other's orgasms ripped through the room. All of them were loud, even if they weren't as loud as Roxy and me.
Satiated, we all washed, then moved as one to the showers to rinse off. Then, taking advantage of the massive bed I'd had built in our communal bedroom, another cabin built between my and Roxy's homes, we all cuddled together and slept. As is fitting, JoJo and Bella slept pressed against me, and Charlie and Jacob pressed against Roxy. But, even like that, we were all close.
I woke sometime later and lay spooning with my mother. Mum's pussy felt warm and wet against the head of my cock, so I gently pushed my hips forward and slid inside her. Mum twitched as my cock split her labia but then stretched and yawned before arching back against me.
Bella's hand reached back, and she caressed my head, "I love you, Xavier," she murmured. "You make your mummy feel so good. I don't need anything, baby, so fill me full of cum, please."
Smiling and running my fingers across her taut tummy and onto her nipples, I teased, "Bet I can make you cum first."
With that, I bit that sensitive nexus where her neck and shoulder met before blowing in and nibbling on her ear. At the same time, I slid one hand across her trimmed bush and onto her clitoris as I found and lightly tweaked her nipples with the other. Then, keeping pressure on her clit with the heel of my hand, I ran my first two fingers down her slit and dipped them into her pussy, feeling my cock sliding inside her as I did.
"Oh, Jaysus!" Bella groaned before her slippery tight pussy clenched down on my invading protuberance as she came.
My need was on me, so rejoicing I'd given Bella an unexpected orgasm, I released into her. My orgasm wasn't the loud, body-shaking kind. Instead, it was quiet, intense and full of that most essential emotion, love.
After my orgasm trembled to a finish, mum pushed me on my back so she could roll to face me. I turned my head to see JoJo leaning on her elbow, smiling at Bella and me, her love for us evident in her gaze.
"Can you go again, baby?" She asked.
"Kiss me as only you can, my wife, and I'll be ready in moments."
It was true. When JoJo and I kissed, it was like the world disappeared. Even my unbreakable connection with my mother wasn't as intense as the connection I felt to JoJo. Gawd help me, but if JoJo ever demanded that I choose between Bella and her, I'd choose her. Luckily, I didn't think I'd ever have to make that choice. Bella and JoJo's connection is at least as strong as Bella's and mine.
Still smiling, JoJo leant forward and touched her soft lips to mine. As expected, my arousal seared, and my erection blazed back to life. All thoughts of Bella left my mind, and I pounced on my wife. Ferociously kissing JoJo's full, pouting lips, I snaked my arm behind her hips as I forced myself between her legs and thrust into her wetness. With an audible thump, my pelvis hit my wife's, and I was embedded deep within her.



With our mouths mashed together and our tongues battling, JoJo and I joyously fucked. We were fucking, fucking hard and passionately, but it was a beautiful expression of our love and desire for each other. Only a few forceful thrusts later, JoJo had her first small orgasm. After that, her orgasms began rolling into one. Like waves gliding into a rock cavern with no rear or ceiling exit, each orgasm wave built on the last, sending my wife higher and higher. Then, as happens when waves roll into an exitless rock cavern for thousands of years, a hole blew open, and, like the water exploding from that blow hole, JoJo came like an erupting geyser. Finally, screaming after all the pent-up feelings and emotions launched her into the sky as she rode that geyser up, JoJo fell to earth, experiencing a cataclysmic orgasmic event as she fell. Hearing her scream precipitated my orgasm, and my soul joined with hers as I spurted again and again into JoJo's tightly gripping cunt.
Once we were compos, we parted to lie holding hands as we tried to recover. A soft exclamation of 'Wow," echoed through the room.
With happy tears glistening in her eyes, Roxy said, "Now that is what I call love, my dears. I think we all felt it as your very souls intertwined for a moment."
"Mum, why are you crying?" JoJo asked. "I thought you'd be happy!"
Leaning over to pat her daughter's shoulder, Roxy replied, "Oh, I am, honey. They're happy tears for you and a few sad ones because I never found that one that could be for me as Xavier is for you."
Bella was quiet by her usual enthusiastic standards, so I turned my head towards her and caught her staring into space, looking pensive, "You okay, mum?" I asked.
Shaking her head as if to chase away her reveries, Bella answered, "Yes, baby boy. Just thinking is all. I guess, like Roxy, I'm a little sad that I never found my one."
"I'll always be here for you, mum," I averred.
"I know that, Xavier. I'll always be here for you, too."
We surrounded our mothers and kissed and hugged them, reassuring them they'd never be alone and that we loved them.
Roxy turned to my mother before getting up on tiptoes and kissing her passionately. Then, mashing her breasts against Bella's, Roxy grinned, "Want to show these youngsters there's still some life in us old girls yet?"
Returning Roxy's kiss as she reached around to cup and squeeze Roxy's rounded bottom, Bella replied, "Damn right, I do. Watch and learn, children."
I knew this was a critical, almost watershed moment in our lives together. Everyone there needed to show their love for the others. Not only their emotional love but their physical love, or we may start to splinter and drift apart. Knowing Charlie would never pair with Jacob, I pushed my wife towards him before taking Jacob in my arms and kissing him as passionately as I kissed his mother and sister.
Me lovingly kissing Jacob was a new thing for us. We'd occasionally kissed as we fucked, usually as we performed for our women, but we'd never instigated sex with each other with a passionate kiss. I felt Jacob stiffen for a brief moment and feared he'd pull away. But suddenly, he switched, and it was he kissing me. His hands found the back of my head, and he tilted his head so our lips could lock, then his tongue brushed my teeth, insisting on entry.
Surprised, I let his tongue entwine with mine, and we kissed as I'd never kissed a man before. Jacob's hips pressed forwards, and I felt his swollen todger nudge against mine. Much to my surprise, I was partially hard and swiftly inflating. Jacob snaked his hand between us and wrapped it around my now throbbing shaft. Gripping lightly but firm enough to move the skin over my crown, Jacob masturbated me towards orgasm.
I was helpless, a passenger. I couldn't fathom why Jacob was doing this so willingly or enthusiastically, but my wife helped to clarify.
"Time to fess up, brother of mine," She demanded.
Jacob quickly let go of my shaft and stood back, his eyes hitting the floor. Then, to my consternation, my oldest friend blushed, looked embarrassed and stuttered.
"Fess up, brother," JoJo commanded. "It will be alright."
Jacob's eyes raised slowly to meet mine. He looked scared, terrified, even.
"I love you, Xavier. I've loved you since high school." Jacob confessed. "I love you almost as I love Bella."
Stunned, I could only reply, "You mean love, love, right? Not passionate, I want to fuck you, love?"
"Love, love, Xav. Like I feel for your mother."
My legs collapsing under me, I sat on the bed hard, "You love me as more than a friend and an occasional fuck and porn film buddy? Wow! I did not see this coming! You've felt this way since college?"
Obliquely, Jacob asked, "Do you remember when we turned eighteen and explored our bodies together?"
We'd done more than 'explore our bodies'. We'd held the other's cock and masturbated the other to orgasm, so I nodded.
"Who instigated that?"
"You did."
"I've loved you since before then, Xav. The six months I had to wait from when you turned eighteen until I did were torture."
"Are you telling me you're gay, Jacob?"
"No, Xav," he replied, looking disappointed in me. "It's you I love. That you've got a cock instead of tits and a pussy is irrelevant. I love you for who and what you are."
Realising I loved my oldest friend, too, I held out my hand and pulled him down until he sat in my lap, just as his mother had earlier. Then, stroking his hair, I said, "Then, Jacob, my dear. Let's make love as lovers should."
Smiling happily, Jacob tipped his head up, and our lips met. Tentatively, I pushed my tongue out and touched it to his lips. Jacob sighed and parted his lips to let me inside. Softly, lovingly our tongues entwined. Instinctively, my hand reached for his breast and found only a muscled pec and a rock-hard nipple. Internally shrugging, I ran my thumb over Jacob's nipple just as I would with my female lovers.
Jacob moaned and wriggled his tight ass on my strainingly erect cock. I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and watched JoJo kneel before running her tongue into Jacob's cleft and down to his rosebud.
Leaning back, my wife said, "He's taken plenty of cocks up his ass, Xav, so he won't need stretching. I'm just getting him wet enough to take you."
I held my friend close as my wife prepared his love hole for me.
"Ready," JoJo stated.
Turning to face me, Jacob lifted his feet to rest on the bench beside my hips, then raised himself up. JoJo took my swollen todger in her hand and positioned it so I could penetrate her brother. Then, with a long, slow exhale, Jacob sank until the tip of my cock was inside him, resting on his knot. Then, pushing down hard, my longest-time friend impaled himself on my cock.
As I bottomed out in his ass, I took Jacob's cock in my hand and began stroking down as I pushed up.
Bella, from somewhere, produced a bottle of skin lotion and poured it over my hand and Jacob's cock's head. I stroked Jacob, listening to his response. As his breath turned to pants, I stroked faster. When they turned to gasps, I gripped his shaft more firmly and began thrusting up into him as hard as I could.
"Ah, fark, Xavier," Jacob growled. "I'm going to cum!"
Holding tight and stroking my hand as swiftly as possible, I forcefully hunched up into my friend. Then, with a satisfied, growled exhale, Jacob came. His sphincter spasmed around my thrusting head and shaft as semen shot from his penis' eye, shooting high enough to hit my chin.
Jacob's sphincter pulsing on my cock tipped me over the edge, and I came explosively, shooting semen deep into his bowel.
Jacob let my deflating cock out of his ass and rolled onto his back, "What now, Xavier?" he asked nervously.
Laughing, I pulled and turned him so I could spoon with him, "Now, we stop interrupting our mothers and watch them do what they do best, make love."
As our mothers turned to face, Charlie pulled his sister onto her hands and knees and mounted her, by the sudden "Fuck!" JoJo spat out, I figured Charlie had slipped back into her ass.
Roxy pulled Bella in as close as possible before grabbing Bella's ass and tilting her head back for a kiss. After Bella obliged, Roxy purred, "Our chilluns want a show. How about it, old girl? Do you think us two old broads can turn our reprobate offspring on?"
"I think we can put on such a show they'd cum in their underwear if they wore any!" Bella laughed, arching her eyebrow at us.
"Good, then let's get this show rolling!"
Taking my mother's hand, Roxy led her to the bed before turning her around and pushing. Loose-limbed, Bella fell onto the bed, bouncing partway up. Bella's divine bottom had barely hit the mattress a second time when Roxy dove on her, their pelvises slapping together and their breasts bouncing sexily.
Roxy took the lead, as she typically does, as my mother is quite submissive in bed. Bella is a gifted and sensual lover but prefers to let her lovers lead. Although, she will step in and guide if her lover is inexperienced or not doing what she needs to get off.
The two began with some fairly chaste kisses, but they swiftly heated up. Stroking and petting hands flew everywhere as they exchanged ever more fervent kisses. Then, with her hands on Bella's shoulders, Roxy pushed herself up before gazing down at her oldest lover.
"I never say this enough, Bella," Roxy crooned. "But I love you. You've been my rock, my one steadfast friend for almost all my life. I'm glad you invited my family to join yours, and if all our offspring do find their one and leave to form families of their own, I'm happy to spend the rest of my years with only you."
With her arms around her friend's mid-back, Bella smiled up at her friend and said, "Ditto, Roxy. Now make love to me as only you can."
Given our closeness, it's no real surprise my mother and I use many of the same phrases.
Answering Bella's request, Roxy slid down and cupped my mother's left breast in her right hand as her mouth found Bella's right nipple. Slowly working back and forth, Roxy made love to my mother's breasts. I love tasting and teasing my female partner's breasts, and they tell me I do it well, but this was an eye-opener for me. Being male, I'm rougher with a woman than another woman is. Most times, my lovers liked that, but I could see from the intensity of my mother's reactions that Roxy's slow, soft loving way worked better.
Jacob could feel how much I enjoyed watching our mothers make love because my dick hardened and grew, pushing between his butt cheeks. He looked back at me and smiled before clenching his slim butt cheeks on my todger.
We turned back to our mothers. Bella held Roxy's head tightly but wasn't guiding or controlling. My mother's hips undulated, pushing her pudenda up at Roxy's stomach as Roxy lashed her tits with her tongue. It was apparent my mother, from breast stimulation only, was about to cum.
Suddenly, Bella's eyes flew open, and she arched her back up off the bed, "Yes, baby. Yes, my love. That's it! Ohhhhhhhhh Gaaaaaaaaaawwwwwddddddd!" My mother sighed.
Bella tried to pull Roxy up for a kiss, but Roxy wouldn't have it. Instead, she kissed down and across my mother's toned belly and mound onto her pussy lips. Then, flattening her tongue out, Roxy dragged it from below mum's vulva, across her entrance, along her slit and onto her clitoris. Next, Roxy sucked Bella's tight, tiny nubbin into her mouth and sucked on it before nipping it between her teeth and pulling back.
Mother's orgasm was higher, harder and louder, this time, "Lawd, yessssssssssssssssssss!!!" Bella hissed as her thighs clamped onto Roxy's head, holding Roxy tightly to her. Once again, mum's body arched up off the bed as her orgasm flowed through her.
Once Bella sank onto the bed, Roxy reached into the nightstand. Pulling out a strap-on dildo with a thick, angry-looking purple head, Roxy swiftly buckled it into place before moving back between my mother's spread-eagled thighs.
"Hard and fast, or soft and slow, Ms Johns?" Roxy asked.
"Soft and slow, then hard and fast," mum purred. "You'll know when I need hard and fast."
"Yes, I will," Roxy answered needlessly.
As Roxy positioned herself to enter my mother, Jacob took my hand and guided it onto his rigidly erect todger. Precum already seeped from his cock's eye, and it ran slickly across my hand.
"A little excited watching our mothers fuck, Jaco? I kidded.
"Fuck yes, Xav! Watching mum is always hot, but watching anything with Bella is out of this world!"
Curious, I asked, "So, if I was out of the picture, would you want something exclusive with my mother?"
"In a heartbeat, Xav," Jacob replied, his thick cock jumping in my hand as he thought about it.
Teasing, I sighed, "Thrown out of my bed and house so my brother-in-law can fuck my mother exclusively. Oh, woe! What will become of me?"
Teasing back, Jacob said, "You can move your wife and yourself into mum's bedroom, Xav. It's only ten metres further down the drive, and I can guarantee mum won't object!"
I moved back a little, and Jacob took my raging hardon in his hand and guided it into his ass. Then, clenching down and pushing back, Jacob began fucking back at me.
"Fuck, Jacob," I moaned. "You have the tightest of asses, considering how many butt movies you've done."
"I have the tightest of asses for anyone that isn't a virgin, Xav. Mr Peterson taught me well, and I do my Kegel exercises several times daily."
Surprised, I asked, "Have you had sex with Peter Peterson?"
"Oh. No. It did sound like that, didn't it? I meant he took an interest in me and my career and gave me lots of good advice. He's kind of like a father to me, so I try to listen and do as he asks."
"He's been the same for me, Jaco." Then an evil thought entered my head. I chuckled and said, "Do you think his two 'sons' could seduce him and get him into bed?"
Jacob laughed but replied, "I'd rather send our mothers to seduce him. They both need someone that can be theirs. Maybe they'd happily share Mr Peterson."
We returned our eyes to the erotic vision occurring in front of us.
Straddling my mother's chest and sitting her rounded bottom onto Bella's gorgeous tits, Roxy offered the tip of her strap-on to my mother's lips.
"Swallow it all, Bella," Roxy demanded. "Don't even think of choking!"
Tipping her head forward, Bella obeyed Roxy's demand and readily allowed all of the dildo's 7+ inches into her mouth before swirling her tongue around, ensuring it was coated with saliva.
Pulling out and tapping her 'cock' on Bella's face, Roxy mused, "Pussy or ass. Pussy, or ass. Hmm, decisions, decisions."
"Why not pussy then ass, mum?" Jacob suggested.
"Maybe," his mother replied. "But I think this slut needs a good pussy pounding more than anything else."
With that, Bella slid swiftly down between my mother's toned thighs, then ripped her legs back and apart. Next, positioning the head of the strap-on at my mother's quim, Roxy firmly shoved all 7+ inches into her lover.
Bella sighed as Roxy hit bottom, then lifted her knees and wrapped her calves around Roxy's upper thighs, "Show these boys how a real woman fucks her slut, lover."
Roxy chuckled, "You've been my slut for many years, Bella. I've learnt to play you like an instrument."
"Then play me like I'm a drum and pound me well, baby."
So, Roxy did exactly that. Placing her hands on my mother's chest, just below her collarbones, Roxy leant back so she could use the leverage created to stroke into my mother with tremendous force. Roxy's slightly jelly belly slapped hard against my mother's toned one, and the echoes filled the room.
Watching this delectable sight had me hotter than midday in Hades, so I gripped Jacob's cock firmly and began to match Roxy's pounding rhythm.
Bella's upthrusts to meet Roxy's downward ones became increasingly frenetic. With her head tossing back and forth and her gorgeously long locks flying, Bella began grunting every time Roxy shoved into her.
Roxy pounded into my mother, "Ungh," Bella grunted. Even harder, "Ungh." Harder still, "Ungh." Faster, "Ungh, ungh," Bella grunted. Harder and faster, "Ungh, ungh, unGH, UNGH, UNGH, UNGH!"
As my mother's orgasm peaked, my and Roxy's hips blurred as we drove into our respective lovers.
Bella blew. My mother is often loud in her orgasm, especially when only the family can hear. This time, although mum threw her head back and filled her lungs, her scream was silent. Every muscle she had locked down, even her diaghram, and she couldn't release any air to fuel her scream. Shuddering and shaking, grabbing gulped breaths when she could, Bella bounced and shook her way through a cataclysmic orgasm. Finally, as the last orgasmic aftershock jolted through her, Bella's diaghram relaxed, and with a satisfied sigh, she passed out.
"Slowing to a stop, Roxy climbed off her friend and observed, "Well, she's never done that before. Damn! I didn't get any, either!"
Watching my mother's in rictus, silent scream pushed Jacob and me over the edge and with a deep, dark growl, I unloaded into my friend's colon. Feeling my ejaculate splash into his colon sent Jacob over. Releasing a high-pitched, almost effeminate squeal, His thick cock exploded in my hand, shooting cum onto the bed.
Charlie and JoJo hadn't cum. Instead, both were enraptured by their mother with mine and had paused with Charlie's dick buried deep in my wife's ass. Hearing Roxy grumbling that she'd missed out, Charlie pulled out of JoJo, quickly wiped his cock clean, encouraged his mother onto her hands and knees, and then shoved his bulbous-headed cock deep into her cunt. Not far behind him, my wife rolled onto her back and slid up between her mother's hands and thighs until she could reach Roxy's clitoris with her tongue.
Unexpectedly, Jacob rolled to face me and then kissed my lips softly, "If I dressed as a woman like you've joked about many times, Xav, would you make love to me as you do with mum, JoJo and Bella?"
Kissing my friend back, "I replied, "I'd have to think about it, Jacob. To date, all we've done is explore when we were younger and fuck to put on a show for our female lovers." Then, seeing the disappointment on his face, I added, "I'm not saying 'no', Jacob. This is all a bit sudden, yeah?"
Jacob gazed deeply into my eyes before planting another soft kiss on my lips and turning back to the action.
My wife and brother-in-law quickly brought Roxy to climax, then, working together, brought her two or three more before letting her collapse to the bed. Roxy pulled Bella into a close embrace and promptly fell asleep. JoJo crawled into my arms, and with Jacob spooning me from behind, we all fell asleep. Charlie briefly considered his options before he moved against his sister and spooned her as she hugged me.
It was still dark when I awoke. Realising only a short time had passed since we were making love, I carefully extricated myself and walked naked across to my home and up to my office. Firing up my main computer, I opened a file named 'Ideas for new films' and wrote the following: Film studio mimicking a traditional game show set. Partition with room for four contestants. Curtained gaps at genitals, breasts and face height. Behind the partition, adjustable, inter lockable platforms, so all participants are at the same height. Participants: Virgin sub-twenty-two-year-old woman of legal age, three female porn actors and the virgin's father. Host: A beautiful, articulate woman.
Game: Host welcomes the contestants and explains the rules. The virgin woman and three actresses stand naked behind the partition. Faces to remain hidden from father until he has made his choice. First, the curtain in front of the contestants is removed, exposing their breasts. Father is encouraged to examine, play with and kiss the four sets of breasts, trying to identify his daughter. Contestants to limit their oral responses to grunts, moans and groans. Second, the lower curtain is removed, exposing genitals. Father is encouraged to fondle and grope the displayed pussies before contestants turn and show the bums in the gap. Father is encouraged to continue exploring.



Third, once he is sure he has identified the woman that he thinks is his daughter, he selects from one of the other three to fuck on camera.
Rules: Faces to remain hidden from introductions until father has made his choice. Four women behind partition allow father to touch, grope and finger them as he tries to identify his daughter, giving no indication that her father is groping her. Once father has made his choice, faces are revealed to confirm whether he has chosen his daughter or not. Either way, contestant and father fuck.
Prizes: Cash or prizes to the value of $100,000 if the father has chosen his daughter and they fuck. Standard porn contracts if the contestant is not his daughter.
Needing sleep, I emailed Peter Peterson, asking him to join my extended at my compound for dinner early next week. Then I crawled into bed alone. The next morning, as I expected, I woke up with company. The only family member missing was Charlie. He had an 8 O'clock lecture, so he decided to remain sleeping where he was. The surprise was that it wasn't JoJo and Bella pressed against my skin. Instead, it was Jacob and Roxy. My wives were lying in a classic '69' tonguing each other to orgasm.
Jacob was facing me with his arm under my armpit, hand gripping my shoulder, and his head resting on my shoulder. I could feel Jacob's 'morning wood' pressing against my abdomen, so I shook him gently as I kissed his soft lips and said, "You need to move so we can go to the loos, lover. Otherwise, we're both going to wet the bed."
Sighing, Jacob rolled out of bed and headed for the toilet in the hall as I used the one in the bedroom's en suite. Groaning as I tried to get my throbbing cock soft enough to pee, I didn't notice someone slip into the bathroom.
Suddenly a soft, delicate, very feminine hand reached around my hips and surrounded my todger, and Bella whispered, "Having troubles going soft, honey?"
"Yes," I grumped. "And you're not helping!"
"Yes, I am," my mother replied as she pushed me back so she could sit on the toilet. My throbbing member was soon engulfed in her eagerly sucking mouth.
"You're going to get some pee as well as cum if you keep that up," I protested mildly.
Instead of answering, Bella grabbed my butt cheeks and pulled me into her mouth until my pubic bone met her lips and sucked voraciously. Unable to resist, I grabbed mum's head and held it tight as I unloaded down her throat. I'd guess she received more than a little bit of pee mixed with my semen, but she wasn't complaining. Instead, grinning, she let my slowly deflating cock out of her mouth, swallowed and then tipped her head back to show her open mouth was empty.
"You're a very bad girl, Mrs Xavier Johns!" I mockingly chastised.
Mum shuddered as I called her my wife, "Hearing you call me that sends shivers down my spine, baby boy. You know that, right? I love being your wife as much as I love being JoJo's."
I pulled her up for a hug and soft kiss, "I know you do, mum." Then I looked at her sternly, "You know I love you and will never leave you, right?"
Mum nodded, a little fear showing in her eyes.
"So you know what I say next comes from that love, yes?"
Tears prickling in her eyes, mum replied, "Yes, Xavier."
"We three, you, JoJo and me, need to find you a man that can be yours. I don't mean Jacob! I know you love him and would date him if not for our love, but you need an older man, mum. One that will look after you and treat you well."
Sobbing quietly, mum asked, "Are you breaking up with me?"
Holding her to me fiercely, I answered, "Hell, no, mum! Whoever we find has to accept how our family is, or they're not the man for you! When I married you, Bella, it was forever! But I think, and JoJo agrees with me, you need someone that is yours first."
"Aren't I yours first, son?"
"Yes, but I'm also JoJo's. Unfortunately, you don't have anyone like I have JoJo, and I want that for you."
"I have Roxy and Jacob. Charlie's only an occasional dalliance, but I have the other two."
"Jacob loves you, mum. Loves you as I love you. Do you love him as I love you, as he loves you?"
Tears softly falling, Bella shook her head.
"Could you be happy with only a lesbian lover?" I asked, then, holding up my hands to forestall her protest, I added, "I know you and Roxy aren't lesbians, mum. Any more than JoJo is. But, can you tell me you'd be satisfied with only Roxy?"
"I was for nineteen years, Xavier."
"And for how many years did you long for me to become old enough to take you as my lover?"
Looking embarrassed and hanging her head, "Too many of those nineteen years, my son," Bella admitted.
"You were the best mother a boy could want for, mum. You held your wants, needs, and desires hidden until I showed I wanted you and was old enough to act on them. I grew up to be the man I am because you are the best mother for me."
"You don't feel I corrupted you and turned you into a mother-fucking incestuous freak?"
"Do you feel that I corrupted you and turned you into a son-fucking incestuous freak?"
"No! I adore what and how we are. And, now we have JoJo, we can have children and be a family! That's what I've always wanted!"
"So, assuming we could find a man to be yours, a man that will accept that you fuck your son and daughter-in-law, and all of your daughter-in-law's family, and wanted to do that with you, would you accept him and love him?"
Bella laughed because she knew how unlikely that was and said, "If this perfect man for me exists, of course, I'll accept him and make him mine! But, Xavier, how would we ever find him?"
I had my suspicions about who that could be, but I wanted to keep them to myself. So, instead, I grinned and replied, "Got me there, mother! Shall we get dressed and head for breakfast in Surfers, somewhere?"
"All of us, or you, me and JoJo?"
"You, me and JoJo."
My phone rang. I picked it up and saw it was Peter Peterson, "Morning Peter. Bet you can't guess whose naked body I'm holding."
Laughing, Mr Peterson replied, "Well, it should be your gorgeous wife, JoJo. But knowing you as I do, it's probably Ms Bella Johns."
"Got it in one, Peter. How may I help you this fine morning?"
"Answering your email, Xavier. How about tonight for dinner, if you and your family are available? I suspect you've got a proposition for me?"
"That I do, Peter. One that I think will knock your socks off if you ever wore any."
Peter typically affected what's known as 'The Gold Coast' look. A brightly coloured polo shirt over white or light khaki chino trousers worn sockless with brown moccasins.
"7 O'clock?" Peter queried.
"See you then, Mr Peterson," I confirmed.
I put the phone down to see JoJo leaning against the doorjamb, "What's this proposition, Xavier?" She asked.
"I'll tell you over breakfast, babe. Want to join me in the shower?"
There's plenty of room, so we all fit in easily. Forty-five minutes of thorough 'cleaning' later, we dressed before jumping into my first real 'big boy's toy', a 1967 convertible MGB GT V8 roadster. With the top off, we cruised down to Murwillumbah and up to Surfers Paradise. Finding a remote spot to safely leave the open-topped car, we walked to Cavill Mall and found a café to get brunch.
After our coffees arrived, my wives asked, "So, what's the proposition you're talking about, Xavier?"
I explained how Jacob and I had made a wager on who was who when we got home yesterday and how we were both wrong. Then, I segued into how that got me wondering how well we knew the bodies of those closest to us, and if we could only see small parts of them and not see their faces, could we accurately identify them?
Bella interrupted, laughingly saying, "You mean you couldn't pick my ass from Roxy's or JoJo's? I must get back to my diet and exercise program!"
The comment might have been insulting and derogatory if my women weren't in love with each other. But JoJo knew Bella was kidding, so with a quick squeeze of her mother-in-law's hand, she replied, "Maybe, mum, you should swim with Xavier and me in the morning before your hips get wider than a bus!"
JoJo turned back to me, "So spill, husband. What kind of depraved, sicko movie do you think you can make from that scenario?"
I replied, "You know how Peter always encourages me to expand my studio's porn genres, including more traditional ones?"
They both nodded as JoJo said, "You've always refused because you're happy with the niche market you almost totally control."
"Other studios, especially the big overseas ones, are now releasing their own versions of what we do, babe. As a result, sales of our last four movies have been the lowest we've ever had. And those four movies included two that were genuine mother/son. Our sales will dip even more as the market is diluted with new entries."
"You're worried about the long-term prospects of our studio?' Mum asked apprehensively.
Patting her hand to reassure her, I said, "Xavier Recording and Movie Studios is now less than 40% of our income stream, mum. It has no debts or significant overheads, so we're all still well off even if it fails."
"That studio is your baby, though, Xavier," JoJo pointed out. "You'd be gutted if it fell apart."
Smiling, I replied, "Then we'll have to make sure it doesn't fail, won't we?"
"What's the plan?" Bella asked, showing her typical total faith in me.
I smiled again, "You're not going to like it. At least not at first!"
My girls chorused, "Why not?"
"Because it involves the chance that all of us will have sex with someone outside our families."
"What?"
I explained the premise of my 'Porn Game Show'. At the end of my explanation, Bella and JoJo exchanged a quick glance before mum said, "We're in!"
Laughing, I joked, "You two just want some stray cock!"
"Mum blushed but gamely replied, "Aren't you two talking about setting up some stray cock for me, anyway?"
"If we find the right man, lover," JoJo emphasised to Bella. "He won't be a stray for long!"
Mum's eyes widened, "So you two are both ganging up on me!" Her face crumpled. "Don't either of you want me anymore? Am I in the way of what you want, to be together?"
JoJo pulled her mother-in-law closely to her, "Mrs Bella Johns, you get that thought out of your head right this minute! When I married you, I promised it was forever. Do you think I'm some fickle child that can't commit?"
Weeping, mum shook her head.
Speaking passionately, JoJo said, "My darling wife, I love you beyond the stars and back. Being married to you and Xavier is better than my wildest dreams. The fact my two favourite people in the world chose to love, share and marry me blows me away every single day. I will never leave you, and I pray to every God that will listen that you'll never leave me."
Bella sobbed and clung to her wife and daughter-in-law.
"Xavier and I want someone to enhance the three of us, mum. Someone for whom you will always come first. That's why we're looking. That man will have to want to make love to me, make love to you and me together, and enjoy being in a foursome with all of us. He doesn't need to do anything with Xavier, Jacob, or Charlie, but he has to accept that we do. And, finally, he has to accept Roxy and know our families are sexually intimate."
Bella's tears stopped, and like a ray of sunshine peeking through rain clouds, mum smiled, "Well, my dears, if one such man exists in the whole of Australia, bring him over, and I'll rock his world."
A thought occurred to me, "It's closer to my studio from here than back to home," I stated.
"Oh?" Mum giggled. "Darling boy of mine, what devious plan do you have now?"
"First, you have to decide if you want to play a game with me that involves a 75/25 chance of me sticking my cock into someone that isn't either of you!"
JoJo cuddled closer to my mother, turned and kissed her cheek before saying, "I think it will be as sexy as fuck watching our man fuck some slut, mum. Don't you?"
"As long as you and I get a similar chance down the track, my love, then, yes, I think I could enjoy watching!" Bella replied.
They turned to me, "Okay, Mr Johns, what do we need to do?"
"I need to call Mr Peterson. I'll be right back."
Walking outside to a quiet place, I called Peter.
"Twice in one day, Mr Johns," Peter said when he answered the phone. "You must have something extraordinary planned."
"I hope so, Peter. If it works as I think it will, it'll be one pussy wetting, cock hardening orgasmic movie!"
"What do you need from me?"
"How quickly can you gather eight girls, four matching Bella's stats, four matching JoJo's, and get them in a limousine down to the coast?"
There's a cattle call for an orgy movie we're about to shoot downstairs. I can see if there are eight that match and get back to you. Does the match have to be exact?"
"No. Breasts, waist and hip measurements need to be close, but not necessarily exact."
"Height and weight don't matter?"
"No."
"Skin colouring?"
"Again, they don't need to be exact, but they do need to be of European descent this time. Other times they may need to be all coloured or all oriental." Thinking rapidly, I added, "No obvious skin blemishes or tattoos at breast or waist height. Oh, and no fake titties."
Neither JoJo nor Bella had any of these things, so if any of the girls did, it would be obvious they weren't either of my wives."
"Payment?"
"Standard porn contract, with a bonus if the movies gross above $1,000,000, as per usual."
"What about the girls you don't use?"
"Give them a standard day's pay to compensate for not getting a chance at cattle call."
"Do you want me to take it out of your next royalty check?"
"That works for me as long as it does for you."
On the way to the studio, I stopped by Bunnings to pick up a jig-saw, drill, three stands and two large pieces of thin plywood. Phoning Taxi Vans, I arranged for a van to meet me outside of Bunnings and paid the driver a handsome tip to drop the stuff off at my unit.
Arriving at the studio, I opened everything up and turned on the stage lights and recording equipment to warm them up. When the gear arrived, I took some quick measurements from Roxy and Bella and marked out a rough set of circles at pussy and breast heights on the plywood. Next, I used the drill to start a hole and the jig-saw to make the cut-outs. After they were done, I got Bella and JoJo to help me move the couch from its usual position into a corner, set the stands up and attached the plywood.
Asking JoJo and Bella to stand behind the screens I'd made, I saw the cut-out circles at head height were too high. Four more quick cuts fixed that problem. The next issue was that I hadn't bought any brackets or curtains to block off the holes and didn't have time to get to Bunnings to get them.
JoJo raced down to the storage room downstairs and quickly cut some cardboard squares to use instead. Then, bringing the squares and sticky tape back to the studio, she fashioned a hinge that would be lifted to reveal the holes and bodies behind.
Bella and JoJo managed to still their curiosity until I had the studio set out as I wanted it. But when the limo driver tooted his horn, and I brought the eight chosen girls upstairs, questions thronged in their minds.
"Trust me," I said. "It'll be fun!" I said in answer to their unspoken questions.
Of course, I knew my girls would go along with what I wanted, but I was surprised how readily they accepted there was a chance I'd be fucking someone that wasn't them.
"Oh, we trust you, Mister Xavier Johns, but we will demand compensation for letting you fuck one of these sluts," my wife stated.
I laughed, "I probably won't, but when it's your turn, you two might!"
The girls turned to each other, exchanged glances, and shrugged.
"What happens now?" Bella asked.
"We meet the girls."
Turning to the eight girls Peter had sent down, it was obvious which four resembled JoJo and who resembled Bella. So, splitting the girls into the two groups, I asked some standard questions, "Everybody know why you're here?"
"Yes," they all intoned.
"Why is that?"
"To make a porn movie."
"Has everybody signed the release forms and confirmed they're of legal age?"
"Yes."
"Do you all understand you're being recorded now? So all of the time you're on set, which is this entire room, you're being recorded. You all okay with that?"
"Yes."
"Have you been told only six of you are required?"
"Yes."
"Are the two not required happy to wait in the lounge in case they are called?"
One of the girls asked, "Do the two not required get paid?"
"Yes. The standard rate for one day."
"Which is?" The same girl asked.
"$1,100."
"What's the rate for this film?" Another asked.
"$15,000 per head," I replied. "Plus a bonus of 0.5% of the gross amount if you're the one that gets fucked today and the movie sales exceed $1,000,000."
"Virtually all of your films have grossed a million plus, haven't they, Mr Johns?"
Smiling, I responded, "Well, the latest one was only released three weeks ago. It's only sold about $500,000 so far."
Now the girls felt more confident the questions flowed readily.
"What's the film about, Mr Johns?"
"Is there any girl-on-girl?"
"Are you one of the stars," Mr Johns?"
"Do we have to do anal?"
Holding up a hand to stem the sudden flow of queries, I replied, "You know my films are unscripted, so the premise I'll keep to myself. But it should be easy to work out once we start. There may be some girl-on-girl in acts two and three, but only maybe. Yes. No, not this time."
Waiting to see if there were any more questions for a moment, I said, "Let me introduce you to my co-stars."
Waving my wives over, I said, "This is Bella and JoJo. Girls, would you like to introduce yourselves?"
The four resembling Bella were Crystal, Stella, Madison and Angel, or at least those were their porn star names. The four with body dimensions similar to JoJo's were Mallory, Anastacia, Chanel and Samantha.
After the introductions were complete, the eight girls turned to me.
Because of my studio's success, I'd had to expand my premises. To aid this, I bought the entire warehouse complex. Most of the original tenants were still there, but I'd taken the unit next to mine to build change rooms and install showers and toilets. Plus, I added a room full of outfits and employed makeup artists and hairstylists to ensure the actors were as presentable as possible.
Unfortunately, my studio wasn't meant to be open today, so the makeup artist and stylist weren't available. However, I knew the actors would all be skilled at doing their makeup as they're often needed for a shoot on short notice.
I showed the girls where the change and makeup rooms were and sent them to get changed, freshen up and do their makeup.
Once they'd left, I turned to Bella, "You're acting as host for the first part. So, go choose a suitable outfit for a compere on a TV quiz show. We're looking for that elusive demure with an undertone of slutty look, Bella. Can you do that for me?"
"Of course, my love," mum said as she left for the second unit.
"And, Mr Johns, what do you have planned for me?" JoJo asked.
"This time, you'll be one of the girls behind the screen. Next time, you'll play the compere."
"Interesting, and more interesting. I don't suppose you'd like to explain what's going on in that gorgeously dirty mind of yours, huh?"
Grinning, I replied, "Unscripted, wife. Remember?"
A short time later, the girls trooped back into the studio. I didn't pay much attention to what the girl's had chosen because they'd all be naked soon, anyway. But I did check my mother's out. Bella wore an incredibly short, dark-grey skirt that barely covered her ass and snatch. Over that, she wore a vest that clung tightly to her full, braless breasts but left generous portions of her side and inner boob exposed. A matching to the skirt, dark-grey jacket completed her look. On her legs, she wore black stockings and suspenders. The gap between the top of the stockings and the hem of the skirt was sexily noticeable. On her feet, she wore mahogany-red, 7-inch stilettos.



Once they were seated, I said to my wives, "I'm going to step outside for a moment. Bella, can you ask the four girls who resemble JoJo to strip, then please choose the three closest to JoJo's body shape? Height won't matter because we can use boxes behind the screen to even them out. Breasts, waists, hips and how their pussies look are the key criteria. JoJo, do the same with the four like Bella. Send the two you haven't chosen to wait in the lounge.
"When you've made your selections, tell them to put their outfits back on and wait for me. Then, hide them behind the screen and come and get me. Once I'm in the control room, have the girls stand beside the screens until Bella introduces them."
Later, JoJo opened the door and told me the girls were ready. Walking back upstairs, I put JoJo on my one film camera. We all knew how to use this item and took turns doing so when we made movies. Next, I clipped a microphone to Bella's jacket's lapel and clipped the battery pack and sender to her short skirt behind her back. Once that was in place, I ran the earpiece up inside her jacket, through the collar and into her ear.
Opening the door to my control room, I checked that all the cameras and microphones were working accurately, then spoke into Bella's ear, "Can you hear me, my love?"
"Yes, baby."
"What about you, JoJo?"
The camera has an inbuilt earpiece.
"Yes, Xavier. But, tell me, what the fuck am I supposed to be doing?"
"The fixed cameras will take care of most of the action, JoJo. Keep your camera on Bella's face, but pan back as she introduces the women. I'm going to give Bella some lines to say. Film that, then when Bella gestures at the girls, turn the camera onto them. Once the camera is on Bella and the other three girls, set the camera wide, then join the three girls."
"Okay," I heard my wife mutter, "But I still have no idea what the fuck I'm doing."
"I'll fix the panning and sequencing problems in the editing studio after the film's done, baby. So just relax and go along with what I'm saying. JoJo and mum, for this to work, I must not see the girls naked until after I've made my choice. Bella, this means I need to turn my screens in here off. You'll have to inform me when each step is complete."
"Yes, Massa!" JoJo facetiously said. "This little slave girl is yours to command!"
"You ready, Bella?"
"As ready as anyone who has no idea what the fuck is going on can be, Xavier."
"Just like doing an advert, mum. You did lots of speaking ads, so you'll be fine. JoJo, start recording. Mum, say this, "Hello, viewers. I'm your host, Bella Stevenson (picking a name randomly). Welcome to 'How well do you know your lover's body?' A game show where a contestant's life partner is hidden naked behind a screen, and for cash and prizes, we test to see if that contestant can correctly pick their partner from another three women"."
It took several goes before I was satisfied that it looked natural. But after that, everything went smoothly. As expected, my mother was a natural at this type of compering.
Once the opening lines were in the can, I spoke to Bella again, "I'm turning off my screens now, so it's up to you to make this work as naturally as possible. Wait until JoJo has joined the other three, then walk over to them, looking at the camera, and say, "Come on, let's meet the four women the contestant will choose from"."
JoJo and the three porn stars knew to act sexy as the camera approached, as they were all porn film veterans.
I spoke to mum again, "This is Mallory, Anastacia, Samantha and JoJo. Only one of these four beautiful women is the contestant's wife. Will he choose wisely? Or will he choose poorly and fuck a woman that isn't his wife? Will their marriage last if he chooses the wrong woman? I don't know. Let's find out"!"
I couldn't see what happened, but mum sounded positive and competent, so I hoped it looked good on camera.
Talking to Bella, I said, "Tell the girls, including JoJo, to strip and take a spot behind the screens."
"In any particular order?"
"No, let them choose a spot randomly."
The four girls were naked and standing in their chosen spot shortly later. After finding some books and magazines to even up the heights, we moved on to the next stage.
"You'll have to control the camera, mum. It'll be a little laborious because you'll have to turn the camera to the first of the covered holes, walk back and uncover then recover her face, then breasts, then pussy, go back to the camera to move it to the next woman, then repeat until you've done all four."
"That'll take forever, Xavier, and look as boring as all hell!"
"I'll fix it in the editing, Bella."
Unconvinced, mum still did as I asked. Once the last woman had shown her face, breasts and pussy, I told mum to centre the camera on the partition and then stand in the middle.
Then, after she took her place, I said, "Say this, Bella, "Shall we uncover the lady's breasts and bring in the contestant? What do you think, audience? Will the contestant be able to identify his wife from viewing only her breasts "?"
After mum finished speaking, I instructed her to aim the camera at breast height and uncover all four sets.
Mum, moving languidly and ensuring the camera caught her sultry walk, exposed the four sets of breasts.
Then, just before I entered the film set, I said to mum, say this, "Let's meet the contestant. Xavier Johns, come on down"."
We'd get in trouble for using that famous quiz show's signature line, but what the heck? It's porn. We're expected to do things like that.
Walking over to where the women hid, I said to Bella, "This will also be cumbersome, but you need to face the camera, say the lines I tell you to say, then move aside so I can take your spot in front of the camera and answer.
Then reaching over to grab the prop microphone we'd used for a couple of our films, I handed it to Bella and said, "Hold the microphone to your mouth and say, "Hello, Mr Johns"."
She did, and I answered hello back. Then said, "So, Mr Johns, these are four sets of gorgeous breasts here in front of you. Can you tell which ones belong to your wife?"
Bella looked at me, confused, before realising I wanted her to say those words. Using her soft, sensual ad voice, Bella huskily repeated the words.
"No, Bella. I cannot," I truthfully answered.
All four breasts were big, full and natural. They all had big, eraser-sized nipples crinkled with cold or excitement. It wasn't cold in my studio.
"Would you like to touch, feel and handle these breasts so you can decide if any set is your wife's?"
Bella repeated the phrase. As the natural at this I knew she was, Bella arched her eyebrow as she glanced at the camera.
"May I?" I replied, pretending to be shocked by what she said,
"Of course. Eyes are often not enough. Sometimes touch, and even taste, are required."
Bella spoke these words to the camera.
Pretending to be hesitant, I asked, "Are you sure it's okay? If I touch a woman that isn't my wife, won't she be angry? Won't my wife?"
"Well, Mr Johns. If you cannot continue and wish to forfeit your chance at winning $100,000, say so, and we will stop."
Mum gulped but quickly assumed a mask of professionalism and said the words perfectly. I could understand her concern. Less than three years ago, $100,000 was an amount we couldn't ever contemplate having. Now, here I was, giving it away in a fake competition. That I would give to myself didn't seem to enter her mind.
Speaking for myself, I said, "No, Bella. My wife and I need the money badly. I want to continue."
"Then fondle and kiss away, Mr Johns," I told Bella to say next.
Bella spoke those words.
After she'd finished speaking, I moved to the first window and cupped the breasts displayed before running my thumbs over the nipples. These weren't JoJo's. I knew that immediately because they were too soft and saggy. The breasts I held belonged to a woman thirty-plus. The problem was the next three felt almost exactly the same —firm, heavy and gorgeous.
After I prompted her, Bella asked, "Well, Mr Johns. Which pair belong to your wife?"
I replied truthfully, "The one on the furthest right is definitely not my wife. But I can't choose between the other three."
Speaking to Bella, I said, "Try suckling on them, Mr Johns. Maybe tasting those juicy morsels will tell you which of our lovely ladies is your wife."
Smiling at the camera, Bella repeated my words. So I returned to the first woman and moved along, kissing and sucking the displayed nipples.
Getting into her role and anticipating what came next, Bella turned to the camera and said, "Interesting. So, Mr Johns, are you ready to make your choice?
Mimicking being embarrassed, I held the fingers of my left hand with my right and looked at the ground before saying, "No, Bella, I am not."
"Interesting," Bella improvised. "Audience, shall we expose the lady's genitals to see if the contestant can tell his wife by her pussy?"
Bella walked along the line removing the pussy high squares.
I examined the four displayed pussies. The oversized clitoris of the woman on the furthest right confirmed she wasn't my wife. But, other than her, I struggled to identify which one was JoJo. After moving back and forth across the screen a number of times, I straightened and turned to Bella.
Playing her role perfectly, Bella asked, "Mr Johns, are you ready to identify your wife?"
"No," I had to confess.
"Then you should play with these pussies until you are ready to choose," Bella, as the compere, stated.
Knowing the woman's furthest right wasn't JoJo, I fingered her, anyway, pretending that, maybe, I couldn't really tell. But, as soon as I slid a finger into the next two women, I knew neither was JoJo. The woman on the second to the right had a pussy so big that I'd probably need all four fingers to touch both sides simultaneously. The next wasn't even remotely aroused. Her cunt was as dry as the Sturt Stony Desert. But, knowing JoJo, she'd be so turned on that my slightest touch would cause her to orgasm, so woman three wasn't her.
Sliding my middle finger into my wife's dripping cunt, I whispered, "As long as you're okay. I'm going to pretend the woman two to your left is you and stick my dick in her. She's so gaped that I'll slip in easily. Don't worry, though. I won't cum in her. Instead, I'll use stock footage of a cock cumming in a cunt for the 'money shot'.
"Ensure Bella is okay with it," JoJo whispered back.
Standing up, I whispered to Bella, "JoJo is furthest to our left. But, if you're okay with it, I'll stick my cock in the woman second from the right so we can pretend I got it wrong. You'll say that I have to fuck my choice in front of the audience if I want the prize. Then I'll 'porn film' fuck her, but use stock footage for the money shot."
"Why the woman second from right?" Mum asked.
"Because her cunt's so gaped that I won't need to prepare it to take me. Therefore, on film, it will look like she's aroused and wanting it when I slide in easily."
Donning her 'Game Show Compere's' persona, mum turned to the camera and said, "So, Mister Johns. Are you ready to choose? Which of these luscious ladies is your wife?"
Pretending to be confident, I indicated the woman second from the right and said, "This woman is my wife."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes,"
"Then, if you're sure, stick your cock in her. I assume you're hard?"
Playing my role and, in reality, quite excited, I answered, "Yes."
Bella pointed out, "No condom. If you're wrong, you risk impregnating a woman who is not your wife. Are you prepared for that?"
"I know this woman is my wife, so there is no danger," I stated.
Intoning, Bella said, "The woman second from my right, present your ass in the hole your pussy currently occupies."
The woman I had 'chosen' turned and pushed her voluptuous ass through the gap. Then, dropping my trousers and turning so the camera could catch my thickly erect cock I squatted so that I was low enough, then shoved my cock in her cunt.
"Remove the square," Bella demanded.
JoJo removed the square protecting my chosen woman from seeing me, or me her. Then, playing her role, she stood at the gap beside my chosen partner and said, "You got it wrong, husband. That is not me."
Next, pretending to be angry, she added, "I can't believe you couldn't identify my breasts, and I'm devastated that you don't know my pussy. So, my soon-to-be ex-husband, fuck the slut you've chosen to win $100,000. Then you will give me at least half when I divorce you!"
I pretended to be devastated and pleaded, "No, my love. Please don't leave me. I thought this was you."
"You say that," JoJo snivelled, "But you're still stroking into her."
"Her pussy feels so good around my cock, baby," I continued with the charade. "And I need to cum so badly. But it's you I love."
"Hah!" JoJo angrily responded. "Then cum in your slut, and watch me walk out the door."
I pretended to do exactly that. Then realising we'd run out of time, I dropped into film director mode and asked one of the girls to get the two women not chosen for the film.
When they'd all gathered on the set, I said, "We're out of time, ladies. All of you will get your standard daily fee for today, and if you're willing to come back tomorrow and complete the movie, you'll get at least another day's pay, plus your fee if you star in the film, and your bonus if the film grosses its target."
The girls asked what time tomorrow they were needed and confirmed the limo driver would pick them up, then agreed to be here by 10.00 am tomorrow.
After the girls left, JoJo sat in my lap, wrapped her arms around me, kissed me and asked, "Why the rush?"
"Peter Peterson is coming for dinner tonight. I need time to edit this into some kind of logical sequence to show him," I answered.
Knowing the real reason I'd invited the 'King of Porn' for dinner, JoJo responded, "Okay, baby. Bella and I will amuse ourselves until you're ready to go home."
Turning to my mother, I said, "We'll need Roxy or Jacob to operate the camera tomorrow. We'll need the stylist and makeup artist, too. Please, call them and arrange to meet us here tomorrow."
"Already done, baby," Bella answered as she picked up her phone.
Because we were running out of time, I only cut a rough draft from the climactic scenes, the ones where Bella improvised. But even those rough cuts looked like dynamite to me. So I asked Bella and JoJo to have a look, and by the crossed legs and bit lower lips, I knew they enjoyed it, too.
Transferring the part movie to a flash drive, we jumped in my car and headed home.
My wives walked to the kitchen to start the evening meal. As they did, I walked the ten metres down to Roxy and Jacob's home. Entering unannounced, I found Roxy on hands and knees in the middle of the lounge floor with one son in her higher love hole and the other in one of her lower ones. Jacob and Charlie were spit-roasting their mother, in other words. Jacob was holding Roxy's chin and the top of her head as he roughly sawed in and out of her mouth, his balls banging against his mother's chin as he did.
Instantly hard, I tapped Jacob on the shoulder and politely asked, "May I cut in?"
Jacob's head snapped around to look at me before he grinned broadly, "Xav! I didn't hear you come in, buddy. No, you may not. But this dance is almost finished, and you can have the next!"
With that, he pumped twice more into his mother's mouth before I saw his nut sack squeeze tightly against his shaft and heard his moans as he filled Roxy's mouth. No sooner than Jacob pulled out of Roxy's mouth, Roxy's head hit the floor as she shuddered and moaned through what appeared to be a massive orgasm. That vision, combined with the low, animalistic grunts Charlie spat out as he buried himself to the nuts in his mother's cunt and filled her front love hole, had me hotter than an inch from the midday sun.
Charlie sagged to the side and onto his back, exhausted, as Roxy slowly collapsed to lie prone on her stomach. Thinking I was going to miss out, I moved to sit on the seat and wait for my lovers to recuperate. But when I moved, Jacob dropped to his knees and pulled my trousers down. He soon had my ragingly erect 7-inch cock gobbled down.
Letting my cock slide from his mouth, Jacob said, "You slut! Whose pussy do I taste on your dick? It's definitely not JoJo's or Bella's! It can't be Roxy's, so Mr johns, whose pussy do I taste?"
"If you've been fucking strays, Xavier," Roxy growled from her prone position. "All five of us will take a turn cutting an inch off your cock and making you eat it!"
Laughing, I said, "I believe you would! But hurry up and wash and get dressed. Peter Peterson is coming for dinner, and you don't have much time."
"What time is he due?" Roxy asked.
"7.00 pm"
"Twenty minutes, plenty of time as long as we skip your blow job. And, Mr Johns, you get no blow, or any other type of job, from any of us until you explain the stray pussy on your magnificent cock!"
Smiling, I said, "Come up to the house, and after dinner, you and Mr Peterson can both see what Bella, JoJo and I made."
"That should be interesting, Xav, Any clues?" Jacob drawled.
Now grinning, I replied, "No. But I think you'll all want to be in on it after you've seen."
I decided to wait until the Rosboroughs were ready and walk up to my place with them.
Holding Roxy back, I asked her concernedly, "You okay, Aunty Roxy? You look exhausted. Are your boys wearing you out?"
"I thought I was insatiable, Xavier," Roxy whispered back. "But a horny teenager and a porn star are proving to be too much for me, and I'm struggling to be enough for them. Fuck, but it's fun, though!"
"I'll talk to JoJo and Bella about coming down to help you satiate that irascible pair more often, mum," I promised. "I think I'll take Jacob up on his proposition to crossdress and fuck him for you as well."
"He'll love that, Xavier. He's wanted to tell you that he loves you for years but has always worried it would affect your friendship."
"Would never have happened, Roxy. It's a shame he held himself back for so long because we all could have been closer, sooner."
"What's with Mr Peterson, Xavier? I know your devious mind has something planned."
"Mum needs someone that's hers first, Roxy. From our first meeting with Peter, I know he fancied her when she was modelling, and I think he still does. Add that he was intrigued to find out we were biological mother and son instead of disgusted, and I think he might be okay with the rest of us, too. At the very least, I think he'll put up with the rest of us to be with Bella."
Squeezing my arm, Roxy said, "I tried to be your mum's one, Xavier. For over eighteen years, I was the substitute for you. You're her one."
"You're kind of right, Roxy. But Bella knows I'll choose JoJo over her if push comes to shove."
"That will never happen, Xavier. JoJo loves your mother as much as you do."
"I know, Roxy. But if I insisted that JoJo choose between mum and me, who would she choose?"
"You. Oh, now I see what you mean."
"Yeah. Wouldn't it be nice for Bella to have one that would choose her over all others?"
Looking at me with tears glistening, Roxy said, "Yes. We all want that, Xavier. Three times I thought I'd found my one. Two bashed me, and the other turned out to be gay."
Shocked because I'd never heard this before, I asked, "Charlie's dad is gay? How does that work?"
"He was deeply religious and in denial, Xavier. But, because I was so willing to let him do whatever he wanted, including letting him fuck my ass from behind all the time, he felt he could be with me and pretend to be straight."
"Charlie's father used to do you in the ass from behind and pretend you're a guy? I haven't heard any of this, Roxy. But with your beautiful curves, he must have had one hell of an imagination to be able to picture you as anything other than a woman!"



Thinking about what she'd confessed, I knew Roxy needed to talk, so I called out to the other two, "Go on ahead, guys. Please, apologise to Mr Peterson and tell him I'll be with him as soon as possible."
"Sneaking off for a quick fuck with my mum, huh, Xav?" Jacob drawled. Then grinning, he added, "If I didn't know how much she loves riding your big cock I'd probably have to come over there and flog you."
I considered taking my mother-in-law to the baths but decided one of the love seats in our communal bedroom would be better.
Sitting on the seat, I insisted Roxy sit in my lap so I could wrap my arms around her, I held her close and whispered, "Talk to me, mum. I can tell this has been hurting you for years. Just pour it out. Peter and our families will understand."
Roxy's walls came crashing down, and she bawled her eyes out onto my shoulder for a long time before her wails became sniffles, and she was able to talk.
Roxy started in what I thought was an oblique spot, "Do you remember me explaining how my mother helped my father take my virginity on my eighteenth birthday?"
"Of course, my love," I replied. "Was it okay, though? They didn't force you?"
If they had, it would explain a lot. Although I have a PhD in Psychology, I've never practised. Nor am I registered with the Board of Psychology. It was where I thought my life was headed, but as the saying goes, 'life is what happens to you whilst you were planning on doing something else'. I'd received high distinctions for all the student-led counselling classes, though.
"No, Xavier. It was the most beautiful, loving thing that could happen to a virgin girl. The two people in the world who love her the most showed her how to be a woman."
"What was the problem, then?"
"Mum warned me it might happen, but we needed to avoid it at all costs."
"You fell in love with your father," I stated.
Wailing again, Roxy said, "Yes!"
"And he didn't, or wouldn't, love you back?"
"Worse!"
I understood now. Understood why Roxy kept choosing men unwisely. Why she had given up on love and settled for a series of casual affairs. Why so many of those affairs were with men that were completely wrong for her and who often tried to control her, and when they couldn't, they hit her. She was looking for her father and felt she needed to be punished for finding him.
"He fell in love with you, too," I stated, knowing it was a fact.
"Yes!"
"What happened?"
"We couldn't, wouldn't hurt my mother like that, so we snuck around behind her back."
"She caught you?"
"Yes."
"And?"
"Xavier, I nearly caused the disintegration of my parent's twenty-year marriage. Only after I promised to leave home and swore I'd never be alone with dad again did mum agree to go to counselling to try and fix their marriage."
"How did you cope with that?"
"By letting any guy that wanted to fuck me."
"Including my father?"
Roxy froze. That alone told me my guess was correct.
"Please don't hate me, Xavier. Your mum knows. When she was pregnant with you, I knew she needed to know, so I told her. He threatened her that if she didn't fuck him, he'd fuck me instead. But he'd already fucked me. Xavier. He'd already fucked me! Xavier, if only Bella had come to me and told me of his threat, I would have confessed I'd been with him, and she would have dropped him immediately!"
"But then I wouldn't exist, Roxy," I pointed out.
"You're not mad at me?"
"No, mum. Not in the slightest. Since I was a little boy, I've felt that you were like a second parent to me. Now I know it's true. If you had confessed you'd fucked my father, I wouldn't have been born. Therefore your silence caused my existence. I'm very grateful for my existence, Roxy."
A strange thought flowed into my mind, "There's six months difference between Jacob and me, Roxy. Is Jacob my biological brother?"
Clinging to me, Roxy shook her head, "No, Xavier. I fucked your father before Bella did, and after what he did to her, I wouldn't touch him with a ten-foot barge pole!"
"What happened next, Roxy?"
"At the beginning of the second term, after I'd turned eighteen, I met Alex Budge. Alex was almost twice my age, Xavier. Being with him felt good, like being with dad again, and I felt he was my one."
"But?"
"He didn't tell me that he was married, and all I was was a piece on the side. I kept trying to make him take the next step and date me publicly. I didn't care about the age difference and wanted to let the world know I'd found my man."
"But he wouldn't?"
"No. So, I made the second bad mistake of my life."
I asked, "What did you do?" Even though I already knew. Or, at least, strongly suspected.
"I went off the pill and didn't tell him. I knew he loved me, Xavier, so I got pregnant thinking he'd marry me once he knew I was."
"But instead?"
"He informed me he had a wife, dumped me, then went home to his wife, told her, apologised, and begged her to forgive him."
"And she did?"
"Yes!" Roxy wailed.
"What happened next?"
"I had Jacob, duh!"
Kissing my mother-in-law lightly, I said, "I can't help you if you're facetious or snotty with me, mum. So, my love, what happened next? You know I won't judge you, nor will any of our family."
"I had nowhere else to go, so I went back to mum and dad's.
"And?"
"Once I told them I was pregnant, they welcomed me back."
"But?"
"I couldn't resist, Xavier. Dad was right there, and our love for each other still burnt as brightly as ever."
"And?"
"We began making love again."
"Your mother found out?"
Sniffling, Roxy answered, "Yes."
"And?"
"Mum decided she could put up with it for the sake of my unborn child."
"But?"
"I had to be intimate with her, too."
"Can't beat them, so may as well join them?"
"Yes, Xavier."
"What happened next?"
"Jacob was born, and I found a good job. Knowing I was causing problems with my parent's marriage, I moved into a unit by myself. Well, my baby and I did."
"Then?"
"I met John Cross."
"Who was?"
"My manager at work."
"There's more."
"John is twenty years older than me. I thought he was cute and flirted with him at every chance."
"Then?"
"At the company's Christmas party, I took his hand and led him to the supply closet."
"And?"
"We fucked, Xavier. Gawd, did it feel good!"
"But?"
"Turns out he was married, too."
"And?"
"I wasn't on the pill because my gynaecologist told me I couldn't get pregnant until at least six weeks after Jacob's birth as long as I was breastfeeding."
"But?"
"I got pregnant that night."
There was more than four years of age difference between Jacob and my wife, so I knew something must have happened to prevent this birth.
"What happened?"
"When I told John I was pregnant, he punched me to the ground, called me a man-trapping whore, then kicked me repeatedly in the stomach."
"You lost the baby?"
Wailing again, Roxy said, "Yes."
I wanted to ask what happened after the assault, but if Roxy hadn't offered that information after telling me, she wasn't ready to talk about it yet."
Once she'd calmed down and sat quietly in my arms, I stroked her hair and kissed her cheek, "JoJo's father, Roxy."
"Another mistake, Xavier."
"Want to talk about it?"
Sobbing softly, Roxy said, "For than two years, I was basically celibate, Xavier. You know about your grandparents freaking out about Bella's pregnancy and your grandfather kicking her out of home. Because of this, Bella was in an even worse position than I was. She had no one and nowhere, so she came to live with me. Don't hate us, Xavier, I beg of you, but we were young and had needs."
"Still do!" I quipped to try and lighten the atmosphere.
Fortunately, Roxy smiled, "We found an easing of those needs with each other, Xavier. I had a young baby, and Bella was pregnant with you, so boyfriends were non-existent. One night, before Bella's belly grew big, I heard her masturbating. The unit we rented was a dive. And the walls were so thin you could hear the neighbours. So anything happening inside the unit was like there were no walls at all."
"What did you do?"
"I slid into the bed beside her, kissed her, then put my fingers where hers were."
"And?"
"Your mum gasped and froze, but when my thumb found her clitoris, she moaned and kissed me back."
"You made love."
"Yes. Your mum was, until the last few years, very inexperienced sexually. I'd wager yours was only the second flesh cock to enter her. You, Jacob, and now Charlie, are probably still the only men she's had inside her."
"How did it work?"
"Our lovemaking?"
"Yes."
"I acted as a surrogate male, Xavier. Your mum, as you know, is very submissive. Her strict religious upbringing, plus her domineering mother and father, guaranteed that. So, for both of our sakes, I became the strong one. I dominated her as she wanted her man to do, as her father dominated her mother. Therefore, I bought a strapon and became her man, at least during sex."
"But doing that for her caused problems for you?"
"Yes, Xavier. I need my man to be strong, just like your mother does."
"So you looked for strong men and instead found either narcissistic arseholes or mummy's boys."
Seemingly calmer, Roxy snuggled into my chest and said, "Yes. I had one disastrous affair after another. Almost all with married men much older than me."
"Why do you think you kept choosing married men, Roxy?"
In a tiny voice, she answered, "I was trying to replace dad."
"Because?"
"I love him still."
Smiling, Roxy reached her hand up to stroke my hair and said, "You're pretty damned good at this, Xavier!"
"Yes. And on that breakthrough, we should take a break and join our families. Then, later in the week, when you're feeling calm, relaxed and ready, we'll discuss JoJo and Charlie."
Biting her lower lip, Roxy peered longingly into my eyes, "After dinner, Xavier. Can we leave Jacob and Charlie with Bella and JoJo and go to my place alone? Just you and me? Can I have you to myself for the night?"
"As long as Bella and JoJo agree, mum, then yes. What will Jacob and Charlie say?"
"Jacob will probably ask Bella if he can be alone with her. Charlie loves his sister deeply. If not for you, it might turn into something inappropriate."
"Romantic love, not sexual love?"
"Yes."
"We all need to talk to him about it and ensure he knows he and JoJo will never be more than lovers."
Rosy confirmed, "We can do that tomorrow over breakfast."
With that, Roxy lifted herself and grabbed my dick. Of course, it hardened instantly, "Have we got time for a quick fuck now, Xavier? I seem to have developed quite an itch!"
"I'd rather have dinner, then take you home and make slow passionate love, mum."
Letting go of my cock, Roxy said, "I'd like that, too, Xavier. Let's go and see what my sister-wives have made for dinner."
Holding hands, Roxy and I headed to my house. Just before we entered, she pulled me back, stood on tip-toes, kissed my cheek, and said, "Thank you, Xavier. I feel better than I have for a long, long time."
"You're welcome, Mumsie," I teased.
Laughing, we walked into the swirling maelstrom my home had become.
JoJo had put the soundtrack from Saturday Night Fever on, and the men were taking turns imitating John Travolta as they danced with my wives. Some with less success than others. Jacob is an accomplished dancer, but Charlie was all two left feet. The surprise, though, was Peter, with my mother held tightly to his hips and her full breasts pressed firmly against his chest, flawlessly following the moves from the movie's dance competition. Peter's right hand was probably closer to cupping Bella's ass than strictly modest, but I was glad, and mum didn't seem to mind. Even more surprising than how well Mr Peterson moved, was that Bella moved equally as gracefully and flawlessly as he.
Jacob and JoJo moved well together but followed their own dance, not the one from the movie. Then, seeing his mother entering, Charlie grabbed her and swung her to dance in the space they'd created by pushing the coffee tables out to the walls and removing the rugs that usually lay between the lounge chairs and sofas.
Jacob twirled JoJo, and sent her spinning in my direction, "Perfect timing, Xav," he said. "Dance with your wife, and I'll go put the steaks on the grill."
As my wife swept into my arms, I kissed her and said, "Ready to show these addle-footed amateurs how to dance, baby?"
"Yes, my love," JoJo purred, eyes bright and glowing.
"Charlie, put Stayin' Alive on," I demanded.
As the opening bars played, I squeezed JoJo close to me, placed my hand blatantly on her ass and pushed my semi-erect cock against her lower belly and then pressed my cheek to hers. Next, starting with the classic Tango two-person strut, JoJo and I swirled, twirled and two-stepped across the 'dance floor'.
JoJo and I moved so perfectly together that even Peter and my mother stepped aside to watch. When the last chords closed, the other five applauded, and Peter said, "Wow, you two! That was better than anything I've ever seen. Xavier, is there anything you can't do, that you're not good at?
Pretending to consider his question seriously, I dead-panned, "Well, Mr Peterson, unfortunately, I have to admit that I had to drop out of Wizard School."
"You did?" Peter jokingly responded, playing straight man for my gag.
"Yup. I failed mind reading and levitation!"
"Those who like their steaks rare to medium rare, dinners up. Those who want them burnt to boot leather can fuck off out of the house," Jacob called as the laughter swelled.
Grabbing our steaks and adding salad, baby potatoes and garnishing of our choice, we moved to the dining room. In its original specifications, my table seats eight, but it can be pulled apart in the middle and as many extra pieces as the room allows can be added.
I'm sure Peter expected to be sat near me and close to Bella and JoJo, but instead, I sat him opposite Bella, at the other end of the table from JoJo and me. I hoped Bella would relax and flirt with Peter by leaning forwards and allowing him ample opportunity to peer down her low-cut top. Plus, I hoped, probably forlornly, that Bella might drop her heeled right shoe and use her sexily-stockinged foot to tease Pete.
During the dinner, I caught Peter surreptitiously peering down my mother's top several times. By her slightly parted lips and sparkling eyes, I could tell mum knew Peter looked but was pretending she didn't notice. However, she leaned forward to look around the person next to her as she chatted to the one further down more often than was strictly necessary, giving Peter ample opportunity to scope out her full firm breasts.
After a dessert of hot chocolate fudge and ice cream, Jacob, Peter and I absented ourselves to my home editing suite. Turning on the computer, I loaded the movie I'd roughly edited and played it. I could tell by the tented trouser fronts of the other two members of my 'Brains Trust' that my film was already a success.
"Jaysus, Xavier, this is a horny-making film," Peter intoned. "Even this rough, five-minute draft will hit the million views mark if you release it!"
Jacob nodded and said, "I'm all jelly now, Xav. I'll come out of retirement to make something like this with a woman playing my 'wife'! If I had a wife, I'd insist we make my movie next."
Peter looked at me intensely for some time, then, his eyes narrowing, said, "This is good, Xavier," he said. "Very good. But I suspect it isn't the movie you wanted to make."
Nodding whilst holding Peter's gaze, I replied, "This scenario, I'm prepared to give to you to do in your studios. For an appropriate fee, of course."
"What scenario are you thinking of making yourself?"
Seeming to change the subject, I said, "We've struggled to find true biologically related subjects for my movies from day one, Peter, right?"
"Yes."
"Who are the only two subjects we could fill endlessly?"
"Daddy/daughter, Xavier. But you've always refused."
"Why have I refused?"
"You say it's because it's trite, done too many times before, and reeks of patriarchal domination."
"Why else?"
"Because it opens the door for the conservative media and feminists to campaign against you."
"And you."
"Yes, but in my case, they do it anyway."
"But you're big enough to withstand it, is my studio?"
"No. But you're prepared to take that risk?" Peter asked.
"Xavier Recording and Movie Studios is now well less than 40% of my income stream, Peter. The risk is great, but not so great that it will destroy our lives if it happens."
"Tell me what you want to do," Peter demanded.
"The same kind of setup as you've just seen, except with dads and virgin 18+ daughters."
"Why do they need to be virgins?
"Because it's the only way I can guarantee daddy and daughter haven't already fucked. Guarantee the woman wasn't forced or coerced into sex with her father, especially if that sex occurred before she could legally consent."
"Hence, you negate the conservatives and feminists."
"And the law."
"Yes, that particularly." Thinking, Peter added, "How will you confirm the women are virgins?
"We'll hire a female gynaecologist to make the examinations before we proceed with the movie."
Laughing, Peter said, "And where will you find one willing?"
"I don't need to."
"You don't?"
"That's my fee, Peter. My fee for giving you the concept I just presented. You have the contacts and business swing to discreetly find a willing female gynaecologist to complete the inspections without creating a furore, and I don't. You'll need to create some kind of 'certificate of virginity', complete with stamp and seal, that I can show the camera when the subject's pureness is confirmed."
"Jaysus!" Peter exclaimed. "Whilst I'm achieving the impossible, is there anything else you want me to do?"
Turning to Jacob, I said, "Can you give me a minute?"
Confused but willing to obey, Jacob replied, "Sure, Xav." Then he grinned and added, "I might go and see if Bella wants to go up to your bedroom and fuck."
I didn't bother replying.
Peter steepled his fingers and waited for what was next.
Staring at him levelly, I said. "There is another, well, several things I need. First, ask Bella out on a date."
"Why?"
"Because you want to, and she needs to."
Peter actually blushed. Brisbane's King of Porn blushed!
Stammering, Peter mumbled, "Xavier, aren't you and your mother, umm ... well ... aren't you, umm ...?"
"Fucking?" I filled in for him.
Blushing again, Peter almost primly responded, "I would have said 'intimate', Xavier."
"We're more than 'intimate', Peter, I chuckled. "We're husband and wife."
Shocked but trying to be okay with it, Peter replied, "Aren't you married to JoJo?"
"Yes. My marriage to my mother isn't recognised, of course. But we, Bella, JoJo and I, made our vows to each other in front of a celebrant. In our family's eyes, that makes us 'as one'.
Confused, Peter asked, "Then why do you want me to ask Bella out?"
"Because you want to, and she needs to," I repeated.
Trying to muster a last defence, Peter said, "What makes you think I want to?"
Laughing, I pointed to his severely tented trousers and said, "Your screamingly erect cock tells me, Peter. You're already fantasising about fucking my mother!"
"Fantasy is fine, Xavier, but my reputation is well-earned. I don't fuck my porn stars."
"Bella isn't one of your porn stars, Mr Peterson. She's one of mine," I pointed out. Thinking about why he was reluctant to commit, I asked, "Do you have a problem with Bella and me being intimate? With Roxy and her family being incestuous?"
Another blush suffused Peter's face, and he asked. "How honest do you want me to be, Xavier?"



"Brutally," I replied.
"Then, no. As if I were a teenage boy all over again, the thought of sharing Bella with you has me hot enough to lose a load into my jocks."
I was tempted to kneel and take Peter's rampantly erect dick in my mouth but realised that could be a disaster. Luckily, the rest of my extended family chose that moment to crash into my studio.
"I want to see the movie, husband," JoJo demanded.
"We all do," the others stated.
Restarting the five-minute clip I had edited, I let it run on my computer screen.
When it finished, JoJo summed up the feelings of my family, "Fuck, Xavier! I was there participating, but this is as hot as all fuck!"
My family chorused, "We all want to make one of these movies, Xavier!"
"We'll talk about it," I replied.
As the hubbub settled down, I held Peter's eyes and said, "Bella, JoJo and I are going to stay at The Hyatt in Brisbane tomorrow night. Would you like to have dinner with us?"
"I'd love to, Xavier. As long as the ladies don't mind."
JoJo held mum's hand, nodded and then smiled at her. Bella shyly said, "I'd like you to come, Mr Peterson. If you want to?"
Knowing the evening was over, Peter stood, said his goodbyes, jumped into his Mercedes-AMG convertible and headed home.
"What's going on with Mr Peterson?" Came Jacob's drawled question.
Grinning broadly, JoJo answered, "My husband is playing matchmaker, Jacob. What? Are you blind?"
"Bella and Peter Peterson? Fuck, Bella! May I hide in your closet when that happens? I'd love to see you and the King of Porn get it on!"
Bella's blush extended almost to her exposed naval, but she gamely answered, "Xavier seems to think I need someone who will be mine only, Jacob. But I don't want one that is only for me."
Hugging my mother before kissing her cheek, I said, "You're misquoting me, my love. I said I wanted you to find one that would put you before all others."
"Jacob already does."
"We all know that, Bella. But could you put him before us all?"
Tears leaked from my mother's eyes as she looked guiltily at her nephew.
Jacob joined me in having his arms around Bella. He kissed her lovingly and said, "It's okay, Aunty Bella. I'm glad that you, JoJo and Xavier allow me to share you sometimes. I'm happy with that."
Hugging Jacob fiercely, mum sobbed, "I'm sorry, Jacob. If I could love you as you love me, I would. I do love you, baby. Just not like Xavier says."
"Family meeting," I demanded as I sat at the table.
The others gathered and waited for me to speak.
"We need to address the elephant in the room."
"Which is?" Roxy asked.
"We cannot be all each other needs as we currently are. We love each other deeply and fully, and each of the others enhances our lives, but the only committed couples living here are me and Bella and JoJo and me. That's not healthy for any of us. So we need, all of us need, to find partners for Roxy, Jacob, and Charlie. If things go as well with Peter Peterson as I believe they will, then Peter will join Bella, JoJo and I.
"Charlie's only begun experimenting, so him not having a full-time partner is okay for now, but we need to add lovers that can accept who, what and how we are for Roxy and Jacob."
Being her typical earthy self, Roxy asked, "And where the fuck will we find them, Xavier? Maybe they'll answer an ad and come into to film one of your fucking experiments!"
"I have no earthly idea, Roxy," I admitted. "But you all know I'm right. Your boys are wearing you out, Roxy. We can all help with that in the short term, but we need others to expand and enhance us all further."
We discussed the ramifications of adding others and wondered where to look for them, but a consensus was made. We'd all start looking for potential soul mates for the three unattached Rosboroughs.
"I'm not looking for anyone for me, family," Roxy emphasised. "My judgement has proven to be flawed too many times. And if I choose badly again, and another man hits me, you men will kill him."
"We all will, mum!" JoJo averred.
"It's agreed then?" I asked.
"Yes, Xavier," my extended family intoned.
"Good. I'm taking Roxy back to hers. The rest of you stay here."
Eyes glowing, Jacob turned to my wives, "Bella, JoJo. If Xavier is monopolising mum tonight, may I please spend the night with Bella?"
Sighing and pretending to be offended, JoJo took Charlie's hand and said, "Now I know for sure who my deadbeat brother loves best, Chaz. So I guess you're stuck with me tonight. I hope you're not too disappointed?"
In answer, Charlie swept JoJo into his arms and ran for the spare bedroom.
Jacob turned to my mother and, with tears stinging behind his eyes, held his hands out and said, "Thank you, Bella. I love you, Aunty. I wouldn't trade being with you like this for anything!"
Bella took Jacob's hands and pressed her body to his, "Take me to bed and show me how much you love, my beautiful boy. Aunty Bella wants to feel your love many times tonight."
Smiling like the proverbial cat, Jacob led mum to her bed.
I smiled, watching them leave before putting my arm around my mother-in-law and walking her to her home.
When we stepped inside, I turned her to me and said, "Tonight, I'm yours, Roxy. Tonight, I will be your man and love you as only a true lover can. When you wake in my arms tomorrow, we'll make love again."

End of The Social Experiment: Dads and Daughters Part I.
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Chapter 06: Escaping my Husband's Control.
Over the next few months, when I could, I built the device I thought would temporarily disrupt the bots. I believed that a strong enough electromagnetic blast would disable most bots until the bots still operating rebooted them. After that, I hoped to get at least five minutes of reprieve as the bots slowly came back online. Then, if I timed it right, I'd drag Yvonne into a full-body MRI booth and zap her with as much energy as I thought was safe in that period. Once Yvonne was freed, I hoped she'd do the same for me, and we'd make our escape.
During one of my few lucid moments, I surreptitiously secreted a syringe full of bots and a remote to use on Davis.
Time dragged, and I feared all was lost because my free and lucid moments seemed shorter and further apart. Plus, it had been weeks since I saw Yvonne actively fighting her controlling bots, but the day came. Davis sent Isabella and Julia off to service a new client he hoped would invest in his clinic. Yvonne and I were left alone in the reception as Davis hosted another new client in his office.
Peering around, Yvonne's eyes narrowed as she focused on me. Fortuitously, this coincided with a lucid moment for me.
Yvonne walked swiftly across to me, "Now, Ona. It has to be now! I'm losing all sense of myself and don't know how long I can hold onto being me. We must escape now!"
Yvonne staggered as the bots ripped pain across every nerve centre she had. But doggedly, Yvonne continued across to my desk. Fighting the bots with everything I had, I reached into my drawer and pulled out the electromagnetic wave-emitting device I'd painstakingly built. Then, holding it against Yvonne's chest, I blasted the waves into her.
Yvonne stiffened into a rictus of pain, and for a moment, as Yvonne's eyes rolled back and her legs wobbled, I thought I'd killed her. But she exhaled deeply before a huge grin spread across her face.
"Free! You did it, Ona. I'm free!"
I'd prepared for this moment as I knew the bots wouldn't let me speak, so I handed Yvonne my notepad.
It read, "Only temporary. I don't think you have much time. You need to get you and me to the MRI room. The only chance is the imaging waves killing the bots permanently."
Yvonne picked me up and dragged me across to the MRI machine. But, as we entered the room, her bots roared savagely back to life and began viciously pounding Yvonne's brain.
I could see that we weren't going to make it. In despair, I tried to wail my grief, but the bots wouldn't allow even that small relief. But, I had underestimated Yvonne's strength and determination. Crying in pain, staggering under duress, yet still stumbling forwards, Yvonne dragged me to the machine and dumped me on it.
"Turn waves to highest," I forced myself to say.
Gawd, readers! That's when I noticed blood dripping from Yvonne's eyes and ears, but still, she resisted. Turning the MRI on, she spun the dials to full and pressed start before dropping unconscious to the floor.
As the MRI ran and drew me further inside, I prayed, through the pain, that it worked. I feared I'd killed Yvonne by making her accomplice to my scheme, and if it was for nothing, I didn't think my sanity would hold.
The machine's reader moved higher and higher, and nothing seemed to change. The bots still hammered at my nerve centres, trying to make me obey their imperative. But, just as I began to weep with despair, my whole body shuddered, cramped, shuddered, released, and I was free!
I was free from the bots but not free from Davis yet. I didn't dare just walk up and inject him because of the time delay between ingesting the bots and the bots attaching themselves to his pain and pleasure centres. If Davis suspected he'd been given a dose of nanobots, he had approximately forty-five minutes to deactivate them, which was way more time than he needed.
Then, of course, I'd be in deep shit, as Davis is physically stronger than me, and I didn't doubt for a second that he'd kill me for trying to control him as he controlled me. Somehow, I had to maintain the charade that was Charlotte Webb until I got Davis home later that night. But could I do it? Could I maintain the illusion that nanobots still controlled my every thought and action?
I looked at my watch. Jaysus, Almost 4.00 o'clock! Any second now, the bots would force me to walk across to Isabella's desk, lift my skirt, pull my knickers down and offer my ass for my daily fisting. How the hell could I do that without the bots rewarding my pleasure centres as I moaned my appreciation?
Oh, my Gawd, Yvonne! In my relief and fear of discovery, I'd forgotten my rescuer. Thinking quickly, I marched across to Davis' office. Usually, interrupting the doctor in a meeting with a client was not allowed as you never knew what might be happening in there. There was a good chance one of us girls was sucking the client's cock, or being rogered in the ass. But, I hoped Yvonne being passed out was a reason the bots would allow me to interrupt, and Davis would think no more of it than that.
I knocked, and then when Davis said, "Come in", I entered.
Apologising for the interruption, I said, "I'm sorry to disturb you, Doctor Beckham, but Yvonne seems to have had a fit. She's lying on the floor, bleeding. I should call an ambulance, but you're almost a medical doctor, and I thought you could see her sooner."
Luckily, Davis didn't ask any questions. Instead, he rushed out to find Yvonne.
Once I saw Davis taking care of Yvonne, I presented my ass to Isabella. I did this because I knew how the nanobots worked. They were senseless inanimate objects programmed to do one thing, make their host follow all instructions. So it made no difference to the bot's programming that a friend lay bleeding and possibly dying. They only knew it was time for my ass to be fisted and would zap my nerve cortices until it was. Therefore, I had to act as if they were making me behave as I typically would.
Reader, I'm blushing as I tell you the next piece. But being fisted in the ass as someone fingers your clit and thrusts two fingers into your pussy is absolutely delightful! All along, I'd believed I'd only cum from being fisted because the bots made me. But, OMG, did it feel good and oh, my goodness, did I cum hard!
As I was being fisted, two ambulance officers rushed in to help Yvonne. As they stretchered Yvonne out, Davis reassured us she was okay. The officers were taking Yvonne to St Andrew's hospital for a precautionary CAT scan. But they thought she'd had a minor brain bleed and her recovery would be total. Boy, was I relieved to hear that.
Davis took me the long way home as I played his car games. This was another weird experience because I was doing these things voluntarily, not because the bots forced me to, and the thing is, I enjoyed it! Let me explain some things I typically do on my way home with my husband. Usually, it was because Davis instructed me to, and the bots compelled my obedience. But, this time, I did them to maintain the fiction I was still nanobot controlled.
First, I take a masquerade ball mask out of the glove box and tie it to my face. Then, I undo the buttons of my blouse and the front clasp of my bra, so my 'over-inflated-fun-bags are on display. Next, I hike my skirt above my hips and take off my thong. Finally, I roll the window down on my side, shove my sexily round ass out, and blow Davis all the way home.
At red lights, I sit up. Then, if anybody is watching, I wipe my lips with my finger before feeding the gathered cum into my mouth. As they watch, I wave and smile at them as if I love every tasty morsel. Tonight, as we drove home, I did all of these things and found I loved doing it. If you remember, early in this piece, I said having people lust for me was secretly a turn-on. Well, reader, having men taking their cocks out and blatantly masturbating as they watched me blow my husband was an ever more incredible thrill!
We got home without anything unusual happening, but I could feel the excitement and anticipation building as I waited for my chance to flip the roles on Davis. Until now, I hadn't dared to envisage how my revenge would look, but now I had many thoughts about appropriately punishing the man I'd been betrayed by.
The first thing I did when we entered our apartment was to fix Davis a drink. Only this time, I opened the nanobot vial and added those to his scotch. Then, as I impatiently waited for the bots to swim into Davis's bloodstream and onto his nerve cortices, I struggled to maintain the calm and detached demeanour the bots demanded of me.
Davis began to get, well, not suspicious, but curious, maybe, of my behaviour, "Charlotte," he demanded. "What has gotten up your ass?"
In desperation, I dropped to my knees and kissed his feet, "I need you to take possession of your slut, Master, please. This little slut-girl's pussy and ass crave your dick."
As this was precisely the type of bullshit phrase, the bots forced us four women to say, Davis bought it. Fortuitously, Davis was in the mood to satisfy my 'cravings' himself. In this situation, Davis would often be in a mood to play, and all four of us women would be made to abase ourselves for his entertainment.
Now my arousal was purely Davis' doing, and I was again amazed at how gifted a lover he truly is. Despite my anger and desire for revenge rising, I enjoyed numerous orgasms as Davis played me like I was his favourite violin.
In the end, all I felt was sadness that my husband wasn't this person. He wasn't the kind and generous man he portrayed. Instead, he was a sick degenerate that revelled in debasing women. So, hardening my heart, I waited for Davis to approach his orgasm, then I took the remote for his bots out of my handbag and said, "Activate."
Pulling rapidly out of me, Davis lurched back two steps before saying, "What the fuck do you mean, 'activate'?
I stood to face him, then holding the remote up, I said, "I'm free of your fucking bots, Davis. But you are not. Thanks to Yvonne's sacrifice, I used the MRI on high resolution to kill all of the bots in my body. Then, as I prepared your scotch this evening, I dosed it with bots of my devising, ones that answer only to me.
"You fucking bitch!" Davis snarled as he hooked his fingers into claws and advanced on me. "I'll rip your fucking throat open for this!"
Shaking like a leaf in a high wind but presenting a calm demeanour, I replied, "No, you won't, my dear. What you'll do is get on your knees, weep, and then beg my forgiveness. You won't get it, but you will beg for it!"
Davis tried to step closer, but the bots had him now. Then, clutching his head and groaning, Davis knelt and begged, "Please forgive me, Ona, my love. I was wrong, but I feared you were leaving me, and I couldn't have that. I love you too much to ever lose you."
Readers, the worst part of this confession was that I knew it was true. This monster loved me. Possibly, well, probably, the only person this narcissistic arsehole loved more was himself. But his love wasn't the healthy kind. Instead, it was an obsession with ownership and control, and, fuck, was I going to enjoy making him pay for all he'd done and had done to me.
Holding the 'send' button, I said, "You will call Isabella and Julia in here, then advise them their control has passed to me, and they're to obey me as if I were you. Next, you will open your computer and change all bots answering solely to your voice to only answering to mine. Once you have completed these tasks, you will strip all your clothes off and return to me before kneeling and pleading for me to notice your return.
Davis fought. My, how he did fight. But as I well knew, it was hopeless. In the words of Star Trek's 'The Borg', 'Resistance is futile! You will be assimilated'.
In the finish, Davis had no choice. With his eyes bloodshot with pain, Davis spoke loudly, calling the other two women into his office. Then he passed their control to me. Next, fighting every step of the way, Davis entered the codes and released his control of all his bots before handing their control to me. After completing this task, my husband knelt at my feet and pleaded that I pay attention to him. I ignored him, of course.
I had it all, every person controlled by our clinic's nanobots now answered to me, and I could release them all. There was a small wrinkle, however. Some of the people under nanobot control were genuinely despicable people. Could I, in all good conscience, release these recalcitrants back into society uncontrolled?
It was a conundrum. By holding them, I was playing God, or, at least, judge, jury, and executioner. My conscience said, 'Of course, you should release them from being controlled. It's wrong to hold people against their will if they have done no crime'. But my logical mind replied, 'Yeah, but the wrong they've done may not deserve jailing, but they aren't innocent. What about these people's victims? Don't they deserve to be safe?'
As I do when I'm me, not the me controlled by nanobots, I tapped my top lip with my finger as I searched my mind for a solution. Eventually, through Davis' inane prattling, I became aware that Julia and Isabella stood waiting and watching expectantly.
A little exasperated, I said, "Don't you two have anything better to do than stand there staring at me?"
The women turned to each other before saying, "Davis instructs our evening for us, Ms Ona. Sometimes he makes us play with and fuck each other, and other times, he joins in. But, either way, Davis controls our time here at home."
I was tempted to deactivate both women's bots, but I held concerns that they loved what Davis had made them, and if I released them, they would attack me to restore the status quo. If that happened, Davis would kill me, of that, I was sure.
So, here was another conundrum I was unprepared to deal with, what was I to do with these two women? But then, a flash of inspiration found me. My gallant husband, my knight in shining armour, the man that I, despite everything, still loved, was homophobic. So I was going to turn him into a cock sucking, getting fucked in the ass by a man loving, queer boy.
Turning to my husband, I said, "You will find being dressed as a woman extremely sexually arousing. Your cock and balls will ache with the need to cum, but you will not be able to. The only way for you to cum will be to realise you must present as close to feminine as possible. To aid this, you will undress, then shower and shave every ounce of hair from your body, excluding your head.
After removing all your hair, you will crawl to Isabella's room and beg her to dress you as a sexy woman. After you're dressed, you will plead that she and Julia take turns fucking you in the ass with a strap-on. Ask them to use the big and thick one, about nine inches long."
"Wait for Davis in Isabella's bedroom," I instructed the two women. "Davis is close enough to Isabella's size to wear her clothes, so when he crawls in, you will dress him as Isabella does when Davis has sent her to entertain one of his clients. Then, you will take turns fucking Davis with the strap-on I described."
I watched as all three finally left me in peace. Suddenly, I was alone for the first time in a very long time, and to be honest, reader, I was lonely. I sat contemplating what was next for some time before I thought, 'I wonder how Yvonne is.'
Looking at the time, I realised I had plenty of time to visit Yvonne at the hospital. So dressing braless in a tight T-shirt, a pair of skin-tight shorty shorts and some strappy heels, I walked the 300 metres up the hill to the hospital.
The nurse at the ward's front desk showed me where Yvonne's room was. I walked in to find Yvonne sitting up and eating dessert.
Yvonne looked warily at me, so smiling, I rushed over and hugged her, "We did it, Yvonne!" I told her. "I'm free of the bots, Davis is under my control, and Isabella and Julia answer only to me!"
Yvonne ignored my hug and continued eating her ice cream. Confused, I looked at the nurse.
"With brain bleed patients, some initial loss of memory and confusion is normal," She explained. "The scans show Yvonne hasn't suffered any brain damage, so we expect her to snap out of her funk anytime now."
Realising I'd already said too much, I asked, "May I visit Yvonne alone, nurse, please?"
The nurse, Sandy, according to her name tag, favoured me with a tight smile before saying, "Certainly, Ms Mabooty. If you need me, press the red buzzer beside the bed."
It had been four long years since I'd been Ona Mabooty, and I was glad that not everybody had forgotten me, but I quickly dismissed the nurse from my mind. Then, turning to face Yvonne, I saw that she still spooned ice cream into her mouth as she vacuously stared into space.
In despair, I pulled out the remote Davis used to control her and then spoke into the sender, "Yvonne, only. Deactivate."
Blood immediately ran from both of Yvonne's nostrils as her eyes rolled back, and she jerked and twitched. Terrified I'd killed or hurt Yvonne beyond repair, I stood up to reach over her writhing body and hit the buzzer to summon the nurse. But, as my finger homed in on the button, Yvonne grabbed my wrist.
Yvonne twisted my arm back, stretching my shoulder joint excruciatingly, "What did you just say?" She snarled.
"Yvonne, only. Deactivate," I repeated.
Yvonne exulted. Then, wiping her top lip and looking at the blood, she crowed, "I'm free! Goddamn you to hell, Davis Beckham. I am free!"
Crying with relief and joy, I said, "You made it possible, Yvonne. We'd only managed to cover half of the distance between my office and the MRI room before your bots exploded back online. Yet, somehow, you carried me another twenty feet (6 metres) before dropping me on the machine, turning the dials to full and starting the program. If not for you, I'd be dead."
Yvonne hugged me back, "It was your device that enabled me to get that far, though, Charlotte.
Holding my hands up to stop her, I said, "Yvonne, enough with Charlotte, please. My name is Ona Mabooty."
"OMG!" Yvonne exclaimed. "I knew you were really Ona, but Davis made the bots convince us you were Charlotte Webb! But, Ona, without your device, we'd be at your home now, being made to do unspeakable things to each other."
Ashamed, I said, "It was also my device that enslaved you, Yvonne. There is nothing I can do or say to make that up to you, but understand that I know my guilt and will do all I can to help you and the others to recover from what has been done."
Yvonne shook her head, then immediately regretted doing it. Holding her head in her hands, Yvonne said, "No, Charlotte, you're wrong. The nanobots Davis used were all of his own invention. I'm a research assistant and recordist. My specialty is accurately documenting and recording the results of new designs and innovations so that the technology can be patented and protected from intellectual property rights theft. Davis allowed me access to all his files, so I know he had the technology to make these bots long before you arrived on the scene.
The only thing Davis hadn't perfected was their miniaturisation. That was what he needed you for. According to his notes, Davis went to that lecture specifically to seduce you and bring you in on his scheme. He already had a vial of his bots ready to compel you if he couldn't complete his seduction."
I listened, weeping openly, as Yvonne exposed all my husband's dirty secrets.



In my mind, I wailed, 'But I loved you, Davis! I've loved and admired you ever since I saw the YouTube clip of your lecture at the Amsterdam Technical Institute in my senior year of school. That clip fostered my desire to emulate you, and I dreamed we would work together one day. How could you so callously do this to anyone? How could you be so cold and calculating yet so warm and seductive? And how did Ina see it and not me? How did I fall so heavily for your bullshit?'
Yvonne swung her feet off the bed and walked gingerly over to where I sat. Then, sitting on my lap, she put her arms around me before kissing my tear-stained face. Yvonne's lips found mine. At first, it was a chaste, comforting an upset friend kiss, but it suddenly turned hot.
Yvonne's lips locked with mine and her tongue brushed across my teeth. Then her right hand found my left nipple and lightly stroked around it. My nipple responded instantly by hardening under her touch, and that familiar tingling grew between my legs.
My professional mind knew what was happening. In the years we were under the nanobot's spell, Yvonne and I had had orgasms many times a day, every day. Then we'd spent large parts of every night cumming as we acted out my husband's perverted desires. Our bodies desired sexual release and craved the endorphin rush cumming gave us. Unfortunately, this meant we'd be, in my mother's words, 'sluts', for the rest of our lives. Sluts that needed constant and ongoing sexual release to function in society normally.
However, my conscious mind only knew I needed to cum, so I didn't prevent Yvonne's advances. Instead, my hand found its way under Yvonne's gown, between her toned thighs and onto her clitoris. Kissing deeply, Yvonne and I quickly brought each other to orgasm.
"Ahem," a voice spoke. "Miss Petrovic, you are not supposed to be out of bed yet."
Yvonne stopped kissing me long enough to turn her head and gaze to the nurse. The nurse, Sandy, was a pretty young thing, probably only recently out of grad school. Instead of being offended by what we were doing, the nurse looked amused and, by her sparkling eyes and slightly parted lips, a little turned on.
Yvonne was about to speak, but the nurse noticed the partly dried blood on Yvonne's top lip.
"You've had another bleed?" Sandy asked. "Back in bed with you. I'm calling Doctor Grace, the specialist, now."
Even though I suspected Yvonne's nosebleed was caused by the bots dying, I thought another scan to ensure there was no damage was a good idea, so I helped Yvonne onto the bed.
Around fifteen minutes later, a distinguished older gentleman rushed into the room and shooed me outside. As I anxiously waited, peering in through the open door. Doctor Grace swiftly examined Yvonne as he asked numerous questions.
Satisfied with the answers, Doctor Grace said, "Your eyes respond to the light evenly and as they should, Miss Petrovic. Therefore, I'm reasonably sure you haven't suffered any damage. But I have the imaging specialist warming the CAT scan up so we can make sure. So bear with me for a few moments, and I'll get one of the wardies (ward people) to take you up to the imaging rooms.
"May Ona come with me, Doctor, please?"
"Oh, my goodness!" Doctor Grace exclaimed. "I thought your friend looked familiar! That is her, isn't it? Ona Mabooty, the world-famous robot miniaturising specialist?"
Readers, you could have knocked me over with a feather! So many people recognise me for my dancing, but for my nanobot work? No, never! But, what I didn't know, was Davis had released a stream of papers and videos featuring my bots and what they could do. Clips of dogs struggling and straining to walk, then being injected with our nanobots and romping and playing like puppies, were overlayed with images of our clinic and explanations of the work we did.
Surprisingly, the clips showing animals being helped were more popular than those showing humans.
As well as these 'advertisements', Davis had issued many journalistic papers describing the effectiveness of our nanobots and how we used them to help reduce pain in chronic sufferers. It seemed we'd created quite a stir, but I was blissfully unaware.
The only way I can describe what the good doctor did as he escorted Yvonne and me to the imaging rooms is to say he gushed. Like a schoolgirl meeting her favourite K-Pop singer, Doctor Stephen Grace, fawned over me as he hopped from foot to foot, asking a million questions.
I'm afraid my concern for Yvonne led me to answer most of Dr Stephen's questions quite brusquely. But Doctor Grace hardly seemed to notice as he lurched from question to question.
In the end, to shut him up, I said, "Doctor Grace, Stephen, let us ensure my friend is safe. Then you can buy me a coffee in the staff cafeteria, and I'll answer as many of your questions as I can. But, you must understand that most of the work was Davis'. My task was mainly to take Doctor Beckham's ideas, programme them into our mini-computers (nanobots) and miniaturise them. Therefore, ensuring the human body would accept these nanobots floating through its system without treating them as an enemy it needed to fight. I created the bots, Doctor, but it was Davis who understood how to program them to do as he wanted."
"Where is your husband, Ona? Is he here in the hospital, as well?"
I had a sudden flash of inspiration, "My husband has overworked himself these last four or five years, Stephen. Plus, he's going through a personal crisis, so I've encouraged Davis to step away from his practice and the clinic and concentrate on himself."
"I'm sorry to hear that, Ona. Give your husband my best wishes, please. Hopefully, the doctor will be up and back at it shortly."
Doctor Grace's eyes dropped to my braless chest, then raised to meet mine. There was a slightly supercilious smile on Stephen's lips as his eyes met mine. Another insight told me he'd enjoyed the charms of one of Davis' assistants.
"So, Doctor Grace," I aggressively asked. "Which of my husband's three research assistants did he send over to convince you to invest in our clinic? Was it Yvonne? No, you look more like a dirty old pervert. I bet it was the young-looking Julia. Did Julia's delicate, refined, smooth and alabaster skin get your ticker pumping?"
Blushing and stuttering, Doctor Grace tried to evade with, "I have no idea what you're talking about, Ona. Please, let's change the subject."
The doctor cut his eyes to the imagery specialist, who stood agog with his mouth open.
But I was in a rage and didn't care if I was ruining the doctor's reputation, so I turned on the specialist.
"What about you? Did Davis seduce money out of you with one of my assistants, too?"
Wisely, the CAT scan technologist remained silent and stuck his head in the reader to begin running the scans.
After confirming that Yvonne was okay, I insisted that Doctor Grace call an ambulance to take her home.
"Miss Petrovic needs to stay over in case the brain bleed returns. The delay in getting her here may prove fatal if she has another." Doctor Grace informed me.
"I wouldn't trust her in your filthy hands," I hissed. "But, Doctor Grace, you will accompany me home and ensure she is resting well."
"My wife is waiting for me at home, Ms Mabooty. I've already been away for too long."
"All the more reason for you to do as I ask, isn't it, Doctor? I'd hate to have Julia phone your wife and confess she's fucked you, but I will."
Blushing and equivocating, Stephen said, "There's no need for that. I'm more than happy to stay with Miss Petrovic for the night to ensure her well-being."
"Go phone your wife and tell her you won't be home, Doctor. In fact, you'd better tell her you won't be back until after midday tomorrow."
Once the ambulance officers had moved her to our apartment and stretchered Yvonne to her bedroom, I held the doctor back for a second.
Changing from outrage, I spoke sultrily, "As I said earlier, Doctor Grace. My husband is going through a personal crisis. He's finally admitting to himself that he's more comfortable living his life as a woman. So, please, don't be shocked or surprised when you see him dressed as his true self. And remember that he's only beginning his journey of self-discovery, and accept that he doesn't present well as a woman yet."
The doctor's eyes widened in shocked disbelief, but he didn't dare risk my wrath again, so he nodded and said, "Of course, Ms Mabooty. I will be the soul of discretion and make no comments on his appearance at all."
But I knew that was bullshit. Stephen would be quick to tell his colleagues of Davis' change. Oh, he would be wary of discussing what he knew outside of anyone to whom patient confidentiality didn't apply. But he would freely discuss this nugget of information with his colleagues. His blabbing was part of my plan. By the time I was finished with my husband, nobody would be surprised by his appearance because rumours would be rife about his transition.
Smiling, I watched Doctor Grace hurry into Yvonne's bedroom before demanding the ambulance officers move a heavy sofa chair across to the bed for him to rest on.
Curious, I walked down the hall to Isabella's room to see what she, Julia and my husband were doing. I opened the door, and, as expected, they were fucking. But, without the bots compelling me to join in, I found watching erotically stimulating. My nipples hardened, and my pussy throbbed as I watched Isabella use the strap-on to fuck my husband's ass. But when I saw Julia jacking off my husband as Isabella fucked him, I had a minor orgasm.
With my nipples aching and my pussy almost squelching as I moved, I closed the door and walked towards our kitchen. Then, making a quick decision, I got Doctor Grace a beer, poured some bots into it then walked to Yvonne's room to offer it to him.
When I got there, Yvonne slept peacefully as the doctor sat, head nodding, trying to stay awake. Smiling as if I'd forgiven him, I handed the nanobot-filled beer to the doctor. Then, chatting amiably, I waited for the bots to reach Stephen's pain and pleasure centres.
Glancing at my phone, I registered that enough time had elapsed for the bots to be in place. Then, smiling at how evil I was about to be, I said, "Watch this, Doctor Grace."
Then I slowly peeled back Yvonne's quilt, exposing her long, lithe form. Next, I pushed my friend gently onto her back before kissing and nibbling on her gown-covered nipples. Yvonne growled deep back in her throat as her right hand found my head and her left pulled her gown up.
Once Yvonne's beautiful breasts were exposed, I turned my head so it rested between Yvonne's mounds. Then, looking at the doctor, I pushed out my tongue and ran it softly over Yvonne's tiny nipple. Next, running my tongue over Yvonne's nipple a second time as I held Stephen's eyes locked to mine, I asked sultrily, "Would you like a turn licking Yvonne's nipple, doctor?"
Subconsciously, Doctor Grace groaned and almost stood up. But then his professionalism stepped in, "Fraternising with your patients is strictly forbidden, Ms Mabooty. You know that. In fact, I'd prefer you didn't molest my unconscious patient in front of me or at any time."
Speaking huskily, I replied, "Suit yourself, Doctor. You can sit and watch as I make love to my assistant if you like. But you're missing out."
Then I sat up so he could see me sliding my hand across Yvonne's stomach towards her bald pudenda. Staring at the Doctor, I dared him with my eyes to come closer. But when he did, I said, "Take your clothes off first, Stephen. Show me what your mother made you."
The doctor only hesitated briefly before rapidly dropping his clothes to the floor, exposing a disappointingly thin, less than six-inch penis, and moving to the bed. Then, still stroking Yvonne's pudenda lightly, I said, "Kneel, Doctor Stephen. Get your head real close so I can see you taste her."
Stephen knelt where I indicated, but as his tongue almost reached Yvonne's nipple, I pulled out the remote and said, "Activate."
Surprised, Stephen rocked back onto his heels.
"Activate, what?" He asked.
"The same nanobots that made Julia such a willingly slutty bed companion, doctor. The ones that you are now subject to. The ones that I will use to begin wreaking my revenge on the ass-raping, sexual deviant that is my husband. You've experienced the delights of an unwilling partner made by nanobots to do whatever sick and depraved thing you wanted. Now you're going to feel what it's like to be made to do those things."
"But all I did was ask Julia to suck my dick," Doctor Grace protested. "She seemed to love it!"
"Tell me the truth, Doctor," I demanded.
Doctor Grace fought, as we all did, but, as we all know, 'resistance is futile'.
Groaning in pain, the doctor admitted, "Okay, okay! Please stop the pain. I made Julia dress in my granddaughter's school uniform and pretend to be a virgin, and then I raped her. Is that what you wanted to hear? But Julia was into it! She came so hard she soaked my balls with her juices."
"You sick fuck," I told him in disgust. "You fantasise about raping your granddaughter?"
Stephen tried to protest, but the bots forced him to tell the truth. But, then, worst, he attempted to justify his fantasy, "My granddaughter is eighteen, Ona! I'm not imagining anything illegal."
"Except rape."
Finally embarrassed, Doctor Grace hung his head, "Well, yeah. Except for that."
Now that the doctor was complying with his nanobot's imperatives, they began stoking his pleasure centres. With his eyes widening in surprise, Stephen moved so he could watch his thin, tiny todger grow and stiffen.
"I haven't been able to achieve an erection without chemical help since being put on blood pressure medication, Ona. What have you done to me? How is this possible?"
I shook my head, "It's not me, Doctor Grace. It's the nanobots in your brain. If you disobey my orders, they will punish you by zapping your pain centres. But if you obey and do as you're told, they reward you by stimulating your pleasure zones. Let me show you what I mean. Doctor, you are forbidden to touch any part of yourself with your hands."
Davis never bothered explaining. Instead, he let the victims discover for themselves that disobedience equals pain and compliance equals pleasure. But I'm kinder than my husband, so I thought telling the subject their situation would encourage them to obey quicker.
Doctor Grace looked at me quizzically, "Okay," he said, "But what now?"
Smiling evilly, I said, "Doctor, grab the shaft of your cock, and do not let go."
Of course, Stephen's hand swiftly wrapped around his meagre todger. The bots then savaged him because he disobeyed a direct order, so he quickly let go. Stephen gasped in pleasure as the bots rewarded him for obeying a directive. But then they ripped through his pain cortices again because he had been told to hold his cock and wasn't.
So, to stop the pain, the doctor grabbed his shaft again. Again, a brief flash of pure pleasure flowed through him, followed by more pain because he disobeyed the no-touching edict again.
Deciding this was lesson enough, I released the doctor from his conflicting orders. Then I offered this, "Kneel before me, doctor, then kiss my feet. Kissing my feet is the most erotic thing you will ever have done, and it will make you orgasm immediately. You may enjoy your orgasm but must not spill any of your seed on me. If you succeed in keeping my feet clean, you will cum again."
No sooner had Doctor knelt and kissed my feet than he had cum. As he felt his jism about to erupt from his dick, the doctor pushed his strainingly erect penis down and away from my feet. None of Stephen's cum shots hit me, so the bots vigorously rewarded him, and he orgasmed again.
Collapsing down until his head rested on the floor, Stephen groaned before saying, "I'm nearly seventy years old, Ona. I haven't cum twice this closely together for nearly ten years. Please, what else may I do for you so I can experience this again?"
This is the problem Davis alluded to in 'Training my Niece to Obey'. The male subjects of his nanobot experiments almost all quickly became so addicted to the pleasure stimulation that they were virtually useless. All they would do is follow their Master or Mistress around, begging to be given tasks so they would be rewarded sexually.
That was a problem for later, though. Now, I wanted to start my husband on his regime for change. I wanted him to feel the shame and degradation I felt as he used me. And I wanted to see his face contort with pain as the bots forced him to enjoy the demeaning acts I would make him do.
Chapter 07: Wreaking my Revenge.
As Doctor Grace knelt, avidly watching my every move, I gently shook Yvonne. Then, when her eyes popped open, I pointed at Stephen, "This arsehole invested money in Davis' clinic. To reward him, Davis sent Julia over in Doctor Grace's granddaughter's school uniform and allowed Doctor Grace to rape her. Do you feel up to watching me use him to punish Davis?"
"Fuck, yes!" Yvonne averred, then rolled out of bed.
She stood for a moment, testing how she felt.
"I feel fanfuckingtastic, Ona! No bots controlling me, no Davis-given imperatives forcing me to a damned thing! I'm me, truly me, for the first time in fucking years, and I feel great. Actually, to tell the truth, I'm randier than a Macedonian goat. I don't suppose I can make the doctor relieve me, can I?"
Laughing, I slapped her arm and said, "Slut! But, Yvonne, the bots are still there, just waiting for the activate command to reboot. So we must be careful until I figure out a safe way to deactivate them permanently."
"Why can't you do to me what worked for you?" Yvonne asked.
Then she answered her own question, "Because setting the MRI scanner that high may have fried your brain and not made a difference to the bots. Oh, Ona! You took such a risk! Why? For me?"
Then Yvonne burst into tears.
"For both of us, Yvonne," I replied as I wrapped my arms around her. "And for every other woman that Davis' bots have taken. Besides, I'd rather be dead than subject to the asshole I married."
As I spoke, Yvonne hopped from foot to foot. Her hands kept reaching for her proudly naked nipples, but she constrained herself.
Stepping into her embrace, I pressed my belly against her pubis and hungrily kissed her full lips, "What do you want the doctor to do, Yvonne?"
"Eat my cunt!" Yvonne blurted.
When controlled by the bots, Yvonne's language was as cultured and demure as mine. But, now she was free of their influence, I quickly realised Yvonne had an earthy, potty mouth.
I found her language quite refreshing, though. So holding down the send button, I said, "Stephen, crawl over here and service Yvonne's cunt with your tongue. You will do an excellent job because even if you have little experience, you will remember the techniques from all the porn you've watched and do those."
Yvonne sat on the edge of her bed and spread her knees. Doctor Grace crawled on all fours between them before tilting his head back and lapping at her labia.
With an expansive groan, Yvonne fell back onto the bed. Then, holding the doctor's head to her pussy, Yvonne ground her clitoris against Stephen's questing tongue. Doctor Grace tried, but he was hopeless.
"Jaysus!" I said. "Haven't you used your tongue to please a woman before?"
"Edith won't allow oral sex, Ms Mabooty. She says it's dirty and against God's will."
"Doctor, unless you want to suffer immense physical pain, you'd better learn quickly!"
Stephen's eyes were already crossing from the pain the nanobots caused him.
"Show me, please," he pleaded. "I'm going to throw up from the pain."
Sighing, I said, "Move over and watch."



Then, moving between Yvonne's muscly thighs, I placed my thumb above her clitoris and pulled the hood back, exposing her most precious sexual nub. With her engorged clit exposed, I sucked it into my pursed lips and pulled my head back. Then, when the suction broke, and my mouth popped off her clit, I repeated the action. After doing this several times, I slid my middle finger inside Yvonne's slit and hooked it up and back. Finally, finding and stroking her G-spot, I flicked and circled Yvonne's clitoris swiftly with my tongue as I twirled my fingers over her inner pleasure zone.
Yvonne launched into a cataclysmic orgasm. Holding my head tightly to her clitoris, Yvonne screamed, "YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" As she spasmed, shook and gushed pussy juices.
"Now you, doctor," I told Stephen.
Fortunately for him, Doctor Grace was a quick learner, and the only thing I had to explain was how to find Yvonne's G-spot. Not long later, Yvonne had a lesser but still enjoyable orgasm on Stephen's fingers and mouth.
"Well done," Doctor, I told him. "You've passed pussy eating 101. Now, let's go down to Isabella's bedroom and introduce you to your next task, cock sucking 101."
Stephen shook his head vehemently before clasping it and groaning, "I'm not gay, Ona. Homosexuality is a sin and is an abomination to God," he managed to force out.
Angry, I yelled, "Like I give a fuck about what you are or are not, you granddaughter raping paedophile! And as for your God, where was He when you raped Julia? Now crawl on your hands and knees down the hallway to Isabella's bedroom and suck my husband's cock. Or, so help me, Gawd, I will give you so many conflicting orders your head will explode before I can rescind them all!"
Doctor Stephen Grace obeyed, of course. Davis's and my nanobots gave him no choice. But, much to his chagrin, Doctor Grace's tiny willy was rock-hard and weeping precum as he entered Isabella's room.
Instructing Isabella and Julia to get on the bed, I pressed the buttons on the remotes controlling Davis and Stephen, then said, "Davis, you will lift your knees and spread your legs like a woman does as she welcomes her lover between them. Stephen, you will lie on your stomach and suck my husband's cock."
Both men tried to refuse, but as their nanobots compelled their obedience, they did as I wanted.
Once Stephen had taken my husband's dick in his mouth, I used Davis' remote, "You will love having a man suck you off, Davis. From now on, every time a woman sucks you, you will enjoy it less. But, whenever a man has your cock in his mouth, you will cum harder and quicker than you ever did with a woman.
Stephen, you will discover you can't even stand the sight, let alone the smell, of a pussy anymore. Instead, you will fantasise about sucking cocks. Once you leave here, you will begin trolling gay beats and hangouts, looking for cocks to blow. You will be careful, though. You don't want anyone other than those you've blown, knowing you're a secret gay boy."
I knew, however, as numerous guys boasted about receiving a blowjob from the eminent doctor, rumours would begin to fly. I thought the backlash from these rumours was an appropriate punishment for the Doctor. I believed the doctor needed chastising for his misdemeanour, but at least he had lived out his fantasy with Julia, not his granddaughter. However, I wanted to ensure he didn't try to fulfil his fantasy at a later date.
I looked about the room. Julia and Isabella lay on their stomachs, with their heads off the bed, avidly watching Stephen sucking off my husband. Yvonne, still proudly naked, had her legs crossed as she squeezed her thighs together, bit her lower lip and tweaked her nipples.
I smiled as I realised how turned on the three women were watching the men having sex. Wanting to see what happened next, I depressed the button on both remotes.
"Stephen, your cock is about to explode from your need to cum. Move up between my husband's thighs and fuck him in his ass. Once you've fully inserted your cock, you will hold Davis' legs back and apart and fuck him as if your life depended on making him cum before you do. However, no matter how badly you need to, you will not be able to orgasm until my husband begs you to cum in his ass.
"Davis, Stephen is going to dry fuck your virgin ass. Just as you dry fucked mine and many others. As we all did, you will love having your arse split by a cock. Then, as you feel Stephen's dick entering you, you will beg Doctor Grace to fuck you like the bitch you are. However, you will be unable to orgasm until you beg Stephen to cum in your ass. Only after you feel Stephen's cum shooting inside you will you be able to cum. Then, as Doctor Grace cums in your ass, you will have the best orgasm ever. Finally, you will beg him to fuck you again.
"If the good doctor cannot comply, you will attempt to turn him on by fondling and sucking his cock, tickling his perineum and tonguing his ass. Naturally, doing these things will make you hornier than ever, and you will beg Stephen to suck you off."
I thought through everything I'd told my two nanobot-controlled slaves to see if I'd missed anything but decided I'd covered every contingency adequately. Then, I remembered I'd done nothing for Julia or Isabella. I was still uncertain what to do with these two, but I knew their endorphin addiction had to be making them suffer.
So, I picked up their remote, thought about how to use these women to humiliate my husband and Stephen further, and said, "Isabella and Julia, you will become immensely aroused watching Davis and Stephen fuck, and want to join in. You may, but, I'm afraid, the men will be uninterested in you. So, instead, you will take turns using Isabella's biggest strapon to fuck each other. You may cum as hard and often as you want until I tell you to stop."
Thinking through the consequences of my new instructions, I decided to add riders to my husband and Doctor Grace.
Speaking into both remotes, I said, "Davis and Stephen, Isabella and Julia will try their best to make you fuck them. However, you will remain interested in only each other because pussy no longer interests you."
Yvonne moved to my side. Then, whispering, she said, "Ona, I need some cock in me so badly I think I'm going to scream. Help me, please."
I had to let an ironic smile play across my lips because Yvonne and I weren't precisely lesbians, but we made love to each other regularly. We preferred boys, but would let no man get between us, just as I'd thought about Julia and Isabella.
"Will a strapon do, Yvonne? If it will, I'll take care of you myself."
"You can fuck me anytime, Ona. I'd love that because I owe you my life. A strapon will do for tonight, but I will need a real cock soon, okay?"
Smiling, I hugged my friend, "Go and get the strapon you want me to fuck you with from your room, Yvonne. Then I will fuck you doggie style so we can watch my arsehole husband take a cock up his ass for the first of many times."
Then, picking up the remotes, I said, "Davis and Stephen, you will continue your actions until Yvonne returns before completing your instructions. Neither of you can cum until you have completed all instructions."
Yvonne almost ran into the room before diving to her knees and encouraging me into the strap-on's harness before kneeling with her ass waving tantalisingly in front of me.
Once it was buckled into place, I glanced over to where Isabella lay on Julia's back, pumping an almost 12-inch strap-on in and out of Julia's pussy as both girls watched the action. Then I said into the remotes, "Davis and Stephen, time to complete your tasks."
I slid the thick, almost 7-inch dildo into Yvonne's pussy as I eagerly watched Doctor Grace push my husband's knees far enough back to aim his tiny todger at Davis' rosebud. The strap-on Yvonne had chosen was double-headed, so I had 4-inches of 'cock' inside me as well as the seven inches I pushed inside of her. Whenever I stroked into my friend, it forced the other head into me. It wasn't as good as having a nice-sized penis in me, but it was erotically satisfying.
The power I felt surging through me as Davis and my nanobots forced the crying men to fuck, was tremendous, and I had a sudden insight into why Davis acted the way he did. He did what he did because he could, and I'd have to be very careful not to become addicted to the same power.
"Oh, Gawd," Yvonne and Julia moaned in unison as Stephen's cock slowly slid into my husband's ass.
It was all I could do not to moan with them. But, when Davis jumped and jerked as Doctor Grace broke his knot open, my moans joined the ones from the other three women. The best part was when Isabella slid out of Julia and onto the floor to kiss Doctor Grace. Then, instead of welcoming her, he pushed her away and fucked my husband harder.
Davis had screwed up his face, and his eyes were clenched shut. I knew this was a sure sign he was about to cum, but he was hanging on, hoping his partner would cum first so he could claim bragging rights. So, amused, I waited to see what he would do.
Finally, just as I thought Davis would orgasm, despite being told he couldn't, his mouth burst open, and he moaned, "Fuck me, Stephen, please. Fuck me like the cock loving bitch that I am."
Davis, finally saying those words, brought him to the edge of orgasm, but still, he couldn't quite get there as there was still one last phrase for him to mouth before the bots granted him release.
Crying tears of frustration and groaning with pain, Davis bit his lip and refused to mouth the last words. But, with the bots relentlessly hammering him into submission and his now undeniably urgent need to cum, Davis' lips opened, and he begged, "Cum in my ass, Stephen, please."
As soon as Davis spoke his keywords, Dr Grace, who had moaned and grunted non-stop as he pounded my husband's ass, tipped his head back and yelled through a massive orgasm.
"YEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSS!" Stephen bellowed as he came in Davis' ass.
Davis, who had blasted cum so hard it shot up over his and Doctor Grace's chest, grunted and came again as he felt Doctor Grace's semen squirting inside his ass.
Now both men had correctly completed all tasks, the nanobots rewarded them by stroking and stimulating the men's pleasure centres. Davis and Stephen shuddered through several aftershocks before Stephen collapsed onto his back.
Isabella and Julia were off the bed as soon as Stephen's back hit the floor. It was obvious they both wanted Davis, but Julia got her mouth around my husband's cock first. Grumbling, Isabella cupped Doctor Grace's saggy balls and attempted to blow some life back into his floppy dick.
To Isabella's surprise, Stephen pushed her off his dick firmly. Then, as she tried to take him in her mouth again, he said, "No, Miss. I'm afraid I have no interest in your smelly vagina. Now leave me alone."
Davis allowed Julia to suck him, but he only 'rose to about half-mast'. Finally, tiring of her, Davis turned to Doctor Grace and begged, "Please fuck me again, Stephen. I need to feel you in my ass again."
Both men were hard again in seconds, but Davis lay on his stomach and pushed his ass up in the air this time. So Stephen placed a hand in the middle of Davis' back to balance on, then held the base of his cock as he guided it back into my husband's ass.
Underneath me, Yvonne moaned and shuddered through another orgasm, "Fuck me, Ona," She groaned. "Watching two men fuck is so damned hot!"
I had to agree. I'd never contemplated watching man-on-man sex but found watching my 'alpha-male' husband begging to be fucked by another man extremely erotic.
Doctor Grace didn't last long. He stroked into Davis' ass only a few times before he spat cum into my husband's ass with a gorilla-like grunt. Feeling the doctor cumming in his ass sent Davis rocketing into another orgasm. Groaning, Davis spat semen onto the floor beneath him.
Because the men had rejected them, Isabella had tied her biggest strap-on in place. Then she bent Julia over the bed as she pounded Julia's cunt in time with Doctor Grace's thrusts. Julia incessantly moaned as she blew from orgasm to orgasm before she could take no more. Pushing backwards, Julia forced Isabella's strap-on out of her pussy before climbing onto the bed and collapsing.
After cumming in my husband's ass a second time, Doctor Grace, embarrassed, made an exit, "Edith will be wondering where I am," he muttered as he swiftly left.
As the doctor opened the bedroom door, I said, "Oh, doctor. There's a well-known gay beat in Roma Street Park, only 600 metres (660 yards) up the hill. Why don't you swing by there on your way home?"
Flashing me a guilty look, Stephen increased his speed and disappeared out the door.
Awkwardly holding down the buttons to the remotes controlling my husband, Julia and Isabella, I said, "Davis, you will beg Isabella for a nightie to sleep in, and then you will go and sleep in the guest bedroom. You will remain in that bedroom until I come to see you."
Davis got his request and walked out.
"Isabella and Julia, you may do as you please until I summon you in the morning. But you are not to leave Isabella's bedroom."
It seemed only natural to take Yvonne with me back to Davis and my marital bedroom. But, even though I could tell Yvonne still ached with the need to cum, I was exhausted and fell into a deep and refreshing sleep.
Waking the next morning, I ran my mind through how my body felt. For the first time since Davis activated the nanobots he had tricked me into taking, I felt calm, relaxed, and in control of myself. I was vaguely horny, but that was to be expected. For almost three years, I'd orgasmed at least twice an hour for a minimum of ten to twelve hours a day every day. My brain was addicted to the endorphin rush these cum events gave it. More than likely, I'd never be free of that need.
Yvonne, Isabella and Julia were in the same predicament. Plus, I didn't have a clue what mental imperatives Davis may have placed on them. So, deciding to fix that, I gave Yvonne a light kiss and explained I'd be back in a moment, then marched to Isabella's room.
Opening Isabella's door, I saw her and Julia sharing the longest double-ended dildo I'd ever seen. Even in my nanobot-addled state, I'd often been surprised by how big an item Julia would willingly accept inside her. Pussy or ass, it didn't matter. The bigger, the better for my Swiss assistant. But, seeing Isabella so joyfully accepting most of the other end caused me to stumble over my words before I took a breath and recovered. However, the spectacle caused the flames of my incipient arousal to flare.
Holding down the button, I said, "All instructions given have been rescinded. All requirements Davis made you complete to stop the bots from punishing you are null and void. The bots are still active, but you are now women of free will."             
To my utter amazement, Julia flew into a rage, "Nooooooooooooo!" She screeched. "Davis promised me Isabella was mine to do with as I pleased for the rest of Isabella's life. She was his gift for having to share him with you, Yvonne and Isabella. She is mine to debase and abuse as I feel fit!"
"Not anymore," I emphasised. "You are not to touch Isabella in any way unless Isabella or I have permitted you to. Even if I say you can touch her, you must ask and receive Isabella's permission before you do."
Julia knew better than to try and fight her bots, so unwillingly, she slid off her end of the dildo and moved to the vanity seat in front of Isabella's mirror.
Isabella removed the dildo from her severely gaped pussy and sat crying.
"Tell me why you cry, Issie," I said as tenderly as I could.
"If Davis and Julia are lost to me, then I am as dead," she sniffled. "I have no money, no friends and no life outside of what those two gave me. Without them, my only choice will be to walk the streets doing tricks so I can eat."
"I still want you to be Davis' clinic's receptionist, Isabella," I explained. "You're damned good at it and keep his books perfectly. Nobody knows his patients and their needs better than you. Besides, I've seen the recorded footage from the day Davis activated your nanobots, so I know you were an unwilling accomplice in all that followed. I'll have to find a new accountant, maybe even more than one, to get all the clinic's finances sorted. But, if the accountant finds that you haven't been compensated for your work, I will ensure that all money owed plus interest is paid."
"What about me?" Julia asked. "Do you plan on keeping me as a trained pet, too?"
What a conundrum! I didn't dare deactivate Julia's bots as I was sure she'd immediately try to free Davis and get us three others back under his control. But I didn't like using the nanobots to control her either.
In the end, I thought, 'She and Davis deserve each other, really. They're both beautiful, narcissistic arseholes. So what better way to keep us three women safe than to bind them together by using the bots to ensure they stay in love forever?'
But I wasn't ready to give up my revenge just yet. Plus, many others had wittingly or unwittingly helped Davis degrade us four. I wanted to punish the worst of these offenders too.
No closer to deciding what to do, I said, "Isabella, you are free to go about your daily duties as you please. Will you please open the Centre and begin cancelling all of Davis' appointments for at least the next month? Apologise, and say the Doctor is having some health issues, and we're unsure when he'll be back on deck."
Mentally toughening my mind, I pressed the button for Julia, "Julia, you will snap out of your funk and become the professional research assistant we all know you are. You will attend the Centre and help Isabella cancel all appointments. Explain to any clients and patients that come into the centre that Davis is unwell and cannot be with them today. You will reassure them they will be contacted at a later date when Davis is able to attend to their needs."
Isabella began preparing herself for work immediately. Julia resisted momentarily before the bots sent her scurrying to her room to comply with my orders.
Collecting Yvonne, I walked to the guest bedroom to talk with my husband. Opening the door, we found him sitting on the bed, crying. Davis still wore the nightie Isabella had dressed him in, and his thick, almost seven-inch cock poked lewdly out from where he'd pulled his nightie up.
Evidently, he'd been masturbating to no avail, so I maliciously asked, "What's the matter, my darling husband? Can't you quite get there by yourself anymore?"
With reddened eyes, Davis begged, "Please, Ona. I need to cum so badly that I think my balls are going to explode. Let me, please."
Smiling nastily, I replied, "No, Davis. I don't think so. Instead, you will lie on your back. Then, no matter what happens next, you will not be able to orgasm until I say you can. Do you understand me?"
"Yes, Ona," Davis groaned as he fell onto his back.
"Turning to Yvonne, I hugged her and said, "There's the cock you've been begging for, honey. Ride him until you break and enjoy every moment until you do."
Tears in her eyes, Yvonne said, "You don't mind, Ona? He's still your husband, and I don't want to hurt you by using him like that."
In answer, I kissed her passionately as my finger slid between her naked thighs and onto her distended clitoris. Then sliding it along Yvonne's slit until I found her vulva's entrance, I kissed her again before forcefully shoving my finger into her pussy. Next, I pushed her away from me before turning her towards Davis and shoving her in his direction.
Then, I patted her sexy ass and said, "Ride him until you break, baby."




Swinging her hip over Davis' prone body, Yvonne took his rigidly erect cock in her right hand as she positioned her pussy over it. Then, with a sigh of deep contentment, Yvonne sank onto it until Davis was fully inserted in her sweet pussy.
Turning her head to me, she said, "Even though the bots made me do it, Ona, I have to admit that your husband has the best cock I've ever fucked."
Strangely, I felt no jealousy. Only a deep sadness that Davis had wasted our lives together. I still loved him. Oh, I was so angry that I'd never forgive him, but how I wished he'd been the man that seduced me all those years ago. Instead, he was a sick and perverted degenerate that deserved punishment for all he'd done, and I was going to punish him!
As I watched Yvonne fuck my husband, and even as I felt my pussy throb as my arousal grew, I began formulating plans. Many other medical professionals were involved in abetting Davis's mind control programs. Some had brought their wives or girlfriends to be infected with Davis' nanobots for no other reason than they wanted to control them, and fuck whomever they wanted with impunity. Others had been encouraged to help by becoming the centre of a four-way lesbian orgy.
Isabella knew these people and had access to their files, so I'd begin by inviting them in for a review. Then, I'd offer them refreshments with the bots added. Finally, I'd activate those bots and make these people pass control of their controlled subjects to me. Once I had control of them and their subjects, I'd either release their subject then encourage them to help me punish their abuser. Or, if they were one of the despicable people that needed to be controlled, I'd compel them to help me punish their controller.
The thing is, I knew there were a lot of people who had brought their loved ones to the centre for help. Their wives, sisters, daughters, or nieces were on a path to self-destruction and coming to our centre was their last resort. If we couldn't fix their loved one's behaviour, they would finish in jail or worse. These weren't the people I wished to punish.
I slowly became aware that Yvonne was about to explode into orbit as a truly rapturous orgasm ripped through her. But, at the same time, I could see Davis was almost in agony from his need to cum. His thick cock was surrounded by what I knew to be an extremely tight, very wet cunt, and that pussy gripped him tightly. But, no matter what he did, the bots wouldn't allow his balls to tighten against his shaft so he could fill that pussy with his seed.
Her head bouncing back and forth as she rode my husband for all she was worth, Yvonne keened before erupting into her orgasm. Time after time, Yvonne lifted her hips until only the tip of Davis' dick was still inside her, trembling as she squeezed her pussy's sphincter on it. Then, as the intensity of her feelings overwhelmed her, Yvonne slammed herself back down. When her ass hit Davis' pubis, she'd lift herself up and repeat the process.
She came so hard and often that I lost count of how many orgasms she'd had. I watched with sardonic glee as Davis incessantly begged me to allow him to cum. I refused, of course.
I wanted to degrade my husband further. So, waiting for Yvonne to recover, I thought through my plan, 'It will work as long as Doctor Grace is available,' I decided.
I called his cell. When he answered, I peremptorily said, "Present yourself at my door within the next fifteen minutes, doctor, or feel my wrath." I hung up without waiting for a response.
Yvonne seemed recovered from her orgasm, so I gently asked, "You feel up to making Davis up as a sexy woman?"
Catching what I intended, Yvonne rolled out of bed, grinning hugely, 'Fuck, yes, Ona! Let's make your asshole husband into a painted moll!"
Well before Doctor Grace arrived, Yvonne had made Davis shave, and then she used her fine skills to make him up as sexily as possible. I didn't think my husband was passing as a biological woman anytime soon, but I thought he looked quite sexy.
Fifteen minutes later, the entry door intercom buzzed. Sending the penthouse elevator down, I escorted Stephen to Davis' room.
Using the remotes, I said, "What are you waiting for, Davis? On your knees and suck your man off!'
Davis began unbuckling Stephen's pants immediately. Moments later, Davis' head enthusiastically bobbed up and down Stephen's tiny todger. The pain from trying to resist Davis' ministrations quickly turned to Stephen groaning as he held my husband's head and mouth fucked him.
Using both remotes, I said, "Neither of you is to cum until Doctor Grace is fucking Davis in his ass, and Davis begs Stephen to cum inside him. Once those words have been said, you may both cum as hard as you want."
Still fruitlessly trying to refuse the inevitable, Doctor Grace continued thrusting his undersized penis in and out of Davis' mouth. But, in the end, my bots gave him no choice. Groaning from his need, Stephen pushed Davis off his cock and onto his back. Then, pushing my husband's legs back and apart, Doctor Grace slid his tiny pecker into Davis' ass.
"No!" My pathetic asshole of a husband groaned before moaning, "Fuck, yes, Stephen. Fuck me like the whore I am and cum in this slut's ass."
As Davis said those words, he and Stephen simultaneously burst into orgasm. My husband has always been a big cummer, so his dick squirted copious fluids between him and Doctor Grace. But what pleased me most was how much cum leaked from my husband as Stephen's softening cock fell out of his ass.
"Doctor Grace, you can fuck off. Davis, you will go to Isabella's room, select one of her work uniforms, and put it on. Then, you will return and kneel before me."
Around fifteen minutes later, my husband knelt at my feet. I was so horny by then that I would have fucked just about anyone.
Knowing I needed to satiate my sexual urgings, I instructed Davis to lie on his back on the bed and hold his thick cock so that it pointed at the ceiling. Then, I took my husband's dick in my hand and lowered myself onto it. Despite everything, I orgasmed almost immediately. It had been nearly twelve hours since I'd cum, so the release was much appreciated.
After I'd eased my frustration, I encouraged Yvonne to ride Davis until her needs were met. A simple instruction that he couldn't cum until I told him he could, kept Davis as hard as trigonometry 501 and unable to orgasm. My doing that gave Yvonne plenty of time to completely scratch that almost insatiable itch we four, Davis' previous subjects, have.
By the time Yvonne had eased her desires, Davis' face had screwed up as he struggled to cum. The bots refused to allow him that release, though, so Davis panted like a male dog sniffing a bitch in heat as he tried to somehow get over the edge. The whole spectacle had me hotter than a summer's night in Hades, so I took Yvonne's place riding my husband's cock until I, too, had satiated my itch. By then, Davis was shaking his head back and forth in frustrated agony, begging to be allowed to orgasm.
Deciding to humiliate him further, I said, "Crawl to Isabella's room. In the dresser drawer next to her bed, you will find her 9-inch strap-on. Bring that item to me, kiss my feet and then beg me to fuck you in the ass with it. Once I am fully inside your ass, you will tell me how much you love being my bitch. Only then will I let you cum."
Davis, on all fours, left swiftly.
"Oh, Gawd, Ona!" Yvonne moaned. "That's going to hurt him like a bitch!"
"Good," I replied. "Unlike what he did to us, I will lube the strap-on before I fuck him."
"Fuck, Ona, I'm horny again just thinking about it."
"I'll make Davis suck the dildo clean after I've fucked him and do you, too. If you want?"
"I want, Ona. I want very much."
Davis knelt at my feet, kissed them, and held the strap-on up.
"Please, Ona, my Queen, fuck your worthless subject with this," he pleaded.
I liked 'my Queen'. I liked it a lot! So I stepped into the harness and buckled it in place. My pussy was so wet I couldn't help the soft arousal moan that leaked from me as the smaller end slipped inside me. I looked around for something to grease the shaft of the strap-on with but didn't see anything. I was about to shrug my shoulders and dry fuck my bastard husband's ass when Yvonne swung her legs off the bed and ran down to Isabella's room to get the lube.
Returning, Yvonne knelt, then quickly oiled the strap-on's shaft. Then, raising an eyebrow, she asked if she should prepare Davis' ring. I wanted this bastard to experience at least some of the pain he inflicted on me, though, so I shook my head.
Using the remote, I said, "Davis, chest on the bed, lift your skirt above your hips, reach behind you, and spread your ass cheeks. Once you've confessed how much you love being my little bitch, you may cum."
Barely giving Davis time to spread his ass cheeks, I guided the strap-on's head onto Davis' ring, then brutally shoved in as hard as I could. Davis threw his head back to scream as all the muscles in his arms and back contracted as he fought to throw me off.
Unfortunately for him, the bots did their work, so instead of screaming and throwing me off his back, Davis collapsed against the bed before moaning, "I love being your bitch-boy, Ona. Please, my Queen, fuck your little bitch-boy like the slut he is."
As soon as he uttered these words, Davis' dick viciously spat cum onto the bedspread as he hurtled through a massive orgasmic event. For nearly two full minutes, Davis grunted, spat semen, and then grunted again as more cum blasted from his cock. Davis was shooting blanks when the bots finally released him, but the spasm's intensity seemed undiminished. Eventually passing out, Davis fell to the floor before me. An appropriate place for him, I thought.
Yvonne dragged me up on the bed in a frenzy and pushed me on my back. Then she quickly wiped the strap-on clean with some antibacterial wipes, swung a leg over me and guided the dildo into her pussy. Riding me like a jockey riding a horse in the final furlong of a race, Yvonne crashed through orgasm after orgasm until she, too, passed out.
'Great,' I thought. 'Who's going to take care of me?'
I looked at my asshole husband lying on his back on the floor, his eyelids fluttering as the bots still worked their magic on his nerve centres. Experimenting, I took Davis' flaccid, cum-covered dick in my hand and slowly lowered my mouth onto its head. As soon as my lips kissed his cock's head, it sprang back to life and was rock-hard in a moment.
Grateful for small mercies, I unbuckled and dropped the strap-on's harness before straddling my husband and guiding Davis' thick penis inside me. Oh, Lawdy-Lawdy, did it feel good! It was my turn to play jockey, and I rode my husband until my needs were satiated.
Instructing Davis to use the bath to wash himself from the neck down before putting on knickers and presenting himself on his knees before me, I headed to the kitchen to make breakfast.
Chapter 08: Punishing the Guilty.
It was time to move my revenge plans along. Nick McKenzie was the first of Davis' co-conspirators I wanted to wreak my revenge on. Doctor McKenzie is a preeminent cosmetic surgeon who works only a few doors from my centre in Spring Hill. Doctor Nick was the man Davis sent his nanobot-controlled female patients to for their surgical enhancements. The same Doctor mentioned towards the end of 'Training my Niece to Obey'.
Dr McKenzie had fought numerous allegations of sexual inappropriateness, but he was a gifted surgeon who produced enhancements of such precision they were almost undetectable. Nick also specialised in gender reassignment surgery. Something I was going to explore as part of my revenge plan.
I have Dr Nick's number on my phone as I often call him to consult on what surgeries the newly-controlled woman's owner wants, so I dialled it. As the phone rang, Davis came to where I was in a pair of frilly pink knickers and knelt at my feet, gazing adoringly up at me.
As expected, I got the doctor's answering service, so I left a sweet message, "Hello, Nick. Charlotte, in case you didn't pick that up already. Davis asked me to invite you for dinner tonight. Bring your wife, if you'd like. Davis has a special play session planned that he thinks you will enjoy. I know we five will."
With that message, I knew there was no way Nick and his nanobot-controlled surgically-enhanced wife wouldn't be attending. Sure enough, only thirty seconds later, Doctor McKenzie called my cell to confirm they'd be there at 7.30 pm.
Just before the doctor hung up, I said, "Nick, my husband is having a bit of a personal crisis at the moment. You will probably be a little surprised by his appearance, but please, go along with it until Davis himself explains."
I quickly hung up before Nick could ask any questions.
Davis still mooched around my feet, it was nice, but he was in the road. So, I sent him to sit on the couch.
"You will sit and imagine taking your friend Doctor Nick's cock in your mouth and blowing him to orgasm, Davis. Thinking about tasting and swallowing his sperm will make you ragingly horny again, so you will take out your cock and masturbate. You will not be able to cum, though. When it gets too much for you, you will find the double-headed dildo Isabella and Julia used last night and bring it to me. Next, you will kneel and beg me to fuck your ass with it."
Davis left for the lounge as I went to check on Yvonne. She still slept peacefully, but her skin was covered in goosebumps, and her nipples were pebbly hard. So, kissing her lightly, I covered her with the quilt and let her sleep.
By the time I returned to the kitchen, the ache of my arousal had me fidgety again. You have to remember, reader, that I'd had a minimum of two orgasms every hour that I was awake for the last almost four years. When Davis made us play, I'd have continuous orgasms for three, four, five and sometimes six hours in a row. My body was accustomed to receiving regular blasts of endorphins. Now it wasn't getting them, it let me know its need by turning my arousal up.
Ignoring my growing need, I planned how to trap Doctor Nick with my bots. If I didn't plan carefully, Nick would swiftly become aware that Yvonne and I were no longer under Davis' control and leave in a panic.
Isabella and Julia were easy, I realised. I'd instruct them to act, behave, and answer Davis as if he were still their master. I was confident I could carry out the deception, but what about Yvonne? The simple solution, of course, was to reactivate the bots that still resided in her body and tell her to obey Davis as she did before. But there was no way I'd betray my friend and saviour like that.
Knowing I had to talk to her, I walked to Yvonne's bedroom to wake her up. Fortunately, I found her stretching and yawning as she gathered her wits around her. With my lips dry, I watched as the quilt slipped off my friend's luscious breasts.
Spotting me, she smiled and patted the bed beside her, "Come and sit, Ona. You look like you're exhausted and need to sleep."
I sat where she indicated, but when she touched my arm, she exclaimed, "Shit, Ona! You're burning up! Come here, baby. I know what you need."
Yvonne pushed me on my back, unbuttoned my blouse and took my aching breasts in her hands. Undoing my bra's front clasp, Yvonne's right fingers found my left nipple as her left hand pulled my skirt off, and her fingers found my mound through my knickers. Then, firmly running a long fingernail around my clitoris, Yvonne sucked my right nipple into her mouth before lightly biting it as she squeezed and twisted my left.
Sighing with relief, I came. I needed more, much more, but I felt my body relax as endorphins washed through me. Luckily, Yvonne knew this, so, pulling my knickers down, she lowered her mouth to my pussy. Reaching across my toned stomach to tweak and twist my throbbing nipples, Yvonne ran her tongue in long strokes from below my vulva's entrance, across my labia and over and around my clitoris.
"Yes!" I moaned as I held my friend's mouth to my pussy. "Just like that, honey. OMG, I'm going to cum!"
Bucking up against her mouth, I shuddered through several orgasms, but it seemed every one only increased my need.
"Oh, you poor thing," Yvonne soothingly said. "You've been so busy taking care of everyone else's needs that you've neglected your own. Order that asshole of a husband of yours in here now."
Knowing Yvonne had read my needs correctly, I yelled for Davis to get his ass in here ASAP. Once he was there, I made him lie on the bed. He'd been masturbating, so his cock was stiff, throbbing and leaking precum. Taking it in my hand, I gratefully lowered my pussy onto it. My first orgasm peaked through me before Davis was all the way in, and they blasted through me one after the other after that. But, no matter how hard or often I came, it seemed I was insatiable.
Yvonne came to the rescue again. Lubing her hand, Yvonne pushed me forward onto Davis' chest. Then, resting a hand on my tailbone, Yvonne slowly worked her fingers and then her hand into my ass. Once she'd forced her whole hand through my knot, Yvonne clenched it into a fist and began pounding my ass.
Her fisting me exploded sensations through my body. Then, literally screaming, I shook and shuddered through four or five cataclysmic orgasmic events before I passed out. But Yvonne still wasn't done. As soon as I showed signs of reviving, she encouraged me off Davis's cock and onto my back, still on top of Davis.
"Lift up, Ona. I will guide him into your ass."
Groaning, I lifted, and when I felt my husband's dick at my rosebud, I relaxed and sank onto it.
"Ride him, Ona. I'll be right back."
I briefly wondered where she was headed, but then I heard the water running and knew she was washing the hand that had been in my ass. Moaning in anticipation of another fisting, I bounced on Davis' thick cock. With my eyes closed and my head tipped back, I didn't notice Yvonne return until I felt her oiled thumb on my clitoris and two of her fingers delving into my pussy.
"Enjoy, Ona. This is all for you, my love," Yvonne whispered.
Spreading my knees as far apart as possible, I waited eagerly for Yvonne to add a third and fourth finger. Once those two were in, Yvonne's thumb left my pleasure nub and joined the others being slowly forced into my gaping vulva.
"Do it, baby," I panted. "Shove that hand right in there!"
I squealed with delight as Yvonne's hand popped into my pussy. But when she twisted her fist back and forth inside me, her thumb rubbed across my G-spot, and I exploded pussy juices out around her wrist.
As my excretions soaked Davis' balls, he moaned in frustrated pain.
'Good,' I thought. 'Suffer, you bastard.'
Yvonne continued fisting me as I rode Davis' dick. I could feel another massive orgasm building and believed this one would allow me to relax and concentrate, at least for a time. Slowly, the imminent feeling grew and grew until, suddenly, it was on me.
Tipping my head back, I screamed, "YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!!!" As I bucked, bounced and twitched on Davis's rigid penis.
Then, finally, after one last intense orgasm, my muscles went weak, and I passed out with my husband's cock still buried in my ass.
I don't know how much later it was, but I awoke to Yvonne hushing Julia and Isabella as they tried to push into the bedroom.
Climbing off my husband's still erect cock, and feeling totally relaxed and focused, I said, "Let them in, Yvonne. I'm alright."
Isabella and Julia weren't, though. Their need burnt as brightly in them as mine had earlier.
Picking up the remote, I cautioned Davis not to cum before telling the two to satiate their needs on Davis' cock. By the time both finished, Davis' balls were almost literally blue, and he was incoherently moaning, begging me to let him cum.



Using the remote, I said, "Suffer, you fucking arsehole."
I realised saying that was unwise almost immediately after I had spoken it. What I said had set up a never-ending feedback loop. First, the bots would make him suffer. Then because he was suffering, they'd reward him by stimulating his pleasure centres until he no longer suffered. But he wasn't suffering then, so they would return to making him suffer. And, around the loop would go again.
Speaking quickly, I said, "Rescind that last order."
I ordered everyone to our dining room table. Then, lining up the remotes so I could hold both buttons down simultaneously, I said, "Doctor Nick McKenzie and his wife Alannah are coming for dinner at 7.30 pm. They are not to know that anything has changed from the last time they visited, so you will act and obey Davis as if I were giving the orders.
"Yvonne, you will need to act better than any Oscar winning actor has performed before. You must ensure they believe we're all still under Davis' nanobot's control. Honey," I told her. "You must be especially careful with your language. You know how much Davis hated your swearing."
"I will fucking do it, Ona," Yvonne replied, then grinned,
"Julia, specifically," I continued. "You will not, in any way, either by sound, action or omission, allow anyone to know Davis is no longer in control."
When I saw the brief frown flow onto then off Julia's face, I was glad I'd explicitly spoken to her.
"Start getting dinner ready," I instructed Isabella and Julia. "There's a roast dethawing in the sink. Do roast potatoes and vegetables, along with all the usual trimmings. You will do your best to make the meal as delicious as possible. Am I clear? Once dinner is on, you will shower and make yourselves as sexy as possible for the good doctor and his wife. Isabella, you will help Davis present as close to a woman as you can make him."
"Yes, Ona," they both dutifully intoned.
Relieved I'd caught that faux pas, I added, "From now until I tell you otherwise, I am Charlotte the Harlot again. You will refer to me as Charlotte and behave towards me as if I were still her. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Charlotte."
'Now, the difficult part,' I thought. How the fuck was I going to make Davis convincing enough to fool Nick long enough for the bots to attach themselves to Nick's cerebral cortex and pain centres?
Thinking carefully, I picked up Davis' remote and said, "Davis, your friend Nick McKenzie will visit us tonight. Even if you and he have set up some kind of secret signal to warn the other you're in trouble, you will be unable to give it."
Being the supremely arrogant, narcissistic arsehole he was, I doubted Davis had even considered the tables could be turned on him. Still, I wanted to ensure I was safe if he had.
"You will present as your true authentic self today, Davis. That means you, when I've finished instructing you, will go to Isabella and ask her for a sexy dress to wear and request she does your makeup. Your outfit is to include a bra, stockings and suspenders. Plus, if Isabella's, Julia's, or Yvonne's shoes fit, you will wear spiked heels.
"Then, when you greet Nick, you will explain how you've been lying to yourself for all these years but now wish to live your life as you felt you always should have, as a woman. Next, you will enquire about breast enhancement surgery and whether he can build you a vagina where your balls are. Finally, explain that you wish to keep your penis because your four nanobot slaves still require constant servicing, and you want to continue doing that yourself."
A few tears leaked from my husband's eyes as he realised I was talking about cutting his balls off to build a vagina, but the nanobots forced him to be happy about that news, and they soon dried up.
I considered all my instructions and thought I'd covered all eventualities, so I released Davis to begin preparing his appearance for tonight's dinner.
But as he left the room, I thought of one more thing, "Davis," I said. "Your penis will remain flaccid until one of your women is sucking it. However, you will fantasise about sucking Doctor Nick off and be secretly highly aroused. Then, when someone is sucking it, your dick will harden, and you will choose some of us to fuck. The ones you haven't chosen to fuck, you will instruct to do whatever Doctor Nick wants. But you will be unable to cum until you have swallowed the doctor's load."
Crossing my fingers that I hadn't missed anything, I left for my en suite to prepare myself for this evening's activities.
'At least I'm going to get cock and orgasms tonight,' I thought. 'That will help!'
My nipples and clitoris were already signalling their need for attention again. Before I opened my bedroom door, I remembered telling Doctor McKenzie that Davis had some special games planned for tonight.
'Oh, no!' I thought. 'What games could we possibly play that Doctor Nick hadn't already played with us?'
Then inspiration hit me. We'd play a game I called 'Strap-on Fucking Poker'. First, all the women would sit on the floor at Nick and Davis' feet as they sat on sofa chairs. Then we women would play Poker. Once the men knew the lowest hand in every round, they could either fuck the one that lost, get her to blow them, or instruct the winner to fuck the loser with a strap-on. As usual, all three love holes on all women would be available to fuck.
Holding the remote, I found Davis and described what I wanted him to do to amuse his friend. I even told him he could get hard and fuck whichever of us he wanted. Although, I reiterated that he would not cum until he felt Nick's semen sliding down his throat.
7.30 rolled around to find Dr Nick and Alannah using the intercom to advise us they'd arrived. As usual, we four women stood two to a side slightly behind Davis as he greeted his guests at the door.
Then, Davis snapped his fingers, pointed at me, and said, "Kneel. Suck Nick off."
Even though Nick was shocked by my husband's appearance, he pointed at the floor in front of Davis and said to Alannah, "Kneel, Suck Davis off."
Although I was quick to obey, I'd forgotten this wife-swap ritual. As I knelt, I whispered in Davis's ear, "You may cum in her mouth," hoping Nick wouldn't hear.
It didn't seem that Doctor Nick had because he said nothing as I took his standard-sized, slightly less than 6-inch cock in my mouth. Then, using all of my finely honed skills, I swiftly brought Doctor McKenzie to fruition. The taste of his semen sliding across my tongue and down my throat had me tingling all over.
Seriously, reader, I yearned for cock that wasn't my husband's. That's how big a slut Davis' nanobots had turned me into.
Pulling me to my feet, Dr Nick kissed and openly groped my tits and ass as Davis did the same to his wife.
"Fuck, I've missed this hot piece of ass you married, Davis," Nick said. "Now, mate. What's with the fucking dress and makeup? Have you gone all faggoty on me?"
Orating his lines perfectly, Davis said, "I asked Charlotte to warn you, Nick, because I didn't want to shock you. But I've chosen to live as I always knew I should. I want to live as my true authentic self, a woman. I hope you will help me?"
"Jaysus, Davis! Next, you're going to tell me you're gay and want to suck my cock!"
"I need my penis, Nick," Davis reassured his friend. "I have four women to service, and I'm not farming that chore out to another."
Swallowing these lies wholly, Nick leered and said, "I'm happy to help out, buddy. You know that. Anytime, anywhere you want, I'll service any of these sluts for you."
"Which ones would you like to service first, mate?" Davis asked.
"You haven't let me fuck Charlotte in her ass yet. May I?"
Just as the typical Davis would, my husband bargained, "Only if I get to fuck Alannah in her ass at the same time."
Picking up the dummy remote I'd given him for the purpose, Davis instructed, "Charlotte, kneel, lift your skirt above your ass, pull your knickers aside and allow Nick to fuck your ass. You can enjoy it and cum as often as you want."
Smiling, Doctor McKenzie removed his remote from his coat pocket and gave Alannah the same instruction. Davis seemed to be revelling in being in charge again because he used the remote to instruct me to face Alannah and exchange passionate kisses with her as he and Nick fucked our respective asses.
Reader, please don't judge me, but OMG, did I love having a cock that wasn't Davis' inside me. Even though Nick dry fucked me, he wasn't big enough to do any real damage. Especially since I'd recently had Yvonne's whole fist up there. However, I was certain Alannah's ass would be raw and bleeding once Davis finished with her.
I enjoyed Nick fucking me so much that I had several orgasms before I felt him shudder and cum in my tightly gripping ass.
Davis pretended to cum in Alannah as he saw Nick cumming in me.
"Enough playing," Doctor Nick said. "Davis, what's for dinner? And what games do you have for me to play afterwards?"
"Actually, mate," Davis said. "My little slut Charlotte wanted to do this, so we're going to play a game called 'Strap-on fucking Poker'. Don't worry, the rules will be clear when we play. But it will involve sticking your cock in many holes, I assure you of that!"
When we got to the dining room, Isabella and Julia bustled around preparing everything for dinner.
Once all the food was on serving plates, Julia ceremoniously handed Davis the carving knife and said, "Please, Sir. Will you cut the roast and serve the meat?"
Not looking at her, Davis said, "Julia, strip and climb onto the table. Lie in front of Nick and be his plate. Charlotte, carefully place everything Nick indicates he wants on Julia's tummy. Then, if Nick wants, get under the table and suck him off again."
After spooning Nick's food onto Julia's body, I knelt and joyfully received another belly full of cum.
As I climbed out from under the table, Davis said, "Eat Alannah's pussy, too."
Returning to my knees, I encouraged Alannah's ass onto the edge of her seat and then tongue lashed her pussy lips and clitoris as I thrust two fingers inside her pussy. Alannah took even less time than Nick to orgasm.
Waiting until I'd almost reached my seat, Davis said, "Now me."
'Ahh,' I thought, 'Davis is trying to goad me into an inappropriate reaction. The bots don't recognise this because his instructions are consistent with how he typically acts. But my scheming arsehole of a husband is still trying to escape.'
Hip to his scheme, I knelt and made a show of gleefully blowing my husband. I knew I'd won when Davis conceded defeat by pretending to blow in my greedily sucking mouth.
Pretending to wipe his excess cum off my lips, I retook my seat and ate my meal.
After dessert and cognac had been served, we adjourned to the lounge. Davis and Nick sat on sofa seats close enough to almost touch the women at their feet as we five girls sat with legs akimbo and pussies on display.
Isabella played dealer. Handing out the cards, we discarded what we thought was useless, accepted replenishment cards, and then displayed our hands. I lost the first two hands. After the first loss, I received a load of Dr Nick's cum on my face, followed by a pretend dump of cum in my ass by my husband. Losing a second time, I was instructed to strap on the largest of the dildos and fuck Alannah.
As I slid the strap-on into Nick's wife, I was glad for the almost 4 inches this dildo had for its wearer, and I had several orgasms myself as I fucked Alannah.
Looking at the clock on the lounge room's wall, I saw an hour had passed between dinner and now. So standing, I took the remote I had programmed for Nick and said, "Nick only, activate."
Screaming, "Noooooooooo!" Doctor McKenzie bolted for the door.
Speaking into the remote, I said, "Shut up, return to me and kneel at my feet."
Nick struggled, as everybody did, but the bots Davis and I had invented were relentless. Finally, openly weeping, Doctor Nick returned and knelt at my feet.
"Take out your remote and tell Alannah she now answers only to me. Then, tell her bots to deactivate. After deactivating Alannah's bots, you will hand me her remote."
With a look of total horror on his face, Doctor Nick McKenzie, Brisbane's preeminent plastic surgeon, and the owner of at least one nanobot-controlled woman, knelt at my feet and did as I asked.
Dr Nick uttered, "Alannah only, deactivate,"
When her husband deactivated Alannah's nanobots, she fell into a passed-out stupor.
Because Nick said, "Alannah only", I knew he had at least one other controlled subject. So, speaking into the remote that controlled him, I said, "Who else do you have controlled?"
Still struggling to resist, Dr McKenzie tried to refuse, even though we all knew it was fruitless. Eventually, Nick confessed that Tammy, his receptionist, was also under his control.
"Call her right now and instruct her to meet you here. Put your phone on speaker."
Without any equivocation, Nick phoned Tammy and ordered her to our place.
Alannah's bots were of first-generation design. The same ones that Isabella, Julia, Yvonne, and myself received. These bots were designed to be permanent. After attaching themselves to a body's pleasure centres, they would remain attached until their batteries went flat. This feature was something I'd been proud of when I invented them. The bots would last a minimum of five years and were probably good for two or even three more years after that.
Because I didn't think to test for it, I didn't know that shutting down these bots caused them to oscillate as they deactivated. Unfortunately, this oscillation causes irreparable damage to the brain's cerebral cortex. This is the problem Davis referred to in 'Training My Niece to Obey'.
My husband fixed this problem, and allowed me to shrink our bots even smaller, by having them last only 24 - 48 hours. When our new generation bots die, they release their grip on the cell they're attached to and wash into the bloodstream. This means, of course, that the dead bots need to be replaced every day. Hence, we hide the new day's bots in the subject's birth control or other substances they consume daily.
As I waited for Tammy to arrive, I contemplated what I could do to embarrass and humiliate Nick and Davis, just as they'd done to me so often. However, the three other girls were all squirming and biting their bottom lips. To be honest, reader, I was wet and horny myself.
'Well,' I thought. 'I have two cocks available here, why don't I use them?'
But I wanted some revenge first, so I said, "Davis, my little cock sucking slut, on your knees and strip Nick's pants, shoes and socks off. Nick, as he does this, you will remove all other clothing. Nick, having Davis blow you will be the most sexually stimulating thing you've had done to you. Quickly, your balls will be almost bursting from your need to cum. However, no matter what, you will not be able to orgasm until I permit you. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Charlotte," Dr McKenzie intoned.
"Enough of the Charlotte bullshit!" I erupted. "My name is Ona Mabooty. Charlotte the Harlot is what my pathetic arsehole of a husband made me with his cursed bots. Now you, my dear doctor, are going to know who you were but be unable to resist what I'm making you into."
Nick was naked in no time, his 6-inch cock already beginning to harden as he felt my husband's warm breath on it. Unfortunately, all four of us women were so engrossed in watching Davis blow Nick that none of us noticed when Alannah woke. That meant when she howled louder than a banshee and launched her tiny body at Nick, we were all caught unaware.
"You bastard!" She screamed and raked at her husband's eyes, fingers hooked into claws.
Luckily for us all, she tripped over the kneeling Davis and missed her target. Yvonne, thinking quickly, leapt on her. But I had to order Julia and Isabella to help before Alannah was finally subdued.
Holding her remote control in front of her, almost feral with frenzy eyes, I said, "Alannah! Your bots have been deactivated, and your husband cannot reactivate them as I have control now. I do not wish to reactivate them, but I'll have no choice unless you calm down!"
It took a while before my words registered, but finally, after a couple of shuddered breaths, Alannah relaxed and stopped struggling.
"I can tell my bots are dormant, Charlotte. But what do you mean you have control of my remote now?"
"My name is Ona, Alannah. Charlotte was Davis' invention. Yvonne and I turned the tables on Davis. We managed to get free of his bots for long enough to fool him into swallowing some bots of my invention. He, and your husband, are now nanobot controlled, and I hold the remotes.
"May I have the remote for my husband?" Alannah quickly asked. "I'd love to make the asshole do some of the degrading things he made me do!"
Thinking carefully, I said, "Not yet, Alannah. I don't know you well enough to trust you. But what I will do is hand the remote that controls you to you once I'm sure. How's that?"
Alannah nodded, then, taking in the scene in front of her, she gasped, "Davis is blowing Nick? But they're both as homophobic as they get."
Shaking the remote, I smiled and said, "I don't think any of us were lesbians before these damned things, were we?"
"Well, I didn't mind a bit of pussy," Yvonne drawled in her lightly Balkan-toned accent. "But, I prefer dick."
By now, Dr McKenzie's face was screwed up tight as he both fought to cum and to not cum. His balls screamed messages at his brain saying they were tightened up and ready, but the bots sent staggering pain into his nerve centres every time he tried to let go and orgasm.
My husband still worked feverishly on earning his cum reward at Dr Nick's feet.
The door buzzer rang.
"That would be Tammy," I explained for Alannah's benefit.
"Tammy?" Alannah questioned. "You're not going to release her, are you?"
I used the remote to open the door and told Tammy to come upstairs.
Then I turned back to Alannah, "Why on earth not?"
"I'm like this," Alannah said, cupping her massively surgically enhanced breasts and pointing at her cheekbones, "Because that bitch demanded it. She wanted Nick for herself, and the only way she'd let him near her was with me off the scene. Nick, of course, being the greedy, selfish prick he is, slipped some of Davis' nanobots into her morning coffee. Then, because I objected, gave some to me, too."
Absent-mindedly, I opened the door at Tammy's knock and let her in. But when she saw Nick kneeling and sucking Davis off, she squeaked and tried to bolt back out the door.
Using her remote, I said, "Tammy! Stop, turn, walk back inside, and then kneel on the floor next to Davis. Turn to face me when you're on your knees."
Tammy soon knelt as asked. I tapped her remote on my bottom lip as I contemplated what to do with her. Of course, I wasn't going to take Alannah's word for what happened without any verification, but what to do if what she said was true?
Holding the talk button down, I said, "Tammy. How did you come to be Doctor McKenzie's slave?"
"We were lovers," Tammy instantly responded. "But I wanted him all to myself and demanded he kick Alannah out. Otherwise, I was going to take copies of the films he's made of him molesting his unconscious patient to the police and media."
I think everyone except Davis and Nick himself were shocked.
Choosing to ignore that revelation, for now, I asked, "If I deactivate your nanobots, what will you do?"
I could see frowns flick onto her face and off as she tried her best to lie, but the bots gave her no option but to tell the truth.
Then, pointing at Alannah, she said, "Scratch her eyes out, then do my best to deactivate the bots in Nick's system."



Alannah said, trembling and seething with rage, "We detest each other. Always have. We both dated Nick at Uni, but I won and made him marry me. Then, what does my fucking asshole husband do? He hires her as his receptionist, and when I object, he controls me with fucking nanobots. What's worse is not only did he make me watch him fuck her, he made me fuck her too. I hate this fucking bitch, yet I've made her cum and been made to cum by her so many times it's ridiculous!"
'Oh, great,' I thought. 'Another nanobot-controlled woman I don't dare release and have no idea what to do with.'
Looking around, I knew I had to do something for the others as they almost literally climbed the walls with their need to orgasm.
I turned to Alannah, "I'm going to use your husband and mine to relieve some tension for the other girls, okay?"
"They can all have him," Alannah replied. "That prick is never getting inside of me again!"
Although I, too, needed to have some tension relieved, I needed to sound Alannah out and maybe recruit her into my plans for revenge.
Picking up the remotes, I said, "Davis and Nick, on your backs. You will enjoy being fucked, but you will lie still, not moving and not cumming until I say you can. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Ona," they said in unison and were quickly on their backs, rock-hard cocks lying flat against their abdomens.
"Help yourself, girls," I said. "Yvonne gets first choice, though."
Chapter 09: Recruiting Help.
I took Alannah's hand in mine and led her to the kitchen table to chat. Once I had her settled, I said, "How long has it been since Nick infested you with his bots?"
"Four years," Alannah replied.
"Damn," I sadly said as Alannah confirmed what I thought had been true. "First-generation bots, same as us four have. I've deactivated them, Alannah. But they're still there, attached to your pain and pleasure centres, and they will remain there, just waiting for an activation order, to take you over again. There's nothing, yet, that I can do to remove them safely."
"How did you get out from under yours?"
"At the almost cost of a brain embolism, Yvonne got me into the MRI scanner and turned the waves up to almost killing power."
"And you can't do that because you're scared the MRI waves will kill us?"
"Or do so much damage to your internal organs that you die later. Probably in terrible pain."
"What happens now?" Alannah asked.
"I don't know," I told her. "I'll have to keep your remote as it also controls Tammy. I guess you'll have to trust me not to use it on you."
Alannah took my hand in both hers, then looked deeply into my eyes, "I do trust you, Char... Ona. You released me when it would have been much easier and safer to keep me controlled."
Then she suddenly leant in and kissed me softly on my full lips.
"I can feel your warmth in your hand Ona. Plus, I can smell your arousal. Would you like me to help you with that?"
"Gawd, yes!" I reflexively moaned.
"Lie on your back on the table, baby. Alannah knows just what you need."
Of course, I was already knickerless, and my tiny skirt wasn't hiding a damned thing, so as soon as I was on the table, my pussy was utterly open to Alannah. Without hesitating at all, Alannah's thumb found the top of my hood as she pulled it up to expose my tiny, blood-engorged clit. My hands found Alannah's head as her warm, wet mouth covered my opening, her tongue delving deep inside.
"So good," I moaned as I felt my first orgasm peak.
Two of Alannah's fingers replaced her tongue. Expertly, Alannah hooked them up and back to find my G-spot as her tongue moved onto my clit. Sucking that beautiful nub into her mouth, Alannah bit lightly and pulled back. Now, as well as swirling her fingers over my G-spot, Alannah began thrusting her fingers into me.
"Oh, Gawd," I moaned. "Oh, Gawd! YEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!!"
Feeling much better, I sat up and kissed my new friend, "Thank you, Alannah. I badly needed that!"
"You know, Ona, I only made love with a woman because Nick made me, but that was nice. Doing it because I wanted to felt good."
"Maybe, one day, you'll let me return the favour, Alannah."
Smiling coquettishly, Alannah replied, "How about now?"
I smiled, "Hold that thought, Alannah. Would you like to see your husband embarrassed and humiliated as he did to you so often?"
"Fuck, yes!" She averred.
"Come on, then. You won't want to miss this," I said as I took her hand in mine and guided her back to the lounge.
When we entered the lounge, Julia and Isabella still rode our husbands. Both women looked just about done, though. The men had similar looks of face-screwed-up agony as their need to orgasm was overridden by their nanobots. If blue balls were an actual thing, both would be sporting purple ones.
Sighing through another orgasm, Julia and Isabella stood and staggered across to the couch before falling onto it, exhausted. Davis and Nick continued moaning and thrusting their hips up, trying to cum. Yvonne was about to swing a leg over Davis before I stopped her.
Using both remotes, I asked, "Do you boys need to cum?"
Together, the men moaned, "Yes, please, Miss Ona."
"Davis, on your hands and knees. Lift your skirt above your hips and pull your knickers aside. Nick, you will squat down and stick your cock in my husband's ass. Don't worry about lube, just shove in as hard as you can."
"I'm - not - gay," Nick panted as the bots punished his non-compliance.
Still using the remotes, I snarled, "Like I give a fuck what you are or aren't. Now stick your dick in Davis' ass."
Holding the button down longer, I added, "You will find you love fucking a man. In fact, you will find your orgasm inside Davis' ass is the best you've ever had, and you will beg your wife to allow you to do it again. From now on, you will never get hard for a woman unless your wife, or I, say you can. But every time a man walks past you wearing tight shorts or trousers, you will get an erection and wonder if he'd like to fuck you.
Finally, Doctor Nick, when you've completed Davis's conversion to a woman with a cock and a vagina, you will realise you love her and want her to be your wife. To the exclusion of all others except those myself or your wife choose for you."
Nick protested, but it was a fruitless exercise as the bots forced his compliance. Then, squatting as he'd been told, Dr Nick McKenzie, known surgeon and gad about town, brutally shoved his slender 6-inch cock into my husband's ass. Then, holding onto Davis' shoulders, Nick pounded him with all he had.
Using Davis' remote, I reminded him, "You love being fucked in the ass and can't cum until someone does. But tonight, my dick-loving husband, when you feel Nick cumming in your ass, you will spin so you can take his load down your throat. Only after you've swallowed Nick's load will you be able to orgasm yourself."
As I watched, I saw tears openly flowing down Tammy's face.
"What's the matter, Tammy?" Alannah sneered. "Don't like the way Ona's turning your boyfriend into a cock loving homo? Well, don't worry. When Ona gives me control of your bots, I will do to you what Eric Cantana did to his wife. I will turn you into a cock swallowing, cum guzzling porn queen. Then, you fucking marriage-destroying bitch, you will get all the cock up your stuck-up ass you could possibly want."
Tammy's tears dried up as her bots forced her to happiness.
I thought through the implications of what Alannah wanted for Tammy. I'd just about decided that turning Tammy over to her was probably a fitting punishment for her when Davis spun and swallowed the first of many loads he'd accept from Nick. Davis' rampantly erect cock spat his man juices onto the floor as he gleefully swallowed Nick's load.
"Nick," I said. "Get on your knees, and lick Davis' semen up. You'll find doing that makes you as horny as hell, and you will want to fuck my husband again. Davis may try to protest, but you will roughly take him and force your cock back into his ass."
I told my husband, "Same rules apply, Davis. When you feel Nick cumming, you will turn to swallow his semen. Only then, may you orgasm, too."
By now, most of the fight had drained out of Doctor McKenzie. So, if not exactly enthusiastically, he willingly knelt and began licking and sucking up Davis' spilt semen. When he was done, Nick's cock throbbed and twitched with desire. So forcing his friend onto his hands and knees, Nick shoved his cock up my husband's ass again. Shortly after that, Davis swallowed another batch of Nick's man juice.
"May I use your husband to get off, please, Ona?" Alannah begged. "Seeing them do that has me hotter than August in Havana."
I smiled as I was pretty damned hot myself, "Help yourself," I told her. "Do you want to ride him, or do you want to relax and make Davis do all the work?"
"I'll ride him, Ona. But can you do one more thing for me? Will you make Tammy kneel close to my ass so she can see me getting what she never will again? Your husband's cock in her slut cunt."
Laughing, I replied, "Done deal." Before repeating her request into Tammy's remote.
Looking around, I could also see the other three women were aroused.
"I don't know how to fix this," I muttered to myself. "With our endorphin addictions, we will spend too much time fixated on being fucked to relieve our symptoms than anything else."
In the meantime, however, I had my latest subject to use to satisfy their needs. So, holding down the talk buttons on their remotes, I said, "Isabella and Julia. Take Dr Nick to one of your bedrooms and use him to get yourselves off. Take all night if you need to. Share him equally, ladies," I admonished as they gathered Doctor McKenzie up and escorted him to Julia's room.
"I'll go with them, Ona, if I may? Yvonne said. "I need a damned good rogering myself."
Laughing, I told her to help herself.
As they left, I used Nick's remote, "Nick. Until you see me face-to-face again, you will obey Yvonne as if she were me. You will remain hard but unable to orgasm until Yvonne says you may. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Ona," wafted back from the departing crowd.
I fetched a quilt from the linen cupboard and threw it on the couch. Then, using Tammy's remote, I said, "Tammy. Once Alannah has finished with you, you will get up and lie on the couch to sleep. You will not move from that couch until I release you from it. All night, you will be as horny as all hell. But, no matter how much you play with yourself, you will be unable to orgasm. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Ona."
'Well, that takes care of everyone else, but what do I do for myself?' I knew I should go back to the lounge and ride my husband until I was satiated, but I couldn't get past my anger at him. Plus, I didn't know how long Alannah would be, and I didn't want to deny or cut off her needs until she was satisfied. So, instead, I made my way to my bedroom before dropping my clothes on the floor and climbing into bed.
As I lay on my back and lifted and spread my knees so I could find and play with my clitty, my door opened, and Yvonne slipped inside. She had the thick 7-inch dildo strapped into place on her pussy.
A little panicky, I asked, "What have you done with Nick?"
"Relax, Ona," Yvonne drawled. "Him, I told to stay servicing Julia and Isabella until they were both asleep. Then he was to find Davis in the guest room and fuck him until morning."
Laughing, I pulled Yvonne onto the bed and kissed her soundly. No matter what happened in the lounge, because Davis received no further instructions beyond lying still until Alannah finished with him, his default instructions would force him to his bedroom until I came and got him. I laughed because Davis' ass would be well and truly buggered by the morning. With an open instruction, such as what Yvonne gave him, Nick's bots would force him to fuck my husband continuously until Yvonne or I told him to stop, or the sun came up.
Even though Yvonne had a strap-on tied in place, we only lay, kissing and cuddling for a time. My sexual needs nagged at me, but my emotional needs were met by Yvonne's gentle manner, soft kisses, and soothing touches. I was thinking about heating things up when a soft knock came at my door. Next, the door opened, and Alannah slipped inside, also wearing a strap-on.
If she was surprised or bothered by Yvonne and me being naked and obviously making love, she didn't show it. Instead, she grinned broadly and climbed up to snuggle into me on the opposite side of Yvonne.
"You need this, Ona," Alannah whispered as she insisted I roll over and straddle Yvonne.
She guided Yvonne's strap-on into my pussy. Then, smearing lube onto her strap-on's cock, she pushed me forwards until my breasts pressed delightfully against Yvonne's and gently but firmly filled my ass with her cock.
With a deep sigh, I relaxed and let the girls satiate my needs. Later, as I'd promised, I went down on Alannah and brought her to orgasm. I fell asleep with my mouth still close to Alannah's pussy. Yvonne still gently bit and nipped my clit as I drifted off, and she held Alannah's head against her clitoris as she serviced mine.
I woke sometime later, needing to pee. Extricating myself from between my friend's thighs, I used the loo and checked on the others. As expected, all were doing as they'd been instructed. Isabella and Julia slept in each other's arms, and Tammy lay on the couch desperately masturbating as she vainly tried to reach her peak. Opening the guest room's door, I watched as Nick roughly serviced my husband's ass. Both cocks were rampantly erect, but neither had orgasmed. I knew this because the bed held no wet spots.
'Fuck, Davis' ass will be sore by dawn's light,' I thought gleefully.
Smiling, I added another thought, 'I think I'll make Tammy fuck his arse with the biggest strap-on we have when we get up. Make the asshole scream as he made me scream so many times.'
I returned to my bedroom and climbed up between my two sleeping companions, trying not to wake them. As I settled down, they both turned so they could cuddle with me. Yvonne's hand found and cupped my pussy, and Alannah's fingers found my right nipple. Then, with twin kisses on my cheeks, I fell asleep.
It was late when I woke up to find my bed empty. Although my clit tingled lightly, I felt relaxed and in control. Sleeping in the arms of two people who loved me seemed to have settled my body's needs down.
Stretching and yawning, I wrapped a short robe around me and checked my profile in the mirror. Although I was nearing thirty and no longer dancing daily, my figure still held as I was still leanly muscled and tightly toned. As my mother had done, I knew I'd spread if I didn't exercise regularly and watch my diet. But, for now, I was still as sexily gorgeous as ever.
"You need a man," I told my reflection. "Unless you want to continue using Davis to satisfy your base desires, you need someone male to make love to."
It would have to be very discreet, I knew that. The last thing our burgeoning clinic needed was a sex scandal attached to it. But I needed a male I could make love to and not just fuck. But who? Nick angered me nearly as much as Davis did, so he was off the list. And Doctor Grace was an unattractive man and way too old for me to consider. So, again, who?
I had no idea, so I headed for the kitchen to make coffee.
Alannah and Yvonne sat at the breakfast bar chatting as they drank coffee. Of the others, there was no sign. But that was as it should be. Davis still answered only to me, so he would still be in the guest room. Nick answered to Yvonne until I told him differently, so he'd be in with Davis, and I could still hear Tammy trying to get herself off as she lay on my couch. She sounded even more desperate than last night.
I walked to the lounge and spoke, "You may orgasm now," I told her.
With an ascending howl, Tammy bucked and thrust against her thrusting fingers as her orgasm ripped through her.
When she came down, I said, "Go to my bedroom, where, on the floor, you will find a strap-on dildo. Buckle that into place, and then meet me in the kitchen."
I couldn't remember seeing the second strap-on but figured it was in my room somewhere, so I added, "If you see two strap-ons, put the larger of the two on."
Walking to the guest room, I saw my husband trying to blow Nick. But, although Nick wasn't verbally protesting, he kept pushing Davis' head away from his cock.
"Nick. Hold still and let Davis blow you. You will enjoy every moment of it, but you will not cum. From now on, whenever we are at home, you will let my husband blow you anytime he wants. You will enjoy it, but you will be unable to orgasm unless Alannah or I permit you to."
Then, thinking through what I wanted to do, I said, "Davis, you will strip to stockings, suspenders, and bra, put your heels on, then bend over the kitchen table and hold your ass cheeks apart. Nick, follow me to Julia's room."
Knowing they would obey, I turned and strode to Julia's bedroom. Isabella and Julia were awake and spooning when I opened the door. Isabella had cupped Julia's breasts and was lightly kissing her neck.
"Julia. Nick is close enough to your size, so give him a bra, stockings, and suspenders. Also, if they fit, give him a pair of your highest heels. Once Nick is dressed in your underwear, you will stay here until I fetch you. You and Isabella may play as much as you want.
Nick. You will find being dressed in lingerie oddly sexy and will wish to wear it all the time. Once Julia has dressed you in lingerie, you will join my husband bent over the table."
I walked to the kitchen to find Davis still holding his ass open. Nick and Tammy soon joined us. Nick quickly joined my husband, bent over the kitchen table, holding his ass cheeks apart.
Fetching the low stepladder I used to reach the high things in the pantry, I instructed Tammy, "There's skin lotion on the bench beside you. Use that to oil your strap-on and Davis and Nick's asses. Then, first, you will shove two fingers in Nick's ass, and finger fuck him. Next, you'll use the stepladder to climb high enough to fuck Davis' ass with your strap-on. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Ona."
She did as I asked.
Once Tammy had shoved her fingers in Nick's ass, I added, "Work on stretching Nick's ass wide enough to take your whole hand. Tammy, once your entire hand is inside Nick's ass, clench it into a fist and fuck him with your whole hand."
Putting that remote down, I picked up the one I had tuned to Nick and Davis' bots, "Nick and Davis. You will love being fucked by Tammy and will quickly need to orgasm. But until Nick begs me to allow him to fuck Davis in the ass, neither of you may cum. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Ona," they moaned.
The satisfied look on Alannah's face as Nick protested about Tammy forcing her fingers into his ass made me smile. But when Nick squealed as Tammy's hand broke through his knot, my laughter joined hers.
By now, my husband was pretty accomplished at taking cocks in his ass, but I was surprised by how much he already enjoyed being fucked in there. Shortly after being penetrated by Tammy's almost 9-inch strap-on, my husband was moaning and pushing back at the invading protuberance.
I waited for the inevitable, and it soon came, "Ona, please may I fuck your husband in the ass?" Nick blurted out.
I immediately replied, "Crawl on your hands and knees to your wife and beg her for permission. But first, you have to confess you prefer men to women now."
As Doctor McKenzie crawled towards his wife, I used Tammy's remote, "Take off the strap-on and fuck yourself in the ass with it. Once you have it all inside you, down to the ridge between the two 'cocks', you may orgasm. After you've cum, you will hold the cock in your ass and go sit on the couch and wait for me."



Telling Tammy to sit on the 'cock' meant it would be shoved up her manipulating, husband-stealing ass just as far as it could go.
"Alannah, my dear," Dr Nick whined. "I have a confession to make. I need you to know that I prefer having sex with men. I hope you can forgive me for misleading you. May I fuck Davis' ass, please?"
Alannah gave her husband permission to fuck mine, and Nick and Davis both shuddered into orgasm moments later.
Dismissing our husbands from my mind, I sent them back to the guestroom until I summoned them again. To give them something to do, I permitted them to suck each other off as often as they wanted.
Chapter 09: Isabella's Redemption.
Yvonne, Alannah and I made breakfast and sat chatting.
"Somehow," I said to my co-conspirators. "I need to release all the women that should not have been taken over by Davis' invention but keep control of those who should have been. How do I do that, and how do I tell the difference?"
"You have to release them all, Ona," Alannah said emphatically.
"I'll start with Tammy, then," I replied.
Of course, Alannah's face went white.
"Well, I guess you're right, Ona. Maybe some do need to remain controlled."
I smiled, "So, once again, I ask, how do I release those that should never have been taken? How do I keep control of those who need to be? And how do I tell the difference?"
"I think we'll need to bring all that we can find in for a 'review', Ona," Yvonne stated. "We can say we want to check the bots' efficaciousness and ensure they're not causing physical damage to the subject's internal organs and brains. That way we can do a full medical on them and deactivate their bots without their controllers knowing if we decide they're being controlled for the wrong reasons."
"We?" I questioned.
"You, me and Alannah."
"Are any of us medical doctors?"
Yvonne faltered to a stop.
"Oh, shit, Ona. I haven't thought this through at all, have I?"
"I agree with you, Yvonne. But we need to recruit a doctor into our scheme. How do we do that safely? If they find out what's been done, they'll run screaming to the medical board, the cops, and the media. Boom goes our centre, our lives and our freedom. All four of us, as well as Davis, will go to jail."
"Nick is an MD," Alannah pointed out. "Can't we use him?"
"Can we trust him? We'll be giving him access to everything he needs to escape our control. What if he finds a gap in the programming like Yvonne and I did?"
Alannah laughed, "This whole conspiracy thing is much more difficult than it looks, isn't it?"
Yvonne and I joined her laughter.
"We need to have a look through the customer base. Maybe there's an MD that we can approach. Probably one that had a problem child that we've helped."
"Or we could find one that has taken someone just because he can and reverse the tables on him," Alannah added fiercely.
"But then we're back to the same problem as with Nick. We have a controlled medical doctor with access to the nanobots. What if he manages to escape our control? We could all be worse off than we were with Davis and Nick.
"Lawd, with this technology, an unscrupulous person could have a whole stable of controlled women he could prostitute for a lot of money."
"Isn't that what Nick and Davis did to all of us?" Alannah asked.
"I can't speak for you or Yvonne, Alannah. But Davis used us as sexual gifts to encourage investors to put money into our clinic, but we weren't given to anyone who wanted nothing more than sexual favours. In other words, we weren't sold as prostitutes, but we were made to make love to a lot of people we wouldn't normally find attractive. Plus, I always wanted to be like my mum and dad. In a committed, long-term marriage, true only to each other."
Alannah nodded, "I guess it was the same with me. I was made to perform sex acts with Tammy and the five of you, but no others."
There was a sound of someone gasping in pain at the entry from the hallway into the kitchen. Turning, I saw Isabella holding herself at the doorway by sheer willpower alone.
"Ona, please allow me to stay and speak," Isabella pleaded.
Swiftly picking up her remote, I gave permission for Isabella to come into the kitchen and talk to me.
"How much of what we planned did you hear, Issie?" I asked.
"Not much, Ona, Isabella replied. "I got here as you were discussing trying to find an MD to help test the nanobot-controlled subjects and how to ensure they don't try to take over the three of you, or rat you out to the authorities."
"What do you plan to do with that information, Issie?"
"Help, if I may?"
In disbelief, I replied, "You wish to help us keep control of Davis and Nick and perhaps take over others?"
I knew the bots ensured Isabella couldn't lie, but even so, this was unexpected.
"Davis made me watch the recordings he took when he activated my bots, Ona. He delighted in deactivating my bots and then making me repeatedly relive that moment by reactivating them. I never wanted to ruin your marriage by sleeping with your husband, Ona. And I never would have without them. Ona, I beg of you, allow me to help you gain revenge on that arsehole!"
I think it was Isabella's swearing that convinced me to tentatively trust her. Typically, Isabella is cultured, calm and discreet, so her dropping the a-bomb was a huge surprise. Of course, I would be cautious with her as I didn't know what her endorphin addiction might later make her do, but I decided to at least give her a chance.
Picking up her remote, I spoke into the mic, "Isabella only, deactivate."
As is usual with the first-generation bots, Isabella passed out as her bots shut down. However, Yvonne was able to catch her and control her fall to the ground.
Looking at me startled, Alannah said, "Jaysus, Ona! Are you sure about this?"
"Not really," I admitted. "I have to be very cautious about where I leave her remote and maybe ensure at least one of you two is with me at all times in case she tries to attack me to get the remote."
"Then why?"
"We need help, Alannah. But we can't bring in anyone from outside for all the reasons we've discussed. But, at least with Issie, if she isn't sincere about what she's doing, I can reactivate the bots and retake control of her."
Isabella awoke, and to the surprise of us all, she crawled across to me and hugged my thighs, tears streaming down her face.
"Thank you, Ona. Please believe me when I say I never wanted Davis. Oh, I won't lie to you and say that I didn't find him attractive, and the work we were doing was so incredible, but I never wanted him as a lover."
Isabella looked up at me through tear-streamed eyes.
"I tried to warn you that your husband couldn't be trusted, but he fed me the nanobots before I got the chance."
Of course, I had no idea how to answer her, so I just hugged her before pulling her up to sit on my lap. Then I kissed her and said I believed her. Isabella cried on my shoulder. Big whooping sobs flowed from her. Not knowing what else to do, I kissed her again. But this time, instead of releasing my lips as I finished the kiss, Isabella placed a hand on the back of my neck and kissed me back.
Shocked, I let Isabella's tongue slip between my lips and into my oral cavity and raised my tongue to meet hers. Moaning softly, Issie's right hand found my left nipple and lightly stroked around it. Gawd, did it feel good. So, even with the others there, I found the inside of Isabella's thigh with my right hand and ran my fingers up to her pussy. The heat from her groin radiated out, and it was plain that Isabella was at least as hot and horny as I was.
Ramping up the intensity of my kiss, I slipped my middle finger into Isabella's vulva and found her clitoris with my thumb. Then, finding Issie's G-spot, I swirled my finger over and around it as I manipulated her clit with my thumb.
I was so involved in bringing Isabella to orgasm that I barely noticed Alannah exposing my breasts. But I sure as hell noticed when she and Yvonne both sucked one of my nipples into their mouths!
Holding Isabella to me, I stood and then lowered her onto the table. Pushing her thighs apart, I knelt, then mouthed her pussy. Shoving my tongue into her vulva as far as I could force it, I thumbed her clit with my right hand. To my delight, Alannah lay on her back and slid between my thighs. Her tongue quickly found my entrance then she stroked from my perineum to my clitoris in long, languid strokes.
I decided to copy on Isabella what Alannah did to me, so I repeated the long tongue lick from Isabella's rosebud to her clitoris. Following along with Alannah, I slipped a finger inside Issie's ass as I exchanged the finger I had in her pussy for my thumb. Then, pinching them together, I gently pulled the twin sphincters slightly down. I was rewarded with a deep, guttural grunt from Isabella as she quietly climaxed.
I felt hands under my armpits lifting me to my feet, then the hands moved onto my back, pushing me forward to lie between Isabella's thighs, our pussies mashed together. One of the hands on my back moved to my lower back just above my ass, and I felt the thick head of a strap-on dildo being slowly forced into my pussy. Turning back as I moaned, I saw Yvonne smiling down on me as she stroked her 'cock' into me.
"Relax, enjoy, Ona," Yvonne crooned. "You need this baby, and I'm going to give you all you need."
Kissing Isabella, I revelled in the feeling of having my extremely wet pussy pounded by my friend and lover. Feeling my nipples rub across Isabella's made the sensation even more enjoyable. But then Alannah decided she was missing out, so she insistently tugged on Isabella's arms, encouraging her to slide out from underneath me. I pushed down on my hands to lift myself high enough for Isabella to extricate herself. Shortly, Isabella was face down on the table next to me, being vigorously fucked by Alannah.
The final highlight of this little play session was having Alannah lie on her back on the table as I rode her 'cock' and Yvonne fucked my rear passage. To top everything off, Isabella and I exchanged heated kisses and nipple licks and sucks.
Numerous orgasms later, we all felt satiated and left to have showers. Yvonne and I shared, of course. It was very nice to casually grope and finger my friend as I washed her clean and dried her off. The feeling of just giving and receiving affection was something I'd desperately missed since Davis had infected me with his bots.
Eating a light lunch that Isabella had thoughtfully made for us to share, I returned to my original thoughts.
"We need to find a medical doctor that we can bring into our clinic so we can begin to go through the files and release the women that shouldn't have been given the bots," I repeated. "Plus, we need to get the clinic open and doing business again. Maybe even find a proxy to take over Davis's psychology patients until I've finished his transition to female. Any thoughts, ladies?"
Isabella spoke up, "I'll need to check the files, Ona. But I'm pretty sure one of the genuine clients we helped was an MD. A youngish man, only around the thirty-five years old mark. His youngest sister was on a crash course of drugs and alcohol, and he brought her to us in desperation. I can't remember his name off hand, but I can run a file search through our client list by occupation, and hopefully, his name will pop out."
"We need to open the clinic ASAP, Yvonne. Will you be okay with working there with Julia? If I direct her to answer you as if you were me, it should be okay."
"I will help, Ona," Isabella said. "Between us three, we should be able to work a full case load, except for the psychology patients, of course."
"I'll come in with you three and let the others know that Davis will be indisposed for the immediate future and install you as team lead until Davis returns. Isabella, I know you've found proxies for Davis before when he was travelling to seminars or giving speeches. Are you able to organise one for at least the next four to six weeks?"
Turning to Alannah, I said, "What about Nick's clinic, Alannah? We'll need to keep your husband tightly controlled for at least a little while until we're satisfied the bots are doing their job. After that, he can run his normal clinic hours. The only difference is he won't be molesting unconscious patients all day."
"It'll be okay, Ona," Alannah responded. "Nick rarely works a full schedule anymore, so I'll open the clinic and make the calls to reschedule anyone due in today and over the next two weeks."
"I'll see you back here after the clinic closes, then?" I asked. "I'll open our centre, give the needed orders and instructions, then come back here to ensure our husbands don't try doing anything stupid."
Laughing, Alannah said, "Don't wear them out too much. I want to see them perform when I get here tonight!"
"With nanobots compelling them, they'll perform anyway!" I joked back.
"What about Tammy?" I asked after a moment's thought.
"Do you mind leaving her here with Davis and Nick until you come back?"
Another evil thought flicked through my mind.
"I'll confine all three of them to the guest bedroom, then make Davis and Nick fuck each other in front of her. Plus, I'll tell them that they do not find Tammy sexually attractive at all and refuse all attempts by her to make them fuck her. In addition, I'll tell her she will be ferociously aroused watching the two men fuck, but she will be unable to cum unless one of them sticks their cock in her."
"Ona!" Alannah exclaimed. "You're so devilish, I love it. Let's do it!"
I left the three 'playing' in the guest room and walked down to our centre. Fortunately, there was only the one client today. He was a little annoyed at having been left alone in the car park, but once I explained that Davis' had a personal crisis happening at this time, he was happy enough, and I was able to reschedule his and his daughter's appointment.
I called the rest of the staff into the boardroom for a quick meeting and explained Davis's absence in the terms I'd already used. That he was having a personal crisis and needed to step away from the clinic for a time. I reassured everyone that the clinic was still fully functional, profitable, and in no trouble. I further explained that their jobs were safe and reassured everyone that Davis would return before the month was over, but they should be prepared for my husband to be radically different than before he took his leave of absence.
Of course, this led to a series of questions, but I merely said that Davis himself would return to answer their questions when he was ready. Finally, after around thirty minutes of back and forth, everyone seemed satisfied, and I was able to return home.
By now, my libido was racing towards full swing, so I marched into the guestroom and told Tammy to shut up and stand in the corner. I then instructed Davis to lie on his back and hold his cock so that the eye pointed at the ceiling. As soon as he was in position, I swung my leg over his hips and lowered myself onto his thick 7-inch cock. Once he was fully seated inside me, I told Nick to lube his dick and my ass up before he fucked my ass.
To ensure I could get what I needed, I forbade either of them from cumming until I gave my permission. Davis and Nick fucked me through orgasms too numerous to count, but sometime later, I felt fulfilled and ready to go about my day.
Felling a little sorry for the three nanobot-controlled subjects, I gave Davis permission to suck Nick off and that he could cum when he felt Nick's cum sliding down his throat. Feeling magnanimous, I allowed Tammy to finger herself to an orgasm as well.
I sent Davis to shower and to do his best with Isabella's make-up to make himself 'pretty'. Then, I instructed him to put on one of Isabella's bras, a pair of her stay-up stockings, and a pair of her heels and return to the bedroom. Once he returned, I told him to lie on his back on the bed, lift his bended knees and spread said knees as wide as possible. Davis' thick cock was deliciously exposed like this.
Talking to Dr McKenzie, I said, "Nick, explain how you will go about creating a vagina for my husband. Demonstrate on Davis, please."
Nick, unselfconsciously, cupped Davis' balls and lifted them away from Davis' perineum. Then, pointing at where Davis' scrotum joined his perineum, he said, "I'll snip Davis' balls off from here to just under his shaft. Then, opening a cavity with a simple knife incision, I'll line that cavity with the sensitive skin from Davis' ball sack. If things work as I envision them, Davis' 'vagina' will be quite sensitive, and he may well experience orgasms by being fucked in there."
"Did you hear that, baby?" I disparagingly said to my husband. "You'll be just like a bitch! Able to cum from being fucked like the slut you are!"
I silently rejoiced at the tears falling down my husband's face.
"Would you like to fuck my husband's ass again, Dr Nick?" I asked.
"Oh, God, yes, Ona," Nick replied.
Using the remote, I said, "Being fucked by Nick will always make you cum, my little fag boy husband. You may cum as quickly and as often as you want as soon as Nick has fully entered your ass."
I watched Nick almost lovingly fuck my husband until they both orgasmed. By then, Tammy was virtually climbing the walls from her need to cum.
Feeling almost sympathetic, I asked, "Do you need to cum, you husband stealing, cock sucking slut?"
"Yes, please, Ona," she replied.
"Julia has a strap-on in her drawers that's about 12 inches long and quite thick. Her bedroom is two down on the left. Find it, bring it back to me, and I will fuck your ass with it until you cum, deal?"
"Yes, Ona," Tammy replied as she left to find the required item.
I did apply lube to the dildo, but I didn't do anything to prepare Tammy's ass for penetration. Instead, I just brutally shoved the whole thing into her and used the remote to override any pain and encourage her to orgasm.
Chapter 10: Recruiting Help.
Later that day, everyone gathered at our unit. I sent Julia to join Davis, Nick and Tammy with the instruction that she was to try and induce Davis and Nick to fuck her. I knew they wouldn't, and that would increase Julia's sexual frustrations.
Isabell spoke, "I found the doctor who brought his younger sister in for us to help. A man called Mark Davis. I took the liberty of asking him to bring his sister into the clinic for a check-up and consultation, Ona. I hope that's okay?"
"When is he due in?"
Tomorrow at 11.00 am."
Turning to the group, I said, "So, how do we approach this?"
Yvonne spoke first, "It's easy, Ona. He's a man, and we're all very sexy women. So we simply seduce him and ask him to help after he's fucked us all."
I had to laugh. It was just like the earthy person that was my friend to say that. But, the thing is, I thought it would probably work. Any one of us, by ourselves, would probably be enough to convince Mark to join our group. The three of us together... well... four, if Alannah also wanted to be included... would definitely convince all but the gayest of homosexual men to play along.
"What about his sister?" I asked.
"Let Mark decide," Yvonne pointed out. "I suspect Mark is probably already fucking her, so why not let him decide how involved she should be?"
The next morning, I assumed my usual spot at my desk near the entrance door, waiting for Mark and his sister Alexie (Alexandra) to arrive. When they walked in, I turned and purposefully flashed them my shaved and naked pudenda before standing and crossing to them.
Smiling, I guided them into Davis' office before saying, "Hello, Mr Davis and Alexie. Good to see you again. How have things been?"



"They have been wonderful, Charlotte," Mark assured me. "Alex is off the drugs and now only drinks a glass or two of wine every night. I cannot thank your clinic enough for helping us!"
"And you, Alexie?" I asked
"Mark has become the centre of my world," she replied. "I owe him my life, and I am extremely grateful for what he did to save me from myself."
"And how is your sex life with Mark?" I nonchalantly asked.
"Best I've ever had," Alexie answered truthfully.
Mark sputtered a little but wisely held his voice.
Turning to Mark, I said, "I called you here under false pretences, Mark. We," I indicated Yvonne, Isabella, who entered at the same time, and Alannah, who had walked up from Nick's practice, "need your help. My husband is suffering from a personal crisis, and we need a qualified Medical Doctor to help us review our patients and ensure all are doing as well as expected. Of course, we're offering a good, if not spectacular, remuneration package to encourage you to join our clinic."
I indicated the four of us women present, excluding his sister, "All four of us are included in that 'package' if you would be interested?"
I knew we had him by the sudden bulge in Doctor Davis' trousers.
Hesitatingly, though, Dr Mark asked, "I can have all four of you if I agree to join your clinic?"
"All at once or individually, anytime you want," I confirmed.
"May I have a taste now?" Mark daringly asked.
"Sure," I replied. "Which one of us would you like to taste?"
"You."
"And what about your sister?" I asked as I casually sat on the edge of Davis' desk in front of him and spread my thighs so he could see my knickerless pussy. "Surely you don't want to leave her high and dry?"
"Oh," Mark replied. "Ummm... I'm not sure if she has ever done anything with another woman. And I'm not sure if she wants to."
Then, confirming our assumption he was a good guy, Mark didn't even use the remote he had that controlled his sister, he asked, "Alexie, would you like to have sex with any, or all, of these women?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes, brother," Alexie confirmed. "I thought you would never let me explore my lesbian fantasies."
"Kneel before me, Alexie," I crooned. "Let's put on a little show for your brother and lover."
"You want me to lick your pussy, Charlotte?" Alexie asked.
Sigh. Was I ever going to get to be me? Or would I always have to correct people?
"It's Ona, Alexie. Ona Mabooty. The dancer and scientist."
"I don't understand," Mark and Alexie said in unison.
"It's a long conversation for another time, guys," I replied. "First, I need to know if you can commit to working exclusively at my clinic with the four of us here in this room. We pay well, and the benefits are awesome. Are you up for it? Will you accept the job? If you do, then we need to invoke patient/client confidentiality so we can explain the situation fully. Once we have explained, you need to decide if you want to join us. If you do not wish to, then I'll understand. But, nothing we discuss can ever be discussed with anyone outside of the six of us, ever!"
"Is there anything illegal involved, Char... Ona?" Mark asked.
"Other than taking people's will away and turning them into nanobot-controlled sexual zombies?" I replied with a smile.
Mark did at least blush as he glanced at his sister.
"Yeah," he said. "Other than that."
Everybody, including Mark, laughed.
Then I took my three co-conspirators aside for a brief consultation.
"Are we agreed Mark is the one?" I questioned. "If we all decide he is, I'll need to tell him everything and hope he doesn't completely freak out and leave. Or, worse, try and free Davis and Nick."
"He seems perfect, Ona," Yvonne stated. "He's genuinely concerned about his sister, not just controlling her for sex. He's empathetic and sympathetic. I think he'll work well with us."
The other two agreed, but Alannah added, "Plus, with his leanly muscled build, chiselled jaw and salt and pepper hair, he's as hot as all fuck, Ona! I hope he decides to take advantage of his 'benefits package' soon and often!"
"Sluts! I'm surrounded by nothing but dirty sluts!" I jocularly said. Then I whispered, "But you're right. And his sister is as sexy as hell, too. I hope they might 'take advantage' here, now."
Sitting back behind Davis' desk, I said, "Dr Davis, we'd like to make you a formal offer of employment. A starting salary of $120,000/year, plus 25% of any new business you bring to our clinic. If things go as well as we expect, we will make you a full partner in the clinic somewhere down the track. How does that sound?"
"It sounds pretty good, Ona," Mark replied. "I've only been working part-time as a locum as I needed to take care of Alexie. However, I'm concerned, still, about leaving her alone for extended periods of time."
I turned to Alexie, "What skills do you have, Alexie? What kind of work do you normally do?"
Alexie turned to her brother for encouragement before saying, "Ona, I will not lie to you. Our parents were quite wealthy. When they passed away in a car accident, I was only fifteen, and I struggled to come to terms with their deaths. Then I fell in with the wrong crowd and started partying and using drugs. Fortunately, my part of the inheritance was tied up in a trust fund until my 21st birthday. Otherwise, I'd be broke, dead, or both by now.
"Mark came and found me in the crack house I was turning tricks in to feed my habit. To get me out of there, he hospitalised the two men who were selling my favours and feeding my habit. But, even so, I still ran away twice and returned to the drugs and doing tricks before he brought me here. I know many, many people would say he's taken me captive and is using me for sexual favours, but that's not how I see it. Mark has offered to deactivate my bots numerous times, but I 100% know I will always be safe as long as I'm with him, so I want to have the comfort of knowing that if my addiction raises its ugly head again, Mark can bring me back from the brink by using the nanobots to control me.
Ona, what I'm trying to say is this... I have no useful skills at all. I work as a checkout chick at Bunnings part-time at Mark's insistence. But, other than that. I have, I am, nothing but a drug-addicted fuck up. I'm just grateful my brother loves me, anyway."
We four girls surrounded Alexie in a rush. We were all hugging her and crying with her, "Honey, you deserve another chance," I told her. "What can we do to help?"
Mark spoke, "Alexie's grades at school before the accident were impressive, Ona. Alexie was a straight-A student. If our parents hadn't died, I'm sure she would have followed me into med school. I've tried to encourage her to take up her studies again, but she insists that she's a fuck up and will never be anything other than one."
I quickly glanced at my three friends. Everyone gave a quick nod.
"Then she comes and works with us. Isabella will train her to take over the psychology clinic receptionist's job. I need Isabella to take a more active role in running out follow-up service, but we currently have no one who is trained to do her receptionist job. So if you are both in agreement, we'll hire you both at the same time."
Tears streamed down Alexie's face. She and her brother hugged.
"Say yes, Alexie, please," Mark said. "Once you're working, we'll enrol you in a nursing degree, and then you can become my clinical nurse at the practice here."
With a tremulous smile, Alexie said, "Do I get an 'extras package' as well?"
I quickly moved to sit on the edge of the desk again. Then, spreading my toned thighs and showing Mark and her my already wet and aching pussy, I said, "You can get some extras right here and now. If you want?"
Hesitatingly, Alexie moved and then knelt between my thighs. Looking endearingly up at me, she said, "May I taste you, Ona?"
"As long as your brother can taste and/or screw one or all of my colleagues, Alexie. Then, yes. Yes, you may!"
"I've never denied or banned my brother from anything, Ona," Alexie stated. "Not even my body. Thinking about that, aren't you bothered by our incest?"
"It's not mine to judge, Alexie," I responded. "Love is love. And it's obvious you and your brother love each other. So the fact that you're brother and sister is irrelevant."
With my reassurance, Alexie tipped her head forwards and lapped at my labia.
"Oh, Gawd, Alexie, that feels good," I moaned as I held her head to my pussy.
I watched as Isabella and Julia encouraged Mark out of his clothes before Yvonne spread her legs and sat herself down on his thick, at least 8-inch cock. A momentary pang of jealousy speared through me as I wished I could have been the first to try our new colleague's dick.
However, having our other new colleague's tongue on my vulva's entrance was compensation enough. So I grabbed a handful of her hair in both of my hands and guided her mouth to where I needed it so I could orgasm.
It soon became apparent that either Alexie was a very quick study, or she'd had experience making love to a woman before. She started with long licks from just short of my rosebud, along my perineum, and across my labia before swirling the tip of her tongue around my clit. Then, dipping her thumb inside my pussy, Alexie began working moisture onto and into my ass. Once she was sure my ass was wet enough, Alexie forced her thumb through my knot as she slid two fingers inside my vulva.
I came for the first time as I felt Alexie's thumb break my knot open. I came a second time when she twirled her fingers across my G-spot as she sucked and nipped on my clitoris. I came again when Alexi shoved me back on the desk, pushed my knees back and apart and then forcefully tongue fucked my ass.
I was finally coming down from my last orgasm when I felt hips being forced between my thighs and a very large cock positioned at my entrance. Mark grabbed big handfuls of my fun bags and slammed into me as hard as possible. My orgasm immediately flipped directions, and I was soon climbing to the peak of Mount Orgasmic again.
The best part was that Alexie climbed onto my desk and sat on my face. I was quick to return the pussy licking favour! But what added even more piquancy was that Yvonne and Alannah lay beside me and kissed, stroked and petted every part of me they could reach.
Mark pounded me for what seemed like an age, but neither of us could quite get over the edge into orgasm. I was bubbling along, having numerous minor cum events, but I couldn't quite reach orgasmic nirvana. I wasn't bothered. I figured Mark would cum when he was ready, and I'd be happy with that. So, instead, I concentrated on bringing Alexie to fruition. To help, I narrowed my licking and tonguing down. I'd push my tongue rapidly into her pussy a few times before flattening it out and stroking it over her pussy lips and then onto her clit. Then I'd suck and nip on that divine nubbin before repeating the process.
Suddenly as I looked up and across Alexie's taut belly, I saw her stiffen as she grabbed her nipples and twisted them harshly. She came with a grunt and a clamping shut of her thighs around my ears. When Alexie came, she squirted liquids all over my face. Surprised, a little shocked, and extremely aroused at feeling this, I launched into my orgasm along with her.
Finally, just as I launched, I heard Mark groan, "Oh, fuck!" And felt his big cock twitch and jump inside me as he blasted my pussy full of cum.
Mark climbed off me, and I saw Julia kneeling behind where he stood, wiping her mouth. Apparently, the 'oh, fuck' comment had been because Julia had shoved her tongue into his ass crack.
Making ourselves at least reasonably decent, I then retook my seat behind Davis's desk. Once we were all settled, I handed Mark and Alexie the confidentiality agreement we had all staff members sign.
When the agreements had been witnessed and filed, I explained the situation the five of us were in. I told them that Julia was the only one still controlled by the bots. A simple instruction into her remote to fill Mark and Alexie in as to why that was caused shaken heads from our new co-conspirators.
Alexie spoke to Julia, "You took the bots voluntarily so you could continue to fuck Ona's husband behind her back? You want to continue being Davis' controlled slut? And you want to continue controlling Isabella? What the fuck is the matter with you, girl?"
"Answer her," I said to Julia.
"I love Davis and want to be his wife, but these other fucking bitches are in my way!" Julia almost yelled. "He can have fun with these sluts, I don't care. But he's mine and always will be!"
There was my way out, I realised. Mine and Alannah's. I'd use the bots to permanently attach Davis and Nick as homosexual lovers, with Davis transitioning to female to fit the role. Then, to punish Julia, I'd bind her to those two exclusively but make both Davis and Nick impotent when they were with her sexually. Julia would always be with the man of her dreams and desires, but she would forever be denied the physical ability to show her love because I'd ensure Davis would never respond to her in that way.
Chapter 11: Cleaning up the Details.
It took Mark, Yvonne, Isabella, Alannah, and me almost two years to filter all of our nanobot-controlled patients through our clinic, rescreening the reasons they were being controlled. We flipped the control on nearly half of the males. Most of the ones we overthrew were like Nick and Davis. Their women weren't out of control hell-cats, drug addicted, or suffering from mental disease. The men merely wanted obedient slaves they could fuck as often as they wished, in any way they wanted.
In other cases, the men were having an affair with another woman, and the wife had found out. So the men gave both women the bots and turned them into sex robots.
Nick did a fantastic job of turning my husband into a convincing woman, complete with a vagina where Davis' balls used to be. It's a total turn-on to watch Davis's thick, almost 7-inch cock go hard as Nick fucks Davis' pussy. When Davis cums from being fucked, I almost always orgasm, too.
Davis has adjusted beautifully to his new feminine role and is back seeing psychology patients at the centre. He's no longer allowed to have anything to do with our nanobot program. Nick's cosmetic surgery practice has boomed now he is no longer molesting any of his female clients.
Alannah divorced Nick and is living with Mark and Alexie. Their wedding is planned for spring next year. Alexie and Alannah are also lovers. Alexie and her brother are still intimate. Alexie is flying high in her nursing degree, maintaining a 4.7-grade average. The same grade I had.
Alannah made Nick give Tammy the full 'porn star makeover package'. Tammy now sports a 44DD set of tits as well as a big badonkadonk butt. We asked Eric Cantana to help set up the same exercise program he uses for his wife and niece. Tammy spends at least four hours every day working through her exercises.
Even I have to admit she looks fantastic. Well, fantastic for a knob-gobbling, anal slut with over a million followers on her PornHub page. You can look her up as Tammy Twonight. You can even find the clips she's done with Eric's wife, Melody Melons, on there. Tammy's specialty is ass-to-mouth. The nastier, the better.
Yvonne, Isabella and I are still friends and lovers. We're seeing a psychiatrist who thinks he can help with our sex addictions. We've taken bets as to which one of us will seduce him first.
Unfortunately, I still love my husband dearly. I will never forgive him for what he did, but I still want us to be husband and wife. When the need hits us, Isabella, Yvonne and I use Nick and/or Davis to satisfy our sexual needs. Even though the bots have made them both almost exclusively gay, a simple instruction to become aroused and want to make love to us has them both harder than advanced calculus and ready to go all night. Davis has no balls, so he orgasms but no longer shoots semen, so there is no cleaning up afterwards. Neat, huh?
I've forced Julia never to be away from Davis and/or Nick. Now that Alannah is helping at my
Oh, reader, just because you asked so nicely, I'll describe one of the sexcapades Nick, Davis and I got up to.
It always starts around late afternoon on a weekday. If you recall, for years, at 4 O'clock, I was to present my ass to Isabella for my daily fisting. In the beginning, it was only pressure. But once I got used to taking Isabella's slim hand inside my poop hole, I began to enjoy, even revel, in the sensation. And I would have numerous orgasms as she fucked my ass with her fist.
It seems my mind and body still expect to receive that pleasure daily because I find myself becoming aroused and my pussy getting wet around that time. Then, by the time I get home, my urges are driving me to distraction. Most of the time, I use Isabella, Yvonne or Alannah to satisfy those needs. But fingers and a mouth, even a strap-on, isn't a male with a nice thick cock, and, sometimes, I need exactly that.
When I decide I need cock, this is how it usually goes. As you'd expect, I try to ignore my need until it becomes urgent. By then, I'm ready to climb the walls to ease my frustrations. Because I'm still angry at my husband, I ask Yvonne, Isabella, or Alannah to help satiate my desires. But, if I'm longing for cock, even being double-penetrated by strap-ons doesn't tame my passion.
At that stage, I'll march down to the guestroom where Julia spends her time unsuccessfully trying to seduce Davis and Nick as the two men pleasure each other. Once inside, I order Julia to kneel in the corner, so she has to watch me being fucked by the object of her heart's desire. Next, I strip and lie on my back on the bed. Then, using the remote to control Davis and Nick, I instruct Davis to make love to me.
Once he has used his tongue on my breasts, nipples, labia, vulva and clitoris and brought me to several orgasms, I demand he covers my tiny body with his leanly muscled one and enter me. Next, I close my legs so that Davis' are around mine. This traps Davis' cock tightly in my pussy. Then, with my husband's legs well spread, I tell Nick to fuck Davis in his manufactured pussy.
Following my orders, Nick positions himself behind Davis and slides his relatively meagre cock into my husband's cunt. Nick used the skin from Davis' ball sack to build the walls of Davis' pussy. So my husband's cunt is quite sensitive. Usually, I can feel Davis becoming even harder as he enjoys the feel of Nick's cock entering him.
From there, it's merely a matter of building rhythm. But I have my best orgasms when I instruct Davis to lie still on me and make Nick pound him hard enough to drive Davis into me. To complete my relief, I then allow Nick to fuck my pussy as Davis fucks my ass. Finally, once both men have cum inside me, I make Julia clean Nick's ejaculate out of my pussy. As Davis has no balls, he no longer spurts semen, so my ass doesn't need cleaning. But I still make Julia tongue it anyway.

The End
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From Part 1...
When we stepped inside, I turned her to me and said, "Tonight, I'm yours, Roxy. Tonight, I will be your man and love you as only a true lover can. When you wake in my arms tomorrow, we'll make love again."
...
Roxy led me to her bedroom, then pressing her voluptuous body to mine, Roxy turned her lips up for a kiss. I touched my lips to hers softly, and she turned her head to rest it on my shoulder.
Sighing sadly, Roxy asked, "Why can't I find a decent man, Xavier?"
Squeezing my mother-in-law tightly to me, I replied, "Do you want the clinical psychologist's answer, mum, or the friend and lover's one?"
"One, then the other."
"My answer, as a psychologist, is this --Because you've never reconciled your love and lust for your father and never resolved the problems that love and lust caused with your mother, you continually seek out 'daddy/daughter' relationships with men. But, instead of finding a 'daddy', you find domineering, manipulative, narcissistic men who try to control you, something your father never did. Then, when you rebel against their control, they hit you to re-establish their domination."
"Oh. And the friend and lover's answer?"
"You give your heart away too easily, my love. A man shows you attention, and suddenly, he's your 'one', and you give yourself to him totally. That scares the fuck out of him, and he runs."
"What do I need to do to change?"
"You've already taken the first step, mum. You've admitted there's a problem, and you want to fix it."
"So, how do I fix it?"
"What do you think you need to do?"
"First, talk to my parents. Then apologise and fix our relationship."
"And?"
"Reconcile my love for my father, so I can move forwards and find a man that isn't him."
"Almost."
Roxy lifted her head and smiled. My heart swelled with pride and love because I knew Roxy saw what she needed to do.
"I need to find an older man like my father, who I can love as I did my dad."
"Not necessarily older."
"I need a calm, self-assured man that loves me, warts and all. A man that loves me, wants me to be the best me I can be, but doesn't want to own or control me."
"Does that sound right to you?"
"Yes, Xavier, it truly does." Roxy frowned, "I need you, in other words. But that will never happen because you belong to Bella and JoJo."
"You think I'm the only man on the planet that is calm and self-assured, and who could love you?"
Thinking, Roxy responded, "Obviously, not. But where do I find such a man?"
"The question we're all asking, my love," I replied.
Roxy sighed sadly again, "JoJo's already gone. Jacob and Charlie will find their 'one', Bella will be either with you or Peter Peterson or both, and I'll be fat, old and alone."
Smiling, I tickled my mother-in-law and said, "Well, you won't be alone because our families will never do that to you."
Growling, something I was happy to hear, Roxy stated, "I will not get fat! My mum is big like JoJo and me, but she never got fat. I will not, either!"
Rolling so I could lie between her luscious thighs and position the head of my rampantly erect cock at the entrance to her vulva, I kissed Roxy, then said, "So, mum. When do I stop being your counsellor and start being your man?"
Wrapping her legs around my hips, Roxy snarled, "As soon as you stop being an asshole and stick that steel-hard rod of yours in me."
Kissing her passionately, I pressed my hips forwards and slipped inside my wife's mother. She was hot, tight and oh so wet around me.
"Love me, Xavier," Roxy moaned. "I know we cannot be husband and wife, but please pretend for me."
"Tonight, my love, with Bella and Roxy's permission, I am yours. So, wifey, show me how much you love me."
Holding my head still so she could look deeply into my eyes, Roxy wrapped her strong legs around my thighs as she undulated her hips, her pussy gripping my cock tightly as she slid up and down it.
I began moving with her, but she squeezed me with her thighs and growled, "Hold still. Let me control this."
Roxy pushed on my upper chest, forcing me to straighten my arms and lift my body off hers. Still maintaining her slow rhythm but with more room to move, Roxy undulated her hips down and along my shaft. Then, just before I felt my cock would have to pop out of her tightly gripping pussy, she reversed directions and pushed up until her clitoris hit my pelvic bone. Then, holding her clit pressed firmly against me, Roxy ground herself against me before repeating the process.
Slowly, maddeningly, and still holding her eyes fixed on mine, Roxy stroked up at me. It seemed like an age had passed before Roxy's hips began to speed up. I tried to lean forwards to kiss her, but she shook her head and held my lips firmly away from hers.
"Let me," Roxy panted. Panting being the first sign of arousal she'd shown, other than a soaking wet pussy.
Roxy's undulations became thrusts. Then the thrusts increased in speed and forcefulness until she slammed her hips up at me. But still, after every third or fourth thrust, Roxy, with her legs, pulled my cock as deeply into her as it could go as she ground her clit against me.
Refusing to let my gaze go, Roxy moaned before saying, "I'm almost there. Even when I cum, you must hold still. But I want you to cum in me when you feel me orgasm."
Roxy's pussy was so tight, hot and wet around my throbbing dick that I'd been doubling and tripling numbers in my mind as I tried not to cum.
"It's here," Roxy hissed. "Cum in my pussy, Xavier. Fill me full of your baby-making seed!"
At the end of my tether, I forced my eyes to remain open and locked to my Mother-in-law's as I felt her pussy spasming on my steel-hard rod. "Here it comes, mum," I moaned as jet after jet spurted from me and into her welcoming vulva.
Exhausted from the intensity of my orgasm, my arms gave way, and I sagged onto my wife's mother's generous bosom. Even then, I kept my eyes held to hers. Suddenly, like the promise of a newborn day, a brilliant smile broke over Roxy's face as she wrapped my head in her hands and squeezed me to her breasts.
"You truly love me, Xavier," Roxy beamed. "Not as your wife's mother or your mother's friend. You love me for me. I could see it in your eyes and feel it when you came inside me. You love, love me, not I want to fuck you, love me."
Moving so I could finally kiss her, I replied, "Of course I do, Mumsie. I've told you I do many, many times."
Still holding my head tightly, and with her thighs still wrapped firmly around my hips, Roxy smiled and kissed me, "Yes, Xavier. But, using your phrase, many, many men have told me that, usually just before they hit or cheat on me."
Sadness washed through me at Roxy's words, and I wished I could do or say something to make her past better. I couldn't, of course. All I could do was show her that her future didn't need to be the same as her past. So, with my dick rapidly hardening, I raised myself and kissed her lips, chin and throat. Then, tonguing where Roxy's blood pulsed, just above where her collarbones met, I found the crinkly hard nipple on her right breast with my left hand before trailing kisses down her voluptuous body.
As my lips neared Roxy's neatly trimmed bush, Roxy grabbed my head to prevent me from going lower, "I'm full of cum, Xavier," she reminded me.
Shaking my head to free it, I joked, "Do you want me to call my place and ask Bella, JoJo, or Jacob to eat you instead?"
All of the above would have, without any hesitation.
Instead of replying, Roxy stopped protesting and let me take possession of her pussy with my tongue. Although I've never been intimate with any man other than Jacob, none of us wear condoms when we make love to the others. The only exception was when JoJo and I were trying to have a baby. JoJo and Bella wanted to know for sure JoJo's baby was mine. Of course, I agreed because of the risks having incest babies entail, but I've never objected to eating Jacob's or Charlie's ejaculate out of my lover's ass, mouth or pussy. Nor do they care if they taste me in Bella, Roxy, or JoJo.
Making love to my mother-in-law is easy, as it's very much like making love to my wife. As I observed earlier in this piece, Roxy and JoJo are more like sisters than mother and daughter. Their looks and bodies are very similar, and they respond similarly, so to give Roxy what she needs to cum hard and quickly, all I need to do is do to her the same things I do to her daughter.
So the first thing I did was to place my thumbs on either side of Roxy's labia and spread them apart. Then, running my tongue from just short of her rosebud to her pussy's entrance a few times, I surrounded her pussy lips with my mouth and pressed my tongue as far into her cunt as possible. After swirling my tongue inside her cunt, I moved my head back to lap at our combined juices.
"Oh Gawd, Xavier," Roxy moaned as she thrust her hips up at my mouth and tongue. "Oh Gawd, that feels so damned good!"
Slipping my finger into her juices as I moved my mouth to her clitoris, I added another finger before swapping those two fingers for my thumb. Then, as Roxy moaned a protest at my fingers leaving, I rudely shoved those fingers into her ass. Next, I bent my thumb so the knuckle pressed against her G-spot as I lashed her clitoris with my tongue.
When I lightly nipped her clitoris with my teeth, Roxy exploded. With her eyes open wide and her breath gasping, my wife's mother orgasmed wetly over my mouth and tongue. She didn't quite squirt, but her juices flowed freely, soaking me down to my throat.
The ever earthy Roxy groaned, "In my ass, Xavier. I need you in my ass, now!"
Ignoring her demand, I pinched my thumb and fingers together before pulling firmly downwards as I lashed and nibbled on her nubbin. Roxy exploded through another body-shaking orgasm. Only then did I push her knees back and apart, lifting her chocolate starfish high enough to readily accept my rampant 7-inch cock. Next, giving Roxy no chance to object, I rammed through her knot and slammed my pubic bone against her ass cheeks.
"Beg me," I commanded.
"Slap my face, please, Master Xavier." Roxy pleaded. "Make me your girl forever."
Instead, flipping my mother-in-law onto her stomach and pressing her lush breasts into the bed, I covered her body with mine, positioned my cock at her rosebud, and forcefully thrust into her.
"Use your fingers on your clit," I demanded.
"Yes, Sir," Roxy moaned.
"No 'Yes, Sir' tonight," I hummed. "Tonight we are Mr and Mrs Rosborough, husband and wife making love as a happily married couple."
Keeping the image of being her man firmly in my mind, I lovingly fucked my mother-in-law through several orgasms without cumming myself.
Nearly an hour later, Roxy begged, "Cum in me, then cuddle me as we sleep, Xavier, please. I can't go again."
Of course, I obliged.
I woke the next day to find my mother-in-law's lips firmly wrapped around my ragingly erect todger. As I had my mother, I warned her, "I need to pee, Roxy. If you keep that up, it may not be only semen you swallow."
Instead of replying, Roxy's lips pressed against my pubic bone as she took my balls in her hand and squeezed lightly. With a deep, satisfied groan, I unloaded into my wife's mother's mouth. Roxy swallowed it all without complaint, so I pulled her up to lie with me and kissed her passionately.
"I love you, Roxy," I told her as I stroked her hair and kissed her lips softly.
Roxy snuggled close to me, sighing happily and replied, "I love you, too, Xavier. Last night was the best I've felt in many years. Please, may we do this again?"
"Yes, mum," I said lovingly. "We'll make time to do this at least fortnightly until we find that one guy that can be yours."
With tears prickling behind her eyes, Roxy said, "Sometimes, Xavier. I wish it could be you."
"I know, my love," I replied. And as it was only a small lie, I added, "I sometimes wish it could be you, too."
It was exactly the right thing to say because Roxy smiled happily and pressed her voluptuous body to me.
"I'll never try to come between Bella, JoJo and you, Xavier. And I'll have a chat with Charles to ensure he knows his sister will never be his. But I'll take you up on your offer to spend the occasional night making love as we did last night."
"The offer is always open, Roxy girl. Bella and JoJo won't object. Plus, we'll all talk with Charlie, Mumsie," I replied. "He needs to know we're not angry or disappointed with him. It's just that he needs to find his one, and that 'one' isn't JoJo."
"And if my youngest insists that she is?"
"Won't happen, Roxy. You've raised him too well for that to happen."
"Will you make love to me, Xavier, please?"
"Of course I will, mum," I replied before I gently, lovingly, took her into my arms and kissed her parted lips.
Forty-five minutes later, hand in hand, we strolled up to my home.
Just before I opened the door to my home, Roxy embraced me and whispered, "Thank you for last night, Xavier. On Thursday, will you please don your psychologist's cap and let me talk to you about JoJo's and Charlie's father?"
Deadpanning, I replied, "A psychologist should never be intimately involved with their patient, Mumsie. But, yes, I will!"
As we walked through the lounge to the kitchen, it was apparent the rest of our family had been awake for some time. I could smell bacon frying, hear eggs being fried, and the unmistakable sound of coffee percolating.
Wearing twin smiles and not much else, my wives crossed to hug and kiss Roxy and me. Bella whispered, "Well done, husband. Roxy looks happier and more relaxed than she's been for years."
Hugging my women closely to me, I murmured, "You two need to help Roxy take care of Jacob and Charlie more regularly. Those two sluts are wearing the poor woman out!"
"What about Charlie's infatuation with me?" JoJo answered equally as quietly.
"I'll bring it up at breakfast, and we'll all discuss it," I replied.
"And Jacob's with me?" Bella questioned.
"Mum, Jacob is wise enough to know you don't love him as he loves you, and he's okay with it. But with your permission, I'll encourage Jacob to admit his submissive side and crossdress so he can become my lover."
"Can we watch?" my wives pleaded.
With a smile, I responded, "Every time, my loves!"
As our extended family ate breakfast, I watched the two Rosborough men. It became immediately apparent that what we feared was happening was. I wasn't concerned about Jacob's infatuation with Bella. Jacob is old and mature enough to love my mother at a distance and to accept what he could have from her without obsessing. But, on the other hand, Charlie was fixated on JoJo, and the poor guy had a classic case of puppy love. In some ways, it was quite cute, but it could easily trip into a full-blown obsession. As the nominal head of our families, I had to act.
So, even though I'd said we'd all discuss it over breakfast, I pushed my chair back and said, "Charlie, grab your coffee and join me in my editing suite, please."
Taking the bigger of the two office chairs in front of my equipment, I turned to Charlie and asked him to take a seat. Sitting nervously, Charlie waited to see what I wanted. Calmly, I sipped my tea and watched him.
Eventually, Charlie's nervousness forced him to talk, "Did you want something, Xavier? I thought I must have been in trouble."
"Why would you think you'd be in trouble, Charlie?"
"Oh, umm, well... No reason, I guess."
"Have you done something you think you might be in trouble for?"
Charlie blushed, so I took another sip of tea and waited.
Looking at the ground, ashamed, he admitted, "I'm in love with your wife, Xavier."
"Your sister?"
"Yes."
"Bella's wife?"
"I know it's wrong, Xavier. But I can't help it. I want her for mine as she is yours."
"And you think that's okay?"
I knew he didn't. Hence his nervousness.
"No," Charlie whispered, seeming to shrink even smaller.
"Why is what you want wrong?"
"Because it's incest, Xavier. Incest is wrong!"
"So what Bella and I have is wrong? What you and Roxy have, what Roxy Jacob and JoJo have, it's all wrong?"
"No, Xavier, of course not!"
"So what is wrong then?"
I could tell his mind had finally jerked off the track it was on.
"I'm obsessing over JoJo," he offered.
"Instead of?"
Charlie contemplated his answer as we sipped our drinks. Eventually, he got to the correct answer, "Instead of enjoying things as they are, appreciating what I have, and letting whatever else may happen evolve naturally."
Smiling, I stood and pulled my brother-in-law into a hug. Then, kissing his cheek lightly, I joked, "I'm glad I didn't have to get Roxy to put you over her knee and spank you! Of course, her doing that may have just got you hot and bothered again!"
Looking at Charlie closely, I added, "Feeling better?"
"Like a huge weight has lifted, Xavier. I was so scared that I'd blurt out how I felt and ruin everything for everybody!"
Charlie opened the door of my suite before hesitating and asking, "Am I still allowed to... umm... play with JoJo?
Straight-faced, I replied, "Fuck my wife, you mean?"
Charlie blushed again, and his eyes hit the floor. He looked so distraught I felt bad for teasing him. So I hugged him tightly before saying, "Charlie Rosborough, my friend, you may make love with JoJo each and every time she wants you to!"
I received another beaming smile from a member of the Rosborough family.
When we returned to the kitchen table, Bella hugged me and whispered, "Fixed?"
"For now," I answered. "But finding someone for Charlie got added to the list."
"Why can't we just stay as we are, Xavier? Mum asked plaintively.
"Because it's not healthy for any of us, mum. We're all stunting our emotional development by being exclusive to each other and not allowing ourselves to even think about finding wives or husbands that can be ours, let alone trying to find them."
Bella finally clicked on to what I meant, and her eyes widened. Pulling me out into the hall, she stated, "It's not you, me and JoJo you're worried about or looking after. It's Roxy and the rest of her crew."
"Yes, mother. But they don't need to realise what I encouraged has made them dysfunctional. None of us would want it any other way, but we need to add more people for the long-term mental and emotional health of the three unwed Rosboroughs."
"They love you, Xavier. All of them, not only JoJo. I bet if you asked, they wouldn't think you'd made them anything except rich and wouldn't resent or regret a thing."
"I know, mum. But if we can get them and you married off," I grinned at her. They won't hate me in the future when they're still all each of them has."
"I could never hate you, baby boy," mum replied vehemently. "No matter what, I will always love you."
I wrapped my arms around my mother's lower back, lifted her, and swung her around. Kissing her full lips, I said, "I love you, Mrs Xavier Johns. More than you will ever know."
Mum was pleased with me calling her my wife, as she typically is, and kissed me back passionately, "I love you just as much, my boy. But we'll see about you 'marrying me off'. Besides, who other than you and JoJo would want an old girl like me?"



"You mean other than all the other members of our family?" I asked rhetorically.
Blushing, mum replied, "Yeah. Other than them."
I pretended to think, then, looking crestfallen, I joked, "You're right, mum. I can't think of another person. Forty-two, and on the scrap heap. How sad!"
Luckily, mum laughed as she whacked my shoulder, "Go talk to your wife, Xavier, my boy. I need to catch up with my oldest and dearest friend."
Mum walked over to Roxy and took her hands before pulling her up and leading her to our bedroom. I knew if I dropped by later, I'd see Roxy and mum making love. And, if I wanted, I could join them on the bed. But instead, I took JoJo by her hand and led her to our guest bedroom. No one had had a chance to change sheets, so the bed smelt of JoJo and Charlie's adventures, but I didn't care. On that bed, I made slow, passionate love to my wife.
Later, with plenty of time to spare, Bella, Roxy, JoJo, Jacob and I showered, hopped into two cars, with Jacob driving the second one, and made our way to my recording studios. As we arrived, my makeup artist and hairstylist pulled in beside us. Each in their own car. Not long after that, the stretch limo dropped off the eight girls from yesterday.
With Roxy operating the camera and keeping things on track, we were able to make another 'Game Show' with Bella and JoJo in the same roles as the day before, but Jacob as the 'husband', in much less time than the day before.
The girls were all happy because for less than six hours total 'work', they'd make a minimum of $2,200. The three that featured in the movie had made $16,100 each. Plus, if the movie grossed more than $1,000,000, they'd get an immediate windfall of $5,000 and an ongoing monthly bonus check of 0.5% of the movie's gross sales for as long as the film showed.
The interesting thing that I saw was the woman Bella and JoJo had initially rejected as a match to JoJo had taken the time to dress differently and alter her hair and makeup. The result was an uncanny resemblance to my younger wife. Even though Mallory objected, Bella and JoJo demanded the swap. I figured my wives made the swap because Mallory was over thirty. She was a good-looking woman, but her breasts just weren't in the same firmness category as JoJo's.
As a result of the swap, Jacob struggled to learn which of the four girls was his sister. As I'd done the day before, when he moved to the genital comparison, he quickly dismissed Anastacia because her gaped pussy made it obvious she wasn't JoJo. That left him with three, JoJo, of course, Chanel and Samantha. Jacob dismissed Chanel next for the same reason I had -She showed no sign of arousal. The two remaining women's breasts were similar --full and lush with big areolae and thick, biteable nipples. Their asses were about the same size, rounded but firm, and they had luscious thighs with a hint of cellulite showing near their glutes.
In the end, Jacob guessed correctly by sticking his tongue in the woman's ass. As Jacob ran his tongue over Samantha's starfish, she squealed and jumped away. However, when he tongued JoJo, she moaned and pushed her rosebud back at the invading tongue.
In her Game Show Host persona, Bella asked, "Time to choose, which woman is your wife, Mr Jacobsen?"
Jacobsen being the name she'd assigned to Jacob.
Still kneeling behind his sister, Jacob said, "This is my wife, Bella. Of that, I am sure!"
"Are you certain, Mr Jacobsen?"
"Yes, Bella, I am."
"Then stick your cock in the woman you believe is your wife, Mr Jacobsen."
Because Jacob chose correctly, Bella escorted the other three contestants around the partition to meet Jacob, confirming he'd chosen his wife to screw. I used all the cameras to catch multiple views of Jacob fucking JoJo through the partition as we waited for the 'money shot'. Jacob and JoJo are now porn movie veterans, so the final edited film would be erotically brilliant.
Then, turning to the camera, Bella said, "Now, Mr and Mrs Jacobsen, would you like the chance to win $100,000? You have already won the daily prize of $15,000 each for choosing wisely, but would you like the opportunity to more than triple that amount?"
"What would we have to do?" JoJo, as the 'wife', asked.
"None of the other contestants takes birth control pills, nor do they wear any protection. To win $100,000, you need to let your husband make love to and cum inside each of the other three women, knowing that any, or all of them, could get pregnant."
"The $100,000 would be very handy, my love," Jacob said as the 'husband'.
Snorting derisively, JoJo answered, "You just want the chance to fuck three sluts together, my husband. I know you too well!"
"Yes, my darling, but think what we can do with all that money! You can stop working, and we can make a baby together!"
"That's assuming you won't make three here today, my husband." JoJo pointed out, still playing her role. "If you do, that $100,000 will soon be gone paying maintenance!"
"But I want to," Jacob whined, keeping in character,
"Fine!" JoJo snapped. "Fuck your sluts, but know this, husband dearest, if you impregnate any of these bitches, I'll kick you out on your ear!"
The next forty minutes were spent doing the three sex scenes. All four actors have done many films, so it went seamlessly. JoJo quickly became adept at pulling various angry, upset, or disdainful faces that I'd cut in amongst the sex scenes. By 12 O'clock, I'd captured all the necessary action and sent the girls resembling JoJo home.
Mallory was miffed at missing her chance to appear in the movie because it meant she missed out on the $15,000 fee for the movie starring Jacob. I explained that I'd sold this concept to Peter Peterson Publishing, and she would get ample opportunity to make other films, so she begrudgingly left without another word.
Now it was time for me and Bella to film our sequence. Jacob would watch from the control room and direct the action as Roxy operated the camera.
I was nervous about this episode of our 'game show' because mum isn't JoJo, and if I got it wrong by accidentally sticking my cock in one of the others, I'd hurt my mother/wife badly. It'd be an easy choice if I could see the women's faces because none had the haunting beauty of my mother, nor did they have her translucent, porcelain white skin. Unfortunately for me, at first glance, all four women had very similar figures. They were all tall, lithe, and toned, with high 36 - 38C breasts, taut tummies, and nicely mounded pudenda.
JoJo dressed in a similar outfit to what Bella wore when she compered. A dark grey, ultra-short skirt, suspenders, stockings, and heels, with a, matching to the skirt, dark grey jacket. The only difference was that JoJo was braless and wearing a dark mahogany blouse, barely opaque enough to mask her big, erect nipples.
We were ready to start, so, standing on the 'X' I'd marked whilst I waited for the changeover from Bella compering to JoJo, my wife held her head high, stared down the barrel of the camera and said, "Welcome to 'Guess Your Partner's Body'. The game show where the contestant must choose between four sexy, beautiful and sensual women and correctly identify his wife or life partner. I'm your host, Joanne. Let's meet the women our contestant will choose from."
Having Jacob and Roxy helping film the episode was already making things run smoother and quicker. Instead of having to take three roles, director, actor and stage manager, I could concentrate on being one, the contestant. It was the same for JoJo and Bella. Plus, it appeared that JoJo was a natural at compering. Her speech was smooth and cultured, her movements were controlled and even, and her transitions from scene to scene were flawless.
Talking to the cameras, JoJo said, "Our first gorgeous lady is the contestant's wife. Say hello to Bella Johnson (the name JoJo had randomly assigned her). Bella is an ex-model who currently owns and operates a movie production company here on Queensland's Gold Coast.
JoJo introduced Bella to the camera and the non-existent crowd. Adding the sound and panning over the crowd effects later would be a breeze.
Allowing Bella to step back, JoJo took the next woman's hand, "Meet Crystal Jones. Crystal works as a personal assistant as she pursues her film career."
I was listening to this, not watching, as I'd already met the three girls my wives had chosen as the best match to Bella, I needed to ensure I couldn't immediately distinguish my mother from the rest. Unfortunately for her, Stella was the woman who was least like Bella, and I'd sent her home with the rest. However, she'd still receive $2,200 for her two days of sitting on a couch watching. Not a bad fortnight's pay for most people.
Pulling the next person's hand so she moved a step forwards, JoJo intoned, "Next, we have Madison Matthews. Madison is a nurse, but she, too, would like to star in movies."
She already did. Jacob had discussed her before, and he mentioned that Madison was a truly bisexual anal slut, although she preferred taking it in the ass more than anywhere else. Jacob added that she loved ass-to-mouth, as well. I noted to myself that if I couldn't tell by Madison's tits and pussy, a finger in her ass to check her gape would tell me she wasn't my mother. Mum does her Kegel exercises several times daily to ensure her love holes remain tight and supple.
Moving onto the fourth woman I needed to choose from, JoJo said, "Finally, we have Angel Huston. Audience, I need you to be silent because Angel is a porn star working for Peter Peterson Studios on the Gold Coast. Angel has promised to rock his world if our contestant is foolish enough to choose her!"
Turning to the 'audience' before waiting for Jacob to laboriously move the camera to a spot where it would seem he was filming from the show's viewing area, JoJo said, "Time to meet our contestant. Diogenes Alejandro, come on down!"
Where that name came from, I have no idea! But I knew JoJo meant me, so I walked out from 'amongst the crowd' and joined my younger wife on stage.
"So, Mr Alejandro, are you ready to play 'Guess Your Partner's Body'?"
"Yes, Joanne, I am," I replied, using my wife's full name for the show.
Turning to our improvised screen, JoJo said, "Take the first screens aside!"
There was no one else to do it, so JoJo and I removed the cardboard sheets shielding the women's breasts.
"Go ahead, Mr Alejandro, inspect those breasts. Play with them if you wish. You can even use your mouth and tongue if it helps."
As soon as I cupped the woman furthest to the left breasts, I whispered, "Hello, Bella, my first and most important love."
Pleased, well, very pleased, mum answered, "Hello, Xavier. Am I that obvious?"
"Yes, mum," I replied.
I would take to my grave that I could tell my mother was highly aroused as soon as I got near enough. Her arousal smell was one I was intimately familiar with. Now I was accustomed to it, I tried to make it flare as often as I could. As a result, I knew this first woman was my mother.
I whispered, "For the movie to work, Bella, I need to pretend I'm unsure, just as I did yesterday. Are you okay with that?"
"Yes, my love," she answered but then called me back.
"Yes, mum?"
"I want to watch you fucking one of the other girls. Will you do that for me?" She added with a titter.
"What?"
"You heard me, Xavier. Now go make sure your wife is okay with it."
Taking my time, I felt and groped breasts as I worked my way along the line. The woman beside Bella couldn't have been her because her breasts had too much give in them, but her nipples hardened under my caress. The following two sets were like mum's -high, firm and with arousal erect nipples.
When Joanne removed the lower screens, a quick finger slid into the first two women with hard nipples, confirmed both were wet and sexually turned on. Given they were both porn actresses, I was surprised by that. But assuming JoJo allowed it, their arousal would make filming the sex scenes easier for everyone involved and would make a better film.
After I'd groped and fingered all four women, JoJo, as the show's host, asked, "Well, Mr Alejandro. Are you ready to make your choice yet?"
No, Miss Joanne, I am not," I lied.
"Then you must use your tongue and taste the women, Diogenes. Surely you remember how your wife tastes?"
Struggling to stay in my game show persona, I replied, "Won't my wife be angry if I use my tongue to taste one that isn't her?"
"Only you and she can answer that, Mr Alejandro. But, if you wish to default the money, that is okay. Many more couples are waiting for their chance to win $100,000!"
Pretending to be shocked, I asked, "$100,000? I thought we got $15,000 each?"
"That is the prize for correctly identifying your wife and making love to her on screen. But if you choose wrongly, you can make more than three times that amount if you make love to your chosen one in front of your wife, the other women, and our studio audience! Remember, though, the other three women are fertile and unprotected. So if you have sex with one of them, you risk making her pregnant!"
"My wife will never allow me to make love to another, Miss Joanne," I said with mock sadness. "I'm surprised she has allowed this, and I think if I get it wrong, my wife will be very angry with me."
"We shall cross that bridge when we come to it, Mr Alejandro! Do you wish to continue, or will you forfeit your chance to win $30,000?"
"I'm very horny right now, Miss Joanne. I want my chance to fuck one of these women. So, therefore, I want to continue."
"Do you wish to make your selection?" Miss Joanne asked.
"No. I wish to taste them first."
"Taste away, Mr Alejandro. Taste away!"
Before I moved to tongue the breasts behind our partition, JoJo whispered. "So, husband, are you going to do what mum wants and fuck one of these sluts so we can watch?"
Flabbergasted, I stuttered, "Wh..., what?"
"You heard me, Xavier. Bella and I want to watch you fuck one of these women. Maybe all three if we like how the first one goes."
Perplexed, I shook my head, "This is a test, right? You and mum are testing my loyalty to you. You think I've set this 'game show' up so I can get some stray pussy, don't you?"
"You can be incredibly dense sometimes, Xavier Johns," JoJo hissed at me as confusion reigned over me.
What was I supposed to do? Fuck one of these women, two of them, maybe? All three? Or was I supposed to show my loyalty by refusing to touch even one of them because I was faithful to my wives? I had no idea. A phrase came to mind -'Physician, heal thyself!'.
Then, donning her compere's persona, she asked, "Which do you wish to taste first, Diogenes, pussies or breasts?"
I figured breasts were safe, so I worked along the partition cupping, rubbing my thumbs over and suckling the nipples displayed. The nipples on all four women became crinkly hard as I cupped and sucked them, and all the women moaned softly as I ran my thumb over and around one nipple as I suckled the other.
As I thumbed and suckled my mother's nipples, she had a small orgasm. Once I'd finished, JoJo, as the show's host, asked, "Are you ready to make your selection now, Mr Alejandro?"
Pretending for the sake of the film we were making, I replied, "I still have no idea, Miss Joanne."
"Then it's best that you taste their pussies. Surely, Diogenes, you know how your wife's pussy tastes?"
"Yes, I do, Miss Joanne!" I confirmed.
"Time to taste then, Mr Alejandro. Unless you've decided to forfeit your chance to win at least $30,000?"
Without answering, I crossed to where my mother stood. Tasting her divine pussy was no chore, and I quickly brought her to fruition. Once her orgasm had subsided, I asked, "What's with wanting me to fuck someone other than you or JoJo?"
"You want me to fuck another, baby boy," mum responded. "I want you to know how it feels being told to do that by the one you love most."
"It feels not good, mum. But I know there's more."
Gasping as she experienced another cum event, my mother answered, "Thinking about watching you fuck a woman as I make love with JoJo has me hot as hell, baby."
Grinning into her soaking wet pussy, I responded, "You're slutting me out, mother? Slutting me out so you can get off?"
"Yes, baby. Me and JoJo both. Now, make your choice and fuck one or more of these sluts!"
Chuckling, I moved to the next pussy on the partition. This one was wet, too. Not as wet as mum's, but I soon took care of that. To my surprise, the woman orgasmed as I tongued her, too. Feeling quite proud of myself, I tried the next. Even if I hadn't identified my mother by her arousal smell before now, I would have known this woman wasn't her. This woman's taste was strong, quite tangy, and nothing like Bella's sweet nectar.
It was the same with the last woman. Even if I didn't already know she wasn't my mother, I knew she wasn't mum by the total lack of arousal she showed. Even after I tongued her, the woman remained unaroused despite some 'porn film moans and groans'.
Now that I'd tongued all the women, JoJo, as the game's host, asked, "Are you ready to make your choice, Mr Alejandro?"
"Yes, I am, Joanne," I replied.
"Then stick your cock in the woman you are sure is your wife. You're hard, I'm sure, so take your clothes off and fuck the woman you have chosen."
Fearing that I was almost taking my life in my hands, I squatted behind the woman next to my mother, the one who had also orgasmed as I tongued her, and I already knew wasn't Bella because of her softer breasts, and slid my rock-hard erection into her pussy. My chosen 'wife's' pussy was hot, wet and tight around my cock, and as I slid into her, she groaned lustily.
Assuming her role as the 'wronged wife', my mother pushed her head through the gap in the partition and said, "That is not me, Diogenes Alejandro! I cannot believe you couldn't choose me from the feel of my breasts alone! And now you are fucking some slut instead of me, your wife!"
Bella played her role so convincingly that, for a moment, I thought I'd really screwed up and that this was a test to see if I would remain loyal in the face of temptation. Fortunately, after giving her 'admonishment', mum grinned and winked at me. I'd have to erase the grin and wink during the editing phase, of course.
JoJo, as the show's host, said, "So now you know, Mr Diogenes Alejandro. You are fucking a woman who is not your wife! Of course, you can stop now and try to patch things up with your wife. But if you do not come inside the woman you thought was your wife, risking making her pregnant, you forfeit your prize of $30,000! What do you choose to do?"
"Her pussy feels so nice around my cock, Joanne," I only partly pretended. "I'm going to make her cum, and then cum inside her." I say 'only partly' because the woman's pussy I was in was very tight, slippery smooth and glided along my shaft deliciously.
I could tell by the sudden rush of desire and want in JoJo's eyes I'd made the correct decision, but she quickly hooded her eyes, then turned to the camera and said, "Then let's move the action to the couch. Your wife, the other ladies, and the audience can watch you possibly impregnating a woman that is not your wife! If you cum inside the woman you have chosen, Mr Alejandro, you win $30,000. Then, you will be given the opportunity to more than triple that amount!"
I pulled out of the woman and stood. Jacob and Roxy removed my temporary partition and wheeled the couch we usually used into position. When the partition was removed, I saw that Madison was the woman I'd been inside. Interestingly, I found out later that Madison was paying her way through Nursing School by working in porn films.
"I love sex, Xavier," she told me. "Oral, anal, plain old vaginal, I love them all, so why not get paid for doing it?"



My wives came close and held an upper arm each. Bella was naked, and I could see her arousal flowing down her thighs as she turned and pressed her mound against my leg.
Kissing my wives, I walked over to the couch. Madison already lay on her back and was idly playing with herself, unconcerned about the hubbub and activity around her as Jacob set the scene up.
Sitting on the edge of the couch near Madison's hips, I asked, "How do you want to do this, Madison? Except for the initial lip connect, we can skip the kissing scenes using stock footage of close-up lips kissing passionately. I can also use stock footage for the money shots if you wish?"
"Your wife, Bella, has given me specific instructions, Mr Johns," Madison replied. "I am to make love to you, or she'll be very disappointed in us both! She assured me that you've had your recent health check done and signed off, so she wants you to cum inside me, then pull out so they can record your cum running back out of me."
"You're okay with that?" I checked.
"Yeah. I'm a bit of a slut, Mr Johns. So I often orgasm doing sex scenes. Plus, you're quite the legend around Peterson Publishing, so I'm keen to see if the reality matches the legend."
"If I use my mouth and tongue on your breasts, vagina and ass, you'll be okay?"
Pretending to look disappointed, Madison replied, "Unfortunately, Mr Johns, I don't have any of those three things. Instead, I have tits, a cunt, and a rear fuck hole. Will they do?"
Laughing, I confirmed they would and asked if I could use my mouth and tongue on them.
"Oh, Gawd, yes, Mr Johns. As you can see, I'm already quite worked up!"
"You need to remember to call me Diogenes, Madison."
"I've done this before, Mr Alejandro," Madison grinned. "Now, don't you forget that your wife expects a damned good show, and let's get this ride rolling!"
We began with some fairly chaste kissing that quickly turned into full-blown necking. Our tongues swirled over and around each other's as we wrestled for tongue supremacy. I swiftly pretty much forgot that Madison and I were filming a sex scene for a porn film, and I began making love to her as I did to my wives and other extended family members.
Moving with instinctive rhythm, I shifted slightly to cup Madison's soft right breast in my left hand and gently rub my thumb over her nipple. Madison's mouth left mine momentarily as she exhaled a deep moan. Encouraged, I ran my right hand along her ribcage, flank, and down onto her firm, rounded ass. Then squeezing her glute tightly, I pressed my knee between her thighs. Madison spread her lithe legs willingly, and I moved between them.
"Yes, Xavier," I heard my mother moan. I knew if I looked, she'd be playing with her nipples, pinching and gently pulling on them.
Lying between my co-star's toned thighs with most of my weight on my knees and elbows, I kissed her passionately again before sliding down to take her left breast in my mouth. With her head stretched back, exposing her long, thin neck, Madison moaned and arched her body off the bed to press it against me.
"Yes, Diogenes," she groaned. "Get me ready to accept your baby-making seed."
JoJo and mum's moans matched Madison's when she uttered those words.
I swapped fingers for my mouth back and forth across Madison's breasts as I slowly brought her arousal to its natural peak. But, although she was obviously close, Madison didn't orgasm until I dragged a nailed finger down her toned belly and abdomen, over her mound, and onto her clit. Then moaning and jerking her hips up at my searching finger, Madison experienced a minor cum event.
With her arousal evident in her voice, JoJo hissed, "Make her cum, Diogenes. Blow her fucking mind!"
It was an interesting experience to make love with a cheer squad egging me on, but I thought, 'What the heck?' and went with it.
Moving my hand lower, I found Madison's tiny pleasure nubbin with my thumb before dipping two fingers into her sopping wet pussy. Then, stroking back and forth, I dragged my fingers along Madison's slit before swiftly circling her clitoris with the tip of my middle finger. Next, I changed direction, allowing my two fingers to split so they slid down on either side of Madison's pleasure nub before squeezing them together and thrusting into her cunt.
Every second or third time I did this, I curled my fingers back to swirl them over Madison's G-spot. Then, with a shudder and another sighed exhalation, Madison orgasmed again. This one was stronger than the previous one, but I knew I could still drive her higher, so, lowering my head, I touched the tip of my tongue against Madison's clit. Madison's hands found my head, and she squeezed me tightly against her clit as another minor eruption sighed through her.
"Oh, my Gawd," Madison moaned as she came again.
Placing my thumbs above Madison's clit's hood, I gently pulled it back, exposing her tiny pleasure centre. Then, I gently sucked it into my mouth before gripping it lightly with my teeth. Now Madison's clit was exposed, I moved my right hand to her left breast and gripped her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. Finally, I alternated gentle nips of Madison's clit with swirling my tongue over and around it. Simultaneously, as I nipped Madison's clit, I circled her nipple with the fingers on my left hand, but when I lashed her pleasure nub with my tongue, I tweaked and twisted the same nipple.
"So fucking hot!" Bella exclaimed.
As she moaned those words, Bella's need overcame her reluctance, and she knelt at the end of the couch by Madison's head and cupped Madison's face in her hands before kissing Madison's full lips. Madison's eyes flew open at Bella's kiss, but she smiled and kissed my mother back.
Strangely, the sudden disruption of our climb up Cum Mountain only made Madison respond more fervently, and with another sigh, she came again. This event was longer and more intense than any of the others.
As if I didn't already know, JoJo insisted, "She needs you inside her, husband."
Moving to cover Madison's svelte body with mine, I positioned myself so that the head of my cock pressed at the entrance to her vulva. Then, looking deeply into her eyes, I slowly pushed my hips forward and slid into one of the surprisingly tightest pussies I'd ever been fortunate enough to be inside.
Madison's head tilted back again as she and Bella exchanged deep tongue kisses. But Madison broke the kiss when I thrust into her and moaned gutturally, "Taste you, taste you, Bella, please," Madison groaned. "I want to taste your pussy as your husband fucks me."
Smiling at me triumphantly, Bella stood, swung her knee over Madison's head, and lowered her pussy onto Madison's eagerly waiting tongue. Madison allowed her body to react freely to my thrusting whilst concentrating on bringing my mother to an orgasm. Wanting us all to cum together, I balanced on my left hand and arm to reach between Madison and my body and used my thumb to stimulate her clitoris.
Exhaling explosively into Bella's cunt, Madison gasped, "OMFG, I'm going to cum!"
I felt her pussy contract tightly against my cock as her first really intense orgasm ripped through her body. Madison's exhaled exclamation blew hot air across my mother's labia and clit, and she came, too. Deciding to join the women in orgasming, I released the control over my libido that I held ever so tightly and squirted copious amounts of my man juice into Madison's welcoming cunt.
I looked up in time to see JoJo pull her hand out from inside her knickers and assume her Game Show Host persona.
"Well done, Mr and Mrs Alejandro, you have won the $30,000 prize for cumming inside the chosen woman. Now, Bella and Diogenes, do you want to try for the $100,000 main prize?"
Bella took Madison's hand before whispering something into her ear. Madison smiled and nodded before getting up and walking to where her clothes and personal items lay. She picked up her phone and typed something in before gathering her outfit and strutting, proudly naked, to the adjoining unit to shower and change.
Returning my attention to the film we were making, I answered JoJo, "What would I have to do?"
"Make love to the other two women, risking an unwanted pregnancy with both," JoJo explained.
"Do it, husband," Bella, as her film character, hissed. "Maybe I'll let this one lick me to orgasm, decide I prefer women, and kick your ass to the curb!"
We filmed the following two sex scenes in the typical porn film way. Most of the fucking, and virtually all of the cum shots, would be done using standard archive footage from Peter Peterson Publishing's stock library. Less than an hour saw the filming completed. I had many hours of editing before the film flowed seamlessly and was ready to be released, but we had everything we needed to make several porn movies.
Thanking the girls, I sent them home. Assuming the film grossed more than $1,000,000, the women who starred in the movie would make a lot of money today. Of course, Stella would only receive the stand-by payment of $1,100 per day.
Roxy and Jacob headed home whilst Bella, JoJo, and I squeezed into one of the showers in my changerooms and cleaned each other in preparation for our trip to Brisbane and dinner with Peter Peterson.
Kissing my mother as JoJo blew me, I asked, "Okay, my twin loves. What the fuck was that all about?"
My mother blushed but answered, "If you're going to add Peter to our family, baby boy, then JoJo will not be enough for you. JoJo and I need to find out if we can accept another so you still have two women always available to you."
"I do not need anyone other than you two, my loves," I emphasised. "If things go with Peter as I hope, adding him to our family does not take anything away. It only adds to what we have."
Letting my cock out of her mouth, JoJo said, "Yet you plan on making love to my mother more frequently, and you're going to fuck my brother."
"Because they need it, JoJo. Not because I do!"
"You're the head of our extended family, Xavier, my boy," Bella emphasised. "So you're taking responsibility for us all, but you can't do it all. As you said yourself, we need to add others, so the load is more evenly distributed. Roxy, Jacob, and Charlie know this but are stuck in a rut. None of them wants to look outside our group because they're terrified of hurting us."
"So, we have to do this for them, I replied, "But, my loves, they can't know we're doing this because we're worried about their long-term mental and emotional health. Plus, if you think I'm giving up on what we've got together, you're nuts. Anybody we bring in has to handle that we all make love together and are incestuous. So we must be sure of that before we take them to our beds."
"You think my mother needs to find a man, Xavier?" JoJo asked. "I guess you're right. Although she has you and my brothers, none of you is truly hers alone. But I'm not sure she'll agree as she's had too many bad partners in the past."
"Roxy took the first step, JoJo. She asked, 'Why can't I find a decent man, Xavier?'"
"OMG, Xavier!" Mum exclaimed. "What did you answer?"
"I must put my psychologist's hat on here, Bella, and say you need to ask Roxy. She asked me my opinion as a psychoanalyst, and I replied as one."
"Roxy would have asked you as her friend and lover, too, my boy. So you don't fool me!"
I grinned, "That I can answer, mother. I told her to stop throwing her heart at the feet of every man that shows an interest in her."
"Mum does do that, doesn't she, Xavier?" JoJo mused. "Do you know why?"
"Another question you need to ask Mumsie, wifey."
"Roxy will tell us if we ask, Xavier," mum pointed out. "So why don't you just tell us?"
"Bella, if you came to me with a psychological problem you wanted me to help you with, would you be happy if I told all of our family about it before you did?"
"I see what you mean, my son," mum replied. "I'll take Roxy to bed tomorrow and discuss it with her."
Pretending to be exasperated, I said, "Is everything always about sex for you, mum?"
JoJo and Bella laughed before mum replied, "I find once my lover is on the verge of orgasming, they'll answer almost any question I ask to get me to take them over the edge, Xavier. Don't you use that technique?"
"Enough chatter, women!" I mock snarled. "Now, whose pussy am I cumming in as the other licks her clitoris?"
Standing and turning, JoJo spread her feet and got up on tip-toes before pushing her generously proportioned ass back at me, "Mine, of course! Mrs Bella johns, get your tongue on my clit, and husband, if you don't fill me full of cum very shortly, I will fuck Peter Peterson all by myself tonight!"
Slipping my hands under her body so I could cup JoJo's lush bosoms, I bent my knees to position my cock at the entrance to my wife's pussy. Then, after Bella's delicate hand guided me deep into JoJo's pussy, I fucked my wife with long, vigorous strokes. Seconds later, I felt my mother's mouth, tongue and lips gently licking and sucking along my shaft as I pounded my wife.
I patiently waited until I could tell JoJo was on the edge of an orgasmic explosion before I whispered in her ear, "You are going to fuck Peter Peterson tonight, my darling wife. Mum and I will watch, and then we'll eat his cum out of your cunt."
JoJo's head rocked back at my words, and she gutturally groaned through one of the best orgasms I'd seen her have. Enjoying her pussy spasming around my cock's head, I unleashed into her and, as promised, filled her cunt with cum.
Later, as we drove to Brisbane, I reflected on today. Although I had a lot of editing work to do, we'd have three feature-length and many short films to sell through Peterson Publishing's PPV sites. I was confident all three films would sell well and add significant riches to our already bulging coffers. But it didn't help to achieve my end goal: to completely move my extended family out of the porn industry and myself into producing and directing only. That meant I'd have to carefully consider how to achieve these goals over the next few years.
Checking into the Hyatt Regency in downtown Brisbane, we made our way to our booked Deluxe Suite, showered again, and dressed to meet Peter Peterson at the hotel's dining room. Knowing how much I loved that look, mum had bought several tiny leather skirt and halter-top combinations.
Tonight her skirt was the red one I liked best combined with a light-brown top. She also rolled on stay-up stockings and wore 7-inch strappy heels whose colour matched her skirt. I thought it was a pity she didn't add suspenders, but I knew it would look too slutty for The Hyatt. With her dark-red highlighted brown hair swept back off her face and slightly darker foundation makeup than she typically wore, mum looked every inch the glamorous model she still is.
JoJo opted for a flowing flowery-green sundress that exposed a generous amount of her divine bosom and allowed tantalising glimpses of her luscious thighs as she walked. With her honey-blonde hair framing her pretty face and only a modicum of makeup, mainly lipstick emphasising her full lips, JoJo looked as stunning as my mother.
"Peter is going to eat his heart out, ladies!" I grinned. "Let's go tease him mercilessly until we drop the boom on him and invite him to join us in bed."
"I'm scared, Xavier," mum admitted. "I don't know if I can do this."
"So am I," JoJo added. "I don't know either."
Then it occurred to me that Bella had only ever been with one man before me. My asshole father, who basically raped her, made her pregnant, and then abandoned the pair of us. Plus, the only other people with whom she had shared her body since we became intimate were Roxy, her oldest friend and lover, and Roxy's sons, Jacob and Charlie.
'Fuck!' I added to my thoughts, 'JoJo is the same. She's only ever shared her body with mum and me, plus her two brothers and mother. No wonder they're both nervous!'
The above was true, I realised. The six of us had made numerous films with many sex scenes, but only with each other. We were never part of the other movies my studio made. I produced, directed and edited them but had no physical involvement in the actual scenes. The difference between my wives and me was that I'd had plenty of sex partners before my mother and I admitted our love and desire for each other and became exclusive. Later, when JoJo confessed she loved us both, mum, JoJo, and I became husband, wife and wife. Later still, we bought the land for the compound and built the two houses so we could live together with the rest of JoJo's family. All of whom are intimate with the others.
Holding them tightly for a second, I kissed them both before saying, "We'll take our time tonight, my loves. Then, if it feels right, go with the flow, and do as much or as little with Peter as you wish."
I received twin smiles and hugs before my girls glanced at each other and nodded. Then, arm-in-arm with me guided me down to the hotel's dining room, where we found Peter Peterson smiling and standing to greet us.
Before taking my wives' hands in his and lightly kissing the back of them, Peter admiringly said, "Wow, ladies! Xavier is one lucky man! Never before have I seen two prettier women with one guy!"
My wives blushed prettily before I encouraged Bella to walk around the table and sit next to Mr Peterson. Peter shot a surprised glance at me, but I was unsure what else he thought would happen. The table was more rectangular than square, so I supposed he thought I'd sit at the end and my wives would sit together opposite him. Peter recovered quickly and held Bella's seat for her. I did the same for JoJo, and we waited whilst the waitress took our drink orders before starting a conversation.
"I have some good news, Xavier," Peter said, dispensing with the business news first. "We don't need a gynaecologist to confirm a woman's hymen is intact. In fact, any medical doctor will do."
"You have one we can use?" I asked.
Peter nodded, "Karen Green. Also known as Kara Kream."
"Wait," I interrupted. "Didn't I make a film with her a little time ago?"
"Yes, you did. She appeared in one of your brother/sister incest films. That was the last one she did as she'd just gotten her residency at Princess Alexandra Hospital. Karen did porn films as a way to pay for her studies. She won't be a Certified Medical Practitioner for another three years, but she's safe, close enough for what we need, and willing to participate. For the usual fee, of course."
"She's willing to sign off a form confirming the participant is a virgin? She'd need to use her real name if she is."
"She won't accept using her real name, but she agrees she can't use Kara Kream."
Becoming enthusiastic about what we could do, I excitedly added, "We could make up a set that looks exactly like a consulting room with Karen's degrees visible but blurred on the wall behind her. The female star will be on the examination table naked but discretely covered, with her knees up and spread. The doctor will start with her head under the star's sheet, turn to the camera and pronounce the star's virginity as confirmed.
"Once we've completed the filming for the first time, all I'd need to do is have Doctor Green say the next woman's name for the following movie! It'd be an easy $15,000 for her every time!"
"That's pretty much as I thought it would work, too," Peter confirmed.
The waitress arrived with our drinks, so the conversation halted until she left.
Then surprising me, Bella touched Peter's shoulder, and when he turned towards her, Bella placed her hand on his forearm, smiled and said, "Will you tell me a little about yourself, Peter? How does one become such a huge player in the porn industry without ever attracting a scandal?"



Peter chose to start at the beginning, explaining how he grew up dirt poor and living in a house only two blocks from where Bella and I lived before our studio took off.
"I decided very early on that I was getting out of there, Bella. As a teenager, only thirteen to fourteen years old, I convinced my mother to buy as many copies of Penthouse and Hustler magazines as she could afford, and then I sold them to the older boys at school. Most of the time, I'd only make a dollar or two profit on each sale, but I saved all that money and used it to buy extra copies.
"When I turned eighteen and could do it legally, I purchased a newsstand in the Queen St Mall and sold all kinds of magazines and papers. But most of my income came from the carefully hidden, brown paper bag-covered Penthouse and Hustler magazines I sold illegally."
"Wow!" Bella said, shifting so that her gorgeously firm breasts pointed towards Peter. Then, holding Peter's gaze for a second, she slowly dropped her eyes down to look at her barely covered chest.
Of course, Peter's eyes followed hers down, as did JoJo's and mine. And we followed hers onto her magnificent bosom. We were all greeted by my mother's hard nipples pressing sexily against her halter top.
'Good signs,' I thought. 'Bella's aroused.'
My younger wife's hands rubbed lightly across my erect cock, and I knew JoJo and I were also aroused.
Gulping, Peter snatched his eyes back to Bella's.
Smiling coquettishly, mum asked, "So what happened next, Peter? You don't mind me calling you Peter, do you?"
"As long as I may call you, Bella, Ms Johns."
"Of course you may, Peter. So, tell me, what happened next?
"I was eventually able to sell my small stand for enough money to purchase a sex store," Peter further explained. "Some years later, I opened another before expanding into a franchise operation with more than six stores spread throughout South East Queensland."
Bella leant forward and gazed into Peter's eyes. Then, touching his arm again, Bella asked, "Do you still own those stores, Peter?"
Subconsciously, Mr Peterson shifted to adjust his trousers to accommodate what we all knew was now a sizeable erection.
"No, Bella, I don't. With the advent of the internet, I saw an opportunity to take sex directly into people's bedrooms. I didn't have any idea that smartphones would appear and become such a big thing, but I knew, or really, I predicted, the likes of PornHub would be huge."
"So you started your own porn production facility?" Bella asked as she idly stroked Peter's bare arm.
Before Peter could answer, the waitress returned to take our food orders. Unfortunately, none of us had even looked yet. Mum was too busy seducing Peter, and Peter was too busy being seduced to have even checked the menu yet. JoJo and I were so gobsmacked at how accomplished a seductress our wife was that we'd only sat stunned, watching her work.
The waitress offered to refresh our drinks and return a little later to take our orders. We all gratefully acquiesced.
Silence reigned before Bella closed her menu, smiled at Peter and said, "Do you mind ordering for me, Peter?"
"Of course, Bella," Peter replied. "What would you like?"
Batting her eyes, mum said, "Oh, I don't know, Peter. I haven't been to somewhere as nice as this very often. Would you mind selecting something you know to be good?"
"I can do that for you, Bella," Peter confirmed. "Do you have any food allergies like gluten or seafood?"
Bella squeezed Peter's arm and replied, "No, I do not, Mr Peterson."
The waitress chose that moment to return. JoJo and I ordered our usual identically prepared steaks: Sirloin, rare, chips and a salad, with mushroom sauce as a side. Then, as one, we turned to see what Peter would order for my mother.
"For the beautiful young lady to my right, I'll order the chicken breast in red wine, soy sauce and honey jus along with the spinach, cashews and pineapple salad. For myself, I'll take the baby back pork ribs with mashed potatoes and coleslaw."
"Perfect, thank you, Peter," mum smiled before kissing a surprised Peter on his cheek.
This time, as she pulled her arm back off his arm, my mother let her fingers 'accidentally' brush across Peter's tented trouser front. Peter's head snapped around to my mother to find her innocently smiling as she sipped her white wine. Then, wondering what the fuck was going on, Peter turned his gaze to me.
Pretending I had no idea what Bella had done, I said, "You were talking about how you got started, Peter. What happened to your sex stores?"
"I wanted to set up a porn distribution centre here in Brisbane, Xavier," Peter continued with his story. "So I sold the whole operation before setting up the computers to begin my streaming service. I started as a buy porn/distribute porn via the internet service. Most of the early films that I could afford were abysmal, but my prices were cheap, and in the early days of ADSL, streaming from inside of Australia was much faster than bringing the same product in from outside."
"Wow, Peter!" Mum said breathily. "Back in the ADSL days, huh? That was very prophetic of you!"
"Thank you, Bella. I struggled through those first few years, but when ADSL2+ hit the market in 2002, download speeds increased vastly, and you could watch films live instead of downloading them to watch. That's when my business began to expand."
"When did you go to live streaming, Peter?" JoJo asked.
"In 2012, I brokered a deal with a Ukrainian cam site to take their streams. At that point, all I did was pay them to send their signal across to my site and then sell their product through my web company. I received a commission for every token purchase my customers made through the Ukrainian site."
Our meals arrived with another offer to top up drinks. Peter and I were both drinking Stellas, and we took another bottle each, but Bella and JoJo's glasses were still half-full, so they declined.
We ate silently for a while, but Peter's head suddenly snapped up, and he stared at JoJo. I looked down to see JoJo had kicked her shoe off, then lifted her toes to rub them inside Peter's knees.
Still pretending to be oblivious to what my wives were doing, I asked, "When did you start setting up your own cam sites?"
By 2016 I had the money and facilities to begin setting up the little studios you see. Actually, once you have them set up, usually around eight per warehouse unit, they're dirt cheap to run. As you did with your studio, I purchased the best, highest-resolution cameras on the market for the girls to use."
"Very smart, Peter," my mother purred as she turned to face him, rubbing her erect nipple across Peter's upper arm as she turned.
As mum did that, JoJo sank in the seat and pushed her toes further along Peter's inner thighs.
"How does it work?" I asked.
"Most of the cam girls are amateurs, Xavier. So we advertise for them on campus and through the usual spots like college dorms, etc. I only bring in professional actresses if we're short of cam models."
"You only do women, no men?"
"Can't get enough of them to fill the rooms, Xavier. Same reason my studios do very little gay porn. Finding actors prepared to have sex with men on film is a challenge. Most male cam models get freaked out because almost all of their viewers are male, and they won't get naked or play on camera. Therefore, there's fuck all viewers and not enough profit to bother."
"How are the girls paid?"
"That's the best part," Peter grinned. "I don't pay them!"
Touching Peter's hand to gain his attention, Bella gave her shoulders a slight shake, causing her delectable breasts to bounce sexily, Bella asked, "So how do the girls make any money?"
Not to be outdone, JoJo straightened up before leaning forwards, exposing a generous amount of her cleavage, and said, "Yeah, Peter. How do the girls make money if you don't pay them?"
Eyes darting between two sets of gorgeous boobs, Peter's suddenly dry mouth wouldn't operate. With his mouth hanging open, Peter blushed! It was hilarious. My naïve, inexperienced at seduction wives, had Brisbane's King of Porn blushing and addle-tongued. JoJo leant back and slid down in her seat again. By the sudden head snap, her toes were back on Peter's inner thigh.
Unsure if he should be looking or not, Peter answered, "The girls pay me an hourly rate to use my broadcasting rooms. What times they want to broadcast sets the rental price for the room. The most profitable times to broadcast are from 7.00 pm to midnight American time. Of course, that's a lot of hours with the various time zones. Then, other than a small service fee of 0.5%, the cam models get all of the token purchase prices their viewers spend to see them naked in private."
"Do the girls all broadcast at that time?" JoJo asked.
"Many do," Peter replied after dismissing the waitress' offer of more drinks. "But all the websites worldwide concentrate on those times, so the competition can be quite fierce. As a result, quite a few of my girls concentrate on New Zealand, Australia, and the South Pacific Island's domestic markets."
Touching Peter's hand again, Bella said, "I'm guessing the best-looking girls try the North American markets, but the ones who don't consider themselves pretty enough stay local?"
"It's a little more complicated than that, Bella," Peter replied. "Being gorgeous is not enough. Some of the girls on camera look like wax models, and they wouldn't have many viewers no matter what market they're in."
"I see," Bella said.
"Our highest-grossing cam model is a red-haired, tubby girl, who is probably only a 6.5 at best. But she has a great personality, can converse fluently in several languages and likes to put on a show."
Sitting up and leaning forwards again, JoJo asked, "Put on a show?"
Peter's eyes dropped onto my younger wife's gorgeously displayed breasts as his tongue touched his lip before he replied, "Yes. She uses various toys in and on her pussy and ass and sometimes invites another model into her room to do lesbian shows."
"And those are popular, Peter?" JoJo questioned.
"Most popular rooms we have," Peter confirmed.
Turning towards Peter, and rubbing her erect nipples across his upper arm again, Bella asked, "So, Peter, if JoJo and I wanted to rent one of these rooms and put on a show, do you think people would watch?"
Gulping at having that delectable vision blasted across his imagination, Peter swallowed before replying, "Many, many thousands, Bella. Tens of thousands, in fact!"
"Maybe we should come in and do one then, Peter. You know, just for fun!" Then, batting her eyes again, Bella added, "Would you watch if we did, Peter?"
Peter almost blurted that he would, but discretion caused him to hesitate and glance at me before saying, "If Xavier doesn't mind me watching, then yes, Bella. I would watch that show."
We'd all finished eating, although mum had eaten less than half her chicken breast and only pecked at the salad, so I casually said, "Would you like to come up to our room for a nightcap, Peter?"
Still unsure what was going on, Peter thought to refuse, but Bella suddenly pressed her delicious breasts to his arm before exclaiming, "Oh, please, come up, Peter. I want to hear more about this cam modelling."
Peter still hesitated, so I said, "I bought a bottle of Bunnahabhain Scotch to celebrate our latest movie adventure, Mr Peterson. Won't you come up and share a toast with my wives and me?"
"Bunnahabhain Scotch, hey? From Islay in Scotland?"
"Yes."
"How can I refuse that? Lead me there, Mr Johns."
Squealing delightedly, Bella and JoJo took an arm each and escorted Peter towards the elevators. Trailing behind, I admired my wives' asses and marvelled at how good Peter's looked in his tailored slacks. Peter, at forty-nine, was seven years older than Bella, but it was evident that he maintained a similar exercise regime to Bella as he was still in peak physical fitness.
Entering our room, Bella and JoJo insisted Peter sit in the middle of the couch. Then, sitting on either side of him, they kept hold of his hands and placed them between their thighs before squeezing them shut, trapping his hands only inches from their pussies.
Pretending not to notice how close Peter's hands were to my wives' cunts, I opened the bottle of scotch and offered Peter a choice between adding an oversized ice block or a dash of water.
Choosing, Peter said, "An oversized ice block, Xavier, please."
Pleased with his choice, I poured two glasses and offered him one before pouring a glass of white wine each for my wives.
Then, holding my glass up, I said, "To the many movies that Xavier Recording and Movie Studios will make for Peter Peterson Publishing. Let's hope the relationship never ends!"
"Hear, hear," Peter said in return before sipping his scotch. "Smooth," Peter acknowledged.
JoJo asked, "Xavier, have you sold this concept we've been using to Peterson Publishing?"
"Yes, my love," I answered. "I created it because Peter rightfully encouraged me to broaden the scope of my movies. But I don't have the facilities to make them in the numbers Peter requires. So, I sold him the rights for a small fee per movie. That means we'll make good money from the films without any financial exposure at all. And Peter will make a motza from the movie's sales."
"That requires more than a toast, then, Xavier," Bella stated. "Stand up, Peter, please."
Uncertain again, Peter reluctantly stood. Then, before he could react, Bella moulded her body to Peter's before pulling his head down for a passionate kiss.
Shocked, Peter froze until JoJo teased, "Surely, The King of Porn can do better than a stunned mullet kiss, Mr Peterson!"
JoJo then pressed her pudenda against Peter's hips before putting her hand on his cheek and turning his lips towards hers. Locking her lips to Peter's, JoJo ground against him as she kissed him with equal fervour to Bella.
When she finally unlocked her lips, JoJo gasped, "Better, now Bella."
Peter looked at me beseechingly as if to say, "WTF!" But all I did was take the scotch glass out of his hand so he could wrap both arms around my mother.
His reluctance overcome, Peter wrapped his arms around Bella and fiercely pulled her to him, grinding his rock-hard cock against Bella's lower belly as he did.
Touching Peter's face again, JoJo demanded, "Now me."
Bella kept her pudenda pressed hard against Peter's hip as Peter's hands found JoJo's cheeks, and he kissed her passionately.
After JoJo broke the kiss, my wives took each hand before stepping slightly away from Peter. Holding both scotch glasses, I moved closer to the shocked Peter Peterson. Peter is slightly taller than me, so I stepped in close and looked up into his eyes.
I kissed his surprised lips lightly before stepping back and saying, "We're a package deal, Peter. You do not have to have sex with me, but you must be comfortable with having sex with Bella and JoJo as I share them with you."
Completely flummoxed, Peter only said, "Bella and JoJo?"
"They are wives, Peter. Although their wedding ceremony has no legal standing, just as my marriage to my mother hasn't, we are married and live as husband, wife and wife. You must accept that if you want to join with us."
"I don't understand, Xavier," Peter exclaimed.
"We're inviting you to join our marriage, Peter. I know you've held a candle for Bella for many years. Plus, your last wife left you taking a huge chunk of your wealth over six years ago, and you haven't dated since. We're offering you an open marriage with the chance to sleep with three very sexy women. What do you say?"
"Roxy?" Peter nonsensically said.
"And me and Jacob, if you're so inclined."
"Do I have to decide now?" Peter almost plaintively asked.
"No. Tonight is a taste of what could be." Then, indicating my wives, I said, "Watch."
Bella and JoJo released Peter's hands before turning to face each other. Then, Bella stepped two paces towards JoJo before undoing the top two undone buttons on JoJo's dress and pushing it off her shoulders, exposing JoJo's braless breasts and allowing the dress to fall to the floor. Next, Bella cupped JoJo's full breasts before lowering her mouth and suckling both nipples alternately.
JoJo's eyes closed, and her hands found Bella's head. Then, holding my mother to her breasts JoJo moaned, "Yes, mum. That feels so good!"
Bella released JoJo's nipples and stood back. Next, JoJo moved to mum before lifting mum's halter top off her body and tugging Bella's leather skirt off her hips and onto the floor. Bella stood proudly, completely naked, as JoJo knelt, cupped Bella's firm buttocks and extended her tongue before softly wiping it along Bella's slit.
Holding JoJo's hard against her pussy, Bella groaned, "Gawd, yes, my darling wife. Make me cum!"
Bella had a minor orgasm as she spoke those words before she bent over and kissed her wife's full, pouting lips.
Peter's eyes were like saucers as he watched my wives making love. He was so enthralled with the scene before him that he kept grabbing his cock and pulling on it.
"Take Peter to bed, my loves," I encouraged as I turned a sofa chair to face the bed so I could sit, sip, and watch.
With Bella in front and JoJo behind, my wives soon had Peter naked, his thick, close to 7-inch cock jutting salaciously in front of him. Then, wearing only their heels, my wives took Peter's hands and led him to the bed. Pulling the covers back, Bella pushed Peter onto his back as she locked her lips to his.
Moving lower, JoJo cupped Peter's balls with her left hand before wrapping her right hand around his shaft and guiding him into her mouth.
All the protestations Peter may have had flew out the window at that point. My girls had him, and Peter was no longer thinking with his big head.
Bella broke the kiss and looked across at me. Smiling, I nodded my head. So she pushed JoJo out of the road, swung her leg over Peter's hips, and took his saliva-covered, ragingly erect cock in her hand before lowering herself onto its head. Then, sighing deeply, my mother took only the fifth cock she'd ever seen inside her.
JoJo moved up the bed and took Bella's spot, passionately kissing Peter. Watching my wives make love to another man had me hotter than a pikelet on the grill, and I badly wanted to take my cock out and masturbate, but I didn't want to freak Peter out, so I sipped my scotch and watched.
Peter groaned as Bella rode him, interrupting his kissing JoJo. Then JoJo also turned to get confirmation from me. Seeing me confirm by smiling and nodding, JoJo spun around before lowering her cunt onto Peter's mouth. Peter willingly began to lash her labia and clitoris with his tongue, so JoJo reached her hand out and pulled her clit's hood back, exposing her sweet, little nubbin. Then, moving backwards slightly, JoJo positioned her clitoris over Peter's mouth.
Taking the hint, Peter vigorously swirled his tongue over and around my younger wife's clit. Peter now had both of my wives moaning, groaning, and nearing orgasm. Bella blew first, lightly biting Peter's pec as she clenched her pussy tightly around his cock.
Here came the crux of her problem -Could she let a man other than her declared loves, cum inside her? If she couldn't, she and Peter's relationship was dead before it even began.
To my surprise, when Peter's eyes rolled back and his breath shortened, my mother whispered, "Fill me with cum, lover."
It was too much for Peter, so, grunting and groaning, he came inside my mother.
"That feels so good, Peter," mum moaned as another petite orgasm washed over her.
Mum rolled off Peter before crossing to me. Then sitting in my lap, with tears stinging her eyes, she whispered, "You sure you're okay with this, baby boy?"



Hugging my mother close, I replied, "Feel me under you, Bella. Do I feel as if I'm angry or upset?"
Giggling, Bella said, "No, darling boy. You feel like you need your mummy badly."
"I'll always need you, mummy," I replied.
It was patently the right thing to say because Bella grinned broadly and snuggled onto my chest, "You going to be okay with JoJo fucking Peter, too?" She asked.
"It needs to happen, Bella," I replied. "If we can't handle it, we need to know now before things get too out of hand and we hurt Peter as well as ourselves."
"What about Roxy and her crew?"
"If we're happy, don't you think they will be?"
Nodding, mum responded, "You're right. They'll be ecstatic with it as long as this is what we want."
"Do you want this, mum?" I asked. "I probably should have asked you before I set it up, but are you okay with Peter joining our family?"
"I was doubtful, my son. But you were right. Peter is besotted with me and will be the father figure JoJo has always needed."
Chuckling evilly, I pointed to where JoJo was using her exquisite oral skills to bring Peter to full hardness again and answered, "Only if the father is an incestuous pervert like the rest of us!"
When Peter was hard, JoJo wrapped her arms around his shoulders and rolled, keeping her body pressed to him. Then, spreading her voluptuous thighs, JoJo moved until Peter's cock rested at the entrance to her vulva.
"Fuck me, Mr Peterson," she demanded. "Pound me like the slut I am!"
That JoJo had reverted to her potty mouth was a good sign she was hot and ready for a solid fucking, and luckily for her, Peter gave her one. Lying with his full weight on JoJo's body, Peter slid his forearms under her armpits and gripped the top of her shoulders. Then, thrusting powerfully with his hips and dragging JoJo down, he slammed into her like a jackhammer.
"Wow!" Mum whispered. "Want to do me like that?"
"Fuck yes!" I averred. "But let them have their fun first. I don't want to freak Peter out."
Mum grinned at me knowingly before raising herself enough to take my raging erection out of my trousers. She smiled happily as she sank onto it, and my cock glided into her cum-filled pussy. Then, sitting sideways across me, mum avidly watched her sister-wife being fucked to within an inch of her life.
My younger wife began to orgasm almost as soon as Peter started pounding into her, so it didn't take long before JoJo's mouth started spewing epithets again, "Fuck me, oh Gawddamn, fuck me! Fuck my cunt. Fuck my dirty, little whore's cunt with your great, big manly cock! Yes, yes, yes! Gawddammit, FUCK ME!" These were only some of her potty-spoken words.
Bella rode me with her eyes fixed on Peter and JoJo's coupling. My mother's snatch continually pulsed around my cock's head and shaft as orgasm after orgasm rolled through her. I could tell my mother was close to one of her rare screamed orgasms, so as she pressed her pussy down, I started thrusting up at her.
Finally, Peter could take no more and, with a series of deep groans, came inside my younger wife's tightly gripping cunt. JoJo swore her way through a final orgasm as she felt Peter's cum shooting deep inside her quim before she fell limp and sagged onto the mattress. Then groaning, Peter rolled off JoJo and struggled onto his back.
Gasping for air, with his head tilted back and forearm protecting his eyes from the overhead light, Peter panted, "Gawddamn, you two are good! I don't think I've ever cum that hard so close together before!"
As Peter came into our wife, Bella bit my neck hard before screaming out her orgasm. After she came down from her cum event, Bella kissed where she had bitten and sighed happily.
"The girls are only just warming up, Mr Peterson," I drawled from my seat. "I hope you're not done already?"
Peter had forgotten I was there, I think. Because he slowly sat and looked sheepishly at me, "I'm sorry, Xavier. I shouldn't have done that with your wives. Are you okay about it?"
Chuckling, I replied, "As long as you don't freak out at another man climbing naked onto the bed with you, I'll show you how okay about it I am!"
I'm certain that Peter thought I meant I was going to blow him because fear suddenly showed in his eyes. But he felt he had to let me because I'd let him fuck Bella and JoJo, so Peter collapsed onto his back and shielded his eyes again before saying, "I'm okay with it, Xavier."
Chuckling, I lifted Bella off me and encouraged her onto the bed beside Peter. Then, stripping to naked, I knelt on the bed between JoJo's muscular thighs and lowered my mouth onto her soppy pussy. It wasn't until Bella kissed Peter's mouth softly that he opened his eyes to see me eating his cum out of JoJo's gaping pussy.
By his raised eyebrows, I could tell he was shocked, but he soon forgot to be because Bella slid down and took his flaccid dick into her mouth and used her talented mouth and tongue to refire Peter's arousal. JoJo came several times as I tongued her labia and clit and delved my tongue as deep into her pussy as it would reach, but she seemed too sated to achieve an epic cum event.
Deciding it was time to see if Peter could handle what it would be like if he chose to join our family, I encouraged mum to swing her leg over Peter's hips and ride his long, hard cock. Bella complied quickly and soon rode Peter in the classic cowgirl way. Next, I raised my mouth off JoJo's now mostly clean cunt and swung my leg over Peter's knees before pushing my mother flat onto his chest and positioning my rock-hard cock at her rosebud.
My eyes held Peter's as I slowly forced my cock through my mother's knot and deep into her ass.
"Wow!" Peter exclaimed. "It's one thing to know you and your mother are intimate, another to have seen it in your movies knowing that those could have been staged for effect, but it's completely another thing to see it happen!"
Here was the moment of truth -Could Peter handle it? If he couldn't, we'd write tonight off as a failed experiment, enjoy what we'd had, and go about our daily lives. If he could, we'd invite him to stay at the compound over the weekend so he could sample Roxy's pleasures, too.
Stroking gently into my mother's ass, feeling my cock rubbing against Peter's as I did, I waited to see if Peter joined me in making love to my mother or got up and left.
Mum helped by groaning, "Don't just lie there, boys. Fuck me like you mean it!"
Peter felt the need to explain, so he began speaking. First, however, I felt him starting to slowly stroke into my mother's cunt.
"I knew I loved you when I spoke to you after that photo shoot, Bella," Peter said. "I asked my secretary to get your number from the agency and to send you a dozen roses. Later, she said that your number was unlisted, and the agency wouldn't give out personal details like addresses or numbers. What I didn't know was that she didn't even try. Gwendoline, that was her name, wanted me for herself, so she cock-blocked me from you."
"Gwen Peterson?" I questioned. "Your ex-wife?"
"Yes. Nasty piece of work that she is!"
That explained a lot! Interesting, though. That was twenty years ago, and if he had dated my mother, he could have been my stepfather, and all of our lives would be totally different. Whether mum could have accepted him as a lover back then was another question, though. She had now, and I held hopes that he'd become a permanent member of our extended family, so things had probably worked out for the best.
Peter continued, "I've fantasised about meeting you again, Ms Bella. Being here with you is a dream come true!"
"It's Mrs Bella Johns, Mr Peterson, don't you forget it! And all of this is very nice, but I remain unfucked! Now stop reminiscing, and start fucking!"
Mum had never spoken like this before as we made love, so I knew she was excited beyond belief.
Chuckling as he began stroking into my mother with earnestness, Peter replied, "Yes, ma'am! One truly memorable fucking coming up!"
As I matched him stroke for stroke into Bella, I panted, "If you can go again, Peter, come in my mother. You need to hold on if you can't because JoJo will want the same thing!"
If your wife is happy to 'encourage my erection' again, I'll be good to go shortly afterwards, Xavier," Peter clarified.
Grinning, I replied, "Then help me to fuck my mother into submission."
Faking a salute, Peter said, "Yes, sir!"
Peter tipped his head forwards so he could kiss Bella before he wrapped his arms around her neck as his upward thrusts into her soaking-wet pussy increased in speed and ferocity. Shortly, we both pounded my mother remorselessly as we drove her through orgasm after orgasm.
Having had enough, Bella groaned, "Fill my love holes, boys. Mummy can't take anymore."
Her announcement released Peter's and my desires, and simultaneously, with matching grunts and groans, we came inside Bella's orifices.
"Fuck!" Peter exclaimed. "Fuck me, is this good!"
I was almost tempted to take Peter's cock into my mouth but decided not to push him that hard this soon.
Giving her male lovers a chance to recover, Bella slipped out of bed to bring back a pair of wet, warm wash clothes. Then, Bella lovingly cleaned our cocks before she took me in her mouth and brought me to rigidity again.
As Bella blew me, I saw JoJo eschewing the washcloth and using her mouth and tongue to clean Peter.
To his surprise, Peter was soon throbbingly erect again. Then, not giving Peter any choice, JoJo offered her rosebud to Bella so Bella could prepare it to take a cock. JoJo has anal sex regularly with the other males in our clan and me, so all JoJo needed was some lubrication, which Bella happily provided using her mouth and tongue.
Once Bella had JoJo's ass ready, JoJo swung her leg over Peter's groin in a 'reverse-cowgirl' before pulling her lower legs out from under her ass and leaning back on her hands. Next, JoJo lifted her hips as Bella took hold of Peter's dick and guided it into her sister-wife's ass. Then JoJo balanced on her hands as she pushed down on her feet. Doing that enabled JoJo to slide her tightly gripping ass up and down Peter's thick cock.
"What are you waiting for, husband?" JoJo growled. "I need your big cock in my whore's cunt right away. But right now would be better!"
Laughing, I made my way between JoJo's luscious thighs, keeping my knees outside Peter's legs, before sliding my achingly erect cock into my wife's cunt.
"Ahhhhhhhhhh!" JoJo sighed contentedly. "No pounding me, lovers. Instead, I want you to make slow, passionate love to me."
Obeying JoJo's request, I kissed her softly and passionately as Peter gently stroked her breasts and lightly tweaked her eraser-sized nipples. Bella knelt beside us and suckled the breast Peter wasn't stroking. It didn't take long before JoJo squealed her way through her first orgasm.
Then, slowly increasing the speed of our strokes, Peter and I drove my younger wife through numerous cum events before JoJo pleaded, "Peter, may I suck you as Xavier fucks my cunt. Bella, my darling wife, will you eat my pussy as our men spit-roast me?"
We were all quickly in position and making love to JoJo as she demanded we did. Finally, after close to thirty minutes of licking, stroking and sucking, JoJo groaned around Peter's thick cock one last time before she exploded into a mind-bending orgasm. Her moans precipitated Peter's orgasm, and he blasted what he had left to give into JoJo's eagerly sucking mouth. At the end of the rope, I let go and spurted buckets of cum into my wife's soppingly wet cunt.
With us all completely satiated, JoJo pushed me off her before turning to face Bella, wrapping her arms around her sister-wife, kissing Bella's full lips, sighing, and slipping into sleep. Taking the hint, Peter rolled to spoon with Bella as he cupped Bella's full C-sized breasts. At the same time, I moved so I could spoon with JoJo.
Bella's soft moans woke me the next morning. Smiling to myself happily, I opened my eyes to see my mother clinging to my wife's neck and exchanging soft kisses with her as Peter cupped mum's breasts and gently stroked into her willing pussy.
Feeling my smile against the back of her neck, JoJo wriggled her plump ass against my swiftly inflating cock. Taking the hint, I cupped my wife's full breasts and slid my dick into her soppingly wet pussy. The groan JoJo gave as I slid inside her alerted mum I was awake, and mum lifted her head to smile at me before she kissed JoJo again. JoJo and mum kissed as Peter and I made love to them, but mum wanted more. So she pushed back against Peter, creating enough gap to roll onto her back.
Then, encouraging Peter between her thighs, Bella sighed happily and said, "Show me how much you love me, Peter. Make me cum, then fill me with your seed."
That sounded good to me, so I pushed on JoJo's shoulder as I made room for her to roll onto her back, then I slid between my wife's lush thighs and into her velvety smooth cunt. Then Peter and I made slow, gentle love to our respective partners, but as I felt JoJo's arousal soar and her orgasm begin to peak, I decided to see if Peter could swap and share willingly, so I tapped on his shoulder. When he looked at me, I dropped my eyes to JoJo and arched an eyebrow.
Peter frowned before he realised what I was asking, then he nodded and backed out of Bella's dripping pussy. Stepping off the bed, I made my way around to mother's side as Peter moved across and got between my wife's generous thighs. JoJo contentedly sighed as Peter stroked deeply into her. Mum welcomed me into her soaking pussy with a satisfied smile and a hug.
Bella came first, and as if her sister-wife's orgasm ignited hers, JoJo came next. I was close but still had control. However, I could tell Peter had almost reached the point of no return, so I tapped his shoulder again and indicated we should swap back. As soon as I stood, Peter almost jumped off of JoJo and onto Bella and was soon ploughing back into my mother.
JoJo laughed and said, "So now I know who Peter's favourite is!"
There was no hint of jealousy from my younger wife, just a glow of satisfaction that our plan appeared to be successful. Peter Peterson could well be Bella's one.
Moving back between my wife's thighs, I teased, "Sorry, wifey. I guess you'll just have to put up with the indignity of making love with only your husband!"
"I'll be indignant if you give me even one less orgasm than Peter gives my wife, buster!" JoJo threatened in return.
"Sounds like a challenge, Mr Peterson," I joked. "You up for it?"
"I'm not only up for it, Mr Johns. I'm up your mother and already one up on the orgasm count!"
Surprised, I glanced at Bella. A guilty flush of embarrassment blew swiftly across my mother's face, followed by a pleased smile when I grinned.
"Well, wifey, are you putting up with that?"
"Hellz no, Mister!" JoJo said in mock anger. "Get that skilled tongue of yours to work!"
Pausing to suckle and nibble on JoJo's lush breasts, I kissed down her stomach, across her mound and onto her dripping wet snatch. In the corner of my eye, I could see Peter following a similar route across Bella's body. My wives shifted so they could exchange soft kisses as their man made love to their pussy.
Shortly afterwards, I felt JoJo's passion flare, so I sucked her clit into my mouth and gently bit it, "Yes!" JoJo hissed as she came, evening up the score.
Unfortunately, I wasn't even for long because Bella's head tipped back, and her eyes closed as she sighed through a mild cum event. Peter and I knew our lovers weren't even close to finished, so we resumed licking and kissing Bella's and JoJo's pussy. JoJo hadn't come completely down from her orgasm, so I snaked my hands across her belly and took her nipples between my thumb and forefinger before gently twisting and pulling on them. I received another hissed, "Yes!" in reward for my efforts. So the score was even again.
Realising mum wasn't responding as fervently as she should to his ministrations to her pussy, Peter said, "Guide me with your hands, Bella, and show me what you need."
Mum's hands swiftly found Peter's head. Then, guiding him to where she needed him, mum groaned, "Oh Lawd, yes! Right there, that feels so, so good!"
Shortly after she groaned her encouragement, Bella experienced a reasonably powerful orgasm. Luckily, JoJo was close, too, and she happily sighed through a similar-sized event. Bella and JoJo were close to an explosive eruption. Writhing, the girls moaned as they kissed passionately, their hips moved slowly up and down as if to meet their lover's questing tongue.
Peter and I knew it was time, so we moved to cover our lover's body. Peter slid into Bella as I slipped inside my wife's hot and tight cunt. Then, turning from their shared kiss, JoJo and Bella wrapped their legs around their respective lover's hips and kissed their man fiercely.
"Fuck us, boys," my wives sighed together as Peter and I stroked into them.
Matching rhythms, Peter and I slowly forced our partner to climb to Cum Mountain's precipice. As the two girls neared the top, they began moaning and thrusting upwards to meet our downward thrusts, and the room filled with the sounds of muscular abdomens hitting womanly pelvises.
Simultaneously, both women threw their heads back, arched their backs off the bed, and launched themselves off Cum Mountain's precipice, wailing through gigantic orgasmic explosions as they fell. Finally, Peter couldn't hold on any longer, and he thrust into my mother as far as possible before his body's muscles clenched tight, and he came into my mother's grasping cunt. Mother exploded through another series of orgasms as she felt Peter's cum bathing her vulva.
Hearing my wives violently cumming sent me leaping off the precipice after them, and my grunts matched Peter's as I blasted cum into JoJo's spasming cunt.
When we recovered, I rolled off JoJo into my back before panting, "So what was the final score?"
Laughing, Peter said, "I think we'll call it a tie unless the ladies disagree?"
JoJo sniggered before saying, "Ain't no ladies in this bed, Mr Peterson! But we two sluts agree with it being a tie!"
We all needed showers, so I encouraged Bella to take Peter to the bathroom first. JoJo and I cuddled until we were sure she and Peter would be fucking, and then we opened the bathroom door and slipped inside. Sure enough, Peter had Bella's gorgeously full breasts pressed hard against the shower's glass wall as he thrust vigorously into her ass.
Bella smiled when she saw us entering, and her smile deepened to a grin as JoJo opened the shower door then pressed her luscious bosom against Peter's back before working her hand between his and Bella's body so she could circle his shaft and feel it pumping into her wife. I dropped the toilet lid and sat down before taking my swiftly hardening todger in my hand and masturbating to the spectacle playing out before me.
Peter was so engrossed in fucking mum's ass that he hadn't noticed JoJo and me entering the room, so his head snapped around when he felt JoJo pressing against him. Then, seeing it was JoJo, he moved so she could reach where he joined my mother more easily.
It took him another four or five thrusts into my mother before Peter thought to wonder where I was. Then he lifted his head from my mother's shoulder and found me masturbating, watching him fuck Bella. A grin broke across his face before he turned Bella to the solid wall beneath the shower head so I could watch his cock thrusting in and out of my mother's ass.
If Peter thought JoJo was a passive participant in his and Bella's coupling, my younger wife soon wiped that thought from his mind. Letting go of Peter's shaft, JoJo knelt, spread Peter's butt cheeks and wiped her tongue over his starfish. Shocked, Peter lost control and immediately ejaculated into Bella's tight ass. Pulling on Peter's hips, JoJo turned him, carefully washed his cock, and then took it in her mouth. A few seconds later, Peter was rigidly stiff again, so JoJo stood beside where Bella still waited and offered her ass to him.



Shocked again, Peter looked to me for confirmation, only to find me laughing at his consternation. So, shrugging his shoulders, Peter poured a little body wash onto his cock's head and shaft before gently pushing it through JoJo's knot and into her ass.
"So good," JoJo sighed as Peter's cock slid into her tightly gripping ass. "Pussy sex is the best, but sometimes a good old-fashioned buggering is what I need. So, Mr Peterson, bugger Xavier's wife's gorgeous rear fuck hole!"
I had to chuckle at JoJo using such quaint, antiquated words for anal sex, but Peter obviously enjoyed them as he groaned before thrusting vigorously into JoJo's anal cavity. Because JoJo is much shorter than Bella, she had to stand taller to allow Peter to fuck her. This meant there wasn't enough room for Bella to repeat what JoJo had done to Peter. Instead, biting her bottom lip and pulling and tweaking her nipples, Bella thrust two fingers into her cunt as she thumbed her clit.
JoJo softly moaned as several small orgasms rippled through her, but I could see she was close to a major cum event. So, catching my mother's eye, I nodded and tried to time our orgasms to JoJo's explosion. Peter struggled manfully to control his impending release, but JoJo's rhythmical clenching of her ass proved to be too much, and he unloaded inside her tightly gripping anal passage.
Luckily, feeling Peter erupting into her colon sent JoJo crashing into a massive orgasm, and she shook, groaned, and shuddered as it surged over and through her. Spent, Peter clung to my younger wife, but JoJo's legs couldn't support him, so they sagged slowly to the shower floor.
As JoJo came, I felt my nuts tighten against my shaft, and I spat huge globs of cum onto the bathroom floor. Hearing JoJo cum and seeing my spurts, mum sucked in a deep breath before letting it out lustily as she thrust two fingers into her cunt and pinched a nipple hard. Shaking as her orgasm ripped through her, Bella also sank onto the shower floor.
On weakened knees, I staggered across to the shower before lifting JoJo off of Peter, washing her poor, abused ass under the water, drying her off and carrying her back to the bed. Tucking her in, I turned to try and help Peter to his feet but saw him carrying my mother much as I had carried JoJo. Peter tucked mum in beside her wife, and the girls turned to each other, kissed, smiled and fell asleep.
I encouraged Peter to climb in and spoon with Bella before taking my turn to shower. I wasn't the slightest surprised when, as I rinsed the shampoo out of my hair, I felt a soft, delicate hand wrapping itself around my cock.
"Hello, baby JoJo," I whispered as I softly moaned and leant back against my wife.
"You've called me that for many years, my love," JoJo said. "It will never get old in my ears, no matter how old I become!"
Kneeling, JoJo guided me into her mouth. Then, using all of her finely honed oral skills, she swiftly brought me to fruition. With a deep moan, I filled my wife's eagerly sucking mouth with what semen my balls had left to give her.
JoJo stood, and I pulled her close for a passionate tongue kiss. When the kiss ended, JoJo said, "He's the one, Xavier. As long as he copes with you and Jacob fucking, he'll make a fantastic addition to our family."
"What does mum think?"
"Have a sneaky peek out the bathroom door, Xavier," JoJo said in answer to my query.
Poking my head surreptitiously through the door, I saw that my mother had rolled to face Peter before putting her arms over his shoulders and holding him to her. She'd also thrown her leg over Peter's upper thighs. Then, with a very satisfied smile, Bella rested her head on Peter's chest and lightly kissed his neck every few seconds.
Turning back to JoJo, I felt a momentary pang of sorrow that I was no longer my mother's one and only, but that feeling was swamped with feelings of joy that my first and most dearest love had found her one. The one that would put her first before all others and would choose her every time. That alone was worth any sad feelings I had.
"You okay, baby?" JoJo asked softly.
With tears stinging my eyes, I replied, "Yes, well, no. No, because it's hard to give up a piece of what I have with mum. But, yes, because I know she'll be happy."
Hugging me closely, JoJo said fiercely, "You are not giving up a piece of your mother, Xavier! You know she would choose you over anyone else, including me, so you're not giving up a thing. All you're doing is sharing a small piece of her heart and a large piece of her body. Well, all of her body, really. But you already do that with the rest of us!"
Smiling sadly, I said, "I know, baby, but I still feel melancholy. I know it's for the best, though. And underneath my sadness, I feel proud and satisfied that we've healed mum to the point that she can love another man as she loves me."
"You will always be her favourite, though, my love," JoJo reiterated. "If anything happens and you and Peter have problems, she'll dump him in a second!"
Smiling, I said, "And how does that make you feel, baby JoJo?"
"Unthreatened because I know you'll always choose me first."
"That I will, baby JoJo. That I will."
I picked JoJo up and carried her to the other bed in the apartment, then laid her down before making slow passionate love to her. Even though mum and Peter were only a few feet away, it seemed the rest of the world faded into background noise, and JoJo and I moved as one until she cried out as she came, and I filled her sweet pussy with cream.
JoJo and I rolled to look across to the other bed. Bella and Peter were back spooning, except Bella had lifted and opened her right leg, giving JoJo and me a clear view of Peter's rampantly erect cock slowly sliding back and forth inside her tight love tunnel. Then, Peter groaned, and mum sighed as Peter ejaculated inside her. Mum's light shudder showed she'd cum with him.
"We need another shower," I joked. "But, given it's close to check-out time, maybe we should shower individually, so no more hanky-panky ensues!"
Laughing, my wives held hands as they headed for the bathroom, leaving Peter and me to talk. Peter's eyes followed mum and JoJo's asses until they turned the corner towards the shower.
Then, turning to me, Peter mused, "They're two outstandingly beautiful but completely contrasting women, Xavier, Bella's tall and willowy with fantastic breasts, long legs, and a shy, almost diffident personality. JoJo's shorter and stacked, with full breasts, a rounded stomach and generous thighs and hips. But she's a feisty woman with a real fire in her eyes and belly and goes off like a firecracker in the sack!"
Then realising what he'd just said, Peter gulped and added, "I hope you don't take any offence at what I said."
"I think you've described my wives perfectly, Peter. So why would I be offended?"
"Because most men wouldn't appreciate that you've even speculated their wife would go off in the sack, let alone be cool with knowing you knew that they did from personal experience!"
"I guess I'm not like most men, then Pete," I replied.
Peter nodded his agreement, "That you're not, Xavier. I'm curious, though," Peter mused. "What happened to make such a beautiful woman as Bella so diffident and lacking in self-confidence?"
"If you come for dinner at The Compound on Friday night, Peter, you can ask her yourself during a candlelight dinner."
Peter's eyes narrowed, "A candlelight dinner for the four of us?"
"JoJo and I will have dinner with the Rosborough family if you come."
"You'd let me spend time with Bella alone?" Peter asked disbelievingly.
"As long as mum wants you too, then, yes. JoJo and I can stay with Roxy until Saturday morning if you wish. Oh, and Peter, Bella wants you to."
"What's going on here, Xavier? First, you tell me your mother's your wife, then you offer her to me. What's with that?"
"I am 100% NOT offering her to you, Peter. I do not own my mother, nor do I own anyone that lives with me at The Compound."
"Then what are you offering, Xavier?"
"The chance to have a romantic, candlelit dinner with a woman you've loved from a distance for twenty years, Peter. Anything more is up to you and Bella."
"And if I wanted Bella to be mine exclusively?"
"You'd be shit out of luck, Peter."
"You're that sure?"
"If a mutually exclusive relationship with my mother is what you want, Peter, then I'm sorry, but last night and this morning will be the only time we'll be with you sexually or romantically. However, if you'd like to be part of an open marriage, sharing Roxy, Bella, and JoJo, plus Jacob and I if you're so inclined, come to dinner Friday night."
"When you say 'marriage', you mean?"
"That if we all think we can make it work, and you and mum want to, you can marry Bella in a public service, and JoJo and I in a more private one with only the Johns and Rosborough families in attendance."
"How do we know if we can make it work, Xavier?"
"By taking it one step at a time, Peter. That's all we can ever do."
"And the next step is to dine with Bella alone?"
"Yes, but if you can't take the step after that, meeting Roxy, Jacob and Charlie and staying with Roxy's family on Saturday night, you don't get to make the first step."
"You're saying both families are a package deal? That I can't have you three without Roxy's three?"
"Yes, Peter. Any jealousy will eventually tear both of our families apart, and I will not allow that!"
"I have to be... ummm... intimate with you, Jacob and Charlie?"
"Intimate, yes. But sex is not intimacy. You don't need to have sex with Jacob, Charlie or me, but you must be comfortable sharing Roxy, JoJo and Bella with us three as we share them with you."
"Like I shared Bella and JoJo with you last night?"
"Exactly like that, yes."
Peter smiled before saying, "I think I can do that, Xavier. I'd like to visit with Bella alone on Friday night, and I'm already... umm... shall we say, excited, about what might happen on Saturday."
I risked a glance at Peter's groin and saw he was, indeed, 'excited'!
The girls returned to the room in time to catch Peter's rapidly inflating dick. Giggling, JoJo ran her fingers over Peter's cock's head before saying, "Someone is pleased to see us! Shame we're out of time. Tell me you're coming for dinner on Friday, Mr Peterson, please? Bella will be oh so pleased if you are."
"I'll be there, Miss JoJo," Peter promised.
Peter and I rapidly showered, but not together, of course, as the girls packed up the room, and we made it to check-out seconds before 10 O'clock.
We walked out the front of the hotel holding hands. Peter and I held Bella's, and JoJo held mine. Peter's car arrived from the valet service first, so he and I exchanged a quick hug and handshake before he kissed both women and left. My car came immediately after Peter's, and we hopped in to make the trip back to my recording studio. Dropping me off, my wives kissed me before driving off, promising to return at 6 O'clock to take me home. I had many, many hours of editing to do before I could make three coherent films from the recorded footage.
I decided to work on Jacob and JoJo's movie first. Like mine with Bella, it would take the least editing, so I hoped I could get it tidied up reasonably quickly. It worked as I had expected, and by Friday, all I had to do was to add the special effects to add the audience and turn our cheap partition into a professional-looking set-up. Unfortunately, adding convincing-looking curtain rods and curtains was beyond my current skill set, so I settled for making the pieces of cardboard look like wood.
Checking the time, I realised I'd overstayed and would be late back to The Compound, probably missing Peter's arrival. So I called his cell number, only to have Peter say, "Sorry for being late, Xavier. I forgot about the time difference during daylight savings."
Queensland, where my studio is, doesn't change over to daylight time, but my residence in New South Wales does. So we'd both be much later than when we'd agreed to have dinner.
"Where are you at the moment?" I asked.
"I've just crossed over the Coolangatta/Tweed border."
"I'm behind you then. I forgot also and have only just left the studio."
Laughing, Peter said, "A great pair we are! We can run multimillion-dollar film studios but can't work out that Queensland is an hour behind NSW!"
"The family is going to have a field day with this," I admitted. "I'll call JoJo and get her to sit with mum, so she doesn't think you've stood her up."
"Much appreciated, Xavier," Peter replied.
Hanging up, I called JoJo and explained Peter and I would be late, but Peter would be there before me."
"You forgot about daylight savings, didn't you, hubby? You and Peter both."
"We did," I embarrassedly admitted.
"How far behind Peter are you?"
"Fifteen to twenty minutes, I'd expect."
I could hear the tease in my wife's voice when she said, "Well, Mr Johns, I'm sure your mother and I can find something to do with Mr Peterson until you get here. Several somethings, in fact!"
"I'd bite, little Miss Baby JoJo, but I know you too well even to think you'd ruin Bella's special night!"
Giving a theatrical sigh, JoJo replied, "Unfortunately, husband, you know me too well. I'll walk up and keep my sister-wife calm until Peter gets here. I'll leave and meet you at mum's place as soon as he does."
"Done deal, wifey. See you soon."
Roxy, Bella, and JoJo had spent the afternoon preparing for Bella and Peter's date. The dining room had been stripped of everything except for a small, intimate table with a drop cloth, two chairs, a candle and a small bouquet in a vase. Dinner was roast beef and potatoes, with a fresh garden salad made from home-grown vegetables.
In hopes Peter would get the hint, Roxy placed the carving set next to where Peter would sit. Once they'd seated and exchanged greetings and a toast, mum would take the roast out of the oven, serve the potatoes and salad, and then bring out the roast for Peter to carve. What happened after that was up to the pair of them, but I hoped they'd both be walking funny the following morning.
Using the remote to open the gate, I finally pulled up beside Roxy's house. Mine was another ten metres further along the driveway. Courteously parking my car so Peter could drive out without having to manoeuvre around me, I jumped out and was pleased to note that I hadn't been that far behind Peter because I saw JoJo walking back to her mother's place.
Smiling, my wife kissed my lips before linking her arm through mine, "He brought flowers, wine and chocolate, Xavier!" JoJo gushed. "He's got it bad for our wife, baby!"
Pretending to be confused, I replied, "Who has, honey?"
"Nuh ah, hubby. You don't fool me at all. In fact, I'd bet you're as nervous about how well this goes as Bella and I are."
"That's for sure, baby. But, although tonight will be fine for Peter, I'm not sure if he'll handle tomorrow. Maybe I should have done this the other way around and asked him to join our families tonight."
"And lose him because he totally freaks out at Roxy being roughly fucked by her sons and you and Jacob fucking his new girlfriend before your mum has him so enthralled he's willing to go with it? Do you think that would have worked?"
"Then maybe we need to send him home tomorrow and arrange another one-on-one date with mum before we introduce him to the perverts that will become his in-laws and family."
"I think he'll handle it okay, baby. He might be shocked at first, but I'd bet by the time mum has his cock in her mouth, he won't care that either Jacob or Charlie or both are nuts deep in his girl."
"I hope so, JoJo. I really do. If he runs, we'll never get mum to accept another man because it'll confirm her opinion that no man will ever stay and be hers."
"We have to make it work, then, Xavier. We must!"
"We can only do our best," I emphasised. "The Gods laugh and throw their dice as men plan and scheme," I paraphrased to JoJo. "Anyway, wifey, why are we standing out here talking when food, wine and good company await?"
"You know, hubby? I have no earthly idea!"
Laughing gaily, we opened the door and walked inside. Strangely, Charlie was dressed as a stripper as he'd shaved all the hair off his chest and arms, and either someone had shaved his back, or it had been waxed. Plus, all he wore was a tightly tied bow tie around his neck and clinging slacks that emphasised his muscular legs. On his feet were a pair of wing-tipped shoes. Charlie's hair was oiled and slicked back, emphasising the stripper/porn star look.
The shocks didn't stop there because a nearly naked Madison walked in carrying a drinks tray padlocked to her wrists with a strap running around her neck. Madison was starkers except for a tiny thong, suspenders, stockings and 7-inch spiked platform heels. As she moved, her young, full breasts bounced delectably.
Stopping before me, Madison purred, "Hello, Mr Diogenes Alejandro. I'm pleased to meet you again! Would you like a beer or some wine?"
Confused, I managed to mumble, "A beer is fine, thanks, Madison."
"Stella Artois or Heineken, Diogenes?"
"Stella, please, Madison."
She turned the tray so I could take my selection.
Wondering what the fuck was going on, I heard Charlie smoothly say, "Your white wine, my lady," as he placed a glass of Sauvignon Blanc in JoJo's hand.
Startled, I turned to see my wife's eyes sparkling with mirth as she watched me struggle to figure out what was happening.
"Relax and enjoy, Mr Alejandro. Think of it like this -Why should our wife be the only one having fun with another tonight?"
"I have no desire to fuck Madison again!" I hissed in sotto voce to my wife.
Running her hand over my cock, JoJo giggled before saying, "Little Xavier tells me different, husband!"
'Fuck!' I thought. 'Did I?' Madison was beyond pretty but not in Bella's class for beauty. Her body was tight and tautly toned but couldn't match Bella's, nor did she have JoJo's divine curves. Her breasts were high but soft, with a slight sag and were much smaller than Bella's and way smaller than JoJo's. I knew Madison's pussy was tight and felt delicious around my cock, but so did mum's and JoJo's.
"Bella and I are auditioning Madison for a part in our family, husband. You may twist, turn, object, and try to deny the inevitable, but, in the end, you will do as Bella and I want, so why don't you quit complaining and realise you will do as Bella and I ask?"
My protests died in my mouth as I knew my wife was impossible to refuse. As Peter had observed, my mother/wife was diffident and preferred to be led, but JoJo was a completely different story. Headstrong, stubborn and wilful, my younger wife used blunt force, where Bella would use quiet words and encouragement. JoJo called a spade a shovel, then hit you with it if you didn't take the hint.
"May I get you another drink, Mistress?" Charlie asked as I mused.
"Yes, please, Chaz," JoJo answered.
Charlie soon returned with another glass of wine before kneeling, lowering his head, raising his arms above his head, and offering it to my wife.
"Thank you, little one," JoJo said as she took the offered glass.
Totally confused, I said, "Mistress? Little one?"
Glancing at me unconcernedly, JoJo replied, "Charlie got himself involved in a FinDom, and she milked him of nearly $5,000 before mum figured out what was happening and put an end to it."
"FinDom?"
"A Financial Dominant. A woman that plays Mistress for a fee."
That I understood. Bdsm, in other words.
"He ran through $5,000 in what? A week?"
"Yup, well, a bit more than. After the conversation with you saying I could and would never be his, Charlie fell off the deep end."



"I did not see that coming! So what's with you playing his Dominant?"
"I bailed him up when mum told me something was up with him and made him confess what he was doing. Then I told him I'd be his Mistress, but I'd be harsher than any other. Charlie agreed, and tonight's our first night in these roles."
"What does he get out of it?"
"If he's a good boy and behaves as he should, I'll reward him by letting him fuck me."
"And if he doesn't?"
"He'll be celibate until he does."
"What if he goes back to rampaging through the girls in his teaching class?"
"Then we'll use his trust account to set him up in a unit of his own and kick him to the curb."
"Bit harsh, don't you think?"
"I don't mean that we'd ostracise him from our families, Xavier," JoJo said witheringly. "I meant that he'd no longer be part of our compound, nor would he have access to any of the women who lived here, including Madison, if she chooses to stay."
Roxy entered from the kitchen. She looked spectacular in a flowery, flowing sundress that clung to her sexy curves and emphasised her generous cleavage. The dress had buttons running down from her collarbones to mid-shin. Roxy had undone the top four buttons, exposing her mounds and confirming she was braless. She'd also undone the bottom eight buttons and the top of her skin-coloured stay-up stockings whisked together as she strode into the room.
Roxy swept across the room and swirled me into an embrace, then, with a twinkle in her eyes, she asked, "Xavier, my favourite mother-fucking man, have you quit your degenerate ways and made an honest woman of my slutty daughter yet?"
Squeezing her knickerless ass and grinding my swiftly hardening cock against her rounded belly, I replied, "I'll quit my degenerate ways the day after you do, Mumsie. And, yes. I made an honest woman of your daughter almost a year ago. You were there, remember? I bent you over the table in the church's changeroom and fucked your willing cunt as we waited for your daughter to enter the church ten minutes fashionably late!"
Laughing, Roxy answered, "Well, it couldn't have been that memorable because I only recall that your gorgeous mother and I made love before we went to the church."
Throwing my wrist to my forehead theatrically, I mock-wailed, "Oh, no! My mother-in-law prefers sex with my mother to sex with me! I'm doomed! What will become of me?"
Madison appeared at my elbow and offered me another beer. To my surprise, she wasn't bothered by Roxy's and my display at all.
Bewildered, I asked, "You're okay with this?"
"Roxy, JoJo, Bella, me and you will have lunch tomorrow, and I'll talk about me then. In the meantime, would you like another beer?"
Trying to shock her, I replied loudly, "What I'd really like is something to eat and a blowjob, but not necessarily in that order!"
Instead of being shocked, Madison replied, "Shall I send your wife or your wife's mother over to give you one? Of course, you could always ask JoJo to instruct Charles to give you one."
Unfortunately, I was the shocked one, "You don't give blowjobs unless it's on film?"
"I didn't say that!" Madison emphasised. "But you get no physical intimacy from me until after lunch and conversations tomorrow. And maybe not even then."
"But you're going to tease all night, right?"
But, of course, Mr Alejandro! That is why your sister-wives invited me here."
"Can we skip the Diogenes Alejandro?" I pleaded. "I have no idea where JoJo dragged that name from."
"Diogenes Alejandro Xenos. The main character in the Harold Robbins book 'The Adventurers', Xavier. Dax for short."
That made sense. My younger wife loved adventure stories and ploughed through many books on her Kindle.
Roxy had disappeared into the kitchen to complete tonight's meal. She returned with a tall, pretty, lean, small-breasted woman in tow who carried a bowl of honey and soy chicken wings. JoJo and Charlie followed them in with the rest of tonight's meal, seasoned chips and a Caesar salad.
Madison crossed to JoJo so my wife could unlock the cuffs. Then, still mostly naked, Madison sat just to the left of the head of the table. Obviously, I was supposed to take the seat at the head as the nominal leader of our twin families.
I hadn't paid much attention to the tall, pretty girl, an amazing oversight now I think about it. It was as if she was familiar enough for me not to attach any significance to her being there, but I had no idea who she was or where she came from.
Chuckling, Roxy said, "You haven't met my daughter, Jacqueline, have you, Xavier?"
My head spinning, I turned to my longest-time friend, took his hands in mine and drew him in for a soft kiss before honestly saying, "You are beautiful, Jacob, my dear. I'm looking forward to experimenting with you as tonight evolves."
Blushing but pleased as punch, Jacob/Jacqueline accepted my kiss before replying, "Thank you, Xavier. I'm glad you approve."
"Approve? Jacqui, it's all I can do not to throw you onto the table and fuck you right now!"

The End of Part 2
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From Part 2 ...
I hadn't paid much attention to the tall, pretty girl, an amazing oversight now I think about it. It was as if she was familiar enough for me not to attach any significance to her being there, but I had no idea who she was or where she came from.
Chuckling, Roxy said, "You haven't met my daughter, Jacqueline, have you, Xavier?"
My head spinning, I turned to my longest-time friend, took his hands in mine and drew him in for a soft kiss before honestly saying, "You are beautiful, Jacob, my dear. I'm looking forward to experimenting with you as tonight evolves."
Blushing but pleased as punch, Jacob/Jacqueline accepted my kiss before replying, "Thank you, Xavier. I'm glad you approve."
"Approve? Jacqui, it's all I can do not to throw you onto the table and fuck you right now!"
...
Grinning, Jacob/Jacqueline said, "And I wouldn't mind, Xav. But let's have dinner first!"
Letting go of Jacqui's hands, I took my seat at the head of the table and was surprised when Jacqui took the seat beside me and opposite Madison. I looked for JoJo and found her at the other end, with her mother sitting beside Madison. I didn't see Charlie, but he reappeared carrying a drinks tray. Circling the table, he filled the water glasses for everyone and offered a selection of soft drinks, beer or wine. Madison chose a sugar-free soft drink, but the rest of us opted for white wine.
Once we'd helped ourselves to chicken wings, bread, salad and seasoned chips, Charlie circled the table again, ensuring everyone had topped up their drinks, then placed the tray on the side table before standing just behind JoJo's right shoulder.
Once everyone settled, I stood, held my glass up and said, "A toast. To new friends and new beginnings."
Everyone chorused, "New friends and new beginnings."
I noticed Charlie didn't join in. Instead, he remained quietly demure as he waited to serve JoJo. Conversation flowed easily between JoJo and her mother, and Roxy soon had Madison chattering away, too. My oldest friend seemed unusually quiet and unsure of what to do or say. I could understand his nervousness because of the dramatic shift his appearance had taken.
Deciding to play things as if he were a female friend, and this our first date, I picked up Jacob/Jacqui ... wiping the name Jacob firmly from my mind for the time being, I corrected my thinking and thought, 'Jacqui. He's ... shit ... she's Jacqui, your new girlfriend, and this is our first dinner at my home, and she's meeting my family for the first time.'
Now I was sure I had my thoughts ordered, I lifted Jacqui's hand and kissed the back of it before lowering it down, keeping our fingers entwined, and said, "Tell me about yourself, Jacqui. How do you know these reprobates I call family?"
Smiling gratefully, Jacob replied, "Actually, Xavier. These are my family, too. It's just we've been estranged for years, so I've never met you before now. I've wanted to meet you for years, though."
"Well, honey. I'm thrilled to finally meet you. After dinner, would you like to dance with me?"
Jacqui blushed before lowering her eyes and saying, "Yes, Xavier. I'd like that very much."
My eyes shifted around the table because it was so silent you could hear a pin drop. I saw my mother-in-law smiling at me through the tears in her eyes and my wife looking fiercely proud. Even Madison nodded approvingly.
"What?" I asked.
"You're a good man, Xavier," Roxy stated. "I'm so happy you can be okay with Jacqui being Jacqui."
Needing to drop the charade momentarily, I asked, "You've known about this, Mumsie? For how long?"
"I caught him wearing my knickers and bra the first time when he was probably nine or ten, but I suspect he'd been doing it for years before then."
Jacqui's blush confirmed Roxy's suspicions.
"Later, as JoJo developed, I'd find more pairs of knickers and bras in the wash than JoJo could possibly have worn, some with obvious cum stains on the front. Initially, I was concerned that JoJo had begun a sexual relationship with a boy at a way too young age. I asked her, of course, but JoJo insisted she was still a virgin, and I had no cause to doubt her. That left one possibility, so I asked Jacob, and he admitted he'd snuck the knickers and bras out of JoJo's drawers and masturbated whilst wearing them."
"You were okay about it?"
"Not really. Oh, that came out wrong. I mean, I was fine about Jacob wanting to wear women's underwear and masturbate, but I wasn't happy about him taking JoJo's to do it."
"You weren't worried he was gay?"
"Could not have cared less, Xavier. Come on! You already know that!"
Grinning, I replied, "I do, Mumsie. Just checking reflexively, I guess."
I turned to my friend before saying, "Jacqui, do you mind if I talk to my old friend Jacob for a moment?"
"No, Xavier, of course not. We are one, after all."
"I know, Jaco. But I wanted you to feel as you're presenting, as a pretty young woman out on a date with her new man."
"It does feel like that, Xav. It feels wonderful."
"Good. Then we'll go out for dinner sometime soon and have an actual date. Just you and I, or perhaps, we can double date -You with me, and Bella with Peter."
"Oh, husband?" JoJo drawled. "And what am I? Yesterday's leftovers?"
But I could tell my wife was only kidding, so I answered, "Well, I'm sure Charlie would be happy to spend the night taking one-on-one lessons on how to be a better submissive from you, baby JoJo."
"Don't you 'baby JoJo' me, husband!" But cutting her eyes to her mother and giggling didn't help to make her sound serious, so I chose to ignore her.
"Are you gay, Jaco?" I asked as gently as I could. It wouldn't make a skerrick of difference to me or our relationship if he were. But Jacob needed to admit it to himself if he wanted to remain mentally healthy.
"No, Xav. I know you wouldn't care if I was, but I'm not giving up Bella, JoJo or Mum anytime soon. And if Madison joins us, as JoJo is suggesting, I hope she can come to love and want to make love with me, too."
I turned to see Madison's reaction to what Jacob said. But she either didn't hear or didn't care because she laughed as she bantered with JoJo and Roxy. I did notice her slightly parted lips and flushed cheeks. I glanced down and saw Roxy's hand was between Madison's legs, quite close to her pussy and that Roxy was lightly running her fingers up and down Madison's inner thigh.
"Do you think you might be transgender?" I asked.
"Maybe, Xav. But I think, at this point, I'm a fetish dresser. I wear women's clothes and present as close to female as possible for the purpose of sexual gratification."
I leant over and kissed Jacob's lips softly, then whispered, "I'd like to resume my date with Jacqui now if I could?"
"Of course, Xav."
Giving Jacqui's hand a squeeze, I whispered, "I'm going to take you to bed later tonight and gratify you so much you'll be walking as funny as I'm sure Bella and Peter will be tomorrow."
I must have spoken louder than I thought because the girls all fell silent and looked towards us.
Deciding to brazen things out, I said, "What? I'm going to, so unless one of you wants me to do that to them, too, what's the problem?"
Everyone laughed, and conversations resumed. Holding Jacqui's hand throughout dinner made eating difficult, but I knew my friend needed the physical acceptance my holding his hand gave him, so I made do. Madison broke my chicken wings into manageable pieces for me without saying anything and poured some balsamic vinegar dressing over my salad.
"Thank you, Madison," I smiled.
"You're welcome, Dax," Madison teased.
"Dax?" Roxy queried.
"The main character in the book 'The Adventurers'," I explained. "JoJo assigned me that name for the show with Mum."
"You know, Xavier? If you grew a thin moustache, you'd even look as Harold described Dax," Roxy teased.
"Maybe I should learn to ride Polo Ponies then?" I shot back.
"Or you could just ride the four of us," JoJo bantered.
"Sadly, wifey, I'm not hung like a horse, so I doubt that will work."
"Oh, I don't know," Jacqui drawled. "It's plenty big enough to fill me!"
I thought Madison's sudden gasp was of surprise. But when I looked, Roxy had slipped her finger inside Madison's thong and was clearly stroking Madison's folds.
JoJo clapped her hands, "Charlie! Clean the table, scrape the plates, then load the dishwasher."
Charlie dutifully followed his sister's demands. But, weirdly, her authoritative tone caused an erection to bulge in his pants.
'Interesting,' I thought. 'Charlie really does have quite pronounced submissive tendencies.'
As Charlie began removing plates, JoJo walked behind Madison's chair. Then, holding my gaze, she brushed Madison's hair off her long neck before kissing and nibbling where Madison's neck met her shoulder. Madison's eyes closed, and she leant back into JoJo, and I swear, she almost purred. Next, still holding my eyes with hers, JoJo cupped Madison's gorgeous but slightly saggy breasts and ran her thumbs over Madison's nipples.
"Hmmmm," Maddison sighed.
As Jacqui and I watched, Roxy encouraged Madison to lift her foot onto the chair's seat. Next, Roxy pulled Madison's G-string aside, exposing Madison's bald pussy, and ran her finger along Madison's slit before dipping it into Madison's vulva. Removing her finger, Roxy offered it to JoJo to taste. Then, as if Roxy's finger was a penis, JoJo sucked it into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it.
"Gaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwdddddddd!" Jacqui moaned. And it was all I could do not to moan with her.
"Like what you see, huh, Jacqui? I can see by my husband's hooded eyelids he does," My wife asked archly. "Think, Mr Xavier, Miss Jacqui, as you two are making love to one another, Roxy, Madison and I will do the same thing!"
Chuckling, I riposted, "Wifey, that is a cruel and unusual punishment. It's illegal in the USA!"
"Shame we're not in America, then, isn't it, Hubby?"
"That it is, Wifey. That it is."
Charlie re-entered the dining room, but before he got more than two steps into the room, JoJo barked, "Clear a space in the lounge so we can dance, Chaz."
"Yes, Mistress," Charlie acquiesced.
"Me thinks you're enjoying bossing your brother around way too much, Baby JoJo," I teased.
"It is fun, Xavier," JoJo replied. "But he's gotten hedonistic, and it needs to be fixed. He's only young, but if we can't get him heading down a safe, productive track soon, he'll become nothing but a playboy and lothario, using the money he earns from the movie sales to seduce and corrupt women. On that path, he becomes a drug and sex addict, and we lose him to an overdose or suicide."
"Wow!" I said. "That's insightful and probably accurate. But, Mrs Johns, aren't I supposed to be the head shrink?"
"Do you think we live in a vacuum, Xavier? I hear what you say, and I often read the same journals and psychology articles as you so that I can hold conversations like this with you. We're a team, Mr Johns. You best remember that!"
A few minutes later, Charlie returned to say the lounge was ready, so I took Jacqui's hand and led her to the improvised dance floor. It would be interesting because Jacqui and I can dance, but we are both used to leading, and I wasn't sure how well she'd go following my lead. I needn't have worried, though. Even on her 4-inch heels and going backwards, Jacqui followed my every move with ease.
Jacqui and I danced alone through three songs as the others whooped and clapped until JoJo took Madison's hand and swung her onto the floor. To my surprise, JoJo took the traditional male role and put her hand on Madison's taut buttocks, pulled her close and led the dance. Madison smiled and ground her pelvis against JoJo as they danced.
JoJo had forbidden Charlie to dance, made him strip to a tiny man's thong, and locked his wrists onto the drinks tray. Charlie's role was to circle the room, ensuring everyone's drink was fresh or topped up. That, of course, left Roxy without a dance partner. I didn't want to leave Roxy sitting alone for any length of time, but I wanted to see if I could turn Jacqui on because, surprisingly, although we danced with our pelvises pressed together, I felt no evidence of Jacqui's thick, 7-inch cock.
Looking at my best friend, I wondered what to do to make his cock throb and ache. Jacqui, as Jacob, and I had fucked many times before, but it was always as we fucked our women. Jacob's and my sexual intimacy at those times was something we did to excite our women, so our arousal was a given because we were already making love with Bella, JoJo and Roxy.
In the end, I decided that a human body was a human body. Therefore, whatever turned a woman on, would probably turn a man on, too. With that in mind, I kissed Jacqui's lips lightly, then when she turned her head to deepen the kiss, I touched the tip of my tongue to the corner of her mouth, where the top and bottom lips join, and ran it softly along her lips before gently tonguing the opposite corner.
Jacqui moaned and pressed her leanly muscled body to mine. So, letting my right hand drop onto her butt, I pulled Jacqui tightly to me and ground my semi-hard cock against her abdomen. Jacqui moaned again, so I kissed her full lips more insistently. This time, as our lips pressed together, I sent my tongue out, touched it to Jacqui's lips and insisted on entry. Sighing, Jacqui parted her lips, and my tongue delved into her mouth and brushed against her tongue.
"Oh, lawd," Jacqui moaned as our tongues intertwined.
Jacqui broke the kiss and opened her eyes, "Jaysus, Xavier!" She groaned. "Getting an erection with a gaff on is a terrible idea!"
"Take it off, then," I commanded.
"But my cock will show!"
"I didn't ask you, my girl," I firmly explained. "I told you."
Lowering her eyes, Jacqui whispered, "Yes, Sir."
Pulling her dress above her slim hips, Jacqui pulled her gaff down and stepped out of it. Her ragingly erect 7-inch todger exploded into view. Groaning lustfully, I pulled my closest friend in for another kiss as I wrapped my hand around her throbbing shaft.
"Gawd!" Roxy moaned.
I looked to where my mother-in-law sat on the couch, legs up and apart. With her cunt displayed lewdly, she shoved three fingers into her sopping vulva as she thumbed her clit.
"Like what you see, Mumsie?" I asked as I grinned.
"Fuck, yes, Xavier," Roxy averred, "Hottest thing ever!"
"Oh, I don't know, Mumsie," I teasingly replied. "Have you seen Bella riding Peter Peterson yet?"
Groaning, Roxy glared at me before saying, "You know damned well I haven't, Mr Xavier Johns! Putting that image in my mind is just dirty play!"
I wasn't sure what to do to help Roxy, but my gorgeous wife did. She kissed Madison passionately, spun her, whispered something in Madison's ear and sent her towards Roxy.
Looking bashful, Madison pleaded, "Will you dance with me, Mrs Rosborough, please?"
"I'd love to, gorgeous one," Roxy smiled
They soon kissed and moved as they held each other's asses and ground together. Madison was significantly taller than Roxy, but it was apparent Roxy was in charge. So I wasn't the least surprised when Roxy took Madison's hand and led her to the house's main bedroom, where Roxy slept.
Sure as hell, I didn't want my wife to be missing out, but when I turned Jacqui, I saw Charlie kneeling between his sister's thighs, frantically tonguing her to an orgasm. Charlie was still cuffed to the now empty drinks tray, but he'd pushed it under the sofa chair JoJo sat on and used his tongue to JoJo's advantage.
Looking at me, JoJo groaned, "Take Jacqui to bed, husband. I'll see you in the morning."
Moving my hand from her cock, I took Jacqui's hand and led her to the spare room in Roxy's and her home. I didn't want to take Jacqui to Jacob's room because even though Jacob and I had enjoyed many a dalliance there with JoJo, Bella, Roxy and Charlie, I wanted Jacqui to know she was paramount in my mind.
Closing the door and lowering the dimmer lights until the room was bathed in a soft glow, I took my oldest friend in my arms, lifted her, and lowered her onto the bed. Then, turning Jacqui so that she faced me, I touched her face and then her lips before brushing her lips lightly with mine.
Putting her head on my shoulder, underneath my cheek, I reached to grab her firm, toned ass and ground her against my rapidly hardening todger, "I love you, Jacqui," I whispered. "I'm glad you've chosen me to explore this with."
Jacqui shivered in my arms before smiling happily against my shoulder, "You talk too much, Xav," she jokingly said. "Less talking, more making love."
Thinking through what Jacqui needed me to do, I realised that she didn't need me to make love to her cock, as if she was a man. We males are very cock-centric in our lovemaking. Probably because all of our erogenous zones, except for our prostate gland, our P-spot, are outside our bodies. Whereas a woman's most important erogenous zone is her mind, and her second most important, her G-spot, is inside. To make Jacqui complete in our lovemaking, I needed to make love to her as a woman, not as another male as I'd done in the past.
Keeping that thought in mind, I decided to treat Jacqui's cock as if it was her clitoris. In other words, I'd only put my hands and mouth on it after I'd gotten her ready by exploring the rest of her erogenous zones. So I rolled Jacqui onto her back before exchanging passionate kisses with her. Then I reached behind her and slowly pulled down the zip on her dress. Next, I undid the clasp on her bra and slowly slid it off her shoulders, taking the 'chicken fillets' she'd placed in the cups to give the appearance of breasts with it. Finally, I released Jacqui's lips and slid down until I could lick and lightly suckle on her nipples.
"Oh Gawd, Xav," Jacqui moaned. "Yes! Just like that!"
As I kissed down her body, I peeled Jacqui's dress from her until, with a final gentle tug, I pulled it off her legs and dropped it onto the ground. My best friend was now naked in front of me. Jacob and I had been naked together many times as we'd fucked our women, but this was the first time I'd been naked with him as Jacqui. To help with the illusion that was Jacqui, Jacob had shaved every inch of hair except that that originated from his scalp. So, if I discounted her cock, what I had writhing under my touch was a pretty, slim, young woman with an oversized clitoris. The ball sack, I chose to ignore.
Kissing down her body, I encouraged Jacqui to roll onto her stomach. Then, moving back to the top, I kissed along her shoulders and nipped where her neck met her shoulders as I ground my rampantly erect cock against her ass cheeks.
"Gawd, Xav," Jacqui moaned. "Stop teasing, and fuck me!"
Of course, I ignored her! Instead, kissing down Jacqui's spine, I continued making love to her as if she were JoJo or Bella. Moving lower still, I tongued Jacqui's cleft before running my tongue over her rosebud. Next, I spread her ass cheeks with my hands and forced as much of my tongue into her ass as it would take.
Jacob, until recently, had had anal sex regularly in the porn movies he'd filmed for Peterson Publishing, so I didn't need to stretch his anal passage to accept my cock. So, all I had to do was ensure he was adequately lubricated for penetration. However, I didn't want to take my friend, with him presenting as a woman for the first time, from behind. Instead, I wanted to gaze lovingly into her eyes as I gently slid into her. So, I gently encouraged Jacqui onto her back before I took her thick, hard cock into my mouth.



"That's so good, Xavier," Jacqui sighed. "For an amateur, you do that exceptionally well!"
Although having my friend moaning and groaning under my touch had me hotter than a firecracker in a gas oven, and it was all I could do not swallow her cock and bring her to fruition, I didn't want her to think of what I was doing as being blown. So, to stop that thought from being in her mind, I wrapped my hand around her shaft, with only her purple glans showing above where I gripped. Then I flicked my tongue over the head and delved into the eye of Jacqui's cock before taking all of her glands into my mouth and gently sucking.
As I'd hoped, Jacqui came immediately, and with a softly exhaled moan, her cock exploded in my mouth.
"Ahhhhhhhh," Jacqui sighed as I sucked and swallowed her cum gift.
Now that my lover had orgasmed, and as I would if my friend was a biological girl, I gently pushed her legs back and apart, lifting her rosebud until it met the head of my now aching and throbbing cock. Then, shifting my hips forward, I slowly forced my dick past her ring and through her knot. Jacqui jumped and slightly bucked as her knot gave way before my invading penis, and I was soon buried to my pubic hair in my friend's ass.
Jacqui lay with her head thrown back, eyes closed, and arms gripping the sheets, moaning as I slowly pumped into her.
"Yes, Xavier. That feels so good! Do me, lover. Do me good!"
I was going to do exactly that! So licking my fingers, I gently circled the slickly shining, purple head of her cock before circling the crown with my thumb and forefinger and running my thumb up and back from just before her cock's eye to the base of her frenulum. With her eyes tightly closed, Jacqui moaned and began thrusting her hips up to meet my downward stroke.
A soft moan escaped from her lips as Jacqui twitched under me. Smiling because I now knew the head of my dick was sliding across Jacqui's P-spot as I stroked into her, I slowly increased the speed and force of my thrusts.
Faster and faster, I pounded my friend until Jacqui's eyes flew open, and she lifted herself to grasp my forearms and gaze intently into my eyes.
"You must come in me now, Xavier. You just must! Come in me, and I'm going to fucking explode!"
I'd already reached that exquisite point of no return, so kissing my lover's pouting lips, I jerked my hips forward one more time before grunting and filling Jacqui's tight, gripping ass with cum.
Feeling my semen boil into her colon shattered what little restraint Jacqui had left, and with a womanly squeal, Jacqui shot her juices between our bellies as her orgasm thundered through her.
Exhausted, I rolled off Jacqui and turned her so that she faced me, ensuring her head rested on my shoulder, kissed her sweet lips and fell asleep. As I slipped into Morpheus's grasp, I dreamed of a future I could share with all of my extended family. But, before I sank deeper into a dreamless sleep, I saw a faceless image of a father/daughter duo that would significantly impact both of my family's lives.
Unfortunately, the next morning, I forgot the dream. It wasn't until a few weeks later, when I met Alan and Alannah Morrison, that I remembered it.
When I woke, I found Jacqui had turned sometime during the night, and we now lay as big and little spoon, with me in the big spoon position. Spooned was the position I most regularly slept with either JoJo or Bella in, and I had subconsciously done what I typically did with them. My right hand cupped Jacqui's breast, or more accurately, where her breast should have been, and my thumb stroked idle circles over and around her arousal-hard nipple.
The interesting change was that instead of my thumb on a clitoris and my fingers delving into a soaking wet snatch, I had my hand wrapped around Jacqui's throbbing dick as I slowly masturbated her. Jacqui, biting her hand to try and keep quiet, was slowly oscillating her tight buns over my glans, trying to get my rampantly erect cock to pop into her ass. So, shifting my grip to the base of Jacqui's shaft, I pressed her against me, preventing her from moving, then, once I'd lined up the head of my cock with her rosebud, I pushed firmly into her.
Jacqui sighed happily as her sphincter relaxed, allowing me to come to rest with pubic bone pressed firmly against her taut buns.
"Make love to me, Xav, please," Jacqui whispered softly. "Pretend I'm a girl, and take me slowly."
"Anything for you, Jacqui, my love," I replied as I stroked her shaft lightly and gently thrust into her tight love canal.
Listening carefully to Jacqui's sighs and groans, I synchronised my movements to hers and soon had her teetering on the precipice of an orgasmic explosion.
Jacqui was close but not quite there, so I gripped her shaft more firmly before thrusting into her tight rear fuck hole harder. Then I whispered, "Cum for me, my love."
Stretching her hand back to grab a handful of my hair, Jacqui arched her back, forcing her ass tightly down onto my thrusting cock, and squealed as her cock pulsed in my hand and jets of cum blasted from its eye. The spasms of her orgasm clenched her rear fuck hole onto the head of my cock, and having lost control, I jetted blast after blast of my man juice into her tightly gripping, slippery ass.
Feeling my semen splashing over her P-spot caused Jacqui to shudder through two more small orgasms before my dick deflated, and I fell from inside her. Then, turning to face me, Jacqui said, "Thank you, Xavier. I won't need this very often, but when I do, will you make love to me again?"
"Of course, Jacob," I replied, knowing the fantasy that was Jacqui was over for now.
Jacob rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom. Once he strutted back in, all signs of makeup gone, I took my shower, changed, and walked to the kitchen. Entering, I found Roxy, Madison, and my wife sitting, eating toast, drinking coffee and chatting. Charlie, dressed only in a loin cloth, his muscled shoulders and torso gleaming with oil, stood deferentially at JoJo's shoulder. If any of the women wanted anything, Charlie quickly leapt to provide it.
Walking swiftly around to my wife, I grabbed her hands, pulled her to her feet, picked her up and threw her over my shoulder. Then I smacked her bum before carrying her out the door and back to the room Jacob and I had just vacated.
JoJo used her hands to lift herself far enough to growl at Charlie, "Chaz! You may kneel at Madison's feet before kissing them. Once you have done that, you may beg her to take you to your room, punish you appropriately, and then reward you in a way she feels fit."
"Yes, Ma'am," Charlie acquiesced before kneeling before Madison.
When JoJo and I returned to the kitchen an hour later, Charlie and Madison were still absent. Roxy and Jacob sat drinking coffee and chatting, though.
Kissing my mother-in-law fondly, I asked, "Still no sign of Peter or Mum?"
"Not yet," Mumsie replied.
"Well, if the mountain won't come ... " I joked. But before I could finish the homily, the front door opened, and a wincing Peter Peterson followed a beaming Bella Johns into the room.
Madison led Charlie into the kitchen at the same time Mum and Peter walked in. Charlie was collared with a leash that Madison held. Charlie was naked except for cock cage, with his hands cuffed behind him. Madison wore only a tiny, black string thong and 7-inch pumps. Her dirty blonde hair had been pulled into a severe ponytail, and she'd taken the time to do her makeup thoroughly. Strutting proudly, Madison led Charlie to his sister and instructed him to kneel before her before she handed JoJo the leash.
"Tell your Mistress what you did," Madison curtly instructed Charlie.
Too embarrassed to look at his sister, Charlie confessed, "I came before Mistress Madison allowed me to, Mistress JoJo. I beg your forgiveness and promise to do better next time."
"Perhaps I will forgive you, little one," JoJo mused. "But you will wear the cage until you have brought every woman in our combined families to orgasm with your fingers and tongue at least twice. More, if they require it."
"May I get release after they've cum the second time, Mistress?" Charlie pleaded.
"No. Not until you have completed your tasks. Only then will I allow you to masturbate until you cum."
Stifling a sigh, which would only deepen the hole he'd dug for himself, Jacob said, "Yes, Mistress."
Charlie resumed his place behind JoJo's right shoulder.
I'd been watching Peter during this exchange. I knew Mum wouldn't be bothered. In fact, she'd see it as the correct course to reign in Charlie's hedonistic lifestyle and get him thinking about properly pleasing a woman, not just using her for sex. But I wanted to observe Peter's reaction. If we were to invite Peter to join our families, he needed to not only accept what we had to offer but want to be actively involved with it.
As I watched, Roxy stood up, walked over to Bella, took her hand, then kissed her, "Come lie with me and tell me how things went last night, lover. I think your son and your man need to talk."
Peter's eyes, which had remained steady during JoJo, Madison and Charlie's exchange, widened as Roxy casually took his lover from him and took her to her bed.
"OMG, Roxy!" Mum said excitedly, as she followed Roxy to Roxy's bedroom. "What a night!"
"You slut!" Roxy joked. "How many holes did you give him?"
"All three, of course," Mum said primly. "I'm a good girl, after all!"
JoJo stood and took Madison's hand. Then turning to Charlie, she said, "You can change the sheets on the bed Xavier and Jacob used. Once the bed is clean and made, you may give Madison and me the first of the two orgasms we're owed."
"Gladly, Mistress," Charlie dutifully said as he followed the girls from two steps behind.
"Have you had breakfast, Peter?" I asked.
"Yes, Xavier, thank you. Bella cooked for me this morning. That's why we're a little late."
I knew Peter had questions, so I waited patiently, sipping the tea Charlie had brought me.
Peter tried about three times before finally asking, "Xavier, you're okay with me staying with your mother last night?"
Looking at him evenly, I replied, "That depends on what you want from her, Peter. We've discussed this already. If you want a committed, monogamous relationship with my mother, you're shit out of luck."
"What if I'm not?"
"If not, then what do you want?" I asked.
"I love her, Xavier. But, after last night, and as good as it was, I know your mother is 100% committed to you. Even if you'd allow me to commit to her monogamously, she wouldn't give you up."
"Do you think any one person has the capacity to love more than one?"
"I was brought up that it was one man, one woman, Xavier."
"Yet you encourage nothing like that in your films, Peter. Your films depict many men getting it on with many women."
"Yes, but that is only fantasy, Xavier."
"And if you could have that in real life?"
"Like you have with JoJo, your mother and the Rosborough family?"
"Exactly like that, but you do not need to have sex with the males in the equation. Not unless you want to."
"You're saying I could be with your wife, mother, and Roxy but not exclusively with any of them?"
"Yes."
Peter stared into space, considering this new information, "But if I'm not with all three, I'm not with any?"
Grinning, I replied, "I think my wives, and Roxy, are considering adding a fourth."
"Madison?"
"Madison," I confirmed.
"And you don't get a say?"
Laughing, I replied, "Did you see her this morning? Who's going to knock that back? But, seriously, no. Bella and JoJo will decide that, with input from Roxy."
"You're going to be living with four women? And all of them are happy about it?"
"Yes. And you could be living with them, too. Assuming you can commit to all four women."
"And you and Jacob?"
A little exasperated, I replied, "You do not have to have sex with us. You only need to accept that Jacob, Charlie and I will be having sex with the same four women that you do."
"But, I don't have to fuck, or be fucked, by any of you males?"
I spotted Jacob standing just outside the door leading to the hallway and bedrooms. Jacob was dressed as prettily as he'd been last night and looked sexy enough to eat. So, turning back to Peter, I said, "Maybe you should meet Jacqueline."
"Who the fuck is Jacqueline?" Peter asked.
Grinning delightedly, I encouraged my friend into the room, "This is," I said simply.
It took Peter about three goes before he finally twigged who she was, "Jacob?" He asked disbelievingly.
"At your service, Mr Peterson," Jacqui/Jacob said sultrily.
"Jaysus, Jacob!" Peter exclaimed. "Why the fuck didn't you tell me about this side of you when you still worked for me? We could have made a fortune doing transgirl porn!"
Well, that was exactly the wrong thing to say!
Fortunately, Peter saw the crushed look on my oldest friend's face, "Shit!" Peter swore. "This is exactly the shit I used to say that pissed Gwendoline off and caused her to abandon me." Then, turning to Jacqui/Jacob, Peter took her hands in his and said, "I'm sorry, Jacqueline. I hope you can forgive me for being a crass asshole."
Giggling, Jacqueline said, "I will, but only if you let me give you a blow job."
Nonplussed, Peter nervously replied, "Well, Jacob ..."
"Jacqueline," Jacob/Jacqueline corrected firmly."
Stumbling over his words, Peter said, "Well, Jacqueline. If that's what is required, then I guess ..."
Stepping in, I answered for Jacob, "No, Mr Peterson, that is absolutely not required! Let me emphasise here that sex with anyone of the males living at our family's compound is not required. The only requirement is that there is no jealousy when any of the males make love to any of the women."
"I understand, Xavier, Jacob. But it's so different to anything I've seen or heard of before."
Deciding it was time to push him, I said, "So what if it's different to anything else you've experienced? Or are you saying that Madison, Roxy and JoJo aren't attractive to you?"
"But Joanne is your wife, Xavier!" Peter protested. "Bella, I can understand you offering to me because she's your mother. But your wife and mother-in-law?"
"Peter, you misunderstand again. I do not own any of the women you mentioned. Therefore, I have no right to offer any of them."
"But Bella said you wanted this for her!"
"Yes, I do."
"May I ask why?"
"Peter, if we're to make this work, there isn't a question you can't ask. All of us need to be sure we can share without jealousy. If we can't, we cannot proceed."
"That makes sense, Xav. So, why do you want me for your mother?"
"Because you're a good man, Peter. You've loved my mother for over twenty years but have never tried pushing yourself on her. But mostly, Pete, it's because she likes you and needs someone who can be hers alone."
"Isn't that your role? And you mean that is hers along with you and all the rest?"
"Let me put it this way, Peter. Let's imagine you agree to live and share with us, but at some time down the track, we decided to break our family up and go our own way. In that scenario, who would you choose to break away with?"
"Bella!"
"Do you understand now?"
"But wouldn't you want her, too?"
Holding his gaze, I replied, "If I could have only one, I'd choose ... "
"JoJo!" Peter exclaimed. "You will never leave your mother, so it's a moot point. But if something bad happened and you had to break the family up, you'd go with your wife. Jaysus! Now I know why you say you need me!"
"You need us, too, Peter."
"What makes you say that?"
"You've been gun shy about having a permanent relationship since Gwen screwed you over, but at forty-nine, aren't you too old to be carrying on a playboy lifestyle and still having meaningless sex with a different bimbo every other night?"
"Yes, Xavier, you're right." Then Peter suddenly grinned and said, "I'm supposed to be the father figure here, Xavier. So why do I feel our roles have reversed?"
I laughed with him, "I think, Mr Peter Peterson, Brisbane's King of Porn, it's because you suck at choosing the right woman to be intimate with!"
Chuckling, Peter nodded, adding, "I sure do!"
Deciding to go for broke, I looked at Peter earnestly and said, "I never had a father, Peter. My sperm donor, because that was all he was, abandoned Mum after he made her pregnant. So, you have been as close to a father as I've had, and I want you in my and my family's life."
"I think I'd like to be in your lives, too, Xavier."
"All of our lives, not just Bella's?"
Thinking seriously but nodding, Peter replied, "All of your lives."
"Good. Let's go and introduce you to Roxy."
Umm, Xavier, aren't your mum and Roxy, well, you know ... being intimate?"
"Having sex, you mean?"
"Well, umm ... yes."
"I certainly hope so!" I chuckled. "Be a waste of a good opportunity if they weren't."
"And they won't mind me joining in?"
"Roxy will only be angry if you don't, Peter. If you can't love her enough to make love to her, then, and only then, do we have a problem."
Opening the door to the hall, I ushered Peter towards Roxy's bedroom. Entering Roxy's bedroom, we found Mum on all fours with her knees well spread. Roxy had squatted down and, using her hands to balance Bella's hips, was joyfully fucking mum doggy style with a strapon. Mum had her head pushed into a pillow to muffle her moans of want and desire.
"Fuck!" Peter spat. "That is so fucking hot!"
Peter was so enwrapped with watching Roxy fuck Bella that he didn't notice me stripping. It wasn't until Jacqui sat with her kegs on either side of Bella's head and pulled up her skirt to offer her cock to my mother that he turned from the sight. His eyes widened suddenly as he saw me naked, my thick throbbing cock bouncing with every arousal clench of my ass.
Feeling Jacqui sitting on the bed, Mum lifted her head and moaned with desire, "Jacob, you look so beautiful, honey. I'm glad you could share this with me too."
"Call me Jacqui, please, Bella," Jacqui groaned as her equally thick cock parted Bella's lips.
Kneeling behind Roxy, I teasingly prodded her ass with my rigidly erect cock before saying, "So, Mumsie, do you want me to fuck your ass as you fuck my mother? Or would you prefer to get a sample of what Bella got last night?"
"Both!" Roxy declared. "But I'll start by seeing if I can't suck Peter's balls out through the eye of his dick!"
Pushing her voluptuous butt back against me, Roxy slid out of my mother before turning to Peter. Then, undoing the straps to her harness, Roxy dropped it on the floor before kneeling before Peter, undoing his belt, and coaxing his trousers down. Well before Peter could mouth any objection, his dick had been swallowed to his pubic bone.
"Gawd!" Peter groaned. "You're better at that than the porn stars I know!"
Fortunately, Roxy took it as a compliment. But Peter saw my raised eyebrow.
"Shit!" He muttered. "I did it again, didn't I?"
I didn't reply but did nod before turning my attention to my mother. Then, taking Roxy's place, I buried myself nuts deep into Bella's slickly wet tunnel.
"Umph," My mother groaned around Jacqui's cock as I slid home. But she was soon eagerly pushing back at my thrusts as she swallowed Jacqui's entire length.
Not long after that, Jacqui moved so Mum could swing her leg over her hips. At that point, I moved so my cock dropped from Mum's pussy. Then, once she'd settled herself on Jacqui's thick cock I pushed her forward and placed my glans against her rosebud and gently but forcefully shoved into Mum's rear fuck hole.
Once I was fully embedded in my mother's ass, I heard Peter groan, "Fuck! That's hot!"
I turned to see Peter holding Roxy's head as he pumped into her sucking and swirling mouth. Roxy cupped his balls as she lightly stroked and tickled along his perineum. Roxy instinctively knew it was time to push the envelope with Peter as she released his cock from her mouth before climbing up on the bed. Peter moved to climb onto the bed, but before he could, I pulled a wet wipe from the container next to the bed, wiped my cock clean and then slid into Roxy's extremely wet and tight pussy.



A small gasp of "Oh!" escaped Peter as he watched me take Roxy. But he soon recovered and took my position behind Bella. Then, kneeling on the bed, he slid his longer but thinner than Jacob's and my cock into my mother's ass.
Peter was a bit tentative at first and tried not to stroke too deeply into my mother's ass as he found the sensation of his balls hitting Jacob's disconcerting. However, after a few moments, his reluctance disappeared, and he began to fuck my mum's ass vigorously.
A few minutes later I could tell Peter was close to an orgasm, and I wanted to prevent that release and get him as hot and bothered as possible, so I indicated we should change partners again. Peter was surprised but willing, so I offered him the wet wipes, and we changed partners. Roxy had gotten up on hands and knees and offered Peter a choice of love holes. I wasn't surprised when he took her ass.
I waited until Peter was fully embedded in my mother-in-law's tight ass before encouraging Jacob and Mum to roll over. Then, ensuring I had Peter's attention, I squatted and shoved hard into Jacqui/Jacob's rear fuck hole. I hit Jacqui's ass so hard my mother grunted as I pounded him into her.
"You just going to kneel there, lover?" Roxy drawled as Peter gaped across at the three of us. "Or are you going to pound me as hard as he's pounding my 'secret' daughter?"
"Oh!" Peter repeated. "It's just that's ..."
"What?" Roxy asked as I pounded into Jacqui again. "Dirty? Wrong? What?"
"Hot as fuck!" Peter confessed.
Surprised, I stopped, "Want to try?" I asked.
"If that's okay with all of you, then ... well ... yes."
The only sounds were my mum's continual moans as she humped her hips up at Jacqui's invading cock. She seemed so engrossed in her pleasure that she hadn't noticed I'd stopped fucking Jacqui.
This had gone way differently than I'd thought. I thought Peter seeing me fucking Jacqui would ensure he knew it was a natural thing for the three of us, and he'd move towards trying it himself. Maybe he'd close his eyes and let 'Jacqui' give him a blow job. But never in my life did I think he'd find my fucking Jacqui 'hot as fuck'! Nor did I think he'd want to try it so eagerly.
Shrugging, I climbed off the bed, leaving Jacqui's hole gaping and pulsing, eagerly awaiting another cock. Roxy and I cuddled as we waited to see if Peter could actually fuck Jacqui/Jacob and not only enjoy it but get off.
Unhesitatingly, Peter straddled Mum and Jacqui before using his hand to guide his long, thin cock into the entrance to Jacqui's ass. With a twitched groan, Peter slowly slid inside Jacqui's slippery tight hole, and he was soon buried inside her to his pubic hairs.
"Fuck me hard enough to slam me into Bella," Jacqui demanded.
Peter looked across to where I casually fondled Roxy's nipples as she watched eagerly. In answer to his unasked question, I shrugged and nodded and tried to say, "Up to you," nonverbally.
Taking my gesture as acquiescence, Peter adjusted his position to grab Jacqui's hips firmly, pulled back, and then slammed into her ass as hard as possible. The first thwack sound of Peter's pelvis hitting Jacqui's ass was quickly followed by numerous more, and before long, Peter was pounding Jacqui's ass with vicious abandon.
Roxy took hold of my turgid shaft as she raptly watched her daughter/son being firmly fucked by a skilled, forceful lover. Thwack! Peter's hips hit Jacqui. "Ugh!" Jacqui grunted as Peter pounded her. "Umph!" Mum moaned as Jacqui's thick cock was forced deep into her.
"So tight! So tight, and OMG, how tight!" Peter exclaimed as sweat began rolling down his face and back, dripping onto Jacqui.
Bella came first. With a delighted squeal, she bit Jacqui's pec and thrust her hips up at Jacqui's thrusting cock as her orgasm thundered through her. Peter followed Mum's orgasm almost instantly. With a roar, Peter jammed into Jacqui's clasping ass one more time before squeezing her hips in a vice-like grip as he unloaded into biologically male's ass for the first time.
Feeling Peter cumming in her ass set Jacqui off, and she moaned into my mother's mouth as they exchanged passionate kisses. Mum came again as she felt Jacqui's semen splashing inside her vulva, her innards flooded with cum.
Roxy couldn't stand the erotic view we shared any longer. Shoving me firmly onto my back, Roxy grabbed my shaft before lowering her juicy cunt onto my throbbing 7-inch cock. Ratcheting her hips back and forth as she squeezed my pecs between her grasping hands, Roxy exploded into a shuddering orgasm. Then, with her pussy spasming and fluttering on my cock's head, she rode herself to several more small orgasms before squealing as a huge cum event ripped through her. Finally, Roxy lifted her hips until only the tip of my glans were still in her pussy before slamming down hard and demanding I cum inside her.
I couldn't have stopped even if I had wanted to stop, so with a roar to match Peter's, I came into Roxy's soppingly wet pussy, bathing her juicy insides with cum. As my ejaculate squirted into her, Roxy shuddered a final time as yet another orgasm rumbled over her. Exhausted, she slowly rolled off me onto the bed.
Peter had also sagged onto the bed, and he encouraged Roxy to roll onto her side so he could cuddle her. Jacqui and Mum were still cuddling and kissing softly as Jacqui still slowly pumped her slowly deflating cock in Mum's pussy. I turned onto my side so I could nestle into Roxy.
Soon the soft snores from my lovers indicated they were satiated and had fallen into sleep. I felt satiated but decided I missed my wife. So, stopping only to pull some briefs on, I went looking for her. I found her in the lounge reading a novel. Charlie, still wearing naught but his cock cage, stood attentively at her right shoulder.
"You're doing well, Charlie," I told him. "Can you give us the room, please?"
Rightfully, Charlie checked with JoJo before leaving. He hesitated only long enough to allow JoJo to unlock and remove his cage.
"No leaving the compound and no masturbating. I expect you in the kitchen at my place by 6.00 pm to help prepare for dinner. Please advise Madison to attend, too," JoJo instructed.
"Yes, Ma'am," Charlie replied. "I'll see you before 6.00 pm."
Holding out her hands, JoJo encouraged me to take a seat beside her. "What's up, husband of mine?" She asked.
Feeling a little teary, I replied, "I'm not sure. Too much, too soon, I think."
"Adding Madison and Peter simultaneously?" JoJo queried.
"Yes."
"Madison will be for Charlie," JoJo said. "Well, once we've pulled Charlie's head out of his ass, and I've trained Madison to be the best Dominant she can be."
That made sense, I realised. "You think Charlie needs an older woman to help and guide him?" It was more of a statement than a question.
"Yes. After talking to him, I realised he was fixating on Mum before he switched to fixating on me."
"Hmmm. I see the problem here. Charlie sees what I have with you and Bella and thinks he wants something similar with you and Roxy."
"He worships the ground you walk on, Xavier. He's trying to emulate you in every possible way."
"I didn't try to fuck my way through my entire female uni classes, though," I pointed out.
"No, but you were obviously in love with your mother and wouldn't have done anything to upset her."
"You knew much earlier than Mum and I made it obvious?"
"Mum and I wondered if you two would wait until it was age-appropriate, Xavier. We feared you two would consummate your love at an age that would get you both into a lot of trouble. If you had've, I doubt it would have been so beautiful. You weren't mature enough to handle things before it happened."
"I'm thinking you're wasting your talents on nursing, baby JoJo," I grinned. "You should do your psychology degree and open a practice with me."
"And when you've finished playing movie director, you should hang your shingle out, too, husband of mine," JoJo riposted. "Your true talents are helping people, not making shitloads of money producing porn."
"Porn pays, babe! You know that!"
"And I love the lifestyle it's given us, Xavier. But we all need to get out before we're as jaded as the actors Jacob has spoken about. He knew it. That's why he retired."
"Madison?" I queried.
"She knows it, too. That's why she's looking to us to help her out of it."
"Why us?"
"Because she loves you, silly!" JoJo smiled. "She says your eyes make her heart go pitter-pat!"
"And you'll accept her? No questions asked?"
"No, Xavier!" JoJo replied forcefully. "Lots of questions asked! Lots and lots and lots! Plus, she has to know she's not going to be part of our foursome."
"You think she'll be okay with that?"
"I think she'll accept it and realise she can create something similar with Charlie. And that, husband, is the best part of all!"
"She's what? Five years older than Charlie? You're sure that will work?"
JoJo nodded, "Yes. Charlie is very mature for his years, but he prefers older women because of his naturally submissive nature."
"So what's with fucking his way through his Uni co-eds?"
"He's eighteen, Xavier. What do you think is up with that?"
"Teenage libido, I guess. That, and the fact he's calm, mature and caring, means the innocent and virginal girls will flock to him to ensure they have a most pleasant first sexual experience."
"You know, Xavier, sometimes even you manage to think things through correctly," JoJo grinned.
Standing up, I held my hand out and asked, "Shower together, then fuck, or fuck, then shower together?"
"Yes!" JoJo exclaimed as she grabbed my hand and pulled on it to stand up. "Shower, fuck, shower in that order!"
Laughing and holding hands, we skipped up to our home and followed JoJo's order.
When we came downstairs sometime later, we found Mum and Peter chatting over coffee as they sat at the kitchen table.
Standing up, Peter said, "Well, Ms Bella, now that the lovebirds are here, I'll head home. Will the three of you join me for dinner on Wednesday night? Maybe stay until Friday, then we'll all come back here?"
"Works for me, Peter," I answered. "As long as I can book an editing suite for Thursday and Friday."
"I can organise that. Come into the office with me on Thursday, and I'll set you up."
Bella and Peter exchanged hugs and kisses, as did JoJo. Peter and I hugged and clapped each other on the back before he left for his home in Kangaroo Point.
By Wednesday, when it was time to head for Brisbane, I had pretty much completed the movies from the 'games' we'd filmed. The last one, me with Bella, needed the special effects added but was otherwise done. These films were the last of these type I was going to do. Peter's company had already built a game show set and was interviewing stars to appear in the movies. I'd get 5% from every sale these films made as my royalty for creating the genre. I was happy to hand this over as it didn't fit with what I thought of as Xavier Movie and Recording Studio's core focus.
I was also thinking about what JoJo had said, and I was considering either selling the whole concept to Peter Peterson Publishing or appointing a manager to oversee and run the studio. Xavier Movie and Recording Studio was my baby. A baby I'd nearly endangered mine and my mother's life for, but JoJo's advice had set me back on my heels, and I was concerned that her fears were well grounded. My marriage to my mother and JoJo was clear and paramount, and I didn't want to do anything that messed them up.
I was also questioning whether adding Peter was such a good idea. But I knew Bella needed him. Plus, I was sure Peter needed her too. But what that might do to Bella, JoJo, and my dynamic was yet to be seen.
By Sunday, when Peter packed up his car and headed home, I was much happier with how things were. Mum, Roxy and JoJo had all spent time fucking and being fucked by Peter. Jacqui had made an appearance on Saturday night, and Pete had her ass doggy as I pumped Jacqui's mouth. Charlie was out of the dog house but was still collared and considered JoJo's submissive, although Madison had taken more and more of that role. I'd been looking forward to tasting Madison's delights for the first time since we'd made the film, but it was up to Bella and JoJo, and they hadn't moved on that yet.
When I returned from my studio on Monday afternoon, there was a note from my wives to head to Roxy's place as she needed to see me. Strangely, it seemed our place was empty. Shrugging, I tossed my things on the bench and walked down to Roxy's. What was even stranger was that only Roxy was home.
"Where's everyone?" I asked.
The family have all gone up to Peter's place for the night," Roxy explained. "I asked if I could have you for the night, and thankfully, they said I could. Xavier, baby, can we get back to our discussion before meeting Peter for the first time?"
"You need me to put on my psychologist's hat?"
"Yes, please."
"I'm really not supposed to treat friends and family, Mum. Are you sure I'm the right one to do this with?"
With tears in her eyes, Roxy replied, "Who else could I talk to, Xavier? Hey doctor, not only did I have three abusive partners as fathers of my children, but one of them raped me repeatedly. Oh, and I'm having three and sometimes four-way incestuous sex with my children."
"Jaysus, Roxy!" I exploded. "I'm going to kill him. Who the fuck was it?"
"No, you're not, Xavier. You're going to talk to me and help me deal with it."
"Okay. But Jaysus, Roxy! You have to admit this is shocking! Does Mum know?"
"Yes, Xavier. She wanted to kill him, too."
"Okay. Tell me about JoJo's father. You and Mum were living together, right? Did Bella approve of your man?"
"No," Roxy answered. "She flat out told me the first time I brought him home that he was a bad egg and that I should dump him immediately."
"But?"
"Your mum and I were lovers at that time, Xavier," Roxy replied. "I thought she was jealous and wanted me for herself."
"Was he abusive from the start?"
"No," Roxy explained. "He was only controlling at first."
"Tell me."
"Patrick Burns was his name. Old school money and connections. He was a rich, spoiled brat that had never grown up. If he didn't get things his own way, he'd throw the most amazing temper tantrums."
"They scared you?"
"Yes," Roxy admitted.
"But?"
Roxy giggled nervously, "They made my knickers wet, too."
"A bad combination," I stated.
"I thought he was powerful, headstrong, and dominant. I thought the temper fits showed how strong he was and that he could and would protect me."
"Therefore?"
I'd argue with him, and we'd have the loudest arguments ever, but the make-up sex was out of this world!"
"Until?"
"One day, instead of arguing with me, then making love to me, he hauled off and slapped me."
"That must have been a shock."
"It was, but that wasn't the problem."
"You became aroused?" I asked.
"Hotter than Hades just after the furnaces have been stoked."
"Why, do you think?"
Roxy thought about it for quite some time before saying, "Patrick was my standard fifteen to twenty years older than me. I think I thought, mostly subconsciously, that I was finally being correctly punished for making love with my father."
"Does that sound right to you?"
"Yes," Roxy honestly replied.
"Then what happened?"
"I taunted him."
"Why?"
"Because I wanted him to take me roughly."
"Again, Roxy. Why?"
"To punish me for loving my father and ruining his marriage," Roxy answered.
"Did it work?"
Roxy smirked, "Well, Xavier, the orgasms were out of this world!"
"But?"
"Afterwards, I felt empty and demeaned."
"Because?"
Roxy thought again. Eventually, she replied, "He couldn't give me the forgiveness I needed."
"Because?" I questioned.
Roxy giggled again, "He's not the late J.C.!"
"Humour aside?"
"It's Mum that has to forgive me," Roxy answered.
"And?"
Roxy went quiet and became very introspective. Finally, she replied, "Only I can forgive myself for how I felt and what I did."
I took my mother-in-law in my arms before saying, "And, my love, can you?"
"With your love and the love of my family and Bella, then yes, I believe I can."
Having my oh-so-sexy 'other mother' in my arms had its usual response, and my thick, almost 7-inch dick hardened underneath Roxy's ass.
Squirming and wriggling her voluptuous ass over my rampant erection, Roxy moaned, "I need you inside me, Xavier. First in my cunt until you cum and then in my ass until I do."
Taking my cue, I turned Roxy over, then carefully mounted her and gently thrust my cock into her wet and hot pussy.
OMG, that feels so good, baby!" Roxy exclaimed as I slid to full depth inside her.
Gawd, did she feel good! I loved my wives with an equal fervour, but my mother-in-law is a beautiful, voluptuous and mature version of my 'government official' wife. If JoJo aged half as well as her mother, I'd be the luckiest man on the planet! Relaxing my thoughts, I slid my arms over Roxy's shoulders and grabbed her plump ass before moving my hips backwards until only the tip of my glans was inside her. Then I ripped her ass towards me as I rammed my hips forward and slammed deep into her soakingly wet cunt.
"Again!" Roxy demanded.
Moving so that most of my weight rested on my forearms, I grabbed Roxy's shoulders so I could pull her down as I viciously ratcheted my hips upwards, driving my rigidly erect cock hard into her grasping cunt.
As my cock bottomed out in her soppingly wet pussy, Roxy grunted and hammered her pelvis up at me, "Harder!" She demanded. "Faster! Harder! Faster!" Followed.
Before long, I was simply ploughing my mother-in-law. No finesse, no subtly. This was pure, raw, primal fucking. Despite my best efforts, I came first. Roxy's tightly gripping, almost red-hot cunt proved too much for my rampant libido, and I exploded cum as I thrust into her liquid warmth. Luckily, Roxy came with me, so there was no harm or foul.
After carrying my mother-in-law to the shower and gently cleansing her lushly ripe body, I encouraged her into her clothes and made us a pot of tea to share in the kitchen.
"Tell me when the rapes started, Roxy," I requested.
Grimacing as she took a sip of tea, Roxy looked sadly at me before saying, "I was pregnant with JoJo, Xavier. At first, Patrick seemed ecstatic that I was pregnant with his child, but early on in the pregnancy, I had a bit of spotting ..."
"You thought you were going to lose the baby?" I interrupted.
"Yes," Roxy replied. "The doctor warned us against any vaginal or anal intercourse until he'd run some tests to see where the spotting was coming from."
"And?" I asked.
"Patrick was not impressed."
"Because?"
"Patrick loved that I got ... ummm ... worked up easily. He was used to simply taking me roughly wherever and whenever he wanted to and having me explode into orgasm every time. But I tried to refuse him because of what the doctor said."
"What did he do?" I asked.
At first, he only slapped me until I let him. But after I tried to fight back, he started punching me to make me surrender and let him fuck me."
"The rapes came to an end, though, right? How?"
With tears welling in her eyes, Roxy said, "One of the times he was raping me, he forced his dick into my mouth, so I bit it as hard as I could!"
Even knowing it was rape, I still cringed at the description!
"What was his response?" I questioned.
"He backhanded me off his cock, then kicked me in the stomach."
"Shit!" I exclaimed. "How close did you go to losing the baby?"
"Two weeks up in prenatal care with absolute bed rest. Luckily, the spotting was because of some tears in my vulva from the rough sex I was forced to endure."



"Obviously, it turned out okay, given that baby is now my wife," I said with a grin. "How did you end the relationship, and why couldn't you get child support for JoJo?"
"The bastard, as I said, was 'old money'," Roxy answered. "He moved all his assets offshore, then declared bankruptcy. He, apparently, hasn't earned a dime since JoJo was born."
"You couldn't get him charged for the rapes?"
"His word against mine? His $5,000/hour lawyer against my legal aid one? Why would I want to subject myself to that when the most likely outcome was a not-guilty verdict?"
Although I hated it, unfortunately, I could only nod and accept that that was the most likely outcome for any trial, especially since Roxy hadn't reported any of the earlier rapes.
"You ready to talk about Charlie's dad?" I asked, knowing my mother-in-law had already had an intensely emotional day.
After a couple of sniffles and a deep sobbed sigh, Roxy lifted her eyes to meet mine before saying, "I need to get it all off my chest, Xavier. It's been eating at me for nearly twenty years."
I settled back into the chair as Roxy tucked her feet under her bottom. How do women do that? If I tried, I'd be on my ass on the floor a second later!
"Charlie's father?" I reminded her.
"Adam Corbert," Roxy replied. "Oh, Xavier! He was so sweet and innocent. I met him only a month after Roxy was born. He is around the same age as me and, although I didn't know it, was still a virgin. After Patrick, he was such a relief. He wouldn't hurt a fly and loved me unconditionally. As you know, Xavier, I can be ... shall we say ... a little rough around the edges?"
Chuckling, I nodded my head in agreement.
"Adam was a good Christian lad from a very conservative family," Roxy continued. "But he accepted me for who I was without question. I felt safe and secure with my man for the first time since I left home. There was no edginess, no power games, no underlying threat of violence, nothing. Just a feeling of warmth and safety. Adam would lay his life down for me, no question about it."
"You're speaking of him in past tense, Roxy," I broke in with. "Why?"
Tears poured down my mother-in-law's cheeks, "He killed himself, Xavier!"
'Jaysus!' I thought. 'No wonder the poor lady is afraid of commitment.'
"Why do you think he did that?" I asked.
"He couldn't handle that he was gay. He told me, Xavier. But he couldn't face his mum or dad. So I said I'd go with him and assure his parents that I'd marry him, and we'd raise Charlie and the other two in the church if he wanted. But the day we were supposed to go to see his family, he drove to Kangaroo Point and threw himself off the cliffs."
"Did he leave a note?"
"He left three, Xavier. One for me apologising for ruining my life. One addressed to his family, begging them to forgive him for being gay. And one I still have."
"For Charlie?"
"Yes," Roxy confirmed.
"But you haven't given it to him yet, or even let Charlie know there is a note?"
"The note Adam wrote for me asked me to give it to Charlie when I felt the time was right and he could deal with and understand what his father was trying to tell him."
"You haven't felt he's ready yet?"
"No, Xavier. I was going to give it to him on his eighteenth, but he seemed, well, so immature that I kept it back."
"And now?"
"I think he'll be ready once JoJo and Madison have dealt with his predilections."
"Tell me how you and he figured out he was gay," I requested.
"Adam was a sweet and gentle lover," Roxy explained. "But he never seemed to really get into it. The only thing Adam really enjoyed was being blown. But unlike everyone else I've been with, he never watched as I blew him. Instead, his eyes were always closed as he held my head and guided me up and down his shaft. Adam, being a virgin when we made love the first time, wasn't very good at it. And although I expected him to get better and become more adventurous, he never did."
"You weren't satisfied with your sex life?" I asked.
"At first, it was nice. I could feel his love for me, and after being repeatedly abused by Patrick, it was great to be in control and not hurt during our lovemaking."
"But?"
Roxy blushed before saying, "Well, as you know, Xavier, sometimes I need to be taken. I need to be dominated and made to fuck my lover. I need to be owned and possessed."
"And he couldn't do that?"
"No. I once asked him to smack my bum, but he was horrified. Then, when I tried to push him, he burst into tears, and his dick shrivelled up to nothing."
"That must have been awkward."
"It was okay. I spent the night hugging him, and he made love to me his way in the morning, slow and gentle."
"Keep talking," I encouraged Roxy.
"I knew if I couldn't get Adam to spice up our sex life, I'd eventually dump him. Probably even rip his heart out by cheating on him with the first dominant male to come on to me."
"So what did you do?"
"I had my period. Typically, Adam wouldn't come anywhere near me when I was bleeding. But I was as horny as hell, and, as you know, I love anal sex, so I convinced Adam to do me in the ass."
"I'm surprised, given his religion, he'd consent to doing you that way," I said.
"Well, Xavier, I'm not without my charms, right?" Roxy grinned. "I blew him and played with his balls until they were almost blue. Then I rolled on my back and told him to rub his cock between my butt cheeks to get off. Once he was stroking back and forth and was quite close to cumming, I lifted my ass a little higher and relaxed my sphincter, and he popped straight in. Then, before he could back out, I clenched my ass as tight as I could, groaned and faked an orgasm. Finally, I begged him to cum in my ass because it felt so good!"
"He did, obviously!" I stated.
"Oh, yeah! Adam was huge, Xavier. Close to 10 inches, I'd guess. Having him cum that deep in my bowel felt awesome, and I exploded into the best orgasm I'd had with him thus far."
"And?"
"He began fucking me in the ass at every opportunity," Roxy continued. "I didn't mind the little bit of naughtiness, plus he was, umm, more vigorous when he banged me in the butt than when we made love the traditional way. He seemed to get off on doing it in my rear more than in my pussy."
"A lot of guys, and women, prefer anal to vaginal sex," I pointed out. "Doesn't make them gay. How did you figure it out?"
"Adam became even more passive sexually, Xavier," Roxy replied. "He stopped going down on me, saying he didn't like the smell or taste. Then he stopped licking my nipples or playing with my tits. Instead, all he'd do is close his eyes as I sucked him before rolling me onto my stomach and sticking that gigantic dick of his in my ass."
"What happened that sent him into despair and led to his suicide? Do you know?"
"Adam was always secretive about his phone, and with his apparent lack of interest in me, I began to wonder if he was having an affair. I mean, it would be par for the course with the men in my life, right?"
Unfortunately, all I could do was nod my head.
"You snuck his phone out and had a look?"
"Not exactly, Xavier," Roxy explained. "Adam left his phone at home when he went to golf. It kept dinging, and I thought it might have been an urgent message, so I opened it to have a look."
"What did you find?"
"The messages were from some guy he'd been chatting with for weeks. They were exchanging pics and videos of themselves and typing out fantasies."
"You looked at the videos?" I asked.
"Yeah. They were each other's favourite gay porn videos. The pictures were mostly of cocks they found attractive or pics of their own dicks."
"Had they consummated their affair yet?"
"No. Well, I don't think so. They were 'gay virgins', I think," Roxy clarified. "I think they were working themselves up to experimenting with each other but hadn't got there yet."
"What did you do?"
I put a post-it note on the phone saying that we had to talk and put the phone back on his bedside table."
"And?"
"When Adam got home, he saw the note and started packing his bags. Of course, I wouldn't let him do that, so we had our first real argument together."
"What did he say?"
"The usual religious crap about being an abomination in the eyes of God. That he was doomed to go to Hell because he was homosexual, etc."
"Did you work it out?"
"Yes. He wanted a child, and ... no, I won't say foolishly, I agreed because that would mean I didn't love or want Charlie. But I knew having his child wasn't going to fix us. The man was gay, and I didn't care about that! He was good to me and was good with Jacob and JoJo. I would have happily married him and let him have his homosexual affairs on the side.
"Dammit, Xavier! He could have hidden that he was gay from his family forever. I'd even have let him raise our children in the church if he wanted, but he wouldn't listen!"
"How did things come to a head?" I queried.
Roxy sighed as tears fell down her face, "My fault," she sobbed. "Always my fault."
I watched as my wife's mother's resolve hardened. Yet, once more, I was amazed at her inner strength. Despite all the harshness and difficulties in Roxy's life, she became and was an incredibly strong, loving mother, lover, and friend. So, I sent another fervent prayer into the cosmos to whatever Gods were listening that JoJo grew to be like her mother.
"What happened," I asked gently.
"I encouraged Adam to invite his friend for dinner. It took a lot of talking and convincing, but Dean agreed to come over and meet me and Adam here."
"It didn't go well?" I surmised.
"No. Opposite, of course. I slept in the spare room, and Adam and Dean consummated their affair in our bedroom."
"They moved in together?" I asked.
"Yes. Dean only had a small flat, although he had a good job and money. But he basically moved in with us that night."
"How did it end?"
Roxy tried to laugh, but it came out as a choked sob, "I'd been a little off-colour in the mornings for a couple of weeks, and I seemed to be getting a bit chubby around the middle. 'No way I'm pregnant,' I thought to myself. But I got a test kit anyway."
"Shit!" Roxy, I exclaimed. "Bet that put a spanner in the works!"
"Yup," Roxy wept. "I went to the gynaecologist, who confirmed I was twelve weeks pregnant."
"You told Adam?"
"Had to," Roxy confirmed. "He told Dean that he was stopping their relationship and that he was going to be a 'real man' for his wife, not that I was as we weren't married, and for his kid."
"Dean didn't take it well?"
"No. He threatened to out Adam to everyone, including Adam's parents, if Adam called their relationship off."
"That's when...?" I confirmed.
Sobbing uncontrollably, Roxy said, "I got home from work to find Dean's stuff on the footpath outside our home and Adam missing. I raced inside to find the three letters. By the time I thought to phone the cops, a constable came to my door to take me to the morgue where they'd moved Adam's body to."
Taking Roxy back into my arms, I held her close to my chest and said, "My poor baby. It's a wonder you don't hate all men forever. No one, no one ever, deserves the pain and suffering you've been through, Roxy. I'm proud of you and proud to be your friend, lover, and son-in-law. You're an amazing woman, and your strength humbles me."
"I killed him, Xavier," Roxy sobbed. "If I hadn't pushed him into consummating his homosexual affair, he'd still be alive."
"Possibly, Roxy. But, if he was gay, and he was, he would have consummated the affair eventually. Most likely with equally devastating results. Plus, from your own admission, you'd probably have broken up, and he wouldn't have had the loving support you gave him when he acted on his desires."
Still crying, Roxy considered my words before a small smile played across her lips, "You think I helped? That I didn't kill him or, more accurately, cause him to kill himself?"
"I have no idea what Adam's motivation for killing himself was, Roxy. But my best guess would be that the few months from when he admitted his desires to you until his male lover tried to blackmail him into carrying on the affair were probably the happiest of his life."
"Do you really think so, Xavier?" Roxy plaintively asked me.
"Yes, my love," I averred.
"I feel like a huge weight has fallen off me, Xavier," Roxy breathed. "But now, I'm as horny as all fuck. How about taking this old girl for a quick trip around the sun, huh?"
Laughing, I picked Roxy up, tossed her over my shoulder and hurried down to her bedroom. Three minutes after that, I was buried nuts deep in her soppingly wet pussy.
The following morning I was woken in the most delightful way ever. Someone was sucking lovingly and tenderly on my now throbbingly erect cock. Straining my eyes open, I looked down, expecting to see Roxy working her magic. Instead, I saw my gorgeous younger wife, Roxy's daughter, cupping my balls as she slowly took my entire length down her throat. Gently squeezing my balls as she coaxed my orgasm, JoJo swallowed my morning gift before snuggling against my side, her gorgeously full breasts pressed sexily against my chest.
"Morning, husband," JoJo grinned.
"Back from getting some strange cock, I see, Baby JoJo," I teased.
"Peter is not 'strange cock'," JoJo said primly. "His is now very familiar cock, and he uses it damned well!"
"Where's Mum and Roxy?" I asked, given we were alone in Roxy's bed.
"Mum is putting Charlie through his paces," JoJo answered. "Bella and Madison are up at our place teaching Jacob how to do his hair and makeup."
"Madison went with you all last night?"
"Yes. Bella wanted to ensure she and Peter could get along."
"And did they?" I queried.
"Peter gave her four orgasms before he even shoved that wonderful cock of his up her. She had another two before she collapsed, basically past out."
"And you?" I asked. "How did you fare?"
"My brothers are both wonderful lovers, Xavier," JoJo reminded me. "Madison, Bella and I had all of our holes deliciously filled with man juice numerous times, so no complaints here!"
"Would you like one of your other holes deliciously filled, wifey?" I teasingly asked.
"I haven't had a shower, baby," JoJo told me. "A couple of questions, then, my big, strong man, you can toss me over your shoulder and take me to baths where you can make love to me until the world ends if you want."
"Your belly be okay if you're over my shoulder?" I worryingly asked.
JoJo's eyes fell, "Oh," she said. "I didn't think about the baby. Maybe you can carry me in your arms?"
I grinned at her, "That I can do, Baby JoJo."
"Baby JoJo with a Xavier and JoJo baby inside her," JoJo joked.
"Questions?" I reminded my wife.
"Yeah. First of all, what did you say to Mum last night?"
"Is she okay?" I asked, perturbed.
"Mum is the happiest I've seen her for, well, ever, I guess," JoJo replied. "She looks almost younger. Her shoulders are up and back, and she's smiling at every little thing. Whatever you two worked out, it's made her happier than I can ever recall."
"I don't think Roxy talked to anyone about the things she talked to me about last night, babe," I answered her. "Just getting them out in the open would relieve much of her stress."
"Yeah, but, husband, I know you accepted everything she told you with calm and acceptance. You wouldn't have judged her for anything she's done. After my brothers, and maybe even including them, you're the most important man in my mother's life. Your love and acceptance are of paramount importance to her at this time."
"There was nothing to accept or judge, JoJo," I assured her. "Your mum is an amazing woman, and if you grow up to be half the woman she is, you'll be an amazing woman yourself. And, my wife, you're already at least half the woman she is, probably even more than half."
"Yeah, but you love me anyway," JoJo kidded.
"More than life itself, JoJo. You and Bella are my life. Don't ever forget it."
"As you and Bella are mine, husband," JoJo returned. "Now, less talking, more carrying."
"I know I'm only a mere male," I teased as I picked my wife up. "But I can walk, carry and talk at the same time!"
Unfortunately, my arms gave out before I got JoJo all the way to the baths, but we were only a few metres away, so JoJo called it close enough. Holding her hand as I walked her inside, I soon had us both naked and sitting in the giant tub. I was leaning back against the side of the bath with JoJo between my legs, her back to me, and her head resting on my chest.
Cupping my wife's luscious breasts in my hands, I lightly bit, kissed and nibbled along her neck and the tops of her shoulders. Feeling her sigh and then relax back against me, I moved my fingers to her thick nipples and lightly pinched and twisted them both as I blew softly into JoJo's ear.
"Ooooohhhhh," JoJo sighed as her nipples hardened between my fingers.
Moving my left hand across JoJo's body, I circled her right nipple with the fingers on my left hand as I slowly slid my right hand down and across her swelling belly. Finding the top of her trimmed bush, I gently twirled my fingers through her pubic hair as I searched for JoJo's clitoris. Another deep sigh escaped my wife's lips as my middle finger deftly found her button, and I began circling it.
"Yessss!" JoJo hissed as I applied more pressure to her clit.
I felt JoJo slowly peaking towards her orgasm as I restricted my touches to her nipple and clitoris, but as she closed in on her peak, I spread my fingers wider before stroking down either side of her labia before closing my fingers together and dipping them into her slickly wet pussy. Then, after thrusting my fingers a couple of times, I'd stoke back up to her clit before repeating the journey downwards.
JoJo's hips began thrusting up to meet my delving fingers as she turned her head to kiss my nibbling lips. "Gawd, Xavier," JoJo groaned. "I'm about to ... unghh!" She moaned as her orgasm washed over her.
Almost desperately, JoJo turned to face me before taking my rigidly erect cock in her hand and guiding it into her slippery warmth. The heat of her tight pussy around my rampant erection was almost too much, and I had to blink and fiercely concentrate to stop from blowing my lollies inside her. JoJo's thrusts back and forth soon created an almost tidal wave in the tub, and water cascaded over the sides in time with her motion.
"I'm there, Xavier," JoJo groaned. "Fill me with cum as I orgasm."
Happy to oblige, I relaxed the control I barely held over my body and blasted what felt like a gallon of semen into my wife's grippingly tight cunt.
Her hips slowly rocking to a stop, JoJo sighed and lay her head, facedown, on my shoulder, "Gawd, I love you," JoJo sighed. "I have so much love in my life now that I can hardly believe it. I have a sister-wife that I love at least as much as I love you, and my family is closer than we've ever been. And it's all because of you, baby. What did I do to deserve this?"
"I'm the lucky one, Mrs Johns," I assured her. "My mother as my lover, and my best friend as my wife and lover. What more can a man ask for?"
"Then we're both lucky, my husband. Jeez, I still get a kick out of saying that -My husband, wow! It feels so good to say that!"
"Having the two of you as my wives is more of a blessing than I can ever imagine, my love," I told her as I hugged her tightly to me.
As we cuddled, JoJo kept gripping and releasing me with her pussy muscles. Suddenly, much to my surprise, I felt myself growing harder inside her again. Before long, my dick was as hard as it's ever been, and I began to rock gently back and forth inside JoJo's juicy pussy.
Getting off me, despite my protestations, JoJo knelt on the bench seat around the inside of the pool and growled, "I know I'm already pregnant, husband. But bend me over and breed me now!"



Chuckling, I positioned the head of my cock at her gaping entrance and rammed myself home as hard as possible. Then, moving my hands to her tits, I grabbed a double handful and viciously pulled my wife back onto my cock as I thrust vigorously into her.
"Like that, Baby JoJo?" I demanded. "Do you want me to fuck you raw?"
"Yes, Gawddammit!" JoJo squealed. "Fuck me until you bang the shit out of me!"
Always happy to please my wife, I did just that. Well, except for the 'shit' part. But three orgasms for her later, JoJo begged, "No more, Xavier, please, baby. I can't take anymore. Finish off inside me, please."
Surely, I did not have to be asked twice! And with a roar, I splattered JoJo's insides with hot cum. To both of our surprise, JoJo came one last time with me.
Turning back towards me, JoJo smiled before saying, "I think you might have to carry me home, husband. I doubt that I can walk a single step!"
This time, I managed to carry JoJo inside our home and lay her on our couch before my arms gave out. Then, grabbing a blanket out of the box beside the sofa, I lay beside my wife, covered us with the blanket and slipped into sleep with JoJo snuggled under my chin.
Sometime later, I woke to a hand holding mine pressed to a deliciously full and pliant breast. Knowing the feel of that breast, I smiled and said, "Hello, Mother," opening my eyes as I gently kneaded Bella's breast.
"I need you inside me, Xavier," Mum demanded as she tugged on my hand.
But as I slipped out of JoJo's hug, JoJo opened her eyes and said, "Me, too, wife. May we share him?"
"Of course, my love," Mum replied and took JoJo's hand in hers and tugged us both towards our bedroom.
"Shower first," I demanded.
Three in our suite's shower was a bit of a squeeze but an oh so pleasurable one. A few minutes after drying each other off, my wives were face deep in each other's pussy as I roughly sawed my thick, almost 7-inch cock back and forth inside my mother's velvety smooth pussy. JoJo's tongue constantly ran over my balls and around my shaft as I stroked into my mother's cunt. Our orgasms were intense as we finished exhausted, sweaty and satiated. We all needed another shower, and the bed definitely needed changing, but regardless, we cuddled and slept until early afternoon.
Needing to pee, I slid out of bed and entered the en suite. Relieving myself of the pressure, I decided to leave my wives sleeping and head to my studio. I could have answered my emails from home, but I wanted to sit and reflect on the next direction for my films.
Although I'd been phenomenally successful, I knew my business would stagnate and flounder if I didn't keep evolving with the market. Also, I needed to consider what my wives were saying. Maybe it was time to sell off the studio and open a psychology practice. After all, that was what I had studied and trained to be.
Earlier, I'd placed ads in all the usual places looking for genuine father/daughter couples interested in appearing in my game shows. The response, as expected, had been phenomenal, and I was inundated with requests to be part of the shows. But unfortunately, very few of the applicants met the criteria. Too many of the women whose fathers applied for them were not virgins, and way too many were underage.
Thinking that through, I realised that these women were more than likely in power-abusive relationships with their biological fathers. The ones I strongly suspected were being abused, I discretely forwarded to the police and The Department of Human Services (DHS). Hopefully, these abusive relationships would be investigated and exposed, and the fathers removed from the household.
My studies indicated that consensual incestuous relationships between consenting adults caused few to no psychological issues, but non-consensual incest between non-consenting minors and their elders often destroyed the minor. Therefore, I was determined to ensure those types of abuse were reported and acted on.
Reading through the emails I'd received due to my ads, I despaired of ever finding a father/daughter couple that hadn't yet consummated their relationship. In fact, I began to wonder if there was an eighteen-year-old virgin woman left in the whole of Australia.
Almost at my wit's end, I decided to read one more email before giving it up and heading home. The subject line of the email read, 'Please help us'. Intrigued, I opened the email from an Alan and Alannah Morrison and read a sad story of a loving family that cancer and death had almost destroyed. Alice, the mother, had developed oesophagus cancer.
Although Australia, with its national healthcare system (Medicare), had done everything medically possible to save Alice, the costs of Alan not being able to work as he cared for Alice, plus the emotional damage of watching her mother die inflicted on Alannah, meant the Morrisons were teetering on bankruptcy. Alannah had quit University and worked waiting tables for minimum wage as she and her father tried to rebuild their lives.
Reading through the email, I became certain that the normal love between a parent and their child had evolved into true love as Alan and Alannah helped each other through the trauma of losing their wife/mother. Furthermore, I was sure Alannah was in love with her father and desired him sexually, not as a daughter but as a potential life partner.
I sat there, considering what to do, but I already knew I wanted to meet them. I was confident I could help, even if I didn't film their 'Game Show'. So, knowing that talking about helping them would only confuse them and drive them away, I typed a response asking them to come to my studio for an interview sometime this week. After sending the email, I left for home, determined to discover what my wives had in mind for me and Madison.
Roxy's house was dark as I drove past, and Peter's car was parked against my house, so I knew that the whole of what I was beginning to call my clan was currently at my home. Happy, I twirled my keys around my index finger and almost danced into the living room.
The room was full of people and laughter, so my dancing in was almost passé. Music blared from my four quadraphonic speakers, and I saw Bella, Peter and Jacqui dancing sexily together. Charlie had Roxy, his mother, in his arms, swinging her around the room. Charlie's solid erection was pressed firmly against his mother's abdomen. It seemed, at any minute, an orgy would break out in the lounge.
My wife, JoJo, was sitting on the lounge, obviously waiting for me. Delighted, I pulled her into my arms and gyrated with her across the lounge room to KONGOS' 'Come With Me Now'. By the time JoJo and I had passed through the lounge room 'dance area' a couple of times, the others stepped aside and whooped and hollered as we showed off our dance moves.
When the song ended, Peter said, "Wow, guys! If I hadn't seen that with my own eyes, I'd never have believed it! When you two dance, you're as one. No step is out of sync with the other, and no change of direction is fumbled. People pay to see dancing as good as that!"
"You and Bella are at least as good," I demurred. "JoJo and I have had months, nearly years, to perfect our dancing. You and Mum seem to do it naturally."
"Your mother makes me look good, Xavier," Peter responded. "You know that. I'm supposed to lead, but Bella does most of the work. Oh, I can do the Disco steps from Saturday Night Fever, but without your mother, that's about it."
"Mum is the key for both of us, Peter," I earnestly said. "Be her man. Be her one, and you and I will be friends forever."
With tears in his eyes, Peter replied, "Bella is my life, Xavier. I know she is yours first, but she is mine first and always will be."
"If everything goes to shit, Peter, know I am glad you're her one," I averred.
"And if something happens to you, Xavier, know I will take care of your family," Peter replied.
"Cool," I replied. "Now, go get our wives, and we'll discuss an email I received today."
"Our wives, Xavier?" Peter questioned.
"As soon as is possible, I want you to marry Bella, Peter. Mum and I married in a civil ceremony, but you and Bella can marry legally. I believe it will be better for both of you to have that bond together."
"But Bella will remain your wife primarily?" Peter asked.
"Mum and I are as one, Peter. But that doesn't mean you and her can also be as one."
"I love her, Xavier," Peter stated, "I'll take any part of her that you and she will permit."
"When I married my mother, I said it was forever. I mean that, Peter. But she is your one, and I believe that you are her one."
"Not you?" Peter enquired.
"I am," I honestly replied. "But my mother needs someone that she knows will choose her before any other. Bella knows that if I am forced to choose, I'll choose JoJo."
"You believe your mother will change her preferred one from you to me?"
"Yes," I simply replied.
Shrugging, Peter walked to where Bella sat and whispered in Mother's ear before escorting her across to where I sat.
Opening my laptop, I opened the email from Alan Morrison. After the three had read his email, I explained my thoughts. I realised I had extrapolated a whole heap of possible nonsense from the email, but I was sure my conjectures were correct. Peter and my family agreed with my assessments, and Bella promised to be with me when the Morrisons arrived for their interview. Roxy and Jacob agreed to be close enough for me to call in if Bella and I thought the Morrisons would be the stars of our next movie.
After emailing the Morrisons to call my cell for a quick interview and to set up a possible audition, I closed up my studio and headed home. Driving into the compound, I was glad to see Peter's car still parked against our house.
It was only 5.00 pm, but I wasn't expecting any calls, so I was surprised when my cell rang. Looking at the display and seeing an unknown number, I answered, "Xavier Movie and Recording Studios, Xavier Johns speaking."
"Mr Johns?" A deep voice asked. "Alan Munroe speaking. You asked me to call."
A little shocked by his quick response, I replied, "I did indeed, Mr Munroe. I'm surprised you called so quickly."
"Well, Mr Johns, I'm currently unemployed," Alan semi-chuckled. "It's not like I have anything but time to spare!"
"Your email was very detailed, Alan, if I may call you that?" I asked. "Please call me Xavier."
"Alan is fine, Xavier," Alan answered.
"As I was saying," I continued. "Your email was very detailed, but is there anything you'd like to add as I consider if you're a suitable candidate for my game show?"
"I don't know how to answer your question, Xavier," Alan reluctantly said. "We're desperate for money, but that's not a good reason. However, I will say that we are both attractive, intelligent and articulate, and I think we'll be fantastic contestants."
"You read the synopsis of my show?" I queried. "You realise that you must correctly identify your daughter's naked body so you don't have sex with her? If you choose incorrectly, to win the main prize, you will have to consummate the deal by having sex with her."
Alan took a deep breath that I could hear over the phone before saying, "Yes, Xavier. We're both aware of the rules. However, I believe I can accurately identify my daughter and therefore choose another of the models to have sex on camera with."
"Okay, Alan. The next step is for you and Alannah to visit my Nerang studio to check your photo graphicness. How does 10.00 am suit you?"
"It's okay for me," Alan replied. "May I check with Alannah and get back to you?"
"Sure. Text me a yay or nay to this number as soon as you know."
"Alannah will be home soon," Alan explained. "I'll ask as soon as she walks through the door and send the message. What happens if I text nay?"
"I'll call you tomorrow to set up another time."
"Done deal," Alan answered. "I'll let you know soon."
"Looking forward to it," I answered before hanging up.
Entering my home, I was treated to the sights and sounds of a full-blown orgy. Madison sat on Charlie's face as Peter vigorously pounded into her cunt. Charlie's tongue spent as much time on Peter's balls as it did on Madison's clit. Jacob had his mother bent over the armrest of the sofa and had buried his thick cock to the balls in Roxy's ass. As I entered, Roxy squealed through what appeared to be an epic orgasm before demanding that he clean his cock and repeat the process in her pussy.
Surprisingly, my wives were a little apart from the rest. They lay on a sheepskin on their sides facing each other and were gently teasing each other's clits with their tongues. Then, hearing the door close behind me, JoJo, who was facing me, lifted her head from Bella's snatch. At the same time, Bella lifted her head and leaned back to stare at me.
"You're wearing altogether too many clothes, honey," JoJo stated. "Get naked and make love to your wives."
Swiftly divesting myself of my clothes, I joined my wives on the sheepskin, my thick cock already throbbingly erect. No sooner had I hit the floor than Bella had pushed me onto my back, then holding my cock at an upward angle, she slowly lowered her ragingly hot and wet pussy onto my glans. Wiping my cock's head across her labia a couple of times to ensure it was wet, Bella sighed as my cock split her pussy lips and opened her channel until her vulva rested on my pubic bone.
"So good," she sighed as she began rocking her hips back and forth, causing her clit to rub delightfully, for her, over my pubic bone.
Bella was riding me in the traditional 'cowgirl' style, so she was facing me. As soon as she'd settled with me fully embedded inside her, JoJo swung her knee over my head and lowered her freshly shaved pussy onto my waiting mouth.
Grabbing JoJo's hips, I pulled her tightly to me as I delved my tongue as deeply into her folds as I could force it. After stabbing her depths numerous times, I tilted my head back and lashed the tip of my tongue across her clitoris as swiftly as possible. Next, I sucked her perfect little nubbin into my mouth before blowing warm air over it and then gently biting it.
"So close, baby," JoJo moaned as Bella took her sister-wife's eraser-thick nipples between her thumb and forefinger and twisted them viciously.
The sudden pain/pleasure combination tossed my younger wife off the cliff of her orgasm, and with a deeply exhaled sigh, JoJo came as her juices poured onto my lips and chin. Licking gamely, I tried to keep up with the flow, but more of JoJo's juices ran across my cheeks and neck than went down my throat.
"Keep going, Xavier, my love," JoJo moaned. "I'm almost there again."
Flicking her clit with my tongue, I teased JoJo until she grabbed a handful of my hair and forced her cunt against my mouth. Taking the hint, I sucked her pleasure nubbin into my mouth again before sucking forcefully. This time, as I sucked on JoJo's clit, Bella sucked JoJo's left nipple into her mouth before biting it hard and pulling back.
"Fuck!" JoJo swore as she bucked and shuddered her way through another liquid-gushing orgasm. Although I licked and sucked for all I was worth, I had no chance of keeping up with her flood, and more of her essence flowed over me.
Smiling, JoJo climbed to her feet before kneeling behind Bella and kissing Bella's neck. JoJo's hands found my mother's breasts, and as Bella started riding me harder, JoJo began whispering in Bella's ear, telling her how beautiful she looked with their husband's cock jammed nuts deep inside her.
With my cock buried deep inside her and her sister-wife's lips kissing and nibbling as well JoJo's hands stroking and tweaking her nipples, it didn't take long for Bella to join JoJo in orgasmic heaven.
"Yesss!" Bella hissed as her frenetic thrusting shuddered to a halt, and her pussy snapped tight around my cock's shaft.
Bella's hands, which were on my chest, clenched as her orgasm swept over her, causing her long nails to dig painfully into my pecs. Luckily, it was my turn to have the sudden pain/pleasure combination launch me into my orgasm. Groaning, I splashed semen deep into Bella's slick tunnel as my balls tightened against my shaft and my prostate cramped.
"That was a good start, husband," JoJo told me. "Now, get your ass up and take us to bed as it looks like these lecherous layabouts will spend the night fucking, and we want you to ourselves tonight."
Standing, I noticed that Charlie was still servicing Madison's pussy, but Madison had knelt and taken Peter's long, slim tool in her mouth as she tried to coax it back to life. It wasn't until then that I noticed Charlie still had a cock cage in place. Then, turning to my wives with a raised eyebrow, I glanced back at Charlie.
"Madison has complete control of Charlie's training now, Xavier," JoJo explained. "She says that he's almost there but is still too concerned with getting his pleasure first before he looks after his woman. So the cage is to remind Charlie that the woman's needs must always come first. Literally, as well as figuratively."
Casting any more thoughts about Charlie from my head, I wrapped my arms around my twin loves and headed for our bedroom.
JoJo, Bella and I were waiting at my studio shortly before 10.00 am the following day. Alan had sent a confirmation text sometime after I'd taken my wives to bed, so I didn't see it until the morning. I happened to be watching out the window as Alan and Alannah parked their nearly twenty-year-old Holden Commodore in one of the guest parking slots. As the long-legged Alannah swung her legs out of the car, I felt an instant reaction in my groin.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'She could be Bella's daughter!'

To be continued.
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From BSSH 03...
As Beverly walked with Barry out of the room, she turned to stare down her husband, "You, Mister Swanson, can go get Marjorie out of the closet and come to dinner as her. When we go to bed, and you've used your tongue to get me off, you can explain to me why you thought I'd have a problem with Ben fucking you. Then, later this week, Mr Stokes can fuck us both with you as Marjorie, got it? But not until Ben has done some apologising and explaining."
...
Chapter 1: Gloria I.
Gloria and Barry discussed their wedding plans during the drive home after dinner with Gloria's parents. Of course, Barry was keen to marry as soon as possible, but Gloria wanted him to continue exploring his sexuality. She wanted Barry to be sexually free when he committed himself to her. What's more, she wanted him to, if not actively recruit lovers for her, at least be comfortable with her flirting with others and bedding them on a whim.
Plus, she wanted Barry to feel comfortable taking a lover for himself. Male or female, Gloria didn't mind. If her marriage was to be an open one, Gloria feared that if Barry weren't getting his share or didn't become voyeuristic as her father is, Barry would tire of her dalliances and either divorce her or demand she stop. Gloria didn't want to stop. She liked her life but desired a life partner she could have kids with and who was the rock she could depend on when life threw lemons.
For years, she'd assumed her father was weak. But she now realised that he was the emotionally strongest man she knew. He was her mother's world and the bedrock on which her mother had built her life. Her father didn't allow her mother's dalliances because he was weak and couldn't stop them. He encouraged them because he loved watching his wife fucking. His wife's sex drive exceeded his, so rather than allowing her sexual frustration to drive her into illicit affairs, her father recruited men he wanted to watch fuck his wife.
Deep down, Gloria knew she was a slut. She loved sex and all the aspects of sex. She loved being seduced and loved the thrill of being the seductress. She hated wimps with a passion and adored men who could make her submit. So called feminists drove her insane with their inane prattling about the perfidy of men. Gloria detested the hypocrisy of feminist women who railed about the patriarchy while demanding that the patriarchy give women preference to 'even up' the assumed gender disparity.
'If you want something, you stupid bitches,' Gloria thought. 'Show them you're as capable as men are and get it. Nothing is stopping you!'
'Take members of parliament,' Gloria mused. 'Feminists want the two main political parties to preselect more female candidates. But the local party branches preselect the candidates. So if feminists want more female candidates, all they have to do is join the party branches in numbers sufficient enough to ensure women candidates are selected. No need at all to ask 'The Patriarchy' to do it for them.'
Gloria had no compunction using her luscious assets to advance her career. On the contrary, her earthiness and love of sex gave her an advantage over the men and most women she competed against for promotion. An advantage she was happy to exploit. Gloria considered using her body's assets to get what she wanted to be no different to a man using his greater physical strength to get jobs a weaker person couldn't.
'And besides,' Gloria thought. 'The sex is often amazing!'
Gloria didn't draw the line at married men. She believed any issues fucking her caused them were their problem. Gloria didn't want to take them away from their wives. She just wanted to screw them.
Only once had she been confronted by a wife after fucking that wife's husband. 'The silly bitch tried to slap me,' Gloria remembered. 'After I put her over my knee and spanked her ass, I told her it wasn't my fault she was a dud root and offered to give her lessons. Up close and personal ones, of course. Strange, though, because I could have sworn she was turned on after I spanked her. At least it smelt like she was. Maybe I should have stuffed two fingers into her uptight cunt.'
Thinking about that made Gloria horny, so she took Barry's hand and guided it onto her knickerless crotch. Then, spreading her thighs, Gloria pushed Barry's middle two fingers onto her clit. "There's a treed-off truck stop just ahead, Baz. Pull into there and park. If we don't fit in the backseat, you can bend me over the bonnet and fuck me."
It was awkward, but they fit in the backseat. Barry fitted into her much better!
Barry didn't quite get her there before he climaxed inside her, but he willingly went down and finished the job. As they sat up, they discovered they had an audience. A truck driver with a big beer belly and an impressively sized dick in his chubby hand stood at the backdoor window tossing off as he watched the action.
Barry got out and put himself away as Gloria lay on her back, still revelling in her orgasm and stroking her exposed pussy.
"Shit, mate!" The truckie exclaimed. "That's one hot broad! Do you, umm, share?"
Gloria sat up and examined the driver, "Is that clean?" She asked, pointing at the truckie's dick.
"Just used the showers," The driver answered, gesturing towards the rest stop's facilities.
"Bring it here then," Gloria seductively suggested.
Quick to comply, the truckie presented his massive organ to Gloria's lips.
Failing to wrap her hand entirely around the driver's impressively girthed cock, Gloria looked up at the driver, smiled and said, "Nice!"
She bobbed her head onto the cock and took it all with one swallow.
"Oh, Gawd!" The driver groaned. "No way! She did not just do that!"
"It gets better," Barry informed him as Gloria looked endearingly up at the truckie and sucked, her cheeks hollowing as she did.
"Shit!" The driver hissed as his balls clamped against his shaft, and he lost his load down Gloria's throat.
"Told you," Barry said smugly.
Still sucking, Gloria pulled off the truck driver's humungous dick. With a loud pop, the truckie's dick sprang free. Then, still holding the base, Gloria made a show of swallowing before tilting her back and opening her mouth to show she'd swallowed the driver's gift.
"I can go again," The driver pleaded. "But there's more room in my sleeper than here. I don't suppose you want..."
"Both of us," Gloria stated firmly.
The truckie glanced at Barry before saying, "I'm not into no gay stuff."
Gloria sniffed, "Him and you in me. Not you in him."
"Oh. Yeah, that'd work. Do you want to...?"
"Lead on," Barry encouraged.
"Dave," The driver said, holding out his hand.
"Doesn't matter," Barry replied, shaking his head. "This is a once only offer."
Walking over to his truck, Dave opened the sleeper's door and gestured for Barry and Gloria to climb up.
"You first," Barry insisted.
"I'm not going to kidnap you or anything." Dave protested. "I'd love you to come for a ride, though," the truckie chuckled.
Barry stared at him evenly.
"Okay," The driver quickly said, scared Barry might change his mind.
He climbed into the truck and held his big hand out to pull Gloria up. Barry swiftly followed. Spying her prize still swinging before her, Gloria knelt to take it back into her mouth. But the driver grunted and asked, "Buddy, umm, you know? Can I, umm...?"
"Try the other end?" Barry smirked.
"Umm, yeah. Do you mind?"
"Not up to me," Barry pointed out.
Gloria didn't say anything, just turned and lifted her flowing skirt over her plump ass and backed onto Dave's colossal wang. Barry knee-walked forward until he was close enough to offer his meagre but throbbing with anticipation dick to Gloria's lips. Holding still as Gloria sucked and Dave pounded into her, Barry tried to keep a lid on his arousal so as not to cum before the other two, but he was so excited he found it difficult to maintain control.
Fortunately, Dave was at least as excited as he was, and he suddenly grunted before exploding into Gloria's slippery cunt. Feeling Dave's massive cock squirting warm semen onto her cervix sent Gloria over the edge, and she spasmed and jerked as her orgasm peaked in time with Dave's squirts. Grateful, Barry unclenched his ass and unloaded into his fiancée's greedily sucking mouth.
His slowly wilting cock slipped from Gloria's pussy as Dave sat back. Panting, he said, "With a bit of help, I could go again..." But stopped at Barry's vehement head shake.
"Thanks for your twin gifts, driver," Barry said. "But we're done."
"Sure," Dave acceded. "Look, if you're ever back this way, this is my regular overnight stop, so, you know, look me up!"
"You never know your luck," Barry noncommittedly answered as he slid from the sleeper before helping Gloria down.
"Thanks," Dave called after them as they walked to Barry's car.
Not bothering to clean up, they drove home. Turning to face her man, Gloria leaned against her door and studied him.
After a few kilometres, Barry self-consciously asked, "What?"
"Back there," She indicated back the way they'd come. "That was interesting."
"Meeting a truck driver and immediately fucking him? Yeah, it was interesting." Barry's dick twitched, remembering the incident, and he added, "Exciting, too."
"No. Not that," Gloria said. "You."
"Me?" Barry protested. "What did I do that was interesting?"
"The way you manfully took over and managed the encounter."
Barry's face fell, "Oh. Wasn't I supposed to?"
"No, hang on, yes. Fuck, I don't know which one. Baz, you did as you were supposed to, exactly. You took control and allowed me to do what I wanted to do, but safely. I knew you would protect me if shit went down."
Barry thought about what had happened and thought, 'Shit! I did too! I knew she wanted to, and thinking about watching her do it made me hot as hell, so I made it happen. Damn! It seems like she wanted me to control her and the situation.'
"You'll always be safe with me, baby," Barry stated, patting Gloria's thigh.
"Nice, safe answer, Baz," Gloria smirked. "But what was with that?"
"Taking over?"
"Yes."
Barry took his eyes off the road long enough to meet his fiancée's stare. Then turning back to the road, he answered, "You weren't complaining."
"Baz! You're not in trouble," Gloria emphatically stated. "Stop tippy-toeing around me, and answer the damned question."
"I don't know, Gloria," Barry responded. "I didn't think about it. I just did it. It seemed like the right thing to do, so I did it."
"It was, Baz. It surely was!" Gloria smilingly said as she thought, 'He's going to be just like daddy! People will think he's a cuckold, but he's not. He'll set up most of my encounters willingly and get off on them as much as I will. This is going to be fantastic.'
The rest of the ride was uneventful, and they eventually pulled up outside Ben's house. Barry wanted to park and come inside, but with a lovingly soft kiss, Gloria patted his cheek and said, "I'll see you at yours for dinner tomorrow, Baz. I'll bring something to cook."
Gloria walked inside, went to her room to take a quick shower, made sure her pussy was well cleaned, and then went looking for Ben. Glancing into the kitchen to find it empty, she marched down to the lounge. Opening the door, she found Emily sitting on Ben's lap, snuggled onto his broad chest.
"You!" Gloria gestured at Ben. "Get your ass down to your bedroom. You have some explaining and apologising to do. Emily, you lusciously bottomed trollop, you may follow and watch."
"And if I refuse to move?" Emily simpered.
"Then I'll pull you off Ben's lap, spank you, and send you to bed. Well? What's it to be?"
Hands on hips, Gloria glared at the pair of them as Ben chuckled. Emily held her ground, but when Gloria took a step towards her, she squeaked and jumped from Ben's embrace.
Gloria tapped her foot and pointed toward Ben's bedroom, "Get!" She demanded.
Feigning unconcern, Ben stood and strolled to his room.
Following after him, Gloria flung back over her shoulder, "Get your vibrator, Emily. You won't want to miss this."
Emily decided she sure as hell didn't want to miss it, so she scampered off to her bedroom before meeting the others in Ben's bedroom.
Stripping off and holding her clothes, a naked Gloria walked into Ben's room. Emily burst into the room behind Gloria, squeaking again as she saw Gloria naked and swiftly peeled off her clothes.
"Sit there," Gloria demanded of Emily, pointing at the loveseat. "You may look but not touch unless I say you can."
Dismissing Emily from her mind, Gloria stood, hands on hips glaring at Ben, "Mr Stokes, you have entirely too many clothes on. Get your sexy butt naked and sit on your bed!"
Grinning, Ben mocked a salute and said, "Yes, ma'am!"
"I'll 'yes, ma'am' you if you're not naked by a count of three," Gloria growled.
Starting to be perturbed, Ben quickly stripped and sat on his bed. Looking at the two gorgeous and naked women in his room, Ben hardened, despite beginning to worry how about how much trouble he was in. Seeing Ben's gorgeously long and thick 7-inch cock had Gloria's pussy instantly drooling, but she had business to attend to first.
"Mister Ben Stokes, how do you get off fucking my father behind my mother's and my back for all these years?"
Emily gasped but was silenced by Gloria's glare.
"You said you both knew about it," Ben whiningly protested.
"Yes. But you didn't know we did! I only just found out today that Dad didn't know that Mum and I knew. So, back to my question. Why the fuck were you fucking my father behind Mum's back? You damn well know she wouldn't have cared!"
Ben sighed, agreeing that he had royally fucked up, but he had to try at least to explain.
"Mark asked me if I wanted to fuck him, too. Gloria. I told him I didn't fancy men, but he explained about his cross-dressing fantasies and showed me some pictures of him done up. I still wasn't interested, but I thought he looked pretty good all done up. Then he promised to create more opportunities for Beverly and me to play if I'd fuck him too.
"So you did, you damned slut," Gloria railed, hoping Ben couldn't smell how turned on she was. "Why didn't you tell Mum?"
Ben sighed again, "Because Mark begged me not to, Gloria. He is terrified that Gloria will discover it and divorce his girly ass. Your father would die if Beverly left him, Gloria. You know that."
"More likely kill himself than die," Gloria muttered. "But same same, really." Louder, she added, "I'm still not satisfied with that answer, Benny boy. That would explain once or twice, but most Thursdays for over a year? Nah! What else?"
Ben grinned, "Mark gives better head than you and your mother, and his ass is much tighter!"
Despite herself, Gloria laughed, then exclaimed, "Bullshit! I'm calling bullshit on that!"
Ben chuckled but admitted, "Yeah, you're right. But he's pretty damned close! But he loves being humiliated, and sometimes that's a fun game to play!"
Deciding she'd admonished Ben sufficiently, Gloria thought it was time for some fun. So sitting her voluptuous ass on Ben's knees, she rubbed her huge melons over his face.
"These things don't suck themselves, Mister Stokes," She growled.
As Ben suckled on her thick nipple, Gloria took him in her hand and guided him to her entrance. Then with a huge sigh, she settled onto Ben's turgid pole.
Behind her, the sound of a buzzing toy rose. Smiling to herself, Gloria leant forwards and pushed on Ben's shoulders, toppling him onto his back. Then leaning over, Gloria pushed her crinkly-hard nipple back into Ben's mouth.
"This is just a warm-up, Mr Benjamin," Gloria snarled. "If you think I'm letting you off the hook for fucking my father and then doing all the work, you can think again!"
Ben sat, laughed, and stood up, lifting the surprised Gloria. Ben then turned and unceremoniously dumped Gloria face down onto the bed. Before Gloria could react, Ben smacked her ass, took two lengths of soft rope out of his bedside table and tied Gloria's ankles to the bed's legs.
Once Gloria was firmly tied down, Ben pushed two pillows under Gloria's hips, then covered her lush body with his muscly one and positioned his thick, rampantly erect cock at her vulva's entrance. Next, he forced his hands under Gloria's upper body and grabbed a double handful of her almost watermelon-sized breasts. Satisfied he had positioned himself correctly, Ben hauled back on Gloria's tits as he rammed his hips forward, driving full-length into Gloria's sopping wet pussy in one aggressive push.
"Ungh!" Gloria grunted.
Ben slammed into her again.
"Ungh!"
Again.
"Umpf!"
Pulling all but the tip of his cock out of Gloria, Ben squeezed her teetahs hard and launched himself into her.
"Ungh!"
Ben repeated his forceful lunge into Gloria.
"Oh, Gawd!" Gloria yelled. "I'm coming!"
Then, bouncing up and down and back and forth, her head tossing, her mouth panting, Gloria tipped her head back and yowled as her orgasm picked her up on its crest and dashed her onto the rocks of her shattered mind. Overwhelmed, Gloria briefly passed out.
Gloria's eyes fluttered open only a few deep, slow breaths later, and she growled, "If you think you're finished there, guess again!"
Chuckling, Ben added two more pillows under Gloria, causing her wobbly posterior to arch lewdly into the air. Then taking more rope yet out of his bedside table, Ben tied Gloria's hands to the headboard before untying her ankles and binding them together. Then, taking a bottle of sex lube out of the drawer, Ben oiled his thick tool and Gloria's ring.
Gloria uses her dark fuck hole regularly, so Ben didn't bother with any preparation other than lube. Making a last check to ensure he had lubed his dick and Gloria's rosebud adequately, Ben spread his knees and knelt astride Gloria's ass kneeling upright. Then pushing his throbbing member down, Ben lined it up with Gloria's pucker hole, forced the first few inches in until the head hit her knot, then placed his hand on her lower back for balance and pumped his whole dick deep into her rear fuck hole.
"Oomph!" Gloria groaned as Ben speared through her knot.
Ben pulled back and slowly but relentlessly shoved back in.
"Oomph!" Gloria grunted again.
Ben let his elbows bend and sagged onto Gloria's back, then moving his hands under Gloria's armpits, Ben gripped her shoulders and pulled back as he jammed into her ass a third time. The next time he slammed into her, Ben pulled back on Gloria's shoulders, forcing even more of his turgid pole into her ass.
"Umph!" Gloria grunted. "Harder," she gasped next.
Ben moved his left hand to Gloria's left nipple and pinched it between his thumb and forefinger. Then, as he jammed into her into Gloria's fuck hole for the fifth, he squeezed and twisted her nipple mercilessly.
"Oh, fuck!" Gloria groaned as she orgasmed again. "That'll do it!"



Ben pulled back and ploughed into her again, and Gloria's screaming response slowly tapered off as she briefly lost contact with the world again.
Gasping as her vision swam back, Gloria said, "Good start, Benjamin Andrew Stokes! Now fuck me until I can't walk. Then fuck me some more!"
Wanting to apologise for fucking her father and not telling her, Ben put Gloria through her paces that night. He lost count of how many times he came into her but knew that Gloria had at least six or seven to his one. The last ride had Gloria upside down, her head bent under her shoulders, her shoulders pressed to the bed, and Ben holding her ass in the air as he squatted and pumped into her cunt.
Once they'd climaxed for a final time, they both collapsed onto the bed and slept until Emily's phone alarm alerted her it was time for her first Uni class.
Surprised, Ben lifted his head to peer sleepily at Emily, "WTF are you doing in here, Ems?" He asked.
"Watching," Emily admitted as she dragged her ass off the loveseat and searched for her clothes.
Remembering, Ben grinned and replied, "Learn anything new?"
"I learned that I'm nowhere near as loud as Gloria when I orgasm," Emily grinned.
"See anything you'd like to try?"
Emily, wearing only her knickers, crossed to the bed and kissed Ben's surprised lips, "All of it," she answered after the kiss. "Classes call," Emily added as, mostly naked, she staggered out the door.
Ben nudged Gloria, "It's 7.00 am. You going to work?"
"I'd better," Gloria mumbled. "I'm out of personal leave, and Stan made an exception so I could take Ben to meet my parents, so I'd better make an appearance. Shit!" She added. "I should probably blow that dragon-breathed fucker to thank him for another paid day off."
"Not slowing down despite being engaged, huh?" Ben teased.
Blushing, Gloria thought, 'Fuck! I'd hoped that Ben missed my slip yesterday! Ah well. Shit it! Who cares?' "Who said I was engaged, Mr Stokes?" Gloria pretended.
"The ring on your finger and you yesterday," Ben pointed out.
Trying not to let her shoulders sag, Gloria asked. "You don't approve?"
"It's not up to me," Ben pointed out.
"But, still?"
"I put you and Baz together because I thought you'd be good for him," Ben confessed. "I thought you and he would have a bit of fun, and you'd teach him to loosen his pucker hole and enjoy life. If I thought the Muppet would fall in love with you, I'd never have introduced you."
"Because?"
"I believed you weren't ready to settle with one man!"
Angry at Ben's continual misinterpreting, Gloria snarled, "Because my mother and I are nothing but sluts, right?"
Shocked at Gloria's lack of understanding, Ben heatedly answered, "Listen, you gorgeously luscious bitch. I have never decried or insulted either your or your mother's sexuality. But I did not think you were ready to settle into domestic bliss with any man, especially not with the sexually inexperienced son of a friend of mine. So take your sanctimonious bullshit, and cram it."
"Shut up, and fuck me," Gloria demanded. Her libido ramped up by Ben's assertive demeanour.
"You'll be late for work," Ben pointed out.
Looking at her watch, Gloria cursed and replied, "You're right. So it'll have to be a quickie, now hurry up and get it in me!"
Shaking his head in wonder, Ben rolled Gloria onto her tummy and pushed back into her cum sloppy pussy. Then reaching under her hips to find her clit, Ben swiftly brought them both to a release.
Giving Ben an appreciative kiss on his cheek, Gloria rolled out of bed, saying, "Mum expects to see you on Thursday, and you'd better be ready to do a lot of apologising! So make sure you're well rested by then because you'll need to be!"
Gloria arrived her typical fifteen minutes early for work. Stan was already in and sitting at his desk, answering emails and looking through reports. He looked up as Gloria walked purposefully into his office and shut the door. But he was totally unprepared for her to kneel, crawl under his desk, pull out his rapidly inflating todger and start sucking on it.
"Fuck, Gloria!" Stan groaned. "The others could be in at any minute!"
"Better hurry up and cum, then," Gloria mumbled around his cock.
Unable to resist, Stan's eyes closed as his hands found Gloria's head, and he thrust into her slurping mouth.
"Cumming!" Stan warned only a few moments later.
Gloria pumped him harder as her tongue danced over his glans. Groaning, Stan ejaculated into Gloria's willing mouth. When Stan's cock stopped twitching, Gloria sucked his deflating tool deeper into her mouth and swirled her tongue around, ensuring she'd cleaned up all Stan's secretions.
"Clear to climb out of here?" She asked her stunned boss.
"Umm, uh, yeah. All clear," Stan mumbled, quickly looking around.
Gloria got to her feet, kissed her boss on the cheek and said, "Thanks for giving me an extra day yesterday, Stan. It was much appreciated."
"Umm, ahh, umm, well, if you're going to thank me by doing that every time, Ms Swanson. You can ask me for an extra day off every week!" Stan said lamely.
"You might get in trouble with HR if you do that," Gloria stated before winking and grinning. "Seriously, though, Stan. Thanks for the extra day."
"If you don't mind me asking, Gloria," Stan queried. "Why did you suddenly need a day off so late in the morning?"
A proud and pleased grin broke over Gloria's face, "Because my man asked me to marry him yesterday morning, Boss. See?"
She pushed her new ring under Stan's nose.
"Oh, I guess that congratulations are in order," Stan offered, wondering why she was on her knees blowing him if she'd just gotten engaged.
Guessing what Stan was thinking, Gloria tittered, "Don't worry, Boss. I'll still blow you whenever I need to show my appreciation."
Flushing embarrassedly, Stan harrumphed and said, "If that's all, Ms Swanson. We both have work to do."
Smiling, Gloria said, "Thanks again, Stan. See you out there."
Heading to her workstation, where she oversaw a group of between twenty and thirty pickers, depending on how busy the day was, Gloria looked for her friend Luna Willow. Luna is a pocket dynamo of a young woman, standing barely 5-foot (152 cm) tall and weighing a paltry 99 lbs (45 kg). Her petite stature belied her boundless energy and enthusiasm. It seemed impossible that Luna's tiny frame could hold enough muscle bulk to lift more than the safety hat to her head, but she was Gloria's best worker and friend.
At work, Luna dressed down to hide her curvy figure. With her 34-24-34 body and D-cup breasts, if she wore even loose-fitting tops, her male co-workers walked into things or each other when she was around. With her dark brown eyes and pretty, elfin face, many wondered why Luna worked as a forklift driver, not a runway model.
Gloria and Luna share a friendship because they share a secret. Both are earthy women who adore sex and crave lots of it. Luna has spent many nights being vigorously fucked by Gloria when they unsuccessfully 'hunted' together, and neither found someone they wanted to go home with.
Gloria had to use her petite strap-on dildo when she fucked her friend because Luna had the tiniest and shallowest pussy of anyone Gloria knew or had heard of. If it was thick, even a standard five and three quarter inch dick was too much for Luna to take comfortably.
Finding Luna packing some boxes onto a pallet, Gloria asked, "You doing anything tonight?"
Luna looked around to ensure no one was close enough to hear and replied, "Being fucked by you, I'd have guessed if it wasn't for that gigantic rock sitting on your ring finger. What's with, girl? I'm your best friend and didn't even know you were dating someone. Oh shit! Did Ben propose?"
"Don't be looney, Luna," Gloria grinned, knowing her friend hated that coupling.
"Who then?"
"Barry Corcoran..."
Before Gloria could explain, Luna interrupted, "Who? Have I met him? I don't remember anyone called Barry that we've met."
"FFS, Luna!" Gloria grinningly scolded. "Shut up. Join me for dinner tonight, and you'll meet him."
"I'd love to. Where do you want to meet, and how shall I dress?"
"Barry's apartment. I'll text you the address. Dress sexy as fuck, okay? We're going to have some fun tonight."
"My pussy's dripping already, you slut," Luna teased. "He'd better be worth it!"
Seeing a co-worker driving up, Gloria switched to supervisor mode and pretended to growl exasperatedly, "Luna, if you're going to keep your knees straight and bend over to pick things up, you can't be surprised when the boys ogle you. Besides, you know to bend your knees when lifting."
When the forky was out of earshot, Gloria patted Luna's tight buns and said, "See you tonight, lover. 7 O'clock, yeah?"
"Yeah," Luna acknowledged, knowing she'd drip all day anticipating playing with Gloria tonight.
Chapter 2: Gloria II
Getting back to her workstation, Gloria texted Barry's address to her friend and then checked her team's progress on her computer. Seeing all but the new guy and her usual pain-in-the-butt, Nathan, were working well and on track, Gloria donned her hard hat and safety glasses and went to see if they needed help or an ass chewing. After getting those two up to speed, the rest of the day went to plan, and the team left work on time. Waving to Stan, Gloria headed home to Ben's place, ready to shower, do herself up, drive to Barry's, and introduce her man to his 'delectable treat'.
Wearing a dark red, mid-thigh leather skirt under her matching dark red bustier and 7-inch black pumps, Gloria opened the door and strode inside to find her man chatting with Neil. Not one to beat about the bush, Gloria marched over to Neil, took his hand, pulled him to his feet, plastered her body to his, groped his ass, and shoved her tongue down his throat.
"Not tonight, sorry, Neil," Gloria informed him when she gave Neil time to take a breath. "I have plans for my man that don't include another male. Now fuck off home, and I promise I'll make it up to you on Friday. Okay?"
Gloria stepped back, and then when Neil hesitated, wanting to protest, Gloria grabbed his hardening manhood and said, "On Friday, I promise that you can stick this in all three of my holes, but you need to fuck off tonight. Okay?"
Finally taking the hint, Neil grinned at Barry, 'tipped his hat' (not that he had a hat on) to Gloria, and replied, "Friday it is. Ah, fuck it. I won't mind a bit of Maccas on the way home." The last said over his shoulder as he walked down the stairs to his car.
Gloria took Barry's hand, led him to the couch, and kissed her man as thoroughly as possible. Then Gloria slid her hand inside Barry's polo, ran it over his pudgy chest, and played with his nipples. Barry tried to mimic her actions, but the tight bustier top prevented access to Gloria's magnificent mammary set. The bustier did, however, pile Gloria's breast mounds up deliciously, so Barry fixated on there, fantasising that Gloria would let him fuck them.
Reading his mind, Gloria grinned, "Yes, you may. Later tonight, if you want."
"I want," Barry said huskily, urgent desire evident.
Barry put his hand on Gloria's knee and began working it under her skirt. Grabbing it, Gloria said, "No", firmly. Thinking his lover may have been on the rags, Barry ceased trying to touch her pussy. But, little did he know Gloria didn't want him to touch it because she had a surprise waiting for him, and she didn't want it exposed until Luna got there.
Gloria was about to check the time on her phone when there was a knock on the door. Not expecting company other than Gloria, Barry frowned. Then thinking Neil must have got his Maccas and returned, Neil snatched the door open, preparing to berate his friend, only to find the diminutive Luna pushing past him into the room.
Spotting Gloria on the couch, Luna winked and then turned back to Barry.
"Hi," she chimed musically. "You must be Barry. I'm Gloria's co-worker, friend, man-hunting sidekick, and occasional lover, Luna. Nice to meet you."
Completely overawed, Barry stared at the petite vision of sexiness standing in front of him. Wearing a dark purple bustier that her glorious globes were almost falling out of, over black hotpants, with fishnet stockings inside 7-inch strappy stiletto heels, Luna looked like every man's porno fantasy.
Add in light brown hair and olive skin, with dark brown eyes and a pixie nose over full, pouting lips, and all Barry managed to stumble out was, "Wow!"
Grinning at her friend, Luna said, "Quite the conversationalist, isn't he?"
"Hard for a man to think when all his blood is throbbing in his dick's head," Gloria drawled, delighted her man seemed to like his treat.
Luna plastered her body to Barry's and grabbed his stiff pole, "Is this for me?" She asked coquettishly, excited that Barry carried something she thought she could take inside her body comfortably. 'Guys bigger than this, always try to force it all inside me,' Luna thought. 'It's like they don't realise or care they're hurting me. That's why I always end up letting them cum in my mouth or put it in my butt.'
Nonplussed by Luna's aggressiveness, Barry turned his head to Gloria, expecting her to be pissed at him for letting Luna grope him. Instead, he found her grinning and looking delighted that her friend had his cock in her hand.
"Like your treat, Baz?" Gloria needlessly asked.
'I'll never understand her,' Barry thought as he nodded vigorously. Scared if he disagreed, Gloria would send Luna home.
Testing the waters, Barry ventured, "You're saying I get to make love to Luna tonight?"
"No!" Gloria emphatically stated, choosing to interpret her lover's words literally. Then when Barry's face fell, she added, "You get to watch me fuck her. Then you get to be fucked by me as you fuck her."
"Fanfuckingtastic," the awed Barry mouthed.
"Dinner first," Gloria announced, pulling chicken breast fillets and the makings for chicken pesto pasta out of her bag.
The women spent the time making dinner teasing Barry. Sometimes they'd press their bodies together, the much taller Gloria bending over, and exchange passionate kisses as their hands ran over the other's back and ass. Other times, Gloria would turn Luna to face Barry, pull Luna's hair off her shoulder, then kiss and nibble Luna's neck and shoulders as Gloria ran her hands over Luna's sexily toned body, occasionally sliding her hand down to caress Luna's button through her hotpants.
To add to Barry's arousal, the girls alternately walked over to him and pushed his head between their mounded breasts.
"I swear if one of you does that again, I'm bending you over the couch and fucking you," Barry tried to growl.
Laughing as she skipped across the room, Luna replied, "All good things come to those that wait, Baz, and I'm as hot as all fuck, so you might have to wait a long time before Gloria satiates me."
"You're hot?" Barry muttered. "I think my fucking balls are about to explode!"
Grinning at her friend, Gloria cut her eyes towards Barry and raised an eyebrow. Taking the hint, Luna strutted over to Barry and struck a sexy pose. Then turning her back to Barry, she bent over, looked back at him past her bottom, then smacked her ass.
Barry's hips jerked forward at the resounding report, and he groaned. Smiling, Luna turned to him and placed his hands on her hips. Swinging her hips as if in time to music, Luna turned away, then, keeping her knees straight, bent at the waist and guided Barry's hands onto her tight buttocks.
Astounded, Barry looked to see what his fiancée would do. To his surprise, Gloria was leaning on her elbows over the kitchen bench, sipping white wine, a pleased smile flitting over her face.
He wanted to know how far he could push things, so Barry stroked his hands over Luna's shapely butt before moving them to her inner thighs. Luna spread her legs as if to give Barry better access to her perineum and pussy, but just as Barry's searching hand cupped her pussy, Luna twisted and danced away before crossing to Gloria and pulling her into a passionate kiss, her tongue battling with Gloria's.
Done kissing Gloria, Luna snaked her hips, hands held above her head and swayed across to Barry. Then dancing close enough for Barry to touch, she waited until he reached for her before dancing away untouched. Luna repeated her tease three more times, but the fourth time she danced close, Luna suddenly flung herself at Barry, knocking him back against the couch. Then dropping to her knees, Luna had Barry's precum leaking cock gobbled down before Barry knew what the fuck was happening.
Shocked but horny beyond his limited experience, Barry almost immediately erupted into Luna's voraciously sucking mouth.
"Gawddamn!" Barry groaned as his aching balls violently emptied into Luna's mouth.
Smiling, Luna tucked Barry's softening dick back into his trousers. Then she swayed across to Gloria, turned Gloria until they were side on to Barry, and kissed her passionately, pushing Barry's seed into her friend's mouth with her tongue.
Knowing Luna would do that, Gloria turned her lips to Barry to show him she had his cum held in her mouth and smeared on and around her lips. Then, as Luna tipped her head back, mouth open, Gloria let the seed drip back into Luna's mouth.
Subconsciously squeezing his suddenly reappearing erection, Barry groaned, "Ah, Gawd!" and desperately tried not to cum in his pants.
Grinning at each other, the girls turned as one and said, "Dinner!"
Of course, the women sat Barry between them at the dinner table, and as they only needed a fork to eat the pesto, their hands were soon in his lap, vying to take hold of his cock. This kept going until Gloria spread her hand over Barry's entire package and cupped them. Luna knew better than to push the issue and grinned at her friend, acknowledging her 'ownership'.
After they'd eaten dinner, Gloria and Luna led Barry back to the couch, sat on either side and took turns kissing and tongue dancing with him. The girls were probably working themselves up as much as they were him because there were panted breaths and flushed faces all around. To Barry's delight, the girls would also lean across him to share passionate kisses.
Deciding it was time to move the show along, Gloria turned, pushed Barry against the couch and seductively undid her bustier's clips, exposing her full, round breasts. Then taking Barry's head between her hands, she guided his mouth onto her turgid nipple.
Luna cupped Gloria's left breast in her tiny hand and sucked that nipple into her mouth as Barry tongued the other.
"So good," Gloria sighed happily.
But it wasn't enough. As her sexual desires began soaring, Gloria needed more, so she stood and pulled her friend to her feet. Gloria urgently kissed her friend as she ran her hands over Luna's back and ass. Then turning Luna to face Barry, Gloria exposed one of Luna's shoulders and slowly and sensually undid the buttons down the front of Luna's bustier.
As the bustier sprung apart, Gloria caught it and casually threw it over the back of the couch. Then, her eyes glued to her man, Gloria cupped Luna's ripe, D-cupped melons and gently rolled Luna's nipples between her thumb and forefinger, gently stretching them away from them Luna's breasts as she kissed and licked Luna's exposed shoulder.
Luna was ready to fuck. Gloria could easily smell it. Her man was ready to explode. That was clear from his moans, groans, and slowly blinking eyes, so Gloria knew it was time to screw her lovers, and she knew she would do it expertly.
Pushing the shuddering Luna away, Gloria quickly undid the remaining clips and threw her bustier on top of Luna's. Then turning, she unzipped her leather skirt, wriggled it over her luscious bottom, and dropped it to the floor, exposing the hidden surprise to her man.



Barry's eyes widened as he saw his fiancée's strap-on, but when she pushed Luna onto the couch, pulled Luna's hips to the edge and ripped off Luna's hotpants, revealing her fishnets were crotchless, it seemed his eyes would bug out of his head.
"Oh_my_fucking_Gawd," Barry moaned unbelievingly. "Are you really going to...?"
He couldn't complete the sentence because Gloria knelt between Luna's lifted knees and positioned the strap-on's head, then slowly inserted the toy into Luna's squelchingly wet cunt.
"Look at where we're joined, Barry," Gloria demanded.
Leaning over, Barry's knees slammed together as he clenched his butt cheeks, trying not to orgasm at the erotic sight of Gloria softly stroking into Luna.
"You have clothes on still, Barry," Gloria mentioned, arching her eyebrow.
Not being a complete fool, Barry swiftly divested his clothing.
"Kneel on the couch and offer your cock to Luna," Gloria ordered.
As soon as Barry's throbbing member came within reach, Luna smiled at him, cupped his balls then swallowed the entire thing.
Embarrassed by the ease with which Luna swallowed, Barry apologised, "Not the biggest around," he admitted. "But I make up with it with my fingers, mouth and tongue."
Luna, after groaning and humping at Gloria's invading 'cock', let Barry's todger out of her mouth before saying, "It'll be perfect for me, Baz. You'll see."
A few minutes later, Luna groaned around Barry's twitching dick again. Her guttural voice vibrated the air around Barry's meagre penis, overcoming his resistance, and with a deep groan, Barry spurted semen into Luna's mouth. Receiving her second mouthful of her best friend's man's juice excited Luna, and with a shudder, she climaxed on Gloria's stroking 'cock'.
"Pull the couch cushions off onto the floor and lie on them, Baz," Gloria demanded
Barry quickly did as told. When he lay down, Gloria pulled out of Luna and encouraged her to assume the classical '69' position with Barry. Then, as Luna sucked the still-hard Barry back into her mouth and Barry lifted his head to Luna's pussy, Gloria gently reinserted the fake cock.
Gloria loves pounding all her lovers, especially the men she pegs, but Luna's tight and shallow vagina precludes Gloria's preferred actions. It didn't matter to Gloria because she prided herself in being a considerate lover as well as a vigorous one.
Having cum twice in reasonably quick succession, Barry had better control, and even though Luna's sucking mouth and twirling tongue felt fantastic around his dick, Barry kept his orgasm in check and concentrated on getting Luna off.
True to his word, Barry used his talented tongue to swirl over and batter Luna's large clit. That delicious sensation, combined with Gloria's insistently constant stroking, allowed Luna to relax and let her orgasm grow. Then, suddenly it was on her. Sucking in a deep breath as her whole body tensed, Luna pushed forcefully back at Gloria's next inward stroke, spasmed, then came, her juices soaking Barry's chin and neck.
Luna sagged off Gloria's 'cock' onto Barry, panting heavily, looked over her shoulder at the smug looking Gloria and sighed, "You're the best lover I've ever had, Glory. You know that, right?"
"Yes, I do!" Gloria smirked. Then added, "My turn!" Gloria handed Luna a solidly thick rubber vibrator, unbuckled her strap-on, tossed it aside, pushed Luna off her man, and took Luna's place. Then lowering her dripping pussy onto Barry's face, Gloria commanded, "Barry, work your typical oral magic. Luna, rim my ass and use the vibrator in my cunt."
Working in tandem, Luna and Barry swiftly brought Gloria to orgasm. However, they knew it was only soft and would never satisfy Gloria's raging desires, so they continued stimulating the earthy woman. A second, stronger orgasm quickly followed her first and a third immediately after that.
Luna knew even better than Barry that Gloria's next climax would rattle the walls of Barry's apartment, so her hand became an almost blur as she thrust the vibrator, turned to full, back and forth inside Gloria's gaping cunt. Then as she felt her friend draw close to her peak, Luna angled the tip of the vibrating toy and pressed it against Gloria's G-spot.
Simultaneously with Luna circling Gloria's G-spot, Barry remembered his lover enjoyed a little pain with her pleasure, so he bit lightly on Gloria's clit.
That proved her undoing. Gloria's thighs snapped shut against Barry's ears as she arched her hips, forcing her G-spot harder against the twirling, vibrating toy. Then, sucking in a lungful of air, Gloria tipped her head back, eyes distant, and shrieked her orgasm to the heavens.
As Gloria bucked and shuddered, her juices poured from her spasming pussy and flooded into Barry's mouth. Swallowing gamely, Barry tried to drink all of it but lost the battle, and Gloria's juices flowed over his ears and neck.
Gloria collapsed onto Barry, her pussy pressing against his nose and mouth. Almost suffocating, Barry rolled her off onto her back. Then, when Gloria's eyes fluttered open, he grinned and said, "Liked that, huh?"
"G-spot orgasms are so intense, Barry, "Gloria admitted. "That's why I love your tongue and fingers in me. Unlike most men, you find my G-spot the first time, every time, and give me the best orgasms." Then turning to her friend, Gloria pulled her into a crushing hug and added, "And you, lover, know just how to set me off!"
Gloria looked at Barry's swollen dick and teasingly asked, "Do you think you can go again, Baz? It's okay if you can't. Luna and I have taken care of each other many times."
"Gloria, I could drill for diamonds with this damned thing, it's that hard," Barry growled. "Where do you want me?"
Reaching for her harness, Gloria grinned, gestured towards Luna, and answered, "Inside her. I'm going to roger you as you fuck her!"
Unable to believe his luck, Barry turned to Luna to see her leaning back, knees up and spread, giving him the 'come hither' with her finger. Worried he wouldn't be big enough to satisfy her, Barry leaned over and kissed Luna's lips, then lowered his mouth to her right breast. Next, he covered Luna's luscious left breast and gently kneaded it as he circled her right nipple with his tongue.
Satisfied with Luna's softly moaned response, Barry slid his hand across Luna's smoothly skinned stomach and onto her freshly shaved snatch. Then Barry pressed his index finger between Luna's folds, exposing her pinkly flushed labia, before adding a second finger and dipping them into Luna's pussy. As he dipped into her, Barry's thumb found Luna's love button, and he pressed firmly against it as he wriggled it back and forth.
"Oh lawd, Glory," Luna moaned. "He is as good as you say he is!"
Pleased by the compliment, Barry lowered his head to where his thumb was and exchanged it for his lips and tongue.
"Gaaawwd," Luna sighed as Barry's delving fingers found her G-spot.
Twirling his fingers over Luna's inner pleasure node, Barry patiently waited until he felt Luna starting to crest. Then he wrapped his lips tightly around Luna's clit and sucked as he battered it with his tongue.
As soon as Barry sucked, Luna's mouth opened wide, and she grabbed a quick breath before shouting, "So Gawddamned good!" as she held Barry tightly to her clit and creamed onto his chin.
"Fuck her, Baz," Gloria demanded, buckling her strap-on firmly into place.
Luna seemed to intuit that Barry was still concerned that his diminutive pecker wouldn't satisfy, so she sat and took Barry's head in her hands, locked her lips with his, and pulled him after her as she lay back down.
"You'll fit me perfectly, Barry," Luna cooed. "You'll see."
Wrapping her legs around Barry's hips, Luna took his rigidly hard tool in her hand and guided it into her shallow depths.
As he slipped inside Gloria's friend, Barry's first thought was, 'Oh my, but is her pussy hot and tight!' His second, 'Wow, is she wet!' But then his cock's head bumped against something. 'What was that?' He thought and pulled back a little before pushing slowly back in again. This time, Luna jumped and hissed as Barry bottomed out inside her.
Holding still, Barry instantly asked, "You okay?"
"I have a tiny and shallow vagina, Barry," Luna informed him. "You're pushing too far in and hitting my cervix."
"Sorry, Luna," Barry apologised, embarrassedly adding, "I've never had that problem before, so I usually try to push in as far as possible."
"It's only when you struggle to get that last little bit inside me that it hurts, Barry. So just fuck me without trying to drive your dick out of my throat, okay?" Then she giggled before adding, "I told you you'd fit me perfectly!"
Astounded, Barry started gently pushing into and out of Luna, taking care not to force his pelvis against hers and hit the bottom of her vagina. Shortly, an equally amazed Luna relaxed and began flowing with Barry, gently timing her upward thrust to meet his downward.
Luna's experience mainly had been with guys who thought jumping on the girl and flailing their hips back and forth trying to drive the poor woman's cervix into her womb was the height of sexual bliss for their partner. Therefore, Luna had learned to do the opposite of most women. Instead of thrusting her hips up to meet her man, she pulled them back, trying to prevent her lover's cock from battering her cervix.
Of course, many guys insisted on holding her bottom and squeezing her hips to them as they jammed into her. Those men, Luna either quickly blew, then blew off, or offered her ass to. Therefore, having Barry make slow and gentle love to her was a pleasant and welcome delight. So, with her eyes closed, Luna rhythmically flexed her hips to meet Barry's gentle but insistent thrusts, and she swiftly neared completion.
Suddenly, Luna's eyes flew open, and she panted, "Fuck me! I'm going to cum with a dick in me!"
Cumming from being vaginally penetrated with a dick was a rare experience for Luna, so her surprise was total as her cunt gripped Barry tightly, and she shuddered through her orgasm.
Slowly coming down from her orgasm, Luna realised Barry hadn't cum yet. Ecstatic that her new lover had coaxed an orgasm from her usually unwilling pussy, Luna gratefully hugged Barry and cooed, "Cum in me, lover. Fill me with your seed."
"Do it!" Gloria hissed from the couch beside them. Gloria had admired how her man had moulded his lovemaking to her best friend's needs and decided to let the two complete their act unbothered. But now they'd cum, Gloria's desires flared, and she wanted more orgasms for herself. But first, she wanted to see her man fill her friend with his cum.
Barry had teetered along the edge of his climax for ages, trying desperately to wait until Luna came before having his release. But hearing Luna and his fiancée demand that he fill Luna's cunt with his seed knocked him off that edge, and with an expansive groan, Barry hunched into Luna a final time before he held still and orgasmed inside her. Then, with Barry's warm, thick cum spraying onto her cervix, Luna shuddered through a petite orgasm, too.
Pushing Barry off Luna, Gloria straddled Luna's head and lowered her pussy onto her friend's willing mouth. Having discarded her strap-on, Gloria ground her trimmed snatch on Luna's face and exploded into the first of many orgasms.
It was well after midnight before the trio finally collapsed into sleep. They all dragged their sorry asses into work the following day, already planning their next encounter.
Chapter 3: Sarah I.
Sarah and Leroy spent the rest of the day and into the night in bed exploring the other's body. They chatted about their lives, hopes and dreams, cuddled and exchanged soft, chaste kisses until their passion flared again, and they fucked. Well after midnight, exhausted, they fell into each other's arms and slept.
Sarah woke the following day alone. Surprised, she pulled her briefs and top on and went searching. When she entered Leroy's kitchen, she saw a note propped up against the kettle.
Picking it up, she read, "Baby girl, I'm sorry I'm not there, but I have practice this morning. I tried to nudge you awake, but you only snuggled closer and wouldn't let me go. So I slipped out of bed and wrote you this note.
There's fresh fruit already chopped into small pieces in a container in the fridge, along with yoghurt. The percolator is ready to go, if you want coffee, turn it on, and it will automatically run. If you prefer, there's bread in the cupboard to toast and various spreadings there, too.
Of course, if you choose to wait for me, we could go back to that café and let you finish your breakfast this time."
Leroy had put a little smiley face beside the last.
Deciding to wait for Leroy to return, Sarah made coffee and, after a bit of a struggle, managed to get his TV tuned to the ABC so she could watch the news. After the news had cycled through a second time, bored, Sarah turned off the TV and wandered around Leroy's apartment. Feeling a little like a naughty schoolgirl poking through her parent's personal things, Sarah opened random drawers and cupboards to see what they contained.
'Not much,' Sarah thought. 'I guess he hasn't been here long enough to accumulate many personal effects.
The elevator dinged, and Sarah turned to see a beaming Leroy grinning at her across the room, "You stayed!" He exclaimed, hurrying across to sweep her off her feet and into an embrace.
"You don't get rid of me that easily, Mr Loggins!" Sarah pretended to growl. "Anyway, according to your note, you owe me breakfast!"
"You might want to put some pants on first," Leroy teased.
Blushing, Sarah realised she'd felt so comfortable here that she hadn't bothered putting her pants on. Then becoming aware of Leroy's smell, Sarah wrinkled her nose and stated, "You smell, Mr Loggins!"
"As do you, Ms Sarah," Leroy replied, grinning. "Do you want to shower first?"
Amazed at her daring, Sarah blushed and said, "No. I like how you smell. Show me where the bathroom is, and I'll wash my pussy. Then you can take me to bed and fuck me."
"There's no hurry, baby girl," Leroy assured her. "Shower and wash properly, then we can make love until it's time for me to go back for the afternoon gym session."
"I smell, and my clothes smell like pussy juice, Leroy," Sarah emphatically stated. "Let me wash your cum from my pussy so you can eat me again. Then we'll catch a cab to my place so I can get out of these smelly clothes, shower and change. Then you can take me for breakfast."
Teasing her, Leroy said, "I get to eat you, then without any relief for myself, take you to shower and eat breakfast?"
"I'm sure you're capable of stinking my cunt up with your man juices after you've eaten, Mister Loggins," Sarah joked.
"Stinking your cunt up? Girl, what the...?"
But before he could finish the thought, Sarah knelt, ripped his shorts down, took his already erect, thick cock in her hand and gobbled it into her mouth. Then cupping his big balls in her tiny hand, Sarah accepted most of Leroy down her throat and sucked, her cheeks hollowing as she did.
"Oh Lawd," Leroy gasped. "Sarah!" Sarah ignored him. "Sarah!" Leroy gasped louder. Still, Sarah remained silent. "Baby girl, I'm going to cum!" Leroy warned.
But, like the previous day, it was too late, and with an animalistic grunt, Leroy ejaculated into Sarah's greedily sucking mouth. Then, sucking hard, Sarah lifted her head until Leroy literally 'popped' out of her mouth. Then, smiling up at him, she asked, "Shower, you eat me, then fuck me, shower, you take me home to change, then breakfast? Or, you take me home to shower and change, then take me to breakfast?"
Picking Sarah up and carrying her to the sweaty, cum stained bed they'd created the previous night, Leroy carefully deposited her onto the driest part, kissed her, and said, "The former, of course!"
But he didn't let her get up to shower. Instead, he pushed her onto her back, covered her sexy body with his, and entered her warm, wet pussy.
Revelling in Leroy's manly smell, Sarah swiftly peaked and shuddered through an orgasm. Then, wrapping her long, toned legs around Leroy's hips, Sarah lifted her hips to meet Leroy's thrusting rhythm and began climbing Mount Orgasmic again.
Leroy lay on the beautiful nymph under him, disbelieving how good she felt. 'She's as beautiful as any girl I've met,' he mused, stroking into his lover. 'But more, even though she projects a 'stuck up, rich bitch' persona, she's a kind, generous, warmly funny woman. Add to that her willingness to fuck, and to orgasm at the drop of a hat, and I doubt there's a better match on this planet.'
Responding to his partner's increased urgency, Leroy pushed harder into Sarah's grasping cunt.
Regathering his thoughts, Leroy added, 'I wonder what Mumma would have thought of her. Mumma wanted me to marry a 'hood girl' and not one of the bitches that hung around the franchise trying to become a WAG (Wife and/or Girlfriend). 'The 'hood girls' are honest,' she told me, Leroy recalled. 'They'll want you for your money, too. But they'll kick your ass and keep you on the straight and narrow so they guarantee their income. Those white bitches at your franchise will milk your black ass and steal all your money. No, son. You find yourself a plump hood girl and knock her up just as fast as you can.'
Leroy hadn't, of course. Now here he was, making love to a 'white bitch'. But he was certain his mother would have approved of her and taken this young woman under her wing.
Leroy suddenly realised his young lover was about to orgasm, so he quickly concentrated on how hot and tight Sarah's cunt felt rhythmically squeezing his long, thick shaft and orgasmed into her as she climaxed on him.
After their joint orgasm, Leroy rolled onto his back, pulling Sarah with him. Then arranging her body so that Sarah's head rested on his chest underneath his jaw, her left hand on his leanly muscular chest, her leg draped over his softening dick, and her cum leaking pussy pushed against his hip, Leroy kissed the top of Sarah's head, lightly stroked her pretty face, as he squeezed her close with his right arm, sighed and said, "Where have you been all my life, baby girl?"
"Well, I wasn't born for the first eight years," Sarah teased. "After that, I was on a different continent."
Leroy squeezed her again and sighed happily, 'I wish Mumma could meet her,' he thought. 'One day and night, and she feels like home.'
Snuggling tightly into her new man, Sarah thought, 'And he cuddles! Whenever we finish making love, Leroy takes the time to hold, kiss and caress me before doing anything else. Men don't do that, do they? Instead, they cum and either rollover and sleep or hurriedly pull their clothes on and rush off to brag to their mates. But Leroy seems to love cuddling as much as I do. Wow! I can't believe how safe I feel in his arms.
A sudden sad thought crossed her mind, 'I wish Daddy could have met him. I'm sure he'd approve.'
Leroy listened to Sarah's slow deep breaths as she dozed on his shoulder and thought, 'How do I get this girl to stay? I want her to be part of my life, even if it has only been one day since we met.'
Not wanting the sleeping nymph to think he only wanted her in his bed making love, Leroy shook her gently, then, as Sarah's eyes opened, said, "Let's go get you changed and find something to do. We can't spend all day doing nothing but fuck."
Stretching delightfully against him, Sarah grinned and replied, "We can't? Why on earth not?"
Despite her mild protestations, Sarah rolled out of bed and searched for her knickers and shorts. After slipping her bikini-cut briefs on, she picked up her shorts. Then, wrinkling her nose at their smell, she reluctantly pulled them up her thighs and zipped them shut.



"Jaysus, you had me excited yesterday, Mister Loggins!" She bitched. "I must've been so wet it soaked through my knickers into my shorts." Then catching a whiff of herself, she shook her head and added, "Can't go getting in a cab stinking like this. The cabbie will take one sniff and think, 'Slut!'."
"Ah," Leroy denied. "He'll only be jealous I got to do that to you."
"To me?" Sarah pretended to whine. "To me? What was I doing? Lying there like a stunned mullet?"
'Like a stunned what?' Leroy thought, not having heard the expression before. But he realised it wasn't a positive thing and figured out from the context that Sarah thought he was implying she wasn't an enthusiastic participant in their lovemaking. "No, baby. You were, are, magnificent. I thoroughly enjoy your blowjobs!"
"Just my blowjobs, huh?" Sarah continued teasing.
Finally figuring out he was being wound up, Leroy pulled Sarah into his embrace, then kissed her till her toes curled and steam blew from her ears.
"Stop that!" Sarah demanded, shuddering with pleasure. Then after Leroy had kissed her until she melted in his arms, she sighed, "If you keep that up, I'm going to have another wet spot on these damned shorts, and the cabbie will be even more convinced I'm a slut."
"Ah," Leroy kidded. "Just pull your top down until it barely covers your sexy nipples, and he'll be too busy perving on those to notice you're dripping onto his seat."
Wondering, because every other guy she had dated would have been insanely jealous if another male 'perved on her nipples', Sarah asked, "You don't mind men staring at my tits?"
"Why would I?" Leroy questioned. "They're gorgeous tits, and you should be proud of them."
"But if I'm your girl, shouldn't they belong to you?"
"So you want to be my property now, huh? You want me to own you?"
"No, of course not," Sarah protested. "But isn't that what you guys think?"
Sarah, bunny rabbit," Leroy explained. "I will have dozens of girls trying to flirt with me. I'm all over the TV and Fox Sports Channels promoting the NBL, and I'm the face of the Brisbane Bullets. So if I expect you to know you can trust me with those floozies, how can I not trust you with the wandering eye of a cab driver?"
"Bunny rabbit?" Sarah protested.
Grinning, Leroy teased, "You'd prefer 'honey-bunny'?"
"I'd prefer Sarah," Sarah groused.
"Bunny Rabbit it is," Leroy stated, then grinned. "So, jealous? I'm not, and you shouldn't be."
"I probably will be, at least a little," Sarah admitted. "Those girls will be younger and prettier than me, so you'll be tempted. Or so I'll think."
"But they won't be you, Bunny," Leroy emphatically stated. "Look, we've had this conversation, baby. Will you see others behind my back?"
Sarah shook her head vehemently, "I'm a one man woman, Leroy. I haven't found that one man I wish to marry and settle down with yet," 'Or maybe I have,' she thought below that.' "But I've only ever dated one man at a time." Then she sighed and admitted, "But I have a female flatmate that can be very difficult to refuse when she decides to play."
Eyes widening, Leroy asked, "You're bisexual?"
"Not really," Sarah ashamedly explained. "I guess I'm Gloria-sexual. But, Leroy, the woman is a sexual force of nature. When she's prowling, her earthy sensuality just won't take no for an answer, and before you know it, you're on your back being vigorously fucked by her strap-on or bent over a couch somewhere doing the same thing. Or, of course, you're on your knees between the woman's knees, eating her pussy.
"Then the orgasms start rolling, and I just can't resist or stop." Then, seeing Leroy's face, Sarah lamely added, "Gloria is the only female I've made love with. Well, other than on Ben's birthday when Gloria was fucking me and this woman sat on my face."
"Gloria was fucking you in public?" Leroy disbelievingly asked.
"On the path around Ben's pool," Sarah admitted.
"During a party?"
Miserable and knowing she was about to be dumped, Sarah nodded.
"With an audience?"
"Look, Leroy. I'm not proud of what I did. But, well, fuck it! You have to meet the woman to understand."
"I think I'd like to, Bunny. When can I meet her and the rest of... What did you call them? Family?" When Sarah nodded, Leroy continued, "When can I meet the rest of your family?"
Relieved that Leroy seemed to accept that what she'd done before meeting him had no relevance to them, Sarah ventured, "Mostly, everyone is home on a Tuesday night, Leroy. I can leave a note on the fridge asking them to be there, and they will be. Nigel will only be there for dinner because he'll be working, but the rest would typically be in all night."
Standing, Leroy offered his arm and said, "Shall we walk down to the corner? It's the main road, and a cab should be along shortly."
"I still stink," Sarah protested. "So do you."
"Do you have an en suite or share a communal shower?" Leroy asked.
"When he decided to rent the rooms out, Ben had en suites installed in each bedroom."
Leroy grinned as his cock twitched, drawing Sarah's eyes, and said, "Then we'll shower together at yours before we find somewhere to eat."
They must have stunk as badly as they thought they did because the cabbie initially seemed inclined to kick them out. But being a basketball fan, he recognised Leroy and suddenly became a star-struck fan. After a relatively short ride, the cabbie delivered them to Ben's home and refused payment in lieu of Leroy signing his baseball cap.
Getting out of the cab and linking her arm through Leroy's, Sarah looked up at her tall escort and asked, "Does that happen often?"
"The cabbie?" Leroy asked. Then when Sarah nodded, he added, "Back home, yeah, all the time. Over here, not so much. Basketball isn't anywhere near as popular here as it is at home. But it's good, you know? It means I can go to a café or shopping without needing security. I like it, Bunny. It's good here."
Mock glaring at him, Sarah opened the unlocked front door and ushered Leroy inside, growling, "I guess I'm stuck with Bunny Rabbit, huh?"
"Only because you love it so much," Leroy facetiously replied.
Unsurprisingly, Nigel was the only one at home, and he was yawning and stretching, having recently awoken.
Pausing at the kitchen door to say hi, Sarah introduced Leroy, "Nigel, this is my friend, Leroy, Leroy, one of the housemates I call 'family', Nigel."
Not expecting anyone to be home and thinking he'd be going back to bed after he'd had a cup of tea, Nigel had casually donned a pair of boxer briefs when he left his room. So when he stood to shake Leroy's hand, Nigel's prominent package was clearly defined in his briefs.
'Wow!' Leroy thought, unable to stop his eyes from dropping to Nigel's expansive wang. 'The white boy's got game! Lots of game!'
Sarah hadn't noticed Nigel's sizeable package before, either. She'd heard Gloria mention it, but now that she saw it, she wondered how it would ever fit! 'Lawd! It's a struggle to take all that Leroy has. That thing has to be at least two inches longer than Leroy's. How does anyone take that? Even though Gloria boasted of taking it all inside her, I have to wonder.'
Being gay, Nigel was immediately attracted to the tall, lean basketball player. But what Nigel laughingly referred to as his 'straightdar' told him Leroy was about as straight as they get. He did briefly muse, 'I wonder if Leroy could refuse Gin', but immediately berated himself for even considering using his pretty cross-dressing lover to seduce a straight man. 'But, Ben. Now there's a different story. If what he and Gloria were yelling about last night is true, Ben is already fucking a cross-dressed male, so using Gin to seduce him is okay in my book.'
When Sarah said, "Later", and walked off, Nigel absently waved, cleaned up his meal's mess, and returned to bed.
Sarah guided her lover to her room and into her en suite. Then adjusting the water until it suited her, she unselfconsciously stripped and turned to Leroy. Raising an eyebrow, she said, "Well?"
Chuckling, Leroy stripped his clothes off before pulling a change of clothing out of his overnight bag. Laying his change out, Leroy, deliberately taking his time to tease Sarah, folded his smelly clothes before putting them back inside his bag. He then pretended to search for his toothbrush and razor, knowing they were in the bag's side pocket.
Her rising arousal evident, Sarah grabbed Leroy's bag and growled, "Give that damned thing here." Then tossed it through the door and onto the bed. Then, pointing at the steaming shower cubicle, Sarah demanded, "Get your sexy ass in there!"
Grinning, Leroy obeyed. But when Sarah joined him, he grabbed and turned her, then pulled her tightly against his groin. Next, making her bend so far over that she had to put her hands against the shower wall to prevent falling, Leroy cupped her firm left breast with his big right hand and strummed her nipple with his thumb. Then, as Sarah revelled in his strumming, Leroy snaked his left hand across her belly before unerringly finding her love button with his fingers.
"Oh, Gawd!" Sarah panted as she lifted onto her toes, trying to get Leroy's big dick to slip between her butt cheeks instead of grinding so lewdly onto her lower back.
Knowing what his little water nymph wanted, Leroy used the cupped hands he held Sarah's left breast and pussy with to lift her until he could impale her with his thickly erect meat pole.
Astonished by Leroy's strength in so effortlessly lifting her, Sarah offered no resistance as her new lover pushed her firmly against the shower wall and entered her, even though he mashed her generous C-cup breasts against the glass. But as soon as Leroy began pumping into her, Sarah's lack of resistance soon became eager and active participation.
But there was little Sarah could do. Suspended off the ground and mashed against the shower's glass, all Sarah could only toss her head, moan appreciatively, and clench her pussy as tightly onto Leroy's invading cock as she could.
'He's taking me,' Sarah thought. 'He's making me feel oh so good, but this is not him making love to me. This is him dominating and owning me and insisting I respond to what he is doing. Can I let myself do it?' She wondered. 'Can I submit to his desires and let him lead?'
Sarah's mind didn't know, but her body did because she came hard on Leroy's dick with a squeal that woke Nigel. But her orgasm didn't end there. No, not at all! Instead of coming down, her surging desires immediately reversed direction, and she swiftly climbed Orgasmic's cliff. Then suddenly, Sarah climaxed again, shuddering and screaming this time, and still, her lover pounded her. Then, just when she believed she couldn't go again, Leroy's fingers, which had hovered over but not on her clit, descended onto that most pleasurable nubbin and stroked it.
"Fuck!" Sarah exclaimed as her whole body shook with her orgasm. She desperately wanted to squeal her pleasure again but couldn't find the breath to do anything but groan.
Coming down, Sarah felt like a deflated ball. She was sure her legs should support her, but they wouldn't do it. She knew her arms could push her away from the wall, but when she tried, nothing happened. Instead, as Leroy lowered her until her feet hit the shower floor, she continued sagging until she sat.
Leroy, supporting her slow fall, made to sit beside her, but with her strength returning, Sarah shook her head and said, "Let me," and wrapped her delicate hand around Leroy's turgid todger as she guided him into her eager mouth.
Leroy hadn't cum yet, preferring to satisfy his new lover before concentrating on his needs. So, having Sarah take his throbbing manhood into her mouth was a pleasure beyond his ability to stand. After only two bobs, her tongue swirling, and two pumps of her twisting hand, Leroy's knees bent as his whole belly stiffened into a rictus, and his big balls squeezed against his rigid tool before spitting their load into Sarah's gratefully accepting mouth.
With his orgasm leaving him weak-kneed, Leroy sank onto his ass beside Sarah.
"I thought we were supposed to be showering and changing to go out? Sara pretended to bitch. "Instead, my pussy is more stunk up than it was before."
"You're in a shower. Wash it, woman!" Leroy mock growled.
Smiling, Sarah struggled to her feet and offered her hands to help Leroy up. Then taking the soap, Sarah lovingly cleaned her man, paying particular attention to his cock, balls and ass. Once she finished, Leroy returned the favour, also paying strict attention to her genitals. Finally, satisfied they were clean, the pair towelled each other dry, cleaned up the en suite, and, naked, walked into Sarah's bedroom.
Seeing the cover on the big bed turned down, Leroy reached for his lover, wanting to mess that bed up, but Sarah danced away.
"Food, lover," she purred. "I'm starving. And I'm sure a big bad basketball player needs more than a taste of pussy juice to give him the energy needed to compete."
Realising he was ravenous, Leroy readily agreed and quickly dressed. Sarah chose another bikini brief before putting a pad in, "I'm still leaking, babe," she explained, donning a tight, dark brown skirt, complete with a daring split at the back that (almost) revealed her shapely ass and a clinging red top that emphasised her generous C-cups.
"Taxi?" Leroy asked.
"Yeah," Sarah answered. "My car is parked outside the café."
They spent the day together, Sarah showing Leroy the sights she felt were important. Although it was out of their way, Sarah took Leroy to MacPherson's Outlook Park on Galloways Hill in Brisbane's inner Southeast. Next, she dove to Kangaroo Point, under the Story Bridge and showed him where one of Brisbane's first settlements was built. Afterwards, she took him to the top of Kangaroo Point Cliffs to see Brisbane's CBD.
From there, they visited Highgate Hill, where Brisbane's first high-rise apartment was built, before sitting on the grass in Highgate Hill Park and looking over Southbank and the city as they ate fish and chips from an old-fashioned newspaper package. Next, Sarah drove to Bartley's Hill Lookout so that Leroy could see Brisbane's CBD from the north as opposed to the south and east as they had previously.
Finally, Sarah took Leroy to the top of Mount Cootha, the virtual centre of Greater Brisbane. They took turns peering at Greater Brisbane through the Binoculars provided by Brisbane City Council.
"Brisbane is a much bigger city than I imagined," Leroy opined, amazed by the width and breadth the binoculars revealed. "But there are so few people for the amount of space it takes up," he added.
"Geographically," Sarah explained. "If I remember correctly, Brisbane is one of the world's top ten largest cities, and Australia's largest, even though numerically, it's not in the world's top fifty most populated cities."
Time was up for the duo, so Sarah dropped Leroy back at his unit in time for him to attend The Bullet's afternoon skills session and drove home. Sarah spent the drive home wondering why she felt bereft and alone without Leroy.
Chapter 4: Ben.
After spending Monday night 'apologising' to Gloria as Emily watched, Ben dragged himself to his first speaking engagement at midday on Tuesday. Glad he didn't have an earlier event, and this was a new audience, Ben 'dialled' in his speech by using one he had given before. Fortunately, his well-practised routine played well for this audience, and the applause at the end was genuine and unorchestrated.
After his speech, Ben spent the obligatory period schmoozing with the clients and flirting with their wives or girlfriends. But, surprisingly, only two phone numbers were 'slipped' into his pants pocket, and only one wife blatantly propositioned him.
Before he discovered his ex-wife was fucking his teammates, Ben would have ignored the flirtations. But now single, Ben examined the names attached to the numbers and decided there was only one potential play partner. So, entering that number into his phone, Ben excused himself and headed home.
'Fuck, I'm tired,' Ben thought as he parked in his garage. Then remembering his all-night fuck session with Gloria, he grinned and added, 'That lush bint was worth every exhausting second, though! To think she's engaged to Gary's son, how the fuck did that happen? I don't know whether to congratulate that poor bastard or take him to a bar to commiserate. What I do know is that life with Gloria will be anything but boring!'
Ben shuffled inside, unaware of anything other than his need to sleep, "I'm too old for this shit," he muttered, subconsciously mimicking 'Sergeant Murtaugh' from Lethal Weapon.
Reaching his bedroom, Ben was surprised to find a smiling, naked Emily already occupying it. Ben toppled into bed, and before he could protest, Emily's warm, moist mouth surrounded his rapidly inflating tool.
"Emily, I can't, sorry. I'm too tired," Ben tried to protest.
Letting Ben's dick fall from her mouth, Emily grinned and replied, "Shut up and cum. You'll sleep better."
Knowing arguing was a wasted effort, Ben's eyes sank closed, and with a soft grunt, he orgasmed into Emily's sucking mouth and fell asleep.
Smiling delightedly, Emily snuggled against Ben's reposed body and let herself doze with the man she was fast coming to believe should be hers for life, despite being less than half Ben's age.
Before she slipped into sleep, Emily thought, 'Mum and Dad had two kids, and it sucked! If Ben and I married, I'll work at least four children around my studies and residency. By the time I become a full trauma surgeon, we'll have a brood of kids to raise.
Unaware of Emily's plans, Ben slept on. Two hours later, needing to pee, Ben awoke. Carefully freeing himself from Emily's embrace, Ben relieved himself, then sat on his love seat, staring at Emily's reposed figure.
Unable to believe Emily's espoused reasons, Ben wondered why a woman as intellectual as Emily wanted him. Ben hadn't understood that he was at least as intelligent as his young lover. Ben had concentrated on his physical attributes at school and glided by his academic achievements. Despite never studying, he easily obtained a B average, but he thought he was a 'dumb ass jock' and believed no 'smart' woman would ever desire him. Therefore, Emily's apparent desire for him confused him.
As Ben sat watching his sleeping housemate and lover, Emily slowly woke. Feeling his eyes on her, Emily, although inexperienced at seduction, wanted to tease and turn her man on, so she casually pulled her arms out from under the sheets, caused the quilt and top sheet to 'accidentally' fall off her chest, exposed her full 38 DD tits, and then exaggeratedly stretched.
Staged, it may have been, but it had the desired effect. As Ben sat naked, through her slitted eyes, she saw his thick 7-inch cock swiftly rear its big purple head. Delighted he wanted her, Emily opened her eyes, swished the quilt aside and coquettishly asked, "Oh my! Is that for me?" as she deliberately shifted her eyes to stare at Ben's dick blatantly.
Chuckling, Ben swiftly crossed to the bed and knelt beside Emily's reposed body. Then, once again surprising and delighting Emily with his physical strength, Ben lifted her onto his thighs, his big dick already searching for her entrance. Eager to have him inside her, Emily reached behind her voluptuous ass, took hold of Ben's throbbing shaft, and guided it into her warm depths. Then, having positioned Ben correctly, Emily sank onto his rampant erection with a satisfied sigh.
Running his big hands up Emily's back, Ben grasped her shoulders and lifted his ass off his heels. Now standing on his knees, Ben pulled Emily down as he thrust up into her. Then, as he felt Emily's arousal grow around his rigid pole, Ben increased the speed and ferocity of his thrusts until his pelvis hit Emily's clit with a loud smacking sound.



Driven mad by Ben's forceful thrusts, Emily lost control of her body. Unable to concentrate on anything more than the delicious, growing sensations in her wet nether regions, Emily's body refused to react. Instead, hanging limp, her head, arms and legs flopped this way, and that, as she bounced in response to Ben's thrusts.
There was only one thing Emily was sure of. She couldn't wait until Ben's enormous tool filled her wanting cunt with his seed. Unable to articulate coherently, Emily tried to beg, but it only came out as, "Please... Ben... Please... I..."
Ben didn't hear her, or if he did, he ignored her pleas. Instead, concentrating on driving his young lover to the heights of ecstasy, Ben drove into her relentlessly. But before he'd heard Emily's orgasm, her sweet, young pussy proved too much, and Ben lost control and spilt his seed inside his housemate. Ben's ejaculate exploding into her triggered Emily's orgasm, and her scream mixed with Ben's roar, filling the room with their vocalised release.
Lowering Emily to the bed, Ben tenderly kissed her soft lips before sliding down her ripe body. Pausing to kiss and suck her prominent nipples, Ben slowly descended onto Emily's cum filled pussy. Then, ignoring the semen leaking from Emily's freshly fucked cunt, Ben pulled Emily's clit hood back and exposed her pleasure centre. Taking that sexy button between his lips, Ben lightly sucked as he swirled his tongue over it.
Her synapses overloaded by pleasure, Emily fell asleep after her orgasm. But, as she dozed, it seemed that she dreamed. First, she dreamed of a lover kissing her pouting lips before he suckled her wanting breasts. Then, as she thought that sensation alone would bring her climax, his lips kissed lower until they rested on her button.
"Yes!" Emily hissed in her dream, unaware she'd said it aloud.
Her hips arching off the bed to press against her dream lover's questing tongue, Emily's hands felt for her man's head so she could guide him to her pussy lips, wanting to feel his tongue delving into her wet depths. But when her hands found Ben's remembered face, she woke, realising she wasn't dreaming.
"Ben!" She exclaimed, trying vainly to push him away. "I'm full of cum!"
Of course, Ben ignored her protestations and lowered his mouth, having felt where she wanted to guide him. Then, using his thumbs to part Emily's labia, Ben wiped his tongue from her perineum, along her slit and onto her clitoris. He repeated that action three more times before forcing his tongue into a narrow shaft and pushing it as deeply as possible into Emily's pussy.
Then, as he tongue-fucked her, occasionally pausing to lap their combined secretions, Ben reached up to take Emily's hard nipples in his thumbs and forefingers. Waiting for Emily's passions to crest, Ben softly rolled Emily's nipples. Then, when Emily groaned and pulled Ben back onto her clit, he knew she was close, so he surrounded her nubbin with his lips as he swirled his tongue over and around it.
"Ahhh!" Emily sighed as she felt her orgasm about to shake her. She thought it would be a mild but deeply felt one, but Ben had other ideas. As Emily crested, Ben sucked hard on her clit as he bit firmly down on it. Simultaneously, he forcefully squeezed, twisted and pulled Emily's breast nubs. The sudden pain/pleasure caused Emily to explode rather than come, and her wail rang until she collapsed onto the bed, panting hard.
Looking at Ben, she implored, "Cum in me, baby. Fill your lover with your manly seed."
Hugging his young lover close, Ben slid inside her, let his control go, and swiftly complied with Emily's request.
As Ben rolled onto his back, Emily moved with him, keeping herself pressed against his side. Then, propping herself on her elbow, she absently twirled Ben's chest hair with her finger before innocently asking, "Can you again? I want to give you a blow job and feel your seed spurting into my mouth."
Lifting his head to look at her, Ben pretended to growl, "Gawd, woman! You'll be the death of me!" But glancing at his phone, he added, "If we're going to meet Sarah for dinner, as she asked, we'd better shower and get changed."
"Shower with me?" Emily asked hopefully.
"Sure," Ben replied. "No shower blowjobs, though."
Emily grinned but made no promises.
Before showering, Emily helped Ben to change the sheets and get the sticky ones into the washing machine. Then, after setting the big machine to run, Emily followed Ben to his shower, where she ignored his no-blowjob edict and got to taste his seed before giving his wilted cock a final clean.
Interlude: Courtney Murray.
Close to full term, Courtney waddled (her description, not anyone else's) through her kitchen, looking for her phone. 'I swear carrying this baby has addled my brain,' she thought exasperatedly, looking in all the places she may have absently put her phone down. Giving it up, she yelled, "John! Can you call my phone, please? I've lost the damned thing again."
"Just a second!" Her husband responded from Samuel's bedroom, where he was blowing their Bdsm Master.
Not hearing her phone, Courtney wandered the lower rooms listening for it and hoping she hadn't put it on silent.
"Sounds like it's coming from our bedroom, babe," John yelled from Samuel's upstairs room.
Courtney walked up the stairs and heard Modern English's 'Melt with You' playing. She'd chosen that ringtone for her husband because she still felt that way when he took her in his strong arms. As she walked to the bedroom she shared with her husband when they visited Samuel, she paused at Samuel's room to watch. John was dressed to the nines, looking every bit the glamorous slut he was after donning his Olivia persona.
Looking at the gorgeous woman, who was also her husband, blowing her Dominant, made Courtney think, 'Gawd, I wish this baby would hurry up and make her damned appearance. I need me some of that!'
But whether she meant Samuel's thick cock or her husband remained unclear. Both, probably.
Watching them play made Courtney horny and wet. 'A lot of good that does me,' she bitched to herself. 'I'm so Gawddamned big I can't even see my pussy, let alone touch it!'
Trying not to sigh audibly, Courtney continued to her room. Entering its soft, feminine surroundings, Courtney once again marvelled that her husband, when they were with Samuel, didn't just put up with this room, he loved it. Furthermore, she loved Samuel's rule that stated her husband, John, had sixty minutes from when they arrived to change into Olivia and must stay that way until it was time to go home.
Usually, John's transformation would result in a weekend of sex and debauchery for the pair of them. However, Courtney's pregnancy precluded many of their usual activities, even though she still attended Samuel's parties and willingly gave blow or handjobs to anyone that wanted one. It seemed many men fantasised about fucking a pregnant woman, and although Courtney was too far along to continue doing that, she was happy to let them live their fantasy through her mouth or hands.
Courtney and John had one sacrosanct rule during their monthly visit with Samuel. They could fuck anyone and everyone as many times as they wanted, except each other.
Her phone had ceased ringing when Courtney reached the top of the stairs. But now she knew approximately where it was, Courtney was confident she'd find it in the made-up bed. She remembered sitting propped up playing 'Lemmings' on it before her bladder insisted she rushed into the en suite. After taking care of her ablutions and horny from watching her husband doll himself up for their Dominant, Courtney had absently made the bed before going downstairs to make coffee.
Pulling the cover back exposed her missing phone, so she picked it up and unlocked it before dialling Ben's place. As she expected and hoped, Nigel answered, "Stokes residence, Nigel speaking."
"Just the man I wanted to speak to," Courtney said warmly. "It's Courtney, honey. Do you have time to chat?"
Wondering why the stunningly beautiful Mrs Murray wanted to talk to him, Nigel answered, "I've just woken up, Mrs Murray. I have all day to chat if you wish."
"Call me Courtney, Nigel. Otherwise, I'll think you're talking to my mother-in-law." Courtney looked at her watch and realised it was already mid-morning. "Oh!" She exclaimed. "I forgot you worked nights. I hope you're not being polite by not telling me I woke you up?"
"I don't work nights, Courtney," Nigel explained. "I now work in tandem with my company's Berlin dayshift team (with his previous team, nightshift, Nigel was often up all night). They're eight hours behind us, so I typically work from 2.00 pm until midnight. So, it's all good. I was up already."
"I was going to invite you and Chin-lung (pronounced Jin-Long, but Chin-lung prefers the diminutive 'Gin') for dinner with John and me at Samuel Brooks' home tonight, Nigel," Courtney said in her musical voice. "But I'm guessing you won't get off work until midnight, huh?"
"That's correct, Mrs Murray," Nigel replied, more curious as to why Courtney would invite Gin and him rather than Ben and his date, as she typically would. "Tomorrow night would work for me," he offered, wondering why she'd asked him.
"Can't do Saturday this week, babe," Courtney chimed. "But after we've met, Samuel may ask you to come to his place for his monthly get-togethers."
Living with Ben, Nigel, of course, had heard rumours of Samuel's 'events' but couldn't, for the life of him, figure out why Courtney would hint he could be invited to one.
Nigel waited in the silence until he wondered if he'd been cut off. Then just as he began hanging the phone up, Courtney asked, "What about Sunday night? John and I can delay our trip back to the farm until the following morning if you can come?"
"I'll check with Gin, Courtney," Nigel answered. "But I'm sure he'd like to come. May I phone you back on this number?"
"Sure, honey," Courtney seemed to sing. "Oh, Nigel? We'd like Gin to be all dressed up, okay?"
"He'd love that, Courtney, I'm sure. But I'll check and call you right back, okay?"
"Okay," Courtney chimed.
Nigel swiftly phoned Gin. Unfortunately, Gin hadn't heard of Samuel Brooks or John Murray, so he initially demurred. But then Nigel pointed out that John's wife Courtney hosted Gin's favourite radio show's morning drive-time program.
"OMG!" He said excitedly. "She's that Courtney Murray? We have to go, baby. Why can't we go tomorrow night?"
Laughing as he ignored Gin's excitable outburst, Nigel added, "She wants, and I quote, 'you all dressed up' for dinner, baby. You okay with that?"
"Oh fuck, yes!" Gin exclaimed. "She's hot, sounds hotter, and likes cross-dressers? Move over, honey. I have a new love in my life," Gin teasingly added.
"I thought you were gay," Nigel kidded back.
"Not for her, I wouldn't be," Gin said, his grin evident in his voice.
"Sunday it is, then?" Nigel asked to check.
"Yes, baby," Gin replied. "Oh, Gawd," he lamented. "I don't have a damned thing to wear! I'll have to go shopping."
Nigel knew Gin had a wardrobe full of feminine clothing, so he was lying, but he also knew Gin would buy something special for the dinner.
"I'll call Courtney back and let her know we're coming," Nigel said.''
Talk later, lover," Gin replied before hanging up.
Courtney had returned to watching her husband being fucked by Samuel after Nigel had hung up to call Gin, but when her phone rang, she hurried back to her room. "Courtney Murray," she stated, even though she knew it was Nigel.
"Hi, Mrs Murray," Nigel said. "Gin and I would love to come to dinner on Sunday."
"All dolled up?" Courtney asked.
Nigel played it with a straight bat, saying, "Well, I'll be in slacks and a collared shirt. But Gin will be 'all dressed up' as requested."
Courtney's musical laugh chimed in his ear before she replied, "I deserved that. Nigel, give me your mobile number, and I'll text you Samuel's address. There's an electric gate, so you'll have to buzz to get in, but we'll be waiting, okay?"
"See you Sunday," Nigel said after giving Courtney his number.
"Yes. See you then," Courtney confirmed before hanging up and texting Nigel the address.
With a satisfied smile, because her plan was coming together, Courtney put her phone on the dresser so she wouldn't lose it again and returned to Samuel's bedroom. Sitting on a low divan beside the bed, Courtney avidly watched her Dominant forcefully fuck her husband. Samuel held Olivia's ankles in his slim fingers as he held her legs wide apart and pounded into her gaping ass with his thick 7+ inch dick.
Olivia wasn't complaining, even though she was moaning loudly. However, it wasn't protestations flowing from her pretty mouth. It was desire. As Courtney watched, her husband bucked as she orgasmed from prostate stimulation, her large dick spitting semen onto her rucked-up dress.
As she orgasmed, Olivia's ass sphincter clenched on and off Samuel's cock's head. Finally, the extra stimulation broke Samuel's control, and groaning, he ejaculated into Olivia's tight, slippery hole.
"Fuck, I need some of that," Courtney whimpered from the divan.
Samuel stepped from the bed and entered his en suite. Returning a few seconds later, he handed Olivia a warm, wet facecloth as he wiped his dick clean with another. In his cultured voice, he commanded, "Up on your knees on the bed, little Miss Courtney."
Obeying, Courtney reminded her Master that now she was in the last few weeks of her pregnancy, penetrative sex was out of the question.
Samuel smacked her taut, toned ass, "Are you implying I'm too dense to remember that from last month, little Miss Courtney Murray?" he questioned, his voice gravelly with disdain.
"Oh, no, Sir!" Courtney hurriedly demurred, her pussy leaking faster because of her increased arousal.
"Hand me the vibrator out of the top drawer, Olivia," Samuel demanded, holding his hand out.
Olivia swiftly complied.
Then showing it to Courtney, Samuel said, "This is the latest rechargeable wand. Much more convenient than the old plug-in ones. As you can see, its broad head prevents any accidental penetration, but it should adequately stimulate your little slut clitty and allow you to cum. I must warn you, though, orgasming may initiate your contractions."
Further excited by Samuel's derogatory words, Courtney moaned that she was prepared to risk going into labour.
"Of course you are, my little cock sucking slut," Samuel crooned. "Why let a possible birth interrupt your need to cum?"
'He plays me so well,' Courtney thought. 'My pussy... No. When I'm playing, it's my cunt. My cunt is literally dripping with arousal.'
Trembling, Courtney waited for Samuel to start. But Samuel appeared to be in no hurry whatsoever. Instead, he fluffed and fidgeted about her, seeming to do nothing but irritate her. Of course, her husband's grinning face didn't help her frustration, either.
'You wait until this baby's born, asshole,' she thought. 'I'm going to express my milk off, and you can get up and do the damned early morning feeds.'
Then, just as Courtney thought she'd scream with frustration, her Master smacked her ass, roughly rimmed her rosebud with his thumb, and pressed the vibrating wand firmly against her love button. As Courtney creamed, juices pouring from her cunt, Samuel lifted his hand and smacked her ass again.
"Oh, fuck!" Courtney yelled. "I'MMMM CUMMMMMMMMMMMMINGGGGGGG!!"
Courtney carefully sagged to the mattress, ensuring she rolled onto her side to protect her baby. She lay there wondering if her post-orgasmic spasms weren't birth ones, then grateful they passed, she opened her eyes and dutifully said to her owner, "Thank you for the orgasm, Sir. How may this slut reward you?"
Samuel sat on the low divan and waved his thick cock at Courtney, "Suck me off, slut."
Samuel chose to sit on the divan because it was low enough for the heavily pregnant Courtney to kneel, support her belly on her hands placed on the divan's seat, and comfortably reach her Master's dick with her mouth.
Often during these visits, the Murrays wouldn't be Samuel's only guests. Therefore, Courtney would typically have felt a cock sliding into her cunt or ass as she knelt, sucking her Dominant off. But with her husband as Samuel's only other guest, Courtney had to settle for only one cock inside her. Not that she could have taken a second in her current state, anyway.
Using her left hand, Courtney supported her weight as she wrapped her dainty right hand around Samuel's thick todger, her thumb and forefinger failing to meet. Then bobbing her head down swiftly, Courtney swallowed all of her owner's rampant erect length in one fell swoop, grateful that her husband had patiently taught her how to deepthroat his cock.
"Lick my balls," Samuel demanded of Olivia.
Samuel sat on the edge of the divan with a good part of his ass hanging off it. This gave Olivia just enough room to slide under Samuel's thighs and lift her head high enough to do what her dominant ordered.
"Milk me," Samuel ordered.
Courtney began following her lips with her hand. First, Courtney firmly squeezed as she bobbed her head down, swirling and twirling her tongue over Samuel's shaft. Then as she lifted, she lightened her grip but added a twisting motion to her stroke. Finally, at the top of her bob, Courtney lashed Samuel's glans with her tongue as she pumped her hand up and down, holding firmly.
"Fuck you're a talented cocksucker, you little fuck-slut," Samuel moaned. "You're almost as good as your cum-mouthed husband."
Pleased by the compliment and excited by the derogatory descriptions, Courtney nevertheless determined to prove she was the better cocksucking Murray, so she redoubled her efforts to bring her Master to fruition.
"Swallow it all, you cum-guzzling, penis-breathed, piss-loving whore," Samuel demanded as he held Courtney's head tightly to his abdomen and unloaded into her sucking, swirling oral orifice.
Samuel's insulting and demeaning language only fuelled Courtney's willing submission and ramped her arousal to a fever pitch. Her husband knew Courtney would explode at the slightest erotic touch, so even though he wasn't supposed to touch her sexually until after they left for home, he ran a light finger over Courtney's clit.
Courtney's squeals reverberated over Samuel's cock as he began to orgasm into the beautiful, submissive woman's mouth. The added sensation surprised him, and he bellowed in ecstasy as he ejaculated hard.
"Such talented cocksuckers," Samuel complimented, but then his visage turned severe, and he pointed at Olivia. "However. I did not permit you to touch your wife sexually, yet you did. Get the paddle from the toy cupboard, and on your knees, bring it to me."
Eyes lowered, Olivia answered, "Yes, Sir."
Then even though Samuel had only demanded that she bring the paddle on hands on knees to him, Olivia submissively dropped to them and crawled to the cupboard to retrieve the required item. Finally, reaching her Master, Olivia bowed, held the paddle above her head, and offered it to him.
"Good, obedient slut," Samuel praised. "It does not mitigate your earlier rule break, however. Now pull your knickers down and lie over my thighs."
Olivia failed to move.
"Olivia?" Samuel questioned. "I will not tolerate purposeful disobedience seeking only further spankings because you enjoy them!"
"I'm sorry I did not comply with your order, Sir," Olivia meekly replied, keeping her eyes down. "But I cannot obey your demand."
Remembering ripping off Olivia's knickers and tearing them, Samuel said, "I understand. Lie over my thighs immediately."
As soon as Olivia assumed the demanded position, Samuel flicked her short skirt over her muscular ass and brought the paddle resoundingly down. The shot echoed in the room, delighting Samuel and causing Courtney's cunt to drip again and Olivia's already partially inflated todger to fully extend.



"Ten," Samuel decided. "Count each one and thank me for it."
"One, thank you, Sir," Olivia immediately replied.
By the time Olivia had moaned 'ten', she was squirming on Samuel's knees. But whether from the pain in her ass or because Samuel had squeezed her long dick between his strong thighs and the movement caused by his hits made her cock rub over him wasn't clear.
Letting Olivia up, Samuel rubbed his hits into Olivia's stinging ass before giving further instructions. "Olivia, you may sit your aching ass on the toilet lid and wank yourself until you cum. You will cum into the glass I rinse from, then bring it to me so I can witness you swallowing it. Courtney, get up on your hands and knees on the divan and present your whore's cunt to me."
Usually, 'presenting her whore's ass' to her Dominant would entail her kneeling and using her fingers to spread her pussy lips, but Courtney couldn't reach them, so she settled for arching her ass as high into the air as she could. Thankfully, Samuel accepted her limitations and took his magic wand vibrator back into his hand before pressing it firmly to Courtney's clit again.
"Thank you, Sir!" Courtney gasped as an orgasm flooded through her.
Samuel turned from Courtney to find Olivia already standing quietly, holding a cum filled glass, waiting for Samuel to notice her. "A little on edge, were we, slut?" Samuel chuckled.
"Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir." Olivia admitted apologising.
"Drink, cunt." Samuel derogatorily ordered.
"Yes, Sir," Olivia acquiesced before tipping her head back and letting the fluid splash onto her tongue. She then showed the mostly empty glass to her owner (there was still some cum stuck to the bottom), swallowed and then opened her mouth to show it was empty.
Deciding they'd played enough for now, Samuel instructed them to "Clean up in here and change the sheets. Once you're done, come to the kitchen, and you can make lunch."
The girls started following their instructions as Samuel walked to the door. But when he reached it, he turned back and asked, "Little Miss Courtney Murray. Want to explain your two phone calls?"
Chapter 5: Sarah II.
From Chapter 3: Sarah I...
Time was up for the duo, so Sarah dropped Leroy back at his unit in time for him to attend The Bullet's afternoon skills session and drove home. Sarah spent the drive home wondering why she felt bereft and alone without Leroy.
...
Sarah's job agency phoned her early Tuesday morning, offering her a lucrative one-day contract temping in a major law firm downtown. She accepted the offer, of course, and spent the day answering phones and client queries but mostly fending off inappropriate advances from the sleazy lawyers working there. Of course, she didn't know if any non-sleazy lawyers worked there because the only ones who spoke with her soon made an innuendo-loaded offer.
At the end of her day, Sarah left for home significantly richer but feeling soiled by the sleaze she'd endured. Because her temp job was in the city, Sarah had caught the train to work. Unfortunately, travelling on public transport during peak hour meant surviving the crowding and enduring the casual groping of her butt and breasts she received as she travelled.
Finally getting to her station, Sarah carefully checked her surroundings before opening her car door and quickly scooting inside, closing the locks as soon as she was in. She didn't think anyone had been carjacked and raped at an Australian public transport carpark in Australia yet. Still, she'd read the news reports of it happening elsewhere in the world and didn't want the infamy of being Australia's first.
'As Daddy always said,' Sarah thought. 'It's better to be over-cautious when you don't need to be than blasé when you should have been paying attention!'
Parking in her spot in the garage, Sarah thankfully smiled when she saw Leroy getting out of a cab and, after looking around, walking confidently up her drive.
Sarah hadn't bothered turning on the garage light, so Leroy didn't spot her until she huskily hummed, "Hello, Lover. Welcome to what I call home."
His big brown eyes snapping to Sarah, Leroy's white teeth gleamed under his dark face as he smiled at his new friend, "Hello, Miss Geller. Pleased to be here."
Feeling the tensions from her stressful day fading away, Sarah laughed before taking two quick steps and flinging herself into Leroy's arms. Then, as his big hands cupped her bottom, Sarah wrapped her arms around Leroy's neck and her thighs around his hips and thoroughly kissed him. "I missed you," Sarah admitted before kissing Leroy again.
"That's good, baby girl," Leroy grinned. "Cos I missed your sexy ass, too."
"Just my sexy ass, huh?" Sarah humphed. "Careful, Mister Bad, Bad Leroy Brown, you're skating on thin ice!"
Laughing, Leroy corrected, "Okay. Okay. I missed your beautiful tits and toned tummy, too."
"Don't forget my long, toned legs, gorgeous shoulders, and sexy back!"
"I'm bringing sexy back," Leroy sang, horribly off-key, as he casually groped Sarah's 'sexy ass' and ran a finger along her perineum to tap on her knicker-covered entrance."
"You're giving me another wet spot," Sarah warned, reaching between them to caress his erect cock.
"Can't have that, can we, Buffy?" Leroy admitted as he carried her up the stairs to the front door.
"Buffy?" Sarah asked, her eyebrow arched.
"If I'm bad, bad, Leroy, then you must be Buffy, Miss Tatiana." Leroy joked.
"You were impossibly smug," Sarah recalled fondly, even though it was only three days ago.
"And you were such a bitch!"
"I resemble that remark!" Sarah facetiously responded.
Then reluctantly wriggling so Leroy would let her down, Sarah opened the door before confessing, "Dinner is going to be late. Everything is ready to go, but I had a temp job today and just got home."
I figured that when I saw you coming from the garage, babe," Leroy said.
"It's only Moroccan grilled chicken breast on a homemade Caesar salad, Leroy," Sarah explained. "So it won't take long to make."
But when they got to the kitchen, Sarah was surprised to see all her housemates helping to prepare the meal. Gloria directed, of course. But Sarah watched, astounded, as Ben worked the grill cooking the chicken, Nigel put out plates and cutlery, and Emily took freshly baked potatoes out of the oven, opened the tinfoil, split the potatoes, and added sour cream and chives.
Gloria, tossing a much more complex salad than Sarah had envisaged, looked over at her housemate and grinned before hurrying over to kiss her cheek and welcome her home.
"I saw from your note on the board that you temped today, so I thought I'd prepare dinner for you. The others chipped in as they got home. Well, except Nigel, who finally pried himself away from that computer of his and made an appearance looking for food."
"Thanks, Mum," Sarah teased.
"I'll 'Mum' you, you witch," Gloria mock threatened, barely changing 'bitch' to 'witch' in time. Then turning to Leroy, she said brightly, "Miss Sarah, this must be your new man. Hi, you gorgeous specimen of manhood, you. I'm Gloria."
Overwhelmed by Gloria's overt sexuality, and blatant flirting, Leroy didn't know where to look or what to say. Finally, trying not to stare at the vast amount of mounded breast flesh pushing aggressively from Gloria's cleavage, Leroy mumbled, "Leroy Brown... oh... shit! I mean Loggins."
Laughing, Ben strode over with his big hand outstretched and said, "Don't mind Gloria, Mr Loggins. You're not the first man to stumble over his words when first meeting her, and you won't be the last. Ben Stokes," he added as Leroy shook his hand. "You're the basketball player, right? The one The Bullets recruited for the next three seasons?"
"That's me," Leroy deprecatingly admitted.
"Oh, my lawd!" Ben teased. "A Yank with some humility? When does that happen?"
"My Mumma would have beat my black ass if I'd shown arrogance to people I'm meeting for the first time, Ben," Leroy confessed. "Besides, I don't want to embarrass Miss Sarah.
"Miss Sarah?" Gloria joked. "Ooh, la, la. When did you become Miss Sarah, Sarah, you big tart?"
Gloria turned to Leroy, put her hands on her wide hips and demanded, "I want a 'hello' kiss, Mr Loggins. And it had better not be one of those namby-pamby, kissing your mother ones, neither!"
Helpless under Gloria's determined assault, Leroy looked beseechingly at Sarah, hoping for rescue, only to find her tittering behind her hand, trying desperately not to laugh aloud.
Giving in to what appeared to be inevitable fate, Leroy took Gloria into his strong arms and kissed her with every ounce of skill he possessed. Then, as their kiss lengthened, Leroy felt Gloria's hand slide around to mould and squeeze his firm butt cheeks, so he returned the favour. Next, Gloria's hand slid between them and lightly stroked his swiftly swelling manhood. Not to be undone, Leroy moved his hands to Gloria's upper arms, then strummed her big nipples with his thumbs.
Deciding she might actually lose this battle, Gloria, with her cunt aching and drooling, broke their kiss and staggered back two steps. Then shakily wiping her full, pouting lips, she said, "Not bad, Mr Loggins. Not bad at all! I might have to ask Sarah if she'll let me take you out for a ride. But, if she will, I promise you'll be ridden hard and put away wet! Well, I'll put you away where I'm wet," She suddenly grinned.
Flummoxed, Leroy waited for the inevitable explosion from Sarah. When it didn't come and sure he'd heard her mutter, 'impossible to resist', he began turning to look at her, but then someone tapped lightly on his forearm.
"I'm Emily," the gorgeously lush, big-breasted young woman standing where Gloria had just vacated said. "I expect a 'hello' kiss equally as good as that one."
Leroy didn't dare to look, but when he heard Sarah's rich laugh, he thought, 'I'm fucked, anyway. There's no way Sarah will forgive me for kissing her housemate that way.'
So pulling the luscious woman into his embrace, Leroy bent to kiss Emily's sexy, even fuller than Gloria's, lips. Then as Emily's tongue shyly sought his, Leroy let the kiss evolve into a searing, soul-scorching French kiss. As his tongue battled with Emily's, Leroy's right hand slid onto Emily's rounded bottom, and he pressed his fingers into her cleft before stroking and petting her buttocks. At the same time, Leroy's left hand caressed Emily's breast before he circled her erect nipple with his fingers.
Suddenly breaking the kiss as she shuddered, Emily muttered, "Oops," and stepped away.
Hurrying back to the baked potatoes, Emily threw "Thanks" over her shoulder before trying not to show her embarrassment as she loaded potatoes onto plates.
Looking at Emily's swiftly retreating back, Leroy shook himself and wondered, 'Did Emily just orgasm?'
Not realising he'd voiced his 'thought' question, Leroy jumped when Sarah wrapped her arms around him from behind, hugged him and whispered, "Yeah. I'm pretty sure that she did."
Amazed and confused, Leroy turned so he could look at his new friend, 'new girlfriend, dammit!' he thought. Then, seeing her smiling gently, no accusation or anger evident on her pretty face, Leroy lost it. Grabbing her arm, Leroy dragged Sarah out the door, across the hall and into the lounge.
"Just what the fuck is happening here, babe?' He asked heatedly. "Women do not let their new boyfriend kiss another woman, let alone encourage them to do it! Is this some kind of fucking commune where everybody gets it on with everybody else? If it is, count me out!"
"Relax, Leroy," Sarah soothed. "You've just met the irresistible sexual force that is Gloria. You can't resist her because I doubt anyone can, so you may as well relax and enjoy being fucked by her. I won't be able to stop her because I'll probably be lying next to you, being fucked by Gloria, too."
Leroy took a deep breath and tried to calm his anger. Then he suddenly asked, "What is it about her? She's not beautiful. Sexily gorgeous? Yes. But not beautiful. She's overweight, but somehow that just adds to her sex appeal as it gives her admirable curves in all the right places. And those tits she displays so proudly? Fuck! A man could dive in there and swim happily forever!"
Holding him again, Sarah admitted, "A woman could, too."
"And you've fucked her?" Leroy asked.
"Been fucked by her is more accurate, honey," Sarah explained. "Look, babe, before I joined Ben's house, I'd never even thought of being with another woman. But Gloria decided she wanted me, and before I knew it, I was on my knees, leaning back against her, with her strap-on buried in my ass as she fingered my soppingly wet cunt, begging her to fuck me harder!"
Sarah laughed bitterly, "Then a few weeks later, because Gloria was scared that she'd freaked out a man she wanted to marry by casually having sex with him in front of a crowd, I'm on my back in front of that same crowd with Gloria eating me out. Then, as if that wasn't bad enough, another woman lowers her cunt onto my face, and I happily lick it!"
Sarah, thinking bringing Leroy to meet her 'family' had been a mistake, sighed unhappily and muttered, "At least I told that woman's husband to fuck off when he tried to sit on my tits."
"You were in a four-way fuck off, but only had women fucking you? Leroy queried, the beginnings of a smile breaking through his anger.
"Yeah," Sarah confirmed. "Barry, Gloria's fiancé now, I guess, was fucking Gloria as Gloria ate me out, and I returned the favour to some old girl that sat on my face."
"Her husband tried to sit on your breasts, but you told him to fuck off?"
"The woman I was eating faced the crowd. Her husband wanted to fuck her as I ate her out, but that would've put his cock and balls on my chin and tongue. Well, that wasn't happening, so I yelled at him to get off me."
"And he did?"
"Of course," Sarah replied. "As soon as I objected, he got straight off and apologised. Security would have thrown his sorry ass out if he hadn't, anyway."
Curious, Leroy asked, "You think me fucking Gloria is inevitable?"
Trying to laugh, Sarah responded, "Yes! Unless you're going to dump me tonight and never return." She added bitterly.
Sarah, tears in her eyes, had turned away from Leroy, not wanting him to see her heart breaking if he chose to walk out. But, instead, Leroy turned her, his manly essence surrounding her, and cuddled her close to his strong chest before saying, "Why do you think I'd dump you because you were sexually active before we met, baby girl?"
"Because I'm a lesbian slut," Sarah sniffled.
Leroy tipped Sarah's head up so she could see him smiling, grinned and said, "Two licked pussies does not a lesbian make," misquoting Aristotle horribly.
Feeling much better, Sarah tried to smile before asking, "So we're alright? You still want to see me?"
'Girl, I think I want to marry you,' Leroy thought but was too scared to voice, in case he scared her away by wanting too much too soon. So instead of doing what he wanted to do, ask Sarah to marry him, Leroy responded, "Of course, baby girl. We're more than 'Okay'. We're fantastic!"
"Want to rejoin my 'family' and eat dinner?" Sarah asked hopefully.
"Sure, Bunny," Leroy replied. "Explain 'family' for me first, please?"
"You're not to call me that where the others can hear, Mr Loggins!" Emily growled before adding. "I'm the only child of two only children, Leroy," Sarah explained. "None of my Grandparents are alive. A drunk driver killed my dad, and Mum, well, I told you about her. So these people are as close to family as I have."
"And Gloria?"
"Resist her if you can, lover," Sarah resignedly answered. "But I doubt you can. I won't be able to if she comes on to me again, so we may as well let her fuck us together."
"We won't fuck her?"
Sarah shook with laughter as she answered, "You will stick your dick in her, but trust me. It won't feel like you're fucking her. And be prepared for her to want to fuck you in your ass with her strap-0n. The only man I've seen her submit to is Ben."
"You don't think I can make her submit? Girl, you don't know me at all!"
"If you succeed, lover, I want to be there to see her fall! Promise me?"
"I will not touch that luscious floozy without you being with me, Sarah. I give my word!" Leroy averred. "One more, Bunny. Okay?"
"Sure," Sarah answered, knowing who it was.
"Ben?"
"I wanted Ben for mine, Leroy," Sarah admitted wanting to be honest with her new man. "But women throw themselves at him all the time. Fuck! Half the women at his party, including the married ones, flirted with him, hinting he could have them.
"So I decided to play the 'ice maiden' with him, thinking that having a 'hot bitch' like me coldly responding to his obvious charms would make him chase me. But Lawd, did I miscalculate! Instead of pursuing me, he simply accepted my refusal and left me alone. Then that lusciously big assed bitch, Emily, with her sweet, innocent demeanour, snuck in unaware by me and seduced him into bed.
"Leroy, I could have kicked myself when I realised that Emily had snared him using nothing more than sweet, naïve charm. The day I met you, I was angry and bitter about missing out on a man I wanted yet again, and therefore, acted as I did with you."
"So I'm nothing but second best? A fall-back position? A rebound?" Ben asked bitterly. "I'm going to play second best to your desire for Ben?"
Angry beyond what she's ever known, Sarah hauled off and slapped Leroy as hard as she possibly could.
"I wanted to use Ben," Sarah snarled. "Use his fame to advance my Social Media status. I did not, nor will I ever, love him. He would have been a stepping stone to me becoming famous and earning wealth beyond what I can imagine."
"So, just like you planned to do to me?"
"If my hand didn't sting so badly from hitting your cast iron face already, I'd slap you again, you lummox!" Sarah snarled. "We've had this fucking conversation, Leroy. Yes, I thought you were a typical black jock wanting some white pussy to boast to your mates about, so I decided to use that to my advantage.
"But, you big dumb bastard, I fell in love with you because you're way more than a 'dumb jock'! Now, either take me to bed and fuck me, fuck off home and regret that you've abandoned me for the rest of your miserable life, or hold my hand, walk me into the kitchen, have dinner with my family, and then take me to bed and fuck me! Anything you choose, we're done with this argument. I love you, you asshole. So go on, join every other man I've been stupid enough to care for, fuck off home and break my heart!"
"You love me?" Leroy wonderingly asked. "I've been desperately refusing to believe you could love me after just three days because I already know that I love you and don't want my heart broken again."
"Finally, we get to it," Sarah stated. "You love me, and I love you. So choose an option, and we'll go with that."
Holding out his hand, Leroy smiled and said, "Let's go have dinner with your, our, family. Then we can make love all night if you want
"Our?" Sarah asked, not willing to believe.
"Our," Leroy confirmed. "When I ask, you will agree to marry me, right?"
"The moment you ask," Sarah averred.
"I'd better get to house hunting then, hadn't I?"
"I like the apartment you're in," Sarah ventured. "Any chance you can buy it?"
"The Bullets need me more than I need them," Leroy pointed out. "My contract is for one year, with a mutual 'get out' clause or two single-year extensions if I want them. After this year, when I dazzle them with my skills, they'll want to extend. When they do, I'll insist on the apartment being part of the deal."
"I'm soaking through my knickers again, Mister Loggins. Before I have an obvious wet spot, let's go and eat. Then you can take me back to my room and spend the night fucking me."



Sarah held Leroy's hand and led him back to the kitchen. Ben's house had a dining room, but the residents preferred the cosier atmosphere of Ben's kitchen when they ate together.
Sarah's housemates had held dinner, hoping Sarah and Leroy would join them. So when they did, plates were filled, and conversations were taken up.
Handing Sarah a bowl of salad, Gloria whispered, "Everything okay? We heard you arguing and worried. I apologise for coming onto your man so hard. But, Gawddamn, girl, he is so damned sexy!"
Sarah smiled before teasing, "It's all good, Glory Girl. Leroy and I are still together. So you'll get your chance to fuck him!"
"Not without you being there, honey," Gloria stated. "I happily fuck married men behind their wives' backs, but I'd never fuck a friend's man without her express permission and she being there."
"Don't look now, Glory Girl," Sarah teased. "But you may have accidentally confessed that you do have morals and scruples."
Looking chagrined, Gloria looked around quickly before saying, "Shh, bitch! Don't go revealing my secrets!"
Meanwhile, Nigel had quietly manoeuvred the others until he sat beside Leroy. Nigel was equally as attracted to his housemate's new boyfriend as the other two female residents, but Neil was much more discreet. So, waiting until Sarah and Gloria were engaged in conversation, Neil stuck out his hand and said, "Nigel Beech, pleased to meet you. Don't worry, you don't have to kiss and grope me to say 'hello', but I'm gay, so, if you want to...?"
Immediately liking the affable computer nerd, Leroy jokingly answered, "Well, if you shaved all the hair below your eyebrows off, dressed in a tiny, black micro-mini, wore 7-inch stiletto-heeled pumps, and got me very, very drunk, you just may be a chance."
"You need to meet my boyfriend, then," Nigel mysteriously said, not explaining Gin's cross-dressing.
Enjoying each other's company, Leroy and the housemates flirted, joked and teased back and forth as they got to know Sarah's new boyfriend. By the end of dinner, Sarah's 'family' all agreed he was perfect for their family member. Leroy was relieved that the girl's flirting was much more restrained than during their introductions.
However, there was an insistent foot that kept trying to push between his knees and onto his cock. Gloria and Emily sat opposite, so he couldn't decide which woman's foot persistently tried to find its way onto his dick. Leroy couldn't believe the young Emily would be so daring as to 'play footsie' with him, but subtle play seemed beyond Gloria.
'Gloria is about as subtle as an elbow check to the face,' Leroy mused. 'So discreetly playing footsie doesn't seem her style. Gloria's style would have been to undo another two blouse buttons and 'accidentally' let her tits fall out.'
Gloria had, in fact, considered doing that. But after hearing Leroy and Sarah's 'discussion', she felt that doing that would be just crass and show Sarah disrespect.
By the time everyone had finished dinner, Leroy hadn't decided whose foot it was, so he ignored it. However, as Emily and Gloria stood to start the clean-up, the luscious younger woman grinned and winked at him before carrying his dishes to the washer.
"Coffee and/or drinks in the lounge?" Ben offered.
"Sparkling water, if you have it," Leroy requested. "The season's about to start, so no alcohol for me until after the playoffs, and I don't drink caffeine or soft drink after 6.00 pm."
With the dishes in the washer and the kitchen sparkling, everyone drifted over to the lounge. Leroy had asked for directions to the loos, so after pointing him in the right direction, Sarah and Ben were the last in the kitchen. Sarah turned back to Ben, her face falling.
Then a blush suffusing her pretty face, Sarah said, "Umm, Ben. Did you, umm, overhear what I said to Leroy?"
Ben gently smiled as he touched Sarah's cheek, "I did, Sarah. It was hard not to, given you shouted it."
Dreadfully ashamed and with her face crimson, Sarah lowered her head and whispered, "Can you give me a few days to find somewhere else before I have to move out?"
"Why on earth would you have to leave, Miss Sarah? Ben asked.
"Because I wasn't lying about what I said to Leroy," Sarah whimpered, tears flowing down her face.
Ben lifted her chin with his curled finger, insisting Sarah look at him, "You don't think I already knew that, Sarah?" Of course, he hadn't, but he didn't care. If he'd known Sarah wanted him, he'd have happily let the gorgeous woman 'use' his fame and celebrity to help launch her Social Media Influencer career.
"You're not angry with me?" Sarah asked disbelievingly.
Shaking his head, Ben hugged her and answered, "No, pretty girl. I'm not angry with you, and I want you to stay until you and Leroy are ready to set up house."
Blushing again, Sarah asked, "Am I that obvious, Big Daddy?"
Ben smiled at Sarah's use of 'Big Daddy' and suddenly realised that's how he felt -Like he was a surrogate parent to the young woman and understood why he hadn't seriously pursued her.
"Big Daddy, huh?" Ben asked facetiously, purposefully ignoring her question.
"Yes, you big old grizzly bear," Sarah grinned through her tears. "Now hug me and kiss my cheek. I see my man standing there, not wanting to interrupt."
"Easy with the 'old', kiddo," Ben grumbled as he complied with Sarah's demand. "Or this 'big old grizzly bear' may use his claws to spank your ass!"
Giggling, Sarah turned to Leroy and pressed her gorgeous body firmly against his, pulled his head down and kissed him, "You're getting some loving tonight, Mr Loggins," she averred. "You'll need to ask the physio for a sling for your cock tomorrow!"
"Ewww," Ben mockingly protested, "Your Big Daddy doesn't need to hear that!"
"Jealous much?" Sarah teased as she took Leroy's hand and led him to the lounge.
'No,' Ben thought as he watched Sarah happily dance beside the tall player. 'I'm jealous lots! I wonder if I'll ever find someone for myself. Of course, I thought Melanie (ex-wife) would be, but what a disaster that's become.'
Entering the lounge, Sarah guided Leroy to the oversized sofa chair, angled in the corner, encouraged him to sit, climbed onto his lap, wrapped her arms around his neck, snuggled onto his chest, and looked around, smiling happily.
Glancing around the lounge, Sarah realised just how much like family her housemates really were. Nigel and Gloria sat at either end of the big four-person sofa, chatting away as Gloria openly flirted with him. She sat with her man, and Emily sat... 'Wait,' Sarah thought. 'Emily's in Ben's chair? What does she think she's doing?'
Emily answered that question when Ben entered the room carrying a selection of carbonated water and soft drinks by standing and waiting for Ben to sit before climbing onto his lap and assuming the same position as Sarah.
'You little hussy!' Sarah grinningly thought, no longer jealous of her young friend. 'Good for you! I wonder if Ben has any idea you want his ring?'
Sarah got off Leroy and brought him his bottle of water, a glass filled with ice, and a slice of lemon, twisted the top open, poured the bubbling water into the glass, and gave it to Leroy before snuggling back into his lap.
'Thank you, bunny," Leroy teased.
"You just didn't!" Sarah protested, knowing the teasing had to begin.
"Why not, Bunny?" Leroy emphasised. "You are my Bunny Rabbit, after all."
"Bunny?" Gloria chortled. "Bunny Rabbit? Sarah, girl, that name is stuck forever now!"
"You just had to go and do it, didn't you?" Sarah bitched, slapping Leroy's chest. "And you were going to get you some tonight too. With the emphasis on 'were', buddy!"
Rocking back and forth on the sofa, laughing uproariously, Gloria wiped tears from her eyes before chuckling, "Bunny? Buddy? So, Mister Leroy, you're a bunny buddy? Or is it Bunny's Buddy?"
"Both works," Leroy deadpanned. "Later, we're going to fuck like rabbits!"
"Gloria and I might be," Sarah threatened. "You'll be making 'bunny love' to your right hand!"
Maintaining his stoic demeanour, Leroy replied, "As long as I get to watch, I'm happy with that!"
"Boys and their lesbian fantasies," Sarah disparagingly said as she stood up. Then, ignoring Leroy, she walked towards the door. Leroy had just enough time to wonder if he'd stepped in it before Sarah turned back and crooked her finger. "Coming?" She asked. "This bunny wants to fuck!"
Leroy swiftly leapt to his feet and ran out the door after her.
Standing up and depositing the surprised Emily on her feet, Ben stretched before saying, "That's me done for the night. I got fuck all sleep last night because of a horny tart who shall remain nameless but is in this room, and isn't Emily."
Emily quietly followed Ben from the room.
Gloria looked at Nigel and said, "I don't suppose you'd like to fuck?"
"I have to work, Gloria," Nigel apologised. "It'll be well after midnight before I get finished, as I need to catch up on the work I've missed during dinner."
"Okay. Well, if you're horny, come and take me. I'll leave the door unlocked so you can if you want to, yeah?"
"Sure," Nigel non-committedly said as he stood to return to his computer.
Nigel knew he was gay, but even he couldn't refuse Gloria's earthy charms, and his cock twitched, thinking about tasting them again. Then, thinking about how his cock felt sinking into Gloria's wet depths, Nigel hurried to see if he couldn't finish his work early enough to visit her.
Escorting Leroy into her room, Sarah stood on tip-toes so she could reach to kiss him, then said, "I need to shower, baby. Jump into bed, and I'll be there shortly."
"Nuh ah," Leroy denied. "If you're getting in the shower, then you're getting fucked in the shower! Besides, what's the use in showering when we're soon going to be hot, wet, sticky and covered in cum?"
"I'm not letting you eat my pussy without a shower first, lover," Sarah emphasised. "In case you haven't figured it out, Mister Loggins, you make me wet, and my arousal juices have been festering away in there all day!"
"So vulgarly descriptive, Bunny," Leroy teased. "So let's take your smelly, festering pussy to the shower and fix it!"
"And you thought you were getting some tonight," Sarah kidded as she disrobed.
"I'm not getting 'some' tonight, Bunny Rabbit," Leroy returned. "I'm getting every single bit of you! Anything Gloria got, I'm getting, too!"
"You're not getting my ass, Leroy," Sarah tried to deny.
"Everything Gloria got!" Leroy teased.
"Lover, please," Sarah begged. "You're too big to go in there. You'll tear me in half."
Refusing to answer, Leroy just grinned, adjusted the shower water and gestured that Sarah should enter first. Leroy got in behind her and closed the door. Then taking the willing woman into his arms, Leroy kissed her passionately as his hands roamed over her sexily toned butt. To further tease her, he used his big hands to pull Sarah's butt cheeks apart, then whispered, "Everything!"
Pouring shampoo onto his cupped left hand, Leroy turned Sarah and carefully eased her under the water, not letting water get in her ears. Then turning Sarah so her back was to him, Leroy ran his fingers through her hair, massaging the foam into it. Once he was happy he'd worked the shampoo down to Sarah's scalp, Leroy gave her a head massage before carefully moving Sarah's head back under the water and gently rinsing out the suds.
Picking up the body scrubber, Leroy squirted body wash into it before taking Sarah's hand and lifting it over her head. Leroy slowly and sensually washed every inch of Sarah's gorgeously toned and lightly tanned body. From her fingers to her toes, there wasn't a bit missed.
When Leroy finished cleaning Sarah's feet and stood, she luxuriantly stretched before reaching for the scrubber, intending to return the favour. Leroy had other ideas, though. He'd showered before catching the cab, so he didn't need to clean himself. So, instead, he poured liquid soap onto his hands, then cupped Sarah's firm, full breasts and 'washed' them again, massaging her glorious globes and circling her tiny, rock-hard nipples.
"Hmm," Sarah sighed as she bit her lower lip, reached her arm back to hold Leroy's head, and arched her back, trying to force firmer contact on her aching nipples.
Sliding his left hand onto Sarah's right breast and gently tweaking and twisting her nipple, Leroy slid his right hand across her soapy body and stroked his middle finger over Sarah's clit and along her slit, causing her folds to open, and become ready for penetration. Then dipping his fingers into Sarah's pussy, Leroy hooked them back and up, searching for her G-spot.
"Oh my!" Sarah gasped, then bucked as Leroy's sure fingers found her spot.
Alternating thrusting two fingers into Sarah's cunt as he thumbed her clit with twirling them over her G-spot, Leroy swiftly brought his lover to her crest. Then feeling her shuddering against him, her long, slender legs spasming and threatening to support her weight no longer, Leroy bit where Sarah's neck met her shoulder as he firmly twisted her right nipple.
"Oh, fuck!" Sarah exclaimed as her thighs clamped shut on Leroy's big hand, and the insides of her pussy seemed to flutter. "Oh, fuck! I'm cumming!" Then quickly pushing the flesh between her thumb and forefinger to help muffle the sound, Sarah bit hard and screamed.
An unknown time later, Sarah opened her eyes. Slowly becoming aware of her surroundings, she realised she'd collapsed, but Leroy had picked her up, dried her, and held her to his chest as he carried her to her bed.
Suddenly aware of the raging furnace contained in her pussy, Sarah, panting, nonsensically muttered, "In me. In me. Lover. Lover, please, I have to have you in me. Please!"
Obeying Sarah's urgency, Leroy pulled the quilt down, lay Sarah gently on the bed, moved between her spread thighs, positioned his throbbing dick at her entrance, and slid forcefully inside. As soon as he entered her, Sarah's legs clamped around Leroy's hips as she arched her torso off the bed and demanded, "Fuck me. For Gawd's sake, FUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!!!!"
So Leroy did.

Chapter 4 End.

In Chapter 5: Nigel and Gin meet Courtney and Olivia. Ben travels to Toowoomba to apologise to and fuck Beverly and Marjorie. Leroy succumbs to Gloria's charms, but will it be as Gloria thinks? And Barry's female persona evolves when he entices a hugely dicked co-worker home to fuck him and Gloria.
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Stuck Tales: Stepsister Wants to Play.

Having divorced parents sucks. You know? It especially sucks when it's your mother who fucks around on your father, then decides she likes getting cock from a guy barely older than you (two years) and runs off with him. Granted, my mother was always a bitch, and I suspect that Grant, the guy she ran off with, was not the first guy she'd fucked behind my father's back, but leaving her sixteen-year-old son and only child behind? That's unforgivable.
That was four years ago, and I've turned twenty since since then. Old enough to screw, willing to do so, but unable to find a girl interested in going steady with me that I want to do it with.
Hello readers. I'm Flip Wilson. Yeah, yeah. But unlike what you think, it's Felipe Wilson, not Phillip. My mother is Cuban-American and wouldn't let my father Australianise my name. So, Felipe, it is. Are you surprised that I insist people call me Flip?
I stand a lean, 6-ft. 4-in. tall (197 cm), weighing just 170 lbs (77 kg). I run, and you can damn well bet that I can run you into the ground and do it way faster than you can believe! I have a haemoglobin count of almost half again as high as normal. This means my blood carries several times more oxygen than an average person's does, and I can maintain a much higher speed for much longer than anyone I've competed against.
I'm good, damned good! I've won every national age group 400m and 800m championship I've competed in since age thirteen.
In American parlance, I'm a jock. Unfortunately, the women I'm attracted to are, in the same parlance, nerds. The women attracted to me are the airhead type. If Australian schools had cheerleaders, that's what they'd be. Pretty girls with great bodies and hardly a thought in their tiny brains. They see a 'famous jock' that's won lots of races and want to fuck me.
Whereas the women I'm attracted to are the quiet ones. The ones who have fantastic bodies but hide them under thick, loose-fitting clothing. They wear glasses and seldom do anything more than pull their hair back into a ponytail, and wear little to no makeup. Because they dress like that, every guy but me thinks they are plain and pay no attention to them.
Unfortunately, although I average of an A grade (even if the compulsory foreign language class drags me down. Who in Australia gives a fuck that I can't speak Japanese when I'll probably never travel to Japan?), these girls label me a 'jock', treat me as if I am one, and won't engage with me in conversation.
Hey, I'm a typically horny eighteen to twenty year old, so I've fucked a lot of airhead, cheerleader-type pussy. I'm told I'm pretty good, and everyone has asked for a second ride (Pfft! As if.). But I want a serious relationship, dammit! So how do I get one of the bookish girls to take me seriously?
Two years ago, Dad began dating Chloe Springer, a solo mother with a daughter around a year older than me (10 months). Chloe is gorgeous (lucky Dad) but is almost the stereotypical, blonde airhead. She has this grating, little girl, sing-song voice that makes me want to choke her, slap her, and tell her to speak like an adult, FFS! What Dad talks to her about after he's emptied his sack into her, I have no idea (can you hear my contempt for bubble-headed dingbats in my writing?}.
I'd like to fuck her, though! There's something about her that screams, 'Slut! So smack my ass and tweak my tits, and I'll suck your cock on the front straight of Flemington as the Melbourne Cup runs'.
Oh, shit! I forgot to mention Chloe's daughter Misty. OMFG, what a babe! Zendaya Coleman has nothing on Chloe's daughter. A part-time model, Misty, matches Zendaya's 5-ft. 10-in. tall and weighs barely 126 lbs (57 kg). With body measurements of 34-25-34 (guessed because of her resemblance to Zendaya), Misty swiftly became the centre of my masturbation fantasies.
I'm pretty sure that Misty was a virgin when Dad began dating her mother, but when she turned eighteen, she started flirting outrageously with my father. My Dad's a decent guy, though, and turned her down flat. Unlike my bitch of a mother, he wouldn't do that to his spouse.
After his last growled refusal, he told her if she did it again, he'd take away her IPad and phone, and if that didn't work, he'd take away her car. Of course, he's bought her all those things, so I guess he has the right.
I think to spite him, Misty fucked Joel Robertson that same night. Joel is captain of our school's First XIII Rugby League team and school stud. I don't know if Misty is a screamer for real or if she was only putting on a show to let my father know what he was missing out on. After that, she tried to fuck her way through the entire team. Every second night, she'd parade some new conquest through our lounge, announce loudly to her mother that she was going to bed to 'fuck his lights out', and drag the lucky (poor?) guy to her bedroom. Of course, she pretended to ignore that Dad was in the room too.
Over breakfast, Misty would loudly discuss her activities the previous night with her airhead mother and give the boy a rating out of five. So far, no one has scored better than a four. Chloe constantly giggles and states that Dad's a six, followed by Misty doubting he's even a three on her scale.
Misty tries to disguise it as teasing, but Dad and I know she's doing it to rub his nose in what he's missing out on. Unfortunately, her ditzy mother is too dense to realise that Misty is being plain nasty. I want to defend him, but every time I open my mouth, Dad shakes his head and continues reading the news on his IPad, pretending he hasn't heard or doesn't care.
I don't mind her enthusiastic, screaming fuck sessions because they provide plenty of masturbation material for me to toss off to. Once I've cum, I put on my noise-cancelling headphones and hear them no more.
Things went on as described above until I turned eighteen. Then, the morning of my birthday, Misty began flirting with me! Now, don't get me wrong here. Misty is hot! With her olive skin and reddish/dark-brown hair and her light brown eyes over a perfect nose that highlights her full and pouty, cupid bow lips, she is any man's wet dream.
Until she opens her mouth.
Lawdy, lawdy, is she then a spoilt, whining, snivelling, petulant woman/child that throws the most incredible hiss fits when she doesn't get her way!
Like my father, I ignored her flirting because, although her physical attributes are sensational, having to live with her on a daily basis and listen to her petulant whine totally puts me off. I mean, the girl is dense as well as immature. So why would I want any part of that?
Yeah, okay. She's so damned hot that I'll probably roll her over once just to say I did. But then there's the 'implied incest' issue. Although Misty and I are not biologically related, because her mum is 'married' to my dad, people consider us brother and sister, so any relationship between us would be regarded as incest.
Misty's flirting wasn't too bad when Dad was around, but it got ridiculous when he wasn't and escalated to insanity if it was only she and me. When Chloe was present, Misty at least kept her hands outside my shirt and trousers. Alone, Misty would press her gorgeously tight and toned body against me and have me unzipped and my cock in her hand before I had any idea what the fuck was happening.
But if I reached for her so I could pull her into an embrace, she'd skip away laughing, leaving my throbbing cock waving in the damned air. This led to several embarrassing encounters between Chloe and me as I tried to tuck my pole away before she saw it.
One evening, Dad pulled me aside and told me that Chloe had complained about me 'shaking my cock' at her all the time and wanted to know why I kept flashing my stepmother. Glowing bright red, I sputtered that it wasn't me that pulled my cock out when Chloe was around. "Misty?" he asked and grimaced when I nodded.
Dad suddenly grinned, quickly checked there was only us near, and said, "Chloe did admit she was impressed by your dick, son. Says it's probably even larger than mine. Now, son, I carry seven thick inches. What the hell are you hiding in there? A Policeman's baton?"
Embarrassed, I muttered, "I have no idea. I haven't measured it, nor do I check other guys out to see what they have."
I'm lying, of course. I know from swim class I'm better endowed than most, so curious, I got Mum's old sewing tape out. I'm pleased to announce that hard, I'm almost 8-inches. I wanted to say I was 8-inches, but it stayed less no matter how much I measured it or tugged on it, trying to get that extra part inch to 8-inches.
Last week was Easter, and Dad and Chloe took their typical two weeks holiday, leaving Misty and me alone in the house. Dad owns an expansive two-story home on the river in Sherwood, Brisbane, Queensland. The house features a curving staircase from the living area to the bed and bathrooms upstairs. It has four bedrooms, each with an en suite, bigger than most houses' lounge rooms. The steps are made from Southern Yellow Pine stained dark mahogany red and curve over a massive wall unit built to fit there.
The effect is beautiful, but there's a problem. The top of the unit is inaccessible from the front as it stands close to the rising stairs. Unfortunately, as the builder designed the stairs to have gaps between them, you can see the top of the wall unit as you walk upstairs.
Unless the top is cleaned regularly, it quickly gathers dust and dirt and looks terrible. It's my job to keep the top clean. However, the only way I can clean it is to get on my hands and knees and use a brush extension to gather the dust and dirt. Then, when it's close enough, I use the vacuum to suck it up. It's not hard work, just awkward and frustrating, as keeping the furthest corners clean is almost impossible.
On Easter Friday, Misty had her usual date with a rugby playing Neanderthal. They must have found somewhere open for dinner because they didn't come home until almost midnight, waking me up with their thunderous fucking. Well, mostly, it was Misty's shrieking that woke me, but awake I was.
As I ate breakfast at the kitchen bench the following morning, her latest dalliance walked past me with a smirk, gave me a thumbs up and disappeared. Around an hour later, Misty appeared. She wore nothing but a light, almost diaphanous silk robe and was still drying her hair as she got coffee.
Waiting until I looked at her, Misty tossed her hair back over her other shoulder. At her hair toss, her robe parted, and her gorgeous B-cup right breast momentarily popped into view. Struggling to prevent an erection, I bent over my phone, pretending to read my newsfeed. But then, Misty flopped onto the stool beside me, legs akimbo, and flashed her pussy at me.
I had time to observe she'd trimmed her bush to an arrow pointing at her clit before quickly averting my eyes and turning, trying to hide my now raging erection.
Misty chuckled saucily and asked, "Whassa matter, Flip? Don't like the view?"
Grinding my teeth, I replied, "It's not enough that you cock tease my father that you have to do the same to me?"
To my shock, Misty slapped me.
"I am not a cock teaser!" She almost growled. "I'd have willingly made love to your father if he hadn't been so damned honourable towards my mother! And you, you man! You don't take hints!"
Misty stormed from the room as I wondered what the fuck that was about. Hints? What fucking hints? All she did was belittle and insult me. What could she mean by 'hints'?
With no clue, I tidied up my breakfast meal and decided to clean the whole kitchen. Picking up a stack of papers near the house phone, a folded letter dropped out. Checking to see what it was, I opened it. Instead of the letter I expected, it was Misty's first-semester University results. To my utter amazement, Misty was in pre-law, and her results were three A's and a B across her four subjects.
'The girl has a brain!' I wonderingly thought. 'Who fucking knew? If she's that intelligent and beautiful, why is she fucking muscle-bound, brain-dead rugby players? She should be dating intellectuals,' and then it dawned on me. 'She should be dating me. I'm a straight-A student and have my choice of career. Medicine and Law seem the best option, but Dad wants me to take the Airforce Officer route and become a fighter pilot.
I'm leaning towards following Dad's wishes because it would mean that I'd have most of my hours towards my commercial pilot's licence and, if I stayed in for ten years, have a guaranteed income for the remainder of my life.
Realising I'd need to get something out for dinner, I timidly knocked on Misty's door.
Wrenching her door open, her breasts delectably bouncing into view again, Misty growled, "What?"
Blushing and trying unsuccessfully to keep my eyes off her chest, I asked, "Are you home for dinner? If you are, what would you like?"
"No!" Misty spat. "I'm being taken to dinner by Joel. Then I'm bringing him back so we can fuck all night!"
As Misty began closing her door, and without realising I was about to speak, I blurted, "I saw your first semester results, Misty. With your smarts, why do you act like a dumb bitch and let yourself be used like the team's bike?"
Misty's gaze softened, "I should slap your dopey face again, asshole," she said. "Boys don't like smart girls, Flip. They're intimidated by them and won't ask them out. I like being taken out, Flip. And I love sex, so win-win, right?"
"The right guy would love you for your intelligence, Misty," I pointed out.
Looking sad, Misty said, "The right guy won't even look at me, Flip. He looks away right when I want him to look."
She shut the door in my shocked face.
I shook myself, 'No, you dumb ass,' I thought. 'That was not what you think it is. Your stepsister did not just hint that she wanted you to look at her. You're misinterpreting!'
Troubled and confused, I went to my room. I had a chemistry exam the following week and wanted to review my notes and the coursework. An hour later, after realising I'd spent the entire time staring at the wall and thinking about my stepsister, I gave it up and thought I'd go for a run. As I exited my room, I heard a muffled "Flip. Flip. Are you there? Help!"
Running towards the sound, I wondered what Misty was up to. Our house is secure, so we wouldn't have been invaded. But why would she be yelling? Getting to the stairs, I saw Misty stuck between them, about halfway down.
"Misty? What the fuck are you doing?" I asked.
"What does it look like I'm doing, asshole?" She spat.
Riled, I spat back, "I don't have to fucking help, bitch! Stay stuck in there for all I care!"
I began clomping down the stairs, headed for my run.
"No! Wait." Misty called. "Help me, please?"
Still pissed, I stomped back to where she lay. From below, I could see up Misty's short skirt, and OMFG! She wasn't wearing underwear! I stumbled to a stop, "Umm, Misty. Where are your knickers?"
Misty, wriggling, trying to get out, stated, "I like being commando. "
"Why?"
Wriggling harder, Misty swore, "So my pissant stepbrother can stare at my cunt rather than help me get unstuck! Why the fuck else would I go commando? I like boys feeling me up, dickhead. Without the knickers, they can do it easier."
"You know what, Misty?" I snarled. "Fuck you! If I see your date, I'll send him in. I'm sure he'll enjoy the view!"
"Is that it?" Misty taunted. "You've got the sweetest pussy you've ever seen before you, and you're ignoring it and going on your run?"
Exasperated, I slowly asked, spacing out every word, "What_do_you_want_from_me, Misty?"
Misty screamed in frustration, "How fucking dense can you fucking be? Fuck me, Flip. I'm lying here, totally exposed to you, with my cunt dripping, and all you want to do is fight!"
Of course, being dense, I didn't think 'fuck me' meant 'have sex with me'. I thought she meant 'fuck me' in terms of being frustrated. So, with a sigh of resignation, I tried to pull my stepsister out from between the steps.
"Ow!" She cried, "Ow! Ow Gawddammit! My tits are attached, you know?"
"How the fuck did it get in there to start with?" I asked, uncertain how to release her.
"I dropped my damned phone walking down the stairs, and, of course, it bounced off the back of a step and landed on the wall unit way back out of reach."
"Why didn't you get the broom attachment to drag it closer rather than climb under there?"
"Because I didn't think of it!"
Trying to add some humour, I grinned, "Bet you wish you'd used it now!"
"Oh, funny, funny, hah, hah."
"I'm wondering how you got in there if you can't get back out?"
Misty sighed, "Going in, my tits pressed against my chest, flattening them out, and I slid under with no problem. But, going backward, they're dangling in the air. So, when you pull me back, they get pushed up by the step's edge as if you're trying to rip them off."
Even though I was trying not to, my eyes kept drifting to Misty's exposed pussy. 'It looks wet,' I thought. 'And what's that smell?'
My cock throbbing, I unthinkingly leaned over and sniffed, and my dick jumped as my sphincter clenched. Dazed, I put my hand on the back of Misty's knee and lightly tickled it.
"What are you doing?" Misty asked nervously.
"Shut up," I muttered. "I'm trying to work out how to get you out."
Misty's skin was silky smooth and felt tremendous against my fingers, so I stroked higher. Now I was closer, I couldn't see Misty's pussy, so I lifted her skirt higher, exposing her sexy centre again. I wanted to see more, and Misty hadn't complained, so I pulled her skirt above her toned ass.
"How does exposing my ass help you get me out of here?" Misty asked. But was it desire I heard in her voice? I didn't bother to respond.
Entranced by the smooth skin over her toned, taut muscles, I began describing circles. I trailed my hand from her left knee up her thigh onto her bottom, stopped to knead a few times, and then dipped my finger into her cleft and onto her tight cheek. Then pausing to knead that cheek, I ran my fingers down to her right knee before crossing back to her left and repeating the circle.
Misty's thighs spread the third time around, and the smell of her arousal grew exponentially.
The fourth time around, Misty pleaded, "Touch me, Flip. Please don't leave me wanting."
I was too horny to wonder about my stepsister's sudden attitude change, so instead of running my hand up the back of her thigh, I ran them up the inside and onto her perineum. Tickling there briefly, I slid my index finger along Misty's slit, spreading her folds and exposing her pinkly flushed pussy lips. Then, finding her clit, I switched to my thumb, pressed on it and slowly manipulated it back and forth.
"Hmm," Misty sighed as her ass rose to meet my gently stroking fingers.
With Misty kneeling on a step and her upper body under the one above it, Misty's ass protruded beautifully into the air. Taking advantage of this, I knelt between her feet, placed my hands on her firm buttocks, spread them apart and ran my tongue from her clit to the beginning of her perineum. I repeated the lick twice more before I paused at Misty's vulva and pushed my tongue as deep into her as possible.
"That's good, Flip," Misty moaned.
Knowing I was so turned on that I would lose control and cum as soon as I entered her, I concentrated on giving my stepsister an orgasm with my fingers and tongue. Misty proved to be as vocal with me as with the other lovers she'd entertained in bed because as soon as my tongue flicked her pleasure button, she sucked in a deep breath and screamed.



Knowing she was multiorgasmic, I tongued her to another orgasm before using my fingers and thumb to bring her to a third. Misty's moans were constant now and only halted when she let out an orgasmic scream. To get her to climax a fourth time, I lashed her clit with my tongue as I twirled my middle finger over her G-spot.
As sweat poured from her sexily toned body, I reached under the steps, pushed Misty's halter top above her B-cups, and gently tweaked her nipple. Then, finding her inner pleasure node again, I ran my two middle fingers back and forth over it, occasionally stopping to tap on it. Doing this, I'd read, should give Misty a G-spot orgasm instead of the typical clitoris one. If I were lucky, a G-spot orgasm would cause Misty to squirt.
When I began tweaking her nipple and tapping her G-spot, Misty initially barely reacted. I briefly worried that I was turning her off, so to speak. But after about thirty seconds, when I tapped, Misty panted. Then, when I resumed twirling my fingers, she moaned and hunched her hips up, trying to push harder against my invading fingers.
Excited, I tapped harder and twirled my fingers faster. Simultaneously, I added pulling Misty's nipple as I twisted it. To prevent the sensation from becoming too intense, I regularly switched breasts.
Misty's hips started humping faster and harder at my hand as her arousal peaked. She kept attempting to grind her clit against my knuckles so she could pop over the top, but I carefully kept away from her button.
Another few minutes later and Misty bucked and squirmed as I played her like a violin. Her mouth was open, and a soft keening wail sloughed from her mouth. Then, after one more round of firm tapping, she threw her head back, screamed, hunched her hips back and forth, and then creamed over my fingers. She didn't quite squirt, but a creamy liquid frothed over my hand as I swirled my fingers.
Slowly shuddering to a stop, Misty slumped onto the steps and said, "Wow! What did you do to me? I've never cum that hard before!"
"I gave you a G-spot orgasm," I replied smugly. "When you get used to having them, you'll probably squirt.
"I'm so soaked, that I'm surprised that I didn't this time!" Misty stated. Then in a quiet voice, she asked, "Will you fuck me now?"
"I'm so fucking horny I'll cum as soon as I put it in you," I warned Misty.
"Do it!" Misty said. "Young guys always pop off quickly the first time. Don't worry about it because doing that tells me how sexy and desirable you find me. So, stick it in me, then when you pop, pull out and cum on my back. You'll hardly soften at all, so stick it back in. Even if you have to do that twice, it won't matter because I'm close anyway!"
I was seeing my stepsister in a whole new light and had begun to realise the slutty bimbo exterior was just that, an exterior. The natural person underneath was a beautiful, sexy, intelligent girl who loved to fuck, so she created a persona that allowed her to do so often.
Deciding to take my stepsister's advice, I knelt with my knees on either side of her ass, placed a hand on the top of her bottom for balance, and used my right hand to guide my long, thick cock into her soakingly wet pussy.
"Oh, shit, Flip," Misty moaned as I seated myself inside her. "Have you shoved your cock or a baseball bat up me?"
I looked down and realised the last inch wasn't entirely inside her, so smirking, I replied, "There's another inch still to go, if you can take it?"
"I can take it," Misty lustfully growled. "Pull it back and shove it in me!"
Complying, I pulled out and forcefully thrust back in.
"Ow!" Misty bitched. "Damn, Flip. I think you hit my cervix! Do it again!"
I did!
"Jaysus, Flip! I swear you're knocking my womb around! Now stop fucking about and fuck me!"
Unfortunately, I couldn't. The next time I pushed in, as I feared, I orgasmed immediately. Swiftly pulling out, I spurted all but that first squirt onto Misty's back.
"Fuck it's hot having you cum on my back, baby. Now stick it back in and pound me. It won't take me long to cum, so don't hold back. Okay?"
Misty was right. I was so fucking horny that even cumming hadn't softened me at all! Sliding back into her, I bent my elbows so I could rest them on the steps and reach under them to hold her tits. Then cupping those gorgeous globes, I strummed my thumbs over her stiff nipples and slammed vigorously into her.
"Harder!" Misty demanded. "Yes! Knock my womb out of my throat! Do it! Yes. More!"
I was close and thought I'd have to pull out and cum on her back again. But before I could, Misty sucked in a massive breath, tossed her head back and howled her orgasm. Her spasming pussy knocked me off the cliff of my climax, and grunting, I filled her with cum.
With barely enough strength left, I managed to roll off my stepsister and sit on the step, panting. Misty shuddered and shook through several aftershock orgasms before sagging onto her tummy, lower legs held in the air.
Misty lay there as she revelled in post-orgasmic bliss. Suddenly Misty put her hands on her boobs and pressed them against her chest. Then using her knees and elbows scooted back from under the step. Turning, she sat on the stair next to me, kissed my cheek and put her head on my shoulder.
"For a dense guy, you sure do fuck well, Flip!"
"You weren't stuck at all," I protested mildly.
Misty smiled against my shoulder and whispered, "No, I wasn't. But you finally looked!"

The End.
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Chapter 1: Meet The Morrisons.
From Part 3 ...
JoJo, Bella and I were waiting at my studio shortly before 10.00 am the following day. Alan had sent a confirmation text sometime after I'd taken my wives to bed, so I didn't see it until the morning. I happened to be watching out the window as Alan and Alannah parked their nearly twenty-year-old Holden Commodore in one of the guest parking slots. As the long-legged Alannah swung her legs out of the car, I felt an instant reaction in my groin.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'She could be Bella's daughter!'
...
At the same time I thought that, Bella asked, "Is that Brian Dennehy? No, it can't be. He passed away a few years ago. But sheesh, he looks like him."
Shifting my gaze to Alan, I first noticed how solid the man was. Alan is a big man, well over 6-foot (183cm) tall and must've weighed north of 220 lbs (100 kg). Life had battered this man if his email was anything to go by, but he covered every inch of the ground he stood on. Alannah had the same almost ethereal presence that my mother had. Her beauty was beyond Miss Universe good.
As the front door chimes rang, I said to JoJo, "Get Jacob and Roxy here. Right away would be good. Right now would be better."
Jogging down the stairs, I welcomed the Morrisons and guided them into my office. Holding Bella's hand, I introduced them both, "You're obviously Alan," I redundantly said, shaking his hand. Alan's big fist dwarfed mine, and his handshake was firm. "This is my mother and business partner, Bella Johns." Then, turning to his daughter, I said, "You're Alannah, of course. I'm Xavier, if you haven't already figured that out. And I've already introduced Bella."
Alannah stood there, her eyes almost bugging out, "Dad," she almost whispered, "Bella looks just like Mum! So much so they could almost be twins."
After a few tearful moments, the Morrisons settled on the couch. Bella offered a choice of tea or coffee, and much to my delight, they both opted for black tea with a little honey to sweeten it. Just as my wives and I preferred.
JoJo entered the office as Mum handed the Morrisons their cups. Standing, I introduced her, "Alan and Alannah, this is my wife, and business partner, JoJo Johns. JoJo, Alan and Alannah."
After exchanging small talk for a while, Alan asked, "So how does this work, Xavier?"
"The game show?" I confirmed.
"Yes, that too," Alan replied. "But how is it filmed? Is it in one long shot, or is it broken down into segments? Am I really expected to have sex with one of the models in front of an audience?"
"It will be done in consecutive order, Alan," I replied. "But there will be some delays as we set the cameras up for the next shots. Plus, there will be some dialogue from the game show host," I indicated JoJo and Bella, "to be shot."
"They will both host?" Alan asked.
"I'll choose one of them," I answered. "I haven't decided who yet."
"Can Bella do it, please, Mr Johns?" Alannah asked. "I'll feel much more comfortable if she is close to me."
I looked at my mother with a raised eyebrow, and she nodded her affirmation. But before confirming, I looked at JoJo, too.
"I'm happy to operate the camera, Xavier," JoJo stated.
"I'm happy to host if Alannah wants me to," Mum confirmed.
"As to the second part of your question, Alan. There is no audience. I use special effects to create the illusion of one, but it is just that, an illusion. So the only people that will be in the studio with you will be the other three models to choose from, Bella as host, and JoJo on the camera."
"You won't be in the studio?" Alannah queried.
"I'll be in the control room operating the remote cameras and ensuring the sound recordings are as good as they can be," I replied.
"Will you three be the only ones there?"
"My mother-in-law, Roxy Rosborough, is my floor manager, so she'll be onset to set up the next shot and part of the show. Her son. JoJo's brother, Jacob, helps me with the cameras and sound, but he'll be in the control room with me."
"You keep your staff amongst family only, Xavier?" Alan asked.
"Onsite, if we're filming, I have an office manager and makeup and hair stylists that aren't family, although Bella often fills in for the makeup and hair artists."
"Oh!" Alannah gushed. "You're that Bella Johns! I've seen a number of your TV, newspaper, and magazine ads. When I was young, I cut them out and showed them to my mother. I'd tell her that she should join a modelling agency because she was at least as pretty as you were, well, are, really."
"She never did, though?" Mum questioned.
"No," Alannah said sadly. "She only ever wanted to be a stay-at-home wife and mum. She and Daddy wanted lots and lots of kids, but not long after I was born, Mum got cervical cancer and had to have her ovaries and womb removed.
"Everything was good for almost seventeen years after that, and we thought Mum had the cancer licked. But last September, it came roaring back. Mum fought it like a trooper, but it got the best of her, and she passed away in early January. Dad and I still have each other, but we're it. Mum and Dad were only children, and all of my grandparents have passed away.
"Oh, Bella," Alannah sniffed, "Dad was so sad, and I was equally devastated. Caring for Mum took all our savings, and, at the end, Mum needed Dad and me to look after her. As a result, we lost our jobs and had to sell our house. We sleep in our car most nights now."
Bella wrapped her arms around the distraught woman, and they cried together, "It'll work out, baby," Bella cooed. "This film will make you a lot of money, and all your financial worries will be gone. Plus, I already feel like you and your Dad are family, so we'll look after you until the royalties start rolling in."
Alan had to cough twice before speaking, "Thanks for the offer Mrs Johns," he said, tears evident in his voice. "But Alannah and I have made it thus far without charity, and we'll drag ourselves out of this. If the film is as popular as you think it will be, we can survive on our own until the paychecks come in."
"Stupid male pride," Mum said fiercely. Pulling Alannah to her feet, Mum took her hand and began almost dragging Alannah out the door towards the dressing rooms. "I'm taking this poor girl next door for a shower and shampoo. Then I will do her hair and makeup and find some pretty clothes for her to wear. You, you man!" Bella growled, "Will work out payment details with my son, then you will follow us to our home, and we'll spend the night getting to know each other. Doing that will make the movie much more intimate and realistic!
"Xavier, do not take no for an answer. The Morrisons are coming back with us tonight, even if I have to tie them up and take them." Then, turning to JoJo, Mum said, "Get your brother and mother on the phone and send them home. No use in them coming here today."
Surprised by my mother's forcefulness, all JoJo and I could do was follow her instructions. Smiling, I turned to Alan as JoJo stepped out of the room, her phone already calling, and said, "I guess you're coming home with us."
Alan shook his head and said, "I guess we are. But Xavier, what the? Is your Mum always this insistent?"
"My mother is the gentlest, kindest soul you'll ever meet, Alan," I replied. ""But we've made some changes lately, and Mum seems to be coming out of her shell. But I think her mothering instincts got kicked into high gear by Alannah's tale."
JoJo and I made small talk with Alan for close to an hour before Mum brought Alannah back, 'Wow!' I thought as Alannah shyly stepped into my office. 'The woman is beyond gorgeous. Tall, as least as tall as Mum at 5-ft. 10-in (178 cm). Equally as slim as my mother, I'd guess maybe 128 lbs (58 kg) and with generous hips and bust. Close to the same as Mum, so probably 35-25-35, so an actual hourglass figure.
'Long blonde hair, probably also the same as Mum's natural colour. A stark contrast to the dark with red highlights that Mum typically has. With her green/blue eyes over her light complexion Alannah should be appearing on magazine covers and walking the runways in Paris and Milan, not gracing my paltry offices here.'
Laughing silently, I added, 'Jacob's going to shit!'
Bella had dressed Alannah in a pale green dress. The skirt part of the dress fell in four panels that revealed almost everything from Alannah's calves to just short of her knickers but actually revealed nothing but the barest glimpse of delicate, slender ankles, slim, toned calves and thighs. At every step, it seemed everything would be intimately revealed, but it never happened. Instead, only brief, tantalising glimpses of the beautiful woman underneath the skirt were revealed.
The upper part of the dress had a plunging neckline down to Alannah's navel, and as she moved, it seemed at least one of her gorgeous breasts had to pop into view, but they also remained hidden. Bella had found a pair of dark brown, strappy high heels to compliment the dress, and these added to the effect by popping Alannah's calves out and making her sexy bottom sway as she stepped her way delicately to where her father sat.
Stopping just before him, Alannah did a quick pirouette, flaring the dress to mid-thigh, and in a sultry voice, said, "Well, Daddy. What do you think?"
Stifling sobs, Alan choked out, "I think you are an angel, baby. I wish your mother were here to see you now."
"Bella says she and I are almost the same size, and she has many new dresses at her place that I can try when we go there. Some that have never been worn. What do you think, Daddy? Can we go there, please?"
"I dunno, Angel," Alan said. "We don't hardly know these people, and we'd be intruding. So if we're not going to make the movie today, we'll find somewhere to sleep tonight and come back tomorrow."
"Please, Daddy. Bella says they have a four-bedroom house and only use one bedroom. I think she must mean two, one for Bella and one for Xavier and JoJo, but even so, there's still one each for us to use. Plus, Bella said they have a huge hot tub with water jets that we can try. Please, Daddy, just for tonight?"
"I never could refuse you, Princess," Alan muttered. "Just as I could never refuse your mother." Speaking louder, Alan said, "Okay. If it's not too much bother for the Johnses, we'll stay the night with them. But only tonight, Princess. We will not be a burden on them, and we will make our own way."
Knowing their budget was tight and the extra gas for a drive to our compound was probably beyond their means, I offered, "Probably easier to leave your car here for the night and come with us. It's easy to get lost, so neither of us has to worry about losing the other."
Alannah turned quickly to her father, wanting to agree, but knew her father would have the last say so.
With a quick nod, Alan acknowledged my gesture, saying, "Yes, thanks, Xavier. That would work well."
Luckily, we'd taken Bella's Audi Q8, so fitting the five of us in for the trip home wasn't a problem. The girls sat in the back, of course—Alannah in the middle. There was a lot of soft talking and giggling from the back seat the whole way home, none of which Alan and I could hear from the front.
Wanting to get to know Alan better, I tried to converse with him on the trip home, but Alan was clearly stressed, and I had to work hard to prise anything from him. In the end, I said, "Has anyone mentioned that you're the spitting image of Brian Dennehy?"
Dragging his eyes from the road, Alan replied, "Yeah. I get that a lot. People have even insisted I sign an autograph for them."
"How do you sign it?" I kidded.
"Best wishes from Brian Dennehy, of course," was Alan's deadpan response.
Laughing, I responded, "Surely not?"
"Nah. But I'm tempted, you know? Besides, he died in 2020 at over eighty-years-old. I'm barely forty-five!"
"A little about my place," I ventured. "We live in a walled compound just off the Nimbin-Lismore road. We share the compound with JoJo's Mother and her two brothers."
"All in the same house?" Alan guessed.
"No. Roxy and her family live in one. Bella, JoJo and I live in the other. There's enough room for at least another two houses when Jacob and Charlie are ready to start their own families."
"Bella doesn't have a husband?" Alan queried.
"No. My biological father abandoned her when he found out she was pregnant. So it was only Mum and me for the first twenty-three years of my life. Then, late last year, I married JoJo, and we moved in with Mum. About that time, we bought the land and built the compound."
What I didn't mention was that Mum and I had married in the same ceremony as JoJo and I. Mum and JoJo also took vows to each other in that ceremony.
Reaching home, I was disappointed that Peter's car was missing. Even though we hadn't talked much while he was with us, I'd gotten used to his presence. Plus, Mum seemed to glow when she was with him, and I liked seeing her happy. However, when we opened the front door, Madison, Charlie, Jacob, and Roxy had dinner nearly finished, and our home was bright and welcoming for our new friends.
The Rosboroughs and Madison lined up to meet the Morrisons, "Alan and Alannah, meet the Rosboroughs, Roxy, JoJo's Mother, and her two brothers, Jacob and Charlie. The other beautiful young lady standing with them is a family friend, Madison Shaw. Guys, meet Alan and Alannah."
The spark when Roxy took Alan's hand was profound. They looked at each other with eyes widening as they both felt the connection seemingly instantly develop. But their meeting was as nothing compared to that between Jacob and Alannah. It was like Jacob and Alannah had been hit by a love whirlwind. Or, in this case, more like a love tornado than a mere whirlwind.
Totally unaware of their surroundings, Jacob and Alannah stood, holding hands and staring deeply into each other's eyes. JoJo had to poke Jacob three times before he finally broke the stare with Alannah and greeted Alan.
Alan shook Jacob's hand and laughed, "I recognise that look, Mr Rosborough. I had precisely the same one when I first met Alannah's Mum, Alice. Alice was eighteen, just like Alannah is now. We were married less than three weeks later. Alannah arrived barely nine months after that. You, my friend, have been struck by the lightning, so you may as well ask my daughter to marry you now."
"Call me Jacob," Jacob answered absently, already turning back to Alannah. He momentarily took his eyes off Alannah to tell me, "She looks just like those early modelling photos of Bella, Xavier! I swear they could be mother and daughter. Or sisters, if they were the same age."
Bella, deep in thought, said, "What year did you meet your wife, did you say, Alan?"
Alan thought for a moment and said, "2001, it would have been."
"Her birthday was April third?"
"Yes," Alan replied. "How did you know?"
Tears pouring from her eyes, Bella said, "My younger sister was born on that date. I'd bet any money you like she was your wife."
"But Alice said she was an only child," Alan protested.
"When I came home and announced my pregnancy, Dad disowned me and forbade any mention of my name. Alice was a virgin when you married her, right?"
"Yes," Alan confirmed. "Alice was very conservative and religious when we married. But she dumped all that crap almost as soon as we moved in together. She never went back to church again after that."
A small smile broke through my mother's tears, "Another daughter got away from you, huh, you conniving, manipulative, old bastard! Bet that stuck a bone in your craw!" Then, turning to Alan, Bella asked, "When Alice quit the church, her Mum and Dad cut the pair of you off, right? Refused even to meet their grandchild?"
"How could you know that?" Alan implored.
"Her parents were Benjamin and Beatrice Johns, right?"
"Yes!" Alan exclaimed.
Tears gone, Mum hugged Alan before saying, "Welcome home, brother-in-law." Then she turned to Alannah and said, "That makes you my niece. Welcome home, Alannah."
Stunned, Alannah asked, "This isn't some kind of joke, is it? You're not messing with us for some reason?"
"No, honey," Mum reassured her as she kissed Alannah's cheek. "Oh, I guess there is some possibility that another, unrelated couple called Benjamin and Beatrice Johns had a daughter named Alice who was born on April third, but what are the chances?"
"Alice never mentioned you, even once, Bella," Alan stated. "If she had, we'd have looked you up for sure. When Alannah showed Alice those pictures of you, Alice never mentioned you were probably her sister."
"I'm sure Alice had her reasons," Mum replied. "Water under the bridge. You're here now, and we can be family!"
Right then, Roxy grabbed Alan's hand and almost dragged him towards the kitchen, "You, you big hunk of a man. You can cut the roast for me and tell me all about you and your family." Unable to resist, Alan meekly followed Roxy into the kitchen, "Has anyone ever told you you look a lot like Brian Dennehy?" Roxy asked, holding Alan's arm tightly to her side, her full breasts rubbing firmly across his upper arm.
Alannah watched the two go with a smile on her face, "Talk about being hit by the whirlwind. I think those two will be in bed before tonight ends. Good! Daddy needs someone to make him smile again."
Bella looked at her quizzically and casually dropped, "How long have you been in love with your father, Alannah? Is it you that has stopped you both from consummating your love or is it your father?"
Flushing bright red, Alannah stammered, "Oh ... umm ... oh ... Well, I love him, but not like you seem to imply."
"Bullshit," Mum stated emphatically. "Look, Alannah. You won't get any objections here. Xavier and I are married and intimate with each other. He, JoJo and I share a three-way marriage. Jacob and Charlie live with Roxy, and trust me, they are intimately familiar with their mother. Plus, when it suits us, all six of us play together. Both families are incestuous and polygamous. And, my dear, we want you and your father to join us."
"I ...," Alannah tried, but Jacob turned her towards him and kissed her hard.
Alannah tried to protest when he released her, so Jacob kissed her again.
"Stop that!" Alannah demanded. "I can't even think when you do that!"
Jacob kissed her again, this time running his hand across the inner mounds of Alannah's breasts.
"Keep doing that, and I'm going to give you my virginity on the damned floor!" Alannah surprisingly stated.
Jacob grinned and replied, "We have a couple of handheld cameras here somewhere. Of course, your deflowering won't sell quite as many films if we do it here and not in the studio tomorrow, but you'll still make a motza from doing it."
"Tell me about your families, please, all of you," Alannah pleaded, but then she suddenly took three steps to Bella and flung herself into the older woman's arms, "I want my father, Bella. I know it's wrong, but with his strength and smouldering eyes, my knickers are constantly wet.
"I watch porn, that's where I saw your ad for father/daughter couples, but I spend most of my masturbation fantasies on my father. But he refuses to see me as anything other than his little girl. How can I convince him to take me as a man should take his woman?"



"What about Jacob," Mum asked gently.
"Jacob and I will marry and have many children together, Bella. I know that already. But I want my father to be my first time. Then I want to share myself with him and Jacob. Just like you share yourself with Xavier and JoJo."
"This is very sudden, Alannah," I pointed out. "How can you be so sure about it so soon?"
"I've dreamed of Jacob. I've often seen myself walking down the aisle with him in my dreams. As soon as I walked in tonight, I knew who he was."
Alannah saw the doubt in my eyes and added, "When Bella explained your family, it felt right, Xavier. It felt like I'd found what I had been looking for all my life, but I didn't know it. I know if Mum hadn't got sick and died, I wouldn't have had a chance with my father, But Xavier, Jacob, Bella, I've desired my father since I hit puberty, and now, I'm finally old enough to do something about it! Say you'll help me, please!"
"If you and your father still want to, we'll make the film from the game show tomorrow. Then, even if your Dad chooses correctly, a model that isn't you, I'll offer him a huge cash incentive to deflower you on stage," I offered.
"I don't think he'll go for it," Alannah said sadly. "Even if he chooses me when he finds out he has, he'll back out."
I grinned at her, "Then I'll have to get Roxy and Bella to make him so hot and horny that he's thinking with the wrong head! Unfortunately for Roxy and your father, that means no sex tonight!"
"You'd do that for me?" Alannah plaintively asked.
"Tell me you can resist the tornado that is your love for Jacob," I replied.
"You know I can't!" Alannah said emphatically.
"Then you're family, Alannah," I emphasised. "This family will do anything and everything to help one another, even to the point of giving up our lives."
"Then I am truly home, Xavier," Alannah said softly. "Now we just have to convince Daddy."
"Alannah, he doesn't stand a chance against my mother and Roxy," I soothed.
Absently, Alannah released Bella and walked across to Jacob. Taking his hand in hers, she guided him to the couch. Once Jacob sat, Alannah snuggled close to him before resting her head on his shoulder and sighing deeply.
Looking around at my gathered family, she pointed to Charlie, "You've been very quiet, Charlie, isn't it? Tell me how you fit in."
"Currently, I am Madison's submissive, Miss Morrison," Charlie politely answered.
"Which means?" Alannah asked.
"My role is to see to all Madison's needs," Charlie explained.
"Even her sexual ones?" Alannah interrupted with a giggle.
"Especially those," Charlie grinningly answered.
Madison mock slapped him, "Those are last on the list, little one," she declared. Then she grinned, "But he is very good at satisfying those. So, once you've had your father and Jacob and you have gotten some of it out of your systems, you should take Charlie here out for a spin."
"You'd let me?" Alannah asked wonderingly. She lifted her head to look at Jacob, "You'd let me?"
Patting her hand, Jacob casually drawled, "Well, Miss Alannah, currently, I'm having sex with Bella, my sister, my Mother and Madison. Oh, and I occasionally dress as Jacqui and have sex with Xavier and Peter Peterson. Regularly, we, both families and Madison and Peter, pick a room and just fuck each other senseless."
"Dress as Jacqui?" Alannah wondered.
"My female alter ego," Jacob confirmed.
"You're trans?" Alannah queried.
"No," Jacob replied. "I'm a fetish dresser."
"You dress as a woman for sexual gratification?" Alannah guessed.
"Got it in one," Jacob confirmed.
"Wow!" Alannah stated. "I'd like to see that. Will you dress for me tonight?"
"Not tonight, honey," Jacob said. "But I promise that we'll do it together soon. Maybe you could think about who you'd like us to fuck together, with me dressed as Jacqui."
"Bella," Alannah surprisingly emphatically stated. "But I wouldn't deny Bella having Xavier and JoJo with her, so all three of them?"
Bella and I exchanged a surprised glance, but Mum nodded, indicating she'd be good with it.
"Dinner," Roxy called from the kitchen doorway.
The man/woman couples held hands as we walked to the big kitchen table, 'Going to need a bigger table,' I thought with a grin. 'Add Peter in, and maybe a partner for Charlie, and we won't fit. Even the dining room table won't be big enough.' Sitting at the head of the table, JoJo at the opposite end and Bella beside me, I looked around and quickly realised just how lucky I was, 'Shit,' I thought. 'Less than three years ago, there was Bella and me against the world. Now we have a family and the start of a tribe.'
A loud "Yo" was shouted from the front door, "Is this a private party, or can anyone join in?"
To my intense joy, Peter had returned from his unit in Kangaroo Point.
"Couldn't stay away from a little Bella pussy, huh?" I teased.
Walking confidently into the room, Peter said, "And Roxy, JoJo and Madison pussy, plus some Jacqui ass ... Oh, shit! Sorry guys, I didn't realise we had company."
Peter had only then noticed our two guests.
Holding out his hand, Peter said, "Peter Peterson, entrepreneur, businessman and foot-in-mouth exponent at your service. You are?"
"Alan Morrison. This is my daughter, Alannah. Pleased to meet you, Mr Peterson."
"You look just like ..."
"Brian Dennehy," Alan filled in. "I've heard that numerous times today."
"And you, Miss," Peter stated as he kissed the back of Alannah's hand, "Look just like Gigi Hadid and could easily be Bella's daughter or even her sister."
With a twinkle in her eye, Alannah replied, "That's because Bella is my aunty, Mr Peterson."
Peter turned to Bella, "I was under the impression you were an only child, Bella?"
"No, Peter," Mum explained. "Remember, my family disowned me. I had a younger sister, but we haven't spoken since Dad kicked me out."
"Where is your sister now?" Peter unwittingly asked.
"Dead," my Mother and Alannah said in unison.
"I only found out today," Bella continued. "She escaped Dad's clutches, too. She married Alan, and he took her away from his and the church's control."
"Sorry," Peter said. "I didn't know." He tried to grin at Alannah, "See? I told you I was a foot-in-mouth exponent."
Dinner finished, everyone helped to clean up and then shuffled into the lounge. Roxy was about to follow when I touched her on the elbow, indicating I wanted her to hang back.
"I know you want him, Mumsie," I teased. "But you need to leave the man alone until he's consummated his affair with his daughter on camera tomorrow."
"Fuck, Xavier," Roxy hissed, "Am I that obvious?"
"I can smell your arousal, Roxy," I confirmed. "If you were any wetter, it'd be running down your inner thighs."
"It fucking is, Xavier," Roxy growled. "I feel like I did with Dad. I'm so turned on that if he raises an eyebrow at me, I'll be on my back with my legs spread, begging him to fuck me."
"You know how you've been longing for your one, Mumsie," I stated. "Well, my love, you've found him. Just don't blow it by pushing him too hard too soon."
"You're sure, Xavier?" Roxy asked in desperation.
"100%, Roxy," I confirmed. "He wants you as much as you want him, but he thinks it's too soon after his wife died. So take your time with him, go on a couple of dates, and make him approach you. FFS, do not drop your knickers until he asks!"
"What do I do tonight?"
"Sit close, but not touching. If he takes your hand, smile and put your other hand over it."
"And if he wants to kiss me?"
"Let him, of course. But chaste. No tongue, no French kissing!"
"Fuck!" Roxy exclaimed. "I hope I have spare batteries for my vibrator! I'm going to wear the damned thing out tonight!"
"Well, I'm fairly sure Jacob might be just a little infatuated, but Charlie would be available to help you out."
"No," Roxy averred. "When Madison says he's ready, he'll join me in my bed again, and Madison will be in yours. But until then, Charlie is off limits."
After entering the lounge, I asked Peter to accompany me to my home office.
"What's up, Xavier?" Peter asked as I shut the door.
"I'll need three starlets for tomorrow around lunchtime. Check Alannah out and see if you can't find three with a similar build. Skin colour match is important, looks, not so much as their faces will be covered until Alan makes his choice. Plus, I'll need that doctor to confirm her virginity."
"Standard fee?"
"Yes. I doubt if more than one will need to do a sex scene, but pay them all the same."
Nodding, Peter said, "You've learnt well. Pay the girls generously and look after them. Then they want to do your films, and they put an effort into the scenes. That makes the sex more realistic and leads to greater sales. So it's win, win."
"My thinking exactly. Will the girls all be shaved?"
"Shaved pussies are pretty much the norm in porn these days, Xavier. Why? What does it matter?"
"Because if Alannah has a bush, and none of the others does, it'll be obvious which is Alan's daughter," I answered.
"Hmm," Peter mused. "What do you propose to do?"
Grinning, I replied, "Wait until tomorrow and see Alannah naked. Then, if she has a hairy bush, I'll get Bella to encourage her to shave."
"Fuck!" Peter groused. "I'd love to see that pretty bint naked and about to get a cock up her for the first time!"
"I guess you'll just have to wait for the movie, wontcha?" I deadpanned.
"No fucking way, Mr Johns," Peter teased back. "I'll ask Bella for an early copy. At least she won't deny me!"
With my eyes twinkling, I replied, "And I'm going to tell Alannah you thought she was a 'pretty bint', too."
"Don't you dare!" Peter emphasised.
"I think I'll go do that now," I joked, running out of my office with Peter in hot pursuit.
Beating Peter to the lounge by a few steps, I raced over to Mum and swept her off her feet. Tossing her over my shoulder, I smacked her shapely ass before saying to JoJo, "Please show the Morrisons to the spare rooms. Maybe they'd prefer to share the big bed in the main guest room? Mum and I'll see you in bed. You may bring Peter if you wish." Adding the last just to tease Mr Peterson.
Peter followed Mum and me, of course. Only a few seconds after entering the bedroom, we had Mum naked and on all fours in the middle of our bed. Mum was grunting and moaning around my cock as Peter held her hips and viciously sawed his long, thin cock in and out of Bella's soppingly wet cunt.
With a blast of hot air over my throbbing member, Mum had her first orgasm. Momentarily, she forgot what she had in her mouth and bit down a little too hard before relaxing her jaw and swirling her tongue around my glans. Surprisingly, the little amount of pain increased the pleasure sensations of her tongue swirl, and I almost asked her to do it again.
As I opened my mouth, JoJo walked into the room, shedding clothes behind her, "That was not funny, husband," she bitched. "The Morrisons were shocked, and I wondered if they would ask me to take them back to their car."
Then JoJo giggled, "But when you smacked Bella's ass and told me to bring Peter, Alannah's knees snapped together as she bit her lower lip and dug her nails into Jacob's hand. Plus, Alan suddenly crossed his legs, trying to hide what seems like a fairly impressive bulge."
"Did they go to bed?" I asked.
"I showed them where the guest rooms were, but Alannah insisted she would sleep with her father in the big bed. She wants him, Xavier. She's desperate for him to be her first, so I hope they don't blow it and fuck tonight. Alan headed for the showers. I think he's going to hit the hay straight away. However, Alannah returned to the lounge to cuddle with Jacob again."
Sliding my dick from Bella's slurping mouth, I took my wife in my arms and vigorously kissed her before kidding, "We might have to sneak into their bedroom tonight so we can watch Alannah being deflowered by her father."
"Might have to sneak into the lounge to watch Jacob do it first," JoJo teased back.
We both knew Jacob wouldn't do that, but it was fun to tease.
Encouraging my wife up onto the bed, I directed her between Bella's thighs so she could eat Bella's pussy and tongue Peter's balls. Then, pushing JoJo's knees up and apart, I lowered my mouth onto her dripping pussy, softly inhaled her delicious aroma and ran my tongue from her pussy's entrance up to her clit, then stopped to batter that delicious nubbin with the tip of my tongue.
"Gawd, Xavier!" JoJo moaned into my mother's cunt. "You do me so well, husband. Do it, baby! Make your slutty little wife cum!"
Using my fingers to spread JoJo's folds, I licked swiftly from vulva to clit, alternating between lapping at her flooding juices and battering her clit with my tongue. Finally, with her clit's hood pulled back, I could suck her pleasure node into my mouth and gently nibble it.
"Ungh!" JoJo groaned. "Yes, baby. I'm cumming."
JoJo's thighs slammed down on my ears as she thrust her pudenda up to meet my questing tongue. As she orgasmed, I gently bit her clit and pulled back. Then, with another loud groan, my wife came again, her juices flowing from her pussy onto my chin and neck.
"So good, baby," JoJo moaned. "On your back so I can ride you."
Rolling over, I waited until JoJo moved from between my mother's thighs and then took a similar place on the bed. I wasn't quite directly under Mum's pussy, but I was fairly close. I waited there to see if Peter would back off. When he didn't immediately pull Mum back, I looked to see what my wife would do.
Squeezing her left breast with her left hand, JoJo took my shaft into her right before lining it up with her wet, warm entrance. Then, with a deeply satisfied sigh, JoJo lowered herself until I was fully embedded in her moist, tight depths.
Once JoJo had settled on me, she began moving her hips rhythmically back and forth and sometimes in slow circles, grinding her clit against my pubic bone. Then, grasping her full breasts in her hands, JoJo tweaked and pulled on her nipples as she bit her bottom lip, waiting for her next orgasm to wash over her.
Bella lifted her body off her hands and arched her spine back. Then, with her right hand, she circled the back of Peter's head before turning her head and pulling Peter forward for a kiss. Still holding Peter's head, Mum slowly knee-walked until her pussy was over my face. Once in position, Mum spread her knees and lowered her soppingly wet pussy onto my mouth. Peter's balls rested on my nose and forehead, so I tipped my head back and ran my tongue over his heavy sack.
Peter's thrusting stopped, and I wondered if I'd pushed too far. But, with a groan, Peter thrust harder as my tongue bathed his balls. Next, Mum shifted slightly back so her clit was on my lips. Then, stretching my tongue out, I swirled it around Bella's clit, licking Peter's shaft as I did. Before long, Peter groaned, and I felt his cock throb over my tongue. Peter's balls tightened around his shaft, and I could feel the pulses as he forcefully ejaculated into my mother. Peter came so hard that some of his cum leaked out around his shaft, and I gleefully drank as I lapped it up.
As Peter orgasmed, Mum softly squealed as her climax washed over her, and I was treated to her delicious juices flowing onto my lips. After coming inside my mother, Peter's erection slowly wilted, and his dick slid from Mum's pussy. A flow of semen, mixed with pussy juice, poured from Mother's cunt as Peter's cock dropped out. I gathered as much of that sweet nectar as possible with my tongue before joyfully swallowing it.
Testing Peter's limits, I tentatively ran my tongue around the cum covered head of his cock. Instead of reacting negatively, as I thought he would, Peter groaned and lowered himself so I could reach more of his flaccid dick. Sucking it gently into my mouth, I made love to Peter's cock with my mouth and tongue, and I was soon rewarded by it swelling in my mouth. Once he was hard, I took it from my mouth and guided him back into my mother's willing cunt.
Bella luxuriously sighed as Peter slid home before she leaned forward and cupped and kissed JoJo's eraser-thick nipples. Running her tongue over her wife's nipples, Bella heard that JoJo was close to orgasm, so she swapped from swirling and licking to sucking and nipping. Then, with a loud groan, JoJo blasted over Mount Orgasmic's edge and bounced roughly up and down my cock as her orgasm destroyed her rhythm. The extra friction from JoJo's clenching vulva tossed me off the cliff's edge with her, and I geysered cum into my younger wife.
JoJo rolled off me onto her back, almost passed out. But I wasn't finished, so I moved aside, dragging JoJo with me. Once my wife's cum-filled pussy was under my mother's mouth, I placed a hand on Bella's head and gently pushed down. Opening her eyes, Mum saw her wife's cum splattered vagina underneath her and immediately lowered her head to taste that delicious snack. Peter watched, fascinated, as his lover cleaned his friend's cum from another of his lover's pussy. His thrusting increased in speed as his lust rose at the erotic sight.
I had barely softened at all after my orgasm, so I sat, stroking myself hard, watching Peter fuck Mum and Mum eat out my wife. In short order, my dick was throbbingly hard and aching for relief again, so I grabbed JoJo's ankles and lifted and spread her legs, raising her bottom high enough that my dick could enter her asshole.
Lifting my wife higher, I let some spit drop from my mouth onto JoJo's rosebud. Then holding JoJo's ankles together, I spat onto my hand and smeared that saliva over my glans and along my shaft. Finally, I dipped my thick cock into my wife's still messy cunt to add even more lubricant.
Satisfied I was ready, I held my shaft in my right hand and guided the head onto JoJo's ring. Then, pushing slowly but relentlessly forward, I pressed until I felt JoJo's knot pop open, and half my length slid into her ass.
"Fuck!" JoJo spat as my dick pried her ass open.
Spreading JoJo's ankles wide, I pulled back a little before gently pushing forwards. There was little resistance as my wife relaxed her sphincter and took me deep inside. With her wife's pussy open again, Bella dipped her head onto JoJo's pussy and flicked her tongue over JoJo's clit.
JoJo's whimpers of protest quickly morphed into moans of desire as she started pushing her ass down to meet my upwards thrusts, "Fuck, yes. Fuck, yes. Fuck, yes." JoJo muttered repeatedly as I slowly increased the speed and strength of my thrusts.
Before long, I was pounding my wife's ass as hard as possible as we both crested towards another huge orgasmic event. We were almost there when Bella suddenly straightened back and squealed as Peter came inside her, which threw Bella off the cliff into her orgasm.
Hearing my mother cum set my orgasm off, and I blew semen deep into JoJo's ass. Feeling the warmth splattering inside her bowel rocketed JoJo into orgasm, and her squeals joined Bella's.
Rolling off JoJo, I pulled her close to me to spoon as I ran my hand over her swelling belly and cupped her luscious breasts, "I heard Jacob and Alannah saying goodnight outside the guest bedroom," I playfully said. "Want to sneak in and see what she and Alan are doing?"
Bella giggled, "That would be so naughty!" But then she considered and said, "I'm game. I'd like to see both of them naked. Did you offer any nightwear, JoJo?"
"No," JoJo laughed. "I was thinking about sneaking in to see them, too. So I purposefully skipped over asking them. Besides, Alan is a lot bigger than Peter and Xavier, so we probably didn't have anything that would fit him."
Throwing our robes on, the four of us crept quietly up the hall. Pausing outside, I put my finger to my lips, indicating 'hush', and slowly opened the door. Alan and Alannah lay spooned together with Alannah in the 'little spoon' position. Alannah had left the night light on so the pair were clearly visible.



Chapter 2: The Movie Part I.
Lifting her head to look at us, Alannah winked, then pulled the sheet down, exposing her and Alan's upper bodies. Then, taking her father's hand, she placed it on her breast and pushed his fingers closed so he cupped her breast. Alan sighed and snuggled closer to Alannah, his big hand gently squeezing and kneading her flesh as his thumb strummed over Alannah's erect nipple. Then, smiling and winking again, Alannah shooed us out of the room before pressing the light's remote, sending the room into darkness.
Barely stifling laughs, we backed out of the room and went back to bed. Swapping partners, I made slow, gentle love to my mother as my wife slowly rode Peter. After a final orgasm, we cuddled together, the girls in the middle, and slept.
Early the next morning, we were woken by Alan shouting, "Alannah! What the hell were you thinking? You're naked against your father, FFS!"
We couldn't hear what Alannah replied, but shortly her father added, "I don't care if I have a hard-on and spent the night playing with your boobs! I dreamt you were your mother. What the hell are you doing in my bed?"
Alannah's answer couldn't be heard, but Alan grumped, "Yes, we sleep together in the car for warmth. But we're fully clothed, not naked as the day we were born!"
There was another gap where Alannah answered, followed by, "I will know which of the women behind the wall is you, and I will not choose you. Even if I do, I will sacrifice the money and walk away. The contract says we can back out anytime if we haven't accepted any money. And I will not accept any until I'm sure I haven't accidentally chosen you."
Their bedroom door slammed open, the wall between us shuddering as the door hit the stops, and we heard Alannah muttering, "Stubborn, old fool of a man. I know he wants me as badly as I want him, so why does he refuse?" As she strode past our door.
Grinning, I said, "I guess that's our cue. Let's have a quick shower and meet them for breakfast. What's the bet Roxy and Jacob are already here, and Roxy has breakfast on?"
"No bet, Xavier," Mum answered. "It's a sure thing those two are here. Probably with Charlie and Madison as well."
Skipping our usual shower play time, we swiftly dressed and headed for the kitchen. Alannah sat chatting with Madison and Jacob at the table as Roxy bustled around the kitchen making breakfast. Charlie stood silently at Madison's shoulder, dressed back in his loin cloth, his muscles showing the gleam of the oil spread across them.
Alannah stood up to hug Bella and JoJo. Peter and I received a bicep squeeze and an air kiss. Then, touching Bella's hand, Alannah asked, "Aunty Bella, I didn't think to grab my bag from the car before we left the studio yesterday. Do you have some spare underwear I can change into? Maybe another dress? This one is beautiful, but it's not for casual wear."
"Of course, my dear," Bella replied. "Have you had your shower? If not, we can go and do that, and I'll find you something to wear."
Alannah shook her head, "No. Daddy was being unreasonable when I woke up, so I threw on what I wore yesterday and came downstairs."
Taking Alannah's hand, Mum guided her back to our room. Bella walked into the kitchen a few minutes later.
"Didn't wait to perve on your niece's gorgeous tits, Mum?" I teased. By Mum's sudden blush, I knew she'd thought about it.
Around fifteen minutes later, a freshly showered and changed Alannah walked back into the kitchen, "That feels better," she announced.
Bella had chosen a pair of skin-tight jeans and a clinging top for Alannah to wear. Even though Alannah had asked for underwear, her breasts were blatantly braless under her top. Every eye riveted to her gorgeous breasts as she walked in, and a blush suffused Alannah's face.
"What?" She asked. "All the women here have tits at least as good as mine. JoJo's are to die for!"
Jacob stood and crossed to her. Then, taking Alannah's hands, he said, "You are a stunning vision of loveliness, my girl. There's not a straight man on this planet that wouldn't stop to ogle you!"
Alannah's blush deepened, but before we could tease her some more, Alan entered the kitchen, "Morning, all," he cheerily said. "Hopefully, you all slept as well as I did. I feel a million dollars this morning."
Everyone chorused their affirmative answer before Roxy announced breakfast was ready. Alan raised an eyebrow when the scantily clad, oiled-muscled Charlie stood a dutiful step behind Madison's right shoulder, not partaking in the food.
Noticing Alan's confusion, Madison explained, "It's all part of Charlie's training, Alan. Charlie will feed himself after we've finished and he's cleaned up the kitchen. After he's eaten, if he's done a good job cleaning up, I'll take him to bed and reward him appropriately."
"Reward him appropriately?" Alan asked just before a sudden blush flushed his face. "Never mind," he stammered. "I understand."
Teasing, Madison said, "I could describe his reward in vivid detail if you'd like, Mr Morrison?"
Glancing at his giggling daughter, Alan, his blush deepening, answered, "No, that's fine, Madison. I don't need the details."
Hugging Alan, Roxy said straight-facedly, "I could demonstrate on you what Madison is talking about with Charlie if you'd like, Alan?"
Alannah's giggles turned into guffaws, "You should take them both up on their offers, Daddy," she managed to squeak out between laughs. "You know, call their bluffs."
"Problem is, Princess," Alan growled. "I don't think they're bluffing!"
"Oh, we're not!" Madison and Roxy said in unison.
"That's what I'm afraid of," Alan grinned, deciding to accept the good-natured ribbing.
Alan sat at the table, but before he could help himself to plates of food, Roxy stepped up behind him and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, pressing her voluptuous tits against Alan's back and rubbing them back and forth. Then, pressing her bosom against Alan's back, Roxy whispered something in Alan's ear, causing his face to darken to an almost rosy red.
"What did she say? What did she say?" His daughter begged as she saw her father's face glow.
"Never you mind," Alan muttered as Roxy stood back, her hands 'accidentally' brushing across Alan's swelling bulge.
As Bella reached across Alan to take some bacon, she 'accidentally' brushed her braless nipple over Alan's upper arm, "Oops," Bella giggled sexily. "It was a bit further than I thought. I should have asked you to pass it."
Bella's hand also somehow 'accidentally' brushed across Alan's now throbbing cock as she turned to Peter, who was sitting on her other side.
"Pass me the hash browns, lover, please," she asked Peter.
Alan's head snapped around to stare at Bella as Bella casually returned her hand to his lap, idly stroking her fingers across his rigidly erect dick. Coughing, Alan took Bella's hand firmly in his and removed from his trouser front. But, unfortunately for him, Roxy took the spare seat to his right, and her hand also found his trouser front.
Not wanting to cause a scene and bring the wrath of the men around the table, Alan tried to remove Roxy's hand surreptitiously, only to find that she had turned and was now rubbing her obviously hard nipples across his upper arm. Alannah could see what Roxy and Bella were doing to her father, and a vast grin stayed on her face as she tried to hold Jacob's hand and eat her breakfast. Alannah had piled the food high on her plate and was unashamedly eating with gusto.
"Stop teasing the poor man," I admonished the women. "He doesn't know you well enough to be comfortable with your version of advanced flirting."
"Spoilsport!" Alannah giggled. "He may be my father, but he's still just a man. I bet his dicky bird is loving the attention!"
"Princess!" Alan barked.
"Sorry, Daddy," Alannah apologised, obviously not sorry at all. She stood and walked around to her father before trying to sit in his lap. A little exasperated, Alan moved his chair back far enough for Alannah to sit. Alannah promptly sat on her father's obvious erection and wriggled her sexy bottom before throwing her arms around him and kissing his surprised lips. Then, putting her head on his shoulder, Alannah pouted, "I like seeing you laugh and be happy, Daddy. I'm sorry if I overstepped."
"I am having fun, Princess," Alan said. "Like you said last night, these people already feel like family. But we're only new here, and I'm still working out how everybody fits together. I mean, Bella is obviously Xavier's mother and Peter's girlfriend, I think. JoJo and Xavier are married, and Roxy is the mother to the three who aren't Johnses.
"Madison and Charlie seem to be in a relationship, even though I'd guess Madison is close to ten years older than Charlie. But there seems to be more than what we've seen going on, and I'm not sure if we should be part of it."
"But Bella is my aunty, Daddy," Alannah whined. "She's all the family we have left. Well, other than Xavier. He would be a cousin, I guess."
"We'll talk about it after today, Princess, okay?" Alan stated. "That's all I can promise for now."
"Let's finish breakfast," I suggested. "Then we'll head for my studio and start setting up for the game show. We'll need to take two cars to fit everyone in comfortably. Jacob, are you planning on taking that rocket you call a car?"
"Ah, the M5 I bought to replace the M3 Mum dinged is a little more refined, Xavier," Jacob drawled. "Plus, it has four doors, so it's easier for our oldies to get in and out of," he added to tease his mother, Bella and Peter.
"We'll take Mum's Q8," I stated. "That will give us five in each car." I turned to Peter, "I assume you'll use my office here and work remotely today. Or are you heading up to the big smoke?"
"I have production meetings to attend, Xavier," Peter responded. "I shouldn't have come down last night, but I just can't seem to stay away." He grinned at my mother as he said the last. Mum blushed prettily in response. "I'll be back late Friday night if that's okay?"
"Of course, it is," Mum replied. "I might drive up and stay with you after we've finished filming if you'd like?" She turned to JoJo and me, "Is that okay?" She asked. "Do you mind if I stay with Peter?"
"I'd love you to stay," Peter said as JoJo, and I gave Mum our blessing to go.
"Is Charlie and Madison coming?" Alannah asked concernedly.
"Oh," I answered. "Not if you'll be uncomfortable with them there."
"You, Bella and JoJo have to be there, I get that," Alannah said. "If Roxy is your floor manager, responsible for the transition from scene to scene, she has to be there. Plus, I want Jacob to be there. But I'd be too embarrassed to do anything in front of Charlie and Madison. Sorry guys," She added.
"That's settled then," I said. "Mum, you can drive your car to the studio and take it up to Peter's when we finish. JoJo and I will take my MG and drive that back. If Alan and Alannah decide to stay with us after we've made the movie, we'll gas up his Commodore and bring it back here."
"Aunty Roxy," Alannah pleaded, her face blushing bright red. "Do you mind if only Dad and I go to the studio with Jacob? We three have much to discuss and can do most of it during the drive."
Grinning, Roxy patted Alannah's shoulder and said, "I'm always happy to ride with my old friend and lover, Alannah. So don't worry your pretty head about it."
Alannah's eyes widened at Roxy naming Bella as her lover, and she turned towards Bella to see my mother smiling serenely. Alan had heard the exchange, too, and his eyes bugged some at learning that the two older women flirting outrageously with him were also intimate with each other.
Dividing into the three cars, we drove up the coast to my studio. Opening everything up, I turned the air conditioner on to clear out the slightly stale air smell rather than heat or cool anything. Once the studio lights were on, the studio would soon become uncomfortably hot, and the aircon would have to work overtime to keep the temperature reasonable.
The makeup and hairstylists were the first to arrive, and they quickly gathered Alannah up and took her to the hair and makeup room. Bella went with them. Roxy took Alan and ushered him into my office, where she'd spend the time until we were ready to film, doing everything within her power to turn him on and distract him from what he was about to do.
With not much to do but wait time, I asked Jacob, "How did the trip here go?"
Jacob grinned, "That is one determined woman, Xav. She told her father in no uncertain terms that he was taking her virginity today and would be her lover for years to come. She then told me she expected an engagement ring and an offer of marriage before the week was done."
"Wow!" I exclaimed, wondering.
"Yup," Jacob said. "She told me she was on the pill, so there was no fear of her father impregnating her, but she was throwing the rest away as soon as the deed was done. She said she was hoping to get pregnant immediately after the wedding night. Unfortunately," he added. "She says we're not making love until we're married.
"Bit much, don't you think?" I opined.
"Hell no, Xav," Jacob drawled. "She's Bella, except she can be mine like Bella never can be. She wants to make love with your mother, Xav. How fucking hot is that going to be? And we're going to be there to watch!"
I didn't know what to say, but I could feel the rightness of what Jacob was saying. Alan and Alannah needed us, but hell, we needed them too. Alannah was right. They were already part of us.
A limousine pulled up outside my studio, disgorging four women. Three would be the other 'contestants' in the show. The other was the doctor who would confirm Alannah was a virgin.
Turning to Jacob, I said, "I'll greet the stars, Jaco. Go over and grab Mum and Roxy. We may as well film the pregame part while waiting for the girls to finish with hair and makeup. I'll send the doc over as soon as I've introduced myself. She'll only need a quick do-over because she's a doctor, not a porn star."
"Righto," Jacob acknowledged before jogging over to the makeup room.
Waiting for the women to come upstairs, I looked them over. Three were good body matches for Alannah, and the other was obviously the doctor. They were all a little older than Alannah, but not by enough for the age to be apparent when seen through the two small viewing holes.
"Xavier Johns," I introduced myself as the woman stopped at the top of the stairs. "Welcome to my studio."
"Karen Green," a tiny, pretty red-haired woman said, offering her hand. "I'm the doctor you requested.
Smiling, I bowed and kissed her proffered hand, "Pleased to meet you, Karen," I said, meaning it. "It's a shame I didn't get to make a film with you because I sure would have enjoyed it!"
Karen lightly blushed but laughed and said, "I would have enjoyed it, too, I'm sure!"
"Did you bring your medical certificates?" I asked.
"Yes," Karen replied. "But you can't show them with my name legible."
"Don't worry yourself, Karen," I soothed. "I have a top-of-the-line laser printer in my office downstairs. First, I'll make a copy of your licence, then redact your name. Then, to be absolutely sure you can't be identified, I'll blur the name on my computer. Finally, to further ease your concerns, I'll show you the edited film so you can see that you can't be identified from your certificate. How does that sound?"
"It sounds good, Xavier," Karen stated. "And I get an easy $15,000 for appearing for around 30 seconds in your film?"
"Well, kind of," I explained. "You get an upfront fee of $15,000 for this first movie. Then you get another $500 every time you confirm another virginity for me and pronounce so and so is a virgin on camera."
"How many more times will I get to do it?"
"Depends on how many at least eighteen-year-old female virgins I can find, Karen," I answered. "Seriously though, I've wondered if Alannah is the last eighteen-year-old female virgin left in the country!"
"Yeah, Xavier," Karen regretfully stated. "I work in the sexual health clinic in The Valley. Unfortunately, I see too many young women who have been raped by their fathers, brothers or uncles. I agree with your studies, consensual incest between appropriately aged siblings or parents causes no damage. But the asshole fathers, uncles or older brothers never wait until the girls are old enough to consent."
"Those perpetrators should be emasculated in The Mall every lunchtime," I said grimly.
"I'm a doctor, Xavier. I volunteer to do it with the dullest, rustiest scalpel I can find."
Turning to the three models that would fill in as the other contestants for Alan to choose from, I said, "Sorry to be rude and ignore you. I'm Xavier Johns, in case you missed it before. Care to tell me your names?"
"Electra Cavill," A pretty blonde said.
"Alexis Jones," Another slim blonde offered.
"Candy Kane," the third, a stunning woman with bright red hair, proffered with a titter.
"Seriously?" I asked with a quizzical expression.
"I wanted the most ridiculous porn star name I could think of, Mr Johns," Candy smilingly explained. "Unfortunately, Candy Cane was already taken, so I changed to a K. There are still a few others, but the name is not so common that it gets confusing."
"I'll send you three next door to the hair and makeup room and get you started on preparing for filming. Doc, you'll only need a quick brush-up, and we'll film your part. I can get the Limo driver to drive you home after that if you want. He'll be back well before we finish here today."
The four women turned to go across to the other building, "Oh, ladies," I added. "All four of you need to match. So if Alannah is shaved, you three must be as well. You'll all need to shave if she's hairy and one of you isn't. I hope that's not a problem?"
"I think we're all waxed and/or lasered clean, Mr Johns," Electra said. "Bare mons is pretty much standard in porn these days." She glanced at the other girls to confirm.
"Please get the makeup stylist to check with Alannah and get her shaved if necessary."
"Will do," Electra said as she walked down the stairs.
Jacob and I moved some things aside to set up the 'examination room'. Using the side wall, we moved the gynaecological table against it before we mocked up a ring curtain that appeared to be similar to what a doctor used for privacy when they examined their patient.
Not long after we'd finished, Karen returned from makeup wearing nothing but high heels, suspenders, stockings and a tiny lab coat that gaped at the front and barely covered her tight, toned ass. Handing me her certificates, she followed me down to my office. Apologetically interrupting Alan and Roxy, who were engaged in a heavy petting session, I copied Karen's certificates and sent them via my internal mail system to my computers upstairs before handing the originals back to Karen.
Grinning at Alan, I ushered Karen out and took her to my control room. Opening the file on my special effects computer, I blanked out her name, then blurred it so even the blank area was unrecognisable. Then, placing the amended certificates in some cheap frames I'd purchased, I used blue tack to hold the certificate temporarily on the wall above the table.
"Now all we need is Alannah, and we can proceed," Karen said.
No sooner had he spoken those words, Alannah walked up the stairs, dressed in a gorgeous, dark blue dress. Seeing Jacob and me watching her, Alannah smiled before performing a perfect pirouette, "Like what you see, boys?" She grinned.
"The girls approve, too," Karen interjected. Then, patting the table, Karen said, "Hop up, sweetie. I'll get a blanket to cover your modesty so I can do the inspection and pronounce you a virgin."



"What if I don't have a hymen?" Alannah asked, voicing a concern that I had.
"Look me in the eyes and tell me you haven't had penetrative sex with anyone," Karen demanded.
"I haven't," Alannah announced, holding Karen's gaze.
Glancing at me, Karen said, "I believe her. So, even without an intact hymen, after I've examined her, I'll pronounce her a virgin."
Calling Jacob, I said, "Your mother is, umm, a little involved in keeping Alan distracted. Do you mind operating the camera whilst Karen does her examination?"
"For sure, Xav," Jacob acknowledged before dragging the big studio cam to the examination table.
Entering my control suite, I used the PA system to tell Karen to proceed. Jacob was busy with the cam recording the event. Karen covered Alannah with a blanket before lifting it and pushing her head underneath, preserving Alannah's modesty but revealing most of hers as the cheeks of Karen's knickerless ass were clearly evident. After a swift evaluation, Karen lifted the blanket so she could turn to the camera before lowering it to cover Alannah's pussy. She turned to the camera to announce, 'The contestant, Alannah Morrison, has an intact hymen and is a virgin."
Bringing this part of the movie to a conclusion, I grabbed Karen's upper arm and shifted her far enough away that Alannah couldn't hear us, "You're sure?" I asked.
Jacob helped Alannah off the chair, and she helped him move the curtain and table out of the shot. They also took down Karen's fake certificates.
"Her hymen is intact, Xavier. The film will be a hit because when her father takes her, hymen blood will squirt," Karen stated once we were alone.
"Awesome," I replied.
"So what must a girl do to experience your charms?" Karen asked.
"Talk to JoJo and Bella," I responded, thinking there was no way Karen would approach my wives.
"Your mother?" Karen queried.
"My lover and the most important person in my life," I averred.
"My brother was the most important man in my life," Karen stated. "At least, he was until that damned drunk driver took him out."
I now knew why Karen seemed to fit so well.
"You were lovers?" I asked.
"I had to virtually rape him on my eighteenth birthday," Karen giggled. "But after he'd broken my hymen, he went kind of nuts and fucked me every which way."
"You weren't sore?" I asked.
"By the time we finished, I was so raw I couldn't even stand his tongue on me. But that was Tuesday. By Friday, I was ready to go again. That time, he was the one to wimp out, begging me to ease up because the head of his cock was so sore he couldn't fuck me again."
Laughing, I asked, "Why porn?"
"Have you got any idea how much student debt it takes to become a doctor, Xavier?" Karen asked. "Graduating doctors, who had no scholarships or help, owe over $100,000 in loans. Making those porn movies meant I graduated with no debt and enough money to work for the pittance I get from the clinic. Besides, I love sex, and unlike many female porn stars, I have numerous orgasms during filming."
"The clinic doesn't pay well?" I asked.
"Oh, compared to most, the $75,000/year I get is pretty good. But not for a doctor, and I couldn't afford the loan repayments on that money."
I found myself intensely attracted to the pretty, young doctor, and her revealing outfit caused me to react in the normal manly way. So, with my erection swelling, I gently ran a finger down Karen's cleavage, stopping where her coat buttoned, "Talk to my wives," I suggested with my eyebrow raised.
Karen's lips parted, and she took a half step towards me, but I pressed a little firmer on her chest, "Talk to my wives," I affirmed.
"I will, Xavier. But I know they'll say no."
"Probably," I gently smiled. "But if you don't ask ..."
"Then the answer is always 'no'," Karen completed for me.
Smiling, I leaned forward, lightly kissed her surprised lips, turned her, patted her bottom, and said, "See you again soon, Doctor Karen."
"Yes," Karen replied. "The next time you need a virgin confirmed." But she laughed back over her shoulder and skipped down the stairs.
Jacob and I got the screen set up. Since my first crude attempt, I'd brought some of Peter's set builders in, and they'd created a professional-looking game show set for me. I still only had one film camera, but I had another handheld one that Roxy or one of the others could operate if they saw something interesting. But I still preferred to use the various remote cameras I had spread around the studio.
Having these various cameras recording the whole time cost me little except computer storage space. It did make editing the films a bit of a nightmare, but I had an advantage with my movies that none of the other studios had. I could record the action from every possible angle, and that detail increased the sales of my films immensely.
There was an added benefit because I could live-stream the recordings. This meant anyone that had paid the entry fee could follow the action on many cameras or pick the specific view angle they liked and see the movie being made as they watched. Unfortunately, I didn't think to ask the Morrisons if they were prepared to stream their show live, so I hadn't advertised or done any presales.
Jacob and I had just sat on the couch with Alannah when her three co-stars walked in. All were stylishly dressed in garments that hinted at much and gave brief glimpses of toned female flesh but revealed nothing.
Bella had on her compere's outfit, an incredibly short, dark-grey skirt that barely covered her ass and snatch. Over that, she wore a vest that clung tightly to her full, braless breasts but exposed generous portions of her side and inner boob. A matching to the skirt dark-grey jacket completed her look. On her legs, she wore black stockings and suspenders. The gap between the top of the stockings and the hem of the skirt was sexily noticeable. On her feet, she wore mahogany-red, 7-inch stilettos.
Alannah and her co-stars were quickly ready, with JoJo operating the big studio camera and Roxy acting as floor manager, setting up the differing scenes. After a few quiet words to reassure and calm Alannah's nerves, Jacob and I entered the control room. After a quick check to ensure all the cameras functioned correctly, I set everything to record. Jacob and I would monitor the eight screens showing what one of the cameras recorded and zoom in or out or turn them to capture the action best.
Everything worked perfectly, so I spoke into my mother's earpiece and told her to begin.
"Where's Alan?" I asked Jacob.
"Hell, if I know," Jacob drawled. "I'm guessing he's still holed up in your office, hiding from his daughter."
Mum heard me through her earpiece and said, "Roxy took him to hair and makeup when we finished. They'll tidy up his hair and put some stage makeup on so his face won't shine under the studio lights. The stylists will escort him over when they're done, then hang around so they can do any touch-ups necessary."
Roxy positioned the four contestants on the crosses that marked their starting positions as Bella took her spot in front of the camera. When the light on the camera came on, Bella began, "Good evening, everyone. Welcome to Do You Know Your Daughter's Body? A game show where four gorgeous, naked women, with their faces hidden, stand behind a screen and wait to be chosen by one of the woman's fathers.
"From a small view of only the woman's breasts and pussies, will the father correctly identify his daughter and choose another to make love to? Or will he choose wrongly and have to make love to his daughter? Only time will tell!
"First, let's meet our show's resident doctor, Doctor Kara Kream (Karen's porn star name). Doctor Kream, can you confirm our contestant's daughter is a virgin?"
This is where I'd splice in the scene I'd recorded earlier.
After a brief pause, Bella continued, "Let's meet the contestant's daughter and the models he will choose from. First, we have the contestant's beautiful daughter, Alannah Morrison. Alannah, take a step forward."
Bella asked some questions and elicited from Alannah that she hoped her father accidentally chose her because she wanted him to be her first lover. Once Alannah had spoken of her wants and desires, Bella quickly introduced the other three women then Roxy guided them behind the screen.
JoJo moved the camera to face the partition, moving back until the camera covered the whole thing. Then, moving from viewing space to viewing space, Bella opened the top curtain, showing which woman was where. Alannah was furthest to the camera's left, as our studies have shown this was the spot most contestants chose their partners from. Next, Bella closed the face curtains before opening the breast-high curtains. What little height difference between the four women had been fixed by adding plates to the steps behind the screen.
Peter's casting scouts had chosen well because there was little difference between the apparent size and firmness of the breasts on display. Likely, they'd feel different to the touch, but had Alan's unconscious groping of his daughter's tits last night given him enough information to choose which of these breasts were Alannah's?
When Bella moved the pussy-high curtains, there were more obvious differences between the women. The woman furthest right, Candy Kane, had thin labia under a small clit. The next woman, Alexis Jones' labia were plump but more inner than outer. She had a big clit with a hood covering most of it. Electra's were what I'd describe as typical. Nice folds, with a medium-sized clit covered by a small hood. Alannah's labia were plump, even plumper than Alexis', and flushed, showing her arousal.
I was concerned that her obvious arousal would make it apparent that she was Alan's daughter, but after giving JoJo time to focus on each woman's genitals, Roxy handed vibrators out. The sudden buzzing showed the actresses were taking care to ensure they, too, were aroused.
The women were barely in place behind the curtains when the stylists brought Alan in, his overt masculinity apparent in his handsome face and muscular body. Alan wore gun-metal grey, three-piece suit and black leather boots.
"Jaysus!" I muttered to Jacob. "I'm not even close to gay, but damn, I'd like to get naked with that man!"
Mum tittered in the background. I had forgotten I still held the microphone channel open.
"Yes, my son," she giggled. "I'd like to get naked with that man, too!"
"Not even close to gay, Xavier?" Jacob joked. "You suck cock better than any other man I know and better than just about any woman I've been with, but you're not even close to gay?"
"Yeah, other than that," I grinned back.
"Keep your pants on, boys," Roxy growled through her mic. She and JoJo were also linked to my microphone. "He's mine after Alannah has finished with him. Besides, I doubt either of you has a chance with him. That man is 100% heterosexual!"
I glanced at my wife to see her trying to stifle a laugh, "Let's see if he can resist Jacqui," she joked. "Peter stood no chance, and he thought he was straight, too."
Pretending to snarl, Roxy said, "Let's get our minds out of the gutter and get this game show happening."
"Yes, Mum," the three of us younger ones acknowledged, grinning.
Once Roxy had Alan in position, Bella took her place beside him before turning to the camera and saying, "Meet our contestant, Alan Morrison. Alan, are you ready to play Do You Know Your Daughter's Body?"
"Yes, Bella," Alan replied. "I'm confident that I can pick my daughter easily. Then I'll get to make love to one of the other beautiful models."
"You know that to win the prize of $100,000, if you do happen to choose your daughter, you have to make love to her, right? So it would be incest, caught on camera. Are you prepared to do that?"
"It won't happen, Bella," Alan replied confidently. "But I'll happily accept the lesser prize of $20,000 for making love to one of the models on camera, though."
"Let's hope you're right, Alan," Bella said. "For your sake, if not for your daughter's."
Preliminaries done, the sound of vibrators buzzing echoed through the studio as the actresses raised their arousal levels in anticipation of being touched and felt by Alan. Being the professionals they were, all three women tried to stimulate themselves to the same level as Alannah.
"Is that what I think it is?" Alan whispered to Bella.
Stepping closer, Bella pressed her marvellous breasts against Alan's arm as she pushed her arousal-warm, sodden pussy against his hip, "Yes," she answered. "One of them is probably your daughter, preparing herself for you."
Alan gulped, but before he could step away from Bella, Roxy pushed her pudenda against him as she rested her breasts against his other arm.
"Just think, Alan," Roxy purred into his ear. "Your daughter is naked and probably wet behind that screen, anticipating your big strong hands on her nipples and pussy. I bet all the actresses snuck a peek to see what you looked like, and they're probably also wet, waiting for your touch."
Spotting Alan's suddenly tented trouser front, Roxy casually dropped her hand and ran her fingers lightly across the swelling, "Looks like not-so-little Alan wants to feel your daughter's nips and puss, too."
"Stop it," Alan half protested. "I don't want Alannah to see me with a hard-on!"
"Oh, I think Alannah would love to see your hard-on, Alan," Bella teased. "Given, from what she said, you were poking her bottom with it all night."
"I was not," Alan tried to say indignantly. But he knew it was a lie.
"It's okay, baby," Roxy crooned. "She wasn't complaining. She only wished she could have taken you in hand and guided you inside her last night. But she wants her first time to be on film here today."
"If you two have finished winding the poor man up," I broke in. "JoJo has finished your job, Mumsie, and set the set up for the next shot."
Giggling, Bella guided Alan to his next starting place, then took hers. Then, turning back to the camera, she waited for the light to show then said, "The models and your daughter are ready, Alan, are you?"
"Yes, Ms Bella," Alan answered, using his clasped hands to try and hide his noticeable bulge.
"Pull back the middle curtains," Mum authoritatively said.
Roxy, wearing a cleavage-revealing top and carefully made-up but only wearing a pair of jeans under that, smiled back at the camera as she walked along the partition, pulling the curtains to the side, revealing four pairs of delightful-looking titties.
"Look hard, Alan," Mum demanded. "Which pair of delectable breasts belong to your daughter?"
Subconsciously stepping closer to the screen, Alan passed his gaze across the displayed bosoms. Then, stopping at the furthest right window, he pointed at Candy's breasts and said, "Alannah's nipples are bigger than these, so I'm confident this isn't my daughter."
"Are you sure?" Bella said to test Alan's confidence. "Maybe you should feel them to ensure they're not your daughters."
"I've never felt my daughter's breasts, so how would I know?" Alan lied.
"Are you sure, Mr Morrison?" Bella said, exposing his lie. "When I interviewed your daughter earlier, she indicated you and her slept spooned together last night. Are you sure you didn't ..."
"Never mind about that," Alan broke in forcefully. "No, I don't need to feel this woman's breasts to ensure they're not my daughters. I'm already certain they're not."
"Okay," Bella agreed. "Let's move on to the other three. Can you choose your daughter's glorious breasts from these three gorgeous pairs?"
"It's proving much harder than I thought," Alan admitted. "Alannah's are so young, round and perfect. I thought it would be an easy choice. But you're right. These three pairs are equally as gorgeous."
"So you have studied your daughter's breasts carefully, then," Bella teased, causing Alan to blush again.
Alan tried to chuckle, but it came as a choked cough, "Well, Ms Bella. She did have the habit of coming out of the bathroom naked at every opportunity, so it was hard not to look."
"As beautiful as your daughter is, I'd have looked, too," Bella admitted. "So, Mr Morrison," she continued. "Can you decide which of these lovely ladies is your daughter? Or do you need to go to the touch test?"
"I'd prefer to see the models' vaginas first, if I may?" Alan asked. "I know a father isn't supposed to look, but when Alannah walked out naked, I couldn't resist. Alannah has her bush trimmed to a small triangle, so my daughter will be obvious unless all the remaining models also have a triangle-shaped bush."
Mum smirked because she knew Alan was about to be disappointed. My films didn't typically run in Alan's suggested order, but I could see no harm in allowing him to proceed the way he wanted, so I gave Mum the go-ahead.
"Remove the lower curtains," Bella demanded.
A smiling Roxy did exactly that, taking care to stay bent over to keep her jeans out of shot. As a result, four sweet-looking and smelling pussies were displayed invitingly. All four of the woman's pussy lips were bare, and their owner's arousal was clearly evident, even if three of the woman's arousal was caused by a vibrating toy.
"But they're all clean-shaved," Alan protested. "How am I supposed to tell the difference?"
"Well, Alan," Bella smirked. "You'll have to try the touch test if the visual test fails. Maybe even the taste test might work."
"Taste test?" Alan wondered.
"Surely a man of your worldly experience would love to taste those delectable titties before you?" Bella queried.
"I've only ever been with my late wife, Ms Bella," Alan explained. "I've never touched the boob of another woman before."
"Fuck," I said into my family's earpieces. "Roxy is going to blow his fucking mind!"
"Assuming his daughter doesn't do it first," Roxy grinned.
Maintaining her composure, although she was grinning like the proverbial cat, Bella said, "Alan, unless you're sure the first woman you touch is your daughter, you'll add four more pairs to your list. Excepting, of course, that you have held your daughter's breast."
Alan blushed again but didn't deny Bella's assertion this time.
Alan continued to dither, so Bella added, "If you cannot continue, Mr Morrison, we understand. But if you leave now, you win nothing and will go home empty-handed. So what do you choose, Alan? Do you walk away having won nothing? Or do you man up and take the steps necessary to identify your daughter? Remember though, to win the money, if you choose unwisely, you will have to make love to her on stage, in front of the cameras."
Reaching a decision, Alan walked to the woman he'd already discounted as being his daughter. Even though he was agitated, his hands were soft and gentle as he cupped Candy's breasts in his big hands and strummed his thumbs over her nipples. Being the consummate professional actress, Candy moaned as if having Alan strum her breasts excited her.
Alan turned to Bella and said, "Definitely not Alannah's."
Moving to his left, Alan copied the same motions on the next woman's breasts. Alexis stood next to Candy, and she, too, moaned as Alans fondled her breasts. Next was Electra. As soon as Alan cupped her breasts, he shook his head.
"These are too soft to be my daughter's," he informed Bella. "Alannah's are much firmer than these."
Grinning, Bella teased, "I thought you said you'd never felt your daughter's breasts, Alan."
Caught out, Alan blushed as he coughed a denial, "Ms Bella, these feel softer than my daughter's look."
With a straight face, Bella said, "Now you're admitting to studying your daughter's boobs intensely."
Alan stuttered, trying to formulate a response, but letting him off the hook, Bella said, "One more pair to feel. Let us see if you can identify if these breasts are your daughters."



Moving another step to his left, Alan cupped his daughter's generous bosom and idly ran his thumbs across her rock-hard nipples. He held them much longer than the previous woman's breasts, and his erection swelled against his trouser front.
"These are very nice," Alan almost whispered. "I think I might have a wee taste."
Knowing he was holding his daughter's tits, Mum stifled a giggle before saying, "If you think it will help you decide, Mr Morrison. Go right ahead."
Reverentially, Alan dipped his head and ran a soft tongue over Alannah's left nipple before repeating the process on her right. Next, he sucked her left nipple into her mouth and battered it with his tongue. Alannah somehow altered her natural voice to release a soft moan that her father didn't recognise. After repeating the sucking and tongue battering on Alannah's right nipple, Alan stood back.
Pointing at where Alexis stood, Alan confidently said, "That is my daughter. But now that I am sure of my choice, I wish to touch and taste the other's pussies. Is that permitted?"
"Not only is it permitted, Mr Morrison," Bella acknowledged. "It's encouraged."
Smiling, Alan knelt before Candy before placing his thumbs on either side of her clit. Then, spreading her labia apart, he ran his tongue from Candy's vulva to her clit before he flicked it over her button. Fully into it this time because Alan's technique was flawless, Candy came. Her hips bucking and her juices flowing, Candy shuddered and moaned as Alan's tongue drove her towards glory. Before Candy even knew what was happening, she orgasmed again, then sagged to her knees, removing her pussy from Alan's delving tongue.
Standing, Alan smiled at my mother, "She tasted divine, but that only confirmed she wasn't my daughter."
"How so?" Bella asked, trying not to show how turned-on she was.
"I'm assuming Alannah will taste like her mother," Alan explained. "That woman did not."
"I hope your strategy works, Mr Morrison," Bella stated. "If you're wrong, you have to make love to your daughter. Of course, you could choose correctly, make love to one of the models, and then earn the extra $100,000 by also making love to your daughter on stage."
Staggered, Alan mumbled, "What?"
"If you have read the rules of the game, then you know that even if you correctly choose a woman that isn't your daughter, you can still win the major prize by making love to your daughter in front of the camera," Bella explained. "That would give you a total prize of $120,000. Plus, 0.5% of any royalties the sales of your film generates."
"Tempting," Alan acknowledged. "But I know that is Alannah." Pointing to Alexis again.
"Are you ready to make your choice, Mr Morrison?" Bella queried. "Or do you wish to taste the charms of the other models?"
Chuckling assuredly, Alan stated, "Oh, Ms Bella, I've made my choice. But I sure do wish to taste the charms of the other ladies."
Skipping past Alexis, Alan knelt before Electra and repeated his techniques on Candy. Before long, she, too, exploded into a leg-wobbling orgasm. Satiated, Electra slowly sagged to the floor.
"Also, not my wife," Alan iterated. "The taste wasn't remotely familiar. Very sweet and pleasant, but not the same as Alice."
"One more model to taste, Mr Morrison," Bella said, struggling to keep the desire to watch Alan make love to his daughter's pussy from her voice.
With lust evident in his voice, Alan said, as he moved across to the hole that displayed his daughter's cunt "This model's breasts were the best and most responsive that I tasted, Ms Bella. Truly, I'm longing to see if her pussy is also as responsive."
"Taste away, Mr Morrison," Bella invited. In her mind, she added, 'Enjoy her pussy with your tongue because shortly, your big dick will be tearing open your daughter's virginity.'
Taking his time, Alan stretched his arms high enough to fondle and tweak Alannah's nipples as he nuzzled his nose onto her bare mons venus and softly ran his tongue over and around his daughter's clitoris. How Alannah stopped herself from verbalising her response, I have no idea, but my cameras recorded her intense reaction to her father's ministrations as she rocked through several back-to-back orgasms.
Finally, Alan sat back from his daughter's shuddering body, "This woman is not my daughter," he stated. "But she is the one I choose to make love to, to earn my $20,000."
Intensely, Bella asked, "Are you sure, Mr Alan Morrison? From here, there is no turning back. If you wish to earn even the minimum prize, you, after making your decision, need to make love to your chosen woman. Plus, to win any prize at all, if it's your daughter you have chosen, you have to make love to her on stage and film."
"I am sure," Alan avowed.
"Then stand so we can open the top curtains and check if you have chosen wisely," Bella commanded.
Alan did as he was asked.
"Which woman do you choose to make love to?" Bella asked to confirm Alan's choice.
Pointing at Alexis, Alan confidently stated, "The woman behind that curtain is my daughter, Alannah." Then turning to point at his daughter, Alan added, "This is the woman I wish to make love to on stage,"
"Ladies, remove your curtains and reveal yourselves," Mum requested.
Candy, at Roxy's indication, revealed herself first. Next to pull the curtain back was Electra,
"50/50," my mother intoned. "Mr Morrison, indicate which model you want to reveal next."
Alan pointed at Alexis, "That is my daughter," he stated. "Please, Alannah, reveal your pretty face so that Daddy can make love to the other girl and earn our reward."
"Pull back your curtain," Bella demanded.
"Oh, fuck!" Alan exclaimed as Alexis pulled back the curtain.
With his shoulders slumped, Alan turned towards the last remaining curtain, "Pull back the curtain, Princess," Alan morbidly asked.
Smiling delightedly, Alannah pulled her curtain aside, "I get my wish, Daddy," she crowed.
"Baby, I will not take your virginity," Alan avowed. "You need to keep it for your husband, just as your mother did for me."
Walking around the partition, Alannah took her father's hand in hers before saying, "I have fantasised about you taking my virginity since I made puberty, father. I fouled off many attempts and offers ever since. Jacob wants to marry me, Dad. But he wants you to take my virginity first. Then, after that, we want you to marry Roxy and for us to live together in Xavier's compound.
"We can live with Roxy and her family until Jacob and I have built our forever home. Then Jacob and I will fill our home with children, and you will marry and live with Roxy."
"Just like that, huh, Princess?" Alan said.
"Deny to me that you love Roxy, Daddy," Alannah replied. "Then tell me again that I'm wrong."
"Jaysus, Princess," Alan confessed. "Roxy is entirely different to your mother, but you already know I love her. Roxy is earthy and grounded, and we both know she is precisely what we need."
"Daddy, the money you would earn fucking someone else and then me is a pittance compared to the Johnses fortune," Alannah reminded her father. "So we should complete the movie and then join their family. That way, we'll share their money and good fortune. Neither of us will ever find someone as compatible as I am with Jacob, and you are with Roxy."
Alan hugged his daughter close to his expansive chest and said, "It's so sudden, Princess. Two days ago, we were sleeping in our car, trying not to freeze to death, wondering where our next meal would come from. Now you're talking about marrying a man you met yesterday and marrying me off to a woman I met when you met the man you said you would marry.
"Princess, what kind of man tells his virgin future wife to give her virginity to her father?"
"One that wants to fulfil every single one of my fantasies, Daddy."
Alan tried to inject some levity into the conversation, "Oh, Princess," he drawled. "At eighteen, you have so many fantasies to fulfil?"
Staring at her father intently, Alannah replied, "You have no idea, Dad! I used to love listening to you and Mum make love and rub myself raw, imagining joining you in bed with her. Plus, I had a recurring dream of sucking my husband as my big Daddy fucked me from behind. And those are only the ones that come to mind straight away.
"Since meeting Roxy and Bella, I want to make love with them, too. And Xavier! OMG, those dreamy eyes of his. Then there's Jacob, the man I know will be with me forever."
The actresses were getting impatient. Their role in this movie was over, and they would be paid a solid amount for doing nothing more than have their tits groped and their pussies licked. Plus, if sales on this movie exceeded $1,000,000, they'd receive a quarterly payment of 0.05% of the sales in perpetuity. This royalty passed on to their inheritors after their death. So, of course, they were keen to get changed and ride the limo back to Peter's offices before heading home.
Realising this, Bella stepped in, "Alan and Alannah, it's time to step up or walk away," she stated. "Will you make love, earn your prize, or sacrifice the chance of a lifetime and walk away?"
Alannah wrapped her slender arms around her father's neck and snuggled into his neck. Then kissing her father's jaw, she whispered, "Make love to me, Daddy."
Chapter 3: The Movie Part II
Alan couldn't resist any longer. The constant teasing he's endured from Roxy and Bella, and even his daughter herself, plus the excitement of touching and tonguing the three models, had Alan's libido maxed out. Try as he could to prevent it, his thick and long cock grew to full bloom.
Feeling her father's big dick hardening under her tight buttocks pleased Alannah no end, and she smiled and wriggled her sexy buns over it, "Yes, Daddy," she sighed. "I want you just as badly."
Alan tried one more time, "Are you sure, Princess? If you're marrying Jacob, shouldn't you wait and give it to him on your wedding night?"
"Make love to me, Daddy," Alannah whispered again.
"Okay, baby," Alan sighed.
"Slowly and gently, Daddy," Alannah pleaded. "Show me how much you love me."
"I will, Princess," Alan confirmed, standing up with his daughter held in his strong arms.
Jacob and Roxy raced to move the partition aside, revealing the big sofa I used for my other experiments. At the same time, I sent the models to change and go home.
Alannah turned her head to see the couch and purred, "Perfect. Look, Daddy. It's huge!"
Roxy had placed a white towel on the couch. Both to protect the coverings and for evidence that Alannah was a virgin. Once Alannah and her father finished making love, I'd record some footage of the towel before offering it as a souvenir to Alannah.
Ushering the pair to the sofa, Bella whispered something to the two of them. Alannah giggled as Alan vehemently shook his head, "We'll do it," she laughed. "Come on, Daddy. Xavier is recording my defloration. If we do it as Bella suggests, we'll be able to watch you make me a woman over and over again."
"We shouldn't be doing this, Princess," Alan growled.
But he knew that battle was lost, so he gently lay his daughter on the couch, with her sexy bottom resting on the pristine white towel. Standing, Alan gazed lustfully at his daughter before quickly shedding his clothes. Naked, his thick, 7+-inch cock bobbed and throbbed in anticipation. Then, with his hands shaking, Alan coaxed Alannah into a sitting position and carefully peeled her tight top off, exposing Alannah's beautifully full breasts.
Cupping one of those gorgeous C-sized half-melons in his big hand, Alan ran his thumb softly over and around Alannah's nipple as he leaned forward to kiss his daughter's full lips.
"Oh, Daddy," Alannah sighed when Alan broke the kiss. "That feels so good. Kiss my breast, Daddy. Suck it into your mouth."
Doing as his daughter asked, Alan sucked the nipple that wasn't in his hand into his mouth and battered it with his tongue. Alannah tilted her head, arched her back, and pressed her tits up at her father's mouth.
Running her hands through her father's salt and pepper-sprinkled hair, Alannah began moaning her appreciation for what Alan was doing.
"Yes, Daddy!" She hissed. "That feels so good!"
Moving his left hand onto Alannah's right breast as he suckled on Alannah's left nipple, Alan splayed his right hand wide and stroked across his daughter's taut tummy. Finding the zip on Alannah's jeans, Alan followed the zipper down until it reached the jean's seam. Then, approximating where Alannah's clit would be, he pressed firmly on that spot and wriggled his finger back and forth.
Alan had found the right spot because Alannah groaned as her hips rose off the couch, aching for more, "Right there, Daddy," Alannah moaned. "Yes! Yes! Unghh!"
Hips bucking, Alannah came against her dad's finger. Then, suddenly desperate for more, Alannah grabbed both sides of her father's head and pulled him up for a kiss. Sending her tongue out, Alannah brushed it against her father's lips, seeking entrance. His hand back pressing on Alannah's jean-covered pleasure button, Alan moaned into his daughter's mouth as he parted his lips and sucked Alannah's tongue inside.
Shortly after allowing Alannah's tongue entrance, Alan forced Alannah's tongue back with his and took possession of his daughter's mouth. Then, changing to his middle finger, Alan tapped Alannah's clit. In quick succession, Alan tapped his finger three times, then paused. In the pause, Alan dropped his mouth back onto Alannah's left nipple and swiftly circled it with his tongue. Next, he sucked his daughter's hardened nipple into his mouth as he resumed tapping her clit.
Tap, tap, tap. Tongue swirl and then suck as he tapped, tapped, tapped again. Finally, driven mad by the irregular stimulation, Alannah began writhing her whole body, trying to force a more prolonged touch so she could climax again. But, although her orgasm continued to crest, Alan wouldn't let her crash over the edge.
In the finish, Alannah's lusts raged, and she viciously shoved her father off her writhing body. Standing up, Alannah swiftly divested herself of her jeans and thong, pushed her father back on the couch, knelt, her hands delving between her toned thighs to find her pleasure button, and devoured Alan's throbbingly erect member. Then, rubbing her clit, Alannah touched her hymen. The pleasure/slight pain stimulation made her climax, and she groaned around her father's rigidly erect cock.
"I'm going to cum, Princess," Alan moaned. "Release me."
Paying him no heed, Alannah held her father's dick tighter and began stroking it in time with her bobbing head, adding a slight twist on her hands upward stroke. With a loud groan, Alan tensed, held his daughter's head tightly in his big hands and pushed his dick as deep into Alannah's mouth as she could take before blasting rope after rope of thick semen down her willing throat.
"Gawd, Princess," Alan said wonderingly. "That's the best blowjob I've ever had."
Giggling, Alannah climbed on the couch beside him. Then, kissing her father's lips, she gently pushed his head down, "Your turn," she said longingly.
His inhibitions overcome by his raging lust for his daughter, Alan kissed his way down Alannah's svelte body, pausing to lash both of her nipples before bumping his nose against her clit. Then, spreading his tongue wide, he swiped it from just before Alannah's perineum to just short of her nubbin. Alan repeated this action several times as Alannah begged him to suck her clitoris.
Stretching his hands to tweak his daughter's nipples, Alan paused at the entrance to Alannah's vulva to lap at her swiftly flowing juices, revelling in their tangy taste. Then, pushing his tongue inside Alannah's tight channel, Alan experimentally pressed it against Alannah's hymen, eliciting a sharp gasp from his daughter.
Licking along Alannah's slit, tasting the juices gathered there, Alan found his daughter's pleasure nubbin and slowly circled it with his tongue, bringing his daughter close to orgasm. Having Alannah's thighs clenching on his ears, and hearing her moans and groans of arousal, swiftly brought Alan's long, thick cock back to total hardness.
Knowing if he delayed any longer, Alannah would climax, possibly rendering her clit too sensitive for intercourse for a time, Alan whispered, "You ready for me, Princess?"
"Yes, Daddy," Alannah gasped. "Take me. Make me a woman."
Turning his daughter so their asses pointed towards the camera I had placed on the coffee table, allowing me to film Alan entering his daughter for the first time, Alan kissed Alannah gently before asking again, "You ready, Princess?"
Biting the nail on her little finger, Alannah nodded as she wrapped her ankles around her father's muscular legs and tried to pull him into her.
Surrendering to the inevitable, Alan held the base of his big cock and wiped it along Alannah's folds to ensure its head was well lubricated. Next, he pressed his dick slowly into his daughter's entrance, pausing against Alannah's hymen.
"Will it hurt, Daddy?" Alannah a little fearfully asked.
"A little bit," her dad confessed. "But only for a moment, Princess. Then it will feel wonderful, I promise."
"Do it," Alannah pleaded. "Make me your woman for tonight."
Squeezing his daughter tightly to him, Alan pressed forwards with his hips. Then, as his daughter twitched, he broke her hymen.
As Alan held still, barely past her now ruptured hymen, a single tear slid down Alannah's face.
"You okay, Princess?" Alan asked concernedly.
A pleased smile broke over Alannah's face, "Yes, Daddy. It stung for a second, and I feel so full, but the pain is gone now." The smile dropped from Alannah's face, and her hips suddenly thrust up at her father, "Oh, Daddy!" She exclaimed as her hips undulated, trying to force more of his cock inside her. "That feels so good! Yes. Yes. Push it in, yes, just like that!"
Slowly pushing, Alan fully seated himself inside his daughter's sweet, tight cunt.
Alannah pushed on her father's chest, "I want to see where we're joined," she demanded.
Using his arms, Alan pushed his upper body back. Alannah raised her head to gaze at where hers and her father's bodies met, "Wow!" She said. "It's all the way in! I've got all of you inside me! Oh, Daddy, you feel so good! Kiss me, Papa. Make love to your daughter."
As I heard this exchange, I swiftly used the remote to extend the wall camera above the couch and captured the moment Alannah saw hers and her father's coupling.
Alan kissed his daughter before gently moving his hips back and forth, only pulling a short way back. After a few short strokes, Alannah's hips rose to meet her father's downward thrusts, and Alan lengthened his strokes.
"Gawd, yes, Daddy," Alannah groaned. "That feels so good! Stop holding back and fuck me!"
"I can't, Princess," Alan tried to deny. "It's your first time. If I pound you, you'll be sore for days."
"I don't care," Alannah growled. "I won't let Jacob make love to me until we're married, so I'll have at least a week to recover before I give myself to my new husband."
Still trying to groan his denial, Alan, nevertheless, increased his strokes to match his daughter's frantic thrusting, and he was soon pounding Alannah for all she was worth.
Very quickly, Alannah's orgasm crested, and she shrieked. "YEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!" As she shook and shuddered through her climax. Not stopping her hips thrusts, Alannah shook again as another orgasm ripped over her. A few seconds later, a further orgasm rocked her before she pleaded, "Cum in me, Daddy. I want to feel your big cock shooting semen into me."
Unable to help himself, Alan's head tilted back, and his mouth flew open. Every muscle clenched, and Alan roared, "Fuck, yes!" as his nuts tightened against his thick shaft, and his prostate clenched, squirting thick globs of cum into his daughter's tightly grasping pussy.



Feeling her father's huge dick pulsing as he squirted his man goo onto her cervix sent Alannah over the top again, and a final, "Oh, Daddy," sighed over her lips as she climaxed.
Alan, with a final effort, rolled off his daughter, exposing her bloodied and cum filled groin, and sagged back on the sofa. Alan softly spoke to Alannah, almost crying, "Thank you, Princess. That was the most beautiful gift any has ever given me. I'm so glad you convinced me to make love to you."
Alannah's eyes fluttered open, and she raised herself to look at her battered pussy. Then grinning, she said, "Well, my dearest Daddy, there is no doubt you made love to me!" Standing, she lifted the soaked towel, showed it to the camera and said, "Proof I was a virgin when my Daddy made love to me. Mr Johns, you owe us a motza of money!"
She then grinned to show she was kidding and lay beside her father, placing the towel between her legs to mop up any leaks. Then, idly twirling her fingers through her father's chest hair, she kissed his cheek and said, "I want to do this again, Daddy. But I want you to wait until I've married Jacob and made love to him. Okay?"
"It's up to you and Jacob if we ever make love again, Princess," Alan replied. "I'm grateful to have made love to you once. More would be a blessing beyond belief."
Snuggling her head on his chest, Alannah added, "Would you like to do something like Bella, JoJo, and Xavier did, Daddy?"
"What's that, Princess?"
"Xavier married his mother and JoJo in the same ceremony, silly," Alannah explained. "Oh, everyone knows the only government-sanctioned marriage is the one between Xavier and JoJo, but the union between the three Johnses is the more important one. Would you like to do that with Jacob and me?"
"I thought you wanted me to marry Roxy," Alan equivocated.
"That will be your official marriage, Daddy," Alannah declared, becoming more enthusiastic by the second. "But we can get the marriage celebrant to join us four, just like the Johnses did."
Only Bella, JoJo and Xavier have married, Princess," Alan pointed out.
"Yes," Alannah agreed. "But they're all going to marry Peter soon. Bella and Peter will be the ones officially married, but JoJo and Xavier will have a ceremony with them, too. Oh, Daddy!" She exclaimed. "We could all get married together!"
"I don't think the Johnses will invite us into the marriage, Princess," Alan joked.
Slapping his chest, Alannah said, "No, silly. I meant at the same time they do."
Still doubtful, Alan tried to forestall his daughter, "You, me and Jacob can discuss this later, Princess. First, let's get this film in the can. Then we can follow the Johnses back to their compound and discuss things with their whole family."
Grinning, Alannah teased, "You know you have just agreed to stay with Xavier and his family, right?"
Blinking, Alan admitted, "I guess I just did. But, Princess, if you're set on marrying Jacob, you will live there anyway. And I know you wouldn't let your old man live anywhere else. So, yes, we'll live at the Johns/Rosborough compound if that's what you and they want."
"We sure do," Bella emphasised, offering robes to the lovers. "If you return to the dressing rooms, you'll find a couple of showers, and you can clean up. Take your time, though. Because we all need to, umm, blow off some steam, and we might be awhile." Mum blushed guiltily and began to turn away. Then, stopping halfway through her turn, she looked at Alan, "Umm, if you'd like to stay, Alan," she added. "I'm sure Roxy would love to, ahh, entertain you."
Giggling, Alannah slapped her father's chest again, "That's another offer you should take up, Daddy," she teased.
Standing and turning so his back was to Bella, Alan put on his robe.
"Spoilsport," my mother joked.
Turning primly back, Alan said, "Come on, Princess. I'll help you to the showers." He flashed a guilty look at Roxy, then took a deep breath and added, "Damn it, woman! I'm getting hard just standing here looking at you! Will you please send the rest of your family to have dinner with Bella and her family tonight? Then we can eat together and get to know each other." He suddenly blushed before strangling out, "After that, you may 'entertain' me all you want."
"Good on you, Daddy," Alannah grinned as she unashamedly stood and flung the robe over her shapely shoulders. "Race you to the showers!"
Taking off, Alannah ran down the stairs and over to the other building. Shaking his head, Alan followed at a much more sedate pace.
Watching them walk out, Mum said, "What's the bet Alannah insists they share a shower, and she gives him a blow job whilst they're in there?"
Chuckling in Bella's ear through her earpiece, everyone swiftly said, "No bet!"
"Get out here, Xavier!" Mum demanded. "I need you inside me, like, right now!"
"You'd better be right behind him, Jacob," Roxy added.
"Don't forget me," JoJo added.
Laughing and almost skipping, Jacob and I rushed into the studio, flinging clothes behind us as we went. We found our mothers bent over the couch. Bella had hiked her skirt over her sexy ass, and JoJo was up on the sofa's back, Mum's tongue already buried in her snatch. Roxy had only bothered to unzip her jeans and pull them down to mid-thigh. Mounting up, we swiftly shoved our thickly erect dicks into willing cunts, grabbed handfuls of boobs each, and then ruthlessly fucked our women.
No finesse was required. Watching Alan deflower his gorgeous daughter had us hotter than the Sturt Stoney Desert at high noon. The ever earthy Roxy was the first to squeal through an orgasm. My mother's utterings were more refined but equally as loud. As soon as Mum came, JoJo pushed her back off the couch and took her place. Mum sat with her bottom on the sofa's edge with her feet up beside her bum. Thumbing her clit, Mum avidly watched me fuck our wife.
After JoJo had had a second orgasm, I asked Jacob if he'd like to swap partners, and I was soon pounding Roxy into another loud cum event as he pulled Mum up onto her knees and ploughed into her pussy juice-leaking pussy.
We swapped between the three women until I reached my crescendo and unloaded into Roxy's drippingly wet cunt. Hearing me cum broke Jacob's concentration, and he vociferously grunted as he filled my mother with his seed. It wasn't until I sagged onto the couch that I realised we had an audience.
"Wow!" Alannah said, awed. "That was fantastic!" Then she turned to her father, "Will you do me like that, Daddy?" She pleaded. "You and Roxy, me and Jacob. Shit! Maybe we could ask Charlie and Madison to join as well."
"Language, Princess!" Alan barked. But then he grinned. "Don't forget Peter and JoJo need to be in there somewhere too."
"An orgy!" Alannah exclaimed. "I want one now, but my pussy is too sore. Dang it, we'll just have to wait until after our wedding." Then walking over to Jacob, she took his cum-covered, flaccid cock in her hand. Then, gently squeezing and pulling it, she sweetly said, "You don't mind abstaining from sex until after our wedding ceremony, do you, baby?"
Alan and I laughed heartily. Then Alan said, "Trying to turn a man on while you're asking him to stay celibate is a little silly, Princess."
Jacob looked like a deer caught in the headlights, but even as his thick cock grew in Alannah's hand, he said, "I will do that, my love. For you, I will. But, please, don't make me wait a month or more."
"We'll get married as soon as we can get the certificate, and Xavier organises with the celebrant he used for his marriages."
"That's my cue," I grinned, picking up my pants to fish out my phone and call the celebrant.
Putting my underwear and pants back on, I spoke with Charlotte's (the marriage celebrant) secretary. She gave me some dates that Charlotte was available. The soonest was only eight days away. After getting the thumbs up from Alannah, I booked her for 4.00 pm that day. Alannah hadn't discussed where she wanted the wedding to be, so I left that up in the air. Telling Charlotte's secretary I'd let her know where soon.
It was late afternoon before we finished cleaning the studio. I hadn't even looked at the recorded footage yet, but I already knew it would make one hell of a feature film. As everyone cleaned up, I got Jacob to transfer the Morrison's 'game show' winnings into their account. I told him to move the whole $120,000, even though Alan hadn't first fucked one of the porn stars.
I pulled Alannah aside and asked if they had enough cash to fill their car with fuel. When she shook her head, I pressed a $100 note into her hand and told her we'd wait for them to fill up before guiding them to the compound.
Locking up, I received a fierce kiss from my mother before she shared an even fiercer one with JoJo. Then, getting in her car, Mum waved and drove off, heading for Peter's place. I hated being separated from my wife/mother but knew that her having Peter as her one was a good thing. I hoped Peter would soon choose to stay at the compound full-time, but I accepted that it couldn't happen for now.
Once Alan's Commodore had fuel, we made swift progress to the compound. Roxy and Alan stopped at Roxy's place. But when Jacob and Alannah got out, Roxy told them, in no uncertain terms, to shoo. She and Alan had barely entered her house when Madison and Charlie scampered out, laughing. All Charlie had on was his cock cage, and all Madison wore was a tiny thong. Her gorgeous but slightly droopy breasts delightfully bounced as she ran across to us.
"We were fucking on the couch," Madison explained, giggling. "Alan blushed, but Roxy only jerked a thumb and said 'out'."
"You didn't wait to put on clothes?" JoJo teased.
"Nah," Madison laughed. "They seemed pretty intent on each other. So we just skedaddled. Besides, I felt teasing the newcomer." Madison added, arching an eyebrow at Alannah.
Alannah refused to be embarrassed, pointed at Charlie's dick and asked, "What's that? Why is he wearing it?"
"It's a cock cage, sweetie," Madison explained. "It prevents Charlie's dick from getting hard until I'm ready for it to be. Then, once he's satisfied me, I take it off and let him satisfy himself. If he's been a good boy, I have sex with him. If he hasn't, he gets to toss off. But either way, as soon as he's cum, back in the cage he goes until I've finished the session."
Perplexed, Alannah asked Charlie, "Why would you agree to that?"
"Well, the sex is pretty damned wild," Charlie grinned. "But the real reason is that I became infatuated with my sister. I was trying to take her away from Xavier and Bella, so Xavier and Mum had to step in and fix things."
"And putting your dick in a cage cures you of being infatuated with your sister?" Alannah asked disbelievingly.
Charlie laughed. "No, Alannah. After Mum and Xavier explained I couldn't do what I planned, I kind of fell off the deep end and started fucking anything with tits and breathing. I'd also begun experimenting with party drugs. So this is their intervention, if you like. But I've found that I love it. I love being a submissive, and I love being controlled.
"Madison is a fantastic Mistress, but I don't love her. I love role-playing with her and adore the play sessions, but I'm not in love with her. Madison says she has a friend around my age who she's training to be a Dominatrix, and once we're both ready, she'll put us together. I'm looking forward to that."
"And you're over your infatuation with your sister?"
Charlie took JoJo's hand and leant over to kiss her cheek. Then, turning to Alannah, he stated, "I'll always love my sister, Alannah. Making love with her is still my favourite thing, but I no longer wish to own her, nor do I want her to be solely mine. I can see and accept that she, Xavier and Bella belong together, and I'll never try to interfere with that again."
JoJo stopped to hug Charlie before she kissed his lips softly, "And I adore making love with you, brother. But I'm glad that other nonsense is behind us."
"Me, too, sis," Charlie answered.
Alannah had considered the exchange. After a couple of false starts, she asked, "So you all have sex together? Mothers with sons, sisters with brothers? Everyone with everyone?"
JoJo giggled, "I'm the only sister here, but basically, yes."
"Wait," Alannah wondered, pulling Jacob to a halt. Trembling, she asked, "You and Xavier...?"
"Yes," we chorused.
"Does that bother you, Alannah?" JoJo asked.
I was concerned Alannah's trembling was from anger or disgust, but when she spoke, the desire was evident in her voice.
"Gosh, no!" She exclaimed. "I'm so turned on by the idea of watching Xavier and Jacob having sex that I'm convinced I have a wet spot on my jeans!"
"After you meet Jacqui, you can watch me fuck her if you'd like," I teased.
"Jacqui?" Alannah began to ask. "Oh, right. Your femme name," she said, squeezing Jacob's hand. "Damn, yes, Xavier. I want that so bad!"
"Maybe JoJo will eat your pussy as you watch," Madison kidded.
"She or Bella would be good," Alannah answered immediately.
"Have you had girl-on-girl sex before?" Madison queried.
"Not really," Alannah answered. "Me and a girlfriend practised kissing so we'd know how to kiss our boyfriends, but even though I wanted to, we didn't go beyond that."
"Would you like a kiss from a girl now?" Madison teased.
"Why? Do you know how to give one?" Alannah teased back, surprising us all.
"Yes, yes, I do!" Madison averred.
Alannah sighed theatrically, "I suppose I could be convinced to accept one." But before Madison could hold and kiss her, Alannah grabbed JoJo's hand and embraced her, pressing her lithe body against JoJo's. She said, "But, Miss Madison. If I'm going to get kissed by one of you girls, I want my first one to be from my man's sister and lover."
Surprised, JoJo offered no resistance when Alannah's lips locked with hers. Then realising that Alannah was into it, JoJo's hands found Alannah's head, and the kiss deepened into a searing French kiss. As their kiss lengthened, my wife's hands moved to Alannah's upper arms, and she gently rubbed her thumbs over Alannah's stiff, poking-out nipples.
"Oh, Lawd," Alannah moaned, breaking off the kiss. Then swiftly stepping back, she added, "Two more seconds and I would have orgasmed on the spot!" She turned to Jacob. "Your whole family is dangerous, baby. I love it! But I don't know how I will last without sex for eight days!" Then with an impish grin, she added, "I'm afraid I'll rub my clit off before our wedding night, I'll be masturbating that much!
With a straight face, Jacob stated, "No sex before our marriage means no sex, Alannah. Not even with yourself!"
"Oh, Gawd, no!" Alannah protested. "Don't tell me that, Jacob. I don't think I could stand it!"
Holding his face still, Jacob stoically said, "Thems the rules, Alannah. You wouldn't want to jinx our marriage by breaking them, would you?"
Alannah's face fell, "Okay, honey, if those are the rules, I'll obey them. But damn, you're going to be ridden hard and put away wet on our wedding night!"
"You'll be the one wet, Alannah," Madison teased. "Or at least you should be if Jacob's done his job correctly."
"I'm soaking wet now," Alannah said primly. "I assume I'm sleeping in the same room as last night, JoJo?" She asked. "I'm going straight there and having a cold shower as soon as I'm inside!"
"Or you could go there via your bedroom and jill-off first," Jacob suggested, still maintaining a stoic demeanour.
"Jill-off?" Alannah wondered. Then her face coloured. "Female version of 'jack-off', right? But you just said ... eep!"
Alannah's sentence ended with a squeak because Jacob had picked her up and swung her around. Then, letting her drop back to the ground, Jacob bent her backward before expertly kissing her.
Helping her to stand straight, Jacob lightly kissed her again before saying, "Masturbate all you want, my love. In fact, we can make love as often as you want, whenever and wherever you want. We don't have to wait until our wedding night if you don't want to."
Looking at her new man shyly, Alannah said, "I'd like us to wait, Jacob, please. We can kiss and make out, but I'd like to wait until our wedding night to make love."
Smiling, Jacob hugged and kissed her, "Then that's what we'll do, my love," he softly said.
"Are we going to stand out here wallowing in all this sickeningly sweet love talk all night?" Madison drawled. "Or can I go in and find some clothes?"
"Oh, alright," Alannah theatrically sighed before flinging open the door and dragging Jacob inside.
Madison touched my elbow, encouraging JoJo and me to hold back.
"She's a great girl," Madison said, nodding towards Alannah's retreating back. "She's going to fit in here perfectly. What about her Dad, though?"
"Mum's besotted, Madison," JoJo assured her. "Alan stands no chance against her. By morning, he'll follow her around like a puppy dog."
"And if he is," I added. "He's not the one for her. Roxy won't stand for a man that's a footstool."
"That's true," JoJo said thoughtfully. "Occasionally, he will have to put her over his knee and paddle her ass. Plus, he will have to occasionally bend her over a chair or table and fuck her hard. If all he does is make sweet love to her, he'll join the long list of Mum's lovers that have been pushed out the door."
"There's a strength and honesty to the man you can palpably feel," I reassured JoJo. "He won't let Roxy push him around. We might have to encourage him to be more aggressive with his lovemaking than he's accustomed to, but he will never be a pushover."
"How will you encourage him?" JoJo worriedly asked as we finally entered our home.
"The first time he joins an orgy in our playroom, I'll show him," I explained.
"He might freak out if you do that to his woman in front of him, baby," JoJo warned.
"I won't do it to Roxy, Baby JoJo," I teased.
Grinning from ear to ear, JoJo replied, "Oh, promises, promises, husband." Then with her voice dripping with desire, she added, "Hmm, thinking about it, you can tie me up and rough fuck me tonight, my love. But tomorrow night, your ass is mine. I have a new strapon I'm going to use on you."
"Ouch!" I chuckled.
"Ouch, indeed, husband," JoJo smiled. "You're all mine until Friday night, and I'm going to leave nothing for Bella to find on Friday," she mockingly threatened.
"Oh, no!" I pretended to whine. "Fucked to death by my wife! What a way to go!"
"Have you got something that I can borrow to wear until tomorrow, JoJo?" Madison asked.
"I'm a little heavier than you," JoJo admitted. "But one of Bella's sundresses should fit okay."
I said loud enough for Charlie to hear, "I doubt if anything Peter or I have here will fit across your broad shoulders, Charlie. You okay with wearing a towel until the morning?"
"As long as it doesn't bother Alannah, I don't mind remaining naked until Madison says I can go home and put something on," Charlie replied.
"I don't care," Alannah said from the couch where she and Jacob were making out. "You have a hot body, and I like admiring it."
"Are you okay with me taking his cock cage off, Alannah?" Madison asked. "I don't like leaving it on for long because it can cause some, ahh, shrinkage. And Charlie's dick is too nice for it to be shrunk."
I quietly chuckled because I knew the women loved Charlie's enormous girth. Apparently, Charlie's mushroom-headed dick rubbed across their G-spots as soon as he entered their pussies, and there was no way they would change that.
Sitting up, Alannah forcefully said, "Guys, forget I'm new here. Dad and I will be here until you no longer want us to be ..."
"Never happen!" We interjected as one.
"So, do whatever it is you would normally do and get on with it!" Alannah said, completing her thought. "Now, if you're done tip-toeing around me, I'm going back to kissing my man!"



"Yup, she's going to fit in nicely," Madison grinned as she followed JoJo up to our bedroom to get a dress to wear.
Enjoying watching Madison's sexy ass sway as she walked up the stairs, I followed the girls up, two steps behind.
When I reached the top, JoJo teased, "Like the view, baby?"
"Damn, yes!" I averred.
"Then watch this," JoJo demanded as she pulled Madison in front of her. Then, moving Madison's luscious locks so they cascaded over Madison's full breasts, my wife kissed and nibbled where Madison's neck met her shoulder as she cupped a breast with her right hand. As I watched, JoJo's left hand snaked slowly down Madison's taut tummy until her fingers reached the top of Madison's tiny thong.
"Like that?" JoJo cooed needlessly. My immediate throbbing erection already showed I did.
Shifting her arm from over Madison's shoulder, JoJo slid her hand around Madison's hip and deftly slipped it inside Madison's thong. Through the translucent material, I could vaguely see my wife's fingers delving through Madison's folds and lightly circling her clitoris.
Madison sighed, almost purred, and then leant back into JoJo's embrace. Then my wife removed her hand from Madison's thong and pulled the leg elastic aside using the last two fingers on her hand, exposing Madison's lasered bare mons venus. Madison's pussy glistened with her arousal, and another moan sloughed from her full lips.
"She's so wet, baby," JoJo whispered seductively. "Do you know what she tastes like? I do."
JoJo knew damned well that I hadn't tasted Madison's charms yet, but my wife was delighting in teasing me.
Her eyes fixed on mine, JoJo found Madison's outer pleasure node with her thumb before dipping her first two fingers into Madison's pussy. Then, pressing firmly on Madison's clit with her thumb, JoJo described tiny circles with it as she thrust her two fingers in and out of Madison's soaking wet pussy.
Madison shuddered and moaned, "Ungh," as her knees sagged.
Shifting her left hand to around Madison's waist, JoJo held Madison up as she continued fingering her cunt. Another groan poured from Madison's mouth, and juices flowed over my wife's hand as Madison climaxed again.
Letting Madison fall to the floor, JoJo held her right hand out to me, "Clean my hand, husband," she demanded.
Eager to taste Madison's juices, I grabbed my wife's wrist and swiftly ran my tongue over her hand, lapping up as much of Madison's excretions as I could find.
"Tastes good, doesn't she, Xavier," JoJo purred as I licked her hand. "Soon, she'll be in our bed, baby. Imagine that!"
"I don't need her there, baby," I insisted. "I have my two favourite women in the world in there with me now. Why would I want another?"
"Because Bella and I want her there, my love," JoJo said mysteriously, then wouldn't discuss it further.
JoJo helped Madison to her feet and guided her into our en suite, "No peeking," she said as she shut the door. "And no masturbating," She said through the closed door.
Chapter 4: Goliath.
'Damn!' I thought. 'What am I supposed to do now?'
Deciding to wait, I propped some pillows against the headboard and brought up a game on my phone. Two failed attempts later, I was about to put my phone down when my wife and Madison reappeared. JoJo dismissed Madison, then turned to me. Grinning, she said, "Good choice, husband. Now sit up, lean forward and close your eyes."
Trusting my wife implicitly, I swiftly obeyed. What I assumed to be a silk scarf was tied around my head, blocking all sight from my eyes.
"Scoot down the bed," JoJo demanded.
Moving to the middle of the bed, I shifted to where JoJo wanted.
"Spread your hands and feet to the four corners."
Obeying, I placed my appendages where JoJo demanded. They were expertly tied in position.
A wet, warm mouth surrounded my erect todger. Easily swallowing my entire length, the mouth's tongue swirled around my shaft and glans as it slid back along my dick before it took my whole dick inside again. My cock popped out of the greedily sucking mouth.
"Who was that?" JoJo asked.
Knowing my wife's oral skills, I answered, "You, of course."
Another eagerly sucking mouth surrounded my dick. Only this time, a hand grasped my shaft near the bottom. As the mouth bobbed down, the hand stroked in a twisting motion upwards to meet the descending lips. A tongue swirled over my shaft and glans as the mouth bobbed up.
My dick was released.
"Who was that?"
"Still you," I replied.
I could feel my wife's grin. "Well done, husband. Yes, they were both me. Now, try this."
Two thighs dropped on either side of mine, and an extremely hot perineum pressed against them. A hand took my cock, and the bottom on my knees lifted, then lowered onto my cock's head. The warmth on my glans felt extreme, and the pussy on it was soakingly wet. Then, after a moment's hesitation, the pussy glided down my strainingly erect pole, and I was fully embedded inside a wet and hot cunt.
JoJo's voice came from above me, "Who are you inside?"
'Fuck!' I thought. 'It's not JoJo, but who could it be? Shit, am I fucking Madison? Surely Bella wouldn't want me to fuck Madison for the first time without being there?' Then I knew. Grinning, I said, "Mum."
Laughing, JoJo removed the blindfold, and I gazed up at my beautiful mother. "I do not believe you could tell your mother's pussy, Xavier!" JoJo said, exasperated. "She was in Brisbane. How could you possibly figure out it was her?"
I turned to see a naked Peter Peterson stroking his throbbingly erect cock beside the bed.
Laughing harder, I replied, "Simple logic. Mum wouldn't be absent when I made love to Madison for the first time. The pussy on my cock wasn't yours, and it definitely wasn't Alannah's. Roxy is a hundred metres down the road with Alan, so that left one alternative. Peter and Mum had driven back from Brisbane, and she was riding my cock."
"Only logic?" Bella pouted as she began riding me.
"Once I figured out who it couldn't be," I explained. "I knew for certain it had to be you, and I recognised the feel of your sweet pussy on my dick."
Satisfied with my explanation, Mum leaned forward so I could suck her thick nipple into my mouth, "Yes!" She hissed her climax not far away. A few seconds later, Mum tried to force all her luscious tit into my mouth as her orgasm crested. Sighing, Mum lifted from me.
Expecting JoJo to take her place, I was surprised when Peter sat on my chest, his knees under my armpits. Then, standing on his knees, Peter moved back, placed a hand on the headboard, and grabbed his dick in his right hand.
"Bella wants to watch you sucking me off, Xavier," Peter explained as he lowered his cock's head onto my lips. "I don't know if I can cum, but will you help me try, please?"
Delighted, I answered by opening my mouth and sucking Peter's gorgeous dick into my mouth. Sucking hard, I swirled my tongue around his glans before relaxing my suck and lifting my head to take more of his cock into my mouth. Taking the hint, Peter grasped a handful of my hair to hold my head still, then pushed his hips forward. Moments later, his pubic bone hit my nose, and I'd swallowed his entire length.
"Fuck his mouth," JoJo demanded.
Holding my hair tightly, Peter pulled around half of his cock out of my mouth before shoving viciously back in. Relaxing my throat, I readily accepted Peter's long, thin dick stroking into my mouth and over my gag reflex.
Closing his eyes, imagining that Bella was sucking him, I surmised, Peter fucked my mouth harder and harder until his pubis thudded against my nose. Then, unexpectedly, he forced his pubic bone against my nose, groaned, and spat his juices into my mouth and down my throat. Quickly swallowing, I accepted Peter's gift.
"So good, Xavier," Peter groaned, pulling his slowly deflating dick from my mouth.
Flopping onto her back, Bella grabbed Peter's head and guided him onto her pussy. Simultaneously, JoJo swung her leg over my tied body, took my twitching and throbbing member in her hand, and then lowered her dripping cunt onto my cock.
Dropping down hard, my wife's pubic bone mashed against mine, "Fuck me, Xavier," JoJo demanded, ripping her hips back and then jamming them forward onto my pubis again. "Don't hold back," she yelled. "Give me all that you have!"
I rammed my hips up to meet my wife's downward thrusts. Our coupling wasn't lovemaking, it was pure animalistic fucking. Taking a double handful of her plump breasts, JoJo squeezed her tits hard before taking her nipples between her forefingers and thumbs. Then, twisting and hauling on her thick nipples, my wife slammed down onto my cock.
"Fill me with seed, husband," JoJo demanded. "I know that I'm already pregnant, but breed your bitch tonight!"
Her demand was too much, and I lost control, "Fuck!" I roared as my ejaculate exploded into my wife's slippery cunt. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" I repeated in time with my cum spasms.
Bella and JoJo untied me. Cuddling into my right side, my mother kissed my neck before whispering, "Glad I'm home, my son?"
Turning my head to kiss Mum's forehead, I replied, "I hate you going away, Bella. We're husband, wife and wife. Either we move to Kangaroo Point and live with Peter, or Peter moves to here full-time."
Peter lay, snuggled into Mum's back and ass, "I hear you, son," he said. "I've turned most of the day-to-day operation of my publishing empire over to my assistant. She's better at running it than I am, anyway. So I'll use my phone and emails and work from an office I'll set up in your studio and live with you, JoJo and Bella if you'll have me."
Happy, I drifted off to sleep. The following morning, I woke to an empty bed. Stretching and yawning, I opened the en suite door, expecting to find my two wives showering, but the room was empty. Shrugging, I put on my long robe. I usually wore one similar to what Bella and JoJo wore. That is to say, opaque and barely covering my ass and balls. But in deference to Alannah, I chose the thicker and longer one.
Walking into the kitchen, I found only JoJo drinking tea at the table. "Where is everyone?" I asked, slightly miffed that they were absent.
"I sent them down to Roxy's," JoJo replied. "I wanted you to myself this morning."
Smiling, I raised my eyebrow, "Oh, wifey?" I snickered. "Why's that?"
"Just because you missed the chance to rough fuck me last night doesn't mean you're off the hook to be rough fucked by me today," JoJo fiercely stated. "Don't eat too much, husband," she added. "You don't want a full stomach with what I'm going to do to you!"
"Missed the chance?" I protested mildly. "You unleashed Bella and Peter on me!"
JoJo laughed, "Your mum cornered me when you were chatting up Karen and told me what she wanted to do. I doubted that Peter would do it, so I planned some fun if he didn't. Too bad for you, he did. But now it's my turn to have some fun."
"Chatting Karen up?" I also protested.
"Oh, come on, Xavier! You were two seconds from having your hands down each other's pants and tongues down the other's throats."
"She asked if I was available, and I told her to ask you and Bella," I defensively explained.
Grinning at my discomfiture, JoJo asked, "And the finger down her cleavage, the suggestively raised eyebrow, and the emphasised 'ask Bella and JoJo'? That was all her as well?"
My face burning, I admitted, "Well, she is damned sexy. Those big, firm tits on her tiny frame, and her tight, toned ass, what's not to like? But, baby! You know I'll flirt, but I'd never do anything without you and Bella saying it was okay."
"Did I say I was jealous, husband?" JoJo asked sweetly, and I wondered how much trouble I was in. My wife was never sweet. Not unless she was pissed or wanted something badly.
Deciding I needed to eat humble pie, I moved closer to my wife, knelt, took her hand in mine and softly said, "You're right, wifey. I came on to her. I was wrong, and I promise I'll never do anything like that again."
"Don't make promises you can't keep, Xavier," JoJo answered forcefully. Then looking passively at me, her face showing no emotion, JoJo asked, "Do you think you're in trouble, husband? Is that why you're crawling to me?"
"It sure seems like," I told her.
Refusing to answer further, JoJo pulled an object out from under the sink. Then, handing it to me, she stated, "Shower, then douche, husband."
Looking at the douche bottle JoJo had handed me, I exclaimed, "Oh, shit!"
"No, Xavier," my wife deadpanned. "The douche is to ensure you don't shit."
To ensure I'd followed JoJo's edict, I quickly showered, then douched three times. After the third douche, all that came out of my ass was clear liquid, so I was sure my anal cavity was as clean as possible. Then, to make doubly sure, I took another quick shower, concentrating on cleaning around my genitals and ass. Finally, satisfied my innards and genitals were clean, I added some deodorant, shaved and left the en suite.
JoJo lay propped up against the bed's headboard. All she wore was a tiny leather string bra that barely covered her big nipples and squeezed each breast mound into two separate globes, an upper and a lower one. Beneath that JoJo had on a black leather skirt barely two hand widths wide. JoJo's plump labia were covered by a minuscule black leather thong that more spread her pussy lips than covered them.
On her legs, JoJo wore 'thigh-high fuck me' boots with a huge platform sole and a long, nasty-looking spike. She held a long, thick cat 'o' nine tails whip in her hand.
Pointing the whip at me, JoJo demanded, "On your knees, husband. Crawl across to, then onto the bed."
Once I was on the bed, JoJo spread her thighs and pulled her thong aside, "Get started, husband. I'll tell you when I've had enough. And you'd better not even touch your cock until I say you can!"
Deciding that silence was my best option, I eagerly moved between my wife's plump thighs and dove in. The angle JoJo sat at made this position uncomfortable for me, but I wasn't willing to risk JoJo's ire by asking her to move or trying to shift her. After her first small but rapidly appearing climax, JoJo took pity on me and moved down the bed.
I brought her to another orgasm using only my tongue. Once she came down from this cum event, JoJo swung her booted foot over my body and stood up. "On your back, Xavier. Close your eyes," JoJo demanded, and I quickly complied.
JoJo covered my eyes with the same item she'd used last night, and even though I twisted my head back and forth, I couldn't see a damned thing. I suddenly felt hands on my cock and balls. Jumping, I tried to reassure myself that my loving wife wouldn't hurt her most prized possession, but when I felt my balls being carefully pulled away from my shaft, I couldn't help but worry. Something relatively rough, a strip of leather, I thought, was wrapped around my sack just below my shaft and slowly drawn tight, separating my balls from my cock's shaft.
Once my balls were securely separated from my cock, the tie was wrapped around the base of my shaft. Then it, too, was slowly tightened. This allowed the blood to flow into my cock, but stopped it from leaving. As a result, my cock filled to an almost painful level as it throbbed and pulsed in time to my heartbeat.
I wasn't exactly frightened, but I was clearly stressed. I felt soft fingers stroke over my cock's head and shaft and tickle my balls. "Relax, Xavier," JoJo said. "I won't cause you any permanent harm." Then she chuckled, "But you will suffer some temporary pain."
Not mollified at all, I anxiously awaited what was next. Unable to see, I felt my wife swing her booted leg over my face. She pressed her leather thong-covered pussy onto my mouth and ground lightly against my lips. Then, lifting up, she pulled the thong aside and lowered her soppingly wet cunt onto my lips. Next, JoJo grabbed a handful of my hair, pulled her mouth hard against her clitoris and rubbed herself against me.
This wasn't me servicing her pussy, nor was it me making love to my wife. This was JoJo using me to get off. I was almost a sex toy for her to use to bring herself to climax. It was a total role reversal from our regular lovemaking. When my wives and I made love, I was the dominant partner. Being made the submissive one both confused and aroused me. It wasn't something I thought I'd enjoy permanently, but I loved playing this role for my wife because she was obviously getting off on it.
Rubbing her clit roughly across my chin, mouth and nose, JoJo came hard. Then, after a brief pause, she rocked her hips a few more times and came harder. The second time, JoJo pressed her labia so tightly across my mouth that I couldn't breathe. Trusting her, I tried to ignore my desperate need to suck in a breath and stabbed my tongue into her vulva as far and as quickly as I could.
Turning around, JoJo pushed a pillow under my head and then lowered her pussy back to my mouth. This time, her labia only touched my mouth lightly, and I could lap at her entrance and revel in her taste or tip my chin up to tongue her tiny nubbin.
JoJo's hand grasped my balls, and her thumb and forefinger wrapped around the base of my shaft. Then, holding my cock so it pointed at the ceiling, JoJo slid her warm, wet mouth over my glans and lashed them with her tongue. Having my cock blown was, as always, a pleasurable experience, but with the blood having nowhere to go, it soon became too intense. To relieve the pressure, my cock kept trying to orgasm, but the ties prevented my balls from tightening to my sack, and I couldn't achieve release.
"What's the matter, husband," JoJo teased. "Can't get off?"
"No, I can't," I groaned, somewhat in pain.
Pushing her hips down more firmly, JoJo demanded, "Bring me off again. Then we'll do something different."
Eager to get some release, I quickly resumed bringing my wife to fruition. Only a few moments later, JoJo groaned and pushed down hard on my chin, grinding her nubbin against it, and climaxed. Her juices flooded over my chin and down my neck.
Moving off the bed, JoJo instructed me to bring my hands together in front of me and intertwine my fingers. Then, using more leather ties, JoJo securely bound my wrists together. Testing the binds, I found no give in the ties at all, but they were loose enough to ensure the blood flow to my hands was good.
JoJo moved away from the bed momentarily. When she returned, what felt like a leather sleeve was wrapped around my cock's shaft. It stretched from just above my balls to just below my frenulum, fully encasing my shaft. Once she was confident she had the sheath placed correctly, JoJo slowly tightened the sheath until it squeezed my shaft tightly, forcing even more blood into my cock's engorged head. Next, JoJo tied the sheath to the binds on my hands. When she lifted my hands, the tie pulled the sheath, and the sheath effectively masturbated me.
"Roll over," JoJo demanded.
A little awkwardly, I obliged. Then, pulling my knees roughly apart JoJo buckled a spreader bar between my legs, just beneath my knees. Next, she poured a dollop of cold liquid onto my ass. Then, before I could protest, JoJo used the head of a sizeable feeling butt plug to spread the fluid around my ring. Finally, satisfied that I was adequately lubed, JoJo centred the plug on my rosebud and firmly pushed it in.
With a grunted "Ouch!" I relaxed my sphincter and accepted the protuberance inside my ass.
Tapping on it, JoJo leaned over and whispered in my ear as she tapped on the plug, "Get used to it, husband. This is only the start. Next, I'm going to fuck you with Goliath."
'Goliath?' I wondered.
Standing up, JoJo attached ropes to the ends of the spreader bar before tying me firmly to the bed. I could probably have moved down the bed, but there was no way I could move further up.



"Can't have you trying to escape," JoJo giggled, patting my ass.
Everything was silent for a while, and I wondered if JoJo had left me bound where I was. The plug in my bottom wasn't bothering me anymore, but I had a vaguely full feeling as if I needed to take a dump.
Suddenly JoJo sat on the bed beside my hips and grasped the plug's base. She began rhythmically tapping on the plug. She tap, tap, tapped on the plug before grabbing the base and pulling and pushing back and forth before tap, tap, tapping again. "I got this idea from watching Alan yesterday, baby," she informed me. "Does it feel as good as Alannah seemed to think it did?"
I shook my head to indicate the negative. It didn't hurt and wasn't unpleasant, but it wasn't a massive turn-on, either. Nevertheless, it was something I could vaguely enjoy because it was ramping my wife's arousal to levels I'd rarely seen, well, felt, I guess, given I was blindfolded.
"Hmm," JoJo mused. "Let's try this."
I heard a vibrator turn on and soon felt it pressing against the base's plug. The buzzing toy vibrated the plug against my prostate, and a wave of pleasure exploded through me.
"Oh, fuck!" I groaned as my dick strained to orgasm.
"Good, huh?" JoJo smirked, pressing harder on the plug.
"Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!" I spluttered as my hips unconsciously humped back at the plug. Humping my hips pulled my hands back. In turn, this dragged on the sheath around my cock, and forced me to masturbate myself, almost doubling the pleasurable sensations coursing through me.
I needed to cum. My conscious mind demanded my prostate clench and for cum to spray from my dick. However, my subconscious said, 'My balls are stretched away from my shaft. If you cum in this position, it will hurt like hell,' and refused to let me climax.
My subconscious forced me to speak, and despite my desire to outlast my wife, I found myself unwillingly begging, "Please, baby. You have to release my balls so I can cum. Fuck, JoJo, I'm in agony, and my balls are about to explode."
Tapping the vibrator against the plug, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me, JoJo hummed before saying, "No. Not yet. You need to beg some more."
"Please, Baby JoJo," I pleaded. "I'll do anything you want, but you must let me cum. I beg you, JoJo, don't leave me hanging like this, it hurts!"
"Hurts, hurts, or hurts so good?" JoJo immediately asked.
I wanted to lie so she'd release the pressure, but I couldn't do that to my wife, so I admitted, "Hurts so good, JoJo. But, let me cum, please. I'll do anything you ask!"
"Really?" JoJo demanded. "Anything I ask, right? Anything at all?"
"Yes, baby, I promise," I begged.
"Good, I'll hold you to that, husband."
She moved the vibrator from the plug's base, grasped it and gently pulled it out, leaving my ass gaping and open to the cold breeze that seemed to blow over it. However, she didn't untie my poor aching balls, nor did she release my engorged and throbbing cock.
I felt something tapping against my lips. "I'm going to fuck you with this," JoJo announced. Then she removed my blindfold, and I met Goliath. Dark purple and fourteen inches long with a thick bulbous head, the strapon dildo was realistically penis shaped, except for its massive size.
"No way can I take that!" I squeaked as JoJo replaced the blindfold.
"But you will, husband," JoJo emphatically said. Then she straddled my ass, with her thighs on either side of my hips.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I muttered as I desperately tried to relax every muscle I had, including my ass' sphincter.
JoJo added more lube to my gaping hole, and I felt her tiny hand slide inside before she clenched it into a fist. Then, twisting her hand back and forth as she pumped her fist into my ass, JoJo worked on widening my dirt hole. Finally satisfied she had gaped me wide enough, JoJo pushed the head of the massive fake cock down, adjusted the harness so 'Goliath' was seated correctly and introduced 'him' to my ass.
Working slowly, my wife gently forced more of the massive 'cock' through my sphincter and into my gaping ass. A little over a quarter in, the strapon hit my prostate and began scraping across it.
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned, my brain seemingly overloaded and unable to conjure alternative phrases.
Hearing me moan, JoJo pulled back a tiny amount before shoving in again. Lost in the sensations of prostate stimulation, I unwittingly pushed my hips back at JoJo's invading 'cock', and another three inches slid into my colon. JoJo pulled back again, and I subconsciously pushed my hips forward, allowing even more cock back out. Then, as JoJo stroked back into me, I shoved back at the invading item, totally relaxing my sphincter, and a further three inches disappeared inside me.
Two more pullbacks and pushes forward, and JoJo's pelvis pressed against my ass. Finally, letting herself sag onto my back, JoJo forced her hands under my body and found my nipples. Then kissing and nibbling on the tops of my shoulders, JoJo waited until I relaxed, accustomed to the massive dick in my fuck hole.
With the gigantic cock motionless inside my ass, I was back to feeling nothing more than full, with a vague need to take a dump. But knowing my wife didn't dare fuck me until she was sure my sphincter had released, I took a series of deep breaths, compelling myself to relax. Then, confident I was ready to accept being fucked, I tentatively pushed my ass up at JoJo's hips.
I felt my wife smile against my neck, and she moved until she rested on her hands that she'd placed on my lower back, just above my ass. Then, on her knees, JoJo grasped my hips with her thighs and slowly pulled her 'cock' back about three inches. Then, reversing directions, she pushed back in.
As the strapon slid across my P-spot, I groaned and pushed back at it. Encouraged, JoJo pulled further back before stroking harder in.
"Ungh," I groaned as she hit home. "Ungh,' again, as another stroke delved into me.
Soon, JoJo could pull almost all of her 'cock' out of me before slamming it back in, and I was raising my ass to meet every stroke. Unfortunately, thrusting my hips back at JoJo caused the sheath around my shaft to be pulled back. As it was attached to my hands, it couldn't move. This meant it stretched the skin on my cock up towards the head on the back push and released it on the forward one, effectively masturbating me. As a result, my need to orgasm came raging back.
Swiftly, my sighs changed to moans. Then my moans to groans and finally to a desperately whined plea to my wife to let me cum.
"You still agree to do anything I want, right, husband?" JoJo panted in my ear as I gasped and bucked under her. JoJo had moved until she lay on my back, her arms by my side as she flexed her hips to well and truly fuck me.
"Anything, baby," I agreed, desperate to cum.
JoJo pushed herself upright again before letting the giant strapon fall from my ass. Then, reaching underneath my writhing body, she grabbed the quick-release end of the tie around my balls and released them. Next, she repositioned her 'cock' and slowly forced the entire thing back into my ass.
I almost came as she pushed in, but my balls still hadn't completely tightened to my shaft and still ached. But the next time JoJo pulled out, she slammed back into me. This time, the exquisite pain of the strapon cock sliding over my prostate wasn't impeded by the ties around my balls, and they jammed tightly against my shaft, ready to deliver their full load of sperm.
"Fark!" I roared as my prostate cramped, and I spewed ejaculate onto the bed under me. "Fark!" I repeated as JoJo slammed into me again, and another spasm blasted over my prostate.
JoJo's hips flew as she pounded into me, and another prostate cramp hit me, spitting more semen onto our bed. Then suddenly, JoJo was there, too, and she screamed into my ear as she climaxed. Her strokes immediately became ragged and uncontrolled as she bounced up and down with juices flooding from her deliciously wet cunt.
With a massive, satisfied sigh, my wife rolled off me, pulling the gigantic 'cock' out of my ass as she rolled. I felt my feet released as other hands undid the shackles on my legs. The binds around my cock and balls were also removed.
Realising we had an audience, I bashfully rolled over, revealing a massive wet spot, lifted the blindfold and raised my head, "Oh, fuck," I muttered as I saw that Jacob and Roxy held portable recording cams. Probably the ones from my studio.
Alannah stood in front of her father. Either Alan had gotten over his incest aversion, or Alannah had taken his big hands in hers and placed them on her breasts. Rubbing his blatant erection on his daughter's lower back, Alan absently strummed his thumbs over Alannah's nipples as he grinned down at me.
"Ouch!" Alan grinned, then laughed
"Ouch indeed." I agreed, unsure if my poor, abused ass would ever close up again.
Peter stood behind my mother, doing what Alan did to his daughter. Mum, her eyes closed and head tilted back, had turned her head to Peter and kissed his neck. My mother was almost purring as Peter described tiny circles around her prominent nipples.
Turning to JoJo, I said, "You could have just told me you wanted to make this type of movie. You didn't have to basically blackmail me into it."
Arching her eyebrow, JoJo got to her feet, removing her strapon harness, "This isn't the 'anything' you promised me, husband." She said as she took a robe off the hook and wrapped it around her shapely shoulders.
'Shit,' I thought. 'I'm not out of the woods yet.' I racked my brain but couldn't believe JoJo was bent out of shape because I'd flirted with the young doctor.
I stood and tried to take JoJo's hand, giving Alannah an eyeful. She took a blatant look, smiled, and then raised her eyes to mine, "Nice," she said before turning to her father. "Come on, Daddy. The show's over, and you're not getting to see Bella naked this time." Then she grinned and added, "But you could ask Roxy to invite her for tonight. I'm sure Xavier and Peter won't mind."
JoJo had stepped back when I tried to touch her hand, then shook her head when I wanted to hold her again.
Angry, I blared, "Either tell me what the fuck I've done so I can apologise, or I'm putting you over my knee and spanking that gorgeous ass of yours!"
"That's our cue to leave," Alan said as he hustled Alannah out.
"You wouldn't," JoJo sneered, not waiting for the Morrisons to leave. "You're too much of a pussy!"
Well, fuck! That did it. Roaring, I raged off the bed, grabbed my wife's wrist, hauled her to a chair in front of the double vanity, sat, and then dragged her, squalling and spitting, over my thighs. Then, picking up a hairbrush, I walloped her generous ass.
"Pussy!" JoJo spat.
So I walloped her again, watching the welts rise on her behind.
"Pfft! You hit like a girl!"
I saw my belt on the back of the other chair, so I grabbed it, doubled it over, and whacked her ass with it.
"Is that it?" She sneered.
Now I was really enraged, so I placed my left hand in the middle of my wife's back, ensuring she couldn't get away, then pulled my right arm back and whacked her ass as hard as I could. JoJo's taunting slowly dialled back as I continuously whaled on her ass. I was only vaguely aware that Roxy and Jacob were recording.
I'd hit my wife with the belt at least ten times when her taunting desisted. As I was still seething, I hit her twice more, expecting to hear her start crying. Instead, when I next laid the belt across her luscious buttocks, JoJo moaned. Shocked, I stopped.
"No!" Roxy exclaimed. "Hit her again." I hesitated, but Roxy sneered, "I guess my daughter's right. You really are a pussy!"
'Fuck it,' I thought. 'I told everyone that Roxy needed her ass paddled occasionally, maybe JoJo does, too.'
Dropping the belt as I didn't want to make any permanent marks but wanted to prove a point, I raised my right hand high above my wife's welted ass, then brought it resoundingly down onto it.
JoJo bucked under my restraining hand but uttered no complaint, so I brought my hand down hard again. I cupped my hand for the next whack, and the hit sounded almost like a gunshot or whip crack. I hit her ass with my open hand for the fourth time and became aware of how hot my wife's pussy was against my leg.
I got it. JoJo had to goad me into it, but she, like her mother, occasionally needed to be owned and taken. She needed her man to be her man. Not to emotionally, mentally or physically abuse her, but to be strong enough not to put up with any of her shit and show her he wouldn't by smacking her ass if she started any.
Nodding at Roxy, I slapped JoJo's ass again. As soon as my hand hit, I shifted my left hand off JoJo's lower back as I dipped the first two fingers of my right hand into her soakingly wet vulva. As I shoved my fingers into her cunt, I rubbed my thumb over JoJo's ring until I felt her relax her sphincter. Then I squeezed my thumb and fingers together, causing my thumb to break through JoJo's ring and delve into her ass.
With my fingers and thumb inside my wife's two lower fuck holes, I cracked my left hand down onto the nexus of nerves just above JoJo's tailbone. JoJo moaned, and her pussy and ass clenched down on my thumb and fingers. Then, alternating between cheeks swiftly, I rained a half dozen quick whacks across JoJo's reddened ass. As I danced my swinging hand across her ass, I thrust my thumb and fingers in and out of her nether regions.
About halfway through these hits, JoJo's head lifted, and she groaned in pure lust, "One more hard one, and I'll cum for you, my love," she moaned.
I finished the six whacks I'd already begun, then hesitated as JoJo's ass clenched, anticipating the final hard one. I patiently waited until she relaxed and began turning her head to see what I was doing. Then, with my fingers spread and stiff, I viciously swung my hand down. It hit with the loudest crack so far, and JoJo squealed as her orgasm ripped through her.
"Fuck, yes!" She yelled as another, lesser orgasm washed over her. JoJo slowly climbed to her feet, then her eyes flashed, and she growled, "You'd better follow that up by bending me over something and fucking me, husband. Do not leave the job half done!"
Turning her away from me, I hauled her backwards with my arm around her stomach. Then, forcing her to bend at the waist, I smacked JoJo's ass again and growled back, "Do not growl at me, woman, or I'll take that cat you're so fond of to your ass and tits before shoving Goliath up your ass! Now, kneel on the loveseat and spread your cunt lips. If you're going to act like a cunt, I'll teach you better!"
JoJo didn't move as quickly as I wanted her to, so I slapped her ass again, "Hurry, woman, or you'll get another walloping."
As soon JoJo knelt on the seat, I stepped up behind her and guided the tip of my glans to the entrance to her pussy. Then, I grabbed her hips and slammed into her. Holding JoJo's hip with my right hand, I viciously sawed my cock in and out of her sopping pussy. I hammered at her until I felt her ramming her hips back at me, then started slapping her ass in time with my thrusts.
"Tell me your mine," I demanded as I hit her ass. JoJo moaned. Whack! "Tell me your mine," I repeated. JoJo arched her back and slammed her hips back at my thrusting hips. Whack! "Tell me your mine!" I insisted.
JoJo exploded into orgasm, her whole body thrashing against mine and sweat pouring from every pore. Then, still spasming, JoJo yelled, "Fuck, yes, husband! I'm your baby girl. I'm your woman, and I'm your dirty slut. I'm your filthy girl forever and ever! Cum in your slut, Master. Use your cum receptacle to dump your load in. Show your girl she's yours to use as you see fit!"
Grabbing JoJo's hips, I pounded several short strokes into her before thrusting in as far as possible and unloading into her grasping and squeezing cunt. Cum blew from the head of my dick, spraying her insides with its liquid warmth. JoJo squealed and spasmed one last time before slowly sinking onto her thighs and seemingly passing out.
Letting my wilting cock fall from my wife's cum flooded pussy, I wrapped one arm around her shoulders before forcing the other between JoJo's calves and thighs. Then, picking her up, I staggered towards the en suite.
Understanding what I intended, Roxy ran ahead of me and opened the en suite and shower doors. Next, she turned on the water and set the temperature soothingly warm. Struggling against my exhaustion, I put my back to the shower's tiled wall and slowly slid down until I sat on the shower floor with JoJo snuggled in my arms and on my lap.
Roxy adjusted the water until it cascaded over our shoulders and chests. On her way out, she ran her fingers through my hair and said, "Well done, lover. I'm proud of you. But don't let things get so bad that JoJo has to goad you into doing that again."
I sat there, trying not to fall asleep as the water soothed my aching muscles. JoJo eventually stirred, and her head lifted to look into my eyes.
Smiling, JoJo snuggled into my neck, then turned her lips up for a kiss, "I love you, Xavier," she said after we'd kissed. "But, baby, I'm pregnant, not suddenly made of china. I'll tell you when I can't take a rough fucking anymore. Stop tip-toeing around me as if I'll break at a strong word or terse reply. I don't need coddling. I need my man to make me feel safe and know I am his."
I nodded because I knew that was what I'd been doing, "I will, Baby JoJo. I'll make you proud, you'll see,"
"I'm already proud of you, my love," JoJo purred. "Now, husband, if you go back to handling me with kid gloves, I'm getting out Goliath's big brother."
'Not only no, wifey," I chuckled. "But hell no!"
"You're not submissive, Xavier," JoJo pointed out. "So stop acting submissive towards me. Your family need the alpha male you are, not the wimp you're pretending to be. I need you to be my man, not my girlfriend. Bella and Roxy are the same, yet you still act like their man as you tip-toe around me, and it's pissing me off."
I considered what JoJo had told me and realised I had been mollycoddling her since she announced her pregnancy. I'd become so obsessed with making her pregnancy perfect, and therefore somehow undoing what my biological father did to my mother, that I'd forgotten JoJo's needs. She didn't need babying. She needed her man to ensure she felt safe. And that meant I needed to be strong and resourceful, not hanging around, serving her every whim.
"You're right, my love," I acknowledged. "I've been treating you differently. Well, my dear, that stops here, today!"
"One more thing before you take me to bed and make slow passionate love to me, husband," JoJo stated.
"What's that, baby?" I asked.
"This is what I said you had to do for me, okay?"
Sighing with trepidation, I answered, "Yes, my love."
JoJo then forcefully snarled, "Stop pussyfooting around Madison. You want her, and she wants you. The sexual tension between you two is palpable, so act on it. Pick her up, take her to bed, and fuck the bejeesus out of her. Then, you'll both feel better!"
Chapter 5: Madison Part 1.
"Fuck, JoJo," I spat. "What about you and Mum? I married both of you and promised it would be forever. Do you think I'm so contrary I can't keep my vows?"
"Are you going somewhere, Xavier? Are we? We are forever, Mister Johns! I will be your Mrs Johns forever, that you can be assured of! But you have the capacity to love more than just us. We like Madison. Hell, we love Madison, so stop fucking around and make her yours."
"But she's Charlie's Mistress," I protested.
"A task she took for you, Xavier. She saw it needed doing, and you weren't the one to do it. Nor could Bella, Mum or I do it. So she did it. It needed doing, and she did it for you because she loves you. Now stop your bullshit and take her!"



"Okay," I acquiesced. "But first, I'm taking you to bed and making love to you."
"About time," JoJo huffed. "I'm beginning to look like a prune."
Struggling to stand and lift my wife, I staggered to my feet and carried her to our bed. I didn't bother washing or drying. We were going to be wet and sweaty shortly, anyway.
An hour and three mutual orgasms later, JoJo pushed me out of bed, "You smell like sex. Go shower, then spend some time with our next wife."
"You stink, too, JoJo," I pointed out. "Come shower with me."
"No," JoJo answered. "I'm going to sleep until Bella makes me get up to change the sheets. Now, scoot."
After quickly showering and changing, I padded past my sleeping wife. I had a task that she'd set me to complete. But as I opened the door, JoJo sleepily said, "Husband?"
"Yes, my love?"
"Call Karen Green and invite her to visit."
WTF?
Seeing the expression on my face, JoJo had to rub it in, "Anything I wanted, Xavier. Remember?"
Fuck!
"Yes, my love."
"It won't be what you think, Xavier. You'll see."
Well, that was clear as mud.
"Ok, baby," I mumbled as I walked out.
Entering my lounge, I realised everyone was there. Bella sat snuggled into Peter's lap. Roxy sat beside Alan, holding his hand and smiling at him, and Alannah sat in Jacob's lap, kissing up a storm. The only three not coupled were Madison, Charlie, and me.
Mum lifted her head and asked, "All better?"
"Yes, Mum," I replied, realising it really was!
Mum held my gaze briefly, then cut her eyes to Madison. Deciding it was time to do what both my wives wanted me to do, I strode to Madison, took her hand, pulled her upright, bent, and then picked her and threw her over my shoulder. Then, placing my hand on her shapely ass, I pressed my thumb against where I thought her pussy's entrance would be and turned and walked to the door.
Pausing at the doorway, I waited for the spontaneous round of applause to die, then spoke to Charlie, "You sister's napping in our bedroom. You may strip and get into bed with her. You may spoon into her back, but you will not do anything sexual unless she instigates it, okay?"
"Thank you, Xavier," Charlie answered before rushing up the stairs.
Deciding not to take Madison to one of the upstairs bedrooms, I carried her to what would be the maid's room if we ever got one. We'd set this room up as another guest room if needed. We hadn't used it since we moved in, but it was about to be christened.
Sitting on the bed, I turned Madison so she sat sideways in my lap. Then, l placed my curled finger under her chin and tipped her head back. Gazing into her beautiful, dark-brown eyes, I softly whispered, "May I kiss your gorgeous lips, little one?"
Madison happily sighed as she wrapped her arm around my neck, "Oh, Xavier. How did you know I was submissive? Yes, Sir. You may kiss any part of me you want. Your wish is my command."
"I'm occasionally oblivious to the obvious, Madison," I replied, lightly stroking her pretty face. "But I'm not blind and could see that Domming wasn't natural for you. But JoJo had to hit me with a two-by-four before I figured this out."
"You didn't know I was submissive until JoJo clued you in?" Madison asked.
"I knew you were primarily submissive, Madison," I explained. "But I had no idea you wanted to be my submissive."
"I did everything but throw myself at your feet and beg, Xavier, and you ignored me."
"I thought Bella and JoJo were playing with you," I answered, trying to get her to see that I was dense, not uncaring. "I thought, when they were ready, they'd invite you to join the three of us."
"So you're submissive to your wives, then?" Madison said, driving home what JoJo had finally clued me into.
"Yeah, no," I nonsensically stated. "That's what JoJo had to whack me over the head with until I got it."
"When you want them, what do you do?"
"Take them," I admitted.
"Do you want me?" Madison almost begged.
"Yes," I answered simply.
Madison smiled, spread herself open, still mostly lying across my lap, and said, "Then take me, Master."
Using my command voice, the one I used to get actors to stop fucking around and do as I asked, I firmly said, "Stand and strip. Then, do a slow pirouette with your arms held out so I can admire your body. Until we leave this room, you will hold your head up but keep your eyes down. Only when I am inside or kissing you may you look into my eyes. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Sir," Madison purred as she quickly obeyed.
Now that I'd sat for a time, my ass began to ache, reminding me that it had just been fucked by an extremely large fake cock. Although I made a mental note to do my Kegel exercises, I ignored the ache. My younger wife had set me a task to complete, and I would complete it.
Staring at the gorgeous woman turning slowly in front of me soon made me forget my discomfit, "You're beautiful, little one," I told her. "Now, kneel facing me. Bum on your heels, shoulders up and back, and head held high, but with your eyes down. Then, place your hands palms up on your thighs."
Madison took the required pose. Then, standing, I walked around her, admiring her grace and beauty.
"Hands behind your head, elbows wide," I barked.
Madison proudly displayed her body's wares before me. Entranced, I squatted behind her, then moved her hair away from the right side of her neck, leaving it flowing down over her left boob. Next, I kissed and lightly nibbled where Madison's neck met her shoulder. Having seen Madison's response to JoJo doing this, I knew my doing it would have Madison's motors revving.
Madison's eyes closed, and she sighed luxuriously but remained silent. Then, pushing my arms under Madison's armpits, I cupped Madison's full, slightly droopy C-sized breasts and strummed my thumbs over her nipples.
"Hmm," Madison moaned, and the scent of her arousal filled the room.
Nibbling on her lobe, I paused to blow gently into Madison's ear while strumming her nipple with my left hand. Then, with my right, I switched to my fingers and thumb, slowly circled her areola, and flicked her tiny pink nipples. Next, I took her right nipple between my thumb and forefinger and gently tweaked and pulled it.
With her eyes closed and a Mona Lisa smile on her pretty face, Madison tipped her head back and sighed again. Still slowly stimulating Madison's full breasts, I moved my left hand across to her right breast and cupped it in my hand. Then, reaching with my thumb and forefinger, I tweaked and pulled her nipple as I ran my right hand caressingly across her taut stomach until the tips of my finger were on her mon venus, just short of her button.
Madison shuddered, drew a big breath and slowly sighed it out, then her thighs willingly parting before my questing fingers. Even though it wasn't strictly a Dom/sub thing to do, Madison moaned softly and turned her head to kiss the corner of my jaw. Knowing she wanted me, I lowered my fingers onto her button, and Madison hissed.
"May I cum, Sir?" She pleaded.
"Yes, little one," I said softly, adding more pressure to my circling finger.
"Uhhhh," Madison grunted as her first petite orgasm played over her.
Not stopping, I slid my fingers further down and softly slipped the first two into Madison's dripping pussy. Then turning my hand so I could reach her pleasure button with my thumb, I stimulated it as I dipped my fingers into her gash and stroked along her folds.
"Ungh," Madison grunted a little louder this time as her orgasms increased in strength.
Increasing the speed of my circling and finger thrusts, I tweaked Madison's nipple harder as I sought to drive her through another climax. Her body responded eagerly to my ministrations, and her pelvis moved forward to meet my delving fingers.
Sucking in a deep breath, Madison's head fell back, and she sighed, "Ahhhhhhhhhh," as her whole body shuddered and shook as her climax raced through her.
Straightening up, Madison asked, "May I taste you, Sir?
I stood and began shedding my clothes. Madison took my hands and pleaded, "Please, Sir, let me. It's the submissive's duty to take care of her owner."
'Jaysus!' I briefly thought. 'Owner? What the fuck have my wives been cooking up?'
That thought soon faded as Madison unzipped me and fished my rampantly erect 7-inch dick out of my fly.
"Oh, Lawd!" I moaned as Madison gripped my shaft's base, wrapped her mouth over my glans, sucked hard and slid down my pole until her lips met her hand. Then, she moved her circling hand to my balls and gently cupped and squeezed them.
Madison bobbed her head, still sucking voraciously. Then, when her mouth reached my glans on the up bob, she paused to lash them with her tongue before sliding back down until her lips hit my pubic bone.
"Ah, shit!" I groaned, trying not to look like a two-pump-chump getting his first blow job. It was a close thing, but Madison finally released me before I lost my lollies down her willing throat.
Smiling, knowing she had almost caused me to lose control, Madison asked if she could stand and take my polo shirt off. I nodded my acquiescence, and she was soon back on her knees, pulling my pants down. Then, balancing by placing my hands on her shoulders, I lifted my left and right foot so she could remove my shorts.
Mildly disobeying my edict to keep her eyes down, Madison ran her eyes from my toned calves to my leanly muscled chest and upper arms. Then lowering her eyes before they raised any higher than my throat, Madison purred, "Very nice, Sir. You have a hot body!"
"You've seen me naked many times, Madison, and we've already fucked once," I chuckled.
"Yes, Sir, we have," she admitted. "But never like this, knowing I will soon be yours."
Raising an eyebrow, I said, "You'll soon be mine, Madison?"
"Yes, Sir," Madison replied, nodding her head. "You're going to make me kneel on the bed, forehead on my lower arm, with my spare hand back between my legs and holding my cunt lips open. Then you're going to roughly take my front fuck hole until I cum, then you're going to fuck my whore's dirt hole until you cum."
Smirking, I facetiously said, "Sounds like you're trying to Top from the bottom, Miss."
"If you believe I am, you must punish me appropriately, Sir."
Knowing Madison desired to be spanked, I sat on the two-seater settee, patted my thighs, and said, "Lie over here, girl. Let's knock any nonsense out of you from the start."
"Yes, Sir," Madison said softly, desire evident in her voice.
I placed my left hand in the same place I had with JoJo and firmly pressed Madison onto my thighs. But, instead of immediately spanking her, I made a fist and forced it between Madison's upper thighs. Then, when her legs parted, I rudely shoved two fingers into her dripping cunt and rimmed her rosebud with my thumb. Then, moving my thumb aside, I let some spittle fall onto Madison's ring.
"Hmm," Madison sighed as my spit hit her rosebud.
I used my thumb to spread the moisture, slowly increasing the pressure on Madison's sphincter, but she seemed reluctant to allow me to force entry. Pretending I hadn't noticed her reluctance, I continued to circle her rosy ring. Then, suddenly, I raised my left hand and thumped it down onto the nexus of nerves above Madison's tailbone.
"Ugh!" Madison grunted at my hit. But her ring relaxed, and my thumb slid easily inside her ass.
Wriggling my thumb back and forth as I twirled my fingers over her G-spot, I forcefully walloped Madison's ass. To my surprise, she climaxed on the third hit and seemed to have an orgasmic spasm on every whack until her head collapsed down, and she seemed almost unconscious.
"No, you don't," I growled, wrapping my arms around Madison's waist and lifting her over to the bed. Madison seemed to simply sag as I carried her, but I saw a tiny smile playing along her lips, and I surmised she was playing. So, unceremoniously, I dropped on the rug beside the bed. Then smacking her in the middle of the back, I demanded, "Stop fucking around and assume the position!" I emphasised my point by slapping her back again.
Trying to act contrite but giggling too hard to be convincing, Madison swiftly knelt on the bed, her knees splayed wide apart, her forehead resting on her left forearm, and her right hand's fingers holding her juicy pussy lips open.
"I am yours," Madison cooed seductively. "Take your girl, make her your bitch."
Needing no further encouragement, I positioned my rigidly erect cock at her entrance, ripped my hips viciously forwards, and seated myself fully in her depths. Then pulling back, I savagely ripped forwards again, slamming my pelvis against Madison's taut and toned buttocks.
"Ungh!" Madison grunted as I slammed home. Then, "Ungh!" As I slammed into her again.
Pausing, I curled my upper body over Madison's, reached around her torso and grabbed a double handful of boobs. Then straightening up, I callously pulled Madison back onto my rampant erection by hauling on her tits. After doing this several times, causing Madison's already hot and dripping cunt to flare heat and flood moisture, I moved my fingers to her nipples, then gripped them between thumbs and forefingers and twisted them hard.
"Yes," Madison panted. "Yes, yes, yes. Do me, hurt me, and force me to cum. I love you, Master. Make me yours."
Remorselessly twisting Madison's nipples, I hunched my hips back and forth as hard as I possibly could, setting up an almost staccato rhythm as I jammed my cock into her.
Suddenly, Madison sucked in a huge breath, tipped her head back and wailed, "I'MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM CUUUUUUUUUUUUU UH UH UUUUMMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNGGGGGGGGGG!"
Madison's juices boiled over my balls as she orgasmed, and I realised I'd met a true squirter. But before I could try to drive her to another orgasm, Madison collapsed onto her stomach. Then, in a small, satiated voice, she pleaded, "Finish in my ass, Master, please. I cannot go again."
"I can do that, little one," I responded. "If you're too tired or sore, we can finish this another time if you want?"
Madison turned her head to look at me and said, "No, Sir. You need to completely take ownership of me by injecting your sperm into one of my lower cock holes, and I want it to be my dirt hole. Do that for me, please, Sir. I'll beg if you need me to."
I understood her need and knelt on the bed, saying, "Suck me into your mouth, little one. Lubricate me so that I don't tear your colon open."
Of course, Sir," Madison consented.
I revelled in Madison's exquisite oral skills as she used her mouth and tongue to saturate my cock's head and shaft with saliva so I could readily slide into her ass.
Letting me pop out of her mouth, Madison sultrily said, "You're ready, Sir. Your thumb will have gaped my ass sufficiently for you to just take me. But, please, Sir, may I beg that you're not too rough? My front fuck hole will be sore tomorrow, and I don't want both holes to be painful."
Even though Madison said to 'just take her', I still dripped spittle onto her ring and spread it to lube her adequately. Hopefully, it would ease my entrance into her ass and cause the least damage.
Madison spread her legs, then pulled her ass cheeks open, offering her light brown ring for me to use. Sliding deep inside her, I relaxed my typical restraint and concentrated on cumming as swiftly as I could. Less than a dozen gentle strokes later, as Madison clenched her sphincter onto my throbbing member, I felt my cum boiling in my prostate and balls. Then groaning, I shuddered to a halt as my cock throbbed, then spat semen into Madison's dirt hole.
Groaning through my release, I forced myself to roll off Madison's back. Madison moved so she could press her tightly toned body along my right side, her juice-dripping pussy pushed against my hip.
Madison kissed my jaw, then whispered, "Thank you, Sir. Thanks for making me your girl. I will serve you and your wives to the best of my ability for as long as you will have me."
We dozed for close to an hour, but my bladder woke me up. Using the downstairs toilet to relieve myself, I realised it was only 5 O'clock.
Helping Madison to her feet, I said, "Put your thong back on and follow me. Stand tall and proud so you let the other men see you are not ashamed of your body. We're walking to my room and showering. Then we need to get your stuff moved into our bedroom."
Eyes down, Madison said, "Yes, Sir. I will, Sir, and I promise not to be embarrassed. I'd like a pallet for the bottom of your bed, Sir. As you and your wives' submissive, I should sleep separately but be available if any of you need me or wish to play."
Entering my bedroom, I saw that Charlie was still spooning with my wife. JoJo had taken off Charlie's cock cage, and he was slowly stroking into JoJo's sopping pussy. As I watched, JoJo peaked as a small but satisfying orgasm washed over her.
Hearing us entering the room, JoJo told Charlie, "Pull out and masturbate yourself to fruition, little one. Once you've cum, wait for us downstairs."
Obeying, Charlie grabbed a handful of tissues from the bedside table, took his cock in hand, closed his eyes and jerked his gigantic-headed dick. A few seconds later, he groaned and filled the tissues. Then, he got out of bed and unabashedly strode downstairs to the lounge, still completely starkers.
Holding her hands out to Madison, JoJo asked, "Did he take you, baby girl? Make you his?"
Stripping her thong off, Madison slid in beside my wife and pressed her taut body against JoJo's, "Yes, Mistress," Madison purred. "Master took possession of all three of my fuck holes. But, unfortunately, he was too accomplished at maintaining control, and he only injected his seed into my dirt fuck hole."
"Good," JoJo said triumphantly. "Go shower with your new owner. You can tell Bella and me all about it before we go to bed tonight. You'll be sleeping with us, of course."
"I asked Master for a pallet at the end of the bed, Mistress. It's not right that the Owner's submissive sleeps with them."
"We can organise that, baby girl," JoJo conceded. "Expect to spend a lot of time in our bed fucking, though. Our man has needs, and it's our duty to take care of them."
"Yes, Mistress," Madison acceded.
"Go shower with your man, little one."
I'd waited for Madison to finish her discussion with my wife. She insisted on sharing the shower and wouldn't let me wash myself. Even though she paid what I thought was undue attention to my cock, balls and ass, I was undoubtedly clean by the time we exited the shower.
JoJo was no longer in our bed when Madison and I finished her ablutions, so Madison put her thong back on, took my hand, and followed me downstairs to our lounge. Only Charlie was missing. Now that Madison was my submissive, JoJo decided Madison couldn't be Charlie's Dominant anymore, and she'd sent him to get dressed. The rest of the family sat in their now typical pairs—Jacob with Alannah, Roxy with Alan, and Bella with Peter. With Charlie absent, we had a mismatch—one more girl than boy.
Unwilling to allow my wife to sit alone, I walked Madison over to the large sofa chair JoJo occupied and placed her on one side of JoJo as I sat on the other. It was an oversized chair, so we fitted pretty well.
Putting an arm around Madison, then pulling her into her side, JoJo intertwined her arm with mine and held my hand. Smiling up at me, she laid her head on my shoulder, sighed and said, "Everything is back to perfect, my love. You're acting like my man again, and I have my protector back. Madison will fill the void that having to split our wife's time with Peter will make. Xavier, do the last thing I asked you to do, please. Call Doctor Karen and invite her for dinner tomorrow night."
"It's after office hours," I equivocated.



JoJo laughed, "I very much doubt she gave you her work phone number. Give the woman a call. Trust me, husband. Karen will also not work out how you think."
Figuring I was on a roll anyway, I pulled my phone out of my pocket, walked to the hallway, looked up Karen's number, and called it.
"Xavier Johns!" Karen breathily said. "This is a pleasant surprise."
Curious about her breathy response, I said, "You sound puffed, Karen. Is this a bad time?"
"I'm not being fucked, if that's what you mean, Mr Johns," Karen kidded. "I'm on the treadmill at the gym."
"Oh," I responded, unsure how to respond.
Karen laughed before saying, "To what do I owe this call, Xavier?"
"Umm, would you like to come for dinner tomorrow night?"
"Yes!" Karen exclaimed. "I have a half day tomorrow. I can be there about 3.00 pm, if that suits you? Will your wives be there?"
"Three works for us. Yes, they will be. I think the whole compound will be there, including Alan and Alannah."
"The couple from your latest shoot?"
"Yes."
"Alannah and Jacob, huh?"
"How could you possibly know that?" I asked.
Karen laughed again, "I have eyes, Xavier. Alannah is besotted with her father, but she is absolutely gaga about Jacob."
"Okay," I replied, still nonplussed. "Umm, I'll see you around three tomorrow, then?"
"Yes, Xavier. See you then. Oh, and Xavier? Get permission from your wives, and I will rock your entire damned world!"
The phone went dead in my hands. 'Damn,' I thought. 'Now what am I supposed to do?'
I walked pensively back to JoJo and Madison.
"Problem, husband?" JoJo asked.
Shaking myself, I answered, "No. Well, I think not, but who knows? Karen's coming tomorrow. She said she'd be here by about 3.00 pm."
"But?" JoJo questioned.
"Karen wanted me to get permission from you and Bella so she could, and I quote, 'rock my world'."
From the couch, Bella laughed and said, "Trust us, Xavier. It won't work out how Karen, or you, think."
Just then, Charlie moped back into the lounge. Looking at him, Madison undertook a sudden transformation.
Standing up, her shoulders back and tits proudly thrust out, Madison said, "Charlie Rosborough, what is up your ass?"
"I can't have JoJo because she's Xavier's. Now you're his, too," he whined. "Xavier takes every girl I love and makes them his. What's the fucking point?"
JoJo joined the fierce-looking Madison, "Neither of us was ever yours, brother," she snarled. "Now pull your head out of your ass, and man up!"
"Charlie Rosborough, you will strip naked, march your ass down to your house, and bring me your cock cage and loincloth," Madison demanded, pointing towards Roxy's place.
Charlie opened his mouth to argue. But the women moved their hands to their hips and glared at him. Next, they both pointed at Roxy's house, "Strip, then get," they said in unison.
Muttering, Charlie still did as they demanded. Five minutes later, he presented his cage and loincloth to Madison. Madison snapped the cage into place and ordered, "Step into this, then turn around." She soon had it tightened into place.
Madison moved to one of the other sofa chairs, "Sorry, Master, Mistresses. I need to get this buffoon back on track, so I'll need to act as his Domme until we can hand him over to his owner."
Then Madison made Charlie sit at her feet, facing her. She put one bare foot on Charlie's shoulder and the other on his cage-covered cock, her scantily covered pussy only a short distance from Charlie's mouth. Charlie's cock tried to harden as he pretended not to look.
"We talked about this, little Charlie Rosborough, "Madison snarled. "When I agreed to take over your training from JoJo, I told you I belonged to Xavier. Just last night, you told Alannah you didn't love me. Now what's this bullshit?"
"I know, Mistress Madison," Charlie sighed. "I don't really love you. I guess I'm just disappointed because I hoped you would introduce me to my lifetime Mistress before you became Xavier's."
"You're telling me you'd prefer me to be unhappy, so you're not unhappy, Charlie? Is that what you just said?"
Tears leaked from Charlie's eyes, "No, Mistress Madison. You deserve to be happy. But, dammit, so do I!"
"At the expense of someone else's happiness?"
"Oh," Charlie mumbled, realising how selfish he was being. "I didn't think of it like that!"
"Your one is out there, Charlie," Madison said vehemently. "Your sister and Bella seem to think she'll be here soon, so let's cut the bullshit and get on with life, okay?"
Charlie looked at Bella and JoJo, "She'll be here soon?" He said pleadingly.
"From a surprising place," JoJo stated.
I couldn't see how it could happen, but my wives had been correct about Madison, so I figured they could be right about Charlie, too.
Leaning forward so she could stare into Charlie's eyes, Madison put her hand behind Charlie's head and pressed his forehead against hers, "Little one, your Mistress Madison will spend part of every day as your Dominant until your lifetime Mistress arrives, okay? You have my word."
"You'd do that for me?" Charlie asked, humbled.
"We're family, Charlie. I love you. Of course, I'll do that for you."
Quietly sobbing, Charlie whispered, "Thank you." Then he turned to me, "Sorry, Xavier. I guess I've made an ass of myself again."
Crossing to him, I knelt so I could hug him. Then, kissing his cheek, I said, "Life is hard, Charlie, and love is confusing, so hang in there because it gets better. It really does."
I didn't want to say, 'You're only nineteen, Charlie. You don't have any idea what you want yet,' because I remembered being a teenager and knew it was the last thing he needed to hear.
Roxy and Bella offered to make dinner for everyone, and the rest of the night flowed without drama. Alannah continued to make out with Jacob whilst constantly flirting with her father. Alan was obviously more comfortable with accepting his incestuous relationship with his daughter because when she sat in his lap, wriggling her sexy buns on his dick, he kissed her furiously and openly fondled her breasts.
As Alan and his daughter petted, Roxy often sat, holding Alan's hand, teasing the pair of them. Roxy sure wasn't shy about helping Alannah turn on her father and spent as much time encouraging the pair to play as she did playing with Alan herself. Alannah also often climbed into Roxy's lap for a kiss and cuddle, too. Somehow, Alannah always seemed to brush Roxy's generous melons with her hands as she got on or climbed off Roxy's lap.
Peter and my mother acted like what they effectively were, a betrothed couple that would soon be married. I couldn't help the occasional pang of jealousy that flowed through me, and I'm sure Peter shared those feelings, too.
Looking around the dinner table, I smiled, recognising that my family was coming together. We were four couples now, plus Madison and Charlie, and I hoped Charlie would be part of a committed couple soon. Bella and JoJo thought he would be, but with whom, I couldn't figure.
After much laughter and frivolity, the couples divided up and headed to their respective bedrooms. A little to my disgruntlement, Madison chose to go with Charlie, afraid he'd slip into depression when he realised he was the only one sleeping alone, so they'd sleep in their usual way. Madison in a long nightshirt, Charlie naked and in his cock cage. Cuddling was permissible and encouraged, but any sexual touching was forbidden on the threat of Roxy, JoJo, and I being told. Charlie hadn't once breached this rule.
JoJo and I were exhausted from our earlier play session, so we hugged, kissed and cuddled as we watched and listened to our wife and soon-to-be husband make slow, passionate love. After they'd finished, Bella rolled on her side as she exchanged soft kisses with Peter. JoJo spooned with her, and I spooned my wife, absently cupping her full right breast and strumming her nipples with my thumb as I drifted off to sleep.
In the morning, I woke to find Mum and JoJo had swapped during the night, and my piss-fat dick was now wedged between my mother's thighs and lodged against her hot and wet labia. Slowly pumping her hips back and forth, sliding her hot and wet pussy along my dick, Mum pressed her clit down on my shaft, and then, with a bitten bottom lip moan, she had a soft orgasm.
Opening her eyes, Mum kissed me gently and said. "Good morning, my son, husband and lover. What do you have planned for today?"
"I need to go to my studio and start editing the recordings from Alan and Alannah's 'show'," I replied. "I think there'll be close to six weeks of editing to make a coherent film out of all the recorded footage. Unfortunately, because of how I shot it, there'll probably only be one movie. But I'll make at least a dozen shorts, and the feature movie is guaranteed to be a blockbuster, maybe even bigger than our one or the ones we did with the Rosboroughs.
"What are you and Jacob going to do with the footage you took yesterday?"
Mum giggled sexily, "Jacob and I will make copies so you can keep the originals. Then we're going to try to make a movie from them."
"Let me know if you need any help editing them."
"Will do," Mum replied. Then queried, "What time is Karen getting here?"
"Around 3.00 pm," I confirmed.
"Do you need me to call you at two and remind you to come home?" Mum asked, knowing I often lost track of time when I was in my editing suite.
"Might be a good idea," I conceded. "Are you and Peter staying here?"
"Yes," Mum said. "Peter will use your office here since you're going to the studio."
"Why doesn't Peter resign and hand control over to his assistant, Antoinette?" I groused. "He's already got more money than he can possibly spend in one lifetime and has no children to leave it to. Actually, why doesn't he sell the whole damned thing and be done with it?"
"We're in the same boat, although not in the same class as Peter," Mum pointed out. "Are you about to sell Xavier Recording and Film Studios?"
"I've been thinking about it," I admitted. "I'm thinking about selling the whole kit and caboodle to Peter Peterson Publishing for shares in his Limited Liability Company (LLC)."
"You're going to retire?" Mum asked as she rolled me over, moved on top of me, took my still-hard dick in her hand and guided it inside her.
"I'm not even twenty-five yet, Mum," I pointed out. "I can't retire now."
Humping her hips at me, Mum said, "So, what will you do?"
"Update my psychology degree and hang a shingle out somewhere on the Gold Coast."
"Just like that?" Mum gasped as another orgasm flowed over her.
"You, Mrs Johns, Are a horny little slut," I teased as I held my mother tighter and began meeting her thrusting hips with thrusts of my own.
"Yes, I am," Bella panted as a vast climatic event crested over her.
Relaxing, I orgasmed as Mum did, blasting her already cum-filled hole full of my semen.
Looking down at me, Mum kissed my jaw before tentatively asking, "Would it bother you if I took Peter's name after he and I married?"
Tears sprang in my eyes, "Are you leaving me, Mum?"
Bella hugged me fiercely and said, "No, baby boy, I would never! Peter has nothing, Xavier. Oh, he's rich beyond imagining, but he has no siblings, wife, or children, and his parents are dead. So when he passes, his line dies with him. Don't you think that's sad?"
I considered this for a while, but then I thought, why the fuck not?
"Mum," I asked. "Johns is your father's name, isn't it?"
"Yes, baby boy."
"The asshole who threw you out of home when you needed him most?"
"Yes, Xavier, but what's your point?"
"When you marry Peter, take his name. Then either he can do an adult adoption of me so I can change my name, or JoJo and I can change our name by deed poll. Do you think he'd go for it? Although thinking about it, JoJo would have to change her name by deed poll anyway. So, if Peter agrees ..."
"I do," Peter stated unequivocally.
"That is what we say in front of the marriage celebrant," Mum joked.
"You could change your name to Johns," I kidded Peter. "After all, there are two more of us than you!"
"Yeah, but my mum and dad wouldn't have kicked out their eighteen-year-old offspring just because she was pregnant," Peter pointed out.
Before Bella or I could respond, Peter's eyes slowly closed shut, and a deep groan poured from his mouth. It was then that I figured out why I hadn't seen my wife this morning. I'd wrongly assumed she was either up, or in the en suite. But, instead, she'd slid down the bed to blow her wife's lover.
Wiping Peter's cum from her pouting lips, JoJo said, "I'm with Xavier, Bella. Take Peter's name, then Xavier and I will change our name to Peterson by deed poll." JoJo rolled to face Peter before cupping his head in her hands, "I know my baby won't be your flesh and blood, Peter," she said. "But I'd be honoured if he or she could call you Granddad."
Trying not to choke on his emotions, Peter asked, "Next Thursday, when the celebrant announces us, can she announce us as Mr, Mr, Mrs and Mrs Peterson?"
Bella, JoJo and I exchanged glances, then turning to Peter, we chorused, "Yes!"
Tears leaking from his eyes, Peter hugged my wife tightly to his chest and said, "I'd be honoured to be your child's grandparent."
"That calls for a blow job celebration!" I kidded. At Peter's obvious disinclination, I teased, "I didn't say I'd give you one!"
Peter and I lay side by side with our heads on the pillows, enjoying the blowjobs our partners were giving us. Our women had swapped back over. So, JoJo blew me as Bella sucked Peter off. With no need to maintain control, I concentrated on the exquisite feelings my younger wife engendered on and over my dick, and, in no time at all, my orgasm rocketed through me, and I filled JoJo's mouth with cum. As I ejaculated, I heard Peter groaning out his release as he squirted into my mother's mouth.
After showering and eating breakfast, I left my wives with Peter and drove Madison and myself to my studio. I spent a pleasant five hours collating the footage from the cameras into synchronised, chronological order. Arranging the film like this was the first step in creating the film. Next, I needed to carefully scroll through the eight screens and pick out the best shots. Next, I had to copy and paste that footage into the master file for the film, ensuring everything stayed in chronological order.
The next stage is to add the audience special effects and dub a soundtrack of audience participation into the appropriate spots. The final step is to go back over the transitions from camera to camera and ensure they matched seamlessly and that there were no time gaps as the movie transitioned. Part of this final editing is to tidy up the soundtrack and remove any voices that weren't from the special effects audience or show participants.
Whenever I grew bored or lost concentration, I teased and tormented Madison. After first entering my studio, I closed and relocked the doors and commanded Madison to remove all but her 7-inch spiked heels. Next, I sent her to the props room to get some sex toys. After making her sit on my lap, I kissed, fondled and caressed her until I could feel the heat of her arousal against my pants-covered, strainingly erect cock. Then dragging her off my lap, I made her stand, smacked her ass, and told her I had work to do.
Trying not to grumble about being left wanting, Madison obediently moved towards the office chair next to me. But before she could seat her sexy ass down, I snapped my fingers and pointed at the low couch I kept against the back wall. I had purchased this because when Mum, Roxy, JoJo, Jacob, and I were in there making movies, we inevitably finished up fucking like rabbits, and I was tired of going home with carpet burns on my knees.
Pretending to ignore her, I waited until Madison sat, then, without looking at her, I said, "Back against the sofa, feet beside your bum, and knees apart. Choose a vibrator and pleasure yourself. I will permit you one small orgasm, but from there, I expect you to keep yourself on edge and ready for me to fuck you. Am I clear?"
Smiling delightedly, Madison said, "Yes, Sir."
My editing room soon filled with the sounds of a buzzing toy. Shortly after that, Madison groaned as her climax flowed through her. The buzzing was distracting, but having Madison with me was essential to integrating her permanently into our lives. But, as if the buzzing wasn't distracting enough, Madison began moaning and groaning her arousal.
"Quietly!" I snapped.
"Sorry, Sir," Madison panted, and even the buzzing stopped.
I looked over and saw that Madison had tipped her head back on to sofa's backrest and had taken a breast in her hand, then with her breast cupped, Madison lifted it so she could run her tongue over her nipple as she flicked her thumb over her clit and lewdly thrust three fingers into her cunt.
I couldn't see how she could not cum, but just before she began what I assumed to be an inevitable orgasm, Madison sat up and removed her hand from her pussy. Then, biting her lower lip, she grinned at me before spreading her pussy lips open, revealing her blood-flushed labia.
Laughing, I realised I was being teased as much as I was teasing. I turned back to my computer and waited for Madison to relax. Then, remotely turning on the camera that covered my couch and setting it to record, I watched what Madison was doing. She sat there watching me for a time but got bored, so her feet hit the floor, and her shoulders hit the sofa's back. Next, she tipped her head back onto the rest and took her breast in her hand again.
I waited until Madison began idly stroking her fingers along her slit, then swiftly turned, strode across to her, picked her up and dropped her on the floor in front of the couch. "Kneel!" I commanded. Guessing what I wanted, Madison rested her hands on the couch, arched her shapely ass up, then reached between her legs and opened her sex for me.
Unzipping and pulling my trousers down far enough down to free my cock, I grabbed its base, lined up with Madison's exposed hole and jammed myself into her. Then, grabbing a handful of her hair, I hauled her head back and reached around to maul her left breast. Pinching her nipple mercilessly, I shoved into her rapidly before growling, "Cum for me, slut."
"Fuck!" Madison spat as an urgent, body-trembling orgasm ripped through her.
Having watched JoJo bring her to climax and having done it numerous times myself, I learned that Madison experienced intense orgasms that left her body weak and shaking and often caused her to pass out. This time was no exception. I hadn't orgasmed myself, but that was neither here nor there, so I picked the passed-out Madison up and gently laid her on the couch before covering her with the quilt I kept beside it. Then, I went back to my desk to work on the film.
Around ten minutes later, Madison stretched and yawned. Then, as her eyes fluttered open, she sat up and said, "OMG! Sorry, Sir, I passed out and left you hanging. Oh, Lawd, I'm so embarrassed!"
"Don't worry about it, baby girl," I reassured her. "I know you wouldn't have complained if I used your body to get off." However, I could tell my girl was still distressed and bothered by not looking after her man, so I snapped, "Madison! Kneel here," and pointed at the floor in front of my chair. As she walked across to me, I unzipped and took out my swiftly hardening todger. As soon as she knelt before me, I waved my cock at her and growled, "Suck!"
I didn't bother to hold back. Instead, I relaxed and let Madison's oral magic bring me to swift fruition. As my orgasm hit, I placed my hand on Madison's head and forced myself as far into her mouth as possible. Then, refusing to let her move, I pumped jism spurt after jism spurt down her willing and accepting throat.



As my last spurt shot down her throat, Madison gently shuddered. Surprised, I slid my cock from her mouth and asked, "Madison, did you just orgasm from swallowing my cum?"
"Not really from swallowing, Sir," Madison clarified. "More from you taking me forcefully."
"Interesting. Little one, has this happened to you before?"
"No, Sir," She whispered.
"How many Dominants have you served?"
"Only one before you, Sir."
"Your Uncle?" I guessed, knowing they'd been intimate from a previous conversation.
"Yes," Madison whispered.
"He taught you well, little one."
"Thank you, Sir."
"Back to the couch, Miss."
"Yes, Sir," Madison acquiesced before crawling across to the couch.
I waited until she was about halfway there, then said, "Madison?"
Looking back over her shoulder, Madison stopped and said, "Sir?"
"Ensure you're ready for me when I next decide to take you."
Smiling, Madison lowered her eyes and said, "Of course, Sir."
I had her three more times before time meant we had to leave. I hadn't got as much done as I typically did, but I was way more relaxed leaving my studio than usual, and I didn't have my regular tension headache from concentrating too hard for too long. On the way home, driving with the top down, I had Madison hike her skirt above her toned ass and place her feet, spread wide, on the dash. We got several thumbs up and horn toots from passing truck, 4WD and SUV drivers. All of them appreciated their flash of Madison pussy.
Passing through the gates to the compound, Madison reluctantly took her heels off the dash as I parked the car and said, "Doing that was such a turn-on, Xavier. I might have to jump you as soon as we get out of this car."
Pulling the lever to drop the seatback back as far as it could go, I pushed my hips to the edge of my seat and fished my thick erection out of my trousers and asked, "Why wait to get out of the car?"
Chapter 6: Karen.
Squealing delightedly, Madison swung her svelte leg over my hips. But, unfortunately, the door was in the way, so she shoved it open before taking my rigid pole in her hand and lowering herself onto it. The wetness and tightness of her slippery cunt amazed me again, and I was soon counting in seventeens trying to stop from blowing my chocolates into her.
Madison began panting as her passion howled, and she tore off her T-shirt before pushing her left nipple into my mouth, "Suck, please, Sir," she pleaded.
I was more than happy to oblige, of course, and as her orgasm neared, I changed from sucking to nipping and biting. Wailing, Madison orgasmed before slumping onto my chest and passing out again.
'Shit!' I thought. 'What now?'
Giggling, JoJo tapped my shoulder and said, "Problem, husband?"
"She cums at the snap of my fingers, wifey," I mock complained. "And she passes out almost every time."
Nodding, JoJo agreed, "Her orgasms are more intense than anyone else I know or have heard of. They're fun, though!"
"They sure are, baby. Help get her off me, and I'll carry her to the maid's room."
"She'll wake up before we finish getting her out of the car, so you probably won't have to carry her," JoJo surmised. "She never seems to stay out long."
"Ten minutes after her first orgasm this morning," I smirked.
"Show off," JoJo teased. "Now, let's get moving. We don't want Karen to see you two coupled like this."
"Why not?" I asked facetiously. "Scared she'll get horny and want to join in?"
"The only time that would be a problem, Mister Johns, is if neither Bella, Peter, Jacob, my mother, nor Charlie was available to take care of my needs as I watched you push your sexy cock up her," my wife joked but with an undertone of truth.
"You've turned into quite the voyeur, my love," I informed her.
"I always was, baby," JoJo replied. "Remember back when we first started circling around you, me and Bella getting together? I told you I wanted to watch you and Bella, and you and Mum?"
Remembering, I said, "Oh. But I thought you were merely teasing."
I'd managed, with JoJo's help to get Madison off me and onto her feet. As predicted, she came to as we began walking her inside.
Coming to her senses, Madison looked around, then turned towards JoJo. Then, wrapping her arms around my wife, Madison locked her lips to JoJo's and said, "Thank you, Mistress, for allowing me to borrow your husband. And thanks for helping me inside."
"That's okay, little one," JoJo replied, running her thumbs over Madison's suddenly popped-out nipples. "Let's get your top on and you inside. Then I'll take you upstairs, and you can reward me appropriately."
"Do we have time, wifey?" I asked.
JoJo looked at her watch and replied, "No. I'll bet Karen will be here early. Madison, head over to Mum's and wash your cunt. Then find Charlie, oil him up, and tell him to put his loincloth on, then wait inside the door. When you see my signal, bring him out with his collar and lead on, okay?"
Letting go of my wife and picking her top up, but not bothering to put it on, Madison said, "Yes, Mistress. I'll be ready shortly."
"Just what are you up to, wifey?" I asked suspiciously.
"You'll see, Xavier," she replied. "But I think you'll like it."
"As long as it doesn't involve me bedding another woman, baby," I stated. "I'm still unsure about adding Madison to our lives."
JoJo stared me down, "Bullshit, husband," she scoffed when I had to drop my eyes. "You're as much in love with her as you are with me and your mother."
"Maybe," I admitted. "But, if I have to choose one, it will always be you, Baby JoJo."
Kissing my jaw lightly, JoJo lovingly said, "I know, baby. You're my only choice, too."
"How's your bottom?" I teased.
"Ouchy. How's yours?"
"I'm not sure if my poor sphincter will ever close up again," I bitched. "I whistle when I fart, now."
"You do not!" JoJo protested as she slapped my arm. "Besides, if you hadn't been so busy acting like a damned pussy, I wouldn't have had to do that to you. It got your attention, though, didn't it?"
"I've never understood why calling someone a pussy is an insult, wifey," I joked. "You have one, and that thing takes a pounding every night, and all it does is beg for more!"
"'That thing' and 'it'?" JoJo mock bitched. "Tonight, you meet Goliath's big brother!"
"I'm sorry, Mistress JoJo," I pretended to whine. "This little subbie will be a good boy and never piss you off again. Please don't use Goliath's brother on me."
"You're impossible, husband," JoJo laughed, slapping my arm again. Then looking over to the gate and seeing a red Honda Accord standing there, she added, "That'd be Karen." JoJo stepped across to open the front door and pressed the button to open the gate. "Early, as I predicted."
Checking my phone, I replied, "Not by much. Five minutes or so."
"I bet she missed the driveway the first time and almost got to Lismore before turning around."
Karen pulled up behind my MG and virtually bounced out of her car. Then, running over to me, she was just short of leaping into my arms before she stopped and placed a peck on my cheek, "Made it!" She enthusiastically said. "Thought I was going to be late because I missed your damned drive on my way down. Had to drive for ages before I found somewhere to turn around."
"Told you," JoJo muttered.
Almost bouncing on her toes, Karen showed no inclination to do anything but look excitedly at me, so JoJo added her greeting, "Welcome to our compound, Doctor Green."
"Oh, my! How rude of me!" Karen exclaimed. "Sorry, Mrs Johns. Thank you for the invitation."
"JoJo is fine. If I may call you Karen?" JoJo soothed before kissing Karen's cheek.
Still almost bouncing, Karen looked around, "Where's the other Mrs Johns?" She asked. "Is there only us three here? I thought you had an almost commune?" She continued to gush.
Taking Karen's hand, tucking it under her arm and patting it, JoJo laughed and said, "Settle down, girl! Everyone's inside waiting to meet you, and Xavier isn't going anywhere."
Karen giggled, "I am a little excited, aren't I, JoJo?"
"Well, let's go and meet the two families before you wet yourself," JoJo teased.
"Gawd, JoJo!" Karen tried to whisper but couldn't because she was too wound up. "Even if I peed myself, I don't know I'd notice cos your husband has me so wet already."
"He does that to me, too," JoJo admitted. "Ready to meet everyone?"
"No!" Karen exclaimed. "But let's do it anyway!"
Looking over her shoulder, JoJo told me, "Grab Karen's overnight bag from her car. It'll be in the backseat, I'd guess."
Karen stumbled to a stop, blushing bright red.
"What?" JoJo asked, looking as innocent as the cat that had just eaten the family canary. "Don't tell me you didn't pack an overnight bag, you know, just in case?"
Blushing more, Karen guiltily admitted, "I did, but I was going to wait until asked. I didn't want to presume, you know?"
"You might be surprised by how much time you spend here, Doctor Karen," JoJo smilingly said.
"Why?" Karen nervously asked. "You're not going to kidnap me and keep me prisoner, are you?"
JoJo's head rocked back as her laughter pealed. Then wiping her eyes, she giggled, "Don't be silly. Karen. I just meant that Peter Peterson came for one night and has stayed ever since. Madison came to spend one day with Xavier and has never left, and Alan and Alannah came for one night so they could make a movie. But now, Alannah will marry Jacob and build a house with him here in the compound, and I doubt Alan will ever move out of my mother's home."
"Your mother's home is the other house I drove past?" Karen asked.
"Yes, Doctor Adams," JoJo replied.
Still chatting, we entered my house. Karen stumbled to a stop as she saw how many people were in my lounge. Just before we entered, I saw my wife signal Madison to bring Charlie.
JoJo took no notice of her discomfiture and introduced her to the various pairings snuggled together around the room. Then, taking Karen's hand, my wife said, "Come through to the kitchen, Karen. We'll sit with Xavier, Peter and Bella, drink some tea, and chat until you're comfortable."
Relieved, Karen quickly agreed. Once I'd made tea and put out some biscuits that Bella had made, Karen seemed to relax, and the conversation started to flow. With the smaller crowd, Karen's bubbling enthusiasm shone through again, and she was back to almost gushing words. At every chance, she flirted outrageously with me, making it evident that I was the object of her desire.
I'd begun to feel uncomfortable with how things were developing when Madison walked the collared and leashed, loincloth-wearing Charlie through the kitchen. Charlie's heavily muscled, oiled body shone in the mid-afternoon sun shining through our kitchen windows. Madison had quickly donned her 'Mistress' outfit of a tight leather skirt under a black bustier and spiked high heels.
Pretending to be surprised we had guests, Madison said, "Don't mind me, Miss. This worthless piece of man meat is without a Domme at this time, so his sister asked me to take over his training until we found one for him. He needs punishment because he broke my rules last night, and I was about to do that in his room down that hall." Madison pointed towards the maid's room.
Madison started walking towards the hall.
Walking across to Madison, the rest of us wholly forgotten, Karen demanded, "Wait!"
Madison stopped and turned to Karen. Karen walked around Charlie, examining him much as a prospective buyer examines a potential new horse purchase.
"You're not his Mistress?" She asked.
"No, He's never had a full-time Mistress. But his sister and I have completed most of his training," Madison answered.
"May I?" Karen asked, holding out her hand.
Madison, following the charade, glanced at JoJo, who shrugged, "Of course, Mistress Karen," Madison acceded, handing her the leash.
As I watched, goggle-eyed, Karen took the leash and then imperiously pointed at the floor in front of her feet. Snapping her fingers, she barked, "Kneel."
Moving with alacrity, Charlie dropped to his knees where Karen had indicated. Then, as taught, he sat with his bum on his heels, his shoulders back and head high, eyes down, and palms on his thighs facing up.
"Impressive," Karen admitted as she circled him again, looking lustfully at Charlie's heavily muscled body. "Stand, strip your loincloth off, then kneel," she commanded.
Without hesitation, Charlie did as told, his massively-headed 5-inch cock rising to attention.
"Stand on your knees, then spread them. Hands behind your head, elbows wide," Karen barked.
Charlie swiftly assumed the demanded position.
"Do not move," Karen commanded as she moved behind him.
The petite Karen was barely taller than the standing-on-knees Charlie. But her imperiousness seemed to add numerous feet to her height, and I was reminded that Cleopatra and Catherine the Great were tiny women who ruthlessly ruled empires.
Walking up behind him, Karen bent at the knees and ran her hands under Charlie's armpits, across his broad chest, and down to his groin. Then, taking his enormously girthed dick in her petite hand, she began jacking him off, "Do not cum," Karen demanded.
Shifting further back, Karen stroked her free hand across Charlie's back. Then, satisfied that he was clear of hair, Karen stated, "Hairless submissives are fairly standard, but it is obvious that this is a hairy man. Luckily for him, I like my man to be a man. As such, you will immediately cease shaving anything besides your face, Charlie. Do I make myself clear?"
"Your man?" JoJo asked with her eyebrow raised before Charlie could answer.
Karen stood to all of her 5-ft, 2-in (157 cm) height, then looking at my wife challengingly, she firmly stated, "Unless I am mistaken, Mrs Johns, you knew I planned to come here and become your husband's Dominant. I believed, from our interactions, that you, your husband and your mother-in-law are pretty submissive.
"However, seeing you all here, it is clear that Xavier is the Alpha male of this compound, and I was wrong to presume I could assume the dominant position. But, this one," she said, indicating Charlie, "is submissive and eager to please. He intrigues me, and my pussy is wetter than it was anticipating Domming your husband. I will acknowledge that lust drives me at this stage, but I firmly believe that Charlie will be mine forever.
"So, yes, Mrs Johns, my man. Therefore, unless you have any further objections, let me deal with my man."
Laughing, JoJo swiftly crossed to the surprised Karen and hugged her, "Welcome home, sister," she told her.
Karen stood nonplussed as the kitchen door swung open, and what I'd begun to call 'The Johns Clan', boiled into the room. Someone, or maybe someones, had been listening at the door. I was happy that the new members, Peter, Madison, Alannah and Alan, joined in the melee. My mother eventually chased all but her, Peter, JoJo, Charlie, Karen, and me out. Despite the jostling, Charlie hadn't moved from the spot and pose he'd been assigned.
Karen noticed that Charlie still maintained her directed pose, "Impressive," she repeated. Then, Karen asked Madison, "Are there suitable punishment and play equipment in Charlie's room?"
"If you mean the room I was leading Charlie to, no," Madison grinned. "But if you mean Charlie's room at his mother's place, then there is."
With a frown, Karen turned to me and severely said, "You played me."
Holding up my hands, I defensively replied, "Don't look at me. I'm just a dumb male. I'm attracted to you and thought my wives wanted me to play with you. They kept hinting that when you got here, it wouldn't be as I thought, but I had no idea what they were planning."
"You!" Karen accused JoJo.
"I implemented the plan because you spoke to me, but this wasn't my idea," JoJo deflected.
Karen turned to my mother, who was leaning against Peter, a calm, serene smile on her face, "You?" She questioned. "But you're the most submissive person here. How is this your plan? I'd have suspected Roxy before you!"
Bella, unfazed, sat up and asked, "What if it was? Are you unhappy with your choice?"
Karen tried to look severe and angry, but her typical enthusiasm broke through, and she grinned, "Hell, no. How old is your ... I don't know what to call him?"
"Nephew works," Mum offered. "Nineteen."
"Old enough to be a man, young enough to train," Karen mused. "And a big mushroom-headed cock to go with it. Love at first sight, is bullshit, but how I feel anyway." She turned to Charlie, "I'm seven years older than you. Is that a problem?"
"No, Mistress," Charlie replied.
"Am I attractive to you?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Do you want to fuck me?"
"No, Mistress."
"You don't want to fuck me?"
"No, Mistress."
About to explode, Karen demanded, "You'd better explain."
"I will fuck you as hard and as often as you want me to, Mistress, but I want to make love to you," Charlie offered.
Karen threw her head back and laughed, "Outstanding, little Mister Charlie Rosborough! Give me your hand and guide me to your bedroom. All transgressions you've committed before are forgiven, so no punishment is due. But, if you transgress any of my rules, you will answer for it. Am I clear?
"Yes, Mistress."
Standing, Charlie deferentially guided Karen from the room.
JoJo knuckled my ribs, "Not as you expected, huh, husband?"
"JoJo, my love, I have no idea what the fuck happened just now," I replied. "I was apprehensive that you and Mum wanted to add another woman to our relationship, but that was never the intention, was it?"
JoJo looked at Mum, but Mum demurred, so JoJo answered, "Karen picked up how deferentially you were acting around me. Not knowing us well enough, she decided you were submissive, and neither Bella nor I was dominant enough to meet your needs. She was attracted to you and thought she could become your Dominant. Therefore, she would meet your needs and become your number-one wife. Eventually, she would have squeezed Bella and me out."
Looking from one wife to the other, I focused on Bella, "The plan to introduce her to Charlie was yours?"
Showing more of her new-found self-belief, Mum confidently answered, "As the 'weakest' member of our 'plural marriage', Karen dismissed me entirely. Therefore, I was able to sit on the peripheries and observe. After watching her interact with you, JoJo and the other actresses, I realised that Karen's Dominatrix persona is brittle. Therefore, she preferred submissive men of a younger age than her. Charlie fits the bill perfectly."
I hugged my mother fiercely, kissed her full, pouting lips and said, "You continue to amaze me, Mother," the pride I felt for her was evident in my voice.
"This one was easy, Xavier," Mother modestly replied. "But JoJo implemented the plan perfectly."
Thinking things through, I asked, "Wives, why do women consistently hit on me? I'm not that tall, nor is my body particularly impressive, and I'm not that good-looking. I'm not massively rich, nor do I 'flash the cash', so why does it seem that every second woman I meet wants to have sex with me?"
My wives exchanged glances again, but JoJo was chosen to answer.
"Baby, you exude calmness and confidence. You flirt, but it's harmless. Every woman you meet instantly knows she's safe with you. She knows that even if she's in the middle of an intense, pussy-gushing make-out session with you, if she says stop, you will. You ensure she knows you're attracted to her but won't do anything without her express permission.
"Xavier, do you have any idea how many men refuse to accept no as an answer? To most of the Neanderthals out there, 'no' means 'not right now'. With you, if a woman says 'no,' she practically has to beg you even to kiss her if she changes her mind. And tell me, husband, when was the last time you orgasmed before the woman you were making love to did?"



"Never," I replied. "Actually, I don't remember. Maybe the first time?"
To this point, Peter had sat beside my mother, holding her hand, not saying a thing, but he felt compelled to contribute now, "Xavier, you and I are similar. We inspire two polar opposite reactions from women, and those reactions are for the exact same reasons. Some women instantly love us because we're emotionally strong, physically impressive, calm, and protective. They feel safe with us because they know we'll lay our lives down for them if that's what it takes to protect them.
"Others hate us for the same reasons as above. They instinctively know we can't be manipulated, so they fear and want to destroy us. For mine, I instantly know when a woman is trying to control me. I may not know how, but I know they are and react badly to it."
Thinking through my many interactions with people over the years, I realised my reactions to uncomfortable situations mirrored Peter's. For example, when I felt manipulated, I reacted negatively and went out of my way to make the manipulator's life a living hell. But if they treated me equitably, I treated them favourably. Much of my response was a direct reaction to the person I was interacting with. I treated them like a friend or family member if they were positive and happy.
I met anger with calm self-assuredness, sarcasm with facetious wit, manipulation with a refusal to react at all, and a quick dismissal of the manipulator from my presence, even if it meant walking away myself. If someone tried to use violence against me or my family, I used my martial arts training to forcefully and painfully convince them it was a bad idea.
I now understood why people, especially Karen, thought I was subservient or submissive. But they failed to realise that I was not submissive but merely passive. I only showed positive intent in business, and when making love, there, what Karen called my Alpha male persona shone.
I would not back down in a physical confrontation, and that confident intensity showed, which is why the bullies at school never pushed me beyond verbal bullying. They knew physical bullying would cause a vicious reaction from me, and they feared it.
Thinking about the situation with Karen, my love and adoration for my wives soared, and I was suddenly horny. Looking around, I asked, "Where's Madison?"
"Tied naked and blindfolded to the middle of our bed," JoJo answered. Then, in response to my raised eyebrow, she added, "As planned by your mother, Roxy took her there as soon as Karen took Charlie from her. Come on, everyone, it's time we all played with our new toy." JoJo stood and held her hand out to me, then looking at Bella, who'd taken Peter's hand, she joked, "Race you? Last there gets sloppy seconds!"
JoJo giggled
Chapter 8: Marriages.
We slept well that night, exhausted from our earlier play. Unfortunately, we didn't have a pallet for Madison yet. I'd go online sometime soon and order one delivered, so she slept along the bottom of the bed.
The following day, the wedding registrations for Peter and Bella, and Jacob and Alannah arrived in the mail. I'd paid the extra for expedited processing to ensure we received them in time. Bella and JoJo told us they'd arranged our vows, and all Peter and I had to do was read the cards they'd give us.
Bella and Jacob decided they wanted us to marry at our previous home—the mansion in The Gold Coast Hinterland. We got lucky as the place was now a rental and was vacant. So some liberal application of Peter's cash secured the use of it for the day and a gardening crew to prepare it for the wedding.
Thursday arrived, and Charlotte did her usual magnificent job with the two ceremonies. Peter, Bella, JoJo, and I watched happily as Jacob and Alannah said their vows, and Charlotte announced them as husband and wife. I stood for Jacob as his best man and Mum for Alannah as her Matron-of-honour. Alan tried hard not to cry as he gave his beautiful daughter away.
Once Jacob and Alannah sat, Alan and Bella, JoJo and I stood in front of the celebrant. We'd only invited the family to attend, so the only extra person was Antoinette, who had insisted on being Peter's best man. Karen and Alan, we already considered family, so they weren't 'extras'.
When Peter told us that Antoinette insisted on being at our wedding as his best man, I was worried about her reaction to our polygamous marriage, but Peter assured us she already knew about us and didn't care. Apparently, her only comment was, 'So, how does one go about setting up one of these polygamous relationships? Because it sure sounds like fun!'
When we'd first visited his offices, Bella and I had met the pretty, dark-haired, French/Canadian-Japanese assistant. I was too nervous to notice her beauty that day, but I was impressed with her looks today.
Bella stood, beaming radiantly, as she and Peter said their vows, Peter stumbling as he read his vows from the card.
When the Government official marriage was completed, my mother and Peter stepped aside with Charlotte to sign the certificate. Antoinette signed as witness for Peter, and Roxy did the same for Mum.
Next, the four of us lined back up in front of Charlotte. Roxy handed Peter and me cards to read from. First, JoJo, then Bella, then I repeated our vows to each other from our first marriage. Next, Bella repeated her earlier vows to Peter. Then, JoJo said her vows to Peter, and it was my turn.
As I glanced quickly over the card, preparing to read it, I, too, stumbled to a stop. In essence, Bella and JoJo's vows were pretty much the traditional ones to love and honour the others in our marriage. However, mine and I assumed Peter's, had the love and honour vows but added, "All subsequent wives that JoJo and Bella choose for me."
"I don't want any subsequent wives," I tried to hiss fiercely and quietly to my wife.
"Read the damned card, son," Bella demanded. "We'll be marrying Madison shortly, and there may be others that JoJo and I want to add later.
Trying not to sigh, I said, "I promise to love and honour my husband and wives and all other wives JoJo and Bella choose for me."
Peter's eyes widened as he heard me say, 'All other ...', and he quickly scanned his card, realising that he was about to make those same vows.
Haltingly Peter said, "I promise to love and honour my husband and wives, and all other wives, Bella and JoJo choose for me." Then he hissed quietly, "Bella, I do not want any more wives!"
Mum smiled serenely and said, "Madison."
"Yes?" Madison grinned from her place as JoJo's Matron-of-honour. Roxy was Mum's, of course.
"It will be your turn to stand here soon, little one," Bella informed her.
"Thank you, Mistress," Madison replied.
Turning to the 'crowd', Charlotte said, "By the power invested in me by my love and admiration for you all, I now pronounce you husband, husband, wife and wife. You may ... well ... kiss each other ... I guess," she stumbled, realising she hadn't thought through her intended pronouncement.
I gently kissed JoJo and said, "I love you, wifey," as Peter kissed Bella and said, "I love you, Mrs Peterson. We swapped. I kissed my mother and said, "I love you, Mother," as Peter kissed JoJo and repeated, "I love you, Mrs Peterson." Bella and JoJo kissed before saying, "I love you, Mrs Peterson," to the other. Finally, it was Peter's and my turn. Peter looked uncertain of what to do, so I grasped his upper arms firmly, pulled him closer and kissed his surprised lips, "I love you, husband," I told him. Peter suddenly hugged me fiercely, kissed my lips, and replied, "I love you, too, husband." Then as we turned to face the rest of our family, Charlotte, with tears glistening, announced, "Ladies and gentlemen, I give you Mr, Mr, Mrs and Mrs Peterson.
Our 'crowd' consisted of Jacob, Alannah, Alan, Karen and Charlie, but Antoinette, Charlotte, Roxy and Madison joined in with their loud cheering and clapping as we walked hand in hand out the garden arch back to our cars.
Charlie and Karen were returning to the compound, but all of us newly-married ones were overnighting in Brisbane before our honeymoons. With Alan and Roxy in tow, Jacob took Alannah to the 5-star Rumba Beach Resort in Caloundra. Peter insisted that he paid for our four plus Madison to fly to The Bahamas for our honeymoon. We'd spend two weeks in Nassau at the Margaritaville Beach Resort.
Entering the Bridal suite at The Hyatt Regency, we changed for dinner. It was only a short walk down to Walter's Steakhouse, so we held hands as we made our way there. Unfortunately, the sidewalk wasn't wide enough to walk five abreast, so I paired with JoJo and Madison as Peter walked with my mother. We enjoyed a sumptuous dinner with outstanding service before we wandered back to the hotel. Unfortunately, Friday is late night in downtown Brisbane, so only a few shops were open.
Entering the suite, Madison excused herself and stated she'd see us in the morning. She grabbed her overnight bag and started to leave. I began to protest, but JoJo stopped me. "Madison chose to allow us to consummate our marriage together, baby," she told me. "I tried to talk her out of it, but she insisted, so I booked another room for her on the next floor down. She'll join us here for breakfast tomorrow."
I frowned and wanted to protest, but I knew it would be futile, so I remained silent as Madison opened the door. Madison stopped when she opened the door and said, "Master?"
"Yes, little one?"
"I expect to be pampered, spoilt and fucked to death on my wedding night. If I'm able to walk the next day, you all will have failed! And I hope you don't plan to make me wait too long before we marry."
When the door closed, I grabbed my mother, kissed her soundly, spun her around, smacked her sexy ass, and then pushed her towards Peter. Then, as Peter swept her into his arms, I took JoJo's hand and made her turn a pirouette before pulling her tight to my chest. Kissing her plump lips, I let my hands roam down her back and onto her luscious ass.
Moving forwards, I forced JoJo to back up until the backs of her knees hit the bed. Letting her go, I pushed her, and she toppled onto the bed. Then, kneeling between her voluptuous thighs, I stretched my hands up and began undoing the buttons on her sundress as I kissed and licked up her inner thighs. Timing my head's progress, I reached my wife's wet spot as my hands undid the last button.
My tongue pressed against my wife's lacy knicker covered clitoris, and I ran my flattened tongue along her slit, drinking in the secretions pooling there. JoJo had a swift, petite orgasm before she pushed me off her. Then, standing, she dropped her sundress on the floor and stepped out of her knickers. JoJo was braless and, therefore, now naked. I knelt, admiring my wife's gorgeous, lush body, but I couldn't help running my hands over her swelling belly.
Pulling on my hands to make me stand, JoJo said, "Making me pregnant has made you horny, husband!"
'Yes. Yes, it has," I admitted, laughing.
"Good, because being pregnant makes me horny, too."
"If that's all it takes to make a woman horny, I'll have to knock Bella up, too," Peter joked as he skilfully divested my mother of her clothes.
Knowing he was joking, Bella still answered carefully, "I can remove my IUD, and we can try if you want. I'm still fertile and haven't taken the pill since not long after I had Xavier. Being on the pill gave me blood clots, so I've used an IUD ever since."
If my mother wanted to try for a baby with Peter, I was all for it, but I knew the abnormality rates in babies born to mothers over forty were significantly higher. However, I knew we'd love any child she and Peter had. So having a disabled half-sibling wouldn't bother me in the least.
Peter looked at my mother, shocked. Then he gathered his wits about him and asked, "Mrs Bella Peterson, are you asking me to make a baby with you?"
"I'm willing to try if you are, my darling Peter," Mum replied but added, "Well, as long as my wife and son have no objection."
"It's you two's decision, Mum," I replied as JoJo nodded. "You're a smart woman, so I'm sure you're aware of the dangers of having children in your forties, but that's not a problem for me."
"Nor me," JoJo added.
Peter held Mum closely, kissed her and softly said, "Then I'd love to make a baby with you, Bella."
"Now that's settled," JoJo laughed. "Let's get on with the consummating of this marriage!"
"It's always sex, sex, sex, with you, isn't it, Baby JoJo?" I smirked.
Glaring at me, my younger wife put her hands on her hips and mock growled, "Yes, it is! Is that a problem?"
I quickly shook my head.
"Good answer, husband!" She continued. "Now, the men in this room have entirely too much clothing on, whereas the women are naked. So I guess that means you pair of perverts wish to watch your wives getting it on?"
"Fuck, yes!" Peter and I exclaimed.
"Men!" JoJo grumped as she took Mum in her arms and guided her onto the bed.
Bella spread her knees and lifted them to grip JoJo's waist, then Bella arched her back and pushed her pudenda against my wife's. JoJo slid her arms under Mum's armpits and gripped Mum's shoulders. Then, mashing her voluptuous Double-D tits into Mother's flawless Cs, JoJo ground her pussy against Bella as she passionately kissed her.
Bella released a luxurious sigh before pushing on her wife's chest. When JoJo lifted, Bela curled her head forward, took JoJo's ripe melons into her hands, and then sucked JoJo's nipple into her mouth. JoJo hissed sharply and moaned, then ground her pussy harder against Mum's.
"Close," JoJo muttered.
Mum switched to JoJo's other nipple, then bathed and batted it with her tongue.
"Hmm," JoJo sighed, so Mum squeezed JoJo's other breast and sucked hard on her nipple. "Yes," JoJo hissed as she tried to force more of her breast into her wife's mouth.
Bella knew her wife was close to orgasm, so she sucked harder still as she held JoJo's other nipple between her thumb and forefinger. Then the next time JoJo moaned, Bella squeezed, twisted and pulled on her nipple. Simultaneously, Mum thrust her hips up to smack her vulva against JoJo's.
That did it! "Fuck!" JoJo spat as her body spasmed and bucked with its orgasm.
Grinning, Bella put her hand on JoJo's ass and held her as she rolled her over. Kissing her wife's lips, Bella got onto her hands and knees before turning one-hundred and eighty degrees. Grinning at her new husband, Bella winked before lowering her mouth onto JoJo's soaking wet cunt.
I glanced at Peter, then swiftly dropped my clothes on the floor and climbed onto the bed. Then sitting cross-legged on the coverings, I eagerly watched my wives making love. Peter also stripped and soon sat naked beside me, also enjoying the spectacle.
Bella gave JoJo one small orgasm before she sighed through one of her own. In the slight pause as Bella recovered, JoJo rolled her wife over to assume the dominant position. Then pulling Bella around, JoJo positioned her wife so her cunt faced straight at us. Then JoJo pulled Bella's knees up and instructed her to put the soles of her feet together.
With her wife's cunt fully opened and exposed to her husbands, JoJo spread Bella's pussy lips open with her right hand before pulling Bella's clit hood back, exposing Bella's pleasure button.
"Fuuuuccckkk," I moaned as my cock twitched and my prostate threatened to cramp into orgasm.
Winking at us, JoJo teasingly slowly lowered her mouth onto Bella's slit before sliding her tongue into Bella's slippery tunnel. Then, slurping the fluids there into her mouth, JoJo swirled her finger over Bella's clit. Then JoJo groaned and lifted her head from her wife's cunt. Her eyes defocused as she stared unseeing at us as another soft orgasm washed through her.
Focussing again, JoJo lowered her mouth back onto Bella's pussy. Then, moving her lips and tongue to her wife's clit, JoJo thrust three fingers into Bella's vulva and swirled them over and around Bella's G-spot. Bella's thighs slammed shut around JoJo's ears, and she lifted her bum off the bed as her climax erupted.
JoJo turned to take Bella's legs and turn her onto her side. Then lifting and bending her wife's knee, JoJo turned on her side and slid between Bella's legs and pressed her pussy against Bella's. Now in the classic 'scissors' position, Bella and JoJo began to grind against each other.
It was too much! I was so horny that I had to cum. 'Fuck it!' I thought. 'I'm going to toss off!'
But as I reached for my dick, Peter tapped on my wrists. Thinking he was trying to stop me from masturbating, I looked at him, surprised. But Peter had an even bigger shock for me because, looking intently into my eyes, he moved closer until his right knee was above my left, then reached over and took my rampantly erect cock in his hand. Shocked, I stared, bug-eyed at him.
"You're not to cum," Peter commanded.
I nodded, unsure I could obey.
Bella and JoJo saw what Peter had done, which turned them on. So vigorously grinding against each other, they used one hand to tweak the other's nipple. Before long, both women shuddered as they orgasmed, then stopped and knelt, watching Peter expectantly.
Peter looked at my mother nervously, but she smiled and nodded, so he pushed me onto my back and moved between my spread legs. Then straightening his body, Peter reached over me, his long, thin cock brushed across my shorter but thicker one, and took a bottle of lube out of the bedside table.
"There's only one marriage that hasn't been consummated, Xavier," he said, his nervousness apparent in his shaky voice. "Yours and mine. If you're willing, I'd like to consummate it now."
"I'm more than willing, Peter," I reassured him. "In fact, I'm eager to do it. But only if you want to."
"I want to," Peter shakily stated. "I'm just as nervous as all fuck. I've had sex with Jacob with him as Jacqui, but this will be the first time I've made love to a man."
I began to say he didn't have to, but Mum touched my arm and shook her head.
"Xavier, I'm so nervous. I'm worried I'll go soft and make you feel I don't desire you. I do. Trust me on this. I've discussed doing this with Bella, and she knows that I want to. I'm just scared of fucking it up and ruining it for all of us."
"What do you need me to do?" I asked softly.
"Let your wife, Bella, and me do it," Peter pleaded. "Don't do anything back to me until I say I'm ready. But first, relax and let me make love to you, okay?"
"Of course, husband," I said, relaxing back onto the pillows.
"Having another man call me husband is so weird, Xavier. You know that, yeah? Yet somehow, from you, it feels right."
"I'm glad it does, husband," I emphasised.
JoJo lay beside me and rubbed her hands lovingly over my neck, shoulders and chest, "Close your eyes, baby. Relax and enjoy this. I promise it will be good."
I did as told and immediately felt masculine hands gently stroking up my spread thighs. Moving steadily, Peter ran his hands up my legs, getting closer and closer to my dick. His hands were warm and felt good on my skin, and my erection flared again. Then, encouraged by my enjoyment, Peter cupped my balls and circled my shaft with his other hand.
I expected him to masturbate me to orgasm, but he wasn't done surprising me. First, I felt his warm breath on my glans, followed by his soft lips. Then, with his tongue swirling, Peter hesitatingly allowed more of my length to slide into his mouth. About halfway down, my cock's head hit his gag reflex, and he retched.
"Baby steps, sweetheart," Bella crooned. "Don't try to swallow more than that tonight. Instead, wrap your fingers just before that point, and then you can bob safely, knowing you won't hit your reflex."



I felt Peter nod, and then he bobbed up, letting all but my glans out of his mouth. Then, swirling his tongue over and around it again, Peter slowly lowered back down my shaft. He gained confidence after that and began bobbing faster.
"I'm close, Peter, I warned," and felt his smile.
I expected Peter to let me out of his mouth and finish me by jacking me off. But instead, he let me out of his mouth and asked, "If you cum in my mouth, can you cum again shortly?"
I sniggered, "I'm pretty sure these luscious tarts will have me harder than doing algebra with Roman Numerals in a flash."
"Good," Peter stated before taking me back into his mouth.
Confident now, Peter worked my shaft as he blew me. I wouldn't have said he was at an expert level yet, but he was pretty damned close.
"I'm going to cum, Peter," I gasped.
"Do it!" JoJo and Bella demanded as they frigged themselves hard, about to cum too.
Peter sucked hard, and I lost it. My balls squeezed up against my shaft, and my prostate cramped as semen boiled from my balls and down Peter's throat. Peter almost gagged as my first spurt hit the back of his throat, but he eagerly swallowed the rest.
Letting me pop out of my mouth, Peter moved up to kiss my lips. As we kissed, he parted his lips and slid the last spurt of semen into my surprised mouth. I moved my head back, ending the kiss before swallowing. I opened my mouth to show my cum was gone. Then kissed Peter back. Peter broke our kiss and leaned back, looking contemplative.
"You okay?" I asked concernedly, knowing that horny men often engaged in homosexual activity that they immediately regretted.
Peter's eyes slowly focused on me as Bella proudly stroked his leg. "What? Oh. Yes, Xavier. I'm fine. I feel pretty proud that I can make you cum that hard if the truth is told. But I was thinking that I'd probably still react badly if a man other than you came onto me. Is that weird?"
"Not to me, it isn't. I'm attracted to you and Jacob because I'm in love with you. I love Charlie but feel no attraction to him because I'm not in love with him. Does that make sense?"
"It does and explains how I feel. I love you, Xavier Jo, uh, Peterson. Fuck that's going to be weird for a while." Then he suddenly grinned. "Now, where were we? Oh yes!" Peter indicated his rigidly erect penis. "I'm horny as hell and need to fuck someone!"
"Your wives are willing and waiting," I grinned.
"Ah, uh," Peter grinned. "Sucking you off does not count as consummating our marriage! Now where did I put that lube? Ladies, get our man ready for me!"
"Shuffle down the bed, baby," JoJo ordered. Once I had, she swung her leg over my head and lowered her ragingly hot, extremely wet pussy onto my mouth. My wife knew how much inhaling her delicious odours and tasting her sweet pussy turned me on, so she began my seduction there.
Mum pushed my legs back and tongued the back of my sack, close to my taint. Then she carefully sucked my left ball into her mouth and bathed it with her tongue. A few seconds later, Bella repeated these actions on my right ball. Next, she took hold of my shaft's base and gently masturbated me. Then, feeling me beginning to rise, Bella kissed up my ball sack and shaft before engulfing my glans and running her tongue around them.
"Gawd!" I panted, trying not to become over-excited.
Seeing that I was close to cumming, JoJo turned and moved down until her tits were close to my throbbing shaft. Then, she held her right hand out, and when Peter poured lube on it, she spread it between her luscious breasts. Next, she squeezed her ripe melons together with my shaft between them and moved up and down, massaging my cock with her tits.
"Stop!" I demanded. "Otherwise, I'll cum again!"
Giggling, JoJo and Bella turned to Peter and said, "We think he's ready."
"Have you stretched him?" Peter asked.
"It shouldn't take much," JoJo pointed out. "It's not that long ago I shoved Goliath up him."
Peter lay beside me and, continuing to amaze me, lightly kissed me. Then taking my turgid pole in his hand, he kissed me again and asked, "You ready to consummate our marriage?"
Excited beyond belief, I nodded as I replied, "Yes!"
JoJo and Bella pulled my ankles back, spreading my knees as they did. Peter knelt between my legs, placed his left hand on the bed beside my chess, and rested on it. Then, as my wives lifted my ass high enough, Peter positioned the throbbing head of his cock at my love hole and slowly but firmly pushed into me.
When he felt the resistance of my knot, he hesitated long enough for me to take a deep breath and exhale. As I exhaled, Peter leant forward and pushed harder. I jumped as his cock's head broke through my knot but felt no pain. I moaned as Peter penetrated me, but it was more from the excitement of having Peter fuck me than the sensation of being penetrated.
Realising I wasn't reacting to being penetrated as enthusiastically as I should have, Bella and JoJo lifted my legs slightly higher. With the change of angle, Peter's dick hit my prostate.
"Oh, Gawd," I moaned. "Yes! Right there, oh shit, does that feel good."
At my 'shit' comment, Bella and JoJo had to stifle laughs. I knew a wisecrack about now not being the time to shit would usually have followed, but they managed to keep it to themselves.
Peter pulled slowly out until only his glans remained inside me before slowly sliding back in. The feeling of his cock scraping over my prostate was exquisite, and my need roared. Then, kicking my feet to shake my wives off, I wrapped my ankles around Peter's thighs and used them to pull my man into me.
"Fuck me," I demanded. "Fuck me hard. Make me yours."
Peter hesitated, but when he felt me pulling him in with my legs and humping at him, he sank onto his elbows, kissed me, then began to pound me.
"Do it! JoJo demanded. "Cum in his ass!"
"Yes!" Bella exclaimed.
Having Peter jam his long cock across my prostate swiftly became too much to bear, and I threw my head back, rasped my hips up, and used my legs to hold him deep inside me. My orgasm was on me, and my balls seemed to snap against my shaft and swell as they prepared to shoot sperm out of my throbbing cock.
Grunting like a lowlands gorilla, I sprayed my ejaculate between us as my sphincter clenched in time with my orgasm spurts. My clenching sphincter added more stimulation to Peter's stroking dick, and he pushed as deep into me as he could and blasted semen into my colon.
Feeling my prostate bathed with warm cum forced two more dry spasms from me. Exhausted, I let my legs drop to the bed and opened my eyes. I looked up as Peter gazed down at me, smiling.
"I love you, Xavier," Peter said. "I hope you'll let me make love to you again. But, husband, I'm a giver, not a taker. You give divine head, but I'll never let you fuck me. I hope that's okay?"
Pulling him in for a hug, I kissed his cheek and replied, "Of course it is, husband. Tonight was a completely unexpected delight, and if you never wanted to do it again, I'd understand and be thankful we had this one night."
As his wilting cock dropped from my ass, Peter chuckled and said, "Oh, I'll want to do it again, probably later tonight. Xavier, you're a great fuck, and your enthusiasm to be fucked is intoxicating, so I suspect I'll be fucking you as often as our wives permit.
Holding hands, Bella and JoJo glanced at each other before saying, "Watching you two fuck is the hottest thing ever, husbands. Now stop chattering like a bunch of school girls and fuck us!"
Dawn's early light was poking through the curtains when we finally collapsed into a heap onto our wet-spot-covered bed. Trying to find a dry spot was impossible, so we gave it up and cuddled together, the women in the middle as usual.
Chapter 9: Final Explanations and Epilogue.
Readers, I believe the previous chapter brings us to the end of this story. So I'd like to summarise where Peterson/Rosborough clan are now. But as an incentive to keep reading, at the end, I describe when Jacqui, Alannah, Bella, and I made love for the first time.
The two weeks we spent in the Bahamas with Madison were the best time of our lives. We came home with all-over tans, sore genitals, and huge smiles on our faces.
Bella got her IUD removed when we returned. She fell pregnant almost immediately, but at the twelve-week mark, she lost the baby. That loss affected us all greatly, and after a lengthy discussion, Bella decided to have another IUD inserted and gave up on having another baby. She's mostly okay with losing the baby and giving up on having another, but JoJo, Peter, Madison, and I ensure she is never left alone to brood. Recently, we've seen signs that joy has returned to her life.
We still enjoy swapping partners back and forth with the Rosboroughs, and we all make, love, casually screw, and fuck together at every opportunity. The only exception is Karen and Charlie. Karen keeps Charlie on a short leash, but he seems ecstatic, so there is no problem.
However, recently, Karen offered Charlie to JoJo in return for doing a session with me as her submissive. Naturally, I'm keen to experience Karen's charms, but JoJo insists that Karen includes Bella in her offer, so nothing has happened yet. Nevertheless, JoJo is confident that Karen desires me so badly that she will capitulate and agree Bella can have Charlie too.
Currently, we have two building projects happening at the compound. Jacob and Alannah, and Charlie and Karen are having houses built. Charlie grinned as he explained that every room in their home would be around two cubic inches bigger than JoJo, Bella, Peter's, and mine. The overall difference in size will be small but noticeable. Everyone except Karen thought it was hilarious, but we didn't rub her face in it. Relations between Bella and Karen remain frosty. Bella thinks it's funny, as she likes the woman and treats her with respect. But Karen hasn't gotten over Bella besting her and seems to carry a grudge.
Karen, Charlie, Jacob and Alannah live with Roxy and Alan while waiting for their house to be built, but Alannah still prefers the bedroom she shared with her father when they first arrived. Alan shares Roxy's bed and has asked her to marry him.
Excited, Roxy took Alan and Alannah to meet her parents. Richie spoke sternly to Alan for a long time, concerning Roxy significantly. But she remained positive because her mother kept grinning and giving her the thumbs up. When Alan excused himself to take a bathroom break, Richie pulled his daughter into his lap, kissed her, and said, "About time you found yourself a real man, bunny. You hold onto that man with all you have and have him beat your plump bottom if you misbehave."
Delighted, Roxy promised she would and reluctantly climbed from her father's lap. Richie pulled her back down and thoroughly groped and kissed her until Roxy was about to drop her knickers and beg him to fuck her. Her mother thought it was massively entertaining and covered her mouth to prevent Alan from hearing her laughter.
Roxy dazedly got to her feet and tried to stagger to the couch, but Evelyn, Roxy's mother, pulled her into her armchair and repeated what Richie did. It was too much for Roxy, and she orgasmed on her mother's fingers. Alan returned to find Roxy sagging on the couch.
"You okay, baby?" He asked.
"More than okay," Roxy grinned as she bounced to her feet, took Alan's hand and pulled him from the room. On their way out, Roxy growled, "Get me home, lover. I'm going to fuck you to within an inch of your life!"
Alan didn't understand why, but he was happy to oblige.
Alannah wants her father and Roxy to join Jacob and her in a four-way marriage similar to mine, but Alan is unwilling. He, Roxy, Jacob and Alannah fuck together regularly, and Alannah often sleeps on her father's broad chest. If Alan hardens during the night, Alannah guides him inside her before sighing happily and wriggling on his big cock.
Alannah encouraged Jacob to become Jacqui and try to seduce her father. Alan instantly accepted Jacqui but showed no interest in playing with her. Alannah is convinced her father will eventually succumb to Jacqui's advances. The rest of us believe that Alan is 100% hetero and will never have sex with someone born biologically male.
It took time, but Peter and I eventually convinced Alan to join our LLC. We provided the seed money for him, but he now has a sizeable investment portfolio and no longer feels he's freeloading off Roxy. Alan was a shrewd investor, often finding opportunities even Jacob missed.
Madison has fitted seamlessly into our lives and is now the glue that holds our family together. Of course, there will always be conflict among four strong-willed people, but none of us ever seem unhappy with Madison, so she smooths the rough bumps we sometimes bounce over. Madison loves sex and will willingly fuck anyone that wants to.
Her favourite activity is to be four-way fucked. That's where JoJo and Bella lie on the bed face up, wearing twin strap-ons. Then one lifts their spread thighs over the others and presses their bottom against them. Next, Peter or I hold the strap-ons together as Madison lowers her cunt onto them. Then, once she is seated with the dildos buried in her pussy, one of us bends her forwards and takes her ass as the other fucks her mouth.
Bella and JoJo wanted to try, but JoJo decided to wait until after she had our baby and hasn't done it yet. Bella thinks her pussy is too small to accept both dildos. I've pointed out that I came out of there, and I was much bigger than the combined strap-ons, but Mum still dithers.
Finally, me: I sold Xavier Recording and Film Studios to Peter Peterson Publishing. Peter appointed Antoinette as CEO and Jacob as CFO of our combined businesses. Peter is still President of Peter Peterson Publishing but rarely involves himself in the day-to-day running of his company.
I contacted the Psychology Board of Australia (PsyBA) to discover what I needed to do to register as a psychologist. I found that my qualifications were more than sufficient, but because I haven't practised, I need to spend two years working under a licenced psychologist before I become one myself.
Contacting The Gold Coast Sexual Health Clinic, I arranged to work under their resident psychologist. Maria (the resident psychologist) and the clinic appreciated my offer to work with them and were incredibly grateful because I only requested a nominal fee to cover my travel expenses. Of course, I'd have done it for nothing, but doing that can engender contempt.
JoJo had our baby on April 3rd, 2023, a bouncing baby girl weighing 8 lbs (3.6 kg). JoJo has much more milk than the baby needs, so her boobs are often full and tender. Peter and I love this and regularly suckle JoJo's large breasts, draining off her milk. Watching Peter and I suckle turns JoJo and Bella on, leading to fantastic sexual interludes.

The End.

Epilogue: I promised to describe our first lovemaking session with Alannah, so here goes ...
On a Friday, around five weeks after we returned from our honeymoon, I spent the day finishing Alan and Alannah's movie. I hadn't released any shorts yet but had created some trailers. The longest trailer featured the scene where Alannah held the blood-stained towel up and crowed, "Proof I was a virgin when my Daddy made love to me. Mr Johns, you owe us a motza of money!" It has already received 150,000 views, and presales for the movie are sitting at around the $100,000 mark.
The movie will be a hit. That is already certain. I showed Alan the presales figure, and he reluctantly agreed to allow me to pay him and Alannah an advance.
Madison was naked and asleep on my couch when I finished editing the movie. The last thing I did before wrapping the quilt around her and carrying her to the car was to email the completed film to Peter Peterson Publishing's lead editor. I'd learned that my eye often saw what I wanted to be there, not what was. Therefore, every film I make is re-edited by another editor to ensure any inconsistencies in the timeline or scene transitions are fixed before the movie's final release.
Madison is my constant companion in my editing suite, and I spent much of my time playing with her instead of editing the film. However, my overall production has increased because I'm taking regular breaks, I'm not redoing the same thing repeatedly because I know it's not right but can't make it look like I want it to.
Madison woke as soon as I covered her, of course. But she likes me to carry her, so she pretended to nap as I carried her down to my car. Madison opened her eyes and happily smiled as I buckled her in. As I drove home, Madison adjusted the quilt so she could flash passing truck drivers and other motorists in vehicles high enough to see into the cockpit. We got stopped on the way back, but all the cop grinningly did was a 'safety check', ensuring Madison was with me voluntarily but making it clear that he just wanted to ogle.
When I parked the car beside the house, JoJo and Peter walked out, hand in hand, heading for Roxy's place. JoJo held her hand out and said, "Come with us, little one. Your Master has duties tonight."
Mystified, I opened my mouth to ask what was going on, but Peter caught my eye and shook his head. Then he grinned and mouthed, "Lucky bastard."
Shrugging, I opened the front door and walked through the foyer and into the lounge. My mother sat on the couch with Alannah in her lap. Jacqui leant against her left side, head on Bella's shoulder and holding her hand.
"Welcome home, son and husband," Mum smiled.
I walked to her, kissed her upturned mouth, casually groped her firm, half-grapefruit-sized tits and replied, "Nice to be home, Mother. Now, what's going on?"
A little exasperated, Mum answered, "You're not that dense, Xavier."
Alannah giggled on Mum's lap and said, "No, cousin, you are not!"
Leaning over to plant a soft kiss on Alannah's sexy lips, I grinned and said, "Yeah, I guess I'm not."
Holding my hands out to my best friend, I pulled her up for a long, passionate kiss. Then turning her to face her wife and Mum, I wrapped my left arm around her shoulders, moved her long honey-blonde hair off her left shoulder, looked at the two women and began to kiss and nibble along Jacqui's neck and shoulders.
"Hmm," Jacqui sighed.
As Mum and Alannah watched, I unbuttoned the top two buttons on Jacqui's dress and slid my hand inside. Next, I slid my fingers inside her bra, under her 'chicken fillet', and onto her nipple. Then, feeling Jacqui's nipple harden under my fingers, I ground my swiftly inflating tool against her muscular bottom.
"So damn sexy," Alannah moaned as Mum pulled Alannah's T-shirt out from her short skirt, slipped her hand under it, and onto Alannah's braless, firm, young tits.
"What I'm doing to your wife, or what my wife is doing to you?" I teasingly asked.
"Yes!" Alannah exclaimed, grinning.
Opening two buttons near Jacqui's groin, I slid my hand and exaggeratedly made a show of running my hand where Jacqui's thick 7-inch cock should have been if it wasn't taped along her perineum. Madison bit her bottom lips and moaned as Mum grinned at me over Alannah's shoulder.
Then Mum stretched her hand out to grab the hem of Alannah's skirt and slowly pulled it up, revealing more of Alannah's lightly tanned thighs. Holding Madison's gaze, I moved my left hand from Jacqui's shoulder, grabbed the hem of Jacqui's dress, and began pulling it up in time with Alannah's.
I wasn't paying much attention to what I was doing as my eyes fixed on Alannah's slowly revealed inner thighs. Alannah seemed unaware of Mum's stroking fingers as her eyes glued to Jacqui's slowly rising dress. As Bella revealed her finger sliding along Alannah's naked slit, I simultaneously revealed my hand inside Jacqui's thong. Then, with twin moans, Alannah and I closed our eyes as we luxuriated in the passions the sights exposed gave us.



Suddenly, Alannah's eyes flew open, and she grabbed Bella's hand and pressed two of Bella's fingers into her cunt, "Cumming!" Alannah groaned before shuddering through an intense orgasm.
"Shall we take this to a bed?" I asked.
"The one I slept in the first night!" Alannah excitedly said. Standing, she pulled my mother to her feet, kissed Mum's sweet lips, and said, "Come on, Aunty Bella, I want you naked, between my thighs, leaning against me as I lean against the headboard, watching my wife with your husband."
Mum, who never ran anywhere because she used all top models' slow, languid walk, was so caught up in Alannah's youthful exuberance that she took Alannah's hand and ran, with her, giggling.
I looked at Jacqui and grinned, "Children, huh?"
"That woman is damned near insatiable," Jacqui drawled. Then he grinned, "Not that I'm complaining, mind!"
Laughing, I said, "Perhaps we should embrace their youthful enthusiasm and run after them?"
"I think we should, Xav," Jacqui grinned back. "Think you can carry me there and throw me on the bed?"
I shook my head, "Not from here. But I'll carry you from the top of the stairs."
Not wanting to arrive too much after our wives, Jacqui and I ran up the stairs. Reaching the top, I picked Jacqui up and ran down the hall. Then, kicking the unlatched door open, I ran across and threw Jacqui beside the reclined Alannah and Bella, causing both women's breasts to bounce delightfully.
I glanced across at Alannah. As predicted, she had Mum naked between her legs and leaning against her. Alannah had cupped Mum's left bosom, and she rhythmically squeezed as she rolled Mum's nipple between her forefinger and thumb. As Mum liked, Alannah squeezed Mum's nipple to the point of pain as she rolled it. Alannah's right hand was between my mother's legs, with her fingers stroking along Mum's folds, spreading Mum's flushed pussy lips apart.
Mum lay unmoving, with her eyes closed and a small satisfied smile on her pretty face. Then Alannah's questing hands found Mum's pleasure button, and Alannah firmly pressed her thumb against it as she pressed two fingers into Mum's sopping pussy.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhh," Mum exhaled as a petite orgasm flowed over her.
Taking her hand off Mum's pussy, Alannah cupped both hands to Mum's breasts, strumming her thumbs over Mum's thick nipples as she kissed and tongued my mother's neck, pausing to blow softly into Mum's ear. Unconsciously, Bella's hips began to raise as if to meet her lover's thrusts, and Mum's eyes opened then sank shut as she luxuriated in her niece's ministrations.
"Impressive," I teased, mimicking Alannah's comment from when JoJo fucked me with Goliath. "But I think I can improve on it."
"Go for it," Alannah responded.
Grinning at her, I quickly undid the remaining buttons on Jacqui's dress and stripped it off her lean frame. Next, I removed her bra and tossed the 'chicken fillets' with it on top of the dress. Then I removed Jacqui's thong, revealing her carefully taped groin. Jacqui had pushed her balls back into their canals and taped them before stretching her shaft along her perineum and taping it, leaving only the tip of her cock's head exposed.
Finding an edge, I picked it far enough back to grasp it, then gently pulled it away from Jacqui's skin. Of course, having surgical tape pulled off your skin is never pleasant, but Jacqui took it stoically.
"You should have worn your gaff, silly," I muttered to her.
"I wanted Alannah to have the full experience, Xav," Jacqui answered quietly. "I've worn the gaff when we've been with her father because he didn't want to see what was under the dress."
"Well, I do!" I grinned as Jacqui's dick finally popped free and began to swell.
"Faaaarrk!" Jacqui groaned. "Trying to achieve an erection when your cock is taped down is an even worse idea than doing it a gaff."
Looking along my friend's lean body, I locked eyes with Alannah and wrapped my hand around the base of Jacqui's dick. Then, after cupping her balls, I sucked Jacqui's cock into my mouth, relaxed my throat, and pushed down until my lips hit Jacqui's shaved abdomen, holding Alannah's gaze the whole time.
"Oh my," Alannah moaned, lust evident as she pushed her pussy against Mum's back.
Alannah's widened eyes hadn't left mine, so I slowly pulled back, releasing Jacqui's dick before reversing and pushing down to the base again. Next, I moved my right hand to Jacqui's sack and wrapped it around her shaft. Now, as I bobbed, my hand followed my lips. So, squeezing firmly on the down stroke, I relaxed my grip on the up but added a slight twist.
After about every third or fourth bob, I lashed Jacqui's glans, especially her frenulum, with my tongue as I ran my hand swiftly up and down her shaft. In less than five minutes, Jacqui groaned and held my head tightly. Then, lifting her hips, trying to push as much of her cock into me as she could, Jacqui exploded semen into my mouth. I swallowed the first two spurts but held the rest in my mouth. When Jacqui collapsed back onto the bed, I knee-walked across to Mum, tilted her head back and touched my lips to hers.
"No!" Alannah exclaimed as Mum's mouth opened. "You wouldn't!"
But I would! Moving my lips far enough away from Mum's mouth so that Alannah could see, I parted my lips and let Jacqui's cum drip into Mum's mouth.
"OMG, that is so fucking sexy," Alannah groaned, about to cum.
Mum swirled Jacqui's cum around her mouth before turning her head to Alannah and pulling her in for a kiss. Then, as Mum's lips locked with her niece's, Mum pushed Jacqui's ejaculate into Alannah's mouth. Alannah orgasmed as soon as the semen slid into her mouth, her mind blown away by the sheer eroticism of the three acts, me swallowing Jacqui's cum, sharing it with Mum, and Mum giving it to her.
As Alannah's orgasm tapered off, her shuddering slowly eased, and her eyes opened to meet mine. She grinned, then said, "You were right! You did improve on it! I've never orgasmed without being touched before!"
"The wet spot on my bum, notwithstanding," Bella teased.
Blushing, Alannah giggled, "Oops. I was grinding against your ass, wasn't I?"
Mum kissed Alannah's soft lips and replied, "Yes, you were, baby. It felt terrific!"
"This is your show, Alannah," I gently said. "What's next?"
Alannah pouted, "Everyone has had an orgasm except you, Cousin Xavier, but you seem in control, so I'm not too concerned. I'd like us to satiate Aunty Bella, and then I want to be doubly penetrated, if that's okay?" Alannah said the last shyly, not meeting my gaze.
No one answered, so I asked, "How do you want to do that?"
Of course, I'd only answered one-half of a double question, and Alannah couldn't let that pass, so she grinned and said, "Well, typically, Mr Xavier, one male puts his penis in the female's pussy as the ..."
"Yeah, smartass," I mock growled. "Keep that up, and I'll take your ass dry."
Alannah poked her tongue out at me, giggled, and said, "I want to fuck her with a strap-on, Xavier. I've never done that, and I think it'd be neat, maybe even powerful."
"I'm right here," Mum grumbled, but she was smiling.
Alannah shifted from behind Bella, then knelt before her, "May I make love to you using a strap-on, Aunty, please?"
"Of course, my dear," Mum gushed. "Xavier, I have my harness with 'Little Xavier' already attached in the top drawer on the left. Can you get it, please?"
"Little Xavier?" Alannah asked.
Mum grinned before responding, "You'll see."
When Bella held the strap-on up for Alannah to see, Alannah looked at my throbbingly erect cock, blushed and said, "Oh, I see." Then she suddenly added, words tumbling over each other, "That's so cool! Does JoJo have one? Do you, umm, use them on each other? How does it feel? Is it the same?"
Laughing, Mum hugged Alannah and answered, "Let me think. Yes, my wife has one the same as this. Yes, we've spent many hours fucking each other with them. It feels good! No, it's not the same. A cock is alive, so it's warm, and it throbs and moves inside you. A strap-on is only vulcanised rubber, so it's cold when it enters you and only moves if you make it."
"Will you wear one and make love to me with it?" Alannah pleaded.
"Now?" Bella asked.
"Oh, umm, no. But soon, please?"
"Just a little excitable, isn't she?" I whispered to Jacqui, grinning.
Jacqui laughed, then called, "Baby, am I allowed to tell Bella and Xavier what you told me about being horny?"
"What?" Alannah grinned. "That ever since I hit puberty, I've just about rubbed myself raw every damned day fantasising about being screwed by my father or having my dream lover (Jacob) make love to me? I even did it when I had my period!"
"Yeah, that." Jacqui chuckled.
"I have a massive sex drive, Xavier," Alannah explained. "I'm multi-orgasmic and cream like crazy. I don't squirt, but I wish I could. So therefore, I'm ecstatic to have joined your family because I know I can get lots of sex here without fearing my man's jealousy. I'm already fantasising about submitting to Karen, if she ever stops pretending to be a bitch, and Madison says she'll let me Domme her, but she wants to clear it with you guys first.
"Peter has me almost as hot as Daddy has me, and I just have to get a chance to try that huge plug-headed thing Charlie has!"
"So, yeah. She's just a little excitable," Jacqui kidded.
Whilst Alannah talked, Mum helped her into the strap-on and buckled it into place. Then, satisfied the dildo was correctly seated, i.e. the double end was inside Alannah and against her G-spot, Bella lay back, spread her toned thighs and said, "I'm ready, darling girl."
"I've never used one before, Aunty Bella," Alannah nervously muttered. "What do I do?"
Taking pity on her, I said, "Ignore what my mother said and make love to her. Move between her thighs, kiss her pretty lips, then kiss down to her breasts and tease them, just like Jacob and Alan do for you. Wait ... you've made love to Roxy, haven't you?"
Embarrassed tears forming in her eyes, Alannah shook her head and replied, "No. I wanted Bella to be my first. Roxy, umm, Xavier, what do you call her?"
I called my mother-in-law all kinds of things, mostly endearments, except when I was teasing her, but I knew the word Alannah meant "Mumsie," I replied. "It's so Mum and Mumsie aren't confused about who I'm talking to or about."
Nodding, Alannah smiled and said, "Mumsie, I like that! Mumsie wants to make love with me, Xavier, and I want her to, but I want Aunty Bella to be my first. I hope that's okay?"
With tears flowing down her face, Bella swung her legs to the floor and pulled the teenager into her lap, "You darling, darling girl. I'd love to be the first woman you make love with. Your Aunty Bella will show you how and make it the best time of your life, okay?"
"Mumsie has, umm, licked me when I was riding Daddy or Jacob, Aunty," Alannah admitted, and I've groped her tits and let her play with mine, but that's as far as we've gone. I want to learn how to please you. Will you show me?"
Mum refrained from pointing out that she just said she would because she knew the poor girl was nervous, "Of course, I will, my love. Now, why don't you start by giving me a kiss? Hmm, that's nice. Add a little tongue."
Alannah complied.
"Oh my, you're a good kisser, Alannah! Take my breast in your hand. Yes! That feels good. Will you kiss it for me? Oh yes, that's it. Now pinch my other nipple. Good, a little harder, baby. I like a little pain, Ungh! Gawd, that's good. Now, honey, dominate me, okay? Push me on my back and own me."
Alannah stood, pushed her aunty onto her back on the bed then lay between her thighs.
"Yes, honey, that's it. Make me feel by your actions, that I'm yours and that you will make me feel good. Yes, Alannah, that's good. Your kisses are more insistent, demanding that I respond. That's good! Use your fingers to take possession of my pussy. Stroke and finger me, demand my body responds to you. Put your thumb on my button and firmly press it as you wriggle it about. That's it. Be more forceful and insist I react to your kisses and fingers. Oh, Lawd, baby! That's it! Oh shit! I'm going to cum!"
Bella stiffened and groaned as a sizeable orgasm shuddered through her. Bella clung to her niece's neck as her orgasm caused her to tremble and shake.
Then, as she came down, Bella said, "It's time to fuck me, Alannah. Push your upper body off mine with your left arm, then take the shaft of the 'cock' in your hand and place its head at my entrance. Yes, baby, right there. Now push it into me and take your hand away when you're sure your 'cock' is in me.
"Yes! You're in me! You feel good, my love. Keep pushing, honey. I can take it all. That's it! Grind your pubic bone against my clit. Almost, my dear. Move your hips in small circles so your pelvis rubs my button. Oh, fuck! That is so good!
"Put your hands under my armpits and grab my shoulders. Good! Now sway your hips back so the 'cock' pulls out of me. Oh, yes! Pull down on my shoulders and shove it back into me. Yes, like that! Do it again. Yes! Harder! Ungh! Faster and harder!"
Jacob and I knew Mum was about to explode even if Alannah didn't!
Intuiting what her aunty wanted, Alannah pulled all but the tip of the strap-on's cock out of her lover, then drove into her as hard as she could slam her hips forward. To Alannah's delight, Bella threw her head back, arched her back off the bed, thrust her hips at the thrusting cock, and screamed. "Fuck, yes! I'm cumming!"
Now almost violently fucking her aunt, Alannah lost focus on pleasing her relative and felt the double end of her strap-on rubbing deliciously across her G-spot. Surprised by the exquisite sensation, Alannah barely had enough time to think, 'Gawddamn, does that feel good!' before she joined her aunt's climax.
Satiated, Alannah sagged onto the only semi-conscious Bella and napped. She awoke a few minutes later, still buried in her aunt's pussy, to find that Bella had wrapped her legs around her waist and was slowly pushing and pulling her hips up and back, fucking herself on her cock.
Pleased by successfully making her aunt cum, Alannah lifted her upper body off Bella and began meeting Bella's thrusts with hers. Then she grinned at her aunt and said, "Don't you ever get enough, Aunty Slut?"
"Not yet," Bella panted. "Now shut up and fuck me!"
Revelling in her new-found skills, Alannah began to slide her arms under her aunt's armpits again. But Bella shook her head, "Lover, lean back and place both hands on my tits, then squeeze them hard as you pound me. No finesse this time, just pure, raw, animal fucking. I'm your bitch. Make me cum!"
Alannah knew what her aunt wanted because she felt that way with her father. She desired that Jacob made love to her and loved every second he did. But she wanted her father to fuck her. She and Jacob were equals, sharing their love and desires. But she was submissive to her father and needed him to do what Bella demanded of her. That is—Fuck her, not make love to her.
Pleased that she had intuited what her aunty needed, Alannah grabbed a double handful of Bella's gorgeous 38C tits and squeezed them hard as she strummed Bella's nipples, pulled her hips back and fucked her aunty.
Bella lurched into orgasm only a scant few seconds later, denying Alannah her release, little knowing that was Bella's intention. Instead, Bella wanted Alannah horny and wanting what would happen next. Then, collapsing onto the bed, Bella pretended to pass out so she could watch her son and lover fuck the gorgeous teenager she had just finished making love with.
Alannah staggered to her feet and unbuckled the harness. Then looking at her husband, she almost begged, "Jacqui, I need ..."
"Shh," Jacqui responded. "I know, my love. Who do you want, and where?"
"I want to face Xavier and ride him as you take my ass, my love. Then, after I've orgasmed the first time, I want to turn so I can take Xavier in my ass as you fuck my cunt."
Jacqui nodded her agreement and began to shift to where Alannah wanted. But Alannah bit her bottom lip and added, "Baby?"
"Yes, my love?"
"After I've cum, can you wash your makeup off and be Jacob?"
"I can do that now if you wish?"
"Yes, please."
Given that Jacqui was naked, there wasn't much change. Jacob didn't need to do much to feminise his appearance as he was already quite androgynous. Strangely, I'm even more androgynous than my friend, but I've never felt the need to take a feminine persona.
It was likely that I liked cock more than my friend, but the only man I wanted to dominate me was my husband, Peter. And that was situational because Peter would never submit to anyone. He loved me and willingly made love to me. But he would never desire to be penetrated by anyone and would never consent to be tied to the bed and fucked as JoJo had done to me.
A sudden thought exploded in my mind—'Hang on! Before JoJo fucked me with Goliath, I never enjoyed being fucked in my ass. It isn't unpleasant. It just doesn't do anything much for me. What changed?' That thought I swiftly put aside because Jacob returned and settled onto his back.
"Alannah?" I asked. "Have you and Jacob ...?"
Alannah giggled, "Had anal sex?" She finished for me. "Yes! It's not as good as vaginal, but I still cum hard from doing it!"
"Will I need to stretch you first?"
Alannah blushed, "Umm, Jacob and I have been, umm, 'practising' for this night. Jacob puts a plug in my butt that's bigger than him, then makes love to me. OMG, Cousin Xavier, when he taps on that plug as he fucks me, I explode all over the place!"
Chuckling over Alannah's continual use of 'cousin' and 'aunty', I teased," "This whole having incestuous sex with your relatives' thing gets your motor running, doesn't it, Cousin Alannah?"
"It makes me so wet and wild I can barely stand it, Cousin Xavier." Alannah laughed, then added. "Dad will marry Roxy soon, and then I'll be fucking my stepmother! That will be so hot!"
"You're fucking her now, aren't you?" I asked.
"No, well, we're having sex, but currently, she's Dad's girlfriend. Naughty, but okay for someone bisexual to do. But when they're married, it will be like I'm fucking my mother!"
"Your dad's okay with how you are?"
Alannah giggled delightedly, "Now that he's gotten over his prudishness, well, let me say that, he enthusiastically fucks his daughter! Roxy keeps asking Dad to invite you all to play with us in the communal baths or playroom, but he says he won't do it until after he and Roxy are married."
Alannah stopped talking, looked around, grinned, and added, "Now, what's the damned delay? My fuck holes seem to be empty of cock!"
"I'm lying right here, holding my stiff cock, with my balls aching with need while you chatter, woman," Jacob griped. "And you ask me why your fuck holes remain empty? Giddy up and ride, lover!"
"No," Alannah denied. "Xavier, on your back, please. Jacob, take my ass."
As soon as I lay down, Mum moved until her toes were under my shoulders. I tipped my head back to see what she was doing and saw her dripping cunt mere inches from my head. A sudden buzzing explained what she was about to do, and her thighs parted as her vibrator stroked over her clitoris, along her slit, and into her pussy.
Mum grinned at me, then nodded towards Alannah, "You're looking in the wrong direction, my son. You don't want to miss this!"
I sure as hell didn't! I looked down in time to see Alannah swing her knee over my hips, take my throbbing member in her hand and lower herself onto it. She was so wet some of her juices dripped onto me as she positioned herself, and the heat emanating from her pussy was incredible. But that paled to nothing as she slid onto my cock. OMG! Alannah has the tightest, silkiest pussy I've ever been fortunate to be inside of! Bella and JoJo are both very tight, but Alannah is tighter still!



"Oh, my Lawd!" I exclaimed.
"Yeah, that," Jacob drawled, grinning.
Alannah was already extremely tight around my dick, but then she pulled back, squeezed her pussy muscles tight and slid back down. 'Fuck me!' I thought. 'If she were any tighter, she'd rip the skin off my cock as she slid down!'
Alannah rode me for a few minutes before Jacob pushed her forward onto my body. The feel of Alannah's nubile body pressing against mine was exquisite, so I slid my hands between my body and hers and found her tiny nipples. The sharp contrast between the thick nipples of my two wives and her excited me further, and I had to exhale slowly until my desire to cum eased.
Alannah propped on her hands, her upper body arched up, smiling down at me as she waited for Jacob to enter her ass. Knowing what I wanted, she lowered her lips to mine, and we exchanged a long, soft French kiss. As Alannah and I kissed, Jacob spread his knees around my upper thighs, forcing Alannah to spread hers wider. Now in position, he separated his wife's ass cheeks and pressed his thick cock to her rear fuck hole, then slowly pushed it into her, not stopping until his pelvis hit her ass.
Alannah's head sank until it rested against my collarbone, and she sighed expansively, "So good," Alannah dreamily moaned as she undulated her hips down on me and up at Jacob. "It feels so good, and I feel so full, but I wish I had a cock in my mouth to suck."
Panting with desire, Mum asked, "Will a pussy do?"
"Gawd, yes!" Alannah gasped, starting to climb towards her climax.
Mum pressed her shoulders hack against the headboard as she pushed down and back with her thighs, lifting her pussy above my head. Alannah lifted her head, and Mum pushed her pussy against Alannah's mouth.
Alannah rose from her aunt's soaking pussy long enough to demand, "Fuck me, boys!"
Wanting Bella to orgasm first because we knew if we pounded Alannah between us, her head would bounce so much that licking Mum would be impossible, Jacob and I began gently stroking into Alannah. Luckily, Mum was so turned on that it only took a few quick swipes and licks from Alannah to launch her orgasm, and moaning and groaning, Bella creamed over her niece's chin before collapsing onto the bed.
Now the entrée had been devoured, Jacob and I moved to the main course. We'd double-penetrated our women many times, so we built a slow, pounding rhythm with practised ease, relentlessly driving Jacob's new wife to sexual excitement heights beyond what she had reached before.
Deep down in her chest, Alannah began to wail. Barely able to suck enough breath to feed her wail, Alannah began thrashing between us. Completely overcome with lust and desire, Alannah lost touch with the world as her mind focussed on the incredible sensations in her ass and cunt. Then, with her eyes glazed and unseeing, Alannah sucked a final breath, opened her mouth wide, shrieked her orgasm to the sky, and fainted.
When her bouncing stopped, Jacob and I held still and waited for Alannah to regain consciousness. When she began to stir, we resumed our thrusting, quickly lifting her to climax again. Then, with another wail, Alannah came again before collapsing and not moving.
Sometime later, Alannah sighed and opened her eyes. Then looking down at me, she said, "Finish me. Fuck me out of my mind and fill my holes with cum. I want to be unable to walk tomorrow!"
I met Jacob's eyes and nodded, so he rolled Alannah over, holding her tightly to him so he remained inside her. Next, closing his legs, he pressed on Alannah's inner thighs, forcing her to spread them over his. Then, diddling her clit, causing his wife to moan, he waited for me to spear back into her wet depths.
As soon as I penetrated Alannah, Jacob and I resumed our rhythm before swiftly increasing it until we both pounded into her. Even faster than the previous orgasm, Alannah crested again, shuddering as multiple spasms rocked her slender body. This time, instead of dampening our arousal, Jacob and I crested with her, and as Alannah jerked through her orgasm, we simultaneously filled her love holes with cum.
Sweaty and exhausted, I rolled off Alannah onto my back, trying to regain my breath. Alannah lay on Jacob until his dick wilted and fell out of her, and then she rolled to snuggle into her husband. Alannah exchanged a soft kiss with Jacob, then rolled and pressed her firm young body along my side.
Alannah stroked my face and kissed my lips before lovingly saying, "Thank you, Xavier. That was beyond fantastic! I hope your wives will let me share with you some more."
"As long as you're happy to share yourself and Jacob with them, honey," I told her. "They're more than happy to share themselves and me with you."
Suddenly enthusiastic, Alannah bounced to her knees, looking swiftly around, "Aunty Bella!" She shouted. "Where are you?"
Mum returned to the room, "Getting washcloths and towels, silly," she answered, handing out the cloths and towels. "We're all just a little messy, and this bed is soaked!"
Alannah leapt off the bed, not bothering with a cloth or towel, and took my mother's hand in hers, "Come on, Aunty Bella, let's shower together," she enthusiastically suggested. "I'll wash your glorious boobs and pussy clean, then see if I can't use my tongue to make them messy again!"
Giggling like schoolgirls, Bella and Alannah ran out of the room.
I looked at my friend with a raised eyebrow.
Jacob shrugged, smiled and said, "I told ya. Almost insatiable."

Done.
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Chapter 1.
It's strange how friendships form, isn't it, reader? Often, when your children are young, their friends' parents become your friends. Still others form from work relationships, some from sports or club affiliations, and even from groups like Rotary or The Lions.
Some just are.
Jim Monie and I became friends because our wives worked together, and they were friends. My and Jim's wives were nurses at a now defunct hospital on Brisbane's east side. They're both Sagittarians, and that somehow made them bond. I have no idea why. My wife, bless her big heart, is the kindest, most generous, most spiritually beautiful person I've ever known.
Whereas Jim's wife, Ellen, is a bitch. A stone cold, raving lunatic bitch. How he stayed married to her until he, with my help, sorted her out is beyond my ken. She's pretty, though, so maybe that was the reason.
When our wives worked together, Jim had taken time off to complete a teaching degree, and I drove cabs. Because we needed the money, I worked the more lucrative Wednesday to Sunday night shift. This meant that my wife and I required someone to babysit our two boys on the weekends when Vanessa (my wife) had a shift. Jim offered to babysit for us because, with only one income, they needed the extra money we paid for babysitting duties.
Jim and Ellen have four kids. When I met them, their ages were Larry, 9. Tanya, 7. Isla, 6. And Jason, 4. Even back then, the girls were both very pretty. They both had startling blue eyes, blonde hair, and beautiful, upturned noses over pouting, cupid bow lips. Even at less than ten years of age, it was clear they'd be heartbreakers when they reached their majority.
But think about it, all by his lonesome, Jim babysat six children under ten: his four and our two, Gary, 8, and Aaron, 5. The man is a saint! Although he did say that none of the kids caused any real problems. They were all polite and respectful, and the occasional spats quickly ended.
The Monies and we Shephards became close friends, often hanging out and taking holidays together when we could. Watching our six children play, I wondered if my boys would pair with Jim's girls. Gary and Tanya seemed to spend more time playing together than with any of the others, and Aaron and Isla were the same.
I seemed popular with the two Monie girls, but I guessed it was because they were both 'daddy's girls' and saw me as kind of a co, or brother, daddy. Isla, especially, would immediately climb onto my lap and plant a big, sloppy kiss on my cheek as soon as I sat down at her parent's house. "Hello, Daddy Liam," she'd say before snuggling onto my lap, confirming my thoughts that she saw me as a kind of co-daddy.
If I didn't move her, Isla would stay on my lap until we went home. She only ran off to play with the other kids if I lifted her off and sat her on the sofa beside me.
We were tight with Monies for four years, but when Jim completed his degree, he took a teaching job in Rockhampton. The distance, plus family and time commitments, meant we hardly saw each other until Larry's eighteenth birthday.
Eighteen is a significant milestone here in Australia. On your eighteenth birthday, you get the right to vote, drink in licenced venues, join the armed forces, go to war, and die for your country.
Fortunately, Australia has never been stupid enough to instigate a war with another country. Unfortunately, we have blindly followed our Colonial Masters and Yankee Cousins into every conflict since our federation.
Vanessa, me, and the boys drove from Brisbane to Rockhampton to attend Larry's party. Being relatively young, seventeen and fourteen, the trip griped at them. To try and alleviate our boy's frustration, we allowed them to play whatever music they wanted. So, for the nearly seven-hour journey, Vanessa and I were subjected to an endless cycle of The Spice Girl's 'I wanna, (ha) I wanna, (ha) I wanna, (ha) I wanna, (ha) I wanna really, really, really wanna zigazig ah' followed by Miley's dad singing 'Achy Breaky Heart'.
By the time we got to Rockhampton. I would have cheerfully strangled every Spice Girl and Billy Ray!
After unpacking the car into the two rooms Jim and Ellen had prepared for us, I noticed that Ellen was in one of her 'moods'. So, once my boys had settled into their typical relationship with the Monie kids, I cornered Jim and asked if there was a pub or club we could walk to.
Jim revealed that the Rockhampton Leagues Club was within easy walking distance, so we slipped away from our wives' gaze and walked there. Buying some beers, I found an empty table. Then, sipping my beer, I asked, "What the fuck is going on, brother? You're miserable. Your kids are miserable. And fuck me, we've only been here an hour, and we're miserable, too!"
Grimacing, Jim explained, "Ellen hates you, Liam. When I'm with you, I'm different. More confident and aggressive, I suppose. When you and I are together, I won't let her push me around as I usually do.
"Then stop being a fucking pussy and push back when she's being a bitch," I growled.
His eyes filling with tears, Jim muttered, "If only it were that easy, Liam. She becomes unhinged if I push back at her increasingly ridiculous demands. She starts yelling and screaming, chucking things at me, and threatening to take the kids away from me."
"It might be better for you all if you let her, brother," I softly replied.
But before I'd even completed that thought, Jim was vehemently shaking his head.
"No, Liam, I can't," he stated firmly. "The kids have all, every one of them, begged me to stay. They fear being in the house without me being there to protect them."
"So stay and kick the fucking fruit bat out," I said, offering the obvious solution.
"Yeah?" Jim scoffed. "With our leftist/feminist/lesbian/poof-riddled Family Court, just who do you think will be given the kids?"
"But if Ellen is as deranged as you're saying, surely the counsellor will recommend you get full custody?"
Jim laughed derisively again, "Sure! And when little Mrs Purity does her Good Christian Woman act and lines up half her church to declare that when I kneel, my devil's horns show and that Ellen is a devout Christian and a good and loving mother? Who does the dyke or poof on the bench assign the kids to then?"
"Yeah, you're probably right," I replied.
I hate to admit it, but our Family Courts are so biased against men that unless the mother is certifiably insane and committed to an institution or homicidal and an immediate physical danger to her kids, they get the children in virtually every instance.
"Don't the kids get a say?" I asked.
"Larry is now legally an adult, so he can do whatever he wants. Tanya is sixteen, so she might be able to choose, but the other two are under sixteen, so even though the counsellor will listen to what they want, they don't get a say in the court's decision."
We sipped our beers in quiet contemplation before Jim dropped a totally unexpected non sequitur, "Larry's got the hots for your wife, by the way. He asked me how I thought you'd react if he asked her to be his first."
My beer halfway to my mouth, I froze. Unfortunately, my subconscious mind kept going through the motions of tipping the glass so I could drink, and I poured half the glass into my lap.
"Where the fuck did that come from?" I bitched, trying to wipe the beer away before it soaked my trouser front. "Brother, you just don't go casually dropping that your son wants to fuck a man's wife into a conversation without preparing the poor prick first!"
Laughing at my discomfiture, then laughing harder when I stood to wipe my pants off only to see it looked like I'd wet myself, Jim said, "Well, mate, how was I supposed to do it? Chat about some stupid bullshit, then say, 'Hey, mate, look, you know my son Larry? Yeah, well, he's got this thing for your wife, and I think he wants her to be his first.'"
"That would have been better, brother! Much damned better," I replied. "So, yeah, next time, do that!"
"Wouldn't have been anywhere near as funny, though," Jim declared, laughing his fool head off.
In the end, I realised it would have been funny if it had been someone else! So grinning, I said, "I will get you for this, you know that, right? Maybe I'll lie and tell you one of your daughters wants me to be her first!"
Jim looked at me levelly for a time before dropping my gaze and looking down at his beer. Then, as he brought the glass to his lips, I'm sure he muttered, 'That might not be a lie." But, he couldn't have, or wouldn't have, even if it were true, so I immediately dismissed it from my mind."
Accepting that I had no choice but to face the knowing grins of the other patrons, I stood to go to the bar and refresh our beers. Handing a glass to Jim, I sat and mused, "Larry has the hots for Vanessa, huh? How does one even have that conversation with one's son?"
"Look Liam, it's not like Vanessa isn't hot! I mean, those sparkling green eyes under that tangle of dark red hair? Wow! Plus, she's got a body to die for! What about her tits? Surely, they have to be at least a C-cup? And on a body that's lean and toned? Jaysus! What is she, 163 cm (5-ft 4), and maybe 54 kg (120 lbs)?"
Nodding, I admitted, "About that."
"Then she wears that bikini that hides nothing! I expect her boobs to fall out with every step she takes, but they don't because they're that firm! And her ass doesn't wobble at all when she walks as it's that toned and taut! Then, as if all of that wasn't enough, she has freckles sprayed across her nose and cleavage. Mate, I'm telling you, your missus is a walking, talking erection maker!"
Getting a little heated, even though I loved the attention Vanessa got from men and women alike, I growled, "Been looking much?"
"Oh, give it up," Jim smirked. "You love it when guys look. You always have."
"Your wife's pretty hot, too," I pointed out.
As I said earlier, Ellen is pretty. Being quite tall for a woman at 175 cm (5-ft 9) and weighing a toned 65 kg (143 lbs), Ellen looks almost Teutonic. She has flaxen-coloured hair over pale blue eyes and high cheekbones over an almost square jaw. Her body is muscled instead of toned, as Ellen lifts weights and has competed in amateur bodybuilding competitions. Her breasts are high, firm granny smith apples on her thin chest.
"Yeah, but where your missus has a sweet, innocent, butter-wouldn't-melt-in-my-mouth personality, mine is an absolute bitch!"
Exasperated, I snarled, "So leave the bitch!"
Holding my gaze steadily, Jim replied, "No. I promised the kids I'd be there until they left home."
"Well, you're fucked, then," I muttered.
"Yup," Jim morosely agreed. Then he looked at his watch and said, "Ellen will have started dinner, and I'm already in enough shit as it is. Do you mind if we go back?"
On the walk back, I ventured, "Larry and Vanessa?"
Jim sighed, "I asked who he wanted to invite to his eighteenth, and Vanessa was the first name he said. Then he grudgingly said the rest of you could come too if Vanessa came. I asked, 'What the fuck is that about?' He admitted he had the hots for her and wanted her to, in his words, 'show me how to be a man!'" Jim shook his head before saying, "I agreed I'd broach the subject with you because he thought you'd 'rip his head off and spit down his throat' if he asked. So that's what I'm doing."
"You do realise it's not only up to me, right? I'm pretty sure Ness will want to decide for herself," I pointed out.
"Yeah, but even if she were willing, and I doubt she will be, she'd never do it unless you told her it was okay."
I thought about what Larry wanted all the way home. Very early in Vanessa's and my relationship, I realised Ness' sexual appetite was as voracious as mine. Underneath her innocent façade lurks a seriously sensual woman that adores sex in all its forms and willingly indulges in them all.
As a result of that discovery, Vanessa and I created a marriage that isn't 'open' but isn't entirely exclusive, either. We have what we call a 'yearly day pass'. If one of us meets someone they'd like a 'dalliance' with, we discuss it and agree if it can happen or not, then discuss terms. As long as our spouse is happy with the terms and conditions, we get our 'day pass' and can spend one full twenty-four-hour day doing whatever we want with our dalliance. No questions asked or recriminations permitted.
I've used my 'day pass' every year of our eighteen-year marriage. Vanessa has used all of her eighteen but asked for and received six extras. We find having these rare erotic sexual affairs adds spice to our marriage, and we fuck like newlyweds for months after having one.
Just before we returned inside, I muttered, "I'll let Ness know that Larry wants to ask and that I'm okay with it."
Vanessa and Ellen were in the kitchen, and by the sounds of it, Ellen was expounding her litany of complaints against her husband. As typical for her, Ness was calmly nodding and making noncommittal sounds of sympathy.
However, as soon as Jim and I walked past, Ellen screeched, "And just where did you head off to? I work all day trying to earn enough money to feed this family, and when I come home, do you help get dinner ready? No! You head off to the pub with your mate!"
Looking at his wife calmly, Jim said, "Do you want to do this in front of our guests, or would you prefer to yell at me in the partial privacy of our bedroom?"
Still screeching, Ellen yelled, "Don't use that flippant voice with me, Jim! I won't put up with it!"
But she did follow him to their room and shut the door. Not that it helped with the volume level very much.
Vanessa looked at me, shrugged, smiled, and continued peeling potatoes. Walking up behind her, I put my arms around her shoulders, kissed her neck as I hugged her to me, and whispered, "Larry wants to ask you a question."
"Why doesn't he ask me, then?"
"He's scared you'll get angry, and I'll kill him."
"He told you this?"
"No, Jim did."
"Why on earth would he ask his father to ask you to ask me ... oh." The penny dropped. "He wants me to be his first? That has to be it! His birthday is tomorrow, and we're the only ones here to celebrate it. His party isn't until Friday night, so he wanted just us here to celebrate with him."
"Not us, Ness," I softly said.
Vanessa blushed and said, "Oh shit! He wanted it to be only me, but Jim knew you wouldn't let me go alone, so he insisted Larry invited us all."
Holding her tight as I slid my right hand under her T-shirt and ran it over Vanessa's toned tummy, I whispered, "I'm happy to give you a 'day pass' if you want, my love."
Taking my right hand in hers, Ness lifted her skirt and pushed my hand under her thong, and placed my fingers on her clit before pushing them down to her entrance. "Feel the warmth, baby? Damn! I'm already wet thinking about it! Are you sure you're okay with giving me a 'day pass' for Larry? I've had one already this year."
Thumbing her button as I delved two fingers inside her pussy, I answered, "Yes, baby. I'm pretty hot thinking about you doing it, too." I ground my erection against her ass to prove my point.
"Ellen's going to shit!" Vanessa giggled.
As Ness giggled, I moved my left hand onto her breast and gently rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger as I lightly bit where her neck and shoulder met.
Ness shuddered, and her hips jerked forwards, pushing more firmly at my delving fingers. "Stop that," she hissed. "Or I'm going to cum right here in the kitchen!"
"Do it!" I demanded, squeezing her nipple harder and curling my fingers onto her G-spot.
"Fuuuck!" Ness groaned quietly as she came on my fingers.
Hearing a door open, I pulled my hand out of my wife's thong, tugged her skirt down, and removed my other hand from her breast. Then, doing nothing more than cuddle her, I grinned and winked at Jim over Ness' head as he and Ellen walked in. Ellen wrinkled her nose at the smell of Vanessa's arousal, but Jim smiled and offered an air high-five.
I kissed Ness's cheek and patted her bottom before following Jim into the lounge. As soon as I sat, Isla, despite being fifteen now, climbed into my lap. Not thinking anything of it, I wrapped my arms around her waist, ensuring I touched her in a non-sexual way and kissed her cheek.
"Hello, beautiful Miss Isla. Are you already breaking boys' hearts?"
"Yes!" Isla averred. "But boys my age are so dumb that I shut them down as soon as they start jabbering at me."
"No special guy that you do want to talk to you?" I asked, pushing my bottom lip out and pretending to be sad.
"Not yet," Isla stated sadly. "There will be when I turn eighteen. But that's still three years away."
"What's stopping you from talking to him now?"
Isla was about to say something, but Jim growled, "Isla, enough! And get off Jim. You're too old to be still sitting in his lap!"
Tears welling in her eyes, Isla stood and stamped her foot, then glowered at her father, "You just don't understand!" She accused before flouncing out of the room.
As I looked at her swiftly retreating back, mystified, I was sure I heard Jim mutter, "I know damned well what you want, my precocious, wilful child. But you're waiting until your eighteenth birthday, even if I have to build a dungeon to lock you in."
Wondering what the fuck that was all about, I shook myself and said, "So them Broncos. Not going so well, are they?"
Jim knew that I couldn't give a fuck about Rugby League but wanted to restart the conversation, so he replied, "Better than the Chargers!"
"Only team worse are The Tigers," I added.
With our conversation flowing again, we chatted about this and that waiting to be called for dinner. After asking me if I wanted a beer, Jim left to get them.
As soon as he exited the room, Tanya sat next to me, her body touching mine, and took my hand in hers before pulling it into her lap. Then putting her head on my shoulder, she sighed happily and said, "I like it when you visit, Daddy Liam. Daddy smiles and laughs and tells jokes when you're here. He never does when you're not."
"That's very sad, Tan-Tan," I said, carefully moving our hands to where our thighs met. "But your dad loves you, so it'll be okay."
"You've called me that ever since I can remember, Daddy Liam," Tanya smiled fondly. "I know Daddy loves us because he shows us he does every day. But I hate seeing him so sad." Tanya turned to face me and sadly said, "Mum's being a bitch because she's feeling guilty for cheating on Daddy."
My blood running cold, I asked, "You know for sure?"
"Yes. She's screwing Doug, one of the orderlies on her ward."
"How do you know?"
"Because I came home from school with a headache, silly. They were doing it here on this couch!"
"They didn't see you?" I asked, my skin wanting to crawl at the thought of Ellen being fucked where I sat.
"They were too busy screwing to notice me. I doubt they would have noticed a herd of elephants walking through the house."
"Have you told your father?"
"Why would I want to make him even sadder than he is now?"
"Fair enough," I mused. "So why are you telling me?"
"Because she'll throw it in Dad's face when they're arguing sometime this weekend. Seeing you enrages her. Do you know why?"
"According to your dad, it's because he pushes back against her nonsense when I'm here."
But by the time I'd gotten halfway through that sentence, Tanya was shaking her head.
"Why then?"
"She wants to fuck you."
"What?"
"It's true, Daddy Liam," Tanya said firmly. "Mum's a submissive slut at heart, but Dad is too weak to make her submit. You aren't. You should probably smack her ass and make her orgasm. Then she'd probably treat you better. But that would make Daddy even sadder."
"Ain't never going to happen, Tanya!" I stated. "I'd rather jump off a cliff than do that!"



"I know you wouldn't, Daddy Liam. So does Mum. That's why she's so pissy. She's pissed at Vanessa, too, because Vanessa's got what she can't have."
Jim rolled back into the room carrying our drinks at that point, so our conversation stopped.
Opening my beer, I took an appreciative swig before saying, "That took you a while, brother. Get lost on your way to the fridge?"
"I had to listen to another lecture before I could return," Jim replied.
Well, how do you respond to that? I didn't. I just took another sip.
Tanya had put her head back on my shoulder. I was wondering how to restart my conversation with Jim when Tanya quietly asked, "Are you coming up for my eighteenth birthday, Daddy Liam? Of course, it's not for about twenty months, but it never hurts to ask early. I'd like only you and Vanessa to come up for my birthday dinner, but your boys can come up for my party if they want."
For some reason, Jim blanched at Tanya's last request. I had no idea why.
Vanessa walked over to the couch, smiled at Tanya and asked sweetly, "Tanya, honey, do you think I could have my husband back?"
"Of course, Aunty Nessa," Tanya said as she stood and walked off.
My wife sat exactly as Tanya had, but when I looked at her, she had an amused smile on her pretty lips. Kissing them, I asked, "What's the smile for?"
"You, you big, naïve, blind lummox," she answered.
"Me?" I asked, confused. "What have I done to deserve your sexy smile?"
But Vanessa refused to answer until Jim had excused himself from the room.
"You have no idea the effect you have on women, Liam. Do you?"
"Me?" I asked again.
"Yes, you! Liam, you're thirty-eight and in peak physical form. I know you say you're not as fit as you were when you were playing AFL, but honey, you look as if you could step out there and play this afternoon. How many kilometres are you running a week still?"
"Depending on the week, somewhere between eighty (53 miles) and a hundred and ten (68 miles)."
"How many days in the gym?"
"Four, depending."
"How much are you pressing?"
"On the bench?" I asked, and when she nodded said, "155 kg (342 lbs)."
"Deadlifting how much? Ness asked.
"200 kg (441 lbs)."
"So you're tall, Over 193 cm (6-ft. 4-in.)," Vanessa continued. "Long-legged, leanly muscled, incredibly strong, and handsome. Add to that that you're calm, positive and dominant, have an expressive face and a smile that parts legs and I'm grateful that you've only ever asked for one pass a year. You could have your choice of women over the years. You know that, right?"
"You're laying it on a bit thick, Ness," I scoffed. "Actually, you're laying it on a lot thick! I've been propositioned maybe eighteen times in our married life, and I only took up four of those. The others were women I pursued. All of which I requested a 'day pass' for!"
"That's because you're a big, naïve, blind lummox," Vanessa grinned, returning to her earlier sentiments. "You don't get their hints. So you treat them well, devastate them with your sexy smile, chastely hug and kiss them, then come back to me, unaware that with just one word, they'd have dropped their knickers and let you fuck them where they stood."
"Me? Ness, seriously, have you been drinking?"
Vanessa's musical laugh chimed, then she leant closer and quietly said, "Both Monie girls are going to ask you to make them women on their eighteenth birthdays. You know that, right?"
"What?" I quietly gasped.
"Isla asked me on her eighth birthday if I minded her marrying you when she was old enough. She said she was happy to share if I was."
"Oh, come on, Ness!" I protested. "Maybe they had a schoolgirl crush on me when they were kids. But they're teenagers now and have plenty of boys their age to choose from. Besides, I'm more than twice their age!"
Grinning, Vanessa said, "Yeah, they have plenty of boys, but they have their hearts set on a man."
"I'm calling bullshit, Ness. Why are you teasing me? You know I'd never go there! What are you doing? Are you testing me? Is that it? Do you think I'll go behind your back and make love to Tanya and Isla without asking you? Not that I would ask, mind!"
Vanessa laughed again, "Honey, it's a done deal. I've already told Tanya I'll give you a 'day pass' for her birthday. You and she can have twenty-four hours starting when you take her to bed for the first time."
"Not happening, Ness," I said firmly. "I'm not doing that to Jim!"
"Tanya's already told him it's happening, babe," Vanessa informed me.
"Then he's probably looking for where he's going to bury me! That's why he's taken so long to come back!" I growled.
Vanessa seemed to have the giggles because she laughed again, "I asked Jim to give me time to talk to you. He's waiting in the kitchen, so why don't we go and see if dinner's ready?"
On the way to the kitchen, Vanessa whispered, "I'm going to fuck you so hard tonight you won't be able to walk tomorrow!"
Unfortunately, that meant I spent dinner having to hide my erection.
The following day was Larry's birthday, and I was, indeed, walking a little funny! Vanessa had decided that Larry's twenty-four hours would begin after breakfast, so Vanessa and I had taken care to ensure she was as clean as possible. Vanessa even douched front and back to ensure she wouldn't leak any of my sperm onto her virgin lover.
After breakfast, I kissed Vanessa goodbye, said I'd see her for breakfast the next day, and smiled as she gave me a final hug and kissed me on the cheek.
When Jim and I headed out to play golf, he seemed a little standoffish. Jim and I are good mates, so I bluntly asked, "What's up your arse?"
"How do you do that? Why do you do that?"
"What?" I asked.
"So blithely send your wife off to fuck another man, let alone my son. And for a whole day? That's insane!"
"First of all, Jim," I replied. "I didn't 'send her off' to fuck anyone. I gave her permission to use one of her rare 'day passes' to have a casual affair if she wanted to. But as much fun as it will be for both of them, it can only ever be a 'casual affair'."
"And you're okay with that?"
"Hell, yes!" I averred. "Vanessa will fuck my brains out every day for a month after today. Variety is the spice of life, brother. You could seriously do with some yourself!"
"Look, Liam," Jim heatedly said, "Despite what the nutbag I married has said, I've never been with another woman since we got married!"
"I never said you were, brother," I reminded him. "All I said was, 'You could do with some variety'. Shit! If I thought you could handle it, I'd give Vanessa a 'day pass' to help you out. But even if you got the courage to go through with it, you'd feel guilty and run to confess to your wife!"
"I fucking should take you up on your offer!" Jim snarled. "If I'm going to be accused of doing it anyway, I may as well fuck around on Ellen!"
"Unfortunately, brother. You're just not built that way. Even if Ness came onto you, you'd run screaming instead of taking her up on her offer."
"Yeah, you're right, Liam," Jim admitted. "Although Nessa's as hot as hell, I couldn't do that to you, or Ellen, for that matter."
We travelled silently for a while, but it seemed apparent that my friend was struggling with something. I thought he was trying to come to grips with me allowing Ness to have an affair, but when he spoke, it was about a surprising subject.
Jim pulled the car off the road and turned to me, trying to hold back tears, "I think Ellen's having an affair, Liam."
'Shit!' I thought. 'What do I say now?'
With thoughts of what Tanya had told me running through my head, I neutrally asked, "Why do you think that?"
"We used to make love all the time," Jim replied. "Ellen loves sex and always seemed to need it regularly. Now? She's a cold fish and won't let me touch her."
"You don't think she's 'shut up the pussy', for want of a better expression, to force you to do something or stop doing something?" I questioned.
"Maybe, Liam. But I doubt it. She's never done it before because she loves sex too much."
"I can get Ness to talk to her if you think it would help?"
Jim hit me with a crooked smile, "Buddy, Ellen and Vanessa were friends before we were. But we've become good friends whilst they tolerate each other because we're friends. Ellen hates you, but I think she's jealous of Vanessa, and as you know, jealousy is a more destructive emotion than hatred."
"Why would Ellen be jealous of Ness?" I asked. "Ellen's as pretty as Ness," I lied. "She's got the same job and similar lifestyle, so why would she be jealous?"
"Because everyone loves your wife, Liam," Jim explained. "She's beautiful inside and out, and people love to be around her. But, unfortunately, Ellen grates on people. Vanessa is stunningly gorgeous, but other women aren't jealous of her looks for some reason, probably because she's so sweet and doesn't flirt with their husbands. On the other hand, Ellen's very pretty, and other women seem to hate her for it. Probably because she's a bitch to go with it."
"What are you going to do?" I asked.
Taking a deep breath, Jim sighed, "Continue doing what I'm doing. Choosing to love her anyway and staying for the kids."
"What about you? What do you want?"
"To be still married to the sweet, beautiful woman I married, mate. That's what I want!"
"So you were married before Ellen, then?" I kidded.
"Has anyone told you today?" Jim growled.
"Look, I don't have to stand here and be insulted!" I pretended to snarl. "People insult me wherever I go!"
"You're sitting, you Muppet!" Jim pointed out.
"What I'm doing is not playing golf," I pretended to whinge as I grinned at him. "You promised me a round of golf, and all we're doing is giving me a hard-on talking about your son banging my wife."
"Nessa fucking Larry turns you on?"
"Hell, yeah!" I exclaimed. "Listen, buddy, I'm not gay, but your son's a good-looking man. He has a good physique and a great smile. He's the type of man who should be fucking a beautiful woman."
Then I explained, "Jim, your son is going to have the experience of his life. If he has his first time with a girl around his age, then, if she's a virgin too, it will be an awkward, fumbling, stumbling experience and probably be horrible for them both.
"If the girl is more experienced than him, and he 'pops' as soon as she takes him in her hand, then 'pops' again when she puts her mouth on him, and 'pops' a third time when she tries to guide him into her, she'll probably either get angry with or laugh at him. Either way, that's scarring. Some guys never recover from that experience.
"But Vanessa will take him in her hand first as she whispers, 'Cum for me, baby,' and let him blow all over her tits. Larry probably won't soften at all after that, so Ness will take him in her mouth and swiftly bring him to another orgasm. Of course, she'll surprise him by letting him cum in her mouth, but then she'll make Larry kiss her and explain that if a woman lets him shoot in her mouth, he'd damned well better kiss her to show his appreciation if he ever wants to be able to do it again!
"Only then will she guide him inside her, but Vanessa knows he'll probably blow only three or four strokes later, so if she has to, she'll fake an orgasm so he feels good and then 'encourage' him to go again. By then, Larry will have gained at least some control, and Ness will show him how to use his cock to get her off.
Then, finally, she'll explain that if he hasn't quite gotten his girl off before he cums inside her, he'd better use his tongue and fingers to get her there and show him how to do it. Of course, that won't be enough for either of them, so she'll take him to the shower and show him how to bring her off using his hands only and how to use his tongue to bring her to orgasm.
"After that, now that he knows what he's doing, she'll put him through his paces all night. Jim, your son will walk into the kitchen tomorrow morning wincing because the head of his dick will be sore! Vanessa will float in, looking radiant, smug and self-satisfied."
"You kiss your wife after you've cum in her mouth?" Jim asked, his mouth showing disgust. "Wait! You go down on your wife after you've cum in her?"
"Of course! Do you expect your wife to kiss you after you've gone down on her?"
"Yes, but it's not the same!" Jim answered.
"Ellen tasting her essence from your lips isn't the same as you tasting yours from hers?"
"Okay, I'll give you that," Jim conceded. "But going down on her after you've cum in her? That's just nasty!"
"If you've cum in your wife, but she still wants more, does she blow you to get you hard again?" I asked.
"Sometimes, yes."
"But she goes and gets a cloth and wipes you clean, right?"
"No," Jim conceded again. "She goes straight down on me."
I grinned and gave him the historically correct quote, "What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander."
"Ah, shit," Jim groaned. "You're saying I need to lift my game, aren't you? That's why she cheated on me. I'm not satisfying her in bed."
"I think the next time she starts at you, you should toss her over your shoulder, smack her taut ass, carry her to bed, and fuck her! Then, if she complains, smack her ass again, and if she tries to escape, hold her down and fuck her harder. Show her you are her man, and she needs to submit to her man. Then, if she's still bitching, put her over your knee and light up her ass. Use your hand, at least, but her hairbrush if necessary."
"You reckon that will work?"
"Can it make things any worse than they are now?"
"Probably not."
"Then what have you got to lose?"
"My balls when she's cut them off after I've fallen asleep," Jim muttered.
"And you'd notice, how?" I sneered. "Ellen already has them in her handbag now, doesn't she?"
"You know what, Liam?" Jim snarled. "Fuck you and the horse you rode in on!" Then he grinned, "You know, mate. Sometimes you're a real asshole! Remind me why I love you again?"
"Because I make you laugh. Your daughter said so," I replied, grinning back at him. "We've missed our tee time," I pointed out. "Want to go and drink beer?"
"And you're still not bothered about Vanessa being with Larry?"
"Fucking him, you mean?"
"Yes."
"I just wish I could watch!"
"You want to watch your wife be fucked by another man?" Jim asked disbelievingly.
"Yes!" I replied. "Wouldn't you want to watch Vanessa fucking?"
"Not my son," Jim stated. "But otherwise, of course! But she's not my wife!"
"We're going around in circles, brother," I observed. "Ness and I enjoy having an occasional dalliance, and knowing our spouse is having one excites us. I'm not asking for your approval and just hope it doesn't affect our friendship."
Jim shook his head and said, "Nah, Liam. We're all good. It's weird, but as you say, it doesn't affect me, so, meh. Who cares?"
"Tanya?" I asked into the silence after Jim finished speaking.
Jim blanched again before grimacing, "Nessa told you, huh?"
"That Tanya asked her if she'd let me be her first? Yes, she did. In fact, Ness called me a big, naïve, blind lummox because I hadn't seen it."
"My daughters adore you, Liam," Jim stated, then grinned. "Fuck knows why, but they do. Of course, I'm not happy about it, but ... what the fuck do I know? Tanya wants you to be her first, so," Jim sighed, "It's going to happen anyway. Therefore, I choose to accept it and be happy about it."
"I had no idea, brother," I honestly replied. "I swear I never did anything to encourage their attention,"
"Not even when Isla climbed into your lap last night?"
"She's always climbed into my lap, Jim," I pointed out. "I'm pretty sure she first sat there the day you and I met."
"Okay," Jim conceded. "But Tanya holding your hand?"
"Another thing that's always happened, brother. I wondered for a time if she even liked me, but then her mother went psycho, and suddenly she and I were close," I explained. "I have to do something about that woman (Ellen)," I muttered to myself. Then I thought. 'Maybe I should do as her daughter suggested and make her submit to me, fuck her, and then send her to Jim.'
"Don't, brother, please," Jim pleaded. "I can get over someone unknown fucking her, I think. But if I know you've had her, I'll never forgive you or her."
"I wouldn't, Jim," I reassured him. "Sorry about that. I didn't mean to say it out loud."
"I didn't catch it all," Jim admitted. "Just enough to be able to guess the rest. But you muttered something about Tanya?"
"Cards on the table?" I asked.
"It's hard to imagine anything you could say making life worse for me, Liam. Well, unless you're about to confess you've already banged Ellen. So, yeah, lay them down. Let's hear it all."
"Your daughter says your wife doesn't hate me. Instead, she desires me and wants me to fuck her. She says that her mother is a submissive slut at heart, and she treats you like she does because you're too weak to make her obey you. Tanya suggested that I smack Ellen's ass and make her have orgasms because Ellen would treat me better after that. However, she did warn me off because she knew it would make you even sadder."
"Tanya told you that?"
"Yeah," I confirmed. "When you were getting the beers and your second lecture."
"You think I should toughen up?"
"It's either that or put up with what you've got for the next five-plus years until Jason turns eighteen."
Jim sat contemplating our conversation for a time before starting the car and u-turning, "We're going home," he stated. "Ellen and I need to have a discussion. After that, you can pick up the remains of my body to bury when your plan doesn't work."
"It's not my plan," I protested. "Tanya's the one that stated what she thought was wrong with her mother."
"But you think she's right?"
"I think that your daughter's a smart cookie and very observant, so maybe she is."
"Yeah," Jim acknowledged as he manoeuvred the car through the traffic. "Tanya's typically quite insightful."
Jim drove silently for a while, then grimaced and said, "Fuck it! I'll try patiently explaining to Ellen that the bullshit has to stop, but if she starts ranting again, I'll light up her ass with her hairbrush!"
"Don't worry, brother," I said, patting his shoulder. "I won't let Ellen dispose of your remains without letting your kids say goodbye to your dismembered body. I'll even look for your dick so you can be buried whole."
"There might be that," Jim said grimly. "And don't let her wear my balls as her earrings!"
"I'll steal them from her purse, brother, for sure."
Jim glared at me but then laughed and muttered, "Asshole!"
Reaching home, Jim parked the car, then, after looking at me and taking a deep breath, he marched inside. Following, I listened for Ellen's scathing voice and wondered if my friend was up to it. Hell, I wondered if I was up to it, even if I was stupid enough to try. Ellen's nasty streak ran deep, maybe even too deep for a hairbrush to the ass to dig out.
Turning from the kitchen, where I assumed Ellen would be, I walked into the lounge to see Tanya and Isla on the sofa watching TV.
"Come sit with us, Daddy Liam," Tanya said brightly as she and Isla separated to give me space to sit between them.
"What are you watching?" I asked as I pushed Tanya back against her sister and sat on the end.
"The Princess Bride," Isla informed me. "It's the best movie ever!"
My sneaky move to prevent the Monie girls from pressing their bodies against mine failed dismally, though. As soon as I sat, Isla got up and stood before me, demanding that I make room on my lap for her. So, surrendering to the inevitable, I carefully guided her so she sat on my upper thigh, not my groin, and wrapped my arm around her waist.



Once her sister had settled onto my lap, Tanya took my other hand in hers and tried to place it between her thighs again. I resisted, of course, so after a brief strength battle that she couldn't win, Tanya allowed me to put our hands where our thighs touched.
Tanya restarted the movie, but before I could figure out where it was up to, Jim roared from the kitchen.
"Ellen, you will quit your damned bitching, or I swear I'm going to light your ass up like a damned stoplight!"
"Oh, shit! "Tanya muttered. "Daddy Liam, you didn't tell Daddy...?"
"Would you like to go out to lunch, ladies?" I swiftly interrupted. "I think your mum and dad would like some privacy!"
"Bugger that," Tanya stated, grinning. "I've got to see this!"
"No, you don't!" I insisted. "Come on. It'll be like we're going on a date, I promise. I'll hold your hands, open the car doors, and hold your chairs. You'll love it!"
"I'll want a kiss when you bring us home after our date, Daddy Liam," Tanya demanded.
"Yes, I nice chaste kiss on the cheek as it should be on a first date," I evaded.
"I'll want one, too, Daddy Liam," Isla chimed in.
"Done!" I desperately said, hearing Ellen continue to bitch. "Let's go!"
The girls looked at each other before turning back to me and saying, "No, Daddy Liam. If we're going on a date, we need to get changed and do our makeup."
'Ah, shit!' I groaned in my mind. 'I'm so fucked!'
Defeated by teenage girl logic, I sagged back and waved my hand dismissively, "Go then," I said. "Try not to take an hour getting ready."
"That does it," Jim yelled.
There was a grunt from the kitchen, then the solid whap of a firm hand hitting a toned ass.
"Ow!" Ellen yelped. "What the heck do you think you're doing? Put me down, you big oaf."
Whap!
"Ow! Stop it! You will not treat me this way!"
Whap!
Jim stormed past the lounge door carrying a yowling and bitching Ellen. But every time she tried to wriggle off his shoulder, Jim smacked her ass again.
"You wait, Jim Monie," Ellen threatened. "When I tell Daddy and the Pastor what you've done, you're going to be in so much trouble!"
Whap!
"I'd worry about the trouble you're in now, woman," Jim snarled, hitting her ass again. "Not the trouble I may be in later!"
"Ow! That hurts you prick!"
"Ellen, I swear by all that's holy, that if you don't stop your caterwauling, I'm taking a hairbrush to your pretty ass!"
Looking at each other and tittering, the Monie girls scampered from the lounge. So, turning back to the movie, I turned the sound way up and tried to concentrate on the rubbish it was. Unfortunately, I could still hear Jim following through on his promise, even over the blaring TV.
About fifteen minutes later, and with still with no sign of the girls, I could no longer hear my friend 'chastising' his wife. 'Oh, shit!' I thought, quickly turning the sound down. I listened intently to see if I could hear anything, but even when I muted the sound, I heard only silence.
Worried, I tip-toed down the hall, planning on easing the bedroom door open and checking on the occupants. However, just as I reached their door, I heard, "Oh, Jim. Oh, yes, honey. Right there. Oh my, my love, that feels so good!"
Blushing, I swiftly retreated, but as I turned, I bumped into Tanya and Isla.
"What were you doing, Daddy Liam?" Tanya grinned, teasing me. "Peeping on Mum and Dad?"
"Worrying that your mother had killed him," I growled.
Tanya's smile widened as "uh, uh, uh, uh," sounded through the door.
"Doesn't sound like someone being killed," Tanya stated, eyes twinkling. "Sounds like someone being ..."
"Shall we?" I asked, taking their elbows and marching them out to my car.
Getting to my vehicle, as promised, I opened the passenger door for Tanya and held it as she sat, ensuring to keep my eyes averted. Then, I opened the rear door and did the same for Isla.
Getting in myself, I asked, "Where to, ladies?"
Tanya turned to exchange a glance with her sister, then when Isla nodded, they said, "Coffee Society."
"Do you know the way? Or do I need to look it up?"
"We can direct you."
Rockhampton isn't a big city, so only a short time later, I found a car park near the café and pulled into it. Playing the attentive boyfriend, I walked around to the passenger side and opened both doors. Then ensuring I kept my eyes on the girl's faces, I helped them from the car and onto their feet.
Next, I slid my arm under theirs so they had to interlink their arms with mine to interlink with my fingers and escorted my two pretty friends into the café. Stopping at the sign that read, 'Please wait to be seated.' I asked, "Is this place any good?"
"No, Daddy Liam," Tanya deadpanned. "It's rubbish. That's why we brought you here!"
Defensively, I responded, "You remember that Ness and I lived here before we met your parents, right? Unfortunately, my café experiences in Rockhampton were not positive ones."
"We've brought you here because this café is the 'in' one for our school, so lots of people from there will probably be here."
"You want your school friends to see you out with me?" I asked.
"Of course!" Isla exclaimed. "They'll be so jealous!"
"Because you're out with an old man?" I queried doubtfully.
Tanya and her sister shared exasperated sighs. "You know, Daddy Liam?" Tanya said. "Aunty Nessa is right. You are a big, naïve, blind lummox!"
"Why now?" I questioned.
"FFS, Daddy Liam!" Isla hissed. "You're hot! See that group of slatterns at the big table over there?" She added, pointing with her chin. Then when I nodded added, "All year twelves, so eighteen at least. See the way they're looking at you? I'd bet there isn't a dry knicker amongst them!"
Choosing to ignore that, I followed the waitress who had asked the glaringly obvious question, "Table for three?" still holding the girls' hands. Holding Tanya's and then Isla's chairs for them, I took my seat between them.
"What would you like?" I politely asked.
"The coconut-chia pudding breakfast bowl," They both predictably answered. Chia being the 'superfood' of choice at the moment.
"Coffee?" I asked.
"Long black with lactose-free skim milk on the side," they both chose.
Trying not to roll my eyes, I waited until the waitress returned, gave her the girls' order, and added mine, the 'big breakfast' with scrambled eggs on sourdough toast, bacon, chipolata sausages, mushrooms and hash browns. I asked for sides of bacon, sausages and hash browns as well. To drink, I asked for a 'bucket' of flat white coffee with three sugars.
"You can't eat that many calories or that much protein at once, Daddy Liam!" Isla exclaimed. "It's not good for you!"
"Do I look unhealthy to you, Miss Isla?" I queried.
"Well, no," she replied. "But we want you to stay healthy!"
"I need the fats and protein, honey," I explained, then stumbled to a stop as Isla blushed and smiled delightedly at my use of 'honey'. Clearing my throat, I added, "With the amount of exercise I get, I need them to rebuild muscle. I try to avoid refined sugars, but coffee is just nasty without sugar, and I'd rather risk diabetes with sugar than cancer with artificial sweeteners. There's no history of diabetes in my family, but cancer is rife."
One of the patrons at the year twelve table detached herself from the group and came to stand beside Tanya. The girl/woman was quite pretty, but the sneer on her face detracted from her beauty considerably, "Who's this, Tanya?" She sneered. "Dating grandfathers now, are you?"
Feigning nonchalance, Tanya tipped her head up to gaze at her schoolmate, "This gorgeous man is my father's friend, Liam, Kelly. Jealous much?"
"Of you?" Kelly tried to sneer. "I'd be jealous of a mongrel bitch in heat mating before I'd be jealous of you!"
But jealous she obviously was.
"Talking of 'bitches in heat'," Tanya shot back. "The entire First Thirteen (The school's premier Rugby League team) says you're a dud root, Kelly. Could that be so?"
"You know what, Monie?" Kelly snarled. "Why don't you go fuck yourself?"
"At least I'd enjoy that!" Tanya retorted. "Unlike the First Thirteen did with you!"
"Fuck you, Monie!" Kelly snapped as she stalked back to her table.
"Not on your best day would I 'fuck you'," Tanya muttered as Kelly stalked away.
"What was that all about?" I asked as Kelly walked away.
Tanya exchanged looks with her sister before answering, "Daddy Liam, that's the 'hot chick' group at school, and Kelly is their Queen Bitch. Kelly invited me to join the group, but when I said that I wasn't interested, she turned full-metal bitch. However, I'm also considered a 'nerd' because I average an A, so the nerds encouraged me to sit with them. Then the 'holy rollers' also tried to claim me because Mum is high up in the church."
Tanya sighed, "But Isla and I," she gestured towards her sister. "Don't want to be part of a group, so mostly, we hang together during the breaks."
"That must be lonely," I empathised.
The girls exchanged looks again before Isla answered, "I guess so, but we've never really thought about it because we've always had each other."
"Yeah," Tanya continued. "We've really only ever had one big argument."
Curious, I asked, "What was it about?"
"We both want the same guy," Tanya stated. "And neither of us will back down."
"That must be difficult to deal with. I guess you'll either have to decide that you'll share him, or that neither of you can have him."
"It gets worse, though," Isla morosely said.
"How so?" I queried.
"The guy's married to the most beautiful and sweetest woman we know," Tanya explained.
"Well, if he's married, then it's better if neither of you has him," I pointed out.
"Not even if we can work something out with his wife?" Tanya asked.
'Fuck!' I thought. 'Surely, they're not talking about me? Nah. Despite what Ness says, they only had typical schoolgirl crushes on me that they're sure to be over now!'
"Yeah, even then," I said firmly, just in case.
I directed our conversation to more mundane, everyday subjects for the rest of our meal. School, how their extended family was. The girls swiftly confirmed my high opinion of them. Both were straight-A students, involved in the music and drama groups, and Isla was 'first reserve' for her school's First Seven Netball Team. Tanya said she enjoyed exercise and took regular yoga and Pilates classes but disliked competing.
"Ness is the same," I pointed out. "She doesn't have a competitive bone in her body, but she hates to diet, so she runs and does Pilates and yoga."
"Ahh," Tanya acknowledged. "That's why her legs look so much better than mine. I'll have to start jogging, too."
I almost made a slightly sexual reference to how good her legs looked but managed to shut my fool mouth in time and changed it, too, "You're both stunning young women. You're both going to make some guy very happy one day."
"The same guy?" Isla teased.
"Huh?" I asked, confused.
"The way you said that made it sound like we'd both make the same guy happy, Daddy Liam," Isla explained. "But don't you worry because we intend to!"
I didn't want to know, so I asked if they wanted another coffee and then got the waitress' attention when they both said "Yes".
The waitress brought our coffees, only a large for me this time, and placed them on our table just as Kelly returned for round two, not having learned from the first time.
"It's always nice to see dutiful daughters taking their grandpops out for lunch," she sneered.
"I'm sure you'd like to do the same, Kells Bells," Tanya taunted. "But do you even know who your grandfather is? Or is he like your dad, unknown?"
"My father still lives with my mother, you idiot," Kelly hissed.
"Are you sure, though?" Tanya asked. "Your mum doesn't seem so sure that he is."
'Nice,' I thought, cut the mother and daughter with the one slice!
"You're full of it, Tanya's Moaning," Kelly retorted. "I know my dad is my dad."
"Well, if you're sure," Tanya answered, appearing to sound doubtful.
"Of course, I'm sure," Kelly declared, but now she sounded unsure.
"Simple thing to clear up, I guess, Miss Kelly Belly Jelly Belly," Tanya pointed out. "Just ask your dad and mum, and then you'll know. Well, unless they lie to you ... again."
"Fuck you, Monie!" Kelly shouted as she stalked away. If Kelly had a tail, it would have been swishing.
I watched her stalk off, smiling because I knew Tanya had scored. Miss Kelly Bell would ask at least one of her parents that night if her dad was her dad.
"That wasn't very nice, Miss Tanya," I chided, then grinned and added. "Funny! But not nice."
"She deserves it, Daddy Liam," the girls assured me. Then Tanya added, "She's always bullying the other girls, especially the overweight ones. Like she can talk about weight, given that after she's squeezed her tubby ass into those too-tight jeans, she doesn't have a muffin top rolling out the top, she has the whole damned muffin."
"Meeeeeooooowwww!" I teased, also mimicking a cat's scratch.
"I'll bet you any money you like that five years out of school, Kells Bell's ass will barely fit through a damned door," Tanya said heatedly. "Someone needs to take that bitch down a peg or two!"
"I think you just did, Sis," Isla tittered.
Coffees finished, I asked what the girls wanted to do next. It seemed they didn't want their 'date' to end and suggested we drive to The Botanic Gardens and take a walk. Realising that if we went home, I'd either be stuck watching The Princess Bride movie with them or lying on the bed fantasising about what Ness and Larry were doing, I agreed to take a walk.
'After all,' I thought. 'It's pleasant to hold the hands of two very pretty girls as you walk and see the jealous looks from the nearby men.'
It was one of the things I adored about escorting my wife out or going on shopping trips with her. Ness was astoundingly beautiful, and men and women alike openly ogled her. Vanessa dressed to attract attention, too. She didn't dress slutty, but she wore tops or dresses that clung to and/or revealed tantalising glimpses of her breast globes. Plus, her skirts and dresses either hugged her ass and upper thighs or dropped in loose panels that shifted as she walked, allowing the viewers watching to see snippets of toned calves and upper thighs, or they clung to her shapely ass but had a back slit that (almost) revealed her taut bottom, or had an overlapping front parting where it seemed if the split would only part a little more you'd catch a sneaky look at her snatch.
Ness' breasts were so firm that she rarely bothered with a bra, but if she caught you watching, she knew just how to walk to set them bouncing gorgeously for your viewing pleasure. Twice, I've witnessed men walk into light poles as they gawped at my wife. On another occasion, a guy missed that the bus in front of him had stopped, and he drove into the back of it because he was so busy drooling over Vanessa. Unlike most men, I liked my wife being the centre of attention. I wanted her to be the one men cursed with wives uninterested in sex, closed their eyes and imagined when they slid into their disinterested wife.
Men I didn't know would say something like, "Jeez, your wife's hot, mate! I wouldn't mind a chop at her myself!" And I'd reply, "And you'd fucking love it, too. 'Cos Ness goes off in the sack!" Then, the brave ones would ask if they could have a 'chop at her'. Only for me to say, "You're welcome to ask, but I wouldn't have your hopes up." Then laugh at their shocked faces.
I knew, with few exceptions, what kind of man my wife might ask for a 'day pass' for. Usually, they were men similar to me. Tall, athletic, intelligent, and supremely self-confident but not arrogant. She did have a weakness for young, legally aged male virgins, though. So six of her passes have been to initiate young men into the joys and intricacies of sex. Whereas at the time I'm writing about, I don't think I'd made love to a virgin. Maybe when I was a teenager, one or two girls I was with were, but they didn't say anything to me if they were.
After our walk, I drove us back home and held the doors for my young, beautiful friends. Once we stood on the front step, first Tanya and then Isla put their arms out and demanded their 'end of date' kiss. Ensuring I placed my hands on their hips to prevent them from plastering their bodies against mine, I chastely kissed their cheeks and thanked them for a good day. Of course, they both tried to turn their heads for a lip kiss, but I was having none of that!
Going inside, there was no sign of Jim or Ellen, but their bedroom door remained closed, so I hoped that boded well. Either that or, as I feared, Ellen had killed him! Then, as I surmised, the girls insisted I watch the rest of the movie. So, settling onto the couch, I soon had Isla in my lap, Tanya's head on my shoulder, and her holding my hand. Isla kept trying to move onto my groin, but I managed to keep on my hip until the movie ended.
"Well, that was rubbish," I commented, more to wind the girls up than anything else.
Of course, they were still protesting when the door opened, and Jim rather sheepishly walked in holding the smiling, glowing, red-faced Ellen under his arm.
"Have you been sitting there all day?" He rhetorically asked after Ellen lovingly touched his face, kissed his lips, and said she was going to the kitchen to start dinner.
"If you'd like, Ellen, I'll take you all out to dinner. Save you having to cook."
Ellen stared at me coldly before replying, "I'm perfectly capable of cooking for eight, Mister Liam. I don't need your help or charity."
'Okay,' I thought. 'It seems her attitude towards Jim has changed, but I'm still in the dog house!'
"Up to you," I replied evenly.
Ellen turned to the girls, "Time for you two to stop lollygagging over Mr Shephard and do your chores. Idle hands are the devil's playground. Now, off you go."
Then to my and the girl's shock, she lovingly kissed her husband again before leaving for the kitchen.
"Feel like a beer?" Jim asked, looking at me smugly.
"Sure," I responded as my two boys, and Jason came crashing into the room.
"Dad, Dad!" Jason yelled excitedly. "Larry's spending all day and night with Aunty Vanessa! Did you know that? Aaron said that she would make Larry a man today. So that means they're having sex, right?" Spotting me, Jason blushed bright red and mumbled, "Sorry, Mr Shephard." Then he realised just how badly he might have screwed up and added, "Oh no! Mr Shephard, I'm sorry for blurting that out. I'm sure they're not doing anything inappropriate. Larry wouldn't do that!"
"Sorry, Dad," Aaron apologised. "But Jason kept asking where Mum and Larry were, and I ran out of excuses and blurted out that they were together."
"I don't suppose you want to take this one?" Jim asked.
Chuckling, I answered, "No, brother. I'm all ears waiting for your explanation.
"I assume your boys know about your dalliances from what Aaron said?"
"We haven't explained the details, Jim," I replied. "But we don't hide it from them, either. I believe knowing that their parents enjoy their sexuality helps the kids to develop healthy relationships with their female friends. Take you and Ellen as an example. Do you allow your girls to spend time alone in their bedrooms with anyone else's male children?"
"Not on your life!" Jim growled.
"Yet your girls invite my two into their rooms all the time, and they close the doors."
"Yeah, but I know your boys are gentlemen and wouldn't do anything inappropriate. Well, what Ellen and I would consider inappropriate. But more specifically, I guess I know that your boys would never do anything Tanya or Isla didn't want them to."
'Interesting,' I thought. 'He seems to think my boys will pair with his girls, too.'



"So you do know that Larry's spending the day and night with Aunty Nessa!" Jason accused.
Jim sighed, then muttered, "Why do I let you get me in these situations?" Then clearing his voice, he said, "Yes, Jason. Your brother is spending today and tonight with Vanessa. Your mother, Liam, and I all agreed they could. As to what they're doing, it's none of our business! They could be playing hopscotch, for all I know."
"Oh, come on, Dad," Jason sneered.
But before he could finish his thought, Ellen marched in, grabbed his ear between her thumb and fist, and hauled him out of the room. "Jason Gregory Monie, you will not take that tone of voice with your father. At thirteen, you're not too old for me to put over my knee and spank! I see your chores still haven't been done, so get to them before I find more for you to do. And, young man, let me reemphasise what your father said. What your brother and Vanessa are doing is none of anyone's business."
Hearing the commotion, Tanya and Isla warily poked their heads into the room. Spotting Gary and Aaron standing there, they held out their hands. "Come watch The Princess Dairies in the sunroom with us," Tanya invited.
I'd doubt either of my boys wanted to see that movie, but the Monie girls are very pretty, and holding hands with them is very pleasant, as I can well attest, so Gary and Aaron meekly followed the girls.
A chastised Jason ate dinner with the rest of us, but, as is typically the case between close friends, the conversations flowed, jokes were told, and everyone teased everyone else. The biggest surprise was how affectionate Ellen was towards her husband. I wanted to tease her about how gingerly she sat down but decided to leave well enough alone.
After dinner, my boys offered to clean up. The Monie girls quickly offered to help and shooed the rest of us out of the kitchen. Ellen kissed her husband lovingly and whispered in his ear. My hearing is pretty good, but I'm sure she whispered loud enough for me to hear purposefully.
"I'm going to shower and go to bed. So don't be too late, lover. I can feel another wilful episode coming on, and I need disciplining to prevent any backsliding."
Blushing at my knowing grin, Jim still groped his wife's tits and ass before kissing her and promising he wouldn't be long.
Looking at me triumphantly, Ellen proudly strutted from the room.
Watching her go, Jim muttered, "I should have lit her ass up years ago!"
"There's more you need to do than just welting her ass when she gets pissy, though. You know that, right?"
"Like?" Jim asked.
"This is another cards on the table moment. You okay with that?"
"Hit me with it."
"Stop only making sweet, soft and gentle love to her. That's fine most of the time, but at least every couple of weeks, you're going to need to bend her over and fuck her. Don't try to coax her orgasm. Instead, jam it in her, smack her ass, squeeze her tits, and demand she cums for you. Then when she has, tell her to suck you off and either force her to swallow or unload on her face."
"Humiliate her, you mean?"
"Well, yes. But she won't feel humiliated. Brother, trust me on this one. Instead, she'll feel owned and protected. She'll feel safe in your arms. Something I bet she's never felt before."
"I've never hurt her!" Jim exclaimed. "Well, not until today. Of course, she feels safe with me!"
"Not from you, from the world," I explained. "Look, if you do what I'm saying, she'll give up most of her Queen Bitch persona because she will know you're her protector and no one and nothing can hurt her without going through you first, and she won't need it."
Jim sighed, "This is so foreign from what I am and how we usually interact, Liam. But, I guess spanking her ass worked, so maybe doing this will, too."
"She's waiting for you to do that now, brother," I quietly pointed out. "Oh, she might protest, but don't listen to her."
Jim gave me a weak grin before taking a breath.
But before he could speak, I grinned and said, "I'll make sure you're buried whole, including retrieving ..."
"Don't say it!" Jim growled. "Besides, I'm pretty sure I took them back today."
Jim left for his bedroom, leaving me alone. So I wandered around looking for something to do, trying not to let my thoughts of what Vanessa and Larry were doing slip too far into fantasy lest I got so horny that I had to go masturbate to relieve it.
Still restless, I wandered to the games room at the opposite end of the house from the sunroom and racked up the pool balls. Rusty, because I hadn't been practising on ours, it took me a lot more shots than usual to sink them all. However, I persevered, and my form was pretty good when I was ready to sleep. I only spent about half an hour tossing and turning, the delicious visions of Larry ploughing my wife hard playing in my mind before I fell, mercifully dreamless, asleep.
I was sitting at the breakfast bar the next morning when Ness and Larry confirmed my teased statement to Jim the previous day. Larry looked like he needed a sling for his dick, and Ness looked radiant, pleased, and satiated with that glowing 'just been well-fucked' slight smile she has when she has been.
Kissing Larry fondly, she whispered, "Thank you for a fantastic night, baby!" Before she sat proudly beside me.
Putting my arm around her and exchanging a soft kiss, I said, "It went well then?"
Ness giggled, then turned her head and covered her mouth before saying, "Some lucky girl is going to be very glad to call him her boyfriend. He learns quickly, but more importantly, he reads a woman's body cues and adjusts his lovemaking to suit what she needs to get off. He only 'accidentally popped off' once. After that, I came before him every time."
Happy, I teased, "Would you like another pass for today?"
Trying dismally to look serious, Ness said, "Well, if you're offering ...? But, no. Larry was fun, but once is enough."
Then noticing how attentive to Jim Ellen was, Ness asked, "What's happening there? Yesterday, I was sure they were close to divorce. Today? They look like newlyweds."
"Jim 'happened' with a hairbrush to Ellen's ass, is what happened," I whispered. "And by the sounds coming from their bedroom last night, it 'happened' again for most of the night. So watch for how gingerly she sits down."
Trying to hide her giggles, Ness watched as Ellen sat down as slowly as possible but still winced when her ass hit the seat.
"Jim took a hairbrush to Ellen's ass? I wonder who put him up to that?" She asked archly, looking accusingly at me.
Defending myself, I protested, "Actually, it was Tanya's idea. Only she suggested I do it, not her father."
"Because her mother has the hots for you but can't admit it, so she insults and ridicules you to hide her desire," Ness stated.
"Let me guess," I sighed. "I'm the only one that didn't know because ...?"
"You're a big, naïve, blind lummox," Vanessa confirmed, patting my cheek fondly.
"You know that after breakfast, I'm fucking you until it's time for dinner, right?"
Smiling, Ness answered, "I should hope so, lover. I'm so hot for you that you can alternate around the world until your dick's so sore you can't go again."
Grinning, I encouraged my wife to hurry up and eat because 'around the world' meant 'mouth, pussy, ass, wash, then repeat.
Unfortunately, I only made it to lunch before the tenderness of my cock's head prevented me from going again.
The following day, we were up early to pack and head for home, a six to seven-hour drive ahead of us. Which meant another excruciating, never-ending series of The Spice Girls' debut album and Miley's Dad's cassingle of 'Achy Breaky Heart'.
Saying goodbye, Tanya insisted on a kiss and a hug, then whispering into my ear, she said, "May the fourth, twenty months from now. You and I like Larry and Nessa."
Reeling, I turned, only to find Isla insisting on a kiss and hug, too. She whispered, "Fifteen months after that, I'm next."
Completely flummoxed, I looked at my wife, only to see her laughing at me, "Big, naïve, ..."
"Oh, stow it!" I growled, getting into the car.
Because we had the kids with us, Ness couldn't tease me as she typically did when she felt frisky. But fortunately, by the time we got home, the head of my dick had repaired enough for me to take her 'around the world' twice before exhausted, we fell asleep, our bed a sweaty, cum and pussy juice soaked disgrace.
When I woke the next morning, the sheets stuck to me as I tried to roll over, so peeling them from my back, I nudged Ness onto her back and slid between her toned thighs. Then, pushing into her, I kissed her sexily full, cupid bow lips and said, "Morning, lover. You feeling okay?"
Stretching, even as she wrapped her svelte legs around me and undulated her hips to match my thrusts, Ness smiled before answering, "I feel way better now you're inside me, my love."
"Slut," I grinned.
"Man whore," She retorted as her back arched off the bed, her hips rising to meet mine.
"Cock hound."
"Pussy Licker," Ness moaned as her hands crept onto my ass.
"Knob Gobbler."
"Panty sniffer," my wife groaned, her hands pulling my ass towards her as she ground against my pubic bone.
"Virgin slayer."
"Hymen destroyer," Ness panted as her eyes closed, and her undulations insisted I thrust faster.
"Cradle snatcher."
"Granny lover," my wife gasped as her arousal peaked.
"Cock swallower."
"Pussy juice drinker," Vanessa managed to mutter between hip thrusts.
"Cum guzzler."
"Stop teasing and fuck me!" Ness demanded, her desire ramped up by my name calling.
So I slid my hands under her armpits, gripped her shoulders, and forcefully pulled her down as I slammed my hips forward.
"Again!" Ness groaned, digging her nails into my ass.
Pulling all but the tip of my dick out of her, I hesitated, waiting for my wife to react.
"Do it, asshole!" She growled.
Grinning, I leaned forward and took her earlobe between my teeth. Next, I moved my right hand to her gloriously toned ass and lifted her off the mattress. Then dragging her down as hard as I could, I viciously ripped into her, my pelvis smacking loudly against her clit. Now that she was on the precipice of her orgasm, I bit her lobe as I squeezed her clitoris against my pubic bone and rotated my hips. The combined stimulations crashed Ness off the cliff, and with a barely stifled groan, she shuddered and juddered as a tremendous climax blasted through her.
Ness slowly shuddered to a stop, then sighed, "Fill me with your man juice, Liam. I'll cum with you as your big cock squirts onto my cervix and your warm semen flows into me."
Who was I to deny the poor girl? So I released my tightly held control and revelled in the feeling of my throbbingly erect cock sliding inside my wife's wet, slippery and tight cunt. As I stroked, Ness gripped my glans rhythmically with the walls of her pussy. This deliciousness quickly shattered any restraint I had left, and with a muffled growl, I unloaded into her. As the first jets of my cum explosion hit Ness' cervix, her eyes rolled back, and she bit her bottom lip, trying to stifle her groans as she came with me.
Sated, we hugged and kissed until my softening dick dropped out of her pussy.
"It's more fun being alone with you so I can scream my orgasms rather than having to stifle them so we don't bother the kids," Ness bitched.
"I do love you screaming in my ear as you cum, babe. But it's not like we don't make plenty of noise anyway!"
"Yeah," Vanessa admitted. "We obviously were this morning. Did you hear the TV suddenly go way up?"
Grinning, I replied, "Yeah. Right about the time you growled, 'Do it!'"
"Asshole," Ness grinned at me.
"Bitch," I teased back. "But let's stop there before you need me to push you on your back again."
Laughing, Ness helped to strip the sheets and quilt covers off our bed. Still naked but holding the bedding in front of her, Ness dumped them into the washer, started it, and then joined me in the shower.
"Tsssss," I hissed as Ness' hand surrounded my cock's head.
"Rubbed it raw, huh?" Vanessa said, pretending sympathy.
"Well, if I weren't married to an insatiable wench, I wouldn't have to use it so often," I joked.
"You're not complaining, Liam. So why pretend?" Ness pointed out as she turned to snuggle her bottom against me and guided my fingers onto her button. "Besides, if you used your skilful hands and tongue first more often, you wouldn't rub it raw so swiftly. Not that I'm complaining, mind!"
Cupping my wife's breast as I gently rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, I swiftly brought her to another climax before we finished our showers and made our way to the kitchen.
As we walked in, our boys were chatting as they broke their fast together, so I asked, "Still school holidays? Or are you taking a 'mental health day'?"
"Last week of hols, Dad," Gary answered. "Can we borrow one of the cars to go down the coast?"
"Sure," I replied, tossing him some keys. "Take your Mum's because I can drop her off at work and pick her up afterwards. Do you need any cash?"
"I'm all good," Gary answered, but Aaron asked if he could have an advance on his allowance.
Handing them a pineapple (fifty-buck note) each, I asked, "You home for dinner?"
They looked at each other before Aaron said, "Nah. We'll grab some Maccas on the way home, save you having to cook."
Our typical holiday routine re-established, we began going about our daily lives.
Time passed, as it's wont to do, and nothing noteworthy happened for quite a number of months. Neither Vanessa nor I met anyone we wanted to 'dally with', so no new 'day passes' were issued. However, our sex life remained passionate and lust filled when desire hit us, as well as loving and caring when we felt our enduring love for each other welling.
Chapter 2.
I hadn't thought any more about the Monie girls' requests that I 'make women of them' until May the fourth rolled around. Uncertain about Ness' shift, I'd checked the calendar only to see the date circled and an arrow drawn to where Ness had written, "One year to go. May the fourth be with you when that night happens!"
Suddenly thrust into thinking about how that night would go, I almost missed the knock on the door. When I opened it, the postman handed me an envelope. "Sign here," he said, putting a pen and pad into my hands.
Signing for the letter, I stepped back and closed the door, saying "Thanks" absently as I swung the door shut. Then, opening the letter, I extracted the letter and glossy photo. Fearing but subconsciously anticipating what I might see, I turned the picture over to see Tanya's beaming smile looking at me. Standing shoulders back, right knee forward, hands on hips, and dressed in nothing but a 'Ness-sized' almost translucent white bikini, Tanya looked like a modelling agent's dream.
I opened the note and read, "One year from today, Daddy Liam. I will not even be wearing this." She'd signed, "Love, Tanya," after that with 'Love' circled by a heart pierced by Cupid's arrow.
"Who was that, babe?" Ness asked.
Wordlessly, I handed my wife the picture and letter.
"OMG!" Vanessa moaned lustfully, her sudden arousal evident in my nostrils. "She's stunning! I wish I could watch when you make love with her for the first time!"
Before I could answer, Ness grabbed my hand, dragged me to our bedroom and jumped me.
A raunchily productive hour later, Ness regretfully rolled out of bed, saying she needed to shower and go to work. But then she turned back, grabbed my flaccid cock, kissed the tip of it, and added, "This had better be ready for some more action tonight, or I'm wearing your tongue out before dawn!"
Chapter 3.
A month passed with nothing but the anticipation to keep my interest, but June the fourth revealed another circled date with an arrow pointing to 'Eleven months until Nirvana'. I didn't think Vanessa meant the grunge group.
Around midday, the postie knocked and handed me another registered letter to sign for. My hands shaking, I extracted the glossy 10 cm (4 in.) x 15 cm (6 in.) photo and turned it over. This time instead of her bikini top, Tanya wore a diaphanous robe over her shoulders. The image had been carefully edited to ensure nothing illegal showed—a good idea because of the implications if she hadn't.
This time the scented note said, "Still too many clothes, Love Tanya," with another Cupid's arrow pierced heart around the 'Love'.
I slid the note and photo back into the envelope, turned it over and wrote 'Ness' before placing it on the bench where my wife would be sure to notice. Vanessa was on an afternoon shift and wouldn't be home until close to midnight. I expected her to wake me soon after she came home.
I was right. Ness didn't even wait to shower before she turned the lights on, stripped, ripped the bedding down, exposing my rapidly hardening cock, and engulfed it, her hand already delving between her legs to find and stroke her love button.
As soon as I was stiff, Vanessa straddled my hips, took my thick 7+ inch cock in her hand, and lowered herself onto it. Next, she took my hands and guided them onto her puffy nipples, "Tweak them hard, Liam," she demanded. "I need to cum, now!"
"Like the picture, did you?" I grinningly asked.
"Shut up and fuck me," Ness growled.
Vanessa had a morning shift the following day but didn't make it. Unfortunately, by morning, I would have needed a splint for my cock to go again. But fortunately, my mouth, tongue and fingers still functioned perfectly, so Vanessa wasn't too disappointed as we made love into the new day.
Another fortnight passed uneventfully, but as Friday closed, Ness brought a tall stranger home to meet me.
"This is Doctor Phillip Alberts," Vanessa said, introducing the tall, black man she'd brought home.
"Liam," I said, offering my hand to shake.
"Pleased to meet you," Phillip replied, a heavy South African accent evident, but his shake firm and strong.
Trying to hide a smile, I waited for Vanessa to ask.
"Umm, baby," She began.
"Of course you may, my love," I replied.
Vanessa beamed at me, her smile lighting the room, "See, Phil?" She said, holding his upper arm. "I told you Liam would let us play if we asked him correctly."
Phil raised a questioning eyebrow as he looked at me. I responded by shrugging and smiling, then saying, "Have fun, you two."
Vanessa hugged the doctor before pecking him on the lips, "Go wait for me in the car, honey. I need to grab an overnight bag and say goodbye to my husband and kids."
Ness waited until the doctor had opened the door and stepped outside before she jumped into my arms and wrapped her legs around my waist. Then showering my face with kisses, she said, "Only for tonight, baby. I have to get him home before his daughter gets up in the morning.
"Wife?" I asked.
"Killed back in South Africa. It's been more than ten years now."
"That's sad," I said. "But I bet you can make him forget everything, including his name, until you take him back to his daughter."
Ness giggled saucily before saying, "You'll be screaming my name all day tomorrow, lover! I know this is only my first pass this year, but thinking about you with Tanya has me so het up that even you can't keep up with me! I'll make it up to you, though, I promise!"
"No need, lover girl," I stated. "I've been expecting you to ask for a pass since the first photo. Now, hurry up and get your stuff before your lover boy chickens out."
Vanessa kissed me again before darting upstairs to put an overnight bag together. Coming back down, she told our boys she'd see them in the morning, then came across to kiss me before she left.
"I'll make this up to you all the rest of the weekend, Liam. I promise."



"It's all good, baby," I replied. "Now get your slutty arse out the door!"
Her eyes twinkling, Ness opened the door before blowing me a final kiss and saying, "You know how hot you calling me dirty names makes me, right?"
"I do," I muttered to the closing door. "Why do you think I do it?"
Chapter 4.
July the fourth saw another circled day and arrow. "Nine months and a nubile teenager will have her willing legs around your waist," Vanessa had written.
I grinned at my sniggering wife and said, "You're enjoying this way too much, honey. I might have to bend you over my knee and spank your naughty ass!"
"Oh, would you, please?" My wife replied, her voice dripping with desire. "The kids are in school, and it's been way too long since you've disciplined me."
"You don't want to wait for the photo?" I asked.
"I forgot about that," Ness said. "When does the mailman normally get here?"
"Around midday," I replied.
"What's it now?" She asked. "Close to ten?"
I nodded.
"Can you do something to tide me over until then?"
"Sure," I confirmed. "Run and get your biggest vibrator, a butt plug, lube, the rope bag, and a spreader bar from our closet."
Vanessa ran back with the things only moments later.
Thinking about what I wanted, I added, "Get that thin, see-through white business shirt of mine from our robe."
"What is going through that evil mind of yours, Liam?" Ness grinned as she ran to obey.
"Do what you're told, woman," I growled. "Or the disciplining will start now!"
Screeching to a stop, Ness turned back to me and said, "That's not a very effective deterrent, given how much I like it, baby!" She grinned, daring me to spank her.
"Of course, the discipline for wilful disobedience is to be fully clothed, sitting on a chair facing the corner, blindfolded, wearing noise-cancelling earphones and forbidden to see Tanya's latest photo. You know that, right?" I replied evenly.
"You wouldn't!" Vanessa pleaded.
Instead of answering, I raised an eyebrow, crossed my arms, and waited.
"You would!" She accused, now sprinting from the room.
"Naked by the time you return!" I yelled after her.
Vanessa returned only a few seconds later and hung the shirt on the back of a kitchen chair.
I took the longest rope from the bag and wound it around Ness' body, alternating going over and under her tits, ensuring they were squeezed tightly. This step wouldn't be needed on a woman whose tits were less firm than Vanessa's. However, Ness' breasts are so firm that the rope would immediately slip off if I skipped this step.
After tying the ends off, I took two more lengths of rope from the bag and fashioned one end of each of them into 'hangman nooses' before looping them over her head, leaving the noose loose. Next, I worked these ropes under the one running tightly around her back and chest and wound them around Ness' breasts. Pulling each loop tight forced Ness's breast flesh to be squeezed against her nipple, well, the front of her tits, if you prefer.
Now that I had her tits turning deliciously purple, I paused her bondage to 'play' with her. Taking two pegs from the laundry, I attached them to Vanessa's nipples. As the pegs squeezed shut on her breast nubs, Vanessa groaned deeply, and her arousal flared, filling my nostrils with her scent.
I waited for Ness to lift her eyes from fixedly staring at her peg festooned tits, then smiled at her before taking one of the pegs in my fingers and thumb and tugging on it. When Ness moaned and her hips shuddered, I released it, then repeated the action on her other nub. Then, flicking the pegs, I slid my hand between my wife's thighs and cupped her mound before slipping two fingers into her soaking cunt.
"Make me cum, baby, please," Vanessa begged.
But I had no intention of doing so! Instead, with practised ease, I worked her to close to her peak but stopped just before she popped. Next, I effortlessly picked her up, sat her on the kitchen table, and handed her my shirt to put on.
"Why do you want me to put this on?" Ness whined, thinking I wasn't going to play after all.
"Do it!" I barked, making her jump.
As soon as she donned my shirt and did up the buttons, I tied her hands together and undid the buttons until the first buttoned one was just under her tightly bound tits. Ness' squeezed, purple tits and protruding nipples were clearly visible through her barely opaque shirt and left little to the imagination.
Moving onto the next stage of my 'play', I lay my wife back onto the table, lifted her feet onto it, spread her knees, and attached the spreader bar. The spreader bar held Ness' legs splayed lewdly open, her sex displayed for anyone in the kitchen to see. I tied Vanessa's ankles together to ensure her legs remained spread as far as possible.
Now that I had her positioned as I wanted, I took a final piece of rope and tied her hands to the spreader bar, leaving just enough length for Ness to reach her pussy. Finally, I placed her thick, close to my cock sized vibrator in her tied hands and turned it on before using a tea towel to cover her eyes.
"Cum for me, slut," I demanded, flicking a peg as my wife slid the vibrator into her cunt.
When I flicked the peg, Ness grunted, "Umph," and her pussy thrust up at the vibrator. I grabbed a peg and twisted it. "Arrrghhh!" She groaned, her body shuddering with barely unrequited lust.
"I said, 'cum for me, slut'," I snarled as I slapped her clit.
"Ohhhhhh, Gaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwdd!" Ness wailed as she began orgasming, juices flooding from her fluttering-open cunt.
"Look at you, you filthy cock gobbling, cum guzzling, dirty ho bag," I snarled into her ear. "What kind of dirty slut orgasms with their tits tied up, someone watching, and stuffing a fake cock into their own cunt?"
"Oh, Gawd! Oh, Gawd! Oh, Gawd! OH MY FUCKING, GAAAAWWWWWWWWWDDDDDDDD!" Vanessa howled as orgasms continually blasted over her.
Just then, we heard a knock on the door.
Grinning, I yelled, "Just a minute!" and swiftly unhooked the spreader bar and untied Vanessa's ankles. Then helping my wife to her feet, I ordered, "Answer the door, slut."
"No!" She whispered.
"Yes!" I insisted, glaring at her and pointing.
"Oh, shit!" Vanessa muttered, reluctantly opening the door, her tied tits blatantly displayed.
I stood in the hall so I could observe the postie's reaction. When Ness first opened the door, his eyes naturally fell to her deliciously displayed breasts, then down to her barely covered pussy. But, to his credit, he snapped his eyes to her face and held them until Ness handed him his pen and pad. He managed to keep his eyes off Vanessa's body until he straddled his bike, then his need to look overcame his professionalism, and he glanced back in time to see Ness, at my whispered command, bending over to pick up the 'dropped' letter.
"Fuuuuccck!" He sighed in awe before riding away.
Blushing redder than sunburn, Ness flashed her grin at me, then accusingly said, "You are so bad, Liam Shephard!"
"Me?" I innocently asked. "I didn't just flash my tits, arse and cunt at the mailman!"
Vanessa tried to deny it, "I only did it because you told me to!"
"If I told you to 'jump ..." I grinned before Ness interrupted me.
"Yes, I probably would, lover," my wife averred. "I trust you that much!"
"The letter," I insisted, holding out my hand.
"Can't I see it first?" Vanessa whined.
Ignoring her, I shut and opened my hand quickly, then held it open again, indicating I wanted her to put the letter in my hand.
"Aww," she whined but dutifully placed it in my outstretched hand.
Placing the envelope aside for the moment, I picked up the rope I'd used to tie my wife's wrists to the spreader bar and retied it to her hand's ties. "Lie face down on the table, feet on the ground, hips on the edge, and your hands on your whore's cunt," I demanded.
Obeying, Ness swiftly achieved the required position. So I took the rope connected to her wrist ties and stretched it along her perineum, between her firm butt cheeks and up her spine, then tied it to the rope running around her tits.
"Finger your cunt," I commanded as, quivering with anticipation, I removed Tanya's latest photo from the envelope.
Turning it, I saw she had maintained the progression. This time, the gorgeous young woman was naked under the diaphanous gown, but she had carefully obscured all evidence of her breasts and groin.
"One more piece to remove. Can your imagination see?" Her note read. Her usual heart and arrow around her written 'Love'.
"I'm going to be a useless two-pump-chump the night I'm with her," I lamented. "That beautiful, young thing will have me so worked up by then that it's inevitable!"
"Show me?" Vanessa pleaded, trying to look back at me over her shoulder.
"No!" I stated emphatically. Then I picked up the tiny butt plug she'd brought from our room and showed it to her. "This goes in your slutty ass first."
With want evident in every pore of my wife's body, she begged, "Oh lawd, yes, Liam! Shove it in my ass, then make sure you hit it as you spank my bottom!"
"Have you got a bottom for me to spank, my cum guzzling whore?" I asked.
Momentarily confused, Ness answered, "Of course I do."
Smacking her ass with my open hand, I repeated, "Do you?"
Clicking on what I meant, my wife shook her head and said, "No, baby, I don't."
"What do you have?" I queried, turning the vibrator on and holding it to her clit.
"I have a whore's arse." Vanessa correctly replied, her hips undulating under the vibrating toy.
"And where do you want the plug?"
"In my whore's arse, please, my love."
"Good girl," I told her as I covered the plug with lube before doing the same thing to her ring and gently inserting the plug into her tight ass.
With me, Vanessa doesn't enjoy anal sex as she says I'm too big. However, she occasionally indulges me as she knows I like taking her in there as a change from regular vaginal sex. Using her fingers to stimulate her clit, she cums when I anally fuck her, but it remains something she does for me and not for her enjoyment. Except, of course, when her lusts run rampant, i.e. she's just used a 'day pass'. Then Ness literally demands I 'take her around the world', a delicious cycle of mouth, pussy, ass, wash, then repeat, until she cannot get my dick to rise again.
However, when she introduces a virgin to sex, Vanessa always patiently shows her lover how to take a woman anally safely. She says that assuming they're not too big, she orgasms readily when the fuck her in there.
Pressing my wife firmly onto the table, crushing her tied and swollen tits against its top, I held the vibrator against the plug and spanked her ass before grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling her head back. Then, dropping the photo and note under her nose, I queried, "Who are you?" before smacking her ass again.
Clearly not understanding what I'd asked because she was too busy lusting over the photo, Ness answered, "Vanessa Shephard," then yelped, "Ow!" as my hand descended on her ass again.
"Who are you?" I repeated.
"Your wife," my wife tried.
"Wrong answer!" I growled as I spanked her again.
"Your dirty little slut!" Ness admitted, looking at Tanya's photo lustfully.
"And whose ass is this?" I questioned as I tapped on the plug.
"Yours, baby," Ness confessed.
"To do with whatever I want?"
"Yes, Liam," Vanessa acquiesced, thinking I wanted to take her anally.
"Correct answer," I stated as I stuffed two fingers into her cunt and found her G-spot. Then, twirling my fingers over it, I gave my wife several orgasms until, satiated, she pleaded, "Stick your big cock in me, lover, and fill me with cum. I cannot possibly go again!"
Vanessa did, though. After I let her up, I turned her onto her back and sat her up. Then I untied her tits, releasing the ones around her back and breasts as I slid into her and flicked her blood-engorged nipples. The sudden pain of the blood rushing back out of her tits, combined with the pleasure of my cock probing into her wet cunt sent her twitching and shuddering into a final orgasm before I sprayed my semen into her.
I helped Ness up and took her into the shower. After setting the temperature, I stepped in with her, turned her back to me, and gently washed our lovemaking from her gorgeous body. I tried to interest her in going again, but she seemed genuinely satiated for a change. She did drop to her knees and blow me, letting me cum on her face, something I always enjoy, so all was not wasted.
Wrapping a towel around my waist, I walked back to the kitchen and picked up Tanya's latest photo and note. Carrying them with me to our bedroom, I opened the folder that Ness had bought for me and carefully placed them, using double-sided tape, beside the previous two. The edge of the folder's top cover was already well used, showing signs of regular opening. I grinned because I knew I only occasionally opened the folder to gaze at the pics, which meant that Vanessa had to have been taking it out regularly.
I didn't need to review Tanya's photos because each was indelibly burnt into my mind. But looking at the three pics, I wondered if I could take nine more months of pictures like these because if I didn't die of exhaustion 'blowing off the steam' they created in me, my wife would fuck me to death instead.
I was curious about the effect Tanya's pictures were having on Vanessa. As far as I knew, Ness didn't have a gay bone in her petite body, nor had she mentioned ever having 'experimented' with another girl, not even during her teenage years when young girls often 'test their sexual mores' with a close girlfriend. But I figured Ness would talk to me about it when she was ready, so I stopped thinking about it.
Chapter 5.
I woke in the morning of August the fourth, already grinning because I'd dreamed of what Tanya's photo and note would reveal. Ness had slipped out earlier to head in for her shift, so I had to help myself with my morning wood. After relieving that ache, I emptied my bladder and then went to look at the calendar.
This time Ness' note was the childish ditty, "Tanya and Liam in a tree, k.i.s.s.i.n.g.." She hadn't written the rest of the lyric, but I heard her saying it in my mind anyway. Instead, Ness had written, "Well, it'll be a bed, not a tree. But k.i.s.s.i.n.g., you will be!"
I spent the rest of the morning reviewing my stock market portfolio, ensuring I was happy with where my short and long-term stocks were invested. I put off making any final decisions on what to change until I reviewed them a second time after I'd settled down from receiving Tanya's note and photo.
Much to my chagrin, this month's fourth day fell on a Sunday, so I had to wait until Monday to get Tanya's latest letter. To add to my disappointment, the postie had one of his rare late days, and the mail hadn't arrived before Ness got home. She didn't know that, of course, so as soon as she walked inside, she held out her hand and demanded, "Show me!"
"The postie hasn't been yet," I explained mildly.
"Bullshit!" Ness spat. "You're just hogging it for yourself or teasing me! After the last one, Tanya must be naked in this one, as that fits the progression! Now, show me!"
Giving my wife a flat stare that I hoped hid my amusement, then letting my voice turn frosty, I said, "Or what, Mrs Vanessa Shephard? Careful, now, or I might paddle your arse for real!"
Unfortunately, Ness just responded by putting her hands on her hips and giggling, "Then you'd have to take me to bed and fuck me! So, as if that's a viable threat! Now, where is the photo, please?"
"It won't be Tanya naked," I pointed out. "She's still underage, and she's not that stupid. But, as I said ..."
Then the postie pulled up on his bike.
"Yes!" Vanessa excitably yelled as she ran to the door to sign for the letter.
In this photo, Tanya had followed the progression, and she was naked, except she'd carefully staged the picture so that it only revealed her back from above her hips as she looked innocently over her left shoulder, her hands placed to ensure nothing was revealed.
Ness dragged me to our room for another all-night fuck session immediately after seeing Tanya's pic, so I didn't get to read Tanya's note until the following day. At 6.00 am, I was only peripherally aware that Ness' alarm had sounded, and she'd dragged her tired self off to work.
Getting out of bed, I put my robe on and walked to the kitchen. As I sipped my tea, I remembered Tanya's note, so swiftly returning to my bedroom, I removed it from the envelope and unfolded it.
It read, "On my birthday, the only time you'll see my back is when ..." It was signed as she typically did, only she'd placed two xs inside the heart.
When Vanessa came home, she read the note, then turning it over, she growled, "Is when ..., what? When she's walking away? No, that doesn't make sense! When ..., what?"
Laughing at her frustration, I replied, "Use your imagination to think what it might be, then share that with me, and we'll make it happen."
"Take me to the shower because I stink, then you can do that thing I like you doing in there," Ness demanded.
"What thing is that?" I teased.
Trying to look sweet and innocent, Ness held her fingers low in front of her hips and lifted her right leg onto its toes before swinging her knee back and forth, "You know," she tried to blush. "That thing I really like."
"You mean lifting you off the shower floor with your back to me and mashing your luscious tits against the glass as I fuck your whore's cunt?"
"Yeah, that!" Ness pleaded with lust in her eyes.
"Fuck, you're a sexually voracious slut!" I opined.
"Compliments will get you exactly everywhere, Mr Liam," my wife purred as she dropped to her knees and helped me out of my trousers. "Now, hurry up and get me naked."
We had to leave the shower because the water ran cold, not because Ness had had enough.
Chapter 6.
Another month passed without much to write about but filled with my rising anticipation for the fourth to arrive. Ness was home on days off this month, and she seemed as excited as I was to see Tanya's next picture. I'd rechecked the calendar and found this written: "Four over nine. Stay with her two more days, and it will be ...?" After that, she wrote '69' as if that wasn't already blatantly obvious.
The mailman arrived in due course, and I signed for another letter. Taking it into the kitchen where Ness waited, I slid the photo out and tucked it into my trousers behind my back. Then holding the envelope and letter, I affected a sad face and said, "No picture this month. Just a note."
"What? No!" Ness denied. "There must be a picture there somewhere. Maybe the postie took it? What does the note say?"
"This is how you'll first see me when you enter the hotel room," I read from the note.
"Then there has to be a photo!" Ness emphatically stated. "I bet that old perverted postie took it! Probably going to masturbate over it!"
I grinned, "And, my love," I said. "What exactly do you do when you sneak my folder out of my filing cabinet?"
Vanessa refused to answer, of course, but her blush told me all, so chuckling, I sat beside her so we could both see the picture for the first time together. When I placed the photo on the bench, Ness exclaimed, "Asshole!" but swiftly bent her head to see. This picture only showed Tanya from her bare shoulders up. But she looked adorably up at the photographer, making it clear she was kneeling before him.
"Oh_My_God!" Ness moaned, each word clearly enunciated and spaced.
"Yup!" I thought.
It was my turn to take my wife lustfully, but I didn't take her from the kitchen. Instead, I pulled Ness to her feet, pushed her upper body flat onto the bench top, pulled her skirt above her toned ass, smacked it, pushed my sweatpants down my thighs, positioned my aching cock at her entrance, and shoved into her.



"Do me hard and fill my cunt, lover!" Vanessa demanded, already shuddering as several petite orgasms washed over her.
Two orgasms for me, and many for my wife later, I sagged back onto the stool, my limp dick falling from her drooling pussy. Ness lay in position for a bit longer as she reached between her legs and slid her fingers into her cum filled cunt. Then, wiping my cum from her pussy to her ass, she rimmed herself before sighing through one last petite orgasm.
"I'm not going to last three seconds when I'm finally with her," I muttered.
"By the time your twenty-four hours are up, I'll have rubbed my clit off from jilling myself thinking about what you two are doing," Ness confessed.
During the weeks following September the fourth, I fantasised about the coming May and my looming encounter with my best friend's beautiful daughter and wondered how he felt about our planned night together. Worried that going through with it might permanently damage our friendship, I considered pulling the plug on my planned dalliance with Tanya.
Worried, I got Tanya's folder out of my cabinet and took it to where Ness sat watching TV, then handed her the folder and asked, "Who do you think is taking these photos?"
"Ellen, of course," Tanya answered surprisingly, at least to me.
"Ellen's on board with me seducing her eldest daughter?" I dubiously asked.
Ness chuckled, "First of all, baby, I don't think it's you doing the seducing! Secondly, why not? She knows she can't have you herself, so she's vicariously 'having' you through her daughter."
"And Jim?" I asked. "You reckon he's okay about me taking his daughter's virginity?"
"You'll take both of their virginities when the time comes, and it's legal to do so, Liam. The girls are determined about that. Their father understands they want it, and he knows you're reluctant, so he's dealing with it as best he can. But, lover, Jim does not blame you for what will inevitably happen. Now, my love, what's this actually about?"
"You know me too well," I muttered before more loudly saying, "I'm worried about my friendship with Jim surviving me fucking his daughters, baby. I don't have so many friends that I can afford to lose my best one."
"That's part of it," Ness said. "But what's really bothering you?"
"Fuck!" I swore under my breath, but when my wife crossed her arms and raised her eyebrow, I confessed, "What if I don't aim up, Ness? What if it's a complete disaster? Tanya's got this idealised fantasy of how it will be in her head. What if I can't fulfil those fantasies?"
Ness stood and wrapped her arms around me and then kissed my cheek. Then rubbing my back, she soothed, "Do you reckon either of the Monie girl's sex drive is as high as mine?"
"No. You're the horniest, sluttiest bitch I know by far!" I teased, knowing that calling Ness dirty names would only inflame her desires.
"Then I doubt you'll have any problems fulfilling their every desire, honey. Remember, though, they're both virgins, so I doubt they'll be able to take you inside them more than a couple of times before they'll be too sore to go again. However, lover, you're the best oral exponent I've ever had, so I'm certain they'll both be happy the following morning." Ness ran her hands over my dick and, changing the subject, said, "I'm on the rag, baby. But I can get there if you want to take my ass for a change?"
"Hell, yes!" I replied, picking her up and running for our bedroom.
Chapter 7.
October fourth seemed to take an age to finally arrive, and when it did, Ness had a night shift, so around midday, stretching and yawning and wearing nothing but the tiniest thong I could imagine, Vanessa wandered from the bedroom.
"Has the postie been yet?" She yawned before kissing my cheek."
"If he has, I haven't heard him," I replied.
But when she put on a robe and opened the door, there was a card from the mailman saying that no one was home and would leave the registered letter at our local post office for me to pick up.
Stamping her foot, Vanessa bitched, "Now I won't be able to see it until tomorrow!"
"I'm sorry you won't be able to see my registered letter until tomorrow, babe. But, Princess, I guess you'll just have to suck it up like the big girl that you are."
Vanessa glared at me before grinning and giggling, "I was being a little precious, wasn't I?"
Holding my finger and thumb about a centimetre (1/4 inch) apart, I confirmed, saying, "Only about this much!" I changed from indicating the amount by my finger and thumb to flinging my hands as far apart as possible as I completed my sentence.
"Asshole," Ness grinned.
"Bitch," I replied, but let's not go there, or you'll be on your back with your legs up in the air praying to 'Gawd' again!"
"And the problem with that is?" Ness saucily asked.
"That you'll want to go again after seeing Tanya's photo tomorrow!"
"And the problem with that is?"
And, you know? I couldn't see even one damned problem with it. So I tossed her over my shoulder, smacked her bum, and took her back to bed.
Grateful that our local Post Office opened for a half day on a Saturday, I drove up and picked up the letter as Ness slept her night shift off. Of course, I was tempted to open it before she got up, but it was much more fun to open it with her, so I sat it on the kitchen table and tried unsuccessfully to think about something else.
Luckily, Ness was probably as excited as me, so she was up by 10.00 am, demanding to see the pic. Not bothering to tease her this time, I lay Tanya's photo face up on the table. In this picture, Tanya lay on a towel on the beach, resting on her arms, and wearing the same tiny, almost translucent white micro bikini as in her earlier pics. Tanya held her head up, smiling at the camera, but again, she'd posed carefully to ensure nothing in the photo could get either of us into trouble, even though she looked stunningly gorgeous in it.
After admiring the photo, I unfolded the accompanying note and read, "You will be the sun on my darkest night, Daddy Liam. Your presence will warm my ..." It was signed in her now typical way.
"Oh, my!" Ness whispered after reading Tanya's note. "My ... is warm, now! Want to take me to bed and quench that fire?"
"Yes! Yes, I would, my love!" I said as I took her hand and led her to bed.
The end of October signalled the end of the footy season, bringing the usual rounds of end-of-season prize and awards nights. I'm extremely popular on the circuit as I tell a good story, and I can usually find plenty of things to make fun of the players, coaching, office and support staff about. Because I'm well-liked by the players, they willingly and mischievously tell tales 'out of school', so I always have plenty of fodder for my speeches.
The players and supporters of these clubs understand that I'm a compulsive flirt but would never overstep any boundaries. They typically enjoy me gently flirting with their wives or girlfriends because I make the women feel sexy and attractive. It helps, of course, that Vanessa always accompanies me to these dos, and it's rare that she is outshone on the red carpet. Why would I truly be interested in their wife or girlfriend when mine is hotter than theirs is?
Chapter 8.
By November fourth, I was eager to see what Tanya had for me. So much so that I sneaked a preview of what Ness had written for this day. I was disappointed to read she'd only written, "Halfway through Tanya's birth year, baby. Can you make it through another six months without your head exploding?"
"Probably not," I muttered, wishing for the last three days before the fourth to fly by.
My wife was on an afternoon shift on November fourth, so we spent the morning together, trying not to do anything stupid as we waited for the mailman. Finally, close to 1.00 pm, he kicked out the stand of his 'postie bike' and walked up to our door.
Ness had sat on the kitchen stool closest to the front door, so she beat me to the door when the mailman knocked. With trembling hands, I could tell that Ness badly wanted to rip the envelope open and stare at the enclosed picture, but she restrained herself and handed it to me.
Opening it, I removed the photo, then, with my hands trembling, placed it on the bench. Tanya wore her School Formal dress (the Aussie equivalent of a Prom). It clung to her youthful figure but still revealed nothing that would bring the censor's or police's ire.
"She's beautiful," Ness breathed. Then suddenly insecure, she added, "You won't leave me for her, Liam. Will you?" The last question was almost plaintive in its delivery.
Absently wondering who the lucky guy that escorted Tanya to the event was, I took my wife to bed and showed her that she had nothing to worry about. I had time to give her seven orgasms before she needed to shower for work. Then as she got out of bed, I quietly said, "Mrs Liam Shephard, I swore in front of that preacher that it was 'until death do us part' I intend to keep that vow!"
With tears in her eyes, Ness hugged me and said, "Thank you."
The speaking and MCing engagements continued through most of the rest of November, so I had plenty to keep my mind away from my soon-to-be young lover, for which I was grateful. The only interesting event to note was my wife bringing a young man that seriously could have been my 'brother from another mother' home from the hospital.
"You won't believe me, baby," Ness said as a way of introduction. "But this gorgeous hunk of young manhood is Liam Aldiss. He came into the ER after being knocked out practising with The Morningside Panthers this morning. As you were, he's a full-forward."
Walking two confident steps forwards, Liam offered his hand and said, "Big fan, Mr Shephard. I was delighted when The Bears drafted you from The Fitzroy Lions. You've been my role model ever since."
"You're eighteen?" I asked, shaking his hand. "Are you in this year's draft?"
"Yeah, Mr Shephard, just turned. I was thrilled when Vanessa read my name, laughed, and said you were her husband. Yes, I'm in this year's draft. The Bears have promised to trade for me if they have to to get me there."
Winking at Ness, I grinningly said, "I think Liam is fine if I'm willing to let you bang my wife, Mister Aldiss!"
Liam blanched and looked at the ground, then, quickly regaining his composure, he stepped closer and whispered, "Seriously? Your wife propositioned me, but I thought it was bullshit. But she insisted that the only way I'd know for sure was to come home with her and ask you." The young man swiftly looked to see if my wife could hear, then finished his thought, "Liam, I used to watch her on The Red Carpet when The Brownlow was on, then spend the night masturbating, imagining it was me with her.
"Imagine my surprise and delight when I recognised her at the hospital. But then she seemed to be flirting with me, and man, did I have the biggest boner! Later, after I was cleared to go home, she asked if I wanted to spend the night with her. Well, duh! Of course, I do. But then she said I'd have to come home with her and ask you. Please, man, don't tell me this is bullshit!"
Laughing at the poor excitable young man would have been gauche, so I resisted as well as I could but couldn't hide my grin when I asked, "Are you a virgin, Liam?" Then when he ashamedly nodded, I added, "You won't be after tonight. By morning, my wife will have taught you all you'll ever need to know about pleasing a woman. So, go, take her hand and have fun!"
Liam shook my hand vigorously and said, "Thank you, Mr Shephard." Then some of the arrogance and self-confidence he'd need to make it as a premiership player surfaced as he grinned and stated, "Your wife won't regret this night!"
Following her well-established method, Ness sent the young man to wait in her car as she put together an overnight bag, said goodnight to our boys, kissed me, and headed out the door.
Before she opened the door to leave, Ness grinned, "According to his club profile, his body stats match yours at the same age. I wonder if his cock does too?"
Laughing, I replied, "Did you put a measuring tape in your bag so you can compare?"
Ness grinned widely as she shut the door but didn't reply.
Chapter 9.
This time, before I knew it, it was December fourth, and our mailman knocked on our door again.
"Registered mail for a Mr Liam Shephard," he grinned before cheekily adding, "Shame your wife isn't home today."
Pretending to be serious, I answered, "Why? Do you want to look at her shaved cunt again?"
The postie blushed but bravely replied, "Well, if she wants to display it for me again?"
I laughed before saying, "Unfortunately for you, Ness is on a dayshift today. Maybe next time?"
Pushing ahead, our mailman asked, "Is she like your slut, or something? Do you, umm, offer her to others?"
"No, mate," I explained. "But if my wife chooses you to play with, she'll send you to me to ask for my permission."
"Do you think she would?" The postie almost pleaded.
"It's a big city, so you never know your luck!" I diplomatically replied, looking over his pudgy body and knowing our mail would never reach this address if I told him what I actually knew —that his chances were precisely between none and fuck all.
Taking his pen back from me, our mailman said, "A man can dream, right? After she flashed me the last time, my wife got it three times that night!"
"I'll tell, Ness," I grinned at the postie. "She'll be delighted that she caused that reaction."
Looking around as if he needed to divulge a secret that would start World War III, the postie whispered, "Your missus is as hot as all fuck. You know that, right?"
Straight-faced, I replied, "You think so? I hadn't noticed! But I'm sure her twenty-plus lovers agree with you!"
"Twenty-plus lovers?" The mailman asked.
"There may have been more from before we married," I answered deadpan.
Shaking his head, the postie hopped onto his bike and resumed his round.
I wanted to wait until my wife arrived home before opening Tanya's letter, but I quickly decided I couldn't wait, so I split the seal with my thumb and withdrew Tanya's latest picture.
'Oh!' I thought as I stared at the picture.
Tanya looked alluringly at the camera, lying in a 'tub of plastic balls', clearly appearing to be naked but showing nothing.
"On my eighteenth birthday, am I wearing nothing or a diaphanous robe?" Her accompanying note read.
"Faaarkkkkk!" I groaned, knowing I was in for a night of aggressive, 'take no prisoners' sex when Ness saw the picture.
I wrote 'Ness' on the envelope and propped it against the house phone. Then, when my wife arrived home, we fucked until dawn poked its ugly head above the horizon.
"Can you phone in that your cunt's sore, so you can't come to work today?" Ness rhetorically asked as she searched in vain for something to soothe her worn vagina.
December means Christmas, of course. It also means end-of-year and Christmas office and company parties. The bigger of these provide plenty of opportunities for me to host or MC these events, so I'm typically very busy at this time of year. For Vanessa, it means the beginning of the traditional period where the staff want time off to spend with their families.
In her working life, I had always thought that Ness had received the 'rough end of the pineapple up her fundament' because when she first graduated, she was told that Christmas and New Year holidays were reserved for married nurses and nurses with children. But now that she's married with children, the younger nurses expect to get those holidays because it's their party time. However, there's little we can do except grin and bear it.
My wife is often stressed at this time of year because of working short-staffed and overwrought families who demand that granny or pop just have to be home for Christmas dinner, or their Christmas will be totally ruined. Then there's the opposite of that where granny or pop is dropped off at the hospital because the family can't, or don't want to, look after them because they want a family break over these holidays. Of course, the poor old dears are distraught because they can't understand why they've been abandoned.
Over the years of our marriage, December into January has been the period where Ness most often asks for a pass. Having a twenty-four-hour fuck fest with some hunk she desires helps blow off the frustrations from her work and allows her to be a good mother to our boys and wife to me.
Reviewing my year, I realised I hadn't asked for a single 'pass'. It wasn't that there weren't plenty of attractive women in my life giving subtle, and sometimes not so subtle, hints that they were available. It was because a certain young Rockhampton woman had garnered my full attention. Well, what attention I spared from my beautiful wife, of course.
The year ended without fanfare, as Vanessa and I expressed our love in slow, soft, expressive lovemaking instead of the sometimes frenzied fucking we'd done since receiving Tanya's first letter.
"Didn't need to fuck some stud's brains out to cope with the stress of work Christmas and New Year this year, babe?" I teased as we cuddled early New Year's morning, having seen it in making love.
"No." Ness replied before confessing, "I've felt a little guilty for being selfish and taking more lovers than I really needed just because I was horny and could."
Mildly concerned, I said, "If I'm not looking after you well enough, baby, kick my ass and demand I do better!"
Ness laughed as she hugged me and, in a sultry voice, replied, "You look after me so well, lover, that I can barely stand the next morning, let alone walk."
"Is me willingly preparing to make love with Tanya bothering you, then? I can tell her it can't happen if you want?"
"Don't you dare!" Ness said fiercely. "I want you to make love to her probably more than you and she want to make love to each other!"
"Why the guilts, then?"
Ness, her hips slowly undulating under me as her pussy gripped my deflating pole in slow but firm pulses, causing it to reinflate immediately, said, "Because this is the first year since we got married that you haven't asked for a 'day pass'. I've had two, neither of which I particularly needed, but because it's a habit, and I wanted to."
"I enjoy fantasising about what you're doing with your lovers, baby," I reassured her as I slowly thrust into her, meeting her undulations. Then I whispered into her ear, "I love that you're a red hot, dick pulling, knob gobbling, cock sucking, cum guzzling, anal loving, dirty slut because you're my dirty slut."
"Oh, shit, Liam!" Ness gasped as she explosively orgasmed on my thrusting dick. "You know exactly how to make me feel good!"
"Then show me, my dirty little whore, what a good cum guzzling wife does for her husband."
Ness immediately pushed on my chest, forcing me to roll onto my back. Then diving between my legs, she took my cum smeared dick and stuffed it into her mouth, her lips sealing around it and tongue swirling. Then, cupping and gently squeezing my balls, Ness vigorously milked my cock until, with an expansive groan, I spat my man juices into her oral cavity.
Having accepted my load, Ness knelt, grabbed my hands, and pulled me up. Then, opening her mouth to show she still held my semen in her mouth, she tilted her head back and gargled with it before swallowing.
"Was that something along the lines of what a 'good cum guzzling wife' should do? She impishly asked.
"It was a good start, slut," I sneered. "But my dick's still messy, and your face remains uncovered by my semen."
Her eyes filling with lust, Ness forcefully shoved me flat on my back before wrapping her dainty hand around my cock and taking its head back into her mouth. Then kissing and running her soft tongue over it, my wife gently worked me until I was rock-hard again.



This time, Ness slowly brought me to my peak. Her kisses on my cock were soft and gentle, her licks lovingly slow, her grip on my dick firm but not hard, and her stroking long and unhurried.
Propping myself on my elbows, I watched as my loving wife of nearly nineteen years slowly coaxed an orgasm from me. But I knew Ness was doing this for me. Doing it because she thought I wanted it like this, but my ultimate satisfaction came from giving her thunderous, wall-shaking, screaming orgasms, so I placed my hand on her head. Then when she bobbed, I shoved her down and jammed my dick into her throat.
"Stop playing with your food and swallow, you cock sucking whore!" I snarled.
Ness' right hand instantly flew between her legs and onto her button, her thumb wriggling and fingers searching for her cum filled cunt. Wanting her to howl her orgasm to the skies, I grabbed a handful of her hair and roughly pulled her off me and onto her back. Then, straddling her chest, I lowered my ass onto her half-grapefruit-sized tits and feeling her stiff nipples pressing against my ass cheeks, I retook a handful of hair and tipped her head back.
Now that I had her positioned as I wanted, I wriggled my ass to crush her tits and snarled, "Cum like the filthy street whore that you are!" as I unloaded onto her beautiful face.
Set off by my semen splashing over her face, my wife's body arched up from the bed, only her shoulders, neck, head and heels still on the mattress as she screamed, "OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHH FFFFFFFFFFFFFFAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRKKKKKKK!!!!!!!" shuddering as her orgasm thundered through her.
Moving back so I no longer sat on Ness' breasts, I kept hold of her hair and wiped my softening dick through the cum spurts on her face, smearing it over her eyelids and nose. "Good little slut," I told her as I patted her lips with my cock's head. "Wait there."
I stepped off the bed and picked up Ness' camera, then took several pictures of her cum covered face. We had a friend with a photo development business, and for the small price of allowing him to keep copies of the photos he liked that we'd asked him to develop, he produced stunningly real looking pictures we could keep to peruse later.
Putting the camera back on the dresser, I turned her onto her side and pulled her taut ass against me so we could spoon. Ness tilted her head back, favoured me with a satisfied smile, and softly said, "You make me feel like I'm yours, my love, that I am owned and protected, and no one and nothing could ever hurt me because I'm your woman."
"You know the feminists' heads would explode if they heard you saying you were owned, Ness. You know that, right? They'd practically froth at the mouth if they knew you loved being owned." I joked.
"What most of them need is a big stiff dick up their arse!" Ness growled. "Men are too scared to act like gentlemen around me anymore! They're terrified because some stuck-up bitch with an attitude problem has had a go at them for acting cultured. I like men holding doors open for me and holding my chair when I sit at the table. I like when you insist I walk inside you on the footpath, keeping your body between me and the cars. I like all of that, but I love people staring at me, ogling me, or wolf-whistling. I'm one hot bitch, dammit! And I want men to stare and show their appreciation. Women, too, for that matter!"
"I'm not sure what you mean, baby," I teased. "Why don't you tell me how you really feel?"
Reaching between us, Ness took my semi-erect cock in her hand and started working on making me stiff again, "Oh, shut up and fuck me," she smilingly bitched.
Pretending to be exasperated, I rolled my eyes and sighed theatrically before saying, "Oh, if I must!"
When we woke, we only had three more days to wait until Tanya's next letter arrived because, at this point in Australia's history, the post office still delivered on Saturdays.
Chapter 10.
Vanessa was on a day off on January Fourth, so we waited eagerly together for the mailman to deliver Tanya's gift to us. That's how I'd come to see the photos. Tiny gifts from the delectable young vixen that had so pleasantly invaded my life and dreams. Each picture was a vision of exotic beauty that I'd proudly show to my friends if I were single and of a similar age to her. But I knew, given I was married and more than twice her age, I couldn't show those pictures even though they were sweet and innocent and showed her discreetly.
I heard the postie's bike puttering on our front lawn, so I grabbed my wife's waist as she stood to rush out the door. Then roughly bending her over, I tore off her thong and growled, "'Accidentally' drop the letter again, and flash the mailman. Ensure your legs are straight when you bend over, and give him a good long look. Then stand, turn back to him, and flash your tits."
"Liam, no!" Ness protested.
"Yes," I insisted. "You will do it because I demand you do. Now go!"
Vanessa wanted to protest, but my hand cupped her cunt, and the sudden heat of her arousal told me she'd do it.
"You are so bad!" Ness growlingly whispered.
"Me?" I protested. "I'm not about to show my whore's cunt and tits to the postie!"
"Shit!" She muttered but hiked her skirt a little higher until the bottom of her pussy almost showed, then pulled her blouse out from inside it to hide that the skirt's waist was now halfway up her tummy. Then, undoing three buttons, she got to the door just as the postie knocked.
Throwing the door open, Vanessa chimed, "Hi! Got a special delivery for us?"
"Yes," the postie answered, trying in vain not to look down her top.
But my wife was having none of it. So she leaned towards him, giving him an unfettered look down her blouse, her erect nipples clearly visible.
"May I see?" She asked as if she hadn't noticed the envelope in his hand.
"Certainly, Ma'am," the mailman replied, handing my wife the envelope, now openly ogling Ness' svelte form. "Sign here, please," he added.
Vanessa smiled as she handed the postie his pen back, then touched his cheek with the tip of her finger —something guaranteed to weaken his knees even as his todger stiffened.
Ness turned to go inside before she exclaimed, "Whoops!" As directed, she'd dropped the letter.
The mailman had begun to walk to his bike, but hearing my wife's exclamation, he naturally turned back. Then, seeing her, the postie gulped, and his hand went unconsciously to his trouser front and grabbed his cock as his eyes bugged out of his head. Now standing stock still, the mailman pulled on his pants-covered dick as he stared at my wife's gorgeous ass and delectably framed vulva until Ness straightened and turned to face him.
As she stood bent over, Ness had undone the last two buttons on her blouse, so holding the blouse's tails, she spread her hands as she turned back to the mailman, exposing her scrumptious, 34C breasts to him and anyone in front of our house who happened to be looking. Then holding the envelope in her left hand, Ness casually said, "I swear I'm so clumsy sometimes that I even drop my knickers accidentally!"
The postie stood there speechless, rubbing his cock, and staring at my wife's tits.
"Like what you see?" Ness cooed.
Still unable to speak, the mailman nodded.
"Would you like to touch them?" Vanessa purred, getting into her role.
"Please!" the postie croaked.
"You may," Ness said. "But hands only. No fingers or thumbs and no squeezing, only soft kneading."
His whole body shaking, the mailman took three tentative steps closer to my wife. Then, waiting to be chastised or for Ness to step away, the postie almost reverentially stretched out his hand and covered Vanessa's left breast.
"Hmm," Ness purred. "Close your fingers and really feel it, don't be shy."
The mailman closed his fingers around Ness' mound.
"Nice," my wife sighed. "Now knead it gently, and rub my nipple with your thumb."
Beginning to relax and get into it, the postie did as Ness asked.
"Hmm," Ness sighed. "Now stiffen your fingers and make your palm as hard as possible. Good. Now press against my nipple a little harder and move your hand in small slow circles. Yeah, just like that. That's good."
Trying not to laugh aloud, I watched as my slut wife was about to get off by being tit stimulated by an overweight, unshaven, 60+-year-old.
"Speed up your circles and give me your left hand," Vanessa requested.
Taking the mailman's fingers in her hands, Ness guided his thumb onto her clit and two of his fingers inside her sopping pussy.
"Don't stop rubbing my nipple," my wife demanded as she unzipped the postie, took his fairly standard-sized dick out, and began stroking it. "Circle my clit with your thumb as you circle my breast with your hand." Then groaned as the mailman complied.
Vanessa's eyes were closed as she undulated her hips at the postie's questing fingers, but they suddenly flew open as she grabbed his wrist and ground her clit on his thumb, "Yesssss!" She hissed as she trembled and shook, a reasonably large orgasm washing over her.
Kissing the mailman's cheek, my wife said, "Thank you," as she pulled him by his dick until he was close enough for her to direct the tip of his penis onto her clit. Then jacking him as she rubbed the end across her clit and along her wet slit, she whispered, "Cum on my cunt. I want you to."
"Fuuuuuck!" The postie groaned as he spat juices onto my wife's clitoris.
Ness milked him until his spasms were dry, then bending over, she kissed the tip of his cock before tucking him back away.
Patting the mailman's cheek fondly, Vanessa said, "See you next month."
Stunned and disbelieving his luck, the postie staggered across to his bike, put the still puttering engine in gear, shook his head a final time, and jerkily rode off.
"You slut!" I accused as Ness walked inside. "That poor postie is never going to get anybody to believe his story, you know that, right?"
"Yes, I am a slut!" my wife declared proudly. "And maybe no one will believe him, but I bet he tells everyone except his wife about the day he got to cum on the hottest bitch he's ever seen! So stop telling me what we both already know, bend me over this kitchen table, and fuck me. I'm so damned hot that I'm about to explode!"
"What about the photo?" I teased.
"Open it after your cock's in me!" Ness demanded.
Still grinning, I, as asked, bent my wife over the table, placed my elbow between her shoulder blades, mashing her C-cups against the tabletop as I forced her down, positioned my cock at her entrance before brutally shoving it in and opening the envelope.
Extricating the note, I first noticed that I'd graduated to four 'kisses' inside the heart as well as two 'os' for hugs. Then, unfolding it, I dropped it on the table in front of Ness so we could both read, "Four more months, Daddy Liam. I hope you're yearning for that day to come. I am."
"Gaaawwdd!" Ness groaned as her pussy spasmed around my cock.
This month's photo showed Tanya still in her Formal dress but from behind this time. The dress was unzipped, exposing Tanya's slender back, and she had pulled the dress' shoulders off hers, delectably displaying their perfect youthfulness.
Ness and I had stopped moving, frozen by the exquisite picture on our tabletop, but then, Ness' teeth surrounded my wrist, and she but hard.
"Don't just lie there, you arsehole! Fuck me!" My wife demanded.
Chuckling at the need and want in her, I forced my hands under Ness' chest, just under her breasts, before sliding them up onto her nipples. Then, taking her thick nubs in my thumbs and forefingers, I twisted them firmly, pulling her back as I thrust into her.
"I said, 'Fuck me'," Ness growled as she tried to bang her bottom back against me.
'You wanted this,' I thought, removing my hands from her breasts and straightening up. I moved my left hand to Vanessa's shoulder and my right to her hip. Then sliding all but the tip of my dick out of her tightly gripping cunt, I yanked her back onto me as I jammed my hips forward as hard as I possibly could.
"Oomph," Ness grunted.
I pushed her forwards as I pulled out of her, then ripped her back again as I slammed my hips forward.
"Umpf," Ness said, grunting louder.
Pushing her back down, I lifted my hand off her hip as I ripped her back for the third time. This time, as my pelvis loudly hit her ass, I smacked the outside top of her right ass cheek.
"Again!" My wife demanded. "I want bruises to show the girls at the gym tomorrow!"
I changed hands and added a stinging slap to Ness' left cheek.
"Faster," Ness panted, nearing her crest.
I leaned further back to expose more of my wife's toned ass, then squeezing both cheeks viciously between my fingers, I began pounding her. This wasn't making love. This was raw, animalistic fucking, more akin to a lion taking his lioness than two humans coupling. But Ness wanted this, wanted me to leave marks she could proudly show to her jealous friends, so I did her what she needed me to, I fucked her, owned her, and dominated her.
By the time Vanessa begged me to stop and 'fill her whore's cunt' with cum, her ass was welted bright red, and she'd cum too many times to count.
After spraying my seed into her, soaking her already soakingly wet pussy, I had just enough strength left to carry her to our en suite. Then, after adjusting the flow, I picked her up, walked inside, shut the door and sank onto the shower floor with Ness in my lap.
Because of the shower, I hadn't felt my wife's tears, but when she cupped my face with her hand and tipped her lush lips up for me to kiss, I saw she was quietly weeping.
Immediately concerned, I asked, "Whatever's the matter, Ness? Whatever it is, I'll fix it, okay?"
"Nothing's 'the matter', you big lummox," Ness said, lightly slapping my chest before snuggling under my chin onto it. "Can't you see that I'm happy?"
"This is one of those 'woman's logic' things, isn't it, my love?" I teased. "Because only happy people ever cry!"
"Oh, shut up and kiss me," Ness commanded. Then wriggling her tight buns on my lap, she added, "That stings!" Suddenly grinning, she stood up, jumped out of the shower, and peered over her shoulder, trying to see her ass in the mirror.
Trying to reassure her, I said, "Most of the welts will be gone in an hour or so, babe. But the fingerprints from me squeezing your firm buttocks will bruise, so you'll need to hide those."
"You'd better have given me more than ten fingerprint bruises, Mister Shephard," Ness growled. "I've skited to the gym tarts about how good you are at 'tanning my hide', so you'd better have given me plenty of handprint bruises, too!"
Washing my hair and getting clean, I gave my wife a lopsided grin and shrugged my shoulders, thinking, 'I'll never understand her.' But I knew that wasn't a bad thing.
Chapter 11.
January is a quiet month on the speaking and engagement tour in Australia. This is because the schools are closed for the summer holidays, and only a few students are doing 'catch-up' work at the Universities. In addition, our boys are at home and on school break at this time, so we typically take a family holiday. I was tempted to take us to see the Monies but resisted as I didn't want to tempt my friend's wrath. Instead, we opted to book into a resort on the Gold Coast and toured the various theme parks down there.
We all enjoyed Sea World and Wet and Wild, but MovieWorld didn't impress me much, although Ness seemed to have fun.
In the AFL's preseason, January is an important month as it's when the clubs try to lay the fitness foundations necessary for the players to survive a twenty-three game plus playoffs game season. I'd followed that routine for all of my fourteen-year AFL career, so I often found myself re-joining my Brisbane Bears ex-teammates as they circled the oval, trying to run enough miles into their legs to ensure they'd survive the year's rigours.
I'd set the club's two-kilometre trial record during my first year at The Bears. Interestingly, I beat that time the year after I retired, but as I wasn't a player anymore, it didn't count. When the then Fitzroy Lions (In 1996, the Brisbane Bears merged with the Fitzroy Lions to form the Brisbane Lions, but by then, I'd been retired for nearly two years) recruited me, I was tossing up between trying to qualify for the 1980 Moscow Olympics in the 800 and 1500 metre events and joining an AFL team. My disgust at Australia's government trying to force the athletes to boycott those Olympics led me to choose an AFL career—something I've never regretted.
But, because the month was quiet after our two-week holiday, I had little to do but watch my stocks grow on the market, usually about as exciting as watching paint dry or grass grow and/or think about May Fourth. Therefore, instead of seventeen days, it took an aeon, or so it seemed, for the calendar to finally click over to February fourth.
Vanessa had been unusually quiet and restrained after our holiday, too, with no sign of her usual flirtatious nature and no excitably descriptive commentary about how hot some guy she'd flirted with was. However, she was loving toward me and her usual responsive self in bed, so I wasn't concerned.
I read our calendar on the morning of February fourth. Ness' note said three-quarters of the year has passed since Tanya's first photo, yet your hands still shake as you excitedly view the next one. I wonder, will your head explode when you finally see your paramour naked?"
"Most likely," I muttered, looking for something to distract me until the mailman arrived.
Unfortunately, my wife was on an early, so I couldn't indulge in any sex games with her or use her to wind the postie up. I practised pool for a time, but I was already pretty good, so that got old quickly. I took my clubs up to the driving range, but I'd hit a plateau. I'd gotten my handicap down to four but couldn't seem to improve from there. My 'driving range form' was its typically brilliant self, so I doubted I'd done anything to improve my game by the time I'd run out of balls.
Sighing, I redirected my Maserati to the Coffee Club at West End, ate a 'big breakfast' meal, and drank several cups of coffee. The waitress for my table was a pretty woman, probably only a few years younger than me, and I briefly contemplated accepting her flirts and taking her somewhere to have some fun. I knew Ness wouldn't mind if I phoned her and asked for a 'pass', but it felt like I'd be cheating on Tanya, weird though that sounded, even to me, and didn't take the waitress up on her offers.
Finally, it was late enough that I could head home without spending too much time anticipating the mailman's arrival. So I gently refused the waitress' latest advance by showing her my wedding ring and saying that if I weren't married, I'd love to have 'played' with her, and walked from the club.
The postie was walking back from my front door when I returned home, but, recognising me, he blushed, then hesitated before coming over with his pad for me to sign for the letter.
"Sorry, buddy," I commiserated. "Unfortunately, my wife is working an early today, so you don't get to cum on her cunt."
"Ahh, shit!" The postie groaned. "You saw that, huh?"
"Yeah," I replied. "You did well to get her off that quickly." Not mentioning that Ness was so het up that anyone could have played with her cunt that day, and she'd have cum.
"Fuck, mate," the mailman asked, "You're okay with what I did? Playing with her pussy and then cumming on it?"
I grinned at him and told a partial lie. Ness hadn't fucked me all night because of what the postie had done. She'd gone all night because I'd made her do it. "Oh, fuck, yeah! Man, my wife fucked me all night because of what you and she did!"



The postie chuckled before admitting, "It was pretty damned good for me, too. My wife bitched all the next day that I'd rubbed her cunt raw when I fucked her all that night. But she went out and brought me my favourite case of beer and cooked me a big old sirloin steak for dinner!"
I held out my hand and shook his when he took it, "So, win-win for us both, right?" I smiled. "Hopefully, she'll have a day off next month, and you can wind her up for me again."
"I'm happy to do that anytime, mate," the mailman eagerly replied as he straddled his bike, snapped the foot stand up and rode off.
Walking inside, I contemplated leaving the letter unopened until my wife got home. However, my desire to see Tanya's latest photo overcame my want to view it with Vanessa, and I thumbed the envelope open.
"Oh, shit," I muttered as I saw the picture. "Ness is going to shit before she makes me fuck her every which way all fucking night!"
Tanya was stone-cold naked in the picture, but her nubile body was hidden behind the shower's glass and steam, hinting at much but revealing nothing!
Tanya's note merely said, "Three."
I left the photo and note on the bench for my wife to see when she came home and busied myself in the backyard, trying not to think of what I'd be doing three months from now.
I heard Ness' car pull up and the front door open as I used the hedge trimmer to pare the neighbour's hedge back off our boundary fence. But unfortunately, my wife didn't come into the backyard to find me. So, wondering if there was a problem, I wandered inside to find her.
Walking inside, I found Ness sitting on the lounge, clasping Tanya's photo to her breast and weeping.
Wary, I asked, "What's up, babe?"
"I'm nothing but a dirty slut, ho bag, baby. Please don't leave me for Tanya!"
Sitting beside her and pulling her resisting body into my arms, I replied, "As if I would, my love. Besides, I don't fear Tanya."
"You don't?" My wife questioned.
I shook my head and added, "No. Tanya and I will have a torrid, one-night affair that we'll both remember forever. But we'll pretend it never happened so that our eldest son won't freak out and refuse to marry her, even though they both want to."
Vanessa nodded, then asked, "What, then?"
"Isla."
"She's not even sixteen yet," Vanessa pointed out.
"So, eighteen months from now, what do you think Isla will want a single one-night stand?" I asked. "Do you think it will be another 'torrid one-night affair'?"
"Ahh, shit!" Ness sighed. "Yes, she'll probably want longer."
"And do you think Isla will want me to visit her in a hotel room in Rockhampton as Tanya wants? Remember, Tanya wants that because it shows that our night together will be an affair. An explosive, all-consuming single night of unbridled passion, but still an illicit affair for all of that."
"Ahh, shit!" Ness repeated.
Nodding, I said, "Yup. Best you decide if you can let Isla have more than one night or if I need to tell her I won't do it."
"You're interested in more than a single night with Isla when she's old enough, then?" Vanessa asked archly.
Knowing I was on thin ice," I replied. "It seems to me that it's not up to me. You girls have cooked all this up between you, so you decide and let me know."
"So that's a 'yes' then? Ness teased, obviously feeling better.
Looking at my wife evenly, trying hard not to grin, I said, "It's not about what I want, babe. It's about what's best for you and our family. I'm married to the hottest chick I know, and she's dynamite in the sack, as well as being a 'dirty slut ho bag', although today she seems to think that's a bad thing for some reason, and she lets me fuck the occasional hot chick from outside our marriage. So why on earth would I do something to bugger that up?"
"A wise man wouldn't!" Ness agreed as she stood up, plastered her body to mine, and wrapped her arms around my neck. Then giving a bit of a hop, Ness made me grab her ass to hold her up as she wrapped her legs around my waist before adding, "Now, take your dirty slut ho bag to bed and show her how much you love her."
Well, that was an order I was happy to fulfil!
Chapter 12.
February saw our eldest take up an apprenticeship with B.I.G.A. (the Building Industry Group Apprenticeship Scheme). Now that Gary had an income, a car and freedom, we saw little of him except at meal times. However, he is my wife's boy, so he seemed to always be home for the night if Ness wasn't on an afternoon shift.
Our youngest, Aaron, had had a few problems with his high school. Behaviour that I considered nothing more than typically boisterous teenage male behaviour had gotten him suspended several times. Conduct that when I went to school would have only resulted in a disgusted teacher sending the offender out to 'run a few laps to burn off some energy' constantly got him sent to the 'Isolation Room' and/or suspended.
Disgusted by the current state of our education system, an opinion that has only worsened since, we took Aaron out of school and sent him to a trial course at Alexander Hills T.A.F.E. (College of Technical and Further Education). The lecturers in this course treated the attendees like the young adults they were instead of like infants. The change in our son was remarkable. In Year 9 maths, he got 14%. A year later, in Year 10 math, he got 98%.
Vanessa seemed calmer and back to her typical happy, flirtatious self. Our love lives also returned to their usual mixture of slow, emotive, languid petting and stroking, lovemaking with periods of loud, aggressive, bone-rattling, pelvis-smacking, ass-whacking, passionate fucking.
Ness liked me to take her. She wanted me to show my dominance by making her body submit to my advances. During these interludes, my wife didn't want me to 'make love to my beautiful soulmate'. Instead, she wanted me to 'fuck my dirty slut'. Ness said the former made her feel loved and desired, whereas the latter made her feel safe and protected, that her man would destroy anyone or anything that tried to do her harm.
Ness explained that she needed the latter more than the former because my daily actions and responses with her meant she always felt loved and desired, but that she occasionally worried that I'd tire of her 'slutty ways' and divorce her. Therefore, she needed me to show her how much I loved eliciting her 'inner slut' and that I loved her not despite her slutty behaviour but because of it.
My only concern was that Vanessa hadn't excitedly described any flirtatious exchanges she'd indulged in with some 'hot spunk' she'd met. Nor had she told me about some random guy coming on to her and how she had teased him before shutting him down. And, of course, she hadn't asked for a 'day pass' either, but that wasn't as unusual as the other two non-events.
However, over the ensuing weeks, our lovemaking evolved into something more akin to what an older, long-time marriage would be. We lacked passion, and our sex became mundane, sporadic and, for me at least, unfulfilling.
Eventually, I asked if everything was okay.
"Of course it is, baby," Ness crooned, wrapping her arms around me. "Why would you think it isn't?"
"Because you've been unusually restrained, my love," I growled, frustrated with her. "Or do you expect me to believe that there has not been even one guy you've teased because you thought he was hot and not one guy that's come on to you for an entire month? And if you are saying that, then I want to know who the fuck you are and what you've done with my wife!"
Ness tipped her head back and smiled at me with true delight dancing in her eyes for the first time in what seemed like months.
"You like my slutty ways, huh?" She needlessly asked, teasing me.
"Yes," I said flatly.
"Why?"
"Because they make you and me hot, and the sex is out of this world. But the best part is that I know that none of your dalliances can ever take your heart because you are mine. Now, tell me, what the fuck is going on?"
"I'll take another pass after you have, my love," she said simply.
"You're back on the guilty trip again. Is that what you're saying?"
"No, not at all, babe," Ness said, not explaining a damned thing.
"What then?"
"Tell me why you haven't asked for a pass since we returned from visiting the Monies."
"Because it would have felt like I was cheating on Tanya," I admitted.
"It's me you're married to, honey," Ness pointed out. "You'd be 'cheating on' me. You will be 'cheating on' me when you make love with her."
"Yeah," I acknowledged. "But I have your permission to do that as long as I keep you informed. I don't have Tanya's."
"Nor do you need it," my wife reminded me, her eyes glittering.
"I know," I acceded. "But it just feels wrong."
"You're going to go up there with completely the wrong attitude, Liam," Vanessa growled. "You're going up there to make slow, passionate love to that young woman, and you'll do exactly what you're fretting about and fuck it up for both of you."
"But isn't that what I'm going up to do?" I protested. "Doesn't Tanya want me to make slow passionate love to her?"
"No, you idiot!" Ness snarled. "She wants you to fuck her. She wants you to take her to the heights of ecstasy. When her twenty-four hours are up, Tanya doesn't want to feel loved by you because she already knows you do. She wants to feel like she has been well and truly fucked! Every hole taken, every orifice cum in, and every one of them dripping with your ball juice and sore beyond reckoning. Now, pull your head out of your arse and stop stressing about it!"
Typically, at this point of our arguments, we'd get to the 'making-up' part, and make love, so, expecting that, I reached for her. But, to my horror, Vanessa stepped back and shook her head.
"Not yet, buddy," She snarled. "I'm horny, and I've been horny for days. And all you want to do is 'make love'. It's nice, but I need you to take the kid gloves off and fuck me!"
"I can do that," I growled, reaching for her again.
Again, my wife skipped out of my reach.
"No!" She repeated and then handed me a piece of paper with an address written on it. "You will get in that penis extension you call a car, drive to this address, and fuck the woman you find there. Then, twenty-four hours from now, you will come home, throw me over your shoulder, take me to bed, fuck me, and then tell me all about your night."
"I don't want to," I whined.
"Fine!" Ness spat. "Keep acting the way you are and piss me off more, then in a couple of months, go up to Rockhampton and blow it with Tanya. But, you are not touching me until you've fucked the woman I've chosen for you, or you've made it up to Tanya and me for fucking up her dream."
I wanted to rant at her, and I wanted to deny what she was saying. I wanted to throw her over my shoulder and take her. I knew Ness would respond because she wouldn't be able to help herself, as I knew just how to ignite her inner slut. But, I'd never before taken her when she'd said 'no', and I wasn't about to do it now, and she knew it. I was defeated. She knew it, and I knew it. And I knew that she knew I knew it. So, giving up, I soundlessly picked up the address from where I'd carelessly dropped it, packed an overnight bag, and began to walk out.
"Kiss me, my love," My loving, gorgeous wife said before I left. "Don't leave me like this."
I couldn't be angry at her. She was right. I was so stressed about making a mess of things with Tanya that I treated Ness differently. I wasn't catering to her needs. I wasn't being her man. The man she loved not only made her special by making love to her but made her feel owned, adored, idolised and protected by showing her how dominant he could be. So when Vanessa pleaded, "Kiss me, my love", I took her into my arms and kissed her with everything I had. I poured all my love and passion for her into our kiss.
As we kissed, I moved my right hand onto her ass and lifted her off the ground. Then, as her thighs gripped my hips, I ground her shorts-covered pussy against my swiftly inflating cock, moved my left hand to her right upper arm and strummed her nipple through her thin T-shirt. As our kiss deepened. Ness moaned into my mouth and shuddered in my arms, a petite orgasm gently washing over her.
Slowly breaking the kiss, I set Ness on her feet, then lightly kissed her full, pouting lips again.
"There's my man back," Ness sighed happily. "Now, go blow off some steam with my friend before I weaken and let you take me to bed and fuck out what little brains I have left."
I kissed her cheek and said, "I love you, Vanessa Anne Shephard. More than life itself, I love you."
Patting my cheek, Ness replied, "I know, baby. Go and have fun! Promise me you will!"
"If she's been hand-picked by you, my love," I said as I opened the door. "I'm sure she'll be almost more fun than I can bear!"
Smiling, Ness blew me a kiss, then shut the door behind me.
Chapter 13.
Getting into my car, I checked the address and looked it up in my Refidex (a book of maps of Brisbane and its surrounds). Once I'd established the best way, I began the drive and concentrated on relaxing to achieve the mindset my wife wanted me to have. i.e. Carefree, and eagerly anticipating a sexual dalliance. Around halfway through the drive, I found myself wondering about the woman Ness had chosen for me and discovered I was in the right mood. My dick was twitching, and its head felt very sensitive in my briefs, almost throbbing when a bump in the road made it move and rub against the material. My balls felt full and heavy, like they were laden with sperm waiting to be squirted into a willing cunt.
After missing the number on the first pass, I backed up and pulled into the driveway at 76 Carranya Street, Camp Hill. Then, with the beep-beep chirrup of the doors locking remotely, I bounced up the stairs and knocked on the front door, suddenly eager to meet my 'dalliance'.
The door opened to reveal a startlingly beautiful, dusky-skinned woman wearing little but a short bathrobe. The woman still held the towel she was drying her hair with. We stood for a moment, sizing each other up, and she took a breath to speak. But before she could, I exclaimed, "Adriana Lima!"
At the time I'm writing about, Ms Lima had only just begun her stellar modelling career, but I'd seen some of the pictures from when she'd won Ford's 'Supermodel of Brazil' model search, and, obviously, she'd made an indelible impression on my mind.
The woman chuckled sexily and, in a sultry voice, said, "Her mother, maybe. Young Miss Lima is barely seventeen years old. I have twenty more than that!"
I didn't care. The woman before me was the spitting image of Adriana Lima, even if she was twenty years too old to be her. 178 cm tall (5-ft. 10-in.) and weighing no more than 60 Kg (130 lbs) (guessed because those are Adriana's stats), with a 36-26-36 figure and breasts slightly larger than Ness' C-cups, the woman was absolutely divine!
I studied her beautiful face eagerly, wanting to burn her features into my mind to recall them forever, and observed wide-spaced, piercing blue eyes under black-on-black eyebrows and lashes, and a symmetrical nose over full, ruby-red, pouting lips and a rounded chin. Her face was slightly less than oval, but the overall effect was one of stunning beauty and grace. The woman's skin colouring was darker than Adriana's —more brown or café-au-lait than lightly tanned.
I was more than impressed. In fact, this woman's beauty gobsmacked me! My dick, which had threatened to rise all trip, now sprung to fully erect and strained against my trouser front.
I stood admiring her in a daze before she snapped her fingers and laughed, saying, "Earth to Liam. Earth to Liam."
Shaking myself, I apologised before saying, "You seem to know my name, but I have no idea what yours is."
Trying not to smile, the woman answered, "Adriana ..."
If you say 'Lima', I'll put you over my knee and spank you, Ms Adriana!"
I was totally unprepared for her sudden, sultry moan, hooded eyes, and husky response. "It's Ferreira, Mister Shephard. But please don't let my answer put you off spanking me."
Understanding her need, I took the towel from her hand, peeled the robe off her hourglass figure, picked her up, and threw her over my shoulder before kicking the door closed with my heel, smacking her ass, and snapping, "Bedroom?"
"End of the hall. Why aren't you running?" Adriana purred.
Entering the room, I pulled out the vanity's seat, sat, and laid Adriana over my thighs.
"Oh, Gawwwd," she moaned. "It's really going to happen, isn't it? Liam, I've longed for this ever since your wife described how you took her and made her feel. I married my husband when I was just sixteen. He'd knocked me up, and our parents gave us no choice. As a result, I've had twenty-one years of bad sex. Liam, the only orgasms I've ever had were from my own fingers." Then she almost plaintively added. "You'll fix that for me, Liam, won't you? You'll make me cum?"
As Adriana spoke, I'd been running my thumb in tiny circles around her clit and had watched delightedly as moisture developed along her slit. How someone had failed to bring this divine nymph off was beyond my comprehension. This was an earthy, lusty woman that, in the sack, I suspected would go off like a firecracker on Guy Fawkes' Night.
To test my theory, I moved my thumb off Adriana's clit and replaced it with my fingers as I forcefully pushed my thumb into her cunt. Then, straddling her clit with my fingers, I thrust my thumb in and out of her pussy before bending my thumb and searching for her G-spot.
"Your husband now?" I asked, even though I couldn't have given a rat's ass at that point.
"Left me for his twenty-year-old secretary six weeks ago," Adriana gasped, already on the cusp of an orgasm.
"Idiot," I muttered. 'Who would leave this?' I wondered. 'The woman is gorgeous, submissive and responsive. Surely that's every man's dream?'
Adriana had started to squirm on my lap, trying to get me to do more and be more forceful so she could fulfil her first wish —to cum by another instead of herself. Grinning because I knew I was in for a torrid night, I brought my open palm hard down onto Adriana's ass as I rubbed my thumb over Adriana's inner pleasure node.
Surprised, Adriana said, "Oh, my Gawd! I'm going to cum!"
And when I smacked her again, she did!
"Gaaawwwdd,' she sighed as a tiny orgasm overtook her.
I waited to see what she'd do next, unsure how far she wanted to go. But Adriana surprised me by using her hands on my knees to she could push her body up and turn to look back at me.
"I want you to own me as you do for Nessa, Liam. Make me your bitch! Smack my ass, tweak my tits, cum in my mouth and on my face. Take me around the world and cum in all my holes. Make me clean your cum covered cock with my mouth and deep throat your cock. Gag me with it if you have to! If you've done it to Nessa, I want you to do it to me."
As I nodded, Adriana added, "I want bruises, Mister Liam. Big black bruises on my ass and tits, so I can prove to your wife that you did as she and I wanted."
"Of course, I didn't have the toys I had at home to use to play with her, but I could do virtually everything else. With some improvisation, I could achieve much the same result. But it started here. Here, it was time I lit up her ass and gave her a delicious sting to feel for the rest of our 'play date'.
Still unsure how far Adriana would let me push her, I started slowly. So, removing my right hand from her cunt, I slid my left under her body and slid my fingers into where I'd just had my thumb, then found her love button with my thumb. I cupped my hand so the retort from my smacks would sound way louder than the hit was and began spanking her ass.



As I walloped Adriana's ass, I manipulated her clitoris with my thumb and twirled my fingers over her G-spot, and it didn't take long before she began to crest again. Gauging her reactions, I waited until I was certain she was about to cum. Then flattening and stiffening my hand, I brought it resoundingly down onto her right ass cheek, leaving a bright red handprint I knew would bruise by morning.
The best part was that as my hand crashed down, Adriana stiffened into a rictus, then gasped a short breath and wailed, "YEEEEEEEESSSSSSS!" as her body thrashed on my thighs and her pussy poured juices.
Waiting for Adriana to calm down, I rubbed her luscious bottom and spoke soothingly. All the time, though, I kept thumbing her button and gently swirling my fingers inside her. Then, when I felt her shift her hips to meet my searching fingers, I rubbed her bottom harder and slowly quickened my twirling and rubbing.
As I'd surmised, Adriana was a lusty wench in waiting. Obviously multi-orgasmic and, like Ness, once I'd gotten her desires percolating, easy to bring to orgasm. That being so, Adriana swiftly climbed towards another climax as I manipulated her two pussy pleasure spots. As I had for the previous crest, I waited until Adriana was almost falling off her orgasms cliff, then brought my hand swiftly down onto her left cheek, another bruise sure to develop from my hit. With the retort still echoing through the room, Adriana groaned through another cum event, her voice deep and resonant this time.
After cumming, Adriana sagged onto my thighs, so lifting her by placing my left arm under her shoulders and my right under her hips, I then rolled her until she lay in my arms facing me. She seemed pleased by how easily I'd lifted and turned her because she smiled at me as she wrapped her arms around my neck.
Holding her close, I whispered, "We haven't even kissed yet."
"I feel so naughty and free, Liam," Adriana responded. "Three orgasms and not even a kiss! I'm a bad girl." Then batting her eyes coquettishly, she added, "Do you know how to turn a bad girl good, Mr Liam?"
"Bad girls are good," I growled as I closed in on her lips with mine.
Sighing, Adriana tilted her head slightly to the right and let my lips lock with hers. Then, holding the kiss, I gently laid her onto the bed, grinning at her sharp hiss as the sting on her ass became known.
"Feel good?" I asked as I felt her nipples harden against my chest.
Nodding, Adriana tilted her head, requesting another kiss by pushing her head towards me. Accepting her request, I joined my lips softly to hers before letting my lips firm up and become more insistent, my tongue probing along her lips, demanding entrance. Then, as our tongues fluttered and twirled about the other's, I slid my hand down and ran my fingers softly around Adriana's areola before homing in on her tiny nipple and circling it.
"Hmmmmmmmmmm," Adriana sighed as her nipple turned crinkly hard under my fingers.
Pushing her onto her back, I leant forward and kissed each eye, then her nose, lips, chin and throat, before licking along her collarbones and kissing down to the breast not held in my big hand.
"Mr Liam," Adriana sighed. "You're making love to me, not fucking me as your wife and I requested."
"You're complaining?" I asked, peering up at her from her breasts.
Running her hands through my dark hair, Adriana shook her head and guided my lips back onto her turgid, conical-shaped nipple.
Lifting my mouth from her nub briefly, I looked up until she opened her eyes and looked back at me. Then I said, "'If you've done it to Nessa, I want you to do it to me.' That's what you demanded, right?"
Moaning and arching her back off the bed, Adriana groaned, "Yes. Make me feel as good as Vanessa says she feels in your arms."
"Then let me control things, okay? Don't resist. Just trust me to lead you where you need to go, and I promise that by morning, you'll be deliciously aching, full of cum, and completely satiated."
"Oh lawd, yes!" Adriana groaned. "Do me, play me like a violin. Tonight I'm yours to do with as you please."
"Good girl," I whispered, kissing down her soft, pliant tummy.
Chapter 14.
Adriana wasn't fat by any measure. But, whereas my wife is toned, trimmed and terrific, often accompanying me to the gym and for the first part of my daily runs, Adriana was slim through a good diet and gentle exercise. Her body, therefore, didn't have the same hardened edge that Ness' did that I liked so much. Instead, it was soft and pliant to my touch. It wasn't worse or better, only different, and I liked it.
Running my nose through her crinkly pubic hair, I drew the aroma of her fierce arousal into my nose and savoured its taste. Then, as my lips brushed across Adriana's nubbin, I slid my tongue out between them and ran it softly over it.
"Gaaawwwwd!" Adriana softly moaned, and I wondered if her husband had ever gone down on her before. Then, thinking about it, I knew. Of course not!
Adriana was so sweetly inexperienced at making love that getting her to orgasm was the simplest thing ever, and I was perplexed about why her husband couldn't get her there. So far, all I'd done was gently stimulate her clit and G-Spot or smack her bottom as I did, and she'd orgasmed three times and was about to cum again. I smiled and thought, 'I bet her tummy muscles ache tomorrow morning!'
I continued to circle Adriana's clit with my tongue as I slid my finger along her slit, causing her labia to open like a flower to the morning sun. Then finding her dripping entrance, I thrust two fingers inside her pussy and began moving them in and out.
"Ahhhhhhh!" Adriana sighed as she came again.
Now my movements became more urgent, more insistent. I wanted her to scream her next orgasm. If any neighbours were asleep or watching TV, their speakers blaring, I wanted them to hear the sounds of someone being deliciously and forcefully fucked for the first time and wake, or mute the TV and wonder who it was and feel jealous.
I ramped up what I was doing. Sucking Adriana's clit forcefully into my mouth, I battered it with the tip of my tongue as my fingers inside her pussy curled and scraped determinedly across her inner pleasure zone, her G-spot, insisting her arousal climb from their stimulation. Simultaneously, I slid my left hand across her soft stomach and onto her pliant boob. Then, taking her nipple between my thumb and finger, I squeezed and twisted it and pulled it firmly away from her body.
"Liam, I can't, I can't," Adriana tried to deny as her orgasm ripped suddenly through her, all coherent thought gone. Then she tipped her head back and screamed, "OH MY FUCKING LAAAAAAAWWWWWWWDDDDDD, I AMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM!!!!!!!!!!"
After Adriana's screamed orgasm, it was so quiet it did seem like TVs around the neighbourhood had been silenced. But I refused to let her stop there. Adriana's soft, pliant tits had given me an idea.
"Pantyhose?" I demandingly asked.
Looking confused, Adriana nevertheless indicated her drawer and said, "In there, top right drawer."
Pulling the drawer open, I took out several pairs of high-end nylons and dumped them on the bed. Then telling Adriana to stand, I looped the legs of a pair over her head. Working swiftly, I placed my hand against Adriana's chest, circled her right breast with my thumb and forefinger, and squeezed my thumb and finger together, creating a depression between her globe and chest. Next, I encircled her breast with the pantyhose's leg, tying her tit up firmly.
Adriana's softer, fuller tits meant I could skip the first step I'd had to do to tie my wife's up effectively.
I removed my squeezing hand and was delighted to see the binds held, squeezing Adriana's tit tightly, causing it to suffuse with blood and start turning a lovely shade of dark purple. I repeated those actions on Adriana's left breast, achieving an indistinguishable result from the right.
Adriana looked down at her freshly tied tits and moaned with lust, her body trembling with desire as she waited for what I did next.
"Vibrator?" I asked.
Blushing, Adriana said, "Your wife bought me one as a 'separation present'. It's in the drawer next to the pantyhose one, under my undies.
Opening the drawer, I felt under Adriana's briefs and found her vibrator. I was surprised by how diminutive it was and formed the opinion that Adriana's husband was 'diminutive' in the cock department, too. Hence his inability to bring her to fruition.
Placing the toy on Adriana's bedside table, I patted the bed in front of her and said, "Sit here facing me, with your bum as far back on the bed as the back of your knees will allow, then relax. I'll position you as I want you, okay?"
Her eyes hooded and the smell of her sex heavy in the air, Adriana swiftly complied, eager to experience what was next. Once she sat, I lifted Adriana's right foot and placed it as close to her soft ass as possible. Then took another pair of Adriana's pantyhose and wrapped them firmly around her upper thigh and shin, ensuring that she couldn't straighten that leg. Then, lifting her left leg, I tied it the same way.
Once I'd tied her thighs, I grabbed Adriana's right hand and tied it to her right ankle, then did the same to her left hand and ankle. In this position, Adriana's tied tits pressed against her bound thighs, so pushing on her knees, I forced them wider, salaciously exposing her hairy cunt, and blood-engorged clitoris. The smell of her arousal was strong in my nostrils.
Reaching between Adriana's lewdly spread thighs, I slid my middle finger into her sopping cunt and rubbed her clit with my thumb, and, just like that, she climaxed again.
Deciding to add some verbal stimulation to her sexual experience with me, I curled my lip and derisively sneered, "Look at you, you dirty cock sucker. Sitting naked on your bed, your filthy whore's cunt exposed to another woman's husband, begging him to make you cum. Fuck, what a ho bag!"
Adriana growled, "URRRRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHH," deep in her chest as an expression of pure lust formed on her face, the smell of her pussy juices suddenly exponentially increasing.
'Good, she likes being demeaned,' I thought. "Hopefully, she'll love being humiliated, too. Only one way to find out, I guess.'
But before then, I wanted to complete this scene, so I picked up Adriana's vibrator, turned it to full, and held it against her clit as I flicked the nipple on her swollen right tit. With her eyes wide and head tossing back and forth, Adriana came again, juices frothing from her fluttering open pussy. I waited until she seemed somewhat calmed before I slid the vibrator inside her cunt and angled it, searching for her inner pleasure node.
Adriana's jump and moan confirmed that I'd found it, so I circled the tip of her toy over it as I slipped my hand down the vibrator and rubbed my thumb over her clitoris. Adriana sped close to orgasm again, then crashed into it when I took a blood-engorged nipple in my thumb and fingers and squeezed tightly.
Adriana howled through a third orgasm tied up, but still, her need seemed unabated. So, I began slowly dancing before her as I peeled my polo off my strongly muscled shoulders. Then running my hands down my hairy chest and across my flat six-pack, rippled torso, I swayed my hips as I unbuckled my belt and pulled it from its loops. Turning my back to Adriana, I looked over my shoulder and pretended to hit my tightly toned ass with the belt, and then turned back to her and danced as I undid my trousers and pushed them down my legs.
"Oh, Gawd!" Adriana moaned, the scent of her increased arousal wafting to my nose.
Kicking my loafers off, I snaked my hips as I stepped out of my pants, then turned back to Adriana. Spotting my thick, 7+ inch cock throbbing but still hidden inside my briefs, Adriana moaned again, her eyes fixed on her prize as she bit her bottom lip. Smiling at her want, I undulated my hips, then bent swiftly over, covering my cock with my body, and promptly removed my underwear.
I waited for Adriana's moan of unrequited desire before I suddenly straightened and twirled my underwear around my finger, shaking my thick cock back and forth in front of her eyes.
Adriana stared fixated at my cock before she tore her eyes away and looked up at me, her eyes wide, "It's so big!" She breathed. "It will never fit inside me!"
"Have you had a baby?" I asked.
Adriana nodded before replying, "I have a daughter. She's visiting her grandparents, back in Brazil at the moment."
"Your daughter's head was much bigger than this," I gently said as I indicated my throbbing cock.
"You'll be gentle with me?" Adriana pleaded.
Running my fingers over her swollen breast nubs, reinflaming her desires, I said, "Of course, little one. It will feel fantastic, I promise."
Chapter 15.
Kneeling, I placed the vibrator against Adriana's clit again, then kissed her full, pouting lips and whispered, "Adriana, my little wannabe cock whore, are you ready to become my slut?"
Adriana nodded vigorously but remained silent, so I pinched her nipple before twisting it viciously as I rotated the tip of her vibrator in tiny circles around her nubbin.
"I'm sorry, my dirty little knob gobbler, did you say something?" I asked.
"Yes!" Adriana hissed as she orgasmed again. "I'm ready to be your slut!"
Pretending to look doubtful, I stood, releasing her nipple and taking the toy off her clit, "So you want this?" I questioned, tapping her lips with the head of my dick.
"Yes, I want that," Adriana confirmed, learning from the previous exchange.
"Where do you want it?"
"In my pussy," Adriana answered.
"Do dirty little cock sucking whores have a pussy?" I asked.
"Yes?" Adriana tentatively replied.
I shook my head, pretending to be sad at her miscomprehension and said, "Every dirty little cock sucking whore I know has a cunt, fuckhole, or cum receptacle. So, if you're a dirty little cock sucking whore, how is it that you have a pussy?"
Arousal dripping from every pore, Adriana said, "I want your big, throbbing cock in my fuckhole, Liam, please!"
"Front or rear?" I queried.
Her voice faltering, Adriana hesitatingly asked, "Front or year?"
Being gentler with her than I would be with an experienced player, I replied, "Cunt or arse?"
Understanding breaking over her face, Adriana grinned before saying, "I want your big, throbbing, manly cock in my dirty little whore's cunt, please, Mister Liam."
"Then I'm happy to oblige," I intoned, tipping her onto her back. I was turned on by looking at her salaciously exposed cunt and arse, so I muttered, "Shame you don't have a camera. You'd probably enjoy looking back at this."
"On the shelf in my wardrobe," Adriana said. "But where can I get those types of pictures developed without getting in trouble with the law?"
"Ness and I have a friend that will do it for you. You only have to let him keep copies of the ones he likes. He'd never publish them, though. They're just for his personal masturbation folder."
I didn't add that he knew I'd flog him to within an inch of his life if the pictures he held of Ness and I ever became public.
"I'd love to have some," Adriana breathed. "Use my camera, please."
Looking in her wardrobe, I found the camera and began snapping pics of Adriana's lewdly displayed cunt and tied tits. During our time together, I filled the film already in the camera and two other rolls. Fortunately, Adriana allowed Ness and me to keep copies of all the photos we wanted.
Having taken the pictures I wanted, I returned to exciting Adriana enough that she'd readily take my thick cock into her tight pussy. Of course, given that Adriana was as readily excitable as my wife, it didn't take long before she begged, "Fuck me, Liam. Stick your big cock in my whore's cunt, and fill me with cum."
Not sure if Adriana could accept me inside her without pain yet, I ignored her pleas and went back down on her. Slipping two fingers inside her vagina, I twirled them over Adriana's G-spot as I forced my fingers apart, stretching her pussy open so she could take me inside her comfortably. Bringing Adriana near to orgasm swiftly, I added a third, then fourth finger and worked her cunt open and ready to accept my pulsing dick.
Adriana came twice more as I gaped her pussy, confirming how shit her husband must have been to be unable to make her cum.
Satisfied that penetrating her wouldn't cause her pain and confident that Adriana would quickly orgasm on my cock, I pulled her hips to the bed's edge, squatted before her ass and introduced the head of my rampantly erect penis to her entrance. Then, looking intently into her eyes, I waited until she nodded before I pressed my hips forward and pushed into her hot, soakingly wet pussy.
"So big," Adriana moaned as the head of my thick cock split her nether regions. Then, as she felt me parting her cunt wider than it had ever been, she gasped, "Slowly, slowly." But surprised, she took a hitched breath and groaned, "Shit! I'm cumming!"
Knowing that Adriana was nearing an orgasmic explosion, I squeezed her tied tits and demandingly asked, "What do you want my cock to do?"
"Cum in my tight cunt!" Adriana yelled as her pussy spasmed around my thrusting cock.
So I did.
Waiting until Adriana's post-orgasmic spasms ended, I slowly stroked into her until my deflating dick fell from her grasping pussy. Then I pointed out, "A good slut would take her lover's cock into her mouth and use her mouth and tongue to clean it.
Grinning, Adriana replied. "May I be untied so I can clean it properly, please, Liam?"
"No," I growled, standing on my knees before her and offering my flaccid dick to her mouth. "I have another use for your slut body as it's tied in this position."
Adriana willingly hoovered our combined secretions off my cock. When it was clean and I was stiff again, I effortlessly picked her up, spun her one hundred and eighty degrees, and put her back on the bed, her forehead now on the mattress and her delectable ass pointed lewdly at the ceiling.
Leaning forward, I ran my tongue from her clit to her soft, brown ring.
Jumping, Adriana said, "Not in my ass!"
"'If you've done it to Nessa, I want you to do it to me'," I reminded her.
"That, too?" Adriana disbelievingly asked.
"Ness says I'm too big to take her in her ass regularly," I explained. "But when her inner slut rages, she demands that I take her anally."
"Do it, then!" Adriana demanded. "I want to feel everything Nessa has!"
Gaping Adriana's ass was an easier task than opening her pussy to take me. Your ass' sphincter opens to let things (trying to say shit delicately) pass through it regularly, so the act of gaping it is a quick and straightforward affair, assuming your lover can remain relaxed. Adriana, by now, was so het up that her body offered no resistance as I slid one, then two fingers into her ass. Adriana did tense a little as I added a third and fourth finger, but some soft, soothing words from me and some gentle petting of her fine ass soon made her relax, and I had her anal passage ready to take my dick.
Pulling Adriana closer to the bed's edge, I calmly asked, "Ready?"
Fearfully looking back over her shoulder at me, her gaping ring rhythmically fluttering as it tried to close, Adriana nodded and said, "Do it, Liam. Make me as dirty a whore as your wife is."
Holding Adriana's hip to prevent her from jumping away from my invading cock, I guided the oiled head of my rigidly erect fuck stick onto her ring. Then holding it as I slid the glans inside her, I pushed until I felt the tip hit Adriana's knot.
"Uhmph," Adriana grunted as I slid the head in. But as I waited for her to relax, she groaned and wriggled her ass, trying to get me to push further in.



Delighted by my dusky lover's eagerness to try new things, I shifted my hand to her hips, then squeezed hard as I pulled her back onto cock. Although Adriana jumped as my head split her knot open, I could slowly push the entire length of my dick into her ass without pausing.
"That feels weird," Adriana moaned as I held still, my pubic hair pushed against her soft ass. "Move, please. All I feel is full at the moment."
Undoing her right wrist binds, I said, "Rub your clit and finger your cunt."
Now that her right hand was free, Adriana surprised me by forcing her hand far enough along her perineum to feel where my shaft and her ring were coupled before dipping her fingers into her wet cunt and thumbing her button.
"Oh, Gawd," She sighed. "You're in my ass. All the way in! Oh, my lawd, it's so naughty that it makes me feel like a nasty bitch. Fuck your nasty bitch, Liam. Fuck her ass, and make her cum!"
"Rear fuck hole, dirt hole, arse or shit hole," I absently corrected as I began gently rocking back and forth inside her ass, moving my hips no more than an inch or two.
"I'm sorry?" Adriana queried, not understanding my correction.
"Nasty bitches don't have an ass. Instead, they have a rear fuck hole, dirt hole, arse or shit hole," I explained.
At my expletive-laden explanation, Adriana moaned, and her ass tightened around my shaft.
"Oh, yes!" She moaned. "Fuck my rear fuck hole. Cum in my nasty arse. Fill my shit hole!"
"Shall I smack your arse and tweak your tits, too?" I facetiously asked. I was going to do those things even if she shook her head.
Even before I'd completed my sentence, Adriana growled deep in her throat and hunched her hips forward so she could slam her ass back at me. So, knowing she was about to cum, I swiftly bent my body over hers, grabbed her tied left breast, and snaked my right hand around her hip and onto her clitoris, dislodging her hand as mine took possession.
Adriana turned her face into the mattress and howled as another orgasm ripped through her shuddering body. This time, I didn't wait for her to come down and relax before urging her to begin climbing to another climactic peak. Instead, I straightened back up, grabbed her ass cheeks with my hands and dug my fingers into them as I ripped her back onto my slamming forward cock. By not stopping for Adriana to recover, I forced her to scurry back up to her orgasm's peak. First walking, then running, then sprinting as her climax rushed towards her, Adriana began taking huge, whooping breaths, trying to fill her lungs with enough air to scream out another orgasm.
She failed. Her orgasm wouldn't let her. My insistent squeezing and pulling back of her hips as I slammed my cock into her shit hole wouldn't let her. With her lungs less than half full of the air she needed to scream effectively, Adriana's breath ran out, and her scream wheezed to a stop as she briefly passed out.
Chapter 16.
Undoing her leg and wrist ties, I rolled Adriana onto her back, straddled her thin chest, and then sat on her swollen purple tits, ensuring I didn't lean much weight on them. Then, stroking myself as I waited for Adriana to recover, I marvelled at the generosity of my wife. Ness must have known Adriana was a woman I could easily fall for. Easily as beautiful as my wife and equally as submissive and responsive, Adriana was someone I could readily see as my life's partner. Luckily for Adriana, though, I'd chosen Vanessa and wanted to be with her for eternity if possible.
Adriana's eyes fluttered open, and she looked up at me and grinned, "Jaysus, Liam," she bitched. "It feels like you shoved a log up my rear fuck hole. Mind you, that gorgeous cock of yours is almost big enough to be called a log!"
Then looking down at my stroking hand, Adriana asked, "That's for my mouth now, right? It's been in my whore's cunt and arse, so my mouth must be next."
I shook my head, and surprisingly, Adriana made a sad face.
"It's been in your arse, baby girl," I explained. "And I haven't washed it yet."
Her smile brightened, and Adriana stated, "You're going to cum on my face then?"
"That I am, my little wannabe slut," I confirmed, then 'knee-walked' forward until I could lower my balls onto Adriana's lips. "Lick and suck my balls, whore!" I demanded. "Suck gently, though! If you hurt them, I'll take my belt to your pretty ass!" Then hearing Adriana's lustful moans, I added, "You may play with your sloppy cunt and make yourself cum."
Softly stroking, as I wanted this to last, I waited to see what Adriana would do. At first, her licks were soft and tentative, but as her confidence grew, fuelled by moaned encouragement, Adriana began tonguing me harder and more demandingly. Then I felt her hands on my muscly buttocks, and she spread my cheeks as she tried to force me higher.
I gasped at the willingness of this little slut to test her boundaries, so I moved higher and delighted in the sensation of Adriana running her tongue along my taint and close to my ring.
"It's not clean," I warned Adriana. "Don't touch it with your fingers or tongue. If you want to do that, you can after we've showered and ensured we're both clean there."
I could feel Adriana nodding as she moved her lips back to my heavily hanging balls.
I wanted to see Adriana's facial expressions as I jacked my cock, so I moved down her body until I sat on her softly pliant stomach. A natural, Adriana smiled and licked her lips before cupping her tightly-tied rounded globes and lightly pinching her conical-shaped, tiny nipples. It was too much, and with a deep, guttural groan, I swiftly jacked my throbbing dick, then spat my ball juice onto Adriana's gorgeous face. Moving my cock back and forth, I managed squirts onto both eyes, her nose and both cheeks.
As my orgasm tapered and my ejaculations ran dry, I squeezed my cock's base to ensure it remained stiff and used it to wipe my semen all over Adriana's face. Then, satisfied with my work, I got off my lover, helped her to sit up, and undid her binds.
As the blood rushed from her swollen breasts, Adriana bit her lower lip and lustfully moaned as she massaged her aching mounds and fingered her clit, revelling in a soft orgasm, she groaned, "Gaaawwwwd, that's so intense. I love it and love how it feels. Liam, you must do that to me again!"
"That would be up to Ness and you," I pointed out as I helped her stand and turned her to the mirror. "'Day Passes' are exactly that—one day. Neither of us has ever revisited a casual fling. It's one and done."
Proudly examining her cum dripping face, Adriana said, "Would you like to see me again? I mean, we haven't even come close to finishing tonight, but would you revisit me if Vanessa said you could?"
'Would I like to see her again?' I wondered. Usually, my flings were torrid, almost violent affairs full of passion and lust, with tons of screaming orgasms but no emotional connection. They weren't about creating a connection. They were about desire. Typically, when I ended these encounters, I left my lover with aching holes full of cum, and with them feeling satiated and sexually fulfilled. For me, I went home with the tip of my dick rubbed raw and my balls empty, looking forward to spending time with my wife and family and the torrid fuck sessions with Ness that inevitably followed.
But the simple answer was, "Yes," I'd want to see Adriana again, so that's what I told her before adding, "I doubt that Ness will permit it, though. We've never revisited a fling before."
"Maybe I'm different," Adriana said as I guided her to the bathroom and turned the shower on. "After all, Nessa said I was the first fling she'd chosen for you. Previously, you'd both arrange your own casual affairs, only informing the other you wanted a 'day pass' to consummate them."
"Ness almost always brings her 'dates' home for me to approve," I pointed out as I moved Adriana under the shower and began washing my cum from her face.
"She says that's because she wants you to know who to kill if they hurt her," Adriana grinned.
"There's probably more than an ounce of truth in that statement, baby girl," I stated. "Ness is very submissive sexually, so she could easily get herself into a bad situation, so she likes knowing that I've got her back. But the creep would have a twenty-four-hour head start if he hurt her early in their time together."
"You'd still find him and kill him," Adriana said confidently.
"That I would," I purred into Adriana's neck as I nibbled where her neck and shoulder met. I held her back to me and ground my stiffly erect dick along her cleft as I cupped her right breast, my fingers sliding over her petite nipples.
"That feels so nice," Adriana sighed as she leant back against me and turned her head for a kiss, luxuriating in my caresses.
Lightly touching my tongue to Adriana's as we kissed, I slid my hand across her rounded, softly feminine stomach and trimmed mound onto her pleasure nubbin. Pausing to press firmly and circle it, I stroked along her labia, causing the folds to bloom open, ready for penetration, before dipping two fingers into her pussy and feeling the rising heat of her arousal.
"Oh laawwdd, "Adriana sighed as she softly climaxed on my fingers. "Why do I cum so quickly and easily with you when my husband could never get me there?" She asked plaintively.
"Did he take the time to warm you up, baby?" I queried. "Spend time petting and caressing you, telling you how beautiful you are and how badly he wants and needs you? Did he kiss you like you were his whole world as he found your erogenous zones and gently roused your desire? Did he do anything to make you want to make love, or did he just jump on and hunch twice before losing his lollies inside you?"
"Oh Gawd. Oh Gawd. Oh Gawd," Adriana muttered as I described how a man should make love to his woman, and her arousal crested again. "No, he never did any of that! He just groped my tits and rubbed my pussy a couple of times before humping into me. He rarely lasted more than a few seconds, and only then, because he was drunk."
"Then he would never have done this," I growled as I lifted her by her cupped cunt and forced her tits against the glass as I slid my rampant erection into her velvety pussy, completing another of the things I'd done with my wife.
We spent the rest of our twenty-four hours together working through as many things I'd done with Vanessa as I could remember.
Our day ended with us lying on the bed, cuddling as my latest load oozed from Adriana's gaping ass onto the bed. Adriana caressed my face, softly kissed my lips, and said, "Thank you, Liam. I'll remember this forever and think of you often, especially if your wife won't let us be together again. You were everything Vanessa said you would be, and, as you promised, 'I'm deliciously aching, full of cum, and completely satiated'."
"You're very welcome, Miss Lima," I joked as I swung my legs out of Adriana's bed and stood up. "It was a special day for me, too."
As I stretched, Adriana couldn't resist one last grope of my cock before she tried to kiss it. Cupping my hand over hers, I said, "In your ass, remember?"
Nodding, Adriana reluctantly let go. Looking around the room, I found my clothes still where I'd carelessly tossed them as I took my beautiful paramour for the first time, nearly one whole day before. Dressing and pulling my shoes onto my sockless feet (I couldn't find one of my socks), I kissed Adriana again, smiled, and left, thinking I'd probably never see her again.
On the drive home, my thoughts inevitably ventured to the waiting Tanya. Because until her eighteenth birthday, Tanya couldn't consent, her photos had been carefully nonsexual. They were beautifully framed and presented, exquisitely shot and gorgeous, but even the most rabid censor or cop examining them couldn't find fault with them as they showed nothing you couldn't publish on the front page of a newspaper. Even her notes were carefully written in case they fell into the wrong hands.
But because Ellen had framed Tanya that way, I'd formed a false impression of what Tanya wanted. My fear was that the young woman, when it was legal for us to do so, would want to make love with me, and if I did that, I further feared she would form an emotional bond to me and want more from me than I could provide, i.e. Leave Vanessa for her.
I knew that I needed to throw everything I had into our twenty-four hours together to make our time as memorable as Tanya desired, but that meant, if she wanted to make love, giving myself emotionally to her, too. If I did that, I was scared that we couldn't help but bond, which would have disastrous consequences for Tanya, Ness and me, not to mention my boys.
But on my journey home, I realised that Ness wouldn't have allowed our tryst to happen if she held the same fears. Therefore, as my wife read people much better than I did, I had nothing to worry about and could spend the rest of the time eagerly anticipating my day and night with Tanya instead of fearfully anticipating it as I'd been doing. So, feeling happier than I had for months, I turned the stereo up and sang along as I sped for home.
Getting out of the car at home, I bounded up the stairs and got to the front door just as Vanessa opened it. So, ignoring her protesting squawk, I picked her up, threw her over my shoulder and jogged down to our room. Then, placing her gently on the bed, I proceeded to kiss her with everything I had. Then leaving her breasts, ass and pussy alone, I peeled her clothes off and petted, stroked and tickled every other erogenous zone she had.
By the time I had her naked, Ness was trembling, shaking and moaning with desire. Suddenly letting her go, I stood and quickly stripped my clothes off.
"You stink!" Ness observed.
Grinning at her, I stood proudly, my thick 7+ inch cock swinging flaccidly between my thighs and said, "That insatiable wench didn't let me out of bed until sixty seconds before our twenty-four hours were up. Baby, she's a much bigger slut than you, so you'll need to lift your game, or I'm trading you in for her."
Eyes twinkling, Ness grinned back at me and replied, "Go for it! But don't come dragging your sorry ass back here when you realise what you've lost because I'll be on my back, legs up in the air, being vigorously fucked by Liam Aldiss."
"And you wouldn't even let me watch, would you, Mrs Shephard?" I teased back.
Ness rolled off the bed and took my sticky dick in her hand, causing me to wince, and giggled, "Well, if you're a good boy, I might let you kneel at the end of the bed in the submissive position as my new man fucks my cunt raw."
"Speaking of raw," I said, grabbing her wrist. "Go easy there!"
Come on," Ness encouraged, tugging on my shaft but carefully leaving the head alone. "Let's get you in the shower, and you can tell me about your night as you wash Adriana's juices off. After that, you can take me back to bed and see if you can't rub my pussy raw with your tongue."
Well, that sounded like a good deal to me, so that's what we did!
When I awoke the next morning, all was good in my world. Ness lay in her typical position, head on my shoulder under my chin, her left leg over my hips, and my dick in her hand, and as I looked down at her, she was awake and smiling lovingly at me.
"That's the first night for three months you didn't get up to stalk the house stressing, baby. Do you realise that? I'd reached the stage where I would either beat your head with a brick or ask for permanent night shifts."
"Was I really that bad?" I asked softly.
"Not really," she admitted. "But you were frustrating the fuck out of me. Now, are we right? Or do I need to line up another model looking ex-Brazilian to fuck your slush-filled brains out again?"
"Well, if you have the number for Adriana Lima instead of her mother, I'd be up for that!" I joked.
"Yeah," Ness grinned. "I thought you'd like that!" Then, twirling her fingers through my chest hair, my wife, all too innocently, asked, "Did she say anything about wanting to see you again?"
"Your 'Little Miss Innocent' act needs polish, baby," I growled. "I know that you know she already did, so what have you got cooking in that beautiful mind of yours?"
"Something I want to try before Isla gets here, babe," my wife mysteriously said before refusing to answer any more questions about it.
I moved, thinking about getting up, But Vanessa wouldn't budge. Instead, she took my 'piss-hard' dick in her hand and asked, "Do you think this'll be ready to go by tomorrow, Liam?"
"It'll be ready this afternoon, but if you're horny, I don't mind rubbing it raw again now!"
"Go pee. I went earlier while you were sleeping, then come and use your tongue and fingers on me. After that, you can tell me more about your night with Adriana until I'm ready to go again."
"Slut," I grinned.
Ness grinned back at me, "No need to turn me on, as I'm already good to go!"
As I walked into our en suite, my wife queried, "Do you know what day it is tomorrow?"
Chapter 17.
Looking back at her, I shook my head, saying, "No idea. I seem to have lost track of the days."
"March fourth!"
"Are you home? I asked eagerly, thinking about using Ness to tease the mailman again.
"I know what you're thinking, Mister! No, I'm not home. But even if I were, I wouldn't blow the mailman. Letting him cum on my pussy was bad enough!"
"Yeah, fair enough," pretended to concede. "But I wasn't thinking about letting you do that."
"You weren't?" My wife doubtfully asked.
I shook my head.
"Okay, good," Vanessa said as she turned away, wondering.
"No. I would make you let him blow on your tits."
Biting her bottom lip and growling lustfully, Ness said, "Now, that's just mean! How the fuck am I going to make it until 3.30 thinking about that all day?"
"I guess you'll just have to play with yourself in the loos all day, won't you?" I suggested.
"I could take the day off," she suggested.
But she didn't, so, unfortunately, the postie didn't get his treat that day.
"Better luck next month," I commiserated with him as I signed for the letter.
Now that my mind was better settled, I easily resisted opening the envelope and viewing Tanya's latest picture. Instead, I propped it up between our pillows on the bed. I did check what Ness had written on the calendar, though. It only read, "Two", though. So, phoning a couple of mates to join me, I played my first round of golf for the year. When I play, Ness often 'caddies' for me when. When I say 'caddy', I mean she 'insists I hire a cart and drives me'.
Vanessa dresses to tease when she ... I was going to say, 'comes to golf with me', but the reality is that other than work, where she is the epitome of professional, Ness dresses to tease wherever she goes. With her tightly toned body, generous breasts, especially on her tiny frame, dark red hair, green eyes and Olivia Wilde-like face, my wife attracts a lot of attention from both women and men, and she loves it! But her sweet, butter-wouldn't-melt-in-my-mouth demeanour hides a raunchy slut that loves to be lusted over and perved on. Ness doesn't 'put up with' or 'endure' being ogled, she actively encourages and enjoys it.
When my wife walks in public, she wears the highest heels she can stand, skirts that barely cover her ass, and tops that expose generous amounts of cleavage. As she 'struts her stuff', Ness keeps her head high, a small smile playing across her lips, her eyes searching for someone to make eye contact with, and purposefully sways her hips to encourage people to look at her 'world-class-ass', as a friend so accurately described it.
If Ness sees someone licking their lips as they perve, she'll add a bounce to her walk and set her braless breasts to jiggling and swaying, and if they grab their cock, as they often do, Ness stares at their groin, then lifts her eyes to theirs and smiles before giving them a wink. Then, if they're good-looking, she'll blow them a kiss.



She's so bad (or is that good?) that when she accompanies me, none of my friends will bet on golf because she's so distracting that they can't play well. For some reason, though, they always bitch when she isn't with me! I played about as well as I expected to, given I hadn't practised or played much. Unfortunately for the guys I played with, I played better than them and took the lion's share of the 'skins money' home with me.
Heading for home, I realised that Vanessa would probably beat me there, and I grinned, wondering if she could resist opening the envelope. When I got home, Ness was sitting on our bed, tapping the envelope on her palm. She stood and smiled when I entered the room and asked, "Where have you been? Golfing, I guess?"
"Your powers of observation remain startling, my love," I teased.
"Oh, shut up and kiss me," my wife demanded as she pressed her hips against me and tried to pull my polo over my head.
"I'm sweaty and smell bad," I warned.
"You're sweaty and smell goooood!" Ness moaned as she undid my belt and pushed my pants down.
When I pulled my shirt over my head, my arms still above my shoulders, Vanessa pushed her mouth into my armpit and sniffed before licking it.
"So fucking sexy," she growled as her left hand circled my hardening dick.
Around thirty minutes later, covered in sweat and love juices, we got in the shower together, Tanya's envelope still unopened.
After showering, we sat on the bed naked and opened Tanya's letter. This time, Tanya's note matched Ness' and only said "2." I did get a heart full of many 'kisses' and 'hugs', though. Looking into the envelope, I gripped Tanya's photo and slowly withdrew it, keeping it face down. Then placing it on the bed before us, I glanced at my wife before taking a deep breath and flipping it over.
"She is so beautiful, my love," Vanessa sighed. "I know you're mine, and I've arranged all this with Tanya and her mother, but I'm still slightly jealous, you know?"
"If our roles were reversed, baby," I reassured her. "I'd have driven to Rockhampton by now and punched Jason in the face!"
In this photo, Tanya was in a bath, although strangely, it didn't appear to have any water. Instead, the tub seemed to be filled with nothing but bubbles. Tanya's smiling face and down to her armpits were visible, but the rest of her svelte form was hidden from the camera's view. You could see the only visible parts of Tanya's body were an alluring right knee and her right wrist making a 'come hither' sign.
The feature of this photo, as with all of them, was how beautiful Tanya was. That was what Ness feared. Ness knows she's gorgeous, but she's also twice Tanya's age, so some insecurity had seeped through. Therefore, I put the picture away and showed my beautiful wife that she had nothing to fear all night.
Chapter 18:
March signalled the start of the AFL season, although the opening game was nearly four weeks away. However, there were plenty of preseason games and intraclub trials before then. When these preseason games are held, the clubs typically invite the sponsors to attend, and as part of the event, past players are often asked to host the sponsor boxes.
Of course, this means plenty of work for someone like me that's popular with the players and sponsors. Hosting these boxes doesn't pay a lot, but they provide plenty of networking opportunities, as well as chances to indulge in some light flirting and teasing with the sponsor's wives and daughters. I was constantly surprised by how many male sponsors seemed not only to acknowledge that some flirting between their wives and a sports star was inevitable, they seemed happy to witness it and often encouraged it.
I'd kept most of the money I'd earnt playing football. We'd chosen to live frugally on Vanessa's nursing salary during my playing career, and taking advantage of the friendships I'd made among the sponsors, I'd learned the intricacies of the stock market and had wisely invested my earnings. My one indulgence was my 1996 Maserati Quattroporte, or 'penis extension' as my wife called it. My Maserati was the only genuinely gauche purchase I'd made.
That meant that after my fourteen-year career, I no longer needed to work, assuming, of course, that I didn't go nuts and blow my savings on fast cars, fast women, gambling, drugs and alcohol. Therefore, I didn't need the money these events gave me. I needed the 'inside knowledge' of what the next big thing would be on the stock exchange and to listen for any rumours of expanding or imploding companies, so I knew to either increase or decrease my holdings in those companies.
The above isn't 'inside trading' as it's legally defined. It's merely gathering information being freely discussed in a public place and sifting it to guide my investments.
In the final trial match before the AFL season proper began, I hosted a box at 'The Gabba' that a very attractive, tall, slender daughter of one of our club's major sponsors attended. Amy White was her name, and no sooner had she sat than she began hard-core flirting.
In a sexily sultry voice, she demanded a glass of Zinfandel wine. Doubting that the young woman was old enough to drink legally, I asked to see her I.D.. Pouting, she produced her driver's licence and handed it to me. Checking it out, I saw her birthdate was March fourteenth, 1979, meaning she'd been old enough to drink for eight days. As I checked her photo against her looks to ensure the licence was hers, I first noticed that she appeared incredibly well-endowed for such a slender woman. Or maybe, she looked incredibly well-endowed because she was so slender. Then I noticed just how beautiful the young woman was when she smiled.
Those twin thoughts made me think, 'If she's legally been able to drink for eight days, she's been legally able to ...' Shutting that thought down, I coughed, handed Amy her I.D. back, and poured her wine.
As I handed Amy her wine, she glanced around quickly, then whispered, "I know what you're thinking, and I'm not a virgin. So if you'd like to go somewhere after the game and fuck, I'm up for it."
'Eight days, how much ...' But I shut that thought down, too, as it was none of my business.
Fortunately, the box that day was one of those atypical drama and prima donna free ones. The men drank, but none to excess, and no one became rowdy or obnoxious. The women also drank, but mostly they sipped wine and chatted among themselves, and there was none of the typical cattiness women can display evident.
That left plenty of opportunity for Amy to flirt with me. Amy's flirtations were blatant and obvious and lacked any subtlety at all, but they were enthusiastic and eagerly delivered, so in the end, I thought, 'Why the fuck not?'
"Do you have somewhere we can go?" I asked.
"You're the rich AFL star," Amy countered. "Don't you have somewhere?"
"I'm rich and married. That doesn't bother you?" I questioned.
"A throbbing cock knows no commitments," Amy responded.
Swiftly looking around, I asked, "Two or three hole slut?"
"Three," Amy confirmed.
"What will your daddy say?" I asked, looking at the older gentleman she'd arrived with.
"Fuck knows who he is," she replied. "But if you're worried that one of these old geezers is my father and will protest if I leave with you, then don't worry. I came with the Johnsons," she indicated a mum, dad, boy and girl, the girl being approximately her age, "They won't even notice I'm no longer with them, and Grace (their daughter) won't dob me in."
"I need to call my wife," I stated.
"So you can get permission?" She sneered. "Or to make some lame excuse about why you'll be home late?"
"To tell her I'm going to fuck all three of your slut holes for twenty-four hours," I answered as I hit the 'speed dial' for my wife.
"Sure, sure," Amy continued to sneer. "You guys are full of ..."
Holding my hand up to indicate she needed to shut up, I said, "Hey, babe. I need a pass. Yeah. Nah. Nah. Just overnight. Yeah. Thank you. May I give the phone to her so you can talk to her? Nah, I don't think she believes me."
I handed Amy my phone. Amy looked at me disbelievingly before she said, "Hello?" She listened intently before saying, "Eighteen. No." Then she shook her head and added another, "No." Then, "Yeah, I think it will be."
Handing me my phone and her lips suddenly dry, Amy said, "Twenty-four hours if I want them? What does that mean?"
"It means I have one full day to fuck each and every one of your cum holes until this time tomorrow, or you beg me to stop. I'm betting you'll beg off way before twenty-four hours, though.
"Challenge accepted, Mister Shephard," Amy retorted. "But, I'll bet you another day of unbridled lust that you cave before I do!"
"Done," I grinned as I opened my phone and booked us into The Sheraton, Brisbane, for the night.
"We're leaving?" Amy asked.
Looking around and indicating that only the family she'd arrived with, she and I were still in the box, I answered, "Well, unless you're chickening out already?"
"You talk a big game, Mister Shephard," Amy growled. "You'd better play one, too!"
"More than two hundred and fifty first-grade games," I chortled. "And I fuck way better than I play footy!"
As expected, Amy begged off way before I was ready to, so afterwards, we slept cuddled together until I woke her around 8.00 am. After we shared a shower, where I used my fingers to gently stimulate her sore cunt to a final orgasm, we parted. As I helped Amy into a cab, she pleaded for another date.
"If we're in a corporate box together again, you can ask me," I noncommittedly said.
"But I'll want you again soon," Amy protested.
Writing down Ness' number, I replied, "When you're ready, call my wife and ask if she'll give you another pass. If she will, then we can fuck for sure."
I knew that after I'd described my night's activities, Ness would never give Amy another pass, so saying that I'd bang Amy again if my wife gave permission was like the Inland Revenue Department saying they wouldn't screw you.
I arrived home around 9.00 am to find the house empty. Vanessa's car was home, so I figured she'd be around somewhere. Looking for her out the back, I saw her on her hands in knees, wearing her tiny turquoise bikini, weeding the rose garden. Immediately horny and grateful for our sprawling yard and high fences that ensured our privacy, I quietly stripped off my clothes and tip-toed over to her, then swiftly knelt, pulled her bikini bottom aside, positioned my thickly erect cock at her entrance and ploughed into her.
Straightening, Ness' leant back and caressed my head as she moaned, "That was quick. I didn't expect you back until late afternoon."
"'That was quick'. Words no man wants to hear coming from the mouth of the woman he loves as he makes love to her," I teased.
Vanessa's puss had been a little dry as I forcibly entered her, but now she was hot and wet on my throbbing cock, so she thrust her ass back at my invading member, growled, and said, "Oh, can it! No woman's ever said that to you! And you damned well know that I haven't."
I kissed my beautiful wife as I smiled and thought about how lucky I was. I'd only just gotten home from spending the night fucking some stray pussy, and here she was, praising my lovemaking skills and basically gagging for me to fuck her.
"Your hands aren't on my tits," Ness pointed out as she arched her hips back and forth along my pole.
Laughing, I undid the bow on her bikini top, peeled it off her svelte shoulders and then ran my big hands onto her rock-hard nipples.
"Pinch and twist them," Vanessa demanded, "I'm about to cum!" And as soon as I did, she did! Then, sagging onto her hands, she gasped, "Do me doggy! I want you hard and fast, no finessing me, no teasing me, just wallop my ass and fuck me! I'm so hot that I'm about to explode!"
Having spent the night fucking Amy, an inexperienced but eager and enthusiastic fuck, I could control my urges and fuck my wife until, four or five barely stifled, screamed orgasms for her later, she commanded, "Cum in your dirty whore's cunt! Fill her with your man goo!" Ness stifled a final wailed climax as I filled her 'whore's cunt'.
Vanessa slid off my cock and collapsed onto her stomach. She looked wrecked and gorgeous, with her gaping pussy flushed deep red and leaking cum and hand prints evident all over her tight buns. Proud of my 'slut wife,' I smiled as I squatted beside her, then picked her up and carried her to the shower.
Ness wrapped her arms around my neck as I carried her, as a groom would carry his new bride, across the lawn and into our home. As we walked, Ness snuggled her head against my broad, hairy chest, and I could feel her smile against my shoulder. So pausing, I lifted my wife higher and softly kissed her smiling lips.
"Vanessa Anne Shephard, I love you more than life itself. You know that, right?"
"You know, Liam?" Vanessa sighed. "I never understood why you chose me out of all those gorgeous women you had throwing themselves at you. You made my life that day, and I was yours forever more. Somehow, I knew that even though I was sexually inexperienced, at heart, I was a slut, and I knew you were, too. That's why I decided I'd never hold you back if you wanted to play because you'd chosen me and would always return.
"Then you suggested our 'day passes', and at first, I thought you just wanted permission to fuck anything you wanted to, and I steeled myself to accept you having affairs every other week. But you didn't! In fact, when I flirted with that older guy at one of your club's dos, you encouraged me to 'take a pass' and go and have some fun even though you hadn't asked for a 'pass' for yourself yet.
"Of course, I didn't think you meant it, but I wanted to test you, so I let the man take me to his hotel room. Liam, I know I came home later that night and described fucking him, but I didn't! He wanted to, and I guess I wanted him to, too. But I thought if I did, you'd kick my sorry ass out the door when I got home. But instead, when I returned, you dragged me into bed and fucked me until I was so sore I had to beg you to stop.
"If you remember, that was the first time you 'took' me —that you 'fucked' me and forced me to respond. Jaysus, I came so hard and often that night that I was hooked! I thought, 'If he's going to fuck me like this every time I take a 'day pass', I'm going to take at least one a year so that he keeps this up!
"Next, I learned that my flirting with guys turned you on, too, and that you loved it when men propositioned me, and finally, I learned that I fucking love it when you call me dirty names and demean me, and I adore you humiliating me by cumming on my face or by making me do things like you made me do to the postie.
"Then nearly another year passed, and you still hadn't asked for a 'day pass', and I began to wonder if you weren't secretly a cuckold, only wanting to see me get fucked, and not fuck someone else yourself. But you came home after practice one afternoon and asked for a pass for that German backpacker. What was her name? Helga? Yeah, that was it. You asked for a pass to spend a day with Helga, and I was glad!"
My wife's voice grew quiet before she added, "I spent that whole day frigging my cunt thinking about what you were doing with her. Fuck, was I hot and horny! I wanted to be there, not to join in but to watch!"
Walking again, I laughed and added, "When I got home the next day, I was worried I'd find my clothes on the front lawn and the locks changed! Instead, you ripped the door open, grabbed my hand and dragged me barely a step inside, ripped my trousers down and swallowed my cock in one swift gulp!"
Blushing, Ness said, "I was horny!"
"Yeah, you were," I grinned as I entered our en suite and stood her on her feet. "You made me blow in your mouth, then got me stiff again before kneeling and squeezing your tits around my cock and making me cum on them. After that, you pushed me on my back on the couch and sat on my face, demanding I make you cum like a freight train, and when you got me hard again, you moved down and rode me 'reverse cowgirl' until I came in you again. Only then, did you let me up so we could take the party to our bed."
Setting the shower to a soothing warmth, I encouraged my wife under the water and set about cleaning the grass and grass stains from her knees and elbows. Of course, Ness' pussy and tits needed plenty of attention, too, so I had to fuck her in the shower because me 'cleaning them' made her hot and horny again. Then, of course, she needed cleaning again, so ... Many minutes later, we got out of the shower only because we'd run out of hot water.
This year's AFL season kicked off on Thursday, March 27th, when North Melbourne played Melbourne at the MCG in front of nearly 36,000 patrons. Sporting club speaking engagements during the regular season are usually sparse. However, my popularity and fame were enough to ensure I had a steady flow of corporate events to attend, so I had plenty to do.
Chapter 19.
Being busy meant April fourth was upon me before I knew it. It'd been a good month. Ness and I were in sync again, and our lives were sailing calm waters. Gary loved his new career, and Aaron had made considerable strides in repairing his academic record. The best part of sending our youngest to TAFE was that he got to start his mechanical fitter/fitter turner apprenticeship at sixteen instead of seventeen, as is typical. In the scheme of things, one year isn't a big deal, but the extra money in his retirement fund would significantly improve his life after work.
To mine, and I'd bet the posties, delight, Vanessa was on a day off on April fourth, and we had a rare four-day period to be together because Friday and Saturday were her days off for this cycle, and Sunday and Monday were her off days for the next. I planned to use the combination of Tanya's photo, playing with the mailman, and the anticipation of only having thirty more days to wait to have Ness so worked up we'd spend almost all those four days fucking.
Ness still hadn't asked for another pass, although that wasn't all that unusual, except that I knew her cunt was on fire anticipating the fourth of May, so I was surprised she hadn't taken someone to 'blow off steam' with. My wife and I had either fucked or made love virtually every day over the last month, and even as strong as my sex drive is, she was wearing me out, so I had a surprise for her for Saturday night.
To ensure Ness was as sexually aroused as I could make her by the time the mailman arrived, I'd worked her into a frenzy the previous night. But after giving her just two orgasms, I allowed myself to cum and then did the typical 'man thing', and I rolled off her, pretending to go straight to sleep. Vanessa, surprisingly, let me get away with it for a time. However, after playing with herself and not being able to give herself an orgasm intense enough to satiate her, she tried to get me interested.
When Ness grabbed my dick, I squeezed her wrist and made her let go before muttering, "Shh. Sleep now."
"Asshole!" She spat before rolling away and refusing to touch me.
Except when my wife is on an early shift, I'm usually up earlier than her. This morning was no exception, so I left a note saying I was joining my ex-teammates for a gym session, picked up my bag and headed out. I'd been tempted to add, "No masturbating!" to the bottom of my note, but I figured I shouldn't give an order that may not be followed!
When I returned home, Ness was awake and cleaning up her breakfast dishes in the kitchen. So, soundlessly, I walked over, picked her up and threw her over my shoulder, smacked her bum, and carried her to our bedroom.
"I'm still not talking to you, asshole!" She hissed, and I'm sure my laughter didn't help her mood!



Standing her in the middle of the room, I grabbed a handful of her tangled, luscious locks and pulled her head back, forcing her to arch back to stop from falling onto her ass.
Then, looming over her, I snarled, "Vanessa Anne Shephard, you will lose the attitude immediately, or I will take a paddle to your fine ass! Now, when I release you, you will strip, then stand tall, arms raised out to the side, shoulders back, and head up, with your feet spread slightly more than shoulder width apart. Do you hear me, my little horny slut?"
When Ness complied, I added, "Good girl. Now, eyes shut and do not reopen them."
Taking the first of the 'presents' I'd brought for Ness out of my closet, I took them out of their bags and spread them on the bed so I could easily select what I wanted to put on her next. I began with the soft leather blindfold and buckled it securely into place, ensuring that my wife couldn't see what I had planned for her.
Taking out Ness' 7-inch black pumps, I helped her into them. Then, because I knew that her shoulders were probably already burning from the strain of holding her arms outstretched, I looped a 'bondage bra' over her arms and onto her shoulders before securing it behind her back. Then, using the leather straps placed for this purpose, I ratcheted them tight, squeezing her breasts much as I'd used the rope to do earlier.
After being satisfied that the bra was seated correctly, I temporarily cuffed Ness' hands behind her back. Next, I picked up the leather 'panty' I'd bought. This piece of clothing was a sort of a 'reverse' strap-on. Instead of the 'cock' being on the outside, it was inside. So, making Ness step her feet into the device's leg holes, I shifted it up until it was just short of her groin, then guided the 'cock' into her pussy and tightened the binds to ensure it stayed in place.
The 'cock' part of this 'panty' vibrated and was controlled by a remote. So when I had it in place, I turned it on and set the vibrations low. In the gusset of the 'panty' was a curled piece of rubber that pressed on Ness's clit, and vibrated in time with the 'cock'.
"Oh, Gaaawwddd!" Ness moaned as she felt the vibrations. The smell of her arousal swiftly filled the air.
"You will cum when I give you permission to. Do you hear me, Mrs Shephard?"
"Yes." Softly sloughed from my wife's mouth. But she was already biting her bottom lip and pumping her hips back and forth, so I knew she'd orgasm shortly despite her denial.
So, turning the remote to full speed, I squeezed her nipple and demanded, "Cum now, you fucking slut!"
"Oh, fuck!" Ness groaned as her body shook and her knees trembled, threatening to buckle.
As soon as I heard her climax, I turned the remote off and waited until she regained control. Then, when her knees straightened, I ramped the vibrator up, twisted her other nipple and yelled, "Again, you fucking cock whore! Cum again!"
My wife's eyes rolled back in her head, and her hips thrust violently forward as if to meet a lover's pounding cock as another orgasm ripped through her tiny body. Then, with her legs refusing to support her weight, she slowly sank onto her knees on the ground before me. Knowing what Ness would need next, I took my thick 7+ inch cock out, grabbed it by its base, held her by the hair at the back of her head and slapped her lips with the head of my cock.
"Suck, bitch," I demanded. As I expected, Ness swiftly turned her head, opened her mouth and gobbled me down. My wife would want me to add to her disgrace by cumming on her face, but I didn't want to make her show that to the postie, so I said, "Swallow it all, you fucking cum guzzling slut!"
"Gaaawwdd!" Ness moaned as my words forced another orgasm from her.
Holding her tightly and not holding back my orgasm, I pumped my dick into and out of her mouth until, with a roar, I filled her oral cavity with my cum. Then, as my jism spat inside her mouth, Ness shuddered again as a petite climax gently shook her.
I knelt before my wife, hugging her to my chest until I heard her draw a deep breath and tremble before sighing it out.
"Ready to keep going?" I gently asked.
Smiling, my wife nodded eagerly, so I helped her to her feet.
Taking the last three items off the bed, I swiftly tied the first of them to my wife's legs. They were a series of adjustable leather bands connected by vertical leather strips. The first band circled Ness' upper thigh just under her cunt. The second circled just above her knee, the third around the top of her calf, and down to the fourth around her ankle. In addition, five strips and bands stretched across the top of her foot and tied to her toes.
The penultimate item was similar to the previous one, except it was attached to Ness' arms. So, bands at her upper arms just below her armpits, above and below her elbows, on her wrists, and then five strips down to her fingers with bands between her first and second, and second and third knuckles.
I wanted Vanessa to be able to talk, so before I placed the last item, I moved her in front of our robe's full-length mirror, uncuffed her, took her wrists in mine and extended her arms out to the side again, and then took off her blindfold.
Opening her eyes, Ness saw her reflection and lustfully growled deep down and back in her throat. With her full, C-cup-sized tits squeezed lewdly by the leather bra and turning purple, her arms bound with tight bands of leather connected by strips of the same material. Her trimmed but furry pussy barely covered by a vibrating 'panty' concealing a 'cock' in her juicy cunt, and leg ties to match her arm ones, Ness looked like every bondage master's wet dream!
"The mailman's going to shit!" Vanessa growled longingly, her voice dripping with desire.
"Especially when he sees this," I agreed, holding up a ballgag. "I was going to make you wear this," I added, showing her an 'O' ring, "But I thought the postie might assume that he can stick his cock in your mouth. So, I thought the ball gag would be better."
"I won't be able to talk to him," Ness pointed out.
I shook my head and replied, "You won't need to."
"No?"
"No," I emphasised. "I'm pretty sure that when you spread your jacket and kneel before him, he'll get the hint from last time. Even if he doesn't, you'll be just inside our door this time so I can direct him."
"Jacket?" Ness questioned.
"This," I proudly said as I took out a full-length black leather jacket from my closet and encouraged her into it.
For all but about twelve days here in Brisbane, this jacket would be so much wasted space as it would be too hot to wear. However, we regularly travelled to Melbourne when I hosted events down there, so it would come in handy as Melbourne can get bitterly cold.
"Oh, wow!" Vanessa crooned as she turned back to the mirror to examine her image. Then she grinned at me with her eyes sparkling and added, "I look HAWT! As in, DAMN HAWT!"
"I'm not sure it's quite Brownlow Red Carpet wear, but yeah, you are one hawt MILF!" Then I kidded, "Or maybe SMILF."
"SMILF?" Ness asked.
"Sexy Mother I Like Fucking," I said as I grinned at her lasciviously.
Note: I realise that these days SMILF refers to a Single Mother I'd Like to Fuck, but the above is how I used it on the day. MILF had only just begun to be heard regularly in 1998, and SMILF not at all.
Ness jumped up and down, clapping her hands with delight, causing her deliciously bound tits to bounce and jiggle all over the place and immediately attracted my cock's attention.
"Shit, baby!" I said, my mouth suddenly dry, "You have to do that in front of the mailman!" at the same time as Ness said, "SMILF! I love that, and you can fuck this Sexy Mother anytime you want!"
Ness stood turning back and forth in front of the mirror, looking all too pleased with herself, so as a smile quirked my lips, I took the remote out of my pocket and turned it on its lowest setting. At first, it didn't seem my wife had even noticed, but then she suddenly bit her bottom lip and turned toward me.
"Hummm," she groaned. "Is that you?"
With the remote now hidden in my pocket and my face straight, I said, "What?" as I increased the vibration a notch.
"Thaaat," she moaned.
Raising an eyebrow and the vibration another notch, I said, "Thaaat? Is that even a word?"
"It is now," Vanessa answered in her normal voice, now that I'd turned the vibrator off.
But as she turned back to the mirror, I ramped the vibrations all the way up and held them there.
Oh, shit!" My wife spat as she staggered, her knees collapsing as another orgasm blasted over her.
Helping her to her feet, having turned the vibrator off, I facetiously said, "You right there, babe? Those heels can be difficult to walk in, so take it easy, huh?"
Grinning, Ness answered, "Asshole!" Then added, "You're having entirely too much fun!"
Trying to look serious, I replied, "No. No. Actually, I think I'm having exactly the right amount of fun!"
We heard a knock, so I was about to walk Ness to the front door when I suddenly remembered I'd missed something, "Oh shit!" I muttered, ran back to the closet, and took out a wide, studded, black dog collar and chain leash. Buckling the collar around my wife's neck, I hung the lead between Ness' bound tits.
"Open the door wide, then open your coat, babe. I'll do the rest from there. You sure you don't want to suck him off?"
Ness shook her vigorously, not bothering to try and talk around the gag.
I stood to the side, out of immediate sight of the mailman and waited for his reaction when he opened the door.
I didn't have to wait long. As soon as Ness opened the door, the postie groaned, "Fuuuuccckkk!" disbelievingly. Which swiftly changed to an awed "FUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCKKKKKK!!!" When my wife opened her jacket, and he saw her tiny thong and bound tits.
Turning the remote to its highest setting, I pressed the button, "Urrrggghhhhhhh!" Ness moaned as she orgasmed and fell to her knees before the stunned mailman.
"Drop your jacket off your shoulders," I quietly commanded, turning off the vibrations as the postie gawped, goggle-eyed.
"Oh, Jaysus," he moaned as Vanessa slid the leather jacket off her shoulders, squared them, then arched them back, 'presenting' her bound, purple breasts to the mailman.
"May I touch them again?" The postie asked hesitatingly.
My wife nodded her head and arched her back further.
"Both hands?" The mailman dared.
Ness nodded.
I waited until the postie did as Ness had instructed him to the last time. He slowly placed the palms of his hands over my wife's nipples, then gently closed his fingers as he slowly kneaded her breasts. Then remembering what she'd asked for last time, he stiffened his hands, pressed harder, and began making small circular motions. As soon as the mailman began describing circles over my wife's nipples, I slowly ramped the vibrator's intensity up.
"Hmm," Ness moaned as she felt her G-spot and clit massaged.
Of course, the postie thought she was responding to him, so he increased the width and speed of his circles.
"Harrrrrrr!!!" Vanessa groaned deep down in her chest as she felt the vibrations intensify.
The mailman dared to shift to running his fingers around my wife's areolae and rubbing his thumbs over her nipples, so, to reward his daring, I turned the vibrations to full.
"Oh, GAAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWWWDDDDDDDDDDD!!!!!!!!" Ness growled as an orgasm pounded over her.
Pleased, the postie said, "Fuck, you're a willing wench. What I'd give to fuck you!"
"Take him out of his trousers, and jack him off onto your tits," I whispered from the hallway.
My original plan had been to allow the mailman to jack himself onto her breasts, but the poor guy was so eager that I decided to give him an extra thrill. Besides, at the moment, my wife was so worked up that she'd probably let him fuck her.
Ness 'knee walked' until her thighs were between the postie's legs and her face close to his groin. The poor guy probably thought she was about to blow him, but, instead, she fished him out of his pants, then leaned back and placed her left hand on the ground for balance, arched her shoulders back and pushed her tits up close to his balls. Next, she smiled at him around the gag, then 'jacked' his throbbing dick.
Less than thirty seconds later, the mailman closed his eyes and groaned before his spasming dick shot its load onto my wife's tits. Ness obviously had him on a knife's edge because he unloaded a virtual torrent across both of Ness' tits and nipples. Some blasts even hit her neck and chin!
Ness moved back, tucked the postie's cock back in his pant, then stood and patted his cheek before turning and 'hip swayed' down the hall.
Stepping out after Vanessa had walked in, I calmly asked, "You have a letter for me?"
The mailman tried to lean in so he could watch my wife sway down the hall, but I was in the way, so finally looking at me, he nodded and handed his pad to me for me to sign.
"Jeezus, I hope she's home next month," the postie fervently muttered.
Keeping my expression neutral, I said, "This is the last registered letter we'll receive from this writer, buddy. So I doubt you'll knock on our door on the fourth of next month.
"Damn!" the mailman regretfully exclaimed. "How come?"
"Because this time next month, I'll be fucking the brains out of the young lady that's been sending them." Then, at his gasp, I needlessly added, "It's her eighteenth birthday."
"Fark, mate! And your wife's alright with that?"
"She's working with the young woman's mother to ensure it happens," I replied, maintaining my neutral demeanour.
Shaking his head and declaring he needed a better class of friends, the postie got on his bike and rode off.
Shutting the door, I walked quickly down to our bedroom. Ness had removed the ballgag and was rubbing her jaw, trying to work the tension out of it, as she wiped the posties cum off her leather 'bra' and tits.
"These things hurt!" Ness accused, indicating the ballgag.
"Keeps you 'shut up', though!" I teased.
My wife glared at me for a while, then dissolved into laughter, "Have I told you lately that you're an asshole, Mister Liam?" She giggled.
I pretended to think about it before, feigning seriousness, answered, "Umm, at least twice today and three times yesterday, and maybe an average of once a day for the nearly nineteen years before that, I think."
Vanessa smiled, then asked, "Can you fuck me in this?" She asked, gesturing at her outfit.
"In your mouth or anally, yes," I answered. "But, in case you've forgotten," I reached into my pocket and turned the vibrator to about halfway, causing Ness to bite her bottom lip and moan, "you've got a vibrator in your tight, little cunt, so I doubt that I'll fit in there!"
"I don't want you to waste the time to stretch me so I can take you in my ass, baby. But if I kneel on the edge of the bed, will you rub your cock between my buns and play with my tits as we read Tanya's letter and look at her photo?"
"Sounds good to me," I eagerly replied, pushing the envelope's flap back and withdrawing Tanya's note and pic.
To my horror, the note read, "Thirty days, Daddy Liam. I can hardly wait!"
"Please, dear Lawd!" I pleaded as I dropped the note in front of Vanessa. "Not a picture a day for thirty more days. I couldn't stand it!" Then addressing my wife, I asked, "What did your calendar note say?"
Distracted by the note, Ness absently replied, "One."
Sighing, I turned the photo over and saw Tanya reclining on a bed wearing nothing but a sheet. But even though the sheet had been tucked under her armpits, exposing her shapely shoulders, neck and face, in reality, Tanya may have been fully clothed. Moreover, this photo had a note written on its back. That note read, "No sheet when we are together."
Thinking about what would happen in thirty days, and despite it only being around 1.30 pm, Ness and I fucked until we heard the boys get up and prepare their breakfasts the following day.
Chapter 20.
Falling asleep, sore, aching and satiated, we slept until midday. I woke before my wife with my bladder begging to be emptied. Then, after splashing into the bowl, I picked up Tanya's note and picture, applied two-sided tape on their corners, and carefully placed them into the folder I'd labelled 'Tanya'.
Then, looking at the twelve photos, a lump formed in my throat as I thought about how lucky I was.
Beside me, Ness stretched, yawned and then lifted her head to smile at me, "What time is it?" She asked.
"Time for dirty cock sucking, anal-loving whores to get up," I teased.
"Oh no, you don't, Mister Shephard," Ness growled. "My pussy is already going to sting when I pee, so don't get me started!"
"Do dirty cock sucking, anal-loving whores have a 'pussy'?" I innocently asked. "I thought they had cunts, cum holes, or fuck holes?"
With lust in her voice, Ness said, "Gawddammit, Liam! Stick your dick in me and fuck me!"
"Nup," I teased. "Go pee."
"Fuck you!" My loving wife spat as I laughed at her.
I followed Vanessa into our en suite and teased her when she pulled a face as she 'tinkled', her pussy smarting as she'd thought it would, then helped her into the shower and washed her clean.
When we got out, I asked, "Want to go into West End and get lunch?"
"No. I want to go back to bed and fuck!" Ness growled, still sexually aroused. "But my slut cunt needs time to heal, so I guess breakfast it is!"
A little concerned because I had plans for her tonight, I queried, "You reckon you'll be good to go again tonight?"
"Why?" Ness teased. "Need some more of my slutty cunt?"
"And mouth and ass!" I grinned. "So use some of that pawpaw cream you say works so well."
Vanessa tried to glare at me but was secretly delighted by my ongoing need for her and 'exasperatedly' asked, "Is that all I am to you? A slutty mouth, cunt, and ass?"
"I pretended to consider her question seriously before replying, "Well, I guess without the bits in between, those three things would probably be cold and dry and not as much fun to be inside."
Trying to look severe but failing miserably because she was naked and wet with her tits bouncing delectably, Vanessa put her right hand on her muscly hip and waved her finger at me and said, "And your chances of getting back in any of them ..."
"Are at negative odds, baby. If I bet a dollar that I could be inside you whenever I wanted to be, then was inside you shortly later, they'd only return me fifty cents for my winning bet!"
Both hands on her hips and doing her best to try and look angry, but purposefully bouncing on her toes to make her breasts jiggle, Ness stated, "Awfully sure of yourself there, Mister Liam. Are you sure I'm that easy to get your cock into?"
Grinning, I replied, "Is that even a question?"
"Prove it!" My wife dared.
Not doing what Ness expected me to do, which was to pick her up, lay her on the bed and fuck her, I quickly stepped close, grabbed a handful of her hair, pulled her head back, which arched her spine, and then snarled, "On your knees and suck, bitch!"
"Gawd, yes, baby," Vanessa sighed lustfully, sinking to her knees with her hand going between her thighs onto her clitoris despite it being raw. "Talking to me like that will do it every time!"
Ness' right hand was on my cock, and she was already lightly kissing and licking its head, but I was a little tender there, too. So I took her hands in mine and lifted her to her feet before kissing her Cupid bow lips softly and suggesting, "Let's go into town and get some lunch, huh? We'll spend the day flirting, petting, and slowly working ourselves back into a frenzy for tonight."
"Short skirt, no knickers?" Ness pleaded.



"I think my hairy legs would look silly coming out of a short skirt, baby," I replied deadpan. "Besides, I don't think your skirt would cover my low-hanging balls without knickers."
"You do have a cute ass, though, so maybe if you shave your legs first?"
"Don't even go there!" I growled.
"But those pics I've got from that 'mad Monday' after-season party where we went as a pirate and his wench, except you were the wench, are so gorgeous!" My wife teased.
"A mistake I don't intend on repeating anytime soon, Mrs Shephard! So get your slutty ass into that yellow, sheer, button dress of yours that buttons to barely below your cunt, leaving everything from mid-thigh to that button exposed through the gap, then unbutton enough of the top buttons so you can flash your tits to anyone who wants to see. After that, add your skin-toned stay-ups and brown strappy wedge heels, rouge your nipples so that they show through your dress and get into my 'penis extension', as you so eloquently call my car!"
"Can we play 'strangers meeting?" Ness asked longingly.
Delighted, I said, "For sure! Babe, jump in your car and head to Three Monkeys in West End. I'll give you a thirty-minute head start before following you, then 'pick you up' out of there.
Smiling at me, Ness swiftly dressed as I requested, then kissed me before racing out to her car.
"Better give me forty-five minutes head start, baby. I need to stop and get some cream for my sore cunt," she threw out behind her shoulder as she left the room.
Waiting until I was sure Ness had left, I phoned 'her treat' and changed where we'd meet. Instead of coming to our place, which would have involved waiting until the boys had either gone out or to bed, I'd meet him at The Sheraton instead. After hanging up, I called The Sheraton and, feeling cheeky, booked the same room I had used for my 'play date' with Amy, then asked them to secrete two bouquets of roses in the closet.
Wearing my bright orange polo and tight jeans over my 'cowboy' boots, I jumped in the car and detoured past Bras N Things at Westfield's to purchase Ness a light blue baby doll nightie that I asked to be gift-wrapped and eventually made it to the café where I met my wife.
I walked into Three Monkeys and immediately spotted my wife. She sat precisely where I knew she'd be. Directly in front of the door on a bench seat and at the end of a table. Ness had pulled her right knee up and placed her heel under her bottom so that she sat on her folded leg. To preserve her modesty, Ness held the button dress closed where it tried to gape at her thighs.
My wife pretended to read a book, but as I ordered my coffee, she hadn't even flipped a page before I received my order. Ness wasn't looking at me, though. Instead, she was watching the entering patrons. If someone saw her partially exposed inner thighs and smiled, she smiled back at them and let go of the edges of the part, exposing her bare pussy to them.
Walking slowly across to her, my eyes fixed on my wife's leanly muscled form like a hungry lioness stalking a gazelle, I wondered how many phone numbers and propositions she'd received as she waited for me to arrive.
Stopping opposite her and studiously avoiding looking up her dress, I politely asked, "May I sit here, Miss?"
"Why?" There's plenty of empty tables," Ness sneered, playing the role that many beautiful women are forced to play, i.e. Prey for every piggish male that thought a pretty woman in a revealing outfit was a slut, and that they'd like to be his slut.
"That is true, Miss," I smoothly admitted. "But if I sat over there," I gestured towards an empty table opposite where she sat, "I'd be forced to sneak glances at your divine self rather than sitting and talking openly to you."
"Well, I am a Goddess," Ness replied airily. "So I like you recognising my divinity. Therefore, please, sit and worship at my altar."
Sitting, I held out my hand and said, "Liam Shephard, at your service, Goddess."
Holding hers out with palm down and wrist bent, Ness said, "Vanessa Randall."
Kissing the back of the proffered hand, I replied, "Pleased to meet you, Miss Randall. Or is that Goddess Randall?"
Ness sighed deeply before saying, "Well, I do prefer Goddess, but people tend to ask inconvenient questions when I insist."
"Oh?" I teased. "May I ask what questions are inconvenient so I don't ask them?"
Ness sighed theatrically again before saying, "Until you ask them, how can I know if they're inconvenient or not."
"I shall ask away and try not to be inconvenient, then!" I stated.
Ness waved dismissively.
"I see a ring on your wedding finger, Goddess. What would your husband say if he knew you were letting handsome, somewhat famous ex-AFL player chat you up?"
"Is that what I'm doing, Mister Shephard? Am I letting you? May I point out that it was you who asked to sit?" Ness questioned.
I sighed as theatrically as my wife had and answered, "Of course, Goddess, if you hadn't wanted me to sit, you would have used your divine powers to turn me away. Instead, you blatantly and obviously allowed me to glimpse your divine slit!"
"If I did, I was merely rewarding you for showing polite and unobtrusive attention instead of openly ogling me as many others have done."
"Well, one does have to at least pretend he has some restraint and culture," I said modestly. "Especially in the presence of divinity." Then I gave her the best smile I had. The one she said made her and numerous other women want to drop their knickers and bed me immediately and added. "But, Goddess, you avoided my question. What would your husband say if he knew we were chatting?"
"His typical response would be to laugh and ask if I wanted a 'day pass'."
"'Day pass'?" I asked, pretending to be confused.
"Something we gift to our spouse that gives them twenty-four hours of freedom from their marriage vows to bed someone they find attractive."
"And would you consider taking one for me?"
Ness ran her eyes about my face considering and 'checking out' my body, "Perhaps, Mister Shephard." Then, she added, "Shall we take a walk and get to know each other a little better?"
"Of course, Goddess," I answered, offering my hands to help her to her feet, surreptitiously enjoying another quick glimpse of Ness' 'divine slit'.
As soon as we were outside, I offered Ness my arm, and she linked her elbow with mine as we strolled down Melbourne Street towards South Bank. Of course, I insisted she walks inside me so my body was between her and the road. I was pleased when Ness noticed and smiled knowingly at me.
Reaching the river, we wandered around chatting about this and that, enjoying each other's company. After nineteen years of marriage, I can still honestly say that my wife is my best friend and favourite person in the world. Spending time with her is always a pleasant way to spend the day. Add in that the sex with Ness was always out of this world, and I was the proudest and happiest guy around.
We reached the end of the precinct, up near Vulture Street Train Station and found an isolated park bench. "Would you like to sit and chat, Goddess?" I asked.
"I haven't eaten today yet, Mister Liam," Ness asked, knowing I hadn't either. "Would you take me to lunch?"
"Of course, Goddess," I answered. "Did you have a venue in mind?"
"Why don't we walk back and see what takes our fancy?"
Hand in hand, we ambled back along the riverfront, eventually settling on The Plough Inn to eat at.
"I remember this place pumping during Expo," I reminded my wife.
Ness grinned, then dropped a snippet of information I hadn't heard before. "Yeah," she said, fondly remembering. "I had my first drink and kiss from a girl in here in 1977. Me, and the girl I kissed, had 'wagged' a break away from schoolies on the Gold Coast and come up here to be alone. I planned on losing my virginity to her that night, but I changed my mind after the kiss."
"You didn't like it?" I asked, my dick throbbing at the thought.
"No, I did enjoy it, but that wasn't why I didn't go through with it."
Confused, I queried, "'No, but you didn't go through with it'?"
"Oh!" Ness exclaimed, then grinned. "I meant that the reason I didn't go through with 'losing my virginity' with Abigail wasn't that I didn't enjoy her kiss, but because a certain young, up-and-coming AFL player swept me off my feet and bedded me that night, and I gave my virginity to him instead."
I thought through what Ness had just said and wondered if it was all part of her role-play because it didn't quite add up. The first time I'd met Vanessa was in Melbourne after I'd been drafted as an eighteen-year-old. When we made love later that night, she wasn't a virgin but seemed very inexperienced. After that first night, Vanessa and I were virtually inseparable.
I processed what I'd heard and had virtually decided it must have been part of today's fantasy when Ness added.
"Of course, that was during my 'Goth Period', and I looked nothing like I do now. I was a little plump, and my skin was pale, alabaster white because I had avoided going into the sun for almost three years. My typical attire was straight black hair with a fringe, pale white makeup, black eyeshadow, eyebrows, eyeliner, and lipstick. Usually, I'd wear a black T-shirt over leggings inside a tartan skirt and big black Doc Martens Boots."
"It was me!" I gasped as memories of that night came crashing back. I'd gone out with a few mates to celebrate being drafted and gotten a little tiddly. Fortunately, on the rare occasion that I drink too much, I only want to tell jokes and then sleep, so I'm not a 'problem drunk'. But, as I waited to place my order at the bar, I stared at these two 'Goth chicks' making out and had the biggest horn you could imagine. So, after taking my mates' drinks back to our table, I made my way over to the girls.
A band was playing in front of a small dance floor, so I asked the 'plump girl', as Ness had described herself, to dance. At the time, I remember thinking the other girl was prettier and definitely thinner, but her attitude reeked of 'Cold Hard Bitch'. Whereas the 'plump girl' seemed really sweet and innocent.
I'll readily admit that I planned to seduce them both, but the thinner girl's attitude froze that plan before it even got going. With maturity, I understood that the lighter girl was lesbian and rightfully pissed that someone was hitting on her date.
After dancing with the bigger girl for a couple of songs, I took her hand and led her to a spot far enough away from the band so I could hear her speak, and grinned before saying, "My friends call me Liam Shephard, and I'm not so rude as to mention what my enemies call me! I'm here with a group of friends. Would you and your friend like to join our table?"
The woman hugged me and then replied, "Venus Steigend. I'd love to, but my friend won't. As soon as I tell her I'm joining your table, she'll probably storm off in a huff and catch a cab back to the Gold Coast."
The rest, as the saying goes, is history.
Now that the memory had finished playing in my head, I pulled Ness to me, kissed her, and, with tears stinging my eyes, said, "I didn't know you were a virgin that night, baby. I would have been much gentler if I did."
We ate quietly, contemplating for a few minutes before I thought to ask, "When I met you at that sponsor's function the following year, you didn't mention we knew each other, and you haven't for over nineteen years since. How come?" Then remembering the name she gave me, I added, "Hey! You said your name was Venus Steigend!"
"Yeah," Ness admitted. "Steigend is German for rising," she grinned at me, "see what I did there?"
I smiled fondly at her but asked again, "How come you haven't told me I took your virginity before?"
"I was embarrassed about how I looked back then. I was a foolish young girl and made an idiot of myself that night."
A little taken aback, I was about to question why she thought losing her virginity to me was 'making an idiot' of herself when Vanessa rushed out, "Wait, that came out wrong! I don't mean that giving my virginity to you was idiotic! It wasn't! It was the most beautiful thing ever, and baby, you fucked me so good that night! I loved everything about it, even though I was so sore the next day that I could hardly sit on my way down to The Gold Coast!
"I meant the way I behaved toward Abigail. My actions cost me a dear friend that night and ostracised me from my Goth group. I deserved to be, of course," Vanessa admitted. "But it turned out to be a good thing because I threw myself into a diet and exercise regime and got buff, fit and strong. Getting out in the sun cleared up my zits, and exercising improved my mood swings.
"Then, letting my natural hair colour return, I took makeup and deportment lessons and learned to dress sexily. I hadn't let anyone get close to me because I wanted to find and be with you, so I lived like a nun for almost a year before I wheedled an invitation to that do where I met you.
"Liam, I thought I might have to virtually stalk you for months before you noticed me, but immediately after dinner, when they opened the dance floor, you walked straight over and asked me to dance. We've been together ever since."
"Your eyes," I said softly.
"My eyes?"
"Yeah," I explained. "Although I thought we'd never met, I saw your eyes and felt you were somehow familiar, and I wanted to meet you!" Then, looking around to ensure no one was close enough to hear, I whispered, "I brought the slut in you very quickly. You were, are, a quick learner and the most sexually responsive woman I've ever known."
"As soon as I've finished this last bite, we're going home to fuck!" Ness growled. "I'm pretty sure I can fashion a Goth outfit, and we can remake that night!"
"Nuh ah!" Goddess," I denied. "We're having 'date night' all day and night. Besides, I'm playing with you all night tonight, so we'd better give that 'divine' pussy of yours time to heal!"
"But I'm horny now," Vanessa bitched. "Then flipping back into 'strangers meeting' mode, my wife commandingly stated, "After we have finished lunch, you may escort me into the city, then carry my bags for me as I 'shop till I drop'!"
"Aww, but I hate shopping," I pretended to whine.
"Then, of course, you need not accompany me to the city, and I, of course, need not 'take up a day pass', either!"
Acceding gracefully, I replied, "I guess accompanying you to the shops is a small price to pay to be allowed to bask in your divine presence!"
"Good choice, Mister Liam," Ness responded airily. "Your Goddess is pleased with your answer."
Arm in arm, we walked back through South Bank, over The Victoria Bridge, and into the mall. Then finding the Myer Centre, Vanessa began 'shopping until she dropped'. Luckily, I convinced Ness to buy an outfit for tonight because I wanted to treat her to a night at a luxury hotel to 'show my appreciation that my Goddess would deign to spend time with me'.
When the stores began closing at 5.00 pm, we stopped at Jimmy's on the Mall and enjoyed an early light supper along with a couple of glasses of wine. Unfortunately, that only brought us to 6.30, and the 'treat' I'd organised for my wife wouldn't arrive until 7.30 pm. So, I suggested we walk back to West End and pick up my car. That way, I reasoned to Vanessa, we'd have our car when we woke aching and sore the following morning and wouldn't have to walk our sorry asses across the bridge to get our vehicles.
Luckily, Ness agreed, so we filled in most of the rest of the time without me having to give excuses about why I wouldn't take her to bed.
After we'd checked in and gone up to our rooms, Ness wanted to change into her new outfit and go to the hotel bar. But I convinced her she had more pressing things to do by thoroughly kissing her as I stimulated all of her non-sexual erogenous zones. By the time I'd finished, I could feel the furnace my wife's pussy became when she was horny, pressed tightly against my thigh, so I took her present from my overnight bag and presented it to her.
"For my Goddess," I said from one knee as I held the box above my head.
Taking the box from the gift bag, Ness saw Bras N Things emblazoned on the top and squealed delightedly.
She removed the pale blue baby doll nightie from the box and, grinning, jumped up and down, clapping her hands. Of course, that set her braless breasts bouncing scrumptiously in front of me!
"I'm going to go and put it on right now!" Vanessa stated.
'Thank, Gawd!' I thought. My wife's treat had been waiting outside our door for the last five minutes and had already texted me twice.
Swiftly crossing to the door, I let Ness' treat in, "Hey, Liam," I said. "You ready to do this?"
Chapter 21.
"Hell, yeah," Liam Aldiss replied. "But she's not expecting any guy-on-guy action, is she?"
"Yeah, she will," I answered truthfully. "But it's not happening. I'm not even sure if I'll be able to double-penetrate her with you. The thought of my balls rubbing on yours has me more than a little freaked out!"
"I've done this a few times since I was with your wife, Liam," Liam reassured me before correcting himself by adding, "Well, I've never banged another guy's wife with him before, but I've double-done slags all the time. So I'll be on the top, okay? I promise that my balls won't touch yours."
I heard the bathroom door beginning to open, so I swiftly opened the cupboard door and hid Liam and me behind it as I pulled out the two bouquets. Then, as we held them in front of our faces, I shut the door.
"Liam?" Ness doubtfully asked.
Grinning at each other, we replied, "Yes."
At a nod from me, we lowered the bouquets before walking over and handing them to my wife.
Ness dumped the roses onto the dining table, then squealing, she ran over and leapt into my arms. Showering my face with kisses, Ness pleaded, "This is what I've dreamed about having for years, right? You're staying, and you're going to fuck me with Liam, yeah? You're not leaving me with him and going home?" Then worried she'd insulted her lover, Ness looked at Liam and added, "Not that being alone with you again would be bad, baby. But I've tried to get my husband to do an mfm threesome with me for years. It's my biggest fantasy."
"What kind of slut are you?" I growled, showing her that I was staying.
"A three-hole one," Nessa immediately answered.
"And what will you put in your third fuck hole when the other two are filled?"
"I didn't bring my vibrator, so my fingers?"
"How about this instead?" I asked, handing her the biggest of her butt plugs that I had slid into my overnight bag.
"Oh, my Gawd! Oh, my Gawd! Oh, my Gawd! Oh, my FUCKING GAWD! This is going to happen!" Vanessa chattered excitedly before almost howling the last sentence, her nightie's bottom already damp against my grinding cock.
"Slut!" I snarled. "Not only have you not thanked me for your present, but you also haven't thanked Liam for your flowers!"
"Sorry, baby," Ness said, wriggling to get down. "Let me get on my knees and thank him now."
Letting her go, I watched as she knelt before her illicit lover and begged, "Please, Mister Liam, may this slut suck your cock?"
"Fuck, yes," Liam groaned as she quickly unzipped him and pulled his cock out of his pants.
Disappointingly for me, at least, Liam wasn't as long or thick as I am, but Ness hadn't complained, so I guessed it had done its job!
Although I'd hidden it from my wife, I was as excited about watching her fuck another man as she was about being in an mfm threesome. I didn't know what drove me, but I desired to kneel at the end of a bed and watch a cock split my wife's pussy lips and plough roughly into her.




I wanted to hear her moan and buck as that cock thrust deep into her cunt and forced her orgasmic response, and I wanted to see that cock pull out and either blast onto her clitoris and belly or for its owner to straddle my wife's tits and cum all over her pretty face.
When Ness asked for her rare 'day passes', my only wish was that instead of taking her conquests to a motel or going back to theirs, she'd take them to our bed and let me watch as they fucked.
Intellectually, I knew I should be disgusted by the thought of another man cumming inside my wife, but I thought that emotion was ridiculous. I loved my wife beyond reason, but I knew that monogamy was a social construct invented to protect the woman's best interests, i.e. a man that stayed loyal and ensured that she and her children had enough food, warmth and shelter to give her children the best chance of survival.
The primary human urge is to ensure their genes are passed on. Unfortunately, however, the male and female imperatives differ. The best strategy for a man, if he wants to ensure his genes pass on, is to mate with as many different fertile women as possible. At the same time, a woman's best strategy is to entice a man to mate with her for life, which ensures that she has a protector and provider to guarantee her children are provided for until they're old enough to provide for themselves.
Now, before you say it, I know the above is me merely justifying my lifestyle, but understand that I'm neither seeking nor expecting your approval. I'm a slut that has been lucky enough to marry another one. It works for us. How you run your marriage is up to you, but if you allow your sex life to stagnate, don't be surprised when you're tempted to stray or your wife does!
Aroused, I avidly watched as my wife surrounded Liam's shaft with her dainty hand and guided his blushed-red cock's head into her voracious mouth. Then, smiling up at him, she bobbed her head and swirled her tongue over Liam's glans before opening all her fingers except her circled thumb and forefinger and pushing her head down until her lips touched her thumb and finger, then removed them and pressed her lips onto Liam's pelvis.
His strong hands finding my wife's red locks and squeezing two handfuls of her hair to hold her in place, Liam pumped into Ness' mouth as she sucked and slurped before groaning, "This slut is some talented cock sucker!
Agreeing, I came closer so I could enjoy the spectacle of Ness expertly blowing her lover. I only held my shaft lightly as I stroked myself, knowing I was already on the edge of an orgasm.
As I stepped up in front of my wife, Liam groaned and asked, "Where do you want me to shoot it?"
"On her face," I commanded. "I'll squirt over her, too."
Our cocks almost touching in front of Vanessa, we both jerked furiously before unloading onto her pretty face. We were both clearly on edge because, by the time we'd both emptied our sacks, Ness' face was dripping cum. It was over her forehead, in her hair, eyes, nose, and mouth, and dripping off both ears.
Licking her lips lasciviously, Ness smiled and asked, "Who wants my cunt? The other gets my tits!"
Scoffing, I replied, "The slut talks! Whoodathunk that a cum guzzling whore had enough brain to accept a load on her face and talk? Now, shut up, remove your clothes before I rip them off, and get up on your hands and knees on the bed."
Liam looked bug-eyed at my language, but when Ness moaned and immediately stripped and climbed on the bed. "Faaarrk!" was his awed response. "What a slut!"
Liam was already mostly erect, and I knew he'd badly want to plough my wife, but if we were to satiate Ness this night, we'd have to be sparing with how often and soon we came. Typically, Ness would wear her lover out, reducing him to fingers and tongue to further bring her off. Then she'd come home to me, and we'd fuck like bunny rabbits every day until her excitement finally abated. So if Liam and I blew our loads too often too early, we'd leave Ness wanting, and she had no one at home to satiate her.
So, when he ripped my wife's nightie bottom down and prepared to mount her, I said, "Use your tongue and fingers until her voice is just short of a scream, then stick your dick in her. She'll go off like a nuclear bomb that way."
Liam bent over and wiped his tongue from Ness' clit, up her slit, across her entrance and along her perineum.
Ness' head came up, and with hooded, lust-filled eyes, she growled, "FAAARRRKKKKK YESSSSSSSSS!!!!"
Liam repeated his lick twice more before honing in on Ness' button. She was close, so I lay under her swinging tits on the bed and took Ness' left tit into my mouth. Then as my wife took a deep breath, about to scream another orgasm, I sucked greedily and bit her nipple hard.
Her scream cut off by the sudden exquisite pain, Ness' climax backed off before a larger orgasmic wave crashed into it, and she crested higher than before. Like a wave that's rolled into a cliff face, then washed back as a cresting wave is about to hit. The retreating wave caused the cresting wave to rear higher before crashing resoundingly into the cliff —that was my wife's orgasm. With her throat locked into a rictus, my wife soundlessly wailed as her whole body shook and juddered, pulling her nipple from my mouth and her cunt off Liam's surging tongue as wave after wave of orgasmic bliss blasted her into unconsciousness.
Holding his throbbing, rock-hard cock, Liam said, "Wow! I've never had a woman pass out because she's orgasmed too hard before. Is she okay?"
"If you mean 'are we done for the night?' Then, no. Vanessa has barely begun. By morning, assuming you survive that long, your balls will ache from the vacuum caused by them being drained of every millilitre of cum, the tip of your cock will be red and raw, and your lips and tongue numb. Then, you'll drag your ass out of here, wishing for a wheelchair, and Ness will still be ready to go."
As my wife slowly rolled off me and sat up smiling, Liam looked at me disbelievingly, but when I smiled, tipped my head to the side and shrugged as I gestured towards my wife, he slowly exhaled, "Shiiiiiiiiiitttttttt! Dead by morning, but what a way to go!"
"Liam," I explained. "Vanessa loves being called names, but please keep in mind that to you, she's a 'slut', or a 'whore, or a 'whatever rude name you want to use', but she's my slut, whore, cocksucker, knob gobbler, etc., okay?"
Liam nodded, then acknowledged, "All good. I get it. She's your woman! I'm just along for the ride." Then he thought about that, grinned, and added, "Literally, I guess!"
"Then fuck this dirty slut's whore cunt. No finesse, no holding back, no waiting for her, just jump on and use her cunt to get yourself off."
At my words, Ness rolled onto her back between us and lifted and spread her knees, exposing her glistening pussy to our lustful eyes.
Deep down in her chest, my wife growled, "Do it!"
In awe, Liam sighed, "Faaaarrrkkk!" again.
His awe didn't prevent him from swiftly moving between my wife's lewdly spread thighs, positioning his raging boner on her cunt's entrance, then shoving it home, though. With a loud smack sound, Liam's pelvis hit my wife's clit, and Ness softly purred with delight as she wrapped her legs around her illicit lover's waist and squeezed his toned ass with her 'clawed' nails. By morning, Liam's ass would be a complex pattern of bruises and scratches as my wife used her nails to insist he fuck her harder and faster.
As Liam mounted my wife, my brain started screaming, 'Yes! You're finally going to get to see it! Yes! That's it! Move back, you idiot. You're too close to be able to see!' Thankfully, I got back and bent over far enough in time to peer between Liam's legs and watch his rampantly erect dick split my wife's vulva and slide into her. I didn't lose my lollies onto the floor before me, but it was a close run!
Liam slammed her. True to my instructions, he didn't hold back at all. Instead, he used his palms to push Ness' knees as wide apart as possible, then rested on his hands to use the leverage created to slam onto Ness' cunt like a sledgehammer.
Ness' was in heaven, her breath coming in huge, whooped gasps, her tits bouncing this way and that, her hands on Liam's ass cheeks, fingers digging and demanding he ploughed her harder, and her calves pulling her man into her.
It was clear that neither would last long before orgasmic bliss blew them into orbit, so I growled to Liam, "Pull out before you cum, and blow on her clit and entrance. Do not cum inside her yet."
Grabbing the lube, I oiled my cock in preparation for what I'd do next when I heard Liam snarl, "Pinch your nipples, you fucking slut. Dirty whore's like you always need your slag tits tweaked to get off properly. Good, that's it! Now pull your nipples away from your body and twist them harder. Fuck, what a cum bucket. Look at you, you fucking cum swallowing, cock gulping slut! Now scream my name as you cum!"
"I'm CUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNGGGGGG, LIAM!" Ness screamed as she creamed on his cock, frothy milky-white liquid appearing on Liam's thrusting shaft.
Ness' spasming pussy set Liam off, and with a deep growl, he pulled out and spurted cum over Ness' clit', slit and entrance.
Pushing him aside, I took his place between my wife's lasciviously spread thighs, placed my hands under her knees and pushed her knees back and apart, forcing her hips to rise off the bed.
"Guide me into your ass, you whore," I demanded.
Ness swiftly complied, and my cock was soon resting against her rosebud. As big as I am, anally taking my wife isn't the same as vaginally taking her. Ness' cunt is as tight as any I've ever been in. However, her pussy lubricates and stretches swiftly, so I can take her roughly even if she's unaroused because a few growled dirty words, combined with a nipple tweak, will immediately have her 'frothing at the mouth' from her need to cum.
Therefore, on the rare occasion that my wife gives her ass to me, I typically have to spend a long time stretching and preparing her so that she can enjoy it. Tonight, though, I knew that the extra pain of me forcing her ass to gape as I pushed through her knot would only add to her stimulation, and she'd respond with sexual pleasure. Therefore, I looked deep into my wife's eyes, raised an eyebrow, and slowly forced my throbbing cock through her knot in one slow, relentless shove.
"Gaaaawwdd!" Ness groaned as I split her ass apart. "Are shoving your cock or a fucking log up there?"
"Take it like the slut you are!" I snarled, and my wife bucked as her ass relaxed, and my dick surged through her sphincter and came to rest fully inserted in her spasming, tightly gripping ass.
"Fuck, that was intense!" Liam stated as now that I was buried inside my wife's ass, he felt confident enough to climb onto the bed and grab a handful of Ness' hair before shoving his cock back in her mouth.
"Cum on her tits, this time," I demanded as I began rocking my hips back and forth, slowly building my speed and force.
Watching my wife devour the cock before her, I was amazed by her multitasking ability. Even as her head kept tipping back off Liam's cock as she moaned her appreciation for me fucking her tight ass, she continued milking him the whole time. Liam and I had a problem already, though. After he came on her tits, he would have gone three times in less than an hour, and I would have cum twice. There's no way we could keep this rate up all night!
Determined to give Ness at least three or more orgasms as we fucked her before we came, I suggested, "Maul her slutty tits, flick her nipples, and pull and twist them hard. Then, watch her go off like a pinball machine!"
Liam looked at me doubtfully, but when Ness groaned, "Oh, Gawd, yes!" he flicked her left nipple. "Ungh!" Ness grunted around his cock. So, encouraged, he did as I commanded. As soon as Liam began roughing her tits, Ness started to explode into a series of almost cataclysmic orgasms, giving Liam time to 'cool his jets' and regain control.
Now that we had Ness 'percolating' nicely, I wanted to ramp her arousal even higher, so I threw her legs over my shoulders, forced my hand between our joined bodies, and slid two fingers into her cunt. Then, as I twirled my fingers over her G-spot, I thumbed her clit. Me doing that coincided with Liam pinching both of Ness' nipples and pulling them firmly away from her body as he twisted them hard.
Ness arched her whole body from where I pinned her to the bed to her head off the bed, let Liam's dick fall from her mouth, and wailed, "GAAAAAAWWWWWWWWDDDD, FUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKIIIIIINNNNNNGGGG, YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!" as she bucked and twisted on my cock, her frothy essence pouring over my fingers.
After her wailed exclamation, Ness gobbled Liam back down and began voraciously sucking as she jacked him furiously. I knew it was too late for him now, so I decided to gift my wife one of her fantasies —a cock coming in both ends simultaneously.
To give Ness at least one more massive orgasm before we came on and in her, I took my hand out of her juicy cunt and began lightly smacking her clit. Simultaneously, I jammed into her ass harder.
This time, Ness didn't explode. Instead, she started having consecutive, intense petite orgasms. Every thirty to forty seconds, she'd groan, and I would feel her ass sphincter fluttering around my cock. Unfortunately, Ness' panted groans set Liam off, and with a strangled cry, he pulled out of my wife's mouth and tugged his cock swiftly until he squirted over my wife's delicious tits.
I wanted Ness to feel cum splashing onto and into her simultaneously, so I let my tightly controlled libido loose and immediately blasted cum into my wife's tightly gripping ass.
"Oh, Gawd, baby!" Nessa lovingly exclaimed after she had come down from her latest orgasmic high and absently rubbed Liam's cum into her tits and chest. "It's as good as I dreamed it would be."
Grinning at her, I replied, "Mrs Shephard, you are a slutty, cum-covered disgrace!"
"Let me see!" Ness said excitedly. Liam and I let her up, and she stood in front of the full-length wardrobe mirror, admiring herself. Clapping her hands delightedly, setting her delectable breasts bouncing sexily, Vanesa said, "I am, too! I look like a right two-dollar whore that's just met a boat full of sailors on their first shore leave in six months!"
Ness cupped her tits, then smiled saucily and asked, "So, what's next, boys?"
"You get in the shower and wash our cum off you, you dirty slut!" I stated.
Pouting, Vanessa asked, "Alone?"
Winking at Liam, I replied, "Oh, I think Liam and I could see our way clear to join you."
Liam got in first, followed by Ness and then me. Turning her so her bottom pressed against Liam's upper thighs, I handed Liam the shampoo before pouring liberal amounts of body wash into my hands. Guiding my wife's head under the spray, Liam wet her hair and then massaged the shampoo into her hair. As he did that, I took spousal rights, rubbed the body wash over my wife's gorgeous tits, and worked on bringing her to her peak again. Then, moving my hands lower, I cupped Ness' pussy and slipped my middle finger inside her tight, slippery cunt.
"Hmmm," Ness purred as I gently thrust my finger in and out of her pussy, my thumb pressing and rotating on her clit.
My wife stiffened, and I knew she was about to come again, so ignoring her whined complaint, I removed my hand from her nether regions. Ness opened her mouth to bitch, but before she could, I snarled, "Sluts accept whatever their betters deign to give them. So shut up and let us do as we will!"
"Oh lawd," Ness moaned, immediately on the cusp of an orgasm.
Picking my wife up by holding her under her armpits, I lowered her onto my cock's head. As soon as Ness felt my dick nestle against her entrance, she wrapped her arms and thighs around my hips and, trembling with anticipation, kissed me soundly. I hadn't said anything, but assuming the height disparity between Liam and me was manageable, in that shower, Ness, would get her wish to be doubly penetrated.
It turned out that there was no height disparity, or not enough to matter, at least, because after rubbing some shampoo onto the head of his cock, Liam bent his knees slightly, then introduced the head of his rigidly erect penis to my wife's ass. Waiting for him, I held Ness tightly to me as Liam slowly shoved into her ass.
Ness took a shuddering sigh before laying her head on my shoulder and dreamily saying, "It feels so good, baby. I've masturbated and dreamed of you doing me with another guy often, but this is better than I could ever have imagined!"
"I'm glad you like it, my love," I told her as Liam and I matched rhythms and slowly thrust into her. Do you want to be ploughed again or slowly brought to your climax this time?"
"Make me cum as often as you can, baby, please. How long can you last? Can we try for thirty minutes or until the shower goes cold?"
"For sure, babe," I reassured her. "Now lean back so Liam can play with your tits."
Ness sighed luxuriously as she leant back onto Liam's muscled chest and let his hands 'own' her breasts.
"Rub your clit," I demanded, as under the warm water, Liam and I continued our slowly stroking into our willing slut.
When Ness' fingers found her love button, she started to cum. As she luxuriated in having her lower fuck holes filled, Ness relaxed and concentrated solely on the sensations in her ass, tits and cunt. Then, as bliss filled her, she smiled, closed her eyes and felt. She could feel it all, Liam's excitable young hands playing deliciously with her aching tits, her husband's assured control of her stimulation and orgasm, and the cocks fucking her.
Chapter 22.
For Vanessa, since meeting Liam, it always came down to having a cock in her. Liam had ignited her inner slut, and she revelled in letting it free. Yet, when she looked back to how she was before she'd met her husband, she wondered how she could have been so innocently naïve. At the time, she believed she was a rebel, an outsider, a scourge on society. The world was doomed, she thought. Either the Russians would blow the world to pieces, or the Americans would do it for them.
So, Vanessa took little heed to society's norms. Thin, gorgeous, waif-like women appeared everywhere she looked in newspapers and magazines, TV and ads on the sides of the passing buses. Who could compete with that? Who would want to?
Guys weren't interested in her, so why would she be interested in them? So she began 'dressing down' and didn't bother to control her weight through exercise or diet. Instead, she purposefully let her hair grow shaggy and unkempt.
Her mother exasperatedly asked her what was going on and if she 'was a dyke' or something, but Vanessa refused to respond.
Her father, the only person Vanessa knew who seemed to like her for her, pulled her into his lap one evening and, as he hugged her and stroked her unkempt hair, asked, "Honey, what's the matter? You've been miserable for months. Are you having boy problems? Girl problems? You know that if you're gay, your mum and I won't care, right? We just want you to be happy."
Vanessa wanted to tell him, "Why bother? Nuclear winter will kill us all, and if that doesn't, acid rain and the hole in the ozone layer will!"
Although Vanessa averaged a B+ at school, she felt inadequate for an academic life. Her mother was a gynaecologist, for goodness sake! Her dad was a philosophy professor at The University of Queensland. How was she to compete with that?
Life was despair, she believed and considered taking her life. 'I have no brothers or sisters,' she thought. 'Mum hardly seems to remember that I exist, and I have no friends. Only my dad would miss me if I were gone, and even then, probably not for long.'



Then Abigail moved into her street. Another 'only daughter', Abigail, was Vanessa's age, thin and oh-so-gorgeous, or so Vanessa thought. Having turned eighteen only a month before, Vanessa allowed herself to fantasise about the slender, beautiful woman/girl with seemingly huge tits who lived down the road. At eighteen, Vanessa needed a C-cup bra to hold her breasts, and maybe it was only because Abigail was so slender, but Vanessa thought Abigail's breasts were bigger than hers.
Vanessa detested her 'overripe melons', as she referred to her breasts, because the only place boys talked was at them. Even her male teachers at school talked more to her chest than her eyes, so Vanessa started to wear loose, thick clothing, even in the middle of summer, to hide her 'assets' as the boys derogatorily called them.
Vanessa didn't understand, but somehow Abigail made her feel squishy. Squishy was the word Vanessa thought of to describe the swiftly developing wetness between her closely squeezed thighs she felt whenever Abigail smiled at her.
Taking the same bus to school, Abigail and Vanessa became friends and Abigail, recognising that her new friend was shy, innocent and naïve, became her protector and mentor. However, school can be cruel, and Abigail and Vanessa were swiftly labelled 'dykes' and became the butt of every joke the teenage boys and quite a few of the girls had heard from their parents and then mindlessly repeated.
Deciding that attending the 'end of school' events that their school had organised would be as uncomfortable as school had been, Abigail and Vanessa chose to travel to the Gold Coast with a contingent of graduating kids from her class to attend 'Schoolies'. This event was school-sanctioned but had no chaperones except for the class captains.
During Schoolies, The Gold Coast pumps. Think of spring break at Cancun, then times it by three. So it was easy for Abigail and Vanessa to slip away and catch a train to Brisbane for the night. Abigail, who knew she was a lesbian even before she reached puberty, planned to seduce her sweet, innocent, naïve friend and introduce her to woman-on-woman love that night.
It was a 'done deal', Abigail thought, having taken the young virgin under her wing and inducted her into her group of lesbian Goths. But, as she ramped up her seduction of the young lass, an arrogant, brash young man stole 'her girl' from, almost literally, underneath her.
'After all the work I've put into Vanessa's seduction, how could she dump me on a whim, then willingly give her virginity to a football player, FFS?' Abigail thought as she stormed out of The Plough Inn and caught the last train back to The Gold Coast.
Although Vanessa had later confessed to her husband that she knew her 'friend' would storm out when she (Vanessa) chose to join Liam's table, Vanessa felt a pang of regret when she watched Abigail leave, thinking she had missed out on something wondrous.
Because of her 'affair of the heart' with Abigail, Vanessa desired to experience the joys of Sapphic love, but thought her husband was quite homophobic and had, for years, repressed these desires lest they impinge on her marriage. But here she was, in a shower with her husband and another man fulfilling her deepest fantasy. So, grateful for her husband's love barely described how she felt at that moment.
'I'll have to reward him for this,' Vanessa thought. But she and Isla shared a secret. A secret that enticed and excited her and gave her that 'squishy' feeling she fondly remembered when recalling her time with Abigail. So, Vanessa felt little need for urgency. 'After all,' her thoughts added. 'He'll have a night with the delectable Tanya in just a month's time.'
Thoughts of her husband taking Tanya's virginity on Tanya's eighteenth birthday mixed with recollections of feeling 'squishy' anticipating being with Abigail ramped Vanessa's desires to the maximum, and her mind returned to 'feeling' the twin cocks inside her lower fuck holes.
Her eyes flew open as she realised she was about to cum. But 'to cum' seemed a poor description of how Vanessa felt. Explode then? No, still not descriptive enough. Disintegrate maybe? Whatever word she was searching for was lost as all coherent thought flew from her mind, and she turned her head against her husband's neck and bit hard.
Her orgasm hit, and Vanessa did explode but didn't disintegrate. Instead, screaming and biting her husband's neck, she jerked, shuddered and spasmed over and over as waves of pure carnal bliss shot through her body until, her mind gone, she screamed a final time and then passed out.
Concentrating on his release, Liam was still thrusting vigorously into my wife, so I said, "She's out, mate. Why don't you save that for the next round? Well, unless you want to be all out of juice and head home early?"
"She's out again?" Liam asked. "Will she still be good to go again later?"
Chuckling, I replied, "Your dick will wear out way before Ness' cunt does!"
"So what do we do now?"
"Remove our cocks from her slut holes and get her clean. She'll be awake by the time we get out of the shower."
"What then?
"Use our mouths and fingers until she passes out again."
"Jeezus, Liam," Liam said. "I understand now why you're willing to share her. This slut never stops!"
"I resemble that remark," Ness grinned from my arms as I laid her on the bed.
"Tits or cunt?" I asked Liam as Ness' eye hooded again, her lust evident.
"Can I play with her tits as she sucks my cock?"
I didn't answer because Ness was already gobbling him down.
The clock on the bedside table read 2.00 am when Ness, sighing happily and smiling at me, finally closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. Liam was still gently pumping into her cunt from behind, but I'd been reduced to digits, mouth and tongue for the last hour.
"She's done, mate," I told my young friend. "Finish inside her and grab some shut-eye. There's a good chance she'll want to go again in the morning."
But when I woke, I was alone in the bed. Smiling because I figured I'd find Ness and Liam fucking in the shower, I opened the door in time to hear my wife tinkling before she exclaimed, "Ouch! That stings!"
Laughing, I stated, "Well, if you didn't use it like a two-dollar whore at a sailor's convention does, you wouldn't be rubbed so raw now!"
"Don't get me started again, lover," Ness growled. "I'm too sore to even think about taking a dick in either of my lower slut holes!"
Where's Liam?" I asked.
"There's a note on the pad saying he thought it would be better if we woke up alone, babe," Ness replied. "But I think the reality is that he was scared I'd want to go again this morning and wasn't up for it!" Then she grinned and added, "Literally, probably! He probably woke up thinking he'd have a little piece of my ass before we woke up and found that his cock was too sore!"
"You'd wear out that proverbial football team, babe," I stated proudly. "What was that movie? Debbie does Dallas? Yours would be Vanessa does Vancouver!"
"Compliments will get you exactly everywhere, Mister Liam. But for now, you stink! So go shower, and we'll get some breakfast before picking my car up and heading home."
Well, that sounded like a good idea, so that's what we did!
I drove across the bridge into West End to drop Ness back at her car, then headed home, arriving about ten minutes before her. By then, I'd already stripped and had stretched out on our bed, dozing. I woke to find Ness holding and kissing my dick. She didn't seem to be trying to get me to rise again but seemed to be almost paying homage to it.
Looking down at her as she smiled back, I said, "You right there? Go easy, as it's a little tender!"
Ness smiled a little wider and replied, "I bet I can still make you cum, though!"
"Yeah, for sure you could, my love. But the pain would outweigh the pleasure of orgasm, so can we take a break?"
"Spoilsport!" My wife mock bitched.
"Let's '69' then!" I suggested.
Kissing my dick one last time, Ness let it go and snuggled onto my shoulder, "On second thoughts, babe. Maybe a break sounds good!" Then she spotted the tennis ball-sized hickey on the top of my shoulder close to my neck. "Oh, shit!" She exclaimed. "Did I do that?"
Chuckling, I replied, "Well, it sure as hell wasn't Liam!"
Grinning at me mischievously, Vanessa went, Oops! I guess you'll need to wear a collared shirt until that heals."
Tapping her firm bottom, I said, "Now, why wouldn't I be as proud of my bruises as you are of yours?"
Ness grinned in acknowledgement but remained silent. Then Ness lay on my shoulder, staring at me until I felt uncomfortable, so I asked, "What's up, babe?"
"What makes you think something's up?"
"After a fantastic night last night, do you really want to use your circle logic to avoid answering my questions and get us into a fight?"
Ness sighed and rolled onto her back, absently taking my hand and pulling me so that I lay on my side against her, then placed my hand on her breast and guided my fingers onto her nipple.
"I'm wondering about a few things, babe," she finally answered after several minutes of silence.
"Such as?"
"Please don't get me wrong, but last night? What brought that on? Oh, don't worry. I loved every single second of it, but two guys? I thought you were at least a little homophobic?"
"Whatever gave you the idea that I was homophobic?" I asked incredulously.
"The way you and the guys at your club used to talk about 'faggoty poofters', to start with!"
I understood what she meant because talk around the club in those times was horrific by today's standards, any standards, really. But I knew for a fact that at least two of the guys I played with were gay, and never once did I see them treated any differently than our other teammates. That being said, if they'd 'come out' as openly gay, they would have been ostracised and ridiculed. But that didn't mean I was homophobic, but I guessed it may have seemed that way to Ness because I'd joined in the slurs and name-calling the others handed out.
"Baby, that's just locker room talk to fit in," I explained. "There may have been some guys that thought that way, but the rest of us were, are still, in the live and let live camp. You know my best mate at the club, Jeremy Nevis, is gay, right?"
Ness shook her head as I lightly circled her nipple with my fingers, feeling it harden against them. "No, I didn't," she answered. Then I felt her grin as she nestled closer, "I'll have to take him off my list of 'mates of yours I'd like to fuck."
"You never asked for a pass for any of my teammates or friends, babe. How come?"
"You've never asked for a pass for any of my friends or co-workers. How come?" Ness countered.
"Cos I'd never do that to you, Ness. If it went wrong, it would make work hell for you, and if it were a friend, it could cost your friendship, so I wouldn't go there."
"Same, same, for me, babe," Ness said. "It's one thing for your friends and teammates to hear rumours that your wife sluts around. It's quite another thing for them to be able to confirm it. So, I, too, won't go there." She thought for a while, then said, "But that wasn't where I was going with this. I'm trying to determine your motivation for asking Liam to join us last night. Not that I'm unappreciative or anything, but why now, after all the years I've pleaded and hinted to you that I want one? You're not feeling guilty about Tanya or Isla again, are you?"
"Not at all," I replied. "You beat that out of me pretty good last time!" Then I grinned, "However, if you think I'm backsliding, you could always send me off to see Adriana again!"
"You wish, jellyfish!" Ness replied, but I was sure that I saw a glimpse of something in her denial.
"Tell me what you think you're going up to Rockhampton to do?" Ness asked.
"First, I will gently make a woman of Tanya by making slow love to her until I break her hymen. Then, when she's ready, I will teach her how to be at least as big a slut as you are!" I declared.
"Will you leave any of her holes unfilled?"
"Only if she protests before I take them," I growled, starting to stiffen despite the rigours of last night.
"And where will you cum?" Ness questioned.
"In her mouth, cunt and arse, then on her face, tits, clitoris and rosebud."
"Gag her with your cock? Make her retch and choke as drool pours from her mouth and tears flood from her eyes, ruining her makeup and making her look wrecked, slutty, fulfilled, and oh so fucking gorgeous because she knows a 'real man' has fucked her?"
"Keep that up, and I'll roll you over and fuck you no matter how sore your fucking whore's cunt is!" I growled.
Ness immediately rolled onto her stomach, reached between her legs and opened her pussy for me, "Do it!" She demanded. "Smack my ass hard! I want bruises to show off to the gym girls tomorrow!"
I wasn't sure how wet my wife was and didn't want to add to her rawness, so I spat into my hand and rubbed it over my cock's head before also spitting onto Ness' perineum. Next, I smacked my wife's ass viciously before rubbing my cock's head through my spit and shoving it hard into her, my pelvis smashing loudly against Ness' tight, muscly ass.
"Pull me up to doggy so you can smack my ass better!" Vanessa demanded.
So, ensuring I left no marks that would show other than on her tight ass cheeks, I fucked and smacked my wife until, only five minutes later, she begged me to cum in her because she was too sore to continue. After blasting what little semen my poor aching balls had manufactured since we finished last night into her, I struggled off the bed, fetched two warm and wet washcloths from our en suite, and offered one to my wife as I gingerly cleaned my dick.
Looking down at my poor abused member, I said, "That's going to sting for a while! Is there such a thing as a dick sling, baby? If there is, then I'm going to need it!
After wiping her drooling pussy clean, Ness patted the bed and said, "Come lie with me again, babe." Then, once I'd snuggled close to her again, she asked, "You're not bothered about me and being with Abigail?"
"Why on earth would I be?" I asked.
"You're not concerned I was dabbling with becoming a lesbian?"
"Were you?" I asked. "Or were you experimenting as many young people do at that age?"
"Did you?"
I shook my head, "No. Dicks are ugly damned things! I quite like mine, of course. But otherwise, meh."
"Yet, last night, you couldn't get bent over quick enough to see Liam's dick entering me."
'Shit!' I thought as I flushed bright red. I didn't realise she noticed. But deciding it wasn't that big a deal, I admitted, "I've fantasised about watching someone fuck you for years, babe. You're one hot chicky baby, and I've wondered how you would look getting a nice thick cock up your tight twat."
"Shame your namesake doesn't match your body stat in that department, isn't it?"
"Yeah, I must admit that I was disappointed when I saw Liam was only about average."
"But did you like seeing it happen?"
"Fuck, yeah!" I enthusiastically replied. "Remember, I was so excited by seeing his cock thrust into you that I came on your face after only three or four strokes."
"So, you'd do it again?"
"Maybe. With the right guy, probably. Not Liam again, though."
"Why not?" Ness questioned.
"Not big enough to be as exciting as I imagined it to be."
Ness grinned before saying, "I'm supposed to be the 'size-queen', baby. Not you!"
"Are you, though?" I questioned. "I'm definitely above average, but do you check out your conquest's, umm, stature before bedding them?"
"No," Vanessa replied, shaking her head. "Dick size or length doesn't come into it at all. It's all about a mixture of body type, emotional intelligence, and self-confidence. After that, as long as they know how to fuck, I'll have a good night! She stopped to think for a time, then questioned, "What about you? Do you select your play partners solely on their tits, bodies, or looks? Or is it something else? Do you have a 'type', as in they're all similar to me, as an example?"
"I do love your type of body," I admitted. "So probably half of my dalliances have been similar in stature to you. But that's what convinces me to start a conversation, not to decide I want to spend the day fucking them."
"So what does?" Ness asked.
"They've got to have the ability to match me intellectually," I explained. "If they can't handle a quick riposte-counter riposte discussion and keep their own, I'll lose interest very quickly. Then they have to be confident in their bodies. I'm not talking about being as tough, toned and terrific as you are, but liking their bodies and being confident in them. "Some of my dalliances would be considered podgy, if not overweight, and it doesn't bother me at all as long as they 'know they're sexy'."
"It always made me feel sexy when you hit on me, babe," Ness said.
"And it makes you want to have sex with me when I hit on your sexy ass," I teased.
Vanessa turned and showed me her welted ass and proudly stated, "It sure does!"
"We seemed to have veered off track here, babe," I pointed out. "You wanted to talk to me about Abigail?"
"No, babe," Ness responded. "We've covered everything I wanted to talk about."
I knew she was lying, but I also knew pushing her would only lead to an argument, so I let it lie and pulled her in close, planning to sleep when the house phone rang. Ness showed no inclination to move, so groaning, I got out and walked to the kitchen where the closest extension was.
Picking the phone up, I answered in the typical fashion, "Hello?"
Any unduly cheerful and happy voice replied, "Hi, Daddy Liam. It's Tanya! Twenty-eight days!"
Chapter 23.
'Oh, shit!' I thought. 'Talking to her and knowing we'd be together in Twenty-eight days or less will be way worse than viewing her pictures and knowing I'd see her on May fourth!'
But forcing myself to smile, I replied, "Just a little eager, are we?"
"Of course I am," Tanya exclaimed. "You will make me a woman and give me the night of my life, but Gary must not find out!"
"Why's that?"
"Because I'm going to marry him as soon as I've completed my Master's of Business Analytics, but if he learns I've been with you, he'll freak out!" Tanya declared.
Seeing a way out, I offered, "Then wouldn't it be better if he and not I came up next month?"
Tanya sighed, "Daddy Liam, do I have to get Aunty Nessa to beat you over the head again? Us girls talk, you know? Gary is willing in bed but not very skilled, so I'll have to teach him, but how can I until you've taught me?"
Defeated by teenage girl logic again, I sighed, "Well, I guess you can't."
"Good! Now tell me you love me and want to see me next month, and go and get Aunty Nessa."
"I do love you, and I'm very much looking forward to next month, but I don't need Ness beating me over the head, so is there something else I can help you with?" I said hurriedly, trying to stave off another round of lectures from my wife.
Tanya's chiming laugh came from the other end of the phone before she said, "Oh, that's too funny! What are you, Daddy Liam? 193 cm (6ft. 4in.) and 95 kg? (210 lbs), strong enough to bench press your wife and me both, yet your knees are knocking because your 163 cm (5-ft 4) and 54 kg (120 lbs) wife might growl at you? Oh, lord, give me strength, as I think I will pass out from laughing too hard!"
"Gary's more scared of her than I am. That woman screeches when she's angry!" I muttered defensively.
Of course, that only set Tanya off again, so I placed the receiver on the table and got Ness.
"Tanya for you," I said as I nudged her sleeping body.
"What? Oh, okay," Ness mumbled as she rolled over and went back to sleep.



"Ness!" I barked.
"What?" My wife answered, now awake.
"Tanya's on the phone for you."
Vanessa sat up and blinked owlishly as she tried to kick her brain back into gear and said, "For me? Don't you mean you?"
"We've already spoken," I patiently explained while waiting for my wife's brain to reset.
"Okay," Ness acquiesced before swinging her feet out of bed and heading for the door.
"The boys are home," I pointed out before she opened the door.
"Oh," My wife replied before taking her robe from the hook behind the door and putting it on.
'What do women talk about that takes so long,' I wondered an hour later when Ness hadn't reappeared. Giving up trying to sleep, I got up and gingerly tucked my rubbed-raw dick into a pair of briefs before pulling on my running shorts and a singlet, donning my runners and heading out. Being tired and stiff from the previous night's activities, I thought I'd have to drag myself through my 30 km run, but it flowed easily and less than two and a half hours later, I was back home.
Walking into our room, I saw Ness sleeping, so I turned to take my shower in the main bathroom rather than wake her, but as I turned, Ness sat up, smiled and said, "Come here, you smelly, gorgeous hunk of a man."
"I'm sweaty, and I stink," I pointed out.
"I love how you smell after you've exercised, babe. You know that it gets my motor running!"
Grinning at her as I sat down, I said, "And does it cure a stinging pussy?" Then after Ness shook her head, I added, "Do you want your motor running, then?"
"No, probably not," Ness acceded. "But give me a kiss and cuddle anyway!"
Pressing her naked body firmly against my sweaty one, Ness inhaled through her nose deeply before purring, "Gawd, you smell good!"
"Let me go, you hussy!" I kidded. "You just want my dick in you!"
"Always," Ness admitted. "But we'll have to wait because we're both too sore to go again." Then she added, "I'll make coffee and think about putting some dinner on after I've met you in the kitchen."
"If the boys are home, why don't you see if they want to go to the club for dinner tonight? We haven't done anything as a family for ages, so tonight seems like a good time to fix that."
"Sounds like a plan," Ness responded.
Another week passed without incident, and mercifully, no letters or phone calls from Tanya. Vanessa and I spent more time kissing and cuddling than fucking even after our 'bits' healed. Having her deepest fantasy fulfilled seemed to bring my wife and me closer together than ever. That closeness was expressed by soft kisses and tightly held hugs instead of the animalistic fucking we usually shared after one of us had taken a 'day pass'.
A week passed, and I'd just come home from my run when Vanessa yelled, "Phone for you!"
"Who is it?" I yelled back.
"Your paramour," Ness answered in her normal voice, given I was right beside her. Then hugging me, she took in my sweaty odour and sighed happily.
"Which one?" I teased as I picked up the phone.
"The only one that matters, Daddy Liam!" Tanya said in my ear.
"Hello, gorgeous girl," I answered.
"Only for another Twenty-one days. Then you'll make me a woman!"
"I'm looking forward to it, honey," I replied, realising it was true!
"So am I, Daddy Liam. So am I!"
"Have you planned where we're meeting, Tanya? Or is it up to me?"
"It's all organised," Tanya replied. "All you have to do is turn up on the day and follow along."
"I'll go back to trying not to think about it then!" I only partially joked.
"You do that. Just make sure you remember what to do on the day!"
"As if I could forget, honey!" I emphasised. "Did you want to talk to Ness?"
"Nah. Nessa and I already caught up. Talk to you next Sunday, Daddy Liam!"
"Don't do anything I wouldn't," I remarked as I began to hang up. But Tanya chimed, "I can't think of anything you wouldn't do, Daddy Liam, so that's easy!"
'That girl will be the death of me,' I thought as I looked for Ness. 'But what a way to go!"
Instead of my wife, I found a note on the bench saying she'd gone shopping. So looking at the time, I realised I had time to catch the afternoon skills session at my old club and headed in to see if they needed help. I wasn't on the training roster, but ex-players were always welcome to turn up and help. As usual, the coach assigned the recruits to me for kicking practice. During my career, I was acknowledged as one of the best field kickers in the game, regularly hitting my teammate 'lace-out' on the chest as they led to the tiniest of gaps.
Two hours later, with a grateful "Thanks" from the skills coach, I headed home. Coach has a standing offer for me to join the coaching staff, but I'm uncertain that I want to be back that deep in the glasshouse the AFL is. If I took that route, I knew my competitiveness would drive me to seek a senior coach role, putting me right back in the spotlight again. Not something I relished or felt like doing to my family again.
Getting home, I smelt Vanessa's 'world famous' spag bog cooking, so I jogged inside, kissed her and gratuitously groped her ass and tits, receiving an eye roll from my eldest in the process, and took a third shower for the day.
The rest of the week rolled by without incident, and soon it was only fourteen days to go. I looked at the wall clock and waited in the kitchen. It was nearly 11.00 am, and Tanya had called at that time the last two weeks. Sure enough, right on 11.00 am, the phone rang. Picking it up, I answered, "Liam Shephard, hymen shredder and slut maker, how may I help?"
Of course, it wasn't Tanya. It was possibly the worst person to whom I could have said those words —Vanessa's dad Damon.
"Don't think I've ever forgiven you for that, either," Vanessa's father growled. "Is my daughter there? Her mum has taken ill, and she needs to come home."
"Anything serious, Dad," I asked.
"Just the flu, but she's running a high temperature and needs someone to stay with her, and you know how bad I am at looking after that type of thing."
Okay, well, that's good, I guess. Better than anything serious, at least," I lamely added. "Hang on, and I'll get Ness."
"Her mother and I named her Vanessa, Mister Liam," he growled. "Why is that too hard for you to remember and say?"
Figuring I couldn't say anything that wouldn't elicit a negative response, I didn't answer. Instead, I put the phone down and bellowed, "Ness! Your old man's on the phone!" knowing he hated being called that.
"Who is it?" Ness asked,
"Your progenitor," I replied, aware that Damon also hated that.
I walked away as my mobile phone rang. Answering it more traditionally, I said, "Hello?"
"Hello, Daddy Liam," a happy Tanya chirruped in my ear. "I tried the house phone, but it went straight to the message bank. Fourteen days!" She added excitedly.
"Yeah, baby girl," I replied. "Not long now! But that's a Sunday, gorgeous. Won't you be in school the next day?"
Sounding wicked, Tanya used her deepest sultry voice and replied, "Yes, a Sunday will be good! Not so many neighbours to complain to management about the noise!"
Gulping, I said, "Well, there is that!" Then wanting to avoid any more anticipatory nerves, I asked, "Do you want to talk to Ness?"
"Yeah, that'd be good. See you Sunday after, Daddy Liam!"
I checked that Ness was off the phone, then handed her my mobile. Once they were done, I asked if she would head to her parent's place to look after her mum.
"Going to have to, sorry, babe," Vanessa acknowledged. "Dad's hopeless when mum's crook, so I've got no choice. I've already phoned the NUM (Nurse Unit Manager) and asked for two weeks off."
My face fell, so she quickly added, "I'll be back on the Saturday night before you leave for Rockhampton and take you to the airport the next morning, so don't stress out at me!"
Somewhat mollified, I nodded and said, "Okay."
I followed her into our bedroom and sat on the bed, feeling bummed as she packed her bag. But what was she to do? Her dad didn't cope with his wife's illnesses, and Ness was a nurse, so? I didn't have to like it, though.
Ness kissed me and said, "You can always drop over and see me."
"And listen to your dad berate me for 'ruining' his daughter, and your mum whinge about how you're an unfit daughter again? You know how pissed off that makes me! I put up with them at Christmas and the boys' birthdays because that's the right thing to do for you and our kids, but not any other time."
"Come during the day when Dad's at work."
"Yeah, I probably will. Call me every night, okay?"
"For sure, babe," Ness responded. "Come and have lunch tomorrow."
Tomorrow was Monday, and I'd be safe from Damon at least, so I reluctantly agreed to pick up some Subway and meet her at her parent's place.
The following day, I didn't know what Maureen (Ness' mum) liked, so I got three fairly generic 'six-inch subs', a steak and cheese, a melt, and a teriyaki chicken, with the minimum extras of cheese, lettuce, tomato, and carrot. It turned out that Maureen's throat was too sore to eat solid food, so Ness made her some chicken broth, and Ness and I shared two of the subs.
I don't particularly like sleeping alone, so the following week left me feeling tired and grouchy, and I actually looked forward to Tanya's call. So when it came, and after last week's experience, I carefully answered, "Liam Shephard."
"Hello, Daddy Liam, the shredder of my hymen!" Tanya excitedly stated.
"Not yet, I haven't!" I growled back. "It's illegal for me even to be thinking about it at the moment!"
Undeterred, Tanya answered, "Seven more days!"
"Baby girl, you're enjoying this way too much!" I declared. Then to tease her, I added, "I think I'll have to call the whole thing off!"
"If you do," Tanya growled back. "I'll have Aunty Nessa cut your balls off and mail them to me!"
Laughing, I replied, "A lot of good that would do you! Eunuchs aren't known for their enthusiasm for sex!"
"You need to check Lycos, Daddy Liam," Tanya advised. "Eunuchs were popular with both males and females when they were common."
Shaking my head, once again defeated by teenage girl logic, I replied, "So what will you be doing for the next week?"
"Apart from anticipating next Sunday? Teasing Isla about having to wait another fifteen months!"
"That's just plain cruel, baby girl," I pointed out.
"Yeah, you're right. Fun, though!"
I sighed theatrically and stated, "I guess an ass whooping just got added to the list of things I'll do to you next week!"
"It wasn't there already?" Tanya disbelievingly asked.
"Only bad girls get an ass whooping, Tan-Tan," I pointed out. "Are you a bad girl?"
"Not for another seven days!" Tanya growled. "Then I'm going to do my best to supplant Aunty Nessa as the baddest bad girl you know!"
"Oh lawd, I'm never going to survive," I muttered, but unfortunately, Tanya heard.
"You'd better survive until I'm done, Daddy Liam," Tanya commanded. "Nessa says you're the best she's ever had, so you'd better not disappoint me!"
"Yes, my dear Tan-Tan. I promise, hand on my heart!" I teased.
"I'll call you Friday with your flight details, Daddy Liam," Tanya added cheerily. "Is Aunty Nessa there? Can I talk to her?"
"She's at her parents, gorgeous. Hang on, and I'll get their number for you."
It turned out that there was only one flight, an early morning one, so I wasn't sure how my assignation with Tanya would work. More than likely, I wouldn't be able to check in until 10.00 am, and it was barely 8.00 am, so as I entered the terminal, I resigned myself to having to fill in at least two hours before meeting Tanya.
But when I walked into the terminal, Ellen, smiling serenely, was waiting for me.
"This is a surprise," I said evenly after crossing to her.
"Why?" She asked, quirking an eyebrow. "Surely Vanessa told you I was working with her and Tanya to make this happen?"
"You and I haven't exactly seen eye-to-eye, Ellen," I answered. "So, yeah. This is a surprise."
My eyes widened as Ellen blushed. This woman never blushed. Her face regularly flushed with anger or scorn, but she never seemed to feel embarrassment. Not even when she was at her absolute bitchiest.
"I owe you an apology, Liam," Ellen admitted as she guided me out of the terminal and into her car. "Then I owe you thanks. I treated you abysmally because the woman I once considered my closest friend had something I wanted and couldn't seem to get. No matter how hard I pushed Jim, he continued to act chivalrous towards me, never once getting angry and becoming dominant. And when we made love, it was boring, and I ... well, 'hated' is too harsh. Let me just say that I knew it could be better!
"Then you came up that weekend to let Vanessa make a man out of my son, and somehow you caused Jim to change." She quickly looked around to ensure we weren't being observed and flipped up her short skirt to show her bruised bare ass, "And now he's similar to you, strong and dominant. I know he's my man and that I'm his woman, and he shows me I am every time my smart mouth and attitude reappear."
"Short skirt and a bare bottom? Ellen Monie, what happened to the good Christian girl I knew before?" I teased.
Blushing deeper, Ellen replied, "A 'good Christian girl' can still be a dirty slut for her husband! And my husband likes me wearing revealing clothing and occasionally flashing strangers. And I like it, too! But even though he encourages me to do it, he gets jealous when they look, and I get the most delicious spankings when we get home and the best sex we've ever had!
"So, yeah, Liam. I apologise for being such a bitch towards you, and thank you for straightening my husband and our relationship up."
"It was your daughter's idea," I admitted. "Well, actually, she told me I should bend you over your kitchen table, wallop your ass, and then fuck you. After that, Tanya believed you'd follow me around like a little lost lamb and behave much better towards me. But I couldn't do that to Jim."
"You could to Vanessa, though?" Ellen queried.
"Ness would have laughed then asked if you were any good!" I explained.
"I wanted you to," Ellen admitted. "But getting my husband to 'man up' and do it was a much better idea. So, again, thank you!"
"Where are we going?" I asked as Ellen turned left away from the city instead of towards it as I expected.
"Home," Ellen explained, glancing at me quickly. "Your date with my daughter doesn't start until 5.00 pm tonight. You'll have from then until you catch the plane home early Tuesday morning."
"Jaysus, Ellen!" I exclaimed. "I doubt that I can spend the day with Jim and even look him in the eye!"
"It's just as well he's visiting family back in PNG (Papua New Guinea), then. Isn't it?"
Relieved, I nodded my agreement, "I'm surprised he's away for his eldest daughter's eighteenth birthday, though."
"I think he knew he either had to get away and not think about it or smack you in the mouth when you got here. Fortunately, he chose the former because if he'd done anything to stop you and Tanya from being together, our daughter would have killed him!"
"Yet, somehow, you're alright with it?"
Ellen glanced at me again before purposefully shifting so her pussy showed and admitted, "I would prefer that it was I who was meeting with you in that hotel tonight, but you've stated you wouldn't do that to my husband."
"And I still won't," I stated, determinedly looking away from Ellen's shaved pussy lips." I couldn't help the jump and twitch my cock took, though. Ellen is hot, and her body-builder physique attracted me. I thought fucking with Ellen would be similar to wrestling as we'd each strive for dominance. The only difference would be that Ellen didn't want it. Instead, she wanted you to prove you were worthy by physically besting her.
"Take a seat in the lounge," Ellen offered after we got home. "I'll make us a cup of tea and join you there shortly."
Still amazed at the change in Ellen, I walked into the lounge and sat on the edge of the couch. As soon as I'd parked my butt, Isla came in.
Smiling widely, she immediately crossed to me and insisted I made room on my lap for her. Then, after wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing my lips softly, she said, "Hello, Daddy Liam. Fifteen months!"
Well, that wasn't an image I needed in my mind as I tried not to become too excited about seeing her older sister later today! Fortunately, Ellen provided temporary respite by bringing the tea and a plate of biscuits —chocolate roughs, my favourite. But then she sat on the edge of the sofa chair opposite me, her shaved pussy clearly on display again.
Shifting Isla to my left hip, I studiously avoided looking as I growled, "Give it up, Ellen. If I have to tell Jim about this, I will!"
Isla looked over to see what her mother was doing and giggled, "Daddy Liam," she said, "Mum's only doing it to tease you. She knows you'd never do that to Daddy, so she feels safe to flirt. It's nicer than how she typically acts towards you, right?"
"Yeah, maybe," I conceded. But I thought, 'If she pushes too far, she might get my cock shoved up her!'
As we drank tea and chatted, Ellen kept deliberately opening her knees and lifting her ass off the sofa seat, and by the time I'd drained the dregs of my cup, I'd had enough, so waiting until Isla left for a bathroom break, I swiftly stood and stepped across to Ellen. Then, pushing her back against the sofa, I grabbed a handful of her short flaxen hair, locked my lips with hers, and forced my tongue onto her mouth as I pushed my hand between her spread thighs and onto her wetness. Next, I slid my middle finger into her cunt and deftly massaged her G-spot.
Unlocking my lips from hers, I stated, "My next step is to kneel between your thighs and shove my cock where my fingers are as I tweak your tits. Then, after you've squealed your orgasm loud enough for your daughter to hear, I'll pull out and blast my cum all over your pretty face, leaving you to explain what happened to your daughters, sons, and husband." Then glaring at her, I added, "So, do I take the next step?"
Moaning as her pussy spasmed around my finger, Ellen shook her head and whispered, "No, please, I'll stop. I just wanted to know if you desired me as much as I desired you. Please, don't make break my new vows to Jim."
"Go wash your inflamed pussy, then put a longer skirt and knickers on." I waited until she was almost out the door, then added, "Ellen?" She looked back at me. "One more flash and my cock goes up your cunt, okay?"
Suitably chastised, Ellen nodded her acceptance and crept out the door.
From there, the rest of the day went swiftly, and I was soon in Ellen's car being driven to my assignation with Tanya at The Empire Apartment Hotel in downtown Rockhampton.
Chapter 24.
As I exited her car, Ellen said, "Go to reception and tell them your name, and they'll hand you an envelope with Tanya's door key. Have fun, you two! I know you and I would have!" Then hiking her skirt to give me a final flash, she drove off.
Taking the elevator up to the top floor after receiving her room card, I looked around and realised Tanya had gone all out for this. I mean, in a big city like Melbourne or Sydney, these rooms would be only slightly above average, but for Rockhampton, they were top-of-the-line.
I opened the door and was about to call "Tanya" when I noticed a trail of rose petals. Smiling, I followed the path across the room to the separate bedroom on the other side. Then, pausing to read the note stuck to the door, I swiftly stripped my clothes off and stepped through the door.
Completely naked and rigidly erect, I softly closed the door behind me and looked across to the bed where Tanya lay. She had a sheet tucked demurely under her chin but clinging delightfully to her deliciously mounded chest, and with one knee outside the sheet waving slowly back and forth.



Waiting until my eyes stopped silently devouring her Sylph-like form and met hers, Tanya then pulled the sheet slowly aside before crossing the knee that was outside over her other thigh and softly cooed, "Do you like what you see, Daddy Liam?"
Walking swiftly across the scattered rose petal path, I crossed to the bed and leaned over her. Then, with my weight resting on my hands on either side of her body, I kissed her full soft lips and replied, "You are perfection, my darling Tan-Tan. I'm the luckiest man on this planet!"
Her lips locking passionately to mine, Tanya moaned into my mouth as her arms wrapped convulsively around my shoulders, "Oh, Daddy Liam! I've longed for this moment for as long as I can remember. Stupid laws prevented me from doing this earlier, or we could have been together sooner!"
Kissing her again, I replied, "The anticipation has been fantastic, though Tan-Tan baby. You've given me many pleasant times imagining what tonight will be like."
"You and Aunty Nessa both, I hear," Tanya grinned.
Looking at me hungrily, Tanya said, "Stand up, Daddy Liam. I want to see you naked for the first time."
Grinning, I stood, then backed up a few steps so she could see all of me. Then, standing on my tip-toes and flexing my muscles, I slowly turned in a complete circle, my rabidly throbbing and erect cock twitching under her gaze.
"Not an ounce of fat," Tanya breathed, arousal evident in her voice. "Every muscle clearly defined and perfectly proportioned, darkly tanned all over, Daddy Liam, you naughty boy, do you suntan nude?" At my nod, she continued, "Long legs and arms and big hands, a long neck and handsome face with a killer smile. Daddy Liam, Aunty Nessa is one lucky woman. And to think, I get to have you for one full day and two nights!"
"Assuming you can handle it, gorgeous girl. But nothing about my cock or ass?" I added, just to tease.
"Bring it here," Tanya whispered longingly.
"Nah ahh!" I denied. "It's only fair that I get to lie where you are and perve on your gorgeous body, too! So up you get!"
Eyes twinkling, and with a huge smile, Tanya swung her legs off the bed. Keeping her knees pressed tightly together, Tanya denied me an early glimpse of her sweet slit as she stood and proudly preened before me.
'My wife is undeniably gorgeous now,' I thought. 'But this is how she looked when we were first together.'
Tanya's body was taut and toned but not overtly muscled as Ness' now is. Instead, it was lean, with very little body fat, but not exercise and weights fit like my wife is. Ness is afraid she will lose her self-control and 'pork-up' (her words, not mine) as she was the night we first met, so she works hard every day to maintain her figure. Tanya, at eighteen, held no such fears, so she ate sensibly and exercised lightly to keep her body looking good and good it did look. It looked fantastic, in fact!
I hadn't lain on the bed as I'd suggested I would, so I took Tanya's hands in mine and pulled them up, forcing her body to come closer to mine. Then, when her chest touched to mine, I leant forward and locked my lips to hers again. Letting go of her hands, I ran my fingers down the outside of her arms, across her back close to her armpit, down her rib cage and onto her firm, young buttocks. Then, grinding my raging hard-on against her toned but pliant tummy, I kissed her with everything I had.
"Oh, Gaaawwwd!" Tanya moaned as her hands found my ass, and she pulled me as close as possible. "Take me to bed and make love to me, Daddy Liam!"
Grabbing her rib cage, I lifted, then as her legs surrounded my hips, I took the two steps across to the bed and laid her on the rose petals. Not letting her delicious body separate from me, I lay on the bed with her, my thumping erection now barely centimetres from her blazingly hot entrance.
"Take me, Daddy Liam," Tanya demanded, but I had other ideas. So kissing her softly and passionately, I stroked my fingers along her rib cage, hips and upper thighs, pausing to run light circles along her breast mounds where they bulged from our pressed together chests.
Tanya's moans were constant now as she slowly undulated her hips, trying to force contact between her pussy's entrance and my flushed purple cock's head. Then, pulling her hands above her head again, I began kissing lower. First, I kissed just below her pouting bottom lip, then her chin and neck. Next, as I held her hands, I kissed along her collarbones before sucking gently at the spot where her pulse fluttered. Then, letting go of her hands, I kissed my way down between her breasts and along the outline of her magnificent twin globes.
"Oh, Daddy Liam!" Tanya sighed happily as her eyes closed, revelling in doing nothing more than feel.
Letting Tanya's hands go, I softly ran my fingers over her left nipple as I gently sucked her right nipple into my mouth. Then, at her sharp intake of breath, I sucked hard as I battered her nipple with her tongue.
"Oh!" Tanya yipped, surprised. "I'm going to ... Uhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!" she sighed as an orgasm picked her up and swept her away to blissville.
Stopping my suck, I gently stroked Tanya's left nipple as I lightly kissed her right.
Eventually, Tanya's eyes opened, and she said, "It's hard to believe it gets better than that, Daddy Liam, but I know it will. Please, lead me to what's next."
Smiling, I moved higher so I could begin again and slowly lead my virgin lover to her next destination. I started Tanya's journey by returning to softly kissing her full, pouting lips and murmuring about how beautiful she was and how I was the luckiest man alive to be with her tonight. Then, as I ramped up the intensity of our kisses, my right hand found her left nipple again. Only this time, I didn't gently stroke around and over it. Instead, I firmly kneaded it and gently but insistently tweaked it.
Feeling the heat rise in her pussy again, I kissed down her body, skipping over her breasts this time but hesitating to lap at her navel. Then moving my left hand onto her right breast, I softly flicked and tweaked her nipples as I kissed and licked closer to her pussy. Tanya shuddered and groaned as my mouth neared her 'nirvana', but I jumped over her entire pussy, then kissed up between her lasciviously spread thighs.
"No, Daddy Liam," Tanya mewled as my tongue failed to find her pussy. "Please, Daddy, please. I need you so badly!"
Delighted by her responsiveness, I smiled as I kissed up her inner thighs, then paused to run my tongue along her perineum from just short of her rosebud to just before her vulva.
Tanya's hands grasped my ears, and she pulled, trying to guide my questing tongue higher onto her pussy, "Please, Daddy Liam!" She groaned. "You must taste me, I beg of you!"
Taking my time, I continued to run my tongue slowly back and forth along Tanya's perineum. Then, as Tanya mewled louder, I tilted my head and touched my tongue to her pussy's entrance and forced the tip inside, connecting it to her hymen.
"Oh, Gaaaaaawwwwdddd, Daddy," Tanya groaned as she climaxed again.
Moving back to cuddle her, I whispered, "Almost Tan-Tan. Next time I bring you close to orgasm, I'll take your virginity, okay?"
Smiling and relaxed, Tanya hugged me and said, "You calling me Tan-Tan has always made me feel gooey inside, Daddy Liam. When you name me that, it's like I'm special to you only. Not your girl, but someone extremely important to you. You look at me with that little smile on your lips and amusement in your eyes, and lawdy, lawdy, I want you between my thighs!"
"I will be soon, honey," I averred. "Between your thighs with my hard cock against your entrance and looking into your eyes, asking, "Now, baby Tan-Tan?"
"Now, Daddy Liam," Tanya pleaded. "Make me a woman, then teach me how to be your best slut!"
"You don't want me to warm you up again, darling girl? Are you sure you're ready now?"
"Yes, Daddy Liam," Tanya assured me.
Suddenly eager, I got onto my hands and knees, then moved between Tanya's parted thighs. Then lowering myself onto her, I slid my hand under her bottom and positioned my cock at her entrance.
"Yes?" I asked.
Tanya nodded as she replied, "I need to feel you inside me, Daddy Liam."
Gazing into her beautiful blue eyes, I pressed my hips forward as I pulled Tanya's hips towards me, and I felt a momentary resistance before her hymen gave way before my surging cock, and I slid slowly inside her.
"Ah!" Tanya gasped as my dick broke through her virginity and entered her slickly hot pussy.
Planted as far into as possible, I held still, waiting for Tanya's response to no longer being a virgin.
"Oh, Daddy Liam," she sighed as her arms and legs wrapped around me, and her hips gave her first tentative prod forward to meet my cock. "It barely hurt at all. More like a pinch than actual pain!"
"I'm glad for you, baby Tan-Tan," I replied as I moved my hips back a tiny amount before pushing forwards to meet her next thrust.
"Can you push back so I can see where we're joined?" Tanya pleaded.
Happy to comply, I put my hands on the bed beside Tanya's shoulders and pushed so that I created a gap between our bodies.
"It's beautiful!" Tanya exclaimed, raising her head to stare at where our bodies joined.
I thought of copulating as many things, but 'beautiful' wasn't one of them. Oh, the act itself, between loving couples, can be. But 'being joined together in the act of copulation? Beautiful, it wasn't! Nasty, delicious and exciting, yes! However, I didn't want to dampen my young lover's enthusiasm, so I smilingly agreed.
"I agree, Tanya. We look divine joined together."
I could feel Tanya's need rising in the heat surrounding my throbbing cock, so I rocked my hips back before pulling her ass toward me and thrusting firmly into her.
"Oh!" Tanya grunted as her hips snapped forwards to meet my thrust. "Oh, oh!" She muttered again as my thrusts increased in speed and urgency.
Still supporting myself above Tanya's writhing body, all my previous fears of being unable to meet her expectations gone, I played my young lover like a violin. As her eyes rolled, I thrust harder, and as her hips bucked up at me, I stroked into her faster. Way sooner than I was prepared for, Tanya tipped her gorgeous head back and yowled, "Oh my fucking laaaaawwwwwwwwwwwdddddddd, I'm cu uh uh uh mmmmmmmmmmmmmiiiiiiiinnnnnnnnnggggg!"
Tanya's spasming pussy drove me off the edge, and with a growl of intense pleasure, I unloaded into her, filling her freshly deflowered cunt with my man juice.
Letting my body collapse onto Tanya's, I held her close and asked, "You all good, baby girl? I didn't hurt you too badly?"
"Better than good, Daddy Liam," Tanya sighed happily. "In fact, I feel fanfuckingtastic!"
Tanya and I exchanged loving kisses until my deflated dick fell from her freshly fucked pussy.
Stepping off the bed, I pulled on Tanya's hand to encourage her to get out, "Let's take a shower and prepare for round two," I suggested.
Chapter 25.
Leading her into the shower, I set the water temperature to as close to scolding as we could both stand, then eased her gorgeous young body under it. Taking one of the bottles the hotel provided, I didn't check what the label said because I'm pretty sure they're all the same anyway and squeezed a liberal amount into my hand, then turned Tanya so that her bottom was against my upper thighs and ran my hands around her ribs and onto her delicious globes.
Taking the time to stroke and caress Tanya's breasts and nipples, I eventually let my hands stroke across her soft tummy and onto her trimmed bush, the water underneath us turning instantly red as the evidence of her broken virginity washed from her pussy lips. So, teasing her labia open, I washed her pussy clean as I stimulated her arousal. Then, as I felt her moaned breath against my chin, I began tweaking her nipple and softly circled her pleasure nubbin with my index finger, occasionally sliding it down her folds and into her pussy.
"Yeeeessss," Tanya sighed as her arousal crested towards a peak again.
Feeling her respond to my caresses had me harder than the Antarctic ice, and I eagerly worked my young lover to another orgasm, keen to slide my throbbing dick back inside her willing tunnel. Slowly, I increased the speed of my finger thrusts inside her as I strummed and tweaked her nipple, then, curling my up and back, I found Tanya's G-spot and roughly scraped my nail across it as I simultaneously pressed my palm firmly against her clitoris and pinched and tweaked her nipple.
Trying not to scream, Tanya turned her head and bit my neck hard as her whole body quivered and shook against mine, her climax seemingly shattering her into a million pieces.
Once she returned from her post-climax daze, I whispered, "I've made love to you, darling Tan-Tan. So now I will fuck you until you beg me to stop, okay?"
Tanya nodded eagerly but remained silent, so using the hand I already held cupped against her pussy, I lifted Tanya high enough for me to penetrate her and mashed her tits against the shower glass before replacing my finger with the head of my surging cock, burying fully into her with one forceful shove.
"Yes, Daddy Liam!" Tanya moaned as I held her by the cunt tightly to me and slammed into her, my every thrust crushing her full, young breasts against the glass. "You've made me your woman, so now make me your slut!"
I fucked Tanya through three orgasms (for her) in that shower before I pulled out of her, spun her to face me and demanded, "Kneel and take my load in your face!"
Immediately dropping to her knees, mouth open and tongue touching her lips, Tanya looked expectantly up at me, eagerly awaiting my gift. So, grabbing a handful of her thick, wet hair, I gripped her firmly as I jacked myself swiftly before blasting my sperm all over her pretty face.
Ensuring I kept my body between Tanya and the shower water, I watched delightedly as my cum dripped slowly down her face before saying, "Fuck, you look like a slut, my darling Tan-Tan!" I exclaimed. "Have a look in the mirror!"
Grinning, Tanya stood and moved to the mirror. Then wiping it clear so she could see, she admired her cum covered face before turning back to me and saying, "I love it, Daddy Liam! What's next?"
Grinning back at her, I answered, "First, you come back in here and kiss me before we get you clean again, then I take you back to bed and take another of your cherries."
As soon as Tanya stepped into the shower, I swept her into an embrace and lowered my head to kiss her.
Trying to turn her head away, Tanya muttered, "Cum face." But I insisted on kissing her, growling, "Anybody who's been lucky enough to cum on your pretty face had damned well better kiss you to show his appreciation afterwards! It's the same if they've blown in your mouth! They will insist you kiss them after they've eaten you out, so fair, is fair!"
I placed my hands on Tanya's tight buns and squeezed her tightly to me as we hungrily shared a cum kiss, our tongues battling for supremacy. Then, once her face was clean, I lifted her by her bottom, and as her legs wrapped around my waist, her still ragingly hot pussy only centimetres from my rapidly inflating cock, I walked back to the bed, not bothering to dry off first.
Tanya lay on the bed looking sweet young, and gorgeous, only her red, gaping pussy showing that she no longer owned a hymen. She smiled, her trust in me complete as she held her arms out, waiting for what was next. I was undecided about which hole to 'pop her cherry' in next. Whether to use the lube Tanya had conveniently placed on the bedside table and take her anally or shove my cock in her mouth to 'choke and gag' as my wife had demanded.
Instead of taking Tanya's throat roughly tonight, I decided. I will wait until after I've taken my young paramour to lunch, ensuring she's done her makeup. Then, after we've eaten and returned to our suite, I'll make her kneel before me and then forcefully use her mouth and give her that gorgeous, slutty, wrecked look that my wife had eloquently described.
But I didn't want to take Tanya anally yet, either. So, instead, I turned Tanya sidewise across the bed with her head tilted off the edge, then bent my knees and let the drooping head of my cock rub across her lips. Taking the hint and showing no hesitation, Tanya snaked her tongue and licked my cock's head before gently sucking it inside her mouth and swirling her tongue over my glans. With my cock rapidly stiffening in Tanya's mouth, I placed my hands on either side of her hips and lowered my mouth onto her gaping pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Tanya moaned as I flicked her clitoris with the tip of my tongue, her warm breath washing over my balls.
I may have been the recipient of Tanya's first ever blowjob, but she'd obviously practised doing it in her mind many times because she was good, damn good! So, it became a race. Would I lose my composure and cum down my young lover's throat before I brought her off? Or would I have the satisfaction of feeling and hearing her cum first?
It was a race, and the competitor that still burned within me took over. So, moving my hands onto Tanya's taut bum, I lifted her so I could run my tongue from her clit to her rosebud. Then, pushing saliva from my mouth, I created a pool from which I could begin to prepare her ass to take me.
"Oh, Gaaawwwd!" Tanya moaned as I rimmed her butthole with my index finger.
Splitting my fingers, I used my forefinger to slowly force Tanya's rosebud open as I rubbed the other in circles inside her vulva, ensuring I rubbed it across her G-spot as I circled. I thought I would lose the race as I felt my prostate clenching and my balls tightening against my shaft, preparing to dump their twin juices into it so they would squirt into Tanya's mouth. But just before I did, my finger broke through Tanya's rosebud and delved into her colon, stopping just short of her knot.
Tanya exhaled suddenly and gasped, "Oh, my Gawd!" as her pussy and ass spasmed around my invading fingers, and she climaxed again.
Having won the race by the barest margin, I gratefully stopped fighting and let my ejaculate boil from my balls and into Tanya's sucking mouth. Tanya squeaked as my first spurt hit the back of her mouth, but after that, she sucked in and swallowed everything I gave her.
Letting my deflating dick slip from her mouth, Tanya pushed on my side, encouraging me to move off her, and then turned so she could cuddle into me. Then offering her pouting lips for me to kiss, she smiled and said, "I thought you were going to cum before me that time, Daddy Liam! But when your finger went in my butt? Wow, what an intense feeling, and I lost it."
Kissing her and stroking her hair and pretty face, I replied, "My dick's going in there next, Tan-Tan. Then I will have taken all three of your cherries!"
Almost purring as she snuggled close, Tanya looked lovingly up at me and said, "I couldn't have hoped for a better teacher for my first time. Daddy. I hope you're enjoying this as much as I am!"
"Maybe even more," I averred as I let my fingers trace along the outside curves of Tanya's breast mounds.
It would take a little time before my 'dick recharged', and I was ready to go again, but I wanted my young lover to be far along her climb to her next climactic peak before I stiffened and began to climb to meet her. So, letting my kisses become more insistent and my fingers more demanding of a response, I slowly prodded my previously virgin lover to start climbing towards another sexual peak.
Tanya shuddered and rolled to lie on my chest as my hand caressed her butt cheek and delved into her cleft. I split my legs and let Tanya lie with her trimmed bush pressed against my pubic bone. I could feel her heat swiftly rising as her wanting pussy lips flushed open again.



Feeling me harden against her pussy, Tanya moaned into my mouth and snaked her hand between us, took my shaft in her delicate hand, and then held it to her clitoris as she ground against it. Needing to delay my arousal, I rolled Tanya off me, then spent several minutes working over her various non-genital erogenous zones, causing her to shudder and shake under me. Then, rolling her onto her tummy, I covered her tiny, sylph-like body with mine and lightly bit her shoulders, neck and ears as I ground my swollen, rigid member against her ass before shifting slightly and rubbing it along her cleft.
"One more cherry, my darling Tan-Tan. You ready to give it up to me?"
"Will it hurt, Daddy?" Tanya fearfully asked.
"Some," I conceded. "But once your knot has stretched enough for my dick to glide easily, you'll love it. Especially if you finger your clit as I fuck you."
I felt Tanya's hand squeezing between the mattress and her body and heard her small gasp of pleasure as her fingers found her button. "Do it, Daddy Liam!" She demanded. "Make me your three-hole slut!"
Smiling at her willingness, I kissed my way down Tanya's spine before pausing to tongue the nexus of nerves above her tailbone and her cleft. Then, spreading her taut, rounded butt cheeks apart, I slid my tongue from Tanya's pussy entrance, along her perineum and onto her rosebud.
"Laaawwwddd!" Tanya hummed as I slowly rimmed her soft brown ring.
Working moisture into her rosebud, I slowly reinserted my finger, then gently rotated it, trying to cause her ring to gape open. More spit and rotations later, I had her gapped enough to add a second finger. So, reaching for the lube, I poured a generous amount on and into her hole as I worked my fingers back in, ensuring she'd be as slippery as I could make her.
Lubing my glans and shaft, I knelt astride Tanya's upper thighs and whispered, "You ready to give me your last cherry?"
"Please, Daddy Liam, she pleaded. "Make me your three-hole girl!"
Pleased with her response, I bent forward and kissed her cheek before forcing my stiffly erect cock down and nestling it between Tanya's ass cheeks and against her open ring. Next, I pushed the head through her opening and up against her knot. Then leaning forward onto my hands, which I'd placed on either side of her body for balance, I slowly but relentlessly pushed my hips forward, splitting Tanya's knot apart.
"Oomph!" Tanya grunted as my invading cock passed through her outer ring. "Ooomphh!" She groaned louder as my dick's head rested against her knot. "Ahhh! Argghhh!" Tanya protested. Then her protests turned to awe as my cock slid relentlessly inside her tight ass. "Arrrgghh! Ohhhh!" she protested, then moaned. "I feel so full, Daddy," Tanya groaned. "It feels weird, but kinda good. Push out and back in, please! But gently, please!"
Moving carefully, I pulled about half of my shaft out of Tanya's ass before gently pushing it back in.
As I stroked inside her tightly gripping ass, I felt Tanya's fingers flying over her clitoris, and this time, instead of a protesting moan, I heard her susurrate, 'Soooo naughty and soooooo goooooooood!"
Grinning, I lifted back onto my knees astride Tanya's ass and gripped her ass cheeks hard, purposefully digging my fingers in hard enough to leave bruises, then increased the speed and ferocity of my strokes. Soon, I was pounding into Tanya's ass as hard as possible as I smacked the tops of her ass cheeks.
Then, deciding to test her, I hit a cheek harder and demandingly asked, "Who are you?"
Confused, Tanya answered, "Tanya Monie."
"Not at the moment, you aren't," I snarled, smacking her ass again. "Again! Who are you?"
Still not twigging what I wanted, Tanya responded, "Tanya Elizabeth Monie!"
"One last chance to get it right," I yelled. "Then I pull out of your slutty arse, get dressed, and go home!" Of course, it was an empty threat, but I hoped my acting skills were enough to convince Tanya to believe I would and answer correctly. "Who are you?"
I think it was my 'slutty arse' comment that clued Tanya as to the correct response, so she yelled, "I am Daddy Liam's horny three-hole slut!"
"Better," I conceded. "Now, what are you?"
Clearly confused, Tanya ventured, "A dirty girl who loves having a cock in her ass?"
"And will my slutty three-hole whore cum with my cock in her dirt fuck hole?"
"Smack my ass again, Daddy Liam. Spank me hard, and I'll cream all over my fingers," Tanya promised.
"I'm proud of you, baby girl," I whispered as I pulled my hand back, brought it resoundingly down onto her ass, and jammed into her ass a final time.
"Oh, Gawd! Oh, Gawd! Oh, Gawd! Oh, Gawd!" Tanya repeated as she thrashed on my cock, orgasm after orgasm blasting through her as I pumped semen deep into her colon.
Smiling, I rolled off Tanya onto my back before pulling her over so that she lay on her side with her head tucked under my chin and resting on my chest.
Tanya lifted her leg and placed her thigh over my cum-sticky groin, then tilted her head back and kissed my jaw. "That was intense," she observed as she absently twirled her fingers through my chest hair.
"You didn't like me yelling at you like that?" I asked. It was totally okay if she didn't. Most women don't enjoy being verbally humiliated, and Tanya could easily be one of them. If she were, I'd leave that out of our sex games. For example, the few that get off on it, like my wife Ness, find it adds a frisson of excitement that massively ramps up their arousal response.
"At first, I was frightened, Daddy," Tanya admitted, but even then, that fear caused my pussy to spasm and get wetter. After that, I felt this intense desire to please you, and the anxiety that I wasn't made my sexual response even more potent. At the end there, when you whispered, 'I'm proud of you,' I think if you'd yelled and called me derogatory names again, I would have orgasmed on the spot."
Using my curled finger to tip her head back, I kissed Tanya's lips softly and proudly said, "Congratulations, my darling Tan-Tan girl. You're well on your way to being as least as big a slut as Ness!"
"Not a girl anymore, Daddy Liam," Tanya corrected. "A dirty, three-hole, cock loving, cum guzzling woman-slut!"
Chapter 26.
"Join me in the shower, my love," I suggested. "I need to clean my cock before we do anything else."
This time, in the shower, I only used my hands and fingers to coax a soft orgasm from my young paramour before taking her back to bed.
Our next fuck was Tanya in the classic cowgirl position, riding me as I viciously mauled her breasts, ensuring I'd leave fingertip-sized bruises across them, too. Then, as I hadn't cum, yet, I rolled onto her and fucked her missionary style softly and lovingly until she orgasmed as I filled her with my seed again.
According to the digital clock on the bedside table, it was nearly 3.00 am before we finally drifted off to sleep.
Waking later that same morning, I found that I'd rolled onto my back sometime during the night, and my young sylph had crawled onto my chest and slept sprawled out on top of me.
As I cupped Tanya's firm buttocks in my hands, I smiled, recalling all the times I'd woken to find Ness in this same position. Ness had a secret she'd shared only with me —her father was physically and emotionally abusive. His behaviour never quite slid into sexual abuse, but Vanessa believed hurting her gave him a sexual high because after 'disciplining' her, her father's trousers were almost always tented.
That meant that if her old, bad memories resulted in nightmares, Vanessa would crawl onto my chest, sleep with her head pressed against my chest and listen to my heart's slow (less than forty beats per minute), regular thump-thump sound. Ness said it made her feel safe and protected and soothed her fears.
Of course, thinking of Ness and Tanya caused my cock to inflate immediately and throb against Tanya's pliant tummy.
Feeling my dick throbbing against her, Tanya stretched, then lifted her head to smile at me, "Does my Daddy Liam have something for his slutty princess? Does he?" She coquettishly asked.
"Yes!" I growled. "Now, lie on your back, lift and spread your knees and show your Daddy Liam how quickly you can make yourself cum!"
Quick to comply, Tanya's eyes slowly closed, and her hips began to writhe as her right thumb found her button, and she thrust two fingers on her left hand into her still gaping cunt.
Kneeling between her spread thighs, I slowly stroked myself, trying to time my orgasm to Tanya's as I planned on cumming onto her exposed cunt as she orgasmed. However, when Tanya climaxed, I was still a little behind, so I instructed her to hold her pussy lips open as I quickly jerked myself until, with a loud groan, I came, spurting jism onto her exposed cunt and clitoris.
Grinning delightedly, Tanya ran her fingers through my cum before lifting them to her mouth and licking my juices off them, "Wow, Daddy Liam! Did you ever have a load for me!" She stated.
"And you, my horny little slut! What's with cumming less than three minutes after you started?"
Blushing but answering gamely, Tanya replied, "I thought about your massive log going up my ass again, Daddy, and I came so quickly!"
Curious, I asked, "So, that's been the highlight so far? My cock in your ass?"
Her blush deepening, Tanya whispered, "No. But it was the most intense feeling I've experienced so far."
Arching my eyebrow, I teased, "One dick in your ass, and suddenly you're an anal slut?"
"And only one in my mouth, making me an oral slut, and only one in my cunt, making me a vaginal slut!"
Laughing, I took Tanya into my arms and then stood up. Carrying her into the shower, I said, I'm going to push your tits up against the glass and fuck your arse like I did your cunt last night. You up for that?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Tanya purred.
So I did!
Tanya and I fucked in various combinations until, around 10.30 am, my stomach made me aware that I hadn't eaten since Ellen had made sandwiches at lunchtime the day before. So, when Tanya's eyes fluttered open after coming down from her most recent orgasmic explosion, I said, "Show me what you have to wear. We're going out to get some brunch and take a break."
Climbing off the bed, Tanya opened the closet and showed me what he had hanging in there. I took her see-through white shirt dress out and asked, "Shoes and stockings?"
Wordlessly, Tanya opened the drawer in the bedside table and brought out a couple of pairs of stay-up stockings.
Pointing at the skin-coloured pair, I said, "Those. Shoes?"
Tanya gestured at the closet's floor.
Spotting a pair of 4-in chunky-heeled sandals, I pointed and said, "Those, too." Then I added, "Now get your stinky, cum filled body into the shower and get yourself clean!"
Because I knew demeaning Tanya as I had meant her motors were running, I joined her in the shower and used my fingers to elicit a further orgasm from her nubile body.
Tanya stepped from the shower and, after drying herself off, took underwear from her bedside table.
"No underwear except for the stockings," I growled. "But do a full makeup before you start dressing. Everything from foundation to eyeliner."
This shirt is see-through in the right light, Daddy Liam," Tanya pointed out.
"And a dirty, cock loving slut cares because?" I countered.
"I guess she doesn't," Tanya muttered as she took her makeup kit into the bathroom and began doing her face up.
"Rouge your nipples so they show through your dress better," I demanded.
Shrugging because she trusted me, Tanya used her blush brush to accentuate her tiny nipples.
I dressed in my black slacks and boots with a bright yellow polo and waited for my gorgeous, sylph-like lover to be ready. Then, smiling, I offered her my arm and escorted her down the elevator and across the road to The Coffee Club.
Tanya was unusually shy and clearly embarrassed about displaying her assets so blatantly, so I slid my hand underneath her skirt and pinched her bare bottom, "Head up, shoulders back and strut my wannabe slut!" I demanded.
"People are staring at me!" Tanya whispered fiercely.
"And?" I asked.
"I'm too young ..." Tanya faltered to a stop, realising that she wasn't anymore.
"Tanya," I reassured her. "You're one red-hot, chicky babe, so let the poor boys ogle and dream! Just think, tonight, as half these married guys slip it to their unwilling wives, they'll close their eyes and remember, then fantasise it's you they're sticking their puny cocks in!"
"That's a pretty hot image you paint there, Daddy Liam," Tanya stated as I felt the heat of her rising arousal against my stroking fingers. "Am I really that hot?"
"My darling, Tan-Tan," I confessed as I dipped my finger into her cunt. "If I were twenty years younger or unattached and you were twenty years older, I'd take you as my woman for life."
Tanya pulled my hand, making me turn towards her, and looked searchingly into my eyes, "Is that true, Daddy Liam? Or just some line to make me feel good?"
"Tanya," I replied. "In my private life, with the people I love, I try to be completely and sometimes ruthlessly honest because I remember that so many relationships falter on the altar of 'little white lies', so I won't say anything to you that I don't, in my soul, feel!"
"So, you're saying, if not for Aunty Vanessa, you'd want to date me?"
"Yes, of course. But you wouldn't want to be the wife of a man more than twice your age, would you?"
"No, probably not," Tanya conceded. "But it would be fun for about six months as I learnt everything about being your woman!"
"We'll just have to make a crash course of it over the next twenty or so hours, then, won't we?" Noticing a waiter overfilling a water glass as he stared at where my hand was on Tanya's partially exposed ass cheek, I whispered, "Don't look now, but the waiter's sporting a massive chubby from looking at your ass.
"Where?" Tanya asked as she tried to turn to see who it was.
"Shh!" I admonished, squeezing tighter to hold her in place but lifting my elbow to raise the hem of her dress higher until the waiter could see that Tanya wasn't wearing knickers. "Don't embarrass the poor guy any more than he already is, having poured cold water into the customer's lap!"
Tanya giggled, "Did he?" She asked.
"Yes!"
"Let me turn so I can see!"
I regretfully took my hand off Tanya's ass and let her turn so I could guide her to a table. This Coffee Club was a sit down, and we'll take your order one, so I carefully sat Tanya on one of the bench seats between two tables so, if Tanya let them, anyone walking by would have an unimpeded view up her shirt dress. I planned on making her 'let them'.
Once we'd sat, I whispered, "Undo the top two and bottom two buttons of your dress, then casually put your hands between your slightly spread thighs and hold the dress closed. Then, when the wait staff comes over, let the dress go and spread your knees."
"What if it's a woman?"
"It's 1998, Tan-Tan baby. They'll enjoy the view just as much!"
Shivering under my fingers, her skin hot to my touch, Tanya did as I asked. As the waitress crossed to us, her eyes widened as she looked up past Tanya's stocking tops to her trimmed bush and glistening with arousal pussy lips. Tanya slowly lifted her hips to give the young woman an even better view before sitting up straight and holding her dress closed again.
"Can I get you some water?" Mary (by her name tag) asked, arousal heavy in her voice.
I touched Mary's hand, then when she flinched away, gasping, I said, "Would you like to feel what my young lover here is feeling, Mary? If you do, go to the staff loos and remove your knickers. Then, when you bring our water, give them to me."
Mary bit her lip longingly and walked off without saying a word. But a few minutes later, she returned, and as she placed my glass of water in front of me, she dropped her knickers, which had been balled up in her palm, into my lap.
"Are you ready to order, Sir?" Mary asked, pressing her knickerless pudenda against my shoulder.
Casually running my hand up the back of her thigh and onto her ass, I tickled Mary's perineum before answering, "I'll have the big breakfast and a flat white, three sugars in a bucket if you have one."
Biting her bottom lip again as I blatantly groped her, Mary replied, "A mug is the largest we have, Sir."
"That will do then," I acceded before I regretfully stopped stroking Mary's perineum.
Her eyes twinkling with mirth, Tanya added, "I'll have a bagel, feta cheese, spinach and salmon, please, and a long black with lactose-free skim milk on the side.
Our waitress turned to deliver our order to the kitchen, but as she left, I said, "Mary?" She turned back to me. "If you want me, you must eat her pussy first." I touched Tanya's hand, and she willingly parted her knees for the waitress to see again. "Not this visit, though. But you can come and play the next time I'm up. If you're game?"
Mary stared at me until she heard Tanya giggle. Then as her face flushed with embarrassment, she turned on her heel and quickly strode off.
Tanya slapped my upper arm and said, "Daddy Liam, you're so bad!"
"Me?" I protested. "I didn't just flash my little whore's cunt at the wait staff!"
"Stop it!" Tanya growled deep down in her throat. "If you keep that up, I'm going orgasm right here at the table."
"And I wouldn't like that, my dirty little cock sucking slut, because?
"Shitttttt!" Tanya quietly hissed as her hips bucked forward.
"Good girl," I whispered back. "When we get back to the room, I'm going to gag you with my cock and make you take my load straight down your throat, missing your mouth entirely."
Tanya looked at me through hooded eyes and muttered, "You know Daddy Liam? I'm not that hungry after all, it seems. Want to go back now?"
Tickling her inner thigh, I replied, "Patience is a virtue the young never seem to have, my gorgeous, anal-loving whore. Why's that?"
Tanya only smiled back.
I took Mary's knickers from my lap, and after quickly checking that no one was close, I handed them to Tanya and said, "Smell these."
Checking her surroundings, Tanya asked, "Why?" But then she smelt Mary's blatant arousal on the knicker's gusset and unconsciously growled deep down in her chest again. Then, opening her eyes to stare at me lustfully, Tanya said, "That's why, huh?"
"Yes," I replied. "Would you like to taste it from the source? If you do, Mary will happily give you her phone number."
"Do you want to invite her up with us?"
"Do you want me to?" I asked in reply.
"If you want me to experience that with you, Daddy Liam, then, of course, I want to."
I shook my head, "No. This is all about you, my gorgeous Tan-Tan woman. But if you ask and Ness grants you another 'day pass', I'll gladly take you there, okay?"
"Do you think Aunty Nessa would let me be with you again, Daddy?" Tanya asked wantingly.
"I think you and your sister will have passes for as long as you remain unmarried, Tan-Tan. Well, except if you're dating Gary, of course. I wouldn't do that to my son."
"Gary and I will marry Daddy Liam. That's a done deal. But our marriage will fail unless we both become more sexually experienced than we are now. Ideally, Gary needs someone to teach him as you're teaching me, but Aunty Nessa says she doesn't know anyone suitable."
Surprised, I answered, "Yes, she does, Adriana Ferreira. Well, I guess Adriana is only beginning to stretch her slut wings, but she's keen, and I bet she'd love to take a young man under her wing and show him what it means to be a man to a submissive woman!"
"Is she pretty and about your age, Daddy Liam?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" I stated. "You've heard of the Brazilian Supermodel Adriana Lima, of course? Well, Adriana Ferreira could easily be her mother!"



"You've been with her," Tanya needlessly asked because she already strongly suspected I had been.
"Yeah," I answered. "I taught how to bring her emerging slut wings into the sun to dry, and I think she's ready to fly. I've been considering asking Ness for a first 'second pass' to see her again."
"And you think she'd be ideal for Gary to learn with?"
"I think they'd both love it," I stated. "Well, as long as Gary doesn't know that I've already been there."
"How would you get the two of them together if you don't tell your son how you know her?"
"I'll get Ness to ask him to cut Adriana's grass!" I joked.
Laughing, Tanya replied, "I'm guessing she's married, then? And it would be her husband's grass that Gary would cut?"
"Separated, so close enough," I corrected. Then I noticed our waitress carrying our meals. "Mary's coming with our meals," I warned. "When she arrives, I want you to hold her knickers to your nose, sniff them, then smile and hand them to her."
"I couldn't!" Tanya hissed.
"You can, and you will!" I insisted.
"Dammit!" Tanya protested but did as I asked.
Blushing, Mary took her knickers back and temporarily tucked them inside her bra. Then checking we had the correct meals, she turned to leave.
"Mary?" She turned to look at me. "Give your number to Tanya. There's no reason why you girls can't play together until I can return to Rockhampton and do you together."
Mary's lips moved soundlessly for a moment before she nodded, wrote her number on her order pad, and handed it to Tanya.
"You are so, so bad, Daddy Liam," Tanya admonished. "That poor girl will rub her clit off thinking about you over the next couple of weeks!"
"When she slips the cucumber into her wet cunt tonight, it won't only be me that she's imagining fucking her, little Miss Tan-Tan," I pointed out. "She'll fantasise about you eating her out as she returns the favour, too!"
"You think she's gay?"
I shook my head, "I'd guess she's bisexual with a preference for women, but that desire is unrequited. Meaning, of course, that you could be each other's first!"
Tanya took a small bite of her bagel as she thought, then she asked, "Does that happen to you often?"
"Women coming on to me?"
"Yeah," Tanya confirmed.
"I'm pretty famous, so, yeah. It happens all the time."
"I think being a Rockhampton girl, she'd be into her rugby league, assuming she's into sports at all, and I'd doubt she has any idea who you are," Tanya debated.
I shrugged, "It still happens all the time. Besides, guys come on to Ness all the time, as well. So it doesn't bother me."
"Neither you nor Aunty Nessa gets jealous?"
Patting her hand, I replied, "Who set up the last two days for us?"
"Mum. Well, with your wife's help, of course."
"So, my darling Tan-Tan woman, if my wife was the jealous type, do you think she'd help set up an affair for me?" I queried.
"What about you? Do you get jealous when guys hit on Aunty Nessa?" Tanya asked.
"No. Usually, I think it's hilarious because she'll tease the shit out of some fat dickhead who's using the worst pick-up lines ever, letting him think he's a chance before shutting him down so hard you can almost hear a door slam."
"But when she asks for a pass? What then?"
"I only wish she'd let me watch," I confessed. "My love, jealousy is only a measure of your insecurity, nothing more. I know Vanessa and I are destined to grow old and die together. Our play dates add spice to our sexual lives, and we fuck each other like rabbits for weeks after we've taken one, so why would I ever be jealous?"
Tanya leant over so she could kiss my cheek. "I'm not judging you, Daddy Liam," she emphasised. "I'm trying to understand what motivates you. Your and Nessa's love for each other shines through everything you do, and your marriage doesn't seem to have the problems my parents one does. In fact, I've never heard you and Aunty Nessa exchange a harsh word ever."
"We do," I explained. "We're two very strong willed individuals, so some conflict is inevitable, but we have the most amazing makeup sex afterwards!"
We'd finished eating, so I suggested a walk around town to settle lunch down and give me more chances to 'display' my young paramour to any interested passers-by. Once again, Tanya folded into herself, a little shy about blatantly displaying her assets. But she needed to learn that she was a beautiful young woman that many people, men and women, would admire and be proud of it. Then, like Ness, she could flirt with those that attracted her interest and decide if she wanted to do more than just flirt.
So I pinched her bottom again and said, "Head up, eyes forward, shoulders back, and poke your bum out. Good. Now strut like you're the queen of this whole fucking place."
As we walked through the mall in downtown Rockhampton, we bumped into Kelly Bell again. Unfortunately, twenty months hadn't improved Kelly's disposition as she opened with, "Well, isn't that sweet? Tanya the dork out with her granddaddy again. Whassamatter, dork? Can't find a boyfriend?"
Sadly for Miss Kelly, the twenty months since I last saw her had not been kind. When I met her at Coffee Society during my previous visit, she'd been a pretty young woman with a fine, curvaceous figure. Now, she was just plain fat. Still pretty, or would have been without the perpetual sneer, but she must have been at least a size twenty.
"Be damned if it isn't Miss Kelly Jelly Belly!" Tanya retorted. "Tell me, how many Clydesdales does it take to pull those jeans onto your fat ass?" Then, spotting the bag of 'Dunkin' Doughnuts' Kelly carried, Tanya added, "Have the doughnuts replaced all the cocks that used to go in your mouth, Kelly Jelly Belly? I bet the whole First Thirteen avoid your fat ass now!"
"Fuck you, Monie!" Kelly spat over her shoulder as she stormed off.
Watching Kelly's departing rear waddle away, I said wonderingly, "You'd think she'd learn not to bait you or at least come up with a new line of attack!"
"You're watching her ass!" Tanya bitched jokingly. "You'd tap that!"
"Bigger girls usually go off in the sack, Tanya, so it's not her body shape that puts me off. It's her attitude," we finished together.
Bored with walking around the mall, mainly because no one was game enough to stare too intently so we couldn't tease them, I guided my young lover back to our hotel. Then, as soon as our elevator opened on our floor, I grabbed the lapels on Tanya's shirt dress, ripped it off her svelte body, picked her up and threw her over my shoulder, then smacked her ass and jogged down to our room, leaving the torn dress in the hallway behind us.
Tearing our door open, I marched across to the bedroom, walked through the door and threw Tanya on the bed. Then, after swiftly dropping my clothes in a pile behind me, I dove between Tanya's toned thighs, spread her pussy lips with my thumbs and wiped my tongue from her pussy entrance to her clit, then snaked my hands across her belly and onto her tits. Then, moving my mouth onto Tanya's clitoris, I battered it with my tongue as hard as possible as I squeezed her breasts in my hand. The combination of pleasure with pain toppled Tanya into orgasm immediately, and I was rewarded with her low groan and her juices pouring onto my chin.
Taking a handful of her hair, I pulled her off the bed and onto her knees before me. Then slapping her lips with my cock, I growled, "Lick my balls, slut!" Moaning, Tanya eagerly obliged, running her tongue along my taint and over my balls. Wanting to test her willingness, I commanded, "Tongue my ring!"
Gulping, Tanya obeyed. It was something I wouldn't have forced her to do, but our time together was about exploration for my young lover and testing what she was prepared to do and what, even though she was scared to try, she found that she liked anyway. So, I made the demand, even though I was prepared to accept a refusal without complaint.
Moving my ass off her tongue, I shook Tanya's head as she stared submissively up at me. Then slapping her face with my dick again, I mused, "Mouth, cunt or arse? Hmm, decisions, decisions. Mouth, cunt or arse? Which shall I cum in?" Then shaking her again, I wiped my cock's head along Tanya's full, red lipstick covered lips. Tanya's tongue slipped out and lapped at my passing cock, so I said, "Mouth it is then!" and forced my dick between her lips.
I didn't hold back and brutally forced my shaft into her mouth. Almost immediately, I hit Tanya's gag reflex, and she retched, trying to eject my cock from her mouth. I pulled back long enough to let her recover, then forced my dick back in. This time as she dry retched, I snarled, "It's only seven damned inches. A good cock sucking slut could swallow half again as much without gagging!" and released her as I pulled out of her mouth.
Gag tears flowing from her eyes and saliva drooling from her mouth, Tanya apologised and then said, "I'm sorry, Daddy. Your little slut will try harder!"
"Good girl!" I told her, then grabbed her hair and shoved my cock back in her mouth.
As my glans hit her reflex this time, I held still instead of forcing more in and instructed, "Wrap your thumb and forefinger around that spot. Then move back a little, swallow, and try again. Every time you feel like gagging, stop and swallow until the feeling disappears, then continue trying to take it in."
By the time Tanya could readily take my entire cock, her makeup had run all over her pretty face. Her mascara had smeared around her eyes, giving her 'panda eyes', and her lipstick had spread all around her lips. Wanting to complete her look, I let go of my carefully held restraints and let myself feel my entire length sliding across Tanya's lips and tongue and down her throat.
"Oh, Gawd!" I groaned as the first blast erupted from my cock's eye and down Tanya's throat. Then pulling back, I jerked myself until I blasted rope after rope of semen across Tanya's smiling visage.
Looking at my 'wrecked' young lover, I grinned and said, "You look like a right two-dollar whore, Tan-Tan Baby!"
Swiftly standing and turning to the full-length mirror, Tanya said, "OMG, I do, too! Fuck I look sexy! I wish we had some way to take a picture so I can keep this memory forever!"
I wished that too, but unfortunately for Tanya and me, digital cameras were only beginning to appear in Australia, so we had no way to keep a record of that day.
After we'd fucked again, Tanya tentatively asked, "Umm, Daddy Liam? That dress was like two hundred bucks. Do you think I could go and get it?"
I hadn't thought of that, so I quickly rolled out of bed, put on a robe and retrieved her dress. Fortunately, nothing but the buttons had torn off, and I was able to rescue most of those, so it worked out okay.
The rest of that day, and on into the night, I took my young sylph-like lover in every way imaginable. We only paused when we needed to sleep, eat or drink to recharge our energies for our next engagement, and by the time we fell asleep early on Tuesday morning, I doubted if I could go again, even if it were Kate Ceberano asking me to (still my all-time favourite celebrity crush).
Chapter 27.
My flight back to Brisbane and reality was scheduled for 6.30 am Tuesday. I needed to be at the airport at least forty minutes before the flight to check in, so after less than two hours of sleep and to the alarm clock's strident beeping, I dragged my sorry ass into the shower, washed, dried off and dressed.
I expected Tanya to remain in our bed and sleep until close enough to checkout time, but I'd no sooner gotten in the shower when my beautiful paramour joined me. Kissing her gently and saying, "I love you," and suggesting she go back to bed, but she insisted that she was coming to the airport to see me off. Even more surprising was that Ellen and Isla waited in the lobby for Tanya and me to come out.
"Daddy Liam!" Isla yelled excitedly as she ran across the lobby and leapt into my arms.
Pecking her on her lips, I said, "Easy there, tiger. Your turn's coming!"
"Yes!" Isla exalted. "Fifteen months!"
"Then stop horning in on your sister and let me finish my time with her, okay?"
"Of course, Daddy Liam!" Isla declared. "I just wanted to say 'hi'!"
"And 'hi' to you, too, little one," I teased. "Now, may I have my neck and hips back?"
Giggling, Isla unlocked her knees and arms and dropped to the floor.
I took Ellen's hands in mine and softly kissed her cheek, "Hello, Ellen. I'm glad to see you here," then, to tease her, I added, "And dressed appropriately!"
Unlike Sunday, Ellen wore tailored slacks that clung to her muscly ass and emphasised her figure without revealing anything untoward.
"What brings you, Mrs Monie?" I further teased. "Ensuring the defiler of your daughter gets on the plane back to Brisbane?"
This was the type of teasing that usually set Jim's wife off. As a general rule, she didn't appreciate my off-the-cuff, slightly ribald humour. When I was with her, I was reminded of the old joke about the Germans having shot all their comedians during the last world war and having no sense of humour.
However, this time, she grinned at me and replied, "Keeping my promise to your wife that I'd ensure my daughter let you go on time to catch your flight!"
"Careful there, Ellen," I joked. "That was almost humour! People might start believing you're human after all!"
"Heaven forbid!" She declared before telling me to get in the back with Tanya, and she'd take us to the airport.
When my flight was called, I held Tanya close and whispered that I loved her, thanked her for our time together, and reminded her she should call Mary. Then I squeezed Isla to me as she wrapped her legs around my hips again and promised I'd see her on her eighteenth birthday and that we'd talk in the meantime. Then, finally, I turned to Ellen and kissed her as well as I knew how.
"If your husband is prepared to swap," I whispered so the girls couldn't hear. "I'll fuck you until you beg me to stop, then fuck you some more!"
I knew I was safe saying that, as neither Jim, nor my wife, would ever give permission for us to swap, but it made Ellen feel good, and I wanted our relationship to remain on civil terms.
When Ellen shuddered, obviously experiencing a minor orgasm, I patted her firm ass, turned and walked onto the plane.
'I should have stuffed my finger in her cunt years ago,' I thought as I took my seat.
I tried to sleep on the plane on the flight home, but I've never been able to sleep when travelling, so I arrived at Brisbane airport dishevelled, tired and cranky. Ness met me as I walked into the terminal from the arrivals area with a lovingly soft kiss and a pleased smile, and my life instantly improved.
"Can't have been too bad, lover!" She joked. "You're not walking bowlegged!"
"Only because I'm too tired to hold my knees apart!" I riposted. "Tanya stated that she aimed to learn to be an even bigger slut than you, and I think she succeeded!"
"Never happen!" Ness growled as she linked her arm through mine, and we walked to the 'short term' carpark, "And even if it does, I'll just lift my game!"
"Oh, Lawd! Please, no!" I begged. "I can't keep up with you now!"
Giggling happily, Ness asked, "So, it went well? How many cherries did you get?"
Pretending to be affronted, I huffily replied, "All three, of course! Did you expect anything less? Oh, and I set up a possible lesbian encounter for our recently devirginised friend and a possible threesome with her and Tanya if Tanya asks you for another pass."
"If?" Ness asked archly. "The girl was on the phone immediately she got home asking when I'd allow her to come and visit!"
"Yeah. I don't think it's a good idea for Tanya to come here, babe."
"Why on earth not?" My wife asked as she deftly merged with the traffic heading south toward The Gateway Bridge.
"Because she's hell bent on marrying our eldest," I explained. "But he's your son, baby, so what do you think are the chances of that if he knows I've been with her?"
"Right between Buckley's and none," Ness admitted. "Then you'll have to take another trip to Rockhampton before she lands him, I guess."
"You know, honey?" I grinned. "Most wives would be threatening to cut their husband's dick off if they planned to fuck the eighteen-year-old daughter of a friend of theirs!"
"And that's why their husbands cheat on them," Vanessa declared. "If they'd just unclench their pucker hole long enough to realise that men stray, it's inevitable, and set something up they can live with, there'd be much less divorce in this world!"
Raising an eyebrow, I protested, "I'd like to point out that your 'day passes' outnumber mine, my dear! So, it's not only men who stray!"
Ness flashed me a smile before concentrating back on the road and replying, "Yeah, but you, my voyeur mate, love watching!"
"True," I admitted. "But you didn't know that until I brought Liam in to fuck you senseless!"
"Gawd, that was a fantastic night!" My wife averred. "You can only do something like that again anytime you want!"
"You and Tanya have been talking about Gary?" I questioned.
Blushing, my wife admitted, "Umm, yeah, we have. Why?"
"You told Tanya that you didn't know anyone that could 'educate' Gary as you sent me to do to her?"
"Yes. That's true. Our son is a handsome young man, and I'm sure plenty of my friends would love to fuck him, but I don't know anyone who could teach him to be what Tanya needs. Someone like you, I mean."
"Adriana Ferreira," I stated.
Ness' head snapped around, and again, I got the distinct impression that something more was happening there than my wife was prepared to admit, but before I could ask about it, we were home.
"I know you would have showered before getting on the plane, babe," Ness pointed out. "But go and have another shower because it'll help you sleep,"
Yawning so wide that I thought my jaw would break, I nodded, took my weary body into our en suite, showered, lay naked on the bed, and fell immediately asleep.
I woke to find myself buried nuts deep in my wife as she slowly rode me. Sighing contentedly, Ness said, "I needed you, Liam. Sorry to start whilst you're still asleep, but you hardened in my hand, and I couldn't resist."
Paraphrasing something she'd said earlier, I answered, "You can only do that anytime you want to, baby!"
I didn't think that there was any way I could orgasm again that day, but my wife's tightly gripping cunt, as she rode me to her climax, forced a final few spurts from my aching balls as she orgasmed on my cock. Finally, I drifted back to sleep as my wife lay on my chest and joined me.
After my two nights and a day with Tanya, life returned to our version of normal. The boys both flourished in their new roles. Aaron's self-confidence blossomed, and he became happier and less moody. The new friends he'd made at TAFE meant he had a cadre of cohorts to spend time with.
Previously, with his discipline problems at school, his classmates' parents discouraged their children from being friends with my son. But this class was full of 'misfits', and fortunately, Aaron made friends with a few kids that, like him, weren't really trouble, just unsuited to the modern education system, a system that is so broken and biased against heterosexual males that I shudder for our country's future.
Ness didn't ask for a 'day pass', but she was back to her flirtatious self and regularly came home with stories about a patient, wardy (hospital wards man), doctor, or visitor who had come on to her and how she'd teased them or immediately shut them down. There was an interesting variation, though. It seemed more women were hitting on her than usual. I wondered if her confession of her 'affair of the heart' with her teenage friend, and my positive response, meant she was prepared to tell me about women coming onto her now or if she'd stopped hiding her overt sexuality from women and they felt more inclined to approach her.



The football season was in full swing, so other than a fortnightly invitation to host a corporate box when The Lions played at The Gabba and the occasional speaking engagement, I didn't have much to do, so each day, after checking my stocks and bonds portfolio, I was at a loss as to how to fill my day in, and began spending more time helping at The Bears training sessions. Other than being appalled at the naivety of the youngest recruits, I enjoyed the teaching aspects of what I did in training. Of course, Coach once again offered to bring me onto the staff full-time, but I didn't want the ongoing commitment being on the permanent staff would bring.
At this time of year, I often sought a dalliance to take my mind off my boredom. However, I knew any subsequent affair from my glorious two nights with Tanya would pale in comparison, and I didn't pursue any of the invitations I received. Also, Ness and my sex life was full of broad experiences and satisfying on every level, so I felt no need to taste the charms of another woman. Ness completes me on every level, so I rarely take a 'pass'. But I'll admit that having an occasional 'illicit affair' adds spice to our sex!
That all changed three months later, on August sixteenth. Walking inside after completing my thirty-kilometre (19-mile) run, I answered the ringing phone, "Hello? Shephard residence."
"Daddy Liam!" Isla's tinkling voice sounded on the other end. "You haven't called or written! You haven't forgotten about me, have you?"
"As if I could, beautiful girl!" I replied. "I didn't know I was supposed to."
Isla chided, "You know, Daddy Liam? As Aunty Nessa always says, sometimes you're a big, naïve, blind lummox! Of course, I'm not eighteen yet, so you can't talk dirty to me and tell me all about what you're going to do to me, but you can and will call me on the sixteenth of every month and woo me like I was your favourite girl. Well, second favourite after your wife, I guess! A letter once a month would be nice, too. Maybe even flowers and/or chocolate."
"Yes, ma'am!" I kidded. "Sorry, Ma'am. This worthless man will endeavour to improve his boyfriend skills, Ma'am!"
Sounding cold and very adult, Isla replied, "Don't be facetious, Daddy Liam, as this is important to me. I don't have to give you my virginity, you know? I, if I wanted it, could have a line of men outside my door waiting to do it. I want you to be my first, but not if you're going to be an ass about it!"
I was brutally reminded that although the Monie daughters are quite similar in appearance, their personalities are polar opposites. Tanya is very submissive and needs a man to 'own her and make her know she is his woman'. Isla is a much more dominant personality. She still wanted a dominant man, but like her mother, Isla needed that man to prove he was worthy of her submission. That was where I was currently failing her. Preferring not to think about what my young, beautiful friend and I would be doing when she turned eighteen, I'd put her out of my mind, and I needed to remedy that immediately.
"Are you going to be home next weekend, my darling Isla?" I asked.
"I don't have any plans," Isla guardedly replied. "Why is that?"
"For obvious reasons, it's inappropriate for you to spend the night with me," I explained. "But I'm taking you to dinner Saturday and Sunday night, and I'm spending the days before dinner wooing you as a man should woo his paramour."
"You're coming to Rockhampton next weekend?" Isla excitedly asked.
"Assuming I can get tickets, for sure!" I replied. "I'm going to hang up, check with Ness, and call my travel agent. I'll call you back when I know for sure."
"Yes!" Isla exclaimed as I hung up the phone.
I went looking for my wife and found her in the laundry about to put on another load, "Hey, Babe," I said.
Smiling, Ness responded, "Yes, you may go to Rocky next weekend. But make sure you also spend a little time with Tanya."
"How ...?"
"Because I'm not a big, dumb..." Ness interrupted.
"Can it!" I growled. "You could have just as easily said you'd already spoken to Isla."
Giggling and purposefully making her tits jiggle, Ness arched an eyebrow and said, "Neither of the boys is home."
I had her knickers off in a flash before I sat her on the washing machine, lifted her knees over my shoulders, unzipped and took my raging hard-on out and shoved it into her dripping cunt.
Kissing Ness' pouting lips, I gently rolled and tweaked her nipples until I felt her climax near, then I added a sharper twist with a harder squeeze and smiled triumphantly as my wife's orgasm thundered over her.
"Fill me with your seed, honey, please," Ness begged.
So, grunting with urgency, I hunched into her a few more times before groaning and unleashing a torrent of ball juice into her grasping cunt. As my seed splashed into her pussy, Ness shuddered and orgasmed again before she kissed me and said, "Thinking about you devirginising another Monie girl has me so hot again, lover. Do you mind if I bring someone in for a bit of fun?"
"You want a 'day pass'?" I asked, confused by her terminology and a little surprised because she hadn't recently mentioned even flirting with someone.
"I meant what I said, baby. Am I allowed to bring someone home for us to have some fun with?"
"I don't think I'm ready to do another mfm scene with you yet, my love," I replied honestly. "I'll try if that's what you want, but I'll need to meet the guy first, though."
"You've already met the person I want to bring in, babe," Ness mysteriously said but wouldn't divulge anything more. Then, as I continued to ask questions, she emphatically stated, "It's a simple 'yes/no' question, Liam. Either you trust me and accept I wouldn't do anything I knew you weren't into and say yes, or admit that you don't trust me and say no."
Well, what could I say to that? So, of course, I replied, "I trust you, Vanessa. You know that. If you told me to leap from a cliff, I would, knowing I would be safe because you'd never cause me harm."
"Good! Now go book your trip to see Miss Isla Monie and let me know the details. I'll take you to the airport, assuming I've got the morning off."
There was a late flight Friday night that would see me in Rocky around 9.00 pm, so I booked that. After Ness checked her roster, she said she'd be home to take me to the airport, so I phoned the Monie residence to confirm I'd be there. I'd assumed I'd have to stay at a hotel, so I intended to book into the Empire again. But Ellen answered, and when I indicated I'd book a room in town, she growled, "Are we no longer friends, Mister Shephard? Why on earth would you stay in town if we were? Do you think, for some reason, you're no longer welcome here?"
"Oh," I replied, chagrined. "I thought Jim may have still been a bit uncomfortable about my last visit, and I didn't want to stir him up again."
"Tanya has had nothing but praise for how you treated her and made her feel, Liam. Of course, Jim doesn't want to know the details, even though Tanya insists on trying to tell him, but he's not upset or angry at you. Now cut this rubbish and tell me when the flight is, and we'll pick you up."
I gave Ellen the time and then asked to speak to Isla.
"Hello, Daddy Liam," Isla purred excitedly in my ear. "You're definitely coming next Friday?"
"Yep!" I replied. "You ready for a weekend of pampering?"
"Wouldn't miss it for the world, Daddy," Isla stated.
Friday rolled around, and I was soon winging my way back to Rocky. Of course, as I flew, I couldn't help but reminisce about my last trip and grew uncomfortably stiff in my slacks. Unfortunately, I had a passenger in the seat next to me, so I tried to surreptitiously adjust my trousers so my throbbing erection wasn't quite so obvious.
My seat neighbour was a woman around my age and slightly on the larger side of 'average'. She was buxom and quite pretty, with startling white corneas and expressive dark brown eyes that twinkled with amusement when I turned my head to see if she noticed my 'distressed state'.
"You must be meeting someone incredibly sexy," she teased, meeting my eyes as she gestured towards my hard-on. "Because that's an extremely impressive erection you have there!"
"I am," I confirmed, choosing to play along, given she was a good sport about my erect dick. "Two someones, in fact. Oh, their mother is pretty hot, too!"
"So, you're heading for a yummy mummy, daughter, daughter threesome? Wow, I don't think I'd believe that story if I read it in Penthouse!"
"Don't look now," I teased back. "But you've just admitted to reading Penthouse for the stories!"
Delighted, she giggled then riposted, "Well, if you're already this excited," she gestured towards my throbbing cock, her bright red lipstick on pouting lips not helping with my arousal at all, "I hope they're patient with you the first two or three times, cos you ain't lasting!"
Feeling a sexual vibe from the woman, I raised an eyebrow and asked, "What do you suggest I do about that?"
With her eyes twinkling, my flight friend replied, "Well, you could try and hide your erection from everyone between you and the loos, then beat off in there."
"I hear an 'or' at the end of that?" I insisted.
"Or, I could cover your groin with my coat and wank you off into my handkerchief?
"And why would you do that?" I questioned.
"Because I'd get to tell all my girlfriends that I got to whack off Liam Shephard on a flight to Rocky," She confessed.
'Ah, okay,' I thought. 'A fan. Now I understand.' During my playing career, this was a fairly common occurrence. Star-struck fans that wanted casual sex and came onto me at the drop of a hat.
We were in a grey area in my agreement with Ness. I had no way of calling her and asking for a 'pass', but nor did I think she'd be bothered by a fan giving me a handjob on the flight. In reality, she'd probably find the whole thing amusing, and it would probably turn her on enough that the next time we flew together, she'd insist on repeating the episode for herself. So, in the end, I figured, 'Why not?' Because although the next few days would be enjoyable, I wouldn't have sex unless Tanya and I snuck away somewhere. However, I didn't think doing that to Isla was a good idea. Therefore, a little relief now would be appreciated.
"You seem to have the advantage," I told the buxom woman. "You know me, but I don't know you?"
"Vicky," she informed me, then added, "I'd blow you, but there are too many people on the flight tonight, and we'd get caught."
Nodding as I smiled at her, I settled back into my seat, gestured toward my groin, and said, "Wank away!" Her answering grin nearly split her face, and after she spread her coat over my lap, she took a bottle of moisturiser out of her handbag and smeared a liberal dollop over her hand.
"Pull your trousers down and your cock out, then hold my coat up so that my hand doesn't show, and I don't get moisturiser on it," Vicky commanded.
Looking around to ensure we weren't being observed, I unzipped my trousers' clasp and pulled them down below my briefs. I thought about pushing my briefs under my balls but figured having them swinging free would feel better, so I pushed them down to meet my trousers. As soon as I lifted Vicky's coat, indicating that I was ready, she casually reached under, grasped my shaft's base, and began stroking, pausing to rub the tips of her fingers around my glans and tickle my frenulum.
Clenching my jaw shut, I groaned behind my teeth as Vicky's skilful hands swiftly brought me to a peak.
"Close," I warned. Vicky's hand increased in speed, but she handed me her handkerchief. "Gaaawwdd!" I exhaled as my cum boiled up through my shaft and expelled into the handkerchief I'd gotten in place just in time.
Smiling, Vicky asked, "Good?"
"Very good," I panted, pulling my pants and underwear back up and buckling them in place.
Vicky smiled again and asked, "Do you come to Rockhampton regularly?"
"I'll be up every few months or so for the next year," I replied.
"I live with my girlfriend here in Rocky," Vicky told me. "We like to call ourselves 'sexually fluid' because 'bisexual' seems so passé. If I give you my number, will you call me sometime and come for dinner? I promise you'll need a stretcher to make it back to the plane afterwards!"
"Sure, Vicky," I replied, thinking I might even sneak over and see them late on Saturday or Sunday night. I'd talk to Ness about it on my mobile after I'd gone to bed tonight.
She wrote her number on a piece of paper and handed it to me. She seemed unsure I would call, so I returned the favour and wrote my mobile number beside hers, then ripped it off and gave it to her.
"Call me as soon as you get home so you know it's a real number," I told her. "But, I'm warning you —it'll be you and your girlfriend who will need the stretcher!"
Laughing, Vicky engaged me in a sexual innuendo laden discussion for the rest of our trip, making a typically boring flight into an enjoyable one. Vicky had a ribald sense of humour to match mine, and she had an earthy presence that matched Vanessa's despite their size difference. As a result, I seriously considered asking Ness for a 'day pass' and staying an extra day to play with Vicky and her friend.
Neither Vicky nor I had any hold luggage, so we continued our chat as we walked into the terminal. To my delight, all three Monie women were there to greet me but hadn't seen me yet.
"Wow!" Vicky muttered. "If you'd like to share these scrumptious treats, bring them with you when you come to visit!" Then she kissed my cheek and walked over to her girlfriend.
As I watched, they hugged and intertwined arms as they walked from the terminal. Vicky's girlfriend was a tall, statuesque woman that would have matched Raquel Welch's stature if not her beauty. As I watched, Vicky gestured back toward me, and her friend's head snapped around to look at me, so I smiled and waved, thinking, 'Yup. Pretty, just not quite beautiful. Fantastic tits, though!'
Chapter 28.
As I mused about Vicky and her girlfriend, Isla spotted me, ran across the terminal with an ear-piercing shriek, and threw herself into my arms. Being careful to keep my hands on her hips, I let her cover my face with kisses as she wrapped her arms and legs around me and squeezed tight.
Then, wriggling so I'd let her down, Isla took my hand then glared after the retreating women, "So, who were your friends, Daddy Liam?"
I laughed because I realised I'd been had. The girls had seen me earlier but gave me space to say goodbye to my friend. So I tickled Isla's ribs and said, "A lovely lady I met on the plane, little Miss Isla. Now, what gives? You're not jealous, are you?"
"As if I'd be jealous of a whale," Isla sniffed, even though she obviously was.
Picking Tanya up, I crushed her to my chest and gave her a loving kiss on her full lips and said, "It's good to see you again, my love."
Smiling as I let her down, she replied, "You, too, Daddy Liam."
I turned to Ellen, still wary of how she'd be, but figuring I'd tease her anyway, and took her hands in mine before chastely kissing her cheek, "No tongue kiss for you, Mrs Monie. But I will if the girls promise not to tell your husband!"
"Maybe I'd like them to tell him, Liam," she held out her low-cut top revealing several bruises on her breasts. "After all, he punishes me so deliciously when I misbehave."
Worried, I dragged her aside and quietly hissed, "Tell me you're not fucking around on Jim so he punishes you, Ellen! Tell me you're not that stupid!"
Ellen pulled her hand out of mine and slapped me as hard as she could. "You do not get to manhandle me like that, Mister Shephard!" She quietly snarled as if the slap hadn't drawn every eye. "Nor do you get to speak to me like that! Not that it is any of your darned business, but other than that one minor trip with you, I have been faithful to my new vows to my husband and always will be! So, apologise, or take the next plane back to Brissy!"
Holding my aching jaw, I grinned and replied, "There's the Ellen Monie that I love so not so much! But you're right. Not only is it no business of mine, I have no right to even touch you without your and Jim's permission. So, I apologise unreservedly!" Then lowering my voice, I added, "But if I find out from Jim, or someone else, that you are fucking around, I will paddle you myself, and there won't be any delicious orgasms afterwards."
To my surprise, Ellen kissed my jaw and said, "If you continue talking to me like this, Liam, I will orgasm standing right here. So, can we please get in the car and go home? I need to cool down so that Jim doesn't smell my arousal when we return."
Seating in the car differed from the last time I travelled with the Monie women. I was still in the back but sat with Isla instead of Tanya.
When Tanya got in the driver's seat, I pretended to pray, "Oh, dear Lord, please protect the occupants of this vehicle and bring us home safe from the erratic driving of my eighteen-year-old friend!"
Ellen laughed with me and said, "Oh, she's pretty good! Tanya got her licence about six months ago but has only just begun driving regularly. I'm not sure if you know, but she's been accepted into Griffith University at Nathan and begins her Bachelor of Business in March of next year."
Glaring at me in the rearview mirror, Tanya growled, "You're so funny, Daddy Liam! In fact, the only way you could be any funnier is if you were, you know? Funny!"
"Oh, I don't know," Isla joined in. "I thought it was pretty funny."
Tanya theatrically sighed before declaring, "You know, Daddy Liam? You used to be my favourite 'other Daddy', but now, huuuh, sigh!"
I sat directly behind Tanya, so I reached through the gap in the headrest and tickled the back of Tanya's neck, "That's okay, Tan-Tan baby," I told her. "I'm still Isla's favourite, so I'll survive!"
Tanya turned to mock glare at her sister, "Traitor!" She declared.
We arrived at the Monie's safely, despite my teased misgivings about Tanya's driving and walked inside. Larry had moved in with his girlfriend earlier in the year, so I could use his room for my stay. Putting my bag in the room, I walked back to the lounge and accepted the beer Jim offered me. Unsure about how things stood between us, I popped the can open and sat quietly, waiting to see where things led.
Of course, as soon as I sat, Isla crawled into my lap and leant back against me, sighing happily. Tanya, surprisingly, sat with her mother in one of the oversized sofa chairs, but when Isla looked away, she winked, and I understood that she was giving her sister space to have me to herself. I smiled and nodded to acknowledge what she'd done.
"You're beautiful, my darling Isla," I whispered, causing Isla to smile and sigh happily again. "In a little less than a year, I'll take you on a journey to womanhood. But in the meantime, we must remain appropriate, okay? I don't want to get myself, you or your parents in trouble, okay?"
"I understand, Daddy Liam," Isla breathed. "But we can cuddle, hold hands, and exchange chaste kisses, can't we?"
"I think so, Isla. But let's keep it to sitting like this when your dad's around, okay? I know he won't stop us from being together, but he doesn't have to like it, and I don't want to rub his nose in what we're doing, yeah?"
Isla smiled and kissed my cheek, "Good plan, Daddy Liam," She answered.
I began asking Jim about his trip to PNG, and the tension disappeared, and we remembered why we were such good friends. By 11.00 pm, when I was ready for bed, we were back to laughing, joking, and trying to cure the world's problems with our words. In the end, even Isla rolled her eyes and said she was going to bed. Ellen and Tanya had long gone, and Jason had only stuck his head in briefly to say "Hi" and hadn't returned since.



When I woke, I found Isla fully clothed and on top of my quilt, sleeping peacefully on my chest. I'd been vaguely aware of someone climbing onto me the previous night, but Ness does so regularly, so I guessed my sleeping brain had assumed it was my wife and ignored it.
Putting my arms around her lower back and kissing the top of her head, I said, "Good morning, my girl. And just what do you think you're doing?"
Propping herself on my chest with her elbows and putting her chin in her hands, Isla smiled before saying, "I wanted to sleep in your arms, Daddy. But when I climbed into your bed, I heard your heart beating so slowly that it was almost hypnotic. The slow rhythmical thump-thump made me instantly sleepy, and I drifted off. It feels so good that I want to stay here forever."
"Ness might object," I pointed out with a grin.
Looking at me inscrutably, Isla responded, "You might be surprised."
"What does that mean? I swiftly asked.
"Nothing," Isla replied and refused to discuss it any more.
Giving it up as a bad deal, I asked, "Do you have anything you want to do today, Isla? Somewhere you'd like to visit?"
"Great Keppel Island," She instantly replied. "We've lived here for five years and have never gone. We'll take our pup tent and sleeping bags and sleep under the stars on Svendsens Beach."
I wasn't sure, but Isla was keen, so we did that. It was very romantic, and we spent a lot of time exploring as we held hands. The walk from Svendsens Beach to the local bar and bistro wasn't strenuous, so on Saturday, we purchased takeaway lunches, ate them as we explored, and then returned for dinner.
It was warm enough to swim, so Isla changed into a string bikini at least as tiny as the one her sister wore the last time I was up. Not to be outdone, I carefully checked that we were alone, stripped to my briefs and dived in with her. After gambolling in the water until we tired, Isla swam across to me and wrapped her arms and legs around me.
"You may kiss my lips lightly, then tell me you love me, Daddy Liam," She instructed.
Grinning, I wrapped my arms around her mid-back and kissed her salty lips before whispering, "I love you, Miss Isla. I'm so very glad you've chosen me to be your first."
"I love you, too, Daddy Liam. I'm glad you've agreed to be my first."
After sleeping under the stars Saturday night, we returned to the bistro for breakfast, and another pair of lunches, then returned to exploring, not coming back until it was time to catch the last ferry back to Yeppoon.
Sunday evening was spent pleasantly catching up with the rest of Isla's family. In deference to Jim, Isla and I kept separate from each other. The only intimacy we shared was from after dinner to bedtime when we sat in the lounge. But seeing their sister or daughter cuddle onto my lap wasn't unusual, so it went unremarked.
I woke to my alarm Monday morning with Isla sleeping on my chest again, so I gently slid out from underneath her and got ready to get to the airport. I thought I'd need to catch a cab because it was pretty early and a work and school day, but entering the kitchen, I discovered Jim waiting for me.
"Good timing," he said. "I've got plenty of time to drop you at the airport and make it to my first class, so let's go."
"Let me say goodbye to Isla, mate. I'll be back in a jiffy."
Jim's eyes winced, but he remained quiet, so I jogged down to my room and shook Isla's shoulder lightly.
"Wha?" She mumbled. "What time is it?"
"5.30 am," I informed her.
"You're going?"
"Yeah. I'll call you tonight, okay?"
"I want to come to the airport," she muttered, trying to get out of bed.
"I think your dad wants to talk to me, so you'd better wait here, okay?"
"Yeah, that's probably best," Isla conceded. "Don't go without saying goodbye to Tanya, or you're going to be in deep doggy do-do."
'Shit!' I thought, but agreed I would.
Because Isla and I had gone to Great Keppel, I virtually hadn't seen Tanya since she picked me up at the airport, so I knew I'd need to apologise and make it up to her somehow before I saw Isla again.
Closing the door, I stepped across the hall and knocked on Tanya's door. "Come in, Daddy Liam," Tanya called.
Smiling, I slipped through the door, put my hands on my hips and asked, "And just how did you know it was me, young lady?"
"Who else would be knocking on my door at this time of morning?" She asked, pulling the sheet back and exposing her gorgeously naked body to me as I crossed to her. Then she sighed, "Oh, Daddy Liam." running her hands through my salt 'n' pepper hair as I sucked her nipple into my mouth.
After a brief moment, I moved up and kissed her softly before saying, "I love you, Tanya. I promise I'll come up and spend a night with you again sometime soon."
"I've still got so much to learn, Daddy," Tanya admitted. "But, I will explore with only you until I'm ready to marry Gary. Then Gary and I will be one forever."
Returning to the kitchen, I shook my head and shrugged at Jim's raised eyebrow and said, "You don't want to know."
Yeah," he agreed. "I probably don't."
At the start of our car trip, there was a stilted silence between us, but Jim eventually said, "Liam, you have to know that I'm unhappy about you being with my daughters because, well, what father wouldn't be? A man's married best mate, having already fucked one of his daughters, is now preparing to fuck the other. Who wouldn't be pissed at that? But, mate, Ellen insists that it's all them, and they both insist that they made a pact years ago they'd share their virginities with you, so what am I to do? I don't like it ..."
He stumbled to a stop, uncertain how to continue. I had no idea what to say, so I stayed quiet.
Eventually, Jim continued, "I don't like it, but Liam ..." He hesitated again. Then gathering his strength, he added, "Tanya has been on cloud nine since she spent those nights with you. Never, in my memories, has she been this happy." Jim sighed, "What I'm trying to say is this —if Isla has the same permanent smile as Tanya has after you've spent time with her, and on the evidence of the last two days, she will, then I give you and her my blessing, okay?"
I nodded, and he added, "So stop tip-toeing around me as if you think I'm about to try and rip your nuts off!" Grinning, I agreed to stop, but then Jim shocked me by asking, "What are Isla and your wife cooking up? Ellen seems to know, but she won't tell me. All she says is that my daughter will tell me when she's ready."
"I'm as dumb about what's going on as you are, brother," I confessed. "They're conspiring together, that I know. But about what, I have no clue."
"Ellen's hinted that both of my girls will take University placements in Brisbane. Does that mean they're expecting to live with you and Nessa?"
"If they are, nobody's told me," I averred.
"I believe you, brother," Jim stated. "But, did you know that Tanya's delayed her University placement until she and Isla can go together?"
"Why would she do that?" I asked.
"Fuck me, and I still don't know," Jim said.
Processing the information I'd received, I ventured, "Tanya and Gary?"
"They've always been close," Jim conceded.
"Tanya has told me she intends to marry him," I confessed.
Jim's head snapped around to look at me. Eventually, he said, "That makes sense," he said. "Assuming that your son has the same aggressive, dominant personality you have, then the best way to learn how to deal with it is to go to the source. How do you think it's going to work?" He asked as he parked the car, our trip done.
"If Gary discovers I've been your daughter's mentor, it won't," I explained. "My son will never accept an ex-lover of mine as his girlfriend."
"Shit!" Jim exclaimed after I'd received my boarding pass. "How will you keep it from him?"
"I certainly won't tell him," I stated. "Nor will Ness. So it will only be if someone from your family lets it drop that Tanya and I will be found out."
"Jason's the only one that might blurt it out," Jim said. "But, I doubt he knows about your and Tanya's time together."
"He'd have to be pretty dense not to have worked it out," I pointed out. "I arrive at your place with his mother, stay until 4.30 pm, then disappear, and, at the same time, Tanya disappears, too."
"Yeah," Jim acknowledged. "But Ellen considered that and sent him to a friend's for the weekend. So he probably didn't notice. Plus, by the time you arrived, Tanya had already left for the hotel, so Jason probably wouldn't have made the connection anyway."
"I need to go check in," I reminded Jim. "So, are we good?"
"Yeah, brother. We're all good. I apologise for being a father!"
"You're handling it better than I would have," I admitted. "But, Jim, mate, I swear I'd have never done anything like this if your daughters hadn't insisted."
"Yeah. They're hard to refuse, that I know!"
The flight home passed without incident, and I eventually arrived home to an empty house. Vanessa was on an early shift and unable to pick me up, so I had a day to fill in. At a loss as to what to do and wondering if anyone would be home, I dialled Vicky's number.
To my surprise, a deep sultry voice almost immediately answered. "Leah Finch."
"Hi, Leah," I responded. "It's ..."
"Liam Shephard," Leah interrupted as I wondered if every woman on the planet could read minds.
"How did you know?" I queried.
"Vicky fucked me senseless all weekend after giving you a handjob on the plane, Mister Shephard," Leah explained. "I swear that even my tongue has blisters this morning! And every time the phone rang, she jumped off me and ran to answer it, hoping it was you. It was about the only time she was off me, mind."
Snickering, I said, "Well, I'm happy to be of assistance! Does your girlfriend happen to be there, too?"
"She's at work, Liam. I assume that I can call you that? We're both nurses at Rockhampton Base Hospital, but I've got a late today. Vicky's on an early."
"Liam's preferable, Leah," I confirmed. "I'm looking to come up to Rocky from the twelfth to the sixteenth next month. Would you and Vicky be available to meet during the day on Monday and/or Tuesday?"
"What dates are those?" Leah queried.
"Fourteenth and fifteenth," I confirmed.
"We'll mark those days in our roster requests, Liam. But even if they don't give them to us, we'll take a pair of sick days for at least one of those days."
"Excellent," I answered gleefully.
"You can stay the night if you want," Leah offered.
"I'd love to at some stage, I replied. "But not this time. I need to spend time with the family you saw when you picked up Vicky."
"You can bring them with you," Leah, I'm sure, only partially joked, so I ignored her. Then she said, "Liam?" I acknowledged, and she added, "It's both of us, yeah? Not one then the other. It's both at the same time."
"Wouldn't have it any other way," I confirmed.
"Good," Leah said. "Bring your 'A' game. You're going to need it."
"Don't forget to order stretchers and hospital orderlies for yourselves," I riposted. "Maybe even body bags!"
We bantered back and forth for another fifteen minutes or so before saying goodbye and hanging up. After I placed the receiver down, I realised it would be close to Isla's school's closing time, so I phoned Interflora and arranged for a bouquet of roses to be sent to her home, paying the extra to get them to send them by cab today.
Ness came home not long after that, so my day improved immensely. After a short shift break, Vanessa was tired and grumpy, having worked until 11.00 pm the previous night and starting again at 7.00 am this morning. So I followed her into our en suite and leaned against the sink as she showered, relishing looking at her toned and muscly form.
After exiting the shower, Ness asked, "How did things go?" as she dried her hair. "Anything exciting happen?"
Deadpan, I replied, "Well, I got a handjob on the flight to Rocky."
Stopping drying her hair, Ness' head shot up, and she said, "You what?" The beginning of a grin already showing on her face.
"My seat neighbour offered me a handjob on the way to Rocky," I confirmed.
"Jaysus, Liam! And how did that conversation even start?"
"Umm, I was thinking about what happened the last time I flew to Rocky and got, ahh, a little excited, shall we say?" I explained. "And, of course, it's difficult to, umm, adjust yourself without being too obvious about it, so my fellow passenger noticed."
"Okay," Ness acceded as she returned to drying her hair. "I get that, but how does one go from noticing you're erect to offering to whack you off?"
"Vicky, that was her name, teased that I must be meeting someone very sexy to be sporting an erection like I had, and I explained I was. Two someones, in fact, and their mother was pretty damned hot, too. Then she teased me about probably being a two-pump-chump the first couple of times and offered to help me out."
"I suppose you got her phone number and want to go back and visit her, too?"
Nodding, I explained, "She lives with her girlfriend, a statuesque woman with a slight resemblance to Raquel Welch. Vicky described themselves as 'sexually fluid' because they don't like being labelled bisexual. So, assuming you're okay with it, I'll visit them next month when I go back and visit Isla again."
Laughing, Ness shook her head and stated, "Only you, my love, could get on a plane to see two young women, get a handjob from another, and then make a date to screw her and her female partner!"
"In my defence," I explained. "Vicky and Leah are our age and on the plus side of average weight."
Ness waved her hand airily, "Even so, only you could do it! I suppose they were fans from your playing days?"
It was my turn to shake my head, "One of these days, baby, you must tell me how you do that."
Laughing louder, Ness said, "They were? That's priceless! What days are you going up?"
"The sixteenth is a Wednesday and, therefore, a school day, so I thought I'd go up Saturday morning and come home on the early flight on Thursday. That will give me most of the day on Saturday and all Sunday to woo our young friend. But I'll stay there 'til the sixteenth and see Vicky and Leah during the day when Isla's in school. They've already said they would. Well, Leah said they would."
"Leah's Vicky's girlfriend?" Ness asked.
"Yeah," I confirmed. Vicky's a little tubby, but Leah looks staunch, if you know what I mean?"
"Big, but strongly built as opposed to fat."
"Yeah, that's it," I replied, happy that my wife understood what I meant.
Shaking her head, my wife looked at me through hooded eyes and growled, "I'm all clean, but I'm sure you can mess me up quick smart, Mister Liam. So, what are you waiting for?"
Well, of course, I could, and I didn't need to wait, so I herded her up onto her knees on the edge of the bed and told her to rest her weight on her shoulders and arch her ass in the air as she held her cunt lips apart. Then, holding her by her left hip, I positioned my dick at her entrance and, with one vicious shove, split her fanny apart and drove deep into her steamingly hot cunt.
Even though my pelvis hit Ness' ass with a loud smacking sound, she still growled, "Harder! Fuck me harder! It's a gym day tomorrow, and I want bruises to show off to the girls!"
We both needed showers about forty-five minutes later.
After we'd showered, Ness turned back and forth in front of our full-length mirror, admiring her latest welts, "I love them!" She exclaimed. "There should be palm and fingerprint bruises showing by morning!"
I stepped up behind her and wrapped my arms around her toned body, onto her breasts and down to her button. Then, as I casually fingered her and kissed her neck, I pointed out, "Most people would consider what I do to you spousal abuse, honey. You're not worried someone will report the bruises and get me in trouble?"
"Most people should unpucker their fucking arseholes and mind their own damned business!" Ness vehemently growled. "Most people would consider me a slut, you a cuckold, and me being cheated on, but they can all go fuck themselves because no one else would fuck their uptight arses!
"You, my love, would never hurt me! This," she pointed to her bruised tits and ass, "isn't hurt, it's pure lust and desire, and I fucking love it! If they had any idea how much you marking me like this means to me because I know you only do it because I want you to, then maybe they'd take their opinions home and cram them up their arses!"
"Can you be a little more explicit, baby, please?" I teased. "I'm not really sure what you're trying to say!"
"Oh, shut up and kiss me," Ness growled as she turned her lips up to meet my descending mouth.
After kissing my wife, I turned to leave, but as I left the room, she said, "Liam?"
"Yes, my love?" I replied.
"Keep the first Saturday night in September free. I have something planned."
"For sure, babe? What have you got planned?"
"You'll find out that Saturday," is all the extra information Ness would give me, except to say, "Don't worry. I'm sure you'll love it!"
Our boys were home for tea, so we spent a pleasant night eating and chatting over dinner, then watched a movie together before heading to bed.
Later that night, I was woken by the sound of Vanessa whimpering. Shaking her shoulder gently, I asked, "What is it, baby? Bad dream?"
Ness' eyes opened wide and panicky, and she sucked in a deep breath, and I thought she would scream, but suddenly, her eyes cleared, and she slowly exhaled. Then as her eyes focused, she looked at me then flung herself onto my chest, hugging me fiercely.
"You okay, baby?" I worriedly asked, stroking her hair and back.
"Bad dream," she mumbled. "I was bent over the big sofa in my parent's lounge, and Dad was disciplining me again, only this time, after he'd spanked me, he began playing with my ass and fingering my pussy. When you woke me, he was about to put his cock in me."
Trying to keep my voice even as fury raged through me, I asked, "Nightmare or repressed memory?"
Hugging me, Ness stated, "It has to be just a nightmare, babe. You took my virginity that night in Brisbane, remember?"
"Maybe," I snarled. "Or maybe you just think I did because you repressed the memory of that bastard raping you!"
Fortunately, Ness shook her head and firmly stated, "No, Liam. I'm one hundred percent sure that Dad didn't overstep the boundaries. I'm certain spanking me turned him on, but he didn't act on those desires. It was a nightmare based on my fears that one day he may have taken the next step, that's all. Now, let's go back to sleep."
Grateful for small mercies, I rolled onto my back and was unsurprised when Ness climbed onto my chest a few seconds later.
Chapter 29.
The AFL regular season had finished in late August, so the usual end-of-season functions made their annual appearance, and I had plenty of speaking engagements to keep me busy and my mind off the next ten-plus months before my date with the beautiful Isla Monie.
I hosted a lunchtime event for The Aspley Hornets on Friday, the fourth of September. Because The Hornets were only a small club, I only charged them some gas money to come over and host the fundraiser they'd asked me to attend. I used to do these events for free, but it seemed to make the various committees uncomfortable if they didn't pay at least something, so I typically asked for forty dollars to cover my petrol costs.
After the lunch event wound down, I spent some time schmoozing with the committee and sponsors and deftly deflecting various blatant flirts. Once again, I was surprised that not only did these men expect their wives and daughters to flirt with me, but they seemed to encourage it. There was one twenty-something woman, a daughter of the major sponsor, who was pretty and intelligent enough for me to give a second glance. As her father seemed to be proudly watching her overt attempts to flirt, I briefly wondered what he'd do if I threw her on the table, ripped her knickers down, and began fucking her.



Disengaging myself from her latest effort to drape herself over me, I walked over to her father and introduced myself, "Liam Shephard," I said, holding out my hand.
"Ken Livingston," he responded as we shook.
Nodding towards his daughter, I said, "She's very forward, considering I'm a married man."
"Ah, Mish just likes to flirt, Mister Shephard," Ken replied. "She doesn't mean nothing by it."
'Mish (short for Michelle, I learned later) means plenty by it,' I thought but didn't say. 'If her cunt were any hotter against my leg, she'd leave burn marks!'
Getting home, I was surprised to find the house empty, but Ness had left a note saying she'd gone shopping and would be back with dinner around 6.00 pm.
'Good time to call Isla,' I thought. So dialling the Monie residence, I settled into my armchair and relaxed.
I was still chatting with Isla when Vanessa returned carrying several plain black plastic bags.
Saying goodbye to Isla, I raised a questioning eyebrow at my wife and asked, "Ness, what on earth have you got there?"
Vanessa blushed. I mean, WTF? My wife never blushes! And replied, "Something for tomorrow night. Now, Mister Liam, no more questions unless you want to be in the dog house! You said you weren't getting home until at least seven, so you weren't supposed to see the packages!"
Knowing which side my bread was buttered on, I bit my tongue, forced my questions down, smiled, and said, "Then I shall pretend I haven't seen you and wait until you come back from wherever you're going to hide these bags."
"Good Liam," Ness teased.
"I'll 'good Liam' your ass, young lady," I threatened.
Oh, promises promised, Mister Liam!" Vanessa responded airily. Then she added, "The boys are away for the weekend, so there's only you and me for dinner. I left it in the car. Will you go and get it while I put these things away, please?"
Walking out to the car, I retrieved the ribs and pizza Ness had bought from the eponymously named Wynnum Ribs and Pizza. When I returned, Ness waited at our kitchen table, so I fetched some plates and sat with her to share our meal.
One of the things I like most about my wife is that she loves her food. There is no 'salad-eating, skinny bitch' about her. She ate pizza, ribs, steak and virtually everything else with gusto and enjoyed every bite.
Of course, it helped that she exercised for at least an hour daily and ran around forty kilometres weekly. Also, although my wife isn't in the bodybuilding class of Ellen Monie, she is ripped. Vanessa can readily bench press over 80 kg (176 lbs) and deadlift 40 kg more than that. Plus, although she can't keep up with me for much more than five kilometres (three miles), Ness can manage slightly more than four-minute-thirty kilometres (seven and a half-minute miles) for that long.
To say that I'm proud of my wife is the understatement of the century, as I am genuinely in awe of her. Plus, when you add in that she chooses to submit to me, loves me taking extraneous lovers and is sexually promiscuous herself, then, as you can see, I am the luckiest guy on this planet.
After we'd eaten, I asked, "What do you want to do with the rest of the night?"
Arching her eyebrow, my wife replied, "Well, let me see. Our boys are away for the weekend, and I'm off work until Tuesday, so what do you think I want to do?"
"Play cribbage?" I teasingly asked.
Laughing, Ness replied, "Actually, we haven't played for ages, so why don't we play strip cribbage?"
"Strip cribbage?" I asked doubtfully. "How does that work?"
"Whoever moves their marker the least after every hand has to remove a piece of clothing, plus an extra piece every time one of us reaches home first."
It sounded like fun, so I agreed, and Ness and I were soon engaged in a battle to make the other naked. I'd taught my wife to play, so I had a natural advantage over her, and soon had her starkers whilst still wearing my pants, underwear, socks and shoes.
"No fair!" Ness groused. "I'm naked, but you're mostly dressed. So what do we do now?"
Smiling evilly, I replied, "Instead of removing a piece of clothing, you have to do whatever I want for sixty seconds."
Ness quickly agreed, so I reset the board and dealt the cards. I immediately won the first hand, so as Ness looked at me expectantly, I grinned and ordered, "Clean up our dinner mess and put everything in the dishwasher."
Gritting her teeth, Vanessa complied.
I also won the next hand, and Ness looked at me hopefully rather than expectantly this time, so suppressing another grin, I said, "Put a load of laundry on."
"Asshole!" She spat but still did as I asked.
I regularly won over the next few minutes, only losing a shoe and sock to making my wife do several small but irritating chores. Finally, Vanessa won two hands in a row, and I lost my other shoe and sock. However, on the next hand, my marker reached home, so I placed my hand under my chin and tapped its cleft with my forefinger, trying to look thoughtful and mused, "I think winning a round should earn more than a piece of clothing or task, babe, don't you?"
Knowing I was teasing her, Ness grinned and asked, "What do you think it should earn?"
I replied, "I would suggest losing the rest of your clothing, but as you're already naked, that wouldn't work, and I hold a distinct advantage by still being mostly clothed, so why would I give that up if you happen to fluke winning a round? So, let's do this: If the loser is naked, they must do whatever the winner wants until the task is complete, or five minutes is up, whichever comes first."
"Aren't I already doing that?" Ness complained.
"Yes, but only for sixty seconds. For a round win, I get five minutes of you doing whatever I command."
"You get?" My wife queried. "What do I get if I win a round?"
Suppressing a grin, I replied, "Well, before you lost all your clothes, a round win counted the same as a hand win, so until I'm naked, it seems only fair that a piece of clothing is all I have to lose, too."
"Okay, Mister Liam," Ness growled. "What is it that you want me to do for the next five minutes?"
I patted the table before me and said, "Sit your pretty bottom here, put your feet on the chairback behind me and masturbate until you cum, or the five minutes is up."
"You know it takes more than five minutes from cold for me to pop, asshole," Ness bitched. "So after five minutes, I'll be hot to trot and have to sit back down!"
I tried to project a disdainful attitude as I said, "And I care, why? Thems the rules, Macca," I continued. "Well, unless you're backing out on me?"
Still muttering angrily, Vanessa walked around, climbed onto the table before me, put her feet on the chair on either side of my shoulders, then spread her already flushed pussy lips and began diddling her clit.
"There!" She bitched. "Happy now?"
However, I could see her ready arousal in her flushed clit and pussy lips, and her hooded eyes and growling voice, so I barked, "About fucking time you obeyed me, my cock sucking, cum guzzling, wannabe cunt munching, dirty anal whore! Now cum for me before I have to slap your smelly whore's twat!"
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!! FFFFFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKK, LIIIIIIIAAAAAAAAAMMMMMMMMMMM!!!!!" Ness shrieked as her vulva fluttered open and shut, her juices pulsing out in time with the racks of her almost violent orgasm. Then shuddering with orgasmic aftershocks, Ness sank back on the table as her knees shook and her hips bounced on the table.
Not waiting for her orgasm to subside, I leant forward and pushed two fingers inside my wife's pussy, then hooked them back and scraped my nail across her G-spot as I simultaneously used my thumb to pull back her clit's hood before lowering my mouth onto her clit and gently biting it.
"OH, FUCK! OH, FUCK! OH, FUCK!" Ness gasped as she flip-flopped across the table, all body control lost as orgasm after orgasm blasted through her. Then she began to mumble, "In me, in me. I must have you in me. Liam, please, I'll beg if I have to, but I need you in mEEEEEEEE NNNNNNNNNNOOOOOOWWWWWW!!" Her mumbles turned into a wail as my scraping finger and swirling tongue drove another orgasm from her.
Eager to fulfil my wife's request, I dropped my remaining clothes and climbed onto the table before moving between her lasciviously spread thighs and pushing forcefully into her cunt, my pelvis hitting Ness' clit, as I fully sheathed my cock, in one firm shove.
Ness' nails raked my back viciously as she shrieked in my ear, "Fuck me! Fuck me! For FUCKS SAKE, FUCK ME!!!!"
I put my hands on the table beside Ness' head and pushed back, arching my back and lifting my chest off my wife's tits. Then, moving my hand to her throat and pretending I'd choke her, I moved my other hand onto Ness' breast and dug my fingers into it as I began pounding into her with everything I had.
Ness' nails continued to rake across my back as I hammered my cock into her gaping cunt. The only relief from her howling orgasms I got was when she bit my neck as hard as she could. Eventually, Vanessa sagged onto the table, her hips only feebly raising to meet my thrusting cock, so I unlocked my restraint and almost immediately squirted my man juices into her already sopping pussy, overfilling it and forcing the excess to squeeze back out around my shaft.
Struggling not to collapse onto my wife's prone body, I forced myself back onto my feet, lifted Ness onto my chest and carried her to our shower.
Vanessa woke as I stepped into the shower and smiled languidly up at me as she stroked my jaw, "And here I thought I was playing you," she lovingly admitted. "But all the while, you were playing me."
"Either way," I teased. "You were still getting my cock in one of your slut holes!"
"No point in playing otherwise," my wife shrugged as she wriggled, wanting to stand.
I let her down, and she took a scrubber, poured liquid soap onto then encouraged me to turn around. Then seeing my scratched and bleeding back, she gasped, "OMFG, Liam! Did I do this to you?"
Chuckling, I replied, "Well, unless the neighbour's cat came over to investigate your shrieking and jumped on and did it, then yes, my love. You did that to me."
Blushing, Ness admitted, "I got even louder than normal for a bit there, didn't I?"
"Yup," I confirmed. "I wouldn't be surprised if the cops knock on our door either with a noise complaint or a safety check. The neighbours probably reported me fucking you to death!"
"Instead, your back looks like I tried to exsanguinate you."
I turned to face her, and she saw the massive welt on my neck where she'd bitten me. Touching it, she marvelled, "I don't even remember doing either of these things, Liam. You must have had me well and truly wound up!"
"Calling you dirty, even disgusting, names seem to do that to you, babe," I pointed out. "I wonder why that is?"
"I don't really know, baby," Ness replied. "I think hearing you calling me those things kind of gets me in the right mindset to be like what you're calling me. But the best part is that I know you don't think those are actually me. It's just role play."
"I know we agreed never to ask about the other's dalliances, my love," I queried. "But you're not like that when you're with them?"
Vanessa shook her head, "You're the only one that can ignite my inner slut like that. I'm passionate with my dalliances, but I'd never let them spank me or even rough my tits as I do you, and I'd certainly never let them tie me up!"
'Interesting,' I thought. I'd assumed that my wife's sexual escapades with others would be an extension of how she was with me. So I thought —loud passion and almost roughhouse play like we often indulged in when our passions flared. But it sounded like they were more of a romantic tryst than a physical coupling. I wondered if that didn't actually make me a little jealous. Loud passion was just fucking, but if she was making love with her dalliances, I wasn't happy about that!
As if she could read my mind, Ness added more information, "It's not like us when we make love, baby. It's about the sheer joy of sharing your body with wanton abandon with an almost total stranger and the thrill it gives me. I'm just not slutty with them as I am with you."
Feeling better, I took the scrubber from my wife and carefully washed her bits until she had a soft orgasm, then took her to bed to make slow passionate love until we heard the birds announcing the dawn.
I woke around 10.00 am to the delicious smell of bacon cooking. So, stretching and yawning, I took my piss fat to the en suite and forced it down to pee before jumping in the shower. The wet glass and floor showed that my wife had already showered. Then, wearing only my briefs because I knew Ness liked to perve on me, I made my way to the kitchen.
When I got there, Ness was bringing hash browns out of the oven. Looking me over with an appreciative eye, she said, "Nice!"
All Vanessa had on was the tiniest of thongs, so my response was instant, "Same right back at ya, gorgeous!"
Ness grinned, then put the tray down on the stovetop and flexed for me, the muscles on her neck, shoulders, arms, torso, thighs and calves all clearly delineated in the kitchen light. Her breasts stood proudly from her chest as the muscles clenched on her chest.
My mouth dry, I stumbled out, "Wow! Babe, you've obviously upped your exercise levels. What are you pressing now?"
"85 kg (187 lbs)."
"Deadlift?"
"130 kg (287 lbs)."
"More than twice your weight?"
Proudly smiling, Ness replied, "Yup!"
Trying to quell the imminent erection I felt stirring in my groin, I asked, "What's on the agenda for today?"
"You're going to help me clean the house from top to bottom, then fuck off until 7.00 pm," Ness answered, smiling.
"How come?" I asked, meaning the 'fuck off', not the cleaning part. As a thoroughly modern male, I shared the house and garden chores equally with my wife.
"I told you to keep tonight free, yeah? You remember?" I acknowledged with a nod. "Then, when you get home at seven, you'll know why. If you go to the gym, ensure you shower and change before you come home."
Knowing that arguing was a waste of energy, I reluctantly agreed and fetched the vacuum from the hall's closet. Other than the boy's rooms, both are no-go and fly zones, we spent the rest of the morning wiping flat surfaces, vacuuming, mopping and otherwise cleaning until Ness was satisfied everything was spick, span, and ship-shape.
Coming inside after hanging the last of our bed linen on the line, I found Ness waiting for me with a bacon, egg and cheese toasted sandwich and a mug of hot tea. After I'd finished lunch, she handed me my gym bag and golf shoes, smiled, and then teased, "Good Liam. Now fuck off until 7.00 pm."
Grabbing her shoulders, I turned her so she faced the kitchen bench, then forced her breasts onto the top as I ran my fingers under her tautly muscled ass onto her perineum, then tickled over her pussy. "Keep that up, my love. And I'll rip your shorty shorts off and fuck you right here on the bench," I stated.
"You have no idea how much I want you to, lover," Ness panted as I felt her arousal warm my probing fingers. "But save it for tonight. I promise it will be worth it!"
I let my wife up, and when she turned, I hugged her close and kissed her with every ounce of the love I felt for her in my heart.
Her forehead resting on my jugular notch, Ness sighed and said, "I love you, too, baby. More than life itself, do I love you. Now, disappear until it's time for dinner, please."
Phoning my club, I managed to join the last group off and played my first round of competitive golf for the year. Surprisingly, I played well, scoring a respectable thirty-nine points in the Stableford competition (For you non-golfers, this means as a four marker, I'd shot one over the par for the course. In other words, the course rating and my handicap indicated I should have taken seventy-six shots to play the course, but I'd only taken seventy-three). Good enough for third place in A-grade on the day.
Accepting my pro shop voucher, I shook my head and wondered about the perfidies of golf. I'd gone into Saturday comps hitting the ball perfectly in practice, then scored a miserable thirty points or less in the comp. Yet, at other times, I'd hit the ball like a busted ass in the lead-up to the comp but shot forty-plus points on the day.
After retiring from the AFL, I briefly considered trying to make it as a professional golfer, but one look at my swing on camera and I swiftly ditched that idea. As I viewed myself hitting golf balls, David Feherty's 'It looks like a one-armed man trying to wrestle a snake in a phone booth' quote about Jim Furyk's golf swing came to mind.
Unfortunately, even staying at the club until the presentations meant I still had almost an hour to kill before I could head home. Sixty minutes is an awkward amount of time. Not long enough to do a full workout, yet too long to fill in by sitting around drinking after golf.
My playing buddies at The Pacific Golf Club thought I was a 'teetotaller' because I never drank alcohol after playing. After a round of golf, especially in summer, I found that I was dehydrated. As the body more readily absorbs alcohol than water, if I drank, I'd end up with a 'dehydration headache'. So I stayed away from alcohol until I was sure I'd rehydrated my body.
Deciding to head for the gym anyway, I changed into my running gear when I got there and banged out eight kilometres (five miles) in around thirty minutes, then showered and headed for home.
I was surprised to find the house dark when I cut the engine, but as I stepped up to the front door, I could see the flickering light of candles showing through the frosted glass. So, smiling because I thought this would be a romantic evening of eating, drinking wine, soaking in our hot tub and making love, I opened the door to find Ness sitting at the dining table, wearing nothing but 7-inch black pumps and the tiniest of thongs, with her usually tangled, dark red locks tied into a severe braid hanging beside her left breast.
Indicating the spot opposite her, she said, "Sit, lover. Dinner will be served shortly."
'Will be served?' I wondered. 'There must be someone else here. Who could it be?' Although my cock twitched at the thought of fucking my wife with another man again, I was concerned about being in an mfm threesome where I wasn't in control.
When I'd invited Liam to join us, I'd set it up and established all the ground rules. He was clearly aware that I may have freaked out and not been able to continue at any stage during the play session, so I wasn't concerned. However, if Vanessa had invited a man herself, then she'd be in control of the events, and I wasn't sure I could handle being a passenger in my wife's sexual journey.
I needn't have worried, though. Because once I'd sat, Ness picked up a small brass bell and rang it. The door to the kitchen immediately opened, and Adriana walked in, bearing a tray holding a bottle of sparkling wine and two glasses. Crossing to Ness first, Adriana poured her a glass, then came around the table to me. Smiling and with her eyes twinkling mischievously, Adriana poured my drink, then curtsied and left the room.
"Ness? What the fuck?" I managed to strangle out. "Adriana's completely naked, baby. What gives?"
"She most certainly is not 'completely naked', Liam!" My wife replied primly. "She has the same leather binds on her arms and legs that you bought for me. Plus, she has a leather thong holding a vibrating bullet inside her pussy, and a dog collar with clips on the ends of chains attached to her nipples. Therefore, mostly naked, not completely!"
"Pedantics, my love," I growled. "I mean, why is she here and naked?"



"You arranged a surprise threesome for me, and now it's my turn to return the favour!" Then looking at me fiercely, she added, "Your first mff threesome since your last dalliance before Tanya, or maybe ever, I do not know, will not be with those two tubby broads you described earlier. Nor will it be with the delectable Tanya Monie! It will be here tonight with me and the woman I have chosen!"
Stunned, I mumbled, "First ever, Ness. I've had offers, of course. But it always seemed quite tacky to me, so I never took them up."
I lifted my eyes to meet Vanessa's to see her grinning happily. "You mean you, the man who didn't want another dick anywhere near his sex life, had an mfm threesome with me before you had an mff one with anyone?" She asked.
"Is that so hard to believe?" I asked, a little pissed off.
"Quite frankly, yes!" Ness stated. "I assumed at least some of your dalliances would have involved threesomes with two women. You casually mentioned that you had arranged one with Tanya and also arranged to see those women from the plane, so of course, I thought that meant you had them regularly."
"You've never asked," I protested.
"Because we agreed not to discuss our dalliances, remember?"
Feeling slightly defensive, I explained, "Vicky and Leah came as a package deal, so I could have them together or not at all. And Tanya wants to experience it all before she settles down with our son. Trying a little girl-on-girl action is part of that."
Ness looked at me wonderingly, "Liam? Do you think you're in trouble?"
Taking a deep breath and slowly releasing it, I replied, "Yeah, a little bit. I thought you were saying I was neglecting you by arranging an mff threesome with others before you. But, in my defence, love, you've never indicated you'd be interested in something like that."
Giggling demurely, Vanessa blushed and replied, "That's why I organised my own! Now relax, and enjoy the evening." She watched as I took a few deep, relaxing breaths, then asked, "You ready for the first course?"
Trying to smile, I nodded, and Vanessa rang the bell again.
Adriana opened the door at the ring, then placed a bowl of lightly spiced and mixed mushrooms and lamb slivers on the table. Then, to my surprise, she climbed onto the table and lay down where I sat. Ness stood and then spooned the mix onto Adriana's soft tummy. After handing me a spoon, she grinned and said, "A fork might be a bit ouchie on your 'plate's' skin."
Looking at my gorgeous 'plate', I stood to kiss her pouting lips and said, "It is very nice to see you again, Miss Lima."
"Miss Lima's mother, remember?" Adriana giggled.
"Oi!" Ness growled teasingly from the other end of the table. "No molesting the dishes!"
Laughing, I retook my seat and began eating my entrée. Once I'd gathered all the meat and mushroom pieces up, I industrially used my tongue to ensure my 'plate' was as clean as possible, the smell of Adriana's arousal heavy in my nostrils.
"There's a controller clipped to your plate's thong," my wife pointed out.
It was clipped on the hip closest to me, so I removed and examined it. It wasn't turned on, so I turned the dial about a third up.
"Uhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Adriana exhaled as her hips rose from the table before sinking back down, only to rise again immediately.
Adriana lay with her head at my end of the table. Therefore, as she moaned and pulled her knees back and part, Adriana exposed her barely covered snatch to my wife. The next time Adriana groaned, Ness groaned with her. Then, watching Adriana undulate on the table, Ness spread her knees and slid two fingers into her pussy.
Caught up in the moment, my balls aching and dick throbbing, I whispered, "Touch her."
Ness tentatively stretched out her right hand and, with the tip of her forefinger, touched Adriana's clit. When Adriana responded by groaning her appreciation, Ness' fingers became more assured, and she slowly brought our gorgeous friend to a soft, satisfying climax.
I turned off the bullet and reclipped the controller to Adriana's thong.
"Shall I bring in the main meal now, Mistress?" Adriana submissively asked.
"Yes, please, little one," my wife confirmed.
Adriana swung her feet off the table, stood, and returned to the kitchen.
Looking at my wife with a raised eyebrow, I asked, "Mistress? Little one?"
Blushing, Ness, nevertheless, met my gaze before shrugging and saying, "We want to role-play Mistress and slave for you, baby. Is that okay?"
"Oh lawd, yes!" I averred.
"You'll be a passive observer for most of it until we're ready to be fucked. Is that okay, too?"
"Your game, your rules," I confirmed.
Smiling gleefully, Ness added, "That also means no tossing off as you watch, either, Mister!"
"Now, that's just plain mean," I mock bitched.
Adriana bustled in with two steaming plates of roast beef, potatoes, winter vegetables, and Yorkshire puddings. After handing a plate to my wife, she put mine in front of me. Then unclipping her bullet's remote, she gave it to me before unselfconsciously taking her leather thong off and sitting on the table, her exposed, wet pussy only centimetres from my plate. Then, picking up my knife and fork, Adriana began feeding me.
With Adriana cutting my meat and using the fork to feed my dinner into my mouth, my hands were free to do whatever I wanted, so I turned the bullet vibrator in her cunt back up to about half, then began playing with her breasts. I mostly stroked them, but I'd occasionally grasp them between my thumbs and forefingers and twist them as I pulled back.
Trying to concentrate on feeding me, Adriana managed to stave off her orgasm until the last morsel was in my mouth. But, by then, her arousal was so intense and her orgasm so imminent that she fell onto her back and groaned as a sizeable climax washed over her.
Vanessa had finished her dinner earlier and now sat, with her feet on the table's edge, masturbating as she watched me play with Adriana. After Adriana came down from her latest orgasmic high, Ness clapped her hands, then said, "Dessert, wench. Hurry now!"
Adriana, a tiny smile playing along her luscious lips, scurried to the kitchen and soon returned with some apple crumble pie and ice cream, then climbed onto the table before my wife and lay on her back with her heels on the table's edge on either side of my wife's plate, her sex lewdly displayed under Ness' nose.
"Stand behind my chair," Ness commanded. Surprised by her dominant insistence, I swiftly complied. "Watch," Ness added. Then taking a hefty spoonful of her ice cream in her hand, my wife smeared it over Adriana's clit and pussy entrance before taking a deep breath and licking it from Adriana's pussy.
"Wow!" Was all my befuddled mind could think to say. Watching my wife lick ice cream from Adriana's vulva was easily the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. It seemed to overwhelm my senses, and the thinking part of my brain flipped into a mental loop, 'This isn't happening,' it told me. 'No way, is this happening! But, OMFG! She's doing it right in front of me!'
The rest of my brain refused to function, and I had to gasp a deep breath because I'd forgotten to breathe. The one thing I was aware of, other than the delectable sight of Vanessa eating out Adriana, was that my balls ached, and my dick felt stiffer and throbbed more demandingly than ever before.
Next, my wife tested how hot the apple filling was. Then she smeared it over Adriana's breasts before climbing onto the table between Adriana's spread thighs and rubbing her breasts over Adriana's as she kissed her passionately.
Ness lifted her head and said, "You may wipe some ice cream onto my ring, then lick it off."
Of course, I was swift to obey and soon had my tongue delving into Ness' anal crevice, searching for every drop of melted ice cream I could find. However, some had run down onto Vanessa's pussy entrance, so I had to 'clean' that, too. Not that I was disappointed about that!
I felt Ness pushing against my nose, so realising she wanted to move further down, I stood and backed up. My desire to grab my cock and toss off as I watched seemed almost overwhelming, but when Vanessa began licking the apple filling from Adriana's soft, full breasts, I almost my load onto the floor even though I'd resisted touching myself.
Hearing my groans of frustrated desire, Ness turned her head to look at me. Seeing my clenched fists and my cock bouncing swiftly in time with its throbs, she grinned widely, then said, "Kneel on the table above Adriana's head facing me, and cum on her face."
Groaning, "Yes!" I swiftly took the position my wife wanted. However, before I could take myself in hand, Adriana snaked one hand up and cupped my balls as she ran her fingers softly over my cock's head.
That was all it took! With deeply moaned grunts of "URRRGGGHHH! URRRGGGHHH! Uh, uh, URRRGGGHHH!" I spat my nut juice all over Adriana's pretty face, covering her from her hairline to her tits. Some blasts shot far enough to hit Vanessa on the nose.
Grinning, Ness wiped my splodge off with her hand and said, "On her face, not mine, you Muppet!"
"Sorry, babe," I acknowledged. "I guess you could say I'm a little excited here!"
Pointing at my still bouncing erection, Ness replied, "Just a little, huh?"
Ness climbed off Adriana onto the floor, then helped her lover up, too. Kissing Adriana lightly on her lips, my wife said, "Adriana and I will share a shower. You, my man, can sit on the lounge and fantasise about what we're doing in the shower but do not have a wank! Listen for my call, then come to the bedroom."
Chapter 30.
I couldn't sit on the couch. I tried, but my excitement levels were way too high to sit. I felt like I used to just before we ran through the banner onto the ground before a big match. Maybe, against Collingwood or Carlton, something like that. Sixty-thousand fans about to go nuts when their team, the one that usually wasn't us, ran out.
Finally, what felt like about ten years later, I heard Ness call my name. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to be clothed or not, but as my wife hadn't told me to strip, I decided to leave my clothes on. So, not hesitating, I literally ran for our bedroom as fast as I could. Banging through the door, I came to a screeching halt as my mind processed what my eyes saw.
Vanessa had moved one of the low coffee tables from a guest room into our bedroom. Adriana lay naked, face-up, on the table. After placing a pillow under Adriana's lower back, Ness tied her ankles and wrists to the table legs, forcing Adriana's body to arch like the supports on The Story Bridge, her pussy lewdly pushed up and exposed.
"It seems this cunt likes being punished corporally," Ness stated resignedly, pretending to be upset about Adriana's needs. "So, I guess I'll just have to oblige her as you watch."
I turned to face my wife, and my eyes nearly bugged out of my head. To her thong, heels and braid, Ness had added a purple velvet corset that she must've tightened to the point of pain and breathlessness because it clung to her already slender waist as if painted on. The corset had squeezed Vanessa's tits together and mounded them up, making them look at least a full cup size bigger than they were. The corset's base clearly defined her toned, muscly ass.
Under the corset, Ness wore a tiny black satin miniskirt that hugged her ass curves so tightly that she may have been able to wear it in public as it didn't flare until it was past her glorious ass.
On her arms, Vanessa wore black snake armbands that curled from her wrist to elbow, then others that twisted up her upper arms. On her legs, Ness wore gold coin tassels that stretched from just below her groin to her knee.
"Holy Fuck!" I gasped. "Ness, I ... Lawd, I don't know ... Wow!"
"You're not making much sense there, lover," Ness grinned. "I take it you approve?"
"I think you're wearing that to the next function we attend," I growled, my voice full of want and desire. "The men will shit and cum in the pants! The women will turn green, then puke with envy!"
Ness giggled happily, then said, "It's to look like this that I upped my exercise levels for. You, my man, are aging gracefully and elegantly. You're fitter and stronger than you have ever been and seem to grow more handsome every day. Me? I'm beginning to look like my mother!"
"Your mother's hot!" I absently stated as I ogled my wife, willing to forget Adriana and take Ness right there.
"She would be if she lost thirty kilos (65 lbs)," Ness shot back. "And, oi! You've never mentioned you thought Mum was hot before!"
"I wish I hadn't now," I muttered, knowing I'd be ribbed mercilessly about my slip, probably, forever.
"Back to the task at hand," Ness grinned. "What do you think of our little subbie wench?"
"I think she's gorgeous," I answered lustfully, barely taking my eyes off Ness. "But I think she can't hold a candle to you!"
"Yes," Ness agreed. "But I can't fuck myself. However, I am going to fuck this slut as you watch!" Vanessa turned away, showing me her tightly toned ass, and said, "Unzip me."
The only zip was down the entire length of her satin skirt, so I assumed she meant that one, so I swiftly pulled it down and let her skirt drop to the floor. From my vantage point, I could see some leather ties stretching around my wife's hips and under both ass cheeks. I briefly wondered what she had on, but then she turned to face me, and I saw that she wore a strap-on cock. She'd hidden it by facing me after tucking it between her thighs, but when she turned away, she parted her thighs and let it bounce back to where it now sat.
I was overwhelmed. She, my wife, I just ... couldn't! With a slowly exhaled sigh, I pushed my back against the wall and slowly sank until my ass hit the ground. Putting my head on my knees, I closed my eyes and took slow, deep breaths, trying to calm my overloaded senses.
Just short of laughing, Ness asked, "You okay there, babe? You've gone all ghosty white and look like you might pass out!"
Breathing slowly and keeping my eyes closed, I replied, "We've been together some nineteen years, my love. Never, in all those years, have you looked this hot. When I dressed you in leather and displayed you to the postman, I thought you could never look hotter than that, but this Mistress outfit has my mind blown! Seriously, Ness. You look like you could have stepped off the set of a nineteen-fifties film. Well, except for the strap-on, I mean."
Smiling, Vanessa straddled my thighs and lowered her ass onto my thighs, her 'cock' pressed salaciously between us, "I've never seen you like this, baby," she said. "You've always seemed so much more sexually experienced and open than me that I never thought I could blow your mind as I have!" Then she giggled, "I'd have gone all Mistress on you and brought a woman home to fuck years ago if I knew it would tip you upside like this! Now, do I send Adriana home and let you fuck my brains out? Or do I continue with what I had planned for tonight?"
Kissing her fiercely, I gathered my scattered wits and replied, "This is your show, baby. I'm here to do whatever you want me to."
"Good," Ness grinned. "Lose your clothes and watch until I tell you what I want you to do."
With a curdled grin, I replied, "Yes, Ma'am!"
Adriana had laid there silently as Vanessa and I talked, but now there seemed to be action, her eyes opened, and she smiled at us, "This slut is ready, Mistress, Master, to do whatever you require of her."
"Brave words, you whore," Ness sneered. "Let's see if you eat them when we use your holes roughly, as sluts like them used."
I'd never witnessed my wife being like this before. When we played, Ness reacted with lust to being called rude, disgusting, and derogatory names. She didn't dish them out! Other than demands to fuck her harder, or faster, or harder and faster, Vanessa rarely said anything during our lovemaking unless it was to scream out her orgasms. But here she was, demeaning our beautiful friend as if she'd been playing Mistress all her life. It had me hotter than midday in summer in the Kalahari Desert.
As if she could hear my thoughts, Ness looked at me and smiled, then gestured towards a leather tote she'd placed beside the coffee table. Picking it up, I unzipped it before handing it to my wife. Dropping the bag at her feet, Ness took out a flat, black leather horsewhip. Ness tapped it on Adriana's clit as Adriana lifted her head to watch.
"How many, and how hard?" Ness mused as she tapped Adriana's nubbin. "I'm not sure this slut has had much experience with pain, so I think only five, and maybe I start lightly and ramp up if it can take it."
Vanessa had already decided to do precisely that. Her words were part of the mental preparation necessary to push the sub into the right mindset for an intense play session.
"You will count them, my little cock sucking wench, and thank your Mistress for each one." Adriana didn't answer, so Ness pulled on the chain attached to the clips on Adriana's nipples, causing Adriana to take a sharp breath. "What was that, little one?" She facetiously asked. "I didn't hear your response."
"Sorry, Mistress," Adriana apologised. "This little one is ready to do as her Mistress asks."
"Good girl," Ness replied as if she'd been a Mistress all her life. "Ready?"
Adriana nodded, and Ness brought the whip back and slapped Adriana's clit. The hit was much firmer than I expected, making a loud whack sound as it landed.
Adriana twitched as the whip struck but still grunted, "One, thank you, Mistress."
At the end of the 'ess' sound, Ness hit Adriana's clit again. Adriana's response was more of a moan than a grunt as she sighed, "Two, thank you, Mistress."
"I think this slut is enjoying her punishment, Liam. What do you think?"
"I think you may be right, babe. Why don't you ramp up the intensity?" I replied.
This time the strike on Adriana's clitoris sounded more thwack than whack, and she jumped at the impact. Even so, Adriana bit her bottom lip and moaned, "Three, thank you, Mistress."
Pointing at the moisture gathered on Adriana's slit, my wife drolly observed, "So much for it being correction or punishment, huh? Looks like I'm rewarding the whore instead!"
"Then you should stop tapping this little ho bag and hit her in earnest!" I declared.
Ness' eyes widened as she looked at me doubtfully, but she lifted the whip higher and brought it sharply down onto Adriana's pussy entrance.
"Faaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwwww! Thank you, Mistress," Adriana groaned, her hips lifting as if to meet a lover's thrusting cock.
"Where shall I place the last hit, I wonder?" Ness mused. "Here?" She tapped Adriana's perineum. "Maybe here again," Ness tapped Adriana's vulva. "Or, perhaps I should rip one down onto your button?" Ness asked, tapping Adriana's clitoris. "Hmm. Decisions, decisions. I know. Why don't I make it a surprise?" Ness answered herself brightly.
Adriana's head craned to see, but I thought she looked more fascinated by what was to happen, not fearful, as I expected.
Twice, Ness flicked the whip back as if to deliver the blow, and both times, Adriana tensed, expecting the impact. However, Ness feigned those two hits. Instead, as if she were a natural at Domination, she patiently waited until her 'little' relaxed, her head sinking back as Adriana could no longer support it. Then, as soon as Adriana sagged, Vanessa brought the leather end stingingly down onto Adriana's nubbin.
"Fiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiivvvvvvvvvvvvvve," Adriana sighed, extremely close to her climax's precipice.
My wife looked at me, unsure what to do next, so I showed her my first two fingers and thumb, then mimicked pushing them inside a woman and thumbing her clitoris. Ness's sudden grin said it all as she swiftly delved two fingers into Adriana's cunt, her fingers already hooked, searching for Adriana's G-spot. Then, as Ness's fingers and thumb found Adriana's ultimate pleasure spots, Adriana arched up off the table as a sizeable orgasm racked through her.



"Aaaaahhhhhhhh, Gaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwddd!" Adriana growled from deep down in her throat, her hips jumping and juddering in ecstasy.
As Adriana's writhing slowed, her peak passed, and now on the downward slide, Ness whispered, "What now?" in my ear.
"Do you have a riding crop in there?" I asked, gesturing towards the bag.
"No. Just this," Ness replied, hefting the whip.
"It'll still work," I explained. "A riding crop has a leather clapper on the end, so it makes a heap of noise, but it doesn't hurt that much. You'll have to be careful how much force you use, though."
"What do you want me to do?"
My aching balls and throbbing cock, with precum dripping from its end, weren't making it easy to think, but I replied, "Crop her nipples. Five on either side. But first, untie her hands so she can play with her pussy as you do it."
Maintaining a severe façade, Ness stooped over Adriana, her strap-on 'cock' brushing Adriana's forehead, and undid the binds holding our lover to the table.
"Get your fingers in your whore's cunt," Ness demanded. "I'm taking this to your tits now," she hefted the whip. "Five on each side, I think. If your pussy ass doesn't wimp out first! Don't forget to thank me for them."
Adriana's hands flew onto her pussy, and her fading orgasm swiftly reversed, and she began climbing toward another climax.
Now that Adriana could move, Ness shuffled her down the table and propped a pillow under her head so she could 'watch the action'. Then, picking up the leather whip, Vanessa ran it over Adriana's nipples, sometimes pausing to tap lightly on them.
"Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd," Adriana moaned as Ness rubbed her tits with the whip, and her fingers flew over her clit faster.
Patiently waiting for Adriana to tip her head back, Ness continued rubbing the whip over Adriana's breasts. Then, as soon as Adriana tilted her head back and moaned with lust, my wife flicked the end of the whip onto Adriana's nipple.
"Ow!" Adriana yelped. "One, thank you, Mistress."
In swift succession, Vanessa alternated four whacks across Adriana's tits.
"Ouch! Shit! Ow! Ow!" Adriana yipped but swiftly said, "Two, three, four, and five." Thank you, Mistress."
"Interesting," my wife observed. "This slut's tits are more sensitive than her cunt. Maybe the pounding you gave this piece of cock meat desensitised her clit?" Ness dipped a finger past Adriana's thrusting fingers and into her pussy, "It's turning the whore on, though. She couldn't be hotter or wetter!"
Finished with her commentary, Ness whacked Adriana's breast again before rubbing her hands softly over Adriana's nipples, stimulating her pleasurably instead of painfully. Alternating the pleasure/pain process is the key to massive orgasms for submissive people. However, meshing the pain with pleasure also worked as effectively, if not better, than alternating it.
"Six, thank you, Mistress," Adriana moaned, her eyes unfocusing as another orgasm approached.
Understanding that her new lover was on the verge of a stupendous orgasm, Vanessa swiftly delivered four more alternated hits onto Adriana's nipples. Then to my surprise and Adriana's delight, Ness knelt between Adriana's thighs and battered her clit with her tongue.
Adriana exploded, bouncing up and down on the tabletop so hard I wondered if she'd break it. Adriana came so hard that her screams were silent, her entire body locked into a rictus as her orgasm blasted through her. Then, finally, Adriana collapsed, her muscles relaxing and a slowly exhaled breath wafting from her.
Smiling, Adriana said, "Wow, Vanessa! Your tongue feels so different on me to Liam's. Softer, less urgent and insistent. It felt fantastic on my pussy and clit!"
Wiping her mouth, Ness grinned and said, "You're welcome little one. You ready for me to fuck you now?"
"Ready? Adriana breathed. "I'm dying for you to."
It was all I could do not to cum on the spot, and I didn't think I was any chance of hanging on any longer when Ness mounted her, but, man, did I want to see it! I assumed they'd move to the bed because Adriana and my wife talked more like lovers than Mistress and little. But instead, Ness moved to Adriana's head and offered her 'cock' to Adriana's mouth.
After eagerly gobbling my wife's dick, Adriana put on a show for us by deep-throating it and lasciviously running her tongue over and around it, just as she would if it were a real cock. That nearly brought on my incipient orgasm, but my wife kneeling before my previous dalliance and pulling her clit's hood back before positioning her 'cock' at Adriana's entrance and guiding it inside caused me to have my first hands-free orgasm since I was a teenager.
Ness looked at my spurting cock and smiled, "Wow!" She said. "I never realised how much seeing me do this would turn you on. If I'd have known, I'd have given into my bisexual fantasies years ago."
"It was something you never mentioned until only the other night, babe," I embarrassedly replied, taking some tissues from the box on Ness' vanity and cleaning my mess up.
"Do you want to use our little's mouth as I fuck her cunt?" Ness needlessly asked.
Of course, I wanted to. In fact, it was all I could do not to peel Ness off Adriana, then throw her on the bed and vigorously fuck her until she screamed in orgasmic ecstasy, leaving Adriana naked and wanting on the table.
It was awkward. The height of the table meant that with her head on the table, Adriana was too high for my dick to reach her mouth. But, if she moved up so that her head hung off the back of the table, her pussy was too far up for Vanessa to penetrate comfortably.
Disgusted, Ness stated, "This isn't working. Let me untie her, and we'll take her to bed."
Needless to say, we fucked Adriana every which way until late Sunday afternoon when it was nearing time for our boys to come home. Ness ate Adriana as Adriana returned the favour. My wife fucked Adriana in her pussy as I fucked Adriana's ass. I fucked Adriana's pussy as Ness fucked her ass. Adriana took a turn with the strap-on, and we both fucked my wife. Ness had her 'cock' in Adriana's ass as I jammed mine down Adriana's throat.
If there was a combination we missed, it was only because Ness, a little over-excited watching me fuck Adriana missionary style, tried to mount me and push her 'cock' in my ass. Of course, that wasn't happening, but everything else did!
We were so exhausted that I ordered Adriana a cab, promising to drop her car off the next day. But Adriana smiled and said, "I won't need it until next Saturday. So why don't you send your eldest over in my car to 'cut my grass'?"
"You're happy to teach him what he needs to know?" I cautiously asked. "If he finds out you and his mother are lovers, he'll freak out. If he finds out you and I have been lovers, you'll never get him into bed."
Adriana giggled sexily, then ran her hands down her body, "You think that he can resist this?"
She had a point, so I shook my head, smiled, and said, "Have fun!"
Grinning as she helped Adriana into the cab's backseat, Ness said, "I'm pretty sure they will!"
Chapter 31.
The following Sunday evening, after Gary hadn't come home Saturday night, he cornered me in my study.
"Do you know Mum's friend Adriana?" He opened with.
"Mrs Ferreira?" I cautiously answered.
"Yeah."
"I met her once when I picked your mum up from work one day," I ventured.
"She says her husband left her. Do you know if that's true?"
"Your mum said something about it, but I wasn't paying a lot of attention," I carefully responded.
"So, you reckon she is single?"
"What does it matter?" I asked. "You were only dropping off her car and doing yard work for her. Weren't you?"
Gary shut my study door before saying, "Dad, she fucked me non-stop from when I dropped her car off at lunchtime yesterday until about forty-five minutes ago when she insisted I shower before she dropped me home."
Frowning, I said, "Okay, umm, good. I guess. But why are you telling me?"
"Because she wants me to do things to her, and I'm not sure I can."
"Do things?" I asked, knowing full well what he meant.
"Tie her up. Smack her bottom. Slap her face. Squeeze her tits hard. You know, things!" He explained.
"Some women are into that, son. You know that," I chided.
"Like Mum is?"
Embarrassed, I admitted his mother liked that occasionally but that it wasn't the only thing we did.
"Mum glows for days after you and she have had one of your sessions, Dad," Gary pointed out. "So, Aaron and I aren't bothered by it. The love you and Mum share is palpable, you know? None of my friend's parents are like that. Most seem to barely tolerate each other."
"So, what's the problem?" I asked.
"I'm barely nineteen, Dad. What would a mid-thirties woman want with me? She's old enough to be my mother, for goodness sake!"
"I'm guessing it's the virility and eagerness of youth, son. Maybe she didn't get to have much fun when she was younger, and now that she's separated, she's making up for lost time. Why? Are you complaining?"
"Hell no!" Gary stated emphatically. "She's invited me back next Friday and wants me to stay for the weekend."
"She's an attractive woman if I remember her correctly," I said. "So, lucky you!"
"Do you think Tanya Monie still likes me?" Gary suddenly asked.
Concerned that he may have gotten wind of my dalliance with her, I carefully asked, "How would I know? I haven't spoken to her much since we went up for Larry's eighteenth."
"You went up for Tanya's eighteenth."
'Oops,' I thought. 'This could be bad!' But I said, "Not true. I went up to host a function, and it happened to be the weekend of Tanya's birthday, so she told me to come and say hi. I stayed with Jim and Ellen for a few days relaxing, then came home."
"She used to call me at least once a week but hasn't called at all since her birthday."
"Have you made an effort to call her? Kept in touch? Done anything to indicate you're interested in her?"
Gary coloured, "It was always her, Dad. She initiated every contact between us, so no. I haven't called her."
"And how long before your mother began ignoring me if I ignored her first, do you reckon?"
My son grinned, "She'd have a knife against your nuts demanding to know who you were fucking before the week was out, Dad!"
"There you go, then," I pointed out. "That's your answer. Maybe she got sick of doing all the work. Why don't you use the phone in here and call her? I'll go see what your mother's doing."
"She's in the garden weeding," Gary told me as he picked up my notebook to look for the Monie's number.
"In her string bikini?" I lustfully asked.
"It's too bloody cold for that, you pervert!" My son teased.
"You're not so big that I can't turn you over my knee and spank you," I mock growled.
"Yeah? Try it, old man!" Gary continued to tease, drawing out 'old man' to add further insult.
"I'll send your mother in here to sort you out," I threatened.
Gary pretended to shudder, "No! Please don't! That shriek of hers goes right up my spine!"
Getting a rake out of the shed, I joined Ness in our flower garden and helped prepare it for spring and the growth period imminent.
A few weeks later, I was on another plane, winging my way back to Rockhampton. This time, only Tanya greeted me at the airport. Sweeping her into my arms, I squeezed my arms around her mid-back and squeezed her tightly to me. Then after straightening and lifting her off the ground, I kissed her with everything I had.
"Hello, my love. I'm surprised to see you here alone."
"Hello, Daddy Liam," Tanya answered but seemed sad. "I asked Isla if I could have you alone for a time today. Do you mind if we go to Coffee Society and chat before I take you home?"
"That doesn't sound good, baby," I replied. "Are we okay?"
"Yes, Daddy Liam," Tanya giggled, kissing my cheek. "We'll talk about it at the café, okay?"
We chatted about inanities while driving to the café and until the waitress brought our coffees. Then Tanya said, "I've arranged with Mary to meet us at home on Monday morning, Daddy. I will have my first lesbian experience with you to guide me. Then, after she's gone home, you'll fuck me for the last time. As of Tuesday, I'm your son's girl, and it's inappropriate for me to continue having sex with you."
"You and Gary have been talking?" I asked.
"Yes. He calls me every night now. He's changing, Daddy. He's much more relaxed and assertive now. Sending him to Adriana Ferrier was a masterstroke!"
I was sad but not surprised. I had hoped to continue seeing Tanya until Isla and I consummated our love affair, at least. Longer if she'd let me. But Tanya calling it off because she wanted to be exclusive with my son wasn't a shock at all. So, I smiled and said, "Gary's a lucky guy. But, seriously, Tanya, if things were different and I were younger, I'd want you for my wife."
"Isla is better suited to be your wife," Tanya surprisingly said. "Did she tell you we're both starting at Griffith University next year? She wants to be a nurse like Aunty Nessa, and I'm studying for my Bachelor of Business."
Curious, after I'd sipped my coffee, I asked, "Why do you say that Isla's better suited to be my wife than you? Personality wise, you are much closer to Ness than Isla is, and Ness and I have a strong marriage."
Tanya patted my cheek fondly, "Because Isla is prepared to share, Daddy Liam," she said. "I am not. My man needs to be exclusive to me. He will not receive 'day passes' to have flings with random sluts. Nor will I have frivolous affairs with others!"
"Don't look now," I grinned. "But not only did you just name yourself a slut, but you also called our love 'frivolous'!"
Blushing, Tanya corrected herself, saying that her man would not be allowed to stray and that what we had together was beautiful but had to end. She wanted to have a threesome with me as a final glorious ending and that she'd love me forever and remember our nights together fondly for just as long.
The Jimmy Nail song 'Ain't No Doubt' where Mr Nail sings 'I know a goodbye when I hear one' briefly played through my mind, but I realised I was being foolish and probably a little jealous of my eldest son, so I dismissed those thoughts from my mind.
Instead, I brightly said, "Shame that Miss Kelly Jelly Belly Bell isn't here for you to rag on again. That was pretty funny last time."
Tanya sniffed primly and said, "I feel a bit mean for insulting her and putting her down like that. But, at the same time, I couldn't let her get away with insulting you like that!"
I blinked, "Me? It was you she was having a go at. I thought you handled her perfectly."
"I think Kelly's dad may have been inappropriate with her. She seemed to go from innocent little girl to promiscuous ho way too quickly, if you know what I mean. Besides, Kelly implied you were old enough to be my grandfather and Daddy Liam?" Tanya added to tease me. "You don't look a day older than fifty, so you can't possibly be old enough to be my grandfather!"
I deadpanned my response, "So, Miss Tanya Elizabeth Monie, you're saying you want to be paddled on our last day together?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes, please! I'm dripping just thinking about it!" Tanya moaned. "But let's leave this discussion here before I demand you book us into a motel room and spend the afternoon fucking me."
"I'd be up for that, Tan-Tan baby," I lustfully stated.
"I'd love to, Daddy, I really would. But I can't do that to Isla. She was so good to me during my year long build up to becoming a woman with you, giving me plenty of space to dream about and anticipate our time together and not asking for much of your time at all. I will do the same for her. I love you, Daddy Liam. I always will. But we'll have one more glorious time together, then never mention again that we were intimate lest Gary finds out."
It wasn't a choice for me to make, but I had to admit that she made sense. Gary needed to remain unaware that Tanya and I were intimate if she and my eldest were to marry. Gary wouldn't expect his future wife to be a virgin, but marrying someone his father had fucked would be a step too far for him.
Then, as if my naming her caused her to appear, Kelly Bell walked through the café's doors and marched across to us. To her credit, Kelly had shed most of the weight she'd piled on since leaving high school and now looked almost back to her full-figured, curvaceous self. The most significant difference, though, was the absence of a sneer on her face.
Instead of sneering some insulting comment, Kelly politely said, "Hi, Tanya. I never did get to meet your friend. May I be introduced?"
Suspicious, but being equally polite, Tanya introduced me, "Kelly Bell, meet my friend Liam Shephard. Liam, this is Kelly Bell."
I stuck out my hand, but Kelly ignored it and kissed my cheek, "Pleased to meet you, Mister Shephard," she, oh so sweetly, said. Then the pleasant smile disappeared, and her perpetual sneer returned. "I know you fucked Tanya the slut before her eighteenth birthday, you fucking pervert," she snarled. "I ought to walk across to the police station and report you right this minute!"
Before I could reply, Tanya sneered, "Whassa matter, Kelly, green with envy, Jelly Belly? Your father stop fucking you because you got too old and fat? Your sister must be old enough by now. Is he fucking her instead?"
Tanya's earlier conjecture must have hit the mark because Kelly burst into tears and ran from the café.
Pensively watching her go, Tanya said, "Damn, I think I was right, and she was molested. Shit, what do I do now? I'm sure her father will be at her younger sister, so I have to report it. But how? You can't just drop into the police station and make that kind of accusation without any proof, can you?"
Thinking the consequences through, I asked, "Did you know the guidance counsellor at your school?"
Tanya shook her head, "I never had call to go near her. I knew what I wanted to do since my first year at high school, and I never had any personal problems at school, either."
"Is this something you could talk to Isla about? If Kelly's sister has recently turned eighteen, or worse, if she's younger, then Isla could raise this as a concern to the counsellor on Monday. That would start an investigation with no one knowing it was you who discovered their dirty secret."
"That's a brilliant idea, Daddy Liam," Tanya exclaimed. "It's time for us to go home, so I'll tell her when we get there."
We travelled in companionable silence back to the Monie residence. When we arrived, I grabbed my travel bag from the backseat and turned to go inside, but at Tanya's, "Harrumph," I turned back to her.
"You haven't kissed me since we said hello at the airport, Daddy Liam," she pointed out. "I want a kiss that curls my toes, makes my pussy flood instead of drip, and makes my nipples hard enough to take out an unwary eye! It's the last one like that I get until Monday, so you'd better not disappoint!"
Laughing, I held out my hands, and Tanya melted into them, "Oh, Daddy Liam," she sighed. "Why couldn't you have been born twenty years later? I will love and honour your son but know that you will always be my first love."
I picked Tanya up and crushed her to my chest, her legs lifting to wrap around my hips. Then letting my hand run up her skirt onto her firm young ass, I tilted my head to the side and gently locked lips with my young lover. Then holding my love for her brightly in my mind, I slid the hand on her bottom under her and onto her knicker-covered pussy, and kissed her with every ounce of skill and knowledge I had. I knew I was doing something right because the dampness on my fingers turned to soaking wetness, and her pussy burned hot to my touch.
Letting our kiss break momentarily, I whispered, "I love you, my darling Tan-Tan baby. Show me you love me by cumming for your Daddy Liam." Then locked lips with her again.



That was all it took because Tanya shuddered on my fingers with a barely stifled groan, and her juices spilled through her knickers onto my probing digits.
"Oh, Daddy Liam," Tanya sighed again. "I love you and wish you could take me to bed, but we'd better go in and say hello to the family."
Larry was the only one missing, so I hugged Jim and Ellen and shook Jason's hand before opening my arms wide so that Isla could leap into them, as she typically did. Then hugging her, I sat on the couch as she turned and lay her head on my shoulder before sighing happily but bitching, "You took so long to come home from the airport, Daddy Liam. I began to wonder if you hadn't run away with my sister."
I pretended to consider the idea seriously before saying, "Now, there's something I haven't considered before! What about it, Tan-Tan baby? Shall we elope and get married?"
Jim winced, but Ellen and Tanya grinned. Tanya answered, "Not on your life, Daddy Liam! I'm marrying your son, and it will cost Dad a squillion because it will be an all out fancy-do wedding!"
"Eloping with Liam's son sounds good to me, Tanya," Jim facetiously said. "No need for a wedding at all, then."
"You all are so funny," Isla drily observed. "But funny, as in 'messed up in the head', not funny, ha ha!"
With my hands carefully around Isla's tummy, I kissed her cheek and asked, "Where are we going for dinner tonight, honey?"
"I've booked us a table at The Bush Inn Bar & Grill Steak House for 7.30 pm, Daddy Liam," Isla confirmed. "Mum says we can borrow her car to go."
'Oooh!" I teased the Monie parents. "Does that mean we can go parking afterwards?"
"Yes!" Isla emphatically stated as Jim growled, "Only if you want my fist in your face when you get home!"
Ellen, who sat demurely at her husband's side, added, "No parking until Isla turns eighteen. After then, it's not our business anymore!"
I kissed Isla's cheek again and whispered, "Eleven months, my love, and I'll take you to paradise."
"My love?" Tanya mock complained. "I thought I was your love?"
"Well, you and Vanessa, and Isla, oh, and I forgot about Adriana and Vicky, and ..." I stopped when Tanya threw a cushion at me, and Isla pinched my arm.
Time passed, and it was nearing 7.00 pm and almost time to leave for the restaurant. I'd brought my midnight grey suit with me, which I paired with a satin black button-down shirt and my black pointy-toed boots. I was tempted to leave my stubble beard because Ness loved that look, but she always complained of beard rash after I kissed her, so I went with the clean-shaven look.
Exiting my room as Isla left hers, I stumbled to a stop and stared. Isla wore a shimmering dark aqua-blue dress that clung to her every curve. It revealed a barely decent amount of breast mounds and had a side slit on her left leg to barely below her knicker line. A skin-toned silk stocking held in place with a garter peeked as she pushed her left knee forward with her shoulders back, standing proud and posing as a model would.
"This will be my School Formal (Australia's equivalent of a Senior Prom) dress, Daddy Liam," Isla announced, glowing under my appreciative gaze. "Mum said I could wear it tonight as a special occasion."
"If I'd known, I would have bought you a corsage, honey. Looking so glamorous, it seems a shame for you not to have one!"
Smiling, Ellen stepped in front of me and gave me a simple white one to give to her daughter.
"Thank you, Ellen. That is very considerate and sweet of you!" I told her, feeling genuine affection for her for the first time.
"Just don't go letting it get around that I'm sweet or considerate!" Ellen growled, stepping back.
Grinning at her, I replied, "Never! Can't see that carefully crafted image of yours being damaged in any way!"
I stepped closer to Isla, and being very careful not to poke the pin into her skin or touch anything I shouldn't have, I set the corsage above Isla's left breast, then offered her my arm to walk her to the car.
Ellen had other ideas, of course. "Tonight with you will be more important to Isla than her School Formal, Liam," she pointed out. "If you think you're getting out of here without a thousand pictures, you're kidding yourself!
We barely made it to the restaurant in time for our booking, but that worked out well, as the receptionist said they were running behind and did we mind taking a seat at the bar and waiting until our table was cleared and wiped down. I grinned at the receptionist suggesting a drink at the bar as that meant she hadn't pegged Isla as under-aged.
Isla smiled then leant in close to whisper, "Do you think I should order a cocktail and see if they'll serve me?"
"Sure," I replied as I ordered a whisky neat for me and a mocktail for my young date. "That'll get you fined $5oo, me fined twice that, and the establishment twice that again."
"This is a cocktail," Isla pointed out, sipping her drink.
"It looks like one, at least," I explained. "But it has no alcohol."
"But anyone watching wouldn't know any different, so thank you, Daddy Liam, for treating me like an adult."
"You are an adult, Isla," I growled. "It's only a bunch of stick-up-their-asses old men who think you have to be eighteen to be allowed to do what your body has told you've been ready for since puberty!"
Isla sighed, "Well, Daddy, it's the law, so we'll be good law-abiding citizens and wait until my eighteenth birthday."
Calming myself down, I answered, "That we will, my love. That we will."
Dinner was superb, the conversation scintillating, and, unfortunately, it was soon time to pay the bill and head for home. If we were in Brisbane, I could have found a late-night ice cream parlour or choclateria where we could have sat and chatted over coffee, but being Rockhampton, the only places open were licenced venues or McDonalds, so, without options, home was the only place we could go.
It was relatively early, so I found a park near the river despite Jim's threatened actions and held Isla's hand as we chatted. Limiting ourselves to the occasional soft lip kiss, we enjoyed each other's company until the time meant we had to go home.
I hugged Isla outside her bedroom door, complimented her on how beautiful she was, thanked her for a wonderful night, and promised to spend the day with her tomorrow. However, I was unsurprised to wake Sunday morning with Isla asleep on my chest.
Kissing her upturned forehead, "I said, "Getting to be a habit, this is."
"I feel so safe and protected when I sleep on you, Daddy," Isla explained as she stretched and yawned, then propped herself on her elbows on my chest and looked up at me. "Sometimes I have bad dreams, but I never do when I sleep on your chest."
"If your parents find you alone with me, they'll wonder what we're doing, honey."
But Isla shook her head, "They trust you, Daddy. And even if they didn't, they trust me, so they'd be okay with it. Besides, I told Mum I sleep lying on you when you're here."
"And she's okay with you doing that?" I asked doubtfully.
"She wishes that she could," Isla muttered. Then smiled and said, "She and Dad have been much better as a couple since you got Dad to take a hairbrush to Mum's ass! I worried they'd divorce, but now they're like teenagers with how they kiss and carry on.
One of the old biddies at her church told Mum that Dad was 'backsliding', and Mum tore her a new one. Usually, she'd listen politely, then promise to take steps to bring Dad back to the Church's way, but this time she let the uptight old hag know that she was proud of her husband and couldn't wish for a better one and that the old woman should mind her own damned business!"
"It was your sister's idea," I clarified. "Well, she said that if I wanted Ellen to treat me better, I should paddle Ellen's ass, then fuck her. But I'd never do that to your father, so I encouraged him to do it instead."
Shaking her head as if mystified by my stupidity, Isla said, "Yeah, that's what I said. She's been much better since you got Dad to belt her ass."
Once again defeated by teenage girl logic, I gave up arguing and said, "You need to roll off, honey. I gotta pee."
Sitting up and pouting as she tightened her dressing gown's sash, Isla bitched, "But I was comfortable, Daddy Liam." Then brightening, she asked, "If I misbehave, will you take a hairbrush to my backside?"
"Is that something you think you'd like?" I countered.
"I don't know," Isla confessed. "I guess it's something I'll have to try when I'm old enough."
"We'll work it out then," I agreed.
"Go wash your face and settle that mop you call hair down, Daddy Liam, and I'll meet you in the kitchen with some breakfast."
"Yes, Ma'am," I teased as I mock saluted, then walked from the room.
Ellen sat at the kitchen table when I entered the kitchen. Patting the seat next to her, she said, "Come, Liam. Sit with me."
'Oh, shit!' I thought as I sat. 'Mumma bear's awake and pissed! What the fuck am I going to do?'
I looked at Ellen steadily as Isla brought toast. Then, to my surprise, Ellen buttered it as she said, "Isla and Tanya have been accepted into Griffith University in Nathan next year, Liam. Tanya wants to stay in the Dorms, but Isla has asked if she can stay with you. Did you know that?"
"She hasn't mentioned anything to me," I pointed out as I held Ellen's gaze.
Nodding, Ellen placed the slices on my plate, ready to receive the eggs, "I know my daughter is ready to love you now, Mister Shephard. But for all of our sakes, you must resist until her eighteenth birthday, okay?"
"I promised your husband, you, Isla and Ness that I would, Ellen. Do you believe that I'm not a man of my word? If I weren't, you'd be explaining why your face dripped my cum to your daughters that night."
"I was willing to take you into my cunt," Ellen admitted. "And I would have loved every second of it until I came down from my orgasmic high and realised I'd have to confess to my daughters, sons and husband. So, thank you for being stronger than I was and denying me."
I leaned forward to whisper quietly enough that Isla couldn't hear and said, "I want you, Ellen. You're as sexy as all fuck, and I believe you go off in the sack. But I will not do that to your husband or your family."
Shuddering with denied orgasm, Ellen whisperingly replied, "I want you too, Liam. But, as you say, I wouldn't do that to your wife or my family and husband. However, I want you to promise me something."
Equivocating, I answered, "That depends on what you want, Ellen."
"When your wife and my daughter come to you with their proposal, you'll listen and not automatically reject what they offer."
Still avoiding, I replied, "What will they offer?"
"Not for me to say, Ellen responded. "But I know that Isla asked your wife years ago if she could ask you."
"Ask me what?"
"Not for me to say," Ellen reiterated. "But understand this —Tanya loves you and wants to learn from you. Isla loves you and wants to be with you."
"I'll never leave Vanessa," I pointed out.
"You won't have to," Ellen mysteriously answered.
Well, what the fuck was that supposed to mean? Unfortunately, Isla brought our bacon and eggs to the table, and I had to end my conversation with her mother and eat my breakfast.
As I ate, I turned my thoughts from the troubling issues that Ellen had raised and asked Isla, "What's the plan for today, baby?"
"Dad says we can borrow his car, so you're taking me to church, then we're meeting with some of my friends at Coffee Society, where I'm going to show off my adult boyfriend, and you're going to charm them so that they want you too."
"As easy as that, huh?" I teased.
"My friends are all at least the same age as Tanya, Daddy Liam," Isla explained. "That means you can flirt with them and not get in trouble."
"Why would you want me to flirt with them if I'm your boyfriend?" I asked, curious about her reasons.
"Because I want them to know what they're missing, Daddy Liam," Isla explained.
"And if I decide to take them somewhere and show them what they're missing?"
"As always, Daddy, if you want to fuck some random slut, you're allowed to ask Aunty Nessa for a 'day pass'. But I doubt she'll give you one because you're supposed to spend time with me."
Curious, I said, "A question. No, actually, two questions. You wouldn't be jealous? And, why 'Daddy Liam' but 'Aunty Nessa'?"
"You're not my man yet, Daddy Liam," Isla explained. "So why would I be jealous? Which was fair enough, but I still would have thought she should be angry or jealous if I took her somewhere, then disappeared with someone else and fucked them. But Isla continued, "Aunty Nessa has always seemed more like a sister to Tanya and me than another mother, but we've always felt safe, loved and protected when we're with you, kind of like we do when we're with Daddy, so you became 'another daddy' to us.
Then she grinned mischievously and added, "Except having sex with my daddy would be just wrong no matter what age I am, but I'm longing to be old enough to make love with you!"
"There's that teenage logic again,' I thought, momentarily missing the surety of my youth.
Breakfast done, I thanked the girls and went to get ready for church, wondering if my skin would burn or the roof collapse when I walked in because it had been so long since I attended one, and I'm fairly certain the church disapproved of many of the things I do.
'The problem with organised religion,' I thought. 'Is that it's much more concerned about controlling your mortal body than saving your immortal soul.' However, my young friend wanted me to do this, so I'd suck it up and do it.
Church passed uneventfully. No angels appeared, threatening to end my life if I entered, no bolts of lightning hit the church, nor did the church's roof fall in. However, as the parishioners gathered outside after the services, it was apparent that Isla and I were the subject of much speculation. The tongues wagged harder when Ellen and Tanya briefly joined us before we exchanged cheek kisses and separated to get in cars and go our differing ways.
Arriving at Café Society, the waiter greeted me pleasantly as she remembered me from yesterday when I came with Tanya, "Table for two?" She asked.
"We're joining that table there," Isla said, pointing to a table where three giggling teenagers sat, openly studying us.
To the 'ooohs" of the other girls, I held Isla's seat as she sat before taking mine. I remembered enough of the menu and knew Isla's tastes well enough to say, "Would you like me to order for you, baby?"
Trying not to act like the giggling schoolgirls opposite us, Isla nodded coolly, as if having her man order for her was a daily occurrence and answered, "That would be great, Daddy Liam."
Turning to the waitress, I said, "For the gorgeous woman beside me, I'll have the two egg white omelette with cream cheese, spinach, salmon and mushrooms, along with a long black coffee with lactose-free milk on the side. I'll have the big breakfast with as big a bucket of flat white coffee as you have. The other lovely ladies at the table will order for themselves."
The other three stared at me, gaping, and it took three goes before the waitress could elicit what they wanted from them.
Smiling serenely, Isla waited until the waitress left before saying, "Michelle, Ella, and Meral, meet the man who, when I turn eighteen, will make me a woman, Liam Shephard. Liam, meet Michelle, Ella and Meral."
Blushing, which was Isla's intention, I said, "Hello," and waited for the inevitable questions. Looking the girls over, I thought, 'Michelle and Ella look like stereotypical late nineties young adults, white (Michelle) and black (Ella) crop tops over swirl patterned skin-tight trousers, with faux-leather bomber-type jackets casually thrown over one shoulder. Both girls were, 'I drink black coffee and diet Pepsi instead of eating' thin, instead of a good diet and exercise slender as Isla was.
However, the third woman, Meral, was a vision of exquisite loveliness. Tall, for a woman, at, I guess, around 173 cm (5ft-8) and powerfully built, Meral had honey blonde, wavy hair, brown eyes, and a wide mouth with full, pouting lips. And the woman was stacked! Easily a sixteen Double-D, Meral's breasts sat like firm, ripe honeydew melons on her young chest.
Dressed more conservatively than her friends, Meral wore a plain black T-shirt over baggy jeans and black boots. She had a black sweater hanging off her shoulders and tied around her neck. Unfortunately (or is that fortunately?), where the sleeves' knot hung, only served to emphasise Meral's impressive chest.
Isla pinched me under my armpit, "Yes, they're an impressive set of knockers," she hissed, keeping her voice low enough that only I heard. "But you don't have to sit staring at them drooling, with your tongue lolling out!"
Ignoring Isla whilst surreptitiously trying to rub the pain of her pinch away, I smiled and said, "Meral? Interesting name. I'm guessing Turkish or Persian?"
"Turkish," Meral confirmed. "Meral Urfan. We came here from Ankara when I was just a baby."
"Muslim?" I asked.
"Yeah, but non-practising. That's why we moved here. Australia's so secular we could leave all that bullshit behind."
I engaged Meral in some idle chitchat for a time before our meals arrived, then I turned to Isla and murmured, "If you're going to carry on with the jealous act, I will take Meral to a hotel and spend the afternoon fucking her. So, suck your bottom lip up and realise that I would never cheat on Ness, nor you, like that. But I will, just to make a point, if I have to. Besides, what the? You told me that you weren't the jealous type!"
"You were perving on her tits!" Isla growled quietly, obviously not as okay with me showing an interest in her friends as she said she would be. "You're here with me, and you're perving on another woman."
"Do you think she's prettier than you?" I asked. "That she has a better personality? That I know her well enough to form an attachment to her? No, my love, you're showing your insecurity by believing I would dump you for her, nothing more. Or are you insecure in my love for you? Do you think I'm a frivolous child that would hurt a woman he loves by casually picking up another when I'm out with her?"
"You ask for 'day passes' from Aunty Nessa all the time!"
"Less than one a year since we married, is hardly 'all the time'. But, regardless, I have never tried to pick up a woman when I was out with Ness. Nor would I do that to you, my love. So, I repeat —quit with the jealous act, or I will pick up Meral and maybe the other two, given they're giving my 'cow eyes' and fuck them all."
Isla took a couple of deep breaths, then relaxed. Finally, she smiled at me, "I guess that's my first lesson on how to be your woman, huh, Daddy Liam? It's all so new, Daddy. But I will improve, Daddy Liam. I promise."
"All good over there?" Meral asked, her eyes twinkling.
"Yeah," Isla confessed. "I just got bit by the green-eyed jealousy monster, and Daddy Liam had to set me straight.
Meral shook her head, grinning disappointedly at her friend, "He loves you, Isla. Hell, even these two addle-minded brats can see that! Even if they are wetting their knickers and making goo-goo eyes at your man."
"We are not!" Michelle and Ella denied together. Then Ella added, "Okay, maybe a little. But he is damn hot, and you have to admit that!"
"I'm sitting right here," I protested mildly.
Meral and Michelle nodded, apparently agreeing that I was 'hot'.
Having breakfast with Isla was an interesting experience for me, as usually, if I was sitting at a table with a woman I wanted sexually, I'd spend all that time doing my best to turn her on. But, of course, that would be totally inappropriate until Isla turned eighteen, so I had to carefully keep my hands to appropriate areas. In the end, I took to simply holding her hand as I sipped my coffee refill.



After around two hours of coffee and conversation, we took our leave from the café and went walking around downtown Rockhampton. Isla was still mostly silent, so I found a quiet corner of the mall area, sat down, and pulled her onto my lap.
"Okay, Miss Isla, my love, what's up your ass? Surely you're not still jealous of Miss Jugs?"
"Miss Jugs?" Isla tittered. "I'm telling Meral you called her that!" Then she sobered and said, "I'm learning that Nessa is much stronger and more secure in your love than I am, Daddy Liam." Tears formed in her eyes, and she clung to me fiercely. "Tell me that you love me, Daddy, please. Tell me that you want to be my first."
Kissing Isla's salty with tears cheek, I replied, "You need never fear how strong my love for you is, Isla. I know I've said the same thing to your sister, but it applies equally to you —if it wasn't for Ness, and if you were twenty years older or I twenty younger, I'd want you for my wife. So, yes, my darling Isla. I love you and want to show you paradise as I make you a woman."
In a small voice, Isla asked, "What if the twenty-year difference didn't matter to me, Daddy? Would you take me as your wife, then?"
"If not for Ness, then yes." I truthfully answered.
Suddenly, Isla brightened, "Then that's settled then. You'll make me a woman, and then Aunty Nessa and I will work out the details. Come on, Daddy Liam. You can buy me an ice cream, then take me for a walk along the river."
"As long as you promise to be a good girl and not pull on your leash," I teased.
Isla looked at me wonderingly as she processed why I'd say that, then grinning, she replied, "Daddy Liam, will you please buy me an ice cream and walk along the river with me, holding my hand?"
"I'd love to, honey. Shall we?" I asked as I stood, set her on her feet, and offered my arm.
The rest of Sunday passed uneventfully, so after dinner, Isla and I sat with the rest of her family and chatted until it was time for bed.
Gesturing towards my room, I said, "Why don't you skip the waiting until you think I'm asleep, then sneaking into my room part and come and sleep on my chest now?"
"Could we spoon instead, Daddy Liam?" Isla asked hopefully.
"As long as you're fully clothed and sleep on top of the duvet, honey. Then, sure. Okay?"
"I'll be back in a second," Isla excitedly said as she ran for her room.
I turned and looked further up the hall because I had seen Ellen observing, but she nodded and smiled before closing the door behind her. Isla returned swiftly, as promised, and we slept cuddled together until it was time for Isla to get up and dress for school.
Chapter 32.
Jim taught at the same school that Isla attended, so he took her and Jason with him when he left. Ellen was on an early at the hospital and had already begun her work day, so Tanya and I had the house to ourselves.
She hadn't come out of her room yet, so I knocked on her door.
"Come in, Daddy Liam," she called.
As she was when I walked into her hotel room the evening I took her virginity, Tanya lay on the bed covered only by a sheet that clung to her divine curves, emphasising her mounded breasts, taut tummy, and womanly hips.
Pulling the sheet back, Tanya moved to the opposite edge of the bed and enticingly said, "Join me, Daddy."
There isn't a straight man on the planet that would refuse that invitation, so mere seconds later, I was naked, in the bed on top of Tanya, and sliding into her tight, warm and wet pussy.
"Oh, Daddy Liam," she sighed as she lifted her knees and wrapped her legs around my thighs. "I've been wet and wanting you since you arrived on Saturday. Fuck your girl, please. Show her how much you need and desire her."
As much as I wanted to pound her, I knew this wasn't the time. So kissing Tanya softly and lovingly, I stroked her hair and face and whispered that I loved her and wanted her to love me as much as I loved her. When I first slid deep inside her, Tanya was relatively passive. But as I stroked her face and whispered my love for her, her hips began to rise to meet mine. Soon, I gripped her by her shoulders and pulled her down as I thrust firmly into her overheated cunt.
Suddenly, Tanya's eyes flew open, and she tilted her head back before exclaiming, "Daddy, I'm cumming! Fill me with your seed as I do, please."
It had been a week of denied sexual release for me, too. Because Vanessa had her monthly visitor, besides a blowjob on Wednesday night, I hadn't orgasmed for over a week. So, with a guttural groan to match Tanya's deeply growled request, I spasmed and then splashed my cum deep inside Tanya's tightly gripping cunt. Tanya rolled with me as I rolled off her, then lay on my body, her arms stretched along mine, her hands holding my hands, her head turned to the side and resting under my chin.
Sighing, Tanya lifted her head to look at me, then said, "I wish I could be your woman, Daddy Liam. But today will be the last time we're intimate. So, please, give me a day and an experience I will remember fondly forever."
"You and Gary will create memories together that will be equally as vivid, baby," I reassured her.
"I love your son, Daddy Liam," Tanya assured me. "But you will always and forever be my first love. However, I will not share my man, and I know you'll never leave Aunty Nessa, so we can't be."
"I know, baby. But I am what I am, and you need to be you, so we'll make do with what we have. But, rest assured, I love you and will cherish our time together as lovers forever."
"Will you carry me to the shower and wash me, please?"
Smiling, I told her to wrap her legs around my hips as I swung off the bed. Then, as I was still erect and she was still wet, I lowered her onto my cock, stood up and walked to the bathroom. Getting there, I adjusted the shower water and moved Tanya and me under the spray. Then, pushing her against the wall and kissing her lovingly, I slowly thrust into her.
Stiffening, Tanya shuddered and sighed, "Oh, Daddy Liam!" as she orgasmed against my thrusting cock. Then, kissing me passionately, she begged, "Turn me around, then squash my tits against the glass as you fuck my slutty ass."
Dropping some body wash into my palm, I soaped up Tanya's ring and my cock before turning her away from me, pressing her gorgeous young body against the glass, bending my knees to position my glans at her anal entrance, and slowly pushing inside her. When Tanya jumped as my cock's head split her knot open, I ran my hands under her armpits onto her full C-cups and lifted her so I could crush her tits against the glass and fuck her vigorously.
Her hands on the glass and her head tilted to one side, Tanya demanded, "Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck your dirty little anal princess. Show her how a real man loves his woman."
So I did!
Tanya came twice before I lost control and gushed semen into her warm anal passage, causing Tanya to sigh softly as another petite orgasm sloughed over her.
"We need to get clean and ready ourselves for Mary," Tanya pointed out. "I told her 10.00 am, and it must be about that."
"What do you want me to wear?" I asked as I stepped out of the bathroom, still drying myself.
"Skinny jeans and a skin-tight T-shirt, baby. Barefoot is okay."
Teasing her, I asked, "Do you want me to flex as well?"
Deadpan, Tanya replied, "If you would, that'd be great!"
The front doorbell chimed, and I opened the door to greet a very nervous Mary.
"I promise only to bite if you ask me to," I smiled as Mary stepped inside.
"Oh," Mary said as she returned my grin. "Shame, as I do like my nipples bitten as I orgasm." Turning to Tanya, Mary pulled her close and softly kissed her lips, "Hello, Tanya. I hope you're as excited about doing this as I am."
"I'm literally dripping onto the floor, Mary," Tanya admitted. Then, grinning guiltily, she added, "But that may be because Daddy Liam already came in my pussy and ass this morning."
"Hmm," Mary hummed. "May I eat Liam's cum out of you, then?"
Shocked but trying not to disappoint me, Tanya replied, "Only if I get to return the favour."
Mary offered her hand to Tanya and said, "Shall we then?"
"Yes, we shall," Tanya replied, leading Mary down the hall towards her bedroom. Then, looking back at me, she added, "Coming, Daddy? I can't do this without you."
I jogged swiftly after them to Tanya's room and got there in time for Mary to gently take Tanya in her arms and kiss her soft, pouting lips. "We'll take this slowly, Tanya, okay?" Mary whispered. "You can stop anytime, and I won't feel bad about it at all, okay? I know this is your first time with a woman, but it's only my second time with a man, so we'll experiment together, okay?"
Tanya visibly relaxed at Mary's softly spoken words and wonderingly asked, "Daddy Liam thought you were bisexual with a preference for women. Is that what you are?"
"I'd say I'm more lesbian than bisexual," Mary explained. "But your daddy has me hotter than Hades, and I doubt I could count how many times I've cum from imagining him fucking me doggy style as you eat my pussy."
"He's not my daddy, Mary," Tanya replied. "He's my daddy's friend. But I call him Daddy Liam because he's always looked out for me."
Mary bopped Tanya on the nose, "He loves you, silly! Sheesh! A blind man in a blacked-out room could tell he loves you. So, relax, and let us take you to paradise."
Mary didn't wait for an answer. Instead, she kissed Tanya lovingly as she slipped her hand around Tanya's sylph-like body and cupped her taut ass. Then, letting her left hand slide between them, Mary stroked and teased Tanya's hard nipples through Tanya's T-shirt.
"Oh, Gawd!" Tanya moaned as her hands roamed over Mary's back.
"Let's get rid of this," Mary suggested as she tugged on Tanya's shirt.
Mary pulled the T-shirt over Tanya's head as Tanya's boobs bounced enticingly. So, taking advantage of that, Mary lowered her head and sucked a nipple into her mouth before battering it with her tongue. Mary's right hand drifted onto Tanya's left nipple, and she gently rolled and tweaked it as she suckled the other.
Startled, Tanya's eyes flew open, "OMG!" She stated. "I'm going to cum!" Then with a deeply exhaled groan, she did.
"Good start, baby," Mary cooed. "Let's all get naked and bring this to the next level."
The change in Mary from the shy woman we'd met at The Coffee Club over four months ago was transformative. I'd formed the opinion that although Mary was probably in her mid to late twenties, she was sexually inexperienced. Perhaps Mary hadn't done much because she had been struggling with her sexuality, but now she seemed confident and comfortable with who and what she was. It showed in how she assertively stated what she wanted and how she had taken over our lovemaking.
However, I was happy to oblige as Mary bore more than a passing resemblance to Alyson Hannigan—Willow, of Buffy fame. Petite in stature (163 cm 5ft-4) and light in frame (52 kg 115 lbs), with reddish brown hair, expressive brown eyes, and full, wide lips, Mary was stunningly gorgeous. Add in an actual hourglass figure of 34-23-34, and any man, and plenty of women, would desire her. I certainly did!
I was quickly naked, as were Mary and Tanya. I looked to Mary, as this seemed to be her show, and she didn't disappoint. —"On your knees and suck your daddy's cock, my little slut," Mary instructed.
Tanya willingly knelt before me and gobbled me down in a flash. As Tanya sucked, Mary stood behind me and pressed her rock-hard tit nubs against my back, running her hands over my pecs and nipples.
"I have to thank you, Daddy Liam," Mary cooed in my ear as she stood on tippy-toes and lightly bit my earlobe. "After you teased me at work that day, I realised what I was and what I wanted. Since then, I've had many sexual encounters with other young ladies. However, the only man I've had was before I met you and Tanya, and let's say it was a disaster. Oh, it relieved me of the burden of my virginity but did nothing else for me. I've never experienced an orgasm with a man, Daddy. I hope you'll fix that for me today?"
"I'll do my best," I assured her, and Tanya let my cock out of her mouth long enough to add, "His best is pretty damned good!"
"Good," Mary said as she knelt beside Tanya. "Let me try that," she said as she wrapped her hand around my cock below Tanya's.
I watched in awe as the girls swapped my cock back and forth, each taking the time to swallow as much as they could as they sucked voraciously or swirled their tongues delightfully over my glans and frenulum. Regularly, Helen and Tanya turned their heads so their lips were on either side of my dick, then they kissed each other and met the other's tongue over and around my shaft and my cock's head.
Panting and trying to stave off my release for another few seconds, I asked, "Who wants my load?"
Letting my dick free, kissing, then pushing their cheeks together, the girls demanded, "On our faces, please."
Jerking my shaft viciously, I roared as I spat my cum onto their pretty faces. Even after cumming in Tanya twice, I was surprised by how much I had for the pair, and I quickly covered both faces with my ejaculation.
Realising that Mary had slipped into a submissive mindset, I said, "Lick my cum off Tanya's face. Tanya, after Mary has cleaned your whore's face, do the same for her."
The girls quickly complied, then knelt submissively, looking up at me and waiting for their next instruction.
"Tanya," I instructed. "Cup, then make love to Mary's breasts. Mary, you may relax and enjoy it. No need for you to reciprocate yet."
Tanya, only a little hesitantly, placed her hands on Mary's small, firm breasts before lifting them and lowering her mouth onto Mary's left nipple.
Mary, her eyes closing with the pleasure she felt, arched her back to push her breasts more firmly into Tanya's mouth, stroked Tanya's hair and moaned, "That's good, baby. Yeah. Just like that. Good. Yes, now pinch my right nipple between your thumb and forefinger. Oh, yes! A little harder. Good. Now pull my nipple away from my body as you twist it. Oh, Gawd! Yes. Close! Suck hard and flick your tongue over my nipple. Oh! Fuck! Yes! That will do it!"
Mary shuddered as her orgasm wracked her. She then stated, "Very good, Tanya. Now it's time for me to taste you. On your back on the bed."
Tanya leaned on her headboard with her knees up and spread, eagerly watching as Mary knelt between her legs. Mary's delectable ass waved invitingly back and forth as she lowered her mouth onto Tanya's pussy. Then, Mary wiped her tongue from Tanya's entrance to her clitoris before looking back at me and stating, "Tanya says that you have a gifted tongue and oral technique, so show me as I make this young slut squeal."
Well, that was an invitation too enticing to refuse, so I knelt on the bed behind Mary's sexy bottom, used my hands to spread her ass cheeks, and tongued her ring. Surprised, as she expected me to use my tongue on her pussy, Mary jerked but then moaned in appreciation as my stiffened tongue delved into her virgin ass.
"Oh, fuck!" Mary breathed over Tanya's enlarged clitoris as her orgasm neared.
"Do that again," Tanya pleaded as she felt Mary's hot breath blowing over her clit.
Stuffing my tongue as deep into Mary's rosebud as her fluttering open and shut sphincter would allow, I deftly directed Mary's climb to an orgasmic climax. At every inward thrust with my tongue, Mary gasped hot air over Tanya's clitoris, and it soon evolved into a race. But could I bring Mary to orgasm before she brought Tanya to her climax?
Ultimately, it was a tie because, with twin orgasmic squeals, my lovers climaxed together.
"Daddy Liam, you are good," Mary acknowledged. "But can you use your cock to make me cum? Or is it only your oral technique that can get me there?"
"How do you want me?" I growled, ready to pound this slut into submission.
In my cunt, missionary," Mary demanded.
"Prepare to receive," I snarled, moving between Mary's lasciviously spread thighs. Not bothering to position my dick, I pressed my hips forward until I felt Mary's heat and wetness against the eye of my cock. Then, shoving viciously forwards, I stabbed my dick into Mary's slick tunnel.
"Oh, fuck!" Mary exclaimed as my cock claimed her wet depths. "Full. I feel so full. Fuck me, Daddy Liam," she demanded. "Make me your slut forever!"
Enraptured with the willingness of my two sluts, "I pounded Mary with everything I had. I'd already cum in Tanya's cunt and ass, as well as over Tanya and Mary's faces, that morning, so I had no problems denying my orgasm as I fucked Mary wet, loosely gripping pussy.
"Play with Mary's tits," I demanded of Tanya. "Good. Now twist and pinch them as you pull them away from her body.
Placing my fists on either side of Mary's shoulders, I lifted my upper body off Mary and used them as levers to press against as I began pounding Mary with everything I had.
Mary had lain passively as I first entered her. She held her eyes open, watching me, waiting to see what I'd do. She didn't respond and lay still and savoured the sensations I gave her. However, as I began pounding her and Tanya tweaked her nipples, Mary's hips subconsciously began rising to meet my thrusts, and soon we were fucking frenziedly.
"Oh, Gawd! That's good. You're so big," words every guy loves to hear, "inside me and seem to touch every part of my vagina."
I guessed that Mary's first heterosexual experience had been disappointing because, now that her pussy had stretched to accommodate my blood-engorged cock, it wasn't particularly tight and would need a fairly solid-sized cock inside her for her to feel much vaginal stimulation. So unless her lover, as I am, was experienced and cared about her needs, he wouldn't know how to get her off from pussy penetration. I'd made love to several women with similarly sized vulvas and had never had problems bringing them to climax, so I knew how to get Mary there, too.
Pushing further back, I told Tanya, "Replace your fingers with your mouth, then slide your fingers onto Mary's button."
I arched my back further so I could thrust almost upwards into Mary's gaping cunt, forcing my cock's head and shaft to rub over her G-spot.
"Oh!" Mary yipped in surprise as Tanya's fingers stroked over and around her clit. "Oh, oh," she continued as her hips jerked uncontrollably up at my thrusting dick. Then Mary shuddered before freezing as her muscles spasmed into a rictus, and a strangled groan of unformed words poured from her grimacing mouth as she orgasmed. After the first orgasmic spasm passed, Mary gasped for another breath, and then her muscles locked as a second, more powerful climax wracked through her tight body.
A third and fourth climax caused momentary body freezes before sighing deeply and relaxing. "Wow! Mary exclaimed. "That was intense! I've never cum that hard before!" Then, taking Tanya's head between her hands, Mary kissed her lovingly and added, "You were right, darling. Your daddy is an exceptional lover!"
"We've only just begun," I growled. "Tanya, scoot down the bed and turn around. Mary, get your pussy on Tanya's lips and your mouth on her cunt.
Tanya looked at me wild-eyed but swiftly complied with my demand. Mary, however, eagerly lowered her mouth onto Tanya's sweet young pussy. Then, running her fingers through Tanya's pouting open lips, Mary began lapping at the juices pooling from Tanya's vulva.
Looking up at the gaped, sopping-wet pussy above her, Tanya swallowed, tentatively lifted her chin, stuck her tongue out and softly ran it over Mary's button. Mary's groaned approval encouraged her, and soon Tanya tongued Mary as attentively as Mary licked her. Happy with how things progressed, I knelt behind Mary's tight, tiny ass, grabbed her by the hip and positioned my cock at her entrance. Then, lifting my hand, I brought it swiftly down onto her buttock as I rammed myself into her cunt.



"Fuck!" Mary grunted, her expletive gusting hot air over Tanya's clit, causing her to moan in appreciation.
"Less bitching, more licking," I demanded as I swatted Mary's rear again.
Tanya's tongue on my shaft and balls as I fucked Mary was divine, so I began concentrating on anything other than what I was doing to maintain control. In the race to orgasm, it seemed Tanya was closest to finishing, with Mary not far behind. Fortunately, I hadn't even entered the final corner yet, so, as a man should, I'd lose this race handsomely.
"Gaaaaaaaawwwwwwddddddddddd!!!!" Tanya groaned over Mary's clit as her orgasm hit. Her prolonged exhalation proved all the extra stimulation Mary needed, and she moaned into Tanya's pussy as she climaxed with her friend.
"Swap over," I demanded. "Tanya on top. Mary, first, I need you to get your tongue as deep into Tanya's ass as possible, get her rear fuck hole ready for my cock."
The girls were swiftly in position, and I soon guided my throbbingly hard, thickly erect cock into Tanya's recently abused asshole.
Once I'd fully sheathed my dick inside Tanya's ass, I growled, "Mary, Tanya will need more lubrication, so when I pull out of her fuck hole, take my cock in your mouth and cover it with saliva before reinserting it, okay? Got it?"
"Yes, Sir," Mary unwillingly answered.
I grinned because I had no intention of doing what I'd demanded. I merely wanted to see how far my young wannabe slut would let me push her, and it seemed she'd go as far as I'd take her. I began gently thrusting into my young lover's ass. Taking long, languid strokes, I pulled all but the tip of my glans out of Tanya before reversing directions and pushing back in until my pelvis hit her tautly muscled ass. The feel of Mary's tongue on my ball sack mixed exquisitely with the sounds of Tanya and Mary's gasps and pants, and in no time at all, we all neared a gigantic orgasmic climax.
This time, Mary exploded first. Driven wild by the young woman's inexperienced but willing tongue on her clitoris and the salacious view of my cock puckering then prolapsing Tanya's anal sphincter, she could stand no more, so, tipping her head back and silently wailing, every muscle locked stiff, Mary shuddered and shook as her orgasm crashed through her. Trying to gulp vast lungfuls of air to try and relax her chest, Mary sucked cold then blew hot air over Tanya's pleasure button, and with a deep moan from way back in her throat, Tanya followed Mary into orgasm.
Barely holding on as I teetered along my orgasmic cliff, I decided to pull out of Tanya and cum over her rosebud and pussy entrance so I could make Mary lick her clean. So, pulling out just in time, I gripped my shaft and tugged fiercely until I exploded jism all over Tanya's ass and vulva, with some dripping down onto Mary's upturned face.
"Tanya!" I barked. "On your stomach on the bed."
Tanya obeyed swiftly, so I grabbed a handful of Mary's hair and waved my still half-hard cock in her face, "Hmm," I mused. "Do I make this slut suck Tanya's ass juices off my dick or tongue my man cream off Tanya's ass? Hmm, decisions, decisions. Yep, this slut looks much more like a carpet muncher than a cock sucker, so get to it, slut. Lick your lover clean."
Moaning with swiftly rising arousal, Mary dove between Tanya's lewdly spread thighs and began hoovering my cum from Tanya's body.
Stepping off the bed, I headed for the bathroom. "Daddy Liam!" Tanya exclaimed anxiously. "Where are you going? Don't leave us alone."
Turning back to stroke Tanya's hair, I reassured her I was only going to the bathroom to wash my cock so she could suck on it some more.
Turning her head into the pillow and moaning, Tanya admitted, "Oh, Gawd, Mary. That feels so good! Different to how Daddy does it, but equally as good!"
Returning to the room quietly, I sat on Tanya's vanity chair and watched as Mary made love to my young paramour. It was an incredibly erotic vision, way better than any lesbian porn I'd seen. Tanya lay with her back against the headboard, her heels pulled up to her bottom, and her knees spread lewdly apart as she held Mary's head to her pussy. Sometimes, Tanya pushed Mary down to lap at her pussy lips and entrance, but more often, Tanya pressed Mary against her clit as she ground against Mary's questing tongue.
"Oh, Daddy, oh, Daddy, oh, Daddy," Tanya continuously moaned as several petite orgasms washed over her writhing body. But when Mary slid her index finger inside Tanya's pussy and rubbed it over Tanya's G-spot, Tanya's gentle climaxes turned into one thunderous, ongoing one. For a seeming age, Tanya hissed, "YEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" as she shook, jerked and shuddered.
When her orgasm finally tapered off, Tanya lay exhausted and almost unconscious. Unable to speak, Tanya pulled Mary up to kiss and cuddle as she slowly returned from her low earth pleasure orbit.
Slowly, Tanya's hugs and kisses turned passionate, and she began returning the favour to Mary by making love to her. Kissing Mary's wide mouth, Tanya's hands first found Mary's breasts and nipples, and she gently ran her fingers over and around Mary's green apple-sized breasts before honing in her nipples. Then, after stirring the ambers of Mary's arousal, Tanya snaked her hand down between their bodies and found Mary's clit.
"Oh, yes, Tanya," Mary luxuriantly sighed as Tanya brought her closer to orgasm.
Slowly but determinedly, Tanya kissed down Mary's body. First, stopping to lash Mary's breast nubs, Tanya kissed across Mary's soft, pliant stomach and mound, then onto her clitoris. Taking Mary's ultimate outer pleasure nubbin in her mouth, Tanya battered it with her tongue before gently biting and pulling back. As she attacked Mary's clit, Tanya slid her finger inside Mary's twat and searched for her G-spot.
I could see Tanya's pleased grin as Mary's twitch and sharply exhaled gasp showed she'd found the right spot. Mary must have been right on the edge because as soon as Tanya combined pleasuring Mary's inner and outer pleasure zones, Mary squealed through a sizeable climatic event, shaking and shuddering as she jerked under Tanya's searching tongue.
Excited beyond all reason, I stood before demanding, "On your knees before me, bitches. I'm about to cum on your faces again." Seconds after they hit their knees, I sprayed cum over both girls' faces again.
The rest of our time, until it neared when the rest of the Monie clan would return home, was spent fucking in every combination possible. The only hole I didn't cum in was Mary's ass. She decided she was unwilling even to try, but that was her choice, and I respected that.
Before Mary left, we shared a last shower, where she helped me bring Tanya to climax one more time. Throwing towels around our waists, Tanya and I escorted Mary to the door. Mary held Tanya's hands before kissing her lovingly and whispering, "I know you won't, but if you ever want to play again, call me, okay?" Then, turning to me, she said, "And you, Daddy Liam. Drop into The Coffee Club and take me any time you want. I definitely prefer pussy, but damn, you're good!"
I nodded noncommittedly because she held no genuine interest for me. Today had been fun and an experience I felt Tanya needed to ensure she could settle into a monogamous relationship with my son, but not one I cared to experience with her again.
Shutting the door, I picked Tanya up, carried her to bed, and made glorious love to her for the final time. After we'd climaxed, we held each other and exchanged soft kisses before Tanya said, "Thank you, Daddy. Thank you for showing me how to be a woman to a strong, confident man. I will love you forever, but please, help me be strong so we never do this again."
Saddened because I knew our time as lovers was over, I promised my young friend that I'd never tease her sexually again, nor would I try to take advantage of her love and desire for me. Then kissed her romantically for the last time, got up, and walked out of her sexual life. The following Sunday evening, after Gary hadn't come home Saturday night, he cornered me in my study.
Chapter 33.
Sad, I phoned home, hoping Ness would be there. "Hello, lover," she said after establishing who had called. "All done with you and Tanya? How did it go?"
"Yes," I replied sadly. "I'll always love her, and the last year and a half have been fantastic, but I could never be what she needed, exclusively hers. However, today was a fantastically orgasmic day, and even if you were here, I doubt I could find even a millilitre of cum to squirt in or on you."
"No, babe. You couldn't give Tanya what she needed," Ness agreed, ignoring my latter statement. "You're mine and always will be."
"I'm happy about that, Ness. You know that, right?"
"Of course I do, Liam," Ness assured me. "We're a pair of sluts that fuck anyone we're attracted to, but I know you're mine, as you know I'm yours." Changing subjects, Vanessa asked, "What's next? The two tubby broads tomorrow, right?"
"Yeah," I responded. "But I think they may pale into insignificance after today!"
"Oh, I dunno," my wife drawled. "A pair of experienced bisexual tarts gagging for a bit of 'football famous' cock sounds more fun than a mostly lesbian and an inexperienced slut combination to me!" Then Ness growled, "You'd better recharge your batteries on Wednesday because, when you get home, I expect you to describe what you and Tanya did with Mary in explicit detail as you fuck me into unconsciousness!"
Isla came home as I chatted with my wife. After she'd called, "Hello, Aunty Nessa!" Isla snuggled onto my lap and sighed happily. After confessing our love, Ness and I hung up, and I hugged my future lover. "Hello, beautiful one. How was your day?"
"Boring!" Isla stated. "I wish we had something like the Americans have with their ability to 'test out' of high school early if you're smart or far enough ahead. I've already got straight 'As' across my five subjects and could have easily started at Uni this semester if they'd let me. But, instead, I'm still there, almost ready to scream because I already know this stuff!"
"So, why not medicine instead of nursing?" I asked. "If you're that bright, nursing seems a waste of talent."
Looking at me as if I were dense, Isla exasperatedly replied, "Because, once I graduate, I'll work with Aunty Nessa. We'll do everything together," she mysteriously added.
Deciding I didn't want to know, I changed subjects and asked what sport she'd do during the summer. Although Isla had never quite made the run-on first-seven netball team, she'd been in the squad since Grade 10. It wasn't a lack of skill or desire that kept Isla from making the team. Unfortunately, being around my wife's height of 163 cm (5-ft 4), she lacked the stature to command a regular spot.
"You're a pretty good swimmer, aren't you, Daddy Liam?" Isla questioned. "Ness says you won all kinds of school events even though you were more of a runner than a swimmer."
"I was," I acknowledged. "At the school champs, I won the 100 and 200-metre freestyle events every year except when I was fourteen and in my first year of under-sixteens."
"Then I might try that. What do you think?"
I couldn't think of anything more boring than following a black line up and down a pool, but each to their own, so I replied, "If that's what you want to do, I'd say go for it. But, if you want to compete this season, shouldn't you have started already?"
Looking crestfallen, Isla replied, "Yeah. I guess you're right." Then shaking herself, she said, "Nessa says when you run, she can keep up with you for almost five kilometres, Daddy. Will you help me to do that, too?"
"Vanessa can almost run at five minutes-thirty per kilometre (seven and a half-minute miles) for five kilometres (three miles)," I confirmed. "But it leaves her exhausted. Do you run at all now?"
"Only what they make us do for P.E., Daddy," Isla confessed.
"Then, why don't you see if you can train yourself to run at that pace for up to if not more than, five kilometres? I'll set you up a training schedule if you'd like?"
"Would that make you happy, Daddy Liam?" She asked.
"Yes," I answered. "Ness is bench pressing over 80 kg and deadlifting forty more than that. Why don't you see if you can improve on that?"
"You like the 'female body builder' look?" Isla asked.
"Hell, yes!" I averred. "Muscular chicks with 'B' to 'C' cups are the sexiest bitches on the planet. Your mum is as sexy as all fuck. You know that, right?"
"Yes," Isla acknowledged as Jim shifted uncomfortably. "Would you like me to muscle up by my eighteenth birthday?"
Only if it's something you want to do, honey," I replied. "If you're not into it, it won't last. Then that muscle will turn into flab, and you'll become a 'porker'."
"Heaven forbid!" Isla joked.
Although I found myself having sex with women who had similar body shapes to my wife, more often than not, I didn't have a particular 'preferred body type'. Regardless of their shape or size, I was attracted to self-confident women who knew what they wanted, and part of what they wanted was to submit to an 'alpha male'. As an example, Vicky was probably four-plus inches taller than my wife and weighed (I guessed) at least twice as much. But she, because of her sexual confidence, had me hotter than noon in the Sturt Stoney Desert, whereas other, thinner chicks, like Kelly Bell, with piss poor attitudes, left me cold.
I ate dinner with the Monie clan, watched TV, and it was finally time for bed. Isla tried to follow me into my room, but Ellen growled and sent her to hers.
"It's a school night, missy. Off you go to yours, and don't you be sneaking into Mr Shephard's room later, either."
Giving Isla a chaste kiss on her cheek, I wished her goodnight and went to bed. However, Isla softly snored on my chest less than an hour later. Fortunately, I've always been an early riser, so I woke Isla with plenty of time to sneak back to her bed before her mother caught her.
"I don't know why Mum can't understand that I sleep better with you, Daddy Liam," Isla bitched as she rubbed her eyes and yawned. "I could've slept an extra two hours if she'd let me sleep with you all night."
"You said your mum already knew you snuck into my room to sleep and was okay about it, so I'm guessing she's worried about us making it 'til your eighteenth, honey. She's scared we'll break the law and, as a teacher, your father may feel compelled to report us."
"He never would, though!" Isla stated emphatically.
"Still, thems the rules, right?"
"Stupid law," Isla muttered as she carefully crossed to her room.
After breakfast, I called a cab and was off to see Vicky and Leah. I knocked on their door a few minutes later, and Leah opened it, kissed my cheek and invited me in.
I took two steps into their living room and stood still, shocked. Leah had dressed in a complete Bdsm Mistress outfit. She wore a clinging black bra that hid little and emphasised much over a skin-tight black leather miniskirt that hid even less than the bra. The 'head' of her strap-on's 'cock' poked obscenely from the top of her skirt. Below the skirt, Leah wore black leather thigh-high 'fuck me' boots with stiletto heels at least seven inches long.
Sensing my hesitation, Leah smiled and said, "Don't worry, Liam. I won't try to fuck you with this," she stroked her 'cock', "but I am going to fuck that slut in there in every one of her holes."
Leah gestured down the hallway to the bedroom at the end, so I walked there. Leah had Vicky deliciously tied face down to a padded leather barrel horse. Vicky's feet, encased in 7-inch heeled pumps, were bound to the two widest supports, and Leah had bent Vicky over the horse and then tied her hands to the opposite sides of her feet.
Vicky faced away from us, and her curvaceous ass, complete with an inflatable butt plug, gaped lewdly back at us. I followed Leah around to Vicky's front as Vicky, lifting her head as high as possible, tried to say hello around the 'O' ring in her mouth.
"What do you think of my pet slut?" Leah asked.
"I think she is beautifully, salaciously, and sluttily gorgeous. And I can't wait to partake in her delights with you." I replied
"Good! We hoped you'd be up for it. We've debated ever since you called and asked if you could visit whether you'd be up for some bondage games. I wasn't so sure, but Vicky thought you probably played Master with your girls regularly, so we decided to risk it."
"As long as we understand that nothing goes in my butt except for tongues, I'm game for almost anything," I emphasised.
Laughing, Leah said, "I get it, nothing in your ass but our tongues. Now, relax, and let's get this show on the road." When I nodded, she instructed, "Grab a couple of those cushions and either sit or kneel under Vicky the slut's face. Then shove your cock through the 'O' ring and go to town. Trust me, if she so much as gags, I'll light her ass up like a Christmas tree!"
I found kneeling to be better because it meant I could use my thighs to pump my cock in and out of Vicky's mouth, so I grabbed a handful of Vicky's hair, pulled her head back and fucked her mouth as hard as possible. True to Leah's word, she took it readily no matter how far or viciously I sawed into Vicky's mouth. Vicky voraciously sucked as I pushed in, then lashed my shaft and glans as I pulled back. It was fantastic, and I was soon on the edge of an orgasm.
As I viciously pumped into Vicky's willing mouth, Leah bent her knees and pressed them against the barrel horse on either side of Vicky's voluptuous ass. Then, wiping the head of her 'cock' along Vicky's folds to moisten it, Leah aimed it at Vicky's cunt entrance and rammed it home.
"Ugh!" Vicky grunted around my cock as her lover jammed into her. Then, "Ugh, ugh, ugh," As Leah built an almost staccato rhythm.
However, no matter how many times Vicky grunted, "Ugh', she never let up sucking and swirling. Hearing my grunts, Leah became aware that I was about to orgasm.
"You going to cum, Liam?" She groaned. When I nodded, she added, "Me, too. I'm a gusher, so when I stand next to you, pull out, and we'll both cum on her face."
I'd never been with a squirter before. Ness creams beautifully, often leaving a thick, creamy secretion along my shaft as we fucked, but she doesn't squirt, so this would be a new experience for me. Waiting for Leah, I squeezed my shaft's base, trying to stave off my imminent eruption. Leah made it beside me just in time, and I pulled out of Vicky's greedily sucking mouth to coat her upturned face with rope after rope of my thick man goo.
Standing beside me, Leah unbuckled her strap-on, and pulled the 'double-end' out of her pussy, then used two fingers on her left hand to pull her clit hood back before she slapped it with her right. "Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!" Leah groaned as lady juices literally blew out of her vulva onto Vicky's face. Leah orgasmically spasmed several times, and some even sprayed my wrist where I held Vicky's hair.
Looking at Vicky's sex fluids covered face, I said, "Wow! I think there's even more of you over her face than me."
Giggling, Leah replied, "You certainly covered her well, so I tried to wash it off with my juices." Then Leah added, "Swap ends with me. This little cunt muncher can eat my pussy as you take her other end. Pussy or ass, your choice. Oh, and Liam? This fuck doll orgasms at the drop of a hat or a palm on her ass. So don't worry about getting her off, and concentrate on yourself."
Moving around the 'horse', I ran my hands up and down Vicky's voluptuous thighs and over her curvy ass, "This slut loves a bit of pain, yeah?" I asked.
"Yes," Leah answered. "Paddles and floggers on the wall behind you."
Looking at the selection, I chose a solid leather paddle shaped like a ping-pong bat. Then, running my hands over Vicky's expansive ass, I dipped my thumb into her vagina as I stimulated her clit with my fingers. Waiting until I heard her gasps as her climax neared, I brought the paddle stingingly down onto her ass cheek as I simultaneously hooked my thumb and ran it over her G-spot.



Vicky groaned, "Huck! Hii huuhing (Fuck! I'm cumming, I interpreted)," through her 'O' ring.
"So easily, my little slut?" Leah questioned. "Has Mister Liam got your little whore cunt all juiced up?"
"Hess!" Vicky admitted, nodding her head.
"I suppose you want him to fuck your slut holes now?" Leah asked.
"Hess!" Vicky repeated.
"Too bad," Leah retorted. "I'm taking him to our bedroom and fucking him senseless for the rest of that day. Don't worry, though. I'll remove your gag, undo your left hand and leave the doors open so you can masturbate as you hear us fucking."
Leah undid Vicky's left-hand ties, then took my hand and led me from the room.
"A little cruel, don't you think?" I mildly protested.
"Nah," Leah answered. "Vicky adores being teased almost as much as she likes being punished. So we'll fuck each other to at least one orgasm, preferably a loud one, then come back to play with her again."
Then Leah tried to use my hand to turn me and shove me towards the bed. It seemed Leah liked to be the Dominant partner with both men and women. But submission isn't in my DNA, so I swung her around and threw her at the bed instead. Then, as the backs of her knees hit the mattress and she collapsed onto the bed, I jumped on her and straddled her tits before sitting firmly down on them.
Slapping her lips with my thickly erect cock, I growled, "If I have to squeeze your jaw to make you open up and swallow me, I will. But if you bite me, you replace Vicky on the barrel horse, and I fuck you in the ass with that 'horse cock' dildo you're sure to have in your 'box of Bdsm toys'. So, little Miss Leah, do you suck willingly, or do I take a studded paddle to your fine ass?"
As observed earlier, Leah is a 'staunchly' built woman. I didn't know if she did weights at a gym, but she was undoubtedly built like she did, and I'd guess most men would be overwhelmed by her physical strength. However, her strength was paltry compared to mine, so I easily rode her attempts to buck me off and continued to slap her lips with my cock's head.
"The hard way it is," I snarled, gripping her jaw joints between my thumb and forefinger. Then, before I commenced squeezing, I kissed her and softly said, "If I'm overstepping your boundaries, say 'red' now, and I'll immediately stop, as I have no intention of raping you. But, if you're up for this, say 'green', and I'll follow through."
"Green!" Leah snarled. "But I doubt you're strong enough to 'make me' do a damned thing!"
With Leah giving me permission, I squeezed the pads of my middle finger and thumb into the ligaments holding her jaw together. Unable to take the pain, Leah grunted, "Ahh," and her jaw gaped open.
"Remember," I warned her before sliding my cock into her mouth. "If you bite me, I'm taking a studded paddle to your ass as soon as I've tied you where Vicky is now."
Leah nodded, so I slid the first half of my shaft into her mouth. Leah didn't bite, but she lay there passively, not doing a thing. So, squeezing tighter, I demanded, "Suck bitch! Or are you admitting that your girlfriend is a better cock sucker than you, so you won't even try to compete?"
Growling her protest at me labelling her as less talented at sucking cock than Vicky, Leah sucked voraciously, her cheeks concaving with the force of her suck. Then, bobbing her head swiftly, Leah tried to bring me to a climax quickly.
But I was having too much fun, so I stated, "That's it. Get my cock nice and wet because once it is, I'm going to titty fuck you!" Moving further down her body, I sat on Leah's abdomen, bent my cock down and pushed in under her leather bra and between her tits. "Hold your humungous melons together around my cock, you slut!" I growled.
Looking eagerly down at my thrusting cock, Leah swiftly complied, and beautifully pliant titty flesh surrounded my dick. I'd done this with my wife before, but Ness isn't developed enough to encompass my shaft completely, so this was a pleasant change.
However, I wasn't wasting my cum on Leah's chest, so, feeling the heat of her arousal on my ass, I slid down between her voluptuous thighs, pushed her knees up and apart, then ploughed into her soakingly wet pussy.
"Oh, Gawd, you're big," Leah moaned as I slid into her.
Of course, those were words every man loved to hear. So pleased, I pulled all but the tip of my cock out of her tight channel, then rammed back into her as hard as I could.
"Ugh!" Leah grunted as the force of my thrust expelled the air in her lungs. Then, "Ugh, ugh, ugh," as I pounded her for all I was worth, my hips banging into her pelvis with a heavy rhythm.
Waiting until Leah's eyes rolled back with her approaching orgasm, I pushed back on my left hand and forced my upper body to arch away from hers. Then, as the first blast of her climax hit, I slapped Leah's face and tits. The sudden shock of pain crashed into her pleasure and ramped Leah's orgasm higher, and she filled her lungs and screamed as her orgasm blasted over her.
"That's really not fair!" Vicky bitched from their playroom. "I'm so fucking desperate to cum here that I'm going to scream!"
"So scream," Leah dismissively stated. "The room's soundproofed, anyway!" Looking at my throbbingly erect todger, Leah wonderingly said, "You didn't cum when I did?"
I shook my head, "You women can orgasm many more times than us mere males. Plus, your orgasms are way more intense than ours. So, I try to limit how soon and/or often I cum to ensure my lovers get what they need to be satisfied.
"Wow!" Leah marvelled. "A man that ensures his lover is satiated before he attends to his own needs. Will wonders never cease?"
"You need to meet my wife," I growled. "If I concerned myself with only my needs, I'd be nutless by now!"
"Your wife knows you're fucking around behind her back?" Leah questioned.
Snarling, I replied, "Why? Do you want to call her and ask?" Leah had pissed me off because she had to have known I was married. So, if it was a problem, why was I nuts deep in her steamingly hot cunt?
"I'm not judging you, Liam," Leah assured me. "Vicky and I got together because our husbands were abusive, and we needed to get out. If you will, we kind of rescued each other. Later, we became lovers because we kept choosing men as abusive as our fathers and ex-husbands as our partners, and we gave up on men as abusive, narcissistic assholes. Then, Vicky comes home, excited beyond all reason, talking about how she'd given a hand job to her idol and fantasy crush and saying he (you) had promised to call.
"I thought it was bullshit, but then you called and arranged to come and see us. So, here we are, I've just cum, you're hard, and there's a willing slut gagging for cock in the next room, so, Mister Liam, do you want to continue proving you're stronger than I am, or do you want to help me fuck that slut into submission?"
"I'm cumming on your face before I go home, my slut," I replied. "But, before we go and satiate your slut, tell me why you're acting like a Mistress when you're blatantly submissive?"
Leah sighed, "One of us has to be. Vicky can't, so it comes on to me. I can do it. I don't like it, but I can do it. Vicky can't. Therefore, I'm the Mistress, and she, my willing slut. However, if we find a man to dominate us both, we'll happily commit to him forever."
"But as a dual couple, right?" I queried. "It's both, or none of you?"
"I love Vicky," Leah explained. "She was there for me when no one else was. So, I'll never abandon her, even if it means giving up on someone I think is perfect for me."
I thought of my friend and former teammate, Mark Williams. Mark's first wife was a typical WAG (Wives And/or Girlfriends), but Mark was a fading star, and his wife, Betty, wanted to date an up-and-coming star. So, as the slut she truly was, Betty began seducing the 'next big thing' on Brisbane's roster. In the end, when I and many other players pointed out Betty's slutty ways, Mark separated from Betty. He'd been single since, but I knew he required excitement, so I suggested that Vicky and Leah contact him.
"What do we do?" Leah asked doubtfully. "Call him up and say, 'Hey, Mark. Your friend Liam Shephard fucked us senseless yesterday and suggested we call you to come and do the same thing?"
Shrugging, I grinned and stated, "With Mark, that'd probably do! Since his wife left him, he's been a bit of a slut, really. But he's a good guy, and the girls he's been with have nothing but praise for him, so ...?"
Leah and Vicky exchanged glances before nodding. Leah asked, "Could you get him to call us? We'll look after it from there."
"Sure," I replied. "I'm sure he'd love to come and visit. Or is that visit and cum?"
"Less talking, more fucking," Vicky growled. Followed by a loud whap sound as Leah walloped her ass. "You'll be lucky if you get any with that attitude, slut!" Leah admonished.
However, Leah undid the ties holding Vicky to the barrel horse before leading her to a suspension tripod. Then, getting her up into the swing seat, Leah buckled Vicky's feet into leather supports tied to the tripod's supports, keeping Vicky's legs spread and her sex lewdly on display.
"You'll probably have to adjust the slut's height," Leah explained. "The suspension seat is set for me, so it'll probably be too low for you." After ensuring she had securely fastened Vicky to the frame and suspension seat, Leah asked, "Which end do you want? Take the plug out and have at her ass, if you want?"
"I assume you have a massaging vibrator?" I asked.
Smiling because she knew what I had planned, Leah wordlessly opened a drawer and handed me a dark green ripple-faced plug-in massager. Finding a socket beside the tripod, I plugged the massager in and turned it on. The sound of a loudly vibrating tool filled the room.
"Lube?" I asked.
Still grinning, Leah handed me a tube of KY Jelly. Returning her smile, I lubed Vicky's pussy lips and entrance, then my right hand. Next, I held the massager against Vicky's butt plug, stimulating her clitoris with my thumb and thrust two fingers inside her.
"Laaaawwwddd!" Vicky moaned as she tried to thrust against my invading fingers, but the swinging seat prevented her from doing so,
"Let me help you, my little slut," Leah facetiously offered as she gripped Vicky's shoulders and pushed her back against the massager and my fingers.
"LAAAAWWWDDD!" Vicky moaned louder.
Forcing my fingers apart, I stretched Vicky's love hole to take a third finger. Then, when I worked that one in, I stretched her further until she could accept all my fingers. Now the hard work began. Vicky's vagina had stretched enough to take my four fingers readily enough, but only down to the last knuckle. To complete the task of fist fucking her, I needed her pussy to gape much further than it was now.
With my fingers twisting and turning inside her cunt, Vicky moaned through several ongoing mini orgasms. However, it was apparent she was about to explode, and I wanted my hand inside her when she did. So, telling Leah to brace her, I increased the force I pushed at, and suddenly, with a last twist and push, and a surprised gasp from Vicky, my knuckles popped through her pussy's sphincter and delved inside her.
"Fuck, is that sexy!" Leah growled from her vantage point at Vicky's head. "Open your eyes and look, you dumb slut," she demanded. "You've got a man's whole hand inside your slut cunt."
"Not quite," I pointed out as I continued to run my thumb over Vicky's button.
Her eyes hooding, Leah lustfully growled, "Can you get your whole fist in her fuck hole?"
Wriggling my fingers over Vicky's G-spot, I brought her to another soft orgasm before saying, "Given enough time, yes. But she'll be so sore tomorrow that she'll barely be able to walk."
"Could I fist her now, though?" Leah asked.
"Sure," I replied. "Your hand will easily fit, I'd think."
"May I?" Leah asked.
"It's your slut," I acquiesced as I shrugged my shoulders and moved aside.
Vicky had placed her hands behind her head, doing a half-crunch as she watched, fascinated by what Leah and I were doing. She moaned a protest as I withdrew my hand, then groaned appreciatively as I held the massager against her plug again.
"Oh, Gaaaaaaawwwwwwwdddddd," she sighed as she felt Leah's hand probing at her entrance.
Straddling Vicky's clit with two fingers and then rubbing them up and down, I showed Leah my left hand and instructed, "Fold your thumb across your palm like this." I showed her how I'd folded my thumb as far across my palm as possible so my hand was no wider than my finger's knuckles. I squirted more lube onto Leah's hand, then added, "Twist your hand back and forth as you maintain an inwards pressure."
"Oh, Gawd! Oh, Gawd," Vicky panted as she felt Leah's hand start to slide into her gaping cunt.
"When you hear the signal, push hard," I told Leah.
"Signal?" She questioned.
But I'd taken a riding crop off the wall and ignored her. Then, the next time Vicky groaned, "Oh, Gawd!" I flicked the crop's leather end stingingly onto Vicky's clitoris. "Fuck!" Vicky spat as her hips jumped at the impact. Her sudden upthrust forced Leah's hand through Vicky's pussy sphincter, and her whole hand down to her wrist slid inside Vicky's vagina.
Vicky lifted her head to peer wonderingly down at her pussy, "It's in?" She disbelievingly asked her lover. "Your entire hand is inside my cunt?"
"Yes, it is," I confirmed for Leah. Then shifting my attention to Leah, I added, "Clench your hand into a fist and begin pistoning it inside this slut's gaping cunt. I'm getting another blow job from her."
When I moved to her head, Vicky willingly tilted her head back and allowed me to flex my knees and slide my cock back down her throat. Instantly, her sucking mouth and swirling tongue had me close to orgasm.
"Where do you want it?" I asked.
"Face or tits!" Vicky gasped around my dick.
Pulling out, I shuffled forward, grabbed my cock and jerked it as I spat semen over Vicky's voluptuous breasts. My cumming over her seemed to ratchet Vicky's orgasm to a fever pitch, and she squealed as she orgasmed on Leah's thrusting fist.
The rest of the day, we spent working our way through every combination we could imagine. Leah put her strap-on back on, and we double-penetrated Vicky. Vicky took a turn wearing the strap-on, and we both fucked Leah. The finale, I will say, was fantastic. Leah fully submitted herself to me, and I pounded her willing cunt until she gushed her lady juices over my balls, and I exploded semen into her cunt as if I were a geyser.
Just before 3.00 pm, Vicky was kind enough to drive me back to the Monie residence.
Chapter 34.
I had time to shower and reset before Isla came back from school. Of course, Jim brought her home, so as soon as she entered the room, Isla climbed onto my lap, kissed my cheek, and settled happily into place.
"How were the two tubby tarts?" She asked after kissing my cheek.
"I think you and my wife spend entirely too much time talking, my girl," I growled as I carefully wrapped my arms around her hips. "How did you know I was visiting friends today?"
"Daddy Liam," Isla patiently explained, even as she rolled her eyes. "Aunty Nessa and I know everything you're doing and will do. So, don't get your knickers in a bunch about it, and accept we like you playing around."
Nothing I could say to that that was appropriate for underaged ears, so I remained silent.
After an uncomfortable silence, I asked, "How often do you and Ness talk?"
"Every day, of course," Isla unsurprisingly replied. "If she's on a late, I call her during lunch. If she's doing an early, I call her when I get home from school, and if she's on days off, she calls me."
"Every day?" Isla nodded. "Since?" I questioned.
"My eighth birthday,"
"What on earth do you have to talk about to need to chat every day?" I asked.
Looking at me as if I were a backward child, Isla responded, "You, of course."
"Me? My life is not that exciting that it needs a daily conference about."
"Yes, it is," Isla insisted. "Besides, how am I to be your woman if I don't know everything about you?"
"Vanessa is my woman," I reminded Isla. "Not you."
"Yes, Daddy Liam," Isla exasperatedly said. "Of course she is. But eleven months from now, you will be my man."
Worried about where this was going, I reminded Isla that I was Ness' man and that I'd only be 'her man' for the night and day of her eighteenth birthday.
"Big, naïve, blind lummox," Isla muttered as, needing to pee, she got off my lap and headed down the hall.
A little later, Jim and I walked down to the leagues club and chatted over a few beers. After we'd discussed how well the Broncos were going (they'd recently won the NRL championship, so pretty good!), the imminent demise of the Gold Coast Chargers, and John Howard's betrayal of 'Johnny's battlers' (A group of low-income workers that traditionally supported Labor but were convinced by the Liberal/National Party to vote for John Howard) by his mooted introduction of a GST.
Then, in a lull in the conversation, Jim stated, "Isla expects to stay with you and Nessa when she attends Uni. You know that, right?"
Spitting out my mouthful of beer, I exclaimed, "What?"
"Ellen tells me Isla wants to live with you and Vanessa.
Not knowing how to answer, I eventually muttered, "Jaysus, brother, this is news to me!" It wasn't, but I didn't want to fight with my oldest friend. "Isla made it clear years ago that she wanted me to be her first, but I never once thought it was more than that!"
"So, Liam, when my youngest daughter asks to stay with you, what will you and Vanessa say?"
Holding his gaze steadily, I responded, "No. It wouldn't be fair to Isla because she'll be alone most of the time. She'd be better going into the Dorms with Tanya."
"Wrong answer, brother," Jim growled. "If you say no, you'll break Isla's heart, and I'll probably have to kill you!"
Shocked again, I spat, "What? Brother, a father does not threaten a man for not taking his daughter into his home. You know that, right?"
"I didn't say I liked it," Jim sighed. "And you're right. I was one hundred percent against it until Ellen and Isla sat me down and explained it was happening with or without my permission, so I'd best get on with the idea of it. Besides, brother, you're a good man and obviously love my daughter, so I know you and Nessa will look after her. I guess I'm trying to say that she could do worse than staying with you, okay?"
"Fuck, Jim," I muttered. "I have no idea what to say."
"Then say 'yes' when Isla asks."
"It won't be up to me, Jim. It'll be on Ness. She's the one that has to give up her privacy."
"Yeah, but we both know Nessa won't do it unless you're on board with the idea. So, I ask again, when my youngest daughter asks to live with you, what will you say?"
"Fuck!" I spat. "No still seems like the right thing to say, but I think you're right, and it's already a done deal. So, I'll say, 'yes'."
"Good," Jim smiled. "At least I won't have to kick your ass later."
Grinning, I replied, "You keep telling yourself you can, brother. If it makes you feel better."
We finished our beers and walked back home in time for Ellen to yell dinner was ready. Taking our seats, we ate and discussed our day. I couldn't offer much, as you can imagine. Indulging in almost six hours of Bdsm play with two bisexual tarts isn't something you can sit at a family dinner table and chat about. But subjects ranged from what was happening at school, how Tanya's new job was going, and what problems Ellen was having at the hospital. All in all, an enjoyable way to spend an evening.
Repairing to the lounge, I welcomed Isla onto my lap, lightly tickled her ribs, and asked how her day was.



Giggling and telling me to stop it, Isla replied, "Same as every day at school, Daddy Liam, boring!"
I'd been thinking about this and asked, "Have you checked with Open University Australia to see if they have anything you can start on to help with the first year of your nursing degree?"
"No," Isla replied. "What's Open University?"
"It's a conglomerate of several universities around Australia offering courses by correspondence. They say they'll move their courses online sometime in the future when internet speeds improve."
"It'd be worth having a look, at least. How do I get in contact with them?"
"You'll probably have to phone the operator and ask for a number, then call them,"
"Cool. I'll try after school tomorrow."
The rest of the evening passed with nothing more than friendly conversation, and it was soon time for bed. Isla followed her now typical charade of entering her room, then sneaking into mine when the house slept. However, she always wore her nightgown over her full-length pyjamas and slept under a blanket on top of my quilt, so there was no doubt there wasn't anything untoward occurring. Therefore, I rolled her off my chest this time and snuggled her into the 'little spoon' position.
In the morning, Isla woke, rolled and snuggled under my chin before kissing my neck. Then suddenly realising it was much later than usual, her eyes snapped open, and she said, "Oh no! Mum and Dad are already up! I'm in so much trouble!"
"Do you really think your mother, at least, doesn't know you sneak in here every night?"
Her eyes widening, Isla gasped, "She hasn't said anything to me!"
"No, but she usually pops the door open around 1.00 am and checks. If she had a problem with you sleeping here, she'd have chased you out the first night you did it."
"You didn't tell me," Isla accused. "I was terrified of being caught, and you're saying Mum knew all the time!"
"Well, you were having so much fun sneaking around behind your parent's backs that I didn't want to spoil your fun," I explained.
"Asshole!" Isla smilingly spat, then left to get ready for school.
Later, as we sat at the breakfast bar, Ellen affectionately tousled her daughter's hair and said, Miss Isla, when I tell you to sleep in your bed, I mean for the night. Not until you think I won't notice you sneaking into Mister Liam's room!"
"I sleep better in Daddy Liam's arms, Mum," Isla defensively said. "His heartbeat is so strong and slow it makes me feel safe and secure as if no harm could ever befall me."
"And exactly what harm are you expecting to encounter in our home, may I ask?" Jim queried as he entered the kitchen. "You're lucky your mother said that every time she checks, you're fully clothed and on top of the bed, not under the quilt, or I'd ban you from seeing Liam until your eighteenth birthday."
"Nightmare harm, Daddy," Isla explained as she held her hands out to her father for a kiss and cuddle.
"You still having those, baby?" Jim asked.
"Not as often since you hung the dream catcher in my room, but I still get them. Only I don't when I sleep in Daddy Liam's arms."
"That's no excuse to disobey your mother, Isla," Jim pointed out. "But it seems we're trying to shut the barn door after the horse has bolted, so I won't say anything more about it. As long as you promise to remain a virgin until your eighteenth birthday, you may sleep, fully clothed, with Mister Shephard."
"Thank you, Daddy," Isla squealed, then pouted, "But Daddy Liam's only here for one more night, so I've lost four nights."
"If you call sleeping with him every night since Saturday 'losing four nights'," Jim stated sarcastically.
Colouring, Isla admitted, "Yeah, I did. But only on top of the covers, Daddy."
"Yeah, if your mum had found you under the covers, she'd have dragged you out by your ears." Jim pointed out.
Checking, Isla asked, "But I can tonight?"
Jim nodded, "Yes. After you've promised you won't break the law."
"We won't, Daddy, I promise," Isla quickly stated.
Jim glared at me, "I love you like a brother, Liam. But if you're inappropriate with my daughter before her eighteenth birthday, I will kill you!"
"Eighteen is ridiculous, Jim," I growled. "You know that! But it's the law, so Miss Isla, as Tanya had to do, can wait until the night of her eighteenth."
Tanya had work, so she left with Jim and Isla when they headed to school, leaving Ellen and me alone at home. I'd hoped to spend this day with the two tubby tarts again, but they could only arrange a single day off, so I had a day with little to do.
'Should have brought my golf clubs,' I thought as I listlessly flicked through the four available TV channels, searching vainly for something to watch.
I watched 'The Morning Show' for a time as it seemed the least worst of the available programs. Having seen enough, I was about to change into my running gear when Ellen walked naked into the lounge. Marching up to me, Ellen pushed me against the couch back, straddled my thighs and tried to stuff her tit into my mouth. "I can't stand it anymore, Liam," she growled. "You must fuck me right now!"
Standing then, depositing her on the floor, I retorted, "Sure! Ness is on a late, so she's home. You call her now and ask for permission. While you're doing that, I'll phone your husband at school and check if he's okay with it, too. If they both agree, I'll fuck you into next week!"
"They don't have to know," Ellen pleaded.
"Vanessa knows of each and every one of my dalliances, Ellen, and I'm damned if I'll make an exception for you. Now, woman, what happened to 'I will obey my new vows to my husband'?"
"Every night, Isla sneaks into your room and does what I want to do—fuck you, then sleep in your strong arms. It's not fair! Jim has improved his forcefulness greatly but is still too gentle with me. I want to be fucked, Liam. Fucked like the dirty whore slut I long to be, but although he's improved, he's still not manly enough to force me to what I need to be."
"Ellen, that's bullshit!" I snarled. "First of all, Isla and I have exchanged nothing more than a soft lip kiss, and not 'fucked', as you so crudely put it. And, if he isn't being what you want him to be, tell him and show him what you want!"
"Top from the bottom, you mean?" Ellen sneered. "I wouldn't have to do that with you!"
I took her in my arms and softly kissed her lips, "Ellen, I'm not doing this. We're not doing this. I want you. You can tell by my throbbing cock against your belly that I want you, but without permission from our spouses, we are not doing this!"
"Jim will never allow me to fuck another," Ellen said sadly. "Especially if that 'another' is you. That's why we have to do it now, today."
"And when you feel guilty and confess? What then? Your marriage is over. My marriage is over. Your daughters hate me, and I've lost the one friend I value above all others. No, Ellen, the cost is too high, and I won't do it. No matter how much my cock throbs and my balls ache."
Taking hold of my shaft, Ellen ran her hand up and down it before saying, "But you want to, right? Let me have that, at least."
Kissing her pouting mouth again, I replied, "Of course, I do, Ellen. You're as sexy as all fuck, but girl, you know that!"
Stepping back, Ellen looked at me tearfully and said, "I'm lonely, Liam. Other than Jim and the girls, I have no friends. Larry moved out because he got sick of our arguments. Jason barely talks to me for the same reason. Vanessa and I were close until my bitchiness drove her away. Plus, I have the reputation of 'The Ice Cold Bitch' at the hospital, and no one wants to work with me."
I sat on the couch and requested, "Ellen, go put some clothes on, and we'll talk about this, okay?"
Ellen exasperatedly flounced away but soon returned wearing trousers and a clinging T-shirt, her braless breasts standing proud on her muscular chest.
"Happy?" She asked.
"Yes," I facetiously answered. "My throbbing cock and aching balls appreciate your clothed state."
That, at least, made her smile. But she turned serious and demanded, "You'll fuck both my daughters, but won't fuck me? Why?"
"Because your daughters aren't married to my best mate!" I snarled back. "But, more importantly than that, you need to fix your friendship with Vanessa so she'll consider your request to fuck me because I will not fuck you without Ness' permission."
"She's okay with you fucking my daughters, though?"
"So are you!" I reminded her.
Blushing guiltily, Ellen confessed, "In the twelve month lead up to you and Tanya consummating your love, Jim got more sex than he's ever had before because I kept fantasising that it was me you were slowly building toward making love to."
"You didn't mention that as the reason, though, did you?"
Ellen shook her head, "I'm not that stupid!"
"So, your personal life? What's with?" I asked, wanting to change subjects.
Tears filled Ellen's eyes again, and she said, "I've found the church ladies are nothing but interfering, backstabbing, gossip mongers who couldn't give a toss about the truth if they can believe a more salacious version instead. The nurses I work with acknowledge my skills and knowledge but hate me personally, and even close friends like your wife, I somehow seem to alienate."
"Are you ready to hear this, Ellen?" I asked. "I don't know how to phrase this politely, so what I say will be brutally honest. Are you prepared to hear what I have to say?"
"Nothing you say can make me feel any worse than I already do, Liam. So, have at me." Ellen assured me.
Sighing because doing these types of things never ends well, I started with, "The easiest thing first, Ellen. If you're not smiling or engaged in conversation, you look angry. You look like you've realised that someone's fucked up, and you'll find out who and make them pay."
"I can't help my natural face," Ellen protested.
"Yes, you can." I insisted. "It's easy to keep an almost permanent smile on your face. I do it all the time!"
Thinking, Ellen admitted, "You and Ness both always look like you're secretly amused by everything you see. That nothing bothers you, and it's all just one big joke."
"It is all 'just one big joke'," I snarled. "People take shit that doesn't matter one little bit seriously and then carry on as if the world has ended. Their discomfiture amuses me, and it's even funnier when I can wind them up further by teasing them!"
"Yet, that's way worse than me pointing out their ridiculousness, but everyone loves you and hates me."
"Yes," I replied. "It's because I laugh with them instead of at them. They accept it as teasing and not serious, even though I do think that they're idiots."
"I see," Ellen mused. "You say worse things about them than I do, but because you smile and gently chide them instead of correcting them, they accept your criticism without deciding they hate you."
"Precisely," I said. "You're a pedantic perfectionist," I pointed out. "You want everything done as per the book and rip your fellow workers a new one when they don't meet your exacting standards. But, Ellen, unless you're the NUM (Nurse Unit Manager), is it up to you to rebuke and discipline the other nurses?"
"No," she conceded.
"So, why don't you try ignoring the stuff that doesn't matter, and instead of rebuking someone who has done something unsafe, report it to the NUM and let her deal with it?"
"That simple, huh?"
"That simple," I confirmed.
"But, if I don't say anything about the mess, the left open bottles of medication and equipment not being put back where it's supposed to be, the whole place becomes a shambolic mess."
"Ness has the same problems, you know? I've heard you two talking about it. So what does she say when you bring it up?"
"She says that, generally, she accepts people are pigs and that no amount of whinging by her will make any difference, so, as it's only her that seems bothered by it, she cleans up and puts everything away herself."
"But she doesn't leave it at that, does she?"
"No. She says she gently teases the other staff about it and tries to embarrass them into doing more."
"But it's done light-heartedly with a smile, right? She doesn't upbraid or criticize them?"
"Yes."
"Would that be so difficult for you to do?"
"No, I guess not," Ellen replied.
"Good. It'll take time, Ellen. You've worked there now for what? Nearly five years? So, they'll probably be slow to accept that you've changed, so give them time. Also, you can't turn into a tattletale, either. If you run to the NUM about every little thing, they'll hate you even more than they do now. Decide if what you see is worth getting worked up about, and if it isn't, let it go or fix it yourself."
"What about what I need in the bedroom?
"Jim to be more masterful?" I queried.
"He's much better, Liam. I know that. He no longer puts up with my temper tantrums and will take a hairbrush to my ass if I push him too far, but I have to push him, which is my point. Why can't he just walk up behind me, rip down my knickers, bend me over and fuck me as he smacks my ass? Why can't he force me to my knees, stick his cock in my mouth and demand I suck? Nessa says you do things like that all the time. Why won't Jim?"
"He grew up in a Missionary camp, right? His parents are Missionaries in Papua New Guinea?"
Ellen nodded.
"Then, there's your answer. His church and parents have subjugated him since birth, so he's been taught to be submissive. That's why you could walk all over him like you did, but he's changing, Ellen. Every time I see him now, he's bolder and more assertive. So, tonight, wind him up until he belts your ass and fucks you senseless, then, in the afterglow, tell him what you want. Explain that you'll never refuse him if he wants to bend you over and fuck you. In fact, you'll love it when he does and have many orgasms."
Looking unsure, Ellen agreed she'd try but wasn't sure Jim was up to it. So I promised to have another chat with him, too. The problem now was that I could vividly imagine doing all those things to and with Ellen, and my little head was swiftly beginning to think for me. I was close to losing control and fucking my best mate's wife, and I had to get out of there, so walking from the room, I put on my shorts, singlet and running shoes, then headed out to blow off some steam.
Two hours later, I slowly jogged down the street to the Monie house, cooling off from my nearly thirty-kilometre (19 miles) run. The problem was, even after running all that time, my cock, although only semi-hard, still throbbed, and my balls ached. I hoped Ellen would quit with the teasing because if she didn't, I knew I'd be nuts deep in my best friend's wife a few seconds later.
Fortunately, Ellen wasn't in the kitchen, hall or my bedroom as I walked to my room to grab my stuff for a shower. However, the master bedroom was next door to my room, and I could hear vibrations through the wall and Ellen moaning, "Oh lawd, yes, Liam. Yes, fuck me with your big tool. Slap my face and squeeze my tits." and other moaned requests.
I stood hesitatingly as my cock grew and pressed painfully against my shorts, 'How easy it would be to slip inside the door, strip, and then fuck her?' I wondered. 'She wants me to. I want to. Why don't I do what we both want and go in there and fuck her? Because, as needy as she is, you'll mark her,' I answered myself. 'Then Jim will see the marks, confront her, and she'll cave and confess, and that'll be the end of you and the whole Monie family and will, more than likely, cost you Ness as well.'
With that in mind, I took my toiletries bag and towel and showered. Twenty minutes later, I heard the unmistakable clank of weights being dropped on the floor emanating from the garage. Walking in, I saw Ellen wearing bike pants and a tube top working through her weights program.
Seeing her cross to the weights bench, I asked, "Do you need a spot?"
"Yeah, Liam. That would be good," Ellen acknowledged. "With a spotter, I can push the limits. Without one, I have to keep to safe weights."
Ellen sat and added another weight on either end of the bar. I scanned and thought, '87 kg (192 lbs), impressive!' "Have you considered trying to reach the women's 60 kg weightlifting records?" I asked.
"No. I'm pretty much maxed out at 87 kg, so unless I want to go down the steroid route, I doubt I'll get past here," Ellen replied. "What can Nessa do now?"
"85 kg (187 lbs)," I confirmed. "Deadlifting 130 kg (287 lbs).
"Five," Ellen panted as she rested the weights on their guides, arms trembling. She sat, then stood and walked around shaking her arms, trying to loosen the lactic acid build-up. Fascinated, I watched her high, green apple-sized boobs bounce tantalisingly. "Like what you see?" Ellen asked archly.
"Hell, yes!" I averred. "But I'll stick to watching."
"I often exercise in here naked, Liam. Would you like me to strip and do another set naked?"
Of course, I would! I'd seen Ellen naked only once before, earlier today. Although she regularly flashed me bits, that was the only time I'd seen her without clothes, so I was keen to see her again. But I feared that I couldn't stop at only ogling. My resistance was crumbling in the face of her overt flirting, and I didn't think I could stand seeing her naked and not stuff my cock into her willing cunt.
"If you want to finish your exercises naked, Ellen, I'll go back inside."
"Chicken," she grinned.
I took two quick steps across to her, wrapped my arm around her shoulder and bent her back, then kissed her with every ounce of skill and passion I possessed. Simultaneously, I slid my hand inside her bike pants and cupped her mound as I slid two fingers into her pussy. Then, as I gently bit Ellen's lower lip, I thumbed her button and twirled my fingers over her G-spot. That was all it took because, with an expansive growl, Ellen spasmed on my fingers, her hips jumping up, trying to force more of my hand inside her, and her lady juices flowed over my fingers.
Her orgasm over, I gently lowered Ellen onto the weights bench and whispered, "Two can play the teasing game, Ellen. But tempt me too much, and you will get my cock inside you, and I promise to leave bruises all over your ass and tits that you will have to explain to Jim. How well will that go down?"
Not waiting for an answer, I straightened and walked quickly from the room before I did what we'd both regret forever more and fucked her into oblivion.
Sometime later, a chastened Ellen joined me in the kitchen for lunch. Surprisingly, she seemed calmer and more at ease than before. For about the first time that weekend, we had a conversation not loaded with sexual tension or outright hostility, and I got glimpses of how Ellen could be if she'd drop the faked 'good Christian wife and mother' persona.
At the end of our meal, I grinned and said, "You know, Ellen? You were almost human during our lunch. Keep that up, and I might have to revise my opinion that you're an uptight, stuck-up bitch!"
Colouring, Ellen admitted, "I'm always much calmer after I've orgasmed. It's why I wanted you to fuck me. But you're right. I need to get Jim excited more often, not only by pissing him off and having him hit my ass."
"Tease him as you do me! Jaysus, Ellen! It's not that difficult. You act like the Ice Queen around your husband and children and like a wanton slut around me. Shouldn't that be the other way around?"
"Won't he worry why I've suddenly become amorous? Won't he suspect it's because I'm playing behind his back?"
"Aren't you?" I countered. "How well do you think he'd accept what we've already done if he finds out?"
"It would cut him to the core and end your friendship. I don't think our marriage could take it, either."



"Yet you persist in trying to make something happen."
Looking away guiltily, Ellen replied, "I know. I've stopped now. I swear that I have. Do you think we can be friends?"
"I'd like nothing more, Ellen. It'd be even better if you could repair your relationship with Ness, too."
"I need to apologise to her for being a jealous cow and being angry at her for having what I wanted. It wasn't Vanessa's fault, but I took it out on her anyway," Ellen admitted.
"Yes, you did," I agreed. Then grinned, "Ness finds Jim hot, so if you repair your friendship, she might suggest a swap."
"Nessa thinks Jim's hot? She never said anything to him or me."
"Nor would she when it didn't matter. Jim would never have gone for it, anyway."
"But now that he's loosening up, maybe I can convince him," Ellen mused.
Shrugging, I replied, "You get permission from him, then get him to call me, and we'll arrange the swap. Maybe for a whole weekend or even a week?"
"You think Vanessa would go for it?" Ellen asked doubtfully.
I didn't, but Ellen acting like this was far better than the cold hard bitch, or flirty slut she had been playing, and I wanted her to remain like this, so I smiled and said, "Won't know until Jim calls and asks her."
"Do you think Jim can loosen up and fuck me like I need to be fucked?"
Grinning, I replied, "Won't know until ..."
"I ask him," Ellen completed.
"Right," I said. "I will, however, take him for a walk this evening and nudge him in the right direction for you. And Ellen?" She replied, "Yes." And I added, "Don't tell him. Show him."
The rest of the afternoon went quietly, and soon everyone was home. Before dinner, I took Jim down to the Leagues Club for a beer. After several false starts, Jim eventually laughed and said, "Just spit it out, brother. Surely by now, we can talk about anything?"
Deciding an oblique approach would work, I ventured, "How are things with Ellen? Are you giving her what she needs now? Spankings and the occasional rough loving?"
"I did say 'anything'," Jim muttered. Then louder added, "Yeah, I think so. If she gets uppity, I take her to task, then if she won't take a verbal clue, I put over my knee and light up her ass. Plus, she loves her breasts being roughhoused, so I do that, too."
"That's good," I acknowledged. "But do you remember the second part of that conversation?"
"Which bit?"
"When I said that, sometimes you will have to just take her. Walk up behind her, pull her knickers down, bend her over something convenient, and jam it into her. If she bitches, slap her ass and tell her to take it like the whore she is."
Jim looked at me doubtfully, "I don't think I can do that, Liam."
"Yes, you can, Jim. You'll do what I've said for the sake of your marriage and for Ellen's sake. Better yet, institute a no knickers, bras, shorts, jeans, trousers, or skirts below mid-thigh permitted in the house policy. Then, every time you're near her, grope her tits, feel her up, and see if you can't make her orgasm from your fingers or tongue, as well as randomly bending her over and taking her."
Holding my gaze steadily, Jim asked, "Have you been talking to Tanya again? Is that something she's told you to do?"
"I've been talking to Ellen, Jim. Look, buddy, you must have noticed she's been flirting outrageously with me since I came up for Tanya's eighteenth birthday." Jim nodded. "Well, today, I put a stop to it."
Jim's face fell, and he looked crushed, so I quickly assured him I hadn't ended it by fucking his wife. Only that I'd explained to her in no uncertain terms that unless he and Vanessa agreed to a full swap, there was no chance in hell of me fucking her because I wouldn't do that to him.
Jim agreed he'd at least try to do what I suggested, so we walked back in time for dinner, conversation, a movie and bed. It was a weird experience to prepare to sleep in the same bed as Isla openly, but as soon as I lay on my back on the bed, she cuddled into my left side with an arm and a leg draped over me and her head snuggled under my chin and on my chest.
"You comfortable there, little one?" I asked.
Tilting her head back and kissing me under my chin, Isla dreamily replied, "Yes, Daddy Liam. Your heartbeat echoes beautifully in my ears like this, and I feel wonderful."
"Okay. But I can't sleep like this all night because my arm will go to sleep. So, at some stage, I'll move you fully onto my chest or roll you so we can spoon, okay?"
"Yes, Daddy," Isla purred.
I had the early flight back to Brisbane in the morning, so as has become typical, Ellen and the two girls took me to the airport. Ellen and I shared a surprisingly warm hug, and she whispered, "Jim fucked me last night. I mean, he really fucked me, you know what I mean."
"I'm glad," I replied. "I hope you showed him your appreciation by squealing through several loud orgasms?"
Blushing, Ellen admitted, "Yes, I'm surprised you slept through them!" Isla muttered, "I didn't!" before Ellen added, "Plus, I blew Jim this morning to thank him."
"Eww, Mum!" Tanya whined. "Too much information!"
Brazening her embarrassment out, Ellen looked at her daughter archly and said, "Why? Surely you blew your man on your night together!"
"Too much information from both of you," Isla snickered. "Daddy Liam, take a walk with me, please."
"What is it, gorgeous one?" I asked when we were out of earshot.
"It's too hard to sleep in your arms and remain appropriate, Daddy. Do you mind if we stick to phone calls until my eighteenth?"
I'd been thinking the same thing, but I didn't want Isla to feel rejected or as if I was putting her off, so I agreed that phone calls would be best.
"A minimum of one a week, Daddy," Isla demanded. "Then random ones to show you're thinking of me."
"Yes, Ma'am," I teased.
"Good Daddy Liam," Isla stated with a teasing lilt as she patted my chest.
My flight was called, so after a chaste kiss and hug from the girls, I said goodbye again and boarded the plane. It had been an interesting five days, but I was looking forwards to seeing my wife again.
Chapter 35.
I'd forgotten if Ness was picking me up or if I needed a cab, so I was pleased to see my wife standing in the arrivals lounge as I walked through the gates. Squealing, she ran over and leapt into my arms. Then, showering my face with kisses, she groused, "You're late!"
"Yeah," I agreed. "We reached Brisbane ahead of schedule, but first, the runway wasn't available, then there weren't any available gates, so we've been circling for the last hour."
Grabbing my hand, Ness tugged me after her as she stated, "We drive home and get naked, you lie on your back, I straddle your hips and guide you into me, then you tell me about you and Tanya and Mary, then you and the two tubby broads. Then, maybe after a thousand orgasms for me and quite a few for you, I'll let you get some sleep before you turn to dust."
"Sounds good to me," I espoused and told her about my escapades. By the time we got home, Ness had her left foot up on the dashboard and two fingers stuffed in her cunt.
Despite Ness' 'self-flagellation', we made it home safely, and I soon had my dick buried to the nuts inside my wife's tight pussy.
"Leah had her whole hand inside Vicky's vagina?" Vanessa disbelievingly asked as she rode my cock.
"Yeah," I confirmed, showing her my right hand. "Remember, I had four fingers past the third knuckle inside Vicky just before that."
"But, if your four fingers past your last knuckles fitted inside her, why wouldn't your whole hand?" Ness protested. "The way you described it, you could have folded your thumb across your palm and slid your hand inside.
"You're forgetting that there are three dimensions in play, my love," I explained. "Height, width and depth. I'd forced Vicky's pussy wide enough to take my four fingers," I showed her my hand clenched into a fist, "But if I tried to force all of my hand inside her, she wouldn't be high or deep enough to take it. Therefore, instead of pleasure, all she'd feel is pain."
"I don't know where you've learnt all this stuff, Liam," Vanessa wondered. "I was barely eighteen when we married, and you hadn't turned twenty yet. How have you learned to do these things, given we've been together for all this time?"
"I specifically choose my dalliances to expand my sexual knowledge and experiences, babe," I explained. "Or, at least, I did in the early part of our marriage. I could feel the heavily sexual slut that lurked inside you, and I knew if I didn't satiate that slut, our marriage would fail. So I took lovers that helped me expand my sexual knowledge."
"You did that for me?" Ness smilingly asked.
"Primarily, yes," I answered. "I wanted ... want ... you forever, my love. Therefore, I became what you needed, just as you became what I needed."
"So, lover," Ness growled. "Show me what you've learned!"
Nearly an hour later, Ness collapsed off my cock and fell to the side, a tiny smile on her lips.
As my dick throbbed, I whispered, "I need to cum again, babe. Mouth, ass, fanny, or on your face or tits?"
"Cover my face," Ness demanded.
Happy to oblige, I shifted to my knees, jerked myself viciously, and spat man goo all over my wife's pretty face.
"Sleep now," Ness stated as she held her arms out, waiting for me to cuddle and doze with her.
I'd slept well the previous night, so I didn't need any more sleep, but cuddling my wife is always nice, so, carefully keeping my face away from her cum covered one, I held her and waited for her to awaken.
An hour passed before Ness' stretched, yawned, opened her eyes and gazed lovingly up at me, "Hello, lover," she grinned. "I missed you, can you tell?"
"Ellen," I smiled in return.
Pulling away from me, Vanessa snarled, "Tell me you didn't fuck that bitch!"
"No," I instantly replied. "I know how you feel about her and wouldn't do that to you. Or Jim, for that matter."
"Then, what?" Ness snarled.
"She came onto me pretty hard, ..." I began.
"So you caved and fucked her," Vanessa spat.
"Babe, if you don't let me tell the story, I'll admit I fucked her until I filled her tight cunt with cum, then stand up, pack my shit up and leave."
"Did you?" Vanessa raved.
Refusing to answer, I replied, "Vanessa, pull your head out of your ass and listen!"
"Okay," Ness grated. "Tell me about fucking that bitch, Ellen. And why the fuck you didn't call me and ask permission."
Spacing the words, I snarled, "Vanessa, _I_did_not_fuck_Ellen!"
"Why the fuck should I believe you?" My wife ranted. "You've wanted to fuck her since she and I became friends. The only thing that's stopped you is that Jim would freak out."
"All that is true," I admitted. "But, Nessa, my love, I have not, nor will I ever, fuck Ellen unless you and Jim say it's okay."
"But you want to," my wife stated, calming down.
"Tell me that Jim's sizeable package doesn't excite you, and I'll admit that I want to fuck Ellen," I responded.
"In those bike pants he wore that day when he dropped by, he looked even bigger than you, Liam," Ness' replied. "So, of course, he excites me!"
"Size Queen," I teased.
"We've had this discussion," Ness said primly. "I am not. It's the whole package that attracts me."
"Jim's got a sizeable package," I agreed.
Giggling, Ness slapped my chest and stated, "You know, Liam? Sometimes you really are an asshole! Okay," she admitted. "I'd like to fuck Jim. But he's never going to do it, so what does it matter?"
"Ellen wants to badly, my love," I replied. "Don't get your knickers in a knot again, but twice I've had to finger Ellen off to get her to back down."
Vanessa stiffened in my arms, and through clenched teeth, she ground, "Tell me."
"The first time was when I was there to see Tanya. She wore an ultra-miniskirt and kept flashing her twat at me, even though Isla was there. So when Isla took a toilet break, I stuffed two fingers inside her cunt and fingered her button. Then as she came on my fingers, I threatened that my next step would be to shove my cock where my fingers were, then pull out and cum on her face. Leaving her to explain that to her husband and children."
"But you didn't?" Ness asked.
"No, I did not. Ellen promised to stop teasing and begged me to help her not break something she calls 'her new vows to her husband'."
"The second time?" Ness asked, relaxing some.
"Yesterday. As you know, I hoped to have Vicky and Leah on both days, but they couldn't get them off, so I was home alone with Ellen."
"I bet that bitch planned it that way, too," Ellen snarled. "So, what happened yesterday?"
"First, ..."
"There was more than one?" Vanessa snarled.
"Let me tell the story, babe, okay? Trust me, Ellen was willing, and she promised me she wouldn't tell Jim or anyone else, so if I wanted to fuck her behind your back, I could have. I'm telling you the story because I didn't fuck her, but I want you to know what happened."
"Okay," Ness reluctantly agreed.
I sighed but continued, "The first time yesterday was mid-morning. I sat on the couch watching morning TV when Ellen marched in naked, pushed me against the couch back, straddled my thighs and tried to stuff a tit in my mouth. Then, when I stood and dumped her on the floor, she begged me to fuck her and promised neither Jim nor you would ever find out.
"That bitch!" Ness growled.
"Maybe. More needy than a bitch, though, I'd say."
"I can't believe you're defending her, Liam," Vanessa griped. "That's a change. You've always disliked her as much as I do."
"I guess I understand her better now, babe. Once I got her off the track of wanting to fuck, she broke down and opened up about what was wrong. Basically, Jim isn't giving her what she needs in bed, and she's sexually frustrated and horny."
"So she decides to fix that by fucking my husband?" Vanessa growled.
"Yeah, not good. But, babe, you've known she's had the hots for me for years, and I guess she thinks that if you're okay with me fucking her two daughters, you'd be okay about me fucking her, too."
"Tanya and Isla both came to me and asked for permission, Liam," Ness growled. "Ellen hasn't even told me that she fancies you."
"Fair enough," I told her. "The second time yesterday was after I'd gone for a run. When I came back, I went to my room to grab my shower bag and a change of clothes, and I could hear Ellen masturbating in her room."
"She probably heard you come home and did it on purpose, Liam,"
"I hadn't thought about that. But, yeah. It fits with what happened later."
"What did you do?" Ness asked.
In a moment of weakness, I stood outside her door and contemplated going in and fucking her."
"Tell me you didn't!" Vanessa demanded.
"If I had, I wouldn't be telling you this story, babe. Come on! You know me better than that!"
Ness nodded in agreement, so I explained how I'd heard Ellen doing weights later and went into the exercise room to watch. I told my wife how Ellen was wearing only bike pants and a boob tube top and was doing bench presses and how I'd helped by spotting for her.
"It all seems fairly harmless so far, Liam. So what happened to set off a second fingering incident?"
"Ellen offered to strip naked before she did her next set of reps, then Ellen called me chicken when I refused to stay in the room if she did."
Trying not to grin, Ness drawled, "That'd do it! I guess I should be grateful you settled for fingering her to orgasm and not anything more!"
"Look, babe," I stated. "I'd love to fuck the hot body Ellen has, but, typically, I'd never go within earshot of a bitch with that kind of attitude. But Ellen is making a real effort to change. I encouraged Jim to take her roughly more often and told Ellen she must repair her relationship with you and her fellow nurses. Once she has, I said I'd consider a full swap for up to a week, assuming you and Jim were up for it."
"I doubt if I could stand a week of being treated like a Princess and not a slut," Ness considered. "But, if Jim can overcome his reluctance to act as a real man should and show his woman who is boss, I'd be game!"
"So, are we good, babe?" I tentatively asked.
"About Ellen? Yeah. Tell me about Isla," Ness demanded.
"Every night, ..." I began before Vanessa interrupted, "She snuck into your room and slept on your chest."
"You two have been talking again!" I bitched.
"Of course. We talk every day now we have mobiles. Isla said her mother had teased you sexually relentlessly. That's why I wasn't that surprised about your revelations. But that's not what I meant. What will you do about Isla's desire to be 'inappropriate' before her eighteenth birthday?"
"Stay away from her, of course," I growled. "You and I both know the law is completely bogus and is only there to cover the asses of our bone-headed politicians who are too scared to tell the so-called 'moral majority' to go fuck themselves.
"Most major religions and cultures have some kind of ceremony around the age of twelve to thirteen to celebrate a person's 'coming of age'. The Jewish Bar Mitzvah is a prime example. Why twelve to thirteen? Because puberty hits around that time, and that signifies the change to adulthood, not some randomly chosen age!
"Age has nothing to do with it! I know people who are thirty and are not ready to enter a meaningful sexual relationship. Yet, Tanya and Isla are/were more than ready, but are/were not allowed to do what their bodies and minds are, or were, in Tanya's case, wanting to do, were not allowed to until some arbitrary age assigned by a bunch of crusty old men who I doubt could even get hard, let alone achieve orgasm!"
"Hang on, baby," Vanessa grinned. "I'm not sure what you really mean. Can you be more specific?"
"Be specific?" I snarled, building up a head of steam. "This society is infantilising teenagers at the same time as sexualising them. Teenagers are being told that it's okay to be gay, bisexual, or anything else you want to be, but don't you dare act on those feelings until you're eighteen! How fucking ridiculous is that?
"Fourteen-year-olds are being told they 'have the right' to 'self-determination'. Oh, except when it comes to choosing what age they're ready to have sex at. That, we infertile, impotent old men, will decide that for you. What a load of bollocks!"
Still smiling, Ness stated, "You know how hot these rants of yours make me, so stop ranting for long enough to fuck me into oblivion!"
So I did!
An hour later, after refilling my wife's delicious pussy with my man seed for the third time, Ness begged off and dragged me to the shower.
"What's the plan for the rest of the week?" Vanessa asked as I 'washed', read 'caressed', her tits and pussy with my fingers.
"We have The Lions end of season awards dinner on Friday night, then I'm hosting Dulux's early Christmas party, remember? You're on my arm both nights looking your spectacular self, of course. For The Lion's function, you're wearing what you had on when you brought Adriana home. The boys are going to shit!"
"That outfit's a little risqué for that, don't you think?" Ness quibbled.
"Yeah. That's why I want you to wear it. Let whoever is the current Queen of Brisbane's WAGs eat their heart out!" Vanessa shrugged and acquiesced, so I added, "And Ness? The tiniest thong. Right? Then you'll take it off once we're out of sight of the cameras."
"Liam Shephard, you are so bad!" Ness accused.
Trying to look innocent, I held my hands to the side with palms facing the sky and my elbows bent and said, "Me? I won't be the one flashing my cooter to all and sundry!"
"Cooter?" Ness questioned.



"Alright," I grinned. "Slash, snatch, gash, axe wound, twat, fanny, pussy, or whatever other epithet you'd prefer."
"And if some drunken twat decides to grope me, what then?"
"I break his wrist, then every bone in his fingers. It's 1998, babe. If guys haven't learned to look but not touch by now, I'll physically explain to them they should have!"
Ness jumped into my arms and wrapped her legs around my waist. "And that's what these so-called feminists will never understand, my love," Ness purred. "They think I'm demeaning myself by putting myself on display for men to ogle over, and the prudes will say 'I deserve' whatever happens to me because I dress like a slut. But I do it because I know you love it, and I know I'm 100% safe because you would never allow harm to come to me. So, lover, now that you have me all hot again, what will you do about it?"
"This," I growled as I lowered her onto my swiftly inflating cock, pushed her back up against the wall and began thrusting into her.
I could feel Ness panting against my neck and knew she was close, so I tilted my head and lowered my mouth onto her neck. Then, as she drew a deep breath to scream her orgasm, I bit and sucked hard on her neck.
"FuuuuuuuAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRKKKKKKKKKKK!" Ness howled as the pain and pleasure crashed into her, and her orgasm blew her apart.
Spasming on my cock, her body bouncing this way and that, Ness yelled several more 'farks' before passing out. I held Ness against the wall, my dick still rigidly erect, softly stroking into her velvety smooth cunt until her eyes fluttered open, and she lifted her head from my shoulder and smiled. She kissed me lovingly and said, "Cum inside me, lover. Shoot your sticky man goo inside my willing cunt. Remind me I'm your woman forever."
I shook my head, "Kneel and suck me off," I commanded.
I stepped back from the wall, and Ness wriggled off my cock and dropped to her knees. Then, looking submissively up at me, the shower water spraying sexily onto her upturned face, my wife softly, lovingly used her sweet mouth and skilful hands to coax an orgasm from me.
With an almost anguished groan, I spat juices down my wife's throat as she milked me with her hand. When I finished, Ness ran her tongue around my glans, ensuring they were clean before standing. I picked her up, held her loosely against the wall, kissed her deeply, and said, "Vanessa Anne Shephard, I love you more than life itself. You know that, right?"
"And me, you," Ness returned. "Want to run with me? I haven't gone out in a few days, so I need to get my ass on out there."
"Sure," I agreed. "Going to run in your 'Baywatch' swimsuit?" I teasingly asked.
"If you come with me, I will. I'm wearing shorts, too, though."
"Jazzercise leggings," I insisted. "The full-length ones."
Laughing, "Pervert," Ness agreed, and we were soon heading out to run.
"How far are we going?" I asked as I dropped slightly behind to perve on Vanessa's ass.
"8 km (5 miles). Is that okay?"
"Sure," I answered, "I might loop around a second time when we get back."
Looking over her shoulder, Ness grinned, "Get up here, you pervert. Stop looking at my ass."
"It's a mighty fine ass," I complimented. "I love how firm it is when you move."
Ness reached over and pinched mine, "Not as muscular as yours, but getting there!"
Vanessa hadn't noticed, but I'd subtly increased our speed. We'd been running around the five-and-a-half minute per kilometre mark, but I'd brought us closer to five-minute per kilometre. So far, Ness handled it okay, with no noticeable difficulty breathing, but at about five kilometres, she frowned and puffed. "I shouldn't be running out of breath here. I can easily run eight kilometres, so I shouldn't be starting to struggle at five."
"You did say you'd missed a few days," I casually replied. "Why don't we see if you can't struggle on home at this pace, as you're well over halfway, anyway?"
We didn't quite make it, as Ness had to slow down dramatically over the last kilometre, but when we got home, she looked at her watch disbelievingly and said, "That can't be right. We were at least three minutes faster than I usually am!" Then she looked at me accusingly, "You sped us up!"
"I may have," I confessed. "But you were running too easily at five minute-thirty kilometres, so I brought us closer to five-minute kilometres." Ness looked at me wonderingly, so I added, "Remember, I almost decided to run as a living. I was probably good enough. It was only the pressure exerted on Athletics Australia to boycott the 1980 Olympics that turned me to AFL. Therefore, I could tell by your breathing that you weren't working hard enough, so I picked up the speed."
"Have you thought about coaching athletics?" Ness asked.
Straight-faced, I answered, "Yes. Female athletes. Pretty ones, between eighteen and twenty, preferably virgin!"
Laughing, my wife said, "Tell me why I married you again?
"Because you're a slut, and I'm a damned good fuck!" I responded, looking at her sexily sweating, toned form and becoming horny.
"Complimenting me will get you absolutely everywhere, asshole," Ness smiled, her arousal evident in her voice.
The problem with your wife wearing a one-piece swimsuit over Jazzercise leggings is that it's difficult to get her out of them quickly. A handy pair of scissors fixed that problem, and I soon had Ness bent over our kitchen bench, her feet not even touching the floor, full breasts pressed against the bench top, running gear in tatters around her, and my cock thumping into her willing, grasping cunt.
After she'd begged me to 'fill her with seed', several orgasms (for her) later, Vanessa bitched, "That's close to three hundred bucks of exercise gear lying ruined on the floor, you know?"
Blushing, I answered, "Oops! You weren't taking them off quickly enough, and I needed to be inside you, so I got a little carried away."
"If that's 'a little carried away'," Ness good-naturedly bitched. "I'd hate to see 'a lot carried away'!"
"Yoo-hoo," Gary called from the front door. "Is it safe to come in yet? Fuck are you two loud when you're going at it!"
Squealing, Ness slapped my roaming hands away, wriggled out from under me, and fled down the hallway."
Pulling my shorts up and tucking my wilting cock away, I said, "Yeah. Your naked mum has fled to her bedroom, and I'm decent."
"I'm done for the week," my eldest cheerfully stated. "Can I get a ride to the airport? I'm staying with Tanya for the weekend."
Quelling the ridiculous surge of jealousy I felt, I went, "Sure. Have you got time for your mum and me to shower first?"
Grinning, Gary replied, "As long as you don't fuck in there until you run out of hot water, then, yeah. No problem."
"Cheeky bastard!" I mock snarled as I pulled my singlet off, heading for the shower.
"Pot, kettle!" Gary retorted.
Gary owned a second-generation Toyota Celica Supra, and I'd always wanted to drive it and check out what it could do, so I teased him into letting me take him to the airport in that. Despite little room in the backseat, especially since my son and I are well over 193 cm (6 ft-3), Ness came along for the ride.
Unfortunately, it was close to peak hour traffic, and I had little chance to test Gary's car out on our way home. However, I had the keys and all weekend, so I was sure I'd let rip in it at some stage.
When we got home, it was time to get ready for The Lion's end-of-season function. I wasn't hosting this year for a change. That honour had gone to ex-captain Mark Mickan. However, I did have The Best and Fairest Medal to present, so Ness and I were invited to the big table at the front.
As hoped, every eye was on my wife as we exited the limo and walked up The Red Carpet. Vanessa and her revealing outfit would grace the front pages of The Courier Mail's entertainment section the following day, so it was a win-win for us. Vanessa got some time back in the limelight, and I got to laugh at the grimaces and pained looks of the other WAGs and revel at the dropped jaws and lolling tongues of their men.
True to our agreement, once past The Red Carpet, Ness slipped away to the lady's loos and brought me back her thong. Slipping it into my pocket, I carefully 'air kissed' her lips so as not to muss up her lipstick and whispered, "Check out the muscled, blonde-haired kid next to the tiny black-haired woman. Both of their eyes are wandering all over you!"
Chapter 36.
Pretending to brush some lint off my lapels, Ness turned her head and quickly glanced where I'd indicated, then turning back to me, she replied, "The dark-haired woman is mostly checking you out."
"Ricky Campion," I informed my wife. "Drafted last year. He is going to be a superstar, they say. I've worked with him quite a bit this year. Want to say hello?"
"You just want to fuck his wife," Ness playfully suggested.
But I knew that was because she fancied the leanly muscled young man. In all of my dalliances, I'd carefully avoided married women. Adriana, at the separated stage, was the sole exception. Plus, Vanessa and I had never even contemplated a swap, except with Jim and Ellen, of course. So, if we acted on our desires, and the Campions were willing, this would be a first.
"I'll fuck her if you fuck him," I suggested quietly.
"He's a teammate, babe," Ness pointed out. "You sure it's a good idea?"
"I've been out long enough for this generation to barely recognise who I am. Besides, there are always exceptions to any rule."
"You've got the hots for the dark-haired chick," Vanessa accused.
"You're right," I admitted. "She's like an even smaller version of you. Same firmly toned body, with high, half-grapefruit sized breasts and a tightly toned ass. What's not to like?"
"And she has the advantage of being from the exotic east," Ness added.
"Yeah. Thai, I'd guess."
I took Vanessa across to say hello, and after introductions, it was clear my young friend could hardly take his eyes off my wife. Interestingly, Kalaya, his wife, seemed to be equally checking Ness and me out, and I formed the distinct impression that she was bisexual, at least. If not actually gay.
My thoughts were confirmed when, upon introductions, Kalaya plastered her body against Vanessa's and kissed her on the lips.
"Kalaya's had the hots for you and your wife for years," Ricky whispered in my ear. "In case you haven't heard, I'm bisexual. Kalaya knows this, and as it's still problematic being openly gay in the AFL, she lives with me as my wife. In return, I help support her village back in Thailand. So, if you're up for it, we'll leave together after the ceremony, and Kalaya and I will come home with you.
'Ahh,' I thought. 'He was checking me and Ness out,' as I said. "Sounds good to me," I whispered back. "As long as you're okay with no male-on-male action, I'll check if Ness is up for it."
Ricky and Kalaya wandered off to meet and greet his teammates, so I took Ness aside and said, "Turns out Ricky and his wife are bisexual and want to come home with us after the do tonight."
"Are you and Ricky going to play?" Vanessa asked longingly. But when I shook my head, she pleaded, "Can I play Mistress again? Be in control of what happens? It'll be good prac ..."
Then she suddenly cut off the sentence. Not being completely dense, I knew asking her, 'What do you mean 'good practice?' And for what?" would be a waste of time, so I chose to ignore the third part and answer her questions.
"Yes, of course, if that's what you want to do. Well, assuming the Campions are up for it."
"Good," Ness stated. "Shall we mingle?"
I gestured toward the stage, "Looks like Mark is about to start ceremonies, babe. Best we sat at our table."
Mark did an adequate job of hosting, but I'd bet money I'd be invited to do it next year as the evening didn't flow as well as when I hosted, nor were there as many unscripted laughs or standing ovations. However, it was a pleasant night, and I enjoyed handing Chris Scott his medal for being The Lion's Best and Fairest for the year. I had high hopes for this group of players as I felt they had some real talent. It was only a matter of the coach bringing them together.
After the awards had been handed out, Vanessa and I stayed to mix and mingle with the players and sponsors. The best part was walking Ness up to the tables, introducing her to the wives and girlfriends we hadn't met yet, and watching the men unsuccessfully trying to keep their eyes on my wife's face and not let them drop onto her deliciously mounded tits and then watching their women eating their hearts out and/or admonishing their man for looking.
Ricky and Kalaya were the only exceptions. Ricky openly admired my wife's sexy form and stated, "Your wife's hot, Liam. Easily the hottest chick here, even including Kalaya!"
"I heard that!" Kalaya stated in her sexily accented voice. "But, I agree. Vanessa is easily the sexiest woman here tonight."
I agreed, but I thought there wasn't a split hair between Kalaya and my wife, and if Kalaya wore something similar to Ness, there wouldn't even be a split hair between them! Leaving together, we got in the limo I'd booked for Ness and me and went home. Kalaya sat pressed against Ness with her hand between Ness' thighs. Ricky sat opposite, making no effort to pretend he did anything other than look up my wife's skirt at her trimmed pussy.
Grinning, I handed him Vanessa's thong and said, "Like what you see? Want an early sniff of her arousal?"
Sliding her fingers onto Ness' slit, Kalaya watched her husband hold, then take an appreciative sniff of Ness' thong, held her hand out and said, "Me, next." Then, her fingers dancing over Ness' clitoris, she added, "On second thoughts, I'll mix the smell with the taste."
Kalaya brought her fingers to her mouth and breathed deeply through her nose as she sucked Ness' juices from her fingers.
"Ahh," Kalaya sighed. "As sweet and tangy as I'd always fantasised!"
"Don't look now, honey," I teased as I adjusted my package. "But I think you might be the bitch to The Mistress tonight."
"No!" Kalaya breathed. "Please tell me you just said you wanted to be my Mistress tonight!"
Taking Kalaya's hand and placing it back on her pussy, Vanessa imperiously said, "Only if your husband also kneels before me, little one. And you both kneel to my husband. I am his little, but you two are mine."
"Oh, Gawd!" Ricky and I both breathed. Then Ricky answered, "Yes, please, Mistress. I'd love your husband to fuck me, too, please."
"Not happening!" Vanessa and I said.
"Shame," Kalaya stated. "I'd love to see Master Liam fuck Ricky. But we will willingly submit without doing that."
"Kalaya, kneel before my husband," Ness commanded. When Kalaya took her position, Ness added, "Take him out and show me your oral skills. I expect you to get him off before we get home, and you'd better not waste a drop, you slut, or you're getting the horsewhip."
Kalaya had me out and gobbled down in a flash. She couldn't quite fit all of me in, but there was less than an inch outside her mouth. Then, wrapping her hand around my shaft, Kalaya began milking me as she lashed my glans with her tongue and bobbed her head.
"On your knees before me, boy," Ness demanded. "Let's see if your oral skills are up to par. Same rules as for your slut wife!"
Vanessa shuffled her bottom to the seat's edge to give Ricky access to her pussy, and he soon had his tongue buried in my wife's snatch. Then, sliding his hands under Ness' bum, Ricky lifted her so he could tongue from just short of her rosebud, along her perineum, across her vulva's entrance, up her slit and onto her button.
"Oh, Gawd, Liam, "Ness moaned. "He's good! How's your slut?"
"Gifted," I grunted, near orgasm. "I'm about to fill her slut gob with spunk."
"Hold my hand, lover," Ness begged, her hand reaching for me. "I'm about to cream all over my slut's face!"
With twin groans, my wife and I orgasmed into and onto our lover's faces. Then exchanging soft kisses, I said, "Wow! That was a new and intense experience!"
"First foursome?" Ricky asked.
"Yes," we confirmed. I continued, "We've had several threesomes. Mostly mff ones, but one mfm."
"But no play between you and the guy, huh?"
"Ricky, even the thought of your balls rubbing on mine as we double-team one of these sluts repulses me. I had the one mfm because Vanessa has begged me for years, and if she's allowing me mff threesomes, it's only fair that I return the favour. But don't be surprised if I get a little freaked out, okay?"
"I understand, Liam," Ricky assured me. "I've taught a few of the guys how to grip their shaft's base and hold their nuts out of the way, so she'll be sweet tonight, yeah?"
I nodded, then added, "We're here. Vanessa, Kalaya, kiss the driver to thank him and offer to let him feel your cunts."
"Yes, Sir," they dutifully replied before tapping on the glass, then, when the driver lowered it, leaned through and kissed him. The driver accepted their kisses but declined a free grope. However, he did stroke each girl's nipples after they made the offer.
I took the Campions to the guest room and got them settled with towels, washers, and toothbrushes. They declined sleepwear as they, like us, preferred to sleep naked. Once I'd established where the facilities were, I showed them to our bedroom. Ness stood waiting, having added thigh-high fuck me boots plus the snake armbands to her outfit.
"Why have our two sluts still got clothes on?" Ness sneered. "Sluts should always be naked in the presence of their betters!"
Ricky and Kalaya quickly disrobed and stood proudly naked before my wife. As mentioned earlier, Kalaya resembled a miniature Ness. Tightly muscled, with good definition across all areas, Kalaya obviously worked out every day. Her breasts were smaller than Ness', but being tinier than my wife, Kalaya's breasts looked equally impressive. Add black irises in white-on-white corneas and full pouting lips, and Kalaya is a beautiful, exotic princess.
Ricky stood a little shorter than me. I guessed around 190 cm (6ft-2), and, as you'd expect from an elite footballer, carried little to no body fat. Not being into guys, I couldn't tell if he was handsome, but I guessed that he must be by how pretty Kalaya was and how taken Ness was with him. Ricky had an impressively thick, more than six-inch cock that bounced and throbbed with his arousal. I couldn't wait to see it splitting my wife's nether regions.
Circling them, Ness said, "Nice. You'd expect a recently recruited footballer to be in peak physical condition, but it looks like his slut works out, too."
"If I may correct you, Mistress," Kalaya said, "Ricky is my slut. I am not his."
"Noted, little one," Vanessa acknowledged. "Do you concede your and his control to me for tonight?"
"For as long as you want us, Mistress," Kalaya confirmed.
"Tonight only, greedy one," Ness denied. "However, if we haven't heard any rumours of what happens here tonight after six months, I may consider extending you another pass to visit again."
"No one will hear anything from us, Mistress," Kalaya and Ricky assured her.
Sir, you know how important it is to my career that no one finds out I have the occasional homosexual dalliance. The guys accept some of our team are gay, but they don't want their noses rubbed in it."
"It's still as homophobic as ever, then?" I asked, disappointed with my fellow players.
"It has gotten better, Liam," Ricky insisted. "But I doubt any of the gay guys could take their partners to an event like last night without there being ramifications for their career. That's why most of the gay guys take their mothers or sisters."
"Enough chat," Vanessa growled. "Who's on the table first?"




We hadn't returned the coffee table we'd used when Adriana had visited as we found sitting on the loveseat and drinking coffee a pleasant way of passing a morning.
Ricky looked at Kalaya, and Kalaya pointed imperiously at the table. Then she giggled, "This is weird. Ricky answers to me, we answer to Mistress Vanessa, and we all answer to Master Liam."
"Talk of answering to me," Ness stated. "On the table, my little slut. Face down, and knees on the ground.
Ricky assumed the required position, and Vanessa firmly tied his wrists and knees to the table's legs.
"Kneel behind me and remove my skirt, little one," Ness instructed Kalaya.
Vanessa stood behind Ricky so he didn't see Ness' 'cock' spring salaciously into view when she spread her thighs and let it bounce up. Kalaya did, however, and she gasped before a pleased smile broke over her pretty face.
"Get your slut's ass ready for me," Ness demanded.
"May I have a face cloth, please, Mistress?" Kalaya requested.
"Sure," Ness acquiesced. "I know Liam showed you where the bathroom is. Under the sink in the cupboard, you'll find the washcloths. Help yourself to one and return."
A few seconds later, Kalaya rushed back into our room, knelt, and carefully cleaned her husband's ring and perineum. Then, spreading his ass cheeks, Kalaya began tonguing Ricky's rosebud. It was clearly something she'd done numerous times before because she soon had three fingers in his hole, and his sphincter gaped.
Rocking back, standing, and moving aside, Kalaya said, "This slut is ready, Mistress."
"Move to your slut's head, then bend at your hips and push your tits onto his back," Vanessa instructed. "My husband's going to fuck your slutty fuck hole as I fuck your man's boy cunt."
Assuming this position gave Kalaya a close-up view of my wife oiling her 'cock', positioning it at Ricky's ring, then slowly pushing it in until she felt the restriction of his knot.
"This slut has been pegged by you many times, yes?" Ness growled.
"And been fucked by real men many more times, Mistress," Kalaya confirmed.
"Good," Ness stated as she gripped Ricky's hips and thrust viciously inside him.
My wife's pelvis hit Ricky's ass with a resounding thump. Not stopping, Ness pulled back and then thrust hard into his ass again.
"Ugh," Ricky grunted as Ness' pelvis hit his ass. Then, "Ugh, ugh, ugh," as Ness built up a steady, pounding rhythm.
"Husband?" Vanessa inquired. "Why is your cock not buried inside your slut?"
"Because watching you expertly pegging this whore makes me wonder if you've done it before, wife!" I explained.
Grinning, Ness replied, "We don't talk about our dalliances, remember?"
'We'll be talking about this later.' I thought. 'But, for now, let me see if this delectable piece of ass is as willing as her husband."
Moving behind Kalaya's ass, I positioned my cock at her entrance, grabbed her shoulders, and ripped her back as I slammed forwards into her. Kalaya was tight, wet, and relatively shallow, so only around three-quarters of my cock fit inside her before my glans hit her cervix.
"Oomph," Kalaya groaned as my dick hit her cervix. "Please, Sir. Do that again," she pleaded.
Pulling back, I shoved back in, and then, when I hit her cervix, I held her tightly against my cock and rotated my hips.
"Oh!" Kalaya exclaimed. "I'm cumming!"
"Gotta love an easy slut," I told my wife as Kalaya spasmed on my cock, her juices flowing over my balls. "Two thrusts and a hip rotate, and she's orgasmed already."
"Smack her ass and see if she'll blow again," Ness demanded.
It sounded like a plan. So now Kalaya had stopped shuddering, I pulled back and thrust into her. She twitched and moaned as my glans battered her cervix again. I slid all but my penis' tip from her cunt, then, as I ripped forward, I brought the palm of my hand stingingly down onto Kalaya's ass.
My slap was greeted with a barely stifled squeal and another orgasmic spasm. Kalaya was both multi-orgasmic and a squirter. Leah was the first squirter I'd ever fucked, so to find another so soon was a pleasant surprise.
"There's only the four of us home, little one," I informed Kalaya. "Feel free to squeal as loudly as you'd like—no need to hold them back."
"How's your slut going?" I asked my wife. "Mine's already cum twice and seems on the cusp of another. What about yours?"
Ness bent over Ricky's back and gripped his cock in her tiny hand, "It seems like he can't cum from being pegged only, so I've taken him in hand. He's close, though."
Kalaya straightened up and slapped the back of Ricky's head, then snarled, "Stop pretending you have control, you cock loving man whore, and give it up for Mistress Nessa!"
I don't know if it was my wife gripping and stroking his dick that set Ricky off or his wife's demand he 'give it up', but Ricky immediately groaned and spat his essence onto the floor.
"Good boy," Ness said as she patted his ass. Pulling her 'cock' out of Ricky's anal cavity, Vanessa released Ricky's binds, undid her strap-on's ties, pulled it out of her cunt, then handed it to Ricky and said, "Take this to the bathroom and clean it for me. And Ricky?" Then, when Ricky looked at her, she added, "Ensure it's well cleaned because it's going up your wife's cunt next."
"May I test this cunt's tongue? Vanessa asked.
"Of course, my love," I replied as I pulled out of Kalaya's tightly gripping cunt.
"On your back on the table, cunt muncher," Ness growled.
As soon as Kalaya took her position, my wife straddled the table and lowered her pussy onto Kalaya's mouth. Kalaya reached up and grabbed Ness' hips, then tipped her head back and lashed Vanessa's cunt with her tongue.
"This pussy licker has serviced a cunt or two before," Ness groaned. "Stick your cock in my mouth and tell Ricky to fuck my pussy when he returns."
I stood on the coffee table and introduced my cock's head to Vanessa's lips. Undeterred by Kalaya's secretions, my wife gripped my shaft and licked my glans before sucking me into her mouth. Swallowing often, Ness pressed down until I felt her lips against my hairy pelvis.
Over my wife's head, I saw Ricky enter the room. Placing the strap-on carefully on the sofa, Ricky stood with his hands clasped before him, waiting for instructions. His cock, however, had swiftly risen to full mast as he gazed at his wife slurping on my wife's cunt.
"Do you like pussy, slut Ricky?" I facetiously asked.
"Yes!" Ricky averred.
"Then why is the one in front of you empty of your cock?"
"May I?" He pleaded.
"You may," I acquiesced.
Ricky stepped behind Ness' ass, then holding his cock by its base, he held Ness by her hips and guided his cock into her willing snatch. Unfortunately, with Ricky behind Vanessa, I couldn't see his thick cock splitting my wife, but I vowed to see it happen before we finished the night.
"He's thick, baby," Ness panted, momentarily letting my cock out of her mouth. "It touches all of me deliciously, especially on my G-spot."
"And you didn't give me a chance to see," I groused.
Pushing back, Ness growled, "Let me up for a second."
Ricky uncoupled from my wife and backed up. Ness then moved to lean over the bed, her upper body supported by her hands. Turning to look at me, she said, "Put your slut on her hands and knees behind my ass. If you lean over her back and grab her tits, you'll see Ricky ploughing me open."
That sounded good to me, so I soon had Kalaya on her hands and knees behind my wife's tightly toned ass, with just enough room for Ricky to stand between us and take my wife. Cupping and pinching Kalaya's full breasts, I eagerly peered up, waiting for the delectable sight of Ricky's thick cock splitting my wife's pussy lips apart and delving deep into her cunt.
I wasn't disappointed as Ricky spread his legs wide, exposing his ass, balls and cock. Then, he held his cock by its base and positioned it at Ness' entrance.
"You watching, baby?" Ness crooned. "Me, your wife, is about to have her whore's cunt filled by another man. He's going to fuck my cunt, then fill it with his sticky man goo. You ready, baby? Oh, yes! Here it goes! Oh, fuck! He's sliding in me, filling me. He feels so thick in my cunt, baby. I think he might be thicker than you, but not as long!"
Fascinated, I watched Ricky slowly penetrate my wife. Her vivid description of what he was doing added piquancy to my already flaming libido, and I began frenziedly humping at Kalaya, trying to stab into her wetness. However, I was too distracted watching Ricky's thick cock peeling my wife's cunt open to stab with any accuracy, so Kalaya reached between her legs and guided me.
As I slid home, I had time to think, 'That doesn't feel like a pussy,' before I looked down and saw the rest of my cock disappearing inside Kalaya's velvety smooth and warm ass.
Surprised, I gasped, "I'm in Kalaya's ass, babe. Nuts deep inside the slutty whore's arse!"
"Back up," Vanessa demanded. And, still coupled, they straightened and walked back far enough to turn, then Ness moaned, "Oh, Gawd! You are, too. How does it feel, Liam? How does it feel to be in your whore's ass?
"It feels pretty damn good!" I grunted as I pounded Kalaya's tightly gripping ass.
Ness and Ricky knelt on the floor beside Kalaya and me. The girls exchanged kisses as we men pounded into their orifices. I lost count of how many petite orgasms Kalaya had as they all seemed to roll into one, but every few minutes, she'd cease kissing Ness, let her head tilt down and groan as another spasm passed through her. As she groaned, my balls were bathed with her pussy's secretions.
However many orgasms Kalaya had, it didn't seem enough. I guessed she wanted to keep going because she hadn't had a bone-shaking one yet. But I knew I'd need to do more to get here there. Just pounding her arse wasn't enough. Besides, my need to orgasm was desperately upon me.
Ness had trembled and shuddered through several intense orgasms and now lay on her back with Ricky's head between her thighs, his tongue gently lapping at her cum messy pussy.
"You ready to go again, slut?" I demanded.
"Yes, Sir," Ricky stated, lifting to his knees so I could see his rampantly erect cock.
"Good. On your back and hold your cock so its eye points at the ceiling. Ness, once he's in position, sit on his cock and lie back, knees spread as wide as possible. Man slut, spread yours as wide as hers and use your feet to hook around her shins to hold her feet apart."
They were quickly in position, and I got to watch as Ness settled deliciously onto Ricky's throbbing todger. I groaned as Ricky's head gorgeously spread my wife's lips and entrance and slid slowly into her soaking cunt.
"Woman slut, clean my cock. It's going in your cunt next."
Kalaya raced back with a wet washer before industriously ensuring my dick was safe to enter her pussy.
"Ready, Sir."
Chapter 37.
"You sure?" I questioned.
Nodding, Kalaya repeated, "Yes, Sir."
"You won't mind sucking it then?"
"No, Sir!" Then she leant forwards and gobbled me down.
A few moments later, I was on the precipice of orgasm again, so I instructed Kalaya to sit on Ness' face, then lie forward and eat her pussy. I watched with delight as Ness lifted her head and tongued Kalaya's seeping pussy. Then, kneeling behind Kalaya, I guided my pulsing with need cock into her slippery tunnel. Ness moved her head and licked my balls and shaft as I thrust in and out of Kalaya's pussy.
"Concentrate on your slut," I begged my wife. "If you keep doing that, I'll cum before she is satiated."
"Smack her ass as you fuck her!" Ness demanded. "That's what she's been lacking. She wants bruises to show off, and you're only tapping her."
That I could do, so straightening up to give myself room, I leaned back to expose as much of Kalaya's tiny, tight buttocks as possible, then brought my palm rapidly down onto the top of her ass. Instead of repeating the hit, I dug my thumbs and fingers into both ass cheeks and used that grip for ripping her back onto my cock as I sawed into her as hard as possible.
After three or four violent thrusts into Kalaya's cunt, I hit her ass again, only this time, I used both hands. I smacked her a second and third time before gripping her ass tightly and hauling her back as I pounded forward.
Ness had moved out from underneath me and taken Ricky to the loveseat so she could sit on him, with his cock buried deep in her cunt, and ride him as she watched me fuck Kalaya. But the sight proved too much, and with a deep groan, she sagged back onto her hands, moved her feet up onto the couch on either side of Ricky's hips and began riding him like he was a bucking bronco as Ricky mauled her delightfully bouncing breasts.
Under me, Kalaya kept slowly climbing to her peak, but her climb was consistently interrupted by minor orgasmic events. My balls ached with the need to cum, but I didn't want to leave her short of her fall, so I bit my lip and concentrated on not cumming. In desperation, I held her tightly to me, then stood and moved her to the bed. Then, flinging her off my cock onto the covers, I dove between her legs and kissed her with all the skill I had.
I followed that by sliding down Kalaya's muscly body onto her breasts. Then as I strummed my thumb over her left nipple, I lowered my mouth onto her right breast and sucked as much of her nipple and breast into my mouth as would fit. Sliding my hand between us, I slid two fingers inside her pussy and found her button with my thumb. Then, as I pressed hard and jiggled my thumb, I bit Kalaya's breast hard.
"Oh, FuuuuuuuUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKK!!!" Kalaya screeched in an ascending howl as her orgasm broke over her and toppled her off the cliff of her climax.
Hearing her finally screaming her orgasm instead of moaning it, I swiftly moved up, sat on her tummy, grabbed my shaft and viciously jerked as I spewed gigantic ropes of semen over Kalaya's pretty face.
Kalaya came again as she felt my cum splash over her face, and she looked up at me with a pleased smile, "Thank you, Sir," she breathed. "I rarely orgasm from penile penetration, not even with Ricky, but your overt masculinity has me hotter than a Thai curry!"
"What's the easiest way for you to get off?" I queried.
"A woman's tongue, Sir," Kalaya confirmed. "I'm bisexual with a strong preference for women. Ricky is bisexual and prefers men, but his preference isn't as strong as mine."
"Wait there," I instructed, then turned to my wife and Ricky. "Hurry up and fill that slut up," I demanded. "She's got work to do."
My sudden dominance, as it typically does, crashed Ness into another orgasm, and she came again as she felt Ricky pumping her cunt full of seed. As they finished, I opened our locked closet of sex toys and took out some handcuffs, rope and a leg spreader.
Speaking to my wife, I said, "Get on your knees and make him hard again." I handed her a short length of rope. "Once he's stiff, tie his shaft and balls off. You know how to separate the balls from the shaft and tie them separately, yeah?"
"Yes, my love," Ness said.
Ricky was almost as easy to arouse as Kalaya, or Ness, for that matter, and Ness soon had him harder than advanced trigonometry. I watched as she carefully separated his balls from his dick and tied them off. She then wrapped the extra cord length around the base of Ricky's shaft. I got Ness to do that because Ricky appeared to have a bit of a hair trigger and had twice gone off on my wife before she'd had her climactic orgasmic event. Having his balls held away from his shaft would prevent Ricky from cumming so readily.
Ness stood, "All done, babe," she said.
"Good work," I said. "Put your strap-on on and get ready to double-team this slag with me." Turning to Ricky, I added, "Turn and put your hands behind your back." Ricky willingly complied, and I locked his wrists into the steel cuffs. Bending over, I attached the spreader bar to Ricky's ankles, then helped him across to the side of the bed. "You may watch and comment, but you do not participate until Ness releases you, okay?"
Ricky nodded and settled to watch what I'd make his wife do.
Instructing Kalaya to stand, I took a metal chain belt out of the bag and buckled it around her waist. Then, after tying her hands together, I stretched the rope between her thighs and along her perineum, forcing her hands down onto her pussy. Then, after running it up between her ass cheeks, I tied the rope to the chain around Kalaya's waist. Kalaya stood where I'd placed her, so she was bent over with her ass pointing towards her husband, the rope parting her sweet pussy lips lewdly displayed for all to see.
"With the rope in the way, we're unable to fuck her, babe." Ness pointed out. "What's going on?"
Smirking, I handed Vanessa the horsewhip and replied, "I believe we have a pain slut on our hands, babe. A mostly lesbian, carpet munching, cock gobbling, pain whore who needs more pain than I've been giving her to get off. So, my love, you're taking the horsewhip to her ass, cunt and tits."
"Yes!" Ness eagerly stated. Then, speaking to Kalaya, she asked, "Permission to mark you, little one? Where may I not mark?"
"I will wear your marks proudly on anywhere but my face, neck and lower arms, Mistress," Kalaya purred, arousal heavy in her voice. "Don't hold back, Mistress Vanessa. I can take all you give me."
"Careful what you ask for, slut!" Ness snarled, bringing the whip stingingly down onto Kalaya's rib cage.
Kalaya's hands flew across her clit as she delved three fingers into her slut hole, "I wish for you to stripe me from my tits to my ankles, Mistress," she pleaded.
"Undo her wrists," my wife demanded. I quickly complied. "Lie on your back on the coffee table, slut. Spread your legs as wide as possible." Ness instructed. "Hands behind your head, elbows back, head up and eyes down. Rabbit is your safe word. But, if you use it, all play ends, and I send you and your worthless husband home. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mistress," Kalaya purred as she assumed the demanded position.
"Whose slut are you?" Ness asked.
"Yours, Mistress," Kalaya confirmed.
"So, if I choose to stripe you from your saggy tits to your fat ankles, you'll accept that?"
Saggy? Fat? I wondered. Kalaya was at least as fit and toned as my wife.
"Yes, Mistress," Kalaya intoned.
"Squeeze your tits and present them to me," Ness demanded.
Kalaya cupped her breasts and then squeezed them together. As soon as she did, Vanessa angled the whip and struck across Kalaya's nipples, leaving a dark red welt that swiftly turned purple.
"Faaark!" Kalaya groaned. "Again, please, Mistress."
Ness reared back and brought the whip viciously down, slightly above the previous strike on Kalaya's nipples. Kalaya's breasts now wore two similar marks. Jumping, Kalaya shuddered through a petite orgasm. Working rhythmically, Ness lashed the whip down Kalaya's body, striping her from above her breasts to before her pussy.
"Lift your knees and hold them apart," Vanessa demanded.
I watched almost in dread as my wife moved between Kalaya's lewdly spread thighs. She wouldn't, would she? Hit the young girl's pussy with the whip? Surely, not? She did! Kalaya yipped but immediately pleaded, "Again, please, Mistress." Ness brought the whip down harder, and Kalaya begged, "Again, and I'll squirt all over the table!"
Taking careful aim, Ness slashed the whip down onto Kalaya's clit, "Like that, you fucking whore?" She snarled as she hit the young Thai woman.
"Fuck, yes, Mistress!" Kalaya screamed as she shuddered with orgasm, and fluids boiled from her pussy, down her ass and onto the table, pooling there.
Vanessa walked around to Ricky, grabbed a handful of his hair, and then dragged him in front of his wife. "On your knees and clean that slut's mess up. Miss a drop, and I'll take the whip to your balls."



Ricky dropped quickly and began hoovering his wife's secretions off the table with his lips and tongue. The table was soon as clean as a tongue could make it, but Ness didn't let him stop there.
"Clean your wife's ass and cunt. What are you waiting for? Or do you want your balls whacked?"
I was watching, amazed. My wife had been dominant with Adriana, but this was a whole new level of dominance I didn't realise my wife had.
Ricky had Kalaya clean swiftly, so he straightened and moved back, awaiting her next instruction. However, when it came, it wasn't for him. "Dump a load in your slut's cunt, husband, please," Vanessa instructed. "I'm going to ride my slut again."
Ness unbuckled and dropped her strap-on onto the floor, then helped Ricky onto his back on the floor before taking his tightly tied cock in her hand, its tip engorged with blood and turning dark purple, and lowering herself onto it.
"You watching, Baby?" She sighed as Ricky's throbbing man meat split her cunt lips apart.
Fuck yes, I was watching! Still the hottest thing ever! My woman, my slut, took another man's cock into her whore's cunt as I watched and approved. The immense feeling of power and control I felt over her had me hotter than midday in the summer in Caracas. So, gleefully, I knelt and slammed my cock into Kalaya's willingly hot and wet pussy, and my pelvis hit her clit with a loud thump.
Knowing the key to Kalaya's orgasm now, I slammed into her a second time, then bent and sucked her left breast into my mouth. Sucking in as much of her titty flesh as I could, I hunched my hips viciously into her again as I bit hard, giving her twin hickey bruises she could show off proudly for the next week or so.
"Fuck, yes!" Kalaya yelled as her pussy spasmed around my cock, and her pussy fluids flowed out of her fluttering vulva and over my balls. Kalaya thrashed under me as I bit her breast and rotated my hips, rubbing my cock's head in small circles over her cervix. "Fuck, yes!" She yelled again as another spasm hit. Then a final "Fuck, yes!" as she sagged, her current climactic event over.
"I'm about to cum," Ness moaned from the sofa. "Make the slut eat my cunt as her husband cums in it."
"You heard the lady," I snarled, dragging Kalaya off the table by the back of her neck and pushing her face onto my wife's cunt.
As soon as I had Kalaya in place, I knelt and positioned myself at her entrance, but before I could drive it home, Kalaya reached between her legs and guided me a little higher, and I slid into her tightly gripping, warm ass again.
Turning her head, Kalaya pleaded, "Use the horsewhip on my ass and back as you fuck my slutty rear fuck hole, please, Master."
Ness had left it on the corner of the table, so it was easy to grab it and swing it at Kalaya's ass. The first hit left a beautiful darkening red strip across her left ass cheek, and the second added a mirror image on her right. From there, I roamed the strikes up and down her back and rib cage as I pounded her dirt hole as hard as I could. But it wasn't until I angled the whip to snake around her upper rib cage and the edge to flick her nipple that Kalaya came.
"Do that again, Daddy!" She screamed. "Do that again, and I'll squirt all over your big balls!"
Wondering why it was that these young girls who wanted me to fuck them also wanted to call me Daddy, I reached further around and lashed Kalaya's right nipple, then swapped the whip to my left hand and did the same thing.
Like steam escaping from a boiling steam kettle, Kalaya hissed, "YEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSS!!!" as her frothy essences poured from her juicy cunt and onto my balls.
Releasing the restraints I'd tied on my needs, I grunted and washed the walls of Kalaya's anal cavity with my cum. Kalaya's hissed exclamation blew hot air over my wife's clit, and she creamed beautifully on Ricky's thick cock as he pumped semen into her tight pussy.
Panting and almost collapsing, Vanessa said, "Enough joint fun for tonight, children. Liam, I'm sleeping in the guest bed with Ricky. You take Kalaya to bed here. And, Kalaya, my beautiful little slut girl, I'd better hear you serviced my husband adequately through the night or tomorrow morning, or you're getting the whip on that pretty ass of yours but without the delicious orgasms afterwards."
"Yes, Mistress," Kalaya acknowledged. "May I use a washcloth to clean Sir's cock again?"
After acknowledging Kalaya's request, Vanessa uncuffed Ricky and freed his feet from the spreader before untying his cock and leading him by it from the room.
I wasn't sure about being dismissed like that. As far as I knew, neither of us had ever taken a dalliance home before, and I felt a little nip from the old green-eyed monster. However, I quickly remembered that I'd been longing to watch a nice thick cock split my wife's nether regions, and therefore wished Ness would bring her lover home so I could watch, so I quickly got over it. Besides, who wouldn't want to spend the night in the arms of a tiny, bisexual, pain-loving slut doing whatever he wanted to her?
As I mused, Kalaya returned bearing a warm and wet washcloth and knelt before me, lovingly cleaning her ass secretions off my dick. After cleaning me, Kalaya took me into her mouth, and I was soon rampantly erect again. So, bending over, I picked her up by her armpits, then threw her on the bed. As she bounced, I leapt after her before holding her face down on the bed with her legs closed and roughly shoving my thick cock into her cunt. Pressing the head of my cock firmly against her cervix, I rotated my hips as I pushed my hands under her body onto her breasts. Then, pinching her tiny nipples, I growled, "Cum for me, you cunt lapping, cock swallowing, bisexual fuck toy!" Then added a pull and twist to my pinch.
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" Kalaya yipped as she spasmed under me. "Please, Sir, pound your cock against my whore's cervix. Show your little slut girl how a real man treats his woman."
I pulled half of my cock out of her hole, then jammed it back in hard enough to make the mattress bounce, "Like that?" I snarled as my cock hit her cervix hard.
Tomorrow, we'd both be walking funny. Slamming into Kalaya's shallow vaginal sheath and hitting against her cervix left my cock's head bruised. Ness had to put up with only oral for four days. Ricky informed me when we met at a function later that Kalaya happily complained about pussy soreness for almost a week after that night.
"Yes, Daddy," Kalaya screamed as I jammed into her repeatedly. On my sixth push in, hold and rotate, Kalaya sucked in a huge breath and squealed her orgasm as her pussy spat liquids over my balls. The fluids washing over my scrotum brought me undone, and roaring like a prize bull as he faced the Matador, I shot ropes of cum into Kalaya's soakingly wet cunt.
Exhausted, I rolled off Kalaya, used the light's remote to turn them off, dragged myself and the comatose Kalaya under the blankets, and fell asleep. I woke the following morning to find Ness lying on my chest and with Kalaya pressed against my side, her pussy drooling seminal fluids onto my upper thigh. Sounds from our en suite indicated that Ricky was up and showering.
Propping herself up on her elbows, Ness smiled and said, "Morning, sleepyhead. It's nearly 10.00 am."
Growling, I replied, "What does it matter? Do you have somewhere you need to be and no way of getting there?"
"Grump!" Vanessa grinned. "Does Daddy need his dick sucked again this morning to cheer him up?"
"By how it feels, it needs a sling, not more attention," I jokingly bitched. "And don't you start with the whole 'Daddy' bullshit, or I'll start calling you Mummy at every opportunity."
Ness got off the bed and pulled the blankets down. Then looking at my bruised dick, she laughed, "Oh, my! That's gotta sting!"
"You won't be laughing later in the week when you're horny, and I refuse to give you oral relief," I mock threatened.
Kalaya had awakened and stared before saying, "Sorry, Big Daddy Liam. I shouldn't have demanded you fuck me so hard."
Tousling her dried cum messy hair, I smiled and said, "I know how to say 'no', little one. So this is all on me. How's your pussy this morning?"
Lifting her knees and spreading them wide, Kalaya gestured towards her vagina and said, "Wrecked! Just like I hoped it would be."
Vanessa glanced at Kalaya's pussy and winced, "Ouch!" She stated. "Come on. I have some cream you can put in there that should help with the pain."
Kalaya almost looked affronted as she shook her head and stated, "I will wear all my pains and bruises with pride!"
"Okay," Ness doubtfully said as she examined Kalaya's welted body. "Let's go join 'hair-trigger' Ricky in the shower and see how quickly we can make him cum."
"You haven't called him that to his face, have you, babe?" I worriedly asked. "Guys don't get over that type of humiliation."
Sighing exasperatedly, Ness said, "Of course not! But that boy needs to spend time watching porn and edging until he gains some control. Fortunately, being a young man, he 'pops back up' like a Jack in the Box and is good to go again only a short time later."
"I'll talk to him and suggest it, Mistress," Kalaya offered.
"Don't tell Ricky it's my complaint, though," Ness demanded. "Couch it as if it comes from you. I don't want him to think I was unhappy or unfulfilled with last night. I was, but my orgasms would have been more intense if he'd lasted a little longer."
Ness was lucky. Assuming she was close enough to her peak, feeling a cock squirting onto her cervix was enough to topple her into orgasm. But, as she indicated, if you wait until she's leapt from the cliff of her climactic peak, then fill her with seed, her orgasms ramp up, and she feels them more intensely.
Ness took Kalaya's hand in hers and led her towards the shower. Looking over her shoulder, Ness grinned, "Coming?"
"Yeah," I facetiously replied. "Somewhere between never and the fuck never. I saw enough swinging dicks in the locker rooms at football to last any straight man a lifetime!"
Giggling, the girls entered our en suite. Shaking my head, I walked to the main bathroom and showered there. After dressing, I joined the giggling girls and blushing Ricky in the kitchen. After giving him a blow job, Vanessa stood up to pack Ricky back into his trousers, hence the girl's giggles and Ricky's embarrassment.
"Good, isn't she?" I offered to set his mind at ease.
Smiling through his blush, Ricky nodded and confirmed, "Damned good!" Then turning to his wife, he added, "Better lift your game, sweetheart, or I'm getting my blowjobs from Liam's wife from now on."
Kalaya, all 152 centimetres (5-ft.) and 45 kilograms (99lbs) of her, marched over to the tall, leanly muscled Ricky and grabbed his balls. Then hauling them down, Kalaya forced Ricky to his knees. "I will blow you when I damned well feel like it, you fucking cock sucking man whore," she snarled. "And you will beg me to and praise me for doing it every time.
"I don't have to suck your cock as there are any number of your fellow Aussies who would financially help my village for the pittance price of receiving regular head and ass from me. Besides, I'd much rather eat Mistress Vanessa's cunt than suck your cock. Now apologise for your derogatory comment and thank Mistress and Master Shephard for allowing you to stay instead of sending your sorry ass home and keeping only me."
Looking contrite (who wouldn't with your balls in a vengeful woman's hand?), Ricky said, "I'm sorry for insulting your oral skills, Mistress Kalaya. Please forgive this worthless man and allow him to make it up to you?"
"Ask Mistress Vanessa if she'd like you to apologise by showing her your oral skills, slut Ricky. Then, perhaps, I will forgive your transgression."
Turning to my wife, Ricky politely asked, "May I thank you by servicing your pussy until you cum, Mistress Vanessa?"
Ness looked at me and, with my nodded assent, hopped onto the bench and spread her thighs, "Yes, please, slut Ricky," she told him as she leaned back against her hands.
As Ricky knelt before my wife, Kalaya climbed onto the bench, spread her legs, and slid against Vanessa. Ness must have loaned Kalaya something to wear because Kalaya swiftly peeled off her T-shirt and shorts, then pressed her firm bosom against my wife's back. Then, sliding her hands under Ness' armpits, Kalaya tugged on Ness' top then pulled it over her head, exposing my wife's braless breasts.
Cupping them and softly rolling Ness' nipples between her thumb and forefinger, Kalaya cooed, "You have beautiful breasts, Mistress Vanessa. They feel so firm and full in my hands. How does my husband's tongue feel in your sweet pussy? I bet it feels good. It feels good in or on me, so I'm sure you love it. Why don't you show your husband what a horny little slut you are by cumming on Ricky's tongue?"
"Oh, Gaaawwwddd!" Ness moaned as she held Ricky's head to her clitoris and climaxed on his face.
"Good Mistress," Kalaya crooned, deftly topping from the bottom. "Would you like to lie face down on the bench and have my husband fuck you as you eat my pussy, and your husband watches?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Vanessa moaned. "Baby? Are you going to watch Ricky's thick cock split my dirty little slut cunt open again?"
Doing my best to mimic my wife's voice, I answered, "Oh, Gawd, yes!" and pulled a chair around to sit on and watch as Ricky ploughed my wife's furrow open.
Vanessa slid off the bench, turned and bent over, pushing her ass lewdly into the air and lowering her mouth onto Kalaya's pussy.
"Oh, Mistress," Kalaya purred, running her fingers through Ness' tangled locks as Ness pleasured her pussy. "That hurts so good!"
Stepping close to my wife's ass, Ricky bent his cock down and positioned it at her entrance. Then, holding Ness by the tops of her shoulders, he ripped her back as he jammed his cock forward into her.
"Fuck!" Ness grunted as Ricky's pelvis smashed into her ass. "Baby?" She asked. "Can you see Ricky's cock in me? Splitting me? Fucking me? Making me cum? Does it look good, honey? Do you like it?"
Like it? I liked it so much that I had my poor bruised cock out and was tugging viciously on it!
"I'm cumming, baby!" Vanessa yelled. "I'm cumming on another man's fat cock as you watch. Oh, baby! I can feel him in me. His cock's swelling and is about to fill me full of his seed! Oh, Gawd! There it goes!" She shuddered as she climaxed. "Another spurt into my cunt, and another, and another. Oh, Gawd, baby! It feels so good! My cunt's full of another man's semen. Watch as he pulls out, honey. Watch his spend gush from my horny, slutty cock hole!"
Ricky backed away, and I watched his seed pour from my wife's gaping pussy. It was too much, so I pushed him away, spat in Vanessa's ring and wiped the spittle around with my cock's head before shoving into Ness' ass until I was just through her knot. Then roaring like a freight train through a city tunnel, I climaxed into my wife's tightly gripping ass. The surprise of me unexpectedly taking her ass spat Ness off her climax cliff again, and she spasmed under me, orgasming as Ricky's fluids ran out of her cunt.
"Up on the bench," Kalaya urgently demanded, swinging herself one hundred and eighty degrees around and pulling my wife up onto the bench and between her sexily spread thighs.
Then, lifting her head, Kalaya began tonguing her husband's seminal fluids out of my wife's cunt. Tilting her head back, Kalaya glared at Ricky and demanded, "What are you waiting for? Clean Master Liam's cum out of your Mistress' ass."
Ricky swiftly complied. Bending over, he spread Ness' ass cheeks and ran his tongue from her perineum to her rosebud, industriously licking up any secretions he found before pressing his tongue as deep into Ness' ass as it would go. Satisfied with Ness' gape, Ricky tongue fucked my wife as his wife's tongue fucked my wife's pussy. A hornier sight I could not imagine seeing.
Or, so I thought. Lifting her mouth from Kalaya's pussy, Ness straightened up, bringing Kalaya's ankles with her, spreading the young Thai women's pussy lips wide apart.
"If your cock's not too sore, baby," Ness asked sexily. Why don't you shove it in one of our slut's two lower fuck holes?"
It would hurt, but I was sure the pleasure would outweigh the pain, so I climbed onto the bench and moved between Kalaya's spread legs.
"In my ass, Daddy, please," Kalaya requested. "My tiny whore's cunt is too sore." Then she dipped her fingers into her wet pussy and spread the juices onto her ring.
Shrugging, I positioned my glans on her ring and prepared to push in, but Ness took pity on the poor girl. "Stand, and I'll suck you until you're wet, babe," she offered.
I shook my head, "It's just been up Kalaya's ass, remember?"
"Shit!" Ness exclaimed. "Run to our room and grab the lube."
I soon returned and climbed back on the bench behind Kalaya's sexy, tiny ass. "No need to gape me, Daddy," Kalaya stated. "Oil me up and shove it in. I can't wait to have you in there again."
Bringing each other to a final climax, we separated into married pairs and returned to the shower. After showers and breakfast, we called the Campions a cab and sent them home.
Shutting the door, Ness turned to me and said, "Well, that was quite the night! Did you enjoy your tiny fuck doll? I enjoyed my muscly fuck toy, even though he had a hair trigger and came at the most inopportune times. The sessions with all four of us were better. If he came too soon, I knew one of you two would take over and get me there."
Picking her up and pulling on her thigh so she wrapped her legs around my waist, I carried Ness down to our bedroom, stripped her panties and my shorts off and climbed onto the bed.
Then turning her so we could spoon, I gently slid my tender dick inside her wet pussy, and replied, "The problem with pain sluts is that there are no limits. I prefer submissive girls like you or Adriana. Women who know they want to submit but aren't sure of their limits. That way, we can experiment together and enjoy finding where they are. I'd take a thousand tubby tarts like Vicky or Leah over Kalaya any day of the week. Fun, though she was."
"Interesting," Ness said from seemingly a million miles away as I slipped into sleep.
Chapter 38.
An unknown time later, I woke on my side with Vanessa still spooned but moaning as she diddled her clit and slid her hips back and forth along my pole. Putting my hand on her hip to stop her, I said, "Sorry, babe, too sore." Then I lifted her, rolled onto my back and then lowered her pussy onto my mouth.
With her knees on either side of my shoulders, Ness tossed her hair, played with her nipples and watched me eat her pussy, "You're the best I've ever had at that, lover," she told me. "Man or woman, the best!"
Lifting her up so I could speak, I grinned, "With your vast experience of two women, I'm the best, huh? Man or woman?"
"Smart ass," Ness sniffed, slapping the top of my head.
"Slut," I shot back. "But let's not go there because I'm too sore to even think about sliding into your delicious pussy."
"He sure seems interested though," Ness giggled as her dainty hand surrounded my rigid cock.
"That's cos he's a brainless fool who doesn't know when to quit." After tonguing my wife to a quiet, shuddering orgasm, I said, "Sorry, babe, I can't penetrate you. Do you want me to go down on you again or use some toys?"
"Maybe after the do tonight," Vanessa said. "What time do we need to be there, and what do you want me to wear?"
"Can you do glamorous with a hint of slutty?" I asked.
"I've got that dark green, spaghetti-strap, clinging silk dress that barely covers my boobs and ass and has a side split almost to my left hip that I haven't worn to an official function yet. Will that do?"



"Show me?" I requested.
Pulling the item out of the closet, Vanessa showed it to me.
"Perfect," I said.
Ness pulled out her 7-in strappy stiletto heels, "These to go with? Along with my black Chanel clutch? I'll wear my gold upper arm snake bands to add that slightly slutty look."
"Black stay-ups?" I ventured.
But Ness shook her head. "The dress is too short, and there would be a gap between the top of the stocking and the hem of my dress. That's too slutty for a do like this."
"You're right," I acknowledged. "Bare legs it is. A thong or no knickers, though!"
"No knickers?" Ness giggled. "You want men staring at my exposed cunt!"
Smiling, I replied, "And women. I like them both staring."
"Okay," Vanessa accepted. "I need to go to the salon and get my legs, crack, and pussy waxed. Plus, I need the grey roots touched up again. So, I'll see you around five, okay?"
Wondering why women needed seven hours at a salon (it was only 10.00 am now), I said, "Yeah, as long as you're not much later than that. I'm hosting, and you know I like to get there at least an hour before the first guests to ensure everything's set up and working as it should."
"What time do you want to be there?"
"It's scheduled to start at 7.00, so an hour before then?"
"Works for me," my wife acknowledged. "See you when I'm done."
I stood at the MC's podium at seven as the last guests straggled in. It was an amusing hour with at least seven men hitting on my wife. Ness loves the attention, even from the creeps. Those especially, she loves leading on then shutting down so hard that you can hear their foreheads hit the closing door.
Similarly to me, the DJ had arrived and set up early, and he was happy to play some tracks for the men approaching my wife and her to dance to. There was only one incident, an overweight sleazy asshole tried to cup Ness' butt. The report of her hand hitting his face echoed through the ballroom, and the man slunk away, picked up his jacket and left.
I'd done a lot of research into the company and taken the time to phone the various stores and offices to glean little titbits of information that would make my speech and hosting duties more familiar and knowledgeable. It obviously worked because I received two standing ovations—one after my opening speech and the other at the night's end.
Even over the phone, I have a knack for getting people to open up to me and tell me little secrets about silly or funny things the various people up for awards had done. Because of this, the laughs kept rolling in. The biggest laugh came when I told about the CEO having to crawl backwards down the stairs at headquarters because he was so drunk after entertaining a high-profile client that he'd forgotten the building had a lift and couldn't make the stairs on his feet.
Luckily, the CEO took it well, but I wouldn't have told the story if I hadn't checked with his Personal Assistant how he'd react if I did.
I left my wife to cut a swathe of broken hearts and denied sexual longing as I endured the compulsory schmoozing after the speeches. Many of the speakers on the circuit skip this part, which is why so many of them struggle to fill their engagement book. Taking the time to thank and make happy the people who pay you to host their events is the best way to be invited back.
"Hello, Daddy Liam," a soft sultry voice said at my elbow.
Spinning, a huge grin splitting my face, I stared into Meral Urfan's eyes and said, "Meral! What's a nice place like this doing with a girl like you in it?"
"Very droll, Daddy Liam," Meral pouted. "I heard you were hosting and hoped to see you here. Daddy, Mum and I are visiting Unis Monday and Tuesday. That's why we took advantage of the free flights to attend this do."
"Cool," I replied, unsure what else to say.
Stepping closer, Meral quietly said, "I asked if I could holiday down here for the rest of the week so I could see you, Daddy Liam. Would you take me to dinner and, umm, relieve me of my virginity problem?"
Even though she'd stunned me with her casual offer, my cock twitched and started lengthening. Meral was stacked, at least a sixteen Double-D! With her dark brown eyes, honey-blonde hair, and coffee-coloured skin, any man would want to bed her, let alone take her virginity.
"Where are your mum and dad?" I asked.
"Over with the CEO. Dad's up for a promotion to the Brisbane head office, so they'll be chatting for quite some time."
"Good," I stated. Then, I grabbed her hand and said, "You need to meet my wife. That's her breaking hearts in the middle of that group of men."
Meral took two steps towards the crowd, but then the men momentarily parted, and she stopped, refusing to take another step. "OMG!" She breathed. "She's stunning! I thought Isla was the most beautiful woman I would ever meet, but your wife is exquisite, and I can't compete with that. Sorry, Daddy Liam, but this was a bad idea."
"Don't be foolish," I growled, tugging Meral back into motion. "You're at least as hot as Isla and my wife. So quit stalling and start walking."
Frowning as she reluctantly allowed me to lead her, Meral asked, "Do you mean that, Daddy Liam? Or are you only saying it because I offered you my virginity?"
Stopping, I pulled the young woman into my arms and pressed my swelling erection against her curved tummy, "You can feel that. What do you think?"
Blushing, Meral moaned, "I'm so wet right now, Daddy Liam, that I'd probably let you fuck me on the dance floor."
Smiling, I replied, "No way, baby girl. A limo drive, a scrumptious meal at a five-star restaurant, a stateroom at a five-star hotel, a Jacuzzi, champagne, and classical music playing softly in the background. Then, I will slowly, gently, and deliciously show you the pure joys of sensual, sexual love with someone you care deeply about."
"Oh, Gawd, Daddy," Meral moaned. "That sounds perfect! Just don't touch my breasts or pussy now, or I'll embarrass myself by cumming right here, right now."
Of course, that wasn't something I could let go, so I gently held Meral by her upper arms and pulled her close, then kissed her pouting lips and ran my thumbs over her erect nipples.
"Gaaawwwddd," Meral softly moaned as she climaxed. Then she playfully grinned and groused, "I told you not to do that, not, to do that!"
"You loved it," I stated, pulling her into motion again.
Forcing my way between the gaggle vying for my wife's attention, I took Vanessa by the hand and guided her and Meral to a relatively free part of the room.
"Ness, have you met Isla's friend Meral? I met her when I first went to Rocky to meet Isla specifically."
Taking Meral's hands in hers, Ness stood on tip-toes, kissed the surprised girl on her full lips, and said, "Yes, honey, you may borrow my man for the night. But not this week, and you must not ever let Isla know because it would devastate her to know Liam took your virginity before hers."
"I have my needs, too, Mrs Shephard. Your husband is the perfect man to introduce me to love and sex. His care for Isla showed in everything he did that day in the café, but he and I instantly connected. I could feel the electricity between us at every glance and touch, and I know he felt it, too. But being the perfect gentleman he is, he didn't let Isla know what we felt. I knew then that I wanted him for my first lover. Besides, it's not my fault I'm over a year older than Isla and legally can before her."
"When are you coming back down, honey?" Vanessa asked.
Meral sighed, "I was hoping that Liam and I could make love this weekend, Mrs Shephard. But if we can't, I'll arrange to return before the end of October to 'visit' some more Unis so I can choose which one to attend."
"Call me when you're coming down, okay, baby girl?" We'll go shopping and make you into a real princess for the night you become a woman."
Puzzled, Meral asked, "You're okay with your husband making love to me, Mrs Shephard? Most wives would be spitting the dummy, not taking me shopping."
Surprising me, this time, my wife kissed Meral again and said, "I wish we could share you, honey. Think about it, and if you'd like to do it, we'll both make you feel fantastic all night!"
Stunned, Meral walked off in a daze to find her parents. Watching her go, I quizzically asked, "You're not turning into a lesbian, Ness, are you? No women at all before Adriana, and now, Meral will be your third in three months if she decides to take you up on your offer."
"I'm most definitely not lesbian, Liam," Ness purred. "But now that I've let the genie out of the bottle, I'm finally admitting I'm bisexual. I prefer strong, confident men like you, but sweet innocent young women of legal age rev my motor!"
"Long may it rev," I muttered as I drew Vanessa closer and began to dance.
When we first got together, Ness feared she was a poor dancer. So, one of the things we did together was to take Samba lessons. I was already an accomplished dancer, but Vanessa took to Samba like a duck to water. Her steps, spins, ducks and sways are perfect and wholly in sync with whatever music plays. The best part is that I don't have to do much except provide the strength for the over the hips throws, tosses and slides between my legs and act as a controlled counter to Ness' sometimes frenzied movements. Before two songs had elapsed, we had an appreciative audience.
My wife and I danced with several others as the night wore on, but we were together as the DJ announced the next song was the last. Deciding to sit it out, we stood at the bar when Meral walked up.
"Mum and Dad have agreed that I can come down for the last week in October and the first week of November, Daddy and Mrs Shephard. I told them you're good friends with the Monies, and if you call them, I can stay with you. Mrs Shephard ..." Vanessa interrupted, "Honey, Vanessa or just Nessa, please." Meral nodded, then continued, "Vanessa, may I have your husband to myself for the first night? Then, I think I'd like to try to make love to both of you after that."
"Are your parents still here?" Ness breathlessly asked, her skin suddenly warm to my touch.
"Yes. Would you like to meet them now?"
"I think that would be best, don't you?" Vanessa replied.
"Of course, Aunty Vanessa. Follow me."
There it was again, I noted. Tanya, Isla, and now their friends automatically call me 'Daddy Liam', but Ness gets 'Aunty'. I wonder why that is?
Meral introduced us to her parents Aydin, and Derya Urfan, although they pointed out they'd anglicised their names to Hayden and Donna. Looking at Donna, I was struck by how much her daughter's facial features matched hers. They had the same honey-blonde hair, brown eyes, wide, full, pouting lips and coffee-coloured skin. However, unlike her daughter, Donna was tiny, and I doubted she made much more than 163 cm (5-ft 4) nor weighed more than 54 kg (120 lbs).
Hayden was a big, beefy man. A man strong from many hours of heavy lifting work that was now running to fat as he rose in the ranks and took more senior, higher paid jobs in his company. Meral, too, would run to fat if she didn't watch her diet and keep her exercise levels high.
The Urfans and Monies were close friends and had heard the Monie family discuss us regularly. So Hayden and Donna willingly trusted us to house their daughter for her October break but emphasised we were not to let her attend 'Schoolies' on the Gold Coast.
I had to laugh secretly to myself. Mumma and Dadda Urfan were worried their little girl would go to Schoolies and lose her virginity. So, instead, they trusted the wolves next door to keep their daughter pure. The very ones that would do with their daughter all of the things they feared she'd do on The Gold Coast.
The night closed, and after saying goodnight to the Urfans, Ness and I headed home. Later, as Ness lay on her back against the headboard propped up by pillows, her knees up and spread as I lapped at her drooling pussy, she moaned, "Meral is as hot as, don't you think?"
Grinning into my wife's pussy as I continued stabbing her with my tongue, I replied, "She's certainly got your cunt drooling, so I'm assuming, yes!"
"Oh, come on, honey," Ness groaned, nearing orgasm. "You can't tell me you don't want to mouth those huge tits of hers."
"I'm dying to titty fuck her," I confessed.
"Then come on her tits?" Vanessa imagined. Her fingers finding her clit as I lapped at her vulva.
"I was thinking face," I argued.
"Can you go now?" Ness growled. "Cum on my face now as I orgasm."
I'd been grinding my tender cock into the mattress despite the pain, so I quickly knelt and grasped my shaft, then pumped it until I spat my juices all over Vanessa's pretty face.
"I want to lick your sperm off Meral's face," Ness moaned as her fingers flew over her button. "Then I want to sit on her face as she makes me cream on her mouth."
The image in my wife's mind obviously did it because, with a guttural groan, Vanessa explosively orgasmed, her whole body shuddering and shaking.
"Lesbian," I grinningly accused.
Laughing, Vanessa answered, "Mister Liam, fuck you and the horse you rode in on. And the ugly bitch you brought with you!"
Sleep was good, so, spooned together, we did.
The rest of September passed without anything of note happening, and soon it was October. But, other than calling Isla every week, most of October passed without notice, too. Then, on the twenty-third of October, at lunchtime, Meral called and asked if we could pick her up from the airport around 9.00 pm. I agreed I'd be there to pick her up, then went and found my wife.
"Who was that, babe?" Ness asked, sticking her head out of the shower.
"Meral," I replied, dropping my clothes and entering the shower with her.
Her eyes dropping to my rapidly rising dick, Vanessa quirked an eyebrow and said, "By your swiftly inflating cock, I assume she's coming down?"
"Yes," I growled, picking her up and lowering her onto my throbbing meat.
"When?" Ness panted, her arousal swiftly matching mine.
"I'm picking her up from the airport at 9.00 pm tonight."
"Bring her home for the night, babe," Ness instructed. "You're not to fuck her tonight, though. You can do that tomorrow after she's had a day of pampering and shopping and you've taken her to dinner. Have you booked a room for you both yet?"
"No," I growled as I felt Vanessa nearing her peak and had to control my own.
"Then fill me full of cum and go and do it!" Ness snarled, then bit my neck as she thrashed on my cock, and I spat cum into her hot, tightly gripping cunt.
Slowly coming to a stop, I lifted Vanessa off my slowly deflating dick and lowered her onto her feet. "Yes, Ma'am! Done, Ma'am," I teased.
"Yes, smart ass," Ness pretended to growl. "We'll see who's laughing when Meral decides she'd rather have me and my strap-on take her virginity than you and your massive dick!"
Laughing as I washed my cock, then stepped out of the shower, I replied, "If Meral makes that request, I promise to kneel at the end of the bed in handcuffs without participating or talking as you do it."
Following me from the shower, Vanessa pretended to sneer, "You think we'd let a swinging dick watch us make love?"
Laughing harder, I answered, "If I'm even thinking about you and Meral making love, trust me, I won't be swinging!"
"Liam Shephard, you are incorrigible!" Ness mockingly growled. "Now, go book a stateroom for tomorrow night, plus a limo and dinner for two at Daniel's Steak House."
"Ness, you realise most wives would be threatening to de-knacker their husbands for even thinking about taking an eighteen-year-old lover, right? Not actively encouraging them and trying to seduce them themselves."
"So?" Ness replied. "I get hot thinking about what you're doing with those virgin young girls, and you get the advantage of that. It works for me, just as watching a nice thick cock split my pussy apart works for you. Thinking about that, I wonder if Kalaya and Ricky would like a visit from Mistress Vanessa tomorrow night. That way, when we get together on Sunday, we can compare experiences as we fuck each other senseless."
"Sounds like a damned good idea to me," I acquiesced. "I just wish I could be in two places so I could watch Ricky's thick penis splitting your dirty little whore's cunt."
Her eyes hooded, Ness, deep back in her throat, growled, "Keep that language up, and you'll have to fuck me right now."
"Have I ever indicated doing that was a chore, my beautiful, cum guzzling, pussy munching, wanting to be coated with jism, three fuck holed slut wife?" I snarled. "Up on the bed on your hands and knees, and pull your tight buns open. I'm going to paddle your ass as I fuck your front cock hole!"
Ness dropped her towel and was quickly in position. I opened our toy closet, picked out a long, thin leather flogger, and jumped up behind her. Then, grabbing her hips, I stabbed into her wetness with my throbbing cock, my pelvis hitting her butt with a solid, meaty thump.
"I want bruises, baby, please," Ness breathed as her fingers danced over her clit. "Big ones that I can skite to Kalaya about tomorrow."
I was happy to give them to her, of course. So I flogged my wife's tight buns as I pumped into her cunt. Ness screamed her first orgasm and howled her second, but when her third hit, she couldn't seem to suck in enough air, so with a loud exhale, Vanessa seemed to spasm and deflate simultaneously.
As she collapsed onto her stomach, Ness turned her head to the side and breathed, "Spill your seed into me, baby. I need to feel your big cock spurting in me." Then, with a soft sigh, Vanessa shuddered through a final petite orgasm as I bathed the inside of her vagina with seminal fluids.
We needed another shower.
9.00 pm saw me in the airport foyer waiting for my young friend. Fortunately, there were no delays, and not long after I arrived, Meral strode through the gates and across to me. Giggling, Meral almost flung herself into my arms and pressed her body firmly to me. Her nipples were hard and tried to bore holes in my chest, and her pussy felt warm against my balls where she pressed.
"Hello, gorgeous one," I said after chastely kissing her full lips. Then looking around to ensure no one could hear, I whispered, "Just a little excited, are we?"
From deep down in her chest, Meral growled, "Oh, Gawd, yes, Daddy Liam. All flight, it was all I could do not to rub myself to get off."
Meral wore a flared denim midiskirt under a figure-hugging brown T-shirt. Her bra lines showed through the material, emphasising her full figure. On her feet, she wore calf-high, low-heeled, brown boots. Other than a bit of eyeliner and mascara, the only makeup Meral wore was choral pink lipstick on her full pouting lips. The colours perfectly set off her café-au-lait skin and brown eyes and enhanced her pouting lips. Trying not to ogle blatantly, I appreciated the fine figure of the beautiful woman whose arm I held as I walked her to the short-term carpark.
As we approached my car, Meral said, "Wow, Daddy Liam, nice ride! Maserati, isn't it?"
"Yeah," I answered. "1996 Maserati Quattroporte. I probably need to trade it, but Maserati hasn't updated the shape yet, so what's the point?"
I helped Meral into the passenger seat, studiously avoiding looking up her midiskirt. But when I got in my seat, I turned to find her holding her skirt up, exposing the tangled nest of her thick pubic hair.
"You didn't look as I sat down, Daddy Liam," She smilingly protested. "I wanted you to look."
Looking around, I checked that we were alone before growling, "Hike it higher and move your ass to the seat's edge." Then when she complied, I slid my hand up her inner thigh and cupped her mound before lightly touching her entrance. Her wet, matted pubic hair provided proof of her arousal.



"My girl, you're playing with fire. If you want the full slut experience, that's what I'll give you. Dick down your throat, in your cunt, and up your ass. Your tits tweaked, twisted, bitten and mauled. Your ass smacked, as well as fucked, and your face, tits, pussy and ass covered with cum." I moved my middle finger onto Meral's button and gently massaged it as I added, "Or, I can make slow, passionate love to you as a lover should with a sweet, virginal girl. What's it to be?"
Looking at me through hooded eyes as she gasped on the edge of an orgasm, Meral answered, "I want the same experience Tanya had, including a lesbian threesome, only with your wife, not a café waitress. I'll be here for two weeks. For those two weeks, I am your fuck toy to mould as you see fit. Use me in any and every way you want."
I held Meral by the back of her head and brought my lips softly to hers, then keeping my desire and passion for her burning brightly in my mind, I rotated my finger on her clit, and kissed her.
Seconds later, Meral's pussy fluids ran gently onto my fingers as she groaned, "Ahhh, Gaaawwwddd!" and climaxed.
"Nice to see you're knickerless," I smirked when Meral came down. "Saves me ordering you to remove them. We'll need to confirm with Vanessa that she's okay with two weeks, honey. Usually, our dalliances are for twenty-four hours, no more. So two weeks is a stretch, okay?"
"Tanya said to say she's asking you, Daddy Liam, and she wishes it could be her."
My dick throbbed at Tanya's name, but I still pointed out, "That's nice, Meral. But my dalliances aren't up to me, nor are Ness' up to her. We may only have them with our spouse's permission."
"Yeah, but I'm dallying with you both," Meral grinned. "That would mean I should get at least forty-eight hours! So why not make it two weeks instead of two days?"
Defeated by teenage girl logic again, I looked at Meral and asked, "You and Tanya?"
"No, Daddy Liam. We practised kissing together when we were younger to know how to kiss our boyfriends, but we never went beyond that."
"I meant after my last time with Tanya," I clarified.
"Oh," Meral replied. "No, Daddy. Tanya is keeping herself for March next year when she attends Griffith Uni, and then she'll date your son exclusively until they get married. Gary comes up once a month to see her. You know that!"
"Our first time together, I will make slow passionate love to you, baby girl. Then, when you've come down, I'll give you the full slut tour. That is, around the world —Mouth, pussy, ass, wash, then repeat. So these are the rules for the weekend, assuming Ness agrees with you staying. No underwear for the entire time. No pants or trousers and the only shorts allowed are skin-tight denim shorty-shorts. If your dresses, tops or blouses have buttons, they will be undone to the button below your cleavage. Am I clear so far?"
"Yes, Daddy," Meral moaned, her arousal evident.
"If your tops or dresses do not have buttons, they'd better cling as your top tonight does or be low-cut so that most of your breasts are on display. The hem of no skirt or dress is to cover you further than mid-thigh. Do you agree with these rules?"
"Yes, Daddy," Meral panted, nearing orgasm.
"From the moment Vanessa says yes, you are mine until your two weeks are up or you decide you no longer wish to serve me, okay?"
"Yes, Daddy," Meral answered, squirming in her set.
"Be careful what you agree to, little one," I warned. "If you're mine, I can and will do whatever I want with you. Randomly touch and grope you, bend you over something convenient and take one of your three fuck holes. Take you in public, or make you expose yourself to the public. I might decide to take a belt or cane to your ass or demand you suck me off on the train or in a theatre. Are you up for that?"
"Gawd, Daddy Liam! I must cum now. Please let me!" Meral moaned.
"Heels on the seat against your bum," I demanded. "Show me how you get yourself off."
"Daddy, please let me have your hand," Meral pleaded.
I let her take my hand, unsure what she wanted me to do. Then holding my first two fingers, Meral split them slightly apart, then guided them onto her pussy on either side of her clitoris. Next, she pushed them together and glided them along her slit before stopping at her pussy entrance and circling them around. Typically, I'd dip them into my lover's gash at this point, but I couldn't because of Meral's intact hymen. So, instead, she guided them back along her pussy lips and onto her clit.
Knowing what my young lover now wanted, I mimicked Meral's motions and manipulated her clit before sliding along her slit and then circling her vulva's entrance.
"The first person other than me since my mum stopped washing me to touch me there, Daddy. Do I feel good?"
Struggling to concentrate on the road, I groaned my assent. Then Meral's hands went inside her T-shirt, and she cupped her big breasts as she pinched and pulled her nipples.
"Faster, Daddy," she pleaded.
I assumed she meant my stroking, not my driving, so I increased my finger's speed over Meral's clit and slit. She was close. I knew that as I could hear it in her sharp gasps. Then suddenly, she lifted her hips off the seat, lewdly splaying her knees and exposing her pussy and demanded, "Slap my clit, Daddy Liam! Slap it, and I'll cum for you!"
Bringing my hand up, I smacked her button, then swiftly circled it with my thumb.
"Gaaaawwwwd!" Meral moaned as her climax hit, her pussy fluttering open and small amounts of fluid escaping. Coming down, she settled herself back in the seat, smiled at me shyly and said, "Thank you, Daddy Liam. You're the first person other than my mother to see my pussy. Dad wasn't even allowed in the same room when Mum bathed or changed me, and I was excused from swim class, so, yep, you're the first since I began washing and dressing myself to see my exposed pussy."
"How I'll dress you for the next two weeks, little one. Lots of people will see your hairy snatch. How do you feel about that?"
"Excited, Daddy," She replied. "I know you'll be there to ensure they look but don't touch. So, yeah, I want them to look. I want to see their bulges as they fantasise about fucking me. However, I do think I need to 'manicure the lawn', so to speak. Do you think Aunty Nessa will help me?"
"I'd bet good money that a visit to the waxing salon is on the agenda for tomorrow, honey. Ness will go all out to ensure you feel like a supermodel when we get in the limo to go to dinner tomorrow evening."
"Looking shyly through her lashes at me, Meral asked, "Do you and Aunty Nessa really think I'm hot, Daddy Liam? Or is it just a line so you can fuck me?"
Glancing across at her, I replied, "Meral, I wanted to take you somewhere and make love to you the morning we met. I would have, except I couldn't, wouldn't, do that to Isla. Are you a western woman pretty? Hell no! But why would you want to be? Painted trollops that most of them are. But you, my love, with your perfect coffee-coloured skin, brown eyes coupled with honey-blonde hair, are exotically beautiful. Baby, any man on this planet would gladly have you on his arm and feel blessed if he did. I'll tell you something for free. Vanessa has the hots for you, something fierce. She's gagging to make love to you even more than I am."
"Your wife is bisexual, then?"
"Yes. I think she always was, but she has only recently embraced that side of her."
"I bet you encouraged it!"
"No, I didn't," I denied. "Because Ness had done something really sweet for me, I arranged a male-female-male threesome for her. After that, Ness decided to return the favour and arranged a male-female-female threesome for me. Since then, she's explored with another woman and wants to explore further with you."
"I'm scared about that, Daddy, but it makes my pussy throb, too, you know?"
"That's a good sign, honey," I replied as I turned into our driveway and parked the car. "If you were, as I am, one-hundred percent hetero, the idea of kissing another woman would disgust you, let alone doing anything else with that person."
Meral reluctantly opened her door and stepped out. "Aunty Nessa will smell my arousal as soon as we step through the door, Daddy," she worried. "I hope she won't be angry about us playing in the car."
Laughing, I kissed my young friend and said, "The only thing Vanessa smelling your arousal might do is have her drag me to our bedroom for some loving. So, baby, don't worry about it."
My wife opened the door and hugged our young guest before kissing Meral softly on the lips, "Hello, gorgeous one," Ness crooned, her thumbs strumming Meral's nipples before releasing her and guiding her inside.
I showed Meral to the guest room, put her bag away, and then took her back to the kitchen. Entering, I saw Aaron sitting at the kitchen bench, drinking coffee. I introduced Meral as a friend of Tanya and Isla's who was staying with us as she checked out which University she wanted to attend and watched 'the lightning' strike them both.
"There goes our weekend," my wife whispered as we watched the two teenagers gape at each other, their faces suffusing with colour.
"Aaron," our son stumbled out as he held out his hand.
"Meral," Miss Urfan mumbled as she took Aaron's hand and curtsied.
Ness and I looked at each other, laughing. I turned to the youngsters, "Aaron, Meral, I've booked a limo for seven tomorrow evening to take you two to Daniel's Steak House. I've already given the restaurant my credit card number, so your meals are paid for. All you have to do is sign for them. Plus, you're booked into The Sheraton on Turbot Street for the night. That's paid for, too.
"Aaron, your mother has a day of pampering planned for Meral, so she'll look her best for tomorrow evening. You and I will head into town and buy you a suit to match. Aaron, Meral, Vanessa and I are going to bed. I know how you two feel, as I felt the same when I first met Ness, but tonight is not the night to consummate those feelings. Tomorrow is. So, kiss, pet, and fondle, but no fucking tonight. I'll have your words on it, or I'll separate you until it's time to get in the limo."
Aaron said, "Yes, Dad," as Meral intoned, "Yes, Daddy Liam."
They turned back to gazing into the other's eyes as Ness and I exited the kitchen. Entering our room and stripping, my wife and I kissed and cuddled on the bed as we chuckled about tonight's events.
"I was looking forward to two weeks of playing with that gorgeous girl," I bitched. "Instead, I'll have cock envy every time I see them canoodle."
"I agree, baby," Ness complained. Then, remembering, she said, "Oh, shit! I'll have to call Kalaya and Ricky and cancel."
"Don't you dare!" I exclaimed. "If you're okay with it, I'll call Adriana and see if she'd like some company for the night. Otherwise, a good night's sleep alone won't hurt me."
That was how it worked. Ness visited the Campions and played Mistress to them both for the night, I spent the night putting Adriana through her paces, and we didn't see Aaron and Meral until dinner Monday night. Aaron booked an extra night (Thanks to 'dad's credit card'.) and then took Monday off to show Meral around the city.
Meral caught me alone later in the night. "I'm sorry, Daddy Liam," she said. "I wanted you to be my first, but your son will be my only, and I regret doing that to you."
Smiling, I hugged my future daughter-in-law and said, "If you're happy, Meral, then I'm happy. Don't worry because Vanessa and I were similar. We met, and it seemed the fates themselves called us to be together, and we've hardly been apart since."
Giggling, Meral stated, "Yeah, but Aaron will not receive 'day passes' to play with others. He is mine as I am his until 'death do us part'!"
"What will you tell your parents?" I asked.
Meral blushed before responding, "I know it sounds ridiculous because of how soon it is, but Aaron is coming home with me and will ask Aydin for my hand in marriage. He'll propose a long engagement of nearly a year so my mum and dad can get used to him. They're not particularly religious, but they'll worry about me marrying outside our culture, so a long, respectful engagement will ease their concerns."
Stifling a grin, I asked, "Does that mean that after tomorrow, you and Aaron won't have sex?"
"Giggling, Meral replied, "Oh, Gawd, yes, we will. But, in front of Mum and Dad, we will chastely hold hands and pretend that we're still virgins awaiting our parent's approval to marry."
Smiling, I said, "Welcome to the family, Meral. My son could not have chosen a better wife."
Chapter 39.
November and December brought the usual rounds of end of season awards nights and Christmas parties, so I had plenty to occupy my mind. As is typical, I had to fend off numerous flirting attempts after giving my speeches, but they were mostly harmless, not genuine attempts to lure me into bed but more efforts to see if I found them attractive.
As I typically do, I'd glance at their husband or boyfriend to gauge their reaction to what their wife/girlfriend was doing. If they were smiling and/or avidly watching, I'd flirt back and maybe casually brush a nipple or cup an ass as I kissed their girl. But if they glared, I'd immediately brush the woman in question, even sternly telling them I was married and would not put up with them doing that.
Unfortunately, besides another visit from Kalaya and Ricky, nothing much happened on the social front. Every Friday, without fail, I'd spend up to an hour chatting with Isla. Because of her age, we kept our chats appropriate, but we were setting the scene for our night together, with our anticipation building deliciously. As she expected, I'd also randomly call her at other times. Plus, she'd often arrive home to find roses or some small gift I'd sent her.
Vanessa helped me choose these gifts. To prevent embarrassment, none of my gifts were overly large or expensive but were designed to show young Miss Isla I'd listened to what she'd shared and cared enough to send something to help. Among what I'd sent her was a sapphire on a gold chain, a gold watch, and a complete set of Estee Lauder's latest skincare and makeup products. But I think the gift Isla enjoyed most was the three-foot-high stuffed teddy bear dressed in an old Brisbane Bears uniform I sent.
"I sleep with Liam (What she'd named the bear) cuddled to me every night, Daddy," Isla informed me a few weeks after she'd received it. "I imagine you are holding me, and I sleep well every night. I can't wait until I can sleep in your arms again! But I don't trust myself to be appropriate, so we'll have to wait until my eighteenth birthday."
So we came to the dog days of January and February. These months are unbearable in Brisbane. Constantly hot, humid and oppressive, with an almost daily mid-afternoon thundershower. Unfortunately, the storm provided only temporary relief because the sun came out behind the rain, making things even muggier and more unbearable than before.
During Jan and Feb, I ran early in the morning before the sun's heat added to the humidity. Every run, it seemed, sapped my energy and made me slower than at any other time of year. As a result, I spent more time in my home gym and at my local gym than I typically did. I increased my bench press to 160 kg (353 lbs) and deadlift to 205 kg (452 lbs). But for distance running, this was extra weight I had to carry and didn't help. As the days cooled, I'd ease off the weights and lean out until I'd dropped from the heavily muscled 100 kg (220 lbs) I currently was to my ideal of 95 kg (210 lbs).
Ness continued working on her strength and flexibility, but although her flexibility improved, she'd plateaued with how much weight she could lift. However, I saw she'd gained muscle mass and knew she'd soon find she could lift more. It's how it works. No gains for ages until you almost give up in despair, then sudden increases, sometimes even dramatic improvements, in the amount you can lift.
February meant Ricky was deep into preseason training, so I spent a lot of time working on his aerobic and core strength fitness. Those two things, combined with his poor field kicking, were why Ricky was in and out of the Firsts. Fortunately for Ricky, they were three areas I excelled in, so we spent time together addressing these issues.
It was interesting to watch Ricky interact with the group at training. At the club and on the field, Ricky was the consummate 'Alpha Male' personality type —decisive, aggressive, and confident. In his role as a defensive midfielder, he was unafraid to bark orders at even the captain and more experienced teammates and directed the team's defence skilfully and firmly.
However, off the field and away from the club, Ricky's true character emerged, especially if Vanessa was near. In my, Kalaya's and Vanessa's presence, he became submissive, and his preference for homosexual sex became apparent. Although, after the first night's request, Ricky had never asked me to fuck him, he, Kalaya and Ness made it clear I could if I wanted to. Unfortunately for them, I could see myself putting my balls in a meat mincer before sticking my dick in a man's ass.
March meant preseason games and intraclub trials, so I had corporate boxes to host along with the usual new sponsor meet and greets. At the end of the previous season, AFL legend Leigh Matthews (Voted best player of the twentieth century.) became The Lion's coach, signalling a dramatic shift in coaching methods.
Past players were still welcome to attend training but were reduced to a spectating role unless they were on the coaching roster. Because of my past services, I was added as a non-paid technical coach responsible for teaching rookies and other players struggling with their field kicking skills. However, Mister Matthews and I had never seen eye-to-eye as I'd played on him successfully several times towards the end of his career, reducing his output to one goal every time. Mister Matthews seemed to take those defeats personally and was cold towards me. Therefore, although I continued to work with several players, including Ricky, away from the club, I stopped attending official training days.
March became April, and mid-way through the month, Jim Monie phoned to ask if he and the family, minus Larry, could stay with us for a week during the May school holidays. That was only two weeks after he called, so I finally had something to look forward to. Ness and I discussed what things Isla and I could do together that wouldn't affect the Monie family's holiday break, but we decided we couldn't make any plans until they got here as we didn't know what they planned to do.
Ness suggested that I snuck into Isla's room to hold her and let her sleep in my arms. However, that put Isla and me back into the precarious position of keeping our relationship age appropriate until her eighteenth birthday, so I quickly nixed that idea.
As I lounged on the couch the following Friday afternoon, Vanessa brought a tall, older, ruggedly handsome man home to meet me. Standing, I held out my hand and said, "Liam Shephard. Vanessa's husband."
"Er, Jack Wrigley. I'm a doctor where your wife works, Mister Shephard. And I confess I've been shamelessly flirting with Vanessa since I joined her team late last year. She enjoyed our flirtatious conversations, so I propositioned her today, looking for a bit of fun. Vanessa agreed but said I have to ask you first. Umm, shit. This is awkward!"
Shaking his hand, I grinned and asked, "Married?"
"Not since the bitch took off with her personal trainer six weeks ago."
Looking teasingly at Ness, I pretended to consider whether I'd give permission or not. Then, as Ness moved nervously, I winked at her, shook Jack's hand and said, "Have fun, you two. Ness, I'll see you for dinner tomorrow night."



Grinning widely, Ness leapt into my arms, her pussy hot against my groin, covered my face with kisses, and squealed, "You're the best, babe! You are so going to be fucked for the rest of the weekend!" Then she wriggled to get down, kissed Jack and added, "Wait for me in the car, handsome. I'll pack an overnight bag, say goodbye to my kids and meet you out there."
Unfortunately, neither was home yet, so I promised to tell them she loved them and would return tomorrow.
On her way out, Ness pressed her forehead to mine, kissed me, and whispered, "He wants to play bad daddy/adult daughter games. Is that wicked, or what?"
Even though it was only role play, I wasn't comfortable with the idea, but if my wife felt like being naughty, she would be, so I sucked it up and remained silent. "How old is he?" I asked.
"Nearly sixty," Ness replied. "Old enough for the role to fit!"
Shaking my head, I (It turned out to be prophetic.) stated, "Do not let him tie you up. You're stronger than he can believe and have your martial arts training, but if you're tied, and things go too far, none of that will help you."
Blushing, Ness admitted that she hoped he'd spank her, but that was as far as she was prepared to go. But even that was further than she'd previously gone with a casual affair. However, I knew that Ness would do it anyway, even if I protested, so it was better to leave it at that.
Managing to smile despite my misgivings, I said, "Have fun."
I considered calling Adriana and visiting if she was available because Vanessa had given me a free pass to see her anytime, but I decided against it. Vanessa telling me what she would do with Jack made me uneasy. My Grandmother and mother claimed to have 'second sight', a vague ability to see into the future. I didn't think I had it, but I occasionally had bad feelings about things or events, and I'd learned through hard experience not to ignore those feelings.
I'd gone to bed around midnight, increasingly concerned about Ness' safety. Sleeping fitfully with my mobile phone resting on my chest, I hoped my wife was safe but feared she wasn't. Dozing, I felt my phone vibrate on my chest. Picking it up, I saw it was from Vanessa. Quickly opening it, I read, "Help. 20 Beanga Street."
Tossing on shorts and a polo, I stamped my feet into my flip-flops and raced for the car. Checking the Refidex, I saw there was only one Beanga Street listed. It was in Greenslopes, not too far from our home. Too far for comfort, though, so I dialled '000' (Australia's equivalent of 911.) Getting through to an operator, I explained that my wife was visiting a work colleague tonight but had just texted me saying "Help" and an address. She promised to despatch a squad car on an emergency run and told me to wait at home.
"Bugger that!" I told her. "If I get there before the police, I'll kill the prick with my bare hands!"
"If you do, the police will have no choice but to arrest you for murder, Sir," the dispatcher told me, but I didn't care and was racing for Beanga Street as fast as my Maserati would go.
Getting to Beanga Street, I found the area illuminated by several cop cars' strobing lights. The site was lit up like downtown and cordoned off with numerous officers milling around. Spotting Vanessa sitting on the step of an ambulance, I sprinted towards her. An officer stepped in front of me, but I snarled, "Husband!" and he wisely moved aside.
Stopping before my wife, I saw Jack being interviewed by two cops further down the street, "Why isn't that asshole in cuffs?" I snarled at the officer talking to Ness.
"Sorry, Sir," the policeman politely said. "At the moment, we have a 'she said, he said' situation, and until we figure out what's happened, we're not arresting anyone."
Digging my phone out, I opened Ness' text. Then, showing it to the officer, I growled, "Because any woman having sex voluntarily texts "Help" to their husband!"
Ness was naked except for a blanket thrown around her, whereas Jack wore shorts and a T-shirt. I protested, but the officer said, "Sir, we found your wife naked, face down and tied to a bed. That man there stood over her, holding a riding crop, and it was evident he'd used it on her. We took him into custody, released your wife and got her out of there as quickly as possible. Now, I understand why you're angry, but you must settle down and let me do my job, or I will need you to leave."
"And if I refuse to go?" I snarled.
"I'll have you arrested and taken away," the cop stated levelly.
Looking around disdainfully, I growled, "I doubt you brought enough officers to do that!"
"Babe?" Ness said calmly. Then when I turned to her, she added, "I'm okay, my love. We fucked once early in the night, and it was good. Then Jack wanted to role-play Father/bad daughter. I agreed, but we arranged that he would tie only my hands and use his hand to spank my bottom. Then, when I was wet from the spanking, he would fuck me again. However, he tied my feet once my hands were tied and used the riding crop on me. I pretended to enjoy it for a few moments, then begged Jack to let me up so I could pee.
"I grabbed my phone as I walked to the loos and texted you, then scared of what he would do if I locked myself in and waited. I returned to his bedroom and let him tie me up again. Jack barely had time to hit me a third time before the officers came boiling in through the door and whisked me away.
She spoke to the officer and said, "So, officer, let me repeat. There is no point doing a rape kit because I wasn't raped. I had sex with Jack willingly and with my husband's approval. What we didn't approve of was Jack using the crop on me and fucking me when I was tied up.
"I'd like him charged with assault, but it will be hard to prove because I agreed to most of what happened tonight and enjoyed almost all of it. Therefore, I'd like to thank you for attending so quickly and rescuing me from what may have become a bad situation, and I think it's best we leave it at that."
"The welts on your back?" The officer asked. "He drew blood with some of them. We should, at least, take photos of those and ensure they're documented, in case you change your mind."
Vanessa shook her head, "His lawyer will argue in court that I'm a pain slut who enjoys being hurt. And if I have to answer those questions, I must admit that in the right circumstances, I enjoy pain when I'm having sex, and then the case is dismissed.
"Officer, I'm appreciative of your saving me, but trying to prosecute this will bring shame and infamy to me and my family. Can you imagine the paper's headlines? 'The bondage doctor with the dirty nurse. Who's telling the truth? Did the doctor have permission, as he claims, or was the nurse tied and raped? Read it here!' No, officer. I won't pursue Jack's arrest.
"Rest assured, though. Every nurse in the hospital will know to never be alone with him, and if he thinks we can be unhelpful now, wait until they hear what he did to me. His position will be untenable in no more than a few weeks because he will never get anything done unless he does it himself."
"And you, Sir?" The officer asked, knowing he was on a losing streak with my wife. "Do you think your wife should seek to have her abuser arrested? Surely you cannot be happy that another man has made love to your wife and then hit her with a crop?"
"If I catch him alone, I'll whip him to within an inch of his life," I muttered before speaking louder and saying, "My wife and I, with the blessing of the other, enjoy the occasional illicit affair, officer. So, I agree with Vanessa. This wasn't rape. However, I'd like to see him charged with assaulting my wife with the riding crop, but as she said, it will quickly degenerate into a media circus. And as you haven't arrested Jack, you also realise any arrest would be on shaky grounds."
Giving me a hard stare, the officer replied, "I will pretend I didn't hear your threat, Sir. But I will not forget that you made it. If Doctor Wrigley presents with the wounds you threatened in any emergency room, I will arrest you immediately and charge you with aggravated assault." Then he looked around to ensure he wasn't overheard, leaned closer and muttered, "But if you decide he needs to trip over something, then you accidentally fall on him twenty or thirty times, we'll look the other way."
Stepping back, the officer returned to professionalism and asked, "So you've decided not to press charges and wish to take no further action in this matter. Is that your position, Ma'am?"
"Yes, officer," Vanessa confirmed.
"And you, Sir?"
"I'm with my wife, Officer," I leaned forward to read his name tag, "Stevens." Then checking we couldn't be heard and he didn't wear a wedding ring, I whispered, "Drop past our home when your shift ends. I'm sure Vanessa will happily show you how appreciative of your rescue she is."
The effect I had on him was immediately evident by his blatant erection. Officer Frank Stevens glanced about quickly and asked, "Is she like your whore, or something? Does she do tricks for money for you?"
Ness leant in, "Nah, Frank. I'm just a dirty slut that loves to fuck. Drop around when your shift ends, and I'll show you." She traced the outline of the officer's glans with her fingers. "Please come. I want to show you how thankful I am."
"I'm not gay," Officer Stevens groaned. "So I'm not into your husband."
Thankful, I said, "Thank goodness for that because neither am I. But if you've ever wanted to double do a slut, mine will fulfil that fantasy for you."
"Can I have her ass?" Frank pleaded. "I've never had a woman prepared to let me take her in the ass."
"What time can we expect you?" I asked.
"My shift ends at four. I'll shower and freshen up at the station. So, no later than five. Is that okay?"
"Yes," I answered. "It's nearly 2.00 am now. By the time we get home and get Vanessa cleaned up, it'll be close to three. That will give us an hour's shuteye, and be ready when you arrive. You have our address, right?"
"It's in my report," Frank confirmed. "I'll get it from there and see you around 5.00 am."
"Is that all, officer?" I asked, speaking normally.
"Yes, Sir," the officer answered using the same volume. "You may leave now, but remember, you may change your mind at any time and report your assault to the police. I would, however, recommend you have your doctor take photos of and record your wife's injuries shortly so you have evidence of the assault."
A female copper brought Vanessa's clothes and handbag, then she helped her into the ambulance and waited until Vanessa dressed before asking if anything was missing. Vanessa checked her bag and shook her head. Smiling, the officer told Ness to hang tough and walked away.
I walked with Vanessa to her car and held the door open as she climbed in. "No panties, you slut!" I smilingly told her.
Ness began shaking, tears forming in her eyes. "That was too close, Liam," she sobbed. "I should have listened to your warning that something was wrong. Please don't be angry with me."
Lifting her back out of the car, I crushed her to my chest and hugged her fiercely. "I could never be angry with you for something like this, Vanessa. You know me better than that. I'm only grateful that you texted me and the police arrived in time. You know, babe? I'm proud of you. Most women would have frozen and been unable to conjure their escape. But you kept calm, devised a strategy, and carried it out perfectly, therefore avoiding being raped. You did well, my love. I'm glad you're safe.
Turning her face up for me to kiss, Ness snuggled against me before asking, "What's with slutting me out to that police officer?"
"You need to get straight back on the bike, babe. If you don't, you'll be terrified of trying again. The officer seems a likely candidate to enjoy my wife, the Mega Slut, so I've invited him to play."
Smiling into my chest, Ness said, "To paraphrase he who is dearest to my heart. Most guys would be happy when their wife stopped fucking around, but you, my love, are encouraging me to continue. What's with that?"
"What's with that is that I get to watch your dirty little whore's cunt ploughed open by what seems to be a fairly sizeable cock, instead of lying in bed and fantasising about it. That's what's with that!"
I purposefully tried to turn her on so she wouldn't dwell on what had nearly happened. On her drive home, I hoped Ness would spend it anticipating the cop's visit, not reliving her almost rape. But I decided I couldn't risk her slipping into depression, so I tossed her my keys. "Get into my car and follow me for a few streets, babe. Pull in behind me when I stop."
I got in her car, drove to the Carina Heights shopping precinct on Winstanley Street, and parked. Then, locking her car, I encouraged Ness into the passenger's seat and went home.
Getting there, I escorted her inside and down to our bedroom. Then, glaring at her, I demanded, "Strip, my knob-gobbling, cum drinking, anal-loving whore. Show me what your slut self allowed another man to do."
Unfortunately, instead of lust, Vanessa burst into tears and fell to her knees before me. "I'm sorry, honey," she cried, confirming my fear that the arsehole doctor had destroyed her sexual confidence. "I'll never let another man touch me again. Please don't leave me. I'll be better, I promise."
Picking her up and tenderly kissing her, I whispered, "You will be better, my love. In slightly more than ninety minutes, you'll show that big-dicked policeman how big a slut you can truly be. I'll be there, and you will make me proud. Even if I have to tan your hide to make you do it."
"Jack tied me up and striped my back and ass, babe. I had to pretend to enjoy it, so he continued to do it and not start fucking me. I came when that arsehole hit me because he wanted me to. I'm so ashamed, honey. Please, cancel the copper. It's time I became a responsible wife and mother and stopped being such a slut."
"And when Isla gets here in August, what will you tell her? In fact, what will you tell her next Friday?"
I knew I was handling this wrong when my wife didn't respond. Vanessa didn't need me to denigrate and belittle her to make her inner slut emerge. She needed me to take her to bed and make slow, passionate love to her to show I still loved her, despite her error with Jack.
So, I picked her up and lay her on the bed. Then, softly and lovingly kissing her, I made love to my beautiful wife. After gently stroking her erogenous zones as I kissed her, I slowly moved down Ness' body, kissing and nibbling her neck and shoulders, then suckling her beautiful breasts.
When I swapped boobs, Vanessa moaned, and her hands found my head and guided me lower onto her clit. Ignoring the almost rapist's cum in her pussy, I swirled my tongue over and around my wife's clit, then slid it along her slit and tongued her vulva.
Pressing her cunt to my mouth, Ness groaned and experienced a slight orgasm. However, that petite orgasm broke the dam, and Ness responded as she typically would, thrashing and twitching under me as my tongue elicited numerous orgasms from her willing pussy.
Finally satiated, Ness pulled me up between her legs and guided me inside her velvety smooth pussy. "Fill me with cum Liam, please," she pleaded. "Show me you still love and desire me."
Holding her gaze, I whispered, "Of course, I love and desire you, my darling wife. I always will!" Then spasmed and filled her gloriously tight pussy with my cum.
Sighing happily, Vanessa softly said, "Thank you, Liam. Going down on me with Jack's cum still in my pussy proved you loved me still." Tears sprung from her eyes, but this time, I could tell they weren't from fear but relief that she hadn't destroyed her marriage. Tapping my shoulder so I looked at her, Ness grinned, "You realise that you can now fuck up big, and I still have to forgive you, right?"
"Hmm, fuck up big," I pretended to muse. "Like fucking your mother because your father pisses me off big, you mean?"
Laughing, a sound I worried I'd never hear again, Ness replied, "That would be too much even after this. However, I will tell Mum you think she's hot and want to fuck her."
Deadpan, I responded, "Yeah, but only up her ass. I'd love to hear that bitch squeal as my cock splits her virgin knot apart."
Ness slapped my chest and said, "Incorrigible. You always have been! But, best we get in the shower, and I douche the cum out of my pussy before the at least slightly homophobic Officer Frank Stevens gets here. I assume you're still intent on slutting me out to the officer?"
"Only if you genuinely want to, honey," I replied. "I think you need to get straight back on the horse that bucked you off, but if you're not up for it?"
"I want to, Liam," Ness confessed. "I feel I need a positive extramarital affair to counterbalance the negative one I just had, but I'm worried about what you think of me."
Risking it all but trusting my instincts, I snarled, "I think, my beautiful girl, that you are the horniest, sluttiest, cock lovingiest, semen swallowingiest, dirtiest little trollop that I've ever met, and I love you more than life itself!"
To my relief and delight, Vanessa's eyes hooded, and she moaned longingly, "Compliments will get you absolutely everywhere, my love. But, unless we've got time for you to bang me like the slutty drum that I am, you'd better stop before I insist you do!"
Rejoicing because she was back, I smiled and said, "I mean that, baby. More than life itself do I love you. And I'm sorry my love, I failed you. When you said Frank wanted to play Daddy/bad daughter, I had a bad feeling about him but didn't say anything to you. I should have demanded you cancel, but I didn't. I just passively accepted that you knew what you were doing, and you were almost raped because I did."
Answering fiercely, Ness responded, "How can you blame yourself for my fuck up, Liam? No, lover. When you warned me not to let him tie me up, I should have listened. But my pussy is wet, and I'm longing to see what Officer Stevens has for me, so shall we dress and prepare for his arrival?"
"The baby doll nightie I bought you for the night Liam visited," I suggested. "You barely got it on before he and I ripped it off."
"Yes!" Ness agreed. "I have the matching robe to greet Frank in. If that doesn't make his eyes pop, I don't know what will!"
I carried my wife to the shower and gently washed her clean. Examining the welts on her back, I didn't think any would leave permanent marks, but the three that had bled would remain evident until Ness had time to sunbathe them away.
After our shower, Ness put on the described outfit and prepared breakfast as we waited for the copper to arrive. She didn't put anything on to cook because we knew an emergency could delay the officer indefinitely. But we wanted to feed the young man before seducing him, so Ness had everything ready to cook.
Our front doorbell rang a little after five, so holding hands, we opened the door and welcomed Officer Stevens inside. Ness stood on tip-toes and pressed her tight body to Frank's before kissing his surprised lips. "Hello, officer," she breathed in her sultry voice. "Good to see you again."
Frank had ditched his uniform for a clinging sweatsuit that clung to every inch of his leanly muscled physique. Frank's swelling cock was clearly outlined in the close-fitting pants.
Running her hand over Frank's cock's head, Ness crooned, "You hungry, baby? I've prepared bacon, eggs, sausages, mushrooms and hash browns. If you come to the kitchen, I'll cook them for you."
Frank's stomach growled, and he answered, "Yes, please, Mrs Shephard. I was on a job at dinner, then your call came in, and I haven't eaten since lunch."
Chuckling, I said, "Ness, why don't you take the poor man down to our bedroom and blow him as I cook breakfast? That way, he won't have to eat with aching balls."



Grinning delightedly at me, Vanessa took Frank's hand and tugged him after her. Less than three minutes later, I heard Frank groan loudly as he spat his juices into my wife's eagerly sucking mouth.
Ness and Frank walked back into the kitchen a few moments later. My wife hopped uncomfortably from one foot to the other, making it clear she badly needed to orgasm. So, pointing at a clear spot on the bench, I said, "Looks like our little slut needs to cum. If you're not good to go again, why don't you sit her on the bench and eat her cunt? If you're good to go, smack her ass and bend her over, then shove your cock in and smack her ass again."
"Can I taste her, then fuck her?" Frank eagerly asked.
Grinning, I replied, "Vanessa sure won't complain. But take her quickly before your bacon burns."
Frank picked my wife up and sat her where I'd indicated, then bent and ran his tongue from her pussy's entrance to her clitoris, causing Ness' 'petals' to open, ready for penetration.
"Stick your cock in her," I demanded of Frank. "Can't you see that our little slut is gagging for it?"
Pulling my wife off the bench, Frank turned her, then forced her to bend over with her tits pressed against the bench top. Frank pulled down Ness' nightie bottom, took his rigidly erect penis in his hand and guided the tip onto Ness' entrance.
Bending so I could watch, I reminded Frank, "Don't forget to smack her ass as you plough her furrow open."
"Gaaawwwd!" Frank groaned as he smacked my wife's ass and rammed his cock home.
I almost came as I watched his massive cock split my wife's cunt open.
Flipping the hash browns, I said, "Don't hold back. You're long enough that your cock's eye will be against Ness' cervix, and as soon as you squirt on it, the little slut will climax with you."
Eager, Officer Stevens rammed his cock into my wife's cunt as hard as possible. Every time he bottomed out, the tip of his rampantly erect cock bounced on Ness' cervix, and she'd jump and squeal before pushing her ass back at him, wanting more.
My voice heavy with arousal, I said, "Hurry up and fill that slut up. Your breakfasts ready."
"Gaaawwwddd! What a slut," Frank groaned as he spasmed, his cock exploding semen into my wife's hot and wet, tightly gripping pussy.
His cum explosions blasted Ness off her climax's cliff, and she squealed as she came on his massive tool.
Panting, the policeman pulled out. Then as I watched his semen seep out of Ness' cunt he gasped, "May I use the bathroom to clean up?"
"Sure," I absently responded. "Down the hall, second on the right. The toilet is the one after."
Frank staggered down the hall as Ness still lay on the bench top, revelling in her post-orgasmic bliss.
"On your knees, slut," I snarled.
Ness scrambled off the bench and onto the floor, looking eagerly up at me. "Do it, my love," she begged. "Cum on my face and make me wear it during breakfast. Show the officer what a low down, dirty, ho bag I am."
My dick spat lengthy ropes of cum over my wife's face. Then, as I spat the last liquid load, I heard Frank groan, "Faaaaaaaarrrrrrrkkkkkkk!" as he entered the kitchen and saw what I was doing.
Stepping away as a smiling Vanessa turned toward him, I calmly stated, "If you can go again, tell our little slut to strip her top off and cum on her tits. She can sit naked at the bench, dripping our cum as she eats breakfast."
It seemed young Officer Frank could go again because he had his long, thick cock out in a flash. "Strip your top off, bitch," he snarled. "Cup those fine titties together so I can cover them both with my cum."
By how much semen Frank still had, he can't have even masturbated for quite some time because he managed to cover virtually all of Ness' full C-cups with his man juice.
We sat on the breakfast bar stools to eat. Ness sat between Frank and me proudly as our cum dribbled down her body.
After we'd eaten, I winked at Ness and said to the young copper, "Take my wife to the shower and get her cleaned up. I'll clean up out here and join you on the bed soon. Take your time, though. We're in no hurry."
Washing the pan but stacking everything else in the dishwasher, I hurried after Frank and my wife. I found them as I'd hoped. Frank, who was much shorter than me, had Ness bent over in the shower, her hands against the shower glass as she pushed her ass back against Frank's invading cock, her tits jiggling deliciously with every thrust.
Ness saw me enter and sit on the bed and winked at me before moaning from a particularly vigorous thrust from Frank. By Frank's grunts, he was close to cumming, but my wife was still a little way away from her climax. I wanted to watch them cum together, so to help, I snarled, "What are you waiting for, you cum covered, cock slurping, dick in your arse loving fuck toy? Cum on that big cock in your slutty fuck hole, and stop pretending you have any modesty!"
Surprised, Frank, who had just jammed back into my wife's cunt, froze, but Ness squealed and came, her hips thrashing back and forth. It was too much for the young copper, and he climaxed inside my wife's tightly gripping pussy, spraying so much semen it immediately began leaking back out of Ness' snatch.
Grinning at me, Ness turned and knelt, sucked the officer's cock into her mouth and used her tongue to clean it. Frank proved to be quite the stayer and, under Ness' expert tongue, barely softened at all and was soon throbbingly erect again.
From the bed, I asked, "Ready to take her ass?"
"Can I?" The young man eagerly asked. "What do I have to do?"
To confirm, I asked, "You've never done anal sex before, right?" The copper shook his head. "But you've watched lots of anal porn, right?" Frank nodded. "Okay. Well, the first thing to know is that everything you've watched is bullshit. If you pull out of a woman's pussy and jam it in her ass, as they show, she won't love it. In fact, there's a good chance you'll tear her sphincter and make her scream with pain."
Frank's face fell, and he asked, "So she won't enjoy it?"
Chuckling, I corrected, "If you do it properly, Ness will cum as hard as she did with your cock in her dirty little cunt."
Ness moaned at the names I called her, and Frank looked at her wonderingly.
"Ness loves being demeaned and humiliated," I explained. "Not publicly where outsiders can hear, but if you say crude names and epithets to her anywhere, she'll need to orgasm. Why don't you try? Remember, though. To you, she is a slut, whore, ho bag, cum bucket, cock sucker, cum swallower, or any other name you wish to call her, but she is my slut, whore, etc. Okay?"
Unsure, Frank weakly said, "Would you like me to fuck your ass, slut?"
"Don't ask. Tell!" I growled.
Looking at me for confirmation, Frank, at my nod, growled, "On your knees, slut. I'm going to fuck your whore's ass!"
Moaning with desire, Ness dropped to her knees with her shoulders on the floor, reached behind her and spread her ass cheeks. "Prepare me first, please, Sir."
The young man looked at me, unsure what to do next. Taking pity on him, I asked, "If you're happy to rim her ass, start with your tongue. Otherwise," I handed him a bottle of lube, "Start with one finger and work it and the lube into her ass. As big as you are, I'd suggest you stretch her until you can comfortably rotate three fingers in her ass before you push your cock in, okay?"
Trembling, Officer Stevens slowly sank to his knees behind Vanessa. Then, taking advantage of her spread cheeks, he leaned forward and touched his tongue to her exposed rosebud.
"Ohh, Gawd, Officer," Ness moaned. "Yes, please lick me. I'll beg if I need to."
I could see Vanessa's arousal running down her inner thighs and knew that the thought of her being this young man's first anal lover had her on the edge of a stupendous orgasm.
To help him, I suggested, "Stab your tongue as deep into the slut's ass as you can and smack her ass. Listen to her explode like a skyrocket."
"Please!" Ness moaned, her hips writhing.
Placing his hands on Ness' ass just above hers for balance, Frank leaned closer and stabbed her rosebud with his tongue. Simultaneously, he brought his right hand crashing down on Ness' ass cheek.
"Arrrrrrrrrrrrgggggggghhhhhhhhhh!" Vanessa groaned as she shuddered through a body-shaking climactic event.
Her orgasm went on and on as Officer Stevens repeatedly stabbed her ring before furiously circling it with a flattened tongue. Finally, exhausted, Ness collapsed onto her stomach, still moaning and shuddering.
Looking back at me, the young officer asked, "What do I do now?"
Smiling, I handed him the lube. "Start stretching Vanessa's knot open so she can take your cock." Frank took the bottle from me almost fearfully, so taking pity on him, I explained, "Squirt some on your fingers first, then smear it around Ness' rosebud, then add some more to your index finger and rim her as you did with your tongue. As you circle, slowly narrow onto the centre of her rosebud and apply a little more inward force. You'll find that she'll readily open for one, probably even two, fingers, but you'll need to work her further open to get three in."
Nodding, Officer Stevens worked his index finger in before realising Ness could already accept a second. However, his third finger wouldn't go, so I added, "As you rotate your wrist, force your fingers apart until you create a gap big enough for your third finger."
Ness felt her ring expand, and her soft moans turned to deeply exhaled gasps of wanton pleasure and need. "I'm ready," she groaned. Stick your big meat in me. I can take it."
Frank's eyes snapped around to mine. I shook my head and said, "That's the slut in her talking. You need to establish a slight gap between all three fingers before you change to your cock."
Nodding, the young copper briefly removed his fingers from Vanessa's ass before adding more lube and sliding them back in.
A few minutes later, Frank rasped, "I think she's open enough."
Looking, I nodded, "Yeah, she seems ready to go. Lift her onto the bed and up onto her hands and knees. You'll want her colon in a straight line until all of you is inside her. After that, it won't matter."
Standing, the officer lifted Vanessa onto the bed, then peremptorily smacked her ass and demanded, "On your knees, whore. Arch your back and present your dirt hole for my cock."
"Yes, Sir," Ness moaned and assumed the asked position.
Officer Stevens oiled his bobbing with arousal cock and moved it against my wife's ring.
"Push in until you feel a constriction, then hold there, and I'll get her ready for you to take." I could see the young man's confusion, so I added, "Breaking through the knot is always a little painful at first, and, as big as you are, Ness' ass may spasm shut and try to deny you entry. I'm going to prevent that. So, when you hear her hiss and feel her jump, smack her ass, then push hard until your pelvis hits her ass."
I knelt before my wife, reaching under her body to play with her nipples. Then squeezing them between my fists and thumbs, I waited until Frank pushed through Vanessa's ring onto her knot. When Frank nodded, I squeezed and twisted Ness' nipples and viciously hauled them down.
"Fark!" Ness yelped as I twisted her nipples. Then she yipped, "Ouch!" as Officer Stevens' hand thundered down onto her tight buns.
"Oh, Gawd!" He moaned. "I'm in her ass all the way to my balls. Oh_my_Gawd," he added, every word strung out," I'm in her ass to my balls!"
Ness knelt, panting with wanton desire as Frank held himself buried in her ass, not moving.
"She's ready, fuck her," I ventured.
"Frank shook his head and moaned, "Can't. I'm barely preventing myself from cumming now. If I move, I'll orgasm immediately."
"Do it, Officer, please," Ness moaned from under him. "Fill my rear fuck hole with your seed, and I promise I'll cum with you."
Well, that was too much for the young man, and with a strangled groan, his hips twitched, and he began pumping my wife's bowel full of cum. Squealing, Vanessa jumped and jerked with every semen blast as she orgasmed to his eruptions.
Sighing, she sagged onto her stomach, bringing Frank with her. "Sooooo good," she moaned. "My ass feels so full of cock and cum that it's fantastic!"
Still mostly stiff, the young man pulled back a tiny amount before tentatively pushing back in. Ness' groaned response encouraged him, and the next stroke was a little longer and firmer.
"Do me!" My wife demanded. "Do me as hard as you can!"
"Hold on, cowgirl," I grinned. "Frank, do you want to double penetrate this dirty little ho bag with me now?"
Frank hesitated, "What do you want me to do?" He asked. "I thought you meant we'd spit roast her. You know, one in her ass, one in her mouth."
"We can do that, too, if you want," I acknowledged. "But I meant that I'd fuck this ho's cunt as you fuck her ass."
"Won't our balls be touching?" Frank asked.
"Not if I do it right," I replied. "Roll Ness over and hook your toes under her ankles, then pull your and her legs as wide apart as possible."
Gulping, the young copper complied. Once he was in position, I placed my left foot on the bed above his right thigh, then knelt on my right knee. Then, pushing forward as if I was doing a lunge, I lowered my hips until I was just above Vanessa's pussy. Cupping my balls out of the way by circling my shaft with my index finger and holding them with the rest of my fingers, I bent my throbbingly erect cock down and introduced it to my wife's pussy entrance.
"Oh, Gawd!" Ness moaned in anticipation.
Vanessa had lifted herself into a semi-crunch to watch my thick 7+ inch cock split her pussy lips open. So, looking into her eyes and smiling, I pressed my hips forward and glided into her soppingly wet pussy. With my hand cupping my balls, I couldn't force my whole length into her, but it didn't seem to be detracting from my wife's enjoyment as her eyes rolled back, and she orgasmed as soon as the back of my hand hit her clit.
It took a while to establish a rhythm, but Frank and I soon smashed my wife between us as we fucked her through orgasm after orgasm until she begged, "Fill my slut holes, boys. I can go no more!"
Officer Stevens and I got over our aversion to our balls rubbing each other's, and we thrust all our cocks' length into Vanessa before pumping twin gushes of semen into her lower fuck holes.
Coming down, Ness indicated she'd had enough, so with our grateful thanks for rescuing Ness still ringing in his ears, Officer Stevens left. Ness and I showered together, crawled into bed, and slept the sleep of the dead until midmorning the following day. Only getting up for a light snack and toilet breaks.
Chapter 40.
I woke before Ness. Slipping quietly out of bed, I relieved my bladder and contemplated the previous night's events. Deciding I needed to teach the doctor a lesson, I wondered what I could do to make his life a misery. His actions were inexcusable. Vanessa had volunteered to make his kinky fantasies a reality within the bounds of her comfort levels, and instead of respecting her boundaries, he'd tied her to the bed and used an item designed to cause pain to mark her perfect body.
Oh, don't get me wrong, I regularly marked her myself, but the marks I gave her were on her tits and ass, invisible unless she was naked, and were caused when Vanessa begged for them. Plus, I'd never force her to have sex with me. Sure, I demeaned and humiliated her to get her motors running and juices flowing, and I often took her roughly, but if Ness said no, then no, it was. I would never take her anyway after a clear refusal.
"Liam!" Vanessa called plaintively.
Rushing back into the room, I leapt onto the bed and pulled her into my arms. "What, baby?" I asked.
"I had a bad dream," Ness sniffed.
"Dad again?" I asked.
Weeping uncontrollably, she answered, "No. I texted you, and you didn't come. I was stuck there, unable to move or resist as he whipped me until blood ran across my body. Then he pulled his giant cock out of his pants and was about to shove it, unlubed, in my ass. I was screaming and thrashing about, trying to escape, but I couldn't. As the nightmare ran, I told myself it was only a dream and knew it was because Jack's cock, in reality, is only average in length and girth, but I couldn't stop the images. Then I woke up, and you weren't here."
Sobbing, Nessa pleaded, "Please don't leave me over this, baby. I promise that the next time you warn me, I'll listen and not allow what you warn me about."
Crushing her to my chest, I kissed her crying face and fiercely said, "Vanessa Anne Shephard, you are my life, and I love you more than life itself. I would never leave you because some tiny dicked asshole mistreated you when you would have made all his fantasies come true. Trust me on this one. I will make that doctor's life a living hell! I'll rope the boys in, and we'll do everything within our power to ensure he's never alone with a woman again."
"Don't get yourself put in jail for me, Liam. Please, baby, I'll be okay. I just need some time, okay?"
"He'll pay for what he did to you, babe," I declared. "Between what you and the other nurses cook up at work and what I'll organise with the guys, Doctor Jack Wrigley will never consummate another date. Never get another full night's sleep and will travel everywhere, afraid for his life. Nothing we will do will be illegal and would be impossible to prove even if it was, but pissant Doctor Jack will wish he'd never been born."
Her tears gone, I felt my wife smile against my chest as she asked, "What will you do?"
"Someone will watch for him every moment of the day. Every time Jack walks around outside, people will 'accidentally' walk into him, knocking him to the ground. They'll apologise profusely, of course, but a few steps later, it'll happen again. All night, every night, his phone, mobile and pager will ring at random intervals. Sometimes it'll be telemarketers trying to interest him in their product. Other times they will be market researchers. Regularly, it will be someone drunk asking for a friend of theirs."
Giggling, Ness said, "You're right. It does sound like a living hell. Your footy mates would do that for you?"
"Vanessa, they'll do it for you. I won't give them details, so don't worry. Instead, I'll tell them that arsehole doctor Jack Wrigley groped you at work, and they will do all they can to ensure he never sleeps a whole night again. I don't think you ever really understood, babe, but the whole club adored you when I played, and the guys I played with still love you now."
"I'm horny, honey," Ness stated, then tentatively added, "Will you go down on me?"
I knew why my wife needed this. In her mind, Ness had equated my showing her I still loved her by tonguing her pussy, despite it being full of her abuser's cum, with proving I'd forgiven her for her imagined transgression. Even though I did not think she had a transgression to atone for, I knew doing what she requested would help her move past her almost rape.
We made love together until near midday. We didn't 'fuck like rabbits' as we typically did after a dalliance. We made slow, passionate, beautiful love. The orgasms were far apart and long drawn out, expressing love and longing for the other, not desire and sexual need. It was beautiful, and by the time we were exhausted and fell asleep, we felt as close as ever, and Vanessa had totally relaxed.
When we woke, I gently suggested that she talk to a rape counsellor to give her strategies to deal with her ongoing guilt, but Vanessa assured me that my continued love was all she needed.
"After all, Liam," Ness explained. "He didn't do anything to me that you and I haven't already done or that I would have done if only he'd explained what he wanted to do. I confess that I've wanted to know what it would be like to submit to another as I do to you. So, if Jack had explained what he wanted, and the three of us discussed what would and could happen, I would have willingly let him crop me and probably had many orgasms. It was being forced to do it that freaked me out."



Vanessa had just espoused the key component of every Master/little relationship. On the surface, it appears that I, as her Master, have all the control. However, the real power in a Dom/sub relationship resides with the sub. The little sets the terms and boundaries of any play session. They decide when and where sessions start and end and what will occur during the session.
Doctor Wrigley tried to impose his needs on my wife without regard for her limits and boundaries—a totally unacceptable thing to do. If Jack had explained what he wanted, then Vanessa and I would have discussed it and decided if we were comfortable with his request. If we were, Ness would have willingly accepted his cropping and orgasmed many times as she enjoyed the pleasure/pain combination because it heightened her orgasmic response.
A lesson learned that we would never repeat.
Another week passed, and I stood in the arrivals foyer awaiting the Monies' arrival. As I expected, Isla emerged first. Squealing with delight, she sprinted across the lobby and flung herself into my arms.
Kissing my lips softly, she said, "Hello, Daddy Liam. It's nice to be in your arms again. Three and a half months, and I am your woman."
Laughing, I moved her to my hip and greeted Jim, Ellen, Tanya, and Jason. Larry had chosen to stay with his girlfriend in Rockhampton.
Blushing, Tanya asked, "I thought Gary would be here to greet us. Where is he?"
Looking around, I saw him striding across to us. "Parking his car, I assume. Look, there he is."
Matching Isla's scream, Tanya rushed across and jumped into my son's arms.
"You're late," she admonished.
"Yeah," Gary drolly agreed, blatantly groping his girlfriend's ass. "About fifteen seconds. So, sue me."
I grinned at my son's dominant response and knew his and Tanya's relationship would survive long term. Tanya, as Ness was, was extremely demanding but would respond positively to a firm hand on her ass when she exceeded her boundaries. I did wonder about Tanya's desire to be monogamous but knew it was none of my business.
Tanya, of course, left with Gary, but the rest of us climbed into Ness' car. Despite being advertised as a 'family Gran Tourismo', my Maserati did not sit five adults comfortably. Ness' Mazda 626 was a more comfortable alternative.
Close to three O'clock pm, we arrived home. Jim and Ellen would share the guest room. Tanya and Gary, as an engaged couple, would sleep together. Jason and Adrian would share his room, topping and tailing (Heads at opposite ends of the bed.), so they didn't appear to be 'sleeping together'. That left Isla as the only one bedless.
I showed her our expansive couch and suggested I would cuddle her until she slept, then join my wife in our bed. Grinning, Isla readily agreed, and after setting up their rooms, we met in the lounge. Isla immediately climbed into my lap, accompanied by grins from Ellen and Vanessa and a grimace from Jim.
Wriggling, Isla snuggled onto my chest with her head under my chin and sighed happily. "It's good to be held by you again, Daddy Liam. I miss your visits."
Kissing her softly, I replied, "I miss them, too, honey. But you need to get used to it because we're together for just the one night, remember?"
Isla glanced towards the kitchen where her mother and Ness talked, smiled and said, "We'll see. Besides, I'm coming down to go to Uni next year, and we'll see each other more often then."
Of course, that reminded me that Jim had informed me that Isla expected to live with Ness and me as she attended Uni, and I wondered why Isla hadn't said anything yet.
Jason played Nintendo with Aaron in his room as Ellen talked with Ness. So looking to where Jim sat, I asked, "What's on the agenda for the week, brother?"
"We're going to do the theme parks, Liam," Jim answered. "One every second day. On the days between, we'll catch up with family and spend time with you guys. When we go to the parks, you all can come with us if you want."
"I'm not sure if Gary can get time off ..."
"Yeah, all good, Dad," he piped in from where he sat with Tanya. "I've arranged for two weeks off. Tanya and I will spend a few extra days alone on the coast."
"Cool," I said before continuing, "The rest of us would love to come. If Ness can't get time off, we'll call her in sick for the park days." Then I counted the days and parks and realised there was a math problem. Four parks every other day equated to eight days. When he called, Jim indicated they were only staying for a week. "I assume you're staying for over a week, then?" I asked.
For some reason, Jim coloured before replying, "Umm, yeah. If it's okay, we'll stay until Monday week."
"Stay as long as you want, brother. You know you're always welcome here. But why the blush?"
Jim's blush deepened, and he looked away guiltily, "Want to go get a beer somewhere?" He asked.
Realising he didn't want to talk in front of Isla, I tickled her ribs and said, "Mind if I have my lap back, gorgeous? Your dad and I need to go talk shit over beer."
Snuggling closer, Isla mock whined, "But I'm comfortable!" But she then hopped up and went to find her mother.
Our nearest licenced club was the Wynnum Worker's Club down the bottom of the hill, less than a kilometre from home. But it was a shit hole and not somewhere I'd take someone I disliked, let alone a mate. So, instead, I drove us to The Manly Hotel and Bar.
Getting in my Maserati, Jim said, "Nice! Must be fun being rich."
Laughing, I explained that it was my one indulgence. I'd dreamed of having one since I was a kid, so now I had the money, I figured, why the fuck not?
Finding a relatively quiet corner, I bought beers and settled down to wait. Unfortunately, Jim's reticence returned, along with an embarrassed blush. Eventually, he managed, "Ellen told me about you fingering her to two orgasms and the circumstances they occurred, Liam."
"Shit!" I spat. "I promise, brother. It would never have gone beyond that! I brought her off to prevent her from encouraging me to go further. As I did it, I explained that if she continued to tease me, I would fuck her and leave her face covered in cum and make her explain why to you and your kids."
Holding his hand up, Jim said, "That makes no sense, Liam. You fingered her to stop from fucking her? But it doesn't matter as I'm no longer angry at you. I was when Ellen confessed, and I wish to hell she hadn't, but Ellen insisted that it was her weakness, not yours. That she wanted you to fuck her, and other than fingering her, you refused."
Ashamed, I whispered, "Sorry, brother. Given what I did, I'm surprised you still wanted to stay with us."
"Well, Liam," Jim said. "That brings us to the reason I wanted to chat with you alone. If we remain friends, something I hope we are for all our lives, you're going to fuck Ellen. It's inevitable. Ellen has said she wants you to and will continue to tease and torment you until you do. So, my brother, I have a proposition for you. I've booked the five youngsters into Nara Sea World Resort from next Friday until Monday morning.
"I've also booked a room at The Sheraton Brisbane for the same period. My proposal is that I take Vanessa to that booking, and you stay home with Ellen. Three nights and days where we have a total wife swap. All activities available, nothing prohibited except by our wives. We meet back at your place on Monday, pack our things and go home. No sharing experiences and no recriminations allowed. Then, and I already know I will want to, if we all feel good about what we did, you and I will talk and arrange a longer swap. Maybe for up to two weeks."
I had no idea what to say and sat staring at him until Jim grinned and said, "First time I've ever seen you speechless, Liam. Did I shock you because you thought I'd never offer to swap? You're right, and I can't believe we're having this conversation, but, as I said, you and Ellen will fuck, so I may as well get something out of it, too."
Finding my voice, I finally answered, "Because you think your wife and I will fuck regardless is not a good enough reason to swap, brother. I swear to you on my children's lives that I will never fuck Ellen without your and Ness' permission, no matter how many times I have to tell her no."
"And the next time Ellen teases you, and you decide to finger her off to make her back down? What happens when she groans and says, "Go for it. Fuck me if you want." What then?"
"Shit, brother! You think she will?"
Jim shook his head and replied, "I don't think she will. I know she will."
"Then I need never be alone with her!" I stated firmly.
Jim laughed, which shocked me almost as much as his swap statement, "Alright," he said. "Confession time. I want to fuck Vanessa. I always have. She is so hot, Liam, and I'm jealous that Larry got what I always wanted. So, will you agree to swap?"
Giving my friend an embarrassed smile, I admitted I'd wanted to fuck Ellen for years, too. I agreed to the swap but pointed out that Ellen would have to convince Ness first, and given their occasionally rocky relationship, that was no done deal.
"They've been much closer since they began organising my daughters' nights with you, Liam," Jim pointed out. "Plus, they share some secret they haven't divulged to either of us, so I think Nessa will agree."
I wanted to apologise for having already devirginised one of his daughters whilst planning to do the same to the other, but I knew it wouldn't help to ease his mind, so I let it lie. But Jim hadn't finished shocking me.
"Jason will ask Vanessa if she'll be his first this week, brother. Just so you know."
I had to laugh. I mean, what else could I do? "Jaysus, brother! What is it with your family wanting to fuck mine? Larry and Ness, me and Tanya, Gary and Tanya, me and Isla, and now Jason and Ness? All instigated by your family. Do we come across as that big a bunch of sluts?"
"Don't forget: Me with Nessa and you with Ellen," Jim quipped. Then his grin slid from his face, and he looked pensive, "It's another mistake Ellen and I made, Liam. You allowed your kids to grow up exposed to sex and sensuality. Oh, don't get me wrong —everything you and Nessa allowed your children to see was age appropriate and modest, but you allowed your kids to learn that affection and sex between loving adults is a good thing.
"Ellen and I were prudes, not even mentioning we had sex, let alone openly showing affection around them. As a result, my four gravitated towards the happier and closer family you guys are and want to experience that for themselves.
"If Ellen and I had been more open about our sexuality and explained things to our kids, they would probably have been less curious and developed relationships with people their age. But that doors shut, and we deal with what we have —all four of my kids wanting you and Nessa to initiate them into sex. I'm just grateful you and Vanessa are honourable and insisted everyone waited until it was legal for them to have sex. As a teacher, it may have been awkward if you hadn't."
"Yeah, Jim," I sighed. "The law is completely bogus. You know that. I mean, who decided on eighteen? Fuck! Why not make it twenty-one? Then no one can argue you're 'not mature' enough to decide. I don't agree, but it's the law, so I'll abide by it and wait until Isla turns eighteen." Leaving that sit there, I grinned and said, "So, I guess I'll see you at yours in a little more than three months."
Surprisingly, Jim shook his head, "Elle said Isla's flying here for the week starting Sunday, August fifteenth. Didn't you know?"
"I know those three are cooking something up between them, but what, they're not telling me!"
"Nor me," Jim averred. "But I don't think I will like it."
"One more beer, and we'd best head home, brother," I said. "No use you starting your holiday in the doghouse with Ellen."
"Things have been different since you encouraged me to not only spank her when she was being a bitch, but bend her over at every opportunity and fuck her," Jim smugly informed me. "Now there is no doubt she's my bitch!"
Raising an eyebrow, I said, "Yeah? And how well does that work when Ellen's got the shits and she's not just sexually frustrated?"
The grin fell from his face, and he admitted, "Not well at all."
I grinned at him, "So, as I said, let's get one more beer and head home before you're in the doghouse."
"Vanessa won't be mad at you, too, if we're late for dinner?"
"She knows where and who I'm with, so she'll serve my dinner. Then, if we aren't home by the time they've eaten dinner, she'll cover it and leave it out for me to microwave later. Brother, your battle with your wife will be a constant ongoing one because Ellen needs you to prove you deserve to be her man regularly. Being more submissive, Vanessa knows she is mine as I am hers and doesn't need me to prove it daily."
On the way home, I told Jim about Ness' near rape and suggested he ensure she was up for being tied up before he tried to do it. It had only been a week since that event, but Ness seemed to have recovered from it without any issues, and her nightmare hadn't repeated. As I'd hoped, the incredible experience of being double-teamed by Officer Stevens and I had written over her experience with the asshole doctor.
My ex-teammates had begun their program of eternal harassment of Doctor Wrigley, and Ness reported he hadn't shown up for work since that night and had put in a transfer request. Scuttlebutt said he'd asked to transfer to the Royal Brisbane Hospital, citing better travel times. However, The Princess Alexandra Hospital was much closer to his house at Greenslopes than The RBH, so that was blatantly bullshit. The nurse's actions against him seemed to have already affected his reputation, and he was looking to get out before it was in the gutter.
We got home in time for dinner and spent a pleasurable time catching up as we ate. Ellen and Ness had repaired their friendship, at least superficially, and chatted like the long-term friends they were. Jim and I regaled each other with exaggerated tales that kept the boys and girls laughing, and we felt as close as we ever had.
Repairing to the lounge, with Isla back in my lap, we enjoyed some drinks with more conversation until it was time to sleep. Everyone except me was heading to Dreamworld for the day the next day, but unfortunately, I had a lunchtime speaking engagement that I was loathe to back out of, so I couldn't go with them.
Getting kisses and hugs from Ness and the three Monie women, I waved them goodbye, then changed into my running gear and headed out. Now that we were in May, it was cool enough to run at any time of day, so I took advantage of that. I'd lessened the amount and frequency of my weights, and with extra kilometres under my belt, I'd dropped down to 93 kg (205 lbs), a perfect weight for running. I considered upping my training and attempting to run a marathon, but I doubted the reward would be worth the effort and sacrifice.
My speaking engagement was for the 'Women of the AFL, Brisbane precinct.' Women playing AFL in Queensland was a rare thing, and the organisation was trying to build a greater playing and supporter base, so they held semi-regular get-togethers where they invited sports stars from other sports to attend and listen—hopefully enticing them to try their hand at AFL. Brisbane's precinct was a wholly amateur self-funded group, so I wasn't paid for these events, but I was happy to help and did them whenever asked.
It was a raucous, rip-roaring lunchtime event with the wine flowing freely and forty-plus women. With the only other males there being the wait staff, I came under a lot of female attention.
As is typical, most of it was harmless flirting from married women with a little too much alcohol under their belts who wanted reaffirmation that they were still attractive to the male of our species. Those I kissed openly and casually groped their bums or brushed their hardened nipples with my palms. Others were more circumspect but equally as wanting of stray male attention. Those I chatted to and gently flirted with, telling them softly how beautiful they looked, and if they weren't married, I'd be interested in getting to know them better. By the time I'd worked my way through the crowd that wanted some one-on-one attention, I'd doubt if there was a dry knicker in the place.
The crowning moment was when all the pretty, small to average to slightly overweight women had had their few moments of flirting and conversation because after the last of them moved back to their tables for dessert, a tall, buxom, staunchly built woman marched up, grabbed my hand and pulled me out into the foyer. Looking like a barrel-chested truck driver, Eliza (She introduced herself as.) casually groped my ass, then ran her fingers over my cock's head.
"I could blow you in the loos now," she matter-of-factly stated. "Or you could come home with me and ride me like I was your favourite rocking horse. What do you say?"
Looking at her round, beautiful face, I was tempted as I thought Eliza would go off like popcorn in the microwave. However, with the Monies visiting, or more specifically, Isla visiting, I didn't think that now was the time.
Laughing, I pushed her hand away and replied, "Tempting, Miss Eliza. Very tempting indeed, but I'm not sure my wife would approve, nor do I think my visiting friends should miss out on my company so I can have a casual screw."
"What your wife doesn't know can't hurt her," Eliza said brazenly. "One good afternoon's fucking with a fat chick that goes off in the sack. What's not to like about that?"
Glancing around to ensure we were alone, I grabbed a handful of Eliza's hair and pulled her against the wall before pressing her there with my whole body, my cock grinding against her hip. Then kissing her like she was my favourite dirty girl, I slid my hand up her short skirt and onto her blazingly hot, squelchingly wet pussy and cupped her vulva as I thumbed her button.
"Gaaawwwddd," Eliza moaned into my mouth as her entire body shuddered, and she experienced a modest orgasm, "Take me home, Mister Liam, please."
"I think you will be one hell of a ride, Eliza," I breathed as I worked her toward another orgasm by stabbing two fingers into her bare cunt. "But today, I cannot. However, if you give me your number, I will ask my wife for a 'day pass' and come and see you."
"Gaaawwwddd," Eliza moaned again as another moderate orgasm washed through her.
Thrusting my fingers into her one last time, I pulled my fingers out of her snatch, released her and stepped back. Eliza stared at me through hooded eyes, panting as I brought my fingers to my mouth and inhaled her sticky aroma. Then, when I offered my fingers to her mouth, she sucked and licked them clean before again asking, "Take me home, Liam, please."
"Give me your number, and I will ask my wife for a 'day pass' to come and see you."
"Day pass?" She asked weakly.
"My wife and I have an agreement where we can have one extramarital affair per year as long as we request it first."
"That's original, Liam," Eliza grinned. "But I already said I don't care and won't tell her, so call me anytime." Eliza picked up her bag from where she'd casually dropped it, took out a card and handed it to me.
Looking at it, I saw she owned and operated a skate, ski and surf shop in The Gabba. Her name, Eliza Day, stood embossed on the card. Grinning, I waited until she took the card back off me and wrote her mobile number on the back, then said, "Eliza Day? The Wild Rose?"
If you'd like to listen to the song, find it here ... https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rXA-9mWGCXk
"Wilder than you can imagine, Mister Shephard," she growled, delighted with the reference. "I hope you'll call soon!"



Not looking back, Eliza marched swiftly to the lifts and left when the doors opened. I went back inside and chatted with the organisers, where they pleaded for me to return for the next event the following month.
Tracey Veivers, a tall, blonde, vivacious woman who had played in the Victorian Women's Football League, was the head of the Brisbane precinct, and she looked at me with her eyes twinkling and said, "They loved you, Liam. You had them eating out of the palm of your head and could have made many conquests today." Then leaning closer, she whispered, "Hell! I'm a lesbian, and even I'm tempted!"
Looking conspiratorially around, "I leaned closer and said, "Don't worry, Tracey, your secret's safe with me. Besides, I'm a lesbian, too."
Tracey blinked and said, "You are?"
"Yeah," I replied, grinning. "I only sleep with women, too."
Laughing, Tracey slapped my shoulder and said, "That's a terrible joke, Mister Shephard, and I suggest you don't use it in your speeches!"
"It made you laugh," I re-joined. "I thought I might open with that one next time!"
"Incorrigible with a roguish charm and eyes that make women want to drop their knickers and spread their legs. Mister Shephard, I'm surprised your wife doesn't follow you everywhere, holding a chair and a whip to keep all those hunting lionesses away."
Curious, I asked, "Have you not seen my wife? None of these women, gorgeous as many of them are, can hold a candle to Vanessa."
"I've only seen pictures of your wife in the papers and on TV, and I agree, she's definitely hot!" Then Tracey grinned, "So if your wife would ever like to try the dark side, send her my way!"
Knowing that Tracey only teased, I deadpanned my answer, "Well, Tracey, tempting as that may be, what do I get in return? Hmm? Nothing for nothing, right? What have you got to offer me in return?"
"You're not a typical man who would give a nut to watch two women getting it on, especially if one of those women were his wife?"
Sighing and maintaining a staunch demeanour, I answered, "Been there, done that, didn't bother with the T-shirt."
"Your wife's bisexual?" Tracey gasped.
Raising my left eyebrow and remaining stoic, I replied, "Or I could be full of shit and just winding you up."
Tracey threw her head back and laughed loudly. Recovering, she muttered, "Incorrigible," before saying, "Yup, you got me good. Rogue!"
Still utterly stoic, I said, "Or, I may have been telling the truth. The only way to find out, Ms Veivers, is to call me after next week. I have friends visiting until then. And invite yourself to dinner. If you have a current girlfriend, bring her. What's the worst that happens? You find out I am pulling your chain, and you have a great dinner with good folks and go home to make love to your girlfriend."
Smiling, Tracey said, "You are so not what I expected. As you know, I've only recently taken over as head of this precinct. When the committee told me they'd invited an ex-player jock to give the keynote speech, I nearly cancelled to see if I could book Vicki Wilson (Current captain of The Queensland Firebirds and Australia's National netball teams.) Despite my initial misgivings, I'm glad I didn't cancel you as you were brilliant. Margot, the previous head, assured me you would be. But a male jock with an all-female audience? Not often a winning combination!"
"No need to further butter my bread, Tracey," I kidded. "I've already agreed to return and host next time you ask."
Laughing, Tracey replied, "And I think I'll take you up on your offer. My girlfriend is bisexual, so if you're not kidding, as I suspect you are, it could be an interesting night."
"Is she here?" I asked. "It would be nice to meet her."
"You know her already," Tracey said as she gazed toward Margot Robinson. "But we're not out until Margot's divorce is final, so don't go spreading it around. By the way, Margot books you often because she's got the hots for you."
I was only mildly surprised and said, "She hid her attraction well and gave no hints."
"You are both married, so that shouldn't come as a surprise."
"Hasn't stopped many others," I pointed out.
"Liam, couples playing around on their partner is a common occurrence. Fortunately, most are smart enough to keep their flings discreet and to one-night stands. Only those who like to revisit the well get in trouble. I don't understand why couples don't come to some arrangement where cheating is allowed within a narrow context and parameters and accept that it's okay. After all, studies show that the partner having an affair is much more loving toward their partner whilst the affair progresses than they were before or after."
"I agree," I replied. "I realised that deep down, I was a slut, and so was my wife. So rather than waiting until one of us ruined our marriage by fucking an outsider, we sat down, discussed it, and decided on something we call a 'day pass' where we can have an illicit affair outside our marriage once a year. If the other asks for one, it's given without question—no discussing who or where, and no recriminations or discussions about it after. Then, if we want another that year, we may ask for one, and if the other agrees, we receive another 'pass'. They're issued for up to one twenty-four-hour period, and except for some very specific exceptions, they're never to be repeated with the same person."
"Sounds enlightened, Liam," Tracey stated. "But I bet you ask for way more than your wife does."
"And you'd be wrong," I countered. "Ness' pass count is almost fifty percent more than mine."
"You don't mind your wife fucking that many men?"
"The thought excites me," I admitted. "I've had two mfm threesomes with my wife now, and watching a cock split her open is the most exciting thing I've seen."
"You're a voyeur, then?"
I nodded, "You guessed correctly. Some would say I'm a cuckold, and I guess, by definition, I am. But to me, a cuckold is a man who is made one unwittingly by his wife. I'm fully aware of and approve of all of my wife's dalliances though I don't choose or arrange them, another type of cuckold as far as I'm concerned. So, yeah. A voyeur is what I am."
Glancing around to check we were still out of hearing range, Tracey asked, "Would you like to watch me and my strap-on 'split your wife open'?"
Yawning, I replied, "I repeat. Been there, done that. What new experience do you bring to the equation to make it worth my while?"
Tracey thought about it, then tentatively said, "You could have Margot as I take your wife."
Now I was interested. Margot Robinson was a petite blonde in her mid-thirties. Svelte and slender with apple-sized breasts, a slim waist and incongruously long legs, Margot's fine figure was topped by a pretty smile over cupid bow lips, wide-spaced, bright blue eyes and a small upturned nose. With a 34-24-35 shaped figure (I guessed, okay?), Margot had a tight round bottom above her shapely legs. Today she wore a clinging midiskirt that showed off her tightly rounded bottom under a white, almost see-through blouse, her lacy white bra showing delightfully through the translucent material.
My dick threatening to rise, I dragged my eyes off Tracey's girlfriend and said, "It will be up to Ness. But if you'd like to bring Margot for dinner, I'll tell Ness you're interested, and we'll see how things develop from there. I will say, though, in my wife's two previous lesbian experiences, she's played Mistress. I assume that's your customary role, so Vanessa may not be interested."
Tracey shrugged, "Hopefully, she'll embrace it as a new experience, Liam. Otherwise, as you say, dinner and conversation with good people is a pleasant way to spend a night."
At Tracey's gesture, Margot walked over. Taking her hand, I bent over it and brushed my lips on its back, "Hello, Margot," I smiled. "Good to see you again."
"You, too, Liam," Margot gushed. "You and Tracey had a lot to talk about."
Teasing, I replied, "Mostly about you, Margot. If my wife agrees, we were deciding how we would divide you up. Which bits I'd play with as your girlfriend plays with the rest."
"Incorrigible," Tracey muttered before pulling herself together and deadpanning, "Now, Mister Shephard. You know that's a lie. Margot, we were discussing whether you'd make love to his wife first or if I would. Either way, Liam will have you, too."
Margot blushed from her hair roots, down her face and across her breasts, the glowing red flush visible through her opaque top.
"Oh, my," she gasped. "That would be a dream come true! But you're only winding me up, right?" Her eyes flicked from Tracey to me.
Still deadpanning, Tracey said, "Liam has invited us to dinner, Margot. So you'll have to accompany me to find out, won't you?"
Waving goodbye, I left them to it, but I did hear Margot burbling, "That was just a wind-up, right? You don't mean that Liam wants me, do you? What's with his wife? Surely she won't let anything happen?" I didn't hear Tracey's reply as the elevator doors dinged open, and I stepped inside.
Vanessa had texted that they'd be home around six and bring takeaway with them, so I settled in front of the television and watched the early news, thinking about how sweet Ms Margot's body would feel under mine and wondering how much fun Eliza Day would be."
Chapter 41.
True to Vanessa's text, everyone returned a little after six. They'd brought home Chinese, so we split everything between us, divided the rice, and sat around the table laughing, joking and teasing. After dinner, I took Isla down to the sitting room where her sleeping couch was and sat with her curled up in my lap as we talked about this and that.
Once she'd fallen asleep, I cornered Ness and asked, "Did Ellen propose a swap?" When Ness nodded, I added, "Well?"
Blushing guiltily, Vanessa admitted the size of Jim's package intrigued her and she wanted to see how much she could swallow and if he'd fit in her two lower fuck holes. She thought he'd be too long to fit in her pussy as mine already banged deliciously against her cervix when I was wholly inside her, but she longed to see if she could deep-throat his massive wang.
"Ellen says he's more forceful now," Vanessa explained. "She assures me he'll tan my ass beautifully and leave bite marks on my ass, inner thighs and tits. So, yeah, babe, I'm up for it. Are you?"
"Second hottest body behind yours, Ness," I stated. "Of course, I'd like to bang on it as a sailor bangs on the brothel's door when on a twenty-four-hour shore pass."
Ness smirked, "'Second hottest', huh? I call bullshit, Mister Liam. You think Ellen's body is hotter than mine. You always have."
It was my turn to blush guiltily because my wife was right. Ness' whole package was much better than Ellen's. Vanessa was more beautiful and had a much better personality than Ellen. But Ellen's body was smoking hot, and her white skin and pale blue eyes, hmm, gorgeous!
"Did she mention that if it went well, they'd consider a longer swap, maybe up to two weeks?"
Vanessa's eyes widened, and she said, "No. Ellen didn't mention that. Wow! That would be interesting, to say the least. When did we last spend more than a night or two apart?"
"Not that long ago, when I visited Isla for five days," I pointed out.
Grinning, Ness slapped me, "Smartass. Okay, other than when you're visiting a Monie girl."
"You looked after your mum for ten days last year when she was sick."
"Yeah, but even then, you came over virtually every day for at least some of the time."
I thought about it and realised we'd pretty much never been apart for more than two days and a night in over twenty years of marriage. The last time we were apart for more would have been during my playing years when the team travelled to West or South Australia, and those were four days, three nights. But the thought of having Ellen readily available to do with as I pleased, within her boundaries, of course, for two weeks had my cock throbbing with desire.
Inwardly smiling because I knew my wife was about to reap the reward of that arousal, I told her about my exploits today. When I finished my tale, my wife doubled over laughing.
With tears pouring down her cheeks, Ness said, "Only you, my love, could give a speech to a group mainly comprised of lesbians and walk away with two offers of sex, with one from a lesbian, to boot!"
"Well," I explained." To be fair, the lesbian is interested in you, not me."
Shocked, Ness said, "You offered me to her in exchange for her bisexual girlfriend?"
Affronted, I snapped, "I most certainly did not! After the event, Tracey and I talked, and she congratulated me for doing a good job and that I had wet the knickers of virtually every woman there. Then she confessed that even though she was a lesbian, she was tempted to try me herself. That's when we discussed how ridiculous monogamy as a concept was. I confessed that you and I enjoyed extramarital affairs on occasion, and I admitted I liked watching you take a cock.
"Then Tracey asked if I'd like to see you take her strap-on, and I laughed, saying I'd already seen it. Tracey asked if you were bisexual, and when I confirmed, she wondered if you'd like to play with her. I explained that the only times you'd had lesbian sex, you were the top and that I wasn't sure you wanted to bottom to a woman.
"Then I jokingly pointed out that 'there was nothing for nothing' and we'd pass unless she offered us a new experience. That's when Tracey explained her girlfriend was Margot Robinson. You know, the woman I had previously dealt with when doing these events."
Ness interrupted, "Margot? She's hot, from what you said. But I thought she was married?"
"Yeah, in the final throes of a divorce, apparently." I continued, "The point being that Tracey said Margot has always had the hots for me, and she'd be keen to swap if you were. I invited them for dinner but clarified that it was only dinner. Anything else was up to you."
"Sex with a lesbian, hmm," Ness mused. "It would almost be like going full circle. My sexual awakening started in the hands of a lesbian, and another lesbian could complete my exploration. Yeah, invite Tracey and Margot. Let's have dinner and see where it leads."
"I left it up to Tracey to call," I explained. "But, if you're keen, I'll phone her after the Monies have gone home and arrange for them to visit."
"Tell me about Eliza," Ness moaned, her eyes hooding as she fished my rapidly rising penis from my trousers.
I ran through how the staunchly built woman had dragged me from the audience chamber into the foyer and then aggressively propositioned me.
Ness fell to her knees and asked, "So you finger-banged her right there in public?" before mouthing my throbbing member.
"Yup," I confirmed. "Two fingers in her dirty little whore's cunt and my thumb on her clitoris."
"Gawwdd!" Ness moaned around my cock. Then letting me temporarily out of her mouth, she added, "Dirty little whore's cunt, just like mine, right?"
"Much bigger," I corrected. "I reckon I can probably fist that slut easily."
"Can you stretch mine enough to take your fist?" Ness pleaded.
The thought intrigued me. Ness was deep enough as my slightly more than 7+-inch cock only banged against her cervix at its deepest penetration. Plus, she'd had two babies, and their heads were bigger than my fist, so I thought I probably could, assuming we had enough time and lube and Ness didn't get too sore.
"Do you want me to try my little cock sucking ho bag? Is that what you're asking?"
"Gawd, yes," Ness moaned, rolling onto her back and spreading her knees.
In the end, I'd worked four fingers into her cunt before she collapsed from the multiple orgasms and demanded that I fill her 'saggy whore's cunt with cum' (Her words, not mine).
The next morning, I woke to an empty bed and laughter emanating from the kitchen. Checking my watch, I realised I'd slept in. Unusual for me. Rolling out of bed, I showered, put on my running gear, and walked to the kitchen. Surprisingly, my wife and Isla were dressed similarly to me and appeared to be waiting for me.
Smiling brightly, Isla said, "Want some company, Daddy Liam?"
"Think you can keep up?" I teased.
"With Aunty Vanessa, maybe," Isla stated. "With you, no way. But I'd like to come."
In her running shorts and singlet, I suddenly realised how fit Isla looked. Since I'd last travelled to Rockhampton to see her, Isla had stripped virtually every ounce of fat from her already slender figure. Now she looked ... well ... ripped, was the word that came to mind.
"What are you bench pressing now, Isla?" I asked.
"70 kg (154 lbs)."
"More than you weigh?" Isla nodded. "Deadlift?"
"105 kg (231 lbs)," she answered.
Knowing where my wife had started and how long she'd worked to achieve the weights she now lifted, I was super impressed with how quickly my young friend had improved.
"How many k's can you run, and how fast?"
"If I take my time, I can run ten kilometres (6 miles.), Daddy Liam," Isla expounded. "But at the speed Aunty Nessa runs, I can maybe make three kilometres. (< 2 miles.)"
Again, compared to where she started with virtually no fitness base at all, these were impressive figures.
Smiling, I said, "Impressive, Miss Isla. Very impressive indeed!"
Grinning, Isla held her hands out for a hug, then when I took her into my arms, she pressed her body to me and kissed my cheek before saying, "Thank you, Daddy Liam. Your praise means a lot to me!"
Breaking the contact swiftly, I said to Vanessa, "Looks like this is your show. How far are we going?"
"Let Isla set the pace, babe, but let's do three kilometres as fast as Isla can. You can loop around again after we're done. That way, you can get your kilometres in without being held back."
I typically ran 30 kilometres (19 miles) on Sunday, but I wouldn't today as I didn't want to miss a day hanging with our friends. So, I figured Ness' plan was a good one. I'd cruise through the first three kilometres with Isla and Ness, then blast the loop again as fast as I possibly could, and then call it quits.
Isla did well, managing all but the last half-kilometre at around five minute thirty seconds per kilometre. We needed to almost walk the last part, but I was incredibly proud of my young friend. Ness had handled the run, barely needing to build up a sweat, proving her aerobic fitness had leapt forward. Cruising past home, I opened the taps and blasted through another loop. Less than nine minutes later, my breath coming in rapid gasps, I walked inside.
"Wow, that was quick," Isla exclaimed as I walked inside.
"Words I hope I never hear you say again," I joked.
Isla looked at me nonplussed, but I didn't explain what I meant. However, her mother and my wife tittered at my joke.
"I've never said those words to you, babe," Ness stated, extolling my virtues.
Deciding the subject needed changing, I asked, "What's on the agenda for today?"
Smiling, Ellen handed me a picnic basket and soft drinks and said, "You're spending the day with Isla. The rest of us are going to MOMA (Museum Of Modern Art). Enjoy your day, but remember Isla's too young still, and be appropriate."
Looking in the basket, I saw a BBQ chicken, some rolls, a salad, and everything else needed to make chicken salad rolls. I took another quick shower, then dressed in khaki shorts and an orange polo with brown loafers, I escorted my young friend to my car, held the door as she sat and then drove towards Somerset Dam. Taking the loop over Mounts Nebo and Glorious, we arrived at the picnic area near the spillway at Somerset Dam.
It was too early to eat, so we hired a double foot-paddle boat from the morose operator (I don't know why I bother in winter, he bitched as we signed for the craft.) and wandered over the lake created by the dam. The summer's rains in early 1999 had filled Somerset to capacity, and The Dam Authority was forced to release water to the lower Wivenhoe Dam, which was also nearing capacity.



Twelve years later, engineers panicking, had released water from Somerset as it neared maximum capacity. Wivenhoe, which at the instigation of Queensland Premier Anna (Nanna) Bligh and because of the ending of a prolonged drought, had been filled to more than 70% capacity, was also forced to release water into the Brisbane River, causing millions of dollars of private and commercial building damage as well as several deaths. Some few years later, the inquiry into those deaths sheeted the blame for the floods and deaths to Nanna Bligh's decision to fill Wivenhoe far beyond its nominal capacity of 30%.
Wivenhoe was built to ensure the floods of 1974 were never repeated. In an eerily similar situation as 2011, the 1974 engineers panicked that the dam would collapse (It wouldn't as it had been designed to flood over the top.), released the floodgates and caused the 1974 floods. Therefore, Wivenhoe had been built to absorb the excess water from a flooded Somerset and protect the houses and communities below. Meaning Wivenhoe should never have been allowed to fill beyond 30% as, at that level, it could absorb flood water to the extent of 1974 and not have to release it downstream.
Of course, 'Australia's first elected female Premier' (The others had all taken over midterm. Nanna Bligh also took over from Peter Beattie midterm, but she won the subsequent election and was elected Premier in her own right.) couldn't be pulled down, so the findings of the inquiry were swept under the rug and 'Nanna Bligh' escaped unsullied by the inquiry's findings. A decision that, to this day, pisses me off and exposes the hypocritical difference in response to male politicians' mistakes and female ones.
After an hour or so of holding hands and cavorting around the lake on the small pedal car, I directed us to an empty beach and set up for our picnic. Isla wore a simple pale yellow pocket dress that hung to her shapely knees. Loose across the bodice, it hid everything it should have but looked gorgeous on her.
Smiling as I watched her cross her ankles and sit, a method of lowering yourself to the ground that I'm sure only athletic young women can accomplish, I marvelled at how blessed I was. This beautiful young woman wanted me to be her first and make her a woman. I, a nearly forty-year-old has been would, on her eighteenth birthday, make love with this gorgeous sylph-like creature.
Opening the basket, I began removing items, but Isla slapped my hands away and said, "Let me, Daddy Liam. I like doing things for you, so lie back and relax and I'll make the rolls."
I lay on my side with my head cocked on my hand and bent elbow, watching Isla make our rolls. We'd tied string to a coke bottle and had towed it behind us as we pedalled around the lake but hadn't brought it with us when we beached, so Isla stood, revealing a tantalising glimpse of thigh, and fetched the bottle.
Pouring the liquid into cups, Isla handed one to me and said, "There you go, Daddy Liam. Coke and a chicken roll, what more could you ask for?"
'You,' I thought but didn't voice. Being this close to her but ridiculously prevented from kissing and petting her by a three-month time barrier grated at me. But it was the law, and I'd promised, so I smiled and replied, "Good company and good food. I could ask for nothing more!"
Leaning forward, Isla kissed my cheek softly and sighed, "I love you, Daddy Liam. You're the only man for me."
Shocked, I blurted, "You're forgetting Ness! I'm not divorcing her!"
Smiling enigmatically, Isla replied, "It'll work out, Daddy. You'll see."
I was worried and wanted to pack up and drive home to discuss what Isla had just said with my wife, but they were out, and I didn't want to upset my young friend, so I cast what she said out of my mind and concentrated on enjoying the day and her company. However, Vanessa and I would have a deep, prolonged discussion later today. I needed to know what the hell she, Ellen and Isla were cooking up.
Driving the more direct route home, I was fretting about what Isla had said and hadn't talked to her. Squirming until she leaned against the door, Isla softly said, "Sorry, Daddy Liam. I didn't mean to upset you. I shouldn't have said what I did even though it's true."
I glanced toward her and, seeing tears pooling in her big blue eyes, took her hand and said, "It was a shock, Isla, I'll admit that. I'm not worried about me, but I am concerned about you. In love with a married man. That has got to be hard. However, I don't know what to do about it. My instincts tell me that I should call a halt to our slow, being careful to remain legal, seduction, but, baby girl, I can't. I love you, Isla. If only you were twenty years older and I was single, I'd marry you in a heartbeat. But you must understand I'll never leave Ness, so I don't know what to do."
Isla's smile shone through her tears, "You love me, Daddy Liam? Like, love, love me? Not as the daughter of your friend, love me?"
"I love you, Isla, as a man loves a woman, not as anything else. My heart aches when we're apart and rejoices when we're together. But then, there's Vanessa, and I love her at least as much as I love you, and I will never leave her. So that leaves you out in the cold, and I am truly sorry, baby girl."
"Our love will find a way, Daddy," Isla stated, replete in the confidence of youth.
All I could see was heartache in the future for my young friend, but I knew it was coming anyway. Whether I consummated our love by taking her virginity and leaving her to return to my wife or breaking our relationship off now, Isla's heart would be broken.
Thinking that I would hurt her no matter what, tears formed in my eyes, and I wondered if I shouldn't have nipped this in the bud when her older sister asked me to be her first. Acceding to Tanya's request meant I almost had to accept Isla's. Showing preference between the girls was as unacceptable as taking advantage of their love before I legally could.
"Why on earth are you crying, Daddy?" Isla asked.
"Because I can't be your man, Isla. I love you, but my heart belongs to Ness, so I will break yours when we've made love, and I tell you I have to go back to my wife and can't be with you anymore. You know the rules, honey. I'm yours for one day. After that, it's up to Ness if we're ever together again."
Touching my face, Isla smiled softly and said, "It will work out, Daddy. I know it will. So don't be sad because I'm not."
The rest of the week passed without incident. I tried to discuss what Isla had told me with Vanessa, but infuriatingly, all Ness would do was pat my cheek and say, "We'll deal with it after August sixteenth."
As a group, we attended another two parks. Isla and I spent the day between spending time together as Vanessa had to work, and the others visited family and friends. I felt guilty for taking Isla away from her family, but she, Jim and Ellen assured me it was what Isla wanted and to enjoy our time together.
Then it was Friday. Jim packed his three into my wife's car, with Gary driving, and we waved them goodbye. They would arrive at Nara Sea World Resort around 10.00 am, book in, and then spend the whole weekend exploring the park and other attractions, not returning until late Monday afternoon.
A nervous Jim and a glowing Vanessa packed weekend bags and stood ready to leave for The Sheraton above Brisbane's CBD. Tossing my Maserati's keys to Jim, I said, "Scratch it, and I'll have to kill you. Ding it, and I will kill you!"
Watching them drive off, a surreal experience in itself, I placed my hands around Ellen's hips and squeezed her tightly to me. Then, as I turned her to me, I cupped her firm, apple-sized left breast, tilted my head down and to the right and mashed my lips to hers as I strummed her nipple with my thumb."
"Strip," I demanded.
"Out here on the porch?" Ellen gasped.
"Woman, I will not spend the weekend overcoming your objections," I snarled. "Or, if I have to, I will overcome them with the palm of my hand on your firm ass. Now, strip!"
A small smile played over Ellen's lips as her eyes lowered, and she meekly said, "Yes, Sir." However, I knew her submissive response was feigned and knew she'd demand I proved that I was worthy of her submission before she'd let me fuck her. Tonight, and most of tomorrow, would be a battle of wills. Only if her will caved before mine would Ellen give herself wholly to me to use as I saw fit.
Ellen divested herself of the cargo shorts and solid blue butterfly sleeve top she wore, revealing the plainest, ill-fitting plain white bra and knickers I'd ever seen. Wrinkling my nose, I disgustedly said, "What on earth are you wearing? Jaysus, my grandmother wouldn't be seen dead wearing such trash!"
Blushing, Ellen muttered, "They're cheap and comfortable. What's wrong with them?"
"Lingerie should never be 'cheap and comfortable'," I declared. "It should make you feel sexy and desirable. These horrid things have to make you feel plain, surely? I bet Jim doesn't watch you appreciatively when you strip until you're almost naked. Whereas for me, as soon as Ness reaches to undo her skirt or pants or starts pulling her top off, my eyes are riveted to her, eagerly anticipating what she'll show."
"Your wife rarely wears a bra," Ellen muttered. "So, you get to see her tits as soon as she takes her top off."
"And you shouldn't either, Ellen," I growled. "Your tits are smaller than Ness', but they stand beautifully high and proud on your chest, and you should stand tall with your shoulders back and delight in the admiration of the men looking."
"They stare," Ellen complained. "I'm a good Christian woman, and they shouldn't look at me like that."
"Yet you greeted me at the airport dressed as I described precisely."
"To tease you," Ellen admitted, blushing guiltily.
I shook my head in exasperation. It was her husband she should have been dressing to tease, not her husband's friend. I hoped, with encouragement from me, Ellen would more fully release her inner slut as I felt she'd be happier embracing that side of herself. Indeed, her husband would be if she did!
"Stay here and drop your undergarments in the bin," I demanded. "I'll be back soon."
Trembling fearfully at being alone and naked on our front porch, Ellen complied as I raced through the house to grab the rubbing alcohol from the bathroom. Sprinting back, I returned in time to watch Ellen reluctantly pull her knickers down, step out of them and drop them in the steel garbage can we kept at the front door for our recyclable cans.
"Move behind the pillar so you don't feel so exposed," I commanded as I covered her underwear with the alcohol. Then I handed her a box of matches and said, "Say goodbye to plain, boring undergarments forever, Ellen. Light a match and burn this filth from your life forever."
Giggling even though her blush deepened, Ellen did as I asked, and her garments soon burned gleefully.
Taking her inside, I turned her and forcefully pushed her against the wall, then taking her wrists in my hands, I pulled them above her head and commanded that she stand like that. Stepping back, I admired her muscly figure. With every muscle from her chin down clearly defined, Ellen moved with a feline grace every time she shifted. Her high, firm breasts sat widely spaced and high on her chest. Her six-pack stomach rippled as she breathed, and her long, muscular legs screamed power.
"Keep your hands above your head and face the wall," I demanded.
Ellen turned, and I studied her strong back with its clearly defined muscles, her firm muscular ass and her powerful calves with lust and longing. I had to have her. I had to have her now! Moving up behind her, I put my hand between her shoulder blades and pressed her tits hard against the wall. Then, pulling on her hips, I arched her back and made her protrude her ass. Positioning myself closer, I reached between her spread legs and found her pussy entrance. As I hoped, Ellen was soppingly wet, and she moaned as I slid my middle finger inside her cunt.
"Ohhh, yesss!" Ellen groaned as I curled my finger and stroked her G-spot.
Bending my knees, I placed the head of my throbbing cock against her entrance, then firmly pushed until I was buried to my fullest inside her. I wrapped my arm around Ellen's neck until her throat rested in the crook of my elbow, and then I pulled her long muscular neck back as I pressed my body firmly against her.
"Ready to be fucked?" I snarled, then gently bit her ear as I pulled back and thrust hard into her.
Ellen didn't answer, but her ass thrashed against my hips encouraging me to fuck her harder and faster. Grinning, I released her neck, leaned back and grabbed her hips. Then, pulling her back towards me as I slammed into her, I began jackhammering my cock into Ellen's cunt.
Ellen pushed against the wall, forcing us back as she bent further over, "Do it!" She gasped. "Fuck this slut's pussy. Make her cum like the whore she is, then fill her cunt with your cum!"
'Perfect!' I thought, even though hearing this language from my religious friend was shocking. 'Just what I wanted to hear!' So leaning forwards again, I covered Ellen's back as I reached around and took her thick nipples in my fists and thumbs. Then as I hunched into her, I twisted and pulled her nipples down, and with a loud squeal, Ellen exploded. Twitching and jerking, Ellen filled her lungs and then squealed as a cataclysmic orgasm ratcheted through her.
When she came down from her orgasmic high, I pulled out of her soaking pussy and forced her to her knees. Grabbing a handful of her flaxen hair, I pulled her head back to expose her pretty face, jerked my cock viciously, and spat ropes of thick, gooey man juice all over it.
Slapping Ellen's face with my slowly deflating cock, I wiped the semen over her eyes, nose and mouth. "Good start, my willing little cock whore. Now, what do I do next? Take you anally or orally? Hmm, decisions, decisions."
"I want everything Vanessa got, Liam, please," Ellen pleaded from her knees. "I want you to treat me as you do her. I want to feel what serving a genuinely dominant man is like. A man that doesn't ask but tells, takes what he wants and gives massive orgasms in return, and treats his woman like the submissive, slutty princess she is. Please, Liam. I want that, and I want it so badly I'll beg if I have to."
Pushing my balls onto her lips, I growled, "I like you begging, Ellen. So beg more, you fucking dirty, little cum covered slut."
"Please, Liam, I beg you to treat me like a whore. Like a fuck toy, like a dirty girl with no use except to be used as a cum receptacle. Take my holes, all my holes. Because of Jim's religion, he won't take me anally. Please, Sir, take my ass. Make me an anal slut as well as a vaginal and oral one."
Never been anally fucked? Wow, that got my cock's attention! I much preferred vaginal and oral sex to anal, but doing a virgin ass? Who wouldn't want to do that?
"Good slut," I snarled. "Now suck my balls as you play with your tits."
It didn't take long before I was stiff again. Ellen's eyes were slowly opening and closing as she tweaked her nipples, making it clear she was humming along orgasm's highway again. So, I demanded she stand and follow me to the guest room. I'd planned to use my room, but fucking another in our marital bed without Ness being there seemed wrong on way too many levels.
"Up on the bed, slut," I commanded. "Sit against the headboard with your knees up and spread apart. Show me how you bring yourself off."
Ellen did as she was told even though her face blushed bright red. However, her manipulations of her pussy were hesitant and unsure.
"You have masturbated before, right?" I asked. "I mean, everyone masturbates!"
Blushing redder, Ellen shook her head. "It was frowned on growing up in the church, Liam," she explained. "When I did it, it had to be quiet and look like I was doing anything but masturbating, so I never really learned how to do it properly."
"You didn't experiment when you left home?" I disbelievingly asked.
Ellen shook her head and replied, "I married Jim when I was still living at home, Liam, and he is as religious as I am. Until you came into our lives, he was probably a stricter Christian than me, so I didn't dare."
"Jaysus, Ellen!" I exclaimed. "No wonder you're sexually frustrated. Look, girl, sex is like playing bridge. If you don't have a good partner, you'd better have a good hand!"
Even though her blush deepened, Ellen giggled and answered, "I do masturbate, but I push a pillow under the blankets and between my legs, then I push it firmly against my vagina ..."
"Cunt," I corrected.
"Pardon?"
"You, according to your wishes, are a dirty little ho bag, slut. Sluts don't have vaginas. Nor do they have breasts or bums. They have cunts, tits, and arses or asses. So, what do you push your pillow against?"
Her face glowing, Ellen coughed, then tentatively said, "I push it against my dirty little whore's cunt."
"Good girl," I absently said as I sat beside Ellen, facing her and began playing with her tits. "What do you do then?"
"I, umm, hump it like it was Jim," Ellen embarrassedly explained. "But I only do that when I'm alone in the house and desperate."
"You were tweaking your tits in the hallway, so I assume you know how to help get yourself off?"
"My nipples are very sensitive when I'm horny, Liam, so, yes. I know how to play with my tits when making love or masturbating."
"Wait there," I instructed, and I went to my room and grabbed Ness' free-standing full-length mirror. Then placing it in front of Ellen's spread-open cunt, I adjusted it until Ellen could see her entire body in the mirror. "Start exploring," I instructed. "You must know where your button and G-spot are, so get your fingers busy and see what feels good."
But she couldn't. Either she was too embarrassed or too unsure of herself that all that happened was that her fingers wandered aimlessly around her vulva, never once settling onto a place that would give her pleasure.
Telling her to move to the foot of the bed with her bum just far enough back to be able to pull her ankles onto the bed in front of her bum, I moved in behind her with my thighs on either side of hers and cupped her high firm breasts. Kissing her neck and nibbling on her earlobes, I strummed her nipples with my thumbs and relentlessly drove her toward orgasm. Once I had her close, I let her breasts go and placed the middle finger of my left hand on the skin above Ellen's clit.
Then pulling her clit's hood back to expose her clit, I said, "You know what your clit is and how it's involved in your arousal and orgasm, right?"
Ellen nodded, and I pressed my right middle finger to her lips. Taking the hint, Ellen opened her mouth and sucked my finger. Then, lowering my hand onto her pussy, I softly circled her clit with my wetted finger. Exerting more pressure, I deftly manipulated it back and forth as I listened to her pant.
"If I stimulate your clit with my finger, mouth or pelvis, you'll experience a clitoral orgasm," I explained. "A wondrous orgasm, for sure. But," I slid my finger down her folds and delved inside her steamy, hot pussy, "Inside your cunt is your G-spot." Then hooking my finger back, I rubbed it over the rough area inside Ellen's cunt and behind her pubic bone that indicated her G-spot. "If I play with that, you'll have a G-spot orgasm and probably pour pussy juices. If Jim and I are lucky men, you may even squirt."
"Does Vanessa squirt?" Ellen gasped.
"No," I emphasised. "She does cream a frothy white liquid if she's really turned on, but she doesn't squirt."
"I need to cum, Liam, please," Ellen begged.
I swiftly let her go and moved away, barking, "Then put your fingers where I had mine and make yourself do it!"



Ellen's hands flew to her pussy, and she quickly diddled her clit as she thrust two fingers into her cunt. Ellen tried to collapse onto her back, but I forced her to stay sitting, "Watch yourself make yourself cum," I demanded.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Ellen yipped as she crashed into a massive climactic event.
As she sighed with satisfaction, I let her sag onto her back. Then kissing her cum covered lips, I said, "Good girl. We'll practise that more this weekend until you learn how to get yourself off easily. That will help when Jim isn't giving you as much as you need."
Ellen touched my lips and wonderingly said, "My face is covered with your cum, yet you just kissed me?"
Angry, I snarled, "Jim and I had this conversation. If you're willing to blow me or let me cum on your face, I sure as hell ought to kiss you afterwards to show my appreciation! Jim expects you to kiss him after he's gone down on you, right?" Ellen nodded. "Then what's the diff? Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander!"
Ellen giggled and said, "I haven't heard it said like that before, but it's apt. Don't you think?"
Smiling back at her, I replied, "Yes, that's why I said it." I got off the bed and took Ellen's hand. "Come with me to the shower," I instructed. "I'll wash you clean, and then we're shopping for sexy clothing. I will fuck you in the shower before we go, though."
Grinning, Ellen replied, "I've never showered with another before, let alone been fucked it one. What's it like? Isn't it cramped?"
"When we built the house, I enlarged the shower in our en suite so it fitted two people comfortably. Come on. You'll love it!"
Once we were in the shower, I turned Ellen so her back pressed to my front. Then using plenty of body wash, I massaged her tits and nipples before snaking my hand across her six-pack stomach and onto her button. Feeling Ellen shudder under my touch, I moved my hand lower and cupped her mound, pushed firmly against her clit with my palm, and then stroked two fingers into her hot pussy. I could feel the heat of Ellen's arousal around my fingers, so I turned her again and lifted her before lowering her onto my thickly erect cock.
"Ahhhhh," Ellen sighed as I ploughed her pussy open, and her thighs lifted to wrap around my hips.
I redirected the shower spray to fall between us as I pushed Ellen's back into the corner and began stroking firmly into her cunt. I moved further away from the wall, but Ellen clung to my shoulders instead of pressing back against the wall as I wanted her to do.
Stepping closer again, I growled, "Press your shoulders against the wall as I move back." This time, she did as I asked. "Now, as I fuck you, play with your clit and bring yourself off as quickly as possible."
It was easy to see that playing with herself as she was being fucked was another new experience for Ellen, as she only tentatively touched her clit at first. But discovering how intensely erotic it felt, Ellen's hands began eagerly fiddling with her clit until she found that exposing it by pulling its hood back caused my thrusting pelvis to smack against it. Then holding her clit exposed, Ellen ground against my surging cock and quickly exploded into an intense orgasm.
Surprised, Ellen exclaimed, "Oh my!" Before she sucked in a deep breath and howled her climax to the ceiling.
Her howled orgasm shot me off the edge of my orgasm, and grunting, I filled her deliciously tight cunt with my cum.
When I let her drop onto her feet, Ellen kissed me lovingly and confessed, "That's the first time I've ever yelled as I orgasmed. Usually, the kids are around, and I can't. An empty house is certainly liberating."
Watching my cum drip from her gaped pussy, I smiled and said, "I hope to hear you squeal many more times this weekend!"
Sighing, Ellen sadly said, "I wish that Jim would be more like this —forceful, demanding, and insistent. He's better, that's true, but he still isn't what I need him to be. He's now my man and shows me he is by regularly belting my ass when I get mouthy or uppity, but you've casually groped and taken me more in the last two hours than Jim has for the rest of the year."
"If it's any consolation," I pointed out. "If Jim doesn't step up to the plate and dominate Vanessa as she likes, they'll be back here by midday tomorrow. So, maybe he'll learn from what she wants."
"It goes against everything my church and religion have taught me to know that I need a man from outside of my marriage to teach me what I need to know to be the best wife I can be, Liam. But Jim and I need you and Vanessa to show us how to be better. Before you encouraged Jim to take a hairbrush to my ass, we were on the road to divorce, and we're still on rocky roads. But I now have hope that I didn't have before."
"Fucking organised religion," I growled. "Your church and those 'stick-up-there-asses' old biddies you consider your friends and moral compass have no concern for your immortal soul and only want to control your mortal body. Women who haven't had an orgasm in twenty years have no writ to tell you how your love life should be. I'd tell you to tell them to go fuck themselves, but I doubt anything could penetrate their scabbed-over, dusty dry cunts."
"Wow, Liam!" Ellen exclaimed, laughing. "Why don't you tell me how you really feel?"
"Ellen, you and I have never discussed this, but I believe I am a Christian. A terribly immoral one that is true because I fornicate, drink, commit adultery, and blaspheme with startling regularity. However, I believe in the birth, death, and resurrection of our Lord Jesus, and I know that the only path to redemption is through his forgiveness, which makes me a Christian.
"But anyone who says they know 'The Way to Christ' is more than likely an agent of Satan than of God. Therefore, I'd encourage you to alienate yourself from the sanctimonious bitches that currently guide your life and find your connection to God yourself. Maybe it's through a church, but I'd doubt it. Sit somewhere it's silent, open your mind and ask God to speak to you. You'll be surprised by the outcome."
Stunned, Ellen asked, "God's spoken to you?"
"Twice, I believe," I answered, "The first time was when the council installed the lights at Brunswick and Kent streets in Fortitude Valley. I was driving down Kent St slowing down because the light was red, but it turned green as I approached and started to accelerate. Then a voice in my mind shouted, "No!". I stood on the brake, and a car flashed through the red light on Brunswick Street. If God's, or whomever, voice hadn't shouted at me to stop, I'd have been hit by that car and probably killed.
"The second time, I was driving towards Carina when the radio Disc Jockey announced that Princess Diana had died in a car crash. Throwing my thoughts at God, I asked, "Father, why?" and I heard, "Because she betrayed me with the heathens and Godless ones." I took this to mean Diana's liaison with Dodi Fayed (heathen) and her flirtation with the British Labor Party (Godless ones)."
"Interesting," Ellen responded. "Others have insisted they've heard 'God's voice', but you're the first I've believed."
"The voices were probably only my subconscious noticing something my conscious mind had missed," I admitted. "But I prefer to think God spoke directly to me."
"As would I," Ellen confessed. "But the water is cold. Shall we dry off and get dressed?"
I took a towel from the rack and began towelling Ellen dry. However, holding her sweet, muscly body in my arms excited me, and I finished up taking her on the bed again, meaning we needed another shower.
Ellen went to put on her cargo shorts and top again, but I shook my head, "Not sexy enough," I declared. "What else do you have?" Ellen showed me her selection of clothes, but none matched the sexiness I wanted, so I opened Ness' wardrobe and pulled out a dark blue slip dress. "Wear this," I demanded.
"I'm taller than your wife," Ellen demurred. "If you insist I go knickerless, my pussy will show."
"Cunt," I corrected.
"My cunt will show," Ellen corrected.
"And I care because?" I questioned. "Ellen, I didn't ask. I told. Now get your slutty ass into this dress."
"Oh, lawd, Liam," Ellen moaned. "You play me like a maestro plays his favourite guitar. Do we have time to fuck before we leave?"
I began to wonder if I was man enough for her, but I bent her over and took her as she knelt on the bed, anyway. Of course, that meant that she couldn't go knickerless as she'd have my cum dripping down her thighs, so I handed her a matching to the dress dark blue bikini brief from Ness' drawer and told her to get dressed. Ellen only had flats to wear, so I took out a pair of Vanessa's dark brown strappy heels for her to wear. They were a little small for her but would do until we reached the shops and bought some.
Standing in front of the mirror, Ellen turned back and forth, looking at herself. As she expected, the dress barely covered her ass, and she'd have to be careful bending over, or she'd flash her muscly, knicker-covered bottom to anyone behind her. However, it was long enough to be decent when walking, so I insisted she wear it.
"I want you to overdo your makeup, Ellen. Think nightclub wear, not daytime. Start by pulling your hair up into a top ponytail that arches from the top of the back of your head, not from the middle of the back."
Shamefacedly, Ellen admitted, "I don't know how to do my makeup like you're asking, Liam. I can do the ponytail as you asked, but I hardly wear makeup."
Sighing, I added another place to visit to my list for today. "Okay," I said. "Tie your hair up, put the heels on, and let's go —first stop, Myers, at Carindale."
Ellen complied. The 5-inch heels I had her wear made her muscly calves pop and forced her butt to protrude deliciously. That, combined with the heels, made Ellen's ass sexily sway as she walked and meant every male eye, and quite a few woman's eyes, would be on Ellen's butt as we walked through the centre.
When we got there, Ellen hunched in on herself and tried to hide behind me. Much as her daughter did the first time I took her out in public. So, as I did with Tanya, I slid my hand up her dress and pinched Ellen's perineum. "Walk beside me with your head up and shoulders back. Own your looks! You're a gorgeous woman with physical assets to die for, so stick your tits out and strut so your sexy ass sways for all to see. Do it, or I swear I'll put you over my knee right here, in the middle of the shopping centre."
"I might defy you just to call you on your bluff," Ellen growled.
Taking her hand and turning her to face me, I smiled down at her upturned face, cocked an eyebrow, and answered, "I wouldn't, as I'm not bluffing."
Ellen returned my gaze defiantly before blushing and whispering, "You wouldn't!"
"I'll pull your knickers down and spank your bare ass if I have to."
Casting her eyes to the ground, Ellen quietly said, "I'm sorry this slut has been disobedient, Sir. You may correct her when we get home."
Placing my curled forefinger under Ellen's chin, I made her lift her eyes to mine before saying, "If I feel you need correcting, I will do it when and where the reason for the correction occurs. Meaning, here and now, if I must."
"Yes, Sir," Ellen breathed, arousal heavy in her voice. Looking around, I saw no one close, so I cupped Ellen's mound and gently thumbed her clit. Her knickers were soaking under my fingers, and the heat emanating from her pussy was incredible, so I pressed against her entrance and manipulated her button. Then, with a stifled moan, Ellen orgasmed on my fingers.
Stepping away, I steadied Ellen with my hand on her upper arm as she recovered her equilibrium, "Enjoy that?" I facetiously asked as I grinned at her.
"Playing with my pu ..., uh, cunt in public. So naughty and," she hesitated, then continued, "slutty. I loved it! I so need fucking right now," Ellen added more confidently.
"We might get a chance to slip into a changeroom or public loos and do that," I suggested. "But probably not."
I walked Ellen into Myers' cosmetic department and sat her at the Estee Lauder counter. "My friend needs a complete redo of her makeup," I explained to the beautician behind the counter. "Everything from foundation to eyebrow pencils. Will you make her up and show and explain how to do each step, please? Then we'll need at least one of everything you use. More, if you think they're needed."
With Ellen's white skin and pale blue eyes, she needed warm colours to embellish her looks. Colours with pink undertones like milk chocolate, taupe, and mauve for her blush would work best with a light brown foundation. On her eyelids, a light brown on the inner eye, darkening to brown on the outer. Black eyeliner and mascara, of course. But her eyebrows needed to be softer, so light brown would work there, also. Ellen's lipstick required coral hues to best accentuate her eyes.
I watched the beautician work, and even so, I couldn't believe the transformation. Ellen, who was more pretty than beautiful, now looked ready to step into a glamour magazine model shoot.
Satisfied with her work, the beautician turned the mirror so Ellen could see her reflection. "Oh, my!" Ellen gasped. "I'm beautiful! I ..." tears filled her eyes. "I'm gorgeous! I never thought I could look this good! I don't have words to say!" Crying, Ellen hugged the beautician and said, "Thank you! I'll have one of everything you used. Two, if you'll clean this off and do it again as you show me how to do it like this."
"Deal," the beautician smiled as she reached for the makeup remover.
Another seventy minutes passed as the beautician removed and reapplied Ellen's makeup. It would have been faster, but the beautician would apply part of the makeup, wipe it clean and have Ellen do it, repeating until Ellen got it right. Finally finished, and nearly six-hundred dollars later, we walked from Myers to Cue fashion store. A thousand dollars and five outfits later, I had Ellen kitted out in a series of clinging and revealing dresses, skirts and tops.
"These are for going out to dinner and/or events," I informed her as I carried her bags. "Now we need to put together a daywear range for everyday use. You have plenty of longer skirts, dresses and trousers, so we'll concentrate on things that will give your husband, and every other man in the vicinity, an instant hard-on when they see you in them."
We ducked into Suzanne Grae and selected several tops, skirts and dresses, all designed to accentuate and display Ellen's tautly toned body to its best advantage. Skirts with front, back, or side splits that threatened to reveal but didn't. Tops that clung to her breasts or showed expanses of their globes and looked best without a bra.
Choosing Ellen's final outfit, the one I'd take her to dinner in tonight, I selected a tight dark red miniskirt with a side slit to slightly below Ellen's hip joint that allowed tantalising glimpses of her inner thigh as she walked to pair with a sheer black button up top that only did up to Ellen's cleavage, then parted to run across her sternum to the outer edges of her shoulders. The top's gape was so wide that Ellen needed double-sided tape on her nipples to stop her nipples from being exposed when she moved.
Our penultimate stop before the shops closed was Mather's Shoes, where we chose several pairs of high heels, ranging from pumps to wedge heels, stilettos, and finally to chunky heels, all with at least a 4-in heel. For dinner, Ellen chose to wear strappy, black wedge heels as she needed time to adjust to walking in heels as high as I had chosen for her.
With little time to spare, we walked into Bras N Things, and I began selecting lingerie for Ellen to wear. Mostly tiny thongs that barely covered her slit and would require Ellen to shave her pudenda bare instead of trimming it as she currently did. Fortunately, because we were spending so much money, the staff allowed us to stay after closing and complete our purchases, so I added negligees and other skimpy nightwear.
Finally, for the rare occasion that Ellen would need a bra, I selected some tiny, half-cup bras to push her breasts up and display vast expanses of her mounds. At the last moment, I chose to add a dark blue corset, suspender belts, and silk stockings. An idea fomented in my mind about presenting 'the new Ellen' back to Jim dressed in these items.
Chapter 42.
Getting home and laying the purchases out, I grinned at her and said, "Jim's going to shit when he sees you in these outfits!"
"Jim's going to shit when he sees the credit card bill," Ellen growled. "I spent over two thousand dollars today!"
She hadn't because every time she had made her selections and was changing back into the outfit she arrived in, I'd paid for everything. I asked the cashiers to pretend to put Ellen's purchases through again but immediately refund the amount. Ellen had only bought the shoes, about three hundred dollars' worth.
Watching her take off Ness' slip dress, her delicious, granny smith apple-sized breasts bouncing delectably, my cock jumped to fully erect. "Kneel and suck, bitch," I growled. "Time for me to cover those gorgeous titties of yours with my man goo." Ellen readily dropped to her knees but only took around the first three inches of my cock into her mouth before gently licking and sucking. "Is that the best you can do?" I snarled as I pulled out of her mouth. "Your daughter swallowed the whole thing. Surely you won't let your inexperienced daughter take more of my cock than you?"
Ellen tried again, but only a little past the first time, she gagged and spat my cock out."
"Hopeless!" I growled. "What kind of slut can only swallow three inches? Take it back in your mouth again." Ellen did. "Swallow as much as you can, but don't gag." Around three inches slid into her mouth. "Wrap your hand around that point." Ellen's hand gripped my shaft. "Bob back and forth at that length. As you go down, suck like you're trying to pull a golf ball through a hose. On the way up, use your tongue and lash my cock."
Sucking firmly, then racing her tongue over my shaft, Ellen did as asked. "Better!" I groaned. "Now, when your lips hit your finger, pause, swallow and keep swallowing as you lift that finger off my shaft and let more of my cock into your mouth until you hit the next finger. Then go back to bobbing."
With only one misfire, another half-inch slid into Ellen's mouth. But now I struggled to prevent myself cumming and needed a break. "On your back on the bed," I demanded. "Drop your knickers on the floor."
Ellen moved so fast that I was sure I saw her knickers hovering in the air before they fell to the ground, and she was on her back, knees up and apart, already moaning in anticipation. Ellen expected me to move between her thighs and enter her, but I had other ideas. My cock throbbed, and my balls still ached with my need to cum, so if I penetrated her, I wouldn't last any longer than I would in her mouth.
Instead of mounting her as Ellen anticipated, I lay between her lewdly spread thighs and went down on her. Then putting my hands under Ellen's knees, I pushed her legs back and apart until she was obscenely spread before me. Lowering my head, I tasted her wetness and wondered how two women from the same family, who shared such similar looks, could taste so different. Tanya's secretions were sweet, with a tangy undertone. Ellen's were more acidic but still sweet and delicious. Lifting her higher, I ran my tongue along her perineum and onto her rosebud.
"Oh_My_Goodness," Ellen moaned, each word drawn and spaced out as she bucked and twitched, revelling in the sensation of a tongue on her ass for the first time.
Working my tongue in circles around her ring, I began exerting more pressure against her hole. At my insistent touch, her sphincter briefly opened before closing tight again. But a few seconds later, it fluttered open again, and the tip of my tongue delved slightly inside.



"Oh, my," Ellen breathed as she tried to let her sphincter relax and more of my tongue inside. "Oh, my. Oh, my. Oh, my." Then her thighs clamped shut on my ears, and she howled as a mammoth orgasm exploded through her.
Ellen's powerful thighs hurt my head as she squeezed me between them, but I was admitting to nothing and continued licking the spot Ellen's closing legs moved me to. When she released my head, I realised I was lapping at her pussy entrance, so I moved my head higher and lashed her button as I rimmed her ass with my middle finger.
"Oh, oh, oh," Ellen yipped as my tongue battered her clit, but her exclamations turned to a long, drawn-out groan as her sphincter relaxed and my finger slid down to the third knuckle inside her ass.
Twisting my wrist back and forth, I slowly worked Ellen's ring wider. I knew, unlike in the porn movies, and especially with an anal virgin, I needed a slowly, slowly, softly, softly approach to preparing Ellen's ass to take my cock. If I tried to prepare it swiftly, it would hurt, and Ellen's sphincter would jam closed, undoing all the work I'd done stretching it out.
However, the twin sensations of my tongue on her cunt and my finger in her ass were too much for Ellen's overheated libido, and she crashed into another orgasm, squealing as she did.
Overwrought, Ellen pleaded, "I need a break, Liam. When Jim and I make love, if I'm lucky, I cum once. I've had at least eight orgasms today, more than in the last month. My stomach muscles hurt, and I'm on the verge of falling asleep. Please, Sir, let me suck you and bring you off with my mouth."
Nodding, I rolled onto my back and guided Ellen's mouth onto my cock. "Start where you finished, slut," I barked. "Swallow my shaft until you want to gag, then swallow swiftly as you force more in. I'll let you know when I'm going to cum, but I expect you to accept every millilitre of my gift onto your tits."
This time, Ellen managed a respectable six inches and would probably have taken the lot, but before she could, I groaned and pumped a load of my jism over her tits.
Ellen's makeup had smeared all over her face, and as it was nearly six O'clock and our restaurant appointment was for seven, she needed to shower and get ready. Although I didn't need to, I showered with Ellen, caressing and stroking her as I washed our lovemaking from her gorgeous body before walking to the main bathroom to shave.
When Ellen was made up and dressed, I stood her before the stand-up mirror so she could see herself. "Stunning, Mrs Monie," I admired. "You will far and away be the hottest chick at the restaurant tonight. So I want you to own it, okay? Revel in their looks, smile when they wolf-whistle, grin, and pretend to comply when they shout, 'Show us your tits!'. You are one stunningly beautiful woman. Tonight, and whenever you go out dressed similarly to this, men will ogle you, and women hate you because you cast them into shadow.
"This is one of the things you need to change to get along better with people. Your attitude should be, 'Yeah, I know I'm gorgeous, but so what? I'm still me, and I'm a good person, and all of this attention is rubbish, really.'"
"Is that how Nessa does it?" Ellen asked. "How she deals so playfully happy about the attention she gets? I find doing that hard. Men ogle, I don't like it and get angry."
"So, change your attitude," I responded. "Enjoy the attention. Encourage it by swinging your hips and jiggling your boobs as you walk. If they look at you, meet their eyes and grin knowingly back at them. If you display sexual confidence, ninety-nine percent of the men you meet will be too intimidated to talk to you, so let them look and feel good about it. After all, Ellen, how many of your nearly forty-year-old friends look as good as you or have your figure?"
"Only Vanessa," Ellen admitted. "She puts me in the shade."
"Ness beats you for beauty. That's true," I admitted. "And she shades you for breasts, but your body is banging, Ellen. Ness' is fantastic, but yours is stupendous! The only place my wife beats you hands down is attitude. Ness accepts that she's gorgeous and people will stare, so she smiles and chooses to enjoy it. You frown and start arguments over it. Stop doing that. Start enjoying the attention. You'll be happier, and so will Jim. Jim's not the jealous type, so I'm confident he'll love having his beautiful wife strutting proudly beside him."
"I'll try," Ellen mumbled.
"You'll do it as we move about tonight, Mrs Monie," I growled as I led her outside and opened the door to Gary's Supra. "Or I'll pinch your fanny again. And if that doesn't work, I'll spank you in the middle of the restaurant."
We were running a little late, so I flicked Gary's Supra's afterburners on and blasted into Caxton Street, Petrie Terrace, as fast as possible. Fortunately, we didn't encounter a traffic cop, nor were there any speed camera flashes as we drove, so we arrived at Michael's Seafood Restaurant in time for our booking. I'd reserved a car park with my dinner booking, so I parked immediately and escorted Ellen upstairs and inside.
"Evening, Mister Shephard," Kostas, the concierge, greeted me, his eyes widening as he realised the woman whose arm I held wasn't my wife. Recovering, he added, "I booked your usual table overlooking the street. If that's acceptable, I'll show you there now."
"Kostas, meet a very close family friend, Ellen Monie. She and my wife have been friends for years, so as Vanessa's working, we decided to have dinner together."
"Of course, Mister Shephard," Kostas replied, not believing a word. What made it worse was that Jim and Ness arrived just then for their booking.
Kostas raised an eyebrow but merely said, "I'll get two extra chairs."
Laughing, Vanessa hugged me and said, "I should have guessed you'd bring Ellen here. Jim asked for the name of a good restaurant, and I suggested here because I thought you'd take Ellen to Daniel's Steak House."
Vanessa leaned forward, exposing her breast mounds, and I saw several hickeys adorning them, and then she turned and flipped the hem of her skirt up. More hand-sized welts showed across her shapely ass.
Grinning, I said, "Jim's treating you well then?"
"Very!" Ness grinned back. "I see you've taken Ellen shopping. How much did that cost us?"
"Comparatively nothing compared to how hot I've made her look," I replied, avoiding a number.
Whispering so Jim and Ellen couldn't hear. I'm unsure why she bothered because Jim looked at his wife so hungrily that I doubted he'd have heard Ness shout. Ness asked, "Knickers and bra?"
"Of course not," I snapped. "Although we did buy some sexy ones to replace the cheap rubbish she wore."
"You look fantastic, Ellen," Jim exclaimed.
"As do you, husband," Ellen re-joined.
I looked my friend over and thought Ellen was right. Typically, Jim was a 'jeans, polo shirt and runners' type guy. Tonight he wore a suit similar to mine, dark grey with blue pinstripes. Only I'd gone with a black button-down shirt, whereas Jim's was dark blue. Jim wore black leather shoes to my black boots, but overall we were similarly dressed. Ness had obviously taken Jim shopping in the downtown Myers shop as I took Ellen to the Westfields one.
Kostas returned with the extra chairs, and we sat at the table and enjoyed a superb seafood meal with generous helpings of white wine. At the end of the night, I cornered Jim and asked, "Do we continue the swap, or do you want to go back to The Sheraton with your wife?"
Gulping then blushing, Jim replied, "I'd like to continue the swap, Liam. As long as you do?"
"I'm happy to continue, brother, but let's not repeat accidentally bumping into each other again. I mean, awkward, right?"
"I'll text you where we're going tomorrow night," Jim assured me.
Checking my watch, I decided enough time had passed since my last drink to be safe for me to drive home even if I was stopped for a Random Breath Test (RBT), and said, "Goodnight" to my wife and friend and held Ellen's hand as we walked to my car.
We were one of the few cars left in the park, so when I got Ellen to her side of the car, I roughly pushed her over the Supra's bonnet, unzipped and pulled out my throbbingly erect 7+-inch cock, lifted her skirt and ploughed into her soakingly wet cunt.
"You were fantasising about your husband fucking my wife all night, you dirty fucking slut," I growled as I savagely fucked her tight pussy. "Did you imagine eating Jim's cum out of Vanessa's pussy? I bet you fucking did!"
Ellen shook her head, denying my assertion, but her vagina clenched down on my cock as I spoke those words, and she moaned her response as I said them.
Smacking her firm ass, I growled, "Cum for me, you fucking carpet muncher!"
"SHHHHHIIIIIVVVVVVVVVVVVEEEEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRRRRRSSSSSSSS!" Ellen tried to scream past my clasping hand. Fortunately, at the last second, I realised that Ellen would scream her orgasm and clamped my hand firmly across her mouth.
Not holding back, I hunched into Ellen's juice-gushing cunt a couple more times before unloading into her. I came so hard imagining Ness and Ellen getting it on that I wondered if I'd see my balls shoot through my dick and into Ellen's pussy.
"Take your top off and sit on it for the drive home," I demanded. "I'm not letting your slut juices stain my son's car leather."
"What if we're stopped?" Ellen fretted. "The cops will arrest me for indecent exposure."
"Better hope we're not stopped, then," I carelessly responded. Then I snarled, "Ellen, take your damned top off, put it on the seat and sit on it. Don't make me take my belt off and apply it to your fine ass here in the carpark."
"Shivers," Ellen muttered. "And to think, I asked for this!" Then, louder, she responded, "Yes, Sir." Then removed her top, folded it in half, spread it on her seat, and sat down.
"Seat belt," I reminded her as I backed Gary's car out and drove home.
I waited until we were outside the city's limits, and our chances of being stopped in an RBT had diminished and growled, "Undo your seat belt, kneel on the seat and take my cock out. Then you can blow me on the way home."
"You'd better not crash," Ellen teased. "Because if you do, I'll probably bite your cock off."
I laughed at the reference to the 1982 movie featuring Glenn Close and Robin Williams but still enjoyed Ellen's mouth descending onto my semen-messy cock. Determined to take more of me into her mouth, Ellen retched several times before only her pinky finger pressed between her lips and my pubic bone.
"Well done," I congratulated her as I pulled into our driveway. "Time for you to become an anal slut."
Ellen sat up, looking around, confused. Shaking her head, she said, "It seemed that you demanded I sucked your cock, and we were home. What happened?"
"You swallowed all but a quarter-inch. That's what happened," I stated, climbing out of the car. "Now it's time to devirginise your slut arse."
Ellen pushed past me and ran for her bedroom. Entering after her, I said, "Just a little eager, are we?"
"I've fantasised about being fucked in my ass for almost twenty years, Liam. Please don't disappoint me," she pleaded as, naked, she rolled onto her stomach and offered her ass to me.
I stripped and moved onto the bed behind her, lay on my chest, and pressed my nose and lips between Ellen's ass cheeks. Then, holding her cheeks apart, I ran my tongue from her pussy's entrance to her starfish. Working my middle finger into Ellen's ass, I added more saliva and stretched her ring until my index finger also fitted. Forcing my two fingers apart, I continued rotating them inside Ellen's ring until I could insert a third finger.
As my third finger entered her, Ellen groaned and came. "Fuck me," she begged. "Fuck my dirty whore's ass!"
"Suck me first," I demanded, eager to take my friend's wife's anal virginity.
Ellen rolled onto her back and willingly sucked me down. To my surprise, Ellen's lips hit my abdomen. She'd accepted all of my more than seven-inch cock down her throat. A massive improvement from her first attempt to blow me.
Satisfied my cock and her ass were adequately lubricated, I rolled Ellen onto her stomach and pressed my cock's head against her pucker hole. Then, at her groaned acquiescence, I pressed my hips firmly forward and entered Ellen's ass until my cock's glans pushed against her knot.
"Take it like the slut you are," I snarled as I brutally shoved my cock through her knot.
Uttering the first swear word I'd heard her say, Ellen groaned, "Fuuuuccck!" as my rampant cock split her ass apart. Shuddering with pent-up desire, Ellen moaned, "You're in my ass, Master. I can feel your balls against the back of my legs. Fuck my ass, Liam. Make me your anal slut!"
Eager to comply but concerned if Ellen's ass had gaped enough to take me comfortably, I short-punched her ass.
"Arrrrggghhh!" Ellen moaned, pushing her hand under her hips and fingering her clit as she came. "Come in my ass. Liam. Fill this whore with your cum."
Encouraged by Ellen's orgasmic response to my cock parting her knot, I proceeded to hump into her ass until I felt her pussy fluids bathe my balls. Then, grunting like a pig at the trough, I blasted my semen into her willing colon.
Coming down, I had to push Ellen away from my wilting cock, pointing out that it had just been in her ass, so she shouldn't put it in her mouth. Ellen silently rolled out of bed, entered the en suite, wet a washcloth with warm water, cleaned my cock, and lovingly sucked it back into her mouth. Releasing me briefly, Ellen whispered, "Cum in my mouth, Liam. I'm your three-holed slut. Squirt your manly juices down my throat, then sleep."
I couldn't resist Ellen's request, and my balls tightened against my shaft for the final time that night and spat what I had left into Ellen's mouth.
Unknown hours later, I woke with Ellen softly snoring on my chest. I must have slept well because I felt relaxed and recharged. Wanting my friend's wife more than ever, I rolled and moved between Ellen's parted thighs. Kissing her sleeping lips, I pushed my hips forward and slipped inside her welcoming cunt.
"Hmmm," Ellen sighed as she stretched, yawned, and grabbed my ass before undulating her hips to meet mine. "A morning root, how delightful."
The rest of the weekend passed in a similar fashion, and early Monday morning, I stood on our porch with Ellen in a thong, 7-inch heeled pumps, the bustier I'd bought for her, and with a collar and leash around her muscly neck.
"When your husband exits the car, kneel before him and offer your leash's handle to him," I growled as my Maserati stopped close.
Jim exited my car first, then walked around to Ness' side. To my surprise, Jim opened the door and helped my naked wife from the vehicle. Leading her to me, Jim growled, "Kneel, slut. Hand your leash to your husband and become his again."
Smiling serenely, her eyes a million miles away, Ness knelt before me and presented her leash. "Your slut has returned, Master," Ness intoned. "Please accept her back."
Grasping her leash close to its D-ring, I dragged Vanessa to her feet, kissed her and said, "Welcome home, my love. I hope you had a fun weekend."
Ellen still knelt with the handle of her leash held in her hands. The bustier had mounded her breasts higher than usual, and its base emphasised her muscular ass.
Jim crossed to her, then said, "And?"
Demurely looking down, Ellen responded, "Welcome home, Master. This slut is glad of your return. Please let me show my appreciation by blowing you before our friends."
"No," Jim denied, taking her leash. "I'm not ready for that yet. Though you can follow me to the bedroom and blow me there."
"Yes, Sir," Ellen replied as she followed Jim down the hall, a respectful two steps behind, her leash hanging loosely between them.
I kissed Ness again and released her collar. "Your idea?" I asked, gesturing with the collar.
"Of course," Vanessa replied. "Jim wouldn't have dared do this without my insistence. He demanded that I remove my dress when we turned into our street, though. Something I hadn't thought of."
Ness casually walked to the passenger side, opened the door and retrieved her dress. Then casually draping over her forearm, she followed me inside before placing it on the counter.
"Tea?" I asked, putting on the kettle.
Ness hopped onto the bench and spread her legs, exposing her cum-dripping pussy. "Coffee, please," she requested.
Looking between her legs, my dick jumping to attention as I saw Jim's semen dripping from her cunt, and I imagined his thick cock parting her pussy lips as I watched in awe. My heart racing a thousand beats per second, I casually asked, "Get some this morning, did you?"
"Yes," Ness replied, her eyes hooding as she saw my boner tent my pants. "I wanted him for a final time until next January. If you're willing, we'll swap for the last two weeks of that month."
"It went well, then?" I facetiously asked.
Leaning back and playing with her button as she watched my reaction through hooded eyes, Ness nodded and said, "He needs to improve his forcefulness and tell instead of asking, plus insist when he meets resistance instead of caving, but by this morning, he acted as a Dominant man should with his slut. Another two weeks with me, and he'll be the man Ellen needs." Then moving her hips to the edge of the bench, she growled, "Are you going to fuck me or not?"
Dropping my shorts, revealing my sticky with Ellen's cunt juices cock, I snarled, "You're sucking this clean first!"
"Gaaawwwddd, Liam!" Vanessa moaned as she slithered off the counter onto her knees before me and gobbled my cock down. Satisfied that I was clean, Ness released my cock and looked expectantly up at me. Inwardly smiling because I knew what she hoped for, I bent and picked her up before turning her around, pushing her tits onto the bench and pinching her inner thighs so she spread her legs. Then kneeling behind her, I spread her ass cheeks and lapped at her juicy pussy. Sighing happily, Ness moaned, "Yesss, my love. Eat my slutty, cum-filled cunt and make me cum."
However, I had no intention of making my wife cum through oral sex, even though she readily would. I had a plan, so I stood, spread her ass cheeks again and spat on her ring. Being religious, Jim would have avoided anything with Ness' ass, so she'd enjoy being taken in there now, especially if I took her roughly. So, smearing my spittle around her rosebud with my cock's head, I lined up with her ring, grabbed her shoulders and shoved forcefully into my wife's ass.
Bringing my right hand up, I growled, "Ellen wants to eat Jim's cum out of your cunt!" and smacked her ass cheek as hard as I could.
"FAAAARRRKKK!" Ness bellowed as she jumped and twitched on my cock, her orgasm shattering through her. Her spasming colon launched me into my climax, and grunting, I sprayed her bowel with my cum.
Letting my deflating dick fall out of my wife's ass, I walked to the bathroom and brought back two warm, wet washers. After lovingly cleaning my wife's pussy and ass, I helped her into her dress and brought her coffee.
Vanessa hadn't said anything other than yelling fark since I'd pronounced Ellen's desire. But she sipped her coffee and watched me with thoughtful eyes. Eventually, she asked, "Is what you said true, or did you say it to make me cum?"
I shook my head, "Unfortunately, Ness, she didn't say it, but after Friday's dinner, as I fucked her, I accused her of wanting to do it, and she immediately climaxed. So, she hasn't admitted she wants to out loud, but the desire is there."
"Sure sounds like it," Ness agreed. "Interesting."
"We could join them in their bedroom and see if they'll let us play," I asked hopefully.



"You want to watch Jim fucking me," Ness accused, a smile flitting across her face.
"Oh? And I suppose you don't want to watch me fuck Ellen?"
Blushing, Vanessa admitted that she did and that the thought of having Ellen there watching as she fucked Jim had her tingling all over."
My cock throbbing from my dirty mind's imaginings, I groaned, "We'll put a plastic sheet down in the middle of our lounge. You and Ellen strip and cover yourselves in baby oil, then wrestle. The winner gets fucked by Jim and me as the other is tied up, allowed only to watch."
Laughing, Ness replied, "Nice fantasy! I'll leave it up to you to ask Jim and Ellen if they're up for it!" However, her knees were spread, and she slowly fingered her button, imagining doing it.
Jim and Ellen didn't resurface until mid-afternoon. They'd only gone quiet in the last hour, but before then, the sounds of their passion echoed regularly through the house. Other than with my hand, I hadn't disciplined Ellen at all, as she willingly accepted everything I wanted to do. However, her firm ass, by the sounds from her room, now sported numerous brush welts.
The Monies surfaced, smiling embarrassedly, right in time for Gary to pull up in his mother's car. Laughing and joking, the five youngsters boiled out of the car, grabbed their bags from the boot and piled inside. Spotting me, Isla squealed delightedly and ran across to leap into my arms.
Then, wrapping her legs around my waist, she lightly kissed me and giggled, "Hello, Daddy Liam. Did you miss me? I missed you!"
Dropping her back to the floor, I deadpanned, "Remind me how I know you again?"
Isla pouted, but unfortunately, her eyes twinkled as she sighed and mock complained, "That wasn't very nice, Daddy Liam. I said I missed you, and you pretended not to remember who I am."
Hugging her tightly to me, I kissed her upturned face and whispered, "I love you, my darling Isla. You're my favourite woman aged under thirty."
"And what about your poor real dad, Miss Isla?" Jim mock growled. "Did you miss him, too?"
Running across and leaping into her father's arms, Isla kissed his cheek and said, "Of course, I did, Daddy." Then, eyes still twinkling, she added, "You'll always be my second favourite 'daddy'."
"I'll 'second favourite' your bottom, you cheeky little thing," her father pretended as he released her and let her wriggle to the floor.
After unpacking their bags and putting their dirty clothes in the washing machine, Gary and Tanya returned with fresh clothing, "We're going back to the Coast, Dad. We'll see you on Sunday night."
"Have fun, you two," I said, regretfully watching Tanya's sexy ass sway away, thinking, 'How I wish I could still tap that.'
Isla, giggling, elbowed me in the ribs and said, "Stare much?"
Laughing, I picked her up and swung her around as she squealed delightedly. Then kissing her pretty face, I teased, "Now, Miss Isla, don't be jealous. You know you're the only other girl for me."
Smiling as she wrapped her arms around my neck and looked up into my eyes, Isla replied, "I'm not jealous, Daddy. I like you looking at other women lustfully. It makes me feel good to know that I'll make love to you when the time's right, and they never will."
Jim, Ellen, Vanessa, Isla and I got in Ness' car and drove into West End for lunch. Aaron and James chose to stay at home playing Nintendo, so we only needed one car. After a pleasant time eating and chatting, it was time to head home and take the Monies to the airport for their flight home.
Chapter 43.
Over the next few weeks, I found my days bereft of anything much to do. I didn't need to work but needed something to fill my days. Now that the season was in full swing, my only ongoing commitment was hosting a box at The Gabba every other week. The rift with Mister Matthews kept me away from club training, and the guys I had worked with were now all in the run-on team, so the club-appointed specialist was teaching them.
Ness was busy with work but seemed happy, flirty and chatty, often coming home with tales of flirtatious occurrences. These stories were often the highlight of my day and led to lots of joyous sex between us. She hadn't mentioned anyone she'd met that she wanted a 'day pass' for, but that wasn't unusual as typically, the first and only time I met them was when Ness brought them home to ask me for a pass. I worried that Ness wasn't playing because of her almost rape by the scumbag doctor, but she assured me she was unaffected by Doctor Wrigley's misdeed.
My teammates had made the doctor's life such a misery that he abandoned Brisbane and left for rural Victoria. However, even there, an anonymous note describing his many alleged misdeeds somehow found its way to the Head Nurse, and the doctor was not allowed to be alone with any female nurse or patient. When Vanessa described what Jack had done to the other nurses, several more came forward to state that my wife was not alone in suffering at the hands of the doctor. Plus, several female patients accused him of inappropriate touching, so Doctor Wrigley was on a good behaviour bond and supervised when he worked.
I would have preferred that he be expelled, but other than the doctor's inability to treat women honourably, his work record indicated that he was an excellent medical practitioner. As rural hospitals often failed to attract quality staff, I accepted why, with the stated restrictions, they would allow him to work there even though I didn't like it.
Bored, I asked Ness if she minded if I took a 'day pass' and checked if Miss Eliza Day still wanted to play.
Giggling, Vanessa replied, "From how you described her, she's enormous. At least a Triple-G bra and probably what? 120 kg (265 lbs)? What will you do with that?
Straight-faced, I replied, "Dive between her tits and start swimming." Ness laughed hard, and I continued, "I suspect, in the sack, she'll go boom like a thunder cracker, babe, and quite probably be insatiable."
"Will twenty-four hours be enough, then?" Ness giggled.
"Any more, and she might kill me," I joked.
"Well, if you can't handle her, lover," Ness teased. "Bring her home to your wife, The Mega Slut, and I'll fix her up for you."
"Turning into quite the lesbian, my girl. Aren't you?" I kidded.
"I'm enjoying rediscovering the kisses and touches of a woman, Liam," Ness answered. "However, I'll always prefer cock to pussy. But, a woman's touch when she's making love is so soft and gentle and feels exquisitely different from yours or any other male's. However, lover, I will always need you to bend me over, smack my ass and fuck me! No one does me like you do, Liam. No one!"
I smiled as I held her tight, feeling my love for her in every pore of my body, but my mind flicked to Eliza, and my dick throbbed with anticipation as it lengthened and pressed against Ness' stomach.
"A big, fat, juicy fuck," Ness teased. "Are you man enough for her?"
"If I'm not, I plan to die in the attempt!" I kidded back.
"Not until you come home and fuck me senseless as you tell me about it," Ness stated firmly.
"Yes, Ma'am," I joked. "Anything else before I go about my duties, Ma'am?"
"Incorrigible," Ness muttered before slapping my arm and saying, "Get out of here, and I'll see you late tonight or tomorrow sometime."
Forcing my wife to bend over the couch, I tugged her shorts and knickers down and took possession of her pussy. Stroking her clit with my fingers as I dipped my thumb into her wet and warm vagina, I growled, "Of course, my knob gobbling, pussy munching, semen drinking, cock sucking, cum receptacle, I could always fuck you senseless now while you fantasise about Ellen eating your slutty little whore's cunt as Jim fucks it from behind."
"SHHHHHHHHHHHIIIIIIIIIIIIITTTTTTTTTTTTTT, LIAM!" Ness howled as her orgasm ripped her mind to tatters.
Dropping my trousers, I eased into my wife's squelching pussy and joyfully fucked her, deciding the delightfully demanding Ms Eliza Day could wait another day.
10.00 am the following day saw me parking behind Eliza's store and walking purposefully inside. Coming in the back door, I immediately spotted an enclosed, windowless office and Ms Eliza on a stepladder, moving stock aside so she could count it. The only other person in the store was a sales clerk, so I walked to where Eliza stood, blatantly staring up her midthigh length skirt at her knicker-covered, trimmed but still furry snatch and growled, "Nice view. But it will look better without those knickers and your thighs wrapped around my ears."
Turning to look down at me, Eliza spread her dress wider and replied, "Don't mind Nathan, as he's used to my shenanigans and is gay to boot, so don't hold back, Mister Shephard."
Believing Eliza was bluffing but unconcerned if she wasn't, I reached under the dress and found her knicker's elastic. Then holding her gaze, I began removing them. To my surprise, Eliza let me pull them to her feet, and she stepped out of them, using her foot to toss them away.
"Well?" She dared.
Grinning, I ducked under her skirt, pushed my head between her thighs, tilted it back and lapped at Eliza's entrance. Establishing my bearings in the darkness under Eliza's skirt, I moved closer to batter her clit with my tongue. "Oh, Lawd!" Eliza moaned as one hand settled on my shoulder for balance, and the other held the back of my head, and she ground her button against me.
Eliza's pussy gushed fluids, and I wondered if I hadn't found another squirter. Wanting to know, I wormed a hand under Eliza's perineum, then used my thumb and last three fingers to spread her ass cheeks and rimmed her ring with my index finger.
"Naughty boy!" Eliza gasped before shuddering and orgasming on my tongue and fingers. She didn't squirt but did gush copious amounts of fluids. I tried to keep up, licking and swallowing furiously, but when I moved from under her, my lips, chin, neck and shirt were all soaked.
Helping Eliza off the ladder, I guided her to her office, opened the door and pushed her through. Then locking the door behind me, I snarled, "Strip and lie on your back on your desk."
Breathing heavily, Eliza swiftly complied. Stripping off, I pulled Eliza's hips to the desk's edge, threw her big calves over my shoulders, grabbed a double handful of her massive melons, positioned my cock at her cunt and drove into her as hard as I could piston my hips.
"Oh, fuck, yes!" The bawdy, tubby tart groaned as my pelvis hit her clit with a resounding smack. "Pinch and twist my nipples and fuck me as hard as you can!"
Happy to comply, I pulled all but my cock's tip out of her before slamming back in. As I pounded her pussy, I found Eliza's surprisingly tiny nipples on her humungous tits beside her ribs where they'd sagged, grasped them in my fists and thumbs and twisted them mercilessly. Eliza orgasmed, shuddered, groaned, and orgasmed again. The harder I slammed into her as I ruthlessly tweaked her nipples, the louder and more often she came.
Twenty minutes later, I had to give up because my lower back threatened to cramp from sweating and continually thrusting. So, collapsing onto Eliza's ample belly, I short-hunched into her several times before bellowing and filling her sodden cunt with my cum.
"Now, Mister Liam," Eliza asked. "Not that I'm unappreciative of the orgasms, but did you stop by for a quickie, or will you take me home and fuck me properly?"
I wasn't sure that thirty-plus minutes of continual orgasms (for her) counted as a 'quickie', but I was happy to take her home and fuck her some more.
Eliza was an eager to experiment and willingly orgasmic sexual partner, although the most she would let me do with her ass was lightly finger it. Eliza was also surprisingly flexible, so I bent her into all kinds of positions as I strove to satiate her raging needs. I was unsuccessful, however, as nearing 3.00 in the morning, I had to admit that my dick wouldn't rise again, and my tongue and lips were numb.
Eliza lay on her back and encouraged me to lie draped partially across her—a role reversal of epic proportions. Then kissing me fondly, she said, "You're the best fuck I've had in a long time, Liam. Maybe the best ever. So, drop by my store anytime if you'd like a repeat performance."
Yawning, I answered, "You're a damned fine fuck yourself, Eliza. I could lie and say I'll drop by again, but you're too special to do that to. So, instead, I'll say that it's unlikely that my wife will give me a second pass to visit you and confess we'll probably never do this again."
Sharing my yawn, Eliza stated, "I've already told you that I don't give a damn that you're married and won't ever tell anyone that we've fucked, so drop by when you next feel like a nice and juicy, fat girl fuck."
Knowing that trying to explain was a waste of time, I left it at that and went to sleep.
Holding a cup of tea, Eliza woke me at 7.oo the next morning. "I've got to go into the store soon, Liam. If you're up for a quickie, we'll fuck in the shower, and you can drop me off on your way home."
Eliza, despite her weight, was tall and, therefore, easy to fuck in the shower, as all I had to do was bend her over and thrust home. With a final orgasm each, we completed our ablutions, dressed, and left for her store. After dropping her off, I drove home to an empty house. The boys and Ness were all working, so I had the place to myself.
Checking over my stock market investments, I made a few minor alterations, selling some and buying others, and had all day to fill in and nothing to do. Knocking out fifteen kilometres (9 miles), spending an hour in the gym, and hitting a hundred golf balls filled in some time, but still left at least two hours before Ness would arrive home. After showering, I stood at the mirror shaving, stared at my reflection and thought, 'You need a job, buddy. Otherwise, you're going to go stir-crazy.'
I considered trying to bury the hatchet with Mister Matthews but knew our problems weren't of my making, and it would be a waste of time. Leigh was always polite and respectful in our dealings, but he was cold and made it clear I was only there because of my long service to the club, not because he wanted or needed my help.
I partially understood his reasons because, for too long, our club had a loser's mentality. We'd only played in the finals once in the history of The Bears and hadn't played any at all as a combined Brisbane/Fitzroy team. So, Mister Matthews was trying to change this attitude and didn't want previous players reinfecting his players with a losing mindset.
Note: Mister Matthews was incredibly successful in changing The Lion's fortunes. Two years after he became coach, The Lions played in the first of four consecutive Grand Finals, winning the first three before being soundly beaten in the fourth. The Lions were the first team since The Melbourne Demons (1955-57) to win three consecutive Grand Finals.
May had changed into June and became July without anything of note occurring. Neither Ness nor I requested a day pass for any extramarital activities, and life rolled day into day. It was okay but boring. I called Isla frequently, and as her eighteenth birthday neared, the anticipation for our night together grew, and we struggled to remain appropriate. I was grateful that we didn't see each other as I doubted that close to each other we could resist making love.
Returning home after a gym session on a Friday in mid-July, I saw the message light on our answering machine flashing. Pressing the button, I listened to the recorded voice, "Hey, Mister Liam," a cheerful voice greeted. "It's Tracey Veivers. I want you to give the keynote address for our council's monthly lunch in August. Perhaps, you could invite Margot and me for dinner to discuss it."
'You want to discuss fucking my wife,' I thought as my cock twitched at the image of her doing it. 'But, I'm fucking your girlfriend in front of you before I let you.' Tracey had left her number at the end of her message, so, first checking the calendar to ensure Ness' availability, I dialled the number and waited for Tracey to answer.
"Tracey Veivers speaking," Tracey said when she picked up.
"Hello, Tracey Veivers-Speaking," I replied. "It's Liam Shephard-Speaking, returning your call."
Hey, Liam," Tracey gushed, ignoring my poor joke. "Thanks for returning my call so quickly. Will you do the speech for us next month?"
Inwardly grinning but keeping my voice unemotional, I replied, "Why don't you come for dinner next Friday, and we'll discuss it. Bring your partner if you want."
"Next Friday will be perfect," Tracey purred. "Of course, Margot will accompany me. She'd kill me if I had dinner with you without her. Will your wife be there?"
Chuckling, I teased, "Yes, my stunningly beautiful, sexily toned, bisexual wife will be there."
Gulping so that I could almost see her embarrassment through the telephone line, Tracey said, "Am I that obvious?"
"Yes!" I grinned. "But, remember, nothing for nothing."
"Margot is hardly 'nothing', Mister Liam," Tracey giggled. "She's almost as keen to spend time with you as I am to spend time with your wife."
"Spend time?" I questioned, pretending to be serious. "That's a euphemism for 'fuck', right?"
Laughing, Tracey replied, "You truly are incorrigible, Liam. But, yes, I desperately want to fuck your wife."
"Again, though, Tracey," I pointed out. "It will be up to Vanessa. Only if she decides that she wants to play with you will the four of us swap and play together."
"I understand, Liam," Tracey stated. "Unless something changes, I'll see you at yours next Friday."
"I'll text you my address when you hang up," I said. "Shall we say 7 O'clock?"
"Works for us," Tracey replied before cutting the connection.
Looking at my phone, I typed in my address and forwarded it to Tracey. Then as I showered, images of Ness and Tracey kept intruding, making my cock throb with unrequited desire. Giving in to the inevitable, I gripped my cock and let my imagination run wild. Images of lying on Margot as I thrashed into her tightly gripping cunt mixed with Vanessa being fucked by Tracey's strap-on beside me, and with a deep groan, I spat my juices onto the shower floor.
Laughing at myself, I thought, 'Fuck me, are you still a teenager unable to cope with sexy images, or what?'
Vanessa came home, and I followed her into the en suite. Leaning against the sink, I admired my wife's sexily muscled body and waited until she became aware of my stare.
Wiping the mist from the shower wall, Ness peered through it at me and said, "What?"
"Tracey invited me to host their next monthly meeting," I casually stated.
"And this is news because?" Ness queried.
"Because I didn't say yes," I replied.
"Because?" My wife asked.
"That wasn't why she called."
Playing the game, Ness questioned, "So, why did she call?"
"Because she wants to fuck you," I stated.
Vanessa wiped the steam mist away again to see my face, trying to gauge if I told the truth or was teasing her. "What did you say?" She finally asked, unable to decide if I was truthful or not.
"That it was up to you," I replied. "But I reminded her there was nothing for nothing."
"Meaning?"
"She didn't get to fuck my partner unless I got to fuck hers."
"You've agreed to another swap, then?" Ness asked.
I shook my head. "You and Ellen organised the only swap we've had," I pointed out. "I would never assume you would swap again without first asking you."
"Liam, you asshole, stop teasing me," Vanessa growled. "What did you arrange?"
"For Tracey and Margot to come for dinner a week from now. That's it," I grinned, knowing that as soon as my wife exited the shower, she'd demand I fuck her. I was wrong, however. We didn't fuck after Vanessa got out of the shower. Instead, she opened the shower door and demanded I come in and fuck her immediately.



Seven days passed uneventfully, and after telling our boys to skedaddle for the weekend, no big chore for either of them as they caught the afternoon flight to Rocky to see their girlfriends, Ness and I set up for Tracey and Margot's arrival. Moving the big table to the side, we set up our round dining table with a burgundy red tablecloth, candles, and fine silver cutlery. Dinner would be seared steaks, lightly fried snow peas cooked in butter and lemon, and homemade oven-cooked skin-on potato wedges seasoned with salt, pepper and garlic.
Closing in on seven, I opened a bottle of Margaret River Red and placed it on the table to breathe. The entrée was scallops fried in butter and garlic, and I had a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc chilling in the fridge to serve with that.
Ness wore her tiny black satin mini under her purple corset with strappy 7-inch heels. She'd done her makeup almost Goth girl severe and wore her hair loose, but the sides held off her ears by combs. It cascaded gorgeously down her back and across her shoulders. I'd buckled Ness' studded collar around her slim neck and let the leash dangle between her breasts.
The width of the collar was such that Ness couldn't bend her neck, but that only added to her allure as it forced her to keep her head up and back, which caused her shoulders to follow suit and gave her a proud, regal strut as she walked.
To match my wife's beauty, I wore my skin-tight black jeans with a wide gold buckled belt, a clinging black T-shirt that emphasised my broad chest and muscular arms and my black cowboy boots. For effect, I had a fawn-coloured sports jacket to wear when we greeted our guests, but the roaring gas fire in our lounge meant the house was too warm to keep it on.
A little after seven, there was a knock at the door. With Ness a dutiful two steps behind, I took her leash, put my jacket on, opened the door and greeted our guests.
Stepping inside, Tracey only had eyes for my wife, and they devoured her fine form avidly. Tall in her heeled boots, Tracey was only a little shorter than me. She wore blue jeans with a mannish chambray shirt buttoned to the top and held closed by a black string bolo. With her short hair, no makeup, and tiny A-cup breasts virtually unnoticeable under her loose shirt, Tracey screamed lesbian. But her blue eyes sparkled mischievously, and her smile was wide and welcoming.
"No wonder you keep this delectable treat collared and leashed," Tracey joked. "Every man, lesbian and bisexual woman in the neighbourhood must come sniffing around her daily!"
"Yeah," I responded deadpan. "Even gay guys have been known to hit on her."
"I can see why," Tracey stated admiringly.
I turned to study Margot. Margot wore a gold over white tunic dress in the style of the ancient Greeks. With several splits, it crossed from her left shoulder to just above her right breast, leaving her right shoulder bare, then spiralled around her body to her waist and then fell in straight lines to the floor. Margot's left side and rib cage were uncovered, and the globe of her left breast tantalisingly showed in the gap. Plus, as she moved, the skirt part of her dress split, revealing gorgeous glimpses of lightly tanned, shapely upper thighs, calves and feet. On her feet, Margot wore strappy flat sandals that wound around her calves before buckling just below her knee.
"I see that you approve of my partner as much as I approve of yours, Mister Liam," Tracey teased. "Perhaps you should introduce us to your wife?"
"Oh, dear!" I exclaimed. "How rude of me. Vanessa, meet Tracey and her partner Margot. Tracey and Margot, meet my wife, Vanessa. She prefers Nessa to Vanessa, although it's no big deal."
After the women had greeted each other, I escorted our guests to the lounge, where Ness brought the scallops and glasses of white wine. Tracey only sipped hers, so hinting, I said, "The guest room is set up. So why don't you plan to stay the night and relax and enjoy a few glasses of the superb wine my wife has selected for you?"
Her eyes laughing, Tracey responded, "Smooth, Mister Liam. Very smooth, indeed. It so happens that we brought overnight bags in case you asked us to stay." Tracey nodded at Margot, who placed her wine on the coffee table, stood up and scurried out to their car, returning a few moments later with two small bags.
Ness showed Margot to the room, and they were soon back and settled into chairs. Ness and I sat on the sofa opposite Tracey and Margot, who rested on our loveseat. Tracey and my wife were soon engaged in a discussion about their training regimes, with Tracey in awe of how much more weight the much smaller Vanessa could lift than she. They moved on to diet, with Ness explaining she didn't bother as she ensured her exercise routines burned at least as many calories as she consumed.
Margot moaned about having to eat like a sparrow because she hated exercising but admitted that her shapely legs were due to Tracey forcing her (Margot) to accompany her (Tracey) for three five-kilometre runs every week. Things were progressing nicely, with Tracey obviously attracted to my wife and Margot purposefully shifting to show me flashes of her inner thighs as she avidly watched my groin, hoping to see my cock swelling as I caught glimpses of her smooth flesh.
It was nearly time for me to cook the steaks as the oven bell had rung, giving a five-minute warning that the wedges were close to done. However, I wanted to get our mutual seduction moving at a faster pace, so I put my hand between Ness' muscly thighs and exerted a slight outward pressure. Taking the hint, Ness spread her thighs and leaned back, briefly exposing her knickerless slit to the two women opposite before standing and heading to the kitchen to cook the snow peas. Tracey and Margot gaped at each other and immediately blushed. However, the smell of feminine arousal suddenly hung heavy in the air.
"OMG!" Tracey whispered to Margot, slightly louder than she realised as I heard her clearly. "She's divine, isn't she? And, by her wet slit, horny as hell."
Holding their chairs, I sat Tracey and Margot at our dining table, then turned on our open gas grill and began cooking the steaks. A short time later, as my wife took the snow peas off the heat, I joked, "I'd prefer not to feed Philistines, so I will not cook the steaks beyond medium. However, if you like yours rare, as Ness and I do, they're ready now."
Tracey and Margot both opted for medium-rare, so I seared their meat for a little longer before taking their plates to them. Vanessa placed the bowls of snow peas and wedges on the table, then poured wine for everyone before sitting opposite Tracey and between Margot and me. I doubt anyone else here would notice, but a playfully wicked smile played across my wife's lips, and I wondered what mischief her delightfully nasty mind was conjuring.
Again, no one here but me would know, but Ness sat much closer to the table than she typically did. I didn't have time to wonder why for long because Tracey's head snapped around from the conversation she and I were having, and she stared at my wife.
Stifling a chuckle because I knew what had happened, I asked Tracey another question about her work for Women's AFL, Queensland and wondered how she could afford to do so much unpaid work for a 'not for profit' organisation. What had happened, and I knew this because Ness had often done something similar to me in restaurants, is that Ness had planted her shoe's toe firmly in Tracey's groin and was probably pressing it against Tracey's vulva.
Strangely, though, Tracey made no move to remove my wife's foot. Instead, she moved closer to the table and sagged down, allowing Ness better access. Ness sat straighter and reached down to her right. A moment later, there was a soft clatter as her shoe hit the ground, and she leaned back again. Tracey sat slumped in her chair, watching my wife and only absently answering my questions, so I decided it was time to seduce Margot.
Ness was chatting amiably with Margot while playing footsies with Tracey, but her attention wasn't on the blonde woman beside her. It was on Tracey's groin —I'm sure she felt warmth and wetness growing there.
Winking at my wife, I turned what I am told was a devastating smile onto Margot. "So, Ms Margot, other than your work for AFL Queensland, what do you do for a living?"
Smiling, Ness stood, removed her other shoe, walked to the fridge, and brought raspberries with vanilla ice cream to the table for dessert. She put some for everyone into bowls and added icing sugar and thickened cream before placing the bowls in front of us. Then, smiling serenely, she encouraged Tracey to move away from the table and sat sideways in her lap. Picking up a bowl, Vanessa took a raspberry, dipped it into the cream and icing sugar, and then placed it between her teeth, leaving half outside her lips. Then, leaning forward, she pressed the raspberry to Tracey's lips.
Moaning with undisguised lust, Tracey's lips parted, and she accepted the raspberry and Ness' kiss. My wife repeated this action twice more as Margot and I looked longingly on. Margot's hand had instinctively found mine, and she guided it to her left side and onto the swelling mound of her breast. As we watched the highly erotic scene playing out across the table from us, I ran the back of my nails softly along her breast's curve and lightly tickled her ribs.
Picking up the bowl, Ness handed it to Tracey, hiked her skirt up so she could spread her thighs wide enough and straddled Tracey's thighs. Then, leaning back, Ness slowly, seductively unclipped her corset, exposing her full, C-cup breasts. Dropping the corset behind her, Vanessa stared into Tracey's eyes, dropped them down to the ice cream and then onto her tits. Taking the hint, Tracey scooped some ice cream onto her fingers and smeared it across Ness' nipples before leaning forward and licking it off.
"More," Ness demanded, her eyes closed, and head tossed back.
Scooping a hefty dollop out, Tracey smeared it across Ness's breasts with extra on her nipples. Then, sucking and licking eagerly, Tracey set about cleaning my wife's tits.
"Close," Ness moaned as Tracey slurped the last splash of ice cream from Ness' luscious tits. "Take my nipple in your mouth and suck hard as you finger my button."
Unable to stand any more of this erotic vision, Margot moaned and turned into me, her hand guiding mine between her legs and onto her shaved bare, naked snatch. Then, after a long soul kiss, she pleaded, "Finger my button, too, Liam, please."
With twin sighs, both women came, shuddering and moaning on Tracey's and my fingers and thumbs.
Feeling daring, Margot climbed onto the table, lifted her knees and pulled her dress up, exposing her sopping wet gash to my eager eyes. Then, scooping ice cream from her bowl, she spread it over her vulva and clit, then begged, "Eat it off me, please, Sir."
That must have also seemed like an excellent idea to Vanessa because she soon lay next to Margot, facing the opposite way, with her skirt gone and cunt lewdly displayed to her new lover. Vanessa howled an orgasm a short time later, setting off Margot's climax as she did. Margot wasn't a screamer like Ness, but she did moan her appreciation beautifully and shudder under my tongue deliciously.
Standing up, Tracey held her jean's clasp and growled, "May I fuck your slut?"
"As long as I can fuck yours," I acquiesced. But I was unclear about what she meant by 'fuck'. After all, she didn't have a cock.
I swiftly found that I was wrong. Tracey pulled her jeans down, and a thick, 7-inch strap-on cock bounced into view. Tracey's fake cock appeared very life-like, with the glans well-defined and thick veins twisting around the shaft. Its 'balls' hung heavy at the shaft's base and would slap against the woman's perineum or clit (Depending on whether the woman was face up or down.) convincingly. As Tracey adjusted it, I could see it had a double-end, with at least six inches of 'cock' pushed up inside Tracey's cunt. It was my turn to moan!
Ness still lay on the table, her hands absently playing with her clit as she waited for what was next. But, when she saw Tracey's 'cock', she moaned in anticipation and fingered herself with urgency. Grabbing my wife by the knees, Tracey hauled Ness to the table's edge, then wiped the strap-on's head through her folds to ensure it was well lubricated, then positioned it at my wife's entrance and pushed the 'cock's' glans into her, "Hard or slow?" Tracey asked.
'I know the answer to that!' I silently chuckled to myself because I knew Ness was ready for a table-shaking fucking, not gentle lovemaking.
"Hard!" Vanessa demanded, unsurprisingly. So Tracey held her hands, then pulled her down as she viciously sawed the fake cock into Ness' tight cunt.
Eyes rolling back, Ness groaned, "Yesss!" as she felt her nether regions brutally parted.
I wanted Margot to watch her girlfriend fuck my wife, so I turned her over and pressed her apple-sized tits firmly onto the table's top with her head near Ness' hips as I lifted her dress and exposed her creamy buttocks. "Does your slut like to be spanked?"
"Margot's a pain slut," Tracey explained as she vigorously fucked my wife. "So hurt her as much as you want because she'll only cum harder. However, I like taking her out with lots of her skin showing, so please keep your marks to her ass and tits. Don't leave any permanent marks, either. What about yours?"
"Ness loves being demeaned and humiliated as well as some pain to embellish her pleasure, so feel free to mark her fine ass and gorgeous tits as much as you want."
"Demeaned and humiliated, eh? I can do that. Besides, this slut is almost cumming, so let me send her into orbit." Taking Vanessa's nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, Tracey twisted them forcibly as she pulled them back. Then Tracey snarled, "Cum for me, you cock sucking, cum drinking whore!" as she jammed her 'cock' into my wife's cunt.
Vanessa's head tipped back, and she shrieked her orgasm to the heavens, her whole body jittering and juddering on the table.
Walloping Margot's slightly wobbly ass, I growled, "I think we can beat that, can't we?" Then slammed my cock deep into her welcoming vulva. Forcing my hands under Margot's body, I grasped her apple-sized tits and squeezed my fingers into their soft flesh. Then dragging her back by them as I thrashed into her, I fucked her until I felt her breath hitch, and she groaned, "Laaaawwwwddddddddd, yessssssssssss!" her pussy juices flowing down over my balls and filled her hot cunt with my cum.
Not screamed, like my wife's was, but still an intense blow, and I was satisfied with her orgasmic response.
But what happened next caused me to cringe. Tracey pulled out of Vanessa, unbuckled her strap-on and dropped it to the floor before pulling her boots and jeans off. Then striding across to Margot, she grabbed a handful of hair at the top of Margot's head and dragged her off the table. Forcing her to her knees, Tracey arched Margot's neck back as she straddled her tits. Pressing Margot's chin firmly to her pudenda, her eyes locked to her slut's, Tracey groaned and released her bladder, urinating over Margot's neck and tits.
That did it for us. Making excuses, I encouraged Margot to shower, change and leave with Tracey, vowing never to host another function for her. If being urinated on was a thing Margot enjoyed, then good luck to her. But it's not something I could countenance doing to another, nor something I wanted to see done. There's demeaning someone, and then there's degrading them. Tracey had crossed from one to the other, and I was only glad she hadn't done it to Vanessa. If she had, I would have feared for Tracey's life. One night, when we were out, a woman took exception to her man ogling my wife. Instead of taking it out on her man, she pulled Ness' hair, then spat in her face. It took two bouncers and me to pull my wife off the woman.
Chapter 44.
Thankfully, or perhaps, fearfully, there were now less than five weeks before Isla's birthday.
Vanessa was bustling about the kitchen making tuna muffins as I picked up the house phone and dialled the Flight Centre to book my tickets to Rocky. Reaching over, Ness pushed the button down and disconnected the call.
"What are you doing?" She asked.
Flummoxed, I replied, "Booking my flights to Rockhampton for my night with Isla. I'll phone The Empire Apartment Hotel next."
"Big, naïve, blind lummox," Ness muttered before speaking up and saying, "August the sixteenth is a Monday, Liam. Isla's flying down with Tanya and Meral on the Friday before and spending time with family and friends over the weekend. Our boys will stay with their girlfriends until Wednesday. On Monday, I will pick Isla up and bring her here in time for me to get to work. Therefore, my big lummox, there is no need for you to book tickets."
"And you told me this, when?" I growled.
"Just now," my wife admitted. "But it was you, over a year ago, who said that Isla wouldn't want a one-night torrid affair in a hotel room and suggested she'd want to come here instead. So, I, along with Ellen and Isla, made it happen."
"You're cooking something up, Ness. Care to tell me what it is?"
Smiling, my wife handed me a fresh out of the oven muffin and replied, "No. You'll find out after Isla's birthday."
"After? Not on?" I questioned.
Smiling mysteriously, Vanessa repeated, "After."
I had to leave it at that because I knew we'd be in an argument if I pushed any harder.
Isla and I spoke on the phone every other day, but as our time together neared, we found it harder to remain appropriate, so our calls, of a necessity, were brief. Whenever I hung up, I internally railed at the ridiculousness of a government bureaucracy assigning an age for an adult to lose their virginity as I believed that a no more personal decision existed.
I agree that those whose physical development far exceeds their mental and emotional maturity need protection from making decisions based on lust and desire. But Isla wasn't driven by either of those. Instead, she was a mature young woman who decided to take an older man for her first lover to ensure it would be a beautiful, rewarding experience. Yet, she couldn't at a time of her choosing because some stuck-up old biddies who probably hadn't had a satisfying orgasm in their entire lives and a bunch of impotent, senile, old men had decided she needed to wait thirty more days.
Two thousand years, on that number, I'd swear, passed, and it was finally August. I'd bumped into my friend and Ness' lover, Liam Aldiss, in a store in the city, and he said The Panthers, his original team, were struggling in the NEAFL and could do with some help. Even though I was nearing forty years old and hadn't played for four years, and despite it being past mid-season and not far from finals, I pulled the boots on and ran out for them. To appease the salary cap checkers and to ensure I had medical coverage, I signed a playing contract for one whole dollar. Although, I received a fifteen-dollar bonus every time we won.
I played the last seven games of the season, including two finals. My appearance for the team sparked a resurgence, and with the last kick of the last game of the regular season, we scraped into the top five to make the finals. Playing full-forward, I averaged a respectful four goals, one behind over those five matches, including kicking the winning goal in our elimination final game. Unfortunately, The Morningsliders (as we were known) crashed out the following week in the preliminary finals, ending another fruitless year for the club.
However, The Panthers were ecstatic with my contribution and were keen for me to return next year, possibly in a captain/coach role. I needed to discuss it with Vanessa and my kids first, so I demurred on giving an immediate answer.



The days crawled forward, and finally, it was Friday, the thirteenth of August. Knowing that the beautiful Isla stayed with her Aunt only a few kilometres down the road added piquancy to my denied desires. However, I carefully stayed away, even though I desperately wanted to see her. Ness did her best to distract me by teasing me with her gorgeous body at every opportunity. I'd turn to find my wife naked, bending over something or wearing a tiny skirt, her delicious pussy salaciously exposed as she knelt, pretending to clean.
Ness and I fuck more regularly than most long-term married couples, I guess, but my cock spent more time buried in her cunt over that weekend than since we first moved in together and tried for our first child.
Sunday night, Vanessa refused to allow me to make love to her, no matter how much I tried to turn her on. Even growling epithets at her didn't work. Well, they turned her on, that's for sure, but she refused to react to that desire. Frustrated, I rolled over and took myself in hand.
"Don't you dare," Ness growled. "It won't kill you to go a night without release, so stop being selfish and save it for Isla tomorrow."
Sighing, I released my cock. 'Surely Ness realises by now that I can fuck her all night and still have the energy to fuck Isla all day?' I bitched to myself. Sleep was hard to find, and according to the alarm clock beside my bed, it was after 3.00 am before I fell asleep.
Around 10.30 am, Ness woke me by waving a cup of coffee under my nose. Stretching and yawning, I rolled and sat up, "What?" I growled. "You're not picking Isla up until 1.30, so why are you waking me now?"
"Change of plan, babe," Ness gaily explained, her voice way too cheery for my liking. "I've been called in for an early start and won't be able to pick up Miss Isla. So, instead, I've booked a table for two on the jetty at Oxley's Wharf Restaurant in Milton for lunch. The booking's for midday, so get your muscly ass out of bed and get ready because you'll need to pick Isla up by 11.30 at the latest."
Then Ness took my face in her hands, glared into my eyes, and added. "This is not the time for casual, Liam. I expect you to go all out, so drag your black, three-piece suit out of the bag along with your royal blue silk button-up shirt and narrow black tie. And no damned cowboy boots! Put your black Oxfords on instead, and lover, go for that tousled hair look that always makes my knickers wet!"
Sipping my coffee, I looked at my wife wonderingly and asked, "How many other wives this morning are dressing their husbands before sending them off to fuck another woman, do you reckon?"
Giggling guiltily, Ness admitted that the thought of me finally consummating my fifteen-month-long seduction of the younger Monie girl had her hotter than noon in summer in a glass house, and if I didn't get out of the house, she was likely to drop to her knees and suck me off as she fingered herself to orgasm. That sounded pretty damned good to me, so I encouraged her to do precisely that. She refused, of course, and I was soon showered, shaved, dressed and walking out to my Maserati.
Arriving at Isla's aunt's house, I leapt over the stairs and swiftly crossed the veranda before knocking on the front door. Ellen's sister, Penelope Adair, opened the door and greeted me with a wide smile. After exchanging air kisses, she stood back and openly admired me. The difference between Ellen and Penelope was startling. Ellen was quite tall, blonde and muscly, with small, high and widely spaced breasts. In comparison, Penny had jet-black hair instead of blonde and was big. Big everywhere. Almost as tall as me, weighing at least 150 kg (330 lbs), with humongous tits, a round belly, a big wobbly bum and huge squishy thighs.
As she typically did, Penny wore a black dress that scooped low and clung to her enormous bosom, exposing vast amounts of titty flesh before flaring into a wide skirt that fell to her calves. With her ready grin, pretty face and earthy personality, I'd have fucked her a second if Penny had shown any desire for me to do so. Her idiot husband had divorced her when she hit 120 kg, citing her weight and their inability to make love. The fool could not have had any imagination at all because I could think of at least a dozen different ways to make love to this gorgeous creature.
"Finished ogling"? I teased as Penny stood in the door, not moving.
"No," she said, not denying what she was doing. Then twirling her finger in a circle, she added, "Step back and do a slow turn for me."
Laughing, I did as she asked, but when I faced away from her, Penny goosed me. Jumping, I spun back to see her standing innocently, pretending to have done nothing. Then she grinned and backed through the door. "Welcome back, Liam. It's good to see you again, honey. But I do wish you and Nessa would visit more often."
"We've come every time you've invited us, Penny," I protested. "But whenever we invite you, you demure and say you're too busy."
The smile slowly fell from Penny's pretty face. "I struggle with my self-confidence since Chris abandoned me, Liam. I'm so big everyone stares at me when I go out, and I prefer to stay home rather than be embarrassed."
Jumping again because she goosed me a second time as I passed her, I growled, "They stare at your pretty face and gigantic tits, Penny. Not because you're overweight!"
Smiling and faintly blushing at my compliment, Penny called, "Isla! Your date is here."
"Coming," Isla said from upstairs somewhere.
Looking upwards, I saw Isla appear. Standing at the top of the stairs, she paused to do a slow pirouette and allow me to drink in her loveliness. With her long blonde hair side parted and swept over her left shoulder and her full, pouting lips lined with deep, dark red lipstick, she looked like she was about to be presented to the judges for the evening gown section of the Miss Universe Pageant. Her gown was a backless, shimmering white creation inlaid with many gold and purple threads that perfectly clung to her young curves and exposed the outside swell of her globes.
The gown's back fell to barely above Isla's ass cleft, leaving a hint of the 'heart-shaped' curve of her cheeks showing. The skirt part of her dress clung to her shapely legs and had a left side split that revealed Isla's leg all the way to her hip joint. Isla's gown had a plunging neckline that barely covered her nipples, let alone her breasts, with the part reaching to just above her naval.
On her feet, Isla wore, matching to the dress, gold and white 5-inch heels with a strap that ran across the top of her foot before curling around her ankle and buckling together. Interestingly, the inside part of the shoes' straps held twin d-rings.
"For a slave chain to be attached to," Penny whispered, handing me a gold-linked chain with a padlock and key. "When you have her naked and standing before you, attach the chain so she knows she's yours. Lucky woman."
I couldn't believe my ears! Penny, Isla's aunt, wanted me to 'own' her niece, wanted her to be mine, and thought Isla was lucky to be mine? My mind blown, I stood staring up at my young, soon-to-be lover.
"I think his pee-wee mind has short-circuited, Isla," Penny chortled. "Child, looking like you do and dressed as you are, you'd arouse a marble statue! Better come on down here while I scrape Liam's jaw off the floor."
Penny goosed me again before quietly hissing, "Don't just stand there with your tongue lolling out, you imbecile. Say something!"
Recovered, I smiled and waited until Isla reached the bottom of the stairs, then taking the present I had for her out of my pocket, I took her hand and kissed the back of it and said, "Such a pretty dress on such a beautiful young woman deserves a pretty necklace to go with it. Maybe this one will do."
Turning her hand over, I shook the gold Sautoir necklace with a diamond-centred daisy-shaped platinum pendant I'd bought for her out of its felt pouch into her palm. I let Isla pick it up so she and Penny could admire it, then walked behind her so I could clasp it around her long, slim neck. Returning to face her, I saw that I'd chosen the length of her chain perfectly because the pendant nestled perfectly between Isla's C-ups, emphasising their exquisite curves as the lower part of the chain fell further down, ending under Isla's dress.
Moving to the mirror beside the front door, Isla examined her gift and how it sat on her chest. "It's gorgeous, Daddy Liam. But you've spent way more money on me than you should have." She declared.
Running my hands around her taut tummy and pressing my swelling erection against her lower back, I replied, "Stuff and nonsense, Isla. You're deserving of much more than this mere bauble. Besides, happy birthday."
Isla turned until her breasts pushed against my chest, then tilting her back, waiting for me to kiss her, she breathed, "I love you, Daddy Liam. Thank you for this show of affection. I will cherish it forever."
"You're welcome, my love," I replied. "Shall we go?"
"Not so fast," Penny said, brandishing a camera. "If I don't get pictures for your wife and my sister, my life will not be worth living."
Fifteen minutes later, we were finally on our way to Milton. We were late for our booking, but not by so much they'd given our table away, so we settled into our seats, sipping wine and chatting as we waited for our meals, the anticipation for what would happen after we ate building nicely.
Finally, at two O'clock, I could stand no more. Paying the bill, along with a hefty tip, I hurried Isla to my car and drove swiftly home. Her eyes twinkling, Isla caressed my raging erection through my trousers the whole way home. Pulling into the garage, I looked into her eyes and growled, "If you keep that up, you'll have to swallow my first load right here!"
"I want to, Daddy," Isla whispered longingly. "I want to feel your big cock pulse as it spits its warm, gooey essence into my mouth."
'Well, shiiiiiiiiiiiiitttttttttt!!!' I thought, my balls aching and cock throbbing at the thought. Looking at her to ensure she wanted this, not only doing it for me, I unzipped and fished my rampantly erect pole out of my trousers. Offering it to her, I moaned, "Show me how much you want it."
Hitting the remote to close the garage doors, I lowered the seatback and watched as Isla undid her seatbelt, knelt on her seat, and then wrapped her dainty hand around my shaft. Smiling enigmatically, Isla licked her lips and slowly, sensually lowered her lips onto my cock's head. Then, looking submissively up at me, she paused to lap at the precum secretions leaking from my cock's eye.
"Hmm," She throatily moaned. "Delicious." And her mouth widened, slowly engulfing my throbbing with need cock. Sliding her lips down my shaft, Isla hit her gripping hand before choking, so releasing two fingers, she moved her hand lower and allowed more of me inside her mouth. A few moments later, Isla took her middle finger off my dick and lowered her hand until only her forefinger and thumb encircled my cock's shaft.
Looking down and seeing my inexperienced lover had taken all but the last centimetre of my cock into her mouth, I moaned and warned, "I'm close, Isla. If you don't want me to cum in your mouth, you'd better lift off now."
In answer, Isla gripped my shaft and pumped, her head bobbing up and down in time with her pumps.
"Oh, Laaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwddddddddddd!" I groaned as my prostate cramped, my balls snapped against my shaft, and I spat huge globules of cum into Isla's sucking mouth.
Swallowing happily, Isla gulped my offering down before giving my cock one last lingering suck and straightening up. Smiling serenely, she said, "Thank you, Daddy Liam. Your gift tasted delicious."
Pulling Isla's head to mine, I kissed her ferociously as my tongue duelled with hers in her mouth, tasting my essence as it did. "Let's take this party inside so I can return the favour."
"Nuh-ahh, Daddy, Isla denied, shaking her head. "I gave you oral in the car, and it's only fair that you return the favour."
Laughing, I patted my lips and said, "Come sit on my face, baby."
Lifting the hem of her skirt and exposing her naked, trimmed pussy, 'OMG!' I silently marvelled. 'All that time with her, not knowing I could have had her gloriously naked before me with a simple push on those two spaghetti straps.' Isla crawled over the well and up my chest before settling onto my face. Then looking down at me, she moaned, "Make me cum, Daddy Liam."
With her dress over my face, I couldn't see much, however, my tongue knew its way around a woman's nether regions, so after stabbing lightly into Isla's love tunnel a few times, feeling her hymen give slightly as I did, I tilted my head and ran my tongue from her entrance to her nub. Repeating this journey several times, I homed in on her clitoris and began battering that delightful nubbin as I reached up her body, searching for her nipples.
Dropping the straps off her dress, Isla let it fall to pile around her hips. Then taking my blindly questing hands in hers, Isla guided them onto her breasts for me to knead and squeeze, then onto her pencil eraser-sized nipples.
As I stroked and circled them, eliciting small moans of intense pleasure, Isla breathed, "Finally, Daddy. Finally, I can show you that I want you as my man and want to be your girl forever. Pinch my nipples, Daddy. Make me cum as your slutty little girl should!"
Although disturbed by her pronouncement, I put it aside and worked my tongue over and around Isla's clit as I gently tweaked and twisted her tiny nipples. "Squeeze harder, Daddy," Isla demanded. "I'm about to cum!"
Then squealing, she did!
Holding onto a handful of my hair as I roughed her nipples, Isla rode my nose and chin as I lapped at whatever was close enough until, squealing even louder, she orgasmed again, quickly followed by a third, smaller one.
Moving down my chest until she sat with her perineum pressed against my rigidly stiff, throbbing dick, Isla kissed me lovingly before resting her head on my shoulder and dreamily saying, "The first orgasms I've ever had from someone else, Daddy. If those are what oral orgasms are like, I can't wait until you're inside me."
"Shall we adjourn to the guestroom, honey?" I asked. "It'll be more comfortable for me to make you a woman."
Isla shook her head, "Your bed," she insisted. "Aunty Nessa gave me permission. I am your woman, Daddy. Take me to your bed."
It was something I'd have to sort out, but, of course, with a stunningly beautiful, hot-bodied, willing young woman in my arms asking me to take her to bed and make love to her, I was thinking with the wrong head.
"Would you like me to carry you, baby?" I gently asked.
"Yes, please, Daddy," Isla pleaded. "Like a bride, please."
Pushing my door open and grateful Ness had taken her car to work, I slid out of the vehicle on my feet and back until Isla's head cleared the door frame. Then, using my core muscles' strength, I stood, holding her virtually naked body to me. No longer restricted by a ridiculous law, I lowered my young lover until my rampantly erect cock pressed against her folds, slightly above her entrance and squeezed her tightly to me, my cock aching for me to lift her a little higher before lowering her onto it. Then, hugging her and kissing her soft lips, I turned her sideways and, using the Bridal Carry, carried in through the internal door into the lobby, down the hall and into my room.
Opening the door, I carefully swung Isla around and walked through the door. Looking to the bed to ensure I didn't embarrass myself by tripping over it and seeing my wife lying naked on it with the sheets pulled back, I froze, then scared of what her being there meant, I prattled, "Ness! What the fuck are you doing here? Aren't you supposed to be at work? Are you sick? Do I need to get you to a doctor?"
Wriggling out of my arms, Isla dropped her gown, kicked off her shoes and jumped into bed with my wife. Then sighing happily, she kissed Ness passionately as she stroked her breasts before turning and backing into Vanessa's front. As I watched, mind blown, my wife kissed the gorgeous teenager's neck and caressed her left breast, her fingers dancing over the young woman's nipple.
Isla turned her head and exchanged a searing kiss with the older woman before they both looked at me and said, "Big, naïve, blind lummox."
It was too much, and I couldn't think or understand, and my mind wouldn't believe what they were saying. Stumbling across to the loveseat, I slowly sank onto it. "Ness, Isla, what the fuck is happening?"
The women looked at each other again, nodded and repeated, "Big, naïve..."
"Stow it!" I barked, still overwhelmed. "I swear, if one of you doesn't tell me what the fuck is going on, I'm taking a paddle to the pair of you until you do!"
"We might like that!" They laughed in unison.
"Ness," I pleaded. "What's going on?"
Taking pity on me, Ness patiently said, "Honey, get naked and into bed with us. I'll explain in simple, one-syllable words so your poor addled brain can keep up."
I stripped. Of course, I did. If two hotter women were naked in bed, cuddling somewhere in the world, my mind couldn't imagine it. Mind you, my mind had taken its lunchbox and gone for a picnic.
Once I was naked, the girls parted and patted the bed between them. Crawling into the indicated space, I flipped onto my back and held my arms out. Ness settled into my left side with Isla on my right. Both girls threw a knee and arm over my body and pressed their hot, wet slits against my thighs.
"So, Liam," my wife patiently explained. "Remember when we first talked about this day, and I said, 'The very first day we met the Monies, Isla cornered me and asked if she could marry you?'" I nodded, remembering it vividly. "Good, Liam," she kidded before resuming. "Okay, well, the next time our families got together, Isla asked me again. And she continued to ask me every time our families were together. I thought it was a young girl's crush and paid no real attention to it. But to prevent her from continually asking, I promised we'd discuss it when she was old enough."
I knew all this, so I shifted irritably, waiting for my wife to get to the point.
Ness continued, "After Isla's thirteenth birthday, she began to call me every week, wanting to talk about you. It was then that I began to suspect it wasn't a child's crush or a teenager's fantasy. It was that Isla loved you deeply and profoundly and had from the moment she met you."
"I did, Daddy," Isla assured me. "The first time you walked into our house, I saw your confident strut, almost arrogant grace, and beaming smile below your dreamy eyes and knew I wanted you to be my man, despite being too young to even understand what that meant. I just knew that every time I saw you, I got a funny feeling like butterflies dancing in my stomach. Of course, as I matured, those butterflies were a little lower than my tummy, if you catch my drift. There was one, not so small, problem, however."
"Me," Ness chimed in.
"Yeah," Isla agreed. "I loved you, Daddy, but I loved my Aunty Nessa, too. Whenever I thought about being with you, I felt teary because if I were with you, my favourite aunt couldn't be. But, if I thought of giving you up so Nessa could keep you, I grew sadder still.
"Therefore, Daddy, I needed a solution. So, when you came up for Larry's eighteenth birthday, I cornered her again and once more asked if I could 'marry' you, too. We talked and talked, and Nessa confessed she'd flirted with being a lesbian as a teenager. Not because she preferred girls to boys but because she felt men weren't attracted to her. Then she met you."
"And much as you unwittingly swept an eight-year-old Isla off her feet, you stole my heart and virginity that night," Ness added. "And I married you, instead."



"In return," Isla continued. "I confessed that I got excited thinking about making love with her, and Vanessa and I decided we'd explore sharing you. We talked on the phone lots and lots and found we both wanted to at least try."
"That's when I decided to invite Adriana to visit, Liam," my wife explained. "I needed someone to experiment with, so when today came, I didn't mortify our gorgeous friend by being unable to make love with her."
"Okay," I replied. "That's all good and well, but what does it all mean?"
"It means that I want Isla to join our marriage as our lover, Liam," my wife stated earnestly. "Part of us and equal too. The three of us in one union, friends and lovers forever more."
Shaking my head, I said, "Please, Isla, understand that I love you with all my heart. I love you as much as I love Ness, but surely you're selling yourself short? Shouldn't you, as Tanya has, find a man that can be yours alone?"
"Daddy Liam, I've told you that you're the only man for me," Isla asserted. "Sell myself short? Hah! None I know have or will marry a man that is half what you are. Babies? Nessa says I can have as many as I want, assuming you want them. I want to bear you a daughter, Daddy. At least one, preferably two. Then we'll get started on some boys."
Again, it was too much. What would our boys think? What would Isla and Ness' families think? What would our friends think? What would Isla's friends think? I couldn't, could I? Surely, not? Surely I shouldn't even countenance this, but then I looked into my wife's happily smiling eyes, then turned to peer into Isla's hopeful ones, and the dam broke. I wanted this.
If the truth be told, I had wanted this ever since an eight-year-old Isla first climbed into my lap and so innocently and sweetly told me she loved me. Of course, I'd carefully put that thought aside until ten years later. But, as I lay sandwiched between her and my wife, I could legally admit it.
"What happens now?" I asked.
"First, you make Isla a woman, then I give her her first lesbian experience, and then we three make love together."
"And tomorrow?" I asked. "The day after? What do we tell Isla's family? What do we tell our boys, friends and family?"
"Our boys won't care, Liam. You know that! Aaron may have until he met the inimitable Meral, but not now. As for my mum and dad? Fuck em! And, Mister Liam, when did you last speak to or care what your family thought?"
"When Dad tried to prevent me from being drafted by the Fitzroy Lions," I growled. "He thought playing AFL would leave me penniless and uneducated, without any job skills at all."
"Dad isn't happy about me loving you, Daddy Liam. However, he accepts that it's my and Nessa's decision, and it won't affect your friendship with him," Isla admitted. "But Mum thinks it's only right, and Tanya wishes that, like me, she could share because she wants you for herself, but would never do that to Aunty Nessa. As for my friends, only Meral isn't jealous, and that's only because she's head over heels in love with your son."
Squeezing Isla's shoulders, I asked, "Honey, are you sure? Eighteen is kind of young to be making a lifetime commitment."
How old were you when you asked Aunty Nessa to marry you, Daddy Liam?
"I was a month short of nineteen," I confessed.
"And eleven months makes that much difference, Daddy?" Isla questioned.
Defeated once again by teenage girl logic, and with my cock stretching as it swelled, I kissed my virgin lover with every ounce of skill I possessed, leaving her trembling and gasping. I briefly turned to my wife, "Last chance, Ness. If you don't call a halt to this now, I'll make love to Isla and claim her as mine forever."
Isla gasped, her pussy hotter and wetter against my thigh, as she shook, waiting for Ness' response. Vanessa moved to press her forehead to mine, look into my eyes, and softly kiss my lips. "Do it, baby," she said softly. "Then, after you've cum in her, I'll eat it out of Isla's pussy and make her ours."
Committed, I rolled Isla and me over, resting my body on hers. With most of my weight on my elbows, I locked lips with my beautiful young friend and danced my tongue across hers. I patiently waited until I heard Isla's breath pant with desire, then kissed her briefly a final time and lowered myself down her svelte, sexy body. Pausing at her spongy, full C-cup breasts, I nipped her nipples before swirling my tongue over them. Then, hearing Isla's moan of lustful desire, I took her right nipple into my mouth before sucking as hard as I could.
"OHHHHHHHHH!!!!!" Isla groaned as she climaxed, her hot pussy pushing against my toned stomach.
Changing to her left, I sucked equally hard on that one as I had the first while strumming her right with my thumb. Isla's subsequent orgasm was more intense than her first but still not in the screaming range I knew she could be. So, lowering further, I kissed across Isla's six-pack tummy and mound, then down onto her clit. Giving her button a light kiss, I moved lower until I lapped at the secretions flowing from her overexcited pussy, feeling her hymen slightly bend with my tongue's pressure.
"Daddy, please," Isla begged, though what she pleaded for was unclear.
"Tell me what you want, Isla," I suddenly barked.
"Your cock breaking my hymen and making me a woman," Isla instantly responded.
"Beg," I demanded.
Unhesitatingly complying, Isla pleaded, "Please, Big Daddy Liam. Make this girl a woman by shoving your big cock through her hymen."
"Cum for me first," I demanded as my mouth surrounded Isla's clit, and my tongue lashed it.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUCCKKKKKKKK, DADDY!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" Isla yowled as an earth-shattering orgasm blasted her tiny body into minuscule pieces.
Moving to cover her sexy body, I waited until Isla's mind had returned from its deep-space exploration before smiling down at her, my throbbing, rigidly stiff cock poised at her pussy's entrance, and asked, "Ready to become a woman, my love?"
Her eyes wide, Isla shyly nodded before saying, "Will it hurt, Daddy?"
"Some," I admitted. "But I've tested your hymen with my tongue several times, and I think it will feel more like a pinch than anything else."
Isla reached her hand and grasped Vanessa's, then pleaded, "Do it, Daddy Liam. Break my hymen and make me your woman forever."
I could tell that Isla still held fears, so I repeated, "Are you ready, baby?"
This time, she locked lips with my wife before returning her gaze to me and repeating, "Do it, Daddy Liam. Break my hymen and make me your woman forever."
Smiling, I held Isla's shoulders and pulled gently down as I pressed my hips forward. Isla's hymen resisted momentarily before parting and allowing my cock to push deep into her cunt. Coming to rest, buried to my balls in her no longer virgin pussy, I held still and waited for my young lover's reaction.
Isla twitched and softly yipped as my cock forced her hymen asunder, but now, she stared wonderingly up at me, her legs instinctively wrapping around my hips, and groaned, "I'm yours, Liam. No longer your 'little girl', I'm yours and Ness' wife."
Isla's use of 'Liam' instead of Daddy Liam or Daddy and 'Ness' instead of Vanessa, Aunty, or Nessa excited me and knowing in my soul, it was true, I stated, "Welcome to my marriage, Isla. I am yours and Vanessa's until either of you says it's no longer true."
I slowly, gently and lovingly stroked into Isla until I felt her shudder, then moan, "I'm about to cum, husband. Fill me with your cum as I do."
Gripping her shoulders, I short-hunched her until her eyes rolled back, and she, as Vanessa often does, shrieked her orgasm to the sky. Roaring, my orgasm mixed with Isla's, and I joyously filled her young cunt full of my seed.
Ness poked my ribs as I came down, indicating I should roll off our teenage lover. Then, sliding between Isla's gaping thighs, Ness pushed her mouth against Isla's blood and semen covered cunt, and licking and slashing with her tongue, swiftly brought her to another orgasm.
Sighing contentedly, Isla snuggled between Isla and me and said, "I love you both, and I'm grateful that you've chosen me to be your third. Now, please, teach me what I need to know to be the best lover you've ever had."

The End.

Epilogue and final explanations.
The events described above culminated in August 1999, fourteen years ago. Although we could never have our three-way marriage officially recognised, Vanessa, Isla and I have lived as husband and wives since that day. Isla was so confident things would work out that she had already consigned her belongings to a removal truck due to arrive the following Friday.
As she said she would, Tanya married Gary the day after she graduated with her Master's in Business Analytics. They own and operate a plumbing company employing twelve plumbers across Brisbane. Tanya and my son say they won't have children until their mid-thirties at the earliest, and that's now, so I'm hoping for more grandchildren soon.
Aaron and Meral married before them, and Meral was pregnant as she stood with Tanya as a bridesmaid for Tanya's wedding. They've had three more children since then, all boys. As Aaron looks on with a harried expression, Meral insists they'll keep trying until she's had a girl.
Isla completed her Bachelor's in Nursing and worked with Ness in the renal unit at The P.A. Hospital. However, unlike our wife, Isla wanted to progress beyond being a ward nurse, and after four years of working, and in between our two children, Aurora, now a gorgeous, blonde, bubbly nineteen-year-old, and Sienna, a dark-haired beauty at sixteen, just now coming into her own, she returned to Uni and did her Master's. She's currently the NUM for the Spinal unit at The P.A.
Jim and I have an annual week where we swap wives. We alternate between me going there as Ness stays home with Jim and Ness travelling there as Ellen comes to me.
Isla, Ness and I can still take a 'day pass' to play outside our marriage once a year without any questions and the option to ask for an extra one if the mood takes us. I've only used mine more than once a year one time. It was around nine months into the first year of our combined marriage when finding me sitting in the lounge, Isla hiked up her skirt and straddled my lap. Then, pulling her top off, she cupped and pushed her gorgeously full breasts into my face. Reaching between us, Isla fished my rapidly rising erection out of my shorts, then sat on it, sighing luxuriantly.
Now that she had me hot, horny and distracted, she said, "Liam, honey. Gorgeous man, husband and fantastic lover, I need a favour. But before I tell you what it is, you must promise to say yes."
With her sliding so deliciously up and down my flesh pole as I nibbled on her puffy nipples, I'd have probably agreed to do anything short of assassinating the Prime Minister at that stage, so I said, "Sure, baby. What is it?"
"You promise?" Isla insisted.
"Yes, my love. Now, what did you want?"
"I want you to go over to Aunty Penelope's place and seduce her before spending the night fucking her every which way until she begs you to stop, then fucking her some more."
I fell back, stunned. "You can't be serious, Isla!" I gasped. "Penny's never shown any interest in me that way at all."
"Big, naïve, ..."
"Can it!" I barked. "Are you seriously telling me that your Aunty Penelope Adair, separated and divorced for over seven years, never having even dated in that time, has the hots for me and wants me to fuck her?"
"Yes, she does," Isla stated as she walked into the room before dropping her clothes and straddling my knees behind our young lover. "Penny needs someone to show her she's still an attractive woman with much to offer some lucky guy if she just got over her fear of rejection," Ness added as her hands pushed my lips off Isla's nipple and began twisting and tweaking them.
Isla's eyes were closed, and her breath came in sharp pants as she bounced on my pole, so Ness growled, "Cum on your man's big cock, you dirty, cum drenched, pussy licking slut!" and then bit her neck.
"FFFFFFFAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRKKKKKKKKKKKKK!" Isla howled as she exploded and drenched my balls with her pussy fluids.
Gently moving Isla to the side, Ness took her spot on my pole and demanded, "Bite my tits and fill me full of cum. I'm about to erupt!"
Sucking the inner globe of Ness' rounded breast into my mouth, I slammed my hips up at her descending cunt as I viciously sucked and bit.
Hissing like a cat, my wife screamed, "YEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!" as she, too, gushed fluids over my balls, and I spat thick ropes of semen into her tight cunt.
Ness rolled off me and sat on a towel we keep handy to our couches, holding Isla's hand as they looked expectantly up at me.
Tucking my wilting cock back into my shorts, I looked at the expectant faces and said, "Surely, you don't mean now?"
In unison, they pointed toward the shower and said, "Yes, now, Liam."
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie.


Chapter 1: How It Began.

This story includes incestuous acts between mother and son, mother and daughter and father and daughter. If this is not for you, please, read no further.
As I typically do, I will plead for you, the reader, to constructively write your comments, negative or positive, and vote for this story as you see fit.
Hey, all. My name is Katie Muggleton, an Australian girl of mixed origin living in Brisbane, Queensland, Australia. My story, or the story I'm allowed to tell you, begins on my eighteenth birthday. On that day, my parents Mark and Elizabeth, as they typically do, forgot my birthday. Pissed off and horny, I allowed my boyfriend, Sean Muggleton, to take my virginity. As luck would have it, Sean made me pregnant even though I was on the pill.
Mine was the typical 'shotgun wedding'. My daddy confronted Sean's daddy and demanded that since his son had 'degraded' his daughter and impregnated her, he (his son) must marry me immediately, or he (my dad) would point his shotgun at his (Sean's) balls and blow them off.
My family, well, shall we say, is a loving one. Daddy took my eldest sister's virginity on the night of her eighteenth birthday and repeated that effort with my middle sister on hers. Therefore, I was the first of his daughters that didn't lose her virginity to his rampantly erect less than 6-inch cock. Not that either of them complained.
Dad has conditioned the three of us, and Mom, to immediately submit to his every whim. If my Dad said 'Jump', we four would immediately leap into the air. So, when he commanded me to marry Sean, I did so without equivocation or complaint.
I'm getting ahead of myself here, so let me describe myself and my family. As I write, I am thirty-eight years old. My handsome, tall, muscular son, Johnny, is nineteen and already under contract with The Brisbane Lions. My daughter, Kirsty, turned eighteen less than a week before this story began and is a mini-me. Tall, voluptuous, and beautiful, with a refreshing innocence, she, unawarely, has many young men panting after her. However, if I become unvigilant, I suspect she will seduce her daddy.
My husband, Sean, was captain of his school's First Thirteen Rugby League team, school captain and dux (valedictorian). Combining intellect with muscle and good looks, Sean cut a swathe through the female students, inducing many, including me, to surrender their hymen to his vigorously thrusting cock. After marrying my sexy ass, Sean completed his studies. A Master's in Business graduate, Sean joined Pepperstone Australia as a trainee stockbroker. Swiftly proving his acumen, Sean was quickly promoted to team lead. When Sean received his promotion, my gorgeous ass never had to work another day in its life.
You want to know, don't you? Okay. But, remember, this is my story to tell as I see fit, so I may exaggerate a little. I'm taller than my daughter, 183 cm (6-foot) to her 178 cm (5-foot, ten.) Heavier, 75 kg, compared to her 72 (159 lbs) with bigger breasts, 16 Double-D against 14 C. I measure 36-25-36 to my daughter's 34-22-35. With my wavy, jet-black hair over brown eyes and tanned complexion, I'm often confused with Mariska Hargitay. I live a life of luxuriousness, decadence and boredom. My sole purpose in life is to look good on my husband's arm as he attends corporate and social events around the globe.
I was often complimented for my looks and figure during my teenage years. Thinking I could make a career as a model or actress, I made an appointment to see an agent from Vivien's Modelling Agency. Kara, the agent, watched me walk into her office with her head shaking. "Girl, you are too much woman to make it as an actress or model," she told me. "Too beautiful, too tall, too voluptuous, and your gorgeous boobs are too big. Men will lust for you but fear to approach you, and other women will detest you on sight because you're too much for them to compete against.
"I'm sorry, girl," she continued. "But the only acting or modelling you could successfully do is in porn. They'd love your exaggerated assets there, and you'd be the most watched star only weeks after your first appearance. But, my dear, if that's the career you wish to choose, then I am unable to help. And, given what I said before, I don't think modelling or acting is for you. Girl, you use your luscious assets to trap yourself a rich man, then you keep your figure and face looking as good as it is now and hold on to that man as tightly as you can."
Lovely, right? Of course, I left without saying a word, but I thought her advice was sound.
I know that my husband takes many women in casual affairs. A man in his position is expected to, and it doesn't bother me in the least as my father had numerous illicit affairs, and, as my sisters are, I'm conditioned to accept them as the price I pay to be the wife of a rich, successful man.
So, readers, that is my origins. Now you ask --how did I become a 'slut mommie'? Let me tell you. In my teens, I had one vice. As is typical with girls as pretty as I am but who detest exercise, I took up smoking. Hungry? Smoke a fag. Desiring soft drink or sweet snack? Puff on a cigarette. Horny but unable to masturbate? Fag away. Sean hated that I smoked, and as I closed in on forty, I feared he'd use my 'ashtray breath' as an excuse to leave me. Therefore, I investigated ways to quit that enabled me to maintain my weight.
You see, my mother is an attractive woman. But at over 90 kg (200 lbs), she is a proverbial whale. Without cigarettes to help my food cravings, I knew I'd be as big as she. If I grew to that size, my marriage would be doomed. Sean already had many women younger and better looking than me flirting with him, so why would he remain married to someone who had 'let themselves go'?
After investigating alternatives, I chose hypnotherapy as my best chance of breaking my tobacco addiction without replacing it with a food one. I selected Edgar Fontaine in East Brisbane as the therapist to help me. His web page was slick and professional, and his profile photo showed a devilishly handsome man with a tailored goatee.
A Google review showed a higher than 4.5 rating and many glowing recommendations. Calling the listed number, I told the cultured sounding woman what I needed the appointment for and took the next available slot. My appointment was for 2.30 pm the following day. Nervous, I worked through my yoga and Pilates regimes before going to bed. Sean was away with work again, so I slept the night alone.
"Mom!" My handsome son called early the next morning as he knocked and opened my door.
Shaken from a deep sleep, I unhurriedly sat up, and the sheet and quilt fell from my full and proud breasts. "What?" I mumbled, my voice slurred with sleep.
My son's eyes jumped to saucers as his mouth fell open and his tongue touched suddenly dry lips. "Your fitness trainer's here for your session, Mom," he spluttered, not averting his eyes from my firm breasts.
"What? Oh," I replied, my brain slowly grinding into gear as I stretched and yawned, lifting my D-cups higher. My addled mind forgetting I'd be naked before my son, I swung my feet out of bed and stood up. "Tell him I'll be there shortly," I mumbled as I bent over, showing my sexy ass to my son, and opened a drawer searching for my exercise gear. Johnny didn't move. Turning to face him, I realised he'd taken his cock in his hand as his gaze wandered lustfully over my luscious figure. Somehow, his lustful gaze didn't put me off. Instead, I felt that familiar tingle between my thighs when I saw a man I desired. Typically, Johnny's dad.
"Johnny?" He didn't move other than to begin stroking his cock. "Johnny?" I asked again. I saw a dark wet spot on his sweatpants, and the tingle between my legs intensified. "Johnny!" I almost shouted, knowing I had to get him out of my room before I fell to my knees and nuzzled his hard cock.
"What?" Johnny replied, dragging his eyes from my breasts and hairy pussy and looking at my eyes.
With a slight smile, as I tried to prevent a sensual shiver, I repeated, "Tell him I'll be there shortly." I couldn't stop myself from stretching luxuriantly, my breasts lifting as my smooth tummy tightened for my son's viewing pleasure.
"Gaaawwwd," Johnny moaned before stuttering, "W-w-w-will d-do," and closing my door.
Swiftly dressing, I glared at my image in the mirror and admonished myself, 'Katie Ashley Muggleton, what the fuck are you doing teasing your son? You'll be lucky if he ever talks to you again after that!" However, as I rebuked my image, I remembered my son's tightly gripped cock salaciously poking its precum leaking head at my nakedness, and my left hand pinched my nipple as my right fingers found my clit.
Lightly tripping down the stairs, I greeted Patrick, my trainer, and brightly said, "Hi, Patrick. What torture do you have planned for me today?"
A panting, sweaty hour later, Patrick patted my bum familiarly and said, "Good work, Katie. Now if you just ease up on the amount of wine you drink, we'll get you down to 70 kg in no time."
Laughing gaily, I pecked his lips and replied, "That's not happening, but I appreciate the sentiment, and I'll see you in two days."
"Katie?" Patrick said as I walked up the stairs. When I stopped and turned back, he added, "If you insist on wearing white exercise gear, please don't get angry if I'm erect because your pussy and nipples show."
Looking down, I blushed as I saw that Patrick was right. My nipples and slit were delineated clearly through my sweaty outfit. "Sorry, Patrick," I muttered. "I didn't realise that happened."
"Only when you wear white, Katie," the young man said. "And, Katie?" I looked at him again in time to see him blush enough to match mine and add, "I'm not complaining. So, if you want to wear white again, please do." Then he turned and swiftly left.
Stunned, that old familiar tingle found its way between my legs again as I watched the door close. However, when I lay on the bed after my shower, intending to masturbate the tingle away, visions of Johnny unknowingly playing with his cock as he ogled my luscious form kept intruding into my fantasies.
Worse, as I tried to fantasise about Patrick being overwhelmed by my nearly naked body and taking me on the exercise mat, his face morphed, and I saw Johnny clenched in rictus and grunting as he came inside my tight pussy, and I orgasmed harder than I had for months.
Feeling shaky and disgusted with myself, I rolled off the bed and entered my en suite to clean my sticky pussy. Leaning on my braced hands, I looked at my reflection and lied to myself. 'It's only a fantasy, Katie. It's not real, and you're okay because you're his mom, and you would never do that.' But, even standing as I was, my mind saw my son pulling his sweatpants down and taking his package in his hand again, holding it exposed for my eyes instead of hidden in his pants. And I saw myself kneel and guide it into my mouth.
Even though I didn't touch myself, I shuddered and orgasmed as I imagined sucking my son's cock, his handsome face smiling down at my submissively upturned one. 'Lawd, Katie?' I wondered. 'When was the last time you came without being touched? When you were a teenager, maybe? What has gotten into you?'
Shaking myself, I changed for my appointment with the therapist. Feeling horny and a little slutty I took out my dark red skater dress and put it on sans bra and panties. I'd need to be careful as I sat for the therapist as the deep vee of the dress tended to gape open as I sat, exposing my full, beautifully rounded breasts. It also rode up when sitting, showing my curvy buttocks. But, because Dad insisted, I tended to sit with my back straight and knees firmly pressed together wherever I was, so I was confident I wouldn't slump and show him my assets.
Putting my gold 4-inch heeled pumps on, I lit what I hoped was my last cigarette and walked downstairs. Drawing the delicious smoke into my lungs, I sexily blew it out as I thought of Patrick's comment, only to find Johnny sitting at the breakfast bar watching me.
Not thinking, he blurted, "Fuck, that's sexy, Mom!" Then his face fell, and he blushed and looked at the ground. "Fuck! You idiot!" He mumbled. "Why did you say that aloud?"
Pleased by my son's praise, I touched his cheek and huskily replied, "Thanks for the compliment, Johnny. I'm glad you liked it." Then, I bounced so my tits would jiggle.
Face flaming, Johnny took my hand and made me turn slowly before him, "Phhuuwwweeeeet-Phheeew," he wolf-whistled. "Man, Mom, you look gorgeous! Got a hot date for lunch?" He teased.
"Your daddy's the only man for me," I replied primly, then blushed as I realised I was flirting with my son. "I've got an appointment with a hypnotherapist to help me quit smoking if you must know!" I add huffily, trying to cover my flirtatious behaviour.
Walking to my sunset red Audi A3, my hips swinging and dress hem bouncing, I added an extra sway to my hips, hoping my son watched. Getting in the car, I smiled as I saw his flushed face staring at me from the door. But on the way to East Brisbane, the guilt set in. Looking at myself in the rearview mirror, I asked, 'Katie Ashley Muggleton, you dirty slut, what has gotten into you? First, you flash your tits at your son, then purposefully bend over so he can see your ass and pussy, and then you flirt with him as if you were a giggly teenager.'
I'm lonely, I admitted to myself. Sean is away so much, and even when he's home, he's hardly ever around. It's all work, work, work for him. The only time he's with me is when he needs arm candy for a function or event. If he's not at work, he's in his office downstairs, banging away on his computer. He's short with me, short with the kids, and when was the last time we made love? I couldn't remember. But I knew part of what happened with Johnny was because a man, any man, had looked at me as an attractive woman, and I'd responded gratefully. Not only lonely but horny, I admitted.
Pulling into The Fontaine Clinic's premises, I parked and bounced jauntily into the reception. "Katie Muggleton to see Mister Fontaine," I gushed at the receptionist, already dying to light another fag.
The receptionist, Liz Donnelly, by her name tag, was a mid-thirties, blonde, severe-looking woman with the most enormous knockers I'd ever seen. Seriously, I'm a Double-D, and mine looked like A-cups against her watermelon-sized tits. Dressed in a white button-up blouse that her massive melons strained against and a navy blue pencil skirt, she glared at me disapprovingly and said, "Take a seat, Ms Muggleton. The therapist will be with you shortly."
Summarily dismissed, I sat and waited to be called. Twenty minutes later, well after my appointment time, Mister Fontaine exited his clinic room and escorted a slightly dazed, scantily dressed young woman to the receptionist's desk.
"Maggie." He told her authoritatively. "We've almost got this prescription pill addiction of yours licked. I think one, maybe two more appointments, and you'll be ready to return to work. Make an appointment for the same time next week, and we'll continue working on it. In the meantime, when you feel the need for oxycodone, don't fight it. Instead, relax, remember what we did together, and let the processes I put in place work."
"Yes, Sir," Maggie dully answered before turning and walking out.
Turning to me, Edgar grinned and rubbed his hands together and what I can only call predatory eyes swept over my fine figure before he hid them behind a feigned professional smile. "Ahh, Mrs Muggleton, I presume? Welcome to my clinic. You need help to quit smoking, I understand?"
Why I didn't immediately walk out, I'm not sure. I feared this man, and my instincts screamed that he was untrustworthy. However, as my father and husband are, Edgar was a dominant, suave, confident man who commanded my obedience, so I submissively stood, with my eyes lowered, and followed him into his treatment room.
"Lie on my couch, Katie. I presume I can call you that, Mrs Muggleton? The less formality there is between us, the easier these sessions will go." At my nod, Edgar continued. "Some questions first, Katie. How long have you been smoking?" Most of my adult life, I admitted. Twenty-plus years. "How many packs a day?" Not packs, cigarettes. Less than twenty unless I'm stressed or partying. "And then?" I chain smoke until I fall asleep or pass out drunk, I embarrassingly confess.
"Do you like to smoke?" Hell, yes. It stifles my hunger cravings and is a successful seduction tool. Blowing smoke sexily into the air or playing with an unlit cigarette as if it were a man's tool as I coquettishly glance up at them is a sure-fire way of ensuring their total attention. Not that I've ever followed through and allowed my flirtations to be consummated.
"Not what I need to know, but I'm curious. You've remained faithful to your husband?" Yes. Sean has been the only man ever to share my bed. "And he to you?" My blush probably gave away my lie, but I answered, As far as I'm aware. "What did I hope to achieve from these sessions? A reduction in the number of cigarettes per day or complete cold turkey?" Complete cold turkey, of course. "Did I realise a nicotine addiction was harder to break than a heroin one?" No. Really? "Yes." Shit! "Was I prepared to do as he asked to break my addiction?" What did that mean? I asked, my fears returning.
"Only that I will implant key phrases and behaviours into your psyche that will stop you from lighting a smoke, but they won't work unless you willingly accept them as they're given." Okay. It appears that if I'm not willing to follow the process, I shouldn't begin? "Correct." I'm willing to do as you ask. "I will not work with you without your commitment. Will you commit to following my process?" Yes. "Swear that to me!" 'WTF?' I thought, but said, I swear I will follow your process, Edgar.
"Good girl, I'm ready to begin, are you?" What do I need to do? Smiling, Edgar took a pendant on a thick gold chain out of his jacket pocket. "Hold your head still but follow the swinging pendant with your eyes. Then I want you to relax and listen to my voice." Edgar set the pendant to swinging and following his instruction, I kept still but allowed my eyes to flick back and forth, following the pendant's path. "Breathing through your nose slowly and deeply, you feel your body getting heavier, sleepier. Your eyelids flutter, and you find it difficult to keep them open. You're tired, more tired than you've ever felt before. Following my voice down..."
That was the last I remember until I heard, "... three!" My eyes fluttering open, I looked up at Mister Fontaine as he pushed the pendant back into his jacket pocket. "I'm sorry," I said. "I seemed to fall asleep there. What do I need to do to begin?"
Smiling, Edgar replied, "Your first session is done, Katie. And a very successful one it was, too. I'm very pleased with the outcome, as you should be."
Was his predatory smile back? Why did I feel, I don't know, dirty? Dirty as if I'd done some dark misdeed that I now feared would be uncovered? However, I smiled submissively at the cultured, dominant man before me and said, "So, I'm cured of my nicotine addiction? No more cigarettes for me?"
Edgar tipped his head back and laughed, "Oh, heavens no! I've planted the roots of your recovery, but they sit in shallow soil now. It will take at least another three sessions for me to grow them sufficiently for their effects to become permanent. You are lucky, however, as your submissive nature means my suggestions take root sooner and more profoundly than most, so four sessions instead of the typical six or seven should do it."



Disappointed, I moued, "You mean I'll still smoke?"
"I've set your appointments a fortnight apart, Katie," Edgar explained. "However, I think before you've returned for your second one, you will have begun smoking again. You may start again before your third, but your addiction should completely disappear after the fourth. Whether I'm successful at curing your addiction or not will depend on you removing yourself from any stressful situations you find yourself in and avoiding any parties until I've cured your addiction."
'That shouldn't be a problem,' I thought. 'Sean is back for a week after next week, then gone for two more after that, so there won't be any corporate dos that he'll need me to be eye candy for, and with him gone, stress won't be part of my life.'
Nodding, I asked if we were done for the day and, at his permission, followed him back to the reception area. "Slut!" Edgar muttered as I passed him. My hips bucked as my pussy instantly flooded with arousal. I'm sorry? I asked, ignoring my suddenly wanting pussy. What did you say? "Nothing, Mrs Muggleton," the therapist denied. "I didn't say a word." Turning to his receptionist, Edgar said, "Mrs Muggleton needs three more appointments booked, each approximately two weeks apart and for the same duration as this one. Arrange those with her, please."
He moved past me and muttered, "Slut." as he turned into the hallway to his rooms. Biting my lip to prevent a moan as my hips shuddered, I asked Sorry? What did you say? Edgar looked toward me as if I were hearing things and politely said, "I'm sorry, Katie. Occasionally, when I plant a suggestion under deep hypnosis, the patient will think they hear my voice, even though I haven't uttered a word. However, this effect will be short-lived, so don't concern yourself. Slut" Did you just call me a slut? I protested behind an overwhelming desire to orgasm. "No, Katie. As if I would call anyone that!"
Edgar walked away as I stared, wondering if his words were true. Was I hearing things? Was the voice I heard only in my mind, or was the therapist using a post-hypnotic suggestion to cause me to react sexually to being called slut? I couldn't seem to follow that thought because, as I tried, my mind wandered off to more mundane subjects.
"Ahem," the receptionist interrupted my thoughts. "For today's consultation and set up, the fee is $350, Ms Muggleton. Subsequent appointments are $280. Would you prefer to pay for all four upfront? If you do, we offer a 15% reduction on the total cost. Slut."
Barely stifling a moan of desire, I agreed to pay the total amount, with the discount, for the four appointments and took out my credit card. Paying the asked amount, I put my card away, arranged my three further appointments, and walked from the clinic.
As I turned to leave, I heard, "Slut!" and barely held my composure as my arousal fluids flowed from my pussy and down my inner thighs. Somehow, I contained myself until I sat in my Audi. But once seated, I could stand no more, and I ripped my dress above my flaring hips and stuffed two fingers in my pussy. Finding my clitoris with my thumb, I twirled it around and exploded into an extreme orgasm, my hips bucking and thrusting as my fluids poured onto the car seat.
'Wtf?' I thought as I started my car and drove home. As I drove, a strange smell kept wafting into my nostrils. 'Not semen,' I decided. 'Pussy juice? Not mine, however!' I had no idea but decided that everything I felt, thought I'd heard, and smelt must have been part of what Mister Fontaine had done to cure my nicotine addiction, and I decided not to worry about it.
Only my daughter, Kirsty, was home when I returned. Sean, of course, wouldn't be home until late Friday week, and I guessed Johnny would have been at footy training. Wearing nothing but a tank top that barely covered her C-cups and a tiny thong, Kirsty sat on a stool at the kitchen bench with her left leg bent and her foot tucked under her right buttock. Sitting like that stretched my daughter's panties tight across her pudenda and pulled them to the side. The right side of Kirsty's pussy lips peered past her thong, and her slit and clit sat there, clearly defined by her clinging underwear.
I stared, I couldn't help myself. Kirsty, a smaller version of myself at the same age, had a sweet innocent air and wouldn't have even contemplated how lewd her stance looked to a casual observer. Strangely, that tingly feeling reappeared as I gazed at her defined clit.
Looking up from reading her newsfeed on her phone, Kirsty said, "Hey, Mom. How did your hypnotherapy appointment go?"
"Well, I haven't had a smoke since then," I kidded.
Laughing, Kirsty stood and crossed to me. Kissing my cheek, her firm, young, braless breasts pushing against mine, causing that tingly feeling to intensify and settle higher than 'between my legs', she said, "I hope it works, Mom. Smoking is like the worst thing you can do, and I know Dad hates it, so you must stop."
"I know, baby," I replied, hoping she couldn't smell my arousal. "I'm giving it my best shot to quit this time, okay?"
Smiling happily, my daughter, innocently hugging me, cupped my ass over my dress and smiled before saying, "No panties? You slut!"
I moaned. Dammit, I couldn't help it! When my gorgeous daughter held my ass cheeks and said, 'slut', my arousal peaked, and I came! Wtf is wrong with me?
Looking at me wonderingly, Kirsty sniffed before disbelievingly asking, "Mom? Did you just have an orgasm when I said 'slut'?"
Trembling as I tried to prevent myself from climaxing again, I tried to remain calm as I sternly replied, "What? Kirsty! What kind of thing is that to ask your mom?"
"Never mind," Kirsty mumbled, forced into the daughter role by my stern response. "Sorry."
I didn't want my daughter upset with me because she'd correctly identified my response and I couldn't deal with it, so I cupped her curvy ass, squeezed it, and said, "At least one of us has panties on."
"Yeah, Mom," Kirsty teased back. "Only one slut allowed in the house at a time."
Even though I bit my lip, my moan was unmistakable. Eyes widening, Kirsty was about to say something, but I quickly shook my head and mumbled, "Leg cramp from too much exercise this morning. Now, my little tart, go put some pants and a top on before Johnny comes home. You don't want him to see you dressed like this."
Reluctantly letting her questions die, my daughter sashayed up the stairs, heading for her room. Following so I could change into something less revealing, I couldn't help from watching Kirsty's ass as she swayed up the stairs, that 'faint tingling between my thighs', now a raging furnace, settled on my pussy.
Barely getting to my bedroom without cumming, I dropped my dress to the floor, leapt on the bed, and thrust two fingers into my gushing pussy as my thumb found my button. I badly wanted to orgasm to images of my husband, or at least Patrick, but the twin thoughts I kept having were of kneeling before my son and daughter. Johnny, with his sweatpants pulled below his balls and his thick, precum leaking cock held in his hand, pointed at me, and my daughter dressed in what she wore when I came home, holding a handful of my hair as she pulled her panty's gusset aside and forced my mouth onto her soaking slit.
Stifling my orgasm screams, I came many times as I lay thrashing on my bed, images of my children's genitals pressed into my mouth, playing salaciously through my fevered mind. Coming down from my final climax, I thought, 'That therapist did something to me. Best, Katie-girl, you stay away from that clinic and find another way to quit smoking.' However, even as that thought passed through my mind, I felt it curl up and die. Replaced with Edgar's cultured voice saying, "You need what I offer, Katie. I will set you free, and not only from your nicotine addiction. You will return, as you must return."
In a trance, my eyes staring blankly as my fingers absently thrust in and out of my pussy, I answered, "Yes, Sir."
There was a loud knock on my door, and Johnny banged through it, holding his brand-new Nikon D780 DLSR camera. His face flushed happily, Johnny gushed, "Hey, Mom. The new memory card for my..." His voice ground to a halt, and a whole new reason to blush first whitened, then flushed his face. Staring at my luscious, exposed form, my son ventured, "Mom? What are you... Never mind. Sorry!"
Johnny's hand found his groin again as he slowly backed out of my room, his eyes glued to where my fingers continued to pump into my dripping pussy. As soon as the door shut, my eyes rolled back and the loudest orgasm I ever remember having crashed over me, causing me to pull my pillow over my face to muffle the sound.
Staggering to the en suite, I wet a cloth and washed my messy pussy clean, studiously avoiding looking at my reflection. Eventually, pussy clean, I leaned on my hands and stared miserably into my image's eyes. Katie, what trouble have you gotten yourself into now? Masturbating to images of your naked children? Fantasies of having oral sex with them? Continuing to pleasure yourself as your son watched? What the fuck is the matter with you?" Of course, my reflection didn't answer. But I knew Mister Edgar Fontaine, Hypnotherapist, had planted a post-hypnotic suggestion in my subconscious, and my body responded to it despite my conscious mind's revulsion.
But as I stared, that realisation floated away on so many ephemeral wings, and I rejoiced that I hadn't felt even one pang for a cigarette and felt grateful to Mister Fontaine, with my lower parts feeling warm and squishy now I thought positively about him.
Realising I'd have to confront my son and deal with my embarrassment, I dressed conservatively in a loose sweatsuit and made my way downstairs, barely noticing I hadn't put panties or a bra on. Johnny sat at our breakfast bar, looking through the photos he'd taken.
Hearing me, he looked up and smiled, "Hey, Mom," He said, his handsome face melting my heart.
His eyes fell to my gently bouncing breasts, and I realised I was purposefully strutting so they'd jiggle for him. Embarrassed but trying not to show it, I tousled his long black hair and whispered, "Sorry about earlier. I was missing your father." We both knew I lied, but Johnny was gracious enough to accept my excuse. "What did you want to tell me?" I asked.
Blushing redder than I was, Johnny replied, "It was my fault, Mom. That's twice now that I've bowled into your room without waiting for you to invite me and caught you..." Johnny's voice faded to an embarrassed titter.
Unable to meet my son's eyes, I mumbled, "If I don't want you kids to enter, I need to start locking my door."
"You're hot naked, Mom," Johnny mumbled back as his cock stretched and rose in his pants. "Well, you're hot always, but you're really hot when you're naked."
'Katie, you're flirting with your son again,' my guilty conscience told me. Looking down, I realised that I was. My right hand rested on my son's thigh, close to his swelling erection, as my hard nipples brushed against his upper arm. Nonchalantly moving further away, I smiled gratefully and said, "Thank you, Johnny. It's nice to know someone still appreciates this old broad." As I regretfully removed my hand from his thigh (what I really wanted to do was take his cock in my hand), I repeated, "What did you come into my room to tell me?"
"Aww, Mom," My son said sweetly. "You're not that old, and lots of guys appreciate your looks and figure. All my teammates agree you're the hottest Mom in the place."
"You're a terrible liar, my son," I admonished him as I softly touched his cheek with my fingertip before remembering that was another flirtatious move. "But I like your lies. Now, what was so urgent that you banged into my room for?"
Blushing as he remembered what he saw, Johnny answered, "The new expanded memory card for my camera arrived today. I hoped you'd let me take your photo a few hundred times and perhaps video you to see how much extra space I have."
"You don't need me to do that, surely?" I pointed out. "Anyone would do."
Embarrassedly looking at his feet, Johnny muttered, "I want to be a professional photographer if my footy career doesn't pan out, Mom. So I need someone I can pose to practise on. I don't want just anyone to see them in case the photos are shit. Would you help me, please?"
Well, that seemed harmless, and Kirsty had said she was staying at a friend's for the night, so there was only him and me at home. Therefore no one would see my embarrassment at being posed, so I said, "Sure. Why not? Do you want to start now? Is how I'm dressed okay?"
Johnny shook his head, his face blushing even redder, and said, "Can I show you where, Mom?"
"As long as it's not outside, it's okay, Johnny. Wherever you need me, okay?"
Shaking his head, Johnny insisted I follow him into the garage. He opened the door, and I saw he'd moved two of the cars out of the way, then set his motorbike on a fixed stand so it was stable, then created a beach set around it, complete with studio lights, sand, buckets, a beach umbrella and an inflatable plastic ball.
"Wow!" I acknowledged. "Very artistic, but, Johnny, you'd better ensure this is all gone by Friday when your dad gets home because he'll freak, right?"
"It's all good, Mom," Johnny reassured me. "The sand's on a tarp, so me and the other members of our photography group will pull the corners in, keeping the sand in the middle, then toss it in the back of Sam's ute."
"Okay, where do you want me?"
"Kicking his foot back and forth, Johnny shyly said, "Mom, it's a beach scene. Do you think you could wear your bikini?"
I blinked but thought, 'Katie, your son has seen you in a bikini many times, so why are you concerned now?' so I replied, "Umm, okay. I'll go and change."
Almost inaudibly, his face flaming, but his thick cock straining against the front of his shorts, my son whispered, "The tiny, white, string one, Mom, please. The one you bought to wear for Dad when he took you to Tahiti."
I couldn't. Well, I could, but I shouldn't. The fact that thinking about photographing me dressed in that item had my son sexually excited told me it would be wrong. But that old familiar tingle was settling into a greater warmth a little higher again, so, with a tentative smile, I stuttered, "T-Johnny, are y-you s-s-s-sure that's a good idea? I was only thirty when I wore that for your father."
"You're in better shape now than you were then, Mom," My son answered, suddenly confident because he knew I'd do it.
"I'll do it," I acceded. "But, Johnny, I..." embarrassment poured over me again, and I strangled out, "I need to, umm, remove, umm,... you know." I finished lamely.
"Oh!" Johnny gasped, understanding what I meant. "Yes, that's a good idea. Embarrassing, otherwise. I'll wait for you out here, Mom. I'll take a few pictures of various things and try to get the light settings right."
I returned to my en suite and wet my pussy with a face cloth, then squirting a lavish amount of Sean's shaving foam onto my hands, I spread it over my pubic area, pussy lips, and along my perineum, then, as my fingers touched my hairy little starfish, I shrugged and thought, 'Yup. May as well clean that up, too'. So I added some foam there, too.
Shaving carefully, I removed all the hair from my panty area. The first time I had done that since returning from Tahiti. When I completed the task, I bent over to try and see if I'd missed anything. Of course, I couldn't see my little ring, and I worried it would look silly if it still had hair when the rest of me was clean-shaven, so I found my hand mirror, squatted, and held it to inspect my ass. I'd never seen my pucker hole before, and I found looking at it quite stimulating, so I wonderingly reached between my legs to touch it.
"Unghh," I grunted as my pussy spasmed at the exoticness of the feeling as it seemed so nastily erotic. Testing, I dipped my index finger into my pussy, to wet it, then rimmed my little starfish again. "Ohhh," I moaned, feeling sexy, nasty, and oh so horny!
Of course, that's precisely when Kirsty banged on the door and stormed in, swearing about how catty her former (as of the five-minute drive from Alexis' place to ours) best friend was and how so many girls her age were such bitches!
Stumbling to a stop, my daughter's eyes grew wide as she saw what I was doing. "Mom? What on earth are you doing?" She gasped, then covered her mouth, shocked.
Lawd, I must have looked a sight! Squatting, my generous bosom squeezed between my lasciviously spread thighs, a mirror held in one hand and the index finger of my other exploring my tiny brown ring.
Mortified, I huffed, "If you damned kids would stop barging through my door before I tell you to enter, you'd stop catching me in compromising positions!" Then I exhaled, "Ohhh, nooo!" Realising I'd just admitted that her brother had caught me similarly exposed.
Helping me to stand, Kirsty asked, "What's gotten over you, Mom? You're acting strange!"
I tried to tell my daughter that I thought the therapist had planted something in my subconscious. But as I formed the words, they burst into those pretty ephemeral wings and flew away again, replaced by a flash of me groaning with pleasure as Liz's overly large melons pressed against my upper thighs as she suckled on my naked breasts. That 'little tingle' was now a raging furnace in my wet pussy. As I stood, my hardened nipples brushed across my daughter's, and an unbidden moan escaped my lips.
Kirsty looked hungrily at my mouth, and I shivered with anticipation mixed with fear thinking she would kiss me. After a long moment, she thought better of it, let go of my upper arms and said, "So, Mom, what were you doing?"
Trying for haughty, I gave my daughter what I hoped was a withering stare and lied, "If you must know, I was preparing myself to wear my white string bikini as a treat for your father when he comes home next Friday."
"Okay, Mom," Kirsty said doubtfully. "But that's ten days away, so you'd need to do it again before Dad is home. Otherwise, the whole area will be stubble and horrible to touch."
Still trying to be haughty, I tried, "And you know this, how?"
Unselfconsciously, Kirsty lifted her short skirt and pulled the front of her bikini brief down. "Everyone goes hairless these days, Mom," she told me. "I wax mine every two weeks to ensure I remain as smooth as a baby's botty down there. If you'd asked, I would have done it for you."
"I did not know that, Kirsty," I said. Staring at her thick clitoris and trying hard not to bite my bottom lip as the tingles began again.
Kirsty let go of her panties and let her skirt drop. I barely stopped a disappointed groan that I couldn't see her exposed clit any more. Trying to get a grip, I internally growled at myself, 'Katie, Katie, Katie! Stop this crap! You're not a lesbian, so why are you lusting over your daughter?'
Suddenly, my daughter's brow furrowed, "Okay, Mom," she said. "If you were checking to ensure you'd got all the hair around and on your pussy, why were you playing with your ass?"
"I wasn't!" I defended. "Just checking that I'd cleaned the hair off there, too."
"Hmm," Kirsty hummed before delivering the knockout blow. "Then why has Johnny set up a beach set in the garage? It looks like you are preparing to model for him, Mom. Are you?"
'Katie, Katie, Katie,' I exasperatedly chided myself. 'You shouldn't tell lies because you suck at them!' Ashamed at my subterfuge, I nodded and replied, "Yes."
Brightening into a broad smile, my daughter said, "Well, why didn't you just say so? You're a hot mommie, Mommie, so you should pose for pictures. May I pose with you? Oh, please say yes. It'll be so much fun!"



How could I say no? What a hypocrite that would make me. It's okay for Johnny's mother to strip to almost naked and pose for his camera, but not his sister? So, forcing a smile on my face, my innards in turmoil, I said, "Sure, baby. Have you got a suitable bikini to wear?"
Kirsty's face fell, "Oh," she said, disappointed. "No. I only have the conservative black one-piece you bought me last year."
I grinned, "Do you remember that gorgeous, revealing black one-piece you admired but were too shy to buy?" Kirsty nodded. Taking it out of my drawer, I handed it to her and said, "I may have bought it. You know, just in case you changed your mind."
"Mom!" Kirsty delightedly squealed, the first 'o' and second 'm' drawn way out. "It's perfect!"
Eagerly stripping, Kirsty handed the outfit back to me and asked me to help her into it. The suit was virtually two pieces held together by several gold-plated rings. The bottom barely covered my daughter's pudenda before splaying across to her hips, then becoming three golden O rings that connected to the top and a thin strip that went around her back, barely above her glutes, with an even narrower strip dipped between Kirsty's ass cheeks to rejoin the rest of the bottom.
The top piece consisted of two thin strips in a bow around her neck, spreading to two thin bands barely covering her areolae, then minimally below my daughter's globes, they connected to the three rings.
Kirsty looked as sexy as all hell in this outfit, but I thought her breasts could be better displayed, so without thinking, I undid the bow, cupped and lifted her left breast into the position I wanted, then retied the bow before cupping and lifting her right breast to match. Looking at my daughter's lusciously curved body deliciously displayed in my full-length mirror, the raging furnace inside my pussy threatened to explode. Unwittingly, as my desire flamed, I slid my hands back inside the suit's cups and began stroking and tweaking Kirsty's nipples.
Leaning against me, Kirsty's head tilted back, and she moaned, "Mom? What are you doing?"
Unaware of what I was doing, I absently continued circling and stroking my daughter's areolae. My eyes were distant, and seeing nothing but flickered images of a naked, hugely breasted blonde woman lying between my lewdly splayed legs lapping at my pussy as I held her head and thrust my hips. In my vision, I groaned as a seemingly unending orgasm made me shudder and twitch.
"Mom?" Kirsty panted, an orgasm near.
Not answering as my mind flickered... image: as I recline on the couch, slender, long, red nailed manicured fingers lift my dress above my head and cast it aside,... my right hand slid across her curved tummy... flicker: image: soft, feminine hands cup my swelling mounds and thumbs strum my nipples... inside her suit's bottom... flicker: image: Pouting, bright red lipstick covered lips descend onto my right nipple, and suckle then bite,... and onto her clit.... Flicker: image: My eyes open, and I see Edgar Fontaine laughing as I orgasm on his secretary's tongue. I try to protest, but his deep, compelling voice says, "Sleep."
"Mom!" My daughter yelped as I fingered her button.
Kirsty's sudden yelp cleared my mind, and I looked down, horrified at what I was doing. My left hand cupped my daughter's breast, strumming her nipple with my thumb as my right delved inside her swimsuit bottom and slowly circled her clit. Stepping hurriedly back, my hands leaving her lush body, I burst into tears, hating myself and what I'd become.
Touching my shoulder, Kirsty said, "Mom?" I couldn't look at her. "Mom?" She asked again. Then when I still didn't answer, she said, "It's okay, Mommie, I liked it. Your hands felt good on me. I was shocked, is all, but now I'm only sorry I didn't let you make me cum."
My suppressed sniffles turned to sobs which became great, heaving blubbers. Turning, I lowered my head onto my daughter's shoulder as if I were the child needing her mother's help and affection and wept, "I'm so sorry, Kirsty. I don't know what came over me. It's just that you look so beautiful and desirable, and I wanted to make you feel good."
"You did make me feel good, Mom," Kirsty soothed as she kissed my cheek and hugged me close, her warm breasts pressing to mine, and despite everything, that tingle reappeared. Then Kirsty hitched twice as she tried to speak again. "Mom, look at me, please." Unwillingly, I lifted my teary face to see her. "I'm still a virgin, Mom. You petting me as you did, was my very first makeout session where I let anyone get to second base. I want to, Mom. Oh, Lawd, do I want to! But I'm scared I'll get pregnant on my first time like you did. I'm too young to have a baby, Mom."
"You're on the pill, baby," I reassured her. "You shouldn't get pregnant when you find the right guy to make love to."
"You shouldn't have, either, Mom," my daughter pointed out. "Yet, here we are."
"I have no regrets," I swiftly said. "You, Johnny, and your dad are my life, and I'm proud of my life." But I wondered if that was now true. I'd already done one despicable thing, molested my daughter, and my urges were already pleading with me to do more.
Johnny knocked on the door, "You guys almost ready?" He called through the door. "I've been waiting for ages."
"Give us another ten minutes," Kirsty answered for me. "We need to do our makeup."
Of course, makeup and other 'feminine things' are a mystery to most males, so my son accepted Kirsty's statement without question.
"Come on, Mom," my daughter said, dragging me into the en suite. "You need to wash your pretty face, and then we'll get you made up." Kirsty opened my makeup case and took out moisturiser, eyeliner, mascara and an eyebrow pencil. Once I'd cleaned my face, she expertly smoothed the moisturiser into my skin, outlined my eyes with a thick charcoal pencil, shaded my already dark eyebrows to black and applied mascara until my lashes arced beautifully from my lids.
Finishing my look with mahogany lipstick, she asked, "Where's that string bikini Johnny wants you to wear?" Only then did I realise I'd been naked with her the whole time. Kirsty had to have smelt my arousal and noticed my pointy hard nipples.
I retrieved it from the drawer where it had lain next to the one Kirsty wore and shimmied the bottoms up my thighs, realising I'd put some weight on since I last wore it. Kirsty laughed and undid the bows on its sides so I could work it into place. I had a similar problem with the top. My breasts were heavier and fuller than when I was thirty, plus they sagged more. 'Maybe I should follow Patrick's suggestion and lay off the wine.' I muttered to myself.
"Thank gawd, Mom, but you and I will never be one of those skinny salad eating bitches," my daughter said as she reassured me she thought my fuller figure was sexier. "However, you are a gorgeous MILF, and all my friend's brothers agree you're the hottest there is. Johnny, too, probably."
Kirsty returned the favour of adjusting my swimsuit to display my breasts correctly, including cupping them and playing with my nipples. Fortunately, we faced away from the mirror, so she didn't see the longing arousal displayed on my expressive face. However, I protested how Kirsty had adjusted my bikini bottom. She'd pulled it so tight that my slit, clit and entrance (camel toe) lewdly showed. The thin piece of material was barely wider than my slit, to begin with, so pulling the ties until it outlined everything was too much, I thought.
I moved my hands to undo the side bows and release the tension, but my daughter hissed, "Don't you dare change that. Camel toes are hot, Mommie. Johnny will shit when he sees yours."
"It is not my intention to turn your brother on, baby girl," I haughtily told her as I tried to undo the ties, only to have my hands slapped again.
"Too late," Kirsty muttered. "As soon as he saw me after he caught you masturbating, he told me how hot you were and how he wished you weren't his mother so he could fuck you."
I caught little more than snippets of my daughter's mutterings, so I asked, "I didn't catch that, Kirsty. What did you say?"
"Never mind, Mom," she airily replied. "Leave your bottoms as they are, and let's go see what Johnny wants us to do."
Shrugging, I opened the wardrobe, took out my white pumps with the 7-inch heels and slipped them on my feet. Looking downcast, my daughter said, "Oh, Mom, those look sexy. Shame that I don't have a matching black pair."
Grinning, I reached in, pulled out my 7-inch black pair, handed them to her, and said, "Luckily, I do!"
I had to teach my daughter how to walk down the stairs in heels (turn your hips to the side and place your foot parallel to the step, not ninety degrees to), but reaching the bottom, we hip-swayed across the drive and into our four car garage, where my son waited.
Peering into the viewfinder of his camera, Johnny bitched, "Took you long enough! I've been waiting an hour."
Flipping into 'mom' mode, I replied evenly, "Johnny, neither your sister nor I, have to pose for you. So, improve your attitude, or we're going inside to change into something less revealing and be damned with your photos."
"Sorry, Mom," my son immediately said. "It's just that I've been looking forward to this all day, and I'm feeling impatient, okay?"
"Johnny," I growled, now in full Mom mode. "I'm hearing 'I want, I want'. When did that ever work out for you?"
Finally pulling his eyes away from his viewfinder, Johnny looked us over and gasped, "Oh, my Lawd! Kirsty, I... I don't know what to say. Sis, you look, you know, hot. As in, 'red hot bitch'! And Mom, I mean... Wow!"
Which was fair enough. My tiny string bikini covered little and left much displayed, so, yeah, 'Wow!' covered it!
"Where do you want us?" I asked, wanting to get this show on the road so I could lie on my bed and think about my day.
Furiously thinking, my son said, "One at a time, at first. Mom, lean against my bike and place your hands behind your back. One on the tank and one on the seat, then look to your left and smile as if you know a secret no one else knows."
I took up Johnny's requested pose and tried my best to look suitably amused as I looked to the left.
"Look up, Mom," Johnny requested. But the first thing I noticed was that the camera's lens appeared to be pointing at my breasts, not my face.
"Johnny? Are you taking pictures of your mother's breasts?" I asked.
Blushing, my son denied it. However, I saw the zoom lens wind back in before he took another photo. Johnny moved me through various poses, most of which were typically modest poses you'd expect for a motorcycle magazine or an ad for a brand of motorcycle. Only a few were even remotely erotic, like when he asked me to sit on the motorcycle seat's edge with my knees spread wide, then lean back on my hands and toss my hair.
Strangely, posing for the more erotic photos in front of my handsome son and eagerly watching daughter made that tingle reappear, and I worried my arousal would soak through my bikini bottom and show.
Deciding he'd taken enough of me for now, Johnny posed his sister through a series of similar shots. I was happily unhappy if that makes sense. I hadn't been sure of my son's motives when he first asked me to pose as I suspected he wanted to see more of me as I was earlier today when he had twice walked in on me, so I was grateful Johnny posed me innocently. However, the insistent tingling, as it rose to settle on my clit and vulva, insisted I wanted to show my children more. I wanted Johnny to lose all sense of himself and unknowingly take his thick cock in his hand again as he stared at my barely covered slit.
As my little button throbbed, I realised I wanted my daughter to see my sexily displayed body and desire it. I wanted to knead and squeeze her perfectly formed breasts as her virtually untouched nipples hardened in my fingers. I desired to feel my hand glide across her smooth stomach and mound until my questing fingers found her virginally pure clitoris, and as her arousal grew and wetness formed under my stroking fingers, play with it. Overcome by the sexy, illicit, incestuous images playing through my fevered mind, I leaned back against my Audi's door and climaxed.
I could not stifle my moan and saw my son turn toward me. Then, from a million miles away, I hear Johnny say, "Oh, wow, Mom! That is so sexy!" He took the camera off its tripod and swivelled around, the camera clicking as he captured what he saw.
I looked down to see what my son was so eagerly capturing. As I'd feared, my wetness had made my bikini bottom translucent, and my flushed, almost brown clit showed clearly. "Johnny, no!" I pleaded. "You shouldn't be taking pictures of your mother's pussy." But my protest sounded weak, even to me, and as Johnny, squatting, duck walked closer, I widened my feet and spread my knees, letting myself lower so my knees flexed and the firm muscles in my calves and thighs popped.
"Perfect, Mom," Johnny complimented. "You're getting into it now." He moved a couple of steps further back and stood. "Fold your left arm across your tummy and cup your right breast, Mom," Johnny instructed. As I obeyed, I heard, "Good. Yes. Just like that. Now slide your right hand down your stomach until your middle finger is just inside the top of your bikini."
'Katie,' my conscious pleaded. 'Stop this. Stop it right now before you go too far. You always go too far, Katie. That's what got you pregnant in the first place. If you'd kept your damned knickers on, you wouldn't be here now.'
But then my daughter gushed, "Oh Gawd, Mom! You look amazing! Way sexier than any model posed like this I've ever seen. Oh, man! I'm so jelly of how you look!" And I paid no more heed to that whining inner voice.
Wanting to please my kids, I brought my heels together, squatted down with my back against the car's door, and spread my knees as wide as possible. Looking to the left and up, I ran my left fingers into my luscious locks and lifted them so they cascaded over my neck and right shoulder. Then affecting a pouting, demure look, I placed the dark red painted fingernail on my right index finger between my sexily smiling, lush lips and lightly bit it.
"Hot, Mom," my son crooned as he lay on the floor and zoomed in on my barely covered vagina. "You're so hot. Oh, my lawd, are you hot!" Johnny's praise and enthusiasm had my conscience quelled, so I offered no complaint as he moved the camera close to my pussy and snapped away. Standing, Johnny turned to his sister and said, "Sit between Mom's legs and lean back against her with your head just under her boobs."
Kirsty sat where he asked. "Now lift and spread your knees like Mom has hers. Yeah, sis. That's it, like that. Good. Wrap your arms outside your knees and grab your shins, holding your knees as wide as possible. Sexy, Kirsty," Johnny mumbles. "You look very sexy for the camera. Mom, toss your head back and shake it so your hair falls naturally around your neck and shoulders as it typically does. Oh, that's beautiful. I've always loved your hair, Mom."
Johnny's complimentary, praiseful words had me on the edge, and I feared that my daughter could feel my wet arousal pressing against her mid back as she leaned against me. But worse was I knew that in my current state, I'd do anything Johnny asked.
Trying to be casual, Johnny moved from the floor where he'd been as intently snapping Kirsty's barely covered pussy as he had mine, stood and said, "Kirsty, tilt your head back and look up at Mom. Yes, good, like that, yeah." Then he gulped and apprehensively said, "Mom, bend your left elbow below Kirsty's boobs and cup her right breast."
Watching my son's hooded eyes and large package throb in his trousers, I couldn't help but do as he asked. But as the furnace in my pussy raged, I wanted to go further, so when he said, "Good, Mom, Kirsty. Oh, my Gawd, you two look sexy together. Mom, slide your hand slowly down Kirsty's tummy and stop with your fingertips just short of her mound." I did, but before he could give the next instruction, I slid my left hand inside Kirsty's swimsuit cups and softly stroked my fingers over her nipple.
"Mooom," my daughter sighed and kissed under my chin as my fingers delicately played with her stiff breast nubs.
Johnny was speechless and had stopped taking photos. Instead, he watched my sensual display, his mouth agape and dick throbbing. As I'd fantasised, my son's hand unawarely found his big, erect package and gripped it firmly.
About to orgasm, I gritted my teeth and forced my voice to sound normal. "Johnny, you've stopped taking pictures."
"Oh," my son said, releasing his cock and looking into the viewfinder. The clicks of photos being taken resumed. When I heard the tell-tale clicks, I smiled coquettishly at him as I slid my fingers inside Kirsty's swimsuit bottom and onto her button.
Kirsty sighed luxuriantly, turned her head and kissed my jaw. As I stroked, my daughter's sighs changed to pants, and I was sure she was about to climax. But before she popped over the edge, Johnny grabbed his trouser front again and groaned, "Oh, shit!" A dark wet spot swiftly grew where he held. Embarrassed, he shot "Sorry' back over his shoulder and ran from the garage.
Brought out of my trance-like state by his leaving, I looked down and realised what I was doing. Snatching my hands back, I pushed Kirsty aside and stood up. "Oh, my Gawd! Oh, my Gawd!" I gasped. "Kirsty, I'm so sorry! I, I, oh Lawd, what have I done? Forgive me, please!" I hurried out of the garage after my fleeing son, tears streaming down my face.
Locking the door, I flung myself onto the bed and pushed my mortified, guilty face into my pillow as I cried and cried, terrified that my daughter could never forgive me. Unable to find solace, I ignored the knocks on my door as I stared at the ceiling, wondering if it wouldn't be better just to die.
"Mom," Johnny called after trying the door. Holding the pillow over my face so he wouldn't hear my tears, I didn't answer. "Mom?" He called again. "You okay?"
I didn't, couldn't answer. I was a 'bad mommie'. One of those you see on the news from time to time being led away in handcuffs as Child Services gathered her abused children. I don't know how long I lay there staring at the ceiling hating myself, before my daughter knocked on the door, insisting I let her in.
With my red eyes refusing to meet her big brown ones, I opened the door and let Kirsty past me before I shut and locked the door again. Turning, I threw myself on the bed, pushed my tear-streaked, mortified face into the pillow, and waited for my daughter to rightfully condemn me.
"Whatever is the matter, Mommie?" Kirsty asked. "Are you embarrassed because Johnny came looking at us playing model for him? That's silly, as even Johnny has nothing to be embarrassed about. Young men have those kinds of accidents all the time."
I wondered, 'Why isn't she upset with what I did? I molested her in front of her brother. Her mother, who should always have her back and be there for her regardless, felt her up and played with her genitals as her brother took pictures. What kind of pervert does that make me? 'An incestuous one', my guilty conscience informed me.'
"I did it again, Kirsty," I wailed. "Felt you up and played with you. I'm disgusting, and you should be disgusted with me. I'm sorry, baby, but when you're close, I can't seem to stop myself. I'll understand if you hate me forever because I deserve it."
Kirsty took hold of my head and forced me to face her. She kissed my lips softly and said, "I don't hate you, Mom. I liked what you were doing and was about to cum, but that damned Johnny interrupted me. I swear, if I don't get to orgasm next time I'm that close, I will scream!"



Unable to believe my ears, I asked, "You're not angry with me?"
"You were making me feel good, Mom. Why would I be angry with you for doing that?"
Blushing darkly red, I answered, "Because I'm your mother, and I was... was.. well, you know. Playing with your, umm, bits. I shouldn't be doing that as it's not right."
Smiling, my daughter softly kissed me again and said, "Well, Mom, I liked it, so there's nothing to worry about. So wash your pretty face and come downstairs, and I'll reheat the stir-fry I made for dinner."
Grateful for my reprieve, I took off my bikini, washed my face, and put eye drops in to remove their bloodshot appearance. Satisfied that I looked respectable, I refused to look into my haunted eyes in the mirror, put my bra, panties and baggy sweatsuit on and walked to the kitchen.
Johnny and Kirsty stood together in front of Johnny's laptop, flicking through our photos. Looking up, Kirsty saw me, smiled and gestured for me to join them before enthusiastically gushing, "You have to see these, Mom. Johnny is such a good photographer because we look hot. As in 'damn girl! Yo is one hot bitch!'"
My son looked at me shyly, hoping for my approval, and my heart melted. Kirsty was right, and he had nothing to be embarrassed about. Little missteps like his were common at his age. So I tousled his hair and kissed his cheek lightly before saying, "Show me, baby boy. Show me how good you made your poor old mother look."
Johnny flicked through the images, and I'll admit that Kirsty was correct. We looked hot, especially in the ones together. There was a sultry sexiness to those far closer to erotic than pornographic. It was like we knew the other was a sensually beautiful woman, and although we weren't sexually attracted to each other, we found the other's form arousing.
Johnny came to the last picture he'd downloaded. "Where are the others?" I demanded. What others? "Don't play coy with me, Johnny. You know what others," I growled. Honestly, I don't, Mom. What others? Holding my hand out, I said, "Then you won't mind me downloading these pics onto my computer, so hand me your memory card, and I will."
Blushing guiltily, Johnny reluctantly pressed some buttons, and the rest of the pictures from his camera opened in thumbnails across the screen. Hundreds of them, maybe thousands. Trying to make out what I saw from the thumbnails, I began opening pictures that revealed close-ups of my barely covered pussy from all angles, my blatant arousal and thick clit clear for all to see. Full screens show an opaquely covered nipple in high-definition, its hardened excitement evident. Worse, there were many close-ups of his sister's nearly naked slit and nipples as well.
"Just what do you plan to do with these, young man?" I asked levelly.
Kirsty giggled, "Masturbate to them, Mom. What do you think he's going to do? But, Johnny, you wouldn't show these to anyone else, would you?"
Johnny shook his head vehemently, "These are only in their raw form," he explained. "Over the next few days, I'll select the ones I like most and then run them through various filters until they are absolutely pristine. I'll show you the ones I want to publish on our photography group's website, and if you approve, post them there."
"And the ones of your sister's and my barely covered genitals?"
Blushing guiltily again, my son admitted they were for his personal 'fap folder'--images to troll through as he masturbated.
I opened my mouth to growl that he shouldn't be masturbating over his sister and me, then, with a guilty blush, remembered my teenage fantasies of being deflowered by my father. Twenty years later, it still hurt to think he'd gleefully taken my sister's cherries on their birthdays but forgot mine completely.
My face flaming, I said, "Ensure they're coded and password protected on your computer, Johnny. I don't want them falling into the wrong hands and making their way to the internet. Oh," I added as I remembered. "Keep them off the cloud, too. Too many others have had their private pics hacked from there."
I ate the dinner my daughter had prepared, then sat with her and Johnny as we watched some lame movie I don't even remember the name of. Johnny seemed to like it as he laughed happily at the cornily delivered lines and canned laughter. Kirsty sat pressed closely against me and kept trying to insert her hand between my thighs. Even though my familiar tingle turned into a blazing inferno in my groin, I held her hand in mine and ignored her attempts.
Later, alone in my bed as I typically am, I dreamed as I slept. But my dream changed --flicker: image: My eyes open, and I see Edgar Fontaine laughing as I orgasm on his secretary's tongue. I try to protest, but his deep, compelling voice says, "Sleep.".... Trying to escape my dream, I rolled.... flicker: image: An intensely flavoured pussy lowers onto my lips as, helpless, I try to move.... Mewling, I threw a hand up in protest.... flicker: image: my knees lewdly spread as lusciously full, red-painted lips descend onto my pussy. "Cunt", I hear Edgar correct.... Whimpering, I woke up.
Scared and weeping, I tried to remember my dream because it seemed to tell me something important. But it burst into ephemeral wings under my examination, and as my eyes became vacant. I heard, "Everything is as it should be, Katie. You will return, as you must return."
Trying to shake off my dream, I got up, threw my robe over my shoulders, and headed for the kitchen, planning to make milk cocoa to help me sleep. Sean prefers I sleep naked with him, but I have a 'Woolworth's bladder' and need to pee regularly. My husband complains if I turn the en suite's light on to use the facilities in there, so I usually slip out the door and use the main bathroom.
I keep a long black contrast lace cross-over nightgown hanging behind the door to slip on in case one of the kids are up as I don't want to terrorise them with my naked body. Tonight, because I was cold and alone, I'd worn it to bed. Sean likes this nightie because although it falls to my shins, it has side splits to my shapely hips, and as I walk, vast expanses of my calves and toned inner thighs show.
Bent over the bench and resting on my elbows, I stared into the abyss I felt had opened before me and sipped my hot chocolate. My tall, handsome son slipped up behind me and pressed himself against my bottom and lay on my back as his arms innocently wrapped around my tummy. "You okay, Mom?" he asked sweetly as he hugged me. "Can't you sleep?"
"I had a nightmare, baby boy," I explained, feeling my son's cock harden and lengthen against my firm buttocks. I wasn't concerned about his swelling erection because I knew unfortunate erections at inopportune times were common for teenage boys. But Johnny's hands slid up my tummy, and he brushed them lightly across the inner globes of my luscious breasts. Trying not to moan with desire, I asked, "What are you doing, Johnny?"
Kissing the nape of my neck and making me shudder, my son cupped my breasts and gently kneaded. "I want you to feel good, Mommie," he whispered as his thumbs rubbed softly over my nipples. "You seem so sad and lonely, Mom, and it breaks my heart. Please, relax and let me make you feel good."
I wanted to stand and demand he let me go. I wanted to rant at him about touching his mother inappropriately, and I knew I should resist. But I did none of those things. Instead, I moaned like a wanton slut (my arousal intensified when I heard my inner voice say 'slut') and pushed my sexy ass back at my son's hard-on.
Johnny's shaking hands ('Is he a virgin?' I wondered. 'Surely not, as he's brought home several girlfriends.) gripped my thick nipples and gently twisted. ('Okay, that's too assured to be something he hasn't done before.') Releasing my left breast, Johnny leant down and gripped my nightgown's hem. Moving back to give himself room, my son slowly lifted my gown, exposing my firm, shapely ass.
Holding my gown above my hips, Johnny moved his right hand off my breast. I heard a rustling sound that I assumed was his sweatpants hitting the floor, then felt the head of my son's throbbingly erect cock prodding near my entrance. 'Katie.' My guilty conscience nervously said. 'You're about to let your son slip his cock into your vagina. Are you sure that's what you want?' Reaching behind my bottom, I grasped my son's thick cock, and guided the head into my pussy.
But when Johnny slid home, the guilts hit. Pushing on his hip, I pleaded, "No, Johnny, please. I'm your mother. You mustn't do this with me."
"Yes, I must, Mom," Johnny groaned as he pumped back and forth, his beautiful cock bottoming out in my slick pussy.
"Please, Johnny," I begged. "Incest is wrong, baby boy. Besides, Kirsty is upstairs, and she'll hear."
Johnny's fingers stroked and tweaked my sensitive nipples, and he stroked harder. "Incest may be wrong, Mommie," he groaned as he kneaded my luscious breasts and twisted my nipples more firmly and pumped quickly into my gushing pussy. "But loving the most beautiful woman I know isn't. But, Mom, I know you want to be my gorgeous little Mommie slut, so relax and enjoy my cock in your tight pussy."
"Oh, Laaaaaaaawwwwwdddddddd," I moaned when he said 'slut' and the furnace in my 'little Mommie slut' pussy exploded. Moaning and shuddering, I launched into orgasm, and my arousal poured from my vagina, bathing my son's balls.
"You're so sexy, Mom," my darling boy said, then groaned. I felt his cock expand and stiffen, then spray its fluids into my ragingly hot vagina. Cumming with every semen blast into my pussy, I grunted and moaned until I felt my son shudder and then relax onto my back. His pumping hips slowly stopped, and Johnny sighed, then said, "You're so beautiful, Mom. I'm glad I finally made love to you. I've wanted to since puberty."
As my son's love washed over me, I felt an overwhelming desire to please him in return for loving me so well. Pushing back to make a gap, I turned and sunk to my knees. Ignoring the cum covering his cock, I guided it into my mouth and began milking him as I bobbed up and down on his large cock. 'Bigger than his father's, I thought as my mouth stretched to fit him in.
I may have sucked exactly one cock (my husband's, Johnny's father's.) before tonight, but I've sucked it dozens if not hundreds if not thousands of times, so I know my way around a cock.
Johnny was longer and thicker than his father, but Sean's dick was long enough to hit my gag reflex when he shoved it into my mouth, and I'd learned how to swallow so as not to retch if a cock hit it. Therefore, when my son lost control, grabbed my head, and forced his dick as deep into my sucking mouth as possible, I smiled submissively up at him, swallowed, and let his cock slide over my tonsils.
"Oh, Gawd, my little Mommie slut," My son moaned. "You're the best cock sucker I've ever had." With that, Johnny erupted inside my slurping, sucking mouth, filling it with his cum. When Johnny said, 'my little Mommie slut', my pussy spasmed, and fluids poured from me as came.
My handsome, muscular son lifted me to my feet, kissed my cum messy mouth and said, "Go back to bed and sleep, Mommy. If your nightmare returns, come and snuggle close to me."
Smiling because I knew I'd sleep well now, I cupped my son's balls, bent over, and kissed the tip of his cock, "Thank you, baby boy," I said. "Mommie is okay now, and I'll see you in the morning.

End of Part 1.
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Chapter 2: Camera Slut.

Hi readers. Katie Muggleton again. Let me continue my story so you can understand how and why I became a slut mommie.
Earlier, towards the end of the first part of my story, I'd been unable to resist my son's advances and succumbed to my baser desires by surrendering my willing pussy for him to cum in. My son made me feel sexy and desirable for the first time in many months, and I wanted to show him my appreciation. So after he came inside me, I knelt submissively and sucked on his gorgeous cock until he orgasmed into my mouth.
Giving oral sex is something I enjoy immensely, but until that night when Johnny climaxed and called me 'his little Mommie slut, I'd never before orgasmed as I gave head. Therefore, as we walked back to my room, I wondered why being called 'slut' was turning me on so much.
It never had previously, although other than the occasional boneheaded, small-dicked tosser shouting it out his car window at me as I strutted down a street, no one had used that word when referencing me.
'Was it just the naughtiness of the word?' I wondered. 'Katie,' I told myself. 'You've masturbated while fantasising about being a willing slut for dominant men many times, so it's probably only your subconscious mixing Johnny saying it with your fantasy, and you're reacting--nothing to worry about there.'
Thinking furiously as I climbed the stairs, I became aware that my son deliberately walked behind me so he could watch my sexy ass sway and added a little bounce to my step. As I walked, I thought, 'The hypnotherapist has implanted the word slut into my psyche as a trigger for sexual arousal.' Determined to do something about it, I decided to call his office as soon as they opened.
I reached my door and was about to enter when Johnny placed his hand on my ass and asked, "Mom? Do you want me to sleep with you tonight?"
As his large hands caressed my curvy bottom, a new tingling began between my thighs, and I thought, 'Lawd, do I want that!' But, instead, I turned towards him and sternly said, "No, Johnny. What we did downstairs can never happen again. It was wrong. You were wrong to start it, and I was wrong to let you. This one time has to be our dirty little secret that we hide forever, okay?" But when I turned, Johnny's hand caressed my vulva, and even to me, my voice sounded breathy with sexual excitement.
"If you say so, Mom," Johnny agreed, but his sure hands cupped my large, firm breasts, and his thumbs stroked enticingly across my hardened nipples. "If you no longer wish to be my beautiful, little Mommie slut, say so now, and I'll stop, okay?"
Summoning the last shreds of my willpower, I backed through the door and closed it. Turning, I sank to the floor and leaned against it. Then, pulling my feet up to my luscious bottom, I spread my knees and pushed two fingers into my sopping pussy. Then, when I found my clit with my thumb, I groaned as a shattering orgasm raced through me. Chuckling, Johnny said, "Goodnight, Mom. If you're unable to sleep, come and lie with me."
Peeling off my sodden nightie, I stumbled to the bed and gratefully fell in. 'Sleep will make things better,' I thought as I fell into an undisturbed slumber.
By morning, I felt so guilty about what I'd done that I lay in bed until I heard Johnny leave. After showering, I went downstairs to get breakfast. My daughter, much as she'd been when I got home the previous night, sat at the breakfast bar. This morning, she wore a pink, skimpy, V-necked teddy that didn't reach her tiny matching thong and exposed her cute belly button. Combined, they left all but her nipples and slit uncovered.
Teasing, I said, "Nice view, Kristy."
Looking down and smiling, my daughter replied, "Do you think so, Mom? Maybe I'll loan it to you for when Dad comes home next week."
"It barely covers your 16-Cs," I pointed out. "It'll never fit over my Double-Ds."
Taking it off, her delicious breasts bouncing softly, Kristy said, "Sure it will, see? It undoes at the front so that you can loosen it off." She undid the laces holding the cups closed, then added, "Here, now you put it on."
My mouth dry, I stared at my daughter's lusciously displayed breasts, unaware of anything but the tingling between my legs as I watched their slow lift and fall as she breathed. Kristy lifted the teddy again to indicate I should put it on, and after dragging my eyes off my daughter's naked bosom, I took it. Then, taking my sweat top off, I pulled it over my head and, after a struggle, got it positioned over my large breasts. "I'm not sure the laces are long enough," my daughter giggled as she tried to tie them together.
Finally making a tiny bow, Kristy stepped back and said, "Oh, wow, Mom! That is so sexy!" She stepped out of her thong and handed it to me. Pulling on my sweatpants so they fell to the floor and exposed my pantyless ass, she added, "Here, put these on so you can check how you look."
Trying not to stare at my daughter's sensually naked body and intensely aware that the gusset of her thong was warm and damp, I wriggled her thong up my shapely thighs and settled it over my recently shaved pussy. They were at least a size too small and clung to my vulva like a second skin, emphasising my pussy's assets better than being naked would.
Kristy held my upper arm and guided me into the foyer, where I'd placed a full-length mirror to check my appearance before going out. Looking at my reflection, with my big, firm breasts threatening to burst out of my top and my clit and slit clearly defined, I gasped, "I can't wear these, Kristy! I look almost pornographic!"
"Yeah, you can, Mom," my daughter giggled. "Stroll into your room wearing this, and Dad is either going to shit, have a heart attack, or cum on the spot!"
Kristy stood behind me, staring at my lush form in the mirror. Almost dreamily, she moved closer and pressed her hard, naked nipples against my back. Stretching her hands around my tummy, Kristy kissed the nape of my neck as she hugged me. After several soft kisses as I shivered and bit my lower lip, she sensuously slid her hands under the teddy onto my tightly held breasts.
Trying not to moan as the tingle moved higher and settled wet and squishy in my yearning pussy, I forced myself to be calm and quietly asked, "Kristy? What are you doing?"
Lightly biting where my neck and shoulder meet, my all-time favourite erogenous zone, my daughter purred, "Shh, Mommie, I'm making you feel good as you did me yesterday, is all."
Fighting off the desire for her to continue, one incestuous interlude with one of my kids was one too many, I shook my shoulders and broke free of her embrace and growled, "Kristy Ann Muggleton, that's enough!" Angry at myself but taking it out on her, I added, "It is as inappropriate for you to do that to me as it was for me to do it to you yesterday."
Because I'd forced her back into the Mom/daughter role, tears filled my daughter's expressive, big brown eyes, and she sniffed, blushed embarrassedly, and looked at the ground. Holding her fingers with her other hand, she lifted her heel off the ground and submissively twisted her knee back and forth. "Sorry, Mom," she said contritely. "I shouldn't have done that."
Knowing I'd made a mess of something I could have handled better, I took her in my arms and softly kissed her 'bee stung' lips. "No, baby girl," I apologised. "It's I that's sorry. I liked what you were doing. Too much, maybe. That's why I panicked and yelled at you."
Looking shyly up at me through her eyelashes, Kristy asked, "I made you feel good, Mom? Did you have that same squishy feeling I get in my tummy when I'm about to cum?"
Flushing red with embarrassment, I giggled nervously and replied, "Well, it's a little lower than my tummy, if you know what I mean. But yes, honey. You made me feel squishy."
Grinning happily, my daughter bounced on her toes, causing her lush C-cups to jiggle enticingly, and clapped her hands. "Do you think it's the same with women and men, Mom?" She innocently asked. "If I had a boyfriend and kissed him where I kissed you, would he get squishy, too?"
Giggling, I answered, "No, honey. If you did that to your boyfriend, he'd get very stiff instead!"
Suddenly realising we stood in front of a door with clear glass panels on either side, she was naked, and I almost so, Kristy matched my giggle, then said, "Oh, my Gawd! Look at us flashing the neighbours and anyone on the street! Anyone seeing us would think we're nothing but sluts!"
My body reacted to that word instantly, and with a low growl, I shuddered and orgasmed.
Somewhere in the distance, I heard Kristy saying, "Oh, my, Gawd, Mom! Are you okay? Mom? Mom? Do I need to call an ambulance?"
Realising that I'd slumped to the ground with the intensity of my climax, I scrambled to my feet. Knowing I needed help, I tried to tell Kristy of my suspicions about what Edgar Fontaine had done to me, but my mind drifted away as I sagged back onto the floor. As my mind went blank, I saw,... flicker: image: my knees lewdly spread as lusciously full, red-painted lips descend onto my pussy. "Cunt", I hear Edgar correct... "Kristy, I'm okay," I mumble as... flicker: image: red painted lips surround my clitoris and a long, manicured, red-nailed finger slides into my pu - cunt... "You're not okay, Mom," my daughter desperately says as she tries... flicker: image: Liz's probing finger finds my G-spot, and I moan into her pussy as I climax... to rouse me.
"Mom, wake up!" Kristy shouts.
My daughter's shout snapped me out of my reveries. But before I could voice my concerns, Edgar's face clouded my vision, and I heard myself saying, "I swear I will follow your process", and my throat closed. Unable to tell Kristy what had happened to me at the clinic, I tried to tell her my current problems, but every time I did, the feeling of lassitude washed over my body again. Concentrating hard, I formed the words to warn my daughter that I was in trouble. But just as I thought I had them held solidly in my mind, they burst as a branch covered in multi-coloured butterflies does when you shake it, and fluttered away on glittering ephemeral wings.
The only thought about the subject that I still held was that I needed to cancel my next appointment, but as soon as that played in my head, I saw Edgar's face and heard, "You will return, as you must return. You need what I offer, Katie. I will set you free, and not only from your nicotine addiction." The warm, squishy feeling between my thighs was now white hot heat in my pussy. Desperate not to orgasm in front of my daughter again, I stood and ran for my bedroom.
Locking the door behind me, I hurried across to the en suite, entered and locked that door, too. Then sitting on the loo, I lifted and spread my knees before pulling the panty's gusset aside and stuffing two fingers into my slippery with need vagina. Seconds after my thumb found my clitoris, I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming my orgasm to the sky.
"Mom?" Kristy called from outside the en suite's door. Vaguely wondering how she was in my bedroom when I'd locked the door, I gathered my scattered wits and managed, "Yeah?"
"Are you okay? She asked.
Lying because I couldn't tell the truth. Not about why I had to run, nor about the trouble I was in, I said, "Yes, baby girl. Your Mommie just thought she was going to puke, so she ran here."
"Referring to yourself in the third person, Mom?" Kristy questioned. "Not cool! Now, what's really going on?"
I hated myself for having to do it, but the only way to stop her unanswerable questions was to make her see me as her Mom first again. So, taking a deep breath, I snapped through the door, "Kristy Ann Muggleton, do not take that tone with me. I am your mother, for goodness sake! Not one of your giddy girlfriends."
There was silence from the other room, and I heard the door close. Sighing, I removed Kristy's sleepwear, cleaned my pussy, changed into a sundress, and gathered the washing to begin my chores. Kristy was nowhere in sight, which saddened me as I knew I had some fences to mend. Johnny was absent, too, but he'd be at football training and be back around lunchtime. I planned to ensure I wasn't alone with him until I'd seen Edgar, lest I find myself on my knees before him or bent over offering my pussy again.
The next few days were ones of uncomfortable silences when my daughter and I were alone together and leering, knowing grins from Johnny every time he thought his sister wasn't watching. I tried to talk to Kristy many times, but as I opened my mouth, a hurt expression developed on her face, and she'd turned away, rebuffing my attempts.
Johnny kept talking to me and attempting to get me alone, but I was able to avoid situations that could lead to me being in compromising positions with him. But, whenever we passed, he'd cup my ass familiarly and whisper that he hoped we'd soon have some time together alone.
Although I love my husband, I'm typically indifferent to his absences as they happen so regularly that I'm almost a sole parent. This time, though, I eagerly awaited his return as that would ensure fewer chances for Johnny to manoeuvre me alone. The problem was that I'd see my children and ache. Sexual arousal became my constant companion, and I masturbated far more regularly than usual, often six or seven times a day.
When I woke in the mornings, I'd find myself lying on my tummy, face pressed into the pillow, with my fingers stroking and thrusting into my enflamed pussy. Worse, I remembered vague parts of what had me turned on in my dream, and it was always doing unspeakable lesbian acts with the therapist's secretary. As a result, I feared to sleep and spent many restless hours walking the house, trying to stay awake.
As well as my constant need for sexual relief, I felt deeply ashamed after willingly allowing my son to take me and could not sleep. Racked by guilt and fear of the dream visions continually playing through my subconscious as I slept, I paced the house for four nights. On the fourth night, I opened a kitchen cupboard looking for the box of chamomile tea I was sure I had in there. I'd bought the chamomile tea earlier when I'd had another bout of restless nights as it helps me to sleep. I opened the box and found some teabags and a secreted box of Benson & Hedges cigarettes. Sean hated me smoking inside, but I loved to smoke and drink wine as I cooked and hid a packet in there so that even if he was home, I could sneak one from time to time. Over time, I'd forgotten I had left them there.
Looking at the box, I remembered how many enjoyable nights I'd spent lying around the lounge room with a few good girlfriends, drinking and smoking. We'd tell tales, compare notes on our husbands, and laugh at the antics of our 'mere males'. Taking one out, I contemplated it for a bit, then thought, 'Fuck it! Edgar said I'd probably begin again before my next appointment' and lit it up.
I drew as much of that divine smoke as I could take, then held until I had to release. Taking another deep draw, I felt the constant tension knot in my mind snap, and I relaxed. Suddenly exhausted, I took another drag before regretfully pinching the cigarette out and opening the window to let the smell out. After spraying air freshener to ensure the kids wouldn't smell the smoke, I put the packet back in the tea box and went to bed.
Eight restful, dreamless hours later, I woke to see it was 11.00 am. I was surprised because, other than a vague ache of want in my nether regions, I didn't feel horny for the first time since my appointment with Mister Fontaine. Now my mind was clear, I thought, 'That's it! Edgar planted a suggestion to react sexually to being called a slut! I'm ringing him immediately to rebuke him before calling the cops.'
Using the number recall on my mobile, I phoned his office and got his secretary. "The Fontaine Clinic, Liz Donnelly speaking. How may I help you?"
Thinking, 'And I'll deal with you next, bitch. Using me as if I were a lesbian? Oh, yes! You'll get yours!' "Katie Muggleton speaking, Ms Donnelly," I said. "I need to speak to Edgar immediately. It's a matter of grave urgency."
"Mister Fontaine's with a client at this time, Mrs Muggleton." Liz's culturally smooth voice replied. "May I get him to call you when he's finished?"
"No!" I snarled. "If you don't put him on the phone immediately, I'm calling the cops!"
Suddenly all traces of urbanity disappeared from Liz's voice as she calmly, authoritatively replied, "Mrs Muggleton, I need you to take a seat and relax. I'm sure we can discuss whatever your concerns are rationally without resorting to threats."
I began ranting again, but Liz interrupted by snarling, "Katie, my little cunt lapping slut, sit!"
To my surprise and horror, I immediately dropped onto my ass on the floor. My father's discipline immediately took over, and I pulled my knees together and folded my legs under my thighs, ensuring I revealed little of my 'assets'.
Hearing the thump of my curvy ass hitting the floor, Liz's voice returned to civility, and she added, "I bet, as your father taught you, you're sitting with your knees bent and your lower legs protecting your sweet, little pussy, aren't you, Katie? You have your lush, firm boobies pressed against your thighs so no one can see them? But that pose isn't you, is it, my little Katie slut?"
My pussy gushing arousal fluids, I bit my bottom lip to try and restrain a moan and remained silent. Knowing my refusal to answer was an answer itself, Liz continued, "Of course, it isn't, Katie. And by now, you know it. Instead, you're an incestuous, bisexual slut who lives to be fucked by her children. Tell me, Katie slut, have you fucked either of them yet?"
"No, no, no!" I soundlessly protested as my knees parted and my fingers slid inside the furnace that was my pussy. Then, as soon as my thumb found my clitoris, I grunted and groaned through an extreme, almost violent orgasm.
"Tell me, Ms Katie slut," came Liz's grinning, self-satisfied voice. "Which of your children have you already fucked?"
My mouth opened despite my desire to remain silent, and I replied, "Johnny."
I could hear her knowing grin as she asked her next question, "When was that? The night after your first session, right? My, my, my, my little Katie slut, were you a willing slut for Edgar and me during your session. Most patients at their first session barely get past being unwilling to let me take their clothes off. Yet, you, you slut, let me suck your tits and eat your juicy cunt. You even licked me, Katie! I bet you smelt me all the way home and wondered what it was."
Another orgasm built as she spoke, and suddenly my mind lost touch with reality again... flicker: image: Liz's probing finger finds my G-spot, and I moan into her pussy as I climax.... Flicker: image: Now that I'm cumming, Liz begins working fluids onto and into my tiny rosebud, preparing it for penetration.... :Flicker: image: Liz's soft tongue devours my pussy juices as I groan, tilt my head and lick her clit.
Screaming, my entire body, from shoulders to heels, arched off the carpet. Holding that pose, I forced my fingers as far into my pussy as possible. Then, I climaxed intensely, with my body jittering and juddering from the shocks.
"Good, slut (a small orgasm passes over me.)," Liz said smilingly. "Now, stop resisting what Edgar has done for you. He will set you free, Katie slut (Another petite orgasm slams into me.), and not only from your nicotine addiction. Don't resist your desires, slut Katie (orgasm), as following them will help Edgar set you free. Now say, 'Yes, Mistress', hang up and go about your business."



"Yes, Mistress," I muttered, shutting off the call. I lay there, my eyes blank and seeing nothing except the final image. Me, lifting my head and willingly tonguing Liz's aromatic clitoris, only, as my fingers sped up in my pussy, her pussy morphed into my daughter's tiny, sweet, big clitted one, and it was her I licked.
After another screamed orgasm, my body thrashing and bouncing across the floor, I staggered to my feet and stumbled into the shower. Later, as I peered into the mirror, applying my makeup, I knew something was wrong. But even as I concentrated on what it might be, the thoughts burst into wings and fluttered away, leaving me feeling horny and sexually frustrated. Finished making myself up, I wondered if my son had returned, dressed provocatively for him, and walked to the kitchen.
Kristy was home from her uni class and sat at the breakfast bar in her typical way. Left knee tucked under her bum, and her legs spread wide apart. Because she'd been to class, she was, at least, reasonably conservatively dressed. Only, in this pose, her tight jean shorts clung to every part of her vulva, leaving the outline of her entrance and slit displayed.
Gulping and hoping she couldn't smell my arousal, I looked at her head and walked toward her. Hearing my steps, my daughter looked up, smiled, and teased, "Wow, were you loud, Mum! Three times, I heard you cum. You must be really missing Dad, huh?"
"I will be ecstatic when your father returns," I confirmed. "And I am missing him something fierce." 'Just not for the reasons you're imagining, my girl. Instead of wishing for him to come home and 'ease my needs'. I needed him home to prevent me from tripping my children, so they fell between my willing thighs. Although I wouldn't argue if Sean wanted to 'ease my needs,' I added with an inner giggle.'
Kristy continued smiling and holding my gaze for a little longer before her eyes fell, and a slow blush suffused her face. Looking at the ground, she stifled a small sob and whispered, "I'm sorry about the other day, Mom. I was inappropriate, and you were right to admonish me. I hate that we're not talking, can you please forgive me and be my friend again?"
Using my mother's voice, my conscience castigated me, 'Well done, Katie. You became sexually excited because you desired your daughter, then overreacted and destroyed her trust by yelling at her. Now, instead of you apologising to her, she's crying because she feels you've withdrawn your love. What a good mother you make. Well done you!'
There was only one thing to do, so I did it. I knelt between my daughter's knees, pressed my barely covered breasts against her soft tummy, took her head in my hands, brought it close, and softly kissed the pouting lips on her beautiful face. Running my hands sensuously up and down her inner thighs, my fingers daringly near her shorts-covered pussy, I kissed her again, just a little more firmly and insistently, before whispering, "The problem, my darling girl, was that I was about to orgasm and I was embarrassed because I didn't think that was right."
Running her fingers through my hair, our lips only millimetres apart, Kristy tremulously smiled and quietly asked, "If I hadn't panicked the first time, and Johnny hadn't cum in his pants the second, would you have made me cum those two times?"
Kissing her softly again, barely preventing myself from turning it into a full-on French kiss, I nodded, "Yes, honey, I would have loved to have made you climax both times."
Leaning back as she stared longingly at my lips, wondering if she dared kiss me passionately (Or that's how I interpreted the look), Kristy asked firmly, "Why is it okay for you to make me feel good, but not okay for me to return the favour?"
I didn't have an answer for her as I didn't understand my motivations or reasons. I only knew that making her feel good seemed natural. Something a mother should do for her sexually inexperienced daughter. But receiving pleasure from her smacked of an uneven power exchange. Perhaps I worried that she reciprocated because I was her mother, and she had to, not because she wanted to.
I began sobbing because I felt terrible for hurting her and tried to explain what I'd thought (Described above). Kristy didn't understand what I tried to say, but she accepted that I was sorry, and somehow, we were best friends again. My conscience appreciated that Kristy hadn't pursued me kissing her sensually, but the blazing furnace that had replaced my vagina wished she had.
Standing and pulling me up with her, Kristy pushed me a little away, then took my hand and spun me slowly around. I wore a bright orange cross-over halterneck cut-out side mini bodycon dress and nothing else. A bra would have been redundant as the cross-over pieces cupped and supported my globes beautifully, and I hardly ever wore panties anyway, so I was sans both. My shoes were Gianvito Rossi, seven-inch heeled, suede pumps.
"Phhuuwwweeeeet-Phheeew, Mum!" Kristy whistled. "Wow, you're gorgeous! I wish I looked as good as you!"
"Oh, but you do, my love," I replied. Feeling joyous because my daughter and I were close again, I took her hand and dragged her after me. "Come on. I want to show you something." I guided her upstairs, along the hall, and into the craft room. Searching amongst the shelves, I found the two albums I wanted and brought them to my craft table. Then opening mine to the age my daughter was now, I laid it beside the one I'd recently finished scrapping and began flipping pages over.
As it's impossible to tell height differences between photos unless the subjects are side by side or stand beside some recognisable object, our pictures were eerily similar and could easily have been of the same person. When I commented that Kristy was a virtual mini-me, I didn't exaggerate. In these pics, we looked as if someone had cloned us.
Looking at me wonderingly, Kristy said, "That would mean I could wear pretty much the same clothes as you. We have the same hair, eye and skin colouring and are close enough to the same size. But if I'm as pretty as you, Mom, why don't I have a steady boyfriend?"
Trying to be gentle, I replied, "Because you act cold towards men, honey. The other night, you said you were a virgin, right?" Kristy nodded. "And that you were afraid to go all the way because you feared getting pregnant, yes?" My daughter nodded again. "So, baby girl, that fear makes you standoffish and comes across as you being a cold-hearted bitch too good for any man she sees."
"Did you have that problem as a teenager, Mom," Kristy asked.
Giggling, I coquettishly flounced so my bosom jiggled, then widened my eyes as far as possible, turned and looked back over my shoulder as I held my hair over one side of my neck and let a tiny, amused smile play over my lips before hooding my eyes, pursing my lips and staring at her intently.
With her lips suddenly dry and her hands unknowingly on her nipples, Kristy moaned and said, "OMG, Mom! That was, I dunno, WOW!"
I smiled, "Honey, I had no trouble finding a boyfriend. Most of the time, I had to beat them off with a stick!"
Unawarely kneading her breasts, Kristy bit her bottom lip before pleading, "Will you show me, please? Show me how to do what you just did. That was so sexy that I'm sure men crashed their cars or walked into things when you did it."
"Oh, baby," I sighed. "You don't want that type of attention. It's the type that..." Realising that I was about to say 'sluts', I stopped, afraid of what I might do if I heard that word voiced. But before I could replace it with another, my daughter innocently said, "The type sluts get? Is that what you were about to say, Mom?"
Shuddering as an intense climax ripped through my body, I sank onto the loveseat and tried to pretend I was doing anything else but having an orgasm. However, even someone less experienced than my daughter would know I'd just cum, and Kristy certainly did!
Another piece added to the puzzle, Kristy said, "Do you like being called 'slut', Mommie?" I moaned, and my knees sprang apart. "Slut," Kristy repeated. Shuffling down, I let my dress drag above my hips. "Mommie slut." My daughter tried.
"Please, Kristy," I begged, as my fingers probed between my salaciously spread thighs. But for what I didn't articulate.
Looking at me with curiosity, my daughter asked, "My Mommie slut? A slut for me?"
I protested, "No, Kristy, please! I can't. It's wrong!"
I pleaded, begged and tried to refuse, but my daughter stood, arms folded and staring imperiously down at me, and I slid off the couch, crawled over, and knelt before her. Sobbing, I looked up at my sweet innocent daughter and knew that if she asked, I'd destroy her innocence by eating her sweet, young, virginal pussy.
Luckily, my tears ashamed my daughter, and she dropped to her knees before me and hugged me. Her tears joined mine, and she repeatedly whispered, "I'm so sorry, Mom. I'm so sorry, Mom. I'm so sorry, Mom. I thought you were aroused, and I wanted to make you feel good, not cry."
"I am aroused, honey," I sobbed. "The problem is that when someone calls me 'slut'" (I had to stop as I shuddered, trying not to climax), "When someone calls me that name, I become aroused and submissive and will do anything they ask."
"So, if I want a new car," Kristy joked. "All I have to do is call you sl, umm, that word and ask you for one, and you'd buy it for me?"
Relieved because it seemed we'd gotten past our near error, I giggled and said, "I'm not sure if it works that way." Then blushing, and knowing I was putting a lot of trust in my daughter's young hands, I added, "But if you call me... that... I'll probably do anything sexual with you that you ask me to."
Moving forward until she sat on my thighs, her gorgeously mounded, ripe young breasts pressing against my older but barely less firm ones and her hot, wet pussy pressing against my abdomen, Kristy reached around and cupped my ass as she slowly ground against me. "I might take you up on that offer, Mom," Kristy softly moaned. "I've been so hot since that night when Johnny photographed us. No matter how often I masturbate, I'm wet and wanting."
I had to. No, I know what you think, but I had to, as much for my daughter as for me. Leaning back, I tugged my daughter's T-shirt out of her shorts, pulled it over her head and tossed it aside. Then I reached behind her and undid her bra. Tossing that after her T-shirt, I lifted my dress' halter over my head and let it drop, exposing my large 16 Double-D breasts. Running my hands through my daughter's gorgeously long black locks, I grasped the back of her head and pulled her down so I could lock my lips with hers.
With my nipples rubbing across the underside of Kristy's globes, I kissed her chastely. Then, feeling no resistance, I pressed a little harder and sucked more firmly. Turning my head to the side, I ran my tongue insistently along my daughter's lips, demanding entry, and with a soft moan, Kristy's lips parted, and my tongue darted inside. Lifting her tongue to meet mine, Kristy's hands convulsively squeezed my shapely ass as our tongues met in the dance of love and desire.
Releasing our kiss, Kristy leant back and moaned, "Oh, Gawd, Mom, I'm so ready to cum! Help me, please."
I'd already taken advantage of our separation to cup my daughter's sexily rounded breasts as I circled her nipples with my thumbs. So when she begged me to help her climax, I tipped my head forward and wetly ran my tongue around and over her nipples. As I felt my daughter nearing her orgasmic culmination, I encouraged her to stand and undid her shorts before pulling them and her panties down and off her legs. Holding her sexy hips, I sat her on my thighs again, then leaning further back, I worked my hand between us and onto her mound before finding her chunky clit with my fingers.
Gently manipulating her virgin clitoris, I suckled each of her luscious breasts alternately as I listened to her arousal, waiting for the short, sharp pants that would indicate she was about to cum. Smiling when I heard them, I surrounded my daughter's nipple with my mouth and sucked hard. When the first spasm of her orgasm hit, I bit down on Kristy's nipple firmly and sucked as hard as possible. Her climax hit, and my daughter exploded. Screaming and shuddering, she bounced up and down on my lap, with her pussy spewing her juices over my thighs.
Overcome by the intensity of her orgasm, Kristy collapsed forward onto me and fell asleep. Fortunately, I was close enough to the loveseat, so holding her tightly with our lush breasts pressed firmly together, I leaned against it and stroked her hair and back until she recovered. A loud snore woke her, and Kristy sat up dreamily and, with a sweetly innocent smile, said. "Wow, Mom, that was intense, and I've never cum so hard before. Man, do you know your way around a woman's body! Is it always this good?"
Smiling, I cupped her shapely ass and answered, "Honey, before you, I've had sex with exactly one person. Your father, of course." For a moment, my vision clouded, and I heard Edgar Fontaine chuckling as my head lifted and my tongue stretched to lap at his secretary's entrance. Then I guiltily remembered that I'd let her brother have sex with me, too. But I shook it off and continued, "Sex with your dad is always good, so I'm hoping it's always this good for you, too."
My daughter remained kneeling on my upper thighs, smiling happily for quite some time as my need ached in my belly and blazed in my pussy. I needed to cum to release my aching desire, but I couldn't until I was alone and able to masturbate, so I smiled and kneaded Kristy's ass as I waited for her to leave. She had other ideas, though, because she kissed me softly and said, "You made me feel good, Mommie. Please show me how to return the favour."
I didn't want her to because it was wrong. Deep down inside me, where my conscience seemed to be lying curled up in a ball with its eyes closed and fingers in its ears, screaming, "La, la, la. Nothing to see or hear here." I knew it was wrong. But my needs didn't care. The raging inferno others would call my pussy or vagina didn't care. All I could think of was my need to cum, so I smiled and said, "That won't be difficult, honey. Here, let me show you."
Taking her hand in mine, I pushed her back to create a gap for her to access my dripping pussy. Holding my daughter's right hand, I split her thumb away from her fingers, held it against my clitoris, and pushed her first two fingers inside my vulva. Sliding my finger in with hers, I pressed on the backs of her fingers until I felt them pressing against my G-spot.
"Feel that rough area there?" I gasped, my arousal swiftly peaking. Kristy nodded, so I added, "Move your thumb over and around my button as you tickle that rough spot, and I'll have an orgasm, okay?"
Kristy did as I asked, and I was close but couldn't seem to pop off the edge. So, moaning, I pleaded, "Say it."
Not understanding, Kristy frowned and asked, "Say what?"
Desperately needing to cum but unable to, I begged, "That thing you were experimenting with earlier."
Comprehension dawned on my daughter's face, and with a naughty, evil grin, she emphatically stated, "Cum for me, my little Mommie slut."
Oh my, did I cum! Screaming so loudly that my throat hurt for days afterwards, I launched off the pad and blasted into space. Eventually, when my senses returned, I found that Kristy had somehow moved me to my room and onto my bed. Looking down to where she lay cuddled against my generous bosom smiling sweetly, I kissed her upturned lips, giggled and said, "One each. But honey, we can't do this lest we're caught, okay? I'll help you explore your sexuality, but we must remain mother and daughter and not lovers, or people will find out and condemn us."
The days passed uneventfully, and Friday arrived. Standing in the airport foyer, I eagerly awaited Sean's arrival. Although my husband is barely taller than my six-foot frame, his self-confident, almost arrogant walk made him seem inches taller than anyone else in that foyer. Spotting me, Sean grinned and strode across to where I stood. With my pussy tingling because my handsome, dashing husband was near, I leapt into his arms and lifted my knees and wrapped my legs around his hips. Gently kissing me, Sean ground his rapidly rising erection against my blazingly hot pussy, then whispered, "I feel that you missed me, Katie. Shall we race home, or would you like me to fuck you here in the foyer?"
"Here in the foyer," I growled, scared I'd left a blatant wet spot on his trousers where his erection throbbed.
Sean grinned and said, "Slut! Can't you wait until we get home?" Unaware of the effect of that word.
"No!" I gasped as I climaxed, praying nobody had heard or seen.
I'd taken his Audi RS 6 Avant to pick him up. So after greeting him, I submissively handed him the keys. On the way home, I said, "I had an appointment at a hypnotherapy clinic, Sean. The therapist is helping me to quit smoking."
"About time, Katie," my husband growled. "You've smoked those damned things for too long. Has it helped? Or are you still puffing away?"
"I've had half of one cigarette since the appointment, Sean," I replied guiltily, knowing I shouldn't have had any. "But Edgar said I'd probably start smoking again before my next session."
With his hand idly running up and down my inner thigh, unaware of how turned on I was, Sean said, "Edgar's the hypnotist, I assume?"
"Hypnotherapist," I pedantically corrected, wondering why I cared that Sean got his title right.
Laughing, my husband said, "You haven't had any strange impulses to quack like a duck or moo like a cow when someone says a certain word, have you?"
Unknowingly, Sean had hit on what my problem was precisely. Relieved, I opened my mouth to tell him about 'that' word, but before I could, a vision of Edgar's devilishly handsome face intruded, and I heard myself swearing to follow his processes. Then, despite my need for rescue, my throat closed, and I couldn't. Instead, I answered, "Not that I'm aware of, honey, but how would I know?"
Chuckling, Sean promised to tell me if I did something like he'd described and promised to get our kids to watch for it, too. Blushing because I knew they both knew a word that would make me act strangely, and hoping they wouldn't expose my dirty secret, I grabbed my husband's hand where it maddeningly stroked, sending intensely erotic sparks flying to my pussy, separated two fingers, and pressed them into my flooded vagina.
Turning to smile at my obvious need, Sean said, "Oh, my little Katie slut, are we a little needy tonight?" Twenty years of marriage, and he'd never used that name for me before tonight. Then, unaware of how that word affected me, he innocently, jokingly said it and an immense climactic event crashed over me. Holding Sean's thumb pressed hard against my clit, I groaned, barely stifling screams, and pumped my hips against its delicious pressure.
"I guess you missed me, huh?" Sean chuckled. "Good, because I missed you, too." Taking his fingers out of my pussy, he briefly held them to his nose, sampling their delicious aroma before picking up a cloth and wiping them dry.
I knew my husband's declaration of missing me was probably true, but unlike me, Sean wouldn't have gone without sex for his entire trip. Sean needs his secretary Amanda to type notes, make appointments and create the documents required, so she always travels with him.
I knew they slept together on these trips because Amanda had gleefully told me they did during one of the office parties. I guess she expected me to react jealously and angrily confront my husband because she probably hoped to permanently replace me in his bed. When I threw my head back and laughed, she gaped at me with dull surprise. A look I thought fitted her vapid mush appropriately. Then, laughing again, I grabbed her elbow and pointed out the six other women currently there that I knew my husband had been intimate with.



To further rub her nose in it, I whispered, "If you think my husband will leave me for you, you scrawny, titty-less, flat-bottomed bitch, you're seriously delusional. All you are is a convenient receptacle for Sean to pump his seed into. So get over yourself and realise what you are --something for my man to dump a load in when he's horny."
We arrived home, and I followed my man, a submissive two steps behind, up the stairs to our bedroom. Stopping just before the en suite door, Sean turned to face me, then stood with his feet together and arms hanging. I knew what he expected, so I undid his shirt buttons and pulled his shirt off.
After tossing it into the wash basket, I knelt and took his shoes and socks off before softly kissing his feet. Next, I looked lovingly up at him as I undid his trousers, pulled them down, and helped him to step out of them. Then delaying as long as possible to tease him, I submissively knelt, looking down, with my hands palm up on my thighs and knees spread, until he ordered me to do something.
The above is a pose my father drummed into me continuously until I could hold it endlessly. There is a similar one where, instead of on my thighs, my hands are behind my head with my elbows wide, displaying my large, perfect breasts for my husband's inspection.
"You know what I want, Katie," Sean growled. "Stop delaying and do it for me."
Inwardly smiling, but my face serenely calm, I said, "Yes, Sir," before shuffling closer, grasping Sean's swollen shaft, and gently sucking on his ball sack. His hands found my head and, moaning appreciatively, held it as I pumped his cock and bathed his balls and taint with my tongue. "Oh, Gawd, Katie, you're so good at that! Suck me, please."
His words were part of the game, so because he hadn't commanded me to suck him, I left my mouth where it was but licked faster.
With his voice deep, resonant and sending thrills through my enflamed pussy, Sean demanded, "Katie, stop playing and suck my cock!" My hand flew between my thighs as I moved my lips onto my husband's throbbing cock. Forming my lips into a perfect 'O', I sucked and swallowed, swirling my tongue around his glans and then shaft until my lips pressed against his hairy pubic bone.
Shuddering, Sean groaned, "I'm cumming, Katie. Swallow it all without missing a drop, or I'll take my hand to your slut ass."
I screamed around his cock as my orgasm tore me apart. Then had to desperately swallow and gulp between screams to abide by my husband's edict. However, I knew Sean wanted to spank me because he pulled out of my mouth before the last of his ejaculation could splatter down my throat and came on my face instead.
With my orgasm temporarily over, I guided my husband's cock back into my mouth and industriously cleaned it. Once I had his cock clean, Sean sat on my vanity chair and patted his thighs. Submissively draping my gorgeous body over his thighs, I waited to be corrected. It didn't matter that Sean had pulled out before he'd finished ejaculating and cum on my face. His instruction was explicit --Swallow it all without missing a drop, or I'll take my hand to your slut ass. I'd missed two spurts and therefore needed correcting.
"Ten, I think," my husband mused, tapping one cheek then the other. "Five on each side. And Katie?" I looked back over my shoulder, "Try not to enjoy them so much that you cum before I get to ten. If you do, I'll take my belt to you next."
Sean hit my cheeks one after the other swiftly as I gritted my teeth and concentrated on resisting my approaching orgasm. I barely reached the end, but after the tenth hit, I'd done as I was ordered and kept an orgasm at bay. Climbing gracefully off my husband's thighs, I knelt and sucked him back into my mouth. Sean adores spanking me almost as much as I enjoy him doing it, so his thick cock had pulsed against my soft tummy the whole ten strikes. With him so excited, it only took me a few lashes with my tongue and a couple of pumps with my hand before he unloaded down my throat. This time, he graciously allowed me to swallow the entire load.
Finished swallowing and then cleaning his magnificent tool, I released it with a loud slurp. Grinning down at me, Sean said, "Wow, Katie! You must be really on edge because it's been years since you've orgasmed as you sucked me off. Do you need me to help you?"
With the change from telling to asking, I knew Sean no longer wished me to be his submissive wife but his life partner, so I stood and pushed on his chest until he fell back onto the bed. Picking his feet up, I swung them onto the bed. Dropping my midi-dress, all that I wore, I crawled along his body. After pausing to press my wet, raging arousal against his limp but swiftly swelling cock, I moved up until my pussy was over his mouth.
Sean moved his arms from inside my thighs to outside them, then reached over my legs and used his thumbs to pull my clit hood back and expose my thick clitoris. Playing with my breasts with one hand as I pushed my long, dark locks over my head and shoulder to partially obscure my nipples. Then looking down at him, I smiled and lowered my enflamed pussy onto his mouth.
Now that he had his tongue slashing over my clit, Sean released my hood and stretched his hands up to cup my breasts. Unfortunately, I was too tall for him to reach. I knew what Sean wanted, so I moved back, took his rigid cock in my delicate hand, and guided it into me. Sean and I shared a lustful moan as his cock bottomed out in my slick slit, and he began pumping up into me.
Putting my weight on my hands, I pushed on the bed to lift myself high enough to pull my legs out from under me, then lay flat on Sean's body. Sean placed his hand on my tailbone, squeezed me tightly, and rolled us over. Now that he was on top, I spread my legs as wide as possible before lifting my knees and wrapping my calves around his lower back.
Resting on his elbows, my husband squeezed and kneaded my firm breasts. Then listening to me pant and moan as he thrust into me, he rolled my nipples between his thumb and forefinger and waited for me to peak. He knew I was close but not quite over the edge, so he pinched harder and commanded, "Cum for me, Katie!"
Squealing, I ratcheted my hips back and forth and pounded my exploding pussy up at my husband's urgently thrusting cock. "Arrgghhh!" He groaned and filled my insides with his seed, sending me into paroxysms of bliss. As his cock slowly deflated before falling out of me, my hips still bucked up at him as the last post-orgasmic tremors shuddered through my body.
Satiated for the first time since my husband and I last made love, I sighed and wriggled, encouraging him to move off me. But hearing his soft snore, I realised he'd fallen asleep. Smiling affectionately, I slithered out from under him, donned my nightie and slipped off to the main bathroom to relieve my bladder. Sean's secretions leaked down my inner thighs as I washed my hands. So, wetting a washer, I spread my knees wide and bent over to clean myself.
Of course, Johnny chose then to slip into the room. Catching me bent over with everything salaciously exposed, he locked the door and swiftly crossed to me. Then, pressing his rock-hard erection against my exposed bottom, he peeled my nightie off my shoulders, cupped my big breasts and thumbed my nipples. I opened my mouth to protest, but before I could, he growled, "What a loud little Mommie slut you are when you cum, Mom," and as my arousal peaked, I moaned instead. "You came twice for Dad, Mom. And although I know I shouldn't be jealous of him, I want you to cum for me, too."
Trying half-heartedly to push him away, I muttered, "Stop it, Johnny. You can't because my pussy's full of your dad's stuff."
Squeezing my nipples, Johnny replied, "Your slut pussy is full of his cum, is that what you mean, Mom?"
My resistance faltered when I heard 'slut', and no longer caring that I was full of Sean's cum, I pulled Johnny's sweatpants down, grabbed his thick shaft, and guided it inside me. Holding my hips, my son eagerly sawed his cock in and out of me. As he thrust into me, I felt his meaty balls banging against my clit and had to bite my wrist lest my orgasmic screams wake my husband and daughter.
Pumping hard, his abdomen slapping loudly against my rounded ass, my son crooned, "Good Mommie slut. Now cum for me again." Forcing my diaghram closed, I managed to grunt and groan quietly as my body shook on my son's cock. Then, as I shuddered, coming down from my second orgasm, I felt Johnny's cock expand in my tight pussy before shooting its wetness into me. I orgasmed again as Johnny's semen sprayed my already sodden insides, then slumped onto my knees.
Mistaking the reason for my collapse, Johnny crooned, "Good Mommie slut" again and pressed his cum messy cock against my lips. Hearing 'slut', my mind spun away and... flicker: image: Now that I'm cumming, Liz begins working fluids onto and into my tiny rosebud, preparing it for penetration.... flicker: image: Liz's soft tongue devours my pussy juices as I groan, tilt my head and lick her clit.... My quick hands delving into my pussy, I open my mouth and... flicker: image: Liz presses harder against my little pucker hole, and fluttering, it opens, allowing a finger inside.... my son's swelling cock slips into my mouth. Sucking and lashing with my tongue, I... flicker: image: Liz works a second finger into my ass, and squealing into her pussy, I cum on her fingers.... quickly bring Johnny to another peak. Grunting loudly, he spurts his orgasm into my greedily sucking mouth.
Patting my head like I was his favourite pet, Johnny smiled and said, "You're the best, Mom. Your pussy is so tight, and your mouth works my cock so well that I love being in either." He patted my bottom proprietarily, helped me to my feet and added, "We'd better sneak back to our beds before Dad comes looking, or Kristy needs the bathroom."
I knew he was right, but the flickering images playing in my mind had my arousal pumped to explode again, and I needed relief. Unfortunately, Johnny didn't notice, so he turned to open the door. "Hmm," He muttered, perplexed. "I thought I'd locked this when I came in." Then, shrugging, he opened the door and slipped out.
I couldn't go back to bed with my husband and son's semen flooding from my well-used vagina, so sighing, I turned on the shower, found my douche bottle, and ensured there was no trace of my misdeed with my son when Sean played with me next.
After washing the signs of sex from my lush body, I preened in front of the mirror. Turning back and forth, I admired my long, shapely legs and high, curvy but firm butt. Smiling, I appreciated that, unlike many of my friends, it hadn't sagged lower after childbirth. Turning, I cupped my luscious breasts, lifted them and let them drop. 'Only one bounce before they settle back into place,' I think at my mirror, 'So still good.' Turning, I check for stretch marks. Finding none, I admonished myself, 'Ease back on the wine, Katie. Patrick's got a point because so far, you've been fortunate to have only put on 3 kg (7 lbs) since your teenage years.'
Still horny, I turned to go back to bed and thought I saw the bathroom door closing. Opening the door, I looked down the hall toward the kid's bedroom and saw Kristy peeking through her cracked open door at me. When she saw that I saw her, she squeaked and quickly shut the door. Thinking, I remembered Johnny's comment that he'd locked the bathroom door and realised I'd seen him do it, yet the door was unlocked when he left.
'Had Kristy, needing to pee, come to the door and found it locked?' I wondered as I gazed thoughtfully at her door. 'Was she only waiting for it to be clear before she came to use it? Why wasn't the door locked then?' I mused. "Maybe she thought someone had accidentally locked it, so she got a butter knife to open it.
Then it hit me, 'OMG! What if she opened the door and saw Johnny and me screwing?' I contemplated knocking on her door and asking, then thought, 'And if she hadn't opened the door and seen you and Johnny, then you've admitted to letting your son bang you like slutty drum --'OMG!' I shuddered as I fought down another orgasm from hearing the word, 'slut'.
I decided I had to say nothing unless Kristy mentioned it first. So, trying to ignore the blazing fire in my soaking wet pussy, I returned to my room. I knew that sleep would be impossible, but my husband expected me to be naked and lying with him when he woke up, so beside him I'd be.
Walking in, I saw that Sean's phone had lit the room up. Being an international stock broker meant that he received messages and calls night and day. Typically, he turns the phone to 'do not disturb' when he sleeps but must have forgotten to before we made love. In the vague light, I noticed that Sean lay on his back in the middle of our bed, his arms and legs spread and pointing to the four corners, and his cock standing proudly erect against his abdomen.
Biting my lip as I stared at my husband's slowly bouncing cock, and feeling the sting in my ass cheeks, I had a naughty idea. Pulling several pairs of nylons out of my drawer (An item I only ever wear in the middle of winter when the westerlies blew and it was freezing.), I loosely tied my husband's wrists and ankles to the bed's four corners, hoping the loose ties wouldn't wake him. Then, after I'd wrapped a scarf around his eyes for a blindfold, and with my heart beating a frenzy in my chest because I worried he'd wake up before I had him secured, I tightened his wrist ties before tightening the ones on his ankles.
"Katie?" Sean queried as he felt me securely fasten his wrists. "What are you doing?"
With my pussy flaming but my typically submissive nature telling me to immediately untie my husband, then kneel and beg for forgiveness, I remained silent. After checking that I'd tied him as tight as possible, I crawled onto the bed between his legs, cupped his big balls, wrapped my hand around his shaft's base, then softly blew over his cock's eye.
"Gawd, Katie!" Sean moaned. "What are you doing?" I blew again. "Gaaawwwddd!" He groaned. I touched my tongue to his glans underneath his cock's eye and then stabbed that spot repeatedly. "Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!" Sean stuttered as I stabbed. Moving lower, I carefully sucked one of his balls into my mouth, then gently bit as I pumped his cock. Sean couldn't take anymore and growled, "Gaaaaawwwwwwwddddddd, Katie!" before spitting huge globules of cum out of his cock as he orgasmed.
Swiftly shifting to cover his cock's ejaculating head, I gleefully swallowed the last three or four eruptions. Then, sliding around my husband's body, I traced my lips across his muscly torso, gathering up every drop of his delicious gift with my tongue. Satisfied he was clean, I silently worked on making him stiff again. Being forced into the submissive role had Sean excited beyond belief because only seconds later, his thick cock throbbed in my hands again.
Holding his hard penis, I swung my knee over his hip and lowered myself onto it. "Oh, Gawd, Katie," Sean moaned as my hot and wet pussy glided down his rigid pole.
Then, as my clitoris hit my husband's pelvis, the tip of his cock touched my cervix, and I had to suppress a groan and concentrate on avoiding cumming. With my hands in the middle of his chest for balance and leverage, I bounced on Sean's cock until his eyes rolled back and, with a loud, guttural groan, blasted his spunk into my tightly gripping vagina.
Clenching my teeth together, I somehow remained silent as a breathtaking orgasm ripped through my luscious body. When I came down, I slid off Sean's wilting cock and took him in my mouth, then sucked and licked him clean. After lightly kissing the tip, I got off the bed and opened the door before racing to the bathroom to douche and clean my sloppy pussy.
Returning to my room, I hesitated outside and considered what to do next. Then, smiling because I thought my role-play would blow Sean's mind, I opened the door and stepped through. My husband lay, shaking his head back and forth, trying to dislodge his blindfold and repeatedly said, "Katie? Katie? Katie?" as he struggled to free himself.
Firmly shutting the door so Sean could hear, I pretended to stand stunned before I gasped, "Sean? What the? Who tied you like this? What are you doing? Why does your cock look like someone has sucked on it?"
My husband froze as his mind struggled with what I said. Then he enquiringly asked, "Katie? What are you doing? That was you, wasn't it? You tied me up and had sex with me."
Trying hard not to giggle, I forced myself to say, "Sean, what are you talking about? Remember, after screwing me missionary style, you came in me then fell asleep. Afterwards, I slid from under you, showered, and have just returned."
"Katie, what are you on about?" Sean growled although I could hear he doubted himself. "I was on my back sleeping, and you tied me as I am and had your way with me. Now, before I get angry and paddle your sexy ass, let me up!"
"Sean," I insisted, grinning at my deception. "I was in the shower. How could I have tied you up?"
Sean was unsure because I insisted that it wasn't me that tied him up. However, he also knew my submissive nature meant I wouldn't do that unless told to.
"Release me, Katie, please."
Taking his blindfold off first, I undid his ties, then climbed on the bed and snuggled into his broad, muscular chest. Kissing his jaw, I sweetly asked, "Sean? Why did it look like someone had blown you when I returned from showering? How did you get tied to the bed, and why did you let someone do it?"
"Katie," my husband unconvincingly growled. "I know it was you, so why are you pretending?"
Ignoring his question, I wriggled closer and fell asleep.
Although I have to sleep alone too often, I sleep much better cuddled into my husband's side. Therefore, I slept deeply and refreshingly until Sean's alarm sounded. Stretching and yawning, I watched wantingly as Sean dressed in his running gear and headed out for his run.
I stretched again and considered rolling over and trying to sleep. Unfortunately, I knew that Saturday meant Sean would blast through five kilometres (3 Miles) as fast as possible, then return and expect breakfast. Dragging my sexy ass out of bed, I tossed a house coat over my shoulders, tied its sash, wandered to the kitchen and began making omelettes. Feta cheese, spinach and salmon for Kristy and me. Ham, cheese and tomato for Johnny and Sean.
As I watched my children, I realised Kristy had dressed provocatively in her skimpy, V-necked teddy. The laces holding the teddy's cups together were designed to tie under and emphasise the wearer's breasts. However, my daughter had tightened the laces to the point of breaking, and her luscious breasts threatened to burst from her bodice at any second.
Johnny was due at training this morning, so he had his training gear on. As he moved around to sit next to his sister, I admired his long, toned legs, tight muscular bottom, and leanly muscled frame. Johnny is taller but leaner than his father. Sean had trained to play Rugby League, which requires a much more robust physique than AFL. My men are taller than me (always appreciated by tall women like me because we can wear our highest heels and not tower over them), in peak physical form, and handsome--a winning combination in any woman's fantasies.
"Hey, sis," Johnny said, kissing his sister's surprised cheek. "Hot outfit!"
'Oh, lawd!' I thought. 'No, Johnny! You must not become enamoured with your sister. Being incestuous with me is bad enough. Doing the same with her would be disastrous!' I immediately began planning how to ensure they were never together alone.



Touching her cheek where Johnny had kissed, Kristy blushed and mumbled, "Thanks. You don't look so bad yourself."
"Compliments, not cutting insults, sis?" Johnny teased, "Are you feeling unwell?"
My kids got on well together, but Kristy thought that Johnny got up himself when he appeared in the papers or on the newsfeeds. Therefore, she'd taken it as her task to cut him down and remind him that he put his shoes on one at a time as everyone did. Most of their interactions were pretty amusing, but Kristy has a faster wit than Johnny, so she occasionally went too far, and they'd bicker.
Since we were all at the breakfast bar together for a change, I delayed putting the omelettes on so we could eat together. Looking at the clock, I decided it was time and began mixing what I'd assembled.
Kristy had sat fairly demurely on the stool as we chatted and teased, but when she heard her father coming through the door, she lifted her left leg, tucked her heel under her lush bottom, and then dropped her knee as far as possible. Of course, as I've described several times, this meant the outline of her slit and clit were prominently displayed to anyone before her.
To add to her display, Kristy turned to face the door, flicked her hair over one shoulder, dipped slightly forward, turned her head and peered fetchingly up through her eyelashes at her dad as he entered the room. Being bent over meant her big bosoms strained against their restraints and were about to bounce out into view.
Watching her overtly sensual display, I thought, 'You little vixen! You're trying to seduce your father!' Instead of disgusting me and making me ensure it never happened, as it should have, I felt the vague tingle between my legs intensify and shift to a squishy heat in my vagina.
Sean walked in, but as he saw his daughter move to face him, he froze. Blushing, his eyes dropped to Kristy's generous bosom, then lower onto her lewdly outlined pussy. Gulping, he snapped a guilty look at me, then forced himself to look only at his daughter's pretty brown eyes.
Knowing she'd affected her father, Kristy smiled and began to shift, trying to make her breasts sway and bounce, but she caught my glare and sat up guiltily.
"Go and put a robe on," I quietly hissed as I passed her, carrying Sean's omelette. Then standing close with my back to the kids, I handed Sean his breakfast, pretended to wipe some sweat off his forehead, and, talking low enough the kids wouldn't hear, sweetly said, "You and I will talk about this later." Then, as he gulped, knowing he was in trouble, I lightly ran my fingers over his swelling erection and added, "A long talk, I think!"
Looking up at him, I widened my eyes as much as possible, blinked, smiled, and bounced so my breasts jiggled, turned, and then strutted back to the stove, exaggerating my hip sway as I walked.
Passing Kristy, I pointed behind me and muttered, "Amateur. That is how you turn a man on!"
I picked up my plate and turned back. Kristy stood biting her bottom lip, staring at her father's straining shorts front, then, as she turned, noticed her brother's shorts were equally as strained. However, it was my sexy ass they watched. Hers went unnoticed.
"Shall we eat?" I grinned. "Or are you boys going to ogle your wife, mother, daughter, or sister endlessly?"
With guilty starts, Sean and Johnny took their seats and began eating. A few seconds later, we were laughing and chatting about our plans for the day. I didn't have any because I wanted to be available for whatever my husband wanted. Johnny had a morning weights session but would be free for the afternoon. He and his photography buddies were planning a shoot in an abandoned timber yard with one of the guy's girlfriend. Kristy was meeting with her study group to work on their project, so she'd be out.
"Sorry, babe," Sean said. "But I'll have to go into the office for the afternoon and start working on our next proposal. We only got this one over by the skin of its teeth, and the next is an even bigger bear."
After breakfast, I followed my husband to our bedroom. Then, thinking about how he'd been aroused by being tied up and dominated, I conjured an image of how my father was when he played with Mom, my sisters and me and pointed at him before imperiously demanding, "Mister Sean Albert Muggleton, strip, sit at my vanity and explain why looking at your daughter gave you an erection."
I expected his face to darken with anger and, in a low growl, demand to know what the heck I thought I was doing before putting me over his knee and spanking me. Instead, his face whitened guiltily, and he took off his clothes and sat. Stuttering, he tried to apologise and explain himself away. Unfortunately for him, as he explained his body's natural reaction to a scantily clad female, his thick cock stretched, hardened and throbbed as he remembered how our daughter looked.
Despite the fire of desire flaming in my pussy, and ignoring my need to kneel and take his cock in my mouth, I maintained my severe visage. Then, standing with my arms crossed under my bulging breasts, I said, "So, Mister Muggleton, you're admitting that your daughter sexually excites you?"
"What, Katie? No, of course not! It's just..."
Pointing at his stiff cock sternly, I said, "Your erection calls you a liar, Sean. You're remembering her firm breasts straining against her top, almost begging you to touch them. Your eyes close, and you see your daughter's vulva delectably outlined in her clinging thong, and it's all you can do not to kneel and smell it."
"No, Katie, please," Sean moaned.
"Did you see our daughter's sweet boobies and her clit bulging sexily in her underwear and want to taste them, Sean? Is that what has you hard and throbbing?"
"Oh, Lawd!" He groaned as his cock spurted its creamy essence onto his belly and thighs.
Smiling, I knelt and began licking his cum up. Once I'd cleaned every drop I could find, I stood and said, "You've been a very bad daddy, Sean. I'll have to think of an appropriate punishment for you later. For now, I believe you said you needed to go into work?"
Grateful for his reprieve, Sean swiftly stood, showered, changed and left. I waited until he'd opened our door before saying, "I believe part of your punishment will involve putting you over my knee and spanking you, Sean."
I knew I'd hit the target because Sean moaned and unwittingly touched his suddenly lengthening cock before he turned and shut the door. I waited until I heard the familiar growl of his Audi backing out of our drive, then unable to last another second, I ripped my housecoat off and dived onto the bed. Lifting and spreading my knees, I closed my eyes, ready to masturbate and relieve some of my desire.
I'd only begun before someone knocked on my door, and I barely had time to fling the covers over my body before Johnny came barging in. Looking me over in what I could only describe as a predatory manner, my handsome, sexy son smiled, melting my heart. "Hey, Mom," he said. "I thought you'd like to accompany me and the guys to the photo shoot. Maybe get out of the house for a while?" Then, teasing, he added, "Unless you're otherwise occupied, of course."
Spending the afternoon with my son seemed a pleasant way to spend some time, so I agreed and said I'd see him downstairs shortly. Johnny didn't leave. Instead, he walked around and sat at the vanity. He wanted another peep show, but I wasn't in the mood to give him one. "Johnny Peter Muggleton, I am not a stripper in one of those disgusting clubs you and your footy mates attend! So get the hell out of my room, and let me change in peace."
Chuckling, Johnny stood. Then he stared at me intently and said, "Of course, Mom, I could use that 's' word you seem to love so much and get a little nookie before we go."
My face flaming, I beseeched, "No, Johnny, please, you mustn't! We can't keep doing that because someone will catch us. I'm already worried your sister may have discovered some of what we've done."
Chuckling again, Johnny left the room. Getting up, I opened my closet to choose a dress to wear. Flicking through them as I thought about where we were going, I chose my Emerita twist front, tie-up back maxi dress. Yellow with white markings, it clung to my full breasts and sexily curved tummy before flaring at the hips and falling to the ground. The dress had a sexy off-centre split that exposed my outer thigh to barely before my panty line when I walked.
Laying it on the bed, I had a quick shower, did my makeup and fixed my hair then put it on. It was another dress it was pointless wearing a bra with, so I didn't even consider putting one on. I pulled out my beige with yellow straps wedge heels, slipped them on my dainty feet, and shivered excitedly at the thought of having only this dress between me and naked as I met Johnny's friends. Ignoring my dripping pussy, I glided down the stairs to where my son waited.
"Very sexy, Mom!" Johnny exclaimed as he took my hand and turned me slowly around. Then inappropriately touching my inner thigh through the slit, Johnny brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked them. "Hmm, Mom," he chuckled. "Your pussy is dripping with desire. Are you sure you don't want me to bend you over the bench now and take care of that for you?"
I was sure of two things. First, I wanted my son to do that intensely, and the second was that it was wrong, and I was a terrible mother for allowing the earlier episodes. So ignoring my sexual needs, after all, I had my husband home until Tuesday next week to take care of those. I mildly said, "If you don't behave, Johnny, I'll phone some friends and go into town instead."
He opened his mouth, and I knew he was about to call me 'slut', so before he could, I snarled, "Johnny Peter Muggleton, I swear if you use that word on me again, I will tell your father!"
"And admit we've screwed, Mom? Come on! You wouldn't."
"Oh, but I would," I forcefully replied. I would have, too. Now that Sean had orgasmed to visions of our daughter, he couldn't blame me for my interludes with Johnny (I hoped).
Clearly, Johnny didn't believe me, but he promised to behave and encouraged me to accompany him to the shoot. My problem was that, as we drove, I fantasised about kneeling on the seat, taking his blatantly obvious erection out of his pants and blowing him. By the time we got to the lumber yard, I was scared that I'd leaked so much that my dress showed a wet spot. For the first time in years, I wished I'd worn panties.
Knowing how wet I was, I had unobtrusively lifted the back of my dress and sat with my bare pussy against the seat. Getting out of the car, I felt the back of my skirt. Luckily, it seemed dry, but then I saw the car seat. Blushing, I quickly shut the door, hoping the window tint would obscure the spreading stain.
Seeing two young men I assumed were Johnny's photography pals, I stood tall with my shoulders back, tossed my hair, fixed them with hooded eyes and a smoky stare, smiled sexily, and strutted across to where they stood. As I strutted, I added a slight lift to my gait, which bounced my large, firm breasts. By the time I reached them, the boy's eyes were glued to my chest.
Stifling laughter, Johnny said, "Freddy and Frank, you remember my mom, Katie? Mom, if you recall, you met these two at the academy a couple of years ago."
I did remember them, I realised. Only they were callow, skinny youths then. Now they'd filled out gorgeously, which caused that tingle to make itself known again.
Blushing, Freddy and Frank lifted their eyes off my breasts long enough to say 'hi', then went back to ogling them. I didn't mind them looking. After all, I'd bounced across to them as I did to ensure they stared.
Looking around, Johnny asked, "Where's Phil and Gemma? They should be here by now."
Freddy looked up and replied, "Phil phoned this morning and said he was going over to get her, so I'm sure they won't be long."
Frank said nothing, just continued staring at my breasts, a supercilious smile on his lips. His smile made me uncomfortable, and I vaguely wished for a cardigan or coat to cover myself. Frank must have noticed my discomfit because he finally lifted his eyes off my chest and looked at me. "You look beautiful, Mrs Muggleton," he oily said. "That's such a pretty dress and looks fantastic on you." I could almost hear what he thought next: "But it would look better off you!"
"Thanks, Frank," I replied as he gazed at me lustfully. The intensity of his gaze had me off balance. Part of me felt my skin crawling as he looked, but underneath that feeling, the submissive slut I was at my core, preened and wanted to please him by revealing more of my luscious body. So, shrugging, I let the strap on my left shoulder fall partway down my arm, exposing the top of my breast mound.
With his eyes glued to what I'd revealed, Frank didn't even notice the fourth member of his group arriving. Turning to see who it was, I saw Phil Hemmant getting out of the car. Phil's mom, Kathy, and I were best friends, but I hadn't seen Phil in possibly five years as he'd gone to Melbourne to attend the same private high school his father had.
Phil only had eyes for me as he walked over, and ignoring the rest, he hugged me and kissed my cheek. "Hi, Mrs Muggleton," he said. "It's been years! And, wow! You look great!"
Blushing, I tittered behind my hand, tossed my hair, opened my eyes wide and pouted. "Thanks, Phil," I huskily breathed. "Compliments will get you everywhere, of course." Then I blushed deeper, realising I was shamelessly flirting with the young man.
"Where's Gemma? Frank accusingly asked.
Dragging his eyes off me, Phil blushed and replied, "She wouldn't come until I told her what type of pictures we wanted to take. Then when I told her, she wouldn't come anyway."
Which, of course, made me wonder exactly what type of pictures these boys planned to take.
"You told her?" Frank sneered. "I told you not to tell her until she got here and we could work her up to it.
Looking at his friend levelly, Phil answered, "She's my girlfriend, Frank. Not my slave." More fool you, Frank interrupted. "She wanted to know, deserved to know, and wouldn't come if she didn't. What did you want me to do? Drag her here against her will?"
"No," Frank snarled. "You're the man. You tell her what you want, and she obeys."
"Enough, guys," my son mildly said. "Frank, ease up, buddy. Not everyone has a submissive for a girlfriend as you have. If Gemma didn't want to come, we must accept it and move on."
Frank was clearly agitated by not getting his way, so he rounded on Johnny and said, "So what do we do now? Take pictures of weeds, rubbish and rotting lumber?"
"We have a beautiful woman standing right here with us, Frank. You think maybe we should ask if she'd pose for us?"
Freddie and Phil immediately turned to me, their eyes shining, and said, "Oh, would you, Mrs Muggleton, please?"
Phil followed that with, "You're even prettier than Gemma, Mrs Muggleton. Would you pose for us, please?"
I wanted to demure and refuse, but the boy's enthusiasm and eagerness convinced me to at least give it a go. However, I didn't want to seem too easily overcome, so I shook my head and said, "Oh, you don't want this old broad posing for you, guys. Why don't you call it quits for today and give Phil time to talk to Gemma? I'm sure she'd agree once Phil's explained what you all wanted." Of course, then I wanted to know what type of pics they wanted, so I added, "These are model-type pictures, right? Not nudes or sex stuff?"
Smiling guiltily, Johnny confessed, "We were hoping for a little bit risqué, Mom. Maybe a bit of partially exposed nipple, a panty shot where the covered area has outlines." Camel toe, you mean? I interrupted. Johnny grinned and admitted yes.
I thought about it and knew I'd do it because my pussy was aflame with want and desire. The thought of posing for these four handsome young men had me on fire.
"I'll do it," I pretended to agree reluctantly. "But no nipples and no camel toes!" They didn't know I was pantyless, and I intended to keep it that way.
"Oh, great, Mrs Muggleton. Thanks, Mrs Muggleton," Came my way from Phil and Freddie. However, Frank stood with his arms folded and a slight sneer on his lips.
'Katie, oh Katie,' I thought. 'Why does your pussy throb at the thought of pleasing that asshole?" The answer was simple, however. Frank was a Dominant male, not a generously dominant man like my husband, but a nastily dominant one like my father. The ache of remembered pleasure from discipline still infused my body and made me wet whenever I encountered it.
Shuddering with denied arousal, I turned to my son and asked, "Where do you want me, Johnny?"
"What do you think, guys?" Johnny deferred to his friends. Then he pointed to the sun and added, "The 2 O'clock sun is there. That gives a little more than an hour before it'll be too low and casts too great a shadow to take good pictures without lighting. So, why don't we start with Mom leaning against the stacked logs facing the sun, letting things flow and see what happens? If anyone sees or thinks of something they'd like to try, we'll ask Mom if she's prepared to do it."
Everyone agreed that what he suggested sounded good, so I found myself standing against a log pile, feeling insecure and uncomfortable.
Even though I was stiff and probably looked staged and awkward, the boys spread out and began clicking away. "Mom?" Johnny called. Yes, baby? "Strut like you did for Dad this morning."
Straightening, I pulled my shoulders back and then arched my back, pushing my luscious mounds up and out. Then, placing the heel of my right foot directly in front of the toe of my left, I lifted slightly onto my toes before dropping onto my heels, which caused my breasts to bounce delectably.
"Oh, wow, Mrs Muggleton!" Phil, fast becoming my favourite, said, "That is so sexy! Do it again, please? Give us a chance to prepare so we catch it perfectly."
With my voice sultry and my eyes smoky, I huskily purred, "Ready, boys?" Then lifted and dropped again.
I was getting into it now, so I preened and strutted, doing all the things I'd do if some fat prick came onto me, and I wanted to tease before pointing him out to my husband. I walked as I exaggeratedly swung my hips. I strutted back and forth with a lift and bounce on every step. I stared smokily back over my shoulder as I pursed my lips as if I was about to receive a kiss. I held my dress so it clung to my firm, curvy ass, then bent at the hips and showed it to the boys rapidly snapping cameras.
Next, I gathered the folds of my skirt, squatted with my knees wide, leaned back against the pile, and pulled the material to the side so the entire lengths of my left calf and outer thigh showed in the slit. I only wished that I had a cigarette to priss and preen with because I knew that look would drive these boys nuts.
"Lift your dress a little higher, Mom," Johnny instructed.
Lost in the moment, I scrunched the dress up, exposing more and more of my legs.
"Wow, that's sexy, Mrs Muggleton," the previously silent Freddy exclaimed.
Now totally into my role as a sexy model for my son's camera, I crooned, "Boys, it's past time you called me Katie. If I'm going to prance around looking sexy for you, it's ridiculous for you to call me Mrs."
"Do that thing with your hair, Mom," Johnny requested.
Turning to the side, I gathered my gorgeous, jet-black hair and held it over my right ear as I turned my head and looked at the cameras. Holding my dress rucked up exposed my left leg to where my panties would have shown if I had worn any.
Phil suggested, "Stand on your knees, Katie. Push your hips as far forward as you can, then hold your hair as you are, and lean back as far as possible." I did as he asked, and he gasped, "Yeah, wow! That looks great. So sexy, Katie, you're a natural at this." Of course, I preened at his praise and arched back further, and Phil added, "Let your hair go and toss your head. Yeah, perfect. Now place your hands on your thigh and gather your skirt up." I did as asked and heard. "That's good, Katie. Keep scrunching it up. Keep going. Yeah, a little higher."



Intensely aware that my dress' hem slid up my thighs, I looked down to ensure I hadn't dragged it so high that I'd exposed my pussy only to find Johnny lying on the ground with his camera's lens pointed up my dress at my slit.
With my eyes bugging, I wanted to scream and ask what he thought he was doing, but suddenly it excited me that my son wanted to see my pussy. Wanted to take pictures of my wet, exposed slit and clitoris, and that doing so had him sexually excited. An obvious state indicated by his thick cock straining against his trousers and its spreading wet spot. Therefore, I ignored what he did and continued posing for the others.
"A little higher, Katie, please," Phil pleaded, wanting a look at my pussy, too, I'm sure.
Deciding that was enough, I stood and said, "Guys, my back's hurting, and I need to go to the loo. So let's take a break, okay?"
The boys regretfully agreed and moved away. "I'm getting my laptop out of my car and uploading these pics onto it so I can see how they look," Johnny announced.
"Shit!" Freddie exclaimed, "I didn't think to grab mine. May I check yours with you?"
"I didn't bring mine either," Phil chimed in. "So I'll come with you."
Looking around, I realised no public facilities were close, so I'd have to find somewhere private amongst the log piles to do my business. I didn't think any of the guys would follow me because I'd announced what I needed to do, so I walked toward a distant pile, figuring I could duck behind it and squat, hidden from their eyes. I'd chosen one of the taller stacks to ensure I couldn't be seen after lifting my dress and squatting.
Rounding my chosen pile, I saw I'd chosen an almost cul-de-sac: three piles, one in front of me and one on either side. 'Perfect,' I thought as I walked in, lifted my skirt, carefully held my dress up and away to ensure I didn't wet it, squatted and peed.
Looking down in case my water ran towards my feet, I didn't hear Frank until it was too late. Hearing the tell-tale sound of a camera clicking, I looked up and, to my horror, saw Frank snapping away.
Shocked at his audacity and perversity, I gasped, "Frank! What the heck do you think you're doing?" Taking pictures of a slut, he nonchalantly answered. Of course, using that word meant I instantly became a submissive one of what he called me. Struggling against my conditioning, I growled, "Delete those pictures immediately and rack off before I tell Johnny what you did." I can take your son, Frank sneered. Him and the two dickheads he brought with him. So before I decide to fuck you in your ass, slut, suck on this.
Moving closer, Frank unzipped and shoved his tiny less than four-inch cock into my face. Moaning my protest as the last of my water spilled onto the ground, I unwillingly opened my mouth and sucked his stiff, little tool into it.
"Good girl," Frank crooned as he stroked into my mouth, snapping away with his camera.
'I am in so much trouble now,' I thought. 'First Edgar and Liz forcing me to do unspeakable things I can't tell anyone about, and now this asshole taking pictures of me sucking his cock.' Unfortunately, my submissive nature took over, and I slid a hand between my thighs and fingered my clit as I sucked his petite cock.
"Fuck, what a slut," Frank sneered. "Stand and bend over. I'm going to fuck you."
Even though my conscience howled in protest, Frank's aggressive dominance that mirrored my father's made me turn, bend and ruck my dress over my ass so I was ready for penetration. Unfortunately for Frank, in this position, he was too short for his puny cock to reach my pussy. Unfortunately for me, he slapped my firm ass and demanded I knelt.
Poised behind my ass, Frank demanded, "Guide me in." Obeying, I spread my knees, reached between my thighs, grabbed his small dick, and placed its head against my entrance. Pushing back, I felt the first man other than my husband shove his cock into my vagina. Of course, I'd conveniently forgotten about letting my son have it, too.
Frank came inside me less than thirty seconds later. Deeply ashamed, I collapsed onto my tummy and wept. Of course, Frank, the asshole he is, couldn't resist picking his camera up and taking numerous shots of my cum leaking pussy.
"Slut!" Frank barked. "Finger yourself to orgasm as I watch and take pictures."
I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't resist and slid my middle finger into my aching pussy as I swirled my first and third fingers over my clit. Slapping my ass, Frank commanded, "Cum, slut!" and barely stifling a scream, I climaxed as his camera zoomed in on my squelching pussy and thrusting fingers.
Frank stood looking down at me indifferently before he decided he was done degrading me. I was unsure if he'd finished tormenting me, so I slowly rolled onto my back and looked up at him. Taking more pictures as my salaciously exposed pussy leaked his fluids, he said, "You're a good root, Katie, so if you remain a good girl, I won't post these on the net, nor will I anonymously send them to your husband. But if you even think of telling your son, husband or the cops, I'll upload them as revenge porn onto PornHub, then tag you to everyone I know."
Despondent, I waited until I couldn't hear Frank's footsteps before standing up and making myself decent.
There was no way I could tell the others what had happened, so circling in the opposite direction to Frank, I forced a happy smile and walked back to the cars. Frank had left already, so only Johnny, Freddy and Phil remained gathered around my son's laptop, inspecting his photos.
Seeing me approach, Phil excitedly exclaimed, "These photos are gorgeous, Katie! Come and see how sexy you look!"
Reluctantly, I walked to Johnny's car's bonnet, where he'd placed his laptop, and watched as he scrolled through his photos. Most of them, I thought, were pretty much so, so. But around a quarter of them showed a sexy, vivacious, curvy and well-formed mid-thirties woman in the full bloom of her beauty. They were so good that I could hardly believe it was me.
"What will you do with these now?" I nervously asked. Scared these would join Frank's on the web.
"Same as the ones we took in the garage, Mom," Johnny stated. "I'll select the ones I like most and then run them through the filters until I'm happy with the result. By the time I'm done, when I post them, everyone will think you're the best looking woman on the planet."
Pleased with his compliment but feeling used and dirty, I pleaded, "Can that be enough for today? I'm tired and need a shower, so can we go home?"
Concerned, the boys all insisted that Johnny take me home immediately.
Holding the door, Johnny watched me carefully tuck as much of my dress under my ass as possible before I put my seatbelt on. Knowing I'd leak Frank's fluid all the way home, I was unwilling to deepen the stain from our trip here, so I put as much material between my pussy and the seat as possible.
"You okay, Mom?" He concernedly asked. "You look a little blue."
In my mind, I screamed, 'No, Johnny, I'm not okay. Edgar Fontaine has planted a post-hypnotic suggestion in my mind that causes me to react with arousal to being called a s... sigh, I don't dare even it say myself lest I orgasm... Because of that suggestion, I'm sitting here with a pussy full of your friend's spend feeling used, dirty and alone.
And what's worse is that your father will be home when we get there and will probably want me to make love to him. He's going to notice when he pushes his gorgeous cock into me, Johnny. He will feel that someone other than he has spent themselves inside me. How do I explain that, Johnny?
How do I tell him that his son knows if he calls me a certain word, I will willingly bend over and offer my pussy? How do I tell him that I've loved you pushing inside me and adored it as I felt your big cock swell and spurt its gooey essence into me? How do I explain that our daughter needed me to show her how to give and receive sexual love, so I fingered her button and licked and sucked her breasts until she orgasmed on my fingers.
And if all of that wasn't bad enough, I showed her how to stimulate my erogenous zones and make me cum. And, oh, Johnny, did I cum! I begged her to call me that name, and when she did, I tipped my head back and screamed my orgasm to the skies. And if she asks, I'll do it again. More, probably. I want to taste her, Johnny. Your evil, predatory mother wants to taste where my mother tasted me. And I will, Johnny. I don't think your sister will object when I try to, but even if she does, I know how to make her so turned on that she lets me anyway.
So, No, Johnny. I am not okay, and I'm far worse than 'a little blue'.'
But, of course, I couldn't say any of that, so I smiled wanly and lied, "It's close to that time, Johnny. You know I get a little down around then."
Thankfully, because most men are uncomfortable discussing 'women's issues', Johnny closed the door, got in his side, and drove us home. Luckily, we'd beaten Sean home, so I had time to shower and douche away the evidence of my sin before he could discover it.
Later, after we'd eaten (Chicken Piccata: a delicious lemony, buttery treat), Sean and I sat in the lounge drinking wine when our daughter walked in. Dressed in a satin cami top and shorts and with her luscious breasts jiggling delectably, Kristy strutted across to where we sat. Then, shooting me a teasing grin that her father didn't see, she asked, "What do you think, Daddy? I bought this today, thinking you might like it. Do you?"
Giggling to myself, I thought, 'The little vixen has been practising her moves in the mirror.' However, I had to admit that her strut was perfect, as was the little bounce she added to her step to make her bosom sway and jiggle. And now, as she teases her father, she's almost got her smoky look perfected, too.
Sitting coolly and sipping my wine, I watched with interest to see how my husband would react. His first reaction, of course, was a typical male one. His right hand found his crotch as his mouth gaped open, and he openly devoured his daughter's sensually displayed breasts and barely covered slit. His second reaction was as her father. Snapping his mouth closed and releasing his dick, he forced his eyes to look at hers and answered, "They look beautiful on you, Kristy, and make you even more beautiful than ever."
Glancing toward me to gauge how far I'd let her push things, Kristy turned and cupped her ass, then tossing her hair and looking back over her shoulder, she asked sweetly, "You don't think it makes my butt look big?" Gulping, Sean shook his head vigorously. "Dad," Kristy whined in her fake little girl voice. "You didn't even look at it, so how would you know?"
Trying to swallow past a suddenly dry mouth, my husband dropped his eyes to our daughter's sexily displayed ass before immediately snatching them back and saying, "No, honey. It looks good to me?"
Bending further over so the shorts outlined her vulva, Kristy asked, "Only good, Daddy? Not awesome or fantastic?"
"That's enough, young lady," I snapped. "Stop teasing your father, give us a kiss, and go to bed."
Making a disappointed moue, Kristy stood and moved to where I sat. When she leant over to kiss me, I whispered, "Wait twenty minutes after your father, and I have gone to bed, then quietly crack our door open. I have a surprise for you."
Kristy's eyes widened as she heard my words, and she pecked my cheek again before nodding and moving to kiss her father goodnight. She tried to kiss his lips, but Sean was having none of that, and he grabbed her head and turned it so they cheek kissed instead. Disappointed, Kristy turned and flounced from the room. Her perfectly formed ass delightfully swayed as she walked.
Putting down my wine, I stood towering over where my husband sat. "Mister Sean Albert Muggleton," I said sternly, pointing at his stiff cock. "Twice now, you've become sexually aroused staring at our daughter. Do you agree you need correcting?"
Sean tried to bluster, but of course, he knew that being sexually attracted to your children was wrong, so his eyes and head lowered, and he said, "Yes, Katie. What do you want me to do?"
'Bend me over something and push that magnificent thing inside me,' I thought as Sean's cock throbbed. But I'd promised Kristy a treat, so I nervously continued what I'd started.
"I think, Miss Katie, is appropriate while you're being corrected. Don't you?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," my husband said meekly.
"Then stand, strip naked and march to your room, Mister. Stand facing the corner until I speak to you."
"No, Katie..." Miss Katie, I interrupted severely. "No, Miss Katie, please. What if the kids come out?" Staring at him sternly, I replied, Then they'll see their father's inappropriate reaction to his daughter's body and know your shame. Perhaps that shame will prevent worse from happening.
Yes, readers, I know I'm being hypocritical, but if you read on, I have my reasons. However, they may not become apparent for several chapters yet.
Sean stood and reluctantly took off his clothes before beseeching me with his eyes. Seeing me with my arms folded under my gorgeously big breasts, tapping my finger on my elbow (a classic sign that I'm displeased), all fight fell from him, and he walked up the stairs to our room. However, unfortunately for him, his body betrayed him because even as he protested, his thick cock, throbbed and leaked precum.
After Sean had left the lounge and entered our room, I raced upstairs to the family bathroom. Taking out some hair ties, I braided my hair into a single thick braid that I would position between my breasts when I was done. My makeup sits on and in my room's vanity, but Kristy keeps hers there, so I quickly made my face up. Darkening my already dark eyebrows to black, I outlined my eyes and extended their lashes as far as possible with mascara. Choosing a rich, ruby red lipstick. I carefully pencilled in my lip outline, then filled them in, giving my lips a full pouty bee-stung appearance.
Stripping off in the bathroom, I slipped into the hallway naked and crept to my room. Kristy made a soft sound as I crept, so I turned, mouthed 'shh' and held my fingers up, indicating another ten minutes. Opening the door as quietly as possible, I stretched my arm through it and blindly searched for my tiny silk robe. Dark red, this robe barely covered my sexy ass, left all but my nipples and outer globes exposed, and matched my lippy.
After tying the sash tightly around my hips, I adjusted the robe's shoulders so they fell to my upper arms and displayed my décolletage to minimally above my nipples. Then, affecting a severe expression, I marched into the room as if I were a woman on a mission to quell her husband's errant behaviour. Which, I guess, in a way, I was.
Sean stood where I asked, shifting uncomfortably on his feet and with his cock completely soft. So, affecting my father's voice and mannerisms when he played, I spoke as if he had severely disappointed me and growled, "Mister Muggleton, what on earth has come over you? Never before have you become sexually aroused looking at our daughter. Or have you always lusted for her but kept it hidden? Do I need to do a safety check and ask Kristy if you've been at her? Before her eighteenth birthday, perhaps? Were you incestuous with a minor, Sean?"
Confused and mortified by my many accusations, Sean blithered and blathered, trying to protest. Finally assembling coherency, he took a deep breath and tried to calmly say, "Katie, I..."
Slapping the wall beside him, which made Sean jump, I snarled, "Under correction, Mister Sean Albert Muggleton, you will refer to me as Miss Katie!"
"Yes, Miss Katie," my husband submissively answered.
"Explain yourself."
"Miss Katie, it's like Kristy is coming onto me. I mean, she's showing way more flesh than typical, and it seems she's always pressing her boobs against me. If I'm not careful, Miss Katie, she tries to touch my dick. And she flashes me constantly."
Snorting derisively, I said, "So, your excuse for lusting over our young, sexually inexperienced daughter is 'she came onto me, Miss Katie'. And as a mere immature male, I am unable to resist her charms? Come on, Sean. Do you really think that's going to fly with me? Or has fucking that trollop you call your secretary addled your brain?"
My husband was embarrassed and guilty (although not by me accusing him of banging his secretary. After the silly bint had pulled her stunt, I'd taken Sean aside and warned him she was angling to be wife number two), so I had him completely off-centre, and he had no answer for my verbal barrage. Driving my edge home, I growled, "Sean, you agree that a correction is needed, yes?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," Sean unwillingly allowed. With my hand or a paddle? "What? ah, Miss Katie?" Sean gasped. Pretending to be exasperated, I stated, You agree that a correction is needed, and I am asking do you believe my hand is enough, or do you need the paddle? "It's my first ever correction, Miss Katie. Please may I have leniency?" You believe that a dressing down from me is sufficient correction this time? "I do, Miss Katie," Sean begged.
Even though I was inwardly relieved because I doubted I could follow through on my threat, I pretended to consider his request before saying, "Your misdeed requires more than a simple dressing down, Sean. However, I agree that being physically corrected for a first offence is too much. Therefore, I have decided to re-tie you to the bed as you were when I found you the other night. Then I will blindfold you and take my pleasure from your body. But, Sean, if you cum before I am satiated, you will get the paddle."
Eager for his 'correction', Sean said, "Yes, Miss Katie," so swiftly that I almost burst out laughing.
He was quickly on the bed with his arms and legs outstretched, so it was a simple matter to have him securely tied. I'd barely gotten Sean's blindfold on when my daughter quietly opened the door and spun through it, closing it behind her. Seeing her father naked and tied to the bed, his thick cock bouncing as it throbbed, Kristy's eyes flew wide open, and she had to stifle her gasp.
Hearing her stifled gasp, Sean asked, "You okay, Miss Katie?" I ignored him.
"Miss Katie?" Kristy mouthed. Then, taking in my appearance, her eyes would have widened further if that were possible.
Silently shushing her, I indicated she should kneel at the end of the bed and watch. Climbing onto the bed, I knelt with my knees on either side of Sean's head, facing my daughter. Then, standing upright on my knees, I cupped and squeezed my luscious breasts and held Kristy's gaze as I lowered my soppingly wet pussy onto my husband's face.
Watching her father eagerly lapping at my dripping pussy overwhelmed Kristy, and she slowly sank to the ground. Pulling her knees up, Kristy spread them wide, then pulled her nightie bottom aside and slid her finger over her clit. Unable to finger herself because of her intact hymen, she circled her entrance instead.
I watched my daughter furiously masturbating to the spectacle of her parents having sex, and with swiftly rising arousal, pinched my nipples as I rode my husband's face hard. My orgasm would be loud, but I couldn't quite find the trigger to ignite my explosion. But, when I gazed at my daughter lustfully, wishing there was a way to kiss and caress her as her father ate my pussy, I saw her mouth, "Slut!" and my climax was triggered. Screaming fit to wake the dead as spasm after orgasmic spasm ratcheted through me, I jerked and thrashed on Sean's mouth until the eruptions finally passed.



Coming down, I sighed as I lifted off Sean's mouth. But then, I saw that Kristy was about to cum, too, and afraid she'd add her scream to mine, I sat my pussy hard back onto Sean's mouth, then clamped my thighs around his ears. Sean immediately flayed my pussy with his tongue, causing me to climb towards my peak again.
Slowly riding my husband's nose and chin as he licked and stabbed my pussy with his tongue, I avidly watched my daughter swiftly circle her clit, then shudder, freeze, and shudder again as her climax rocked through her gorgeous body. Biting her wrist to muffle her groans, Kristy shook for a long time as an intense orgasm racked her. After the final shudder of a post-orgasmic tremor, Kristy smiled at me before raising her hands and shrugging as if to say, "What's next?"
Smiling as I thought evil thoughts, I shifted from Sean's face and knelt beside his head where I could speak into his ear. Taking hold of his throbbing cock, I set about ensuring he failed his promise not to cum before I told him I was satiated.
Squeezing his shaft's base, I slowly stroked up and down, whispering. "When Kristy walked in to say goodnight, Sean. Could you resist watching her firm young breasts bouncing? Miss Katie, please, no! Sean begged. "Admit it, Sean. Your daughter's hot young body makes your cock harden and throb, doesn't it?" Gawd, Katie, I can't! "
"Can't what, Sean? Can't resist looking at her delicious breasts bouncing? Can't help but imagine how they'd look naked?" No, Miss Katie. Stop, please, I'm going to cum, and I promised not to. "What about when she turned and bent to show you her bottom, Sean? Did you picture cupping it, caressing it?" Why are you doing this, Katie? Sean pleaded. I don't fantasise about our daughter that way. "Your throbbing, about to cum, cock calls you a liar, Sean. You have incestuous fantasies about your daughter, Sean. Don't worry, I have them, too." Gawd, Katie! Sean groaned as the last remnants of his self-control ebbed away.
Gesturing for her to come closer, I encouraged Kristy to lean over the bed between her father's tied feet. Once she was where I wanted, I whispered my final torture. "Yeah, Sean, don't worry about your incestuous fantasies about our daughter because I want to cup her delicious breasts and suckle on her stiff nipples, too."
"Kaaaaaaaaate!" Sean exhaled as his buttocks clenched, his cock throbbed, and he began shooting huge ropes of semen into the air. The first blast landed short of Kristy as she stood, shocked by what she saw, so I pushed Sean's cock down. The second and third blasts hit her chin and lips, and wonderingly, she opened her mouth and accepted the fourth inside. Liking the taste, Kristy scooped up what was on her face and chin and dripped it into her mouth. Sean's last two spurts were more like dribble than blasts. Those I gobbled down joyfully.
Stepping off the bed, I kissed my daughter's soft lips and touched her burning vagina before shooing her out the door. Then, I silently took Sean's blindfold off and undid his binds. When he was free, I knelt beside the bed in the pose described earlier and waited to be corrected. Sean, of course, couldn't allow me to make him ejaculate by forcing incestuous images into his imagination, so he'd have to discipline me. And I, with guilt coursing through me but my pussy flaming, looked eagerly forward to him doing it.
My husband stood over me, breathing steadily for a long time before kneeling with his knees on either side of my thighs and his bottom resting lightly. Taking my head in his hands, he tilted my face up and lovingly kissed my pouting lips. "Katie? Was before only role play? Or do you sometimes fantasise about having sex with our daughter?"
Oh, Gawd, what do I say? My instinct was to deny it and say it was only roleplay. But the new bad mommie Katie wanted to snarl that I was only confirming what I already knew he wanted to do, then make him my bitch for wanting it. However, Sean's loving kiss gave me hope that he didn't abhor me for saying or wanting what I'd said, so I opened my eyes and looked into his. "Our daughter is a beautiful, sexy, sensual young woman with a body to die for, Sean. And I'm sorry, but I can't help desiring to touch and feel her gorgeous assets. What about you? Was it only because I played with your cock and whispered those things that you felt them?"
Helping me to my feet, Sean undid my braid and sash before he pushed the robe off my sexy shoulders. Then lifting me, he placed me gently on the bed. Sliding between my shapely thighs, Sean positioned his cock at my entrance and firmly stroked into me. Creating a slow, sensual rhythm, Sean brought us slowly, almost maddeningly, along the path to orgasmic bliss.
He waited until we'd almost peaked, then lifted his head to peer into my eyes. "I love you, Katie Marie Muggleton," he crooned as he thrust harder. "What you made me see was wrong. Having incestuous visions of your daughter is wrong, but fantasising about making love with our daughter was the hottest, horny-making thing ever. If you want to roleplay that again, I'm in."
Sean growled his orgasm into my shoulder as I howled mine to the sky.

End Part 2.

Part 3: Returning to the Clinic, coming soon.
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Chapter 3: Back to the Clinic.

Hi readers, Katie Muggleton again. I hope you've been enjoying my adventures so far. Let me remind you how my last adventure ended.
Pretending to discipline my husband for having forbidden incestuous fantasies about our daughter Kristy I tied him to our bed. Unknown to him, I'd invited the object of his fantasies to sneak into our room and watch as I 'punished' her father. Kristy, after slipping into our room, sat on the floor before our bed masturbating as she watched me ride her father's face as he licked my dripping pussy.
Despite being highly aroused by Sean's furious licking, I couldn't quite get over the edge and climax. Seeing my need and knowing my trigger, Kristy mouthed 'slut', and I wailed through an intensely satisfying orgasm.
Part of Sean's punishment for having his forbidden fantasies was to wait until I permitted him to before climaxing. However, I had plans, and they involved Sean allowing some incestuous behaviour between us and our children. Therefore, I'd knelt beside his head and whispered salacious descriptions of our daughter's sexy young body and vividly described his (my) fantasies of what he wanted to do to her.
Unable to control his carnal desires, my husband orgasmed, spitting (he thought) his seed onto the bed below him. I'd encouraged Kristy to lean over her father, however. So three of the first four spurts hit our daughter's face or landed in her open mouth.
After chasing Kristy out of the room, I released my husband, then knelt, expecting him to tan my ass for forcing those images into his imagination. Instead, Sean carried me to the bed and made maddeningly slow love to me. Then, as we neared our peak, he growled that he wanted to continue our incestuous roleplay, and we simultaneously experienced tremendous orgasms.
Readers, now we're caught up with my adventures so far. Let me tell you about my subsequent ones.
The next morning, Sean and I made slow, languorous love again. Over the years of our marriage, our passion for each other, or more specifically, his for me, has waned, and we rarely make love these days. However, it seemed that fantasising about our daughter and knowing that not only did I approve of his fantasies, I encouraged him to enjoy them had my husband's motors revving again.
I'm a very sensual woman with a powerful sex drive. Therefore, I often felt frustrated and edgy due to my husband's waning enthusiasm to make love. I needed to masturbate to orgasm regularly to relieve my aching desires and throbbing clitoris. However, masturbating didn't alleviate my ache the way making love did.
Unfortunately, that meant I was vulnerable to the likes of Edgar Fontaine and Frank Pritchard. Sexily dominant men that know my weakness —command me in a deep baritone voice, and I'll submissively allow you to do as you wish. I can't help it because it's been ingrained into me by many years of physical punishment leading to sexual pleasure.
Growl deeply at me, and I'll become wet. Tower over me as I sit, then demand I touch my breasts or nipples, and I'll bite my bottom lip and wait longingly for you to tell me what else you want me to do. Growl that you want me to kneel before you, and I'll instantly slide off my seat onto my knees and plead with my eyes for you to offer your cock. Snarl for me to touch myself, and one hand will slip inside my typically short skirt as the other slides onto my nipple. Grab my nipple and twist it as you growl what you want, and I'll moan that I will do anything you ask. Then bend me over as you tweak my nipples and smack my ass, and I'll likely orgasm unless told not to. Of course, at that stage, if you want me to fuck or suck you, I willingly will.
Fortunately for me, I gave my virginity to my now husband Sean on the night of my eighteenth birthday, got pregnant from that first experience, and then married him. I never dated much during my school years, and being with Sean means I haven't been exposed to many situations where someone could exploit my submissive nature. If I attended an event or party with my husband and felt someone was trying to command me or was coming on too strongly, I'd immediately find my husband and point them out. He'd take care of the rest.
However, I am a perpetual flirt and love receiving appropriate appreciation for my beautiful face and divine assets. I dress provocatively when and where possible, and even my maxi dresses have long slits or several panels. If I'm standing still when wearing these dresses, they hang gorgeously to the ground from my slim waist and flared hips and reveal little. But, when I walk or sit, they part and expose vast expanses of my shapely calves and thighs. My husband regularly uses my sensual assets to dazzle potential clients and has made many favourable deals after I've bamboozled their tiny minds with my overt charms.
After our eventful Saturday night, Sean and I spent Sunday together. Sean even asked me to accompany him when he went into his office for an hour to work on his latest proposal. He ended up spending two hours there because I, well, shall I say, distracted him. Because he was taking me to lunch when he finished, I'd worn a sexy black cut-out crew neck and sleeveless bodycon tank dress with lace-up sides.
This dress clung to my every curve and exposed vast amounts of my shoulders and side boobs. It ended barely below my sexily rounded ass and swayed with it as I walked. It rode up if I wasn't careful, so I covered my slit with a tiny thong. Of course, I hadn't bothered with a bra because the dress clung seductively to my swelling breasts.
I took advantage of the dress' shortness and flashed my husband my barely covered vagina at every opportunity. As he drove, I ran my fingertips over and around his cock's throbbing glans. When he opened my door, I spread my knees to show him I had pulled my thong aside to reveal my wet pussy. In the elevator up to his eighty-third-floor office, I knelt and took his cock out. I sucked it until we reached his floor, then released it with a loud slurp and tucked it away as the doors opened. My tease culminated when I sat in the guest chair before his oak-panelled desk, lifted my knees and placed my heels on the desk. Then, sliding my thong aside, I began playing with myself.
Looking up when I moaned, Sean was overcome with lust, and he growled, strode swiftly around his desk, pulled me onto my hands and knees, smacked my ass and jammed his cock into my dripping vagina. Reaching around, he forced his hands inside my dress and mauled my breasts as I squealed my orgasm and thrashed my sexy ass back at him.
Teasing me in return, Sean refused to cum. So after he'd made me orgasm, he smacked my bottom again and demanded that I sit. Then Sean grabbed the back of my head and, taking his thick cock in his hand, presented it to my sexily pouting, lipstick-covered lips. He growled, "Katie, I'm jamming this down your throat as far as possible. I swear, if you even think of choking, I'll remove my belt and wallop your curvy ass until it's black and blue."
The reality is that my husband has never hit me other than on my bottom with anything more than his hand to correct me ever. Because I enjoy it, as part of our sex play, he occasionally uses a thick, padded leather paddle to light up my rear. But that is as far as he has ever gone. Therefore, his threat to 'wallop my curvy ass' with his belt was an empty one. Nevertheless, I nodded my agreement, circled my lips into an 'O', and opened wide, ready for him to shove his cock in.
Holding my head and jaw tightly, Sean shoved forwards hard. When he rammed his cock in, his abdomen hit my lips and mashed them against my teeth. Almost climaxing from the dominant way he took ownership of my mouth, I moaned around his pumping cock as I slurped, sucked and swirled until he groaned and ejaculated down my throat.
Not finished there, my husband demanded that I work him until he stiffened again. Repeating his earlier effort, he rammed his cock back into my mouth. This time, however, when he climaxed, he pulled out and came on my face. Sean loomed over me after climaxing, sternly looking down until he sensed my urgent need. Then even with his cum sliding slowly down my face, he bent over and kissed my lips lightly as he slid his hand between my parted thighs. Placing his thumb on my enlarged clit, he dipped two fingers into my pussy and curled them back. Finding my G-spot, he tickled it with his manicured nail before growling, "Cum for me, my little Katie slut." Howling, I bounced and shuddered as the orgasm he ignited blasted me apart.
Aeons later, when I finally came down, Sean sat at his computer, intently watching the screen as his fingers flew over his keyboard. Knowing any further attempts to 'distract' him would anger him instead, I got up quietly and used his executive bathroom to clean up in. Looking at myself in the mirror, I cleaned his semen from my face, then carefully inspected my chin, neck and décolletage to ensure I hadn't left any evidence of Sean's orgasm.
After reapplying my makeup and brushing my hair (cleaning a splodge I'd missed first), I walked to the reception area and sat on one of the couches and idly played games on my phone until my husband was ready to eat. "Ready?" Sean asked almost an hour later. "For you, baby?" I teasingly answered as I spread my thighs and showed my wet slit. "Always!"
Sean helped me to my feet, linked his elbow with mine and escorted me to the elevator. On the way down, I teased, "Want me to go down as we go down?"
"Katie," my husband grinned. "I swear you're hornier now than you were when we were teenagers and first met."
Unable to tell him why, I answered, "It's the whole body clock thing, Sean. My innards are telling me that if I'm going to have more babies, I need to get on with it."
Raising an eyebrow, Sean asked, "You don't want any more, though, Katie. Do you?"
A few years ago, before our children were teenagers, I would have said yes. But now I thought I was too old for children. Women who become first-time mothers in their mid to late thirties have my utmost awe and admiration. However, I wonder how these women will cope when they're over fifty and their children become teenagers. Don't get me wrong. Johnny and Kristy are model teenage kids, causing little to no real angst, but teenagers are exhausting. Always on the go, they eat you out of hearth and home. As they reach puberty and their hormones begin rushing through their changing bodies, their mood swings can be violent and extreme.
In her early teens, our daughter Kristy would be laughing and bouncing off the ceiling, filled with pure joy one minute. Then seconds later, she'd be weeping into her pillow because of some imagined slight someone had given her. Johnny was marginally better but was often moody and irritable. Unfortunately for our family, Sean's career took off when the kids were that age. And as he accepted promotions and more senior positions, he was often absent for extended periods, leaving me to raise our kids through that time virtually alone.
As I said in an earlier episode, that's the price you pay to be married to a rich, successful man, so it never occurred to me to complain or object. My mother was my saviour for a lot of that time as she'd often turn up unannounced and do my laundry, clean the house, or any of the other mundane tasks that I struggled to keep up with as my kids ran me ragged. Of course, she'd always want to make love when she'd finished her task, and that kept my sometimes raging sexual needs from getting me into trouble.
The above thoughts took less than seconds to waft through my mind before I giggled and answered, "Heck no!"
When we hit the lobby, Sean briefly cupped my ass before sliding his hand around my hips and hugging me to him. Then, with our hips glued together, we walked around the corner to Daniel's Steak House and had lunch.
Monday passed without incident, and Tuesday saw me bidding my husband goodbye as he caught a plane to London. He'd be gone close to a month (His schedule had altered from earlier because his associate had come down sick, and Sean needed to do everything himself.) this time, and I worried about what he'd return to. I hadn't heard anything from Frank, but the thought of what he might do with the compromising pictures he'd taken, played heavily on my mind. Of course, that I was no longer faithful to my husband played even more heavily than the thought of Frank posting my pictures.
Although I felt guilty about letting Johnny have me twice, that seemed insignificant to allowing Frank to take me. I believed that now our children had reached their maturity that, as my family of origin was, our family would be a loving one. Therefore, although I still feared breaking the incest taboo, I feared having broken my marriage vows more.
The house phone was blaring its insistent ring when I got home. Picking it up, I said, "Muggleton residence, Katie speaking."
"Hello, Katie," Frank's oily voice came. "I've been masturbating thinking about fucking your pretty cunt, Katie. Have you been thinking about me?"
"Of course," I wanted to scream, "I've been thinking about you and wanting to puke!" But my jaw wouldn't release, so I remained silent.
Ignoring my silent response, Frank continued, "You know, Katie? I've wondered what to do with these salacious, disgusting photos of you I have, but I can't quite figure it out. Do I take advantage of PornHub's offer to buy pornographic, amateur photos, or do I take pity on my friend's slutty mother and delete them?
Struggling to contain an orgasm, I bit my lip and kept quiet.
"I'll tell you what, Katie," Frank sneered. "Keep Friday night clear. If you meet me and do precisely as I want, I'll delete these photos and promise never to take similar ones."
Finally breaking the paroxysm in my chest, I gasped for breath, then asked, "What will you want me to do?" However, I knew Frank was probably lying and trying to manoeuvre me into a position where he could add compromising pictures, not delete them.
"Nuh-ahh, Katie," Frank chuckled. "First, you agree to meet me on Friday so I don't release your pictures now. Then, on Friday evening, I text you with instructions on when and where we're to meet me, and you go there."
Not thinking I had any other choice, I agreed to meet Frank where and when he wanted to on Friday.
"Good slut," Frank crooned. "But don't worry, Katie, come Friday, I'll ensure your slutty ass has lots and lots of fun and give you ample opportunity to show your slutty side."
Thankfully, Frank ended the call, and I could slide down the wall and finger myself to a satisfying orgasm.
My kids were home Tuesday afternoon, so we had an enjoyable interlude joking and teasing and generally cutting up as we spent time together. As the day ended, I tray-baked lamb chops in lemon and thyme before adding a garden salad and mashed potatoes. After I poured some Bordeaux wine into three glasses, we sat around our kitchen table, chatting and laughing as we ate dinner.
When dinner ended, Johnny said he needed to head into his club to do a weights and stretching session, and Kristy announced she had a project that needed work. That left me alone, with only my thoughts for company. Feeling agitated and apprehensive about returning to the clinic, I opened the chamomile tea box and took out the cigarette I'd partially smoked.
Lighting it up, I dragged heavily on it. Holding the warm smoke in my lungs, I waited until I had to breathe or cough it out. Then, after blowing the smoke into the air, I drew on the cigarette until it burned to the filter. The effect was the same as last time. After two drags, the tension that I constantly felt ebbed, and I could relax. Feeling tired, I opened the window, sprayed air freshener, then went to my room.
Stripping, I dumped my clothes into the hamper and showered. Finished, I wrapped a towel around my head and vigorously dried my hair. Unfortunately, my hair is long and thick, and I would need to spend time blow-drying it so it didn't become a knotted, frizzy mess by morning. Satisfied that my hair was as dry as towelling it could make it, I stepped back inside the en suite and hung the towel on the rails.
Only then, did I realise that Kristy sat cross-legged in the middle of my bed. Seeing that I'd finally noticed her, she grinned and said, "Nice view, Mom. Boy, do your breasts bounce sexily when you dry your hair."
Leaning over to kiss her cheek, I asked, "What are you doing in here, Missy?"
Wrinkling her nose at my cigarette breath, Kristy replied. "Watching your titties bounce as I wait for you, of course.
Pretending to growl, I said, "You're not so old that I can't spank you, you know?" Then tried to kiss her cheek again.
"Eww, seriously, Mom," Kristy whinged, pushing my face away. "You have ashtray breath. I thought you'd quit smoking after seeing that hypnotist?"
"Hypnotherapist," I absently replied as I staved off another flicker: image episode.
Regaining control, I walked into the en suite, brushed my teeth, and gargled with mouthwash before returning to the bed. Climbing up, I mimicked my daughter by sitting cross-legged facing her and then asked what she wanted.
Frowning, Kristy muttered, "Hang on," then stepped off my bed and stripped before climbing back on. "That's better," she stated. "Now we're the same."
Wondering what she wanted, I still took the time to admire her sensual, curvy body and longed to touch her breasts and play with her nipples. Forcing myself to keep my eyes on Kristy's face, I waited to see why she'd come to see me.
False starting twice, Kristy eventually said, "About the other night?
"The night when you tasted your father's semen?" I teased.
"Yeah. What was with that?"
"Inviting you to watch as I played with your father?" Kristy nodded. "Were you objecting?" She shook her head. "Did his semen hitting your face upset you?" Shake. "Was it that his semen entered your mouth?" Shake. "Did you like it and want more?" Nod. "Do you want your father to be your first lover?" Embarrassed nod. "You're afraid you'll get pregnant despite being on the pill, right?" Nod. "Wouldn't being made pregnant by your father be worse?" Embarrassed nod. "What do you want, then?"
Blushing, Kristy raised her head and said, "I want your permission and then help to seduce Dad."
Thrilled because I wanted to continue being intimate with my son but unwilling to admit that yet, I replied, "You're asking for too much, Kristy." Her face fell. "I didn't say no," I reassured her. Beaming smile. Suppressing a grin, I added, "I didn't say yes, either." Fading smile. "I'm making no promises now, but I'll think about it, okay?" Unsure, partial smile.
After the exchange described above, I stared at my gorgeous daughter and wondered how she'd react if I kissed her passionately. Then thinking, 'Fuck it!' I leaned forward and cupped her sexily mounded, bare breasts before locking my lips to hers and kissing her.
Kristy started with surprise as my hands found her breasts, but she willingly locked lips with me, so I sent my tongue out and brushed it against her lush lips, asking for entry. With a soft moan into my mouth, Kristy's lips parted, and our tongues met in that age-old dance of desire and passion.
Feeling her nipples harden in my hands, I circled them with my thumbs as I gently squeezed and kneaded her luscious mounds. Leaning forward to kiss her while sitting cross-legged was uncomfortable, so I shifted onto my knees. Then cupping the back of Kristy's head, I pushed my shoulders against hers and lowered her onto her back.



My daughter left her legs spread as I lay her back, and I slid between them until our bodies touched from lips to pussies. As our kiss intensified, I slowly undulated my hips and ground my pussy against hers. Although it felt good to press against my daughter like that, there wasn't enough of the delicious friction on our clits we'd both need to get off.
So, swinging my thigh over hers, I pushed it firmly against Kristy's clitoris and gently moved my thigh up and down.
Kristy's fingers were entwined in my gorgeous locks as she held me lovingly. But when she felt my thigh rub on her clit, she broke our long, sensual kiss to tilt her head back and moan. Then feeling my hot, wet slit pressed against her thigh, she convulsively lifted her leg and pressed it firmly against my thick clitoris before moving her leg up and down.
It was my turn to moan into my daughter's mouth, and shuddering, I felt my climax swiftly approaching. I wanted Kristy to orgasm before me, though. So I slid my hand between us and fingered her hard, chunky button. Then moving my fingers lower, I spun my finger around Kristy's entrance as I'd seen her do and thumbed her clitoris.
"Oh, Mom," My daughter sighed. Then she arched back and pushed her sweet little pussy hard against my hand as her muscles spasmed holding her stiff, and she groaned gutturally through a tremendous orgasm.
Shuddering as her muscles relaxed, Kristy sank onto the bed and opened her eyes. Staring at me languorously with subdued passion, she smiled and said, "Wow, Mom! That was so intense! What can I do to make you good?"
"The same as the other day," I pleaded. What I really wanted, however, was to take her head in my hands and guide her mouth onto my wanting pussy.
Smiling gently, Kristy rolled me off her onto my back, then knelt between my sexily spread, shapely thighs. Kristy pressed her rounded breasts on mine, then kissed my lips softly before shifting to kneeling. Then, using her left hand's thumb, she pulled my clit hood back. I moaned, anticipating Kristy would lower her mouth onto it. However, she circled it with her other hand's index finger instead. I wasn't disappointed, though, because her finger felt fantastic on my engorged clit.
Slowly, maddeningly, Kristy circled my button as she held my thick clit exposed. Fascinatedly watching her, I felt my hips rise to push against her maddening finger. "Please, Kristy," I groaned, although what I pleaded for was unclear. Feeling her power over me, Kristy grinned and continued to slowly circle my clit. The feeling was intense and overpowering and too much for my submissive nature. Only aware of the sublimely delicious friction on my button, my head rocked back, and my body lifted off the bed as I arched my pussy up at my daughter's finger, I opened my mouth and pleaded, "Please, Mistress, may I cum?"
My daughter's eyes widened when she heard me plead, 'Mistress', but she swiftly chose to play the game. "Tell me what you are first." Your submissive slut, Mistress. It was all I could do to hold my climax in abeyance at that stage. "Then cum for me, my little Mommie slut," Kristy demanded, and I howled my orgasm to the heavens.
I woke some hours later feeling relaxed and in control of my mind. My need to pee had woken me up, so I slid out of bed and took care of it. After washing my hands, I returned to bed. Looking down at my beautiful sleeping daughter, who had rolled onto her back with her legs and arms wide apart, I smiled happily, snuggled into her side and fell asleep, cupping her breast as I did.
Kristy's soft snores woke me, so I tickled her ribs and kissed her lips. "Wake up, honey. You need to get ready for uni."
Stretching and yawning, Kristy playfully flicked my nipple, then said, "Spoilsport! I was having such a nice dream, too."
"Oh?" I teased back. "It was about a boy, then?"
Blushing guiltily, she admitted it was but wouldn't say who, so it was more than likely her father. Of course, given my activities with her brother, I was in no place to criticise or judge, so I smiled and left it there.
I wanted to remain in bed admiring my daughter's gorgeous young body as she longingly returned my gaze until we could stand looking only no more and made love again. But unfortunately, we both had places to be. Her to uni, and me to my feared appointment with Edgar Fontaine and his wicked receptionist.
Putting my house coat on, I went to the kitchen to make Kristy and me breakfast. We sat together eating, and then she kissed my cheek and jumped into her eighteenth birthday present, a brand new Fiat 500 Abarth, and left. Johnny would be at training, so I had to fret about my upcoming appointment alone the whole morning.
Although I often am, I don't like being alone because I worry. And it seemed like I had a lot to worry about this morning. Edgar Fontaine being one. Frank Pritchard and what he had planned for me on Friday another. Plus, I was juggling two illicit incestuous affairs with my children while hiding them from their father and each other. And I had another plan to bring to fruition, but the characters in that plan were currently unaware of my schemes.
I sat at the table, almost frozen by my fears and worries until my alarm went off, telling me it was time to dress to go to Edgar's clinic. I struggled against Edgar's planted instruction to return, but it was fruitless. Almost an automaton, I stood, went upstairs, showered and then sat at the vanity to do my hair and makeup.
The implanted suggestions meant I did my look way more aggressively than usual. Typically, my makeup is understated. With my light brown skin and dark brown eyes, I don't need much makeup to look good. Today, however, I'd darkened my cheekbone line, added eyeshadow from white in the inner corner to dark brown on the outer, and shaped my eyebrows with the eyebrow pencil until they arched as high as possible without shaving them off and drawing them on my forehead. I'd used mascara on my lashes until they arced close to an inch from my lids and used vibrant red lipstick to paint my lips. I'd also drawn my lip line so wide that they made my already pouty lips look almost comically Pamela Anderson-like plump.
I'd gathered all the hair from the right side of my face and neck and held it over my ear on the right side with clips. That did look good, I'll admit because it exposed my sexily long neck. Done with my hair and makeup, I opened my robe, took out my red micro-mini and white, see-through button-up blouse, and placed them on the bed. Opening my drawer, I selected my black suspender belt and matching stockings. I put those on first and then pulled on my micro-mini. Sliding my arms inside my blouse's sleeves, I did up only the middle button before tying the shirt ends in a knot under my breasts. The final addition to my look was a pair of black 7-inch strappy platform shoes with stiletto heels.
I checked in the mirror and was horrified. I looked like a Hollywood movie depiction of a street-walking prostitute. The bottom of my skirt was nowhere near the top of my stockings, and the suspenders and lack of a panty line screamed that I was naked under the skirt. I'd automatically tied the blouse to accentuate my gorgeously firm large breasts, and my nipples showed through the thin material. This was an outfit that I'd wear to tease my husband. I'd put it on just before he was due home from work and let him 'catch me' like this as I was bent over vacuuming. Never would I wear it outside the house. My makeup emphasised my 'whore' look, and the way I'd done my hair no longer seemed sexy to me. It looked slutty instead.
Although I'll admit that I dress provocatively, I do not ever dress sluttily. My typical look exudes a dark, brooding sensuality. And although it often appears that I will burst out of my outfit at any moment and display my body's wares for all to see, I never actually reveal a thing. Everything is suggestion. My outfits appear as if you would see my nipples if you could only stand at the correct angle, or if you got just a little lower, you could peer up my skirt and see my wet slit. But none of that is true. My father would have hammered my sorry ass if he caught me displaying myself for all to see, and my husband would correct me every day for a week if he saw me doing it.
What I had on showed my nipples blatantly. Anyone closer than a couple of hundred metres away would see them sway and bounce as I walked. My skirt was so short that I couldn't bend over as my ass and pussy would show, and my whole vulva was exposed no matter how I sat.
My phone alarmed again, telling me it was time to get in my car and go to my appointment, so I had no choice but to put aside my dress concerns and leave. I vaguely wondered who had set the alarms as I walked to my car because I couldn't recall doing it.
I drove to the clinic in a daze, and when I arrived, I couldn't remember any of the journey. Trembling as I fought to get back in my car and go home, I didn't move from where I stood for quite some time. But eventually, Edgar's conditioning took over, and I reluctantly walked into the clinic.
"Welcome back, Ms Muggleton," Liz said brightly, her eyes gleaming predatorily. "How have you been? Been keeping off those nasty cigarettes?"
I glared at her and remained silent.
Liz watched me silently with an amused smile on her face. But at my continued resistance, she slapped her hands together and barked, "Katie! Sluts like you answer their betters immediately. Now kneel and kiss my feet before I decide to make you strip naked and walk home."
"There's no need for that, Ms Donnelly," Edgar urbanely said, gazing down at where I knelt. "I'm sure that Katie will happily answer our questions if we ask politely. And I'm sure she has many of her own."
Glaring at the therapist, Liz muttered, "I did ask politely," but then she took a deep breath and returned to smiling brightly.
Turning back to me, Edgar politely said, "Follow me, Katie. It is still Katie, isn't it? We haven't returned to formality?"
I wanted to scream obscenities at him. I was screaming them in my head. I longed to rake my nails down his face and ram my knee into his balls, but I did none of these things. Instead, I followed him to his office, reclined on his counselling couch, and politely answered, "Katie is fine, Edgar."
"We need to clear some things up first, Katie. Then we can put you under and work on the next stage of your recovery from nicotine addiction. So let's begin with: Have you had a smoke since our previous appointment?" Yes. How many? Half of one, twice. "I'm unclear on what you mean, Katie. You mean you've smoked one cigarette?" Yes, over two times. "Ahh, I see. You lit a fag up, smoked half of it, put it out, then later, lit it a second time?" Yes. "That's impressive, Katie. Well done. After their first session, most struggle to last until the end of the day before lighting up again. I'm especially pleased that after partaking in a cigarette, you managed to stop at only half a cigarette both times.
"As I thought, your submissive nature has allowed me to plant the smoking prohibition much deeper in you much sooner than most. Yes, indeed, your recovery from your nicotine addiction will be swift, Katie. You must be overjoyed, as I'm sure your family will be, too.
"Now, Katie. Let's move on to your questions. I'm sure you have plenty, so feel free to speak openly. However, for my safety, you will remain unable to move from the couch. Nor will you be able to shout. Especially not for help. So, Katie, other than those restrictions, feel free to speak your mind."
Gritting my teeth so I didn't yell at him as I so desperately wanted to do, I asked, "First, why did you make me have sex with your receptionist? I am not a lesbian or even bisexual, so why make me do that? Second, if you can do that to me so readily, why didn't you take me, too? And third, you sick, perverted individual, why, on God's green earth, did you make me have sex with my son and daughter?"
Edgar answered me with a self-satisfied grin, "I'll answer your second question first, Katie. As you crudely put it, I didn't 'take you' because I'm gay and have no interest in your overt charms. To answer your first and third questions, I did not 'make' you do anything. A hypnotist cannot 'make' anyone do anything they are not innately willing to do. I can see from your expression that you don't believe me, so let me give you a demonstration." He pressed the intercom button and said, "Come to my rooms, please, Ms Donnelly."
A few seconds late, Liz opened the door and entered.
"Mrs Muggleton seems under the misapprehension that I can make her do something her moral compass would not usually allow, Liz. Are you willing to be the actress in my demonstration that I cannot?"
"Of course, Edgar," Liz said as she looked at me knowingly.
Edgar turned to me as he took out his pendant. "Katie, I will put you under, then, keeping you under my spell, I will make you aware of everything happening around you. As is usual when you're under hypnosis, you will obey all of my suggestions, including the ones your conscience will not typically allow you to do. Are we clear?"
"Yes, Edgar," I said in a monotone, my eyes already closing as they followed the slowly swinging pendant. A few seconds, many hours, I don't know, later, I heard, "Open your eyes, Katie. You will remain in a deep hypnotic state but are able to hear and react to everything happening around you. Do you understand?" Yes, Edgar. "I will now demonstrate that I am unable to 'make' you do anything you are not capable of doing at your core. Is that clear, Katie? Yes, Edgar. First, I will demonstrate some of the silly things I can make you do, even though they would typically embarrass you. Okay?" Yes, Edgar. "Hop up and down and make your big titties bounce, Katie."
I instantly lifted my left leg off the ground and hopped on the spot. As requested, I also lifted and dropped my shoulders in time with my hop to ensure my breasts achieved their maximum bounce. Edgar took me through several equally silly but harmless actions. Never once did I try to refuse or demure. I simply moved from one action to another immediately after he suggested it.
"Let me demonstrate something slightly more extreme, but you'd still readily do. When I say 'moo', I want you to immediately get on your hands and knees, chew your cud as a cow does, and make mooing noises." Amazed, I saw and felt myself complying, even though it was embarrassing and unwittingly matched with what my husband had kidded me about.
"Walk and quack like a duck." I did. "You're a mouse just discovered by the farmer's wife. What will you do?" I scurried towards the couch and tried to slip under it to hide myself. Before I could get there, Edgar said, "Enough. Katie, stand and relax." I did as asked. "So those were some of a stage hypnotist's typical parlour tricks. Let's move to things that you might do in the right circumstances, okay?" Yes, Edgar. "Tell me what you think of Ms Donnelly."
I remained silent because I would never insult or belittle another in front of someone I didn't consider a close friend. "Katie, I can control what you do. You said so, do you remember? Tell me what you think of Ms Donnelly." I shook my head and remained silent. "Who is your best friend, Katie? The one you talk to about everything. Your closest confidant?" Kath Loughlin. "Close your eyes for a moment, and when you open them, you'll sit with her in your lounge and tell her about Liz Donnelly."
When I opened my eyes, I saw Kath sitting on our lounge as I paced up and down, ranting about Edgar's bitch receptionist. "I'm telling you, Kath! The woman has a pair of knockers the size of cow udders. If the bitch fell on her face, she'd bounce straight back up off those gigantic things."
"Enough, Katie," Edgar crooned. "Are you starting to see my point?" I didn't want to have to admit to myself I'd done the things I'd done because I wanted to and not because Edgar had forced me to do them, so I shook my head. "Let me give one more extreme example of hypnosis's limitations, okay?" Yes, Edgar. "Katie, strip!" Edgar commanded in a deep baritone voice. Unhesitatingly, I dropped my micro-mini and peeled my top off before tossing it aside. "Now march out into the reception area, across the foyer and out onto the road."
I didn't move, of course, because that is something I would never do. In private quarters, with my husband, children or even close friends, I didn't mind being naked because, after all, that is our natural state. For my husband, I will strut naked any time he wishes. And with close friends, I'll use a hot tub naked or go skinny-dipping. Therefore, taking my clothes off in front of Edgar and Liz was something in the right circumstances I would naturally do. But I'd never expose myself publicly.
Chuckling, Edgar said, "You can no longer argue that I 'made' you do anything, Ms Katie. But, to drive my point home, let us try something sexual. Do you find Liz sexually attractive?" I wanted to deny it, but her massive melons had me quite hot, and I wanted to see and play with them. However, I didn't want to admit that, so I quickly shook my head. "Come now, Katie," Edgar chuckled. "You shake no, but your actions say yes (I was biting my bottom lip.). You cannot lie under hypnosis, Katie. Not unless your natural state is to be an incorrigible liar. So, I ask, "Do you find Ms Donnelly attractive?" Unwillingly, I nodded my head.
"Good girl. Now we can begin your second session. However, you look very sexy in nothing but a suspender, stockings and heels, Katie, and I know Liz enjoys looking at you naked, so lay back on the couch, and we'll get started." When I lay down, Edgar said, "Sleep," and I remembered nothing more.
Time passed, and I heard, "Three." Opening my eyes, I noticed the same 'used and dirty' feeling as last time. Worried, I touched my pussy. Thankfully, it didn't seem that anyone had cum in me, but it did feel swollen and a little gaped. "You may dress and go home, Katie." Then he grinned, "Unless you'd prefer to drive home naked?" I shook my head and swiftly donned what little clothes I had.
"The session went exceptionally well, Katie," Edgar informed me as I dressed. "I'm ecstatic with the results and believe we've achieved a significant breakthrough in your recovery from your addiction. In fact, I'm so confident of your recovery that I believe our next session will be the last we need. However, I'd like the right to bring you in for check-ups occasionally, Katie. Just a quick hello, slut. How are you, slut? Still off the ciggies, slut? Still eating pussy and sucking cock, slut?"
On my knees, I gasped. ... Flicker: image: Standing behind Liz, cupping her gigantic watermelon breasts as I nuzzle her neck. ...My left hand flew onto my rock-hard nipples as my ... Flicker: image: Liz hums ecstatically as I undo her buttons and pull her straining, white see-through blouse off her shapely shoulders and slide my hands inside her bra. ... right delved between my lasciviously splayed thighs and exposed my ... Flicker: image: Nipping Liz's right ear as I blow gently into her ear, I roll her big nipples between my thumb and forefinger ... wet slit to Edgar and Liz. I thrust two fingers inside my cunt and thumbed my cum button, then collapsed to the floor as an explosive climax racked my body.
As Liz and Edgar chuckled, I struggled to my feet, dressed, then gathered as much dignity around me as possible and walked to my car. I avoided looking at my eyes in the mirror while waiting for my trembles to cease before risking the drive home. But my conscience, once again using my mother's voice, said, "Well done you! First, you get yourself pregnant by the first guy to ever put his cock in you. Somehow, that works out, and you raise a fine family in a loving environment.



"Your only vice was to puff away on a cigarette now and then, but are you happy with that? No! Instead, without contacting any of the people who left reviews and checking Edgar Fontaine's bona fides, you let your attraction to his smoky eyes and devilishly handsome face that so resembles your father at a similar age convince you to hand him complete control of your psyche. Now, after remaining faithful to your husband for twenty years, you're an incestuous bisexual, I won't say it because I know what it does to you, that has let your son and daughter fuck you and let the arrogant prick friend of your son make you his bitch.
"What do you think will happen on Friday, Katie, huh? A nice chat over a glass of white wine and friendly agreement that Frank was lucky to get a taste of your sweet little mouth and tight little pussy but couldn't, wouldn't get another. Then, of course, he'll show you that he's deleted all the salaciously explicit photos he took of you, and you'll walk away swearing to be best friends forever. Girl, I raised you better than this!"
You raised me in an incestuous household, too, Mom. I argued with my conscience. Don't forget, you and I have been intimate, too.
"Your father penetrated your sisters with his cock exactly once each, Katie," my conscience stated. "On the night of their eighteenth birthdays, he showed them how to please a sexually dominant man and never went near them that way again. Yes, we four, you, your sisters and I, played his sex games. Yes, you were always made to be naked in the house unless we had visitors, and he'd finger you whenever he desired. But, he never broke your hymen, did he, Katie? And yes, he made you suck his cock as you fingered yourself, but you loved the crushing orgasms that gave you, didn't you, Katie?
I shamefacedly blushed as I remembered.
My conscience sighed and finished with, "Well, you better get your incestuous ass home unless you want to have to walk inside with your kids home and wearing what you are."
I remember no more of the trip home than I do of the trip over. But luckily, I slipped inside, showered and changed before Johnny and Kristy came home.
The rest of Wednesday was uneventful, and except for rising trepidation about meeting Frank on Friday, so was Thursday.
On Friday morning, Kristy, who only had an afternoon class, knocked on my door. Having learned from her previous experience of barging in unasked, she waited until I called 'Come in" before entering. Holding a heated container of hair removal wax, Kristy walked in and said, "Come on, Mom. Up on the bed, it's time to wax the fluff off your sexy puss."
I hadn't shaved my pubic area since the morning Johnny and I went to the timber yard because it itched unless I shaved it daily. Therefore, my entire genital area had fuzzy, black hair covering it. Knowing I had to go out tonight and would more than likely have my pussy exposed to at least Frank, waxing it clean seemed like a good idea.
"What do you want me to do?" I innocently asked, having never done this before.
"Haven't you had your pussy waxed before, Mom?" Kristy wonderingly asked. I shook my head. "Oh, you'll love it," Kristy stated, but I heard the lie in her voice. "Lie back and lift your knees, Mom," Kristy instructed. "Then spread your knees wide like the ... oops, better not use that word! Spread your knees as wide as you can. Then I'll spread this stuff over your pussy," she showed me the container of wax sitting in a heated bowl of water," press these on the wax," she showed me some cloth strips, "until they stick and then rip them off, taking your pussy hair with it."
"I dunno, Kristy," I objected. "Sounds painful to me!"
"Don't be a pussy, and let me wax your pussy, Mom," Kristy joked.
I still believed it would hurt, but the thought of my daughter's hands and fingers on my wet slit had me shivering with desire. "What do you want me to do?" I asked, giving in to my daughter's request.
Kristy got a towel from the bathroom and placed it on the bed. "Here, Mom. Sit your sexy ass on this, lie back against the headboard, pull your feet up to your bottom and spread your knees."
I sat as she asked and felt the sweet little frisson of excitement I have when showing my aroused pussy to someone I'm sexually attracted to. Of course, you read above where I stated that I'd never blatantly display my breasts or pussy to anyone, but this is not what I'm talking about. I love flirting with men of all ages, and part of that, if I find them sexually attractive, is to 'accidentally and unaware' flash them my nipples or pussy. But to reemphasise, I would never go anywhere casually displaying my assets for all to see.
As I watched, fascinated, Kristy dipped a wooden spatula into the hot wax and, taking care not to get any on my clit hood or clitoris, spread it across my mound. The warmth now surrounding my pussy raised the warmth inside it, and I had to bite my lower lip to stop a moan. But then she pressed the cloth against the wax and ripped it back. And, ouch, that stings! The sides near my pussy lips were worse, my perineum worse still. But the worst was when she did my tiny starfish. Well, let me say that although there is often exquisite pleasure in some pain, that was not one of those times!
"All done, Mom," Kristy said brightly, a mischievous grin on her face. "See? Didn't hurt at all, did it?"
"I'll give you 'didn't hurt at all'," I pretended to growl as I took my daughter's wrist and dragged her over my thighs. Flipping her short denim skirt up, exposing that the little tart was pantyless, I smacked her bottom firmly. "That didn't hurt, did it?" I teased when Kristy jumped and said, "Ouch". I hit her left cheek a little harder than before, then rubbed the sting in. "What about that?" I facetiously asked. I hit the right harder again. "That?" I giggled as I rubbed the smack in.
Pushing my hand between her thighs, I encouraged Kristy to spread her legs. As I'd hoped, my daughter's slit glistened with her arousal. I spanked her twice more, then pressed her love button with my middle finger and manipulated it back and forth. "Ohh, Gawd, Mom!" Kristy moaned.
Of course, there was a sharp rap, and my door immediately opened. Luckily, Kristy faced towards the door, so I was able to pull my hand out and pull her skirt down quickly, hoping Johnny hadn't noticed me fingering her. The problem was, I was naked, the wax was still on the bed, and it was damned obvious what we were doing.
But, instead of asking questions or saying something flippant, Johnny winced when he saw the wax tub and said, "Waxing? I had my lower back, sack and crack done for that menswear ad I appeared in, and, ouch!" (Johnny had posed for a Calvin Klein underwear ad.)
Figuring there was no point in hiding my nudity, I casually shifted Kristy off my thighs, swung my legs out of bed and put my shortest robe on, the one that covers my gorgeous ass barely and offered, "Seeing as we're all here, why don't I make breakfast?" Then sauntered out the door, swaying my hips as sexily as I knew how.
Glancing back, I saw that my overtly sexual actions hadn't gone unnoticed by my kids. Johnny held his crotch, of course, and Kristy bit her bottom lip with her hands fluttering as she fought her desire to play with her nipples. Then they looked at each other guiltily, blushed, and scrambled out the door after me, pretending nothing was happening here.
Over breakfast, I discovered both would be out for the evening, making sneaking out to meet Frank easier. But it also meant that my last chance of escaping my fate, being able to call him and say I can't get out without being caught, was gone.
Breakfast done, Johnny and Kristy split. Johnny had nothing on until mid-afternoon when he had an extra weights class. The fitness crew at his club believed he needed to gain a little extra weight so he could play in the ruck when needed. However, he was still working on perfecting his photos. My daughter would be home until midday, then head to uni for her tutoring class. But it was close to the end of the semester, so she had plenty of work and study to do to ensure her essays and assignments were in and she was prepared for the exams.
It didn't bother me that, having finished breakfast, they stood up and left, leaving their dirty plates because it gave me something to do. Sean had offered to hire a full-time maid but didn't want me to return to work. So if he hired a maid, I'd have little to do, which would be more tiresome than doing the housework myself. Besides, I took pride in my home. I loved its oak floors, its sweeping ceilings and spiral staircases. It was spacious, light, airy, and welcoming as I entered. So keeping it clean was no chore at all.
In fact, once I'd finished dusting, vacuuming, wiping down flat surfaces, and mopping, then looked over its pristine surfaces, I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment. Sure, cleaning the main toilet with its piddly smell from Johnny's careless aim and washing out the scum from the shower wasn't glamorous, but I liked my life.
I have never understood women who denigrate stay-at-home moms by saying, "A woman's life can never be complete without a career", because what could be more important than raising the next generation to be decent people? My two were living proof that a stable home with at least one parent at home helps raise well-adjusted kids.
I'd made coffee and stood staring out the kitchen window, sipping it and contemplating what might happen later today. Lost in my fears, I didn't hear Kristy slip up behind me. She slid her hands around my waist and nuzzled my neck. Then nibbling where my shoulder and neck meet, Kristy shifted her hands onto my breasts and whispered, "I'm so horny that I can't concentrate, Mom. What you did earlier had me so hot, and I was about to explode before Johnny interrupted. Want to continue what we started?" My pussy throbbed and gushed fluids instantly.
Hearing my daughter say I had made her hot by whacking her ass, I silently rejoiced. 'My daughter loves being spanked! Her life will be much happier admitting she loves being submissive.' I'd sensed it in her from puberty. She would act bratty and purposefully wind her father, brother and me up. Then when either Sean or I took her to task for her behaviour, she'd become a happy, affectionate daughter, secure in her parent's love. She liked to know her place, and later, when she found her man, that place, as mine is, would be kneeling at his feet.
Wiping my smile off, I turned to look into her eyes with a severe expression on my face. "Kristy Ann Muggleton, one is not to enjoy a correction. One is to accept it and learn from it. Do I make myself clear?"
Holding her fingers with her other hand, my daughter lifted her left foot onto her toes and then swung it submissively back and forth. All things she should have done as someone chastised her behaviour, but the playful smile on her face belied that posture. From where we were, I could see the stairs and would see Johnny coming down before he could see us and have plenty of time to step away. So, turning her, I pushed her against the breakfast bar, then forced her to bend over it. Johnny hadn't left yet, and there was no way I would risk him catching us again. So, instead of spanking her as she hoped, I bent over her, cupped her breasts and kissed the top of her back before wetly tonguing it.
Keeping part of my attention on the stairs, I slid my hands inside her bra and ... Flicker: image: Nipping Liz's right ear as I blow gently into her ear, I roll her big nipples between my thumb and forefinger ... my hands convulsively squeezed, and I gasped. ... Flicker: image: Liz moans and leans back into me, her hand searching between our bodies. ... From somewhere on another continent, Kristy said, "Mom? Mom! Mom, you're hurting me!" ... Flicker: image: Liz's fingers slide over my clitoris and into my soaking pussy. ... Shuddering, as my knees buckled and I collapsed to the floor, I climaxed so hard that I'm sure my ancestors felt it. Mercifully, when I fell, I released my daughter's breasts that I'd been squeezing so hard I had left ten fingerprint-sized bruises.
"Johnny! Johnny!" Kristy yelled. "Mom's passed out!"
Johnny appeared by my side as if by magic, "What happened, sis?" She was cuddling me, then shuddered, moaned, and collapsed. "Moaned in pain or?" I watched my daughter blush before she said, I think she had an orgasm. "An orgasm?" Yeah, Johnny. Moms have orgasms, too, and I think she had a really intense one. Curious, Johnny asked, "How did she climax?" You know, Johnny, Kristy answered sarcastically. It feels really good in your ... "Can it, sis," Johnny growled. "I meant, why did she have an orgasm?" Blushing, Kristy answered, I dunno, Johnny. She was cuddling me as we leant against the breakfast bar, then she suddenly squeezed really hard, so hard it hurt, then moaned and fell to the floor.
With the recalled image finished and my orgasm passed, I sat up and grumbled, "I'm right here, kids. Don't worry that I'm passed out and keep on discussing me as if I weren't there."
"Mom!" Kristy yelped. "Are you okay? You scared the bejeezus out of me!" "Me, too, Mom," Johnny added.
I tried to brazen it out by saying, "Can't a woman have an orgasm without it becoming a national event anymore?"
Looking at me questioningly, Kristy said, "Not when all they're doing is hugging someone, Mom. What's going on?"
And, of course, I couldn't tell her. Edgar had planted his suggestions so deeply into my psyche that even Kristy's question caused the butterfly wings to flutter, ready to take my thoughts away. So, internally sighing, I said, "Missing your dad, I guess. We were quite active while he was home."
"No, Mom," Kristy said, her brow furrowed. "Something is going on because you're acting weird." Then she decided I wouldn't tell her anything different from what I'd already said, and, with a grin, added, "Well, weirder than you usually are, anyway."
I stood up, and everything seemed okay. My knees weren't shaking, my thighs weren't trembling, and my mind seemed clear, so I said, "I'm going to go and lie down for a while. Kids, I'm fine. I just had an orgasm. That's all. I was standing cuddling Kristy, and suddenly I was cumming. Weird, as Kristy says, but okay. My collapse was only from climaxing too hard to stand."
Kristy nodded doubtfully but let it go at that, got in her car and went to uni. Johnny, however, followed me up to my room. Waiting until I lay down, he sat on the edge of my bed and said, "Okay, Mom. Enough of the bullshit. What is going on? Are you freaking out because we've made love twice?"
I could see that my son had started to narrow the time I began acting strange to my first appointment with the therapist. That wasn't a path I could have him follow because it would lead to questions I couldn't answer. So, to cover myself, I snapped, "We didn't 'make love', Johnny. We fucked. We fucked, and you came in your mother's mouth and pussy, and I shouldn't have let you do that and definitely shouldn't have loved doing it, nor should I want to do it again.
"So, is that what you're in here for, Johnny? Do you want to fuck me again? Have me blow your big cock? To cum in my cunt and whore mouth? Because I'll let you." I spread my legs and patted my freshly waxed pussy. "Here you go," I snarled. "It's ready for you. Call me that name you seem to love so much, and I'll scream my orgasm as you cum inside your mother's tight cunt. Then smack my face with your cock, and demand that I suck it. And I will, Johnny. I'll suck it better than any ss ... bitch ever has before or will again."
Tears of hurt in his eyes, Johnny stood as if he were in pain and looked down at me. Then he broke my heart by not yelling at me or fighting back. Instead, he tenderly said, "I'm sorry you're hurting, Mom. I don't know why you're lashing out, but it's not because we 'fucked'. Something is wrong, but you don't want to tell me what, so there is no help I can offer you. But, if you want to tell me, I swear, regardless of what is causing you to lash out, I'll do my best to help you."
I dropped my legs, then covering my head with the pillow, I wept into it. Johnny patted my shoulder and left. I waited until I heard the door open, dropped the pillow, and said, "Johnny?" He turned toward me. "Keep your phone close tonight, please. I can't tell you why, so please don't ask, but I might need your help later." I could see a million questions thronging through his mind, but he decided to trust me and say, "I will, Mom."
"Thank you, Johnny," I whispered as he closed the door.
At two O'clock, I received the first of Frank's texts. It read, Hello, Katie Slut. If you haven't already, ensure your whore's pussy is entirely bare of hair before heading out. 'At least the first task is easy,' I muttered as I closed my phone. Then I tried to distract myself by burying myself in housework.
An hour later, I received, Is your slut cunt wet, anticipating what you'll be doing tonight, slut Katie? No hair, except for what grows from your thick head, below your chin, slut Katie." Weirdly, reading the word didn't cause me to react like hearing it did. So far, I hadn't reacted to reading it all. All I felt was a sense of rising dread and terror.
The guilt of breaking my marriage vow bothered me way more than breaking the incest barrier. The former, I swore never to do. The latter I'd experienced often in my family of origin, even though penetrative vaginal sex hadn't happened to me when I lived with my parents.
At 4 O'clock, Frank sent, I bet you've got your hand on your whore's cunt playing with yourself and eagerly anticipating serving a real man tonight, slut Katie. It must have felt so good when you finally had a real man's big cock forcing your tight cunt open. Tonight, you will wear a skirt that shows plenty of leg. Suspenders, stockings and 7-inch heels are a must.
Short or long with a slit, I don't care. But I must be able to expose your dirty cunt whenever I want. Your top will expose most of your saggy tits and show cleavage to barely short of your nipples and must expose your belly button.
That, also, was an easy task. I showered and dressed in my hip hugger emerald green, M-slit maxi skirt. I chose my colour-matching, slit front, backless halter top to go with this. After changing my barbell belly button ring for a gold sun with an emerald centre, I put on the same suspender, stockings and heels that I wore for my lunch date with my husband. However, when I reread Frank's message to ensure I'd followed his instructions precisely, I giggled when I read 'big cock'. Frank's was the smallest I'd seen, not that I'd seen many.
5 O'clock's message read, Slut Katie, you will catch the train that arrives at Fortitude Valley train station at 5.36. You will cross platforms to catch the next train to Bowen Hills, where I will pick you up. I have a surprise organised for you at Fortitude Valley, Slut Katie. So, enjoy your experience there, but remember, that entire area has security cams, and I know how nervous cameras can make you.
Checking the time on my phone, I realised I'd need to leave now to catch the required train. Walking outside, I forced myself to wave cheerily at my neighbour, got in my car and drove to my local station. Getting off at The Valley station, I saw that the platform was so jam-packed that there was barely room to move. But luckily, the train to Bowen Hills was on the same strip. I got off on platform 9 and only needed to cross the strip to platform 10.
The only room was at the very far end. So slapping away various groping hands, I moved there. As soon as I broke into a relatively clear space, a group of around ten people moved across to block the rest of the platform off. I could hear a male voice grunting and a feminine one moaning, but I couldn't work out where it came from or who it was.



Then the group spun, and into the space where I stood appeared a young, voluptuous Asian woman wearing a micro-mini dress sandwiched between two eagerly thrusting men. My jaw dropped to the floor as I realised the young woman had a cock in her ass and pussy. As I gaped, two more men closed in, and she took their cocks in her hands.
The scene should have disgusted me or at least made me turn away to give the girl privacy. Instead, that old, familiar tingle raced to squishy heat in seconds. Biting my bottom lip, I barely resisted cupping my breasts and playing with my nipples. But I closed the gap between the girl, men and me swiftly.
As I closed in, I saw the rest of the group had turned to face the action, and I reached where the woman stood in time to hear the man in her ass groan and cum inside her. No sooner had he pulled out and taken his place in the human wall hiding us from the other passengers, than another walked up behind her and rammed his thin cock into her ass.
Dumbfounded, I watched the man inside her pussy climax and pull out just in time for the second man in her ass to pull out and spray semen over the woman's back. The following two forced her to her knees. One jammed his cock into her mouth as the other rammed his into her pussy. Neither of these lasted very long either and were swiftly replaced by two more. One of these guys lay on his back on the platform as the other lifted the hefty woman, then lowered her onto his accomplice's cock, then he knelt and shoved his penis into her ass as another rammed his into her mouth.
This whole scenario had me dripping and imagining it was me between those cocks. The woman being vigorously fucked by multiple men certainly wasn't objecting. If anything, whenever another man came on or in her, she experienced an eyes rolled back orgasm.
I had to, needed to, get some small part of this action. There was no way I could allow multiple men to use me as they were her, but my throbbing clit demanded I do something. Crossing to where she stood, I pressed my body against the man currently fucking her from behind (she had only one inside her when I did this), and reached around his and her body and thumbed her tiny, conical nipples.
Deciding that standing where I was was stupid, and given she had only one cock inside her, I moved before her. Cupping her breasts again, I waited until she opened her eyes to look at me, then softly kissed her lips. "Feel good, honey?" I asked. Oh, Gawd, yes, she groaned. "What's your name, little one?" She managed, "Betty," as the man fucking her came inside her pussy, and another took his place. "You like being used like a whore by multiple men?" I asked as I slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders and exposed her huge chest. "Gawd, yes," she moaned. "The thought of being caught excites me even more."
I felt a cock press against my ass, and with a rarely used swear word, I slapped it away and swore, "Fuck off, asshole!" Whoever it was backed away swiftly. Turning back to Betty, I pinched her tiny nipples and slid my hand down to her pussy. Feeling the cock sliding in and out of her, I lowered my hand and cupped his balls and gently squeezed. "Fill this slut with cum," I demanded. Strangely, the 'S' word used as I had, didn't affect me at all.
This man immediately orgasmed and was swiftly replaced by another. "Bend over, slut," he demanded of Betty. Then, speaking to me, he said, "Miss, please, there are still five more guys wanting to cum inside this slut, so can you give us access to all of her holes before our trains come?"
The man's request made me back away, and I watched Betty slurp another cock into her mouth with my pussy gushing and my clitoris aching. Turning around, I realised that other than the men who had already used Betty's orifices to cum in and those who waited to use her, the platform was empty. A train pulled up, and seeing its ultimate destination, I jumped on because it would pass through Bowen Hills station.
Bowen Hills is only one more station further north, so less than two minutes later, I walked up the ramp to find Frank and two other men waiting for me. Flicking his cigarette away, Frank slid off his car's hood and said, "Hello, Slut Katie. Nice outfit."
Biting my bottom lip to prevent my impending orgasm, I tried for courage and snarled, "I'm here, Frank. But if you think I'm giving up my pussy to you or your asshole mates, you're kidding yourselves.
Frank didn't respond. He only gave me a supercilious smile and said, "Get in the back seat, slut Katie. Sit in the middle and show me your whore's cunt as I drive us to the event.
Unable to refuse because I feared Frank would post the pictures he took when he screwed me, I slid into the middle of Frank's car's backseat and waited to see what was next. Frank's two friends sidled in beside me, and Frank drove off.
I didn't recognise where we were because I had only briefly passed through this area a few times. But, I had a vague idea of the general area and couldn't think of where we could be headed because there were no clubs in this area that I was aware of. I feared I was being taken to a private address where no one could come to my rescue. As he drove, Frank glanced back at his passengers and said, "Guys, that pussy won't play with itself. Call her 'slut' and see what she does."
The man to my left went to grab my breast, so I slapped his hand away. The other guy tried to do the same, and I slapped his hand as well. Exasperated, Frank snapped, "My little Katie slut, stop pretending you don't like cock and take those two in your hands immediately."
Groaning my desire, I unzipped the men and pulled their cocks out and wrapped my dainty hands around them and began pumping.
"Show me your slut cunt, Katie," Frank demanded. Taking my hand off of the right man's cock, I lifted the centrepiece of my skirt and moved it aside so that Frank could view my wet vulva. "You object and fight, Katie. Yet your wet cunt tells me your fat slutty arse loves every second of it. So lean back and let these boys play with your cunt and tits."
I didn't want to and, please help me, Lawd, I shouldn't have, but I lifted my knees higher and spread them wider. The guys held my calves, lifted my legs over theirs, and then flipped my skirt aside. One's fingers immediately circled my button as the other slid two fingers inside me.
It was wrong. My conscience screamed at me that it was wrong, but oh my, did it feel good! I couldn't help myself and moaned as I undulated my hips up at the fingers on and in my salaciously exposed pussy.
"Gawd, what a willing slut," The guy whose fingers were inside me said. "She's dripping over my fingers onto the seat."
The constant use of the 's' word kept me on the edge of an orgasm, but I hadn't crashed over the cliff into one yet because I didn't want to cum for these assholes. However, both men forced their hands inside my top and pinched and tweaked my nipples as they played with my pussy, and I screamed and climaxed on their fingers.
The man on my left undid his seatbelt and moved to get between my legs. "Hold her legs apart, Charlie. I'm going to fuck this slut!" He growled.
I would have let him, too. I was so hot right then that I'd have welcomed him into my pussy and demanded that he bang me hard. Luckily, Frank announced we'd arrived and had other plans for me, and the guy would have to wait. "Don't worry, though," Frank chuckled as he leant over and viciously tweaked my nipple. "We'll all get to use this slut's cum holes many times before tonight's over." Which, of course, confirmed my fears about where tonight was heading.
I unwillingly got out of the car and looked around. We were in front of an industrial building in Newstead. The façade had been done to resemble the entrance to a castle. Only, instead of a true portcullis, it had swinging gates with a fake front. Over the entrance, a sign declared La Châteaux du Plaisir Tortueux (The Chateaux of Tortuous Pleasure).
Two guards in medieval costumes stood on either side of the gates, checking IDs and taking the entrance fee. When Frank walked me up, the one on the left said, "Nice, Frank! I think this wench is the prettiest you've brought so far. The patrons will shit when they see her on stage."
He waved us through without charge because, apparently, I was their entry fee. Once we were through the doors passed the gates, I muttered, "What did he mean by 'see her on stage'?" Chuckling, Frank replied, "You're tonight's entertainment, slut Katie. You'll be naked under a spotlight on the main stage with more than three hundred people looking at you. Don't worry, though, because I know you will like it."
I opened my mouth to argue and say there was no way in hell I'd be naked before anyone tonight, let alone on stage for all to see, but before I could, a stunningly beautiful, tall, buxom young woman dressed like a dominatrix stepped in front of us. I gaped at the woman and felt that tingle rise between my already wet thighs again.
She'd done her hair in a tight braid that she'd doubled and then tied so it sat on top of her head. Her makeup was heavy, with liberal use of dark-toned foundation and dark red blush. Her eyeshadow was similar to what I'd worn to the clinic, white in the inner corner to dark brown on the outer. Her eyeliner extended past her eyes to arc another inch higher. Instead of mascara, she had long fake eyelashes and wore even longer false nails. Her nails were painted a dark, blood-red.
Below her long neck and over her big enhanced breasts, she had a black leather bra that barely covered her enormous nipples and left plenty of her areolae showing above and below it. Beneath that, she had on a black micro mini that split at her left hip and had only a thin leather strip at the skirt's top to keep it together. Black suspenders attached to black fishnet stockings under that. On her feet were shiny black patent leather ankle boots with 9-inch heels.
Grinning delightedly, she took my hand from Frank's and slowly turned me around. "Wow, Frank," she marvelled. "You've brought a right gorgeous trollop this month. The men will love her, and the women who aren't lesbian or bisexual will turn green and puke with envy. Where did you find her?"
With Frank and the dominatrix chattering away, I barely noticed that I'd been guided deep into the bowels of the chateaux, and before I knew what was happening, we stood in front of a door that read 'Performers only'.
Whisking me through the door, she closed it and then pulled my bottom into her groin. Kissing the nape of my neck, she pushed one hand inside my top onto my nipple as she slid the other through a split and onto my pussy. Finding my button, she circled it firmly as she rolled my nipple between her thumb and forefinger. She growled, "My gorgeous little slut, are we going to have fun tonight! And I promise, if you're a good girl and do as I ask, I'll give you the rogering you desperately need when we're done."
Fighting back my impending orgasm, I tried to fight free. Laughing, the woman let me move away before she used my hand to turn me and pull me back. Pushing her thigh between my thighs and onto my wet pussy, she cupped my ass and locked her lips to mine. Squeezing my ass as she massaged my clit, the dominatrix circled my lips with her tongue. Breaking the kiss, she leaned back far enough to slide her hand back inside my top, then pinched and pulled my nipple.
Pinching and twisting on my nipple as she rubbed my clit with her thigh, the woman waited until my eyes hooded, and I moaned before grabbing the back of my head and kissing me again. I offered no resistance this time as her tongue played along my lush lips, and I opened them enough for her to dart it inside. Then, moving her hand from my head, she snaked it between us and found my clit again.
As she slid two fingers inside my soaking pussy, my objections fell away along with my resistance, and I allowed her to walk me backwards until my back hit something circular and cold. Lifting my hands, she pulled my top over my head and threw it aside before cuffing my hands above my head. Then she tugged on my skirt and let it fall to the ground. Now that I was naked except for suspenders, stockings and heels, she pinched my inner thighs until I spread my legs, knelt, and swiftly cuffed my spread ankles to the chromed steel supports welded to a floor plate.
"What are you doing?" I worriedly asked. Preparing you for our show. "What show? The one starring you and me that's about to start. "I can't go naked in front of three hundred people," I begged. "My husband is too well known, and someone will recognise me." Stop whining, Katie. It's not becoming of you. Here, let me put this on you. The woman put an eyeless masquerade mask on my face and tied it firmly into place.
Happy? Katie, I said if you were a good girl for me, I'd give you the rogering you need after the show. Are you going to be a good girl for me, Katie? Or do I have to take my cane to your sexy tits and ass? If I have to, I'll do that in front of the crowd instead of what I initially planned. So, what's it to be, Katie, my little slut? You being a good girl and having fun, or me caning your tits and ass for the crowd?
I sure as hell didn't want to be caned in front of an audience, and as I was tied helpless and seemed out of options, I took the lesser of the two evils and said I'd be good. Then, let's put on a show they'll remember forever, my willing little submissive slut. Of course, that did it. Even before the dominatrix kissed my lips and fingered my clit, I moaned and shuddered on the cusp of an orgasm. Oh, wow, Katie. You're going to be a massive hit! She informed me.
The ground suddenly lurched under my feet, and I could feel myself moving, although I had no idea what was happening. As we turned, the hubbub of the assembled crowd grew louder. Then when we ground to a stop, they went completely silent before breaking out into raucous applause and wolf whistles. I realised that the stage must rotate from the preparation room into the main floor area where the revellers waited.
I was living one of my greatest fears. Even as a child, I was swiftly and severely chastised if I showed my 'privates' to someone outside our immediate family. Although we were required by my father to be naked inside the home at all times, we were never to show our privates to outsiders.
The following are my father's thoughts on the matter: All women are sluts. As such, they should always display their slut assets to their betters. But because of man's weakness, he cannot be trusted to be appropriate around women. Unfortunately, because of their slutty natures, women cannot rebuff a man's animalistic approach. Therefore, women must not tempt men into displaying their ruttish instincts by exposing their tits or genitals.
Please, don't send me your hate mail. Save it for the man that expounded that belief. However, I will defend some of what he does and is. Although my father is a strict martinet whose word is the law in our home, he is also a loving man. My childhood was one filled with kisses and cuddles, and I remember many fond times when I rode on my father's back as he 'galloped' around our floors, neighing like a horse. Often my sisters rode with me.
Dad would sit happily with us as his three girls had a 'tea party' and pretend to drink from the tiny plastic cup we offered him. When he was home (work took him away almost as often as it does my husband), he'd read a different night-time story, making all the sounds in the book, to each of us.
So, yes, you may consider my upbringing abusive, but I am a well-adjusted, former straight-A student who has never been in trouble with the authorities. Therefore, my parents have raised me to be a decent member of society.
As you can see from above, being naked and exposed to strangers is not something I'd willingly do, and terrified, I lost all arousal. However, the crowd remained raucous, and their whistles and catcalls of admiration washed over me. I heard many comments like, "Wow, is she hot! My Gawd, what a set of tits! Look at those long shapely legs. I love how her parted thighs deliciously frame her sweet little pussy," and my pussy began tingling before becoming hot, wet and squishy again.
"Hello, crowd," the dominatrix crowed, her voice booming from the speakers as she revelled in the audience's attention. "Mistress Siobhan and her willing slut, Katie Middleton, at your service. I can hear you're already shaking with anticipation for tonight's show, so let's get rolling, shall we?"
With a jerk, the platform I was on turned until I faced away from the crowd. When it stopped, the contraption forced my cuffed hands down until my body bent at ninety degrees. Of course, this salaciously displayed my ass and vulva to the crowd. Many more awed comments followed. "Fuck, what a great ass! Gawd, her legs are long, and look at those sexy heels! Wow, her pussy looks tight, and I bet it tastes sweet!" They made me even hotter!
"I see you like my little slut girl," Mistress Siobhan crooned. "Shall we see if she likes being spanked?"
"Yes!" The crowd shouted.
I knew what would happen. If I'm turned on, and I was about as turned on as I can be and not cum, I'll orgasm every time I'm spanked or paddled. Siobhan walked to me, then ran her hands over my curvy butt. Pausing with a hand on each cheek, Siobhan pulled them apart and displayed my little starfish.
"Gawd!" The crowd exhaled.
Making a show of it, Mistress Siobhan wet her index finger, then parted my cheeks and moved her finger close to my ring, "Shall we see if the slut likes being rimmed first?"
"Yes!" From the crowd.
I felt Siobhan's finger touch between my ass cheeks, but she danced away before touching my starfish. Teasing the crowd, she danced and strutted around the stage, occasionally pausing to lift on her toes with her knees spread and arch back, clearly displaying that she wasn't wearing panties. After a few seconds of dancing and winding the crowd close to a fever pitch, she danced back to me, wet her finger, and slid it onto my ring.
I heard the crowd gasp, "Ohhhhhhhh!" as an even louder "Ahhhhhhh," boomed over the room. Siobhan licked her finger again, then returned it to my starfish. "Ohhhhhhh!" went the crowd, "Ahhhhhhh!" over the speakers. Only then did I realise I'd been miked up, too (It was in the mask).
"That was a great tease," she announced to the crowd as she danced and strutted up and down the stage. "Shall we move on to the first main event?"
"Yes!" The crowd hissed.
"Bring it in, guys," Siobhan gestured.
I felt something move underneath my lasciviously spread thighs, and then a soft feminine hand touched my pussy and spread my lips before pulling my clit hood back and exposing my button. Then she guided something rounded, quite wide, warm and soft, and pressed against my clit and entrance. I wondered what it was (I discovered later that it was a magic wand vibrator on a mechanical arm that made several different motions.) and had no idea of its purpose, but the slight pressure against clit caused me to moan again.
"Ohhhhhhh!" From the crowd at my moan.
I wriggled, trying to get lower and increase the pressure on my clit. Unfortunately, I couldn't move, so I groaned in frustration.
Siobhan teased the crowd. "I think the little slut is gagging for it, don't you, audience?"
"Yes!"
"Shall I give her what she wants?"
"Yes!"
"Sorry, I can't hear you. Can you shout louder, please?"
"Yes!"
"What was that?"
"YES!"
"One more time!"
Unknown to me, Siobhan had gestured for the crowd to remain silent. So when she commanded 'one more time', mine was the only voice that shouted, "YES!" Oh my, did it sound loud as I bellowed it into the microphone!



"I think that means my little slut wants me to turn the machine on!" Siobhan tittered. "So, I shall, shall I?"
"Yes!" The ecstatic crowd and I yelled.
I heard a low buzz, then the thing on my pussy pressed harder against my clit and vulva and began vibrating.
"Ahhhhhhhh!" from me, followed by "Ohhhhhhh!" from the crowd.
The thing vibrating on my clit felt excruciatingly divine and had me swiftly climbing towards my peak. But then Siobhan adjusted some dials, and the thing's head moved in a small circle around my pussy area. It shifted, and the pressure on my clit increased deliciously. It slid away, and the lighter pressure caused my thick clit to bounce in time with its vibrations. It went lower, and it felt like it was about to penetrate me, and I arched my back, trying to force it in.
For an ecstatic, unknown to me time, I grunted continuously into the mic as I rocked and trembled on the precipice of a mind-blowing orgasm but couldn't crash over the edge. Because of my upbringing, my submissive mind had heard Siobhan name herself Mistress, so I waited for her permission to cum.
Of course, she didn't know that, and my continual shudders and moans had the crowd pumping, jumping, and cheering, so she happily continued along as we were for quite some time. Eventually, Siobhan heard me softly pleading, "Let me, let me, let me," and telling the crowd to quieten momentarily, she listened to what I mumbled. With the silence, my mumbled pleas washed over the crowd, and another awed, "Ohhhhhhhhhhh!" exhaled from them.
I didn't think Siobhan would understand my need, but she must have because she adjusted the thing on my pussy until it pressed mainly against my clit and slit but left my entrance open. My moan of "Let me, let me" grew louder as Siobhan briefly played to the crowd. "My little slut is begging us to let her cum, shall we?"
The crowd bellowed, "Yes!" Then began chanting, "Make her, make her, make her!"
I was close to going out of my mind with need. Sweat dripped from every pore, and fluids flowed from my pussy down my inner thighs. Thankfully, Siobhan picked another buzzing thing up (I learned later that it was a G-spot Vibrator), turned to the crowd and demanded, "Watch me make this slut scream and explode!" and slid the vibrator into my pussy and onto my G-spot.
"Cum, slut," she growled as she twirled the vibrator's tip over my inner pleasure node, and I screamed and exploded as she described I would. I'd declare that it was the hardest orgasm (as in, 'I orgasmed so hard that ...') I'd ever had, but I'd had so many screaming orgasms since I'd fallen into Edgar's clutches that it was difficult to tell.
After my screams, groans, and then whimpers indicated my climax was over, Siobhan strutted along the stage as she said, "That's the end of part one of our Main Event, so go and get yourselves a drink at the bar, and find a quiet place or a willing partner to relieve your tensions. We'll be back in an hour with part two."
As Siobhan strutted, the plate I was on rotated and brought me back to standing with my hands above my head and my entire front licentiously displayed for all to see. Now that I'd orgasmed and my arousal had waned, I felt acutely embarrassed by what had happened, so I was grateful when the platform rotated and carried me back into the performer's room.
As soon as the platform blocked off the other room, Siobhan took off my mask, plastered herself to my body and kissed me fervently, her hands flying over my nipples and clit. Siobhan exclaimed, "My Gawd, Katie! That was the hottest show ever! No one has ever reacted so sexily and readily before, and my lawd, aren't you loud when you cum! I'm telling you, Katie. The bonus money from performer tips and extra bar sales will make us a fortune tonight! You are quite the slut, aren't you?"
And, of course, that word did its thing, and I was as hot for Mistress Siobhan as she was for me. If the truth be told, I would have been hot for anyone standing before me after hearing them call me that name.
I heard a click, and my hands were free. Wondering why I was doing it because, other than what I'd done with my mother and daughter and under hypnosis, I'd never played with a woman before, I slid my hand between us and found Siobhan's love button. With my other hand, I cupped Siobhan's ass and squeezed her against my probing fingers.
"Oh, lawd, yes, Katie," Siobhan groaned as she ground against my finger. "I want to cum!" I thought, You're about to, aren't you? But she had other ideas. Breaking away from my embrace, she forced me to my knees, then guided my mouth onto her pussy. "Lick me, my little Katie slut. Eat your Mistress out, and make her cum." Holding my mouth tightly against her pussy, Siobhan ground her clit against my lips, nose and chin until, with a loud squeal, she orgasmed and dripped pussy fluids into my willing mouth.
After she'd come down, Siobhan guided me to the sinks and helped me to clean my face. She moved me to the makeup table next and told me to hold still as she redid my makeup. When she'd finished, my overall appearance was similar to what I'd done, but I thought she'd added some sexy, angular lines to my round face.
"Cool look, Katie," another young woman stated as she bustled into the room. Then she turned to Siobhan before kneeling. "May I taste her, Mommy?" She asked, shocking me to the core.
"Maybe after the show, Caoimhe (pronounced Kwee-va, or Kee-va. Meaning: Gentle, beautiful and precious)," Siobhan said as she encouraged the young woman to her feet. "Help me get Katie set for our performance."
"W-what p-performance," I stutteringly asked. "I thought we'd already done it."
"That was the warm-up event, Katie," Siobhan stated. Then she giggled sexily. However, we'll have to work really hard to top that, but I think you're up to it! Of course, if you'd rather not, I can call Frank and tell him to come and get you?"
Anything was better than being back in the predatory hands of Frank and his cohorts, so I agreed that I'd star in Siobhan's performance. Taking no notice of my gorgeous form, something I definitely wasn't used to, two muscular guys wheeled in what looked like a black gynaecologist's chair. Then putting the suspension frame aside, they placed it on the platform where the frame had been.
Noticing my wondering expression, Siobhan explained the two guys were gay. Then patting the chair, Siobhan said, "Up, pet. Sit your sexy ass on this."
I reluctantly climbed on, and Siobhan lifted my arms and locked my wrists into the restraints above my head as Caoimhe locked my feet into similar ones. I looked down and saw that the chair's shape had forced my back to arch and pushed my beautifully full, gorgeous breasts up as if I were offering them to my lover's touch. However, my ankles were together, so I relaxed.
Unfortunately, my relief didn't last long because Siobhan pressed a button on the chair's remote control, and the chair forced my legs wide apart, exposing my dripping slit to everyone before me. Unhappy with how I presented, Siobhan forced her hand under my hips and dragged me forward until half of my lush ass hung over the seat's edge. Once she had me as she wanted, she tied a leather strap over my hips and another below my breasts to ensure I stayed in this position. I tell you, I could not have been lasciviously exposed more if I were bent naked over a table in the rec hall of my local army barracks.
"Time for your mask, my little slut Katie," Siobhan crooned as she placed the mask over my eyes. "We're almost ready for our performance, so let's get you wet and ready." I felt a warm breath on my pussy. "Hmm, slut Katie. Does my daughter's breath feel good on your pussy? Do you want her to taste your slutty essence? Do you want her to hear you groan as she laps at your juices?"
"Gaaaawwwddd!" I moaned as I tried to push my pussy up to meet the mouth that was so close. Katie had turned our microphones on, so my groan echoed across the suddenly silent dance floor. The silence didn't last long because they cheered, yelled, and ran to take up their positions as the stage began rotating into view.
"Welcome to part two of the main show," Siobhan said as she gyrated across the stage. "You remember my slut, Katie Middleton, of course. Wow, was she a willing slut in our first show. Shall we see how she reacts next?"
"YES!" The crowd shouted.
"Bring in the machine," Siobhan commanded. Machine? I wondered
I couldn't see but felt something wheeled between my lewdly spread thighs. Then what felt like a cock was pressed against my pussy's entrance. "No!" I squawked, fearing someone was about to fuck me.
"Relax, Katie," Siobhan whispered as she danced by. "It's a dildo on a fucking machine. You're about to get the first of the rogerings you so desperately need."
"She says, 'no'," Siobhan told the crowd. "But we say, 'yes', don't we?"
"Yes!" The crowd chanted.
I heard a quiet hum, and the 'cock' slid slowly into my pussy. It was big. Bigger even than my son, and his was the biggest I'd taken inside me. I opened my mouth to protest, but then Siobhan pressed a vibrator against my clitoris, and I exploded into orgasm instead. My loud groans and moans echoed through the area.
The cock had split me apart and now rested inside me on my cervix, an intense feeling that I enjoyed because my husband and son were long enough to hit it at full depth, and I loved the exquisite pain their cock's tip gave me when they bottomed out in my vagina.
Using the remote, Siobhan turned the machine on, and it began slowly spinning as it moved back. Then, as it almost fell out of my pussy, it reversed directions and glided back inside me. The slow, maddening twist and thrust rubbed the cock deliciously across my G-spot as it slid back and forth, and I began moaning and trying to force my hips up to meet it.
Returning the vibrator to my clit, Siobhan said, "I think this slut likes it. What do you think?"
"Yes!" The watching crowd exhaled.
"Shall I turn the speed up?"
"Yes!"
Siobhan turned up the dial, and the cock in me changed from maddeningly slow strokes to languorous ones. I needed, I had to be able to move, or I'd go insane. "Please, Mistress Siobhan," I begged. "Undo the strap around my hips so I can move."
"Shall I?" Siobhan asked.
"Yes!"
Siobhan turned the thrusting cock's in and out movements higher and then released the strap around my hips. Now the pumping cock fucked me as a sensitive lover would after he'd first penetrated me. Moaning, I undulated my hips to meet every inward thrust—the twirling pressure on my G-spot swiftly bringing me to a climax.
"Faster?" Siobhan asked the crowd.
"Yes!"
Siobhan whispered, "You may not cum yet, my little Katie slut. Your Mistress will tell you when you can."
Horrified, I opened my eyes and tried to stare at her through the mask. "I have to!" I said. You won't, Siobhan replied. "I won't be able to stop." You will, she demanded. "Fuck!" I swore, uttering a rare swear word (swearing was another thing my father wouldn't permit. You may have noticed that I do not use any of the other typically crude descriptions others use for their private parts.)
Mercifully, the machine stopped before I could defy Mistress Siobhan's directive not to cum. Siobhan manually rotated the dildo until it was entirely out of my pussy. I heard her tinkering with it, and then I felt her finger on my tiny starfish. I tried to twitch my ass out of the way but couldn't avoid Siobhan smearing lube onto my ring. After Siobhan had lubed my tiny ring, she repositioned the cock against my pussy's entrance. As it moved into position, I felt another cock press against my little brown starfish.
If my husband Sean wanted anal sex, I would willingly submit and allow him to take me in my ass. However, anal sex typically did nothing for me. But, exposed in front of the audience, I felt so naughty, dirty and oh so hot that I moaned when Siobhan turned the machine on, and it slowly forced the second cock into my ass as the first re-entered my pussy.
Gawd, I felt full! The cock in my ass was thinner than the one in my pussy, but they both filled my inner spaces fully, and I could feel them rubbing against each other through the thin membrane separating my vagina from my colon. I have no words to adequately express how those cocks slowly pumping into me felt. All I knew was that they were driving me to heights of ecstasy I'd never before reached. Despite the binds holding me, I thrashed about, squealing, moaning and thrusting my hips at the invading cocks.
I didn't care what Mistress Siobhan had instructed. I needed to cum, and edict or not, I would. However, some small part of me continued to obey because no matter how loud I squealed or how hard and fast I pumped my hips, I couldn't tip off the edge and climax. My mind had spun away into a universe where I was only aware of the exquisitely painful, maddeningly slow, delicious sensations the twin dildos caused in my lower love holes.
"I'd squeal and buck, and pant, "Mistress, please," then squeal, buck and plead again. The crowd began chanting, "Make her cum, Make Her Cum, Make Her Cum," louder and louder.
"Do you want our gorgeous, submissive two-fuck-holed slut to cum and end the show?" Siobhan asked the adoring crowd. Half the crowd yelled, "Yes!" as the rest shouted, "No!" "Well? What's it to be? Fortunately, as she finished that question, I squealed with denied pleasure again. And mercifully, those shouting "Yes" overrode those yelling "No" this time.
"The yeas have it," Siobhan said, turning the machine up. The extra friction over my overstimulated G-spot caused my climax to begin, but when Siobhan placed the vibrating wand on my clit and whispered, "You may cum, my darling Katie slut." I squealed, drew a huge breath, groaned deeper and louder than I knew I could, and then squealed again. My hips must have been a blur because I pumped my pussy up at the twin cocks as fast as possible.
Suddenly, everything seemed to freeze, and my muscles locked into a rictus. Then as I held my sexy ass as far off the table as my binds allowed, I felt the cocks move out and in one more time and squealed endlessly as my pussy contracted and, for the first time ever, squirted.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!" The crowd exhaled as fluids gushed around the cock from my fluttering open and shut pussy.
Siobhan pulled the dildos out of me, leaving me exposed and gasping for a few moments so the crowd could enjoy a final look before hitting the switch that rotated the platform. When we were behind the stage and in the performer's room, she removed my blindfold, then moved aside so the two muscle dudes could move the fucking machine.
After they'd left, she moved back between my lewdly spread thighs and began stroking my shapely inner thighs and toned tummy. "You were so good, my gorgeous little subby slut," she crooned. "Mommie's very happy with you, and now she's going to give the right royal rogering you're so desperately craving."
Mommie? I wondered. Woman, I'm old enough to be your mother!
However, her use of that word and slow sensual stroking made me percolate again, and my hips undulated in time with her strokes. "Please, Mommie," I pleaded. "I need to orgasm again. Will you help me?" Slipping two fingers inside my tiny, tight pussy, Siobhan lowered her mouth onto my thick clit and sucked it into her mouth before lashing it with her tongue. "Yes, Mommie," I moaned. "That feels so good!"
I felt tap tap tap on my G-spot, then Siobhan's tongue circled my clitoris. And I felt tap tap tap on my G-spot, and my eyes closed and ...Flicker: image: Liz's fingers slide over my clitoris and into my soaking pussy. ...I felt tap tap tap on my G-spot, and my eyes closed, ...Flicker: image: I felt Liz's mouth descend onto my throbbing, hard clitoris. ...then Siobhan's tongue circled my clitoris, and ...Flicker: image: Liz's fingernail scrapes over my G-spot and, ...I felt tap tap tap on my G-spot, ...Flicker: image: Then, satisfied I was ready, Liz stood and positioned a thick strap-on cock at my entrance, and I moan as she slowly forced it deep inside me.
My hips arched up, and I howled as another stupendous orgasm crashed over me. "Good girl, slut Katie," Siobhan hummed, unaware I'd climaxed to a suppressed memory of my second therapy session, not what she was doing. "Mommie's going to fuck you now."
I opened my eyes and saw Siobhan positioning what seemed to me to be a massive fake cock against my entrance, "No!" I protested weakly, my hips already rising to meet the massive intruder. Yes! Siobhan insisted. "It will hurt!" I moaned as the cock's head spread my pussy lips. Yes, it will, and you'll love every second of that hurt. "Gawd!" I groaned as my pussy's sphincter gave way under Siobhan's relentless attack, and the cock slid inside me. Good girl, slut Katie, Siobhan cooed. When you're ready, push your hips up at my cock, and I'll give you the rogering you've craved for so long.
I lay there staring at the massive thing inside my vagina as my pussy spasmed around it until my eyes rolled back, and I groaned.
"So good," I purred, as my pussy rose to accept more of Siobhan's cock. Giggling, Siobhan said, You're the biggest slut I know, Katie. Her face turned serious, and she added, Now, beg your Mommie to fuck you!
I had to have more of that thing inside. I had to. Never before have I felt so deliciously full. My husband's cock is thick and fills me nicely. Johnny's cock is as thick as Sean's and a little longer, so it feels delicious inside me, too. But this thing, lawd! It felt like it was splitting me in half, and as my pussy rose to meet it, it rubbed gloriously across my G-spot. "Please, Mommie," I begged. "Fuck me with your big cock."
"Fuck, Katie," Siobhan marvelled, "You are such a magnificent slut! Every other first-timer on this thing squealed like a bitch when I forced it into her cunt. You? You're begging me for it. So beg, slut Katie. Beg your Mommie to fuck you with her big cock!
"Please, Mommie," I moaned. "Your daughter needs your big cock to fuck her cunt (I surprised myself with my word's coarseness because I'd never typically use either of those words.)." You'll do anything I ask so that I will? "Yes, Mommie." Good, because my other daughter wants to taste you after I'm done with you.
The remaining restraint under my lush breasts prevented me from moving very far, but I lifted and dropped my hips as far as it allowed, trying to get more of Siobhan's cock inside me. The pressure splitting me apart and the intense rubbing on my G-spot had me gagging for more, and I begged, "Please, Mommie. Take away the remaining restraint so I can respond better to you fucking me."
Siobhan released that strap, and Caoimhe undid the cuffs holding my hands. My hands moved to my sexily lush breasts, and I tweaked and pulled my nipples as Siobhan thrust the gigantic cock into me.
"Sit on this slut's face," Siobhan instructed Caoimhe, and Caoimhe, whose pussy was already dripping, settled onto my lips. Tilting my head, I eagerly tasted the young woman's flavours. Tangy, with an undertone of sweetness, Caoimhe tasted divine on my tongue.
One of my two lovers pushed my hands off my nipples and took possession of them, and pinched and twisted harder than I could have myself. Reacting to the sweet pain from my breast nubs, I squealed into the pussy on my mouth and climaxed again. My squealing breath blasted across Caoimhe's clit, and her squeal matched mine as she joined me in an orgasm.



"Such good sluts," Siobhan crooned as she slid her cock out of my severely gaping pussy. "Caoimhe, you may taste my daughter's pussy until she orgasms again, but then you need to go and help with the clean-up from tonight's event."
Caoimhe replied, "Yes, Mommie," and lowered her lips onto my pussy. I didn't think I could possibly go again, but her insistent tongue elicited a final orgasm from my exhausted body. Slumping onto the chair, I asked Siobhan to release me.
Siobhan shook her head, almost crying and replied, "I'm sorry, Katie. But I promised Frank I'd leave you tied to the chair for him and his mates to use. I'd love to help you, honey, but Frank beat me to a pulp the last time I helped someone in your position, and he and his three mates raped me instead. My face and body are my passport to money, Katie, and I can't afford to not work for another six to eight weeks again. So, I have no choice but to leave you like this. I will try to tell someone who may be able to help, though."
Despite my pleaded, "Siobhan, no!" She walked out the door as Frank and his three cronies walked in, shouldering Siobhan and Caoimhe aside as they did.
"Hello, my little Katie slut," Frank gleefully intoned. "That was some show you put on for the fucktards that come to this shithole because they like that type of thing. But our show begins now. We're going to fuck you, Katie. Fuck you as you're tied now. Then after we've all dumped a load into you whore's cunt, we'll pull you off the chair and triple-team you. One in your ass, cunt, and mouth. Then we'll swap around continuously until none of us can go again."
"No, you won't," Johnny stated firmly from the doorway. "Unless you'd prefer I smashed your fuck face into the wall behind you, you and your scummy mates had better fuck the right off."
"You think you're good enough to take the four of us, Muggleton?" Frank sneered. "After I've beaten your pussy ass and fucked your mother, maybe I'll fuck your ass, too."
Moving confidently forward, Johnny replied, "I've known you were gay from the time we met, Frank, and I didn't care. But you're a paedophile, too. You're so stupid that you left your perverted files open on your phone, and because Aussiefone sponsors us, we all have the same phone. In the changeroom one afternoon, I saw your phone, thought it was mine, and opened it. You're disturbed, Frank. Underaged boys? When I send the screenshots I sent to my email to the police, you're going to jail. Now step away from my mother, then you and your fag friends can fuck the fuck off."
"Again, dickhead," Frank sneered. "I count four of us and one of you." He gestured towards one of his friends, "Geoff prefers ass to pussy. Maybe I'll let him fuck yours as I fuck your mother."
"Four against two," Phil said as he stepped into the room.
"Against three," Freddy added as he walked in behind Phil.
"Take care of those two," Frank contemptuously instructed his three pals. "I'll deal with the slut's son myself."
But there was no contest. As one, Phil and Freddy spun and side-kicked two of Frank's cohorts in the head. Then, as those two collapsed, their two fists struck the third guy, and he collapsed on top of the other two.
"Guess I'll have to deal with the three of you myself," Frank snarled as he took what I assumed was a martial arts stance.
"Give it up and walk away, Frank," My son growled. "You've never won a bout against any of us at the dojo."
"I will rape your mother, put you on the chair in her place, then fuck you, too," Frank snarled as he launched a frenzied attack.
Johnny slid to the side, turned, and shoved Frank towards Freddy and Phil. Those two punched Frank in his stomach, and as he doubled over, Phil swiftly brought his knee onto Frank's jaw, and Frank collapsed on top of his buddies.
My son glanced at the four comatose bodies, checking that they were no longer a threat, and then released me from the chair. "Mom," he grinned at me. "If you're going to expose yourself for the world to see. Don't let someone like Frank have access to your sexily gorgeous body when you're helpless."
Now that Johnny knew a part of my secret problem, I could tell him the rest, "Johnny," I started. Before I could finish that sentence, my son broke in. "Save it until we're alone, Mom."
Johnny helped me to my feet, into my clothes, what little there were of them, and helped me to his car. Silently, we dropped Freddy and Phil home and drove to our place. I had no idea how to explain my problem, but gathering my courage, I said, "The day I accompanied you to the photo shoot at the abandoned lumber yard, Frank caught me urinating and took pictures. He said that if I blew him, he'd delete those pics. Of course, he took photos of me doing that, so I was deeper in the do-do than before. Then he promised to delete them all if I let him fuck me.
"Because I'm a naïve idiot, I let him do that, and, of course, he photographed that, too. Then, on Wednesday, he phoned and said he'd delete all pictures if I met him tonight and did as he asked."
Johnny shook his head and looked at me pityingly. The very last expression I ever wanted to see on my handsome son's face. "Why didn't you tell me, Mom? If you had, I'd have kicked his poof ass at the lumber yard, taken his phone off him, and deleted them there and then."
Crying, I said, "Letting Frank take me made me unfaithful to your father, Johnny. Never before have I let another man even touch me, let alone screw me, and I didn't want to expose my shame to you or your friends."
"He didn't 'screw' you, Mom," Johnny gently said. "He raped you. And, if I'd known. I'd have killed him, no questions asked."
Fearful, I asked, "What happens now?"
Johnny glanced at me again as he concentrated on the road, "I assume you don't want Kristy or Dad to know about any of this?" I nodded. "Then you and I pretend nothing happened."
Relieved, I asked, "How did you know to rescue me?"
"Siobhan is Phil's girlfriend, Mom," Johnny explained. "Frank raped her before they got together, and Phil's helping her through it. You obviously didn't twig, but Caoimhe is Phil's sister (I should have, because how many Caoimhes can there be in Australia?). Plus, Phil's mother, Kathy, and I were best friends, but I hadn't.
"Phil was one of the 'prison guards' outside The Chateaux and saw you enter with Frank. He was worried and texted Fred and me where he was and who you were with. When I received Phil's text, I got in my car and drove to the Chateaux. Luckily, I arrived before Frank and his scum buddies could add you to the women they've raped."
"What's to stop Frank from posting the dirty videos he took of me on the web?" I asked my son.
"Fuck!" Johnny swore. "Nothing unless I offer to delete his pictures in exchange for him deleting yours."
"If he's having sex with minors, Johnny," I said. "He needs to go to jail. Your father has had many affairs over the course of our marriage, so he'll have to put up with me having one."
"Yeah, but he won't, Mom," Johnny answered, "And you know it. Dad believes it's a man's right to take any woman he fancies, regardless of her or his marital status. But his woman should remain faithful only to him. Do you even have money of your own, Mom? Would you have any money if Dad blocked your access to the joint accounts?"
"No," I admitted.
Johnny emphatically stated, "Then Dad cannot find out about tonight." He sighed, then added, "That means I'll have to make a mutual nondisclosure deal with Frank and hope the prick abides by it. However, although yours getting out will be embarrassing and probably lead to Dad divorcing you, his being sent to the cops or leaked to the media puts him in jail, so I think he'll cooperate."
"Johnny, we cannot ignore what Frank's doing. He must be stopped, and those boys must be protected and helped to recover from their abuse. Plus, he and his mates are raping women, Johnny. Raping women! Without your intervention, they would have raped me. We can't let them continue, son. Not when we have the evidence to stop them. I'll have to hope that if those pics of me get out, your father never sees them."
Exasperated, Johnny growled, "Someone will see them and tell or show him, Mom. You know that!" Then he sighed and said, "But you're right, we must help those kids, and I should have already forwarded the screenshots to the cops." He drove silently for a while as he struggled to find a solution to my dilemma. "I have a plan, Mom, Johnny stated. "I'll need to check some things first, but I think it'll solve all our troubles with Frank and put him in jail to boot. It will mean risking you being raped again, though."
"What?" I gasped. "There has to be another way, Johnny. I don't ever want to have to go through that again!"
"Let me think about it, Mom. Okay?"
So, of course, I said "yes". What else could I say? After a short silence, we pulled into our garage and went inside. As had become typical, Johnny followed me up the stairs to our rooms, even though there was more than enough room to walk beside me. Knowing he was looking at my ass excited me, however, so I exaggeratedly swung my hips to sway my shapely ass for his viewing pleasure.
Reaching my door, I opened it and hesitated in the doorway. Johnny walked past me but then noticed I'd stopped. I couldn't articulate my needs because they were so wrong, but I needed, needed ... "Do you want me to sleep with you tonight, Mom?" Johnny softly asked.
Holding my arms out, I nodded and began sobbing, "I'm so scared and lonely, Johnny. Please take your mother to bed and make her feel better."
Picking me up, Johnny walked inside, kicked the door shut, and lay me on the bed. Standing, he swiftly disrobed, and I saw his big thick cock already strained and bounced with anticipation, a thick blob of precum leaking from its eye.
With my mouth watering at the sight of my son's precum-leaking penis, I rolled and turned on the bed, then reached for it. Wrapping my hand around Johnny's thick shaft, I pulled him towards me and guided it into my mouth. With a swallow, I relaxed my larynx and pressed my mouth forward until my lips hit his hairy abdomen. I moved so I could sit, then cupped my son's big heavy balls, full of the divine nectar I was about to swallow, and began pumping his shaft as I bobbed up and down.
Johnny's hands settled on my head and held it as he moaned, "You're so good at doing that, Mom—the best I've ever had." I wondered how many he'd had do this for him, but I didn't want to be gauche and ask the question. So, instead, I sucked harder and bobbed faster. "I'm close, Mom," Johnny warned. "Where do you want it?" I was too engrossed in what I was doing to reply, so with a loud groan, Johnny pulled my head tightly to his abdomen, and as his big balls tightened against his thick shaft, he blasted his semen down my willing throat.
Moving my head back, I carefully cleaned my son's cock and, with a loud slurp, released it from my mouth. Knowing that a man's glans can become sensitive after he orgasms, I gently pumped my son's shaft as I played with his big balls. With the stamina and ready sexual arousal of youth, Johnny hardly wilted at all and was soon harder than diamonds in my hand again.
Pushing my son back, I stood and stripped before kneeling at his feet and guiding his cock back in my mouth. Placing my hands on his hips, I looked submissively up through my eyelashes at him and free-handed my mouth down on his cock until my lips were against his hairy pubic bone. Johnny placed his hands over mine and waited to see what I'd do. I held my head still and pushed on his hips. Then when he was almost out of my mouth, I held him in place and briefly lashed his glans before pulling him back into my mouth.
Getting my hint, Johnny grabbed a handful of my hair and firmly thrust his big cock into my mouth. Releasing Johnny's hips, I knelt submissively upright with my hands locked on my thighs, supporting my upper body and allowed my son to own my mouth. Johnny watched his big cock thrusting into my willing mouth until, with his eyes rolling back and a deep groan, he arched back, pushed his cock as deep into my oral cavity as possible, and unloaded another torrent of cum into my mouth.
Shaky on his orgasm weakened knees, Johnny moved back, then leaned down to pick me up. As he bent over, I opened my mouth to show I still held his load. Then I closed my mouth and swallowed exaggeratedly before reopening it and showing it was empty.
"Gawd, Mom!" Johnny exclaimed after my display. "You are such a slut! No wonder Dad always comes home!"
Of course, I enjoyed the compliment, and the 's' word had its typical effect. Still, I would have preferred that he avoided reminding me I was about to cheat on my husband with our son in our marital bed! However, that thought didn't stop me from trembling with anticipation when my son effortlessly lifted me and held my naked body to his. As Johnny's lips locked with mine and we shared a passionate kiss, I instinctively raised my knees and wrapped my legs around his hips. Feeling my wet, ragingly hot pussy against his cock, Johnny did what any male would do in that situation —he lowered me onto it.
Feeling my son's big cock part my folds and slide inside me, I leaned back and tipped my head forward to watch. "Ahhhh," I sighed luxuriantly, then shivered with delight as I watched Johnny's cock push in. Spreading his knees, Johnny leaned forward and lowered into a partial squat. When my son leaned forward, I had to wrap my hands around his neck to prevent falling. With me now supporting most of my weight, my son moved his hands to my hips and lifted me up his pole. Raising me until only his cock's tip remained in me, Johnny brought me down firmly as he thrust up.
"Oh!" I yipped as my clit and vulva crashed into Johnny's pelvis, then Johnny lifted me and drove hard into me as he pulled me swiftly down. "Oh!" I yipped again. Johnny repeated this action four or five times until our bodies slammed together at every upward thrust my son made. My yips of pleasure swiftly turned to squeals which morphed into shrieks and finally to howls. Then, my mind gone, I climaxed and shrieked out a final orgasmic wail as I bucked and thrashed on my son's big cock. A few seconds later, I groaned again as the semen from my son's gushing cock splattered across my cervix and forced me to climax one more time.
It seemed my son couldn't get enough of his MILF Mommie's pussy because he remained rigidly erect as he swept the covers aside and lay me on the bed. Johnny had remained inside me as he moved me to the bed, and as he settled between my luscious, tightly gripping thighs, he hummed, "You were right earlier, Mom. So far, all we've done is fuck, and it's been glorious, but now I will make love to you until dawn's early light."
Johnny kissed me slowly, passionately and deliciously and rocked gently back and forth inside me as he lay pressed full-length against me, and I languidly held his calves with my ankles. Taking his time, my son slowly, deftly brought me along the path to another orgasm. Moving gently, ensuring that I felt every millimetre of his cock sliding inside me, Johnny worked me as if I were a sculpture and he a master craftsman.
I thought I would go mad before he brought me to fruition, and as I was about to try and do something more to hasten my trip along the path, Johnny suddenly slid out of me. "No!" I groaned. "I need, I need." Then I sighed, "Aaaaaahhhh," as Johnny's skilled hand and mouth found my stiff breast nubs. Suckling only briefly on my puffy nipples, Johnny then kissed his way down my sexily curved stomach and onto my mound.
Pausing there, my son adjusted his position, then slid his middle finger into my dripping pussy. Curling his finger back, Johnny found my G-spot and gently scraped it with his fingernail. I'd lifted onto my elbows so I could watch what he was doing, and catching my movement, Johnny looked up. Then smiling delightedly, he lowered his mouth and swirled his tongue over and around my button. The twin exotically sensual feelings overcame me, and with a deep groan, I collapsed onto the bed and arched my pussy up to force more contact.
Johnny rode with me, unfortunately, so the delightful but maddening light pressure continued until my son nipped my clit and growled, "Cum for me, my little Mommie slut!" Then he sucked hard on my clit, and lashed it with his tongue. I must have passed out from the pleasure because the next thing I remember was Johnny inside me, slowly stroking again.
Running my fingers through my son's dark brown hair, I kissed him lovingly before saying, "Fill your Mommie up, honey. I can't go any more." However, I lied. Because when Johnny erupted semen into me, I shuddered and came.
Johnny rolled off me, pulled me into the little spoon position, cupped my firmly rounded left breast and nuzzled my neck. "Sleep well, Mommie," he whispered. "Holding you in my arms, I know I will."

End Part 3:

Part 4: The Hot Tub party is coming next.
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Chapter 4: The Hot Tub Party.

Hello readers, Katie Muggleton with you again. I guess if you're still reading after three chapters, you must be enjoying my adventures, so let me remind you how chapter 3 ended, and I'll describe what happened next.
My son's friend Frank had blackmailed me into attending a sex club with him and his friends. Unknown to me, I was to be the main attraction in the stage show hosted by the Dominatrix, Mistress Siobhan. Although I was naked before the crowd, other than suspenders, stockings and heels, I didn't need to fear someone recognising me because Siobhan had covered my eyes and upper face with a miked, eyeless masquerade ball mask.
In part one of the show, Siobhan tied me to a viewing platform and bent me over at ninety degrees with my ass and pussy facing the audience. Then a remote-controlled arm with a magic wand vibrator attached was placed under my sexily displayed ass and pussy and moved against my clitoris and vulva. Using the wand and moving arm to stimulate my clit and pussy, Siobhan forced a massive orgasm from me for the audience's viewing pleasure.
Keeping me willing to proceed by threatening to allow Frank to take me immediately and using her lips, tongue and fingers to stimulate me sexually, Mistress Siobhan convinced me to lie on a fetish gynaecological chair. Then, after securing me to the chair, she used its functions to spread the chair's legs and leave my pussy and ass salaciously exposed.
Once she had me presented as she wanted, Siobhan rotated the stage until we faced the crowd again. After the stage stopped turning, I was obscenely displayed with my sweet little pussy and tight little ass visible to anyone before me. Someone wheeled another contraption between my thighs, and I felt a cock positioned at my dripping entrance.
Fearing someone was about to penetrate me, I protested loudly, but Siobhan assured me it was 'only a dildo on a fucking machine'. Siobhan used the machine to torment me by keeping me on the cusp of an orgasm until my mind almost melted. Then, instead of allowing me to climax, she removed the cock from my pussy, and added another for my ass. By now, I was so aroused that my ass gobbled the cock like a fat man does a pie. Now that I had a cock in both love holes, I immediately teetered on the edge of orgasm's cliff again.
After another mind-warping period, Mistress Siobhan finally allowed me to orgasm, ending the show and my exposure to the audience. Honestly, I'm not sure what relieved me more —my screamed orgasm or no longer displaying my luscious assets to the adoring crowd. Back in the performer's room, Mistress Siobhan penetrated me with the largest strap-on imaginable. Surprisingly, my increasing sluttishness allowed me to accept the intruder readily, and I soon crashed through into a fantastic climax.
Siobhan then abandoned me to my fate with Frank and his cohorts. In despair, I lay there, tied helplessly, knowing that Frank and his three mates would use my body continuously despite my objections. What was worse was that Frank knew the effect calling me a slut had, and he would use that effect to give me many orgasms even though they raped me.
However, just as all seemed lost, like a hero in a Hollywood movie, my big, strong, handsome son, Johnny, miraculously strode into the room, and he and his two friends rescued me from under Frank's nose. The best part of my rescue was that I could confess my interlude with Frank. Johnny immediately forgave me and agreed to find a way to get the images deleted. Then, when we got home, Johnny and I made love before I slept in his strong arms.
Readers, now that we're up to date, I'll tell you what happened next.
Saturday morning, I woke feeling the best I'd felt since coming under Edgar's spell. Making love with my son had relieved my seemingly continuous arousal, and even though I could feel his delicious spend leaking from me, my pussy felt normal, not continually aching for stimulation as it had been for the last two-plus weeks.
'Damn, I want a smoke,' I thought. Looking in my bedside table, I pulled out a packet, extracted a fag, and reflexively lit it up. Taking a huge drag as I lay back on my pillow, I had time to think, 'No, please! Not again,' When ... Flicker: image: Then, satisfied I was ready, Liz stood and positioned a thick strap-on cock at my entrance, and I moaned as she slowly forced it deep inside me. ... Screaming silently in my mind ... Flicker: image: Moaning as the receptionist's huge cock split me apart, ... I pleaded, 'Please, Edgar, no. I swear I'll never ... Flicker: image: ... I lift my spread knees and wrap them around Liz's hips. ... smoke another cigarette!
Stubbing the cigarette out, I lifted and spread my knees before shoving two fingers into my cunt (Yes, I used that word in my mind. Part of my recalled memory reminded me of being told that as a submissive Mommie slut, I didn't have a pussy or vagina. I had a cunt, cock hole, or cum receptacle. Three cum receptacles in total. Mouth, cunt, arse or rear fuck hole.). Sliding my fingers squishily back in forth in my cum filled pussy, I circled my button (cum switch), then arched off the bed as I, barely suppressing a scream, climaxed.
I looked for my son, hoping that he had slept through my orgasm or at least that it had excited him. But, unfortunately, the other side of my bed was empty. Sighing, I opened my phone and saw Johnny had used the 'Note' app to leave me a message. "Hey, Mom," it read. "It's 4.00 am as I write this. I heard Kristy come home, and rather than have her catch us sleeping together naked, I slipped off to my bed. See you at breakfast, my beautiful Mommie slut."
Of course, that meant I had to return my fingers to my squishy pussy. This time, rather than try and stifle my scream, I rolled onto my tummy and screamed into my pillow.
After recovering from my twin climaxes, I showered, douched, then did my hair and makeup. Although I wasn't going anywhere today, nor expecting visitors, I still dressed as if I were. My mother often paraphrased the old saying, explaining that a woman should be a lady in public, a wife and mother in the home, and a whore for her husband in the bedroom. Even though my mother is a largish woman (Over 90 kg), she has shape. Her breasts and hips are wider than her waist, and she always dresses appropriately sexily for her age and size.
Opening my closet, I took out my midnight blue Zima skort and put it on. I love Zima Skorts and have four in differing colours. Midnight blue, dark green, white and black. What I love about them is that, on the surface, they look like the world's tiniest micro mini but have a thin gusset barely wide enough to cover my vulva built in.
I chose a bright yellow Privé plunging neck puff sleeve ruched crop tee to go with that. The plunging neckline on my top left most of my décolletage and the inner mounds of my large, gorgeously firm breasts exposed. Because my top showed my toned but curvy tummy, I changed the belly button ring I currently wore for another star-shaped one—this time with a sapphire as the centrepiece.
I turned away from the mirror after giving myself the final once over and headed for the kitchen. But as I turned, I remembered Kristy had complained about my ashtray breath, so I returned to the bathroom to brush and gargle a second time to ensure she'd have nothing to complain about.
However, it was all to no avail because when I got to the kitchen, I discovered I was home alone. Shrugging because being alone wasn't unusual, I got breakfast. I made a bowl with frozen acai puree, banana, raspberries and blueberries, thickened cream, and almond butter. After mixing the ingredients in the blender, I made coffee and sat at the breakfast bar, looking out into the gorgeous morning sun. 'Just about nice enough to sunbake nude,' I thought. However, I knew, given it was late June, outside would be a lot cooler than it appeared.
I idly wondered what to do with my day. Two days ago, I'd done the house from top to bottom, and it wasn't time to prepare my garden for spring. My mind drifted, and I recalled being on the stage with Siobhan and the two machines. Although I remember being acutely embarrassed, I marvelled at how easily Siobhan's deft handling of my arousal had overcome my objections and inhibitions. Though not being able to see the crowd helped.
Feeling that old familiar tingle grow between my legs, I whispered, "Do you dare do that again, Katie? Would you go back there of your own accord and volunteer to be the main show again?" I would. I knew that now. The orgasms were as intense as any I remember having. The feeling of power I had over the crowd and their overt sexual response to my sexily writhing, luscious body had, underneath my embarrassment, turned me on so much that I wanted to do more. I wanted them to orgasm from watching and hearing me orgasm.
'But what could you do to top your last performance, Katie?' I wondered. Let Mistress Siobhan fuck you onstage, my subconscious answered. 'I wouldn't dare,' I replied to myself. But I knew the seed had been planted, and I'd fantasise about doing it every time I masturbated until I'd done it for real or the fantasy finally faded.
I forced my mind to think about more mundane things because if I hadn't, I'd have pulled my knees up and apart and masturbated. However, before I could concentrate on anything else, another even more salacious thought reared up from my subconscious. "Many times, you've fantasised about being a slut for several sexily dominant men at once, Katie. Imagine doing that onstage for the crowd!"
I could imagine doing that all too clearly! I'd be naked except for the most ridiculously tall, strappy high heels you could conceive, with a dog collar and leash around my long, slender neck. The men, all handsome and muscly with huge cocks, would stand naked in a row facing the crowd with their hands behind their backs. Some of the cocks would be achingly erect, others at half-mast, and still more would be limp, hanging, begging for my talented mouth to bring them to life.
Mistress Siobhan would hold my leash and, with me on all fours, lead me across the stage to the men. First, she'd lead me to the men with soft cocks, and using my exquisite oral and deep-throating skills, I'd perform mouth to cock's eye on them and feel their warmth and hardness swiftly increase as my talented mouth brought them to turgid stiffness.
From there, Siobhan would lead me to the men at half-mast. They would be the work of mere seconds to bring completely erect. Then the competition would start. I'd have sixty seconds with each man, in turn, to make him cum using only my mouth. I could use my hands for balance but not to touch their cocks or balls. Each man that orgasmed was eliminated until only two were left.
I was their prize. On stage, one would take my willing mouth as the other took my sweet little pussy. The man in my pussy would pull out at the last second and cum on my back so the crowd could see. The other would cum on my face, of course. And then, they'd swap.
As you've read, I was entirely into that fantasy by then and decided to return to my room to masturbate. However, as I stood, the doorbell rang. Thrown roughly out of my sexual fantasy and with my pussy dripping, I frowned and considered not answering. But my ingrained good manners (there's nothing like receiving an old-school caning on your naked breasts and ass to ensure you behave) made me straighten my skort, check that my breasts weren't displayed inappropriately, and answer the door.
Phil and Freddy stood there smiling when I opened the door. "Good morning, Mrs Muggleton," they chorused.
A little flustered because I had no idea they were coming over, I mumbled a greeting back to them, then asked, "Are you here to see Johnny? If you are, I'm not sure where he is."
"He's with his girlfriend, Gina," Freddy explained as they pushed past me inside. "It's you we came to see, Katie, because we have your earnings from last night," He handed me an envelope containing fifteen one hundred dollar bills, "and a confession to make."
"You do?" I answered, looking in the envelope, bewildered by the amount. "Whatever about? I haven't even thanked you for saving my sorry ass last night."
"I've wanted to kick Frank's ass for years, Katie," Phil growled. "Then, when I met Siobhan and discovered what he'd done, I only wanted to kick it more. But that isn't what we meant."
"No, it isn't," Fred added. "First, we must confess that there is more than one thing to confess about," he added with a grin.
Phil grinned, too. Then he said, "We confess that at the lumber yard during your shoot, we took many inappropriate pictures of your, umm, parts, Katie. Towards the end there, when you were getting into it, we both lay on the ground and, well, you know. Plus, as you posed, you unawarely exposed your breasts numerous times, and we photographed those, too."
As I considered what Phil had said, I ushered the boys into the lounge and bade them sit on the couch. I sat opposite them, but I carefully lifted my lower legs and folded my feet under me with my knees to the side, ensuring that there was no way I could inadvertently flash them my gusset-covered slit.
I guess that I should have been angry with them, but instead, they were so sweet and innocent as they confessed, and I knew that I was horny and deliberately showing my pussy and boobs to my son at the time, so I couldn't blame them for taking advantage of my poses, too. So, instead, I smiled, tittered, and widened my eyes into my 'sweet, pretty, and oh so innocent' look and coquettishly asked, "So did you look at them, and, you know?" I made my thumb and forefinger into a circle and subtly moved back and forth as if I was pulling on something in the circle.
The guys blushed prettily (can guys blush prettily? You know what I mean), and Freddy admitted he had as Phil nodded.
"What do you plan on doing with them?" I fearfully asked as I remembered Frank's photos and what he said he'd do with them. "We brought our laptops and cameras with us, Mrs Muggleton," Freddy explained as he and Phil held up their laptop bags and camera cases. "We'll show where the photos are on our hard drives and memory cards, and then you can watch us delete them."
I considered what they said but found that I quite enjoyed thinking that these tall, young, athletic men masturbated over my gorgeous self, so using my inbuilt flirtiness, I blushed, looked away shyly, looked back at them, blushed and looked away again, then using my sweet, little girl innocent voice, I said, "Do you boys like masturbating over little ole me?" They both nodded vigorously. "Would you like to keep them so you still can?" Vigorous nods. "Do you promise never to share them with anyone other than each other?" Vigorous nods. "Then I don't mind if you keep them, boys. But Johnny must never find out you have them."
"He's already got plenty of his own," Freddy muttered. "Bastard won't share, though."
Relieved, I innocently said, "What was that, Freddy? I didn't quite catch what you said."
"Nothing important, Mrs Muggleton," Freddy assured me.
"Katie, please."
"Nothing important, Katie," Freddy smiled. "But that brings us to our second confession. Phil was the man under the helmet beside the guy that addressed you outside the chateaux last night, Katie. He volunteers to do it if Siobhan and Caoimhe are there so he can ensure their safety. He got me a free ticket, and I was on the floor watching your performance."
I blushed for real this time, and my spirits dropped into the cellar. 'So much for no one recognising me,' I thought despairingly. Then I remembered Johnny's revelation that the young woman who had tongued me and had sat on my face was my best friend's daughter. "Oh, shivers," I muttered, realising one wrong word from any of them would expose my dirty secret for everyone to know.
Still my favourite, Phil leaned forward, patted my knee and said, "Don't worry, Katie. None of us will reveal what we know. Mom and Dad would accept that Caoimhe is a lesbian, but they'd freak out if they knew she was my girlfriend's submissive plaything."
I hesitatingly said, "Phil, umm, Siobhan seems more, you know, lesbian than straight, you know?"
"She's bisexual with a preference for women, Katie," Phil admitted. "However, she says she's head over heels in love with me and that if I ask her, she'll quit performing so she doesn't become an embarrassment to me. But Siobhan likes performing, and I like watching her perform, so fuck-em, I say."
I didn't know what to say, so I stayed silent. But as the silence stretched, I lamely said, "Anyway, guys. Thank you for saving me last night. I shudder to think what Frank and his animalistic mates would have done to me."
Phil smiled, then winked at Freddy and said, "Allowing us to keep your pics is more than thanks enough, Katie."
"Speaking of which," Phil grinned. "Katie, even though I would need to say it every day, I have to say that you look divinely gorgeous today, and the sun is perfect for taking pictures of you sitting on the lounge. Could we plead that you pose for us again?"
"More pics of my pussy?" I snapped, then realised that was very ungracious of me, considering without Johnny and these two men, I'd be a rape victim. "Sorry, Phil," I apologised. "That fell out before I could think."
"It was a fair enough comment, Katie," Phil smiled. "But will you please pose for us?"
So, despite my misgivings, I ended up, down, and all around that sofa as Phil and Freddy happily snapped away. Phil casually got me to reveal more and more. He'd say things like, "Oh, wow, Katie! You look so hot like that! Now, just slip that top a little further off your shoulder. Yea, that's it. A little more so we can get a little 'nipple slip'. Oh my God, yes, just like that. Wow, Katie, you are the hottest Mommie on the planet!"
Eventually, they stopped so they could upload their pictures onto their computers. Ignored, I sat there feeling a little abandoned until Phil said, "These are great, Katie. Some of them will make it onto our web page for sure. But they're all incredibly modest. Do you think we can have some a little more daring? A little more risqué?"
The attention these boys lavished on me this morning, combined with my earlier fantasy, had me quite hot, so I agreed that I would, but nothing that exposed my breasts or genitals. Phil then questioned why my skirt didn't reveal anything, no matter how he made me twist and turn. Not thinking, I hoisted it up and pulled the gusset away from my pussy, giving them a free flash, "It has an inbuilt panty," I explained. Then realising what I'd done, I quickly let the material go and lamely added, "It's called a skort because it's a combination skirt and shorts."
Phil turned to Freddy, and they seemed to agree on something before Phil turned back to me. "You have quite an extensive wardrobe, don't you, Katie?" He asked. "I don't recall seeing you in the same thing twice."
I confirmed that I did. Then confessed that I bought so many new clothes that, to create room in my walk-in robe, I regularly made runs to Vinnies (St Vincent de Paul Society's charity shops) to donate clothes I'd bought but never worn or maybe I had bought for a special event and would never wear again.
"May I look in your robe and choose an outfit for you?" Nothing too revealing, I demanded. "I'm thinking very revealing, Katie," Phil smiled. "But if you'll permit me, I was in the university drama society and learned to do stage makeup. If you let me make you up, I guarantee that not even your mother or husband would recognise you!" Still! I emphasised. No slit, clit or entrance! "If you say so, Katie," Phil agreed. But I could hear the lie in his voice.



When we got to my room, instead of walking to the robe immediately, Phil sat me at my vanity, then shook his head and told me to turn the chair away from the mirror. Opening the various drawers of my vanity, he removed what he wanted and went to work. It took close to thirty minutes, but when he turned me back to the mirror, I gasped. Heck, not only wouldn't my mother or husband recognise me, I barely recognised myself.
Phil had somehow totally changed my look. My usually quite round face now looked angular with clearly defined cheekbones and a quite square jaw. Phil had shaded my brow to appear heavier and to jut out over my eyes. To put it crudely, I looked like a transvestite version of myself. However, I thought the overall effect was of a staggeringly attractive but masculine-looking Femmeboy. Probably one that stood on a street corner in Sydney's Kings Cross. Weirdly, as I looked at myself, I felt that tingle rise again, and I bit my bottom lip, imagining myself on that corner waiting for a 'Sean' to pick me.
"What do you think?" Phil asked.
My smile looked bizarre in the mirror because it barely resembled me at all, but I smiled and said, "I think you're right. No one could possibly guess it's me!"
"Good," Phil replied. "Then we can go for as revealing as we want."
Wondering how on earth I kept getting myself into these situations, I sighed, gestured toward my robe and said, "Choose away, Mister Loughlin. I'm in your capable hands."
Phil walked in and immediately returned, holding a leather micro-mini with a matching half-cup leather bra. The bra had a collar for my neck with five leather straps that held the bra up and prevented my luscious breasts from popping out. In my lingerie drawer, I had a tiny leather thong with strips barely wide enough to cover my clitoris but left my pussy lips and little brown ring mostly exposed that went with the items Phil held. I had a pair of 7-inch heeled ankle boots in my robe to wear with this ensemble. My boots had D-rings at the ankle where a slave chain could be attached.
The only time I had ever worn this outfit was to a Master and slave themed party. Sean had attached a leash to my collar and walked me into a costume party for my friend Kath Loughlin's fortieth birthday. Everyone there was a close personal friend and could be trusted not to touch or leer, which was just as well because Sean had cuffed my hands behind my back and padlocked a one-metre (3 ft.) slave chain to my ankles. Kath has quite the exhibitionist streak, so she'd banned cameras and phones, and because of that, trust me, mine was amongst the least revealing outfits worn that night.
The only problem I had during the party was that with my hands cuffed behind my back, I couldn't drink unless someone put a glass with a straw in front of me. During the night, my inhibitions faded as my alcohol consumption increased, and Kath took great delight in placing my glass on lower and lower flat spaces. Her game culminated after she'd placed my glass on the coffee table in front of the sofa. Because I was buzzing from the alcohol, I spread my feet, kept my knees straight, and bent over at my hips to reach the straw instead of kneeling.
Kath thought that me flashing the three guys on the sofa my barely covered pussy was hilarious. Unfortunately, one of the guys' wives didn't. She screamed at me, calling me a slut and worse, and then rounded on Kath and blamed her for encouraging my 'disgusting behaviour'. Of course, my husband, who was out back with some other friends, came in to see what the commotion was about, took one look at where I stood, heard the woman bellow what I'd done, and immediately took me home.
He corrected my behaviour with fifteen firm smacks on my curvy buttocks, which only excited us, so we made love until morning.
If I'm in a playful mood, and Sean and I are home alone, I'll put this outfit on, cuff myself behind my back (it's not difficult. You cuff your hands in front, bend, and then step through the hole your arms make) and walk out in front of him as he watches TV. Sean has never seen the end of any program he watched when I strutted in front of him in this outfit!
When I saw what Phil carried, I shook my head and said, "No way! That outfit is not decent! I've worn it in public once, I will not tell you where, and there is no way I'm wearing it as you take my picture!"
"Yes, way," Phil insisted. "Katie, I guarantee that Freddy and I will show you all pics we want to use to promote our website, and if you object in any way, we won't publish them."
My problem was that my pussy was gushing fluids as I imagined wearing this for these two strapping young men as I strutted, bounced and teased for their cameras. So, giving in, I opened my drawer, took out the leather thong, accepted the outfit from Phil, and walked into my en suite. Taking off my clothes, I checked and then used my lady razor to remove a few stray hairs from my pussy area and put my leather outfit on.
I examined my genitals in the mirror, but my lips remained visible no matter how I adjusted the tiny thong. If I settled it in the middle, the centre piece mostly covered my large clit, but below that, it parted my pussy lips and sat in my slit. Worse was that when I walked, the thong moved across my clit and stimulated my arousal. Sighing, I opened the door and walked back into my room. Phil had taken my 7-inch black boots out of the closet, and he knelt and helped me into them.
Seven-inch heels are difficult to walk in, even for an experienced wearer like me, so I was grateful for Phil's strong hand supporting me down the stairs.
When I returned to the lounge on Phil's arm, Freddy stood and said, "Oh, wow, Katie! You look amazing! Kind of Barbarella meets 10,000 years B.C.!"
Pleased with the compliment, my confidence returned, and I became my typically flirtatious self. Therefore, I did everything I would usually do to titillate the men in my vicinity. I strutted up and down as I added bounce to my step to ensure my large, firm breasts jiggled. I swayed my hips exaggeratedly as I walked. I paused, pulled my hair over my shoulder, and looked back seductively. I kept my legs straight and bent at the waist, flashing my barely covered ass and minimally covered pussy entrance to my two young photographers. I faced them and leaned over so my lush bosom threatened to burst out of the tiny bra encasing them.
Phil and Freddy, with their trouser fronts bulging, eagerly pursued me around the room as they snapped picture after picture. I'd gotten so into playing to their cameras that I hadn't noticed my daughter returning home. Walking in through the door, Kristy exclaimed, "Mom! What are you doing? Why are you almost naked in front of Phil and Freddy? Dad would freak if he found out!"
Chuckling, Phil picked my daughter up off her feet. Then, swinging her around, he patted her curvy bottom, shoved her towards the stairs and said, "I bet you have something equally as sexy to wear, Kristy. Why don't you go and put it on and join us?"
I waited for Kristy's foul-mouthed tirade to follow, but instead, her eyes lowered submissively and walked to her room. Astounded, I opened my mouth, but my daughter caught my eye and shook her head a minuscule amount. An almost imperceptible smile formed on her pouty lips, and I knew she wanted to pose for the camera. Instead of being shocked, my daughter was stimulated by the thought of posing for Phil and Freddy.
"Help her," I pleaded to Phil."
He nodded, put his camera down, and followed my daughter upstairs. Thirty minutes later, Phil reappeared with Kristy in tow. Phil had repeated his efforts with me, and my daughter resembled an androgynous version of herself. She wasn't as masculine as I presented, but it was still unclear from her face if she was a boy or a girl. Her gorgeous C-cups, sexily rounded tummy, and curvy butt screamed that she was all woman, though.
Phil had found my 'Hollywood movie street prostitute' outfit in my closet and dressed my daughter similarly to how I was when I returned to Edgar Fontaine's clinic.
Together, we danced, strutted and posed for Phil and Freddy as they snapped away. Then, feeling sexily daring, I took her hand in mine as my daughter danced past, swung her, and pulled her thigh between mine. Locking my lips to her surprised ones, I ground my pussy against her upper thigh as I cupped and squeezed her luscious ass. Kristy froze for a second but soon returned my kiss as she ground back against me.
Phil and Freddy remained quiet. I'm sure that thought that if they made a sound, it would break the spell, and my daughter and I would break apart. I mean, heck. Lesbian porn is just about every man's favourite fantasy, isn't it? Mommie and daughter lesbian porn is the most often favourited in that genre, right?
Breaking from Kristy's embrace, I strutted across the room and began dancing like I'd seen the strippers on stage do. I'd dance or strut away, pause with my hand on my hip and look coquettishly back over my shoulder before keeping my legs straight and bending over. Then, grabbing my shins, I bounced my upper body from one side of my legs to the other, pausing to look alluringly back at the boys and giving them plenty of time to photograph what they wanted.
Kristy watched my act excitedly, and the next time I danced toward her, she spun, danced and shook her way across to where I'd come from. Then instead of bending over, she put her hands on her hips and swung them in slow, erotic circles, ensuring she pushed her shapely ass out as far as possible, revealing tantalising glimpses of her lower butt cheeks and even a flash of sparse white panty.
When my daughter danced and strutted back to where Freddy, Phil and I stood, I danced towards her. Then, when we met in the middle, I wrapped my arm around her mid-back and pulled her into a searing French kiss before forcing my knee back between her thighs and onto her soaking pussy. Then I bent her back as I leaned forward and lifted her left leg, then turned so it pointed towards the boys.
My leather skirt had popped over my ass cheeks and was in a small band around my hips, so the only thing I had to provide any modesty was my tiny leather thong. As I described earlier, this item barely covered my large clitoris. Rather than hiding my supreme assets, the leather sat in the middle and emphasised them.
Phil and Freddy had a perfect look at my daughter's long, shapely leg, pointing toward them as it pressed against my slowly grinding, very wet pussy. Undoubtedly, as I pushed my curvy ass back, my slick entrance would beautifully show itself to their eyes, too.
I held Kristy and me in this position until my back threatened to spasm. Then, reluctantly, I straightened up and let her foot fall to the floor. However, now that we were face-to-face again, Kristy ran her fingers into my gorgeously dark hair and locked her lips to mine. Feeling her tongue darting against my bee-stung lips, I moaned and parted them. Sucking my daughter's tongue into my mouth, I cupped her rounded bottom and ground my thigh against her wet slit.
I don't know how far we would have gone, but I'll admit that I was utterly lost in the moment and had virtually forgotten Phil and Freddy's presence. It wasn't until Freddy muttered, "Damn! I'm out of memory. I'll have to upload these pics onto my laptop before I can take some more."
Of course, that broke the spell Kristy and I was under. When our eyes cleared, we realised what we were doing in front of who and leapt apart, quickly adjusting our clothing to as close to modesty as they permitted. As I moved to sit primly on the sofa, I saw Johnny's car pull into the garage, and squeaking, Kristy and I ran up to my room to change back into our daily clothes.
Biting my lip to prevent myself from taking my daughter in my hands and making love to her, I removed my leather gear and put it aside. I'd have to wash my juices from the two lower garments. Looking in my robe, I pulled out my white with straps sheath dress and put it on. Sans underwear, of course. Kristy looked at me forlornly, so I took out my yellow tank mini-dress and offered it to her.
Hugging me gratefully, she put it on and was about to head for the kitchen. Smiling, I called her back and handed her my white 7-inch pumps. I put my white wedge heels on and followed her down to the lounge.
When we got there, Phil and Freddy sat on the lounge, and Johnny and his girlfriend were on the loveseat. I hadn't met Phil's current girlfriend, Gina, before today, so smiling, I walked over to where they sat. Gina looked up at me with what I thought was pure desire in her eyes. She quickly blinked when she saw my eyebrow lift, and the desire faded from her eyes. When Gina stood to greet me, Johnny stood with her. Smiling, he introduced us, "Mom, meet my main squeeze, Gina. Gina, meet my mom, Katie."
Elbowing Johnny in his ribs, Gina grinned at him and then me and said, "I'll give you 'main squeeze' Johnny Muggleton! I'd better be your only squeeze!"
She refused my hand and stepped in to cuddle me instead. I was sure she'd pressed her aroused nipples against me on purpose, but before I could fully formulate that thought, she kissed my surprised lips lightly and placed her hands on my hips. Of course, she realised I was pantyless as well as braless, and she smiled knowingly up at me before brushing my lips with hers again.
"I'm so pleased to meet you, Mrs Muggleton!" Call me, Katie, please. You must, I insist. "I'm so pleased to meet you, Katie," Gina repeated. "Johnny has told me all about you, and I think we're going to be the best of friends!"
I looked Johnny's girl over, deciding if she was good enough for my son. 'Hmm, nice,' I thought. Gina has similar skin and eye colouring to me. So, olive skinned with brown eyes. However, Gina's eyes are quite narrow, unlike my wide-open ones. She has an oval face with high cheekbones and a small nose and chin. Her ears are large, but I thought they looked very sexy with her long brown hair tucked behind them.
Gina is about average height and has a sexy hourglass figure, although her breasts are definitely larger than her hips. I estimated her figure to be 37-25-36, so she, my daughter and I could probably swap clothes as we were all around the same size, although Kristy and I were significantly taller. I guessed Gina to be around 170 cm (5-ft 7) and weigh about 60 kg (132 lbs).
Gina reminded me of someone, but I couldn't fully formulate who until my subconscious shouted, 'Catherine Zeta-Jones!' Deciding that I liked her, I pretended to growl, "I wouldn't believe a word my incorrigible son told you, Gina. He's an inveterate liar, and he exaggerates to boot!"
"Love you, too, Mom," Johnny chuckled as he kissed my cheek before sitting back down with Gina.
The two sofa chairs were left for Kristy and me to sit in, but my daughter settled onto the armrest beside me when I sat. I wondered why until I saw her subtly move, so her dress rode almost high enough to show her tiny white panties. The other chair was beside Phil and Freddy, so if she wanted them to look lustfully upon her, she'd have to be more blatant to attract their attention. However, sitting beside me meant that even her subtle move riveted the boys' eyes to her crotch.
Now that she had their attention, Kristy leaned forward and tossed her hair. Doing that made her delectable C-cups bounce and sway. Gulping, Phil and Freddy forced their eyes off my daughter's barely covered body and looked at me.
Trying not to giggle as I watched them squirm under my direct gaze, I asked, "Did you get all the pictures you wanted for your web page?" Not so subtly telling my son what we'd been doing.
"We won't know until we've uploaded them all and sorted the good ones out," Phil said smoothly. "Then we'll choose what we think are the best from those and run them through the various perfecting filters, check with you and/or Kristy that you're okay with us publishing them, and put them up if you say they're okay."
I asked if anyone wanted a drink. Surprisingly, everyone opted for tea or coffee instead beer or wine like I thought they would. Even more surprising was that Gina offered to help. But I guess my daughter was too busy flirting with her brother and the boys. And as their fathers would, the boys assumed that as the woman of the house, I'd make their beverages. It was an assumption I liked because it made me feel all was right in my world. After all, my sole purpose is to look good as I take care of my man, or in this case, my man's proxy and his friends.
Gina followed me to the kitchen silently but became quite chatty once we were out of earshot of the others. She asked all kinds of questions about my life. "Are you happy?" Very. "You don't miss having a job?" Being treated as a sex object with no husband close to prevent it? Heck no! "Do you have enough to do to keep busy during the day?" This is a big house, and it takes me a whole day to clean it from top to bottom. Plus, I need to spot-clean any spills and mess I see. Also, the gardens take at least a full day, more if it's growing season. "That's only two to three days out of an entire week, Katie." I giggled, Well, there are shopping trips and brunches and lunches with my girlfriends, and shopping trips, and grocery shopping, and shopping trips.
"You shop a lot?" Yes. I love it. Hunting for that perfect outfit that will knock Sean's socks off when he sees me in it. Finding the perfect accessories to set the outfit and me off to the best advantage. It's fun! "It sounds like something some vapid fifties housewife would do, Katie," Gina stated. "You don't seem like a vapid housewife to me, Katie. So why aren't you doing more with your life?"
I blinked at her, thrown out of my pleasant mood by her sudden attack. "If I don't look like a vapid housewife, what do I look like?" I asked haughtily
Gina took my shoulders in her hands and turned me to face her. Then, plastering her body against mine, she kissed my pouty lips and touched her tongue to my teeth. After breaking the kiss, her hands found my breasts as her thumbs strummed my brown puffy nipples. "You look like a deliciously sexy mommie slut to me, Katie. One that desperately needs a daughter Mistress in her life. Now stop pretending to resist and kiss me properly."
That name! The demanding insistence in her voice. Her skilled hands sending delicious electric arousal signals directly from my nipples to my love button. I shouldn't even have considered responding sexually, but I moaned and greeted her soft, lush lips against mine with a slightly indrawn breath. Then, as our lips locked, I sent my tongue to dance lightly around her mouth before softly lapping at the corner.
"That's better, my gorgeous submissive slut mommie," Gina groaned as she pushed insistently on my shoulders.
Following her lead ... Flicker: image: ... I lift my spread knees and wrap them around Liz's hips. ... I fell to my knees in front of ... Flicker: image: Wrapping my ankles around Liz's ass ... my son's beautiful girlfriend, and lifted her short skirt ... Flicker: image: Pulling Liz towards me as I thrust my hips at her cock ... Finding she was pantyless, I covered her vulva with my mouth ... Flicker: image: ... my head falls back, and I scream through an orgasm. ... and lapped at her entrance.
"Good mommie slut," Gina moaned as I tilted my head and lashed her clitoris with my tongue. "I'm about to cum!"
Grinding her teeth to prevent being too loud, Gina held my head to her pussy tightly and ground her button on my nose and chin and moaned through an intense climactic event. Unfortunately, the recalled memory crashed me into an extreme orgasm, and I squealed into her pussy. My squeal blasted hot air over Gina's vulva, and she climaxed again.



After we'd come down, Gina looked down at where I knelt and smiled, "Wow, Katie! I knew from what Johnny said that you were a willing submissive slut," I bit my bottom lips and tried not to moan. "But I never imagined that you'd get so much pleasure from making your new Mistress cum that you would orgasm when she did. Oh, my darling Katie. We are going to have so much fun together!"
Of course, I didn't correct Gina's assumption about why I'd orgasmed because I couldn't explain what had happened. Instead, I knelt submissively before her, waiting for her to tell me what she wanted next.
Helping me to my feet, Gina kissed me softly and said, "We'd better get those hot drinks made before someone comes looking. It wouldn't do to have them find you on your knees licking my slit, now would it?"
"No, Mistress," I agreed softly, aware I was mired deeper in my submissive tendencies. Edgar Fontaine, my son, Liz Donnelly, Frank Pritchard, and now my son's girlfriend, Gina, all now held some control over me. If any of them, even Frank, demanded I do something, I would unhesitatingly obey.
After we'd made the hot beverages, Gina and I carried them to the lounge. Sipping my coffee, I watched the various interactions around the room. Gina obviously had my son's total attention, but she seemed more interested in gaining my attention than Johnny's. My daughter had clearly set her sights on Phil, but he, too, seemed more interested in me than her. Freddy was enamoured with Kristy, but she ignored him completely to concentrate on Phil.
Closing my eyes, I envisaged my best friend's son, Phil. Around 178 cm (5ft-10) tall and stockily built, Phil looked like he could hold the Brisbane Bronco's scrum up all by himself. Handsome but with a self-deprecating air, he reminded me of his beautiful mother, Kath. Kath's husband, Mike, and my husband had played rugby league together at high school and in the minor leagues. Unfortunately, although they trialled for the Broncos, Tigers and Bulldogs, neither received a full-time contract.
Mike wanted to be a professional sportsman, so he accepted a contract with the English club Castleford Tigers. After playing four seasons with that club, Mike returned to Australia and settled into domestic bliss with my best friend, Catherine Anderson, cementing the already close relationship the four of us shared.
Kath and I had 'experimented' together in my teens and before I married Sean. Because of my experiences at home, I knew how to kiss sensually. Kath was a sweetly innocent virgin in those days, so we practised together until she got it right. She and I shared many intimate moments before we discovered boys were more fun to kiss than each other. I wanted to take our relationship beyond kissing, but Kath wouldn't.
Kath works for an Australian site as a sports presenter. Almost as tall as me, Kath is a willowy blonde woman with an almost rectangular body shape and high B-cup breasts. In my opinion (and this is my story, so it's the only opinion that matters, right?), Kath's best feature was her wide, pouting smile.
Opening my eyes after my reminisces, I noticed that Phil's massive package strained against his trousers. Looking down, I realised that I'd shifted forward and dragged my dress high enough to expose my waxed pudenda to him. Pretending that I hadn't noticed him ogling, I stretched and pushed my hips forward, ensuring he had an unimpeded view of my entrance, slit and clit.
Gina and the boys stayed for lunch and dinner, generally just hanging out together as my daughter and I gently flirted with Freddy and Phil. We spent time together in the lounge after dinner. My son, Johnny, is a gifted story and joke teller, so he held the floor as the rest of us listened and laughed. Eventually, Phil and Freddy left, and Johnny took Gina to bed. Kristy had disappeared earlier, disappointed because Phil showed no interest no matter how she flirted.
I wandered through my bedroom in a vague daze, discarding my dress behind me. After showering, being careful not to wet my long, thick hair, I slid sleepily into my bed naked. Instinctively, I rolled onto my side and cuddled into the body already in it. When my hand cupped a lusciously full breast instead of a muscular pec, I realised my daughter had slipped into my bed.
Forcing my sleepy eyes open, I muttered, "Kristy Ann Muggleton, what do you think you're doing?"
"Well, duh!" Kristy replied. "Waiting for you so we can make love, of course."
"You're my daughter," I pointed out. "We should not ever make love."
"Cool," Kristy giggled. "Let's fuck instead!"
Those words woke me up, and I pulled on Kristy's shoulder until she rolled to face me. "Do you want to try something I did with your Grandma?" Sure, my daughter answered. Show me!
Unsure of where in my daughter's orgasm cycle she was, I kissed and caressed her until I felt her arousal against my thigh. Then, after a long, searing French kiss, I forced my leg between her thighs. Breaking our embrace, I moved until my pussy pressed against hers. Then, with Kristy's head toward the headboard and mine toward the footboard, I 'scissored' with my daughter.
Kristy lay on her back as I, on my side, ground my pussy against hers. "Oh wow, this is intense, Mom," Kristy moaned. "Your pussy feels so good rubbing against mine!"
I was enjoying it too, but the position we were in, both of us lying down, wasn't creating enough friction. Uncoupling from my daughter, I moved to kneel, facing her with her thigh between mine and then moved forward until our pussies melded together again. In this position, I could push my pussy down as Kristy thrust hers up.
"Oh!" Kristy yipped as I firmly ground my pussy against her chunky clitoris. "Oh, oh, oh!"
Arching back and leaning on my right hand, I forced more of my vulva and clit against my daughter's slit and ground fiercely. After only a few seconds of grinding against me, Kristy tipped her head back and groaned through a shuddering orgasm. I was on the edge, but as now seems always to be the way, I couldn't leap over the cliff into my climax until I was permitted to by the one I saw as dominant to me.
After having a second orgasm, Kristy finally heard my frustrated whimpers, and she reached between us and slid her finger inside me as she thumbed my throbbing clit. "Cum for me, my little mommie slut," she demanded. Barely remembering in time that my son had his girlfriend with him two doors away, I picked up my pillow and screamed my climax into it.
Kristy kept her finger and thumb in place as I came down from my orgasm. Slowly stroking my G-spot as she circled my love button, she waited until I began climbing towards my peak again. Then, as I moaned and undulated my hips at her finger and thumb, she knelt between my legs.
I was close but waiting to be triggered again, and my daughter knew it, so she continued stroking and circling until I thought I would scream with frustration instead of orgasm.
Whimpering, I begged, "Please, Mistress, may this slut cum?" Not yet, my daughter insisted. "Please, Mistress, please, I have to!" Not yet! "Oh, Gawd, oh, Gawd, oh, Gawd," I repeatedly moaned, trying to stave off my climax. Not yet! Kristy demanded as her maddening stroking and circling threatened to melt my mind.
With sweat pouring out of every pore, I tossed my head back and forth and frenziedly humped my hips at my daughter's invading fingers, continuously begging, "Please, please, please," until Kristy suddenly pulled her fingers out and hit my clit hard, Cum for me, my sexy, little mommie slut, she commanded, and whacked my clit again.
I remember having an explosive orgasm as I shrieked into my pillow, but I don't recall what happened after that. I must have passed out because I awakened sometime later, being spooned by Kristy. Even though I could feel her slow, deep breaths against the back of my neck, indicating that she slept, Kristy's hand cupped my breast and slowly rolled my nipple between her thumb and forefinger. Deciding it felt good, I kissed her forearm and went back to sleep.
I woke up craving nicotine again, but after yesterday's incident, I was too scared to light up and risk another. I wondered why I had cravings now when after my first session, the only two times I lit a cigarette were after making a conscious decision to, not because I craved nicotine. However, I had no answer, so I put the thought aside.
The sound of water splashing came from my en suite, indicating that my daughter was up and already moving. Deciding to see if she'd like company in the shower, I yawned and stretched, then swung my feet out of bed. However, unfortunately for my carnal desires, Kristy bustled out past me with a towel wrapped around her gorgeously full breasts.
"Late for work," "She tossed behind her as she exited my room. Kristy worked in the city for the Cue fashion store twice a week.
Sighing, I completed my ablutions, showered and did my hair and makeup. It was close to that time of month, so grimacing, I inserted a tampon and put on some bikini briefs. Then I took out my long-sleeved, olive green Leahanna button-front knit midi dress and put it on. Pushing my feet into my beige sandals, I headed for the kitchen to make breakfast.
I wasn't sure who was home, but Johnny's car was still there, so he was, too. I assumed that meant Gina was also here. Using our coffee machine, I made myself a coffee and leaned on my hand on the bench, contemplating what had happened with Gina yesterday as I sipped. 'Has Johnny told her about the effect that calling me that name has?' I wondered. 'Would my son betray me like that? Try to make me a ... that word ... for his girlfriend?'
I couldn't believe he would, but then a pair of soft, petite hands slid between my dress' buttons onto my swiftly stiffening nipples. Snuggling against my bottom, Gina kissed the back of my neck and hummed, "Good morning, my delicious, little mommie slut submissive. You slept with your daughter last night, huh? Did you two have fun together?"
Struggling not to orgasm, I wondered if Gina knew or suspected I had incestuous sex with my daughter. I decided that Gina had asked innocently, not with loaded, double-meaning. So, I ignored her gently kneading hands and answered the stated question, not her implied one. "I get lonely at night, sometimes, Gina. So yes, it was fun having my daughter sleeping with me."
Gripping my large breasts firmly, only a little short of pain, Gina forced me to my knees and commanded me to turn around. Then pulling her panty, the only item she wore, aside, she pushed her pussy against my mouth and groaned, "Your daughter Mistress needs her mommie slut to eat her cunt, slut Katie. Make her cum, now."
There was that word again, and shuddering from a suppressed climax, I eagerly tongued Gina's pussy. Of course, the first thing I noticed was that the young woman's pussy literally gushed fluids. So much so that they immediately ran down my chin and neck. To prevent them from soaking into my dress, I shrugged it off my shoulders and pushed it under my firmly rounded breasts.
'You're eating Johnny's spend out of his girlfriend's pussy,' I reminded myself. However, instead of disgusting me, it excited me, and I licked as furiously as I could, trying to gather it all up. I lapped all the cum from Gina's inner thighs and perineum, then pushed my tongue into her pussy as far as I could force it until I was sure I'd gotten it all. Then moving my mouth a little higher, I sucked Gina's clit into my mouth and lashed it with my tongue.
Gina grabbed a handful of my hair and smeared her pussy across my mouth, nose and chin, vigorously humping until, with a loud groan, she shuddered to a stop and orgasmed. More fluids flowed over my mouth, so I gulped those down, too.
Now that my young Mistress had climaxed, I hoped she'd see to my needs. But Gina continued to stand with her eyes closed and her hips bucking as she revelled in some post-orgasmic aftershocks. "Please, Mistress, may I cum?" I pleaded as I looked beseechingly up at her.
"Drop the dress and bend over the bar, little one, Gina demanded. Uncaring that my son could walk in at any time, I did.
Pushing on my back, Gina forced me to lie half over the breakfast bar. Then with her hand between my shoulders, she pushed my gorgeously large breasts firmly onto the bar top, pulled my panties down, and rubbed her hands seductively up and down my thighs and over my sexily curved bottom. Every third or fourth time up and over, Gina stopped at my entrance and twirled her finger around it. However, the touch wasn't firm enough to bring on my orgasm, so, like a bitch in heat, I began whining and trying to hump my sexy ass up at Gina's fingers.
"Do you need to cum, my little submissive slut?" Gina said, amused by my plight. Yes, Mistress, I replied. I need to cum so badly. "And I can do anything I want to you if I make you cum?"
Of course, I knew it was a loaded question. If I answered 'yes', I was opening myself to all kinds of abuse. But, with my libido screaming and my whole body shaking from the need to orgasm, I eagerly replied, "Yes, Mistress. Do to me as you will."
Whap! Something went on my curvy ass. I had time to think, 'What the?' before Whap, whap, whap! Gina's fingers played fleetingly at my entrance again, but she felt my tampon's string, and they moved onto my clitoris. Then Gina whacked my ass again, and as she swirled her finger around and over my love button, she commanded, "Cum for your daughter Mistress, cum slut Katie!"
Barely aware of what I was doing, I grabbed a tea towel to bite and, having to lean most of my weight on the breakfast bar because my legs buckled and shook beneath me, I screamed through an explosive climax.
Once I had regained some semblance of control, Gina patted my luscious bottom affectionately and said, "So much fun, my little subby Katie. I'll take you up on your offer to allow me to do to you whatever I want, but for now, best you put your dress back on before your son comes down the stairs and sees you." Then she grinned wickedly and said, "Or, if he does come down while you're like this, maybe it would be, 'Sees you and cums!'"
Ignoring her attempted humour, I barely managed to get my dress back over my head and down before Johnny walked into the kitchen. Realising my chin and neck were covered in his and Gina's juices, I turned to the kitchen sink and washed my face and hands (Yes, I realise you shouldn't wash your hands where you prepare food, but most of us do, so meh.).
"What's for breakfast, Mommie?" Johnny asked cheerily. What would you like? I questioned. "Do you mind doing sausages, bacon, grilled halloumi, mushrooms, hash browns and eggs?" Coming right up! Gina, what would you like?
"What are you having, Katie?" She asked. Giggling, I answered, Well, I can't eat what Johnny's having and remain this darned sexy. So, I guess I'll make my usual, an Acai bowl. Looking thoughtful, Gina said, "I've heard of those but haven't tried one. May I share one with you?" Of course.
After putting Johnny's hash browns and sausages on, I made Gina and me our bowls, and then I finished the rest of Johnny's meal. Johnny was playing in the Reserves for The Lions this afternoon. It would be his first game as the Ruckman, so I'd be there to watch. At this stage of his career, Johnny bounced around three of the Lion's teams. He had made three appearances for the Seniors but spent most of his time in the under twenty-one's. If my son didn't become a regular Reserves player by the end of this season, he'd likely be cut.
The same applied to Freddy. Frank had already been cut, and Phil decided professional football wasn't for him and intended to only play socially for his local club.
"Are you going to the game, Katie?" Gina asked.
"Mom comes to every home game, Gina," Johnny explained for me.
Laughing delightedly, Gina bounced on her stool, seemingly unbothered by being mostly naked before her boyfriend's mother. She asked, "May I come with you, Katie? That way, we can arrive together and not have to look for each other."
Johnny caught me biting my bottom lip as I stared at Gina's at least C-cups bouncing, but it didn't seem to faze him because he smiled mysteriously and continued eating. Forcing my eyes off her generous breasts with their perfect mauve nipples and large areolae, I answered, "Of course you may, Gina. Do you need to head home for a change of clothes?"
Gina's face fell, and she replied, "Oh. Yes, I guess I should. My tiny skirt and crop top are hardly suitable for a cold day at the footy!"
"You'll have something Gina could wear, wouldn't you, Mom?" Johnny suggested.
I looked Gina over, then said what I'd estimated when I first met her. "37-25-36, with a 34C bra cup?"
"Spot on, Katie," Gina replied.
"I'll have to get you something clingy because I'm quite a bit larger in the breasts than you, but I think we can find something that will fit. If not, Kristy's a C-cup, so she'll probably have something."
"Could I have a fresh set of underwear, too?" she asked.
I nearly replied that I hardly ever wore any, but decided that Johnny's girlfriend didn't need to know that yet. "My bras won't fit," I replied. "But I've got some new panties that I haven't worn yet, so you're welcome to those."
Confirming she was a woman after my own heart, Gina shrugged and said, "If the top doesn't cling to or support your breasts adequately by itself, why did you buy it? I hardly ever wear a bra, Katie. Do you?"
I shook my head before saying, "I do own some for when erect nipples pushing out against a clinging top would be inappropriate, but, generally, I don't bother, either."
"So you only wear them to funerals, then?" Gina giggled.
Grinning with her, I agreed that was about the only time.
Johnny left not long after that, leaving me alone with Gina. Not that that was an unpleasant thing. My son's girlfriend proved to be a sparkling conversationalist with a quick and ready wit. We hung out as girls do, discussing the perfidy of men and the foibles of our mere males, especially. Of course, as mothers are wont to do, I expounded on Johnny's many embarrassing exploits, mistakes and errors in judgement he made as he grew up.
I wasn't sure if I was relieved or disappointed that Gina didn't instigate any more sex play. On the one hand, being so readily made submissive by an eighteen-year-old girl was demeaning and embarrassing. But on the other, Gina's sure handling of me and my arousal and sexual needs had me secretly dripping, and I was glad for the panties I rarely wore.
Looking at her phone, Gina said, "Although you look your typically elegantly chic self, Katie, I'm still sitting here in nothing more than my panties. Will you show me to your room so I can shower and then choose an outfit for today? By the time I shower, change and do my hair and makeup, it'll be time to leave for the game."
I stood and unthinkingly offered my hand. I blushed when I realised what I'd done —offered Gina my hand as a lover would do to her partner. But fortunately, Gina smiled and took it, then kissed my lips softly when she stood. "We will have so much fun, my beautifully submissive lover," she lovingly said as she squeezed my hand.
When Gina entered the shower, I looked for a warm winter dress for my young Mistress. I remembered purchasing a Henley crepe black knit dress last year, but it had suddenly warmed, and I hadn't worn it even once. Finding it right at the back, I put it on the bed along with some black leggings, a tiny black thong, and my stiletto-heeled black calf boots. The latter, I hoped, would fit because all Gina had with her were her flat sandals, and they would look inelegant with the dress.



Because a cold Westerly was blowing, I got out my ankle-length black leather jacket. I didn't have another, but I did have a similar knitted one. As I waited, I pulled on a pair of leggings to ensure I kept warm and retouched my hair and makeup.
Gina waltzed out of the en suite, looking young and freshly scrubbed a little later. Seeing the clothes I'd laid out for her, she smiled and nodded approvingly, then unashamedly dropped her towel and put them on. Luckily, Gina and I shared a shoe size, so my boots fit perfectly.
I regretfully watched as Gina covered her gorgeous body with clothes. However, I managed to keep my raging libido somewhat in check and left her unmolested until she was ready to go, then held her hand as we walked to my car. We conversed freely as I drove us to the field. It was a little strange because it was as if we were long-lost friends catching up after a long separation. Our conversation flowed smoothly from subject to subject without any of the typically strained silences there were as people got to know each other.
The only issue, at least for me, was that Gina casually placed her hand on my thigh, then slowly worked it between my dress' buttons. By the time we approached the football field, her hand was daringly close to my clitoris, and I was afraid my excitement had wet through my olive green dress.
After we exited the car, Gina entwined her arm with mine and, laughing gaily, walked with me to the small stand. Johnny had provided us with free passes, and we showed those to the attendant, then took our seats.
This game was against the Redlands Sharks at their home ground in Cleveland. The stand sat maybe fifty people, and I'd guess perhaps twice that number were at the game. Dressed as we were, Gina and I stood out like sore thumbs amongst the jean and fleecy-wearing crowd. I was used to dressing to impress and didn't feel overdressed at all. However, Gina muttered, "Should have gone for jeans, a polo and a jacket. Too late now, I guess."
"And look like them?" I disparagingly replied, gesturing toward a pair of slappers (so called because after their date has done screwing them, he slaps them on the ass and sends them home) wearing what she had suggested. "Besides, I don't own a pair of trousers, let alone jeans. The closest I have to a pair of shorts is my Zima Skorts."
"You're kidding, right?" Gina said, wonderingly. No, I answered. "Why on earth not?" Sean doesn't like them. He likes to be able to touch my pussy whenever he feels like it. "Gina shook her head and asked, "Does he touch your pussy a lot?" Oh, my Lawd, yes! I grinned. Sometimes I think he likes playing with my pussy more than he likes holding his cock. "And you always do what your husband wants?" Gina questioned. Of course, I replied. Look, Gina, I know that it's not the done thing anymore, and feminists hate me, but my sole purpose is to be an ornament to my husband and to raise his children to be good, hard-working people.
"What about you, and what you want?" Gina asked as Johnny and his team ran onto the field. Mystified, I looked at her, This is what I want to do, honey. I like my life. I like who and what I am and am fulfilled in my life. You know that Johnny will expect the same from you, right?
"Yeah, he might expect it, but he ain't getting it!" Gina muttered.
However, I suspected there was more than a little bit of submissiveness in Gina's personality. She enjoyed playing the Mistress with the likes of me, a willingly submissive woman who kowtowed to her every whim. But she showed none of that towards my son. Instead, in his presence, as I am with Sean, she tried to please him in every manner she could.
Our conversation died as the game began. Of course, we concentrated on Johnny but not to the exclusion of everyone else. The Lions played well enough to win, but not by very much. Johnny proved ineffectual in the ruck, so the coach swung him forward after halftime. Even with Johnny playing Full-Forward, his team struggled to kick goals.
Gina and I patiently waited for Johnny to shower and come out from the dressing rooms so we could congratulate him on his and the team's performance. My son was among the last to exit, so Gina and I received many appreciative looks from his teammates as they walked past us. Of course, I preened under their gaze, loving every second of it.
We noticed, however, that the other wives and girlfriends formed a separate group away from where we stood. These women shot us dark looks and were blatantly discussing us. Their behaviour was a common occurrence around me, not that I let it bother me.
After all, it's not my fault that even though I'm often twice their age, I am prettier, have a better body, and dress better than them. I work darn hard to look as good as I do, bringing Patrick, my personal trainer, in three times a week to ensure I am fit and toned. Plus, I have curves, and unlike some women out there, I'm proud of them because they give me a lush, sensual appearance. Sure, guys will tell you they lust over Gal Gadot, but I and they know that a Titanic Movie-sized Katie Winslet is the woman they'd prefer to bed. Patrick ensures that I am toned with shape. Not thin and/or muscly.
Gina left with my son, of course. They were going to a teammate's twenty-first birthday party. Kristy had texted earlier, saying she and some friends were heading out on the town after work, and she didn't know if she would come home tonight. That left me alone again. Sean hadn't called or messaged since he left for England, but neither was that unusual.
I left the grounds to head home to an empty house, but on an impulse, halfway there, I redirected my car to Kath Loughlin's place. Luckily, she and her husband, Mike, were home and immediately requested I stay for dinner. Too many bottles of wine later, yes, bottles, not glasses, I was way too plastered to drive. Kath showed me to the guestroom, and still buzzing from the wine, I stripped, climbed into bed, and fell asleep.
Sometime later, I woke up needing to pee and found someone had crawled into the bed and lain between my spread thighs with her head resting between my luscious breasts. Opening my phone, I used its backlight to see who it was. Caoimhe smiled at me and said, "Hello, beautiful Katie. Mom said you were in here when I got home from work, so I slipped into the room. Then I saw you were naked and couldn't resist cuddling you.
I, well, I ... shivers ... I knew I should have immediately leapt out of bed and demanded that she put her clothes on and left. But Caoimhe is so tiny that even as she softly ground her pussy against mine, her head barely reached my chin, and I couldn't resist raising my pussy to meet hers. My urgent bladder added a piquant pain to my sudden arousal, and I moaned as Caoimhe rested on her elbows and pushed my lush breasts together so she could kiss their inner mounds.
Unable to resist the tiny nymph suckling at my breasts, I lifted my leg over hers and ground my slickly wet pussy against her upper thigh. Taking the hint, Caoimhe shifted onto her knees, wrapped her arms around my shins and tribbed her blazingly hot, soaking wet pussy against mine. Her every grind reminded me of my need to urinate but swiftly drove me toward my orgasmic peak.
Looking down at me as she smiled, Caoimhe saw that I was close, and her hips blurred as she scissored with me. Then, realising I couldn't quite reach my peak, she smiled again and whispered, "I know your trigger, my darling Katie, so cum for me, you slut!"
Grabbing a pillow, I howled into it as an orgasm blasted over my writhing body. Caoimhe climaxed with me, then she pinched my nipples and said, "I've wanted to make love with you forever, my darling Katie. But Dad had better not find me naked in here with you, so I have to leave." Caoimhe lifted her eyes to peer intently into mine and added, "Mom loves you more than you know, Katie. She aches for you to take her and introduce her to lesbian love. The next time you're alone with her, take her, and make her your lesbian slave."
I had no idea how to respond to that, so I muttered something about needing to pee, put on my rarely worn panties, covered my generous breasts with my arm, and darted to the bathroom. When I returned, my bed was empty, so I snugged the covers tightly around me and went back to sleep.
I awakened to the smell of Kath holding a strong cup of coffee under my nose. The bedding fell off me as I sat up, exposing my Double-Ds to my friend. Then, as I reached for the cup, I saw Kath gulping as she stared at my suddenly displayed breasts and thought, 'Maybe Caoimhe is right. Kath has a crush on me. "Thanks, babe," I said as I sipped the coffee.
Despite how much I'd drunk the previous night, I felt good. My stomach wasn't roiling and wanting to throw up, nor did I have a headache. "How are you feeling, babe?" I asked. Then added, "I'm surprisingly good. After everything we drank last night, I expected to be at least a little hungover this morning, but I feel fine. What about you?
"Good enough to beat you up and make your sexy self coffee," Kath grinned.
She hid it well, but my gorgeous friend fidgeted nervously, and I realised that Caoimhe was right. Kath wanted, probably needed, to explore her sexuality with me. To please my husband, I'd had the occasional threesome with him and another woman, but before visiting Edgar's clinic, I hadn't considered myself bisexual. Now that Mister Fontaine had further released my inner slut, I admitted to myself that I'd always wanted my best friend.
However, I knew Kath would freak out and run if I pushed too hard. So I put my hand behind her head and gently pulled her closer. Softly kissing her wide, full and pouting lips, I said, "I love you, Kath. You were my first love well before we discovered boys and always will be."
Breathing heavily, Kath replied, "I love you, too, Katie. I always have, just not always as a friend, you know?"
"I know, honey," I replied, then kissed her again. "I think we should get together again soon and continue where we left off when we were teenagers, okay?"
Kath blushed, and for a moment, I worried that I'd pushed too hard. But then she smiled and replied, "I'm looking forwards to that day, Katie. Now, what would you like for breakfast?"
I wanted to say, "You," but knew all that would do was freak my gorgeous friend out, so I answered, "Do you have some fresh fruit and yoghurt? I'll have that if you do. Otherwise, I'll stick with coffee and make my breakfast when I get home."
Kath laughed, "When you spend all day in front of a camera, calories are not your friend! Therefore, I have plenty of diet alternatives, including acai and cranberries. Would you like me to mix you a bowl?"
Coffee and breakfast sorted, I hung out with Kath and her family until near lunchtime, hoping Phil would return. Unfortunately, Phil didn't turn up before I left for home. On the drive home, I wondered about my desire to see my best friend's son and flirt with him again. Did I have a wee crush on the muscly, handsome young man? It sure seemed that I did!
Arriving home to an empty house, I showered, did my hair and makeup and put on my solid blue shirt dress. This item had been my favourite as it buttoned down the front, allowing me to show as much or as little as I wanted. However, it had faded with use, so I now wore it to do my housework. It took me most of the day, but by dinnertime, when my children arrived home, I'd vacuumed the entire house, mopped all the bare floors, wiped all the flat surfaces, dusted, and changed the linen on every bed.
Stretching to ease my aching back, I looked around, satisfied with my day's work. My home was spotless but still felt warm and welcoming, just as I liked it. I'd planted snow pansies in the autumn, and they had recently flowered. So, while waiting for the floors to dry, I went out to my flower garden and cut several bunches. Placing these in vases around the living areas gave my home a fresh green smell with a hint of sweetness and spice.
Looking at the time, I chose to skip having another shower in favour of putting on dinner for the family. Tonight's dinner was honey-butter grilled chicken thighs with parsley sauce. I'd made the honey-butter glaze a couple of days ago and left it to marinate in the fridge. I'd bought the thighs on the way home and had put them in a sealed container on the bench. Then, every time I walked past it, I flipped the container up the other way, ensuring the glaze covered the thighs entirely and the thighs were well marinated when I was ready to cook.
I'd done plenty of thighs because Johnny's appetite is enormous. He'd eat at least four or five of these and still want more. To go with the chicken, I seasoned several jacket potatoes and had them baking in tinfoil in a container next to the pie. Once they were ready, I'd split them and add cheese, butter, sour cream and chives. I'd been lazy and bought a premixed bag of coleslaw when I bought the chicken thighs. I'd made an apple crumble pie for dessert and had it baking in the oven. Of course, that filled my house with another delicious scent.
After checking the pie, I turned from the stove with my eyes teary from the oven's heat and bumped into Kristy. I wiped my eyes and saw her sitting on the breakfast bar smiling at me. "How do you do it, Mom?" She asked with a grin. I replied, What? "Look so effortlessly beautiful. I mean, you're in a kitchen, slaving over a hot stove, as the saying goes, wearing an old dress and an apron, yet somehow you seem The Queen of all you survey. So achingly beautiful that passing men instantly fall at your feet and worship you."
Smiling at her compliment, I flicked my hair, looked up and away, and preened. "More than a few women fall at my feet and do the exact same thing, baby," I teased, mocking myself.
I crossed to where she sat and moved between her spread thighs. Then, wrapping my arms around her shapely waist, I pressed my breasts against her tummy and turned my face up for a kiss. Kristy obliged by holding my head in her hands, tilting her head forward, kissing my lips softly, and sighing.
It suddenly occurred to me that I'd just greeted my daughter as I would a lover. One that I was intimately close to. What was worse was that my daughter had responded in kind. Of course, the guilt crashed in, and my subconscious immediately began chastising me, so I broke the contact quickly and stepped away. Then gathering my scattered wits, I reminded myself I was her mother and asked, "How was work, Kristy? Anything interesting happen?"
I'd walked toward the sink to create some distance between us, so I looked back to see if she'd heard. Kristy looked at me pensively as if she wasn't sure why I'd broken away so suddenly, but her face brightened, and she said, "Nah, just the usual collection of tyre kickers, would-be thieves, and those trying to pack twenty kilos of lard into a ten-kilo sack."
Translated —Tyre kickers: Analogous to window shoppers at car sale yards: Women who tried on every dress their size in the shop but bought nothing. Would-be-thieves: Self-explanatory. Pack twenty kilos of lard into a ten-kilo sack: Cue sells up to a size 16 (12 in America). However, many women over this size still try to fit into their dresses.
"Mom," she continued, "you wouldn't believe how many women take three garments into the changeroom, stow one in their handbags, and then hand you back two, pretending they only took two into the room with them. Or how many, after dressing in the new outfit, put their old outfit on the hanger and give that to you as if you wouldn't notice it wasn't a label you stocked and that the garment is worn. Then there's those that take more than one item into the room, strip to their undies, put the item on, put their clothes on over the top, and try to walk out with it."
"That's terrible, Kristy," I absently muttered, my mind grappling with why I was suddenly treating my children as lovers instead of acting appropriately toward them. The obvious answer was that Mr Fontaine had planted these thoughts and desires into my mind. However, Edgar had shown me undeniably that he couldn't make me do anything I wasn't innately willing to do. Therefore, I harboured these sick desires and fantasies in my mind, and all Edgar had done was, ... ''Set them free' as he promised to do, my inner voice completed.'
I needed to think this through, which I couldn't do in the kitchen with Kristy near. So, I put my hand on my abdomen and winced. "You okay, Mom?" She asked concernedly.
"Just that time of month, babe," I answered, which she must have known because, as typically happened when two or more women lived in close proximity to each other, our menstrual cycles had synchronised. "I'm going to go lie down. Do you think you can cope from here? If your brother gets home soon, get him to cook the chicken on the outside grill because they'll taste better."
"I've got it, Mom," Kristy said. "I know what it's like when the cramps hit bad, so go relax, and I'll bring you a hot pack once dinner is done."
I have her a hug and peck on the cheek and walked upstairs to my room. Lying on my back on the bed, I thought about the revelation I'd just had and ... Flicker: image: my head falls back, and I scream through an orgasm. I remembered lying on Edgar's couch naked, my body ... Flicker: image: Liz grabs and squeezes my large, shapely breasts, tits, and ... feeling relaxed and calm. The perpetual need ... Flicker: image: thrusts forcefully into me demanding ... in my pussy satiated for now. ... Flicker: image: demands, "Cum again, Katie slut, one orgasm is never ... Edgar quietly says, "Cigarettes repulse you, Katie. The very thought of smoking makes you feel ill. Whenever you want to pick one up to light, you'll remember they repulse you and put it down."
Coming out of my daze, I thought, 'That's weird. Kind of a memory recall inside a memory recall, and no screaming orgasm at the end.' In my mind, I tittered and added, 'Not that I minded those! However, at least Edgar is trying to rid me of my smoking habit.'
I settled back and closed my eyes, hoping for more recalled revelations, but nothing happened. Sighing, I sat and propped myself up with pillows. I had some thinking to do and decisions to make. The first question I needed to answer was, had I secretly desired my children sexually for a long time? The answer, of course, was yes. My son is a strong, handsome dominant man —the type I choose before all others always.
And my daughter is a lusciously gorgeous younger version of me. Only, because she hadn't grown up in the environment I had, she's still sweetly innocent and unsullied by the wickedness and ills of this world.
Thinking deeply, I recalled an incident from my life with my parents: I'd worn a skirt my father considered too revealing outside our home, and he'd seen me as he drove past me on his way home. He was waiting for me inside the door holding his cane when I got home. I saw him as soon as I went inside and knew I was to be corrected, just not for what yet. With my eyes lowered, I swiftly stripped and took the first punishment position —standing tall, hands behind my head with my elbows back and feet spread shoulder width apart.
Looking at me sternly, Dad growled, "Katie Ashley Shephard, what is my position on you displaying your slut assets outside of my home?" I am not to do it, Sir. But I ... "Did I ask for an excuse, Miss Shephard?" No, Sir. "Then remain quiet until I ask for one." I knew better than to answer that. Dad had made a statement, not asked a question. So I silently waited for him to continue. "Did you see me pass you on your way home?" No, Sir. "I thought not, else you'd have pulled your skirt below your ass cheeks before you got home." Silence from me. "Do you have an excuse for showing your curvy bottom to the world, Miss Shephard?"



And, of course, that tingle I've described many times in this book formed between my legs. However, I couldn't admit to that, so I shook my head vigorously and said, I'm sorry, Sir. I did not know I was. If I had even suspected I was, I would have altered where my skirt sat to ensure it didn't. "Unfortunately, my daughter, I know you too well. You would have known your skirt's hem bounced above your luscious bottom. In fact, once you were out of sight of the school, you would have purposefully adjusted it so it did display your assets for all to see."
Well, I couldn't deny that. My future husband, Sean, walked home the same route as me, and I wanted his attention, so I'd surreptitiously lifted the waistline of my skirt until I could feel its hem hitting my lower butt cheeks.
"Do you deny my accusation, Miss Shephard?" No, Sir. "So, now we have two corrections. One for showing what only your future husband is rightfully to see, and one for lying to me." He hadn't asked a question, so I kept quiet. "Five on your slut tits, then ten on your rounded bottom, Katie (Note: Although none of his four women was allowed to use profanity, Dad was free to use it as and where he saw fit. It was his right as a man to do so). You will be a good girl and accept them without complaint because you know they are due. If you do, I will allow you to masturbate when I finish. Do you accept?"
Whether I accepted or not, it was happening that way, so I gritted my teeth and nodded my head. Yes, Sir. This worthless slut will willingly accept your punishment as her due.
Dad finished his verbal correction with, "You may keep your eyes open and enjoy the welts appearing on your luscious tits, Miss Katie,"
Dad's first strike hit directly across both of my nipples. The delicious pain raced into me and immediately lifted the tingle higher. "One, thank you, Sir." The second hit close to the first, turning the tingle into a low and wet heat in my pussy. "Two, thank you, Sir." Biting my bottom lip to avoid moaning, I waited for the third. It struck across the top of my mounds and was swiftly followed by the fourth on their underside. "Three and four, Sir. Thank you," I intoned, hoping I'd kept my arousal out of my voice.
Predictably, the fifth and last cane was across my nipples again, and I couldn't help the soft moan that escaped my lush lips. I looked down and delighted in the bright red welts across my breasts. Tomorrow, I'd show them to an envious Kath and bask in her admiration.
Now I'd received my owed five strikes on my breasts, I turned and leaned forward to present my shapely ass to Dad. "Would you like to be excused your last ten canes, Miss Shephard?" Dad asked.
Turning back, I knelt and replied, "If you wish for me to do something for you instead, then this worthless piece of woman flesh will willingly do it." I said submissively.
"Open up, Miss Katie," I formed my lips into a perfect 'O' and accepted my father's cock inside my mouth. "Show me what a good cock sucker your mother has taught you to be, Miss Shephard," Dad demanded.
Of course, this was, and still is, the best part of being corrected. I'd get a mouthful of my father's yummy cum and be able to masturbate to orgasm after I made him climax.
Dad hadn't pulled his trousers down. Instead, he'd unzipped and pulled his cock through the fly, so swallowing all he had was easy. Once I'd established a sensual rhythm bobbing up and down Dad's cock, I carefully fished his big balls out of his trousers and gently cupped and squeezed them, just as Mom had shown me. Caning us excites my father, so it wasn't long before he held my head tight, pumped into my mouth as hard as he could, then shuddered, held still, shuddered again, and jerked as the first splash of semen rocketed through his shaft and into my mouth.
That was my permission to take care of myself, so my hand flew between my spread thighs and onto my button. My hymen was still intact, so I couldn't thrust into myself, but twirling my finger around my entrance felt good, and I soon gasped around my father's spurting cock as he climaxed.
Finished cumming, Dad growled, "You may cum, Katie. Show your father what a slut you are." Of course, that, I willingly did. And I still would today if he demanded it of me.
With our orgasms over, I examined Dad's cock for stray spurts I may have missed. Then satisfied it was clean, I kissed the tip, carefully tucked it and his balls away, and zipped him up.
I waited on my knees, looking submissively up at him until he leaned over and used his hands in my armpits to help me to stand. Then he smiled, a smile that, to this day, I live for, pecked my lips, and said, "Correction is over, Katie. You erred and have now been shown the error of your ways. We will only revisit this correction if you commit a similar error. Therefore, we will never speak of it again because I know you're too good a girl to repeat your mistakes."
Looking down demurely, I said, "Thank you, Daddy. I'm sorry I caused you to correct me, and I am grateful you love me enough to do it."
Our ritual over, we hugged and then went about our usual afternoon chores and duties. It was my turn to help Mom in the kitchen, so I donned an apron (unless we have visitors, the kitchen is the only place in our home where we are allowed clothing. An apron was permissible because of the danger of hot spills or fat splatters. However, as soon as the last dish was put on the table, we had to take it off) and helped Mom prepare dinner.
Helping Mom cook was part of my training to be a good wife and mother, so I attentively listened and tried to do the various things she wanted done. I've been learning my cooking craft since age seven, so I am a darned good cook!
Coming back to the present from my reveries of the past, I partly understood what drove me. As noted, Dad has never penetrated me and has only been inside my sisters once each. But when their daughters were of an appropriate age, my parents introduced us to being sexually submissive to a dominant man. We were taught how to please with our hands, mouths and bodies. How to put our man's needs above ours and to take pleasure from his pleasure. Of course, because I got pregnant by Sean on my eighteenth birthday, my period serving as my parent's submissive sexual plaything was cut short.
You may criticise me, but I have been successfully married for almost twenty years, and my sisters for nearly as long. We all have bright, successful teenage children who bring joy to their parents and are productive members of society.
My husband, Sean, came from a more traditional family, and I doubt that he has an incestuous past as I have. However, because I enjoyed the way my parents raised me, I wanted my family to be comfortable with some sexual play between us all.
There was another memory of my life before marriage I wanted to reminisce about. But when I closed my eyes to summon that event, Kristy bustled into my room carrying a hot pack. Of course, I had my knees up and spread as I thumbed my button and twirled my fingers around my entrance when she entered the room (my period was imminent but hadn't arrived yet. Therefore, I had a tampon in place to avoid a whoopsie).
She stumbled to a stop, then smiled and said, "Good idea, Mom. If I've got period cramps, I always feel better after an orgasm."
Pretending to be exasperated, I growled, "You'd think you kids would learn from previous times you've caught me out and not barge in here unannounced."
Kristy giggled and handed me the hot pack. When I pressed it against my abdomen, she said, "Maybe I like catching you in compromising positions, Mom!"
"I'm beginning to think you do," I grinned back at her.
We shared a companionable silence for a time, then Kristy headed off. She had her first end of semester exam tomorrow. But from what she said, she was confident that she'd ace it, so I wasn't concerned.
By morning, it was that time of month for real, so yay for me, right? I understand that some women get super horny when on their monthly cycle. I do not. However, my time rarely lasts more than four to six days, so I wouldn't have to suffer for too long.
Nothing much happened over the following week. I hadn't heard anything from Frank. Johnny searched the web constantly to see if Frank had posted my pictures and found nothing. We discussed it a few times and decided that Frank knew that he lost all leverage over me once he posted them. I'd possibly be prepared to do something, anything, to prevent them being put up on the web, but once they were, why would I do anything for him?
I hadn't gotten any further with my reasoning about why I was reacting toward my children as if they were my lovers, either. I mean, other than that, they were. But I was trying to determine why I'd changed my feelings and behaviour towards them. Of course, it may have been as simple as that they were now both of legal age and could do the things I was doing with them, but I didn't think so.
The only highlight of my week from Monday to Friday was that Patrick unashamedly flirted with me while putting me through my workout. This week, I saw him Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. Next week would only be Tuesday and Thursday.
When I answered the door Monday, his eyes were bright and eager, but his face fell when he saw that I wore my dark grey outfit. Of course, I decided to tease him, so I wore my dark blue outfit on Wednesday. Then on Thursday night, I purposefully drank a little too much wine before I went to bed. If I drink too much the night before, when I exercise, I perspire excessively. Now, I know that's not sexy in itself, but it would ensure my white outfit was translucent by halfway through my Friday workout.
To my delight, around fifteen minutes into our sixty-minute workout, Patrick sported what appeared to be a massive erection. Wanting to tease him further, I complained of tightness in my hamstrings and asked if he'd help me loosen them by doing some isometric stretches. That meant when he held my leg in the air to stretch my hamstring, my pussy almost showed through the material and was only centimetres from him.
To further abet my tease, I moaned as if I was being pleasured whilst pretending it was from the pain of having my hamstring stretched beyond its typical length. By the time my session ended, Patrick and I were both very red in the face, except mine was from exertion and his from embarrassment. So, of course, to thank him for being so patient with me, I pressed my pussy against his erect cock as I hugged him.
Snatching up his equipment, Patrick flung, "You're welcome, Katie," over his shoulder as he ran out the door.
In the shower after my workout, I wondered, 'If he comes on to you, Katie. Will you let him have you?' Before visiting Edgar Fontaine's clinic, the answer would have been an emphatic "No!" Now, I wasn't so sure. Before letting my son have me, I hadn't even considered straying outside my marriage. Now I'd been intimate with my son, my daughter, my son's girlfriend and Caoimhe. Plus, I'd had sex with Frank Pritchard and Siobhan. In less than a month of attending my first session at Edgar's East Brisbane clinic, my list of lovers had grown from exactly one to six.
Also, I knew I'd add my best friend, Kath Loughlin, to that list as soon as possible and attempt to seduce her son, too. Worse was that I knew, barring being caught out by my husband, I'd continue to add to my list. Patrick and his massive bulge was high on my list of possible conquests—a list my best friend's son topped. 'Feck!' I thought. 'May as well seduce Mike, too. That way, I can boast that I've had the whole family.'
Friday and Saturday passed uneventfully, then early Sunday morning, Johnny called. Hearing my phone ring at that time of night/morning meant I was instantly awake. "Johnny?" I asked, having checked the caller ID.
Drunk and obviously upset, Johnny replied, "Hey, Mom. The Lions dropped me to the under twenty-ones today. They say I'll play out the season there, and then they'll cut me at the end of the season. They say I'm not improving quickly enough to continue investing their time and money in me."
"Oh, no, Johnny," I replied. "That's terrible news!"
"You're telling me?" Johnny slurred. "Anyway, I'm at Gina's, drunk, and want to come home. Will you come and get me?"
"Of course, baby boy," I answered. "What's the address?"
"I'll get Gina to text it to you," Johnny mumbled.
A few seconds later, my phone dinged and let me know I had a message. My phone is connected by Bluetooth to my car, so a voice read Gina's address. Entering that address into my car's inbuilt GPS, I was soon on my way to Gina's place.
It wasn't that far away, and I didn't take long to get there. Parking my car on the street because Gina's driveway was full of cars, I walked up the drive and knocked on her door.
"Out the back," Gina's melodious voice called. "Come in through the gate, and you'll see us in the hot tub."
Opening the gate, I walked through and immediately saw my son, Gina, and two other women in a bubbling hot tub. Johnny had his arms around Gina and a pretty blonde girl. However, my son's head was tilted back, and even over the hot tub's pump, I could hear his snores.
"Drop the dress and jump in," Gina suggested. "Johnny's out to it, so you may as well relax."
As I observed earlier, I typically sleep naked. When Johnny phoned and asked me to come and get him, I opened my robe and grabbed the closest thing. It was a red and white wavy lined wrap dress. But the three girls in the tub all had bikinis on, and there was no way that I'd be comfortable being the only one naked. Besides, what if my son woke up? It was one thing to play mommies and daddies with my son secretly—an utterly another one to be in a situation where I do it in front of others. So I shook my head and said, "No, thanks. I'll just collect my son and take him home."
Gina laughed, "With the amount of beer Johnny's consumed, he's not waking up anytime soon, Katie. And I doubt even the four of us together are strong enough to carry him to your car. So, stop being a mother for a second and jump in the tub."
Johnny chose that moment to snuffle and then snore loudly, and I realised Gina was right —he wasn't going anywhere anytime soon. Even if I was prepared to pour him into my car wet. "I'm not getting in there naked," I stated, deciding I might as well relax until my son was capable of moving.
Gina stood to get out of the tub, and I saw that all she wore was the tiniest bright yellow string bikini imaginable. The top's bra cups were barely bigger than her thick nipples and showed vast amounts of bumpy mauve areolae around them. The bottom was a minuscule triangle scarcely covering Gina's small clit and entrance. Remembering last week when she sat naked except for her panties with me for a good bit of the morning, I thought the effect of her tiny coverings was even more sensual and exciting than her being topless but wearing a bikini brief.
Taking my hand as she lightly kissed my pouting lips, Gina then led me into her house and upstairs. "Mom and Dad are away for the week, lover," she informed me. "And my two older brothers have moved out, so we don't need to worry about anyone bothering us." She led me into her parent's bedroom, saying, "I only have one bikini, the one I have on. But Mom has a sexy little red number in here somewhere."
She rummaged around in her mother's drawers before excitedly saying, "Here it is!" and brought out a bikini that appeared to have even less material than the one she wore.
Looking askance at it, I said, "I can't wear that! It's not decent!"
Gina's voice took on a deeper timbre, and she firmly said, "Of course you can, my submissive little Mommie slut. You'll put it on, then strut out there with pride because you damned well know how hot you look in it. Those eighteen-year-old girls out there, who are less than half your age, will turn green with envy at your luscious assets, Katie. So stop whining, get your clothes off, and put it on before I decide to put you over my knee and spank you!"
My pussy blazing with arousal, I dropped my eyes and meekly replied, "Yes, Mistress." But then my flirtatiousness made me smile and add, "But don't let my obedience prevent you from spanking me."
Gina pressed her gorgeous young body against mine and found my love button with her fingers, "We will have so much fun together, slut Katie," she whispered before dipping her middle finger into me and thumbing my thick clit.
My monthlies had ended on Friday, so there wasn't an issue.
Gina fingered and kissed me until I was so close to orgasm that I thought I'd explode, but then she suddenly pulled her finger out of me and pushed me back. Clapping her hands sharply, she demanded, "Now get your gorgeous ass into that bikini and down to the tub before Jennifer and Charmaine think we're fucking up here."
"But," I pleaded.
"Get changed, Katie," Gina insisted.
Knowing she wouldn't relent, I stifled a moan of disappointment, dropped my dress, all that I had on, and put the bikini on. As I feared, the top barely contained my puffy nipples and didn't cover my areolae at all. The bottom left the top half of my thick clitoris exposed no matter how I adjusted it. I guessed that Gina's mom kept this bikini for wearing only when she knew that she'd be alone with her husband, because it was positively indecent.
I was about to say that there was no possible way I was wearing it in front of my son, but as I looked at Gina, I saw her eyes were lidded, and she bit her bottom lip as she stared at me lustfully. And guess what? Yup, the raging furnace that was my pussy flared, and I wanted to strut before this young woman. I wanted to stroll seductively to the pool with my hands gently swinging as I swayed my hips outrageously. I wanted my son to wake from his drunken stupor and gaze at me with desire as I put his friends to shame with their lesser looks and less perfect bodies. And I wanted those two young women to lust for me, too.
"Holy shit, Katie!" Gina exclaimed. "If Johnny sees you walking to the tub, he's going to cream!" Then she took my hand and led me back to the tub.
Johnny was awake and sitting on the edge of the tub when we walked out. As I'd hoped, his eyes flew across the yard to where I strutted, "Oh, wow, Mom!" he said as I sashayed across to the tub. "Nice outfit!"
I hadn't paid much attention to the other two, but when she heard Johnny's words, Jennifer straightened up and looked towards me. I gasped when I realised she casually held my son's big erect cock in her hand and had obviously been blowing him. I stumbled to a stop, but Gina, clearly unfazed by what her friend was doing with her boyfriend, tugged on my hand and bitched, "Hurry up, Katie. It's freezing out here."
Then she looked at Jennifer and added, "Stop playing with your food, and either get that thing off or put it away."
Laughing, Jennifer tucked my son away and turned to sit back in the tub. Johnny grinned at me unabashedly and sank into the tub, too. Gina helped me up the stairs and held my hand as I lowered myself into the water. I wanted to sit as far away from Johnny as possible, but Gina guided me down beside him. Grinning at me, Johnny kissed my cheek and slurred, "Thanks for coming to get me, Mom. You look hot in that bikini." Then he casually draped his arm around my shoulders and hugged me to him.
I examined, yes, I mean examined, the two girls in the tub that I hadn't met before. These tarts were clearly doing things sexual with my son, and, as any mother would, I checked them out to see if they were worthy of my Johnny. Jennifer, the one blowing Johnny, is a busty, powerfully built young woman on the verge of being fat. I guessed she was as tall as Kristy but weighed significantly more, so she was north of seventy kilos (155 lbs). She had to be at least a forty double-D but with a comparatively narrow waist and nicely flared hips. Childbearing hips, my father would call them.



Jennifer is quite pretty, I decided. Her hair is golden blonde, so most likely from a bottle, but mine needs touching up regularly to prevent the grey from showing, so that's okay. Jennifer has wide-spaced dark brown eyes similar to mine and Gina's, a straight, thin nose and Botox lips. However, Botox has given Jennifer a sexy, pouting look, so they were forgivable, too. So, yes, quite pretty, I thought, but not beautiful. She reminded me a little of Jennifer Coolidge.
However, Charmaine is stunningly beautiful. I thought her heritage was from one of the South American countries. Chile or Peru, I guessed (it turned out Charmaine's parents were from Chile, but she had been born in Australia). She was tiny. I'd estimate that she stood barely 160 cm (5ft-4), and weighed maybe 50 kg (110 lbs). Her b-cup breasts looked huge on her tiny frame, and like the other women here, her bikini could, at best, be described as revealing.
Charmaine looked so gorgeous that I longed to see more of her. Then, as if hearing my longing, Charmaine stood and stretched. She had surprisingly long legs for such a short woman, and a cute, toned bottom. Her bikini bottom had little more than a widened scrap that only partially obscured her clit and pussy lips. The minuscule cloth triangle only served to emphasise Charmaine's clit and slit and didn't hide them at all. It was as sexy as all get out and looked divine on her, so that old familiar tingle was back between my legs.
Dragging my eyes higher, I noticed Charmaine's body was quite square, so she would need dresses and skirts that emphasised her hips and wear a belt or sash around her waist to give the illusion of shape. But, looking as good as she did and with her large appearing breasts and tightly toned ass, few men would notice that she didn't have a waist.
I sat in the hot tub beside Johnny, with Charmaine beside me. Gina and Jennifer were on Johnny's other side. Johnny had sunk down and tipped his head back so it rested on the tub's edge and gone back to sleep. Jennifer had her phone out and was reading through her Twitter feed. Gina sat silently with her head on my son's shoulder but smiled slightly as she watched me.
Charmaine sat after her stretch, casually lifted her legs over mine, and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. Then pressing her generous breasts against my upper arm, she kissed my neck below my ear and whispered, "Like what you see? I do. You're gorgeous, honey." Then she kissed my neck again and blew softly into my ear.
I looked across to see if Gina had seen what Charmaine was doing. She looked amused, smiled at me and winked. I turned my head to ask Charmaine to release me, but she mistook my purpose and kissed my lips softly. Then squeezing my shoulders, Charmaine pressed her forehead against mine, sighed happily and kissed me again.
I knew that I needed to stop this before I began thinking with my burning pussy and aching nipples. But the young woman seemed so sweetly innocent as she hugged and kissed me, and I didn't want to upset her, so when she kissed me next, I put my hand on her thigh and returned her kiss.
Charmaine sighed happily again as she moved to sit on my lap. Then turning her upper body to face me, Charmaine kissed me and pressed my head between her generous breasts. Her doing that seemed so intimately friendly that I naturally slid my hands under her armpits and up her back onto her shoulders. Then pulling her sexy young body down, I lightly kissed Charmaine's inner globes.
"Hmm, nice, Katie," Charmaine purred as I softly licked where I'd kissed. "You're such a yummy mommie I could eat you all up!"
Pleased by her compliment and feeling my pussy squishing with juices, I smiled and ran my hands down under her shoulders and onto her succulent b-cup breasts and began massaging them as I kissed and licked her globes. Charmaine tossed her head, enjoying what I was doing to her breasts, but she wanted more, so she moved and turned her hips and straddled my thighs, facing me. Cupping her breasts, she pushed them against my lips.
"Suckle my nipples, please, my darling Katie," Charmaine crooned.
'This is definitely going too far, Katie,' flashed through my mind. But I was caught up in the moment. So when she undid her bikini ties and released her breasts, I ran my tongue around her left nipple before sucking it into my mouth as I gently thumbed her right.
"Having fun, you two?" Gina grinned from beside us. I hadn't noticed, but she'd gotten out of the tub to get drinks and nibblies.
Startled by the sudden interruption, I realised what I was doing and ashamedly pushed Charmaine off my lap and tried to pretend I'd been doing anything other than what I was.
Flinging her top aside, Charmaine giggled and said, "I was about to until you so rudely interrupted."
Gina slid into the tub and handed me a glass of sparkling wine. "Johnny's still out to it, Katie," she said, pointing at my son. "You may as well relax and have a glass or two. You'll still be able to drive home after that."
I tended to avoid sparkling wine because it made me tiddly far more quickly than still wine. However, Gina had graciously gotten me a glass, so I accepted it with thanks and took a sip. It was a little sweeter than I preferred but still good, so I took another appreciative sip. I hadn't bothered with dinner earlier because no one but I was home, and I wasn't that hungry. The combination of sparkling wine with an empty stomach meant I quickly had an alcohol buzz happening.
Dying for a cigarette, I tilted my head back and imagined taking a slow luxuriant drag and blowing it sexily out as the girls watched. Imagining that, however, almost set off a 'Flicker: image:' episode, so I cast it out of my mind.
Sitting up and opening my eyes, I became aware of a slight movement to my right. Looking, I saw that Jennifer had taken Johnny's cock out and was casually stroking it. As I watched, Gina's hand joined Jennifer's, and as one circled Johnny's glans, the other pumped his shaft. They swapped back and forth as they did this. The strangest thing was that Jennifer continued to scroll through her feed as she played with my son's big cock. It was as if she was bored and wanted something to do with her spare hand.
Of course, watching this casual, salacious thing had me percolating toward orgasm, which was helped by Charmaine snuggling her breasts into my shoulder and kissing my neck again. I made the mistake of turning my head to ask her to let me go and once again found myself exchanging soft kisses with the beautiful young girl.
In between kisses, Charmaine deftly removed my top, and her hands roamed deliciously over my breasts. Figuring I was committed now, I strengthened our kiss and found Charmaine's tiny conical nipples and circled them with my thumbs.
Then, to my right, with a loud groan, Johnny got out of the pool. "Gotta pee," he declared and stumbled towards the house, his big cock bouncing as he walked.
"Going to be hard to pee with that gigantic thing as hard as it is," Jennifer giggled. Then she wonderingly said, "I can't believe Johnny's dick is big enough for both of us to have our hands on it at the same time."
Putting her phone down for the first time I'd seen, Jennifer floated across to where Charmaine and I were exchanging kisses and nipple rubs. "May I have some of those?" She crooned as she pressed her body against Charmaine's back.
I felt Jennifer's hand slide between Charmaine's and my body. Then, with a soft moan from Charmaine, Jennifer slid her hand inside Charmaine's bikini and onto her button. Of course, given that Charmaine was straddling me again, that meant the back of Jennifer's hand pressed against my Mons Venus, dangerously close to my clitoris.
Strangling off a moan, I struggled from underneath Charmaine and left the two to go at it. Before long, Charmaine sat on the edge of the tub with her left leg over Jennifer's shoulder and wrapped around her back as Jennifer snacked on her pussy.
Sliding next to Gina, I put my head on my young Mistress' shoulder and watched the titillatingly erotic scene playing before us. Gina touched my face, and when I looked up leaned down and kissed my soft, pouty lips. "Like what you see, my delicious little mommie slut?" She asked quietly.
"I wish it were me eating her," I admitted as my pussy spasmed at the name she called me. Not her eating you, Katie? Gina asked. "My pleasure is mostly in giving pleasure, Mistress," I explained. "I'll often orgasm when Sean cums inside me because I know I've done that for him, and I feel so good that I did."
"You really are the most naturally submissive woman I know, Katie," Gina told me, smiling. "I'm looking forwards to exploring that with you as we get closer.
Johnny had returned and sat on the tub's edge beside us as Gina finished talking. "Whaddaya you two chatting about," he slurred, idly kicking his feet back and forth in the water.
Leaning forward to see him past Gina, I saw he had dropped his shorts somewhere along the way and that peeing hadn't quelled his rampant erection. "You, of course," I told him. "What else would I be talking to your girlfriend about? Now, put that thing away before you takeout someone's eye."
Taking his big stiff cock in his hand, Johnny blinked at me owlishly and slurred, "This thing? But it's hard, and I'm horny and want someone to take care of it for me." He took it in his hand and began stroking it. "Who wants to take care of this for me?"
"Katie?" Gina offered, shocking me to my core.
'She couldn't know that my son and I were intimate, surely? I thought.
Pretending to be affronted, I huffed, "Not only do I not 'want to take care of it', I don't want to watch it being taken care of. I'm his mother, for goodness sake."
I thought I had put on a good show, but Gina only giggled, grabbed Johnny's cock, and pointed it towards me. "Just a little taste, Katie," she crooned. "Come on. You know you want to."
The problem was that I did want to. It had been over a week since Johnny made love to me and fed me his delicious seed. And even though I'd had numerous orgasms since, there was nothing to compare to having my lover's cum shooting inside me, forcing me to a final climax to satiate me.
"No," I managed, but I knew I had to get out of that tub and go home, or I'd do something very, very wrong.
"Suit yourself," Gina said, then swallowed my son whole.
I blinked and looked again. 'Yup,' I thought. 'Gina has swallowed all of Johnny's thick cock in one smooth gulp. Wow!'
Gina bobbed up and down a few times before, with a loud slurp, she took my son's cock out of her mouth and offered it to Jennifer. Jennifer wasn't entirely as orally adept as Gina but still managed to get most of Johnny's cock sucked down before coughing and backing up some. Then, wrapping her hand around that spot, Jennifer bobbed up and down swiftly before passing my son's cock back to Gina.
"Gina pumped my son's cock as she looked to where Charmaine quietly sat. "Do you want a taste, Charry?" she asked.
Looking at me and smiling first, Charmaine replied, "Don't mind if I do!"
Fascinated, I watched as the tiny woman floated across to my son before kneeling on the seat and cupping his big, meaty balls. Then holding Johnny's cock just below the glans, she kissed all around it, then lapped at the precum pouring from its eye before taking the head in her mouth.
Unwittingly, I'd moved closer so I could see the action better. Seeing me move, Charmaine tilted her eyes to see me, smiled, and then sucked Johnny's cock into her mouth and slowly, slowly lowered her head. I'd gotten the impression that the young woman was a lesbian. But if she was, she still sure knew how to suck a cock, because a few seconds later, Charmaine's lips pressed against Johnny's hairy abdomen.
Blinking in disbelief, I watched Charmaine literally 'blow my son'. With her mouth held loosely around Johnny's shaft, she used a circular breathing technique to suck mouthfuls of air in and simultaneously blew hot air across his glans.
A few seconds later, Johnny groaned, "I'm going to cum. Who wants my first load?"
Charmaine quickly reared back and let my son's cock out of her mouth.
Gina grinned at me and said, "Katie?"
At that moment, there was nothing more I wanted than to feel my son's big cock expand in my mouth as it readied to shoot his load down my throat. But I still held onto a shred of decorum and shook my head.
"Suit yourself," she giggled. Then she lifted Johnny's legs out of the water and swung them onto the Tub's wooden surroundings. Getting out, Gina stood astride Johnny, facing his feet and me, and demanded, "Jennifer, hold Johnny's cock so I can sit on it."
Jennifer wrapped her hand around my son's cock, kissed its tip and then held it upright. Staring into my eyes, Gina squatted onto my son's thickly erect cock. Then leaning back on her hands, Gina moaned and began lifting and lowering her pussy on Johnny's penis. She moaned as she pressed down with her hands and lifted her hips until all, but the head of my son's cock was out of here, then groaned as she lowered herself until it bottomed out inside her pussy.
I was mesmerised by Gina's performance and could only sit with my mouth hanging open as I watched. Charmaine, however, had different ideas. "Come on, my yummy mommie," she whispered. "Get up on your hands and knees so you can see from closer."
In a daze, I unthinkingly did as she commanded. In this position, I was much taller than the young woman commanding me. However, Charmaine pressed her breasts into my back and reached around my rib cage to hold and caress my rounded, heavy breasts. Johnny's feet were now immediately before me, and Gina's pussy rode my son's penis only a few feet away.
Seeing that I knelt close to her and Johnny, Gina said, "Johnny, shuffle back. No. The other way." My son and Gina's pussy moved closer. "Keep going," Gina demanded. Johnny's feet crossed the tub's edge. "Further," Gina commanded. Johnny's knees reached the tub's edge.
Now, where my son and his girlfriend were coupled together was mere centimetres from my face.
"A little further," Gina demanded, and my nose touched her pussy.
With her thumbs and fingers twisting and tweaking my puffy nipples, Charmaine said, "Tongue her pussy."
With my son's girlfriend's vagina copiously leaking fluids onto my lips and chin and my young friend's fingers twisting and pulling my aching breast nubs as her bullet-shaped nipples pressed into my back, I couldn't resist any longer, and, with a needful groan, I tipped my head forwards and slid my tongue onto Gina's clitoris.
"There's a good Mommie slut," Gina crooned as my tongue slashed across her clit. "Now, lick your son's balls."
In my mind, I screamed, 'Please, Gina, no!' but my tongue licked lower until it lapped at my son's massive balls.
"Oh, fuck!" A surprised Johnny exclaimed as my tongue bathed his balls, and he lost control and ejaculated into Gina's spasming pussy.
Feeling my son's ejaculate splashing into her tightly gripping pussy sent Gina crashing into her orgasm, and she and Johnny grunted and groaned through twin climaxes. Gina's pussy leaked copious amounts of juice when she orgasmed, and I eagerly lapped them up. My devout attention to her clit rocketed Gina into another orgasm, and she treated me to more of her sweet nectar. I willingly licked that up, too.
After she came down from her orgasm, Gina lifted her pussy off my son's cock and held it in front of my lips. "Eat your son's sperm out of me, my little Mommie slut," she demanded.
I shook my head, trying to refuse, but Charmaine pulled my bikini bottom aside and softly tongued my tiny starfish. The sudden arousing sensation on my forbidden zone erased my reticence. Heck, it almost erased my mind! Unwittingly, I lifted my mouth to suck on Gina's entrance and delved my tongue into Gina's vagina as far as possible.
Then, as I sucked and tongued my son's spend from his girlfriend's sweet young pussy, hands found my deliciously heavy, oversized and hanging breasts and rolled my thick, puffy nipples between their thumb and forefinger. Another hand snaked between my lewdly spread thighs and onto my button. That hand's fingers split. One slid inside me, then curled to find my G-spot. The other firmly circled my clit. It was too much, and with a loud moan, I orgasmed. My heavily exhaled moan blasted my warm breath over Gina's pussy, and she climaxed with me.
The girls didn't stop after I'd cum. The hand and tongue on my clit and tiny brown ring moved, and Charmaine took Gina's spot under my mouth. Charmaine's pussy tasted of syrupy sweetness as I lashed and slashed my tongue up and down her clit and over her love button. I was lost in the sensation of bringing my newest lover to fruition, but then the hands on my breasts moved to my ass, pulled my bikini bottom down and spread my ass cheeks. Sliding two fingers into my soaking pussy, Jennifer replaced Charmaine's tongue with hers, and she rimmed me too.
Gina dragged my son aside as Charmaine circled to take her place before me. With Johnny still on his back but his large penis swinging back and forth at half-mast, Gina lowered her cum messy pussy onto his mouth and took his cock into hers. That vision, too, proved too much for my overloaded synapses, and I willingly leapt off the cliff into another crushing orgasm, barely hearing Charmaine's squealed orgasm over mine.
As I watched through eyes slitted with pleasure, Gina swiftly brought my son's erection back to full mast. Letting it out her mouth with a loud slurp, she pointed it at me and offered, "Do you want to ride your son's cock like I just did, Katie? Or would you prefer a taste?"
From somewhere, I managed the strength to shake my head. And, staggering to my feet, I kicked off my bikini bottom, put on my dress and got in my car. I'd decided I had to get out of there before I did the unthinkable and had sex with my son before three virtual strangers. As I started the car, Johnny staggered out completely naked and jumped into the seat beside me.

End of Part 4.

Part 5. Back to the Clinic II coming soon.
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Chapter 5: Back to the Clinic II.

Hi everyone. Katie Muggleton back again. You know, when I began this memoir, I thought maybe a few people might be interested enough to read my first chapter, and they might carry over to the second, but I didn't expect to go beyond that because I thought interest would wane swiftly. However, here we are, four chapters completed and beginning a fifth. Let me remind you how chapter 4 ended, and I'll tell you about my subsequent adventures.
My son, Johnny, upset because his football club had told him they would cut him at the end of the season, got drunk with his girlfriend and two of her friends. No matter his age, a boy always needs his mommie when he's hurt, so Johnny called me and asked me to come and get him.
Of course, I immediately put on a dress and drove to his girlfriend Gina's house. Getting there, I found Johnny in Gina's parents' hot tub, drunk and passed out. Gina and her two friends, Jennifer and Charmaine, were in the tub with my son. Gina invited me to join them, but I demurred, preferring to take my son home immediately.
However, as Gina pointed out, with Johnny passed out, it was unlikely that even the four of us could carry him to my car, even if I were prepared to let him get in with wet shorts. Reluctantly, I agreed to join the girls in the tub, but only if Gina could provide swimwear.
Gina took me up to her mother's bedroom and handed me a bikini so tiny as to be obscene. I refused to put it on until, using her dominance over me, Gina sexually stimulated me until I docilely did as told, donned the garment and then followed her back to the tub.
After walking out Gina's back door to the admiration and catcalls of my son and the others, my typical flirtatious nature took over, and I strutted across to the tub like a woman who knew she would win the swimsuit section of The Miss Universe Pageant.
When I got back in the tub, Gina's friend Charmaine, a tiny, gorgeous young woman with legs and breasts to die for, instantly cuddled and caressed me. Various other things of a sexual nature happened, which culminated with Gina riding my son's big cock as I tongued her clit and his balls.
Gina then offered me my son's cock to either suck or ride. Knowing that my willpower to resist was hanging by an unravelling thread, I summoned the last of it together and managed to dress and stagger out to my car before I did the unthinkable and had sex with my son before those three.
When I started my car, Johnny stumbled out naked after me and jumped into the car.
Readers, I will continue with my story.
After getting in my car, Johnny stayed awake long enough to buckle his seatbelt before he passed out. Driving home, I bit my bottom lip as I watched my son's erect, deliciously long and thick cock gently swaying and bouncing to the car's movement. Eventually, I could no longer stand it and ran my fingers lightly over its head.
"Hmm," Johnny moaned as he pushed his hips up, trying to create more contact with my hand. Unable to resist, I wrapped my dainty hand around his shaft and gently pumped it. "Yes," my son groaned. "Suck it for me, baby, please."
That wasn't something I could do whilst driving home, so I gripped tighter and pumped faster. I got home, parked in our garage and saw that Johnny was about to cum. Unwilling to waste his delicious seed, I undid my belt, got on my knees, leaned over and took my son's hard cock into my mouth. As soon as he felt my tongue lashing his glans, Johnny held my head, groaned, and filled my mouth with his tasty semen. Once my son's orgasm ended, I licked and swallowed until I was sure I'd gathered all of his spend. Delighting in its taste, I smacked my lips and sat up.
Letting go of Johnny's slowly deflating cock, I tried to rouse him, but he was dead to the world. Because there was no way I could carry him, all I could do was leave Johnny to sleep off his drunken stupor and go to bed. Entering my room, I locked the door because I was in no mood to try and convince a drunken teenage male that he wasn't having my sweet pussy that night. If Johnny was sober, I might have considered letting him make love to me again, but I didn't want to be subjected to his inebriated, fumbling advances.
Sure enough, my door rattled around four hours later, waking me up. Finding my door locked, Johnny chuckled and said, "Thanks for coming and getting me, Mom. See you in the morning."
I woke sometime later, back to craving a smoke. But fearing another phase out, I ignored my craving. However, I sat up and propped myself against the headboard. I wanted to think more about why I'd suddenly started allowing sexual relations between myself and my children and why I had begun submitting sexually to every advance I received. Never before had I been so easily tripped into bed or compromising situations.
I knew my husband Sean's continual job promotions were part of the problem. As he climbed that corporate ladder into rarer and rarer air, his absences became more frequent and prolonged. What was worse was that his next promotion was likely to be to VP, and although that would be a real feather in my husband's cap, it would mean even more travel and a heavier workload.
'You need to start travelling with him,' I told myself. 'The kids are old enough to look after themselves, so your travelling with Sean won't be a problem. 'Plus', I added with a giggle. 'I'd get to shop in London, Paris and Rome!'
If Sean agreed to allow me to travel with him, it would cure a number of problems. The first, of course, being it would keep the slut Amanda, his secretary, out of his bed. I didn't mind Sean fucking her. As I've noted earlier, that is the price you pay to stay married to a rich, successful man. But she had designs on becoming Mrs Muggleton number two and supplanting me in Sean's bed permanently instead of only when my husband felt the need to empty his sack into her.
Second was that Sean often bemoaned Amanda's lack of poise and grace when she accompanied him to formal events. As we all know, most business dealings at the level my husband is at are done over a quiet drink and meal, not in the corporate office. Amanda's lack of elegance demeaned my husband and made him appear less than he was. Taking me to those events, and I say this with all due modesty, would mean he'd dazzle every man there and quite a few of the women, too.
Third, and with how I was at this moment, probably the most important, travelling with Sean would take me out of Edgar, Frank, Liz and Gina's clutches. Though, being under Gina's spell didn't bother me that much. If I brought Gina to our bed, Sean wouldn't object as long as he could partake of her delights, too. Of course, our son would, so that was off the table.
But none of the above is what had me concerned that morning. No, it was more that I suddenly seemed to be a lesbian. Every hot-looking woman that had come onto me since I attended the clinic, including my daughter Kristy, I'd joyously had sex with, and I couldn't understand why.
Yes, I had sex with my sisters and mother for my father's enjoyment. And, yes, I'd experimented with my best friend Cath Loughlin when we were teenagers. Plus, I'd brought women to our marital bed so I could titillate my husband with a lesbian fantasy show. But before my first visit to Edgar Fontaine's hypnosis clinic, where I let his receptionist Liz Donnelly have sex with me, I'd never indulged in lesbian sex for my own pleasure. I'd only ever done it for the men in my life.
An incident from my earlier life seemed important to my current situation, so I closed my eyes and relived my memories of that day.
Mobile phones were rare in Australia at the time of my remembered event, and the cost of using the few available was prohibitive. Plus, the network coverage was patchy at best. Most telephonic communication was by way of the good old house phone, or landline, if you prefer.
I thought my mother had gone grocery shopping because her car wasn't in our garage when I came home from school. So, taking advantage of my perceived rare aloneness, I took the portable phone up to my room and phoned my best friend, Cath Anderson. We chatted about the dreamy boys at our school and agreed that Sean Muggleton, the captain of our school's First Thirteen, and his best friend Mike Loughlin were amongst the dreamiest of them. As we bantered back and forth, describing what we'd let them do to us, I pulled my panties off and played with my love button.
That meant, of course, that I breached several house rules simultaneously. I hadn't stripped naked as soon as I walked through the door. I'd taken the phone to my room --probably the biggest breach of protocol. And I was playing with myself. Something I was only to do if my mother or father said I could. Masturbating to orgasm was exclusively done for my father's enjoyment or as a reward for serving him faithfully.
Mom could allow us to orgasm as a reward for exceptional behaviour if my father was absent on one of his many business trips.
It turned out that my father had taken Mom's car to be serviced, and she was home. She walked into my bedroom to collect the soiled sheets and other laundry items I should have already bundled for her to take and found me on my back with the soles of my feet pressed together and knees spread wide, thumbing my clitoris as I described to Cath what I wanted Sean Muggleton to do to me.
Of course, I had plenty of experience with all kinds of sexual activities other than penetrative sex, so I could fill my descriptions with vast amounts of salacious details. On the other side, Cath had been raised in a strict catholic family and had zero experience with the male anatomy, let alone sex.
"And exactly what do you think you're doing, young lady?" Mother said sternly from my bedroom door.
"Oh, shivers," I squeaked to Cath as I swiftly disconnected the call. Then, kneeling, I bowed my head and offered the phone to my mother. "Talking to my friend, Cath, on the phone, Ma'am," I admitted.
"Clothed and with your door shut? What are your father's rules regarding that, Miss Katie Ashley Shephard?" Mom asked.
Feeling about two centimetres tall, I stated, "We are to remove all clothing as soon as we have shut the front door and then carry them to our room and place them in our clothes hamper. Our doors are to remain open at all times so that Dad and you can monitor our behaviour, Ma'am."
"Regarding the house phone, Miss Katie?" Mom questioned.
"I am only to use it in your or Dad's presence to ensure I don't try to hook up with boys, Ma'am," I replied meekly.
"Masturbating?"
"I'm allowed to only when permitted to by Dad or you. Typically I'm given permission to to reward my good behaviour, Ma'am."
"And your behaviour today, Katie Ashley Shephard, has it been good?" Mom asked, knowing it hadn't been.
"No, Ma'am," I swiftly acknowledged. "I have committed several breaches of protocol and must be corrected to ensure my bad behaviour does not become ingrained."
"Go to your father's study and select an appropriate cane for your correction, Miss Katie. Bring it to my room once you've made your choice."
Standing, I swiftly disrobed, ran downstairs to Dad's office, and selected a cane. I didn't pay any attention to which one and took the closest to hand. Racing back to my mother's bedroom, I stopped outside until I got my breathing under control, then stepped through the door.
Walking through the door with my eyes downcast, I closed it and immediately knelt. Then I held the cane above my head, bowed and said, "This worthless piece of female flesh had chosen her correction's instrument, Ma'am. She apologises for her atrocious behaviour and promises she will do better in the future."
"Katie, you are always apologetic for your bad behaviour," my mother said severely. "Yet, you continue to exhibit it. How do you expect to find a strong man to serve if you continue to act like a brat? No, Katie, this sluttish behaviour ends today, or I will cane you until your ass and breasts are black and blue."
I knew my mother's question was rhetorical, so I remained kneeling and quiet, looking down.
Sighing, Mom said, "Assume correction position one, Katie. I will administer five corrections on your breasts, followed by five more on your behind. You will thank me for each correction."
If you remember, position one is standing looking down, with my feet spread shoulder width apart, my hands behind my head, and my elbows back.
Predictably, Mom's first strike hit both of my nipples simultaneously. "One, thank you, Ma'am." I intoned. Her second was on the underside of my generous mounds. "Two, thank you, Ma'am." The third was slightly below the second. "Three, thank you, Ma'am," I said softly, trying not to allow my arousal to show in my voice. Number four struck across my nipples again. It was swiftly followed by a fifth in the same spot. "Four and five, thank you, Ma'am," I said, my voice barely short of a moan of desire.
"Turn," Mom demanded.
Turning until my backside faced my mother, I bent at the hips, placed my hands on my thighs for support, and arched my back so that my ass was presented sexily to my mother.
I heard a whistle as Mom swung the cane at my ass. The cane was a long, slender length of bamboo that flexed and acted like a whip when swung. Wincing, I quietly said, "One, thank you, Ma'am." Mom's second strike was across the backs of both upper thighs and stung like crazy. I wanted to twitch away and complain, but I gasped, "Two, thank you, Ma'am."
"Would you like to be excused from your last three corrections, Miss Katie?" Mom asked.
I'd have preferred to receive my last three strikes and be done, but that wasn't the required response. So I submissively replied, "Yes, Ma'am. What would you have this piece of cock receiving meat do instead?"
"Lick me to orgasm, Katie," Mom demanded. "You may masturbate and climax when I do."
I knee-walked across to my mother and then looked submissively up at her as I tongued her tangy pussy. Grabbing a handful of my hair, Mom moaned and ground her clit and entrance against my lips and mouth.
"That's it, baby," Mom groaned. "Suck on my clit and lap where you came out of."
My mother was totally into the fantasy of her daughters sexually stimulating the area we'd exited from, so her words weren't shocking, and I did as asked, swiftly bringing her to a crashing orgasm.
My correction over, I said, "I apologise for forcing you to correct me, Mother. Your baby girl will endeavour to be better behaved from now on."
"Do you need to cum, Katie?" Mom asked.
"Yes, please," I replied.
"Lie on your side and lift your top leg as high as possible," Mom demanded.
When I complied, Mom knelt between my thighs and pressed her soakingly wet pussy against mine and then ground against me until we exploded into an orgasm.
Thinking about having sex with my father and later with my mother after being corrected gave me some insight to begin unravelling the reasons for my current behaviour. It seemed that after my first session at the clinic, I felt the need to be corrected for my bad behaviour. However, I wasn't able to communicate that need to anyone, so I sought out situations where I put myself in someone's power, hoping that they would correct me and then forgive me for my actions.
Of course, they didn't know I was seeking correction. They only knew that I was willing to let them dominate me. That led them to take liberties with me that they wouldn't have if I weren't so willingly submissive. Which, of course, led to more bad behaviour and the need for further correction.
'What you need, Mrs Katie,' I told myself. 'Is a Master or Mistress!'
I had plenty of people wanting the role, that was for sure! Liz Donnelly, Frank Pritchard, Siobhan, Gina Matthews, and even my son, all showed dominance over me when we played sex games together. My husband, Sean, was the clear candidate to take over my father's role as the monitor and corrector of my behaviour. However, I doubted he had the time even when he was at home. And what would happen if he was away for an extended period again? Over the time of my described misdeeds, Sean had been home for less than six days in five weeks and wouldn't be home for at least two more.
Gina was less future trouble than Liz or Frank, but I, despite all my recent liaisons with women, didn't think I was a lesbian. I'm clearly bisexual, but my preferences lean strongly toward men. Thinking the possibilities through, I discounted accepting my son's girlfriend as my Mistress.
That meant that none of the people currently holding dominion over me were suitable to be my Master or Mistress. Which led to another problem --how do I get out from under their thrall? Of course, once I found a suitable cane holder, I could confess my actions to them and leave them to rescue me from the clutches of the others.
As I mused, I heard my door rattle. Finding it locked, Kristy called, "You okay in there, Mom?"
Swinging my feet out of bed, I crossed to the door, put my long silk nightie on and opened the door. "I'm fine, baby girl," I told her as I reclined against the headboard again. "I got up really early morning to bring your drunk brother home from Gina's place."
"Why didn't he just stay the night?" Kristy rightfully asked.
However, I thought Johnny's reasons weren't mine to explain, so I shrugged, smiled and teased, "Even you need your mommie from time to time."
Climbing onto the bed and snuggling into my side, Kristy laid her head on my shoulder, then sighed and said, "I sure do, Mom. I thought that playing with you as we have would ease my desires. But, instead, I get hornier every time we play."
"Then I think we need to take some time and explore more, honey," I said, using my curled finger under Kristy's chin to tilt her face up so I could kiss her soft, pouting lips. "But we need to be careful not to reveal what we're doing to your brother or father."
"Speaking of, Dad," my daughter replied. "Have you thought any more of allowing him to be my first and helping me seduce him?"
I had, but I wasn't prepared to tell her what yet. I needed more time to encourage my husband to fully explore his fantasies about his daughter and admit them to me before I could progress my plans. With him being away, that, of course, was impossible.
Sean had phoned home twice since leaving to check in and ensure the house hadn't burnt down with us in it. I realise that most wives would expect more, but I knew I had to allow my husband the freedom to be whom and what he needed to be during these trips, or he'd likely decide his wife and family were an impediment to his career and divorce me. Sean isn't cold or unemotional but is intensely focused on advancing his career and would swiftly cast aside anything that impeded that. So the fact he doesn't call home much during his trips is a non-issue as far as I'm concerned.
Unfortunately, I couldn't think of anything to deter or distract my daughter from her intentions, so I shook my head and admitted that I hadn't yet.
As we'd chatted, Kristy's hand had found my big, firm breast, and she was idly kneading it as she rolled my nipple softly between her thumb and forefinger. Knowing my door was unlocked and fearing Johnny's propensity to come barging at the most inopportune time, I flicked my daughter's nipple and said, "Come on, let me up, and I'll go and make breakfast. What do you want?"
Twisting mine in revenge, Kristy giggled and said, "I feel like a big plate of scrambled eggs, bacon and hash browns, Mom. Do you mind?"
"Of course not," I answered, swatting her bottom when she stood.



That earned me a double nipple twist when I stood, but the little witch scampered away before I could retaliate. So, wrapping my long robe around my shoulders, I slid my feet into my slippers and walked to the kitchen.
Once I made a big batch of eggs, hash browns and bacon, I sent Kristy to get her brother. With Kristy snickering as she walked behind him, Johnny staggered into the kitchen with bloodshot eyes and sat in front of his plate.
"Rough night, bro?" Kristy teased. "I heard that Mom had to drag your sorry, drunken ass home last night."
Trying to act what he thought was manly, my son replied, "Well, it's not every day you hear your expected career is over before it had even begun!"
Shocked, Kristy asked, "The Lions dropped you?"
Taking a huge mouthful of scrambled eggs, Johnny chewed thoughtfully, then answered, "Not immediately. But I'm down to the under twenty-ones until the season's end, and then I'm dropped."
Having heard enough of my son's pity party, I growled, "Johnny Peter Muggleton, quit your whining because when has that done you any good? Now you can take the club's decision to drop you like you are, whinging and moaning. Or, you can go into the club on Monday morning, talk to the coaches about what they need you to do to improve, and then prove them wrong! Do you think your father rolled over and acted like a whipped cur the first time things went south in his career?"
"Well, I," Johnny started.
But I was on a roll, so I added, "Of course, he didn't. Every time he missed a promotion or screwed up a deal and was chastised, he learnt from his mistake and got better. So you can sit there stuffing food in your face and wallowing in your self-pity. Or you can act like a man, take your setback as it is, a setback, discover what you need to do to be re-signed, and show the club what you're capable of!
"That way, if they still drop you, you can walk away with your head held high, knowing you gave an AFL career your best shot. And guess what, Johnny? Even if The Lions decide you're not what they want, the sun will still come up tomorrow, the birds will still sing, and your family will still love you! So, my darling boy, life is not football, and you will get over being dropped, or so help me, I will put you over my knee and spank you!"
After my tirade, I stopped and blinked, quite amazed at myself. I don't recall ever going off at anyone like that before, let alone the men in my life. Don't get me wrong; as they grew up, I disciplined my children when necessary, especially when Sean wasn't home. But I rarely raised my voice. As my parents did, when my children broke family rules, I talked to them calmly and quietly and asked if they knew why I was correcting them. However, I most definitely didn't use physical correction as my parents had with me.
After breakfast, Kristy headed to work, and Johnny had something planned with Gina, so I was left home alone again. But, as I've written, there is nothing unusual about that. However, being alone that day grated at me for some reason, so I phoned Cath and asked if she'd like to get coffee somewhere. Her husband, Mike, was playing golf and wouldn't be home until close to dinner, so she swiftly agreed to meet.
We arranged to meet in an hour at an old favourite, the Three Monkeys Coffee and Tea House in West End. Cath said she had a friend from Venezuela staying with her, so there would be three of us.
Dressing in my bright yellow, floral print, V-necked, short-sleeve mini dress with my cream, wedge-heeled sandals, I expertly did my hair and makeup, got in my Audi, and drove to West End. Finding a park, I strutted into Three Monkeys and found Cath already there with her friend.
Once I sat at their table, Cath said, "Katie, meet my friend Juana. Juana, this is my oldest and dearest friend, Katie Muggleton. Katie and I have known each other since fifth grade. Well, I was in seventh, and Katie in fifth, but we somehow became friends anyway and have been ever since."
Holding out my hand, I smiled at the beautiful Venezuelan woman before me and said, "I'm not that old, you know? But Cath and I have been friends forever."
Unfortunately, Juana's English wasn't up to my quip, so it went over her head. She smiled anyway and said, "Pleased to meet you, Mrs Katie."
With my newly found bisexuality making me consider almost anyone a potential conquest, I looked Cath's friend over. My first thought was that she resembled Anck-su-namun from the movie 'The Mummy Returns'. Juana has long black hair in a fringe cut and dark, almost black eyes, set in white on white corneas. Her nose is straight and thin and sits over a small mouth with pouting lips.
Juana is tall for a woman, though not as tall as me. I estimated she was close to 177 cm (5 ft-9). Slender, no more than 60 kg (132 lbs), with breasts slightly smaller than her hips (I guessed 34-25-35), and a minimum of a C-cup. Juana is exotically beautiful, and she sure had my motor purring!
Juana appeared to check me out with equal fervour, and when our eyes met, we smiled, feeling an instant connection spark. For me, this connection felt different. I didn't feel my typical response to a sexually dominant potential partner. Instead, I felt as if I needed to own, to take this beautiful, middle-aged woman as mine. It was a new emotion for me, and I felt my juices flowing from my naked pussy.
Juana's conversational English was reasonably good, so she explained how she and Cath had met over the net when they played Farmville together. Each had needed extra contacts to request supplies from to enable them to complete tasks. Although Facebook games were beyond boring to me, I knew that millions played them worldwide.
Juana had worked as a reporter for Valencia's El Carabobeño newspaper, but her rabid anti-government views had put her life in danger. Cath had fleetingly met Juana face-to-face when Cath covered an Australia vs Venezuela football match. So, using her many contacts in Australia's parliament, Cath petitioned for political refugee status for Juana. When Juana's status as a refugee was confirmed, Cath paid for her to come to Australia.
Juana left Venezuela with virtually nothing more than the clothes she wore because when the Venezuelan government got wind of Juana's defection to Australia, they froze her bank accounts. That meant that Juana currently lived on the generosity of Cath and Mike. However, I knew my friends well and knew Juana would be looked after.
After lunch and a couple of coffees, Cath needed to visit the lady's room. You may have noticed that we women tend to go together, but when Cath announced her need, I caught Juana's eye and almost unperceptively shook my head. So, instead of accompanying her rescuer, Juana relaxed back and made room for Cath to slide through.
Waiting until my friend was out of earshot, I placed my hand over Juana's and asked, "Does Cath know you're a lesbian, honey?"
Juana gasped before replying, "Mrs Katie, how did you know?"
I patted Juana's leg and answered, "Your desire for me is blatant, little one. If I asked, you'd already be kneeling between my shapely thighs, lapping my pussy."
Blushing despite her mocha latte skin colouring, Juana admitted that was true and stated that she didn't know if Cath knew she preferred women to men or not.
Cath returned and said she needed to head in to work and prerecord some segments for her show. I suggested Juana accompany me home because Cath's place would be empty. Mike was at golf, and Cath and Mike's eldest, Phil, lived with the dominatrix Siobhan. Caoimhe, Cath and Mike's daughter, Phil's sister, spent most of her time with her brother and Siobhan. Caoimhe is Siobhan's submissive, but I had yet to discover if she and her brother played together, too.
Once Juana and I were alone in my car, an awkward silence overcame us. I didn't know the woman at all and had no idea what interests she had. Plus, after my last experience of sharing my life with a new friend and being attacked for living it, I felt reticent about sharing it again. Luckily, we got to my home before the silence became unbearable.
Our garage has an inner entrance to our foyer, and the foyer opens into the lounge room, which open plans with my kitchen and dining area. The right side of my lounge holds the curving staircase up to the bath and sleeping areas. I planned to lead Juana into my kitchen and make either coffee or tea, but she stopped in the middle of the lounge, seemingly stupefied by the sheer size and opulence of the room.
"Oh, wow, Mrs Katie," she said in awe. "Your home is beyond beautiful. How many staff do you have to maintain it?"
"Just little ole me," I giggled as I took Juana's hand and unthinkingly kissed the back of it before lifting it and rubbing my face on it.
At my actions, Juana turned to face me, then her pretty lips parted slightly, and her eyes lidded. She purred, "You take care of all of this yourself, Mrs Katie? That's impressive. My Mom and Dad own a house similar to this, and we have three servants."
Kissing up Juana's inner arm as I pulled her closer, I pointed out, "Yes, Juana. But from what you said, you had eight brothers and sisters. Here, we have only the four of us. Although my husband, Sean, is away on business now."
"You are living alone, Mrs Katie?" Just Katie, please, Juana. Mrs Katie makes me sound old. No, my son and daughter live with me. My son, Johnny, is at his girlfriend's place. He and my daughter, Kristy, should be home in time for dinner, around three hours from now.
With her voice coming in breathy pants as I lifted her arm and kissed her exposed armpit, Juana said, "What shall we do until then, Katie?" Oh, I'm sure we'll think of something, I whispered as I undid her blouse, exposing deliciously soft breasts encased in a lacy white bra.
"Please, Katie," Juana moaned. "It has been so long since I made love. Love me, please." Of course, little one, I hummed, wondering where the heck that came from.
Cupping and kissing Juana's breasts, I pushed her slowly back until she hit the sofa and collapsed onto it. Then I turned her so she lay sideways on the couch. Moving my lips from her delectable breasts to her pouting lips, I kissed her passionately as I darted my tongue out to dance along her teeth. Feeling my tongue rubbing insistently along her lips, Juana moaned as she opened her mouth slightly and allowed my tongue to take possession of her mouth.
Even as I made love to this dusky South American woman, I marvelled at myself. I was typically modest and submissive when making love. Allowing my partner to show and demand what they wanted and then willingly doing it. Today, I led, commanded, and demanded a response from Juana, and I was thrilled to get it. Juana and I shared a passionate kiss as my hands wandered over her lean, shapely body until overcome by my hand's erotic stroking, Juana moaned into my mouth and placed her hands on either side of my head.
"Please, Katie," she begged. "You must taste me. I will die if you do not!"
Far be it from me to be the cause of her death, so I smiled and kissed lower. Then, reaching behind her back, I unsnapped her bra and pushed it off her shoulders. Cupping her gorgeous mounds again, I strummed her nipples with my thumbs as I leant back and admired them before trailing soft kisses and licks up and over them.
"Please, Katie," Juana begged again.
Keeping my hands on her big soft breasts, I kissed across her delicate tummy and onto her belly button. Juana's skirt was too tight for me to pull down easily, so I released her squidgy breasts, reached behind her, and undid the zip. Then tugging it down, I waited until Juana lifted her hips and pulled it off her shapely legs. The removed skirt revealed a pair of lacy white panties, an extremely hairy bush, and a severe, spreading wet spot under her entrance.
Delighted at my new lover's eager responsiveness and keen to savour what tonguing a hairy pussy would be like, I kissed Juana's wetness before pulling her panties down and flinging them aside.
"Please, Katie," Juana pleaded, lifting and spreading her knees as I hesitated, savouring the delectable sight before me.
Instead of doing what my beautiful Venezuelan friend wanted me to do, I lay back between her long legs and covered her soft breasts with kisses.
Kissing Juana's breasts provided a different experience for me. Every other pair I had kissed and caressed to date were large and firm like my daughter's, Jennifer's and Gina's, or small and tight like Charmaine's or Caoimhe's. Even Liz Donnelly's huge watermelon-sized breasts were firm to my touch. When I first caressed Liz's breasts, I was surprised to find they were natural. With their enormous size and breathtaking symmetry, I'd assumed they were fake, but they were all hers. Siobhan's, of course, were surgically enhanced but still firm under my tongue.
Juana's, however, were like half-filled water balloons and fell off her chest to the sides. Fascinated, I repeatedly gathered her breasts together, kissed and suckled them, and then let them drop. Juana's begged, "Please, Mistress, you must taste me as I can stand no more," broke through my fascination.
Surprised, I looked to where Juana's heavily lidded eyes stared at me. 'Mistress?' I thought. 'I, a Mistress? Surely not!'
But then Juana repeated, "Please, Mistress. Please, Mistress," and I knew for this beautiful woman I could be.
Moving lower, I knelt on the sofa, placed my hands behind Juana's knees and pushed her knees back and apart, lifting her hairy pussy up to meet my descending mouth. Touching the tip of my tongue to Juana just before her little starfish, I rasped it along her perineum, across her slit and onto her love button. Then pausing to lash it momentarily, I reversed directions back toward her starfish again.
Feeling Juana's gently undulating body writhing under my ministrations gave me a feeling of power, and I became determined to give her her best orgasm ever. So, after making this return journey a few times, I slid two stiffened fingers into Juana's hot, tight, wet tunnel and twisted them back and forth as I thrust them into and out of her. I heard Juana's softly breathed moans turn into gasped grunts, so I curled my fingers back to search for her G-spot. Finding the small rough area barely inside her pussy and behind her pubic bone, I scraped my manicured nails across it before insistently tapping.
"That is so good, Mistress," Juana moaned as her hips writhed, trying to force firmer contact with my tapping fingers.
Pleased with her sensually moaned response, I tapped for a few seconds longer before lowering my head and sucking her clitoris into my mouth. Reaching across Juana's pliant stomach, I found her right breast sagging beside her ribcage and groped across it until I grasped her nipple. Then, feeling my newest conquest cresting towards her peak, I scraped my nails firmly across her G-spot, sucked her clit hard as I lashed it with my tongue, and viciously pinched, pulled and twisted Juana's nipple.
The clashing, combining sensations of immense pleasure with intense pain, crashed Juana off the cliff of her orgasm, and squealing and bucking, she gushed fluids over my mouth as she rode the lightning of her climax.
I stroked my finger across Juana's G-spot as she came down from her orgasmic high, but when I heard her protesting mewl, I understood that Juana's pussy was overstimulated and pleasuring it caused sensations too intense for her to endure, so I moved my fingers and mouth off her erogenous zones. My daughter and I were lucky in that we are multi-orgasmic. However, for most women, that is but a dream, and once they've climaxed, they need time to recover and for their 'bits' to desensitise before they can attempt to climb towards another peak.
Smiling happily, I moved and sat on the sofa. When I sat, Juana moved to kneel at my feet and gaze submissively up at me. "May I pleasure you with my mouth, Mistress?" She pleaded.
Nodding eagerly, I shifted my ass to the sofa's edge and lifted my heels onto it outside my shapely bottom. Doing that left my tiny, sweet pussy beautifully exposed for my first submissive toy to titillate.
Juana didn't disappoint. Smiling lovingly up at my intently staring eyes, she tilted her head back and ran her flattened tongue from my tiny brown ring to my love button. Then, pausing to softly suck and lick my clit, Juana lapped along my slit until she hovered over my entrance. Blowing on it forcefully, she listened for me to moan before stiffening her tongue and stabbing it as deeply into me as she could force it to go.
Juana had me brewing towards an epically proportioned orgasm, but she was teasing and tormenting me along the way. Every action she took, everything she did drove my arousal higher, but maddeningly slowly. Juana tongued my tiny ring, but not for long enough to send me over the edge. She alternated lapping at my entrance with stabbing into it with her tongue, but as I neared my crest, her mouth moved away, and she blew hot air over my clit instead.
That felt awesome, especially when her strong hands found my nipples and gently rolled and pulled them. I was close again, only to find her tongue was deliciously sliding along my taint from my starfish to my entrance. Another delicious sensation, but different, and my arousal had dipped briefly from the sudden loss of contact, so I had to start a fresh climb to an orgasmic peak.
Juana's teasing went on and on until I lifted into a half-crunch, grabbed a handful of her hair, forced her mouth against my clitoris and demanded, "Suck my button, finger my pussy, and make me cum!"
With Juana being submissive, I expected her to obey immediately. I was wrong, however. Instead, she shook her head and pulled her mouth away from pussy long enough to state firmly, "Not until you say it!"
Exasperated and dying to cum, I growled, "Say what?"
"Say what you want like you mean it, Katie. Stop being so damned polite and conservative with your language. Tell me what you want me to do, Mistress Katie. Demand that I, your submissive slut, do what you need to get off."
She was too much, her ridiculous demand was too much, and I'd had enough, so I slammed her mouth against my clitoris and growled, "Fuck you, you dumb slut! Suck my fuck button and finger my wet cunt until I cream on your fucking face!"
Shocked at the profanity I'd just spat, I blushed and almost cowered, waiting for either or both of my parents to appear holding a cane and a bar of soap and take me to task for using profane language. But when I gazed down at my beautiful Latin-American lover, she smiled proudly back at me, so more quietly, I repeated, "Suck my fuck button as you finger my wet cunt, Juana. Make your Mistress cum."
Juana shifted her mouth to my clitoris swiftly, and when I moaned, slid two fingers inside my aching pussy and scraped their nails over my G-spot. Then, just as I thought I'd explode, Juana dipped her other hand's index finger inside my sopping pussy, forced it under my luscious bottom, and rimmed my little star.
Swearing when having sex with Juana seemed par for the course now because I groaned, "Fuck!" prolongedly until, like the air out of a deflating balloon, I finally faded to silence.
Breathing hard, I stared at Juana as I stroked her hair and enjoyed her soft kisses on my pussy and clit. Eventually, Juana lifted from my pussy and asked, "Can you go again, Mistress Katie? Would you like me to bring you to orgasm again?"
Well, I could, and I definitely would like her to because Juana's lovemaking skills were exquisite. But, looking at the wall clock, I realised that we barely had time to clean ourselves up and get dressed before my children would be home.
I explained our plight to Juana, and although she pouted, she accepted the necessity of at least vacating the lounge. However, she insisted on accompanying me up to my room, and unable to resist, I allowed her to follow.



Entering my room, Juana spun me around and pushed me onto my back on the bed. Then picking my feet up, she swung them onto the bed, too. Covering my larger body with her leaner one, Juana forced her knee between my thighs. Then when I parted them, she slithered between them. Juana then put her hand between my generous breasts for balance, extended two fingers on her right hand, placed her palm's heel against her pubic bone, then began fucking me like her hand and fingers were a cock.
Surprised by her sudden assault, I didn't initially react. However, the delightful feeling of having my pussy suddenly filled overcame my surprise, and I swiftly climbed the path to another orgasm.
Strangely dominant, Juana demanded, "What are you, Mistress Katie?" A slut, I admitted. "Wrong answer, Mistress Katie," Juana replied as she thrust harder into me. "What are you?" A submissive slut, I expanded. "Even more wrong, Mistress Katie," Juana growled. "Tell me what you are!" I don't understand, Juana. What do you want me to say? Pounding into me to the point of pain, Juana snarled, "Have you learnt nothing from your experiences today? How can you say that you're submissive with how you've dominated me?"
I had one of those comical 'lightbulb' moments. I'd dominated my husband comfortably, and today, sensing my Latin-American lover's need, I'd swiftly taken dominion over her, too. What's more, I'd sinfully enjoyed these experiences. I now knew what Juana wanted to hear --"I am a beautiful woman who can choose to be a submissive slut or a domineering Mistress. I choose to be your Mistress, little slut Juana. Now fuck me to fruition and then lie on your back and show me how quickly you can make yourself cum!"
Smiling proudly, Juana changed her thrust angle slightly, and when she pushed in, the back of her fingers dragged delightfully over my G-spot, and I exploded. Thrashing and howling, I crashed over orgasm's cliff and bounced off every pleasure rock on the way down. Blissfully floating after I climaxed, I was barely aware of Juana rolling off me onto her back and of her soon sighed her orgasm.
"Was that small orgasm enough, little one?" I asked dreamily.
"Yes, Mistress," Juana smiled. "May I snuggle with you?"
"Of course," I muttered.
And, of course, we fell asleep. And, of course, Johnny came crashing into my room about thirty minutes later.
"Mom!" He said excitedly before realising I had a beautiful, naked woman cuddling me.
"Oh!" He exclaimed, his hand automatically grabbing his swiftly inflating penis. "That is hot! May I watch?"
Throwing my pillow at him, I exasperatedly said, "No, you can't! Now Juana doesn't want you seeing her naked, so avert your eyes and get out."
"Oh, I don't mind your young man looking, Katie," Juana giggled as she deliberately spread her legs and allowed my son an unimpeded view of her hairy-bush covered pussy. "As long as he understands that his dick holds no interest for me."
"You're a lesbian?" Johnny curiously asked.
"Why?" Juana asked archly. "Haven't you met one before? Don't worry because we don't all want men's testicles removed at birth."
Bamboozled by Juana's overt display, Johnny idiotically asked, "You don't?"
"Of course not," Juana teased as she unashamedly spread her pussy hair so Johnny could see her clitoris and surprisingly pink slit. "Some of us want babies, and where else will we harvest the sperm from, if not from the balls of adult men?"
Wincing, Johnny covered his big balls with his hand and swiftly backed out of the room.
Turning to me, Juana stretched and said, "You have a handsome son, Katie. Have you and him, you know, played?"
"Of course not," I tried to say without blushing. "Mothers shouldn't do that with their offspring."
"Why ever not?" Juana wonderingly asked. "He's a handsome young man that needs an older woman to guide him into the mysteries of the female flesh. And you are a beautiful woman in the prime of her sexuality whose husband is away for excessive periods. It seems natural that you would take care of each other's needs. After all, even though I preferred to lay with my mother, I would take care of my father's needs when he asked me to."
"It's as simple as that?" I disbelievingly questioned.
"Yes, it is that simple," Juana assured me.
"Well, it's not how things are done here in Australia, I can tell you! Most people would be disgusted by the thought of a mother sleeping with her son."
"By 'sleeping with', you mean having sex, yes?" Juana checked. I nodded my assent, and she added, "Who loves your son more than you, Katie? Who could possibly love him more? No, Katie, if your son needs to be shown the intricacies of making love as opposed to fucking, it is you who should teach him. That way, you, how do you say? Kill two birds with one stone? Yes, like that. You do not need to have your needs met from outside your family, and your son is taught what he needs to know. Maybe, your daughter, too."
It all sounded so simple when Juana voiced it, but as I considered what she'd stated, I could only wish things were that easy. Even the simplest thing. How would Johnny react if he knew I was intimate with his sister like I was intimate with him? How would my daughter respond if she knew her brother and I made love? I thought she would react about as poorly as I would if I discovered she and he were intimate.
It was nearing my daughter's return home, so I encouraged Juana into the shower. Wondering if we'd ever have the chance to play again, I locked my door and showered with her. Of course, that meant for some sexy times in the shower, along with a mutual orgasm. Walking back into my room first, I saw my daughter sitting on my bed. I tried to hold Juana back, but she pushed past me into the room.
Seeing my daughter on the bed, she unconcernedly dropped her towel and began dressing. Kristy gaped at Juana's extremely hairy bush and turned questioning eyes at me. Trying to match Juana's nonchalance, I dropped my towel and took a wrap dress out of my closet. I slid the dress on without bothering with underwear and did up the ties to hold it closed.
"What?" I asked my daughter
"Were you two making love in the shower, Mom?" Kristy incredulously asked. However, she already knew the answer because, as is typical, I was loud when expressing my orgasm.
Before I could answer, Juana giggled before replying, "Yes. And in the bed before the shower. And, oh yes, and in the lounge before we came upstairs, too. Your mother is, how do you say? Very good at making love. You should try with her one day."
"Mom!" Kristy whined, stringing the word out into at least three syllables. "What is going on?"
"We'll discuss this as a family after I've dropped Juana back at Cath's place, Kristy. Until then, I have nothing further to say on the matter," I stated firmly.
"Wait. You mean Johnny knows you're in here making love with a woman? Why does he get to know when I don't?"
"Young lady," I stated primly. "Without your penchant for breaking through my locked closed door and entering anyway, you would remain unaware I was in the shower with my friend. Now, we will discuss this as a family when I return!"
Taking Juana's hand, I marched with her in tow from the room and drove her to Cath's place. Of course, I couldn't just drop and run, so I went inside and tried not to act embarrassed before my longest-time friend for long enough to be polite. Then, I went home to face my children, wondering if I shouldn't just keep driving until I hit Melbourne or Cairns and start a new life.
Walking inside, I found Johnny and Kristy sitting at the breakfast bar, waiting for me. Johnny briefly looked up from his phone to grin and wink while Kristy slid off her stool and poured us all a glass of white wine. Getting back on her seat, Kristy handed me the wine and stared at me silently as she sipped her drink.
Feeling very self-conscious, I took a deep breath and said, "I suppose you're wondering who that was?"
"Wondering who you were fucking is fairly far down on my list of things I want to know, Mom," my daughter drily replied. "My first thoughts are, for how long and often have you been cheating on Dad?" She waited for me to respond, and when I didn't, added, "So are you a lesbian now, or something? Are you about to become a big old dyke and kick Dad to the curb?"
"First of all, young lady," I huffed. "There is no need to be so disparaging about women who prefer the company of other women to men. Secondly, no. I am not about to become a 'big old dyke', as you so inelegantly put it. Thirdly, even if I were, it would be my decision, not yours!"
I would have continued, but my daughter snorted derisively and interrupted with, "You are hardly in a position to take the moral high ground, Mother. You're cheating on Dad with another woman. A woman, for goodness sake! Given his habit of banging his secretary at every opportunity, he can hardly object if you take a male lover. But to take another woman to your marital bed, Mother? That is beyond the pale!"
"Juana was not the first woman I've taken to your father's bed," I pointed out evenly.
Of course, Kristy thought I meant her, so she gulped and clammed up. Now that I had the ascendency, I sipped at my wine, stared her down, and remained silent.
Eventually, she blushed and said, "It was all a bit of a shock, I guess. I'm not used to you locking the door, and because I was concerned about how you passed out a few weeks ago, I thought I'd better check to ensure you were okay. So I used a butter knife to undo the lock and came inside."
However, I knew the real reason my daughter was on my bed was that either she wanted to discuss her planned seduction of her father further or to play some more with me.
Johnny still played on his phone, oblivious to my and Kristy's conversation. I poked him in the ribs and asked, "Well, Johnny? What do you have to say about what I did?"
"I don't care, Mom, he dismissively replied. "Dad has consistently played around on you, so I don't care that you have played around on him. Besides, it's not like either of you wants to permanently replace the other in bed. You both get lonely, is all. So, Kristy, climb off your high horse and understand that our mother is a MILF with needs, and accept that her playing with a woman is much less risky to our family than letting some random guy bang her.
"Besides, what did you say her name was, Mom? Juana? Yeah, that's it. Juana is hot, so can I watch the next time you two get it on?"
"You are, and have always been, no better than a pig, Timothy Peter Muggleton," Kristy sniffed disdainfully. "Of course, you think our mother having sex with another woman is hot. Gross children like you always do! Enough said on the matter. I'm going to bed because I have an exam in the morning."
Once Kristy had reached the top of the stairs, Johnny cuddled me, kissed my cheek, and said, "You're not a dyke, are you, Mom? If you are, well, I guess you are. But that would mean divorcing Dad, and I don't want our family to break up."
"I'm not a lesbian, Johnny," I reassured him, wishing he'd take me in his strong arms and carry me to bed. "But I have needs that aren't being met because of your father's frequent absences. Juana was willing to explore with me with no attachment, so I relieved my itch, okay? Besides, as Kristy said, because I am not a lesbian, there is little chance I will want to leave your father for a woman. Therefore, there is less danger to our family unit."
Looking at me earnestly, Johnny said, "I can help you with that itch, Mom. I'll help you scratch it anytime you want."
Giggling, I touched his cheek and then kissed where I'd touched. A seriously flirtatious move, if only my son knew, and said, "No, Johnny. We must not continue our affair lest Kristy, or worse, your father discovers us."
Johnny sighed extravagantly, huffed, and sadly replied, "I guess you're right, Mom. My sister is already pissed at you, so I think we need to cool it."
I looked at my son, bewildered. Could he really be that dense and not know I was being deceptively modest? That what I longed for was for my handsome, tall and strong son to pick me up, carry me to bed, then spend the night making me scream his name in ecstasy? Apparently, he was because Johnny kissed my cheek chastely, wished me good night, left the kitchen and went to bed.
'Your mother warned you that men didn't take hints and couldn't read between the lines, Katie,' I thought. 'If you want to trip your son and make him fall between your shapely thighs, you'd better say something now so he knows what you want.'
But I couldn't. To assuage my guilt, I had limited myself to accepting his advances and not initiating my own. So, sighing and sexually frustrated, I went to bed and masturbated to visions of Johnny, Kristy, Juana, Siobhan, and Liz Donnelly. However, the image that finally sent me over the edge into climax was my son bending me over the bathroom sink and roughly ploughing his massive tool into my tight cunt as I begged him to fuck me hard until he filled my slut cunt with cum.
I spent Tuesday fearing my trip to Edgar's clinic the following day. I tried to phone and cancel many times, but every time I did, my vision would cloud, and I'd hear, "You will return because you must return, Katie. You need what I offer because I will set you free." And by the time that had run through my mind, I'd put down my phone and was doing some cleaning task. If I tried to push it, I'd tremble on the edge of a Flicker: image: episode and need to quickly back away.
The only other thing to note was that Kristy came home from her exam at midday and asked if she could lie and cuddle with me on my bed. I readily agreed because I loved that she still needed me. To my surprise, Kristy locked the door and disrobed before getting on the bed. I assumed that by 'cuddle', she meant have sex, and I wasn't unwilling, so I stripped too.
However, other than exchanging soft kisses with me as she absently kneaded my breast, my daughter merely lay beside me silently. Eventually, her fingers moved to my nipple, and she slowly tweaked it as it hardened in her fingers. "I'm sorry I was being a bitch yesterday, Mom," Kristy apologised. "I came to your room wanting to experiment more, only to find you having loud, raucous sex with another woman, and I was jealous. Silly of me, huh?"
My daughter's confession ignited one of my greatest fears --that my children would move from sexual desire for me to romantic love. It was why my sisters and I were forbidden from playing with each other except when Dad demanded we do. To have sex together only for his enjoyment prevented us from developing a romantic attachment to each other--something we girls can too easily do. A prevalence of women equate sex with romantic love. Because we love, we have sex. Men tend to have sex for sex's sake more often than women. Although I readily admit what I'm saying is not true for all women or all men.
All the above raced through my mind as I carefully considered my answer. In the finish, I opted for a conservative response. "Kristy, unless you're wanting me, your mother, to be your exclusive girlfriend and lover, what does it matter who I have sex with? Unless you're holding me to a higher standard than your father and expect me to remain faithful to the marriage vows he breaks most nights he's away?"
"No, of course not, Mom," Kristy said. "But wouldn't you be jealous if I brought another woman home to make love to?"
"Honey, I'd be happy and relieved if you decided to take a lover. I've considered that you may be a lesbian and feel you can't tell your father and me. If that is why you're yet to take a man to your bed, then know we will love you regardless of your sexual orientation, and bring your girlfriend home so I can meet her. All I want, my baby girl, is for you to be happy. Nothing else matters."
"I'm not a lesbian, Mother," Kristy replied acerbically. "No more than you are. I have had sex with exactly one person so far, Mom, you! No, I dream and fantasise about my first lover all the time, and he is always male. You know who I fantasise about most. It's wrong, but it's what I want. So, please, Mom. Make a decision before Dad gets home next Friday."
It was my turn to be acerbic, "And exactly how do you want me to inform your father of your wants, Kristy? Wait until he's thrusting deep inside me and casually say, 'Oh, by the way, Sean, our daughter is still a virgin because she's waiting for you to deflower her?' How well do you reckon that conversation will go? No, Kristy, I will not discuss this further with you. But hold onto this --I haven't said no. And trust me to do the right thing by our family."
Kristy had stiffened when she heard my biting response, but when I got to the end, she relaxed again and her gentle kneading and tweaking resumed. She lay cuddled to me as she breathed softly, and I wondered if she hadn't fallen asleep. But as I was about to move into a new position, Kristy asked, "What was your first time like, Mom? Dad was your first, wasn't he?"
The answer to that question depended on how I interpreted the words 'your first'. Sean was the first man to penetrate and cum inside my vagina and ass, but I'd had oral sex with my father, mother, and sisters too many times to count. However, although I'd let it slip that I'd had scissor sex with her grandmother, I'd never mentioned anything about my family of origin's proclivities to my children or their father.
Keeping those thoughts to myself, I truthfully replied, "Yes, baby. The first," and then added the lie, "and the only one."
Kissing my jaw, Kristy said, "Tell me what it was like, Mom. Was it like so many of my friends say--awkward, fumbling, horrible and painful? Or was it soft, gentle and romantic? I bet it was soft, gentle and romantic. It was, wasn't it?"
It wasn't any of the things my daughter mentioned. Sean was an accomplished cocksman well before he took me to bed for the first time. I knew of at least four girls from our year who had readily given up their hymens to him and of at least another three he had dated and, if they were to be believed, screwed. So it wasn't awkward or fumbling. Nor was it romantic. Although I'd held a crush on Sean since state school, I'd never once given him the time of day and gave him the cold shoulder if he tried to talk to me. I couldn't allow Sean to get too close because I knew how readily I'd let him trip me into bed, and I was scared of my father finding out if Sean did.
Therefore, Sean was stunned when I marched up to him on the Wednesday before my Friday birthday and emphatically told him he was taking me to dinner that Friday night and that he'd better book a motel room for the night if he wanted more than dinner.
We ate a rushed dinner because we weren't together to eat, and we both knew it. So after only a main course, we left for the motel. We were making out as soon as we were through the motel room's door. I hadn't told Sean that I was still a virgin, and I didn't want him to think I was inexperienced or a dud root, so after exchanging some heated kisses, I dropped to my knees, undid his pants, pulled them down, and swallowed his thick cock.
He was much bigger than Dad, but I didn't let that deter me from swallowing him whole. A few seconds later, I swallowed the first of many of my husband's loads I've received over the years. Sean's bigger cock fascinated me, so I continued blowing him until he orgasmed again, only this time, I took him out of my mouth and masturbated him until he came on my face.
After that, Sean picked me up and threw me on the bed before leaping after me and going down on me. When his tongue hit my hymen, he hesitated and lifted his face off me. "How can it be that you're still a virgin after giving two blowjobs as well as you did?" He disbelievingly asked. "How are you so good at giving head if you've never had sex?"



Of course, I couldn't say why I was an expert fellatrix, so I giggled and said, "Who says I've never had sex? It's only that I haven't found the right man to give my virginity to before tonight."
Sean and I did have a romantic moment then because he moved up and kissed my lips despite his semen still dripping from my face. Sean huskily said, "I'm honoured you chose me to be your first, Katie. I've lusted after you for years, but you never once gave me the time of day. Otherwise, I would have done this with you years ago."
And that was why I had kept Sean at a distance. I would have let him have me in an instant. But then Dad would have found out, I'd be grounded for life, and Sean would be fearfully looking over his shoulder lest my father followed through on his threat to kill him.
I decided my best course of action was to remain silent. It worked because instead of waiting for an answer, Sean kissed me again and went back down on me. He was good. Damned good! Of course, it may have been that Sean was the first man to have tasted me, so I had nothing but my mother's and sisters' tongues to compare.
First, Sean spread my pussy lips and tongued my entrance and slit. Next, he pulled my clit hood back and sucked on and swirled his tongue over my clit. Then he reached across my rounded tummy and tweaked my nipples. It was divine, and I swiftly climaxed.
After my orgasm, Sean moved higher, and we exchanged soft kisses until the feel of his throbbing manhood on my thigh made me push my hips and pussy up at him. Taking my hint, Sean moved between my thighs and positioned his cock against my entrance and gently pushed in until he felt my hymen's resistance. Then smiling gently at me, he asked, "You ready to become a woman, Katie?"
"Will it hurt?" I asked fearfully. Only a little, Sean honestly answered. Your hymen seems relatively thin, so I think it'll break easily. "Then make me a woman, lover, please." I pleaded.
Sean pressed forwards firmly, and my hymen put up no fight, readily parting before his rampant cock. All I felt was a sharp pinch as my future husband's cock ploughed deeply into my fresh earth. I gasped when my hymen broke, so Sean held still until he felt my hips tentatively push up at him. Three more slow press forwards and pullbacks, and Sean was buried to the hilt inside me.
Again, he held still, waiting for me to become accustomed to having him inside me. But he began thrusting into me when I lifted my knees and wrapped my legs around his hips. I'm not sure if I have words adequate to explain how his penis felt sliding inside my pussy other than to say I felt rapturous. Sean's cock seemed to glide over zillions of tiny nerve endings, all sending messages of pure pleasure and ecstasy to my brain.
I'd lost control and didn't have any clue what I was doing. All I knew was that I needed more needed, this handsome, gorgeous man inside me to, using a forbidden word, fuck me! 'Yes!' My mind screamed. 'Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!' But although I screamed that in my mind, my mouth only made mewling, gasping and panting sounds.
My hips began to rise to meet Sean's thrusts, and soon, I was using my legs to pull him into me as I drove my pussy up at his invading cock. My entire world had become a never-ending series of micro orgasms, each growing on the previous, until I felt Sean shudder and jerk, his big cock suddenly swelling and lengthening inside me. He roared as he erupted sperm into my no longer virgin pussy. His semen splashing over my cervix and coating the walls of my vagina crashed me into an extreme climax, and I screamed into his shoulder, where I was biting until I passed out.
Sean was still inside me when I came to, but my pussy spasmed and pushed his deflated penis out. Looking at me and smiling, Sean kissed my plump lips and whispered, "Welcome to womanhood, Katie Shephard. Know that I will always treasure being your first lover."
We made love several more times that night until sometime after midnight, my pussy became too sore to continue.
So, that was the story of my deflowering, but of course, with the celebrated Katie Ashley Shephard luck, I was in the nine percent that got pregnant whilst being on the pill. Katie Ashley Muggleton stats: Number of times she's had penetrative sex: 1. Number of pregnancies: 1. Batting average: 1. Lucky me, right?"
Six weeks after that lone night, I ate breakfast and immediately threw it up. Everything I put in my mouth until midday came instantly back up. By mid-afternoon, I felt okay and was able to hold down a late lunch and dinner. The cycle repeated over the next two days.
On the third day I'd vomited, my mother followed me into the bathroom and said, "If I didn't know better, Katie, I'd say you were pregnant. When I was pregnant with you and your sisters, I was like you are now precisely. I do know better, don't I, Miss Shephard?"
"I'm eighteen, Mom," I tried to growl. "I can have sex whenever and with whoever I want."
Mom shook her head, "Not if you want to continue living unmarried under this roof, Katie, you can't," she denied. "You know your father's feelings about sex before marriage."
"Yet he has sex with all of us, Mom. Isn't that a tad hypocritical?"
"Your father is teaching his daughters how to serve a sexually dominant man so you can take your place at your man's feet as you ought to be. I have served your father faithfully for twenty-five years, Katie, as my mother has done for my father for twenty-five more than that. How many of your friend's parents are divorced, Katie? Versus how many of your cousins, aunts, and uncles are? Divorce is rare in our family compared to the rest of the world, Katie. So rare as to be almost non-existent. Delinquency, alcoholism, drug addiction and law-breaking are rarer still. Can the families of any of your friends say the same?
"No, my daughter, your father's family's methods speak for themselves, and I will not have you disparage him. So, Miss Katie Ashley Shephard, I repeat, I do know better, don't I?"
Sobbing, I bitterly said, "You and Dad went away for my birthday, Mom. You forgot when it was, as you always do. On the nights of their respective eighteenth birthdays, Dad took Erica and Irene to dinner in a limousine and brought them home after a sumptuous meal. Then he took them to your marital bed and made love to them as you watched and helped, ensuring they knew they were loved and supported when they were made women.
"For the third year in a row, you forgot when my birthday was, Mom. And you and Dad took a trip to Germany. So I took things into my own hands, literally, I guess, and made love with the man I want to be my husband forever. I'm on the pill, which you know because you took me to the doctor to have them prescribed, hoping to ensure no accidents happened. So if I'm pregnant, I guess I'm just one of the lucky ones."
"We will speak no more about this, Miss Katie, until I've gotten a pregnancy test kit," my mother said haughtily. "You'd better pray that it comes back negative, Katie. Because if you're pregnant, there will be hell to pay from your father."
And, of course, we all know what happened next! However, I will categorically state that I have no complaints or regrets about how my life with Sean has turned out. And I would not change one single thing up to the time this narrative began.
The above took ages for you to read and even for me to write, but it passed through my mind in a flash.
I thought about what to tell my daughter about the night her father deflowered me but decided that a simple description of what happened and why would cover what she wanted to know.
When I finished that tale, Kristy sat up and said, "Well, that wasn't anything like I imagined, Mom! It wasn't horrid as some of my friends have described, but neither was it sweet and loving as I imagined it would be. In fact, it was almost clinical. It was like you made a conscious decision to lose your virginity to piss Poppa off, and Dad was a convenient hard cock to use to do it.
"You're right, Kristy. That's precisely why I did it. That was the first and only time I deliberately disobeyed your grandfather. However, I'd fancied your Dad since third grade, and he really was the man I wanted, still want, to be married to for the rest of my life. So, although getting pregnant by him caused much short-term angst, it turned out as romantically as you dreamed because your father has fancied me for as long as I have him."
Kristy smiled against my breast as she thought about what I'd said, but then she turned her head and suckled my nipple as she stroked and twisted the other more firmly.
My pussy instantly reacted by flooding pussy juice, but I forced my hand between her lips and my breasts and pointed out, "Your brother's home. Given he's likely to come barging in here at any time, it's probably better we don't begin something he might catch us doing."
"Spoilsport," Kristy giggled as she got up and put her clothes back on.
I woke up on Wednesday morning surprisingly calm. I ate a leisurely breakfast, tidied and dusted, and then, nearing my appointment time, dressed appropriately for a lunch date with the girls, and drove to East Brisbane in time for my appointment. Strangely, although Liz closed and locked the door and shuttered the blinds, I didn't feel nervous.
Once the blinds were closed, Liz turned and then, smiling at me, dropped her black maxi dress to the floor, revealing that she was gloriously naked underneath it. Holding her hand out, Liz smiled again and said, "Edgar's waiting for you, Katie. Shall we meet him in his office?"
Nonplussed but still serene, I took her hand and glided with her to Edgar's clinic room. When Liz opened the door, I saw the room was darkened, with only flickering candles lighting the room. I could smell incense burning and a soft undertone of potpourri.
Still strangely unfazed by the situation, I moved smoothly into the room and crossed to the couch, where I reclined on my right side, leaning on my elbow and smiling at Edgar.
"Good to see you again, Katie," Edgar said. "How have the cravings been?"
"During the day, Edgar," I almost hummed, feeling the heat rising in my pussy. "No problems at all. Even at night, I don't feel any urge to smoke. But first thing every morning, I wake up desperate for a fag."
Edgar waited for Liz to kneel before me and offer grapes and a glass of red wine. Then he said, "And did you light up, or were you able to manage the craving and abstain?"
"The first morning," I replied after absently accepting the glass and sipping. "I lit up, but then I endured a terrifying flashback of our previous session and quickly stubbed it out."
"The vision was terrifying, Katie? Or do you mean that it was terrifying that you could not stop the flashback?" Edgar asked.
"The latter, Edgar," I clarified after allowing Liz to place a peeled grape into my mouth.
"So, to ensure I have the facts correct, you're saying that in the four weeks that you have been coming to see me to cure your nicotine addiction, you have smoked half a cigarette only on two occasions and lit one up before putting stubbing it out without taking even one drag?"
"That's right, Edgar," I replied, accepting another grape.
"That's an impressive recovery, Katie. Don't you think? A tribute to my practices and your willingness to allow my suggestions to implant as deeply as they have."
Liz knelt before me, expectantly wanting a kiss, and I couldn't see why not, so I cupped her head with my palm and kissed her small, plump lips. After that kiss, I decided I liked it and kissed her again. That kiss deepened into a succulent French kiss, and the heat in my nether regions grew exponentially.
Edgar chuckled, "As much as it amuses me to see sworn enemies making passionate love, I still have to complete Katie's addiction treatment. Liz, if you don't mind, kneel back on the floor until I say you can move, please."
Liz moved apart from me, and Edgar took out his pendant and set it swinging. He intoned, "Watch the swinging pendant, Katie. You feel your body growing heavy. You're tired, so tired that you can't keep your eyes open, and listening only to my voice, you... sleep."
I drifted for an unknown time until I heard Edgar saying, "You will remain in your hypnotic trance, Katie. But you will hear and see what you and I are saying and doing. You will be able to respond verbally to any and all questions. Do you understand what I want, Katie?"
"Yes," I monotonically answered.
"Tell me about your flashbacks, Katie." I explained the various episodes I'd experienced. "Have you divined the purpose of these flashbacks yet?" Edgar asked. "I didn't realise they had a purpose," I replied. "I thought they were simply remembered events." "You disappoint me, Katie," Edgar sighed. "Now you know the flickered images serve a purpose. Can you divine their purpose?"
I thought about it and had another 'lightbulb moment'. "They show me that I am free to love and make love as I see fit, not as my father and husband have made me.
"Very good, Katie," Edgar smiled. "What else?"
"That I'm not only a submissive slut but can be a dominant Mistress, too."
"And why would I want to do that? After all, you were happy as you were, weren't you?
"I often felt melancholy, Edgar," I admitted. "Feeling like I should have done more with my life."
"And you should have, Katie," Edgar pointed out. "A straight-A student that never took even one uni subject? I'd call that a waste, wouldn't you?"
"I would," I admitted.
"Tell me why you think I wanted to change you from being solely submissive?"
"To set me free."
"Good," Edgar smiled. "What do you think of how I've set the room up today?"
"I think it feels decadently sensual, Edgar," I replied. "That and how Liz is acting has me pretty turned on."
"Do you think you should do something about that?" He asked.
"What do you think I should do?" I questioned.
"That is up to you, Katie," Edgar grinned. "Do you wish to submit to Ms Donnelly again?" He placed some handcuffs and a knee-spreader bar on his desk. "Or would you like to take the dominant role and fuck her with this?" He put a strap-on harness beside the other items. The harness' 'cock' had to be at least a thick eight inches long.
Standing, I shed my clothes and picked up the harness. Stepping into the straps, I eased the shorter double end into my squelchingly hot pussy and did up the straps to hold it tightly in place.
"Liz has been anticipating this event since I told her it was a possibility on Monday, Katie," Edgar assured me. "Like you, Liz is mostly submissive but can readily switch to dominance when the need arises. She's almost literally dripping pussy juices because she's wanted you to do this to her since you first came to the clinic. Therefore, there's no need for you to be gentle, Katie. Hold your big cock in your hand, shove it in this slut's cunt, and make her yours."
"Kneel on the couch, slut," I demanded of Liz. "Spread your knees as wide as possible and prepare to receive your Mistress' cock."
However, even as tall as I am and with Liz kneeling, I couldn't reach her dripping pussy with my 'cock'. I growled at her to kneel on the floor with her overly generous watermelon breasts resting on the couch. Then grateful for the many squats Patrick has made me do, I bent my knees, positioned my 'cock' at her entrance and pushed its glans inside her. Moving my hands to her hips, I snarled, "Take this, slut!" and pulled her pussy back towards me as I ripped my hips forward, viciously shoving my 'big cock' into her soaking pussy.
"Oomph," Liz grunted as my pelvis hit her toned ass. I pulled all but the glans out of her slippery pu... "cunt", I told myself firmly. I pulled all but the glans out of her slippery cunt, smacked her ass and jammed back in again. "Oomph," Liz grunted as my pelvis slammed against her. Then, "Oomph! Oomph! Oomph!" Each 'oomph' was interspersed with a loud smack as I alternated stinging slaps on either side of her bottom.
Hearing Liz panting, moaning and groaning as I pounded her wet cunt had me hotter than a metre from Hades' furnaces. The best part was that every time I slammed into her, the double end of my 'cock' was forced deep into my pussy, and the crown that prevented it from entering me too far instead of pushing into Liz, pressed deliciously against my clitoris. Then, as I pulled out of Liz's grasping cunt, the end inside me slid back, too, creating a seductive, sensual feeling of being fucked as I fucked Liz.
"Gawd, yes, Mistress Katie Slut, fuck this whore like the piece of cunt meat she is," Liz implored.
The strange juxtaposition of Mistress and Slut sent contradicting, swirling signals to my already overloaded synapses, and I screamed as I orgasmed. At the same time, I fucked Liz's hot, tight cunt harder and smacked her tight buns viciously, and her climax scream competed with mine for vocal ascendency.
After Liz stopped bucking under my thrusting cock, I staggered around her and collapsed on the couch. Liz stayed bent over the couch, idly playing with her now gaping pussy as she stared at me, smiling. "I knew you could do it, Katie. I knew you had it in you to be a true switch. You can now be what your lover needs you to be instead of always submitting to their whims. Practice your domination, Katie. Use it whenever you can, and you'll find your life is so much fuller and richer, and maybe you can begin using your intelligence instead of being a rich man's flutter piece.
Liz moved and helped me out of the harness, and then she pulled my hips to the edge of the couch and pushed my knees apart. Leaning forward, she lapped at my flooding pussy and flicked my clit with her tongue. I experienced another petite orgasm before I heard Edgar's commanding voice say, "And, sleep, Katie." and I drifted away.
I awoke to see Edgar and Liz casually chatting while waiting for me to arise from my trance. Feeling calm and proud of myself, I walked across to Liz, kissed her surprised lips and said, "Thank you for my second orgasm, honey. If you'd like to play away from your work, give me a call because I'd like to explore dominating you more."
I put my hand out towards Edgar, "Edgar, your methods will put you in jail, but I will admit that they have done wondrous things for me. I will call you if my nicotine cravings return, but for now, even your planted suggestions in my psyche will not make me return unless I decide to."
Edgar smiled and replied, "I told you from the beginning, Katie, that I could not 'make' you do anything you did not want to do. You returned because you needed what my secretary and I could do for you, and you knew it. Go with my blessing, and if there's anything else I can help you with, please don't hesitate to call. And don't forget to give me a five-star rating on Google!"
Casually putting my dress on, I walked out to my car and went home.
The rest of the day was uneventful, although I did corner Johnny and ask what had him so excited a couple of days ago that he barged into my room without knocking and caught me with Juana.
He told me that the meeting with The Lions coaching staff had gone well, but they thought his future lay in developing his ruck skills and only going forward to rest. Which meant he had to bulk up and improve his aerial work to be better under the high ball. When Johnny asked, the coaches said they were prepared to put as much work in with him as he was prepared to put into himself. So, with a clear path forward, my son felt his chances of being re-signed at the season's end had improved markedly.
That made my son happy, which, of course, made me happy.
Thursday and Friday passed uneventfully. Kristy and I remained discreet and hadn't experimented further. But after visiting Edgar's clinic for my final appointment, I wanted to experiment with a few things. First, I wanted to get Juana over again and practice playing Mistress. Then I needed to decide if I would finally seduce my best friend, Cath. And if I would, how would I do it, and what things did I want her to experience?



Thinking about what I wanted to do with those two women, once again, had me worried that I was turning into a 'big old dyke' as my daughter had so grossly described it, so I was determined to let my son take me the first time he showed an interest. Unfortunately, he seemed more interested in playing with Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine than me. Not that I could blame him. Three nubile teenagers, all willing to have sex together as well as with him --who wouldn't prefer that over one-on-one sex with his aging mother?
Saturday came, and surprisingly, Kristy asked if she could go with me to watch her brother play. I asked her why because she rarely attended his games any more. She explained that she wanted to support him in his fight to remain a listed Lions player.
Dressing warmly, we headed to Southport (another team called The Sharks) to watch Johnny play. The Lions won again, but although I thought he played better than he did against Redlands, my son was still mostly ineffectual in the ruck, and when playing up forward, Johnny missed all three set shots he had for goal. Two of them missed everything, resulting in no score.
Trying to maintain a confident demeanour, I waited for my son to exit the changeroom. Unfortunately, Johnny realised he hadn't done anything to improve his chances of remaining listed and seemed despondent.
Not knowing how to cheer him up or what to say to make him feel better, I tried a hoary cliché, "Buck up, boyo," I chirped. "There's always next week's game!"
"Not if I keep playing like crap, there won't be," Johnny said discouragedly. "Maybe I should give it up and concentrate on my photography."
With my eyes flashing, I took my son's hand and made him face me. Then I snarled, "Thomas Peter Muggleton, you will quit this whining, self-piteous snivelling immediately! Or so help me, I will put you over my knee right now and whale the tar out of your backside. You are not a quitter! And you will not even consider a career change until you have done all you can do to be re-signed. You have dreamed of being an AFL player since you first began playing at only five years old, and I will not let you walk away without even a fight!
"You've had a recent growth spurt, and it's taking your body time to grow the extra muscle you need for proper coordination. Plus, you're playing an entirely new position, and that takes time to adjust to. So, lift your head and look to the skies, not at the ground ten centimetres ahead of you. Dream big, plan well, train, practice, and try hard, and you never know what might happen!"
I don't know who was more shocked by my vehement public chastisement of my son --Johnny, Kristy or myself. But I did notice Johnny's coach smiling and giving me a thumbs up as he walked past my son's back.
Johnny stared at me for what seemed like a long time as Kristy held her breath, waiting for her brother to explode. Then he looked bashfully at the ground, and a little smile played over his lips. "You know, Mom? You're pretty hot when you're all fired up!"
Well, how on earth was I supposed to respond to that? I didn't. Instead, I huffed, then asked, "Are you coming home tonight?"
Johnny grinned and said, "Nah. I've got a hot date in bubbling water with Gina and friends."
Of course, I wouldn't mind that date, too, so I couldn't blame him for choosing that over coming home. But I couldn't resist pretending to be disappointed he wouldn't be home, so I tartly said, "Well, if your girlfriend and her loose friends mean more to you than your family, go right ahead and stay away."
I think Johnny believed I was serious for a second, but then he saw the tease in my eyes and grinned, "Aww, Mom. You just want to be next to naked with Charmaine and Jennifer again, and you're jealous!"
Scandalised, Kristy said, "What do you mean 'next to naked'? And who the heck are Charmaine and Jennifer? And when did this 'naked with' event happen?"
"No one who matters, and never you mind!" I said primly, snugging my coat tightly around me. "Kristy, are we going to stand here in the cold all day, or are we going home?"
On the way home, my mind kept supplying me with salacious images of Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine and some of the things I'd done in and around Gina's parent's hot tub, and I became almost unbearably aroused. Then, as we got about halfway home, I spotted a new adult store in the shopping complex we were passing. On an impulse, I turned around and parked outside the venue.
Kristy looked at me, mystified and asked, "Mom? What are we doing?"
"I've never been inside an adult store before, have you?" Kristy shook her head. "Let's go and have a look then," I suggested enthusiastically.
My latest episode with Liz Donnelly gave me some ideas about what I wanted to do with Juana and perhaps Cath when I saw them next.
"It's a sex store!" Kristy hissed. "Do you really want to go in there?"
"Yeah. Why not?" I giggled, getting out of the car.
Kristy hesitatingly followed me, so when she got close, I took her hand and dragged her after me into the store. Entering, I saw the counter to our right and instantly recognised the hefty Asian girl with the enormous bosom behind it.
"Betty!" I gasped.
"Oh, hello, it's you," Betty inanely said as she blushed embarrassedly.
Kristy tugged on my hand, dragged me away from the counter, and suspiciously asked, "How do you know that fat girl?"
"We were chatting at the station when we were both waiting for a train," I replied before remembering that Kristy didn't know anything about my night with Frank at the sex club.
"When did you ever last catch a train?" Kristy wonderingly asked. "You've always said you never get on public transport because you get groped every time you do."
"Let's not worry about that at the moment," I said, trying to put Kristy off her enquiries.
Looking around and seeing that we stood in the sexy lingerie section, Kristy agreed, but her intonation meant I'd be grilled further about it when we got home.
Picking up a bra and panty set, Kristy pointed out the gap for a woman's nipples and that it was crotchless. Scandalised, she said, "Why would anyone wear something like this?"
Feeling naughty and wanting to tease her, I giggled, "To titillate their father."
Kristy looked at me, shocked, then realising I was teasing, she giggled and replied, "I don't know if it would titillate him or shock him into a heart attack!"
Blushing and wondering if I was committing to too much, I whispered, "There's a really nice lacy pink one right there next to the one you're touching. Why don't you take it and try it on? If it fits, I'll buy it for you."
Scandalised, Kristy blushed deeper than me and whispered back, "I couldn't wear something like that!"
"Okay, I will then," I replied in my normal voice, picking out the one further back with a bigger cup size.
"No, you don't," my daughter hissed, snatching the set out of my hand and putting it back. "If you pay for it, I'll have this."
Deciding I'd already committed myself to letting her wear it before her father, I took the bigger cupped set off the rack again. "Maybe we could both wear one for your father to see."
"Oh, wow, Mom! That would be so hot," Kristy breathlessly said. "So you've decided to help me seduce Dad?"
I grinned, "No. I've decided to let you titillate him by wearing nipple-less and crotchless underwear where he can see."
"You're so mean," Kristy huffed before taking my hand and dragging me across to Betty. "I'd like to try these on," she stated. "And how do you know my mother?"
Glancing quickly at me, Betty blushed and replied, "We were waiting for the same train and got to talking, that's all."
"That's no reason for you to be embarrassed about Mom seeing you again," my daughter said shrewdly. "Something else happened. I know it. What was it? Why was Mom even at the station? She never uses public transport."
Betty gathered her courage, folded her arms under her ample bosom, and, as much as a shorter woman can stare haughtily down at a taller one, stated, "I have no idea why your mother was at the station. Nor could I care less. But she was there when I was, and whilst we were there, we chatted. Now the changeroom is there on the left. Please leave your underwear on when trying the garment."
Glaring at us both, Kristy stomped to the changeroom, snatched the door open and stepped inside. I looked at Betty, shrugged, mouthed, 'Teenagers,' and walked to where my daughter was.
Opening the door a sliver, I peeked in to see Kristy had ignored Betty's instruction to keep her underwear on and was naked. Marvelling at my daughter's lusciously curvy figure as she put the garments on, I fought against that familiar tingle and tried to remain calm. But when Kristy turned to face me, and I saw her puffy taupe-coloured nipples and her thick clitoris playing peek-a-boo through her bra and panty set, the tingle skipped immediately to wet heat in my pussy.
Looking over my shoulder, I saw that Betty was involved in talking to a couple about various vibrators and dildos and slipped inside the changeroom. Pressing my body against Kristy's nearly naked one, I kissed her wide, pouting lips and found her thick clit with my fingers. Then, letting my fingers slide along her pussy lips, I swirled them around her entrance as I thumbed her love button.
Kristy froze as my fingers slid onto her pussy, but when she felt my thumb on her clit, she moaned into my mouth and lifted her hips to meet my descending fingers. Working swiftly to bring my daughter to a climax, I touched my tongue to the corner of her mouth and lightly brushed across her lips. Simultaneously, I took her exposed nipple between my thumb and forefinger and squeezed and twisted it firmly before pulling it away from her body.
"Ohhh, Gawd, Mom," my daughter moaned as a gentle orgasm caused her to shudder on my fingers.
Bringing her fingers to my mouth to savour her warm, sticky essence, I smelt them and then licked them clean. Then kissing Kristy briefly again, I slipped back out the door. Betty was still chatting with the couple, explaining the benefits of this vibrator over that, so I crept closer to listen.
As I listened, I learned that the guy was submissive to the woman and wanted her to peg him. I wasn't sure what that was, but from what Betty described and the things she held up, I figured out that being pegged was when the woman fucked the guy in the ass with a strap-on. I wanted to purchase a strap-on to use on Juana and perhaps my friend Cath. It was the primary reason I'd ducked into here on our way home. So, I listened intently as Betty explained each harness type's benefits and associated problems.
The couple eventually decided on two separate things, a Fetish Fantasy deluxe vibrating double penetration strap-on dildo with a black harness and a We-Vibe Touch X clitoral stimulator. I mentally noted the items because I thought they'd suit my needs, too. The clitoral stimulator was worn under the harness to provide simultaneous clit stimulation to the strap-on's G-spot vibrating double end.
Kristy found me wandering through the X-rated DVD section, idly looking at the movies. As I browsed, I briefly wondered what my life would have been like if I'd taken the modelling agent's advice and become a porn movie actress. Of course, the first thing that would have happened would be my father disowning me as soon as he discovered what I was. However, looking at the covers, I thought I was better looking than any of the featured models, and my lush assets were naturally bigger and better than most of the augmented ones on display.
"What's behind there, do you think?" Kristy asked as she pointed to a curtained-off area and added her bra and panty set to the one I held.
"Behind the curtain are our movie rooms, Ladies," Betty said, having completed the couple's sale. Movie rooms? I wonderingly asked. 'Yes," Betty replied. "You can hire a room with a widescreen TV and numerous preloaded porn videos to watch. Then using the remote, you can select the movie you want to see, put the appropriate amount of money in the slot, and relax on the couch as you view your selection."
"How much does it cost?" Kristy asked.
"To hire the room for twenty minutes, about all the average patron can last," Betty said disparagingly. "It's fifteen dollars, plus whatever the amount for the movie. Usually, it's around six or seven dollars for a fifteen to twenty-minute video."
Kristy pulled me aside and whispered, "Why don't we rent a room? I'm as hot as after what you did earlier, and it'll be fun to do something naughty in one of the rooms!"
Thinking what Kristy suggested sounded like fun, I readily agreed, purchased some tokens for the movie player, and rented a room for the full twenty minutes. When we pulled aside the curtain, two okay-looking men were talking desultorily in the hall, lamenting the lack of action that day.
Until we walked through the curtain and heard the men talking, I hadn't realised that this was a sex-on-premises business as well as an adult store. I was vaguely aware that such premises existed but had no idea how they worked. But it seemed that on these premises, sexual activity between patrons was not only permitted but, in the area behind the curtain, actively encouraged. At the end of the hall were stairs leading to the second floor, with a spa, hot tub and rooms that could be used for sexual encounters.
At the bottom of the stairs, a guy manned a table and collected the nominal fee to use the upstairs area. He also handed out towels and condoms, and lube to all who asked. It was when I saw the lube that I realised that many bisexual and gay guys used this place.
The men in the hallway parted to let us through, then turned to watch as we chose a room. For some unknown reason, Kristy selected the middle room with booths on either side. When we opened the door, the men split. One entered the room to our left and the other to the right.
Locking the door, I looked around. A strong antiseptic cleaner smell that almost covered the stink of stale cum filled the room. My nose wrinkled as I inhaled the scent, and I thought, 'Ain't no way I'm ever coming back in here!' Deciding we didn't dare sit on the vinyl couch, I opened the door and retrieved two towels from the man at the table.
Spreading those out on the sofa's seat, I sat next to the slot for the movie player and picked up the remote. After turning the TV on, I scrolled through the available clips. My daughter became fascinated by a clip showing a bisexual male pair coupled with a huge-titted black girl and asked if we could start with that one. Reading the instructions, I saw that I only needed to insert two tokens to get the movie rolling. Then, if I didn't like it, the time I'd purchased with the tokens rolled over to the following selection.
It seemed we weren't purchasing the movie but time instead. I inserted two coins which gave us about five minutes, and started the clip. It began with the guys getting it on together as the black woman watched and masturbated. As the guys switched to a 69, the woman inserted the largest dildo I'd ever seen into her pussy.
Kristy was watching the TV intently, but I spotted movement to our right. Staring at the corner, I blinked, not believing my eyes. A long, thick, semi-erect cock poked through a hole cut in the wall. As I watched, it was removed, and I could vaguely see movement on the other side of the wall through the hole. When the cock re-entered the room, it was close to full mast.
Fascinated, I watched the massive cock slowly deflate. Whoever it was attached to pulled back, and I saw the vague movement again before the now erect cock slid back through the hole into the room.
Looking at me curiously, Kristy turned her head to look at where I stared. Her look coincided with a period where the cock wasn't visible. But when she opened her mouth to ask what I looked at, the hugely erect cock returned through the hole.
"Oh!" Kristy exclaimed. "What the?"
The movie forgotten, we both watched as the penis slowly wilted to half-mast again. I looked at my daughter, who shrugged. We gazed toward the hole and saw the cock presented erect again. I wanted to see more, so I slid off the sofa and moved to the corner. Before I got there, the cock disappeared. Wanting to know what was happening, I knelt in the corner. When the cock next pushed through the hole, I grasped it.
"Mom!" Kristy gasped. "What are you doing?"
"Holding some guy's cock," I absently replied, fascinated by the enormous girth and length of the cock I held in my delicate hand.
"I can see that!" My daughter snootily exclaimed. "I mean, why are you holding that cock?" 'It's huge!' I stated. 'Bigger than your father's or brother's.' Unwittingly revealing that I'd seen her brother's cock recently. Then I dreamily added, 'I'm going to taste it.'
Turning my head, I opened my mouth and formed my lips into a perfect 'O' before wrapping them around the cock's head and lashing its eye with my tongue. I was rewarded with a deep, guttural groan from the other side of the wall. Pleased, I worked my mouth down the enormous shaft until my lips hit my grasping hand. Leaving my lips there, I pumped the man's shaft as I swirled my tongue around and over it as best I could, given how little room was left in my mouth.
"Gawd, Mom!" Kristy moaned from beside me. "You are being so naughty and slutty!"
I didn't notice at the time, but that word, although I still liked it when it referred to me, no longer demanded an orgasmic response.
Looking at my daughter around the cock in my mouth, I let it out and said, "Would you like a taste?" and pointed its head towards her.
Kristy hesitantly knelt beside me and kissed the cock's tip before taking it into her mouth. Leaning back, she said, "Different taste to Dad's, but still nice." and sucked it back into her mouth.
Kristy's hand surrounded mine, so I let the enormous cock go and looked around. In the opposite corner, I spotted another cock pushed through a rectangular slot. It was much smaller than the one I'd given up to my daughter but still impressive.
Not bothering to stand, I knee-walked across the small room and took the cock in my hand. My grasping of the cock was greeted with a low groan which pleased me, so I wrapped my lips around it and sucked until my forehead hit the wall. Although the cock I held in my mouth was smaller than the one I'd given up to my daughter, it was still long enough for me to have to swallow swiftly to prevent retching as it hit and ran across my gag reflex.
After bobbing up and down on it a few times, I released it from my mouth and said to Kristy, "Try this one on for size, honey. I think you'll find it's easier to suck."
"Sure, Mom," my daughter responded. "This one's hurting my jaw."
It would hurt my jaw, too. But I was sure that I could bring it to fruition quickly. Besides, the precum oozing from its eye was delicious, and I was keen to taste its seed.
Kristy and I swapped over, and I was soon pumping the first cock's enormous shaft as I slashed my tongue around its glans and across its long, wide eye.
"I'm cumming!" The man behind the hole warned.
Receiving a mouthful of delicious semen was the whole point of sucking the cock before me, so I gripped and pumped harder as I sucked as if I were trying to suck a golf ball through a garden hose.
"Gawd!" The man groaned as his cock lengthened, thickened and spat its delicious juices into my voraciously sucking mouth.
From behind me, I heard a man groan, "Fuck, bitch, you're a talented cock sucker!" and presumed my daughter had brought her cock to fruition, too.
Wiping the cum from our lips, Kristy and I turned, looked at each other, and giggled guiltily. "We'd better complete our purchases and get out of here!" I stated firmly. "Only you and I need to know about this," I added as embarrassment flushed my cheeks.



"Lawd, Mom," Kristy said, blushing as deeply as I, "Like I want anyone to know that I happily sucked off a complete stranger through a glory hole!"
Pointing at the now empty circular slots, I innocently asked, "Is that what they are?"
Laughing, my daughter responded, "You know, Mom? Sometimes I wonder about your apparent naivety. But then you say something like that, and I realize you truly are an innocent."
The two guys that had been in the rooms were standing in the hall on either side of our room's door when we exited. I tried to push past the one to the left to return to the store, but he wouldn't budge. "Excuse me," I asked, but he still wouldn't move. "Excuse me," I said louder and tried to push past, but he held his ground and said, "You give good head, but what about your pussies? Are they as nice to be in as your slut mouths? I bet they are, and me and Stan here are going to find out!" Then he tried to push me back into the room.
"Mom!" My daughter yelped from behind me. I turned to see her desperately slapping Stan's groping hands away from her ass.
I shudder to think what might have happened before my last session with Edgar and Liz, or even if I'd been alone, especially with the man using the 's' word. However, when I saw Stan trying to grope my daughter, I saw red. Using what my father had made us practice over and over, I hit the man accosting me in his solar plexus with my palm's heel. Then I turned and, with the same hand held rigidly flat, chopped Stan in the throat. Kristy followed that by kneeing him in the balls, and he went down clutching them and groaning.
I turned back toward my assaulter and saw Betty holding the curtain back. "That does it, Stan, Eric," she snarled. "Get the fuck out of my store. With you two fucking arseholes doing this shit, it's no wonder our female patrons never return. Get out, and if I ever see your sorry asses in here again, I'm calling the cops! Get out, get out now, and I really mean, get the fuck out, right this second!"
Mumbling something about ungrateful sluts, Eric helped the still whimpering Stan to his feet, and the two stumbled past Betty and out into the store.
Frowning worriedly at how we'd react, Betty asked, "You two okay? They didn't molest or rape you or anything? Unfortunately, I forgot they were down here. Usually, they're up the top bumming each other and whoever else will let them do it. Otherwise, I would have warned you."
Before I could frame my response, Kristy, giggling nervously, burst out, "We gave them a blowjob each, and they wanted more. But Mom took care of that quick smart."
I knew it was only the adrenaline rush from our near assault speaking, but I still winced at my daughter blurting out we'd given two strangers blowjobs. Nobody but us and, I guess, Stan and Eric needed to know about that!
"I'm glad someone finally took those two arseholes to task," Betty stated emphatically. "The others they've tried it with all ran away without putting in a complaint. I don't think they ever got a woman to follow through and fuck them, but they never stop trying."
Betty moved aside so we get enter the store. I guess she thought we'd leave immediately, so she was a little slow to follow me back to the vibrator section. Blushing embarrassedly, I indicated the two items I wanted. The same ones the earlier couple bought. Kristy stared at me goggle-eyed but blessedly remained silent as I listened to Betty's suggestions and bought two more dildos of varying lengths and widths to use in the harness as well as some lube and cleaner.
Paying for my bounty, I said goodbye to Betty and walked to my car. I went to put the shopping bag in the backseat, but Kristy grabbed it and wouldn't give it up. Shrugging, I started the car and drove us home.
Kristy remained silent until we got home and went up to my room. Then sitting cross-legged on my bed, she dumped the bag's contents out. Separating the harness and its two extra 'cocks' from the rest, she put them aside and gestured at them, "I get what these are for, Mom," she said. "But who are you going to use them on? It's not me, as I'm still a virgin. I doubt Dad will let you use it on him, so who? Johnny says you were 'entertaining' a female friend when he came home the other day. Are you planning on screwing her with this?" She held the strap-on up.
When I didn't respond, she held the clitoral stimulator up and said, "I know what the other is, but what the heck is this? What does it do?"
Giggling, I said, "Here, I'll show you." I put the batteries in the remote, then told Kristy to strip to her underwear. She did, and I slid the vibrator inside then and positioned it over her entrance, slit and clit and then snugged her panties into place. Picking up the stimulator's remote, I turned it to its lowest setting and switched it on.
Kristy's hands flew to her full C-cups, and she pinched her nipples, "Oh!" She yipped as the vibrator sent low-grade pulses of pleasure onto her clit and into her pussy. Turning the stimulator higher caused my daughter to climb onto the bed and lie back with her knees up and spread. "Ohhh," she sighed as she kneaded and tweaked her lusciously big breasts.
A few more notches higher, and Kristy moaned continuously as her hips undulated up at the vibrations as if to meet her lover's thrusting cock. "That feels so good, Mom," my daughter sighed as I ramped the vibrator's intensity even higher.
I watched my daughter's writhing body until I could stand my arousal no more. Then, dropping my maxi dress to the floor, all that I wore, I climbed between her shapely legs and leaned forward to rest on my hand. Resting on the arm I'd placed beside her shoulder, I kissed Kristy's lushly pouting, flushed lips. Her mouth opened, and she softly moaned as she accepted my probing tongue inside.
Pushing my daughter's hand off her left nipple, I took ownership and insistently tweaked, twisted and pulled it as I French kissed her. Then feeling her arousal swiftly peaking, I moved, kissing down my daughter's softly curved tummy until I reached her panties.
Taking her panties elastic between my teeth, I pulled them down. Kristy felt what I was doing, helped me take her thong off, and then tossed it aside. I peeled the clit stimulator off my daughter's soaking pussy and gazed upon her dark-pink flushed vulva, and marvelled, 'Katie Ashley Muggleton, you are heading into no-no land. You're going down on your daughter!'
Smiling at Kristy, I waited until she imploringly reached her hand towards me and begged, "Please, Mom. Please!"
Moving slowly and deliberately, I arched my lusciously curved bottom into the air and lowered my mouth onto my daughter's --'Cunt!' My mind reminded me --cunt and kissed her labia.
"Oh, Gawd, Mom," she moaned as her hands found my beautiful head and tried to guide me onto her clit.
Ignoring her, I kissed along her pussy lips before lapping at her entrance, delighting in the sweet nectar pooling there. My daughter smelt sweet, fresh and a tad musky as her reinvigorated arousal swamped the older fluids from our earlier adventures.
Feeling under her perineum, I daringly found my daughter's tiny rosebud as I kissed and licked along her labia and onto her love button. Kristy bucked as I sucked her clit into my voracious mouth, and her thighs clamped shut around my ears.
Revelling in the new sensation of tonguing my daughter's cunt, and made deaf by her clamped thighs, I didn't hear my bedroom door open and close. The first I knew someone had joined us was when I felt strong hands on my hips, and a rampantly erect cock gliding into my soppingly wet and tight cunt.
Seeing her brother ploughing my willing furrow open, Kristy squeaked, but when I swirled my tongue over and around her thick clitoris, she accepted his presence, closed her eyes, groaned with pleasure, and orgasmed on my tongue.
As I gently kissed my daughter's now sensitive clit, waiting for her peak to settle so I could begin driving her to a new one, I concentrated on the delightful sensation of my son thrusting into my tiny, sweet pussy. All too soon for me to cum, I felt his big cock expand in my tight pussy and my slippery insides being coated with his spend.
The exquisite sensation of his semen squirting onto my cervix was enough to topple me into a minor orgasm, but I was left unrequited. Fortunately, with the vigour of youth, Johnny only softened briefly before I felt his huge cock stiffen inside me again. Pushing me flat on his sister, my son rested on his hands and began vigorously fucking me.
Kristy kept her eyes closed, but she lifted her knees and wrapped her legs around my mid-back under my armpits and ground her pussy up at my firm breasts. Shifting under Johnny's weight, I pushed back so I could grasp my breast and squeeze it. Then, using the increased hardness squeezing my breast tight gave me, I rubbed my nipple over my daughter's clit.
Kristy swiftly peaked again, and she lifted into a half-crunch and watched her brother ploughing my divine furrow with her eyes wide.
Johnny was close again, and I was almost there, but I couldn't quite make the leap into orgasmic bliss. Kristy smiled as I panted and mewled, then clasped my nipple and squeezed it before saying, "Cum for us, our sexy little Mommie slut!"
My orgasmic scream blasted Johnny into his climax, and he filled my tight cunt with his squirming sperm.
Exhausted, I collapsed onto my daughter. She lay under me, stroking my hair and face, telling me it would be okay. But I fell asleep wondering how the heck I was supposed to look at my children in the eyes, knowing that I'd let them both have me simultaneously, and they knew the other had bedded me.

The End of Part 5.

Chapter 6: Cath's Birthday Party coming next.
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie.


Chapter 6. Kath's Birthday Party.

Katie Muggleton at your service, everybody. Welcome to my further adventures. If you remember, we parted immediately after I'd fallen asleep after making love with my two kids simultaneously. But how did I get to that point? Well, after my third and final appointment with the hypnotherapist Edgar Fontaine, I discovered that although I'd been sexually submissive all my adult life, I was more of a switch than solely submissive.
Deciding I wanted to explore my dominant side further, I took my daughter, Kristy, to a sex store. After some adventures there, I bought some items to help with my exploration. After testing one of the toys I'd bought on my daughter, I'd gone down on her. As I tongued her pussy, her imminent orgasm made her clamp her thighs tightly around my ears, and I didn't hear my son, Johnny, enter the room.
Taking advantage of my vulnerable position, my son ploughed his long, beautifully thick cock into my soppingly wet pussy. Of course, doing either of these things individually with my son and daughter was fine, but to let them both have me simultaneously? Well, I guess I'm deserving of the title I proudly wear --Slut Mommie!
Shall we see what happened next?
I wasn't aware of what happened after falling asleep, but I woke in the morning, lying on my side, with my son's deliciously erect cock sliding back into my cum messy pussy. Stretching, I reached back and cupped my son's head as I turned my head for a kiss. But before I could kiss him, my daughter pressed her luscious body against me and locked her lips to mine.
"Morning, our delicious little Mommie slut," my children chorused as they stroked my body and fanned my arousal.
Figuring the cat was out of the bag, I kissed Kristy fervently and then turned my head to kiss Johnny. As I kissed him, Johnny's big hand curled across my curved tummy, over my waxed bare mound and onto my love button. Simultaneously, my daughter slid lower and cupped my left breast before softly running her tongue over my turgid nipple.
Enjoying the twin sensations immensely, I lifted my bent left knee to expose my soaking pussy to Johnny's deft ministrations. My daughter took my spread legs as an invitation and slowly kissed down my stomach until her lips touched where Johnny's hand stroked.
Taking the hint, my son moved his hand to my breast, and Kristy's lips slid onto my big clit. With my head turned to kiss my son as a mother should never kiss her son, I felt my daughter's gifted tongue on an area a daughter should never touch on her mother, let alone kiss and tongue. The decadence and debauchery of these immoral acts excited me, and I swiftly climbed to my sexual crest, ready to fling myself off orgasm's peak.
Then my son moaned, "Kristy's licking my balls, Mom. My cock is buried deep in your slutty Mommie cunt, and your equally slutty daughter is licking my shaft and balls as I fuck you. What do you think about that, Mom? Do you think I should fuck her next?"
"No!" I denied, but that depraved image blasted me off my climax's launch pad, and I squealed into my son's mouth as my pussy gushed fluids over his big balls and onto my daughter's lips.
Barely holding onto consciousness, I despairingly watched my son roll his sister over and slide between her obscenely spread but shapely thighs. However, when Johnny moved to cover her body with his, Kristy yelled, "No! If you go down on me, I'll suck you off, but I'm not giving you my virginity! That privilege belongs to another!"
Fortunately, as the gentleman he is, my son accepted his sister's refusal and moved lower to service her orally. Settling over her pussy, he looked up, smiled, and said, "Sorry, Kristy. I didn't know you were still a virgin. I would never have tried to make love to you if I did. I only wish I could be the lucky guy you give it up to!" Then he lowered his mouth onto her succulent... cunt, I told myself firmly.
'Katie Ashley Muggleton,' I chided myself. 'Your morality is ridiculous! You'll happily have incestuous sex with your children simultaneously but won't use a swear word to describe their genitals? You are messed up, girl!'
Messed up or not, I masturbated as I watched my son bring my daughter off with his hands and tongue, always being careful not to break her hymen accidentally. Then I lay beside her as we shared her brother's cock back and forth until we knelt submissively on the floor beside my bed so he could cum over our faces.
Finally, Kristy and I 69'd with me on top so my son could fuck my willing cunt as his sister and mother tongued each other's pussy.
We shared a last orgasm when Johnny's seed splashing onto my cervix precipitated my orgasm, causing me to scream in ecstasy. My scream blasted hot air over Kristy's clit, and her scream would have been as loud as mine, except it was muffled by her lips on my cunt.
It was a tight squeeze, but we managed to shower together. Kristy said her clit was too sensitive to stand any more attention, so Johnny and I brought each other to soft climaxes, and then he headed into his club to work with the coaches to improve his ruck skills. Kristy left to join her study group, leaving me home alone.
I hadn't vacuumed or mopped this week yet, so I had a productive day, ensuring my home was spotless from top to tail. Of course, cleaning doesn't require much thought, so I could contemplate the last few day's events. The revelation that Edgar had taken it upon himself to free me from my solely submissive nature despite only being requested to help me stop smoking had me confused and wondering if that was his true intention.
Then I needed to work out why I'd stopped orgasming instantly when someone called me a slut. But before that, I needed to understand why Edgar's implanted order to orgasmically respond when someone used that name worked to start with. After all, he had categorically proven that he could not make me do anything unless I was willing to do it.
'Did I want to be a slut?' I wondered. 'Was that implanted suggestion merely my excuse to do what I'd always wanted to do and fuck anyone I felt like fucking?'
More despairingly, I wondered why most of my extramarital lovers were women. If I wanted nothing more than to be a slut, then why was I picking only women to take between my shapely thighs? Was I rationalising that my husband wouldn't freak out if he discovered me bedding women, but would he would if it were a man? Or was it because, as my children feared, I was turning into a 'big old dyke'?
'In thought, I tittered, 'There is no way I'm ever wearing 'comfortable shoes' when I go out! So maybe not!'
I didn't come to any final conclusions but realised I had secretly resented my husband's continual absences. Resented the many nights I'd slept alone, sexually frustrated, with only my trusty right hand for relief. Despised that I had to endure his continual fucking around. Despised having to know he fucked his secretary non-stop on every trip and that she spent more nights sleeping in his arms than I did.
"I bet she's trying to get pregnant by him,' I mused. Then giggled when I realised she'd been unsuccessful, which had to have irritated her endlessly.
Sean would be back on Wednesday, and despite my musing and resentments, I missed and loved him. Despite his behaviour and regular aloofness when he was home, he was still the man I wanted to spend my life with. It was just that I wanted to see more of him. I wanted him home to fuck me and take me to task when I erred. I needed his firm hand on my shapely ass when correction was required because it let me know he cared for me enough to take the time to do it.
The one conclusion I reached was that my behaviour was spiralling out of control because his firm hand wasn't on my rudder to direct and correct my course. My earlier musing that if my husband remained mostly absent due to his work commitments, I needed a Master or Mistress to control my behaviour seemed even more accurate than I thought.
But, of course, what did all of that mean to my burgeoning ability to own and dominate others? If I wanted to submit, how could I dominate? Why did I want a firm hand to guide my life if I needed to be dominant? The answer lay in the paradox of a true switch, and the bottom line was that I needed both.
I examined the lovers in my life, starting with my gravest error, Frank Pritchard. When Frank found me urinating, if I'd had the skills I developed from Edgar's teachings, I have no doubt I would have avoided his trap. However, that would have meant I wouldn't have had my experiences at La Châteaux du Plaisir Tortueux. Experiences that, despite my fear of being recognised, I enjoyed immensely.
The others, however, Siobhan, Caoimhe, and Juana, the guy I blew in the adult store, were all revenge fucks because my husband continually abandoned me to travel with and fuck his secretary, Amanda. Liz was part of learning how to switch to dominance --leaving only making love with my children to explain.
The trite explanation was that I was perpetuating the incest cycle that I endured with my family of origin. But I knew that was crap. I didn't endure anything at home with my parents because my sisters and I weren't abused. Yes, we had to be naked inside our house at all times unless we had people over. But with four out of five people in my home naked, and given that my father was absent for extended periods, it was four out of four, nudity was the norm, and we were, in reality, no different to a nudist family.
Corrections, as I've explained, were a cane to our breasts and/or ass, but these only proved that my parents loved and cared for us enough to ensure that our behaviour didn't spiral into teenage rebellion and defiance. Neither my father nor mother corrected us angrily--something I'd seen with my friend's parents all too often. No, instead of an anger-inflamed belting, Mom calmly explained to Dad what we'd done. He would calmly question us to see if our version differed from our mother's or if there were extenuating circumstances for our errant behaviour, then correct us if required.
What I'm trying to explain is that I have nothing but respect and admiration for my parents and do not, in any way, manner, or form, feel that I was abused. As the French would say, "Au contraire, Mon Cherie".
The only bitterness I have is from their forgetting my birthday three years in a row, culminating in the third year with me losing my virginity to my now husband. But even that turned to roses because we have remained successfully and lovingly married for slightly more than twenty years and have raised two fantastic children to early adulthood.
Cleaning done, I showered and changed, then began preparing dinner. Johnny phoned as I took the chicken breasts out of the fridge and announced he, Gina, Phil and Caoimhe were heading to ours for dinner. I added extra breasts and began preparing a diced chicken breast, chorizo sausage and prawn risotto. I didn't have enough breasts defrosted for so many, so I needed to add extra rice and sausage to cater for the additional people. Of course, chicken risotto wasn't what I'd planned to make for dinner, but it was a meal I could quickly expand to feed another three people.
I looked at my clothes and thought about my best friend's son. I was attracted to the young man, that was for sure, but did I want him to bed me? The short answer was yes. My first experience with a man other than my husband was with the tiny dicked Frank Pritchard, and although I'd orgasmed, the experience left me feeling dirty and demeaned. I hadn't completely decided yet, but I was leaning towards letting Phil seduce me and hopefully giving me some delicious memories to counter the gravid images of what I'd done with Frank.
Which reminded me that Frank still had many salacious pics of me, my pussy and my ass. Some of which showed his cum leaking from my freshly fucked pussy. Johnny assured me that he had a plan to get those photos deleted permanently. He'd also promised to anonymously tip off the authorities that Frank was a predatory homosexual paedophile.
Deciding I wanted to change into something Phil and Johnny would find sexy, I put the rice into the cooker and returned to my room. Looking through my collection, I chose my pink mesh lace, panel bow front, and backless halter dress. This dress had built-in cups that would hold my breasts high and firm before me, displaying them gorgeously to anyone looking.
It was so short that even I dared not go pantyless wearing it. It's one thing to tease a possible pussy flash, another to actually do it. I wanted sexy, not slutty. And there was that word again, yet no orgasmic response. Yes, my pussy warmed and moistened when I revelled in that term as I was doing now, but I no longer needed to get off immediately.
I chose a sheer black barely wider than a thong panty that would show through the dress' mesh to ensure Phil and Johnny would be intensely aware that I wore little more than a micro-mini dress. Plus, I rouged my nipples so they'd show through the dress' cups. I decided against heels because I thought wearing those implied I was dressing to go out instead of for a night in. Thinking about how I wanted to look, I decided to wear my white sneakers sockless. Satisfied with how I looked, I quickly touched up my lippy and went to finish making dinner.
When I got to the kitchen, I saw that Kristy had returned from her study group and was frying the steamed rice, chicken, sausage and prawns. Walking quietly up behind her, I casually groped her curvy ass before sliding my hand onto her perineum and tickling. She turned her head, and we exchanged a lover's kiss before she leant her head back on my shoulder, sighed and said, "You can only keep doing that for as long as you want, Mom."
Kristy turned back to the rice and stirred the mixture before pointing at the fridge and saying, "Why don't you get us a glass of wine, sit down and relax, Mom? I'll finish dinner. I assume we've got guests coming by the amount of chicken, prawns and sausage you laid out?"
Nodding, I took out the already opened Pike & Joyce Beurre Bosc Pinot Gris bottle and poured two glasses. Handing one to my daughter, I took a sip and replied, "Yes. Your brother is bringing Gina, Phil and Caoimhe home for dinner."
Kristy squeaked and handed me the wooden stirrer. "I need to change and freshen up, Mom," she breathlessly told me. "Do you mind finishing dinner?"
Giggling, I watched my daughter race upstairs. She clearly had the same thing for my best friend's son as I did, and I briefly wondered if she'd be prepared to give Phil, instead of her father, her virginity. Then an even more wicked thought entered my mind --would she share Phil with me? Could we trip him into bed together? Feeling that familiar tingle morphing slowly into wet heat, I allowed myself to fantasise it would happen.
Kristy's return killed my fantasy. I looked her over and giggled, "Been raiding Mommy's closet again, baby girl?" My daughter had dressed in one of my two-piece skirt and top sets --an off-the-shoulder solid red top that clung to her luscious, braless C-cups like a second skin and a floral split skirt with a side split to barely below her pussy. She, too, wore white sneakers.
Blushing, Kristy replied, "I need to go shopping for some sexier outfits, Mom. Because of my overly developed assets, I tended to dress down before my eighteenth birthday so boys would leave me alone. But now I'm eighteen, I'd like to tease with what I wear like you do."
"You're certainly gorgeous and sexy enough to wear outfits like you have on, honey," I told her. "Your father and I have always encouraged you to have a positive self-body image and be proud of your appearance without being arrogant about it. I understand your reasons for dressing down because I dressed similarly before I turned eighteen. However, if, as I do, you are going to parade your sensuality overtly, you must always be vigilant of your surroundings. Too many men equate women dressing revealingly with them being sluts, and they may try to take advantage of you."
"That's ridiculous, Mom!" Kristy exclaimed. "I should be able to wear what I want, where I want, without risking being raped! After all, those pigs wouldn't rob a bank just because someone left the safe open!"
Kristy had just espoused what I considered to be a specious argument that feminists constantly trotted out. Along with --Teach your son's not to be rapists. Don't tell my daughter what to wear. The bank analogy isn't apt and doesn't correlate to the act of rape. A better analogy would be to say that I should be able to take a thousand dollars out of my bank account in $50 notes and walk around the Queen Street Mall, handing them out to anyone I thought needed or deserved it. Of course, if I did that, before too long, someone would knock me over the head and take the whole bundle.
There have been rapists since the dawn of humanity, and a wise woman keeps herself from harm by avoiding being alone in places and situations where a man's greater strength can be used to assail her. That is the reality we live in. We're not in some feminist-inspired utopian alter-earth where men are totally subjugated and there is no danger of rape or assault.
However, as much as I wanted to shake my daughter and rub her nose in today's reality, I knew it would only lead to an argument, so I smiled and responded, "Even so, Kristy, try not to put yourself in risky situations, okay?"
"Okay, Mom," she sighed. "I'll go and set the table and put out the wine glasses."
I watched her sexy ass sway as she walked off. I couldn't help it and nearly burned the risotto as a result. Giggling at myself for my lustful thoughts, I scraped the risotto into a serving dish and added parmesan cheese to my taste. I'd put extra on the table for anyone who wanted more.
Johnny and the rest arrived as I placed the bowl on the table, and we immediately sat to eat. Johnny and Phil drank beer and conversed about their photography business. Phil had set up the website with some of my and Kristy's 'glam pics'. He said that although they hadn't received any bookings yet, interest was running high, with several thousand hits on their Facebook, Twitter and Instagram pages already.
Then Phil nudged Johnny and grinned at my daughter and me. "We did get one genuine enquiry, though, Katie and Kristy," he teased. 'You did?' Kristy asked. "Yes," Phil confirmed. "Garion Hall's Abby Winters studio called to ask if you two were interested in doing a film together."
I had figured out that Abby Winters was probably a porn site, but apparently, Kristy hadn't, so she said, "Oh, wow! Mom? Wouldn't that be something!"
Trying to hide my grin, I said, "Maybe you should get the number off Phil and call them tomorrow?"
Phil continued the tease, "I'll write it down for you, Kristy."
"Yes, thanks, Phil," my daughter excitedly said. "I'll call them first thing tomorrow morning."
Keeping his voice neutral, Johnny said, "Yeah, sis, I think you should. I'm sure you and Mom will be huge stars if you make the film."
"Oh? Johnny, do you really think so?" Kristy said breathlessly.
"He does," Phil deadpanned. "As do I. Real biological mother/daughter lesbian porn is one of the most popular genres there is!"
Of course, everybody except my daughter burst out laughing. Initially, I thought Kristy would lose it, but she finally saw the funny side of Phil and her brother's teasing and joined in the laughter.
The rest of the meal passed without incident. Conversation was lively, as it typically is when good friends break bread together. Topics ranged from the AFL to how Kristy was doing at Uni to current fashion trends and even politics. We all agreed that although our current Prime Minister, Anthony Albanese, deserved his moniker of Albasleazy, overall, he and his treasurer, Jim Chalmers, were doing a good job at resurrecting the economy from the Covid spendthrift ways of the dying Morrison/Frydenberg coalition government.



Trying to get Phil's attention, I asked, "No Siobhan tonight, Phil?"
"She has a private performance for a guy's bachelor party tonight. Those parties can get a little out of control, and Siobhan doesn't mind at all, if you get my drift. So I prefer to let her regular driver escort her to those events. Therefore, here I am."
"You mean your girlfriend is going to have sex at the party?" Kristy asked disbelievingly. "And you accept that and remain her boyfriend?"
Phil patted her hand and replied, "I love the woman, Kristy. I don't own her. I knew who and what she was when we chose to move in together, so it would be hypocritical of me to object now. Besides, I can take extraneous lovers, too, if I want."
Caoimhe piped up, "Siobhan loves this big hunk of male that is my brother, Kristy. Loves him to death, but one man or even one man and one woman will never be enough for her because she has a lot of love to give."
"You're her lover, too?" Kristy asked even more incredulously. "Do you three, you know..."
"That, young lady," I interrupted firmly. "Is absolutely none of your business! What consenting adults do between themselves in the sanctity of their homes is no one's business but theirs."
I glared at my daughter until she blushed and apologised.
I offered dessert, Vanilla bean ice cream with strawberries and hot chocolate fudge sauce, and all except Caoimhe accepted. Gina offered to help carry plates, so we linked arms and walked around the wall into the kitchen. This was the moment I'd been anticipating. Gina, of course, would expect me to remain her 'submissive little Mommie slut', but I had other plans.
As soon as we were out of sight of the dining area, she swung me around, plastered her body to mine, cupped my curvy bottom, and tongue kissed me. It felt fantastic, so I eagerly responded to her kiss by grabbing her rounded bum and pulling her close.
Breaking the kiss, Gina commanded, "On your knees, my darling Katie slut. Eat your daughter Mistress' wet cunt."
Ignoring her demand, I placed my hands on her shoulders and pressed down, "You know, Gina," I lazily drawled. "You haven't tasted my divine essence at all yet. Now seems like a good time to try it," and increased the pressure I exerted on her shoulders.
"Obey, your Mistress," Gina tried. "On your knees, slut Katie."
"I think obeying your Mistress is a good idea, slut Gina, so get on yours. It's time you submitted to the entire Muggleton family, don't you agree? Don't worry, though. If you're any good at eating pussy, I'll send my daughter in so you can service hers too."
I expected more of a fight from my son's girlfriend, but she suddenly collapsed to her knees and eagerly snuffled at my soaking panty. I pulled my panties aside to expose my wet slit and entrance, and Gina's tongue danced deliciously along them. Pulling my panties further aside allowed my thick, flushed clit to pop into view, and Gina eagerly slashed her tongue over it. Holding the back of her head, I forced her mouth tightly against my pussy and ground against her nose and chin until a short but powerful orgasm rocked me.
"Good slut," I told her when my climax ended. "I'll tell Kristy you want to eat her out, too."
I was about to move away from Gina and readjust my clothing when tiny hands slid into my breast cups. "That was so sexy, Katie," Caoimhe whispered as she played with my nipples. "May I taste your slut now?"
Turning, I kissed my best friend's daughter passionately before saying, "Of course, little one." Then I turned to Gina and added, "Seems like someone will eat your slut cunt in the kitchen tonight. Caoimhe wants to taste you, so hop onto the bench and open your whore legs."
I watched Caoimhe bring Gina to a softly expressed orgasm as I warmed the fudge, and then the three of us brought the plates filled with ice cream and strawberries to the dining room. Looking around, I didn't think anyone had noticed we'd been gone for longer than it would usually take to reheat fudge sauce. However, when Gina sat beside Johnny, he saw the unmistakable sheen of pussy juice on her face. Kissing her, he pulled to his chest for a cuddle as he winked at me over her head.
'Could Johnny know and approve of me and his girlfriend playing?' I wondered. But I ensured my face remained serene as I re-engaged with the various conversations around the table.
After dinner, everyone repaired to the lounge. I followed them and asked if anyone wanted tea or coffee. Nobody did, but they all asked for drink refills. I retrieved beer for Johnny and Phil and white wine for Gina, Kristy and Caoimhe. I put the wine back in the fridge, then gathered the dinner plates to rinse before stacking them in the washer.
I'd taken the first stack to the sink when Caoimhe followed me in carrying the rest. Grateful for her help, I smiled, thanked her, and took the plates. Caoimhe opened the washer door and accepted the rinsed items from me before stacking them into the washer. She was silent, but I could see she wanted to discuss something. I wasn't sure if I should initiate a conversation or not, but I decided she'd talk when she was ready.
After stacking the last dishes into the machine, Caoimhe hopped onto the bench and stared at me pensively. Trying to make her feel more at ease, I nuzzled her cheek with my nose and kissed her plump lips softly. Then I patted her thighs and said, "Out with it. What's got you blue?"
Her response came from an unexpected direction. "Your daughter's got the hots for my brother something fierce." Giggling, I agreed. "You're not bothered by that?" She asked. 'Why should I be? They're both over eighteen and consenting adults. My daughter is a beautiful young woman, and your brother is an attractive young man. Who wouldn't want to see them get together?' "You because you want him, too," Caoimhe stated emphatically.
Blushing, I admitted, "Caoimhe, sure, if I weren't happily married, I'd love to have a fling with your brother even though he's less than half my age. But he's with Siobhan, and I'm married, so I wouldn't even consider it."
Looking at me knowingly, Caoimhe said, "You've already considered it, Katie. You were considering it when you dressed as provocatively as you have."
Letting my shoulders slump, I gasped, "Am I that obvious?" If Caoimhe had picked it up, so had Gina and probably Johnny and Kristy.
Caoimhe giggled, "Boys are blind to that type of thing, Katie. You know that! Pretty much the only way they know you want to bed them is if you grab their cocks and lead them there. Even then, they're often blathering, 'Are you sure?'"
Teasing her, I said, "And your many years of sexual conquests have taught you that?"
Caoimhe tittered and replied, "Well, I'm not solely a lesbian. A good stiff cock is quite pleasant as a change. However, I believe I'll probably be a stern, older woman's plaything for most of my life."
I looked at her curiously and said, "You mean me, right?"
"Maybe, Katie," Caoimhe stated. "You've got a long way to go before you're ready to take that step. But at least you're on that trajectory now. I don't know what changed, Katie. But around a month ago, it was like the dam wall burst, and suddenly you were expressing your sexuality freely. I noticed it, and so did Mom and Siobhan, although Siobhan didn't know your sexual awakening was a recent thing. More people will notice, Katie, and if you're not careful, you will attract lovers like ants to a honey pot --your honey pot, Katie. Be careful who you allow to access it.
"I couldn't stand it if my favourite 'uncle' and 'aunty' got divorced because it would affect your relationship with Mum and Dad. Female best friends marry male best friends and stay married forever? It's like a romance novel, Katie. It never happens for real! So don't go doing anything that will convince Sean to divorce you."
"I've allowed you access to it," I told her tartly.
"Yes, you have, Katie. And tonight, after the others have gone to bed, I will seduce your daughter, too. She won't have any more chance of resisting me than you did. Once I've had my fun with Kristy, would you like me to visit you, too, Katie?"
"Yes," I replied, moving between her spread legs and pressing my ample bosom against her. Turning my head up, I waited for Caoimhe to kiss me before adding. "Kristy's still a virgin, so I'd prefer you to leave her alone until she's given her virginity to the man of her choosing. But I'm only asking, not telling you. But I have a new strap-on I want to try, and you'd be perfect to practice with."
Surprised, Caoimhe gaped at me and said, "Kristy seems so relaxed and confident with her sexuality, Katie, that I just assumed she was experienced. Of course, I will wait before seducing her." Caoimhe thought momentarily and said, "Yet I don't believe Kristy wants my brother as her first. She wants him, but I get the feeling it's not until after she's given her virginity to another. Who is the other, Katie? What am I missing?"
'Not much,' I thought but didn't voice. Lying, I answered, "If she's chosen someone, she's not telling me! As for her relaxed sexuality," I giggled. "Well, I am her mother, and if there's a better flirt in the country than me, I'd love to meet them!"
Kissing me again as I squeezed her tiny, firm buns, Caoimhe returned my giggle and said, "Well, there is that! She definitely learned from the best!"
"Come on," I said, stepping back and pulling her off the bench. "We'd better go back before everyone starts wondering where we are and catches us canoodling."
Caoimhe tittered and said, "Maybe I want them to catch us!"
The rest of the night passed pleasantly until Johnny and Gina ensured everybody knew they'd soon be doing the horizontal tango by engaging in a blazingly hot make-out session. Kristy fled in embarrassment, muttering about gross children. Phil pointed out that he'd had too much to drink and would wait for Siobhan's driver to pick him up. But he encouraged Caoimhe to stay in the guestroom, saying there was no point in them both having a sleepless night. "I'll come back and get you tomorrow when I get up," he assured her.
I told him there was no need because I'd drop her off sometime in the morning and catch up with his mother at the same time.
I held Caoimhe's hand as we walked upstairs and led her down the hall to the bigger of our two guestrooms --this one we used for guests who were staying long-term because it was basically a flatette. When the house was built, this was intended to be the live-in maid's room. It contained a tiny kitchen with a hot plate and microwave, a fridge, a sink, and a combined laundry, shower, and toilet. The bed doubled as the couch for day seating, and there was a small table and chair for eating at.
"Wow!" Caoimhe said as I turned on the light. "I've seen apartments smaller than this!"
The room was a little cold and smelt musty, so I turned on the reverse cycle air conditioner to warm and freshen the room. Looking around, I realised my mother's oft joke about 'decadent capitalists' probably wasn't far from the truth. When my kids were little, and Sean was away, she'd stay here with me as often as Dad would allow. Strangely, although she remained clothed in the main part of the house, she'd remove her clothes as soon as she closed the door to here.
After my mother had opened the door naked a couple of times, Sean refused even to consider knocking on her door to say hello or invite her down to dinner.
I showed Caoimhe how to change the couch into a bed and helped her with its coverings. Then grinning at me, she jumped into the bed, rolled, and wriggled about. I wondered what on earth she was doing, but when she got off the bed, took my hand and dragged me from the room, I figured it out. She was making the bed look slept in in case someone checked in on her.
"I believe you have a new strap-on to try on me, Katie," she smiled. "I'm dripping at the thought, so let's go!"
Outside my door, I spun my best friend's daughter around and grabbed her hands. Then lifting them above her head, I forced myself between her thighs as I kissed her passionately. Caoimhe moaned and lifted her knees so she could wrap her legs around my hips. As our kiss deepened, I opened the door and carried her into the room.
I really should have expected it, but as I spun to lay Caoimhe on my bed, my daughter gasped and said, "Mom! What are you doing?"
I figured, 'Fuck it! In for a penny, in for a pound! So I growled, "Fucking this slut. What does it look like? Would you like to fuck her with me?"
Kristy stared at me for a while, then her eyes hooded, and I could see the lust rise. Crossing to the door, Kristy locked it and asked, "What do you want me to do?"
"Strip, of course!" I snarled. "It's difficult to fuck fully dressed. Then you can kiss and fondle my little slut as you undress her, and I prepare my strap-on."
Of course, I'd never used one, so it took me a little while to figure out how to wear it. The part for my pussy slid into place readily enough, and when I turned it on, I groaned at the pleasurable sensation it gave me. I held up the three different sized 'cock's' I'd purchased to fit into the harness. Between kisses with my daughter, and to my surprise. Caoimhe indicated the biggest. This 'cock' was at least eight inches long and very thick. I doubted that I could take it, let alone my friend's tiny daughter, but I worked it into the harness anyway.
Speaking firmly with a confidence I didn't feel, I asked, "Doggy, missionary, or do you want to ride me?"
"Doggy so that I can lick your daughter's cunt, Mistress Katie, please," Caoimhe answered.
I was still struggling with the concept of 'Mistress Katie', but I'd been on the submissive end of this interaction many times, so I growled, "Kristy, on your back and get your sweet little pussy under Caoimhe's mouth so she can tongue your cunt."
My daughter looked shocked at my choice of language but swiftly dropped her panties, the last item of clothing she wore and leapt onto the bed. Caoimhe swiftly followed and, with a smile over her shoulder for me, turned and lowered her head onto Kristy's glistening pussy.
Pouring some lube onto my palm before I wiped it along my 'cock's' shaft, I watched momentarily as Caoimhe's skilled mouth devoured my daughter's slit and clit. It swiftly became apparent that Caoimhe knew her way around the female body because she left the inside of Kristy's vagina untouched but swiftly circled its entrance with her finger. Then, gathering the moisture pooling there, Caoimhe stroked along my daughter's perineum and onto her tiny brown ring.
"Oh!" Kristy yelped as her hips bucked up at Caoimhe's mouth. But then she settled back on the bed and enjoyed the new sensation.
Taking my daughter's yelp as my cue, I climbed onto the bed behind my best friend's daughter's cute little bottom. Using a hand on Caoimhe's hip to balance myself, I spread my knees and lowered the head of my 'cock' until it was positioned at Caoimhe's entrance. Then snarling, "Take this, bitch!" I rammed my hips forwards, shoving the big strap-on deep into the young woman's cunt.
It wasn't until I bottomed out in Caoimhe's pussy that I thought, 'Oops! This thing is damned big! I probably should have taken more care than that!'
However, Caoimhe didn't complain. Instead, with a guttural groan, she lifted herself off my daughter's pussy and shoved her tiny bottom back at my invading 'cock'. "Fuck me hard, Mistress Katie," she demanded before lowering her mouth onto Kristy's clitoris again.
I was happy to oblige, of course. But it took me several pullbacks and thrust forwards until I figured out how to 'fuck someone with a cock'. It's similar to, but not the same, as pushing my pussy up to meet my lover's thrust, and it took a bit of practice before I got the hang of it. But, after that, I swiftly brought Caoimhe to several petite orgasms, and I could sense she was climbing to an ear-shattering one. I wasn't sure how to get her there, but then I remembered what my husband had done so many times for me over the years, and I smacked her ass and growled, "Cum for me, Caoimhe (Only he said, Katie, of course!)!"
With her mouth buried in my daughter's pussy, Caoimhe squealed as an intense, wall rattling orgasm exploded through her. Her squeal blasted hot air over Kristy's clit and pussy, and with a pillow muffled howl, my daughter orgasmed, too. For us women, our orgasm (mainly) comes from the mind. Hearing my two young lovers climax, combined with the delicious vibrations my strap-on sent into my G-spot, was enough to rocket me into orgasm with them.
Not wanting my son or his girlfriend to know the other three people in my home were fucking together, I snatched up a pillow to muffle my orgasmic screech.
From our initial combination, we morphed into various salacious couplings. Caoimhe fucked me with the strap-on, although I insisted she changed the 'cock' to the middle-sized of the three I'd bought. The one about the size and thickness of my son's erection. Kristy asked to use the strap-on, but as it was double-ended, we couldn't discover a way for her to wear it strapped on. So, instead, she used the mid-sized 'cock' with her hand to fuck me as I ate Caoimhe and then used to bigger dildo to bring Caoimhe to fruition as Caoimhe ate me.
Of course, that left my daughter as the only one not having had multiple orgasms, so Caoimhe and I attacked her and, using our tongues, lips and hands, brought Kristy to several climaxes before she begged off, complaining that her clit and slit was too raw to continue. As the birds began their morning song, Caoimhe struggled out of my bed and staggered naked to the guest room to get some much needed sleep.
Waking, I checked my phone and saw it was close to eight O'clock. A veritable sleep-in for me! Putting my nightie and gown on, I wandered to the kitchen to make breakfast. I didn't know who was up and still home, up and gone, or still asleep, so I made an acai bowl for myself and waited to see who else wanted breakfast. Johnny bustled in with Gina, asked for scrambled eggs, bacon and toast, ate it, and swiftly left.
Kristy followed next, saying she'd seen Caoimhe leaving with Phil earlier when she had a wee. Kristy accepted a hastily prepared smoothie from me and left.
Gina sat sipping the black coffee I'd made her, eyeing me speculatively. Preparing myself to retake the dominant role, I waited for my son's girlfriend to try and reassert her dominance over me. She didn't, however. Instead, she smiled and said, "I thought you were solely submissive, Katie. And, although I'd love to continue being your daughter Mistress, I'm glad you recognised my need to submit to your son and be his slut. After our conversation where you said Johnny would expect me to be similar to you, I realised that I am, and like you, I prefer to submit than dominate.
"I love your son. Katie, and I want him to be my man. Will you show me how to be the best wife I can be to a sexually dominant man?"
Kissing her wanting lips, I replied, "Of course I will, honey. I was lucky in that my father, abetted by my mother, showed me how to serve, and I will gladly show you how to serve my son."
"What do I need to do?" Gina asked.
"Not much different to what you're doing now, honey," I assured her. "The only changes needed are slight. You start by putting your man first always. Your pleasure comes from his. Your happiness comes from making him happy. To ensure your man's happiness, you look after your appearance by keeping yourself fit and toned. You carefully do your hair and makeup for him daily and wear clothes to impress and entice him.
"If, as Johnny's father does, he likes other men to lust over you, then you learn how to flirt but not go too far that you get yourself in trouble. When you do err, you immediately confess your error and ask him to correct your behaviour."



"Correct you, Katie?" Gina queried. "What does that mean? How is it done?"
"Sean prefers to use his hand on my shapely rear, Gina," I informed her. "Sometimes, I wish he'd go further and use a cane as my parents did, but so far, that is not him. And I doubt he will go further than that, given he's only used his hand to correct me for nearly twenty years."
"Wait!" Gina exclaimed. "Your husband physically punishes you by smacking your ass? And you not only allow that, you ask him to if you think you've done wrong?"
I tittered, "Well, it's hardly 'punishment' when I have such delicious orgasms afterwards!"
"You get sexually aroused when your husband spanks you?" Gina disbelievingly asked.
"Don't you when Johnny spanks yours?" I countered. I didn't know if Johnny did, but I hazarded what I thought was a safe bet.
Blushing, Gina admitted that she did, but they'd only done that during their sex play and never as a correction for her bad behaviour. I pointed out that there was nothing like having your man taking you to task for doing something he disliked or had forbidden to let you know you were truly loved. For your man to take the time to do that meant he loved you deeply, and what woman doesn't want that?
"Do you act out purposefully so Sean will spank you?" Gina queried.
I admitted I did, as it was a sure-fire way of making my husband fuck me. Sean adored spanking me as much as I adored being spanked, so I often did something to ensure he'd correct me. The incident with the wine glass at Kath's birthday I described earlier is a perfect example. I knew Sean would disapprove of me showing my barely covered pussy and tiny brown ring to casual observers, but I was horny, so I did it anyway. The many shared orgasms my husband and I had after he'd walloped my curvaceous bottom were well worth the sting from his hand before them.
Biting her bottom lip, Gina asked, "Would you spank me now, Mistress Katie?" 'Why, little one?' I asked. 'Have you done something that needs to be corrected?' Giggling, Gina asked if seducing her boyfriend's mother and making her her slut counted.
Tittering with her as I pressed my forehead and kissed her soft lips, I replied, "Then we both need correcting because your boyfriend's mother seduced you and turned you into her slut, too!"
Of course, Kristy chose that moment to walk into the kitchen. Shaking her head, she growled, "Is there a woman that comes over here you aren't having sex with, Mom? Phil's sister, and now Johnny's girlfriend, what has gotten into you?"
"Kristy Ann Muggleton, you will not take the tone of voice with me!" I snapped. "I am your mother, for goodness sake! Not some trollop on the street you can insult and denigrate!"
"Maybe if you were acting like my mother and not some trollop on the street, I'd be less inclined to treat you like one, Mother," Kristy snarled back.
However, I knew my daughter well and suspected she was struggling not to show her arousal, so I slapped my hands together and said, "That does it, young lady! If you don't show respect of your own accord, then I will correct you until you do. Follow me to my room immediately. Gina, you may accompany and learn how a correction is properly given."
Walking into my room, I imperiously commanded, "Kristy Ann Muggleton, you will strip naked and assume punishment position one." I wasn't sure if my daughter even remembered this position, especially with me throwing 'naked' into the mix. The only previous time I'd made her assume this position was when I found her at age eight playing, 'I'll show you mine if you show me yours with a neighbourhood boy'--something my parents would have taken the cane to my breasts and ass for doing.
But I found I couldn't even make my daughter disrobe, let alone use a cane on her. In the end, as punishment, I made her stand as I described earlier in the corner facing the wall until her father came home.
Her mouth set in a tight white line, Kristy obeyed, but I could feel her defiance as I moved past her and wondered if I hadn't misjudged. However, I felt that I was committed to my course now and that all I could do was follow it. So, carefully taking down my most cherished keepsake, I slid my mother's over one hundred-year-old rattan school cane out of its wooden, velvet-inlaid box.
As I turned from the closet carrying it, Gina gasped, and my daughter's eyes widened. But then, Kristy's mouth closed even more determinedly, and I knew I had to follow through or lose her respect entirely.
Settling her feet shoulder-width apart, my daughter stood proudly and defiantly with her hands behind her head and elbows wide. Keeping my eyes locked on Kristy's, I moved closer. However, I didn't need to see my daughter's arousal wetting her inner thighs because I could smell it. She, for some unknown reason, wanted to be corrected. That, alone, nearly threw me into a loop. But when I tapped my palm with the cane and her eyes hooded, I almost jumped her there and then.
"Kristy Ann Muggleton, do you know why you stand before me awaiting correction?" I asked severely. 'Because I called you what you're acting like, mother. A common, street walking trollop,' my daughter replied defiantly. "And you think you have the right to speak to me like that?
Kristy's defiance slowly leaked from her, and she lowered her eyes submissively, "No, Mother. I was jealous, as I was last night with Caoimhe and before that with Juana, and I spoke inappropriately."
"You agree that correction is due?"
"I was wrong to allow jealous anger to make me speak inappropriately, Mother. I stand ready to accept my correction."
"Correction will be five strikes to your breasts with this," I held up my mother's heirloom punishment cane, "Followed by five more to your luscious ass. Do you concur?"
My daughter's eyes popped wide open and snapped up to mine when I told her where and how many corrections she would receive. But she submissively lowered her eyes again before saying, "I agree with your correction, Mother."
"Good girl," I told her. "You will count and thank me for each one."
"Yes, Mother."
I'd had years of cane corrections, so my pain levels were high. And given that my parents' discipline almost always led to delicious orgasms, I swiftly learnt to equate being corrected with sexual arousal, and that helped me to receive my corrections, if not eagerly, at least willingly. I had no idea what receiving her first correction would do for my daughter --her current arousal notwithstanding.
Looking at Kristy's succulent body divinely displayed before me, I considered where and how hard, to deliver the first strike. Deciding that slightly above her lusciously mounded C-cups would give her an idea of what it felt like without putting her completely off, I brought the cane down onto that area. My strike was firm enough to sting but would barely raise a welt.
"One, thank you, Mom," Kristy said, tilting her head to see the red mark where the cane had struck.
I waited to see how Kristy would react, but after inspecting the thin red line, she raised her head and resumed looking straight ahead. I struck her again--this time, I'd chosen to hit just below her luscious grapefruit-sized breasts. However, as the blow landed, the cane flashed across the undersides of her globes.
Kristy inhaled sharply as the pain stuck, but she breathed out slowly before saying, "Two, thank you, Mom."
I wasn't sure if my strikes had increased my daughter's arousal, but her arousal smell and the moisture on her thighs hadn't abated, so at the very least, they weren't turning her off. I studied Kristy's face as I considered what to do next. Should I do what my parents regularly did in this situation and offer my daughter a chance to pay for her correction by servicing me sexually, or should I continue using the cane?
Deciding I hadn't even remotely tested Kristy's pain levels or if being physically corrected was sexually stimulating for her, I chose to strike again. This time I hit my daughter just above her nipples a little harder than the earlier strikes. This blow raised an instant welt that would likely fade into a bruise.
Biting her bottom lip, Kristy's hips jerked involuntarily forwards, and she moaned, "Three, thank you, Mom."
At the sound of the second 'm' sound in Mom, I whipped the cane across both of my daughter's nipples.
"Fuck!" Kristy exclaimed as her whole body jerked at the sudden intense pain. But that exclamation was followed by a lust-filled groan of "GAAAAWWWWWWWD!" as she climaxed.
Thrilled but careful not to show it, I stated severely, "Kristy Ann Muggleton, one does not derive pleasure from being corrected! One is to endure it as best you can!"
Trying not to titter, my daughter grinned, "Sorry, Mom. One will attempt not to enjoy you caning me quite so much."
Giggling, I switched the cane to my backhand and swatted her shapely rear. "Daughter, you seem to enjoy being disciplined as much as I do. But, let's see how you go in the opposite role."
Kristy looked at me confusedly, but she took the cane from my hand readily enough. I turned to Gina, "Gina Matthews, I find your behaviour in seducing your boyfriend's mother and wanting to seduce his sister unacceptable. Do you agree that correction is required?"
Stripping, Gina took her place beside my daughter and copied her pose. "Yes, Mistress Katie. I agree that I need correcting. I assume you've chosen your daughter to carry out my correction?"
Kristy gasped and said, "Gina, you mean you seduced Mom, not the other way around?"
"Yes," Johnny's girlfriend admitted. "I learned from Johnny what effect a particular word has on your mother and used it to make her my little Mommie slut." Gina turned to me and added, "However, that word no longer sends you into submissive ecstasy, does it slut Katie?"
"I still like being called that word immensely, Gina. But as you saw last night when I made you kneel and eat my cunt, it no longer makes me submissively sexual. Instead, it only makes me horny, and I can choose how I respond to that arousal."
"Then I stand ready to be corrected. Mistress Kristy, will you do me the honour of administering my first-ever correction, please?"
My daughter looked at me beseechingly for help, but I kept my countenance serene and waited to see what she'd do. Of course, although other than spanking my husband and now correcting my daughter, I'd never been the corrector, I did have many years of experience of being corrected, so I innately knew what to do. In comparison, Kristy had the one experience described above, so unsurprisingly, she was nervous and unsure of herself.
Shaking off her doubt, Kristy sternly said, "Seducing a married woman using coercion is a severe transgression, Gina, do you not think? Then trying to keep her as your plaything adds extra layers of wrong. I think five canes to your breasts, followed by ten on your luscious ass, are due. Do you agree?"
"I cannot fault your reasoning, Mistress Kristy," Gina replied. "However, I'm unsure if I can handle a total of fifteen canes in one session. May I ask for clemency or for two or more sessions to receive them all?"
Sounding more confident because of Gina's ready acceptance, my daughter responded, "I will deliver the five to your breasts, then we will pause and decide if more are required."
"Thank you for your consideration, Mistress."
Remembering what I'd said before delivering her first correction, Kristy added, "You will count and thank me for each correction."
With another imploring look for help, Kristy sighed, brought the cane up and barely tapped Gina above her breasts.
"One thank you, Mistress," Gina said, obviously perplexed by the lightness of the stroke.
Kristy's second strike was well below Gina's full, firm breasts and also no more than a tap.
Taking a deep breath and knowing she would regret it, Gina snarled, "Little Miss Kristy, if you're too big a pussy to correct me adequately, hand the cane to your mother so my correction is done properly!"
Angered, Kristy's eyes flashed, and she slashed the cane across Gina's nipples. Gina's breasts immediately showed an angry red welt that was close to breaking the skin and blistering.
I winced because I knew how much that would have hurt, especially given the blow had landed squarely on Gina's nipples. I almost stepped in to take over Gina's correction, but after initially hunching in on herself and whimpering, Gina stood proudly erect and forced he elbows back again.
"One, thank you, Mistress," Gina said calmly.
Kristy tempered her next three blows. I thought all were correctly placed, spaced, and delivered with enough force to leave a remembered welt and fading bruise but not enough to leave more than a two or three-day mark. The previous is what my parents strove for when correcting their daughters --a strike severe enough to leave no doubt we'd been disciplined but not enough to leave permanent or even long-term marks. The welts and faint bruises left a lasting impression that reminded us to behave better.
I thought Gina had reached her maximum pain tolerance level and thought to intercede again, but before I could, Kristy tapped Gina's nipple with the cane's tip and asked, "Would you like to earn a reprieve from your last eleven strikes, little one?"
Gina didn't know that the question was rhetorical, come to think about it, my daughter didn't know either, but she swiftly figured a reprieve sounded better than eleven more canes on her anatomy, so she asked, "What must this slut do to earn a reprieve, Mistress?"
"Kneel and lick me to orgasm," Kristy replied.
"Gladly, Mistress," Gina purred, swiftly dropping to her knees and lifting my daughter's skirt.
A few seconds later, Kristy groaned as she cupped the back of Gina's head and ground her pussy against Gina's mouth. "Yes!" My daughter hissed. "Right there, yes! That's it! Oh, lawd, I'm cumming!"
With my arousal pouring down my inner thighs and grateful for the long robe that hid it, I waited for Kristy to come down. However, Gina wasn't finished with her. Instead, Gina guided my daughter across to my bed and pushed her onto her back on it. Then Gina lifted Kristy's legs over her shoulders and dove back onto my daughter's pussy.
After bringing Kristy to another crashing climax, Gina patted the floor beside her and said, "Your daughter tastes so divine, Katie. Why don't you kneel and taste her with me?"
At that moment, there was nothing I wanted to do more. But, as I could not, would not do that with Johnny in front of her, I wouldn't do it with my daughter either. I suspected she knew Johnny and I were intimate, but knowing because an overexcited teenage boy assured her it was true and knowing because she'd seen me do it were two utterly different things!
"You know you want to, Katie," Gina said softly. "Would you have left your daughter wanting after you completed her correction, or would you have done something to help her?"
I shook my head and tried to be severe when I answered, "Corrections are not given for sexual pleasure, Ms Matthews. They are given to quell aberrant behaviour that is affecting the family unit."
Gina chuckled, "Then why are there three extremely aroused women in this room, Katie? I can smell your arousal over your daughter's. That's how I know you're so turned on that it's all you can do not to finger your slut cunt as you tongue your daughter's pussy."
I denied it by shaking my head, but again, my willpower not to do it was hanging like that movie trope sword suspended by a rope with a flame against it above the heroine. Unwittingly, I licked my lips and took a small step toward where Gina knelt. Kristy had propped herself on her elbows and was watching interestedly to see what I'd do.
In my mind, I saw the flame burning through the rope and took another tentative step towards Gina. I was going to do it, and I knew it. My burning pussy guaranteed it, but just as I was about to kneel and taste the forbidden fruit of my daughter's pussy, my phone rang, rescuing me from a grave error.
"Sean!" I excitedly squealed as I leapt over my daughter onto the bed. 'Hi, baby,' my husband said. 'We're in Singapore already and will be home 7.00 pm tomorrow instead of Wednesday. Can you still pick me up?' "Of course!" I reassured him. 'I have some news for you when I get back, Katie. Then we, as a family, need to have a meeting about my news.' With dread in my heart, I asked, "Am I going to like this news, Sean? Or is it bad news?"
Sean chuckled, 'I think it's good news, but you might not.' "And you're going to make me wait until I see you tomorrow before telling me, aren't you?" 'That I am, Katie,' Sean chuckled. 'I'll see you about forty minutes after 7.00 pm tomorrow.'
And after doing that, the bastard hung up. Can you believe that? Worrying wouldn't help, and I knew that, but how do you not? I couldn't help but worry I was about to be made an almost forty-year-old divorcée. Worry that his bitch secretary had finally wormed her slimy ass into my husband's bed permanently and fear she'd somehow gotten pregnant by him.
However, I didn't think my husband was mean enough to let me partially know something like that. He'd either say nothing until he got home or call and dump me over the phone unceremoniously. But what else could it be?
'You're being foolish, Katie,' I told myself. 'The most likely thing is that Sean's received another promotion, and we need to move to Sydney or Melbourne, maybe even overseas to London, New York or Dubai. All places where your husband's firm has offices.'
I'd been lying there musing for quite some time before I felt my daughter get on the bed beside me. "What's up, Mom? You look like you've seen a ghost."
Looking at her, I noticed we were alone, so instead of answering, I asked, "What happened to Gina?"
"She heard you talking to Dad and then saw your expression change and thought we needed it to be only family. She says, 'Thank you for beginning to teach me what I need to know to be the woman your son needs me to be, and I hope you will take the time to teach me more.' So, Mom, what did Dad say?"
"That he'll be home tomorrow evening instead of Wednesday, and he had some news he thought was good, but I might not like."
"And your mind went straight to 'he's divorcing me', didn't it, Mom?"
Tears filling my eyes, I nodded my head. "I'm a depreciating asset, Kristy. The older I get, the less attractive I become to men in general and your father in particular. Your father's a rich, successful man with hundreds of beautiful young women throwing themselves at him. How am I to compete with that?"
"Mom, there is no one who can compete with you. Besides, Dad loves you to distraction and would never divorce you. As you should remember, divorce is extremely rare on both sides of our family. So it won't be that. I'd hazard a guess that he's been asked to become a VP, but it's in another city."
"I did consider that, too, Kristy. I guess I'm being a little insecure because I'm worried he'll find out what you, me and Johnny have been doing and kick us all to the curb."
"All the more reason to help me seduce him, isn't it? He can hardly be hypocritical and condemn you if he's also incestuous with his children."
She had a point, of course, but I wasn't ready to tell her that I had plans for that yet. First, I needed Sean to explore more fully and share his incestuous fantasies about his daughter with me. Only then could I safely move my plan ahead. I desperately wanted Kristy's first time to be perfect, and I couldn't think of a better man to be her first than her father, but not at the cost of destroying our family with guilt and shame.
Sighing exasperatedly, I said, "Kristy Ann Muggleton, I'm hearing me, me, me, and I want, want, want. When did that ever work for either of you two kids?"



Giggling, my daughter admitted that it was a surefire way to get me to dig my heels in and refuse even to countenance giving her what she wanted.
Despite our wealth, I refused to raise self-centred, self-serving, spoilt brats. They had an allowance, but they had to work for it and had to since they began receiving it at age five. From that age, they both needed to do age-appropriate chores without insistence from their father or me to receive their money. I taped a list of their chores and the amount I was prepared to pay to have them done to our kitchen's fridge every Monday morning.
When they completed a chore, they ticked the box and initialled it so I knew who did it. Then, at the end of the week, I'd tote their money up and hand it out before placing a new list on the fridge.
Of course, Sean and I paid for everything essential they needed, clothes, food, school equipment, sports, transport, etc. But if they wanted things over and above that, then they needed to work for it. Sean and my parents had done something similar for us when we were young.
While I was musing about the above, a question I'd had before Sean called popped back into my mind. Turning to my daughter, I said, "Kristy, how did you know about forgiving corrections by offering the corrected the chance to bring you to orgasm?"
Kristy grinned, "I talk with Grandma virtually every day, Mom. We've had lots of fascinating conversations. I want to be the best wife I can be when I choose my man, and I want a husband like Dad, or better still, Poppa."
"You desire to be that submissive, baby girl?"
"I can't imagine it any other way, Mom. What you and Dad have is wondrous, you know that, right? The love you have for each other lights a room, and all of my friends comment about how obviously in love you and Dad still are."
Worried, I asked, "What if your father discovers I've been unfaithful with several women, Kristy? Do you think he'll kick my sexy ass to the curb?"
"I doubt it," my daughter tittered. "At a guess, I'd say he'll demand you bring them all home so he can bang them, too. But seriously, Mom, how will he know unless you're stupid enough to tell him?"
"I've never before been untruthful with your father, Kristy," I honestly said. "Mainly because I suck at partial truths as much as I suck at lying. I could never keep a secret from your grandparents."
"Yeah, but you're not being untruthful, Mom," Kristy pointed out. "Maybe you're lying by omission, but unless he asks if you've remained faithful, you're not even doing that. Dad doesn't need to know about Juana, Caoimhe, Gina, or Johnny any more than you need to know who he's been sticking his dick in when he's away. Other than his secretary, Amanda, I mean."
"How do you know about that?" I gasped.
"At a function we hosted here, Amanda saw Johnny and me chatting alone, walked up and straight out told us she was sleeping with our father and hoped to become our stepmother. She said he was about to dump your fat ass and marry her."
"What did you do?" I asked as anger roiled through me.
"I was so shocked that I couldn't do anything. But Johnny threw his head back, laughed, and said, 'Bitch, you are nothing but a convenient, flat-chested, saggy-assed cum dump for our father to empty his sack into,' and that Dad would never leave our mother for her."
Grinning at my son's audacity, I asked, "How did the trollop react to that?"
"She tried to bluster that Johnny shouldn't speak to her like that because she would soon be his father's new wife, but Johnny laughed louder and replied that he'd throw a fuck in her now if she wanted because Dad wouldn't mind as she was only his cum receptacle after all."
Of course, I am always proud of my son, but I could not have been more proud of him than just then! "She must have exploded at that!" I tittered.
"She was so shocked that her vacuous mouth opened and shut like a goldfish before she stumbled off. She wanted to talk to Dad, but you and he were dancing, and as you always do when you two dance, you had a crowd watching and cheering. I think she got in a cab and left."
When Sean and I married, Sean was already an accomplished dancer. He insisted that I attend Zamba dance lessons with him, and I found that I had a natural affinity for Latin-American dancing, and we swiftly became the stars of the dance studio. At parties, we'd often dance together, and most of the other couples quickly created a clear space for us to dance in and then watched appreciatively.
Of course, we could waltz, two-step and do the polka as well as rock 'n' roll, too. But the Tango and Zamba were our favourites. Guys, let me give you a hint here --somewhere near where you live, there will be a line dancing or some other dance group. Go along. You'll find that the women outnumber the men at least two to one, and it's like shooting fish in a barrel. If you can't score with those odds, then you need to look at yourself in the mirror and decide, 'WTF?'
Tuesday night found me waiting for my husband to come through customs at Brisbane's international airport. Fortunately, there were no delays and less than thirty minutes after his plane landed, Sean strode around the barrier separating the visitors from the people arriving and swept me into his strong arms.
I cried. I couldn't help myself because he'd been gone too long, and so much had happened whilst he was away.
Grinning against my desperately kissing lips, Sean said, "Katie Ashley Muggleton, I love and have missed you, too. We have much to discuss, but for now, we need to get the fuck out of here and head home."
"You could fuck me now, Sean," I whispered. "I won't complain!"
Knowing what I needed, my husband responded, "I will fuck your slut ass in our room when we arrive home after you have submitted yourself to me. In the meantime, you will pretend that you are more than a cock loving, cum guzzling slut, and walk with me to my car."
Grinning because I knew all was right in my world, I replied, "Yes, Sir," and handed him the keys. Forty minutes later, I was on my knees, receiving the first of many loads from his spurting cock I'd welcome that night. Sean was horny and hot for me. Of course, I was needy and wanting when he came home because I usually went celibate for his trips. But, typically, my husband had had regular sex during his time away and would often leave me still needy. A need that was often never fully met.
Tonight, though, Sean came in my mouth and swiftly afterwards on my face. Then he took my ass roughly, mauling my big firm breasts harshly as he did. Only after that and when I'd lovingly cleaned his magnificent cock with a damp cloth did he make love to me.
It was so beautifully like the first time he made love to me, that when he whispered, "I love you, Mrs Katie Ashley Muggleton," as I climaxed and he came inside me, I cried.
Sean rolled on his side and drew me close until my head rested on his big chest. Stroking my hair, he said, "Okay, the news. But first, Katie, you must promise not to freak out, okay?"
"I promise," I replied. "But if it's about you leaving me, that promise is worth naught!"
Shrugging me off his shoulder, Sean sat up and took me back into his arms. Then he kissed my teary face and wonderingly said, "Why on earth would you think I wanted to leave you, Katie? Yes, I'm away often, and when I'm home, I work ridiculous hours, but it's for us, Katie. For our family. For our lives together. No, Katie, it's the opposite. This trip was my last because I resigned as of two weeks ago."
"You what?" I disbelievingly asked.
Grinning, Sean said, "You promised not to freak out, remember?"
I smiled, but inside I was a mess. If he'd quit, then what else would he do? We weren't forty yet, so retirement wasn't an option, and even though he'd paid a fair chunk of the mortgage off of this house, the repayments on a three-plus million dollar loan weren't cheap.
Sean continued, "So that was the unexpected news. Now here's the good news --I never told you, but stock options were included in all of my promotions. I cashed those in over the last month and paid off the mortgage and other loans. As of now, Katie, we're debt free and have over a million dollars in the bank."
I had no idea what to say, so I flung my arms around him and hugged him.
Sean kissed me a few times and then said, "Here's the news I know you've longed to hear --I fired Amanda a week into our trip. She committed an unforgivable gaff during our meeting with Stock/Walker, almost costing the company a multi-million dollar account. But that wasn't the sole reason for firing her."
Sean took a deep breath before adding, "I've been cheating on you with her, Katie. I suspect you already know that, but I assure you that it's over for good. I didn't mind the company in bed occasionally because it kept me from straying with others. But fucking her is unforgivable, Katie. I won't blame you if you want a divorce, but I beg you to give me another chance, and I want to assure you that is, and has only ever been, you that I give my heart to. The others are just sex."
"Others, Sean?" I asked.
"Yes, Katie. The reason I quit is that I'm sick of being me. Sick of the lifestyle I was required to live. Sick of the travel and being away from home all the time. I've been a bit of a male slut, Katie, and haven't been the best of husbands, but I want to change that."
"What will we do for money, Sean? Even without the mortgage and other loans, we have costs. Amenities, rates and food, to name some. Then there's the cost of sending Kristy to University and supporting Johnny's career until he makes it, then longer if he fails and has to get a job outside of football.
"The kids are old enough that I can get a job doing something to help out, but I have no idea what. I've been nothing but a housewife and mother for nearly twenty years, but I'll happily look for work if you need me to."
Sean grinned and said, "I do plan on putting you to work, Katie. Almost immediately, as a matter of fact." Then the big Muppet got on his bended knee and asked, "Katie Ashley Muggleton, will you do me the honour of becoming my secretary and personal aide in my new venture?"
Stunned, I shook myself and asked, "What new venture, Sean? What are you talking about?"
"There's a granny flat above our garage that we've never used, Katie. I've got an architect and a designer coming to inspect it tomorrow. They'll tell me what it will take to turn it into my office, our office, Katie. I've incorporated the name 'Muggleton Consultancy', and I'm setting up my own stock broking and financial counselling service. You, my love, are going to finally make use of that first-class brain of yours and begin your Bachelor of Business Management online and follow that with your Masters.
"As you work on that, you will take over the tasks Amanda did --answering the phones, typing the reports, correlating the files, and ensuring the bills and receipts are received and paid on time."
I stared at my husband in wonder, with all kinds of emotions washing through me. Fear for the future and what Sean's new venture failing would mean. Joy that my husband would be back with me full-time. Worry about trying to restart my studies after such a long absence. Happiness that Sean appeared to be saying he wouldn't cheat again. Satisfaction that the slut secretary Amanda got hers. Doubt that just I would ever be enough for my husband's rampant libido.
But the overwhelming emotion was the fierce feeling of pride and love for my man that swamped all the other feelings. If this was what Sean wanted, then I would give my all to ensure he was successful. After all, that was my role as his wife.
"Say something, my love," Sean said as my mind roiled.
Flinging myself against him and knocking him onto his back, I covered his face with kisses and said, "I'm glad to have you home, husband. My heart rejoices that you'll be home more or less permanently. I'm relieved that your affair with your slut Amanda is over, but that, my dear," I added fiercely, "we will have further words about later. Of course, I will support you in starting your new business, and I love the thought of working with you instead of waiting for when you come home."
Sean interrupted my thoughts, chuckling, "There is an ulterior motive in asking you to be my assistant, Katie." 'You want my sexy ass close so you can perve on it all the time?' I giggled. "Well, okay," Sean grinned. "An ulterior, ulterior motive. I won't be able to pay an assistant until income from my business generates enough to justify hiring one. You, I can ask to work for free, with only my sexy self to perve on for a reward."
"More than payment enough for this gorgeous old broad," I grinned back.
"Easy on the old, sweetheart," Sean joked. "I'm only a month younger than you!"
I pretended to sigh and added, "Yeah. I forget that I robbed the cradle for you!"
Sean smiled as he swung his feet off the bed and stood. Holding his hands out to help me up, he then swatted my ass and said, "Leave my cum running down your slutty legs but put a long dress on. We need to go talk this through with our kids. I take it they're both home?"
"They are," I acknowledged. "But they make themselves scarce when you first come home because of how many times you've taken me in the foyer as soon as you shut the door. They'll be in the kitchen waiting for us to come down after we've finished making love."
Sean chuckled, "Well, Katie, I do miss that fine ass of yours when I'm away."
"It's not typically my ass you take," I giggled in return as I took a wrap dress out of my robe and put it on.
"I'll take that before we sleep tonight, Katie," Sean assured me.
I turned to look severely at him, "Yes, you will. But before then, we will talk about your indiscretions, Sean. Together we will decide what corrections are required for you to atone for your behaviour."
I expected Sean to glare back at me and tell me I was dreaming if I thought that would happen, but instead, he meekly lowered his eyes and said, "Yes, Miss Katie. I accept that some correction for my behaviour is due."
Now I was even more confused. Was my husband genuinely submissive, or did he enjoy what I'd done to him and no more? But it gave me an evil thought about how to welcome him home this first night. To start the ball rolling, I casually said, "I've tried to arrange a surprise for you this evening, Sean."
"You have? What kind of surprise?"
"One of my friends you've only briefly met confessed she had a thing for you, Sean. I know how much you've enjoyed the times I've brought another woman to our bed, so I asked if she wanted to come over tonight and play. She knows it won't be until late that I call her."
"Wow, Katie!" Sean gasped. "Are you sure that's a good idea? Especially given our earlier discussion about my infidelity."
"If I've brought the woman, I don't consider it infidelity, and you know that, Sean." We were almost at the kitchen, so I smiled brightly and added, "We'll discuss it more when I have you blindfolded, tied to our bed, and ready to accept your corrections."
Of course, I could tell by my husband's severely tented trousers he liked the idea! His daughter noticed his tented condition, too, the little hussy. She blatantly stared at it before slowly lifting her eyes to meet his and raising an eyebrow.
Kristy licked her lips, winked at me, then squealed, "Daddy!" and ran across to throw herself in his arms. As soon as Sean wrapped his arms around her mid back, she lifted her knees and wrapped her legs around his waist. The cheeky tart tried to wriggle down onto her father's obvious erection, but Sean held her tightly and didn't let her.
Laughing at her blatant attempts to turn her father on, I began making coffee before deciding that a drink would be better. Taking a beer can from the fridge, I popped the tab and handed it to my husband, then retrieved another for Johnny.
I poured glasses of white wine for Kristy and me before growling, "Kristy, if you've finished trying to grind yourself against your father's dick, he has some news for us."
Blushing, my daughter immediately dropped to the floor before saying, "I wasn't, Mom! Eww! Don't be disgusting!" Unfortunately, her wide, excited eyes and breathlessness gave a lie to her statement.
Johnny had been silent, but now he asked, "What's the big news, Dad? I assume it's important for you to have wanted us all together."
Sean explained what had transpired, his decisions, and what he wanted to happen next. Of course, he left out his infidelities because they were between him and me and weren't any of our children's business. Our kids were ecstatic that their father would be home more often but had reservations about costs and money. After Sean reassured them that we had little debt and over one million dollars invested, they stopped worrying and asked questions about how things would work.
Kristy pointed out she was doing her Bachelor's in Business Admin and could help if he needed it. Her father explained that he wanted me to begin doing my Bachelor's online and that it would be good if we helped each other as well as him. The kids, of course, were happy I would be studying, too, because they thought I needed something to occupy my mind now they were older.
Johnny brought his father up to date with his struggles to maintain his spot on The Lions' roster. Sean could sympathise because he was a 'nearly' guy, too. Almost, but not quite good enough to hold a full-time spot.
Around 2.00 am, we finished our current drinks and headed to bed. I managed to get my daughter's attention long enough to whisper for her to wait for me because I'd bring her to our room. I didn't have enough time to explain what I wanted, but I'd do that when I brought her to our room.
I followed my husband through our bedroom and then shut and locked it firmly behind me. Sean turned and tried to kiss me, but before he could, I conjured my father's stern, disciplinarian face in my mind and put my hand up. "Before we get to the making up part, husband, you have some explaining to do. So strip and take up correction position one."
"But, Katie," Sean whined. "It's 2.00 am. Surely, this can wait until morning?"
"Whining, Sean? Seriously? When has that ever worked in our household?"
"I wasn't whining," he tried to protest. "But I flew seven and a half hours today after flying over thirteen hours yesterday, and I'm a little tired."
"If this were only about your infidelity with your slut secretary, Sean, I'd say yes. But another inappropriate erection over our daughter? I hoped that your infatuation with Kristy would ebb when you were away, but one look at her gorgeous, young body, with her large, firm breasts and thick hard nipples, and you're sporting the biggest erection ever. And that was mere minutes after cumming inside me. So, no, husband, this cannot wait until morning, strip immediately and assume correction position one."
Looking stricken, Sean tried to explain that it was my suggestion that I had a friend who wanted to blow him that excited him, not our daughter. But his arguments must have sounded weak even to himself because he disrobed and took up the position.
Taking out my mother's heirloom school cane for only the second time, I swished it experimentally a few times before saying, "You have refused to use this on me, husband, but my transgressions have always been of a minor nature. Infidelity and lusting for our daughter aren't minor infractions, don't you agree?"
Sean's head dropped, and unfortunately, so did his erection. I needed him to be hard and excited for my plan to work. I planned to use a similar tactic as last time and tease him with sexy images of our daughter until he orgasmed.
"I'm sorry, Miss Katie," he whispered. "Amanda was merely a convenient warm body I could use to satisfy my urges, and she never meant more than that to me. I knew you knew I fucked her and didn't think you were that bothered by it. I see that I was wrong and humbly ask for forgiveness."



Taking his semi-erect cock in my hand, I stroked it before snarling, "I couldn't care less that you banged that slut. Nor do I care about your many other infidelities. You're a rich, handsome, successful man, and I understand that temptation abounds around you. I only care that you're careful and do not bring anything home to me. You are careful, aren't you, Sean? When you fuck your skanks, you wear protection or insist they're tested beforehand? Or do I need to get tested in case you've brought a venereal disease or, worse, home?"
"I didn't wear a condom with Amanda, but all others I did. I didn't dare risk an STI or an accidental pregnancy, Katie, as I knew that would destroy our family."
"You fucked your slut secretary bareback, Sean?" I sneered. "Bareback, even though you must have known she was trying to get pregnant."
To show just how clueless men are, my husband gasped, "What? I thought Amanda knew we were travelling bonk buddies and would never be more than that!"
"Amanda not only informed me that she was supplanting me in our marital bed, Sean, she told our children she would soon be their step-mommy."
"The conniving bitch!" Sean spat. "Katie, if I had any idea she wanted more than to share sex with me on our travels, I would have had her moved to another section years ago."
Wondering if my husband could genuinely have been that naïve as not to notice her manipulations first to get him into bed and then move me permanently out, I shook my head and sternly said, "That is not what we're talking about, Sean. We're talking about your infatuation with our daughter."
Sean's cock was rock-hard in my softly stroking hand, and I knew he couldn't resist climaxing when I described my daughter, which would put him guiltily in my control.
Remaining stern, I said, "Tell me the truth, Sean. Our daughter turns you on, right? She moves, and her big, delectable C-cups bounce, and your eyes follow them, right? Then she struts by in those tiny shorty shorts she wears, and your eyes follow her sexily swaying ass, correct? Don't deny your obvious lust for her, Sean. It makes you look small and silly.
"You want her, right? Want our daughter's soft, curvaceous body under you as you prepare to fuck her virgin pussy. Admit it, husband. You sexually desire our daughter!"
"Christ, Katie!" Sean exclaimed as his eyes squeezed shut and his buttocks clenched. "I can't help it when you describe her like that. Alright, I admit it! I want to fuck my daughter!"
As Sean shouted that, his buttocks clenched again, and he spat his seed all over my gripping hand and wrist. Unwilling to waste it, I bent and sucked Sean's cockhead into my mouth and gleefully swallowed the rest of his eruptions.
After Sean's orgasm had passed, I tapped on his chest with the cane and said, "Up on the bed, husband. I need time to consider this before deciding what correction is due. In the meantime, your promised treat should be waiting at the front door. She wants to remain anonymous for now, so I'll tie you to the bed and blindfold you before I let her in." Then I tugged on his cock and led him to the bed.
In a post-orgasmic daze, Sean readily lay on the bed and spread his hands and feet to the corners. Using the leather restraints I'd purchased during another visit to the sex shop, I securely tied his wrists and ankles to the bed legs. I continued using one of my scarves for a blindfold because I liked how it looked more than a purchased leather one.
After checking Sean's ties a final time, I went to get Kristy. As I expected, she was almost jumping out of her skin with excitement. Giggling, I kissed her pouting lips and said, "Calm down, baby girl. If you get too excited, you might make a noise your father recognises, and then we're both in it!"
"Do I get to give Dad my virginity tonight, Mom" Kristy breathlessly asked.
I shook my head, "After you've taken your father inside your pussy for the first time, I want to pull the blindfold off and reveal who he's fucking, and he's not ready to accept that yet. He's getting closer, though. So continue to tease him as you're doing, and I'll keep making him orgasm to visions of making love to you, and he'll be ready soon, okay?"
Disappointed, Kristy's shoulders slumped. But before she could object, I tapped her chin and said, "Of course, I've been without your father's love for a month, Kristy. I guess if you're too disappointed about what you can do, I can take advantage of him myself."
Kristy tittered, "You never did put up with us whining or whinging, Mom. Okay, what am I allowed to do tonight?"
"Suck your father off," I said bluntly.
Smiling happily, my daughter replied, "Oh, wow! Really, Mom? That will be so cool!"
Yeah, I'll sit on his face to ensure he can't see you, but once he's cum, I want you to skedaddle, okay?"
"Deal," Kristy grinned, so I took her hand, and we raced back to my room. Pulling her to a stop outside my door, I shushed her, then snatched the door open.
Marching through with my daughter, I gaily said, "Did some male slut in here request stray pussy tonight?"
"That's hardly fair, Katie!" My husband growled. "I had no idea about this until you mentioned it!"
"Oh, relax, buster," I teased. "You're about to have your cock sucked by a gorgeous woman, or are you saying you want me to send her home?"
I winked at Kristy. Sean's cock, which had wilted to less than half-mast, almost immediately inflated to fully blown. I gestured to Kristy that she should get on the bed between her father's lewdly spread thighs.
When he felt someone climbing on the bed, Sean probably assumed it was me, so he jumped when I whispered, "Shall I describe her to you, Sean? It must be so frustrating to know that a stunningly gorgeous woman will suck your cock, but you won't know who. Imagine Saturday at Kath's party, where I'll be talking to all these beautiful women, anyone of whom might have been the one that blew you, and you'll never know who!" I gestured that my daughter should start blowing her father. "Just think, Sean, it might be Kath herself that's about to take you into her mouth."
At my words, Kristy formed her mouth into an 'O' and slowly sucked her father's glans into her mouth. Pausing there, Kristy lapped at the precum pouring from Sean's penis.
"Hmm, I think she likes your taste, Sean. Can you feel her delicious tongue licking your penis' eye? Hmm. I bet it feels good! Or maybe it's Kath's new friend, Juana, from Venezuela, Sean. You haven't met her yet, but, oh my, is she a chocolate-skinned beauty! She sure gets my motor running, and I'm not even a guy or lesbian."
Kristy worked her way down her father's shaft until she had all but the last inch or so in her mouth. Hesitating there, she waited until her throat relaxed before forcing her head further down. Breathing through her nose and swallowing quickly, my daughter accepted her father's entire cock inside her mouth.
"That's it all, Sean," I whispered. "Your piece of stray pussy has your entire cock in her mouth. Man, what a talented cock sucker she is, don't you think?"
"Who is it, Katie? Please! I have to know!"
"Oh, honey," I giggled. "I'd tell you, but my friend wishes to remain anonymous. But she's beautiful, baby, that I will tell you. Long hair, pretty face, big C-cup breasts, and legs to die for. Don't you wish you could taste her, Sean? Don't you wish she'd turn her body around and lower her sweet little pussy onto your mouth? I bet she tastes divine, Sean. I bet she has the sweetest, tightest little pussy anywhere. Shall I eat her, Sean? Shall I eat her pussy even though you can't see me do it? I bet you'd like to see that!"
It was too much for my husband, and with a long, drawn-out groan, he ejaculated into his daughter's greedily sucking mouth. When she felt her father's first spurt, Kristy lifted her head until only Sean's glans were still in her mouth. Pumping her father's cock hard, she milked the remaining sperm from his thick cock.
"She's swallowed your load, Sean," I crooned. "Like good girls always do, she's accepted your gift into her stomach. She wants to kiss you, Sean. Shall I let her?"
"Yes, please, Katie," my husband begged. "I'd like to thank her for accepting my gift."
I indicated that Kristy should lie on her father's strongly muscled body and kiss him. Of course, feeling a woman's breasts and soft belly rubbing over his cock meant he hardly softened at all, and by the time Kristy hovered over his face, ready to kiss him, he was rock hard again.
I needed to act swiftly, or Kristy would 'accidentally' fuck her father. I wanted that to happen, but Sean wasn't in the right mental state to accept it yet, and if he found out who had ridden his cock, he would lose it. So, instead of allowing my daughter to settle on top of her father, I encouraged her to kiss him quickly and roll off.
I had considered allowing Sean to give her oral, but I thought when he felt Kristy's hymen, he might connect the dots and suspect it was his daughter. After all, if it were one of my friends, they'd be at least thirty, and it would be rare they were still a virgin.
I thought to send Kristy out of the room, but her father's throbbingly erect cock gave me other thoughts. Deciding I could risk more, I said, "I'm going to ride you as she eats my pussy, Sean. You can imagine her sweet tongue slashing over my clit as you feel her plump lips on your rock-hard shaft."
The delicious decadence of the scene, riding my husband's cock as my daughter licked my pussy, crashed me swiftly into an ear-splitting, screaming orgasm. Which was fortunate because Sean lasted no longer in my pussy than in his daughter's mouth.
Telling Sean that I needed to escort my friend out, I hurried Kristy out and back to her room. I promised I'd find time to play with her later this day to ease her frustrations. Giggling, she said she was going to bed and was sure she'd rub her clit off, masturbating to the images of tonight.
Returning to my bedroom, I untied my husband and removed his blindfold. Then I knelt submissively beside the bed in submission pose one --kneeling upright, with my shoulders back. Head up with my eyes down, and hands palm up on my thighs.
Sean crossed to where I knelt, and, standing tall, he stared down at me. "Your pose indicates that you believe you have something to atone for, Katie. Out with it. What have you done that requires correction?"
I wanted to tell my husband about Edgar, the clinic, Liz, and Frank, but Edgar's block seemed to affect me still, and I couldn't. However, I knew so much of my behaviour stemmed from not having my husband's firm hand on my posterior, guiding me from trouble. So, I told him what I could.
"I have had lustful thoughts about our daughter, Sir," I explained. "Thoughts as impure as yours. That is why I am so scared and insist I correct your behaviour. I hoped that by correcting your behaviour, it would correct mine."
Sean picked up my mother's cane, "And you thought to use this?"
"Yes, Sir," I admitted.
"Your father has scolded me many times for not more forcefully correcting your behaviour, Katie. Perhaps I have erred in only using my hand. From what your father has described, corrections are given by canes to your breasts and ass. Is that correct?"
"Yes, Sir," I answered submissively.
"Given that I admit to impure thoughts about our daughter, too, I think three on each is sufficient this time. However, if you admit to more lascivious thoughts about Kristy, I will revisit your correction. Do you agree?"
"Yes, Sir." Sean didn't say any more, so I asked, "Shall I take up correction position one so you can administer the cane?"
Sean clearly hadn't thought his way through what correcting me with a cane meant, so he quickly instructed me to assume that position.
"Your father insists the strikes must leave welts that will fade to bruises, Katie. I've never used one before, so I will attempt two strikes and measure their effect. If they appear too light, they won't count. If they're too hard, you'll have to suck it up, but I promise to ease the next ones back."
Keeping my eyes lowered but silently rejoicing that my man loved me enough to step outside his comfort zone, I quietly asked, "May I offer a suggestion, Sir?" "Yes, Katie, you may." "Instruct me to count each correction and thank you for them. Then, if the strike isn't as hard as I consider necessary, I won't count them, nor thank you."
Sean agreed and prepared to use something other than his hand on me for the first time in our twenty-year marriage. Unfortunately, the first strike was barely a tap across the top of my breasts, so I remained silent. The next was in the same spot and only slightly harder than the first. I'm not sure if my silence goaded my husband, but with his next strike, I heard the wind whistle from the speed of the strike, and it landed only millimetres above my puffy nipples.
It stung like heck, and I could only whisper, "One, thank you, Sir," as I rode the pain sensation down into a wet heat in my pussy.
Realising that the strike was a little too severe, Sean got the next two almost perfect. Enough force to cause a sting and raised welt but not enough to break the skin or raise blood blisters. The last struck directly across both nipples, and I had to bite my lip to prevent my lust-filled moan.
"I think those three corrections are enough, Katie. Am I able to forgive the last three, or must I give them now I've said I would?"
I whispered, "You can ask if I wish to be forgiven my last corrections and service you with my mouth instead. You can also decide if I'm allowed to masturbate to orgasm as I service you."
Surer of himself, Sean asked, "Would you like to suck me off instead of receiving your last three corrections, little one?"
"Of course, Sir," I agreeably replied and quickly got on my knees.
Correcting me had its typical effect on my husband, and his cock was as solid as a rock and leaking precum when I took it in my mouth. Cupping his big balls and gently squeezing soon had Sean ejaculating into my mouth.
Of course, I was as horny as all get out. Watching my daughter blow my husband and being corrected with a cane meant my, 'for goodness sake, Katie! Say it. Your readers won't mind!' meant my cunt was wetter than a flooded estuary, and I needed my husband's big cock thrusting into it.
Fortunately, Sean scooped me into his strong arms and lifted me onto the bed. Then going down on me, he brought me to several crashing orgasms before covering my gorgeous body with his powerfully muscled one. Then, thrusting into my cunt hard, he brought me to a mind-blowing, screamed climax, and I passed out as he spat a final load of his man goo into me.
As I observed in an earlier chapter, I sleep much better when I'm snugged into my husband's strong arms, and it was almost midday before I woke up, still cradled by him. I could feel his rigid pole poking at my bottom, so I reached behind me and guided it inside.
I could feel my husband's smile as he kissed along my shoulder and gently thrust into me, "Katie Ashley Muggleton, I love you, my girl. Always and forever, I love you."
Smiling happily, I kissed Sean's strong forearm and clenched my pussy tightly around his gently thrusting cock. "I love you, too, Sean. Also forever and always."
Sean orgasmed pretty quickly, and his semen squirting onto my cervix spun me into a soft climax with him. Patting my bottom as he rolled away, Sean muttered about needing to pee and bolted for the en suite.
Giggling, I took my nightie down from its hook behind the door and put it on. Then, feeling cold, I added my robe, opened the door, and headed for the main bathroom to relieve myself. After tinkling, I went into the bathroom to wash my hands. Looking in the mirror to ensure I didn't have any of my husband's splodge on my face or in my hair, I saw the door open, and my son slipped inside.
Seeing me bent over, he moved swiftly to me and pressed his rampant erection against my ass. "Good morning, my beautiful little Mommy slut," Johnny grinned. "Glad that Dad's home? I bet you're even happier that he's planning to stay permanently."
"Yes, I am," I grinned as I pushed him back so I could turn. Then I lifted my nightie and proudly showed him the three delicious welt marks I had across my breasts. "Plus, your dad is finally stepping up and correcting me as he should."
"Fuck, that's hot, Mom," Johnny moaned. "I wish you'd let me do that to you."
"And how would I explain that to your father, Johnny?" I asked. "Or are you suggesting that I let you do it and then refuse your father's advances for the two to three weeks it will take for these marks to fade?"
"Of course not, Mom," Johnny denied as he cupped my big, firm breasts and strummed his thumbs across my nipples. "Have we got time for a quick fuck?"
"Your dad might want me again, so no. But I'll blow you if you want?"
"That will work, Mom," Johnny grinned. "I'm pleased you've stopped resisting Kristy and me having sex with you."
Giggling, I replied, "Well, after you ploughed me when I was eating your sister's cunt, it seemed a little ridiculous to continue pretending I wasn't having sex with either of you."
Grabbing his cock, Johnny moaned, "Fuck you using the 'C' word is hot, Mom! Say it again!"
Teasing, I answered, "So, because you can't have my cunt, you want to hear me say cunt?"
"Suck me, Mom," Johnny ordered as he pressed on my shoulders, encouraging me to kneel before him. "Hearing you use that word has me ready to explode."
I eagerly took my son's rampant erection out of his sweatpants and gobbled it down. True to his words, I'd no sooner cupped his big balls than Johnny spat his essence into my greedily sucking mouth.
Looking in the drawers, I found an unopened toothbrush box and took the brush out. After cleaning my teeth and rinsing with mouthwash, I returned to my bedroom, hoping Sean wouldn't smell or taste his son on my breath.
Sean wasn't in our room, so I knew he'd have the papers and be reading them at the breakfast bar, waiting for me to make breakfast. Smiling because all was right in my world again, I took a quick shower and changed into my black spaghetti strap midi dress, sans underwear, of course, did my hair and makeup, and headed to the kitchen.
Wrapping my arms around my husband's toned tummy, I kissed the back of his neck and asked, "What do you want for breakfast?"
"Johnny's home, isn't he" Sean replied. 'I guess so,' I answered neutrally. "Then you'd better put the whole shebang on, baby. So, a pair of steaks, bacon, fried eggs, mushrooms, fried tomato, hash browns and fried haloumi."
For a change, I decided to throw my diet out the window and made the same for myself and Kristy. Acai bowls are delicious, and it's easy to change the berries to create plenty of variety in their taste, but sometimes there wasn't anything as satisfying as a good breakfast pig out.
I got Kristy and Johnny out of bed as Sean made coffee, and we ate a pleasant meal full of jokes, laughter and good conversation. Afterwards, Johnny headed to his club to work on his skills, and Kristy headed to work. She was on a semester break, and her workplace had asked her to increase her hours during the holiday. My daughter enjoyed being independent of her father's money, so she accepted every extra hour they'd give her.
Sean had a meeting in town with a potential customer, so I was alone again. However, that wasn't unusual, so I changed into more casual clothes and cleaned my house from top to bottom.
Thursday and Friday passed uneventfully, and soon it was Saturday evening, and Sean and I were dressing to go to Kath's birthday party. Surprisingly, this wasn't a dress-up or costume event as Kath's parties typically were. I knew Phil and Caoimhe would be there and hoped Siobhan would be, too. I wanted to speak with her and see if I could star in her stage show at the next La Châteaux du Plaisir Tortueux (The Chateaux of Tortuous Pleasure) event.



I thought my fantasy of sucking off several guys on stage would be just that, a fantasy. But I thought the audience would appreciate a show where Siobhan fucked me with her strap-on, especially if she used the enormous 'cock' she used on me the first time.
I hadn't decided what to wear even though it was nearing the time for us to leave. As described earlier, I have a ten-by-ten walk-in robe full of my clothes. My skirts are all paired with the various tops that go with them. My dresses are divided by length and type, sheath minis stand with the midis and maxis --bandage minis with midis and maxis, etc. Then these dresses are, of course, further divided by colour. I have the shoes I typically wear with each combination under the dresses.
My accessories are displayed on hooks and stands at the far end of the robe--everything from necklaces and bracelets to watches and earrings. Scarves and wraps to belts and waist ties are all there. Tonight, the overabundance of choice paralysed me, and I couldn't seem to make a choice.
With my husband home, my more natural submissive nature was back to the fore, and I found myself deferring to him in most things I did. That gave me the impetus I needed, so I walked out of the robe and said, "Choose something for me, honey, please. Something sexy to show your red hot chicky babe off in."
Chuckling, Sean walked into my robe and immediately took out my hot pink Kamilla mini-dress. This divine little number wasn't for the faint-hearted. Although a one-piece dress, it had a halter top around my neck that parted marginally above my globes and was barely wide enough to cover my areolae. The breast cups were so minuscule that I needed to place double-sided sticking tape on my nipples to hold the cups in place. Under my breasts, the cups twisted through a casing to tie behind my back, i.e. the halter's left end became the back tie's right end.
The skirt part of this dress clung to my shapely ass and fell to barely below my cheeks. Where my cheek crease met my leg just below my hip joint, the dress had two small darts that caused the skirt to mould to the curve of my buttocks, further emphasising my size 39 curvaceous ass. This was another dress that even I wouldn't wear without panties because if I bent over, the dress would likely pop up over my bottom and reveal everything.
In case you weren't listening, I like to tease, not reveal!
I changed my lippy to match the dress and added a pair of Halsey 'barely there' heeled sandals in pink. For the walk from the car to Kath's place, and given the size of most of Kath's parties, it might be a block or more, I put on a black biker-style leather jacket.
I turned to my husband and looked him over approvingly. Sean wore a pair of clinging black jeans tucked into black ankle boots. Above his jeans, Sean wore a similarly clinging dark purple button-front T-shirt above his jeans that perfectly emphasised his muscular arms and torso. As we left, he threw on a leather jacket that matched mine.
We had to park two blocks away, so I was glad for my jacket. But the jackets were swiftly discarded once we were inside Kath and Mike's luxurious home. Sean and I had been assigned one of the guest rooms, so we didn't need to worry about how much we drank. Sean did have a propensity to get into Poker games with Mike and the other men and drink way too much scotch, so, typically, I had to play designated driver and keep my alcohol intake low. Tonight would be a pleasant exception where I, too, could let my hair down.
I found Kath in the kitchen as Sean wandered out to the BBQ to find the other men. Kath was already 'three sheets to the wind' and was regaling her audience with tales of some disastrous sideline interviews she'd done.
Hanging back, I studied my longest-time friend. Kath is above average height for a woman at 178 cm (5ft-10) and slender, weighing just 55 kg (121 lbs). With her long blonde hair, pretty face, generous pouting lips, broad smile, and tight, high and widely spaced B-sized breasts, Kath stands out in any crowd. Kath and I have been friends since I was in fifth grade, but she is a little older than me, turning forty-one today.
Spotting me, she squealed with delight and ran over to press her slender body against me and kiss my lips. Wrapping her arms around my neck, she kissed me again and then turned back to the other women, most of them I knew. There were a couple I didn't, though, and Kath introduced me as her oldest friend. But when I protested that I was younger than her, she changed that to the friend she's known longest. Our friends Patricia (Patty), Courtney, Allie, and Maggie were in the group. The extras were Freya Matthews, Gina's mother, Eilidh (pronounced Ay-lee) McKinley and Juana.
Freya took my attention immediately. She was almost as tall as me, may have been as tall, in fact, because I had 4-inch heels on and she wore flats. Freya has a typical English-shaped body--narrow shoulders, a tiny waist, and a big bottom. Freya has barely A-cups, thick thighs and long legs. With her bright red hair, freckled face, plump lips, and bright blue eyes, I found the woman incredibly attractive and felt my usual tingle when my sexual attraction hit. Plus, she was Gina's mother, and my evil mind wondered how cool it would be to make both Matthews women my sexual playthings.
Deciding I didn't want to risk leaving Sean's and my jacket downstairs and losing them to someone who thought they would look better on them, I asked Kath which room was ours for the night so I could drop off my handbag and the jackets. Walking upstairs to the third door on the right, I opened and stepped inside.
"Hey, Mom," Johnny said.
I turned and saw my son lying back on the loveseat as Gina slowly blew him. Beside him on the seat, Jennifer sat with her feet pulled onto the couch against her luscious bottom. Charmaine knelt between Jennifer's lasciviously spread legs tonguing Jennifer's pussy.
Letting my son's long, thick cock out of her mouth, Gina looked up and said, "Hey, Katie." Then grinning wickedly, she pointed Johnny's cock towards me and asked, "Do you want a taste?"
Jennifer opened her eyes long enough to say, "Hi, Mrs Muggleton," before moaning and closing them again. Charmaine ignored my presence and continued to tongue Jennifer's vagina.
Stunned by the graphically erotic scene displayed before me, I felt my vagina clench and pour arousal fluids. Licking my suddenly dry lips, I took a hesitant step towards the sofa before shaking my head and saying, "Umm, no thanks, Gina. Sean and I are sleeping in here tonight, so I'll just dump my stuff and leave you four to it."
"Come on, slut Katie," Gina crooned. "Just a wee taste of your son's delicious cock, and then you can go."
Despite wanting nothing more than that, I opened the door and exited.
I wandered back to the party and looked for my husband. As expected, I found him and four others in Mike's den playing Texas Holdem. I wondered why the others bothered because either Mike or Sean won these events almost every time. Occasionally, due to the luck of the cards, one or both would be eliminated early, but usually, the last battle was between Sean and Mike.
By the loud conversation and regular off-colour jokes, I knew Sean was already well on the road to inebriation. Luckily for him, alcohol intoxication seemed to enhance his ability to read the other players instead of deleteriously affecting him. I wanted to stay with him, so I wouldn't consider returning to the room and 'playing' with the others in there, but clearly, that wasn't happening.
I wandered around the house looking for people to chat with and wishing I still smoked so I had an excuse to duck away from the noise for a moment. I exchanged a few quiet comments with people I knew but didn't find anyone I wanted to have an extended conversation with.
Most of the women were similar to me in that they'd married rich, successful men. But unlike me, they didn't seem well-versed in current affairs or politics. My mother had instilled in me the requirement that I be able to match my husband intellectually. She explained that the quickest way to bore my man and to send his eye to roving was to be unable to discuss his work with him and offer insightful comments and suggestions.
Mom also insisted that I needed to have knowledge of and be able to discuss politics, sports, and current business trends. Because of that, I studied the things that Sean talked about and ensured I could keep up and offer my thoughts coherently if he spoke about them with me. My opinion of many of the women at Kath's party was that they were vacuous. Pretty, in some cases beautiful or even stunning, but the mental acuity of a mountain goat.
After completing my round of meet and greets, I wandered out to the garden. Even though I didn't have a ciggie to smoke, I still acted as if I did. Going around the side of the house, I looked longingly up at the window of the room my son was in. I wanted some of what was happening there but couldn't.
To do what I wanted meant I'd reveal my incestuous relationship with my son to the three young women with him. Maybe Johnny had already told them, but having a teenage boy's possible fantasy revealed and having sex with Johnny and confirming them were two separate things.
As I leant against the wall considering, I heard a man's voice and a woman giggling. It seemed they were indulging in a very personal exchange and were unaware I was there. As they came closer, I chose to move further along the wall into the shadow so I didn't embarrass them. I considered walking around the house and returning to the party, but when I went to move, I saw the woman was Freya Matthews and that the man with her was not her husband, Oliver.
I knew I should have immediately vacated the area, but I was intrigued by what Freya would do with this man. My wonderings were swiftly satiated when Freya knelt, fished the man's cock out of his trousers and sucked it into her mouth. Shocked that Gina's mother would so readily suck off a man other than her husband in the only semi-private confines of Kath's backyard, I stood rooted to the spot and observed the debauched activity.
Freya was good, I saw. Very good. She had the man on the verge of cumming swiftly but didn't swallow his load. Instead, she let her man's cock slurp out of her mouth and then jacked it until he exploded over her face. I shook my head and couldn't comprehend why she'd do that when, at best, she'd need to make her way through the crowd to the bathroom to clean the guy's splodge off her face. If she walked through the crowd, she would expose her cum covered face to everyone there, including her husband.
However, before I worked out why she'd done it, Freya was joined by Eilidh. Eilidh knelt and licked the man's cum from Freya's face. The man used his phone's torch to illuminate Freya's face, ensuring Eilidh sucked up all of his ejaculate. After Eilidh had cleaned Freya's face, they exchanged a soft kiss and headed back to the party. The man waited until they were inside before he walked to another door and re-entered the house.
Shaken, I went looking for Kath. Were all my friends as degenerate as me? I wondered. Caoimhe lived with her brother and his brother's girlfriend, Mistress Siobhan from La Châteaux du Plaisir Tortueux. I wondered if Caoimhe and her brother Phil indulged in incestuous sibling sex, if not alone, then with Siobhan. Siobhan was dominant and Caoimhe submissive, but I didn't know what Siobhan's and Phil's status was. Were they equal and dominant over Phil's sister? Did Caoimhe serve them both, or did she and Phil serve Siobhan? Did Siobhan and Caoimhe serve Phil? I didn't know, but I wanted to find out.
I found Kath sitting on her couch surrounded by friends and admirers. Wriggling through the crowd around her, I sat in her lap and kissed her pretty mouth. Reaching inside my dress, I pulled out the present Sean and I had bought her for her birthday. It was a pair of rose diamond earrings that I'd chosen with Sean's blessing. Presenting the box to her, I kissed her again and said, "I love you, Kath. Always have, always will. Happy birthday."
Kath hugged me and replied, "And I, Katie, love you and always will." She opened the box and squealed with delight. "They're gorgeous!" She said as she encouraged me off her lap and crossed to the wall mirror to put them on. "What do you think?" Kath asked after she donned the rings and shook her head to send their pendants swinging.
Smiling, I replied, "I think they're less than ten percent as beautiful as the woman wearing them."
Kath grinned and answered, "From anyone else, Katie, I'd think it was brown-nosing. But I know you really mean that, so thank you!"
She crossed to me, and we exchanged another soft kiss. Kath was quickly surrounded by people again, so I made my way through the crowd and went looking for my besties. I found Patty, Courtney, Allie, Juana and Maggie giggling and joking around the pool table. Patty, Courtney and Allie's husbands were with mine playing poker in Mike's den. Maggie had recently divorced, and I've described Juana's situation.
Patty poured me a glass of wine and insisted I pair with her to challenge the current table champions, Courtney and Allie. Juana had never played before tonight, so whoever was paired with her inevitably lost. Sean and I had a similar table in our rec room, and he had taught me to play, so I was reasonably competent to hold a cue stick. Patty and I promptly dethroned Courtney and Allie, then comprehensively beat Maggie and Juana.
We followed that up by thrashing Maggie and Allie and easily defeating Allie and Juana. Tittering, Patty suggested we play 'strip pool'. Every time we defeated a challenger, they had to remove a piece of clothing. Giggling, I responded that I was at a distinct disadvantage to the group as I wore only my dress and thong underwear.
"I'm surprised you have underwear on," Allie teased. "Unless it's that time of the month, you've barely worn underwear since eighth grade.
Giggling, I replied, "How would you know? You weren't there!"
"Yes, but Kath was," Allie responded with a laugh. "And she told all!"
As is typical, the banter between us long term friends was quick and easy. However, I swiftly realised that we were leaving Juana out. Wanting to encourage Juana to join the conversation, I asked how things were at home in Venezuela. Unfortunately, the Government there had arrested her parents. Juana had been sending articles back to the El Carabobeño newspaper criticising the Venezuelan government, and because they couldn't get her, they took their wrath out on Juana's family.
Amnesty International was working behind the scenes to extradite Juana's parents and younger brother to Australia. With Kath's help, Juana obtained refugee status for her family, and to its credit, Albanese's government was exerting pressure on Nicolás Maduro to release Juana's family and allow them to emigrate to Australia.
Juana's family's predicament cast a pall over our teasing and joking, and I regretted bringing it up. However, Juana seemed in good spirits, and the banter quickly returned.
Patty's husband was the next to be eliminated from the poker tournament, and he dropped by the rec room and left with her. A little later, Courtney's husband collected her, and they left. An hour passed as Allie, Maggie, Juana, and I played pool, but Allie's husband Paul dropped by, and he and she left, too. Maggie announced she had to work in the morning and took her leave, leaving Juana and me.
I didn't know what to say to Juana. Our dalliance had excited me tremendously at the time, but I felt no desire to repeat the experience. Even though all of my extraneous lovers except Frank and my son were women, I still didn't believe I was anything other than bisexual with a preference for men. Repeating an encounter with Juana wouldn't add anything to my experiences, and it ran the risk of Juana forming an emotional bond with me and wanting more than I could provide. Put it this way --I sure as hell wasn't leaving my husband and children for her.
Juana intuited my feelings, kissed me, and said she'd play again whenever I wanted, but she understood I didn't want to. She smiled sadly and said she was tired and would go to bed.
I walked through the house and thinning crowd. Kath still held sway in the centre of several admiring women, so I let her be and walked to her husband's den. As I expected, Sean and Mike were the last two standing and were going head-to-head in the final battle. Sean won these at around five to two, but from what I could see, the cards weren't falling his way tonight, and his stack was only a quarter the size of Mike's. As I watched, Sean bluffed on having a full-house, and Mike folded erroneously and allowed my husband to double his stack.
Knowing the result was still possibly hours away, I went looking for something to distract me until Sean was ready for bed. Finding nothing but couples indulging in heavy petting sessions or actively making love, I repaired to the room Kath assigned us. Walking in, I was surprised to find Johnny, Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine still there. Things had changed slightly, because Johnny had Jennifer on the loveseat on her knees as he fucked her gaping cunt, and Charmaine tongued Gina instead of Jennifer.
Seeing me enter, Gina smiled and pushed Charmaine off her pussy. Wordlessly, Gina moved to sit on the loveseat's back in front of Jennifer. Jennifer immediately tongued the wet pussy before her. My son didn't alter his strokes into Jennifer but smiled as he saw Gina taking her place.
Charmaine stood and took my hand. Guiding me onto the seat, she straddled my thighs and cupped my face in her hands. Kissing my upturned lips, she sighed, "It's so good to see you again, Katie. You taste so sweet that I could kiss you all night." Charmaine giggled, "Well, I could if I wasn't eating your pussy instead!"
Charmaine's hands slid onto my breasts, and her thumbs strummed delightfully across my nipples. Tasting Gina on Charmaine's pouting lips and feeling her tiny hands on my breasts sent my libido revving to the maximum immediately, and I kissed the young woman as passionately as she kissed me.
I was revelling in feeling Charmaine's kisses and her skilful hands on my nipples when the door opened, and Phil, Caoimhe and Siobhan swept in, locking the door behind them. They paused briefly as they watched the sensually erotic events happening around them. Then, overcome with lust, Siobhan grabbed Phil and shoved him backwards onto the bed. Kneeling, she ripped Phil's pants off and swiftly gobbled his cock down.
Caoimhe paused to greet Charmaine and me with a soft kiss each and then, unselfconsciously, dropped her shift dress, revealing it was all she wore, crossed to the bed and straddled her brother's head before lowering her pussy onto his eager mouth.
Stunned, I gasped out loud but couldn't think of a thing to say. Charmaine kissed me again before sighing happily and laying her head on my shoulder. Then she turned her head to watch the decadent scene playing on the bed only a scant few feet away. She kissed my neck again and said, "Whatever's the matter, Katie? Phil, Caoimhe and Siobhan are in love and are consenting adults. What bothers you about them making love together?"
"It's incest, Charmaine," I pointed out. "Almost every culture and religion prohibits it."
"Silly rules made by crusty, dried-up old men who couldn't get an erection even if you were naked before them, Katie. Phil and Caoimhe know the risk of genetic deformities if they are foolish enough to have children together. Therefore Caoimhe has an IUD inserted, and there's no chance of that, so why shouldn't they play together? Because some dusty old textbook said it was wrong? I thought you were more open-minded than that, Katie. Besides, you desire your son, don't you?"



"I do not!" I emphasised.
But Charmaine squeezed my rock-hard nipples, giggled and said, "You want to be where Jennifer is, Katie. You and I both know it, as does everyone else here in this room. You want your son's big hard cock sliding in your juicy hot cunt as you lick his girlfriend's pussy. Admit it, Katie, and we'll make it happen."
I wanted to deny it. I needed to stand and leave. I had to get out of there before I turned, knelt on the sofa, and presented my delectably curvy ass to my son. But I did none of those things. Instead, when Charmaine bit my neck and pulled and twisted my nipples, I orgasmed.
After my climax, my need was urgently upon me, and I knew if I didn't do something drastic quickly, I'd be on my knees begging my son to fuck me. Deciding anything was better than doing that, I pushed Charmaine onto the floor and moved to the bed. Then, not giving Siobhan a chance to object, I swung my leg over my best friend's son and settled my wet cunt onto his abdomen.
Siobhan laughed delightedly, pulled my panties aside, and guided Phil's cock into me. Placing my hands on Phil's chest, I rode him like he was a horse, and the devil himself was after me. As I rode her brother, Caoimhe leaned forwards to kiss me and play with my perfect, heavy breasts. Caoimhe squeezed and kneaded my breasts until she heard me peaking, and then she grabbed my nipples between her fists and thumbs and twisted and pulled viciously on them.
Charmaine knew I was a squealer, so when I sucked in a deep breath to howl my orgasm, she turned my head and shoved her breast into my mouth. Screaming, I orgasmed, twitched, orgasmed again, and bucked. Then, as I felt my tumultuous tumble down orgasm's cliff slowing, Phil groaned and unloaded inside me. Feeling his hot seed spewing onto my cervix blasted me back over the cliff, and I squealed around Charmaine's breast again.
Shuddering to a stop as my climax ended, I sagged onto Phil. Caoimhe was still riding her brother's mouth, and I could see that her pussy had blocked Phil's vision. I assumed my pussy felt different riding his big cock to Siobhan's, but there were three other women in the room, so Phil couldn't be sure who had ridden him. Gesturing that I wanted everyone to remain silent, I adjusted my panties and dress and left the room.
Sean would want to make love when he came to bed, so I needed to clean Phil's seed out of my pussy. Recalling how often my son chose these moments to slip in and take me, I carefully locked the door and looked in the cupboards, hoping to find a douche.
Unfortunately, I didn't find anything remotely close to a douche that I could use to wash Phil's cum out from inside me, and I had to settle for using a facecloth to clean up as best I could. It should be okay because Sean would likely want to fuck when he came to the room because he'd be drunk and not want to go for the kisses, followed by oral, and then fucking he typically preferred.
Walking back to the kitchen, I found the party had mostly ended, with only a few 'dirty stop-outs', as my mother would call them, still there. Kath was sipping coffee and chatting with Freya. Oliver was in with Mike and my husband watching the final acts of their poker tournament.
Feeling guilty about screwing her son, I kissed Kath's cheek, poured a coffee from the percolator jug, added a tiny amount of milk, and walked to the den. Fortunes had changed since I last dropped by. Sean now had all but a few of Mike's chips, and as I entered, he neatly trapped Mike into going all in on a weak hand.
When Sean dealt the 'flop', I saw Mike had a few outs that could allow him to escape with his stack doubled, but the 'turn' and 'river' cards didn't go his way, and my husband won the pot, ending the game. Although the chip count registered something like $25,000, the actual loss was less than $100 per player.
Laughing, the three men exchanged handshakes and hugs before Sean turned and spotted me standing there. Grinning broadly, he asked if I'd seen the match. I said I'd watched bits and pieces but had witnessed the final hand. Sean collected his winnings and took my hand before pulling me close and hugging me tightly. As we kissed, I felt his thick cock harden against my abdomen.
Giggling like a schoolgirl, I tugged on his hand and encouraged him to follow me to our room. I felt guilty about cheating on him and desperately wanted his big cock inside me, repossessing what I'd given to Phil. Sean eagerly followed me up to our room, but as we neared the door, I feared what we'd find on the other side of the door.
I opened the door and saw Johnny and Gina sleeping on the floor on the far side of the room. Johnny had gotten an air mattress from somewhere, along with bedding. Sean and I typically sleep naked, so we hadn't bothered bringing nightwear and planned on putting tonight's clothes to go home in. Grateful that I'd worn panties, I took my dress off and draped it over the loveseat before slipping into the bed.
Sean took my cue and stripped to his boxer briefs before he slid under the covers beside me. A few seconds later, I felt his stiff cock poking at my curvy bottom. Giggling, I slipped my panties off, fished my husband's cock out of his boxers and guided him inside me.
Once Sean was inside me, I held my breath, waiting to see if he noticed he was going 'sloppy seconds', so to speak. Fortunately, Sean associated my extra wetness with wanting him badly and whispered, "I'm as hot for you as you are for me, Katie. Don't wait for me, babe. Use your fingers to get yourself off as quickly as possible because I won't last."
That sounded good to me, so I lifted my knee and ran my fingers across my bare mound and onto my clit. Lifting my knee lifted the covers, exposing my pussy to where my son and Gina slept. Lost in the delightful sensation of my husband's thick cock sliding in and out of me, I didn't initially notice Johnny's eyes were open. But when he nudged Gina and winked at me, I almost groaned with wanton desire.
When Johnny nudged her, Gina looked back to see what he wanted, but Johnny nodded towards his father and me, and Gina turned and saw my lewdly exposed... sigh, Katie, seriously? You're still having problems with that word?... exposed cunt and her boyfriend's father's thick cock stroking into it.
"Oh!" Gina silently mouthed and reached behind to guide Johnny's cock into her pussy. Then staring challengingly at me, she swept her covers back and lifted her knee so I could see my son's big cock buried in her vagina.
I was close, damned close, but I wanted to see my son cum inside Gina before climaxing. However, I could hear and feel Sean was about to orgasm and knew if I wanted to climax, I'd have to pop with him because he'd fall asleep immediately after cumming.
Luckily, Johnny moaned softly and, by his sudden frenzied hunching, was ejaculating inside Gina. Gina moved her hips up, and my son's spurting cock sprung into view. Watching Johnny's ejaculate spraying onto Gina's clitoris sent me crashing over my climax's peak, and I orgasmed as my husband filled my wet pussy with cum.
Letting my knee drop, I snuggled back into my husband's warm embrace and fell asleep.

The End of Part 6.

Coming soon Chapter 7: Fixing the Frank Problem.
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Chapter 7: Fixing the Frank Problem.

Hi everyone. I'm glad so many of you are still with me. I still can't believe how many people are following my adventures, and I appreciate every one of you. Let me remind you how the last chapter ended, and then I'll describe what happened next.
Sean and I attended my best friend's birthday party at her home. As he always does, Sean roped in several other husbands and began a Texas Holdem card tournament, leaving me to my own devices. Fortunately, many of my girl besties were at the party, so I had plenty of people to chat with.
Finding Kath surrounded by our friends, I said hello and wished her happy birthday. But because she had so many people around her, I knew it would be ages, if at all, before I could get some one-on-one time with her. Deciding to leave her until the crowd around her thinned, I took my husband's and my jackets to the guest room Kath had assigned us.
Opening the door, I found my son and the three women from the hot tub party episode indulging in gratuitous casual sex in the room. After dumping the jackets and my handbag, I swiftly left before my resolve weakened, and I knelt and took Johnny's proffered cock in my hand and then mouth.
The evening passed pleasantly enough, but when I checked in on my husband, I realised it might still be hours before he was ready for bed. Kath was still surrounded by people, so at a loss as to what to do, I returned to the guestroom.
The scene in the room was still as pornographic as it was earlier. My son was now ploughing Jennifer as Charmaine ate Gina's pussy. Turned on by the debauched couplings occurring before me, I allowed Charmaine to guide me to the seat beside where Johnny fucked Jennifer.
Charmaine kissed me and spoke loving words into my ear, and I eagerly waited for her to drop to the floor and tongue my dripping pussy. However, before she could, Siobhan, Phil, and Caoimhe boiled through the door and joined the erotic couplings.
As I watched, Siobhan pushed Phil onto the bed, pulled his pants off, and devoured his throbbingly erect cock. Then, to my shock and amazement, his sister, Caoimhe, casually dropped her dress and straddled her brother's head before lowering her vulva onto his mouth. Phil clearly wasn't bothered by this, as he eagerly tipped his head back and lashed his sister's pussy with his tongue.
Watching this shameless display maxed out my libido, and when Charmaine bit my neck and twisted my nipples, I climaxed. Knowing if I didn't do something urgently, I'd be on my knees beside Jennifer demanding my son fucked me, I swung my leg over Phil's groin and lowered my pussy onto my best friend's son's cock. His girlfriend Siobhan, giggling delightedly, guided her boyfriend inside me, and I swiftly orgasmed on Phil's big tool.
Unfortunately, even that wasn't enough to satiate my incestuous desires, so I adjusted my clothing and bolted from the room before I did something insanely foolish, like letting my son fuck me in front of an audience.
I returned to Mike's den in time to watch Sean win the final pot and, therefore, the tournament. My husband was sleepy, so we walked up to the room. Fortunately, only Johnny and Gina were still there and appeared to be sleeping. Sean and I stripped to our underwear and got into bed. A few minutes later, Sean's big cock throbbed against my curvy ass, so I guided him inside me.
Sean whispered that he wouldn't last long, so to hasten my orgasm, I lifted my knee and ran my fingers onto my clitoris. Lifting my knee raised the blankets and exposed our coupling to Johnny. Johnny woke Gina, and they mimicked Sean and my spoon fuck as they watched. I could feel my husband was about to cum, but I wanted to time my orgasm to my son's.
However, Johnny beat me to the punch and orgasmed first. Gina seemed to intuit that I wanted to watch him cumming inside her, so she raised her hips, causing Johnny's cock to pop out of her. Seeing my son's big, thick cock spurt its juices onto Gina's clit ignited my orgasm, and I had to stifle my scream. My clenching pussy set off my husband, and he filled me with his seed.
Revelling in my post-orgasmic bliss, I snuggled happily into Sean's embrace and fell asleep.
That brings up to date, readers, so, with your indulgence, I will relate my subsequent adventures.
Sean woke me later that morning by climbing over me, mumbling about needing to pee. After he dressed and left the room, I shifted back against the wall and tried to doze, waiting for him to return. But after twenty minutes of waiting, I realised he wasn't returning, so stretching and yawning, I sat up and reached for my dress.
As I leaned over to grab it, I was intensely aware that my son's eyes were open and watching me. Pretending I hadn't noticed he was awake, I yawned and stretched again, this time turning my ample chest towards him. Johnny slit his eyes, hoping I wouldn't notice he was awake, and delighting in his attention, I cupped my breasts and gently played with my nipples. As I pretended not to watch, movement under the blankets near Gina's chest showed that Johnny had slid his hand onto his girlfriend's breast.
Unwilling to take the game any further, I stretched once more and then donned my dress. Then, taking my sneakers out of my oversized handbag, I put them on and padded out the door.
Entering the kitchen, I found Kath sitting at her breakfast bar alone. It appeared that she was checking one of her social media feeds and was so engrossed that she hadn't noticed my arrival. Smiling, I crept up behind her and slid my hands under her armpits onto her high and tight breasts. Then, taking her nipples in my fingers and thumbs, I gently rolled them as I nuzzled and kissed her neck.
Kath initially froze as I cupped her breasts, but she arched back and turned her head for a kiss when I nuzzled her neck. Softly kissing my friend, I pulled her T-shirt out of her pants and ran my fingers up her taut tummy and back onto her braless breasts.
"Gawd, Katie," she moaned. "And a very good morning to you, too."
Kath shook her shoulders and primly pulled her T-shirt down. Taking the hint, I released her breasts and stepped back after a final quick peck. Turning, I poured coffee from the carafe to hide how aroused I was. I'd often jokingly cupped my best friend's breasts, but today was the first time I'd ever held them without her shirt or blouse between us. Kath's initial sexual response had encouraged me to go further, and now I worried that I had affected our friendship.
When I turned back, Kath saw my distress, took my coffee from my hands, and put it aside. Then holding my head with her hands, she pressed her lithe body against me and kissed me passionately. Letting go, she said, "I want to, Katie. My pussy burns for you, but I'm scared. Scared of what it might do to our friendship, scared of what it might do to my marriage and family, and scared of what it would do to my career if the media discovered that I had lesbian relationships." Then she lowered her eyes and added, in a quiet whisper, "Mostly, I'm scared by how much I want you."
Wrapping my arms around her, I hugged my best friend fiercely and said, "I want you, too, Kath. I have done ever since we were girls experimenting with kissing. I'll tell you what I want, so here goes nothing, okay?"
Kath nodded, so I added, "There are luxury holiday units called Sunshine Coast Hideaways in the hills above Beerwah. Each cottage is self-contained and isolated from the view of every other cottage. I say we take a long weekend, Thursday night to Monday morning, and spend that time in one of the cottages. We'll take our time and learn to be close, and then, if it feels right, we'll make love. But we go with no preconceived ideas about how it will work or what we'll do.
"What's the worst that happens, Kath? We find we can't make love and spend the time laughing and giggling and travelling to Montville and Maleny shopping like we did when we were young. Nothing will ever stop me from loving you, Kath. Even if we make love and you feel guilty afterwards and want to end that side of our relationship, I will still be your friend and want to spend time with you."
Kath remained pressed against me, and I was intensely aware of her hard nipples pressed against the undersides of my breasts. To add to the intense feeling, Kath had cupped my lush bottom and rhythmically squeezed it as she pulled my pudenda hard against her.
Kath turned her head up, waiting for me to kiss her, so I softly locked my lips with my best friend's and brushed my tongue along them. Kath moaned, and her lips parted, allowing my tongue to explore her mouth. As our kiss morphed into a full-on French kiss, Kath shuddered and began grinding her pussy against me.
I knew I could have my friend in that kitchen right then, but I also knew she'd regret it, and it might drive a wedge into our close friendship. So, holding the kiss for a moment longer, I broke from her grip, smiled at her lovingly and picked up my coffee.
Confused, Kath moved to the bench to get her coffee. Waiting until she'd taken a sip, I smiled and said, "I don't want our first time to be a ragged, rip our clothes off lustful romp in your kitchen with half our attention on being scared of being caught. I want to make love with you, Kath, not screw. After making love for the first time, we can screw like bunnies for the rest of the weekend."
Kath picked up her phone and looked through it. Finding some dates that worked for her, she texted them to me before saying, "Do you mind making the bookings, Katie? If those dates work for you, I'd be thrilled."
I checked the dates and saw they were for a week from the coming Thursday. Delighted, I squealed and kissed her. "Perfect, my love," I told her. I'll book and pay for it as soon as I get home. Looking around, I curiously asked, "Where is everyone?"
"Our husbands took the opportunity to piss off and play golf," Kathy earthily replied. "Phil, Siobhan and Caoimhe declined breakfast and headed back to Siobhan's place." Kath looked thoughtful for a moment and then said, "I'm unsure what to make of Phil and Caoimhe's relationship, Katie. They act more like lovers than brother and sister, but Caoimhe insists she's a lesbian and has no interest in men.
"Siobhan's a professional Dominatrix, Katie. She does sex shows for a living and has confessed that she often has sex with the men in the audience as part of her show, yet she insists she loves my son and wants to marry him and have his children. When I ask Phil, he says he loves her but doesn't own her and that he knew what she was before they got together and is happy with their relationship.
"Then it seems that Siobhan is more lesbian than straight, and I wonder about her relationship with Caoimhe. Sometimes it seems Siobhan and Caoimhe are lovers, too, even though they vehemently deny it."
I knew, of course, but I couldn't say anything about what I knew to Kath without revealing how I knew, so I asked questions about why she thought as she did and gently deflected her thinking to safer areas. I pointed out that Phil and Caoimhe were always close and affectionate, then added that she was with Mike and her children, too, but that didn't mean they were all having sex together.
Then I said that the details of Siobhan's and Phil's relationship were between the two of them, and as long as her son was happy, what did she care? Next, I pointed out that even if Siobhan and her daughter were intimate unless they admitted it or she knew for sure they were, telling Phil her suspicions would only infuriate him, especially if they weren't true.
"Our kids are over eighteen, Kath, and even though we can't stop being their mothers, they no longer have to listen to us. Your problems are compounded by the fact they no longer live with you. If they did and you were supporting them, then you'd still have a say. But you don't support them financially anymore, so all you can do is love them and be there to pick up the pieces when they fall."
"Easy for you to say," Kath mockingly groused with a grin. "Your two still live at home!"
"Yeah," I laughed. "And they listen to me about as much as yours listen to you!"
"You and Kristy have always been close, though," Kath pointed out.
Grinning, I replied, "My 'mini me'? Yeah, we've always been close. But even she is exerting her independence more and more every day."
"I've never been that close with my two," Kath almost sobbed. "Mike has always been closer to them than me. My work hours have always meant I often weren't there on weekends when they were home. Plus, my overseas trips covering world sporting events meant Mike spent way more time with them than I did. Sometimes it seems I hardly know my kids at all."
"Kath, you are a great mom," I assured her. "All kids ever need to know is that their parents love them and would do anything for them, and you made sure they knew that every day!"
"I was absent so often, Katie," Kath explained. "I missed sports days, concerts, awards nights and all kinds of things."
"So did Sean," I pointed out. "And our kids don't love him any less because he did."
"I want to be closer with my kids, Katie," Kathy sniffed. "But I don't know how."
Giggling, I said, "Well, if Caoimhe and Phil are lovers as you suspect, maybe you should join them!"
"Don't even joke about that, Katie!" Kath said fiercely. "Incest most foul? I cannot condone that!"
Kath and I were sitting close, and despite her protest, I could smell her sudden exploding arousal and knew, given the right circumstances, Kath would be intimate with her children. So I teased, "Oh, I don't know, Kath. Phil is a handsome, athletic, articulate, gentle young man. Surely you're attracted to that?"
"By that criteria, Katie, you must be attracted to Johnny," Kath responded, but I could sense the curiosity under her facetiousness.
Wondering how far I should take it, I grinned and responded, "I'll admit to some unwholesome fantasies about my son, Kath. But they will always remain exactly that —fantasies!"
Staring at me intently, Kath nodded and admitted she'd had some about her son, too, but that she would never let them go beyond the fantasy stage. Then my best friend stared at me even more intently and asked, "About six weeks ago, Katie, you suddenly changed, and instead of being covertly sexy, you became overtly sexy. If I didn't know you better, I'd say you had an affair on Sean.
"It's been like someone threw a switch, and now your sexuality is the first thing people notice. Before, the first thing people saw was your beauty. Katie, you're a stunningly gorgeous woman, and except for around three years when you were a scabby-kneed, gangly prepubescent, you always have been. So, my love, what changed?"
I wanted to tell her and confess my sins. After all, if not my best friend, then who? Opening my mouth, I expected Edgar's prohibition of talking about what happened to prevent me from speaking. But, just like that, everything poured out. I kept my incestuous relationship with my parents and children secret. But I confessed what happened during my three visits to Edgar's clinic, having Frank use me during the photo shoot at the disused lumber yard. Being blackmailed into meeting him again, and my performance at the Chateaux, followed by my almost rape.
I described the Flicker: image: episodes and how they caused me to have many screaming orgasms, but how, through them, I learnt to be no longer only sexually submissive. I ended by describing what I'd done with Juana and attributed my night with Kristy and her daughter to a night with Juana, leaving out Kristy's involvement, of course."
When I finally reached the end of my tale, I fearfully sipped my coffee and waited for my nearly thirty-five-year-old friendship with Kath to end.
Kath had gaped as I described going to the clinic and what had transpired. She'd shuddered as I recounted my almost rape and, before that point, delighted in my disguised performance with Siobhan. She even whispered that doing something like that was so exciting that she wished she had the guts to do it.
I had, of course, left out having sex with her son's girlfriend after the second show, but she was angry that Siobhan had left me to face Frank and his mates alone. But when I described what had happened to her the previous time she'd helped one of Frank's intended victims, she understood why Siobhan had done what she had and was proud that the man Siobhan turned to for help was her son.
Kath gasped when I explained how I was bound and Frank's statement of what he and his mates would do to me, and then marvelled at my rescue by Johnny, Phil and Freddy.
In the end, I felt and heard no judgement from my friend, only happiness that I'd come through all of that to a safe, happy place where I could freely express my burgeoning sexuality. She did worry about what it meant to my marriage, though. But when I assured her that, more than ever, I needed Sean's firm hand on my buttocks to ensure my path remained positive, she agreed that my experiences had helped me to be a better person.
Kath hadn't had the same experiences of calm, forceful discipline I'd had. Still, her parents believed in physically correcting bad behaviour, and she, too, had learned to equate physical discipline with sexual arousal and orgasms. Although her relationship with her husband Mike wasn't as strictly Top and bottom as mine was with Sean, it was very similar, and Kath loved her husband correcting her when she erred or stepped over the line.
"I have to be the Queen Biatch at work most of the time," she explained. "A woman in a male-dominated industry has to be, so it is so nice to come home and have that balanced by serving my husband."
Kath had succinctly described the dichotomy many people lived through. How do they balance their alpha work persona with their innate personality? Many people at work were in positions of immense power when their very natures meant they needed to submit to someone. I believed the way to balance those needs was to serve at home.
Because of my early in-life pregnancy, I'd only joined the workforce briefly, so I'd never had to face that dilemma. My story was the opposite —a woman who had submitted to dominant male figures all her life, learning to dominate others that needed it as she aged.
As Kath and I chatted, Johnny and Gina eventually joined us. Kath asked if they wanted breakfast and made Johnny a ham steak, bacon, eggs, mushrooms and hash brown meal. Gina opted for a fruit smoothie. Kath made that while waiting for Johnny's steak and bacon to cook.
After eating, Johnny and Gina left, leaving Kath and me alone in the house. I was still tired because Sean and I had only had around five hours sleep, so I took Kath's hand and tugged her after me. I debated going back to the guest room Sean and I had shared with our son and his girlfriend but feared it would stink of sex. So, instead, I walked down to Kath's room.
Entering, I turned and kissed her softly before I stripped and got into her bed. Then, holding my hands out, I encouraged Kath to cuddle with me. Kath hesitatingly stripped and got in the bed with me. I pulled her close and gently kissed her pouting lips before pushing on her shoulder to indicate she should roll so I could spoon her.
Kath took the hint and rolled over before backing her bottom into my groin. "Did you sleep at all, honey?" I asked as I moved my left arm up and over her shoulder onto her breast.
As I snaked my right hand across Kath's taut tummy, she replied, "A little. The last guests didn't depart until nearly 3.00 am, and by the time I'd cleaned the messes that would congeal and leave permanent stains, it was almost 5.00 am before I got to bed. Then Mike woke me before seven and insisted I make him and Sean breakfast before they went to golf."



"Then we both need sleep, my love," I told her. "And the best time to sleep is after an orgasm. So I insist you just relax and let me get you there, okay?"
Kath didn't respond, nor did she object, so I slid my fingers through her downy bush and onto her love button. Then kissing where her neck met her shoulder, I rolled her hardening nipple between my thumb and forefinger as I circled her clit with my index finger. Turning her head so we could kiss, Kath let me finger her to a soft orgasm before we both drifted off to sleep.
I woke some hours later to find my best friend still cuddled in my arms, sleeping peacefully. At some stage, as she slept, Kath had rolled, and I felt her tiny rock-hard nipples pressing against mine. Of course, that sent my libido racing, and I wanted to make love to her. However, I believed my first thought was correct —a rampant, rough, raunchy fuck wasn't the right way to consummate our thirty-plus-year friendship, so I ignored the wet heat in my pussy and waited for my friend to wake up.
As I lay holding her, Kath moved and stretched. Then, when her eyes opened, she smiled and kissed me. Hugging me tightly, she pressed her pussy against mine and said, "I can feel your need, Katie. Do you want me to do for you what you did for me?"
"Yes," I growled. "But I'll wait until Thursday week. We need to get up and moving before our husbands come home."
Looking at her phone, Kath agreed, and we reluctantly broke our embrace, got off the bed and dressed. But before I could even put my panties on, Kath rushed into my arms, nearly knocking me off my feet. Kissing my face, she gushed, "I love you, Katie, and I'm so sorry that I've been too scared to do anything about it all these years. I've fantasised about making love with you ever since we practised kissing together as teenagers, but I was always too chicken to say anything, let alone do anything!"
Kissing her back, I giggled and replied, "Well, it's not like I'm experienced with woman-on-woman sex myself, so I'll be a nervous wreck next week, too."
Kath looked at me pensively and then quietly said, "Juana told me you and she made love together. Juana was walking on air when she came home that night, and I knew that freshly fucked look, but how could that be when she was only with you? Then I twigged and asked if you and she had made love. She guiltily admitted that you had and confessed to being a lesbian.
"Gawd, Katie, I was so jealous! Juana got what I wanted for years, apparently just by asking, and I hated that I'd missed the chance to be your first. But I want to be your second, Katie. I want to explore together."
Of course, I didn't have the heart to remind Kath that Juana wasn't my first, so I smiled and repeated that I was thrilled we would spend four days exploring together.
We were sitting at the breakfast bar drinking coffee when our men arrived home. Sean was grousing good-naturedly about Mike cleaning up most of the skins when a birdie putt that Mike had hit way too hard, hit the back of the cup, jumped six feet (or so my husband claimed) in the air and went in the cup.
We stayed for dinner and a few drinks afterwards before heading home. It was a good night, culminating in Sean and me making slow, passionate love. When I rolled out of bed to go to the bathroom to clean my pussy, Sean grabbed me and pulled me back into his arms. Delighted, I slept in my favourite position —spooned into his arms with my lush bottom pressed against his soft cock. A cock I knew would be hard and stabbing into me in the morning.
Monday morning arrived with Sean filling my pussy with another delicious load of his seed. As usual, Sean's semen gushing onto my cervix ignited my orgasm, and I came with him. Surprisingly, instead of immediately rolling out of bed and showering, Sean lay and cuddled me. Spinning in his arms, I faced him so we could exchange soft kisses. I sighed happily because everything was more than right in my world, in fact, everything was about as close to perfect as possible.
Sean eventually got out of bed to pee and asked if I could make breakfast. Of course, I agreed, so I skipped my shower, put some panties on to ensure I didn't leak, donned my long nightie and robe and went to the kitchen. Johnny and Kristy were up, waiting to see if I would make breakfast.
I was, so they settled onto stools by the breakfast bar and sipped coffee while waiting for me to make something. Deciding to go all out, I made pancakes with maple syrup and lashings of bacon for Sean and Johnny and added another lot with golden syrup, berries and ice cream for Kristy and me. However, I served them simultaneously, and everyone mixed and matched as they felt like it.
Kristy was still on semester break and was working virtually full-time, so she left for work.
The season was drawing to a close, so Johnny spent as many hours as he could working on his skills, hoping The Lions would decide to change their mind about dropping him. He said he was improving, but whether he'd shown enough for The Lions to keep him on the roster remained doubtful. His manager was making enquiries with other clubs to see if there was any interest in him, and maybe he could shift clubs.
The Lions are currently a top-four team, so they attracted much interest from good players at lesser clubs wanting to transfer to them. Therefore, their interest in a struggling nineteen-year-old was virtually nil. However, a battling club like The Gold Coast Suns may see him as a long-term investment and have the money and resources to invest in trying for that long-term payoff.
Sean had another meeting with his potential client, plus he needed to see his architect and confirm plans for the remodel of our granny flat, so he'd be gone for most of the day. It was a work day, and most of my friends would be at work, so I didn't try to make a coffee date with anyone. The house was still clean from when I'd done it last, and it only took a few moments to clean up the dusty areas and do a little vacuuming where people walked or had dropped food when they ate.
At a loss as to what to do, I opened my laptop and searched for online Bachelor of Business courses I could do from home. Finding some classes I could do through Open Universities Australia to help me transition from being a housewife to a student again, I signed up for a few. After receiving my confirmation email in my junk folder, I opened and scanned it. It turned out that I couldn't complete my sign-up because I didn't have a USI (Unique Student Identifier).
Going back online, I searched for how to get one and registered. That came through about an hour later, but by then, I'd gotten bored and had jumped in my car. Driving around, I found myself near the sex store/sex on premises (SOP) building Kristy and I had entered earlier. My pussy tingled as I recalled that day, and I decided to go in.
When I entered, Betty greeted me enthusiastically and grabbed my hand. Looking around, she yelled at the other woman working there that she was taking an hour's break. Wondering what she could want, I followed Betty through the curtain and up the stairs to SOP part. Betty guided me into the lady's changeroom and handed me a large, fluffy white towel. She swiftly disrobed, wrapped the towel around her generous bosom, and looked at me expectantly.
Internally shrugging, I dropped my halter neck, backless cami dress, all I wore, put it in the locker beside Betty's clothes and wrapped the towel around myself. I let Betty retake my hand, and she led me to the steam room. Several guys were sitting in there naked, but we were the only two women.
Betty winked at me and moved to the middle of the five rows of bench seats, and sat in the centre spot. Unselfconsciously taking off her towel, Betty folded it and sat on it. Following her lead, I reluctantly dropped mine, and other than with my family, close friends and lovers, I sat naked in front of strange men for the first time in my life.
I was surprised the men didn't immediately ogle us, but other than taking surreptitious glances out of the sides of their eyes, the men remained with their eyes closed or staring straight ahead.
I whispered to Betty, "I'm surprised they're not ogling." She tittered and replied, "They know me too well, so they're waiting to see what we do. If you're game, Katie, we can put on a show for them." "What do you mean 'a show'?" I queried. Betty said quietly, "Lean back on your elbows on the bench behind you and lift and spread your knees. Then I'll kneel before you and lick your pussy."
"In front of these men?" I gasped. "Well, if you're too chicken, I guess we can have a quick dunk in the baths and get changed."
I sat there contemplating what Betty had said for a time, but I had to be honest with myself —my pussy was soaking wet and throbbing at the thought of these strange men watching the voluptuous, young Asian woman eating my pussy. As I had at The Chateaux, I found that I have quite a strong exhibitionist streak in me.
Casually leaning back, I rested on my elbows and lifted my feet until my heels pressed against my ass cheeks. Then letting my knees fall apart, I shook my hair and closed my eyes. I sensed immediate movement all around me, and I surmised the men were all moving for a better view of my tiny, sweet pussy.
Leaving my eyes closed seemed to enhance my other senses, and I became intensely aware of Betty's hands on my hips, pulling me closer to the seat's edge. Then I felt her soft lips kissing up my inner thighs and shuddered as she flicked my clit with her tongue's tip. I opened my eyes and looked down. Betty smiled back at me from between my lewdly spread thighs and swiped her tongue from my taint, across my wet entrance, along my slit and onto my love button.
Sucking that divine little nub into her mouth, Betty battered it with her tongue, and I exhaled deeply as the pleasure she gave me overrode everything else. My hand instinctively found the back of Betty's head, and my hips waved up and down as I ground against her mouth.
Lost in the sensation of being expertly tongued, I didn't notice a guy moving close until he wiped his cock across my lips. He immediately jerked back, expecting to be admonished. But when I said nothing and licked my lips, he ran his throbbing member over my lips again. The third time he pushed his cock against my lips, I turned my head, opened my mouth, and let him slide inside.
"Fuck!" Someone exclaimed as I willingly took the cock into my mouth until its owner's abdomen pressed against my nose.
The cock in my mouth was long, easily longer than Johnny's, although it was quite thin, and it slid over my gag reflex readily. The cock's owner held still as I swallowed around his cock and did my best to run my tongue over it. The cock slowly withdrew until only the glans remained in my mouth. Taking advantage of the extra room, I slashed my tongue over and around the cock's head and stabbed it into the cock's eye.
"Fuck!" The groan came again, and I wondered who was saying it. I was sure it wasn't the owner of the cock in my mouth, but whoever it was sounded on the edge of an orgasm.
Opening my eyes as the cock began its journey back into my mouth, I saw that another man had taken advantage of Betty's kneeling position and had knelt behind her and slid his cock into her cunt. My pussy clenched at the erotic sight, and when I felt another cock rubbing against my wrist, I turned my hand and grasped it.
"Fuck!" The man whose cock I'd just grabbed moaned, confirming that he was the speaker all three times.
A third cock was pressed into my left hand, so I grasped that one, too. I was resting on my elbows and didn't have much movement, but as best I could, I stroked the two cocks I held. However, their owners weren't complaining, and the one in my right hand suddenly jerked, lengthened, and hardened. But before I felt its semen-laden load blasting through it, the man pulled it out of my hand, groaned and ejaculated onto my big, firm breasts.
The intensity of the feeling of his hot seed splashing onto my gorgeous breasts smashed me into a squealed orgasm, and I humped fiercely up at Betty's devouring mouth. Betty, feeling my climax, backed away from my delicious pussy, but I wasn't anywhere near satiated, so I grabbed the back of her head and guided her back onto my pussy.
Giggling, Betty lapped at my entrance, gathering the moisture pooling there. Opening my eyes, I saw another man had taken the other's place behind Betty's expansive ass, and I surmised she'd already taken one load in her big cunt. Not wanting to be outdone, I lashed and sucked the cock in my mouth. A few seconds later, the man's hands held my head still as he spasmodically hunched into my mouth before holding my head tighter and blasting my mouth with his ejaculate.
Swallowing eagerly, I continued sucking and licking, trying to soak up every drop of man liquid he had until he pulled back. Opening my mouth, I let the deflated cock out, but another was swiftly presented to me, and I gleefully sucked that one, too.
There was a loud groan, and I opened my eyes long enough to see Betty's second man cumming in her pussy. He was quickly replaced by a third, but Betty yelped when he pushed forward.
"Shut up, bitch," the man snarled. "You love it in your arse at least as much as you do your fat cunt."
Betty took her mouth off my pussy long enough to growl back, "Yeah, but you could have used some lube first, asshole!" Then, seemingly unconcerned, she dove back on my fluttering pussy.
The owner of the cock in my left hand blew next. He'd surrounded my hand with his and had squeezed tight as he pumped his hips back and forth. This guy came with his cock still in my hand, so all I received for my reward was a smattering of cum over my wrist.
Seconds later, two more cocks filled my hands, and I could feel the one in my mouth was about to blow. Doing my best to pump the cocks in my hands, I lashed the cock in my mouth with my tongue, and it soon rewarded me with another delicious mouthful of semen.
My jaw ached, but I still willingly accepted a third cock into my mouth. None of these three guys would last very long, I realised. The ones in my hands were already grunting and moaning as they thrust into my gripping fingers, and the one in my mouth was twitching. I thought the fact they were about to cum so quickly was a massive nod to how sexy and attractive these men found me, not that it meant they had poor self-control, so I swirled my tongue and pumped my hands as best I could.
With a guttural growl, the guy on my left pulled out of my hand and spat his gooey essence onto my curved tummy. Then the one in my right hand unleashed over my breasts. I enjoyed these twin sensations immensely, but my satisfaction was complete when the man in my mouth pulled out and unloaded onto my face. The tripled feelings of hot man juice splattering onto my skin rocketed me into orgasm. Squealing, I bucked under Betty's gleefully probing tongue and gushed juices over her mouth.
As I twitched and shuddered in post-orgasmic bliss, the last guy filled her ass with his load. After taking his load, Betty kissed her way up my body. She cleaned every spot of cum off my belly, breasts and face she could find and then shared it in a cum kiss with me. Then one of the guys asked if any of my other holes were available, and when I said no, they left the room.
Betty helped me sit up, and we enjoyed the warmth for a while. When she decided we'd been in for long enough, she held my hand and guided me to the splash pool. Giggling, she jumped, pulling me in with her. The sudden, shockingly cold water surrounding me blasted all feelings of post-orgasmic lethargy from my body. When I climbed out, every millimetre of my skin felt alive, and I was intensely aware that my pussy still ached.
I told myself, 'Katie, you know the only cure for that ache is your husband's thick cock shoving up inside you, so you'll just have to go home and wait for him to return!'
Betty had different ideas, though. Instead of leading me back to the changeroom, as I expected, she led me deeper into the complex. Behind the many closed doors we passed, I could hear the sounds of sex. However, some of the doors were open, and inside every open door, two men were fucking. I didn't see even one other female except for Betty. I asked Betty about the open doors, and she replied an open door meant the couple were prepared to let others play with them. A closed door meant they wanted to fuck in private.
I have zero problems with gay people. Several of my female friends are at least bisexual, and a number are lesbian. Sean's work bestie is a gay man, and we've had him and his partner for dinner many times, but I was shocked by so many men having homosexual sex in such a public manner. I asked Betty about it, and she explained that most of these men would consider themselves straight and only came to the sauna to ease needs that weren't being met at home.
She thought she needed to explain further because I'd shaken my head. So she expounded that the men came here to have sex with other men because they felt there was zero chance of developing a romantic connection with the men they fucked, and therefore, having sex here offered no risk to their marriage.
However, I hadn't shaken my head because I hadn't understood but because I felt there was an urgent need for something similar for women. Many of my friends complained of dud sex lives, with bland, unskilful lovers who made no effort to learn how to please them. I asked Betty if there was something similar for women, but Betty said they'd tried ladies only nights, but attendance was so poor that it made no economic sense to continue offering them. Women were welcome any time, and the staff were always present when females attended to ensure their safety.
She further explained that because women were so rare in these places, the few that did attend were often swamped with attention. Then she giggled and added, "It's why I didn't let you stay in the sauna very long. All the men you blew or tossed off and I let fuck me would be telling everyone they could what had happened, and if we'd stayed much longer, we'd have had another line of men to service."
"You love being anonymously fucked, don't you, Betty?" I asked.
"Yeah," she replied. "No involvement, no caring about their needs, no boring post-coital chats, just plain raw sex where I don't have to care about their needs and can concentrate solely on my pleasure. Plus, I orgasm every time someone shoots inside me, so the more, the merrier, really!"
Shaking my head, I asked, "Where are we going?"
"Here," she smiled, opening a door with a key. Inside I saw that a sex sling was set up, ready for someone to use. "When you came in, Katie, I sent a message to Jumbo and Donkey to meet us in here in forty minutes. That's them chatting in the corner."
I saw two naked men standing in the dimly lit corner. Their cocks were only at half-mast, but both were massive!
"Yeah," Betty tittered. "The smaller cock belongs to Donkey, and the bigger to Jumbo."
"Smaller?" I gasped. "It's huge!"
"Yes, it is," Betty giggled. "Jumbo is solely for experienced big cock takers like me, Katie, but you might want to try Donkey on for size!"
With that, she climbed agilely into the sling and positioned her feet in the stirrups. Then making a chucking sound, she said, "Gidyap, Donkey. You can pave the way for Jumbo. Then when we're finished, you can take a chop at my friend, Katie."
I knew I should have left already. Sucking three guys off as I whacked off another four was bad enough, but was I seriously contemplating climbing into that sling after Betty and seeing if I could take Donkey's massive penis inside me? It seemed like I was because when Donkey moved between Betty's chubby thighs, I grabbed his cock and guided it into her.



"Play with my clit as Donkey gets me ready for Jumbo, Katie, please," Betty asked.
Betty's clit, like everything else about her, was big. It was also hidden beneath a thick clitoral hood, so I had to peel that back before I could finger her fuck button. When I'd exposed her clit, I dipped my finger inside her wet pussy and used that lubrication to circle her clit swiftly.
Donkey's enormous penis slid easily into Betty's gaping cunt, and he only needed a few quick thrusts before he slid smoothly inside her love channel. Satisfied that Betty was ready, he stepped around to where I was and proffered his slick cock to my hand. I released Betty's hood and wrapped my dainty hand around Donkey's enormous girth. Looking down, I saw there was a broad gap between my thumb and forefinger.
Amazed, I concentrated on stroking Donkey's cock until I saw Jumbo lining his gigantic cock up with Betty's dripping cunt. Letting go of Donkey's cock, I turned to watch. To my astonishment, the first half of Jumbo's cock slid effortlessly into Betty's big cunt. After that, he had to work it back and forth. Another quarter slid inside the hefty Asian woman, but now he was pressed against her cervix, and despite what you may have read, that was as far as it could go.
However, every time Jumbo pulled back and thrust against Betty's cervix, she'd squeal and have a petite orgasm. Fascinated, I wrapped my hand around Donkey's cock and stroked it again.
Slowly building his rhythm, Jumbo stroked faster and faster into Betty's gaping cunt. Eventually, there was no subtlety at all. Jumbo pulled all but his glans out of Betty's sloppy pussy before jamming it back in until it slammed against Betty's cervix, then he repeated the stroke.
Betty bounced from a screamed, to a gasped, and finally to a howled orgasm, until, with a final squeal, she passed out. Not caring his fuck buddy was unconscious, Jumbo hunched several more times before he stiffened into a rictus and unloaded into Betty's sloppy, gaping cunt. His semen spurting onto her cervix woke Betty, and with a faint smile, she experienced another soft climax as Jumbo came.
Jumbo backed out of Betty and helped her down. Then turning to me, they looked at me expectantly, waiting to see what I would do. My conscience, which seemed to have taken a permanent holiday, chose that moment to wake, and it screamed, 'Katie Ashley Muggleton, you are not getting in that sling and letting some big dicked stranger bareback fuck your slut pussy!'
It made a good point, but I concentrated on the 'bareback' part and demanded, "If I'm going to attempt taking that colossal thing into my tight pussy, you need to use a condom!"
Chuckling, Donkey agreed, and I was soon up in the sling, nervously awaiting Donkey's push into my scaldingly hot, drippingly wet pussy. Once he was lined up, he placed the head of his enormous cock against my entrance. Then, as Betty and Jumbo held the sling to prevent me from swinging away from his rampant cock, he tried to push into me. But there was no way he'd fit, and I immediately realised that. The biggest I'd taken inside me was the eight-inch silicone 'cock' Siobhan had fucked me with. Donkey was at least ten inches and thick to boot. Frustrated, he pulled back and unsuccessfully tried again.
I didn't know what to do. Intellectually, I knew he should fit. After all, I'd had two children whose heads were much bigger than Donkey's cock, yet he still couldn't enter me. Betty fixed the problem. She slid two fingers inside me and worked on stretching my pussy open. She added a third and eventually a fourth before she was satisfied that I was gaped enough to take Donkey's enormous tool.
Betty took Donkey's cock in her hand, then, realising he'd wilted, sucked it into her mouth and sucked on it until he was rigidly stiff again. Now Donkey was hard, she guided him onto my entrance again. Donkey pushed forwards, and with a grunt from me, my pussy's sphincter gave way, and I accepted about half of Donkey's massive penis inside me.
As soon as his cock popped through my pussy's sphincter, the head of his gigantic cock scraped across my G-spot, and I grunted again as I thrust my hips up, trying to take more of him inside. Only three-quarters of Donkey's cock slid into me before his cock's head battered my cervix.
As I've described earlier, my husband and son hit this delectable spot when they have their entire length inside me. Donkey, however, hit my cervix with at least a quarter of his cock outside my pussy.
Donkey pushed hard, trying to force my cervix open. But that couldn't happen, so he gave up, pulled back, and ripped into me again. Donkey's cock battering my cervix excited me beyond reason, and my head fell back as I mumbled. "Harder, faster. Fuck me harder and faster."
Grasping my lush breasts in his hands. Donkey wrenched me towards him as he slammed his cock against my cervix. Only three thrusts later, I screamed as the intense sensation overwhelmed me, and I blasted into a low-earth orgasmic flight.
After my swift orbit of the planet, I slowly became aware that Donkey still slid slowly in and out of my now severely gaped pussy. Opening my eyes, I saw Donkey smile, and he began to increase the force and frequency of his thrusts. I swiftly climbed towards another climax as I felt his enormous girth sliding across my G-spot and pounding on my cervix.
Suddenly, Donkey short-hunched into me several times before groaning and bathing my insides with cum. His semen gushing against my cervix sent me crashing into another orgasm, and I squealed as he came inside me.
But then it occurred to me that I shouldn't have felt him cumming in me because he wore a condom. I looked disbelievingly at where we were coupled as Donkey pulled out of me. When his cock was out of my sloppily gaped pussy, I could see the remnants of the torn condom hanging around his shaft.
"Fuck!" I yelled. "Donkey, if you've given me a venereal disease or worse, I swear I'll cut your damned cock off with a blunt knife and scoop your balls out with a rusty spoon!"
Chuckling, Donkey picked up his pants and fished his wallet out. Taking out his pathology card, he showed me that, as of yesterday, he was clean of all known venereal diseases. Relieved, I relaxed but swore I'd never take that kind of risk again. However, I knew my raging libido probably meant I would.
Getting off the swing, I left the towel where it was and strutted to the changeroom. As I left the room, I heard Jumbo chuckle and say, "Wow, Betty! That is some woman! Where did you find her?" I didn't hear Betty's response.
I showered and cleaned my pussy as best I could before dressing and heading home, praying Sean wouldn't be there, or if he were, wouldn't want to make love immediately. Luckily, no one was home, and I could shower again and douche Donkey's cum from my pussy.
As soon as Donkey had pulled out of me, I began doing my Kegel exercises to ensure my poor abused pussy wouldn't remain gaped. I was worried I'd still be stretched when Sean came home, so I got my hand mirror and squatted over it to see if my vulva had closed. Looking at my pussy's reflection, I thought it was already close enough to its normal size for Sean not to notice I'd had another man's cock inside me that day.
I stood and turned to the bathroom mirror and looked at my reflection, and asked, 'Katie Ashley Muggleton, what the fuck were you doing in that SOP? Why on earth did you let Betty lead you into the steam room, and what the fuck were you doing sucking and jacking off complete strangers?' The answer was quite simple, really. I was horny, and I wanted to.
Would I go back again? Maybe. But only to see if I could take Jumbo. I doubted it, but Donkey's enormous cock had felt wonderful in my tiny, tight pussy, and I desired to feel what taking Jumbo's extra girth would be like. Jumbo's increased length wouldn't matter because my vaginal canal couldn't take all of Donkey's cock, so the extra one or two inches Jumbo had wouldn't add anything to the experience. But Jumbo was significantly thicker than Donkey, and that might be fun to experience.
As I mused, Johnny walked in and wrapped his arms around my naked body. Pressing his swiftly swelling cock against my ass. He kissed my neck and smilingly said, "Hello, my delicious little Mommie slut. How was your day?"
Giggling, I turned and dropped to my knees. Then unzipping him, I fished his cock out and guided it into my mouth. Sucking until it was throbbingly hard, I released it, tipped my head back, and replied, "Boring! How was yours?" and then took his cock back into my mouth.
"Better now you're sucking my cock, Mom. I miss doing this with you. Make me cum, Mom. Make your son fill your slutty mouth with his cum."
I thrilled at him calling me his slut, and eagerly did as he asked. Shortly after, I was rewarded with a delicious mouthful of my son's cum.
Tucking him back away, I asked, "Is anyone else home yet?"
"Dad's with the architect in the rooms over the garage, explaining what he wants. Kristy left a note saying she'd gone back out but would be home for tea, and I'm here with you," my son replied. "Do we dare risk having a quick fuck, do you reckon, or should we leave it at the blowjob?"
"When we next fuck, Johnny, I want you to take the time to blast me into the galaxy. I'm tired of quickies because that's all the time we have, and I want you to make slow, languorous, passionate love to me. So, baby boy, no, we don't have time for a quick fuck."
Grinning down at me, my son replied, "I can do that, Mom. I'll have time later this week when Dad should be out, and we'll be home alone. I'll come and find you then."
"Thanks, Johnny," I smiled. "I'm looking forward to it!"
Like a typical teenager, Johnny's following question was, "What's for dinner, Mom?"
"I've got lamb leg steaks defrosted," I replied. "I'll do them in Moroccan spices, with saffron rice pilaf and a crunchy chopped salad."
"That sounds delicious, Mom. But what if we go to the club tonight and have dinner there? My treat."
"Sure, Johnny," I replied. "Check with your father if he's happy to go out. Kristy won't care, so if he says okay, that's what we'll do."
Sean had no objection, so 7.00 pm found us sitting around a table at 5th Quarter, The Lion's Social Club restaurant in Rochedale. My family gets along really well, so conversation flowed readily, with plenty of jokes and barbs directed back and forth. Sean and I would have discouraged their cheeky interactions when the children were younger. But our children were adults now, and we allowed more familiarity in their interactions with us.
Kristy flirted outrageously with her father. She'd raided my closet and wore my sexy black, sheer lace cami crop top that exposed most of her delicious C-cup inner mounds and left her belly button bare. Below that, Kristy wore a micro-mini denim skirt. When my daughter sat, I saw she wasn't wearing underwear, and her waxed pussy showed clearly.
Deciding that tonight was another chance to advance Kristy's slow seduction of her father, I pretended to ignore that Sean blatantly stared at his daughter's exposed pussy lips.
When we returned home, I whispered to Kristy to wait up until I came and got her. Then I marched to my bedroom. Remembering my mother's stern visage when she disciplined me, I took down the cane case and took the antique school cane out.
"Katie?" Sean asked. "What are you doing?"
"Mister Muggleton," I said as I pointed the cane at his groin. "Your erection is caused by you perving on our daughter's waxed pussy. Don't think for a minute that I didn't notice you ogling her at the restaurant tonight!"
"She wasn't wearing panties," Sean protested. "I couldn't help noticing her bare pussy."
"You're saying it's okay to ogle a bare pussy because it's bare? Come on, Sean, I know, you know, better than that!"
Defeated by my logic, Sean's head dropped, and he mumbled, "What do you want me to do?"
"Strip and take your typical punishment position on the bed," I replied. "Luckily for you, I've arranged for your little treat to join us tonight. She wants to fuck you, Sean. But I'm not ready for that yet, so you'll be blindfolded as she sucks you off again."
Of course, my husband was keen, so he almost leapt onto the bed and spread his hands and feet to the corners. I hadn't removed the restraints from the last time we'd played, so I had Sean securely tied quickly. Once he was bound, I wrapped my scarf around his eyes.
"Your treat will be at our front door, Sean," I told him. "Be patient and wait here until I bring her to the room."
Sean chuckled and replied, "I don't think I'm going anywhere anytime soon, Katie. So, yes, I will wait here."
Walking out of my room, I paced down to the front door, opened and shut it, and then went to Kristy's room and rattled my nails on her door. She opened it immediately and asked, "Tonight?"
Kissing her full, pouting lips, I replied, "Your dad's not ready yet. But tonight will move him further along the path to accepting being your first."
"I'm so fucking horny, Mom," my daughter stated. "If I don't get Dad's cock inside my cunt soon, I don't know what I will do! Maybe give my virginity to Johnny instead? If Phil Loughlin showed any interest at all, I'd let him have me!"
Kissing my daughter again, I said, "I know how you feel, baby. In the weeks before my eighteenth birthday, I struggled through every day as I anticipated your grandfather taking me. Then the prick announced he was taking your grandmother to Europe instead. He'd forgotten my birthday again, and I was devastated."
"That's terrible, Mom," Kristy responded. "What did you do?"
Giggling, I replied, "Let your father fuck me bareback, and your brother was the result!"
Smiling, Kristy replied, "You left out that you were on the pill, Mom, and that's why I'm so scared of letting someone take me. The one and only sexual interlude you had after turning eighteen made you pregnant despite being on the pill."
I agreed, but I had a secret and knew she wouldn't get pregnant the night she was first with her father. Taking her hand, I walked back to my bedroom. Kristy stepped through the door, dropped her nightie and climbed onto the bed between her father's legs. Grasping his cock, my daughter pumped it gently before swirling her tongue over its head like it was an ice block. Sean groaned as Kristy licked him, and I could tell he wouldn't last long by the arousal in his voice.
Wanting to extend Kristy's enjoyment, I knelt on the floor beside Sean's head and scornfully said, "I don't believe it, Sean. Are you telling me you have so little control you can't even wait until your mystery lover has your cock in her mouth before blowing your load?"
Of course, my husband took that as a mortal insult and swiftly clamped down on his arousal. Satisfied, I began sensuously running my long nails along his body. I tickled his ribs, jaw, neck, and stomach. Then switching to the pads on my fingertips, I wet them with my mouth and circled his nipples.
Sean's hips undulated softly at his daughter's deliciously sucking, swirling mouth and tongue as his breathing became hoarse pants. Sean struggled to hold on and not cum, but he was close to the ragged edge. I bent close to his ear and whispered, "I bet you wished it was our daughter blowing you, Sean. Can't you just imagine her young, sweet mouth encircling your blood-engorged, rock-hard cock, sucking on it, swirling her tongue over it? Maybe I could suck off our son as you get blown by our daughter."
The last part was a risk, and I knew that. I'd confessed to having impure thoughts about our daughter, but this was the first time I'd mentioned having lustful thoughts about our son. However, the image shattered Sean's self-control, and with an expansive groan, he ejaculated into our daughter's mouth.
Kristy let her father's cock out of her mouth but continued to pump it gently as she ran soft kisses over its head and frenulum. It seemed Sean was hot to trot that night, and he hardly softened at all. I began whispering again. "Hmm, Sean. Just think, you have no idea whose mouth you just shot off in. Maybe it is your daughter's. Maybe that's still her kissing and stroking your magnificent cock. Do you want it to be, Sean?"
"Yes!" He groaned as his hips waved up at Kristy's gripping hand. "Kristy's beautiful and oh so very sexy, and I'd love to make love to her, but she's our daughter, Katie. I can't do that."
Seeing he was close again, Kristy took him back in her mouth, cupped his big balls, and sucked hard.
I whispered, "Not even if she wants you to, Sean? Not even if she wants to give you her virginity?"
"Fuck, Katie!" Sean spat as he climaxed into his daughter's mouth again.
"I'll be back," I told Sean. "I'm sending your mystery woman home, then we need to talk about tonight. Some correction is required, don't you think?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," Sean defeatedly replied.
I shooed Kristy out of the room and went downstairs to open and shut the front door as if letting someone out. I walked back to our room and took Sean's cock in my hand. I remained silent as I worked him back to fully erect and then swung my leg over his hips and settled my tight little pussy onto his thick cock. Sean's cock felt as big in my pussy as it ever did, so I figured the exercises I did after taking Donkey's enormous cock had returned my innards to normal.
Sean had also stayed quiet after I returned and began riding him. I placed my hands in the middle of his muscular chest and increased my hips' wave pace. When I heard Sean's moans, I spoke, "Do you want to fuck our daughter, Sean?" He didn't answer, so I increased my thrust speed. "Tell me the truth, Sean. Do you want to fuck our daughter?" Sean groaned but still didn't reply. I used my pussy muscles to clench on his cock hard and repeated, "The truth, Sean. Do you want to fuck our daughter?"
"No!" He gasped. "I want to take her in my arms and make slow passionate love to her. I want to show her a man's love, Katie. Show her how beautiful being loved and having sex with the one you love can be. There, I've said it, Katie. Are you happy now? You've discovered your husband is an incestuous creep that fantasises about making love with his daughter!"
"Cum in me, lover," I demanded. "I'm so fucking hot right now that I could fucking explode!"
Thrown by my sudden use of profane language, Sean lost control, hunched his hips up at me, and exploded semen into my grasping pussy. As it typically does, Sean's cock spurting semen onto my cervix crashed me over the edge, and I screamed my orgasm against his chest.
When I recovered, Sean's cock was still inside me and remained pretty hard. Knowing his shaft would buckle if I tried to ride it, I rhythmically clenched my pussy sphincter on and off it. The slow clenching rhythm swiftly returned my husband's erection. When he felt completely hard inside me again, I leaned forward and took off his blindfold. Then, placing my hands on either side of his head, I lowered my luscious breast onto his mouth.
Riding him gently, I asked, "How much of what you just said is fantasy, Sean, and how much is the desire to do precisely that?"
Letting my nipple out of his mouth, Sean answered, "It has to remain a fantasy, Katie. Incest is wrong."
"Even between consenting adults, Sean? But you didn't answer my question —are you only fantasising, or do you wish you could make love to our daughter?"
Sean suckled on my nipple a bit before tilting his head to look at me, "If she weren't my daughter, I'd make love to her in a flash, Katie. And I know you'd accept that just as you've accepted my many other flings. But she is my daughter, Katie. Doing that would be wrong."



"Stop with the moralising bullshit, Sean, and answer the damned question!" I snapped as I gripped his cock with my pussy as tightly as possible and slid up and down it.
Looking stricken, Sean admitted, "Yes, Katie, I do. I want to make love to our daughter."
I immediately swung off him and undid his ties. Then, taking out my mother's heirloom cane, I knelt, lowered my eyes, lifted it above my head, and offered it to him.
Sean climbed off the bed and crossed to me, "Katie?" He asked. "What's going on?"
"I, too, have incestuous fantasies about our children, Sean. But worse than the fantasies about Kristy I've admitted, I also admit harbouring desires for our son."
Sean stood, unmoving, staring down at me. Eventually, he asked, "Katie, how did you know caned corrections could be forgiven by making the corrected service you with their mouth and tongue?"
Hunching in on myself fearfully because this was a make or break our marriage moment, I sobbed, "Because I did that with my parents regularly, Sean. After they'd used the cane on us for at least half the number they'd stipulated, they'd offer us three girls the option of servicing them with our mouths and tongues instead of receiving the rest of our corrections."
"Jaysus, Katie!" Sean exclaimed. "And you did?"
"It wasn't really an offer, Sean. It was expected. But I swiftly came to enjoy doing it. I enjoyed sucking my daddy's cock and licking my mother's pussy, Sean. I loved giving them orgasms because they'd let me play with myself and have orgasms, too. So, there you go, husband. My crimes are way worse than yours, and your loving wife is nothing more than an incestuous slut Mommie."
"Jaysus, Katie!" He exclaimed again. "I understand now why my spanking you turns you on so much. You equate being corrected with orgasmic pleasure."
In a small, scared voice, I asked, "Have I lost you, Sean? Do I need to move into the guestroom until I can find somewhere else to live?"
Sean took the cane from my hand before saying, "Look at me, Katie." But I couldn't. "Katie," he said more insistently. "Look at me." I shook my head, and Sean said firmly, "Katie Ashley Muggleton, raise your fool head and look me in the eye!"
Of course, that was a demand, and as a submissive woman, I couldn't refuse. Lifting my weeping eyes, I looked at the only man I'd ever loved. Oh, I love my father and son, but that's not what I mean. I love my father and son as my father and son, not as romantic lovers. Sean is the only man I've ever loved romantically.
When I raised my eyes, I saw that Sean had put the cane aside and held his extremely hard and throbbingly erect cock.
Smiling, he said, "Foolish woman, your story excited me, and I wished we'd done something similar with our two. Katie, you should know me well enough to know I wouldn't have left you over something like what you described.
"Looked at it one way, it's child abuse and paedophilia. At another, it's two parents lovingly correcting and guiding their daughters to be the best women they could be. I know your parents well, Katie. There's not an abusive bone in their bodies. What they did came from their love and desire to see you three happily married to strong, dominant men.
We may have gotten things backwards in their eyes, had sex and then married instead of marrying and having sex, but they got what they desired, Katie. You're married to a strong, dominant man who loves you to death and wants to grow old and grey with you!"
Then he chuckled and added, "Well, I'm already grey, but if I know you, Mrs Muggleton, you will never allow a grey hair to show! Not even if you're ninety!"
Feeling incredibly relieved that the risks I'd taken in exposing my incestuous desires for my son and revealing my incestuous past had panned out, I giggled and replied, "Not on your life will I let a grey hair show!" Then I cupped my big, firm breasts and added, "Can you imagine how saggy these big things will be when I'm ninety? Sheesh, Sean, I'll have to wear a bra then, or I'll trip over the silly things when I walk."
"That's okay, Baby," Sean joked. "I'll be lying on the floor with a broken hip, and your nipples will be at a perfect height for me to suckle on!"
"Oi!" I protested. "I'll probably resemble that remark!"
Picking me up and lowering me onto his stiff pole, Sean chuckled and said, "You won't, Katie. You and I both know it. You'll get breast reduction surgery to reduce and tighten them. I guarantee you'll be the prettiest woman in the nursing home, babe, and you'll probably still be an incorrigible flirt."
Wrapping my arms around Sean's neck as I wrapped my legs around his hips, I kissed my man as passionately as I knew how and responded, "And you'll still be the only man I want between my shapely thighs, lover."
Sean lowered me onto the bed, grabbed my hands and pushed them above my head. Then spotting the restraints, he tied my hands to them. Backing out of my wanting pussy momentarily, Sean bound my legs before pushing a pillow under my luscious butt.
He re-entered me and reached across to my nightstand. I think he expected to find my standard vibrator, a hard plastic device with a pointed head for clit and G-spot stimulation. Instead, he found my new clitoral stimulator. Instantly recognising it for what it was, he backed out of me again and covered my clit, slit, and entrance with it.
Sean got a pair of my panties out of my drawer, released my legs, insisted that I let him pull them up my toned legs, and then snugged them around the stimulator. Then taking the remote, Sean set the vibrations low and took out the original item he had looked for. Setting that vibrator quite high, Sean rubbed it over my sensitive, puffy nipples.
The twin sensations were maddeningly stimulating, and I began undulating my hips as if to meet a lover's thrusting cock. Unfortunately, no matter how hard or far I pushed my hips up, it didn't increase my pussy's contact with the stimulator.
Sean left the clit stimulator on its low level as he stroked the vibrator over my nipples, breast globes, collarbones and neck. The soft, insistent vibration on my pussy was driving me nuts, and I began panting. Hearing my pants, Sean tapped on the stimulator with the vibrator. The sudden increased vibrations on my clit ramped up my arousal, and my pants changed to groans.
Taking my nipple between a thumb and forefinger, Sean tweaked and pulled on it as he held the vibrator's tip against the stimulator for longer. I couldn't stand the eternally slow climb to orgasm, and my mouth fell open, "Please, Sean," I begged.
"What was that, Katie?" Sean teased. "Please, Sean, I have to cum," I pleaded. "So cum, Katie," Sean replied coldly, though I could see a smile playing on his lips. "You're not doing enough to get me there, Sean. Please, I need to cum." "You mean that unlike you, I'm not teasing you with images of how your children look and how sexy they are? I'm not providing graphic descriptions of what I think you'd like to do to them?"
I groaned and bucked my hips, trying to time my buck to when Sean pressed the vibrator against the stimulator. "Sean," I begged. "I need your big cock in me, please, baby, take your slut hard."
"My big cock, Katie?" Sean drawled. "What about Johnny's? Would you take his cock inside your wet cunt, Katie? Would you like to feel Johnny's cock's head splitting your slutty pussy lips open and driving deep into your hot, slippery cunt? I could go and get him now, Katie. I'm sure he'd love to fuck you while you're tied to the bed. Shall I get him, Katie?"
Shaking my head, I tried to keep the salacious pornographic images my husband created from forming in my mind, but it was impossible. I'd fantasised about being taken by two men simultaneously so many times that the added piquancy of imagining the two being my son and husband had me burning with the need to climax.
"You shake your head, Katie," Sean crooned. "Yet your arousal pours down your thighs. Katie, you're so turned on that your pussy is dripping like a faucet. I could get him, Katie. Shall I?"
I shook my head, but my denials were made moot by my following moan of desire and my swiftly bucking hips. "Please make me cum, Sean," I pleaded again.
Holding the vibrator over my clit until I was barely shy of my apex, Sean removed it at the last second and demanded, "Admit you want our son's cock in your slut cunt, Katie, and I'll make you cum!"
"Darn you, Sean," I snarled. "Yes! Alright? I want my son's cock shoved up my hot, wet cunt!"
Holding the vibrator firmly against where my clit was under the stimulator, Sean kissed me hard and whispered, "Good. Because I want to watch that, and I want Kristy, too."
That image blew me apart, and screaming until I passed out, I climaxed. I woke later to find Sean had released me from the restraints and moved me so I was draped over his muscular chest. He'd placed my hand on his throbbing cock, and even in my passed-out state, I was gently and rhythmically squeezing it.
"Back in the land of the living, I see," Sean grinned. "That was some orgasm! I don't think you've cum that hard ever before, Katie. You like the thought of me watching Johnny push his cock up you, huh?"
Fearful of what it meant, I whispered, "But it was just fantasy, right? You wouldn't actually want to see our son do that, would you?"
Sean grimaced and seemed about to admit something, but then the shutters came down, and I realised I'd blown it.
"Of course, it's only fantasy, Katie. Just like when you fill my mind with images of me having sex with our daughter."
'Katie, you dumb fool.' I admonished myself. 'Sean was about to admit his incestuous desires to you, which would have segued beautifully into telling him of his daughter's desire for him to be her first, and you act fearful that he wanted to watch what you've already let happen.'
However, the damage was done now, so I kissed down my husband's body and took his cum messy cock into my mouth. I've always enjoyed our combined tastes, so I took care to ensure his cock, balls, and surrounds were clean before I rolled and presented my bottom to him. As I hoped, Sean cuddled into me, and his thick cock poked against my bum.
Reaching back, I guided him against my tiny brown ring and whispered, "Punish my evil thoughts by dry fucking my ass, please, Sir."
"No way, Katie," Sean chuckled. The last time I did that, my cock's head was raw for a week. Use your mouth to wet me again, then I'll spit on your ring and use that for lube."
So that's what we did.
I woke when Sean stirred, and after relieving myself in the main lavatory, I put my silk robe on and went to the kitchen to make breakfast. I made ham steaks, eggs, fried mushrooms and tomatoes, along with hash browns and toast for my men and peach and banana smoothies for Kristy and me.
Sean was meeting with another potential client, and Kristy had to work, so they'd be out all day. Johnny said he was staying home for the morning but would head into the club after lunch for a weights and stretching session. I smiled because I knew my son would wait until the others left and come looking for me.
I hadn't had his marvellous cock inside me for too long, and I looked forwards to him 'finding' me somewhere compromising where he could bend me over and slide into me. Even after letting Sean take me anally the previous night, I still had a hankering for some more, and my son hadn't had me in there yet, so it would be a new experience for us both.
Tuesday is my standard top-to-bottom house cleaning day. I'd generally dress down for this day, but because I knew my son would come looking for me, I returned to my en suite and showered, douched my pussy and ass, did my makeup and fixed my hair. After brushing my teeth, I used a hand mirror to check my pussy was still bare. Kristy helped me wax it every other week, but stray hairs always seemed to appear between waxing. Satisfied I was hairless, I worked rose-scented moisturiser into the area and went to put clothes on.
I dressed in my army green mini cargo skirt. This item is another that clings to my curvy bottom but has a hanging hem that prevents anyone from seeing too much when I bend over. The only thing I had to watch was that if I squatted, it tended to pop off my cheeks and pool around my waist.
I added a clinging khaki-coloured crossover top, braless, of course. The top exposed most of my breasts, finished barely below my globes, and left my tummy bare. I swapped out the simple belly button ring I had on for an emerald-centred exploding sun one. Stepping into some low sandals, I left my room to start cleaning.
Taking my stepladder, I started by dusting the high ceilings, the tops of cabinets and doors and worked my way through the house, moving methodically from high to low and one end to the other. Reaching the front door, I put the duster and stepladder away and got the vacuum. Returning to the top, I vacuumed the whole house before following that by mopping the uncarpeted areas.
Looking at my phone, I realised I'd been working for nearly three hours and still no sign of my son. Disappointed, I took some cleaning rags and multipurpose cleaner and started on the bathrooms. Taking everything off the basins and benches, I ensured the surfaces were clean before wiping down the various bottles and ornaments and replacing them.
Next, I worked on the baths themselves, but they were quick to clean because they were hardly used. The showers took longer because we all preferred those to the baths. But using a product I'd recently discovered, CLR Brilliant Bath Foaming Bathroom Cleaner Spray, meant I could spray it on, move on to another task, and then return and rinse it off. The only cleaning I had to do was for the caked-on sections, and the spray and wipe I had in my kit worked for that.
Another hour had passed, and still no Johnny. Deciding he wasn't going to find me and play after all, I did the last and most distasteful task, cleaning the toilet bowls and cisterns. The only difficulty was the bowl in the main lavatory. For some reason, my son's aim seemed horribly inaccurate, if you get my drift. Kristy regularly complained that he didn't lift the seat, so she slipped into our en suite and did her business there as often as possible.
I was kneeling, cleaning behind the bowl in the shared lavatory when Johnny finally came looking for me. Laughing because he had me trapped, Johnny knelt behind me and smacked my lush bottom. Then, taking his cock out, he positioned it against my entrance and pushed firmly into me. Johnny reached around my body, slipping his big hands inside my top and onto my breasts. Then gripping them firmly, he pulled me back as he slammed his hips forward.
"Let me up!" I protested. "If you only want a quick fuck, then you can fuck off to your girlfriend's place and get one from her."
Chuckling, Johnny backed away and stood up. Then offering me his hands, he helped me to my feet, threw me over his shoulder, placed his big hand on my curvy ass, and carried me to his room. Laying me on his bed, Johnny unclipped my skirt, pulled down the zip and tugged it off my hips, down my shapely legs and onto the floor.
"You're beautiful, Mom," he whispered. "I'm honoured to be your lover. Please lie back and enjoy what I will do, okay?"
Nodding, I lifted my knees and spread my voluptuous thighs. Johnny grinned and picked my left foot up. Slipping my sandal off, he tossed it aside and then kissed my foot. Kissing along my foot's top, Johnny sucked each toe into his mouth before licking up my toned calf.
Lifting my leg higher, Johnny kissed behind my knee before he licked along my hamstring. Moving back to my toes, he kissed along my shin, over my knee, and up my thigh. Stopping short of my dripping pussy, Johnny released my left leg and picked up my right and then repeated the actions.
Stopping short of my pussy again, Johnny helped me sit and removed my clinging top. Cupping my generous, firm breasts, Johnny pushed me back on the bed, covered my gorgeous body with his leanly muscled one and kissed my full, pouty lips. I felt his tongue sliding along my luscious lips, and I parted them and accepted his protuberance inside my mouth.
Our tongues battled in that age-old dance of love, and I was happy to surrender to my son's greater strength. Letting Johnny take possession of my mouth, I moaned as my legs unawarely lifted to wrap around his narrow hips and tried to pull him into my soaking pussy
My scorchingly hot entrance brushed briefly against his cock's tip, but Johnny chuckled and twitched his hips aside. Then he kissed my chin and neck, where my pulse fluttered between my collarbones, décolletage, and breasts, then lower still. Jumping over my belly button ring, Johnny kissed across my taut tummy and over my mound onto my clitoris.
Stopping there to suck and tongue my love button briefly, he licked along my pussy lips and down further onto my entrance. Then putting his hands behind my knees, he pushed until my hips raised off the bed and tongued along my taint. Pausing short of my tiny chocolate starfish, Johnny waited for my reaction. At my groan and attempt to lift my ring onto his tongue, I felt his grin as he tilted his head and slid his tongue onto my little starfish.
"That feels so good, Johnny," I moaned.
"Have you had anal sex before, Mom?" Johnny asked innocently.
I didn't know how I should answer. If I answered yes, would he think I was a slut? But if I answered no, would he stop and return to my pussy? Then I realised I was being stupid. Johnny already knew that I was a slut. His little Mommie slut, in fact!
"Yes," I replied. "Your dad likes it as a change from regular sex, and I like pleasing him, so I do it for him occasionally."
"Have you ever orgasmed from anal sex, Mom?" He asked.
"Yes. When your dad cums inside me, I almost always climax."
"Cool," Johnny said and began tonguing my starfish again.
Johnny worked moisture into my sexy butt with his tongue until he felt my sphincter flutter open, then sucking his finger until it was soaked with his saliva, he slowly worked it into my bottom. I'd never had it done like this before. When I allowed Sean to take my ass, I turned and presented it to him. Sean would lube his cock and my ass and push into me. There was some discomfort until my sphincter gaped enough for Sean's cock to glide, but it was insufficient to cause any real pain.
Johnny worked diligently to stretch my ass wide enough to take his cock without discomfort. His care and love for me made my heart swell, and I had to swallow my happy tears lest he thought they were tears of pain. Reaching into his bedside table, Johnny removed some lube. Taking his finger out of my ass, he added lubricant to my ring and his fingers before sliding two fingers back inside my bottom.
Johnny twisted his wrist back and forth as he forced his fingers apart. When the gap between his first and second fingers was wide enough, Johnny added a third finger and proceeded to force them apart, too.
"You're ready, Mom," Johnny stated. "You'll still feel some pain when I push through your knot, but I should slide through easily."
Johnny was correct on both counts. I jumped as his cock broke my knot open, but there was little pain.
"You okay, Mom?" My son asked."
Instead of answering, I moaned, pushed my hips forward, then thrust back at his invading cock.
Chuckling, Johnny said, "I'll take that as a 'yes', then." and began stroking into me.
Having my son penetrate my ass was a surreal experience. On the rare occasions I'd let Sean take me in my bottom, it had been something I did for him. And although I orgasmed when Sean ejaculated into my ass, the act of being fucked in the bum did little for me. But when Johnny's cock bottomed out (pun intended) in my bottom, it felt good! Moaning as he thrust into me, I pushed my curvaceous booty back to meet his thrusts.



"You're so tight, Mom," my son moaned. "I won't last long, so get your fingers on your clit and cum with me."
That was another new idea for me. When I let Sean take me in my ass, I concentrated on relaxing and gripping his cock with my ass' sphincter. I didn't think of my pleasure and only waited for him to cum, knowing feeling his semen boiling into my ass would ignite my orgasm. Johnny had brought me close to orgasm without me doing anything to aid it, so when my fingers found my clit, I gasped and immediately teetered on the precipice of an enormous orgasm.
Johnny was close but was trying his best to wait for me. Unfortunately, I still had the typical submissive's need to be given permission to cum, and Johnny hadn't given it yet. My son continued pounding into my ass, grunting and groaning as he fought to stave off his inevitable orgasm. The sensations had gotten so intense that I was gasping and mewling until I finally managed coherency and pleaded, "Let me cum, baby, please."
Understanding, Johnny pulled back until only his cock's tip remained inside me, then whacked my ass as hard as he could and jammed into me.
He roared, "Cum for me, my delicious little Mommie slut," as his cock blasted cum into my colon.
Turning my face into the pillow, I pinched my thick clit hard and screamed as my climax shattered my thoughts. Johnny collapsed on top of me as my scattered wits drifted away, and I slept. I woke when I felt a warm washer cleaning my ass. Strangely, it didn't feel abused as it typically did after I'd let my husband use it. Instead, it felt like I could go a second round in there.
Noticing I was awake, Johnny rolled me over, moved between my shapely thighs and slid inside my soaking pussy. "That was special, Mom," he whispered, kissing my bee-stung lips. "We might make that our special thing to do when we want to show how much we love each other."
That sounded good to me, but, right now, I needed to be pounded. I raked my nails across Johnny's back to get his attention and hissed, "Enough of this maudlin sentimentality! Fuck me, Johnny! Pound me through this mattress onto the floor!"
Chuckling, Johnny grabbed my big, mounded breasts and pushed himself away from my body. He moved his knees up and spread them outside my hips. Then, resting on his hands and knees, Johnny wrenched me back by my breasts as he ripped into me with his cock.
Good, Lord, did it feel good! "Again!" I demanded. Johnny rammed into me again. "Harder!" I ordered.
Johnny got the hint, squeezed my grapefruit-sized breasts, and fucked me as hard as he could. My hips rose to meet every thrust, and as he drove into me, I pulled with my legs, trying to increase the force of his jam into me. Moving his hands under my armpits and onto my shoulders, Johnny ripped me down as he rammed his hips forward. The sensation of his pubic bone slamming into my clit drove me wild, and I bit his neck multiple times as I slashed his back with my nails.
Insane with lust, I squealed and moaned as Johnny's blurring hips rocketed in and out of me. Sweat poured from us as our passion raged. Johnny reached the end of his endurance, reared back, then slapped my face lightly and demanded, "Cum for me, you cock swallowing, cum guzzling Mommie slut!"
Pulling my son down and biting where Johnny's neck and shoulder met, I screamed as my orgasm exploded through me. Feeling Johnny's big cock spurting its goo into me ignited another orgasm, and I shuddered as his cock jerked inside me. As soon as my son stopped cumming, I pushed him off me, spun and took his slowly wilting cock into my mouth. Cupping his big balls, I carefully licked and sucked our combined juices off his magnificent cock.
Satisfied he was clean, I turned back. Johnny took me in his arms and kissed me softly before saying, "That was one hell of a ride, Mom. Your passion seems to be increasing, and you're becoming more relaxed about things sexual. It's good to see, Mom, but what's changed? And aren't you worried that Dad will question why you've changed?"
Giggling, I kissed my son again and replied, "Well, it's yours and your sister's fault. You ignited my inner Mommie slut, and now you get to reap the rewards! And your dad's never complained when I initiated sex before, so I doubt he'll start now!"
Johnny held me for a while longer before patting my bottom and saying, "I need to shower and head for the cub, Mom. Are you okay with me leaving you home alone?"
"Of course," I giggled. "I'm a big Mommie slut, not a little girl."
I saw what I'd done to his back when Johnny rolled and got off the bed. "Oh my Lord, Johnny!" I gasped. Then feeling guilty, I said, "I'm so sorry, baby boy. I didn't even know I was doing it!"
Turning so he could look in the mirror, my son grinned and replied, "Gina's going to be so jealous it wasn't her who did that, Mom! And when the guys at the club see it, they'll be jealous it wasn't them."
"You won't tell them it was your mom who did that, though, will you?" I worriedly asked.
Johnny chuckled, "Of course not, Mom. This needs to be our little secret forever. It's a shame because I'd love to shout to the world that my yummy Mommie and I were lovers, but alas, it's not possible. Besides, I think Dad might object."
I carefully asked, "You know that Kristy and I are intimate, don't you? Chuckling, Johnny replied. 'Yeah. I was there, remember?' "Are you and Kristy doing things together?" Johnny shook his head, "No, Mom. When Kristy said she was still a virgin, I decided to leave anything we do together up to her. I know she has her heart set on someone to be her first, but I don't know who.'
Relieved, I hugged him and let him go to the shower. I went to my en suite to shower and douche so I'd be ready for my husband if he wanted to make love later. As I showered, I reflected on how full my sex life suddenly was, from hardly getting any at all, especially with Sean away so much, to having sex almost daily. 'Katie,' I thought. 'You really are earning the name 'Slut Mommie'!'
Sean came home around the time for dinner and announced he needed to go to Sydney over the weekend to meet two potential clients. He had meetings booked for Friday afternoon and Saturday morning, and if they went well, he would take them to dinner Saturday night.
Of course, I immediately asked if he wanted me to come and act as hostess, but Sean hung his head embarrassedly and said he'd asked our daughter if she wanted to visit Sydney as she'd never been. He apologised for not asking me first but explained he'd received the confirmations when he'd got home and that Kristy had been enthusiastically welcoming him home at the time, and he'd blurted out that she could come before he could think.
I thought Kristy going with her father to Sydney was a great idea because it would give her a chance to advance her plan to seduce her father. However, I didn't think Sean was ready to take that step yet and doubted she'd succeed this time. I knew my husband was creeping closer to breaking the incest taboo, but he wasn't quite there.
I looked around the table and saw children were both grinning. I smiled back at them, but we had differing reasons for our smiles. Johnny was smiling because he'd have me to himself for three days and two nights. Kristy smiled because she thought she'd bed her father before they came back, and I smiled because I knew Kristy would come home with her hymen intact. However, if she did succeed, it wasn't a bad thing and only meant I could forget my plan to make it happen.
Thursday morning, I found my daughter and suggested we went shopping for some sexy outfits to wear to Sydney and after. Kristy swiftly agreed, and we were in my sunset red Audi A3 on our way to the Chermside shops. We started in Dotti but were mostly disappointed with the selections. We did make one purchase, however. An emerald green Ophelia gathered slip dress. This dress had a loose, low hanging scooped top that revealed plenty of Kristy's divine C-cups and a beautiful, sexy, gathered side split that, when she walked, exposed her shapely calves and thighs.
From there, we tried Forever New. I'd bought a few outfits from here before and hoped we'd have better luck than in Dotti. The first item we purchased was a Rhianna embellished satin shirt in salmon pink. The shirt clung to Kristy's globes gorgeously and, with the many buttons down the front, could be worn with several undone to create an alluringly sexy look or done up for more formal wear for work. We bought a black Gabi cargo skirt to go with this top with a front left split that exposed my daughter's inner thigh to barely below her panty line.
Unfortunately, those were the only two items I felt matched the look I was trying to create for my daughter. Because Kristy is still so young and doesn't have my mature curves, I wanted her to wear clothing even more risqué than I typically wear. When you're young, and you've got it, why not flaunt it?
We shopped in Veronika Maine next. I almost immediately dismissed it as being way too conservative for what I was looking for, but as I turned to guide Kristy back out, I spotted a Drapey weave blouse in black. The material was sheer enough to be barely opaque. I thought if Kristy wore a bra similar to my lacy black see-through half bra under this top, it would create a deliciously decadent look. From a distance, it would appear that if you walked close enough, you'd see my daughter's breasts, but that would prove to be an illusion.
We were a little disappointed in this year's conservative fashions, but we resolved to keep looking until we had a suitable wardrobe for her trip. Our next attempt was in Ally. As soon as we entered the store, Kristy saw a black, sleeveless, sweetheart's neck, faux-leather mini dress. A quick check confirmed it came in size 16 (12 US). The dress was a sexily gorgeous masterpiece with a plunging lace-up cleavage split and covered just enough of my daughter's curvy ass cheeks to be decent. It clung to every inch of her body, emphasising her sexy hourglass shape.
The next thing to catch my eye was a dark green, cut-out, crossover, high-neck, mesh maxi dress. The cut-outs were in diamond shapes between Kristy's breast globes and the curves between her ribs and hips. The skirt part of the dress had a sexy side split to Kristy's hips. We added a dark red bodycon mini dress with long sleeves, a V-neck and keyholes. The keyholes were spaced in the dress's cleavage, revealing delicious amounts of my daughter's cleavage.
Kristy and I decided that was enough dresses for now, and we'd look for some mix-and-match skirt and top sets. Ally seemed to have a good selection of these, but surprisingly, most of the tops seemed quite conservative compared to the dresses we'd chosen. We did find a canary yellow, long-sleeved knit crossover top that had a sexy gap that left a solid chunk of my daughter's cleavage exposed.
We'd just about given up on finding anything else, and we considered moving on when Kristy stumbled on a black corset top with a sweetheart's neck and laced long sleeves. This mini corset had half-cups that pushed Kristy's breasts up and out, deliciously leaving the tops of her mounds uncovered. Beside that was a sleeveless white lace cami crop top with a sweetheart's neckline. Like the corset, it came with half-cups that displayed Kristy's breasts as beautifully as the former item.
We had already bought one skirt but needed at least a few others to round out Kristy's new wardrobe, so we looked for those next. Our first purchase, of course, was a red-check, pleated mini skirt. This divine little number mimicked a schoolgirl uniform and would set men's libidos and fantasies racing. Like some of my skirts, this one had darts on either side that held the skirt to Kristy's ass cheek's curve, emphasising her lusciously curved ass. We added a couple of basic short bodycon skirts in varying colours to round out our purchases.
We probably had enough dresses for now, but I love shopping, so we walked to the next store on our list. Entering Sascha Drake, I murmured, "We need something sexy but relatively modest for dinner on both nights."
Agreeing, Kristy took down an apricot-poppy maxi wrap dress. The dress' cleavage line was deep enough to be sexy but remained modest. The dress material was opaque, and my daughter's long legs would show delightfully obscured, especially if the sun was behind her. That took care of one night, but we needed another for Saturday's event.
We'd almost given up when I spied another wrap dress, this one in midnight blue. It was a midi dress with a deep split on the left leg. Because it had a deep V, it could be made more demure using a gold clip to hold the V closed. Or the shoulders could be pushed off onto Kristy's upper arms and expose as much of her delicious chest assets as she chose.
We'd bought everything we needed, but more shops called, so we made our way to the next. Walking into Charcoal, I immediately spotted an onyx Opulence mini dress that I thought would hug Kristy's curves delectably and emphasise her gorgeous body. The dress had tassels swinging from either side of the skirt's hem that would bounce a jiggle with my daughter's swaying hips and draw all eyes to her sexy ass. The top of the dress clung to Kristy's breasts and was barebacked, with the skirt's beginning barely above her ass' cleft. It was divine, so we added it to our growing collection.
Unfortunately, after that promising start, we didn't find much else we liked. The only other item we purchased was a canary yellow barely-there vest top with a see-through lace cardigan that went with it.
Tired, we stopped for lunch at the food court. After eating, we passed briefly through Decjuba, City Chic, and Dissh but didn't find anything that we thought added anything different to what we had. Kristy thought we were done, but I had other things I wanted to get her. Although I tend to spurn underwear at every opportunity, I still have a vast collection of sexy underwear items I can wear to tease and titillate my husband.
Taking Kristy's arm, I guided her into Honey Birdette, and we spent a delightful hour trying on and selecting a range of bra and panty sets, bustiers, suspenders and stockings, all designed to try and drive Sean wild with desire.
We had one final stop to make. Kristy needed some shoes to go with the outfits she'd selected, so we made our way across town to 'Shoes of Hollywood'. After purchasing a basic set of four and seven-inch pumps in the primary colours of white, red and black, we moved onto strappy heels and sandals. Once we were happy with those, I showed Kristy a divine pair of 'thigh-high fuck me boots' I'd been eying the whole time we were in the store. I asked Shawna, the assistant, to take them down and help my daughter into them.
Shawna is a beautiful red-haired young woman with small boobs and a lithe figure, and I'd been surreptitiously watching the young woman as we'd shopped. It was blatantly obvious she found Kristy attractive. Well, she found us both attractive, but she mainly concentrated on Kristy.
Waiting until Shawna was on her hands and knees doing up the zip of the second boot, I knelt behind her and took her tiny breasts in my hands. Then kissing the back of her neck, I whispered, "You want to touch her, don't you? You can smell her arousal and want to touch and taste her. Go ahead, lower your mouth onto my daughter's pussy, but if you do, you have to eat me, too."
Shawna shuddered, hesitated, then slowly lowered her head onto my daughter's pussy. Moaning softly, she began tasting Kristy's sweet essence.
When I'd knelt behind Shawna and grabbed her breasts, Kristy's eyes were as wide as saucers, but when she heard what I said, she moved her bottom to the seat's edge and lifted and spread her knees.
Shawna lapped at Kristy's vulva briefly before pushing back, looking at my daughter's eyes and asking, "You're still a virgin?" Kristy nodded. "I can use my fingers and vibrator to cure that now if you want?"
Kristy shook her head and replied, "I'm keeping it for a special someone, so leave it be, please."
Nodding, the young woman returned her mouth to Kristy's pussy. I was still lying on the young woman's back, idly playing with her nipples as she ate my daughter, but my pussy felt wet and hot, and my clit ached for more. Standing up, I closed and locked the front door, then kneeling behind Shawna again, I lifted her short skirt above her hips and pulled her panties down.
Shawna helped me take her knickers off by lifting each knee in turn. Lying on the floor, I moved between Shawna's spread knees until I was under her pussy. Holding the assistant's hips, I pulled her down. Shawna took my hint and lowered herself onto my willing mouth. She'd clearly been excited for quite some time because her juices were intensely aromatic until my questing tongue elicited a fresh flood of arousal from her tender, young pussy. Now that Shawna's arousal flowed heavily, she tasted sweet and musky on my tongue, and I lapped eagerly at her entrance.
I was so involved in encouraging our new lover's climb to her peak that I hadn't noticed an older woman entering the store from the storage area. I first knew she was there when I heard, "Shawna! Oh, my lawd, not again!"
Thinking we were in trouble, I moved out from between Shawna's thighs and looked at the woman.
"Oh my Gawd, Katie!"
Stunned, I looked up at Gina's mother, Freya Matthews. Figuring that she'd either join in or freak out and kick us out, I smiled at her and then moved back between Shawna's thighs and began licking her pussy again. A few seconds later, I felt Freya's knee between my shapely thighs. Allowing them to spread, I waited to see what Freya would do next. I felt her hands on my breasts as she cupped and caressed them. Next, I felt her undoing my dress' buttons. All I wore was a midnight blue button-through shirt dress. Freya undid all its buttons and peeled it off my sexily curved body.
Sitting back, Frey admired my gorgeous form as she gently stroked her fingers over my breasts and nipples. She whispered, "I have a strap-on in the office. Would you like me to fuck you with it?"
I nodded eagerly and gave her a thumbs-up. Freya got up and momentarily left. A few seconds passed, and I felt her between my thighs again. She covered my body with hers and pressed her tiny breasts and rock-hard nipples against my breasts. Because I didn't stop licking Shawna to kiss her, Freya moved lower and suckled my nipples. Then, kissing across my belly, she slid her tongue across my prominent mound and onto my thick clit.
As I felt Freya's mouth on my pleasure button, I gasped into Shawna's pussy, eliciting a softly sighed orgasm. Kissing along my wet slit, Freya's tongue found my entrance and gently pried it open. Then, delving her tongue as deeply into my pussy as it would go, Freya began forcing me to climb to my crest. She snaked her hands across my softly curved tummy and onto my breasts. Then taking my nipples in her thumbs and forefingers, she tongue fucked me as she rolled my breast nubs in her fingers.
Freya's gifted tongue and hands swiftly brought me close to climax. Sensing that, she moved up between my lewdly spread thighs and positioned her 'cock' where her tongue had just left. Then, with a forceful shove, she filled my vagina. Freya's 'cock' was similarly sized to my husband's and son's. At its full depth inside my pussy, its tip brushed my cervix. This delightful pain stab had me climbing quickly to an orgasm, and I began panting into Shawna's sopping cunt.
Suddenly, as I thought I'd be the first to cum, Shawna groaned deeply into Kristy's pussy as her vagina fluttered on my tongue and gushed fluids. Shawna's loudly gasped groan set Kristy off, and she squealed as her orgasm hit. Feeling Shawna's pussy liquids pouring into my mouth, combined with the exquisite intermittent jab against my cervix, exploded me into orgasm, and I screamed into Shawna's cunt.



Of course, that left Freya as the only one not to have cum, so we attacked her and quickly had her naked on her back with my mouth on her clit and the other two on her nipples. We swiftly brought her to a climax, but I felt it was an unfulfilling one, so I continued lashing her love button with my tongue.
"Let me eat you," Freya begged Kristy.
Kristy willingly settled her pussy onto Freya's tongue, but then Shawna complained, "Aww, Mom. You always eat out the other girls first. Can't I have a turn at going first?"
I gasped as I realised Shawna was Freya's daughter and Gina's sister and immediately wondered if Gina and her mother got it on together, too. Kristy was happy to give up her spot on Freya's mouth and moved aside. Looking around, Kristy spotted Freya's strap-on and picked it up. This strap-on was a more traditional one without the double end, so Kristy could easily slip it on and buckle it into place.
A few seconds later, I felt my daughter kneel behind my voluptuous ass and place her 'cock's head against my entrance. I willingly accepted it inside me but didn't feel any urgent need to cum, so I encouraged Kristy to back out. Moving aside from Freya, I gestured that Kristy should lie on the small-breasted woman and fuck her. Kristy quickly slid the strap-on cock into Freya and experimented with a few different strokes before figuring out how to fuck Freya effectively.
Moving behind Shawna, I removed her top and bra and cupped her small breasts. As I cupped them, I mused that Gina seemed to have inherited her breast size from her father's side of the family. My son's girlfriend was similar in breast size to my daughter, although I thought both would develop breasts as big as mine with childbirth and age.
Shawna turned her head, and we exchanged a heated French kiss as I squeezed and kneaded her breasts. Looking over Shawna's shoulder, I saw that my daughter had figured out how to fuck using the strap-on and was pounding Freya as hard as she could. Sweat poured from both women as their bodies slammed together.
Shawna began panting again, and I knew she was close to cresting, so I lightly bit where her neck meets her shoulder and twisted and pulled her nipples. Then, with another loud groan, Shawna came on her mother's mouth. Freya lapped gamely at the liquids gushing from her daughter's pussy, but they flooded over her chin and neck.
Feeling her daughter's orgasm set Freya free to revel in the sensations Kristy was engendering in her cunt, and a few seconds later, she moaned as her entire body, from heels to shoulders, lifted off the floor, and she climaxed. Shuddering, Freya bucked twice more before collapsing to the floor. Her collapse pulled Kristy's cock from her pussy, and Freya smiled as she played her fingers over her clit, revelling in her post-orgasmic flutters.
Shawna pushed my daughter onto her back and straddled her hips before guiding Kristy's cock into her vagina. My pussy had heated back up, and I felt the familiar ache of need pulsing in my clitoris, so swinging my leg over Kristy's head, I lowered my sopping pussy onto my daughter's mouth.
Shawna and I exchanged heated kisses as we pinched and pulled the other's nipples. It didn't take long before we crested and moaned our orgasms into each other's mouths.
After our shared orgasm, Freya pushed her daughter off mine and unbuckled the strap-on. Then, after throwing it aside, she went down on my daughter. Freya's gifted tongue quickly elicited another orgasm from Kristy, and satiated, we all sunk onto the floor.
Kristy and Shawna snuggled against my breasts as Freya spooned her daughter, her hands idly playing with her daughter's boobs. After a restful few minutes, Freya sighed and said, "Katie, you and I need to get together and chat about this and what it means to our friendship and how to ensure your son, Johnny and my daughter, Gina, don't hear about it." Then pinching Shawna's nipple, she added, "That means no skiting off to Gina that you got to fuck Katie and Kristy, little one."
The 'little one' comment got my attention, and I asked, "Your daughter is your submissive?"
Freya looked at me pensively, considering how much to admit before answering, "Yes, she is. Gina and she both were, but Gina belongs to your son now."
I understood where Gina's ability to dominate me came from now. Plus, knowing she was her mother's submissive plaything enabled me to understand why I'd been easily able to swap our roles because, beneath the bluster, Gina was at least as submissive in her nature as I was. Putting our clothes back on, Kristy and I exchanged hugs and kisses with the Matthews women and left for home.
On our way home, I suggested Kristy ask her dad if she could model her new lingerie for him and that I'd suggest Johnny get his camera and take pics. Kristy thought that was a great idea but suggested we could drive them both wild by posing together. Of course, being in Honey Birdette meant I'd purchased a whole heap of new lingerie sets to titillate my husband, too. Getting home, I sent Kristy to change and dress in the first of her various lingerie sets as I began dinner.
On our trip home, I'd stopped by our local seafood market and bought some scallops and shrimp for tonight's dinner. I'd do these in two dishes —the first course would be a warm bacon and scallop salad. Taking the lazy option, I bought a Caesar salad kit from the supermarket. I chopped the bacon into two-by-two-centimetre squares, then fried the bacon and scallops in lemon juice, chopped parsley, Dijon mustard, and honey, then mixed it through the finely chopped cos lettuce from the kit. Once that was complete, I mixed shaved parmesan cheese through the salad.
The second course would be a one-pot lemon-garlic shrimp pasta. First, I'd boil the linguini until it was soft but not soggy. After draining it, I'd set it aside before using the same pot to cook the shrimp. After melting butter into virgin olive oil, I'd add garlic and crushed red pepper. When these had mixed to the point of emitting their delicious aroma, I'd add in the shrimp, lemon, salt, and pepper and then stir them through until the shrimp turned pink.
Before the shrimp had completely cooked, I'd toss in sliced spinach and oregano and then put the linguini back in and mix it through. Once the spinach had wilted, the meal would be hot and ready to serve. Of course, I wouldn't do the last part of this meal until after we'd enjoyed our entrees. Kristy had returned from dressing in her newly bought lingerie and helped to complete the entrée, which gave me time to shower and dress for tonight's 'show'.
Everyone loved my dinner choices, and we enjoyed two bottles of Under Wrap Mornington Peninsula Pinot Gris with dinner between us. Sean had drunk a little more than usual and had a nice buzz happening. Johnny was happy and chatty, a sign that he, too, was buzzing along. Our men's slight inebriation meant that when Kristy suggested she and I model our latest lingerie acquisitions, they immediately agreed, and Johnny quickly retrieved his camera from his room.
Looking at each other and giggling, my daughter and I dropped our wrap dresses to the floor, revealing that we wore matching sheer black stockings clipped into black suspenders. The suspenders were black leather that cinched our waists and trailed down our shapely thighs. Over the suspenders, we wore black leather panties made in the form of Celtic runes. Our bras matched the panties.
"Oh, wow!" Johnny exclaimed as he held his camera and started clicking away.
Sean said nothing, but his pleased smile and bulging trouser front told the story.
Kristy and I didn't have any real idea what we were supposed to do, so we kind of milled around, waiting for directions. Eventually, my husband realised we were pretty aimless and suggested that Johnny direct us.
"Oh, of course!" Johnny replied. "The muse is there for the artist to direct, not to create the scene herself."
Johnny had me move through various poses, all of which were disappointingly modest. He then repeated those poses with his sister. When he'd finished this lack-lustre series, my husband's cock had wilted, and he looked bored.
Knowing if I didn't change things up, my husband would excuse himself and go to his office to work on his stock market projects, I said, "Surely, from what we did the last time you had Kristy and I pose, you want more than these bland photos for your portfolio and website, don't you, Johnny?"
Chuckling nervously, Johnny admitted what he'd taken so far probably wouldn't make the cut to feature in either place.
Sean broke in, "Then pose them as you want them to be, son. If you photographed them in more revealing poses before, why aren't you doing it now? Are you afraid of offending me? Come on, Johnny, you know me, your father, better than that!"
Johnny chuckled again and began encouraging Kristy and me to pose together. The first pic was of me bent over at ninety degrees with Kristy pretending to smack my ass. We swapped roles, but when it was my turn to pretend to hit Kristy's bottom, I spanked it for real.
"Ouch!" Kristy yelped as her father and brother laughed.
Next, Johnny instructed me to place my hand on the small of Kristy's back as I pushed my pudenda against her bottom and swung my head back. Once in position, I was to gyrate my hips and pretend to slap his sister's curvy bottom with a back-and-forth motion. Of course, I ignored the 'pretend' part and smacked Kristy's ass for real.
Johnny told us to swap roles, so I immediately knew what to expect. Kristy would take this opportunity to gain some revenge. Sure enough, as soon as my daughter's hot pussy pushed against my lush ass, she slapped my butt. Kristy would swing her hips away, smack my right ass cheek with her palm as she swung her hand from right to left and then hit my left with the back of her right hand as she swung in the opposite direction. After the second strike, Kristy thrust her pubis against my ass as if she were fucking me.
I glanced at my husband and noticed his hand inside his pants, playing with his cock. Pleased, I began pushing my bum back to meet Kristy's thrusts. Johnny took a few more pictures like that, then gulped and said, "Swap over again, girls. Kristy, put your hands on the sofa's armrest and spread your legs as wide as possible, then arch your pretty bottom as high as you can. Mom, I want you to kneel behind Kristy's ass and pretend to pull her panties down."
Wondering how far to push things, I knelt and did as my son had asked. At the start, I curled my fingertips into her panty's elastic band and held it there. But when I saw Johnny's rampant erection and Sean moving to get a better view, I pulled the elastic away from Kristy's skin and lowered her panties until her ass cleft showed. Neither my daughter nor my husband objected, so I lowered Kristy's panties until the waistband was barely above her delicious little brown ring. Any lower, and my daughter's starfish and perineum would show.
Sean was openly playing with his cock under his pants, and Johnny had a spreading wet stain on his sweatpants' front, which sent my rampant libido racing. My desire was a red-hot furnace in my dripping pussy, and I longed to pull my daughter's panties down and taste her sweet essence. But ignoring my want, I held my pose until Johnny told us to swap places.
I felt Kristy's hands on my leather panties and expected her to go further than I did and pull them down until my wet pussy showed. However, Kristy dragged them up until the leather strained against my perineum instead of pulling them down. With the soft leather pulled this tightly, my entrance, slit and thick clit were clearly defined through the leather. I heard my husband moan as he gazed at my sexily displayed vulva, and Johnny snapped away happily, his wet spot expanding all the while.
Johnny took more pictures before suggesting, "Kristy, sit on the sofa's edge near Dad with your knees up and spread. Mom, kneel between Kristy's knees and pretend you're about to peel her panties off and taste her pussy."
I gulped and glanced swiftly to see what Sean's reaction would be. But he smiled as he stroked his thick cock and sipped his wine. I looked at Kristy, but she shrugged and took up the requested position. Moving between my daughter's shapely thighs, I gripped her panty's waistband and lowered my head close to her pussy. This close, I could see and smell Kristy's arousal. She was at least as hot and wet as I was, and I knew I'd have to stop this, or she and I would be making love in front of Sean and Johnny.
"Get closer to her, Mom," Johnny requested, and I moved my lips near my daughter's dripping pussy. "Closer," Johnny crooned. But if I were any closer, my lips would be on her leather-covered pussy. "Closer," Johnny asked again.
That had to be it, I realised. My will was swiftly fading, leaving only the desire to taste my daughter's divine essence. Pushing away, I growled, "You ask too much, Johnny. Your sister and I are not porn stars, and we will not denigrate ourselves by doing sexual things for your amusement."
Johnny immediately apologised, but I stalked up to my room to wash my dripping pussy and get changed into something suitable to sit demurely in the lounge wearing. After a quick shower, concentrating on removing my arousal juices from my pussy, perineum and inner thighs, I rubbed some rose-scented moisturiser into my pussy area, dressed in my long backless silk slip nightgown and threw my long sheer lace see-through kimono robe over that.
I pushed my feet into my terry cloth sandal slippers and returned to the lounge. Kristy had put her dress back on and sat on the sofa beside her father with her head on his shoulder. I smiled when I saw that Kristy had turned to face her father's shoulder and her sexy C-cup breasts pushed against Sean's upper arm. Sean had moved a cushion onto his lap to hide his throbbing erection.
Crooking my finger at Kristy, I took her into the kitchen to make coffee. When we were out of earshot from our men, I whispered, "Go and put your new faux leather mini dress on sans underwear, pull on your new thigh-high boots, then return to the lounge." Giggling, Kristy ran for her room.
I took the coffee I'd made back to the lounge and announced, "Boys, prepare to have your minds blown." Then spotting my daughter marching eagerly towards the lounge, I added, "Sean, Johnny, I present The Mistress Kristy Ann Muggleton."
Kristy strode in, and both men gasped. Sean was speechless, but Johnny wolf-whistled and said, "Oh, wow, Sis! You look spectacularly hot. Hot, as in you is one hot biatch!"
Of course, he immediately picked up his camera and began snapping away. He asked his sister to strut back and forth in front of the fireplace. Kristy did so, but as she neared me, I said, "Bounce."
Kristy immediately added the heel lift and dropped I'd demonstrated for her and soon had her magnificent breasts jiggling back and forth as she walked. Sean's hand had slipped under the cushion, and I could tell by his arm's slight movement he was stroking his cock again.
After Kristy had bounced up and down the room twice more, I whispered, "When you get in front of your father, turn away from him and toss your hair. Then look back over your shoulder at him and bite your bottom lip. When you see him react, smile, look forward again, keep your legs straight and bend at the waist. As you do that, arch your bottom as high as you can."
"I don't have knickers on," Kristy whispered back. "I know," I tittered. "That's why I told you to do it!"
Kristy giggled and flounced across to where I'd said. The only extra thing she did was to bend further over and grin at her father from between her legs. Her grin widened when she saw him looking at her young, sweetly exposed pussy. Dancing away, Kristy returned twice more to tease her father. Of course, that would give me an excuse to correct Sean's behaviour when we went to bed, which was my plan.
Sean's face was blazing red after Kristy's third tease, and he called an end to the night by congratulating her and me for a great show and stating he was off to bed. We'd need to be up by 5.00 am so I could take him and Kristy to the airport.
I dutifully followed my man up to our room, but when I got inside, I donned my Mistress Katie persona and growled, "Once again, Sean, I find you perving on our daughter with an erection. What was worse this time was that you were openly masturbating as you ogled your daughter."
"It was you I was looking at, Katie," he tried to protest, then, embarrassed because he knew there was no chance of that flying, he shut up.
I told him to strip and then pointed imperiously at the bed, "Assume your correction position, Sean."
Of course, every other time Sean had been in this position, I'd brought his 'secret admirer' in to blow him, so he quickly stripped and leapt onto the bed. After securing him, I wrapped my scarf around his head before muttering that I needed to pee. Racing down to Kristy's room, I took her wrist and led her back to my room.
Opening the door, I let Kristy enter the room first, indicating she should climb on the bed and blow her father. Once she knelt between his legs, I leaned over her back and said, "Sean Peter Muggleton, once again, I find myself having to discipline you for having impure thoughts about our daughter. Tell me what happened tonight. Did you drink your wits out of your ears? I concede you were playing with yourself when Kristy and I posed together, but Sean, you were playing with yourself as your daughter posed for Johnny's camera. That is not acceptable, Sean. You know that!"
I gestured that Kristy should take hold of her father's cock and start pumping it.
"Kristy wasn't wearing underwear," Sean protested.
"Nor do I most of the time," I pointed out. "You don't wank yourself when you see my naked pussy anymore. Is that it, Sean? Are you wanting to throw me out of your bed and put your daughter in there instead?"
I motioned that Kristy should take Sean's cock in her mouth.
"Of course not, Katie," my husband protested. "But you must admit our daughter is a very sensual, sexy young woman!"
Kristy realised I couldn't answer if she held her father's cock in her mouth, so she let him out, and I replied, "And that excuses you fantasising about fucking our daughter, Sean?"
Kristy took her father back into her mouth.
"But you admitted having inappropriate fantasies about them, too," Sean argued.
Waiting until Kristy released her father, I replied, "Yes, I admit I do. But I don't sit on the couch masturbating as I ogle them, Sean. It's one thing to acknowledge to each other that our children are sexy and gorgeous and that if they weren't our children, we'd have sex with them. And another to hold our genitals and masturbate as they innocently pose for one another."
"I'm sorry, Katie," Sean apologised as Kristy bobbed on his thick cock.
"Do you think sorry covers it, Sean?" I snarled when Kristy released his cock. "You watched me with my mouth mere centimetres from our daughter's pussy, and I bet you almost came in your pants, Sean." I held up two fingers to indicate that Kristy should bob up and down twice. "And I bet that when I spanked her bottom, you wished you could spank her and too, and then make her blow you as you always do to me."
I held three fingers up. Kristy quickly did her magic trick with her mouth. I added, "What were you thinking when she pulled my panties into a wedgie, Sean? Were you thinking she'd take your hard cock in your hand, kiss and suck it to make it wet and then guide it into me? Did you think she'd kiss you passionately as you fucked me, and she played with your big meaty balls?"
I held three fingers up again. When Kristy released her dad's cock, I said, "I tell you what, Sean. I'll let you fuck our daughter the moment after you let your son push his big, hard cock up my cunt!"



I'd firmly emphasised the word cunt as I pushed my daughter's head onto her father's cock, and with an expansive groan, Sean exploded into his daughter's greedily sucking mouth.
As soon as I'd finished speaking, I quickly moved behind Kristy and tongued her love button, and with a loud squeal, she orgasmed around her dad's spurting cock, spraying the liquids in her mouth over his balls and abdomen.
I chased Kristy out of the room and set about licking and sucking my husband clean. Once I was sure I'd gotten it all, I undid Sean's blindfold and released his restraints. When he was free, I lay on his muscular body and kissed his chin. Laying there happily as I relived the experience, I waited for Sean to speak.
Eventually, he tilted his head forward to look me in the eyes, "You're saying the price for me to make love to Kristy is to let Johnny fuck you?"
Kissing his jaw, I grinned impishly and said, "It's just fantasy, Sean. Remember?"
"I want to put our cards on the table, Katie. Are you prepared to lay yours down with me?" I nodded, and Sean took a deep, calming breath before slowly exhaling. "I want to make love to Kristy, Katie. She's beautiful, very sexy, and unless I'm misreading her signals, she wants me to. If I allowed you and Johnny to make love, would you allow Kristy and me to do the same thing?"
Hoping this wasn't some kind of test, I blushed shyly and said, "I wouldn't object if Johnny came onto me, Sean. Our son is a handsome young man, and if his unbidden erections when Kristy and I are around are any indication, he has a sizeable package. Maybe he's even bigger than you. So, yes. If you let your son push his bat up my pussy, I'll let you push yours up our daughter."
Sean chuckled and said, "It's still adorable that even at almost thirty-nine, you can't bear to say cunt or dick, Katie. Say it after me, please, 'Sean, I will let you push your big dick up our daughter's sweet, young cunt if you let Johnny shove his fuck stick in my twat.'"
"I will not," I replied primly.
Laughing, Sean added, "Do you realise that most people consider dick to be less offensive than cock?"
"My father insisted that women have pussies, but men have cocks, Sean. You already know that!"
"Did your father ever fuck you, Katie?" Sean asked curiously.
"You were there the night I lost my virginity, Sean," I modestly replied. "Are your wits so scrambled that you don't remember the blood stains on the sheet the following morning?"
"But he didn't have you after that?"
"You, Mister," I lied, "are the only man I've ever taken inside me!"
"I'm honoured, Katie," Sean sincerely replied. "So if we decide to make love with our children, Johnny will be only the second cock you've had?"
Johnny already had been, but, of course, I wasn't telling Sean that! So I responded, "Yes, Sir."
Sean and I made love until only an hour before we had to be up to go to the airport. Sean assured me that a couple of black coffees and a can of Red Bull would see him right to make his pitch to his potential customers, so he drove us to the airport. I had to hold back the inevitable tears I always had when Sean went away for a time.
When I arrived home, Johnny was up waiting for me to make breakfast. Putting on eggs, bacon, mushrooms, hash browns and toast, I made myself a banana and berries smoothie as I waited for the hash browns to cook, and we sat at the breakfast bar enjoying each other's company as we ate.
Johnny put his strong arm around me, and we exchanged a soft lover's kiss. "You don't like Dad going away, do you, Mom? All these years when he's been away as much as he's been home, you've hated him leaving you every time."
"I'm a submissive woman, Johnny," I sobbed. "I need my man close to ensure I don't wander off the track. I need your father's firm hand on my bottom to correct me when I err because it makes me know he loves me enough to do it. The only thing worse than hatred is indifference, Johnny. If your father hated me, then there was still passion between us. Passion that can easily be turned back into love. But if he's indifferent, then I'm lost. Bad things happen to me when your father isn't there to guide and correct me, Johnny."
"You need someone home all the time, Mom. If Dad's new venture is successful, he'll have to travel again, and you're back to square one." I nodded, agreeing, and Johnny added, "I'll have to think about this, Mom. Maybe I can do something that will help."
He held me for a moment before taking a deep breath and nervously saying, "I have a plan to delete your photos forever, Mom. But it has to be tonight, and I have to get Frank out of his house so we can break into his computer and delete the files. Then we'll need to erase them from the cloud and his phone."
Scared, I asked, "You need me to do something that would help?"
"Put your head in the lion's mouth again, Mom."
"What do you mean?" I asked trepidatiously.
Johnny handed me my phone and said, "Phone Frank and ask him to meet you out tonight. You'll need to put on an Oscar-worthy performance, Mom. Convince Frank that you've been fantasising about servicing him as his three mates and want to meet them somewhere and experience it."
"They will beat and rape me, Johnny," I fearfully replied.
"There is that risk, Mom," Johnny admitted. "But I've got two burner phones that I've added tracking apps to. You'll sow one into your handbag's lining and the other into your jacket's lining. I'll add the app to your phone, too. When Frank takes that one off you, he'll think he can take you somewhere I can't find you, and that will give me and Freddy time to break into his home and hack his computer, internet and cloud sites and delete all his photos.
"At the same time, I'll transfer his child pornography photos and videos onto an external hard drive and send it anonymously to the cops. Phil will follow you using the tracking app and let Freddy and I know where to get you from when we've finished erasing Frank's files. Then we'll break into wherever you are, take all their phones from them, and ensure none of their phones have pictures. But they won't be able to take anymore, Mom, because Phil, Freddy and I will rescue you before they do anything to you."
Trembling, I said, "I'm scared, Johnny. Isn't there someone else that can do it?"
"Gina would do it for you in a heartbeat, Mom. But Frank won't accept her. He's always been fixated on you, Mom. Even when we started making representative age group AFL teams together, he talked about how beautiful you were and how much he'd like to make you his. So, sorry, Mom. You're the only one he'll risk raising his head for. He's been laying low since Phil, Freddy, and I rescued you last month."
Uttering a rare epithet, I spat, "Fuck! Okay, I'll do it. But Johnny, you must swear to me that I'll be safe!"
"Phil will always be close, Mom," Johnny promised. "Worst case scenario is that Frank doesn't spend any time 'playing with his food' like he typically does and tries to rape you straight away. In that case, Phil will call the cops and crash the room, hoping to survive long enough to keep you safe until the police get there."
"Play with his food?" I questioned nervously.
"You might have to give four blowjobs and probably at least a couple of handjobs before we can complete the hack, Mom. But you can do that without it affecting you too much, can't you?"
I nodded that I could and unwillingly picked up my phone and dialled Frank's number.
Frank answered on the second ring and guardedly said, "Katie?"
"Using my huskily smoky voice, I said, "Hello, lover. I've been dreaming about your big dick and wondered if you wanted to take up where we left off at the Chateaux?"
Frank was silent for quite some time before he answered, "Your son and his cockhead mates beat me and my boys pretty badly, Katie. You want me to believe you were willing if they hadn't interfered?"
"Was I complaining when you and your friends said what you would do, Frank? If you remember, I was writhing on the chair, eagerly anticipating having your huge cock in my sweet, tight pussy again."
"You looked like you were struggling to escape, Katie."
"Then why wasn't I screaming, Frank? Why was I silent? Surely if I were trying to escape, I'd be yelling to the heavens, hoping someone heard and rescued me. No, lover, when I saw you, I shivered, knowing my pussy would soon be filled as only you ever could. Filled to the brim with your large cock, Frank."
Frank was quiet again, but I knew I had him because he hadn't hung up. Johnny was correct. Frank was fixated on me and wouldn't risk not seeing me in case I was serious about letting him and his queer mates bang me. At worst, he thought that if I turned up, he could snatch me away to where Johnny couldn't find me, rape me and then dump me. For sure, he'd take more pictures so he could use them to blackmail my silence.
"Be at Bowen Hills station at 6.00 pm tonight, Katie," Frank snarled. "If I see any sign of your son or his dickhead mates, I'll cut your pretty face so you're not so pretty any more. Do we understand each other?"
"Can't wait to see you, lover," I breathed before hanging up. Running to the sink, I threw up my breakfast. Crying, I turned my head into my son's strong chest and wept, "Keep me safe, Johnny. I can't lose your father over Frank fucking Pritchard."
"We'll ensure you're safe, Mom. Well, other than a few mouthfuls of cum, but you can do that, right?"
I nodded before pleading, "Take me to bed, Johnny. Make love to me and show me it will be alright."
Smiling, Johnny picked me up, carried me to his bed, and made slow, passionate love until after midday. Johnny slept after giving me many orgasms and cumming in my mouth twice and pussy three times. I was so scared and shaky that I couldn't sleep, so I slipped out of my son's bed and showered in my en suite. Then I threw a sheer robe over my shoulders, went to the kitchen, and made lunch.
I'd had some pork spare ribs marinating in a smoky hickory sauce that I intended for Johnny's and my dinner, so I cooked them for lunch instead. I didn't bother doing any for me because I knew I wouldn't hold them down and didn't want to puke again. Instead, I poured coffee and sat at the breakfast bar, wishing I still smoked. Before visiting Edgar's clinic, a day like today would be a two-packet day as I chain-smoked until I started drinking wine and passed out around an hour later.
The delicious smells wafting through the house brought my son to the kitchen with his tummy growling. So, putting some pre-bought shredded lettuce on a plate, I added some croutons and a Caesar dressing before serving the pork ribs to Johnny.
After eating, Johnny led me back to his bed and made love to me again. Fortunately, when we finished, I had enough time to sew Johnny's two burner phones into my handbag and jacket linings.
When I was satisfied that the phones were secreted from anything other than an intense search, I showered, douched, used my Phillips lady shaver to ensure my pussy was clear of all hair, and did my hair and makeup. I wanted to dress as provocatively as I dared, hoping my beauty and sexily exposed body would heat Frank's and his mates' libido so high that they'd think with the wrong head.
Opening my walk-in robe, I took out my Brynne maxi skirt. This skirt had what's called an 'ultra-high' split. In reality, the only thing keeping the dress together was an inch-wide piece of stretch mesh on my left hip. Without this inch-wide, inch-long strip, the two ends of my skirt wouldn't meet, and the skirt would fall to the ground.
Above my skirt, I wore a long-sleeved tube top barely wide enough to contain my large, firm breasts and left my midriff bare. For my belly button ring, I chose my dangling crystal butterfly pendant. Of course, I wore my black, strappy 7-inch heels on my feet.
Getting in my car, I nervously drove to Bowen Hills train station and parked. Frank spotted me as soon as I stepped out of my car and imperiously summoned me across to his.
"In the back," he snapped. "Sit in the middle."
"Kiss me first, lover," I demanded in a sultry voice.
Frank pulled a face and replied, "Don't be disgusting, Katie. I don't know where your whore mouth has been and have no desire to get mouth herpes from you."
Suppressing a grin, I wondered if Frank realised he'd confirmed his homosexuality. Without any false modesty, I am a red-hot, delectable yummy Mommie. No straight man on the planet would refuse to kiss me because of some imagined infection. Trusting Phil to keep me safe, I climbed into the backseat of Frank's car. Two of his mates immediately piled in beside me.
When I got in the car, I was so scared that I nearly screamed, hoping that a passenger would hear and rescue me. But as I opened my mouth to yell, my vision clouded, and I saw Edgar's devilishly handsome face saying, "You're free to enjoy your sexuality, Katie. You've never experienced rough sex before, and who knows? Maybe you'll enjoy it. If not, you will chalk it up to an experience you never want to repeat, and it will not affect you again."
Even though I knew Edgar hadn't said those words to me, I knew if I'd spoken about this to him, it's what he'd say, so I thought, 'Fuck it, Katie. Let's blow these perverted paedophiles' minds and enjoy every second of your time with them.'
Not waiting for Frank's instruction, I lifted my knees and swung my legs over theirs. Then I reached into their groins and ran my fingers over their swelling cocks. Both men swiftly unzipped and pulled their cocks out, and I grabbed and stroked them both. Moving onto the guy on my right's lap, I leaned over and gobbled down the cock on my left. As I'd hoped, the guy's whose lap I was sitting in lifted me, pulled my skirt aside and lowered my suddenly gushing cunt onto his cock. Then, carefully fishing the man whose cock I was blowing balls out of his pants. I gently kneaded and squeezed them, trying to milk his cum into my mouth.
Frank got in the car and turned toward the back, expecting to instruct me to grasp his friends' cocks. Instead, he saw one's cock buried in my wet cunt and the other's cock buried to the hilt in my eagerly sucking and swirling mouth.
"Jaysus, Katie!" He gasped. "I don't believe you turned up, let alone meant what you said when you stated you wanted this. Fuck her boys, but no cumming in her whore's cunt until I've dumped my first load in there."
Frank then grabbed my handbag and fished through it until he found my phone. Then he turned it off and threw it out the window. Putting my handbag down, he turned back, started his car, and drove towards where he planned to rape me.
At that, I giggled and thought, 'You can't rape the willing!'
The cock in my sweet little pussy came first, but before it exploded semen into my innards, its owner pulled out, reached around me and gripped his cock. Quickly changing laps, I bent down and took his cock's head in my mouth and received a delicious mouthful of sticky man goo.
The man whose lap I was now sitting in flipped my skirt aside and lifted me onto his cock. I moaned as a sizeable penis split me open again. The guy sitting next to Frank in the front insisted that Frank stop, and he and the man who had just cum swapped seats. This man extricated his cock, and with a sudden ache in my nether regions, I saw he was at least as large as Jumbo from the SOP venue. Delighted, I opened my mouth as wide as possible and took it into my mouth.
The cock was so wide I could only get the head into my mouth, so I settled for lashing it and delving my tongue into its enormous eye. What I did worked because it exploded in my mouth only a few seconds later, jettisoning its precious cargo down my throat into my stomach.
Then that man whose cock I was riding grunted urgently that he was about to cum, so I lifted off his cock and spun around to take him in my mouth. I received another mouthful of cum. This man's secretions tasted bitter, and I grimaced as I swallowed it down.
Frank saw my grimace and chuckled, "Charlie's a smoker, Katie. That's why his semen tastes bitter."
"And you know that, how?" I innocently asked.
Blushing because he realised he'd just admitted to sucking his friend's cock, Frank muttered, "I read it somewhere, Katie."
He turned the car into a driveway and announced we were there. As I'd feared, it was a private residence. I followed Charlie out of the vehicle and spotted Phil as he drove past. Relieved, I waited to see what Frank would do next. Unsurprisingly, he grabbed my nipples and forced me onto my knees. However, Sean likes to do that, if not as roughly, so I didn't mind the attention.
"Swallow, bitch," Frank snarled as he pushed his cock into my mouth. I willingly allowed him to fuck my mouth, but his tiny todger kept tickling my gag reflex, and I retched. "Can't handle my big cock, huh?" Frank crowed triumphantly.
He had to be blind not to realise his cock was by far the smallest one there, but maybe he thought the others were oversized. Well, one certainly was! Of the others, the first man inside me was only longer and thicker than Frank, and the second, Charlie, was slightly smaller than my husband. Ignoring Frank's crowing, I worked my oral magic and soon had him blowing into my mouth.
Of course, the pig that he is, Frank turned as soon as he pulled his wilting cock out of my mouth and snarled over his shoulder for the others to "bring that slut inside".
When I heard slut, I relaxed and remembered what that name previously did to me. My pussy was instantly a blazing inferno, and I looked forward to receiving multiple cocks inside it. In my mind, I'd labelled the men Weiner Frank, Tiny, Charlie and Jumbo II. Tiny and Jumbo II helped me to my feet and held my upper arms as they led me inside.
The hallway we entered was quite dark, and I couldn't make out much detail as Tiny and Jumbo II hustled me down it. Tiny opened the last door on the left and pushed me through before he bolted it closed behind us. The door looked incredibly thick and solid, and I worried that my rescuers wouldn't be able to break through it quickly enough to save me from being cut.
Walking down the stairs, I realised that this was a Bdsm dungeon. There were various apparatuses that someone could be tied to. Tiny led me to a square, leather-covered box in the middle of the room. Then Tiny twisted my arm up behind my back, forcing me to bend over and collapse onto the box. He quickly removed my skirt and top and chained my wrists onto D-rings placed at the bottom outside corners of the apparatus. Two other chains were wrapped around my legs just above my knees. These also were chained to the box.
Protesting, I said, "Boys, I came here voluntarily because I wanted to fuck you all. One at a time or all at once. There's no need to tie me up and rape me."
Frank chuckled evilly and moved a camera on a tripod into my view. "But we want to rape you, Katie. We will record your beautiful screams as our cocks repeatedly plunge into your gaping cunt, ass, and mouth. The last of these we did earned us over a hundred thousand dollars, Katie. And that was with some drug fucked skank we picked up from under the William Jolly Bridge. I'm betting your video will make at least double that!"
As you can imagine, that doused my arousal completely. But I knew if I didn't find a way to rekindle it, I'd suffer at the hands of these men. Unless Johnny and Freddy were able to hack Frank's computer swiftly and were already on their way, I'd have to endure at least some sex play from these perverted creeps, so I'd best be aroused when it happened. So I closed my eyes and remembered what it was like up on the stage with Siobhan. I concentrated and could almost feel the fucking machine's cock entering my soakingly wet pussy, and the delightful feeling of the second cock gaping my sphincter open and sliding inside me.



As my imagination boiled, I heard the appreciative oohs and aahs of the crowd, and I could feel Siobhan's sure hand guiding my arousal and bringing me to a crashing crescendo. Feeling the squishy heat in my pussy turning into a blazing inferno, I opened my eyes and said, "I need a cock to suck."
Looking at each other, surprised by my willingness, they seemed at a loss as to what to do next. I'm guessing the other women they've bought here were fighting and yelling, trying to escape. Yet here I was, demanding someone shove a cock in my mouth. Unfortunately, it was Charlie who took me up on my offer, so I tried not to think about his acrid semen and sucked his cock as I swirled my tongue over and around his glans.
Charlie was pumping roughly into my mouth when I felt hands on my ass cheeks. Fearful that Jumbo II was about to push his massive penis into my tight pussy, I tried to relax. I couldn't see who slid into me, but when he said, "Fuck is this slut hot! Hot and fucking wet. Jaysus, what a slut!" I realised it was Tiny. Luckily for him, I do my Kegel exercises daily, and my pussy gripped even his miniature cock tightly.
Charlie blew in my mouth first, and I swiftly swallowed his bitter secretions. Tiny blew not long after Charlie, but as per Frank's instruction, he pulled out and came over my ass. Jumbo II took Charlie's place as Frank knelt behind me. Like the first time, I struggled to take more than Jumbo II's enormous glans into my mouth, but he seemed to like how I swirled my tongue and lapped at his cock's eye, and he was soon grunting as he pushed in and out of my mouth.
Even though Jumbo II's gigantic cock almost entirely filled my mouth, I remembered Mom's cock sucking lessons and ensured I kept my lips and tongue over my teeth, so I didn't scrape them on Jumbo II's glans. Concentrating on giving Jumbo II the best blowjob I could, I didn't notice that Frank had positioned himself at my tiny chocolate starfish until he brutally ripped his cock through my knot and into me.
I couldn't help my pained yelp as his dry cock forced my ring open. Frank snickered and said, "That's only the beginning of your torment, Katie. You'll squeal louder when Charlie dry fucks your ass, louder still when Jerry (Jumbo II) takes your sloppy cunt, and you'll howl in pain when you feel Jerry's massive tool splitting your dirt ring open. And we'll record it all, Katie. Record it and spread it over the dark web so millions worldwide can see you exposed for what you are —nothing but a cock sucking, cum guzzling piece of dick meat good to be nothing more than a man's cum bucket!"
As he yelled the last, he climaxed and spat his cum into my abused ass. Pulling out, he snarled, "Charlie, grab the camera and come around this side. Jerry, pull your cock from the whore's mouth and shove it in her fat cunt. Jam it in until she screams and passes out, and then pull it out and jam it in her ass. The pain should wake the slut up again, and we'll hear her scream even louder than when you ripped her cunt open."
Jerry obediently pulled out of my mouth and moved behind me. I felt him positioning his gigantic cock at my entrance, and I prayed to a God I hadn't believed in for many years for rescue. Jerry pushed, I felt my pussy sphincter unwillingly give a little, and his glans popped inside me. Gawd, I felt full. Even with only his cock's head inside me, I felt fuller than I ever have before.
I felt Jerry pull back, and I tried to relax, hoping he wouldn't tear my poor vagina apart when he shoved in. However, I knew it was a forlorn hope, and I despaired, believing there was no way I could hide the damage from my husband and that my marriage was over.
Tears poured from my eyes as I waited for my life to be ruined. But, just when it seemed all hope had abandoned me, I heard the splintering sound of a door being smashed open. An authoritative voice commanded, "Police! Nobody move!"
Frank snarled, "Bitch!" and I heard the unmistakable sound of a flick knife opening. I screamed, knowing it was too late and Frank would slice my face open. But two shots rang out before he could, and Frank was knocked away from me and into the wall.
Johnny was beside me instantly, swiftly undoing the chains. Once he had me free, he took me in his arms, and I burst out crying. Stroking my hair, Johnny said, "I've got you, Mom. You're safe now."
Of course, that wasn't the end of it. The officer killed Frank when he shot him, so there had to be a full inquiry. That meant, of course, I had to tell Sean what happened and why I had willingly gone to the house. Johnny, Freddy, and Phil backed up my story that Frank had taken many pussy pictures when I got carried away during the lumber yard shoot and that Frank had blackmailed me into meeting him. I'd gone along with Frank's blackmail only to give Johnny and Freddy time to break into Frank's computer and erase those pics, but Frank and the others had forcibly stripped me and chained me to the table.
I swore black and blue that I'd only given them a blowjob each, trying to give Johnny, Phil and Freddy time to save me. I don't think Sean fully believed me, but he accepted that I'd been forced to do what I did, and after some difficult times and a number of sessions with a marriage counsellor, he forgave me. During these sessions, Sean admitted to a long-time sexual relationship with his secretary and that he'd had many flings and one-night stands when he travelled. He agreed that not forgiving me for doing something I'd been forced to do was hypocritical, at the least, and downright ridiculous when considered.
I'd spoken with the boys on the way home from the police station, and they filled in the blanks. Hacking Frank's computer had been a relatively simple affair because the fool had used his birthdate as his password. Hackers know to try various combinations of middle names with birth years before trying more exotic combinations.
They were already heading to rescue me when Phil heard Frank explaining what he intended to do. Phil immediately phoned '000' (Australia's equivalent of 911) and reported a currently happening rape and warned the cops that the assailants had knives. Arriving silently at the address, the Tactical Response Team used miniature cameras to see into the room. Seeing that Jumbo II was raping me, they used a hand ram to smash the door open, and the rest, of course, I knew.
During these struggles, I had to put all my plans and shenanigans on hold, but Sean insisted I take my four-day break with Kath. When I returned from that break, we worked through our problems with a marriage counsellor, and John finally forgave me. When he accepted that I hadn't cheated on him, he returned to his usual happy, playful self, and our marriage swung back on track.

End of Chapter 7

Coming soon: Chapter 8: Four Days with Kath.
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Venture Venturi - A Slut Mommie Story.

Okay, hands up! Who here has been following Kate Muggleton's adventures? Most of you? I am not surprised! I live in Brisbane, and I wish I knew where she lives because, oh my, Lawd, would I love to talk and then play with her! I read her tales and couldn't believe it! So, I decided to, umm, emulate her, I guess.
To set the scene, I'm not as tall and voluptuous as Kate is. Instead, I'm short and a little chubby. My figure resembles Kelly Clarkson's more closely than an Amazonian like Kate. I have what has been described as having a round, lively face with flashing hazel eyes, a wide mouth, small, even white teeth, and full, pouty lips.
My figure is full, too. I currently have a 40-33-38 figure with big, squishy G-cup breasts. I'm younger than Kate at a youthful twenty-five, although, like her, I have two kids, an older son and a younger daughter. My son is nine, and my daughter is five.
Hey! Wait. You're wondering about my name, aren't you? Like, is it a made-up name for this story? Well, my last name is Venturi, but my first is Sara. My dad nicknamed me Venture when I was born because he and Mom were on a three adventure park weekend trip when the condom split, and nine months later, there I was. Mom and Dad got married, but they split after around ten years. Mom got custody of me and my two younger brothers and remarried about two years after she separated from Dad. Her new husband was a creep, so I complained to Dad. When I was twelve, I went to live with him full-time.
Dad never remarried, but he lives with a woman who is ten years older than him. That woman, Deana, has four kids, so money was tight when I grew up, but it was better than what I knew would happen with Mom's new husband.
I'm married, but my husband is in the RAN (Royal Australian Navy), so he's hardly ever home. I know he has sex when he travels because the bastard brought a dose of the clap home to me when his ship rotated through Indo-China. Worse, he'd already headed back out to sea before I realised I had VD. After getting treatment and at the urging of some friends, I began reading Kate's stories and decided I wanted some adventures like hers. Mostly to pay my husband, Regan, back for his infidelities but also because I was bored and horny.
Unfortunately, I didn't have any vices that a hypnotherapy clinic could treat, and even if I did, I couldn't find the clinic Kate referred to. Of course, I realised she'd probably changed the therapist's and clinic's name to 'protect the guilty', so to speak.
With that track a no-go, I looked up personal fitness trainers and found a trainer called Patrick who, at least by appearances, matched Kate's trainer. I phoned him and organised a time for him to come to my place. Then I arranged for Mom to look after my kids. I read through the episode where Kate consummated her long-time attraction to Patrick again and bought an outfit similar to what she wore that morning.
Unfortunately, my husband Regan and I are not in the same wealth class as the Muggletons, so we don't have a massive two-story house in Brisbane's eastern suburbs. We have a much smaller home in Murarrie, which is also in Brisbane's east but is a much lower socio-economic area than where Kate and her family live. That meant that I didn't have a curving staircase I could throw myself off to seduce Patrick. However, I could afford to buy the white Lorna Jane exercise outfit she wore.
Patrick arrived on a Tuesday afternoon, as we'd arranged. Other than gym at school, I haven't done any exercise at all. Patrick was patient and generous with his praise, but no matter what I did, I couldn't get him to react to me as he'd done with Kate. Frustrated, I opened her adventures and reread their described interactions. When I did, I realised Patrick was quite conservative with his relationship with Kate until Kate took it upon herself to seduce him.
After determining how Mrs Muggleton had seduced Patrick, I devised a different plan and called him to set up another session. Patrick agreed to meet me twice a week on Tuesday and Friday, and we decided 9.00 am on Friday, later this week, would work for us both.
When Patrick got to my place, I'd been for a light jog, as Patrick had suggested. I'm a curvy girl with huge breasts, so running has never been one of my favourite things to do. Even with only that easy five-minute run, I was sweating heavily when Patrick arrived.
I'd worn my white leotard, so, with the sweat running off me, it was almost translucent around my boobs and groin. My pussy area, especially, showed through the outfit because I hadn't worn underwear, and my closely trimmed pubic hair was outlined against my leotard. As I'd hoped, Patrick's eyes immediately dropped to my large breasts, which were perilously straining against my sports bra.
I innocently asked if Patrick would help me do some isometric stretches. He agreed, and I lay on my back, pulled my legs up, pressed my soles together, and asked if he could push my knees towards the floor. Patrick did as I asked and immediately gulped when he saw my clearly defined little pussy and trimmed, black pussy hair firmly pressed against my leotard.
Patrick pushed down on my knees until I couldn't handle the stretch's pain. He held them for a count of thirty, and then I tried to squeeze my knees together. After counting to ten, I relaxed my muscles, and Patrick pressed my knees down again. To my delight, and as Kate had described, Patrick sported a very impressive erection as he failingly tried to keep his eyes from my large, squishy breasts and almost exposed beaver.
When Patrick released my knees, I lifted my bare feet and pressed them around Patrick's throbbing cock. He grunted in surprise, but before he could protest, I said, "Let me relieve that for you. Would you like a foot or a boob job?"
"Boob job?" Patrick asked.
"I'll pull my top down, and you can slide your dick between my breasts as I squeeze them tightly around your cock. You'll need some lube, though."
"What you're doing is nice," Patrick gasped.
"Take your shorts off, honey," I encouraged. "Then lube your cock and my feet."
Patrick hesitated momentarily before getting a bottle of Sorbelene cream from his bag. He dropped his pants and swiftly coated my feet and his cock. When he had, I pressed my feet around Patrick's thick shaft and moved them up and down.
"Gawd, that's good!" Patrick moaned. Then, a few minutes later, he warned, "I'm going to cum!"
I giggled and quickly spun so I could take his big dick in my mouth. I gently cupped and squeezed his big balls with one hand as I pumped his shaft with the other. Seconds later, Patrick groaned and filled my eagerly sucking mouth with spunk.
Once he'd stopped cumming, Patrick urgently pushed my leotard down before ripping it off my lush body. Growling, he pushed my knees up and back before quickly latching onto my left tit. He bit my nipple quite firmly as he battered it with his tongue. Simultaneously, Patrick cupped my cunt and thrust two fingers inside my sticky pussy. Pressing his hand's heel hard against my fuck button, Patrick finger fucked my tight little pussy as he lashed my nipple with his tongue.
Thrusting my hips up to meet Patrick's fingers, I demanded, "Fuck me, Patrick. Shove your big fuck stick into my tight cunt and fill me with cum!"
Patrick released my tit and covered my body with his. I felt his giant cock's head at my cunt's entrance, and before I could breathe, he thrust firmly inside me. I gasped as the first stray cock since I'd married my husband split me open. I gasped again when Patrick's dick bottomed out in my slippery fuck hole and crashed into my cervix.
I'd never experienced that, although having read Kate's descriptions of it happening, I hoped to. The delightful combination of infinite pleasure and stinging pain caused my tight cunt to spasm, and I squealed as I gushed pussy juice over Patrick's big cock. Feeling my pussy flooding over his cock spilled Patrick into an orgasm, and he grunted as his dick jettisoned its load of semen onto my cervix. I squealed and climaxed again as I felt that for the first time.
Patrick sighed as he rolled off me. I rolled with him and took his slimy dick in my hand. "Do you do this with all your clients?" I teased.
"I've never done this with a client before," Patrick asserted.
"What about Kate Muggleton?" I asked.
"Who?" Patrick queried.
Well, I guess it made sense that Kate would have changed her name for the stories. Still, I thought Patrick must have been lying. However, even after teasingly asking several more times and receiving a negative response, I figured, what the heck? I had my trainer/lover, and it was time to see which others of Kate's adventures I could emulate.
Of course, the core component of Kate's adventures was her incestuous love affairs with her children and parents. That wasn't an option for me, but I did have the typical teenage girl's crush on my father. Plus, when I was younger, I caught my stepmom masturbating on the lounge. She was watching a lesbian porn movie on our video recorder and hadn't heard me coming home from school. I didn't think much of it at the time, except that it made me sticky and gooey in my stomach, and I could feel my pussy becoming wet.
I considered my options and decided seducing my stepmother was the place to start. Problem was that unlike Katy Perry, who kissed a girl and liked it, I'd never done anything with a girl. However, I figured if a nice all-American girl like Katy could do it, I could, too. I thought about Deana. Deana resembles Susan Sarandon in looks. She's around 170 cm tall (5 ft 7 in) and weighs only 63 kg (139 lbs). She has high, small, conically shaped breasts that stand proudly on her slender chest, even at fifty-five. Deana's nipples are also conical in shape, with a large areolae base and tiny nipples. When she's cold, I swear her nipples could take out an unwary eye!
With reddish brown hair, wide hazel eyes and bright white corneas, my stepmom attracts attention wherever she goes. Deana works out regularly, so she's firm and toned all over and isn't shy about flaunting her tight body in a tiny string bikini.
As I thought about her, I felt my sweet little pussy moisten, and I lay on the couch fantasising about touching her wet gash. In my imagination, I had my ass in the air as I tongued my stepmother's hot cunt. Then, just as Deana began cumming, Daddy walked into the room.
Overcome by seeing me eating his wife's slippery snatch, Dad dropped his trousers and lined his fat-headed pussy stretcher up with my dripping cock pocket. Then roaring. 'Take it, baby girl!" Daddy slammed into my cunt so hard that his balls bounced off my clit, making me cum.
Stretching on the couch, I revelled in my post-masturbatory euphoria and thought about my stepmother. Making a decision, I picked up my phone and called Deana. She readily agreed to meet me for lunch, saying I'd called at just the right time because the friend she was going to be with had been called in for an extra shift (They're both nurses).
Hanging up, I reluctantly adjusted my clothes and cleaned up. I'd barely completed my household chores when my kids came crashing through the door. Alicia, my best friend and another navy widow, and I take turns dropping off and picking up our kids. Today was her turn (obviously). We exchanged a cheek kiss, and I offered coffee, which Alicia gratefully accepted.
Her boys, Jack and Devon, are a little older than my son, Zach, at fourteen and twelve, but the boys are great mates. Jack keeps an eye out for Zach and his younger brother at school. My daughter, Samantha (Sammy), has only begun her schooling. Because of where Sammy's birthday falls, Sammy is several months older than most of her classmates. The cut-off date is June 30, and Sammy was born July 2, meaning she will be close to a year older than some of the kids that start this year.
I'd forgotten where Alicia's husband had been posted, so I asked her to remind me. Jarrod was a repairman who often worked at the naval base in Adelaide. He'd left for his latest tour yesterday. Alicia confirmed he was in South Australia, working on one of the Collins Class submarines that had caused nothing but problems from their inception.
I'd just handed Alicia her mug when Zach rushed through my kitchen, yelling he was going to play cricket with Alicia's two and some other neighbourhood kids at the park. Sammy hadn't reappeared with him, so I excused myself and went to check on her. As I expected, Sammy had put herself down for an afternoon nap.
I returned to the kitchen and eyed Alicia speculatively. Taller than me and slender, with tiny breasts. Barely an A-cup, I thought. Huge nipples, though. Dark brown eyes with large sparkling irises over a slim nose and full, pouty lips. I thought of Kate's lesbian adventures and felt the wetness return between my squishy thighs.
'Why wait until tomorrow?' I thought. 'Alicia is probably as lonely and horny as me.'
We were best friends and shared a lot. Our sex lives, however, weren't something we'd discussed, except that Alicia mentioned she thought Jarrod was smaller in the dick department than average and that he didn't seem interested in sex.
Deciding to take the bull by the horns, I teased, "So, did you and Jarrod ensure you wouldn't be horny or at least a month after his departure last night?"
Alicia blushed before saying, "Did you and Regan before he left?"
"He tried," I giggled. "But I'm quite insatiable! Still, nothing a good right hand and a vibrating friend won't fix!"
"Vibrating friend?" Alicia questioned before her eyes widened, and she added, "You mean..? Oh! Oh, I don't do that."
"Bewildered, I asked, "You mean you don't masturbate? Girl, everyone masturbates!"
"Well, I don't!" Alicia said primly before blushing and adding. "How often do you, you know?"
"Fuck my slutty cunt with a rubber cock?" I joked.
"Venture!" Alicia gasped. "Such language!"
"Oh, come on, Allie," I teased. "You're a sailor's wife. I can't believe you haven't heard worse before!"
I looked at my friend and realised she had bitten her bottom lip. Her face was flushed, and Alicia was rhythmically squeezing her toned thighs together. Surprised, I realised my friend was turned on. 'Dare I?' I thought. If I did, and it went wrong, it would ruin an eight-year friendship, plus I'd lose a close, willing babysitter and my kids' transport to and from school.
Deciding to act coolly and take things slowly, I shifted my chair closer to Allie's. I leaned forward and put my hands on her jeans-covered thighs. Allie looked at me shyly but didn't move as I rubbed my hands along her thighs. As I rubbed, I slowly worked my way between her thighs, shifting my chair so I could.
When my hands neared Alicia's bum, I switched them to her inner thighs and continued my relentless journey towards her snatch. As I stroked higher, I kept my eyes firmly fixed on Allie's thighs, thinking that if I met her gaze, the spell would break, and we'd both be embarrassed.
Allie's hands grabbed my wrists as my searching hands neared the seam of her jeans. I looked up, waiting to see what she'd do. But as my eyes lifted, Alicia's head tilted back, and her eyes closed. Moaning, she pleaded, "Touch me, please."
Smiling excitedly, I pressed my thumb against where I knew Allie's clit would approximately be. As luck would have it, I hit it on the first try. Alicia moaned as I manipulated her clit firmly.
Allie's hips writhed as I moved my thumb in small circles around her fuck button. I thought she was close, but she suddenly sat up and urgently undid her jeans button and fly. Pushing them down her slender legs, Alicia grabbed my hand before she placed my thumb back on her clitoris. Then she took my first two fingers and pushed them inside her sloppily wet fuck hole.
I'd never had my fingers inside someone's cunt before, and I have to say that I enjoyed having my friend's dripping pussy wrapped around my fingers. What I noticed first was that Allie's cock hole was much larger than mine. I can eventually force three fingers inside me if I stretch my pussy for long enough. But with Allie's, my third finger slid in easily and a fourth quickly followed.
Wondering how much Allie could take, I moved my thumb off her cum switch and tried pushing it into her gaping fuck hole. I didn't think it would go, but Allie moaned and grabbed my wrist before forcibly shoving her hips forward. With only a slight hesitation, my hand popped inside Alicia's cunt.
"Squeeze your hand into a fist and fuck me," Allie demanded as her pussy's juices soaked my hand.
Amazed by my friend, I did what she asked. I worked my fist back and forth slowly, but I listened to her sounds, and as I felt her orgasm nearing, I increased the speed and forcefulness of my thrusts. After one last vicious 'punch', Allie grabbed my wrist, holding me still and shuddered before screaming and creaming on my fist.
I'd heard of 'squirters' but thought they were a myth. However, when Allie's big, sloppily wet fuck hole clenched onto my tightly squeezed fist, she covered my wrist and forearm with her powerfully sprayed cunt liquids.
Allie was embarrassed after she'd come down from her intense orgasm. "Sorry," she muttered as she pulled herself off my hand. Unfortunately, she was stuck. "Relax your fist, Venture," she requested.
I did, and my hand slid out of her dribbling fuck hole.
"Would you like me to lick your pussy?" my best friend offered.
As I usually did, I wore a tight midi skirt without underwear. The boys, especially Regan, loved my round, curvy bottom and squishy thighs, so I liked to show them off. Swinging my shapely hips back and forth, I worked my skirt off my hips and onto the floor before leaning back in my chair and lifting my heels onto it. Letting my knees fall apart, I exposed my slimily wet pussy to my best friend.
"Why, Venture," Allie purred. "It seems your unshaven, hot little cunt is aching for a soft mouth to touch it."
She was right. Although, even during the traditional teenage experimental years, I'd never considered touching or tasting a vagina, I was hotter for her touch than I'd been the night my boyfriend, Davy, took my cherry.
"You talk too much," I growled as I grabbed a handful of Alicia's hair and pulled her onto my gushing cunt. "Lick, bitch," I demanded.
"Yes, Mistress," Allie submissively said as she lowered her head and wiped her tongue from just short of my dirt hole to my fuck button. Stopping at my orgasm switch, Alicia sucked it into her mouth before firmly biting it and swirling her tongue over it. Surprised by the sudden, intense feeling, I climaxed quickly. Unlike my friend, I don't squirt, but I still deposited an impressive amount of cunt juice onto Allie's smiling face.
"Slut!" Alicia grinned when she released my clitoris.
"I'm not Kate Muggleton!" I reposited. "That word doesn't affect me like it does her!"
Alicia laughed and said, "Obviously, you've read her stories, too?"
"Why do you think I came onto you today?" I answered.
"I asked Jack to fist me when I read the chapter about Kath Loughlin fisting Margot and then getting Kate to fist her," Allie said as she cleaned her face. "Do you think that's actually Kath Loughnan from Fox Sports?"
I shook my head. "I've checked," I explained. "There's no Fontaine Clinic or a physical trainer that matches her trainer, Patrick." Then I giggled, "But I did find a trainer called Patrick willing to fuck me."
"You cheated on Regan?" Alicia gasped.
"He brought home gonorrhoea from his last tour, Allie," I reminded her. "At this point, he should be grateful I haven't waited until he's asleep and cut his cheating dick off!"



"Good point," Alicia admitted. "But, Kate forgave her husband his many affairs. Shouldn't you forgive Regan his?"
"Maybe after I've fucked over forty others," I giggled. "I don't remember. Has Kate had more than that many yet?"
"I haven't counted them all, so all I have is the number she gave her mother in the chapter 'The Mother and Child Reunion'."
"Have you considered seducing your siblings as Kate did with hers?"
"I don't think so," Alicia responded. "But I'll reserve judgment until they're old enough."
"I have stepsiblings," I said thoughtfully. "Three of them are married, so I guess they're off limits, but Tony, the youngest, still lives with Daddy and Deana. Is it incest if I seduce him?"
"No," Allie replied. "Although if Deana adopted you, it's a grey area and might be legally defined as such. However, given you can't force him to have sex with you, I doubt your stepbrother would complain to anyone, let alone the cops."
So, I had a plan! I tried to interest Alicia in another round of pussy play, but she demurred, saying our kids would be back from the park soon. We put our clothes back on and waited for them to return.
'Damn,' I thought. 'I've had my cunt licked, and I wanted to taste her pussy. Kate likes it, so I wonder if I will, too?'
Allie and I shared coffee as our kids raced in and out, as kids were wont to do. After around an hour's nap, my daughter came to the kitchen and asked for a snack. I brought out the two containers of diced and sliced vegetables and fruit I kept in the fridge. Mine and Alicia's kids swarmed over them like hungry locusts, and Allie helped me to dice and slice some more. We added some salami sticks and cheese from separate containers, and once they were devoured, the kids boiled out of my kitchen and returned to their play.
"How do you like being a navy widow?" Alicia asked.
"It sucks," I said as I refilled our coffee cups.
"There's a group of us wives that meet at each other's homes once a month," Allie diffidently offered. "The next get together is at my place tomorrow. Would you like to come? Entrance is a plate of snacks and whatever you want to drink. Most of us bring wine or soft drinks."
"What happens at these get togethers," I asked curiously.
"Friends help friends to remain faithful until their husbands return from their tour," Alicia explained, explaining nothing.
"And that means?" I queried.
"Come along tomorrow, and you'll see," Allie stated.
"I'm meeting my stepmom for lunch," I countered.
"Have lunch, and bring her, too," Alicia answered, smiling.
"What?" I asked.
"Your stepmom has joined us before," Allie explained. "She's welcome again.
Perplexed, I found myself agreeing to meet Allie after an early lunch with Deana. I called my stepmother and asked if she'd join me for lunch at our local Coffee Club at 11:00 am. That would give us plenty of time to eat, purchase some wine, and get to Allie's before the 1:00 pm get together, assuming Deana wanted to come.
Alicia left when her kids came back to my place. It was close enough to dinner, so I got the mince I'd defrosted out and made a big batch of Kai Si Min. It's a great meal for families on a budget because you can stretch it out with two-minute noodles and cabbage, which are cheap fillers. The batch I made would serve two more meals, and if Regan wasn't home, there'd be enough for my lunch the following day.
In the morning, it was my turn to do the school run, so I doubled up on that and did my weekly grocery shop as well. I longed for the day when Regan and I could afford to buy prebagged salad mixes, but alas, that wasn't yet. Instead, I bought a whole iceberg lettuce and a half red cabbage. I topped up on as much fresh fruit as the budget could handle because I had plenty of carrots, celery, bell peppers, etc. for the kids' afternoon snacks. Finally, I added a mixed bag of potato chips so my kids could have at least one treat daily.
Satisfied I'd done what I could to feed the kids for the week healthily, I returned home and unpacked. That left me just enough time to shower and put on something sexy to meet my stepmum. I've looked up the dresses that Kate describes in her stories, but they are way beyond my budget. Plus, I'm much shorter and curvier than Kate, so we can't wear the same types of dresses. However, I have a sexy hourglass shape, so I often wear dresses that emphasise my big tits and curvaceous ass whilst clinging to my waist.
I'd bought a gorgeous red V-necked number I wanted to wear the next time Regan took me out, but I decided to wear it today because I was going to Allie's gathering after lunch. I found a pair of strappy, high-heeled gold sandals in Payless Shoes to go with my new dress. Twenty-five bux, a bargain! Especially since they looked good with my white dresses and pants, too. My tits are too big for me to go braless, but I did wear a half-cup bra so it wouldn't show in the dress' Vee. I'd put on a matching bikini cut brief but decided to be daring, take a leaf from Kate's book, and go knickerless.
I met Deana at The Coffee Shop at Southgate Park. It was a short, less than five-minute drive from home. Deana stood and grinned when I walked in.
"You must want something big from me," she teased. "To be dressed so flashily."
Deana wore a plain pair of blue jeans, with riding boots and a chambray shirt. When she moved, it was apparent by her nipples jiggling against her shirt that she hadn't bothered with a bra. I tried to keep my eyes on my stepmother's pretty face and not bite my bottom lip. But on both counts, I failed miserably. I was so bad that Deana giggled and said, "My eyes are up here, Sara."
Blushing, I stammered an apology and sat down. A waitress quickly joined us, poured water and offered us menus. Deana and I talked about this and that as we perused the menu. I'd decided I needed to do something to get control of my weight, having grown from a size 12 (8 US) to a 16 (12 US) since having my second child. Therefore, I chose the Mediterranean salad with a side of grilled chicken. My stepmum gazed at me with a raised eyebrow and ordered the same.
About halfway through our meal, I mentioned that Alicia had invited us to her place for her group get-together. Deana looked at me levelly and asked, "Are you sure that going is a good idea, Venture?"
I asked why it wouldn't be, and my stepmum replied. "I'm not sure you're ready, honey. The girls can get a little wild,"
Unfortunately, Deana wouldn't expound on what she meant; she only repeated that I should consider not going, but she would attend if I did. I figured, 'fuck it!' what's the worst that can happen? I see something I don't like, and I leave, right?
We stopped at the local IGA to get some nibblies, then the First Choice Liquor Barn and Deana followed me to Alicia's place. There were close to ten cars parked on the street close to Alicia's home. I was surprised because there were barely four hundred metres (440 yds) between Allie's place and mine. However, most of that distance was a pair of cul-de-sacs with only pedestrian access, so I shouldn't have been surprised that I hadn't seen the build-up of cars before today.
I walked inside with Deana, and Alicia squealed before she ran over and hugged me, "I didn't think you were coming," she breathlessly said before letting me go and embracing my stepmother. "Hey, Deana. Good to see you again," Allie said before firmly kissing Deana's pouting lips.
I was surprised at the passion in that kiss, but the shocks only began there. Five more women followed Alicia in hugging and kissing my stepmother. The last two pressed themselves so firmly against her that I expected them to fall over. After kissing Deana, all of them eyed me speculatively but refrained from saying or doing anything. That lasted until we walked into Alicia's lounge.
In there, there was a pretty young woman tied facedown over Allie's coffee table. Her hands were tied to the front table legs and her knees to the back. A buxom, tall, black-haired woman knelt behind the tied woman, vigorously fucking her with a gigantic strap-on dildo. The tied woman was not complaining! Instead, she moaned constantly and demanded the black-haired woman fuck her harder.
I turned to Deana and mouthed, "WTF?"
Deana shrugged and replied, "Told you these girls can get a little wild."
Alicia had some dance music with a heavy beat playing through her lounge room speakers. In various stages of undress, many of the girls were dancing, kissing, and groping each other to the beat. Bewildered and more than a little sexually aroused, I looked at the bacchanalia spinning around me. Deana held my hand until a pretty, slender twenty-something swirled her out of my hand and out of her clothes.
Amazed, I watched my stepmother kiss the young woman passionately before Deana forced her to her knees. The pretty woman eagerly knelt and allowed Deana to guide her mouth onto her cunt. She looked submissively up at my stepmother as she lapped at her juices.
The woman tied to the coffee table pleaded to be released because she couldn't take any more. The tall, buxom woman immediately pulled the eight-inch cock out of the woman's squelching cunt. Others swiftly untied the woman on the table as the buxom woman stood.
Spotting me, she cried, "Fresh meat! Bring her to me, girls."
Before I could protest, four women divested me of my clothes and dragged me to the coffee table. They forced me onto my back, and I was quickly tied where the previous woman had been, with my bum tied tightly against the table's edge.
The tall woman moved to my head and pushed her 'cock' against my lips. "It may appear that you have no choice, little one," she said. "But, if you call 'red', we will release you immediately. However, you're banned from attending again if you call more than two reds in one play session, so use them wisely." She moved closer and whispered, "Alicia says you're ready to experience just about anything. You won't disappoint your friend, will you?"
I shook my head, and the woman's 'cock' pressed firmly against my lips before it parted them and slid inside my mouth. She pushed forward, trying to make me gag, but after reading Kate's stories, I knew how to relax my throat and let the cock slide past my gag reflex without gagging on it. I'd practised and practised until I could swallow a whole banana easily.
"Well done, little one," the tall woman said as she slowly fucked my mouth with her vast 'cock'. "Not many can swallow this without gagging. Where do you want it next? Ass or cunt?"
I doubted it would fit in either of my lower cock holes, but I thought my slippery cunt was a better bet because my babies had come out of there, and their heads were bigger than the dildo in my mouth. The woman pulled her 'cock' out of my mouth long enough for me to answer before she brutally shoved it back in.
"Alicia, Deana, get this cunt's cunt ready for me," my tormentor demanded.
I couldn't see who did what because I had my mouthful, but I felt hands pulling my wobbly bum cheeks apart. That was followed by an extremely wet tongue delving into my dark hole before it slid along my taint and onto my dripping vagina. After stabbing my soaking fuck hole a few times, the tongue moved to my clitoris. Lips locked around my divine cum switch and sucked hard as a tongue battered it. I neared an orgasm, but before I quite got there, the mouth left my fuck button and a finger probed at my slippery cock hole.
The digit slid readily inside me before it curled back and found my G-spot. As my pussy was invaded, a tongue immediately swiped across my brown ring. I climbed quickly towards another orgasmic crest, but my climb was interrupted when the finger was removed. I moaned in protest before groaning with pleasure as two fingers were slowly forced into my stretched cunt.
I was rocking along to the fingers delving inside my slippery cock channel when I felt a third finger sliding into me. When this one filled me, it began rotating and pulling gently, stretching me open. A fourth finger joined the third, and the stretch increased until my pussy felt gaped beyond recall.
"She's ready," my stepmother stated.
"Ready to be fucked, slut Venture?" The woman orchestrating the debauchery asked. I nodded avidly, and the woman asked, "Who wants to be the first to sit on the new slut's face?"
"That'd be me," Alicia insisted as she straddled my head and lowered her pussy toward my lips. "I wanted you to lick me yesterday, Venture," she stated. "But under the rules of our club, I couldn't until you'd been initiated."
"What's the initiation?" I asked.
"You're about to take it," my stepmum informed me.
"Gawd!" I moaningly protested as the biggest thing I'd taken inside my body split my sopping cunt lips open and ploughed slowly into me.
However, the girls had done a good job preparing me to take this monster, so it easily slid into me until its head nudged against my cervix. I grunted when it hit and moaned for more.
Grinning, the tall, black-haired woman said, "You may refer to me as Mistress Erica. Now, little slut Venture, beg your Mistress to fuck you!"
When she stopped talking, Erica pressed her cock more firmly against my cervix and rotated her hips, causing the cock head to grind against it. I felt that exquisite pain and my mouth opened in time for my best friend to lower her dripping fuck hole onto my mouth. Moaning into Alicia's cunt, I begged, "Fuck me, please, Mistress Erica."
Mistress Erica giggled before saying, "What was that? Don't you know it's rude to talk with your mouthful?" She pushed hard against my cervix and spun her hips in a tight circle. Simultaneously, she placed her thumb on my cum button and circled that, too.
I took as deep a breath as possible past my friend's sloppy pussy and screamed, "Fuck me, please, Mistress Erica!"
I don't know if it was a coincidence or planned, but when I screamed my request, Allie lifted her pussy off my mouth, and my plea blasted through the house. I had time to hear the sudden silence, followed by cheers and claps before Alicia's thighs covered my ears again. I felt her juices leaking over my lips, cheeks, and chin. She smelt like a mixture of sweet, tangy and musky. Deciding that I liked the smell, I tipped my head back and lapped at her gaping fuck hole.
Mistress Erica slowly pulled her 'cock' out of me as I licked Allie. Hesitating with the head only barely still inside me, Mistress waited until she saw my hips raise, trying to force more of that big dick into my needy cunt. Then she chuckled before spinning her thumb over my clit and slowly but relentlessly forcing her cock back into me.
As if on cue, Alicia lifted off my mouth as I babbled, "Fuck me, Mistress. Fuck me, Mistress. Fuck me, Mistress."
I had just enough time to realise we three had an audience and to hear their cheers before Allie lowered her soaking pussy onto my eager lips. Revelling in the twin new sensations, I concentrated on bringing my best friend to a crescendo. I didn't hear Allie cum because her thighs were too tight around my head, but I felt her shudder before she squirted over my face. Close to drowning, I licked, sucked and swallowed as quickly as possible, trying not to choke.
Allie lifted off, and I saw my stepmother taking her place. As Deana lowered herself down, she said, "You can eat as much pussy as you want until you cum. Once you've orgasmed, Erica will release you, and you can then join with any willing partner or partners. You're the first new toy we've had for a while, so you'll be popular this afternoon and probably for the next three or four get-togethers. After that, you'll have your favourites and probably play exclusively with them."
Deana roughly rode my face for a few moments before she lifted up and added, "You're a newbie, so you have no wristbands. After today, if you pass your initiation, you'll receive a pink band. Come over to my place after you've dropped your kids at school, and I'll explain the progression and where you might want to experiment."
She lowered her sopping cunt onto my lips, and I tasted my second pussy. Deana wasn't as wet as Alicia, and her essence tasted tangier. I still loved her taste, though, so I licked and sucked avidly.
I lost my arousal in the changeover from Allie to Deana, but Mistress Erica quickly brought me back to my peak. However, I wanted to taste more of this long-denied cunt juice, so I concentrated and forced my imminent cunt explosion down. Once I had myself under control, I focused on bringing my stepmother off. I knew I was on the right track when I felt Deana shudder. Her hand slid under my head, and she held me tightly to her spasming pussy as she harshly rubbed herself against my nose, lips and chin.
"Good girl," Deana moaned as her pussy lightly soaked my lips and chin. Looking down at me and grinning as she climbed up, Deana teasingly added, "See you tomorrow, little one. It'll be at least then before the girls finish with you."
The next woman to swing her leg over me was huge. She must have been at least a hundred kilos (220 lbs). As her pussy neared my nose, I could smell old sweat and a slightly rank pussy smell. Kind of like what mine smelt like if I'd been working in the garden all day and hadn't showered the day before. I guessed this was part of my initiation --would I use one of my 'red' calls to avoid having to taste her? Holding my breath, I waited until the woman's pussy touched my lips, then I tilted my head back and latched onto her surprisingly tiny clit, slashing my tongue over it as I gently bit.
Surprised, the big woman groaned, "Oh my!" and fresh pussy juices washed away the slightly rank smell.
Discovering the woman's pussy had a sweet, aromatic taste once the older arousal had washed away, I opened my mouth and stabbed my tongue into her slippery but extremely tight cunt.
"Never had a cock in there," she explained as she adjusted her position, making me lick along her taint. "But even lesbian unofficial wives get lonely when their partner is away for extended periods."
As I feared, the woman moved again until her stink hole pressed against my mouth. Fearing what I'd find, I tentatively pushed my tongue against her starfish. I was pleasantly surprised to find she'd freshly washed it, as it smelt of soap and rosewater. Mentally shrugging and thinking, 'In for a penny. In for a pound," I tongued the big woman's stink hole, trying to force my tongue inside it.
She lifted off me again before moaning, "The new slut is good! I believe she'll be a welcome addition to our group." Then she tipped her head down to grin at me, "I'm Leslie," she said. "Want to make me cum?" I nodded quickly, desperate for these girls to accept me. "Bring the cock gag," Leslie demanded.
Smiling approvingly, my stepmum stepped quickly across to me. She showed me what she held and then pointed at the gag's butt, saying, "This goes in your mouth. Bite down on it hard to keep it in place. The strap around your head will help hold the gag still, but if you relax your teeth, the protector to stop it from passing your teeth can be forced into your mouth. You don't want that because it hurts like a bitch!"
Deana turned the cock gag around, showing me the small, thin, less than six-inch 'cock' on the opposite end. and added, "I think you know what this is for and where it goes!" She giggled before settling the butt between my teeth and tying the gag around my head.
Mistress Erica had held still as the gag was readied. Her 'cock' moved in continuous circles over my cervix, reminding me that my orgasm had been delayed, not cancelled. I looked at her when Deana placed the gag. She smiled back at me, nodding her approval, much as my stepmother had done.
I settled onto the table. Hands grasped my head to support it, and Leslie swung her meaty thigh over my head. A hand grabbed the 'cock' and guided it into Leslie's tight, little cunt. Peering cross-eyed, I watched in awe as Leslie's chubby ass covered my face. Initially, she pressed down hard, smothering me. I held no fears that these women wanted to kill me, so I concentrated on enjoying Mistress Erica's massive 'cock' thrusting into my sopping fuck hole.



I couldn't hear anything with Leslie's chubby thighs pressed against my ears. However, hearing wasn't required to help bring Leslie off. All I needed to do was maintain my grip on the gag so it wasn't squashed against my lips or, worse, forced into my mouth. Unfortunately, it swiftly became challenging to keep my hold on the gag because of the intense feelings Mistress Erica elicited in my sweet little cunt.
Shortly, it became too much. Squeezing my teeth together, I shrieked around the cock gag as my cock grabber clenched tightly around Mistress Erica's 'dick'. Leslie screamed with me as her tight cunt gushed her juices over my nose and chin.
When I came down, Mistress Erica pulled her enormous 'cock' out of my badly stretched fuck hole and announced, "We welcome initiate slut Venture Venturi to our group. As an initiate slut, all are welcome to use her as they see fit!"
Despite what my stepmum had said, I wasn't immediately released. Instead, another cunt sank onto my 'mouth cock'. Also, lips swiftly engulfed my cum switch and sucked and licked it. I climaxed again as the slut hole on my 'mouth dick' rode my face. I felt people shuffling as another mouth latched onto my cunt.
Eventually, I lost count of how many people rode my face or licked my aching fuck hole. My last recollection was of Alicia and Deana carrying me to my car and helping me inside my house and into my bed.
"Don't worry, Venture," my stepmother assured me as I drifted off to sleep. "I'll get the kids and bring them home to mine. Come over when you wake up."
When I awoke the following day, I made myself coffee, bacon and eggs before settling behind the dining table and eating. Chewing the bacon, I thought about the previous day. Unknown to me, a group of women got together at least once a month to help each other remain faithful to their husbands whilst relieving their sexual tension. I wondered how my stepmother had become involved in this group because, as far as I knew, she wasn't a Navy wife.
Realising I needed more information, I drove to my father's home. Dad and Deana lived only a short drive away, so it didn't take me long to get there. Deana greeted me more effusively than I'd experienced before yesterday's shenanigans. However, I first noticed the bound young woman sitting quietly on the sofa upon entering her lounge.
Looking at the beautiful young woman sitting submissively in the lounge, I turned to Deana and said, "You were the, I dunno how to describe it, head Mistress, maybe? Of the group I met yesterday, right?"
"I was before I met your father," Deana admitted. "My first husband died on duty during the first Gulf War. I wished he'd been killed during combat because that would have meant I had better access to the war funds established after the Vietnam War. Unfortunately, Mark died of a heart attack on his way to the Persian Gulf. Effectively, that meant I wasn't a 'war widow' because Mark had never engaged in an armed conflict."
"If Mark was 'on his way' to the gulf, he must have been quite young," I protested. "How come he had a heart attack?"
"Congenital defect," my stepmum explained. "Male members of my first husband's family have been dropping dead for years, but until recently, nobody understood why."
Unable to hold my curiosity any longer, I asked, "What's with the tied woman?"
Deana stretched her hand out and casually tweaked the young woman's nipple. "Just another slut that I'm training. Her husband is deployed with yours. She's a candidate to be initiated into the gatherings when we get together next."
"You were going to explain all of that, Deana," I reminded her.
"The group has existed for as long as anybody can remember," my stepmother explained. "There were at least twenty members when I was initiated back in the late eighties. Sometimes we have more, sometimes less, but a core group keeps the gatherings going."
"To what purpose?" I asked.
"Too many of our servicemen were coming home to unfaithful wives," Deana expounded. "As you know, being a virtual solo mum for months on end is lonely. A group of girls got together during the First World War to support each other through it. Over time, that support grew, well, more intimate, I guess is how you'd describe it."
"They turned into lesbians and began fucking each other?" I only half joked.
"Women ache for the intimacy of sex just as the men ache for the expression of it sexually," Deana said primly. "Often, that search for intimacy causes them to be unfaithful. The gatherings take care of their sexual needs, plus it provides a safe way to have and share intimacy. If you come to the next one, watch how many women spend most of their time cuddling and kissing. The sex is powerful, raw, and a lot of fun, but the primary goal is to provide a safe way for service widows to get their mental, emotional and physical needs met that won't cause their husbands to desert them."
"And I thought it was just a bunch of dykes getting it on," I teased.
"I'm not sure," My stepmum said thoughtfully. "But I think Leslie is the only 'out-of-the-closet' lesbian in the group. Some of the others might be, but if they are, they're living a lie because they're all married."
As Deana and I chatted, she'd been idly playing with the bound woman. As I watched, Deana lowered her head and suckled the woman's nipple.
"This is initiate slut, Anne," Deana said. "Would you like to help me fuck her?"
My pussy immediately throbbed, and I felt a surge of wet arousal coursing through me. 'WTF?' I thought. 'Are you turning into a big old dyke yourself?' However, I undeniably wanted to experience more of what I felt and tasted yesterday, so I quickly agreed.
"Get your kit off," my stepmother commanded.
"No," I countered. "Let's show your young charge what it's like to love another woman and undress each other."
"Good plan," Deana answered smokily, her wide eyes hooding with desire.
Taking my stepmum in my arms, I pressed my huge rack against her tiny tits, revelling in her nipples' bullet-like hardness as she pressed against me. "Tell me, Deana," I breathlessly asked after we'd exchanged a soul-searing French kiss. "Why weren't we doing this when I lived here?"
"You weren't ready, honey," Deana explained as she undid my buttons and peeled my blouse off. "I wanted to, but you would have freaked."
She was right. I knew that. But still, it might have been fun to discover this joy when I was still living here! I stepped back so I could pull Deana's T-shirt over her head, delighting in her braless breasts with their rock-hard, conically shaped nipples. Cupping them in my hands, I turned her so Anne could watch before lowering my head and sucking a nipple into my mouth.
"Gawd, that's good," Deana moaned as she ran her fingers through my long reddish-brown hair. "I've missed the taste and softness of a woman. I'm glad you asked me to join you yesterday because it reminded me how much I enjoyed those gatherings."
Curious, I asked, "If yesterday was your first time for quite some time, how come you have an initiate to mentor?"
"Because I asked Mistress Erica if she had someone that needed to be," my stepmother explained. "Erica gave me Anne immediately because she knew I was the best at bringing new girls into the group."
"You mentored Allie, didn't you?" I asked.
"I did," Deana moaned as I bit her nipple lightly and pulled back. Putting her hand on my head, Deana pushed me away before she kissed me again. "My turn," she insisted as she undid my bra, freeing my heavy jugs. Squeezing my nipples, my stepmother pulled me closer before engaging me in a sexy, sensual French kiss, our tongues swirling and entwining with each other's.
After another couple of equally sexy kisses, Deana released my thick nipples and pushed lightly on my shoulders. Knowing what she wanted, I smiled and let her push me onto my knees, pausing to kiss her nipples as I passed them. When I reached the floor, I kissed Deana's belly button before laving it with my tongue as I undid her jeans before helping her to step out of them.
My stepmother balanced herself by leaning on my shoulders as she lifted her feet out of her pants. Once her feet were clear, I gripped her butt cheeks, marvelling at how firm but supple they felt in my hands. Pulling Deana's panty-covered pussy against my lips, I inhaled her sweet and musky odour as I pushed my tongue against her hard, little fuck button.
"Take them off," my stepmother demanded as her body shook, an orgasm close.
She rested on my shoulders again as I slid her panties off her feet. Flinging them aside, I nuzzled her slowly dripping pussy again before licking along her wet slit and suckling on her cum switch.
"You're so good at that that it surprises me that you say until Alicia, you'd never made love to a woman before." Deana moaned as I tongued her towards an orgasm.
I smiled before continuing my assault on my stepmum's cunt. A few moments later, Deana groaned as she held my head tightly against her clitoris and ground on my face. Deana moaned a second and third time as an intense climax rocked through her.
She held my head tenderly when she came down and kissed my upturned lips. She smilingly asked, "Want to help me teach my initiate slut the joys of lesbian sex?"
"Gawd, yes!" I averred before standing and stripping my denim skirt off. I hadn't bothered with panties. I used to before reading Kate's stories, but I find 'going commando' liberating and sexually exciting. Unfortunately, my milk jugs are too big to leave unbound by a brassiere.
"Help me carry the slut to my bedroom," Deana requested.
I picked up Anne's feet as Deana held her shoulders. Anne is only tiny, so it wasn't difficult to carry her to my stepmother's room. When we laid her on the bed, Deana tipped her on her side so she could undo Anne's wrist ties. Seeing my stepmother do that, I copied her and untied Anne's feet. Moving swiftly, Deana re-tied Anne's wrists and ankles to the four bed corners.
I was a little uncomfortable with this scenario because it appeared to more resemble a rape than a consensual sexual act. However, Deana reassured me things were okay when she said, "Remember, initiate slut Anne, you may end what we do here today by using your safe word. If you yell 'red' at any stage, we will stop what we're doing, release you, and allow you to leave. It's not unusual for initiates to use their safe word the first time. If you use it now before we start, it won't count as one of your two chances."
Deana waited until she was sure Anne understood. When Anne muttered, "Okay," my stepmother asked, "Do you wish to use a safe word now?"
"Hell no!" Anne growled before giggling and adding, "I'm so hot right now that if you two don't start getting me off, I'm scared my hot little cunt will burst into flames!"
Deana turned to me, "Face or cunt?" She asked.
"Huh?" I responded.
"Do you want to sit on her face or eat her cunt?" My stepmother clarified.
It took less than a nanosecond for me to decide. I'd tasted pussy, and I liked it! Not as much as I like the slippery, oyster-like taste of sperm sliding down my throat, but still incredibly good! Jumping onto the bed, I dived between Anne's salaciously spread and tied legs and latched onto her glistening fuck button. After a few minutes of me swirling my tongue over and around that delicious cum switch, Anne exclaimed, "Oh, shit!" as she jerked and shuddered through a sudden, intense orgasm. "More!" She demanded.
Lifting so that I could shift my arm under my body and close to her fuck hole, I shoved two fingers into her slushy cunt. Curling them back, I found the rough spot under her pubic bone that indicated her G-spot. Angling my fingers so my nails scraped over it, I sucked forcefully on her clit as I stroked her inner pleasure nub with my nails.
Climaxing again, Anne screamed until my stepmother smothered her screams by lowering her wet cunt onto Anne's mouth. Staring unabashedly, I watched Anne tip her head back so she could stab her tongue into my stepmum's soaking snatch. Twice more, Anne hesitated her tonguing of my stepmother to scream an orgasm into Deana's cunt. After Anne's second orgasm, I swapped to gently swirling my tongue over her fuck button as I waited for Deana to satisfy her needs on Anne's gifted tongue.
When my stepmother climaxed, Anne asked if she'd proven herself enough and could be released. Deana agreed and released her from her binds. Anne sat up and threw her arms around us.
"I prefer women to men," she confessed. "But I wanted a baby, so I married Andrew. I'll be faithful to him until our marriage ends or one of us dies, but I need the gathering to keep me from entering a long-term sexual relationship with a woman. Please accept me as one of you."
"You're in," Deana replied. "But you will have to pass your group initiation first."
"Which involves?" Anne asked.
"Lots of delicious orgasms," I responded. "I passed the initiation yesterday. I orgasmed more often yesterday than I ever have in my entire life."
"You'll be tested in your willingness to serve anyone and everyone," my stepmother corrected. "Everyone, bar none, begins as an initiate slut. Your body is available to all members of our gathering. Some will want you to eat them, others to fuck you with a strap-on cock, others to eat you. You have two chances to use your safe word, but if you use two safe words in any one session, you are banned from attending future gatherings. The next meeting is a month from yesterday. I suggest you think about what it means to serve any cunt that desires you for a year or until another newbie is initiated. Only after that period has passed can you choose to swap to being a Dominant and not a submissive."
"I'm submissive," Anne insisted. "I don't want subs to serve me. Instead, I wish to serve."
"And you will," Deana asserted. "Fat cunts, smelly cunts, sloppily wet cunts, all of them, you will serve. If you choose to submit to one, you choose to submit to them all. I know Mistress Leslie wants to plaster her cunt against your mouth."
"The fat lesbian?" Anne asked.
I thought she was reluctant, but when my stepmother nodded, her eyes closed, and Anne moaned, "Oh, Gawd, yes. May I serve her next month?"
Deana and I helped Anne to sit and then stand. With my stepmother guiding, we washed and dressed Anne and then sent her on her way home.
When Anne drove away, my stepmum turned to me before she took my huge melons in her hands. "You've read Kate Muggleton's adventures?" She asked as she twisted my nipples cruelly. I nodded. "You want me to help you seduce your father?" Deana asked. I nodded again. "It won't be difficult," she answered.

The End of Part 1.

I'm unsure if anyone wants to read more. If enough people do, I'll describe how my stepmother helped me to fuck my father. Otherwise, thanks for reading my story. I hope you found what you needed to get off.
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A Gift for the Wife.

Why couldn't I have been born thin with a racing metabolism like my brother? I wondered as I completed my ninth set of 110 kg bench presses. Instead, if I drink one beer without exercising, I gain 5 kg. Well, I might be exaggerating, but not by much!
Ten sets of ten repetitions at 110 kg. I could do more, but then I'd need a spotter in case the last three or four went bad. I'd already done an hour on the road running, then another hour on the bike, followed by thirty minutes on the rower and another thirty minutes of stretching and core strength work.
'Used to be so much easier when I was playing,' I thought. At the club's gym, with at least seven or eight other players training with me. The gym pounding to Sam Thaiday's latest mix tape. Pretty WAGs (Wives And Girlfriends) and wannabe WAGs exercising around us. The wannabes, especially, trying to look good, hoping a player would notice and want them.
I looked around the gym. It was midmorning. Most single girls would be at work, and all I saw were young mothers trying to get their pre-baby shape back or older women, probably retired, all busily exercising, keeping their bodies in as best shape as possible. Hubby, probably, at home, drinking beer and watching porn. They'd be dead ten years at least before their wives even considered joining them beyond the veil.
As I exercised, I considered what I should buy the wife for her birthday, less than a week away now. 'What to buy someone who has anything and everything she could possibly need?' I wondered. Last year, I bought the red-headed, lead-footed hoon that is my wife, a Targa-ready vintage MGBGT Roadster. Light blue and race-certified, the car was an immediate favourite despite its ride being like sitting on a marble benchtop as it rode over cobblestones. Every slight irregularity in the road was mercilessly fed through the car's race suspension into your bottom.
I smiled, recalling how her CAMS (Confederation of Australian Motor Sports) instructor and licensor got out of the car at the end of her accreditation ride white and shaky, saying although she'd proven she was completely safe, she scared the pants off him with her aggressive entry into the turns.
She won the first Targa race she entered, but after that, she'd been given so much extra weight as a handicap that our mechanic worried the suspension would break under heavy turning G-force. Vicky only took the car out during open track days at Willowbank Raceway.
Vicky drove the boy racers insane as she casually, dressed in nothing more than a tank top and shorty shorts, her magnificent 36D breasts unfettered and bouncing with the bumps, out braked, out turned and out accelerated them, leaving them eating her dust as she blew them away along the straights.
I didn't drive the car. I didn't fit. The seat was bolted and welded to the floor, perfectly positioned for my wife's petite frame, all 158 cm of her. Plus, I sure as hell wasn't sitting beside her as she fearlessly, recklessly, launched her car at a blind crest, believing her reflexes would save her if there was a sharp turn over the crest. They had --so far.
Glancing around the gym again, I pictured my love in my mind. Tiny, as I described, but lush. Short, muscular legs, a big rounded badonkadonk butt, a toned but curvaceous tummy, and huge tits. Vicky has a weightlifter's body. Not surprising because she regularly accompanied me to the gym. Vicky has natural brown hair augmented with dark red highlights. Yeah, closing in on forty, she had some help from the dye bottle, but only to clear up a few grey hairs at her temples.
Bright hazel green eyes under high eyebrows, with wide, white-on-white corneas. A thin nose in the middle of high cheekbones and an almost pointy chin. Full, pouting lips barely concealing bright white, even teeth and a long neck. Have you figured out that I both adore and desire my wife immensely?
But, back to the problem. What do I get her for her birthday? Another overseas trip? Where to this time? Where haven't we gone that might still hold some appeal, or where for a re-visit?
I completed the final rep of my last set and sat up. All that was left was to cool down on the treadmill, shower and go home. Vicky would be out. Silly woman still worked, even though we had more money than our kids' great-grandkids could spend in their lifetimes. Unlike most, I'd saved virtually every cent during my thirteen-year NRL career. Using the skills and knowledge given to me by the various sponsors I'd schmoozed with, I'd invested my contracts, choosing to push kids back until I retired and living frugally off of Vicky's nursing wage.
"Finished?" A delightfully sexy voice asked as I sat up.
"Yes," I acknowledged, surreptitiously checking the speaker out. I kept my eyes firmly on hers and used my peripheral vision to admire the woman's figure. 'Not as muscular as Vicky,' I thought. 'But still short and stacked! Tits probably even bigger than the wife's.'
"Get a spot then, Mr Murray?" She asked.
"Sure," I responded, unsurprised that people still recognised me even five years after I retired. "How much are you pressing?"
"The most I've done is 70 kg," the woman replied. "But, with a spotter, I'd like to try more. What do you think?"
"It depends on whether you're trying to add or tone muscle," I answered. "If you're trying to replace fat with lean muscle, then a lower weight with more repetitions is better. If you want to add muscle, then more weight and lower reps."
"Is that why you were only doing 110 kg, Mr Murray?" She asked. "How much can you press if you go all out?"
"150 kg," I replied. "I could probably do more, but I need a pair of spotters in case I dropped it.
"Wow!" She said. "That's a lot."
I smiled at her as I took off and replaced the weights, bringing the total weight down to 75 kg. I didn't say anything about it being 5 kg more than she'd suggested. "Let's try a few warm-up reps at about what you're used to," I said, settling the bar into its stays.
The staunchly built woman lay on the bench and reached up to grab the bar. I noticed her large, firm breasts didn't sag to her rib cage when she lay down and briefly wondered if they were surgically enhanced.
As if reading my mind or perhaps seeing the direction of my eyes, she smiled and said, "All me, Mr Murray. All me, nothing else."
I grinned and answered, "John. If you're going to lie beneath me with most of your generous assets on display, the least I can do is let you use my name."
The woman wore a clinging bright orange sports bra with a matching pair of lycra shorts. Lying down, her big, thick, clearly erect nipples were blatantly displayed, as was her well-defined cameltoe.
Letting go of the bar momentarily, the woman held her hand out, "Misty Beethoven," she said.
I laughed, "Surely you can't be serious? Or is Misty and Beethoven hyphenated, and your first names are The Opening of?"
"I am serious," 'Misty' retorted, using the infamous line from the 'Airplane' movie. "And don't call me Shirley!" Then she laughed and added, "Janice Mooney, John. Jan or Yannie is fine."
"Yannie?" I asked.
"Dutch," Janice explained. "Spelt with a 'J' but pronounced with a 'Y'.
Janice retook her grip and easily lifted the bar above the stays and lowered it. "One," she puffed as she pressed it above her head.
"How many?" I queried.
"Five for the warm-up."
I nodded and waited, prepared to step in if Janice struggled. However, she completed the five reps without any apparent discomfort. "How much extra do you want to try?" I asked, undoing the holding clamps.
"Two more?" Janice suggested, showing a clear understanding of the risks of trying for too much too soon.
I nodded and added a 1 kg disc to each end. "Ready?" I asked, settling into a position above the bar, prepared to help if required.
Jannie ripped through another five reps without any struggle. "Two more, again?" She said. "That went easier than I thought."
"Three," I countered. "That brings you up to 5 kg more than you typically do."
Janice nodded her acceptance, and I adjusted the bar until it carried 80 kg. Ten more than Janice said she usually did. "All set," I told her.
Janice lifted the bar and let it slowly drop to her chest. "Wow!" She puffed as she fought to raise the bar. "Whoodathunk an extra 5 kg would make that much difference?"
I watched as she lowered and lifted the bar again, her upper arm muscles trembling under the strain.
"Don't think about it," I advised. "Pretend it's no heavier than it normally is, and just go through your routine." Jan completed a third lift, the strain apparent in her flushed face and panting breath. "Two more," I advised. "You're doing it easily. Piece of cake, in fact."
The bar lowered, but it was slightly off-balanced this time. Jannie's weaker left arm struggled to keep control of the bar's descent. Janice grunted, but the bar slowly raised until she'd locked her elbows and held it above her.
"Fuck!" She exclaimed. "That'll do, I think. Help me to lower it onto the rests."
"Well, okay," I doubtfully answered. "If you're going to wimp out at four..." I went to grab the bar.
"Fuck you!" Janice spat. The bar lowered and almost effortlessly came back up. She settled it onto the stays with little apparent effort. She sat and swung her legs off the bench. Jan glanced at the bar, and her eyes widened, "That was 80 kg!" She exclaimed.
"Oops," I grinned. "Math wasn't one of my strong points."
"You did it on purpose," she accused.
"Maybe," I admitted. "But now you know you're capable of much more."
"But I barely managed to lift the fourth rep," Jannie protested.
"Yeah, but when you got mad, the fifth went down and up effortlessly. So, get angry more often."
"I've seen your wife interviewed, Mister Murray," Jannie stated. "She says you're an asshole. A loveable one, but an asshole all the same."
"Do you have a point?" I teased. "Or are you just making observations?"
"Only that I agree with her," Jan answered.
"So you think I'm loveable?" I joked. "Nice to know."
"Your wife is so gorgeous and sexy," Janice stated.
She wasn't going to get an argument from me! "Yes, she is," I confirmed.
"Shame she isn't at least bisexual," Jannie said, looking directly at me.
Vicky was, but I had no intention of admitting that right now. "Why does it matter?" I asked. "Unless you're a lesbian and want to take her off me."
Jan shook her head, "Not a lesbian. Bisexual with a strong preference for women."
"I'm unsure why you're telling me this?"
Janice sighed and muttered something about men being dense. I tuned it out because Vicky accused me of that so often.
"I'd like to get to know you and your wife, John," Jannie stated. "I've been a massive fan since your playing days and have desired your wife since she first graced the red carpet on Brownlow night in 2002."
Nonplussed, I asked, "And?"
"Jaysus!" Jan exclaimed. "I want to fuck you both! There. Can I be any more blunt?"
"You just said, 'Shame your wife isn't at least bisexual'," I pointed out.
"Yes," Janice grinned. "But a girl can hope."
I thought about it. Vicky and I had had the occasional threesome. Vicky sometimes longed for the soft touch of a woman. She loved me with all her heart, but before we met and dated, Vicky's affections were almost equally shared between men and women. But Vicky, as I'd once suggested she should, didn't want a full-time girlfriend. She thought it would be too difficult to explain to her parents or our young children when they were old enough to understand.
'Could I give Janice to my wife as her birthday present,' I wondered. I also wondered about the morality of giving someone to another as it reeked too much of forced servitude or even slavery.
"With girls, do you prefer to top or bottom?" I asked, almost disbelieving that I asked.
"Top," Janice confirmed.
"With men?"
"Bottom, if they're strong enough. Very few are, though."
Other than when we shared a woman, I'd remained faithful to my wife despite the many offers that had come my way. However, Janice had the size and body shape I liked. Although I'm tall at 193 cm and weigh around 95 kg, I prefer short, muscular women. Women that are stacked, know how to fill out whatever they're wearing, and wear it proudly with a regal, arrogant strut. My wife fitted that description perfectly. So did the young woman before me. My libido quickly imagined what it would be like watching these two women going at it together.
"Coffee?" I offered.
"Wine Gum Café over the road," Jannie suggested. "Ten minutes to shower and meet there?"
"Works for me," I answered, helping her to her feet.
Ten minutes later, I sat opposite the strongly muscled woman. At the gym, I thought Janice to be not much more than twenty. However, in the daylight, I guessed her to be closer to thirty-five than twenty-five. She wore a grey long-sleeved middie top over lycra exercise shorts. The shorts clung to her muscular ass and emphasised her powerful legs. The top revealed a six-pack the average man could only dream of having. Her long, black hair hung down her back from a top knot, emphasising her strong, almost elvish face. Even her face had muscles, or so it seemed.
She was HAWT, with a capital H! I was awe-struck and hoped she'd agree to my rapidly developing plan. We ordered coffee, and to my amusement, Janice insisted on paying. Before long, we were involved in a conversation about seemingly everything. Jannie was bright and articulate, but her mind flitted all over the place. One minute, she was gushing about buying sideline tickets to see me play. Next, she was talking about watching the Dally M presentation, hoping to see what my wife, Vicky, was wearing. Then, she started about her work as a primary school teacher. Today was a pupil-free day, and she'd taken a TOIL day (Time off In Lieu of overtime).
I smiled in the right places, oohed and aahed at others, and generally waited until the adrenaline rush she was feeling settled down. After around thirty minutes and another cup of coffee, Jan took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
"Sorry," she said, "As you can tell, I'm just a wee tad excited to meet you."
"You said that you're bisexual with a strong preference for women," I dropped in casually, hoping Jannie would take the bait. Janice looked quizzically at me before nodding and agreeing she was. "My wife's birthday is this coming Friday," I said.
"Oh?" Jan said.
I smiled, "How would you like to be my wife's present?"
"What?" She gasped.
"What do you give a woman that has everything?" I rhetorically asked. Janice looked quizzically at me. "What she always desires but doesn't often follow through with."
"Vicky is bisexual?" Jannie asked excitedly.
"Yes," I confirmed. "But because of our profile, she keeps it very low-key. But we have indulged in a few threesomes when her need becomes too urgent."
"I'm amazed you've been able to keep it out of the scandal magazines," Jan stated.
"By being very careful and discreet about who we invite to our bed," I explained. "Nobody equally famous and in the public eye as we were."
"You'd trust me not to blab," Janice asked.
"I've cultivated many contacts in the media, politics and business, Jannie," I pointed out. "Try to expose us, and I'll make your life a living hell. Besides, having a scandalous lesbian affair with a former sports star's wife --is that the kind of attention you want or need on yourself and your career?"
"They say you're Michael Jordan like rich because you invested every cent you earned playing. Is that correct?"
"I wouldn't go that far. But, yes, I did alright," I confirmed.
"Then why does your wife continue to work?" Jannie asked.
"Because she feels called to be a nurse," I explained. "She likes helping people. Would I prefer for her to stay home and be with me? Of course. But who am I to deny her what she wants?"
"So this 'present' for her isn't actually a present for you?" Jan queried.
"The only time I've ever taken another woman is when Vicky decided she couldn't last another day without enjoying the female touch again. Five times in our twenty-year marriage, Janice. That is all."
"And if I decide I want only her? If your wife decides to play with only me?"
"You're her present," I explained. "If that's what either of you want, then that's how it will be. However, when I give you to her, if you won't let me be involved, Vicky will, more than likely, send you home."
"You know this, how?" Janice asked.
"Five years ago, we picked up a woman who assured us she was wholly bisexual. However, it turned out to be a ruse to fuck Vicky because she wouldn't let me touch her when we got into bed together, and Vicky bodily threw her out of the bed and sent her home."
"Okay, so if I agree, how do we do this?"
I smiled, "Let me worry about the details. Give me your number, and I'll text you my address and when and where. Just ensure you turn up on time. If you decide to chicken out, then that's okay. But please don't leave me hanging. Send me a text saying you're not coming so I can do something special for my wife."
"I'll be there, big boy," Jannie sultrily said. "I'm hoping you have a nice big present for me, too."
"Vicky has never complained," I said modestly. I'm probably a little over average. According to the self-reported figures, the average length of a penis is about five and three-quarter inches. I'm a little under seven and quite thick to go with it.
We exchanged a few more pleasantries as we finished our second cup of coffee, but I refused to answer with any more detail about Friday evening. All I'd tell her was to be ready to drive to the address I'd texted her around 10.00 pm Friday.
I walked Janice to her car, and she turned and said, "May I have a kiss before I leave?"
I smiled and shook my head. "Save it for Friday," I told her. "If anyone sees me kissing you here and tells Vicky, I'll wake up with my dick being served to me on a platter."
Janice laughed and said, "Sounds like a woman after my own heart." She waved as she drove away.
I had five days before Vicky's birthday and introducing her to her present. Vicky knew me better than anyone, so it would be difficult to hide I had something special planned. However, she'd never before guessed her present, and I was sure this one would be a more than welcome surprise. I purchased several small gifts to ensure I put her off the scent --a pearl necklace with matching earrings and an opal pendant with matching earrings, belly button ring, bracelet and anklet. I 'accidentally' left the opal pendant on my dresser and hurriedly shoved it into a drawer when Vicky noticed it.
Friday dawned. Excited, I was up early. Vicky had a day off, so I slipped out of bed and made breakfast and coffee. Returning with bacon and eggs on toast, I placed the tray beside her on the bed and then held the coffee to her nose. Her nose wrinkled, and she opened her eyes. "Morning, gorgeous," I told her. "Happy birthday. One more year before the big four-o!"
"Don't remind me," Vicky protested, stretching and yawning.
"What's wrong with being forty?" I teasingly protested. "I'm forty."
"You're forty-one," Vicky pointed out. "An old man. I'm only thirty-nine and still a red-hot chicky babe!"
Laughing, I replied, "Yes, you are. Now sit up so I can stare at those red-hot titties of yours!"
"Pervert," Vicky exclaimed, sitting and unabashedly dropping the quilt, displaying her gorgeously firm 36D breasts. She cupped them and squeezed them together. "Like what you see, big boy?" She asked coquettishly.
"Yes, I do," I replied, lowering my head and flicking my tongue over the nipple closest to me.



"Keep that up, and you'll have to have sex with me," Vicky stated.
"As if that's a chore," I answered, taking Vicky's cup and placing it on her side table before pulling the quilt aside and sliding between her spread and welcoming thighs. We made slow, passionate love until my gorgeous wife bit my shoulder and screamed her release against my skin. When I heard her scream, I relaxed the severely held control I had over my libido and orgasmed deliciously inside her tightly gripping pussy.
Holding her to me, I rolled out of bed and walked to our en suite. As I walked, my wilting cock slid from her freshly filled pussy, and my spend ran from her. Turning the water to a soothing heat, I stepped under the sprinkling shower. I let Vicky fall to the floor and then turned her around. Taking a soft cloth, I applied a liberal amount of body wash and carefully washed her tiny, gorgeous, staunchly muscled body, delighting in every strong curve.
After a shower, we dressed and made our way to the kitchen. Putting the plate I'd made for Vicky, which was cold now, on the floor, I let our red-coloured American Staffy in. She looked eagerly at the food and then at me, waiting for the instruction to eat. With that instruction given, Layla helped herself to the cold bacon and eggs. I considered making another plate but decided we'd go out for breakfast instead.
I smiled at my wife. Vicky had put on a tiny bright yellow skort with a matching midi top. The 'skirt part' barely covered Vicky's muscular ass and showed her powerful thighs beautifully. Because the skort had a thin gusset stitched into the skort, I knew my wife would be knickerless. I wondered if she'd trimmed her typically hairy snatch, so I slid my fingers under her curvy bottom and tickled her perineum. I felt her arousal and the springy bush hairs she often had.
"Pervert," she snapped as she only playfully tried to pull away from my probing fingers before pressing firmly down on them.
"You love it," I pointed out, bringing my wet fingers to my nose and smelling her delicious aroma.
"That I do, lover," Vicky responded as she groped my thickening erection.
We had a tasty breakfast at Banter Coffee House, which wasn't far from home. Returning briefly home, we changed into athletic wear and drove to the Wynnum foreshore. We ran up to the wharves before returning past where we'd started and jogging down to Lota. Then, turning away from the bay, we ran over the top of the old dunes, now covered with grass, roads and houses, before returning to our car. I took it easy because Vicky wasn't exactly built to run. Her muscular build wasn't designed with long-distance running in mind. However, she still covered the almost ten-kilometre distance with little apparent effort.
Returning to the car, we wiped ourselves down, walked to one of the many cafés near where we were, and got coffee. Taking them back to the waterfront, we ran through our stretches before sitting close and enjoying our beverages as we watched the many pleasure boats using the bay. Unfortunately, the seaside in this part of Moreton Bay was mud. The only sand was where it had been trucked in up near the jetty. Therefore, we couldn't enjoy a walk along the beach. We'd considered moving north to the Sunshine Coast or South to The Gold. But we liked where we lived and had our two pre-teen-year-old kids in good schools.
Not wanting to return home, I took my wife for a spin over Mount Nebo and Glorious before turning right and going up to the Somerset Dam's picnic area. My BMW M5 wasn't as quick, nimble or agile as Vicky's MGBGT, but it was still a fun car to flick through the tight turns along this route. Unfortunately, the many permanent speed cameras that now infested these roads meant the trip was done more sedately than I'd previously done it.
Only a few other people were at the site, and I was tempted to strip and go for a swim, daring Vicky to join me in the water naked. However, it was only early September, and although our southern cousins would probably think it was warm enough to swim, I chickened out. Instead, we spent an enjoyable hour wandering around and talking. Around four p.m., we got back in the car and took the freeways home.
I'd booked us into Walter's Steakhouse for dinner at 7.30. We barely had enough time to shower and ready ourselves to go. With barely enough time to make our appointment, I helped my stylishly dressed wife into the car, and she purposefully flashed her sweet, hairy pussy at me. Chuckling, I swiftly walked to my side and drove into town,
We got lucky. As I turned into Alice Street, another motorist put his indicator on, wanting to pull out of his park. A quick flash of my lights meant he could pull safely out, and I backed into his spot.
Walter's was our 'go-to' place, so Harry, the Maître D, welcomed us and swiftly showed us to our table --a basically private table, well tucked away from the restaurant's main body. Handing us our menus, he left to get our standard drink orders --a chilled bottle of Cloudy Bay Te Koko Sauvignon Blanc for Vicky and a glass of Glen Livet whisky on the rocks for me.
Our dinner was up to its usual delectable standard, the wine and scotch were delicious, and the service was incomparable. Around 9:30, I guided my slightly tipsy wife back to the car. After I helped her to buckle in, I texted Janice. She promised to drive over and wait in her car outside our place until she saw me arrive. Then, when I texted her again, she'd come inside.
As she often did, Vicky snored all the way home. However, I knew she'd be bright-eyed, bushy-tailed and amorous when we got there. In fact, I was betting on it. Getting home, I saw Janice's bright red Civic parked on the street beside our drive. I surreptitiously waved to her as I helped Vicky out of the car.
Vicky pretended to be still intoxicated, but I knew she only wanted me to carry her to bed. Grinning, I swept into a bridal carry and raced her up the stairs to our room. As soon as I got there, Vicky, as I'd predicted, turned amorous. All signs of intoxication disappeared as she aggressively attacked me. Her bright, white teeth bit my neck above my collar as she swung herself around and wrapped her hips around mine.
Grinning, I grabbed her big, round, badonkadonk butt and ground my swiftly swelling dick against her bare pussy. Then, after peeling her skirt off, I threw her on the bed and pounced after her. Vicky's green eyes sparkled as she snapped her teeth at me, threatening to bite me again.
"Bite me again, and I'll spank you," I warned.
"You're too much of a pussy," Vicky hissed, teasing me.
"Challenge accepted," I answered coldly before cupping her delectable mounds through her button-down top. I lowered my mouth and flicked her nipples with my tongue. Then, sucking the left one into my mouth, I bit hard.
"Ouch!" Vicky yelped, trying to cuff my head.
Driving with her powerful thighs, Vicky forced me onto my back before viciously biting my left pec, just above my nipple.
"Ouch!" I exclaimed, mimicking my wife.
Forcing her to roll over, I used my greater weight to hold Vicky down as I stretched across her and pulled my steel handcuffs out of the top drawer where I'd placed them earlier. Vicky tried to bite my stomach but couldn't get purchase on my taut six pack. Laughing, I flipped her on her stomach, forcing her hands above her head. Using a piece of rope from the same drawer, I tied Vicky's cuffed hands to the headboard.
Vicky struggled, but I placed my knee in her lower back and spanked her curvaceous ass.
"Is that all you've got for me?" Vicky spat, arching her bum off the bed.
I spanked her three more times before dipping my middle finger into her dripping pussy. Squealing, Vicky orgasmed on my fingers and slumped down.
"Now, if you've finished playing hell cat," I teased. "Let me turn you over, blindfold you, and I'll go and get your present."
"Fuck you, asshole," Vicky spat before trying to roll. I stood, and Vicky moved onto her back. "What have you bought me?" She asked, all pretence at fighting gone.
"Let me blindfold you, and I'll bring it in."
"Okay," she readily agreed, lifting her head off the mattress so I could place the elastic banded blindfold.
I placed the blindfold before swiftly leaving the room and texting Janice. She arrived at the door as I opened it and invited her inside. She wore a pair of black Lycra shorts that emphasised her large, muscular ass and toned legs. A daring crossover midi top barely concealed her large Double-D tits.
"Still no kiss?" Janice whispered as I showed her upstairs.
I shook my head, "Not until Vicky says it's okay," I replied quietly.
"Where is she?" Janice asked, shivering eagerly.
I smiled, "Handcuffed and tied to the headboard."
"Oooh!" Jannie grinned. "Kinky. Shall we?"
"We shall," I replied. "But remember, Vicky doesn't know you're her present. She has no idea what her present is, so delay pressing your body against hers, and we'll see I we can't make her cum first before she realises I've brought her a woman for her birthday."
"Sounds good to me," Jan stated, looking wide-eyed and eagerly at me.
I guided Jannie up the stairs and into our room. She bit her hand to stifle her gasp of arousal when she saw my wife tied and writhing on the bed.
"About time you got back," Vicky bitched. "I'm horny and can't even take care of myself!"
"Poor baby," I teased, indicating that Janice should strip, climb on the bed and begin her assault on my wife.
Smiling avidly, Jannie dropped her clothes to the floor, sat beside Vicky and grabbed her large, firm breasts. Vicky looked confused and opened her mouth to speak. But before she could, I kissed her with every ounce of skill I had. Vicky's tongue left her mouth to touch to mine. Twirling my tongue around hers, we chased each other's tongues back and forth between our mouths.
Meanwhile, Janice began stroking her left hand down across my wife's muscly but softly curved stomach. I opened my eyes and smiled as Janice's fingers found Vicky's nipple and clit. I carefully kept my hands away from my wife's body, hoping she wouldn't immediately realise we weren't alone.
That hope was dashed when Vicky moaned and raised her hips to meet Janice's probing finger. "That's not your finger in my pussy, John," she groaned. "Who is it?"
"Of course, it's mine," I denied, kissing my wife's jaw and where her collarbones join. Kissing lower, I suckled her nipple as Janice tweaked the other.
"I don't care who it is," Vicky declared. "It feels so damned good!"
She moaned again as Janice turned her hand and hooked her finger back. Jan found my wife's G-spot and began scraping her fingernail across it as she gently twisted and tweaked Vicky's nipple.
I touched Janice's hand. Smiling at me, she removed her hand, and I covered Vicky's breast. Ensuring that I used only my fingers, I twisted and pulled more harshly than Janice had been. Vicky moaned and arched her back off the bed, pushing her generous breasts up at my fingers.
She took a breath, about to say something, but I covered her mouth with mine and passionately kissed her. Vicky responded by moaning and climaxing on Janice's probing finger. My wife is multi-orgasmic. Now she'd popped, she'd blow over and over again until she passed out. I hadn't quite been able to make her squirt, but fluid gushed heavily from her vagina when she came.
I decided it was time to confirm to Vicky that we weren't alone. I got Janice's attention, pointed to Vicky and mimed a kiss. Janice quickly stood and moved before kneeling on the bed and softly kissing my wife's lush lips. Vicky started and then froze before she moaned deep back in her throat and eagerly responded to Janice's kiss.
Stepping back, I said, "Enjoy your present, honey."
"Oh, Gawd!" Vicky responded as she tried to pull her hands free and grab Janice.
Chuckling, I pulled Vicky's blindfold off. Vicky blinked twice before her eyes could focus on the woman making love to her.
"So beautiful," she hummed, tilting her chin up, hoping to be kissed.
As Janice and my wife engaged in a sensual, lip-locked kiss, I flicked the quick-release buttons on the handcuffs, freeing Vicky's hands. Vicky immediately grabbed Jannie's firmly muscled ass and pulled her close before trying to roll her over and assume the on-top, dominant position.
Pulling Vicky's vanity chair over, I sat and watched the two powerful women wrestle for dominance, my cock throbbing and bouncing with need as precum drooled from its eye. The 'dance' was seriously erotic as two similarly built and strong women struggled for supremacy. For quite some time, Vicky worked to escape from Janice's grip. But eventually, my wife stopped trying to roll over and lay more fully on her back. Then, spreading and lifting her knees, Vicky wrapped her muscular thighs around Jannie's ribcage.
Kissing Janice passionately, Vicky squeezed her thighs together, eventually causing Janice to gasp in pain and work to escape instead of holding Vicky down. Squeezing hard, Vicky slowly forced Janice to roll over. Then, grabbing her new lover's hands, Vicky moved them over her head before lowering her luscious lips onto Janice's again.
Kissing her passionately, Vicky whispered, "I'm going to put my strap-on on and fuck you until you scream my name in ecstasy, little one."
"Not until I've had my way with you, Vicky," Janice replied, focussing her power into her arms and slowly forcing them back down. Turning my wife's wrists back, Jannie bent Vicky's arms until she could grab her nipples. Then, surprisingly stroking and circling them with her tips, Janice lustfully kissed Vicky.
Grinning, I watched my wife spread her thickly muscled thighs and allow Janice to press her strong thigh against her clitoris. Vicky entwined her legs around Janice's muscular leg and started humping her, moaning as she did.
Vicky humped Janice's legs before her eyes rolled back, and she orgasmed again. Then, shaking her hands free of Janice's, my wife grabbed Janice's head. Kissing Janice's wide mouth, Vicky pleaded, "Taste me, please."
"You agree that I win, then?" Janice stated as she kissed down Vicky's body, pausing to suckle on and nip Vicky's nipples.
"Yes," my wife breathed, her eyes rolled back and her body writhing.
Janice kissed lower as her hands took possession of my wife's nipples. She paused to lap at Vicky's belly button ring before she kissed across her lower abdomen and through her pubic hair. Jannie paused to savour the delicious aroma of my wife's arousal trapped in those hairs.
"Stop teasing!" Vicky growled, trying to force her lover's head lower.
"When you can out-wrestle me, you get to tell me what to do," Janice unequivocally stated.
"Challenge accepted," Vicky stated as she lifted her knees and locked her ankles around Janice's rib cage again. She squeezed hard, and Janice immediately gasped, her face suffusing with blood and pain.
Vicky squeezed her thighs tightly together and lowered them, forcing Jannie down. She slowly forced Janice lower until Jan's mouth was over her clit. "Lick, lover," Vicky crooned.
Although she struggled to breathe, Janice laughed and opened her mouth. Sliding her tongue out, Janice swirled it around Vicky's clit. Then, when Vicky groaned and relaxed her thighs, Janice pushed my wife's knees back and apart before tonguing along Vicky's taint, entrance and slit. She surrounded Vicky's clit with her lips and sucked as she battered that divine nub with her tongue.
Vicky moaned and then gasped as her hips jumped. "You should be wary about forcing someone with teeth onto your pussy, little one," Janice teased as she bit harder on Vicky's clit. "Now, beg me to bring you off!" Vicky tried to lower her legs around Jannie's head, but Janice turned her head and viciously bit Vicky's inner thigh as she pinched the other. "Oh, no, you don't!" Janice exclaimed, biting my wife's clit again.
My wife has always been a bit of a pain slut. Not a full-blown one who can't get off without it, but if I added the right amount of pain at the correct time, I could cause her to almost literally explode, her pussy not quite squirting, but gushing fluids all the same. That was precisely what Janice did now. The sudden pain followed by the intense pleasure of having her generously sized clitoris tongue lashed blew my wife off the edge of her climactic peak, and with an ear-piercing shriek, Vicky orgasmed.
"Hmm," Janice purred as she tried to lap up Vicky's almost violent pussy-juice explosion. "Delicious," she added, smacking her lips with obvious delight.
"You win," my wife gasped as she flung her arms and legs wide, surrendering to what Jannie was doing.
Janice shifted until she could swing her leg over Vicky's head. "Eat my cunt then, baby," Jan crooned as she lowered her pussy onto my wife's mouth.
Vicky lifted her head and eagerly lapped at Janice's bald, glistening pussy. But she quickly shifted back and asked, "May my husband fuck you as I eat you?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Janice exclaimed as she shifted onto her hands and knees and arched her muscular ass into the air.
"Honey?" Vicky pleaded. "I want to watch your big cock splitting this slut's cunt wide open."
I'd stripped ages ago but hadn't touched my throbbing cock for fear of it exploding before it was time. Eagerly, I shifted across to the bed and climbed onto it on my knees. Positioning myself behind Janice's hefty ass, I lined my aching cock up with Janice's tight, dripping hole. Grabbing Jannie's powerful hips, I held her still, slowly pushing my glans through her slippery entrance. Janice hissed as her pussy lips spread and allowed me to slide inside.
"Fuck, Vicky, he's so big!" Janice gasped as I buried my cock inside her silky tunnel.
"Wait until you feel it gaping your asshole," Vicky dismissed. "Then complain about how big it is!"
Vicky lifted her head, and I felt her tongue delightfully gliding over my balls and along my shaft as I pulled partially out of Janice's tight confines. Gripping her big, toned ass tightly, I ripped Janice back as I rammed my hips forward, my pelvis slamming against her tight buns.
I felt my balls resting momentarily against my wife's chin as she excitedly tongued our lover's clit. Then I relished Vicky's lips around my shaft as I pulled back out of Jannie's cunt. When only the tip rested inside Janice, I smacked her gorgeously rounded buttocks and jammed back into her.
"Harder!" Jan demanded.
I wasn't sure if she meant smack her harder or fuck her harder, so I did both. Lifting both hands off her ass curves, I pulled back and rammed forwards, my palms crashing down on her tautly muscled ass.
"Again!" Jannie yelled, and I repeated this action. "Fuck!" She exclaimed and squirted all over my wife's face.
"Gawddamn!" Vicky gasped, sucking and swallowing furiously as another squirt splashed onto her face.
Janice squirted three more times before she shuddered and collapsed off my cock, leaving my thick and stiff shaft pulsing with need and precum dripping from its eye.
"My turn," my wife moaned as she rolled the passive Janice over and presented her rock-solid badonkadonk butt to me.
I swapped ends and joyfully ploughed into my wife's tight cunt, feeling it spasm around my shaft as Vicky swiftly approached another climactic peak.
From beneath us, I heard, "That's it! Fuck this slut as hard as you can!" Then Janice's tongue bathed my already tightened ball sack. I was holding my orgasm back by sheer force of will.
I obeyed our newest lover's instruction and viciously dug my fingers into Vicky's ass as I pulled all but the tip of my drooling penis out of her hole before driving it home as powerfully as I could.
"Yes!" Vicky panted. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck me as hard as you can!!"



I didn't need another invitation! Gritting my teeth and tripling numbers in my mind, trying to keep my load in my balls, I slammed into my wife's delectable love hole as hard as possible. Then, just when I thought I couldn't last another stroke, Vicky lifted her head from Janice's soppingly wet pussy and screamed as a tremendous orgasm blasted through her.
Hearing my wife blow allowed me to relax finally, and with a roar that matched my wife's scream in intensity, I unloaded into her tightly gripping cunt, the force of my orgasm almost instantly forcing cum to leak back out. Janice hummed and eagerly licked my cum up. Feeling Janice's tongue washing my shaft and balls caused my prostate to cramp again, and I unloaded another dollop of man juice into my wife.
Vicky dropped onto Janice, letting her juicy cavity fall from my dick before groaning and rolling onto her back. Janice immediately moved between her muscular thighs and began eating my spend from Vicky's gaping pussy. Vicky groaned again as her hands found Jannie's head and held her against her pussy.
Before long, Vicky was writhing and quickly climbing towards another orgasmic peak. Janice lay on her stomach, her head buried in my wife's cunt, almost devoutly cleaning my cum from her sodden pussy.
Janice's toned, round, muscular butt looked so sexy in the soft dimmer lights that I couldn't help myself. Kneeling on the bed, I spread Janice's generous cheeks and inhaled her sexual arousal. It smelt musky and sweet to my senses. Holding Janice's starfish exposed, I pushed my mouth and nose between her cheeks and touched my tongue to her ring.
When my tongue hit her tiny rosebud, Jan jumped before moaning into Vicky's vulva. She lifted her head and groaned, "Do it! Fuck my ass!"
Grinning, I allowed spittle to slide along my tongue and cover Janice's starfish. I dipped two fingers into her pussy before curling them and searching for her G-spot. It took a bit of searching because the rough spot that indicated it was so small, but when I found and tapped on it, Janice groaned deep down in her chest and shuddered, and her ass fluttered open, allowing my finger to probe inside.
Now that I had her back passage open, it was an easy task to open her wider. Janice was eager to take me in there; I could feel it in her panting voice and moans as she begged me to fuck her. I inserted a second finger, quickly followed by a third and fourth. Forcing my fingers apart, I created enough gape to introduce my cock. I shoved it back into Janice's still soaking pussy for lubrication and then placed the tip of my glans against her ring.
"Breathe," I told Janice as I felt her tense beneath me.
Vicky shifted so she could kiss our lover. Patting Jannie's head, Vicky whispered, "Relax, honey. It'll only hurt until your knot opens."
Janice took a deep breath before slowly letting it out. I felt her sphincter spasm and then open and slowly pushed my hips forward. Then, with a soft grunt from Jan, my glans popped through her knot, and I slid into her tight, warm ass.
"Good girl," my wife crooned, snaking her hand under Janice's belly and finding her love button.
Pushing until I felt my pelvis pressing firmly against Jannie's muscular ass, I then held still, waiting for her to adjust to having a cock buried deep inside her colon. Only a few seconds passed before Janice moaned, and her hips pushed into the bed and then back at my cock.
I pulled back until my hips separated from Janice's buttocks before pushing back in. I repeated this action, only this time, Jannie groaned and pushed her ass up at me as I thrust forwards.
"Fuck me!" She demanded as her whole body shuddered under me. Janice tilted her head and locked lips with my wife as she moaned and thrust her hips back at my invading cock.
"Would you like me to smack your gorgeously big ass as I do?" I teased, refusing to pump my hips.
"Asshole!" My wife spat, leaning over to slap my hip. "Of course she does!"
Chuckling, I dug my fingers deeply into Jannie's muscly ass and pushed her forward before ripping her back and ramming my hips forward. "Take it like the slut you are!" I snarled as I flung my hands wide before bringing them stingingly down onto her ass.
"Is that it?" Janice sniffed disdainfully. "The best you've got?"
I laughed, "Remember, Miss Janice," I told her with mock sorrow. "You asked for this."
Stiffening my hands instead of cupping them as I had before, I whacked Jannie's muscular ass again. Then, before the report finished echoing, I hit her again.
"Fuck!" Jannie yelped as she jumped from the twin assault. "Again!" She demanded.
I hit her voluptuous ass twice more as I jammed my thick cock into her rear love hole. On the second smack, Janice squealed, and her juices exploded onto the bed from her gushing pussy again. She deeply exhaled as she collapsed.
"Fill her up, baby," Vicky crooned. "She's done for now." Vicky rolled out of bed, heading for the en suite to get a wet washer.
Letting go of my restraints, I vociferously grunted as I filled Jan's ass with ropes of hot semen. I got off the bed and sat on the vanity chair. Vicky, smiling, returned with a warm washer and knelt before me. I spread my knees, and she carefully and lovingly washed my cock, ensuring it was ready for more action later.
However, for now, I was done. I relaxed as I watched Vicky pull her strap-on out of her drawer. Sliding the vibrating double-end into her tight pussy, Vicky adjusted and tightened the harness straps until she had the eight-inch monster cock correctly positioned against her pubic bone.
Turning to Jannie, Vicky unceremoniously flipped her on her back and moved between her thighs. Balancing on her knees and left hand, Vicky introduced the head of her cock to Janice's drooling pussy entrance. Then, moving her right hand to Jannie's breast, Vicky slowly but relentlessly shoved her enormous 'cock' into Jannie's cunt.
Jan's eyes flew open, and she gasped wonderingly up at my wife. "Now, scream my name as you cum," Vicky demanded as she powerfully fucked our staunchly built lover.
Seconds later, Jannie's legs lifted, and she wrapped them around my wife's broad hips and pulled them back towards her as she thrust up at Vicky's descending 'cock'. "Fuck me, Vicky!" Janice screamed as she pulsated under my wife. "Fuck me hard and make me cum!"
Watching this sensually erotic spectacle caused my softened todger to inflate immediately. Feeling it throb, and my balls ache, I knelt on the bed beside Jannie's head and offered my cock to her lips. Her fiery green eyes opened, and she smiled before opening her mouth and sucking me inside. Without a hitch, my entire length slid inside her sucking, swirling orifice until her nose pressed against my pubic bone. Impressed, I groaned and reached for her nipples.
When I grabbed and tweaked them, Janice groaned around my cock before letting me out and demanding that Vicky fuck her even harder. Instructions given, Jan swallowed me whole again. Vicky smiled at me as she picked up the strap-on's remote. Turning the vibrations in her pussy to high, Vicky pushed Janice's legs back and apart as she moved onto her knees.
"You want it hard, slut?" Vicky snarled. "Then take this!" With that, Vicky pounded her eight-inch monster cock into Jannie's gaping pussy.
"Yes!" Janice hissed around my penis, her hips rising to meet my wife's cock.
Janice began having a series of petite orgasms, each building on the others. She climbed towards what would seem to be an enormous climactic peak but wasn't travelling there quickly enough for my wife's tastes.
Vicky looked at me, "DP?" She asked.
"Roll her over," I agreed, my dick jumping in anticipation.
My wife let Jannie's knees drop before forcing her hands under Janice's lush ass. Then, rocking back and forth to build up some momentum, Vicky rolled onto her back, taking Janice with her. Janice instinctively shifted onto her knees and pressed her voluptuous breasts against my wife's equally luscious ones. Their lips met as they passionately kissed.
Reaching into my bedside table, I pulled out a bottle of sex lube and greased my turgid pole. I swiftly knelt behind Janice and added some lube to her still gaping rear love hole. Positioning my glans against Jan's ring, I moved my hands to her strong shoulders and pushed her down as I shoved my cock deep into her ass.
"Fuck!" Jannie groaned as two of the biggest 'cocks' she'd ever seen penetrated both her lower sex holes.
Vicky and I held still, allowing Janice to become accustomed to being double-penetrated. Vicky stroked Janice's firm breasts as I kissed along her shoulders and whispered encouragement into her ear.
Shortly, Jannie shuddered and groaned, "Oh, Gawd, this is intense. I feel so deliciously full of cock I think I'm going to explode!" She groaned again before tentatively pushing her ass back at me.
Vicky remained passive as I began slowly pulling out and pushing back into Janice's ass. Janice stayed quiescent, too, until the feelings in her body overwhelmed her. Then, with a loudly exhaled sigh, she began shoving her ass back to meet my forward thrust. Feeling her do that, Vicky started pushing up with her gigantic strap-on cock as I stroked into Janice.
Janice lost control of her head and then her entire body as she started climaxing. Vicky and I bounced her between us as we brutally fucked her twin love holes until, with an ear-piercing shriek, Jannie orgasmed, squirting copious fluids over Vicky's abdomen.
Janice passed out, and I gently slid from her ass before helping her off my wife's 'cock' and onto her back. Vicky unbuckled her strap-on, pulled the double end from her juicy pussy and tossed it aside. Vicky had moaned through numerous orgasms as she fucked our newest lover, but I knew she still needed more. Standing, I walked into the en suite and cleaned my throbbing cock.
"Bring that here, lover," Vicky purred as I returned to the room. Spreading her muscular legs and pussy lips, she added. "I need that magnificent thing ploughing my fuck hole."
Grinning, I slid on the bed and then into her. Vicky gasped as I took her powerfully, burying my thick, throbbing cock deeply into her vulva with one swift stroke. Then, grabbing her rounded, toned, badonkadonk butt, I started fucking her with everything I had. "Happy birthday, gorgeous," I told her. "I hope you liked your present."
"Best present ever, my love," Vicky informed me, the first of many orgasms washing over her. Then, turning her head to see Janice had recovered, she lightly kissed her pouty lips.
We'd have many more fantastic nights with Janice until Jannie fell madly in love with my recently divorced sister, and they became a permanent item.

The End.
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Nicole Qualley.

'Ugh! Gym sucks!' Nicole Qualley thought as she put what she could in her locker and escaped the confining walls of her school--Sommerville House, an all-girls private college in Brisbane's South Brisbane district.
Attending an all-girls school was bad enough, but having to walk past a Catholic all-boys school to catch her train home? The pits! The relentless teasing and innuendo she and the others who also caught a train had to endure daily as they walked past St Laurence's College was beyond the pale.
One day, one of the morons that school called 'young gentleman' tried to accost her. Well, Nicole was having none of that!
"Out of the way, limp dick," she snarled as he placed himself in front of her.
Surprised by Nicole's vehemence, the boy backed up two paces before the heckling from his 'roomies' caused him to react angrily.
"Who are you to talk to me like that, you fuck ugly dyke?" The boy snapped.
"Perfect, limp dick," Nicole responded. "Challenge your masculinity, and you immediately resort to playing the lesbian card. Listen, dickhead, just because I have no interest in your tiny wiener doesn't mean I'm a lesbian. It's just that I prefer dicks that are attached to real men, not some egotistical jock itch with no brain. Now, out of the way, I have a train to catch."
"You look like that actress Margaret Qualley," 'limp dick' stated. "Everyone knows that she's a dyke."
Surprisingly, Nicole shares Margaret's surname, although 'limp dick' couldn't have known that. A Google search failed to find any known family relation to the American actress or her more famous mother, Andie MacDowell.
"Yeah," Nicole said sarcastically. "That's why she's married to a bloke."
"Are you boys hassling this young lady?" A deep male voice asked, breaking into the confrontation. Nicole turned to see her gym teacher, Mister Cummins.
"No, Sir," 'limp dick' and the others quickly denied.
"Then why are you standing in front of the woman blocking her path?" Mister Cummins asked.
"We were just talking to her, Sir," 'limp dick' protested.
"Have you any idea how long I've been watching?" Mister Cummins enquired.
"No, sir," 'limp dick' replied.
"I thought not," Mister Cummins disgustedly added. "I'll have your names, and believe me when I say I'll be talking to my counterpart at this school. Now, hand your school IDs over." Mr Cummins stood with his hand out, waiting for the boys to hand them over.
The four young men reluctantly handed their cards to the teacher, who put them on the low wall around the school, took his phone out and photographed them. "Now, walk away," Mr Cummins commanded. "I do not care in which direction you walk away as long as it is not in the same direction as the young lady."
Muttering, the four boys wandered off, glaring back at Nicole. Nicole hefted her school bag and made to walk off.
"Excuse me, Miss Qualley?" the young teacher called Mister Cummins said. Nicole turned to face him. "You're catching the train?" He asked.
Nicole nodded, but when he raised an eyebrow, she explained. "I don't like travelling home in a sweaty sports uniform, so I showered and changed before walking to catch my train."
"If you're doing that, aren't you supposed to change into your regular uniform for the trip home?" Mister Cummins asked.
Technically, the teacher was correct. School policy dictated that she was supposed to remain in uniform from the moment she exited her front door until she returned. However, Nicole had exactly one uniform to go with her sports one. Wearing it to class, if she had gym that day, was permissible, as was wearing it home. But if she wanted to shower and change after her class, she was supposed to put on her regular uniform.
Nicole's parents struggled to make ends meet. They'd sacrificed almost everything they had to send their vivacious, intimidatingly intelligent only child to a private school, hoping to give her the best chance to succeed in her goal of becoming a Supreme Court Judge. Nicole had one uniform because that was all her parents could afford. She wore it Monday and Tuesday, put it in the wash Tuesday night, wore her sports uniform to school on Wednesday, and then wore her only uniform for the last two school days.
Nicole wondered how much trouble she was in before the teacher kindly smiled and said, "I don't think those boys will circle around and cause you any more trouble, but if you prefer to be safe, wait with me in the staffroom, and I'll pick up what I need to take home and escort you to the station.
Nicole examined her rescuer --Middish height, around 178 cm (5ft. 10), she guessed. Slender with broad shoulders and a narrow waist. Nicole estimated the teacher would weigh around 70 Kg (154 lbs). Piercing, bright blue eyes under a pronounced brow and heavy jet-black hair spikily cut and left tousled. Full lips over an already dark 'five o'clock shadow, even though it was only a little after three p.m. He wore the expected sweatpants and a clinging black T-shirt with The Sommerville House's logo emblazoned over his heart. Mister Cummins was a favourite amongst the more forward of the girls.
Nicole thought through what she knew of the gym teacher. Head of department, she suddenly remembered. Known to be witty and charming, a stern disciplinarian, but also known to laugh and joke with his students. Looking up, Nicole met the teacher's eyes and jumped when she realised he was grinning laconically at her inspection.
"Would you prefer to wait with me, Miss?" Mister Cummins asked.
"My name is Nicole Qualley," Nicole answered. "I do not like to be called anything other than Nicole, and yes, I prefer to wait."
The teacher smiled, and with his eyes sparkling with laughter, he held out his right hand, "Nick Cummins, Miss Nicole," he said. "Pleased to make your acquaintance. My name is Nicholas, but I prefer Nick. This way, if you will?"
Nicole, surprised by her sudden acceptance of an escort, meekly followed the teacher back to Sommerville House. Realising the young woman was shy and uncertain, Nick made small talk, hoping to reassure his new acquaintance that everything was okay. He explained that he'd jumped a year during state school, had sat for his Uni entrance exams a year early, and compressed his double degree, BSc. Math and a B.Ed. Secondary from four years to three.
"How old are you?" Nicole bluntly asked, thinking he was still way too young to be a head sports coach.
Nick grinned and said, "You first, Miss Nicole."
"I turned eighteen last week," Nicole admitted. "I'm a high school senior, as you know, and regardless of the end-of-year exams, as long as I pass, I'll finish high school with straight As."
"Your parents wouldn't allow you to jump a grade?" Nick asked.
"They thought it would be detrimental to my socialisation skills," Nicole explained. "So instead, I sat bored through the last five school years."
"Almost done now, though," Nick sympathetically said as he opened the staffroom door and allowed Nicole to enter first. He swiftly gathered the papers he needed to mark and review into his satchel and swung it over his shoulder. "Let's get out of here," he suggested. "Before another set of ill-mannered louts cause me to use my authority to chastise them."
"You didn't tell me how old you are," Nicole protested as she walked through the held open door.
"No, I didn't," Nick chuckled as he surreptitiously admired the tight, round bottom passing through his door.
"So, Mister Cummins," Nicole pretended to say exasperatedly, "How old are you?" As she asked, Nicole wondered why it mattered. On her list of what she desired in a man, Nick was 1) Older than her, 2) Worldly, 3) As intelligent, if not more intelligent than her, and 4) Handsome.
There was another closely guarded requirement --5) Experienced. Nicole was a virgin and sure did not want to experience what some of her friends had -- a clumsy, awkward, painful first experience. Instead, she wanted her first to be an experienced, older lover who would take her journeying on a sexual adventure.
Nicole held a deeper need, one she only admitted to herself when she gave herself personal, intimate attention --she wanted her man to be dominant. He should be confident enough to demand what he wanted from his lover and then show her how to do it. Nicole thought that Nick just might be that guy.
As the couple walked towards the nearby Southbank station, Nick refused to answer. Instead, he asked intelligent, insightful questions about Nicole's schooling, her experiences at school, how she managed such good grades (four+ hours per night of study), and what she hoped to achieve in her life.
In turn, Nicole asked why, given Nick was so intelligent, he had 'settled' on being a teacher. Surely, with that much intelligence, he could have been a doctor, lawyer, or anything. Nick laughed and pointed out that, as Nicole does, he despaired at how little he was taught and the sparsity of knowledge he gained. That was when he decided the only way to change the system was from the inside.
"We're not challenging today's students, Nicole," he explained. "We're allowing mediocrity to rule. We're so tied up on ensuring equality for everyone that we're punishing anyone ahead of the curve. We don't laud intelligence any more. Instead, we insult and belittle it and try to drag it down to the mean. That's wrong! Where will the next Steve Jobs come from? What educational institution will nurture the next Spielberg? It needs to change. Mahatma Gandhi said, 'Be the change you wish to see in the world'. Well, I'm trying to be that change."
"Don Quixote comes to mind," Nicole riposted.
Surprised, Nick asked, "You've read the book?"
Nicole nodded, "That one, plus Stranger in a Strange Land, 1984, Animal Farm, Brave New World, The Odyssey, and To Kill a Mocking Bird."
"All required reading for your English classes?" Nick queried, knowing they weren't but amazed that a modern student had read so extensively of the classics.
"Only To Kill a Mocking Bird," Nicole clarified. "The rest I read because I wanted to."
"Why did you want to?" Nick asked as he and Nicole walked to where the Cleveland train would pull up.
"If I'm going to be a Supreme Court judge, I need the education and ability to put together a lot of brilliant briefs that become law. To write those, I've studied the classics so my prose will read and sound meaningful."
Awed, Nick responded, "Good thinking and planning, Nicole." Then he looked about. "What train are you catching?"
"The Cleveland line as far as Lindum. My pushbike is chained there, and I'll ride that to Tingalpa, where I live."
"Do you mind if I ride with you?" Nick asked. "I'm going to Ormiston."
"It's a free country," Nicole teased as she placed her 'Gocard' against the automatic scanner, glad their conversation could continue.
With the delay, Nicole had missed her usual train and would be home at least thirty minutes late. Not that it mattered. Her parents had jobs, and she was an only child. Her parents wouldn't make it home until close to six. She'd have dinner ready for everyone by then. The train Nick typically took pulled in fifteen minutes later, and they got on board.
Nick and Nicole chatted amiably together for the first part of the journey. But when the train stopped at Coorparoo, an old friend from Nicole's state school got on. The girls squealed when they saw each other and were soon chatting about what they'd been up to since they last spoke. Nick didn't mind because it gave him time to study the breathtaking young woman who had so suddenly swirled into his life.
'The boy Nicole called 'limp dick' is right,' Nick thought. 'She does have a startling resemblance to Andie MacDowell's daughter, Margaret. She's significantly shorter, though,' he realised. Using his mother as a guide, Nick estimated Nicole to be no more than 157 cm (5ft. 2) tall. He guessed her weight was less than 46 kg (102 lbs). Nicole's 32B breasts were more prominent than her counterpart's and looked big on her slender chest. However, Nicole has the same lustrous light-brown hair and blue eyes as Margaret. Plus, Nicole and Margaret share similar mouths, noses and bright white teeth. 'Yes,' Nick added to his musings. 'Definitely very similar looking to Margaret Qualley.'
Nick felt his dick shift and lengthen as he watched his new, young friend. Initiating an affair with a high school student when you are a teacher is fraught with danger, especially when they were a pupil at your school. That was true even when that student was eighteen. However, Nick hadn't felt as attracted to a woman as he felt toward Nicole since his university days. He hoped Nicole's friend got off the train soon so he had more time to chat with Nicole.
His wish was granted at Murarrie station. Unfortunately, that left only the seldom-used Doboy station and Hemmant before the train pulled into Lindum, where Nicole would depart. Nick racked his brain, trying to think of a subject to restart their conversation. However, as was often the case in this situation, all his mind could produce was banalities about the weather or school.
But, before he could speak, Nicole turned towards him, her incongruously long legs lifting before she rested her feet on the seat across from her. "So, Gym Teacher Nick," she teased as her eyes sought his. "You still haven't told me how old you are."
"No, I haven't," Nick confirmed before asking Nicole what she did for fun. He casually placed his hand on Nicole's outer thigh, well below her dress' hem. Nicole felt her heart jump and arousal flare, but she glared at him and forcefully pushed his hand off her thigh. Nick pretended nothing had happened and intently listened as Nicole described her passion, women's softball. How she'd watched highlights of Australia's medal-winning games at several Olympics and hoped to emulate those women and help her country win further medals.
Nicole said nothing about Nick putting his hand on her leg, but her arousal continued to grow as she remembered the thrill that raced through her body at his touch. Nicole didn't know what she wanted. But she knew he wanted Nick to be more manly, to act more dominantly. Of course, she'd resist, rebuffing his advances, and if he were like the other boys Nicole had allowed to get this close, he'd give up, mutter about her being a dyke and storm off. Nicole hoped Nick wouldn't give up.
However, before either could do anything about their burgeoning desire for each other, the conductor announced Lindum station, and Nicole disembarked, her thigh remembering Nick's caress. Just before the door closed, Nick said, "Nicole?" She looked at him. "Twenty-seven," he added as the doors closed.
Taking off the chains that held her bike to the rack, Nicole rode home in a dream. As she rode, the bicycle's seat pressed maddeningly against her untainted entrance, and images of the young principal formed unbidden in her mind.
'He smelled... Manly,' her imagination filled in for her.
Getting home, Nicole raced to her bedroom, flinging her sundress, bra and panties behind her. Leaping onto the bed, she pictured Mister Nick Cummins dressed as an old-time headmaster, carrying a cane and demanding that she bend over his desk to receive her punishment. Holding a pillow over her face, Nicole screamed into it as her flickering fingers elicited an explosive orgasm from her sopping pussy.
Nicole slept briefly and dreamed of a future--a future with an anonymous lover whom she worked and raised kids as an equal with but who was undoubtedly her man in every way that implied. He would be the man, and she would serve him willingly. Until today, that man's face had always been blurred but now resembled a certain gym teacher she'd recently masturbated to images of.
When Nicole's mum, Erica, arrived home, she found her pretty, vivacious, screamingly intelligent daughter singing along to the earbuds in her ears as she finished cooking dinner. 'Billie Eilish, for sure,' Erica thought as she watched her daughter sing, swing, and smile.
Erica worried for her daughter. Eighteen, and never once had Nicole mentioned a boyfriend. Nor had she spoken of talking to a male friend. Erica wondered if her daughter was gay. It wouldn't matter to her or her husband, Ethan if Nicole was. Erica just wanted her daughter to be happy and well-adjusted. She wondered again whether the decision she and Ethan made to hold her back was the right one. 'Not that I can do anything about it, now,' she thought.
After watching her daughter sway and sing for a while, Erica dropped her work bag onto the table with a loud bang, letting Nicole know she was home. At the sudden noise, Nicole spun. Spotting her mother, she smiled and pulled the buds out.
"Evening, Mother," she said. Knowing her mother disliked being called that.
Crossing to hug her daughter, Erica facetiously growled, "I know you're teasing me with that name, Miss. But you're not so big or old that I can't spank you!"
"Sorry, Mother," Nicole teased, knowing her parents had never physically disciplined her and wouldn't begin now.
Mother and daughter giggled and exchanged cheek kisses before Nicole turned back to mashing the potatoes. "Have you heard from Dad?" She asked.
"Yes," Erica answered. "We chatted using our phones' hands-free connection on my way home. He said he was just leaving, so I'd expect him here anytime soon."
Erica moved to get glasses. She placed them and poured wine for herself and her daughter from the cask sitting on the fridge's bottom shelf. Then, hearing her husband's car pulling into the driveway, she brought out a can of beer and cracked it open.
Nicole watched her mother evenly, with an eyebrow raised. Money was tight in this household, and alcohol was a treat they rarely allowed themselves.
Erica smiled and said, "Wait for your father and dinner."
Ethan picked that time to walk in, and he, too, raised an eyebrow when Erica handed him the can.
"What's the occasion?" He cheerfully asked as he took an appreciative swig.
"During dinner," Erica scolded. "You smell," she told her husband. "Go and have a shower. We'll hold dinner for you."
Ethan works for the city council as a labourer. It is a secure job, which is why he took it, but it doesn't pay more than the minimum wage. With his days spent labouring at cutting grass, digging trenches, filling in potholes, or whatever else his team were assigned to meant, unless it rained, Ethan returned home tired, dirty, and smelly most days. If it rained, his team got to sit around the council sheds until either it cleared or five hours passed. After five hours of rain, Ethan's team were sent home, receiving a full day's pay.
Ethan loved those days because it meant he could spend the afternoon with his daughter. Her intelligence and wit enthralled him, and he wished he could give her more. He didn't realise his daughter knew he'd sacrificed everything he and her mother had in savings to send her to an exclusive private high school and how much Nicole loved and appreciated them for doing it. She would make them proud, she vowed. Then, when her career took off, she'd pay them back by buying them their longed-for around-the-world boat cruise. First class, all the way, Nicole swore.
Ethan joined his family at the dinner table only a few short minutes later. He looked at the delicious smelling lasagne his daughter had made and smiled. Yes, money was short, but pork mince was cheap, as were the sheets between the meat layers. He marvelled how, between his wife and daughter, they could eat mince between three and five times a week but never repeat a meal. His girls typically made enough for everyone's lunches the following day.
Erica waited until everyone had plates in front of them, then picking up her glass, she said, "A toast to me." The others looked at her, waiting to see why. Erica didn't disappoint. "I've been made regional manager for South East Queensland," she announced.



Erica worked for a large-scale, international retail electronics company. Starting on the ground floor as a showroom salesperson, she'd, through hard work and determination alone, risen to showroom manager, then area manager, Brisbane East, and now she'd been put in charge of every store from Gympie to Tweed Heads, just over the border into New South Wales--a total of some fifty stores and with a staff of nearly two hundred people.
Five years ago, she'd missed this promotion by the skin of her teeth. Instead of sulking, complaining and undermining the new boss, as so many others in line for that promotion did, Erica concentrated on supporting and learning everything she could from him. Brian, the new regional manager, recognised this and, upon his promotion to Operations Manager, Queensland, recommended Erica as his replacement.
Brian's endorsement meant Erica was almost a shoo-in for this promotion. However, when the job had been advertised internally, many of the same area managers as had applied last time reapplied--making her promotion no guarantee, despite her exemplary record of five straight years of growth since being made area manager. Now, of course, she'd have to endure the same backstabbing and biting as Brian had endured upon his rise. But with Brian as her mentor and supporter, Erica hoped she would have an easier time than he did.
Smiling proudly, Ethan skipped around the table before pulling his gorgeous wife out of her chair and squeezing her in a bear hug. "Well done, baby," he told her, happy tears glistening in his eyes. "I knew you'd get there because I always believed in you."
Erica came from an abusive household. Ethan had been her rock and support for their entire married life. In Ethan's love and steadfastness, Erica discovered many things about herself. Primarily, that she was much stronger emotionally and mentally than her abusive parents allowed her to be. To this day, Erica carries the scars of her early years, but with Ethan's unconditional love and support, those scars are covered thickly now.
Nicole flew around the table and was only seconds behind her father in hugging and congratulating her mother. Nicole asked the obvious question --"do you get a pay rise, Mum?"
"Nearly twenty-thousand dollars a year more," Erica crowed. "But, better still, a company car complete with a gas card."
"Oh, wow!" Nicole breathed.
Before she could say what she thought next, her mother smiled and said, "Yes, Nicky dear, my beat-up old Corolla becomes your car to use."
"Nicole," Nicole corrected absently. "I hate 'Nicky'. When does your new job start, Mum?"
"I spend a fortnight with Brian travelling around the various showrooms and warehouses, introducing myself to the staff. Then, I spend another fortnight at the head office being trained to do the many reports and filings I have to do, and then I'm on my own. But I'm officially the new regional manager as of 9.00 am Monday. I pick up my new car the same day."
"Wow, Mum," Nicole stated. "So cool!"
Dinner at the Qualley household was typically a time for the family to chat and share their day. Tonight, with the excitement of Erica's news, dinner was more boisterous than usual. Erica even allowed an extra drink each, something that generally only happened on Birthdays or at Christmas.
Two glasses of wine were more than Nicole's system could adequately process, so she woke the next morning with a slight headache and a very dry mouth. Pulling faces at herself in the mirror, Nicole swallowed two Advil and Panadol and drank three tall glasses of water. Deciding to take some protein bars to consume when her stomach was a little less unruly, Nicole skipped breakfast and got on her bike.
Walking up from the train station, her mind filled with what she could do with her own car to use, Nicole didn't notice the boys sliding off the wall and spreading across the footpath.
"Well, look here, boys," 'limp dick' said. "If it isn't the ugly dyke. Not so tough without your teacher escort, are you, carpet muncher?"
Glaring at the weedy boy before her, Nicole snarled, "If I'm a lesbian, then at least I know what a real pussy looks like. Given you've only seen airbrushed ones in your paedophile uncle's porn folder, I could describe what a real one looks like if you want?"
"Fuck you!" 'Limp dick' yelled, reaching for Nicole.
Nicole didn't hesitate. As her father had taught her, Nicole closed the distance instead of backing away as the stupid young man thought she would. Then, dropping her bag, Nicole lifted her knee forcefully, driving it into 'limp dick's' nuts. 'Limp dick' groaned and slowly collapsed, his hands cupping his groin.
"Anybody else keen for a kick in the gonads this morning?" Nicole snarled, turning to the young man's cronies.
The other three turned and fled. Picking up her bag, Nicole stepped around the groaning 'limp dick' and walked casually towards her school. Two other girls crossed the road to walk with her. Nicole didn't have a lot of friends at her school. Most of her classmates came from families way more affluent than hers. The monetary and prestige gap between her and them was too much for the somewhat reticent Nicole to overcome. Plus, her extreme intelligence overwhelmed some of the girls, leaving them feeling inadequate to be her friend.
The bigger of the two girls, a gorgeous red-haired, green-eyed young woman who was just on the plus side of average, said, "Nicky. May we walk with you?"
Turning to her, Nicole replied, "Nicole. Not Nicky. Yes, but why?"
"Those creeps having been hassling girls all year," 'redhead' explained. "You're the first one to ever stand up to them. We'd feel safer walking with you if that's okay?" 'Redhead' introduced herself, "I'm Mary. This is my sister Emily."
"Hi," Nicole said, smiling at the younger girl. "How come you know my name?" She asked.
"Are you kidding?" Mary said. "All of us 'nerds' are in awe of you. You're going to be the school Dux (Valedictorian) with daylight second. You're intelligent and pretty, and you seem so cool and self-confident. We all want to be like you."
This was news to Nicole. Nicole thought she'd floated through her almost five years at high school virtually anonymously. Sure, some of the brighter kids may have known who she was because Nicole almost universally received the top marks on any exam or paper. But, other than that, Nicole didn't think any of her classmates could pick her out in a police line-up.
Nicole was in her humanities class later that morning when a teacher's aide entered the room. Showing the note to Nicole's teacher, she motioned for Nicole to follow her. Mystified, Nicole packed her stuff up and followed the aide from the room.
"Hello, Miss Qualley," the woman said. "First of all, let me assure you that the school has your back on this. The boy who assaulted you this morning has been the subject of several complaints, so don't get too stressed, okay? It should be just a couple of questions and then done."
Trying not to worry, Nicole allowed the aide to guide her to the principal's office. Getting there, Nicole saw two police officers talking to Mr. Jenkins, the senior school principal. The two officers and Mr Jenkins turned to watch Nicole approach. Swallowing nervously, Nicole stopped before them and waited. The principal spoke first.
"Nicole, this is Constables Mike Avery and Joanne Small. Brett Sommers, the boy who assaulted you this morning, has been taken to The P. A. Hospital for emergency surgery on a ruptured testicle. Because he's under eighteen, his parents have filed an assault complaint on his behalf. These officers want to take a statement from you. You're over eighteen, so you don't need your parents to be present, but I can call one of them to sit with you if you'd prefer."
"Do I need a lawyer?" Nicole asked. "I've seen too many cop shows where an innocent person gives an innocuous statement, and suddenly, they're in prison, fighting to stay alive."
Constable Small smiled and said, "Of course, you're entitled to a lawyer if you want one, but I don't think it will be necessary. We already have statements from Mary and Emily Watkins, who witnessed what happened. Plus, we have several other witnesses to these boys' increasingly aggressive behaviour. How about we follow Mr. Jenkins into his office, and he can be your advocate and witness for what we ask and your statement?"
"Mr. Jenkins," Nicole asked, knowing the principal reasonably well after having received several meritorious awards from him in the past. "Do you think giving a statement is okay?"
"I believe so, Miss Qualley," Principal Jenkins answered. "But it's wise to have an outside witness. One the police can't say wasn't there to see or hear."
Nicole turned to the officers, "I agree to start, but I reserve the right to stop and ask for a lawyer if I don't like the direction of your questions."
The officers agreed, and everyone moved into the principal's office and shut the door.
Officer Small took out her notebook and said, "According to the complainant, at approximately 8:15 this morning, you took exception to how slowly he and his three friends were walking. You yelled for them to get out of their way, and when he turned to say 'sorry', you kneed him in his testicles. Is that what happened?"
Infuriated, Nicole replied tartly, "It actually began yesterday after school. Mister Cummins, the gym teacher, can confirm. I was walking to the train after school when the same boy accosted me. After we exchanged pleasantries, the boy called me several derogatory names, questioning my sexuality.
"I believed he might become violent, but before anything more could happen, Mr. Cummins interrupted and sent them on their way. Mr Cummins was concerned they'd circle back and hassle me more, so he kindly escorted me to the staffroom where he could pick up his things, and then he accompanied me back to the train."
"What time was that?" Constable Avery asked, his pen poised to write.
"It was after final period," Nicole explained. "I showered after gym and changed, so I'd guess around 3:00 pm."
"What happened this morning?" Officer Small queried.
Nicole swiftly related what happened, emphasising that when 'limp dick' reached for her, she felt in immediate physical danger and reacted to ensure her safety.
The two officers exchanged glances before nodding. "I think that does it," Constable Small said. "Your story matches with what the other witnesses stated. We'll drop by the gym to confirm with Mister Cummins, but I already know he'll confirm the events as you've said."
"What happens now?" Nicole asked.
"We write it up along with a recommendation of 'no further action required', Officer Avery explained. "However, it's up to the police prosecutor to decide whether to pursue the case. I doubt she'll go against our recommendation, though. One other thing, Miss Qualley," the officer added. "You have a strong case for assault yourself. If you want to pursue it, call me or Officer Small, and we'll explain how to file one."
He handed Nicole two cards.
Constable Small then turned to the principal, "I assume we'll find Mr Cummins in the gym?" She asked.
Principal Jenkins opened his computer's daily lesson plan window. "No," he replied. "Nick is teaching year 10 math in H-block room 25. That's the second floor, third room on the left from the stairwell."
"I can show them, Sir, if you want me to?" Nicole offered.
Mr Jenkins checked the time and agreed before giving Nicole a pass to take back to her teacher. Nicole took the officers across to H-block before returning to her class. She was just in time to receive the homework assignment for the day and to hear the bell indicating the period's end. On the way to her next class, Mary approached her.
"What was that all about?" Mary asked.
"Seems I broke limp dick's nuts. His parents put in a complaint," Nicole answered with a smile. "But you must have guessed that because the officers said they'd already spoken to you."
Mary shook her head, "They asked me to describe what happened but didn't explain why." She looked at Nicole apprehensively, "Do you think those boys will target us now? Can me and my sister walk with you after school?"
Nicole hadn't thought about that but wasn't particularly worried. After all, it was broad daylight. How much trouble could the gang of juvenile boys cause? However, when she got out of her last class and headed for the school gate, Mister Cummins approached her.
"Wait up, Miss Qualley," he said. "The police are concerned that some of the group that hassled you have sworn to get even. We discussed this during the staff meeting, and we don't think you should walk by yourself until things settle down."
Mary and Emily have asked to walk with me, Mr Cummins," Nicole replied. "I won't be alone."
"Even so," Nick said. "I'd rather be safe than sorry. Give me a few moments, and I'll walk with you."
Giving in to the inevitable, Nicole shrugged and agreed to wait at the gate. She watched the lithe teacher walking away, and her fantasy from the previous afternoon flitted through her mind. Shaking her head, Nicole swiftly dismissed that thought, afraid the sisters would smell her arousal if she let it play. Boys never seemed to notice when girls found them attractive and were turned on. Girls, however, always knew.
Nick returned quickly and indicated the girls should walk ahead. "Ignore me," he told them. "I'll try not to interfere or listen to your conversation."
The real reason Mister Nick Cummins wanted to walk behind was so he could safely admire Nicole's shapely rear. Nicole wasn't the only half of yesterday's pair that had masturbated over the other when they got home.
'Nicole is so strong and confident within herself,' Nick thought. 'Yet, there's an air of vulnerability about her--a diffidence, as if she needs a strong, supportive partner in her life.' He clamped down on his burgeoning arousal lest it became evident in his tented trousers.
He recalled his first foray into sexual dominance. A fellow teaching student returned to studies after taking time off to have children and was close to nine years older than him--a woman who taught him how to meet the needs of a sexually submissive woman. Unfortunately, just as Nick thought he had the hang of things, the woman, Wendy, fell for her and Nick's lecturer, and the two women became lovers. Nick hadn't, until Nicole, met another woman he felt the same connection to since.
When the odd foursome neared St Laurence's College, Nick saw the three remaining boys sitting on the boundary fence, clearly waiting for Nicole to show up. They slid off the wall with scowls on their young faces, but one spotted the teacher walking unobtrusively behind the three girls. He nudged the other two, and they all quickly assumed an innocent air and walked back into the school grounds as if that had been their intention all along.
Nicole looked back over her shoulder to see Mister Cummins, apparently unaware of what had transpired. She grinned and turned around, but the vague warmth in her nether regions immediately exploded. Nicole resumed her conversation with Mary, realising the young woman had a one-track mind --the men, movie, rock, pop, and TV stars she thought were hot, and didn't Nicole think so, too?
If the truth be told, Nicole hadn't considered it at all. They were boys, and Nicole just wasn't interested. Now, if Mary wanted to talk about which of the teachers were hot, then about that Nicole could give an opinion. There were two --the one currently walking behind her --could Nicole feel his eyes on her tush, or was it just her imagination? --Then there was Manny Edmonds, Nicole's history teacher. Mr Edmonds was a giant bear of a man. Well over 190 cm tall (6 ft.+), weighing north of 100 kg (220 lbs), with a big bushy beard, a huge rounded tummy, and the most warm and welcoming brown eyes Nicole had ever seen.
Manny Edmonds had a booming voice and laugh; his classes were full of humour and conversation. Manny made an often dry subject, full of facts and figures, come alive. When he spoke of events hundreds of years ago, it seemed as if he'd been there and witnessed those events himself.
With his enthusiasm, Manny swept the class up and made them feel history as a living thing, and he explained how decisions made decades, even centuries ago, still affected today's events. His enthusiasm, geniality and incredible sense of self made Nicole wet, even though she could not envisage how that giant of a man and her could ever make love.
However, it wasn't the physical act of love that Nicole pictured as her talented fingers flickered over her clit and virgin entrance. It was Manny's expressive brown eyes looking at her sternly as he commanded Nicole to kneel over his thighs. Shuddering with barely hidden desire and need, Nicole would press her nubile body over Mister Edmonds' muscular thighs and push her breasts deliciously against Manny's outer thigh.
Manny's left hand would hold Nicole in place as his right lifted her school skirt over her shapely bottom. Manny would hesitate, gazing at Nicole's sexy bum, before raising his hand and bringing it stingingly down onto Nicole's ass cheeks. Before the sting ended, Nicole would climax and then quickly rush to the bathroom to wash herself, ashamed and embarrassed by her fantasy.
The train arrived on time, and the foursome got on. To Nicole's disappointment, Nick sat at the opposite end to her and the sisters. However, three stops later, the girls got off at Norman Park Station. Nicole obliquely checked to see if Nick would move to sit next to her, but he seemed engrossed in his smartphone and wasn't looking her way at all. Disappointed, Nicole got her English and Literature Extension homework out and began reading the accompanying texts.
Nicole avidly read the material as she imagined putting a brief together to argue a land claim case. She pictured standing before the Supreme Court bench, arguing the validity of the claim and the plaudits her successful application of standing law earned her. She was so deeply into the readings that she didn't notice her gym teacher shifting seats.
"May I sit with you, Miss Qualley?" Nick Cummins asked.
Marginally annoyed about being dragged out of her reveries, Nicole stiltedly replied, "It's a free country and a train with no assigned seats. And, I repeat, my name is Nicole. I do not like being called anything else."
Nick sat beside Nicole, even though there was more room opposite. The sudden warmth of the gym teacher's thigh against her thrilled Nicole, but she huffily pulled her skirt from under his thigh and moved closer to the window, shifting her thigh from against his.
"What are you reading?" Nick genially asked.
"Homework," Nicole almost snapped, flustered by her sudden arousal.
"I can see that," Nick answered, his eyes sparkling mirthfully. "What particular homework are you reading?"
"Why does it matter?" Nicole asked before sarcastically adding, "It's not like I have gym homework that you've set."
"It's a way to initiate a conversation," Nick replied evenly, exasperated that Nicole was brushing him. He wanted to get to know this beautiful young woman, dammit!
"Oh," Nicole blushed, realising she was being what she detested in others in her year --a bitch. She explained what she was reading and how it applied to her desire to become a lawyer and then, eventually, a Supreme Court judge. Before she knew it, Nick had engaged her in a lively debate around the worthiness of this subject and the pratfalls of book versus real-life learning.
Nicole found her assumptions challenged. Things her leftist-leaning education facility had taught her were brought into the light and dismissed as illogical rubbish. For the first time in her short life, Nicole began to question whether what she'd been taught was true. Nick consistently exploded things Nicole had been told were sacrosanct teachings into unintelligible myths.



By the time the automated speaker system in the train's carriage announced her station, Nicole's mind was reeling from the constant challenging of her assumptions Nick had imposed on her during the trip. Nicole had one solidly remaining thought left as she exited the train --she desired Mister Nick Cummins with every fibre of her body.
Nick watched Nicole's slender, rounded bottom as she bent over, undoing her bike chain. His eyes stayed on the object of his fantasies until the train moved so far he could no longer see. Sighing as he settled back into his seat, Nick forced his throbbing manhood to subside. He was alone in this section of the carriage now, but the last thing Nick needed was a current or ex-student to see his dick straining against his trousers as he talked with one of his pupils.
What was it about the young woman, Nick wondered. He'd had prettier students with fuller assets, students who had blatantly come on to him, and they were of no interest to him. Why, then, did Miss Nicole Qualley enrapture him so much? What qualities did she have that the others so obviously did not hold? Nick didn't know, but he knew that Nicole would be the object of his fantasies again that night. Fantasies of towering over her petite, naked, shapely body as she knelt before him, ready to worship Saint Priapus. Her ministrations to his throbbing manhood would be fumbling and uncoordinated but oh so eager and willing. But he, Nick Cummins, would teach her, and she would learn quickly.
Stretching, Nick forced his mind away from those images lest his arousal grow and strain against the front of his pants again. Taking a cue from Nicole, Nick brought out some math papers he needed to mark and concentrated on those. It took time, but eventually, Nick controlled his mind and stood up, surprised, when this station was announced.
With her mind working furiously, Nicole pedalled home. Mister Cummins, gym teacher and relief math and science teacher, infuriated her. He casually took truths Nicole knew to be correct and easily dismissed them, pointing out the logical and factual errors in her beliefs. Nick had forced Nicole to look at the reasons why she thought as she did, and Nicole found there were no reasons, no substance, behind her beliefs. What was worse, Nick did this not by telling her she was wrong but by asking Nicole to explain and evaluate her understanding of her belief.
Then, when Nicole found she couldn't, Mister damned Nick Cummins questioned why she'd hold such ridiculous notions when she couldn't explain her belief logically. 'If I can't even out-argue a damned gym teacher,' Nicole thought. 'What chance am I against a skilled Queen's Counsel?' Well, a gym teacher who skipped through school with a grade point average as high as hers and who'd compressed six years of study into three, but all the same!
Arriving home, Nicole looked in the fridge and brought out a snack of diced fruit and veggies before adding some salami sticks and three crackers with cheese. Noticing the BBQ lamb chops her mother had taken out for their dinner, Nicole tried to ignore her tumultuous mind and concentrate on her studies. However, no matter how hard Nicole tried, she couldn't prevent images of her teacher from intruding.
The amused twist of his lips as Nick disparagingly despatched Nicole's arguments with seemingly unassailable logic. Nick's bright blue eyes gazing challengingly at her as he asked her to justify her position that the Covid lockdowns were necessary. Nick brought up several facts about countries like Taiwan, Sweden, Iceland, and others with lower infection rates than Australia that had left their economies open.
But what was worse was that Nick didn't insist that Nicole was wrong or that he was right. Instead, he merely questioned where her facts and figures came from, whether Nicole had checked the facts, and who had disseminated them, accusing Nicole of accepting such 'facts' as the whole truth without questioning their validity or the motives of those spreading them.
"Doing that is not the process of an open, inquiring mind," Mr Cummins chided. "To be a successful lawyer, you need to be able to think critically. The first part of critical thinking is to disbelieve and distrust everything you've been told, and only after checking the facts and figures and where they came from do you accept them as the 'truth'."
Nicole couldn't think of a single counter-argument before Nick added, "Critical thinking allows you to understand that if a 'scientist' working out of a basement in suburban Bogota had discovered the cure for all cancers, he wouldn't be selling it at the 'bargain price' of 'just $100,000' to your favourite aunt. Instead, he'd show a partial process to the scientists from a company like Pfizer and say, 'Here's partial proof that I've discovered the cure for cancer, and once you've handed me a check with enough zeros on it, I'll show you the rest.'
Nicole was angry at herself for being unable to put even the slightest dent in Nick damned Cummins' logic. Plus, she was bothered by the fact that her mind reacted slowly to Nick's teasing because of her arousal.
'I can't be governed by emotion if I'm going to be a Supreme Court judge,' Nicole chided herself as she rode. 'I must put aside emotion and argue logic and fact!' But what to do when your opponent showed you that your 'facts' were barely disguised un and partial truths?
'Dammit!' Nicole snarled, almost throwing her snack containers back into the fridge. Knowing that in her current state, study would be useless, Nicole moved slowly towards her bed, drawing out the pleasure she would give herself. Stopping at the bathroom, Nicole stripped off and quickly showered. In the shower, she cupped her firm, B-cup breasts and lightly pinched her tiny, rock-hard nipples.
Revelling in the gathering storm in her sweet, young, pristine nether regions, Nicole strolled languidly to her room. Stopping before her wardrobe mirror, she cupped her breasts again and wondered if 'goddamned Nick Cummins' preferred girls with bigger breasts. If he'd been sneaking glances at hers, Nicole hadn't caught him doing it.
Taking her bottle of moisturiser, Nicole climbed onto her bed, propping pillows behind her back so she could sit up. Then, squirting a liberal amount onto her palms, Nicole rubbed the slippery fluid into her breasts, delighting in stroking, pinching and pulling on her sensitive nipples.
Adding more moisturiser, Nicole stroked across her firm but rounded tummy and across her trimmed mound. Nicole giggled as her pussy hair absorbed the slimy liquid, and she added more. Nicole's body lotion was infused with ginger oil and chamomile. She rubbed it gently into her clitoral hood and onto her tiny, sweet nubbin and felt its warming properties stimulating the nerves in her most sensitive pleasure zone, and a soft moan escaped her lips.
Sliding her fingers lower, Nicole touched them to her entrance. Frustrated by her atrophied but still intact hymen, Nicole considered doing what some of her classmates had done. Take her hairbrush and rid herself of this troublesome flesh. However, Nicole's fantasies of her first time with her chosen man included feeling the pinch when his throbbing manhood parted her virgin opening.
With Nick's handsome image firmly in her mind, Nicole circled her vulva as her other hand stimulated her clitoris. Nicole's peak quickly approached, but she couldn't quite seem to leap off its tip. Frustrated, Nicole moved her hand from her entrance and onto her nipple. Pinching that pink nubbin between her thumb and forefinger, Nicole tried adding a little pain to her stimulation --a trick that never failed to work until today.
Trying to relax, Nicole slumped further down on the bed until her petite heels rested against her taut butt cheeks. Then, restarting her arousal cycle, Nicole moulded and massaged her gorgeous breasts until she felt the thrill in her pussy again. Adding moisturiser to her fingers, Nicole circled her clit again. Her arousal climbed swiftly, but again, there was no release. Her mind refused to allow her to cum, and Nicole didn't know why.
Sighing, Nicole opened her eyes and considered getting out of bed. But the ache in her pussy warned her she'd be distracted and, until she'd achieved her release, unable to concentrate properly.
Moving until she lay on her back, Nicole gave in to the inevitable, closed her eyes and indulged in a role-play fantasy starring one Mister Nick be damned Cummins, the man who had so quickly stolen her heart and imagination.
In her mind, Nicole acted up in Nick's gym class. After firmly chastising her antics several times, Mr Cummins commanded Nicole to return to his class after her last period to serve a detention. Using the powers of imagination, the time between attending Nick's class and returning for her detention blurred. Dressed in her sports uniform, Nicole stood outside the gym's office, waiting for Mister Cummins.
Nick strode into the gym and across to his office. Nicole watched with hooded eyes as the fit, toned, and lithe teacher marched toward her. Nick had been putting the first eleven soccer team through their paces. Sweat showed in his armpits and between his firm pecs. His T-shirt clung sexily to his broad chest and wide shoulders.
Opening the office door, Nick escorted Nicole in and, to her imagination's delight, brought out a school cane. Instructing Nicole to bend over his desk, Mr Cummins casually pulled down Nicole's sports shorts and patted her petite but firmly muscled ass.
Nicole, in her reveries, moaned in anticipation. Her teacher, hearing her, placed his thumb on her rosebud and touched his fingers to her clit. "Someone needs a fucking instead of a caning," Mister Cummins opined as he twirled his fingers over Nicole's love button. "However, there's no reason she can't have both."
As she fantasised, Nicole heard Nick pull his trousers down. The cane came forcefully down onto her pert bottom as Nick's thick cock split her apart. Feeling, in her fantasy, the gym teacher's cock parting what she knew was still virgin flesh sent Nicole crashing over the edge, and her whole body shook and shuddered as she bit her forearm, stifling her orgasmic squeals.
'Finally,' Nicole thought as she drifted into a brief doze.
Nicole's internal clock woke her with plenty of time to make dinner. Looking at the piles of potatoes before her, Nicole briefly wished that her parents could afford what others considered routine --store-bought oven chips. However, it wasn't to be yet, and Nicole washed the potatoes' skins before cutting them into wedges. Covering them with vegetable oil (oh, for some extra virgin olive oil) and all-purpose spices, Nicole put them in the oven. Then, taking out a bowl, Nicole sliced lettuce, carrots, and tomatoes and grated some cheddar cheese. Mixing them together, she covered the bowl and put it in the fridge.
Looking at the time, Nicole turned the grill on and waited for the element to glow bright red before sliding the generic Coles BBQ chops under it. These chops were bland, but nothing some mint sauce wouldn't cover. Remembering her mother's promotion, Nicole hoped she could expand her family's diet with the extra money. Maybe even treat themselves to a decent steak or some chicken breasts.
Nicole exited the train the following morning to find Mary and Emily waiting for her again. Only this time, two other girls had joined their posse.
"This is Evelyn and her sister, Brenda," Mary informed Nicole. "They want to walk with us, too.
"Sure," Nicole acknowledged. She vaguely remembered Evelyn from her year 10 math class but didn't know Brenda at all.
You're the hero of all the train-catching girls," Brenda gushed. "Those assholes have been hassling us girls all year, and you're the first to have stood up to them."
Embarrassed, Nicole didn't know how to answer, so she made some noncommittal gestures and walked up the hill towards her school. The other four joined her, and Mary engaged Nicole in another conversation about the 'hot boys' from the college she'd met at one of the two schools' triennial dances. Nicole hadn't attended any, so she had no idea who Mary was talking about.
As the girls passed St Laurence's college, the three remaining boys from 'limp dick's' cohort appeared at the gate.
"Look," one of them sneered. "It's the dyke patrol. Been recruiting ugly chicks for your team, have you, Margaret Dyke Qualley?"
"I have a good right knee for you, too, if you come any closer," Nicole warned. "Maybe you could keep 'limp dick' company in the hospital."
"You'll get yours, bitch," the new ringleader threatened. "We'll take you and all your lezzie slut friends down."
"Did I just hear you threatening these girls with assault?" Nick firmly asked as he walked up to the five young women. "Your friend is already facing an assault charge, and it wouldn't take much to have it amended to include you three."
Nicole glared at 'Mister be damned Nick Cummins'. "I had this covered!" She almost snarled. "I don't need you running interference for me every morning and afternoon."
Nicole glanced around and noticed the two older girls were biting their bottom lips as the younger two swooned over the handsome teacher. A sharp pang of jealousy briefly flamed in her heart.
"You can run interference for me anytime you want, Mister Cummins," Mary crooned, batting her eyes at the gym teacher.
"Me, too," Evelyn gushed.
Nick blushed but ignored the blatant 'come-on' in the girls' voices. Walking up beside Nicole, he smiled at her and replied, "I know you did, Miss Qualley. But it's my duty as a teacher to step in when I see this type of thing occurring. However, I'll leave you young women to yourselves and head to the staffroom. Brenda, Emily, I'll see you third period for gym. Nicole, for my peace of mind, will you wait for me and allow me to walk with you to the train? These boys are becoming too bold for my liking."
"We'll all be there, Mr Cummins," Brenda assured him, rocking her shoulders back to make her large bosom jiggle.
Nick's eyes never left Nicole's face, though, despite Brenda's obvious attractions bouncing near him.
The girls watched Nick walk away before Evelyn playfully slapped her sister, "Slut!" She exclaimed. "Could you be any more blatant?"
Nicole shook her head, settled her bag more firmly over her shoulder and began walking after the teacher.
"But he's so hot!" Brenda stated. "Hottest teacher at the school by far."
Nicole ignored the chatter as the girls agreed and began surmising about Mister Cummins' stature and proclivities and whether any of them had a chance of bedding him.
The day passed uneventfully, and although Mister Cummins accompanied the girls to the station, he remained a respectful four to five metres away. They passed St Laurence's without encountering 'limp dick's cohort, and the girls separated to catch their various trains.
Nicole, Mary and Emily sat together, with Nick standing at the opposite end. After the sisters got off at Norman Park, Nicole expected Nick to join her. But when she still sat alone after the train passed through Murarrie station, Nicole looked to see where Mister Cummins was. However, Nick didn't appear to be still on the train. Mystified, Nicole wondered if he'd given up pursuing her and if she'd been too harsh when she dismissed him this morning.
The next day was Friday. Friday was a short day for Nicole, having been excused from her afternoon study class because she'd already completed all of this year's study requirements. Grateful that she wouldn't have to deal with the assholes who'd been hassling her all week, Nicole strolled to the station and caught the 12:15 train home.
Taking out Homer's The Iliad, Nicole settled in to enjoy some alone time. However, when the train passed through Morningside station, someone sat heavily down beside her. Looking up, Nicole was about to rip the interloper a new one. There were, after all, plenty of spare seats in the mostly empty carriage when she saw it was Mister Nick Cummins.
Secretly delighted but remaining cool. Nicole acknowledged the teacher with a tiny smile but returned to her book, ignoring him.
Touching Nicole's thigh below her school skirt, Nick forcefully said, "I've about had enough of your attitude, Nicole. I've been polite and helpful, trying to show you I'm interested in getting to know you, and all you do is snap and snarl at me. So, Miss Qualley," Nick stated emphatically. "You will accompany me to Wynnum station, where we will exit the train and walk to Dramanti Artisan Coffee Brewers. There, we will sit together and take the time to get to know each other. Afterwards, well, we'll see how things are progressing, but I think we will spend further time together."
"Yes, Sir," Nicole responded meekly, surprising even herself.
"You mean that worked?" Nick laughed. "I thought you'd tell me to rack off!"
"My man has to be a man," Nicole explained, further surprising herself. "He has to be strong, firm, positive and know what he wants. I don't want a Metro or spornosexual narcissistic asshole. Instead, I want an old-fashioned man much like my father. Mum makes way more money than him, but he is the man of our household. Don't start on this journey if you can't be that man."
Nicole stumbled to a stop, embarrassed she'd suddenly blurted out her requirements for a boyfriend. She looked fearfully at Nick, worried about how he'd react. But Nick, suddenly sure of his path forward, moved his hand above Nicole's dress hem and caressed her outer thigh.
"Then I'm glad we understand each other, Nicole," Nick stated. "My woman needs to be my equal in every way, but she must need a sexually dominant man in her life. Outside our house, and almost everywhere outside our bedroom, my wife will be my equal. However, in the bedroom and in sexual situations, she will submit to me. Do you wish to pursue that with me?"
"Yes, Sir," Nicole answered submissively, shifting until her shoulder pressed against Nick's, hoping he'd move his hand to her inner thigh.
Nick didn't disappoint, and for the remainder of their journey, Nick's fingers stroked daringly, maddeningly closer to Nicole's panties, but never quite got there before the automated system announced Wynnum Central Station.
Taking Nicole's hand, Nick helped her up and off the train. Then, locking Nicole's arm in his, Nick guided her to the café. Helping Nicole onto a bench seat outside the entrance, Nick looked searchingly at her before saying, "I'm guessing --flat white on skim milk with an extra shot, no sugar."
Nick wasn't quite correct. Nicole happily drank full cream milk, but it was close enough, and Nicole didn't want to appear unappreciative of Nick's attempt at ordering for her, so she replied, "Yes, please, Sir," and smiled when Nick grinned delightedly.
The new couple sat in the glorious spring sun and enjoyed their coffee. Nick spoke a little about himself but concentrated on allowing Nicole to express herself. In the beginning, Nicole was quite shy and halting, but when she realised that Nick was genuinely interested in her and her opinions, Nicole opened up. However, even though she kept bumping Nick with her shoulder, Nick neither put his arm back around her nor placed his hand on Nicole's inner thigh again.
Two cups later, Nicole muttered she needed to catch a train back to Lindum station and ride her bike home. Nick checked what time Nicole's parents were due home, and when she confirmed it would be after six, he hustled up onto the platform and into an eastbound train.
"What are you doing?" Nicole protested weakly.
"Taking you home to my place," Nick firmly replied. "It's time we made love."
Initially, Nicole thrilled at his words, but then the fear set in. She was a virgin. Would Nick appreciate that, or would her lack of experience and skill disappoint him? What if he took her roughly, not knowing he was taking her virginity? Nicole's hands became sweaty and clammy, and she thought she'd faint.



Concerned, Nick asked if she was okay. Nicole demurred, but when Nick insisted she tell him what was wrong, Nicole blurted, "I'm a virgin and have never had sex before."
Stunned, Nick looked wonderingly at her. "You're a virgin?" He asked. Then, when Nicole nodded, he said, "Wow! You're so self-confident and seem so body-sure that I assumed you were experienced."
Unsure if he should continue, Nick wondered if he shouldn't take Nicole home when they got to Ormiston. Nick was still undecided when he helped Nicole into his car's passenger seat, but when he offered to take Nicole home, she shook her head firmly and said she wanted Nick to continue what he was doing.
"Then let us set up something immediately," Nick confidently stated. "You need a safe word. If anything I'm doing is too much for you, say 'red' firmly, and I'll immediately stop what I'm doing and move away from you. Do you understand?"
"If I can't handle it, I say 'red'," Nicole repeated. "Handle what, though?" She asked nervously.
"A man making you a woman, little one," Nick replied, a small smile playing around his lips.
Nick pulled into the driveway of a large two-story house in Ormiston. Nicole gaped at the home, amazed by its opulence.
"Teaching must pay way more than I was led to believe," she stated, awed by Nick's home.
Nick chuckled embarrassedly, "Mum and Dad retired to Ayr and left this with me. They said it was my inheritance, so I may as well take possession of it now. It's all I can do to afford the rates on this monument to nouveau gaucheness."
"Oh, I don't know," Nicole responded. "I like it."
Nick exited the car and walked around to Nicole's side. Helping her out, Nick refused to look at Nicole's panty-covered snatch, even though she'd purposefully hiked her school skirt up to show it to him.
Nick opened the side door next to his car and ushered Nicole inside. Nicole thought he'd instantly take her in his arms, but Nick took her hand and gave her a tour around the house --five bedrooms, including two with en suites, a gaming room with a pool table, a living room and a grand room, a large kitchen with an attached small eating area and a dining room.
"Oh, how the other half live," Nicole murmured, awed by the size of Nick's home. "And you live here alone?"
Nick confirmed that he did. He said that he used to bring in boarders, typically uni students who needed somewhere cheap to stay as they studied, but after one of his boarders caused a police bust by dealing pot from Nick's home, he stopped taking them in.
Nick guided Nicole into his kitchen and sat her at the breakfast bar. After asking if she wanted tea or coffee, Nick made a pot of Earl Grey tea and poured two cups. Placing a jar of honey and a slice of lemon beside Nicole's cup, Nick added a dash of milk to his before sipping appreciatively.
Nicole hadn't tasted Earl Grey tea before, so she was unsure what to do with the lemon and honey. Spotting her confusion, Nick quietly explained that Nicole could add those if she wanted, but he preferred it straight with just a touch of milk.
Nicole thought, 'In for a penny. In for a pound,' and added a squeeze of lemon to hers before tasting it. Deciding it needed something more, Nicole added a splash of honey. Tasting the beverage, she thought, 'Divine!', immediately wondering if this wasn't something her family could afford now.
Nick watched Nicole as she sipped her tea and eyed him speculatively. Nick knew Nicole expected him to take her to bed and make love to her immediately. However, Nick had embarked on a marathon, not a sprint. The destination was miles away, and it would take time to get there. By the time Nick parted Nicole's maidenhead, he wanted her to be begging him to do it, her body exhausted from the many orgasms he'd given her.
But the seduction started here, in his kitchen. It began with intense looks and soft words. It began with sharing water as the anticipation built.
"Take off your top," Nick casually instructed.
Nicole's eyes widened in surprise, and she put her cup down, looking at him. Nick said nothing more, but when Nicole didn't obey, he lifted his left eyebrow and stared intently at her. Nicole shuffled uncomfortably, her hands unawarely going to her shirt buttons several times before she forced them still and picked up her cup.
Nick waited until Nicole had taken a sip before firmly stating, "I did not ask you to, Nicole. I told you to. Now take your top off, fold it and place it on the counter."
Nicole held his gaze steadily before she blushed and put her cup down. Looking shyly away, she undid her blouse buttons, shrugged it off her shoulders and quickly folded it before placing it on the counter. She was embarrassed by the plain white bra she wore, but 'Best & Less' lingerie is what her parents could afford, so that's what she wore.
She turned back to gaze at her teacher, only to find that he wasn't ogling her tits, unlike she'd thought. Instead, he was softly smiling and holding her eyes with his. "Good girl," he smiled. "Step one complete."
Nick engaged Nicole in a lively conversation about current events. Eventually, as Nick had planned, Nicole forgot about sitting in her bra and began vehemently arguing that Putin had no right to invade Ukraine. Nick didn't disagree, but he wanted Nicole to argue and justify her position. He wanted her to see through the rhetoric and discover the reasons Putin had used to excuse his invasion of a sovereign people.
In the middle of Nicole's heated defence of the Ukrainian people, Nick broke in and quietly but unequivocally stated, "Remove your skirt and place it on top of your blouse."
"What?" Nicole asked, shocked from her diatribe.
"I didn't stutter," Nick stated.
Nicole looked at the gym teacher doubtfully, but when Nick compressed his full lips into a severe line, Nicole stood and dropped her skirt to the ground. Turning side-on to Nick, Nicole bent over and picked the garment up. She folded it and placed it on top of her blouse.
"Now, where were we?" Nick said, his eyes seemingly uninterested in admiring Nicole's taut figure. "Oh, yes. You were saying that the Ukrainian people are completely innocent and, therefore, The West should instantly help them repel the invaders."
"Aren't they?" Nicole asked, fighting not to cover her barely covered 'bits' with her arm and hand.
"The people?" Nick rhetorically asked. "Maybe. But the politicians? No, they are at least partially to blame for this debacle."
Angry now, Nicole rested on her hands on the bench and leaned toward Nick, forgetting she was almost naked before him. She almost snarled. "How can you blame the Ukraine for Putin invading?"
"NATO," Nick answered calmly.
Confused, Nicole asked, "What about NATO?"
"Putin warned Volodymyr Zelenskyy that if Ukraine joined NATO or allowed NATO bases on Ukrainian soil, he'd invade to protect Russia's western flank from NATO's forces."
"But Ukraine didn't join NATO, did they?" Nicole asked.
"No, but that was the excuse Putin used," Nick replied.
"You sound like you support Russia's invasion," Nicole accused, utterly unaware of her near-naked state. A state Nick intended to make her intensely aware of.
"I do not," Nick denied. "I'm merely ensuring that you can logically justify your argument in defence of the Ukraine. Remove your bra and add it to the pile," Nick quietly demanded.
Looking down, surprised at being reminded she was almost naked in front of her gym teacher, Nicole said, "No, I will not."
"Do I hear a 'red'?" Nick asked with his eyebrow raised.
Nicole shook her head vigorously
Nick viciously brought his palm down onto the countertop. "Then remove your bra immediately, little one," he barked loudly.
Nicole jumped, quickly undid her bra clasp, and let it fall from her shoulders. She embarrassedly covered her pert breasts with her hand and forearm, but when she looked up at Nick, she saw that he held her eyes and wasn't trying to peer at her tits.
'Impressive self-control,' Nicole thought. Then she realised she wanted the sexy young teacher to look. Nicole wanted his eyes to admire her sweet young flesh. She desired to see his arousal flare in his eyes before it flared in his trousers. Straightening up, Nicole threw her shoulders back and lowered her arm. She knew her panties were wet and probably showed through, but it excited her to know that Nick would demand she remove those next.
Nick waited until Nicole had squared her shoulders and lowered her arm. Only then did he let his eyes wander over her petite, sensually curved body. Nick's mouth went dry as he saw Nicole's pert breasts with their rock-hard nipples slowly rising and lowering as she breathed. Nick felt his arousal stir and sternly commanded his thick cock to remain soft.
"Stand," Nick instructed. Nicole unhesitatingly slid off the stool. "Slowly turn," Nick commanded. Nicole spun in a slow pirouette. She heard Nick gulp as her tight, muscly ass came into view. "Stop there." Nicole hesitated, wondering what was next. "Poke your bottom out and then remove your panties," Nick demanded. "Keep your knees straight and use your hands to remove them completely."
Shivering with desire and anticipation, Nicole slowly gyrated her shapely hips as she slid her panties down. She heard Nick gasp and knew she affected him almost as much as he affected her. Nicole could feel her arousal pooling in her virgin pussy and leaking slowly down her thighs.
Nicole delicately stepped out of her panties and began to stand to turn back toward Nick. "I didn't tell you to move," Nick growled. "Hold your ankles and remain bent over."
'I should tell him to fuck off,' Nicole thought. 'What am I? A piece of meat for him to inspect?' The problem was, her heart was beating fit to burst, her breath came in short pants, and she couldn't ever remember being this turned on. It wasn't as she'd often fantasised, but she had a strong, dominant man taking control of her, moulding her, showing her how to serve her man, and Nicole loved it!
Nick made her hold her lurid position until Nicole began trembling with unrequited desire. Then, just as Nicole thought her shaky knees had to collapse, Nick instructed, "Get on your hands and knees and crawl to me."
Almost gratefully, Nicole sank to her knees, and keeping her eyes fixed to Nick's, she crawled to him. Nick waited until she knelt before him before standing and dropping his pants and underwear.
"Worship it," he said gently, waving his thickening cock in Nicole's face.
Nicole stood up on her knees and wonderingly grabbed the first cock she'd seen in her short life. Maybe, as a child, she'd seen her father's, but she had no recollection if she had. Feeling Nick's throbbing penis in her hands, Nicole marvelled at how it felt warm and soft and yet so hard. It seemed almost rubbery but wouldn't bend in her hands.
She looked submissively up at her teacher --'teacher,' Nicole thought. 'Teacher of so much more than physical education.' Yet, this was physical education, Nicole realised. Physical education in possibly the oldest act two people could do together. "I don't know how," Nicole stated beseechingly. "Will you teach me, please?"
Nick smiled down at her, "Start by kissing the head, honey," he said. "Then lick it like an ice cream until you're ready, and then suck it like it was a lollipop."
Nicole thrilled at 'honey' and eagerly lashed her tongue over Nick's cock's head. As soon as she started, precum poured from the eye of Nick's penis. Tasting this new juice, Nicole decided it was salty but quite delicious, and she experimented with different effects, trying to elicit more.
"That's good, baby," Nick crooned. "Now, take as much into your mouth as you can without gagging and suck, okay?"
Nicole nodded and enveloped Nick's glans with her lips. She lowered her head along Nick's shaft but only took about half of it before the head hit her gag reflex, and she retched.
"Walk before you try to run, my love," Nick encouraged. "Wrap your hand around where you gagged and practice swallowing and releasing that much. Suck as you bob your head down and swirl your tongue around my shaft and head as you pull back."
'My love' thrilled Nicole even more than 'honey' and eager to please, she followed her lover's instructions. However, it didn't seem enough to Nicole, so she instinctively began pumping her hand as she bobbed up and down. As her lips hit her hand, Nicole let her hand slide lower. Shortly, her little finger pressed against Nick's abdomen and over half of his shaft was inside her sucking, swirling mouth.
That's very good, baby girl," Nick groaned an orgasm close.
Nicole slowly peeled her fingers off Nick's shaft, allowing her hand to slide lower. But no matter how hard she tried, Nicole couldn't accept the last few centimetres of Nick's cock into her straining mouth. What Nicole didn't realise was that her man was significantly larger than average, and very few women could easily take Nick's 7-inch cock.
"I'm going to cum," Nick warned. "You can either swallow or hold it in your mouth and spit it out afterwards, but you will let me orgasm into your mouth."
Releasing Nick's cock momentarily, Nicole asked, "What would you prefer I do?"
"Swallow," Nick groaned as Nicole's delectable lips slid back down his rampant pole.
Nicole sucked and pumped eagerly, wanting to taste Nick's seed. If that was what he wanted, then she was his girl, and that's what she'd do. So, sucking hard and swirling her tongue insistently, Nicole waited to accept Nick's gift. Suddenly, it was there, and as he groaned, Nicole felt Nick's cock stiffen and lengthen in her mouth before it spat its sticky goo into her.
Nicole squeaked as the first eruption splashed onto her tongue, but she swallowed gamely, accepting all of her man's essence without protesting. When she was sure Nick had finished orgasming, Nicole released his cock, and after a final kiss on its tip, she sat back on her heels, waiting to see what he wanted next.
Nick smiled at Nicole before grabbing her elbows and lifting her to her feet. Tipping his head down, Nick tried to kiss her, but Nicole turned her head away. Nick placed his finger and thumb on Nicole's jaw and turned her head back.
"If you're willing to suck and swallow my essence, little one," Nick informed her. "The least I can do is kiss you and show my appreciation."
Nicole allowed Nick to kiss her, and when his tongue slid along her lips, Nicole willingly opened her mouth and let Nick's tongue inside. Unsure of her actions, Nicole tentatively lifted her tongue to meet Nick's and gasped as he swirled his tongue around hers.
As they kissed, Nick turned Nicole and encouraged her onto the kitchen bench. Then, pushing her back, he kissed along her jaw and down her neck. Planting soft kisses along Nicole's delicate collarbones. Nick stroked his fingertips along her ribcage as he gently closed in on Nicole's breasts. Nicole gasped again when she felt Nick's fingers caressing her pert globes. But the gasp quickly morphed into a moan as Nick's sure fingers lightly circled her fiercely erect nipples.
Nicole's eyes fluttered closed as Nick kissed lower. But then they flew open when she felt Nick's firm lips tenderly enclose her turgid breast nub. Her delicate hand found the back of Nick's head as she held him to her nipple, afraid this delightful sensation would end.
"Oh! Oh!" Nicole gasped as Nick lovingly nipped and suckled her nub. She eagerly watched as Nick moved his head across and lavished the same attention on her right nipple.
Nick moved back and forth across Nicole's breasts as he listened for and felt his young virgin's arousal climb. He knew, being inexperienced, that Nicole would likely climax from breast stimulation alone, and he wanted this to be the start of her sexual journey, not a peak or an end.
However, unfortunately, no matter what Nick did, Nicole couldn't quite reach her crescendo. So, taking a leap of faith born from Nicole's submissive response to Nick's requests, he firmly bit Nicole's right nipple and growled, "Cum for me, my darling girl," around it.
Nicole tensed and then shuddered. Then her head tipped back, and she lustily groaned as a sizeable climax picked her up and dashed her onto her orgasm's beach. When Nicole orgasmed, Nick released her nipple from between his gripping teeth and returned to gently sucking and licking. As he hoped she'd do, Nicole sighed deeply and relaxed back onto the bench.
Nicole lay, revelling in her post-orgasmic bliss for only a short time before she lifted her head to gaze wonderingly at Nick. "Wow!" She said. "That was so much better than doing it myself!"
"We've only just begun, baby girl," Nick chuckled.
"What's next?" Nicole asked longingly.
"I taste you," Nick said firmly, his hands moulding and kneading Nicole's aching breasts as he strummed his thumbs over her bulging with arousal nipples.
"Oh, lawd!" Nicole moaned as Nick kissed down her taut tummy.
Fascinated, Nicole watched as Nick snuffled at her closely trimmed pussy hair. Placing soft, insistent kisses across Nicole's pudenda, Nick slowly zeroed in on Nicole's clit. Then, just when Nicole thought he'd suck that delectable pleasure node into his mouth and she'd die from pleasure, Nick's mouth jumped over it, and his rogue tongue lapped at the leaked arousal on Nicole's thighs.
Slowly, maddeningly, Nick kissed and licked the pooled juices on Nicole's inner thighs. Closer he came to her virgin entrance, but then he slid away. His lips found a lower spot on Nicole's other thigh, and the maddening journey began again. Nicole felt Nick's soft lips against her groin, swapping back and forth as he kissed her pudenda. Nick's kisses slowly surrounded Nicole's pussy. Then, just as Nicole thought she'd have to scream her frustration, Nick's mouth softly lowered onto Nicole's clitoris.
"Yes!" Nicole exclaimed as her back arched off the bench, and she held Nick's head to her place.
Nicole could feel Nick smiling as he held still, letting Nicole grow used to having someone's mouth so intimately on her. Eventually, Nicole could stand no more, and she held Nick's head firmly as she arched her sweet, young pussy up against his questing mouth.
"Please," Nicole pleaded.
Lifting off Nicole's skin and with his eyes twinkling, Nick asked, "Please, what, little one?"
"Taste me," Nicole begged, dying to feel the same intense emotion she'd experienced earlier when she'd climaxed with Nick's mouth on her nipples.
Nick chuckled softly before flattening his tongue and pressing it against Nicole's untainted pleasure nub. A nub that, before now, had only ever felt the delights of Nicole's fingers dancing over it. Pressing firmly and wriggling his tongue back and forth, Nick stimulated Nicole's clitoris, and she groaned as the sweet sensation washed beautifully over her. She let her hips fall so she could lift her head and watch.
Nicole looked down and saw Nick smiling, and looking lovingly up at her. Then she saw him grin, and he dipped his head down and lapped joyously at her wetness. Nicole's head fell back, and her hips unconsciously rose to push against Nick's questing tongue.
"Oh, my Gawd," Nicole panted before her body tensed, and she climaxed with a heavily breathed moan.
Unwilling to leave her there, Nick slid his hand over her toned stomach onto Nicole's heaving bosom. First, he lightly stroked his fingers over and around her aching nipples, but when his mouth circled Nicole's clit, and he started battering it with his talented tongue, Nick curled his fingers into a fist and squeezed firmly.
"Oh, Gawd, oh, Gawd, oh, Gawd," Nicole moaned as her body shuddered and climaxed again.
But Nick didn't stop. Instead, he moved his mouth temporarily from Nicole's pussy and placed soft kisses and gentle bites all over her pudenda and inner thighs. "You're doing well, little one," he crooned. "You're almost ready for me."



'Almost?' Nicole wondered. 'I cannot imagine how to be more ready!'
Hey pussy throbbed, Nicole realised. What Nick had done so far was exquisitely delightful, but she wanted, nay, she needed, more! Nicole needed her man inside her. Her need was an ache in her groin, a throbbing in her overstimulated clitoris, and a burning desire in her inflamed mind.
Nicole tried to express her need, but words failed her. "I..." she stuttered. "P-please..." she tried.
Any more thought was lost when Nick grabbed her swollen breast nubs and forcefully twisted and pulled them as his tongue suddenly circled and slashed over her love button again. Nicole's mouth opened so she could express her need, but that need slammed into her, and instead, she screamed as another enormous orgasmic eruption claimed her. Mind blown, Nicole passed out.
Slowly, Nicole became aware of soft, cool, clean sheets against her burning body. Then she felt Nick, her teacher, her man, her lover, move, and she realised she lay enveloped in his strong arms. To her delight, she felt his throbbingly erect member pressed against her muscular ass. He was naked and pressed against her. Nick's desire for her evident in his rock-hard, pulsing with passion, cock. Nicole wanted it inside her. She wanted to feel her man above her as he lowered his body onto her, his strainingly erect cock pausing at her virgin entrance.
Pushing back slightly to gain some room, Nicole tried to turn, but Nick's strong arms held her still. "Tell me what you want, little one," Nick demanded.
"Your cock in my cunt," Nicole bluntly stated.
"You disappoint me, Nicole," Nick sighed. "Are you some random slut I've picked up for nothing but a casual afternoon fuck?"
Nicole shook her head.
"Then tell me what you want," Nick demanded, releasing her so she could spin and face him.
Nicole kissed him as best as she knew how, tears springing into her eyes, "I want you to make love to me, Nick," Nicole breathed, scared that he wouldn't. "I want you to make me a woman and then show me how to be your woman."
"That I can do," Nick smiled as he drew Nicole close and passionately kissed her. Nick roamed his hands over Nicole's svelte flesh, stoking the fires he knew burned within her. Touching her erogenous zones --her neck, ears, the back of her knees, the nexus point of nerves above her shapely ass and the sides of her breast globes, Nick prepared Nicole for the final step of her sexual journey --penetrating her virgin pussy and making her a woman.
To Nick, it seemed mere moments from when he started this final journey before Nicole was writhing beneath him, mewling her need against his neck. But to Nicole, the fire within her raged as soon as Nick caressed her, and his caresses burned for eternity on her skin. His touch drove her wild with wanton yearning, and the need to have him quench the blazing desire in her sweltering nether regions raged.
Every stroke of his gifted fingers and knowledgeable hands was sweet, exquisite agony. Gasping, Nicole's mouth fell open. "Please," she begged. "I need you, please."
Smiling, Nick moved between Nicole's shapely thighs and lowered himself onto her. Then, resting on his hands, with the tip of his throbbing penis touching Nicole's scorchingly hot entrance, Nick said, "Tell me."
"I want you, Mister Nick," Nicole moaned. "I want you inside me. Make me your woman, please."
Nick pushed gently forward, his glans now lodged against Nicole's maidenhead.
Nicole's eyes opened, and she gazed up at her man, "Will it hurt?" She fearfully asked.
"Only a little," Nick reassured her.
He pushed slowly and gently but relentlessly forward. Nicole's hymen gave with only a sharp, indrawn breath from Nicole. Nick hesitated until he saw Nicole's head fall back and felt her body arch up toward him.
"More," Nicole demanded.
Grinning, Nick pulled back a little before pushing firmly in. It took another slight reversal and push before Nick was wholly embedded inside Nicole's no longer virgin pussy.
He pushed down on his hands, separating his upper body from Nicole's. "Look, baby girl," Nick demanded.
Nicole's defocussed eyes fluttered open, and she made eye contact with Nick. When Nick tipped his head down, Nicole followed his gaze and saw where she and Nick were joined.
"Oh," she breathed, knowing and feeling inside her gorgeous body she was a woman and no longer a virgin girl. "It's beautiful. Nick, I feel so full. Tell me what to do. Show me how to please you."
"This is about you, my darling girl," Nick informed her. "Move with me and concentrate on feeling. Making love is the most natural thing you can do, so don't force it and just go with the flow. You ready?"
Nicole nodded, her peak already swiftly approaching. Nick pulled back, and Nicole watched as his shaft appeared between them. Nick hesitated with just his glans inside her before sliding back in. Nicole's hips instinctively raised to meet him, and Nick's throbbing cock slid over her G-spot.
"Oh!" Nicole yipped, her hips jerking to slam against his. Nick pulled slowly out before repeating the same unhurried journey back in. "Oh," Nicole yipped again, her legs lifting to wrap around Nick's thighs. Nick pulled back again, but this time, when he pushed back in, Nicole pulled with her muscular legs and slammed her hips up to meet his thrust. "Fuck me," she demanded. "I need you to fuck me!"
"Are you sure, baby girl?" Nick confirmed.
It was pure instinct. Where it came from, Nicole had no idea. But she forced her hands between Nick's arms and body and around his back. Then, raking her nails across his broad back, Nicole bit him and snarled, "I said 'fuck me'!"
Laughing, Nick pulled quickly back before slamming into her, his pelvis crashing against Nicole's blood-engorged clit.
"Again," Nicole demanded, her hips jerking up to meet his.
Nick maintained control until he was confident Nicole wanted to be pounded, and then letting his body sink onto hers, Nick wrapped his arms around Nicole and grabbed her tiny taut ass. Holding tightly, Nick smashed his hips back and forward, jamming his pulsating cock into her as hard as possible.
"Yes!" Nicole gasped. "Yes, yes, yes. Make me yours, Nick. Cum inside me and claim me as your woman!"
Nicole had shivered and shuddered through many back-to-back petite orgasms as her man slammed into her. But when Nick reared back and roared before jamming into her a final time, locking into a rictus, and blasting her insides with thick ropes of semen, Nicole exploded off her orgasm's launchpad. She wailed as a cataclysmic climax blew her apart. Sounds suddenly cut off as Nicole passed out again.
Nicole woke sometime later feeling empty. Her man, her hymen shredder and virginity taker, slept peacefully on his back beside her. The lengthening shadows in the room indicated that Nicole should have already been home preparing dinner. She couldn't have cared less, though. She was with her man, and that's all that mattered.
Looking at Nick's flaccid cock, Nicole realised he must have gotten up and washed. She felt between her legs. She was wet and drooling a little of Nick's semen, but it was clear he'd cleaned her, too. Smiling appreciatively, Nicole wondered if she couldn't stir some life back into the object of her defloration.
Shifting onto her elbows, Nicol leaned over Nick's reclined body and placed a soft kiss on his cock's head. To her amazement, it jumped, so she kissed the same spot again. This time, it seemed to roll and straighten after her kiss. Excited, Nicole tried a little lick over Nick's glans. 'It's definitely straightening and stiffening,' Nicole thought, gently wrapping her thumb and forefinger around Nick's shaft.
Lifting Nick's cock away from his body, Nicole sucked its head into her mouth before tentatively dabbing her tongue against its eye. To Nicole's delight, Nick's cock hardened and grew in her mouth, and before long, he was full-grown in her eagerly sucking mouth.
"That feels so good, baby," Nick encouraged. "You can only keep doing that for as long as you want."
Pleased by his compliment, Nicole widened her mouth and attempted to swallow more of Nick's length. Again, though, less than halfway down, Nick's cock hit her gag reflex, and Nicole heaved, nearly throwing up.
Running his fingers through Nicole's long, gorgeous locks, Nick soothed, "It takes time, my love. You can't expect to take all of me the first time."
"I can learn," Nicole said fiercely before surrounding Nick's cock again.
Knowing the determined young woman wouldn't stop, Nick encouraged her and explained how to control her gag reflex. "Wrap your thumb and forefinger around where you gag, sweetheart," he instructed. He felt Nicole's fingers grip his throbbing member. "Good girl," Nick cooed. "Now, let it slide a little lower." Nicole moved her hand down. "This time, when you feel my glans close to your reflex, breathe through your nose and swiftly swallow until you feel the need to heave disappear. Then, slide your hand lower and repeat."
That made sense to Nicole, and she eagerly did as Nick instructed. Sooner than expected, she was back to only her thumb and forefinger around Nick's shaft. His cock readily slid in and out of her mouth that far. However, no matter how hard she tried, the last centimetre would not slip in. She could feel Nick's glans at the back of her throat, and it seemed to hit an obstruction there.
"Very few women can do the final part," Nick explained. "To accept the last part, you need to relax your throat and let it slide down."
Lifting off of Nick's cock, Nicole looked wonderingly at him. "You mean your cock's head is past my mouth and trying to enter my throat? Wow! How cool! How do I relax my throat to let it in?"
"I don't know," Nick confessed. "I've had women do it, but only a couple of times. Most can't get as much of me in their mouths as you already have. I think it's a matter of willpower, so your brain instructs your throat muscles to relax and let my cock in."
Nicole tried several times but admitted defeat when she finally heard that Nick was gasping and sweating. Realising she'd been sexually stimulating him for an age, Nicole briefly marvelled at his control before determinedly trying to bring him off.
"Fuuuuucccckkk!" Nick groaned as his prostate cramped and his balls squeezed against his shaft before his juices spat almost violently into Nicole's avidly sucking mouth.
She was prepared for it this time, though, and eagerly swallowed her lover's latest gift. Afterwards, Nicole and Nick cuddled until Nicole regretfully said, "Mum and Dad will be home soon. I don't want not to be there and have them worry. Can you take me home? I guess you have a car?"
"Are you prepared to take me home to meet your parents, little one?" Nick asked. Nicole looked at him hopefully, barely daring to believe he wanted to be her boyfriend, maybe more. He saw her hopeful expression and said, "I think we'll be together a long time, my love," Nick told her. "I'd like to meet and get to know your parents so they'll let me take you out."
"I'm eighteen," Nicole pointed out. "I'll date whomever I want."
"Yes," Nick said. "But do you want to start our relationship by fighting with your parents?"
"No," Nicole admitted. "I'd love to be your girl if that's what you're asking."
"We'll have to play it cool until the end of school, baby," Nick stated. "But we can make it official the day you graduate."
Happy and madly in love, Nicole agreed. They showered together, exchanging lots of loving kisses and caresses before Nicole put her school uniform back on and Nick dressed casually in jeans and a clinging black T-shirt. Getting in Nick's early BMW 2002tii sports car, they drove to Nicole's home, ready to reveal their new love to Nicole's parents.
As Nick drove, Nicole marvelled at her sudden fortune change and knew her life could only improve. She believed she had her rock. The man who would stand beside her and support her as Nicole strove to be the best she could be. The road would be long, and she knew that. But now she had Nick's rock-steady influence beside her, the sky was the limit.

The End.
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Chapter 8: Four Days with Kath.

Hello, readers. Katie Muggleton again. I am so happy you're still with me, and I can't believe how many people are still reading my adventures! It makes me feel humble that my story has touched so many. Let me remind you how the last chapter ended, and then I'll continue with my story.
I'd dropped my husband and daughter at the airport so they could catch their flight to Sydney. They wouldn't return until Sunday night, and I was looking forward to having plenty of time alone with my son. I'd stopped pretending I didn't desire him and had eagerly embraced him as the second most important man in my life. As such, I hoped we'd spend a lot of time together making love, interspersed with some good old-fashioned fucking.
That plan lasted until about thirty minutes after I'd returned from the airport. My son explained that he had a plan to erase my pictures from Frank's computer and cloud account. Unfortunately, his plan required me to distract Frank long enough for him and his friend Freddy to break into Frank's house and computer.
'Putting my head in the lion's mouth', as Johnny described it, I allowed Frank and his three mates, Tiny, Charlie and Jumbo II, to kidnap me from Bowen Hills train station. They took me to a private residence in Albion before taking me inside and to their Bdsm dungeon. They forced me to lie face down on a padded leather box and chained my wrists and knees to it.
I was made to blow Charlie and Jerry (Jumbo II) as Tiny raped my pussy, and later, Frank raped my ass. Then Jerry forced his enormous cock partway into my badly stretched pussy. But before he could force the rest into me, the door crashed open, and a police Tactical Response Team boiled into the room. Frank foolishly pulled a flick knife out and tried to cut my face, which caused one of the offices to fire upon and kill him.
As you can imagine, the shooting made Queensland and Australia headline news. Fortunately, my son and his friends had retrieved evidence from Frank's computer that he and his cronies were involved in multiple kidnappings, rapes and child pornography. Hence, the media were instantly sympathetic to my case.
Johnny, Freddy, Phil and I were subjected to several court cases where the Crown made its case against the remaining trio of Evan (Tiny), Charlie and Jerry (Jumbo II). We four also had to attend the Coroner's inquiry into the police shooting of Frank.
These events put an enormous strain on Sean's and my marriage. Sean never was convinced that I'd been kidnapped. He accused me of going voluntarily with the four men and having five-way sex with them. After numerous counselling sessions and insistence from Johnny, Freddy and Phil, he accepted that Frank had blackmailed me and that I'd only gone with him to give Johnny and Phil time to hack Frank's computer and erase my pornographic images.
Eventually, Sean admitted to the psychologist helping us that he'd had an ongoing, almost eight-year sexual relationship with his secretary and had so many illicit affairs outside his marriage that an accurate count was impossible. When the counsellor pointed out the hypocrisy of his position, he shamefacedly agreed.
On our way home, Sean apologised for not believing me and said he forgave me for everything I'd done. When we got home, Sean took me upstairs, and we made love for the first time since that night.
When we'd both climaxed, I burst into tears. Holding me tenderly, Sean assured me he hadn't stopped loving me and was glad we were back on an even keel. "I cannot imagine life without you, Katie," he said. "You're the yin to my yang, the tail to my head." Then he stated that he wanted us to live together long enough to be a disgrace to our children.
Giggling through my tears, I replied, "You can stick your (cock's) head in my tail anytime you want, buster!"
Somehow, that broke the dam wall between us, and our love for each other flowed freely once more. We made love again, and all the old passion was there. When Sean came inside me this time, I screamed my orgasm as he roared his. I woke the following morning wrapped in his arms, and all was good in my world.
During this dark time, there was one highlight. Sean insisted I take the four-day break I'd organised with my best friend, Kath Loughlin. Kath had stayed in constant contact with me during my troubles, and she thought that getting away for those four days would be good for me.
Readers, the events leading up to those four days and what Kath and I did during them are the subject of this chapter. Please don't judge me too harshly for what I did. As you'll see, I went a little nuts over these four days, but please, try to remember that I'd endured a seriously traumatic event and was mourning the seeming end of my nearly twenty-year marriage.
Waking up on Monday morning to an empty bed, I lay there and wept. I'd picked Sean and Kristy from the airport the night before, and they were agog with the news that the police had shot someone they knew. I didn't have it in me to confess in front of my daughter, so I remained silent during our trip home.
They both picked up that I was upset, and the conversation died. When we got home, Kristy whispered, "Nothing happened, Mom, if that's what you're worried about. I'm still a virgin. I tried to convince Dad to let me sleep with him, but he refused. The motel room we shared had two bedrooms, and Dad made me sleep in the other room. I tried to sneak into his the first night, and he firmly told me to go and sleep in my room."
I kissed my daughter's cheek and softly replied, "Please don't hate me when you hear what happened."
Concerned, Kristy asked what had happened, but I shook my head and said I'd tell her after speaking to her father.
I followed Sean up to our room and sat fearfully at my vanity as he unpacked. Eventually, he sternly said, "Out with it, Katie. What the fuck is up your ass?"
I explained what happened on Friday night, and Sean turned away from me for the first time since he took my virginity. I tried to hug him, but he remained stiff as a board and shrugged off my embrace. Taking his toiletries bag, Sean walked out of our bedroom and went to the guest room. I followed him, but he shook his head, shut the door and locked it.
Rolling out of bed, I dressed demurely and walked to the kitchen. Sean and Johnny were having a heated debate. Johnny's eyes flashed, and his face was red, but he stopped talking when he saw me entering the room. Sean turned, saw me, angrily turned away and stalked out to the dining room.
Not knowing what else to do, I asked Johnny what he wanted for breakfast and then made it. Doubling what I had made for my son, I asked Johnny to take the extra plate to his father. Johnny returned a few moments later with a full plate.
"Dad's stormed off to his new office over the garage, Mom. He says he doesn't want breakfast," Johnny explained.
Trying not to weep, I accepted the plate from my son and put it aside. When Kristy entered the kitchen, I offered it to her. Kristy took it happily and sat at the breakfast bar to eat it. Johnny sat with me as I described Friday night's events. At the end of my description, Kristy hugged me and said she was glad I was safe. She hugged her brother appreciatively, kissed his cheek and thanked him for rescuing me.
Johnny tried to demur, saying if he hadn't suggested it, the whole thing wouldn't have happened, and I would have never been in that situation. Kristy disagreed, saying she thought the risk was worthwhile to ensure the salacious pics Frank had of me didn't make the net.
After the kids had left to go to work, in Kristy's case, and to his club, in Johnny's case, I walked up the stairs to Sean's new office. But when I opened the door, I saw Sean was in a deep conversation with his first client. Not wanting to distract him, I turned and left, hoping he'd come to find me when he'd finished.
Unfortunately, dinner time rolled by, and Sean still hadn't come inside. I sent Kristy over to tell him dinner was ready, but he told her he wasn't hungry. A few minutes after Kristy had informed me her father wasn't coming in for dinner, Sean drove out of our garage and disappeared.
Sean didn't come to bed Monday night, either. I took the spare key to the guest room on Tuesday morning and opened the door. Walking into the bathroom area where he was shaving, I confronted my husband.
"Do you want a divorce, Sean?" I asked. "You've fucked north of a hundred women, many of them after we married. I've been orally raped by two guys, anally raped by one, and vaginally raped by two others. But if, in your mind, my sins outweigh yours, then I guess that a divorce is inevitable. Do I need to return to my parent's home until I can find somewhere to live?"
"Need your Daddy's cock in your slut cunt, Katie?" Sean sneered.
I slapped him as hard as I could and stormed out.
At the door, I turned back and said, "Fuck you, Sean. I am not without sin, but your high and mighty stance reeks of hypocrisy and false virtue. I did not purposefully seduce Frank and his three scumbag mates as you have seduced many women. They were only the price I had to pay to protect my privacy. How will your new business fare if your prospective clients can view pictures of my naked cunt online?"
I ripped the door open so hard that I tore some of the hinge screws out of the door sides. I was about to walk through it and slam it closed when Sean said, "Katie, wait!" Facing away from my husband, I held the door and waited. "We need, I need help to get through this, Katie. At the moment, I'm so angry with you that I can't think. Intellectually, I know what happened wasn't your fault, but every time I close my eyes, I see another man's cock in your cunt, Katie, and I can't stand it."
"How do you think I've felt for the last nineteen-plus years, Sean?" I softly answered. "Every time you left, I knew you'd be nuts deep in Amanda's saggy cunt virtually every night. The only times you wouldn't have your cock stuffed up her sloppy vagina was when you were balling some other slut.
"Yet, here I am, Sean. Standing before the only man I've ever loved, praying to a God I no longer believe in that you'll get past my rape and learn to love me again. My rape, Sean. Not my affair, not my dalliance, my rape. I was raped, Sean, and you stand there accusing me of having an affair. Do you have any idea how betrayed by you I feel?"
"Find us a marriage counsellor, Katie," Sean pleaded. "I don't want our marriage to end, but I don't know how to get past this."
"Once again, I will do what you know you need to do," I exasperatedly replied. "Do you have a preference for a male or female counsellor?"
"Male, please," Sean replied.
"I'll let you know when, Sean. But, in the meantime, do I phone Kath and cancel this weekend?"
"Four days at some retreat, right?" I nodded. "I think you should go, Katie. I promise to be here when you get home, but I can't promise more than that."
Convinced my marriage was over, I walked numbly to my room, lay on the bed, placed a pillow over my face and cried. Huge sobs racked my body, and I briefly wondered if death wasn't a better alternative than facing the end of life with Sean. As I lay there, I heard the unmistakable growl of Sean's Audi Avant backing out of the garage.
Stripping, I cocooned myself with the quilt and fell asleep. I woke sometime later, wrapped in strong arms. Initially, I rejoiced because I thought the arms were my husband's, but I quickly realised that my son held what his father should have been. Rolling, I wrapped my arms around my son's neck and wept into his neck.
"It'll work out, Mom," Johnny tried to reassure me. "Dad's angry now, but he'll soon remember how much he loves you and rejoice that you're safe and still his."
"Will he, Johnny?" I sniffed. "When Frank took those pictures, you yourself said that if your father learned I'd let Frank fuck me, he'd divorce me. Well, now he knows that not only did Frank fuck my dirty little whore's cunt, he fucked my slut arse, too. And, as if that wasn't bad enough, he knows I sucked off two other men and had two others inside my cunt."
"You never use those words, Mom," Johnny said fiercely. "Do not give up on yourself, even if it's true that Dad's given up on you. Dad loves you, Mom. I know he does. But even if he decides to be a hypocrite and divorce you, Kristy and I love you. We're here for you, Mom. We always will be."
My naked breasts pressed against my son's leanly muscled chest, and as he moved, his chest hairs dragged across my nipples. The deep hollow ache in my chest needed filling, and Johnny's hairs on my nipples fanned my arousal, and they hardened against him. Tilting my head back, I invited my son to kiss me. Johnny looked fondly down on me, and his eyes closed as our lips meshed.
My son's erection throbbed against my belly, so holding our kiss, I rolled onto my back and spread my long, shapely legs. Johnny moved with me and quickly moved to cover my body. I reached between us and guided his rigid cock into my needy pussy. Johnny pumped into me with long, fluid strokes, and my climax swiftly approached. Wrapping my luscious thighs around his narrow waist, I thrust my pudenda up at his cock as I pulled him into me with my calves.
Kissing me softly, Johnny whispered, "I love you, Mom. Cum for me, please."
My orgasm wasn't my typically screamed one. Instead, it felt like it came from deep within my shattered soul. I climaxed again as my son spurted his seed against my cervix and burst into tears.
"Shh, Mom," Johnny hummed. "It'll be alright. I love you, Kristy loves you, and it'll work out."
"I don't know if I can live without your father, Johnny. He's my entire life," I sobbed.
Johnny chuckled and teased, "And here I thought you lived for your children!"
His chuckle was so infectious that I grinned back at him. "I do," I replied. "But your dad was and is always first."
Sean didn't come home that night. Kristy phoned him, and he said he was staying with his parents for a couple of nights as he tried to get his head together. To me, it sounded like the death knell of our almost twenty-year marriage. Of course, I put on a brave face for my children, but inside, I was a torn-up mess.
Wednesday morning, I had a session with Patrick, my personal trainer. Trying to forget my troubles, I wore my white leotard sans underwear, hoping he'd flirt with me again. We worked together on my core strength and flexibility before moving into the strengthening exercises.
Our final set of activities was for my cardiovascular health. They included thirty seconds of star jumps, thirty seconds rest, thirty seconds of crunches, thirty seconds rest, thirty seconds of burpees, thirty seconds rest, thirty seconds of up and down our stairs, and thirty seconds rest. After the final thirty seconds of rest, we returned to star jumps. Patrick usually puts me through this cycle three times, but giving up the cigarettes meant my lung capacity had improved, and he added a fourth set.
By the time I'd moved through the rotation the fourth time, my thighs trembled with exhaustion. On my way down the stairs the last time, my legs collapsed, and I pitched forward. Patrick jumped in front of me to prevent me from crashing to the ground. Unfortunately, my weight and momentum knocked him back. To prevent from falling over backwards, he swung me and guided me towards the exercise mat.
As we fell, he rolled us, and I landed on my back with Patrick between my sweaty thighs. Patrick's cock exploded to erect almost instantly and throbbingly pressed against my leotard-covered entrance. He pushed his arms under my armpits and, resting on his elbows, held my shoulder tops as he looked longingly at me.
I stared at Patrick's lips, hoping he'd kiss me, but he just lay on top of me. Feeling his meaty cock throbbing against my entrance, I tilted my head back, softly moaned and pushed my pussy up at him. Patrick's eyes hooded, and he groaned as my legs lifted and wrapped his thighs. I softly moaned again as I relaxed my hips and then pushed up at him again.
Suddenly overcome with lust, Patrick lifted onto his knees, urgently ripped his exercise shorts down, pulled my leotard's gusset aside, and ploughed roughly into my soaking pussy.
Squeezing his hips tightly with my shapely thighs, I demanded, "Fuck me, Patrick. Fuck me hard."
Patrick didn't need any more encouragement than that, and he gripped me tightly as he pulled all but the tip of his magnificent cock out of my stretched pussy and slammed it back in. Almost at precisely the same time as Patrick's pelvic bone hit my clitoris, his cock's tip punched my cervix.
"Yes!" I grunted as he bottomed out in my tight pussy. "Yes!" I grunted again and then repeated, "Fuck, yes, fuck, yes, fuck, yes, fuck, yyyyyyyyyyyyyeeeeeeeeSSSSSS!" until my climax hit, and I screamed the last 'yes'.
When I orgasmed, my swiftly clenching and relaxing inner folds blasted Patrick into paradise, and with a vociferous growl, he came inside me. When his big cock spat semen onto my cervix, I climaxed again.
As I came down from my orgasmic high, I thought I heard a soft groan from above me, but I couldn't see anyone, so I threw it off as something else.
Patrick held me gently as he slowly rocked inside me until his wilted cock fell out of my cum soaked pussy. Then, kissing my pouty lips, he said, "I've wanted to make love to you since our first session, Katie. I understand if you never want to do this again, but I hope you'll keep me as your trainer."
Giggling, I joked, "Maybe you could reward every kilo I lose with another roll in the hay?"
Trying to be stern but failing miserably, Patrick replied, "Make it five kilos, and we've got a deal!" Then he chuckled and added, "I won't come on to you, Katie. But if you want to fuck again, let me know. It might be better if you don't 'let me know' by throwing yourself at me from three stairs high, though!"
I'd already let Patrick know that I'd be away for our Friday session. So after he'd tucked himself back away, he helped me to my feet, patted my bum, kissed my lips and said, "I'll see you Tuesday, Katie. How about this —if you wear your white leotard, I'll know you want to fool around. If you wear anything else, I'll know to keep it in my shorts."
I casually groped his cock and answered, "Deal!"
I watched Patrick tidy and gather his gear and showed him to the door. I couldn't resist goosing him as he walked through the door. He jumped, laughed, and jogged to his car.
I walked upstairs to shower and found Kristy sitting cross-legged on my bed. "Thanks for the orgasm," she said impishly. "But throwing yourself at him to finally get his attention? Mom, that's just tacky!"
"I did not 'throw' myself at him, Miss," I growled. "Patrick caught me when him making me do an extra set of stair climbs backfired on him, and my legs gave out."
Grinning, Kristy replied, "You certainly took advantage of the situation, though! Patrick looked like he had a pretty sizeable penis, Mom. How did it feel inside you?"
Answering guiltily, I blushed and replied, "His cock is perfectly proportioned. At the exact same time his pelvis hit my clit, his cock's tip hit my cervix. The twin sensations gave me an intensely satisfying orgasm. So, daughter, now that you've witnessed your mother proving your father right —that she's nothing but a slut. What do you plan to do about it?"
"If I can't convince you to make love to me, go to my room and masturbate as I relive your and Patrick's coupling!"
After a shared pair of orgasms, Kristy lay with me on my bed, cuddling. Feeling maudlin, I sighed and sobbed, "I think your dad and I are done, baby girl. Sean can't, or won't, accept that I didn't go with Frank and his mates just to have sex. He doesn't believe I was raped and thinks I had an affair."



"You just did, Mom," Kristy quietly said.
"And I'm fucking you and your brother, Kristy," I replied primly. "Does that count as an affair, too?"
Giggling, Kristy replied, "Only if I fail in tripping Dad between my gorgeous thighs and giving him my virginity!"
"That's still your goal, baby?" I asked.
"Dad's acting like an ass, Mom," my daughter vehemently replied. "But he's a dominant, sexy ass, and I still want him to be my first."
"Unfortunately, honey," I said sadly. "You'll have to complete your seduction without my help." Kristy stayed with me, and we slept with our arms wrapped around each other.
When I woke, I felt resigned that my marriage was at an end, and I resolved to enjoy my four days with my best friend. Trying to keep my mind off my troubles, I cleaned the house from top to bottom, changed the sheets in every room, including the ones in the guest room where Sean stayed, and cleaned the windows.
By the time I finished, it was time to make dinner. I had no motivation to do anything fancy, so I only did grilled sirloin steak with oven chips and eggs. Johnny enjoyed it, but Kristy split over half of hers off and added salad from a premade bag. I ate maybe two mouthfuls of steak and a few chips but couldn't face anything else.
My son commented teasingly about how conservatively I'd dressed, but I chose to ignore it. After dinner, my kids disappeared, leaving me alone. I sat at the breakfast bar, drinking wine and wishing I still smoked. I checked the chamomile tea box but then remembered I'd thrown the packet out. I contemplated getting in my car, driving to the closest servo (petrol station), and purchasing some, but I knew I'd drunk too much to drive safely.
I woke early Thursday morning and made breakfast for my kids before kissing, hugging them, and saying I'd be back Monday morning. I didn't pack much clothing because I rarely wore underwear and thought a dress a day would suffice. I wanted to encourage Kath to buy a new wardrobe. My friend is a gorgeous woman, and I thought I would encourage her to dress a little more provocatively than she typically did.
I realised that she couldn't dress like that for the events she attended for Fox Sports News, but I thought she should have some sexy outfits to wear for her man. Our ages and marriage length meant we were in the 'danger' range. Neither of us was in our youth's bloom any more, but we were in, I thought, the best years of our beauty. It has always seemed to me that, as a woman's biological clock counted down the last few minutes, she blossomed and looked the most beautiful she ever would.
The problem is that our partners realised that our breeding years were ending, and men often sought younger, more fertile women as their partners reached this age. I hadn't thought I'd face that problem because I knew Sean had had many extramarital affairs. And I'd accepted them as the price I needed to pay to remain married to a successful, sexually dominant man.
Check-in time was 10.00 am, and I planned to be there then. Kath wouldn't join me until she had recorded the pregame sections for Thursday's televised game. I wanted to check out our lodgings and then head into Landsborough to buy food and toiletries for our stay. We'd eat out for dinner each night, but we needed breakfast foods. Kath and I were careful with our diets. She because the camera added over four kilos (10 lbs) to her weight, and me because I didn't want to look like my mother.
After I checked in and got the keys, I drove back down the hill into Landsborough and bought fresh fruit, almond milk, and acai berries for our breakfasts. I also purchased some lean steaks and salads in case we decided to spend a night in. If we didn't, I'd take them home and freeze them to use for my family. Of course, that made me wonder if I'd have a family to return to. Trying to stave off another maudlin attack, I entered the local liquor store, bought several bottles of wine, packed everything into my car, and drove back to our villa.
Kath arrived around 4:00 pm. I greeted her at her car, and we exchanged a soft kiss. Then I giggled, picked up two of her many bags and said, "Which bag has the kitchen sink in it?"
Looking over her suitcases, Kath laughed and replied, "I guess I, ever so slightly, over packed, huh?"
"Not if you're staying for a month, babe," I teased.
After we'd brought everything inside, Kath wrapped her arms around me, kissed my down-turned mouth and said, "How are you doing, my love?"
Using a rare epithet, I replied, "Fucking awfully, Kath. Sean can't handle that I've had another man's cock in me, and he's refusing to even talk to me."
"You can't believe he's been faithful to you, do you, Katie?" Kath asked. "There's no way he spent all that time that close to his secretary and not fucked her."
"Amanda informed me that they were intimate, Kath. She thought I'd freak out and confront Sean at the party we were at. When I told her that she was merely a convenient receptacle for my husband's sperm and that he'd never leave me for her bony ass, she tried to convince my kids that she was about to become their stepmother. When Johnny told her that a 'cum bucket' would never become his father's wife, she flipped out and left the party."
Giggling, Kath said, "Johnny always did have an earthy prose." She waited to see if I'd say anything else, and then she added, "Sean's being an idiot. He's holding you to a standard that he can't achieve himself. Even if you did have casual sex with those four guys, they wouldn't add up to a quarter of the women he's fucked."
I questioned how she could know that, and she replied, "Sean has skited off to Mike about how many women he's fucked, Katie. Mike asked why he would do that, given how he had the most beautiful woman any of us know waiting eagerly at home for him. But your husband replied that it was his right as a man to fuck as many willing women as he could."
"It is," I bitterly responded. "Kath, you know I've never been bothered by Sean's many affairs. I recognised early on in our marriage that he would fuck others, but I always knew he'd come back to me. But now that's been broken. Frank fucking Pritchard, and his tiny four-inch dick, has destroyed my marriage, Kath. But, if I weren't such a fucking submissive slut, I would never have put myself in such a vulnerable position."
Kath led me to the king-sized bed in the cabin and encouraged me onto it. Then, enveloping me in her arms, she replied, "What happened at the lumber yard occurred immediately after your first session at the clinic, didn't it?" I nodded, and Kath continued, "Then the implanted 'slut' imperative drove your reactions, right?" I nodded again. "Then, Edgar fucking Fontaine is to blame for your reaction to Frank, Katie, not you!" Kath pointed out.
Kath's ready acceptance of my crimes released most of my fears, and I burst into tears of relief. Kath hugged and kissed me as she slowly took my blazer mini dress off. She giggled and muttered, "Slut," when she realised it was all I wore.
Standing, Kath stripped, too, and joined me on the bed. Pushing on my shoulder to indicate that she wanted me to roll, Kath moved in behind into the classic 'big spoon' position. We were lying on our left sides with my neck resting on Cath's upper arm. She bent her elbow and stroked her long nails lightly over my right nipple.
"Relax, my love," Kath crooned. "I'm going to make you feel good, and then we'll sleep."
My friend's tiny breasts, with their diamond-hard, conically shaped nipples pressed against my back, and I moaned as her petite, soft hand stroked across my curved tummy and onto my clit. Turning my head back, I exchanged a gentle, loving kiss with her. I moaned again as Kath's index finger slowly circled my thick button.
"I can't believe we're finally doing this, Katie," Kath breathed. "I've wanted to for so long, and now that we are, it feels so natural and right. Cum for me, my love. Cum on my fingers, and we'll sleep for a couple of hours before worrying about dinner."
Kath added a second finger and began sliding them over my clit, along my wet slit and dipping them into my dripping pussy. Kath's love washed over me, and a sensed but unacknowledged tension knot snapped. Surprised by the sudden intense feeling, my back arched, and I groaned out a deeply felt, shuddering orgasm. Almost immediately, I fell asleep. As I drifted off, I heard my best friend murmuring that she loved me and it would all be okay.
The sun shone warmly through the bedroom window when we first lay on the bed, but it was pitch black when I woke. I'd read that the units were so isolated that you'd need a torch to reach the walkways at night unless you'd left your outside light on, but I hadn't fully comprehended what that meant. Living in the city as I did meant there was always some ambient light around, but it was totally black here.
A little freaked out, I rolled over toward Kath. She'd fallen onto her back and lay softly snoring. I knew the light switch was beside the door and had a dimmer switch, but I didn't know how bright the lights were turned to. So I scrambled around on the bedside table's top, searching for my phone. I keep the backlight on my phone turned right down because it wakes my husband otherwise. Turning it on, I held it up and saw my friend sleeping with her legs parted.
I could see Kath's slit glistening with her arousal in the phone's dim light. Mine swiftly flared to match hers, and I wanted to taste my longest-time friend. However, I worried that my diving onto her soaking pussy would freak her out, so I settled for moving between her toned thighs and covering her lean body with my lusher one.
I pressed my pussy against Kath's and touched my lips to hers. Kath stretched and moaned, pushing her pussy hard against mine. "Hello, lover," Kath purred as our kiss evolved into a full-on snog.
Working my hand between us, I thumbed Kath's clit as I delved two fingers into her hot and wet vulva. Then, pumping my hips as if I wore my strap-on, I pretended to fuck her as I dipped my fingers in and out of her pussy.
"Oh, Gawd, Katie," Kath moaned as she shuddered and climaxed on my fingers.
Pulling my fingers out of Kath's pussy, I continued slowly circling her clit with my thumb as I softly kissed her. When her post-orgasm shudders stopped, I whispered, "I want to taste you, my love. May I?"
"Yes," Kath breathed. "Turn the light on, please. I want to watch you."
Swinging out of bed, I turned on the lights and turned down the dimmer until the room was bathed in a soft, warm glow. Returning to the bed, I moved between my friend's long, toned legs and kissed her wide mouth. After several soft kisses, I slid my tongue out and touched it to her lips. Kath moaned softly and opened her mouth to let my tongue inside.
She passively allowed my tongue to explore her mouth for a few seconds, but then she moaned again, and her tongue lifted to meet mine. When I withdrew my tongue, she followed it into my mouth. I let her explore my oral cavity softly before batting her tongue with mine. Kath moaned again, and her hands found my head and pushed down.
Taking the hint, I kissed down Kath's slender chest, avoiding her tiny breasts, across her stomach and onto her mound. Short of her button, I looked enquiringly up at my friend. "Please, Katie," Kath begged, and I took her tiny nubbin into my mouth.
Sucking softly, I flattened my tongue and gently bathed Kath's clitoris. Then, reaching across her stomach, I took her hard, conical nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. Squeezing firmly, I rolled them back and forth as I licked along her slit until I was over her entrance.
"Oh, Gawd, Katie," Kath moaned as I lapped at her wet entrance. Moving my right hand down, I tickled along Kath's perineum before touching my forefinger to her little starfish. She didn't object, so I dipped my finger into her pussy and used her wetness to softly rim her little brown ring.
I felt Kath's sphincter flutter open and slid my finger inside. I only had my finger down to its second knuckle inside my friend's ass. Kath groaned, and her ass sphincter rhythmically clenched on and off my invading finger. Knowing she was enjoying the sensations in her ass, I moved my thumb off her clit and pushed it inside her pussy. I bent my thumb so my knuckle dragged on her G-spot and twisted my thumb back and forth.
"My Lawd, Katie," Kath groaned. "That feels so good!"
I smiled and dipped my head forward onto Kath's button. Sucking her tiny pleasure node into my mouth, I lashed it hard with my tongue. Kath squealed, and her muscular thighs slammed shut on my head. Shuddering, my best friend climaxed again, then came another time when I pushed my finger further into her butt.
After she came down from her last orgasmic high, I pulled my finger and thumb out of her and moved up to kiss her. Kath held my head tenderly as she smiled at me and returned my soft kisses.
"I'm sorry it's taken me this long to do this with you, Katie. Now that I know how good it is, I wish I'd explored with you more when we first practised kissing."
Kath's kisses turned more insistent before she broke them. Kissing my chin, she moved down my body. "I want to try making you feel as good as you did me, Katie," she said. "I've never been with a woman before, but I'll do my best, okay?"
I smiled at her as she looked imploringly at me. "You'll be fine, Kath. Just do to me what you like being done to you, and I bet I'll cum in seconds." I was right! I was so excited that my best friend was about to go down on me that I climaxed as soon as her lips surrounded my love button.
Giggling, Kath moved up so we could kiss and cuddle again. After holding each other for a while, Kath's stomach suddenly gurgled.
"Oops," she tittered. "I didn't get lunch, so I'm pretty hungry."
I picked up my phone and checked it. "Too late to head into town and find a restaurant," I said. "I bought some steaks in case we decided to eat in for a night. I guess tonight's that night."
Even inside the cabin, it was quite cold. I turned the reverse cycle aircon on, and Kath and I cuddled until it felt warm enough to get out of bed. I purposefully remained naked, hoping Kath would do the same. She looked at me speculatively before she shrugged and stepped off the bed. I followed after Kath as she softly padded to the kitchen area.
"I suck at frying steaks, Katie," she said. "I'll make the salad if you're happy to do the steaks?"
I giggled, "The salad should be within your capabilities, honey. All you have to do is open the bag and tip it into a bowl."
It wasn't only frying steaks that my friend sucked at. Her husband, Mike, did most of the cooking at their place. When Kath cooked, she always got too involved in doing something else and burnt everything.
After eating, we decided to try to find the communal baths. According to the brochure, inside that building was a Jacuzzi tub capable of seating six comfortably and eight if you didn't mind being very friendly with your neighbours.
Using the torches in our phones, we found our way along the footpath from our cabin and onto the lighted thoroughfare. We walked the wrong way first, and when we reached the end of the path, we had to turn back and try the other way. Laughing at ourselves, we eventually found the large building that housed the heated indoor pool, Jacuzzi and splash pool.
There were two couples already in the hot tub when we walked inside. Kath and I looked at each other and were about to walk out when the couples called us over and insisted we join them. They parted strangely in that, when they moved, they left two gaps, one in between both couples instead of a larger one where Kath and I could sit together.
However, I didn't think about it at the time and walked around the tub to the furthest gap and climbed in. Swimsuits were compulsory unless you hired the complex for a private party, so all four women wore skimpy bikinis. The men had traditional boardies (board shorts) on.
Once we were in the tub, they offered us a glass of chardonnay each, which we gratefully accepted, not having thought to bring anything ourselves. The couples introduced themselves as Bob and Margot (to my right) and Mitchell and Yolanda (to my left). It turned out despite the way they sat, Bob was married to Yolanda and Mitchell to Margot. That should have warned Kath and me what we'd sat in the middle of, but we were blithely unaware.
I introduced Kath and myself. Bob asked, "Katie and Kath? So they're both shortened versions of Katherine, right?"
I shook my head and explained that Kath's full name was indeed Katherine, but mine was shortened from Kaitlyn. The four we'd met were a happy, chatty group, and we soon laughed, joked and talked as the wine flowed.
After about half an hour of soaking in the tub, Yolanda turned to face me. She put her hand on my inner thigh and asked, "What do you do, Katie?"
"I'm a housewife, YoYo," I replied. "My husband is a big wig on the stock market, and he prefers me to stay home, raise the kids and look after the house."
I expected some judgement from her, but instead, she smiled and moved her hand a little closer to my pussy. I looked down and realised that with bubbles, you couldn't really see what was happening, so I let my legs part to see if she'd stroke higher.
"I stayed at home until our youngest was eighteen, Katie," Yolanda stated. "But I work with Bob in our real estate business now. Margot has an interior design business, and Mitchell has a construction company that works with Margot's business."
Yolanda moved her hand higher until her pinky finger brushed lightly over my bikini bottom. She turned to Kath and said, "Of course, we all recognise you, Kath. What brings you to the retreat this fine week?"
Kath blushed and replied, "Katie and I have been friends for over thirty years. She's been a bit down in the dumps lately, so we've taken four days to do some relaxation and retail therapy."
"Man trouble?" Margot asked archly.
I nodded and tried not to snap my head around and stare at Mitchell. His hand had joined Yolanda's on my inner thigh. I tried to see if Kath had hands on her, but the frothing water obscured her lean legs, and I couldn't see.
As I wondered if I should move their hands, I felt Yolanda's fingers work their way under my bikini bottom and onto my clit. I couldn't help myself and let my head fall back, then I scooted forward and moved my curvy bottom onto the seat's edge. Sighing, I spread my legs wider and allowed Yolanda better access to my aching pussy.
To my utter surprise, Kath softly moaned and also moved to the seat's edge. It seemed we were both being felt up, and neither of us was complaining!
I felt hands undoing my bikini bottom's ties, and they tugged the garment off my luscious ass. More hands undid my top and cupped my large, firm breasts. I lifted my head and opened my eyes. Kath was naked, too, and everyone else was swiftly disrobing.
I protested mildly about everyone getting naked in the public pool, but Mitchell explained that they'd booked the baths for the night but had left the doors unlocked, hoping others would join them. Then he explained that the couples were swingers who travelled to venues similar to this one every year to swap and play. Kath and I had provided too good an opportunity to miss, so they swiftly decided to see if we'd play.
Kath looked at me doubtfully, but I grinned at her and said, "I won't tell Mike if you don't tell Sean!"
"You are so bad, Katie Muggleton," Kath giggled. "I've never cheated on Mike despite knowing he cheats on me regularly, so, bugger it, why not start now?"
Kath's admission caught me by surprise because she'd never said anything about Mike's infidelities before. I filed it away for later, though.



"Sit on the tub's edge," Margot encouraged. I was unsure who she meant, but I moved up anyway. Yolanda immediately dove onto my pussy. Looking over at Kath, I saw that she had Margot eagerly lapping at her pussy.
Bob got out of the tub and offered his cock to my lips. I turned my head and willingly sucked it down. Kath gaped at me, but when Mitchell pressed his cock to her lips, she opened her mouth and accepted it inside.
Yolanda lifted off my pussy and said, "Margot and I are bisexual, but our husbands are strictly hetero. However, they delight in double-teaming us. Have you ever been double-penetrated, Katie? If you haven't, I'm sure Bob and Mitchell would love to show you what it's like."
Of course, the closest I'd been to that was when Siobhan guided the two dildos on her fucking machine inside me. I was keen but unsure if I should be that slutty in front of my best friend. However, Kath had her hand on the back of Margot's head and was holding the pretty woman tightly against her steaming pussy. Quite frankly, I was shocked by my friend's sudden turnaround. Only ten days ago, she'd confessed that she wanted to try sex with me since we were teenagers but was too scared. Yet here she was, eagerly allowing a complete stranger eat her out and enjoying every second of it!
"How does it work?" I non-committedly asked.
"There's two ways, Katie," Yolanda explained as the two men suckled on her pert breasts. One of the men lies on their back. You straddle them and take their cock in your pussy, then the other man kneels behind you and pushes his cock into your ass. Or, you sit on the reclining man and take his cock in your ass. Then the other man kneels between your legs and fucks your pussy."
"Who goes where?" I asked.
"That's up to you, Katie. I don't know how much experience you've had in taking cocks in your ass, but Bob is significantly longer and thicker than Mitchell. So I'd suggest you take Mitchell in your ass and Bob in your cunt."
The two men turned their hips so I could view their stiff cocks. I looked at Kath, but she'd lain on her back and was sixty-nining with Margot and seemed lost in the new sensation. I thought about my home situation and thought, 'Fuck it! Your marriage is done, Katie. You may as well have some fun!'
Decision made, I said, "Mitchell, lie on your back. I'm going to take your cock in my ass. Bob, once I've settled on Mitchell's cock, I want you in my tight little cunt. Yolanda, I want your pussy on my face as the boys fuck me."
Yolanda grinned and answered, "I knew you were a slut like me when you came in, Katie. You have that sexually aware air that I look for in women. It's a shame we're returning to South Australia tomorrow because I would love to spend more time exploring with you!"
Mitchell was already on his back, holding his rigidly erect cock upright. Taking a deep breath and telling myself to relax, I stepped over his reclined body and squatted down. Yolanda helped guide me until my little brown ring rested against Mitchell's cock. Then Yolanda shook her head and told me to straighten up.
"I forgot you're not all that experienced with anal sex, Katie," she told me. "Let me get Mitchell's cock soaked with saliva, and then I'll tongue your asshole to ensure it's ready to receive his cock."
Yolanda bent over and sucked Mitchell into her mouth. She cupped his balls and gently kneaded them as she slurped saliva over his thin tool. Then she waved me closer and turned to rim my tiny starfish. Then, satisfied that I was ready, she guided me back onto Mitchell's rigidly erect penis.
"Relax, Katie," she softly encouraged. "As you bare down, push as if you're trying to push a poo out, then relax."
I did as she asked, and to my surprise, my ass hit Mitchell's abdomen without even the typical twitch when a cock passes through my knot.
"Good girl," Yolanda cooed. "Now lean back on your hands, put your feet outside of Mitchell's thighs and spread your knees."
I did as Yolanda instructed and watched as Bob moved between my shapely thighs. Yolanda took his cock in her hand, ready to guide it into me. Bob was bigger than Mitchell but nowhere near as big as my son or husband, so I knew he'd fit inside my tight pussy easily. Bob slid inside me, and I felt the delightful sensation of being doubly filled for the first time. It felt exquisite, and I knew I'd do this again in a heartbeat if my marriage ended.
Once Bob was fully seated inside me, he and Mitchell held still, waiting for me to adjust to simultaneously having two penises inside me. However, I didn't need to 'get used to it'. I needed to be fucked! Tossing my head back, I demanded, "Fuck me, boys!"
Mitchell's hands grasped my luscious, firm breasts and pulled me down. Bob chuckled and began stroking into me. Yolanda waited until I lay back on Mitchell and swung her foot over my head. Then she bent her knees and lowered her wet cunt onto my mouth.
I slashed my tongue across Yolanda's entrance and clit as Mitchell and Bob pumped into my ass and pussy. Surprisingly, Yolanda orgasmed first, but she demanded I keep using my tongue on her pussy. She climaxed again quickly before she moved off my lips and knelt behind Kath.
Kath was on her hands and knees, sucking and licking Margot's gaping pussy. Looking across at my friend, I saw that Margot had the biggest pussy entrance I'd ever seen. Her entrance gaped wider than I thought possible, and I fascinatedly watched as Yolanda curled Kath's thumb across her palm and then guided those four fingers into Margot's pussy.
Whispering to my friend, Yolanda encouraged my friend to rotate her fingers back and forth inside Margot's pussy. Margot started to raise her hips so she could fuck Kath's invading hand. Still whispering instructions to Kath, Yolanda swiftly circled my friend's button. As I watched, I saw Kath spreading her fingers and stretching Margot's gape wider.
Yolanda whispered something else, and Kath pushed harder. Margot grunted, and Kath's hand disappeared into her pussy. Shocked, I climaxed on the cocks inside me.
When Yolanda spoke again, I heard, "Clench your hand into a fist and pummel my slut as hard as you can."
Watching this shockingly obscene scene, I orgasmed again. Given all of my recent experiences, I thought I'd done and/or seen very perturbation of sex. But seeing my friend fist another woman blew me off the charts.
Bouncing up and down between the cocks in my ass and cunt, I yelled, "Fill me with cum, boys! This fucking slut needs her fuck holes filled with man juice!"
Both cocks in my nether regions stiffened and swelled before they gushed semen into me. The twin eruptions of cum into my ass and pussy sent me crashing into another screamed orgasm, and I briefly passed out as the feelings overwhelmed me.
Waking, I heard Margot utter a stream of epithets as she orgasmed on Kath's pounding fist. Yolanda, Margot, et al. wanted to continue, but I saw that Kath was struggling with her sudden fall into sexual infidelity, so I cried off and helped Kath back into her bikini and robe. Dressing with her, I thanked the group for giving us several new experiences and helped Kath back to our cabin. When we got there, Kath and I fell into bed, exchanged a soft kiss, hugged each other close, and slept.
I was awake well before my friend the following day. Typically, I'd roll out of bed and start making breakfast for my family well before they usually awaken. I knew Kath would need to talk to me about our adventures the previous night, so I ignored my full bladder and waited for her to wake up.
I lay there for nearly an hour before Kath opened her eyes, yawned and stretched. Then, seeing my face mere inches from hers, she kissed me softly and wrapped her arms around me. We exchanged another soft kiss before she smiled and said, "That was, umm, interesting last night!"
I didn't hear any recriminations in her voice, so I giggled and replied, "Having two holes simultaneously filled was more than 'interesting'!"
Kath slapped my back and giggled with me. "Fisting a woman's pussy was more than just 'interesting', too."
"That's something I'd like to experience," I confessed.
"Being fisted?" Kath asked. "It would be a bit 'Ouch!', I would think!"
Tittering and blushing, I clarified that I wanted to try fisting someone, not be fisted myself. Confirming that I thought it would be a bit 'ouch', too.
Kath's fingers found my button, and she softly circled it, "What was it like having a cock in your ass and pussy at the same time?"
Grabbing her hand, I said, "Hold that thought! I've been lying here cuddling you, needing to pee for over an hour."
Kath jokingly prodded my abdomen before saying, "Shoo! A waterbed this isn't!"
I did my business, washed my face and hands, brushed my teeth and climbed back into bed. Kath smelt my freshened breath and held her cupped hand near her mouth. Breathing into it and sniffing, she grimaced and said, "Be right back."
When she climbed back into bed, we held each other and snuggled. It felt so good because we hadn't done this since we were teenagers. And we'd never done it naked before. Kath's small, pointy nippled breasts felt divine against my larger ones, and her pussy felt awesome pressed against mine. I lovingly caressed her face, neck and back and occasionally ran my hands through her gorgeous blonde hair.
Although we were naked and pressed closely together, it didn't feel sexual. It felt like two close friends sharing an intimate embrace. Eventually, I kissed Kath's wide mouth and asked, "Are you okay with what we did last night?"
Kath giggled and replied, "I was conflicted, Katie. That was the first sex outside my marriage that I've ever had. But it felt good just to relax and enjoy my sexuality. I've put up with Mike's infidelities for years without objecting. First for the sake of our children and then because I know he loves me, and I love him, and I don't want the inevitable spotlight of a divorce."
"You never spoke to me about it, Kath," I said reprovingly. "Your best friend and you never talked to me about what had to be the most horrible thing for you to endure."
"I couldn't, Katie. You and Sean always seemed so much in love and so happy together. Then Sean and Mike got drinking after golf one day, and Sean started showing off about how many women he's banged. Only then did I realise your marriage was as much of a sham as mine is."
"I don't think my marriage is ... was ... a sham, Kath," I protested. "I was raised to serve a strong, dominant man, and I knew part of that was accepting that he would have affairs. My mother suggested that, for comfort, I should have lovers, too. But she emphasised that I could not get caught. If someone made me aware that Sean was fucking around, then I should smile and say that I already knew he was, and I was okay about it.
"Then, if they pushed the issue, make some cutting, disparaging remark about them a convenient root for when my husband was horny, but they'd never be more than that to him."
"And you were happy with that, Katie?" I nodded, and she added, "You were a brain box at school and had all the boys chasing after you. I guess that I don't understand why you'd accept a husband you knew would cheat on you."
I smiled and reminded her, "And which two boys did we always fantasise we'd marry, Kath?"
"Sean for you and Mike for me."
"How old were we when we made that pact to snare them?"
Kath giggled and said, "I think you were seven and me maybe nine. I can't remember if I'd had my birthday, but it was around that time."
"And we succeeded, right?" Kath nodded. "Did you have any regrets before you figured out Mike was screwing around on you?"
Kath shook her head and said, "No."
"Do you still believe that Mike loves you?"
"I'm sure he does, Katie," Kath answered vehemently. "That's why I can't understand why he's screwing around."
I laughed, "Because he's a man, and he can, babe. What happened? You were home earlier than expected and walked down to Mike's den to tell him you were home. Then, when you got close, you realised that he and Sean were telling 'war stories', right?" Kath nodded, and I added, "So until then, you never knew, and therefore it didn't bother you." Kath nodded again. "Do you still love him?" Nodding. "Do you want a divorce?" Head shake. "If you confront him about his affairs, what happens?"
Kath replied, "More than likely, Mike will get defensive and angry, and then because he feels guilty, he'll lash out at me, and we'll be headed for divorce."
"Not physically, though, right?"
Kath's eyes widened when she realised what she'd said and tittered, "Oh, heavens no! Mike has and would never hit me!"
Relieved, I asked, "Do you want to get divorced? If not, can you see yourself continuing to live with him until you're old and grey?"
"I still love him, Katie," Kath assured me. "It's just that, at the moment, I want to pour gasoline over his balls and set them on fire!"
"Is revenge sex with me why you're here, Kath?" I gently asked.
She hugged me fiercely and said, "No, my love. I'm here because learning that Mike cheated on me made me realise I've been a fool to push you away for all these years. Your love for me has always been loyal and steadfast, Katie. You never got jealous because I snared the second hunkiest guy at our High School ..."
Laughing, I interrupted, "That's because I snared the hunkiest, babe! And you didn't have to catch yours by getting up the duff to him!"
Kath grinned at me and continued, "You were happy when I scored a job at Fox Sports News and supported me as I battled my way up the ladder. We both heard the snide comments about earning my promotions on my back, and you defended me every time. I love you, Kath. I'm glad we're finally lovers and wish I'd had the courage to become so years ago."
She paused momentarily, then her breath hitched, and a single tear rolled from the corner of her eye. "What should I do, Katie? I don't want a divorce, but I'm so angry with Mike I could spit nails."
"I say we go on a shopping, drinking, and screwing binge all weekend, babe. I've been the perfectly dutiful wife and mother for twenty years, and now my husband won't believe I didn't have an affair on him. Well, if that's what he thinks, then damn him. I'll find out if other men can please me sexually as well as he does. Then I'll go home Monday morning, and if my marriage is over, I'll see how many of his friends, except Mike," I paused and grinned at her, "I can fuck before his head explodes!"
"You're really pissed at him, Katie, aren't you? Wow! I never thought I'd hear you talk that way!"
"Not so much 'pee oh'd' as feeling betrayed, Kath. Sean's had numerous affairs on his trips and more than a few when he's at home. I was raped and then blackmailed into meeting my rapist again. Then I was orally, anally and vaginally raped again, and Sean won't accept it? Bugger him!"
"So, what was last night?" Kath asked.
"A chance to experience something I'd always fantasised about, Kath. Nothing more. What was with fisting Margot?"
Kath blushed and admitted she'd heard some girls at work discussing it and wanted to see if it was possible. I asked, "Do you want to try that with me?"
"Fisting you?" She asked.
I tittered, "Oh Lawd, no! My tiny pussy would never take a fist. Do you want me to see if I can fist you?"
Kath blushed and almost imperceptibly nodded her head. I hugged and kissed her before smacking her bum and saying we'd try before the weekend was over. After hitting my friend's tight ass, I rolled out of bed and got the ingredients out to make our smoothie breakfasts. I suggested Kath have her shower as I blended the almond milk and berries.
She came out a few minutes later, and we swapped roles. Kath made coffee as I showered. Kath put on a conservative, solid-coloured long skirt and a clinging knitted top over her bra. I thought the top beautifully emphasised her widely spaced, smallish breasts, but it would look better without a bra. Kath reluctantly removed it but objected when I observed her skirt hid her gorgeously long, toned and tapered legs.
Swatting her buttocks, I asked, "Don't you have at least a midi skirt so you show your sexy legs?"
Kath giggled and said she didn't own an above-the-knee skirt or dress. Sighing theatrically, I said we'd have to fix that and put on my white Champagne slip mini dress. This was another dress not for the faint-hearted, as it barely covered my curvy ass and left my shapely legs bare from just below my hip joint. The dress had a deep V between my large, firm breasts and needed double-sided sticky tape to ensure it remained covering my nipples.
I put on a tiny, lacy white thong and white wedge-heeled sandals, did my hair and makeup, and turned back to Kath. I found her biting her bottom lip with lust evident in her smile. Turning slowly, I giggled and said, "Like what you see?"
"Gawd, Katie," my friend breathed. "What did that modelling agent say when you were sixteen? 'You're too much woman for the runway and films'? I have to agree with her. I'm your best friend, and even I am jealous of your looks and figure. If Sean throws you over, he's an idiot!"
I hugged, kissed, thanked her and then looked her over with a critical eye. As you'd expect from someone who appears on TV, Kath's makeup was impeccable. Her top was a dark navy blue and highlighted her breasts perfectly. Her long skirt clung to her shapely bottom but hid her long, toned legs. Worse was that her knicker line showed.
Giggling, I pulled her skirt up and pulled her panties down. I asked, "Do you have a thong?" Kath shook her head. Mine wouldn't fit as Kath was a size 10 (6 US), and I'm a size 16 (12 US), so I laughed and told her she'd have to go knickerless because her panties were ruining her look.
She tried to demur, but I shrugged, said, "Live a little," and refused to return her panties.
"Fine!" Kath pretended to huff. "I'll walk about showing my twat to everyone who wants to see!"
"You'll need a much shorter skirt than you're wearing to do that," I teased. Giggling, Kath wrapped her arm in mine, and we walked to my car.
Of course, when we got to Montville, our first stop was for coffee. It wasn't quite spring yet, but the day was warm with flawless, crystal clear, blue skies. We chatted as we sipped, discussing anything other than our husbands' infidelities and failing marriages. I smiled at the women who looked at us and grimaced and grinned at the guys who openly ogled.
Kath asked, "Do you flirt with every guy that pervs on you?"
Tossing my hair and bouncing my breasts as a guy who openly stared at my bosom tripped over one of the chairs, I replied, "If they're not creepy about, then yes. I like people looking because it makes me feel sexy and desirable. Plus, Sean gets a kick out of it. He likes that many guys lust for me because he knows I'll always remain faithful to him."
"And last night?" Kath asked.
"Do you have a problem with me fucking those two guys, Kath?" I asked. "This is the second time you've asked about it."
"Not a problem, Katie. I was just surprised, that's all. It never occurred to me that you could have casual sex so readily with two total strangers or do a slutty thing like taking a cock in your ass and pussy simultaneously." Then she giggled and asked, "What was it like?"
"Way better than the two dildos I told you about," I grinningly replied.
"What's it like having a dick up your ... you know?"
"Clacker?" I joked. Kath nodded. I looked at my friend wonderingly and said, "You mean you've never had anal sex?"
Kath shook her head and answered, "Mike's asks regularly, but I always thought it would hurt like hell, and it seemed a little dirty, so I've always refused."
"It's definitely not as good as oral or vaginal sex, Kath," I explained. "But it's naughtily erotic when it's done right." I had to bite my tongue before I described what Johnny had done for me and changed it into Sean making love to my sexy ass.



After I'd described what my son did to make it perfect, Kath said, "So you're saying that the next time Mike asks, I should let him have me?"
"No," I grinned. "I'm saying that if he prepares your ass for anal sex correctly, and you can relax, you'll probably enjoy it. But I have no idea if Mike knows how to prepare a sphincter for penetration properly."
Kath looked at me directly and said, "I want to be naughty this weekend, Katie. I want to do things that I've never done."
"Like kiss a girl and find out that you like it?" I teased. "Or fist another as someone else eats your pussy?"
Kath blushed but nodded, "I want to have casual sex with some stranger that I pick up. I want to go to a bar and let myself be picked up and go to his place and fuck."
"You'll bring him back to our cabin, not go to his," I replied primly. "I rented a two-bedroom unit precisely for that eventuality. My best friend is not going to a stranger's house where heaven knows what might happen to her."
Kath giggled and said, "But what could happen?"
"Frank Pritchard," I said severely.
Kath's face dropped, and she whispered, "Shit! It could happen that easily, too."
I nodded and then emphasised, "So if we go out tonight and pick up, either or both of us, we bring them back to the cabin so we can ensure each other's safety."
Kath grinned and said, "So we're going out to pick up, then?"
I pretended to be exasperated and said, "Well, obviously, I'm not enough for you. So, yes, we'll go out and try to pick up!"
Coffees done, we began shopping. I didn't have any particular need for anything, having only recently been shopping with Kristy, but I kept my eyes peeled for something extraordinary that I thought Sean would like. Even though I believed my marriage was over, the ingrained habit of buying clothes I thought he'd like to see me in remained.
After flatly refusing to countenance Kath's first selections, I eventually got her to buy a variety of mini skirts and dresses that would show off her gorgeously long and toned legs to perfection. The battle to get her to buy some tops that clung and/or revealed was even more difficult, but the stubborn bitch that I am, I eventually prevailed, and Kath had a solid wardrobe of clothes that would tease and torment the men in her vicinity but would reveal nothing she shouldn't.
Stopping in at The Edge restaurant, we ordered grilled Barramundi and salad for lunch, along with a bottle of Margaret River Umamu Estate Sav Blanc. The outside area of the restaurant provided fantastic views across the Sunshine Coast Hinterland to the coast. We were eating our lunch and chatting when two younger, handsome men asked if they could sit with us. I looked around, and the restaurant was less than half full.
"Umm, why?" I asked. "There's plenty of empty tables."
The taller and (I thought) more handsome of the two men chuckled and said, "I'm sorry, Mrs Muggleton, but you obviously didn't recognise us. I'm Timothy Haines, and this is Des Edwards. We're teammates of Johnny's."
Now that they'd introduced themselves, I remembered having met and chatted with them before. Both men were members of The Lions' senior team and were close with my son. Now that I knew who they were, I invited them to sit. I introduced Kath teasingly as my 'oldest' friend but emphasised she and I were around the same age.
The men proved to be interesting company. Witty, well-educated and worldly, they had Kath and me in stitches as they self-deprecatingly joked and teased about their ability, or rather, inability to play well enough to earn a permanent spot on The Lions' roster. The guys had brought beers to the table with them, but when I ordered another bottle of wine, they switched to that, and we shared a few glasses.
Realising I had quite a buzz happening, I switched to water and coffee. Tim had sat on my right and Des on the left, and I found myself staring at Tim's mouth, wondering what he'd taste like if I kissed him. His height, strength and virility had my pussy squishily wet, and my clit throbbed with unrequited desire.
However, the men were perfect gentlemen, and I hadn't sensed any seduction attempts from them, which was a shame because a rip-roaring roll in the hay with a dynamic young lover would do Kath and me a world of good. I thought they were politely entertaining their teammate's mother and her friend but harboured no sexual desire for us. After another hour of drinking water and coffee, I felt okay to drive, so I stood up and wished the young men well.
Tim stood with me when I got off my seat and asked, "What are you two doing tonight?"
Kath looked at me and nodded, so I replied, "We'll probably come back into Montville around seven and find a restaurant to eat in, but other than that, we have no plans."
"Where are you staying?" Des asked.
Kath nodded again, so I told him.
Timothy smoothly suggested, "Katie, Kath, would you do Des and me the honour of coming to dinner with us? There's a Tapas bar called The Double Barrel Bar on Ocean Rd in Maroochydore. We can share some Tapas and then stay for the music and dancing afterwards."
Kath watched me interestedly as I considered Tim's offer. She gave an almost imperceptible nod when I glanced at her, so I agreed we'd meet them at 7.00 pm.
"What was with that?" Kath questioned as we drove back to the cabins.
"Don't play Miss Innocent with me," I teased back. "You almost begged Des to kiss you!"
Kath giggled and replied, "And if Tim had asked, you'd have been on your back on the table, letting him fuck you!"
"What's not to like?" I protested. "Taller than me, stronger and heavier than me, and if the bulge in his trousers can be believed, with a sizeable package. Why wouldn't I be interested in that?"
We were hot and horny when we got to the cabin, so I took out my strap-on and spent an enjoyable hour or more fucking my best friend. The vibrating double-end meant that Kath and I orgasmed several times simultaneously before we slept peacefully in each other's arms until it was time to shower, change and drive to Maroochydore to meet the boys.
On the way there, I missed a turn, and we didn't arrive until nearly fifteen minutes after seven. When we walked in, I noticed Timothy scanning every newcomer, hoping to see us. He and Des stood as Kath and I approached and remained standing until we sat. Tim and Des sat on opposite sides of a square table, so I lowered myself onto the cushions next to Tim. Kath walked around the table and sat beside Des.
"I've ordered several dishes," Tim confidently stated. "Jamon Serrano, Tortilla Española (Spanish Omelette), Boquerones en Vinagre, Albondigas en Salsa, Croquetas (Croquettes), and Calamares fritos (Fried Squid Rings). The waitress will be here shortly to ask what you want. Check the menu out and add whatever else you want. Des and I are drinking Chablis, but if you'd like something else, feel free to order it,"
Kath and I looked through the menu, and when the waitress appeared, Kath ordered Espinacas con Garbanzos (Spinach with Chickpeas), and I added Gambas al Ajillo (Garlic Prawns).
Tim and Des were drinking 2021 Domaine William Fevre Petit Chablis. That sounded good to Kath and I, so we asked for another bottle.
Conversation flowed freely between the four of us, and before we knew it, it was time for the DJ to start. The first song was an old standard —You Should Be Dancing by the BeeGees. I was (barely) old enough to remember The Saturday Night Fever soundtrack, and I was seriously surprised that Tim and Des knew it.
Des took Kath to the dance floor as Tim took me. As I observed earlier in these confessions, Sean had taught me to dance, so I eagerly followed Tim's lead as we gyrated across the floor. Kath, Des, Tim, and I moved so well together that the other patrons cleared a space for us to dance in.
The DJ moved through various songs until, near midnight, Tim asked, "Are Des and I following you and Kath to where you're staying? Or are you and Kath following us?"
Kath met my inquiring glance and nodded, so I said, "You're travelling with me and Des with Kath to our cabin," I stated.
"Nice car," Tim said as we walked up to it.
Tim was so manly and forthright that I automatically handed him the keys. He looked at me surprised before nodding and moving to the driver's side. "Do you know the way back?" He asked. I giggled and told him to look at the GPS unit and select the cabin's address. I'm not exactly clueless when it comes to directions, but I wasn't familiar with the Sunshine Coast, so it was easier to follow the GPS.
It was only a short drive back to the retreat, so less than ten minutes later, Tim and I were walking up the path to the cabin. A few minutes after that, we were sitting on the little sofa sipping wine. Kath and Des walked in as we sat down. Seeing the only couch was occupied, they pulled up chairs and sat holding hands.
Kath was obviously taking her cues from me, so when I turned to Tim and pursed my lips, she did the same. Both men took the hint, and four pairs of lips met in a soft exchange. Tim kissed me just as I liked to be. His lips were firm but not hard, and he waited until he felt my lips slightly part before he took it further.
We broke the kiss to smile at each other before several quick kisses ensued. Our next kiss morphed delightfully into a full-on snog. Tim's hand moved to my hip, and when I didn't object, moved higher onto my ribs beside my breast. I turned my head so I could prolong our kiss, and Tim took that as an invitation to cup my braless breast.
I put my hands around Tim's head and softly moaned into his mouth. That encouraged Tim to circle my engorged nipple with his thumb lightly. I let my hand fall onto his hip before moving it onto the front of his severely tented trousers. I could feel Tim's glans clearly defined through his pants, so I ran my fingertips over and around them.
Tim's hand left my breast temporarily as he reached behind me and undid my dress' zip. I let him slide my dress off my shoulders and down my arms, which exposed my large, firm Double-D breasts.
"Wow!" Tim murmured as he lowered his head and latched onto my nipple. Letting go momentarily, Tim said, "You have the most beautiful breasts I've ever seen, Katie." Then he sucked my nipple back into his mouth.
Lashing my turgid breast nub with his tongue, Tim placed the palm of his hand on my other breast and pressed firmly on its nipple before moving his hand in a slow, erotic circle.
I opened my eyes and saw that Kath had moved to straddle Des' thighs. He also had her dress top down and was alternating kisses, sucks and light nips across her small breasts and rock-hard nipples. Kath held Des' head between her tiny hands and moaned as he made love to her bosom.
Wanting to move things along, I slid off the sofa and onto my knees. Then turning to face Tim, I smiled seductively up at him as I slowly, teasingly, took off his belt, undid his fly and took his cock in my mouth. Disappointingly, Tim's sizeable bulge turned out to be about what I'd learned was average-sized. He was nowhere near as big as my husband or son, so his entire length disappeared into my mouth with one swift swallow.
Kath moaned, so I let Tim out of my mouth and turned to look. She'd dropped her dress to the floor and had turned to face Tim and me. Pulling her panty's gusset aside, she lowered herself onto Des' achingly erect cock. She bounced twice before she had Des fully enveloped in her tight folds. Des held her hips as Kath used her thighs to lift and lower herself on his throbbing cock.
Tim seemed close to the edge of climax, so rather than have him feel embarrassed by cumming too quickly, I took him back into my mouth, gripped his shaft tightly and milked him. A few seconds later, he groaned and spat his delightful nut juice into my greedily sucking mouth.
Smiling happily up at him, I made a show of swirling his spend around in my mouth before tilting my head back and swallowing it. After opening my mouth to show it was empty, I winked and turned around.
Crawling across to Kath, I encircled her small, sticky-out clit with my lips and lashed it with my tongue. Immediately, Kath squealed and orgasmed. Knowing Des was close, I lowered my head and bathed his big balls with my tongue. My tongue undid Des' resistance, and with a loud groan, he orgasmed inside my friend.
I wanted to taste their combined essence, so I stood and took Kath's hand. I offered my other to Tim, and he swiftly kicked out of his pants, stripped his shirt off and took my hand. I wriggled my hips and let my dress fall to the floor. I'd worn suspenders and stockings, and both men gasped as my sexy ass shook into view.
I tugged on the hands and walked toward the bedroom that Kath and I had shared the previous night. Kath quickly grabbed Des' hand and dragged him after us. Reaching the bedroom, I let go of Tim's hand and turned Kath to face me. Then, pressing my lush body against her leanly toned one, I held my friend's head and kissed her as passionately as I knew how.
Kath moaned into my mouth as her hands found my curvy ass, and she pressed her pudenda against my mound. Pushing her backwards until the back of her knees hit the bed, I lowered her onto the bed and swung her legs up onto it. Then I moved between her toned thighs and kissed her again.
Des dropped his clothes and knelt on the bed beside Kath's head, and as I kissed my way down Kath's sexy body, he placed his partially erect cock on her lips. When my questing tongue found Kath's sticky-out clit, she moaned and opened her mouth, sucking Des' cock inside.
I moved lower and lapped where Des' spend, and her arousal leaked. The mix of cum and pussy juice tasted sweet and musky on my tongue, and I sucked as much into my mouth as I could elicit from Kath's pussy.
"Gawd, Katie!" Tim groaned. "That is so sexy!" He knelt behind my lush bottom and ran his tongue from my taint, over my soaking entrance, along my slit and onto my thick clit. He licked back and forth a few times until I pushed my hand between my legs and spread my pussy lips.
Taking the hint, Tim moved closer behind me and pushed gently through my entrance and into me. Although he wasn't as big as the cocks I was accustomed to having inside me, he still filled me nicely, and I moaned appreciatively into my friend's pussy as he slid inside.
Tim stroked slowly into me as I ate Kath's pussy, but Kath wanted more. She released Des' penis and turned. Pulling me off Tim's cock, Kath rolled me onto my back. Then she crawled down my body, stopping to kiss my pouting lips. Then she moved further down so she could tongue my pussy.
After pumping his cock for a few moments as he revelled in the sensually erotic vision of two beautiful women having oral sex together, Tim grabbed my ankles. Then he lifted me until he could move in behind me and push back into my soaking wet, steamy hot pussy. Kath's ass waved in the air in front of Des, so he closed in and slid into her pussy.
Grabbing Kath's hips, Des ripped his hips forward, jamming his cock into her. His abdomen hit Kath's taut ass with a loud slap, and he pulled out and repeated the action. As Des fucked my best friend hard, Tim's strokes into me became stronger and faster.
Both men built up a head of steam and pounded our pussies as hard as possible, making it impossible to keep tonguing each other. Kath was further from her orgasm than the rest of us, so I reached between us and pinched her conical nipples. The sudden pain/pleasure combination pitched Kath into her climax, and she squealed over my clitoris as it hit.
Des jammed into my friend a final time before he locked against her ass with his dick buried as far into her as possible. He grunted and twitched as he jetted semen into Kath's vagina. I was close but not quite there. However, I knew that when Tim bathed my pussy's inner walls with his spend, I'd climax with him, so I wasn't concerned. Above me, Des' cock wilted and fell out of Kath's pussy. When it fell out, some of Des' ejaculate flowed from Kath's vulva, and I enjoyed lapping and sucking it up as it flowed.
As I sampled Kath's and Des' combined fluids, I concentrated on rhythmically clenching my inner folds around Tim's cock. Kath moved off me to kiss and cuddle with Des. That enabled Tim to lower his upper body onto mine, and he swiftly gripped my shoulders and pulled me down as he pounded into me.
It became apparent that Tim was waiting for me, but I'd slipped into a submissive mindset and was waiting for him to give me permission to. Of course, no one here knew that, so we were locked into a cycle of Tim struggling not to cum, and me unable to because he hadn't permitted me to.
Eventually, as his endurance ended, Tim gasped, "Cum for me, my darling Katie." It was enough for me to leap over my barrier and squeal my orgasm into his shoulder. My fluttering with orgasm pussy blew Tim over the edge, and with a guttural roar, he gushed cum into my drenched pussy. Feeling Tim squirt into me lifted me to another climax, and I squealed into his shoulder again.
Although my twin climaxes had felt good, I wanted more. Tim rolled off me onto his back, seemingly spent for a time. Kath was idly stroking and kissing Des' semi-hard cock, so I rolled onto my hands and knees and crawled over to them. Kath smiled as I pressed my body along hers, and she offered Des' cock to my willing mouth. Sucking it into my mouth, I swirled my tongue over his glans and along his shaft. Des' penis swiftly hardened as I licked and sucked.
Kath and I swapped Des' cock back and forth until Kath saw that Tim was 'back in the game'. Kath pushed Tim onto his back and lowered her cum messy pussy onto his mouth as she took his cock in hers. I waited to see if tasting his friend's semen in Kath would bother him, but Tim licked avidly.
Des was around the same length as Tim but a little thicker. It filled my mouth nicely, and I knew it would feel even better in my wet cunt. I moved up to kiss him, and he readily accepted my kisses. By pushing my large breasts against his leanly muscled chest, I encouraged Des to slide down the bed. When he was low enough, I straddled his hips and guided him into my pussy.
I looked over at my friend and saw she was guiding Tim onto the bed close to where I was coupled with Des. Kath then straddled Tim 'reverse cowgirl' and immediately reached over to grasp and pinch my swollen, puffy nipples. Then she leaned toward me, looking for a kiss. I leaned toward her, and our soft lips met in a sexy kiss.
"Gawd, that is so beautiful," Des moaned as Tim nodded his agreement.
I was riding Des, so I did most of the work. Kath sat on Tim passively as he held her hips and thrust up into her. The guys liked us kissing so much that Des gripped my ass to keep me still and began pumping his hips up and down as he plunged in and out of my tightly gripping pussy. That allowed me to lift my hands and cup Kath's small breasts. I strummed my thumbs over her nipples before taking her tiny rock-hard nipples in my thumbs and forefingers. Pinching Kath's conical breast nubs as she rolled mine firmly between her fingers and thumbs sped up our orgasms, and we soon moaned into each other's mouths.
Watching two beautiful women kiss and caress proved too much for Tim, and he lost control and ejaculated inside Kath's tight tunnel. However, he knew he'd left Kath high and dry and quickly spun around so she could ride his lips and tongue, seemingly unconcerned by his cum running out of her. Tim's tongue on her clit and entrance shot Kath over her climax's edge, and she moaned into my mouth as she trembled on his tongue.
Des seemed to know my trigger because he smacked my curvy bottom and demanded, "Cum for me, Katie." I exploded into an orgasm as his cock hardened and lengthened and shot its sticky essence into my needy pussy.



We swapped partners back and forth until Kath and I were too exhausted to continue. Taking Tim with me, I staggered across to the second bedroom and fell into bed. Tim wrapped me in his strong arms, and I promptly fell asleep.
We drove into Landsborough in the morning and had brunch at a café. After eating, the guys said they needed to return to Brisbane, thanked us for a fun night, and left. Kath and I had another coffee before going back to the retreat and crashing.
Hunger pains woke me around 4:00 pm. Extricating myself from Kath's embrace, I cured my bladder problem, showered and went to the kitchenette. It was too late to bother going clothes shopping again, but too early for dinner. I mixed some tinned tuna through one of the bagged salads and had a light snack. Kath joined me as I snacked. I'd made an extra bowl in case Kath was hungry, too. She accepted it gratefully, and we chatted as only long-time friends can as we ate.
We were pretty much only talking inanities when Kath grimaced and said, "We were fairly slutty last night, Katie. Partner swapping, having sex with each other as the boys fucked us. Letting them cum in our mouths and pussies. Yeah. Fairly slutty."
Concerned, I asked, "You're bothered by what we did? You seemed to be right into it last night."
Kath tittered and replied, "It sure was fun at the time! But I guess I'm feeling guilty about cheating on Mike."
I nodded, "Yeah, babe, I hear you. When I got here on Friday, all I could think about was going out and having sex to get back at Sean for rejecting me. But then it seemed like fun, and I wanted to do more. What do you want, babe? Do you want to stay in tonight and avoid any possible complications? Or do we go out again and see what happens?"
"I want to be slutty again, Katie," Kath growled. "I love that those two young guys wanted us, that they found us attractive and wanted to have sex with us. That was such a turn-on. Then you crawled across your man, and we swapped, and then I realised that Tim wanted me, too. That was so hot, Katie. I want to experience that again. So, yeah. Let's go out tonight and see what happens."
Decision made, we went back to bed to make love and then dozed until it was time to go for dinner. Dressing sexily in clinging mini dresses, we drove to Solbar at Maroochydore. Ordering from their specialty pizza menu, we got a bottle of Cab Sav and sat to listen to the band.
The group playing was called DZ Deathrays. They combined, somewhat successfully, new-wave punk with dance music. Surprisingly, their audience seemed to be a good collection of different age groups. There were teeny boppers through to mid to late thirties and others who looked in their late forties or perhaps early fifties.
Kath and I had just received our pizzas when a pair of distinguished looking older gentlemen asked if they could join our table. Kath seemed doubtful, but the taller and larger of the men had the most beautiful blue eyes I'd ever seen, so I smiled and moved my chair closer to my friend to give them some room. They introduced themselves as Keith and David. Keith being the heavier man with the startling blue eyes.
After they'd sat, there was a delay as the men ordered drinks and something to eat, but when their drinks arrived, they swirled Kath and me into a lively conversation. Keith and David were urbane, witty and charming, and I felt that old familiar tingle making its presence known.
I watched interestedly as David deftly manoeuvred Kath into a one-on-one conversation as he subtly moved their chairs until he was sitting close enough for his knee to be touching hers. 'Mrs Kath Marie Loughlin,' I thought. 'You're letting yourself be picked up!
I got Kath's attention, and we excused ourselves to the lady's room. When we entered, I took a quick look around. Spotting that we were alone, I turned to Kath. But before I could ask her what she thought about the two men, she growled, "I hope you like yours because my cunt's aching at the thought of that man getting between my long legs!"
Giggling, I agreed that my partner had me wet, too. We quickly discussed what we'd do if they wanted to pair up and agreed we'd both return to the cabins. So, our evening planned, we linked arms and wandered back to the table. When we got there, feeling naughty, I directed Kath to sit with Keith as I sat next to David.
We chatted for a bit, and then he suddenly asked, "That's Kath Loughlin, right? From Fox Sports News."
I figured if Kath hadn't told him already, it wasn't up to me, so I replied, "Why don't you ask her?"
"I did, but she refused to answer and changed the subject."
That told me all I needed to know, so I grinned and said, "Does it matter? Kath's a gorgeous wee chicky babe. If she wants to spend time with you, you should be happy."
"The rings on your fingers," David said flatly.
I winced and replied, "Again. Why do you care? Play your cards right, and you could both get lucky tonight. Look a gift horse in the mouth and piss us off, and I'll guarantee we'll have other offers to take us home."
David laughed and said, "I guess I don't, and yes. You two are the hottest women in here. Some of the younger crowd may be able to compete, but no one above thirty."
I tittered, "Don't worry, though. It's very unlikely our husbands even know where we are, so they won't be turning up with guns wanting to blow holes in you!"
David laughed, then he smiled and said, "You're gorgeous, Katie. Easily the most beautiful woman I've ever spoken to, but you're too much woman for me. May I return to talking with Kath? I know Keith thinks you're stunning, too."
Giggling, I decided to run through my gamut of teases. I started with my eyes wide open, followed by a shy blush. Then, I held my hands in front of me as I grasped the fingers of one hand with the other. Then I looked down demurely before peering up at him through my eyelashes. Next, I shifted to being overt and threw my shoulders back, tossed my head to send my luscious black locks flying and then leant forward enough that my breasts threatened to fall out of my dress top.
Finally, I slowly crossed, then uncrossed and then crossed my legs, giving David, Kath and Keith a brief glimpse of my waxed pussy. All three of them stared, gulped, and then sighed. I caused two rampant erections and a wet pussy, and I loved it! Now that I had their undivided attention, I swished across to the bar and ordered refills before moving to sit beside Keith.
"You ready to blow this joint?" I asked after we'd finished those drinks.
Keith grinned and replied, "Maybe. Are you ready to blow me?"
I giggled throatily and quipped, "Right here, right now? Okay! Take it out for me!"
Shocked, Keith and David stared at each other before David said, "We can get a motel on the coast road if you'd like?"
I shook my head and answered, "No. Kath and I are staying at The Sunshine Coast Hideaways above Landsborough/Beerwah. If you two would like to follow us back there, we can chat some more over wine and see how things go."
"One room?" Dave asked.
"If you're shy," I teased. "It's a two-bedroom chalet. You and Kath can share one, as Keith and I share the other. Otherwise, we can share a bed until either Kath or I need sleep, and then we'll split."
Dave and Keith exchanged glances again before Keith reluctantly said, "We're not into partner swapping, Katie. But I'd love to spend the night with you."
"With or 'in'?" I joked.
With a broad grin, Keith replied, "Yes!"
Because I insisted, Keith and David followed Kath and me to our cabins. The boys didn't waste any time, and I was soon on my back with Keith's head between my curvy thighs. He was good, I swiftly realised. His tongue found all the right places, his hands on my breasts and nipples felt assured and refined, and I swiftly climbed to my first orgasm.
After that, I was concerned by how excited my newest lover was, so I swung around and took him in my mouth. I was correct in my assessment because Keith deposited a load of delicious man goo a few seconds later into my greedily sucking mouth. After swallowing his cum gift, I turned to see if he would kiss me. Keith showed no hesitation as we locked lips and searched each other's mouths with our tongues.
Keith and I lay kissing and cuddling as I waited for his cock to 'recharge'. Keith wasn't as big as some of my previous lovers, but he was long and thick enough to fill my mouth perfectly, so I was keen to have him inside me.
It didn't take long before Keith had stiffened and was ready for round two, so I encouraged him between my shapely thighs and guided him into my soakingly wet pussy. Keith quickly built a heavy pounding rhythm, and I was soon swept along on a current that would lead to my climax. Keith was smaller than my recent lovers, but with the Kegel exercises I do, I could grip his cock tightly.
I clenched down on his cock as he stroked into me and released as he pulled out. With my sweet pussy squeezed around Keith's hard cock, it rubbed across my G-spot and felt fantastic. Next, I found the advantage of age and experience over youthful exuberance. When Kath and I had fucked with Tim and Des, they'd often 'lose their lollies' inside us before either Kath or I could cum. Keith, however, had perfect control. After I climaxed the first time, he kissed and hugged me until he felt my pussy clenching against his cock, and then he began stroking into me again.
Keith took me through three absolutely delicious orgasms before he unloaded into me, filling my tight pussy with his seed. As is typical, feeling his semen splash inside me sent me careering into another orgasm, and I screamed as he grunted with every spurt. After he'd finished cumming inside me, he rolled onto his side, pulled me close, and whispered how much he adored what we'd done and invited me to sleep with him. I was happy to oblige and slept happily in his arms.
When we awoke the next morning, I could hear Kath and David chatting as they sat in the lounge/kitchen area. I took Keith's hard cock in my hand and guided it back into my messy pussy. He didn't seem to care that I was soppingly wet from the previous night's activities, and we shared a final orgasm before it was time to face the new day.
Kath and David grinned at us as we exited the room and offered to make coffee. Keith and I accepted, and I said I'd take a quick shower and change before it was made. After my shower, I walked out wearing only a short diaphanous gown and sat with the other three.
Kath and I offered to follow Keith and David into Landsborough and get breakfast, but they demurred, so after coffee, they departed. After they'd left, Kath and I ate some breakfast, showered and made slow, passionate love. My mind went to her stated desire for me to attempt fisting her, but I didn't have any lube, so I thought we'd wait for tonight to try that.
We slept cuddled close together until around midday before changing and going back into Montville for lunch. This time, we ate without interruption, although it seemed that several single guys wanted to approach us but were either too shy or too intimidated by our looks to do so. After lunch, we found a gorgeous lingerie shop, and I encouraged Kath to stock up on some sexy thongs, half-cup bras, slips, and negligees to wear to entice her husband.
After shopping, we briefly returned to the cabin to change and freshen up before returning to Montville to get dinner. A quick Google search before leaving showed that Montville Café Bar and Grill had a 4.5-star rating, so we chose to eat there.
Once we'd eaten, we sat at the bar and listened to the entertainment. It was a one-man show featuring a fine-boned young man with long honey-blonde hair and soft, almost delicate features. He played the guitar and keyboards and had a sound mixer where he could play and record some music on his keyboard and then leave it playing as he began strumming his guitar and singing. He sounded awesome, so we sat at the bar and listened.
As we'd eaten and sat at the bar, Kath and I had the same problem as at lunch earlier. Several guys seemed interested in starting a conversation with one or the other of us but were intimidated by there being two of us. So by 9.00 pm, Kath and I were the only two besides the singer and staff left in the bar. We moved closer so we could watch, and the singer's eyes followed us avidly. When we sat on stools close to where he sang, he smiled and asked, "Do you have a request?"
I asked if he knew Elton Sean's Tiny Dancer, and he smiled and said, "That's a tough one to play and sing, ladies, but I'll give it a go for you."
First, he set up the piano sounds on his keyboard, then once he had that repeating, he began playing and singing. Kath and I swiftly realised the man was good. Very good. Unfortunately, however, the bar closed at 10.00 pm, so at 9.30, he said, "Final song for tonight, ladies. What would you like?"
Kath requested Sean Mullin's Rockabye, and he sang it beautifully. As he packed up, I quietly asked Kath if she'd like to invite him back to our cabin and see where things led. Kath agreed, so once he'd packed up, I smiled at him and said, "I'm Katie, this is my friend, Kath. Would you like to come back to our motel and have a drink?"
The singer replied, "I'm Mark, and I was hoping one of you would ask."
I giggled and added, "Oh, Mark, it's not an either/or situation here. It's a both or none."
Mark gawped at us, but the sudden bulge in his trousers showed he wasn't opposed to the idea. "You're bisexual?" He asked.
"Yes," I replied. "We're long-time friends who have recently turned into lovers. We're both having marital problems and have come to get away from our troubles and have some fun. So, if you don't mind that we're married and want to have some fun, follow us to our cabin."
"Done," Mark said. "Let me stack my gear into my van, and I'll follow you to your unit."
Mark had nothing heavy, so Kath and I helped him pack his equipment into his old Kombi van. I told him my sunset red Audi was a bit hard to miss, and he followed us back to the resort. When we got there, Mark parked in one of the visitors' parks and walked with us to the cabin.
When we got inside, I told him to sit on the two-seat sofa and got wine. Pouring three glasses, I gave one each to Kath and Mark before Kath and I squeezed onto the loveseat with Mark between us. As soon as I sat down, I ran my hand up his jeans-covered inner thigh until it was just short of his groin. Kath giggled and did the same thing from her side. Mark's trousers immediately tented, but he only smiled and sipped his wine.
"Is singing all you do for a living, Mark?" Kath asked.
"No," he replied. "I teach music at Mountain Creek State School. I'd prefer to sing for my living, but I haven't yet managed to write a hit song that anyone will buy."
"Could we hear some of your originals?" I asked.
"Sure," Mark replied. "Let me go and get my guitar."
Mark returned and sat on one of the dining room chairs facing us. He played through about six of his original compilations, and I could see why no record company would pick them up. It wasn't that they were bad. It was that they didn't have that particular something that hit songs have. I'd describe them as album fillers, but he'd need at least two chart-toppers before a record company would sign him, and none of these were.
Of course, once Mark had run through his repertoire, he asked us what we thought. I considered lying but decided the bald truth would work better, so I said, "I think the songs you've sung for us tonight will all be on your first album, but you need to work on creating at least two that will knock the audience's socks off, and unfortunately, babe, none of these are them."
Luckily, Mark didn't get upset or angry. Instead, he mused, "Yeah. That's pretty much what my agent said, too. These are good fillers but aren't top forty material." He sighed and stared off into the distance for a while before shaking himself, smiling and saying, "So what happens now?"
"We three go to bed and fuck," I grinned.
"Sounds good to me," Mark chuckled. "Kath?"
Kath blushed and agreed that it sounded good. When we went into the room that Kath and I shared when there were no men, I made a show of taking out the bottle of lube I'd purchased when Kath was paying for her lingerie. She gasped and blushed but had no idea what I'd planned.
I would be the ringmaster tonight, carefully guiding and directing my sexual masterpiece. First, I took one of the dining room chairs into the room and then said severely, "Kath, Mark, strip. No arguing, no demurring, just strip!"
They were both surprised by my sudden dominance, but they swiftly obeyed. The first thing I saw was that, as indicated by his trouser bulge, Mark was well endowed. Longer than even Johnny, I thought, but not as thick. Then I noticed that Kath was so wet that she was literally dripping her arousal down her muscular thighs.
Next, I sat on the chair, still fully clothed and demanded, "Kath, lick my pussy."
Kath's eyes widened, but she willingly knelt between my shapely thighs and pressed her mouth to my dripping pussy. Once she'd buried her tongue inside me, I said, "Mark, kneel behind Kath, spread her ass cheeks and rim her tiny chocolate star."
I held my breath, wondering if Mark would let me dominate him. To my relief, he immediately dropped to his knees, spread my friend's butt cheeks and nuzzled his nose into her ass. Kath moaned into my pussy as she felt Mark's tongue run softly over her tiny ring.
"Kath's an anal virgin, "I told Mark. "You and I are going to fix that for her tonight if you're willing?"
Mark nodded but didn't say anything.
"Kath, lie face down on the bed."
Kath obeyed as Mark remained submissively kneeling where I'd told him to. I handed him the bottle of lube and asked, "Do you know how to prepare an ass to be fucked?"
Mark nodded and moved between Kath's sexily spread legs and began kissing her taut ass cheeks. After lavishing kisses and licks over my friend's bottom, Mark spread Kath's cheeks and slowly swirled his tongue around her inner cheeks until he slid it wetly onto her tiny star.
"Oh, Gawd!" Kath groaned as Mark's tongue pressed against her little brown ring.
As I watched, Mark forced his tongue inside Kath's ring as far as he could before repeatedly stabbing it. With a soft moan, Kath climaxed. I took that as my cue, dropped my dress and thong to the floor, and climbed onto the bed beside her. Mark watched avidly as Kath and I kissed and I stroked her lean, slender back.
My petting and kissing her allowed Kath to relax. Mark took advantage of her relaxation and slowly inserted his index finger into Kath's bottom. Initially, my friend clenched her sphincter hard onto Mark's invading digit, but as I kissed her and softly stroked her back, she relaxed, and Mark was able to work his finger back and forth slowly.
I kept whispering encouragement and exchanging soft kisses with Kath as Mark slowly worked her ring open. She groaned deeply as her bottom fluttered softly open, and Mark could slide a second finger into her tightly gripping bum. Now that Mark had two fingers inside my friend's ass, I worked my hand underneath Kath's hips and onto her button, only to find that Mark was already firmly manipulating it as he thrust his thumb into her gushing pussy.
Smiling at Mark, I nodded approvingly as I forced both of my hands beneath Kath's chest and stroked her tiny conical nipples. Kath began panting as her orgasm drew close, so I gripped her nipples and twisted them.
"Ahhhh," Kath sighed as a gentle orgasm rocked her.
After her orgasm, Kath relaxed further, and Mark worked lube into her ass. Deciding she was ready, Mark covered Kath's long, lean body with his and positioned his cock's head against her ring.



"Relax, my love," I whispered as I felt my friend tense.
"Will it hurt?" Kath asked fearfully.
"A little as Mark's glans break through your knot," I answered truthfully. "But once you're accustomed to him being in there, you'll love how full and naughty it makes you feel."
However, Kath couldn't relax enough to allow Mark to push through her knot. I gazed at Mark until he met my eyes. When he looked at me, I squeezed Kath's nipples hard and twisted them as I nodded toward Mark. Fortunately, he took the hint, and when Kath yelped, he pushed through her sphincter and deep into her ass.
"Oomph!" Kath grunted as she took a cock in her anal passage for the first time. "Hold still," she pleaded.
Mark kept his cock buried to the hilt inside Kath as he deftly manipulated her clit and gently twirled his thumb knuckle over her G-spot.
Eventually, Kath moaned and pushed her ass back at him, "Fuck me gently," she said, and Mark pulled around half his length out of her before pushing back in. Kath grunted, "Oomph," again as Mark bottomed out in her ass, but she immediately pushed her tight buttocks up at him.
Mark pulled back further and pushed a little harder back in. Before long, Kath was pushing her ass up eagerly to meet Mark's rapidly thrusting cock as she moaned and shuddered under him. Knowing she was close, I reached under her and tweaked her nipples. The sudden extra sensation crashed Kath off the edge of her climax, and with a loud squeal, she orgasmed on Mark's long, thin cock. Kath's squealed orgasm tossed Mark off his crest, and with a low growl, he came inside her ass.
I rolled off the bed and fetched warm washers. After handing one to Mark, I carefully and lovingly cleaned my friend's gaping asshole. Once I'd finished, I took Mark's washer off him, knelt beside him and ensured he was clean before taking him into my mouth and getting him hard.
I'd guess that Mark was in his early twenties, so it wasn't long before he was rigidly erect again, so I rolled onto my back and encouraged Kath to straddle my face. Mark moved up behind her and reached up to guide his long, slender tool into Kath's pussy. He swiftly buried himself to his balls inside her, and I slathered them with my tongue as he thrust in and out of Kath's tight, wet pussy.
It didn't take Kath long before another orgasm overwhelmed her, and she collapsed onto me. Mark's cock slid out of Kath's pussy as she fell, so I took it into my mouth. Using all my cock sucking skills, I quickly brought Mark to the edge before sucking hard on his penis until he filled my mouth with his goo.
Kath had had one new experience that night, and now it was time to try to give her another. Telling Mark to rest on a chair near the bed and watch for a while, I coated my right hand with liberal amounts of lube before doing the same to Kath's entrance. Unfortunately, with Mark's lack of penis girth, Kath was still as tight as ever. I slowly worked on gently widening her gape as I played alternately with her clit and nipples.
Eventually, I could work a second and third finger into her, but I struggled to add a fourth. To help, Mark moved back onto the bed, and he and Kath kissed passionately before he lowered his mouth onto her swollen breast nubs. The extra pleasure sensation Mark's tongue provided allowed me to keep working on opening my friend's pussy wider.
Suddenly, my fourth finger slid inside Kath's relaxing pussy sphincter, and I had all four fingers down to my thumb inside her. Curling my fingers back, I found the rough spot behind Kath's pubic bone that indicated her G-spot. Forcing my fingers as wide as possible, I began twisting my hand back and forth, rubbing my fingers over her G-spot.
Kath's head fell back, and she squealed as a tremendous orgasm washed over her. As she climaxed, her pussy sphincter opened as she tried to eject my hand. When it relaxed, I gave a firm push, and my hand disappeared inside Kath's vagina.
"Kath," I said as she moaned underneath me, her eyes closed as she revelled in the new sensations. She didn't answer, however, so I said, "Kath, sit up. You're going to want to see this!"
She raised herself onto her elbows and groaned as she saw my petite hand buried to my wrist inside her gaping pussy. As she watched, I opened my hand as wide as possible before clenching it back into a fist.
"Do that again!" Kath demanded, her breath coming in sharp pants. So I opened and shut my hand again.
Kath fell back onto the pillows, and her hips raised, forcing my hand further into her cunt. When my hand wouldn't go any further in, I relaxed its clench and pulled back until my knuckles were about to pop out of her. Then I clenched my fist and pushed back in. Kath's hips pushed up at my hand again as I shoved it into her.
I repeated this slow in-and-out motion a few more times until I began hastening my strokes. Shortly I was pounding my friend's gaping cunt with everything I had. Kath cried out and gurgled deep in her throat with every inward thrust and sighed a complaint when I relaxed my fist and pulled back.
Kath hovered on the crest of an almighty orgasm but couldn't quite crash off the edge. But then Mark remembered what I'd done when he was buried in her ass, and he pinched and twisted Kath's nipples viciously. The sudden pain smashed my friend into a screaming, warbling, drawn-out orgasm until, breathless, she collapsed onto the bed and passed out.
I gently removed my hand from inside my friend and turned to Mark. He was lying beside Kath with his eyes wide, holding onto his cock and gently pumping it. I rolled onto my knees and crawled up his body until my soakingly wet pussy touched his rampantly hard cock. He moaned as I lowered myself onto him, and my hot pussy settled around his throbbing member.
I rode Mark gently until I was sure he had control and then bounced enthusiastically as my passion flared. I came swiftly before sinking down onto his chest. Mark kissed me softly and said, "You're beautiful, Kath. Please let me make love to you."
"What are we doing?" I giggled.
"Fucking," Mark said forthrightly.
"Hold that thought," Kath chirped as she slid my double-ended strap-on dildo into her still gaping pussy and buckled it into place. "I've put the smallest of the three 'cocks' in the harness, babe. You're going to ride Mark as if he were a bucking bronco, and I'm going to fuck your slutty ass with this!"
And there was that word again! It no longer controlled me unless I wanted it to, and I found I wanted it to! I let the words send me deep into a wantonly sexually submissive state and felt the instant white hot heat of arousal in my tiny, sweet little pussy.
I still rode Mark with his long, slender, rigidly erect cock buried in my tight cunt. When Kath uttered those words, my pussy tightened around his cock, and the heat inside it increased drastically.
"Oh, Lawd, Katie," he moaned as I gripped his cock tightly and moved up and down.
I felt Kath move in behind me, and I leaned forward as her lube-covered finger invaded my bottom. Because her index finger slid inside me so readily, she quickly added a second and third digit before growling, "Hold still, Slut Katie. Your ass is about to be filled!"
Positioning her 'cock' at my tiny dark ring. Kath forcefully rocked her hips forward and pushed it through my knot in one slow, steady motion. She didn't stop until her pelvis hit my ass with a meaty thump.
"I'm fucking your slutty ass, Slut Katie," Kath crowed. "What do you think about that?"
Tittering, I replied, "I think you should stop showing off and fuck me properly!"
I was surprised by how dominant my longest-time friend was, but it felt so good to have her treat me like I was her submissive plaything that I was keen to play any game she wanted. But for now, that appeared to be doing nothing more than accepting her 'hard cock' pounding into my 'slutty ass'.
Mark and Kath quickly built a heavy pounding rhythm as they bounced me between them. Then Kath moved a little higher, and with the angle change, her cock began rubbing across Mark's with only the thin wall where my pussy and colon almost met between them. Kath forcing her cock tighter against Mark's, pressed Mark's cock against my G-spot, and I began having several back-to-back orgasms until Kath pulled all but the tip of her cock out of me and then, as she jammed it back in, she slapped my ass and demanded, "Cum for me, my little slut Katie!"
My submissive mind blown, I shrieked as a massive climactic event blasted me into orbit. The two cocks continued to pump into me as I jittered and shuddered through many after-orgasm shocks. Eventually, as Kath had done, I slipped momentarily into unconsciousness.
A few moments later, I came to see Kath and Mark in a classic sixty-nine with Kath on top. I crawled over to tongue my friend's slowly closing asshole and swiftly exploded her into another orgasm. The rest of the night was spent pleasing each other until we fell asleep with the dawn sounds of birds surrounding us.
In the morning, when we woke, Mark sweetly asked if he could have the underwear we wore last night. When we handed them over, he kissed us both and gave us a card with his website address. "I post my gigs on my webpage, ladies," he said. "If you want to play again, come and see me, and we will. Thank you for an awesome night, and hopefully, I'll see you again soon."
Of course, Kath and I both knew this weekend was a one-off thing that we'd reminisce about and enjoy forever but would likely never be repeated. Checkout was 10:00 am, so Kath and I packed up, moved everything into our cars, exchanged a soft kiss and a promise to do something similar again soon, and left for our homes.
Nobody was home when I got there. Walking up to my en suite, I saw that Sean had moved his toiletries back into it. Hoping that meant he was over his pique at me, I went looking for him. However, his new office over our garage was empty. Going back inside, I phoned The Couples Clinic in Birkdale and made an appointment for the following week for Sean and myself.
After that, I cleaned my house again. It had only been four days since I'd done it, so it didn't take me long. By midday, I sat at the breakfast bar with an apricot and apple smoothie, wondering if I still had a marriage. I'd only been sitting for a few minutes when Kristy drove up and parked. She came inside and asked if she could have a smoothie, too, so I swiftly made her one. Johnny arrived not long after that, and I made him a steak sandwich.
Johnny had barely finished his sandwich when the distinctive growl of Sean's Audi Avant sounded as he backed into our garage. He came into the kitchen and hugged his kids. I'd begun making him a steak sandwich when I heard his car, so I handed it to him on a plate a few minutes later.
Sean smiled, said, "Thank you," and sat at the breakfast bar. I glared at our kids, and they took the hint and left the kitchen. I waited until my husband had eaten his meal before neutrally saying, "We have an appointment with Burt Summers next Thursday at The Couples Clinic at Birkdale. Assuming you still want to work on fixing our problems."
Sean looked at me levelly before saying, "I want to, Katie. I love you and want to believe you, but I'm struggling to get past seeing another man's cock inside you in my mind. It's tearing me apart, Katie, but I don't want our marriage to end."
"So it's okay for you to fuck north of one hundred women, Sean, but not okay for me to have a rapist's penis inside me? Your dick going inside a hundred-plus women's vaginas is okay, and I have to put up with it, but four rapist's cocks inside me means I'm no longer good enough for you?"
Sean winced and hung his head but refused to answer.
I was tempted to tell him about the six cocks I'd had inside me since Thursday morning but decided I was only being vindictive. So, sighing, I said, "Fine. I see your stuff is back in the en suite. Does that mean we're sleeping in the same bed again?"
Sean looked at me guiltily and replied, "I moved your stuff to the guestroom, Katie. Obviously, your wardrobe won't all fit in there, so if you need anything, you'll have to get it from the main bedroom, but all your makeup, personal hygiene items, typical day-to-day wear, and underwear are in the main guestroom upstairs."
Devastated, I turned and silently walked up to the guestroom. Tears leaked from my eyes as I walked, but I resolutely refused to cry as I strode from the room. Of course, I immediately broke down when I got in there and fell to the floor. Grasping deep breaths when I could, I leant against the door and sobbed like I'd never done before.

End of Chapter 8.

Coming next: The Mother and Child Reunion.
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'Urgh!' Jemima Starr thought as she tossed her vibrator away, her clitoris throbbing and aching with need and her juices slowly leaking from her tight, slippery pussy. For fifteen minutes, she'd been fantasising and picturing her and her husband's latest conquest. But that was a month ago now, and the fantasy had run its course, no longer inflaming her mind and causing rocketing orgasms to flood through her tightly toned and muscled body.
She looked to where her husband slept. His head back, lying on his back, snoring fit to rattle the windows. She shook her head, 'He's still as gorgeous as when I married him ten years ago,' she thought. 'And still as dumb as a post.' Jemima pulled the quilt back, her eyes running over her husband, Cillian (pronounced Kill-e-an) O'Brien —first-generation Irish/Australian. Born only three days after his parents arrived from Belfast, intent on creating a new life for themselves away from the troubles in their hometown. A Roman Catholic father married to a Protestant mother. Yup, Belfast was still not the place to be in that kind of marriage.
Idly playing with her soaking pussy, Jemima remembered spotting him across the bar in that Melbourne student joint. Five years younger than her but seemingly chiselled from granite. Tall, taller than her, that was an added bonus. Lean, with barely an ounce of fat on him. Hung like a fucking racehorse! But that was something she found out later that night. Cillian played AFL. When she met him, he had a contract with The Melbourne Demons, but Cillian didn't quite crack the big show, playing only three senior games during his three-year career.
Jemima looked down at her body. She smiled, realising that although she was in her mid-thirties, she was in the peak of her beauty and looks. Jemima was tall, over 185 cm. Her body was almost as lean and chiselled as her husband's, except her curves were unmistakably feminine. Large, firm 16C breasts, a toned but sexily curved stomach that begged to be kissed, and what Cillian's dad called 'child-bearing hips. Her ass was tight and rounded, and her legs long and shapely, with no sign of the cellulite that haunted her mother and older sister.
Jemima closed her eyes, and the memories came. Born Jemima Khan to Indian immigrants in Melbourne's South East. The last of seven children. Five boys, all now university-educated and spread across all of the most esteemed professions: two doctors, one a neonatal surgeon, another a heart specialist. Two lawyers, both in criminal defence, and the third brother was an accountant—a senior partner in Deloitte's Australia.
Then, her older sister, Madhuri and she. Madhuri, as expected, allowed the arranged marriage to the cricketer Zaheer Khan (no relation). Jemima refused her match and was kicked out of the inner family for doing so. Only her beloved oldest brother, Jaspirit and her mother, Waheeda, still saw her on a regular basis as Jemima was now treated like a wayward cousin that had darkened and brought shame on the family name.
Jemima was gorgeous, and she had to acknowledge that. When Jemima had visited Mumbai, she'd had dozens, maybe even hundreds of 'admirers' following her, all calling 'Tabu, Tabu!' They thought she was the famous Bollywood actress Tabassum Fatima Hashmi, better known as Tabu. Jemima had no idea how they were confused because she didn't see the resemblance. Jemima was bigger than her apparent doppelganger in almost every way. Taller, heavier, and with much larger breasts, waist and hips. However, basking in the reflected glory and smiling at her 'adoring fans' was nice.
Jemima had thought of changing her last name when her father banished her from the house. Then, when she'd started a soft porn profile on 'PornHub', she invented the name Starr to save her parents further embarrassment. When she met her husband, Jemima had over five thousand subscribers and earned more than six figures a year selling her videos. PornHub had pleaded with her on numerous occasions to do hard porn. But her faux-lesbian movies, which only showed breasts and the top of her neatly trimmed bush, made her so much Jemima couldn't see the point.
Circling her clit, Jemima thought of trying to wake her husband again. She loved the big, dumb lug, but he didn't make her pussy throb like some of her female companions did. Cillian was a gifted lover, however. He was attentive and loved using his tongue on her. Those were the times Jemima could almost always get off. Holding her husband's head tightly to her snatch, Jemima could close her eyes and imagine it was the soft lips and tongue of a woman that delved deeply into her wanton pussy.
Because she was bisexual with a preference for women, she didn't make love to her husband as often as Cillian wanted. It had nearly caused the dissolution of her marriage, especially because they had no children yet. Cillian wanted them and blamed her for their absence. But Jemima had gotten herself tested, and she was not to blame. After those tests, she'd taken a sample of her husband's semen to have tested. It showed that Cillian wasn't infertile, but his 'swimmer numbers' were reduced compared to a typical sample, and they weren't as active as sperm should generally be. However, telling her husband would only create even more friction than they already had.
Jemima needed another plan. One that would give her what she wanted, a woman's touch, but gave Cillian what he wanted —better sex more often. The next time she was on a 'girl's night out', Jemima picked up a sexy young thing and brought her home for Cillian to share. To her surprise, watching her husband's massive cock split the beautiful little slut she'd taken home apart excited her more than anything before.
Jemima loved porn, and she now delved into the genre of cuckqueans —the female version of a cuckold. Only Cillian didn't bring home women to fuck in front of Jemima, forcing her to watch. Jemima went bar hopping alone and brought the youngest, sexiest legal-aged women she could attract home for her husband to fuck. Jemima lay on the bed, revelling in the sensual sexual action before her as she masturbated and waited. Then, after her husband had dumped his massive load inside the screaming with pleasure girl's pussy, Jemima would delight in eating it from her cunt.
Giving in to the inevitable, Jemima swung her long, toned legs out of bed and strutted to their en suite. It was time to go hunting. Time to find another object of lust she could present to her husband. Then, if the girl was keen, Jemima would help her husband fuck the young woman before eating his watery seed from the young woman's snatch. Jemima's pussy throbbed as she stepped into the almost scorching shower water and prepared herself to go out. It was barely 10:00 pm on Saturday. The party girls would only just be heading out, looking for prey.
An hour later, Jemima was ready. She turned back and forth in front of her mirror, admiring her taut ass and long, shapely legs in the mirror. Her unfettered, large, and firm breasts swayed and gently bounced as she swung, and she knew she'd drive the boys and girls wild tonight. Her bright yellow mini dress glowed against her milk chocolate skin, emphasising her supremely womanly shape. Jemima lifted her foot and smiled at the 7-inch tie-leg strappy heels she wore. The heels made her sexy ass protrude, and her muscly calves pop. Her pussy throbbed as she anticipated picking up tonight.
Jemima's phone dinged. Looking down, she saw that her Uber ride had arrived. With a final glance at her sleeping husband, Jemima marched out the door and got in the car. Purposefully, she let her dress skirt ride up her leg, showing the driver a generous amount of her outer upper thigh. She inwardly smiled as she saw her driver's crotch instantly tent.
The driver asked for her destination. It was already in his system, and Jemima knew that. However, she guessed people often changed their minds, so she confirmed she was headed for The Fox Hotel in Collingwood. This pub was run by a lesbian couple and catered for a variety of patrons, from straight to gay and bisexual. Lesbians, crossdressers and transpeople frequented this hotel, too. Jemima briefly considered trying to attract a pretty, feminine transgirl but dismissed the idea because she wasn't sure if her husband would cope, freak out or enjoy.
Reaching her destination, Jemima pulled open the door and strode in. Those nearest the door were stunned into silence as the very epitome of beauty strolled into their midst. However, Jemima was used to this attention, so she took no notice as the noise rose when people resumed their conversations.
She took her place at the bar, waiting for her turn to order a drink. Twice, men smiled at her, trying to catch her eye. Both times, Jemima grimaced and shook her head. Cock she could get at home anytime she wanted, and with a much greater length and girth than these mere mortals could possibly have.
"An expresso martini, please," Jemima requested when the bullish-looking woman serving her part of the bar looked at her.
The woman openly admired Jemima before saying, "Coming right up. I've only made one once before, though, so it might take some time."
"I don't mind waiting," Jemima smilingly answered, leaning forward to give the appreciative barkeep a long look down her deeply cut cleavage line, the edges of which barely covered Jemima's puffy nipples. Jemima briefly considered allowing the masculine-looking woman to pick her up and not taking someone back for Cillian. She hadn't had a butch lesbian in many years, and she missed their powerful presence in her life.
"You here alone?" Her barkeep asked as she began assembling what she needed to make Jemima's drink.
"Not for long," Jemima winked.
"Honey, you could have your pick of the bar," the powerfully built woman behind the bar stated. "My name's Leslie. My friends call me Leslie the Lezzie." She held her hand out.
Jemima took Leslie's hand and casually ran her middle finger along its palm before she lowered her head and lightly kissed its back before softly tonguing between Leslie's first and second fingers. "Not tonight, my dear," Jemima regretfully said. "But, the next time my husband is away for the weekend, I'll come and look you up."
"Anytime," Leslie averred, arousal evident on her mannish-looking face. "I typically work here Thursday to Sunday, but I can take off early when you're ready for me."
"Maybe next month," Jemima said. "My husband and his old playing crew often take off to Bali that month."
"I hope to see more of you tonight," Leslie stated, reluctantly pulling her hand back so she could complete making Jemima's cocktail. Finished, she handed it to Jemima.
Jemima took a sip of the drink. "Perfect," she smiled as she turned away, looking to see if she could spot a potential target.
"Yes!" Someone shrieked from Jemima's left. Jemima looked in that direction and saw a gorgeous young woman holding a pool cue and pumping her fist. "I win!" She crowed. "You have to take your panties off and put them on the table!"
Jemima studied the girl, but the first thing Jemima saw was that she wore a bridal veil pinned to her hair. She smiled to herself as she considered seducing the young woman, who was clearly at her bachelorette party. 'A final fling before she marries. Who knows? Maybe even her first lesbian experience,' Jemima thought. She knew that many hen parties chose The Fox as their venue because of its primarily LGBTQI clientele. Gay guys often loved hanging with girls, but they didn't try to pick them up. Meaning the hotel was safe for the girls to let their hair down.
Jemima watched the buxom young woman dancing a little jig as the rest of her crew chanted, "Off, off, off!" at the losing woman.
"Who said I had any on to start with?" The other pool player protested.
"Let's see, then." The winner stated before she grabbed the other woman's skirt hem and lifted it above what Jemima saw was a spectacular ass.
"Jenny!" The losing woman shrieked, spinning around and wriggling her hips, trying to pull her skirt down over her shapely bottom.
"You do have knickers on!" 'Jenny' exclaimed, now trying to pull her friend's G-string off as the other woman struggled to cover herself.
"Fine!" The other pool player huffed before lifting her skirt above her waist, taking hold of her panties and lowering them along her leanly muscled legs. Stepping out of them, the woman unabashedly pirouetted around, letting everyone see her tightly trimmed snatch, swinging the panties on her finger above her head. The panties slipped off her finger and landed between Jemima's breasts. "Oops. Shit!" The woman gasped, blushing bright red.
Jemima laughed along with everyone else in the bar. Then, to tease the young woman, Jemima picked them out of her cleavage, held them to her nose and appreciatively sniffed before tucking them into her handbag.
The bar erupted into cheers as Jemima turned back to the bar. Leslie winked at her and handed her another cocktail. "On the house," Leslie stated. "Boss' orders for being such a good sport."
Jemima turned back to the room but couldn't spot the young woman whose panties she'd purloined. The 'bride' leant over the pool table, lining up a shot. Jemima admired the lush breasts that appeared to be about to burst from the woman's top. Smiling, Jemima carried her dink into the midst of the gaggle.
"Can anyone challenge the table?" She casually asked.
"Sure," the 'bride' acknowledged. "It's a public table. All you have to do is put your coin on the table beside the slot, and when it's your turn, you're up."
Jemima looked to see where the woman gestured and saw ten coins already lined up. She grinned at the gaggle and said, "I challenge each and every one of you to a game of strip pool. The loser of each rack has to remove a piece of clothing. Me? I'm wearing these heels and this dress. That's all. Are you game?"
Unfortunately, none of the gaggle would accept Jemima's bet, so she placed her coin and returned to the bar.
Leslie the Lezzy tried chatting her up as she served drinks, but Jemima's mind was on procuring a woman to take home to her husband. Her pussy ached as she yearned to see Cillian's huge dick opening some young slut's pussy lips. She longed to drink his slippery spend from his lover's cunt, relishing their combined flavours. However, the only women who seemed interested were more on the lesbian side of bisexuality.
Only once had Jemima been fooled by a woman who insisted she was bisexual, but when Jemima got her home, the woman refused to allow Cillian even to touch her, let alone fuck her. Jemima made the best of a disappointing situation and put on an erotic show for her husband with the young woman. But eating pussy without Cillian's seed spilling from it just wasn't the same.
"May I have my knickers back, please?" A sweet, young voice spoke beside her.
Jemima turned and smiled at the gorgeous young woman, her pussy already tingling as she imagined how she would taste. "I appear to have forgotten to wear any," Jemima straight-facedly answered. "I put them on to cover my old, fat, saggy ass."
The girl giggled, "I doubt that there's even a gram of fat on you," she denied. "In fact, you seem at least as toned and fit as I am."
Jemima pulled the panties from her handbag and held them to her nose again. Deciding to take a chance, Jemima said, "I'd like to taste this from its source."
The beautiful young woman's eyes hooded, and she asked, "You're a lesbian?"
Jemima shook her head and replied, "I'm a married bisexual with a preference for women."
"You're married to a woman?" The girl asked. Same-sex marriages have been legalised in Australia since December 2017.
Jemima shook her head again, "No, I'm married to a man. A damned sexy one, even if he is as dumb as a box full of hammers."
"You cruising for pussy behind his back?"
Not sensing any disgust or withdrawal from the girl, Jemima reached out and tucked an errant hair behind the woman's ear. "No," she replied. "I'm looking for a sweet young thing to take home as a present for him."
The girl's eyes widened, "He makes you do this?"
"Oh, lawd, no," Jemima exclaimed. "I love watching his big, rock-hard cock splitting some fresh young thing's punani open, and I adore seeing him dump a full load of cum into her before I lick and suck it out."
"Fuck, that sounds hot!" The young woman exclaimed. She held her hand out, "I'm Angela. My friends call me either Ange or A2."
"A2?" Jemima queried, taking the young woman's hand and lightly kissing its back.
"My mum is Angela, too. Therefore, A2."
"I'm Jemima," Jemima added. "My friends don't call my name; they scream it ecstatically."
"All your friends all the time?" Ange teased. "That must get embarrassing on the bus!"
"Hah!" Jemima spat with mock haughtiness. "As if I'm putting this divine face and figure on a bus!"
Ange delightedly laughed as she took Jemima's other hand in hers. Then, dragging Jemima to the small dance floor where some reggae beats were playing from the jukebox, Angela pressed her lissom body to Jemima's and began to dance.
Taking the hint, Jemima cupped Angela's ass and pulled her tightly to her. Then, letting the beat wash over her, Jemima moved to its insistent cadence, Ange following her every movement, keeping her tight young body pressed closely against Jemima. Ange wrapped her arms around Jemima's neck and swayed with her. A2's eyes were hooded, lust for her older dance partner evident on her young face.
"Tell me about your husband and what you want to do," Angela demanded, grinding her pussy against the taller woman.
"My husband, Cillian, is a tall, lean, gorgeous hunk of a man," Jemima described. "He works hard at his labouring job and looks after me as well as he can. But, unfortunately, he's thicker than a lump of two by four. I love the big lug, though. He's good on the inside, you know?"
"What do you do?" Ange asked. "Do you work?"
Jemima nodded, "I'm a radiographer at The Children's Hospital," she explained, ignoring her 'extracurricular activities' in the porn industry.
"That has to be tough," Ange declared, moving her hands onto Jemima's upper arms, her thumbs touching the older woman's nipples.
"Sometimes," Jemima admitted. "Especially when you find bad news like a cancer or something."
"I've never been with a woman before," Angela suddenly blurted. "I'm not a virgin, but I've only been with a couple of men. Neither of them were ... satisfying, if you will."
"Would you like to try being with a woman?" Jemima asked, extremely aware of the heat pressing against her entrance, emanating from the beautiful young woman in her arms.
"Only you, or do I get to play with your husband, too?" Ange asked.
"I want to watch my husband's humungous dick ploughing your slutty cunt open," Jemima stated, squeezing the girl tightly and grinding her pussy against her. "I want to watch Cillian fill your fuck hole with his seed, and then I want to eat it from you. Then, if you're willing, I'd like to see my husband take your ass."
"I've never had anal, either," Angela pointed out.
"A night of firsts for you, then, if you'd like to, little one," Jemima purred.
"Let me tell Jenny that I'm going with you, then let's blow this joint," A2 gasped, letting Jemima go.
Jemima turned to the bullish-looking lesbian behind the bar and handed her a card. "Next month, after the eighteenth and before the month's end, call me," she stated before winking and looking for her latest conquest.
Jemima appraised her young friend. Jemima knew that Angela had to be over eighteen because the bouncers at The Fox carded people severely. Maybe an extremely well-crafted fake ID could get through, but it seemed unlikely because most of the girl gaggle looked to be closer to thirty than twenty. Although the bride, Jenny's assets were well-developed and enticingly displayed, Jemima thought the thinner, more muscular Angela had her beaten, hands down.



High, peach-sized breasts sat proudly on A2's chest. Not only would a pencil drop between Ange's breasts, but an entire ruler would slide between them without touching either globe. Although the young woman was shorter than Jemima, she was still tall for a woman. Around the 175 cm mark, Jemima thought. Ange was slender but well-toned and quite muscular in her arms, butt and long legs.
Jemima ached to taste the gorgeous, raven-haired beauty and hoped Angela drove Cillian wild. If she did, Jemima knew he'd bind her (Jemima's) hands and feet behind her back and make her lie on her side as he took Angela. Cillian would use all of his extensive love-making skills to drive Jemima's friend to rapturous heights, and only then would he let Jemima join in. By then, even though she was bound and could only watch, Jemima would have numerous minor orgasms as she revelled in her husband's prowess with another woman.
Angela returned, her eyes bright and eager. "Ready when you are," she said.
Jemima's phone bleeped as if on cue, informing her that their Uber ride was outside. She linked her arm through the stunning woman's and gaily tripped out into the car. The ride back to her house in Brighton wasn't that long, and Jemima wondered if Cillian had even noticed her absence yet.
On the way home, Jemima couldn't help herself. She was all over the young woman, giving the excited Uber driver many sexual images and memories he would masturbate to for years to come. Jemima took A2's left hand and guided it inside her dress top and onto her firm C-cup breasts. To Jemima's delight, Ange's fingers circled her nipples immediately, sending throbbing passion swirling into her nether regions.
Tentatively, at first, Jemima cupped Angela's peach-sized breasts and ran her thumbs lightly over Ange's nipples. A2 moaned and turned her head to lock her lips with Jemima. Ange moaned again as she felt Jemima's tongue brush across her bee-stung lips, seeking entry. Angela opened her mouth and lifted her tongue to join Jemima's. The two gorgeous women exchanged a soul-searing kiss as the flabbergasted driver tried to watch, struggling to control the car.
Seconds later, or so it seemed to the two entwined women, the driver said, "We're here."
"What?" Jemima said before looking out the window, "Oh," she added. "Thank you."
"The pleasure was all mine," the driver smilingly answered, knowing nobody would believe his story.
Jemima climbed out of the car before helping Ange out. She admired A2's glistening pussy lips as Angela followed her out. Out of the car, Angela looked at the imposing two-story home before her. "Are you sure this is a good idea, Jem?" She asked. "What if your husband's pissy about you bringing me home?"
Jemima grinned and said, "Cillian is an outstanding lover, honey. He will make love to you so well that you'll scream his name to the sky many times tonight."
"Make love to me?" Angela doubtfully questioned. "You mean you as you make love to me, right?"
"No, baby girl," Jemima reassured her. "Cillian, hopefully, will tie me up and make me watch as you and he fuck like rabbits."
"You like watching your husband fucking other women?" Ange disbelievingly asked.
"Fuck, yes!" Jemima averred. "Makes me hotter than an egg on the grill. But the best part is that I get to eat his cum out of your pussy afterwards. Then he'll fuck me, and you can return the favour if you want."
"Gawd, that sounds so hot," A2 moaned, pressing her body against Jemima's and kissing her passionately.
"Sure does," Jemima agreed, taking Ange's hand and leading her to the front door.
Inside, Jemima hushed her young friend and began removing her clothes. A simple task given all that Jemima wore was her dress and heels. Angela's eyes widened, but she also quickly divested herself of everything she had on. Jemima still had her knickers, but Ange also wore a top, bra, skirt and sneakers. Naked, the girls crept upstairs to Jemima's bedroom.
Jemima grinned at Angela at the door and whispered, "Ready?" Angela nervously grabbed Jemima's hand and nodded. So, flinging the door open and flicking on the light, Jemima strode into the room, dragging A2 with her. She announced loudly, "Honey, I'm home! And I brought you a present!"
"Oh FFS, Jemima," Cillian grumbled, shielding his eyes from the sudden light as he sat up. "When did you sneak off?"
"After you told me you were too tired to fuck me and only wanted a blowjob," Jemima partially bitched. "You didn't do anything to help me out, and I was horny. So when you fell asleep, I went hunting," she turned to Angela and spread her hands with a flourish. "And, ta-dah!"
Cillian rubbed his eyes and took in the naked teenager. 'Wow!' He thought. 'Jem's outdone herself this time.'
Ange studied Cillian almost as avidly as Cillian measured her. When he'd sat up, the falling quilt had exposed Cillian's broad, muscular, freshly waxed chest. His shoulders were wider than any she'd ever seen. His flat six-pack stomach also set her heart fluttering and juices running.
Ange's eyes flicked from Cillian to Jemima and back again. Two sexier people she'd never met. 'It's like meeting Brad Pitt and Jennifer Lopez,' she thought. 'Only real.' She wasn't sure what to do, but Cillian pulled the quilt aside before she could gather her wits and swung his feet out of bed. Angela gasped as she saw Cillian's massive, swiftly inflating cock bouncing as he stood and strode across to her. 'Jemima wasn't kidding!' Ange thought, her pussy shuddering in anticipation of feeling that massive thing entering her tight pussy. 'He's huge!'
Cillian took Angela's hands before slowly spinning her around, his eyes avidly devouring A2's gorgeous form. "Get your cuffs," Cillian demanded of Jemima.
Jemima quickly walked to her dresser and took out three items: Leather hand and feet cuffs plus a connecting chain. Without being told, she locked them onto her wrists and ankles. Then, returning to Cillian's side, she knelt and presented the chain to him.
"On your stomach on the bed," Cillian growled, and Jemima swiftly complied. Cillian briefly released Angela to connect the chain to Jemima's cuffs, leaving her in the 'hog-tied' position. Satisfied she was secured, Cillian turned back to Angela.
Angela stared wide-eyed at how readily Jemima had surrendered herself to Cillian, and fresh arousal poured from her eager pussy. Cillian touched her face softly. Ange's eyes closed, and she seemed almost to purr. Angela wasn't a virgin, but her current lovers could be counted on less than one hand. She'd often fantasised about making love to a woman and submitting to a strong, powerful man, but this was her first experience at doing so.
Looking at Jemima lying on the bed, Jemima's eyes bright and avidly watching, Angela's pussy throbbed, and her nipples turned crinkly hard, her arousal evident in their perfection. 'I want this,' Angela realised. She wanted to put on a show for the gorgeous older woman who had so easily seduced her. Angela wanted that woman's husband's big, thick cock buried in her slutty cunt, pumping it full of his seed. And she ached to feel Jemima licking and sucking it back out.
"Kneel," Cillian commanded, exerting pressure on Angela's shoulders. Her legs trembling, an anxious, anticipatory shiver shaking her body, A2 complied. She first looked down and then submissively back up at her man. Then, her eyes drawn to the massive dick before her, Ange licked her lips, stuck her tongue out and touched it to the eye, tasting the precum drooling there.
"Eager little slut, aren't you?" Cillian crooned as he held his cock and slapped Angela's lips, nose and eyes with it. "Tell me how badly you want to taste this monster."
Angela gazed at Cillian uncertainly, but when she saw his mouth flicker with a tiny smile, she knew that virtually anything she said would be acceptable. "Please, Lord Cillian," she tried. "I long to taste your sweet seed. May I suck your magnificent cock?"
Cillian threw his head back and roared with laughter, "Oh, Jemima, Jemima," he chortled. "You've outdone yourself with this one!" Looking down at A2, he smiled and said, "Of course, you may, little one. Show me your skills. How much can you take before you gag, do you think?"
Angela didn't know, but she was keen to find out. Straightening off her knees so she could reach Cillian's enormous, throbbing member with her mouth, Ange wrapped her delicate hand around the base of Cillian's shaft and kissed the tip. Then, opening her mouth wider, Angela slowly sucked Cillian into her mouth.
"Good girl," Cillian cooed, watching his bound wife moaning and writhing on the bed as she watched this gorgeous young woman suck her husband's thick cock. Cillian loved the beautiful Indian woman he'd met and married so quickly. Back when they met, Cillian believed he was destined for AFL greatness. After all, he was barely nineteen and already had a three-year contract playing for one of the land's oldest, most powerful and venerated clubs.
However, things hadn't quite panned out as Cillian thought. He tried. Gave it everything he had, in fact. But he was always that step slow in the contests, always a second too slow to intuit the correct direction to run or where to place himself to receive a pass or kick. Cillian was frustrated but unsurprised when, at the end of his contract, the club didn't renew. Without much hope, he put himself up for the secondary draft. Unfortunately, his fears were realised, and he went undrafted.
In despair, he turned to his wife, believing he'd failed her and she would leave him. To his surprise and unending delight, Jemima accepted his 'failure' and supported Cillian's attempt to reintegrate into 'civilian' life. Even though Cillian was now 'only' a labourer, Jemima continued to love him just as she had when he seemed to have the world at his feet. The only bug-bear was their lack of children. Cillian suspected the problem was with him because he knew his parents had had trouble conceiving him and his sister, but he couldn't face another 'failure' if it were him, so he refused to get tested and blamed Jemima.
With those thoughts spiralling through his mind, he eagerly watched as Jemima's latest 'gift' tried to swallow his entire shaft. As he watched, he fondly recalled the first night his wife had brought another woman home. Some of his teammates cheated behind their partners' backs. Cillian knew this, and although he didn't judge, he didn't approve. But then, after a training session, he'd returned home to find his wife waiting for him, naked in bed, with another woman. Initially, his heart had sunk, thinking his older, sexily gorgeous wife had been a closet lesbian all this time.
Then, to his surprise, the young woman threw the quilt back, exposing that she'd tied Jemima hand and foot. His wife grinned guiltily at him, "Enjoy your present, honey," she said. Uncertain he'd want to play. Jemima had carefully kept secret from her family and husband that she was bisexual.
The need for a woman's touch had overwhelmed her in the supermarket after accidentally bumping into the woman who now shared her bed. Staring lustfully at the stunningly beautiful young woman, Jemima asked if she'd like to get a drink. Two hours later, the shopping trolley left forgotten in the store, Jemima brought the young woman home.
Earlier, over a drink, Jemima had confessed that she wanted to see her sexy hunk of a man, fuck another woman and then wanted to taste his cum as it ran from her freshly filled cunt. The nineteen-year-old, overcome with lust for the stunning Indian woman before her, readily agreed and accompanied Jemima home. Her name was Anna, and her eyes widened before they hooded with desire when Jemima explained that she wanted to be tied and made only to watch and not participate.
Jemima had no bondage gear, but Anna fashioned ties from two pairs of Jemima's nylons and had hidden the neatly trussed older woman under the quilt, ready for Cillian's arrival. Cillian, even though he was intensely enjoying his blowjob, chuckled as he remembered his body shaking like a leaf as he knelt on the bed where he heard Jemima say, "I want to watch you fuck her, baby. Fuck her, cum in her slutty cunt, then let me eat it from her."
Cillian had turned doubtfully to the young woman, uncertain he should proceed. Anna had different ideas, though. She leapt at him and wrestled him to the bed. Before Cillian could think, his massively thick, eight-inch todger was sliding into a very tight, extremely wet pussy.
"Yes!' Anna crooned. "Now fuck me, you muscly brute!"
So, Cillian had. He fucked her with everything he had, staring at his wife the entire time. To his utter amazement, it seemed Jemima orgasmed several times as she watched her husband fuck the young woman she'd brought home. Astounded, Cillian lost control when Anna bit his neck and screamed in his ear, his watery seed erupting into the screaming woman as Jemima climaxed again.
Anna climbed off Cillian's slowly deflating cock and swiftly lowered her dripping pussy onto his wife's face. Cillian's cock returned to fully erect almost immediately as his stunned brain watched Jemima gleefully and eagerly lick and suck his semen from Anna's nubile body.
Seeing Cillian was erect again, Anna pleaded, "Fuck me as Jemima eats my cunt, baby. I need to cum again."
Refocusing on the beautiful young woman before him, Cillian gasped as he realised the inexperienced girl had swallowed two-thirds of his enormous cock. Only Jemima had ever taken as much at her first attempt.
"Oh, fuck, baby," Jemima gasped as another petite orgasm flowed over her. "She's so talented!"
"Yes, she is," Cillian agreed as he held Angela's head and moved her from his cock. He ignored Ange's soft protest and helped her to her feet. "Would you like to feel Jem's tongue on your pussy as I fuck you?" He asked.
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" A2 moaned, her pussy flooding with her arousal. Ange hadn't experienced Sapphic love before today, but the gorgeous milk chocolate-skinned middle-aged Indian woman had her pussy frothing like never before. Then, when she added in the sexily chiselled handsome man, too, Angela's libido was red-lining. If Cillian had asked, she'd have immediately offered up her virgin ass. In fact, Ange hoped she'd feel that massive organ in all three of her love holes this night, as it was her greatest fantasy.
Cillian picked Angela up as if she weighed less than a feather and placed her on her side on the bed facing Jemima. He moved behind her and lifted her right leg, exposing Ange's sopping pussy to his wife's gaze. Jemima moaned as she watched her husband's giant tool appear from beneath A2's perineum and its dripping head probe at Ange's entrance.
With a moan that matched Jemima's, Angela reached between her legs and guided Cillian inside her. She shuddered and moaned again as Cillian's massive log opened her cunt wider than it had ever been before. Cillian slid as much of his long, thick pole into the young woman as was possible from this angle. He then waited until Ange was accustomed to having a cock as long and wide as his inside her.
Ange lay still, shuddering, as numerous minor orgasms flooded her mind and pussy. 'Full,' she thought. 'I've never felt this full before. Cillian's cock seems to touch every millimetre of my vulva, and every time he moves, it stimulates my G-spot.' A2 grabbed a deep breath to scream the first of what she knew would be many climaxes, but before she could, she felt Jemima's soft lips descending onto her throbbing clitoris.
"Fuck!" Angela gasped, expelling the huge breath she'd taken. She lay there momentarily stunned by the sudden, intense sensation on her sweet little clit. Before she could come to grips with the feelings in her cunt, Cillian pulled partially out of her before slamming back in. "Fuck!" She exclaimed again. "I ..." Whatever she was about to say was lost when Jemima sucked hard on her love nub and lashed it with her tongue.
Screaming, A2 creamed onto Jemima's beautiful face. She'd never squirted before. Until now, Angela believed the stories of women squirting were tall tales told by women with weak bladders. But the fluids that exploded from her were not from her urethra. Instead, they burst from inside her cunt and soaked her first female lover.
Cillian stroked into Angela as he waited for her to regather her wits. When he felt Ange moving with him again, he shifted to his knees, moving A2 onto her hands and knees in front of him. Jemima rolled with them, lying awkwardly on her legs and arms but keen to watch her adored husband ploughing open her latest conquest. Would she ever tire of bringing home young women for her husband to fuck as she watched? Jemima didn't know, but she hoped not.
"Lower your cunt onto my slut's lips," Cillian demanded. Moaning, Ange did exactly that. She moaned again as she felt Jemima's lips glue to her clit and Jem's tongue battering her love button.
Holding A2's hips firmly, Cillian began to fuck the eager young woman with long, powerful strokes. He'd pull all but the tip of his long pole from her depths before ripping her back as he slammed his cock back into her. Angela grunted and moaned as Cillian's hips smacked into her tightly toned ass, and his cock's head bounced against her cervix.
Her orgasm peaked with the exquisite pain she felt as, for the first time in her young life, she climbed towards an orgasm with a cock inside her tight pussy. Ange had gotten off with two of her three previous lovers, but only after they'd used their tongues on her. Now, she raced towards her climax with wild abandon, knowing with Jemima's mouth on her succulent pussy, her orgasm would shake her to her core.
Angela was there, her orgasm was on her, but she didn't, wouldn't, couldn't take the final leap. The feeling of pleasure was too great, and she didn't want it to end. Plus, she could feel Cillian's gigantic cock stretching and filling inside her, and she knew he would cum with her. Ange's meagre experience told her that once Cillian had splashed his cum inside her, he would roll off and fall asleep. Angela wanted, she needed, more. This climax would never be enough, and she knew it, so she hesitated, holding back, trying to extend the moment of absolute bliss.
But, before A2 could gain complete control of her rampant libido, Cillian fell forward onto her back, crushing her sweet, young pussy against Jemima. His hands snaked across her rib cage and descended onto her big, firm breasts. Grabbing her nipples, Cillian pulled back and slammed into her. Only this time, when his magnificent cock crashed into her cervix, Cillian mercilessly twisted Ange's nipples, and he commanded, "Stop holding back and cum, you cock loving slut!"
"Fuuuuucccckkkkk!!!!" Angela screamed as her pussy pulsed, spasmed and ejected her juices all over Jemima's beautiful face, covering her eyes, nose and forehead with fluid.
Jemima licked, gulped and swallowed as quickly as she could, revelling in the young woman's taste. A taste she knew would only get better because she could hear the tell-tale huffing sounds her husband made when he was about to cum. "Arrrggghhh!" Cillian groaned as his cock's head swelled and hardened before spitting its watery load deep into the thrashing teenager beneath him.
Knowing what his wife wanted, Cillian immediately backed out of the youngster, allowing his cum to burst from Ange's pussy and coat Jemima. Grinning as he heard his wife's continual orgasmic moans as she gobbled his sperm from Ange's cunt, he helped roll Angela onto her side so Jemima could get comfortable and clean his spend up.
Cillian gripped his massive dong and tugged it as he watched Jemima devouring their newest lover's pussy. Curious about what the teenager would do, Cillian turned her and positioned her mouth close to Jemima's pulsing and fluttering pussy lips. He watched as Angela's eyes opened, and she gazed at the matted pussy hairs before her. Ange's eyes closed, and a deep, guttural groan poured from her mouth. Then, Angela unhesitatingly dipped her head down and kissed Jemima's pussy.



Jemima's eyes flew up to meet Cillian's. Then, with a groan to match A2's, Jemima thrust her pussy at the eagerly questing but inexperienced mouth kissing her vulva. Deciding she liked the taste, Angela pushed her tongue out and tasted the juices flowing from her older lover's cunt. Jemima's moan encouraged her, and Ange began licking and sucking eagerly. She continued her assault on Jemima's sticky pussy for quite some time before she remembered how delightful having Jemima suckle her clitoris was. So, lifting her head slightly, she sucked her lover's love button into her mouth, bit it lightly and lashed it with her tongue.
Jemima rewarded her immediately by screaming an orgasm into A2's pussy. The sudden exhalation of hot air over Angela's clit startled her into another orgasm, and she splattered Jemima's face with another pussy juice eruption.
It was all too exciting for Cillian, and he pulled Angela up onto her hands and knees roughly. Smacking A2's firm ass, Cillian positioned his throbbing cock back at her entrance and rammed it home, filling Ange up with one vicious stroke.
"Fuuuucccckkkk!" Angela howled as Cillian's dick banged against her cervix, and his balls bounced off her clit. "Fuuuuuucccckkkk!" She screamed again as she launched into another climactic event. Then, seeing Jemima struggling to move close enough to see Cillian fucking her, Angela, with strength she didn't know she had grabbed Jemima's ankle and dragged her until her (Jemima's) pussy was under her nose. A2 allowed Jem to roll onto her side, and then she turned her head and shoved her mouth back onto the older woman's soaking cunt, lapping at her flowing juices.
Angela revelled in the exquisite feelings Cillian's pounding dick was eliciting from her gaping pussy. She wondered if sex got any better than this, but then she felt Jemima's husband's thumb on her chocolate star, insistently pressing, demanding entry. With a groan, A2 relaxed her sphincter and let the probing thumb open her ass. Ange had experimented with using plugs in her tight ass as she fingered her cunt. She liked it, but that was a candle against a searchlight when compared to the lascivious, dirty sexual desires Jemima's husband exploring her virgin ass gave her.
Angela groaned into Jemima's pussy as she felt Cillian forcing two fingers into her cunt beside his throbbing cock. The fingers delightfully stretched her, and the intense feeling set off another pussy juice explosion, wetting Jemima's already soaking face further. Satisfied his fingers were sufficiently lubricated, Cillian pulled his thumb from A2's ass and inserted those two fingers.
Her vocabulary seemingly limited to one drawn-out word, Angela moaned, "Fuuuucccckkk!" again, orgasmed, and unknowingly bit Jemima's clit hard. The sudden pain amongst all the pleasure shocked Jemima into an orgasm, and her squeal joined Ange's loudly exclaimed utterance.
Cillian took advantage of Angela's post-orgasmic relaxed high to push his dick into her ass. A2's eyes flew open, and she gasped as she felt her ass knot peeled open. She shuddered as Cillian slowly, relentlessly and remorselessly skewered her virgin ass, not stopping until his waxed abdomen pressed against her tight buns. Cillian held still, allowing Angela to grow accustomed to having her dirt hole filled. As he knew she would, his wife quickly spun and latched onto the teenager's pussy, her tongue flying from Angela's entrance up to her clitoris and back again.
Angela opened her mouth to scream in pain, but when she felt Jemima's experienced lips and tongue devouring her sweet, young pussy, she climaxed and screamed with pleasure instead. Ange could feel every millimetre of Cillian's enormous cock buried in her rear fuck hole. He held still, waiting for Angela to respond, but he kept pulsing his gigantic member, sending waves of bliss A2 had never felt before washing through her.
Jemima felt Angela relax, and she grinned into A2's pussy, knowing she was enjoying having Cillian's cock buried in her no-no passage. Working feverishly, Jemima lashed and slashed her tongue from Ange's button to her pussy's entrance, driving the young woman to ecstatic heights she'd never experienced before.
Cillian felt A2 relax, too, and he began small, incremental thrusts in and out of her tightly gripping ass, trying to ignore the delightful sensation of an extremely tight, glove-like ass gripping his sturdy tool. Cillian continued to move slowly and minimally until he felt Angela moving with him. He smiled because he knew his wife's tongue was working its typical magic on the woman's pussy, eliciting delightful sensations she'd be unable and unwilling to resist.
Angela rode the swiftly gathering climactic sensations in her ass and pussy until they overcame her. Then, lifting her mouth from Jemima's pussy, her eyes rolled back, and to her shock, she demanded, "Fuck my ass, Cillian! Fuck it as hard as you can!"
Cillian chuckled but refused to obey. It was still too soon. His vast experience with the many women he'd fucked before and during his time with Jemima told him that A2's ass hadn't stretched enough for a pounding yet. Instead of obeying, he pulled out of Angela. When his cock sprung free of Ange's no longer virgin ass, Jemima gobbled it down, lavishing it with copious amounts of saliva, readying it to be pushed back up Angela's gaping asshole.
Typically, Cillian would have released his wife's hands by now. This would have allowed Jemima to guide him back into their lover's ass. However, the increasingly slutty young woman that Jemima had met bare hours before reached between her lewdly parted thighs, took Cillian's shaft in her hand and positioned the head at her ass. Then, moaning, Angela pushed back, accepting her new man's throbbingly erect penis into her dark fuck hole.
"Good girl," Cillian cooed, reaching his right hand around to cup A2's firm, young breast.
Cillian still worked slowly and methodically, gently increasing the length and force of his thrusts into the delectable teenager's tight butt. Every time he bottomed out in Angela's warm tunnel, he felt his wife's tongue bathing his aching balls. Before long, he lost control and rolled the teenager onto her tummy, forcing Jemima to move out of the way. Cillian opened his thighs outside of A2's and squeezed, forcing Angela's thighs together. Then, resting his hands on her svelte shoulders, Cillian began ponding Ange's gaping ass with everything he had, trying to force them both up and over their orgasmic peaks quickly.
Just before he had to give up and unload into the young woman's ass, Angela squealed and exploded under him. Cillian felt A2 squirting pussy juice onto his balls, and delighted, he relaxed, allowing his climax to overcome him, and with an explosive, gorilla-like grunt, he spat semen into Angela's colon, causing her to orgasm again.
Moving quickly, Cillian pulled out of Ange's flooded ass and leaned over to release the chain that held Jemima's wrists and ankles together. As soon as she was released, Jemima leapt onto the teenager, her hands parting Ange's muscly buttocks and her tongue devouring her husband's spend that leaked from the young girl's ass.
Once more amazed by how readily slutty his older, beautiful wife could be, Cillian briefly left the room to clean his still turgid cock. Returning, he watched as Angela moaned and writhed, her fingers delving into her flooded pussy as Jemima tongued her still gaping ass, sucking Cillian's fluids from there.
Grabbing his wife's cuffed ankles, he flipped her over and hit the quick-release buttons to undo the locks. Then, throwing the cuffs aside, he forced Jemima's knees up and apart, positioned his huge, purple-headed monster cock at her entrance and unceremoniously rammed it inside her. As he knew would happen, Jemima's eyes rolled back, and she sighed as she wrapped her delicate ankles around his hips and thrust back at him.
"That's it, baby," Jemima crooned. "Make your slut yours all over again."
Somewhat shocked initially by Cillian's vicious taking of her first female lover, Angela quickly realised that Jemima's gasps were of pleasure and not pain. Envious of the older woman, A2 swung her knee over Jemima's head and lowered her soakingly wet cunt onto her mouth. "Lick, bitch," Ange demanded, settling herself firmly on Jemima's lips.
Cillian barely suppressed a chuckle as he fucked his wife. Angela was about the twelfth lover his wife had brought home, and she was easily the most responsive and eager. A2 hadn't hesitated when the opportunity to taste his wife presented itself, and she clearly enjoyed having Jemima eating her pussy. Cillian marvelled about how lucky he was. Cillian was smart enough to realise that he wasn't the sharpest tool in the shed. However, he was a kind, generous man who loved his wife to distraction.
What he didn't realise was that he made Jemima feel safe. Something she'd never felt before, not even when she lived with her parents. Jemima, as a post-graduate degree receiver, was way more intelligent than her husband, but Jem didn't care. She revelled in his strong arms and masculine aura, knowing no man would ever try to hurt her again. Cillian was the rock that Jemima had built her life on, and Jemima would cling to that rock with all she had for all of her life.
"I'm going to unload into my wife's cunt," Cillian informed Angela. "When I pull out, you will kneel where I am and lick it up. Every drop, mind, or I'll take my belt to your sexy ass!"
It was too much for the young woman. Cillian and Jemima had overloaded her senses and libido, and Ange couldn't cope. The imagery of kneeling between the beautiful, milk chocolate-coloured older woman's thighs and lapping Cillian's cum from her cunt mashed together with her mind imagining feeling the sting of a leather belt on her ass, and A2 climaxed again, spurting her frothy essence over Jemima's gorgeous face.
Lost in her fantasies, Angela barely noticed Cillian filling Jemima's tight cunt with more of his seed until she saw him pulling out and felt him insistently pushing on her shoulders. Shuddering with barely controlled desire, Ange slid down Jemima's supple body until her mouth was over Jemima's pussy. Then, with a satisfied smile and sigh, Ange lowered her mouth onto Jemima's entrance and drank deeply from her body.
Amazed, Cillian stroked his dick, hoping he could 'rise to the occasion' again. Thankfully, the erotic spectacle of a teenage woman slurping his spilt seed from his beloved wife's freshly fucked cunt caused his blood to reverse directions and inflate his stupendous cock again. Grasping it by the base of its shaft, Cillian lined the head up with Angela's entrance and jammed it into her.
"Yes!" A2 hissed, blasting her hot breath over Jemima's slit, clit and entrance. Jemima moaned deep back in her throat and shoved her pussy up at the younger girl.
Cillian didn't hold back and fucked his and his wife's latest lover as hard and powerfully as he could. Cillian dug his fingers into Ange's muscular ass so hard that he left ten fingerprint-sized bruises. Holding Angela in his vise-like grip, Cillian ripped his hips forward, bottoming his cock out against Ange's cervix, causing her to scream with a mixture of pain and pleasure, the pleasure winning out by far.
Four more times that night would Angela and Jemima swap around, each taking a turn being fucked by Cillian's massive tool. Angela discovered two things that night: One was that she loved tasting cum flowing from a freshly fucked pussy. The second —a cock in her ass with a mouth on her clitoris equalled unparalleled pleasure. A2 would visit Cillian and Jemima many more times after that night.
Even years later, she recalled those delicious nights fondly, and her husband received many nights of pleasure when she remembered those days. In her late fifties, Angela would finally surrender to her desires and bring a thirty-something-year-old woman home for her husband to fuck, becoming a cuckquean herself.

The End.
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie.


Chapter 9: The Mother and Child Reunion.

Hello readers. I hope you're still enjoying my adventures. It's sometimes hard to know because although many people read them, very few comment. I wish more people would take the time to write and tell me what they enjoyed and where they thought I'd erred. However, I'm grateful to everyone who has taken the time to read my story. I thank each and every one of you!
If you remember, my last episode finished with my best friend, Kath Loughlin, and I spending the night fucking a young musician. That was the culminating event of four days of delicious debauchery for my oldest friend and me. The following day, I returned home to find that my husband had moved most of my clothing and personal items into our guestroom. This 'room' was actually a series of rooms designed to be the maid's quarters. There is a separate combined laundry, bathroom, and toilet, a small kitchenette with a stovetop and microwave oven and a lounge area with a couch that pulls out into a double bed.
Although I'd refused to acknowledge to my husband how much this action hurt me, I was devastated that my nearly twenty-year marriage seemed to be over. Sean had stated he wanted to seek marriage counselling, but it appeared to me that he had already decided to divorce me and was 'going through the motions' so he could lie to our kids and say he'd done his best to get past my 'indiscretion', as he called it, with my rapists Frank, Jerry (Jumbo II), Charlie, and Evan (Tiny).
I made it to the guestroom before collapsing, but as soon as I shut the door, my tears flowed, and I bawled like a baby as I rested against it.
That, my friends, is where we take up my story.
I'm unsure how long I leant against that door crying my eyes out, but I eventually ran out of tears and staggered to my feet. Dropping my clothes behind me, I crawled into bed, wrapped the quilt around me and fell into an exhausted sleep. The last four days had been an erotic masterpiece, but this morning's emotional fallout had floored me.
I awoke alone the following day, feeling like my life was an emotional wasteland. I wasted some time cursing Edgar Fontaine, but I knew the blame lay within my slutty, incestuous, and submissive nature. Edgar couldn't make me do anything I wasn't morally capable of doing. Therefore, all he did was release the inner slut that raged within me. I'd 'let the genie out of the bottle', and now I had to pay the price.
At the end of the day, I did excuse Sean for his many dalliances. After all, that is what I signed up for when I married him. My mother told me many times that Sean would take lovers and to not let it bother me, just as she didn't let my father's many affairs bother her. She even suggested that I take lovers, too. But, she explained, I'd need to ensure that my husband never found out because he'd never accept me once he knew another man's cock had been inside me. I was finding out the bitter truth of that first-hand.
I made myself shower and do my hair and makeup, although I dressed more demurely than I typically do. I own several conservative dresses to wear for events like funerals where dressing provocatively is unacceptable. This morning, I'd chosen my purple lace patchwork half-sleeve dress. Although this dress clung to my shapely figure gorgeously, it showed no skin at all except for part of my shins.
Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and walked confidently to the kitchen. Sean was there, but he already had toast in his hands. He looked at me through pained eyes, turned his back and walked out. Through the window, I saw him cross to the outside entrance of his new offices and go upstairs.
Suppressing a sigh, I put on a brave smile and brightly asked, "Who wants breakfast?"
Johnny and Kristy both looked at me sorrowfully but put their sadness aside before my forced cheeriness and put their breakfast orders in. Johnny requested sausages, eggs and mushrooms. Kristy asked if I was eating and suggested we share an Acai bowl.
"Dad got up before you, Mom?" Johnny asked as he ate. "That's unusual."
In a brittle voice, I replied, "We didn't sleep together last night, Johnny. Your father has banished me to the guestroom at least until we see the counsellor next Thursday."
They both gasped before Kristy said, "He's being a dick, Mom. I'll go and talk to him."
"You'll leave well enough alone, Missy," I stated firmly. "You are not to take sides between your father and me because, at the end of the day, I have been unfaithful to your father, and he has every right to cast me aside."
"I can't believe you're defending him, Mom," Kristy exasperatedly replied.
"Let me see," I said heatedly. "I'm fucking Frank Pritchard, Tiny, Jumbo II, and Charlie. You and I went to a sex on premises venue and blew two complete strangers. Oh, and don't forget I'm also fucking both my children! Yet, I also forget that you and I have fucked Caoimhe..." I suddenly realised that I'd said the part about blowing guys in the sex store and fucking my son's best friend's sister in front of my son.
"Good on you, Mom!" Kristy hissed. "Do you want to confess that you've fucked Johnny's girlfriend, her sister, mother, and Juana, too?"
She stormed off as I turned guiltily towards my son. I expected to see anger and blame in his eyes, but instead, Johnny chuckled and said, "You forgot that you've also had sex with Jennifer and Charmaine!"
"I'm not blameless in your father's and my problems, Johnny," I whispered. "I was raised to accept extramarital affairs as the norm for a woman in my position. Your father was raised to expect that his wife would remain dutiful and obedient only to him. Yes, it's a double standard, but it's one that I willingly accepted when your father and I married."
"I'm curious, Mom," Johnny asked. "If you weren't pregnant with me, would you have married Dad anyway?"
Despite my sadness, I giggled and replied, "Only since first grade have I wanted your father as my husband, Johnny. Then, when we were nine and seven, Kath and I set out to catch Sean for me and Mike for her. Nothing that's happened since has changed my mind that we were meant for each other."
"Then we have to ensure that Dad understands that, Mom," my son mused. "I think Kristy and I need to show a united front with you and refuse to talk to Dad until he comes to his senses."
"You will do no such thing!" I exclaimed. "Your relationship with your father cannot be undermined by taking sides against him. He has done nothing wrong to you or your sister, and it's totally unfair of you to take sides against him."
Johnny grinned and answered, "The advantage of being over eighteen, Mom, is that I no longer have to take your advice!"
With that, he turned and walked out the door. A few minutes later, he waved at me from the hall leading to the foyer, got in his car, and left. Johnny had his camera slung around his neck, so I assumed he would meet Phil and Freddy and take more pictures for their burgeoning photography business.
I had nothing to do. Something utterly foreign to me. There was almost always something that needed cleaning or washing—a garden bed to till or weed. Either Johnny or Sean did our lawn, but even if they didn't, it was still too short to bother mowing again. At a loss for how to fill in my time so I didn't break down sobbing again. I got in my car and drove around. I considered going back to the SOP venue and seeing if Betty wanted to play again, but I didn't think that indulging in more hedonistic sex was the answer to my despair.
Eventually, almost unknowingly, I pulled into my parents' driveway. Although Mom and I spoke on the phone regularly, we hadn't seen each other face-to-face for over three months. That was mainly my fault because Dad tended to forget I was a married woman of nearly thirty-nine years and expected me to still bow to him as I did when I lived under his roof. That, and the fact my pussy still clenched and dripped when he spoke firmly to me, kept me away for long periods.
Opening the front door, I walked through the house, looking for Mom. From the kitchen, I heard the unmistakable sounds of an abdomen crashing into an ass. Thinking Mom and Dad were fucking, I tiptoed to the end of the hall so I could watch. The thrill of this forbidden view excited me as much as it did when I spied on them in my younger years, and that little tingle I felt at the beginning of my arousal turned quickly into a blazing fire.
Reaching the end of the hall, I carefully peered around the corner only to find it wasn't my father fucking my mother. A man had Mom bent over the kitchen table, her dress pulled above her ample bottom, and her breasts swinging free. His large, dirt-covered hands gripped her big breasts. As I watched, he squeezed her mounds and pulled her back onto his thick cock.
A small gasp escaped my mouth, and I quickly ducked back to ensure I wouldn't be seen if I'd been heard. I knew I should have left, but the erotic sight of my mother being roughly fucked by a man a third her age had me hotter than three inches from Hades' furnaces. So, instead, I walked back to the previous entryway and quietly made my way through the living room until I could see into the kitchen again.
This time, as I peered around the corner, Mom had rolled onto her back. The man was between her thighs with Mom's legs thrown over his shoulders. Instead of gripping her whole mounds, the man had pinched Mom's nipples between his fists and thumbs and was mercilessly twisting and pulling them as he thrust vigorously into her squelching pussy.
"Harder!" Mom demanded as the guy pounded her pussy. "Fuck me harder!" With a deep growl, the man began thumping into Mom with everything he had.
As I watched this sensually erotic event, my left hand lifted my dress and pulled my panties down. My right thumb flew over my clit as my fingers delved into my searing cunt.
"I'm going to cum!" The man fucking my mother grunted.
"Fill me, you fucker," Mom yelled, spitting out a rarely heard epithet. "Fill my cunt with your fuck juice!"
The guy inside her hunched a few more times quickly as he short-stroked into her before slamming himself the whole way in and locking into a rictus. He jerked back and forth several times as he ejaculated into my mother's soaking pussy. When the first squirt of semen hit Mom's flooded pussy walls, she tipped her head back and wailed as an almighty orgasm blasted her apart. When her shriek tapered into a soft warble, she let her head tip to the side.
My climax was on me, so biting my lip, I stifled my moans as an intense orgasm blew through me. It had almost passed when Mom opened her eyes, grinned and winked at me. The dissoluteness of suddenly discovering that Mom knew I was there and enjoyed me watching blew me apart, and I climaxed again, barely able to contain my moans.
I stepped out of sight in time to hear the man say, "So, Mrs Shephard, you want me to weed and till the rose garden before spreading mulch across all the flower beds and then use my rotary hoe to turn over your veggie garden?"
"Yes, Simon," Mom placidly answered. "That should take you to lunch. When you're done, come inside, and I'll feed you." Then she laughed teasingly and added, "After I've fed you my sweet little pussy, I might even make you some lunch."
The young man laughed, and I heard footsteps before the side door to our yard opened and closed.
A gap of a few seconds passed as I waited, uncertain of what to do. Then Mom firmly stated, "Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, you will go to your father's study and select a cane for your correction. I expect you to be kneeling outside my bedroom door before I get there."
I didn't even consider disobeying and ran for Dad's study. My pussy dripped as I carelessly flung my dress and panties behind me. Taking the first cane I saw, a thick, almost metre-long one, I sprinted up the stairs and fell to my knees outside my mother's bedroom door. I'd had to ease past my mother in the hall, where she'd hesitated to adjust her dress back to decency, so I barely had time to lower my eyes and hold the cane above my head before she reached her bedroom.
Mom stepped around me and through the door. I waited until she turned and took the cane before I shuffled into the room on my knees, closing the door behind me.
Mom tapped the cane on her palm as she stared sternly down on me. "Katie Ashley Muggleton," she said. "I believe you have some confessing and explaining to do. Out with it, girl. Why is your husband telling me you and him are having troubles?"
I opened my mouth to speak, expecting Edgar's prohibition on discussing what we'd done to prevent me. However, as with Kath, it all came pouring out. Everything. Everything from my first visit to the clinic to letting Johnny fuck me that same night to seducing Kristy. I told her about letting Frank Pritchard fuck me and how he'd used the pictures he'd taken to blackmail me into meeting him again. Mom marvelled at my rescue by her grandson and his friends and giggled when I described what Siobhan had done to me on stage.
Then, when I got to where Johnny had convinced me to allow Frank and his perverted friends to kidnap me so he could safely break into Frank's house, Mom sighed and looked sorrowfully at me.
"Sean doesn't know any of the rest, Katie, though. Does he? He doesn't know about you and all the other men and women, only about Frank and his three mates tying you up and fucking you?"
I confirmed that was true, and Mom looked at me concernedly and said, "Did they hurt you, baby girl?"
I laughed bitterly and replied, "No. When they took me from the station, I made my mind up to enjoy everything they did so it wouldn't scar me forever. Even when Jumbo II forced his big cock inside me, I was more excited to see how much of it I could take than him tearing me apart. The only time I was afraid was when Frank pulled out a switchblade and tried to cut my face."
"Believe it or not, Katie," Mom said. "That would have been a worse result than Sean discovering you were raped."
"What?" I gasped.
"I know your man, Katie," Mom continued. "I believe once he gets over his pique at you no longer being solely his, he'll accept that you were forced and not willing. But if you were disfigured, he'd use your rape as an excuse to get rid of you. Your beauty and shapely body are as much a source of pride to your man as anything else, Katie. He adores that he has the hottest wife of anyone he knows or has met."
"Isn't that shallow, Mom?" I asked. "Shouldn't he love me for more than my looks?"
Mom stared at me disdainfully before saying, "And if Sean looked like a smacked ass instead of the handsome SOB that he is, would you have been attracted to him?"
I had to admit that I probably wouldn't have been. Then Mom added, "Physical attraction is how we first meet our partners, baby girl. But if it doesn't move beyond that, it's just sex and won't last." She looked at me severely for a time before saying, "But, my girl, you already knew that! If you didn't, you would have given your virginity to him when you were what? Thirteen? Isn't that when I caught you masturbating without permission, and you admitted it was to images of Sean?"
I admitted that I remembered too, and Mom added, "Yet you waited until your eighteenth, just as we asked you to. Even if it didn't turn out as we thought."
"You forgot my birthday, Mom," I said bitterly. "Three years in a row, you forgot about your baby daughter."
"Did we, Katie?" Mom asked archly. "Or did we know what you would do, and that is what we wanted? For legal and safety's sake, your father would not take your virginity before your eighteenth birthday. Incest between consenting adults is rarely prosecuted, but incest with an underage girl? No, Katie, that would be prosecuted to the hilt.
"Your dad and I thought you'd throw your virginity at Sean on your sixteenth birthday. After all, in Queensland, where we live, that is the legal age. We thought you'd submit to Sean then, and we'd have a third son join our family shortly after that."
I was stunned. Well, stunned isn't a strong enough word. Gobsmacked? Shocked? Neither of those seemed enough, either. I asked, "So when I announced I was pregnant, that was all a charade? The calling out of Sean and the confrontation with his father? Was it all an act? Insisting I remain pure until my eighteenth birthday so that you and Dad could introduce me to sex and what it meant to submit to a dominant man. What was that??"
Mom stated, "Katie, those things were right for your sisters. Until your thirteenth birthday, we thought they were right for you. But, baby girl, when you got your period, everything changed. Quite frankly, my girl, your father and I were astonished when you announced not long after your eighteenth birthday that you and Sean had had sex once and were now pregnant. We were worried you'd give it to Sean immediately after you hit puberty, and we did what we thought was best to ensure you weren't a child mother.
Mother paused and then giggled, "Katie, your father and I thought you'd give Sean your virginity, not a baby! We thought you were both smart enough not to do that! Did we hope you'd get married? You'd better believe it! If Sean thought he could take our baby's innocence and not put a ring on her finger afterwards, he had better pack his bag and start running!
"But you were going to fuck him, Katie. Your dad and I both knew it! Doing what we did meant it was special for you both, and we hoped marriage would ensue. And if I do say so myself, it all worked out quite well!"
I knelt before my mother with a zillion thoughts racing through my brain. Everything I'd thought or thought I'd known had just been exploded as a myth. My ultra-conservative parents knew of and condoned my desire to be with Sean? They left me on my birthday so I could be alone with Sean and give him my virginity?
As with Edgar Fontaine, who had suddenly changed from the bad guy in my story to an almost good one, this was staggering news. I mean, what next? Frank turns up not dead, and it was all a ruse to make me loosen my morals even further so I could enjoy uninhibited sex with anyone I chose?
"You have a lot to think about, my girl," Mom kindly stated. "But the first thing we need to do is begin correcting your behaviour. Having the occasional discreet affair outside your marriage is okay, but to have as many lovers as you've had in the last twelve to fourteen weeks? That, Mrs Katie Ashley, reeks of the kind of sluttish behaviour your father and I could never condone. How many men and women have you fucked since first visiting Edgar Fontaine's clinic?
Of course, that made me wonder if I could even remember them all. I went through them in my mind - Liz, my son, Frank, my daughter, Charlie and Tiny, Betty, seven guys in the sauna, Donkey, Siobhan, Caoimhe, Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine, Juana, two guys in the viewing room, Jumbo II, Kath, Shawna, Freya, Patrick, the four from the first night with Kath, although I didn't actually have sex Margot. Tim and Des, Keith and David and finally Mark.
"Thirty-six all up, I think," I informed Mom. "But I may have missed one or two."
Mom gaped at me and disbelievingly repeated, "Thirty-six different people?"
Purposefully misunderstanding her, I said, "Well, if you're counting repeat visitors, I'd put the number at more than twice that amount."
'This is not the time to be flip, Katie," Mom stated primly. "I was thinking there had been three or four different lovers, but thirty-six? My girl, you have been a right royal slut! Thirty-six in less than six months? That's crazy! What about birth control? The chances of getting pregnant?"



I giggled and replied, "After getting pregnant to Sean whilst on the pill, I now take the pill and have an IUD fitted. If I'm pregnant, it's the second coming!"
"Still with the flip answers, Katie?" Mom asked. "It's like you don't care at all that you've acted like and become a total slut! Your father and I raised you better than this!"
My face crumpled, and I began weeping. "Mom, it's either laugh or do this!" I bawled. "He's going to leave me, Mom. You and I both know it. I have no skills, no prospects, and no money of my own. Nothing. Thirty-nine and on the scrap heap. I'll be either on welfare or having to beg you and Dad to look after me! Sean is the only man I've ever loved, and until Edgar damned Fontaine, the only man I'd ever had sex with. Now look at me! A big, dumb, incestuous slut. That is all I am!"
Mom put the cane aside and knelt on my thighs. Holding my head to her bosom, she stroked my hair and crooned, "It's okay, baby girl. I'm sure it won't come to that. Sean is upset, but I believe he'll get over it. Sean loves you, Katie. More than the world, does he love you. Have you booked counselling?"
I nodded, "We have an appointment on Thursday with a counsellor who specialises in long-time couples who are suddenly having problems."
"Then, baby girl," Mom stated. "I want you to unload both barrels into his face."
"Mom?" I asked.
"Let the counsellor know about all Sean's infidelities. All the ones you know, especially about travelling with and fucking his secretary for what? Eight years? Let rip, Katie. Do not hold a damned thing back. Get righteously angry about Sean cheating on you numerously, and if you are sure there's no chance of Sean knowing about your sluttish behaviour, point out that you've been entirely faithful to him, except that you were raped!"
"How do you know about that?" I gasped.
"Come on, my child," Mom responded. "I'm not blind. Nor do I refuse to see what is in front of me. Besides, your daughter and I are developing a very close relationship."
"You mean, you're fucking, right?" I bitched.
"You just added another five canes to your correction, daughter," Mom stated. "Yes. As a matter of fact, Kristy and I are intimate. But I am doing what you should have been doing since her sixteenth birthday —teaching her how to serve a dominant man sexually."
"She wants her father to be her first, Mom," I stated.
"As he should be, Katie," Mom pointed out. "Tell me you didn't want your father to be your first. Who better than her father, with her mother's encouragement, to teach her how to be the best wife she can be?"
"I didn't think Dad wanted to be," I protested. "I thought you and he had abandoned me. I mean, Jeez, Mom, I'm closing in on forty and only today have you explained what you and Dad were trying to achieve by ignoring my birthday."
"Forty is bothering you, Katie. Why?"
"Because Sean recognises my biological clock is running out, Mom. If he wants more children, then soon, he'll need a younger wife. I can't help but worry that my perceived infidelity with Frank and his scumbag mates is Sean's excuse to dump me for a younger, prettier model."
Mom laughed, "Katie, he'd need to approach the acclaimed 'hottest woman on the planet', Rihanna, to have a younger, prettier wife than you! You don't get it, baby girl, but you are 'one hot woman!' Sheesh, even your sisters acknowledge it!"
"Aww, Mom. That's not true! Yvette and Mary are both hotter than me. Or they would be if they lost the weight they've both put on (my sisters are of a similar size to my mother, although both are a little taller)."
"I won't argue with you, Kaitlyn, but in your heart, you know I'm right." She stood up. "I was going to administer five corrections for every lover you'd taken, equally spread across your ass and breasts, but given the number, that seems a little excessive. Therefore, I will give you one for each and four more to serve as a deterrent. That's a total of forty, Katie. Are you ready to start?"
"Yes, Mom," I stated as I stood and assumed punishment position one. If you remember, this is standing with my hands behind my head and my elbows wide so my gorgeously large and firm breasts are presented invitingly to the cane.
"Ten on your breasts followed by ten on your ass, and then repeat, Miss Kaitlyn," Mom explained.
"I'm sorry my behaviour has made you do this, Mom," I said quietly.
Mom tittered and responded, "No, you're not, Katie. I bet you loved every slutty moment of it. Just as I love my somewhat slutty moments. You're not being corrected for taking lovers, Katie. You're being corrected for being foolish enough to get caught. I know your father has lovers. That's where he is now. He's with a pretty young thing, not much older than Kristy. And, of course, you saw me with Simon, who's only twenty-five. No, taking lovers is okay as long as you don't force your spouse into facing the fact you have."
"Isn't that dishonest, though, Mom?" I asked. "If you're going to have an open marriage, wouldn't it be better just to be open? I know you and Dad brought me up to serve a sexually dominant man and accept his affairs as the price I pay to stay married, but Dad always said I had to remain faithful to my husband only. And I did, Mom. Right up until I let myself fall into the clutches of Edgar Fontaine. Until my first session with him, I'd never considered cheating on Sean."
"Really, Kaitlyn?" Mom said. "You weren't flirting with your son and fantasising about taking him to bed?"
My instinct was to shake my head and deny it, but then I remembered my behaviour in the days before my first session at the hypnotherapy clinic and had to admit that I was flirting with my son and hoped he'd take the hint and take me to bed.
"If you'd had a son or sons, Mom," I asked. "Would you have raised them as you did my sisters and me?"
"Of course not, Katie," Mom said exasperatedly. "We'd have taught him how to be the husband of a sexually submissive woman, how to be a sexually dominant man. But, I would have taken them to bed on their eighteenth birthday and taught them how to be a man. How to make love to a woman, how to please her until she screams with pleasure and begs you to cum inside her because she can stand no more. Your father would have accepted nothing less from me."
"So, Mom," I asked. "You think I should have had sex with Johnny?"
Mom looked at me levelly for a time before replying, "You had sex with him once or twice, Katie. But after that, you made love with him. That's dangerous, baby girl, as it can lead to all kinds of inappropriate feelings and emotions. It's why your father only had sex with your sisters once—not counting the many blow and hand jobs, of course. It is also why I hoped Sean would take your virginity before your father did."
"What?" I gasped.
"Your father could easily have fallen in love with you, Katie." Mom explained. "Not as a father with his daughter, but as a man with a beautiful woman. I knew the danger, as did he, which is why we left you alone on your birthday those three years."
Once again, my mother had thrown me into a loop. My father could have fallen in love with me? As I've explained earlier, I remember my father being a strict disciplinarian as I grew up, but he was also a loving, caring father who let his daughters dress him as an old woman, complete with garish makeup and an old spotty wig, and happily sat at our dolls table exchanging sips of pretend tea from our little plastic cups.
If we messed up, which we rarely did, we would be corrected swiftly, but then we'd be equally as swiftly forgiven and welcomed back into the family fold. I was trying to incorporate the thought that my father could have fallen in love with me, but I struggled to fit the thought into my worldview.
"Earth calling Katie Ashley Muggleton!" Mom teased as she wrapped her arms around me and pressed her voluptuous body to me.
"Sorry, Mom," I apologised. "This has turned everything I thought I knew on its head. I mean, Jaysus! What next? Frank turns up not dead, and was just another ploy to show me how to become sexually free?"
"Think about that for a moment, baby girl," Mom said. "You already said that when Frank and his sick mates kidnapped you from the train station, you decided to accept and enjoy everything they did to you so it wouldn't scar you forever. Is that not total sexual freedom?"
"It's my submissive nature, Mom," I explained. "If a sexually dominant man commands me, I'm powerless to do anything but respond sexually to him."
"Is that not what Edgar Fontaine cured you of, Katie? We trained you to be submissive to your man, not to be a doormat for him to walk on. But, ever since you got pregnant by Sean, you've refused to listen to our advice or to hear what we wanted to tell you. Katie, if you hadn't been so stubborn, we would have continued your training and trained your husband to be what you needed him to be. Instead, you let Sean turn you into a powerless slave. Something I am not, nor are your sisters. Neither Yvette, Mary, nor I would put up with our husbands shacking up with another woman every time they were separated from us."
"Dad has fucked others all your married life, Mom," I protested. "You said so yourself."
"Fucked, Katie," Mom pointed out. "Not lived as husband and wife with another woman. Monogamy is a ridiculous basis for marriage, Katie. We've explained that enough that you should know it! But emotional monogamy —loving only one person —is what you should aim for. Turning a blind eye to Sean effectively having two wives is not good for you or your kids, Katie."
"You're saying I should have confronted him?"
"Yes!" Mom averred. "As soon as she made a play for him, as you described, you should have confronted your husband and told him to get rid of her immediately. If he tried to refuse, you should have told him you were taking the kids and every cent he had unless he broke the relationship off and fired her as his secretary."
"Why didn't you say something to me?" I asked.
"Were you ready to listen, Katie?" Mom responded.
And I had to admit that until things had gone to hell in a handbasket, I hadn't been. But the problem now was I could feel my mother's wet, warm pussy pressing against my abdomen and the hard nipples on her large, droopy breasts pushing against my chin. Instinctively, I cupped her flabby ass and pulled her tightly against me as I lowered my head to suckle a hard nipple. Mom held my head as I nursed her breasts before regretfully pushing my head away.
"Corrections first, Mrs Katie Ashley," she stated. "Then we can play. After that, I might let you watch when I let Simon have me again."
She moved back, and I assumed the first punishment position, stoically awaiting my corrections. The first strike hit along the tops of my breasts. I kept my head up as I was supposed to, but I couldn't resist tilting my eyes down and admiring the perfect red welt that Mom had raised across my skin.
The second welt was barely below my nipples, and the third, as expected, was evenly across both nipples. When the cane bit into my rock-hard breast nubs, I barely suppressed my arousal groan. This is what I'd been longing for, I realised. All the casual sex I'd indulged in since I'd confessed my transgressions with Frank and the others to my husband were attempts to assuage my guilty feelings.
My subconscious partially agreed with my husband —I had willingly gone with those four men with the intention of enjoying the sex I had with them, even if it was, effectively, rape. Yes, I had made that conscious decision so the events wouldn't scar me forever, but that didn't change the fact that even though I was terrified of Jumbo II tearing me open, I was also excited to see if I could take as much of him as Betty had.
Whilst my mind spun through this realisation, Mom delivered the next two strikes of this rotation onto my breasts. The first of them was onto the undersides of both breasts, the second across both nipples again. That time, I couldn't stifle my moan of arousal. As was typical, Mom pretended not to notice and waited for me to steady myself for the following five strikes. By the time Mom had completed these ten, my large, firm breasts were striped red and white from just below my collarbone to my solar plexus.
Once the tenth correction was delivered, I dutifully turned and bent slightly forward so my toned, curvy ass was correctly presented to receive the next ten strikes. Strikes on my ass never excited me as the strikes on my breasts did, but they didn't turn me off, either. So, by the time Mom had completed my first twenty strikes, my pussy was a squelchingly hot, raging inferno, and I hoped she'd follow my parent's usual practice of allowing us to forego the rest of our correction in return for servicing them sexually.
Unfortunately for me, Mom said nothing after the tenth strike on my sexy ass, so I turned back and presented my bosom to receive the subsequent ten blows. Mom carefully placed three strikes in a row across both of my nipples. By the third, I was as close to orgasming as possible without actually crashing over the edge.
Mom knew this because she suddenly dropped the cane onto the floor at my feet and took my nipples between her fists and thumbs. Squeezing my nipples mercilessly, she dragged me onto my knees before forcing her soaking pussy against my mouth.
"Eat your mother's sweet pussy, Katie," Mom demanded. "Make her cum."
It had been so long since I tasted my mother's sweet juices that I dived in as swiftly as possible. Tipping my head back, I opened my mouth and surrounded her entrance with lips. Making a seal, I sucked as hard as I could and stabbed my tongue into her as quickly as possible.
"Oh fuck, Katie!" Mom moaned. "Literally nobody I've ever been with is as good at that as you," Mom stated as her orgasm crashed over her.
Mom hadn't moved away, so I continued to slash and lash my tongue over her slit and clit, occasionally stopping to stab it into her pussy. My mother shuddered, and her hands gripped the back of my head firmly as she ground her clit against my lips. Mom began moaning, and I knew she'd cum again soon, but just before she blasted into orgasmic heaven, the gardener spoke from the doorway.
"Oops! Sorry, Mrs Shephard. I'll see you next week!"
"Simon, if you don't bend me over and ram your big cock in me immediately, you won't live to see next week!" Mom growled.
Again, I was surprised that Mom would be so openly slutty before me, but that thought was swiftly lost as I saw Simon's magnificent cock loom over my eyes before its head disappeared into my mother's pussy. Mom grunted as Simon's pelvis smashed into her ass with an audible slap. Simon's balls dragged over my chin as I knelt between my mother's legs, and I couldn't help but bathe his big balls with my tongue. Mom reached over me to grasp her dresser as she began pushing her ass back to meet Simon's powerful thrusts.
"Fuck me, you big dicked man," Mom demanded. "Fuck me hard and fill my cunt with cum!"
I had never heard my mom use those words before! Not once in my almost thirty-nine years! It excited me beyond all reason, and I moaned as I carefully sucked one of Simon's balls into my mouth. Even though Mom hadn't permitted me to masturbate, my hand flew over my pussy as I thumbed my clit and fingered my vulva.
Mom came first. She moaned, and I felt her pussy lips flutter over my searching tongue. The swift contractions of my mother's vulva sent Simon over the edge, and he roared as his big cock spewed its load into my mother's wet pussy. He came so copiously that some of his spend immediately seeped back around his large penis. I lapped these secretions up eagerly.
Simon had softened enough that his cock fell from Mom's pussy. When it fell, I immediately sucked its messy head into my mouth and delightedly licked and sucked up his and Mom's combined secretions. After only a few seconds, I felt Simon stiffen again, and I guided him back inside Mom.
"Yes, you fucker!" Mom yelled. "Pound my cunt, you mother fucker! Katie, get your little whore's pussy up on the dresser so I can eat your cunt!"
Eagerly, I slid out from between my mother's legs and took the requested position on Mom's dresser. As soon as I leant back, Mom dived onto my sopping pussy and began devouring my swiftly flowing juices. I was so turned on by watching Mom get fucked and hearing her lascivious words that I orgasmed quickly. However, it was only a slight pause on the way to what I knew would be a genuinely gigantic explosion.
Mom came on the end of Simon's big cock twice more before she groaned and forced Simon back. Then she moved forwards until his cock popped out of her. Taking his long, thick pole in her hands, she pulled Simon close to my lewdly spread legs.
"Would you like to fuck my daughter, Simon?" Mom asked, much to my shock. "You've tasted my sweet little cunt. Would you like to see if my daughter's cunt is equally as sweet and tight?"
Simon eagerly nodded his assent, and to my amazement, my mother guided her lover's cock into my squelchingly wet and hot pussy.
"Oh, Gawd!" Simon and I moaned in unison as his big, thick cock slowly split me apart.
"She's so tight, Mrs Shephard," Simon added. "So tight, hot and wet! May I cum inside her?"
"Only if you promise to finish bringing her off by eating your cum out of her hot little cunt!" Mom declared.
"I love doing that, Mrs Shephard," Simon averred. "So you know I'll do it!"
"Then cum in my daughter's sweet little cunt, you mother-daughter fucking cunt licker," Mom demanded.
Simon slammed into me a final time before he short-hunched me several times. On the fourth mini-stroke, Simon pushed as deep into my willing pussy as possible, groaned and blasted rope after rope of his thick baby-making juice against my cervix. I experienced a series of delicious petite orgasms with every blast, each driving me closer to the enormous eruption I knew was soon.
Simon shuddered jerkily as the last of his climax shook him, and then he pulled out of me and dropped to his knees. Flinging my shapely thighs over his shoulders, Simon dove onto my squishy with cum pussy and began expertly servicing me. Sealing his lips around my entrance, Simon alternated sucking, licking, and swallowing. Very quickly, I teetered along the precipice of a gigantic climactic event.
With Mom present, I'd slipped into the submissive mindset of being unable to orgasm unless permitted to by my dominant. Frustrated at being unable to leap off the crest of my orgasm's wave, I began mewling protests.
"Please, Mom. Please, Mom. Please, Mom," I begged.
Thankfully, after initially unleashing her deep, joyful laugh, Mom grabbed my nipples and twisted and pulled them hard before growling, "Cum like the filthy whore slut you are, Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton. Confirm what we all know —you are nothing but a cock hungry, cum guzzling slut!"
She then plastered her mouth to mine as I screamed my climax. I came so hard that it took several breaths before finally coming down. Mom dismissed Simon carelessly and helped me across to the bed. She wrapped me in her warm arms and stroked my hair as I cried myself to sleep.
Several hours later, when I woke, I had my father's strong arms around me. Mom wasn't in the room, but I could hear her in the en suite showering. I rolled over and pressed my naked body against my Dad's still leanly muscled one.
"I'm so sorry, Dad," I sniffled.
"For what, Katie? Dad asked.
"Disappointing you," I replied.
"If what your mother, son and daughter say is true, Katie, it's not you that's disappointed me. It's my son-in-law for not adequately disciplining you because he was too busy getting his knob wet to do the job as he was taught."
That started me crying again, and Dad held me close. Mom climbed onto the bed and rolled so her bare body was pressed against mine.



"Do I need to know what Katie's correction marks are for, Elizabeth?" Dad asked my mother.
Mom replied, "No, Sir. Correction was needed and given. Katie took it as she should have, quietly, without flinching. Correction is over, and there's no need for us to revisit it unless the behaviour is repeated."
"Until you sort things out with Sean, Katie," Dad said, "I want you to drop in and see us once a week. If we've heard of or seen any behaviour that needs correction, we'll deal with it then. In the meantime, I'll drop by your house and talk with your man. I think it might be time for Sean's father and me to have a chat, too."
I felt my father's erection pushing against my tummy as he held me, and I couldn't help the slight shiver of excitement I felt.
"You may service your father if you wish, Katie," Mom said.
I leant back so I could look up at Daddy's eyes. He smiled and nodded, so I quickly slid down the bed and undid his pants before pulling them down far enough to free his cock. I took his rigidly erect penis in my hand. It was sticky with the juices of his cum and the pussy of whoever he'd been fucking. However, I didn't care and swiftly gobbled down all he had.
Dad didn't measure up when it came to my husband's or son's erections, but his cock was an item I was intimately familiar with, and it felt comfortingly familiar as I slowly let it slide into my warm and wet mouth. I enjoyed the taste of the combined secretions from my father and whoever he'd been fucking, but my taste buds were soon overwhelmed by the delicious flavour of Dad's precum. As I sucked him, I gently massaged Dad's big, sagging balls until I felt his scrotal sack tighten against his rock-hard shaft. As expected, seconds later, Dad moaned as he filled my mouth with his semen.
After he'd climaxed, Dad pulled me up, and I was warmly enveloped in a parent sandwich, which did more to ease my troubled mind than anything else that had occurred lately.
After close to an hour of cuddling, Mom asked if I'd help her make dinner. She said she'd phoned Kristy and Johnny when I'd slept earlier and invited them here for dinner. I agreed and rolled out of bed. I began leaving the room when Dad suggested I use their en suite's shower and asked if he could shower with me. It was such a sweet thing to offer that I immediately agreed. To my surprise, Dad moved behind me and pulled me close before fingering me to a very satisfying orgasm. It was the very first time Dad had ever stimulated me to an orgasm. I wondered if, later, I would finally be penetrated by my father's cock, but I doubted it would happen.
Around 6:00 pm, Johnny and Kristy walked into my parents' house. To my surprise, Kristy immediately stripped off all her clothes and joined Mom in the kitchen. I followed her in, and she unceremoniously handed me a pair of beers to take to Dad and Johnny. Knowing that she and Mom wanted to talk, I graciously took the beers into the lounge where my father and son sat.
As I walked in, Dad and Johnny both eyed me appreciatively but said nothing. After accepting his beer, Dad suggested I grab a glass of wine and join them. Once I'd sat on the floor before them, Dad looked from me to my son.
"Katie, Johnny informs me you've been remiss in your training of him. He tells me that you have taken him to bed and shown him how to make love to a sexually submissive woman, but you and Sean haven't even begun training him on how to be the best man he can be. My girl, you know better than that! Your husband has been seriously lax in controlling his family! Kristy is almost seven months past her maturation (eighteen) and is still a virgin? Why have you not brought her to your husband's bed to be initiated into womanhood?"
"Sean wasn't brought up like I was, Dad," I tried to justify. "I have to lead him gently to deflowering his daughter. If, as Mom did with Yvette and Mary, I led Kristy in naked, wearing a collar and leash, and presented her to him, Sean would have completely freaked out and probably have divorced me immediately."
Dad sighed before replying, "You're probably right, Katie. And that is your mother's and my fault. We should have been more rigorous about insisting that you and your husband spend time with us as we instructed Sean how to be the man you need him to be. Still, that is all water under the bridge now. However, Mrs Katie, you were also remiss when you told your mother and me to butt out."
Daring to speak up, something that even now wasn't wise for me to do with my father, I answered, "Dad, if Mom had told me why you missed my birthdays earlier, I would probably have seduced Sean on my sixteenth birthday. Until today, I had no idea you wished for him and me to get together."
Dad sighed again before replying, "We messed up, child, and I hope you can forgive us. Your sisters were of a like, and your Mom and I knew exactly what to do with them. You, however, were always headstrong and wilful. Other than your obvious feminine attractions, you should have been born a male. The eldest son to carry on our family's traditions. But you weren't. Instead, you were born as you are —gorgeous, stunningly beautiful, and naturally able to slide between submissive and dominance without the need to adjust your thinking. Sean, however, I believe would be happier if he was the submissive partner."
Dad stared into space before adding, "His father is peripherally aware of our extended family's peccadillos and is definitely on the 'D' side of 'D and s'. I'll catch up with him and discuss how we can fix this problem between you and Sean. Perhaps between the two of us, we can make your husband pull his head out of his ass."
Dad turned to my son before saying, "Sorry to insult your father in front of you, Johnny. But an ass is what your father is being. He can't shack up with his secretary for literally weeks in a row and expect his wife to remain celibate. Katie, you should have come to your mother and me with this years ago. We could have nipped this rubbish in the bud when it first reared its ugly head."
Looking down, I replied, "Sorry, Dad."
Dinner was an enjoyable time with lots of laughter and conversation. Afterwards, Dad and Johnny went to his office to chat. Mom took Kristy and me up to her and Dad's playroom. I watched, as she'd done with me, as Mom taught Kristy to deep throat a cock by practising with a banana. To add to all the other shocks I'd had today, Kristy quickly showed that she'd practised often because, after only two attempts, she could swallow the whole banana without gagging.
Mom then got out a dildo she called Goliath. Positioning it on the low table, Mom said, "Katie, show Kristy your stuff!"
It took a couple of attempts, but I managed to swallow Goliath down to its base on the third attempt.
"Have a go, Kristy," Mom instructed.
My daughter managed about half of the dildo before gagging, which was an impressive first attempt. However, even after thirty minutes of practice, Kristy couldn't take any more.
"It's the girth that causes the problem," Mom explained. "Once you've overcome having a penis scraping your gag reflex, the length doesn't matter as it merely slides further in. However, when the girth is as thick as this dildo is, you must learn to relax your throat muscles so the cock can slide down. Fortunately, most men are not as large as your father or brother."
After another practice attempt, Mom suggested we join the men in the lounge. Dad said to Kristy when we got there, "Demonstrate on your brother what you've learnt."
Johnny moved to the seat's edge and unzipped. Kristy knelt before him and gently fished his quickly lengthening cock out of his pants. She smiled submissively up at him as she held his cock's base and lowered her lips onto it. Then after lavishing his cock's head with her tongue, she opened her mouth wide and slowly deep-throated him.
"That should be her father sitting where your son is, Katie," Dad pointed out. "Your daughter should have been preparing your father to take her virginity as soon as she was old enough for him to do so. Sean was lax in this regard, as were you. Fortunately, your mother and I will step up. Kristy, you have my word that if your father won't do his familial duty, I will."
"Thank you, Poppy," Kristy said after letting her brother's cock slide out of her mouth. "May I say thank you by servicing you?"
"Yes," Dad replied. "Elizabeth, finish your grandson off. You may masturbate as you do, but you will wait until Johnny has cum in your mouth before you climax. Katie, you were not given permission to touch yourself. Select a cane from my office and return with it."
I hadn't even noticed that I'd found my clit with my fingers, so I was surprised by Dad's command. I knew better than to argue, though, so I swiftly crawled out of the room before getting to my feet and running to his office. I picked up the same cane as Mom had used earlier and ran back to the lounge. At the doorway, I dropped to my knees and crawled across the room to where my daughter was blowing my father and lifted the cane above my head with my head and eyes down, presenting it to him.
I'd barely taken my position when, with a loud groan, Dad erupted semen into my daughter's mouth. Kristy, of course, swallowed every drop before regretfully tucking Dad's penis into his trousers. Hearing his Grandfather orgasming into his sister's mouth sent Johnny over the edge, and he climaxed into his grandmother's eagerly sucking, swirling mouth.
As I knelt, waiting for further instruction from my father, Kristy crawled across to my mother and pushed her onto her back before Kristy lowered her mouth onto Mom's pussy. Mom groaned deeply as she held Kristy's head to her hot, wet vagina. Johnny took himself in hand as he watched the erotic spectacle of his sister servicing his grandmother's pussy. My eye flicked between Johnny's swelling cock and the moaning couple on the floor, and I had to fight to keep my hands off my swelteringly hot pussy.
"Take punishment position two, Katie," Dad instructed.
I quickly assumed the demanded stance. This was effectively the same as punishment position one except that instead of my hands behind my head with my elbows wide, I clasped my hands behind my back. Typically, this position would be followed by number three, which was lying over my corrector's thighs with my sexy bottom pointed up.
"Not an egregious error, Kaitlyn," Dad stated. "But I want you to relearn asking for permission before you indulge in sexual pleasure for yourself. You and your husband can revisit this instruction once your marriage is back on an even keel. Three on your breasts, and then you will kneel over my thighs to receive three on your pretty bottom."
The three swats across my breasts were very light and only meant to remind me that my body belonged to my man, not me. The surprise came when Dad administered my bottom strikes with his bare hand, not the cane. After the third, he pushed his fist between my thighs, forcing me to separate them. Once my legs fell apart, Dad slid the middle finger of his right hand into my pussy as he manipulated my clitoris with his left fingers. Surprised, I squealed out an orgasm almost immediately.
After I came down from my surprise orgasm, Dad helped me off his thighs onto my knees before him. Lovingly combing my long hair away from my face, Dad hugged me before kissing me softly on the lips.
"Your mother and I love you, Kaitlyn," Dad stated. "We love you and have always been incredibly proud of you. You are everything in a daughter we hoped you'd be. This rubbish with Sean will blow over. Sean Senior and I will ensure it. Don't forget I expect to see you every Friday afternoon until you're back sleeping with your husband."
We were interrupted by my mother's orgasm squeal as she thrashed on the ground. Dad instructed Kristy to finish her brother off with her hands and mouth when she came down. Johnny quickly climaxed into his sister's mouth. That left Kristy wanting, but Dad suggested we stay here for the night. Then he grinned and said he and Mom were quite deaf and wouldn't hear if I wanted to take care of my daughter's needs before we slept.
We stayed together, chatting and laughing until bedtime. Johnny elected to go home because he was meeting Gina in the morning. Kristy and I shared my old bed, and we spent an enjoyable night cuddling and sleeping after we'd brought each other to several satisfying orgasms.
Dad was gone when Kristy and I ventured out of the bedroom. We showered together without fooling around and made our way to the kitchen. Mom had thoughtfully picked up my clothes and folded them. However, as was tradition in our home, I wouldn't put them on until it was time to leave. It was a warm spring day, so being naked was comfortable.
Mom made breakfast —bacon, eggs and hash browns. And then Kristy and I left for home. Kristy had ridden to Mom's place with Johnny, so she rode with me home. We chatted about this and that, but nothing specific until we were almost to our street. She turned to me with tears in her eyes and asked, "Mom, how am I going to complete my seduction of Dad if he won't reconcile with you?"
I reached over and squeezed her hands but had to admit that I had no idea. I had planned to slowly introduce more and more play with Sean's 'secret lover' until the night I admitted his lover was still a virgin and wanted him to make her a woman. Then, after the moment of penetration, I'd pull off his blindfold, allowing him to realise his lover was his daughter. I believed at that point, Sean would willingly complete his deflowering duties. Now, all my plans were in the air and spinning, with no clue where they'd land.
Tuesday morning, I had my session with Patrick. This week, however, I didn't feel like playing, so I dressed in my dark blue leotard and kept our conversation light and chaste. I could tell he was disappointed, but that wasn't my problem. When I saw him, I cancelled Thursday's session because I was apprehensive about Sean and my appointment with the counsellor.
Wednesday passed quietly, although Sean continued to refuse to speak with me. That lasted until Dad and Sean's father arrived together at our house early in the evening. After two quick hugs, I was told in no uncertain terms to go to my parents' home and wait with my mother until Dad phoned me. But to take an overnight bag, just in case.
Dad phoned around three hours later and suggested I stay with Mom because Sean Senior had taken Sean home with him. Dad assured me my husband would be at The Couples Clinic in time for our counselling session. Kristy arrived with Dad, and we had quite a pleasant night chatting and playing cards before my daughter and I shared a bed again. Kristy's monthly visitor had arrived, so there was none of our now typical sex play.
Our session with the psychologist was scheduled for mid-morning, so I had plenty of time to head home, shower and change before the appointment. Sean wasn't home when Kristy and I got there. Not knowing what else to do, I drove to the clinic after I dressed. I'd chosen a conservative maxi dress for the appointment. This one was even baggy around my breasts, so it was a real change from my usual attire.
I arrived at the clinic and got out. As I walked towards the entrance, I heard the distinctive growl of Sean's Audi Avant R6, so I waited until he parked and came up the steps. To my surprise, Sean enveloped me in a tight hug and kissed my lips softly.
"We'll work this out, Katie," he promised.
I squeezed him tightly to me and instinctively ground my pussy against his groin. His cock immediately twitched and hardened, something I took to be a very good sign. However, he did refuse to hold my hand as we walked into the clinic, so I wasn't sure where we stood.
Our first consultation involved a paired discussion where the psychologist discussed why we'd come to see him. Of course, Sean led with my 'promiscuity' with Frank and his cohorts. I countered with the fact that I'd been kidnapped and raped, not that I'd voluntarily entered into sexual relations outside my marriage.
The counsellor then asked why I was there, and I explained that since my rape, I was coping okay, but my husband wasn't. Then I calmly pointed out that even if I had broken my fidelity marriage vows, it was only after nearly twenty years of his infidelities. Taking my mother's advice, I aimed both barrels of my metaphorical shotgun at Sean's face and let him have it. I detailed the almost one hundred affairs I knew he'd had. Then I added the howitzer —his nearly ten-year sexual relationship with his secretary, Amanda, and her attempts to break up our marriage, including approaching our kids.
Although the psychologist tried to maintain an aura of neutrality, he was shocked by my accusations, especially when Sean didn't deny my assertions.
The ensuing phase was individual interviews where our partners were encouraged to be elsewhere. Sean stated he wanted to go first, so I strolled across to a nearby café and ordered coffee. Sean's session would last up to an hour, and I was expected to stay absent until at least fifty minutes had passed. I spent the time catching up on my various social media pages and noted there was a message from Kath to call her when I could. Nothing important, but soon would be good. Looking at the time, I decided to call her immediately.
"Hey, gorgeous," Kath gushed when I called. "What are you doing tomorrow night?"
I noted the 'you', not 'you and Sean', and replied that I didn't know at this stage and wouldn't know until after our counselling session. Kath didn't explain any further but asked if I'd call her later in the day and let her know if I'd be free.
After the required fifty minutes had passed, I returned to the clinic. Sean exited the room almost exactly ten minutes later, looking grim. He acknowledged me with a brief hug before leaving the clinic and headed for the same café I'd just returned from.
During my time with the psychologist, he first established that I was coping with my rape okay. Knowing he couldn't relate anything to Sean, I explained how I consciously decided to enjoy everything that happened to me that night so it wouldn't leave me emotionally scarred. Burt agreed that it was a good mindset to get myself into and then went on to explore how I felt about my husband's many indiscretions. He seemed shocked by my ready acceptance of Sean having many lovers outside our marriage yet still wanting to remain married to him.
I tried to explain why, but unfortunately, Burt couldn't reconcile a loving family with sexual promiscuity by the husband. I wondered if I hadn't erred in choosing Burt as Sean and my advisor, but he took a deep breath and said, "I disagree with your assertion that your husband is entitled to take lovers as long as they are not emotional contracts, Katie, but I accept that you do. However, living as man and wife with his secretary when he travels is beyond what is acceptable, and I'm shocked that you haven't confronted him about that before now."
Our hour together had passed, so Burt invited Sean to rejoin us. The subsequent hour was spent exploring what Sean and I hoped to achieve from counselling. Sean stated it was learning to accept that I'd taken four lovers despite our marriage vows, whereas I explained that I hoped Sean would accept that I'd been raped, not that I'd 'taken extraneous lovers', and that he'd accept me back as his wife and lover.
The end of our first session came, and although I felt pretty good about expressing my anger and frustration at not being believed, I didn't think anything, yet, had been achieved. In some ways, I felt even more distant from my husband than before. This was confirmed when Sean informed me that he'd stay with his parents until our next session the following Thursday.



Trying not to show my distress, I hugged Sean, told him I missed and loved him, and then got in my car to drive home. Figuring it would be more fun to spend time with Kath tomorrow than with my parents, I drove to their place, hoping Dad would count today as my weekly visit.
He hugged me when I arrived and took me to his study. After asking if I'd done anything that needed correcting and receiving a negative answer, he hugged and kissed me again before asking if I wanted to stay for dinner. I did, so I immediately got undressed and went to find Mom. She agreed with Dad that today would count as my once-a-week visit. I helped Mom do some basic household chores such as sweeping and mopping the wood and tile floors and doing her sheets and other bedroom linen.
At 5:00 pm, I helped prepare dinner. Kristy arrived not long after I'd put the pot roast into the oven. She stripped just inside the door and joined Mom and me in the kitchen. While waiting for the roast to cook, I took out Mom's laundry basket. Several pairs of trousers and shirts needed ironing, so I took them into the lounge and chatted with my father as I brought Mom's ironing up to date.
After completing that chore, I returned to the kitchen. Mom and Kristy had things well in control, so I did what I'd done when I lived here with my sisters and nibbled on various pieces of raw chopped vegetables my daughter was preparing for cooking. I teased Mom and Kristy mercilessly, something I wouldn't dare have done with my mom before my marriage but could get away with now I was an adult.
Kristy had taken it upon herself to ensure Dad had everything he wanted. Between her arrival and dinner, she'd made him cups of tea, but now we were nearing dinnertime, she brought him a can of beer. Five minutes passed after she'd left with the beer, and she hadn't returned. Mom giggled and gestured that I should follow her quietly. We carefully crept around the wall separating the kitchen from the lounge. As Mom had expected, my daughter knelt between her grandfather's knees, giving him a lovingly slow blowjob.
To my surprise, Mom moved me in front of her before she pressed her large, droopy breasts into my back and pressed her pussy against my bum. Reaching around, Mom took my nipple between her thumb and forefinger, forced my thighs apart, and slid two fingers onto my clitoris.
"Don't you wish that was you where your daughter is, Kaitlyn?" Mom asked. "Don't you wish it was your mouth your father was about to ejaculate into? Don't you wish it was your husband that your daughter was blowing as you played with her wet cunt?"
As Mom completed her sentence, Dad's head tipped back as he lifted his hips off the couch, trying to force more of his stiff cock into his granddaughter's mouth. Then, with a loud groan, Dad jerked as he climaxed into my daughter's willing mouth. The sudden eroticism of Mom's vision and watching my daughter so gleefully suck my father off crashed me off my orgasm's precipice, and I vociferously moaned as I came on my mother's fingers.
"Dinner!" Mom said loudly as she laughingly pushed me into the room.
Kristy turned and smiled at me before she wiped some of Dad's goo off her lips. Dad chuckled and tucked his wilting penis away before helping Kristy up and walking to the kitchen.
After an enjoyable dinner, I remembered I'd promised to call Kath. I excused myself and went to the lounge to make the call. Kath asked if I could drop by her place tomorrow at midday but refused to say why. The only clue she gave was that if I had my visitor, she'd postpone for a week. Of course, that meant it was probably something sexual, but now Kath and I were sexually intimate, I looked forward to playing with her again.
At around nine o'clock, I decided to go home. Kristy elected to follow me in her car. When we arrived home, only Johnny was there. My kids realised their father's absence saddened me and insisted on sleeping with me. Although the bed in the guestroom is a queen, three people sleeping in it was a bit of a squeeze. However, I agreed it was preferable to sleeping alone. We didn't indulge in any sex play, but I did get lots of hugs, kisses and soft caresses, which did more to ease my hurt soul than anything else.
The following day I woke alone. Kristy was back at uni, so that was expected. I wasn't sure where Johnny was, but his car wasn't in the garage. I suspected he was with Gina, but at nineteen, that was his business. I made myself some breakfast and had settled onto a stool at the breakfast bar when my phone buzzed.
I took it out, it was from Kath and read: "See you at noon. Dress sexy!"
Most of the clothes Sean had moved to the guestroom were my day-to-day wear. My 'going out' clothing was still mostly in my walk-in robe. Because Sean wasn't home, I had no hesitation in walking into my room and selecting something 'sexy' to wear. I considered the 'Hollywood version of a street prostitute outfit' I'd worn to my second visit to Edgar's clinic, but then I spotted my white leather mini. This skirt is almost obscene. Barely two hand widths wide, it has four zippers that hold it together, two at the hips, front and back.
I matched it with a white corset. Using the doorknob to hold the laces, I pulled and tightened them until my waist was squeezed tighter than it had been since high school and my impressive breasts were about to pop out of their cups. I had a pair of white, thigh-high fuck me boots to wear with this outfit.
Once dressed, I did my makeup a little over the top because I felt it fit my appearance. Once I was done, I texted Kath that I was on my way and got in my Audi. On the way to Kath's place, several young guys either waved or whistled at me, whereas numerous women pulled faces and turned disgustedly away. Many more slapped their man's shoulder or arm as they openly ogled me as they drove by. I, of course, loved the attention.
Pulling into Kath's driveway, I swung my legs out of the car with my knees carefully together as my mother taught me and my father insisted. I'd been doing that ever since I began wearing skirts and dresses, so it was an instinctive action. No, 'Britney Spears beaver flashing' episodes for me.
I didn't knock, just walked inside, calling "hello." The house was strangely quiet, but I heard a deep man's voice call from the games room for me to come there. Wondering who it was, I walked to the house's end and entered the room. Seeing what was inside, I stumbled to a stop. The same man that Freya had blown at Kath's party was dressed in only tight leather trousers and holding a cat of nine-tails whip. His leanly muscled body and bald head gleamed in the lights.
My second shock was Kath tied from her shoulders to her shins in rope and suspended from a hook in the ceiling. As she slowly rotated, I could see the man had used the cat on her breasts, ass and back.
When she turned, Kath tittered and said, "Hi, Katie! Surprise!"
Panicked, I ran across to her and tried to lift her off the hook she hung from. Kath laughed and said, "Relax, Katie. I'm here willingly. Rick has begun my training to be a submissive and rope bunny." Then she giggled and added, "Rick, meet my best friend, Katie. Katie, meet my Dom and Master, Rick."
Rick acknowledged me with a nod but remained focused on Kath. Confused, I let go of Kath and stepped back. Then Rick reached past me and made Kath slowly turn again. He flicked the cat across her breasts, back, or ass as she turned. Every time the whip hit her nipples, Kath's eyes closed, and she groaned. It was clear she was close to orgasm and would probably have already popped over the edge if I hadn't interrupted.
Blown away, I could only watch as Rick used his skills with the cat to bring my friend to her climax. He got her there by administering three quick lashes across Kath's nipples before roughly shoving three fingers into Kath's dripping pussy and thumbing her clit.
"Fuuucckk!!" Kath groaned as she gushed pussy fluids over Rick's thrusting hand.
As soon as Kath had finished orgasming, Rick turned her and used a winch beside her to lift her higher. Then, looking directly at me, he fished his medium-sized but extremely thick cock out of his leather pants, rotated Kath forward and slowly pushed into her soaking pussy. He kept his eyes locked to mine as he reached around my friend and grasped her tiny, conical-shaped nipples and squeezed them mercilessly.
Kath began climaxing again immediately. As I watched, dumbfounded, Kath peaked three times in quick succession before she warbled a fourth, almost shrieked orgasm and collapsed limply against her binds. Master Rick released her nipples and slowly backed out of my best friend's vagina. His thick cock pulsed and throbbed as he walked to me.
"On your knees, slut Katie," he demanded. I shifted as if to obey before I locked my knees and shook my head. "Slut Katie, get on your knees," Master Rick commanded in a deep, resonant voice.
Of course, I had no more hope of resisting that voice than if Sean had spoken that way. I unthinkingly dropped to my knees and obediently opened my mouth when Rick presented his cock to my lips. When his glans entered my mouth, Rick forcefully grabbed a handful of my long, black hair and thrust powerfully into my oral cavity. Fortunately, I easily managed his length, and his extra girth didn't matter because he wasn't long enough to reach my throat. Rick's abdomen crashed into my lips, but he couldn't make me choke no matter how hard he pushed into my mouth.
"Impressive," Rick muttered as he pulled back and began fucking my mouth.
After around a dozen strokes into my oral cavity, Master Rick pulled back and blew his load over my face. He wasn't to know, of course, that I like that and will often encourage my husband to do it when we're making love. I received another "Impressive" when I casually wiped his splodge off my eyelids, swallowed it, and smiled up at him.
"Eat her cunt," Rick demanded, gesturing towards Kath.
I obediently crawled across to my best friend, tilted my head back, and began licking her soppingly wet pussy. Once I'd sucked up the copious amount of moisture there, I tipped my head further back and sucked Kath's clit into my mouth. Darting my tongue over and around her clit quickly brought Kath to a screaming orgasm.
When I moved back, Master Rick offered his semi-hard cock to my mouth again. I eagerly swallowed him, and he was achingly stiff only a few seconds later.
"Bend over the couch," Rick commanded. "I'm going to fuck your slut cunt."
I shook my head.
"Do it!" Rick demanded.
"No!" I answered.
"Katie slut, if you don't immediately bend over the couch, I'll take my cat to your fine ass."
I shook my head again before saying, "I will not, and you will not! I am not your submissive, nor will I ever be. Yes, I have submissive tendencies, but you do not own me. Nor have I agreed to submit to you, and I will not without much more discussion than we've had."
Rick smiled and asked, "Who has the power in a Dom/sub relationship, slut Katie?"
"The submissive, of course," I replied immediately. "She decides the terms and conditions of any play and may stop all play by saying a simple safe word. We have not even discussed safe words or how they would be used."
"And if I decide to punish whore Kath for your disobedience? After all, she promised you'd come and submit to me today."
"Then I'd advise Kath to use her safe word and call an end to her session. If you didn't immediately release her, I'd encourage her to have you charged with rape, sexual assault and common assault."
"And if I decide to take you? I'm much stronger than you." Rick questioned.
"Ask Frank Pritchard how well that worked out for him." I retorted. "Besides, what kind of Dom has to rape his play partners?" I added disparagingly. "I thought you showed promise, but you're just another bully masquerading as a Bdsm Master."
Rick grinned before lowering Kath and releasing her from the bar holding her in the air. He casually unwrapped the binds around her before gently holding and massaging her until her legs would support her weight again.
When she had control of herself, Kath knelt and assumed submission position one (On her knees with her back straight, head up but eyes down, and with her hands palm up on her thighs). "Thank you for the orgasms, Master," Kath said. "How may this slut thank you?"
Rick looked challengingly at me before saying, "Slut Katie hasn't received any sexual release yet. Don't you think you should use your mouth and tongue to give her release?"
Kath looked beseechingly up at me, so I nodded my acquiescence, leant against the sofa's armrests and spread my shapely thighs. Kath crawled between them and gently nuzzled my waxed pussy. She extended her tongue and swiped it along my perineum, over my entrance, along my slit and onto my clit. She bit that divinely thick nub between her teeth and gently pulled back.
Rick studied my eyes and somehow intuited what else I needed. He leaned forward, released my breasts from the corset's half-cups, and took my nipples between his fists and thumbs. Then, squeezing harshly, he twisted them, kissed my mouth and said, "Cum for me, my darling Katie slut."
My head tipped back, and I screamed as an expansive orgasm shattered me apart.
Rick instructed Kath to retake submission position one and sat on a chair as he waited for me to come down from my intense orgasm. As he watched me, he used his hand to bring himself to full arousal again.
Once he knew he had my attention, he said, "I want to fuck you, Katie. You're one hot slut, and I want to taste your charms."
I took a seat across from him and lifted my heels onto the seat beside my luscious bottom. "Then get on your knees and taste me," I demanded.
Kath gasped, but Rick chuckled. "I can do that, Katie. I'm primarily a Dom, but I can submit if required."
"It's required," I stated levelly.
Rick modulated his voice back to the level I knew to be his command voice, similar to what he used when he told me to suck him off.
"If it is a battle of wills you're after, Katie slut, you cannot win. Now lie on the ground with that cushion under your sexy ass, lift and spread your knees. I want to fuck you, and I will fuck you."
I tried to refuse, but unfortunately, my submissive nature wouldn't let me. Almost dazedly, I rucked my skirt above my hips, took the cushion he'd indicated and lay on the floor on my back with my curvy bottom on the cushion. My legs seemed to raise and spread on their own.
"You may eat my slut's cunt as I fuck you, Katie," Rick gleefully said when I'd taken his desired position.
Kath immediately crawled across to me, swung her toned leg over my face, and lowered her squelching pussy onto my lips. I loved her taste and quickly delved my tongue into her sweet essence. I felt Master Rick's strong hands on the backs of my knees, and he swiftly lifted my shapely legs higher and further apart. Immediately after that, I felt the head of his expansive cock pressing at my entrance. He hesitated there to see if I'd protest. When I didn't, he stroked firmly into my soaking vagina.
"Lawd, Katie," Rick moaned as he slid into me. "You're so hot, wet and tight that it's incredible. How, with how turned on you are, were you able to resist me?"
Of course, with my mouth pressed against my best friend's willing pussy, I couldn't answer him. But I felt his question was rhetorical, anyway.
Revelling in having Rick's thick cock stroking into me, I concentrated on bringing Kath to the best orgasm I could give her. I began by delving my tongue as deep into her as possible before withdrawing it. Then I began stabbing it into her repeatedly. I could tell by Kath's soft grunts that I was on the correct track. As her grunts turned to gasps and then to moans, I quickened how quickly I stabbed her. Then when her moans became drawn out, I surrounded her tiny clit with my lips and lashed it with my tongue as I forcefully sucked.
Kath came loudly as I swirled my tongue over her petite clitoris. When her after-orgasm shudders stopped, she moved to lie beside me, pulling and tweaking my right nipple as she suckled my left. Her doing that moved me closer to my crest, but I wasn't quite there. I'd slipped into my usual submissive mindset of needing my dominant to permit me to cum before I could. Master Rick was also near his climax, and I wasn't sure if he knew my need. It turned out he did because Rick slammed into me a final time before grinding his pubic bone firmly against my clit and lightly slapping my face.
"Cum for me, slut Katie," he demanded as his thick cock stiffened, lengthened and then began spurting cum into me.
Master Rick's cock wasn't long enough to squirt his man cream onto my cervix, so I didn't have my normal second orgasm when a man cums inside me. Kath took care of that by moving between my long, toned legs and going down on me when Rick shifted back to the chair. Kath cleaned my pussy and brought me to a soft but intense orgasm as Master Rick sat in his chair and masturbated to our spectacle.
Rick was semi-erect again by the time I'd recovered from my orgasm with Kath, so we knelt before him and serviced his widely girthed cock with our mouths until, at his instruction, we pressed our cheeks together and received his pulled climax over our faces. Rick watched as we licked his cum off each other and then thanked us for an enjoyable afternoon.
Once he had dressed, Rick said to me, "Katie, you need a dominant. Unfortunately, I'm not the correct one for you, even though I'd love to play with you again. Kath can give you the details of our local munch. I'd advise you attend with her and me, and we'll look for a suitable Dominant for you."
I nodded but didn't agree. I thought that Dad would provide that role in the short term, and I hoped Sean, now he would be home more often, and once our troubles were overcome, would step up and become the husband I knew he could be. As I'd observed earlier in my adventures, I believed my husband's continuous absences and the lack of his large, firm hand on my posterior correcting my wayward behaviour was most of the reason for the troubles I've found myself in.
Kath and I shared a loving shower, bringing each other to several mutually satisfying orgasms. After dressing, we ate a late salad lunch and shared coffee before I returned home. There was a message on the house answering machine from Sean saying he was staying at his parents' place for the weekend but wanted to see me on Monday morning. There was nothing I could do except sigh and accept his decision. It left me feeling bereft, though, so I undressed and climbed into bed.
I woke when I felt a naked, extremely stiff cock poking at my bottom and beautifully soft lips pressing against mine. My children were home and had joined me naked in bed. When I stretched back, Kristy moulded her gorgeously curvy, young body to mine, our lusciously full breasts pressing sexily together and her pussy grinding gently against mine.
I turned my head and kissed my son before reaching between us and guiding him into my quickly moistening pussy. Kristy delved her hand between us, and after circling where her brother and I were joined, she found my thick clit with her fingers and deftly manipulated it, bringing me to a swift climax. Johnny then moved to his knees and rolled me onto my back. Re-entering me, he held my knees up and back and began pounding me for all he was worth.
Kristy rolled onto her hands and knees before crawling along my body and presenting her freshly waxed pussy to my lips. Smiling at my good fortune, I eagerly ate my beautiful, sexy daughter as my handsome, gorgeous son fucked my tight, willing cunt. After a mutual pair of delicious orgasms each, we cuddled, and for the first time since Sean moved my clothes, I felt relaxed, loved and peaceful. I knew my kids loved me and would be there for me, no matter what. Happy, I lay on my side with Kristy pressed to my front and Johnny spooning me from behind.



The next morning, I carefully crawled out from between their embrace, washed my overflowing pussy in the bathroom, and made my way to the kitchen. I made coffee for everyone but left mine in the kitchen as I took Kristy's and Johnny's to the guestroom. They were cuddled together chatting when I entered, and I smiled at how well they were getting along. Not that long ago, it seemed they were at constant loggerheads. But since Johnny's club had informed him he was being offered as trade and they wouldn't renew his contract, Kristy had begun supporting him instead of being what I considered hypercritical.
I asked what they wanted for breakfast. Johnny asked for his typical Saturday morning feed of ham steaks, eggs and hash browns. Kristy asked if I would make a large enough fruit and yoghurt bowl for us to share. I happily obliged, and after lots of laughs and several hugs and kisses, Johnny left for his club, where he felt he still needed to train and try to change their minds before he was picked up during trade week or his career ended. I understood his determination and wouldn't have accepted anything less from him, but it saddened me that he hadn't, like his father, quite made it as a professional footballer.
Although my house wasn't particularly dirty, I worked through my usual cleaning regime. With the house being as big as it is, it's easier to stay on top of things than to let the dirt accumulate and have to really work to dig it out. I'd finished wiping down the flat surfaces and vacuuming and had filled the mop bucket when the doorbell rang.
I quickly checked myself in the mirror and decided I looked good enough to open the door. I'd put on a worn denim midi skirt and a tightly clinging tank top. I'd donned a support bra because I didn't like my large breasts bouncing around when I cleaned. The bra presented my breasts delightfully in my clinging, dark red tank top but didn't expose as much flesh as I typically did.
I opened the door, and Phil and Freddy chorused, "Hello, Katie. How are you?"
Stepping aside, I invited them and returned their 'hello'. "Johnny isn't here," I told them.
"He's at his club," Phil stated. "He'll pick Gina up after his training session and meet us for dinner later. We booked a model for a shoot today, but her daughter is sick, and she's called to say she can't make it. Freddy and I hoped to impose on you to model for us again, Katie."
"Why me?" I reflexively asked.
"Mrs Muggleton, you're the most beautiful woman any of us knows," Freddy stated. "You should be on magazine covers, TV and movies. We'd love to have you be the face of our studio."
"The agent from Vivienne's Modelling Agency said I'd never make it in any of those jobs," I replied.
Phil sighed before saying, "She said something like 'Katie, you're too much woman for modelling or films. Too tall, too developed and too overt', didn't she?"
I nodded, and he added, "That was the thinking in the nineties, Katie. The modelling standard was Katie Moss, the waif-thin, anorexic-looking almost child. Luckily, we're past that ridiculous phase. Katie, you're a sensually beautiful woman with the sexiest curves any of us have ever seen. We want to photograph that and for the world to see what we all feel —that you're the sexiest mom on the planet!"
How could I possibly refuse their request now? Besides, both Freddy and Phil were sporting fairly large erections as they imagined me posing for them. I'm sure their fantasies involved more than 'posing', and my pussy tingled at the thought of what they'd do if I allowed it.
"Give me a half hour to shower and change," I said. "Then I'm all yours."
Freddy and Phil nodded, and I walked to my bathroom to shower. After my shower, I inspected my pelvic area. Kristy's constant waxing meant my genital area remained relatively hair-free, but I still needed my epilator to remove several recalcitrant hairs. Satisfied that if I did accidentally flash more than I intended to, I wouldn't be embarrassed by stray hairs, I dressed in my sunshine yellow Nahanee ruffle maxi dress, did my hair and makeup and made my way back to the lounge where Freddy and Phil waited.
They both stood when I walked into the room. "OMG, Katie!" Phil exclaimed. "You look hot! As in —'You is one hot biatch!'"
I wasn't surprised because I'd had to add double-sided sticky tape to my dress and nipples to prevent my dress from sliding off my shoulders and exposing my large, firm breasts. The dress had a side part that exposed my right thigh to almost its hip joint. I needed to be careful when I sat because the dress fell apart and would reveal that I'd gone pantyless.
Freddy had arrived at my place with Phil, so I somehow found myself in Phil's car's backseat, heading for their photography studio. When we got there, Phil had me relax and wander around their studio. He said I should 'strike a pose' whenever I felt relaxed and comfortable. Whatever that pose was was up to me. They took several pictures as I strolled around the studio. I wasn't comfortable at first, but when I decided to flirt with the boys and ignore their cameras, I completely relaxed and got into it.
I began by strutting across the room with an exaggerated hip sway and a slight heel lift that caused a bounce in my step and set my shapely bosom jiggling. Next, I stopped several times and cocked my right leg so that my long, toned legs were displayed sexily. Then I spread my feet wide and, with my legs straight, bent at the waist. The dress clung to my curvy ass, and the extra stretch on the fabric turned it almost translucent. It also made it clear that I wasn't wearing panties!
The boys were appreciative and generous with their praise for how I looked and how sexy my poses were, but then came the request I knew was coming from the moment they'd asked me to model for them.
"Can we get some more risqué shots, do you think, Katie?" Phil asked.
"What do you want?" I coquettishly answered.
"Would you let the spaghetti straps 'accidentally' fall off your shoulders and onto your upper arms, then repeat your strutted walk?"
I knew the result of that was that even with the tape holding the breast cups to my nipples, the dress would slide off my big breasts and show my rock-hard nipples. When I began flirting with Phil and Freddy, I noticed they'd both developed tented trouser fronts. Their arousal was so blatantly obvious that I'm sure their penises must have been uncomfortable in their pants. Of course, that thought led me to fantasise about kneeling before them and releasing their pent-up energy. I was so aroused that I could feel the moisture on my inner thighs.
However, I didn't want to appear too needy or easy, so I asked, "If you take those pictures and post them on your website, someone will recognise me and tell my husband. Even if he is okay with it, which I doubt, it would have ramifications for his new business."
"Yeah," Freddy snickered, unawarely adjusting his cock to be more comfortable. "Sean will have a mile-long queue of men wanting to book an investment consultation with his sexy secretary. Each one with the fantasy of making love to you on your desk!"
I tittered because that image struck me as a great way to repay Sean for rejecting me. His joke informed me that word of Sean's and my troubles hadn't gotten out of our family yet.
Phil broke in smoothly, "Katie, the first series of photos we'll use for our website. The next set is for my and Freddy's personal collection. If you pardon my crudity, we'll use these to fantasise and masturbate over."
I liked the thought these two handsome, muscular and virile young men would masturbate over me. I was even more excited at the idea that despite Phil living and having sex with Mistress Siobhan and his sister, both of whom were exceptionally beautiful young women, he'd still fantasise and jerk off to my images.
Phil had moved to sit on the couch. I was nervously pacing as I considered if I should grant their request. Plus, I worried about even more salacious photos of me existing and what it would mean if either Phil or Freddy 'accidentally' released them or posted them on their website. Johnny had told me that they'd created an eighteen-plus gallery so they could advertise some of the more risqué picture shoots they'd done. I protested, but he assured me that none of my or Kristy's photos were posted on there.
As I paced past Phil for the fourth time, he reached out, grabbed my wrist and pulled me onto his lap. I sat on a very large, extremely stiff erection. Phil's lips found mine, and his tongue probed along my lips, insisting on entrance. Simultaneously, his hand slid inside my dress and cupped my large, firm breast. When his thumb strummed my thick nipple, I moaned, and Phil's tongue snaked into my mouth.
I felt hands on my inner thighs, pressing them apart. I let them fall open, and Freddy blew softly on my clit before he sucked that juicy nub into his mouth. Phil slid my dress straps off my shoulders and pulled the tape off my nipples before he sucked the left one into his mouth and bit gently.
I couldn't help myself, my right hand found the back of Freddy's head, and I lifted my hips to mash my pussy against his lips. At the same time, I cupped Phil's head and arched my back, trying to push more of my breast into his sucking, swirling mouth.
Phil gently pushed me onto my knees on the ground before him. Knowing what he wanted, my eyes hooded, and I groaned as I quickly fished his big, thickly erect cock out of his trousers and devoured it. Freddy tugged my dress down until it slipped off my hips and down my legs. Then he spread my curvy ass cheeks and softly tongued my entrance, discovering the wetness already pooling there.
"Why, Mrs Muggleton," he chuckled. "I believe you want this as much as we do!"
In reply, I pulled Phil's trousers down to fully release his impressive tool as I pushed my pussy back at Freddy. I could tell that Phil wanted me to blow him, but I felt sluttier than that, so when I got his trousers off, I knelt astride his thighs, reached behind me, and guided his aching, throbbing, thick member into me. I slid down his long pole until it bottomed out in my pussy. I'd barely managed to fit it all in before its tip hit my cervix. As you all know, I love that sensation, so I moaned again as I felt Phil's cock press against it.
Freddy still knelt behind me, not moving. "Get naked, Freddy," I demanded. "I want to suck your cock, then it's going in my ass."
"Gawd!" The boys moaned.
Freddy swiftly stripped, stood on the sofa and proffered his stiff, nicely sized cock to my lips. Freddy wasn't a slouch in the cock-size department but wasn't as long or thick as most of the cocks I'd taken recently, so I believed he'd fit in my tight ass perfectly. Sucking Freddy's cock into my mouth, I began slowly bouncing up and down on Phil's rock-hard cock.
I revelled in having the two cocks in me, but Phil's shirt prevented skin-on-skin contact. Unluckily for him, it was a button-up, so I grabbed it and tore it apart, sending buttons flying everywhere. Letting Freddy's cock out of my mouth momentarily, I arched my back and bent my neck. Then I bit Phil's pec as hard as possible before growling, "Stick your beautiful cock in my ass, Freddy. Make me the biggest slut you know!"
Freddy moved behind me and knelt. He spread my ass cheeks and tongued my little chocolate star. Then he wet two fingers in his mouth and gently inserted the first. Noting it slid in easily, he squatted and positioned his throbbingly erect penis on my rosebud.
"Take me, Freddy," I demanded. "Stop pussy footing around and jam that big thing into me!"
The boys chuckled at my pronouncement, but Freddy obeyed, forcing himself balls deep into my ass in one swift thrust.
"Gawd!" I groaned, delighting in being twice filled with real cocks for only the second time.
It took a bit of time before the boys figured out a rhythm, but work it out, they did, and they were soon thrusting forcefully into me. Freddy, of a necessity, set the pace. When he pulled back, I'd lift with him and ride up Phil's long and thick cock. Then, when Freddy thrust into me, I'd let him drive me forcefully onto Phil's pubic bone. The paired sensations of my clit hitting Phil's pubis as his cock's head struck my cervix sent me careering through numerous back-to-back orgasms.
All were relatively mild, though, until Phil took my thick nipples between his fists and forefingers and pulled and tweaked them hard. Simultaneously, Freddy smacked my right hip and growled, "We're going to fill your slut holes with cum, Katie. Scream for us as you orgasm on our cocks!"
His sudden, unexpected dominance, combined with the sharp pain substitution, crashed me over the edge of my climax's precipice. I obeyed his command by screaming through an intense orgasm as I felt their cocks erupt inside me. I climaxed so hard that I momentarily passed out and sagged onto Phil's chest.
I came to still lying on Phil, but my love holes were empty of cocks. I lifted my head and smiled at Phil before offering my lips for a kiss. He lovingly held me as we kissed. Our kiss turned passionate when I felt his cock stirring against my perineum. Smiling again, I kissed down his body until I could take his quickly stiffening cock into my mouth. I got him hard in time for Freddy to return with a washer and some lube.
He grinned when he saw me looking at him. "We didn't dare dream you'd accept anal sex, Katie," he explained. "But, in case you want to go again, I got some lube from the supply cupboard."
I did want to go again. So far, I'd only taken medium-sized cocks in my rear love hole, and I wanted to see what a bigger one felt like in there. Phil was only a little longer and thicker than my son, so I was confident I could take him. Rather than answer Freddy, I held my hand out. He took the hint and placed the bottle in my hand. Then he knelt behind me and carefully cleaned my abused ass.
He then briefly left to rinse the facecloth and to ensure his cock was meticulously clean. I knew he expected to have my pussy this time, and I wouldn't deny him. When he returned, I let Phil's magnificent cock out of my mouth and coated it liberally with lube. Then I reached between my shapely thighs and smeared some across my tiny star.
Satisfied I was as ready as I could be, I stood and swung a foot over Phil's reclined body and then squatted. Phil, helpfully, held his cock so its head pointed at the ceiling. When I was low enough, I took it in my hand and guided it onto my little rosebud. I took a deep breath and exhaled, slowly lowering myself onto Phil's extensive protuberance.
When the head of Phil's cock hit my knot, I remembered what Yolanda had told me and pushed as if I was trying to expel Phil's cock and then relaxed and sank down. I grunted as Phil's glans split my knot but felt no real pain, only a divine feeling of fullness. I kept lowering myself until my curvy ass pressed against his abdomen. Then I pulled my legs out from under me and reclined onto him with my knees well spread.
Freddy took the hint and climbed carefully between my legs. Phil hadn't spread his legs, so I closed mine before tucking my toes under his calves and pulling them apart as I respread my shapely thighs. Freddy placed his left foot beside Phil's and my hip. Then he knelt on his right knee. Lowering his hips, he cupped his balls to hold them off Phil's and guided himself into my hot, wet and tight cunt.
This sexual journey was on the boys. I was nothing more than a passenger on their sex train. Freddy's lips caressed mine as he delicately slid his tongue along them, asking for entrance. When I softly moaned, he slipped his tongue into my mouth and touched it to mine. As we kissed, Phil forced his hands between our bodies and began mauling my luscious breasts, and I was soon on the crest of another intense orgasmic event.
This time, it seemed the boys were in no hurry to climax because they forcefully pumped me for what seemed like an age. They drove me to several petite orgasms, which I enjoyed immensely, but I hadn't gotten what I needed to leap off my cliff yet. Once again, Freddy intuited what I required to climax truly. He growled, "Cum for me, you dirty, cock-in-the-ass loving slut! Cum for me, and I'll fill your slut cunt with man juice!"
Although I could mostly control it now, that word in this circumstance still worked as it had since Edgar implanted it. As soon as he said 'slut' my orgasm blew me apart. My screams and swiftly clenching sphincters set the boys off, and they roared as they blasted cock juice into my twin love holes.
When we came down, Freddy carefully helped me and guided me into the adjoining room, where I saw a good-sized shower. The three of us fitted comfortably, and the boys gently and lovingly cleaned me. The sensations of their firm, gentle hands on my breasts, ass and pussy made me hot again, so I turned my rounded, sexy ass to first Phil and then Freddy and let them fuck me until I climaxed and they came inside me. I knelt in the water and tried to bring their cocks back to life. Freddy managed to stiffen enough for me to have him spurt into my eager mouth, but Phil was done for the day.
After our showers, the boys helped me into numerous poses, all showing my pussy, ass or breasts to their best advantage. Of course, posing for these naked, muscular, young and virile men made me hot and wet again.
Phil chuckled and joked, "We should have brought reinforcements, Freddy. The two of us are not enough man for one, Mrs Katie Muggleton!"
I tittered but was happy when the boys took turns to use their mouths, tongues and fingers to bring me to several more orgasms. I left for home late that day feeling happy, satisfied, satiated, sexy and desired. I was sure if the boys asked me to 'pose' for them again, I'd be glad to oblige!
I got home in time to cook dinner for my children. Johnny teasingly asked if he should ask Phil what happened in their photo studio today, but I giggled his question away. Kristy was blatantly curious about her brother's question, but thankfully, she didn't ask any questions. Not that I thought she'd have a problem with what I'd done, but I had to have some secrets, surely!
After dinner, we found a pair of movies on Netflix we all wanted to watch and shared a bottle of wine as we watched. At bedtime, Johnny and Kristy insisted on joining me in bed again. I knew it was because they loved me and wanted to support me, but after all the loving I'd had earlier that day, I didn't feel like any more. However, having my daughter suckling on my nipples as her brother tongued my pussy soon reignited my libido, and we enjoyed several mutual orgasms before we slept.
Sunday was quiet. Johnny was out with the boys, and Gina and Kristy had work. Sean and I were financially viable enough to have paid for her studies and given her a sizeable allowance, but my daughter preferred the independence of earning her own income. A position Sean and I supported and encouraged. I believe it was one of the big reasons neither of our kids are typical spoiled rich kids.
However, the silence, which, when my marriage was on a solid footing, never bothered me, I found grating. I completed the cleaning tasks I'd put aside to accompany Phil and Freddy, but that only took me to mid-morning. I called Kath's number, but it went to her voicemail. Of course, being the weekend, she'd be busy at the TV studio, but I'd hoped to at least chat for a few moments. Finding myself at a loss for what to do, I called Mom. She immediately picked up on my distress and said she was on her way.
Around thirty minutes later, Mom walked in the door, "Put something pretty on, Kaitlyn," she announced. "Where going out for lunch."
I swiftly showered and changed, dressing conservatively in deference to my mother, and we were out the door. Mom drove to Red Hill, where she'd heard good things about a recently opened café called Gramp's Café. I immediately fell in love with the café's mismatched furniture and kitschy décor. The owners were happy, friendly and welcoming. Mom suggested we try the savoury mince and egg breakfast, even though it was lunchtime. It proved to be an inspired selection because the dish was delicious. Even their 'small' serving was too much for me, though Mom devoured all of hers before picking at mine.



"That's why you're a size sixteen while I'm a twenty-two," Mom tittered as she picked at my meal's remains.
"You need to get your weight under control, Mom," I said quietly. "If you get your weight down to where it should be, I'm sure Yvette and Mary will follow suit, and that would be the best for all of you."
"You're right, Katie," Mom admitted. "Now I'm in my sixties, my joints ache. My doctor insists I need to lose the weight before he even considers looking at new knees or hips for me."
"Are they that bad, Mom?" I kidded. "You seem to be still able to get on your knees and suck Dad's cock!"
"Cheeky!" Mom teased back. "But I don't need to do that very often now that you and my granddaughter visit more regularly!"
"Thanks for helping Kristy, Mom. I had plans to get Sean to deflower her, but since my rape, they're all blown apart."
Mom squeezed my hand, "His and your fathers are working on him, Kaitlyn. The last Mark and I spoke about it, Sean had admitted that carrying on with his secretary as he had put him in no position to be critical of or judge you."
"You warned me, Mom," I sighed. "You told me never to let Sean catch me with another man when I married because he'd divorce me. You trained me to understand he'd have many lovers but that I should remain faithful to him only. And if I were to have an affair, to ensure I was never caught. Well, Frank fucking Pritchard and his tiny four-inch dick has ruined my marriage, but the real cause is Edgar releasing my slutty, incestuous desires. Before my session with him, I'd had exactly one cock inside me —Sean's."
"And now you've had what? Thirty-six, didn't you say?"
I felt no need to admit that my number of lovers had increased to forty, but I thought I did need to correct Mom on how many cocks I'd had inside me. "I've had sex with almost as many women as men since my first session," I answered primly.
"And that makes it better, Kaitlyn?" Mom asked with her eyebrow arched.
Sighing, I admitted, "No," and then apologised for minimising my indiscretions.
Mom squeezed my hand again and said, "It'll be okay, Katie. Sean loves you. We just have to get him to pull his head out of his ass and remember that he does." She looked thoughtful for a moment before asking, "How did your first counselling session go?"
I grinned and said that I'd taken her advice and opened fire on his many indiscretions. She laughed and asked what the therapist had said about that. I said he was shocked, of course, but he hadn't offered any judgment except to say it was unusual that a wife in that situation would only complain because of her husband's hypocrisy, not because of his many affairs.
"When do you see him next?" Mom asked.
"Every Thursday for a minimum of four sessions. More if we or the therapist believe we need them."
"Want to come and spend the days with me between now and then?" Mom offered.
"Can I play it by ear and call or come over if I find myself at a loss like I did today?" I countered.
"Of course, baby girl," Mom replied, patting my hand and causing me to tear up because that's how I regularly addressed my daughter.
After we'd finished our coffees, we went to The Broncos Leagues Club, which was just up the road from the café. I found poker machines boring, but Mom enjoyed feeding coins into the slots until they'd run out, which was nearly always the case. I got us a glass of Riesling each and sat and chatted with her as she fed the pokie. It was nice because we chatted more like sisters or friends than mother and daughter as we'd typically do. I'd always known my mother was a funny and articulate woman, but I discovered she had an earthy sense of humour, and I suspected she'd had many more lovers than Simon, who I'd caught her with.
Eventually, the constant noise from the machine irritated me, so I refreshed our drinks but returned to sit at the bar to drink mine. I'd barely sat down when a tall, muscly man sat beside me. He looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn't quite place him. He got his drink, a premium beer from Holland, turned to me, and said, "Hello, Mrs Muggleton. Nice to see you here. How's Sean?"
When he spoke, my memory offered up a name —Ben Beverly, a teammate from my husband's playing days. Unlike my husband, Ben had had a successful NRL (National Rugby League) career, playing over two hundred games for the Brisbane Broncos and representing Queensland in the annual State of Origin series several times. I looked him over and quickly ascertained that, like my husband, he'd kept himself in prime physical shape since ending his playing career.
I told him that Sean was well but wasn't with me today. He asked if I was here alone, but I pointed to where my mother sat and said I was with her. Ben smiled and said, "Shame!" but quickly stated he was teasing. I didn't think he was, but I chose not to call him on it. We chatted for close to another thirty minutes, with Ben lightly flirting the whole time. I wasn't concerned by it and felt no reciprocal attraction, so I let it wash off my back like a duck with water.
He saw my mother cashing out her machine, so he quickly said, "Katie, you're the hottest woman I've ever met. If you ever want to play, call me. I'm on the coaching staff here, so call here."
He reached an imploring hand towards me, but that's when I saw the white line and indentation from where his wedding ring should have sat. Moving back, I sneered, "Phone you here so I don't get the little woman at home, right? Rack off, you sleazebag!"
Blushing, Ben backed away, mumbled an apology, and bolted out the door.
"What was that about, Katie?" Mom asked when she reached me.
"A married sleazebag ex-teammate of Sean's that asked me to play with him."
Mom giggled before saying, He looked pretty hot and was in good shape. Shame he wasn't honest with you because married men, when you too are married, are the safest to play with!"
"Elizabeth Ann Shephard, I think you may not be as sweetly innocent as you've always had me believe!" I mock growled as I grinned.
"You saw and played with me with Simon, Katie. I'm fairly certain you knew he wasn't my first! And, no, I'm not admitting to more than that!"
Giggling, with our arms interlinked, we walked to the carpark, got into Mom's car and drove back to my home.
Monday morning, Sean, as he'd promised, came home. The kids made themselves absent, and I made Sean breakfast. I did scrambled eggs and bacon on toast for him before making a strawberry smoothie for myself. Sean was silent but watched me as I moved around the kitchen preparing our breakfasts. I felt his eyes riveted to my sexy, curvy ass when I bent over to load our breakfast things into the dishwasher. When I turned back, I was pleased to see that Sean sported a semi-hardon.
I stood before him, waiting to see what he wanted. He tried to say something a few times before he hitched a sob and opened his arms. I rushed across and melted into them. "I love you, Katie," Sean sobbed. "I'm sorry I'm being unreasonable, but I can't stop closing my eyes and see you with someone else's cock in your mouth or pussy. It's driving me around the bend."
I desperately wanted to remind him how many times I'd had to put up with that reality, but I knew it would only drive the wedge separating us deeper. Instead, I squeezed him tighter and remained silent. It seemed the right thing to do because Sean's arms wrapped around me tighter, and he kissed my cheek softly. "I love you, Katie," he repeated.
I tilted my head back and kissed his lips lightly, "You are my world, Sean," I told him. "Without you, life has no meaning. I'm sorry what happened to me has hurt you, and I will do anything I can to make you love me like you did before it happened. Please come home, I miss you."
"Probably after we meet with the marriage counsellor on Thursday, Katie," Sean said. "Will you give me until then?"
"You have until you tell me you don't want to stay married, Sean. I never wanted you to move out."
"I have to get my head straight, my love," Sean stated. "Our fathers have diligently beat my head for mistreating you. I'm getting there, but I need more time."
Deciding to change subjects, I asked, "How's your new business going?"
Again, I seemed to have picked the correct subject because Sean's face glowed as he said he'd brought in twelve new clients, four of whom had portfolios exceeding ten million dollars and all with investments totalling at least a million dollars.
"I'll need you to start answering phones and scheduling my appointments soon, Katie. Are you ready to come to work?"
"I think it will be difficult for us to work together before we sort out our differences," I carefully said. "But, if you need me, I'm here for you."
"I'll always need you, Katie," Sean said. "I'm struggling to tell you that at the moment, though."
My heart sang because I thought that my mom and dad were right. Sean would eventually get past his mental block, and our marriage would be strong again. However, I admitted to myself I doubted I was ever giving up my slutty, incestuous ways. I was having way too much fun to want to stop. I'd need to be discreet, though, just as my mother had said. Her marriage was still strong after over forty years, and it certainly didn't include marital fidelity, as I'd blatantly observed!
Sean and I held each other for a long time, and I was pleased when I felt his erection growing against my tummy. However, I wasn't ready for him to take me to bed until he admitted his hypocrisy, so I offered coffee and broke our embrace. Sean sighed unhappily but let me go.
When the coffee maker began spitting out its brew, I asked, "Where are you sleeping tonight?"
"I'm assuming with you is out of the question?" he asked glumly.
"You moved my stuff out of our marital bedroom, Sean," I gently pointed out. "Disposed of me like I was yesterday's trash. That hurt, Sean. More so that you did it when I wasn't even home and without asking me first. If you'd said you wanted to sleep separately, I wouldn't have liked it, but I would have accepted it. What you did reeks of cowardice, Sean. I never thought I married a coward. Are you?"
"I acted from my hurt and pain, Katie," Sean tried to explain. "I realise that I was wrong now."
"I think we should sleep apart at least until after Thursday's meeting with our counsellor. What do you think?"
Sean sighed again but admitted I was right. He asked if it was okay with him moving back into our home, and I said, "It's your home, Sean. I never wanted you to move out, nor did I want to sleep apart. You made those decisions. I'm only reacting to what you did. Kicking me out of our bedroom hurt, Sean. Abandoning me when I desperately needed you hurt even more. Refusing to talk to or acknowledge me was worse still. But I love you, Sean. I've loved you since fifth grade. You're the only man I've ever wanted to be with, to be married to."
Sean said he had his things in his car and, assuming I was okay with it, he'd move them back into the house now. Of course, I let him, but when he returned to the kitchen, I said, "Your children are angry with you, Sean. They've been sleeping in the guestroom with me every night, so don't be surprised if they give you the cold shoulder and stay with me in those rooms."
Looking grim, Sean said, "I've made a royal mess of things, haven't I?"
I nodded but felt no need to rub his nose further into his errors, so I stayed silent. We sat on our stools, drinking coffee. There was a physical distance between us, but I felt we were mentally and emotionally close again for the first time since I'd confessed what happened with Frank and his mates. Not where we were before, but the ice in our relationship had begun melting, and I believed we'd get past our problems.
Sean stated he had numerous phone calls to make to ensure his clients were happy and to drum up more business, so he kissed and hugged me again before walking to his office above our garage. I took today's developments as a sign that I should complete my registration for my business degree. Now that I had my USI (Unique Student Identifier), I finished the sign-up quickly and received my first course materials.
My initial subjects were designed to transition me back into an educational state of mind. I began working through them, and considering it had been twenty years since I'd done any formal study, I was surprised by how easily schoolwork came back to me. I completed the first module before lunch and passed the test at the end with a perfect score.
After I'd completed that module, I logged out of the computer and made lunch for Sean and me — a steak sandwich with oven fries for him and a pulled chicken salad for me, and took it across to Sean's office. When I got there, Sean was on the phone but smiled happily and gestured that I should sit with him as we ate. He completed the call, and I encouraged Sean to share his work with me using the skills my parents had insisted I learned —how to ask insightful questions so my husband knew I was interested in his career.
The rest of the day passed uneventfully, and later, for the first time since Sean returned from Sydney, my whole family sat down to a shared meal. Because I had an abundance of beef mince and cheese, I'd prepared a shepherd's pie. As the pie baked, I wrapped corn cobs in tinfoil after seasoning them with butter, salt and pepper and placed them beside it. When the pie was nearly done, I made a mixed salad of lettuce, spinach leaves, diced pears, walnuts and cheese.
My family sat at the dinner table and happily chatted as we ate. The only problem was when it was time to bed, Johnny and Kristy kissed their father goodnight and came to the guestroom with me. Sean looked pained but didn't speak as we exited the lounge and went to bed.
Tuesday and Wednesday passed uneventfully. Other than not sleeping in the same bed, Sean and I were back to being as we usually were. I made his breakfast, lunch and dinner and performed those tasks for my children, and I kept the house immaculate as he went to work. I hadn't had any chances to play, so other than having regular sex with my offspring, there was nothing to write about.
Thursday arrived, and I travelled with Sean to our therapy session. Today's session would be two hours of intense couples therapy. We were to play the roles of speaker and then listener. In the speaking role, we had to tell our partner, without accusation or judgment, how we felt about what bothered us. When we were the listener, we didn't have to agree with what our partner was saying, but we were to try and empathise and understand how they felt, even if we didn't understand why.
Sean wanted to go first. And I had to listen to a litany of complaints about my supposed infidelity with Frank, Charlie, Tiny and Jumbo II. Sean stated that he felt hurt and betrayed by my 'affair' with those four men and that he couldn't understand why I'd willingly have five-way sex with four men.
As instructed, I listened without comment and tried to show that I heard and understood him with my eyes and non-committal sounds. However, I couldn't, for the life of me, understand why Sean continued to insist I'd willingly gone with Frank and his friends. His son, his son's two best mates, and the police report all stated I'd been coerced into the car and taken to the house in Albion. The doctor's report showed abrasions in my pussy and ass, indicative of forced penetration. Plus, there were confirmed marks on my wrists and lower thighs from where the chains bound me.
When Sean finished his part of our discussion, the therapist asked me to show my understanding of what my husband had just told me. I repeated what Sean had said about feeling betrayed and hurt because he believed I'd cheated on him, and indicated I understood he felt that way and acknowledged it must feel terrible. However, there was no way in hell I would confirm his thoughts because they weren't true. Many of my adventures would honestly give Sean reason to divorce me, but my experience with tiny dicked Frank and his asshole mates weren't one of them.
After showing my understanding of how my husband felt about our troubles to the counsellor's satisfaction, it was my turn to say how I saw things. As with Sean, I wasn't allowed to attribute anything to him. Instead, I had to tell Sean how his words and actions made me feel. Deciding I'd continue as I had at our last session, I let rip about Sean's many sexual encounters since we'd married.
Interestingly, for me at least, was that as I began to enunciate his many indiscretions, I realised they'd emotionally hurt me more than I realised. Because of my upbringing and training, I'd swept Sean's extramarital affairs under an emotional carpet and refused to think about them. I now realised that was what Edgar had freed me from. I no longer had to put up with my husband's many side women. I could put my foot down and insist he obey his marriage vows and 'forsake' all others. Plus, I could choose to take as many lovers as I wanted because I was sexually free.
After explaining how useless and worthless his constant cheating on me made me feel, I expressed how let down, abandoned and betrayed I felt when he rejected the evidence and accused me of having a five-way with my rapists. I wondered how he could think that when all evidence pointed to rape and extortion, including several tapes of other men and women they'd kidnapped, brought to their dungeon and raped.
Sean was now expected to relate back to me what I'd explained non-judgmentally, and he couldn't do it. Every time he began, he'd say things like, "You did this," or, "You said," or "You should have," and every time he did, the therapist stepped in and said his task wasn't to criticise me. It was to show he'd heard and understood how I felt.
Sean took a huge breath before slowly letting it out. He opened his mouth to try again, but his face crumpled, and he burst into tears. "I'm so sorry, Katie," he sobbed. "I've been self-centred and selfish. I thought you didn't care about the women I've been with because you knew it was only sex, and it was you that I truly loved."
I took his hand in mine and squeezed it, "I do forgive you your girls, Sean. But travelling as husband and wife for nearly half our married life with Amanda is beyond the pale."
The therapist's eyes widened at that, and when Sean tried to protest that I hadn't said anything, Burt said, "She shouldn't have had to, Sean. Come on, Sean. You're a married man, and you shouldn't have needed anyone to tell you that leaving your wife and kids at home to fend for themselves while you travelled the world and banged other women wasn't on. Quite frankly, I'm amazed that Katie is only on your case about your hypocrisy and not demanding an instant divorce because of your many infidelities."
Sean's face crumpled again, and he began sobbing. I couldn't hold my tears any longer and started crying, too.
"Do you want a divorce, Katie?" Sean sobbingly asked.
"No!" I said determinedly. "I want my husband back in my bed and arms. I want him to love me and know I would not do what he has accused me of. I want him to believe me when I say what happened, and I want him to hold me!"
Sean turned toward me and opened his arms. I rushed into them and felt his strong arms cradle me. I felt he loved me for the first time since he'd walked out of our en suite. As the counsellor watched and waited, we cried into each other's shoulders for a long time.
After we'd held each other for several minutes, the counsellor gently said, "Sean, tell Katie how you feel."
Sean sobbed and squeezed me tightly, "I love you, Katie. I'm so sorry I've hurt you so badly. I apologise for not believing you, and I promise to believe you now. I'll help you through this, Katie. We all will. Johnny, Kristy, our parents, we'll all help you to survive your rape."



Of course, telling him that the rape didn't bother me would be an extremely poor decision. I had, after all, phoned Frank and agreed to meet him. Plus, I'd gotten into the car willingly. During the first court case, I discovered Frank had purposefully parked in a blind spot of the station's cameras. In my case, it worked against the three living co-conspirators because no evidence of my willingness existed. My phone call to Frank had been raised, but the prosecuting attorney explained it by pointing out Frank was blackmailing me and had threatened to post pornographic images of me on the internet.
The session ended, and we agreed to return the following Thursday to work more on restoring our marriage. The counsellor said he thought we had a good chance of returning to close to what we were, probably even closer now Sean knew how badly his affairs affected me because he thought Sean would at least stop blatantly cheating on me. As I said earlier, I wouldn't be hypocritical about it because I had no intention of quitting my incestuous, slutty adventures, though I'd be more circumspect than I've been.
We left the clinic at lunchtime, and Sean suggested we have lunch together. Our conversation was a little strained at first, but I made a smart-aleck comment about our waitress' ass and Sean openly ogling it, and he relaxed, knowing I wasn't angry with him anymore. After that, the conversation flowed, and it seemed like we'd never had a trouble in the world. I was especially encouraged when I purposefully flashed my waxed pussy at him, and I saw his thick cock jump.
I wanted Sean to take me to bed when we got home, but after a long, loving kiss, he sighed and said he needed to return some phone calls and put in some proposals to attract more business. I understood, kissed him lightly on his lips, and promised to have dinner ready for six-thirty.
I had more than four hours to fill in before I needed to begin dinner, so I opened my computer and started another course unit. I flew through this one, too, and scored another perfect mark for the end-of-unit test. Not long after I'd submitted it, I received a phone call from my course counsellor. She stated that she thought completing the rest of the pre-study courses, the ones designed to help me get back into an educational environment, were redundant. She told me to begin the units for my BSc in business management.
I'd gotten some sirloin steak out for our dinner. I marinated these in salt and Moroccan spice, seasoned some homemade potato wedges with all-purpose spice and put them in the oven. Finally, I got out the remains of the lettuce, spinach, pear and walnut salad I'd made earlier. Once the wedges had cooked, I seared the steaks, sliced them into slivers, and mixed them through the salad. I served this with the wedges on the side, along with sour cream and sweet chilli sauce.
We sat at the kitchen table because it was more intimate than our dining room. That table we only used if we were entertaining guests and needed to seat more than four. Sean sat next to me rather than across from me. I found out why quickly after when I felt his large, strong hand on my thigh. His fingers gripped my midi skirt and began slowly rucking it up. When his fingers reached the hem, he started stroking my inner thighs.
I don't know how Johnny could possibly have known what his father was doing, but he suddenly stood and said, "Come on, Kristy. I've set up a corner of the garage again, and I want you to pose for me."
Sean ignored him even as Kristy wonderingly followed her brother from the room. As I ate, Sean's fingers stroked higher and higher. Loving the sensation, I coughed and spread my thighs so he could stroke higher. Sean continued to eat as he pretended to play some inane game on his phone. I acted as if I was unaware of what he was doing and chatted about his work.
Sean's fingernails scraped lightly across my clitoris, and I groaned, "Lawd!" and sighed happily.
Encouraged, Sean rubbed my clit before sliding his index finger along my slit and dipped it into my soaking pussy.
"May I take you to bed, my love?" Sean asked.
Crying happily, I replied, "I feared you'd never want to again, Sean. Of course, you may take me to bed. You may anytime, anywhere you want!"
As he'd done on our wedding night, Sean swept me into his strong arms and carried me up the stairs to our bedroom. He lay me in the middle of our big bed and helped me out of my clothes. Then he stood and swiftly disrobed. His thick cock bounced appreciatively as he climbed back onto the bed.
I sat partially up and held out my hand. Sean took it and allowed me to pull him on top of me. I spread my thighs and felt my man settle against me for the first time in weeks. I could feel his large member throbbing against my perineum, and I moaned, lifting my shapely hips, trying to get it inside me.
"Gawd, Katie, I've missed this," Sean groaned as he adjusted position and slowly slid inside me.
He kept pushing until I felt his pubic bone hit mine. Sean held there and ground his pubis firmly against my clitoris. His lips found mine, and our tongues began the age-old love dance humans have done through the centuries. We kissed for several minutes as Sean ground against my clit. Eventually, it wasn't enough for me, and my head tilted back, and I moaned as I tried desperately to push him away so I could feel his big cock stroking into me.
Sean chuckled as he pushed his arms under my armpits and gripped my shoulders. Pulling me down as he stroked into me, Sean brought me slowly along the path we knew would lead to orgasmic paradise. It was a path we'd travelled together many times, but this felt new. Felt like we were rediscovering something we'd lost.
I squeezed my pussy muscles tight as Sean pulled back and relaxed as he stroked back in. Sean's breath became gasped and panted, but he refused to plunge any faster into me. His rhythm was maddeningly delightful. I didn't think my orgasm would be my typical screamed one, but I knew it would rock me to my soul.
And so it proved. Sean groaned and said, "Cum with me, my darling Katie," as he blasted semen into my grasping pussy.
The feeling of my husband's thick cock spurting man juice onto my cervix sent me over the edge. As I'd thought, I didn't scream my orgasm. Instead, I shuddered and shook as the most intense orgasm I'd ever had washed me away. I shook a final time as a last orgasmic aftershock jolted through me, and I burst into tears. Sean held me lovingly, whispering sweet encouragements in my ear and telling me he loved me and wanted to be with me forever. It emotionally overwhelmed me, and I think my mind defensively shut down because I fell deeply asleep.
I woke in the position I almost always slept in. Sean flat on his back, gently snoring. I had my head on his shoulder, tucked under his chin, my arm and leg thrown carelessly across his body.
I lay happily as I watched Sean breathe. His flaccid cock was angled up to the left, but as I watched it, it twitched and began growing. Unable to resist, I took Sean's big balls in my hand and lowered my lips onto his lengthening penis. Sean moaned as I took him into my mouth but didn't awaken. I wanted to see how long I could blow him before he woke up and orgasmed into my mouth, but I quickly ascertained that he was only pretending to sleep so I'd continue sucking him off. I smiled around his cock and began to suck and bob harder and faster.
"Gawd, Katie," Sean moaned. "I'm going to ... uhhhhhhhhhhh!!" Sean came vociferously into my sucking mouth.
He pulled me up and mashed his mouth to mine. We shared a sticky French kiss before Sean moved to suckle my breasts. He gently rolled my left nipple between his thumb and forefinger as he sucked and nipped my right. I felt his left hand snake across my softly curved tummy and onto my clit. Then Sean rolled me onto my back and slid down my body. He jumped over my aching clitoris and tongued our combined secretions from my quickly flooding pussy.
"Yes, baby," I crooned as he tongued along my slit and mouthed my clitoris. Pinching my large nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, Sean brought me close to my peak. "In me!" I demanded. "I need you in me!"
Sean chuckled as he moved up and slid into my soppingly wet pussy. This wasn't the loving, reacquainting lovemaking we shared last night. This was two lovers showing their animalistic desires for each other. When Sean let his upper body rest on mine, I tipped my head forward and bit the top of his shoulder hard.
"Ouch!" He yelped, moving his strong hands onto my luscious breast mounds. Pushing down, Sean viciously mauled my tits as he began pounding into me.
I lifted my knees and wrapped my thighs around his hips, "Fuck me," I yelled. "Show me how much you love me by making me your slut again!"
"You are my slut," Sean asserted as my pussy spasmed at the word 'slut'. "You'll always be my dirty little, cock loving, cum slut! Now cum for me, my darling slut Katie!"
He slammed into me several more times before he thrust in as far as possible and locked into a rictus, his thick cock pressed lightly against my cervix as it erupted semen against it.
As it typically does, having my husband's cock splashing his man juice onto my cervix sent me into paroxysms of orgasmic bliss, and I tilted my head back and screamed, "FUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKK YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSS!"
My orgasm was so wild that I bucked and shuddered so hard that Sean struggled to stay in me. I finally came down from my rapid climb and leap off my orgasm's peak, and promptly burst into tears again. This time, however, they were tears of joy and happiness, not overwhelmed emotions. Sean held me tenderly, apologising for hurting me and telling me he loved and wanted to be with me forever. Feeling loved and relieved, I snuggled into my husband's strong embrace and drifted back to sleep.

End of Chapter 9.

Chapter 10: Kristy Gets Her Wish —coming soon.
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Slave to Desire.

Miss Emma Johnson couldn't believe it! How, on God's green earth, had she allowed her best friend, Cynthia Riley, talk her into this? A slave auction? Really? Her services, not sexual ones unless she wanted them to be, would go to the highest bidder, and for one whole weekend, she'd have to do anything and everything her purchaser wanted. Cynthia had emphasised it was 'everything apart from sexual favours', but then the little minx had giggled and said, 'Unless you want to offer sexual services, of course!' Emma knew it was for a good cause --a charity, 'Sisters of the Soul', a group of young women who provided meals for the homeless in downtown Melbourne. That was the only reason Emma had reluctantly agreed to be one of the 'auctioned slaves'.
Emma shook with nervous energy as she waited for her turn on the auction block. Cynthia was up there now. The bidding had already hit the $5,000 mark and showed no signs of slowing down. Emma looked down and despaired. How could her skinny body, with its underwhelming 32B breasts, hope to compete against the swollen, overripe peach assets of her best friend? Cynthia was at least a Double-D and firm to go with it.
Suddenly, Emma heard, "One last chance, folks. The bid stands with the gentleman in white at the back at $7,500. Going once. Going twice.... Sold to the man in white!"
Emma peeked out the curtain and saw her friend smiling happily. She looked for Cynthia's buyer but couldn't spot him.
"Coming up next, we have the divinely gorgeous Miss Emma Johnson. Emmy, come on up here," the auctioneer said.
"Emma," Emma protested under her breath. "I hate being called Emmy." As she'd been instructed, Emma strode onto the auction block and threw back her neck-to-toes purple embroidered black cloak, revealing her long, lean, bikini-clad body. The spotlight hit her, and Emma froze. Caught like a deer in the headlights, she couldn't move. She spotted her occasional boyfriend, Kevin, in the crowd and thought, 'Could this get any worse?'
Emma bit her bottom lip and gazed shyly at the crowd with all her faux confidence gone. However, under the scrutiny of almost 300 people, looks that eyed her long, lean body appreciatively, Emma felt that sweet little tingle on her nubbin that signalled her arousal. These people desired her. She could see it in their avid gaze and the way some of the men subconsciously grabbed their trouser fronts as they looked lustfully at her.
Emma held a secret. A secret kept only for those she deemed worthy of her reciprocation. Emma was submissive. She longed to serve and only felt whole when she knelt at the feet of one who showed they deserved her to be there. Could that be one of these people? Could someone worthy bid enough to become her owner, even if only for a weekend? What if they were what she ached for? Would she ever want to leave their service?
"The chair will entertain an opening bid," the auctioneer said. "What will we have bid for this beautiful young woman?"
"One thousand dollars," Emma's 'occasional' boyfriend Kevin shouted, trying to shut down all other interested parties before it could get going.
However, his bid was quickly dismissed, "Fifteen hundred," a powerfully built, handsome older man immediately countered.
Gritting his teeth, Kevin committed all of his cash reserves. If the bid went higher, Kevin would need to use his credit card. There was less than a thousand dollars left on its limit. He hoped he wouldn't have to use it but would if needed. "$2,500," Kevin shouted.
"$2,600," a woman's voice seductively called.
Emma, eyes widening, turned to see who had bid. A beautiful, tall, buxom mid-forties woman looked confidently back at her. She smiled and winked before turning her attention to the auctioneer.
Desperate, Kevin shouted, "$3,500." It would take every cent he had, but he did not want Emma's attentions bought by another. He knew that Emma considered him a 'convenient scratch pole'. Someone she could use when her lust and desire raged, but Kevin wanted, oh so much, to be more than that. He hoped if he had Emma as his slave for the weekend, he could show her he was more than convenient. That he could be what he knew she needed --strong, dominant and possessive.
The crowd's eyes turned to the woman, "$3,600," she answered without hesitation.
Emma looked at the woman fearfully, but then she reminded herself that being this woman's slave did not mean she had to have sex with her. Emma wasn't against gays or lesbians, it was just that she had no desire to experiment like that with someone of the same sex as her. However, the slight tingle between her shapely thighs increased as she gazed at the beautiful, powerfully dominant, older woman who was bidding for her services.
Kevin looked around plaintively. He was tapped out. Even the $3,500 he'd bid was a stretch, and he wasn't sure his credit card would have accepted the extra drain on it. But he couldn't, wouldn't let Emma just go. He spotted his friend Josh in the crowd. Quickly moving over to him, "Kevin hissed, "Josh, buddy. Give us a loan of a grand, bud. I'll pay you back on Thursday when I get paid."
"Hell, no," Josh refused. "You still owe me a hundred from last year."
'Fuck! I do, too,' Kevin recalled. He had that much and more in his pocket. Reaching in, Kevin pulled out a hundred-dollar bill. "Here," he said. "Now, can I borrow that grand?"
"Still no way," Josh said. "I'm hoping to get Kirstin Jaeger. I've had the hots for her since fourth grade."
"There's nothing sexual in their service, you Muppet!" Kevin hissed. "You still won't get anywhere near her sexy charms even if you do 'buy' her."
"No," Josh admitted. "But I get to watch her sexy ass as she cooks and cleans for me for a weekend. That's six months at least of masturbation fodder there alone."
However, before they could discuss things further, the older gentleman chimed in with a bid. "$5,000," he offered in his deep, resonant voice. His strength immediately sent butterflies dive bombing in Emma's stomach. The tingle on her clitoris was not a tingle any more. It was pure want, need and desire.
"That does me," Kevin said despondently. Even with your thousand, I can't match that."
$5,500," the older woman instantly responded.
Without looking at her, the supremely sure and confident older gent stated, "6,500."
"$10,000," came the woman's reply.
The dominant, powerfully built man turned his almost glowing, dark-brown eyes on the overtly endowed, equally powerfully resonating, shiny-black-haired woman. "She's all yours, Diana," he said smoothly, bowing slightly to the woman. "Congratulations on purchasing the most delectable woman on sale here tonight."
Eyes wide, Emma looked back and forth between the two commanding presences that had, without pause or even blinking, offered more for her than any other 'slave' in the history of the auction. 'WTF is going on?' she wondered, unsure what to do next.
Emma only peripherally noticed the auctioneer asking if there were any other bids, and when there weren't, closing the bidding and announcing the older woman as her purchaser.
The older woman smiled when the bidding closed and moved across to Emma. "Let me look at you, child," she said warmly, holding her hand out. "Around 170 cm tall (5 ft. 7), 55 kg (121 lbs), if that," the woman stated confidently. "Small breasts. Thirty-two B, if I'm not mistaken. Not big, but perfect for your slender size. Hips a little larger than your breasts, and a tiny waist. Yes, girl, you will make a perfect addition to my stable. Johan recognised your innate submissiveness, as did I, child. We plan to allow you to explore that with us, but I won the auction, so we will train you my way."
Dumbfounded, Emma thought, 'We? Trained? Submissive? Stable?' But the overwhelming sensation was deep, sexual arousal. Emma had never considered a same-sex relationship before, but this woman? With this woman, Emma thought she could consider it.
The generously proportioned older woman handed Emma a plain white, halter-necked mini dress, took her arm and guided her towards the rear of the stage. "You will change and meet me outside the changerooms, child. You may leave your panties on, but you will remove your bra. I understand that I have you from now until 9.00 am Monday. Sexual services are at the choice of the 'slave', but trust me, child. You will want to include them. However, everything else is the purview of the 'owner', including dress standards as long as you are allowed to remain 'decently dressed'."
Emma took the dress nervously, quickly looking around to see if Cynthia was close to offer some moral support. However, the rear of the stage was currently deserted. Emma was the second-to-last slave to be auctioned, with only Kirstin Jaeger left. She was now on the block. Uncertain what to do or if she could refuse, Emma picked up her bag with her change of clothes, reluctantly stepped into one of the change booths, took her bikini and cloak off, stepped back into her plain briefs, white, thankfully, and pulled the halter dress over her head before adjusting it so that it clung to her young, firm breasts and dropped alluringly down her svelte body.
Turning back and forth as she glanced into the mirror, Emma saw that the dress barely covered her rounded, toned ass, and as she swung, it lifted, exposing her sexy bottom. With the sense of sexual arousal warming her lightly hair-covered pussy, Emma packed her clothes into her bag, took a deep breath, and walked out to meet her new 'owner'.
"Gorgeous," The woman stated as Emma reappeared. She stood closer to Emma, and before Emma could blink, the woman snapped a thick leather collar around her neck and connected an equally thick leather leash to it. "Hold your hands out before you," The woman commanded. When Emma obeyed, the older woman locked leather cuffs around Emma's wrists and, using a tightly braided length of leather, tied Emma's wrists to her collar.
"I should shackle your ankles, too," the woman mused. "But walking in shackles is a little awkward, and we wouldn't want you falling over, would we?" She rhetorically asked.
Emma knew she should be protesting. After all, she wasn't a true slave. Nor was she someone's bonded property. But, instead of objecting, Emma had to bite her bottom lip to prevent a moan of pure sexual desire from escaping her lushly pouting, wide mouth.
"You may address me as Mistress Diana or just Mistress," the powerful woman stated. "Anything else is punishable immediately. Trust me, child. You do not want me to punish you."
"Wait a minute!" Emma protested. "This is not what I volunteered for! I was to be your domestic for the weekend. Nothing more!"
The supremely confident, dominant older woman grabbed Emma's cuffs with her left hand, pulling her close. Diana's right hand slid under Emma's skirt, and her thumb unerringly found Emma's throbbing clitoris as her fingers pressed firmly against Emma's panty-covered entrance. Manipulating Emma's clit, Diana thrust her fingers against the panty's cloth, pulled Emma close, blew lightly into Emma's ear and purred, "Of course, if you're too much of a pussy to give into your fantasies and desires, I can release you now and send you home. But know this --you will regret today for the rest of your life if you do. Do you wish to be released?"
Emma exploded into a knee-shaking, bone-rattling, intense orgasm. She climaxed harder than she ever had in her young life to date. Gasping, Emma shook her head and meekly followed the powerfully dominant older woman out to her car. Diana helped Emma into her seat and buckled her seatbelt up. Kissing the younger woman's cheek, causing another wave of desire to flash through Emma, Diana chuckled and said, "Good girl. This weekend will be an experience of sexual liberation and learning to serve a dominant partner.
"If at any stage you want this weekend to end, say these words clearly: 'Red, Mistress Diana. I want to go home', and I will immediately release you and take you home. However, if you do that, there is no second chance. So ensure you are certain you do not want this experience before you use that way out." Diana lightly kissed Emma's cheek before she nuzzled the younger woman, softly licking her earlobe and gently blowing into her ear. Diana's thumbs found Emma's nipples as she nibbled and licked her ears, "Cum for me, little one," Diana hummed as she lightly gripped Emma's nipples and twisted.
Emma couldn't help it, and with a guttural moan, she orgasmed again, her body jerking and twitching from the climax's intensity.
"You haven't thanked me for either orgasm, little one," Diana mater-of-factly stated. "You will thank me now."
"Umm. Thank you, umm, Mistress Diana," Emma stammered.
"For what?" Diana queried.
"For giving me two orgasms," Emma hesitatingly replied.
"You're welcome, child," Diana smilingly answered. "You will give me many like them before this weekend is over." Diana walked around and got in the SUV. Pausing to gaze at her latest 'acquisition', Diana admired Emma's high, firm breasts with the rock-hard nipples thrusting against their scant covering. Reaching over, she smoothed Emma's long blonde hair behind Emma's ear. "Lawd, child," Diana crooned, "you are one sweet treat. I will enjoy breaking you to my ways and making you mine."
Emma wanted to protest as she wondered what she'd gotten herself into. However, the overwhelming emotion was one of pure sexual arousal. Her new 'owner' had made her cum, twice, more easily than Emma had ever been able to make herself, and none of her previous sexual explorations had even elicited more than a non-satisfying, minor climax from her taut body.
Emma tried to study the route Diana took, but her eyes kept being drawn to the powerful woman's profile. Her lips went dry as she observed how her owner's large breasts strained against her tightly fitting blouse. Diana was aroused; that was apparent because her nipples thrust spectacularly against their restraints. Emma silently giggled as she wondered if they'd take out her eye if she wasn't careful going around corners. The smell of female arousal was also heavy in the car, but Emma wasn't sure if that was from herself or Diana. Both, probably.
Before Emma could come to a conclusion, Diana swung the car off the road, through some wrought iron gates, and up a steep driveway to what could only be described as a mansion. There was a faint sound of an electric motor as the gates swung shut, but before they could fully close, they swung back open as a black BMW SUV entered behind Diana.
Looking in the rearview mirror, Diana smiled and said, "Johan is almost as keen to meet and play with you as I am, child. If you leave your false suburban modesty in the car and enter our home as a liberated woman, you'll have the most amazing experience of your young life and probably never wish to leave. It's up to you, though. Can you release your ridiculous social and societal mores and enter into a weekend of total and complete sexual debauchery and learn your true place in the world?"
Emma's heart and mind held fear, and lots of it, but it wasn't fear that she'd be assaulted or raped. Emma was afraid of the unknown. Could she do this, she wondered? Her mind said 'no', but her soaking pussy and throbbing nipples and clit said, 'fuck yes!' Listening to her burgeoning desires, Emma gulped and said honestly, "I don't know. But I want to try!"
"We're human, child," Diana stated. "All we can do is try. Be honest with yourself and us is all we ask. If we ask you to do something or try something, give it your best shot. Afterwards, give us your honest opinion as to whether it's something you love, like, can abide, detest or never, ever wish to do again. Then, we can build some hard boundaries and discover areas you wish to explore. Remember, Johan and I have no limits in terms of sexual exploration. However, we have and will explain the limits we have of your behaviour."
"How so?" Emma asked.
"A few simple rules, little one," Diana carefully said. "Anyone clothed, you will immediately acknowledge as your better. You will address them as Sir or Ma'am, Master or Mistress, am I clear?"
"Yes, Mistress Diana," Emma acquiesced, lowering her eyes.
"That's good," Diana stated. "That's rule two: You will never meet the eyes of someone who is your better, i.e. dressed, unless they instruct you to. Rule three: You give way to everyone better than you. Anyone dressed that walks towards you or you walk towards, you must step aside and let them past, keeping your eyes lowered. Rule four: You never talk to anyone dressed unless they talk to you first. If you need to ask a question, you will kneel before the one you wish to ask and wait for them to acknowledge you."
Emma's heart pounded. She knew these rules were ridiculous and that she should be demanding she be returned to her parents' home immediately. But why, oh why, did they feel so right? Why was her arousal liberally pouring from her flooded underwear? Why was she hoping Diana would strum her nipples or thumb her clit again so she could gain more relief? Why did she feel the urge to kneel at her prospective Mistress' feet and beg to be allowed to serve? Trembling, Emma waited for what was next.
Diana leaned forward and cupped Emma's tight, young breasts and strummed her thumbs over Emma's nipples again. Then, taking Emma's taut nubs in her thumbs and fingers, Diana forced Emma slowly to her knees before her.
"You're so aroused right now that, if I asked, you'd beg me to let you cum, wouldn't you, little one?" Diana powerfully purred.
Emma nodded, keeping her eyes lowered, only for Diana to squeeze her nubs viciously. "I asked you a question, slut," Diana hissed as Johan mounted the steps and stood beside her. "When your betters ask a question, you answer immediately and honestly!"
Emma blushed as Johan chuckled, "I see the training has started already," he grinned before turning to kiss Diana's cheek lightly. Returning his gaze to Emma's kneeling form, Johan asked, "Has she objected to any of The Mansion's rules?"
"Not yet," Diana replied. "The girl's pussy is on fire, and, at this point, she'd suck your cock if it gave her a chance to climax."
"May I test that theory?" Johan queried.
"Not until after she's used her tongue on me," Diana denied.
With her cheeks burning with shame, Emma held her tongue and continued to look at the ground as Diana and Johan discussed her as if she was nothing but a piece of meat. Unfortunately, kneeling before two powerfully dominant people was one of Emma's favourite fantasies and her sopping pussy clenched and shuddered with denied release. To make things worse, Diana was no longer squeezing her nipples mercilessly. Instead, Diana was softly stroking and circling her breasts, having pulled the halter neck off Emma's svelte neck and exposing her breasts.
Diana returned her attention to the young woman kneeling at her feet. "You didn't answer my question, little one," Diana crooned. "Do you need to cum? Are you prepared to beg to be allowed to?"
Emma hung her head shamefacedly, but the throbbing in her pussy and ache in her clitoris made her answer. "Yes, please, Mistress Diana," she pleaded. "I need to cum so badly that I'll do whatever you wish me to do to be allowed to orgasm."
"Good girl," Diana smiled. "Take your dress and panties off, fold them and sit on your heels. Your head should be up, but your eyes down. Part your knees and place your hands palm up on your thighs."
Emma's eyes bulged, but she swiftly obeyed the instructions. Only a short time later, Emma sat as Diana had instructed.
"Shoulders back, child," Diana commanded. "Be proud of your assets and display them confidently."



Feeling anything but confident, Emma pulled her shoulders back and straightened her spine. She allowed her head to rise until she was facing directly ahead but kept her eyes to the ground as she'd been told.
"Very nice, little one," Diana informed her. "Spread your knees a little wider and move your hands to behind your head with your elbows as far back as you can force them."
Diana walked up behind her, and Emma jumped as she felt the dominant older woman's hands slide under her armpits and onto her breasts. Diana gently moulded and squeezed Emma's breasts as she nibbled and kissed along Emma's neck and shoulder. Emma shuddered as another wave of animalistic arousal washed over her, causing her skin to pebble and her body to shake as if cold. However, Emma was anything but cold. Instead, she felt like her body was aflame with need and desire. She needed to cum, and she was prepared to beg so that she could.
As Emma shuddered, biting her lip to prevent from moaning, Diana's knowledgeable hands caressed her firm, young skin. Leaving Emma's breasts with their diamond-tipped nipples, Diana stroked across Emma's tautly muscled, slightly convex stomach and onto her mound, stopping with her fingers lightly touching Emma's wispy blonde pubic hair.
"A natural blonde," Diana crowed, grinning at Johan. "You should have been prepared to pay more, husband."
Johan grinned back at her, "And, wife, you had already decided she was to be yours, and no matter what I offered, you would have topped it, leaving us even further out of pocket than we already are."
"Our charitable deductions have been well down this year, babe," Diana smilingly replied. "I'd consider this delicious treat a bargain even if she cost us twice as much."
Emma forgot she was supposed to keep her eyes lowered as she stared back and forth between Diana and Johan agog. They were husband and wife and playing games with her as the prize? 'What the living heck?' She thought.
"Are you going to leave her kneeling there all night, Mistress Diana?" Johan teasingly questioned. "Or are you going to let the poor desperate child cum and then let her inside?"
Diana chuckled as she let her hand slide slowly down, close to Emma's button. "Do you need to cum, child?" Diana asked with mock sympathy. But then she noticed that Emma was staring between her and Johan and that her elbows had dropped. "Eyes down, elbows back," she barked, causing Emma to start, blush, and quickly obey.
"Sorry, Mistress," Emma muttered.
"Do not let it happen again, child," Diana scolded. "Now, do you need to cum?"
"Very badly, Mistress," Emma begged.
"Take my skirt off first," Diana commanded.
Emma's eyes lifted partially towards Diana, but catching herself in time, Emma, with shaking hands, reached around Diana and undid the button and zip holding Diana's skirt up. Emma pulled it down, allowing Diana to step out of it. Emma folded the skirt and carefully placed it with her dress.
She turned to Diana and examined the powerfully built older woman. Diana wore 7-inch heeled black leather heels with black silk stockings. Black suspenders held the stockings in place. They framed a muscular ass and emphasised Diana's bare pudenda and pussy lips. Diana's lips dripped pussy fluids, and her clitoris, the largest Emma had seen, was swollen and sticking out, almost begging to be sucked.
"You want to taste me, don't you, child?" Diana crooned. "You want to take my thick clitoris between your sweet lips and taste my divine essence directly from its source."
Emma nodded her head eagerly. She'd never considered a same-sex relationship before tonight, but this powerfully dominant older woman had her considering all kinds of things she'd never considered before.
Diana placed her hand on Emma's head and spread her thighs, closing in on Emma until her sopping pussy was only millimetres from Emma's suddenly dry mouth. "Then, taste away, honey," Diana cooed. "If you're unsure what to do, do to me what you like having done to you."
Diana took Emma's hands, unlocked them from her collar, and guided them onto her firm, toned ass before returning her hands to the back of Emma's head, gently applying pressure to encourage Emma to lick her pussy. Emma looked at the slowly dripping pussy before her and took a soft sniff. She found the older woman's scent intoxicating, almost overwhelmingly so. With a low moan, Emma tilted her head back, pushed her tongue out, and tentatively wiped it along Diana's entrance, slit and clit.
Emma heard Diana suck her breath in forcefully, and then Diana's moan matched hers. "That's good, baby girl," Diana sighed. "Now suck my clit into your mouth and circle it with your tongue."
Eager now, Emma moved her lips until they encircled her new Mistress' engorged clitoris. Then, sucking forcefully, Emma battered that delicious nubbin with her tongue, using the precise movements that would always swiftly bring her to a peak. Emma wasn't disappointed because she almost immediately felt the older woman stiffen and grind her pudenda against Emma's voraciously sucking mouth.
With a loud groan, Diana spasmed and jerked before she flooded Emma's mouth with juices. Diana took a handful of Emma's long blonde hair and forced her mouth lower. Taking the hint, Emma tilted her head further back and surrounded Diana's entrance with her mouth. She then stabbed her tongue into the dominant woman's cunt as she sucked the woman's juices down.
Diana swiftly climaxed a second time, flooding Emma's questing mouth with her pussy fluids again. Shuddering as she came down from her orgasm, Diana helped Emma to her feet. Then, forcing her hand between Emma's thighs, Diana thrust two fingers inside Emma's squelchingly hot pussy and simultaneously thumbed her clitoris. Already on the edge, with her lusts and desires raging, Emma squealed and orgasmed, coating her new Mistress' fingers with her pouring juices.
Emma's knees shook, and her thighs collapsed, sinking Emma to the ground. Diana let her drop because she was also trembling from the two intense climaxes Emma had given her. Johan stood before them both, arms crossed across his muscular chest. Chuckling, he watched as Diana and Emma fought to gather themselves.
Emma looked up, careful to keep her eyes lower than her owner's. She saw Johan's trouser front bulging thickly, where it restrained an obviously rampant, extremely large erection. Emma bit her bottom lip and lustfully moaned, wanting to examine Johan's pants-covered cock.
Diana heard Emma's stifled moan, looked at Johan and grinned, "I think our latest slut wants to suck your cock, Master Johan," Diana teased. "I'm sure you're unwilling, but will you make an exception for her?"
"Do you reckon she's any good?" Johan pretended to reply noncommittedly.
"If she sucks cock even half as well as she eats pussy, I'm sure you won't be disappointed," Diana replied.
"Well, if she's no good, I'll just have to teach her," Johan sighed theatrically.
Diana looked at where Emma knelt and immediately saw the young woman's eyes were fixed on her husband's thickly pulsing cock. Emma had her bottom lip almost painfully bitten between her teeth as her hands twitched towards Johan's throbbing member. "Do you want to suck Master Johan's cock, slut?" Diana asked.
"Yes, please, Mistress," Emma pleaded, her hands unawarely reaching for the object of her desire.
Diana slapped Emma's hands. "Beg first," she demanded. "Beg to be allowed to service your Master's cock."
Emma's pussy was throbbing and aching. Her arousal poured down her inner thighs, and Emma could not ever recall being this filled with need. Subconsciously reaching for Johan's thickly bulging crotch again, Emma felt the sting of Diana's slap again. Her mouth opened, and she babbled, "Please, please, please, Mistress Diana. Please let me suck Master Johan's cock. I promise to be a good girl and eat your pussy any time you want me to as long as I can suck your husband off."
Johan chuckled as he unbuckled his pants, looking at Diana, "I'll give it to you, Diana," he said. "You sure know how to pick that one truly submissive girl from amongst the crowd. How do you do it? How do you unerringly choose the one that wants, nay, needs to play?"
"It's all in the nose," Diana gleefully stated, tapping her nose. "The ones that smell aroused are the genuine submissives, even if they don't realise it themselves." Diana pointed at Emma, whose eyes were fixed on Johan's firmly erect cock, her tongue licking dry lips as she anticipated taking it in her mouth. "This one, however," Diana continued, "she already knows what she is, and I'd bet she's had some intense fantasies but no rewarding encounters."
Diana's words passed over the squirming young woman at her feet. But when Diana mentioned fantasies and unfulfilled cravings, Emma found herself nodding, realising the powerful woman above her was correct. Unable to wait any longer, Emma threw decorum to the winds, ripped Johan's pants down, grabbed his rigidly erect cock in both hands and gobbled him down.
Emma had dreamed of and practised for this very scenario for most of her adult life. Using bananas, Emma had taught herself to swallow the entire length without gagging, so, without pause, Emma moved her hands from Johan's cock and onto his muscular ass cheeks and 'free-handed' her mouth down Johan's shaft until her nose pressed against Johan's pubic bone. Reaching Johan's cock's base, Emma sealed her lips around his shaft and voraciously sucked as she pulsed her tongue along Johan's cock.
"Wow!" Diana gasped at the same time Johan groaned the same word.
Sucking firmly, Emma bobbed her head along Johan's shaft, pausing every third or fourth bob to lash Johan's glans. It was too good, and Johan couldn't control himself. With a deep, guttural moan, Johan grabbed Emma's head and began face fucking her for all he was worth. Emma choked occasionally, but she continued to suck and lash Johan's glans voraciously as he pummelled her mouth with his 7+-inch cock.
"Faaaaarrrrkkkk!" Johan growled as his cock erupted into Emma's greedily sucking orifice.
"That didn't take long!" Diana quipped as Emma reluctantly released Johan's still throbbing member from her lips, swallowed, wiped her mouth, and sat back.
Johan hung his head shamefacedly, but a smile flowed over his face as he teasingly pointed out that Diana hadn't lasted much longer when Emma had tongued her clitoris.
"Time to bring this slut inside and prepare her for her duties and training," Diana stated, helping Emma to her feet.
As they approached the double doors, they opened before them. A young woman, perhaps a little older than Emma, held the left door open. The woman was naked except for 7-inch slave heels, a tiny leather thong and a chain that reached from clipped nipple to clipped nipple. A sizeable weight swung from the chain, dragging the young woman's nipples down. The other door was held open by a man approximately the same age as the woman. He was totally naked except for a cock cage. The pair bowed their heads and moved to the sides so Johan and Diana could guide Emma inside.
Handing the leather lead to the young woman, Diana said, "Take her to one of the guestrooms and prepare her to be presented to the house. I expect you back in less than fifteen minutes."
The woman holding the door turned to Emma, and Emma saw she wore an 'O' ring gag. Because she was unable to talk coherently, the young woman bowed and gestured towards Emma, indicating that Emma should follow her. Looking plaintively back at Diana and Johan, Emma shrugged, squared her shoulders and followed the young woman down the hall and up the stairs to the upper quarters where the guestrooms were.
Even though she'd glimpsed the mansion as she drove up with Diana, Emma hadn't realised how big the house truly was. It seemed like an age before Emma led her up another level and opened the door to a spacious apartment-like area.
Reaching behind her head, the woman carefully undid her gag and pulled it from her mouth. Working her jaw for a while, she eventually spoke, "Hi. I'm Natalie, one of Diana's and Johan's slaves. I've been tasked to prepare you for presentation to the rest of The Mansion's denizens. I'm sure you have many questions, but let's keep them to a minimum until I have you ready, okay?"
"What do you mean by 'prepare me for presentation to the others'?" Emma questioned.
"It's more getting you dressed appropriately for serving in this home," Natalie replied. "You're a prospective submissive servant, right? You're here for the weekend to see if it's something you wish to do full-time?"
"Umm," Emma prevaricated, unsure how much to reveal. However, she felt no danger or malice from Natalie, so she decided to answer truthfully. "I was bought by Diana in the charity slave auction that was held tonight," Emma explained. "My understanding was that I'd spend the weekend doing domestic service and go home Monday morning. All of this," Emma waved her hands, indicating the room, "all of this is much more than I anticipated or knew about. I'm really not sure why I'm here."
"Diana has a knack for choosing the one truly submissive person amongst the crowds," Natalie mused. "You can be sure if she chose you that this is where you should be. Tell me... I'm sorry, I don't know your name..."
"Oh, I'm Emma," Emma said, flustered by the question.
"Tell me, Emma," Natalie continued. "Do you fantasise about serving a dominant lover? Kneeling at her or his feet and basking in their attention? If you do, trust me, you will love it here. If you don't," Natalie giggled, "well, you'll have a weekend of the best sex you've ever had with multiple partners and in every configuration you can imagine!"
"What do I need to do?" Emma queried.
"Nothing," Natalie answered. "Just relax and let me prepare you. If you're horny, I can help you get off if you want?"
Emma's pussy was still throbbing from her earlier experiences, but she was embarrassed to admit that to her new acquaintance, so Emma remained quiet. Shrugging at Emma's lack of response, Natalie turned business-like, took Emma's hand and guided her into the en suite. She unclipped Emma's collar and removed her leather wrist cuffs before helping Emma into the shower.
Natalie bent over and removed her heels and tiny leather thong before entering the shower with her. She pulled Emma's back against her front. Emma thrilled at feeling the taller girl's pencil-stiff nipples pressing against her back. Turning the shower head so that it sprayed onto the side wall, Natalie swiftly adjusted the water's temperature until it was at a soothing warmth. Pouring a liberal amount of shampoo into her hand, Natalie proceeded to lather and wash Emma's long, blonde locks.
Natalie massaged Emma's scalp, causing Emma to sigh and relax against the taller woman. "That feels divine," Emma hummed as she enjoyed Natalie's attentions.
Rinsing the soap from Emma's hair, Natalie squirted a large dollop of body wash onto her hands, mixed it into a lather and began washing and massaging Emma's neck and shoulders before stroking down and along Emma's arms and hands. Pouring more body wash into her palms, Natalie slid her hands around Emma's svelte body and onto her breasts, gently and sensuously stroking Emma's globes and nipples. Emma's clit throbbed, and she felt her pussy lips flush and part as the sweet, sexual sensations travelled through her nipples, down her body, and onto her clitoris and pussy lips.
Emma softly moaned when she felt the taller girl's lips descend onto her neck and shoulder tops. Natalie lightly nipped, kissed and sucked Emma's erogenous zones as she slid her left hand across Emma's breasts and onto her right nipple. Simultaneously, Natalie stroked down and across Emma's sexily curved and toned abdomen until she stroked into the wispy hairs above Emma's clitoris.
Grimacing, Natalie muttered, "We'll have to get rid of this," before letting her fingers probe lower onto Emma's pleasure button. Then, pinching Emma's nipple, Natalie bit Emma's neck as she suddenly delved two fingers into Emma's sopping pussy. Simultaneously, Natalie thumbed Emma's love nub. Shuddering, Emma climaxed for the third time that night.
"You really are a gorgeous little slut, aren't you, honey?" Natalie admiringly said. "Come on, jump out of the shower and sit on the sink so I can shave your pussy hair off. Then we'll get you dressed in something appropriate to serve in."
Still uncertain as to what was happening, Emma meekly followed Natalie out of the shower and, at her urging, sat on the bathroom cabinet and spread her shapely thighs. Natalie took a Schick safety razor from the drawer beside Emma's left leg along with a can of shaving cream and knelt between Emma's toned legs. Lathering Emma's pubic area with cream, Natalie proceeded to swiftly and expertly shave all signs of pussy hair from off of Emma's pussy, perineum and asshole.
Completing her task, Natalie took a warm washer and carefully removed the last traces of foam from Emma's genital area. When she was satisfied Emma was clean, Natalie blew gently on Emma's clit before taking that delightful nubbin between her teeth and biting lightly. Natalie's tongue delved into Emma's dripping tunnel, but before Emma could relax and get into it, Natalie kissed her clit once more and sighed regretfully. "As much as I'd like to spend time tasting your juicy essences, little one, I'd better hurry up and get you dressed before Mistress Diana comes looking for us."
Natalie took what looked like a silver egg with an attached cord from the cabinet's drawer. She covered it with a dollop of lubricant and told Emma to spread her legs. Before Emma could object, Natalie pressed the egg against Emma's pussy and pushed it inside. Picking up the small black box on the end of the cord, Natalie smiled widely and turned one of the dials.
"Unngghhh," Emma moaned as the egg deliciously vibrated against her G-spot. "What is that?" Emma gasped, on the cusp of an orgasm.
Still grinning, Natalie turned the object off. "A vibrating egg. Something the Master and Mistress insist all slaves wear all the time. I was tasked with preparing you, so I don't have mine in place currently."
"Even the men?" Emma wonderingly asked. Natalie nodded, and Emma added, "In their bottoms?"
Natalie giggled and replied, "We get the better deal, me thinks!"
Natalie took out a braided leather belt and swiftly tied it around Emma's slender waist. Once she had the belt sitting to her satisfaction, Natalie attached the egg's controller to it. "You may not touch the controller," she warned. "Nor may you touch another slave's unit. However, any of your betters may unclip and use it at any time."
Natalie replaced Emma's collar and cuffs, locking the wrist pieces together and reattaching the braided leather that went from the collar to her wrists. Natalie then took out a makeup bag from another of the cabinet's drawers and swiftly did Emma's face up. When she'd finished, Natalie allowed Emma to look at her reflection. Emma was amazed at how wide and round her eyes looked and how her typically rounded face was now quite angular. Emma thought she looked as beautiful as she ever had.
Leading Emma from the bathroom, Natalie opened a closet door, revealing numerous pairs of black leather 7-inch heeled shoes, all with attached slave collars that could be chained together. "Size 5, right?" Natalie asked over her shoulder as she bent over to take a pair out.
"Yes," Emma confirmed as Natalie knelt and helped her into the heels.
"You won't be required to wear the slave chain until after you've committed to the house, and it takes a little bit to learn how to walk up and down stairs with it attached, so we'll skip that for now," Natalie mused. "Diana will decide if you need an 'O' ring, so we can leave that out for now. Now, what did I forget? Oh, yes," Natalie giggled, gathering her hair up and preparing to reinsert her gag. "Quickly now, any questions? Because once I re-tie this, I won't be able to answer them!" Natalie waited for Emma to speak and, at her silence, quickly donned her thong and heels.



Flummoxed but following Natalie gamely, Emma allowed the young woman to lead her back down the stairs, past where they'd entered the house, and into what Emma would call a family room. The room was huge, with several lounges and sofas of sizes varying from cosy two-seaters to massive lounges able to comfortably seat four or more people. Most of the seats faced the centre of the room, but some had been angled to face the massive front window that looked out onto the expansive lawn that ran down to the high stone fence that encircled the property.
Numerous people in various stages of dress sat on the sofas, lounges, seats, and couches. Kneeling before these people were the 'slaves'. The slaves were evident from their total lack of clothing. All of the slaves wore nothing more than a cock cage if they were male, and if they were female, they were similarly garbed as Emma was.
Diana and Johan were standing with a group of four others, two women and two men, looking at the setting sun through the enormous plate glass window and chatting animatedly. Natalie took hold of Emma's cuffed wrists and led her across to where Diana and Johan stood. Reaching them, Natalie knelt, dragging Emma down with her.
"I have returned with your newest acquisition, as you asked, Mistress Diana," Natalie quietly spoke before placing her forehead on the floor.
Unsure what was happening, Emma copied Natalie's pose.
"Stand up, child," Diana commanded in a warm, powerful voice as she turned to face Natalie and Emma. "Let me have a decent look at you."
Emma nervously stood, ensuring she kept her eyes respectfully down-turned. However, she couldn't deny the sudden powerful arousal she felt from being naked before this dominant older woman.
"Show our latest slut presentation position one," Diana demanded of Natalie.
Natalie immediately lowered her forehead to the floor, spread her knees, reached between her lewdly parted thighs, and used two fingers to spread her pussy lips. Emma gulped but quickly copied Natalie's stance.
Diana had put her skirt back on, and she hoisted it partially up so she could kneel behind Emma. Emma felt Diana's hips pressing against her firm ass as Diana's strong fingers stroked her shoulders.
"Relax, little one," Diana crooned. "I won't bite you... yet!"
Diana's fingers traced a path across Emma's rib cage and onto her breasts. Diana paused to circle and stroke Emma's nipples before they flowed over Emma's back and around onto her sexily convex stomach. Diana leaned onto Emma's back as she reached between Emma's toned thighs and slipped her fingers onto Emma's pussy. Spreading her fingers, Diana stroked Emma's pussy lips before she dipped those fingers into Emma's vagina. Emma bit her bottom lip and moaned as Diana's left hand found her button and dexterously manipulated it.
"All clean, good girl," Diana stated as she felt between Emma's ass cheeks before standing. Turning her gaze to Natalie, Diana added, "Well done, child. You completed your tasks admirably. I think we'll allow Emma to skip having the egg tonight, so take it out of her, please. Once you've done that, you may kneel before a Dominant of your choice, and if they are prepared to, you may be serviced."
"Thank you, Mistress Diana," Natalie acknowledged before removing Emma's wrist braid and the egg. Then she shuffled sideways and placed her forehead on Johan's shoes.
"The little slut always chooses you for her reward, husband," Diana grinned. "Should I be concerned?"
"Only if you have suddenly decided to be submissive, Diana," Johan chuckled. "Stand, little one," he then encouraged Natalie. "Bend over the sofa's arm, and I will give you the rogering and cum reward you so desperately desire." Johan undid his trousers and pushed them down far enough to expose his rapidly inflating, thick cock. "Make me hard, slut," he demanded of Emma.
Perturbed but willing to do what she needed to remain in Johan's company, Emma shuffled on her knees to face Johan. She risked an upward glance to see what he was expecting and saw him standing with his hands on his hips, obviously expecting her to do the work.
Emma had willingly given blowjobs to her few previous boyfriends. Before giving up her virginity to her first University boyfriend, Emma had maintained her 'pure' status by using her mouth to orally pleasure her partners to avoid having to fuck them. Never before tonight, though, had she knelt before a standing man and given him oral sex, nor had she ever given head with an audience before. However, the thought of performing before her two new powerful friends had her pussy throbbing in anticipation of what was to come.
Emma reached up and undid Johan's belt and undid and unzipped his fly. Pulling out Johan's thick 7+-inch cock. Emma wrapped her dainty hand around his thick shaft and placed a soft kiss where precum already leaked from Johan's cock's eye. Keeping her eyes locked on her prize so she wouldn't stare longingly up at him as she so wished to do, Emma opened her lush, pouting lips and sucked Johan's glans into her wet, warm mouth. Johan rewarded her with a low, deep moan as Emma slowly sunk down onto his turgid pole.
Gently removing Johan's balls from his jockey briefs, Emma cupped them as she closed her eyes and concentrated on deep-throating as much of Johan's thick cock as she could. When his cock's head hit her gag reflex, Emma breathed heavily through her nose and swallowed. This allowed her to lower her head further until Johan's glans were past her reflex, and Emma proudly lowered her mouth until her nose nestled in Johan's trimmed pubic hair.
"Well done, little one," Diana purred warmly. "But you'd better release him before he unloads down your throat instead of inside Natalie's gaping cunt."
Emma was a little shocked by the crude and derogatory description of Natalie's nether regions. However, Emma quickly realised that Natalie enjoyed being demeaned because, at Diana's vulgar description, Natalie moaned and shivered as if a minor orgasm had washed through her.
Reluctantly releasing Johan's cock, Emma reassumed presentation position one and waited for further instruction. She avidly watched as Johan slapped Natalie's curvaceous ass. "Your ass is getting bigger than a fucking house," Johan growled as he grabbed Natalie's ass cheeks and spread them. "Do you want it in your sloppy cunt or in your saggy ass?" He questioned.
"Ass, please, Sir," Natalie begged as her hips slowly pistoned back and forth, anticipating Johan's cock.
Johan held Natalie's ass cheeks apart as he gathered some spit in his mouth. He suddenly thought better and turned to where Emma still knelt. "Prepare her ass for me, slut," Johan barked.
Vaguely disgusted, but knowing she and Natalie had just shared a shower, Emma knee-walked across to where Johan held Natalie's cheeks apart. Emma leaned closer and, unable to help herself, took a soft sniff. Fortunately, Natalie's bum hole smelt fresh and clean, if a little musky from the arousal that had flowed from her sopping pussy. Closing her eyes, Emma stuck her tongue out and wiped it across Natalie's butthole.
"Hmm," Natalie moaned, pressing her hips back against Emma's softly questing tongue.
Emma thrust her tongue into Natalie's ass until she felt Johan's hip roughly push her aside. She willingly moved to give Johan room to position his stiffly erect cock at Natalie's ass.
"Take it like the dirty-ass fuck-whore you are!" Johan yelled as he rammed his thick cock into the willing girl's ass, slapping it firmly as he did.
Emma watched in awe as Johan pulled all but his cock's tip out of Natalie's bottom before slapping her again and jamming it back in. She wanted to play with herself as she fantasised it was her her new Master was taking so roughly, but she wasn't sure if doing so was against Diana's rules, so she bit her lip and waited for further instruction.
Just when Emma's lusts raged to where she was going to play with herself and damn the rules, Diana took her handcuffed wrists and pulled her to her feet. Emma meekly followed her purchaser into the separate kitchen/dining room area. Diana undid the ties holding Emma's cuffs together and handed her a serving tray. The tray had handles on either side. These handles had steel handcuffs and links that connected to them. Diana took these cuffs and locked them onto Emma's wrists. From off the tray, Diana lifted another link chain that was attached to the furthest edge. Diana snapped this chain onto Emma's collar.
Satisfied with how Emma presented, Diana waved one of the male servers over. "Fill this tray with various drinks, slut," she told him. "Ensure you refill it every time this slut returns to the kitchen. Every third time she returns, fill the tray with the various nibblies we have prepared. Emma, you will circle the room, offering drinks to anyone who wants one. Do the same with the nibblies. Remember, anyone dressed is your better. If they ask a question, you will answer immediately and honestly.
"If they want to feel your tits, cunt, or ass, you will gratefully accept their attentions. If they want you to suck their cock or eat their pussy, you will carefully place the tray on the ground and oblige. Are we clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," Emma obediently replied, wondering why her mouth hadn't said "red" instead.
Emma stood patiently as the male submissive added glasses of various wines to the tray. Luckily, there were only three types: a sweet wine, a dry wine, and a sparkling wine. The man added several bottles of beer and some sparkling water to the tray as well. Watching, Diana waited until the tray was complete before she said, "Head up, eyes down, shoulders back and display your tits proudly. I want to see you strut like you're the queen of the world, even though you keep your eyes lowered. You're a submissive wench, but that is your pride. The pride to serve to the best of your ability. Don't worry because I'll always be near if you need support."
Swallowing, Emma gamely lifted her head and squared her shoulders. Then, keeping her eyes on the men's and women's crotch level, Emma marched out into the living area with the tray.
Initially, Emma found it difficult to know when someone wanted her to stop so they could take a glass or bottle. However, after being berated a few times for her lack of response, Emma learned that if she lifted her eyes to chest level, she could see them reaching for a drink or gesturing for her to stop. The first tray disappeared swiftly without anybody engaging her in conversation or doing anything more than removing a drink.
However, her luck turned after she took a tray of nibblies through the room. Returning with the mostly empty tray, Emma bent over and rested her elbows on the bench. The tray wasn't heavy, but the constant drag of holding it with her elbows bent and it pulling on the collar around her neck caused an ache. As she rested, she felt smoothly manicured hands stroke up the backs of her thighs before they lightly gripped her firm, rounded ass.
Emma felt a soft kiss on her back before the hands slid up her torso and around onto her breasts. "Fresh meat," a voice that sent shudders down Emma's spine and set her pussy juices flowing, just as Diana and Johan's voice did, said. Remembering what Diana had said, Emma froze and waited to see what would happen next. The man's fingers deftly found Emma's aching nipples and expertly stroked and tweaked them as he trailed soft kisses down Emma's spine.
The man knelt, and Emma felt his nose against the cleft of her ass before a warm, wet tongue touched her dripping entrance. "You're hot for me. Good signs," the man's powerful voice stated as he stood and leaned over Emma's back again. The man's pants-covered rampantly erect, humungous cock pressed forcefully against Emma's ass as his hands re-found her nipples.
Emma couldn't help herself and ground her ass against the thrusting cock. Biting her bottom lip and softly moaning, Emma rotated her hips, trying to force the cock deeper into her exposed ass. The man chuckled and stood back, allowing Emma to straighten. At the touch on her shoulder, Emma turned to face the man, carefully keeping her eyes lowered as Diana had commanded. However, the man set a bent knuckle under her chin and lifted it. "Look at me, fresh meat," he intoned, amusement heavy in his voice.
Uncertain that she should, Emma, nevertheless, lifted her eyes and looked into the deepest, dark blue eyes she'd ever seen.
"What's your name, little one?" The muscular young man asked. Emma surmised from his looks and build that the man was Johan's son.
"Emma," she mumbled as that familiar ache in her nether regions rose.
"I'm Jürgen," the strongly built young man said. "Who brought you here, Emmy?"
Emma hated being called Emmy. She even corrected her friends and family when they used that derivative. However, hearing Jürgen say it sent thrills racing through her frame. "You're Johan and Diana's son?" She asked. "Oh!" She gasped, instantly lowering her eyes. "I apologise, Sir. This wench should know better than to ask impertinent questions."
"This is not 'The Story of O', little one," Jürgen chuckled. "Submissives are entitled to ask questions, and it's only during these events that we ask you to keep your eyes down and act wholly submissively. Generally, during our day-to-day activities, it's like we're all a big family. Submission is not in what you say, Emmy. It's in how you act and behave. You're new, aren't you? I haven't seen you before. And no. I'm Johan's son, but Diana is not my mother. Instead, she's my father's second wife. My mother is back living in The Netherlands. Which, trust me, is best for all of us!"
Emma wondered how to respond but decided the safest option was to answer the question in amongst the plethora of information. "Yes, I'm new," she said. "Diana and Johan bid for me at The Sisters of the Soul' charity auction earlier this evening."
"They were both bidding for you?" A surprised Jürgen asked. At Emma's nod, he added, "Wow! I've never heard them both fighting over someone before. There must be something special they both saw in you." Then he grinned. "You've got nice tits and a tight ass, I'll give you that! But they must have seen something worthy in you for them to compete against each other. Who won?"
"Diana did," Emma answered swiftly.
"How much did she bid?"
"$10,000," Emma answered proudly. "More than any slave has sold for before."
Grinning broadly, Jürgen teased, "I wouldn't have thought your skinny ass and tits were worth that much!"
"Well, I did," Diana's warm, powerful voice hummed from the kitchen entrance. She walked over and hugged the strongly built younger man. They exchanged a soft, loving lip kiss. "You finished molesting my property?" Diana possessively asked.
"I'll give you $15,000 for her right now," Jürgen grinningly stated.
"No deal," Diana laughingly replied, forcing herself between her stepson and Emma. "Let's get some more drinks loaded on your tray, and you circling again, honey. After this weekend, if you're interested in playing with Jürgen, you have my permission to explore."
The male submissive assigned to kitchen duties reloaded Emma's tray with a selection of wine, beer, and soft drinks. Emma strutted into the living room to circulate, remembering to keep her shoulders back. Another loop through the room passed uneventfully, but when she refreshed the drinks and added some hot nibblies, things began to heat up.
A large, buxom woman was sitting in one of the easy chairs in the room's middle. The woman took a handful of mini mince pies and then pointed at the floor before her. Emma dutifully knelt and placed her tray on the floor. Keeping her eyes down, Emma awaited further instructions. With several grunts, the large lady managed to shuffle her massive knickers off. Then she moved to the seat's edge and spread her fat, wobbly thighs. The smell of the woman's obvious arousal invaded Emma's nostrils.
"Eat my cunt, slut," the podgy woman demanded.
Emma attempted to obey, but the seat made it difficult. The only way Emma could reply was to balance on her hands and do a virtual push-up as she stretched her head forward between the lady's pudgy thighs. Frustrated, the big woman grabbed the back of Emma's head and ripped Emma's face against her pussy.
Almost being smothered, Emma gasped, trying to grab breaths as she could. The woman's pussy was the hairiest Emma had ever seen or heard of, and the smell was overpowering. Knowing the surest way to survive was to get the chunky woman off as quickly as possible, Emma searched for her clit with her tongue. Finding it, Emma latched on and sucked as hard as she could as she battered the rank-smelling vagina with her tongue.
Unsatisfied by Emma's ministrations, the tubby lady forced her cunt against Emma's face and began rubbing her pussy over it. Now nothing but a passenger, Emma sucked in air when she could and licked everything that came close enough. Fortunately, the lard-assed lady climaxed quickly and, with a loud groan, squirted copious, frothy juices over Emma's rubbed-raw face. Holding Emma even tighter, the fat lady shuddered as she pulsed through several aftershock orgasms, each adding to the drenching Emma's face was receiving.
After finally finishing her climax, the overly large woman disdainfully shoved Emma away, spilling the drinks she had on the tray. "Adequate for a beginner," the woman sneeringly stated. "Get yourself into the kitchen, ask one of those useless sluts in there to remove the tray, and then get back here to clean me and the mess you've made up."
Diana appeared by Emma's side and helped her to her feet. Using the quick-release buttons, Diana freed Emma from the tray. "Natalie," Diana called. "Get a warm face cloth and help Mistress Johnson to get clean. Simon, grab some cleaning cloths and warm water from the kitchen cupboards and clean up the spilled drinks."
"You treat your sluts too well, Diana," Mistress Johnson huffed. "I would have punished the useless bitch for spilling her tray and made her use her tongue to clean up."
Her eyes ice cold, Diana heatedly replied, "And that's why not one of your submissives have lasted beyond a month."
"Albert has been with me for more than twenty years," Mistress Johnson protested. "We ditch our sluts before they leave us."
"And where is Albert tonight, pray tell?" Diana spat dismissively as she guided Emma out of the room.
"You know damned well he doesn't like these events," Mistress Johnson bellowed at Diana's and Emma's departing backs.
Diana led Emma upstairs and into an opulent bedroom. The room could only be described as a tribute to 19th-century decadence and debauchery. Emma saw a massive four-poster canopy bed decorated with numerous pillows and silk sheets. Various divans and loveseats were spread around the room, each with plumply filled silk, satin and cotton cushions. Many bondage and simulated torture instruments covered the walls, and a gigantic flat-screened TV hugged the wall beside the door.
Diana guided Emma past the bed and through a door into a spacious bathroom. A shower capable of holding five or more people, depending on how intimate they wanted to be, made up at least a third of the room. A massive sunken bath took another third. This item had a steady flow of heated water running in from one side, with the overflow pouring into a floor grate that returned the filtered and reheated water to the tub.
Diana turned to Emma and removed her collar and cuffs before kneeling and unlocking the padlocks on Emma's slave heels. Helping Emma out of the 7-inch heels, Diana took off her dress. She revealed a black leather bra along with a leather corset and suspenders holding up black silk stockings. Surprisingly quickly, Diana divested herself of this outfit and guided Emma into the tub.



Diana helped Emma to sit before taking a washer and cleaning her face. Diana encouraged Emma to lie back, and Diana quickly wet Emma's hair and washed Mistress Johnson's pussy secretions from it. Diana smiled possessively at Emma again before she used the washer to clean Emma's armpits and pussy. Perhaps Diana's fingers lingered a little too long on Emma's clitoris, but Emma wasn't complaining. Instead, Emma hoped Diana would get her off.
Standing, Diana took Emma's hand and walked her from the tub. Diana handed Emma a large, fluffy towel and held her arms out expectantly. Getting the hint, Emma dried the voluptuous woman carefully, kneeling to complete the task on Diana's lower legs and feet. Then, to Emma's surprise, Mistress Diana repeated the process on her. Next, Diana had Emma sit at her vanity as she blow-dried and styled Emma's hair. After quickly redoing Emma's makeup, Diana retouched hers. Finally, Diana helped Emma back into her 'slave outfit' with everything locked and cuffed back together. Then, putting only a leather thong on, Diana slid into a button dress and guided Emma back to the party.
When they reached the kitchen, Diana locked the tray back into place, and the kitchen slave filled it with hot nibblies. Emma strutted back into the lounge less than twenty minutes after leaving, seemingly without a hair out of place. Mistress Johnson sneered at Emma's reappearance before gathering her things and storming out.
"Good riddance," Diana muttered as she joined a group of four women swirling around her husband, Johan.
The rest of the night passed in a bit of a blur. Emma was casually groped by several of the partiers, but no one else wanted her to perform oral sex on them, and none tried to fuck her. It seemed the rest of the guests had watched Mistress Johnson's behaviour, and disgusted with her, they, as a group, strived to make the rest of Emma's night pleasurable.
Even the casual gropes were more of a friendly 'hello there' than an attempt to cop a gratuitous feel. Emma found them maddeningly sexually exciting. Emma knew all the women, and most of the men knew she was aroused and longing for relief, but they seemed loathe to push themselves onto her in case their behaviour was seen to mimic Mistress Johnson's.
Around 1:00 am, Emma noticed the living room was mostly empty. Those few partygoers that were still present, almost to a single one, had at least one naked slave kneeling between their thighs. The couplings were somewhat surprising as male slaves sucked cocks with equal fervour to those eating pussies. Female slaves ate pussy equally as fervently as they sucked cock. There was more than one male or female slave bent over a couch with a cock in one of their fuck holes. Without fail, each of these submissive people swung around at the point of orgasm to receive their fucker's cum or pussy juices down their throats or on their faces.
Emma hadn't climaxed since the beginning of the party, and she was as hot and horny as she could ever remember being. Emma had observed various slaves choosing a dressed person they wished to service or be serviced by and kneeling at that person's feet, hoping to be noticed. Equally as many times, the slaves' desires were rewarded or rejected. The refused slaves immediately returned to their duties, seemingly unconcerned by their rejection.
On one of the larger couches, Emma saw Natalie sandwiched between a male/female couple. The male of the couple lay on the couch with his average-sized cock buried in Natalie's pussy. Whereas the female of the couple wore the largest strap-on cock Emma had ever seen, even in her perusal of the various porn sites she'd visited when without a male fuckbuddy.
Before Emma's startled gaze, the woman smeared a jelly-like substance on the cock and Natalie's asshole before she positioned her 'cock's head' against Natalie's pucker hole and ruthlessly shoved it in. Natalie froze as the woman above her pierced her rear passage, but when the woman's abdomen hit Natalie's ass, Natalie screamed as a frothy essence poured from her pussy. Natali continued screaming and begging for the couple to fuck her harder until the man beneath her unloaded into her. That sent Natalie into another pussy frothing explosion, and she collapsed unconscious.
Undeterred, the woman pushed Natalie onto the floor, pushed the man's knees back and apart, and rammed the strap-on into his ass. The man's right hand found his withered cock, and he began jerking himself as the woman fucked his ass. The woman pounded harder and harder, and to Emma's amazement, the man's cock grew back to full-mast. The man continued to tug on himself until, with another deep groan, he orgasmed onto his stomach. Making her man cum seemed to allow the woman to climax, too, and with a high-pitched squeal, she bucked and shuddered through an intense climax.
The woman almost reluctantly pulled her cock out of the man's ass, unbuckled the straps, and removed it from her now gaping pussy. Emma saw that the strap-on was double-ended, with a sizeable cock on the woman's end. The woman had been fucking herself as she fucked the other two. The woman shifted her hips to the couch's edge, where a male slave knelt between her shapely thighs and began cleaning her with his tongue. The woman held the slave's head and softly undulated her hips as the slave's tongue washed her. A few moments later, the woman sighed as another petite orgasm blew gently through her.
The woman stood and helped her male partner to his feet. They both adjusted their clothing to decency before helping Natalie up. Their slave fetched a wet washer from the kitchen and delicately cleaned Natalie up before he lay her gently on the couch. The trio then crossed to Diana and Johan, thanked them for a brilliant night, and left, leaving Natalie asleep on the couch.
By now, Emma was on fire with desire. With her needs raging, Emma followed the trio over to Diana, and when they left, she knelt at Diana's feet, waiting to be noticed. Diana chuckled as she bent over and flicked the quick-release buttons, releasing Emma from the tray. Emma swiftly put the tray aside and shifted so she could place her forehead on Diana's feet.
"I wondered how long it would be before you presented yourself to me, little one," Diana chuckled warmly. "I assume you're as horny as all hell?"
"Yes, Mistress Diana," Emma admitted as her arousal poured from her aching pussy.
"Cock or pussy?" Diana asked.
"I don't understand, Mistress," Emma said.
"Would you like to pleasure a cock or pussy before you're rewarded with an orgasm of your own?"
"Both?" Emma tentatively asked, not knowing if that was allowed.
"If you're happy to wait until the last of the guests get settled into their suites or go home, you can accompany Johan and me back to our room," Diana offered.
"I'd like to wait, Mistress," Emma quickly responded.
"Good girl," Diana grinned warmly. "I was hoping you'd say that."
"What would you like me to do as I wait, Mistress?" Emma dutifully asked.
"Help the domestic crew to clean up," Diana immediately replied. "Gather the glasses and plates and take them to the kitchen. Once you have those sorted, start wiping down the flat surfaces. By the time you're done there, I should be ready for bed." Diana grinned and pointed over to where Johan was thrusting his oversized cock into the gaping mouth of a chubby blonde slave. "We might have some time to ourselves before Johan joins us."
With a last longing look at her new Mistress and a quick, jealous glance at the tubby blonde sucking Johan, Emma waltzed smartly into the kitchen. Picking up a tray. Emma returned to the living room and began gathering plates, cups and glasses. However, with there being a plethora of willing serving men and women, it was only a few minutes before the lounge was spotlessly clean. One of the male servants had even brought out the vacuum cleaner and gone over the floors.
With everything downstairs cleaned and tidied, the last of the guests either headed home or up to the second floor, where the guest suites were. Most took two or more slaves with them. Emma didn't know if those men and women belonged to the people herding them or if they were part of Johan and Diana's stable, but shortly, Emma was alone with only Diana, the chubby blonde blowing Johan, and Johan himself left.
Not sure what she should do, Emma walked over to where Diana sat and knelt at her feet. Diana smiled warmly at her before encouraging Emma to turn around. Diana parted her shapely, voluptuous thighs and gently lowered Emma's head until it rested against her leather thong covered pussy. Emma could feel the heat and wetness emanating from her new owner's pussy. It elicited a warmth and wetness from her pussy to match it.
Diana stroked Emma's head with one hand as her other snaked over Emma's shoulder and onto her left breast. Finding Emma's nipple, Diana lightly rubbed and pinched it as she kissed beside Emma's ear and blew into it. "Johan's showing off for you, little one," Diana whispered. "You know that, right? He wants to show you how good his self-control is, so he's denied himself relief for almost thirty minutes. The poor girl's jaw must be aching by now, and I bet she wishes he'd just hurry up and cum."
"Why would he want to impress me, Mistress?" Emma asked. "I'm nobody."
"Honey, you're the most natural submissive we've ever found. Johan wants you to stay, but more importantly, he wants you to serve him, too. He wants you to be equally as much his submissive as you will be mine."
"How many submissives do you have, Mistress?" Emma asked, wondering what her place would be.
"We currently have a total of eight live-in slaves, little one," Diana answered. "Five female slaves, all of which serve me, but only two also serve Johan. All of the three male slaves serve me. So, as you can see, not only do we have a gender imbalance, but we also have a ratio inequality with only two of eight belonging to Johan exclusively. To be truthful, I bought you as a present for Johan, but don't tell him that yet. My initial thought when we met was that you were exclusively heterosexual, so it's been a nice surprise to find you're bisexual."
"May I be honest, Mistress?" Emma asked.
"Of course, little one," Diana reassured her. "I wouldn't have it any other way."
"I don't think I'm bisexual, Mistress," Emma explained. "Never before have I even fantasised about having sex with a woman." Emma lowered her head shyly before adding, "I think I'm you sexual. I feel this need inside me to please you, and if eating a pussy, or servicing a woman in some other way makes you happy, then I'll do it. Plus, I know you want me to enjoy what I'm doing, so I let myself enjoy what's happening to my body so I can climax."
Diana smiled warmly, "If you decide to stay, little one," she purred. "You will fit in perfectly. Johan will be most pleased."
"May I ask about Jürgen?" Emma timorously asked.
Diana smiled against Emma's neck. "Jürgen is equally as taken with you, honey," Diana stated. "Let Johan and I train you, then if you want, we can transfer your ownership to my stepson."
"Are you and Jürgen lovers, Mistress?" Emma queried.
"No, honey. We're affectionate, as you probably saw when we greeted each other. But fucking a father and son is beyond the pale, even for me."
Diana continued her soft kisses and petting until, with an exaggerated groan, Johan finally unloaded into the chubby blonde girl's mouth. The young woman swallowed gleefully before wiping the spillage from around her lips and shovelling it into her greedy mouth. She looked proudly over at Diana and Emma before Johan told her to clean up and go to bed.
"Glad you've stopped showing off, husband," Diana teased. "As your reward, you can spend the night with chubby thighs there while I take our latest treat to bed."
Johan looked downcast briefly before he forced a smile on his face. It was apparent to Emma that although both Johan and Diana were dominants, Diana was clearly the head of her household. Although she was keen to feel Johan's powerful body above her, the thought of spending the night with Diana had her libido red-lining.
Johan turned, walked swiftly after the tubby girl, and followed her upstairs. Diana waited until they'd disappeared from view before she spread her shapely thighs wider than Emma's shoulders and stood up. Reaching down, Diana took Emma's hands in hers before pulling her up and dragging Emma close to her. Then, with her large breasts pressed firmly against Emma's tiny ones, Diana kissed the twenty-one year old and hummed, "Time for you to follow me to my room and fulfil your fantasies of submission, little one. Are you game, or do I hear you clucking 'red' like a chicken?"
"I'm game, Mistress," Emma breathlessly answered, her desire pouring down the inside of her thighs.
"Good girl, Diana crooned as she led the naked younger woman upstairs to her bedroom. Getting to her bedroom, Diana stood with her legs slightly parted and her arms hanging loosely. "Undress me," she instructed Emma simply.
Arousal still pouring from her overheated pussy, Emma stepped closer to the powerfully built older woman and began undoing buttons. A short time later, Emma peeled the dress off Diana's shapely shoulders, brought it to the front, folded it neatly, and lay it over a nearby chair's back. Next, Emma knelt before Diana, pulled Diana's leather thong off, carefully unbuckled the straps to Diana's high heels, and helped her out of them. Not knowing what further to do, Emma chose to remain kneeling and await more instruction.
Diana looked down at the svelte, young figure of her latest 'toy', admiring Emma's tiny but hard-nippled breasts, her slightly outwardly curved stomach, and the top of her newly shaved pussy. Wanting to feel the young woman's mouth on her, Diana spread her knees and moved forward until her pussy was close to Emma's face. Then, holding the back of Emma's head, Diana slowly pushed her pussy lips against the newly bought slave's mouth.
"Eat me," Diana demanded.
Tilting her head back, the very inexperienced Emma stuck her tongue out and slowly lapped at Diana's already dripping entrance. Taking a handful of Emma's hair, Diana guided the young woman higher until Emma's mouth surrounded her clitoris.
"Suck and lick," Diana commanded. Of course, Emma eagerly obeyed.
Watching through hooded eyes, Diana moaned as her latest submissive lover serviced her pussy. She suspected that Emma was new to Sapphic love, but the young woman was keen to learn, and Diana could smell Emma's arousal smouldering through above even hers. Deciding she needed to take this to the next level, Diana released the restraints she typically held over her libido and allowed the sensations Emma was engendering in her lasered bare pussy to rage. A massive orgasm almost immediately blasted Diana off her climax's edge.
Holding Emma's head tightly to her engorged clitoris, Diana came copiously, her frothy pussy fluid covering the younger woman's lips, chin and dripping down her neck. Still shuddering with post-orgasmic bliss, Diana instructed, "Up on the bed, little one. Head on the pillow, knees up and apart, and hold your knees as wide as possible with your hand. Oh, and keep your eyes tightly closed.
Emma obeyed quickly, assuming the required position in mere seconds. Emma wasn't sure what was about to happen, but her throbbing clitoris and nipples and her squelching pussy demanded she obey swiftly, hoping for some orgasmic relief, too.
Diana opened a dresser drawer and took out a strap-on dildo harness. Buckling it in place, Diana chose a fairly standard, around six-inch rubberised plastic cock to go in the harness. She wasn't sure how much straight sex Emma had had before, so she didn't want to terrify the young woman with her favourite, a thick, almost nine-inch monster that only a select few women could take in their cunts, but beautifully stretched both male and female assholes.
After settling the double end into her pussy and adjusting the rubber ring so that it sat snugly against her clit. After covering her cock with lube, Diana climbed on the bed and between Emma's slender but shapely thighs.
"Keep your eyes firmly closed," Diana firmly instructed as she lowered herself onto Emma's prone body.
First, Emma felt Diana's large breasts press against her petite ones. Diana's blood-engorged nipples dragged deliciously across Emma's equally stiff ones. Next, Diana's powerfully muscled stomach meshed against Emma's slender but pliable one. Then, despite Diana's admonishment, Emma's eyes flew open as she felt a cock's head nestling against her entrance.
"Ahhhhh," Emma moaned, her eyes sliding blissfully closed as Diana's cock forced her tight, slippery pussy open and slid inside. Lost in the new sensation, Emma unawarely shifted and gently, diffidently pushed her hips up against the invading protuberance. "Ahhhh," she groaned again as the base of Diana's cock ground against her clit.
Slipping her hand under Emma's armpits and gripping her shoulders, Diana squeezed the younger girl tightly as she ground her pelvis against Emma's clit. Moving her hips in back and forth half-circles, Diana slowly drove Emma towards an orgasmic peak that she (Diana) hoped would be a gigantic one.
Emma's moans increased in frequency and volume as she surrendered to her new Mistress' ministrations. Emma's hips began thrusting back when Diana withdrew and slamming forwards to meet Diana's inward push.
Moving her right hand onto Emma's rounded, tightly packed ass, Diana started to fuck her latest toy as hard as she could. With her moans turning to squeals of delight, Emma matched every thrust as her head tossed back and forth. Suddenly, Emma's nails dug into Diana's shoulders as her climax peaked. "Yes!" Emma screamed as her body blasted off Mount Orgasmic's peak, and, for the first time, she squirted pussy fluids over her Mistress' cock.
"Good girl," Diana crooned as she continued pounding her latest acquisition. "Cum again for me," she demanded as she ground the rubber ring of her cock against Emma's clit.
This was a night of many firsts for Emma. Never before tonight had she even passionately kissed a woman. Now, she'd eaten pussy, had her pussy eaten, sucked cock in public and been naked in public. Then she'd squirted during orgasm, and now, despite her initial doubts, Emma was about to become multi-orgasmic. Previously, after an orgasm, Emma's clit became so sensitive that any further activity was painful in its intensity. This time, no sooner had she come down from her first orgasm than she was quickly climbing to a second.
Having lost complete control of her mind and body, Emma helplessly flopped under Diana as another climax shattered through her. Squealing and jerking, Emma orgasmed for a third time as her new Mistress mercilessly pounded her into the bed.
At long last, but despairingly all the same, Diana slowly pulled out of the young woman before she pulled Emma close and moved her into a position where she could cuddle her. Diana smiled proudly as her young friend drifted into sleep and began softly snoring against her neck. Diana needed to cum to release her pent-up desires, but she was happy to let Emma revel in bliss for a time.
Emma awoke when she felt soft, feminine lips encircling her nipples. Her nipples reacted in the typical manner, and Emma instinctively reached to hold the head the lips belonged to. She moaned softly as her back arched, trying to thrust more of her firm but undersized breasts into the suckling mouth.
"Good to see you're back with me," Diana joked. "Time to earn your pay, little one," she added.
"Of course, Mistress," Emma agreed. "What would you like me to do?"
"Put this on," Diana instructed, handing Emma a mouth cock gag.



This gag buckled around Emma's head like a ball gag would, but instead of a ball, the gag had a flat piece that Emma could grip with her teeth, a rubber ring to prevent it from being forced down her throat, and the top was a phallic shaped dildo that was perfect for a pussy.
Diana helped Emma buckle the dildo gag in place before she said, "All you have to do is lie flat on your back and try not to suffocate!"
Emma giggled, but when Diana swung her muscly thigh over Emma's head and guided the 'mouth cock' into her cunt, she swiftly realised that Diana wasn't kidding. Diana faced toward Emma's feet, so when her dripping cunt slid down the cock and came to a stop, Diana's clit was pushed firmly against Emma's chin, and her perineum pressed hard against Emma's nose. With both her mouth and nose sealed off, Emma did indeed struggle to breathe.
Dipping two of her right fingers into Emma's soaking cunt, Diana, as she rode the mouth cock, curled them back and searched for Emma's G-spot. Emma snatched breaths as she could, gasping in a massive lungful through her nose and around the gag as Diana lifted up. Emma was only vaguely aware of Diana's probing fingers until Diana found her sweet spot. When she did, Emma gasped, immediately having to stifle a cough and snort as Diana's pussy juices flowed into her mouth and nose.
The sudden jerk from Emma's cough and snort caused the 'cock' in Diana's pussy to deliciously scrape across Diana's G-spot, and with a loud squeal, Diana orgasmed. Diana had always been multi-orgasmic and a squirter, so she exploded pussy juices all over Emma's sweet young face, drenching the younger woman and causing her to choke and snort again. This twitched the dildo over Diana's G-spot again, immediately triggering a second orgasmic explosion.
The twin, back-t0-back climaxes caused Diana to clench her fingers inside Emma's pussy. Doing that scraped Diana's nails over Emma's sweet spot, and desperately clenching her teeth around the gag, Emma squealed into Diana's pussy as she joined the older woman in orgasmic heaven. Sweaty, exhausted and satiated, the two women collapsed into a heavy sleep. Emma rewoke long enough to pull the cock gag from her mouth before snuggling her head against the older woman's large tit pillows and falling back asleep.
Emma woke up when she felt a large, hairy, very masculine body climb into the bed she shared with Diana. Before she became fully aware of her surroundings, Emma felt a strong arm slide under her prone body and another over her shoulder onto her curved, pliable stomach. Emma lay on her right side, and the arms pulled her back until she was tightly spooned against the male body that had gotten into bed. She felt his sizeable, thickly erect cock poking at her bottom. Realising the man was Johan, Emma giggled and wriggled her tightly rounded bottom against the dick pushing at her anal cavity.
"You little slut," Diana chuckled as her hands found Emma's swiftly engorging nipples. "You eat my cunt until I'm exhausted, and when I wake up, I find you about to be fucked by my husband!"
"Sorry, Mistress," Emma apologised, clearly not sorry at all.
Johan moved as Emma raised herself higher. When Johan felt Emma's wetness against his cock's tip, he thrust his hips forward as he pulled Emma down. His cock disappeared inside Emma's tightly gripping, swiftly flooding pussy.
"Unhh!" Emma grunted as she accepted the largest cock she'd ever felt into her body.
Johan held Emma tightly to him as he rolled onto his back. Instinctively, Emma spread her legs wider than Johan's, hoping Diana would tongue her clit as Johan fucked her. Instead, though, Diana moved onto her knees before she swung a knee over Emma's face and lowered her squelching pussy onto Emma's lips. "Eat me, bitch," Diana commanded.
Emma enthusiastically obeyed as she revelled in the feelings that Johan elicited from her steamingly hot pussy. Before long, having Johan's cock thrusting firmly inside her sweet young pussy proved too much for Emma's libido, and she tipped her head back and screamed as an enormous orgasm blasted over her.
Johan pushed her off and to the side before he grabbed Diana, flipped her onto her back, pushed her knees back and apart, and rammed his thick cock into Diana's sopping cunt.
"Fuck me, big boy!" Diana commanded as she wrapped her muscular thighs around Johan's hips and thrust her hips up at Johan's downward stroke.
Unwilling to be merely an observer. Emma moved so she could grab and tweak Diana's crinkly hard nipples and kiss her passionately.
"Yes!" Diana panted. "Yes, yes, yes!" Then, with a loud scream, Diana climaxed. Simultaneously, Johan grunted as he unloaded into his wife's tightly gripping cunt.
The married pair shuddered and twitched in post-orgasmic delight as their twin climaxes came to an end. Finally, Johan rolled off, and grabbing Emma by the back of her neck firmly, he pushed her down onto Diana's cum dripping pussy. "Clean her pussy," he demanded, shoving Emma's lips firmly against his wife's entrance.
Emma had given plenty of blowjobs in her short life, but she'd always held the spunk in her mouth before moving to the bathroom to spit it out. The thought of eating Johan's eruptions from her new Mistress' pussy had her head spinning so hesitatingly, Emma pushed her tongue out and lapped at Diana's sloppy pussy.
Swallowing, Emma thought, 'That's not so bad!' Deciding she, as a new submissive, should at least try to enjoy what her owners were demanding of her, Emma stuffed her tongue as far into Diana's pussy as possible and sucked hard. She was rewarded with a thick glob of Johan's spend, which was liberally mixed with Diana's secretions. Gulping this new liquid down, Emma found she quite enjoyed the texture and flavour, so she eagerly surrounded Diana's vulva and sucked and licked hard again.
The suddenly enthusiastic attention from Emma proved to be too much for Diana, and with a roar, she climaxed on her newest submissive's face, covering it with an expelled mixture of hers and Johan's cum. Emma gamely licked and swallowed until Diana gently pushed her away from her now overly sensitive clit. However, despite spending the night banging the tubby tart Mistress Diana had sent him to bed with, Johan was ready to go again. So, rolling Emma over, he ploughed back into her willingly sloppy cunt. This time, Johan intended to fill the young woman's pussy with whatever his well worn nut sack still had left.
Emma was nearing her sexual limits and didn't think she could orgasm again. However, just as she thought she'd have to accept Johan's load without getting anything in return, Diana gently stroked and tweaked her nipples before whispering, "Cum for me, little one. We both know you want to!"
With that, Diana locked lips with Emma and Emma crested, squealing into Diana's mouth as her hips thrust up to meet Johan's probing cock a final time. Johan's grunts met Emma's squeals as he emptied his seminal fluids into the young woman. Exhausted, Johan rolled off Emma. Diana rolled Emma onto her side and guided her head between her expansive breasts. Diana, stroking Emma's hair, whispered, "Sleep some more, little one. We have many more experiences for you to explore before this weekend ends."

The End

Postscript: If there's enough interest in this story, I'll describe the rest of Emma's 'slave' weekend.
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie.

Chapter 10: Kristy Gets Her Wish

Hello again, readers. Katie Muggleton writing. Wow! Nine chapters in, and many people are still reading along with my adventures! If you remember, we ended the last chapter with my husband, Sean, and I reconciling and making love. Our first lovemaking since our breakup was so emotionally intense that I burst into tears, and my feelings overwhelmed me, causing my mind to shut down and pitching me into sleep. We made love again the following morning, and I burst into tears again. This time from joy and happiness, not stress.
That is where we take up my story.
I slept in my husband's strong arms for close to an hour before my need to pee woke me. I tried to slip from the bed to put my nightie on and go to the main bathroom as I typically did, but Sean drowsily said, "For goodness sake, Katie. Use the en suite. That's what it's there for!"
Blushing, I replied, "I don't like waking you up when I use it. You complained that it woke you up when I turned the light on in there."
"Gosh, Katie," Sean said. "That was, what? Fifteen years ago? You mean because of one snarky comment when I hadn't slept enough, you've snuck out to use the main bathroom ever since?" I nodded, and Sean added, "Wow. You must think I'm an ogre or something. If I've been that bad, why have you stuck by me all these years?"
"But you haven't been bad," I denied. "You've been a fantastic husband and father to our children. My job is to ensure your needs are met, including getting enough sleep. And if that meant slipping out so the light didn't wake you, that was okay."
"All my needs, Katie?" Sean asked teasingly. He pulled the bedding back, exposing his swiftly lengthening cock. "Does that include all of my sexual needs?"
I couldn't help it. My eyes filled with tears, and I said, "Given how often you've looked for it elsewhere, Sean. Obviously, I haven't adequately met those either."
Sean sat up and grabbed my wrist before pulling me back onto the bed. He took me in his muscly arms and kissed my tear-stained cheek. "I've been an ass, Katie, but I'll make it up to you, I swear. If you can put up with me shacking up with Amanda for all those years, I can accept you being forced by those four assholes. Death was too good for Frank! I wish he'd lived and had to endure twenty years of being made someone's bitch in prison!"
I burst into tears again because those words, more than any other he could have said, proved to me that he now thought Frank and his cohorts had forced me.
"Shh, baby," Sean whispered as he stroked my hair and face. "I love you, and we'll be good again. Better than before, I believe, because we'll explore together instead of apart."
I momentarily wondered about that statement. Did it mean, as I suspected it might, that Sean wanted us to play with others together? Or did he mean he would be home more often, so we'd be together more? Either way, I was happy!
We cuddled for a while before I offered to make breakfast. Sean immediately agreed but insisted I shower with him before I did, so I relieved myself and joined him in the shower. In there, he surprised me again by sitting on the shower floor and tonguing my pussy. Typically, it would be me who knelt and serviced him. After he'd brought me off, he dressed in business casual whilst I threw my long robe over my shoulders and tied the sash tight.
When we walked into the kitchen, our kids sat together at the breakfast bar, smiling. They said nothing but insisted Sean and I sit as they made breakfast. As I've mentioned before, I'm usually careful with my breakfast and lunch meals to ensure I don't put on any weight. Going with less then means I can relax and enjoy my evening meal, which was something I enjoyed doing. Making and serving a delicious evening meal and then sitting around the dining table with my family and/or friends as we ate, laughed, joked and teased was the highlight of my day.
However, Kristy and Johnny made Belgian waffles with caramelised bananas, strawberries, whipped cream and ice cream, all covered with our choice of sweet sauce. I chose strawberry, while Sean had chocolate. A large pot of brewed coffee was placed at our elbows, and the kids served us both. We had a great morning. Plenty of chats, laughs, giggles and teasing. And plenty of hugs and kisses between Sean and me. We only stopped when Sean said he needed to go to his office and make the phone calls to bring his customers up to date with their portfolios and discuss what should happen next.
Johnny headed to his club for possibly the last time. He'd have a final interview with the coach and player management staff and then pack his locker up if it was over. Kristy went to uni to meet with her study group, which meant I'd be alone again.
However, when he stood, Sean suggested I bring my laptop and follow him. Curious, I held his hand as we walked across to the garage and up the internal stairs to his office. For clients, there was a set of stairs and an external door. The builders had done the preliminary work to install a small, open-air elevator so the office would have disabled access, but it wasn't active yet.
When we walked inside, I gasped. A small counter now graced the area immediately inside the entranceway. Behind that was an expansive desk with room for two. I could see spaces for two large PCs that I assumed Sean would link.
"Room for you and Kristy," Sean smiled. "The computers should be here Monday morning. The broadband is already in with the modem there," he pointed under the desk, "the computer guy I've hired to set it all up will only need to plug it into the internet router. The cable here was split off the one running to our house, so it's fibre-optic the whole way. Internet speeds here should be as fast as in the house. That means we'll get our market updates swiftly and have no problems accessing our customer's files."
I looked around, amazed. Then my husband grinned again and said, "In the meantime, I've boosted the Wi-Fi signal from the house, so you'll have good coverage wherever you are in here. Why don't you man the phones and begin working on your degree? Plus, we may have some clients visit. If we do, I'll get you to greet them and offer tea, coffee or a cold drink before you bring them across and introduce them to me."
"I'll need to change and do my makeup," I gushed and walked towards the door quickly.
"Katie?" Sean called before I reached the door. I turned back. "Wear something really sexy. No panties or bra, okay? If they're males only, feel free to flirt and/or flash them."
Dumfounded, I stared at my husband. Sean loved me flirting, but previously, if I'd shown too much flesh, he'd swiftly drag me home or upstairs and correct my behaviour.
Sean grinned wider, "Just do it, my little Katie slut."
I bit my lip and groaned as the typical tingle I felt between my toned and shapely thighs when my husband was close instantly blazed into an inferno of desire. I raced to my bedroom and showered quickly before opening my walk-in robe. I wanted something appropriate for a professional workspace but would knock my husband's socks off. I thought I had the right outfit, but I couldn't remember if I'd clicked 'buy' or dumped the cart before I logged out.
Luckily, I found it still in the box it had arrived in. It was a black and white Privé Hounds Tooth crossover bodycon dress. The crossover vee left vast expanses of my inner breast mounds exposed, and the skirt part of the dress clung to my gorgeous curves, ending barely past my panty line. I'd have to be careful not to slump because, if I did, the Vee would sag open, exposing my luscious breasts. Plus, I'd need to keep my knees tightly together to prevent flashing my sweet little pussy to anyone standing before me.
I didn't typically wear nylons, but I thought they were appropriate for office wear, so I carefully pulled on a sheer dark grey pair. I paired them with my black, patent leather 5-inch pumps. Satisfied I'd met my husband's 'sexy' requirement, I did my hair and makeup before taking my contacts out and donning a pair of designer eyeglasses.
I haven't mentioned wearing contacts before, have I, readers? Well, a woman has to have some secrets. The truth is, without my glasses or contacts, I'd barely see the cock before me!
When I returned to Sean's office, he was on the phone with a client, but when I walked in, his voice faltered, and his mouth hung agape. He swallowed twice before he could continue his conversation. To further tease him, when I sat on my computer chair, I purposefully turned it to flash my waxed, nylons obscured pussy. Sean lost his sentence and had to cough again to cover his loss of words.
Opening my laptop, I logged onto the Open University website, navigated to my course and began reading the course materials. As I read, I quickly realised that this subject was much more complex than the simple ones I'd done earlier, but that they weren't particularly difficult. I'd reached the end of the readings when the phone in front of me rang. I looked over at my husband, but he was still animatedly chatting with his client.
Taking a deep breath, I forced myself to smile, picked up the phone and cheerfully said, "Muggleton Consultancy. Katie Muggleton speaking, how may I help you?"
"May I speak with Sean, please?" The man on the other end of the phone said.
"Sean's on another call at this time," I replied. "May I take your number and get him to call you back?"
"You have the sexiest voice, Katie," the man said. "Are you Sean's wife or daughter?"
"I'm not sure that matters, Sir," I answered. "Would you like me to have Sean call you back?"
The man chuckled and said, "Have Sean call me back. Nothing urgent. I have a chance to buy some shares from a disgruntled former employee of a large manufacturing company. I'd like Sean's opinion about the value of those shares and where he thinks they're going. My name is Rex Mossop. Sean will know the number."
"He's off the phone now, Mister Mossop. Would you like me to transfer you through?"
We didn't actually have a switchboard, just three phones connected to the same number. We had 'call waiting' to cover a second call, but any more than that would receive a 'busy' signal.
"Yes, please, Katie," Rex requested.
I covered the mouthpiece with my hand and said, "Rex Mossop for you."
Sean nodded and picked his extension up. Trying to understand what my husband did, I avidly listened to Sean's end of the conversation. During the first part of the conversation, my husband ensured the shares were legal to buy and that no 'insider trading' was occurring. After he'd confirmed the trade was legal, Sean's fingers flew over his keyboard as he ran some complicated checks and algorithms, trying to establish the shares' trajectory.
After nearly five minutes of entering figures and information, as he chatted with his client, Sean announced he thought the shares were a good medium-term investment, meaning Mister Mossop should hold them for twelve to eighteen months before unloading them.
Sean hung up, and another call came through. Sean looked at me expectantly, so I answered as I had earlier. This call was from the contractor checking the NBN cables were ready for him to install the new computers, printers and modems. Sean had said they were, so I felt confident confirming his installation schedule.
"This is already much better, Katie," Sean acknowledged. "I'm getting way more done with you answering the phones. Would you like to man the office for me from nine to five every weekday? At the moment, I have to redirect the office phones to my mobile when I'm out of the office. It would be much better to have you answering them and taking messages. Then, if there's anything urgent, you can call or message me, and I'll get right back to them."
Of course, I was happy to help out, but I didn't want my housework to fall behind, so Sean agreed that I could redirect the office phone to his mobile when I needed to clean or do other household chores.
Towards 3:30 pm, for some reason, Sean seemed jumpy. I figured out why when Kath and Mike walked in just before the close of business at five.
"Hello, gorgeous!" Kath gushed as she rushed around the counter and jumped into my lap. We exchanged a fierce hug and soft lip kiss, as we always did.
"What brings you here, babe?" I asked as I casually groped her firm ass.
"Your husband phoned Mike and said he'd gotten his head together and asked if we wanted to join you and him to celebrate."
"Oh?" I teased. "I thought you were finally turning over your and Mike's ill-gotten gains for us to hide from the taxman."
"Sean, unfortunately, is the one honest investment broker in Australia, Katie," Kath teased back. "He's looked after our investment portfolio for years, as you well know, and we have no complaints about our returns!"
"Let's shut up shop and send the phones to the answering service," Sean suggested. "We'll go to the main building, get a bottle of wine, order some takeaway and celebrate Katie's and my reconciliation."
Something was going on here. I could feel it, but I couldn't figure out what. I knew Kath's sexuality had suddenly blossomed since our weekend together, but I didn't think she would have said anything to Mike about her and my adventures, and I seriously doubted she'd mention her D/s relationship with Rick. However, spending time with Mike and Kath was always enjoyable, so I quickly agreed. I shut down my laptop and turned off the phones. That meant they'd immediately go to the message bank, and Sean could get them tomorrow.
As we walked to the lounge, Sean whispered, "I told Johnny and Kristy to stay away until at least 2:00 am, Katie. So, go with the flow tonight, okay?"
"What have you got planned, Mister?" I asked.
"Just remember that you are my slut, Katie," Sean demanded.
Of course, that word meant my pussy was instantly tingling, and I could feel moisture pooling between my pussy lips.
Kath and I went to the kitchen and got our men beers. I called our local Chinese takeaway shop and ordered a selection of meals along with plenty of special fried rice. Then Kath and I joined the men in the lounge. I walked towards Sean initially, but Kath took my hand and pushed me towards her husband.
I looked at her and then my husband confusedly, but Sean indicated with his eyes that I should sit with Mike.
I wondered again what the heck was going on, but I followed what Sean wanted and sat beside Mike. When I sat, Mike wrapped his strong arm around me. "It's good to see you and Sean are happy together again, Katie," he said. "Sean and I have arranged some surprises for tonight. Trust us, okay? All of us, Sean, Kath, and I, want this, but it might shock you. Hang in there, okay?"
Now, I was totally confused, but I trusted my two best friends and my husband, of course, so I said nothing. As I mulled over what could be happening, the front doorbell rang. I checked my phone and thought the Chinese delivery was fast, but I got up to answer the door.
Instead of a delivery guy, Rick and Siobhan stood at the door. They were both dressed as Bdsm dominants. Siobhan wore an outfit similar to what she wore at The Chateaux when we played. Rick was similarly dressed, except he had on the black leather pants he wore when I saw him at Kath's place.
"Hello, slut Katie," they chorused when I opened the door.
I controlled my now instinctual response to being called a slut and greeted them. Wondering what my husband had set up, I escorted Siobhan and Rick to our lounge. To my shock, Mike and Kath both slid off the sofa onto their knees.
"Hello, Master Rick, Mistress Siobhan," they intoned as they took up submission position number one.
"Strip," Rick demanded.
Mike and Kath stood long enough to divest their clothing before retaking their submissive position. I was amazed that Mike had removed all hair except what grew on his head. Kath had removed her pubic hair, but she'd regularly done that, so I wasn't as amazed.
Siobhan had an amused expression on her face as she watched me observe the interaction between Rick, Mike and Kath. Then she assumed a severe mien and said what Rick had. "Strip," she demanded.
I laughed, but that quickly cut off when Sean stood and disrobed before taking up the first submissive position.
"Sean!" I gasped. "What are you doing?"
"Siobhan will explain, Katie," Sean said, keeping his eyes on the ground.
"Katie, my slutty little girl," Siobhan crooned. "Get on your knees before I take my cane to your sexy ass!"
Siobhan's voice held so much power and command that I didn't hesitate. I dropped my dress and nylons to the floor, which was all the clothing that I wore, and knelt beside my husband.
"Good slut," Siobhan praised. Then she explained, "After Kath's four days with you, she started asking me questions about what it was like to be a Dominatrix. I quickly elicited from her that you and her were intimate. However, I also swiftly established that although Kath could joyfully and willingly have sex with you, she wasn't bisexual or a lesbian. Rick and I have been friends and mentors for years. I recommended Rick to Kath as a suitable dominant for her to explore with.
"Unfortunately, Rick has, shall we say, better morals than I. I couldn't care less if my play partner is married or not, but Rick will not play with a married woman unless her husband is aware and forgiving of the relationship or an active participant. Rick is also one hundred percent bisexual, coupling with men and women with equal fervour.
"When he insisted that to become Kath's mentor, she needed her husband's permission, Kath confessed her desires to Mike. To her surprise, Mike admitted to bisexual fantasies, mostly involving your husband, and admitted he wanted to try submitting to someone.
"Their first time submitting as a couple was to me. However, in the review we three had afterwards, Kath said the sex between her and me wasn't as satisfactory as she'd hoped. With Mike's approval, I asked Rick to meet and chat with them. They set up a session the following day, and Mike watched Kath submit to Rick and take his cock in her three love holes. As Rick fucked her, Mike orgasmed twice without his cock being touched.
"After Rick had cum inside his wife's cunt, Mike asked if he could suck Rick off. Rick made Mike clean his cum out of Kath's pussy first. Then he allowed Mike to blow him. It turns out that Mike loves sucking cock, and Rick tells me he's terrific at it!"
My husband broke in and said, "Don't go getting any wrong ideas, Katie. I am not bisexual, nor do I ever wish to suck a cock. However, after those times you tied me to the bed, I've found I enjoy submitting to a dominant woman. Siobhan believes we both have the ability to become genuine Bdsm switches. Changing between domination and submission seamlessly."
"When did you five work all this out?" I asked confusedly. I turned to Sean, "I thought you were going to leave me or force me out of the house. I mean, we weren't even talking. Am I expected to believe you arranged all of this since our session yesterday?"
Sean laughed and explained, "I had to get past my hurt, Katie, but I never wanted to break up, nor did I want a divorce. But I needed to work through my visceral reaction to hearing some men had forced their cocks into you. Mike and Kath helped me with that."
"And how did they do that, Sean?"
"You'll rightfully be angry, Katie," Sean answered. "But Mike is Kath's bitch when Rick isn't around. Kath made Mike kneel at the end of the bed as she and I fucked. Then Mike ate my cum out of Kath's pussy. He wanted to suck my cock, but I couldn't make myself let him. Later, Rick arrived, and Mike watched him fuck Kath, too. When Mike had cleaned Kath up for a second time, Rick let him suck him off as Kath sucked me.



"Katie, Mike orgasmed as he sucked Rick off. He hadn't touched his cock because Rick hadn't permitted him to, but he orgasmed when Rick came in his mouth. I saw then that married couples could enjoy sex with others together without jealousy rearing its ugly head. Kath loves watching Mike get it on with Rick, and she wants to watch him fuck you. I want to fuck Kath as I watch you and Mike fuck."
I had no words, but my answer was in my blazing pussy. The thought of the debaucherous scenes Kath, Siobhan and Sean had described had me literally dripping my juices onto the floor beneath me. I wanted to fuck Mike. I'd fantasised about it ever since Kath and I had gone away for our weekend. I think I'd mentioned it earlier —the thought of having made love to every member of the Loughlin family had me hotter than a hothouse at noontime in the middle of summer.
"Say something, Katie," Sean pleaded.
I didn't reply. Instead, I crawled over to where Mike and Kath knelt and took Mike's long, slender cock in my mouth. Kath lovingly stroked my hair as I sucked off her husband.
Rick opened his fly and pushed his cock against Kath's lips, "Suck slut," he commanded. Kath opened her mouth and let Rick slide inside.
Siobhan laughed before dropping her tiny miniskirt and grabbing the back of Sean's head. "Eat my cunt," she demanded as she forced her pussy against my husband's mouth.
I slightly turned so I could watch my husband with another woman for the first time. Instead of freaking me out and making me jealous as I knew it should, it excited me beyond all measure. I lifted my mouth off Mike's cock and kissed him passionately. Then, holding his head, I pulled backwards, dragging him on top of me.
Kath giggled and turned to offer her ass to Rick. Rick pulled her onto her hands and knees, knelt behind her, and shoved his enormously girthed cock deep into her pussy in one swift motion.
Siobhan clicked a collar and leash around my husband's neck and led him over to where Mike had pushed my knees back and apart. Mike knelt between my shapely thighs with his long, slender cock poised at my entrance. Siobhan straddled my face and lowered her steaming pussy onto my lips. She tugged on the leash and guided Sean behind her. Then she lifted her hips so Sean could push his thick, meaty cock into her cunt. I groaned as I watched my husband's cock slide into another woman's pussy and moaned as Mike slid into me.
I avidly watched as my husband's thick cock sawed in and out of Siobhan's soaking pussy. Although having Mike inside me felt good, watching Sean fucking another woman had me on the cusp of an orgasm. My eyes closed, and I lifted my chin. Sean's big balls dragged over my forehead and nose, and I began tonguing where he and Siobhan were coupled. My need grew exponentially as I tasted Siobhan's sticky essence around my husband's big cock, and I started pulling Mike back into me when he pulled out.
"Let Katie suck your cock, Sean," Siobhan demanded.
Sean obligingly slid out and lowered his hips so I could suck his dripping cock. I moaned around it as I savoured his heavy precum and Siobhan's divine juices.
"Put it back in me, Katie," Siobhan commanded.
I regretfully allowed my husband's cock to slide out of my mouth, grasped it, and pushed the head onto Siobhan's entrance. Fascinated, I gasped with pleasure as I watched Sean's thick cock spread Siobhan's pussy lips and glide inside her. Watching my husband's delicious cock slide into another woman was the hottest thing I think I've ever seen. That delightful visual spectacle was enhanced by hearing Rick powerfully fucking my best friend and feeling her husband stroke into my flooding pussy.
"Pinch my nipples," I demanded as I felt my orgasm peak.
Mike chuckled as he slid his hands over my gently curving stomach, gripping my nipples firmly. Holding my breast nubs tightly, Mike pulled them down as he forcefully shoved into me.
"Tell her she may cum," Siobhan reminded my husband.
"Cum for me, my darling Katie slut," Sean crooned as he viciously ploughed Siobhan.
My head tipped back, and I screamed as a gigantic eruption threw me off my orgasm's peak. My fluttering pussy muscles milked Mike's long cock, and he groaned as he unloaded into my pussy. He spurted so much into me that it immediately began leaking back out.
At Rick's instruction, Mike moved, and Rick and Kath crawled across, their coupling never failing, and Kath began eating her husband's secretions out of my twitching pussy.
"Control yourself," Siobhan barked as my husband neared his climax. "I have not permitted you to cum!"
Sean groaned but managed to hold his orgasm off. Siobhan moved forward and then stood. Picking up her light bag, she brought out a strap-on harness and swiftly buckled it into place.
"Fuck your wife," she commanded.
Kath moved aside, and Sean slid between my long, toned thighs. He positioned himself against my dripping pussy and shoved roughly inside. His pelvis hit mine with a meaty thump, and then he pounded me. There was no gentle lovemaking. This was raw, animalistic lust. My husband reared up on his hands and used his knees to allow himself to raise and lower quickly. As he drove powerfully into me, my hips rose to meet him, and the room filled with whap, whap, whap sounds as our pelvises smashed together.
"Hold still," Siobhan instructed.
I moaned my disappointment, but then I saw her head loom over my husband's back. She moved further forward, and I noticed she held her oiled strap-on cock. Squatting, she placed her 'cock' against my husband's ass, growled, "Take it like the slut you are," and viciously rammed it into his colon.
Sean's head dropped onto my shoulder, and he grunted as Siobhan's 'penis' roughly opened his back passage.
"Fuck!" I moaned as I felt Siobhan push my husband's cock deeply into me when she shoved into him.
"Sean and Katie, hold still," Siobhan commanded as she braced herself on my husband's steely buns and pumped her 'cock' into him. "Look at Kath and Mike," Siobhan added.
I turned my head and watched Mike slide into Kath's gaping pussy. Once he was fully seated inside his wife, Mike held still. Rick copied Siobhan's actions and squatted behind Mike's firm ass. Squirting some massage oil onto Mike's ring, Rick smeared it around with his cock's head and then honed in on the centre of Mike's rosebud.
"Take it like the bitch you are, you cock sucker!" Rick snarled as he violently shoved his cock into Mike's ass.
"Gawd!" I moaned at the darkly erotic vision before me.
Siobhan gutturally laughed as she started pounding my husband's ass, powerfully driving him into my squelching pussy with every thrust.
I stumbled along my climax's precipice as I delighted in the debaucherous spectacle playing out in and around me. If anyone had commanded me to cum, I'd have orgasmed immediately. No one did, however, so the intensity of my emotions and feelings continued growing. I knew that when I came, I'd shatter into a million orgasming motes that would drift my consciousness into the ether.
Sean began groaning and grunting on top of me, his ass rising to meet Siobhan's thrusting 'cock'. Kath had experienced numerous petite climaxes and, by her sounds, was climbing towards a peak to match mine. Mike's hips were lifting to meet Rick's pounding cock just as Sean's were for Siobhan.
Siobhan was the only one not near her climax. Rick's face had screwed up as he concentrated on not coming before his two submissives. Mike seemed almost unaware of his wife's slippery pussy gripping his slim cock and focused on the thick cock in his ass. Sean appeared to be delighted with both sensations. Loving having his big, thick cock driving into his wife's tightly gripping cunt and enjoying having his arse roughly fucked by a Dominatrix's 'penis',
"You've forgotten again," Siobhan growled as my need to cum made me mewl in desperation.
"Sorry," Sean muttered before commanding, "Cum for me, baby girl. Cum for your man, and he'll cum inside you!"
My mouth opened, and I sucked a huge breath, meaning to howl my climax to the heavens. However, when my orgasm hit, my entire body locked down, and I couldn't breathe, let alone scream. Jerking, twitching and shuddering, I peaked many times until my tightly gripping pussy blasted my husband over his climactic edge. He groaned loudly as his thick cock shot his man goo onto my cervix. Feeling his hot seed splashing inside me unlocked my lungs, and I viciously bit my husband's shoulder as I shrieked through another climactic orgasm.
My shriek released Kath, and she bit Mike hard as her orgasm blasted through her. The sudden pain shattered Mike's control, and roaring, he spat cum into his wife's sloppy cunt. His orgasm caused his ass' sphincter to rapidly clench on and off his dominant's cock, and Rick groaned as his cock erupted inside Mike's ass. Feeling Rick's penis shooting inside him prolonged Mike's climax, which allowed Kath to cum again.
Pulling out of Mike's ass, Rick instructed, "Kath, get a washer and clean your husband's slutty ass and my cock. Quickly before I decide to make you use your mouth and tongue."
"He never would because that would be disgusting," Siobhan whispered before she demanded Sean clean my dripping pussy with his mouth. She then sent him to the bathroom to wash her strap-on.
As she waited for Sean to return, Siobhan sat on my hips and idly played with my large, firm breasts. "You have the most gorgeous breasts, Katie," Siobhan stated as she dipped her head and sucked my nipple into her mouth.
"Yes, she does," Rick confirmed. "May I let my male slut suckle them?"
"Sure," Siobhan answered. "Her husband has said anything goes tonight, so I'm sure you'll get to fuck her, too."
I wanted to protest that I had a say in it, too. But I kept my mouth closed because the sheer salaciousness of having sex with five different partners in the same sex session made my sweet little pussy moisten and my clit throb. Add in that my husband had organised this and seemed to enjoy submitting to Siobhan as much as I did, and I wanted to have all three cocks inside me simultaneously. When Sean returned, it was like Siobhan had read my mind.
"Rick, lie on your back. Katie, take Rick in your slutty pussy. Mike, your cock is the thinnest, so you get her ass. Sean, you get a blowjob from your wife, aren't you the lucky one? Boys, you are to pull out and cum on her face and tits, okay? Kath, I know you dislike eating pussy, but you will crawl over here and eat mine. Now, get to it!"
Rick was only partially erect. I glanced at Sean, and when he smiled and nodded, I used my exquisite oral skills to bring Rick to 'full mast'. When he was, I kissed up his body as I crawled high enough to lower my pussy onto his thick cock. I slid up and down his rigid pole several times to ensure I was ready to be well and truly fucked. Mike settled in behind me next. Because he and Rick were bisexual, he wasn't bothered by his big balls rubbing against Rick's smaller, tighter ones. Mike slid home with only a slight twitch from me when his cock sundered my knot.
Sean groaned as he watched his best friend's cock slide inside his wife, but he eagerly walked around and offered his throbbingly erect cock to my lips. We moaned together as it slid balls deep inside my mouth.
"Impressive," Rick stated as he watched me take all of Sean's long tool with one easy swallow.
"Best cock sucker I've ever had," my husband gasped as he fucked my mouth.
Reader, is it weird to feel proud that of the hundreds of lovers your husband has illicitly had, he considers you the best? Pride in my skills is what I felt, though, and I was determined to bring him to fruition quickly.
Mike moved into a squat. I didn't understand why until he began thrusting into me again. With him squatting, I had the freedom to move. I quickly learned that I could move down Rick's long cock as Mike pushed into my ass and move back as Mike pulled out. Sean coordinated his movements with the other two, and I swiftly had three cocks driving into and pulling out of me simultaneously. It was easily the most sexually wanton thing I'd ever done, and I was soon teetering along my orgasm's cliff again.
Sean moaned that he was about to cum. Siobhan countered that by demanding that he wait for me. However, Siobhan was also close to orgasm as she held Kath's head tightly to her pussy. Kath may not have liked eating anybody's pussy but mine, but she was eagerly servicing Siobhan. As I watched. Siobhan sighed and flooded her juices over Kath's willingly sucking mouth.
Rick tensed under me and began soundlessly unloading into my grasping pussy. Mike felt Rick's cock twitching against his, and he gasped as his cock spurted his jism into my ass. Sean held on desperately, holding back his orgasm by sheer force of will. Feeling the twin cocks flooding my innards made me pant and moan, increasing my husband's need to climax.
Siobhan delightedly laughed before she moved and grabbed my nipples. "Cum for me, my little slut girl," she demanded.
My mouth opened around Sean's thrusting cock, and I warbled my orgasm. The vibrations of my tongue and throat on his cock overcome Sean's resistance, and with a deep groan, he ejaculated into my mouth.
Exhausted, we all collapsed. But Siobhan would have none of it. "Men are all such wimps. Come on, girls, seeing as the men disobeyed my instructions and came in Katie instead of on her, let's get this porno show rocking!"
She immediately sat on my face and pulled Kath closer. Siobhan tongued Kath's pussy as Kath swivelled around and dived onto my pussy. Rick pulled Mike into a 69, and they devoured each other's cock.
From the corner of my eye, I watched my husband pull a sofa chair closer so he could watch me lavishing Siobhan's sweet pussy with my tongue. His cock swiftly lengthened and stiffened into a ragingly hard erection. Watching me orally service another woman had him more excited than I remember him being since our wedding night. It was a lightbulb moment because I now knew how to get him to deflower our daughter.
However, that thought was washed away as Kath's talented tongue elicited a sudden, surprise orgasm from my ragingly hot pussy. I groaned into Siobhan's cunt, which crashed her over the edge. With a shrill chirp, Siobhan climaxed onto my delving tongue, my mouth filling with her tangy essence. Kath came as Siobhan panted around her clit. At Siobhan's urging, we swiftly swapped. I feasted my eyes on my best friend's swollen clit and eagerly sucked it inside. Siobhan dove between my legs and eagerly tongued me as Kath ate her. Another intense orgasm quickly followed.
My husband still sat holding his big cock. He'd begun pulling it as he watched us women play, but Siobhan had demanded he didn't cum, so he was too scared to tug on it any more lest he climax.
Siobhan tweaked Kath's nipples and said, "Suck Sean off." Kath crawled between Sean's legs and took his penis in his mouth. Sean erupted seconds later.
"Hold it in your mouth and share a cum kiss with your husband," Siobhan instructed.
Mike and Rick had shared a mutual orgasm in the other's mouth and were sitting watching Siobhan play with Kath and me. Kath crawled to her husband, and they swapped Sean's cum back and forth until they broke their kiss and swallowed.
"I'm going to try your husband out," Siobhan said casually. "Why don't you and Mike get it on as Rick fucks Kath?"
I warily looked at my husband, but he had already latched his lips around one of Siobhan's huge, surgically enhanced tits and was eagerly sucking her nipple. Siobhan took my husband's cock in her hand and slowly slid onto it. Sean's large purple head popped through her pussy lips and into her soppingly wet cunt.
"Gawd, he feels good, Katie," Siobhan moaned as my husband split her pussy apart. "No wonder you've kept him all these years despite his many indiscretions."
Strangely, now Sean and I had reconciled, I was no longer bothered by his infidelities. Confirming that his hypocrisy affected me, not his many lovers. I even forgave him, Amanda, although I'd never let that kind of relationship develop again. I went to roll onto my back so I could welcome Mike between my shapely thighs, but Rick insisted I knelt between Sean and Siobhan's knees and licked their coupling.
"Take him out and suck before you put him back in," Siobhan demanded as Mike slid into me.
I eagerly complied but grunted as Mike's long cock unexpectedly crashed into my cervix. "Fuck!" I groaned, "Do that again!" Mike pulled almost all the way out before he slammed back in. "Again!" Mike pounded his glans against my cervix again. "Fuck!" I groaned again.
Every time Mike thumped into me, I grunted, which blew hot air over Siobhan's clitoris. It proved too much for her, and to her chagrin, she orgasmed on Sean's cock before Sean shot off inside her. Angry, she climbed onto the sofa chair, spread her thighs and mashed her dripping cunt against my husband's mouth. I expected Sean to refuse to eat her, but he eagerly tongued her as she rode his face.
"Suck your husband off, Katie," Siobhan instructed.
Shuffling slowly forward, ensuring Mike remained deep inside me, I quickly gobbled my husband down. He came in my mouth seconds later. However, he was so excited by our orgy that he didn't soften. His cock continued to throb in my mouth.
"Mike, watch this," Rick growled. He pulled out of Kath's pussy and brutally shoved his big cock into her ass.
Instead of screaming, as I'm sure I would have done, Kath spasmed as a massive climactic event blasted her apart. She bucked and shuddered on Rick's impressive cock as he almost violently fucked her ass. After she came down, Rick pulled out, stood on his knees, grabbed his cock and tugged it as he blasted cum over Kath's face.
Watching his wife's ass being abused flashed Mike into an orgasm, and he gripped my big breasts firmly as he short-hunched several times before he pushed all the way in and blasted cum onto my cervix. Feeling his cum geyser into me sent me over the edge, and I moaned around my husband's cock as I climaxed heavily. The moaning vibrations around Sean's cock set him off again, and he groaned as he ejaculated into my mouth. Siobhan completed this round by softly sighing as she climaxed on Sean's searching tongue.
She got off my husband and collapsed onto the couch. Sean's face dripped Siobhan's juices, confirming how hard she'd orgasmed.
"Clean us up, sluts!" Siobhan demanded.
Sean's cock was already clean from cumming in my mouth, so I moved up and lovingly licked and tongued Siobhan's essence from his face. Kath and Mike were kneeling between Rick's legs, using their tongues to clean his cock, balls and pelvic area.
Kath's pussy dripped Rick's, Mike's and Sean's cum. I didn't think Sean could handle cleaning that with his tongue, but he surprised me and willingly circled Kath's gaping pussy as he cleaned her fluids up. Shrugging, I lay on my back and slid between Mike's thighs and took his cock into my mouth so I could suck it clean. It grew, of course, so I tried to bring him to fruition again. A few seconds later, he moaned, and his cock pulsed his jism into my willing mouth.
"Did you just cum without permission?" Siobhan snarled. Mike guiltily nodded his head. "Punishment position four!" She demanded. Mike pressed his forehead to the floor, spread his knees, reached back and held his ass cheeks apart, presenting his brown star to the world.
"Apologise to me and Rick and beg me to correct you," Siobhan commanded.
"This worthless worm is sorry, Master, Mistress," Mike dutifully said. "I forgot to ask for permission before I orgasmed and deserve correcting." Then he suddenly grinned and added, "But I've fantasised about fucking Katie and cumming in her mouth for over twenty years. The opportunity to do it was too good to resist!"



Everyone laughed, and Siobhan said, "Stand up, you pig. You get a pass, but that will be the only one. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," Mike replied as he stood and assumed submission position four, which was the same as punishment position two —Standing tall with his head up but eyes down. His feet slightly spread, and his hands clasped behind his back. Because she hadn't been addressed, Kath moved into her default submission position, position one. To my surprise, Sean knelt beside her.
I began to move to kneel beside them, but Siobhan, who seemed to be running this session, shook her head and said, "Stand with the dominants, Katie." She handed me a thin, one-metre-long cane. "Address your husband's behaviour, Katie," Siobhan encouraged.
I shook my head, "He has done nothing I need to correct him for," I stated.
"Nearly twenty years of infidelity?" Siobhan said quietly.
"Understood, apologised for, and accepted by me." I shook my head again. "No, Sean has apologised for his hypocrisy. That, not his infidelities, is what hurt me."
"Amanda?" Siobhan asked.
Anger flashed across me, but I quelled it, took a deep breath, and stated, "Apologised for and forgiven. No correction needed."
"Even if your husband wants you to correct him for it to show he's genuinely remorseful?"
"Yes, even then," I said forcefully. "I cannot say I forgive him and then punish him for doing what I've already forgiven him for."
Siobhan looked at me wonderingly and said, "You're a better woman than me, Katie. If Phil casually shacks up with someone after we've married, I'll feed his balls into my food processor. With him still attached to them! The affairs, I get. Monogamy is a ridiculous concept to base a marriage on. But emotional monogamy? That should go without saying! And giving your heart to another whilst you're married? That is beyond the pale!"
"Even so," I emphasised. "I forgive him and look forward to many more years in his arms."
"And if he does something similar in the future?"
"Then he goes cock first into my meat mincer!" I stated firmly. "This once is forgiven. No further transgressions will be tolerated!"
"And today?" Siobhan questioned.
"Some fantastic sex between six friends. Add in that I genuinely love Mike and Kath, my and Sean's longest-term friends and two experienced Bdsm dominants, and tonight has been an awesome experience. One I hope still has many hours to play out, yet!"
"Your husband will fuck Kath and me repeatedly. You're okay with that?"
"Rick and Mike will fuck me repeatedly. Will Sean be okay with that?" I countered. "After all, his refusal to acknowledge and accept my rape caused our marital discord."
"You have to admit that, to an outside observer, your seemingly casual acceptance of being roughly fucked by four men must have seemed like permission for them to have done it."
I burst into tears, "But it did affect me!" I protested. "It left my body mostly untouched but tore me apart emotionally. And when I needed him most, the man I love beyond all others abandoned me, rejected me, and accused me of cheating on him." I took a deep breath and added, "But we have discussed that with the counsellor, and I've forgiven Sean, so I'd appreciate it if you never brought the subject up again."
"Sean wants you to correct him, Katie," Siobhan softly said. "He needs you to do so, as you've said you need him to, even when he doesn't think you need to be."
I understood now. Gathering my determination around me, I pictured my father's severe mien as he regretfully corrected my or my sisters' behaviour and took Siobhan's proffered cane.
"Sean Muggleton," I said firmly. "Have you done something you need correcting for?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," Sean replied.
"Explain," I demanded.
"I've cheated on you with many women, Katie," Sean confessed, his eyes filled with tears. "I've learned from our counselling sessions that you accept them but aren't happy I've had them. I need correcting for those."
"There's more," I stated.
"Worse than having casual affairs, Miss Katie, I had an ongoing nearly nine-year relationship with my secretary, Amanda. I even allowed her to introduce me to her friends and family as her husband."
Sean hadn't admitted that before. The new information roiled up all his previous infidelities, and I suddenly wanted to correct him. I breathed deeply until that desire faded. If I'd done that, I'd be punishing him for something I'd already forgiven him for. My parents never punished us. I know it's a fine distinction, but our canings weren't meant to punish our actions but were intended to correct our behaviour and prevent further indiscretions.
Even though I knew, I asked, "For how many years did you conduct yourself as man and wife with the slut Amanda?"
"For the last four years of our relationship," Sean answered.
"Okay," I said. "You are forgiven your many casual affairs, and I will only raise them again if you return to flaunting your conquests in my face. However, allowing your filthy whore Amanda to pretend she was your wife leaves me no choice but to correct your behaviour. Five for every year of your betrayal should suffice."
Sean's eyes widened as everyone else gasped. Of course, they didn't know I'd rescind half of Sean's corrections in return for him servicing me to an orgasm with his tongue. Sean should have remembered, but I thought letting him stew was better than reminding him. It would make his corrections more meaningful if he believed he'd receive all twenty strikes.
"Take punishment position one," I commanded. Sean did, but he'd only taken this position once before, and I hadn't followed through, so he didn't know he needed to turn and 'present' his ass.
"Turn and push your ass out to receive the cane," Siobhan growled.
Sean blushed and quickly turned, then bent slightly over so his ass protruded, ready for my cane. I took another deep breath because this was so foreign to me. Yes, I'd corrected him before to advance my plans to get Sean to make love to our daughter. But this was different. This was an actual correction, not something I'd concocted to further my plans.
I moved to make my first strike and immediately noticed Sean's cock stood firmly erect. It bounced softly as his ass clenched, anticipating my hits. I pondered this but realised my father was correct. Sean was more submissive than genuinely dominant. Of course, that realisation caused more problems. Dad was also right when he stated I needed a firm hand on my shapely bottom to control my course. Without it, I'd slipped into increasingly more depraved and lecherous behaviour. Tonight being no exception.
I hadn't used a cane to give corrections before, so I was unsure how hard I needed to hit. I hit my husband lightly and heard Siobhan mutter, "pussy!" so I increased the force of the subsequent strike. This time, I raised a perfect red welt across Sean's buttocks. The next strike was a little too hard and caused Sean to jump. As my parents would have done, after two more hits, I took a break to ensure Sean knew why he was being corrected.
"Why do I need to correct your behaviour, Sean?" I asked.
"Because I've been a bad boy," Sean said, his thick cock bouncing and drooling precum.
I barely managed to suppress a sigh. If Sean's statement was how he felt, he'd missed the purpose completely and was associating being hit with sexual pleasure. I do. I admit that. But the correction comes first, and once the corrected knows why they're being corrected, then the pleasure occurs.
I flicked the cane across his ass. "Try again."
Sean grinned, and I knew he was teasing me. "I've broken my commitment to you, Katie. My behaviour during our marriage has been unacceptable and has caused you pain. I was wrong, and I apologise for my actions."
I brought the cane around again. Sean's ass was reddened from his upper thighs to his lower back, but none of the welts would leave a mark much beyond tomorrow morning. I decided he needed bruises that lasted at least a week to remind him of his promises tonight, so I lashed him hard. Sean jumped and bit off a swear word. As soon as he stopped moving, I viciously whacked him again, and then I followed this with a third, equally vicious strike.
That brought his total number of corrections to ten. At this point, if my sisters and I had accepted our corrections stoically, our parents would have offered us the chance to redeem ourselves and avoid further correction by orally servicing them. After the three severe strikes, Sean's cock had slowly wilted, which I was pleased to see as, in his mind, correction equated with pain and not sexual pleasure.
"Would you like the chance to work off your last ten strikes, Sean?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," Sean swiftly agreed. "What must I do?"
"Kneel before me and use your tongue to give me an orgasm," I explained.
Siobhan and Rick chuckled. "An unorthodox response to corrections, Katie," Rick chuckled. "But very effective, I'd assume?"
I grinned at him and replied, "It certainly worked for my sisters and me!"
Sean knelt, and I felt his gifted tongue swirling over my clit, slit and entrance. Having an audience added a delicious piquancy to our salacious activity, and I crested quickly. Holding my husband's head tightly to my clitoris, I shuddered and groaned as an intense orgasm rumbled through me, leaving me panting and gasping.
"Good work, slut Katie," Siobhan growled, indicating she considered I'd rejoined the submissive subset of our group. Siobhan gestured towards Kath, "Fist my slut's whore cunt as your husband fucks her in the ass," she demanded. "Mike, you can tongue Rick's anus as he fucks me.
Our lewd and debaucherous couplings continued until well after midnight. Rick and Siobhan took their leave, and Sean suggested we shower and sleep. I gently washed my husband's welted backside, knelt, and blew him. He didn't have much for me, but I still enjoyed swallowing what he had. We crowded into bed. Kath and I faced each other, kissing and cuddling as our husbands spooned with us. Someone's hands cupped my firm breasts. Not caring who it was, I happily drifted off to sleep.
As I usually did, I woke first on Saturday morning. I needed to pee, so I wriggled out from between Kath and Sean. Kath complained but didn't awaken. I'd already put my robe on and slipped out the door before I remembered Sean's admonition to use our en suite. Deciding it was silly to chance awakening the others, I continued to the main bathroom.
I completed my business and moved to the basin to wash my hands. I hadn't locked the door, and it opened. My son glanced around before he shut and locked the door. Johnny quickly crossed to me and took me in his strong arms. I hugged him back and tilted my head up. He took the hint, and our lips locked together.
After a long, passionate French kiss, Johnny said, "Siobhan says you need a dominant, Mom. She thinks Dad is too submissive to meet your needs, so things spiralled out of control.
"I think Siobhan's correct," I replied as I casually groped my son's rapidly hardening cock.
Johnny pushed firmly on my shoulders, and I dropped to my knees before pulling his sweatpants down and grasping his big cock. "Are Mike and Kath still here?" He asked as I took his swelling penis into my mouth. I nodded around his cock. "Dad will have a client meeting booked for later today," Johnny stated as he thrust into my willing mouth. "Bring me off, make breakfast for everyone, and come and find me when they've all left. I'll be in my room or the garage where I've set up that film set."
Forgetting everything else, I cupped my son's large balls and worked my oral magic on his delicious cock. A few minutes later, Johnny rewarded me with a savoury mouthful of his essence. After I'd ensured his cock was clean, Johnny carefully opened the bathroom door and slipped out. I waited a few minutes before casually following suit.
I walked to the kitchen and used our Breville coffee maker to make coffee for everyone. I knew how Kath and Sean liked theirs, but I wasn't sure about Mike. Deciding to make his medium strong, I added milk and sugar to my tray and took them to the bedroom. As expected, Sean was already up and in the shower. Mike was awake and casually playing with his wife's breasts as he cuddled her and waited for her to wake up.
I handed Mike the black coffee and said, "I couldn't remember how you liked yours, so I left it black. Add milk and sugar to your taste."
"Black is fine," Mike smilingly said.
I should have 'dopey slapped' my forehead because I remembered as soon as he said that.
I held the coffee under Kath's nose. She groaned, wrinkled her nose and pulled away before her eyes opened, and she sat up. "Morning, gorgeous," I said as I kept moving her cup out of her reach.
"Katie, I swear if you don't hand me that coffee instantly, the next time your husband's cock is in my mouth, I'm biting it off!" Kath snarled.
"You assume there is a next time," I teased. "Besides, if you bite Sean's cock off, I'll make Mike mine!"
"Don't I get a say in this?" Mike protested.
"No!" Kath and I exclaimed.
Sean exited the en suite totally naked. "What is all the racket?" He asked.
"Kath's threatening to bite your penis off," I quickly said before the others could answer.
With his eyes twinkling, Sean replied, "She's assuming I'll let her anywhere near me again!"
Kath giggled as she leant back against her husband. She lifted and spread her knees, exposing her pussy. Her arousal glistened in the overhead lights. "Like you can resist this delectable pussy," she teased.
Of course, Sean had to call her on her bluff, and before I knew it, Kath and I were on our backs with Sean's cock sliding in and out of Kath's cunt as Mike thrust into me. Kath and I shared kisses as our husbands fucked us. Kath came first, Mike followed swiftly, and Sean filled Kath's cunt as she screamed and bucked under him.
For some reason, I couldn't quite get over the edge, but when Sean pinched my nipples and cooed, "Cum, Katie slut." I immediately creamed on Mike's long, slender penis.
Sean and I showered in our en suite. We sent Mike and Kath to the main bathroom, and they joined us for breakfast only a short time later. When I returned to the kitchen, I remembered I'd ordered takeaway last night. Opening the front door, I picked up the containers and brought them inside.
"No wonder I'm starving," Mike exclaimed. "We forgot all about eating last night!"
I giggled and cupped Kath's pussy. "Oh, I think you ate plenty, Mister Loughlin," I teased.
"Yes, but that's only a few measly teaspoons of protein," Mike kidded back as he groped my ass.
"Ahem," Sean joked. "Our kids are home and up, so take your grubby hands off my wife's sexy ass!"
By mutual agreement, I reheated the takeaway and served it on plates. We sat around the breakfast bar, eating, joking and laughing. With our newfound intimacy, we all shared plenty of hugs, kisses and casual gropes. I especially loved the moment when Sean and Mike had their hands inside my robe on my pussy. Mike slowly circled my clitoris as Sean dipped two fingers inside. Simultaneously, Kath had her hands on my breasts and gently tweaked my nipples. I could easily have orgasmed, but we heard someone clattering down the stairs. Kristy breezed into the kitchen, dressed for her shift at Cue in the city.
"Any of that left?" She asked.
I quickly built her a plate, and she sat close to her father as she ate. Amused, I watched as Kristy worked her charms on Sean. Kristy wore one of the top and skirt combos we'd bought when we shopped together. It clung to her young, gorgeous breasts and showed plenty of cleavage. Her skirt had a front split, and she casually spread her thighs to let her father see she wasn't wearing panties. Mike had a clear view from where he sat, and he openly ogled my daughter until Kath dug him in the ribs.
At the sudden movement, Kristy spun her head to stare at Mike. When she saw where Mike stared, she smiled and spread her thighs.
"Kristy Ann Muggleton, march your ass to our bedroom," I snapped. "Sean, pay attention to what your daughter is doing, for goodness sake! Mike, I'll deal with you later! Kath, if you have to go into the studio, you will command your worm to remain until I've finished with him!"
Shocked at my sudden, loud dominance, everybody meekly obeyed. Kathy stood and quickly circled the table. She kissed my cheek, hugged me, and said, "I do have to go. Send Mike home when you're ready."
I nodded and pointed to my bedroom. Sean and Kristy meekly walked towards it. I turned to Mike. "What on earth do you think you're doing, peering up my daughter's skirt?" I growled. "You will strip and sit on the chair. I'll deal with you when I return."
"What if Johnny comes in?" Mike whined.
"You'll have to explain why you're sitting in his kitchen naked with a hard-on, won't you?" I snarled dismissively. Mike looked guiltily down at his swelling erection. "If you even touch that before I return, I'll cut it off and stuff it so I can give it to Kath," I icily said. Mike gulped as he removed his clothes and promised to sit and wait for me, keeping his hands to his sides.
Taking him at his word, I marched to my bedroom to find Sean and Kristy hugging on the bed. Exasperated, I growled, "Kristy and Sean Muggleton, why are you not naked and in the correct submission position?"
"Dad wanted to cuddle, Mom," Kristy protested. "I didn't think you'd want us to do that naked!"
"Why wouldn't I want that, Kristy?" I severely asked. "I'm sure your father can control his baser desires and cuddle you naked without getting an erection." I was wrong, however, as I knew I was. Sean's thick cock strained against his pants, and there was no way our daughter hadn't felt it.
Reluctantly, father and daughter rolled off the bed and stripped. Sean knelt willingly, but I had to glare at my daughter before she obeyed. I first addressed Sean because I wanted him to stand with me and correct his daughter. Taking my mother's heirloom school cane from its box, I tapped it on my palm as I stood over my husband.
"Sean Muggleton, do you know why you need correcting?" I demanded.
Keeping his eyes down, Sean shook his head and replied, "No, Miss Katie, I do not."
"Your daughter sat beside you, and you were so busy ogling Kath that you didn't notice your daughter flashing her bare pussy to everyone watching, including your best friend? Or are you happy to have your daughter exposing her womanhood to anyone who wants to see it?"
"I'm sorry, Miss Katie," Sean mumbled. "I honestly didn't notice."
"Then you are failing her, just as you have failed me," I explained. "Sean, you are the head of this household. Johnny is your second-in-command. Your women need your firm hand on our bottoms to guide our way. Without it, we fall to errors and mistakes. If you can't step up and do your familial duties, then hand them over to your son because I'm sure Johnny will assume them!"
Sean blanched because he realised part of his familial duties was to fuck me. Given we'd already discussed my incestuous desire to make love with my son, he knew I'd let Johnny do it. However, I was sure Sean didn't know his offspring, and I were regular lovers.
"I will step up, Miss Katie. On that, I swear," Sean averred. "I realise that I've failed my family in many ways, but I will be what you all need me to be from now on."
I hid my smile because Sean had just committed himself to deflowering our daughter, even though he didn't realise it yet. In my family, it was the parents' job to introduce their age-appropriate children to the joys of sex. Kristy was now over six months past when Sean should have taught her how to serve a sexually dominant man.
"Put your clothes on and stand by me," I commanded.



Confused, Sean donned his sweats and stood beside me. I handed him the cane and said, "Your daughter must be corrected for her behaviour. Or do you condone this morning's actions?"
Sean took the cane and drew a deep breath. The strong and dominant demeanour he showed everywhere except in sexual situations with me asserted itself, and he sternly looked at our daughter. "Kristy Ann Muggleton, do you know why you've been called for correction?"
Keeping her eyes glued to the floor, Kristy answered, "Because I purposefully flashed my bare pussy at Mister Loughlin."
"You realise that is unacceptable, Kristy?" He asked.
"Yes, Dad," Kristy said quietly.
"Five, I think. Do you agree, Katie?" Sean questioned.
"Five seems sufficient," I agreed. "Three on her breasts, two on her ass."
"Take correction position one, Kristy," Sean demanded.
Kristy swiftly assumed the required position. Not wanting to hurt her, Sean's first strike was a weak tap above our daughter's breasts.
"If you won't step up and do your duty, Sean," I snarled. "Call your son in to complete the task. Then you can become my bitch!"
Sean squared his shoulders, and in front of my eyes, he became the man his daughter and I needed him to be. Speaking firmly, he said, "Kristy Ann Muggleton, you have disappointed me. I raised you better than to expose your genitals to anyone outside our family. Correction is required. You will receive three strikes across your breasts, followed by two on your ass. Do you accept your corrections and the reasons for them?"
"Yes, Sir," Kristy stated quietly.
Sean snapped the cane across her nipples. Kristy kept her head up, but I smiled as I saw that she tried to peer down to admire her welt. The second strike hit below her nipples, and the third swiftly followed across both again. I hoped Sean remembered that he could allow Kristy to service him sexually in lieu of her last corrections, but he remained silent.
Disappointed because her father didn't give her that option, Kristy turned and presented her ass. Sean administered two hits firm enough to leave welts I was sure would fade to bruises. Then he said, "Kristy Ann Muggleton. Corrections were warranted and given. Nothing more will be said about your actions unless future misbehaviour causes me to revisit it."
Sean turned her and pulled her into a close embrace.
"I'm sorry I caused you to correct me, Dad," Kristy sniffed as she sobbed onto her father's shoulder. "I'll try to make you proud in the future."
"Never forget that I love you, Kristy," Sean said as he held her tenderly.
"I love you, too, Dad," Kristy said before dropping her arms and stepping back.
When she moved away, I saw Sean had an enormous erection. I stared at it until I was sure Sean had noticed me staring, then I raised my eyebrow and looked at him. He blushed, grinned and shrugged. I tried not to laugh.
Taking Kristy's hand, I said, "Come into the en suite, baby girl. I'll help you wash the tears and redo your makeup."
Kristy meekly followed me, but as soon as she locked the door, she mashed her lips to mine and kissed me fiercely. "I need to get off, Mom," she pleaded. "Help me, please."
Knowing exactly how she felt, I pushed her back against the basin and dropped to my knees. Pressing my tongue into her entrance, I swirled it over Kristy's hymen as I thumbed her clit. After a few seconds of circling her pussy, I moved my mouth onto her clit and sucked hard as I lashed her love button with my tongue.
"Gawd!" My daughter moaned as her orgasm rattled through her.
I continued sucking and lashing but slid my finger onto her rosebud and pushed it gently inside. A second, more intense orgasm shook her, and when I gently bit her clit and pinched her nipple, Kristy had to bite her arm to prevent her father from hearing her screaming orgasm.
When she came down, I helped her wash her face, washed mine, and then did her hair. Kristy quickly did her face using my makeup and returned to our room. She quickly dressed
"I'm going to be late for work," she muttered.
Kristy caught the train because parking in the city was so horrendously expensive. She'd missed her usual train, and the next one wouldn't get her in on time.
"Relax, baby girl," I told her. "Your dad or I will take you in. Are you coming home tonight, or are you going out?"
Sean offered to drive her in because he had time before meeting with a potential client. I dragged him aside and asked what I should do with Mike.
"Castigate him for perving on our daughter, give him what you think are appropriate corrections, allow him to masturbate before you, then send him home to Kath. Then you need to call Siobhan and tell her why you've corrected her submissive."
"You're okay about your best friend masturbating in front of me?" I disbelievingly asked. I wanted to point out that he freaked out at my rape, and now he was basically saying it was okay for me to have sex with Mike, but I couldn't do that because a transgression, once forgiven, shouldn't be raised again.
"We'll talk more about it, Katie," Sean assured me as he dressed. "But not in front of our daughter."
"What?" Kristy said, pretending she hadn't heard us, but I'm sure she'd have avidly listened to every word.
"Ready to go, honey?" Sean asked jovially.
"Of course, Daddy," Kristy smiled as she linked her arm through her father's. They left the room.
Gathering my thoughts, I donned my father's correction persona and marched purposefully to our kitchen. There, I found Johnny nonchalantly chatting with an embarrassed and naked Mike.
"Give us some time, Johnny, please?" I asked.
Johnny saw my cane, and his eyes widened. "I'll be in the games room, Mom," he said as he stood. "Come and get me, and we'll get some lunch." He turned to Mike, "Good to see you again, Mister Loughlin. I'll probably see you tonight at your place because Phil, Caoimhe, Siobhan and I plan to get together, and Siobhan wants Phil to pick her up from yours."
Mike blushed even more deeply than he was and mumbled, "Sure, Johnny. See you then."
I waited until Johnny had left before I walked to the coffee maker. "Want another cup, Mike?" I asked.
Shifting uncomfortably, Mike answered, "Yes, please."
I made two cups and brought them back to the table. "Pull your chair out and sit in the middle of the walkway," I commanded when I put Mike's cup down.
Mike reluctantly moved to where I'd indicated. However, as with all men, his cock betrayed him. As I watched, it quickly filled with blood and raised itself to fully erect. Even though my mouth ran dry thinking about sucking it, I kept my face neutral.
"Tell me about this sudden change, Mike. You and Kath are mine and Sean's oldest friends. Yesterday, well, that was out of this world, but it's a sudden change. Don't you think?"
Mike shuffled, embarrassed, before saying, "After yours and Kath's weekend away, Kath and I had a long, intense conversation about where our marriage was. She confronted me about what I'd said to Sean about having affairs behind her back. She pointed out the hypocrisy of Sean's and my position and asked how we could do that to the two most beautiful women we knew.
"I confessed that I'd lusted over you for as long as you lusted over Sean. She asked if she was second choice to you." Mike's breath hitched, and he swallowed several times before continuing. "I had to admit that, growing up, I wanted you more than her, but I assured her that I quickly realised that you and Sean are a perfect match, like two sides of the same coin. Then I explained that once I'd gotten past my infatuation with you, I realised Kath was my perfect wife.
"Quite frankly, Katie," Mike continued. "You were too submissive for my needs." He grinned, "But you don't seem so subservient now. I think Rick and Siobhan are correct. You will be able to readily switch between dominance and submission depending on your needs at the time.
"Kath is also quite submissive. During our discussion, we realised we wanted to submit to someone together. Someone that we could serve as a couple. Kath thought it might be Siobhan. Even though Siobhan's engaged to our son, Kath was confident she'd want to play and keep our relationship secret from Phil and Caoimhe."
Then he muttered, "There's more going on there than those three will admit." But he returned to his story. I, of course, knew what was happening there but couldn't say anything.
"However, after our first session with Siobhan, Kath discovered she didn't like making love with a woman. She loves having sex with you because of the spiritual and emotional connection you two have, but she found sex with Siobhan was, well, let's put it this way —Kath didn't have even one orgasm when playing with Siobhan alone. She could climax if I were involved simultaneously, but when it was only the two of them, Kath didn't enjoy it.
"Siobhan wasn't bothered by it and suggested we talk to Rick. That's when I found my latent bisexuality and realised that I'd lusted for your husband for virtually all of my life.
"Rick made me eat his cum out of Kath's pussy. I liked it and asked to suck him off. Kath was so excited watching me blow Rick that she demanded we fuck her immediately after Rick had cum. Next, Rick asked if I'd allowed Kath to finger my bum. I admitted that I had and that I loved it. Kath regularly uses her vibrator to fuck my ass, and I love it!
"Rick asked if I wanted to try being fucked in the ass by a man. I was scared because I thought it'd make me a homo. But Kath said she'd prove I wasn't immediately after Rick had fucked me. Kath worked my ass open, and Rick knelt and put his cock in me. It took a few minutes before Rick found the correct angle, but when he did, wow! Having his thick cock rubbing over my prostate as he fucked me was just so wild! Even though no one touched my cock, I came as he fucked me. I guess you could say I've been hooked ever since."
"So, are you a homo, Mike?" I asked teasingly.
"Bend over the table, and I'll show you," Mike kidded back. "But, seriously, Kath and I have never been happier. We feel fulfilled giving ourselves to Rick and occasionally Siobhan, and we're closer than we've ever been."
I decided Mike didn't need any more correction. His baring of his soul to me, knowing I could have been nasty or confrontational, made me realise just how much I loved him. I'd always loved him because he was my husband's best friend and my best friend's husband, but now I realised he was a decent guy who had been exceptionally good to me and my family for many years. I was tempted to take him back to bed, but I wasn't sure if Sean would accept us fucking as an extension of our play last night or if he'd regard it as a forbidden separate encounter. If the latter, Sean would be rightfully angry with me.
"You may put your clothes on, Mike," I told him. "If I use my cane on you, we're both going to want sex afterwards, and I don't want to do that without Sean and Kath with us, or at least having given us express permission."
Mike grinned and put his clothes on. When he had dressed, he kissed my cheek and pulled out his phone. I asked what he was doing, and he replied that he was ordering an Uber. I laughed and shook my head. "Why on earth would you think I wouldn't take you home?" I asked.
Mike replied, "I didn't want to assume, Katie."
"You can assume you'll wet your dick in my pussy again soon," I teased.
Mike gulped and said he was looking forward to it. I got the keys to my Audi and drove him home. We exchanged a chaste kiss and hug before he got out of the car, and I went home.
Johnny waited in the kitchen when I returned. "Hi, Mom," he smiled when I walked in. "Have fun with the Loughlins last night?"
I blushed but replied, "We had an awesome time together!"
"I bet you did," Johnny teased. "I was with Gina, Phil and Caoimhe. Siobhan arrived around 3:00 am, totally exhausted. She said she had a great night playing Dominatrix with the rest of you."
"Is there anything else about my sex life you want to know?" I pretended to growl.
"Yes," Johnny teasingly replied. "Is Kath any good in bed? I reckon she'd go off, and Phil and Caoimhe would love to play with her."
"Phil's submissive to Siobhan, right?" I asked.
Johnny shook his head as he took me in his arms and pulled me onto his lap. I could feel his large cock swelling against my bottom.
"They swap back and forth. Caoimhe is submissive to them both, but Siobhan and Phil alternate depending on who's feeling what."
"You're okay about Phil fucking his sister?" I asked.
"Once Kristy has given her virginity to whomever she's holding it for, she and I will be intimate, Mom," Johnny explained. "It'd be hypocritical to judge Phil for doing what I want to do, wouldn't it?"
I lifted up so I could unzip my son. I fished his long, thick cock out of his pants and sat back down. I didn't put it in me. Instead, I had it along my slit, pressing against my clitoris.
Johnny unzipped my sundress, which was all that I had on, and pushed its straps off my shoulders. He cupped my lusciously big breasts and nuzzled my neck. "You're an insatiable slut, Mom," he stated.
I let that word affect me as Edgar had initially programmed it to, and I needed my son's rigid cock in me immediately. I shifted so I could grasp his cock, lifted up and sank onto it.
"Turn around, Mom," Johnny insisted.
I slid off his throbbing cock, turned, straddled his thighs and slid back down his turgid pole. Johnny stood up, lifting me with him, clasped my curvy butt and carried me into the lounge. Sitting on one of the sofa chairs, Johnny encouraged me to ride his glorious penis. I pulled my feet up and placed them on either side of his hips. Then I wrapped my hands around his neck and began lifting myself up and down his lengthy cock.
"Gawd, Mom," Johnny moaned. "You're the best fuck with the tightest pussy I've had. Cum for me, my darling little slut Mommie!"
That did it! My head rocked back, and I shrieked and howled my orgasm to the skies. Desperate to feel my son's cock explode inside me, I gripped it with my pussy muscles as tightly as possible as I slammed myself down onto his pole.
"Fuuuuuuccccck!" Johnny groaned as his cock hardened and lengthened inside me. One more pump of my hips, and Johnny erupted his man goo into my tightly gripping pussy.
As my perineum slammed against him, Johnny's penis squirted semen against my cervix, and I howled again as another climax splattered me against his lust.
Johnny carried me to the shower. He lovingly cleaned me before handing the loofa to me. "Siobhan, Gina and I spent a lot of time discussing you last night, Mom," Johnny said as I ran my hands over his leanly muscled torso.
"And?" I asked a little fearfully.
"Don't get me wrong," Johnny answered. "Dad's and your relationship is incredible. Even with your troubles, you are more loving than any of my friend's parents or any other marriage I know. But you need a firmer hand on your sexy ass than Dad provides. Dad is absent too often. He'll be home regularly for now, but when his new consultancy business takes off, and you know it will because Dad is that good, you'll be home alone again."
"Your father has promised to take me with him," I protested.
"And you'll abandon Kristy and me to travel with Dad?" Johnny asked. "Yes, we're old enough to look after ourselves, but can you leave us behind before we're married?"
Johnny had a point. Yes, Sean was my world, but my primary focus, the main reason for my existence, was my children. Until Johnny and Kristy had married and left my home to create their own, I'd want to be there for them. That meant, once again, I'd remain at home as my husband travelled the globe enacting business deals that would reap his company and our family millions.
I had no answer to the issues my son had raised, but Johnny quietly said, "My photography business won't take me out of the state, Mom, let alone out of the country. Gina has committed to serving me as wife, lover and mother to my children. There's plenty of room for another to serve me as Gina does. And Gina loves you, Mom. She'll serve you as you both serve me."
I began protesting, but Johnny shushed me, "Think about it, Mom," he advised. "I'll be close enough always to be your man, but you'll always be my Mom and Dad's wife. The best of all worlds, if you will."
Johnny helped me out of the shower and dried me off. Then he wrapped the towel around me, kissed my pouty lips, and said, "My interview with The Lion's management didn't go as well as I'd hoped, Mom. They've put me up for trade but aren't hopeful of a deal.
"I'll enter the draft, but I don't expect to be picked up. I'm bummed, as you can imagine, but what can I do? The Aspley Hornets want me to play for them, and I think I will, but unless I get picked up in the draft, my AFL career is over."
I turned and hugged my son, "That has to hurt, baby," I said. "I'm proud of you. Proud of how hard you fought. Proud of how you tried everything you could to give yourself a chance. I know your father is proud, too. If you need money to tide you over until your photography business takes off, you know your dad and I will provide it."
"Thanks, Mom," Johnny said. "Now, my insatiable little Mommie slut, you need to let me out of the shower. Dad has clients coming in about an hour, and he asked me to ask you to be there to greet them. He said, and I quote, 'Tell Mom I need her dressed to blow people's minds and cause instant erections'."
Of course, with Johnny using that phrase, I was hot and needed to climax again. However, Johnny only grinned at me and left my en suite. Muttering, "Bastard!" to myself, I checked my closet for something to match my husband's request.
I chose my orange Avery miniskirt set. Its top was basically a bra with lace panellings hanging across my stomach from the cup's bottoms. The top didn't meet the skirt and exposed my belly button as well as most of the inner mounds of my breasts. The skirt clung to my shapely ass and parted on my right thigh. A tiny silver ring held it together. It barely covered my pussy, so I needed to wear underwear. I chose a matching orange 'barely there' thong that covered my slit and clit and not much else.
Happy with my outfit, I sat in front of my vanity and did my makeup, careful to do it day-neutral rather than nightclub sexy as I'd do for an evening event. Finally, I took out my orange strap suede wedge-heeled sandals and put them on. I checked myself in the foyer mirror a final time before walking to the outside entrance to Sean's office.
Sean was on the phone when I entered his office. He turned when I opened the door, and his mouth fell open. I grinned because I knew that look. My husband immediately struggled to find room in his trousers for his rapidly swelling erection. To tease him, I did a slow pirouette until my sexy ass pointed in his direction, and then I casually bent over and touched my toes. My tight skirt popped over my curvy bottom and pooled around my waist, showing Sean my divine, wet entrance and my tiny pucker hole, both barely covered by a thin fabric cord.
Sean stuttered as he tried to pick up his conversation and had to turn away from me before he could continue. To tease him further, I casually walked back into his eye-line and bent over, showing him the vast expanses of my breasts to barely short of my puffily erect nipples. Sean gulped and turned away again.
Knowing that any more teasing would anger instead of pleasing him, I walked to my desk and opened my laptop. It was Saturday, so I knew the chances of a rare walk-in customer were tiny. The sign Sean had commissioned for our front yard did attract the occasional passer-by, but most of his business were previous clients from his job at Pepperstone Australia and word-of-mouth referrals from his existing clients. That meant the only client Sean should see today was the one he had me dress to impress.



Sean ended his conversation and demanded, "Gawd, Katie, you hot slut. Crawl over here on your knees and suck me off!"
I let that word work its usual magic on me and felt my arousal ignite between my long, shapely thighs. Smiling coquettishly, I slid to my knees and crawled the short distance to Sean's chair. Sean already had his thick cock out, so I cupped his big balls and gulped his throbbing manhood down in one quick swallow.
"I won't last, Katie," my husband moaned as I moved my head along his shaft and furiously licked. "Once the customer has left, I'll take care of you, okay?"
I nodded around his cock but kept licking and sucking. Suddenly, the bell over the entrance door rang.
"Shit!" Sean swore. "They're early!"
There was no way I could get off the floor and walk to the reception counter because it would become immediately apparent what I'd been doing. Thinking quickly, I crawled under Sean's desk and moved to the end of the leg space. Fortunately, to fit with appearances, Sean's desk was huge, the largest commercially made. I could slide out of sight of anyone who wasn't looking under the desk.
Sean stood and welcomed his prospective clients, Bryce and Eugenie Matson. I couldn't see, but their voices informed me they were a husband and wife duo. Sean greeted them and then, as he typically did, sat on his chair's edge as he animatedly discussed prospective investments for a couple in their late fifties who had an eye on early retirement. The wife mainly remained quiet but offered well-considered opinions when Sean discussed various stock options. I got the feeling she was the 'power behind the throne' and Bryce would do nothing without Eugenie's permission.
I was comfortable in my hidey-hole but bored. When my eyes adjusted to the dim light, I saw Sean's fly remained open. Deciding to tease him, I ran my hands up and down his legs. Sean didn't try to stop me, so I became more daring and stroked closer to his groin.
To my delight, Sean's cock hardened and poked out of his fly. I took it in my hand and lightly gripped it before working my hand up and down. I stared at the precum leaking from its big purple head and let the raging fire in my nether regions guide my actions. Stifling a guttural groan, I moved my head forward and took his glans into my mouth.
Above me, I could hear Sean struggling to keep it together. I giggled quietly and started working his cock as quickly as I could, trying to bring him to a swift climax. I knew I had him when he shifted his hips forward and gripped the back of my head. He forced all of his thickly erect cock into my mouth, and it twitched twice before Sean unloaded into my greedily sucking mouth.
Sean's conversation momentarily faltered as he orgasmed, but he kept it together until he'd outlined what he thought were Bryce and Eugenie's best options. Smiling, I carefully tucked Sean away and sat, waiting for his clients to leave. Bryce and Eugenie moved away briefly as they discussed whether to go with my husband's suggestions. Eugenie overrode the more conservative Bryce, and they walked back and signed the necessary papers to transfer control of their stock portfolio to Muggleton Consultancy. A portfolio worth north of twenty million dollars.
Speaking firmly for her husband's benefit, Eugenie said, "Mister Muggleton, during your time at Pepperstone, you almost doubled our net worth. I'm confident you'll achieve similar success now you're a sole proprietor. Show me your worth, and I'll encourage my friends to consider investing with you. You know what that will mean to your business!"
"Thank you for your trust, Eugenie," Sean said as he stood. "We've mapped out a safe path with enough invested in aggressive stocks that I believe doubling your worth in another five years is a likely outcome."
"I trust you until you fail me, Sean. You know that," Eugenie stated. Then she added, "Don't fail me, Sean, because that will be the end of your consultancy firm."
"I thank you again for your trust, Eugenie," my husband replied confidently. "I won't let you down. Bryce, good to see you again."
"Likewise, Sean," Bryce replied. "But before we go, I saw on our way up the stairs you have a pair of Audis parked in your garage. The station wagon, that's the Avant Rs6, isn't it?"
"Yes," Sean replied. "This year's model. I got it before the end of the financial year, which means it's a tax write-off for my firm."
"I'm looking at buying one for our eldest daughter to use as her kids-to-school car. Do you mind if I check yours out?" Bryce asked.
"I'd love to show you," Sean replied, walking toward the internal stairs.
"I'll wait here in the cool," Eugenie stated.
I heard the door open and close, but with Mrs Matson still in the room, I had no choice but to remain where I was.
I saw sleekly stockinged, toned calves appear at the foot well. Eugenie pushed the chair back, and more of her shapely legs appeared. Eugenie had her knees tightly together, but I could see her skirt's hem above her stay-up stocking tops. As I watched, Eugenie shifted her tight bottom to the seat's edge and spread her muscly thighs. I stifled a gasp as I saw Eugenie's tightly trimmed pussy appear between her parted thighs.
Mrs Matson pushed the rolling chair far enough back to give someone room to escape the well. "You may come out, Mrs Muggleton," her culturally rich voice informed me.
Shocked, I hesitated, unsure what to do.
"Oh, come out, Katie," Eugenie exasperatedly said. "Rick Olsen is, well, I'll call him a friend, but I'm sure you know he is much more than that." I hesitatingly crawled out of the well and began to stand. "Stay on your knees and crawl to me," Eugenie commanded. "Your little game with your husband has me hotter than a fully stoked furnace. Be a dear, and use your mouth to quench that fire."
I didn't feel I had a choice. But, even if I did, her firm, commanding voice bade me to obey her. With Edgar's training, I possibly could have thrown it off, but I found I didn't want to. I crawled eagerly across to Eugenie and dove between her powerful thighs. Eugenie guided my mouth onto her pussy's entrance, and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my neck as she pulled me tighter onto her drooling vagina.
"Stick your tongue in me and fuck me with it, Katie slut," she demanded.
I instantly obeyed and repeatedly stabbed my tongue into her vulva, sucking her juices as they flowed. Eugenie's hips undulated as she rode my lips. "If Sean's bisexual, Bryce will happily suck him off," Eugenie moaned as her climax crested.
I couldn't answer as Eugenie held me too tightly to her soaking pussy, so I continued tongue-fucking her. Eugenie rode me for a few more minutes before grabbing a handful of my long, luscious black hair and pulling me onto her clit.
"I love watching Bryce give blowjobs," Eugenie groaned as my tongue battered her clitoris. "He used to hate giving them, but he's my little bitch now and will suck cock as often as possible because he knows it makes me hot. And he knows when I'm hot, I'll let him fuck our daughter. Those two would fuck like bunnies if I let them, but it's much more fun to tie him to the bed, helpless, as Kimmy and I play. Not that she minds making love to her mother!"
I couldn't take it all in, so I concentrated on pleasing the pussy before me. I marvelled that only a few months before, I'd never considered touching a pussy other than my best friend, Kath's. Now, here I was, an accomplished muff diver! Eugenie groaned again, so I gently bit her clit, pulled back and swirled my tongue over it.
Eugenie clenched her teeth together and suppressed her orgasm scream. As she climaxed, she pushed me onto her entrance and squeezed my lips firmly against it. I swiftly discovered why, because Eugenie's pussy squirted juices into my mouth. I quickly swallowed and was almost drowned by another copious gush. I gulped and swallowed four more times as Eugenie 'came' into my willing mouth.
Eugenie shuddered several more times as post-orgasmic spasms rocked her, but she didn't squirt any more juice. When the last spasm had passed, Eugenie pulled me up and kissed my soaking lips. Running her tongue over my face, chin and neck, she cleaned her spilt eruptions before guiding me around so I sat on her lap. Forcing my thighs apart with her fist, Mrs Matson slid two fingers inside my needy pussy and thumbed my clit.
"Cum for me, little slut Katie," she demanded as she thrust into my vulva and thumbed my clit. I was almost there, and when Eugenie bent her head and viciously bit my nipple, I exploded on her delving fingers. I stuffed the fleshy part between my thumb and forefinger into my mouth to muffle my squeals.
I was still shaking when we heard footsteps on the internal steps from the garage. I dove back under the desk, hoping the room didn't reek too badly of sex. Eugenie whispered, "You, Sean, Bryce, and I need to meet and play together, Katie." Then she stood and adjusted her clothing before calmly walking around to the guest chairs and sitting.
"It'll be perfect for Andie," Bryce gushed as he entered the room. "Plenty of room for her two kids and a good-sized boot for the prams and bassinets. They'll be ecstatic if we get Kimmy something similar to Katie's A3. Speaking of Katie. Where is she, Sean? I thought she was your secretary come assistant?"
"I'm sure she's around here somewhere," Sean grinned as he retook his seat. "She's probably working on her degree and forgot I wanted her here today."
I could hear the amusement in Eugenie's voice when she said, "Don't be too harsh on her for missing our meeting, Sean. After all, she was instrumental in us deciding to move some of our holdings across to you."
Obviously confused, Sean replied, "I'll be sure to tell her when I see her. Bryce and Eugenie, is there anything else I can help you with? I'm only starting to come to grips with the various life insurance plans, but I'm sure I can help you if you require more assistance."
"We'll keep that in mind as we watch our investments, Sean," Eugenie firmly said. "We'll talk again in six months. Sooner if our shares tank."
She stood, and she and her husband walked out. Sean escorted them to the door, where they shook hands and said goodbye.
Sean locked the door after them and called, "Katie. It's safe to come out!" I crawled out, and he looked at my face suspiciously. "Care to tell me the meaning of Eugenie's 'instrumental' comment?"
I snuggled into his chest and giggled. "Eugenie somehow figured I was under the table blowing you. She didn't want to go to the garage with you because she was hot and wanted me to eat her out."
"You and Eugenie had sex when Bryce and I were in the garage?" Sean gasped.
"Yes," I replied, taking my panties off, leaning against his desk with my arms supporting me and spreading my shapely thighs. "Did Bryce offer you a blowjob? Oh, and Eugenie strongly suggested that the four of us should play together."
I stretched my legs out, wrapped them around my husband's hips, and dragged him closer. When he was close enough, I undid his fly and pulled his pants down, releasing his swiftly inflating cock. I took it in my hand and guided it onto my entrance.
"Fuck your slut, Sean, "I demanded. "Fuck your slut and imagine her tonguing your big balls as you doggy-fuck Mrs Matson."
"Gawd, Katie!" Sean groaned as he slid into my ragingly hot pussy. "Did you really eat Eugenie's pussy?"
"I did," I confirmed. "I'll suck Bryce's cock if you want me to, too."
"I want to watch," Sean moaned as he pumped into me. "I loved watching Rick and Mike fuck you. It made me so hot to see my wife, the hottest, prettiest slut on the planet, taking other men's cocks inside her because I let her do it."
"I'm your slut, Sean," I avowed. "Please, baby, fill your slut with your thick man goo."
Sean short-hunched several times as he neared his peak. When he hit it, he pulled all but his big, purple glans out before slamming back into me. His cock bounced off my cervix and erupted semen onto it. When I felt the exquisite pain of my cervix being battered, combined with the sweet delight of semen spraying onto it, I turned my head, bit Sean's neck, and howled as an epic orgasm rattled my bones.
When I came down from my orgasmic high, I pushed Sean back until he collapsed onto his chair. Kneeling, I took his cock in my mouth and lovingly cleaned it as I tried to reignite his erection. After around five minutes of careful cleaning and stimulation, Sean's thick cock stiffened in my mouth.
I cupped his meaty balls and looked submissively up through my eyelashes at him. Letting his cock out of my mouth, I said, "You liked watching Mike and Rick fuck me?" Sean nodded as I stroked his shaft. "Seems like a massive change from before," I stated.
"I've been seeing another counsellor from the clinic to help me get over myself, Katie," Sean confessed. "We discussed this a lot. It turns out that most of my anger at you was because I was turned on by imagining being one of the four doing those things to you, and I was disgusted at myself. I blamed you for my disgust, but I wasn't disgusted by them forcing you to do those things. I was disgusted by being turned on when I thought of being there and doing and seeing those things."
I'd worked Sean's cock back into my mouth as he spoke, so I lifted off him before saying, "You're forgiven, baby. Can you explain more?"
"When I told the counsellor about my arousal at thinking about being there and helping rape you," Sean continued. "He explained about voyeurism and said it was a reasonably common peccadillo for men."
Sean hesitated again, so I released him and quietly said, "I'm okay about it, honey. Hearing you talking about wanting to watch me with others is turning me on. Shortly, I'll demand you fuck me again because I'm that hot!"
Sean grinned as I sucked him into my mouth. "We explored the aspects of voyeurism, and he mentioned cuckoldry. When he described that, I knew it wasn't me. I do not want you to take male lovers and rub my nose in it. But if I know about it and agree to it, especially if I can be there and participate and/or watch, I know I'll love it!"
"Interesting," I said after I'd slipped off his cock. "But I can take female lovers and 'rub your nose in it'?"
"Seeing you and Kath together was the hottest thing ever, Katie!" Sean declared. "Watching your threesome with Siobhan and Kath was right up there, too. You can do that anytime you want, especially if I can watch!"
I giggled and said, "I should have known that, given how hot me bringing your special present to our bed those times made you!"
"You have to let me see who it is next time, Katie. Please, you have to!" Sean pleaded.
"I will," I promised. "But you might be shocked by who it is, so fair warning!"
"OMG, Katie!" Sean exclaimed. "It's one of Kristy's friends, isn't it?"
'Almost,' I thought but didn't say. Instead, I sucked harder and swirled my tongue as I gently squeezed my husband's big balls.
"I'm cumming, Katie," Sean warned, overcome by visions of who his secret lover might be.
Smiling, I eagerly swallowed Sean's latest offering. When I released him, Sean encouraged me to sit on his desk. Then he knelt and used his tongue to bring me off three times before he said he needed to do his weekly reports.
Knowing he was back in 'stock market genius' mode, I adjusted my clothing, put my panties on, sat at my desk and completed the unit I was working on. I submitted it, knowing I'd get top high distinctions for it if not honours, and began working on the next unit.
The rest of Saturday and Sunday passed uneventfully. Sean and I made sweet, sexy love Saturday night and Sunday morning, but not much else happened. I dressed in business casual on Monday and sat at the reception desk, working through my second unit. According to the unit's synopsis, I had three weeks to complete this unit, but by midday, I'd finished and submitted it.
Not long after submitting my current unit, my mobile phone rang. I answered it and spoke to the person on the other end. It was my course coordinator. She informed me she'd sent through a recommendation for an accelerated degree because she thought I was wasting my time doing a Bachelor's degree. However, I couldn't complete my Masters until I'd received my undergraduate degree. Nancy, my coordinator, stated she thought I could compress my three-year Bachelor's course into eighteen months and start working on my Masters once I completed two-thirds of my Bachelor's.
On Tuesdays, Kristy had a half day at Uni. I manned the desk and answered the phones until after midday, when Kristy took over. Entering my kitchen, I made Sean a roast beef, cheese and mustard sandwich and coffee, then took them across to him. I wasn't sure if my daughter had eaten, so I added a banana smoothie to the tray. Sean and Kristy smiled appreciatively when I put their meals before them.
I planned to spend the afternoon cleaning, but Kath called and asked if I'd drop over. I drove to her place. When I got inside, Kath handed me a coffee, then placed her head on my shoulder. "Phil and Caoimhe are fucking, Katie," she told me.
Keeping my voice neutral, I said, "How do you know, babe?"
"Siobhan and Rick wanted to use Siobhan and Phil's suspension frame to suspend me. Siobhan thought Phil had a photography session, so their Bdsm dungeon would be available. When we walked in, Caoimhe was suspended upside down. Phil's cock was in her mouth as he licked her pussy."
"That's pretty definitive," I giggled. "Did your kids see you?"
"You're laughing about my kids indulging in incestuous acts, Katie?" Kath asked, aghast. "But, no, they didn't. Siobhan quickly shut the door before they could see me, and Rick took me to his place to play.
I hugged my friend. "Kath, you and I have discussed how hot our sons are. Tell me the first emotion you felt wasn't jealousy that Phil was licking Caoimhe and not you!"
Kath nuzzled against my neck, and I felt embarrassment flush her face. "Okay," she said. "I admit that. But that makes it doubly wrong!"
"How old are your kids, Kath?" I asked.
"You know damned well how old my kids are, Katie," Kath growled. "Given we were pregnant at the same time both times. Phil is four days older than Johnny, and Kristy is a week older than Caoimhe."
"But you're saying they're not old enough to choose who to make love to?"
"It's incest, Katie," Kath insisted.
"And if Phil wanted to make love to you, Kath?" I questioned. "Could you resist?"
"You know I couldn't, Katie," Kath admitted. "We spoke about this."
I took a deep breath and chose. Kath was my best and longest-time friend. She was hurting, and I needed to help her. Slowly releasing my breath, I said, "I let Johnny make love to me the night after my first session with Edgar. I could lie to you and say it was 'the slut imperative' making me act, but it wasn't. Kath, I'd been flirting with Johnny for months, hoping he'd take the hint and bed me."
I drew another breath before quietly saying, "Plus, I seduced Kristy. She's terrified of getting pregnant and hasn't done much with anybody. She wanted to experiment with me, and I let her."
I waited for Kath to explode, denounce me and kick me out of her home, and when she didn't, I added the final pieces. "Mom and Dad were sexually active with my sisters and me. Dad took Yvette's and Mary's virginities on their eighteenth birthdays as Mom watched and helped. As you know, Dad was away on my eighteenth, which is why Sean got mine. One last confession before you tell me how much I disgust you —Johnny and Kristy aren't fucking because Kristy wants her father to be her first, but they do everything else but."
I held back tears as I waited for Kath to react. Kath pressed her firm body against me and kissed my cheek as my tears began falling. "You think, after all we've been through, I'd judge you, Katie?" She said. "No, my first and greatest love, I don't judge you. Instead, I feel proud and awed that you trust me enough to share those things with me, and I now understand why you weren't shocked when I confessed to desiring my son and about seeing my son and daughter having sex.



"Your family of origin, Katie, is so awesome. Your mum and dad showed more care, interest and love towards their children than any other family I know, including Mike's and mine. Yes, your dad was strict, but he was fair."
Then she grinned and added, "I'll never forget that day he let us girls dress him in some of your mother's old clothes and sat on the floor with us, sharing our 'tea party'."
I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed tightly, sobbing onto her shoulder.
"So, your advice to me is to do nothing about my kid's incestuous relationship?"
"Yes, Kath, that's right," I replied. "Then you need to ask yourself some serious questions. Are you willing to make love with Phil, and what will Mike think of it all when he finds out?"
"Mike and his aunty were lovers," Kath said quietly. "You remember when we were fifteen, and Mike's mom was sick? They thought she had cancer but had Crohn's disease instead?"
"I remember."
"Well, Denise took Mike to bed during that time. So, yeah, I think Mike will be okay with it." Then Kath suddenly grinned and added, "Besides, he's my bitch now. So if he says he doesn't like it, I'll tell him he does!"
I laughed before I carefully groped Kath's bottom and pursed my lips. As I'd hoped, Kath turned her head and moved it forward. Our lips touched, and we melted into a soft, sensual, loving kiss.
"I want to taste you," I huskily whispered.
"Can you act like my owner and carry me to bed?" Kath asked.
In answer, I picked her up and carried her to her room. Getting there, I lay her on the bed and slowly peeled her dress off, exposing that Kath was naked underneath it.
"I think my horny girlfriend was hoping her best friend would fuck her today," I teased.
"You know me so well, Katie," Kath admitted. "I'm yours, Miss Katie," Kath informed me. "I always have been. Make me yours by making me submit to you and cum."
We made love until we were both satiated and lay cuddling together. Kath absently played with my luscious breasts before sighing and saying, "I wish I had something like these instead of the twin pimples I have."
I pushed her on her back and nipped her right nipple. She yelped before moaning and pleading, "Do that again."
I lightly bit her left nipple before saying, "Talk first, play later."
"Okay," Kath reluctantly said.
I pulled her close and caressed her back, "What's up, babe?" I asked.
"My traditional conservative nature fighting with my sudden sexual awakening. Jaysus, Kath!" She said. "Can you imagine the scandal if my proclivities get out? Sex with multiple partners, Bdsm play activities, my husband having homosexual sex, me having lesbian sex with a professional dominatrix, and now I'm considering adding incest to the mix. If it gets out, my career is over, and that terrifies me."
I thought about it and replied, "As long as you're discreet and don't attend sex shows like the ones at The Chateaux or start going to swinger clubs, I can't see how anyone can find out. The only way would be if Siobhan or Rick invited someone to play with you and Mike, who would welch on you that you could get in trouble, and I doubt either of them would do that because, for Siobhan, it would be the end of her career."
Kath's caresses became urgent, and we made love again. After we relaxed onto the mattress, Kath rolled and lay partially over me. Her position was similar to how I like to lie with Sean. She tucked her head under my chin and rested her arm and leg across my body. The only real change was that Kath was playing with my breasts instead of me playing with Sean's penis.
"Do you think I should confront Phil and Caoimhe?" Kath asked.
I shook my head. "You need to discuss it with Mike first, and then I'd bring it up with Siobhan the next time you play. Siobhan can decide if she wants to integrate the separate sides of your family she's playing with."
"You think I should make love to Phil?"
I reached down and pinched her bottom, "I think, my horny little slut, that you answered your own question when your pussy pulsed on my thigh," I teased. "You want to. The thought of having his big cock thrusting into your cunt has you wetter than a flooded hallway!"
"And how do you know how big my son's cock is?"
I thought I'd already shocked her too much today, so I carefully avoided her question by reminding her that I'd modelled for him and the other guys, and he'd gotten excited, so I saw his trousers bulge.
"Would you fuck my son if he was willing?" Kath asked.
"In a flash, assuming Sean could never find out," I admitted.
"I'd fuck yours, too," Kath admitted. "And I can do that by telling Mike I'm going to and allowing him to watch."
"You're assuming your ancient charms would work on my son," I kidded.
"Nineteen months, Katie," Kath protested.
"Yeah," I grinned. "But older, right?"
"Bitch!" Kath exclaimed as she worked a finger into my dripping pussy and thumbed my clit. "Sixty-nine?" She suggested.
We pleasured each other again before taking up our conversation again.
"What do you think I should do, Katie?" Kath asked after we'd made love.
"You already know, my love," I replied. "What do you think you should do?"
"Be open and honest with my kids and let them decide when or if they want to tell me."
"And?" I asked.
"Decide if I want to bed Phil."
"You've already decided you do, Kath," I firmly pointed out. "If he's making love with his sister, he's not averse to incest, but is the attraction mutual, do you think? Or is it one-way, you to him?"
"Phil always presses firmly against me when we hug, Katie," Kath answered. "I've felt his cock twitch if we hold the embrace too long."
"Then flirt with him and see if he'll take the next step," I encouraged.
"What about Caoimhe?"
"What about her?" I carefully asked.
"I thought she was a lesbian, Katie. In the past, she's admitted to having the hots for you."
"Teenage crush," I said dismissively.
Kath giggled and said, "She's still a teenager and still has the same crush!"
"Maybe I should let her seduce me," I teased. "That way, I can say I've had sex with three out of the four of you!"
"Phil would fuck you in a New York minute, too," Kath pointed out.
"Maybe I should leave Sean at home and come to yours for an all-night Loughlin family orgy!" I joked.
"I'm in!" Kath said mirthfully.
"Okay, but round one is where I fuck Caoimhe as you fuck your son," I stated straight-facedly.
"You!" Kath gasped before laughing and slapping my curvy butt. Then she put her foot in it because she didn't know her daughter and I were already intimate. "I'll tell you what, Katie. I'll invite Phil and Caoimhe to have lunch with you and me early next week, and then I'll seduce Phil if you seduce Caoimhe!"
"Careful what you wish for!" I tittered before pinching Kath's nipple.
We slid into another sixty-nine before we showered, and I went home to make dinner for my family. When I got there, I discovered that Sean had gone into town for a late appointment. It was a dinner meeting, and he didn't expect to be home before ten o'clock. I enjoyed eating dinner with my kids and asked Kristy to meet me in my bedroom after Johnny had gone to his room.
Johnny shortened that time by announcing he was going to Gina's and wouldn't see us until Friday evening. Instead of in my room, I chatted to Kristy as we sat on the couch.
"Saturday night, baby girl," I told her. "Your period is due on Monday, correct?"
"Yes, Mom," she replied.
"Reducing to negligible the chances of getting pregnant. However, you know what they call couples who use the 'rhythm method', right?" She shook her head. "Parents!" I stated.
"You mean you'll help me seduce Dad on Saturday night?" Kristy gasped, her face turning bright red.
"Yes," I replied. "Your grandfather reminded me I'd been lax on insisting your father do his familial duties. We'll use the same ruse we've used several times before. Pretend I have a friend who fancies him but is shy. This time, though, you and I will make noisy love on the bed beside him. Then, when his dick is about to explode, you'll position yourself over him and lower yourself onto his cock. Once he's inside you, I'll remove his blindfold and let him see who he's fucking. At that stage, I think he'll be beyond caring!"
"What about me getting pregnant to him, as you did? I know I'm on the pill, and the timing's right to ensure I don't. But, even so, Mom, I'm scared!"
I grinned and dropped the bombshell I'd been holding ever since Kristy first confessed her desire for her father to be her first. "Your father had a vasectomy after your first birthday, honey. We decided we didn't want any more kids, and doing that meant I didn't have to worry about some strange woman turning up accusing your father of having sired her kid.
Kristy gaped at me before she shook herself, "No wonder you told Amanda 'good luck' getting pregnant! I wonder if she ever knew she couldn't trap Dad that way?" Kristy thought things through before asking, "Mom, why are you on the pill still, and why are you wearing an IUD?"
I blushed before admitting, "I knew I'd eventually find someone I was attracted enough to to have sex with, honey. If I got pregnant, it'd be blatantly obvious it wasn't your father's! Even if I tried to insist it was his, he'd have his ejaculate tested, immediately revealing my lie."
Kristy giggled and said, "So you knew you were a slut well before Edgar Fontaine proved it?"
"I knew I was a slut well before I had my first period!" I stated emphatically. "But your grandfather would have killed me if I'd been intimate with anyone before turning eighteen."
Kristy, overcome with emotion, threw herself into my arms and cried. "When you and Dad began having troubles, I thought it'd never happen," she sobbed. "I'd decided I'd need to get Poppy or Johnny to do it. There's no way I'll let someone else be my first."
"I've never had penetrative sex with your grandfather," I pointed out.
"Something he and Granny regret, Mom," Kristy told me. "They did what they thought was best for you, but they didn't realise how badly they hurt you doing it. Talk to them, Mom. Ask if they'll arrange a special night for you to experience love with your father."
"That's a great idea!" I told Kristy. "Next time I'm home, I'll ask them."
Kristy and I made love on the couch, regretfully separating when we saw Sean's car lights on the windows. When her father came inside, Kristy turned on her full flirtatious charm. I was amused to see Sean's erection tenting his pants only a few moments later. Of course, until Saturday, I had a role to play, so I growled at her to stop acting immodestly and leave her poor father alone. Then I stared at Sean's throbbing cock, raised an eyebrow and met his eyes.
Sean blushed guiltily and made an exit, saying he needed to use the bathroom. When his back was turned, I giggled behind my hand and absently played with my breasts as I imagined what would happen Saturday night.
Sean returned once his erection had subsided, and I chose not to make an issue of it. We sat close together on our sofa and shared a glass of wine as we chatted. I was so happy with how we'd reconnected that I began shedding tears. Sean was concerned at first because he thought I was upset with him. When I assured him they were happy tears, he picked me up and carried me to bed, where he made slow, passionate love to me until the early morning.
Wednesday passed without incident, except that Kristy found it increasingly more difficult to remain appropriate around her father. She took advantage of the revealing skirts and dresses we'd bought together and tantalised Sean with glimpses of her breasts and waxed pussy at every opportunity.
My husband walked around with a constant hard-on because whenever Kristy wasn't around, I took over teasing him. The advantage I had over my daughter was that I could erotically touch Sean, which I did every chance I got. I also suggestively licked ice cream off a spoon and theatrically swallowed it. I'd regularly take his hand and touch it to my wet pussy, but other than at night, I wouldn't let him consummate his lust. By Saturday night, I wanted him so hot he'd fuck his daughter without question.
On Thursday, we had our weekly session with the marriage guidance counsellor. We discussed how the dam wall between us had broken and that we were intimate again. Sean stated he accepted that I'd been raped and wasn't a willing participant. He stumbled over what to call his acceptance of what had happened, and we all agreed that 'forgiven', in context, was suitable.
I explained that although our sessions had revealed I did harbour some resentments for Sean's constant infidelities, I genuinely had forgiven him for those. I pointed out that Sean had asked me to forgive him for his grievous error with Amanda and that I had willingly done so.
The therapist agreed we were on the right track, and we decided to wait a month before we saw him again. If things were still humming along at that point, Burt would say our marriage was strong again, and we'd only see him if something blew up.
On Friday, Sean said he needed to complete several proposals for some potential clients, so he'd be busy all day. He suggested I take the day off because any phone calls would be a welcome distraction from his work. I got up early and began my housework, which I completed by eleven. I walked over to check on Sean, and he asked if he could have an early lunch because he had meetings from midday through to five o'clock.
I made him a steak sandwich with all the trimmings, along with some strong coffee and carried it to him. I sat and drank my kiwifruit and pineapple smoothie with him as he ate. I took the plates back inside in time to hear the home phone ring. Picking it up, I greeted Phil after he'd identified himself.
"I tried your mobile several times this morning, Katie," he said. "But they went to voice mail every time."
I forgot to charge it last night," I explained. "It went flat, and I left it in the bedroom to recharge."
"Freddy, Johnny, and I have a plan for a sexy photo shoot this afternoon, Katie. Would you model for us, please? Mom will be the other model if you're willing."
"Kath's willing to do a 'sexy' photo shoot?" I asked doubtfully.
"She is," Phil assured me. I could hear his grin in his following words, "At least Siobhan and Rick say she is!"
"You know about Siobhan and your mother, then?"
"Yes," Phil confirmed. "I saw them the day they walked in on Caoimhe and me, but for Mom's sake, I pretended I hadn't. I asked Siobhan later that day, and she confirmed she'd become one of Mom's two dominants."
"How do you feel about that?" I asked guardedly.
"Happy Mom and Dad have sorted their relationship out and are back to loving each other as much as they ever have. Of course, Dad being submissive is quite surprising."
I didn't know what to say, but I had a thousand questions zinging through my mind. I wanted to ask if Phil knew about his father and Rick, but I couldn't because I'd have given the secret away if he didn't.
Phil must have intuited my unasked question because he said, "I'm okay with Rick and Dad, Katie. I'm in no position to judge, and if Mom's okay with it, why shouldn't I be?"
I was still at a loss for words but found myself agreeing to come to the studio. I took no notice at the time, but Sean backed out of our garage only a few seconds after I'd hung up. I quickly showered and did my makeup before putting on my one-shoulder, high-waisted rainbow dress. The bodice clung to my gorgeously lush breasts instead of revealing them but had a hipbone high side part that flashed my shapely legs when I walked or sat. I wore my tan suspenders and silk stockings but didn't bother with underwear. I chose my black 7-inch pumps to wear with my outfit.
Arriving at the studio, I opened the door and entered the reception area.
"In the studio, Katie," Phil called.
Opening that door, I found the room was blacked out. Before my brain could register that information, hands grabbed my wrists and hauled me into the room. I opened my mouth to scream as visions of Frank's dungeon poured into me, but soft lips found mine, and Siobhan whispered, "Relax, Katie. We're doing this to overlay your bad memories of what Frank did with pleasant ones of what we'll do. However, if it's too much for you, yell 'red' at any time, and I promise we'll release you, okay?"
Scared, I nodded my assent before realising Siobhan couldn't see me. Taking a deep breath, I said, "Okay."
Siobhan turned a light on, and I saw she wore one of those headlamp thingies that are so popular now. Using only that light and being very careful not to let me see much of what was happening, Siobhan helped me out of my dress and guided me across a raised platform. She helped me lie on it, locked my hands above my head, and then my feet were spread wide and tied. I knew another body was tied close to me but didn't know more.
"Ready to see what's happening, Katie," Siobhan needlessly asked.
A blazing spotlight appeared over me, illuminating only the platform. I lifted my head and saw my best friend, Kath, similarly tied to me.
"Hi, Katie," she tittered. "Nice to see you again!"
"What on earth?" I mouthed as I peered around, trying to see what else was happening.
"Don't worry, Katie, my love," Kath soothed. "Everybody here loves you, and we're here to make you feel good. So, just relax and enjoy the attention."
'Easy for you to say,' I thought but remained silent. 'You weren't the one tied up and raped.'
A spotlight hit Siobhan, and she stepped closer to the raised platform Kath and I were tied to. "Welcome to Slut Roulette," she intoned into her headpiece's microphone. "Tonight's players are Katie Muggleton and Kath Loughlin. Welcome them, everybody." It sounded like at least ten hands clapped loudly. "Participants, stand in your allotted slots."
Siobhan set the platform Kath and I were on, spinning. I could only see the 'participants' from their groins down, but every 'slot' had someone naked. To my surprise, there seemed to be at least as many women as men.
"By mutual agreement, Sean, you have the first spin. Mike, you're next. Sean, set the wheel spinning. Phil, turn on the lights, and I'll explain the rules to Katie."
I had time to think, 'Sean, Mike, Phil?' before the lights turned on. As I slowly spun past my husband, he grinned and said, "This is for you, my slut. Enjoy yourself because I will!"
Sean gave the wheel extra impetus, and I tipped my head back to see who else was there. I saw Mike after Sean, followed by Freddy, Phil, Gina, Caoimhe, Jennifer, and Charmaine. Then came Rick, Juana, and Siobhan. The wheel moved one more place, and I gasped. The last one in the circle was my son, Johnny.
As the wheel rotated again, Siobhan explained, "When the wheel stops, Kath and your heads will face one participant whilst your feet face another. The participant at your head gets to use your face and mouth however they see fit. The one your feet faces gets your pussy or, if you're willing, your ass. You have two minutes to make the cock or pussy in or on your holes cum. When the two minutes are up, the participants climb down, the next in the circle spins the wheel, and the clock resets."
I knew I should have been disgusted and demanded they release me, but the thought of servicing all these cocks and pussies ignited my inner slut, and my arousal blazed. I couldn't wait until the wheel stopped to see who'd have me first.
It clicked a final time, and I lifted my head to see Freddy at my feet and Rick at my head. Freddy knelt on the platform and dove onto my pussy. He used his thumbs to part my labia and slid his tongue along my slit onto my clit. He repeated that long, licking action several more times before he sucked my clit into his mouth. I wanted to cum as often as possible, so I recalled my husband saying, 'My slut', and let my passion run wild.



Unfortunately, Rick interrupted my climb to a climax by tilting my head back and thrusting his widely girthed cock into my mouth. I knew if I made him cum, he'd be embarrassed and ashamed, so I tried to give him the best blowjob ever. My oral skills allowed me to do that, so I relaxed my throat and let him push all the way home until his meaty balls rested on my chin.
Holding my head firmly, Rick began vigorously fucking my mouth. As he sunk in, I sucked as hard as I could, then I relaxed my suck and swirled my tongue over and around his glans as he pulled out. I could hear Rick grunting as he neared climax, but unfortunately for me, his Dom training took over, and he clamped down on his orgasm before he climaxed into my sucking, swirling mouth.
Before I knew it, Siobhan announced that time was up and instructed Mike to spin the 'wheel'. I closed my eyes as the platform turned because keeping them open made me feel a little queasy. I waited for the wheel to stop before seeing who I had next. Charmaine was at my head whilst Mike had my feet. Mike immediately climbed onto the platform and slid his long, slender cock into me. I moaned as he slid in, but my moan was almost immediately stifled by Charmaine lowering her sweet, young pussy onto my mouth.
Beside me, Kath had my husband fucking her face as Jennifer ate her pussy.
Well before the allotted time was up, Mike popped over the edge and came in my tight pussy, and I received my first cum load that night. Unfortunately, I didn't quite get there. Nor did Charmaine, despite my best efforts. When Siobhan called time, Kath and I still hadn't climaxed. The subsequent spin, initiated by Freddy, spun us around again. Kath stopped before her daughter, and she looked wide-eyed as Caoimhe climbed onto the table and slowly lowered her pussy onto her face.
Johnny was at Kath's feet, and he chuckled before saying, "I've wanted to do this for years, Mrs Loughlin," he slid between my best friend's toned thighs and into her pussy. "You feel so good, Kath," he groaned, gently stroking into her.
It proved too much for Kath, and she screamed into her daughter's cunt as she orgasmed on my son's cock.
Johnny smiled when he heard her scream and asked, "Kath came first, so I can fuck her until I cum, is that right?"
"That's correct," Siobhan confirmed.
Johnny grabbed Kath's nipples and punched into her slippery pussy as hard as possible. Kath moaned again as my son's long and thick cock pounded into her. A few seconds later, Johnny pulled out and spat cum over Kath's small breasts.
Simultaneously with Kath playing with her daughter and my son, I had my husband's cock in my mouth as Jennifer licked my clitoris and fingered my sopping pussy. I thought it would be amusing to see what my husband would do if he came quickly, so I slashed and lashed his thick cock with my tongue as I tried to make him cum.
Sean knew what I was doing, and, of course, he had a 'secret weapon'. When he started climaxing into my sucking orifice, Sean grabbed my puffy, proudly erect nipples and squeezed before saying, "Cum for me, my little Katie slut!"
With a loud squeal, I climaxed, gushing my sweet fluids into Jennifer's sucking mouth as Sean ejaculated down my throat.
"Katie takes the lead with her second load," Siobhan announced and waited for Gina to spin the wheel.
I had the same partners, except reversed. Sean was now at my feet with Jennifer at my head. Kath had Charmaine at her feet and Freddy at her head. Freddy was at least as eager with Kath as with me and quickly shoved his averagely-sized penis into her mouth. Charmaine delightedly hummed as she savoured my friend's sweet pussy, revelling in the combined secretions of my son and Kath.
Sean chuckled as he climbed on the rotating platform and slid his thick cock into me. "We meet again, my darling slut Katie," he said.
Jennifer lowered her pussy onto my lips before I could answer. Feeling incredibly slutty, I did my best to bring her off, lashing and nipping her sweet little sex nub as swiftly as possible. Before time was up, Jennifer rewarded my efforts by orgasming on my tongue and soaking my lips and chin with her juices.
Sean held my aching nipples between his thumbs and fingers, brutally twisting them as he rammed into my soaking pussy. When he saw Jennifer's secretions leaking down my chin, he lost it and unloaded into me. His thick seed squirting against my cervix sent me over the edge, and I squealed into Jennifer's sopping pussy as I came.
"Free for all," Siobhan announced. "Anyone and everyone may cum in either of these two sluts as often as they can. Boys and girls, you disappoint me. Kath and Katie have only cum once. Tonight is about their pleasure more than yours, so make these sluts orgasm, or I'll ask you to step away from the wheel."
I wasn't sure if what Siobhan offered was a good or bad thing, but I loved the idea of multiple people cumming in or on me, so I was prepared to accept it. Gina spun the wheel, and I faced her with my feet toward Siobhan. I peered down as I felt Siobhan climbing onto the platform. I shivered with anticipation when I saw she wore the same strap-on she fucked me with during my night at The Chateaux.
I felt the enormous head of her 'cock' against my entrance and relaxed as she slowly forced it inside me. I felt a 'pop' as the dildo passed through my pussy's sphincter and glided inside me.
"You're doing great," Gina whispered, stroking my face and kissing my lips. She continued kissing me as she tweaked and pulled on my nipples.
Siobhan had as much of her 'cock' inside me as I could take. Its head pressed firmly against my cervix as she rotated her hips, causing her 'cock's head' to twist against it. I screamed into Gina's mouth as a rapturous climactic event blasted me apart.
Meanwhile, Kath had stopped with her gaping pussy facing her son. Juana had her hands behind Kath's head, supporting it so Kath could watch. "I'm going to fuck you, Mom," Phil informed her as he moved between her muscular thighs. "I've wanted to for years, and tonight, my fantasies come true.
"I'll fuck you and fill your cunt with my seed. Then your daughter, despite the rules, will eat my semen out of your pussy. Finally, Caoimhe will take your place and let Dad fuck her. We love you, Mom. It's time all of us became lovers. Dad's on board and wants to fuck your daughter. What do you say?"
"Do it!" Kath demanded. "I want you to, and have fantasised about it, too. Fuck me and fill me with your seed. Caoimhe, I want to lick you as you suck your brother's spend from my pussy."
Kath and Phil coupled joyfully together. Mike, with a massive smile on his face, moved to sit on one of the chairs, his cock throbbing and leaking precum. Caoimhe moved to kneel between her father's knees. She looked pleadingly up at him, and Mike smiled encouragement as he leant back and offered his cock to his daughter's willing mouth. Caoimhe smiled before amazingly swallowing her father's entire cock in one slow, steady motion.
Gina let me turn my head so I could watch Phil fuck his mother, my best friend. I moaned along with Kath as Phil slid inside her. Phil balanced himself on his elbows as he gently pumped into his mother. He lowered his face close to Kath's and whispered, "I love you, Mom. Cum for me, please."
Kath's knees tried to lift to wrap around her son, but the binds held her still. Rick chuckled and undid the padlocks holding Kath in place. She groaned as she crossed her shins behind Phil's back. "Cum in me, and I'll cum for you, baby," Kath moaned before she lifted her head, offering her lush lips for her son to kiss.
Phil grinned and said, "I love you, Mom," again before his eyes closed. He locked lips with his mother and, with a low, guttural growl, erupted his hot jism into Kath's tightly gripping pussy.
Caoimhe immediately shifted onto the wheel, lowering her young, drippingly wet pussy onto her mother's mouth. She lowered herself onto her hands and eagerly waited for her brother to pull out of her mother's cunt. When he did, she gulped him down and quickly cleaned his and their mother's combined secretions off his cock. When she was satisfied Phil was clean, she sighed happily and began tonguing her brother's seed from her mother's drooling pussy.
"Take her, Dad," Phil commanded.
Mike smiled as he swiftly climbed onto the platform and knelt behind his daughter. "Let me put you in her," Kath offered. Siobhan swiftly released Kath's hands, and Kath grasped her husband's long, thin pole and guided it into her daughter's willing pussy. Kath avidly watched as her husband fucked her daughter before her head tipped back, and she moaned, "Phil, I need to taste you!"
Unfortunately, to make it happen, Kath had to move her pussy from her daughter's slurping mouth so that Phil had room, but opening her mouth and taking her son's rampantly erect cock in her mouth caused her pussy to spasm, and she gently shook as a petite orgasm washed over her.
I watched my best friend's family coming together to love each other physically with a lump in my throat. I was so happy that I'd virtually forgotten my own pleasure and even everyone else in the room. My attention was jerked back into the present when Johnny shifted from his position, pushed Siobhan aside and announced, "Dad, I'm about to fuck Mom." He positioned his big cock at my entrance. "You need to do your duty and show my sister how to be a woman," he continued. "I swear I'll do it for you if you don't!" Johnny pushed forward and slid into my hot and soakingly wet pussy. "I'm in your wife, Dad," Johnny gloated. "I'm fucking my mother, and I will cum inside her. What do you think about that?"
"I think you need to stop gloating and fill my slut with your immature seed," Sean growled. "A real man doesn't need to boast about his conquests, so remember, no matter how often you fuck your mother, she will always be mine. Fill her with your cum, then watch her return to me and never be yours."
Johnny erupted into me, and I screamed as an enormous climax shattered my body until it felt like I was tiny motes floating in the ether.
Johnny pulled out of me, and I begged, "Release me, please."
Siobhan quickly undid the chains holding me, and I rolled onto all fours and crawled across to my husband. Lying on my stomach, I swallowed his wide cock and swiftly worked him until he exploded into my mouth. I devoured every drop before looking shyly up at him, hoping he still respected me.
Sean leant forward and kissed my pouting lips, "I love you, Katie. I understand what your dad tried to tell me now. Our family needs to talk, but it can wait until Sunday. But I know what we all need, and I'll make it happen! Meanwhile, let's enjoy an all-in orgy with our friends.
I nodded my assent, and he gestured towards Rick, offering me to him. Sean took Siobhan, and Siobhan groaned appreciatively as my husband's thick cock split her apart. Phil pulled out of his mother and took his sister's mouth as his father continued fucking her. Freddy ploughed into Kath as Juana and Charmaine coupled their pussies forcefully tribbing together. Johnny grinned at me before bending Jennifer over and driving forcefully into her cunt.
The group swirled around for the next few hours as everybody experienced everybody. I delightedly accepted Johnny into my squelching pussy as his dad fucked my mouth. I wanted Johnny in my pussy with Sean in my ass, but that was a step too far for my husband.
Eventually, the weaker sex, the men, were worn out. Kath, Caoimhe, Siobhan, Juana, Jennifer, Gina and I formed a daisy chain, and we pleasured the pussy before us as our pussies were pleasured. Somewhere near dawn, we all collapsed into a sweaty heap and slept. My only regret was that Kristy wasn't there.
Sometime later, Sean touched my face and woke me up. "Come on, baby," he said. "Time to go home."
I found my rainbow dress and put it on. Then I held Sean's hand as I carefully stepped across the strewn bodies and left the studio.
"We'll return for your car later, Katie," Sean stated as he opened his car's passenger door and helped me inside.
Sean drove us home, and we entered the en suite to shower. Turning on the light, I saw that I was a cum and pussy juice covered disgrace. Cum matted my hair, and my face, neck and upper body gleamed with dried secretions.
Giggling, I followed Sean into the shower and lovingly washed his body. He turned me and lovingly caressed my breasts as he thumbed my clit and delved his fingers into me. Shortly after he began, I climaxed before dropping to my knees and blowing him. When I'd made him hard, Sean insisted I stand. We dried each other off, and my husband carried me to bed. We made slow, sweet love before cuddling close together and sleeping.
Kristy woke us by banging in through the door. "I bear gifts!" She announced loudly. Wafting hot coffee under our noses.
"What time is it?" Sean groaned as he sat up and took his cup.
"Well, let me see, Dad," Kristy chortled. "It's Saturday, and I work the nine until three shift at Cue. Assuming I came straight home, what time do you think it is?"
"You're not so old that I can't spank you!" Sean facetiously growled.
Flipping around onto her hands and knees, Kristy waggled her barely covered, sexy ass at her father and said, "Oh! Would you, please?"
Chuckling, Sean pulled her panties below her ass cheeks and smacked her ass hard. Kristy yelped and leapt away.
"I didn't think you'd actually do it!" Kristy bitched as she rolled onto her back and pulled her panties back up, ensuring she flashed her father as she did.
"Don't ask if you don't want," Sean piously said.
Sean put his coffee on his bedside table. As soon as he put it down, Kristy dove onto his chest and covered his face with kisses. I quietly giggled as I watched her purposefully rubbing her unrestrained C-cups on her father's arms.
"I came for daddy kisses," she demanded. "And I want them!"
Kristy snuggled against her father's muscular chest and grinned triumphantly at me, delighting in dragging Sean's attention away from me.
Hiding my delighted grin, I stepped naked from the bed before luxuriantly stretching, assuring I appealingly displayed every inch of my gorgeously toned and firm body to my daughter and husband.
Sighing theatrically, I stated, "I know when my presence is not required! I shall go and do my wifely and motherly duties and make food for my unappreciative family!"
I put on my skimpiest nightie, a dark red one that clung to my taut body like a second skin and revealed vast amounts of cleavage and upper thigh. Then, I flicked my hair with my fingers and sexily tossed my head back, emphasising my long, slender neck. I looked smokily back at Kristy and Sean before strutting from the room, swinging my hips outrageously. At the door, I glanced back and smiled when I saw Sean and Kristy had bitten their bottom lips and wore identical lustful looks.
"Amateur," I mouthed at Kristy, then grinned and went to the kitchen.
Johnny and Gina were sitting at the breakfast bar chatting when I entered. I hugged my son before hugging and kissing Gina. She wore a short skirt, so I casually groped her bottom as I hugged her.
"That's just great, Mom," Johnny teased. "My girlfriend gets a hug, kiss and a bum grope, and all I get is a nanosecond-long hug."
I checked with Gina using my eyes. At her almost imperceptible nod, I moulded my sexy body to Johnny and fished his swiftly swelling cock out of his sweats. Passionately French kissing him, I stroked his cock until I felt it leaking precum onto my wrist. I wanted to kneel and take him in my mouth, but I heard Kristy and Sean chatting as they descended the stairs.
I backed away, but Johnny pulled me tight before saying, "I love you, Mom. I'm glad our relationship is out in the open. Gina and I have something to discuss with you tomorrow, but I want to talk to Dad first."
I nodded and turned to smile at my husband and daughter. Sean held Kristy's hand as she flirted with him. Johnny rolled his eyes as Gina grinned.
"Sit, sit," Gina commanded. "I'll make you all something to eat. What do you want?"
"There are chicken breasts defrosted in the fridge," I pointed out. "There's bags of mixed salad in there, too."
"Do you have any Moroccan spice, Katie?" Gina asked.
"In the spice rack in the pantry," I confirmed.
"Warm Moroccan chicken salad coming up," Gina advised.
Sean, Johnny, Kristy and I sat on stools around the breakfast bar as we watched Gina prepare the chicken. She took three breasts out of the fridge and cut them into slivers. Then, spreading them out on the cutting board, she liberally covered them with virgin olive oil before coating them with Moroccan spices.
Turning the gas stove on, Gina melted garlic butter in a large pan before adding the strips. Keeping the heat high, she seared the slivers, then turned the heat down to ensure they'd cook through. Gina took out a large bowl as the chicken cooked and poured in the premix salad. She added sliced tomatoes and diced cheese and then put out an assortment of garnishes so we could choose our own.
Less than fifteen minutes after she'd started preparing, Gina mixed the chicken slivers through the salad and placed it on the bench. After getting out plates and cutlery, she asked what drinks we wanted. Kristy, Gina and I opted for white wine, but Sean and Johnny took beer.
We sat about eating and chatting until Johnny announced he and Gina were meeting Phil, Caoimhe and Freddy. Siobhan was hosting a bachelorette party and would join them around midnight.
Freddy, who seemed a sweet young man, struggled to hold onto a girlfriend. I thought it was because he was too diffident, but I knew my preferences could be clouding my judgment. The problem, I thought, was that Freddy wasn't submissive, so an assertive or aggressive woman would turn him off, but he was too shy to attract women who liked a strong, assertive man.
I briefly wondered if I shouldn't take Freddy under my wing and 'make a man' of him. But I had so much on my plate now that I didn't have time to do it. Plus, I felt Sean could easily take me bedding Freddy as 'rubbing his (Sean) nose in it'.
Sean pushed his plate and cup aside before saying, "I need to review some of our investments, so I'm going to the office. Katie, Kristy, you're welcome to join me if you want."
Kristy looked at me, and I gave a tiny head shake. "I think Mom and I need some Mommie, daughter time, Dad," she said. "I might sit with you later and work on my project if that's okay?"
"Sure," Sean said as he stood and walked off.
"Come upstairs and cuddle, baby," I said, holding out my hand.
Kristy eagerly took my hand, and we walked to my room. When I closed the door, Kristy wrapped her arms around me, and we exchanged a soft, loving kiss as we stroked and petted each other. I lay on the bed, and Kristy snuggled against me. Her hand slid between my shapely thighs, and her fingers absently played along my slit as she kissed my neck.
"What's up, Mom? She eventually asked.
"Nothing, baby girl," I told her. "I'm just checking that you're still okay with tonight."
"Dad taking my virginity and fucking my brains out, you mean?" Kristy teased as she gently circled my clitoris.
I giggled before replying, "No. Tricking him into doing it is what concerns me."
Kristy sighed as she pulled away long enough to remove her thong panties. She pressed her hot, wet pussy against my thigh as she returned her fingers to my moist slit.
"It would be so much better if he'd do what Poppy has offered to do —arrange a day when you and Granny can be there, then take me to his bed and make love to me as you and Granny show me how best to serve him. But that isn't an option, so we do it this way. I think it'll be fantastic once Dad realises he's already inside me, and I love it. When he sees that, I think he'll delight in showing me how to be his woman."



"It's not about teaching you to be his woman, baby," I pointed out. "I'm his woman. He needs to teach you how to be the woman of a sexually dominant man and submit your desires to his so that you experience pleasure when you pleasure him. I hope you can be as your grandmother and I are. All we need is our man's dick ejaculating inside us, and we orgasm. That makes our man feel powerful and loved, and it makes us feel good because we're loved."
"Yes, Mom," Kristy exasperatedly said. "Granny has been teaching me and says I'm ready."
"I just hope your father is," I said apprehensively.
"You're not backing out of our plan, Mom. Are you?"
I pulled my daughter close and ground my thigh against her blazing pussy, "It's tonight or never," I replied as I heard her voice hitch. "And never is not an option!"
Kristy rolled onto her back and spread her luscious thighs, "Taste me, Mom," she pleaded. "I'm so excited about tonight that I can barely think!"
I moved until my mouth grazed my daughter's silky smooth pudenda and placed petite, teasing kisses around her clit and slit. Kristy groaned and lifted her hips, trying to achieve firmer contact. Giggling, I rose with her and continued my light touch.
"Mom!" Kristy growled, grabbing a handful of my gorgeous black hair and trying to force my mouth onto her pussy.
I giggled and ignored her pulls. Kristy started mewling as she pleaded for me to taste her sweet young pussy. I waited until she was almost screaming with frustration before I smacked her clit hard with my fingers. She yelped, and I latched onto her clit, powerfully sucking as I lashed it with my tongue. As I'd hoped, Kristy slammed a pillow over her face and squealed as a bone-rattling orgasm blasted through her.
"Do you need something, Mom?" Kristy sighed when she came down.
"No," I tittered. "Your father's hornier than he was during our honeymoon. Not that I'm complaining!"
Kristy playfully pulled my nightie straps down and flicked my thick nipples. "You're an insatiable little Mommie slut," she teased. Waiting for that word to set me flying again.
I grabbed hers and twisted hard before saying, "I can control that now," I replied as Kristy yelped. "Now, my darling little daughter slut, are you ready for tonight?"
"Explain how it'll work again, please, Mom?"
"Same as the other times, baby," I replied. "I want you to wear something very revealing and tease your father until he's leaking precum. Then I'll firmly chastise him and send him to our bed. When he's there, I'll confess that I've only tied him because I want to reward him for being so good to me since we reconciled. Then I'll say I'm getting his treat and bring you in.
"Then I'll tease him about his 'treat' being a virgin and wanting Sean to be her first. You can suck him until he cums in your mouth, and then, when you get him hard again, you can straddle him and impale yourself on his cock. How does that sound?"
"When will you reveal it's me?"
"I'll play it by ear, honey," I replied. "But not until he's close to cumming inside you."
"And there's no way I can get pregnant?" Kristy fearfully asked.
"No, honey. Sean took all the checks afterwards and is one hundred percent safe!"
"Okay," she said happily. "I should work on my project, so I'll see you for dinner."
I had time to spare, so I walked to where Sean was. I pecked his cheek and smiled lovingly as I passed him but kept quiet because I knew he was concentrating on his work. Kristy joined us a little later, and we worked through our various tasks.
At six o'clock, I logged out of my computer, having completed one unit and started on another. I wasn't sure how many I'd have to cook for because Johnny hadn't mentioned his plans. However, he'd usually tell me if he would be home, so I assumed it would be just the three of us. I had steaks defrosted in the fridge. Enough to feed ten if Johnny turned up with Gina, Phil, Freddy and Caoimhe. Being Saturday, I assumed Siobhan would be working, but having two extra steaks was fine. If they weren't used tonight, I'd do them for my man's breakfast tomorrow. I barely got the meat from the fridge when my phone rang.
"Hey, Mom,"
"Hey, Johnny," I replied.
"Okay to bring some extras for dinner?"
"Sure," I answered. "How many am I cooking for?"
"The whole gang, except Siobhan, Mom," Johnny advised.
That meant Charmaine and Jennifer, too, so I had the right amount of steaks without halving some and adding something else.
"What time?" I asked.
"We'll be there shortly, so whenever you get it done."
"Okay, baby," I responded. "See you when you get here.
I put the phone down and returned to washing potatoes. Once I washed enough, I cut them into wedges, seasoned them with chicken salt, rosemary-flavoured olive oil and garlic flecks and put them in the oven. I kept the temperature high for the first ten to fifteen minutes so the skins turned crispy and then turned it down to ensure they'd cook through.
Once I had the wedges on, I seasoned the steaks with a dry rub of rock salt, smoked paprika, onion powder, garlic powder, dried oregano, coarsely ground black pepper, light brown sugar and ground cumin. Leaving the rub to soak in, I boiled eggs and diced tomatoes, carrots and cheese to add to the premixed salad I had in the veggie crisper.
I waited to see who walked into the kitchen first because it'd be better to do the steaks all at once on the outdoor barbeque, and my men were better at using that than me. Sean and Kristy joined me first, so Sean got cooking duties.
Kristy went upstairs to change, so I poured a wine for myself and brought Sean a beer. We chatted amiably as Sean flipped the steaks. The crowd arrived in three separate cars shortly after Sean began searing the steaks, and my house was filled with the joyous sounds of happy, young people.
Phil and Caoimhe walked out to the patio first, holding hands. I grinned at them and received twin hugs and kisses in return.
"How's the new family dynamic working?" Sean asked Phil and Caoimhe after I'd gotten them drinks.
"We're closer than we've ever been," Caoimhe answered. "I'd moved out and in with Phil and Siobhan because Mom and Dad couldn't handle what we were, but now I'm living with them again. That gives Phil and Siobhan space to be a couple."
"Siobhan's pregnant," Phil proudly announced. "We're marrying on February 6, with the baby due in July."
I hugged him again before Sean did the same. "Congratulations," we said together.
Caoimhe theatrically sighed before saying, "And this old spinster will continue trudging towards her grave alone!"
I laughed and spanked her tight buns before saying, "Eighteen is not old, Missy. I take it there's no one special yet?"
"Not unless you're planning on divorcing Uncle Sean and coming to the dark side," she teased.
"You're exclusively lesbian, Caoimhe?" Sean asked.
"Hell no," Caoimhe replied. "I'm bisexual with a strong preference for women." Then she joked. "But when the mood takes me, I love cock almost as much as your wife does!"
"It must be a constant craving, then," my husband kidded.
"Oi!" I teasingly snapped. "I resemble that remark!"
Through the glass patio door, I saw that Johnny, Gina, Charmaine, and Jennifer were in an animated discussion with Kristy. I looked around and saw Freddy standing to the side, looking calf-eyes at Kristy. Clearly, he was infatuated with my daughter but was too shy and diffident to attract her attention.
I wondered what I could do to help him because I thought he'd match well with Kristy. He'd undoubtedly treat her like the princess Kristy thought she was, but, like me, she'd need a man with a firm hand to correct her course when she wavered. Currently, at least, that wasn't Freddy.
Johnny laughed and hugged his sister before he and the girls came outside. Freddy hung around, hoping Kristy would notice him. She did, but only to use him as a packhorse to bring beer and wine for everyone as she went upstairs.
When Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine walked onto the patio, I noticed they wore similar neck jewellery, almost collars. I figured it was a current trend and ignored the anomaly.
Around five minutes later, Kristy walked out onto the patio, and even my eyes widened. She wore a Bae, draped collar chain, backless, metallic halter dress. Its pink colouring contrasted beautifully with her olive complexion, and it clung to her firm 16-C breasts gorgeously. The hem barely covered her shapely ass and showed her sexy legs beautifully. Kristy had raided my closet and stolen my pink strappy wedge-heeled sandals. The lift these heels gave her emphasised her calves and made her sexy bottom pop.
Carrying her father's beer, Kristy sinuously crossed to her father and, in a sultry voice, said, "I brought you another beer, Dad."
"Thanks, baby," Sean said, accepting the can and trying to keep his eyes on his daughter's face.
In the same voice, Kristy battered her eyes and said, "I'll give you anything you want, Daddy." She touched his arm and lifted onto her toes to kiss his surprised lips softly. "Anything you want," she emphasised.
Sean glanced guiltily at me before turning back to the grill and announcing, "The steaks are ready, so grab a plate and a steak. Katie has wedges and salad inside."
Because the night was warm, we took a steak and went inside to get wedges, sour cream, sweet chilli sauce and salads before gathering around our barbeque table. We were short two chairs, so Johnny grabbed a pair of kitchen chairs to make up the spaces.
I held my spot beside Sean until everybody sat, then relinquished it to Kristy and moved beside Freddy where she'd been. When she sat, Kristy cut her steak into bite-sized portions and put her knife down. Her hand quickly found the inside of her father's thigh.
Sean coughed and removed her hand, but Kristy shook him off and returned her hand to his inner thigh. Rather than making a scene, Sean decided to leave her hand there. I giggled to myself, realising Kristy's and my plan was on track because I could see Sean's severely tented trouser front.
Sitting beside Freddy meant I naturally fell into a conversation with him. I quickly learnt that he was intelligent and witty. We talked about his aborted attempt at an AFL career. He self-deprecatingly admitted his career 'failed to launch' when he wasn't drafted. He explained that not being drafted devastated him, and he hadn't even touched a football since.
Discussing that time with him established that it was a seminal moment in his young life and had greatly affected his self-confidence. Sean and I were never close with Freddy's parents like we were with Phil's. Nor had we been close with small-dicked Frank's parents. It seemed Freddy's father was domineering and controlling and held his son's failure to secure an AFL contract as a slur on him. According to Freddy, his father stated that he'd always known Freddy was a useless no-account and wasn't surprised he'd failed.
The more I chatted with him, the more I thought he'd be a perfect match for my daughter, assuming he could get past his issues with his domineering father and become a self-confident, dominant man. I thought again about taking him as a lover and showing him how to be a man to a sexually submissive woman. I decided to talk to Sean about it after I'd completed my plan for my daughter's defloration.
The night progressed beautifully. Conversation flowed as everyone laughed and chatted with everyone else. I felt happy and proud that my children wanted to spend time with us, even more so that their friends were comfortable in our presence. It seemed incredible that Johnny and Kristy's friends treated Sean and me more as friends than their friend's parents. Of course, it helped that I'd been intimate with everyone there and that Sean had been intimate with every woman except his daughter. An omission I hoped to fix later tonight.
Around ten o'clock, Johnny announced he and the girls were going to bed. Phil grinned and said he and Caoimhe would head home to wait for Siobhan to return. Bemused, I watched my son guide his 'harem' to his room. It left Sean, Kristy and me. I used my eyes to indicate Kristy should leave her father and me alone. She took the hint and theatrically yawned before stating she was going to bed.
Sean helped me stack the dishes into the washer. Once they were in and the dishwasher was on, I decided to change my plan. I thought 'punishing' Sean for getting aroused by his daughter was counterproductive. Instead, I asked, "Do you remember that friend I brought to our bed who wanted you to be her first?" Sean nodded, and I added, "Because you've been so good to me, I asked if she wanted to visit tonight." Suppressing my grin, I watched my husband's cock spring instantly erect. "She's still incredibly shy," I ventured. "That means I'll have to tie you to our bed before she'd be comfortable playing."
You promised to remove the blindfold so I can see who she is!" Sean protested.
"And I'll keep that promise," I averred. "But you need to obey her desires until I decide she's ready, okay?"
Sean eagerly nodded and rushed me upstairs. Seconds later, he pumped delightfully into my juicy pussy. I closed my eyes and imagined my daughter's sweet, virgin pussy descending onto her father's rampantly erect cock. I moaned as my imagination saw Kristy's hymen blood splash on her father's abdomen as her hymen gave way to Sean's thick cock.
I screamed as my orgasm hit, and I felt Sean about to erupt into me. "Hold it for your virgin lover, Sean," I demanded.
Groaning, Sean summoned his resistance and forced his imminent orgasm to desist.
My phone dinged, indicating I had a message. Controlling my urge to giggle, I straight-facedly said, "That will be your treat at our front door. Let me tie you up, and I'll go and get her."
Sean eagerly slid out of me and rolled onto his back, extending his feet and arms to the bed's corners. Realising that Sean hadn't removed them, I quickly tied him using the binds I'd used earlier. I placed the blindfold on his eyes when he was bound to the bed.
I then went through my usual routine of opening and shutting our front door, pretending I'd let someone in. When I'd returned upstairs, Kristy waited for me, completely naked. I grinned and hugged her as we exchanged a passionate kiss.
"Ready to become a woman, baby?" I quietly asked.
"Yes!" Kristy unequivocally stated. "Let's do this!"
I opened the door and led us inside as I said, "Your virgin, but willing slut, wants you, Sean. Shall I let her suck you?"
"Yes!" Sean stated firmly.
"Oh, I don't know," I teased. "She's at least attracted to me as she is to you. I think I should make love to her first. That way, she'll be able to compare making love to a woman versus a man."
"Gawd, Katie," was all my husband could say.
Kristy and I exchanged grins before I said, "Your treat is the same age as your daughter, Sean. Meaning she's eighteen. Do you want to listen as I lick her sweet, young pussy?"
"Lawd. Katie," Sean moaned, "Of course I do!"
Kristy leant against her father and lifted her knees. She pulled her heels against her curvy bottom and spread her knees, exposing her hot, dripping pussy to my avid gaze.
"Oh, baby," I gushed. "Her pussy looks so sweet and delicious. She's wet, honey. So wet she's dripping onto our bed. I want to taste her, Sean. Shall I taste your delectable little treat?"
"Lawd, yes, Katie. Please, though, I want to watch!"
"She's shaking her head, Sean, because she's still too shy. Let me get her really hot, and then maybe she'll let you see."
Sean groaned a long, drawn-out "Gawd!" as he imagined what I was about to do.
"Here I go, baby," I cooed. "She's holding her pussy lips open because she wants me to drink her juices. Hmm, I think I will. Just a little taste. Oh, yes, honey. She tastes so sweet. Don't you wish you could taste her?"
"Fuuuuccck!" My husband moaned as his cock exploded, shooting jism onto his daughter's back.
"Naughty boy," I teased. "You made a mess!"
At my gesture, Kristy knelt and cleaned Sean's cum from his chest and stomach.
"Who's cleaning me, Katie?" Sean begged to know.
"Who do you want it to be?" I asked seductively.
"Sean grinned and replied, "There's only one safe answer to that question! You, my darling wife, of course!"
Giggling, I told him it was his 'little treat', and then I described how I was licking his cum off her back and playing with her sweet little pussy as I did.
I wanted Sean to have at least one more orgasm before I let my daughter suck him off because, although I wished him to be horny, I didn't want him urgently needing to cum. If he erupted into Kristy before he broke her cherry, it would cause problems for them both. I knew my husband well, though, and figured he would maintain control, especially if I goaded him about cumming too soon.
To add to my tease, I said, "Oh, Sean! Some of your man goo has dripped onto your treat's butt cleft. Hmm, I think I might lick it off. Oh, my! Now that I've spread her curvy cheeks, I can see the cum has run onto her tiny star. Should I lick it off, baby? Should I tongue her little chocolate star?"
I indicated to Kristy that she should grasp her father's penis and jack it. She grinned widely and eagerly took it in her hand.
"Hmm," I teased. "Her little hole flutters as I touch it with my tongue, Sean. I think I'll wet my finger and slide it in her little rosebud." Sean moaned and then jumped as I pushed my finger into his mouth. "Make my finger wet, baby. Make it moist, and I'll rim her little asshole."
Sean moaned as he swiftly ran his tongue around my finger, ensuring it was soaking wet.
I pretended to finally notice that Kristy had his cock in her hand. "Oh!" I gasped. "The naughty minx has your cock in her hand. Does it feel good, baby? Does her soft, petite hand feel good on your hard shaft? I know! I'll get her to lick your big balls, okay?"
Sean moaned again as his hips rose off the bed, trying to fuck Kristy's gripping hand. Kristy looked at me wide-eyed before she lowered her head and softly ran her tongue over her father's meaty balls. Sean immediately groaned and lost control, his cock spurting ropes of his thick goo into the air. Some of it landed on Kristy's hair.
"Tsk, Tsk," I chided. "That's twice you've lost control. If you can't maintain better control than that, I'll be very disappointed in you! You're supposed to be showing your young treat what it means to serve a dominant man sexually! Instead, you're cumming every two minutes like an unschooled teenager!"
Sean blushed and mumbled that he'd do better from now on.
Kristy and I shared a grin before I said, "What's that? Are you sure? No, I mean, are you really sure? You can only give it away once. Shouldn't you save it for your wedding night?" Kristy looked at me nonplussed, sure I'd lost my mind. But I grinned and winked before saying. "Sean, your treat is still a virgin, as I've told you before. She wants you to be her first. I'm not sure if it's a good idea. What do you think?"
"I think it's up to her with your permission, Katie," Sean replied as his cock quickly lengthened and stiffened.
"Your throbbing cock calls you a liar, Sean," I growled, trying not to giggle. "You miss taking cherries. Before we married, you collected them like other kids collected footy cards!" I mimed taking a cock in my mouth for Kristy's benefit.
"I wasn't that bad!" Sean protested."
"Yes, you were!" I teased. "I gladly gave you mine, baby, so stop worrying that you're in trouble." I moved so I could kiss him. I whispered, "I want to watch, Sean. I want to see your big cock sliding into a virgin pussy. You want to, right?
"Of course, Katie," Sean answered. "But not if it will hurt or upset you."



"Sean, I swear that I want to watch, okay?" I shifted and lowered my ragingly hot pussy onto his arm. "See?"
I nodded to Kristy, and she opened her mouth, ready to suck her father inside.
"Gawd, Katie," Sean moaned as my squelching pussy pressed on his forearm. He tried to complete his thought, but his daughter swallowed his entire cock with one quick motion. Whatever he meant to say was lost in a gutturally groaned, "Oh my Gawd!"
Rubbing my fingers lightly over his nipples, I grinningly said, "She's good, isn't she? I've been teaching her how to deep-throat."
I hadn't, but her grandmother had. But Sean didn't need to know that just yet.
Kristy worked her father until his hips rose and fell, trying to fuck her mouth. I'd knelt on the floor behind so I could tongue her entrance and little star, ensuring she'd be as wet and turned on as possible before trying to take her father's cock.
Listening to Sean's groans, I knew if my daughter kept blowing him, Sean would cum again. I tapped her back. Kristy looked back, and I gestured her closer. "It's time, baby," I whispered into her ear.
Kristy moved over Sean's body eagerly and straddled his hips, staying upright on her knees, ready to lower her virgin pussy onto her father's throbbingly erect cock.
"What's happening, Katie?" Sean worriedly asked.
"You're about to take your treat's virginity, Sean," I informed him. "I'll hold your cock and guide you into her as she lowers herself onto your cock. I want you to hold still until I tell you it's okay to move. Understand?"
"I understand, but are you both sure this is how you want to do it?" Sean replied.
I glanced at Kristy to see her vigorously nodding her head.
"She wants it, Sean," I assured him.
"Can I please take the blindfold off and watch?" Sean pleaded.
"No", I denied. "She's shy and doesn't want you to know who she is. That way, she won't be embarrassed when she sees you after tonight."
"You mean she comes to our house regularly?" Sean gasped, trying to work out who his mysterious lover could be.
"You'll see her around the house tomorrow, for sure," I told him, trying to keep the smile from my words.
Sean gasped but didn't speak.
"Ready?" I asked.
Sean and Kristy nodded, so I wrapped my hand around my husband's thick cock and held it so it pointed at the ceiling. Kristy smiled, excited she was finally losing what I knew was a burden to her. She slowly sank until she felt the head of her father's cock nestled against her entrance. I wiped Sean's cock back and forth a few times to ensure it was lubricated with her juices and then nodded.
Kristy hesitated as she felt her father's penis pressing on her hymen. She was fearful, but I knew it would only be a thin, flimsy barrier at her age because it would have mostly atrophied. She raised her eyes to me, and I smiled in encouragement. My daughter took a deep breath and determinedly pressed down. She gasped slightly as her hymen shredded and her father's cock slid inside her. She didn't stop until she'd taken his entire length.
I could see she wanted to speak, but I hushed her because I knew her father had clamped tightly down on his arousal to ensure there were no accidents. I wanted Sean to be on the cusp of an orgasm and desperate to cum before I revealed he was fucking his daughter.
"You did it, Sean," I cooed. "You deflowered your virgin lover. How does it feel, baby? How does her sweet, tight, young cunt feel around your big, stiff cock?"
"She's so hot, wet and tight, Katie!" Sean exclaimed. "Please, I have to see who it is?"
"She still says no, Sean. She'd be embarrassed if you knew it was her when she saw you around the house again."
"May I hold her hips?" Sean asked.
I thought about it and changed my plans. I was going to wait until Sean began to climax and rip his blindfold off when it was too late for him to stop ejaculating, but I had what I thought was a better idea.
"Only if you swear not to take your blindfold off," I answered, and Sean nodded.
I undid Sean's wrist ties, and he immediately placed his hands on his daughter's womanly hips. Of course, now that Sean's hands were free, there was no reason to leave his feet tied, so I undid them, too. Sean moved his feet together, held his lover's hips and encouraged her to ride him. Kristy figured it out quickly and soon slid up and down her father's rigid pole delightedly. She bit her bottom lip to prevent her moans, which would probably give away who she was.
"May I touch your breasts," Sean asked.
Kristy grabbed his big hands and moved them onto her large C-cup breasts. Sean gently squeezed her luscious mounds as he lightly strummed her puffily erect nipples. With her father's talented hands on her nipples, Kristy's arousal moved swiftly towards its crest. Her hips frantically moved as she rode Sean hard, her breath coming in gasped pants.
Suddenly, her orgasm hit, and my daughter squealed as her first orgasm on a cock blasted through her. I kissed her proudly and whispered to keep riding. She did, and her eyes opened wide as she realised she was cresting again. Kristy shuddered and moaned as another intense orgasm rattled through her sexy body.
"Keep your blindfold on, Sean," I demanded. "But you need to roll your treat onto her back and fuck her into submission before you fill her sweet little cunt."
"Gawd, Katie!" Sean groaned as he carefully rolled his 'treat' over. I had to help Kristy pull her legs out so she could lie comfortably.
Sean held her close and tilted his head to offer a kiss. Kristy glanced toward me, so I smiled and nodded. She locked her lips lovingly to her father's before moaning as he slowly pumped into her.
"How does she feel, Sean?" I asked as I fingered my clit, excited by the erotic spectacle before me.
"So hot, tight and wet that I can't stand it, Katie," Sean moaned. "She feels incredible under me, and her pussy grips me deliciously."
"Do you want to cum in her sweet little cunt, Sean?"
"Gawd, yes, Katie," Sean groaned, pumping harder as he lost control of his arousal.
"She wants you to, Sean," I informed him. "She wants to feel your thick seed squirting inside her, filling her tight, little pussy."
"Then I will," my husband said as he closed in on his climax.
Stifling a grin, I said, "Not until you make her cum and scream her orgasm first!"
"That's cruel, Katie," Sean groaningly protested as he forced his impending orgasm down.
"Show her how to serve a dominant man, Sean," I demanded. "Fuck her until she screams in ecstasy."
Sean stopped diffidently making love to our daughter, and as a father should when tasked with showing his daughter how to serve her man with her body, he began fucking her. Sean moved onto his knees and slid his right hand under Kristy's luscious ass. Then, holding her hips off the bed, Sean thrust vigorously into her. Next, he shifted his left hand onto her firm left breast and pinched her nipple.
"You're my slut now," he growled. "Show your man what a slut you are, and cum for him!" He squeezed his daughter's nipple viciously as he twisted and pulled it.
"Fuuuuuucccckkkk!" Kristy screamed as she peaked and threw herself off her orgasm's peak. "Fuuuuuucccckkkk!" She howled as another climax shattered through her. Then she grunted, "Fuck, fuck, fuck," as her body spasmed on her father's rock-hard, vigorously-thrusting cock.
"Here it comes, my little slut!" Sean growled as he jammed his cock into Kristy's pussy and froze with all his muscles locked.
I waited for his first grunt, indicating he'd blasted cum into our daughter and pulled his blindfold off.
He looked down in time to see and hear his daughter scream, "Fuck me, Daddy!"
"Kristy!" Sean exclaimed. "Oh, Gawd, Kristy! I love you, baby girl. Oh, Gawd, my darling girl, I can't believe it's you! Take it, baby girl. Take your Daddy's cream in your tight little cunt."
Sean grunted four more times as he blasted his daughter full of cum.
I worriedly waited until Sean and Kristy came down from their combined orgasms. But Kristy held her father's head and wept as she covered his face with kisses.
"Thank you, Daddy," she gushed. "Thank you, Thank you, Thank you. Thank you for making me a woman. Thank you for teaching me how to serve my man. I love you, Daddy!"
"I love you, too, Bunny," Sean said, calling her a pet name he hadn't used since she was twelve and had admonished him that she wasn't a child anymore.
Kristy turned and held her hand out, "Mom!" She called. "I need you!"
Sobbing tears of happiness, I took my daughter's hand.
Sean looked sheepishly at me before checking, "This is what you wanted, isn't it, Katie?"
I pretended to huff, "Well, husband, it would have been better if you'd done your familial duties and initiated your daughter's transition to womanhood yourself instead of me having to trick you into doing it. But, yes, Sean, this is what I've wanted since your daughter came to me and asked for my help to seduce you."
"I'd have never done it without you doing it like this," Sean admitted as he lovingly held our gorgeous daughter. "The other times you brought a 'treat' to our room, that was Kristy, too, right?"
"It was," I admitted as Kristy giggled against her Daddy's chest, her hands idly playing through his chest hair.
Sean squeezed Kristy tight before kissing her cheek. "Am I allowed to do this again, Bunny?" He asked.
"I'm a bit sore, Daddy," Kristy said. "Worth it to feel as good as you made me feel, but it's a bit stingy now."
Sean chuckled before saying, "I mean, other than this one time, Bunny."
"That depends on you, Sean," I interrupted. "Was the roulette wheel a one-off, or can I make love to our son again?"
"You didn't make love to our son," Sean kidded. "He fucked you as you screamed through an orgasm like the slut you are!"
"He filled your wife with his cum, Sean," I countered. "Are you sure you're okay with that?"
"I just filled your daughter with my cum, Katie," Sean replied. "Are you sure you're okay with that?"
"Yes," I averred. "But if I see any sign that you prefer fucking our daughter to me, I'll cut your balls off and feed them to you."
"Deal!" Sean exclaimed. He sat up, lifting Kristy with him, swung his feet onto the floor and stood carrying Kristy. He said, "Come on, Katie. Help me wash our daughter, and then she and I will take care of your dripping pussy.

The End of Part 10.

Coming in the future —Chapter 11: Return to The Chateaux.
Epilogue. Readers, even though the inspiration for describing my adventures continues strongly, I feel the need to investigate other characters inhabiting this story's peripheries. Therefore, it may be some time before I explain what happened the morning following Sean's defloration of our daughter.
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Androgeny.

Chapter 1: Great Falls, Montana.
Dustin Martens woke. Every sense he had, other than his eyes and ears, screamed there was someone in his room. Keeping his eyes slitted so the intruder would believe he still slept, he listened and searched the room for what had woken him. He didn't dare move in case the intruder realised he was awake. However, his eyes and ears found nothing.
So, sighing as if he'd become uncomfortable in the position he was in, Dustin moved so that he could search the rest of the room. But no matter where he looked, there was nothing to see or hear, yet still, his senses screamed that there was an intruder.
Dustin began to move again, but as he searched the darkened corners, an arm slipped around his throat and gripped tightly. Then, as he felt a large, firm breast push against his cheek and the tip of something sharp press against the skin under his ear, a woman whispered, "Shut up and hold still. Don't make me cut you!" Then the woman's voice demanded, "Remember who you are! They're here to kill you. If you don't remember who you are, we both die!"
"Who the fuck are you?" Dustin quietly hissed, keeping his voice low despite thinking this was a dream or a case of mistaken identity.
"Your mother."
"Mum?" Dustin questioned, knowing the size and strength of the woman holding him down meant it wasn't his mother, Lucy. "What are you doing?"
"I'm not your 'mum'," the voice corrected. "I'm your mother. You were expelled from my vagina more than three thousand years ago."
Despite the knife held to his cheek, Dustin replied, "I turned eighteen yesterday. What on earth are you talking about?"
"Fuck!" The woman swore. "You assimilated your chosen personality completely, didn't you? You didn't retain your previous memories when you assumed this body and became this person totally."
"Lady, I have no idea what the fuck you're talking about," Dustin quietly snarled, still heeding her demand to be quiet.
"Remember!" The woman repeated. "Remember, or die, and kill me with you!"
Dustin had no idea what the woman wanted, but he tried to do what she commanded, so he loosened the restraints on his memory and remembered. Suddenly, memories of hundreds, maybe thousands of lives coursed through his mind.
"Yes!" His 'mother' quietly crowed. "Remember the first. Forget those that came after, and remember who you are!"
An image formed in his subconscious --A woman: Tall, around 178 cm (5ft 8in), weighing about 56 kg (125 lbs). Black: So black as to shine like ebony. Lips: Full and pouting. Teeth: White, even and gleaming. Eyes: Dark brown, appearing black, with corneas gleaming even whiter than her teeth. Her eyes, nose, mouth and chin in perfect symmetrical sync. Breasts, waist and hips in perfect symmetry, 35-26-35.
Then a memory formed --Tall, muscled, her King's body lying dead and bloodied on the battlefield behind her, taking up the 'King's' headdress, then leading her warriors against the white slavers. She'd bested the best of the rest, her King the only one to have bettered her in battle on the night of their marriage, so her King's warriors followed her eagerly.
That day, this 'warrior-queen' led her tribe to victory, despite the odds stacked against them and ruthlessly slaughtered the white invaders as she ignored their pleas for mercy.
"Good!" His 'mother' whispered. "Now change!"
Unable to comprehend what she meant, Dustin did nothing.
Despairing, the woman said, "Change and fight. Remember, and we have a chance of getting out of here alive and keeping your family safe."
'Change?' Dustin thought.
But suddenly, he remembered the woman in his memory's name, प्रातः सूर्य (Morning Sun), and felt himself change. His body shortened from the 193 cm (6ft 4in) he was to 178 cm (5ft 8in). His weight plummeted from a podgy 96 kg (212 lbs) to 56 kg (125 lbs), and he could feel breasts, large but firm, forming on his chest as his 7-inch cock retracted and something else (?) appeared.
His mother fingered his newly formed 'button' and cried, "Yes!", then showed 'him', no, her, the weapons that she held. Taking the battle axe in her strong hands, Morning said, "Mother, what are we facing here?
"They've found you again, baby," दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning) answered, "It's time to fight to escape, then run again, and re-establish yourself elsewhere."
"Why don't we kill them and be done with it?"
"Because they can't be permanently killed. Every time we kill one, another gets added to their number, and they become stronger and faster than before. The last time they came for you, we barely escaped."
"Why do they want to kill me? I don't understand," Morning asked.
Day hissed, "Remember! You must remember!" Then she tweaked Morning's tits and fingered her button again.
'Were she and her mother intimate?' Morning wondered. She didn't think so, but there was a familiarity to her mother's caress, so maybe they were. What Morning did know was that as her sexual arousal grew, her memories strengthened, and she felt her mind, her psyche, becoming more attuned to the body she now inhabited.
Feeling her mind mesh with her memories, Morning answered her own question, "My ability to shapeshift! They believe I carry it in my blood and can harvest it from me if they kill me and drain me dry."
Knowing now, Morning asked the only question that mattered now, "How many and how long have we got?"
"Five, and they're here now," Day yelled as she dove apart from her daughter, creating a gap and two single targets for their attackers to aim for.
The bedroom door crashed in, and five hulking, ogre-sized men boiled into the room, their spears stabbing towards the bed. Morning contemptuously slapped the first two spears aside with her axe, shattering their shafts and rendering them temporarily useless. Her counter swing sheared an arm off one of her assailants and cut a thick gouge across another's stomach, spilling his entrails onto the floor.
At Day's shouted, "No!" Morning held back her killing blow and turned to face her third attacker. Day had laid one of the other two assailants out unconscious but seemed to be struggling to contend with her second as the close confines of the bedroom's corner were more suited to the stabbing spear than Day's swinging sword.
Not thinking, Morning swiftly spun and side-kicked Day's opponent in the back of the head, slumping him unconscious and forward onto Day's stabbing sword.
"Maraigh sinn, a shoithí, agus troid deich amárach! (Kill us, you bitches, and fight ten tomorrow!)", the final man shouted.
Ignoring him, Morning casually took off an arm and a leg before turning her back and walking out of the room, still proudly naked. Despite the damage to the man-like creatures in her bedroom, Morning knew that none of their wounds were fatal. However, it would take weeks, possibly months, before their limbs regrew and their injuries healed, and they could confront Morning and her mother again.
As was typical, after the adrenalin rush of the fight and the closeness of death, Morning was horny! Fortunately, a man she vaguely remembered as the father of the boy's body she had morphed from walked into the room demanding to know who she was, what she was doing naked in his home, and what the ruckus had been about.
Looking at her mother, Morning growled, "You'd think civilians would be grateful when you save their sorry asses, wouldn't you?"
Smiling, her libido also racing, Day answered, "I'm sure you can make him say sorry many times before day rises! But who shall I have to apologise to me?"
"He looks somewhat virile," Morning disparagingly stated. "Perhaps he has enough apology for us both."
Morning stalked across to... Greg! She remembered..., ready to pounce like a savannah cat on her prey. Terrified, Greg began backing up, mumbling that he was calling the cops. Morning never gave him the chance to. Like that remembered cat, Morning pounced on him and swiftly had him naked and on his back on the floor. Then, taking his solid, swiftly hardening tool in her strong hand. Morning straddled Greg and lowered her ragingly hot cunt onto it.
Day avidly watched her daughter taking the man as she slowly stroked her clit through her leather trousers. Day hoped the man was at least virile enough to last long enough for her to get some relief.
As Day watched her daughter ride the man, the woman Morning's assumed body called Lucy entered the lounge to see what had happened to her husband.
"Greg!" She shouted, shocked and outraged. "What the fuck are you doing?"
"He's fucking my daughter," Day pointed out as she avariciously studied the newcomer. Day, as she grabbed the woman, thought, 'Dick is better for quenching the raging fires of celebrating life after a struggle to the death, but a pussy and mouth will do.'
Her hands sure, Day swiftly removed the gown from Lucy's shoulders and dropped it to the floor, leaving Lucy naked and vulnerable. Then, taking Lucy's hand, Day pulled her close as she found Lucy's rapidly stiffening left nipple with her thumb and deftly strummed it, simultaneously kissing the middle-aged woman with every ounce of skill she had. Next, moving her hand from the middle of Lucy's back onto her slightly flabby ass, Day forced her knee between Lucy's thighs and rubbed her thigh over Lucy's clit.
"Stop, please." Lucy moaned, her enthusiastic sexual response to the aggressive leather-clad woman shocking her to the core.
"I'll stop after you've screamed my name in ecstasy at least three times," Day growled as she ran her right hand down between their bodies and onto Lucy's clit.
Shuddering, Lucy came. Her husband, who was at best an adequate lover, didn't seem to know she had a clit, let alone where to find it or what to do with it if he did.
Day didn't let up there, though. No! Not at all! Instead, she bent Lucy back until Lucy had to pull her feet up to prevent from being snapped in two. Then Day lowered Lucy onto the floor beside her husband, pulled Lucy's knees up and apart, and then pressed her mouth to Lucy's cunt, simultaneously forcing her fingers into Lucy's pussy and ass.
At the touch of Day's mouth on her clit, Lucy, despite her bewilderment, came again, her hands instinctively finding Day's short black hair and holding her tightly to her clit, terrified that Day would move and she'd lose this new sensation of orgasmic bliss. Lucy climaxed a third time as Day skilfully worked her fingers in and out of Lucy's cunt and ass and lashed her clitoris. The third orgasm was so intense that it seemed to Lucy that her vision exploded into rainbows and shooting stars, and she almost passed out.
Shuddering, Lucy was unaware that her husband, overcome by the vision of his wife having and enjoying lesbian sex beside him, had just cum inside Morning's delightfully tight pussy. However, he'd left Morning's raging desires unabated, so cursing, Morning moved off his softening cock and sat her cum filled cunt on his mouth.
"Eat!" Morning demanded as she forced her pussy against his mouth, preventing Greg from breathing.
Greg had never gone down on a woman before, although he expected Lucy to blow him when she had her 'monthly visitor', so he had no idea what to do. However, when Morning growled, "Eat, or suffocate and die!" Greg swiftly complied.
Fortunately for him, Morning was prepared to help and guide him, and he brought her to a small orgasm before Morning had gotten Greg hard enough to penetrate her again. Rolling onto her back and encouraging the man, who in her assumed body had been her father for eighteen years, between her legs, Morning guided him into her and snarled, "If you cum too soon again, I'm taking your dick with me when I leave!"
Now that Day had elicited three orgasms from her reluctant lover, she decided it was time for the slightly flabby woman to pleasure her. So, holding Lucy by a handful of her hair, Day undressed and rolled onto her back before forcing the woman's head between her thighs and onto her cunt.
"Lick, bitch," Day snarled.
After the pleasure the tall black woman had given her, Lucy eagerly obeyed, lapping enthusiastically but unskilfully at Day's pussy. Day pulled on Lucy's hair until the woman finally found her clitoris, then moaning encouragement, Day ground her pussy against Lucy's mouth, nearing a small but satisfying orgasm.
Many orgasms later, Morning and Day abandoned their lovers with commands to say that Morning's alter ego, Dustin, had left to travel America, and then they escaped Great Falls, Montana.
"Mother," Morning asked. "My memories are not complete. Who are we? What are we? And where are we going?"
"प्रातः सूर्य," Morning's mother said in her native Sanskrit tongue. "We must find a place where we can hole up for a time so you can meditate and remember who and what you are. You need to remember that we are not immortal but cannot die unless we suffer a mortal injury or illness or someone kills us."
Morning had taken her father's credit card when she and her mother left her parent's home. But it was too close and too soon to hole up in Great Falls, so using her memory of being Dustin Martens, Morning withdrew $2,000 from Greg's account and bought travel tickets to Boston, Massachusetts, before destroying the card and throwing the remnants away.
Fifty-six hours later, after two trains and one bus trip and passing through many towns and cities, Morning and Day arrived, stiff, sore, and exhausted in downtown Boston, Massachusetts. Checking the latest papers, Morning chose Dorchester for them to hide out in. Being black, the two women would pass unnoticed through the area. However, two women alone could also attract unwanted attention, so finding the local YWCA, Morning and Day, took a room with a solid deadlocked door. Then, lying top and tail on the narrow bed, they dropped into an exhausted slumber.
Chapter 2: Boston, Massachusetts.
Seventeen days later, their money nearly running out, Morning sat cross-legged on their shared small bed. Breathing slowly and deeply, Morning's mind delved deeply through her past. Through lives uncounted, years too numerous to count, and lovers beyond measure. Remembered families that were loved and lost. Friends made that had to be left behind lest they noticed she never aged. Children born that she watched age, wither and die so many times that she used her talents to prevent her body from creating another.
Her mother, Day, became increasingly nervous and restless as her daughter remained still, somnolent. Only rising to complete her daily ablutions or when Day placed food before her. Eventually, exasperated, Day growled, "My girl, you know we cannot remain here. We have no money and almost no food. We must move again, change our appearance, and find jobs."
With her eyes staring wanderingly into her past, Morning distantly replied, "It is not yet time. There is -- I have to -- change. There is..." Morning's voice faded, then returned strongly, "They're here!"
Her mother snatched her Talwar sword up and spun to face the door, "How many?" She asked as she gracefully moved her sword through the forms, preparing to fight.
Her voice distant again, Morning replied, "Not here, here. Here in Boston. They've followed our scent as far as the bus station but have lost it amongst the throng. No more than a day before they find us, though."
"Then we must away, my daughter," Day pleaded. "We cannot fight to kill, only fight to run. So we must avoid the fight and run now!"
"Almost, Mum," Morning distantly answered, her mind's eye searching through her past again. "I will meditate all night and be ready by morning." Then Morning's eyes focused with blazing intensity on her mother. "It is time to stop being the prey and hunt." Before Day could respond, Morning's eyes drifted to space again, and the soft, rumbling hum she'd uttered since she began meditating returned.
Sighing, Day squeezed herself into the small gap her daughter had left on the bed and tried to sleep. Day was deeply asleep, dreaming of her long-lost husband when Morning gripped her wrist firmly.
"Who was my father, Mum?" Morning asked as her eyes blazed in the room's darkness.
Confused, Day replied, "The old king, वृषभगर्जनम् (Bull Roaring). If you remember, your husband, गरुड स्वूपिंग (Eagle Swooping), challenged him for the chieftaincy. When Eagle defeated him, he became the king. You were perhaps fifteen."
"Yes, Mum," Morning exasperatedly replied. "Bull raised me, but who was my father?"
Day's already swarthy face darkened as an embarrassed blush suffused her face. "Your father and I tried for children many times and were unsuccessful. Bull should have taken another wife, but I knew the problem was with him because he'd visited with the widowed women many times, and none of them ever got pregnant. If word had gotten out that The Chief was unable to sire children, then the challengers would have come long before your husband."
"Who was my father, Mum?" Morning insisted.
"जले प्रकाशः स्फुरति (Light Sparkling on the Water)," Day reluctantly admitted.
"The Shaman?" Morning gasped.
"Light was a friend from childhood," Day explained. "I went to him with my problem, and Light offered to fix it. He read the bones and told me the day to visit him again. When that day arrived, I sent Bull and his warriors on a hunting trip and then visited The Shaman. When I left his tent, Light assured me I was pregnant."
"How did he make you pregnant, Mum?" Morning asked.
Day's blush deepened before she cast her eyes away and answered, "The same way you got pregnant, daughter."
"You fucked him?" Morning exclaimed.
"I know no other way to get pregnant, daughter. Do you?"
"What did you tell Dad?"
Day's eyes blazed, and she responded, "Nothing! When Bull returned from the hunt, I took him inside my body and made him spill his useless seed into me. A month later, I proudly announced to him that I was pregnant. Bull told the tribe afterwards. If you had been a son, Eagle would never have challenged your father for the chieftaincy."
"My powers?" Morning asked.
"A gift from The Shaman with help from the Gods, Morning. Unfortunately, the white slavers came before Light could fully train you in your gifts."
"They killed our Shaman first, Mum. He scared them, so they killed him."
"Because Light could kill them, Morning," Day explained. "Not temporarily slaughtering them, with two more to fight the following day. Kill them, so their souls were cast into the shadow from whence they came, left to burn for eternity."
"I have that power, Mum," Morning unequivocally stated, her eyes once again distant, exploring her memories and the cosmos. "It was nascent inside me, but I can feel it now. I know how to kill them! I believe that I can show you, Mum. I meant what I said. I'm tired of running, and it is time to hunt!"
Perplexed, Day looked at her daughter, "Three and a half thousand years, and now you find this inside you?"
"I have the gifts from The Shaman and The Gods, Mum. How do you explain being still alive and still being my protector all these years later?"
"I don't know," Day hesitatingly replied.
"Even though I didn't know I had the ability to do it, I decided in your womb that I needed you to protect me forever, and I shared the Shaman's and God's gifts with you. However, the only gift I shared was the gift of immortality. Immortal, unless we're killed."
Suddenly, Morning froze as her eyes blazed. "They've found where we are and will be here inside an hour."
"Then we run," Day stated as she began packing their meagre belongings.
"No!" Morning stated firmly. "There's an underpass on their route they will be loath to enter. That will make them tentative and slow. We will ambush them there, and I will despatch their sick souls back to the darkness."



"You're sure you can do that, daughter?" Day asked. "If you're wrong, we double their numbers the following day."
"Whether we run from four or eight, we run. But, if we continue only to kill when we have to, eventually, whichever direction we run will be towards more of them."
"Our tribe has run and hid for millennia, Morning. We may very well be the last living pure-blooded members of our clan of the Jarawa tribe. The rest have died or been killed to protect you and your gifts."
Derogatorily mimicking her mother, Morning sneered, "Three and a half thousand years, and you now tell me this?"
"You weren't ready to hear!" Day protested. "I've protected and nurtured you for three and a half millennia, Morning. I've had your back for all that time, and you dare talk to me so?"
Morning hugged her mother to show she'd been teasing. Stepping back, Morning said, "We need to change."
Day looked down at her tight leather pants and clinging leather top. Her strong leg muscles bulged against the leather, and her muscular arms were uncovered. "What's wrong with what we're wearing?" Day asked her similarly attired daughter.
Morning laughed and said, "Not our clothes, Mother."
"What do you mean, Morning?" Day asked. "You're the shapeshifter, not me."
"I can change us both," Morning stated confidently. "That will mean you won't have to hide in the shadows to protect me."
You're sure?" Day questioned.
"Yes, Mum," Morning asserted.
"It won't help," Day pointed out. "When they're close enough, the slavers hunt by smell, Morning. If we lie in wait for them, changing our appearance won't fool them."
"Then I shall change our scent, too, Day," Morning answered. "The Shaman's power is awakening inside me. I need more time to grow into my powers, so we change and then kill. When they're dead, we run again, change our bodies, including our scent, and hide until I can grow my powers."
"Let's do this then!"
Morning took Day's upper arms in her hands and growled, "Close your eyes, Mum. This will hurt."
Light glowed from Morning's eyes, forming a halo around her head. As she concentrated, the halo grew into a sphere enveloping Day's and her head. The sphere slowly expanded until Morning and her Mother were completely encased.
Twenty minutes later, Day crouched inside a rubbish bin. Shifting her trousers, Day tried to adjust her cock and balls so they weren't crushed inside her tight-fitting leather trousers. Using her sense of smell, she searched for the unmistakable old blood odour of the slavers. Day wasn't sure she'd be able to identify the scent over the rotting refuse that she'd emptied from the bin. Morning had hidden herself around the blind T-corner, waiting for her mother's signal.
Closing her eyes, Day shuddered as she remembered the intense pain from her shapeshift. She opened her eyes and looked down at her flat, muscled chest and taut stomach. Unconsciously, she slid her hand inside her trousers and fondled the thick, 7-inch cock nestled there, marvelling at her tight, golf ball-sized testicles. She recalled Morning waking her, standing, and spotting her reflection in the mirror. Amazed, Day had turned to see her daughter was taller and even more muscular than her.
Day's eyes, drawn by the magnificent man before her, dropped to her daughter's crotch, seeing a long, thick penis bulging against her daughter's pants. Day had unawarely licked her lips, thinking about riding that monster before her conscious mind reminded her that she had a dick, too, and that that 'man' was, in fact, her daughter.
Day's eyes opened. She hadn't smelt anything amiss, but the unmistakable sounds of feet furtively moving had slipped into her awareness. Now that her senses had awoken, the old blood aroma of slavers tickled her nose. She patiently waited until the sounds had passed her position before carefully opening the bin's lid enough to peer out.
Seeing that the slavers had passed her, Day quietly opened the bin and let the lid drop silently. Then, shrieking her war cry, Day leapt from the bin and attacked the slavers from behind. The huge roar that blasted from her chest surprised her. Day had expected her normal primal shriek, and this new masculine roar amazed even her.
Shocked and confused, the slavers turned to face this vicious, unexpected attack, and two of the five men went down before they could even raise a shield or mount a defence. However, Day, still concerned about killing the men and having to face twice their number the following day, had only hamstrung the two she'd attacked, leaving them alive but out of the fight. The three standing slavers turned and spread, preparing to attack Day from three directions if possible.
"Cá bhfuil do iníon fraochÚn? (Where is your whore daughter?)" The man Day assumed was the leader snarled.
"Behind you," Day smiled.
"An gceapann tú go bhfuil muid chomh dúr? (You think we are so stupid?)" The slaver asked.
"Yes," Day replied, her smile turning feral.
The man's returning grin turned into a scream as Morning Sun swung her battle axe, shearing his legs off at the knee. Morning's return swing opened the throats of the two men to the first two's right. Only mere seconds had passed since Day Dawning's roar. None of the men were dead, but the two with opened throats would quickly die without swift intervention.
With her eyes wide and fearful, Day pointed at the men and said, "These two will die in seconds. Tomorrow, we will face seven instead of five."
Day grinned at her mother before pulling out what looked like a simple kitchen paring knife. Before Day's stunned eyes, Morning buried the knife into the middle of the first throat cut slaver's forehead and levered out what appeared to be a small glass crystal. Flipping the knife upside down, Morning used the handle to smash the crystal. As soon as the crystal shattered, the slaver screamed before exploding into a dust storm and disappearing.
Morning quickly dispatched the second slaver with a throat injury the same way. The remaining three, silent but terrified, tried to crawl away. Morning casually, one by one, flipped them over and dug the crystals from their foreheads. Each crystal destroyed extinguished a slaver. They all disappeared in a gust of dust and wind.
When the last slaver disappeared, Morning stood. "I don't know about you, Mother, but I'm horny!" Morning stated as she walked toward the steps to the street above. She casually groped her mother's thickly erect cock as she passed her. "Looks like you are, too," she added before walking off. "There's a bar not far from here. Why don't we see if we can pick up?"
"I'm not sure a man will find me attractive dressed like this," Day Dawning mused.
"So, pick up a woman," Morning Sun indifferently suggested.
Walking casually through the crowded bar, Morning and Day made their way through to the bathrooms. Getting there, Morning realised just how badly her mother stunk. Pulling a face, Morning said, "Maybe you should head back to the unit and shower, Mother. You're a little... rank."
Upon sniffing herself, Day agreed. She left the bar and took the short ten-minute walk to the YWCA, where she and Morning were staying. Day's problems began when she tried to walk through the lobby and climb the stairs.
"Sorry," the staunchly built middle-aged woman manning the front counter said. "No visitors beyond the lobby."
"I'm staying here," Day explained before stepping towards the stairs.
"Why lie to me when the lie is so blatantly obvious?" The woman asked. "This is the YWCA. You want the YMCA, which is across the other side of town."
Thinking quickly, Day turned and affected a look of confusion before bursting into tears. Tears on a woman elicited sympathy and a desire to help. A man crying typically caused discomfort and a need to get away from the situation quickly. The large woman behind the counter was no different. Looking askance, she squirmed when Day wailed, "You're right. I'm sorry, but I smell bad, and I'm so tired. I was hoping I could shower and sleep in my friends Day and Morning's room until they come back."
Feeling extremely uncomfortable, the manager grabbed the Master key and a couple of towels before saying, "Come with me. I'll check out the showers, and if there's no one in them, I'll let you shower. As you shower, I'll run your clothes through a quick rinse and spin program and let you sleep in Day's and Morning's room. But if they say they don't know you, I'm calling the cops!"
Smiling at her subterfuge, Day agreed and followed the large woman up the stairs to the shower admiring the woman's large ass as it bounced and rippled. Luckily, as they usually were at this time of day, the showers were empty. The Y's manager let Day in and turned to say she'd wait outside until Day had passed her clothes through the door. Examining the powerfully built woman before her, Day felt her cock stiffen and lengthen. Debbie, the woman's name tag announced. Day let her eyes roll appreciatively over the woman's large breasts. Debbie's blouse fought a losing war to keep her G-cup breasts contained.
Debbie, of Irish-Catholic descent, turned and saw the powerfully built black man staring at her hungrily. Unable to control herself, Debbie's eyes dropped and saw the biggest cock she'd ever seen bulging against the man's tight, leather-covered crotch. Her nether regions moistening as she imagined kneeling and taking that monster in her mouth, Debbie licked suddenly dry lips and stuttered, "I'll wait outside."
Not answering, Day, her libido red-lining from tonight's earlier escapades, took Debbie's hand and pulled her close. Forcing her leg between Debbie's muscular thighs, Day rubbed her thigh against Debbie's clit and said, "I think you should shower with me, Debbie."
"I can't do that," Debbie protested, her body threatening to swoon. Debbie had mostly indulged in lesbian relationships. Not because she was gay but because she couldn't attract the type of man she wanted. She intimidated guys and mostly finished with mommie boys who wanted her to protect them. Debbie didn't want that. No, what Debbie wanted was a man strong enough to make her submit. To take a handful of her long, lustrous, red hair and force her onto her knees. Then she wanted that man to slowly force his thick cock down her throat until she gagged. Debbie's fantasies were about to come true.
Day turned Debbie until Day could reach the bathroom's door lock. She locked the door with an emphatic click. "Kneel," Day demanded as she pulled Debbie down. Only mildly protesting, the staunch woman sank to her knees. "Take me out," Day commanded. Debbie, her hands shaking nervously, complied. Day's cock sprung free and hit Debbie's surprised cheek. A soft moan of desire escaped Debbie's lips. "Suck it," Day demanded, pulling Debbie's head closer to her straining cock.
Looking submissively up at the muscular black man above her, Debbie wrapped her hand around Day's shaft, opened her mouth and guided Day's throbbing member inside. Day groaned, and her head tipped back in appreciation. Day's hand tightened on the back of Debbie's head, and Day began to slowly force her entire length into Debbie's sucking and slurping mouth. Debbie gagged when Day's cock hit her reflex. But this was what she wanted--what she'd ached for for all her adult life. Swallowing quickly, Debbie coughed around Day's cock and allowed the rest of Day's shaft down her throat.
There's a good little submissive slut," Day cooed as she held Debbie's head and jaw and began face fucking her.
Debbie choked but sucked gamely, swirling her tongue over Day's cock's head when it pulled far enough back. Her right hand left Day's enormous cock and moved between her thighs, and she manipulated her clit through her pants as she revelled in the sensation of completely submitting to another. Debbie continued sucking and slurping until, with a loud roar, Day's cum exploded from her cock and splashed down Debbie's throat. Pushing on Debbie's forehead, Day grabbed her erupting shaft and jacked it, squirting semen all over the middle-aged woman's face.
Coming down, Day smiled down at the kneeling woman, "You're a disgrace," she grinned. "Strip off and get in the shower with me."
"Yes, Sir," Debbie meekly said, undoing her blouse buttons and peeling it off her shoulders.
Day watched Debbie's massive melons dropping into view, and her cock immediately lengthened and stiffened again. Unable to wait, Day pulled the large woman to her feet, turned and shoved her against the sink, causing Debbie to bend at her hips. Ripping Debbie's pants and underwear down, Day smacked the woman's muscular ass before reaching around and mauling Debbie's ginormous tits and silver dollar-sized nipples. Debbie moaned and pushed back and Day's strainingly erect cock, not caring which of her fuck holes the powerful man took.
"Cunt first," Day muttered, aware that Debbie didn't care. "Later, you can ride me with my cock in your arse." Holding her cock's massive base, Day positioned its head at Debbie's entrance. Unfamiliar with the action, Day struggled to complete the penetration. Frustrated, Debbie reached back and repositioned Day's cock, then she pushed back, and Day's cock slid into her. "Good slut," Day purred, quickly working out how to firmly pump her hefty sex partner.
"Pinch my nipples," Debbie pleaded as Day fucked her firmly.
Happy to oblige, Day reached around and cupped Debbie's enormous boobs. Searching across them, Day found Debbie's sizeable nipples and viciously squeezed them between her thumbs and forefingers. With a shriek, Debbie climaxed, her frothy pussy fluids flowing over Day's balls. Unable to control herself, Day grunted and unloaded into Debbie's cunt.
Shuddering with short hunches, Day came into Debbie several more times before she sagged against the large woman's back. After resting there momentarily, Day dreamily suggested that they actually moved to the shower. Debbie, who expected Day to immediately send her from the room because that had always been her previous experience, smiled happily as she held Day's hand and walked into one of the shower booths.
The showers at this Y were communal, with no partitions between the nozzles. This meant there was plenty of room for the tall, muscular Day and the amply-sized Y manager. Knowing what Debbie needed, Day handed Debbie the soap and held her arms wide, allowing Debbie to wash her. The cleaning finished with Debbie kneeling before Day and sucking her enormous cock again. This time, Debbie's fingers flew over her clitoris as she gobbled delightedly on Day's throbbing erection. When Day climaxed, Debbie moaned as an orgasm swept over her.
Helping Debbie to her feet, Day passionately kissed her before saying, "Close up the front counter and join me in your rooms behind it. It's time for you to take my cock in your ass and ride it."
"Yes, Sir," Debbie acquiesced before walking quickly from the shower, picking up Day's leather outfit as she left.
Day luxuriated under the steaming hot water for a few moments longer, reliving the fight in the underpass. She marvelled at how her daughter had dug out and smashed the glass-looking crystals from the slavers' foreheads. More amazing was how the slavers' bodies immediately turned to dust and blew away. It was as if all the years those man-looking creatures had lived had caught up with them all at once, and they'd become the dust they should have been when their natural life cycle had passed, and they'd died, or if they'd died forever when previously killed.
Wondering what her daughter would want to do next, Day's thoughts shifted to the amply proportioned woman waiting for her in the manager's lodgings. Day smiled as her newly found cock lengthened and hardened. Shutting off the water, Day quickly dried, anticipating how Debbie's ass would feel, sliding down her recently acquired shaft. Day walked past the front counter, and smiled when she saw the closed sign. Opening the door and entering the apartment, Day smiled wider when she saw a naked Debbie kneeling submissively before her bed, eagerly awaiting her new dominant's arrival.
Meanwhile, back at the bar, Morning was unsuccessfully trying to pick up a series of women. Morning was unused to being on this side of the dance. Typically, as a woman, she was used to men trying to pick her up. Her need to remain anonymous meant that her previous persona, Dustin Martens, affected a nerdish, shy manner, pretending to be uncomfortable around women. Morning was athletically gifted, so she could easily have dominated any sport she cared to try. But, with her need to hide being paramount, Morning had allowed her body to become unfit, podgy, even. This allowed her to extend her shy, reluctant to engage personality and let her hide more effectively. As a result, Morning had never even tried to woo a woman before. Her exotic good looks combined with her fit and toned body meant that, as a woman, she never had to pursue because men came onto her in droves.
Giving up, Morning ordered another whiskey with ice and settled at the bar. Idly, she wondered how she and Day would pay for next month's rent and food. Looking through her pockets, Morning realised that they had less than a hundred dollars left from the money she had purloined from her father's account. Still, she and her mother were now muscular men, and getting work shouldn't be that difficult. However, after killing six slavers, staying in Boston, especially without changing their appearance, was at best unwise and, at worst, probably suicidal.
Now that Morning could change hers and her mother's scents, temporarily staying was possibly an option, but it would be better to vacate Boston swiftly and re-establish themselves elsewhere. That required money, though. Money was a substance that she and Day sorely lacked. As she sat and thought, Morning's mind suddenly slipped into her awareness-searching mode. In her mind, Morning could see a Gaelic clan chief ordering his lieutenant to investigate the sudden loss of emanations from six of his slavers--their last known location was Boston, Massachusetts.
"You okay, handsome?" A warm, sultry voice intruded.
Regathering her thoughts, Morning turned to the voice and checked her out. Tall and well-filled out, with at least a 36C chest, narrow waist and flaring hips, the woman had a sexual, dusky aspect. Morning felt her cock throb as her attraction to the shapely woman swiftly grew.
"I'm fine," Morning smiled. "May I buy you a drink?"
"That depends," the well-dressed woman replied.
"On?" Morning asked.
"If you can afford the price." The woman answered.
Sipping her whiskey, Morning smiled, "You're a call girl? An extremely expensive one, I assume?"
Sighing, the woman climbed onto the stool beside Morning and ordered a glass of white wine. "Yup," she replied. "I was supposed to meet a client across the road at the hotel. But when I got there, the creep wanted to watch me with his daughter. That was too weird, even for me, so here I am, trying to make up three thousand lost dollars."
Raising an eyebrow, Morning said, "How did you know I wasn't a cop?"
"Dude!" The sexy woman chuckled. "Cops do not wear leather that clings to their bulge so tightly that their cock's head is outlined through it!"
"No, I guess you're right," Morning laughed back. "But why, in this bar, did you choose me?"
"You got shot down six times, man," the woman replied. "I thought you might be up for some paid fun."
"Even if I was," Morning confessed. "I wouldn't be able to afford you. Is three thousand a typical night for you?"
"It's a little on the low side," the woman replied before holding her hand out and adding, "Chloe Decker. You are?"
Morning was about to answer with her name but realised that would leave a trail for the slavers to follow. Thinking quickly, she said, "Merv Sonder. Pleased to meet you, Chloe. How much money could you typically make doing what you do?" She asked.



"Between three and ten thousand dollars a night," Chloe replied. "The best gigs are the rich, lonely dudes. Pay them a little attention, play on the whole daddy/daughter thing, act vulnerable and pretend their strength turns you on, and you can easily get tipped another one to two thousand dollars."
"You like what you do?" Morning asked.
"Oh Gawd, yes!" Chloe asked. "Look, a lot of guys are just wham, bam, thank you, ma'am, now fuck off. But regularly, a guy wants to show you what a stud he is. Those guys, wow! They will take you around the world in so many ways that it's unbelievable. I'm lying there, massive orgasm after massive orgasm crashing over me, thinking, 'Wow! This idiot is paying to make me feel like this!' Heck, if he's that good, I'd probably fuck him for free!"
An idea began to percolate through Morning's mind. 'What if she changed her and her mother's appearance to resemble something like the young call girl before her?' Suppose she changed their scent as well as their features dramatically, from skin colour to size, weight, and bone structure. In that case, it should be enough to keep them away from the slavers' attention long enough to earn enough money to re-establish themselves in another city. If they changed their scent and appearance again, they could hopefully disappear for months or even years again. That would give Day and Morning a chance to plan and train how they would take the fight to the slavers and perhaps free themselves and their clan forever.
"I'm a little short of money this week," Morning nonchalantly said. "But I'm expecting a large payday shortly. If I wanted to contact you, how would I do that?"
Chloe smiled, realising Merv was only fantasising, but heck, he was cute. Maybe she could give a rare free pass when he called and enjoy a night of pure passion where she didn't have to act and pretend how much she was enjoying herself. Reaching into her purse, Chloe pulled out her business card. The front held the details of the service she worked for--ostensibly, a model agency. The rear had Chloe's name and registration number so a client could ask for her personally. Shrugging, Chloe pulled out a pen and added her mobile number to that side.
"Best you call the agency first," Chloe stated. "Because if I don't recognise the number, I probably won't answer. If you ask for me, they'll text your message to me, and I can return your call."
The couple chatted for a few more minutes before Chloe said, "I'll have to leave. The agency is expecting their forty per cent of the three thousand dollars I was supposed to earn tonight, so I'll have to try at least and find someone to pay for my services."
Understanding, Morning kissed Chloe's surprised cheek and wished her well. Morning admired Chloe's tight ass as she walked from the bar. Swallowing the dregs of her whiskey, Morning dropped thirty dollars on the bar, more than enough to cover the drinks and leave a reasonable tip and left the bar. Shrugging, she adjusted her package, trying to ease the ache and throb in her cock and balls, and headed towards the underpass to make her way back to the Y.
There were several young black gang members gathered in the tunnel, but one look at the imposing, leather-clad black man walking towards them, and they all decided there were easier pickings. They let Morning pass without commentary, ensuring they kept their eyes averted.
As she passed through the tunnel, Morning realised she'd be returning to the Young Woman's hostel as a large black man. She wondered what had happened when her mother returned. Fully expecting to find her mother waiting for her outside the building, Morning was surprised when she entered unchallenged. Looking around wonderingly, Morning heard grunts and the unmistakable sounds of a pelvis hitting a solidly-sized ass coming from the rooms behind the front counter.
Grinning because she realised who was behind it, Morning tried the door. Surprised to find it unlocked, she quickly opened it and slid quietly through. Letting her eyes adjust to the dim light, Morning listened to the sounds of sex permeating the room and swiftly disrobed. Then, following the sounds, she made her way to the room on the left. The door was open, and Morning peered in.
As she expected, her mother was buried balls deep in the night manager. The surprise was that Day was on her back and buried in the woman's ass. Still, Day had gripped the woman's shoulders and was vigorously thrusting up into the woman's fuck hole. Clearly, the woman was not complaining as she shook and shuddered under Day's assault. As Morning watched, the woman squealed and orgasmed again. The darkness spreading from beneath the coupling pair attested to the fact that this wasn't the first time the woman had climaxed on Day's thrusting cock.
Looking around, Morning spotted a box of wet wipes. Unheard over the orgasmic squeals of the large woman, Morning moved across to the lovers. Then, when the woman collapsed onto her mother, Morning lifted her high enough for Day's cock to fall from her ass. Exhausted, the staunchly built woman didn't protest as Morning cleaned her mother's cock before lowering Debbie's cunt onto it. Debbie groaned as Day's cock split her pussy lips apart and slid into her soppingly wet tunnel. Her groan turned into a soft scream as Morning penetrated her recently vacated ass.
"Oh, Gawd!" Debbie moaned as the two cocks seated themselves inside her. Debbie had fantasised about this many times, but the closest she'd ever gotten was when one of her girlfriends had agreed to fuck her with a strap-on. Debbie had inserted a butt plug before taking her friend's cock into her pussy.
Day had never participated in a threesome before. Although she'd taken lovers over the three-plus thousand years that had passed since Morning's husband had challenged and killed her mate, Bull Roaring, for the chieftaincy, Day had never given her heart to another. She had carelessly taken men when her sexual needs peaked and quickly discarded them when she was satiated.
The pain of losing Bull Roaring was still as fresh as the day it happened. Day accepted that it was the way of the tribe, and she felt no animosity towards Eagle Swooping for realising that Bull's time had come and issuing his challenge. Day was only grateful she had no male offspring who would have been forced to challenge their father's conqueror. She was even happier when Eagle had taken her daughter as his first wife and mate.
Because she didn't know what else to do, Day lay quiescent as her daughter brutally fucked the muscular woman kneeling astride her. However, when Debbie began moaning and writhing, Day's hands instinctively found the larger woman's silver dollar-sized nipples and pinched and squeezed. This caused Debbie's ragingly hot cunt to spasm and contract around Day's stiffly throbbing member. In response, Day thrust up at the woman above her. Day and Morning soon built a staccato rhythm, pounding the Y's manager between them.
Squealing, Debbie exploded into an orgasmic high. With her body jerking and twitching as numerous climaxes blasted through her, Debbie ejaculated frothy liquids over Day's balls. Feeling this unusual sensation, Day immediately lost control, shooting her cum into the tightly gripping cunt above her. Morning felt her mother's cock twitching through the thin wall separating Debbie's colon from her vulva. It proved too much for Morning's libido. She joined her mother in filling the Y's manager with cum.
Morning and Day spent the ensuing hours fucking the large, muscular woman into sexual oblivion. It wasn't until an exhausted Debbie heard the day manager calling her that her two lovers finally relented and let her up. On trembling knees, Debbie wrapped a house coat around her and staggered out to greet Gayle, her daytime counterpart.
Gayle glimpsed the two huge, muscular black men through the partially open door. Grinning at her beefy friend, Gayle giggled, "Looks like someone finally got properly laid!" Gayle loved her big counterpart but had decided Debbie was a lesbian. Gayle didn't disapprove. Still, she thought having same-sex relationships in a Young Christian Woman's hostel wasn't what the institution stood for. Not that she would have voiced that thought. It would have been unchristian to do so.
Debbie grinned back at her friend and counterpart. "They've worn me out. Perhaps you should go back there and entertain them for a while."
Gayle was a small, nondescript, mousy-looking woman. She was shy and unassuming until someone threatened the safety of one of the residents. Then, Gayle turned into a raging tiger, and woe befell the idiot who had earned her wrath. Gayle looked longingly at the door, wondering what it would be like to be sandwiched between the two powerful black men, their gigantic cocks thrusting into her cavities before they pulled out and exploded, covering her face and tiny breasts with cum.
"Ah-ah, no," Gayle stuttered. "Look, Debbie. I've turned a blind eye to some of your previous, umm, shall we say, adventures? But I cannot condone having group sex on the Y's premises."
"It's not group sex when there's only three," Debbie giggled. "For group sex, you need at least four." She giggled again. "I could put up the back in thirty sign you use during your lunch, and we could both go back there. I'm sure Merv and Dave won't mind."
Gayle had to laugh, even though her pussy squelched at the thought of sharing sex with Debbie and the two black men. "I can't do that!" She denied. "Now, Debbie, you know the rules, and you must get rid of them. I'll look the other way for now, but I want them out the door before I return."
Gayle picked her bag up and walked to the lady's bathrooms. Debbie watched her go, her heart sinking, knowing that Gayle was right. She couldn't entertain her male friends any longer, especially during daylight hours when residents were in and out regularly. Sighing, Debbie re-entered her apartment and walked to her bedroom. She no sooner stepped through the bedroom door than Dave had her on the bed on her knees, his thick 7-inch todger forcing its way into her mouth. Before she could protest, she felt Merv drilling into her still drooling pussy. Debbie was spit roasted between two enormous black cocks, and she quickly forgot anything other than the pleasure they gave her.
Dave climaxed first. Debbie was amazed by how much seed Dave still had to give her. Feeling Dave's seed splashing wetly into her mouth set Debbie's libido off, and she orgasmed, her pussy muscles fluttering around Merv's thrusting cock. Her pussy flutters set Morning off, and she roared as her nuts tightened against her shaft, and she emptied her sack into Debbie's grasping cunt.
Temporarily satiated, the three lovers collapsed onto the bed in a sprawl of tits, cocks, arms and legs. Debbie rolled onto her back as Day (Dave) and Morning (Merv) lay on their sides, their lips nibbling on Debbie's neck and ears. Debbie absently gripped and tugged on their enormous cocks as she regretfully sighed.
"I'm sorry, boys," she said reluctantly. "As much fun as this has been, you cannot stay here. If the boss catches me in here with you, I'll be out of a job. I need this job."
"We understand," Morning assured her. "We have a small problem, though. We have nowhere else to stay. We hoped Morning and Day would allow us to hide in their rooms until we raised some money, but I see that that's impossible."
Biting her bottom lip and knowing she'd regret it, Debbie said, "I can loan you three hundred dollars as long as I get it back sometime soon."
Day and Morning exchanged glances. At Day's nod, Morning said, "As much as we hate to impose, we'll take you up on your kind offer. We'll need around a week before we can return with your money."
"That's fine," Debbie replied, knowing she'd never see them or their money again.
Debbie opened the bedside drawer and took out her little cash box. Her job didn't pay much, but with board and utilities included, she also didn't have many expenses. Despite being a big girl, her appetite typically ran to salads with a little bit of grilled chicken, so even food didn't cost her very much. Working nights meant she didn't have any use for breakfast foods. Debbie opened the lock box and suppressed a sigh. This was her nest egg--she was saving for a trip to Honolulu. She'd heard the native males liked bigger women and hoped to get laid regularly during her stay. Who knew? Maybe she could find that special one.
Taking out the cash in there, Debbie handed it to Dave (Day). There was closer to three hundred and fifty than three hundred. Dave smiled gratefully and stood to dress.
Morning climbed off the bed to dress, also. Too soon later, Merv and Day were hugging Debbie and leaving the Y. What little they had had to be left in their tiny room upstairs. There was no way to explain to Gayle and Debbie that Day and Morning would let them take it.
What do we do now?" Day asked Morning.
"Get a room so I can change our scent and appearance again," Morning replied. "Then we need jobs so we can repay Debbie and leave Boston."
"I assume we're remaining as males?" Day questioned. "It'll be easy to get construction or warehouse work as men."
"No," Morning denied. "After what we did last night, we stand out too much. It'll be too easy for the slavers to find us, so we must return to female form."
"They already know what we look like as women?" Day challenged. "What would the difference be?"
"We won't look like we typically do," Morning grinned. "Trust me. You're my mother, and after I've changed, I doubt even you will recognise me."
With no choice but to believe her daughter, Day followed Morning through the underpass and down to the train station. An hour later, Morning and Day were signing into a decrepit downtown hotel. The charge was only twenty-five dollars a night for a shared room, restrooms and showers. It was no place for young women, but they didn't intend to stay beyond this first night.
Morning temporarily left their room to acquire some food and a cheap burner phone. Returning, Morning set up the phone as her mother microwaved the frozen meals that Morning had bought.
"We're going to need a better diet than this if we're going to hunt slavers," Day pointed out.
"We need money, Mum," Morning explained. "Once I've finished with us, we'll be able to earn more money than we need." Morning used the free Wi-Fi the hotel provided to set up her phone. A few minutes later, she exclaimed, "Yes!" when the phone allowed her access to the net.
Bringing up a shared picture of Gigi and Bella Hadid, Morning grabbed her mother's head and pressed their foreheads together again. Keeping the looks of the two Hadid girls firmly in her mind, Morning initiated the transformation. A soft white light surrounded their heads before extending down their bodies. A few seconds and a seeming eternity of pain later, Day and Morning had changed into beautiful young women who bore more than a passable resemblance to the Hadid sisters.
"We're not getting out of here without someone trying to rape us," Day, who looked like a slightly taller, more muscular Gigi Hadid muttered as astounded, she looked at her daughter. Morning, similar to her mother, looked like a slightly more masculine version of Bella Hadid.
Grinning ferociously, Morning replied, "Then we'll have to explain to them why they shouldn't attempt to do that, won't we?"
"We need our weapons," Day pointed out. "We had to leave them at the Y."
"You go and get them, Mum," Morning suggested. "I'll talk to some people I know and see if I can't get us jobs?"
"Doing what?" Day wonderingly asked.
"Call girls," Morning dismissively said as she used her phone to take her mother's picture and pushed her out the door.
After her mother left, Morning took out the card Chloe Decker had given her. Checking the agency's number, Morning typed the number in and pressed the call key. A few seconds later, a cheerful voice said, "Aces over Queens Modelling Agency, Eloise speaking."
"Hello, Eloise," Morning said confidently. "My sister and I would like to make an appointment to speak to someone about some modelling assignments."
"Certainly," Eloise said. "If you send your resume in, someone will contact you if we can use you."
"I was thinking more like the modelling Chloe Decker does," Morning said evenly.
"One moment," Eloise said.
A man spoke in a threatening voice only seconds later. "George Peppard, owner and operator of Aces over Queens. Who is this? How did you get this number, and how do you know Ms Decker?"
"My name is Bella Stark, and my sister is Gigi. We got this number from a friend who got Chloe's card from her last night. He gave it to us, suggesting this was work we could do."
"How do I know you're not a cop?" George demanded.
"If you're an innocent modelling agency, what would it matter?" Morning questioned.
"Write down this number," George stated. "Send me a recent pic of yourself and your sister. If I like what I see, I'll call you back. Otherwise, bug off and stop bothering me."
Smiling, Morning hung up before using the phone to take a selfie. She and Day weren't made up. Plus, they were dressed solely in their clinging leather outfits. She knew, however, that George would almost literally shit when she saw hers and her mother's photo. Adding the earlier pic of Day, Morning texted the images to George. As she expected, Morning's phone rang immediately after sending the pictures. It was Eloise again.
"When can you come in for an interview?" Eloise asked.
"Give us two hours, and we'll be there. Where is there?"
Seemingly unconcerned by the immediate request, Eloise told Morning to present herself and her 'sister' at 2.00 pm that afternoon. Eloise promised to text the address through.
Taking another microwave meal out of the tiny freezer, Morning set it heating before closing her eyes. Powering the transformations didn't take time, but there was an energy cost to pay. Morning knew she'd need much more food than she and Day had to fuel her powers. She hoped her plan to work a few shifts as a call girl would earn herself and her mother enough money to leave Boston.
Two o'clock saw Day and Morning standing at the receptionist's desk at Aces over Queens Modelling Agency. Unfortunately, their only clothes were their leather outfits, so that's what they wore. Eloise confirmed their identity, but moments later, three huge, muscular dudes filed in behind the two women.
"This way, ladies, if you will," one of the men said, gesturing towards a door behind a partition.
Day and Morning automatically shifted further apart. "And if we won't?" Day asked.
"We'll make you," another man confidently stated.
"You didn't bring enough men," Morning unequivocally stated.
"We did bring guns, however," the first man stated, touching his jacket pocket.
"Nine feet," Day said.
"Yup," Morning confirmed. "Not enough time."
"Now?"
Morning nodded and spun on her booted heel. Her right foot struck out, breaking the first man's jaw. Moving quickly, Morning closed the distance between herself and the other two men, aware her mother was moving up with her. Two quick punches to the men's solar plexuses from Day and Morning had them lying on the ground, gasping for air.
"You're not models," a tall, solid man stated as he entered the reception area from behind the partition.
Turning to face him, Morning raised an eyebrow and said, "No, we're not. However, this isn't a modelling agency, either."
Looking at the three men, two writhing and the other unconscious, George asked, "Cops?"
"No," Morning denied.
"What then?" George queried.
"Two women on the run from some very bad people," Morning explained.
George examined them carefully. "And what do you want from me?"



"Work. But first, we'll need an advance on our pay. I'm not sure you have much need for two escorts who more closely resemble warrior Barbies than anything else."
"You'd be surprised," George shrugged. "Why should I help you?"
Morning grinned, "Because your dick is stiffening, imagining what it would be like to bed the pair of us. You're also thinking about how much you could charge your clients for the privilege of having us for the night."
"There's more than that that you need," George stated, already knowing the answer.
"You're right," Morning confirmed. "We're in America illegally. We need new IDs, bank accounts, credit and debit cards, driver's licences and somewhere to temporarily live until we can pay off our debt and earn enough money to escape Boston. Then, of course, we'll need referrals to your contemporaries in New York so we can continue to work."
"You don't ask for much," George facetiously stated.
Peeling her tight leather top off, revealing her taut 36C breasts and toned stomach, Day said, "We're worth every cent. We're happy to return fifty per cent interest on your loan and to turn over sixty per cent of our fees until the debt is paid."
George walked closer. He met Day's eyes and raised an eyebrow. Day nodded, and George cupped and fondled her firm breasts and thrummed his thumbs over her nipples. Day's body reacted in the typical fashion, her nipples swelling and hardening against George's fingers. "Do you work together?" He asked. "It will double your money for those gigs if you do."
Morning shook her head. "We're happy to service clients together but do not and will not have sex with each other. We will happily put on lesbian shows with other women."
"Pity," George mused. "Okay. One last test. Take me to bed and get me off within five minutes. If you can, I'll do everything you've asked me for."
Grinning, Day and Morning wrapped their elbows through George's and allowed him to escort them to the room he kept for just this kind of demonstration.
Later, George admitted the women were better than just good when his poor, abused cock couldn't rise for a seventh performance. Even the Viagra pill he'd swallowed before taking them to bed hadn't helped. However, he'd been sucked off by both women, and had fucked them in both their asses and pussies. The surprise for George was that neither Morning nor Day had faked their orgasms. Both had gushed fluids when they climaxed, proof their orgasms were real.
George handed the women towels before using the internal phone system to summon Eloise to the room. He gave her his credit card and said, "Book them into the Marriott, then send Antoinette to get them properly clothed and made up. Set everything up to go through their room charge. Leave the hotel this card if you need to." George turned to Day and Morning. "Today is Tuesday. If you're keen, I can have you working by Friday. You'll have paid off your debt to me by Saturday morning bcause if you double-date the client and his wife, this gig is worth ten thousand dollars. Evan and Susan have nagged me for two sisters for years. They're fantastic clients, so I wouldn't rip him off with a pair of fakes."
"We're happy to do that as long as they don't expect us to have sex with each other," Morning confirmed.
"As long as you'll swap between the two, that won't be a problem," George reassured them. "They'll ask. Just say no and refuse to budge. Evan and Susan know how to accept a 'no'."
Day and Morning glanced at each other. When Day nodded, Morning said, "For all your help, my sister and I will hand all proceeds from this client to you. The second client we do for you, we'll give you for our new IDs and trip to New York, and your introduction to your New York counterpart."
"Do you need a bodyguard and driver to take you on Friday?" George asked.
Day chuckled, "Will your men have recovered by Friday? As you well know, we don't need protection. However, if two women as gorgeous as we are turn up without it, your clients will be suspicious."
"Good point," George said. "I'll assign one of two without a broken jaw to escort you. Now, Eloise will show you to the shower. She'll have some street clothes you can change into to wear to your hotel room. By Friday, I will have arranged an apartment for you two to share and work from. You'll have separate bedrooms so you can entertain clients.
"Please don't insult me by going outside my agency to get clients. If you want to work, phone Eloise, and she'll arrange a client for you. Plus, Eloise will call you regularly with client offers. You may do them or refuse--no pressure from our end. But remember, the apartment you will be in costs a thousand dollars a week. Clothes and makeup will run close to another five hundred. Utilities are included in your rent, but food and toiletries are up to you. You'll make between three and ten thousand dollars per client, so even only one each a week will give you a substantial income.
"Keep up to date with current news and events. Pay attention to the sports news because men like that."
Thinking about what their roles would be, Morning asked, "Are we able to hire Chloe to train us in our roles? We'll pay her for her time, of course."
"You mean, I'll pay her, of course," George joked.
"You'll add it to our debt," Morning grinned back. "Maybe Friday won't be enough, after all."
George laughed and waved the women off as he exited the room. Eloise ushered Day and Morning to the showers before leaving to find some suitable clothes for the girls to wear downtown. When Day and Morning exited the showers, clothing was laid out for them to wear--simple black, knee-length skirts combined with a red top for one and a white for the other. Bras, panties and stockings sat beside plain, low-heeled black shoes. The pair swiftly dressed and walked out to Eloise's desk.
Another pretty middle-aged woman sat with Eloise. "Antoinette, I assume?" Morning asked, holding her hand out.
"Yes, indeed," Antoinette confirmed, ignoring Morning's outstretched hand and moving close enough to grasp Morning's elbows and 'air kiss' beside Morning's cheek. Antoinette had no idea how close she went to sailing over Morning's shoulder.
Repeating the action with Day, Antoinette asked, "Which one is Bella and which is Gigi?"
Day looked a question at her daughter, only to hear Morning calmly reply, "I'm Bella. My sister is Gigi."
"Ages?" Antoinette queried.
"I'm twenty-eight, Gigi is twenty-nine," Morning explained.
"Where were you born?"
"Jericho."
"In Palestine?" Antoinette confirmed, noticing their exotic-looking heritage. When Bella nodded, Antoinette asked, "Are you here legally?" Bella shook her head. "Never mind," Antoinette said. "We can create green cards, Social Security numbers, tax file numbers, and driver's licences for you both. You will need to keep out of the LEO's sights, though. Your IDs won't stand up to close investigation because we don't have the resources to create a back story beyond a few years for you each."
"LEOs?" Gigi asked.
"Law Enforcement Officers," Antoinette explained. "A quick search will confirm your licences and green cards are valid and that your credit cards are real, but if they dig deeper, it will swiftly break down." Antoinette made more notes as she discussed setting up a background story for the two women. She knew that Gigi and Bella Stark weren't the women's real names, but the knowledge didn't faze her. Aces over Queens had many runaways and illegal immigrants working for them.
Most of their call girls had a sob story to tell to explain why they'd become 'fallen women', and Antoinette didn't care. After all, the only reason she wasn't still working clients was because there wasn't much call for a nearly fifty-year-old escort. Antoinette still had a few long-term customers, in their late sixties or even seventies, who would call and ask her to stay a night. Antoinette still occasionally charged them, too.
By Friday, Antoinette had helped Bella and Gigi fill out a wardrobe suitable for a high-class escort. She'd patiently taught them how to dress sexily but not revealingly. How to do their makeup so it highlighted their high cheekbones, full lips, and wide, bright eyes yet looked understated, natural, even. Antoinette had spent a whole day teaching Day (Gigi) and Morning (Bella) how to walk (stroll, really), sit lady-like, and flirt using smiles, head and hair flicks.
She'd grilled them on current events, important news in the business sections, and how to chat intelligently about the three major sports in America today--football, baseball, and basketball. Gigi and Bella could even talk amiably about ice hockey and other sports, seeming to be knowledgeable about these pass times.
On Friday at seven p.m., Brandon, their assigned driver, picked them up from the Marriott and took them across to Cambridge to meet their first clients. Evan and Susan Borbidge. Parking outside the Borbidge's apartment building, Brandon handed Bella a panic call button. "If there's a problem, push this," he explained. "I'll be there before the shit hits the fan, I promise."
Brandon knew that Evan and Susan were regular users of Aces over Queens' services, but the two girls didn't. The panic button would serve to make them feel more comfortable. Of course, he'd deliberately forgotten how easily Gigi had handed him his ass earlier in the week. "Do you remember the unit number?" he asked.
"1161," Bella confirmed. "Press star, 1161, hash, and wait for either Susan or Evan to answer. State who we are and wait to be buzzed in. Susan will meet us at the elevator."
"Payment has already been made," Brandon explained. "When you've finished, come outside. I'll be waiting for you."
Walking into Evan and Susan's apartment, Bella and Gigi were stunned at its opulence. Seeing the women's widened eyes, Susan giggled, "A tribute to gauche nouveau richness," she explained. "We're old money that became poor money and has now returned to wealth. Our friends and contemporaries expect this type of decadence from people of our standing.
"Personally, I much prefer our summer cottage in the Catskills. That was all Daddy left me after his peccadillos almost bankrupted us. There, we can mix with our family's oldest friends and leave this disgusting display of wealth behind."
Susan examined the two beautiful women she and her husband had bought for the night. According to the resume George had sent through, the brunette was Gigi and the blonde Bella. But as with their namesakes, the girls may have changed their colours more than once since George had sent their photos. Susan's pussy quivered and heated up as she thought about kneeling between these women's feet and lapping at their pussies. Susan and Evan were submissive, and for more years than Susan cared to admit, they had longed to serve a bisexual pair of sisters.
"Which of you is Gigi?" Susan asked.
"That would be me," Day said, nodding her head as way of introduction.
"That makes you Bella," Susan stated, admiring the blonde-haired beauty beside Gigi. Susan carefully examined the girls and realised that Gigi was a little taller and leaner than her sister. Bella, in turn, was slightly more muscular and didn't smile quite as readily as her sister.
The sisters were wearing matching outfits. Clinging knee-length black skirts with side splits to the left hip bone, exposing suspenders and stockings. Both women wore opaque amaranth pink blouses with matching lacy, low-cut bras. 7-inch black pumps completed their ensembles. The sisters' makeup and hair were perfect, and they looked like they could effortlessly grace catwalks the world over. Susan's pussy spasmed again, her internal heat flared, and fluids gathered in her nether regions. She hoped, beyond hope, that the girls would like to play the dominatrix role with her and her husband.
Evan entered the living room through a solid oaken door. To Morning's and Day's surprise, Evan wore nothing but leather chaps, a cock cage, a leather vest, and nipple clamps. A ball gag held his mouth open. Evan acknowledged Gigi and Bella with a nod before kneeling before Susan.
Susan petted Evan's head like he was her favourite dog. "This is my slave, Evan," Susan proudly announced. "Evan will service one of you with his fingers and tongue as the other services me. We'd like you to swap back and forth regularly. Once I'm satiated, I will allow Evan to be tossed off by one of you. Your service is over at that point, and you may dress and leave. If you could strip to your bra, stockings, suspenders, and heels, we'll get started.
Without embarrassment, Morning and Day undid and stepped out of their skirts, revealing opaque thongs designed to emphasise their muscular buttocks and powerful thighs. Their blouses swiftly joined their folded skirts on the living room's sofa's armrest. Morning dropped her panties, revealing a shaved slit and entrance with only a 'landing strip' of hair remaining to highlight her thick, swollen clitoris.
Susan gasped at the sight of Morning's excited pussy. She could see moisture already pooling along the beautiful woman's labia. Susan turned her avid gaze to Gigi. Gigi stared at her challengingly as she hooked her thumbs into her thong's elastic. Then, with a swift tug and hip shimmer, Day's panties dropped to her knees. Susan gasped again when Gigi's bush, trimmed only to fit neatly inside her thong panties and cleared from around her slippery entrance, was exposed.
Morning watched Evan watching their display almost disinterestedly and how Susan shuddered and seemed close to orgasm as she and her mother had disrobed. Morning quickly realised that Evan was not only submissive but possibly gay. Susan was almost certainly a lesbian and submissive to boot. She stepped closer to Susan and cupped the older woman's tiny breasts. Finding her nipples through the thin robe covering Susan's skinny body, Morning pinched them and spoke firmly.
"You will strip, kneel and eat my cunt. If you do a good job, maybe I'll let you eat my sister's, too. If you don't, well, given Evan is a submissive little pain slut, I'm sure you have many floggers and whips I can use to encourage you to do a better job."
Flinging her robe aside, which was all she wore, Susan swiftly knelt before Morning. Looking pleadingly up at the beautiful woman, Susan begged, "Please, Mistress Bella, may this lowly worm taste your divine pussy?"
Grasping Susan by the hair on top of her head, Morning guided Susan onto her cunt. "Make sure you make me cum," Morning growled as she rubbed Susan's face along her slit. Susan began enthusiastically licking.
Day had watched Morning take control of the older woman and knew it would be up to her to look after Evan's needs. She watched Evan carefully and noticed that he still didn't seem particularly interested in the action happening around him. Gigi (Day) reached the same conclusion that her daughter had--Evan was gay. Probably closeted, but still homosexual.
"Run and fetch your wife's longest and thickest strap-on, worm," Day snarled at Evan. "I'll give you a count of five. If you're not back by then, it's going in your ass dry."
Evan yelped around his ball gag and fled. Well before Gigi had reached five, he was kneeling at her feet, head down, and the 'cock' and harness held above his head presented to Day. Day took the harness and examined it. Putting it on seemed to be a logical sequence, so she was able to do it quickly. The rubberised protuberance inside the harness momentarily confused her, but she quickly realised it was to go inside her cunt. Gigi slid the 'cock' inside her and adjusted the ties until the strap-on sat snugly against her clit and pudenda.
'This feels good,' Day thought as she considered what to do next.
Day took out Evan's ball gag and said, "Take off your cock cage."
"Fetch the key, worm," Susan snarled from between Morning's toned, muscular thighs.
Morning cuffed the back of Susan's head. "I didn't tell you to stop, slut," she admonished.
Susan smiled and returned her tongue to Bella's cunt. Sighing happily about finally finding a pair of dominant sisters, she lapped eagerly at the juices flowing from her Mistress' vaginal opening before sliding it along Bella's slit and onto her clit. Bella rewarded her with a soft moan and by pressing her cunt more firmly against the older woman's lips.
Evan had returned to his place before Gigi (Day). He offered the key, but Gigi shook her head and instructed him to remove his cage himself. Evan looked fearfully at Susan, knowing he was banned from releasing his cage himself. Only Susan could remove it.
"Do it, worm," Susan growled, earning herself another head cuff.
Shaking nervously, Evan undid his cage and let his pathetic cock fall free. Flaccid, Evan's cock was barely more than an inch long. Even erect, Evan's cock barely reached three inches. With its foreskin peeled back, Evan's cock more closely resembled a cocktail wiener than a penis. Day looked at the minuscule thing regretfully, realising her only hope of getting off was if Evan had a gifted tongue and/or fingers. Day needed to get off. The scene playing around her had red-lined her libido, and her bare vulva was weeping arousal fluids.
However, Day's task, for now, was to get Evan off. Day thought fucking the submissive man in his ass as she jacked him would probably work. So, grabbing Evan's hair, Day bent him back and began slapping his face with her 'cock'. "Beg for my cock, worm," she demanded.
Evan obeyed, but it wasn't with the keen eagerness that Day had expected--instead, Evan was almost reluctant. Puzzled, Day tried to work out what his problem was. Day looked down and realised that she appeared very feminine. Large, lush breasts, a softly flowing, toned stomach and a prominent pudenda with a large, extended clit. If her musings were correct, Evan wasn't attracted to the feminine, and Day (Gigi) was about as feminine as they got.
Thinking about how to give her client what he needed, Day asked, "Do you have a roll of surgical bandages?" When Evan nodded, Day sent him to get them, a baseball cap and one of his white business shirts. During his absence, Day peeled her bra, suspenders, stockings and heels off.
Day instructed Evan to kneel and keep his eyes averted. Taking the bandages, she wrapped them around her chest, forcing her breasts as tightly against her chest as possible. Gigi (Day) was way too buxom to achieve a flat chest, but she did manage to reduce her swelling chest to a slight curve. Next, Gigi put on and buttoned up Evan's white shirt. Then, she folded her hair and tucked it inside the baseball cap. She pulled the cap down so its peak shaded her slim, shapely nose and lush lips.
A quick glance in the wall mirror told Day she'd never pass as a male, but she no longer looked so overtly feminine. Attempting to deepen and darken her voice, Day growled, "Suck my cock, boy. Daddy wants to rip that boy cunt of yours apart."
Moaning lustfully, Evan looked up and gaped at Gigi's changed appearance. "Oh, Master Gigi," he gasped. "This boy slut wants to serve you. May he?"
"Call me Master Dave," Day demanded, pleased her ruse had worked. Even in his kneeling position, Day could see Evan's deflated cock had grown and lengthened to its full glory--all of around three inches. "Yes, you may serve me."
"Thank you, Master Dave," Evan submissively said. He reached for Day's 'cock' and guided his mouth down onto its head.
Morning had watched her mother with fascination, wondering what on earth she was doing. Once Day had completed her pantomime with Evan, and Morning saw Evan's tiny cock throbbing and pulsing as he begged her mother to allow him to serve, she realised that Day had instinctively worked out what their client needed. Morning knew then that she and her mother would make a lot of money working as escorts. They both had an intuitive feel for what people needed, and were prepared to do it. Morning knew tonight wouldn't be the only time Susan and Evan bought their services.



Turning her attention back to Susan, Morning saw that Susan was crying, watching her husband happily sucking on Gigi's 'cock'.
Susan looked up at her Mistress and said, "Evan's gay. He and I both know it, but Evan can't admit it to himself because if his father discovers what he is, he'll disown him. I'm a lesbian, but I love the guy because he's so sweet, attentive and caring. But I can never be what he needs me to be. I can dominate him, and that feeds his need to serve. But I could never even make him hard, let alone get him off. We lock him into his cage when we have women over to excuse why he doesn't get aroused in their presence. Your sister has figured out Evan's needs in mere moments, and I believe Evan will climax with another person for the first time since I've known him."
Susan sniffed again, tears flowing down her face. "Your sister has made him happier than I've ever seen."
"What about you?" Morning questioned. "What do you need?"
Susan thought for a moment, "I need what you're doing," she admitted. "It's so difficult being the strong one all the time. I'm the CEO of our company, Wilkins/Borbidge Investments. Plus, I'm on the board of several charities and other companies. I must always present myself as strong, charismatic, and in charge. Being allowed to submit and serve will help me gain balance and be what others need me to be."
Knowing what Susan needed, Morning grabbed a handful of Susan's hair again and turned before bending over and presenting her tautly muscled ass to the older woman. "Lick my starfish," Morning demanded. Alternate between there and my cunt until I tell you to stop."
"Yes, Mistress Bella," Susan acquiesced, as her head tilted back and her tongue extended. Holding Bella's ass cheeks apart, Susan eagerly lapped at Morning's ring and taint. Susan moved forward until her tongue reached Morning's entrance. She devoured the juices flowing from there.
Meanwhile, Day had knee-marched Evan across to the dining room table. Commanding Evan to sit on the table, then lay back, lift, and spread his legs, Morning spat on her fingers and spread the saliva over Evan's chocolate star. Then, placing Evan's calves over her shoulders and lining her 'cock' up with his hole, Day slowly but firmly pushed into the moaning man.
Once she was fully seated in Evan's asshole, Day wrapped her fingers around Evan's minuscule todger. Jerking firmly, Day began fucking Evan. "Does daddy's little slut like having his ass fucked?" She questioned Evan.
"Yes!" Evan gasped.
Jerking his cock viciously, Day snarled, "Yes, what, worm?"
"Yes, Master Dave," Evan moaned. "This boy slut likes you fucking his ass."
"Tell me what you are, slut," Day demanded.
"I'm Daddy Dave's little cock slut," Evan panted, nearing orgasm.
"And what does Daddy's little cock slut do?"
"Cums for his daddy," Evan screamed, his meagre cock exploding in Day's gripping hand.
Evan collapsed off of Day's cock, curled into a foetal ball, and began weeping. Perplexed, Day looked at Susan, only to find her crying, too. Morning and Day exchanged confused looks. Susan tearily said, "That's the first time Evan has ever climaxed when someone else was playing with him. Usually, the only way he can cum is if I fuck him doggy-style, and he closes his eyes and jacks off. He didn't do that with you. Instead, he stared into your eyes the whole time."
Struggling to understand, Day shrugged and said, "I'm glad I could help."
Susan stood and crossed to her husband. She protectively covered Evan's body with hers before looking up at Gigi and Bella. "Evan will need time to recover from this. I'm sorry, but I'll have to call the rest of tonight off."
Day glanced at Morning, wondering what Susan calling a halt to things meant for their fee.
Susan added, "You still get your full fee, so don't worry. You've done more for us than any of the others we've played with, so I hope you'll agree to visit us again. Next month? Maybe for a whole weekend? Perhaps you could come up to the Catskills with us?"
Day and Morning agreed they would return if they were still in Boston but explained they would soon need to leave the area.
Getting dressed, Day and Morning showed themselves out. Brandon was quick to pull the car up so the women could get inside. "That was quick," he stated. "Evan and Susan usually keep their girls for most of the night."
"'That was quick'," Morning quipped. "Something you hear from your girlfriend regularly, Brandon?"
"No!" Brandon chuckled. She typically says, 'Don't! Stop! Please! Stop! Please! Don't! Please, don't stop!'" The three laughed at Brandon's response. "Don't worry," he added. "Eloise phoned to say that Susan had already called her, extolling your virtues and rebooking you for a whole weekend early next month. Looks like you girls are already someone's favourites."
Day exchanged a longing look with her daughter. She turned to Brandon. "Hey, Brandy," she said sultrily. "When you say 'girlfriend', is she, like, serious or something?"
"I don't currently have a girlfriend," Brandon confessed. "Why do you ask?"
"Umm," Day stumbled, unused to being the sexual hunter. "It's just that Evan and Susan got our motors running and then left us high and dry. If you know what I mean."
"Oh," Brandon said, then realised what Gigi (Day) meant. "Oh! Umm, Eloise said your apartment would be ready tomorrow afternoon. I suppose I could stop the night and, umm, help you to move tomorrow?"
"That would be nice," Day murmured sexily. "I'm sure us wee girls would appreciate the help."
Brandon let the girls out at the front door before parking in the guest's spot. He nervously walked inside and took an elevator up to the eighth floor where Day's and Morning's room was. He knocked on their door. Day opened it, wearing nothing but her suspenders, stockings and heels. Brandon gasped, his cock twitching at the delicious sight. She smiled predatorily at Brandon before grabbing his wrist and ripping him inside. Before Brandon could protest, he was naked, on his back, with Gigi's cunt descending onto his shocked face and his swiftly inflating cock enveloped in Bella's eagerly slurping mouth.
The girls finally let him sleep after his overused cock refused to rise for the seventh time--he'd cum in all of the girls' holes. The only thing he regretted was that the girls, despite their raging need, hadn't got it on with each other. Instead, when Brandon's cock had refused to reinflate after cumming in Morning's tight ass, Gigi and Bella had taken turns riding his face until his lips and tongue were so numb they could barely function.
An exhausted Brandon staggered from Day's and Morning's apartment early the following morning, leaving Gigi and Bella to move their meagre possessions themselves. The only thing of substance the girls had were two vintage-looking weapons--a double-edged straight sword with a rounded tip and an exceptionally sharp battle axe. However, when the girls had boxed their scanty chattels, Antoinette turned up to offer her car to shift the women. Because her charges held the boxes, Antoinette picked up the weapons. She looked at them questioningly.
"Family heirlooms," Morning stated dismissively, trying not to snatch them from Antoinette's hands.
Gigi's and Morning's rented apartment came fully furnished. Antoinette had thoughtfully stocked it with bed linen, towels and washers, tea towels, plates, and cutlery. She'd also stocked the fridge, freezer and pantry with food. The final piece of the puzzle was a selection of white and red wines in case Gigi and Morning wanted to entertain. Antoinette invited herself to stay for dinner, which was catered by the four-star restaurant on the apartment block's lower level. Setting up the dinner table, Antoinette showed Gigi and Bella how to match the wine with each dish, which cutlery to use when, and how to flirt with a wineglass in hand.
Antoinette was truly enjoying teaching her two young charges the ins and outs of being a genuinely high-class escort. She'd come to see them as almost the daughters she'd never had. However, she dismissed that idea because sexually desiring your daughters would be wrong on so many levels.
It was close to midnight when Antoinette sighed regretfully. "Well," she said. "I guess I should let you two settle in and get some sleep. Thanks for allowing this old broad to stay for dinner and enjoy your company."
Morning and Day exchanged a questioning look. Knowing what the other desired, Morning turned her eyes back to Antoinette. "Honey," Morning said in a deep, smoky voice. "Your nipples have been tenting your blouse all evening, and by how you keep crossing your legs, your little pussy is swamping and throbbing. Wouldn't you prefer to join us in bed? We hate sleeping alone, so we usually sleep together. We'd like you to stay."
Antoinette stared, amazed that these two young girls seemed to have read her mind and even more amazed that they could desire her. Bella (Morning) sensed Antoinette's amazement. "We're probably a little older than you think," she said, dismissively understating the age difference. "You're an attractive woman, and we'd like to taste your essence, assuming you're willing?"
"Oh, I'm willing," Antoinette eagerly stated, her breast nubs tenting her blouse and her thighs unawarely rubbing together, stimulating her clitoris.
Morning and Day stood, offering their hands to the attractive older woman. Antoinette almost leapt to her feet to take them. Morning pulled Antoinette closer until the shorter woman's breasts rested underneath hers. Day moved in behind Antoinette, and Antoinette found herself crushed in a Stark women sandwich. Bella's luscious lips descended onto hers as Gigi's hands snaked under her armpits and began undoing buttons.
"Oh my!" Antoinette exclaimed as Gigi's hands slid inside her bra and took possession of her nipples.
Gigi gently nibbled Antoinette's shoulders, pausing to blow softly in the pretty older woman's ears. Meanwhile, Bella's (Morning's) hands had delicately worked Antoinette's skirt undone and had pulled it down until it dropped onto the floor. Pulling Antoinette's panties aside, Morning's gifted fingers slid along the older woman's slippery slit and onto her love button.
"Oh lawd," Antoinette moaned into Bella's mouth as Bella's thumb swirled over her clit, and she thrust two fingers into their mentor's sopping pussy. 'No wonder Evan and Susan immediately rebooked them,' Antoinette distantly thought as she gave herself over to the sensuous stimulation from the sisters.
The lovers were interrupted by a loud knock on the door. Day chuckled and told her daughter and Antoinette to "Carry on". Opening the door, Day was surprised but pleased to see Brandon.
"Oh, umm, hi, Gigi," Brandon stuttered. "I was in the area and decided to check to ensure you'd moved in without a problem." He blushed under Gigi's steely gaze. "Umm, you said I could drop around any time," he added lamely.
Day smiled widely, "And it's definitely 'any time'," she teased. "You couldn't handle two of us last night. What do you think your chances of handling three tonight are?"
"Three?" Brandon questioned. Then he added, "I'm not sure, but I'm prepared to die in the attempt."
"Then die you shall," Day announced as she grabbed Brandon's elbows and pulled him close enough to lock her lips with his. Day revelled in feeling Brandon's substantial cock swelling against her abdomen.
Hooking her arm through his, Day guided Brandon deeper into the apartment. Morning had their mentor pressed up against the wall. Antoinette's large, surgically enhanced breasts hung outside her bra. Morning slurped excitedly at them as she delved her fingers inside the older woman's pussy and thumbed her clit.
Looking over at the clearly stimulated Brandon, Morning smiled, "Oh, hello, Brandon. Come back for round two, have we?"
"Umm," Brandon stammered, blushing bright red. "I, umm, only came to check you'd moved in safely."
As Brandon protested his innocence, Day stripped his jacket off his shoulders and flung it over the couch. Then she knelt and pulled his trousers and boxers down. Brandon said "safely" with a squeak when Day engulfed his throbbingly erect todger with her warm, wet mouth.
Antoinette opened her eyes long enough to moan and then say, "Hi, Brandon. I'm glad you're here, but I don't think the pair of us are enough for these vixens. I think they're liable to kill us."
"Yeah, but what a way to go!" Brandon grinned and then groaned as Day swirled her tongue over his big, purple glans.
Antoinette failed to respond. She was too busy duelling tongues with Morning (Bella). As Morning kissed her older lover, she slowly manoeuvred the sexy older woman through the bedroom door. Antoinette managed to kick her feet clear of her dress and walked backward until she felt something press against her calves and the backs of her knees. A little panicked, Antoinette tried to push back, but Bella was remorseless and pushed her again.
Tensing up and expecting to hurt, Antoinette fell back and gratefully fell onto a soft bed. Morning hesitated long enough to tug Antoinette's panties off, leaving her in her bra, suspenders and heels, before reaching over to her bedside table and pulling a strap-on out of the drawer.
"Oh, yes!" Antoinette cooed eagerly, her sopping pussy spasming at the thought of being fucked by her gorgeous protégé.
Gigi (Day) led Brandon in by his throbbing member a few seconds later. Getting on her hands and knees on the bed, facing the beautiful older woman, Gigi enticingly waved her shapely ass at the muscular bodyguard. Not one to ignore a hint, Brandon lined his pulsating cock up with Day's entrance and rammed it home.
"Yes!" Day shouted. "Give it to me hard, big boy!"
Morning grinned at her mother as she grasped the backs of Antoinette's knees and forced them up and apart. Taking her cue from Brandon, Morning lined her 'cock' up with Antoinette's dripping vulva and forcefully shoved it inside. Antoinette's knees fought Morning's grip. Knowing what the beautiful woman wanted, Morning let go, and Antoinette's calves wrapped around her hips. Arching her back and thrusting her pudenda up at Morning's invading 'cock', she pleaded with her lover to fuck her harder.
With Antoinette and Morning alternating with the strap-on, the Stark women were able to be satiated. Unfortunately, having three women in bed simultaneously was too much for Brandon, and completely exhausted, he left only two hours into the debauchery.
Antoinette stayed the weekend, helping her protégés set out their apartments and bedrooms. By Monday, Day and Morning were in business. After that, it was a rare night that at least one of them didn't have a booking. With money pouring in, Morning began meditating again, searching through her three-and-a-half thousand years of life and countless years of inherited racial memories for clues and indications of how to take the fight to her clan's long-term nemeses. Now she'd learnt how to kill them permanently, Morning was intent on destroying them.
The highlight from this time of relaxation and preparation was the weekend they spent in the Catskills with Evan and Susan. Morning and Day had upped the ante from Day's early attempt at appearing more masculine. Using her transformation skills, Morning had changed herself and her mother into more masculine versions of themselves before they travelled to Evan and Susan's place.
Susan, as a lesbian who loved butch women, and Evan, who was gay, even though he couldn't admit it to himself, found themselves almost in heaven as their girls role-played masculinity. Morning had considered giving herself a 'real' cock, but decided it would be too difficult to explain if she did.
Life was good for Morning and her mother. They'd paid off George within a week of beginning work for him and managed to put away a sizeable amount of money in the bank accounts he'd got for them. Using Brandon as a courier, they'd sent a thousand dollars to Debbie along with a note saying 'thank you for the loan'. Morning and Day loved sex, and they loved how big George had helped them, so every time they dropped by his offices, they willingly pounced on their protector and bedded him until he was exhausted. They'd also made good friends with Eloise and Antoinette.
These two older women were both escorts who had gotten too old to continue in the trade. George, who pretended to be a gruff, cut-throat entrepreneur but, in reality, was a big old teddy bear, had hired the pair as his secretaries and gofers to ensure they had an income until they were old enough to retire.
Day and Morning thought they'd, at least temporarily, escaped the slavers' attentions. Unfortunately, around twelve weeks after becoming escorts, Morning awoke early one morning with the icy certainty that five more slavers had been sent to discover what happened to the five she and Day had despatched and to reacquire and kill her and her mother.
When her mother awoke later that day, Morning explained what she'd seen. Day agreed they needed to leave immediately. However, they'd need to cash in their bank accounts and arrange new IDs. Fortunately, they knew just the man to make that happen.
Morning temporarily changed her and Day's appearance to look like what would be their new faces and bodies. After changing them back, she and Day crashed in on George. After satiating their mentor's ardour, Morning texted him the pictures she'd taken earlier. George looked at them and asked, "Why did you send me pictures of Beyoncé and her sister? Wait. They're not the Knowles sisters, are they? More like celebrity impersonators of someone famous."
Morning grinned as she gently stroked George's deflated cock. "George, Daddy," she said winningly. "We need you to make us some new IDs with those photos. What we were running from when we first came to you has returned, and we need to get out of Boston. We also need you to empty our bank accounts and get us the cash. Plus, we'd like you to arrange a meeting for us with your counterpart in New York.
George sighed, knowing he'd miss the two women. His agency would definitely miss the income these two brought in. He also knew when someone was in trouble. Gigi and Bella were in trouble, and he could sense that. George was wise enough to ensure he didn't put himself, the people he worked with, and his business between his two escorts and that trouble. People died when they were stupid enough to do that.
"I don't know how that'll work," George grumbled as he gently removed his 'tired' cock from Bella's hand. "You two don't look anything like Beyoncé or Solange. But, whatever, what surname do you want on the IDs?"
"Bonhomme, please, George," Morning said before adding, "And let me worry about how we look. Of course," she smilingly added. "We'd expect to pay your typical fee for doing something like this. Thirty-five thousand, wasn't it?"
George chuckled, "Honey, given how much money you and your sister have earned for me over the last twelve weeks, I'll do this for you for gratis. But, make an old man happy, would ya? Drop in and fuck his brains out occasionally?"
Kissing big George's handsome face, Day replied, "If it's safe to do so, we'd love to, Daddy George."
"I'll get Antoinette and Eloise onto it now," George stated. "I'll send Brandon over to pack up your apartment and put everything into storage, ready for shipment to your new place. Eloise will book you back into the Marriott until your new identities are ready."
"Thank you, big Daddy George," Morning said. "You must let us pay, though."
"No, I mustn't," George denied. He left briefly to get Eloise and Antoinette on the job. Returning, he spread his arms wide and said, "One more time for old times' sake?"



Stifling tears and sobs, Day and Morning dragged George back to bed and fucked him until his tender todger refused to work anymore.

The End of Chapters One and Two.
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The Cuckquean 2: Butch Desires.

Warning: This story is titled The Cuckquean 2: Butch Desires. However, the 'cuckquean' in the title refers to the main character, Jemima Khan. There is little cuckquean action in this story because it relates more of Jemima's origins and her sexual desires, including how she loves to be dominated by masculine-looking, butch lesbians. Some of Jemima's subsequent stories will return to the story's origins—a submissive, bisexual wife who loves bringing home sexy young things so she can be 'cucked' by her husband. Most of the characters from the first Cuckquean story reappear in this episode.
Jemima Khan kissed her husband, Cillian, goodbye and watched as he strolled through the gates leading to the X-ray machines at Melbourne's International Airport. Cillian and some of his ex-teammates headed to Bali every year at this time. Her pussy throbbed as she anticipated her evening to come. Jemima had promised the butch lesbian bartender at The Fox Hotel in Collingwood, Melbourne, she'd return when her husband took his annual break with his ex-teammates.
Jemima knew Cillian and his mates would spend the week fucking every slut and ladyboy that would let them. She didn't begrudge Cillian this week's break, nor did she feel any jealousy over the girls he'd fuck. After all, Jemima spent this week indulging in her own fantasies. Jemima was bisexual with a strong preference for women. Yet, somehow, she'd fallen in love with Cillian, a man almost five years younger than her.
Cillian was a listed AFL player when Jemima met him. She and Cillian believed he was destined for greatness. Unfortunately, Cillian's ability to read the play and get himself to the right areas of the field was always a step slower than his opponent's. The big lummox tried, tried with everything he had. He trained hard, worked hard, and listened intently to his coaches. But after three fruitless years, the inevitable happened, and Cillian was delisted.
Without much hope, Cillian put his name into the draft, but his worst fears were confirmed, and he wasn't picked up by any of the other teams. Defeated and deeply ashamed, Cillian reluctantly made his way home to the enormous house in Melbourne's Brighton he shared with his wife, Jemima. To his surprise and endless gratitude, Jemima's love for him was unaffected by his self-perceived 'failure'.
Jemima, a radiologist with Melbourne's Royal Children's Hospital and a soft porn star under the pseudonym Jemima Starr, loved her big lunk of a husband to distraction. Jemima knew her husband wasn't the brightest star in the night's firmament. That, in fact, Cillian was borderline dumb. But the big guy had a big heart—a heart large enough for the emotionally fragile Jemima to hide inside.
Jemima was the seventh of seven children and a disappointment to her parents. Despite the marriage her parents had arranged for her, Jemima chose to continue with her education and become a radiologist. Then, as if to further rub her parents' faces in her disobedience, Jemima had married a white man, a Roman Catholic white man to boot.
To punish her, Jemima's father, Arjun, kicked her out of the inner family. Although her beloved older brother, Jaspirit, and her mother, Waheeda, ignored Arjun's edict and regularly made time to see her, Jemima could no longer attend family gatherings and events. Cillian's love for her and his steadfast support of her had allowed Jemima to come to terms with her banishment.
It was the night after Cillian had stared down her father that Jemima had first brought a young slut home for her husband to share. Two things happened that night: 1. Jemima realised she couldn't live without regular woman-on-woman sex. And 2. She loved watching her husband's big, thick cock splitting open some pretty, young slut's cunt, especially if she (Jemima) was bound and helpless when Cillian did it. From that night on, Jemima often went hunting, looking for a fresh, legal-aged, bisexual woman to take home to her husband. Jemima hardly ever missed her prey.
On a Friday night, depending on customers, The Fox doesn't close until after one a.m. Just before midnight and dressed to the nines in a Phoenix Rising Coloured Rhaine Midi-Cowl Bodycon dress, Jemima slid gracefully out of her Uber, opened the door and strutted into The Fox. The patrons at the door momentarily stopped talking as an exquisite piece of loveliness glided past them, her hips swinging sexily above her black 7-inch heels and with a pencil straight seam running up her stocking's length.
Striding confidently to the bar, Jemima waited for Leslie the Lezzie, the butch lesbian barkeep, to notice her. Leslie, who'd often fantasised about Jemima returning but hadn't the courage to call the beautiful Indian woman, almost dropped the schooners she carried when her eyes hit Jemima. Unawarely, Leslie's tongue reached out to touch her suddenly dry lips.
Jemima smiled at one of the men sitting on a stool at the bar. Bamboozled by Jemima's elegant beauty, the man quickly stood and offered her his seat. Thanking him with a soft touch on his flushed cheek, Jemima gracefully slid her shapely rear onto the stool, purposefully allowing her ass to touch the man's groin as she did.
"Co-co-could I buy you a drink?" The man stammered.
Turning her liquid-brown eyes onto the young man, Jemima flashed her massive diamond engagement and wedding rings to the man and replied, "I would, but I don't think hubby would approve, do you?"
"Ahh, probably not," the man regretfully agreed before turning to his mates.
"Jaysus!" The man's avowed bachelor friend muttered. "Even I'd give up dicks for a chance at that!"
Jemima, who had heard the 'not so whispered' comment, smiled at the pair and sultrily said, "And it'd be worth it, too."
Jemima turned her attention back to the bar. Leslie, ignoring other patrons who had waited for longer, handed Jemima an expresso martini before returning her attention to the others. Smiling enigmatically, Jemima appreciatively sipped her drink and waited until Leslie could speak to her.
As Jemima sat, Gayle and Lynne, The Fox's owners, took time to chat with her, trying to work out how their best but studiously single bartender knew the stunningly gorgeous woman sitting straight-backed and proud at their bar. They'd seen the massive rocks on the newcomer's finger and hoped Leslie wasn't making a grave mistake and becoming involved with a married woman.
Jemima handed Gayle her platinum credit card to ease any concerns she was mooching off Leslie and skilfully deflected their questions. Approaches from other patrons were met with a distant look and a raised hand so they could see her wedding rings. Insistent approaches were chased off when Leslie glared at them over the bar. Women and men approached Jemima in equal numbers, and although a few of the prettier girls would have been of interest if she was hunting for Cillian's benefit, Jemima was uninterested in them tonight.
Finally, nearing two a.m., the bar emptied enough that Leslie could stop for a time and talk with Jemima. Standing near the gorgeous woman, Leslie, her typically uninterested libido sending warm pulses into her hair-matted pussy, furiously dried and polished glasses to place in the trays to be returned to the long fridges under the bar, ready for tomorrow's rush. She had desired the exotic Indian woman since Jemima's unexpected appearance the month before. Many times, Leslie had gotten Jemima's card out, only to chicken out in the act of dialling, unable to believe the beautiful woman wanted her to call.
Now, a month later, almost to the day, Jemima was before her again, and poor old Leslie could not think of even one thing to say. Leslie saw Jemima looking amusedly over her glass at her as she dried and polished. Taking a deep breath, she blurted, "I'm sorry I didn't call. I wanted to, but I couldn't believe you wanted me to." 'Fuck! Even her laugh is beautiful,' Leslie thought as Jemima's chuckle chimed in her ear delightfully.
"I did say I'd come and see you when my husband and his friends took their annual trip," Jemima smilingly said. "Today's that day, and here I am."
"Assuming it doesn't get busy again, I can leave after I've dried and put these glasses away," Leslie explained.
"Do you have a car, or do we need an Uber?" Jemima asked.
Leslie, disbelieving that Jemima had just said that she was prepared to leave with her, answered, "I have my bike, a Harley soft tail."
"With a spare helmet?" Jemima queried.
"I can borrow one from Gayle," Leslie stated.
"I'm not exactly dressed to sit on the back of a bike," Jemima pointed out.
"Honey, I think you're perfectly dressed to ride behind me. Especially if you don't have panties on."
"I don't," Jemima said, her eyebrow lifting challengingly.
Handing Jemima a full-faced pink helmet, Gayle firmly said, "Leslie, if you don't take this gorgeous creature out of here immediately, I'll take her myself. Hell, one look at this breathtaking girl and Lynne will not begrudge me a side affair. Well, not so long as she can share!"
Grinning at her boss, Leslie said, "Be back in a sec." She disappeared through a side door before quickly reappearing, wearing a brown leather jacket and holding a backpack and an old-fashioned, open-faced helmet. Lifting the hinged bar, Leslie joined Jemima in the bar area before taking the gorgeous woman's elbow in hers and escorting her out the door.
Several of the patrons, all friends of Leslie's, whooped and wished her good luck as she and Jemima exited the hotel. Blushing embarrassedly, Leslie checked both ways before guiding Jemima across the road to where her bike was parked. "Sorry about that," she mumbled. "But they've been teasing me about being single for nearly a year. You're the first one I've gone home with in that time."
Leslie placed her backpack on the parcel rack behind the passenger's seat, got on the bike and kick-started it. Jemima examined the bullish-looking lesbian woman. She marvelled at Leslie's round head over a short neck that quickly flowed into large, muscly shoulders. Small breasts barely showed in the unzipped V of Leslie's jacket, and what would be called a paunch if Leslie was a man bulged over her belt buckle. Leslie's low-cut jeans were tucked into brown biker's boots. Leslie's helmet completely hid Jemima's prospective lover's short brown hair. At a casual glance, Leslie would easily be mistaken for a man.
A sudden flush raced through Jemima's pussy as she basked in the powerful presence of a butch lesbian woman. 'How long has it been since I was taken by a butch lover?' Jemima wondered as she admired Leslie's masculine form. 'The answer?' Jemima silently decided. 'Too long!' She waited until Leslie had flicked up the kick-stand and straightened the bike before she hiked her midi dress up to mid-thigh and climbed up behind her new friend.
"Where are we going?" Leslie shouted over the Harley's roar.
"My place," Jemima yelled back. "17 Mulgoa Street, Brighton." Jemima tipped her head back and squealed gleefully as Leslie gunned the bike. With its rear wheel spinning and kicking up stones, Jemima speared her bike into the traffic and accelerated toward Brighton.
Turned on by her passenger's excited enjoyment of her riding style, Leslie waited until they were on a piece of road without many traffic lights. Taking her left hand off the handlebar, Leslie reached back and found Jemima's inner thigh. Tickling upwards, Leslie's fingers encountered her sexy passenger's lightly fur covered pussy. Delighting in Jem's wet pussy hair, Leslie flicked her middle finger over Jemima's clit, eliciting a moan from the Indian woman.
Jemima pushed her extensive, unfettered breasts against her butch friend's broad back and moaned as she enjoyed Leslie's fingering. Leslie had to return her hand to the bike's handles regularly as she guided them towards Jemima's home. However, as they rode, Leslie delved her fingers through Jemima's soft bush every chance she got.
Arriving at Jemima's house and pulling into the driveway, Leslie kicked the stand out and gaped. "Jaysus, woman!" Leslie exclaimed, her eyes wandering over the massive two-story building. "Just how rich a bitch are you?"
"Does it matter?" Jemima challenged.
"Not when you're sitting on my face," Leslie riposted.
"Here in the driveway?" Jemima coquettishly asked. "The neighbours will talk."
"Perhaps not," Leslie agreed as she took and pinched Jemima's puffy nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. "But I think you should kneel and give me some head out here." Forcing Jemima to her knees by squeezing her nipples and pulling her down, Leslie grabbed the back of Jemima's head and pushed it against her crotch. "Suck, bitch," she demanded.
Smiling, Jemima knelt and eagerly unbuckled Leslie's belt before undoing her fly and pulling her jeans down. Jemima gasped when a 'cock' sprang through Leslie's boxer's fly and hit her pouting lips. With her hands shaking, Jemima pulled Leslie's boxers down, exposing a thick, 6-inch rubber cock, its double end inserted through Leslie's thick, hairy bush and into her cunt.
"I said, 'suck, bitch'," Leslie snarled as she tried to force Jemima's head onto her 'cock'.
Jemima leant back and smiled up at the bullish woman standing over her. "Leslie the lezzy, I am subservient to my husband, Cillian. No other. I'll happily suck your cock, your manly tits, and anything else you want me to suck, but do not try to act as my Master. Am I clear?"
Leslie lowered her eyes and answered, "Yes, Mistress."
Jemima sighed and said, "Leslie, nor do I wish to be your Mistress. I want you to be what you are—a butch lesbian that loves taking the masculine role. I want you to be my man for the night. If we're both satisfied with how the night goes, in the morning, we can discuss how long you stay. Okay?"
"I get it," Leslie grinned. "Now, suck, my little knob gobbler."
Jemima chuckled as she held Leslie's 'cock' and guided it into her mouth. Surprising her masculine-looking lady lover, Jemima gleefully swallowed it all in one swift gulp.
'Wow!' An impressed Leslie thought. 'This will be a fun night.' She placed her hand on Jemima's head and face fucked her, checking to see if Jem would choke. She didn't! "Let's take this upstairs," Leslie panted.
"Do you think you can carry me?" Jemima jokingly asked. "I'll let you take me in the bottom if you can."
Jemima watched Leslie pull her pants up and redo her buckle. Then she gasped as Leslie effortlessly picked her up in a bridal carry and walked up the stairs to Jemima's front door. 'Oops,' she thought. 'That backfired! Still,' she added to the thought, 'maybe she'll weaken before we reach my bedroom.'
Leslie paused at the door to allow Jemima to open it and then followed her prompts to carry the gorgeous Indian woman to her (Jemima's) bedroom. At the end of her endurance, Leslie pulled the covers back and lay her beautiful friend on the bed.
"Guess I'm getting banged in the bottom tonight," Jemima kidded.
"You sure are," Leslie said as she stood over her sexy friend and let her eyes gaze longingly over Jemima's sensually curvy form.
Feeling hot and incredibly slutty, Jemima lifted and parted her knees, allowing Leslie to peer at her soaking slit. "Nice!" The bullish-looking woman smiled. "Is that for me?"
"Yes," Jemima cooed. "Take me like the slut I am."
Leslie pounced onto the voluptuous Indian woman, her hands grasping and squeezing the woman's lush breasts. Annoyed at Jemima's dress preventing her from claiming total ownership of the woman's ripe breasts, Leslie grabbed handfuls of it at ripped. With a tearing sound, Jemima's dress ripped apart, and her large, sexily full breasts bounced into Leslie's view.
'Oops, there goes $800 worth of a designer dress,' Jemima vaguely thought as her legs unawarely spread, ready to accept the powerfully built lesbian between them.
Not satisfied with exposing her milk chocolate-coloured lover's breasts, Leslie continued tearing until Jemima was naked, her only covering left being the black stay-up stockings with the pencil straight seams. Deciding she liked that look, Leslie ripped her trousers down, kicked off her boots and threw her jacket off her shoulders.
Leaving her black 'Motorhead' T-shirt on to cover her remnant boobs (Leslie had had top surgery to remove her breasts, but with her recent weight gain, fat had pooled in the tissue under her nipples, recreating her second most hated feature), Leslie eagerly, forcefully moved between Jemima's lewdly spread thighs, positioned her 'cock' at the dusky-skinned woman's spread open cunt and drove powerfully into her.
"Unghh," Jemima grunted as her nether regions accepted Leslie's vigorously thrusting cock. "Unghh," she repeated as Leslie pulled out and rammed back in. Then, "Unghh, unghh, unghh," as Leslie began pounding her. Jemima opened her eyes and saw Leslie's hazel green eyes gleaming back at her. "Fuck me, Daddy Leslie," Jemima pleaded. "Fuck your slut hard!"
Grinning delightedly, Leslie noticed how her milk chocolate-coloured lover ignored her (Leslie's) remnant breasts and wrapped her arms around her back instead. Jemima raked her nails across and down Leslie's back as if ... as if she (Leslie) was a man ... Leslie realised. Leslie pulled back and slammed into her lover again. Her grin spread as she felt Jemima's knees lift and then wrap around her powerful hips. Jemima leant back, her arms leaving Leslie's back and her fingernails digging into Leslie's muscular forearms instead.
"Fuck me," Jemima demanded. "Oh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, you big handsome Daddy. Your little girl needs to cum on your big cock!" With every 'fuck me', Jemima slammed her cunt up at Leslie's quickly descending hips. The sounds of a woman being vigorously fucked filled the room.
Every slam into the gorgeous woman forced the rubber stop on Leslie's double-ended dildo to bang against Leslie's thick, distended clitoris, sending delightful shudders through the large, powerful woman. Leslie's clitoris closely resembled a tiny penis. At least an inch long, it grew from its standard size when Leslie had taken male steroids to build her body up. Leslie had competed with some distinction in amateur bodybuilding competitions before she realised the steroids were destroying her libido. Leslie liked to fuck, and she was good at it. However, she found that a lot of other lesbian women loved her 'miniature cock' and would suck on it for hours at a time if she'd let them. She hoped that Jemima would be one of those women.
Moving her hand from the mattress beside Jemima's shoulder, Leslie grasped Jemima's right nipple. Bending at her mid-back, Leslie slurped the turgid breast nub into her mouth and gently bit as she lashed it with her tongue. The sudden added pleasure/pain combination launched her chocolate-skinned lover into an orgasm. As if she was rewarding her lover for making her cum, Jemima stroked her nails along Leslie's thickly muscled forearms. Leslie smiled at her, pulled all but the tip of her rubber cock out of Jemima's slippery quim, twisted her nipple viciously, and slammed back into the quivering woman.
"Yes!" Jemima screamed as her climax peaked again. Every time Leslie slammed into her, Jemima squealed, "Yes!" and peaked again.
Eventually, Jemima's squeals diminished, and with a satiated smile, her hands dropped from Leslie's arms. "What do you want me to do for you?" Jem asked quietly.
Leslie pushed back until she was on her knees. Peeling her now sweaty T-shirt off, Leslie looked at Jemima, smiled and said, "Suck this."
Jemima's eyes dropped to Leslie's cock, and she smiled back at the powerful woman. "Gladly," she said, reaching for Leslie's dick.



"Not that," Leslie denied as she gripped her cock, and with a soft squelch, pulled it from her tight cunt. "This." Using her hands to spread her thick, hairy bush, Leslie exposed her miniature cock to Jemima's gaze.
"Oh, Gawd!" Jemima said lustfully, her pussy spasming and quivering at the thought of having that exquisite, tiny knob in her eager mouth.
I'm glad you approve," Leslie stated as she fell onto her back and encouraged Jemima between her muscular thighs.
Chirping happily, Jemima quickly dove between her butch lover's enormous thighs and surrounded her clit with her soft, pouting lips. To Jemima's surprise, in her mouth, Leslie's penis-like clit felt just like a tiny dick. Jemima had never before sucked one so small, but she figured the technique was the same. Closing her lips firmly around the slippery protuberance, Jemima sucked hard as she lashed it with her tongue. Leslie rewarded her with a deep moan, a hand on her head to encourage her, and an upthrust with her hips.
Jemima suppressed a grin and sucked harder and lashed faster. Far quicker than she imagined, Leslie erupted into a shattering orgasm. Thick, oily, sweet tasting secretions poured from the bullish woman's vulva, liberally coating Jemima's chin. Jem sucked and swirled her tongue again, but she quickly desisted when Leslie gave a pained gasp.
"Too tender," Leslie almost whimpered. "My cock becomes really sensitive after I've climaxed."
"What would you like me to do next?" Jemima asked, her pussy beginning to flood with juices as she anticipated meeting her butch lover's needs and desires.
"You promised to sit on my face earlier," Leslie suggested, a grin splitting her moon face.
"I sure did," Jemima replied, a matching grin flowing onto her regally angled features. Facing towards Leslie's hairy cunt, Jemima swung her leg over the beefy woman's head. She wanted to be able to dive back onto her friend's toy-sized penis if Leslie wanted her to.
Lowering her glistening pussy, Jemima settled her taut buns on Leslie's face and sighed happily when she felt Leslie's broad tongue probing along her pussy lips, searching for her clit. "Oh!" Jemima gasped as Leslie's thin lips encircled her engorged love button, and her tongue stroked softly over it.
"Oh, lawd, that's good," Jemima moaned, her left hand unconsciously pulling her long black hair over her shoulder and fanning it across her luscious 16C breasts.
Leslie looked up, seeing only Jemima's taut buns above her nose. She inhaled the Indian woman's spicy and musky aroma and increased her tongue's speed on the gorgeous woman's clit.
Jemima, relishing the forceful attention from her butch lover—attention so much harder than a woman's yet way softer than a man's (a perfect compromise, Jemima believed), gripped her left nipple in her hand and squeezed before spreading her hand and massaging her whole breast. She couldn't remember the last time she'd given herself to a butch lesbian, but she knew they'd be a constant presence in her life from now on. Well, assuming Cillian wasn't jealous of them. She briefly wondered if Cillian would play with her simultaneously with one of these powerful women. She hoped so.
Leslie's strong hands gripped Jemima's toned ass and temporarily lifted her off her mouth. "You may suck my cock again, slut," Leslie encouraged.
Smiling widely, Jemima fell forward onto Leslie's large stomach and stretched her head out. Finding the bullish woman's 'girlie cock' sticking proudly from her pudenda, Jemima sucked it back into her mouth and lashed it with her tongue. Joint moans flowed from the coupled pair.
"I want to fuck you," Leslie stated as she turned her body to face Jemima. Jemima reached for where Leslie had carelessly tossed her double-ended 'cock'. "Not with that," Leslie explained as she delved under her sagging belly and pulled the flesh above her penis-like clitoris up. This forced more of her 'cock' to bulge from her body. "With this."
"Oh, my!" Jemima exclaimed, eagerly rolling onto her back and spreading her gorgeously toned and shapely thighs.
Holding her 'cock-like' clitoris exposed, Leslie crawled between Jem's parted thighs. Then, hooking her leg over Jemima's svelte upper thigh, Leslie lowered her cunt until her 'cock' pressed against Jemima's tiny but fully swollen clitoris. Letting the skin above her 'girlie cock' go, Leslie balanced by grabbing hold of Jemima's plentiful chest and began forcefully rubbing her exaggerated cock-like clit against the Indian woman's pussy.
Jemima had tribbed or scissored with a woman many times before but never with one with a clit as enormous as Leslie's. Leslie's swollen 'girlie penis' felt just like a tiny, stiff cock sliding along her slit and over her clitoris. Leslie even paused at Jemima's entrance and 'fucked' her with her 'cock'. It was more the mental imagery of what the staunchly built lesbian woman was doing than the actual physical sensation that had Jemima's motors running. Still, whatever it was, Jemima screamingly launched into a series of almost cataclysmic orgasms, each longer and harder than the previous. Finally, with a comically warbled screech, Jemima passed out.
Jemima woke when the morning sun's rays poured in through the unclosed blinds and bathed her face. She was cradled in Leslie's powerful arms, her butch lover's broad chest pressed against her back, and Leslie's hand cupped and gently kneaded her left breast.
"Morning, beautiful," Leslie hummed as she gently nibbled on Jemima's shoulder, her fingers moving onto Jemima's nipple.
Smiling happily, her pussy starting to throb with anticipation, Jemima rolled and, ignoring hers and Leslie's 'morning breath', locked her lips firmly with her butch lover. "Morning, Daddy," Jemima cooed. "Would you like me to cook you breakfast?"
"No," Leslie denied. "Your husband is gone for a week, right?" Jemima nodded. "So, you're mine until next Friday morning?"
"Yes, Daddy," Jemima agreed.
"Good," Leslie grinned before getting out of bed and entering Jemima's extensive walk-in robe. Selecting a bright yellow, barely opaque sundress, Leslie grabbed a pair of beige wedge-heeled sandals for Jemima to wear with it before exiting the room. Opening the top left drawer of Jem's dresser, a drawer where, in Leslie's experience, most women put their underwear, Leslie removed a tiny white thong barely wide enough to cover Jemima's slit but sufficient to keep her decent if the dress flared above her hips.
"Shower, makeup, dress, and then we're going to a sweet little café where I'm going to show off my girlfriend," Leslie announced.
Giggling, Jemima agreed. She rolled her torn silk stockings off her long, shapely legs and casually tossed them in the bin. Then, outrageously exaggerating her hip swing, Jemima strutted past her masculine-looking girlfriend and entered her en suite. As she passed Leslie, Leslie smacked her beautifully proportioned, heart-shaped ass and growled, "Food and then back here for more sex, you voracious slut!"
Less than thirty minutes later, Jemima, whose makeup was done to emphasise her sharp, aristocratic nose and angular cheekbones understatedly, sat in Leslie's lap, sideways across the bike. Gayle's pink crash helmet was on her head, ruining her carefully coifed hair, and her arms were wrapped around the muscular woman's bull neck. As she had the previous night, Jemima squealed with delight as Leslie gunned her bike and roared down the street. An exhilarating forty-minute ride later, Jemima, whose braless nipples were tenting her sundress, slid gracefully off Leslie's lap and adjusted her sundress back to decency.
Casually groping the gorgeous, milk chocolate-coloured Indian woman's ass, Leslie guided her inside. Pulling back and holding a seat in a position that would force all the cafe's customers to walk past her, Leslie sat Jemima down and then crossed to her friend, Tina, who was standing at the front counter.
"Who's the honey box?" Tina, another butch lesbian, although not as masculine looking as Leslie, asked.
"My current squeeze," Leslie gloated, smiling back at Jemima and giving her a slight wave.
"Gawd!" Tina despairingly said as Jemima smiled and waved back. "I don't suppose she has a lesbian sister?"
"Don't know," Leslie pretended to muse. "I must have forgotten to ask as I fucked her senseless last night."
"You didn't!" Tina gasped.
"I did!" Leslie confirmed. "When I tribbed her sweet little cunt, she orgasmed so hard that she passed out!"
"Get out of here!" Tina exclaimed. "Bitch! Okay, okay. Enough with the skiting. I take it that you'll have your usual. What does the honey dripper want?"
"The acai berry bowl with fresh fruits, organic cereals and almond milk. Chai Latte to drink."
"How do you know that?" Tina wonderingly asked. "Did she tell you before you got here?"
"Look at the classy dame, Tina. How many birds that beautiful eat anything resembling real food?"
"You're right," Tina grinned. "One trucker's breakfast with extra bacon and a large black coffee, plus an acai bowl with a chai latte coming up."
"How did you know?" Jemima gushed as Tina placed her bowl and latte before her.
"Just lucky," Leslie dismissively said.
They ate happily, with Leslie faint-heartedly trying to smack Jem's hand with the flat of her knife when Jemima snuck some of her crispy-fried bacon.
Tina brought refills for their coffee. Stopping to place them on their table, she looked disbelievingly from her masculine, bullish-looking friend to the exquisite Indian woman sitting beside her. "So, how did you two meet?" She asked, her curiosity boiling out.
Jemima began to answer honestly, but Leslie interrupted. "About a month ago, Jem came into The Fox looking for a bit of fun. She found it, and we've been an item since."
Not one to be slow on the uptake, Jemima softly kissed Leslie's thin lips and added, "So much fun!"
"Uh huh," Tina denied. "I'm not seeing it."
Batting her eyelashes and smiling seductively, Jemima replied, "Well, I wouldn't mind letting you 'see it' in our bedroom twenty minutes after we leave here, but I'm not sure Leslie would approve."
"I wouldn't," Leslie agreed. "But, Tina, baby. I'm sure you can imagine what we'll be doing. Naked, our tongues entwined, our pussies mashed together ... "
"Bitch!" Tina grinningly admonished. "Now I've got a hot cunt, no one to relieve it, and it's still three hours before I can go home and relieve it myself."
"Can we entertain at home tonight, babe?" Leslie asked Jem.
"Sure," Jemima replied. "What did you have in mind?"
"Tina cooks a mean steak," Leslie pointed out. "If the ugly old broad can find some poor bitch to accompany her, we'll have steak and salad at home tonight."
"Ugly? Old? Broad?" Tina protested. "I'm younger and prettier than you!"
"Than me?" Leslie questioned. "I look like what I am: a big old butch dyke. You look like somebody's transvestite uncle."
Jemima, her head turning back and forth like someone at the tennis, giggled as the two old friends playfully insulted each other. She wondered, from Tina's reaction, if Tina had anyone she could bring. A plan, fully evolved, sprung into her mind. Angela, hers and Cillian's current bisexual play partner was always open to experimentation. Jem wondered if Ange would be up for some lesbian play tonight.
"Excuse me for a sec.," Jem said as she pulled her phone out of her pocketbook and went outside to make a call. A few seconds later, Jemima chimed, "Hey, A2. Got any plans for tonight?"
Angela, whose only plan was to go out and drink herself to a state where she'd accept the fumbling advances of some loser and let him take her home, gushed quickly, "No plans. Why? Do you have some? I thought Cillian was away?" She hated the weekends she wasn't with Jem and Cillian. The sex with those two was absolutely divine. Others paled in comparison.
"Have you ever played with a butch lesbian before?" Jemima airily asked as if it wasn't a big deal. Her heart, however, jumped and seemed to skip a beat.
"No," Angela admitted, pretending to remain calm as her heart also skipping a beat. "But I'm guessing you have plans to change that for me. Tonight, maybe?"
Angela hadn't considered a same-sex relationship before Jemima had crashed so devastatingly into her life. Now, Angela's eyes were wide open, and she eagerly anticipated the sexual adventures her older lovers would take her on. She wasn't even 100% sure what a butch lesbian was. Still, if Jemima wanted her to take that journey and experience that play, then Angela, also known as Ange or A2 (A2 because her mother was also Angela), would gladly learn that game.
"Yes," Jemima said. "See you at mine around five, okay? Bring your bikini."
"Will Cillian be there?" Ange longingly asked. She adored it when Jemima's husband's massive wang split her tight channel apart and slid into her. It was particularly sweet if Jemima's luscious lips were suctioned to her clit when Cillian did it.
"He's away, little one. Remember?"
"Oh," Angela muttered, chagrined.
"So, A2. We all good for tonight?"
"I can bail if I find it's not for me, right?" Ange asked, already knowing the answer.
"Of course," Jemima confirmed.
"Great!" Angela exclaimed. "See you around five p.m." She shut the call off.
Putting her phone back in her pocketbook, Jemima walked back inside, a smile splitting her pretty face. "Leslie, Tina, I have a friend who wants to join us tonight. Is that okay?"
"Who?" Tina doubtfully asked, unable to believe the gorgeous woman before her could be a lesbian, let alone that she knew someone who would date her (Tina).
"Oh, just a pretty, young, raven-haired teenager with the tightest pussy I've ever been fortunate enough to stick my tongue in," Jem nonchalantly said. "She's new to woman-on-woman sex but loves to experiment. You'd be her first butch woman."
"How the fuck do you say 'no' to that?" Tina wonderingly asked.
"You don't," Leslie agreed.
"Cool," Jemima said, throwing her arms around Leslie's bull neck and kissing her cheek, ensuring she rubbed her rigid nipples on the large woman's upper arm. "See you at mine when you get finished here? What time is that?"
"I can be there around 3.30-4.00," Tina confirmed after checking Jemima's address.
"Awesome," Jemima cooed. "Make it lamb steaks and bring something to swim in."
"Lamb steaks?" Tina questioned before remembering that cows are sacred animals in India. "Oh," she blushed. "Never mind. Are boxers okay? I don't want to have to go home to change."
"Sure," Jemima dismissed. My neighbours are both in two-story houses, though. They'll be able to see you in the pool if they look."
"Nobody's looking at these itty-bitty things," Tina said, touching her barely A-cups.
"Besides," Leslie joked. "Even if they do look, they'll just think you're Jem's transvestite uncle."
"Bitch!" Tina said without heat, knowing her friend was only teasing. "Besides, at least I don't look like I could play front row for the Melbourne Storm!"
"Tsk, tsk, men," Jemima teased. "Please don't fight over little ole me!"
"Careful, or you're getting spanked!" Leslie quipped.
"Oh, could I, please?" Jemima riposted as she flashed her sexy ass at Leslie, her eyes hooding and her voice dusky and low.
"Get out of here!" Tina demanded. "My cunt's already on fire with no chance of quenching it in sight. So, get out before I try to fuck you both!"
"Until tonight," Jemima rejoined.
"Huh?"
"No chance of having it quenched until tonight," Jemima explained in a sultry voice. Jemima's pussy was dripping as she anticipated playing with Leslie and Tina later that night.
"Now that is just plain unfair!" Tina exclaimed. "How am I supposed to last the rest of this shift now?"
"With a squelching cunt, I guess," Leslie teased. "Come on, lover. Let's blow this joint and go riding."
"Bitches!" Tina waved as Leslie and Jemima got on Leslie's bike.
Jemima, riding on the pillion seat this time, squeezed her lusciously firm melons against her bullishly built lover and laughed and squealed into Leslie's neck as Leslie gunned her bike and spun them up, over, and through the Dandenong Ranges. Whenever the road was straight and flat enough, Leslie reached behind herself and fingered the gorgeous woman clinging to her shoulders. Three hours later, Leslie roared into Jemima's driveway. She smiled happily to herself when she saw the extensive wet spot Jemima had left on the seat.
Leslie ran her fingers through the wetness and brought them to her nose and mouth. Sniffing appreciatively and dabbing her fingers with her tongue, Leslie said, "Hmm, pussy. My favourite taste and smell!"
"Stop it, Daddy," Jemima protested, pretending to be embarrassed. "The neighbours will see!"
Leslie grabbed Jem and pulled her close. Sliding her meaty hand up the pretty woman's dress and onto her toned but curvaceous ass, Leslie bent her backward and planted a long, passionate kiss on Jemima's lush lips. "Let them look," she stated. "Let them envy me until their eyes drop out and their dick's fall off!"
Leslie would have taken Jemima right there and then, but before she could, Tina pulled up in a rusty old Mazda. Hopping out, Tina took out a lamb steak filled cooler bag, waved and unnecessarily said, "I'm here!"
Disengaging herself from her powerful lover, Jemima smiled and opened her front door. "Come on in," she smilingly said. "We'll grab some wine and beers and head out to the pool." Jem, almost skipping, tripped inside. She showed the two masculine-looking women to the games room and wet bar. "Grab a drink, guys," she added. "I'll run upstairs and put my bikini on. Be back in a second."
The two lesbian women watched Jemima's barely-covered ass almost dance up the floating stairs. Tina turned to Leslie and said, "I call bullshit. What the fuck is going on, Lezzie?"
Grabbing a pair of Heineken cans from the bar fridge, Leslie handed one to Tina and then planted herself on one of the barstools. Popping the tab open, Leslie took a large swallow and replied, "Fucked if I know! About a month ago, Jem came prancing into The Fox, stayed about an hour, teased and flirted with me, promised she'd come back this month when her husband was in Bali with his mates, picked up whom I assume is your date for tonight, and left.
"She gave me her card and told me to call if I wanted to hook up. But I was too chicken shit to make the call. Then, last night, she prances back in and plonks herself at the bar. She immediately made it clear she wanted me to take her home, and here we are."
"You think she's a lesbian who has a sugar daddy that she has to suck cock for to live like this? Leslie, are you sure this is a good spot for you to be?"
"Tell me you'd refuse her, Tina!" Leslie exclaimed. "That woman goes off like a firecracker in the sack."
"Even so," Tina agreed. "Do you know what you're getting yourself into here, Leslie? This woman's never leaving her sugar daddy for a broke old dyke! I'd hate to see your heart broken again."
Leslie had had numerous relationships—each one ending when the feminine woman she was dating had decided Leslie was 'too masculine' for her. Leslie, as a masculine woman, one who had toyed with transitioning many times, preferred beautiful, feminine-looking women. Unfortunately, most lesbians were also attracted to the feminine. If they weren't, they wouldn't be lesbian.
Leslie hoped she could find a 'lipstick lesbian' who could look past her obvious masculinity and see the kind, loving person inside. Leslie's other choice would be a 'straight woman' who could see past the fact that Leslie had neither a cock nor balls. Both options seemed full of fruitless possibilities to her. She sighed.
"Yeah, babe," Leslie acknowledged. "I know. Jem's another woman whom I can never have a long-term relationship with. Still, I'm prepared to have some fun while it lasts, and I hope her leaving doesn't destroy me as it's done in the past."



Jemima's sniffle from the doorway interrupted them. Turning, Leslie saw Jemima sobbing and stricken as she looked at the pair. "I'm sorry, Leslie," Jemima tearfully said. "I wasn't meaning to toy with your emotions; I just wanted to have some fun with you. If I'd known I would hurt you, I would never have walked back into your bar."
Quickly walking over to the sobbing woman, Leslie wrapped her strong arms around Jemima. "This isn't anyone's fault, baby girl," Leslie assured her. "And, it has been fun, more fun than this big old dyke thought she could ever have with someone as beautiful as you. Just sometimes I wish I could have someone for me, you know?"
"I understand," Jemima replied. "Until I met Cillian, I didn't think love would ever find me, either. I'd gotten so desperate for love that I almost agreed to my arranged marriage just so I could have someone."
Tina joined the hug, feeling sorry for her gentle-giant butch friend. She angrily asked, "You're a married lesbian having a little fun behind your sugar daddy's back, right?"
"No, she's not," Angela firmly stated from the doorway. "Cillian, her husband, is at least five years younger than Jem and probably earns less than a third of what Jem does. Jemima's a radiologist with The Royal Children's; Cillian's a labourer."
"So, what's this, then?" Tina asked, angry for her dearest friend.
Unwilling to let go of Leslie, Jemima clung to her and sniffed, "I'm bisexual with a strong preference for women. Yet, somehow, I fell in love with a big, dumb, lummox of an AFL player. Cillian has an inner strength to him that I find irresistible, but I need female lovers in my life. Plus, I love watching Cillian fuck nubile young wenches like my friend Angela here."
"You cruise for women to take home to your husband?" Tina sneeringly said. "Do you expect Leslie the lezzie to fuck your husband? Do you expect me to? Where is this asshole, anyway? Waiting in the bedroom for you to bring his prizes to him?"
"In Bali," Angela said. "Look, Leslie," she added, turning to the powerfully built woman. "You know I'm the one that Jem picked up last month. I've been fucking Jemima and Cillian for more than a month now, and they're about as genuine as they get. Jemima's biggest turn-on is to be made helpless and forced to watch as Cillian fucks me every which way.
"Jemima loves eating my pussy as Cillian fucks me, but she especially likes eating Cillian's cum out of my cunt or arse. After that, Jem and I make love together while we wait for Cillian to recharge. Until Jem picked me up in your bar, I'd never had sex with a woman before. Now? Now, Gawddamn! I love eating her sweet and spicy pussy. Jemima's cunt positively flows when she's turned on, and I love to slurp up every single drop.
"So, if you two don't want to play, fuck off and stop hurting my friend!"
Impressed with Ange's vehemence, Tina said, "You're almost as defensive of your friend as I am of mine."
"What can I say?" Angela asked. "I love the gorgeous bitch!"
Tina looked at Leslie and shrugged. "Up to you, babe," she said.
"So, all I have is this week?" Leslie questioned. "It's just some great sex, and then, 'thanks for that' and 'don't call me, I'll call you'?"
"I need a masculine woman in my life," Jemima sobbed. "Just like I need the softness from someone like A2, Angela. But I'm never leaving Cillian, and I don't know if he'll accept me fucking a butch lesbian. If you want to play with me beyond this week, you'll have to meet my husband and work it out with him."
"I'd have to fuck him?" Leslie sneered. "Like that's going to happen!"
"No!" Jemima denied. "I'd like you both to double-team me, but if you or he can't do that, then I hope he'll let me see you anyway. Even if only for a few hours at a time."
"And when he discovers who you've been fucking this week?" Tina queried.
Ange answered for Jemima. "Cillian's in Bali fucking as many sluts and ladyboys as he can find. He's in no position to object to Jemima fucking anyone. Especially when it's not another man!"
"But you would never be my girl?" Leslie asked sadly.
"Not permanently," Jemima admitted. "But I'd be yours as much as I can be whenever we're together. Can you accept that?"
Leslie thought furiously as she considered what Jemima could offer. If she was honest with herself, she found the thought of 'double-teaming' Jemima with a man intriguing and exciting. Plus, if Jem was prepared to share the likes of Angela with her, too, then Leslie would be swimming in more pussy than she'd had since her army days. It wasn't love or an exclusive full-time relationship, but it sounded like Jemima wanted her in her life semi-regularly but permanently. Well, assuming her husband agreed.
Making a decision, Leslie hugged Jemima tightly to her broad chest. "Let's see how the next few days go. If it works, I'll meet with you and your husband after he's returned and see what he says."
"Does this mean we get to fuck after all?" Angela jokingly asked.
"I'm keen," Jemima unequivocally said. "Leslie?"
Gazing lustfully at the nineteen-year-old Angela, Leslie said, "I'm in. Tina?"
"My cunts been on fire since you two bitches ignited it this morning," Tina growled. "So, I'm game."
"It's unanimous, then," Angela giggled before dropping her sarong, revealing a minuscule pink bikini, and running for the pool.
As Tina and Leslie turned to admire A2's sexily swinging ass, Jemima dropped her robe. Her bikini was a translucent white and covered less than Angela's. Wispy black pussy hairs leaked from its sides. "Last one in has to suck Cillian's cock!" She challenged before pretending to race for the door. Laughing, Leslie took off after Angela, lumbering across the floor.
"No fair!" Tina protested. "I have to put these steaks away before they spoil."
"I'll get them," Jemima offered. "I don't mind sucking my husband's enormous cock."
Tina waited until Jem had placed the steaks in the bar-long fridge under the counter. She hugged the surprised woman and said, "Leslie's good people, okay? But she's emotionally quite fragile. Don't lie to her, and don't pretend you can offer more than you can because if you hurt her, I'll come looking for you."
"I think she'll already hurt if Cillian won't let her see me again," Jemima pointed out. "But I doubt that Cillian will deny me my desires, so she and I will be able to play. However, I can't help it if Leslie gets hurt because she wants more than I can offer."
"Can you love her?" Tina asked.
"I think I already do," Jemima admitted.
"That's all I can ask," Tina replied.
Jemima looked out her open glass sliding door, "Looks like Leslie's kissing your date," she stated matter-of-factly.
"What?" Tina gasped, turning toward where Jemima looked.
Ange's thighs were wrapped around the butch lesbian's hips, and her arms around the woman's neck. A2's bikini top had already been discarded, and she was exchanging a passionate tongue kiss with Leslie. Leslie's hands roamed over the pretty teenager's ass as she ground her 'cock' against Ange's pussy.
Ange spotted Jem and Tina watching. "She's got a cock!" Ange excitedly exclaimed, thrusting her pudenda against Leslie's boxer briefs-covered 'dick'.
Leslie, who had reinserted her double-ended dildo after her shower and who'd pulled her low-cut jeans off before jumping into the pool, chuckled and moved her hands to cover Angela's peach-sized breasts. Leslie's fingers unerringly found A2's nipples and began strumming them.
Angela groaned before she insistently pulled Leslie's T-shirt above her breasts. Bending at her mid-back, Angela gobbled one of Leslie's remnant breasts into her mouth, sucking eagerly and moaning softly.
"Fuck this," Tina muttered. "I'm going in."
Peeling off her button-down shirt and dropping her denim shorts, leaving her wearing a blue shearer's singlet and male silk boxers, Tina bombed into the pool, showering the other two with a wave of water.
More sedately, Jemima followed. Easing into the water, she glided across to Ange and Leslie, arriving in time to see Tina taking the gorgeous raven-haired beauty from Leslie and into her arms. Jemima swiftly took A2's place. She also ground her throbbing pussy against the bullish-looking woman's 'cock'.
"Do you have a cock, too?" Angela innocently asked, unaware that Leslie's 'dick' wasn't real.
"Yes, I do," Tina reassured her.
"Where is it?" Angela naively asked, feeling around Tina's crotch.
"In my bag inside," Tina straight-facedly said.
Ange and Jemima hadn't used toys on each other yet. In Cillian, they had all the toy they needed. Cillian's ability to last before and quickly rejuvenate after cumming meant even when they fucked him together, Cillian usually wore the girls out before he was utterly satiated.
"Oh," Angela embarrassedly muttered. "Geez, I'm such a dope!"
"You didn't need to stop groping," Tina teased. "You're causing something to stiffen, at least!"
"Oh, but Tina," Ange teased back. "You're so wet! How can you also be stiff?"
Moving to the pool's edge, Tina lifted the raven-haired youngster onto the pool's surrounds and lowered her head.
"Yeah, we've got neighbours," Jem pointed out. "Topless is okay. At night, with the lights out, we can probably get away with naked. But fucking around the pool in the daylight will earn us a visit by the cops. Some of my neighbours seem unhappy with Cillian's and my mixed marriage, and they take every opportunity to dob us in."
"It's your backyard," Leslie complained. "Surely you can do as you wish?"
"With twenty-foot high houses beside eight-foot high fences, we have no expectation of privacy. Therefore, any act considered licentious or obscene can be prosecuted. Most of us, if we see a couple fucking, either avidly watch, or if we find the couple repulsive, ignore them. Some busybodies watch until they get their jollies and then call the cops to complain."
"How do you know they wait before they call?" Tina asked.
Jemima explained, "Despite twice having fucked out here for over three hours, and many times other than that for an hour or more, we've never been interrupted, if you get my drift."
Keeping their play just inside the borders of decency, the butch and feminine women took the time to explore each other's bodies. A2 found Tina's hard-muscled body intriguing, but the large, bullish Leslie had her pussy positively drooling. At every opportunity, Ange either backed her tightly toned ass onto Leslie's solid 'cock' or hopped into Leslie's embrace and rubbed her tingling cunt against it.
Eventually, after twice warning Angela and Leslie to 'keep it decent', Jemima suggested they take it upstairs to the guestroom. Angela occasionally slept there so she could show Leslie the way.
A2 slid through the water to Jemima, "Sorry, Jem," she said. "I seem to have stolen your date."
"I'll repeat the warning Tina gave me, honey," Jemima said as she embraced her young lover warmly. "Leslie has a big but somewhat fragile heart. Be clear about what you're offering her, and don't break it. Otherwise, have fun, and we'll see you for dinner."
Angela smiled appreciatively before swimming back to Leslie. She whispered something in the beefy woman's ear, and they swam to the pool's edge, got out, and, holding hands, walked inside. At the bottom of the stairs, Ange delightedly squealed when Leslie picked her up and carried her upstairs.
Smiling at their antics, Jemima swam to where Tina leaned against the pool on her elbows, her body and feet dangling in the water. Pressing her firm, shapely body against the leanly muscled older woman, Jemima suggested, "Want to join me in the hot tub?"
"It's a bit warm for a hot tub, isn't it?" Tina questioned.
"Well," Jemima corrected. "It's more tepid than hot. Perfect for soaking sore feet after a busy day."
"Sure," Tina agreed, turning and climbing from the pool. Her eyes widened when she saw the hot tub was in a hedged alcove with an opaque net over the top.
"We needed somewhere we could enjoy some outdoor play," Jemima grinned.
"What's with the young pussy sniffer?" Tina asked. "She a lesbian?"
"Angela's only begun exploring her sexuality, desires and fantasies," Jemima explained. "So far, she's found eating pussies and sucking cocks is fun. She's learnt that anal sex, when done correctly, is incredible and threesomes exquisite. Now, she's experiencing the pleasures one can receive from a talented, butch dyke, lover. Hopefully, later, she'll discover the joys to be had when two women fuck her."
"And what will you be doing when we fuck her?" Tina asked.
Lowering her eyes, Jemima quietly said, "You heard what my biggest turn-on is, right?"
Tina looked at her friend's lover, a million things racing through her mind. "You're submissive," she stated, sure she was right.
"Yes," Jemima admitted.
"You'll submit to Leslie?"
Jem shook her beautiful head, "I submit to Cillian only. Only he will I ever call Mistress or Master. But I want to be made helpless and forced to watch you fuck A2 into oblivion. Then I want to be forced to eat your cunts until you're satiated. Only then do I ask you to free me so I can get off. If you want, you can take turns fucking me."
"Come and sit in my lap with your back to me," Tina commanded.
Lowering her eyes again, Jemima complied. Tina pushed her left hand under Jemima's armpit and lightly gripped Jem's left breast, her forefinger and thumb softly tweaking the dusky-skinned woman's turgid nipple. Tina's right hand snaked across Jemima's firmly toned tummy and delved through the wispy hair above Jem's clitoris. Finding Jemima's tiny, blood-engorged pleasure nub, Tina split her first two fingers and slid them over it, along Jemima's swollen pussy lips and dipped them into her cunt.
"How badly do you need to cum, my little pussy muncher?" Tina queried.
"Very badly, Ms Tina," Jemima confirmed.
Tina shifted her hands onto the tub's edge and lifted her tight ass onto it. "Make me cum first," she demanded, almost unable to believe her best friend's lover was about to lick her flaming with desire pussy.
Initially, Jemima tilted her head back and lapped at Tina's swelteringly hot vulva. However, that proved ineffective, so she quickly turned and knelt on the tub's seat. Balancing on Tina's lewdly spread knees, Jemima lowered her mouth and, looking appealing up through her eyelashes, pushed her tongue out and swiped it along Tina's slit up onto Tina's heavily hooded clitoris. Realising Tina wouldn't feel much with her clit hooded, Jemima used her thumbs to peel back the muscular woman's clitoral hood and repeated the action.
"Yesssss!" Tina hissed as Jemima encircled her (Tina's) exposed pleasure button with her lips and lashed it with her tongue. Tina typically had to teach her lovers how to do this, so she enjoyed Jem's instinctive actions. Tina crested quickly, but she tried to suppress her orgasmic response, hoping Jemima would continue. Jemima did!
Delighting in her leanly muscled lover's sweet essences, Jemima slid her velvety tongue from past Tina's entrance, onto and into her vulva, along her slippery slit and onto her hooded clit. Tina helped by using her fingers to pull back her heavy clitoral hood and expose her clitoris.
'She's good,' Tina realised as a particular forceful suck brought her close to orgasm again. Tina couldn't help but blow again when Jemima's index finger unexpectedly rimmed her tiny rosebud. Pulling the tall, svelte Indian woman up, Tina kissed her passionately as her fingers delved through Jemima's wispy black pussy hair and onto her button. Sliding over it, Tina dipped two fingers into Jem's juicy cunt and thumbed her button.
Jemima moaned into Tina's mouth as Tina's fingers hooked and lightly scratched over her G-spot. But it wasn't until Tina grasped Jemima's crinkly-hard nipple and twisted and pulled that Jemima climaxed. As she came, Jem's sweet, spicy fluids gushed over Tina's fingers. Smiling, Tina brought her fingers to her mouth and licked and sucked Jemima's fluids from them.
"Are we using the outside BBQ?" Tina asked. "Or doing them inside?"
Jemima pointed to the wood and charcoal barbeque beside the tub and said, "I'll start the fire. By the time I make the salads and prepare some potatoes to go in the embers, it should be ready for the steaks."
"I'll get this started," Tina replied, spotting newspaper and kindling already prepared in the storage area beside the BBQ. "You start on the salads and potatoes."
"Done," Jemima agreed, unselfconsciously strutting almost naked across her lawn and disappearing inside.
Reaching her living room, Jem stopped momentarily and listened to the sounds of her young friend being vigorously fucked by her beefy lover. By A2's orgasmic squeals, she was relishing the experience. Jemima briefly wondered if there could be more than just sex between the pair upstairs. Tina and Leslie's earlier story had hurt her heart, and Jemima hoped that Leslie could find love even if it meant losing her (Jemima's) teenage lover.
Tina, having set the fire, wasn't long after Jemima to come inside. She joined the beautiful Indian woman at the kitchen bench and began washing potatoes to be smeared with butter and chives before being wrapped in tin foil. Once Tina had washed and wrapped four large spuds, she took them out and carefully pushed them into the fire.
Returning to Jem's kitchen, Tina opened the fridge and took out another 500 ml Heineken can. Popping the tab, she took a big swallow before belching appreciatively and wiping her lips. "Good beer," she acknowledged before taking another swig.
Jemima studied the muscular, masculine-looking woman before her as she washed cos lettuce leaves, ready to be turned into a Caesar salad. Tina hadn't changed, and her silk boxers dripped water onto Jem's floors. Jemima glanced at the woman's flat chest, noticing the large nipples that had crinkled against Tina's, chilly from the air conditioning, singlet. Jemima silently walked to her linen cupboard and brought back an enormous fluffy towel. Handing it to the handsome woman, Jemima let the backs of her hands 'accidentally' brush across Tina's extended breast nubs.
Taking the towel in one hand, Tina grabbed Jemima's wrist and forced Jem's hand into her boxers' fly. Pressing Jemima's fingers against her sweltering cunt, Tina growled, "Unless you want me to put on my strap-on and bend you over this counter, stop playing with my tits!"
"Why wouldn't I want you to do that?" Jemima purred, her pussy clenching and unclenching at the thought of being fucked by this handsome butch-looking woman.
"Because you've got salads to make, and I've got lamb steaks to burn," Tina kidded, pulling Jemima's hand out and forcing it against Jemima's barely covered slit. Tina manipulated Jem's fingers against Jemima's button and forcefully kissed the milk chocolate-coloured woman.
Tina delighted in feeling Jemima's puffy nipples stiffening against her cold, singlet-covered breasts. She knew the chilly singlet caused some of their stiffness, but most was by Jemima's swiftly peaking arousal.
'She's got to be the most willing slut I've ever come across,' Tina thought. 'I wonder if she goes cruising for chicks because her husband's a dud root."
Before Tina could take her seduction of the beautiful Indian woman any further, Leslie led the brightly blushing Angela in. At Leslie's request, A2 had found one of Jemima's leather collars and stainless steel leash and given them to the bullish-looking woman. Leslie, by the expedient of grasping the nipples on Ange's lush breasts and dragging down, had forced Angela to her knees. With Angela kneeling and looking fetchingly up at her, Leslie had collared and leashed the raven-headed beauty.
Jemima was about to intervene and protest on her friend's behalf when she saw how heavily A2's arousal flowed down her inner thighs and how Ange's musky, sexually aroused scent filled the air around her.



"There's paddles in my robe upstairs," Jemima quietly said.
Leslie turned to the sexually charged teenager and said, "Well? What are you waiting for?"
Squealing with delight, Angela ran upstairs before quickly returning with a thickly padded square paddle. She dropped to her knees before Leslie and, keeping her eyes and head down as she'd seen Jemima do for Cillian, offered her the paddle.
Jemima had paddled Angela under instruction from Cillian, but Jem was too much of a softy and didn't hit her hard enough. Ange was too frightened to let Cillian paddle her. A2 was in awe of Jemima's ability to receive punishment on her toned, sexy ass and react sexually. But Angela thought being paddled as Leslie fingered her would be an exciting experience.
Smiling down at the luscious young woman at her feet, Leslie patted the countertop. "Feet on the ground, belly and tits on the countertop," Leslie demanded. "Feet spread about shoulder-width apart."
Angela eagerly complied. Once she was in position, Leslie brought the paddle stingingly down onto Angela's nicely rounded butt.
"Ouch!" Ange yelped, but the heat that Leslie had engineered in her bottom quickly travelled to her clit and cunt. Angela's tiny clit poked its head through her folds as it engorged with blood, and fresh arousal poured down her inner thighs.
Putting her thumb in her mouth to soak it with spit, Leslie then placed it against A2's pucker hole and whacked her again. Simultaneously with the paddles thwack, Leslie forced her thumb through Ange's knot and into her bum.
"Ouch! Angela yipped again before her protest turned into a low, soft groan of pleasure as she felt her ass' sphincter opened.
Leslie shifted her hand and thrust two fingers into Angela's spasming pussy. Hooking them down and back, Leslie searched for and found A2's G-spot. Lifting the paddle, Leslie waited for Angela to clench her ass, anticipating the strike. Watching eagerly, Leslie remained still, her only movement being her fingers and thumb gently thrusting into Angela's fuck holes. As soon as A2 relaxed her buttocks, Leslie smacked them with the paddle. This time, when Angela yelled out, Leslie pinched her fingers and thumb together and pulled, scraping her knuckles firmly across Ange's inner pleasure spot.
Almost screaming, Ange orgasmed. She didn't quite squirt over her lesbian lover's hand, but she certainly soaked it with a copious amount of pussy juice. Sinking flat onto the bench top, Angela groaned, "Well, that was intense!"
Smacking Ange's firm bottom, Jemima said, "And just in time for you to slice some tomatoes, parsley and mushrooms to add to our salads."
Laughing, Leslie washed her beefy hand under the sink's taps and shifted to grab a beer from Jem's fridge. Opening it, she took a long swallow before belching at least as loudly as Tina had. "That's good beer," Leslie exclaimed, checking the can out. "Heineken, huh? Oh, how the other half live!"
"Yes, we've been rolling in it ever since Cillian got delisted," Jemima facetiously stated. Jemima was paid well. As a grade 3 radiologist, she earned a low six-figure income. Cillian's labouring job added another sixty to seventy thousand dollars per year to their household budget. However, the repayments on their $3.5m house were not cheap. To help reduce the costs, Jemima's brother, Jaspirit, and her mother, Waheeda, had gifted Jem and Cillian a million dollars each. Plus, Cillian had received a six-hundred thousand payout when he was delisted. This reduced the mortgage to a manageable level for the mixed-race pair and meant that life was comfortable.
Angela slid off the bench and walked to the linen cupboard to fetch a washer. Entering the downstairs bathroom, she washed her still-flaming pussy, face, and hands. Taking the rinsed washer back to the kitchen, Angela knelt before Leslie and gently removed the dildo from Leslie's tightly grasping vagina. After carefully washing Leslie's sticky pussy, Ange took the rubber 'cock' and returned to the bathroom to clean that, too.
"That's an amazingly well-trained wench you have there, Jemima," Tina observed.
"Being a radiologist means I'm a little anal about hygiene," Jemima dismissively replied. "Ange knows that and ensures our toys are all carefully cleaned, sterilised and oiled before we use them again."
Angela returned, knelt, and offered Leslie's 'cock' back to her. Taking it, Leslie partly squatted and re-seated the dildo's double-end into her tight cunt.
"I've gotten so used to wearing this that I feel empty without it," Leslie stated.
Finishing the salad by slicing the eggs she'd boiled and adding Parmesan cheese, Jemima said to Leslie and Angela, "You'd better find some pants at least before we go back out there. It'd be safer if we covered our tops, too."
"Do you have anything I can change into?" Tina asked. "It's getting quite chilly out there, and I don't want to be stuck in these wet clothes."
"My clothes would fit," Jemima replied. "But everything I have is pretty girly. Are you happy with that?"
"Maybe a T-shirt and some panties?" Tina requested.
"I'll get them," Angela offered.
"Finish the mushrooms, tomatoes and parsley," Jem replied. "I'll get something."
Jemima selected an old black T-shirt she wore under her clothes when it was cold. Then, opening her drawer, Jemima searched through until she found the pair of boy-cut briefs she wore when her period was heavy. Next, Jemima pulled out a pair of Cillian's stretchy boxer briefs. She hoped they'd fit over Leslie's ample ass. Jemima also grabbed an old chambray shirt of Cillian's, but she doubted it would button over Leslie's extensive paunch. Taking the clothes, she returned to the kitchen.
Tina was applying some rub she'd found in Jemima's pantry to the lamb steaks as Angela, chattering away as usual, finished the mixed salad. As Jemima arrived, Angela sprinkled a balsamic vinegar mix over the chopped tomatoes, parsley and mushrooms. Jemima handed out the dry garments and poured white wines for her and Angela.
Tina quickly stripped, revealing tiny breasts and the most enormous nipples that Jem and Ange had ever seen. Self-conscious of her large nipples and lime slice-sized areolae, Tina swiftly pulled Jemima's T-shirt on and put on and did up her button-down shirt. She then peeled her wet silk boxers off and gratefully donned the briefs. Tina didn't bother putting her denim shorts back on. Her long, muscular legs looked very enticing beneath the boy-cut briefs she'd borrowed.
Cillian boxers did an admirable job of stretching over Leslie's extensive ass. It clung to her 'cock', emphasising every vein and ridge. Cillian's shirt fitted across Leslie's shoulders, but the ends needed to be tied under her remnant breasts because the buttons didn't go close to meeting their holes. Jemima took the wet clothes to her laundry and put them in the dryer so they'd be ready for the women to wear home. Jem knew Ange would stay for the weekend, and she hoped Leslie would, too. But she didn't know if Tina would even stay the night.
Jemima joined the others in the outside alcove. Grinning when she saw Angela perched on Leslie's expansive lap and exchanging long, passionate kisses with the heavily built, masculine-looking woman. Jemima picked up her glass, turned on the sound system, soft jazz played through the area, and sat on the two-person bench close to the BBQ.
Tina's eyes met Jemima's. When Tina was sure Jemima was paying attention, she flicked her eyes to where Leslie and Angela sat. "The young pussy sniffer seems taken with our friend," Tina stated, too quietly for Ange and Leslie to hear.
"Who knows?" Jemima replied equally quietly, watching Tina work. Growing up in Australia and marrying a voracious, almost carnivore, sportsman had long since removed Jem's aversion to meat. She still maintained her 'no beef' diet, though. "It may even be love."
"I doubt it," Tina replied gruffly as she began setting the lamb steaks on the grill. She'd raked the embers into an even covering along the BBQ's base, ensuring an even cooking heat across its length. "Pussy lickers like that are only interested in one thing: The excitement of the here and now. After a couple of weeks, she'll have had her fill of butch lesbian sex and stop returning Leslie's calls, breaking my friend's poor fragile heart all over again."
"Yeah, that doesn't sound like my Angela," Jemima denied. "If she dates Leslie for a time and then decides it isn't for her, she'll tell Leslie herself and try to let her down gently."
"Still means that Leslie gets hurt, though," Tina pointed out.
"So, you'd rather break them up now and not give love a chance than having to deal with the consequences of it failing? What if Leslie and Ange are the real thing? What if they are each other's one true love?" Jemma asked.
"What? Well, umm, no. Do you think it might be 'one true love'?"
"I have no idea," Jemima admitted. "But neither do they. Nor do you. I'd say they're both adults and let them make their own decisions."
"You won't have to deal with Leslie when this crashes and burns."
"You think you know me well enough to make that judgement, do you?" Jemima queried, her typically laid-back demeanour becoming ruffled."
Taken aback by Jemima's sudden intensity, Tina backpedalled. "What do you mean?"
"I met Leslie once and was so taken by her that I returned just for the chance of bringing her into my life. Leslie fills a need that I have—a need that craves for masculine-looking butch lesbian women. Do you think that would be quenched by just one night of raw, uninhibited sex? No! Whether Leslie hooks up with Angela or not, I hope they'll both want to stay in my life. You, you judgemental bitch, I don't care if you stay beyond tonight or even for tonight."
Tina thought about her words and actions since Leslie had strode into her café with the gorgeously sexy Indian woman and realised that Jemima was right—she'd been judgemental of both Jemima's and Angela's intentions. A judgement neither woman deserved because neither woman had pretended things were any more than what they were. New friends that have turned into fuck buddies and who may develop into something more.
Her friend was happy. Leslie's eyes glowed, and rare grins, smiles and chuckles kept exploding from her friend. If this was only a single event, or even if it was only a week or a month long, Leslie was enjoying herself. Maybe it was worth having to pick up the pieces when it all came crashing down to have her friend this happy and energised again. And, if Jemima were genuine, which Tina realised she was, she, too, would be there if Angela ended it.
"You're right," Tina admitted. "I've been an overprotective mother hen. Please, disregard everything I've said and done since I got here and let me start again." She took a deep breath and exhaled, relaxing the tension inside her. Then she smiled and held her hand out. "Hi, I'm Tina, Leslie's closest friend. You are?"
"The woman you'll be fucking all night!" Jemima growled, pressing her lushly figured body against the muscular, masculine-looking woman.
"Sounds good to me," Tina chuckled as she groped Jem's ass with one hand and flipped the lamb steaks over with the other.
Jemima disengaged from Tina and headed inside. First bringing more beer and wine to the outdoor table close to the pool, Jem then quickly fetched plates and cutlery and set the table. Holding hands, Leslie and Angela joined her. Ange wanted to sit in Leslie's lap, but Jem warned that she wasn't sure the wicker chairs would take their combined weight because one had collapsed as Jem rode Cillian. Instead, they sat close. Angela took the can Jemima offered and cracked it open for Leslie. She took a small sip before handing it to the bullish woman.
Ange pulled a face at the beer's bitter taste and said, "Eww, beer. I remember why I don't drink it now." She quickly picked up her wine glass and took a hefty gulp. Swishing the wine around in her mouth, Angela swallowed and sighed. "That's better," she said, earning laughs and grins from the other two. "Strange, but kissing Cillian when he's been drinking beer is sexy, but drinking it is yuck!"
Tina arrived with the steaks and placed them in the middle of the table. She waited until everyone else had chosen one before taking one for herself. Then she remembered the tin foil-covered potatoes and stood to go back. Jemima had beaten her to it, though, so Tina turned back to the new lovebirds. "How often do you play with Jemima and her husband?" she asked Angela.
"Not often enough!" A2 groused. "Cillian has an enormous dick, at least 8-inches long and thick to go with it. And boy, does he know how to use it! His tongue and fingers are almost as gifted as Jemima's are, and he loves giving oral sex! Plus, he can go all night, and I mean 'all night'!"
Tina had a sexual proclivity she liked to indulge. She loved inserting enormous objects into her ass and cunt. The bigger, the better. Tina had her own PornHub page titled Anna Wett's Massive Insertions. She had several self-made videos of her taking increasingly massive objects inside her cunt or asshole. Tina had nearly five thousand followers, a large percentage of whom paid a monthly fee to access her exclusive to paying members videos. Tina wore a masquerade mask when she made the films to ensure her café's customers couldn't identify her.
Although Tina was an avowed lesbian, men with huge cocks could get her attention, and she enjoyed fucking them. It sounded like Jemima's husband could be one of those men. "How often is 'not often enough'," Tina insisted.
"I've been invited over twice in the month since I met them to play," Ange explained. "But Cillian, Jemima and I have gotten together several times just to hang out, you know? They're quite a bit older than me. Well, truth be told, they could almost be my parents, but they're the best friends a girl could have. They're totally sexually uninhibited and don't care how many extra lovers I take. In fact, they encourage me to take them. The only thing I've never seen them do is to have a second male. I don't think Cillian would mind, but Jem just isn't into that.
"Look, I'd guess that Jemima's a lesbian. It's just that she somehow fell in love with the most masculine man you'll ever meet. And, Cillian's a man's man, you know? Tall, broad shoulders, massive, muscular chest, slim hips, long legs and an enormous cock. He's a sweetheart, but don't bother trying to discuss politics or anything like that with him. Cillian's a great guy but as dumb as a box full of hammers, right? But Cillian's a loyal friend, and he's an absolute doll. He'd do anything for you and give you the shirt off his back if you needed it."
Jemima returned with the potatoes, so the subject was dropped. However, Tina hoped she could connect with Jemima and meet her husband. Tina thought trying Cillian's 'enormous cock' would be a fun experience. Especially if she could have Jemima simultaneously.
The meal was eaten with the usual barbs and digs between good friends. Most of the wordplay was between Jemima and Ange or Leslie and Tina. However, a strong friendship was developing between the four women. The evolving love affair between Angela and Leslie inspired it. Tina and Jemima realised their friends were falling in love, and they didn't want any animosity to linger between each other. It helped that Jemima found the leanly muscled, short-blonde-haired Tina increasingly intriguing. Jemima's typical butch lesbian liaisons were with women similar to Leslie. Tina was the first androgynous woman she was attracted to.
As midnight approached, Leslie cornered Jemima in her kitchen. "Would you be offended if I absconded with your honey pot?" She asked. "I'd like to take her home to my place and spend the night with her."
"You're both adults," Jemima pointed out. "You don't need my permission."
"I'm not asking for permission, Jem," Leslie explained. "But I like to think we're friends, and Ange was your lover before she was mine. Plus, I know you guys are like a semi-permanent thing, and I don't want to step on your toes or fuck up our friendship."
Smiling at her powerfully built friend, Jemima hugged and kissed her lovingly and said, "I hope it's love for you and Ange, Leslie. I really do. You both deserve some happiness in your lives. But Angela's still very young, so I hope this isn't just a phase for her. I'm not sure she knows where her sexuality really is yet, and I'm scared she'll hurt you when she takes up with a man again."
Colouring with embarrassment, Leslie coughed and asked, "Umm, do you think she and I could play with you and Cillian sometimes? I know Angela loves you both, and maybe she can get the cock she needs that way."
"That would be up to A2 and Cillian, Leslie. I'd be keen if they're into it. I'd love to be made helpless and watch you and my husband fuck young Angela into oblivion." Jemima's pussy throbbed and leaked fluids as she imagined the scene.
"Can I leave Ange's collar on?" Leslie asked. "She seems to like it."
"For sure," Jemima grinned. "She knew it was one of my older ones. That's why she got it for you."
"You know, Jem," Leslie ventured. "If it wasn't for your husband ..."
"I know, Mister," Jemima replied, groping Leslie's 'cock'. "I'd probably try it except for the same reason, you know?"
Leslie squeezed the gorgeous Indian woman in her strong embrace. "I'll send Angela in. I know she wants to talk with you, too." Leslie kissed Jemima's soft lips and strode back to the patio.
A few moments later, as Jemima closed the dishwasher door, she felt A2's arms wrapping around her torso. Angela shifted her hands to the taller woman's breasts and gently squeezed and kneaded them. Jemma smiled and turned to face her raven-headed teenage friend, her breasts slipping from Angela's grasp as she did. "What can I do for you, little one?" Jem asked as A2 groped her heart-shaped ass.
"You're okay with me dumping you for Leslie?" Angela asked.
"Of course, honey," Jemima replied before kissing the young woman. "Love occasionally comes from a strange direction. Look at me—a woman who prefers the company of other women, lovingly married to the most masculine jock you could imagine. And, what's worse is that I wouldn't have it any other way. Cillian completes me, even if he struggles to put two sentences together."
"I don't think that I'm a lesbian," Angela mused. "I mean, I love cocks! But Leslie is such a beautiful person on the inside. I look at her and see the gorgeous person she is on the inside, and my heart swells, my legs part, and my pussy drools. Is nineteen too young for love?"
Hugging the gorgeous, young, raven-headed woman tightly, Jem replied, "Of course not. Just remember that Leslie is emotionally fragile, and don't ever lie to her. If this burns out after a few weeks, days, or months, then let her know gently. She'll hurt, but not like she would if you try to deceive her."
"Can she and I play with you and Cillian?" Ange asked.
"That's up to Cillian, little one. You know that."
"I know," Angela acknowledged before kissing Jemima goodbye and skipping out to where her new lover waited. A few moments later, Leslie's motorbike roared away from Jem's house.
Jemima walked out to the patio, ready to clean and put the remains of dinner away before she went to bed. Tina, who was smoking a cigarette, sat in one of the patio chairs. Seeing Jemima, she stood.
"I guess I should be going, too."
"Unless you want to stay and fuck me?" Jemima asked hopefully.
"I thought you disliked me?" Tina replied.
"Never," Jemima denied. "You were protecting your friend. I was okay with that."
"Do you find me attractive?" Tina asked.
"When I take a butch lover, they typically look like Leslie," Jemima admitted. "Other than group activities, I don't think I've ever had an androgynous looking lover. But, yes, I'm attracted to you. You wouldn't still be here if I wasn't."



"Do you like big cocks?" Tina questioned.
"Cillian's is at least eight inches," Jemima responded. "He's incredibly thick, too."
Reaching into her bag, Tina pulled out an enormous strap-on. However, to Jem's eyes, it wasn't as long or as thick as her husband's cock. "I want to fuck you with this," Tina stated.
"Bring it on," Jemima replied.
"I like to be rough with my lovers."
"Bring it on," Jemima repeated.
"Anal, analingus?"
Jemima nodded.
"Piss and/or scat?"
Jemima shook her head. "Hard limit."
"Do you squirt?"
"Not so far," Jemima answered. "I do flood heavily, though."
"Have you experienced a G-spot orgasm?" Tina questioned.
"Many times," Jemima acknowledged. "It's the benefit of loving women."
"But you didn't squirt any of those times?" Jemima shook her head. "Do you want to go upstairs?"
"I thought you'd never ask," Jemima sultrily chuckled as she stood and waited for Tina.
Tina picked her overnight bag up and took Jemima's hand before she allowed the sensual Indian woman to show her to her room. Jemima pushed her bedroom door open and flicked on the light. After turning the dimmer down until the light bathed the room with a soft glow, Jemima stepped aside and let Tina enter.
Tina gazed at the massive four-poster bed, and thoughts of dominance and debauchery leapt from the darker recesses of her mind. She knew from the paddles spoken about and used earlier that Jem was into discipline and pain. She also knew that Jemima shared a Master/slave relationship with her husband, so she hoped that Jem would want to play similar games with her. Deciding to take a chance, Tina demanded, "Fetch me your ropes and favourite paddle. Kneel at my feet when you have them."
"Yes, Ms Tina," Jemima submissively replied.
She opened the lowest drawer of her dresser and took out a thick bag full of soft, braided rope. Then she moved to her walk-in robe and selected a similar paddle to the one Leslie had used on Angela. This one had a number of steel-ringed holes in it, though. It would sting worse than the flat paddle from earlier and leave little round welts all over Jemima's ass and wherever else Tina hit.
Tina bade her dusky-skinned lover to lie in the middle of the bed. As soon as Jemima lay down, Tina leapt on her, and only after a minimal struggle from the long-limbed Jemima, Tina had her naked and securely tied to the four posts. Tina sat on the bed beside Jem's superbly curved body. She eagerly stroked her fingers over Jemima's lush but firmly toned body, enthralled with the beautiful Indian woman's soft and yet toned curves.
"Gawd, you're beautiful, girl," Tina hummed as she felt her pussy wetly blazing between her squeezed-together thighs.
Jemima smiled and arched her bottom up off the bed, offering her neatly trimmed pussy to the masculine-looking woman. Knowing what she wanted, Tina delighted in teasing the gorgeous thing who was helpless and in her control. Instead of placing her hands on Jemima's pussy, as Jemima's body was unawarely demanding, Tina sensuously ran her rough-tipped fingers all over Jemima's body.
Jemima moaned and shuddered as Tina's gently probing fingers explored her entire body. Tina stroked from Jemima's hairline to her toes, studiously avoiding Jem's breasts and pussy. Instead, Tina concentrated on all of Jemima's non-sexual erogenous zones: The tips of Jem's ears, her earlobes, the sides of Jem's jaw, along Jemima's neck, especially that point where Jem's neck met her shoulders, and Jem's inner elbows, her wrists and fingers.
Then, moving lower, Tina lightly touched the outer and inner curves of Jemima's large, firm breasts, along her ribcage and across her stomach. Being careful not to touch Jem's swollen with desire pussy lips, Tina stroked the skin outside her pussy and onto her perineum. Stopping just short of Jemima's fluttering open and shut rosebud, Tina reversed directions and tickled back along Jem's taint.
Finally, Tina moved lower, stroking Jemima's inner thighs and the backs of her knees. Finishing at the gorgeous woman's pink toenails, Tina bathed each individual digit with her mouth. By the time Tina had taken Jemima's left big toe into her warmly sucking mouth, her dusky-skinned lover was mewling and begging to be gotten off. Jemima's arousal was now pouring, rather than flowing, from her swollen open cunt.
Jemima's mind was blanking, and she could barely form coherent words. "Tates," she moaned. "Plead, tates me. Ill bag, plead. You mutts tates me."
Grinning, Tina stepped off the bed. "No! Pleads done grow. I need you!" Jemima mumbled, her body arching yearningly towards Tina.
"Patience, my little slut," Tina said firmly. "I'll give you more cock than you can handle shortly."
"Yeds, plead!" Jemima begged.
Smiling, Tina quickly took her strap-on out of her bag and buckled it into place. She didn't think Jemima needed lube, but years of using a strap-on made her smear her 'cock's' head and shaft with it anyway. She then climbed back on the bed.
Jemima gazed lustfully at the thick 7+-inch cock standing out from Tina's shaved pudenda. "Yeds, pleads," she moaned, her hips rising off the bed as if already meeting Tina's thrusts.
Chuckling, Tina moved between Jemima's toned thighs, braced herself on her left hand, placed beside Jem's luscious right breast, held her 'cock' by its base and lined it up with Jemima's squelchingly hot cunt. "Take this, slut!" Tina yelled as she powered her hips forward and drove the whole cock deep into Jemima's soaking pussy. Simultaneously, she slapped Jemima's firm, 16C tits.
Her mind was made suddenly clear by Tina's driving dick and the stinging slap, Jemima crested immediately. "Yes!" She screamed as her hips unawarely thrust up to meet Tina's pile-driving cock. "Yes, yes, yes!" She repeatedly yelled as multiple small climaxes caused her to thrash under her leanly muscled, masculine-looking lover. But, when Tina pulled all but the tip of her thick cock from Jemima's wetly splashing cunt and hesitated before ripping back into her and slapping her tits again, Jemima almost levitated off the bed. It seemed only where her extremities were bound did Jemima touch the mattress. She tried to scream as a massive orgasm blew her apart, but her throat muscles had joined the rest of her body in an ecstatic rictus.
Tina needed to relieve her passion. Her strap-on was a more traditional one than Leslie's and didn't have a double end. Although the mental imagery of causing her beautiful, milk chocolate-coloured lover to orgasm so intensely was powerful, it didn't allow Tina to cum. Desperate, Tina climbed up Jemima's sexily curved body, pulled her strap-on aside and planted her closely shaven pussy against Jem's mouth. "Lick, slut," she demanded.
'Yes!' Jemima thought as she stabbed her long, skilled tongue into Tina's dripping pussy. Although she loved swallowing cum, she adored tasting pussy fluids. Sucking them off Cillian's wang was good; slurping them from their source was fantastic!
Jemima hoped she and Cillian would be like her parents, brothers, and sister—married forever. However, she also knew she couldn't live without a woman's soft, tender touch. Even with Tina acting aggressively, it was still softer and more tender than when Cillian took an aggressive stance.
Being innately submissive, Jemima liked being told what to do. Her submissiveness meant that she refused promotions at work. Jemima was happy to be the supporter, the one who did the unacknowledged grunt work. She didn't care when her supervisors got the recognition for her work. She wanted it like that and would honestly praise them for the recognition they got.
The problems came when somebody, typically a male superior, tried to take advantage of her because of her submissive nature. Jemima was loyal to her husband in that she'd never even considered an affair with another man, and she certainly wasn't going to allow some guy who was less than half the man Cillian was to touch or grope her inappropriately. A visit to her workplace from her tall, muscly, angrily scowling, ex-AFL player husband was usually enough to keep their wandering hands from her sexy body.
Above her, Tina moaned, returning Jemima's attention to the swelteringly hot cunt on her lips. Tilting her head back, Jemima flattened her tongue and swiped from Tina's entrance to her heavily hooded clit. Thankfully, Tina reached across her stomach and pulled the skin above her nubbin up and exposed the stiff little clitty hidden beneath her hood. Smiling, Jemima repeated her action. This time, Tina groaned appreciatively as Jemima's long, wet tongue bathed her exposed love button.
Overcome with lust, Tina grabbed the back of Jemima's head and harshly ground her pussy against the Indian woman's nose, lips and chin. Instead of complaining, Jemima increased her licks and stabs, driving her masculine-looking female lover to new heights. Suddenly, Tina stiffened, and she groaned, "Fuck me, I'm cumming!" Tina didn't squirt, but her juices flowed heavily from her cunt, threatening to drown her bound lover.
Temporarily satiated, Tina wanted to increase her shapely lover's pleasure. So, undoing the ties holding Jemima to the bed, Tina flipped her over before retying Jem's wrists. Repositioning her strap-on so its base pressed against her clitty, Tina smacked Jemima's heart-shaped ass with the paddle and demanded she get up on her hands and knees.
Jemima quickly complied, but she was significantly taller than Tina. Tina had Jem spread her knees wide and lower her ass. With the aid of a pillow, Tina was able to line her 'cock' up with Jemima's drooling entrance. She whacked the Indian woman's ass as she jammed her thick 'cock' into Jem's pussy. "Take that!" Tina yelled.
Holding Jemima's toned hips with her left hand tightly and hitting Jemima's ass with the paddle held in her right, Tina began vigorously fucking the moaning Indian woman kneeling before her. Jemima crested almost instantly and then started experiencing numerous, steadily intensifying orgasms.
Jemima was closing in on a stupendous climax when the bedroom lights suddenly brightened to their highest intensity. "Jemima!" Cillian growled from the doorway. "What the fuck?!" With Tina looking leanly masculine, from where Cillian stood, she appeared to be a male. A male who was vigorously fucking his wife. To say that Cillian was pissed would be an understatement!
Jemima turned her head and peered around Tina, "Oh, hi, Cillian," she said sheepishly. "This is Tina. What are you doing back from Bali so soon?"
Tina, who had heard Cillian's growled question, squealed, pulled out of her lover and fled to the room's end. She looked fearfully at the married couple and wondered how much shit she was in.
"There's a cyclone warning," Cillian absently replied as he examined the person cowering in his bedroom's corner. "The airline put on extra flights and suggested we get out while we still could. I came home thinking making love with you was more fun than chasing Bali sluts, most of whom prove to be ladyboys, anyway. And here I find you fucking another man."
"Tina is not a man!" Jemima strenuously objected, as Tina voiced the same objection. "Come on, Cillian! You know me better than that!"
Cillian turned disbelievingly to the 'man' cowering in the corner. "Stand up and face me," Cillian demanded.
Shaking, Tina complied. Strangely, even though she considered herself more a man than a woman, Tina's arms instinctively lifted to cover her barely discernible breasts. The biggest giveaway, however, was instead of a deflating penis between her muscly thighs, Tina had a rampantly erect strap-on cock.
"You've finally succumbed to your desire for a butch lesbian lover?" Cillian asked as he turned to his wife.
"Yes," Jemima acknowledged.
"About time," Cillian growled. "I thought I was going to have to put on a dress and pretend!"
Jemima laughed at the image of her supremely masculine husband dressed in a short dress. A dress that left his heavy, tennis ball-sized balls dangling below it. Tina, who was nervously watching the Irish-descended, powerfully built man before her, couldn't help but laugh at the image Cillian's words invoked, too.
Cillian quickly stripped out of his clothes, exposing his slowly inflating 8+-inch cock. "Do you want help fucking this horny little slut into oblivion?" He asked Tina.
"Can I try your husband, Jem?" Tina countered. "Men don't interest me, but huge cocks get my motor running, you know?"
"Turn me on my back and kneel over me so I can watch," Jemima pleaded.
Used to his wife's desires, Cillian didn't wait for Tina to agree. He undid Jemima's binds, let her turn one hundred and eighty degrees, and roll onto her back. "Lower your cunt onto my slut's mouth, and I'll do you doggy as she watches, okay?" He offered.
Her pussy throbbing and drooling in anticipation, Tina silently unbuckled her strap-on and let it drop to the floor. Climbing onto the bed, she straddled Jemima's head and lowered her cunt onto the beautiful Indian woman's face. Tina looked over her shoulder and watched as Cillian climbed up behind her. She looked down at Jemima's fluttering pussy and waited for Cillian to pierce her, rarely penetrated by a real man, pussy. When he did, Tina revelled in having her slick nether regions filled with the biggest real flesh cock she'd ever taken inside her.
"Fuck, yes!" Tina groaned as Cillian split her cunt open.
"Fuck, yes!" Jemima echoed as she excitedly watched her husband's massive tool paring her lesbian lover's cunt apart.
"Fuck, yes!" Tina repeated as her engorged pussy accepted Jemima's husband's rampantly erect penis into it. She groaned louder as Cillian's cock bottomed out in her vulva and pushed against her cervix. 'Gawd, I wish my cervix could open and let cocks past it,' Tina absently thought as the intense pain/pleasure combination of having something forcefully rubbing against her cervix crashed her closer to an orgasm. 'What would it be like if I could feel Cillian's cock in my womb as his balls slapped against my clit?' She wondered.
Although she couldn't ever know the feeling of a cock penetrating her cervix due to the realities of her human anatomy, Tina soon understood what it felt like to have a man's balls crashing onto her clit. Every time Cillian drove powerfully into her, his large, heavily hanging balls swung forward and slapped her pleasure nub.
Tina was already close to an orgasm, an orgasm created by Cillian's enormous thrusting cock, so when she felt Jemima's soft, luscious lips suctioning to her clit, Tina exploded. Cumming and frothing juices like she'd never done before, Tina squealed as she thrust her bony ass back at Cillian's invading todger.
Eventually, Tina temporarily passed from this world. Her pussy throbbed around Cillian's patiently stationary penis as he waited for her to regain consciousness. Time passed, and Tina slowly became aware of her surroundings. Cillian's rigidly erect dick was still buried deeply into her cunt, but he held still, awaiting Tina's response.
Usually, at this point, Tina, her large cock fetish extinguished, would send the guy home. However, this time, she was in Cillian's and Jemima's bedroom. Her first thought was to dress and leave, but the idea of having these two as regular lovers stopped her from going.
Cillian flexed his dick inside her, and Tina realised that he hadn't cum yet. Amazed by his control, she mashed her vulva against Jemima's face and tongue and pushed back at Cillian, hoping he'd take her to nirvana again. The combined feelings of a tongue on her clit and a powerfully thrusting, enormous cock in her splayed open cunt smashed Tina into another earth-shaking climax. Squealing, Tina ejaculated pussy fluids over Cillian's balls and Jemima's face.
Tina collapsed onto Jemima, her head resting on Jemima's pudenda as she passed out again.
"Finish me," Cillian demanded as he pulled out of Tina, pushed her aside, and roughly shoved his gigantic cock down his wife's throat.
Jemima relaxed her throat and accepted her husband's 8+-inches into her mouth. Seconds later, she felt his balls tighten against his thick shaft and his warm ejaculate splashing down her oesophagus and into her stomach.
"Wow!" Tina said, having come to just in time to see Cillian shove his entire cock into his wife's mouth. Tina felt nothing but admiration for Jemima, even though she (Tina) wouldn't even consider sucking a man's cock. Tina knew how difficult it was to accept a large object past her gag reflex because, as part of her shows, she'd fellate the object she was about to insert into her cunt or ass.
Sighing happily, Cillian shifted off the bed and onto the loveseat beside it. Grabbing a cloth from a drawer, he wiped his cock clean and studied Tina. "That slut won't fuck herself," he stated as Jemima's soft, needful moans filled the room.
Remembering that Jemima had offered up her ass earlier, Tina buckled her strap-on back in place and carefully lubed it. "Leg spreaders?" She asked.
"There's a rack full of everything you could possibly want on the back wall of Jem's robe," Cillian pointed out.
Tina opened the robe's door and moved between Jemima's carefully laid out clothes to the back wall. Looking over the assortment of Bdsm gear hanging on the rack, she selected a leg spreader, a pair of weighted nipple clamps, and a riding crop. Returning to the bedroom, she asked, "Butt plugs and dildos?"
"Top drawer under Jem's panties."
Tina opened the drawer and discovered a selection of sex toys hidden beneath Jemima's underwear. She removed a stiff, lady-finger vibrator, a G-spot vibrator, and a sizeable butt plug. She wonderingly showed the plug to Cillian.
Cillian, his cock now fully inflated again, took the plug from Tina's hand and held it close to his enormous cock's head. "It's slightly wider than this," he explained. "It means Jem suffers no pain when I first stick my cock in her ass."
Tina's eyes widened as she realised that Cillian was right. The plug's circumference was barely, if any, larger than Cillian's cock's head. 'Gawd!' She thought. 'To think that monster was inside me!' Her ass sphincter clenched, and her pussy drooled as she imagined taking Cillian's monster cock into her regularly abused asshole. She knew she'd make that happen tonight if it was at all possible.
Meanwhile, Jemima, who'd remained obediently silent as her dominant lovers discussed what they'd do to her next, suddenly groaned lustfully, "Please," she begged. "I need it!"
"Tie her up and ignore her?" Tina suggested.
"Put her ballgag in to keep her quiet and shove the plug up her ass as punishment for talking out of turn," Cillian added.
They leapt on the writhing, beautiful, dusky-skinned woman. Turning her so she was bent over Cillian's knees, Tina dripped some massage oil onto Jemima's ring before shoving two fingers into Jem's fluttering open ass. Finding they fit easily, Tina quickly added a third and began forcing her fingers apart, widening Jemima's gape. Shortly after that, Tina was satisfied Jemima's gape was wide enough to accept the plug. She liberally coated it with lube and pressed it against Jemima's ring, but Jemima had unconsciously locked her sphincter down, denying the plug entrance.
Cillian knew how to fix that problem, though. He reached under his wife's body and grabbed her left nipple, then he pinched and twisted it viciously. Jemima squealed and let her ass relax. The plug's widest part popped through her ring, and Jem's ass closed over the plug's taper, holding it inside her.
Jemima accepted the ballgag without complaint and complaisantly stretched her hands and feet to the bed's corners, waiting to be tied. Handing Tina the ladyfinger and G-spot vibrators, Cillian suggested, "If you want to get her motors redlining, hold this against her plug's base," he handed Tina the ladyfinger, "and this against her G-spot. I'll tweak her nipples and finger her clit."



Tina did what Cillian suggested. As soon as the ladyfinger began vibrating against Jemima's butt plug, a deep, guttural moan escaped around her ballgag. The moan heightened in pitch and intensity when Tina stroked the G-spot vibrator's flexible tip across Jemima's inner pleasure node. Jem's moans swiftly changed to close to orgasmic grunts when Cillian's fingers and thumbs began their jobs.
Tina and Cillian pleasured Jemima relentlessly, driving her swiftly to a climactic peak. But, just before the beautiful, milk chocolate-coloured woman exploded, Cillian commanded, "Stop!"
Tina obediently ceased her ministrations to Jemima's ass and cunt.
"Ooooo!" Jemima protested around her gag. 'I heed who cum!" (Noooo! I need to cum!).
Cillian ignored his wife and spoke to Tina. "I take it, as a lesbian, you don't want to kiss me or anything else like that?"
Tina shook and then nodded her head. "Fuck!" She swore, unsure which answer to use. "Yes, you're right. I don't want to make love to you," she clarified. "I just want to ride your big cock until I cum. When I say I've had enough, you can cum in my ass."
"You want this in your ass?" Cillian doubtfully asked, holding his enormous todger and shaking it.
"I've taken much bigger things than that inside me," Tina chuckled. She was going to mention her website but thought better of it.
"Okay," Cillian agreed. "On the couch?" He suggested. "That way, Jem can watch."
"Sure," Tina said. "Sit on the edge with your knees wide apart.
Cillian oiled his cock's head and lengthy shaft and took the suggested position on the couch. Tina took off her strap-on and similarly oiled her rear fuck hole, preparing it to accept Cillian's humungous dick. Then she turned and backed up between Cillian's muscular thighs. When she felt her bony bottom hit his chest, Tina squatted and reached between her thighs to find Cillian's cock. 'Wow!' Tina absently thought as her hand failed to close around her new lover's enormous shaft.
Cillian, who was holding his cock away from his body so that Tina could slide onto it, waited until she held his dick firmly before shifting his hands to her hips. Then, keeping his hands quiescent, Cillian watched his wife as his wife watched Tina slowly sliding onto his gigantic, throbbing 8+ inches of man meat. He smiled as Jemima's eyes closed, and she moaned lustfully. Even though they'd been doing this for nearly three years, Cillian still found it hard to believe that his wife loved watching him fucking other women. In the initial stages of every play session, Cillian waited for Jemima to explode and denounce him. However, she never did. Instead, she reacted lustfully every time.
Twin moans came from Tina's and Jemima's mouths as Tina's skinny butt cheeks stopped on Cillian's abdomen. Every single centimetre of Cillian's thick and lengthy cock was now buried inside Tina's severely stretched asshole.
Moaning wantonly, Tina tossed her head back and from side to side as she relished the pain from having her backdoor stretched widely open. Although she could, and had, accepted objects much larger than Cillian's cock in there, she'd typically take the time to slowly and gently stretch her ring open so that it was ready for the insertion. This time, without any help except for lube, she'd slid onto Cillian's monster cock without any preparation at all.
It didn't take long before Tina's ass sphincter relaxed to accommodate the huge dick inside her. She leant back onto Cillian and balanced on her palms, which she placed on the couch's seat on either side of him. Moaning from the delightful pain of having her ass stretched further, Tina lifted her feet, one at a time, off the floor and placed them on Cillian's thighs, just above his knees.
"Awwwwd! (Gawwwwd!)," Jemima groaned around her gag as she saw her husband's cock, buried to his balls, in Tina's severely gaped asshole. She climaxed and groaned again as she watched Tina press on her heels and lift her bony ass up along Cillian's massive wang. When only the tip remained in Tina's hole, she let herself slide back down until her ass touched Cillian again.
Tina rode Jem's husband vigorously as she (Tina) slowly crested towards a gigantic climax. Conversely, Jemima was experiencing numerous consecutive petite orgasms as she, too, climbed to her peak, the leap from which would shatter her soul across the cosmos.
Cillian slowly closed and opened his eyes as he controlled his breathing and willed his impending orgasm away. He had, on rare occasions, been able to penetrate Jemima's delectable ass. However, he was just too big to be able to do anything more than rock gently inside her, and whilst it sent Jemima into caterwauling orgasms, it did little for Cillian. No other woman he'd been with had even contemplated taking him in their ass. Most, in fact, struggled to accept his enormous length and girth into their vulvas.
Until now.
Now? Now he had the entire length of his cock buried in his wife's lesbian friend's ass. What was more amazing was that the handsome, masculine-looking woman was raising and dropping her shapely, if somewhat bony, ass up and down his gigantic pole as if she was a trip hammer. His mates would certainly never believe it when he told them the next time they got together. Hell, he hardly believed it himself!
Cillian turned his awareness inwards. It was a trick he'd learned during his playing days. As the other recruits struggled breathlessly and painfully through their preseason training, Cillian flowed through his, letting the many varied exercises pass over and through him without them wearing or tiring him. With his mind concentrated on slowing and controlling his breathing and heart rate, Cillian did the exercises instinctively, keeping only enough awareness to learn a new task when needed.
Keeping his mind focused inwardly allowed Cillian to ignore the deliciously tight anal sheath sliding up and down his enormous todger. It meant he was unaffected by the sounds of his wife's steadily more powerful orgasms and the lust-filled moans that accompanied them. Instead of the lust his wife's moans should have engendered in him, her writhing and moaning body inspired only love.
Cillian blessed the day his wife came into his life. He loved her with an intensity that he had no way of expressing verbally. All he had was his ability to show it with his actions and lovemaking. He knew, deep in his heart, that his life was graced by Jemima's presence, and he knew he would do whatever was necessary to keep her there, even if that meant allowing her to have her many lesbian lovers.
What Cillian had never understood was that he made Jemima feel safe. Just like her oldest brother, Jaspirit, Cillian had a moral and physical strength that allowed Jemima to feel loved and accepted, even if she knew the rest of her family considered her immoral and a disgrace to them.
Jemima's relationship with her father, brothers (except for Jaspirit), and sister was strained from the moment her father, Arjun, caught her kissing and cuddling her Australian friend, Linda, in the basement of their family home. Arjun had immediately phoned his parents at their home in India to arrange a marriage for his wayward youngest daughter—a marriage she had refused, bringing further disgrace to her father. Then, as if to throw it all in his face, she married a white man. A Roman Catholic white man! He'd refused to attend their wedding and forbade his family to do so, too. Luckily for Jemima, Jaspirit ignored their father and spirited their mother, Waheeda, out of the house so they could be at Jemima's and Cillian's nuptials.
Arjun feared he could never return to India with his head held high. So, he did what fathers have done through the centuries—he banned his disgraced daughter from his family and disowned her. Only after a tearful fit from his wife and intervention from his oldest son did Arjun revoke the disowning, but Jemima was banished from the inner family and treated like a lowly distant cousin—one that was almost an untouchable.
When Cillian heard Tina nearing her crest and his wife beginning to mewl her need, he returned his focus to the delightfully tight ass bouncing on his turgid cock. It seemed that Tina was close but couldn't quite orgasm. Plus, his wife would need to cum shortly before her lust exploded her pretty head. Cillian acted instinctively. Momentarily forgetting that the woman riding his cock was a lesbian, he slid his right hand from Tina's hip and along her slender rib cage. Reaching Tina's tiny, less than an A-cup breast, Cillian took her solidly thick, massive nipple between his thumb and forefinger and squeezed it hard.
The sudden pain instantly broke Tina's resistance, and with a shriek, she climaxed like a freight train crashing through an alpine tunnel. Unbeknownst to Cillian, Tina was trying to make him orgasm before she did. Tina wanted to prove to Jemima that she, Tina, was a better lover for her than her husband, Cillian. Tina was bewitched by the exotic Indian woman and wanted to claim her as her own. Her explosive orgasm destroyed that goal and left Tina shuddering on Cillian's still rampantly throbbing dick.
Defeated, Tina gaspingly said, "Finish it. Fill my ass with your cum!"
Effortlessly standing, his enormous todger remaining buried in Tina's ass, Cillian refused. "We need to look after Jem first," he said. Lifting Tina off his cock, Cillian put her down, supporting her until her weakened thighs agreed to work. "In the room next door, we have some Bdsm play equipment. Grab the leg spreaders, nipple clamps, crop, paddle, and your strap-on, and I'll meet you there.
Shaking her head disbelievingly, Tina gathered the things Cillian described and traipsed next door. Opening the door, she found a fully set-out Bdsm dungeon. It had things like swings, stocks, barrel horses, and suspension frames. 'I'm in way over my head here,' she thought, momentarily afraid that she'd fallen into some kind of sexual slavery trap.
Before she could worry too much, Cillian appeared carrying Jemima. Taking her to a kind of narrow leather chair, one that looked like a sideways 'S' or an 'S' that had been pushed over, Cillian gently lowered Jemima's feet to the floor. Then he helped Jem to lie on her stomach on the upward curve of the sideways 'S' with her head and feet low and her pert, heart-shaped ass thrust lewdly up by the high part of the 'S'.
Taking the leg spreader from Tina, Cillian placed it under his wife and swiftly bound it to her knees. Next, he pulled out some leather wristbands. After buckling them around Jem's wrists, he attached them together using the snap hook on one of the bands. In mere seconds, Cillian had his wife tied securely to the 'chair' with her sexy ass displayed for all to see and use.
Cillian handed Tina the crop and paddle she'd selected earlier. "I assume you know how to use these safely? He asked. "If you don't, I can give you some quick pointers." Tina acknowledged that she could, and Cillian added, "Two rules: No blood, and if Jem yells red, you stop immediately."
"You'll let me whack your wife with these?" Tina disbelievingly asked. "What will you be doing?"
"Tina, Jem's chosen you to play with. That's a rare privilege that I'm sure you deserve because Jemima does not choose unwisely. She trusts you. Therefore, so do I." He stopped and thought carefully about what Tina had said. "Oh," he added. "I'll be getting a blow job."
"What do I get out of this?" Tina asked.
Confused, Cillian said, "The paddle and crop were already out. Did Jem get them out and ask you to paddle and crop her? Or did you want to do that, and Jem was game?"
"I asked her to get the paddle, and I chose the crop when you told me to select what I wanted from your rack."
"So, you get to do what you wanted to do—crop and whack Jem's tits and ass as you fuck her with your strap-on."
Tina stared at the sexily tied, stunningly beautiful woman before her. Jemima's ass wriggled salaciously, almost as if it was begging to be spanked, touched, caressed, and fucked. Jem's lush brown breasts hung heavily on either side of the chair's narrow band. Her mind spinning with lustful possibilities, Tina picked up the weighted nipple clamps. Comparing Jemima's nipples to the clamp's width, Tina adjusted the pressure screw to widen the clamp's pincers. She wanted the pincers to hold firmly to her submissive lover's nipples but not squeeze them so tightly that any pleasure was lost in the pain.
Satisfied she had it right, Tina attached the clamps to Jemima's nipples. However, no sooner did she stand up than they fell off.
"They were set right when you picked them up," Cillian amusedly said. "After all, this is not our first rodeo. Toss them over here," he added, holding his hand out.
Cillian held the clamps up to the light and quickly readjusted them to approximately where they were before Tina had fiddled with them. When he handed them back to her, Tina experimentally tried them on her forefinger's tip.
"Ouch!" Tina yelped, instinctively ripping her finger from between the two pincers. Turning to Cillian, she growled, "You cannot be serious! These are way too tight!"
"Try them and see if Jem objects," Cillian suggested.
Jemima had been quiet since Cillian had carried her in. Her only sounds were quietly stifled mewls of sexual need. It was clear that Jemima badly needed to cum, but Jem also knew that if she begged or pleaded before her husband or lover commanded her to, she'd be punished by being left alone in this room. More than likely, she'd be left to listen longingly to the other's passion sounds as they fucked.
When Tina knelt and reattached the nipple clamps to Jem's sexily hanging breasts, the exquisite pain from the clamp's squeeze and swinging weights ignited Jem's lust. "Hmmm," Jemima hummed as tendrils of pure pleasure extended from her tightly pinched nipples to her throbbing cunt.
"Use the paddle on her ass as you thumb her clitoris," Cillian encouraged as he used some wet wipes and tissues to ensure his cock was clean of whatever may have come from Tina's ass. "She'll cum, she won't be able to help it. So you'd better give her permission to. Otherwise, you'll have to punish her for cumming without permission."
Knowing that Cillian knew his wife better than anyone, Tina chose to follow his instructions. She dipped her thumb into Jemima's heavily drooling pussy before exchanging her first two fingers for it and thumbing Jem's stiff little nubbin. Tina knew Jemima would crest almost immediately, so she brought the steel-ringed paddle heavily down onto the stunningly gorgeous Indian woman's shapely ass and snarled, "Cum for me, you cunt munching slut!"
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!!!" Jemima groaned around her ballgag, her body stiffening into an almost painful rictus as an orgasm powerful enough to shake walls smashed into her. Jem crested again and then experienced many orgasmic aftershocks as Tina whaled on her perfect, heart-shaped ass cheeks.
As Tina struck Jemima, Cillian undid the ballgag and removed it from her mouth. Then, pulling her head up by a handful of her hair, he rammed his cock down Jemima's throat. She momentarily gagged because of the strange angle, but then Jem lifted her body as high as her arm restraints would permit and allowed her husband to brutally face fuck her.
Sighing happily around an enormous cock thrusting into your mouth, causing you to choke and drool wasn't easy, but Jemima somehow managed it. She knew the next scene would be even better. Then, as expected, she felt Tina balance herself on her hands, which were placed on Jemima's shapely hips. Tina's 'cock' temporarily pressed against the butt plug in Jem's pucker hole. But regretfully (for Jemima), Tina left the plug in place and repositioned her 'cock' to Jemima's slick entrance.
Screaming, "Take it, bitch!" Tina jammed the entire length of her thick, 7-inch strap-on cock into Jemima's heated cunt. Tina contentedly smiled as Jemima launched into another series of cataclysmic orgasms.
"Use the crop on her tits," Cillian suggested as he powered his enormously long cock in and out of his wife's greedily sucking and slurping mouth.
Jemima shivered with anticipation. The weights clamped to her tiny nipples, sending painful but excruciatingly delightful shocks through her breasts and body to her clitoris, were causing her to have many consecutive petite orgasms. The sudden extra pain would likely cause her to explode again. Jemima couldn't wait!
Tina moved her left hand to the middle of Jemima's back. Then, gripping Jemima's hip with the hand holding the crop, Tina pushed her 'cock' as deep into the writhing woman beneath as she could. Tina didn't stop until she felt resistance from Jemima's cervix against her push. Balancing on her left hand, Tina rotated her hips, causing her 'cock's' tip to spin across Jemima's cervix. A soft, satisfied moan escaped the gorgeous, milk chocolate-coloured woman's mouth as she revelled in the pain/pleasure combination of having her cervix massaged.
Taking her right hand off Jemima's hip, Tina rapped the crop sharply against Jemima's softly swelling, ample breast. Grinning excitedly, Tina switched hands and repeated the action on Jem's left tit. She could feel the beautiful Indian woman's sexual response in Jemima's clenching buttocks against her deeply thrust cock and abdomen. Experimenting, Tina shifted her attack to Jemima's shoulder blades. Rapping Jem close to her spine made Jemima groan, but not with anywhere near the intensity cropping her breasts did. Tina realised that striking Jem's shoulders would create a beautiful contrast to the sharp pain of having her breasts stung by the crop.
Tina continued to drive Jemima through consecutive petite orgasms as she cropped the luscious woman's tits and ground her 'cock' against Jem's cervix, but was frustrated by her inability to send Jem into a caterwauling, explosive climax again. Uncertain of what her willingly submissive lover needed, Tina looked to Cillian.
"She knows she's out for the night the next time she explodes," Cillian explained. "So she's holding herself back, trying to make our session last as long as possible."
"What do we do?" Tina breathlessly asked as she continued striking her writhing and moaning lover.
"Fuck her senseless," Cillian dismissively said as if it were an everyday occurrence. Which, Tina realised, given Cillian's extreme sexual endurance, it probably was. He pulled his massive cock from Jemima's mouth, eliciting a protested moan from his wife and undid her binds. Then, picking her up as if she weighed no more than a petal, Cillian instructed, "Sit with your back against where Jem's head was and hold your cock at about forty-five degrees."
Tina wonderingly complied. Turning Jemima, Cillian pulled the plug from her clasping ass and stuffed two fingers in her dripping cunt. He rubbed the moisture from there over his wife's rosebud. Cillian eased a finger inside Jemima's ass and gently stretched her rear fuck hole, checking it was ready for penetration.
Satisfied she was adequately prepared, he turned Jemima again and slowly lowered her onto Tina's solidly thick 'cock'. Realising what Cillian wanted, Tina closed her legs and guided Jemima's ass onto her 'dick'. Jemima, who was drunk from pleasure and her carnal desires, moaned appreciatively as her back passage was speared open by Tina's rampant 'penis'.
"Shuffle down," Cillian suggested once his wife's gaping ass had completely engulfed Tina's 'dick'. Tina wriggled her bum cheeks until her bottom was flat on the floor. "Pull Jem's knees up and apart," Cillian commanded.
Cillian spread his legs and knelt outside of Tina's legs and inside Jemima's. Then, widening his stance and pushing his rampantly erect cock down, Cillian lined his cock's head up with Jemima's cunt and slowly pushed it in. A few seconds later, his pelvis rested against his wife's clit. "I'm going to fuck her hard," he stated as he began doing as he said. "Squeeze Jem's tits and pinch and tweak her nipples. Call her dirty names and tell her what a slut and whore she is," Cillian added as he drove relentlessly into Jemima's squelching pussy.



It didn't take Cillian and Tina long to make Jemima explode with rapturous, orgasmic delight. Having her ass delightfully filled with a cock she could comfortably take as her massively donged husband pounded her tight, slick cunt alone was enough to send her into paroxysms of climactic explosions. But the added stimulation of her tits being mauled as Tina insulted and demeaned her blew Jemima's mental circuits. Her final orgasm began as a loud, shrill shriek, and ended as an almost comical warble as her breath ran out. Completely satiated and mentally overwrought, Jemima's mind was no longer inhabiting this plane of existence.
Cillian eased out of his wife's pussy and stood up. Bending over, he gently lifted her off Tina's 'cock' and carried her to their bedroom. Lowering Jemima onto the bed softly, he gazed down at her. He smiled and had a loving expression on his face.
Turning to the handsome, masculine-looking woman standing beside him, he grinned and said, "I've got to be the luckiest guy on the planet! Me, a big, old, dumb jock, married to the most beautiful, sexually uninhibited woman on the planet. How good is that?"
Looking down at Cillian's stiffly throbbing, enormous member, Tina realised that he hadn't cum yet. She wondered if, in fact, Jemima wasn't the lucky one. "What now?" She asked.
Cillian turned from lovingly gazing at his sleeping wife and looked at his wife's butch lover. Genuinely concerned, he asked, "I'm sorry. I was concentrating so hard on what Jemima wanted that I forgot that you have needs, too. Is there something I can do to help?"
"What about you?" Tina countered. "I've had at least a couple of orgasms tonight. You're standing there, your cock throbbing and drooling, having only cum once."
Cillian chuckled dismissively. "Once you and I are finished, I'll get into bed and slip it into Jemima. She won't wake up, but she won't mind me using her to get off. These nights, and when she's like this, are about her. She loves to be tied up and made helpless and forced to watch until she climaxes without even being touched. After that, she's like a series of firecrackers, each separated by a length of fuse. She'll go off like those firecrackers until the last one explodes. Then, like a light, she's out."
"I'm not into guys," Tina explained. "So I don't fuck them. However, I love riding big objects. And by big, I mean enormous, you know?" Cillian nodded. "So, if you're willing, I'll ride your cock again until I climax. Then you can use me to get off, okay? Don't cum in me, though. Pull out and use a tissue. I can't stand cum leaking from my box."
Cillian and Tina were both on edge from servicing Cillian's gorgeously sexy and wanton wife, so it didn't take long for Tina to explode forcefully on Cillian's gigantic tool. Relieved to be able to finally relax, Cillian released the control he held over his straining libido and let the pleasure from a soaking wet cunt sliding along his pole to bring him to fruition. With a loud groan, Cillian pulled from Tina's slippery pussy and shot his load into the tissue he held tightly in his hand. It wasn't as pleasurable as coming into his wife's pussy, but it relieved his aching balls, meaning he could sleep.
"Jem's in the middle," Cillian pointed out. "Lie on one side of her, and I'll lie on the other. She'll either roll to cuddle me or to cuddle you, so one of gets her tits and the other her ass. Are you good with that?"
"Yes," Tina tiredly agreed as she climbed in beside Jemima. She started to roll to cuddle against her dusky-skinned lover, but before she could, Jem shifted onto her side facing Tina, slid her hand across Tina's minuscule tits to Tina's armpit and kissed Tina's cheek. Jemima smiled happily and began to snore softly.
Tina heard Cillian quietly chuckling as he rolled and spooned his wife. The pleasant sound followed Tina down into sleep.

The End.
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Slave to Desire 2: Saturday.
From Slave to Desire: Diana rolled Emma onto her side and guided her head between her expansive breasts. Diana, stroking Emma's hair, whispered, "Sleep some more, little one. We have many more experiences for you to explore before this weekend ends."
Emma woke to soft lips on her pussy. She smiled, thinking that her new Mistress was sampling her sweet, young pussy. Emma groaned and stretched, luxuriating in the divine feeling emanating from her succulently sweet pleasure nub. Emma reached for Diana's head, but before she could grasp it, Natalie said, "Good, you're awake. For a moment there, I thought I'd have to finger your ass before you woke up."
Disappointment flashed through Emma, but her conscience asked, 'Are you disappointed it isn't Diana, or are you displeased that Natalie has stopped?' Before she could answer that question, Natalie said, "I've been tasked with asking if you wish to stay, and if you are, preparing you for today."
"Do you like it here?" Emma asked Natalie, trying to hedge and delay her answer. "Is staying here and being a slave to Diana and Johan all you do? Is it all you want to do?"
Natalie smiled, and her eyes drifted as she recalled her own initiation into Mistress Diana's and Master Johan's Mansion. She, too, had been filled with questions. Questions along the lines of: Is being a slave to these two all I want from my life? Answer: No! Do I want to serve these two powerfully dominant people? Answer: Yes! Have I asked Mistress Diana and Master Johan if they expect me to be just their slave? Answer: No. Natalie almost laughed out loud when she remembered asking Mistress Diana if she (Natalie) was expected to do, to be, nothing more than their slave.
"Good Lawd, no!" Diana had exclaimed. "If I wanted a mindless drone, I would not have taken in an honours student as one of my projects."
Natalie was attending Charles Sturt University as an online student. Her Bachelor of Laws (Honours) course was fully funded by her honours scholarship. Mistress Diana and Master Johan covered her day-to-day expenses, and all she had to do was serve them willingly to receive that courtesy. Her Mistress and Master currently had eight young men and women whom they supported as they, their slaves, earned various degrees, completed their courses or Mistress Diana and Master Johan funded their protégés' start-up businesses.
In Natalie's eighteen months at The Mansion, five other slaves had graduated their courses or degrees and left Mistress Diana's and Master Johan's care. Every one of those five could have stayed on. They chose to go, but not because the two dominants had told them to. Natalie had spoken with each of the departing former slaves. As one, their only desire was to find the one who could be theirs alone. They were saddened to leave their Mistress and Master, but they all wished to be in a single monogamous relationship with one they could call theirs.
Natalie thought they were idiots.
Natalie's reveries were broken when Emma said, "Natalie, are you okay?"
Startled back to the present, Natalie apologised and replied, "I love it here. Mistress Diana and Master Johan are so brilliant and caring that I cannot imagine ever being someplace else. I'm a law student with a fully funded scholarship to Charles Sturt University. I'm going to be a human rights lawyer and fight for the under-represented and downtrodden Australia-wide. Mistress Diana and Master Johan are helping me to attain that goal."
"So, you think I should stay and commit to them?" Natalie asked.
"I think you'd be the dumbest bitch on the planet if you refused," Natalie emphatically stated. "You'll live a life of luxury as you get the education you want and receive all the sex you could possibly desire. Men, women, combinations of both, all holes filled and cum in and orgasms too many to count. What kind of moron refuses that?"
"At what cost?" Emma fearfully asked.
"All Mistress and Master want from you is that you serve them to the best of your ability. Sure, they'll make you eat their cunt or suck their cock. They'll casually bend you over and fuck your mouth, cunt or ass, and they'll cover your face and tits with their secretions, but so what? It's not like they haven't already done that as you kept the house awake with your screamed orgasms."
Blushing, Emma admitted that Natalie was right. "At least until Monday morning," Emma said. "I need to explore this and see if it's for me."
"Oh, it is," Natalie replied, casually fingering Emma's swollen with desire clitoris. "You're already in love with Mistress Diana, and your soaking cunt tells me you're hoping Master Johan will fuck you again."
"What happens now?" Emma asked.
"You shower, and I prepare you for today," Natalie replied.
"Let's do this, then," Emma agreed, and Natalie took her to the same bathroom and shower they'd used when Emma had first arrived.
Natalie took Emma through the same washing process as she had the night before. Natalie did add two extra things, though. Natalie got out and unwrapped a new douche bottle. She wrote Emma's name on it in white ink and showed her how to use it. Emma was shocked when Natalie insisted she (Emma) douched her bottom hole, too.
"You're going to have fingers, toys and cocks in it, plus fingers and mouths on it. Do you really want them to pull their poo-covered cock out of your ass and make you clean it with your mouth?" Emma quickly shook her head, thinking there was no way she was sucking anything that came out of her ass! "Then you'd better ensure your lower colon is pristinely clean, shouldn't you?"
Emma obediently followed Natalie's instructions and filled the bottle with lukewarm, soapy water. She attached the nozzle and carefully inserted it into her tight young vagina.
"It'll come straight back out," Natalie pointed out.
Embarrassed, Emma mouthed, "Oh," before stepping into the shower and squeezing the bottle. 'Weird', Emma thought as the soapy water sprayed inside her recently fucked vagina, cleaning the last of Master Johan's seed from inside her.
"Now, your ass," Natalie instructed. "You can hold that water in there for a little while before sitting on the toilet."
Emma removed the nozzle from her pussy, wiped the excess fluid away, and stepped from the shower. She squatted, ready to insert the nozzle in her ass.
"You're not going to use lube?" Natalie asked.
Embarrassed again, Emma took the proferred tube and quickly smeared some lube around the nozzle's tip and a little more on her chocolate star. The nozzle slid into her ass easily enough, and subconsciously, she squeezed her sphincter tightly closed before she pressed the douche's bottle. 'Weird', Natalie thought again as her colon filled with warm water.
"Feels weird but quite pleasant, doesn't it?" Natalie asked.
Pulling the douche's nozzle from her tightly clenched bottom, Emma agreed. "Weird is right. Not sure if it's pleasant, but it isn't unpleasant if you know what I mean."
"Sure," Natalie acknowledged. "I quite like it, and I know a lot of the boys adore it, so maybe it's an acquired pleasure."
Natalie gave Emma time to adjust to having her ass filled with water, but Emma wasn't sure if she was to wait for Natalie to tell her when it was time to void her bowels or whether it was up to her. Nature, however, took that decision away from the young submissive. Jerking comically as she held her butt cheeks together by sheer force of will only, Emma rushed to the bowl and quickly sat. Natalie giggled as the sounds of water forcefully hitting the toilet bowl echoed through the bathroom, but that didn't help Emma's blush.
Handing Emma the dropped douche bottle, Natalie grinningly said, "Repeat until the water from your bottom runs clear."
'If it's possible to die from embarrassment,' Emma thought as she flushed the toilet. 'Then I'm already dead!' Pretending bravery, Emma douched her rear canal again. The result was clear, but Emma repeated the action a third time to ensure there were no lingering spots. Satisfied she was as clean inside and out as possible, Emma showered again before presenting herself to Natalie, ready for whatever was next.
Natalie smiled at her young charge before readying her to serve The Master and Mistress of the house. First, Natalie wrapped a braided leather belt around Emma's slim waist and cinched it in place. Next, the vibrating egg from the previous night went into Emma's pussy, and Natalie attached its remote to the belt. Giggling, Natalie momentarily turned the vibrations to the maximum, sending The Mansion's newest slave close to a shuddering orgasm.
7-inch stiletto-heeled pumps with slave ankle collars went on Emma's feet next. Natalie attached the stainless steel, one-metre-long chain to the D-rings on the heels. Finally, Natalie brought a spacious butt plug out. The plug's end finished with a half-metre-long faux fox tail. Natalie oiled the plug and gently inserted it into Emma's protesting ass. Emma's sphincter gaped to accept the widest part of the plug before closing around the plug's taper, holding it inside Emma's tight backside. Natalie buckled a slave collar around Emma's slender neck, attached a thick black leash and hung it between Emma's firm breasts to complete Emma's look.
Taking a hard plastic vibrator out, Natalie teased Emma by placing its vibrating tip on the butt plug's base as she turned the vibrating egg back up. Emma shuddered on the edge of an orgasm until Natalie cruelly removed the vibrations from her young ward's nether regions.
"No fair!" Emma protested, hoping Natalie would complete the job of causing her to climax.
"Time to present yourself to The Master and Mistress," Natalie said, ignoring Emma's whined protest.
Natalie had to support the young submissive down the three flights of stairs. Walking in 7-inch stiletto heels was difficult enough. Having to do it down the stairs with only a one-metre-long pace took practice and skill, neither of which Emma currently possessed. She managed to make it to the bottom without breaking her fool neck or embarrassing herself or Natalie too much.
Even walking across the floor to the kitchen was uncomfortable. Every time Emma's stride exceeded the chain's length, Natalie had to remind her to take smaller steps and glide. "You're not a damned truck driver," Natalie hissed for the umpteenth time. "Nor are you a soldier marching into battle. Take short, delicate steps as you glide across the floor." Fortunately, instead of the slender silver chain Natalie wore, Emma had a training chain. It was much bulkier and made of stainless steel, so it survived Emma's clumsy, stumbling steps across to the kitchen.
Emma entered the kitchen to find the other seven slaves gathered there. They laughed, teased and joked with each other as they bustled about preparing breakfast, first for their owners and the other guests still at the house and then for themselves. Natalie sat Emma at the 'slave table' and swiftly immersed herself in the preparations.
One of the male submissives swirled past Emma, laying a cup of coffee and a bowl of mixed cereals before her. Another male servant, also wearing naught but a cock cage and a beatific smile, followed, placing a tray with jugs of cold milk of several varieties, full cream, skim, lactose-free, and almond amongst them, beside Emma's bowl. Yet another submissive, a female this time, added a tray with bowls of fresh fruit.
Natalie swept by carrying carafes with hot tea and coffee. "If you'd prefer toast with toppings, ask the cook." She pointed at a naked, except for a mid-thigh length apron, robust older woman working at the five-burner stove, cooking bacon, sausages, pancakes, and fried and boiled eggs. "If you want a cooked breakfast, again, ask Cookie. You won't get that until the Dominants have been fed, though.
Natalie swirled away before Emma could answer or thank her. Then, before Emma could even take a deep breath, the bustle throughout the kitchen suddenly resolved. Plates of cooked foods were somehow on the lazy susan in the middle of the Dominants' table. A basket full of hot toast was also there, along with single servings of butter, and the other eight submissives were sitting at the 'slave table' quietly eating, teasing, and joking with the others.
Although Emma had worked with some of the submissives the previous night, she didn't know their names. Well, except Natalie, of course. Amongst the quiet chatter, the others at the table introduced themselves. The men were Charlie, Max, and Hudson, and the girls were Natalie, Zoe, Ivy, Addison, and Anna (the tubby blonde Johan had taken to bed the previous night). Emma was welcomed to the group, and all except Anna seemed happy there was another that might join their group.
Emma couldn't understand why Anna was so standoffish until Natalie whispered, "Only Anna and Ivy are Master Johan's slaves. The rest of us serve Mistress Diana first, even though all of us girls also happily serve Master Johan. Anna's pissy because it's already apparent that Master Johan wants you to join them, probably as his alpha submissive. Anna thinks Johan will eventually dump Mistress Diana for her. She's kidding herself, of course."
"Is this going to be a problem for me?" Emma asked.
"No," Natalie quietly assured her. "Master Johan and Mistress Diana will keep a lid on her. Diana's already told Tubby (Anna) she's receiving the whip next time she exhibits jealousy towards one of the other girls."
Appalled, Ella asked, "The whip?"
"Oh, yes, the whip," Hudson dreamily said from Emma's right. He didn't expand on his comment, though.
"Hudson's a bit of a pain slut," Natalie explained. "He's also a SAM (Smart Assed Masochist). He mouths off and acts out on purpose so that The Master and Mistress have no choice but to punish him."
"Which, of course, isn't punishment at all because he enjoys it so much," Emma said.
"Precisely," Natalie said, proud of her young ward's insightfulness. "He won't enjoy Mistress Diana's next punishment, though."
"Removal of approval and affection," Emma surmised. "Hudson is needy. If Mistress Diana shows she's disappointed in him and turns away from him, Hudson will be devastated."
"Are you sure you're only new?" Natalie giggled. "Again, precisely. Hudson's been warned, though. So, tough shit, I say," Natalie added, sounding quite vindictive, Emma thought.
Natalie looked at the newest addition to The Mansion's stable. Emma sat tall and unselfconscious in her seat. Emma had, without even seeming to think about it, tucked her 'tail' between her butt cheeks and along her perineum as she sat. Emma's shoulders were back, and the leather leash hung where it was supposed to--between Emma's high, firm B-cup breasts. 'Diana is right,' Natalie enviously thought, remembering her early struggles to fit into The Mansion's systems and processes. 'Emma is a complete natural at this.' After Emma finished her breakfast, Natalie was further amazed when she rinsed and put her plate and cutlery into the dishwasher and began clearing dirty plates from the Dominant's table.
However, it all came crashing down around Emma's ears when Jürgen entered the kitchen. Jürgen wore a brilliant white, ruffle front shirt unbuttoned to barely above his naval. Jürgen's broad, hairy, muscular chest almost glowed in his shirt's vee. On his powerful legs, Jürgen wore a clinging pair of light brown riding trousers tucked into a pair of dark brown, soft leather calf boots. The immediate flush in Emma's pale cheeks showed her attraction to the muscly, powerful young man.
Smiling widely, his bright blue eyes sparkling beneath his strong brow, Jürgen almost skipped across to Emma. Emma held still as Jürgen casually groped her firm tits and squeezed her lean butt. Even holding glasses in both hands, Emma didn't move or protest as Jürgen tapped her butt plug's base and fingered her stiff little clitty. The problem occurred when, grinning almost evilly, Jürgen turned the egg inside Emma's cunt on as he simultaneously pinched and twisted her nipple. Emma immediately lost control of her body and dropped the glasses as she climaxed. She orgasmed so hard that Jürgen had to hold her up, or else she would have collapsed to the floor.
Shocked, the submissives gasped before swinging into action. Two of them moved quickly to the hallway cupboard and put on plain rubber thongs. Grabbing the broom, dustpan, brush, and vacuum cleaner, they swiftly removed the larger glass pieces before silently and efficiently sweeping and vacuuming the entire kitchen and dining room floors.
Looking almost apologetic but remaining silent, Jürgen turned off the egg and helped Emma back onto her chair before getting himself a plate of food and sitting with the other dominants.
"You're getting the whip," Hudson almost enviously stated.
"Why?" Emma gasped. "I didn't protest or complain and accepted everything Jürgen did! Dropping the glasses was an accident. Surely Mistress Diana won't punish me for an accident."
"Accident or not, you lost control and made a mess, embarrassing Mistress Diana and Master Johan in front of their guests," Natalie explained sadly. "But worse, you came without Jürgen permitting you to. That breach of etiquette will earn you time on the suspension frame and at least five lashes on your back and ass."
"Wasn't Jürgen trying to make me cum?" Emma protested.
"Of course he was!" Natalie explained. "But you're supposed to beg for permission before you do."
"How was I supposed to know that?" Emma objected.
"Didn't The Master and Mistress make you plead to be allowed to cum last night?" Natalie questioned.
"Oh, Gawd!" Emma exclaimed. "Yes, they did."
"So you can't claim that you didn't know," Natalie pointed out. Natalie also knew she probably wasn't getting out of this embarrassing incident unscathed. As Emma's guide and teacher, Mistress Diana would hold her partially responsible for Emma's reaction to Jürgen's teasing.
"You're getting the whip," Hudson repeated. The envy was palpable in his voice and expression this time.
Emma looked around the table. Most of her fellow submissives looked sadly at her, sorry for her predicament. They, too, had been in similar situations with similar results and could empathise with Emma's plight. There were two exceptions--Hudson was envious that he wasn't the one about to be whipped, and Anna looked delighted by the prospect of seeing someone she considered a rival for Johan's affections in trouble and being punished.
The submissives had all finished their breakfasts and were sitting around their table enjoying coffee, tea or juices in a rare downtime. Their conversations were happy and exuberant but were kept muted to avoid bothering the main table. There was quite a lot of sexual innuendo and teasing between all at the table. Even Emma wasn't omitted from the barbs and insults.
Emma, to her credit, quickly learned to give as good as she got. Natalie amusedly watched as Anna tried to get under the young Emma's skin. Emma, however, ignored the increasingly catty remarks emanating from the blue-eyed tubby blonde, or she treated them as jokes and hurled witty comments back.
Anna was close to losing it, and Natalie eagerly anticipated her doing so. If Anna did, Emma would have company on the suspension frame. It would also be Anna's third strike within a short period, and it could possibly lead to her banishment from the house. Natalie had no personal issues with the somewhat overweight blonde woman but resented Anna's attempts to wedge Master Johan away from Mistress Diana. Natalie didn't like Anna's treatment of Ivy, and she sure wasn't putting up with her reactions to the newest addition to the stable, Emma.
Natalie smiled when Johan casually walked over with his long, thick cock out, picked Ivy up, bent her over, and lowered her onto his magnificent pole. Effortlessly holding the tiny, dark-haired girl suspended in the air, Johan pummelled Ivy's hairless cunt from behind until, with an exclaimed, "You may cum on my cock!" he orgasmed into the quiescent girl. It was like Johan's yelled instruction set a tightly wound spring toy off. Squealing, writhing and bouncing, Ivy climaxed on Johan's thrusting tool. Ivy was giggling and almost comatose when Johan gently lowered her back onto her chair.



Ivy rested momentarily before excusing herself to the bathroom and cleaning herself up. She then came back to the table with a warm, wet washer, knelt and cleaned Johan's cock. Kissing its tip before carefully tucking it away behind Johan's robe, Ivy thanked him for the orgasm before returning to her seat.
Amazed at what had just occurred, Emma muttered, "I didn't thank Jürgen."
"You're getting the whip," Hudson observed for the third time after Emma's admission.
The group of submissive men and women waited patiently at their table until Master Johan's and Mistress Diana's guests stood and moved away from the table. The small group gathered their slaves from where they waited in the lounge (Margot, the robust chef, had brought a tray of breakfast foods for the four men and women to share), and after exchanging goodbyes, they got in cars and left.
With the guests' departure, The Mansion's submissives swung into gear. Emma wasn't sure what she should do, so he followed Natalie and helped whenever Natalie seemed to need it. Sheets were removed from beds, towels from bathrooms, and everything was replaced and remade. Floors were swept or vacuumed, and basins were cleaned and dried. Toilets, showers and baths were also wiped down, even if they seemed unused. A surprisingly short time later, The Mansion's slaves regathered in the lounge to await further instructions from their Master and Mistress.
"Good work, everyone," Diana said approvingly. "Our guests were impressed with your work and willingness to serve yesterday. They were all happy with your sexual performances, and they look forward to our next gathering. We have a couple of minor discipline issues to take care of, and then you may take the rest of the day off. Natalie, bring slave Emma to the dungeon room and bind her to the slave cross suspension frame. Bottom out, please.
"Hudson, you will retrieve a leather blindfold from the supply cupboard and bring it to the dungeon. Anna, you will return to your bedroom and get your largest dildo and widest vibrator. Bring those two items to the dungeon, too. Those of you not mentioned will wait until called to witness the punishments for the three who have broken protocols."
Running, Hudson and Anna left to comply with their Mistress' demands.
Natalie shrugged at Emma and said, "This way." She took Emma to the hallway. Halfway along the hall, a solid wooden door concealed a small flight of wrought iron stairs leading down to a medieval-looking dungeon. Turning the lights on, Natalie guided Emma to the oaken slave cross, dominating the dungeon's middle. Getting her to stand on the cross' frame, Natalie used the padded leather cuffs attached to the 'X's' to bind Emma securely to the frame. Natalie then adjusted the padded centre piece to force Emma's ass to lewdly protrude outward, presenting it sexily to anyone in the room.
Anna and Hudson had entered the dungeon well before Natalie had completed tying Emma up. They knelt before Emma with their bottoms on their heels, their heads up and eyes down, and their palms face-up on their thighs. Both slaves' knees were slightly spread, and their shoulders were up and back. The items they'd been sent to fetch were placed before them, waiting to be picked up and presented to their Mistress or Master.
After checking that Emma was tied correctly, Natalie moved until she stood behind the two kneeling slaves. She stood with her feet shoulder-width apart and her shoulders up and back. Like Anna and Hudson, Natalie's head was held high, but she kept her eyes on the floor before her. Natalie clasped her hands behind her back while waiting for her Master and Mistress to appear.
The dungeon door opened, and Diana walked into the room and down the stairs before Johan, stopping beside the cross and between Emma and the two kneeling. The remaining slaves followed their Mistress and Master down the stairs before joining Natalie. They all took up stances matching Natalie's.
Once everyone was in place, Diana said, "Husband?"
Johan started, obviously unaware Diana would ask him to go first. However, Johan recovered quickly and said, "Anna Marie Ingleston, you are called to account for your jealous behaviour and snide comments to our newest trainee. Do you agree that punishment is due?"
Anna wanted to protest, but she knew Johan's accusations were correct; she just hadn't thought he or Mistress Diana would notice or care if they did. Hanging her head, Anna admitted, "Yes, Master."
"Stand and come with me," Johan demanded. Anna picked up the two sex objects before her and followed Johan to a leather waist buckler hanging from a suspended rope in the corner to Emma's left. After taking a piece of braided leather rope and padded wrist and ankle cuffs from a drawer deeper in the corner, Johan used the ratchet pulley to adjust the buckler's height until he could secure it around Natalie's waist.
Johan ratcheted the pulley until the buckler lifted Anna about six inches off the floor. Johan took two stands from the corner. One was a straight up-and-down stand, and the other resembled a musician's microphone stand. After attaching the wide, at least eight-inch-long dildo to the straight stand, Johan reached back into the corner drawer, brought out the lube, and oiled the massive dildo. He removed the plug already in Anna's bottom and positioned the dildo under her ass. Using the pulley, Johan lowered Anna until the dildo pressed against her anus.
Johan said, "Anna Marie Ingleston, as Master of this Mansion, I find your behaviour unacceptable. This is your third infraction this month. If there is a fourth before the month's end, I will banish you from my presence and The Mansion. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes, Sir," Anna bravely said, trying not to show her anxiety.
"Your punishment is to spend one full hour impaled on your dildo and with a vibrator forced against your clit. Every orgasm you have adds another hour to your punishment. Is that understood?"
'Orgasm?' Emma wondered from her vantage point on the cross. 'That dildo's huge and will hurt like a bitch going in her ass. How could she possibly orgasm from that?'
She was gobsmacked when Anna said, "Yes, Sir."
Johan placed the cuffs on Anna's wrists and ankles. He connected the wrist cuffs together and then repeated that with the ankle ones. Then, he took the braided rope, lifted Anna's ankles up behind her and then, using the braided rope, attached the ankle cuffs to the hand ones. Now that Anna was helpless, Johan used the ratchet and pulley to lower her slowly onto the dildo.
Other than grunting when the massively girthed dildo sundered her ass knot, Anna endured her punishment stoically. However, that swiftly changed when Johan attached the base of Anna's 'magic wand' vibrator to the microphone stand, adjusted it until its broad, rounded head pressed against Anna's clitoris firmly, and turned it on.
"Oh, Gaaawwwd!" Anna groaned, clearly on the cusp of an intense orgasm.
"Silence, or I will gag you," Johan snapped as he turned Anna to face the room. He left Anna impaled and returned to stand beside his wife.
Diana took over smoothly. "Hudson 'Hawke' Howard, you are called to account for slovenliness, laziness, and disrespect. This, also, is your third infraction this month. I will not abide a SAM in my service. If you commit another infraction this month, you will be told to leave. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," Hudson answered.
"Follow me," Diana instructed. Hudson picked up his blindfold and obeyed
She took Hudson to the corner on Emma's right. There was a series of chains hanging from ring bolts in the ceiling in there. On one end of the centre chain was another pulley and ratchet. On the other was a broad, padded, leather collar.
A leather harness hung from the outer two chains. Diana put Hudson's arms through the harness and cinched it behind his back. Undoing the D-rings on the chains, Diana pulled them down until the chains were taut before locking them in place with the D-rings. Next, she put the broad collar around Hudson's neck before tightening it and running the chain up beside his ear. Diana took up the chain's slack using the ratchet until the collar pulled against Hudson's jaw.
After tying the blindfold around Hudson's eyes, Diana said, "Hudson 'Hawke' Howard, physically punishing you for your indiscretions is pointless because you enjoy the sensation. Your punishment is to be held separate from my presence and ignored by the entire house. Only after you have spent a minimum of an hour contemplating your behaviour and meaningfully apologised to me will I allow you to rejoin my service.
"Until that time, know this. I do not approve of you nor wish to even look at your recalcitrant face. You do not have my affection, and you will need to work damned hard to regain it. I'm disappointed in you, but I will give you one last chance to prove you are worthy of my time and attention. Are you willing to accept my judgement?"
Openly weeping as tears streamed from beneath the blindfold, a clearly distraught and chastised Hudson sobbed, "Yes, Mistress."
Diana turned him so he faced the corner. Then she moved to stand before Emma. Smoothing the hair from Emma's face, Diana clucked her tongue as if disappointed in her. Emma's heart fell to her... well, she didn't have boots on, but that's where her heart would have fallen to if she did.
"Emma Nicole Watson, your clumsy attempt at cleaning the table cost me four crystal glasses," Diana pointed out. "Four from a matching set of six. Now I have to replace the whole set because there is no way to replace just the four gasses." Emma wasn't sure if she should answer, but the others hadn't replied until their Master or Mistress asked a question, so Emma remained quiet. "Plus, you orgasmed without first asking permission. A blatant violation of the rules explained to you on the first night. Do you agree that punishment is due?"
"Yes, Mistress," Emma forcefully stated. Strangely, though, instead of feeling fear, Emma's pussy spasmed, and she could feel her tiny clit engorging with blood.
"The cat whip," Diana demanded, holding her right hand out.
Max bolted to the left dungeon wall and took a many-tailed, 'cat-o-nine-tails' whip from its hooks. The 'cat' he grabbed was considered a 'beginner's whip'. Its many soft 'tails' kept the individual 'tails' from spreading too widely. This limited the 'cat's' sting, making it perfect for a novice slave. If they desired, a skilled user could cause the 'tails' to spread and cause severe pain. Diana was one such user, but she would judge her newest girl's pain tolerance and adjust her strikes accordingly.
Diana moved to the slave cross and slowly ratcheted the restraints until they pulled firmly on Emma's wrists and ankles. Emma's body was forced further up and forward, which increased her waist bend and forced her tight, taut ass to protrude even more sexily than before. With the increased stretch, Emma's freshly shaved pussy entrance was delightfully displayed, and her butt cheeks were forced apart, showing her butt plug's base to anyone behind her.
Emma was grateful for small mercies. It was bad enough that her firm, B-cup breasts were salaciously displayed between the cross' 'X'. Having her ass and pussy also showing would be embarrassing to the extreme. Unfortunately, her relief didn't last. Reaching down, Diana pulled out a retaining pin and spun the cross, turning Emma's pornographically displayed nether regions to The Mansion's avidly watching inhabitants.
To add to her shame, Mistress Diana ran her finger down Emma's spine, between her parted butt cheeks, and onto the plug, causing Emma to moan with pleasure. Grabbing its base, Diana fingered Emma's clitoris as she pushed and pulled on the fox tail in Emma's butt.
"Don't cum. Don't cum," Emma's confused mind told her. But, if Diana kept tugging and pushing the plug, Emma would, despite the fact that cumming without permission was why she was tied here to begin with.
Mistress Diana took the 'cat' from Max and experimentally slashed it back and forth, getting a feel for its flex and tail length. Happy she had it under control, Diana let the many tails hang before Emma's widening, disbelieving eyes. "Ten," Mistress Diana stated. "Ranging from here," she tapped between Emma's shoulder blades, close to her neck's base, "to here," Diana tapped the bottom curves of Emma's ass globes. You will count and thank me for each one."
Emma remained quiet. She hadn't objected or said 'Red', so Diana felt confident to continue. Bringing the 'cat' back, Diana flicked it so that the meaty part of the heavily concentrated tails struck Emma across the tops of her shoulder blades.
'That wasn't so bad,' Emma thought as her mouth said, "One, thank you, Mistress." Emma's next thought was, 'Why is this making me horny?'
Diana hit her again. The strike landed lower than the first this time, almost perfectly between her sexily protruding shoulder blades. "Two, thank you, Mistress," Emma dutifully intoned.
Stepping back a little, Diana 'whip-snapped' the next strike. Bringing her right hand sharply forward, Diana hesitated until the tails overtook the base, then snapped her wrist back. The tail's tips lashed Emma's nicely rounded bottom, leaving a series of interwoven welts. Emma almost yelled, "Fuck!" before she got herself under control. Trembling from the sudden increase in pain, Emma gasped, "Three, thank you, Mistress.
Emma had barely pronounced the ess part of Mistress when Diana rolled and flicked her wrist and swiftly struck Emma three more times. Each blow was with the meaty part of the tails and ranged from Emma's back at breast level to just above her slender, shapely hips. 'That's more like it,' Emma's brain thought as her mouth submissively said, "Four, five, and six. Thank you, Mistress."
Diana grinned at Johan before using the 'whip-snap' technique again. This time, the whip's tips slashed across the nexus point of nerves just above Emma's tailbone. Emma suppressed another 'Fuck' and quietly said, "Seven, thank you, Mistress.
Emma was now welted from her lower back to the middle of her ass' globes. Mistress Diana immediately fixed that by 'whip-snapping' the cat across the bottom of Emma's firmly toned globes. A criss-cross pattern of interwoven welts glowed redly from Emma's buttocks. But the weird thing for Emma was that all of that pain turned strangely into arousal and quickly circled her body to settle onto her throbbing clitoris. When Diana rubbed her hand across the welts firmly, rubbing the pain into Emma's needy body, Emma bit her bottom lip and strangled an aroused moan.
Diana used the palm of her hand to press on Emma's butt plug rhythmically. Simultaneously, Diana tickled the entrance of Emma's vagina, dipping her finger a little way into the young woman's cunt. Diana waited as Emma moaned softly and writhed under her fingers. But before she could warn her young plaything, Emma breathily said, "Eight, thank you, Mistress."
"Was that eight or only seven?" Diana asked theatrically. "I seem to have lost count. Girls and boys, was that Emma's seventh or eighth strike?"
"Eighth," the remaining six submissives thundered, not wanting their newest Mansion member to suffer more than she had to.
"Seven it is, then," Mistress Diana said as she held her face straight and refused to smile.
Diana struck Emma across her mid-back using the solid part of the tails. The blow was much lighter than any of the previous strikes, but to Diana's surprise and the other slaves' shock, Emma calmly said, "Eight, thank you, Mistress."
"That was nine," a clearly amazed Diana corrected.
"If my Mistress says I have only received seven hits, who am I to disagree and argue?" Emma matter-of-factly stated.
"Eight it is," Mistress Diana agreed. Then, in a threatening tone, she added, "Let's hope you don't live to regret the extra strike, shall we?"
Diana only lightly hit Emma again. She waited for Emma to intone, "Nine, thank you, Mistress," dutifully before rearing back and bringing the 'cat's' tails resoundingly downwards onto Emma's ass. The tips lashed across Emma's sexily curved buttocks, immediately raising a heap of dark-purple welts.
Through gritted teeth, "Emma whimpered, "Ten, thank you, Mistress."
Dropping the whip, Diana pressed her left thumb firmly against Emma's butt plug and shoved two fingers on her right hand into Emma's cunt. Curling her fingers forward, Diana scraped her nails across her young submissive's G-spot. "Cum for me," Diana growled as she rhythmically pressed on the plug and swirled her fingers.
"Oh, my fucking GAWD!!!!" Emma screamed as she exploded into orgasmic bliss. Cumming harder than she ever had before, Emma soaked her new Mistress' hand with juices as her climax sent fluid spurting from her tightly clenched cunt. Emma coated Diana's hand four more times before she passed out and collapsed, sagging against her restraints.
Chuckling, Johan lifted Emma as Diana undid the binds holding her to the cross. "Bring her to our room, please," Diana asked her enormously strong husband. "I'll wash her in the shower and then hold her until she comes to."
"I'm awake," Emma protestingly mumbled from Johan's muscular arms, although she made no effort to get down.
"No, you're not, little miss Emma," Diana joked. "Your Mistress just said what she wanted to happen. Are you willing to risk another ten strikes to disagree with her?"
"Ten, thank you, Mistress," Emma teased before pretending to pass out again.
Diana spoke to the rest of her stable. "Max and Charlie: You will clean the cross and disinfect it. After doing that, you have the rest of the day off. Zoe and Addison: You will take turns monitoring the two being punished. If Hudson passes out, the harness should prevent him from hanging himself, but I'd prefer you to watch and ensure he doesn't. If he remains silent for the hour, you may release him. If he does not, restart his time and wait until he has completed a silent hour. Hudson: When you are released, you will kneel outside my door in submission position one until I deign to notice you.
"Zoe and Addison: If Anna manages to make the hour without orgasming, you may release her. If she does not, lower her until another inch of the dildo enters her ass and restart the clock. Anna: When you've been released, you will enter Johan's office, leave the light off, kneel before his desk in sub position one, and wait for him to return. Zoe and Addison: Your afternoon is yours when you release Hudson and Anna."
Diana glanced around, determining if everyone was clear on their tasks. When she was sure they were, she added, "Ivy and Natalie: You have pleased me the most this week, and you are free to do whatever you wish until Sunday evening, when you will report to the kitchen and help Margot prepare dinner.
"Is everyone clear on their tasks?"
"Yes, Mistress," the six slaves replied and began their assigned chores.
Ivy and Natalie left the dungeon, chatting happily together. They were going to dress and go into town for some retail therapy. Max removed cleaning solvents and rags from one of the cupboards. Handing half of the rags to Charlie, he sprayed the cross down, and he and Charlie began cleaning it.
Zoe and Addison agreed to watch the two subs being punished together. They'd chat and keep each other amused to ensure they didn't nod off and miss something important--like Hudson passing out or Anna cumming. They bowed to their Master and Mistress as Johan and Diana left the room.
Johan, who had effortlessly carried Emma as Diana gave her instructions, followed his wife up the stairs to their bedroom. He gently stood Emma in the room's expansive bathroom and tapped Emma's plug before trying to pull it out. Emma subconsciously clenched her sphincter to prevent that from happening. Her sphincter had tightened from the stretch needed to accept the plug's wide middle piece, and it didn't want to experience the pain pulling it out would cause.



Johan grabbed the base firmly and said sternly, "Push, little one." Emma complied, and her ass reluctantly surrendered the toy. "Good girl," Johan smiled. He undid the leather belt around her waist and held his hand under Emma's pussy. Emma, who was still a little out of it, stared longingly at the handsome older man before obediently lowering her eyes and pushing the egg out. "Good girl," Johan repeated before he turned to look longingly at his wife.
Diana hid her smile and dismissed her husband, "I've got it from here, Johan. Thanks for your help carrying Emma here. Why don't you check in on your tubby blonde bimbo and see if her ass has managed to swallow that whole fourteen-inch dildo yet?"
"Anna means well," Johan defended.
"She means to push me out and take over The Mansion," Diana corrected. "I warned you about that when you insisted she'd be a good addition to our stable."
Johan wanted to protest, but in his heart, he knew Diana was right. Johan had a thing for chubby, big-breasted blondes. It was, in fact, what had attracted him to Diana ten years ago when he met her at the Brisbane Southside Munch held at the Mansfield Tavern. Diana had dyed her hair blonde after her divorce, but she hated it and soon had it returned to its natural shiny black state. Today, Diana is toned and muscular as opposed to chubby. Her breasts, however, remain as large as they were when Johan first met her. Sighing and disappointed because he hoped to play with Emma, too, Johan walked out of the room.
Diana watched him go with a smile, "You'll be his soon enough, child," she assured her young charge. "But not until I'm satisfied you wish to serve us both and not take my spot. Anna will commit another indiscretion before this month ends, and I will insist Johan dismiss her. Ivy is a wonderful girl, but she will soon leave our care and search for a Dom who can be hers alone. Hudson will also commit another rules infraction, forcing me to terminate his service. Max and Charles will stay for as long as Johan and I want them to, but unfortunately, Johan is not gay or bisexual, so they don't interest him.
"That leaves Addison, who isn't really submissive and just lacks self-confidence. She will meet a man around her age, fall madly in love and leave. Natalie, who loves it here, likes Johan and serves him because she knows it pleases me, but she is mainly a lesbian and would prefer to serve only me. And, finally, there is Zoe. Zoe is a lost soul who does not know in which direction she should travel. She's trying submission, but her heart isn't in it. Within six months, she will ask to be released from her service."
"That seems so sad, Mistress," Emma said sympathetically. "You take in all these needy souls, give them what they need to heal and grow, and then they abandon you."
Putting her momentary melancholy aside, Diana pinched Emma's taut buttocks, grinned and said, "Yeah. But in the meantime, the sex is freaking awesome!"
Diana guided Emma into the shower and washed the sweat and pussy secretions from her firm, young body. Then Diana stood with her arms and legs apart and let Emma wash her. Diana smiled when Emma pleaded, "Please, Mistress, may I taste your divine pussy?"
"Soon," Diana assured her. "First, let me rub some aloe vera into your welts to ensure they don't blister and scar."
They wouldn't. Diana was much too skilled with a 'cat-o-nine-tails' whip to blister someone's skin. But it gave Diana ample reason to touch, stroke, and play with Emma's soft, silky skin. This session ended with Diana strapping on her 'cock' and fucking young Miss Emma until Emma pleaded for her to stop because she (Emma) couldn't climax again. They slept peacefully, wrapped in each other's arms, until lunchtime.
Emma helped Diana dress. Diana chose a simple, flowery maxi dress sans underwear to wear, so it was only the dress' buttons that Emma needed to help with. In return, Diana reinserted the egg, and Emma's 'fox tail' butt plug for her. Stepping around Hudson, who was kneeling before Diana's door, they held hands as they walked to the kitchen/dining room area.
Only Anna sat at the slaves' table. She sat still, despite constantly wincing as her severely stretched asshole slowly contracted back to some semblance of normality. Anna, at the second attempt, had survived an hour without orgasming. However, it was blatantly obvious that she hadn't learnt her lesson because she stared daggers at Emma and was already biting back sharp, sarcastic retorts.
Margot didn't prepare lunch, and Natalie and Ivy were still absent. Max and Charlie had the afternoon off, Zoe and Addison had gone to their rooms rather than heading to the kitchen for lunch, and Hudson still knelt at Diana's door. Surprisingly, that meant the only slaves left to serve the Master and Mistress of The Mansion lunch were Emma and Anna.
Emma realised that almost as soon as she sat down. She quickly stood and moved to the fridge. Opening it, she found a selection of breads, cold cuts, lettuce, tomatoes, cheeses, and condiments. Taking them all out and spreading them on the counter, Emma grabbed the pad and pen she found underneath the wall phone.
Keeping her eyes lowered, Emma walked to the large dining room table and asked, "Mistress and Master, may I offer you a sandwich or a cold meat salad for your lunch?"
"I'll have a roast beef sandwich with lettuce, tomato, cheese and mustard, please," Johan requested.
"And I'll have a chicken salad with a balsamic dressing, please," Diana added.
Emma noted their requests, returned to the kitchen, and began preparing her owner's meals. Anna reluctantly stood and started helping, although she continued glaring at Emma and muttering. Emma ignored her and soon had their Master's and Mistress' meals made.
Fortunately, Anna knew what The Mansion's dominants liked to drink with their lunches, so as Emma put the finishing touches to their meals, Anna poured a tall glass of mineral water with a lemon wedge for Mistress Diana and made a pot of black tea for Johan.
After serving their owners, Anna sat back at the table, and Emma made her lunch. Emma thoughtfully made a salad for Anna when she made her own, only for the recalcitrant young woman to snatch it from her ungratefully.
"Making me lunch doesn't change my opinion that you're a wannabe," Anna snarled quietly. "Johan will be mine, and you'll join Mistress fatty on the streets hooking for a living."
Emma stared at Anna, shocked by the vitriol and bitterness in the tubby blonde's voice. Emma's eyes unwittingly flicked to where Johan and Diana sat. She saw that Johan was scrolling through his phone, but Diana was looking in their direction, stony-faced. Emma wondered if her new Mistress had heard what Anna had snarled but decided it really wasn't her problem. So, she chose to ignore Anna and turned her attention to her lunch.
Emma watched her dominant's table surreptitiously. When she observed that Diana had emptied her glass, Emma immediately stood and crossed to ask if Diana would like a refill. Diana did, so Emma got it for her. She checked Johan's teapot and decided it was still warm and full enough not to need replacing. She bowed at her Mistress' smile and sat back beside Anna. Emma pretended not to see Anna's scowl.
Emma stood when she saw that Johan and Diana had finished their repast. She removed the plates, glass, cup and cutlery. They both shook their heads when Emma asked if they desired anything else, so she put the dirty items in the washer and returned to sit at the submissive's table. Close enough to be of service if her prospective owners wanted anything but out of their immediate sight.
Johan announced he wanted to work on his project and would be in his workroom if Diana wanted him. Anna immediately stood to accompany him, but at Diana's glare, she sat back down. Johan looked at his wife perplexed and then shrugged and stood. He would have gone to his shop alone, except Diana nudged him and pointed her chin at Emma.
Taking the hint, finally, Johan spoke, "Emma, you may accompany me to my workshop to help where you can and to fetch and carry the things I need." Diana nudged him again, but Johan didn't know what she wanted. After an intense, whispered conversation, during which Johan lifted his head to look disappointedly at Anna several times, Johan added, "Anna, you will accompany Mistress Diana back to the dungeon, where you will confess what you said and beg for forgiveness. Perhaps, if your apology is genuinely sincere, you may get to stay in my service. It appears, however, that your time in our Mansion will draw to a close this afternoon."
Anna burst into tears and, wailing her apologies, flung herself at Johan's feet, begging for forgiveness.
Unmoved by her overacting, Johan shook Anna off his foot and said, "It's not me you have to apologise to. After all, you did not call me Master fatty!" Taking Emma's hand, he walked from the kitchen.
Emma never saw Anna again. Not that she was disappointed by that loss.
Johan guided Emma to his workshop. As well as the insanely big, river stone facade, three-story Mansion that, from the road, resembled a medieval castle, complete with stone towers and ramparts, the Van Leeuwen residence had a shed large enough to house seven cars and an in-ground heated pool. Three of the car spaces had been converted into a workroom for Johan.
Johan's room had been decorated to resemble a kitschy 1950s barber shop. It even sported an old-fashioned barber's chair in the furthest corner. Benches surrounded the clear inner space, and a jukebox that matched the chair in age sat in another corner.
On the benches were several violins that Johan was working on. The best example, or so Emma thought, was a traditional-looking wooden violin that Johan had almost completed. Johan had shaped the violin from spruce and maple with exacting care using only traditional hand axes, wood adzes, shavers, and files.
Johan had several violins on other benches partially built from non-traditional materials like carbon fibre and steel. "I don't like the sound current electric violins produce," Johan said modestly. "The top-end ones are acceptable, but even they lack the fullness of sound a traditional one built from spruce and maple makes. The problem is that wooden electric violins sound like crap, and good carbon ones are horrendously expensive, so I'm trying to create a mid-priced version that the average music student can afford but still sounds natural to the human ear."
"I have no idea how to use any of this stuff," Emma admitted. "In fact, I doubt if I could name even half of the tools spread around here."
Emma had kept her eyes lowered as she accompanied Johan and when she spoke now. Johan chuckled before saying, "Little one, when there is only you and me, I'd prefer you look at my eyes and talk to me as a friend. If I want you to be submissive, I will address you as Slave Emma. Otherwise, relax and talk to me." Johan picked up and put down a few of his projects. "I didn't invite you to my workshop to help me with my violins. You're here to keep me company, make tea or coffee when I ask, and bring water, beer or soft drinks as I require." He grinned at her and added, "I'll tease and torment you sexually, and use at least two of your holes while we're in here, too. Well, unless you'd rather join Anna in the dungeon?"
"I'm where I want to be," Emma affirmed. "It's a dream to serve you and Mistress Diana, and I will do so to the best of my ability."
"Diana says you're the most natural submissive we've ever been fortunate enough to meet. What do you think about that?"
"I think Mistress Diana compliments me way too much, but I'm willing to try to attain the high standard she expects of me."
Johan picked up a piece of maple and began shaping it to form a violin's neck. As his fingers unerringly worked, he asked Emma questions. "Are you a lesbian wanting, or preferring, to serve Diana only?"
"No. Until last night, I thought I was solely heterosexual."
"Last night was your first lesbian experience?"
"Yes."
"And now?"
"I'm unsure what you're asking, Sir."
"Johan,"
"I'm unsure what you're asking, Johan."
"Do you still think you're straight?"
"I'm not sure, Johan," Emma replied. "I look at the other women here at The Mansion and feel no desire for them. Then Mistress Diana looks at me with that look she has, and my pussy floods as my mouth goes dry, anticipating kneeling before her and servicing her pussy."
"That's quite common," Johan pointed out.
"It is?"
"Yes," Johan confirmed. "As someone who is innately submissive, your attraction isn't to your dominant's physical body. Instead, it's to their mind and personality. Your personality resonates with Diana's more powerful presence, and your submissiveness demands you serve her. Serving excites you sexually, and your body responds accordingly. Trust me, even though Max and Charlie are as straight as they get if Diana and I requested them to, they would blow me and be sexually excited by doing it."
"That makes sense, I guess," Emma said doubtfully.
"What do you do for work?"
"I only do a few shifts when needed down at my local pub," Emma replied. "I'm in the third year of my BSc. Nursing. I'm hoping they'll allow me to follow straight through onto my Masters when I finish."
"What's your GPA?" Johan asked.
"4.8," Emma answered.
"They should let you do your Masters immediately, then." Emma nodded, and Johan asked, "What about for fun? What do you do for that?"
"Umm," Emma hedged, unwilling to admit that she had no real interests. She liked to lie on her bed in her room at her parents' home and read the classics. Currently, she was re-reading Animal Farm because she felt she had a better chance of understanding the story's nuances now that she was beyond her school years and did not have to read it as a school project.
"You're a little lonely, huh?" Johan insightfully asked. "Most of your girlfriends seem shallow and hedonistic, and you have little in common with them. The boys you've dated are either narcissistic assholes or mummy's boys. Plus, you're afraid being submissive makes you a slut." He looked at her thoughtfully before adding, "It does. In fact, a bigger slut doesn't exist within your peer group." Before Emma could protest, Johan continued. "But you're not a slut in terms of having multiple partners and gratuitous sex. You're a slut because you will willingly do whatever your dominant asks you to do.
"Think about it," Johan clarified. "Since last night, you've had sex with me, Diana, Mistress Johnson, Natalie, and Jürgen. You've been groped and felt up by more people than I think you could name, and you haven't complained or objected even once. You have a fox tail plug in your ass and a vibrating egg in your cunt. Which reminds me," Johan grinned. He held the egg's remote and turned it to a medium setting, sending delicious vibrations against Emma's G-spot and into her swiftly flooding pussy. "And you're naked before a man you didn't know less than eighteen hours ago. Plus," Johan grinned again. "If I told you to kneel, take me out and suck me off, you will."
"Are you asking, Sir?" Emma said, putting as much plea into her voice as she could.
"No," Johan denied and laughed at the disappointment that flashed across Emma's pretty face. "You may, however, undress me. Then I'll decide what we will do after that."
Emma's fingers flew down Johan's shirt buttons. She eagerly undid Johan's fly button, pulled his shirt out of his trousers, and peeled it off Johan's muscular body. Emma was about to fling it aside when Johan said, "Fold and place." Restraining her enthusiasm, Emma carefully put the sleeves together and folded Johan's shirt before placing it on a clear spot on the bench.
Dropping to her knees, Emma unzipped Johan's boots and pulled them off his feet. She put those underneath the bench and turned her attention to Johan's jeans. They were a loose fit, so they soon joined Johan's shirt on the bench. Then, gulping, Emma, with her hands shaking with anticipation, slowly pulled her Master's boxers down. Johan's enormous, wide-girthed cock sprang into view. Growling deep in the back of her throat, Emma cupped Johan's big balls and moved her head to take her prize into her mouth.
"No!" Johan barked. "Stand and assume the standing sub position."
Emma had no idea what that was, but she intuited that it was probably the one she'd seen the other slaves take in the dungeon. She stood with her feet about shoulder-width apart, her head held high with her eyes down, her shoulders up and back, and her hands clasped behind her back.
"Well done," Johan said, his eyes twinkling proudly. "I thought I'd have to explain this position to you. You did well to figure it out." He walked around her, and Emma got a taste of what a prize bull at an agricultural show must feel like. Johan stood behind her and casually cupped Emma's firm breasts. Squeezing her globes and strumming her nipples, Johan marvelled at their young firmness. His wife, Diana, was closer to fifty than forty, and even though she was a vastly endowed woman, her breasts were still quite firm. However, forty-six-year-old breasts could not compete with twenty-one-year-old ones.
"Nice," Johan admired. "32B?"
"Yes," Emma acknowledged.
Johan's hands shifted along Emma's flanks until he held her slender waist. "Twenty-two?" He asked as he moved his hands to Emma's toned hips.
"Three," Emma corrected. "Twenty-three."
Johan nodded as he rhythmically squeezed Emma's shapely hips. "Slightly wider than your breasts," Johan stated. "Thirty-three?"
"Correct," Emma admitted.
Johan's large, powerful hands stroked down Emma's legs, relishing her skin's suppleness and Emma's leg's firmly toned perfection. Emma shivered as Johan's hands moved to her inner legs and began travelling up. When he reached her inner thighs, Emma shuddered and bit her bottom lip to prevent her aroused moan.
"Exercise?" Johan asked as he carefully skirted Emma's pussy and perineum with his hands and gripped her bottom firmly instead.
"Pilates, yoga, and aqua aerobics," Emma explained. "Once a week for the Pilates and Yoga. Twice for the aerobics."
Johan tapped on Emma's butt plug. Gripping it firmly, Johan said, "Push," and it dropped into his palm. He placed it aside to be cleaned before he returned it to Emma's stretched hole. Johan fingered Emma's gaping hole, enjoying how her sphincter quickly closed back up now that the plug no longer held it open. Johan shifted his hand to Emma's front and tickled her clit. Then, holding the remote cord, he pulled gently and repeated, "Push." The egg slid from Emma's slippery pussy, with a small flood of Emma's moisture following it.
"Good girl," Johan said as he released the young woman. He turned and got on the barber chair. Tilting it back as if he were about to be shaved, Johan said, "Slave Emma, you will kneel astride my body and take my cock in your mouth. Once you have my cock saturated with your saliva, you will move to your feet and lower your arse onto my cock. Then you will ride me until I fill your dirt hole with cum."
Emma had never even tried anal sex before. She hoped the plug she'd been forced to wear had stretched her anus far enough that taking Johan's cock wouldn't be too painful, but she feared it hadn't. Trembling with fear, she climbed onto Johan's lap and obeyed his first command. Beyond hope, Emma slathered her prospective Master's cock with saliva, hoping to bring him off and rescue her poor bottom from its upcoming abuse.
As Emma suspected it would be, hers was a forlorn hope. Johan's cock was throbbingly erect and pouring precum, but he did not sound even remotely close to an orgasm. Taking hold of her fear and cramming it as far back into her mind's recesses as she could, Emma shifted onto her heels and moved until her ass hovered over Johan's enormous cock.



She almost yelped when Johan reached down and moved his cock so that it pointed straight up and brushed her perineum. Realising he was trying to help, Emma took a deep breath and slowly exhaled as she hesitatingly lowered her still-gaped rosebud onto Johan's cock. To Emma's surprise, Johan's rigid member slid through her knot with little resistance, and before she knew it, her ass cheeks rested on her Master's pelvic bone.
Johan chuckled, "There's a reason why we get our submissives to wear their butt plugs permanently." He waited until Emma's ass had adjusted to having a cock in it. "First time for anal sex?" He asked.
"Yes!" Emma groaned as her pussy spasmed, clenching her ass around Johan's massive protuberance.
"Take your time," Johan encouraged. "Move only a little and slowly until you work it out."
For Emma, having Johan's enormous cock in her ass was just 'weird'. Not pleasant or unpleasant, just 'weird'. When she first moved, 'weird' changed to 'full''. Fuller than she'd ever felt before. Again, the sensation was neither pleasurable nor unpleasurable; she just felt 'full'. Shortly, Emma's severely gaped ass had adjusted to having Johan's huge cock buried in it, and she could lift and lower herself along its length. 'Full' changed to nothing more than the sensation of movement in and out of her ass. It was less than pleasurable but more than unpleasant.
But when Johan said, "Watch my cock sawing in and out of your dirt fuck hole," and Emma complied, her eyes saw the salacious lewdness of her asshole prolapsing and re-accepting Johan's humungous tool. At that sight, her mind went, 'Wow! That looks so hot!" and her pussy spasmed as her arousal flared.
"Oh, Gawd!" Emma groaned as she fought an imminent orgasm.
"Faster!" Johan demanded, and Emma began to ride him properly. She bounced up and down on Johan's throbbing cock faster and faster as she tossed her head, and panted like a marathon runner entering the stadium at the end of their race. Johan began thrusting his hips up to meet Emma's downward drop, and his moans soon matched Emma's. Thankfully for Emma, Johan reached the end of his endurance before his thrusting cock drove her off the precipice of her climax. He roared, "Cum for me, my little anal slut!" as he unloaded his fully-charged nut sack into Emma's recently virgin, tightly gripping ass.
Slamming herself onto Johan's plundering cock a final time, Emma's whole body shuddered before locking into place as she climaxed. Fluids squirted from her spasming cunt, covering Johan's stomach. She screamed again as Johan sprayed her colon with his cum, her pussy fluttering open and closed as more liquid blew from inside it. Juice poured from her pussy for a third time when Johan reached up and viciously pinched and twisted her tiny, diamond-tipped nipples.
Emma collapsed onto Johan's chest, and he had to hold her to prevent her from toppling onto the floor. Of course, Diana chose that precise moment to enter Johan's workshop. "Sounds like your newest slut likes being fucked in the ass," Diana chuckled as she helped Johan lift the girl off him and over to the three-seater couch against the wall.
"An anal virgin until just now," Johan crowed, refusing to be embarrassed at being caught fucking his wife's latest acquisition. "You tossed Anna out?" He asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yes, husband," Diana confirmed. "I did what you should have done at least a month ago when she first stated she thought you and her belonged together."
"Out on her ear, just like that?" Johan asked.
Looking at her husband levelly, Diana said, "You know, for the most gifted male dominant I know, you sure can be a pussy sometimes. No, Johan. I booked Anna into a serviced apartment in New Farm, near her work, and paid for three months in advance. Then I called John's moving service and paid for an emergency pack-up-and-leave. I came here once she'd gone."
"I made it clear where she stood and thought she'd improve," Johan defended.
"You made it clear you adored her massive tits, her ability to swallow your entire cock, and her willingness to let you cum on her face and anywhere else whenever you wanted," Diana matter-of-factly stated.
There wasn't much to say to that, so Johan and Diana turned their attention to Emma. She was stirring and showing signs of regaining consciousness. Wrinkling her nose, Diana examined her husband. But then, she broke into a massive smile. "She's a squirter!" Diana exclaimed delightedly.
"How can you tell?" Johan drolly asked.
"The nose knows," Diana teased. "Come on, help me get the gorgeous wee thing in the shower. We'll clean her and you up and decide what else we might want to do this afternoon and evening."
The married couple helped their newest girl to her feet and supported her into the combined shower and toilet off of Johan's workshop. Diana, who wore only her sun dress and some sandals, quickly stripped as Johan held Emma up and turned the water on. Emma awoke as soon as the warm water hit her sweaty body, and she leaned back against Diana's enormous breasts. She smiled happily as Johan used his soapy hands to clean her.
Once she felt clean, Emma knelt and returned the favour to Johan's lower body. When she felt his magnificent cock lengthening and stiffening in her hands, she took it back in her mouth. Diana chuckled as she washed Johan, exchanged increasingly passionate kisses with him, and watched Emma gobble down her husband's rapidly inflating member.
With her arousal peaking, Diana dragged her husband from the shower, and even though they were still wet, she almost threw him onto his barber's chair. Pouncing after him, Diana turned her back and sat on his purple-headed, engorged member. It slid into her sopping cunt, causing Diana to groan vociferously. "Lick my cunt!" She demanded of Emma as she (Diana) pulled her knees up and spread them wide.
Johan adjusted the chair until it was almost flat to give Emma room. When he'd stopped moving the chair's back, Emma climbed up between her Mistress' spread thighs, knelt and began lapping at Diana's pouring juices. However, the angle was still awkward, and Emma had trouble reaching the important parts. To help, Diana leant further back, creating enough space for Emma to latch onto her clitoris.
Bobbing her head to match Diana's up-and-down movement, Emma lashed and slashed her tongue over her Mistress' clit and along her slit, occasionally tonguing Johan's shaft as it thrust into Diana.
Five minutes passed with no let-up in Johan's urgent thrusting. Ten minutes, and still Johan pounded up into Diana. Emma's neck and jaw ached, and her tongue was numb, but she continued to follow her Mistress's bouncing clit, refusing to stop until Diana told her to. Diana had climaxed several times and was cresting again, but she'd clearly reached her limits. "Stop showing off and cum, you asshole," Diana yelled as her orgasm crashed over her.
Diana's sudden exclamation broke Johan's concentration, and growling deep in his chest, Johan erupted sperm into his wife's battered pussy. Even though he'd climaxed into Emma's virgin ass earlier, Johan still spat a copious amount of cum into his wife's greedily clenching pussy. Johan's spunk hit Diana's flooded vulva walls and immediately began leaking back out. He pulled out of Diana, and the last spurt hit Emma's face. She moaned and started licking and sucking his ejaculate from off and on her Mistress' pussy.
Exhausted, the three lovers somehow arranged themselves comfortably in Johan's barber chair and slept.
Sometime later, Johan woke with both of his arms numb. His wife, Diana, could hardly be described as 'delicate'. Indeed, she was a solidly muscled woman who could probably proudly stand amongst female bodybuilders. She lay heavily against Johan's right side, snoring gently and smiling blissfully. Conversely, Emma was a delicately boned, slender, but shapely young woman. However, she, too, lay asleep with her entire weight resting on Johan's powerful arm.
Johan kissed his wife, startling her awake, and then he turned his head and repeated his soft kiss with Emma. Diana's dark brown eyes and Emma's light blue/grey ones opened and gazed lovingly at Johan. "Sorry to wake you, ladies," Johan said smoothly. "But my arms have gone numb, and my shoulders ache. May I please ask you to sit up for at least a moment?"
Diana and Emma immediately swung their legs off the barber's chair and stood up. At Diana's urging, they supported Johan back to the shower and washed him. Emma tried to massage the stiffness and numbness from Johan's shoulders and arms, but her petite hands and minor strength proved insufficient for the task.
Johan stepped from the showers and held Diana's and Emma's hands as he opened the door to another converted carpark space. This one was a home gym. He ran through some exercises on his weight machine until the increased blood flow cured his aches and stiffness. Curious, Emma tried to do an arm curl on Johan's machine. Even using both hands and swinging her entire body off the bar, she couldn't move it even an inch.
"Margot will have dinner on," Diana pointed out. "We should return to the dining room and wait for her to finish."
Reaching the kitchen/dining room area, Emma joined the others at the submissive's table as Diana and Johan sat at the larger dominant's one. They exchanged glances and then encouraged their slaves to join them.
Natalie and Ivy had returned from their shopping trip. However, they had been rewarded for exemplary service and were exempt from serving until Sunday afternoon. The rest, including Emma, bustled around the kitchen preparing and serving the evening meal. Diana suggested the table lacked wine for herself and anyone else who wanted some and beer or spirits for those not wanting wine.
Zoe showed Emma into the wine cellar with its beer, soft drink, and premix drinks fridge. Zoe selected several bottles of wine to transfer to the kitchen fridge as well as some premium beer cans for Johan and Hudson, the two known beer drinkers in the house. The girls carried their booty back to the table. Diana chose a dry white to start with as Hudson and Johan selected beers. Emma, who wasn't a big drinker, took her Mistress' lead and tried some wine.
Margot announced that the meal was ready, and all but the two not on duty swiftly stood and served. Surprisingly to Emma, Margot put herself a plate together and disappeared. Emma wanted to ask why but decided it was perhaps a conversation for another time when there weren't so many people.
As they ate, Diana encouraged Emma to ask questions about The Mansion, its inhabitants, and how it operated. She discovered that Mistress Diana and Master Johan owned a chain of Night Owl convenience stores, some seven in total, spread throughout Brisbane. The Night Owls were in direct competition with the international 7-Eleven stores, but Johan had carefully positioned his stores to take advantage of gaps in 7-Eleven's coverage. A franchisee operated each store, and all Johan and Diana had to do was negotiate the purchase prices of the goods they stocked and maintain the distribution centre. It was a task that consumed a good part of each day but left Johan and Diana plenty of opportunities to indulge in their pastimes and peccadillos.
Emma learnt that all of Master Johan's and Mistress Diana's slaves except Hudson and Addison were in high-profile university courses. Natalie and Ivy were both doing law degrees. Zoe and Charlie were in premed, and Max was studying Chemistry, hoping to become a scientist at the CSIRO (Commonwealth Scientific and Industrial Research Organisation). Hudson already had a Masters in Information Technology and worked remotely for Deutsche Bank AG. Addison was the only outlier. She worked as a salesperson for Cue Fashion Store in Brisbane's CBD. Emma learned they'd all come from broken families, and Diana and Johan had 'saved' them and provided a haven in which they could recover and grow.
Emma asked about serving in The Mansion, and Addison explained. Each member had chores they were expected to do regularly. If they were eating with 'the family', they were expected to help Margot as required, set the tables, serve the food and drinks and clean up afterwards. If Johan and Diana were hosting guests, it was all hands on deck. During these events, the slaves were required to serve drinks and nibblies and provide sexual services as needed. Everyone at the table, including Mistress Diana and Johan, admitted to loving sex and being 'insatiable sluts' as Hudson aptly put it.
The next thing Emma learned that night was that the slaves, other than during the parties, were welcome to pair up with the other slaves in any manner they desired. Natalie and Ivy shared a room and a bed. They often asked Hudson to join them. Max and Addison were an on-and-off item. They regularly asked Ivy to pair with them. Charlie and Zoe were the only ones not to indulge in regular sex with the others.
Master Johan and Mistress Diana ensured they spent time with each of their slaves every day, and every night, they'd take one or more of them to their bed. Each slave had a twice-weekly appointment with their chosen dominant to explore and play with their submission.
The night ended when Mistress Diana and Master Johan stood. They both held their hands out to Hudson and Emma. Hudson, who had waited stoically for Diana for nearly three hours, had broken down when Diana had threatened to expel him along with Anna. He asked for and was promised more regular physical discipline to quench his masochistic desires. In return, Hudson swore on the pain of being expelled that he would stop acting like a brat to make Mistress Diana or Master Johan punish him.
When his Master and Mistress invited him to share their bed, Hudson broke down crying because he understood he had been forgiven. He smiled tremulously at Emma and took her hand as she took Johan's, and he took Diana's. Tonight was a good night!

The End.
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie.


Chapter 11: Return to The Chateaux.

Hello readers! Katie Muggleton back again. OMG! Did you read? Another Mommie wrote a story saying she was inspired by my tales and wanted to emulate me! Watch out, boys, we slut mommies are taking over the world! Before you know it, you'll be married to one! One thing is for sure, though. If you marry one of us, you'll have more sex than any five of your friends! Well, unless your friends are also married to slut mommies.
Now, if you remember, chapter 10 ended with my husband, Sean, finally doing his paternal duties and deflowering our daughter. After they'd climaxed, and we all exchanged hugs and kisses and discussed what was next, Sean and Kristy took me to the shower. That's where we take up my story.
With my sex juices literally dripping down my thighs, I allowed my husband and daughter to guide me into our en suite. Kristy turned the water on and set it to barely short of scalding. As Sean and I waited for the water to heat up, he held me pulled to him, with my curvy bottom pushed hard against his swiftly swelling cock.
Kristy saw us and giggled as she knelt before me. Sean parted my pussy lips to expose my thick clitoris. My daughter sighed lustfully before encircling it with her soft, pouty lips and running her tongue over it. Now that his daughter had latched onto my clit, Sean shifted his hands onto my large, firm breasts and took my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.
Biting where my neck and shoulder join, something I have always adored, Sean squeezed my puffy nipples and hummed, "You can't resist us, my darling little wife slut. Feel your husband squeeze your tit nubs as your daughter eats your slutty cunt. Feel it and cum, you sweet little Mommie slut!"
'Oh, lawd,' I thought as I squealed through an intense orgasm. 'Sean knows about the slut imperative. I am in deep do-do now.'
However, that was something to worry about later. Now was for enjoying making love to my husband and daughter. I turned and tried to drop to my knees to suck Sean off, but he wouldn't let me. Instead, he helped me into the shower, turned me, and pressed me into my daughter's front. Then he knelt in the sprinkling water, gripped my shapely bum, and pulled me onto his mouth. Simultaneously, Kristy took over tweaking and pulling on my swollen nipples and kissing the nape of my neck.
As Sean tongued my entrance, forcing his tongue into my soaking pussy as far as possible, Kristy twisted and pulled my nipples, whispering, "We all love you, our sweet little Mommie slut. We're all important, but you're the glue that holds us together. None of us, especially Dad, can be who we are without you. Now, my little Mommie slut, cum for us!"
Wow! That did it. Hearing my daughter tell me how important I was to everyone and how my family needed me blasted me past my usual low-earth orbit and sent me spinning into the galaxy. I don't know how long I screamed my stupendous orgasm, but I screamed for so long that I passed out. I awoke as Sean and Kristy carried me back to our bed.
"Your Mom's always been a screamer," my husband chuckled.
"So, like mother like daughter?" Kristy giggled.
"I'd like to make you scream again, Bunny," Sean stated.
"I'm still sore, Daddy," Kristy wistfully stated. "Hopefully tomorrow?"
"I don't need to stick my cock in you to make you scream, Bunny," her father assured her.
"You don't?" Kristy asked doubtfully.
"No," Sean stated before grinning and adding, "As a younger girl, you used to scream quite loudly when I smacked your bum!"
I heard my daughter moan before she pleaded, "Will you put me over your knee and spank me now, Daddy?"
"I finger fuck your mother when I spank her, Bunny," Sean said. "If you're too sore...?" He left the rest hanging.
"Would you use your mouth on me after you've spanked me?" Kristy hesitatingly asked.
My husband grinned before saying, "That was what I was going to suggest, Bunny."
Deciding I wanted to watch this, I feigned unconsciousness and allowed them to tuck me into bed. Keeping my eyes slit and breathing evenly, I watched the action. Like a Heffalump, my daughter struggled to situate herself across her father's thighs. Sean laughed and helped her into the correct position.
"Your mother assumes this position as gracefully as a ballet dancer dances, Bunny," Sean chuckled. "Surely you can achieve some semblance of grace?"
'Shut up and spank me," Kristy giggled as she settled herself across her father's thighs.
"As you wish," her father responded. "Your mother loves it rough, but I doubt you can stand that much pain."
I hid a smile because I knew that meant my daughter would take everything her father meted out and insist on more. Sean looked across at me, and I pretended to mutter and moved onto my back, pretending to sleep.
"Give me your best shot," Kristy demanded, arching her sexy bottom into the air.
Sean chuckled before he forced his fist between his daughter's thighs and caressed her pussy.
"That's not a spa... Ouch!" Kristy stated and then protested.
"I don't hear you," Sean stated.
"You didn't hear me say 'ouch'?" Our daughter wonderingly said.
"I didn't hear you say, 'One, thank you, Sir'," her father explained.
"Oh," our daughter replied. "One, thank you, Sir."
"Too late," Sean exclaimed before spanking her again.
"Two, thank you, Sir," Kristy quickly said.
"Your count is off, little one," my husband unequivocally stated.
Catching his meaning, Kristy amended, "One, thank you, Sir."
"How many do you think you deserve?" Sean asked.
"How many can Mom take before she begs off?" Our daughter asked.
"No less than twenty," her father responded.
I almost said something because I can take much more than that and never 'cry off'. But I realised that Sean was setting a limit that he believed our daughter could take. Kristy would feel proud of her achievement if she reached twenty-one and feel good about the session. I hoped that Sean was correct in his assessment. If he'd overestimated, and Kristy called her spankings off, she'd feel she had failed to match her mother's, my, standard.
Sean spanked Kristy's luscious ass again. "Two thank you, Sir," our daughter responded.
Trying to retain the impression that I slept, I struggled to keep my hands off my sweltering pussy. When Sean, my husband, is close, I continuously experience a vague tingle in my nether regions that quickly explodes into a boiling heat when he pays attention to me. I wasn't precisely submissive to him, but I loved serving him. Sean, during our marriage, has fucked way more than one hundred women. Worse was that he'd travelled as 'husband and wife' with his secretary, Amanda.
I accepted his peccadillos as the price I paid to remain married to a successful, dominant man. However, during our sessions with our marriage counsellor, I'd learnt that I'd harboured a sneaky resentment towards him for his constant infidelities. That resentment had caused me to act out and have sex with numerous people.
Because my husband travelled so often, my numerous escapades hadn't been discovered. However, when the Police Tactical Response Team shot one of my rapists during my rescue, it made headline news all over the country. Of course, that meant I had to come clean to Sean about that incident. That led to marital difficulties between us, and we spent some time apart.
Now, it seemed that Sean wanted us to explore together, and I didn't know if I should reveal my previous escapades. Would admitting to them cause further problems? Would the problems be worse if I remained quiet and Sean discovered some of them himself? I didn't know, but I feared the result of taking either action.
As I watched and thought, my husband whacked our daughter three more times, bringing the total number of strikes to six, with only five counting towards the assigned number. From where I lay, I could see the moisture pooling between her thighs, and rather than moaning with pain, Kristy was biting her bottom lip and trying not to let her father know she was close to climaxing.
Her dad slid his fingers onto her clitoris and, with a motion I was intimately familiar with, stroked over it as he tickled her entrance. With me, he'd have thrust two fingers into my tight and wet pussy, but with Kristy complaining of being sore, he couldn't do that. However, it worked because, with a loud squeal, Kristy orgasmed on her father's fingers.
Rubbing Kristy's back, Sean chuckled, "You're just like your mother, Bunny. You came before you even got halfway. Would you like to work off your remaining slaps?"
My daughter grinned as she quoted the famous movie line, "Please, Sir, I want some more." She turned and settled herself across her father's knees again.
Sean whacked her five more times forcefully. By the end of this series, Kristy was whimpering. However, her sexual arousal continued to pour from her recently deflowered pussy.
Her father offered to allow our daughter to work her remaining smacks off, but Kristy refused and pleaded for him to continue. I knew why --Kristy wanted bruises she could show off to her friends later. I was, however, concerned she was trying too hard to emulate me and wondered if I shouldn't 'wake up' and take control of the play.
The reasons I thought I should step in were two-fold --the first was that her father shouldn't have offered that Kristy could service him to avoid her remaining strikes because he hadn't reached the halfway stage. And secondly, Kristy should have known that the offer wasn't really an offer. Instead, it was a command to pleasure her corrector.
"You will obey your father and kneel to suck me off," Sean commanded, as I hoped he would, removing my need to intervene.
"Yes, Daddy," Kristy acquiesced as she, gracefully this time, knelt and nuzzled her father's thick cock.
"I haven't seen you deepthroat me yet," Sean pointed out. "I've felt you do it, though. Show your father your oral skills, little Bunny,"
Through my slitted eyes, I watched my daughter hold her father's cock in her delicate hand and take its glans into her mouth. Smiling as she looked submissively up at him, Kristy slid her hand down Sean's cock ahead of her eagerly sucking mouth. Finally, she couldn't slide her hand lower, so she began lifting her slender fingers off her father's shaft until her dad's pubis pressed against her lush lips.
Grabbing our daughter's head, my husband moaned, "Fuck, Kristy. You are at least as talented cock sucker as your mother. Your mother has taught you well."
I blushed because I realised her grandmother, my mother, had taught her that skill, and I admitted to myself that I'd been derelict in my duty to teach my daughter what she needed to know to serve a sexually dominant man. Sean face-fucked our daughter until, with a guttural groan, he spat his manly juices down Kristy's throat.
"Lie beside your mother," Sean demanded.
Kristy swiftly complied, and I rolled so I could watch my husband dive between our daughter's thighs and throw her shapely legs over his shoulders. Latching onto Kristy's love button, Sean sucked it into his mouth before gently biting and pulling back. Kristy held her father's head tightly against her throbbing clit before she tilted her head back and screamed through an intense orgasm.
"Fuck me, Daddy," our daughter demanded when she came down.
"You said you were sore," Sean questioned.
"I need you inside me, Daddy," Kristy rejoined. "Damn the pain."
Sean moved up and covered his sexily curved daughter's body with his. His big, thick cock pulsed as he moved to position it against our daughter's dripping entrance.
"Jam it in," Kristy commanded.
"If you're sure, Bunny," Sean hedged.
"I am, Daddy," our daughter averred. "I want to feel your big cock thrusting inside my tight cunt."
Sean forced his hands and forearms under his daughter's armpits and gripped her shoulder tops. Pulling down, he forcefully thrust into her, his pelvis smacking against her clitoris.
"Fuck me, Daddy!" Our daughter demanded, already gasping as her climax swiftly approached.
Sean banged our daughter like the slutty drum she longed to be. His hips blurred as he fucked Kristy as hard and quickly as possible. Kristy crested swiftly, but instead of launching into the stratosphere as she expected, Kristy experienced several consecutive petite orgasms, each a little higher and longer than the last.
I watched, mystified as to why she hadn't exploded. An idea formed that pain from her recent deflowering had mixed too severely with her pleasure and was preventing her from erupting. Deciding I needed to intervene, I opened my eyes.
Sean grinned at me as I shifted to get closer. I asked, "Daughter, are you a genuine three-hole slut as your grandmother has taught you to be?"
"Yes, Mom," Kristy panted as another tiny climax washed across her.
"Then you're offering your virgin ass to your father, too?" I queried.
Sean stopped pumping as Kristy, wide-eyed, stared at me. "Yes, Mom," Kristy hesitatingly said.
Sternly, I said, "Sean, are you prepared to complete your familial duties and take the third of your daughter's cherries?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," my husband stated, knowing I was in charge of this part of our daughter's experiences.
"Prepare your daughter's ass," I demanded as I swung out of bed and looked for the lube. Finding it, I handed it to Sean, stroked my daughter's lustrous locks and whispered encouragement.
Sean encouraged Kristy onto her stomach and moved between her shapely thighs. Placing his hands on his daughter's butt cheeks, Sean spread them apart and lowered his head until he could touch his tongue to her tiny chocolate star.
"Gawd!" Kristy growled as she felt her father's tongue on her forbidden place.
Sean forced moisture inside our daughter's ass as he slowly worked her ring open. Eventually, Kristy's little rosebud fluttered open, and her father slid at least an inch of his tongue into her.
"Gawd!" Kristy moaned again as her hips lifted off the bed, trying to force her father's tongue into her partially gaped ass.
Sean chuckled before holding his hand out. I poured some sex lube onto it, and he transferred it to our daughter's ass. Then, smearing more lube over his index finger, Sean introduced it to Kristy's ring. Kristy gutturally moaned as her little star fluttered open, allowing the invading digit to enter her.
"Get on your hands and knees," I requested. Kristy swiftly complied, and I slid between her luscious thighs, gazing eagerly at her waxed pussy. "Lower your slippery pussy onto my mouth," I instructed my daughter.
I smiled at my husband as I locked my lips around our daughter's swollen clit. Sean worked a second finger into Kristy's ass. Seconds later, when he realised how readily our daughter's ass gaped, he added a third and a fourth. Convinced his daughter's ass could take his thick cock, Sean grunted as he squatted and forced his cock's head down so it would line up with Kristy's tiny starfish.
Slashing my tongue over my daughter's clitoris as I sucked, I avidly watched my husband slowly force his throbbing penis into our daughter's ass. Kristy bucked as Sean split her knot apart, but that sudden pain was swiftly replaced with exquisite pleasure as she felt a huge cock filling her dark fuck hole.
"I'm so full, Mom," she moaned. "So full that it's incredible!" I bit Kristy's clitoris. "Fuck!" she exclaimed before promptly exploding into a stupendous orgasm.
I waited until her father had fully embedded his throbbing cock into Kristy's ass, then I bit her clitoris again and sucked hard as I lashed her love button with my tongue.
"I can't..." Kristy protested before she tipped her head back and screamed as another extreme climax blasted her into the ether.
"Gaaawwwd," Kristy sighed as she seemed to deflate, sagging against me like a slowly leaking balloon, completely passed out.
"Shit," Sean muttered as he carefully pulled out of our daughter's ass. "I didn't get there."
"Help me roll Kristy into bed," I giggled. "Then I'll help wash your cock, and you can fill your slut wife full of cum."
Sean swiftly complied before entering our en suite. Seconds later, I welcomed the love of my life between my toned thighs and into my tight, sweet little pussy. Moments after that, Sean groaned as his aching, throbbing cock exploded inside me, showering my innards with his seed. As it typically did, feeling my husband's goo splashing onto my cervix caused my eyes to roll back, and my scream matched our daughter's as I orgasmed on Sean's cock. Moving so that Kristy was between us, Sean and I touched again before falling asleep.
I woke up on my back with sweet, soft lips around my clitoris, demanding that I ignore my need to urinate and climax instead. My hand grasped a handful of hair. Knowing by how long and thick the hair was that it was my daughter, I swiftly climaxed before rushing into the en suite to relieve my bladder. I returned to our bedroom to see my daughter lying on her stomach, sucking her sleeping father's thickly erect cock.
"Want some help?" I giggled.
"Yes," Kristy replied after lifting from Sean's cock. "But I want to swallow his load."
"It will contain quite a lot of urine," I warned, knowing her father's erection mainly was a 'piss fat'.
Kristy shook her head, causing her dad to moan because his cock remained inside his daughter's mouth. Releasing Sean's penis, Kristy said, "I don't care. I want to taste what Dad has for me."
"Enjoy!" I stated firmly before gently cupping my husband's balls.
Sean moaned as I cupped his big balls and then groaned as I flattened my tongue and bathed them, but when I touched my finger to his rosebud, he grunted and blasted his load into our daughter's mouth. Kristy hummed delightedly as her father filled her mouth with his sticky essence.
"Gawd, Bunny," Sean breathed. "You're so good at that, but I'm not sure I want to know how."
"Same way Mom is," Kristy grinned after swallowing her father's gift.
"Same way as your..." Sean began to say before blushing and adding, "Oh! Yes, I don't want to know!" Sean picked up his phone to determine the time. What seemed like a crafty expression crossed his face, and he innocently said, "Time for breakfast, don't you think?"
"What do you have cooking, Mister?" I asked playfully.
Swatting my curvy bottom, Sean said, "You're cooking, remember?" before laughing heartily.
Kristy and I rolled our eyes and got out of bed.
"Shower first," Sean demanded. "No playing, but you may wash each other."
Kristy held my hand as we walked into the en suite to shower. A quick few minutes later, we stood back in the bedroom wearing only tightly wrapped towels. I reached for a robe, but Sean smacked my hand. Glancing at him wonderingly, I waited to see what he wanted.
"Full makeup, the pair of you," Sean demanded, pointing at my vanity.
I sat, ready to do a complete set from moisturiser to lipstick. Kristy gathered what she needed from my drawers and entered the en suite to do hers. I love dressing myself to the nines and do it every day. Often, if I'm going out for lunch and dinner, I'll redo my makeup several times a day, so it didn't take long for me to be completely made up.
I checked the mirror to ensure everything was properly balanced. My dark eyes glowed beneath pink, darkening to peach eye shadow. My mascara and eyeliner caused them to sparkle and look bigger than they were. Using a bronze blush, I'd subtly defined my cheekbones to add more angle to my quite round face. I'd pencilled in my lip line with a dark pink lippy pencil before filling the lines in. This effect gave my lips an even fuller pout than I typically have.



I turned from the mirror in time to see Kristy walk out of the en suite. She'd done her makeup similarly to mine, and when I stood to hug her, Sean breathed out slowly, his eyes wide.
"You could be sisters, maybe even twins," he stated, his voice filled with awe. "How did I get so lucky to have two of the most beautiful women in the world in my bedroom?"
"You've got a big dick, you're a good fuck, and you're rich," Kristy answered mirthfully. "That's how!"
We all laughed, and I took my daughter's hand to walk with her to the kitchen.
"Drop the towels, ladies," Sean growled.
When he used that tone of voice, I'd have leapt into a lake of flaming lava if he'd demanded it. I'd have done it, safe in the knowledge he would never hurt me, so there must have been a way that I'd be uninjured. I didn't even hesitate as I pulled the towel's tucked-in end out and let it fall to the floor. Kristy also immediately obeyed, letting her towel drop, exposing her beautifully shaped young body, her large 16C breasts bouncing delectably.
I put my hand around my daughter's firmly toned hips and pressed mine against hers. Kristy grinned, and we began snaking our hips as we strutted before Sean, his eyes glued to our asses.
We walked into the kitchen and stumbled to a stop. Johnny stood behind Gina, Jennifer, and Charmaine, who were all naked. The girls still wore identical gold, almost dog collars, except they were now all attached to stainless steel-linked leashes leading back to my son's right hand. As I gaped at this surreal sight, Johnny shook the leads, and the girls immediately knelt and assumed submission position one (sitting on their heels with heads up, eyes down, shoulders back, displaying their breasts proudly, and hands palm up on their thighs).
Johnny dropped the leads and walked to me. In his hand, he held a collar matching what the girls wore. He stood before me, and my eyes instinctively dropped to the floor as my knees weakened, wanting me to fall onto them.
Standing tall, Johnny said, "Dad has something to say. When he's finished, I will offer you a choice, Mother. Until then, wait, listen, and remain quiet."
Yes, Sir," I meekly answered.
"Two of the largest international firms I dealt with when I was with Pepperstone have requested that I take over their investment portfolios," Sean said. "Most of what I'll do for them, I'll be able to do remotely from my office. However, they need me to travel to London, Hamburg and Berlin to meet with their finance officers and review my strategies. I've booked tickets and accommodation for two."
My heart sang because I thought I'd finally get to travel with my husband, and I began planning the shopping trips I'd take whilst Sean sat in the offices of the companies he visited. Unfortunately, Sean dashed those hopes.
"I need you to use that magnificent brain of yours to hold the home office together, Katie. We have a month for me to teach you everything you need to know to keep my business afloat. Katie, I know you want to accompany me, but I need you here, baby. I need you to run my business while I'm away."
"Who are you taking?" I asked fearfully, worried that he was about to shack up with another slut disguised as his secretary.
Sean took a deep breath before saying, "Kristy."
I turned to our daughter, whose wide-opened eyes and mouth confirmed she didn't know either.
"Is this what must be, Sean?" I asked sorrowfully. "Must I stay and watch you walk away again?"
Crossing to take me in his strong arms, Sean held me tightly to his chest before answering, "Yes, baby. Once I have Kristy trained to your standard, you can travel with me. But until then, I need you here, Katie." Then he tipped my head back and grinned. "At least you know I won't be fucking around on these trips now."
"If he does, he'll return to you nutless, Mom," Kristy averred sternly.
I pushed on Sean's chest and smiled sweetly up at him, "What she said. I'm unsure why you needed Kristy and me naked for that announcement."
"For this, Katie," Sean said, taking a necklace out of a kitchen drawer.
"Not what he has, Mom," Johnny emphatically stated, holding up the spare collar. "As you and I discussed before, Dad cannot be here for you as often as you need him to be. I can. Gina, Jennifer, and Charmaine have agreed to serve me, Mom. They wish to serve you, too, but only if you give your service to me in place of Dad.
"Dad will always be your husband, and you will always be first to him, just as you are now. But I will take over the role of your protector and corrector. You need a firm hand on your shapely ass to keep your course true, Mom. Without it, you make judgment errors. I'm offering to be that hand, Mom."
I shook my head, "I will wear no collar except from your father, Johnny. You should know that."
Sean shared a grin with his son and mouthed, "Told you!" Facing me, he said, "You're not an animal or property for me to hand on to someone else or throw away, Katie, my deepest and dearest love. I ask you to accept what Johnny is offering because I think it's best for all of us. Just as the decision to travel with our daughter is to reassure you that I will not stray without your permission and with you by my side again."
"You'll fuck our daughter, though," I flatly stated. "Until she chooses a man for her own, she needs you in her bed and between her thighs. Step up, Sean. Show your daughter how to serve a sexually dominant man."
Sean smiled and nodded, "I hoped you'd say that, Miss Katie. If that is what our daughter wants, then that is how it will be."
"I want," Kristy growled.
"You'll accept my service collar, Bunny?" Sean asked, showing the ruby-centred leather collar he held. "You'll serve me faithfully in every way I wish until you find your man?"
Kneeling, Kristy looked beseechingly up at her father, "Yes, please, Daddy. I've longed to serve you since I knew what it meant. That's why I wanted you to be my first. My only wish is to remain as I should, below Mother in your service. I will serve you faithfully until I find a man worthy of my service."
Sean knelt to fasten the collar around Kristy's neck. She cried happily and melted into her father's arms. Then, they all turned to face me.
"I will wear no collar other than Sean's," I stated stubbornly.
My husband chuckled before taking two other packages out of the drawer. He handed one to our son before addressing me. "This is a Bulgari Black Onyx necklace, Katie. The pendant has my name and 'owner' inscribed on its back. It fits snugly to your neck and has a platinum padlock that prevents it from being removed. Will you wear my service collar with pride, my love?"
With tears flooding from my eyes, I knelt and lowered my head, waiting for my husband to lock it in place.
"There's more, Katie. Look at your son."
I shuffled around to face Johnny and his three women. Johnny held a small pendant and chain in his hand.
"This is a matching to your collar, ankle slave chain, Mom," Johnny explained as he held the chain for me to see. "On the pendant's back, it says, Johnny Muggleton: Protector. Will you allow me to substitute for your husband when he is too far away to care for you?"
My emotions had overwhelmed me, and I sobbed. I was happy because everything I wanted was finally happening, but it was too much for me. From believing my marriage was over, and that I was losing the man I love more than the stars and moon, to suddenly being invited to be part of something that I believed was deeper than my marriage vows. Unable to speak, I pulled my feet out from under me and offered my delicate ankle to my son. He smiled and locked the chain in place.
"You may welcome her," Johnny told his three girls.
Three naked, young and beautiful women leapt onto me. Before I knew what was happening, I was on my back, Jennifer and Charmaine were suckling and nibbling my sensitive, puffy nipples, and Gina had my knees up and apart.
"First," Johnny commandingly said.
The girls helped me to sit before they lowered their eyes and pleaded, "Please, Miss Katie, may we serve you as the first of Johnny's girls?"
"You want to serve me?" I asked, bewildered. "Don't you serve Johnny?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," Gina explained. "But we want you to be above us. We all adore you, Katie, and we need your guidance. We need you to show us how to serve a sexually dominant man. With that knowledge, we can find men to serve."
"Well, except for me," Gina clarified. "I have my man, although I, too, need your guidance, Miss Katie."
"But Charmaine," I protested. "Aren't you a..." my voice foundered, knowing what I was about to say may have been hurtful.
"A lesbian, Miss Katie?" Charmaine asked, giggling.
"Well, yeah," I answered.
"I am, I guess," Charmaine said. "Well, bisexual with a strong preference for women. I could happily live my life without any cock, but living without pussy would hurt me badly. I need a dominant woman to serve. I wish it could be you, Miss Katie. But I'd never try to take you away from your husband."
"Doesn't stop her from being a stupendous cock sucker, though," Johnny drawled, breaking the tension and making everyone laugh. I looked up and saw that he held three more ankle chains. "These young women need you, Mom. Gina's mom, Freya, doesn't want to train her, so Gina's asking you. Charmaine and Jennifer's moms are disgusted by their daughter's behaviour and threw them out of their homes. They wish to learn at your feet, Mom. Please let them. Take them under your wing and show them how to serve."
How could I possibly refuse that request? I had no idea what I'd do with the three young women, but I knew I had to try. 'I need to talk to my sisters and Mom,' I thought. 'Get some advice and help.' Mary and Yvette's kids were a little older than mine and were all boys. I knew they both suffered from 'empty nest' syndrome and thought they'd relish the chance of moulding these beautiful nymphs into sexually submissive young women.
Crossing my legs and then standing up, I looked sternly at Gina, Jennifer, and Charmaine. I held my hand out, and Johnny placed the three slave chains in it. I'm unsure who had been working with them, but whoever it was had done a good job. When I stood, all three assumed sub position one.
Holding the chain, I turned the pendant to read its inscription, 'Gina Matthews. Protector: Katie Muggleton'. Turning to Johnny's future wife, I asked, "Gina Matthews, do you wish to serve me?"
"Yes, Mistress Katie," Gina willingly replied.
"Give me your left ankle," I instructed, holding my hand out. Gina shifted onto her backside and raised her foot. I locked the chain in place. "I accept your service," I formally stated.
I repeated these actions with Jennifer Colley and Charmaine Mitford. Once I'd locked the final chain around Charmaine's slender ankle, the girls mobbed me again. The girls laughed as they forced me to the ground and pulled my ankles apart. Jennifer and Charmaine pulled them up and back as Gina slid between them and dived onto my flaming pussy.
"As Johnny's future wife, I demand first taste," Gina crowed, avoiding the fact we three had already played together. Something Sean did not need to know!
"Aren't you going to defend your wife's honour?" I mockingly teased my husband.
Sean chuckled and pulled out his thick cock. "No," he replied, "Because you look like you're having fun. Besides, I think our daughter wants to taste her father again."
"Oh, Gawd, yes, please, Daddy," Kristy moaned as she turned and took him in her mouth.
Standing beside his father, our son unzipped, too. "May I share, Dad?" Johnny asked.
"If Bunny is willing," Sean agreed.
"Bunny?" Johnny chortled. "Sis, you were what? Ten? When you demanded Dad stop calling you that?"
"Shut up," Kristy giggled as she took her father's cock in her hand, "It wasn't sweet then, but it is now. Besides, I was twelve."
She looked challengingly up at her brother before turning her head and swiftly swallowing her father's entire length in one quick gulp. Sean's hands found our daughter's head, and he held her pressed against his abdomen as he viciously face-fucked her.
However, no matter how hard he shoved his meaty penis into Kristy's mouth, it made no difference. Our daughter grinned up at him and slashed her tongue over Sean's glans every time he pulled back and readily accepted her father's cock down her throat when he thrust in. Reaching the end of his endurance, Sean groaned before pulling out and blasting thick ropes of semen across his daughter's luscious breasts.
"Next," Kristy giggled as she wiped her mouth and turned to her brother.
I couldn't see what happened next because Charmaine swung her knee over my head and slowly, sensuously, lowered her sweet, dripping pussy onto my mouth. Reaching up to cup Charmaine's tiny, tight bottom, I pulled her firmly onto my lips before stabbing my tongue into her tight vulva. I moaned into the young woman's cunt as Gina gently bit my thick clitoris and pulled back. The exquisite pleasure/slight pain combination softly tipped me into a petite but intense orgasm.
My moan caused a similar reaction in young Charmaine, and she unwillingly relinquished her position on my face to Jennifer. Instead of facing me, Jennifer turned and faced Gina. Positioning her entrance so it barely brushed my lips, Jennifer described what Gina was doing.
"OMG, Katie," Jennifer said. "Gina's holding your cunt lips apart, exposing your sexy, pink interior. Wow, Miss Katie, are you wet! Hmm," she added. "Gina's extending her gifted tongue. I think she's going to taste you! She did. OMG! How does that feel, Miss Katie? The tongue of a sweet young thing, barely the same age as your daughter, is sliding along your slit. Now Gina's mouth is opening. She's going to suck your fuck button, little slut, Katie. Come on her tongue, slut," Jennifer demanded.
I couldn't stand it! As we all know, for a woman, her brain is her largest and most sensitive erogenous zone. The images Jennifer's words created overwhelmed me, and an extreme, cataclysmic climax blasted me apart. As I squealed, I tried to grip Jennifer's plump ass and drag her onto my mouth, but a giggling Charmaine took my hands and held them above my head.
"Cum for us again, our sweet, little slut Mommie," Charmaine chanted, twisting my nipples mercilessly as Gina shoved two fingers inside my squelching pussy and angled them back to scrape across my G-spot.
I shouldn't have. Heck, theoretically, after an orgasm as loud and intense as the previous one, I shouldn't have been able to. But I screamed as another bone-rattling climactic event launched me into the stratosphere. When I came down, the girls moved. Gina lay on top of me, softly kissing me as the others tucked into my sides. Feeling their love, I relaxed and let myself drift off.
Eventually, Gina's weight pushing me against our hardwood floor woke me up. Kristy, still naked, sat with her brother, drinking coffee. Johnny helped move Gina off me. He lay her on the sofa and helped me to my feet.
"Gina's mine, Mom," Johnny explained. "She'll serve me first, and when I'm not there commanding her, she'll serve you. Jennifer and Charmaine have chosen to serve me, but they are yours first. They will obey me if you're not there. Otherwise, they will obey you before me. They need you, Mom. Their parents cast them adrift. Cut them out of their lives. I know you and Dad won't do that. Jennifer is bisexual and prefers men, so let her have fun with Dad if you can."
Johnny supported me to a stool at the breakfast bar. Placing a coffee in my hands, he continued.
"As you know, Charmaine prefers women. But when she's horny, she loves something in her pussy. A strap-on works better, but a live cock will do if there isn't a strap-on available. What I'm saying is, share her with Dad, too, if you want. As long as you don't expect Charmaine to be one-on-one with Dad, she'll happily and eagerly fuck him."
"You're asking your father and me to host them?" I clarified.
"Yeah," Johnny replied. "I need alone time with my future wife, Mom --time for her and me to consolidate our love and, later, marriage. Unfortunately, with Charmaine and Jennifer being kicked out of their homes, Gina and I don't get any time alone."
Concerned, I asked, "Where are they living?"
They're couch and bed hopping, Mom," Johnny replied. Mostly, they stay with Phil, Siobhan and Caoimhe or Freya and Oliver. But they need a home, Mom."
"They aren't working?" I queried.
"They're at Uni, Mom," Johnny explained. "Their parents earn too much for either of them to receive AusStudy, and they're having problems convincing CentreLink they've been kicked out of home."
"What are they studying?" I questioned.
Johnny grinned and replied, "Jennifer's doing the same degree as you, Mom. A BSc. in Business Management." Johnny's grin stretched before he added, "Charmaine's studying journalism. She's hoping to land a job with FoxSports."
"Have you introduced her to Kath?" I immediately asked.
"First job for you to do, Mom," Johnny teased. "I suggested that to Charmaine."
"But I wanted you to bring me around to introduce us," Charmaine filled in before settling onto her knees beside me, still naked. "I thought Kath would be, umm, more receptive if it were you and me."
"You want to fuck Kath Loughlin!" I teased.
"She's so hot, Miss Katie," Charmaine admitted. "I never got a chance to play with her beyond the first two minutes of Slut Roulette, and I want to taste her so badly! I'll even fuck Mike if I have to to have her."
Stretching and yawning, Jennifer and Gina wandered around the breakfast bar and joined Charmaine, kneeling at my feet. I felt uncomfortable having them there, so I said, "I do not wish you to serve me 24/7, girls. I will tell you when I want your service and when training starts and stops. The rest of the time, you're guests in my home. Now, go and get changed and then ask Johnny to help you collect your stuff. I expect you to be back here in time to help prepare tonight's dinner."
"We can move in?" Jennifer disbelievingly asked.
"Until you find your life partners, this is your home. I'm pretty sure we can open a doorway through to the spare bedroom, so you have a room each."
"I don't understand, Miss Katie," Charmaine said.
"It'll be easier to show you," I said as I stood and walked towards the stairs.
The two young women looked at each other wonderingly before following me to the second floor. I indicated the first two doors. "This leads to our guestroom," I explained. "It was built to be the live-in maid's quarters, but we've never had one before." I grinned and added, "But it seems I now have two."
I opened the door but didn't let the girls walk in. Instead, I opened the second door. This room is almost as big as mine and Sean's room. The only thing missing was an en suite, although the room had a sizeable walk-in robe.
Running my hand over the wall between the adjoining rooms, I mused, "If we move this wall about two metres towards the bed and put a door between the rooms, we can create two bedrooms instead of a combined lounge/bed. The only bitch would be whoever has this room will either have to walk through the other's bedroom to get to theirs or walk out into the hall and then back in through this door.
"Same in reverse," I added. "If whoever is in this room wakes up first, they'd either have to walk through the first bedroom or out and in through the hall doors. But if they're going to do that, why bother with a connecting door?"
"If the first bedroom's big enough," Charmaine suggested. "We could run a curtain track along the ceiling and create a hallway along the front wall."
"That would work," I agreed. "Make it like blackout curtains so you can't see anything."



"Not that Charmaine and I have much to hide from each other," Jennifer giggled as she playfully smacked Charmaine's tiny, taut ass.
"Like I want to see your saggy ass getting drilled again," Charmaine joked, returning the smack.
"Yeah, you do," Jennifer laughingly responded. "But only if it's from up close as you eat my sweet cunt."
"That's the first thing that stops, ladies," I frostily snapped. "That language desists immediately. Do you ever hear me using swear words?"
"Only fuck, or cock, occasionally," Jennifer admitted. "Hang on. Why 'cock' and not 'dick'?" She asked.
"Because men can be dicks, or they can act like dicks, but those who act like that aren't men. Real men have cocks, big throbbing members that it's our duty to serve and bring to fruition as beautifully and swiftly as possible."
"Wait," Jenifer protested. "What about our pleasure?"
"If your chosen man doesn't look after your needs, why would you serve him?" I queried. The girls looked mystified, so I clarified what I'd said. "If the man you're laying with does nothing to satisfy your needs, then he's not worthy of you. As his woman, you will do everything within your power and experience to give him the best orgasms he's ever had. Plus, you will be ready for him anytime, anywhere and any way he desires. If he doesn't look after your needs after that, he's a dick, not a man."
"What if I'm not in the mood?" Charmaine argued.
"Change your mindset," I dismissed. "Your man's needs come before yours. Girls, men show they love you by having sex with you. That's how they express their love. The feminist left has taught us that men need to prove they love us before we have sex with them, or we only have sex when we want to. How selfish is that thought? Do we care so little about our partners that we make no effort to be what they need? Ladies, serve your man faithfully. If you do, and he does nothing to meet your mental, spiritual, emotional, and physical needs, then he's an abusive dick. Get the heck out of that relationship as quickly as possible."
"No cheating?" Charmaine asked doubtfully.
"If your man is a successful one, then opportunities to play will always be before him. But it's just sex, girls. Accept that he'll have casual sex, and don't let it bother you."
"You know about Sean's many affairs?" Jennifer gasped.
"Yes," I confirmed. "I knew about most of them before our recent troubles."
"And you're not bothered by them?" Jennifer disbelievingly asked.
"Twenty years later, who remains married to the best man she knows?" I asked simply. The girls looked doubtful about my assertion, so I drawled, "Jennifer, if Gina no longer wanted them, would you take her place in Johnny's affections?"
"In a heartbeat," my young student stated.
"Even though he's fucking Charmaine and me? Getting blowjobs, and I'd assume soon more, from his sister? He's probably fucked Siobhan and Caoimhe and likely many others. As many foolish women do, would you insist that he stop all of that and only be with you? If you do, could you be surprised when he plays behind your back instead of openly with you? Why is Gina happy to allow him to play with you and Charmaine? Why are you happy to play with her man if you believe your man should be faithful only to you?"
I turned to Charmaine, "And what about you, Miss? If I chose to leave Sean and join with you, would you do that?"
"Yes, Miss Katie, I would," Charmaine avowed.
"Even though I'm fucking my son and daughter. Even though I've had sex with Gina and Jennifer, Kath and Mike, Rick and Siobhan, Phil and Caoimhe, and many others you haven't met. Would you expect me, knowing that, to be faithful only to you? Even though I'm primarily heterosexual with a penchant for occasional lesbian dalliances? Even knowing I prefer cock to pussy, would you demand I forsake all others and have sex with you only? Could you be that cruel and unfair to me?"
"Does that mean I can have affairs, too?" Jennifer questioned.
"Yes," I stated. "But look what happened with Sean and me when he heard of my kidnap and rape. Have affairs. Have many of them. Do not let yourself be put in the situation I was put in. Do not get caught unless you have an open relationship with your man where it's agreed you can both play as you want."
"That's a double standard, Miss Katie," Charmaine protested.
I shrugged. "So?" I asked. "I'm telling you how it is. Not what you think it should be."
"But, it's wrong," Charmaine insisted.
"Okay," I agreed. "You've convinced me. I, Katie Ashley Muggleton, renounce my marriage vows and announce my dedication to Charmaine Mitford." I held my hand out to Jennifer. "Jennifer, join us in a sexual romp as we celebrate our upcoming nuptials." Jennifer swept eagerly into my arms. Charmaine hesitatingly joined us. "I'm going to fuck Jennifer as you watch, Charmaine," I informed her. "Then she and I will fuck you. Okay?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," Charmaine accepted.
"How is what I'm suggesting different to what Sean does?" I questioned.
"Because we're doing it together," Charmaine protested.
"Charmaine, my love," I stated firmly. "Wait for me on the bed next door. Jennifer and I are going to fuck each other silly. I'll come and get you when we're done, okay?" Charmaine stood mystified, waiting to see what I'd do. "Were my instructions unclear, Charmaine?" I asked. She shook her head. "Yet, you're still here."
"Oh," Charmaine blushed and turned toward the door.
"You're okay with me fucking Jennifer without you, my love?" I asked.
"Yes, Miss Katie."
"Why?" I asked bluntly.
"Because that is the price I..." Comprehension dawned on her face.
Jennifer playfully nipped my puffy nipple before giggling, "'Hoist with his own petard'," She quoted. "I think your logic just came back and bit your skinny ass," she teased Charmaine. "These are our first lessons?" Jennifer asked. "Put our partner's needs before ours and serve them faithfully. When we play, ensure we're never caught. Accept our partner will take lovers, and make sure we're sexually available to them whenever they want us."
"A few quick others, and we'll get dressed," I said after acknowledging she was correct. "Whenever you're with your man, ensure you're dressed to tease and titillate him, but never reveal your nipples or genitals to anyone but him. Learn to cook for him, and keep your house immaculately clean. Shower, do your makeup and dress sexily for when you know he's due home."
"Sounds like a 1950s household," Charmaine growled.
Having had enough of her negative attitude, I snapped, "Charmaine, enough! You asked me to train and teach you everything you need to know to serve a sexually dominant partner. If you're not interested in learning, remove the collar and chain and leave. Your negativity irks me."
Charmaine immediately dropped to her knees and placed her forehead on the ground with her arms spread out and hands palm down on the floor (Also known as apology position one).
"This girl is sorry she has irritated you, Miss Katie. Please, may I stay and learn at your feet? If you believe that correction is due, this girl will accept all that you think she deserves."
"Someone's been training you," I observed before adding, "You may sit up. We will discuss your behaviour after this lesson."
"Freya has been doing her best to help, Miss Katie," Charmaine admitted. "But she's so busy with Rick, Shawna, Oliver, and her shop that she doesn't have the time to train us full-time."
"Plus, Freya's training is more Dom/sub than what you're doing, Miss Katie," Jennifer pointed out, kneeling beside Charmaine and assuming sub position one. "I will be submissive to my man, but I will not be his possession."
"That's precisely what I'll train you to be, girls," I averred. "Do either of you think I'm a doormat?"
"No," Charmaine acknowledged. "You're the most emotionally strong woman I know."
"Yet, if either Sean or Johnny command me in their deep, resonant voices, I immediately kneel and do as they ask. No matter what, where or when."
"Jaysus!" Charmaine breathed, finally understanding. "Because you choose to!"
"Yes," I agreed. "But the training I've received, and the many years I've lived that training, means I find it almost impossible to resist when someone uses a command voice on me."
"The 'slut imperative'?" Jennifer queried.
I put aside that I felt betrayed by my son revealing that to his girls and replied, "In a nutshell, yes."
"Then what?" The girls asked together.
"I chose...", but before I could complete that sentence, Charmaine exclaimed, "The right man to submit to. One that would never hurt you and do all he could to ensure you're safe."
"And?" I asked.
"Look after your needs as well as you look after his?" Jennifer added.
"Including?"
"Correcting you if you err," Charmaine whispered as Jennifer nodded.
"Here endeth the lesson," I joked, quoting Officer Malone from The Untouchables.
I turned to the smaller and darker of the two girls. Looking at her sternly, I said, "In my walk-in robe, on the highest shelf on the right-hand side, you will find a dark mahogany box. Bring that box to me."
Charmaine jumped up and scurried out the door. A few seconds later, she returned, carrying the box.
Almost reverently, I removed my mother's antique rattan school cane. Holding it in my hand and tapping my palm, I said firmly, "Charmaine Marie Mitford, you are called to account for impertinence and disparagement. Do you feel these accusations are warranted?"
Charmaine had assumed submission position one when she entered the room and handed me the cane. Keeping her eyes down, she replied, "Yes, Miss Katie."
"You agree that correction is required?"
"Yes, Miss Katie."
"Six, I believe, are deserved. Do you agree?"
"Yes, Miss Katie."
"Assume punishment position two," I demanded.
I apologise, Miss Katie," Charmaine said. "I do not know that position."
"Same as position one," I clarified. "Except your hands are behind your back, not your head."
"I'm sorry, Miss Katie. I don't know that position either."
"You've never been corrected?" I asked.
Charmaine shook her head. "Punishment was at Freya's discretion. It could be given for any or no reason. Or she would do it because she enjoyed doing it. But she always told us to bend over the nearest convenient object. There was no 'position'.
"They're called 'punishment positions'," I explained. "But canings are never about punishment. They're always about correcting your behaviour before that behaviour becomes an ingrained habit. No one in this household will strike you because they feel like striking you. Although, spanking is often part of our sex play, as is the occasional paddling."
Charmaine and Jennifer nodded their understanding, and I asked, "The only place you've received punishment is on your asses, right?"
"Then this will sting like a bitch," I stated with mock sympathy. "Position one is standing with your feet spread shoulder width apart and your hands behind your head. Your elbows should be back, and your head held high so your breasts are presented gorgeously, ready for the cane."
"On my tits?" Charmaine gasped.
"Seven," I calmly replied.
"What?"
"Eight."
Swiftly jumping to her feet and assuming the required position, Charmaine apologised, "Sorry for not obeying immediately, Miss Katie."
"And for?" I queried.
Charmaine ran through what she'd said, "I'm uncertain what else I did. Sorry, Miss Katie,"
I cupped her gorgeously firm B-cup breasts in my hands and strummed my thumbs across her nipples. "What are these, little one," I asked.
"My tits," Charmaine declared.
"Nine," I answered. "What are they?"
"Freya instructed us that we were sluts, Miss Katie," Jennifer explained. "We were also cock meat, holes for cocks, or cum buckets. We don't have breasts, pussies, or asses. Instead, we have tits, cunts and a rear fuck hole. Or they could be called top, front and rear cock or cum holes."
"I'm submissive to my men, Jennifer," I countered. "Does that make me one of those things, or that I have one of those holes you so disgustingly described?" She shook her head vigorously. "Are you a slut, Jennifer? Are you, Charmaine?"
"I thought you were," Charmaine wonderingly asked.
"I choose to act like one, but it is not what I am!" I unequivocally stated. "I would never refer to myself by those other words Freya saddled you with. Nor do I have any of those holes. Yes, I act like a slut when I want to, but I have breasts, a pussy, and a bottom. I may use 'ass' on occasion, but only rarely." I pinched Charmaine's nipples and asked, "So, tell me again. What are these?"
"My breasts, Miss Katie," Charmaine said quietly.
"And they are?"
"Too small," Charmaine wailed.
Seriously, readers, I can understand why Charmaine felt like that! With the sole exception of Freya, she was surrounded by women who were all at least a C-cup. Most either were or were just short of a D.
I tipped my head forward and ran my hot, wet tongue over her turgid nipple. "Perfect for you and me, little one," I assured her.
"You like them, Miss Katie?" Charmaine wantingly asked. "They're only tiny compared to Jennifer's or yours. Even your daughter, who is younger than me, has a bigger pair."
"And they are perfect for their body shapes, baby girl," I reassured her as I casually switched nipples, cupped her sweet little pussy and gently thumbed her love button. "Yours are perfect for yours."
Charmaine reacted as I hoped she would and melted into my embrace. She sighed heavily and shuddered as her peak quickly approached. However, before she could orgasm, I released her nipple and removed my thumb from her clitoris.
"How many, little one?" I asked.
"Nine, you said, Miss Katie," Charmaine forcefully said as she reassumed the first position, looking fearfully down at her firmly erect nipples.
"Head up," I gently reminded her.
Her head lifted, and I tapped her just above her nipples. Charmaine hissed but remained quiet.
"You're forgetting something, Charmaine," I chided softly.
Her face screwed up as she concentrated on what she might have forgotten. It smoothed out before she said, "One, thank you, Mistress Katie," confidently.
I struck her more firmly, directly across both nipples.
Despite wincing, Charmaine immediately responded, "Two, thank you, Miss Katie.
Impressed, I ran my palm across her nipples, rubbing her hurt in and soothing it. "How many more?" I asked.
"Seven, Miss Katie."
"Good girl," I smiled before hitting her across her nipples again.
"Three, thank you, Miss Katie," Charmaine panted.
Her pain hadn't converted into pleasure yet, but I suspected that would occur soon. If it didn't, I was inflicting pain for no reason other than to punish Charmaine for being impertinent. Not something I should accept, but not a reason to punish her as I was. I decided to ramp up the intensity, wishing my mother was here. Mom is the best I know at reading someone and discerning what they need to be the best they can be.
Holding my mother's teachings firmly in my mind, I placed three swift strikes across Charmaine's small but perfectly symmetrical breasts. Something you typically only see in women who have had their bosom 'enhanced'.
"Four, five, and six, thank you, Miss Katie," Charmaine moaned, the smell of her arousal suddenly heavy in the air.
"Would you like the opportunity to work off your remaining corrections, little one?" I immediately asked.
"What must I do, Miss Katie?" Charmaine responded.
"Make me cum," I demanded, grabbing Charmaine's eraser-sized nipples and forcing her to her knees. Charmaine happily shifted between my spread thighs and mouthed my flaming pussy. She lapped eagerly at my entrance, sucking up the sweet liquids pooled there before she tilted her head back and sucked my thick pleasure nubbin into her swirling mouth.
Clenching my hands around Charmaine's head, I squeezed her against my pussy as I ground on her nose, lips and tongue. Shuddering, I thrashed about as an intense orgasm blasted through me.
When I came down, I asked, "Do you need relief, little one?"
"Yes, please, Miss Katie," Charmaine panted, rhythmically squeezing her thighs together.
I forced Charmaine onto her back before grabbing her throat firmly and squeezing. Slapping her inner thighs, I forced Charmaine's legs apart and forcefully shoved two fingers into her furnace-like pussy. Spinning my hand back and forth, I squeezed her throat, cutting off most of her air.
Charmaine was close but hadn't quite blasted into oblivion. I didn't know her well enough to know what I needed to do to get her there. Fortunately, Jennifer did. She grabbed her friend's nipples and mercilessly tweaked and pulled them, "Stop holding back and cum for your Mistress," she snarled.
Charmaine's eyes shot open, and her mouth parted, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuccccckkkkkkkkkk!" She screamed as an orgasm rattled her bones.
Several minutes later, when Charmaine was aware of her surroundings again, I demanded she look after Jennifer's needs. We cuddled together afterwards before I sent Charmaine and Jennifer to put some clothes on, find my son and get him to help them gather their things, which were spread across several households.
I showered again, touched up my makeup and hair and then dressed in a simple, dark red, V-necked and backless dress. After pulling on my black, high-heeled sandals, I went looking for my husband and daughter.
"I need your help," I told Sean.
"Sure, baby," Sean replied. "What do you need?"
"It'll be easier to show you," I explained.
I guided my husband to the guestrooms and described what I wanted. Sean examined the internal wall and said he didn't believe it was a supporting wall, so it could easily be altered. He added that he had a client who specialised in home renovations and would call him.
A few days later, Andrew knocked on the door and introduced himself. Andrew looked to be approximately my age. He was at least as tall as my husband and son, and had a similar diffident intensity as Freddy has. Strangely, that 'old familiar tingle' feeling gathered in my sweet nether regions. Wondering why (I'm rarely attracted to diffident men), I showed him upstairs and described what I wanted.
My house encompasses seven bedrooms in total, including the maid's/guest room. Only the walls separating the master bedroom and the guest room and the wall between my children's rooms are support walls. It seemed that whoever built this house wanted to be able to modify the interior, so the whole place was crisscrossed with massive steel beams. This meant that most of the internal walls could be moved and altered to suit.
Narrowing the hallway by half a metre, still leaving a significant gap between the walls, meant we could have another hallway built connecting the guest room to the second spare bedroom. Moving the wall connecting the rooms and reducing the space of the spare room's walk-in robe meant we could convert the maid's room's combined lounge/bedroom into two separate rooms.
I left Andrew to make his drawings and take measurements and went looking for my husband or son. I had a tingle that needed scratching.
Entering Sean's office, I saw my husband stalling a walk-in client as he tried to soothe another on the phone. Immediately realising I was needed, I straightened my shoulders, smiled and glided across to the counter.
"Sorry to keep you waiting, sir," I smoothed. "Sean will be with you shortly. We're a little short-staffed at the moment, and I needed to run a quick errand. Take a seat on the couch." I guided the man to the sofa against the wall, allowing him to glance at my expansive décolletage and glimpse my inner upper thigh when he sat. "Would you like a cup of tea or coffee? Water, perhaps?"



"C-cold w-water, p-please," the man stuttered, his eyes wide and a tent swiftly appearing in his trousers.
"I can get a carafe of filtered cold water, or would you prefer a bottle?" I questioned, leaning forward so he could peer down my top again.
"U-umm, just a g-glass of filtered, p-please," he continued to stammer.
"Coming right up," I smiled, leaning so far forward that it seemed my large, full breasts would pop out and hit him in the face. I turned and sashayed towards the partition behind Sean, where he'd installed a small kitchen. Filling a glass from the filtered cold tap, I returned to give it to the new client, ensuring I added an almost imperceptible bounce to my step so my breasts swayed and jiggled as I walked.
Getting to where he sat, I leaned over far more than necessary, giving him another delicious view to perve on, and handed him the glass. "I'm sure Sean won't be long," I smiled, giving my shoulders a slight shake. The walk-in's eyes almost exploded from his face as the best set of bosoms I'm sure he's even seen up this close swayed before him.
I heard Sean hang up and turned to face him. Sean was trying hard not to laugh, having watched me completely befuddle his client. Something I'd done on numerous occasions to ensure Sean got the best deal possible. It's the same reason, when we were younger and didn't have much money, Sean got me to take our car to the garage to be serviced. For some reason, mechanics became tongue-tied and embarrassed when I was near. They'd often fix all kinds of things for free if I bent over the car's engine and allowed them to show me what was wrong.
"What can I do for you, Mister...?" Sean jovially asked.
"Emery. Phil Emery," Mister Emery replied. "My wife and I have had a recent windfall due to her mother's sudden passing. We want to invest that money for our retirement but have no idea how to go about it. Are you able to help?"
"Of course, Mister Emery," Sean replied. "Take a seat at my desk, and we'll have a look at what you have and what we can do with it. How much money are we talking about?"
"A little more than $300,000," Phil answered.
"And you want to invest the lot?" Sean asked.
"We'll just fritter it away if we don't," Phil admitted. "It was closer to $400,000, but we splurged on new cars for my wife and me."
"Gotta love that new car smell, huh?" Sean grinned as he began entering numbers into his spreadsheet. "How many years until you want to retire?" Sean asked as his fingers flew over his keyboard.
"I'm fifty-five," Mister Emery responded. "I figured I'd work until I'm seventy."
"Call it fifteen years," Sean muttered. A few seconds later, he spun his screen towards Phil. "Okay," Sean explained. "If we look at this top figure, you'll see what you'll have at seventy if we keep all your money in secure blue chip stocks and bonds. I've assumed a conservative return of 4.1% per annum."
"$548, 000+!" Phil breathed. "That's almost doubled!"
Sean smiled and said, "The next column is what you should have if we invest 10% of your money in high-risk stocks and 15% in medium-risk, and the rest in the same conservative stocks as before. I've assumed growth of 10.5% for the high-risk stocks and 7% for the medium."
"That's $125,000 more!" Mr Emery exclaimed. He shook his head. "The numbers are extraordinary," he stated. "What if I invested it all in medium to high-risk stocks?"
"You'd need another adviser," Sean said firmly, showing the integrity that has made him so successful and popular.
"What are your fees?" Phil suspiciously asked.
"I charge a declining scale, Mr Emery," Sean explained. "1.5% to $100,000 down to 0.5% for every cent over a million. However, if your stocks don't make a profit, I do not charge that year's fee and refund the previous year's."
"What do you think my strategy should be?" Phil asked.
Sean smiled knowledgeably, "As a first-time investor, you're understandably nervous. I suggest we place all $300,000 into blue chip stocks for a year. I estimate that will return you a minimum of $12,300 up to $21,000. Then, after the year has passed, I take the profit and invest it aggressively whilst keeping your original investment in secure stocks and bonds. At the end of another year, I take the profits from both strategies and also aggressively invest them.
"If I repeat that strategy for five years, your wife and you will have enough invested money to be secure no matter what happens. Then, we can reinvest your original $300,000, as I described in the second column, whilst continuing to invest the seed money from your first five years aggressively. With that strategy, I believe I can triple your initial return by the end of five years and have doubled every year's return since."
"Have you any examples of someone successfully using these strategies?" Phil wisely asked.
"Yes," my husband unhesitatingly replied. "I can give you the numbers of several clients who will vouch for me and my strategies, including the president of one of the world's biggest banks."
"I'll need to discuss this with my wife," Mister Emery stated.
"Of course," Sean replied, nodding in my direction. "Having the wife on board and supporting your plans and goals should always be your first priority. What do they say? 'Happy wife. Happy life?'"
"This gorgeous woman is your wife?" Phil gasped. He looked incredibly embarrassed when he realised he'd been ogling me in front of my husband.
"Don't be nervous," Sean chuckled as he waved me closer. "You're not the first man to react to her like you did." He put his arm around my hips possessively. "Katie, do you mind taking Phil's contact details and escorting him out? I'll begin typing up a summary of my suggested investment strategies and get them hard-copied and emailed to you before the day is done."
Sean stood and held his hand out, "Nice to meet you, Mr Emery. Here's my card if you or your wife have any questions."
Uncertain of what to say, Phil mumbled a goodbye and stood. I smiled brightly and walked with him to the reception desk. Opening a new client file, I entered Phil's contact details, thanked him, and sent him on his way. Closing the file, I turned and grinned at my husband.
"You're a genius," I stated.
"Yes, I am," Sean replied facetiously. "But for why, now?"
"You took a poor working man (I guessed from his clothing), made him feel comfortable and involved in investing, and showed him how he could retire a rich man as well as leaving a significant amount for his children. And you did all that without talking down to him or making him feel he was less than you. You even explained everything in simple terms that anyone, even I, could understand."
"Even I, Katie?" My husband queried. "I remember someone acing all their exams and getting a higher OP (Overall Position, similar to percentile) score than I did."
I batted my eyes and swayed my hips before slightly turning and looking back over my shoulder, breathily saying, "But I'm just a poor, dumb, blonde secretary, sir. Whatever could you mean?"
Sean chuckled and gripped my curvy bottom in his big hands. "Not one word of that was true, my love," he stated as he nuzzled my neck and stroked my ass cheeks. "You're not 'just' anything, nor are you dumb or blonde. You are about to be fucked, though!"
He grabbed a handful of hair and roughly bent me over the counter. He pulled my dress above my shapely bottom before undoing his pants and letting them fall. Holding his cock's base, Sean lined it up with my swiftly flooding entrance and rammed it home.
"Like to tease, do you, my sweet little wife slut? Like the men to drool over your luscious assets? Well, my horny little slut, you're mine. Remember that, always!"
With every sentence, Sean mauled my aching nipples and pounded into my sweet little cunt (yes, at times like these, I'll use that word!). I let the word (slut) wash over me, and my mind blanked, remembering how many times I'd screamed my way through seemingly endless orgasms as that word affected my reactions. Feeling the still inground effect wash over me, I dropped my forehead onto the countertop and howled as I gushed lady juices all over my husband's big balls.
"Take it, little Mrs Katie slut," Sean grunted before tensing up and shoving as deep into me as he could.
I felt his thick pole lengthen and harden inside me before it blasted semen onto my cervix. I howled again as that delicious feeling shattered my mind into atoms. Sean shuddered and hunched a couple more times before he staggered back and almost fell onto the sofa. My knees wouldn't hold me up, and I slowly sunk onto my knees, my hands still grasping the countertop.
"Wow! That was intense!" Kristy said from the inside office entrance.
I looked to where my daughter stood. She was unawarely cupping and squeezing her lush breasts as she bit her bottom lip, gazing at her father's semi-deflated cock.
Sean chuckled as he took his shaft in his hand, "How long have you been watching, Bunny?"
"I heard you growl, 'You're about to get fucked', just before I opened the door," Kristy admitted.
"And you thought you'd sneak in and watch instead of giving us privacy? Sean asked amusedly.
"Heck, yes!" Kristy exclaimed, undoing her zip and shaking her sexy ass to make her denim shorts fall to the ground. "Hottest action ever, and the best part is, I can join in now that I'm your service girl."
Giggling, I turned, sat on the floor leaning against the counter, and watched to see what our little minx would do. Her panties soon joined her shorts on the floor, as did her top and bra. Naked, she knelt and crawled across to her father. Looking shyly up through her eyelashes at him, Kristy stretched forward and slowly ran her tongue around Sean's cock.
"Tease," Sean chuckled.
Our daughter smiled submissively up at her father but continued slowly running her tongue around his glans, pausing only to lap at the cum still seeping from the eye. Sean tried to grab her head and force it down onto his throbbing member, but his daughter ducked her head under his first attempt and pulled away from his second. Grinning at him, Kristy waited until he stopped grabbing for her and then lowered her lips onto his big, purpled-headed cock.
This time, however, Sean was ready for her. When Kristy looked down, he whipped his hands out and grabbed her thick nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. He twisted them viciously as he forced her onto her back and moved between her long, shapely thighs. Moving his big right hand to her slender throat, Sean squeezed hard enough to make breathing difficult before positioning himself so his throbbing penis lined up with her pussy. Then, he slowly and relentlessly pushed himself inside her until he was buried to his balls.
"Oh, Daddy," Kristy sighed, wrapping her toned legs around Sean's hips. "Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck your little bunny like the slut she is."
Sean placed his palms on either side of our daughter's head and lifted his body off her. Spreading his knees, Sean created an angle that allowed him to thrust his hips powerfully. Having been under this delicious assault many times, I knew how good Kristy was about to feel.
Moving his hand back onto his daughter's throat, Sean demanded. "Beg."
Kristy smiled teasingly and shook her head. "Fuck me," she commanded.
Squeezing a little tighter, her father demanded, "Beg."
Kristy shook her head defiantly again. "Fuck me."
Sean released her throat and slapped her face. Then he forced himself into her until his cock's tip lightly pressed against her cervix. Changing his voice so that it rang with a deep, vibrant base, Sean insisted, "Beg before I take my belt to your defiant ass." He slapped her again.
Kristy's eyes rolled back in her head, and her hips bucked up against her father's rigid member.
"Please, Daddy, fuck your little bunny slut. Fuck her sweet little pussy that only you have ever been inside. Make her your bitch all over again."
Sean returned his palm to the floor beside Kristy's head and began pounding her with long, fluid thrusts. Every time his pelvis hit her clitoris, his cock rapped against her cervix, and Kristy would jump and squeal. I moved and lay on the floor so I could see my husband's cock thrusting into our daughter. My hands flew over my squelchingly hot pussy as I watched their salaciously erotic coupling.
Sean started grunting as he bottomed out in Kristy's fluids-pouring vagina. As I watched, I vigorously pumped two fingers into my sopping pussy and flicked my thumb over my thick, swollen clit, wishing it was me under Sean being pounded into oblivion. Sean's grunts became deeper and more drawn out as Kristy's squeals turned into yelps, then high-pitched yips. Obviously, they were about to explode and launch into a low-earth sexual orbit. I knew I'd be right there with them.
Kristy came first. Her head tipped back, and her mid-body lifted off the office floor. Simultaneously, she gripped her father's forearms and dug her nails forcefully into his skin.
"Oh, my, Gaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwddddddddddd!!!!!" She screamed as she jerked and shuddered under her father, juices gushing around his thrusting cock.
Feeling his daughter's tight pussy spasming around his thick cock, Sean lost control and roared as he filled our daughter with his thick seed. Watching his cum dribble back out of our daughter sent me over the edge, and I softly groaned as a small but intense climax rocked me.
Exhausted, we lay on the floor recovering. Eventually, I reluctantly rolled to my knees and stood up. "I'll go put dinner on," I offered. "Kristy, don't forget to ensure your father's clean before you tuck him away. If he stiffens in your mouth, do not leave him wanting." I grinned at Sean as I tucked my lush breasts back into my dress and pulled it back down over my sexy ass.
Getting to my kitchen, I saw that Johnny and his girls had returned. Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine had formed a production line and were swiftly slicing and dicing what we'd need to go with the chicken wings I'd marinated in a honey/soy glaze. As I watched, they swiftly produced a sizeable spinach, walnut and pear salad as well as a Caesar salad with mushrooms and tomatoes added. I could smell the chicken wings roasting, so surprisingly and unusually, I had nothing to do.
The girls swept past me, giving me a hug and a kiss and saying hello. Gina handed me a glass of sweet white wine, smiled and said, "Sit your sexy ass down and relax, Momma. We little subbie girls have this covered."
I sat side on to the breakfast bar, watching the girls work. I smelt my son's strong, manly essence before he snuggled up behind my back and wrapped his arms around me. He slid his hands inside my dress and casually groped my puffy nipples.
"Somebody's been fucking," he teased as he gently squeezed my hardening nipples. "I can smell sex on you."
Reaching back to hold his head, I pulled him down so I could kiss his firm lips. "Aww, you're just jealous it wasn't you," I mirthfully answered. "Don't worry, I won't turn your three girls into lesbians that hate what you swing."
"I think Gina and Jennifer like cock even more than you do, Mom," Johnny laughed. "So, go for it, and good luck!"
I leaned into my son and sighed happily. But then my eyes went to where Charmaine laughed and joked with the others. "Finding an older, dominant woman to be Charmaine's won't be easy, Johnny. I don't know of any. There are a few bisexual women I know that fit the mould, but they're all married with children. I doubt any of them would welcome a full-time third."
"You met with Andrew earlier?" Johnny casually asked.
"Yes, I did," I replied, alerted by his casual tone.
"Did you notice anything unusual?"
I thought about the man I'd met with earlier, picturing in my mind. "He had a khaki shirt on that was buttoned to the top. Strange because it had to be 27°C (81°F)."
"He didn't look familiar?" Johnny asked.
"Not really," I shrugged.
"He's Siobhan's dad."
"Cool, I guess. But what does that matter?"
"Think Kristy and Dad in reverse."
"Siobhan's Andrew's dominant?" I gasped.
"Well, he's more like her submissive sugar daddy, I guess. But, yeah, same, same. That's why his shirt was buttoned to the top. It hid Siobhan's collar. He does that when he's with people he's unsure will understand. Andrew's almost as successful in business as Dad. He controls one of the biggest construction companies in Australia, plus several design and redecoration businesses."
"Why was he here measuring and designing himself?" I asked. "Why didn't he send an underling?"
"Because Dad asked, and Siobhan told him to."
There was more, and I knew it. "Why did Siobhan do that?" I wonderingly asked.
"Because now you owe her a favour," Johnny grinned.
"What does she want?" I, a little fearfully, asked.
"For you to meet her at our studio at 10:00 am tomorrow."
"That's it?" I clarified.
"No, Mom," Johnny chuckled. "She wants you to meet her at the studio, and then she'll tell you what she wants."
"Why do I feel set up?" I mirthfully accused my son.
"Because you have been," Johnny grinningly replied. "However, do you believe any of us would willingly do something to hurt or harm you?"
About then, a smiling Sean and a satisfied, giggling daughter walked in. Kristy had lost her bra somewhere, not that anyone cared. Her young, firm breasts gently swayed as she walked, and every eye followed them. Or if they didn't, they followed her sexily swinging hips and ass.
The girls swept around Kristy and took her away. They were laughing and teasing as they walked her upstairs.
"We'll get her cleaned up and bring her back by the time you've got dinner on the table, Miss Katie," Gina said over her shoulder before running up the stairs after the others.
"We need more males," Sean muttered. "Johnny and I are being overrun with oestrogen."
Slapping his firm ass, I giggled, "And you love every second of it!"
Sean laughed before asking, "Did Johnny tell you about Andrew?" I nodded. "And?"
Confused, I asked, "And what?"
Sean exchanged glances with our son before Johnny shrugged.
"Ask Siobhan tomorrow, Mom," Johnny said.
"When you do, Katie. Remember that I'm okay with it," Sean mysteriously stated.
Figuring it had to be something sexual, I shook my head, "Nuh-ahh. 'I'm okay with it' is not good enough. You have to be either a willing participant or sure you're happy about it."
Sean and Johnny exchanged glances again before Sean smiled and said, "I'll be a willing participant."
"As your protector, so will I, Mom," Johnny reassured me.
"I'm being set up," I muttered as I wondered what the heck was happening. However, dinner needed to be served, so I put it out of my mind and emptied the marinated and roasted chicken wings into a serving bowl and took them and the salad to our outdoor BBQ setting table. It was a warm spring evening, and I thought being out there would be pleasant.
I'd barely put the cutlery in place when the girl gaggle reappeared. The larger Jennifer had a silk scarf folded into a triangle and tied across her generous bosom. Beneath that, she had on the tiniest thong bikini you could imagine. Petite Charmaine wore nothing but a slender bikini bottom under a see-through sarong and had pasties on her small nipples. Gina looked similar to Charmaine, except she had a bikini top on instead of pasties.
But my daughter stole the show. Kristy wore a black metallic low-back one-piece swimsuit. The suit looked almost like batwings over her breasts, and only a thin, gold link chain held the cups together. Her stomach was daringly bare to barely above her pubis, where another tiny chain held the waist piece to the suit's breast cups. That chain extended down her slit, emphasising it dramatically, along her perineum and up between her butt cheeks, where it separated and looped around her waist.



Watching their daughter/sister strut through our lounge in her black 7-in heel pumps, Sean and Johnny unknowingly grabbed their cocks before Johnny spluttered, "Sis! Wow! Gawd, Kristy, I knew you were beautiful, but I mean, wow!"
"Oh?" Gina protested. "And what are we? Chopped liver?"
"Your charms are well developed and exquisitely displayed," Johnny smoothly replied. "You know that I love you and have chosen you for my mate. However, my sister has only begun to realise her beauty and desirability. You know you're gorgeous, Gina. Kristy is still struggling to become the woman we know she can be." Then he grinned and added, "Now stop whining, or I'll put you over my knee and spank that sexy ass of yours!"
Stopping before her father, Kristy turned slowly, "Do you like, Daddy?" She pleadingly asked.
Crushing her to his muscular chest, Sean fiercely replied, "I like, Bunny. Only your mother has ever appeared as beautiful to me."
Johnny crossed and joined the hug, "You're beautiful, Sis," he breathed. "At least as beautiful as Mom."
I gathered the other three girls into my arms and whispered, "You are all beautiful. Whomever you choose to serve will count themselves amongst the luckiest people on the planet."
Crying softly, Charmaine sobbed, "Is there someone for me, Mistress Katie?"
"You're mine until the day you find her," I reassured the sobbing girl. "Even if it takes until you're forty, you're mine until then."
Smilingly tremulously, Charmaine kissed my pouty lips and said, "Johnny chose well when he selected you as our teacher and protector."
I winked at her before loudly announcing, "Enough of this mushy rubbish! Boys, your women have put you to shame with how they look. I'll hold dinner for another ten minutes, but if you're not back looking at least as good as they do by then, I'm taking them all to the guestroom, along with everything we've cooked, and we're having an all-girl orgy as we eat and celebrate! You two can hold yourselves in your hands and weep, imagining what we're doing!"
Sean and Johnny laughed, but they quickly left for their bedrooms. Well before ten minutes had passed, they were back. Sean had gone all out. He'd put his tuxedo on, for goodness sake! However, all of us girls were hugely impressed, and I'm sure mine and Kristy's weren't the only wet pussies when Sean nonchalantly strolled back onto the patio.
Johnny chose to match the girls and wore the tiniest pair of DTs (dick togs or speedos) I've ever seen. His big cock and meaty balls strained against the swimmer's flimsy fabric. For footwear, he wore flip-flops, well, of course, he did! However, I'm stone-cold certain he dampened all of our pussies further!
The rest of the evening passed in a blur of conversation, jokes, laughing, teasing, and, of course, copious amounts of wine. Somewhere along the way, I looked up and noticed Johnny and Gina had disappeared. Smiling, I started cleaning up. The remaining girls helped, and we soon had everything in the dishwasher, fridge and cupboards, and the house was clean and sparkling. I took my husband's hand and would have gone to bed with him, except I noticed Kristy, Charmaine and Jennifer looking sorrowfully at me.
Giggling internally, I casually asked, "How many do you think we can fit in our bed, Sean? Have we got room for five?"
His eyes widening as his cock jumped in his trousers, Sean equally as casually replied, "I think five will fit, Katie. Do you think we should ask the other girls to join us?"
"Yes," I calmly replied, hiding how excited I felt. Then I laughed and took off. "Last one there sleeps on the floor," I giggled as I ran.
"No fair!" Jennifer protested as everyone else bolted for my bedroom. Then she joked, "The doctor told me that the problem wasn't that obesity ran in my family. The problem was that nobody ran in my family. Who am I to go against my family's tradition?"
I laughed and stopped to wait for the beautiful, buxom young woman. Wrapping my arm around her waist, I smiled and said, "We'll be last together and sleep on the floor in each other's arms."
We chatted as we ambled towards my bedroom. When we got there, the other three had already formed a daisy chain. Sean had his head buried in his daughter's sweet young pussy. Charmaine enthusiastically sucked his thick cock as Kristy gleefully munched on Charmaine's waxed bare pussy.
Jennifer and I looked at each other and shrugged. Lying beside them, we moved into a classic '69', with me on top, and tasted each other's sweet and musky juices. By the time we were ready for sleep, Sean had fucked all four of us girls, cumming in everyone except Charmaine. Charmaine wanted to watch as he came on her small breasts.
When Sean pulled out of her to sit on her tummy, I latched onto her gaping pussy and delved my tongue into her. Feeling my husband's creamy essence splashing onto her small, tight breasts as my tongue stabbed into her pussy crashed Charmaine into an orgasm, and her breath exploded loudly from her as she climaxed. With all the air in her lungs expelled, Charmaine's eyes tipped back, and she passed out.
I looked around our wrecked bed and saw three passed-out or sleeping teenagers. "Amateurs," I giggled as I snuggled into my husband. "If you've got anything left, I'd like it," I added, taking his slimy cock in my hand and feeling it pulse.
"With a bit of mouth to dick, I think I'll have plenty," Sean quipped as he shifted unconscious women out of the way to make room for us to lie down.
Sean tucked a pillow under his head and grinned at me as I shifted to lie partly over his thighs and take his slowly stiffening cock in my talented mouth. I sighed as I savoured the combined tastes of Sean's and the three young women's flavours from his magnificent penis. I worked my husband back to fully erect by gently sucking on and swirling my tongue around his swelling glans. As he hardened, I moved my delicate hand up and down his shaft, gripping it loosely.
When his member started to throb and leak precum, I released him from my mouth and swung my leg over his hips. Taking his fully inflated pole in my hand, I held it upright and slowly lowered myself onto it. I sighed luxuriantly as I felt my perineum settling onto his balls and my clit rubbing against his pubic bone. Sean's big, strong hands settled on my hips and held me in place as he slowly thrust up into me. Every time his pubis hit my clit, Sean's pulsing cock touched against my cervix.
Lost in this delightful sensation, my need swiftly climbed within me. Reaching for my nipples, I felt stinging slaps on my hands. "Let me, Mom," Kristy whispered, kissing me passionately. Kristy's strong fingers surrounded my nipples, and she twisted them before pulling them out. Her head tilted forward to nibble on where my neck and shoulder met. Looking over my shoulder, Kristy waited until Sean thrust hard into me. Then, simultaneously, she squeezed my aching, puffy nipples as hard as she could.
The sudden pain/pleasure combination spun my mind away, and it felt like a white-hot sun exploded inside my head. I know I started screaming, and I remember feeling Sean's thick cock jettisoning cum inside me, but that was the last I remember of that night.
I woke up cuddled between Jennifer and Charmaine. The smaller girl was snugged between my firm breasts with a beatific smile on her face. Jennifer's head rested on her arm, and her breasts pressed against my back. She had snaked her left arm under my armpit and held my breast in her hand, her thumbs idly strumming my nipple.
'Can't complain that I'm not getting enough attention,' I thought as I extricated myself from between the mildly protesting girls.
"It's either get up or wet the bed," I muttered at the girl's complaints.
Admonishing myself to ease back on the wine, I did my business and began my morning ablutions. Looking in the mirror, I reminded myself once again to remember to remove my makeup before going to bed. I had panda eyes and lipstick smeared over my face. Plus, I'd cancelled too many sessions with Patrick lately and worried I'd start putting on weight. Still, he was coming three days next week, so I hoped that would get me back into the swing of things. My pussy vaguely throbbed as I remembered one special session, and I briefly fantasised about revisiting that day.
My reveries were interrupted by two vocal young women joking and laughing as they swirled into the en suite. "I swear, Jennifer, if you sit on the seat before me, I'm sitting and pissing in your lap!"
"Five!" I snapped. Two heads jerked in my direction. "What did I say about that language?" I growled sternly.
"Sorry, Miss Katie," an immediately contrite Charmaine meekly stated.
"Get the cane," I demanded. Charmaine hurried from the room and swiftly returned. Kneeling, she handed me the case. Taking out my cherished antique rattan school cane, I tapped it on my palm. "Do you have an excuse for your language, Miss Charmaine?" I queried.
"Only that I wasn't thinking about it and having fun. Sorry, Miss Katie, this worthless wench will try to do better."
I stifled a sigh and wondered about what Freya was teaching these girls. "Firstly, Charmaine," I said warmly. "Never believe that you're worthless. Run from anyone who tells you you are. You are a beautiful young woman with the world at your feet. You have a dream. Hold onto that dream and chase it with everything you have. The Lions didn't renew Johnny's contract, Charmaine. His dream of being a professional footballer is over. Do you consider him worthless?"
Charmaine vigorously shook her head, "Johnny's a brilliant man, Miss Katie. We all look up to him."
"Yet he failed at his dream. How is it that you still admire him?"
"Because that's not on him. All Johnny can do is his best. If that's not good enough, so be it. It doesn't mean he failed."
"Yet you, who haven't even begun your career, think you're worthless."
"It's what Freya has taught us," Jennifer protested, "We're submissive women. Worthless except as a receptacle for cocks and cum."
"So I'm merely a receptacle for my husband's and son's cocks and cum? Is that what you're saying?" I asked with a dangerous hardness in my voice.
The girls looked at each other, horrified by the implication of what they'd said.
"No, Miss Katie!" They said emphatically.
"I'm a submissive woman," I reminded them. "Therefore, by your thinking, I'm nothing but something for men to stick the cocks into and fill with cum."
"I think we've got it wrong," a chagrined Charmaine replied.
"Too right, you have," I admonished them. "I serve my man, but I am not a doormat for him to walk over. But the biggest thing is this --if that's how Sean or Johnny treated me, I would refuse to serve them because they are unworthy of my service."
"I think I understand," Jennifer said. "Sean treats you like a princess, so you serve him like he's your king. But if he treated you like a serf, you'd rebel as serfs often do."
"Precisely," I smiled at her. "Never believe for one moment that you're less than the men you serve. You submit your needs to his because he's worthy of you doing that. In literature, you're the power behind the throne. You're the foundation on which his empire is built on. You're the quiet advisor in the dead of the night that he listens to before any other. You're the only one who believes in him through thick and thin, giving him what he needs to succeed. Does that sound like a worthless woman?"
Charmaine and Jennifer shook their heads again.
I smiled and asked, "You've heard of Catherine the Great, of course." The girls nodded. "The power behind the throne until her husband's incompetence and unwillingness to throw off his Germanic roots caused her to become the power on the throne. If Sean, please, lord, not for many years, passes, who would you trust with his multi-million dollar empire?"
Eyes widening as they realised what I meant, the two gorgeous women before me breathed, "You, of course."
Smiling because I thought my lesson had sunk in, I gave the girls time to comprehend what I'd said. Then, I forced my face into severity. "However," I unequivocally stated. "That does not mean you've escaped your corrections for using profane language. Assume correction position one (I'd decided that calling them punishment positions was too negative)."
Charmaine looked momentarily confused but quickly worked it out and assumed the correct position. I waited until she'd settled in place before I told her to turn around. Charmaine still had bruises across her breasts from the last time, and I didn't want to risk causing too much pain. However, she didn't 'present her ass' to the cane, so I had to remind her to do that.
"May I ask why you're correcting a minor slip in private company, Mistress Katie?" Jennifer asked.
"Swearing is a habit, Jennifer," I explained. "If you don't break the habit completely, your potty mouth will come out whenever you're excited or angry. To quote my mother and misquote Jerry Hall --a woman should be a lady in public, a wife in her home, and a willing slut in the bedroom. But the primary part of that is being a lady in public."
Jennifer thought about that before saying, "That's what we three girls noticed first," she said. "You glide when most women walk like truck drivers. You're always immaculately dressed and made up. Your voice is so melodic and softly spoken, but it's like a fist in a velvet glove --what you want people to do, they do, without question. And then you have that withering stare.
"Gina told us about how you ripped into Johnny at footy that day, castigating him for feeling sorry for himself, and you demanded he pull his socks up and give it his best shot. Then you reassured him that trying your best and not having things go your way wasn't failure. Failure was not trying your best." She giggled before adding, "She said it made her gush into her panties.
"That's why Johnny could accept The Lions chopping him. He knew he'd done everything possible to make them re-sign him, and he could walk away with his head held high, knowing his parents were proud of him."
"Of course, we're proud of him," I growled, a little emotional about Jennifer's passionate speech. "He gave it his best shot and held a position that very few people ever have --he was a listed AFL player for two years. That's an incredible achievement!"
I looked at my two new charges wistfully and realised they'd come so far despite their families abandoning them. Life had been hard, but they were happy, well-adjusted young women with the world at their feet. I realised that I no longer believed Charmaine needed correcting. She needed love. Pure love with no reciprocity. A love for her because she was her and not because someone wanted something from her.
Placing my cane back in its box, I wrapped my arms around the beautiful, tiny woman and drew her into my luscious breasts. Towering over her petite 160 cm (5 ft. 4 in) frame, I enveloped my young friend in a bear hug. "I love you, Charmaine," I whispered as tears ran down my face. "You'll never be alone again because I'll always be there for you."
Then I turned to Jennifer, "You, too, honey. This is your home, and we Muggletons are your family. No matter how far you roam or how long you're away, you'll always have a home with us."
Jennifer rushed into my embrace as she, too, began weeping.
"We will do our best to prove we deserve what you offer, Miss Katie," the girls averred.
I smiled and said, "Yoda said, 'Do or do not. There is no try'. But that's rubbish. We're human, and all we can do is try. And, come the end of the day, as long as we can face ourselves in the mirror and honestly say we tried our best, our day was a success, regardless of the outcome."
I noticed Charmaine was shifting from foot to foot, trying not to show how desperate she was. Chuckling evilly, I casually put the lid down and sat on it. Charmaine bit her lip but remained quiet.
"I assume you girls need to go?" I teased.
"Yes, please, Miss Katie," Charmaine pleaded.
Laughing, I stood up, letting Charmaine sit, and told Jennifer to use the main bathroom in the hall. She looked gratefully at me as she rushed out, grabbing a towel as she exited the room.
"Remain naked," I called before she could wrap it around herself.
When Jennifer returned, I allowed the girls to go to their rooms to change, reminding them they should dress sexily but not sluttily. I also reminded them to do their makeup and fix their hair before they came down. With my dark skin colouring, I don't need a lot of makeup to look my best, so I made it to the kitchen well before the other two.
I expected to have to begin breakfast, but Kristy already had things well in hand. She had piles of bacon on a plate under the warmer grill. The hash browns were almost cooked, and she stood at the stove multi-tasking, cooking mushrooms in one pan and eggs in another. Johnny and Gina were back, and they sat with Sean, chatting and watching my daughter work. I asked Kristy if she needed help, but she handed me a coffee and said everything was under control.
To tease my husband and son, I pulled Gina off Johnny's lap and squeezed her lush body against my taller, firmer one. I groped her sexy bottom as I passionately French kissed her. Gina was up for the game, and she grabbed my ass and ground herself against me as we kissed. Charmaine and Jennifer walked in and, at my gesture, joined Gina and me. Hugging and caressing as we shared smoking hot kisses, we teased our men mercilessly.
I kept an eye on Sean and Johnny, and when their throbbing erections caused them to get off their chairs and head for us, I sent the girls to grab plates, cups and cutlery to set the table. Laughing, Kristy brought breakfast to the table and placed the serving dishes on the lazy Susan in the middle of our kitchen table.
"Tease!" She laughingly accused.
"Correct," I admitted as I settled my sexy ass on my husband's thickly erect cock. I wriggled there momentarily before sitting beside him. I noticed that none of the other girls took the seat on Sean's right-hand side. They left it for Kristy. Tickled by their politeness and concern for my daughter, I smiled and selected a small amount from the dishes before me. I hadn't seen Patrick for almost two weeks, and it was another four days before I saw him again. I did not relish the look I knew he'd give me when I got on the scales.
Breakfast done, the four younger women, including my daughter, headed off to their uni classes. Johnny announced he had a baby shoot booked and left to do it. Freddy's, Phil's, and Johnny's studio, Tres Amigos, was blossoming swiftly. The three fit, muscular men were especially favourites for young women's coming-of-age, twenty-first, and hen parties. Kristy's and my photos on their website still attracted hundreds of views and hits every day, and the boys admitted we were central to their success.
The girls lived with us rent-free and chose to contribute by doing most of the housework for me. Jennifer even mowed the lawns regularly. That left me plenty of time to roll through the various units for my Bachelor's degree.
Unfortunately, I'd reached the end of what I could do and remain within the allotted timeframe to complete my degree. I'd also completed all the units towards my Master's that I had been assigned. Sean was impressed and relieved because it gave him time to teach me how to use the various algorithms he used to predict what particular stocks would do in the short, medium, and long terms.
Looking at my phone, I saw that I had at least an hour before I needed to go to the studio and meet Siobhan, so I followed Sean to his office, typed up his proposals, ready to snail and email, and answered the phone when it rang. Muggleton Consultancy had already outgrown the two house lines we had, and Sean had a telephone system installed along with five lines.



Sean didn't have time to train me to use his system because he was busy developing an investment strategy for another potential corporate client. I worked until 9:15 am before shutting down my computer, getting in my sunset red Audi A3, and driving into Woolloongabba, where the studio was. I parked in front of the studio and, wondering what fresh hell I was getting myself into, took a deep breath and walked inside. As I opened the door, its bell chimed.
"Out back, Katie," Siobhan called.
I briefly wondered how she knew it was me but spotted the security camera above the counter. Walking through to where I'd somehow allowed Phil and Freddy to talk me into the pornographic picture shoot that led to a threeway sexual romp, I saw Siobhan in the outfit she wore when I first met her at The Chateaux.
"No cameras," I instinctively demanded.
Siobhan's rich laugh washed through the room, and she agreed, "No cameras, Miss Katie."
Entering the photo room, I gaped when I saw Andrew tied onto the 'Slut Roulette' wheel that Siobhan had tied Kath and me to. Siobhan spun the wheel, and it rotated slowly. Agog, I watched the wheel turn. As Andrew's feet passed me, my eyes were drawn to his nicely sized, throbbing cock. Someone, I assumed Siobhan, had tied a thin leather strap around Andrew's balls and another around the base of his shaft.
"Can't have him going soft on us, now, can we?" Siobhan grinned as she stopped the wheel and casually jacked her father's cock. I looked at Andrew's face and saw that Siobhan had tied a ball gag in his mouth. "Keeps him quiet, too," she joked.
Siobhan climbed onto the wheel with her back to her father's head. Holding his rigidly erect cock in her hand, Siobhan sighed as she guided him inside her and settled onto Andrew's hips.
"Not as big as your son or Phil," Siobhan stated. "But plenty big enough for fun."
"I'm unclear why you called me here, Siobhan," I said as I tried to ignore the sudden blazing furnace burning in my sweet little pussy.
"Because I want you to star with me at next weekend's Chateaux event, Katie," Siobhan explained as she rode her father. "None of the shows I've done since the night you appeared have gone anywhere near as well. So, Miss 'Katie Middleton', would you like to stage another appearance for your many rabid fans?"
"No," I stated emphatically. "Sorry to have wasted your time."
Pulling her heeled feet out from underneath her, Siobhan leant back on her hands so I could stare at Andrew's cock appearing from and then disappearing into her pussy. Then she grinned and said, "Why not? Sean, Johnny, Phil, Freddy, and my Dad will appear with you if you wish."
Curious, I asked, "What would they do?"
"May I tell you what I envisaged?" I nodded. "As you know, typically, I do the show in two parts. For this show, we need to top what we did last time. I've racked my brains, trying to figure out what to do. Here's what I've come up with --We'll skip the first part from the last show, you chained up and a mechanical arm holding a magic wand against your sweet, tight cunt, and instead of a mechanical fucking machine fucking you, I'll fuck you with your favourite strap-on."
She pointed to where the strap-on she'd twice used on me sat. I gulped as I remembered the pleasure that 'cock' had given me. Then I wondered if somehow Siobhan had read my mind and learned the fantasies I played with when I thought about what I'd do if I ever returned to The Chateaux.
"What is part two?" I questioned, suspecting it would be close to what I'd imagined.
"We get you to blow 'random' attendees, who have been carefully selected beforehand. The last man standing, so to speak, gets to fuck you on stage. Sean, Johnny, Phil, Freddy, and my Dad have already volunteered to be the 'random attendees'."
With my arousal gushing, I shook my head. "Not happening," I declared. "But, if I did decide to do it, there'd need to be at least two genuinely random attendees who had been given the opportunity to be onstage with me and the others. And, instead of one lucky winner, there'd need to be two. One for my mouth, the other for my pussy. Then they'd swap ends after they've cum."
"You want to do it," Siobhan stated, amazed.
"I do not," I huffed. "I'm only saying what I think should happen if someone did this show."
"Katie," Siobhan grinned. "You said, 'One for my mouth and the other for my pussy'. You can't lie to me, baby. You want to do this. In fact, I can smell that you're so turned on right now that if I climb off my father, you'll take my place."
Giving in, I growled, "So get off, then."
"No, Katie slut," Siobhan commanded, her voice deep and resonant. "Eat my dripping cunt until I orgasm. Then you can take my place."
With that word ringing in my ears, I had no choice. Climbing onto the wheel, I lay between Andrew's and her legs and pushed my mouth against Siobhan's pussy. The angle wasn't great, but I managed to latch onto her clitoris, and I lashed my tongue over it. After I surrounded her clit Siobhan came quickly, bouncing and shuddering as her thick juices covered my tongue and lips.
Smiling happily, she climbed off her father's rigid pole, "Your turn," she said, gesturing towards her father.
However, the raging fire in my nether regions needed more. Blushing and shyly looking at the ground, I asked, "If I take Andrew in my ass, will you please fuck me with your strap-on?"
"You slut!" Siobhan exclaimed, and then she giggled. "Now, why didn't I think of that?" She looked speculatively from Andrew to me a few times before deciding. "Lean over the wheel and use your mouth to ensure he's wet enough to enter you easily. I'll prepare your ass as you bend over."
Now, that sounded like a good idea, and I quickly wrapped my lips around Andrew's throbbing cock. I heard him groan around his gag, but I ignored him, trusting the ties around his balls and penis to prevent him from climaxing before I was ready. I moaned around his rigidly erect cock when Siobhan parted my toned and shapely ass cheeks and wetly ran her tongue over my little star.
After tonguing me until my tiny ring fluttered open, Siobhan slid her middle finger into my slippery pussy and rimmed my little rosebud with her forefinger. Using her tongue to ensure my chocolate star remained wet, she slowly forced her finger inside. I'd had quite a lot of 'back door fun' lately, so my ass sphincter gaped open easily.
Forcing more saliva into my ass with her tongue, Siobhan prepared me to take her father's cock. Satisfied I was ready, she smacked my shapely bottom and said, "Up you get, you cock loving little slut."
Grinning at her, I climbed onto the wheel and turned to face her. I began to squat but thought better of it and hesitated long enough to take my dress off.
"No panties," Siobhan laughed. "Little slut Katie came here wanting to get fucked this morning!"
I hadn't, but that didn't matter. My juices were pouring from me, and my sweet little pussy barely contained the blazing inferno raging inside me. Throwing my dress aside, I squatted until I could reach behind me and grab Andrew's pulsing cock. Holding it upright, I moved my sexy bottom over it until I felt it press against my soaking-wet little star. Taking a breath and slowly releasing it, I pushed as if trying to go to the loos. Then, besides a slight pause as Andrew's cock split my knot open, I glided effortlessly down his turgid member until my toned ass rested on his hips.
"Fuck that was hot!" Siobhan breathlessly stated as she stood before me, buckling up her strap-on. "Lean back, my little Katie slut. You're about to be fucked!"
"Will you please release Andrew's hands, Mistress?" I asked. "I'd like him to play with my breasts and nipples, please.
"Still not prepared to use swear words, slut Katie?" Siobhan queried as she did what I asked. "Say 'cunt, tits, and arse' for me."
"I will not," I replied primly. Then I grinned and said, "I might fuck like a fucking slut and love big cocks stuffed up my cunt and arse, but by all the bastards in the world, I am a bloody lady first, Bitch! Oops, I mean Mistress Bitch."
Seriously, readers, I thought Siobhan would pass out because she laughed so hard. She finally got hold of herself and said, "You're right, my darling Katie slut. Swearing is not you, and it sounded so wrong from your pretty mouth. Now, where was I? Oh, that's right. I'm about to roger your slutty little cunt."
"Yes, please, Mistress Siobhan," I purred, leaning back on my hands and parting my shapely thighs.
I watched eagerly as Siobhan climbed onto the wheel. Her short leather skirt had a back zip that allowed it to separate. She undid it and let it fall. Adjusting the double end so it fitted into her pussy better, Siobhan knelt and leaned forwards until her massive, surgically enhanced breasts rubbed against mine. Moving back and forth, she watched as our nipples rubbed enticingly together.
"I can't believe your breasts are naturally at least as large and firm as mine, Katie," she moaned. "Gawd, I love doing this with you. I love it any more when you scream my name as I fuck your slippery little slut cunt. Scream for me, slut Katie."
On 'Katie', Siobhan thrust powerfully forward, and the biggest thing I'd ever taken inside me opened my juicy love canal and slid deliciously inside. My head tipped back as Siobhan's 'cock' pressed against my cervix, and I pushed up against it, increasing the slight pain and incredible pleasure. Then she pulled back, and I, wanting to maintain the pressure on my womb's entrance, lifted my hips to follow her.
This allowed Andrew's cock to slide from my sexy bottom. Then when Siobhan shoved back in, she forced me along his stiff cock, and I had my love holes filled again. It got even better when Andrew slid his hands around and caressed my globes. The problem was that he was diffident and timid in how he touched me. It wasn't what I needed. With the slut imperative blazing through my body, I needed rough. I needed to be taken, forced, even. I needed to be fucked! Not made love to.
"Stop playing with them, Andrew!" I snarled. "Squeeze them hard and pinch my nipples!"
"Do it, worm," Siobhan commanded as she increased the speed and strength of her thrusts.
Andrew's grip on my luscious mounds firmed, and he squeezed my nipples deliciously. He waited until Siobhan pounded into me, then pulled harshly on them as he twisted. My legs instinctively rose to wrap around Siobhan's hips. This forced me further down onto Andrew's throbbing erection and increased the divine sensation of two cocks thrusting into me simultaneously.
Siobhan pulled back and slammed in again, and with the angle change, the head of her enormous 'cock' scraped deliciously over my G-spot and launched me into a screaming orgasm.
Siobhan punched viciously into my squelching pussy a few more times. Then, seeing I was coming down from my orgasm high, she pulled out and undid the strap around her father's scrotum. The sudden pressure release allowed Andrew's balls to squeeze against his shaft, and he blasted semen into my colon. Feeling that warm liquid splashing into me caused another minor climax, leaving my arms shaky and weak.
Andrew's cock wilted and popped out of my back passage, and I sank back onto him, feeling satiated and satisfied. To my surprise, Siobhan knelt between my thighs and softly, almost lovingly, licked and tongued my clit, slit and entrance. She gently slid her middle finger inside my sodden pussy and curled it back. Finding my G-spot, Siobhan brought me to a relaxing orgasm before she covered my body with hers.
"You're doing a good thing for Johnny's three, Katie," Siobhan told me warmly. "I offered to help, but with Phil's and my wedding coming up and a baby on the way, I don't have the time to give them the attention and time they need." She kissed me gently and added, "Phil would like to be one of the men onstage with you."
"It's next weekend, right?" I checked.
"Yes," Siobhan confirmed.
"What do you need me to wear?" I asked.
"Will you let me collar you for the show, Miss Katie?" Siobhan asked.
I shook my head and pointed proudly to my necklace. "I will wear no collar but my husband's," I declared.
Siobhan smiled and said, "I was thinking more like a thick leather one that would go over that. Would you allow Sean to put something like that on you, Katie?"
"Of course," I replied.
"Will you let me lead on a leash with you on your hands and knees?"
"If Sean permits it, then yes," I answered.
"I'll talk to him," Siobhan said as she helped me off the wheel and back into my dress. "But, to answer your question --a masquerade mask but with eyes this time, the highest, sluttiest platform high-heels and the collar."
'It's my fantasy somehow made real,' I thought, fresh arousal wafting over me.
Siobhan saw the look in my eyes and grabbed the back of my head. Pressing her glorious, surgically enhanced body firmly against mine, she kissed me hard before saying, "You little slut, Katie. Thinking about doing this has you dripping!"
She was right, and I moaned as her thigh parted mine and pressed against my drooling mound. However, I felt a little guilty about fucking Andrew. Even though Sean said he was 'okay with it' and would be a 'willing participant', I was unsure if having Andrew cum inside my sweet ass as Siobhan pounded me was in the realm of what he'd be 'okay' with. So, making my excuses, I left for home.
Getting there, I saw my four girls were home. They were drinking coffee and gas bagging as they laughed, joked and teased each other. Charmaine poured me a coffee when I walked inside, and I sat with them and joined in the verbal horseplay.
I looked up and, seeing the time, moved to make my husband some lunch. However, as I started to move, Gina, Charmaine and Jennifer swung into action.
"We've got this, Miss Katie," Gina assured me.
I watched as those three, along with Kristy, set up a production line and, that only a short time later, produced two steak sandwiches and a warm Moroccan chicken salad for us girls. I wondered why two sandwiches, but they'd no sooner made them than Johnny walked in. He kissed and hugged us all before accepting his sandwich from Gina. Kristy handed me the plate to take to Sean and followed me, holding a large cup of black coffee.
Sean was working on his client's investments, moving the ones tagged 'aggressive strategy' around the markets, getting the most return for an acceptable level of risk, but ensuring the 'seed' investment amount remained untouched. It was a tactic he'd used many times to double and sometimes triple his client's money in amazingly short periods of time.
He turned off the monitor and sat with us, happily chatting away as he enjoyed his lunch. I watched and marvelled at how much had changed. I saw my husband nearly every night now and could drop across and talk to him virtually anytime I wanted to. Plus, I spent between four and six hours a day sitting close to him as I answered phones and worked on my degree. As far as I was concerned, it was a bliss I wondered if I'd ever experience.
When Kristy sat on her father's lap, I picked up the plates and cups to return to the kitchen. I knew, before long, she'd be under the desk blowing him as he continued working on his stocks. It was a position I'd taken many times over the last twenty years.
Gina and Johnny had left together, but Charmaine and Jennifer remained at the breakfast bar. Telling the girls to follow me, I walked upstairs to their combined space. Although they had separate rooms, the girls usually spent their spare time together in the guestroom's combined lounge/bedroom space, and they typically slept in the queen bed in the first spare room. Of course, they'd have to temporarily move into one of the other rooms when the renovations to the guestroom were made.
When we reached their room, I told them to remove their clothes. Once they were naked, I took my dress off, too.
"I'm not entirely introducing Daddy's rules," I informed them. "If I were, you'd be required to strip as soon as you entered the house. However, we must work on removing any body issues you may have. The best way to do that is always to be naked." The girls looked doubtful, but I continued, "If we have guests, you will immediately dress and stay that way until they leave."
"Everyone, Miss Katie?" Jennifer asked.
I shook my head, "Only us girls. The men, as our betters, will remain dressed unless they choose otherwise."
"You mean that Sean will see us naked?" Charmaine gasped.
I looked at her wonderingly. "I'm pretty sure you fucked him during slut roulette," I said.
"Yes, but that was, like, a free-for-all or something," she said hesitatingly. "But to allow him to ogle me as I walk around? That's, well, weird. I serve you and Johnny, not him."
"First of all," I snapped. "My husband does not ogle or leer! Yes, he will admire your body, but he will do so respectfully and appropriately. Charmaine, you need to learn to be proud of your assets. Men and women alike will see and admire your gorgeous shape, and there is nothing wrong with that!"
"I have no shape," Charmaine despaired. "I have a tiny ass, fuck all hips and a pair of pimples on my chest."
"Five," I firmly stated.
"I'm sorry, Mistress Katie," Charmaine said contritely. "Shall I get the cane?"
"Perhaps, little one," I said, impressed she immediately offered herself for correction. "But for now, let us continue with this lesson."
"Sorry, Mistress Katie," Charmaine stated. "I'm listening."
"Charmaine, you're comparing yourselves to the women in this house. Two of us, myself and my daughter, are Amazons. We're tall, even when compared to most men, and with our workout regimes, we're probably stronger than most of them, too. Our problem is maintaining our discipline and not becoming whales like my mother and two sisters. The other two, well, Gina is quite similar in size and shape to Kristy, only shorter. She, too, will need to watch what she eats and drinks as she ages, or she'll run to fat.
"Clearly, Jennifer already has that struggle. At the moment, I'd describe her figure as Katie Winslet like lush, but if she doesn't initiate a diet and exercise program, Jennifer runs the risk of toppling from luscious to fat."
"How do you do it, Katie?" Jennifer asked. "Johnny has talked about his grandmother and aunts. How did you avoid following that path? After all, you're the youngest."
"By marrying a rich man," I admitted. "Girls, you must understand that Sean had his pick of the girls at our school. I doubt we'd be together if he hadn't made me pregnant on our first night in each other's arms."
"How does marrying a rich man stop you from getting fat?" Jennifer wondered.
"Because I have plenty of money to hire a personal trainer to kick my lazy ass five days a fortnight and make me exercise like crazy. Besides, you've seen how little I eat from sun up to sun down."
"You certainly seem to enjoy dinner, though, Mistress Katie," Charmaine chimed in.
"I do," I confessed. "Patrick has set me a daily calorie intake target. I choose to save as many of those calories as I can so I can use them for dinner."
"Why is that, Katie?" Jennifer asked.
"Because it's the one meal we're usually all home for. I love preparing scrumptious meals for my man and family. Watching them eat them as we laugh, tease, and joke is the highlight of my day, and I do not want to worry about calories as I do." Then I giggled, "The problem is that I typically consume way more wine calories than I should and blow Patrick's chart to smithereens."
The girls laughed with me, and Jennifer agreed when she said, "Yup, those empty calories in alcohol are a b...oops... pain." She cupped her generously sized breasts and added, "They do go straight on my breasts, though. So it's not all bad news."



I playfully leant over and flicked her nipple as I grinned at her. "Now, back to my point. You girls are too hung up on how you look. The quickest way to fix that is to be naked most of the time. You'll find, only after a few days, that you'll no longer care that you're undressed or that someone can see you. That's when you'll realise that your body is just that, a body, nothing more.
"Charmaine, you need to learn that bigger is not better. Take Caoimhe; you'd agree that she is exquisite, yes?" Charmaine nodded her head. "Yet, she's way smaller than you. So the size of your tits or ass doesn't matter, does it?" The girls shook their heads.
"Getting comfortable with your body is part one of what I want you to learn. The second is to be ready to serve and please your man whenever he wants. There's no 'Sorry, dear, I have a headache' bullshit. That means you have to allow yourself to be instantly turned on when he wants you."
I looked intently at Charmaine and added, "It would be better if you allowed Sean to access your gorgeous charms, honey. But, at the very least, you must be prepared to suck or fuck Johnny whenever he feels like it. Plus, you need to be my bitch when I want my pussy licked or my little star tongued."
Charmaine stared at me but remained silent. I outwaited her, though, and eventually, she asked, "Why? I don't want a man to serve. I want a woman. So does Caoimhe."
"You both want to serve me," I tittered. Charmaine blushed guiltily but agreed I was right, so I pointed out that the only chance of that happening was if she also served Sean. Then I added, "Besides, you fuck Johnny all the time."
"Not alone, though, Katie," Charmaine pointed out. "It's always with Jennifer and/or Gina."
I looked at my sweet, young friend, "Honey, have you even tried to have sex alone with a man you're attracted to?" I knew the answer and suspected why, but I needed Charmaine to open up to me before I could help her heal. Charmaine burst into tears, and I wrapped her in my arms. "Jennifer, can you give us a minute, please?"
"No!" Charmain exclaimed. "Jen already knows. I was... I was... raped by my uncle, Katie. I thought he was so tall and handsome, I thought... I thought I loved him. But he used me. But worse was that I told my dad, and dad refused to believe me. He said his brother would never do something like that and accused me of trying to entice him."
"How did you get away, baby?" I asked, tears pouring from my eyes.
"I was thirteen, Katie," Charmaine explained. "Mum and Dad allowed me to choose to accompany them to family get-togethers or not. I chose not."
"Did you get any help, honey?" I asked. "Did you see a counsellor, talk to someone?"
Charmaine shook her head. "I talked a little with the school counsellor, but Mum and Dad refused to admit what happened and wouldn't pay for me to see someone."
"What about the organisation 'Headspace', honey?" I asked, getting my phone out, ready to find a number and call them immediately.
"I've never heard of them," Charmaine replied.
"They're a counselling service for young people, baby," I explained as I dialled the number. "It's free for all students, but that doesn't matter because Sean and I would cover all costs anyway. But they specialise in pre- and teenage counselling, so I think they'd be perfect for you. If not, I'll find someone else, and we'll get you help, okay?"
Charmaine began crying, "Just like that?" She asked. "You believe me, no questions asked? You act on what I've said and start things rolling?"
"Nobody makes that stuff up, honey," I assured her as I listened to the on-hold music. "Of course, I believe you. Why wouldn't I?"
I got through to a receptionist and made an appointment for Charmaine for the following day. However, I didn't think exposing the poor girl to anything more today was a good idea, so I suggested we put on swimsuits and use the hot tub. Jennifer giggled and asked why we needed suits, so strutting proudly, we walked to the patio and climbed in. Seconds later, I had a beautiful girl tucked under each arm and two soft, petite hands caressing my throbbing pussy.
I was close to cumming when, with a slither, Johnny and Gina joined us in the tub. I opened my eyes and smiled at my handsome son. Sean and Kristy came out from his office, and seeing us in the tub, they stripped and joined us. Seven in the tub was a squeeze, so Johnny encouraged me onto his lap. As I sat, I gasped. Unbeknownst to me, Gina had held his shaft, positioned to enter me. When I lowered onto his groin, Johnny's long, thick cock split me apart and slid inside.
Sean laughed, and Kristy quickly took the same position on her father's penis. Her eyes rolled back, and she purred blissfully. "I'm so glad we can do this openly now," Kristy cooed. "I love having my father's cock inside me, and having my Mom riding my brother's cock close to me is so exciting.
"It's all good for you, Miss Slutty," Jennifer teased. "I need some cock in me, and all I've got is the lezzie's mouth!" We all laughed as Jennifer moved to sit on the tub's edge and guided Charmaine's willing mouth onto her pussy.
Kristy whispered something to her father, and Sean's eyes flew open. Looking at me disbelievingly, his eyes flicked to Jennifer before returning to mine and to Kristy's. I guessed what Kristy must have whispered and smiled when he looked back at me before nodding and glancing at Jennifer.
Uncertainly taking the hint, Sean moved Kristy from his lap and crossed the tub to Jennifer. Charmaine looked up when she felt his presence, grinned and made room between Jennifer's thighs. Jennifer opened her eyes in time to feel Sean between her legs. Smiling, she opened her thighs wider and accepted my husband between them. Smiling blissfully, Jennifer reached between them and guided Sean into her tight, young pussy.
I didn't want Charmaine to feel left out, so I began to lift off of my son's cock to go to her. But before I could, my daughter lifted the tiny girl onto the tub's edge and moved between her thighs. Kneeling on the tub's seat, Kristy lowered her mouth onto Charmaine's clitoris.
"Yes!" Charmaine hissed as my daughter sucked on her sweet little love button.
That left Gina unattended, but before I could do anything about it, she wrapped her arms around Kristy and pressed her firm C-cups into my daughter's back as she tweaked and pulled Kristy's nipples.
Riding my son's deliciously big cock, I looked around at the debauchery occurring around me. I had my biological son's throbbing member buried deep in my slippery pussy. My husband had his thick penis buried inside a teenager's tightly gripping vulva as my sweet, recently virgin daughter suckled the delectable fluids from another young woman's oozing pussy, while another gorgeous girl played with her tits. It was beyond my dreams. More exciting than I'd ever fantasised. As I'd always hoped, my family was a close, loving one, and I adored every moment of it.
But it was too much, and I couldn't stand it. I leaned back against my eagerly thrusting son and guided his strong hands onto my aching nipples. He squeezed them forcefully before crooning, "Cum for me, my delectable little Mommie slut." Barely keeping my voice to a level that wouldn't make the neighbours call the cops, I screamed as an orgasm ripped through me.
Sean turned and grinned at me, but the loss in concentration undid him, and with a loud groan, he unloaded inside Jennifer's tightly gripping pussy. Feeling Sean's cock erupting onto her cervix spilled Jennifer into an orgasm, and her squeal joined my scream. Charmaine came next, moaning and shuddering on my daughter's questing tongue. Gina made Kristy stand before she knelt in the frothing water and forced her head between Kristy's buns. Lashing her tongue along my daughter's perineum, clit and chocolate star, Gina brought Kristy to a body-shaking climax.
Grinning, I relinquished my spot on my son's still throbbing member and allowed Gina to take it. The rest of us watched as the two who hadn't already climaxed joyfully fucked each other. Sean had moved to get a better view, and to my surprise, Charmaine was between his thighs, sucking his large and thick pole. Smiling, I moved to the gorgeous, brown-eyed, sylph-like woman and knelt beside her.
"May I share, little one?" I asked.
Charmaine turned her head toward me before releasing my husband's cock from her mouth. "Of course, Miss Katie," she smiled. "He's your husband, after all."
The seven of us swapped back and forth until hunger made the boys demand a respite for dinner. I got up to see if I could fashion something for dinner, but Sean whipped his phone out and ordered a heap of Italian food before I could. When it arrived, there was pizza, lasagne, chicken pesto, and a spag bog. Sean sent the four younger girls to greet the Ubereats driver naked, giving him the thrill of his life, I'm sure.
After dinner, everyone broke apart and headed off. Johnny and Gina showered and left for her parents' house. The other three younger girls, arm in arm, walked up to Charmaine and Jennifer's shared space, leaving me blissfully alone with my husband. After rinsing off the dishes and stacking them in the washer, I got Sean a beer and joined him in the hot tub. I settled beside him and lay my head on his shoulder. Sighing happily, I asked, "Are you happy, Sean? Stuck at home with just me?"
Sean chuckled and asked, "Just you, Katie? You, Kristy, Jennifer and Charmaine. The only one I haven't fucked is Gina, and both she and Johnny have said she wants to. Plus, I've fucked my best friend's wife, someone I've wanted to fuck for almost as many years as I've been fucking you, and I've fucked his daughter. It doesn't get much better than this, Katie."
"You know what Siobhan wanted to see me about, right?" Sean nodded. "And?" I asked.
"I want to do it, babe," he assured me. "I've turned into quite the voyeur, and I've found I love watching you being fucked."
I tilted my head up and kissed under Sean's chin. "And I love watching you fuck others, Sean. I accepted that you took lovers when you travelled and even here at home, but I didn't like it. I took those feelings of insecurity and jealousy, shoved them way down and pulled a cover over them. Now that we're sharing, I love it, Sean. I love being an incestuous slut Mommie, and I never want to stop."
"That's good, baby girl," Sean chuckled. "Because I don't want you to stop, and I love being an incestuous slut Daddy."
We made slow, sensuous love in that hot tub until the house awakened around us. Then, unashamed, we held hands and marched to our room. After a quick shower, we finally lay down to sleep.
Three days later, I stood in the performers-only room at Les Châteaux du Plaisir Tortueux. Once again, I shook my head and wondered how I managed to get myself into these predicaments. All I had on was a pair of 7-inch heeled strappy sandals, my husband's collar, my son's slave ankle chain, and a masquerade mask. This time, the mask had eyes, so I could see what was happening. Caoimhe was buckling my wrists into the armrests of the fetish gynaecological chair from my last visit as Mistress Siobhan did the same with my ankles.
With an electrical buzz, the chair's legs spread, exposing my sweet, waxed pussy to anyone before the chair. Siobhan wore a blood-red corset that squeezed her surgically enhanced breasts together, leaving them looking like they were about to pop out of the corset's breast cups. Beneath that, Siobhan had a clinging black leather skirt. It was longer than she typically wore because it needed to hide her strap-on 'cock'.
She wore the same thick, monster 8-inch rubber penis she'd used to fuck me in the earlier episode. Siobhan had tied it to her inner thigh using a Velcro belt. A quick yank would set the 'cock' free. How I'd be able to take that monstrosity inside me, I had no idea, but my sweet little pussy pulsed at the thought of trying.
Even though I was excited, I was also very nervous, and my pussy felt quite dry. Caoimhe, the darling little minx, fixed that for me. First, she covered the exposed parts of my face with sexy little kisses. Then she kissed down my neck and along my shoulder blades. Next, she suckled on and swirled her tongue over my puffy nipples as she fingered my clit, slit and entrance. Finally, she knelt between my lewdly spread legs and sucked my pleasure nub as she thrust two fingers into me. I was close to climax when the evil little witch, Gawd, how I love her, stopped and moved away from my dripping vagina.
"I think our little slut Mommie is ready, Mistress," she giggled.
I couldn't see the crowd, of course, but Sean described the scene later that night. A small access door allowed entrance from the performer's room to the stage. With her headset in place, Mistress Siobhan danced into the spotlight.
"Evening, Chateaux patrons," she sang as Madonna's 'Like a Virgin' played. "How are we all tonight? Are we good?" The crowd dutifully chanted, "Yes", and Siobhan broke into her act, teasing the crowd with the evening's entertainment, namely me. "I have a special treat for you tonight. How many of you were here when our little slut Katie Middleton last appeared and saw the tremendous show we put on that night?"
The crowd cheered, and I was sure it was louder than the previous time I was up here.
"Then, let's give a rousing Chateaux welcome for the returning little slut Katie Middleton!"
I felt the familiar rock and shudder when the elliptical platform began turning towards the stage. My long-remembered fear of being exposed to strangers washed over me. But the raucous applause, cheers and wolf-whistles that showered over me as my naked, lewdly displayed body rotated into view, coming to a halt with my tightly toned ass and sweet little pussy facing the middle of the room, relaxed that fear, and I found I wanted to perform for them.
Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, Caoimhe's attention to my pussy had me literally dripping. When the stage stopped turning and the crowd saw my blatant arousal, there was a deafening silence followed by a raucous, rambunctious outpouring of cheers, OMGs, and wows. I heard, "Fuck, what a sweet little pussy," and, "OMG! She's creaming already!" and, "Gawd, look at her tight, toned ass. Fuck what I'd give to stick my cock in there!" My nervousness swallowed by base desire, I moaned and thrust my hips up, aching to feel Siobhan's mighty penis spearing into my wanting insides (I'm still having problems even typing the 'C' word).
"I think The Chateaux's little slut Katie wants to be fucked, guys and girls. What do you think?"
"Yes!" The crowd deliriously answered.
Smiling delightedly, Katie danced around some more, flashing her tits at the crowd but carefully hiding her surprise under her skirt. "Now, patrons, on your way in, you were all given a lucky door number. You might want to hold onto those because you'll need them for part two of our show. Who's still got them? The crowd mostly held them up and yelled out that they did. However, a few looked chagrined, having tossed their number aside.
"Don't worry," Siobhan said. "For a small donation of a gold coin, those who have lost their tickets can purchase another from representatives of our favourite charity, Transgender Awareness Group, or TAG, as you better know it. Trust me, you want that number, and to pray it's selected for part two."
Siobhan wound the crowd up for a while longer as she danced and jigged around the stage. Then, suddenly, she stopped in the middle of the stage. The music crashed to a stop, and in the jangling silence, Siobhan quietly asked, "Would you like to see what I have for our little slut Katie tonight?"
"Yes!" The crowd hissed, and all the lights went out.
A single spotlight framed the pretty Dominatrix, and she dramatically grabbed her skirt. "I have this!" She crowed, ripping her Velcro-tied leather skirt off and exposing her 8-inch 'cock. Undoing its ties, Siobhan let the monster thing bounce up. Moving it so the double end showed to those close enough to see, eliciting an awed, "Ohh!" Siobhan settled the strap-on into its harness so she was ready to fuck me with it.
"How much of my cock do you think this slut can swallow, Chateaux crowd?" Siobhan queried, gyrating her hips so her 'cock' bounced back and forth. Before they could answer, she rhetorically added, "Shall we find out?"
Two large screens at either end of the main floor flickered on, showing Siobhan dancing and her huge fake penis bouncing. The camera panned around, showing me in all my naked glory. My dripping pussy and stiff, aching nipples got special attention.
"Look at the arousal pouring from our willing slut," Siobhan crowed as the camera closed in on my sweet little pussy. "Look how her nipples ache to be touched and licked.
The cameraman closed in on my breasts, and Siobhan leant over to run her tongue over them, causing me to moan and writhe my hips as pleasure raced through me. The combination of the 'slut imperative' that still caused me to react submissively when I was aroused and knowing my husband, son and daughter were in the crowd watching had my orgasm on a knife's edge, and I knew the merest touch on my clit would send me over the edge into a howled climax.
Being the consummate dominatrix and performer that she is, Siobhan knew this, so as the camera closed in on my drooling pussy, she gripped my left nipple between her thumb and forefinger and pulled and twisted as she firmly suckled and then bit my right.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuccccccccckkkkkkkkkkkk!!!!!" I howled as an enormous climax shattered my body and mind.
In the sudden silence after my screamed orgasm, I heard Jennifer loudly say, "Five!"
Even though they didn't really understand, the raucous laughter that rocketed from my family and our two young charges made the entire audience laugh.
Siobhan continued playing with my breasts and nipples, waiting for the crowd to settle. When they had, she stood close to my head and held her 'cock's' base. "Time to see how much our slut can swallow."
"Do it! Do it!" The crowd chanted, and I felt the head of Siobhan's rubber penis against my lips.
As I think I've described before, once you've gotten past retching when a cock hits your gag reflex, the length past that point doesn't matter until it hits your throat. Being able to relax your throat and allow something to pass into it is a skill anyone can master, however, and I'd mastered it many years ago. Breathing deeply through my nose and swallowing quickly, I let Siobhan's cock glide over my lips into my mouth, along my tongue, past my gag reflex, and down my throat. Vaguely aware of the camera close to my cheek, I swallowed twice more before Siobhan's pelvis rested against my nose.
"Fuuuucccckkkk!" The crowd exhaled in awe of what they watched.
The camera panned back in time to capture Siobhan beginning to face-fuck me. The crowd sighed again as the lucky ones closest to the stage watched the action live. Those unfortunate enough not to be close enough to see had all turned to the two giant screens. A third screen showed crowd shots. From the corner of my eye, I could see many men holding their groins and an equal number of women cupping their breasts or with their hands on their pussies.
At that moment, I caught a glimpse of what a major pop or rock star must feel. Siobhan and I had the crowd's undivided attention, and every pump she thrust into me brought an "ooh" or "aah" from the patrons.
Siobhan face-fucked me until she sensed the crowd was becoming restless. Then, pulling out of me, she danced around the stage again, pulling the occasional patron up onto the stage and pretending to fuck them. More than one woman reached between them and tried to guide the cock into their pussies.



"You ready to see me fuck this slut?" She yelled at the crowd.
"Yes!" The crowd roared.
"Three lucky winners will get to kneel close to Katie and watch me split her slut cunt open," Siobhan announced, surprising all of us that were supposedly in the know about this act. "Phil, spin the numbers, but remember, it's only the girls this time. Boys, you get your turn in part two of our show tonight."
Above the crowd screen was a random number generator. As I watched, fearful of what Siobhan had planned, the numbers spun. "1,018," Siobhan announced. "Ticket holder, 1,018, if you wish a close-up view of my little slut being fucked, make your way to the stage."
I shouldn't have been surprised, really. I should have known it was another set-up. I hid a grin as my best friend's daughter wriggled her way through the crowd and climbed onto the stage before kneeling just to my left, leaving a clear gap for the patrons to view my slick pussy. Siobhan called two more numbers created by the 'random' generator, and Jennifer and Charmaine joined Caoimhe on the stage.
With my girls close, I wanted to put on a real show, but tied to the chair, I didn't know how. All I could do was respond enthusiastically to whatever Siobhan did to me. I let out a small moan of frustration and was surprised to hear it echo through the room. It seemed this mask, like the previous one, was miked. I shivered with excitement, but partial embarrassment, too. When I came, I was loud. There might be a few patrons with sore ears after this performance.
Siobhan danced around, winding the crowd into a frenzy again. But what she did next explained why she'd brought the girls close. "Patrons, I think I've kept our little slut waiting too long, don't you? Her slutty little cunt is barely wet any more. Earlier, she was leaking like a wide-open faucet. What shall I do to get her juices running again?"
"Get one of the girls to eat her cunt," my husband's unmistakable voice shouted from within the crowd.
"Yes!" The patrons chanted as one. "Eat her cunt! Eat her cunt!"
As the camera closed in on my swiftly reheating pussy, Caoimhe stood and bent over. Using her fingers to pull my clitoral hood back, she exposed my chunky clitoris to the adoring crowd. Then, tipping her head forward, Caoimhe extended her tongue and touched my love nub.
"Gaaawwwdd," I moaned as the crowd sighed with me. Another cameraman moved between my salaciously parted thighs and closed in on my sweet, juice-leaking entrance. The patrons saw my best friend's daughter slide two and then three fingers inside me before she hooked them back and found my G-spot. "Shivers!" I exclaimed before my body arched up off the bed, and I exploded, coating Caoimhe's hand down to the wrist.
Siobhan sang, "I think she's ready for some cock, Chateauans. What do you think?"
"Yes!" The crowd gutturally shouted, arousal evident in almost every voice.
Caoimhe reluctantly moved from between my thighs. I'd had one gigantic orgasm followed by several smaller but still exquisite ones. I lay there in an orgasmic high until I felt the enormous head of Siobhan's 'cock' pressing against my soakingly wet entrance. My eyes flew open as it parted my pussy lips and speared into me. I barely noticed the two cameras sending split images to the TV screens. One showing Siobhan's giant cock entering me from above, the other from below.
Patrons knelt at the foot of that stage, peering up between Siobhan's toned thighs so they could better see her forcing the second biggest thing I'd ever taken inside me (Jumbo II being the largest). Others crowded the stage, trying their best to find a position that let them see Siobhan penetrating me. By far, however, the best views were up on the big screens. Each screen was split in half. One showing the action from above, and the other from below.
Siobhan worked another inch into me, and my inner slut ignited. Groaning from deep within my chest, I hunched my hips up at the invading protuberance, trying to take it all. From beside me, Caoimhe caressed and stroked my rock-hard, aching with need and desire nipples. She crooned, "There's a good Mommie slut. Take all of Mistress' giant dick in your sweet little fuck hole. Stop holding back, and prove to your adoring fans that you're the horniest, sluttiest Mommie on the planet.
Siobhan forced another inch into my sopping pussy, but that was as far as it would go because its head was now firmly lodged against my cervix. I know we've all read about 'cocks being forced through a woman's cervix', but it's rubbish. The cervix dilates during childbirth but can't be penetrated from the outside. However, the exquisite feeling of slight pain from Siobhan grinding her cock's head against my cervix, combined with the ecstatic pleasure of its 'veins' pressing against my G-spot, blasted me into another screaming climax, and my juices flowed from around the cock and down my perineum.
"Fuuuucccckkkk!" The crowd sighed in response to my overflowing pussy and screamed orgasm. By the sounds, many audience members came with me. I guessed there'd be many male members scurrying for the toilets to clean up before their shame soaked through their pants.
Siobhan fucked me to two more orgasms. Each one drove more of the crowd to orgasmic bliss, and I saw many more quickly exiting the floor to clean up. After my final climax, Siobhan slowly pulled out of me. The cameras closed in on my gaping, slowly closing vulva, showing my juices pouring from it. As the stage rumbled, beginning to turn back to the performer's room, Siobhan shouted, "See you in an hour for part two. Boys and girls, you do not want to miss it! So, get yourself a cold drink, a willing partner, or a dark corner, and get yourselves ready not to believe your eyes!"
The stage stopped moving. My girls had stayed on the platform with me. They undid the bands holding me to the chair and helped me to sit up. Charmaine briefly left before returning with a hot washer. She gently cleaned my aching pussy before placing soft kisses over it and my clitoris.
"You can only keep doing that for as long as you want to, honey," I grinningly told her, my wits slowly returning.
The door opened, and Sean and Johnny boiled into the room. Unbothered by my nakedness or the young woman attached to my pussy, they quickly crossed to me. "That was so hot!" They exclaimed in unison, their cocks throbbing. Johnny looked at his dad with a raised eyebrow, "May I?" He asked, undoing his fly.
"No, you may not," Siobhan growled from behind them as she entered the room. "Save it for act two."
I would have loved both my son and husband to have taken me. Simultaneously or consecutively, I wouldn't have minded, but the acts I'd done had sent me into my typical submissive mindset. With Siobhan firmly entrenched into her Dominatrix persona, my instincts commanded me to obey. I regretfully pushed Charmaine away from my inflamed pussy and closed my legs. I didn't have much to change into for part two. All I needed to put on was the thick black leather collar that would cover the one my husband had given me to show his ownership of me.
Siobhan moved to me and caressed my cheek in a proprietary way. "For tonight, this little slut's all mine. You boys can tuck your dicks away until it's time for the next show. Now, rack off and let me prepare my girl for the main event."
Laughing, Sean and Johnny left the room, returning to their place in the crowd. They'd be amongst the seven called to be contestants, but until then, they had a role to play.
Siobhan helped me to my feet and into the shower. She gently, almost lovingly, washed the sweat and pussy juices from my long, toned body, her talented fingers fanning my arousal the whole time. By the time she'd finished, I badly needed to cum, and would have begged to be allowed to if I thought it would do any good.
After drying my body off, Siobhan wrapped the towel around my head. Before I could protest, she roughly forced my thighs apart. I felt a slippery pressure at my entrance, and something quite round slid inside me. Ripping the towel off, I began protesting, but whatever was in my pussy suddenly vibrated against my G-spot.
"Uhhhh!" I groaned, immediately on the cusp of an orgasm. "What the heck is that?" I gasped when the vibrations ceased.
Showing me the remote, Siobhan said, "Magic egg. Good, isn't it?" She turned the vibrations way up.
Moaning with desire, I sat before I fell. "Yes, yes it is," I managed to reply as I panted, about to climax.
"Would you like to cum, little slut Katie?" Siobhan asked, mischief dancing in her eyes. I knew that I wouldn't get to no matter what I answered, so I chose to remain silent. Siobhan laughed and took the remote out. "The settings go from one to ten, slut Katie," she informed me. "I have it on three at the moment. How high do you think it will get before you can take no more and orgasm anyway?"
"I can take all you've got," I panted, knowing it was a lie. I hadn't been given permission to touch myself or climax, so the usual prohibitions of not being allowed to do either held me in place. However, the egg vibrating against my most sensitive inner pleasure node was inexorably driving me towards my climactic peak, no matter how much I denied it.
I was close to cumming, and soon would despite the prohibition, but before I could, Siobhan turned the egg off and held out her hand. "Push it out and hand it over," she demanded. "You may only cum if you win the competition."
"What competition?" I queried as I pushed and expelled the egg. Holding it in my hand, I regretfully handed it to Siobhan. I had quickly decided to buy one each of these delightful toys for my girls, daughter and self.
"Giggling, Siobhan said, "You'll see." She waved a hand dismissively. "Almost time to return to the stage. My darling little Katie slut, are you ready to give the performance of your life?"
What I was about to do was different to everything else I'd done. In every other appearance, I'd been tied or bound to something, helpless to prevent Siobhan from doing anything she wanted. This time, it was on me. Siobhan would lead me onto the stage. What happened next would be up to me. I was scared but also keen to show the audience and my men just how big a Mommie slut I could be.
I nodded my agreement that I was ready, and Siobhan placed unconnected handcuffs on me before placing the thick, black leather collar around my neck. She'd connect the cuffs once I knelt before her on the stage. After attaching a silver chain-linked leash to the collar, she led me back to the revolving stage. "Oops." She giggled, nearly forgot. She placed the masquerade mask over my eyes before opening the side door and entering the main room.
Again, this part I couldn't see, but Sean described what happened later. Siobhan had changed from her blood-red bustier to a purple one. It clung to her humungous, surgically enhanced breasts, holding them so high it seemed they had to burst from their confines at any moment. On her sexy ass, Siobhan wore a tiny, barely a hand width wide, leather skirt that left almost all of her taut ass cheeks exposed. A leather G-string thong hid Siobhan's prominent clit until she moved or danced. Something she did ceaselessly.
Siobhan expertly readied the crowd for my second appearance. Once she had them at a fever pitch, she instructed Phil to use the 'random' number generator. I knew it had already been rigged to spit out the numbers we wanted. However, Siobhan called way more numbers than what we'd agreed. All up, Siobhan announced fourteen contestants. I inwardly shrugged and thought, 'More cocks and cum for me!'
Now that the numbers had been announced, I expected Siobhan to step back through the door before rotating the stage and leading me out. However, to my confusion, the stage remained facing inward. Smiling at my confusion, Caoimhe picked up my leash and said, "Ready, Miss Katie?"
"For what?" I asked, wondering what fresh hell I was about to endure.
"For your show," Caoimhe replied.
I nodded, suddenly nervous about performing again. Mainly because it no longer seemed I was doing the show I thought I was. We walked to the part of the stage that would face the crowd, and it rotated into the ballroom.
The crowd went nuts when I came into view, hooping, hollering, cat calling and whistling, demanding to see more of me. To titillate the patrons, Caoimhe led me in a circle around the stage, letting the entire crowd see my gorgeous, shapely ass, big, firm breasts and exquisitely displayed breasts. As I toured the stage, I saw fourteen men lined up in two diagonal lines with Siobhan in the middle. Caoimhe eventually led me to Siobhan. I looked up at her, wondering what the heck was going on when I heard the crowd gasp and then cheer almost as loudly as they had for me.
Turning, I saw the hugely breasted Betty crawling out of the same door Siobhan entered by. Walking serenely beside her was Jennifer. What shocked and excited me was their outfits. Betty had some kind of bondage bra on. It circled her neck before black leather straps descended to support bands around her humungous jugs. The bands had been cruelly tightened until Betty's breasts bulged tightly outwards and had turned to a dark purple shade. Beyond that one item, she wore nothing, not even heels.
Jennifer wore an outfit similar to Siobhan's except in pure, virginal white. With her tanned, glowing skin and blonde hair, she looked even sexier than Siobhan. It helped that her massively mounded breasts were over a decade younger than Siobhan's and all-natural. The corset had squeezed Jennifer's somewhat square shape into the epitome of an hourglass figure. Her breasts lewdly protruded wider than her waist, and her large, curvy ass matched her breasts.
Beneath the corset, Jennifer wore a tiny white thong with matching suspenders and stockings. Her white 7-inch pumps caused her sexy bottom to sway as she walked and made her shapely calves pop. Until that moment, I'd been somewhat indifferent to Jennifer's sexual charms. Playing with her in a group was fun, but I hadn't considered doing anything one-on-one with her. Now, I knew I'd ravage her at the first opportunity. My pussy clenched and throbbed at the thought of lowering my head between her superbly mounded breasts.
"Let's give a big welcome to our contestants, Chateauans," Siobhan said, immediately involving the crowd. "You've already met little slut Katie Middleton this evening, and some of you will recall the young woman to my left from a previous show. Ladies and gentlemen, I give you Betty Li."
The crowd cheered and yelled, welcoming Betty to the stage. I was still mystified about what was happening. I looked along the line nearest me. I saw Sean, Johnny, Phil, Freddy and Mike. They were the 'plants' I'd been expecting. I knew they all had pretty good control, so I was sure two of them would be the last to cum, therefore ensuring they'd be the ones fucking me. The remaining two men were the genuine randomly selected contestants. I figured they'd both last less than a minute with my talented mouth on their penises.
Looking along the second row, I saw Andrew and Rick, but the surprise was Donkey and Jumbo. I guessed they were Betty's 'plants'. The other three men, I had no idea who they were and assumed they were random selections.
I returned my gaze to Siobhan to see her grinning at me. Noticing that I'd seen her looking, she winked before addressing the crowd again. "Patrons, we have a special show and competition for you. Welcome to 'Blowjob Race'. The girls each have seven men before them. Their task will be to suck each and every one of them off. The first to receive seven mouth, face or breast fulls of cum wins. The winner gets to be fucked on stage by the men who the second contestant didn't get off."
I looked at Betty, stunned, wondering if she'd known about this or whether she had no idea, like me. If she didn't know what was to happen, she didn't care. She'd already moved to before the first in her line, one of the randoms, and was looking eagerly at his groin, licking her luscious lips. I sought Sean out with my eyes, worried about what he was thinking. He stood next to my son, and they both smiled. Sean nodded, and I recalled him saying he was up for me doing this.
Internally shrugging, I moved in front of my first man, also one of the randomly selected competitors.
"What do you think, Chateauans?" Siobhan crooned, her voice crashing over the silent, awed crowd. "Shall we start the race?"
"Yes!" The crowd demanded.
"The rules first," Siobhan stated. "Ladies, your job is to get the man before you off as quickly as possible. You may use anything you wish to make them cum except for your pussies or asses. Hands, mouths, and tits are all okay to use. Myself and Janey (Jennifer's stage name) are the sole arbiters of whether your man has climaxed or not. So, boys, no pretending to cum. Ladies, if your man cums in your mouth, you must hold it in there until one of us confirms you have his semen in there. Do you understand?" Betty and I nodded our heads. "Then, on the count of three, begin. One, two, three!"
I wasn't sure of the best plan. Did I want to win and be fucked by however men Betty hadn't gotten off? Or did I want to purposefully lose and watch Johnny and Sean, the last two men in my line, fuck the hefty Asian woman? Either plan had merit, but I wasn't sure which I preferred. While I considered my options, I fished my first contestant's cock from his pants. The poor guy had a case of 'stage fright' and was limp in my hands.
"Yes!" The crowd moaned.
I turned my head and saw Betty already wiping her first man's splooge off her eyes. 'Just my luck for her to get a ten-second wonder,' I thought. Suddenly, my pride kicked in. Every man I'd had sex with since Edgar Damned Fontaine unleashed my inner slut said I gave the best head they'd ever had. I was not about to let some big-titted, hefty bitch beat me at my own game!
Smiling submissively up at the young man whose cock I held, I cupped his balls and the base of his shaft. Then, using my tongue in an exaggerated manner, I licked from his balls to his cock's eye before stopping to dab it with my tongue. Stroking him up and down, I swirled my tongue over and around his glans before sucking his entire cock into my mouth. Bobbing up and down a few times, I swiftly brought him to throbbingly erect.
He had a reasonably solid six-plus inches for me, so I delighted in feeling him stiffen in my warm, sucking mouth. Letting temporarily out, I cooed, "You're so big, baby. Please, honey, grab my head and choke me with your magnificent tool!"
The man didn't need any further encouragement! He grabbed my head and rammed his cock as far into me as possible. He hit my gag reflex when around five inches of his penis entered my mouth. I pretended to heave and cough around his cock. It pleased and excited him tremendously, and after just one more thrust, he filled my mouth with his seed.
Turning so Siobhan could see, I opened my mouth to show it was full. Siobhan nodded, and I moved to the next man. Mike grinned at me and asked, "Are you even trying to win, Katie? Betty's already on contestant number three!"
"Just hurry up and fuck my mouth," I growled, grabbing Mike's hips and pulling his solid seven-inch todger into my mouth.
Mike chuckled and grabbed my ears, "Ready to put on a show, my love?" He asked.
I knew what he wanted to do, so I relaxed my mouth and throat. Then, turning me so we were squarer to the crowd, Mike pulled all but his cock's tip out my mouth before brutally thrusting back in.
"Ohh!" The crowd moaned as Mike's pelvis crashed into my nose and lips. He didn't hold back, though. Four more times, he pounded into my mouth before he groaned, pulled out and grabbed his shaft. Jerking it viciously, Mike erupted cum all over my face. He'd obviously been abstaining so he could perform for the crowd because his spend covered my entire face and dripped down onto my lusciously firm, big breasts.



The crowd groaned, moaned and exclaimed over my cum-covered face, and I moved to the next man. The second of my 'lucky winners' barely lasted until I'd taken him into my mouth. No sooner had I swallowed his entire length than he was orgasming into my gulping orifice. He was another with an enormous load for me, though. I couldn't drink quickly enough, and his gift squirted through my lips and dripped onto my chin before sliding further down to mix with Mike's on my breasts.
I turned my head quickly to see where Betty was up to. Her third man was Rick. Either wittingly or unwittingly, I don't know, but Rick had exerted his typical iron control, and Betty had trouble getting him over the edge. That put me in the lead, but all I had left to blow was Freddy, Phil, and then my son and husband. All of them, I knew, had excellent control of their libidos. It would be challenging to get them off if they didn't want to.
I moved to kneel before Freddy. He looked down at me and smiled, "It's good to see you again, Miss Katie," he said. "Now, tell me, are you trying to win or lose? If you want to win, I'll relax and enjoy. But if you want to lose, I'll hold on with all I have."
I growled as I had done to Mike, "Hold on or don't. It won't make any difference because you can't resist me!" With that exclamation, I devoured Freddy's sturdy, around six-inch cock. I knew he desired my daughter but lacked the confidence to attract her. I filed a reminder away in my mind to ask Sean if I could take the young man under my wing and restore his self-confidence. I believed he'd make an excellent addition to our family and be a good husband to Kristy if only he would become more positive and assertive like her father and brother.
Freddy lasted longer than I thought he would. But when I wet my index finger and rimmed his butt, he lost control.
"Can I cum on your tits?" He asked, his eyes glazing.
I immediately leaned back and raised up so I could encircle his saliva-soaked member with my gorgeous breasts. Freddy joyfully pumped his cock between my breasts until he lost control and spurted his delicious man goo over them. He, too, must have been saving up because he dolloped my breasts, neck and chin with massive amounts of semen. I was currently a cum covered wreck, and I loved every second of it!
Rick had finally orgasmed into Betty's mouth. Her fourth man was another 'winner'. This one lasted about as long as the rest of the over-excited, randomly selected guys had, and we were now back on even par. Each with three guys left to get off. Betty's next guy was Siobhan's dad, Andrew. I knew from experience that he had good control but didn't know if he would choose to exercise it now. I had a similar problem with Phil.
Phil was Siobhan's fiancé and father to her unborn child. They had an open relationship where either could take lovers as they desired. I'd made love with Phil three times, but he was only aware of two. The first time was when my lusts overtook me at Kathy's fortieth birthday party. I'd climbed on Phil and rode his magnificent eight-inch pole rather than succumb to my baser desires and fuck my son. His sister, Caoimhe, was riding his face as I rode his cock, so Phil didn't know who'd used him to get off and then skedaddled from the room. Or at least, so I hoped!
"We want you to win, my darling slut Mommie, Katie," Phil whispered as he held my head and slid his thick cock into my mouth. "I'm not even going to try and hold back, so be ready to swallow,"
To put on a show for the adoring, rapturous crowd, I opened my mouth wide and free-handed my head down until my nose nestled in Phil's pubic hair. Phil groaned and held my head tightly as I closed my lips around his turgid shaft and sucked powerfully. I placed my hands on his muscular hips and pushed. Taking the hint, Phil grabbed my head and began face fucking me.
Moving my right hand from his thigh, I gently cupped and squeezed Phil's swollen balls. By the evidence in my hand, Phil had also saved a load for me. He didn't disappoint. Phil pumped into my mouth as I heard Betty desperately groaning as she struggled to get Andrew off. Then, with an expansive groan, Phil gripped his shaft's base and pulled his cock from my mouth. Slapping my face with it as the crowd yelled, clapped and cheered, he then jerked on it until it exploded over my face, leaving me dripping cum from my hair, chin, ears and breasts.
Wiping Phil's cum from my eyes, I shuffled across to Johnny. "Andrew's got this, Mom," he said. "Both Siobhan and Caoimhe fucked him before he came on stage, and he won't cum until Dad and I have."
I smiled submissively up at my son and protector. The warm, safe feeling I held inside me since he and his father had collared me flowed through me, and I felt my love for my family glowing inside me. After more than twenty years of marriage, Sean had finally become my owner in every sense of the word, just as I always hoped he would. Then, to show me how much he valued and cared for me, he'd assigned our son as my protector. Now, and for the rest of my life, I'd have a firm, powerful hand on my gorgeous posterior, guiding me, correcting me when I erred, and keeping me safe from harm.
My love for my husband and son swelled inside me, and I lovingly took my son's big, thick cock in my hand. I kissed its swollen, purple head and wrapped my dainty hand around its solid shaft. Stroking upwards, I licked Johnny's cock's head as if it were a Popsicle, delighting in the gooey, salty liquid that poured from his cock's eye.
"Swallow my gift, Mom," Johnny demanded as he grabbed my ears and forced his entire cock into my willing mouth.
I sucked hard and swallowed quickly as Johnny's penis ejaculated heavy gouts of semen down my throat. Johnny pulled out, and his last two spurts joined the cum already dripping from my face.
"One more, Mom," Johnny chuckled as I hesitatingly, embarrassedly moved before my husband.
I looked up, worried about what he'd think. Here I was, his wife, covered with the secretions of six men, two of whom he didn't even know. I was a cum covered wreck, that I knew. To his eyes, I must have looked like a two-dollar hooker who had greeted a navy boat that had been at sea for six months. However, Sean was smiling proudly at me, his eyes dancing joyfully and excitedly.
"Katie Ashley Muggleton, you are a cock sucking, cum covered disgrace," he chuckled. "First, I will fuck your mouth and cum on your face. Then I'll enjoy watching you get fucked by Betty's last two men. After that, I'm taking you home and caning your luscious ass and tits for being such a delicious whore!"
Grabbing a handful of hair, Sean roughly forced his thick, throbbing meat into my suckling mouth. Holding me tightly, Sean literally pounded me. But, this was something he regularly did, and I'd long before controlled my gag reflex so I could handle it.
Behind me, Andrew had finally succumbed to Betty's expert ministrations and orgasmed into her desperately sucking mouth. Betty moved to her second-to-last participant. I watched from the corner of my eye and gasped around Sean's cock when I saw the enormous length and girth of the penis in her hand. Even seeing it brutally rammed home into her mouth meant that assuming they both didn't climax almost instantly, the two remaining men would be Donkey and Jumbo.
I'd been able to accept Donkey inside me when I'd played with him, Jumbo and Betty at the sauna. Jumbo, however, was another matter entirely because he was thicker and longer than Donkey. When Frank had me tied helpless in his dungeon, Jerry (Jumbo II) had forced the tip of his gigantic cock into me. Because I had no choice, I desperately tried to relax my pussy's sphincter and allow Jumbo to slide inside, but I knew he'd tear me apart when he did. Luckily, Phil had called the cops, and they arrived before Jumbo had jammed his penis into my badly stretched vulva, rescuing me from a terrible injury.
Forcing my fear from my mind, I concentrated on bringing my husband to fruition. I knew every intimate detail of Sean's exquisitely muscle-defined body. That meant I knew each and every one of his trigger points, so I cupped his big, juice-filled balls, slid the index finger of my other hand along his perineum and rimmed his little star. Surprised I'd do that before an audience, Sean immediately lost it and climaxed into my greedily sucking mouth. He, too, pulled out and added to the growing cum pool on my face.
I smiled proudly up at him, and the camera closed in on my cum soaked face. The crowd was initially quiet before breaking into raucous applause. I heard many offers to join me on stage, the shouters keen to add to my already messy face. At that moment, I wouldn't have cared. I'd sucked seven guys off and had their cum splatter over my face and breasts, something I absolutely adore. I'd swallowed several loads as well and received no reward for my efforts. My pussy was on fire, and if someone had knelt and shoved their cock into my blazing vulva, I would have willingly welcomed it, no matter who it was.
Siobhan appeared by my side. She'd been dancing around Betty and me, extolling our skills and encouraging the men to 'fill our mouths up' or to cum on our faces or breasts. Now that she was close, I could smell she was at least as turned on as I was. Phil and Caoimhe would have a busy evening trying to quench the fire in her loins.
"I give you our winner, Little Miss Slut Katie. The camera closed in on my dripping, cum soaked face. "And our gallant loser, slut Betty Li!" Siobhan danced across to the equally 'wrecked' Betty. It seemed that most of her men had decided to cum on and not in her.
Jennifer, Charmaine and Caoimhe came through the stage door with bowls and washers. I didn't bother cleaning up too much. I had another show to do, and I thought leaving myself looking wrecked and slutty would add to the show. However, I was extremely nervous about what would happen next. It was one thing to blow several men as well as my two protectors, but it was another thing entirely to let strange men fuck me in front of them.
Siobhan was working the crowd, keeping them on edge for the next part of our show and allowing me time to prepare. I looked beseechingly up at Sean and Johnny, wanting them to reassure me that doing this was okay. However, they were listening intently to the hugely breasted, hefty Asian woman. Johnny and Sean turned and looked speculatively at me. They looked at each other and nodded. Johnny moved to crouch beside me.
"Betty wants a rematch," he said. "Dad and I fuck her as you fuck Jimmy and Terry." I assumed Jimmy and Terry were Donkey and Jumbo. "Once we've all cum, Siobhan puts it to the crowd to vote on who gave the best show. Dad and I are game, are you?"
I knew from personal experience just how kinky the chubby sex store operator could be, and I wasn't confident I could even go close to competing. But, quite frankly, I didn't care. Having the crowd lavish attention on me and oohing and aahing about the things I was doing or having done to me was an aphrodisiac giving me a burning desire I was sure would need satiating again. I wanted Donkey and Jumbo to fuck my slutty holes on stage, and I desired to see my son and husband watch me being done.
I giggled, "Given what I'm about to do, I can hardly complain, can I?"
"Are the contestants ready?" Siobhan's voice boomed, cutting short our conversation and reminding me I was about to attempt to take the two of the largest cocks I'd ever seen inside me.
I didn't know if Johnny or Sean knew how massively hung these two men were, but I doubted they'd seen them erect. Although, from my time with Betty in the playroom at the sauna, I knew Jumbo wasn't a 'show and grow'. Instead, his massive pole only hardened without gaining much in the way of length or girth. Donkey was a 'grower'. Flaccid, his cock was around the six-inch mark. But when he stiffened, it was closer to nine inches than not.
I wasn't sure how to proceed, but Siobhan took care of that. "Boys, why are you all still dressed? It's a bit difficult to fuck in your clothes, isn't it?"
Sean and Johnny were both sportsmen. They were used to being naked and showering in front of others, plus we were all often naked in and around our pool and hot tub, so they almost casually disrobed before turning and showing their long, thick penises to the crowd. Johnny was longer than his father but not as thick. Both were at least the seven-inch mark.
Donkey and Jumbo exchanged glances before Donkey stripped and turned to face the crowd. He was only at half-mast, but he was swelling rapidly. The crowd gasped when his magnificent dick rose to its full nine-inch glory. The crowd obviously stirred Jumbo on because he faced it smiling, peeled his T-shirt off and dropped his pants. He wasn't wearing underwear, and the crowd was stunned to silence when his solid, twelve-inch cock dropped into view.
"Gawd! He isn't even hard yet!" An awed female voice stated from the floor. Another voice gasped, "She's never taking that monster in her cunt!" "I doubt he'll fit in her mouth, either," someone else observed.
The crowd's awe inspired me, and I was determined to take at least some of Jumbo inside my soaking pussy. I was so turned on that I'd have willingly taken on all comers. Blowing seven men as the patrons watched without getting any relief for myself meant my pussy was a raging inferno of want and desire. With only a brief glance at my protectors, I knee-walked over to Jumbo, grasped his swiftly stiffening cock in my hand and forced my mouth over its head.
"Looks like we've started!" Siobhan crowed. "Betty, you'd better not fall behind!"
I observed Betty moving to my son. She took him in her hand before sucking him into her surprisingly small mouth. Once she had him at full mast, Betty turned and presented her ass to him. "Stick it in my cunt to make it wet," she demanded as she grasped my husband's cock. "Then shove it in my ass!"
"Ohh!" The crowd gasped as, chuckling, Johnny did exactly that.
Betty barely twitched as Johnny peeled her knot open and sank in until his pelvis hit her expansive ass. Meanwhile, Betty had her nose pressed against Sean's trimmed pubic hair as she deep-throated his gorgeous cock.
I'd managed to force almost two-thirds of Jumbo's stupendous dick into my mouth. However, his cock's head was lodged in my oesophagus, and I couldn't get it any further in. My oesophagus sphincter had relaxed and allowed Jumbo's cock to pass through, but he was too thick for my throat canal to take. With it lodged so deeply in my throat, I couldn't breathe, so I had no choice but to admit defeat and back off until I could.
I feared I wasn't putting on much of a show for the crowd. That was driven home when I turned my eyes to Betty. Johnny was gleefully ploughing into her gaping ass as my husband ruthlessly face-fucked her. Sean powered into her sloppily sucking mouth as saliva poured out of her mouth from around his big, throbbing cock. Whereas all I was doing was failing to swallow Jumbo's gigantic cock.
What I didn't realise was that the crowd was way more impressed with my ability to swallow most of Jumbo than they were with Betty's sloppy blowjob. My case was helped when Donkey walked to the edge of the stage and danced about, displaying his massive dong to the crowd.
When he turned, knelt behind me, lined up his magnificent tool with my sweltering hole and rammed the entire length into me in one brutal shove, the crowd exploded into cheers and applause. Catcalls and wolf-whistles abounded as his penis' head crashed against my cervix, and I yelped around Jumbo's thick cock.
"Take it, slut!" Someone yelled from the floor. "Jam it in that slut!" someone else almost screamed. But what I heard most clearly was Kristy's voice disbelievingly saying, "I don't believe any part of that fit inside you, Mom, let alone almost all of it!"
I turned my head to see my daughter had joined us on the stage. All she wore was a black leather bustier, a tiny leather skirt, a matching black leather thong and seven-inch pumps. Kristy knelt beside me, stroking my back. "Let me help, Mom," she whispered. "Take a deep breath." Confused about why she would be there, I complied. 'Now, relax your throat and try to take him again."
I swallowed and tried to force my mouth down onto Jumbo's massively thick cock again. Kristy waited until Jumbo's penis lodged in my throat again, unable to pass through the narrow opening. Putting her hand on the back of my head, Kristy pushed hard, and my oesophagus opened, allowing the last three inches of Jumbo's cock to slide into me.
"Fuuuucccckkk!" The crowd sighed as they observed my nose pressed against Jumbo's abdomen, his entire penis in my mouth and down my throat. To emphasise where it was, Kristy squeezed just above my collarbones, outlining Jumbo's massive glans lodged inside me. One of the cameras closed in, and the big screens showed Jumbo's penis clearly. 'Fuuuucccckkkk!" The patrons sighed again.
"I don't believe it!" Jumbo groaned. "Nobody has ever swallowed all of me before. Fuck! It's too much! Sorry, baby, but I have to fill you up!"
My hands were on Jumbo's thighs, holding me in place. I felt his balls tighten against his shaft, and my stomach was sprayed with his almost burningly hot semen. I swallowed his first two spurts before I remembered the adoring crowd couldn't see. Reluctantly, I pulled back and grasped his colossal shaft; my thumb and fingers didn't even come close to touching.
Jumbo took my decision out of my hands, however. Pushing on my forehead, he pulled his stupendous cock out of my eagerly sucking mouth and slapped my face with it. Then, directing it so every spurt hit a previously uncovered part, Jumbo unloaded copious amounts of cum over my face, neck and breasts. He, too, must have saved his secretions for several days because his cock seemed like a fire hose, spraying me with his thick seed.
Meanwhile, Donkey had been pounding into my sweet little pussy. His enormous tool touched every millimetre of my tight vulva as he stroked into me. As he pulled back, Donkey's glans rubbed across my G-spot. Donkey fucked me doggie-style, and every time he slammed his penis into me, his big, cum-filled balls slapped against my clit, driving me mad with desire.
As Jumbo unloaded onto my face and bosom, I felt Donkey's deliciously big tool harden and expand inside my tightly gripping pussy. With a roar, he pulled out of me, gripped his thick shaft, pumped it, and squirted what seemed like gallons of cum onto my ass and back, some of it running between my ass cheeks and onto my tiny star.
I'd barely noticed, but the cameramen were covering every bit of this seriously debauched scene. One of them had lain down to film up from between my lewdly spread thighs and capture Donkey's enormous tool spreading my pussy lips. Now another zoomed in to film his gigantic cock spitting its juice onto my back.
With Donkey pulling out at the critical moment, I still hadn't been able to cum. My need raged within me and needed quenching, or I'd scream. Fortunately, when I looked down, Jumbo's massive cock was still throbbingly erect. Overwhelmed by need and passion, I swung around and offered my sweet, tight little pussy to him. I knew it would probably hurt like hell to take him, but my children had come out through there, and their heads were bigger than Jumbo's penis, so I knew it would eventually fit.
"Jaysus, Mom!" Kristy gasped. "Are you sure it'll fit?"
"Yes!" I growled. "Now help me!"
As the cameraman closed in. Kristy used her fingers to spread my pussy lips before she guided Jumbo's massive glans against my entrance. Surprisingly gently, Jumbo carefully worked his gigantic cock's head into my tight opening. Jumbo kept light but insistent pressure against my pussy sphincter, and it eventually stretched and parted, allowing his glans to enter my vagina. Now that the head was through my entrance, the rest should have slid in relatively easily, but his enormous girth still took time to adjust to.



Fortunately, Jumbo was experienced with this problem, and he only maintained the same gentle, insistent pressure as before. Slowly, inexorably, more and more of his gigantic cock slid into me, the camera capturing every extra millimetre as it slid home. Around seven of Jumbo's twelve inches entered me before his cock's head hit my cervix. That delicious pain, combined with the exquisite feeling of being fuller than ever before, smashed my mind to pieces and screaming, I climaxed, my pussy juices pouring out of my extremely dilated pussy and washing over Jumbo's humungous, cum-filled balls.
As I tried to gather my scattered wits, I heard, "Jaysus! I don't think this is an act! That slut's cumming on that monster cock harder than I've ever seen anyone cum before!"
I looked up to see if I could spot the awed speaker, but before I could, Donkey grabbed a handful of my hair and slapped my face with his swiftly inflating cock. Taking the hint, I opened my mouth and accepted his smaller but still stupendously big penis into my greedily sucking orifice. Breathing through my nose, I let Donkey push his cock down my throat before closing my lips around his thick shaft and sucking hard.
"Not going to last, my darling Katie slut," Donkey panted. "You're just too damned sexy for me to have any control. Do you want me to add to your facial disgrace, or would you like to swallow?"
"Swallow," the cameraman requested. "Then open your mouth, and I'll show it full of cum. The crowd will love it!"
I agreed that was a good idea, so I moved until only Donkey's glans were still in my mouth. Gripping Donkey's throbbing shaft in my delicate hand, I pumped his cock as I exaggeratedly slobbered over his massive tool, putting on a show for the cheering audience. Donkey revelled in my actions for as long as he could, but before too long, his head tipped back, and he groaned as he spat his bitter-tasting cum into my mouth.
Despite its bitterness, I opened my mouth so the camera could film that my mouth was full. Then I swirled it around before swallowing theatrically. Opening my mouth, I showed that I'd gulped every drop down. "Fuuuucccckkkk!" The crowd exhaled, showing their appreciation.
Now that I'd finished Donkey off, I could concentrate on the huge penis that had my sweet little pussy stuffed full. Jumbo, knowing we were putting on a show, had mostly held still other than to flex his magnificent tool and cause it to deliciously rub simultaneously across my G-spot and cervix. The combined slight pain/intense pleasure had my body screaming for an orgasmic release.
To see what my husband and son would think if I let go and enjoyed Jumbo fucking me, I looked to see what they were doing. Johnny was lying on his back with most of his legs hanging off the stage. Betty had lowered her big ass onto his long, thick cock and had him buried to his balls inside her. She had her chubby thighs spread wider than my son's, giving everyone in front of them an unimpeded view of their coupling. To help the people to see. Betty leaned back on her hands and pushed with her heels to lift and lower herself along Johnny's rigidly erect pole.
Simultaneously, Sean had knelt next to her gigantic melons. He had his cock shoved deep inside Betty's sucking, slurping mouth as he mauled her G-cup breasts. Both of my protectors were on the edge and about to cum again. By the amount of semen dripping off Betty's hair, chin and breasts and from her pussy, it wouldn't be the first time they'd cum in or on her.
Straightening so I could lean back and grasp Jumbo's head, I pushed my sexy ass back at the massive penis embedded against my cervix and moaned. Although I'd seen Johnny fuck others and watched Sean as he played with our daughter, Jennifer, and Charmaine, I'd never seen him with another woman outside of that before. I knew he took many lovers in the years of our marriage, but I chose not to think of it. Now, Sean was roughly fucking a mouth that wasn't mine, and I found that it excited me enormously. I hoped he'd find watching Jumbo fuck me equally as exciting.
When I moaned, Sean's eyes snapped across to me. With me leaning back, my pussy was exposed to everyone in the crowd, including Sean. Sean's eyes lowered to where Jumbo's gigantic cock distended my sweet little pussy. "Wow!" he mouthed, lust raging in his eyes. Sean swiftly pumped into Betty's mouth until he lost control and orgasmed. He pulled out and added to the congealing mess already on her plump face.
Fascinated by seeing my widely gaped pussy, full of another man's humungous cock, Sean moved closer to see. Carefully keeping out of the crowd's sight lines and allowing the cameras to zoom in on my badly stretched pussy, Sean knelt close to me. He smiled into my eyes and leaned in to kiss me. As Sean's lips touched mine, Jumbo pulled back and pumped into me. The intense drag across my clit, which had been stretched down to almost where the beginning of my entrance would normally be, and G-spot smashed me into an immediate orgasm, and squealing, I came.
Knowing better than anyone how to extend and intensify my climax, Sean cruelly twisted one of my nipples as he viciously bit the other. My orgasm, which had begun to taper, immediately reversed, and I screamed again as another climax rattled through my aching pussy.
"Where can I cum?" Jumbo asked, desperately trying to contain his impending explosion.
"Cum in her slut cunt," my husband snarled. "Then the cameras can watch your seed drip back out of her whore's fuck hole."
Initially, I was terrified Sean was seriously angry with me, but then he grinned and kissed me again. "You're my slutty whore, though, my darling Katie," he whispered. "When I get you home, I'm going to stripe your deliciously large breasts and ass until you beg me to fuck you."
With a profoundly deep and guttural groan, Jumbo's extensive cock exploded inside my severely stretched tunnel. As the camera swooped in to capture the action, Jumbo squirted into me so hard that it immediately began pouring out of around Jumbo's stupendous cock that was buried between my badly distended pussy lips.
My eyes wild with passion, I looked over the crowd to see that many had hands inside their pants, others had their cocks out, and still more were openly copulating as they watched. Betty lay sprawled on the stage, her love holes gaping and spewing my husband's and son's cum. Charmaine had Jennifer pressed against the back of the stage, her fingers in Jennifer's panties. Kristy was on her knees, her hand flying over her pussy as she sucked her father's solidly thick cock.
Jumbo's cock spasmed inside me again, spewing another massive load onto my cervix. It crashed me off the edge of another orgasmic cliff, and I squealed as my juices blew out of my pussy around his cock, soaking his massive balls. Feeling me almost squirt onto his sack sent another orgasmic spasm through Jumbo, and his cock swelled and spat inside me again. Thrice more, Jumbo ejaculated his gift into my distended vulva, causing me to scream and climax with every pulse.
Jumbo finally finished cumming, and with a heartfelt moan, pulled his slowly dwindling cock out of my poor, abused love hole. I collapsed back, and he pushed my knees wide apart so the cameraman could zoom in on my gaping, cum leaking pussy. Unable to stand, I lay there waiting for one of my protectors to rescue me.
Siobhan had lost control and was busily riding Phil beside me on the stage. She suddenly became aware that the action had stopped and leapt to her feet, adjusting her head and earpiece as she did. "It seems like the contestants have finished their show, ladies and gentlemen. It's time to vote for a winner. All those in favour of Betty's show scream "Yes!" now." The ballroom echoed with many shouted replies. "Those in favour of Katie Middleton's show scream "Yes" now!" The ballroom shook as a thunderous chorus of "Yes" blasted out.
"Ladies and gentlemen, I give you our winner, our little slut Katie Middleton! That's our show for the night, folks. The bar will remain open for another sixty minutes, so get your refreshments now. Don't forget, you can leave your tribute, if you so want to, in any of the jars on the bar or on the reception counter. We hope to see you all in a month's time, but I have no idea how we can top tonight's show!"
Thankfully, the stage shuddered and rotated back into the performer's room, leaving Betty and me still gasping on the floor. Johnny helped me to my feet and into the chair from the first part of my show, a seeming lifetime ago. Caoimhe was quickly between my legs with a soothing washer, bathing my slowly closing pussy. Jennifer and Charmaine helped Betty into another chair, equally as solicitous in helping her to get clean.
I couldn't see Johnny or Sean, and I feared their reaction to tonight's events. I shouldn't have worried, though, because they'd merely been trapped on the wrong side when the stage turned. Siobhan had instinctively locked the door when she came through, and from previous, bitter experience, she'd ignored their knocking.
My protectors bustled into the room and immediately crossed to me. "Wow, Mom," Johnny grinned. "If you hadn't earned the title of 'slut Mommie' before now, you most certainly have tonight. That was freaking awesome! I couldn't believe it when you swallowed all of Jumbo's cock, and then you took most of him in your pussy. I mean, just, wow, Mom!"
I smiled nervously at him, worried about what his father would think and say. I couldn't imagine that my dominant, 'you are mine' husband would cope with seeing his property being fucked by a giant penis. I was wrong, however. Sean looked at me proudly, kissed my freshly cleaned lips and said, "Freaking awesome, Katie. It was all I could do to watch and keep control. I had to because I wanted to give Betty a fair chance of winning. But seeing that massive thing lodged in your throat and then seeing it split you wider than any pussy I've ever seen, well, that was amazing!"
I began crying, knowing my marriage and life were safe. I loved my husband with all my heart, but I knew that I could never return to how I was --faithful only to my husband and prepared to let him fuck whomever he pleased. Now, I'd take lovers as it pleased me, and he could either share with me or watch as I let them fuck me. Either way, I was never going to stop being a Slut Mommie.

The End.

Part 12: Making Freddy a Man coming next.
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Hermaphrodite.

'Fuck!' Tank Zaffra thought as he sat up and immediately regretted it. Clasping his head, he tried to remember what the hell had happened last night. Tank had a dinner appointment with Julie Angelina, that part he remembered. But he couldn't remember even getting to the restaurant, let alone meeting her.
He and Julie were slated to make a movie together --another episode in the Salt universe. Tank was to star as her love interest and main protagonist. Julie had phoned his agent, demanding a meet and greet. Even though Tank was new to Hollywood, at sixty, he was significantly older than her. Tank had suddenly hit fame when a TV ad he'd featured in went viral. After that, he'd had small parts in a couple of minor films. All of Tank's performances received glowing reviews, and one received an Emmy nomination.
Then Sly took a chance and cast Tank as the rebel leader in his latest The Expendables movie. That movie catapulted Tank onto Hollywood's A-list, and he was suddenly the hottest male star in that debaucherous town. And now, the Goddess herself had asked Tank to star opposite her in her movie. Yet, somehow, as he always seemed to do, he'd fucked it up and ended up here instead of at Spago, hoping not to embarrass himself before her.
Looking around, Tank now wondered where the fuck he was. In a hospital bed, that much was obvious, but where and why? What had happened that he needed to be here? Tank tried to get off the bed, only to find he'd been chained to it. Only by the left wrist, but there was still no walking away. Tank assumed by the bracelet holding him to the bed he was under arrest, but had no idea for what.
Tank had been in the limo Julie had sent, so he wasn't driving. Yes, he'd snorted a gram of coke to settle his nerves before he left my hotel room, but he wasn't carrying. Nor was Tank carrying any weapons. As far as he knew, Tank had no outstanding traffic or parking infringements. Therefore, he couldn't think of a single reason he'd be arrested and detained. Plus, Tank didn't recall being in an accident during the drive to the restaurant, so why was he in what I assumed was a hospital?
Tank sat back on the bed, adjusting the hospital gown around him, trying to remember what had happened. When he sat, Tank immediately noticed something had changed. He grabbed his crotch. Disbelievingly, he pulled the gown aside. Looking down, Tank saw the largest cock he'd ever seen. Easily ten inches long and incredibly thick to go with it. It wasn't his. That, Tank knew! His was a nicely sized seven-plus inches. This? This was enormous!
As Tank watched, fascinated by what he saw, it began swelling and filling, and as it hardened, it grew! By the time it had reached fully erect, it must have been closer to eleven inches than not! And his balls! Tank's were averagely sized, like ripe plums. What he now had were almost tennis ball-sized.
Amazed, Tank took his new cock in his hand. It was him, alright. The pleasure of gripping and tugging on his thickly erect, 'new' cock felt as intense as it had when Tank was a horny teenager and only beginning to experiment with how to stimulate himself. Tank cupped his huge balls, feeling their firmness and fullness, instinctively knowing that they were full of baby-making seed. He wanted to see how much, so Tank closed his eyes and imagined the scripted love scene with the divine Ms Julie Angelina. Only, in his fantasy, the scene was real.
Tank was close, and he couldn't believe how delightful the sensations in this larger cock were. In his dream, Tank was between Julie's gorgeously toned thighs with the head of his enormous cock poised at her entrance. But before he could plant it inside her, a voice went, "Ahem. Sorry to interrupt, but you really shouldn't be attempting to do that just yet. We've only recently corrected the congenital defect that prevented you from growing your complete sex organs. Too much pressure on your penis might tear the vessels, and then we'd be back to square one."
Tank opened my eyes to see a man standing before me. At least, it resembled a man, but a little off, as if the picture was a little fuzzy, perhaps. Too many questions ran through his mind to fully grasp all of the answers. The primary ones were: Who the fuck are you? What do you mean by 'your complete sex organs'? They were followed by: 'Where the fuck am I? What have you done to me?' And, 'what do you mean by 'your complete sex organs?'!'
"Oh," the voice said. "You haven't noticed yet. Move your hand off your testicles and a little further along towards your anus."
Unsure how to respond, Tank did as he asked. His fingers rubbed over a weird little nub. A thick piece of flesh hooded it, but when he pushed that aside, Tank touched something that felt remarkably like a clitoris. A sudden sensation of enormous pleasure blew through him when he touched it, and Tank felt wetness running between his thighs.
"Keep going," the 'man' encouraged.
Tank slid his fingers further along and felt pussy lips and then an entrance. He dipped a finger inside, and it felt no different to any of the pussies he'd fingered before.
"Unfortunately, we couldn't create a hymen for you," The 'man' said sorrowfully. "But, we stimulated the dormant genes in your body, and you grew what you should have been born with."
"I'm human," Tank said confusedly. "We're typically born male or female. Not something combining the two."
"No," the 'man' corrected. "You're one of us. We seeded this planet over 60,000 years ago to ensure the survival of our species. We were involved in a war to the death with Aridians from the far side of our galaxy. When they attacked, their technology far outshone ours, and it was a slaughter. However, we Providians are a resourceful lot. After studying the technology in their spaceships that we'd managed to bring down, we were able to improve on them and fight back."
"Okay," Tank replied, sick of what was clearly bullshit. "This is some kind of set-up for a TV show, right? Something like Candid Camera, Gotcha!, or something else, right? There are no Aridians, nor are there Providians. What happened? Did your speech writers draw a blank when it came to naming new lifeforms, so you just used a derivative of the first name?"
The 'man' looked at Tank quizzically, "Ahh, yes. This is some of what you humans call humour, is it not? Our early historians tell us that we, too, had humour, but it was lost during our 70,000-year war with the Aridians."
Angry, Tank snapped, "No! It is not humour! I want to know what the fuck happened to me!"
The 'Providian's' face cleared up, and he answered, "Yes, of course. You're wondering how you came to be here and not on your way to meet the actress Julie Angelina. You may even wonder what happened to her, your driver and the others in her party. We used a teleportation beam to transfer you from your vehicle to our ship. Our sensors indicated that you were a superior member of our evolved, some would say devolved, race and that this human female, Julie Angelina, would be a suitable mate for you, so we teleported her, too. Unfortunately, Ms Angelina seemed to suffer the same genetic defect you have, so we repaired her deficiency, too."
"What do you mean 'deficiency'?" Tank asked, fearful of his captor's response.
"All Providians are born with an XXY chromosome," the Providian 'man' explained. "The only way to tell those that prefer to be women to those that wish to be men is the women have breasts, Breasts at least as significant and beautiful as Ms Angelina's. Unfortunately, someone had mutilated Ms Angelina's breasts, so we removed her disgusting implants and used our regeneration chambers to return her to her previous glory."
"Julie had breast cancer, so she had no choice but to remove them before they killed her," Tank muttered.
"Cancer! Yes!" The Providian exclaimed. "We were able to remove the genetic deformity that caused that horrible affliction some 40,000 years ago. Cancer does not exist in Providian society."
Tank thought about what the 'man' had said. "Wait!" He said, stunned by his thought. "You mean that you have Julie Angelina here on this ship?" He nodded. "And you 'fixed' the same genetic abnormality in her as you did with me?"
"It was similar," he explained. "You had only two chromosomes, an X and a Y. You were missing the extra X chromosome. Ms Angelina had two also, but she was missing the Y chromosome. We manipulated your DNA and reinserted the missing chromosomes into you. Then we placed you into our regeneration chambers so we could allow and control the changes having these extra chromosomes would make to your bodies.
"As you can see, you grew a larger penis and bigger testicles. Plus, your body grew the female sexual organs you should have been born with. Namely, a clitoris, pussy lips and vagina. You now have a completely functioning reproductive system as intended."
"A 'completely functioning reproductive system'?" Tank queried. "You mean I can bear children like a woman can? I have cervix, uterus, fallopian tubes and eggs?"
The Providian beamed, "Yes!" He excitedly stated. "Now you can choose to give children to another by impregnating them or carry a foetus to term after allowing someone to deposit sperm into your vagina."
Tank felt his chest, "I don't have breasts, though. Wouldn't I need them to raise children?"
"If you desire breasts, imagine them in as clear a detail as you can and hold that image when you sleep. By the time you awaken, you will have them as you imagined them."
"And if I wish to get rid of them later?"
"If you wish to present as more masculine, you follow the same procedure. Imagine what you wish yourself to be, hold that image and sleep. Then, the same changes will occur, and you will present as masculine."
"Facial hair?" Tank asked. "Muscles? Cock size? Ball size? Are these things changeable, too? Am I stuck with these extra female parts, or can I 'imagine' them away, too?"
The 'man' looked confused. "Your mind can determine your outward appearance," he tried to explain. "Things like large muscles, as you already have, facial hair, and breasts --these are... hmmm... like optional extras on your car. You can choose to have them or not.
"However, things like your genitals or reproductive system are like the base of your vehicle, and they cannot be altered without surgical intervention. But why would you mutilate yourself like that? You are now a perfect specimen of a Providian man. Just as Ms Angelina is an ideal specimen of a Providian female, she is beautiful, perfectly proportioned, with all her reproductive systems in place and with her magnificent breasts returned to normal and without the horrid implants."
'The Providian called me a 'perfect specimen', Tank thought. 'Hah! For sixty, I do alright.'
When Tank had hit the big-time, Cosmopolitan named him the 'the thinking woman's sex symbol'. Tank is tall, well over 190 cm. Strong, he can deadlift over 270 kg and bench press more than 160. He has black belts in Shotokan Karate and Taekwondo and a PhD in Philosophy. In Australia's Mastermind, Tank had the highest score by any contestant ever. After this appearance, Tank was invited to star in a Solo soft drink commercial. The rest, as they say, is history. Of course, his stage name, Tank Zaffra, was created for Hollywood, but it looks good on movie posters, so he kept it.
Tank's memory replayed what the 'man' had just said --'with all her reproductive systems in place' --"What do you mean, 'All her reproductive systems in place'?" He asked. "You mean that you've given Julie a cock and balls?"
"Yes, of course," The Providian replied. "I've returned to her what 60,000 years of devolution have removed."
"Is she close? May I see her?"
"Of course," the 'man' replied, releasing the cuff on Tank's wrist. "This way. She has only recently awakened, so I'd prefer to keep you two separated for now. But you can view her as she discovers her true body." We walked towards the door when the 'man' suddenly said, "I am called Teneriffe. I understand that you use Tank. Is that your preferred name, or do you wish me to call you by your birth name?"
Tank looked at him quickly before replying, "People have called me Tank for so long now that I'm used to it. So, Tank is fine."
Tank wasn't sure he should be spying on Julie, but he had to admit that he was fascinated about discovering what her 'true' body looked like. Tank followed the Providian out of the room and across the hall. Stopping at a window, he saw that Julie was still sleeping. She was naked, and two nurses were carefully washing a gel-like substance from her gorgeous body. The gel clung thickly to her, hiding her skin. But when the nurse holding the sprayer directed the nozzle at Julie's groin, what their regeneration chambers had given her came into view.
"Wow!" Tank gasped, instinctively grasping his swiftly inflating dick. Julie's cock was at least a match to his. The spray seemed to arouse her, and her magnificent appendage stiffened and grew, raising off her belly and bobbing salaciously in the air. Tank knew he should immediately turn away and leave Julie to her privacy, but he was fascinated, drawn in by the exotic sight of the most beautiful woman in the world sporting an enormous erection.
Tank's dick swiftly hardened and grew, but there was also a strange ache and wetness further under. Confused, he instinctively reached between his legs. Before he could grasp his shaft, Teneriffe slapped his hand and said, "I already told you, don't touch. It's too soon and will possibly cause damage. If you're horny, play with your vagina."
Confused, Tank asked why he could play with one and not the other. Teneriffe answered, "We had to grow your vagina from scratch. It is, therefore, completely whole and intact, ready for instant use. Your penis, we had to detach several muscles and ligaments before we could allow it to grow to its current dimensions. Several blood vessels ruptured during its formation and needed repairing and reattaching. If we did not, you'd have trouble achieving an erection. Something I'm sure you are grateful to us for!" He smiled, "Now, watch. This will be better than any of your earth porn."
Teneriffe gestured towards Julie. Tank turned his head and gasped. They'd finished washing the gel off Ms Angelina, and now both nurses were entirely naked. Their massive cocks stood tall and proud from their gorgeous bodies. Neither was as thick or long as Tank's or Angela's, but they were all at least eight to nine inches in length. As he watched, the blonde-headed Providian bent at her waist and took the red-headed woman's cock into her mouth. Without pause or apparent effort, the blondie swallowed the redhead's shaft until blondie's lips pressed against the redhead's pelvis."
"Wow!" Tank gasped, aching to play with his enormous throbbing cock. He contented himself with reaching past his balls and touching his new clitoris. Another gasp escaped from him as he felt that incredible sensation again. Tank could only imagine what it would feel like to have another touch it for him.
Blondie sucked the redhead's enormous cock until Tank saw the redhead's hefty balls tighten against her shaft. They pulsed as the redhead ejaculated into blondie's mouth. Blondie swallowed every spurt before straightening up and kissing the redhead. The redhead's cock wilted to a little more than half-mast but didn't totally soften. Tank thought the show had ended until the redhead climbed onto the bed and straddled Julie.
Blondie took Julie's enormous tool in her hand and positioned it at the redhead's entrance. With a sigh they could hear in the hall, the redhead lowered her pussy onto Julie's cock, gliding down until her balls sat on Julie's pelvis.
"How come Julie can use her cock, but I can't?" Tank asked, enraptured by the exciting spectacle on the other side of the glass, his balls and new clit aching with need.
"For the same reason you can use your new vagina," Teneriffe explained. "We needed to grow her a whole new appendage instead of having to repair her existing one. You could take a cock inside your vagina now. Your body would enjoy it, but we deemed your mind would reject one of us doing that to you because of your society's ridiculous hang-ups over same-sex relationships."
Curious, Tank asked, "How is that red-headed woman able to take Julie's entire cock inside her cunt? A human vagina is seven inches deep at most. Julie's cock has to be at least as big as mine, close to twelve inches."
Teneriffe smiled and replied, "That was another deformity we had to fix. For some reason, your species' cervix has devolved to allow passage in only one direction and will only dilate while giving birth. This prevents the most efficient fertilisation of the egg --filling the uterus with semen. No wonder your people have difficulties conceiving when the sperm has to swim from the vaginal canal to the fallopian tubes to achieve fertilisation.
"We have repaired this with Ms Angelina, and she will be able to take cocks even longer and wider than the impressive member you have. Although all Providians have much larger cocks than you devolved humans, it's rare for that penis to be as long or as thick as you and Ms Angelina have. It is incredibly unusual for a reformed one to be as large as yours. With Ms Angelina, however, we feared that because she is so strongly female, she wouldn't respond to our treatments, and her penis would be deformed and only be around the seven-inch length like you were before you entered our regeneration chambers."
"Wait," Tank replied. "Julie and I have bigger cocks than even you pure Providians have on average, but she and I are now both able to take even bigger cocks still? Why?"
Teneriffe chuckled, "Because some of the species we interbreed with are even bigger than you and her. The Aridians are all thicker and longer than you and Ms Angelina."
"Why would we be having sex with Aridian people if we're at war with them?" Tank asked.
"I have studied your Earth history extensively, Tank. You Americans and the Russians have been at war for almost eighty years, yet there are many marriages between your peoples. Why is that? Why are you having sex with and marrying them if you are at war?"
"Good point," Tank grinned before turning back to the action in Julie's room.
The redhead's enormous cock had returned to full mast. Blondie was back sucking it as Red rode Julie's even more enormous tool. As Tank watched, Julie's eyes opened, and she stared at the beautiful redheaded woman riding her cock. She mustn't have had any idea what was happening, but the pleasure of having what he imagined was a very hot and wet cunt sliding up and down her new appendage overrode her fears, and Julie moaned as she gripped the redhead's muscly hips and helped her to bounce up and down on her cock.
Tank saw Julie mutter, "WTF!" but then her eyes rolled back, and she orgasmed into the willing redhead riding her cock.
Julie continuously moaned as she ejaculated into the young woman who was riding her very new cock. Tank's dick throbbed as he imagined it was him, but what was confusing was that he didn't know if he wanted to ride Julie's magnificent cock or slide his improved appendage into her newly re-made cunt.
Once she'd finished cumming, Julie's eyes rolled back, and she slipped back into unconsciousness. Teneriffe guided Tank back to his bed and helped him to settle. Surprisingly, Tank was exhausted by the small amount of exercise. He was concerned, but Tenerife assured him it was his body adjusting to the new hormones flowing through it and that he'd feel better after a decent rest.
Tank woke sometime later with his ragingly erect cock in his hand again. Still worried about what Teneriffe had said, Tank removed his hand. However, he was about as horny as he'd ever been, so he released his shaft and ran his fingers over his new, large balls and found his clitoris. Rubbing that delightful little nubbin as he would if it belonged to a lover, Tank revelled in the sweet sensations it sent through his body.



Tank's nipples throbbed like they never had before as he played with his button, and he could feel the wetness flowing from his created vagina. Wonderingly, Tank slipped a finger inside himself and, to his surprise, immediately orgasmed. The pussy orgasm ignited his penis, and as he luxuriated in the new feeling of a pussy based climax, Tank shot semen onto his abdomen. The twin unexpected orgasms exhausted him, and he fell back into unconsciousness.
Tank didn't know how much later it was before he regained consciousness--being locked in a hospital room with overhead lights that never dimmed or changed made it impossible to follow time's passage. Add in that Tank had fallen in and out of consciousness several times, meant a week could have passed without him knowing. However, he doubted it had been that long because he hadn't lost any skin colour or weight. Neither did it feel like his muscles had atrophied in any way. All the above meant that Tank thought it had been mere hours or maybe a day or two at most since being brought to where he was.
Sitting up, he swung his feet off the bed to stand. Tank needed to pee and wanted to find somewhere to do so. He saw Julie sitting on a wicker chair beside his bed when he straightened. She looked as beautiful as he'd ever dreamed or fantasised she'd be, maybe even more so.
Spotting his intense examination of her, Julie blushed before saying, "I don't know what procedures they've used to make me look this good, but they could make a fortune in Hollywood alone if they patent this technology! I'm forty-eight and look better than I did at twenty-eight. Tank, you're sixty and don't look a day over thirty-five!"
Wondering, Tank stood and walked through a door he assumed was to the restrooms. He found what looked like a fairly standard Earth bathroom, complete with a large mirror. Amazed, Tank examined his face. Julie was right. He looked no more than thirty-five. In fact, he looked even better than he did at that age because none of the little acne scars from his teenage years or the many 'war wounds' from too many years playing a contact sport remained. Plus, by his mid-thirties, he'd allowed his weight to balloon and hadn't gotten it back until a heart scare in his early fifties made him reassess his priorities.
When Tank returned to his room, Julie stood and said, "You must be hungry because you were asleep for almost forty-eight hours. Would you like to accompany me to the dining room?"
"So, only what? Three days late for our dinner date?" Tank tried to kid. Unfortunately, he saw Julie's eyes cross as she frowned and thought about what he'd just said.
"I wonder what's happening?" She breathed, "Surely someone has noticed I'm missing? Who's looking after my kids? What about my father? Does he know I'm missing?"
Of course, Tank had no answer for her, so he remained silent. Tank was pretty sure his absence probably hadn't been noticed and probably wouldn't be until next month when shooting for their film was meant to begin. Julie was an utterly other situation. She is one of the most recognised, loved, and admired people on the planet, and her absence would be noticed immediately. He wondered how our abductors were dealing with it or whether they even cared.
They sat at a table, and Teneriffe immediately joined us. He began by offering them menus. It was weird; the writing didn't look like English, but Tank could read it without a problem. Surprisingly, the items offered were pretty much what you'd expect from a good restaurant on earth. Tank was hungry, so he chose a 300-gram rump, rare, jacket potato and a garden salad. Predictably, Julie selected grilled chicken with broccoli and green beans. Tenerife left to order their meals. Only a short time later, a gorgeous, feminine-looking person placed our meals before them and left.
They ate until silence before Julie nervously asked, "Umm... When you woke up here, wherever here is, did you notice any changes?"
Tank wasn't sure he wanted to be the first to admit what had happened to his body, so he said, "Changes?"
"You know, to your body?" Julie diffidently asked.
"What kind of changes?" he hedged.
Blushing bright red, which looked divinely sexy on the Goddess' face, Julie muttered, "Never mind."
"My... umm... penis... seems to have grown," He nervously offered.
"Grown?" Julie questioned.
It was Tank's turn to blush, which he was certain wasn't anywhere near as sexy as when the Goddess did. "Yeah," he replied. "I'm typically around the 7-inch mark when erect. Now, I'm more like 10 inches soft."
Julie blinked, licked her lips, and asked, "And when you're hard?"
Tank blushed redder and looked away, unable to meet her eyes, "I don't have anything to measure with, but I'd guess close to eleven inches and incredibly thick to go with it."
Julie's eyes bored at the table where his groin was hidden. She licked her lips again before dragging her eyes up to meet mine. "And, is that all? Just a larger cock?"
Tank had Ms Angelina at a disadvantage--he knew their kidnappers had added a cock to her body. A cock that was at least a match to his. However, he wasn't ready to admit to the woman twice voted the sexiest woman in the world that he had a clitoris and a pussy. He was scared she'd think he was less than a man and wouldn't be attracted to him, so he asked, "What else could there be?"
It seemed as if Julie would confide that she had a cock and enormous balls hidden under her hospital gown. But in the end, possibly for similar reasons for Tank's deferral, she lowered her eyes, blushed even more furiously than before, and replied, "No, nothing. I was just curious."
Tank tried to give her an opening, "Did something change for you?"
"My breast implants were somehow removed, and my natural breasts have somehow grown back. The doctor, I guess, assured me they'd fixed the recessive gene that caused my breast cancer. Still, I'm worried about a relapse. Wouldn't you be?"
"I would," Tank reassured her. "I guess all we can do is go along with what they want from us and see what happens. After all, we don't seem to be in any danger, other than that we've been kidnapped and confined to what appears like a spaceship."
"A spaceship?" Julie gasped.
"Well," Tank replied. "I don't think we're in Kansas anymore. Or Beverly Hills, for that matter." Julie looked confused, so he asked, "Have you talked with Tenerife yet?"
Her face cleared momentarily before clouding over again. "I have, but it was a very confusing conversation. Apparently, we're Providians who had been sent to Earth in a seed mission to ensure the continuation of their species. It's taken them this long to defeat the Aridians and finally return. He said we'd devolved in that time. Then he said some rubbish about being born with defective genes."
At that point, Julie blushed again and clammed up. Tank stared at her, wondering if he should ask about her new appendage or explain that they'd grown him a complete set of female sex organs, but he still held hope she'd see him as a potential sex partner and didn't want her to think badly of him, so he stayed quiet. An uneasy silence gathered between them as Tank struggled to think of something to say. Fortunately, Tenerife returned to rescue them.
"We need to get you back to your rooms," he announced. "Your bodies are still adapting and changing because of the gene manipulations we engendered in you, and you need to sleep in a modified chamber for at least the next two nights so those changes can be fully implemented."
Julie and Tank looked at each other and shrugged. It wasn't like they had much choice in the matter. The two nurses from Julie's room arrived. The blonde one escorted Tank to his room. The redhead took Ms Angelina.
Getting to the hospital room, blondie told Tank to strip and climb onto the bed. Still uncomfortable with being naked in front of strangers, Tank reluctantly dropped his gown, which was all he had on. With her left eyebrow raised, blondie eyed him appreciatively.
"You may call me Margraine," blondie said. "Would you like me to help you sleep?"
"Help me, how?" he asked, ignoring the seeming come-on in her voice.
"Unfortunately," Margraine replied, staring lustfully at his rapidly inflating cock. "It's still too soon for you to use that magnificent appendage of yours, but I'm keen for a bit of clit licking if you'll return the favour?" He looked somewhat doubtful, but Margraine giggled and said, "Genet will be having a similar problem with Ms Angelina. Genet prefers pussy to cock, but Ms Angelina can't use her improved vagina yet, either."
Confused, Tank replied, "So why don't you swap?"
"Because you present as masculine," Margraine answered as if this was the most logical thing ever. "Genet likes feminine presenting people, and I like masculine presenting people. Now, do you want your clit licked or not?"
Embarrassed, Tank admitted that he'd never had that done before and that, in fact, until he awoke on this ship, he'd never had a pussy before.
"Oooh! A virgin!" Margraine teased before adding, "I know that, silly. I'm your nurse. Well, one of them, anyway. My job is to help you adjust to the changes we've made to your body. I'd love to take that magnificent cock you have inside me, and I'd love to fuck you with mine. But I'm guessing you're not ready for that yet, and it's too soon for you to fuck me. So, it's clit licking and pussy fingering. You up for it?"
'What kind of idiot would turn that offer down?' Tank thought as he accepted Margraine's offer. However, he was a little disconcerted when she climbed on the bed and lowered her pussy onto his lips and pulled her ball sack aside. It wasn't that the juices were already flowing freely from her entrance, it was that her balls rested on his chin when she sat on his face. But when her lips encircled Tank's new clitoris, he completely forgot about her balls.
The feeling of lips around his clitoris and a tongue battering it was so intense that Tank climaxed immediately. Tank's new cock, aching with desire, spat seminal fluids as his pussy poured juices. Having two separate types of orgasms simultaneously staggered Tank, and he momentarily passed out. Margraine grinding her pussy against his face and demanding he return to licking her brought him back to consciousness, so he endeavoured to return the favour.
It seemed that Margraine had better control than he did, though, because she orgasmed on his face without her cock exploding, too. Tank could feel another climax ratcheting swiftly through his body as Margraine continued to lash his newly created clitoris with her tongue. As he neared his simultaneous peaks, Margraine moved her hips higher and her thick, close to 9-inch cock pressed against his lips. Tank's orgasm struck, and with a deep moan, he opened his mouth, which allowed her cock to slide inside. He reluctantly sucked it, thinking that he probably owed her that. She rewarded him with a groan that matched his, and Tank's libido ignited. Suddenly, he wanted that cock, but, in his mind, it was Julie he was blowing.
Tank's eager but amateurish attempts to fellate the blonde girl proved to be enough, and with another groan, Margraine ejaculated into his mouth. To his surprise, the taste didn't disgust him. Instead, the gooey and salty mixture added to his sexual peak, and he exploded into twin orgasms again, spraying Margraine's tits with cum as he drenched her mouth, chin, and neck with his pussy juices. The amount of fluid that poured from his sexual organs astounded Tank. He guessed extra seminal and pussy fluids were part of the 'improvements' Tenerife's people had given him.
Tank brought Margraine to another orgasm before she announced it was time for his overnight treatment. She got off the bed and pressed a button. Two masculine-looking people pushing what looked like a clear plastic tent entered the room. They set it up around Tank's bed, and it clamped to the floor, creating an airproof seal around Tank's bed. Hoses were swiftly attached, and Tank could hear a vague hissing as the 'tent' filled with steam, or smoke, or whatever it was.
The last thing Tank heard before he slipped into unconsciousness was Margraine reassuring him that the steam was only part of his rehabilitation and nothing to fear.
Knowing something wasn't right, Tank tried to wake up. An object was in his throat, forcing chemicals into his lungs. His nose and mouth were covered, preventing him from breathing through them. He had no choice but to allow the tube in his oesophagus to breathe for him. Every breath caused his muscles to cramp and writhe. He felt them growing larger and strengthening. The sensation was like the agony of growth pain multiplied by at least twenty.
Tank tried to scream, but the tube and coverings on his face denied that option. The machine breathing for him forced more chemicals into his lungs. The cramps, writhing, and pain exploded again. He strained against his restraints, desperate to rip the mask from his face and the tube from his lungs.
"Fuck!" Margraine exclaimed. "I think he's awake!"
The tube vibrated again, and more chemicals flowed from its tube. They were colder, soothing almost. Tank's cramps ceased, along with the excruciating pain. He felt euphoric, and his massively improved appendage lifted from his abdomen as it swiftly lengthened and stiffened. A thumb found Tank's new 'button' as fingers slid inside his freshly created cunt. They twisted and found his G-spot. Bewildered, aroused, and exhausted, Tank climaxed. Cum spat from his throbbing cock as fluids blew from his distended pussy powerfully. Lips surrounded his clit, and overwhelmed, he climaxed again and passed out.
Tank shifted uncomfortably and opened his eyes. A concerned Tenerife slowly came into focus. Recoiling from the Providian, Tank tried to sit up. Restraints on his wrists prevented him from doing so. He turned his head and glared at his captor.
"You had a screaming nightmare last night," Tenerife soothed. "Something about a gas mask covering your face and chemicals being forced into your lungs. Repressed memories from your tonsillectomy, perhaps? You were trying to get out of bed, and nothing we tried woke you. I was worried about your safety, so I sedated you and handcuffed you to the bed." He reached over and undid the cuffs. "Are you okay now?"
Tank was certain last night wasn't a nightmare. However, he had no real way of knowing. He looked at what he could see of his body, which appeared the same as he remembered it being the day before. His throat was sore, but that wasn't surprising if he'd been screaming, as Tenerife had said. Tank's cock throbbed, and he felt the wetness between his inner thighs. His nipples ached in time with his balls. Tank was about as horny as he'd ever been. When he moved, the sheets rubbed deliciously across his inflamed nipples, adding to their and his balls ache.
"How long was I out for?" Tank rasped through his sore throat.
"Another forty-eight of your earth hours," Tenerife dismissively replied. "I told you, it will take time for your body to adapt to the changes we've made. In the meantime, you'll need a lot more sleep than you typically do." Tenerife glanced at Tank's severely tented sheet. "You're horny," he stated. "A natural reaction to the different hormones in your body." He licked his lips. "I could take care of that for you," he added, unawarely reaching for Tank's cock.
Tank tried to flick his body away from Tenerife's reaching hand, causing Tenerife to realise he was moving his hand towards Tank's cock. He snatched it back as if stung. "Sorry," he muttered before clearing his throat and offering, "Margraine will be happy to help again. Shall I send her in?"
Tank shook his head, remembering that she seemed to be the main organiser of what had happened, if it had happened, and Tank hadn't just dreamed it. "No, thanks," Tank said, closing his eyes and pretending to be weary again. "I think I might sleep some more."
Tenerife watched as Tank slipped into sleep. When satisfied that the actor had drifted off, he scowled and stood. After reattaching the cuffs, Tenerife walked to the door.
Margraine, who'd been waiting just outside the door, stepped into the room. "You must get him to allow you to fuck him," she hissed. "You know that injecting sperm into his womb ensures transmission of the genetic code that will bind him to us. Impregnating him is essential if we want to control him."
"These 'humans' have evolved way further than we could have imagined," Tenerife sighed. "We were supposed to return after only twenty-thousand years and reclaim them to refill our forces. We hoped the harsh environment they endured would create almost super-Providians. Muscular savages that we could use on the front lines against the Aridians.
"Instead, it's been nearly 65,000 years, and they've changed beyond all reckoning. The skeleton and musculature are still there, but they've been away from nature for so long that they're weaker than us."
Still discussing their project, Margraine and Tenerife moved down the hall, past Julie's room, and out of earshot. Tank's eyes opened, and he tried to sit up. 'Who said those acting lessons didn't take?' He grinned to himself. Tank, a Third Dan Black Belt in Shotokan Karate and holding a similar honour in Taekwondo, had put his mind into a meditative state to fool Tenerife into thinking he was asleep. He hoped for a slip similar to what Tenerife had made. Tank now knew that his and Julie's situation was more dire than he realised. The problem was: What could he do about it, and did he share this information with Ms Angelina?
Chained to the bed, Tank realised he didn't have any choices to make yet. He tested the chains, and they seemed secure. Tank concentrated on his forearm and bicep muscles, breathing deeply and slowly. Focusing his energies, his chi, on those muscles, Tank flexed his right arm. His arm shook as he applied force to the chain. It didn't move except to sway with his shakes. Tank concentrated harder and forced more energy into his arm. He felt the link welded to the bed give and partly open.
Tank immediately relaxed his arm. He couldn't afford to let his captors know he could escape his chains because he had no plan, no help, and no way of knowing where they really were. Were they in a spaceship orbiting the Earth? Or was that another of Tenerife's lies?
Deciding to 'wait and see', Tank re-entered his meditative trance and emptied his mind. Once he'd become aware of naught but his slow, deep, rhythmical breath, Tank sent his awareness into his body. He saw that some minor blood vessels in his biceps had ruptured under the strain of trying to break the chain. Tank knew his body was already repairing the damage, so he ignored it and continued scanning.
Satisfied his body was in good shape and perplexed about the new sensations emanating from his recently created pussy, Tank let even his awareness of his breathing go and let his mind float in the cosmos. Tank needed a plan to escape and rescue the inimitable Ms Angelina. He only hoped that she'd trained as hard for her role in their upcoming movie as he had.
When Tank next opened his eyes, Julie sat beside him again. "You sleep a lot," she stated.
"You don't?" Tank questioned. "Tenerife told me the genetic changes he'd made to my body would take time and a lot of sleep to integrate. I find I'm constantly exhausted."
Julie coloured as her eyes lowered, unable to hold Tank's eyes. She stammered twice before swallowing. "Margraine says it's because I've used my new appendage," Julie unwillingly explained. "Margraine says that using it helps you integrate the feelings emanating from it into your mind and body's functions, allowing you to adjust quicker.
Knowing what she meant, Tank still asked, "New appendage?"



"I have an enormous cock now!" Julie exasperatedly said. "Biggest damned thing I've ever seen. Margraine says you have an entire, intact vagina and a woman's reproductive system. She says it was how we were supposed to be. She says that humans are devolved Providians and that we all should be born as hermaphrodites." She gulped and burst into tears. "What the hell am I supposed to do with a ten-inch cock, Tank?" Julie wailed.
"The same thing I'm supposed to do with my vagina," Tank tried to joke. "Use it, I guess."
"I get fucked! I don't fuck someone!" Angela witheringly said before plaintively asking, "Do you have a vagina, Tank?" Julie asked. "I had to believe what Margraine said because I've got this cock, right? But I thought it was only me. I mean, I know she has a cock and a vagina, but she looks like you and me and yet, doesn't. You know? I can accept she's an alien, and having both is normal for them. But I thought they'd turned me into a freak. But if you've got a woman's bits, then I'm not alone in this nightmare!"
Still trying to make Julie feel better by joking, Tank offered, "I'll show you mine if you show me yours."
"Deal!" Julie exclaimed. She pulled up her gown, and a partially erect, enormous, at least ten-inch cock appeared.
Tank was still handcuffed to the bed, so he said, "Do me the honours, Julie, please." Julie stood and pulled Tank's gown above his hips. His enormous, semi-stiff cock bulged before her eyes. Unable to see lower because Tank's tennis ball-sized testes blocked her view, Julie lifted them with her left hand as she felt between his legs with the other. "Hey," Tank amusedly protested. "I said 'show' not touch!"
"Shut up," Julie told him as her fingers unerringly found Tank's clitoris before sliding along his slit and delving into his pussy. "Jaysus, Tank!" Ms Angelina exclaimed. "Your pussy feels as tight and wet as twenty-year old's!"
"And exactly how do you know what a twenty-year-old's pussy feels like?" Tank laughingly queried.
"I had one once," Julie shot back as her face coloured. She reluctantly removed her fingers from Tank's pussy, but couldn't resist gripping his cock and tugging on it.
"Careful," Tank warned. "Tenerife insists that that is not ready to be played with and used yet."
"Yeah," Julie agreed, letting go of Tank's cock. "He says the same thing about my vagina."
"Well, I guess we could... umm... swap our usual appendages, and you could fuck me," Tank tentatively offered.
Julie sighed and said, "Yeah..." she sighed regretfully again. "I'm not ready to do that yet."
"I understand," Tank agreed. "I'm uncertain that I'm ready to be fucked yet, either."
"It's weird," Julie muttered.
"Totally," Tank agreed again.
Julie asked, "What do you think they want from us?"
"I'm not sure," Tank carefully responded. "It might be exactly what Tenerife says it is--they wish to discover what happened to their seed mission and to observe the evolutionary changes that have occurred since they transported us here. He says they also want to find out if we've gained any evolutionary advantages over them."
"Margraine seems contemptuous of me, at least," Julie observed. "She's a little more respectful toward you, but it still seems she considers you beneath her."
"Hmm," Tank mused as his seemingly previously foggy brain kicked into high gear. He put aside Julie's observations of Margraine and asked, "What is your impression of Tenerife?"
"Used car salesman," Julie stated. "If he said a car was brand new, I'd want to see the shipping and purchase notes before I trusted him."
Tank, who, even though he acted the 'strong, silent action man' in his movies, had one of the highest IQs in Hollywood, quickly ran through his interactions with the 'fuzzy-looking' man. 'Julie's right,' he realised. 'Oily is the right description for Tenerife--like a used car salesman.' "You're right," he told Julie. "I don't think he means us harm, but he's not telling us the whole story."
"Like what?" Julie asked.
"Why only we two?" Tank explained. "Two samples from a planet of nearly eight billion is not precisely a 'scientific sample size'."
"You think there's more of us hidden away on this ship somewhere?"
"But where, if they are?" Tank mused. "And why are we not allowed even to know there are others on board?"
At that point, Tenerife interrupted them. "Tank, Julie, I've been looking for you," he said as if he had no idea where they were. "Guys, we need to begin your physical rehabilitation. Will you accompany me, please?"
Tenerife led them to a changeroom first. Inside, there were two Martial Arts Gis. The larger one was black, and the smaller one was white, so it was clear who was to dress in what. Tank had no body image issues at all, so he immediately dropped the hospital gown and put on the black Gi. Angela, who was still embarrassed by having a cock, turned her back and changed. Being polite, Tank turned and stared at the wall until Angela coughed and said she was ready.
Tenerife remained in the room and shifted so he could view Julie. She glared at him, but he was unmoved and continued to examine her. "You need more protein in your diet," Tenerife unequivocally informed her. "Your musculature should have developed much further than it currently has. We need to increase your food intake and exercise levels so you develop as you should."
"If I eat anything more, I'll get fat," Julie denied. "Do you have any idea how hard it is to remain looking this good?"
Tenerife dismissed Julie's comment, "No, you won't," he said. "We've successfully raised your metabolism to where it should be. All you need to do to improve your strength and muscle tone is to eat and exercise more. Exercise, we will take care of every day from now on. As for extra food, you will have to trust our improvements and eat more to find out."
Tenerife escorted them from the changeroom and down a hall to another door. He opened it and ushered them inside. The room looked like a basic earth dojo with padded floors and walls. A rack in the furthest corner held several wooden practice swords, some staffs, and other assorted attack weapons.
Tenerife spoke, "Tank, I know from studying your history that you hold Dans in Shotokan Karate and Taekwondo and that you hold the rank of Sensei and Sabom. Julie, I have found no formal recognition of any Martial Arts training. I've seen you fighting in your movies. Can I assume you have at least some skill?"
"Very little, Tenerife," Julie admitted. "The fight scenes are carefully choreographed and filmed in slow motion. Umm...," she thought for a moment. "I mean, we move in slow motion and use the camera to speed it up. Anything the studio considers dangerous is done by my stunt double." She turned to Tank, obviously impressed by his skills in the Martial Arts. "You do your own fight scenes?" Tank nodded to confirm. "That fight in The Expendables Five with Jet Li?"
"That was a great day!" Tank exclaimed, a grin splitting his face. "Other than not going for kill or serious injury shots, that fight scene was as real as it looked."
"And the ending?" Julie asked.
"I kicked his ass!" Tank confirmed as he chuckled, remembering the fight.
"I thought Jet Li was supposed to be about as good as they get?"
"He is," Tank stated. "Five times Chinese national champion."
"Yet you kicked his ass?"
"Big guy, little guy," Tank modestly answered, gesturing towards himself. "If their skill levels are similar, big guy always wins."
Will you consent to train Ms Angelina?" Tenerife asked.
"If Julie is willing," Tank acquiesced.
"I'm willing," Julie replied. "I've been stuck in that bed for over a week."
"Tai Chi," Tank stated. "We get the forms and movement right and then progress to doing them at speed."
Julie and Tenerife knew there was no arguing with a Martial Arts exponent in teaching mode, so they remained quiet as Tank assumed the initial stance.
"Follow along as best you can so you get a feel for the movements," Tank instructed. "We'll run through them until you're moving smoothly, then I'll begin to correct your errors. Don't worry about me correcting you because no one moves through the sequence correctly the first three or four dozen times."
Surprisingly, at least at the slow-motion speed that Tank began at, Julie followed Tank's movements almost precisely. At Tank's raised eyebrow, Julie shrugged and said, "I do Tai Chi as part of my exercise regimen."
"That will make it easier," Tank admitted. "Speed up with me, and we'll run through them again."
Julie's form began to break down as hers and Tank's movements approached fighting speed. But, until then, she'd followed him almost flawlessly. Tank slowed them down again and ran through the full sequence. Julie was sweating profusely, and her arms trembled at the end of that series.
"That's enough for today," Tank stated. He showed Julie through some stretches and warm-down exercises before bowing to her and turning to leave the dojo.
Genet came through the door wearing a multi-coloured silk Gi. "Will you do me the honour of sparring with me, Mister Zarraffa?"
"Zaffra," Tank corrected. He watched the Providian woman move, noticing her Gi did not conceal her prominent breasts nor her bouncing cock. "You have skill," Tank recognised. "What are the rules for engagement?"
"First to tap out, or first to shed blood."
"Either, or?" Tank asked.
"What do you mean?" Genet countered.
"First to shed someone else's blood or first to bleed?"
"Same, same," Genet stated. "Happy with the rules?"
"Yes," Tank confirmed as he walked to the dojo mat's centre.
Genet circled him as she moved to warm and stretch her muscles. Tank did nothing more than turn to follow her circling. He stood calmly, hands by his sides, and breathing steadily. A knowledgeable observer would see that Tank's weight was evenly distributed on the inside of the balls of his feet. He was ready to move in any direction instantaneously, and his eyes watched Genet's, ignoring her moving hands and feet.
"Waiting for me to make the first move?" Genet teased.
"It's your fight," Tank answered evenly. "I have nothing to prove."
Screaming, "Hiiiii Yaaaaaaa!" Genet launched a flying kick at Tank's throat, trying to end the fight with one blow.
Tank hardly seemed to move. Stepping lightly to the side, he avoided Genet's kick, and as she passed him, he put his hand on her muscly bottom and helped her on her way. Genet crashed into the padded wall at full tilt. However, she rebounded from the wall, stuck the landing and launched herself back at Tank.
Genet was a dervish as she spun and kicked, flinging her fists and feet at Tank's head, neck and body numerous times as she circled him, searching for an opening. Tank slipped most of Genet's attacks, not bothering to respond. The blows and kicks he couldn't slip by, Tank blocked with ease. Genet's speed increased, and later, Julie would swear that Genet's strikes were so fast as to be virtually invisible. However, not even one struck Tank.
Puffing, Genet stepped back to reassess her tactics. Tank was much taller than her, and Genet surmised he might be vulnerable to a ground-level attack. Stepping further back, Genet screamed, "Hiiiii Yaaaaaaa!" again and launched at Tank, only she dropped low, this time, and swept a vicious kick at Tank's knee.
Tank nimbly leapt Genet's attack, landed, pivoted on his left foot, and kicked her ass as she slid past. This sent Genet crashing into the wall again. Screaming, her face contorted with rage, Genet bounced to her feet and ferociously attacked Tank with hands clawed. Her form and discipline destroyed by her rage, Genet slashed her hands at Tank's face, trying to rip his eyes out.
With his hands moving even faster than Genet's had during her futile earlier attacks, Tank blocked every slash as he waited for Genet to tire. Eventually, Genet's arms dropped from sheer exhaustion. Desperate not to have to admit defeat, Genet began using her feet to continue her attack. However, every time she over-extended her kick, Tank grabbed the offending leg, spun and sent her hurtling towards the wall. Amazingly, Genet stuck almost every landing after rebounding from the impact and immediately launched another attack.
Tank had had enough. Initially, it'd been fun to work out his kinks and frustrations, but Genet should have known she was overmatched and conceded this fight ten minutes ago. A true Master would have conceded after the first flying kick was so summarily dispensed with.
He considered his options: One - grapple with Genet and force her into submission. However, Tank knew he would have to render her unconscious because she wouldn't 'tap out'. Two - clip her jaw as she passed and knock her out. That brought up the problem that knocking the other out wasn't one of the two options to end the fight. Three - hit Genet hard enough to make her bleed. Her nose or lips would work. Tank believed, however, that the woman was too enraged to stop even after she had lost.
Tank nodded as he agreed with his subconscious assessment of the best way to end the fight. He continued to block Genet's kicks until, in desperation, she launched a series of spinning attacks using her fists again. On her third spin, Tank held off his block and let the punch hit him in the mouth. His lip split and blood flowed freely.
"Yes!" Genet exalted, dancing around the dojo as if she'd just won the Heavyweight Boxing Championship against Tyson Fury. "You didn't hit me even once!" Genet crowed, conveniently forgetting that he'd kicked her in her tight ass and flung her by her leg many times.
"He didn't have to to prove his point," Tenerife muttered before concernedly saying, "Come with me, Tank. We'd better get you into the regeneration chamber before that cut scars."
Tank shrugged, bowed to Genet, winked at Julie, and dutifully followed Tenerife from the room. About an hour later, Julie found him sitting in a hospital gown, back at the table in the canteen. Tank held a beer stubbie, its label he was studying intently.
Julie smiled at him as she went to the counter and ordered a chicken salad and a glass of white wine. Returning to the table, she sat opposite Tank and said, "I heard a nasty rumour that you weren't a dumbass, he-man actor--that you were, in fact, an intellectual. Please, don't destroy my image of dumb jock action movie stars and deny that rumour."
"I'm sorry to disappoint you, Ms Angelina," Tank joked. "But it's true. I have a Philosophy Doctorate and scored the highest number of points in Australian Mastermind's history."
"And that display with Genet? What was that? You were barely sweating, and she hadn't gone close to striking you. Why did you let her hit you?"
"To end the fight."
"Huh?" Julie asked. "You could have made her tap out or bleed whenever you wanted to."
"Genet would have passed out before she tapped out," Tank matter-of-factly replied. "And she was so enraged that I doubt she would have stopped even if I did hit her and make her bleed."
"So you gave her the victory to prevent her from embarrassing herself?"
"Everybody, including Genet, knows who won the fight," Tank dismissed. "Letting her claim her victory stopped things from escalating."
"You don't care that Genet's claiming that she won?" Tank shrugged. Julie added, "There's no way your instructors taught you to lose on purpose, so where did you learn that 'skill'?"
"Jet Li," Tank replied.
"You're saying that Jet let you win the scripted fight?"
"The script had me winning, yes," Tank admitted. "But Jet and I decided, for realism's sake, we would fight for real. If he defeated me, either the producers could cut the film to make it appear that I won, or we would reshoot the scene and create a fake ending."
"Then how did you learn losing from him?"
"How many fight scenes did Bruce Lee lose?" Tank asked cryptically. "How many has Jackie Chan lost?" He continued, "Jet often plays the bad guy. No matter how many times he proves himself superior to the 'hero', the bad guy has to lose in the end. Jet is prepared to 'take a fall' for his craft. I took a leaf out of his book."
"You're saying this is all an act? That we're in some kind of 'reality' movie or TV show?"
Tank shrugged and answered, "It's as good of an explanation as anything else I've come up with. Providians? Aridians? Spaceships? Regeneration chambers? Becoming hermaphrodites?" Tank faltered. "Yeah, that's when that theory falls apart. My improved dick and new vagina are too realistic to be fake. But I'm certainly not showing all my cards until I have a much better grasp of what the fuck is happening here."
"So, what do we do?" Julie asked despondently. "We've been here over a week, and we still have no idea what's going on or what they want from us."
"All we can do is go along with what they want and wait and see what happens," Tank replied. "Hopefully, we can gain their trust, and they'll allow us more freedom to explore and move around. Maybe if we meet more people, we can ask questions and figure out what they want with us."
At that point, Genet entered the cafeteria and asked Julie to accompany her. She didn't address Tank, only smiling superciliously at him. Tank momentarily thought of smashing her smug face into a wall but chose to let things lie. After all, Genet was the only one not to admit that he'd been playing with her during their fight and could have ended it at any time.
He decided to explore until someone told him he wasn't supposed to be where he was. But, before he could leave the cafeteria, Tenerife walked over to him. Changing tactics, Tank asked, "Do you have any masonry blocks? I couldn't believe how fast and strong I felt when I sparred with Genet. If you do, may I test my strength against them?"
"We can engineer them for you," Tenerife acknowledged. "Return to the dojo, and I'll have some prepared and moved there. Do you mind if some of our scientists observe?"
Playing his role and eager to meet more than those he already had, Tank answered, "Not at all. I'll talk with them afterwards, if you wish."
Tenerife smiled, "I think they'll like that."
By the time Tank entered the dojo, a pile of besser blocks was in the corner. He took several of them and stacked them until they were two deep and chest-high to him against the wall. Seeing what Tank needed, Tenerife ordered more bricks. They arrived as he began warming up.
When Tank earned his black belt in Shotokan Karate, he could easily shatter a single masonry block with his bare fist. Now, he stood before a three-wide, two-deep stack. Tank imagined his fist hitting the padded wall behind the second stack. Then, screaming, "Haiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!!!" Tank drove his right fist at the blocks.
Snatching his busted hand back from where it had smashed into the wall behind its protective pad, Tank gaped at the shattered bricks scattered throughout the dojo. He hadn't felt his fist hitting the bricks, only the jar when his knuckles struck the unyielding Dojo wall. He looked at his hand. 'All my knuckles are broken,' Tank thought, amazed by what had happened. It was like the blocks didn't exist. His fist had passed through them like they were loosely packed packing peanuts and smashed into the hard wall behind the pads as if utterly unimpeded by the concrete blocks.
Hiding his amazement, Tenerife grabbed Tank's wrist and looked despairingly at his shattered knuckles. Pretending to sigh exasperatedly, Tenerife said, "Well, it's back to the regeneration chambers for you. I do wish you'd take better care of yourself!"
Trying to process just what the fuck had happened, Tank uncomplainingly followed Tenerife to the medical wards and climbed into a chamber.
Tank woke up when he heard the hiss from the fans extracting the gas from the regeneration chamber he was recovering from his broken hand in. Opening his eyes, he automatically lifted his right hand to examine his fist. He shook his head in disbelief when he saw that it was healed and with no sign it had ever been hurt.



His cock throbbed as it typically did after he'd been in the chamber. His nipples, which Tank swore were growing, ached in time with his throbbing cock, as did his clit. Tank desperately needed to masturbate and ease some of the sexual tension he felt, but his 'benefactor', Tenerife, had told him to leave his 'new and improved' cock alone until sufficient time had passed for the reattached nerve and blood vessels to heal. Tank wondered why everything except for his cock healed almost instantaneously inside the regeneration chambers. However, it was just another inexplicable phenomenon that Tenerife had failed to explain.
No one greeted him when he got out of the chamber, so putting on the hospital gown he found on a chair beside the chamber, Tank went exploring. After finding nothing but empty corridors that circled back to themselves, he made his way to the dojo. He wanted to examine the bricks to see if they were concrete or something else because he couldn't comprehend how his fist had smashed through two bricks virtually unimpeded and still hit a padded wall with enough force to break his knuckles.
Tank opened the dojo door and stepped inside. Tenerife, Margraine, and Genet were examining the shattered bricks and hadn't noticed Tank's arrival. "I'm telling you," Tenerife insisted. "Tank drove his fist at the top middle block, and both centre blocks exploded as if hit by a sledgehammer. They provided so little resistance that Tank hit the wall behind them so hard he broke all the knuckles in his fist."
"Impossible!" Margraine responded heatedly. "The strength and hand speed required to do that exceeds anything we can produce, let alone a devolved human! Who in their right mind breaks his fist against a reinforced steel wall? The bricks must have been defective, and Tank's knuckles broke when he hit the first block!"
"He would have focused his energy on hitting the padded wall," Genet mused. "If you only concentrate on breaking the brick at the front, you don't drive your fist through it as you should. Typically, that results in an unbroken brick and a broken hand."
"Can you break these bricks?" Tenerife asked Genet.
"Not with a punch," Genet replied. "I could if I used a hand chop on the hollow part of the brick."
Margraine stacked two bricks on their sides, one above the other. "I'm telling you the bricks are defective," Margraine insisted. "I bet if you hit this top brick, both will disintegrate."
Genet looked at Tenerife and asked for confirmation. At his nod, she meditated until she could see the brick breaking and falling apart under her stiffened right hand. She screamed, "Hiiiiiiiiiiii!" and slammed her rigid right hand downwards at the besser block. The sound of concrete breaking filled the dojo. The three Providians looked at the brick Genet had struck. The front wall covering the left side hollow was shattered, and the brick had broken in half. However, the other sides and parts of the block remained undamaged, and it hadn't been smashed into pieces like the ones Tank hit had.
"Ahem," Tank said from behind the three. "That answers my first question. I, too, find it difficult to believe I could have broken two layers of concrete blocks and still hit the wall hard enough to break bones."
"What are you doing here?" Genet snarled as she stalked towards Tank.
"Don't embarrass yourself any more than you already have, Lieutenant Genet," Tenerife soothed. "Nobody told Mister Zaffra he had to remain in the treatment room, his hospital room and the cafeteria only. As long as he doesn't pass through any doors saying military personnel only, he's free to explore."
"What do you mean 'embarrass myself', Major?" Genet almost shrieked. "I beat him fair and square! You saw his lip split and start bleeding."
"I saw him move his block aside and let you hit him," Margraine interjected. "Just the same as everyone else in the dojo did. Even you, if you're honest with yourself. Now, if we're done revealing to Mister Zaffra that we're military and not just scientists, perhaps he will accompany me to an examination ward and consent to me running some tests."
"I'll consent to your examination and tests if you tell me what the fuck is happening here," Tank offered.
Margraine's face and eyes turned ice cold. Then, with her voice heavy with threat, she said, "I phrased it as a request, but it wasn't. You will accompany me to examination room 1. In there, I will take blood and tissue samples and compare them to those we took when you first came on board."
"When you kidnapped me from my limo, you mean?"
If possible, Margraine's eyes and mien turned even more wintry. "Call it what you will, but you will accompany me."
"And if I won't?" Tank asked as he turned his stony eyes to the woman.
Margraine patted beside her left breast, where Tank assumed she had a handgun in a shoulder holster. "I'll make you," she said flatly as if she wanted Tank to defy her.
"Too close," Tank said dismissively.
"For what?" Margraine sneered, itching to pull her pistol out and shove it in Tank's face.
"To get your gun out before I break your neck," Tank said levelly.
It was more Tank's 'dead fish eyes' than the cold, emotionless way he spoke that made Margraine hesitate. Torn between calling his bluff and fearing it wasn't one, Margraine's mouth worked silently several times before she spluttered and took a breath. She reached for her gun, but before her hand even got close, Tank had her elbow squeezed painfully.
"Lieutenant Margraine, enough!" Tenerife barked. "Mister Zaffra is a guest, not our prisoner. You will treat him with more respect."
"Not much of a guest when I was brought here without my consent or knowledge and when I'm guarded, followed wherever I go, and unable to leave," Tank muttered, giving Margraine's 'funny bone' another painful squeeze before releasing her. He turned to Tenerife, "I'm but one person, and I'm sure there are many more of you than just you three, so I'm sure you can indeed force me to comply with your wishes. But wouldn't it be better to have a complaisant test subject rather than having to compel me to obey you physically? If my modest request is not met, then I will ensure that taking your samples will be a very painful experience for whomever you send to get them."
"Or, we could shoot you full of tranquilisers, keep you bound and helpless, and take whatever the fuck we want," Genet snarled.
"And you better pray to whatever greater beings you believe in that I never get free," Tank riposted. "Because if I do, I will go on a rampage through this ship or facility or whatever the fuck it is." He glared at Genet and Margraine. "Make your move, bitches," he snarled. "I have no problems beating the shit out of a woman."
Neither woman moved, so Tank turned to Tenerife. "Major, I believe that you're running experiments on Julie and me. I'd like to know why and what you hope to achieve. You can prattle about 'giving us back what nature and evolution have taken away', but we both know that if being hermaphrodite was an evolutionary advantage, human beings would not have adapted away from being them. I'd also like to know what the fuck was in that sleeping chamber last night that caused me so much pain."
Margraine, Genet, and Tenerife exchanged shocked glances. Margraine was about to snarl something, but Tenerife shut her down with a head shake. He looked steadily at Tank. "If I agree to be more forthcoming, will you allow Margraine to take her samples and run her tests?"
Tank shook his head. Anger flared in Tenerife's eyes briefly before he brought it under control. Tank knew Tenerife would unleash the dogs if he didn't offer at least something. "I will allow anyone but Lieutenant Margraine to take whatever is necessary so you can run your analyses. But the next time she threatens me, she dies."
"You're in no position to refuse or make threats," Genet growled. "Major, let me shoot him with a tranquilliser gun. Then, I'll strap him to a bed and take whatever we want. We'll want brain, spine, and internal organ samples at some stage anyway, so why not take them now?"
Tank prepared himself to attack. He had no illusions that he could escape, but if he was going down, he would take as many of these Providians with him as he could, starting with the two lieutenants and one Major before him.
Tenerife didn't reply immediately, so Tank thought his 'goose was cooked'. But before he could attack, Tenerife said, "No. I believe having Mister Zaffra's willing cooperation will yield better results than restraining him and taking the samples we need." He turned to Tank, "Your belligerence is unbecoming, Tank. Surely there was a more productive and less confrontational way to achieve your goals?"
"Just testing to see where the limits are," Tank admitted genially. "I don't know what's going on here, but I don't like it. Say what you will, but this has worked because I know more than I knew before initiating this confrontation. I know we're not 'guests' but prisoners. I know you're conducting experiments on us, and I know you'll force your experiments on us if we try to refuse.
"What I need to know is why. Why have you returned after so many millennia away? Are we a planet seeded by your forebears, or are we merely a compatible race you can try your chemical enhancements on and test if they're safe for you to use? Begin to answer these questions for me, and I'll cooperate with your scientists. If not," Tank shrugged, and his demeanour turned stony again. "I guess we'll find out if I'm bluffing or not, won't we?"
"Walk with me, and I will answer what I can," Tenerife replied. "You must understand that much of which you asked is under the umbrella of 'military secrets' and 'need to know'. Unfortunately, the only thing you 'need to know' is that you're right. We will conduct our experiments and take our test samples by force if we have to. I'd prefer we didn't 'have to'."
Tenerife guided Tank to a different but similar research lab to the one Tank had left earlier. Another startlingly beautiful woman, wearing the same type of jumpsuit and lab coat that Margraine typically wore, sat on a stool examining something under a microscope.
"Tank, Anan. Anan, meet our friend and willing test subject, Tank. Tank, I trust I can leave you with Anan without needing to resort to calling a guard?"
Tank shook his head, "You promised me some answers, Major. I'm holding you to that promise."
Tenerife vaguely grinned before sitting on a stool. Tank sat beside him as Anan prepared needles and syringes to take some of Tank's blood. Tenerife thought of what he could safely tell his recalcitrant test subject that wouldn't get him in trouble with his superiors. He sighed, "Okay," he began. "You may have guessed our war against the Aridians is not going as well as I indicated it was. In fact, we were forced to abandon our entire planetary system and flee into the cosmos in spaceships like these. Our home planet, Providia, was destroyed not long after we escaped."
Tank listened as Anan gathered blood and tissue samples. It didn't take long, and then he walked with Tenerife towards the cafeteria. Asking for a beer, he sat with the Major as he filled in some of the gaps in Tank's knowledge.
"Much like you Earthlings, our planet was hopelessly divided along racial and religious lines," Tenerife continued. "Even in the face of an overwhelmingly powerful common enemy, we didn't unite to fight back until it was too late. Even then, the only thing our various countries cooperated on was building these spaceships to flee in. We used our databases to search for planets suited to our physiology that we could inhabit. Then, trying to ensure at least some of our people's survival, we left Providia in several directions--each ship, or group of ships, searching the cosmos for a planet capable of sustaining their lives.
"We've colonised many planets since then, and every time we think we're safe, the Aridian slavers find us, and we're forced to flee again. We've been on this ship, and the others like her, trying to find another hospitable planet to colonise for nearly five thousand years."
Tank interrupted, "You're telling me you and the others are over five thousand years old?"
"Some of us, yes," Tenerife admitted. "A few of our senior leaders were amongst those who left Providia. We've built our population back up to almost three million since we fled Proxima Centauri b, as you humans call it. We found some hints in our databanks that one of our ships came to Earth, and we followed those clues, hoping to discover a thriving planet of Providians.
"Unfortunately, it seems only one ship of approximately ten thousand travellers survived the trip from Providia. It crash-landed in what was called Mesopotamia. The ship was destroyed on impact, leaving very few survivors. You and Ms Angelina are descendants of those few survivors. Well, the entire human race is. But it also appears that the original Providians crossbred with some indigenous humanoid species, including Neanderthals."
Tenerife stared at Tank intently, "Most of you humans are more purely Providian than crossbreeds. Others have Neanderthal DNA submerged within their genetic core. You and Ms Angelina are two who do. Those with enough Neanderthal DNA still mixed in their genetic codes are stronger and faster than those without." Tenerife sat back as Tank got another beer. When Tank sat opposite him again, he asked, "Questions?"
"Too many to elucidate now," Tank stated. "You've given me much to think about. I do have an immediate question, though. "What is the gas you subject me to every night?"
Tenerife coloured as he hesitated to answer. Tank thought he'd refuse to reply, but Tenerife exhaled slowly before saying, "Mainly, it's what I told you it was, the chemicals you need to regenerate what evolution took away from you."
"And the rest?"
Tenerife sighed again, "Super soldiers," he admitted. "Your reactions, strength and speed, despite your species' protracted withdrawal from nature, are extraordinary. We believe that breaking two layers of concrete blocks will be only a minor accomplishment once we've returned your strength to pre-evolution levels and added the improvements our chemicals give you. We hope. No, we know that if you grow to what we think you will, you can go toe-to-toe with an Aridian slaver, and we might finally be able to turn and face our persecutors with a chance to win.
"The chemicals are stripping back years of devolution and returning you to what we were before the Aridians destroyed our planet and chased us into the stars. Thousands of years in spaceships, fleeing across the galaxies, haven't been kind to our physiology either. We're less than we were; even when we weren't, we couldn't fight the Aridians successfully. And no matter what we've done, we've been unable to match the Aridian's technology.
"We're fleeing, trying to survive, fighting to escape, and running again. Soon, there'll be nowhere to run because every direction we go will be towards more of them."
"Okay," Tank answered, his mind reeling as he tried to decipher what Tenerife had told him. "I need to think my way through everything you've said. One last question for tonight. Why can't I use my cock? No more bullshit about needing time for nerves etc. to mend. The regeneration chambers fix everything, am I expected to believe it can't fix enlarged dicks?"
"Too fucking smart for our good," Tenerife muttered before looking into Tank's eyes. "Providians are incredibly fertile. We have to be because it's the only way we've survived this long. We're afraid that your sperm is strong enough to impregnate us despite any chemical or other protection we may have. We're scared the offspring might be mutant due to the changes we've made to your DNA and it being incompatible with ours, and we're not prepared to take the risk."
"Julie?"
Tenerife muttered again before saying, "The chemicals took with her and Ms Angelina's male parts are infertile."
Tank thought that through carefully because it seemed Tenerife was leaving an important piece of information out. "But her female parts work. You wish to impregnate her." He thought more. "You're trying to impregnate me." His brain flicked through possibilities. "Why aren't you afraid that the offspring from our wombs won't be mutant?"
"We're way above my pay grade to answer," the Major replied, suddenly standing. "I'm probably already facing a court martial for revealing what I have." He walked swiftly away, leaving Tank with more questions than he started with.
Knowing he was better off thinking about virtually anything else and letting his subconscious work on the problem, Tank ordered a sirloin steak cooked rare and served with a salad, chips and mushroom sauce. He got another beer and sat back down. He wondered if there were any books he could read, but Julie entered the cafeteria before he could fully formulate that thought. She looked around and, happy to see him, walked over and sat at Tank's table.
"Where have you been?" She asked. "I haven't seen you since..." she stopped. "Hmm, this morning, I guess. But with only artificial light and no clocks, I have no idea what time it is." She stood and ordered the grilled fish with a garden salad, no dressing, and a glass of white wine before rejoining Tank.
Tank grinned and said, "I've been doing my best impression of a lab rat and getting poked, prodded and tested all day."
"Oh," Julie replied. "Me, too. Genet told me I am twenty per cent stronger than I was when they brought me here. My reactions are faster, too." Then she frowned. "I've put on almost ten kilos, though. Strange, because I don't feel any heavier. But it's hard to say, given all we wear are these stupid hospital gowns."
"At least yours closes at the back," Tank joked. "I walk around showing my fat ass to everyone."
Julie coloured bright red, "I don't think it's fat. Toned and muscular is what I'd say."
"Did Genet say if you could use your pussy?" Tank dropped in, trying to appear casual. Sitting close to his favourite celebrity crush when she was virtually naked and barely covered by a thin hospital gown meant that Tank was constantly fighting away an erection. To add to that, he hadn't had any sexual relief since Margraine had licked his freshly created clit and slit.
Julie blushed a deeper red, and her eyes hit the tabletop. "No," she answered. Her eyes flicked up to meet Tank's briefly. If it was possible, her red cheeks darkened further, "Genet has been teaching me... other ways to... umm..." Julie stumbled to a stop.
"To do what?" Tank teased as he chuckled at Ms Angelina's discomfort.
"Get relief," Julie whispered. "I'm so fucking horny all the time." Her eyes flicked up to Tank's and back down again. "Having your sexy ass parading around me all the time isn't helping."
She stood and fled.
Tank watched Julie's rapidly departing ass and sighed. 'I've never been much good at reading signals,' he thought mournfully. 'But I'm pretty sure that Ms Angelina is as hot for me as I am for her, so why doesn't she say anything?' His subconscious supplied an answer, "Because you act as cool around her as she does around you. She doesn't think you're interested. Next time, let her see you have a boner.' Realising he was about to argue with himself, Tank finished his beer and set off to explore.
Unfortunately, Anan cornered him as soon as he stepped through the cafeteria door. "Mister Zaffra," she said cheerily. "I was just coming to get you."
"More tests?" Tank said resignedly.
"Yes," Anan agreed. "Physical ones this time, though. We didn't ask you to take any physical tests when you first came on board, and even though you've undergone some treatments, we'd like to see where you're at now so we have something to compare to as you progress."



"Do I have a choice?" He queried.
Anan's smile faltered before she quickly replaced it. "Well, of course, you do, silly. You're not a prisoner."
"And if I say 'no'?" Tank asked
"I'd imagine Genet will find you," Anan replied honestly. "She's looking for an excuse to confront you again."
"Maybe I should accommodate her," Tank said levelly. "Perhaps if I had smashed her smug face instead of letting her hit me, she wouldn't be a problem now." He sighed heavily, "So, you mean 'No, Tank. You have no choice,' right?"
Anan shrugged before saying, "Shall we?"
He didn't answer as he gestured for Anan to lead the way. "Tell me," Tank asked as he followed the researcher's sexily swaying ass down the corridor. "What chance am I and Ms Angelina of leaving this ship alive?"
Anan stopped and sighed. She looked around nervously and said, "Look, Mister Zaffra..."
"Tank."
"Tank," Anan continued. "I'm just a lowly researcher. Those kinds of questions are answered well above my pay grade. What I will say is that cooperating delays the day they decide to dissect you and try to discover what changes reintroducing our DNA and adding growth and strengthening hormones have made to your brain and body. Cause too much trouble, and Margraine will shoot you full of tranquilliser and probably start dissecting before you're dead."
She looked at Tank intently before she leaned closer, Anan's sizeable cock shifted and lengthened, and her nipples tented her jumpsuit. She let her fingers play across Tank's sizeable penis and down onto his clitoris and whispered, "Besides, you must at least wonder what it's like to use this magnificent thing," she gripped his swiftly hardening cock, "and how it feels to have a nice womanly cock sliding into your slippery cunt as her powerful pubis presses against your throbbing clit." Anan's hand rubbed his throbbing clitoris deliciously as her fingers pressed against his swiftly flooding pussy.
Tank froze initially, allowing Anan to stride away before he could react. A little further down the corridor, she opened a door that led into a functionally equipped gym. It didn't have the full set of equipment an upmarket suburban gym held, but it had everything necessary to run strength and endurance tests.
Anan indicated the treadmill first. "I want to test your oxygen uptake and how efficiently your body converts it into energy first. In the cubbyholes on the wall, you'll find some shorts and sneakers to run in. Put them on and wait by the mask beside the treadmill."
Tank quickly complied, and after Anan had finished entering his details into the computer, she came over and helped Tank put the mask on. Anan examined the fit and adjusted the straps until the mask sat securely sealed on Tank's face. She turned the treadmill on and told Tank to start walking.
When he began to, Anan explained, "There is a number of sensors fitted to this mask. They let me read how much air you're breathing in, its oxygen percentage, and how much oxygen is unused when you exhale. From there, I can calculate your max VO2 and estimate your fitness. It would have been best if we'd done these tests before we placed you in the regeneration tanks, but we'll still have an idea of your improvement because you've only just begun exercising." Anan continued, "I don't suppose you've had this test done before?"
"Yes," Tank replied. "But not since I was a teenager." He didn't expand that the test was done when he was at the Australian Institute of Sport training for the 1984 Los Angeles Olympics.
"Oh?" Anan asked. "Do you remember what the result was?"
"70 ml/kg/min," Tank replied without further commentary.
"That's elite," Anan observed, impressed despite herself.
Tank shrugged without answering and continued jogging.
Anan slowly increased the treadmill's speed until she maxed out Tank's ability to run aerobically. He'd been running at close to four minutes per mile for nearly three miles (two minutes thirty seconds per kilometre. Five kilometres) when he finally exceeded his body's ability to hold that speed without going into oxygen debt. That speed was above world record pace, if only Anan and Tank had realised it. The researcher hid her amazement as she measured Tank's increasing debt. It took almost another two miles (3.2 km) before Tank had to step off the treadmill when the lactic acid build-up in his legs meant they refused to operate.
Anan offered Tank an electrolyte drink after she'd helped him out of the mask. "Impressive," she stated as she hid the arousal that Tank's broad, hairy, muscular chest and well-defined abdominal muscles caused in her. With their extra X chromosome, masculine-presenting Providians' bodies were typically almost as hairless as the feminine-presenting ones. Tank's blatant masculinity had Anan's libido sparking and fizzing like a downed powerline.
"Get back on the treadmill," Anan suggested. "Walking will help alleviate the lactic acid quicker than standing still."
Sipping his drink, Tank complied. He watched Anan move around the gym, entering data into a touchpad and setting up the next test. He could hear her computer dinging as it received the transmitted data. Tank admired Anan's tight ass and high, firm breasts as she moved.
He didn't miss that her nipples tented her jumpsuit's front. Nor did her cock's bulge escape his eyes or thoughts. Tank was shocked when he realised he was stiffening himself when he recalled allowing Margraine's throbbing penis into his mouth. The remembered taste of her ejaculate caused his nipples, glans and clitoris to throb. He hoped that Anan would mistake the arousal flowing from his new vagina for sweat from his run.
"Do you do weights?" Anan asked.
"Yes," Tank acknowledged. "But I no longer do them to add muscle. I only use them to keep myself toned to look good on film."
"How much can you deadlift?" Anan inquired.
"At my peak?" Tank asked. "250 kg (550 lbs). Now, I usually put on 200 kg (440 lbs) and do five repetitions of ten lifts."
"Let's start at 220 kg (485 lbs)," Anan suggested. "If that's okay, we'll increase the weight until we find your maximum."
Setting himself correctly, Tank gripped the bars, raised his eyes, and lifted with his thighs. The weights came up so quickly and easily that he almost continued into a lift and snatch. Amazed by his apparent power, Tank lowered the bar back to the floor. He checked the weights, confirming they were what Anan had said.
"Too light?" Anan unnecessarily said. "Two-fifty?"
"Three hundred," Tank countered.
300 kg was fifty more than Tank had ever lifted before. However, he was confident in his ability to read what his body could do, and he thought 300 kg was easily within his capabilities. He helped Anan add the extra weight. They double-checked and agreed the bar now held 300 kg.
Tank retook his stance, focused his energy on his back, legs and arms, and straightened up. The three-hundred-kilogram weight bar lifted effortlessly off the floor. They added another fifty kilograms. It, too, came up off the floor with little effort. Four hundred quickly followed three-fifty and four-fifty after that. It was only at 500 kg (1100 lbs) that Tank struggled with the lift. He would have tried more, but the gym held no more weights to add.
"Enough for today," Ana decided. "Tomorrow, we'll repeat the VO2 test and try some bench presses."
Anan was bent over her keyboard, waving her taut, shapely ass back and forth as she entered the data and her notes into the computer. Tank's libido was sparking off the charts, and he could no longer contain it. Stepping up against the gorgeous researcher's bottom, Tank ground his enormous throbbing cock in Anan's ass crack and reached around her body to cup her high, firm, apple-sized breasts. Anan didn't complain or resist. Instead, she moaned softly and pushed her tight buns back at Tank's probing penis.
Tank's fingers found Anan's jumpsuit zipper. He pulled it partially down and waited for Anan's reaction. Anan lifted her upper body and arched her back. Her hand reached back and held Tank's head. Tank lowered the zipper as far as it would go and peeled the jumpsuit off Anan's shoulders. Anan wriggled her hips, dropping the suit to her ankles. She stepped out of them. Naked, she pressed her gorgeous ass back at Tank's rock-hard tool.
Moaning with unrequited need, Tank bent and moved his hips away from Anan's bottom. He quickly pulled his pants down and thrust his hips forward, hoping to spear into Anan's heated wetness. He momentarily felt Anna's quivering entrance against his massive, purple-headed cock before she spun away.
"We're under strict orders not to allow you to fuck us, Tank," Anan regretfully informed him. "I can fuck or blow you, if you'd like?"
"Blow first," Tank pleaded. "Maybe the other later."
Anan asked archly, "What about me?" as she pressed her body against Tank's. "Don't I deserve some release, too?"
Tank was significantly taller than the beautiful researcher, so he felt Anan's throbbingly stiff cock push against his hefty balls as she pressed herself against him. Then, she moved back and bent her knees, and as she straightened, Anan's cock slid up between Tank's parted thighs and under his tight ball sack. He felt its tip lightly touching his pussy's entrance. Anan almost purred as she lifted onto her toes, pushing her cock's tip slightly into Tank's virgin cunt. Then, Anan's delicate hands cupped Tank's powerful pecs, and her thumbs strummed lightly over his overly sensitive nipples.
Anan dropped and lifted onto her toes again, and her cock's tip entered a little deeper into Tank. Then, Anan bent her head and nipped Tank's nipple. The illicit eroticism and naughtiness of being fucked by a beautiful woman with a cock overcame Tank's social conditioning, and he dropped to his knees. Taking Anan's erotically throbbing member in his hand, Tank fed it into his suddenly willing mouth.
"Hmm," Anan moaned. "That's good. But I want to fuck you, so lie face down on the desk."
Tank's conscious, conservative mind wanted to object. It demanded that if there was any fucking to be done, then he'd be doing it. Unfortunately, the horny little slut that lurks in virtually every man's subconscious mind screamed, "Do it! You know you want to!" He stood, moved closer to the desk and bent over.
"Back away from the desk, or you'll be banging your cock against it," Anan advised. "Spread your legs wider and bend your knees."
Anan slapped his ass, much as Tank had done to numerous women before. He almost laughed at himself for the juxtaposition of his typical position, but before he could, Anan lined her thick 7-inch cock with his dripping pussy and shoved it firmly inside. Anan's enlarged cock's head hit Tank's virgin G-spot, and Tank moaned as previously unfelt sensations swirled through his body and into his querying mind.
"Good," he gasped. "That feels good. Oh, damn, does that feel good!" Tank tentatively pushed his ass back to meet Anan's next thrust, and pleasure exploded inside his grasping cunt. "Harder," Tank demanded. "Fuck me harder."
"You'll take what you're given!" Anan snarled as she gripped Tank's shoulders and bent her knees so she could increase the upward angle of her thrust. Her muscly abdomen smacked into Tank's tight ass. Every time it did, her balls swung forward and slapped Tank's clit.
The changed angle brought Anan's glans into contact with Tank's G-spot for a longer time. Anan increased the strength and speed of her thrusts, and she felt Tank's orgasm peak speed toward him. Taking her right hand off his shoulder, Anan spanked Tank's right ass cheek and growled, "Tell me how much you love me fucking you, slut! Tell me you adore having my big cock in your slutty cunt!"
Tank, whose mind was shorted entirely out, began babbling as Anan powered her thick cock in and out of his drooling pussy. "Fuck me, Mistress. Fuck your horny little slut. Your slut loves your massive cock in his slutty cunt. He wants you to fuck him and fill his cunt with your cum."
Anan could have let herself go then, but she wanted Tank to climax before she did. She stretched her arms around Tank's massive chest and pinched his nipples. "Shame you don't have tits for me to maul, slut," she snarled. "If you want me to do you regularly, you'll have to grow some for me." She released a nipple and spanked Tank as she slammed into him again.
The sudden implanted image of having Anan mauling his breasts smashed Tank's remaining moral restraints apart. He groaned deep down in his massive chest, jerked, moaned, shuddered, jerked again and then spat cum from his enormous cock as pussy fluids gushed from his cock-filled pussy.
Grinning delightedly, Anan smacked Tank's ass again before short-hunching several more times. Then, pulling all but the tip of her thick 7-inch, she slammed into him and held still. Anan shivered as her cock viciously spat semen into Tank's no longer virgin pussy. She pulled back a little and jammed back in. Her cock spat again, adding to the copious amount of fluid already leaking back out of her lover's cunt. Anan short-hunched twice more before her climax ran its course, and her cock slowly deflated.
Anan stepped back, her wilted cock a pussy fluid and semen-covered disgrace. "Kneel and clean me," she demanded as she sat on her office chair, exhausted.
Tank hesitatingly knelt before the beautiful researcher. 'You've gone down on a woman when you didn't get her there before you," he told himself. "This is no different." It was, though. He'd never cleaned cum and pussy juice from a cock before. Tank wrapped his hand around Anan's floppy shaft and lowered his mouth onto it. Experimentally sticking his tongue out, he tasted the secretions slathered on Anan's cock. 'Not too bad,' he thought, opening his mouth wider and accepting Anan inside.
Tank bobbed his head from Anan's glans to his wrapped fist. When his lips hit his fist, Tank sucked the smeared cum and pussy juice from it. Before too long, Tank felt Anan's cock grow in his mouth and fist. She groaned and placed a hand on the back of his head. Holding Tank still, Anan tried to force more of her shaft into Tank's mouth. He tried to resist, but Anan growled, "Suck, bitch," and somehow, Tank's resistance faded, and he slid his clenched fist lower as he sucked Anan deeper.
Although Tank was a novice cock sucker, he'd been with many women who had struggled to accept more than the first three or four inches of his lengthy cock into their mouths. He was, therefore, surprised when Anan's thickened and hardened penis slid past his gag reflex and down his throat without a problem.
"Another improvement to your physiology," Anan smugly announced as she began face fucking Tank. "Your gag reflex no longer reacts to penises."
Once again, Tank found the juxtaposition of his and his lover's positions strangely erotic and exciting. Ignoring Tenerife's prohibition, Tank took his massively throbbing member in his hand and tugged it vigorously as he enjoyed Anan's thrusting cock. His left hand unawarely moved from Anan's hip to cup her ripe-plum balls. His fingers felt her wetness, and he remembered Anan had a pussy, too. He pressed his thumb against her clit, slid his forefinger into her vulva and stimulated her G-spot.
Anan moaned a warble that started guttural and ended in an almost comical screech. Her entire body shook before her muscles locked. A series of deep grunts followed her comical screech as she ejaculated into Tank's almost willing mouth. When she shuddered a final time, dribbling what little was left in her balls into Tank, Anan staggered back and sat down heavily. Tank didn't know what to do with the pool of cum in his reluctant mouth. But not seeing anywhere to spit it, he grimaced and swallowed.
"Pretty good, Mister Zaffra," Anan panted. "Get me hard, and I'll do your ass next."
"Yeah, not ready for that," Tank mumbled as the guilt kicked in. 'Does doing that make me a fag?' He wondered. Tank worked in Hollywood and therefore, worked with a lot of gays and lesbians. He wasn't homophobic in any way, but he'd never even masturbated to tranny porn before. It wasn't that he was against gays, it was that Tank had never contemplated touching a dick other than his own, and he certainly never thought he'd suck or be fucked by one.
Anan laughed amusedly at Tank's refusal before saying, "That's it for today. There are showers behind you through that door. Drop your shorts and runners down the laundry shoot, and I'll see you tomorrow for more tests." She turned away, put her jumpsuit back on, and sat before her computer.
Knowing he'd been about as summarily dismissed as he'd ever been, Tank picked up his sweaty shorts and did as instructed. The gym was empty after he'd showered, so Tank made his way back to the cafeteria. He wasn't hungry, but he hoped to see Julie again. Tank wasn't sure if it was emasculated that he felt, but he wanted some reassurance from the gorgeous Hollywood A-list actress that he wasn't suddenly a cock hound.
He asked for a pot of tea and a couple of cups and sat, waiting for Julie. Thirty minutes later, Tank finished the pot without a sign of Ms Angelina. Disappointed, he considered whether to return to his hospital room or go to the gym and exercise his frustrations away. 'The gym,' Tank decided. 'I don't know if I could stand it if they put that fucking tent around me and forced more of that gas into me again.'
He stood, intending to follow through on his thought. Unfortunately, before he could exit the cafeteria, Margraine and Genet entered. This time, they were accompanied by a 'full-bird' colonel instead of Major Tenerife. He watched them warily as they searched the cafeteria for him. When they saw him, and knowing something was up, Tank schooled his thoughts and put a slight smile on his face. "A 'full-bird' colonel? To what do I owe this rather dubious honour?"
The three officers marched in step toward him, but as they drew close, Genet and Margraine moved apart until it was impossible for Tank to see them both as he looked at the colonel.
"I'm Colonel Tangran," the newcomer stated with military stiffness and correctness. "You will accompany me to your room without complaint or delay."
"What happened to Major Tenerife?" Tank asked, ignoring the colonel's demand.
"That is none of your concern," Genet hissed from Tank's left.
"Oh, but it is," Tank drawled. "You see, I at least partially trust him. You two bitches, I do not trust at all."
"You will accompany me to your room without complaint or delay," Colonel Tangran repeated.
"Is that a wind-up toy?" Tank said disparagingly. "Does it say anything else?"
"You will accompany me to your room without complaint or delay," Colonel Tangran said again.
"Obviously not," Tank shrugged.
"I am a superior officer," Tangram barked. "You will obey me!"
"I've got news for you, sport," Tank sneered. "I'm not in your fucking army."
"You will obey...!" Genet started to snarl before Tank interrupted.
"Or what?"
"I will make you..."
"You couldn't make me put on a parker in a snowstorm," Tank contemptuously spat.
"I will make you..." Genet started again.
Needling her, Tank sneered, "You couldn't last time."
"Maybe you're immune to personal threats, Mister Zaffra," Margraine stated from Tank's right. "But I'm sure if we bring Ms Angelina in here and start hurting her, your opinion will change."
"Initially, yes," Tank agreed, flexing his broad shoulders showily. "But then I'll remember that you've stated we're both dead anyway and figure I might as well take as many of you with me as I can." He turned his eyes to the colonel. "If Julie is hurt in any way, then all bets are off, and we'll discover just how many of you it takes to bring me down."
The colonel reached for his sidearm attached to his left hip. Before he'd even undone the button on the strap holding the pistol in place, Tank had crossed and grabbed his elbow. Digging his fingers into Tangran's ulna nerve, Tank put his face beside his ear, "You really don't want to do that." He snarled. "If you're going to pull a damned gun out to shoot me, you'd better be at least twenty-one feet away when you start."



"That's enough," Tenerife barked from the cafeteria door. "Colonel, lieutenants, stand down."
Tank released Tangran and stepped back. He turned his eyes to glare at Margraine, who had her gun drawn. "You'd better hit something that kills me," he snarled. "You won't get a second chance."
"This is a forty-five," Margraine shrugged. "Right eye will do it."
"Lieutenant Margraine, you will stand down and holster your gun," Tenerife commanded as he quickly crossed to the officers. "Tank, stop provoking them. You know we still need more from you, and they won't kill you until we get it. Ms Angelina, on the other hand, has given us pretty much everything we want, and we can easily dispose of her. However, your cooperation and help ensure her continued life."
Ignoring Major Tenerife, Genet said, "Colonel?"
"Out ranks me everywhere except the research labs and divisions," Tenerife said authoritatively. "Here, I rule. Colonel, you will stand down and return to your duties elsewhere on this ship."
"As you command, Sir," Colonel Tangran saluted, turned on his heel and left.
"Lieutenants Genet and Margraine, you will march to my office and wait for me there." The pair hesitated until Tenerife barked, "Move!"
Straightening to attention, Margraine and Genet saluted, turned and marched out.
Muttering about subordinates trying to go above his head, Tenerife turned to Tank, "Why do you insist on antagonising Lieutenants Genet and Margraine?"
Tank shrugged, "I'm bored." Then a wolfish grin crossed his face, "Besides, pissing them off is so easy."
"You promised me cooperation," Tenerife said exasperatedly.
Tank repeated his shrug, "And you promised me answers."
"Let this be your answer for tonight," Tenerife matter-of-factly said. "My superiors are split on your usefulness. Some, such as those who have seen recordings of your fight with Genet and your block-destroying effort, believe you can be the first of the super soldiers we need to guarantee our survival against the Aridian slavers. The others, who like Genet, don't think you're anything special, want to kill you, harvest your DNA from your dead body and use it to make clones we can control." He continued, "I'm in the former group for now. But, continue to defy me and my staff, and I will wash my hands of you and give you to the latter group."
Tank sifted that carefully, looking for the underlying meaning. "You're saying there is now a chance I can survive these experiments?"
"Too fucking smart," the major muttered. "Yes. I have the generals almost convinced we should use your DNA and physiology as a blueprint to search Earth for others like you. If we can recruit an army of at least one hundred thousand like you, we can fight the slavers successfully instead of having to flee every time. Three hundred thousand, and we might be able to take the fight to them."
"A lofty goal," Tank acknowledged. "I need to understand why this is so important to you, but for now, you have my cooperation."
"You will return to your room and allow the tent to be put in place and the regeneration and genetic improvement chemicals to be used on you?" Tank nodded, and Tenerife sympathetically said, "It's going to hurt like a bitch. Especially if you continue fighting it as you do."
They walked towards Tank's room. Around halfway there, Tank stopped and said, "Not Margraine. I don't trust that bitch."
"Genet?"
"Is a good soldier serving her people to the best of her ability. I'm guessing she's won every fight she's been in, so she thinks she's better than everyone?" Tenerife agreed. Tank continued, "So, smug, arrogant, smarter than most..."
Tenerife clarified, "Top of every class in every discipline in her cadet year. Set many records for fighting, strength and endurance."
"I'll smack her around for a while," Tank offered. "Turn her into a decent human... ahh... Providian being."
"You're not frightened of her shooting you?"
"With a tranq, yes. With a bullet? No. Not unless you or someone who outranks you tells her to. Margraine, however, I do not trust to tell me a damned thing truthfully. If this were an Earth Army in a John Woo action movie, I'd suspect she was working for the enemy."
Tenerife didn't understand the reference but caught the inference, so he nodded before stopping and allowing Tank into his hospital room first. Tenerife was right on at least a few things--the tent was ready, Margraine and Genet were absent, with Anan filling in, and the gas hurt like a bitch.
The night passed uneventfully. Tank woke after the chemical gas had been extracted and the tent removed and then managed to fall back asleep and sleep soundly. When he awoke, he found the black Gi hung on a hook beside the door. He put it on and walked to the cafeteria, where he found Julie waiting. Ordering coffee and a plate of bacon and eggs, Tank sat opposite the beautiful actress. His beverage and food arrived quickly. Julie sipped coffee and watched Tank interestedly as he ate.
"I had yoghurt and fruit," she stated, seemingly randomly. Tank met her gaze and raised an eyebrow to indicate he wanted to know why she said that. Angela pointed at his food. "We're on an alien ship orbiting Earth, right?" Tank nodded his agreement. "We'd need to be orbiting beyond Earth's ring of satellites designed to look for incoming missiles or approaching meteors, right?"
"Either that or this ship needs some kind of cloaking device that renders it invisible to Earth's technology," Tank offered.
"So, Mister PhD, where did the bacon and eggs come from for your breakfast? Where did the yoghurt and fruit come from for mine? Why can I read the menu even though I know it's not written in English? How is it that these 'Providians' speak perfect English? Or are they? Are they speaking Providian, and we're somehow understanding them?"
Chagrined, Tank slapped his forehead. "Not only do I not know the answer to those questions, I didn't even think to ask them!" He said.
Tenerife, Margraine and Genet entered the cafeteria before Tank could consider Julie's well-thought-out questions.
"Are you going to argue and fight when I say it's time for your morning exercise routine?" Tenerife asked, expecting Tank to resist, even if it was just to wind up his two lieutenants again.
"I thought I might surprise you and just go along," Tank grinned. "However, can we get a thirty-minute raincheck? I've just finished eating."
"No!" Genet and Margraine snarled as Tenerife said, "Of course. Because you don't have timepieces, we will return in thirty minutes."
Baiting Genet, Tank said, "Don't be so eager to get your ass kicked again."
"You never hit me even once!" Genet screeched as Tenerife rolled his eyes. "I split your lip. You lost!"
"A rematch, then?" Tank offered. "Weapons this time? I saw staffs in the weapons cradle."
"To the death!" Genet almost howled.
Mocking her, Tank unconcernedly said, "I never thought you were suicidal."
"Enough!" Tenerife barked. "Lieutenant Genet, you will control yourself. Tank, you agreed to cooperate!"
Tank defended himself, "I am."
Looking like he had a headache developing, Tenerife rubbed his forehead and said, "Wooden staffs. First to hit something other than hands wins. Full protection will be worn."
"No!" Tank and Genet emphasised. Tank continued, "Pain tolerance has as much to do with winning fights as skill does."
Shaking his head frustratedly, Tenerife escorted the two lieutenants from the cafeteria.
"Why do you bait those two so much?" Julie asked.
Tank shrugged. "To keep them off balance and fixated on me, which keeps their attention away from you."
Julie bluntly asked, "Why do you care?"
"We have a movie to make," Tank grinned.
Julie blushed beautifully red, "You just want to do the love scene," she teased.
"Who wouldn't?" Tank responded.
"Tom Cruise," Julie joked.
"You don't put any credence in the jealous ramblings of those who say he's gay, do you?" Tank asked.
"I have no idea," Julie shrugged. "Who cares, anyway? He's still one of the best actors of our generation."
"Yeah, The Academy seems to have it in for him, given he's never received an Oscar."
They chatted amiably until Tenerife returned to take them to the dojo. Julie detoured to change into her white Gi. Tank followed Tenerife and stepped inside when he opened the door. To Tank's surprise, Margraine and Genet were dressed in multi-coloured Gis, waiting for him. He covertly admired their large, firm breasts and surreptitiously examined their bulging cocks. 'Margraine's is slightly longer than Genet's,' Tank thought, which made him realise that Julie's 'acquired penis' hadn't shown yesterday. She entered the dojo, and Tank saw that it didn't show today, either.
Tank ignored the two Providian women and addressed Julie. After ensuring she was ready, Tank slowly moved through the Tai Chi Katas to warm up. After two slow cycles, he began increasing the speed of the stance shifts until they drew close to fighting speed. To his surprise, Julie had improved markedly since their last session. That Genet could also follow effortlessly wasn't a surprise. That Margraine was equally as adept was. Tank believed that Margraine preferred weapons to hand-to-hand combat, but he recognised that she was no slouch in the Martial Arts.
Tank let Julie briefly relax and recover before asking for some practice pads. He politely requested that Margraine and Genet hold a pad each as he demonstrated the first Shotokan Karate Kata to Julie. Traditionally, this first Kata would be learned without hitting anything, but Tank believed Julie had shown sufficient skill to allow her to learn to strike immediately.
To be fair, Tank allowed Genet and Margraine to demonstrate their skill, too. He held Genet's pad, allowing Ms Angelina to hold for Margraine. As Tank expected, Genet tried to punch through the bag and hurt him. He admitted to himself that the woman hit as hard as any opponent, including Jet Li, he'd faced. His smashed lips from yesterday attested to that.
Tank called the session to a halt when it became apparent that Julie struggled to maintain the correct stance, let alone execute her Kata properly. He congratulated her warmly, saying he couldn't believe how much she'd improved in just one day. Then, sighing, he turned to Genet, "Your Majesty," he teased. "Your loyal, if somewhat reluctant, servant awaits your desire."
"I'm so going to split your head open and feast on your brains," Genet snarled before stalking over to the weapons rack.
"Providians practice ritualistic cannibalism, then?" Tank innocently asked, although his twinkling eyes gave away his amusement.
"You're not Providian," Genet snarled as she picked up a stave and tested its balance and fit. Rejecting it, she tried two others before finding one she was happy with.
"Yet, here you are, trying to recover what your ancestors seeded this planet with. Or, Lieutenant Genet, are you admitting that this is all a sham and that we're not an earlier Providian seed mission?" Tank negligently pulled out the closest stave, one that Genet had rejected as 'unbalanced', and tucked it under his armpit and over his forearm. He looked casual and somewhat bored, but a knowledgeable observer would see the staff was perfectly balanced and ready to attack or defend. That observer would also note that Genet's stave wasn't balanced, and she had too much length above her hand for quick transitions from attack to defence.
They moved to the starting positions indicated on the mat. Tank bowed politely as Genet ignored him and stared intently at Tenerife instead, waiting for his permission to attack.
"Combatants ready?" Tenerife asked. At their twin nods, he shouted, "Fight!"
Tank held still with the stave resting quietly on his forearm as Genet moved back and forth in a tight arc before him. Twirling her stave in a furious circle, Genet watched her unmoving opponent. She feared once again that Tank's quiescent stance was a ruse. Doubt crept into Genet's mind as Tank waited, seemingly disinterested in her showy display. Tank didn't move and only watched Genet's eyes. Finally, Genet decided that Tank was frozen in fear of her skill and twirled the staff faster, swapping it from hand to hand. She impressed the heck out of Julie but left Tank unmoved. To him, Genet's movements were similar to a peacock ducking its head and spreading its tail feathers--it was nothing but show.
Genet stepped in, meaning to change the stave's circular motion into a crushing blow aimed at Tank's head, but before she could level her blow, Tank negligently moved forward and poked the end of his staff into Genet's stave's spinning circle. Genet's stave crashed to an immediate stop, jarring her hands to numbness. Then, moving his staff almost imperceptibly, Tank rapped Genet's numb wrists, causing her to drop her stave. He finished his move by poking Genet in her solar plexus with his staff's tip, and when she retched and folded over from the pain, he rapped Genet on the back of her head, dropping her to the floor like a poleaxed steer.
Placing his stave back in the rack, Tank nonchalantly looked at Tenerife and shrugged, "No need for me to use the regeneration chamber today." He glanced at Genet's supine body. "She might need it, though. Anyway, what's next?"
Tenerife tapped his jaw and sub-vocalised something. Two white-coated Providians rushed into the dojo carrying a stretcher. They loaded Genet onto it and quickly disappeared.
Margraine stalked over to Tank, "You think you're something," she snarled. "But once I've finished dissecting you while you're still alive, you'll be nothing but specimen pieces in my jars."
"Tsk, tsk, tsk," Tank unconcernedly replied. "Such jealousy is unbecoming of an officer, Lieutenant Margraine. Don't worry, though. I won't take Genet from you." Then, at Margraine's unintelligible, hissed reply, he added, "I won't need to because she'll come to me willingly and beg me to fuck her."
Enraged, Margraine reached for her shoulder holster before remembering she'd left it with her uniform in her locker when she'd changed into her Gi.
Tank stared at her with those dead fish eyes again, sending a rare frisson of fear worming through her body. "Be grateful you weren't wearing your firearm," he coldly stated. "Because if you were and had reached for it, I'd have snapped your scrawny neck."
Tank left Margraine sputtering threats as he strolled casually from the dojo. He wondered how long it would be until Major Tenerife chased after him to berate him again. Julie caught up with him before he got far from the dojo. She walked silently beside him until he passed the changeroom entrance.
Glancing at Tank and then the door, she asked, "You're not going to change?"
"I'm not sick," Tank replied. "Nor am I a patient. The Gi is much more comfortable than those ass-showing hospital gowns, so unless they physically force me to change, I'm not putting one back on."
"You're continually defying them, Tank. Why?"
Tank stopped and turned to the gorgeous actress. "I'm sick of not knowing what the fuck is going on, Julie. I'm baiting them, trying to force their hands. Either they'll tell me what's going on, or they'll kill me. Either way, this bullshit ends."
"What about me?" Julie asked in a quiet, fearful voice.
"If I can force them into working cooperatively with me instead of compelling my complaisance with chemicals and force, I will insist they give you the same opportunity."
"If they kill you, then I'm dead, too."
"Unless we can demonstrate they're better off working with us, we're dead anyway," Tank explained. "We have to prove our living bodies and active minds are worth more to them than the DNA harvested from our dead carcasses and used to create clones they can mind-control."
He sighed, wondering if what he'd surmised would help or scare her to death. 'Fuck it!' Tank thought. 'She deserves to know!' He put his hands gently on Julie's shoulders. "I believe you're safe until they impregnate you and see if your embryo is mutant or whether it accepts the changes they've made to your DNA. They're trying to create super Providian's, Julie. Super soldiers they can unleash on their enemy, the Aridians."
"And you want to help them?"
Tank closed his eyes in frustration. He wasn't frustrated at Ms Angelina. Instead, he was angry that he didn't have enough information even to draw a hypothesis. "How do we even know these Providians are the good guys?" He asked. "They're arrogant beyond belief and think we're nothing more than animals they can conduct their experiments on without guilt or care for what we want. Maybe they're the bad guys, conducting experiments on species throughout the galaxies, and the Aridians are the good guys trying to stop them."
"Jaysus, Tank!" Julie exclaimed as she turned and began walking again. "Talk about asking questions I don't know the answers to and haven't even thought to ask!" She walked silently for a while, waiting for Tank to catch up. "So, what are you going to do?"
"Continue baiting Tenerife, Genet, and Margraine and try to force them to reveal more information or act to shut me up. Hopefully, either Tenerife will give me more information, or Genet and Margraine will go above Tenerife's head again, and I'll get to talk to someone with the authority to answer my questions."
"They will kill you," Julie flatly stated.
Tank shrugged, "Probably. However, being placed in that gas chamber every night is not a better alternative! Doesn't it scorch you like it does me?"
They entered the cafeteria and ordered drinks. Julie asked for an electrolyte drink. Tank, a bottle of carbonated mineral water.
"No," Julie said after they'd sat. "It doesn't scorch me. Margraine says it's because I don't resist and accept the changes. You, however, fight against the effects of the gas as if you're going to war."
"I think we are," Tank pointed out. "Well, me, at least."
"You don't think they want me as a soldier?"
"No," Tank replied, looking concernedly into Julie's eyes. "If your body produces a perfect embryo that grows as it should and becomes a 'Super-Providian', I think they'll force you into continuous pregnancies, probably with up to four foetuses at a time, and then they'll clone your offspring to fill their army's ranks up."
"Shit!" Julie exclaimed. "I'd rather be a soldier!" She thought and then asked, "Why would they need more than one child? If the first one is a 'Super-Providian', won't they clone from that one and then clone from the clone?"
"Photocopy," Tank cryptically replied.
"Huh?"
"Why does the studio keep the original copy of the screenplay in a safe at the studio?"
"For security reasons," Julie answered.
"So they've always got the original to make copies from if needed," Tank refuted.
Understanding, Julie whispered, "Because every time you make a copy of a copy, it loses some of its clarity until it's eventually a pale facsimile of itself." She thought furiously. "So, if the first embryo is viable, they'll force me to give birth to as many children as I can before I die. All of which they will keep in suspended animation to make their clones from." She sighed, "No wonder you wonder if they're the good guys."
"However," Tank countered, "If they're telling the truth, and our planet was in equal peril, can you honestly say we'd do anything differently?"
"We would!" Julie stated emphatically.
"Horishma was perhaps permissible to end the war. Nagasaki was just because we could. What about Dresden? Do you still think we wouldn't do something similar to what it seems The Providians are doing?"
"Yes," Julie asserted, but she sounded a lot less sure this time.
Tank spotted Anan entering the room. "Ahh," he said. "My torturer has arrived to inflict further pain and agony on me. Ms Anan, I wish I could say it's a pleasure to see you, but I have no desire to lie to you."



Anan flashed him a wide, white-toothed smile, "Will you accompany me willingly, or do I need to get Genet and Margraine to encourage you?"
"Margraine couldn't 'encourage me' to get out of the rain during a cyclone," Tank replied. "And as for Lieutenant Genet, has she recovered from her concussion yet?"
The smile slipped from the pretty researcher's face, and she answered, "Major Tenerife has confined her to her room until she passes a second concussion test. The regen chambers would have fixed any problems, but she's swearing revenge on you, and the Major wants to keep you two separated."
"Am I allowed to visit her?" Tank asked innocently.
"Why would you want to?" Anan bluntly asked.
"To encourage her to heal quickly and challenge me to an ass whooping again," Tank grinned.
"I believe that's what Major Tenerife wants to avoid," Anan observed drily.
"Maybe," Tank smilingly agreed as he stood to follow the beautiful woman to her research gym. As Tank had hoped, as they walked to her gym, Anan momentarily looked at a closed door leading to an adjoining corridor. Tank surmised that corridor led to Genet's room and perhaps to where Margraine and the other officers slept. He noted it had a 'Military personnel only' sign. Still, the sign seemed loosely affixed to the door and could easily 'accidentally' drop, allowing Tank a pretext to explore.
Anan ran Tank through the same series of tests as she had the previous day. She'd gotten more weights for the bar so Tank could add them to the weights bar and test just how strong he was. There were 575 kilograms (1,268 lbs) on the bar before Tank couldn't shift it off the floor. Neither Anan nor Tank knew the current world record for an eighteen-inch deadlift was 537.5 kg (1,185 lb), held by Oleksii Novikov, and that Tank's weight was more than the same gentleman had attained when he completed a Hummer Tyre Deadlift with 549kg (1,210lb) at the Shaw Classic strongman contest.
Once Tank had completed Anan's tests, she offered to fuck him again. Tank wasn't averse to experiencing that again, but he was more interested in exploring the corridor Anan had glanced at, so he refused. He did, however, offer to fuck Anan instead. She declined, quoting Tenerife's edict again. Tank left her entering data and walked down the corridor leading to the banned door.
Reaching the closed corridor door, Tank quickly glanced around, ensuring he was alone. Establishing that he was, Tank peeled the sign off and dropped it facedown to the side, where it may have fallen when the door had hit its stays. Strolling with his hands behind his back as if deep in thought, Tank walked down the corridor, glancing into the rooms.
Unfortunately, no rooms had windows facing the corridor, and few had open doors, so he couldn't look into very many rooms. However, as he neared another closed corridor door, he heard the unmistakable sounds of people fucking. Walking closer to the sound, he approached an open door on the side of the corridor.
Walking past the open door, pretending to be casual, Tank glanced inside. He saw Margraine standing behind a large single bed. She held a woman's hips as she slammed her rigidly erect cock into that woman's cunt. The woman on the bed, Genet, Tank saw when she lifted her head from the bed and arched her back, rammed her ass back at the invading cock and gripped and tugged her dick.
Pretending casualness, Tank reversed direction and returned along the corridor. He reached the door without anyone stopping him. Tank looked up and down the adjoining corridor through the door's windows. Not seeing anyone, Tank opened the door and stepped through. Leaving the sign where he'd dropped it, Tank nonchalantly strolled to the cafeteria.
Ordering a coffee, Tank sat at one of the tables to wait for it. He wanted information but had no way of getting it. He wondered, were The Providians the good guys? Tenerife had referred to Aridians and Aridian slavers. Were they the same? Were all Aridians slavers, or were slavers a subset of Aridians much as Somali pirates were a subset of humans? Suppose the chemicals his captors were forcing him to breathe were turning him into some kind of superhuman (SuperProvidian? Superman?). Did it automatically follow that he had to fight for them? Obey their wishes? Battle these slavers? What if the Aridians were the good guys, and he was fighting for the perpetrators of atrocities?
It suddenly occurred to Tank that he and Julie knew the answer to the age-old human question: Are we alone in the universe? We most definitely are not, Tank realised. Tank chuckled to himself, 'Not alone, indeed,' he thought.
He was so enmeshed in his thoughts that he hadn't heard the woman at the front counter call his name. Tank didn't notice her even when she brought his cup and sat beside him. The woman touched his elbow, and surprised, Tank reacted on pure instinct. Moving faster than lightning, Tank's left hand streaked across his body, grabbed the woman's wrist and bent it away.
"Ow!" The woman yelped. "You're hurting me!"
Immediately realising that the woman meant him no harm, Tank released her arm and apologised, "I'm sorry," he peered at her name tag, "Melinta. I must have sent my mind somewhere else. Are you okay? Have I hurt you?" Tank examined the young woman whose wrist he'd hurt. She was a pretty young thing with large breasts and prominent nipples. Nipples that were tenting her crew-necked shirt, Tank observed. She had a slim waist, flaring hips, and powerful legs. His newly improved cock lengthened as he imagined sliding between those muscly legs and penetrating her sweet nether regions.
Tank took Melinta's hand in his and kissed where he'd bent her wrist back. "How can I make this up to you?" He asked as he ran his fingers up and down her bare arm.
Melinta looked quickly around the cafeteria. Seeing there was no one else there, she whispered, "We're all under strict instructions not to fuck you or your friend, but take the first door to the left off the corridor to Anan's gym and knock on the fourth door on the right sometime tonight." She hesitated and glanced around again. "I'll be waiting for you, and you can fuck me all you want."
"How much trouble will you be in if we get caught?" Tank asked.
Melinta sniffed, "I'm a Breeder. Meaning I can impregnate someone or carry a child to term, so I'm safe because there are so few of us left. They will assign me somewhere else, but so what? You, however, will have to face Colonel Tangran. Major Tenerife won't be able to save you."
"Tangran?" Tank asked. "The marionette with the one-sentence vocabulary?" He humphed. "Not a problem."
"Yeah, I don't know what that is," Melinta admitted. She stood and walked back behind the counter. Looking around for a third time, she said, "I'll wait for you, but I'll understand if you can't make it."
Tank sipped his coffee as he considered what Melinta had offered. He wasn't sure if he'd be in any state to take up her offer after his session in the chemical tent, but he decided he would if he was. After all, if Melinta was rebellious, she could prove to be a source for the information he sorely lacked.
Tank also wanted to question Melinta because what she'd casually explained contradicted what Tenerife had said. Tenerife had said that all Providians could impregnate another or carry a child to term. Melinta had said that only the 'Breeders' like herself could, and they were rare. If Melinta was right, the need for cloning became apparent, and Tank wondered just how many of the three million people Tenerife had spoken of were natural births and how many were the result of cloning facilities.
Tank finished his coffee just as Julie entered the cafeteria. He stood and walked across to her quickly. Taking her arm, he whispered, "Act naturally," and guided her down the corridor.
In his earlier explorations, Tank had found a series of circular, intersecting corridors he could walk without being stopped. Walking that route with Julie, Tank casually asked, "You and Genet?"
Julie blushed but answered, "Genet visits every night after Margraine takes away that Perspex tent thing. She strokes my cock until it's hard, and then she sucks it until I... 'blow'... you guys refer to it as. Then she and I chat as she makes me stiff again, and then she rides me until I orgasm into her cunt. Why?"
"No one's tried to penetrate you?" Tank asked.
Julie shook her head, "Genet keeps hinting that, if I want, my 'improved vagina' will enjoy Margraine fucking it. But she hasn't tried to force me to let her."
"So, why the fuck aren't they forcefully trying to impregnate Ms Angelina, given she's refusing to allow it voluntarily?" Tank muttered, unaware that Julie could hear him. "If they want a foetus they can clone, then impregnating Julie is the first step. Impregnating me is the second." Then he wondered, 'I allowed Anan to cum in my cunt. Am I already pregnant?' Fortunately, given that he hoped Julie wanted to initiate a relationship with him, Tank thought that remark and didn't enunciate it.
Julie circled through the corridors with Tank. She remained quiet because she could see he was thinking furiously and didn't wish to interrupt his thought processes. Julie was no slouch in intelligence herself. Testing at around 120 on the Mensa scale, she was more intelligent than nearly eighty-six per cent of the human population. Tank's mind, however, astonished her. He seemed to formulate ideas, work them through to their logical conclusions in seconds and then incorporate or discard them immediately depending on their utility. If Tank said she, more than he, was in mortal danger, Julie knew to believe him.
Then, as if reading her mind, Tank mused, "I think you're safe until Margraine, or someone, starts to insist you have penetrative sex with them. Oh," he thought about that for a time so he could rephrase without confusing Julie. "I mean, until they want to penetrate you."
Relieved at her reprieve, Julie nodded, and she and Tank began walking again.
"Clones!" Tank exclaimed. Julie waited. "I bet the clones are sterile," he continued. "That's why they need Breeders. That's why they need us. I'd bet they've lost their originals and are now making clones from clones, each copy losing a little vitality every time. As they copy clones of clones of clones, I'd guarantee mutations begin to appear, meaning weaker clones and fewer viable copies." Tank smacked his fist into his palm. "This is the last throw of the dice for them," he surmised. "These three million Providians, at least as far as they know, are the last of their species.
"What's worse for them is that the originals are dying from old age, and there are not enough Breeders to replace them. Plus, they've lost contact with the other ships that escaped Providia, and they're running blindly, with no idea where or when they'll reencounter the Aridians."
"You know this?" Julie asked. "How? And, what are 'Breeders'?"
Tank deflated, "No," he admitted. "I don't 'know' any of this. I'm guessing, and I could have cut it all out of whole cloth. But it fits with their actions and behaviours. Why they've put up with me baiting and teasing them without too much reaction, and why they haven't yet tried to force you. They need our cooperation, and they're hoping we'll give it readily without them having to try and force us."
"Why us two, though?" Julie asked.
"I'm guessing that Tenerife may have been honest when he answered that," Tank replied. "He said that we have Neanderthal DNA and genes in our bodies. He believes they make us stronger and more capable of withstanding the changes his chemicals are making to us."
Unfortunately, Tank found another flaw in his theory. He sighed, "Of course, if I'm right, it means Tenerife's second excuse for not allowing us to use our existing sex organs would need to be a lie, too."
"Explain?" Julie queried.
"Tenerife's first excuse died when he first put me in a regeneration chamber to fix my injury from Genet. If the regen chamber can fix that without leaving so much as a scar, then there's no reason it wouldn't have done the same thing to our genitals."
"What was his second excuse?"
"That Providians are incredibly fertile, and they were worried we'd get them pregnant and the babies would be mutant."
"I think the second part of that excuse might be the reason," Julie mused.
"Pregnant and mutant?" Tank asked.
"Just mutant," Julie explained. "Look, if you're right, our DNA is still evolving and mutating from the effects of the chemicals we breathe when we sleep. That would mean the body of any life we created would contain the mutating DNA and, therefore, have a much bigger chance of being defective."
"I think we're getting somewhere," Tank said excitedly. "I certainly have ideas I can confront Tenerife with the next time I get him talking."
Unfortunately, before they could continue their discussion, Major Tenerife, Anan, and Lieutenants Genet and Margraine approached them from around the corner ahead of them.
"Oh, look," Tank teased. "It's Groucho with the Three Stooges." Ignoring the Lieutenants, Tank took Anan's hand and kissed its back. "Miss Anan, you look as beautiful as ever." He dropped it and turned to Tenerife. "Groucho, I never realised you starred with the Three Stooges." He flipped the major an insouciant salute and looked at Genet and Margraine, "Larry, Curly," he nodded.
Major Tenerife rubbed his forehead as Anan giggled and Genet and Margraine bristled. The lieutenants knew they'd been insulted, just not how. Tenerife sighed and asked, "Is this going to be another drama, or will you come willingly?"
"I'll willingly cum," Tank joked. "But only if you want to tell me the real reason you haven't already impregnated myself and Ms Angelina."
The major and lieutenants stiffened, and Genet and Margraine reached for their side arms. Tank glared at Margraine, almost daring her to draw. Genet, he ignored.
Major Tenerife gestured for his lieutenants to relax. "The mutagens we're using on you haven't run their course yet," he explained. "Once they're no longer making changes, we'll discuss pregnancy then."
"Giving us how long?" Tank asked, angry that his and Julie's guesses were accurate.
"That remains to be seen," Tenerife replied. "The changes are already more pronounced and have taken longer than we predicted. It may still be quite some time before they take full effect. Of course, you may yet suffer adverse effects from the chemicals and start to become defective. At that stage, we'll kill you on the spot, lest you become dangerous and/or contagious."
"Let's hope that doesn't happen," Margraine chillingly said, meaning the exact opposite. "Although, I'd love to park a forty-five in your brain."
"Just don't miss," Tank sniffed disdainfully, because you won't get another chance." He turned to Tenerife and smiled, "Shall we?"
Nodding, Tenerife said, "Anan, you're with Mister Zaffra. Genet and Margraine, Ms Angelina."
Tank followed Anan back to his room. Ignoring her 'come-ons', he got on the bed. He didn't object when Anan said she needed to cuff him to the bed because he had thrashed about the previous night, and she was afraid he'd unwittingly throw himself off onto the floor. However, the real reason for Anan handcuffing him to the bed became apparent when she pulled his pants down and off. Laughing delightedly, Anan cupped Tank's massive balls and slid her fingers along his newly created slit. Finding he was wet despite himself, Anan slid her finger inside Tank's cunt and searched for his G-spot.
"Oh, Gawd!" Tank groaned as his enormous shaft stiffened and lifted off his muscular abdomen.
Anan shifted her hand so she could thumb Tank's clit as she finger fucked him. Then, just when Tank thought it couldn't get any better, Anan clenched his shaft in her delicate hand and lowered her mouth onto its head. Sucking Tank's glans into her mouth, Anan pumped his shaft with her left hand, thumbed his clit and scraped his G-spot with her right, and sucked and licked his cock. Tank was in seventh heaven and couldn't control his autonomic response, even if he wanted to. With an explosive growl, he climaxed, ejaculated into Anan's greedily sucking mouth, and squirted pussy juice over her hand all at the same time.
Dropping her jumpsuit, Anan climbed between Tank's shaky knees and announced, "I'm going to fuck you in the ass."
By now, Tank's sexual and pleasure receptors were short-circuiting and misfiring. Lust was all his brain could express. There was a good chance, at that moment, that Tank would have let Tenerife fuck him if only Tenerife would extend this pleasure. Moaning, "Yes, please," Tank lifted and spread his knees and welcomed the lithe researcher between them.
He felt Anan's throbbing cock enter his drippingly wet cunt. She thrust a few times into him, ensuring her cock's head and shaft were well lubricated. Then, pulling out, Anan lowered her hips and positioned her cock at Tank's virgin ring. Holding Tank's left leg back as she held her cock, Anan guided herself into Tank's ass.
"Oomph!" Tank grunted as Anan's cock pared his knot open. The pain was intense but short-lived because Anan's glans rubbed across his prostate gland next. Tank had never had his P-spot stimulated before, and to say it was an intensely pleasurable experience would be to understate it vastly. It seemed to Tank that his prostate had been 'improved' along with everything else, and every time Anan pulled out and pushed back in, another wave of unimaginable pleasure rocketed through him.
Tank found himself gibbering as he'd made several former lovers do. "Fuck. Please, fuck. OMG, please fuck me! Harder! Fuck my arse harder. OMFG! Yes, I'm fucking cumming!"
"Cum for me, you fucking arse bandit," Anan roared as she pumped into him and jerked his throbbing cock mercilessly.
"Faaarrrrk!" Tank groaned as cum spat from his cock's eye and liquids frothed from his fluttering open and shut cunt.
"Good slut!" Anan roared as she thrust her entire cock into Tank's squeezing ass and blasted his colon full of cum. Tank came again as he felt Anan scalding ejaculate spraying into his ass and across his prostate. He orgasmed a third time when Anan pulled out of his ass and thrust three fingers into his cunt. Three back-to-back twin orgasms (pussy and cock) overwhelmed Tank's brain, and it shut down, pitching him into a deep sleep.
Obviously, Melinta went unvisited that night.
Tank woke sometime later. It was easy to call it morning because, in a human world, traditionally, that's when you'd wake up. However, without any access to anything that showed a time, for all Tank knew, it could be midday, mid-afternoon, or somewhere in the middle of the night. The cafeteria gave no clue because it had an 'all day' menu. Everything on the menu could be ordered at any time. Regardless, Tank chose to call the time he awoke 'morning'. Anan must have removed his handcuffs because Tank could sit and get out of bed. He felt some guilt for allowing 'someone with a cock to fuck him in the ass', but memories of his multiple stupendous orgasms glossed over that guilt quickly.
Tank looked for his Gi and found it freshly laundered and hanging on a hook beside the door. He dressed and went to the cafeteria. He saw no sign of Julie or Melinta, so he ordered coffee, bacon and eggs and sat at a table. Julie didn't appear in the canteen but was in the dojo when Tenerife escorted him there. Margraine and Genet were missing this time, so the session progressed without the typical barbs between Genet and Tank.
After the session, Julie followed him into the changeroom and sat, waiting for Tank to shower. To his surprise, she handed him a grey jumpsuit when he got out of the shower. He was about to question her when he saw his name embroidered on the left front of the jumpsuit's upper part. Julie shrugged as she showed him a similar jumpsuit with her name on it.



Angela almost challengingly held Tank's eyes as she dropped her Gi to the floor. Tank ignored his desire to admire the beautiful actress' gorgeous assets and kept his eyes on hers. That is, until Julie glared at him, put her hands on her hips, raised onto her toes, and dropped. Her regenerated breasts delectably bounced when nothing else did. Julie was as leanly muscled and beautifully toned as any woman Tank had ever seen.
"Look, damn it," she snarled. "You keep ignoring my flirting and treat me like I'm your favourite sister. I'm a gorgeous woman standing before a handsome man, and, Gawddammit, I want him to look!"
Tank took two steps forward and swept the stunningly beautiful movie star into his arms. Placing his right hand on Julie's divinely shaped ass, Tank ground his cock against Julie's toned midriff as he leant her back. Their lips locked as Julie lifted her right leg and rubbed her inner thigh up and down Tank's outer leg.
"Let's take this to a bed," Julie growled huskily.
"Ahem," Tenerife interrupted from the changeroom door. "Ms Angelina, if you wish to fuck Tank's newly created vagina with your new cock, then that is okay. However, if you want him to fuck your improved pussy, you run the risk of an unwanted pregnancy and a mutant child. Personally, I'd prefer you avoided sexual relations with each other until we're sure the changes your bodies are undergoing are completed."
"But it's okay to have sexual intercourse with your staff?" Julie snarled.
"I trust them to put the 'appropriate Tab A into Slot B'," Tenerife stated. "Not the other way around. Plus, my staff aren't receiving mutagenic chemicals, so the only risk of producing mutant or defective offspring lies with you. If you decide to take that risk and can find a willing partner, good luck to you. Hopefully, finding a willing partner will prove difficult."
"Major Tenerife, what the fuck do you want?" Tank growled. "Haven't you tortured us enough?"
"The Brass want a demonstration," Tenerife said indifferently. He handed Tank another Gi, in white, this time. "Put this on and follow me."
Tank looked at Julie and shrugged. He removed his jumpsuit, put on the Gi, and followed the major from the room.
Tenerife led him down several corridors headed with doors whose signs read 'Military personnel only'. Eventually, Major Tenerife opened another door and bade Tank to enter. Tank walked into what could only be described as a miniature parade ground.
The ground was surrounded by a ring of seats, most occupied by human-like beings who appeared as 'fuzzy' as Tenerife did. Tank examined the 'fuzzy' looking Providians and compared them to the few who looked solid and appeared to be human. 'Clones,' Tank surmised.
In the observer ring surrounding Tank, a block of seats faced him. These seats were filled with members of 'The Brass' of the Providian army. He saw several three and four-star generals and numerous other ranks, including Colonel Tangran.
Major Tenerife marched to a spot before the 'VIP' seats and saluted. "Generals and other esteemed officers, I present you, Tank Zaffra. As you will recall from my briefings, Tank was selected from the nearly eight billion humans because he had what our computers predicted was the right combination of Providian, human, and Neanderthal genes to ensure the success of our mutagen chemicals. Having watched Mister Zaffra in action and reviewed the tests done by Researcher Anan, I believe he is the first of what I am calling 'Super Soldiers--soldiers who can stand toe-to-toe with an Aridian Slaver."
A three-star general stood. "Lieutenants Genet and Margraine disagree with your assessment, Major. They believe he is an undisciplined rogue element and already displaying undue discipline and aggression problems due to the mutagenic chemicals."
"They're wrong," Major Tenerife stated adamantly. "The two lieutenants you mentioned appear to have a personal grievance with Mister Zaffra and have tried to bait him into actions that will allow Lieutenant Margraine to use lethal force to stop them."
"You're saying this specimen is superior to our Providian forces?" Another three-star general asked.
"Mister Zaffra has convincingly defeated Lieutenant Genet one-on-one, twice. The first unarmed, the second using wooden staves."
"It says here that Lieutenant Genet won their first fight when she struck the Earthling in the mouth, splitting his lips open," yet another three-star general piped in as he read from the official report.
"All who saw the fight, including Lieutenant Genet, if she's honest, know that Mister Zaffra pulled his block and allowed her to hit him," Major Tenerife defended. "His assessment was that Lieutenant Genet was out of control and allowing her victory was the only safe way to end their battle."
"You are well aware that a Providian soldier is expected to fight to the death, Major Tenerife," a smoothly voiced, four-star general interjected.
"An edict that has cost us more lives than we can afford," another officer said. "I keep trying to explain that an occasional strategic withdrawal is necessary in war to ensure we have enough soldiers to regroup and fight again."
"Perhaps a demonstration is in order," the only five-star general in the room, and the man Tank assumed was the leader of the Providian forces said. "Is your subject prepared to demonstrate his abilities? If we can observe his skill, perhaps that will give us a reason to continue with your experiments."
"Tank?" Tenerife asked before whispering, "They'll send four of the best to beat you to a pulp to prove I'm wasting resources on this project. Are you able to show what we're doing works? If you can't, you and Ms Angelina are dead." Tank nodded, and Major Tenerife stated, "Mister Zaffra is prepared to demonstrate the efficacy of my drugs and experiments."
"Of course he is," the five-star general drawled. "He knows we'll execute him right here if he doesn't." The general looked at the gathered soldiers and said, "Genet, Alban, Roque, and Envet, you're up."
"The best of the best. Don't kill any of them," Tenerife whisperingly warned before he crossed to the 'VIP' seats and took his position.
Tank backed up until he was in the centre of the parade ground. The four soldiers the general had selected moved from their seats to circle him. Genet, of course, he recognised. The rest were new faces, and therefore unknown quantities. However, Tenerife had confirmed that Genet had never lost a fight, including against the other three, Tank surmised. Meaning they should be lesser fighters than she.
Tank shifted continuously, trying to keep all four fighters before him. He watched their movements, measuring their skill and assessing their danger. He waited until he felt Genet, who had slipped his gaze and slid up behind him, attack. Then, moving faster than the viewers could believe, Tank pounced on the man directly before him.
Three swift punches to the fighter's throat, solar plexus, and nuts had him out of the fight. Tank then swung around, deflected Genet's kick, grabbed her overextended leg, and threw her at another of the other soldiers. He sped after the thrown Genet, but suddenly, he stepped to his right and swept the legs out from under the fighter on that side. Tank 'hammer struck' the downed soldier's chest, knocking the breath from him and leaving him disabled.
Throwing himself backward, Tank ducked another flying kick from Genet. As she sailed over his prone body, Tank thrust his feet up, contacting Genet and sending her flying into the shocked onlookers. With a shriek of rage, Genet leapt to her feet and launched back into the fray.
Before she could reach Tank, he'd stalked and despatched the fourth fighter. A faked punch from Tank, followed by a roundhouse kick to the head, was that Providian's demise.
He turned to face Genet. "You never hit me even once," Tank taunted, using Genet's words.
"I'm about to fuck you up!" Genet screamed as she attacked ferociously.
Tank didn't toy with her this time. As soon as she was close enough, he blocked a punch/kick combination, grabbed her right wrist and spun her so she faced away from him. Then, wrapping his right arm around Genet's neck with her chin in his bent elbow, Tank exerted pressure on Genet's spine.
"Yield," he demanded.
"Providian soldiers never yield," Genet gasped through her occluded throat.
Exerting more pressure on Genet's neck, Tank growled, "Then die." He let her struggle before saying, "Or worse, I could break your neck here," he twisted Genet's head, "and leave you a quadriplegic," he bent her head another way, "or here and leave you a paraplegic. What will it be?"
"You've proven your point, Mister Zaffra. You may release the lieutenant," said the general who had spoken after the smoothly-spoken one. "Lieutenant Genet," he added. "You will stand down when Mister Zaffra releases you."
Tank obeyed the general's directive by releasing Genet and standing back. "One of these days, we'll have to skip the foreplay and get to the lovemaking," Tank teased.
"Never in this lifetime," Genet snarled as she stalked back to her seat.
Tank called after her, "So, there is a lifetime you will do it?"
"May I question your subject?" the interceding general asked Tenerife.
"Of course, General Zaha," Tenerife agreed.
Tank examined the Providian general, 'More solid than all but the five-star general,' Tank observed. 'Either an original or a very early clone. That would make him thousands of years old, at least, yet he looks no older than me. Or how I looked before being taken, anyway.'
General Zaha asking, "Weapons?" brought Tank's attention back to the room.
"Nunchaku, staves, and swords," Tank confirmed.
"What about military weapons?"
"I trained for a month with the Australian SAS before filming The Expendables Five with Sylvester Stallone," Tank explained. "But I've only fired a live weapon in training and only fired blanks in mock combat."
"You've never been to war?"
"No," Tank admitted. "There's been no major conflicts on Earth since the Vietnam War, and that was over well before I was old enough to fight."
"Do you think you can win a fight against an Aridian slaver?"
"I have no idea," Tank equivocated. "I've never even seen an Aridian."
"You're dismissed," General Zaha stated. "Major Tenerife, you will escort the earthling to his room and return here. I'll need to see your plans for discovering more of these Earthlings with the Neanderthal gene and how you'll bring them to our ship for altering and training."
Tenerife guided Tank out the door as voices both for and against General Zaha's proposal broke out. "I think your survival chances just increased markedly," Tenerife said as he and Tank walked.
"Mine, yes," Tank agreed. "What about Julie's?"
"If Ms Angelina proves to be a Breeder, as I suspect she is, her life is guaranteed," Tenerife assured him.
"You lied to me again about why we're not to have sex," Tank pointed out. "Plus, you're still lying to me about how you breed and how many non-cloned Providian people you have."
"Yes, I did, and I am," Tenerife admitted unashamedly. "You're still not in the 'need to know' group. But I'm sure General Zaha will ask you to train and, later, lead our forces, so you'll be in the correct group at some stage."
"I don't know anything about war," Tank protested. "You need experienced combatants, not a sixty-year-old actor!"
"Yeah, but I'm betting our future on you and praying to our few Providian Gods that my faith is not misplaced."
"Then, you're an idiot," Tank said exasperatedly. "Once I've knocked some sense into Genet and separated her from Margraine, she's the logical person to lead your forces. You Providians are the most hard-headed, arrogant bastards I've ever met, and there's no way they'll follow orders from a 'lesser Earthling' no matter how many of their asses I kick." He walked another few steps before adding, "And I don't get it! You've had your asses handed to you by these Aridians for millennia. You say you're forced to flee every time they find where you're hiding. So what gives you the right to be so Gawddamned arrogant?"
Tank grabbed Tenerife's arm and turned him to face him. "And you're lying to me about Julie. If she bears viable children, you will force multiple pregnancies with several foetuses on her until she's barren, and then you'll kill her. You will place her children into suspended animation and use them to make your cloned soldiers."
Tenerife fumed, "Soldiers we hope will be at least as smart as you and she are. Soldiers with your physical and fighting abilities who can stand face-to-face with an Aridian slaver and defeat them. Soldiers that will allow us to invade the Aridian home world and get our people back!"
"And there it is, finally," Tank said exasperatedly. "Why didn't you just start with that? That's a cause I, and I'd guess, most humans can relate to and want to help."
"You will help us recruit others?"
"If you are genuinely recruiting them and not kidnapping them against their will as you did with Julie and me, yes."
"Do you know anyone who is suitable?"
"Of course," Tank said dryly. "I know the gene and DNA make up of all my friends."
"Sarcasm?" Tenerife asked.
"That or facetiousness," Tank replied. "Sometimes it's hard to tell the difference."
"May I tell the General?"
"You may," Tank replied as he opened the door and walked into his room.
For two days, Tank and Julie were left alone. After waking, they'd meet in the cafeteria for breakfast, go for a walk around the corridors, and then change into their Gis and enter the Dojo. Tank would work Julie through her Tai Chi exercises, and add another Karate Kata for her to learn and practice. They'd return to their rooms to shower and change before meeting in the cafeteria again. At Tank's request, Tenerife had given them electronic devices with access to the ship's libraries. They sat together reading the history of the Providian people and their long flight and fight for freedom from oppression and slavery by the Aridians. Together, they discussed the ramifications of what they'd learned.
In the afternoons, Tank and Julie would either use the small gym in Anan's research lab or return to the dojo to practice some more. After a leisurely dinner, they'd read together again before retiring to their beds. No tents were moved into their hospital rooms, no gases were forced into their lungs, and no tests were run on their altered bodies. Their mutual attraction continued to grow but remained unrequited.
Tank hadn't seen Melinta since he'd explored the corridor he'd found Margraine and Genet in, and she'd suggested he visit her. He wasn't sure if the two events were related because he hadn't seen Anan, Margraine, or Genet either. That was because, even though Tank and Julie were unaware of it, debate raged between two factions throughout the ship. One faction, led by Colonel Tangran, wanted the two Earthlings terminated immediately and to leave this space quadrant without delay. The other faction, headed by Major Tenerife, saw the potential for their salvation in the altered physical attributes of Tank Zaffra and, to a lesser extent, Julie Angelina.
These factions warred for domination, but it wasn't a 'hot war' of guns and munitions. Instead, it was a psychological war of misinformation and exaggerated conclusions, if not outright lies. Unknown to them, Tank's and Julie's lives hung in the balance.
Their lives were spared by a surprising defection.
Lieutenant Genet, Margraine's willing lover and Colonel Tangran's forced one, marched into General Zaha's office and admitted that Tank had easily bested her twice before their fight at the parade ground. She confessed that Lieutenant Margraine had purloined some of the experimental drugs Major Tenerife was using on the two humans and used them on her (Genet). She stated, "My strength has increased by at least twenty per cent, and my reflexes are fifteen per cent faster, but still, Sir, you saw how quickly and easily Mister Zaffra beat me during our demonstration."
"How long has Lieutenant Margraine been giving you the mutagen drugs?" General Zaha questioned. He didn't bother with warning Genet of the consequences of her accusation, true or false, because he knew the lieutenant would not bring this to him unless it were true.
"Since the day Mister Zaffra and I first fought."
"You asked her for them?"
"No, Sir. Lieutenant Margraine suggested I'd been beaten so comprehensively that taking them was my only chance for redeeming myself before my fellow officers."
"Have you noticed any ill effects?" General Zaha queried.
"Increased libido and aggression, Sir."
"Have you tested your fertility since taking the drugs, Lieutenant?" Zaha asked.
If possible, Genet stood even stiffer at attention. What she was about to say would probably have her removed from the army and confined to less dangerous jobs to ensure she lived. "I'm still a Breeder, Sir," she said firmly.
"Still a Breeder?" The General managed to say calmly despite his sudden anxiety. "What the hell is a Breeder doing in my army? Genet, you know damned well that we need as many naturally born children as possible because the clones are failing!"
"Lieutenant Margraine hid what I was so I could attain my life-long dream of serving my people, Sir."
"And why would she do that?"
"We're lovers and have been since we abandoned Proxima Centauri b. She hid my status so I could join the army."
"My best soldier shouldn't even be in the army," Zaha muttered. He sighed heavily and asked, "Lieutenant Genet, do you know why we chose to come to Earth?"
"I was told it was because we'd sent a seed mission here millennia ago and that we hoped to find a thriving planet with many of our people on it."
"That's the official reason, yes," Zaha agreed. "But we have no knowledge of beyond here. We are at the very outskirts of this galaxy and where we have charted. If we're forced to flee any further, we'll be travelling blind with no idea what, if anything, is out there. We have to make this work, Genet. It has to be making a last stand here, flying into the unknown or turning back and hoping we can slide past the pursuing Aridians without being spotted."
"Tough decisions, Sir," Genet stated, glad she didn't have to make them.
"It gets worse, Lieutenant," the general sighed. "We have reason to believe that the Aridians are already here. Or, if they're not, they know where Earth is. We think they've been using Earth as a slave farm. Returning every two or three hundred years to strip Earth of its inhabitants and take them back to Aridia to enslave."
He looked steadily at the lieutenant. "Our people, Genet. They may have interbred with the local indigenous humanoids to some extent, and they've certainly devolved from what we were, but then, so have we. However, even those like Colonel Tangran who deny it, know these 'Earthlings' are our people." He sighed again. "We have to turn and make a stand at some stage, Lieutenant Genet. I, and the generals with me, believe it has to be here and that it has to start with Mister Zaffra and Ms Angelina."
"Why are you telling me this, General?" Genet asked. "By rights, you should be convening a panel to drum me out of the army and place me in a job that allows me to begin having or siring children."
"Tank Zaffra says you're the one to lead our forces into battle," the general stated cryptically.
"Me, Sir?" Genet disbelievingly asked. "Tank Zaffra hates me."
"He says you're smug and arrogant, but you're a natural leader, a great fighter, and the only one all the troops will listen to when we go into battle," Zaha informed her. He looked at Genet again before saying, "I need you to tell the other generals what you've told me. Leave out anything about being a Breeder. If asked, there has been no change to your fertility since you began taking the drugs."



Genet's testimony, plus the reports from Anan of Tank's remarkable strength, speed and reflexes, combined with Tenerife's detailed explanations of how his mutagen drugs had successfully brought out the latent abilities residing within the Earthling's genes, won the day.
Major Tenerife was tasked with gathering more 'humans' to conduct trials on and to ask for volunteers amongst the ship's population to test if Genet's changes were a one-off fluke for her alone or if her improvements would be common amongst all Providians. Lieutenant Genet was promoted to Captain and ordered to work with Tank Zaffra to build a platoon of successfully altered 'super soldiers' from the human and Providian recruits.
Lieutenant Margraine was brought before a military tribunal and charged with 'behaviour unbecoming an officer'. She was stripped of her military rank and limited to her lab and other areas civilian Providians could access. In another place or time, she may have been jailed or even executed for her crimes, but being a Breeder guaranteed her survival. She, of course, blamed Tank and Genet for her downfall, refusing to acknowledge that her actions alone had exposed Lieutenant Genet and, indeed, the whole ship to the effects of Major Tenerife's mutagen chemicals. The side effects of which were still unknown. Her relationship with Genet didn't survive the scandal.

End of Part 1.
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie 12: Making Freddy a Man.

Hi readers, welcome back! I know it's been a while, but even a sexually voracious Slut Mommie like myself has to work occasionally. My last chapter ended with me winning the 'competition' at The Chateaux. My performance with the massively cocked Donkey and Jumbo was voted more exciting than the hefty Asian woman Betty's one with my son and husband.
At the end of the show, I was terrified of how my husband would react. But, instead of being angry at and disappointed in me, Sean was turned on and proud of me. After a celebratory drink with Siobhan and her crew, we piled into several cars and headed home.
I take up my story around three weeks from that night.
With my bladder threatening to explode, I dug myself out from the tangle of limbs surrounding me. Johnny's thick cock pressed between my thighs and against my entrance, reminding me of my urgent need to wee. Charmaine, as she typically was, was snuggled between my lush 16DD breasts. Her left hand unconsciously kneaded my right globe as she slept, a happy smile on her pouty lips. She protestingly moaned and rolled to cuddle Jennifer when I moved.
Managing to stand, I stepped over my son and his girlfriend, Gina, and stepped off the bed. In my absence, Johnny turned and cuddled his girlfriend. He'd shown me the engagement ring he'd bought for her. I briefly thought twenty was too young to marry, but I had to remind myself that I was only eighteen when Sean and I did. So, instead of objecting, I smiled and congratulated him.
Closing my en suite's door, I sat down gratefully, letting my over-full bladder release and almost audibly sighing as it did. After cleaning up, I studied my body in the mirror. It was getting close to my thirty-ninth birthday, and I wanted to see how well I was aging. Turning back and forth, I admired my long, shapely legs, happy to see they were without a blemish. I cast a critical eye over my shoulder at my toned but curvaceous bottom.
'Good!' I thought. 'Still firm with no sign of cellulite.' I shuddered as I considered my mother and sisters. All of whom had 'porked up'. The three were still beautiful women, but each weighed over 90 kg. I reminded myself to thank Patrick when I next saw him.
Cupping my large breasts, I lifted them and let them drop. 'Excellent! Still only one minor bounce,' I thought. I'd fail the pencil test, but my 16 double-D breasts are so large that I would have failed that test from the moment my pregnancy showed. I raised my arms and was pleased that I couldn't detect any 'chicken wings' or 'dish lady arms'. 'I really should reward Patrick's work,' I told myself.
Since I'd seduced Patrick, my personal trainer, and let him fuck me, he'd been surprisingly standoffish. At first, it seemed that he expected me to fuck him every time we trained together. But then he stopped turning up in tight, clinging shorty-shorts that emphasised his long, muscly legs, his tight buns, and showed his large cock to advantage. Instead, he wore loose sweatpants. Worse was that he hardly met my eyes anymore. It wasn't that he ogled me, which I would have enjoyed, it was that he didn't look in my direction at all.
I realised he was probably embarrassed about expecting sex to be a regular thing, but that was ridiculous. Before he finally succumbed, I'd offered Patrick many hints to take me before I literally took things into my own hands and tripped him so he fell between my shapely thighs. Perhaps I needed to do something similar again.
I'd even, as he'd suggested, worn my white outfit when he came to train me. Patrick said if I wore that outfit, which becomes see-through when wet from my sweat, he'd know I wanted to play again and be keen to, too. However, that was a problem for another day.
Leaning closer to the mirror, I examined my face. If I was brutally honest, which I liked to be with myself, I had laugh lines appearing around my beautiful, dark brown eyes and frown lines between my sculpted eyebrows. However, I thought, for a nearly forty-year-old, I was looking pretty darned good! My naked son and the equally bare teenagers in my bed obviously thought so, too!
Re-entering my bedroom, I looked at the entangled foursome spread across my super-king bed and sighed. 'I should climb into the middle of them and lie down,' I thought. 'Wake the whole lot up!' However, I couldn't do that, so I sighed again and took my robe off the hook on the door. Swinging the long, flowing silk item over my shapely shoulders, I walked down the stairs to my kitchen. Using my Breville Oracle coffee maker, I made myself a flat white and sat at the breakfast bar.
Then, unsure what I still had, I checked the fridge. Fortunately, I still had three slices of bacon and plenty of eggs and hash browns for Johnny. Plus, there was still a large container of yoghurt and lots of almond milk, cereals and diced fruit to make fruit bowls or smoothies for us girls. Satisfied I had what I needed for breakfast, I relaxed onto my stool, sipped my coffee, and recalled some of the events during the last few weeks before Sean and my daughter, Kristy, had left on their European business trip. My memories started with the late night/early morning after my show at The Chateaux.
Sean, Kristy, Freddy, Rick and I had driven home from The Chateaux in Sean's car. With an embarrassed look on his face, Freddy looked longingly at my daughter, who sat between him and Rick, chatting and flirting excitedly with the latter and ignoring the former the whole way home. Kristy didn't notice his looks at all. Andrew, Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine had travelled with Johnny in his vehicle. Bringing up the rear, Phil had Caoimhe, Mike, and Siobhan in his. They would swing by Mike and Kath's place to pick up Kath. Kath is a journalist with Foxsports News, Australia, and couldn't risk being recognised at a venue like The Chateaux, so she had remained at home.
Arriving home, drinks were brought out, and an impromptu party started. Jennifer was the first to strip and jump into the pool, but everyone else was close behind. Johnny had inserted a flash drive holding many songs into our outside stereo, and music blared through our pool area. The prudish neighbours beside our long driveway would be over tomorrow to complain. But for now, it was 'beggar them'!
I was sitting on the pool steps, watching and smiling, when Kath, my oldest and dearest friend, swam up. I opened my shapely thighs as she swam between them. Lifting my knees and wrapping my calves around her toned, slender hips, I pulled her close, and we exchanged a tender kiss. We'd always been close, but our friendship blossomed into something way deeper than mere friends after spending four debaucherous days together at a Sunshine Coast hideaway.
Kath rubbed her gorgeous A-cup nipples against my full D-cup ones and kissed me again. "You had fun tonight, I heard," she teased.
"I did!" I giggled. "My poor pussy is so stretched you could drive your Benz SUV through it!"
"I doubt that," Kath laughingly denied. "Knowing you, you started your Kegel exercises as soon as you were off the stage. But let me check!" She slid her fingers along my slit and dipped her middle finger into my vulva. "Nup! As tight as ever! She stated.
"You're right, I did," I admitted, becoming aroused despite having been as vigorously fucked as I'd ever been less than an hour before. "But despite what you say, my pussy muscles ache! It was fun, but I'm pretty sure I don't want to experience that much stretch again."
"What was it like?" Kath asked enviously. "Do you think they'd play with me?"
"Oh, your sloppy pussy would take them easily," I teased. "After all, I've had my whole hand in there!"
"Bitch!" Kath mirthfully replied, knowing I was only teasing.
As we cuddled and chatted as only friends for as long as we've been can, we watched the others. It quickly became apparent which of us had been satiated at The Chateaux. Sean, Johnny, and I were merely relaxing and chatting, whereas the rest were openly flirting. The people already paired with another were the most interesting to watch. Mike, who should have been here with Kath and me, eagerly chased Jennifer. Jennifer certainly wasn't complaining, but she was also not succumbing to his advances.
Rick was trying to chat up my daughter, Kristy. But, although she was happy to flirt, it was clear that Kristy only had eyes for her father. Johnny and Gina, as you'd expect from a soon-to-be-engaged couple, were sitting together, chatting quietly and watching almost as interestedly as Kath and I were. Freddy and Andrew sat and talked with my husband, but Freddy's eyes never left Kristy. He winced every time Kristy flirted with the much older Rick. Caoimhe, Siobhan and Phil stood in a half circle around Mike and Jennifer. It appeared they were making bets as to whether Mike would succeed in his pursuit of their staunchly built friend.
That left Charmaine. Although she sat beside Gina, she didn't participate in any of the conversations swirling around her. Instead, she stared longingly towards Kath and me. She wanted to meet Kath, her long-term idol, but she didn't want to intrude on what was an obviously intimate moment between her idol and me. Not sure if she could see my smile, I waved her over. Charmaine hesitated nervously before gathering her courage and swimming to where Kath and I cuddled.
Kath saw I was looking behind her, so she moved from between my thighs. Kath glanced at me when she saw the petite, exotic-looking woman breast stroking towards us. I ignored her and gently smiled as Charmaine swam closer. When she got to us, I made the introductions. "Kath, meet my gorgeous South American descended friend, Charmaine Mitford. Charmaine, meet my oldest friend. And by old, I mean ancient!"
"Less than two years!" Kath protested as she typically did when I made that joke.
I completed the joke by adding, "Yeah. But older, right?" It was one of those quirks in the English language that baffled me because 'oldest friend' could equally mean oldest in age or the length of friendship. Of course, I have many friends who are way older than Kath.
"Pleased to meet you, Mrs Loughlin," Charmaine said excitedly, her breath coming in exuberant pants. "I've admired you for as long as I can remember."
"Gawd!" Kath groaned. "Now my mother-in-law's here. I'm Kath, honey," she admonished the exhilarated teenager. "The only Mrs Loughlin I know is my husband's overprotective mother." Kath paused to study the naked, petite-breasted, tiny woman before her. 'Hot!' She thought as she admired Charmaine's exotic good looks. "I assume you want to be a journalist like me?"
"Yes!" Charmaine exclaimed. "Ever since I was little."
"You're still little," Kath drily observed. "Are you any good?"
"I think so," Charmaine said. "I'm averaging a 4.8 GPA in my course."
"So, you're good at the theory of journalism," Kath dismissively stated. "That doesn't count for much out in the field. You're Katie's friend? One of the young girls Katie's taken under her wing?"
Charmaine nodded. Kath watched how the beautiful, coffee-coloured woman carefully kept her eyes on hers, yet her tongue continuously touched her lips, and she blinked convulsively. It came together in Kath's mind. "You're a lesbian, and you fancy me," she stated, knowing she was right.
Charmaine's stapled-together confidence crumpled before our eyes. Tears sprung from her eyes, and she sniffled before trying to turn and flee. Kath grabbed Charmaine's arm, turned the gorgeous young woman and crushed her to her chest. They were of a similar height, so their small breasts and nipples pressed together. Despite the situation, it was an alluring sight, and watching them, I felt that old familiar tingle between my shapely thighs.
Surprised, Charmaine initially stood stock-still, stiff as a board, as her idol hugged her. Eventually, she couldn't resist her body's demand and eagerly returned Kath's embrace. Charmaine tilted her head back and hungrily gazed at Kath's lips. Taking the hint, my best friend lowered her head and softly kissed the petite, beautiful woman in her arms.
"Bring your portfolio and some of your writings to my office at Foxsports Brisbane tomorrow, honey," Kath managed to gasp out. "I'll look over them, and if they're as good as I suspect they might be, we'll do a screen test. If that goes well, I'll see about having you assigned as my intern."
Looking at my young friend, it was obvious she wanted to kiss Kath again but was too scared to follow through. So, reluctantly letting her crush go, Charmaine stepped back and replied, "Yes, Ma'am."
"Kath," Kath interrupted.
Charmaine giggled nervously, "Yes, Kath. What time tomorrow?"
"10.00 am," Kath advised.
Charmaine nodded and, even more reluctantly, moved away.
"Kath and Charmaine in the tree..."
"Oh, give it up!" Kath laughed. "What are you? Twelve?"
Kath and I cuddled some more as we watched the interactions around us. Rick was still avidly pursuing my daughter, who was equally as skilfully avoiding his flirtatious attempts. Freddy looked ever more downcast as he realised Kristy still hadn't even noticed him.
Gina was now between Johnny's legs, and it was clear he was 'stimulating her erogenous zones'. Siobhan and Phil had Caoimhe pressed between them. Caoimhe's thighs were wrapped around Siobhan's hips, and Siobhan's hands roamed over her bottom. Meanwhile, Phil's thick erection was pressed between his sister's tight buns, and his hands caressed Caoimhe's perfect but tiny breasts.
The biggest surprise was that Jennifer sat in Mike's lap, similar to how Gina sat in Johnny's. Jennifer's head was tilted back, and it almost looked like she was purring.
"Don't look now," I teased Kath. "But your husband's feeling up a lusciously-sized teenager."
"He is, too!" Kath exclaimed after spotting Jennifer in her husband's lap. "Bastard!" She left me and swam across to pounce on Charmaine. A short time later, Kath sat beside her husband and was groping the gorgeous young Chilean woman as fervently as her husband groped the voluptuous Jennifer.
Grinning, I decided to tease Kristy by taking her father's attention from her. I swam across the pool and sat my naked, toned and curvy ass on his suddenly rapidly inflating cock. Reaching between my thighs, I guided him inside me. In response, Kristy humphed, turned to Rick and stuck her tongue down his throat.
I noticed that Freddy looked even more crestfallen. Things suddenly looked up for him when Phil whispered something to Siobhan and his sister. Siobhan grinned and turned Caoimhe into her brother's strong arms. Striding through the water, Siobhan sat on Freddy's lap, cupped her massive, surgically enhanced breasts, and stuffed them in Freddy's shocked face. Then Siobhan grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled his head back, and stuck her tongue down his throat. Everyone was naked, so it was easy for Siobhan to take hold of Freddy's sturdy, averagely-sized cock and guide it into her pussy.
Even though I'd instigated the debauchery, I knew I had to end it. A couple, or even a pair of couples, making love naked in the pool was okay. But a full-blown orgy? No! That would bring the cops, for sure.
"We'd better take this inside," I called. "Otherwise, the prudish neighbours will have the police on us."
Shifting on my seat, I tucked my robe under my shapely ass. My memories of that night were turning me on, and I didn't want to leave a wet spot on the bar stool. Taking another sip of my coffee, I grimaced, realising I'd been sitting there so long my coffee had gone cold. Pouring it into the sink, I made another and slipped back into my reveries.
Entering my living room, Siobhan took over. Johnny's mix flash drive was moved to the inside stereo, and Freddy and the other guys moved the chairs and sofas to the walls, creating a space to dance.
I have no idea why the rest of us girls agreed, but somehow, at Siobhan's suggestion, we all knelt in a circle in the middle of the room, our feet touching and our bodies facing out. Siobhan controlled the music, and we began a game she called 'musical mouths'. I looked wonderingly at Kath on my left and Kristy on my right. They exchanged glances with Gina, Caoimhe, Jennifer and Charmaine. None of us had a clue what Siobhan meant for us to do.
"Right!" Siobhan said loudly. "Same theory as musical chairs. Men, when the music stops, you stick your cocks in the woman's mouth before you. She has two minutes to try and get you off. If she succeeds, you're out, and she gets to do whatever she wants to you for five minutes. Men, you cannot object to anything she wants to do!"
I looked at Kristy and Kath. They shrugged and looked back. However, I knew from the gleam in Kristy's eyes that she was keen to experience this. Kath had bitten her bottom lip, too. A sure sign that she, too, was horny and eager to play. None of the other girls offered a complaint, so the game was on! My only thought was, 'I wonder how many mouthfuls of cum I can get?'
After waiting to see if there were any objections, Siobhan started the music. She left it playing for what seemed like an age. I knew she was building the anticipation in all of us, wanting us to eagerly anticipate whose cock we'd get to suck (the women) or whose mouth we'd get to fuck (the men).
The music stopped. As luck would have it, or knowing the perverseness of Siobhan, it was planned: My son stopped in front of me, her father before Kristy, Mike in front of Caoimhe and Phil before Kath. Regardless, all four men eagerly push their rampantly erect cocks into our mouths.
I'd blown my son many times, so I knew precisely how to make him cum. Siobhan hadn't set any rules vis-à-vis using hands, so I cupped Johnny's big balls, squeezed gently, and lashed his glans with my tongue. I had him close. So close that he was groaning and muttering, "No, no, no!" but I didn't quite get him there before time ran out. None of the others came either.
The men danced around us again. Rick's cock was surprisingly dry. But then I realised he'd been in front of Charmaine and guessed that, as a responsible Dom, he'd asked the gorgeous young thing if she wanted to suck him. I assumed that Charmaine had said, "No". My theory was tested when the music stopped next. My husband stood before the beautiful Chilean woman, offering his cock. Charmaine gulped but gamely opened her sweet little mouth with its lush lips and sucked Sean slowly inside.
I had Rick in front of me. I'd tasted his medium-sized but incredibly thick cock before. I wasn't successful in bringing him off that time, nor did I succeed this time. In fact, no one did, so the music started again. I studied the bouncing cocks dancing around me and knew it was only a matter of time before some of them began to cum. Precum drooled from every eye, and the men's balls had tightened against their stems.
The music halted with Freddy before my daughter. I smiled because I knew Freddy's unrequited desire for her would mean he wouldn't be able to control himself. Sure enough, well within the allotted time, Freddy spunked into Kristy's eagerly slurping mouth.
"We have a winner!" Siobhan gleefully crowed. "Kristy, you have five minutes to do whatever you wish with Mister Freddy!"
They moved to the four-seater couch. Kristy lay on her back and lifted and spread her shapely legs. "I'm so freaking horny right now that I need you to make me cum, Freddy. Use your mouth on me!"
Although somewhat disappointed that Kristy didn't want him to fuck her, Freddy dove onto her sodden, freshly waxed pussy and eagerly devoured her seeping fluids. I watched concernedly as Freddy orally serviced my daughter. However, it seemed that Freddy knew what he was doing because Kristy quickly climaxed on Freddy's probing tongue.



I'm not sure that Siobhan had intended to or whether she, too, was caught up in watching Freddy tonguing Kristy, but the game had ceased as Freddy and my daughter went at it. As we all avidly watched, Kristy peaked again and moaned as another orgasm made her toss her gorgeous, shapely body on the couch. Finished, Freddy sat up proudly and gazed lovingly down on my daughter.
Unfortunately, Kristy didn't notice Freddy's look, or she ignored it. She bounced to her feet, announced, "I'm ready to go again, " and took her place in the circle.
Siobhan looked sympathetically at her fiancé's friend but knew saying something would only make things worse. She turned the music on and said brightly, "Around and around they go. Where they stop, don't nobody know!"
When the music stopped this time, Mike faced Kath. There were no rules except for the time limit, so Kath stroked Mike instead of sucking him. All the while, she described what it was like to feel Rick's cock in her ass as she rode Mike. I doubt that it was a minute before Mike orgasmed onto her tiny, conically nippled breasts.
Siobhan announced, "Kath is our latest winner. Freddy, move to one of the sofas. Kath, you have five minutes of Mike's undivided attention. Do with him as you will."
"If Freddy's willing, I'm going to make Mike watch me fuck him," Kath announced. Freddy, you game?"
Freddy, who was defeatedly staring at the carpet, suddenly perked up. Getting to fuck the gorgeous sports news presenter, who was also his mate's mom, and one of his regular fap fantasies, was too good an opportunity to resist. His divining rod swiftly lengthening and stiffening, Freddy eagerly rolled onto his back and held his rampantly erect cock so it pointed at the ceiling.
Freddy's rod had accurately divined moisture because, with a deeply satisfied sigh, Kath lowered her ragingly hot pussy onto it. "Kneel with your head as close to our hips as possible, Mike," Kath demanded. "Watch this handsome young man's gorgeous cock opening your wife's"... Heck! I still struggle to write that word, even if it wasn't me saying it. Okay. Here we go... "cunt and pushing inside."
Mike obeyed. I'm not sure if anyone else was aware of Mike's submissive proclivities, but it was soon apparent he wasn't hurt by Kath fucking Freddy. Indeed, he was turned on by it and began masturbating as he watched his wife getting fucked. Kath's libido was running rampant because it took way less than the five minutes allocated before she climaxed on Freddy's sturdy pole. Freddy came into her as she orgasmed.
Kath climbed off Freddy and shoved her cum-messy pussy into her husband's face. "Clean me," she demanded.
Mike did so eagerly. Kath rubbed Freddy's cum all over Mike's face, achieving a minor climax as she did. However, the surprise came when Mike tipped his head back, groaned, and orgasmed, too. Being forced to submit to his wife and having her dominate him was too much for his libido, and he lost control.
We had three more unsuccessful rounds before Jennifer suggested we swap. "The men can kneel where we are. When the music stops, we jump on the cock before us. The men have four minutes (because it takes us girls way longer than you men) to make us cum. Same rules: If the man succeeds, he does whatever he wishes with us for five minutes."
My reveries were interrupted by Charmaine staggering into the kitchen. Trying not to laugh at the dishevelled young beauty, I made an expresso coffee and gave it to her.
"Lawd!" Charmaine protested. "What time did we finally stop f... making love and go to sleep?" Then she shrugged and added, "I'd sleep in my bed, but Jennifer doesn't like sleeping alone, and she's always horny, so I get very little sleep even then."
I examined the petite, dark-skinned woman before me. Charmaine had put on a pair of pink boy-cut panty briefs and a matching short robe. The only button she'd done up was the one immediately under the swell of her diminutive breasts. As Charmaine moved, her pierced belly button showed along with tantalising glimpses of the top and bottom curves of her breast mounds. Once again, I marvelled that I, Mrs Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, housewife and Slut Mommie, was making love with this gorgeous sylph-like creature. That 'little tingle' I often feel between my thighs moved a little higher and centred on my thick clit.
"Maybe you should lock your door," I suggested.
Siobhan's dad and his crew had completed the alterations I'd wanted. The main hallway upstairs, which I'd always thought was out of balance with the rest of the upstairs area, was now a metre narrower. Initially designed as the maid's quarters, our guestroom was now four separate rooms. It had a combined Kitchenette, lounge, and dining room. Plus, a combined shower, bathroom and laundrette were in a separate area off the kitchen. Then, two bedrooms off a short hallway were created by moving the house's hallway wall, the wall between the guestrooms and the first spare room and adding another. What was the first spare bedroom was now part of the guestrooms. Charmaine and Jennifer shared this area.
I'd amended the house rules for the upper area. The lower area was clothing optional except when we had guests, and then it became clothing mandatory. The upper area, for us girls, was naked mandatory. Jennifer and Charmaine both had body image issues when they joined my household, and I wanted to rid them of their fears by making them realise a naked body was just that: a naked body. Whatever your body's size or shape, there was no reason to be ashamed of it. And, no matter what shape, there were always people who were attracted to it.
My parents used a similar tactic with their three daughters. None of us, even though my mother and sisters are literal 'whales', have issues believing we are sexy and deserving of love and attention.
Charmaine giggled, "She'd just knock until I opened it."
Charmaine was close enough, so I slid my arm around her slender shoulders and brought her closer. Opening my toned, shapely thighs, I moved my young charge until her tiny, upturned nipples pressed against me. Charmaine sighed happily and turned her face up for me to kiss.
"We haven't spent enough time alone together lately, little one," I told her after kissing her pouty lips. "Do you have uni today?"
"Just a morning class," Charmaine explained. "Speaking of which, I should shower, change, and get ready."
"I'll have a fruit smoothie ready for you when you get back, honey." I looked at the wall planner above the bench and saw that only the gorgeous Chilean woman and I would be home this afternoon. Well, assuming I closed the office and re-directed the phones to the service. Kath had offered Charmaine an intern spot working for her. It was only two days a week, but when uni finished for the year, she'd work the same five days Kath worked--typically Thursday to Sunday. Her internship was unpaid, but it was a start. Kath said Charmaine was popular with the editorial staff and floor managers. Today wasn't one of her days interning, so I added, "Come to my room when you're finished at uni."
Looking at me lustfully, Charmaine nodded, kissed me again and skipped from the room.
'If only it were so easy to make everyone so happy,' I thought as I watched Charmaine's delectably tight buns skipping away.
Yawning, a rumpled-looking Gina walked into my kitchen as Charmaine left. "Did I hear someone mention coffee and smoothies?" She asked as she stretched and yawned. All my son's fiancé wore was a skimpy black thong, so I was treated to her magnificently rounded C-cups bouncing enticingly before me.
"You know how to use the coffee maker," I pretended to grouse. "I'll start on the smoothies."
"Oh, I see how it is," Gina teased. "You made Charmaine's coffee, but I have to make my own? Now I know Charmaine's your favourite!"
"Yes, you're right," I agreed disarmingly. "Charmaine's my favourite smallest pseudo-daughter. You're my favourite of Johnny's future wives."
"What about me?" Jennifer asked, entering the kitchen. Jennifer, as she usually is, was already dressed to the nines--showered, hair and makeup done, and dressed in a clinging white micro-skirt with a blue bra constraining her D-cup breasts. Her breasts were covered with a soft pink scoop-necked singlet.
"You're my favourite tallest daughter," I deadpanned.
"Cool!" Jennifer straight-facedly responded. "I'm the favourite! Eat your hearts out, bit... err... girls!"
I smiled, realising my girls were taking their lessons to heart. I'd told them, on pain of corrections on their breasts and asses, that I expected them to clean up their language. They were beautiful young ladies, and it was time they started acting like them. The younger generation's tendency to use obscene and profane language bothered me, so I was doing my little bit to clean up my part of the world.
Johnny wandered in next. He, too, looked a little worse for wear. I smiled as I realised the youngsters were more tired than I was. "What's for breakfast, Mom?" He asked as he made himself a coffee.
"The usual?" I asked back. "Bacon, hash browns, eggs, and toast?"
"You're wearing me out," Johnny pretended to complain. "Better add a couple of sausages to that to boost my protein consumption."
Gina and I laughed as we surrounded and hugged him. Johnny patted my sexy bottom familiarly before letting me go so I could start his breakfast. Thirty minutes later, my 'children' were all out the door. The girls were off to their uni classes. Johnny to his studio. Looking at my watch, I realised I had barely enough time to shower and change before I had to open our office.
I do my hair and makeup so often that it doesn't take me long to get ready, especially if I'm alone in the shower. So, at about ten to nine, I was dressed in my black Clasi shawl collar, wrap hem romper and standing at the inside door to Sean's and my business, Muggleton Consultancy. My outfit clung to and revealed large portions of my delightfully mounded breast globes. It looked like it was glued to my lean waist and then flared, barely covering my toned, curvaceous ass and hips. It looked like a micro-dress from the front, but from behind, you could see the 'skirt' was actually pants. The pants did display my sexy ass and long, shapely legs beautifully, though.
Before leaving on his business trip with our daughter, Sean had contacted his existing clients and explained he'd be away for nearly two months. If they had any questions, they could contact me, and I'd help as best I could. Anything I couldn't handle, he'd fix remotely from wherever he was. If it were urgent or important, I'd get a message through to him, and he'd call at a time convenient to them, despite any time differences.
I turned the lights and computers on and unlocked the front door before switching the phones to active and away from the answering service. I checked, but there were no messages.
The day's first phone call was from Eugenie Matson. Eugenie and I'd had a quick liaison when she brought her husband, Bryce, in to consult with Sean. She'd made it clear to me that she wanted to play with my husband and me. Sean had put her off twice, saying he was too busy and would be until after his return. However, Eugenie wasn't one you could say "No" to.
As I picked up the phone, I quickly brought up her account. As it connected to Sean's investment software and the net, I cheerfully, trying to suppress my anxiety, said, "Hello, Eugenie. Nice to hear from you again." I hid a relieved sigh when I saw that the Matson's investments were tracking above where Sean had projected.
"Relax, my darling Katie slut," Eugenie drawled. "I haven't called about our stock market portfolio. I've already seen we're ahead of the schedule your husband set."
I closed my eyes momentarily and let that word flow over me so it didn't ignite my libido as it still often did.
"What can I do for you?" I asked brightly, glad she didn't want to grill me about that. I thought I had a pretty good grasp of the basics of Sean's programs, but I was a babe in the woods compared to him or the formidable woman on the phone with me.
"You'll come to my place for lunch on Thursday," Eugenie announced. "Twelve O'clock. Wear something sexy and don't be late. Oh, bring your favourite strap-on."
She hung up before I could protest. 'I guess I know what I'm doing for lunch on Thursday,' I mused as I put the phone down and turned to the computer. After closing the Matson account, I shifted desks to the reception area and opened my online course website. I checked my latest submission and saw that my lecturer had marked and returned it. Forty-nine out of fifty, hmmm. I checked to see which question I'd missed and silently berated myself when I saw that a simple juxtaposition of numbers had cruelled my run of perfect scores.
'Darn!' I thought. 'Dopey! You know to recheck every answer.' Sean had been standing behind me, playing with my nipples when I finished that unit. Distracted by my arousal, I hadn't checked the last page of my test and submitted it anyway. The resulting error ruined my run of nine perfect score tests. However, just as I was about to change web pages and begin my latest unit, I saw a note from the lecturer.
It read, "Ms Kaitlyn, I'm surprised that you managed to reverse the order of two numbers. I'd hate to ruin your perfect score, so please, assuming you know which two are reversed, repair and return so I can record your final result."
I happily fixed the error and resubmitted it. A few minutes later, I received an announcement that I'd received a perfect score for that test.
I read through the learning material for my latest unit, Methodology for Business Research, and began the preparation exercises afterwards. I aced the exercises, but unfortunately, it was too early to do the end-of-unit test. However, I was able to begin my project. After spending time researching what I needed, I changed to my Masters course, but I'd completed everything I was allowed to do with that, too. Sighing, I closed all the web pages and made a cup of tea. Relaxing, I let my mind wander back through the last few weeks.
The second 'musical chairs' game we played that night, the one with the boys kneeling and us girls jumping on their cocks, was a complete disaster. An amusing one, but still a complete disaster.
Again, I was unsure if it was by good luck or by Siobhan's desire, but Kristy was before Freddy when the music stopped for the first time. She didn't hesitate and swiftly knelt on his medium-sized cock, took it inside her slippery tight pussy, and Freddy orgasmed almost immediately.
Of course, that meant he had to do whatever my daughter wanted him to do for the next five minutes. And, of course, Kristy made him clean his semen from her soaking pussy. We all laughed at Freddy's pulled face and applauded when he went about the business of licking and sucking his cum from the confines of Kristy's tight vulva.
Siobhan waited until Kristy rejoined the circle before she restarted the music. When it stopped next, Caoimhe was in front of her father. Mike lasted inside of his daughter for about as long as Freddy had inside Kristy. Caoimhe's reward was to make her father use his tongue to clean her and bring her to an orgasm.
Once Mike had done that, Siobhan announced the men were all "hopeless" and that we needed a different game.
However, my vigorous activities from earlier that night, and now the games we'd played here, meant that I was starting to flag pretty badly. Sean realised that and announced he was taking me to bed alone. My girls groaned disappointedly, but Sean insisted. He picked me up and carried me upstairs. I don't remember him opening our bedroom door, so I assume I fell asleep in his strong arms.
Hearing the office doorbell chime startled me from my reminiscing. I looked up and smiled when I saw who it was. "Hey, Freddy," I said happily.
I liked the young man. His parents had severely damaged his ego and psyche, but he was still a good guy on the inside. I remembered one of the conversations I'd had with my husband before he'd left--whether he would permit me to take Freddy Singleton under my wing and bring him out from the shadows his domineering, bullying father and submissive, weakling mother had cast over him. Sean had encouraged me to help the young man in the only way I knew best: I'd seduce him and fuck him into dominance. Well, assuming Freddy was prepared to take that journey with me.
The first thing I thought I needed to change was his name. I mean, Freddy is okay for a kid or even a teenager. But Freddy was about to hit twenty--soon, if I remembered correctly. I vaguely remembered his birthday being between Christmas and New Year. Other than Christmas Day itself, I couldn't imagine a worse time to have your birthday. I wondered how often Freddy got presents on his birthday. I guessed most would give him one present on Christmas Day and say it was for both events.
'Freddy, Fred, Frederick,' I mused. Fred sounded too old, Frederick? No. Australians would never use it. The rule here is to shorten names to their most diminutive form. If they couldn't be compressed, like Todd, for example, then, perversely, they'd length it. Todd would become Toddy or even 'Todster'. Hence, Michael became Mikey or Mike. Johnathon, Johnny, or John. Kaitlyn, Katie, Katie or even Kay.
Neither of the two Frederick diminutives was acceptable, but could I do something with the 'Rick' part of Frederick? I looked at him and thought, 'Ricky Singleton?' Nah! Still too childish sounding. 'Rick Singleton?'
"Earth to Katie Muggleton," Freddy teased.
Shaking my head, I smiled and pushed my chair back, purposefully spreading my toned, shapely thighs and giving him a flash of my scantily covered nirvana as I did. I'd let myself sink down in the chair as I pushed back. This forced my romper suit to ride up and press against my vulva. My camel toe and thick clitoris were clearly delineated through my suit's pants. Freddy gaped. He couldn't help it. And I smiled happily, knowing my ability to sexually excite the young man was still strong.
"I was thinking about your first name, Freddy," I told him. "It seems a little childish for a strong, handsome, virile young businessman like yourself. I was trying different names in my head to see what would suit you."
"Did you choose one?" Freddy smilingly asked.
"Yes," I replied. "How does Rick Singleton sound to you?"
"Weird," Freddy answered honestly. "A bit like our friend, Rick Coleman (The dominant we've been playing with). Still better than Freddy, though. Dad started that when I was only a baby, and it's stuck ever since. And the only time I hear Frederick is when my mom's pissed at me. Then it's Frederick Albert Singleton; what have you done?"
"Anyway," I dismissed. "A conversation for another time. What can I do for you, Rick?"
Freddy laughed before saying, "After an extensive fight with my father, I've finally taken control of my financial affairs. I needed Mom and Dad's permission to sign because I was under eighteen when The Lions contracted me to their academy. They put all my money into a managed account--an account managed by Dad. Dad's been siphoning off that money ever since.
"I didn't mind when I was living at home because taking me to training and the games and paying for the incidental gear like socks, shorts, jerseys, etc., wasn't cheap, as you well know. Plus, although I had a sign-on bonus, I wasn't being paid to play. So it was only fair that my parents took some of the money I'd been paid to cover expenses. I live away from home now, yet he still takes money from the account. After a court battle, that's all been fixed, so I need to invest my money and start making it work. You know? Just in case our studio doesn't work out."



Inviting Freddy to sit on a chair beside me at Sean's computer desk, I brought up his investment program and began entering details. "How much are we talking about, Rick?"
Freddy smiled again and said, "All up, I've got around five hundred thousand left after what Dad pilfered. Is that enough to get started?"
"More than enough," I assured him. "With that kind of nest egg, Sean and I will have you retiring as a multi-millionaire before you're fifty."
Stunned, Freddy said, "Really?"
I finished entering the variables and turned the screen so Freddy could see. "The top figure assumes an extremely conservative return of just the CPI (Consumer Price Index). Typically, CPI averages out at about 4.1% annually. That gives you a total of $1,669,136. The second figure is if we invest your stocks a little more aggressively. Placing some into high-risk stocks, more into medium-risk, and the rest remaining in low-risk. That should give us an annual return of about 7.00%. As you can see, that boosts your retirement fund to $3,806,123."
"What happens if we move even more into the high and medium-risk areas?" Freddy asked.
"You find another financial management team," I teased, knowing my husband would say the same thing. "Typically, Sean will spend some time every week sorting through your portfolio and moving your stock around to garner the greatest return. That means the returns I've shown you are at the conservative end of our predictions." I turned the screen back to me and entered another series of numbers. After checking them, I showed Freddy.
Gobsmacked, Freddy looked at me, "What's this?" He asked, seeing the almost nine million dollar figure showing.
"This, Rick, is what retirement looks like if your investment matches Sean's average client return."
"Wow!" Freddy sputtered. He sat contemplating things for a while. Then, a slow smile appeared across his face. "Nine mil., huh?" That'll show the old bastard I'm not a useless piece of shit!"
I couldn't help it! How could a parent say something so horrific to their child? How could you create life--wonderful, beautiful, vibrant life, and then shatter and beat it down until it barely shone? I burst into tears and hugged the handsome young man to my bosom.
Freddy's breath hitched, and then he sobbed. "I tried everything, Momma. But no matter what I did, it was never good enough. Do you remember Johnny's, mine, Frank's, and Phil's last year of age group football together? We won every game, including the final, and yet, when Johnny got 'Best on Ground' in the Grand Final and also won the club's end-of-year 'Best and Fairest' award, Dad told me that he always knew I was a loser and would never amount to much. I was voted best defensive back and club man, but even that wasn't good enough for the old prick."
What could I say? What was there to say? I didn't know, so I held him to my breasts, placed my cheek on the top of his head, and cried with him. Uncomfortable and with my back aching from leaning forward and hugging Freddy from my chair, I shifted to his lap. Freddy looked up with a sad smile, so I kissed him lightly and guided his head back onto my bosom. Freddy sniffled a few more times, but then his head shifted, and I felt his warm breath and soft lips between my full, luscious breasts. Simultaneously, Freddy's hands moved from my shoulders to my taut, shapely ass.
"Freddy!" I meant to warn but moaned instead as I felt his medium-lengthed but sturdy penis stiffening against my perineum.
"Please, Momma," Freddy murmured as he tilted his head back, hoping for a kiss.
He got his wish! I couldn't deny the sudden rush of desire that sent my usual tingle into a bonfire of sexual arousal. Freddy was such a sweet young man, so thoughtful and loyal, and from what I knew from our earlier escapades, a damned good lover. 'Thank goodness I asked for Sean's permission earlier,' I fleetingly thought before getting down to the serious business of kissing this gorgeous, young creature. Turning so I could press my luscious breasts against his muscular chest, I then kissed Freddy with every ounce of skill and passion I possessed.
"Gawd, Momma," Freddy groaned. "You're so beautiful. I want to make love to you. May I?"
"No," I growled. "But if you don't stick your stiff cock in me and fuck me like the slut I am, I'll scream!"
"Lawd, Momma," Freddy crooned as he unzipped my romper and eased it off my toned shoulders. "You're such a delectable Mommie slut, that I don't what I'd do without you."
Effortlessly, Freddy stood, lifting me as he did, and peeled my romper off. He chuckled when he realised that it was all that I had on. Sitting me on the desk, he quickly locked the front door and turned the sign to 'closed'. Returning to where I squirmed on the desk, my pussy juices already pooling under me, Freddy dropped to his knees and moved between my firm, shapely thighs. Lifting, spreading and then lowering my thighs over his shoulders, Freddy spread my juicy pussy lips open, exposing my thick throbbing clitoris and attacked it with his tongue.
"Gawd, that's good," I moaned as I squeezed Freddy's head to my soaking pussy.
Freddy alternated swift swirls over my large button as he sucked firmly with slow licks from my drooling entrance to my clit. I moaned again as my climax swiftly approached. Then, with a loud squeal, I found my mountain's peak and threw myself off it. As my orgasm thundered through me, I grabbed the back of Freddy's head and ground my pulsating pussy against his strong chin.
Slowly coming down from my orgasm high, I wriggled off the bench and gestured that Freddy should take my place. Before he could sit in my leaked pussy juices, I dropped to my knees, pulled down his khaki trousers, and peeled his jockeys off. When he sat, I took his throbbing member into my mouth. Swallowing his approximately 6-inch tool in my hot, wet mouth, I cupped and gently massaged his tight balls as I sucked hard and swirled my tongue. Freddy didn't seem to have had much sex lately because it took me less than a minute to bring him to fruition.
"Oh, Gawd, Momma," Freddy groaned as his ejaculate filled my greedily swallowing mouth.
It was time for the first of Freddy's many lessons. Holding his semen in my mouth, I pressed my lips to his. Then, knowing he'd try to pull back, I grabbed the back of his head, parted my lips and pushed his cum into his mouth. Freddy tried to pull away and refuse to accept it, but I was relentless and held him tightly until he had no choice but to accept my gift.
I let Freddy pull away. "Swallow," I demanded. "Swallow, or neither I nor my girls will ever give you another blowjob."
Grimacing, Freddy reluctantly allowed my gift to slide down his throat. "What the fuck was that?" He growled after swallowing.
"Do you expect your lovers to kiss you after you've gone down on them?" I asked as I ran my hands over his broad chest and tickled his tiny nipples, starting to rekindle his arousal. Freddy nodded. "After you've come inside them, but you're not satiated yet, do you expect them to suck your cock and get you ready again?" Freddy repeated his nod. I smiled appealingly up at him and said, "What's good for the goose is good for the gander, Freddy.
"If a woman's considerate enough to give you a blowjob, you darned well better kiss her afterwards to thank her. If you've cum inside her, but she still needs more, you'd sure as heck better go down on her until she's satisfied. Otherwise, you're a user, Freddy. You're not a user, Freddy, are you?"
"No, Momma," Freddy asserted.
Freddy's sturdy penis had reinflated, so I cut our conversation short and took him in my mouth again. Satisfied he was ready, I turned and lay my lusciously firm breasts on the desktop. "Take me, Rick," I demanded.
Freddy stood and moved up behind my sexily presented ass. Then, standing on tip-toes, he slid his steel-hard penis into my slippery warmth. Realising he'd had to stand on his toes, I kicked my heels off, spread my feet wider and bent my knees. Now that he could stand firmly on the ground, Freddy began thumping into me. However, something was lacking in his strokes--a dominance I was accustomed to or a firmness that I needed to skyrocket from my orgasm's launching pad properly. What he was doing felt good and would bring me to an eventual climax, but there was a diffidence to his actions, and my orgasm would be a soft, unfulfilling one.
"You're a man, Freddy," I sneered. "Surely you can make one weak woman submit to your needs? Own me, possess me, and make me yours, even if it's for only as long as you're fucking me. Dominate me, Freddy. Make me beg you to fuck me harder!"
"Momma?" Freddy questioningly called.
"Fuck me, Freddy," I demanded. "I'm a woman who needs to feel possessed to orgasm properly. Take me, force me to submit to your will. Say to me, 'You will cum, woman, because I command you to'." Freddy's hand lifted from my hip, and he half-heartedly slapped my ass cheek. "Harder!" I demanded. "I'm your woman, and I'm refusing to yield to your lovemaking. Force me to yield, Freddy." His hand came down on my shapely rear with a little more force, but still way below dominance. "Is that the best you can manage?" I sneered. "Maybe I should get Johnny in here to fuck me properly."
Suddenly, Freddy threw off the shackles. His hands--big hands. Hands that powerfully, dominantly forced other players' grasping hands away from the AFL ball. Hands that forcefully shoved off opposing tacklers. Hands made to take ownership of his woman's toned, shapely ass. Hands that lifted before coming crashing down onto my bare bottom.
"Yes!" I exclaimed. "Make my body sing to your demands, Freddy!" Freddy's hands raised and came stingingly down again. "Tell me what you want, Freddy," I asked. "Make me obey. Force me to respond to your dominance."
He was like a madman, and I briefly worried I'd created a monster. However, his thrusts into me were powerful and not painful. His crashing hands stung but weren't violent. He disciplined my smart mouth but did not punish me. He was the man, and I was the willing vessel for his manly seed.
"You like that, my darling slut Katie?" Freddy asked as he slammed into me and whacked my firmly muscled ass. "You love my cock slamming into your dripping cunt, don't you, slut Katie? Show me that you're my willing slut, Katie. Cum for your man."
"Nipples," I gasped as sweat dripped from Freddy onto my lower back and off my shapely nose onto the desktop. "Nipples."
Freddy was no slouch when it came to making love. He only needed to know how to fuck, and how to tell when to do one or the other. Freddy had stopped 'making love to his momma', and Rick was now fucking his woman. And fuck me, he did! Leaning onto my toned, leanly muscled back, Freddy reached around my luscious body and cupped my large, bouncing breasts. Taking my puffy nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, Freddy pulled, pinched and twisted as he relentlessly slammed his sturdy, thick cock into my increasingly soppy pussy.
Then, Freddy let go of my right nipple and whacked my right ass cheek resoundingly. The sudden explosion of different sensations smashed me off my orgasmic peak's precipice, and with a shattering scream, I climaxed on his throbbing, thrusting manhood.
Hearing my orgasmic squeal, Freddy smacked my ass a final time before short-hunching several times and ramming his cock as deep into me as he could. Freddy groaned vociferously as he unloaded his tight ball sack into my willing pussy. He wasn't deep enough to squirt onto my cervix, so I missed my secondary orgasm when that occurred. Still, it was the best orgasm the young man had given me, so I gratefully pushed him away from me, turned and dropped to my knees. Guiding his slowly deflating penis into my mouth, I carefully and gently cleaned our combined secretions from on and around his cock.
Finished, I helped Freddy pull up his pants and tucked him away. Kissing his sweaty face, I grinned happily and said, "That's a good start, Freddy. I'll teach you how to love and make love to a sexually submissive woman yet."
"Is this how I need to be with Kristy to get her attention, Katie?" Freddy longingly asked. "Do I need to force her to submit and make her take my cock?"
It was extremely poor form to ask a woman that you've just fucked to give advice on how to pick up another, but I forgave the forlorn young man for his faux pas. "Not in the beginning, Freddy. If you try to do something like this without first establishing a relationship, Kristy's likely to cut your balls off."
"Then, what do I do, Katie? I try to talk with her, and she just ignores me. Either that, or she treats me like a brother from another mother or a guy firmly in the 'friend zone'. How do I get her to go out with me?"
I knew Freddy's ego was fragile, so I didn't want to say too much about how he behaved. His behaviour was diffident. He was reluctant to put himself forward. Too shy to take the spotlight. He'd have to learn how to fix all of those things if he were to be a suitable partner for my head-strong, too similar to me, daughter.
So, instead of saying anything about those things, I offered, "Let me teach you, Freddy. Let me help you to become the man for a sexually submissive woman. A woman who is fiercely independent but needs a man's dominant presence to stop her from straying from the path and to correct her when she does. Can you be that man, Freddy? If you can, you just might attract my daughter."
"It seems to come so naturally to Sean and Johnny," Freddy said wistfully. "I watch how Sean is with you and Kristy. How he is with the other girls, and I'm in awe of how he calmly and casually interacts with them. He's a powerful, confident, emotionally strong man. All the girls know it, and they're all attracted to him. Hell, even Charmaine, who's more lesbian than not, wants to fuck him. Johnny's the same with Gina, Jennifer, and Charmaine. I wish I could be like that."
"You can be," I assured him. "It's learnt behaviour, Freddy. It's knowing your worth and being confident in it."
"Well, now that I have control of my money, maybe my worth will be enough for someone like Kristy."
Suppressing an exasperated sigh, I answered, "Your self-worth has nothing to do with money, Freddy."
"It doesn't?" He doubtfully questioned.
"When Sean and I married, we had nothing. Sean was studying at university, and I was pregnant. I worked any kind of part-time jobs I could get, struggling to put enough money together to pay the rent. I admit we were proud and didn't ask our parents for help, but we wanted to show we could do it on our own. Then, finally, Sean got his degree and was snapped up by Pepperstone, Australia. The rest, as they say, is history.
"The thing is is that present wealth is fleeting. It can be temporary. Shockingly temporary if you don't invest wisely and control your budget and spending. However, future wealth is almost assured if you use your money cleverly, invest judiciously, and get the right help.
"But, remember, even without two cents to rub together, Sean was as he is now--emotionally strong, calm, and self-confident. Women throw themselves at my husband, Freddy. They have for as long as I've known him. He even had girls trying to attract him before we were teenagers."
"Yeah, I've seen that with Johnny," Freddy said thoughtfully. "Even when he's out with Gina, who's both beautiful and earthily sexy, other women flirt with him. I've even seen women slip their phone numbers into his pocket as he danced with Gina."
I giggled, "Well, if the way to a man's heart is through his stomach, then the way to a woman's heart is through her dancing feet. Show a woman you can dance well with her, and you've already got her halfway in bed."
"Will you teach me, Momma?" Freddy asked plaintively.
"I'll teach you everything you need to know, Freddy. But this is your one chance, okay? You disobey, fight me, or refuse to do something I ask you to do, and you're gone, and your chances with Kristy are gone with you. Do you agree?"
"Yes, Momma."
"The first thing is this: Stop calling me Momma. In company, I'm Katie, and we act like the friends we are. When there's just you and me, I'm your girl. Treat me like I'm your girl. You don't own me, and you'll never own any woman, but you can show them, through your powerful presence and dominant manner, that they're yours and protected by you. I need to feel safe in your presence, Freddy. No matter where we are and who's coming onto me, I need to know that you're there to protect me from them.
"If you carry yourself confidently, with a calm, assured presence, guys will back off. If they don't, you need to make them. I don't mean by using violence, necessarily, although you might need to do that sometimes. I know you, Phil, and Johnny are into your martial arts, and I saw you take down Frank the minuscule dick (I may have explained before, but I don't use 'dick' when it comes to men's equipment. Men can act like or be dicks, but they have cocks. Throbbing, pulsating, semen-squirting cocks. However, Frank was a dick, and a tiny cocked one at that!) and his dick head mates, so that helps me to feel safe. Am I making sense, Freddy?"
"Yes, my love," Freddy replied.
"Good start," I smiled.
"What do we do now?"
Purposefully, I misunderstood what Freddy meant. "Well, first, I have to run you through the paperwork so Muggleton Consultancy can legally become your financial manager."
"No," Freddy grinningly protested. "I mean about training me to be the man to a sexually submissive woman."
"You date me as if I were your girl, Rick," I replied.
"What do you mean, Katie?"
"Surely you know how to date a girl, Freddy."
"Oh," he said, trying to raise some courage.
"I'm free for lunch tomorrow," I said helpfully.
Freddy immediately sweetly asked, "Would you like to go to lunch tomorrow, my darling Katie?"
"Are you asking your girl or telling her?"
Freddy grinned deprecatingly before saying, "Katie, my love, I'll pick you up from here at one tomorrow and take you to lunch. Wear something pretty for me."
Lowering my eyes, I agreed, "Yes, Sir." I could tell he liked this side of me because his trouser front had tented again. My tongue unawarely touched my bee-stung top lip, and I quietly said, "I'm still naked, Sir." Reaching out, I ran my fingers over his pants-covered cock.
"Kneel and take me out," Freddy commanded.
'This is more like it,' I thought as my pussy exploded like a gasoline-doused fire. 'A strong, emotionally powerful man commanding my obedience.' I knelt submissively at Freddy's feet, undid his fly and pulled his zipper down. Tugging his jockey briefs down, I eagerly slurped his sturdy 6-inch cock into my voracious mouth. Freddy's precum poured onto my tongue as I gently manipulated his small, tight balls.
I felt Freddy's balls tighten against his rigid stem and thought I'd receive another mouthful of his delicious cum. However, Freddy surprised me. Instead of coming in my mouth, he pushed me off his throbbing cock and told me to sit on the desk's edge. Then, dropping to his knees, Freddy pushed my knees back and apart to expose my thick, swollen with desire clitoris. Sucking my aching love button into his mouth, Freddy bit gently before slashing his talented tongue over it.
"Gaaawwwwddddd!" I moaned as Freddy's sudden dominance unleashed my inner slut. Then, just when I thought it couldn't get any better, Freddy's right middle finger slid inside my slippery, squelchingly hot vulva and massaged my G-spot. I moaned, "Ahhhhhhhhhhh!!!!" as what I knew would be an explosive orgasm gathered around my ragingly hot pussy and in my mind.
Freddy must have known I was close, but he mustn't have wanted me to cum on his tongue. So, despite my moaned protests, he removed his sucking, slurping mouth from my gushing pussy and stood. Pulling me off the desktop, Freddy flipped me over, smacked my curvy bottom and demanded that I spread my legs and bend my knees.



I was in the same position I'd been in earlier, but this time, my lover was dominant and forceful, just like I needed them to be. Freddy smacked my ass firmly before lining his throbbing member up with my dripping pussy and slamming into me.
Grabbing a handful of my lush, long, black hair, Freddy slapped my toned bottom and snarled, "Show me you're mine, slut Katie. Cum on your man's cock!" With that, he drove his hips forward, and Freddy's pelvis hit my firm, curvy ass with the power of a sledgehammer. Then, before I could take another breath, let alone comply, he pulled back, whacked my bottom again and growled, "I said, cum, slut Katie!"
So I did! It was tremendous. An orgasm the size of Mount Olympus exploded through my body. It was so intense that my whole body locked into a rictus. Even my throat muscles had cramped, preventing me from screaming my pleasure.
Happy with his performance, Freddy stroked gently into me while waiting for me to return from my low-earth orbit. When I shuddered and gasped, Freddy petted my back before firmly saying, "I want to cum on your pretty face, Katie. Kneel and suck me off until I'm ready to blow."
Freddy pulled out of my satiated pussy and stood back. I obediently turned and knelt. When Freddy grabbed the hair on the top of my head and pulled it back, I opened my mouth and accepted his thick 6-inch cock inside. Freddy pumped viciously into me for about a dozen strokes before pulling out and squirting his delicious man seed all over my beautiful face, ruining my carefully applied makeup.
Smiling happily, Freddy looked down at my cum splattered face. "You look so beautifully submissive kneeling before me wearing my cum, my little slut Katie. I'm tempted to make you stay like that until I leave, but you might have other clients, so I guess I should let you clean up."
Looking submissively up at the gorgeous young man, I quietly said, "I'm willing to take the risk, Sir. As long as you let me run behind the partition if someone does come in."
"Deal," Freddy agreed.
I moved onto my chair before my computer and created a new file for Freddy's investments. Then, I sent the documents I needed signed to the printer and printed them off before showing Freddy where to initial and sign. After he had, I scanned them and sent them back to my computer, deleting the unsigned files when I did. Then, after I'd taken his contact details, we were finished with the paperwork.
Freddy smiled and asked, "What's next?"
Handing him the signed copies, I replied, "You deposit your money in the bank account specified on the last page. Once you have, I'll invest them using the first strategy I outlined. If Sean has a chance in between working for his clients, he'll move them around until they match the second strategy. If not, he'll do it when he gets home."
"Smart alec," Freddy grinned. "I meant with you and me."
I looked at him levelly. "First of all, there is no 'you and me'. I am and always will be Sean's woman. I will train you how to be the man for a sexually submissive woman. If the Gawds be willing, that might allow you to attract my daughter's attention. I'll teach you how to show her that you're worthy of her and she's worthy of you. I'll teach you how to dominate her sexually so that her body instinctively reacts to yours. I'll train you how to make her feel safe in your presence, protected in your presence, and that, with you as her man, no one and nothing can ever hurt her.
"She'll know she is your most beautiful flower, your most precious gem, and that you would willingly lay your life down to ensure she remains protected. And, whilst doing those things, you stay calm, self-possessed, and in control of your emotions. Your physical strength she will learn to covet, but your emotional strength will allow her to be the best woman she can be. If you learn these things, become these things, then she will become the foundation on which you can build your life and wealth. And, with you as her man, she has her rock, her emotional centre that will allow her to become all she can be.
"Now, Mister Rick Singleton, can you take that journey with me?"
"Yes, my dear Katie. Yes, I can." Freddy stood and kissed my cum-messy lips. "I'll see you here tomorrow at one."
I smiled as Freddy opened the door. "Oh, Freddy?" I said sweetly. He turned to look at me. "Unless you're taking me to the beach or a park, I'm not the girl to take out if you're wearing only a T-shirt and boardies or a pair of jeans."
Freddy grinned and left, closing the door behind him. I put my romper back on and went inside. I needed to shower, change and redo my makeup. At the last second, I remembered to flick the telephones over to the answering service.
Twenty minutes later, I was back at my reception desk. I opened my online course again, hoping something had come through for me to do. Unfortunately, there was still nothing. Remembering, I turned the phones back to live and checked the messages. There was a message from a client, so I called him back. Unfortunately, I wasn't able to help him immediately, so I promised that Sean would get back to him that day.
Checking the time difference, I realised it was only three-thirty in the morning in Hamburg, where Sean and Kristy were. Instead of texting him, I wrote a quick email outlining the problem--the client needed to free up around three million dollars to inject some much needed cash into his distribution company--and sent it for Sean to attend to when he woke up.
With nothing else to do, I indulged my weakness and read some erotica on one of the two websites I liked. I realised again that almost every story was written for a male audience. Even my confessions are written believing it would be mostly men who read them. I briefly considered trying to write something specifically for women. However, I decided that most readers would probably still be men, and they probably wouldn't enjoy the more romantic stories we women preferred. Maybe if enough women write to me asking for one, I'll try writing an erotica story explicitly aimed at a female audience instead of just writing my confessions.
As I mused the logistics of writing specifically for women, my stomach reminded me it was time for lunch. Looking at the time, I decided to take my lunch break now. Replacing the 'closed' sign with one that read 'Currently out of the office. Please call 07 ---- ---- and leave a message'.
After turning off the computers and lights, switching the phones to the service, and locking the office doors, I walked to my kitchen and began making lunch for myself and my petite, beautiful South American lover. A knock on the door interrupted my preparations. After quickly washing my hands, I dried them as I walked to the door.
Opening the door, I almost staggered back away from the fumes as a heavily intoxicated Patty breathed, "Well, hello, dahling," in her best imitation of Patsy Stone from Absolutely Fabulous. Worried, I checked the driveway, thinking Patty had driven herself here. Understanding why I was looking, Patty, still in her best Patsy Stone, said, "Don't worry, dahling. Ah'm not so basic as to drive when Ah'm skunked. Ah caught an Uber with an absolutely dahvine Indian man. The bustard wouldn't roger me, though."
I helped Patty inside, guiding her into my living room and onto the couch. I sat beside her, and she virtually fell against me, burped and started crying. Knowing she was about to vomit, I pushed her upright and raced to the laundry to get a bucket. Luckily, I returned in time to hand the bucket to Patty. She tried to smile at me gratefully but had to lean forward as the alcohol in her stomach exploded up her oesophagus, out her mouth, and into the bucket.
Sympathetically, I held Patty's long, dark brown hair away from her face as she emptied her stomach's contents into the bucket. Only once have I ever been sick on alcohol. I was eighteen, and Sean and I had argued over some little thing. Angry, I'd drunk almost an entire bottle of cheap white wine before finding out that drinking that much was a terrible idea. Of course, I hadn't realised I was pregnant at the time. But drinking when you're pregnant? That made it doubly bad! It took a year before I could face alcohol again.
Eventually, Patty had nothing but dry heaves left, and after a final one, she fell back onto the couch and passed out. Relieved, I fetched some towels from my linen cupboard. Bringing them to the sofa, I rolled Patty onto her side and then wedged some towels behind her to prevent her from rolling onto her back. I placed another towel under her face in case she drooled or hiccoughed vomit and set yet another on the floor under her head in case she vomited before I could return with the bucket.
Charmaine returned from her uni course as I walked back into the living room, holding the cleaned bucket. Spotting Patty, her eyes widened, and she ran to my side. "Just a little bit too, well, a lot too much to drink," I reassured her. "Come on. We'll get something to eat while waiting for Patty to sleep it off."
Seeing my partial preparations, Charmaine asked, "What can I do to help?"
"Umm," I thought. "Maybe slice some lettuce, tomatoes, and whatever else you want in your salad. I was going to fry some chicken slices in butter and Moroccan seasoning and do a warm chicken salad."
It didn't take us long before I was mixing the fried chicken through the tossed salad. Charmaine had added mushrooms, sliced spring onions, red and green capsicum pieces, and grated carrots and cheese to the lettuce and tomatoes I'd suggested. After sprinkling a balsamic vinaigrette over the salad, we took it out into the warm spring sunshine and sat at the outside table.
Despite the heavy pollen spores, early spring is a great time of year in Brisbane. It doesn't get too humid until the second half of spring, and the nights are still cool enough to encourage cuddling. I didn't like it as much as I liked late autumn, but it was still a fine time of year to be outside.
Charmaine and I ate as we chatted gaily about everything and nothing. We ranged around subjects, sometimes laughing and giggling like schoolgirls as we discussed the hot girls in Charmaine's classes and the TV shows she watched. At other times, we discussed world events like the ongoing crises in Ukraine. My husband and daughter were in Germany. Though they were more than fifteen hundred kilometres from the conflict's borders, it was still too close for my comfort.
Feeling thirsty, I gathered our lunch dishes and walked inside. Charmaine followed me. I smiled because I knew she was admiring my sexily swinging ass as I walked. After putting everything in the dishwasher or away, I was about to open a bottle of wine because I'd purchased a bottle of Orlando Lyndale Chardonnay to share on a special occasion, and I wanted this time with Charmaine to be special for both of us.
Then I remembered that Patty was passed out on my couch and thought, given how badly she would be suffering when she woke up, it would be rubbing her nose in it to drink. So, instead, I made a pot of Earl Grey tea. Charmaine, who had hopped onto the breakfast bar, watched amusedly as I brought out the wine and then put it away.
She thanked me for the tea when I handed it to her before putting it on the countertop and spreading her arms and legs. Taking the hint, I moved between her slender but shapely thighs and pressed my voluptuous breasts against her toned stomach before tilting my head back so she could kiss me with her full, pouting, soft lips. Of course, Patty chose that time to stagger from the living room into the kitchen. Stepping back quickly, I turned to one of my besties and blushed.
"Don't let me drive you from your Sapphic embrace," Patty airily stated. "I quite enjoy those, too." She stumbled closer before muttering, "Dry as a nun's cunt. Need something to drink."
I did it! I just typed that word without having to take a deep breath and almost close my eyes! It helped that this is how Patty typically speaks. Patty, one of my oldest and dearest friends, has always had a rather pithy prose despite being a doctor and my many attempts to clean up her language.
Before Patty could fall over, I guided her to a seat at my kitchen table. I poured her an Earl Grey tea and added a dash of honey, as I knew she liked. Patty sat at the table, holding her head and staring vacantly into space. I put the tea before her and sat beside her. "What's up, honey?" I asked.
"What makes you think something's up?" Patty asked, turning her teary, bloodshot eyes to me.
"Let's see," I replied. "It's barely past midday, and you're sitting in my kitchen, drunk as a skunk and hungover to all heck. You're crying, angry about something, and about to take it out on me. Oh, and it's barely past midday, and you're drunk as a skunk! Patty, you and I have both sworn, at various stages, to stay off the booze, and if we couldn't, at least not to ever drink enough to get drunk again."
Patty puffed up as if to give me a mouthful of abuse. But then she realised she was about to fulfil my prediction and deflated almost as quickly. Instead of yelling at me, Patty collapsed, and huge, racking sobs shook her slender frame. "I left home to do the shopping this morning," she wailed. "I got to the supermarket, put everything on my list in the trolley and went to checkout. But when I went to pay, I realised I'd left my purse at home."
Patty paused as her sobs took back over. Knowing something had hurt her badly, I sat beside her and moved my chair close enough to hug her. I noticed Charmaine gesturing she'd give Patty some privacy and go to her room. I nodded as Charmaine turned and walked out.
"What happened when you got home, babe?" I asked, guessing whatever happened then was what had set her off.
"I walked into the lounge, and Mason was blowing Billy."
Mason was our friend Allie's brother. Mason was a 'tail-end Charlie' child, some twelve years younger than Allie and closer to my kids' age than Allie, Patty or me. Billy was Patty's husband.
Billy and Patty had never wanted children. Maybe this was my first real clue as to why not. Of course, given my adventures over the last few months, I was in no position to judge Billy. Billy was the only 'outsider' in our group. The rest of us had been friends since we were in primary school. Allie's husband, Paul, had played in our high school's First Thirteen with Sean and Mike.
The problem was that I was in a quandary and had no idea how to respond to Patty's statement. I mean, Kath and I had a close lesbian relationship. Mike was bisexual, and heck, even my husband, Sean, had tried sucking a cock, just to see what it felt like. Patty hadn't seemed to be homophobic, and she certainly wasn't religious, so that wasn't the problem.
I imagined coming home unexpectedly and finding Mason blowing Sean. Would I be bothered? Before my sessions with Edgar Fontaine, I probably would have been. No, actually, there is no 'probably' about it. I'd have been equally as devastated as Patty was now.
"Is it that you're worried that Billy's gay or that he's having an affair behind your back, Patty?" I asked.
Patty shook her head. "I knew Billy was gay before we got married," she announced, shocking me to my core. "It's that he says he's done with hiding what we are from everyone and living in a sham marriage. He wants a divorce because he's going to marry Mason."
Wow! The punches just kept coming! Then, I filtered through my mind what Patty had said. I started as I realised what she'd indicated. "Wait," I hesitatingly replied as I ran through her words again to ensure I'd heard correctly. "Patty, are you gay?"
Crying harder, Patty sobbed, "Congratulations, Katie. You're the last of our group to work it out. It's only been what? Twenty years?"
"But you and Billy got married right after Sean and me," I protested. "You were never amorous with any of us girls, even when we were teenagers, and most of us were experimenting to at least some degree."
"We married each other because our families were becoming suspicious, Katie. You know what a religious fruitcake my mother is, right? Well, Billy's parents attend the same church and are worse. We married to keep them off our backs and to hide what we are."
"But, heck, Patty," I pointed out. "It's the twenty-twenties. Nobody cares these days! You could have come out years ago, and none of us would have cared."
"Thirty million," Patty quietly said.
"Thirty million what?" I asked.
"That's what Billy's and my combined inheritance is worth if we stay married. His parents are pissy enough that we've never produced an heir. I told them it was my fault because I was infertile. That shut them up because divorce is a big no-no in their church. They wanted us to adopt, but smelly nappies, eww!"
"So, you're this upset because you're losing some money?" I asked doubtfully. "Patty, that doesn't sound like you. You're a doctor, for goodness sake! You must have a fairly substantial nest egg."
"Sean looks after my investments, babe." Patty pointed out. "I'd better have a sizeable nest egg, or I want you to serve me his knackers on a plate!"
"Did you change your accounts over to Sean's new business?" I queried.
"Not yet," she replied. "I wanted to make sure Sean could be as good on his own as he was when he was with Pepperstone. I can tell you that my shares aren't producing as much as they were when Sean managed them."
"A subject for another time," I said, wanting to move our conversation back to what was truly bothering her. "So, Patty, tell me what has actually got you so distraught. No more rubbish about Billy having his cock sucked or red herrings like massive inheritances. Tell me, what's up your flat, bony ass?"
Patty's face crumbled, and fresh sobs burst from her chest. "I don't want to be alone, Katie!" She wailed as I took her back into my embrace. "We agreed we'd be with each other in our dotage. That we'd look after each other come hell or high water. We were supposed to be each other's rock. The one person the other could always rely on. We're best friends, not lovers. That's how best friends are supposed to be for each other.
That, I could understand. I felt similarly when Sean and I were having trouble. Yes, I was bothered by the fact that I had no assets or money of my own, but I knew I'd get a large enough divorce settlement to be okay. Things would have been tight until that came through, but my parents would have helped me through until then. The thing I feared most was what had my friend feeling so lost and abandoned. The loss of her best friend, the person she'd never imagined being without. No wonder she was sobbing into my shoulder and crying as if she had no friends and nothing left to live for--she was feeling abandoned. I knew exactly how that felt!
I held my friend until her sobs tapered off, and she sat up. I smiled sympathetically at her before I made a fresh pot of tea and sat it before her. "I'll be back in a second," I told her. "Charmaine and I were going to do something together this afternoon. I want to let her know we'll have to try again tomorrow."
"Don't let me interfere," Patty said, trying to infer she'd go home but not moving from the chair. "I'll grab an Uber and go home."
"You're going nowhere in that state, honey," I told her. "Wait there and drink some tea. It'll help with the dehydration and headache, plus it'll settle your stomach. I'll be back soon."
As I walked to Charmaine's room, I called Kath and explained what was happening. She sympathised with Patty and offered to pick up a change of clothes from Patty's place after she'd finished work and meet us at my place. I told her to grab a few days' worth because I wanted Patty to stay with me for at least this week. Kath agreed that was a good idea and promised to call Courtney, Maggie, and Allie--the rest of our 'girl gang'.



"Hey, gorgeous," I cooed as I entered Jennifer's and Charmaine's rooms. "Sorry about that."
Charmaine came out of the laundrette wearing only a long, sheer muslin cloth dress. She must have put it on whilst she was still wet because it clung to her petite, shapely body, tiny breasts, and slender but toned ass. Her perky, dark mauve nipples, stomach, and belly button ring showed through the cloth, making my mouth run dry and starting my pussy tingle. When she smiled and moved closer to kiss me, her neatly trimmed, black bush pushed against her dress, causing my 'tingle' to rise a little higher.
"That's okay, Miss Katie," she purred. "Your friend is upset and needs you more than I do at this time." I smiled proudly at her, realising just how good a person my young lover was. Then Charmaine smiled impishly and added, "Besides, she's hot! I'm not sure I could trust myself to be appropriate if I remain too close to her."
I thought about my upset friend sitting in my kitchen. I guess I hadn't really thought about it, but all my friends are beautiful women. Patty, who could probably make money as Susan Sarandon's impersonator or body double, was a shade under my 183 cm (6 ft.) height. But whereas I'm a full-bodied woman, Patty is Susan Sarandon rake thin. Patty's breasts probably aren't even quite a full A-cup, but they sit proudly on her slender chest, and her nipples have the most amazingly sexy upturned look. It's like they're almost begging you to take them between your lips and suckle them.
Her wavy, bottle-augmented, dark brown hair hangs to her mid-back and draws your eyes to her tight, almost perfectly round ass (which it is, despite me insultingly calling it 'flat' and 'bony' earlier). Long, slender legs flow from her ass' perfect roundness and end in delicate ankles that frame well-proportioned feet. Her toenails are almost always painted light green to go with the brown sandals she prefers to wear. Patty's arms are leanly toned, and make clear that her thinness is not only from a restricted diet but also from hours of strenuous exercise. She's so surprisingly strong that I've seen her grip an apple and prise it apart, breaking it perfectly in the middle.
"Patty might not object," I said archly. Letting that simmer there, I apologised again for missing our proposed rendezvous and left her flatlet, as we were beginning to call it, to return to where my friend waited.
On my way to the kitchen, I stopped by the downstairs bathroom to get some Advil and Panadol. I found some Berocca tablets, and I took those, too. Entering my kitchen, I popped two Advil and two Panadol out onto the table. Then, I grabbed a glass and filled it with water before dropping in one of the tablets. Patty lifted her head off of her hands for long enough to smile a grateful thanks. She used the fizzing liquid from the Berocca glass to swallow the tablets before sighing and letting her head slump onto the table.
She sighed mournfully before saying, "What am I going to do, Katie? My best friend has abandoned me and wants to dissolve our relationship."
Hugging my distraught friend, I sympathetically replied, "You know I can't answer that, Patty. All I can do is help and support you as you search for your own answers. But you're saying that you've never found someone with whom you wanted to make a real marriage? There's no one who stirs your heart and loins?"
"Well, there is someone," Patty grinned tremulously. "But she's as straight as they get and is married to the most masculine jock we all know."
'Oh, lawd! She's talking about me!' I realised. My next thought was quite a selfish one, I'll admit. It was: 'Why does this always happen to me?' However, I couldn't let that be my final reaction, so I pulled my friend close and hugged her tightly. "You know I love you, Patty Cakes. But I can never be your girl. I won't swamp you with platitudes like 'There's someone out there for all of us' or, 'There's plenty of fish in the sea'. Just know that I know you hurt, and I'm here for you."
Patty hugged me convulsively as her tears poured again. I held my dear friend close and pretended not to notice as her nipples tented against mine and her hands gently brushed the undersides of my gorgeous globes. Patty was needful, but rebound sex with someone who could never return her affections as she needed them returned wouldn't help.
After about twenty minutes, Patty sniffed and leaned back. Seeing that her hands now cupped my luscious breasts, Patty blushed, removed them, and vaguely apologised. "Sorry, Katie. I got lost in the moment there."
Fortunately, I was saved by Kath and Courtney knocking and then sweeping into the room carrying bags. Kath had packed more than the overnight bag I'd asked for. In fact, it looked like she'd brought Patty's entire wardrobe.
Remembering how much luggage she'd brought for our four days together, almost all of which was returned to her car unopened, I said, "Which one's got Patty's kitchen sink? I'll unpack that one down here."
"Hey, girls!" Patty almost joyfully exclaimed as Kath ignored me. "When was the last time we were all together? Kath's fortieth?" Then her mouth downturned, and she added, "I guess Katie told you that me and Billy are having problems."
"Of course, she told us, Patty," Courtney dismissed. "I'd have been pissed at her if she hadn't." She looked around before adding, "Maggie's picking up Allie, and they're getting Chinese. They'll be here about five-thirty." Taking another glance around, she said, "What's a breakdown without wine? Katie, you're being slack!"
"I think someone's had way too much wine!" I said primly.
"Gawd!" Patty exclaimed. "After what happened when I got here, I'm not sure I can ever look a bottle of wine in the eye again!"
"What happened?" Courtney, ever the stirrer, asked.
"Nothing more than what happens when a woman's having marital problems," I tried to explain as at the same time, Patty said, "I puked my guts up everywhere. Luckily, Katie got a bucket in time."
"Then you definitely need more wine," Courtney announced as she pulled out the bottle I'd prepared for Charmaine and me to share. "A bit of the old 'hair of the dog' will pick you right up!"
I knew it was a wasted effort to try and convince Courtney to leave well enough alone, so I remained quiet as she opened the bottle and poured four glasses. After pouring the wine, Courtney checked my pantry and selected four more bottles. One she put in the freezer so it would chill before we finished the first bottle. The rest went in the fridge.
"Stop being a mother hen and drink your wine, Katie," Courtney insisted. "I swear, you're the oldest thirty-nine-year-old I've ever met."
"Not yet!" I huffed.
"Not yet, what?" Courtney asked.
"I'm not thirty-nine yet," I clarified.
"Pedantics!" Courtney grinned. "Now give me a kiss and drink your wine!"
After some more joking and teasing, I had to admit that Courtney was right and I was wrong. Patty had thrown off her funk and was laughing, playing, and joking with the rest of us. I watched, but Patty was taking only small sips from her glass and hadn't completed even a third of it before Courtney was opening a second bottle, replacing that one from the freezer with another.
The laughs and jokes continued until Allie and Maggie arrived. Then we shifted to the lounge and sat on the floor with our backs against the various sofas and sofa chairs. I'd gotten plates and serving spoons out but didn't bother with cutlery because we were all competent with chopsticks.
Soon it was just like a regular Friday night (except it was Monday) when we were all at uni. Well, they were at uni. Sean and I were living in a tiny flat in Mount Gravatt, struggling to pay rent and eat while they all went to their courses. The girls would come to ours every Friday night with beer, soft drinks for me, wine and way more food than we could possibly eat, then leave the extra food and drinks in our fridge when they left. It was often the only food we had to eat for the week. Sean would be at Mike's for the night. He'd often come home laden down with extra food Mike's mother had cooked.
Later, after Sean had graduated, started working for Pepperstone and received his first promotion, we bought our first home, a modest three-bedroom house in Lota, Brisbane, and the party shifted to there.
"Lawd," Patty sighed. "Don't you wish we all still smoked? I'd kill for a fag right now." Then she remembered, "Katie, you were the last of us to stop. I don't suppose you've still got a pack stashed somewhere?"
"I do," I deadpanned. Helping mom clean out some drawers, I'd found an ancient pack of the old 'cigarette lollies' that Hershey used to make. They were a white candy tube with some red food dye on the end. You sucked the end away from the dye and pretended to 'smoke'. I'd brought them home because I knew this very situation would occur one day.
"Well, what are you waiting for?" Courtney asked excitedly as Kath, Allie, and Maggie tried to deter me.
Smiling enigmatically, I went to the 'junk' drawer in my kitchen cabinets and searched through it. I found the packet right at the back and on the bottom. Taking them and a packet of matches out, I turned the kitchen lights out and stood in the semi-dark and 'lit' one. Then, pretending to take an extensive drag, I tilted my head back and sexily 'blew the smoke' towards the ceiling.
"Bitch!" Patty yelled. "Bring those here!"
I mimicked taking another drag before complying. Walking past Patty, I dropped the 'cigarettes' in her lap before taking my place in the circle. She eagerly snapped them up and opened them before bursting into laughter. Taking one and passing the rest along, Patty accepted the matches and mimed lighting hers, too. Everyone joined the laughter as they realised that Patty and I were 'smoking' lollies. Shortly, we had put the Chinese aside and were lying in a circle, facing each other as we 'smoked', laughed, told jokes, and insulted each other.
Johnny and Jennifer had both come home. Johnny took one look at the six of us giggling in our lounge and immediately phoned Gina. Taking Jennifer and Charmaine, he wisely abandoned the house for the night.
The night drew on as we six friends sheltered, helped and mended Patty's shattered heart. Towards midnight, Kath announced that she had work tomorrow and needed to go home. Courtney had come with her, so she needed to go, too. Maggie and I walked those two to the door, and we all exchanged hugs and kisses before the girls left.
Returning to the lounge, I saw Patty and Allie engaged in a full-on snog. I mean, this wasn't a loving, friends-only kiss. This was a rampant, passionate, ragingly erotic lover's snog. Things shifted in my mind, and I realised how naïve I'd been. "You two have been lovers since high school, haven't you?" I asked, knowing it was true.
Not bothering to deny it, Allie and Patty kissed again, and Patty said, "Yes. You, Kath and Courtney are the only straight ones in our group."
Smiling, Maggie kissed Allie passionately.
"Paul?" I asked Allie as I dumbfoundedly watched Maggie and Allie snog, staggered that another of my friends since high school was bisexual or lesbian.
"Doesn't know and doesn't need to know I'm bisexual and that Patty, Maggie and I are lovers."
I wasn't too bothered by it. In fact, it only made me love them more and helped me to feel better about my own sexual proclivities. What I struggled to understand was why I'd never figured it out before. I was amazed at my naivety and inability to see beyond the surface of our group. I felt sad because it didn't seem I was as close to Maggie, Patty, and Allie as I thought I was. However, it then occurred to me that Patty, in her grief and despair, had come to me. Then my thoughts turned down again--maybe I was the mother hen Courtney described me as.
Looking at the time, Maggie and Allie disengaged from Patty and stood. Patty and I stood up, too. Holding hands, Maggie and Allie kissed Patty and me before looking embarrassedly at me. "Umm," Maggie said. "I told Chris I was staying with Patty tonight and wouldn't be home."
"I told Paul the same thing," Allie added.
"Can we use one of the spare rooms to stay the night?" Maggie finished.
Even after combining the guestroom with the first spare bedroom, I still had three extra rooms. I used one as my craft room, leaving two unused rooms. They were of a similar size, i.e. huge, and both had king-sized beds in them. I had little else to do most of the time, so the rooms were kept spotless, and I stripped and remade the beds regularly, opening the windows to air the rooms out when I did.
"Sure," I replied. "Do you want one or two rooms?"
Blushing, Allie replied, "One will be fine. But we'll need to change the sheets tomorrow."
Shaking my head and laughing, I took a couple of Patty's bags as the girls grabbed the rest and showed them to the room. When I opened the door, I noticed the room smelled a little stale. It was a warm night but not warm enough to need the air conditioner, so I opened the windows to air out the room. The girls had stayed here plenty of times before, so they were unsurprised by the room's opulence.
I kissed all three girls goodnight, getting my ass, breasts, and pussy groped as I did it. But that was typical of the teasing and hazing we subjected each other to, so I wasn't surprised or bothered by it. Then I left them to it and moved two doors down to my bedroom.
After taking a quick shower, I stood in my en suite and carefully rubbed moisturiser into every centimetre of skin I had. With the flexibility exercises I do with Patrick, there isn't a piece of my sublime body I can't touch. Knowing my bladder would wake me earlier than I wanted, I tinkled, carefully cleaned myself, and got into bed. Using the remote to turn off the lights, I stretched my hand across to where my husband should have been sleeping. Feeling a little teary, I bunched a pillow up and rolled onto my side to sleep.
An hour later, I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling. 'I must soundproof that room,' I told myself for the twentieth since Patty's, Maggie's and Allie's cries of passion began echoing down the hall. I'd done that with the girl's flatlet, but I never thought the other two rooms needed doing, too.
Giving in to the inevitable, I opened my bedside drawer and got my vibrator out. Throwing the covers aside, I lifted my knees and let them fall apart. After rubbing some skin lotion onto my pussy with my delving fingers and playing with my thick, swollen clitoris, I picked the vibrator up and turned its base, waiting for the reassuring buzz that would let me know relief was close. And, wouldn't you know it? The darned thing wouldn't work!
Wanting to scream, I counted back how long it had been since I last slept alone and needed to relieve myself. 'Flat darned batteries!' I muttered to myself. Sighing, I turned the lights on, put on my robe, and walked to the kitchen, where I knew I had some double-A batteries.
Returning to my room, I paused at the door to my friends' room, where they were still making love noisily. Shaking, I gripped the door handle, wanting to join them. After arguing with myself, I agreed that I wouldn't join them, but a quick peek would be okay. It will help me climax quicker, that's all, I told myself. Slowly opening the door enough to peer in, I looked toward the bed. Allie was lying on her back with Patty lying on her. Patty's tiny breasts with their sharply upturned nipples were pressed tightly to Allie's double D-cups as they exchanged heated kisses. Patty wasn't moving as Allie powerfully thrust up into her with a strap-on cock.
I almost gasped before I caught myself, but then my mind was completely blown when I saw Maggie knee-walk up behind Patty and insert her strap-on into the slender woman's ass. This time, I did gasp, causing the three to stop and turn toward the door. Fortunately, the door was only open a fraction, and I could close it before their heads completed their turns.
Running quickly but quietly to my room, I dove inside, shut the door, and turned off the light. Flinging my robe behind me, I leapt onto the bed, grabbed and hid my vibrator, and pulled the bedding up to my chin. However, it was all for naught because no one followed me. I waited until I was sure I hadn't been spotted and then giggled at myself for reacting like I used to do when I was a teenager and thought I'd been busted spying on my parents making love. Pushing the quilt down, I lifted and spread my knees again.
Taking out the toy's flat batteries, I replaced them and turned the base. When it began buzzing, I sighed happily. I wandered through my usual fantasies, looking for the one that would lift me off the edge and into a climax. And, of course, none of them worked. Amused by my stubbornness, I let my mind picture the gorgeously erotic scene I'd glimpsed through the door. A soft moan immediately escaped my lips as I imagined being where Patty was, is still, probably. I pictured my lush breasts rubbing sexily across Allie's double D-cups as our turgid nipples sent exhilarating thrills through our bodies to our soaking pussies.
Slipping the vibrator inside me, I searched for my G-spot as I thumbed my throbbing clit. Finding it, I moaned again and returned to my fantasy. Panting as I felt my beautiful friend thrusting her penis into my quivering quim, I shuddered in anticipation as I felt my gorgeous blonde-headed lover move closer to my deliciously swaying posterior. Suddenly, Maggie's cock probed at my rear love hole. I moaned as, with little resistance, it slid slowly into me, joining the other cock already thrusting into my needy body.
My climax hit when my fantasy created Patty's soft lips encircling my puffy nipple and biting gently. Holding a pillow over my mouth, I squealed as my pussy fluids coated my circling right hand. Feeling relaxed, I bunched the pillow up again, rolled onto my side, and fell asleep despite the continuing sounds of lovemaking emanating from the girls' room.
Sleep was good. Time passed. I have no idea how much.
"Hmm," I sighed as I cupped the back of the head between my shapely thighs and held it against my pussy. A soft, warm tongue was slowly, deliciously exploring my labia and delving inside my wet entrance. I was still mostly asleep, and my mind assumed it was one of my girls who was lapping eagerly at my sopping vulva.
Soft lips and delicate fingers found my puffy nipples, and I moaned again. I waited, hoping that either Johnny's long, thick and throbbing cock would push against my lips or that greedy feminine lips would. I wasn't disappointed when it was soft feminine lips. Typically, that meant one of my girls was on their hands and knees on the bed's edge with Johnny buried to his big, manly balls in their steaming vaginas. My turn to be impaled by his rigid shaft would come soon.
I moaned again and arched my back off the bed, pushing my needy pussy up at the invading tongue and trying to push more of my generous globe into the softly sucking mouth on my nipple.
"I can't believe how enthusiastically she's responding," Maggie whispered from between my lasciviously spread thighs.
"Shh, she thinks she's dreaming still," Allie admonished, releasing my turgid nipple from her mouth.
"Maybe," Patty added as she lifted from my plump, bee-stung lips. "However, by her enthusiastic response, this isn't the first time she's experienced Sapphic love."
"I told you I saw her sneaking a peek," Maggie grinningly said.
"You did," Patty agreed. "And I told you I thought I heard Katie gasp."
"I did sneak a peek and gasp," I admitted as I grabbed a handful of Patty's long, dark brown hair and pulled her down to kiss her again. "I wanted to join in but was afraid you wouldn't want me to."



"Why wouldn't we want you to, Katie?" Allie wonderingly asked. "We three have had a crush on you since high school, and Maggie and I have fancied Sean for almost as long."
"He's such a sweetheart that I'd fuck him, too," Patty confessed.
'Hmm,' I thought, 'My husband is many things, but other than to me, I'm not sure 'sweetheart' is a word to describe him. Strong, manly, focused, positive and driven, those were words I'd use. Sweetheart, not so much.'
Patty saw my doubt and added, "He is," she assured me. "The way he dotes on you and is so protective of the rest of us. It shows what a real sweetheart he is on the inside. Bit of a slut on the outside," she added with a grin.
The sudden fear that he'd fucked or tried to fuck my friends must have shown on my face because, in a rush, they all exclaimed, "Not with us!"
"He'd never do that to you, Katie," Patty stated unequivocally. "And if he tried, nor would any of us let him."
Acknowledging I heard the truth in their assertions by smiling, I tugged on Patty's luscious locks and pulled her down for a kiss. Our kiss started as a soft, loving embrace between two dear friends, but when Maggie's mouth covered my soaking entrance and her tongue stabbed into it, it quickly evolved into a full-on passionate snog. My climax came swiftly when Allie's knowledgeable lips alternated firm bites, nips and sucks across my firm double-D breasts.
After screaming my orgasm into Patty's mouth, I wanted to share my bliss, so pushing Patty away, I dragged Allie up and rained kisses across her pretty face. Allie is the only natural blonde in our group. Shorter than the rest of us and quite plump, Allie's breasts look massive on her short frame. She's at least a double-D, as I am, but on a woman who is barely 163 cm (5 ft.4 in.) tall, she looks top heavy. I've joked that if Allie fell face forward, she'd bounce straight back to her feet.
However, despite being a little plump, Allie has a streamlined face, an upturned pixie nose, a small mouth almost always turned into an impish smile, and a pointy chin. Her teeth are white and even, and she has naturally coral-coloured lips. Although Allie shouldn't wear midi tops because her soft belly bulges slightly over her trousers, she has shape--40-26-36. Allie's thighs are perhaps surprisingly unblemished by cellulite and taper to shapely knees and ankles.
With her startling blue eyes, Allie was a huge favourite of the boys at our school. Boys she delighted in causing to chase her before she turned them down flat. If, very early on, Kath and I had chosen Mike and Sean to be our future husbands, almost as early Allie had chosen Paul. However, Allie's pursuit of Paul took much longer than Kath's and my pursuit of our husbands. They didn't marry until after Paul had married Sigrid Thornton. Sigrid, other than perhaps me, was the most beautiful girl in high school. Sigrid was a Queen B bitch! They divorced after about five years, with Sigrid taking poor Paul to the cleaners.
Unfazed by Paul's marriage, Allie had 'played the field', waiting for what she knew would be their marriage's inevitable demise. When it came, Allie immediately took back up with Paul, and after merely berating him for being a fool, she set about rebuilding his confidence, career, and fortune. It's been close to fifteen years since they got married. Sean manages their investment portfolio, and now that I'm handling things whilst he's away, I checked. Sean has lifted their initial one hundred thousand dollar investment to almost four hundred thousand. They, too, are well on their way to being millionaires.
Grinning at the thoughts racing through my mind and wondering why I'd think them when hedonistic pleasure was so near, I spread my gorgeously toned thighs and welcomed Allie between them. As I hoped, she still wore her strap-on. Allie pushed her hips forward, but it required Maggie to reach between us before it slowly, deliciously parted my dripping pussy lips and slid inside me. I sighed happily as Allie braced herself on her hands and lifted her lusciously large melons off mine to allow Maggie access to them. Holding herself braced, Allie began firmly stroking her '6-inch cock' into my slippery vulva.
Reaching with my toned, shapely arms and delicate hands, I grabbed Patty by her long, dark-brown locks and dragged her down for another kiss. We passionately kissed as Maggie's mouth danced a delightful jig across my breasts, and her hands caressed and stroked Allie's.
"Taste me, Katie?" Patty pleaded.
I nodded eagerly, and Allie shifted onto her knees and lifted my knees up and apart to give Patty room. Swinging her slender thigh over my head, Patty pulled her clitoral hood back and slowly, tantalisingly, lowered her tight but soaking pussy onto my mouth. I sighed again as I tasted her sweet apricot and lemon-tasting vagina. Patty moaned encouragement as my tongue bathed her from just short of her tiny dark star to her small, stiff clitty.
"I think this bitch has been holding out on us, girls," Patty stated with a grin. "Mine is not the first pussy our little slut Katie has eaten."
It wasn't, but I wasn't ready to confess that yet. Besides, it sounds like these three had been sharing passion and joy since we were teenagers, and I'd tried pussy for the first time less than ten months ago. And even then, I wasn't aware of it until some weeks later. My first real taste had been of my daughter's, I remembered with a guilty start.
"Dp?" Maggie asked.
"I get her ass!" Allie demanded as she rolled off me.
Maggie lay where Allie had just vacated, and the girls tried to roll me onto her. But, with the 'slut imperative' raging through me, it wasn't what I wanted. Pushing them away, I stood and stepped over Maggie's reclined form. Taking some lube out of my top drawer, I quickly oiled my rear passage and Maggie's 'cock'. Then, standing astride her, I squatted down. Patty realised what I was doing and held Maggie's 'cock' so it faced the ceiling, ready for me to impale myself on it.
Then, with only a soft grunt when Maggie's 'cock' parted my knot, I accepted Maggie's fake penis inside my tight ass. When my luxuriantly curvy buns hit Maggie's abdomen, I pulled my feet out from under me and leaned back so I could rest on my hands, which were placed beside Maggie's body on the bed.
Stunned, Patty and Allie stared at each other. "Holding out, indeed," Allie muttered before pretending to whine, "Aww! But I wanted her ass!"
"After this, I'm fucking yours," I firmly stated as I spread my knees, offering my delectably juicy pussy to Patty and Allie.
The girls grinned at each other and dived. Patty shouldered Allie as she dove. Although Allie would have outweighed the slender Patty by quite a margin, Allie was unprepared for Patty's sudden shove, and protesting loudly, she fell off the bed onto the floor. Laughing at Allie's sworn complaints, Patty spread my pussy lips and exposed my thick, throbbing clitoris. Gazing hungrily at her treat, Patty licked her lips before lowering her head onto it.
"Oh, Lawd!" I moaned as Patty's tongue battered my divine nub.
With Maggie slowly pumping into my tight ass from below as she slowly rolled my puffy nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and Patty gorging herself on my pouring juices, it didn't take long before I exploded into a mind-expanding orgasm. My head tilted back, and I shrieked my pleasure to the ceiling as my entire body shook and shuddered. I didn't think anything could be better until Patty moved aside, and Allie slid her thick 6-inch strap-on cock into my blazingly hot, soakingly wet pussy.
I gasped and shuddered harder until I felt the rubber end of Allie's 'cock' press firmly against my clitoris and rotate. Then, mind and body blown, I screamed in ecstasy as another cataclysmic orgasmic eruption thundered through my quaking body.
I must have temporarily slipped from this world because when I awoke, my nether regions felt vaguely empty. I lay on my back with my head cradled on Patty's thighs. Maggie and Allie lay on their sides, their bodies pressed against mine, and their soft, delicate, gifted hands slowly stroked my skin, carefully avoiding my breasts and pussy. The erotic petting immediately caused the tingle that still tickled my thick clit to ignite, and it began burning with desire again. Fresh arousal flowed from my tight, slippery vulva.
Smiling down at me, Patty said, "Back with us, I see." She grinned widely as she held up my strap-on, "Somebody's been keeping secrets," she teased. "Well, unless your husband's become a pussy and likes being pegged?"
I smiled and decided to relate some of my story. It seemed Edgar's prohibition from telling anyone had been broken or overcome. I started with my first visit and how, on my way home, I kept smelling something I assumed was pussy juice. I explained how horny it made me and how I couldn't wait to get home. Of course, throughout my story, I omitted my many incestuous acts with my children. I left out any mention of Kathy's and my shenanigans, too. Her story was hers to tell. I realised, however, that our friends knew us well enough to guess at least that the 'girlfriend' I'd gone to the Sunny Coast with was probably Kath.
The girls looked at me disbelievingly at the end of my abbreviated tale. The only part they knew of was my kidnap and rape by Frank the Tiny Dick and his dickhead mates. They were wholly unaware of the rest. I laughed as they exchanged shocked looks. Patty summed up their disbelief when she gasped, "But, Katie, Katey, Kaitlyn, you're always such a prude and so prim and proper. How did that girl go to Katie the Bisexual Megaslut in so short a time?"
"Edgar Fontaine," I informed them smugly. "When I went to see him to cure my nicotine addiction, Edgar took it upon himself to make me sexually free. To rid me of my uptightness and allow me to express my sexuality freely."
"So he could fuck you?" Maggie asked, disgusted by the thought.
"Edgar's gay," I denied. "His receptionist, Liz Donnelly, is bisexual, though."
"The one who rubbed her wet pussy on your lips when you were hypnotised," Maggie questioned. I confirmed her assumption. "You should have them charged with rape, Katie" she asserted.
"With what evidence?" I asked. "Besides, although I was angry enough to chew nails and spit bullets at them when I worked it out, I've had more fun in the nine-something months since my first session than ever before! Sean and I are having fun and exploring together. So all in all, I'd say what Edgar gave me was worth way more than what it cost me."
"Sean sucks cocks, now?" Maggie asked. "I'm trying to convince Chris to try it, but he's reluctant. If I can show him that Sean, the manliest man we all know, sucks them, he'll probably try, too."
I shook my head. "Sean says he tried it once and didn't enjoy it, and I'm not particularly interested in seeing it happen, so it's no big deal."
"Damn!" Maggie grinned. "I hoped to see Sean sucking Chris' cock."
Chris, Maggie's husband, had always been on the periphery of our group. Not gifted enough athletically to be a jock and not intelligent enough to be a nerd, Chris was a middling student. He got two games as a reserve for the school's Second Thirteen, but never progressed beyond there. Chris studied hard but rarely received better than a B+ for his efforts. It seemed no matter how hard he tried, Chris couldn't break out of his mediocrity.
That was until he went to University. In chemistry, he found his niche. Not as the star that found or created new chemicals or new combinations of, but as the guy willing to do the grunt work. To sift through the unsuccessful and inert mixes to find the one speck of gold amongst the chaff that mass combinations of multiple chemicals create. Chris is a chemical engineer for Incitec in Murarrie, on the Brisbane River. He earns an income in the low one hundred thousands.
Maggie, who lived in the same area as Kath and me when we were growing up and often joined us for afternoon play time (not that kind, you wishful b...ds), is an accountant who works for Moreton Bay Ford in Capalaba, in The Redlands, a suburb abutting Brisbane.
My friend Maggie is another beautiful woman. Around an average woman's height of 167 cm (5-ft. 5), Maggie is a natural redhead who colours her hair to burgundy. She has sparkling green eyes, pale skin, and delightful freckles sprinkled across her face and décolletage. Burning quickly in the sun, Maggie tends to avoid all sports and beach days. She has a natural-looking body, not fit and toned as Kath and I are, nor slender like Patty or chubby like Allie. Her breasts are perhaps a little saggy and need support. She's probably a little more than a B-cup but less than a full C. Maggie's best features are her sparkling eyes, ready smile, and infectious giggle.
I took my strap-on from Patty and lifted my hips so I could buckle it in place, and slide the double-end into my steaming pussy. Patty hadn't put a 'cock' in the harness yet, so I took the three that I had out. Showing Allie the thickest and longest, an 8-inch monster with a purple, bulbous head, I smiled and said, "I seem to remember promising to fuck you in your ass after I'd climaxed. With this one, I think!"
Allie paled and vigorously shook her head. "No way!" She exclaimed.
Teasing her, Patty grabbed her wrists as Maggie grabbed her ankles. Stripping her strap-on off, we flipped Allie onto her stomach, and Patty lay across her lower back as Maggie held Allie's feet, holding her still. Putting the smallest dildo into the harness's pouch, I applied lube to it and Allie's rear love hole.
Allie tried to fight us girls off until I growled, "Hold still, or I'll shove the whole thing in without preparing your ass!"
Everyone went quiet and didn't move when I yelled. Allie stopped fighting and burst out laughing. "Mrs Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, I swear you sounded just like your mother when you shouted that."
Laughing with them, I replied, "I hope like heck my mother has never offered to shove her 'cock' into your unprepared ass!"
We all rolled about laughing. It seemed fitting--yes, we'd become lovers, but we were primarily childhood friends who enjoyed each other's company. Shared memories and experiences made us closer than mere lovers could ever be.
I don't know what time we finally stopped coupling and tripling our bodies together, but my alarm woke me way before I wanted to be awake. I'd slept spooned to Allie, with Patty sandwiched between her and Maggie.
Struggling with my typically recalcitrant bladder, I was grateful that I could slip out of bed without having to disentangle myself from my lovers. After taking care of business, I showered, did my hair and makeup, put my silk robe on, and made my way to my kitchen. After making coffee, I idly scrolled through my various social media pages and waited for my friends to appear.
None of them had appeared by the time I needed to dress and open the office, so I returned to my bedroom. I had a lunch date with the handsome, if still somewhat diffident, Freddy today and wanted to ensure I looked sexy and glamorous for the young man.
Trawling through my extensive wardrobe, I found my dark blue Cami crop top m-split maxi-skirt set. The skirt sat low on my hips, exposing my sunburst belly button ring and revealing vast amounts of my long, tanned, shapely legs. The matching crop top was barely more than a bra and exposed most of my décolletage. The cups covered my nipples but wouldn't if I caused my breasts to bounce excessively. I added a short black blazer to add some decency to the outfit. I wore my black, high-heeled, pointy-toed ankle boots to complete my look.
Only Patty was still in bed when I'd returned to my room. I guessed Allie and Maggie were taking showers because I heard water running in my en suite. Patty confirmed my guess by saying, "Allie's in your shower, and Maggie's using the main bathroom. I've called work and asked for a week's stress leave. If you don't mind, I'd like to stay here for a few more days while I get my head together." Then, after I'd finished dressing, she wolf-whistled and added, "Got a hot date today. Katiekins? You look good, girl! Like, you look damned good!"
"She sure does," Allie echoed as she exited the en suite, drying her hair.
"Who looks... wow!" Maggie stammered as she walked into the room. "Jaysus, Katie! You are any red-blooded man or woman's wet dream!"
Thanks for the compliments, girls." I grinned as I pirouetted so they could see me from all sides and then added, "Eat your hearts out, bitches!"
Maggie grabbed my ass as Allie slid her hand inside the m-slit. "You're not wearing panties, you slut!" Allie gasped as Maggie shouted something similar.
"Jealous much?" I giggled before turning serious and saying, "Patty, you're welcome to stay as long as you need to. Maggie and Allie, you know you're welcome anytime, so get your flabby asses here more often, will you? Especially until Patty's got her life sorted. Now, there's plenty of yoghurt, fruit, etc., in the fridge for your breakfasts, but I have to open the office, check for phone and email messages, and see if Sean's left anything for me to do. After that, Johnny's friend, Freddy, you girls all know him, is taking me to lunch. So, I repeat, eat your hearts out, bitches!" Laughing, I exaggerated my hip sway as I walked from the room.
"Still the hottest bitch any of us know," Patty enviously muttered as I left.
"Yeah, but none of us would have believed how big a slut she is until last night," Allie musingly added. "She said Sean's away for close to another month yet, right? I think we'll be here for at least part of most nights until then."
Whatever else was said was lost as I walked down the stairs and across to the office.
Entering the office, I went through the usual opening regime. Once everything was set, I checked my messages and emails. There were no phone messages, but there were several emails from Sean outlining some stock movements he wanted me to make. Sean could easily have done them from his laptop in Hamburg, but this was more training for me. I knew Sean didn't want me just to do the exchanges; he wanted me to track them and learn why he'd made them.
So, after entering each variable, I studied the result. I quickly learnt that Sean had replaced stocks that had reached their current cycle's peak, and although they were holding steady, their next movement would be a temporary dip as investors consolidated their gains, much as we were doing now.
The trick, however, the one that made my husband so good, was knowing when stocks had taken a lull and would soon begin rising again and those that had peaked and would temporarily move backward in price. Smiling, I bought and sold the shares Sean wanted me to, and I watched all the clients' accounts with these shares in their portfolios turn upward or further upward, as the case may be.
I'd completed all the share trades that Sean wanted me to do, and even though the office looked clean, I decided to vacuum and wipe down the flat surfaces anyway. Shrugs, it was something to do. About halfway through that chore, the doorbell chimed as I leaned over to get the vacuum's head under the sofa. I stayed bent over so whoever it was could admire my sheerly covered, sexy ass and long shapely legs breaking through the m-splits. After waiting for a time for them to say something to get my attention, I stood and turned to the door.
Pretending I hadn't heard the doorbell over the vacuum, I started and said, "Oh, hello there. I didn't hear you come in. How may I help you?"
"I got the email saying your husband is away," the short, dapper, older gentleman standing just in the door said, which, of course, told me nothing.
"I'm glad our mail merge program is working correctly," I said with a smile.



"You don't remember me, do you, Mrs Muggleton?"
I rifled through my memories but drew a blank. "No, I'm sorry, I don't," I said, turning my smile into a seductive one and holding my hand out. "Katie Muggleton at your service. May I know your name?"
"James Squire," the handsome older man said as he bowed over my hand and kissed its back. "That smile you're wearing is what caused me to blink and lose the Thompson Estate account."
I remembered now. When he still worked for Pepperstone, Sean pitched his team's services to Marjorie Thompson, the Thompson Estate's matriarch. James and his crew were next to be interviewed. I knew that Sean had brought me to flummox and bamboozle James. As we waited, Sean ran overtime on purpose so that James and his crew would be in the waiting area with me.
When James and his crew entered, I ignored the rest of his men and set about visually seducing the older man. I ran through my entire repertoire of flirts. I began with the wide-eyed, innocent look and finished by accidentally dropping my phone. When I bent to pick it up, I treated James to a delicious view of my unfettered, gorgeously mounded globes, which were almost bursting from my low-cut top. Then, as I straightened, I 'dropped' it again. Facing away from James this time, I bent, keeping my knees straight and let James ogle my shapely, barely-covered ass. He definitely saw the tops of my stockings and the suspenders holding them. He may even have seen a flash of my pussy hairs springing from the thong panties barely covering my entrance.
Sean heard later, from one of James' crew who had defected to Sean's, that James was so befuddled he spoke little but gibberish for the first part of his presentation and that Marjorie was so disgusted that she kicked them out before they could finish. Sean got the account.
Smiling as I 'embarrassedly blushed', I asked, "You're not here for revenge, I hope?" I opened my eyes as wide as possible as I bent my right knee and lifted my right heel off the ground. Swinging my knee back and forth seductively, I twirled the hair beside my face with my right forefinger. Then I 'giggled nervously' and added, "So, Mister Squire, what can little ole me do for you?"
James chuckled at my antics. However, although I kept my eyes on his, my peripheral vision showed that his trousers were severely tented. "I'm not here for revenge, Katie," James assured me. "That little episode showed me that my time had come, and it was time for me to bow gracefully from the arena. I retired not too long after that day. Once I had, I shifted all of my investments to your husband's control, and now I've followed him to here, Muggleton Consultancy.
"I figured any man who could attract and control a woman such as yourself was worthy of my custom, friendship and respect. Please, Katie, I'd like to be your friend, and although I'm enjoying your flirtatious behaviour, it's difficult to adjust myself discreetly standing as I am, and it's getting uncomfortable."
Seeing the broad smile on James' face, I stood straighter and laughed. "Come on, James," I took his arm and guided him to the sofa, "have a seat, and I'll get us a drink. That will give you time to adjust yourself without me watching. Would you like a cup of tea or coffee? Water or a soft drink, perhaps?"
"Do you have Earl Grey?" James asked. "A dash of milk and a squeeze of lemon, if you do."
"I'll make a pot," I offered. "The service can get the phones." I swung my hips seductively as I walked to the partition. I got out a teapot and added some leaves. Then, using the 'permaflow' boiling water system Sean had gotten installed, I filled it. After spinning it back and forth three times as my mother had taught me, I got down our tea service and brought them across to James. Setting the cups and saucers before him, I sliced a lemon into wedges, added a small pot of honey, and put them on a serving plate. Finally, I poured some full cream milk into a little jug before putting everything on a tray and taking it to the table.
"So beautiful, so graceful, and so gracious," James breathed as I sat. "Sean is a lucky man!"
I smiled with genuine warmth at James' gracious words. "Yes, he is," I answered truthfully. "But I'm a lucky woman, and I think I got the better end of the bargain."
I picked up the teapot and, turning so my expansive bosom brushed his upper arm, poured the tea. I allowed James to add milk and lemon to his taste before adding a tiny dab of honey to my black tea.
James smiled at me over his cup and said, "You're not helping with my discomfort."
I chuckled throatily and replied, "Yes, but I do so enjoy my power over men, and isn't it a nice discomfort?"
James smiled and admitted it was. I turned my gaze away from him to give him a chance to adjust himself again before saying, "You still haven't told me why you've blessed me with your presence this morning."
"I was hoping you'd let me take you to dinner Friday evening, Katie," was James' surprising answer.
I was so surprised that I almost blurted that I'd need my son's permission before saying yes. Fortunately, I managed to change 'son' for Sean in time. I was allowed to play with the many women I'd already been with whenever I liked because Sean and Johnny knew that even though I enjoyed sex with women, I wasn't and would never be a lesbian. I could only play with my previous male partners with permission from one of my protectors.
New lovers, especially male ones, needed to be approved by Sean or my son before I had sex with them. They both realised that without their powerful hands on my sexy bottom guiding my path, I tended to stray into increasingly sluttish behaviour. My submissive nature combined with Edgar's still active if somewhat sublimated 'slut imperative' almost guaranteed I'd readily fall into casual sex with powerful, dominant people. As I've explained in an earlier piece, if someone using a powerfully deep, baritone voice tells me to suck, I'll be on my knees and doing it before I realise I shouldn't be.
James looked at me speculatively after I said I'd need my husband's permission before allowing him to take me to dinner. I could see his sharp mind sifting through reasons why I'd say that. "You're submissive to your husband," James stated. I refused to acknowledge him, but, unfortunately, my head dipped, and my eyes lowered. "Interesting," James murmured as he observed my actions and thought some more. "Does he allow you to play with others?" he asked.
"That's a discussion to be had between him and you," I said dutifully.
"Ahh, but my dear Katie, that wasn't 'no', was it?" James smilingly said.
'Darn a smart man's logic!' I thought. I realised I was 'Hoist with my own petard', so I smiled enigmatically and remained quiet.
James swallowed the last of his tea and stood. "Thank you for the tea, conversation and company, my darling Katie," James charmingly said. "I get so little of any of those since my beloved Annie passed. I shall wait until midday in Hamburg and call your husband to ask permission to take you to dinner and maybe more."
James held my hands and gazed longingly into my eyes. He leaned towards me, so I met him halfway, but with my face turned so he could only kiss my cheek. Chuckling fondly, James squeezed my hands and said, "Until Friday, my darling Katie."
I accompanied James to the door and smiled goodbye when he left. Sitting back at my computer, I shook my head, wondering how I kept getting myself into these situations. Not only did I have lovers piling up at my door, but I was stockpiling future ones as if I were a farmer filling his barns, worried about the next flood or drought. I had no doubt that Sean would let James take me to dinner and that James would use his dominant personality to entice me into his bed.
Things were uneventful until nearly ten a.m. I was following the changes I'd made at Sean's behest and marvelling at how those I'd changed grew steadily in value, and although the gains weren't huge, they were sustainable for at least the medium term. As I watched, my email program dinged to tell me I had a new message. Opening it, I saw it was from Kristy. I opened the attachment and gasped. Sean held Kristy's phone as he recorded her sucking his magnificent cock.
Arousal flared in my already tingling pussy, and it was all I could do not to pull my feet up onto the desk and rub my hot, wet slit as I watched Kristy's show. Sean had only begun recording when he was close to his climax, so the film was barely ninety seconds long. As I watched and wished it was me about to receive Sean's load, his body jerked, and he unloaded the contents of his big balls into our daughter's mouth.
Giggling happily, Kristy swallowed every milligram. Then she took her phone from her father and opened her mouth to show she still held Sean's sperm. After swallowing, Kristy opened her mouth to show it was empty. Then she waved at the camera as she and Sean said, "Love you, Mom (honey, in Sean's case)," and turned off the cam.
I wanted to watch the salacious video again but was prevented from doing so when I heard someone coming up the internal stairs to the office. Shutting my email program down, I turned to see who it was. As I expected, Patty wandered in through the door. She'd obviously been crying, but Patty had taken the time to wash her face and brush her lustrous brown locks. She wore a quite boyish-looking outfit of denim shorts below a blue singlet. Her tiny breasts were braless, and her large nipples showed prominently.
"I smell pussy," Patty joked as she entered and closed the door behind her. "Someone's either been fucking or watching porn in here."
Ignoring her 'joke'. I took Patty's hand and pulled her onto my lap. Wrapping my arms around her slender body, I kissed Patty's cheek and asked, "How are you doing, gorgeous? Feeling any better?"
Patty leaned against me and sighed, tears welling from her eyes again. "I just can't believe it, Katie. Almost nineteen years down the tubes just like that. I called Billy this morning, and he said he's sorry, but he's set on marrying Mason, and the only way he can do that is to divorce me."
"What about the house and finances, babe?" I asked. "Will you be okay for money or will Bill be able to take you to the cleaners?" Billy works as a salesman for a national tyre company. He makes good, solid money but isn't anywhere near Patty's income level.
"I'm fine, Katie," Patty reassured me. "Billy was worried about my student debts and being lumbered with them, so he insisted we have a cast iron prenup that explicitly states what is his, mine and ours. We've kept our bank accounts separate, and he has no claim on my investments or superannuation."
"Something, at least," I muttered, holding my weeping friend.
Eventually, Patty's tears stopped, and she said, "I didn't come in here to weep on your shoulder, Katie. I wanted to know if you'd like to go and get coffee somewhere."
"Sure," I replied. "Let me lock up and change the phones over. I have to be back by one to meet Freddy for lunch, though."
"Oh?" Patty teased. "Is he why you smell like fresh fish this morning?"
"Better than smelling like old, stale fish like some I know," I teased back, not answering her question.
"I showered this morning, bitch!" Patty pretended to huff. "I do not smell like stale fish!"
"I didn't say I was referring to you," I deadpanned. "But, hey. If the shoe fits?"
I changed the door sign, switched the phones, turned the lights off, and locked up. I took a detour via my bedroom to clean my inflamed pussy and to put some panties on. I was sure my arousal would peak again while I was out, and I didn't want to leave a mess everywhere I sat.
We decided to try Dramanti Coffee House because we hadn't been there before. I ordered a small expresso because I didn't want to fill my stomach up before having lunch with Freddy. Patty had a tall black and added a caramel slice with it. It was another fine spring day, so we sat outside at one of the benches and watched the patrons coming and going.
I love watching people because their reactions are often so amusing. For example, the men only saw two sexy women sitting at the bench. They were both braless, and one had incredibly long legs showing sexily through her skirt's parts. Comparatively, the women saw too old friends laughing as they caught up over coffee. Perhaps if they were lesbian or bisexual, they might have noticed how alluring we were, but otherwise, we were only women like them enjoying the sunshine and each other's company.
After finishing our coffees, I took Patty to the waterfront so we could walk and chat some more. Eventually, though, we were out of time, and I needed to return home so I'd be there for when Freddy arrived.
Getting home, I checked my face, arms and hands before washing them all anyway. Then, I redid my makeup and hair, checked that my outfit was still pristine, and went to the lounge to wait for Freddy. Right on 1:00 p.m., Freddy knocked on my front door. I smiled because I'd seen him park his car outside my driveway around ten minutes ago. Freddy waited until a minute before one before starting his car and pulling into my drive.
I invited Freddy inside so we could briefly chat. As he stood in my entrance hall, I examined my young suitor. I smiled happily because it was clear that Freddy had gone all out. He wore a blue pinstriped, black three-piece suit with an unbuttoned dark purple business shirt. Shiny black ankle boots adorned his feet and made him appear taller than his actual height of 183 cm (6-ft.). Of course, that meant he was still only as tall as I was in my heels, but it was better than him being shorter than me.
Offering me a small bouquet of white roses, Freddy eyed me appreciatively. He said, "Only if my lunch date today was ex-Miss Universe Jennifer Hawkins could I have an equally beautiful woman on my arm. In fact, Katie, my love, I believe you outshine even her."
"Such smooth talking will get you absolutely everywhere, Mister Singleton," I hummed throatily. I opened my door, "Shall we?"
"Yes, we shall, my love," Freddy said, taking my arm in his and walking with me to his car. Freddy opened the passenger and held my hand as I kept my knees close together and lowered my toned, shapely ass onto the seat. Then, keeping my knees together, I swung my feet into the car. Freddy closed my door and walked to the driver's door.
Getting in, Freddy asked if I was buckled up and comfortable before starting the car and backing out of my drive. He had an automatic, so as soon as we were rolling, he took my hand in his and squeezed gently. "I hope you'll indulge me for the rest of the day, my darling Katie," Freddy said smoothly. "Lunch at The Water Ship Hotel, followed by a walk through the botanical gardens at Mount Coot-Tha and ice cream at its summit. Then, we'll catch a live band at The Victory Hotel until dinnertime. I've booked us into Fuego Nero (Blackfire) at 8:00 p.m. for dinner."
"Did you ask or tell me, Freddy?" I smilingly asked. I was somewhat perplexed about two of his choices, but Fuego Nero or Blackfire, as it was more commonly called, is a favourite. Jonathon, the Maître D, Sean, and I are friends. Luckily, Tuesday was Jonathon's day off, so hopefully, that would stop any awkward questions.
Freddy parked in The Water Ship Hotel's carpark and helped me out of the car before guiding me inside. We stopped at the obligatory 'wait here to be seated' sign for a waitress to appear. On her way from the bar, instinctively slapping groping hands away as she walked, Sue (from her name tag) stumbled as she saw how elegantly we were dressed. Recovering, she asked in an annoying Australian twang, "Didya have a booking?"
"Two for Singleton," Freddy answered smoothly.
Looking intently at me before returning her gaze to Freddy, Sue said, "Are you sure you've got the right place, Mister Singleton? Our lunch crowd is a little rough for your lady, ya know what I mean?"
"We'll be fine," Freddy assured her. "I've been told the steaks here are massive and extremely good."
"Yeah, they are," Sue confirmed. "But don't say I didn't warn you."
Hiding my headshake because I realised what Freddy had done, I ignored the leers from The Water Ship's patrons and followed Sue to our table. Sue picked up the 'reserved' sign from one table and moved it to a corner table, as far from the other patrons as possible. Freddy wisely guided me into the corner chair--the one that had my back in the corner of two walls.
After the waitress gave us menus and took our drink orders, a white wine for me and a craft beer for Freddy, I quietly hissed at Freddy, "What on earth are you doing bringing me here? Are you trying to get in a fight?"
Freddy blushed before saying, "You told me to make you feel safe in my presence. What better way to prove I can keep you safe than in a rough worker's bar like this?"
"How on earth am I meant to feel safe when every single guy in here is ogling me and deciding whether they could gut you and rape me before they were caught?" I snarled in a whisper. "Heck! Why not sit me in the middle of a knife fight while you're at it?"
Blushing guiltily, Freddy said, "I've screwed up, haven't I?"
"Yes," I hissed, my temper starting to get the better of me. "Get me out of here!"
Then, of course, the inevitable happened. A large, pot-bellied man wearing a pair of stubbies and a torn singlet that didn't cover his paunch bumped Freddy rudely before exaggeratingly saying, "Sorry, Junior, but you seem to be between me and my date. Move before I bash your head in and stomp on your brains."
"We don't want any trouble," Freddy said. "We were about to leave."
"You're leaving," the beer-gutted man said. "The trollop is staying and having fun with a real man, aren't you, Lovey?"
He reached for my breast with a hand the size of a small ham. Freddy, who had stood, grabbed the man's elbow. Freddy, digging his thumb into the drunk's ulna nerve, said, "You don't want to do that."
"Oh, but I think I do," 'Pot belly' said and swung a ham-sized fist at Freddy's head.
Ducking and then popping the drunk on the end of his nose, Freddy said, "Next time I break it." Unfortunately, 'Drunken Man' couldn't take a hint and swung again, so Freddy popped him again, breaking his nose.
Holding his broken, bleeding nose, the drunk sat down heavily and mumbled, "I think shoo wight me wight, I shon't wanna sho shish wow shore." ("I think you might be right. I don't want to do this no more." Or, at least I assume that's what he mumbled through his broken, bleeding nose).
Glaring at the other patrons and shielding me behind him, Freddy backed out the closest door. Once we were outside, we walked briskly to his car, got in it, and left the hotel.
"That was the stupidest thing anyone's ever done in my presence, Freddy," I snarled at him once we were safely on our way. "And given Johnny's my son, that's some achievement! If you ever put my daughter in that kind of danger, I'll shoot you myself!"
Freddy sighed and briefly looked at me. I could see his regret and consternation written all over his face. "I am so sorry, Katie," Freddy almost wept. "I asked some guys I know if there was a rough pub I could take you to and show you by staring down any inappropriate looks or gestures I could keep you safe. I had no idea that pub was that bad."
"Freddy, you do not take women who look like me, who are dressed like me, to a rough suburban pub! Well, not unless you're planning to join in a gang rape of her!" I looked around and noticed we were on the return journey to home. "Where are you taking me, Freddy?" I asked.
"Home, Katie," he replied. "You're so pissed at me that I assumed you wanted to go home."
"First of all: Language, Freddy. I'm a cultured woman, and there is no need to use that language when on a date with me. Secondly: Lunch, Freddy. You promised me an afternoon and evening of fine dining, interesting walks and stimulating conversation. Do you give up so easily after one little setback?"



"The Summit restaurant at Mount Coot-Tha is open for lunch," Freddy suggested. "We could eat, get our ice creams, and still make the guided tour through the gardens I've organised."
"Are you asking, Freddy?" I smilingly said.
Laughing at himself and the situation, Freddy made a U-turn at the next set of lights and redirected us to Mount Coot-Tha. We had a pleasant lunch at The Summit restaurant before grabbing an ice cream cone each and driving down to The Botanical Gardens. Freddy had paid for a guide from the gardens to show us around and teach us about the native flora displays for which the gardens are so famous.
It was a pleasurable afternoon stroll through the gardens. The guide was intelligent, quite witty and clearly knew her stuff. As we walked, I showed Freddy when he should hold my hand and when to put his arm around my waist. He eventually figured out that when he first took my hand, he should lightly kiss its back before guiding it around his waist or holding it.
After the tour, we wandered around the gardens, looking at some of the exhibits we hadn't already seen. Around three, I suggested we head home. Travelling through the 'Mom O'clock' crowd would be bad enough, and we certainly didn't want to risk peak hour traffic.
"Back to my place?" Freddy suggested.
I shook my head, and Freddy looked downcast momentarily. However, he perked up when I said, "I need to shower and change to get ready for tonight. You'll need to do the same. And Freddy?" I added and waited for him to look at me. "If you're wearing the same shirt, socks, and jocks when you pick me up tonight, I will be very disappointed. Even more so if you haven't shaved."
"Katie, how would you know if I wear the same underwear?" Freddy asked.
I smiled seductively and said, "I won't until I sexily take your clothes off after dinner. Then their sweaty smell will tell me. You wouldn't want me to tongue your stale sweat-smelling balls, would you, Freddy?" I smiled and ran my fingers over Freddy's suddenly tented pants front. "Hmm, I think little Freddy wants to play," I said in a soft, smoky voice. "Maybe I should take him out and see if he'll spit for me."
Freddy shifted uncomfortably but didn't protest as I unzipped him and took 'little Freddy' out. The poor boy must have been on a knife's edge because I'd barely begun stroking him when he groaned and his hips lifted off the seat. Desperately looking around, I couldn't see anything I could use to capture his essence in. I had tissues in my purse, but I wouldn't be able to get them out in time. So, hoping there weren't any cop cars around, I unbuckled, got on my hands and knees and took Freddy's sturdy wang into my mouth. I was just in time because as soon as I wrapped my luscious lips around his cock's head, it erupted into my mouth.
Of course, there was a delivery truck in the lane beside us. I received a horn toot, a thumbs up, a massive smile, and a cheery wave for my effort. Giggling, I waved back and sat back down before buckling up again.
We reached my home without any further incidents. Once again, Freddy proved to be an interesting travelling companion. Once he'd relaxed and forgotten he was trying to impress me, Freddy showed himself to have a lively intellect. He was intelligent and well-spoken, plus his interests roamed over a wide variety of subjects.
One moment we were discussing our nation's economy and the work our current treasurer, Jim Chalmers, was doing to reign in and recover from the profligate spending of the former Morrison/Frydenberg government. The next, we discussed the Broncos and Lions seasons and the wasted opportunity they had to bring a rare double to our city. However, we agreed they'd both lost their respective Grand Finals to worthy opponents and that there was no shame in their losses.
When we got to my home, Freddy insisted on walking me to my door. A gesture I appreciated and rewarded with a long, loving tongue kiss. I unashamedly groped his sturdy tool as he did the same to my sexy ass. Freddy had me so hot that I would have taken him upstairs and let him fuck me, but Johnny would be home soon, and I knew he'd want to talk to me about my day. Reluctantly, I broke the kiss and shooed Freddy away.
"Sorry once again for the rather inauspicious beginning to our day, Katie," Freddy said as he stared into my eyes earnestly. "I'll see you at seven for our dinner date."
Laughing, I told him he was forgiven and stepped through my door, closing it behind me.
"Katie Ashley Muggleton, you slut!" Patty pretended to growl from my kitchen. "Wipe the smirk and cum from your luscious lips and come and tell us all about your day!"
Even though I knew I didn't have any on them, I still instinctively wiped my lips and blushed embarrassedly.
"See?" Jennifer tittered. "I told you she would have blown Freddy on her way home!"
"I don't know what you're crowing about," I teased Jennifer. "You'd have made him stop somewhere so you could fuck him!"
"Well, maybe if someone waved a magic wand and changed him from my favourite brother from another mother into a man like your husband or Johnny," Jennifer dismissively said, confirming my thoughts on my girls' opinion of my latest 'project'.
"Consider the wand waved," I shot back. "The end result may be a few weeks or even months away, but I'm sure you'll get your wish."
Jennifer looked at me speculatively before saying, "You're preparing him to be a suitable husband for Kristy."
I nodded to show she had surmised correctly and turned my attention to the others in the kitchen. Only then did I realise that Patty and Charmaine were preparing a salad for everyone's dinner. They were laughing and joking, which wasn't a surprise, but the soft touches and flirtatious looks they were exchanging were.
Jennifer wrapped her arms around me from behind and nodded in their direction, "I think Patty's found an antidote for her husband dumping her, and our little Miss Charmaine has found a dominant lesbian she can explore with."
Turning so I could hug Jennifer back, I said, "Let's hope it's not just rebound sex for Patty and that she doesn't break our young friend's heart."
Patty and the girls cracked open a wine bottle and continued to laugh, joke and tease as they went about preparing their dinner. Johnny and Gina were due home at any moment, but it was too early to put dinner on. I refused a glass of wine and stuck to mineral water. I wanted to be at my best when Freddy arrived to take me to dinner.
Thinking of which, I excused myself from the kitchen's frivolities and went to my en suite to shower and change. I had time, so I did a full workup, from shampooing my hair to repainting my toenails and filling in where my fingernails had grown since I'd last had my extensions done.
As I sat naked at my vanity, blow-drying and styling my long, black locks, my bedroom door opened, and Patty slipped inside. I turned my hair dryer off and pulled her into my lap. Kissing her soft lips, I hugged her and asked, "How are you doing, my beautiful one?"
Patty sighed and then smiled tremulously. "I'm still bummed about Billy," she said sadly. "But young Miss Charmaine is a nice distraction. I'm only worried that I'm rebounding onto her, and it's the sadness and loneliness that's driving my attraction to her."
"Just be honest with her and yourself, babe," I told her. "If you're unsure it's anything more than a rebound affair, ensure she knows that. If Charmaine wishes to pursue a relationship with you knowing that, then it's on her if it blows up, and that's all it was."
"What if I don't know, Katie?" Patty asked. "What if she is the one, and I let her slip through my fingers because I think it's only rebound sex, and I'm too afraid to pursue it for fear of being hurt?"
"Only you know your heart, Patty," I reminded her as I gave her a comforting squeeze. "But, I say, give it a go. As long as you're honest with Charmaine and yourself, what's the worst that can happen? You have some great sex with a gorgeous teenager, which helps you get over the pain of losing your best friend, and you move on with your life. Charmaine will survive because I've promised her she'll be mine and with me until she finds her one."
"You're having sex with Charmaine?" Patty asked incredulously. "Wait," She looked intently at me as I blushed. "Shit!" She exclaimed. "You're fucking Jennifer, too! What about Sean? Is he...?" Patty saw my guilty look and added, "He is!" Patty tipped her head back and roared with laughter. "Oh, my darling Kaitlyn, Katie, Kate. What happened to the prudish little girl with whom I went to high school?"
"She grew up and discovered sex was a whole lot of fun," I said primly, trying to hold a straight face.
"And tonight?" Patty asked. "You're going out with one of your son's friends, a young man barely more than half your age. Are you planning on fucking him tonight, too?"
"Again, you mean?" I mischievously asked.
"Again?" Patty queryingly asked.
"Am I going to fuck him again tonight?" I explained, grinning delightedly.
"Katie Ashley Muggleton, you slut!" Patty exclaimed. "You mean you've already fucked him?"
"More than once," I replied smugly. "In fact, Freddy has banged me like the slutty drum I am on several occasions."
Patty laughed again as her hands casually roamed over my luscious curves, stroking my already budding arousal. The last time someone had taken me to their home to make love to was early in my relationship with Sean. The first, of course, was a night after Sean had deflowered me and made me pregnant. I was really looking forward to being in Freddy's arms and bed and felt delightfully naughty knowing I'd wake up in someone else's bed tomorrow.
Slapping Patty's straying hands, I said, "Enough! Otherwise, I'll be leaving wet spots wherever I go!"
"Well, tart, wear some underwear for a change!" Patty laughed but ceased her exploration of my lush body.
Pushing her off my lap. I said, "Help me choose somewhere to wear, please?"
"Sure," Patty replied as she stood and walked into my robe. Looking around, Patty added, "Fuck, Katie! You could open your own fucking clothes store in here!"
Patty looked through my collection before taking down my orange cut-out, short-sleeve, round neck, side split, ruched dress and bringing it out. The 'cut-out' part of the dress' description refers to the series of panels cut from the dress' front, which revealed delicious views of my large, firm breasts and exposed the belly button ring on my toned tummy. The dress clung to my every curve and only barely covered my sexy ass and divine pussy. With the dress clinging to my superbly mounded breasts, I could go without a bra, but I needed to wear underwear in case I bent too far over and my recently waxed perineum and entrance showed. I had a pair of beige with orange straps and wedge heels to go with this dress.
After putting everything on, I preened in front of the mirror, examining how I looked. Happy with it, I sat at my vanity table and did my makeup. As I said earlier, I do my makeup regularly, so it didn't take long.
Patty, who was sitting on my bed admiring me, muttered, "I wonder if I could clone you, take you home and chain you to my bed?"
We laughed together before linking arms and going downstairs. Entering the kitchen, where my girls were busily adding to their dinner to cater for the extra people, I saw that Courtney, Allie and Maggie had arrived. As they'd promised, they were ensuring our friend, Patty, didn't spend too much time alone. Kath wasn't there, but Tuesday night was when one of the shows she hosted aired, so that was expected.
Seeing how I was dressed, Maggie wolf-whistled before saying, "Hubba, hubba, hubba, come to me, Momma. Katie, you look good enough to eat!"
The kitchen burst out with laughter as some agreed with Maggie, and others teased her for being so wanting and needy. I laughed along with everyone else but watched Charmaine move through the gathered people and press her lithe, petite body to Patty. 'Interesting,' I thought as the two slender women embraced and shared a soft kiss.
Johnny and Gina arrived as Jennifer put some seasoned chicken pieces under the grill. Johnny took me aside and confirmed that I was going out with Freddy tonight and wouldn't be home until tomorrow. "I'll be home for lunch tomorrow, Mom," he informed me. "You can explain last night to me then."
'Oops,' I thought. I'd added Patty, Allie, and Maggie to my list of lovers without his permission. Because they were all female, it wasn't too big of an infraction, but I knew there'd be a price I'd have to pay for not asking for his consent first.
Looking at the ground, I said, "Yes, Sir. I will see you then."
Johnny chuckled as he tipped my face up and kissed me, "Have fun tonight, Mom. I know Freddy will."
Hugging my son almost convulsively, I tried to smile and said, "I'm sorry I disappointed you, Johnny."
"You haven't disappointed me, Mom," Johnny smiled. "I'm just ensuring that you know what you're doing and not becoming hedonistic on us."
I looked at the time, and it was close to seven P.M., so I hugged my son and promised to be here at noon tomorrow to meet him.
As if on cue, there was a knock on my front door. "I'll get it," I yelled, knowing it was Freddy. Surprising me, Freddy had changed his suit. Tonight, he wore a gunmetal grey two-piece suit with a white business shirt and the same black ankle boots he wore during our lunch. Freddy had on a subtle Armani cologne that had my senses soaring and my arousal peaking.
"Wow, Katie!" Freddy exclaimed when I opened the door. "You outshine the brightest stars in the galaxy and look like any man's wet dream!"
"You're looking pretty darn hot yourself, Mister Rick Singleton," I replied as I lightly kissed him on his lips.
"Hey, Johnny," Freddy said, blushing bright red when Johnny walked up behind me.
"If Mom isn't glowing and giggling like an awe-struck teenager when I meet her for lunch tomorrow, you and I have a problem. Do you understand me, Freddy?" Johnny forcefully stated.
Freddy chuckled and made a mock salute, "Make her giggle like a teenager. Got it, Sir. Anything else, Sir?"
"Get out of here, you Muppet!" Johnny laughed. We all laughed as Freddy took my arm and steered me toward his car. "Have fun, you kids," Johnny joked. "Don't stay out too late because it's a school night."
Freddy drove us into town and parked in the Albert Street carpark, which was close to Fuego Nero. The restaurant would 'validate' our parking ticket, meaning our parking would be free. Freddy kissed me as he helped me from his car, hugged, groped and kissed me in the elevator to the Albert Street level, and then put his arm around me and pulled me close so that my hip matched to his as we walked up the street to the restaurant.
Entering Blackfire (Fuego Nero), Freddy told the Maître D his name and that he had a booking for two under that name. Dinner was its usual exquisite combination of textures and flavours. I ate heartily because I knew pushing a salad around my plate when a man takes you to dinner only annoys him. I allowed Freddy to choose my courses and the wine to go with them. Freddy proved an adept dinner companion. The dishes he chose for me were tasty and well-proportioned, allowing room for a small dessert at the end.
We finished our coffees just as Marc, the Maître D, brought the bill and said the restaurant was closing. I felt pleasantly full, as if I'd eaten just the right amount of food to sate my hunger without feeling bloated and uncomfortable. Freddy had been charming and witty during our repast. He regularly took my hand and held it as he ate with his other. Or, he'd kiss its back and smile warmly at me before releasing it so I could continue eating.
Once he had ordered the coffee, Freddy moved to sit beside me instead of opposite me. He turned his upper body so he faced toward me and held both of my hands, occasionally releasing one so he could brush an errant hair off my face and tuck it behind my petite ear. We gazed into each other's eyes as only lovers do as we sipped our coffee.
His devout attention to me and my needs ensured that I was as hot and wet as I could be without actually climaxing. I was sure a mere touch on my breasts or nipples would have sent me into orgasmic bliss, so it was probably better that he had more class than to do so. At least in the restaurant, he did! In the lift on our way back to his car, Freddy grabbed the back of my neck and passionately kissed me. His gifted hands roamed my body before his powerful right one slid between my weakened and parted thighs and onto my love button. Groaning into his kiss, I climaxed on Freddy's probing fingers.
Supporting me, Freddy helped me into his car's front seat before getting in and driving us to his place. I smiled, anticipating what was to come (and who was to cum, if the truth was to be told). I hadn't brought a change of clothes, and I looked forward to making the 'slut walk of shame' into my house tomorrow, still wearing the clothes I'd left in the previous night. It wasn't something I'd done before, and I was looking forward to the barbs and jokes my girls would make at my expense.
The ride home was a lot of fun. I'd tease Freddy by flashing him my luscious, braless breasts or by lifting my feet onto the dash and playing with my slickly wet slit. But every time he tried to touch me, I'd playfully slap his hands away and cover up. By about halfway to his place, Freddy figured out that if he talked to me without trying to touch my lewdly displayed, divine assets, I'd keep them uncovered for him. However, as soon as he reached for me, I'd slap his hand and cover them up.
Everything was going well until we got to Freddy's place. We backed through the door, locked in a fiercely passionate kiss and embrace, our hands roaming over each other's bodies, and I noticed how musty Freddy's unit smelled. At first, I ignored the smell, thinking it was probably only because the unit hadn't been aired that day. However, when I stumbled back onto the couch and realised I was sitting awkwardly, I pushed Freddy back, stood up and turned the living room light on.
I looked around, disgusted by what I saw. It wasn't just the unwashed clothes thrown over every flat surface; it was pizza boxes left beside the couch, takeaway containers piled on the coffee table, and dust in every corner.
"If you think I'm getting into your bed when your place looks like this, you have another think coming, Mister Freddy Albert Singleton," I stormed. "Given how this looks, Gawd knows what horrible germs and/or diseases lurk in there!"
"But I changed the sheets this afternoon, Katie," Freddy protested.
"It looks like you should have changed apartments!" I shot back. "Take me home, Freddy. Your chances of getting fucked tonight have gone from guaranteed to less than zero!" Looking around, I felt my blood boil. "You'd take my daughter home to this?" I screeched. "No self-respecting woman would allow you to bed her in this disgrace! And any woman who would, trust me, you do not want to bed her because lawd knows what diseases she's carrying!"
Huffing angrily, I adjusted my clothing back to decency, crossed my arms, tapped my right foot and glared at the young man. "Well, Mister Freddy? What have you got to say for yourself?"
Freddy looked around despairingly. Suddenly, tears welled in his eyes, and he looked absolutely miserable. "I've doubly fucked up again, haven't I, Katie?" Freddy stated.
Seeing the young man's misery, I felt horrible for lashing out at him. Relaxing my posture, I knelt before where he sat. Taking Freddy's head in my hands, I tipped his head back and kissed him. "Freddy, you must have more self-respect than this, honey. This is not an acceptable way to live by anyone's standards."



I took a deep breath, let my anger go, and slowly exhaled. "Tomorrow, you will bring me flowers to apologise. Then, on Thursday, you will pick me up at the same time as tonight and take me to dinner and a show. After that, and assuming your place is spotless, you will take me back to here, and we'll try again."
"Yes, Katie," Freddy acknowledged, realising I was both castigating him and offering him a chance for redemption.
The drive to my place was quiet. I wanted Freddy to reflect on what had happened and how he was living his life. I'm not sure what Freddy was thinking, but I am sure he didn't dare inflame my wrath again, so he remained silent.
It was still relatively early when Freddy walked me to my front door. When we reached it, Freddy looked fearfully at me, wanting to kiss me but afraid I'd reject him. My heart melted for the handsome young man again, so I smiled and moved my head towards him, indicating I'd like to be kissed.
After all, it didn't seem like Freddy's mother had educated her son on the necessity of good housekeeping if you're planning on bringing women home to make love to. Either that or the latest generation of women are so lacking in self-respect that they're prepared to be bedded in that kind of mess. Whatever the reason, it wasn't solely Freddy's fault, and I wasn't ready to give up on him yet. We shared a soft, tender kiss before Freddy sighed and returned to his car.
Of course, as soon as I walked inside, I was hit with a barrage of questions. After all, the hetero and bisexual women in my kitchen when Freddy arrived had perved on my handsome, young date. Given the chance, almost all of them would have bedded Freddy in an instant. However, three women understood why I was in my kitchen and not Freddy's bed.
"His apartment?" Jennifer asked as Charmaine and Gina looked at her and nodded their agreement.
"His apartment," I agreed, leaving it at that. There was no need to embarrass Freddy by explaining further.
Fortunately, other than some good-natured teasing about being unable to hold the handsome young man's attention and that maybe one of them would be a better alternative, my friends let the subject lie.
Not too long later, Maggie and Allie said goodbye and left for their homes, and Patty said she was going to bed. Charmaine looked longingly after her as she left but didn't try to follow. Johnny rounded Gina and the other two up and sent them to bed. I was a little disappointed because it meant I was sleeping alone. I walked to my room thinking, 'I'm horny, darn it! Johnny could have sent at least one of the girls to sleep with me.'
Going into my en suite, I washed my makeup off and went through my pre-sleep rituals. I was sitting on my bed naked, rubbing moisturiser into my long legs, when my door opened, and Johnny walked in. Johnny stood tall, powerful, and stern before me, and my instinctual submissive nature took over. Sliding off the bed, I knelt and placed my forehead on his sports shoes.
"Fetch your cane," Johnny commanded.
Crawling quickly, I opened my walk-in robe and ducked inside. I had to stand to reach the box my mother's heirloom rattan cane was stored in, but as soon as I had it, I dropped back onto my knees and crawled out. Stopping before my son, I kept my eyes down and raised the cane above my head, presenting it to my protector.
"Correction position one, Miss Katie," Johnny instructed. I leapt to my feet and stood with my hands behind my head and elbows back, and my feet shoulder-width apart. "Tell me why you need correcting, Miss Katie," Johnny queried.
"I took three more lovers without your permission," I immediately answered.
"Anything else?"
I thought furiously. 'There's no way he knows about Eugenie calling me, is there? Besides, Eugenie is a previous lover, so I'm permitted to play with her again. Could it be what she instructed me to do? Eugenie's instructions implied that more than just her and me would be there. Therefore, I'd be adding more lovers. But I couldn't see any way Johnny could know about the call.' Deciding confession now was better than the shame of having to confess after the deed. I said, "Eugenie Matson called and demanded I come for lunch on Thursday. Her instructions were to 'wear something sexy and bring my favourite strap-on'. I assume that means there will be more than only her and me, and therefore, I might add to my sexual partners."
"And?" Johnny questioned.
"James Squire visited me at our office. He wants to take me to dinner on Friday night. He said he would phone your father and ask for permission."
"He did, and Dad has given him permission," Johnny explained. "You may fuck him if you want."
"Thank you, Sir," I wasn't sure if I was thankful that my husband had 'given' me to another man, but that was the correct response, so I gave it.
Spotting my reluctance, Johnny reminded me, "The key phrase there is 'If you want', Miss Katie. Dad is not offering you as a party favour. No, not at all. Dad is merely saying he is okay with you playing with Mr Squire, assuming you want to."
That made me feel a little better, so I relaxed, waiting to see what Johnny would do next. Johnny stood, staring severely at me, waiting to see if there were any other confessions. I'd admitted to everything wayward I'd done, so I stood with my conscience clear.
Johnny realised I had nothing else to confess, so he said, "I thought you'd added only Patty--a little disappointing because I was there, and you could have asked me immediately, but not a big deal. However, I assume the other two are Maggie and Allie. Friends with whom you are close to but not as close as you are with Kath, Courtney and Patty. I will correct you for those indiscretions.
"Eugenie is another former, if very brief, lover, so you're free to play with her on Thursday. If there are others, you will confess them to me when I see you Thursday evening."
Johnny and I had a long discussion after I'd agreed to allow him to substitute for my husband when Sean was away. Johnny had insisted on full disclosure, so, with some trepidation, I compiled a list of all the lovers I'd taken since falling so heavily into my increasingly slutty ways. I'd only agreed to do so after Johnny promised he wouldn't judge me for my many indiscretions. He didn't, but I watched ashamedly as he read through them all, shaking his head at their sheer number.
Johnny considered what else I'd done and confessed. Then, satisfied he understood, he straightened and said severely, "Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, you are called to account for adding three lovers without first asking permission from your protectors. I will administer five corrections for each extra person. A total of fifteen corrections, with eight on your breasts and seven on your sexy ass. Do you agree you need correcting, and will you comply?"
"Yes, Sir," I said submissively, arousal already gathering in my sweet, little pussy. This would be the first time that Johnny had physically disciplined me, and I looked forward to him doing it.
"Maintain your stance, but turn and present your ass, Miss Katie," Johnny instructed.
That was already different from my normal corrections. Almost always, my parents and husband began with the breast strikes. However, I'd admitted to Johnny that I enjoyed those and could orgasm from receiving only them. Johnny remembered that conversation and started with the least favourite of my corrections.
However, mine was not to question why, as the famous line goes, so I turned and presented my delectably toned and curvy ass to my son. The first strike was perfectly across the nexus of nerves just above my tailbone. It stung like heck and immediately quelled my rising arousal. But pain was just that: Pain. Nothing to fear and always something to welcome. Without flinching, I said, "One, thank you, Sir."
The next blow was across the top of my thighs, just below where my buttock curves met my legs. It, too, stung like heck. I breathed out slowly before saying, "Two, thank you, Sir."
Johnny, in quick succession, brought the cane stingingly down across my firm buttocks three times. The strikes were spread from the top of my ass cheeks to the underside of their shapely curve. The sudden, sweet pain relaunched my libido, and I had to bite my bottom lip to prevent my aroused moan. "Three, four, and five, thank you, Sir," I evenly said as I struggled to avoid the sexual excitement showing in my voice. Having my tall, powerful, manly son discipline me was redlining my libido, and I was terrified that I'd cum before he had completed his corrections.
Fortunately, Johnny stepped closer and rubbed my severely welted ass. Rubbing the strikes in, Johnny asked if I was okay to continue. I didn't answer, and even though I was supposed to maintain my posture, I couldn't prevent moaning softly and leaning into Johnny's embrace. With more good fortune, my son mistook my aroused moan for a pained one and didn't admonish me for breaking form.
"Two more on your bottom, Miss Katie," Johnny reminded me. "Then the ones on your breasts. Are you ready?"
"Yes, Sir," I replied, correctly presenting my welted ass again.
Johnny hit that nexus point again, momentarily suppressing my arousal. I steadily said, "Six, thank you, Sir," and prepared myself for the final strike. I knew Johnny would want to ensure this welt left a lingering reminder that my body belonged to him and his father and not to me. As I expected, Johnny's final hit landed almost precisely over the two already existing on the nexus point of nerves just above my tailbone. I gasped before I could say, "Seven, thank you, Sir."
I straightened and turned, presenting my large, lusciously firm breasts to my son's steely gaze. I suppressed a smirk when I saw that his trouser front was massively tented. It seemed that disciplining me excited Johnny as much as being disciplined by him excited me.
I briefly wondered how Johnny would go about completing my corrections. Typically, after the midway point, the corrector would offer the corrected a chance to work off their remaining strikes by servicing their corrector orally. With fifteen being an odd number, seven wasn't halfway yet. So, would Johnny strike once and offer me the choice? Or would he wait until after administering four strikes across my breasts? It turned out to be the latter.
Johnny lashed the cane across, barely above and barely below my puffy nipples, four times in quick succession. After the fourth, Johnny dropped the cane and caught me. My imminent climax had overcome my reticence and training, and I was about to orgasm.
Holding me up, Johnny stuffed two fingers into my spasming vagina and thumbed my clitoris. Screaming, I climaxed on Johnny's fingers. "Mrs Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton," my son growled, amused by my sexual reaction to being caned. "One does not cum when being corrected. One is to accept them stoically, trying not to cry!"
"Oops," I giggled, coming down from my orgasm high. "I must have missed that lesson."
Johnny let me sink to my knees. He looked down on me fondly and said, "Would you like a chance to work off your last four corrections, Miss Katie?"
"Yes, please, Sir," I replied, trying not to lick my lips in anticipation.
With my son being almost as excited as I was, it didn't take long for him to give me his first gift. I swallowed that eagerly and swiftly worked to bring him back to being fully erect. When he was, I swallowed him whole again and cupped his big balls. Gently massaging them, I held the base of Johnny's shaft and bobbed my head up and down the entire length.
Once I had Johnny groaning his encouragement, I began following my lips with my hand, masturbating his thick shaft as I bobbed up and down, consecutively deep-throating him. Hearing and feeling my son trying to lock down his arousal so his pleasure would last, I added a twist to my wrist as I slid it along his tumescent pole.
Johnny was slowly getting on top of his rising arousal, so I let go of his huge, tight balls and dipped my fingers into my sweltering, dripping pussy. Using the moisture drooling from my vulva, I slipped my fingers along Johnny's perineum until I could reach and rim his tight, tiny chocolate star. When I first fingered his rosebud, Johnny groaned, but then he clenched down and suppressed his imminent orgasm. I waited until his butt cheeks relaxed and slid my fingertip into his butt.
"Faaaarrrrrkkkkkk!!!!!" Johnny groaned as his throbbing cock exploded in my mouth.
Working his shaft vigorously, I milked every drop from my son's balls and prostate before lifting off his slowly deflating cock with a loud slurp. Tilting my head back, I opened my mouth to show I'd captured all of his latest gift. Then, tipping my head down, I swallowed before opening my mouth to show I'd slurped it all down.
Johnny helped me to my feet, and I slowly assumed presentation position three (The same as correction position one). "Katie Muggleton," Johnny stated. "Corrections were due and completed. All transgressions are now forgiven and will not be revisited unless you repeat the actions that caused your correction."
"Thank you, Sir," I said meekly. "May this girl be allowed to cum?"
"I thought you already did," Johnny teased, taking me into his strong arms and kissing me.
Johnny's hug and teasing words indicated my correction time was over, so I was allowed to tease back. "That little thing? Thomas Peter Muggleton, if that's the best you can do, then your mother is very disappointed in you!"
"Open the door, Mom," Johnny said.
Confused, I opened my door and Gina and my girls boiled in the room. They quickly surrounded me, hugging and kissing and unashamedly groping me, and I heard a cacophony of, "Show us, Miss Katie! Wow! That's got to have hurt. Oh my! I wish I could take punishment like that. Having those welts would be so cool!" I laughed as I let them turn me around so they could admire my welted breasts and bottom.
It wasn't until Patty pressed her firm, slender body against me and whispered, "I was worried about this when the girls told me what would happen, my darling Katie," that I realised she was there. She continued, "But seeing you laughing and enjoying yourself shows that Gina was right. You need this in your life. This is what allows you to be you. I don't care that your family is incestuous, Katie, because Clara (Patty's older sister) introduced me to girl-on-girl sex when we were teenagers. We still get together occasionally even now. Besides, at the moment, I'm so damned hot that I'm even considering trying your son out."
I laughed and then kissed my friend with all the skill and passion I had. Then, pushing her back, I pulled her singlet off, exposing her tiny, hard-nippled breasts, and lowered my mouth onto them. Someone removed Patty's shorts and panties while the whole group guided us across to the bed. We kissed again before Patty turned so we could sixty-nine. Johnny and the rest of my girls joined Patty and me on the bed, and then the real debauchery began.
By the time we finally slept, everyone seemed to have coupled with everyone else at least once. Johnny was in his element, moving from one woman to the next, fucking us all into an orgasm before he moved to the next. Even Patty decided she needed to try his rigid, throbbing, and glistening cock. Although it wasn't a large one, Patty still orgasmed on Johnny's thrusting tool.

The End.

Coming next: Chapter 13: Daddy knows best.
Plus, some questions will be answered. Can I turn Freddy into the kind of man an independent but sexually submissive woman needs? What does Eugenie have planned, and what about Mister James Squire?
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Androgeny

Chapter 3: New York, New York.
Two weeks after asking Big George to cash in their accounts and close up their rented apartment, प्रातः सूर्य (Morning Sun) and दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning), also known as Bella and Gigi Stark, but carrying ID that named them Beyoncé and Solange Bonhomme, walked out of the Marriott in downtown Boston. They expected to walk to the bus station and buy tickets to travel to New York. As such, they'd dressed in their black leathers and knee-high, soft leather boots.
"Morning, Bella, Gigi," Brandon said, leaning against his Mercedes. "Your chariot awaits!"
"Brandon!" Morning and Day squealed as they ran to hug their erstwhile bodyguard/driver. "What are you doing here?" Morning added.
"George sold me the car at cost," Brandon said. Which, of course, didn't answer their question at all.
"Meaning?" Day asked.
"Meaning, I thought you might need a driver/bodyguard in New York."
Day and Morning exchanged glances. They turned to Brandon, and Day asked, "You want to move with us to New York?"
"If you'll have me," Brandon replied.
Morning took her mother's arm and dragged her aside. "Too dangerous," she whispered. Day looked at her wonderingly, so Morning added, "Not for us, him. There's no way he can stand up against a slaver."
Day nodded and said, "The less contact we have with anyone from our lives here, the better. I trust Daddy George, Eloise, and Antoinette, of course, but George is smart enough not to risk their lives if the slavers find and question them. He'll prevaricate and say that all he knows is that we left for New York, but he won't deny he knows and was involved with us. If they push, he'll admit he gave us the phone number of his contemporary there."
"And that won't matter because we won't look anything like we did here."
"But if Brandon's with us, they might figure it out. Especially if they push George hard enough and he admits he procured new IDs for us and what our names now are," Day added, completing their thoughts.
"Unless I change him, too, as well as changing us again."
"You would trust him with that knowledge?"
"Yes," Morning said, turning to face Brandon. "There's something about him. Something familiar. Like he's..."
"Family," Day completed. "Maybe he's descended from one of our Jarawa tribe members somewhere back in his history."
"Maybe," Morning replied. "I think we accept. We can always dump him when we get to New York. Besides, it might be best not to stay with our latest disguises for too long even if the slavers don't find and question Big Daddy George. With Brandon as our driver, we can probably set up our own agency and freelance rather than relying on others."
"Meaning you can chop and change our appearance to suit our client's needs," Day completed.
They turned back to Brandon, who was looking at them hopefully. Morning thought carefully about the muscular young man who'd been their constant companion since they'd started working for George. She turned back to her mother, "He's in love with you," Morning stated. "That's why he wants to come with us."
"Me?" Day asked. "Don't you mean you? I'm nearly twenty years older than you."
Morning asked dryly, "Which, over a three-and-a-half thousand-year lifetime, means exactly what, Mother?"
Day blushed, "You're right, of course. I forget he knows me as a twenty-nine-year-old Gigi Hadid lookalike."
Making a decision, Day turned to Brandon and said, "We'll accept your lift to New York, Brandon. But when we get there, we have many things to discuss before we can agree that you can stay."
"Some chance is better than no chance," Brandon agreed. "George has booked you into a double suite at The Marriott in downtown New York. He's paid for two weeks upfront but authorised another two if you need it."
"Why a double suite?" Morning asked curiously.
"In case you agreed that I could stay," Brandon replied, trying not to blush.
"Did you want to come, Brandon," Day asked. "Or did Big George ask you to?"
"I wanted to come," Brandon confessed. "But I would never have asked George to let me. I owe him too much to do that to him. Oh, not money, but for everything he's done for me. So, when George asked if I'd stay with you and be your bodyguard, I jumped at the chance. I have an introduction to Madame Sweet in my pocket. Along with the one for you two."
"Gawd, I love that man," Morning stated as tears sprung from her eyes. "I'm tempted to go back to the agency and fuck him unconscious one more time."
"Once we know it's safe," her mother replied. "We'll get him up to New York and spend a whole week trying to fuck him to death."
Brandon opened the car's trunk and took Day's and Morning's luggage from them. They hadn't packed much because they expected to travel by bus. Plus, their skin colour, faces and body shape would dramatically change when Morning used her shapeshifting power to alter their appearance, so there was little point in keeping too many clothes. Most of their luggage's weight was the two antique weapons, Day's Talwar sword and Morning's Parashu battle-axe, that they had carefully wrapped to disguise what they were.
Satisfied they were ready, Day and Morning got in the backseat and buckled up. Brandon glanced at Day in the rearview mirror, disappointed she hadn't got in beside him. Morning nudged her mother and nodded at Brandon. Day looked at her in surprise before turning to examine Brandon. Realising the muscular young man was disappointed she'd sat in the back, Day unbuckled again and moved to the front seat.
Although it is around a four-and-a-half to five-hour trip to New York, most of that time is spent getting out of Boston and into New York. Traffic was about average for their journey, and just within five hours, Brandon and his passengers pulled up at the drop-off point for the New York Marriott. Morning had taken the opportunity provided by the extra space to lie down and meditate during the trip. In her mind's eye, she saw five slavers sent by their clan chief boarding a private jet in Shannon, Ireland, on their way to Boston to investigate the lost emanations from the five slavers she and Day had exterminated. These five resembled the humans they passed amongst more closely than any slaver Morning had seen before.
After checking in, Day and Morning allowed Brandon to carry their bags up to the twelfth-floor suite Big George had gotten for them. As soon as they were in the door, Day pounced on Brandon and dragged him into the second bedroom. The suite was quickly filled with the sounds of two people fucking.
Unperturbed by the sounds, Morning lay on the bed in the other room and turned her mind inwards. She needed to learn more about how to fight these slavers. For millennia, Morning and her mother had fought to escape, fled, and re-established themselves elsewhere, only to be rediscovered and forced to run again. In this modern era, even when they had found somewhere they could safely stay, they were forced to move within twenty years lest their friends, co-workers, and neighbours realise the two women never aged or changed.
Now, the time had come to stop running and fight. Morning knew how to kill the slavers permanently--knowledge that had come to her during their time at the YMCA in Boston. The slavers had a glass-like crystal embedded in their foreheads. This crystal gave the slavers the power to regenerate and recuperate from any injury, including lost limbs. If the slaver died before the crystal was removed, they, along with an exact replica, were reborn at sunrise the following morning, thereby doubling their number.
Morning was deep into her meditation when she began hearing a voice. Even though it seemed distant and echoey, it was insistent. Turning her concentration to the voice, Morning heard, "प्रातः सूर्य, त्वं मम समीपम् अवश्यम् आगच्छसि! (Morning Sun, you must come to me!)" Morning concentrated harder, uncertain what the voice was. It repeated, "प्रातः सूर्य, त्वं मम समीपम् अवश्यम् आगच्छसि!"
"जले प्रकाशः स्फुरति (Light on the Water), is that you?" Morning asked. When she said that name, Morning saw a distant vision coalesce and fly toward her. It rushed up to her before stopping and expanding. When it stopped expanding, Morning saw her tribe's Medicine Man sitting cross-legged on a mat before her.
"उप- विश् (Sit)," Light said. "अस्माकं बहु चर्चा कर्तव्या अस्ति।. (We have much to discuss)."
With the power of dreams, Morning told her subconscious to automatically translate her... father, Morning remembered... her father's words into the English she was more accustomed to. She wasn't aware if she answered Light in English or Sanskrit, but it didn't matter because Light understood her anyway.
"Day has told you who your true father is?" Light asked. Morning nodded, and Light added, "That's why the latent abilities in you have sprung to life. Knowing who you are was the key to enlightenment I planted in you upon your creation."
Morning examined the man before her. Light was ancient before Morning's mother had lain with him, creating her, she realised. She remembered hushed discussions about how old Light actually was. Some of the elders, hundreds of years old themselves, spoke of Light being the tribe's medicine man when their fathers' fathers were young.
Morning recalled the morning Light and her husband were slaughtered by the invading Gaelic Slavers. The shouts from Light's hut on his island had brought the warriors from their tents. Because the Jangil clan of the Jarawa people had lived peacefully in this valley for more than three hundred years, they'd gotten lax in their security. That laxity meant the slavers were on them before the warriors could react.
Two of the slavers held Light between them as the third shouted, summoning the rest of the clan from their tents. As the warriors, led by Morning's husband and mate, गरुड स्वूपिंग (Eagle Swooping), charged for Light's hut, the third slaver gutted the medicine man as if he were a pig at the slaughter. Morning, mated for less than a year when Light died, howled in despair as Light's bright blue eyes held hers before flickering and turning opaque. Morning believed she saw Light's spirit standing whole and very much alive above his butchered body before it streaked in a flash of light towards the heavens. Morning kept that vision to herself because she felt Light didn't want it known.
The Jangil Clan of the Jarawa tribe warriors fought bravely but were outnumbered and outmuscled by the larger, stronger Gaelic Slavers. More than half of the warriors were dead in the first skirmish. Eagle Swooping recalled his fighters briefly before forming the phalanx they knew was their only chance against the slavers. Eagle, the clan chief, stood at the point of the phalanx.
Morning, as the chief's wife and mate, along with her mother, Day, gathered the women and children in the centre of the village as the older men, warriors past fighting age, and younger men, those not old enough to have undergone their coming-of-age ceremonies, encircled them, ready to fight to the death in a last stand to protect them.
Standing in the outer circle, Morning watched her husband lead the fight into the slavers' midst. Initially, it seemed like the Jangil Clan warriors would take the battle. Unfortunately, just as the phalanx's tip broke through the slavers' line, a lucky blow from a felled slaver split Eagle's stomach open.
Morning howled in rage as her husband staggered and fell. As the phalanx collapsed, with the rear fighters turning and running, Morning snatched a Parashu battle-axe from one of the older men. Then, screaming louder than the banshees the slavers were all too familiar with, she charged into their ranks.
The axe spun in her hands as Morning slashed left and right, felling slavers with every strike. Emboldened by their clan chief's mate's bravery, the warriors turned to fight with her. As she passed Eagle, Morning snatched his bloodied headdress. Pulling it onto her head, she screamed, "No slaver survives today!" and dove into the middle of the second rank of Gaelic fighters.
Even though they were outnumbered nearly two-to-one and outmuscled by the much more powerful slavers, it made no difference. Morning's speed, dexterity with her weapon, and ferociousness overcame any deficiencies, and all slavers who came up against her died. Inspired by their dead chief's mate and shrugging off wounds that should have disabled them, the warriors attacked and attacked until every slaver lay dead or mortally wounded on the ground.
The Jangil clan survived that day, but the cost was horrendous. More than eighty per cent of the warriors were either dead or would die because of their injuries. The clan's only Medicine Man had died with them, so there was no help or succour for the injured. Morning knew that even some of the fighters with lesser injuries would develop sepsis and probably die also.
With a heavy heart, Morning instructed the older men and the fit warriors to drag the slavers' bodies outside the village and burn them and to gather their slain warriors and prepare them for burial. Morning straightened her shoulders, and faking stoicism, she walked to her husband's prone body. Her mother, Day, joined her, and they took Eagle to his and Morning's tent.
The burial rituals were completed by mid-morning the following day. Morning wanted to lie in her tent and grieve for her lost love, but circumstances didn't allow her to. A delegation of the clan's elders asked to speak with her. Even though it was uncommon, Morning's actions in attacking and defeating the slavers had temporarily made her clan chief. Hiding her sorrow, Morning sat with the elders and listened to their concerns.
The eldest of the elders, मत्स्य कूर्दनम् (Fish Jumping) spoke first. He explained the problems with killing the slavers. Although he hadn't seen it himself because the last attack had been more than four hundred years previously, he'd heard the stories of villages being re-invaded a week or two after battling and defeating the slavers. The slavers returned with twice their numbers, easily overcoming the now tired and wounded people they'd lost to in the earlier battle. They'd enslave the younger warriors and childbearing-aged women and slaughter the rest. The tribe had to flee, Fish insisted. It would be better if they abandoned this area, better still, if they fled the entire region.
Some of the younger elders (Morning wondered about that seemingly oxymoronic phrase) argued for staying still, pointing out they'd been safe where they were for more than three hundred years and that there were no survivors to guide the slavers back to here.
Both arguments were sound, Morning thought. But which way lay wisdom? She promised to think about it but swiftly decided that caution should win the day. Ordering the warriors to scout the way, Morning told the village to pack what they needed for an extended trip. By late the following morning, the tribe was on the move.
Eventually, many years later, Morning's scouts led the tribe to land's end in what is now called Southern Myanmar. Her Jangil clan lived in that region for another two hundred years, but a vision informed Morning that the slavers had discovered their village. Escaping across the water, the Jangil clan of the Jarawa people became the first of their tribe to inhabit The Andaman Islands.
The vision had predicted her clan's almost immediate rediscovery if Morning led them there. Meeting with the Circle of Elders, Morning told of her vision. The Circle agreed that she had to abandon the tribe for the tribe's sake. The Elder Circle would choose he who they thought should be the new Clan Chief. In the ensuing seven days, any warrior who believed it should be them could challenge The Circle's choice. At the end of the seven days, the one remaining standing would be named chief.
All of the above raced through Morning's mind as she obediently sat like Light had demanded. A mat appeared under her shapely bottom as she sat.
"What are you?" Morning asked. She stared into Light's blue eyes and, for the first time, wondered, 'Blue eyes? No one else in the clan has anything other than dark brown, almost black eyes. How does Light have blue ones? And none have his tanned but relatively pale skin.'
"I am from those who came before," Light replied. "My proper name is Lanner, and I'm from Providia, a planet in a star system many, many light years from here. Our spaceship crash-landed on Earth over sixty thousand years ago. I was, until the Aridian Slavers killed me, the last surviving pure-blood Providian on Earth."
"Aridian Slavers?" Morning questioned.
"Those you call Gaelic Slavers."
"They're not from Ireland somewhere?"
"No," Light explained. "They're from Aridia, a planet my people have been at war with for nearly sixty-five thousand years."
Awed, Morning asked, "How old are you?"
Light/Lanner chuckled, "I had so many years I could no longer remember. I do remember that I was only a boy when we abandoned our home planet and fled into the stars. We travelled for millennia, looking for somewhere safe we could stay. We'd find somewhere we thought was secure, and somehow, the Aridians would find us, and we'd be forced to flee again.
"Finally, we found Earth, but our ships were old, and many were damaged. Our engineers underestimated our ship's strength and the effect of Earth's atmosphere on them. We lost three of our four ships on entry into Earth's atmosphere. The other ship crashed into what became Mesopotamia. Less than ten thousand of us survived the crash. Hoping to keep hidden from the Aridians, we spread across this planet, integrating with the indigenous humanoids as we moved. We were safe here on Earth for nearly forty thousand years. But, as they always seem to do, the Aridians arrived here. That was around twenty thousand years ago. Since then, they've returned every two to three hundred years to gather more slaves to take to Aridia.
"That was until recently. Around two and a half thousand years ago, the Aridians set up a permanent base in Ireland and have been enslaving fewer humans more often ever since. As human society developed, the Aridians adapted their methods to suit the changing times. Even as little as a hundred years ago, they would take entire villages before killing and disposing of those who were of no use to them. Now, they take a few from here, and a few from there, spreading it across the globe, to ensure human law enforcement never realises it is all part of one central organisation."
"I have questions, Light," Morning hesitatingly said.
Light chuckled and said, "Such as, how am I here talking to you now? And how do I know all of this?"
"That will do, to begin with," Morning laughed back.
"I was killed, Morning," Light replied as the smile slid from his face. "The pain I felt when the sword stabbed into my stomach was excruciating. But there was a flash of light, and suddenly, I felt no pain. I saw you across the water and saw that you saw me, yet when I looked down, I could see my dying body. I couldn't do anything to help and couldn't stay near my body, so I fled.
"Later, as I drifted through the space between this plane and the next, a group of Elders found me. Elders, some of whom I recognised from my youth, who gave me a choice. Cross over to the next realm and wait with my family to be reborn, or remain in the world between and try to help my descendants. Clearly, I chose to stay. And now that you have awakened, I can help and guide you, train your powers, and teach you what you need to know to rid this existence of the Aridian Slaver scourge.
"Those who die in the slave pits of Aridia, their souls are forever cast into the darkness. Never to see their loved ones again, never to be reborn, and never to walk in their God's light. You must fight and defeat these soulless enslavers, Morning. You must!"



"I am but one, Light," Morning protested. "Two, if you count Day. How can I fight an entire planet of millions of slavers?"
"There are more of my people in a spaceship orbiting Earth, Morning. Two whose spirits blaze with the intensity of the sun. Another has joined them, and her spirit is almost as bright. They search for more like them and bring many of my people with them. You must find them, Morning. You and your mother must join these two and recruit others with the strengths they, you and your mother possess. The slavers must be stopped, and it has to be here on Earth. Here, we must stand, fight and prevail. If we fail and fall here, this entire existence will become nothing but breeding pits for the Aridians to feast on."
"And how do I get on this spaceship?" Morning asked disparagingly.
"You don't," Light replied, unaffected by Morning's derisive comment. "The three I spoke of, along with another whose motives I am not sure of, will come to Earth, searching for others with the same gene make-up as the two bright-shining ones. You must arrange to meet them."
"How?" Morning repeated.
"We'll work it out, Morning," Light replied. "In the meantime, we must begin your training. The first thing we need to do is to integrate what you've learned and experienced over your lifetime into your memories. This will increase your mental power and your ability to react instinctively. Morning, I understand what you were trying to do by erasing your memory and trying to assimilate your Dustin Martens persona completely, but you've lost much of what makes you, you. We must re-establish those memories and reincorporate them into your psyche. You and I will explore your past every night and relive every important moment."
"Such as?" Morning asked.
"Do you recall the first time you shapeshifted to a man?"
"Yes," Morning replied. "It wasn't long after we left the tribe and turned back toward the northeast, trying to avoid the slavers."
"Let's start there, then," Light advised. "Take my hand, child. We shall go there together and observe."
Chapter 4: Southernmost part of continental Myanmar. Appx. 1500BC.
For months, दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning) and her daughter, प्रातः सूर्य (Morning Sun), had travelled northwest from land's end in Southern Myanmar, then an unnamed isthmus in an unknown land on a nameless continent. Day and Morning were both widows of their clan's chiefs. वृषभगर्जनम् (Bull Roaring), Day's husband and mate, had been challenged for the chieftaincy by गरुड स्वूपिंग (Eagle Swooping). Upon killing Bull and becoming chief, Eagle Swooping had taken प्रातः सूर्य (Morning Sun), ostensibly the chief's daughter, as his mate and wife, thereby securing the chieftaincy.
At two hundred-and-twenty years (Day) and two hundred years (Morning) of age, they were considered to be barely middle-aged. Both were beautiful women in the prime of their breeding years and, therefore, suitable mates. That they travelled alone was, at best, unusual in that day and time. However, Day and Morning were mighty warriors, excellent trackers, and skilled huntsmen, so they managed to slip through the wilderness mostly unnoticed by the other human and humanoid species living in the area. They did, however, have to fight and kill several males also travelling through that land because of their insistent advances.
Day had heard rumours of another clan of the Jarawa people, the Negrito, living in a valley on the west coast of the land they currently traversed. She and Morning hoped to join this clan. As beautiful women of breeding age, they'd more than likely be welcomed by all clans. Historically, to ensure their genetic diversity, the clans often met so the unmated marriageable aged men and women could pair off--the newly mated women left to join their new mate's tribe.
The day was drawing to a close. In these southern latitudes, summer lasted longer than it did in the more northern regions, but the nights had begun to turn cold. The area they traversed had many species of wild animals, some of which were not afraid of humans. Especially not of single ones travelling through their territory. Finding a rock wall close to a stream, Morning decided to set up camp before it. It was her turn to cook as her mother hunted. Searching the area, Morning gathered what edible tubers and plants she could find to supplement her mother's kill.
Day returned just after dusk with a heavy pair of rabbits slung over her shoulder. By then, Morning had cleaned the tubers and wrapped them in creek mud. The mud would protect the tubers from the fire. When the mud had turned into a fired clay-like hardness, the tubers would be ready to eat. The fired mud covering broke away, leaving the tubers clean, steaming, and smelling delicious.
Day sat beside her daughter and swiftly gutted and skinned the rabbits before handing them to Morning to spit and place on sticks standing above the fire. "We need more flint," Day said, showing Morning the remains of her knife. "I'm out of arrowheads and knives."
"We'll follow this stream," Morning said confidently. "We should find some good samples either in the water or along the banks."
Morning and Day had taken their weapons with them. Morning had the battle-axe she'd snatched when she waded into the slavers--Day had her husband's Talwar sword. Both of these weapons were made by Light on the Water. But the blades on those were the only steel they had. Light had known the process for making more, but he hadn't shared that secret with anyone before his untimely death.
Sitting around the campfire, a vague awareness of something out of place bothered Morning. She hadn't seen nor heard anything out of the ordinary, but her instincts had triggered. Shifting as if uncomfortable, Morning moved her battle-axe closer. Her mother saw her actions, and she casually brought her sword closer, too. Suddenly, four men attacked their camp. Coming from three directions, they seemed confident they'd easily overcome these two 'weak women'. Of course, the real battle would then begin. Men of this time were loath to share, and inevitably, they'd squabble and then fight over who was raping who.
However, the four men's first error was assuming that these were two 'weak women'. Morning counter-struck as the first man leapt the fire and swung a wooden club at her head. Morning's up-swinging axe ploughed into the man's balls and opened his abdomen to the air. The man's lower intestines poured from the gaping wound as he fell on his face.
The man attacking from Morning's left suffered no better fate. Ducking under a powerfully but clumsily swung club, Day viciously hacked at his legs. His right leg parted at the knee, sending the potential rapist crashing to the ground. He'd bleed out and die before too long.
The third attacker tried creeping up behind Morning as she dealt the death blow to her first assailant. He didn't have a chance to learn the error of his ways because before he could even react, Morning spun around and neatly decapitated him.
The fourth attacker tried to flee, but Day flung her sword after him. It hit the man squarely between the shoulder blades, with the tip exiting between his pecs. He fell to his knees, staring disbelievingly at the sword's tip protruding from his chest. Walking up behind him, Day gripped her sword's handle and uncaringly kicked him off her blade. Walking to the stream, Day casually washed the blood from her weapon and returned to the fire. She helped her daughter drag the four ambushers far enough away so that when the wild animals in the area feasted on the men's remains, they wouldn't attack her and her daughter. They returned to their meal, and although the rabbit was perhaps a little overcooked, neither Day nor her daughter cared.
When Day and Morning awoke the next morning, they feasted on the rabbit's remains, readying themselves for another day of trekking. The two women didn't know their ultimate destination and only knew they had to put as much distance between themselves and their former village as possible.
Brooding over the previous night's fight, Morning said, "If we could travel as a man and his mate, we'd attract less trouble. Two women alone in this wilderness are a magnet for any unmated man or man-like creature."
"Well, daughter," Day replied. "There is just you and me, so we have no choice. Perhaps, further from the coast, we'll find the valley the Negrito clan have claimed. Hopefully, they'll accept us amongst them."
"We're not only beautiful, Mother," Morning said with a twisted smile. "We're warriors, hunters, and fertile. Not only will they accept us, but the men will fight over us if the clan chief is weak."
Day agreed. She knew her daughter was bothered, but not by what. She didn't think Morning was bothered by killing their ambushers, so what? She waited silently, knowing that pushing her daughter to say what bothered her would only result in them arguing.
"There's something inside me that says I can do something about our situation, Mother," Morning said. "It says I can change."
"Change?" Day asked queryingly.
"Yes," Morning replied. "Shift to something else."
"Shift?" Her mother asked.
"Yes," Morning repeated.
"To where?"
"Not where, what," Morning corrected.
Suddenly, Morning's head and then entire body was surrounded by a glowing light. A light so bright it forced Day to look away. When she looked back, her husband, वृषभगर्जनम् (Bull Roaring), stood before her.
"Bull!" Day shouted joyfully and rushed towards him. Then she recalled that गरुड स्वूपिंग (Eagle Swooping) had killed him when he (Eagle) had challenged him for the Chieftaincy. Meaning that what was before her was a demon wearing her late husband's body. She recoiled before snatching up her sword.
"Mum!" Morning shouted. "What are you doing?"
"Morning? Give her back, you demon!" Day screamed as she attacked.
"Mum!" Morning yelled, blocking her mother's blows. "What are you doing?"
Tears pouring from her eyes, Day roared, "Give my daughter back, you demon! I will not let you have her!" Day's sword whirled as she viciously attacked what she thought was a demon who had entered Morning and taken her late husband's form.
"Mum, it's me! What are you doing?"
"You're not my daughter," Day screamed. "You look like my dead husband!"
"What?" Morning yelled back, evading her mother's attack. "You mean it worked?"
Day stopped. Holding her sword ready, she asked dangerously, "What worked?"
"I was imagining Bull as clearly as I could, and I felt something shift. Then, suddenly, you freaked out and attacked me."
Day dropped her sword and grabbed a handful of her daughter's long black hair. Knowing demons hated being made to see their image because it revealed their true identity, Day dragged Morning to a portion of the stream where the water was relatively calm. The two women peered into the water, seeing the exact image of Day's mate and husband, वृषभगर्जनम् (Bull Roaring), reflected back at them.
"You're not a demon," Day gasped. "How? What? How is this possible?"
"It worked!" Morning exclaimed excitedly. "Daddy is the man I know best, so, naturally, he was the first one I tried to shift into."
Day dropped her hands and burst into tears. She stalked away from her daughter and began packing up the camp and her meagre belongings.
"What is it, Mum?" Morning asked.
"Your mate and husband killed mine, Morning," Day sobbed. "I miss him. Not a day goes by that I don't think of him and miss his presence. But, it's the way of the tribe, and your father was much older than me, so it was inevitable that when his strength waned, one of the younger warriors would challenge him for the chieftaincy.
"Your grandfather, who, if you remember, was chief before your father, lived so long that your father was already past his prime before he took over. In fact, your father didn't want the position. He was a great hunter and warrior, and that was enough for him. But the tribe demanded, and Bull agreed. Then we had trouble getting with child. In reality, one of the younger warriors should have challenged him years before Eagle did."
The white light enveloped Morning again, and she shifted back to her natural body. "I'm sorry, Mum," she whispered. "I wasn't thinking of the pain seeing Dad again would cause you. He was simply the strongest male image I had in my mind, so when I wanted to change, it was he who I morphed into."
Totally amazed, Day looked at her daughter and said, "You can shapeshift? Change yourself to look like another? How? When? Why?"
"A gift given to me by Light when he died, I think," Morning answered. "I believe he has bequeathed part of his powers to me."
"If you change yourself to look like a man," Day said excitedly. "We can travel more safely, with much less likelihood of being attacked. A warrior travelling with his mate is common, and no one will think anything of it. It would only be gangs of three or more that would try to take me away from you." She laughed, "Won't they be in for a surprise when they try." The grin dropped from her face. "Just not your father, please."
"Who, then?" Morning asked.
"ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer)," Day suggested. "The strongest man either of us knows."
Morning brought an image of the warrior called Bear Killer (literally because he'd killed an attacking sun bear) to mind. Imagining the six-foot, two-inch (188 cm), ebony-skinned fighter as clearly as she could, Morning 'told' her body to shift into the image. The white light that Day had seen before surrounded her daughter and glowed like the sun burning off a foggy day. When the light faded, ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer) stood where her daughter had a moment before.
Terrified and cautious because Bear Killer had fallen in the battle against the slavers, Day whispered, "Morning?"
Moving back to the still water, Morning replied, "Yes, Mum, it is I." She looked into the water and saw a thickly muscled, immensely strong, glowing-black warrior looking back at her. Grinning at her mother, Morning said, "Only an idiot would challenge such a warrior!"
Day gathered hers and Morning's belongings. Because a warrior had to circle his mate to protect her and hunt to provide for her, the woman was expected to carry the skins used for blankets and any food supplies the pair had gathered. Day bundled their belongings together and began walking more to the north than to the northwest as they had been.
They walked for another month, every step moving them closer to the approaching winter. With Morning's shift into a warrior resembling Bear, the pair suffered no more attacks. One day, as they neared the region where Day believed the Negrito clan had inhabited, Morning heard a woman weeping.
The piteous cries hurt Morning deep in her soul. Understanding that this could be a trap, Morning slipped through the sparse trees and luxuriant grasses, searching for the source of the sobs. Coming to a small clearing surrounded by low trees, Morning hid beside a black ebony tree and looked into the clearing. In the middle of the tree-surrounded circle, a young, beautiful woman sat, cradling a dead warrior's head on her thighs. The woman's fingers instinctively stroked the dead man's face as she keened her sorrow to the winds.
Morning carefully circled the clearing, looking for a trap. She found nothing. Then, banging her axe against a tree to announce her presence, Morning strode towards the woman/girl. At the rattling sound, the woman's head snatched up. Terrified and wanting to flee but unwilling to leave her mate, the woman watched Morning approach.
"What happened here?" Morning asked.
"Slavers," the crying woman responded. "They didn't want काकस्य क्रन्दनम् (Crow's Cry), so they hit him with a poisoned dart. However, Crow carried me to safety before he died." She looked intently at Morning. "You're not from our clan or tribe," she stated. "Are you with the slavers?" She added fearfully.
"They're not looking for you?" Morning asked.
"They were five," the woman said dismissively. "Without their darts, they were no match for Crow. He killed three before fleeing with me. They did not follow after us."
"You live alone out here?" Morning questioned.
"No," the woman replied. "My tribe, the Negrito, live in a valley seven days in that direction," she pointed virtually north, "Crow was taking me to his people, about a month's journey southeast of here."
"We're looking for your tribe," Morning informed her. "Will you guide us to your people?"
"Yes," the woman replied. "I am named सन्ध्याकाशम् (Evening Sky). You have saved my life, and my life is yours to command. Will you take me as your wife?"
'Saved her life?' Morning wondered. But then the young woman shifted, and Morning saw her lower leg was broken. 'No wonder Crow had to carry her,' she thought. Morning examined Evening's leg. 'A clean break,' she thought. 'No dislocation of the fracture. Splint it to keep it in place, keep her off it, and she should be ready to walk in a month.' Morning sniffed the air and turned her face to the north. 'I don't know if we have a month before the snows,' she thought. Knowing it needed to be a joint decision, Morning put her fingers to her mouth and whistled, beckoning her mother.
"Of course we have to help her," Day stated after Morning had explained Evening's situation. "She's young, beautiful, and otherwise healthy. She will make a fine mate for one of the tribesmen."
The clearing they were in was too exposed, with nowhere to set up a defensive perimeter, so Morning left Evening with her mother and left to scout for somewhere they could hole up and wait for Evening's lower leg to heal.
Unable to find a cave, Morning decided another rock wall, similar to the one beside the stream they'd stayed at earlier, would have to suffice. A stream was close enough to provide water, and the overhang would provide at least some shelter. Because they were travelling in the late autumn and it was still quite warm, neither Day nor Morning carried hides to make a tent. However, they had enough cured skins to keep warm overnight. They'd have to weave some of the plentiful grasses into sheets to provide cover when it rained, but game was abundant in this area, so food wouldn't be a problem. Satisfied, Morning returned to the clearing where her mother and Evening waited.
Morning returned, and, working with her mother, she stripped bark from the trees and cut some straight branches to create a cast and splint for Evening's leg. Tying the makeshift splint securely to the young woman's leg, Morning and Day took a pair of sticks and wrapped the ends of their largest skin around them, creating a workable stretcher. Day and Morning placed Evening on it and carried her to the overhang Morning had found. With plenty of daylight left, Day gathered as much suitable, long-bladed grass as she could so she and Evening could begin weaving rain covers. Morning left to hunt for food, so, sitting side-by-side and weaving, Day and Evening started to get to know each other.
Day first had to correct Evening's assumption that she and Morning were a mated pair. Evening quickly accepted that Day was Bear's mother, which raised another problem as the young woman asked if Bear (Morning) was betrothed to another. Day answered "no' before she realised that replying "yes" would have prevented the obvious problem--Evening was a young woman, recently mated, and now widowed. Her family and tribe would expect her to mate with another quickly. This would be done to prevent problems if Evening was already pregnant because if she quickly joined with another, her new mate would accept the child as his. If she waited and it became apparent she was pregnant, the males may refuse to marry her, leaving her child fatherless.
It was swiftly becoming impossible, Day realised. She and Morning had planned for Morning to shapeshift back to herself before entering the Negrito village. Two women would be welcomed eagerly. However, a strange male entering the village, even with his mate, would be viewed suspiciously, and although he would be greeted courteously and fed, as per the clan's traditions, it was unlikely he or his woman would be asked to stay. This was because the newcomer would be viewed as a challenge to the other warriors and a possible threat to the chief--especially a warrior as mighty as Bear Killer. Unless Morning was prepared to shift in front of Evening, revealing her powers, she needed to stay as Bear, but remaining as Bear created the problems described above.



However, if Morning shifted back now, that would create a different, possibly worse, scenario. Two women travelling alone through the wilderness attracted too much attention. Three would draw males like the honeysuckle drew bees. But, if they waited until they were near the valley before Morning shifted back, there would be no time for Evening to accept Morning's change. Day sighed, 'Perhaps I chose to help this young woman too hastily,' she thought. 'It may have been better to leave her to die.'
As the daylight waned, Day gathered wood to make a fire. She had the fire blazing, with plenty of fuel to the side to last the night before Morning returned, carrying an undressed deer. Day took her knife out and hurried to the stream to help Morning gut and prepare the deer for eating. As they worked, Day explained the situation to her daughter. She suggested that they would have to abandon the young woman or their plan to join with the Negrito clan.
Thinking aloud, Day said, "We could wait until Evening can walk, take her within a few hours' walk of her village, leave her to walk back to her tribe's valley, and then turn east and look for one of the other clans. Or we could leave her here and walk away, never mentioning that we found her when we get to the Negrito village."
"There's another option," Morning pointed out.
"There is?"
"Although it's not common, the man does occasionally stay with the woman's tribe--especially if either of her parents is elderly or infirm. But sometimes, it's because the male offers something valuable to the clan."
"I don't understand," Day stated.
"I remain like this and mate with Evening. We then take her back to her village, explain how it came to be, and state we wish to stay."
"Mate with Evening?" Day said disbelievingly. "You're a woman, Morning. You can't mate with another woman."
"Not like this, I'm not," Morning pointed out. She momentarily pictured the barely covered young woman sitting beside the fire, and her thick cock twitched and began to stiffen. She was curious about what it would feel like to use her new appendage. Morning had already figured out that pissing with her cock was far easier than squatting to pee.
"You'd be seen as a threat even if you could pull off remaining a male," Day pointed out. "What could you offer to ensure they'll invite you to?" Morning looked at her mother steadily. Day looked questioningly back until it struck her. "Me?"
"A beautiful, childbearing-aged woman who is an incredible warrior, an excellent cook, and a hunter/gatherer par excellence. Yes, Mother, I think they'll accept us. However, I'll have to face their chief, medicine man, and their circle of elders and convince them I do not want another wife, nor do I want to be chief. If I can't, well, if we're lucky, you and I will be chased out. If not, I'll be killed, and you will be mated to someone the chief chooses."
"The risk is too great," Day insisted. "I say we wait until Evening can walk and then protect her until she's close enough to her tribe's valley to walk home safely. Then we'll turn east and search for another clan.
"It's too late in the season to be in the open unprotected," Morning pointed out. "We'll never find another village before the snows come, and we have no idea where a cave we can shelter in until spring is. Our only chance to survive is to take Evening to her village and convince them to let us stay."
"Something which was a given until we rescued Evening," Day said bitterly. "Now we have to have you shift back to yourself and trust that she won't blab about your powers. Then, walk into the village and try to explain how three women on their own managed to walk unharmed through the wilderness for seven days. Or, walk in with you as Bear and hope they don't kill us before Evening can explain what happened."
Day stared at her daughter as she used her battle axe to split the deer into manageable portions. They bundled the deer meat in its pelt and hung it from a tree branch away from the camp. The offal and other remains went into the creek, and they carried only the meat for that night's meal back to the fire.
Placing the deer haunch on a spit over the fire, Day and Morning returned to the creek to wash. Their animal skin clothing reeked of blood and sweat, so they cleaned them, too. Remaining naked, Day and Morning returned to the fire. When it was warm, the Jarawa people rarely wore more than an animal skin loincloth, sometimes not even that, so they were unselfconscious of their nudity. However, Day observed that Evening avidly studied her daughter's swinging cock as Morning walked to the fire.
Morning tended the fire as the deer haunch cooked. Day and Evening leaned against the rock wall and used the light from the fire to continue weaving the rain shelter. Enough time passed, and the outer layers of the haunch were cooked enough to eat. Slicing off sufficient for the three of them, Morning served her mother first before offering some to Evening. Morning returned the young woman's tremulous smile as she handed Evening her share.
Morning offered to take the first guard shift so the others could sleep. At what she thought of as midnight, she woke her mother and crawled underneath the pelts. She was asleep moments later.
Morning woke up when her mother gently shook her. Sometime during the night, Evening had wrapped herself around her rescuer. Evening's hand rested on Morning's throbbing cock, her leg was over Morning's upper thighs, holding her hand and Morning in place. Morning shifted to move away from the resting hand, only for Evening to wrap her fingers around Morning's shaft.
The exquisite new sensation overcame Morning's libido, and she spasmed as her plum-sized balls tightened against her shaft and semen squirted from her cock. Her cock pulsed three more times, jettisoning cum from its head. Evening smiled against Morning's neck and almost purred. She protestingly mewled as Morning tried to pull her hand off her cock. Then, her eyes opened and widened as she realised what she held in her hand. Gasping, Evening snatched her hand back. She scrambled away as she apologised and begged for forgiveness. The fact that Evening was naked and her apple-sized breasts enticingly bounced as she scrabbled away didn't help Morning's now rampant libido.
Denying her desires, Morning flung a skin at the woman, "It's alright, Evening," Morning soothed. "You're not in any trouble."
Morning's balls ached with unrequited desire. Her husband, Eagle, was a lusty man, and Morning was accustomed to regular sex. Her mother and she had been travelling for nearly seven months now. Neither had had any sex in all that time other than with their own fingers. Both were as horny as hell and had no outlet for their desires. Morning was tempted to accept the unspoken invitation in Evening's gripping hand to make love to her, but she knew that it would complicate things further when they got to Evening's village.
Day looked from Evening to her daughter. She could smell Evening's arousal and see her daughter's. Day's tongue unawarely touched her suddenly dry top lip as she imagined riding that monster. She shook that image away, remembering that Bear was actually her daughter. The awkwardness continued until Day shook herself again and offered to slice some meat for breakfast. The other two blushingly accepted, and the incident passed.
Because of Evening's injury, neither Morning nor Day were prepared to leave her in the camp alone. That restricted Day's ability to search for edible tubers, plants, nuts, vegetables and fruit to supplement their diet. The deer meat provided plenty of protein, fats and energy, but they needed more to stay where they were for an extended time. To allow her more freedom to explore their surroundings, Day left the weaving to Evening and built a secure perimeter. Day, staying within shouting distance of the camp, gathered suitable tree limbs to create a barrier of sharpened stakes around their camp.
Driving the stakes into the ground so they were angled out, Day wove them together using ropes she'd made from braided vines. The barrier wasn't extensive, only wide enough to encompass a semi-circle from the rock wall, past their fire pit, and back to the wall. Day created a gate by leaving a gap in the perimeter and weaving a loose set of stakes together. The loose stakes were placed in the gap and tied to the barrier's end stakes. It wouldn't stand against a determined human or humanoid invader, but it should keep any wild animals out.
A few mornings after completing the barrier, the wisdom of building it was born out. Some few hundred yards away from the camp, Day was gathering nuts and tubers from an area where the stream had created an oxbow. This fertile area was home to many edible plants, roots and ground nuts. Hearing Evening screaming, Day dropped everything she'd gathered and sprinted for their camp.
Ripping her sword from where it hung behind her back, Day raced into the clearing. She found two of the subhuman species living in this area, trying to get through the gate. Fortunately, they were pushing the gate against the barrier rather than trying to pull it clear. Their underdeveloped brains couldn't figure out they needed to pull instead of push.
Day saw her daughter charging into the clearing from her right. To maintain the illusion of Morning being the warrior while Day was the 'gatherer woman', she backed off and let Morning deal with them. The subhumans were quick and incredibly strong, but they were no match for Morning. Two quick slashes with her axe hamstrung the two man-like creatures, collapsing them to the ground. Two more blows decapitated them, their heads spinning into the enclosure. Evening screamed as one rolled to a stop, seemingly staring at her. Morning ripped the barrier aside and ran into the protected area. Picking up the heads, she tossed them to her mother to dispose of and knelt beside Evening.
The young woman convulsively threw her arms around Morning's neck and squeezed tight. "Thank you, ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer)," Evening sobbed as she covered Morning's face with kisses. "It seems I've made a habit of having you rescue me."
Evening's kisses turned passionate as the adrenaline rush from surviving a near-death experience turned into a desire to procreate to celebrate being alive. Morning wasn't averse to having sex with her young rescuee, but she needed to be able to face Evening's chief and elder council and say she hadn't lain with her before asking permission to mate with her. So, gently disengaging from Evening's grasp, Morning said, "You're welcome, child. Let me check your leg and ensure it hasn't been damaged and that the splint is securely in place."
The ensuing month passed without further incident, and as the first winter snows fell, Evening was ready to begin the trek back to her tribe's valley. Their journey was slow and interspersed with many stops as Evening slowly regained the strength that a month of being unable to walk had taken away. Fortunately, after two days of travelling in the snow, the weather turned unseasonably warm, and the three could move unimpeded through the landscape.
When the trio was about a day from Evening's people, Day and Morning made camp. Winter was closing in, and if they walked into the camp without sufficient food for their stay, the tribe would be less likely to welcome them. The area Morning had chosen was far enough away from the Negrito clan's valley not to be within their immediate hunting territory. Which meant that the deer native to the area had rarely been hunted. Day and Morning were able to kill and dress four adult deer reasonably quickly. They built three travoises to carry their offering to the tribe and resumed their journey to the clan's valley.
Morning and Day insisted Evening lead their trio into the village. As custom dictated, they walked to the village's centre and presented themselves to the chief first. Recognising Evening, the fourth daughter of one of the Negrito clan's warriors, पर्वतपातः (Mountain Falling), sent for her parents and the council elders. Mountain Falling, named because he was a literal giant of a man, sat on the chief's chair and waited for his advisors and Evening's parents to arrive before acknowledging the itinerant trio.
The elders arrived and took their places behind the chief. "सन्ध्याकाशम् (Evening Sky)," he said. "We did not expect to see you again before the next gathering of the clans. Yet, less than two months after you left with your new mate, you return with another man, and one whom I assume is his wife. Tell me your story, child, before I am compelled to kill you all."
Evening explained what had happened since she left with काकस्य क्रन्दनम् (Crow's Cry). The chief and elders stiffened at the mention of the slavers and demanded to know if the slavers knew of the village's whereabouts. Evening clarified that she didn't know but didn't think so. She went on to describe how ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer) had found her after Crow's death and treated her broken leg. She further explained how Bear and Day had protected and fed her as they waited for her leg to heal, describing in great detail how Bear had despatched the two subhumans attempting to breach their camp's defences.
Mountain turned to Morning and Day. "ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer) and दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning), it seems my tribe owes you a debt of honour for saving our daughter, सन्ध्याकाशम् (Evening Sky). How may we repay and honour you for your service? Of course, if you wish it, Evening Sky's life belongs to you, and you may claim her as your mate. I assume you do not wish for another wife? So how may we repay you?"
"Day Dawning is my mother and not my wife," Morning explained. "If it suits you and your clan, Mountain, I'd like to claim Evening as my mate and wife. Because I am aware of the hardship of absorbing three more mouths to feed at this most perilous time of year, I offer my mother as a marriageable aged, fertile woman who is a great cook, excellent warrior, and a hunter/gatherer without peer to you to assign as you decree.
"She is recently widowed and would prefer to join with the widowed women assigned to serve the unmated warriors. But, she understands that she would serve as her chief decides." Morning pointed at the travoises she, Evening, and Day had dragged into the village. "I also offer four dressed deer as a small down payment on the extra food we'll consume if you allow us to join your tribe."
Mountain held up his hand to indicate he needed to discuss this with his council. Day, Morning, and Evening stepped outside the hut to allow the chief and his people to decide if they should accept Morning's petition.
A short time later, a group of clan women, including Evening's mother, gathered Day and Evening and took them away. Morning fretfully waited, knowing hers, if not the others, life hung in the balance. Morning had almost decided to pull her weapon and try to free at least her mother when an elder asked her to re-enter the hut. The chief looked at her sternly, "ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer), have you lain with सन्ध्याकाशम् (Evening Sky) as a man lies with his wife before this day?"
"No," Morning stated firmly. "As the cold drew close, Day, Evening, and I shared the skins for warmth and survival, but Evening and I remained chaste."
"The clan's women are asking your mother and Evening the same question, Bear. Will their answer match yours?"
"Yes," Morning answered confidently. "I have nothing to hide or be ashamed of."
"Why have you and your mother left your clan?" One of the elders asked.
"Our clan was attacked and decimated by the slavers," Morning honestly replied. "That was over two hundred years ago. Our clan chief, Day's daughter's husband, was killed in the fight. Because of my actions in that battle, I was temporarily made chief. A position I did not want and gladly relinquished once we established our new home on the southernmost tip of this land.
"However, at the beginning of this year's spring, I had a vision that the slavers had found our new village. The vision indicated that if my mother and I stayed with our clan, no matter where we fled, the slavers would find us. For the sake of the tribe, we turned in the opposite direction than they were going. Our travels fortuitously brought us close enough to save Evening."
"Opposite to your clan?" Another elder questioned. "You're north of the southernmost tip. How are your people moving south?"
"We have built craft capable of travelling over water," Morning explained. "My vision showed an island some four days of water travel south of where our village was. The tribe was prepared to risk that journey to escape the slavers."
"We would make that same decision," the chief acknowledged.
Another of the chief's council asked, "Do you want to be chief of your tribe? Will you challenge Mountain for the chieftaincy?"
"I am a warrior," Morning stated simply. "If there is a fight, a battle, or a war, I am the man you want beside you. I have neither the knowledge nor the vision to lead the tribe. If you need something killed, point me in its direction, and it will die. Other than that, I want a warm bed and a willing woman to lie with. Add some food and something to drink, and my life is complete. Leading a tribe, I will leave to those with the vision to do it properly."
Morning was asked to step outside again. As she waited, Evening and Day joined her.
Night had drawn close before an elder approached them. "I am named, कोहरायुक्त प्रातः (Foggy Morning). Accompany me to Evening's parents' home. You have been granted temporary clan status. The elder council will meet with the chief in a month's time and confirm or deny your final eligibility. With Evening's consent, you and she will be mated tomorrow."
The travelling trio hugged each other happily and followed Foggy to Evening's parents' home. Evening was bustled aside and onto her parents' sleeping mats. Morning and Day were shown to separate mats. They gratefully sank onto them and covered themselves with the provided skins.
Chapter 5: Eastern side of continental Myanmar. Appx. 1300 BC.
The following day saw Morning and her mother up early. With the weather still remaining unseasonably warm, they knew the warriors and gatherers would be out searching for game and any edible plants still available. Every extra morsel they could gather now meant more food as winter ended and food supplies were low. Hunting for game in the snow wasn't impossible, only extremely difficult. Morning and Day wanted to accompany their respective teams and show their worth. Doing so would prove to Evening's parents that Morning (Bear) was a suitable mate for their widowed daughter.
कोहरायुक्त प्रातः (Foggy Morning) waited with the hunters as Morning approached. He introduced the warrior to the clan's hunters and asked them to allow Bear to accompany them. There was curiosity about the newcomer but no adverse reaction. मृगशिकारी (Deer Hunter) led this trip, and as the newest member, Bear automatically assumed the rear position. It would be his job to ensure no animal, human or otherwise, could sneak up behind the hunting pack. Bear would only get the chance to make a kill if the pack stumbled upon a herd of deer. However, at this time of year, most of the deer herds would have followed the sun south, where the temperature was warmer, so stumbling on an entire herd would be unlikely.
The hunting pack found deer spoor about three hours out from the village. The tracks showed a full-grown buck protecting an injured smaller doe. At Deer's signal, three warriors peeled to their right and sprinted in a semi-circle, hoping to get ahead of the two deer. Two more repeated that action, except they circled to the left. Deer and another hunter followed the tracks. Their job was to herd the deer towards the waiting hunters. Bear guarded the rear about a quarter mile behind Deer and his companion.



As she moved quietly through the sparse bush, Morning (Bear) felt her instincts raise her hackles. As the hunters pursued their prey, they, in turn, were being hunted. Morning knew they were hunted but wasn't sure by what. She was convinced that the hunter wasn't human, but whether animal or subhuman, she didn't know.
Dropping further back, Morning began searching for what pursued them. Up ahead, she heard the whooping and hollering of the hunters attacking the two deer. She could tell by the exuberant yells that the hunt was successful, with both deer brought down. The problem was that she still hadn't found the animal hunting them.
Slipping in a silent circle, following her instincts, Morning crept through the woods, looking for the animal she knew would soon attack the hunting party. Sheer luck allowed her to find the Bengal Tiger sneaking up on her hunters. A bird had landed on a branch about ten feet to Morning's left. The movement attracted Morning's eye, and when her eyes found the bird, she saw the large cat's silently swishing tail. The tiger was about to pounce upon the men surrounding the downed deer.
With no time to think, Morning roared and leapt at the tiger's back, swinging her axe in a vicious arc at its head. The warriors around the deer froze momentarily before snatching their spears up and turning towards the sound.
The cat moved with sight-defying speed, and Morning's axe missed its head, only severing part of the Bengal tiger's ear. It turned and snarled at Morning. Morning stared death in the eye at that moment and found it didn't scare her. She knew she couldn't stand against the two-hundred-and-fifty-kilo animal for long, but she was determined to survive long enough for the hunters to arrive and kill the animal.
The animal crouched and then leapt at Morning's head. Morning dropped backward and drove her axe's point upward. The point entered the tiger's chest as smoothly as a hot knife into butter. As the tiger's leap took it over Morning, the axe split the tiger open from its throat's base, nearly to its anus. The tiger landed, collapsed, snarled, twitched, and didn't move.
Morning was uncertain about what had happened, so she leapt to her feet and spun to face the tiger, expecting to face another charge. She saw the downed tiger and its entrails hanging from the gaping wound in its chest and stomach. The adrenaline rush of fear and relief hit her, and she staggered before falling onto her ass. The other hunters streamed into the clearing just as Morning fell. They saw the slain tiger and automatically assumed Morning was injured.
Deer put his hand on the back of Bear's (Morning) head and lay her back, expecting to see the worst. He was amazed to find that the only blood on Bear was the tiger's. "अहं भवतः नाम व्याघ्रः वधकः इति करोमि (I name you Tiger Slayer)," he said, awe evident in his voice. "Welcome to the tribe."
Skinning and field dressing the three animals took a solid two hours. The hunters had accepted व्याघ्रः (Tiger) into the clan, so he was included in the casual banter that accompanied their work. Morning was happy because her and her mother's immediate future was now safe. They could live as clan members with the Negrito Tribe and add to the clan's safety and prosperity.
Deer led the hunting party back into the village just as the last of the day's sun dropped below the horizon. The remaining warriors had gathered towards the village's end, where the party should appear. The party was late, and suspicion had fallen on Bear (Morning, Tiger). The elders had sent men to take and hold Day. Even Evening wasn't above suspicion.
Deer and his hunting party walked joyfully into the village. They sang songs about the newly named Tiger's valour and the hunt's success. The villagers surrounded the party and listened as Deer spoke of Tiger's fight with the tiger. Even though none of the hunters had seen the fight, Deer told a fanciful tale of how it happened. He made the Bengal tiger twice the size it was, and the fight lasting a gruesome fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes of Tiger (Bear, Morning) effortlessly avoiding the tiger's attacks before delivering the coup de grâce.
The villagers quickly changed from planning an execution of Day and possibly Evening to the mating ritual between the newly named Tiger Slayer and Evening Sky. As Tiger's mother, Day held a position of honour in the brief ceremony. The ritual itself didn't take long, but the celebration afterwards lasted well into the night. Finally, with dawn not too far away, Tiger and Evening were cheered as they entered Evening's parents' shelter. A woven grass covering had been installed to grant the newly mated couple privacy.
Morning, as nervous as she was on the night she married Eagle, took her new wife into her arms and slowly stripped the ceremonial cloak off her. She stepped back to admire Evening's tight, compact body. Evening's ebony skin glowed in the faint light. Her nipples stood proudly aroused on her chest, and Morning felt her cock thicken and stiffen in her loin cloth.
Evening shyly undid Tiger's (Morning) loincloth and let it fall to the ground. Her delicate hand closed around Tiger's tumescent shaft, and she sunk slowly to her knees. Opening her pouty-lipped mouth, Evening sucked Tiger's cock into her mouth. Breathing through her nose, Evening swallowed and allowed Tiger's entire cock into her mouth and down her throat. She didn't stop until her nose rested against Tiger's muscular abdomen.
Although Morning had done the same with her husband many times, she was nevertheless impressed by Evening's ability to swallow her thick, 7-inch tool. The new sensation of having her cock sucked proved too much for Morning's libido, and with a deep-throated growl, she ejaculated down Evening's throat. However, that only served to ignite Morning's lust. Growling again, she pushed Evening off her throbbing member and onto her back. Pouncing on the woman, Morning pushed Evening's knees back and apart and ploughed forcefully into her cunt. Morning's abdomen hit Evening's pubis with a resounding thump.
"Yes, Tiger!" Evening gasped as her new husband took her. Crow was a great warrior, provider and hunter, but his lovemaking was weak and diffident. Evening wished to be owned, taken, and made to submit to her man. Her new husband was doing exactly that, and Evening was in heaven. Her fingers ripped skin from Tiger's back as her thighs clenched his hips, and her calves pulled him into her. "Fuck me," she demanded. "Fuck me hard and make me yours."
As a whole, the villagers smiled and rejoiced as they heard Tiger's deep growls and Evening's high-pitched squeals and demands to be fucked harder. Tiger was a warrior who would add to the clan's prestige, and the villagers knew they were safer than before his arrival. They were pleased and proud that a mere fourth-born daughter of a minor clan hunter could attract two such virile mates. That Tiger wanted to join her clan only added to Evening's new stature. As the newly mated couple's sounds reverberated through the village, many of the men began showing their mates just how virile they were, too. Soon, the sounds of vigorously fucking couples filled the valley.
Meanwhile, Tiger was sweating profusely as she fucked the seemingly insatiable woman under her. Evening had climaxed at least three times and showed no signs of slowing down. So, placing her hand on Evening's tight buttocks, Tiger rolled onto his back, dragging Evening into the female superior position.
Evening, giggling delightedly, placed her hands in the middle of Tiger's powerful chest. Pushing firmly on her braced hands, Evening rode Tiger like she'd ride the mythical winged horses her tribe's shaman told stories about. Tiger held her hips as Evening rode. Tiger felt that Evening was close to cresting again, and he began thrusting up to meet her descending bottom.
Suddenly, Evening's head tilted back, and she screamed as another stupendous orgasm blasted from her throbbing pussy. Unable to last another stroke, Tiger rammed up into the slender woman above him and, with a roar, filled her tight pussy with cum. Tiger spat rope after rope of thick sperm into his new wife, and if Evening wasn't already pregnant from lying with Crow, she most likely was now.
Evening giggled happily as she slowly fell off Tiger and onto her side. She was asleep before Tiger could roll to cuddle her.
The following morning, Tiger and Evening sat at a welcoming breakfast with Evening's parents, वायुः उड्डीयते मेघाः (Wind Blown Clouds) and वृक्षाः कम्पन्ते (Trees Shaking), and his mother, दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning). They were in the place of honour, to the chief's left. Once everyone had been served, the chief stood. Holding his clay cup up, Mountain announced, "Today we welcome back our daughter, Evening Sky, and welcome to the clan Tiger Slayer, along with his mother, Day Dawning. Long may you live, and long may the tribe prosper."
Tiger was asked to go with another hunting party as Day and Evening picked up baskets, ready to help the woman search the area around the village for anything that had been missed. The snows would be only days away at most, and the clan needed as much food gathered and preserved for the long winter as possible.
The warriors left the village daily, and Morning went with every hunting party. It was her chance to get to know the other hunters and fighters in the clan. If the village was attacked, or they encountered other humans or subhumans in their travels, they'd need to work together. The other warriors knew of Tiger's bravery but didn't know if he could work cooperatively with them if they faced an enemy. Tiger had to earn their trust so they'd trust him to do the right thing and protect their flank when they went into battle together. He worked cooperatively with the other hunters, followed orders, and did as he was told, showing his fellow hunters that he was part of the team and not just a gifted individual. Individuals killed enemies; warriors working as a team won battles.
Game was becoming scarce as the herd animals followed the sun further south. Each hunting party had to roam further and further away to find even one animal they could kill and bring back to the tribe. The Negrito had inhabited the valley because it was green and fertile and filled with much game. There was enough game, fruit, vegetables, tubers and nuts for the tribe to hunt or gather to survive the harsh winters.
The valley nestled in a circle formed by three rocky outcrops, making it a secure place to defend if the slavers returned, another reason the clan had chosen to settle in that valley. The outcrops made it difficult, but not impossible, for the village to be attacked from the north, east, and west. The only easy access was from the south, and the chief ensured warriors were always watching this approach. For some reason, Morning was wary of the outcrop to the valley's east. But the fear wasn't an urgent one, and Morning believed she, her mother, and their adopted clan were safe here for now.
The season moved on, as it does, and sorties outside the valley became close to impossible. In another few weeks, the winter would freeze, hardening the snow's top and making travel in the open areas possible. However, hunting would still be nigh impossible because very few animals were stupid enough to be out in the open. Most of the big cats had followed the game herds south, but unfortunately, some stayed.
These were often the parents of late-season litters whose youngsters were still too small to travel south. These cats were hungry, and some weren't afraid to raid the village. Their keen noses smelt the cured and frozen meat stored throughout the village. They viewed the humans inhabiting the village as food, too.
The rocky outcrops didn't deter the cats, therefore, attacks could come from any direction. The village lost between seven and twelve members every year to marauding cats. Morning sort a solution to this problem. It was too late to gather tree branches tall and thick enough to build a palisade around the village, but Morning needed to keep the big cats back somehow.
One day, as she walked through the village on her way to the hut where the warriors spent their winter repairing and making weapons for the thaw and the return of hunting season, Morning smelt something unusual. Following her nose, Morning found a warrior called मन्द वर्षा (Gentle Rain), warming his hands over a fire. The fire was the source of the strange smell that had gotten Morning's attention.
"What are you cooking?" Morning asked, unable to think of any other explanation for the smell.
Gentle laughed. "It's a viscous fluid I found leaking from between two rocks on the valley's north side. I had no idea what it was, but the smell intrigued me. I brought some home and placed it close to the fire to study." Gentle paused and showed Morning his scarred hands, neck and chest. "Unfortunately, when it got hot, it exploded. Luckily, my wife and child were visiting my wife's mother, and no one else was injured."
"This stuff burns and explodes?" Morning asked.
"Yes," Gentle confirmed. "If you spread it thinly in the open, it burns like you're seeing. If you have a lidded cup or more of it, it explodes when it gets hot enough."
"Can you show me?" Morning asked.
"Sure," Gentle replied, bringing a covered pot out from under the woven sheet he'd spread over it. "We'll walk to where I found it leaking, and I'll show you what it can do."
Morning watched as Gentle wrapped a rabbit skin around a brand, covered it with the thick black liquid and then lit it from his cooking fire. Amazed, Morning followed Gentle up the slight slope that led to the sheer rock wall beyond the village's north edge.
Holding the brightly burning brand up, Gentle said, "As I was saying, if you spread this stiff thinly, it burns brightly but safely. However, if you have a cup or more of it, and it gets too hot, it explodes." Gentle laid the brand on the small pot and encouraged Morning to stand back. They watched the brand burning for about a minute before the pot exploded, sending pottery shards and fire in all directions. A piece zinged past them, barely missing.
"I don't what use it is," Gentle mused. "But it burns easily and means I can restart my fire from the smallest ember."
"Show me where it leaks from," Morning requested.
They moved further along the rock wall, where Gentle showed Morning a fissure splitting it. They climbed about forty feet before the smell of what Gentle had found filled their noses. Shifting sideways, Morning saw a small pool of thick liquid underneath a slowly dripping hole. The pool wasn't overflowing, so Morning assumed the fluid was somehow escaping from somewhere in the pool.
Taking the small pot Gentle had given her, Morning filled it from the pool. She, with Gentle's help, experimented with this viscous liquid. Eventually, they found that if they filled a large pot with sand and poured the thick black liquid into it, the fluid would slowly seep into the sand until it was saturated. If they then lit the sand, it would burn all night.
Tiger (Morning) and Gentle took their experiment to the chief and suggested that spacing these sand and burning fluid pots around the village would provide extra warmth for the villagers and keep the big cats out. The increased light would be problematic for sleeping, but the huts already had woven coverings that were dropped from the roof to provide protection from the wind and rain. These should block most of the light. It would also mean the overnight watch could patrol inside the ring of burning pots, reducing the number of warriors needed to keep the village safe.
Morning had another use for the viscous liquid she and Gentle had discovered. Morning thought if they placed small urns of the liquid in the slings the boys used to hunt with, along with a burning twig, the pot could be hurled at an animal or attacker. When the urn shattered, it would spray the burning fluid over the target.
After much discussion, Morning and Eagle decided to call their discovery ज्वलन्तं जलम् (burning water). She and Gentle worked on widening the area where the burning water leaked from and its pool until it flowed freely enough for them to fill the sand pots quickly every night. The clan's warriors swiftly accepted the benefits of the new defence system and were eager helpers when the pots needed refilling.
The tribe's women were less accepting because of the smell, but after a month had passed without a single tiger attack, they, too, embraced the change. A little smell was worth not losing a son, husband, or daughter to the cats.
Tiger and Evening's marriage proved strong. Evening had her period around two weeks after her marriage to Tiger. But, when she didn't have a second one, she asked the medicine man if she was pregnant. The shaman cast the bones and then joyfully proclaimed that Evening was with child. She gathered Tiger's mother and her parents before proudly informing Tiger (Morning) that he was to become a father. Day and Morning hid their surprise and joined the celebration.
Day had joined the widowed women who hadn't been chosen as a mate by one of the warriors. Most of these women were older than her and possibly barren, which was why no warrior had chosen them as mates. She was popular with the unmated village men and enjoyed many rambunctious couplings with them. Her abilities as a gatherer and her skill with the sword ensured her acceptance by the clan. So, the future for her and her daughter was bright.
Morning, wrapped in her memories, and discussing what she remembered with Light, jumped when her mother shook her shoulder. "Morning!" Day yelled, scared because her daughter hadn't responded to her previous queries.
"What?" Morning exasperatedly asked. With every memory, Morning felt the power within her strengthen. She felt her inner world meshing with the present and felt calmer and stronger with every memory she recalled.
"I've been shaking and yelling at you for five minutes," Day responded. "Your eyes were rolled back in your head, and only the whites were showing, and you were raving."
"I was discussing our past with जले प्रकाशः स्फुरति (Light on the Water)," Morning explained. "He says I need to remember everything to become stronger."
"Light's dead, Morning," Day stated. "How could you have been talking with him?"
Morning looked around and sighed. "I guess it must have just been a dream," she admitted. "But it seemed so real. Anyway, I guess we'd better prepare for our meeting with Madam Sweet. But first, we need to decide what we're going to tell Brandon."
"Me?" Brandon asked from the bedroom door. 'What do you need to tell me?"
Morning and Day looked at each other, silently deciding if they should reveal their secret. Eventually, Day sighed and nodded. "We'd made this decision when we agreed Brandon could come to New York with us."
Morning looked at where Brandon stood waiting. She turned to her mother. "If we send him away now, he'll know something is weird, but he won't know who or what we are."
Morning faced their erstwhile driver. "Brandon, you need to make a choice. If we reveal what we are, we cannot allow you to run and reveal our secrets. So, decide. Do you stay with us as a partner in what we're doing, or do you cut and run now? Truthfully, it's probably better for you if you cut and run."
Brandon looked at Day longingly before facing Morning. "I know there's something with you two," he said. "You call each other Day and Morning as often as you call yourselves Gigi and Bella. I get that because I know Bella and Gigi are aliases. But I hear something more when you call each other by the other names. It's almost as if I know your true names."
"Do you know your ancestry?" Day asked, seemingly randomly. "Where your grandfather's grandfather came from?"



"Not really," Brandon admitted. "I believe my family originally came from somewhere in the old USSR, maybe one of the 'stans, Kazakhstan or Uzbekistan, one of those. But that was generations ago."
Morning looked questioningly at her mother again. Day nodded, and Morning took their new ID documents out. She handed Brandon their drivers licences. Brandon examined them wonderingly. He knew George had procured new IDs for the two women, but he couldn't comprehend why the ID pictures would differ so radically from Gigi's and Bella's appearance.
Stepping back, Morning said, "You might freak out, but I can't let you run, okay? If you try to run, I'll take you down so hard you'll think a truck hit you."
Mystified, Brandon stared at Morning before shrugging and saying, "Okay".
Morning checked with Day a final time before placing her forehead on her mother's. A soft white light encased both women's heads before the light extended to enclose their entire bodies. For Brandon, the light appeared to intensify until it was like staring at the sun. He blinked and looked away. When he looked back, Bella and Gigi were gone. In their place stood two women who could easily pass as celebrity lookalikes for Beyoncé and her sister Solange. Brandon staggered back as he gaped at the two women.
"You still with us, Brandon?" Day/Gigi/Solange asked.
Brandon stumbled to a chair and sat down heavily. "How?" He managed to gasp.
"Magic," Morning joked.
Brandon stared back and forth between the two women. His cock thickened and lengthened as he imagined bedding the two gorgeous café-au-lait coloured women before him.
"I think he likes it," Day giggled, pointing at Brandon's swiftly swelling cock.
"Brandon, you need to choose," Morning said, ignoring her mother. "If you're staying with us, it's no use for me to change only Gigi and me. I need to change you, too."
"These people that are looking for you?" Brandon asked. "They're like Russian Mafia bad, right?"
"Probably worse," Morning confirmed.
"You think they'll find George?"
"There's a good chance," Morning admitted. "George is smart enough not to resist them, though. He'll answer their questions honestly without offering any details. He'll admit he wrote introductory letters to Madame Sweet but won't tell them under whose names unless they specifically ask. Because he's cooperating, he should be safe.
"If they do make it to Madame Sweet, the trail will die because no one called Gigi or Bella Stark has signed up, and even if they have pictures, nobody looking like those two works for her."
"That's what we hope," Brandon," Day explained. "But, if you stay with us, you're in danger. Especially if they find us."
"But I might lead them to you," Brandon surmised. "If George reveals I left for New York with you, I'll lead them right to you."
"Unless I change you, too." Morning said. "We can text George your new photo and ask for a new identity."
"If I don't want to?"
Morning and Day stared at each other for quite some time before Day turned to Brandon. "You walk out now and never return. If our enemies find you, you admit you took us to New York but decided not to stay and returned."
"If they torture me?" Brandon asked.
"You admit everything before they get that far," Morning replied firmly. "We've been running from the... people... for more years than you can imagine, Brandon. They haven't caught us yet. Well," Morning hesitated, "some did. It did not end well for them."
"You can change how I look?" Brandon asked. Morning nodded. "Does it hurt?" He wondered.
"Like blazes," Morning admitted. "Your bones and skin must stretch, shrink or otherwise alter to morph into your new body. That hurts like hell."
"Who will you make me look like?" Brandon asked.
Morning and Day looked at each other and smiled because they knew Brandon had decided to stay.
Turning back to Brandon, Morning said, "With your permission, I'd like to look into your racial memories and find an ancestor of yours. It will help the change if it's someone your cell's memories remember you being." Morning ignored her mother's widened eyes and raised eyebrows. But Morning knew she had the knowledge of how to look into Brandon's lineage, find someone similar to but different enough from him, and change Brandon to that image. It had come to her as she meditated with Light.
"Do it," Brandon said as he stood.
Morning took Brandon's head in her hands. She softly kissed his lips before pressing her forehead against his. She opened her mind to his and saw into Brandon's memories. Further and further back, she probed. Brandon couldn't recall anything from before around four years old, but his brain cells held those memories embedded in them. Morning delved further back. She saw his father being born, his grandfather, and back she went. Suddenly, an image formed powerfully in her mind. A tall man. Black and incredibly strong. Gentle. Holding that image, Morning demanded that Brandon change to fit it.
The white glow surrounded Morning's head and then Brandon's before descending down his body until Brandon was totally encased. Inside the glowing light, Day could hear Brandon screaming. Suddenly, the light snapped out. Standing with his head still pressed to Morning's, Brandon shuddered.
"Didn't hurt a bit," Brandon said facetiously. He looked about quizzically. The voice he'd used was deep, resonant, a ringing baritone he hadn't heard before. He spoke again, "It worked, I take it?" He asked.
Day looked at him and burst into tears. "पर्वतपातः (Mountain Falling)," she wept.

The End of Chapters Three to Five.
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Chapter 10: Kristy Gets Her Wish

Hello again, readers. Katie Muggleton writing. Wow! Nine chapters in, and many people are still reading along with my adventures! If you remember, we ended the last chapter with my husband, Sean, and I reconciling and making love. Our first lovemaking since our breakup was so emotionally intense that I burst into tears, and my feelings overwhelmed me, causing my mind to shut down and pitching me into sleep. We made love again the following morning, and I burst into tears again. This time from joy and happiness, not stress.
That is where we take up my story.
I slept in my husband's strong arms for close to an hour before my need to pee woke me. I tried to slip from the bed to put my nightie on and go to the main bathroom as I typically did, but Sean drowsily said, "For goodness sake, Katie. Use the en suite. That's what it's there for!"
Blushing, I replied, "I don't like waking you up when I use it. You complained that it woke you up when I turned the light on in there."
"Gosh, Katie," Sean said. "That was, what? Fifteen years ago? You mean because of one snarky comment when I hadn't slept enough, you've snuck out to use the main bathroom ever since?" I nodded, and Sean added, "Wow. You must think I'm an ogre or something. If I've been that bad, why have you stuck by me all these years?"
"But you haven't been bad," I denied. "You've been a fantastic husband and father to our children. My job is to ensure your needs are met, including getting enough sleep. And if that meant slipping out so the light didn't wake you, that was okay."
"All my needs, Katie?" Sean asked teasingly. He pulled the bedding back, exposing his swiftly lengthening cock. "Does that include all of my sexual needs?"
I couldn't help it. My eyes filled with tears, and I said, "Given how often you've looked for it elsewhere, Sean. Obviously, I haven't adequately met those either."
Sean sat up and grabbed my wrist before pulling me back onto the bed. He took me in his muscly arms and kissed my tear-stained cheek. "I've been an ass, Katie, but I'll make it up to you, I swear. If you can put up with me shacking up with Amanda for all those years, I can accept you being forced by those four assholes. Death was too good for Frank! I wish he'd lived and had to endure twenty years of being made someone's bitch in prison!"
I burst into tears again because those words, more than any other he could have said, proved to me that he now thought Frank and his cohorts had forced me.
"Shh, baby," Sean whispered as he stroked my hair and face. "I love you, and we'll be good again. Better than before, I believe, because we'll explore together instead of apart."
I momentarily wondered about that statement. Did it mean, as I suspected it might, that Sean wanted us to play with others together? Or did he mean he would be home more often, so we'd be together more? Either way, I was happy!
We cuddled for a while before I offered to make breakfast. Sean immediately agreed but insisted I shower with him before I did, so I relieved myself and joined him in the shower. In there, he surprised me again by sitting on the shower floor and tonguing my pussy. Typically, it would be me who knelt and serviced him. After he'd brought me off, he dressed in business casual whilst I threw my long robe over my shoulders and tied the sash tight.
When we walked into the kitchen, our kids sat together at the breakfast bar, smiling. They said nothing but insisted Sean and I sit as they made breakfast. As I've mentioned before, I'm usually careful with my breakfast and lunch meals to ensure I don't put on any weight. Going with less then means I can relax and enjoy my evening meal, which was something I enjoyed doing. Making and serving a delicious evening meal and then sitting around the dining table with my family and/or friends as we ate, laughed, joked and teased was the highlight of my day.
However, Kristy and Johnny made Belgian waffles with caramelised bananas, strawberries, whipped cream and ice cream, all covered with our choice of sweet sauce. I chose strawberry, while Sean had chocolate. A large pot of brewed coffee was placed at our elbows, and the kids served us both. We had a great morning. Plenty of chats, laughs, giggles and teasing. And plenty of hugs and kisses between Sean and me. We only stopped when Sean said he needed to go to his office and make the phone calls to bring his customers up to date with their portfolios and discuss what should happen next.
Johnny headed to his club for possibly the last time. He'd have a final interview with the coach and player management staff and then pack his locker up if it was over. Kristy went to uni to meet with her study group, which meant I'd be alone again.
However, when he stood, Sean suggested I bring my laptop and follow him. Curious, I held his hand as we walked across to the garage and up the internal stairs to his office. For clients, there was a set of stairs and an external door. The builders had done the preliminary work to install a small, open-air elevator so the office would have disabled access, but it wasn't active yet.
When we walked inside, I gasped. A small counter now graced the area immediately inside the entranceway. Behind that was an expansive desk with room for two. I could see spaces for two large PCs that I assumed Sean would link.
"Room for you and Kristy," Sean smiled. "The computers should be here Monday morning. The broadband is already in with the modem there," he pointed under the desk, "the computer guy I've hired to set it all up will only need to plug it into the internet router. The cable here was split off the one running to our house, so it's fibre-optic the whole way. Internet speeds here should be as fast as in the house. That means we'll get our market updates swiftly and have no problems accessing our customer's files."
I looked around, amazed. Then my husband grinned again and said, "In the meantime, I've boosted the Wi-Fi signal from the house, so you'll have good coverage wherever you are in here. Why don't you man the phones and begin working on your degree? Plus, we may have some clients visit. If we do, I'll get you to greet them and offer tea, coffee or a cold drink before you bring them across and introduce them to me."
"I'll need to change and do my makeup," I gushed and walked towards the door quickly.
"Katie?" Sean called before I reached the door. I turned back. "Wear something really sexy. No panties or bra, okay? If they're males only, feel free to flirt and/or flash them."
Dumfounded, I stared at my husband. Sean loved me flirting, but previously, if I'd shown too much flesh, he'd swiftly drag me home or upstairs and correct my behaviour.
Sean grinned wider, "Just do it, my little Katie slut."
I bit my lip and groaned as the typical tingle I felt between my toned and shapely thighs when my husband was close instantly blazed into an inferno of desire. I raced to my bedroom and showered quickly before opening my walk-in robe. I wanted something appropriate for a professional workspace but would knock my husband's socks off. I thought I had the right outfit, but I couldn't remember if I'd clicked 'buy' or dumped the cart before I logged out.
Luckily, I found it still in the box it had arrived in. It was a black and white Privé Hounds Tooth crossover bodycon dress. The crossover vee left vast expanses of my inner breast mounds exposed, and the skirt part of the dress clung to my gorgeous curves, ending barely past my panty line. I'd have to be careful not to slump because, if I did, the Vee would sag open, exposing my luscious breasts. Plus, I'd need to keep my knees tightly together to prevent flashing my sweet little pussy to anyone standing before me.
I didn't typically wear nylons, but I thought they were appropriate for office wear, so I carefully pulled on a sheer dark grey pair. I paired them with my black, patent leather 5-inch pumps. Satisfied I'd met my husband's 'sexy' requirement, I did my hair and makeup before taking my contacts out and donning a pair of designer eyeglasses.
I haven't mentioned wearing contacts before, have I, readers? Well, a woman has to have some secrets. The truth is, without my glasses or contacts, I'd barely see the cock before me!
When I returned to Sean's office, he was on the phone with a client, but when I walked in, his voice faltered, and his mouth hung agape. He swallowed twice before he could continue his conversation. To further tease him, when I sat on my computer chair, I purposefully turned it to flash my waxed, nylons obscured pussy. Sean lost his sentence and had to cough again to cover his loss of words.
Opening my laptop, I logged onto the Open University website, navigated to my course and began reading the course materials. As I read, I quickly realised that this subject was much more complex than the simple ones I'd done earlier, but that they weren't particularly difficult. I'd reached the end of the readings when the phone in front of me rang. I looked over at my husband, but he was still animatedly chatting with his client.
Taking a deep breath, I forced myself to smile, picked up the phone and cheerfully said, "Muggleton Consultancy. Katie Muggleton speaking, how may I help you?"
"May I speak with Sean, please?" The man on the other end of the phone said.
"Sean's on another call at this time," I replied. "May I take your number and get him to call you back?"
"You have the sexiest voice, Katie," the man said. "Are you Sean's wife or daughter?"
"I'm not sure that matters, Sir," I answered. "Would you like me to have Sean call you back?"
The man chuckled and said, "Have Sean call me back. Nothing urgent. I have a chance to buy some shares from a disgruntled former employee of a large manufacturing company. I'd like Sean's opinion about the value of those shares and where he thinks they're going. My name is Rex Mossop. Sean will know the number."
"He's off the phone now, Mister Mossop. Would you like me to transfer you through?"
We didn't actually have a switchboard, just three phones connected to the same number. We had 'call waiting' to cover a second call, but any more than that would receive a 'busy' signal.
"Yes, please, Katie," Rex requested.
I covered the mouthpiece with my hand and said, "Rex Mossop for you."
Sean nodded and picked his extension up. Trying to understand what my husband did, I avidly listened to Sean's end of the conversation. During the first part of the conversation, my husband ensured the shares were legal to buy and that no 'insider trading' was occurring. After he'd confirmed the trade was legal, Sean's fingers flew over his keyboard as he ran some complicated checks and algorithms, trying to establish the shares' trajectory.
After nearly five minutes of entering figures and information, as he chatted with his client, Sean announced he thought the shares were a good medium-term investment, meaning Mister Mossop should hold them for twelve to eighteen months before unloading them.
Sean hung up, and another call came through. Sean looked at me expectantly, so I answered as I had earlier. This call was from the contractor checking the NBN cables were ready for him to install the new computers, printers and modems. Sean had said they were, so I felt confident confirming his installation schedule.
"This is already much better, Katie," Sean acknowledged. "I'm getting way more done with you answering the phones. Would you like to man the office for me from nine to five every weekday? At the moment, I have to redirect the office phones to my mobile when I'm out of the office. It would be much better to have you answering them and taking messages. Then, if there's anything urgent, you can call or message me, and I'll get right back to them."
Of course, I was happy to help out, but I didn't want my housework to fall behind, so Sean agreed that I could redirect the office phone to his mobile when I needed to clean or do other household chores.
Towards 3:30 pm, for some reason, Sean seemed jumpy. I figured out why when Kath and Mike walked in just before the close of business at five.
"Hello, gorgeous!" Kath gushed as she rushed around the counter and jumped into my lap. We exchanged a fierce hug and soft lip kiss, as we always did.
"What brings you here, babe?" I asked as I casually groped her firm ass.
"Your husband phoned Mike and said he'd gotten his head together and asked if we wanted to join you and him to celebrate."
"Oh?" I teased. "I thought you were finally turning over your and Mike's ill-gotten gains for us to hide from the taxman."
"Sean, unfortunately, is the one honest investment broker in Australia, Katie," Kath teased back. "He's looked after our investment portfolio for years, as you well know, and we have no complaints about our returns!"
"Let's shut up shop and send the phones to the answering service," Sean suggested. "We'll go to the main building, get a bottle of wine, order some takeaway and celebrate Katie's and my reconciliation."
Something was going on here. I could feel it, but I couldn't figure out what. I knew Kath's sexuality had suddenly blossomed since our weekend together, but I didn't think she would have said anything to Mike about her and my adventures, and I seriously doubted she'd mention her D/s relationship with Rick. However, spending time with Mike and Kath was always enjoyable, so I quickly agreed. I shut down my laptop and turned off the phones. That meant they'd immediately go to the message bank, and Sean could get them tomorrow.
As we walked to the lounge, Sean whispered, "I told Johnny and Kristy to stay away until at least 2:00 am, Katie. So, go with the flow tonight, okay?"
"What have you got planned, Mister?" I asked.
"Just remember that you are my slut, Katie," Sean demanded.
Of course, that word meant my pussy was instantly tingling, and I could feel moisture pooling between my pussy lips.
Kath and I went to the kitchen and got our men beers. I called our local Chinese takeaway shop and ordered a selection of meals along with plenty of special fried rice. Then Kath and I joined the men in the lounge. I walked towards Sean initially, but Kath took my hand and pushed me towards her husband.
I looked at her and then my husband confusedly, but Sean indicated with his eyes that I should sit with Mike.
I wondered again what the heck was going on, but I followed what Sean wanted and sat beside Mike. When I sat, Mike wrapped his strong arm around me. "It's good to see you and Sean are happy together again, Katie," he said. "Sean and I have arranged some surprises for tonight. Trust us, okay? All of us, Sean, Kath, and I, want this, but it might shock you. Hang in there, okay?"
Now, I was totally confused, but I trusted my two best friends and my husband, of course, so I said nothing. As I mulled over what could be happening, the front doorbell rang. I checked my phone and thought the Chinese delivery was fast, but I got up to answer the door.
Instead of a delivery guy, Rick and Siobhan stood at the door. They were both dressed as Bdsm dominants. Siobhan wore an outfit similar to what she wore at The Chateaux when we played. Rick was similarly dressed, except he had on the black leather pants he wore when I saw him at Kath's place.
"Hello, slut Katie," they chorused when I opened the door.
I controlled my now instinctual response to being called a slut and greeted them. Wondering what my husband had set up, I escorted Siobhan and Rick to our lounge. To my shock, Mike and Kath both slid off the sofa onto their knees.
"Hello, Master Rick, Mistress Siobhan," they intoned as they took up submission position number one.
"Strip," Rick demanded.
Mike and Kath stood long enough to divest their clothing before retaking their submissive position. I was amazed that Mike had removed all hair except what grew on his head. Kath had removed her pubic hair, but she'd regularly done that, so I wasn't as amazed.
Siobhan had an amused expression on her face as she watched me observe the interaction between Rick, Mike and Kath. Then she assumed a severe mien and said what Rick had. "Strip," she demanded.
I laughed, but that quickly cut off when Sean stood and disrobed before taking up the first submissive position.
"Sean!" I gasped. "What are you doing?"
"Siobhan will explain, Katie," Sean said, keeping his eyes on the ground.
"Katie, my slutty little girl," Siobhan crooned. "Get on your knees before I take my cane to your sexy ass!"
Siobhan's voice held so much power and command that I didn't hesitate. I dropped my dress and nylons to the floor, which was all the clothing that I wore, and knelt beside my husband.
"Good slut," Siobhan praised. Then she explained, "After Kath's four days with you, she started asking me questions about what it was like to be a Dominatrix. I quickly elicited from her that you and her were intimate. However, I also swiftly established that although Kath could joyfully and willingly have sex with you, she wasn't bisexual or a lesbian. Rick and I have been friends and mentors for years. I recommended Rick to Kath as a suitable dominant for her to explore with.
"Unfortunately, Rick has, shall we say, better morals than I. I couldn't care less if my play partner is married or not, but Rick will not play with a married woman unless her husband is aware and forgiving of the relationship or an active participant. Rick is also one hundred percent bisexual, coupling with men and women with equal fervour.
"When he insisted that to become Kath's mentor, she needed her husband's permission, Kath confessed her desires to Mike. To her surprise, Mike admitted to bisexual fantasies, mostly involving your husband, and admitted he wanted to try submitting to someone.
"Their first time submitting as a couple was to me. However, in the review we three had afterwards, Kath said the sex between her and me wasn't as satisfactory as she'd hoped. With Mike's approval, I asked Rick to meet and chat with them. They set up a session the following day, and Mike watched Kath submit to Rick and take his cock in her three love holes. As Rick fucked her, Mike orgasmed twice without his cock being touched.
"After Rick had cum inside his wife's cunt, Mike asked if he could suck Rick off. Rick made Mike clean his cum out of Kath's pussy first. Then he allowed Mike to blow him. It turns out that Mike loves sucking cock, and Rick tells me he's terrific at it!"
My husband broke in and said, "Don't go getting any wrong ideas, Katie. I am not bisexual, nor do I ever wish to suck a cock. However, after those times you tied me to the bed, I've found I enjoy submitting to a dominant woman. Siobhan believes we both have the ability to become genuine Bdsm switches. Changing between domination and submission seamlessly."
"When did you five work all this out?" I asked confusedly. I turned to Sean, "I thought you were going to leave me or force me out of the house. I mean, we weren't even talking. Am I expected to believe you arranged all of this since our session yesterday?"
Sean laughed and explained, "I had to get past my hurt, Katie, but I never wanted to break up, nor did I want a divorce. But I needed to work through my visceral reaction to hearing some men had forced their cocks into you. Mike and Kath helped me with that."
"And how did they do that, Sean?"
"You'll rightfully be angry, Katie," Sean answered. "But Mike is Kath's bitch when Rick isn't around. Kath made Mike kneel at the end of the bed as she and I fucked. Then Mike ate my cum out of Kath's pussy. He wanted to suck my cock, but I couldn't make myself let him. Later, Rick arrived, and Mike watched him fuck Kath, too. When Mike had cleaned Kath up for a second time, Rick let him suck him off as Kath sucked me.



"Katie, Mike orgasmed as he sucked Rick off. He hadn't touched his cock because Rick hadn't permitted him to, but he orgasmed when Rick came in his mouth. I saw then that married couples could enjoy sex with others together without jealousy rearing its ugly head. Kath loves watching Mike get it on with Rick, and she wants to watch him fuck you. I want to fuck Kath as I watch you and Mike fuck."
I had no words, but my answer was in my blazing pussy. The thought of the debaucherous scenes Kath, Siobhan and Sean had described had me literally dripping my juices onto the floor beneath me. I wanted to fuck Mike. I'd fantasised about it ever since Kath and I had gone away for our weekend. I think I'd mentioned it earlier —the thought of having made love to every member of the Loughlin family had me hotter than a hothouse at noontime in the middle of summer.
"Say something, Katie," Sean pleaded.
I didn't reply. Instead, I crawled over to where Mike and Kath knelt and took Mike's long, slender cock in my mouth. Kath lovingly stroked my hair as I sucked off her husband.
Rick opened his fly and pushed his cock against Kath's lips, "Suck slut," he commanded. Kath opened her mouth and let Rick slide inside.
Siobhan laughed before dropping her tiny miniskirt and grabbing the back of Sean's head. "Eat my cunt," she demanded as she forced her pussy against my husband's mouth.
I slightly turned so I could watch my husband with another woman for the first time. Instead of freaking me out and making me jealous as I knew it should, it excited me beyond all measure. I lifted my mouth off Mike's cock and kissed him passionately. Then, holding his head, I pulled backwards, dragging him on top of me.
Kath giggled and turned to offer her ass to Rick. Rick pulled her onto her hands and knees, knelt behind her, and shoved his enormously girthed cock deep into her pussy in one swift motion.
Siobhan clicked a collar and leash around my husband's neck and led him over to where Mike had pushed my knees back and apart. Mike knelt between my shapely thighs with his long, slender cock poised at my entrance. Siobhan straddled my face and lowered her steaming pussy onto my lips. She tugged on the leash and guided Sean behind her. Then she lifted her hips so Sean could push his thick, meaty cock into her cunt. I groaned as I watched my husband's cock slide into another woman's pussy and moaned as Mike slid into me.
I avidly watched as my husband's thick cock sawed in and out of Siobhan's soaking pussy. Although having Mike inside me felt good, watching Sean fucking another woman had me on the cusp of an orgasm. My eyes closed, and I lifted my chin. Sean's big balls dragged over my forehead and nose, and I began tonguing where he and Siobhan were coupled. My need grew exponentially as I tasted Siobhan's sticky essence around my husband's big cock, and I started pulling Mike back into me when he pulled out.
"Let Katie suck your cock, Sean," Siobhan demanded.
Sean obligingly slid out and lowered his hips so I could suck his dripping cock. I moaned around it as I savoured his heavy precum and Siobhan's divine juices.
"Put it back in me, Katie," Siobhan commanded.
I regretfully allowed my husband's cock to slide out of my mouth, grasped it, and pushed the head onto Siobhan's entrance. Fascinated, I gasped with pleasure as I watched Sean's thick cock spread Siobhan's pussy lips and glide inside her. Watching my husband's delicious cock slide into another woman was the hottest thing I think I've ever seen. That delightful visual spectacle was enhanced by hearing Rick powerfully fucking my best friend and feeling her husband stroke into my flooding pussy.
"Pinch my nipples," I demanded as I felt my orgasm peak.
Mike chuckled as he slid his hands over my gently curving stomach, gripping my nipples firmly. Holding my breast nubs tightly, Mike pulled them down as he forcefully shoved into me.
"Tell her she may cum," Siobhan reminded my husband.
"Cum for me, my darling Katie slut," Sean crooned as he viciously ploughed Siobhan.
My head tipped back, and I screamed as a gigantic eruption threw me off my orgasm's peak. My fluttering pussy muscles milked Mike's long cock, and he groaned as he unloaded into my pussy. He spurted so much into me that it immediately began leaking back out.
At Rick's instruction, Mike moved, and Rick and Kath crawled across, their coupling never failing, and Kath began eating her husband's secretions out of my twitching pussy.
"Control yourself," Siobhan barked as my husband neared his climax. "I have not permitted you to cum!"
Sean groaned but managed to hold his orgasm off. Siobhan moved forward and then stood. Picking up her light bag, she brought out a strap-on harness and swiftly buckled it into place.
"Fuck your wife," she commanded.
Kath moved aside, and Sean slid between my long, toned thighs. He positioned himself against my dripping pussy and shoved roughly inside. His pelvis hit mine with a meaty thump, and then he pounded me. There was no gentle lovemaking. This was raw, animalistic lust. My husband reared up on his hands and used his knees to allow himself to raise and lower quickly. As he drove powerfully into me, my hips rose to meet him, and the room filled with whap, whap, whap sounds as our pelvises smashed together.
"Hold still," Siobhan instructed.
I moaned my disappointment, but then I saw her head loom over my husband's back. She moved further forward, and I noticed she held her oiled strap-on cock. Squatting, she placed her 'cock' against my husband's ass, growled, "Take it like the slut you are," and viciously rammed it into his colon.
Sean's head dropped onto my shoulder, and he grunted as Siobhan's 'penis' roughly opened his back passage.
"Fuck!" I moaned as I felt Siobhan push my husband's cock deeply into me when she shoved into him.
"Sean and Katie, hold still," Siobhan commanded as she braced herself on my husband's steely buns and pumped her 'cock' into him. "Look at Kath and Mike," Siobhan added.
I turned my head and watched Mike slide into Kath's gaping pussy. Once he was fully seated inside his wife, Mike held still. Rick copied Siobhan's actions and squatted behind Mike's firm ass. Squirting some massage oil onto Mike's ring, Rick smeared it around with his cock's head and then honed in on the centre of Mike's rosebud.
"Take it like the bitch you are, you cock sucker!" Rick snarled as he violently shoved his cock into Mike's ass.
"Gawd!" I moaned at the darkly erotic vision before me.
Siobhan gutturally laughed as she started pounding my husband's ass, powerfully driving him into my squelching pussy with every thrust.
I stumbled along my climax's precipice as I delighted in the debaucherous spectacle playing out in and around me. If anyone had commanded me to cum, I'd have orgasmed immediately. No one did, however, so the intensity of my emotions and feelings continued growing. I knew that when I came, I'd shatter into a million orgasming motes that would drift my consciousness into the ether.
Sean began groaning and grunting on top of me, his ass rising to meet Siobhan's thrusting 'cock'. Kath had experienced numerous petite climaxes and, by her sounds, was climbing towards a peak to match mine. Mike's hips were lifting to meet Rick's pounding cock just as Sean's were for Siobhan.
Siobhan was the only one not near her climax. Rick's face had screwed up as he concentrated on not coming before his two submissives. Mike seemed almost unaware of his wife's slippery pussy gripping his slim cock and focused on the thick cock in his ass. Sean appeared to be delighted with both sensations. Loving having his big, thick cock driving into his wife's tightly gripping cunt and enjoying having his arse roughly fucked by a Dominatrix's 'penis',
"You've forgotten again," Siobhan growled as my need to cum made me mewl in desperation.
"Sorry," Sean muttered before commanding, "Cum for me, baby girl. Cum for your man, and he'll cum inside you!"
My mouth opened, and I sucked a huge breath, meaning to howl my climax to the heavens. However, when my orgasm hit, my entire body locked down, and I couldn't breathe, let alone scream. Jerking, twitching and shuddering, I peaked many times until my tightly gripping pussy blasted my husband over his climactic edge. He groaned loudly as his thick cock shot his man goo onto my cervix. Feeling his hot seed splashing inside me unlocked my lungs, and I viciously bit my husband's shoulder as I shrieked through another climactic orgasm.
My shriek released Kath, and she bit Mike hard as her orgasm blasted through her. The sudden pain shattered Mike's control, and roaring, he spat cum into his wife's sloppy cunt. His orgasm caused his ass' sphincter to rapidly clench on and off his dominant's cock, and Rick groaned as his cock erupted inside Mike's ass. Feeling Rick's penis shooting inside him prolonged Mike's climax, which allowed Kath to cum again.
Pulling out of Mike's ass, Rick instructed, "Kath, get a washer and clean your husband's slutty ass and my cock. Quickly before I decide to make you use your mouth and tongue."
"He never would because that would be disgusting," Siobhan whispered before she demanded Sean clean my dripping pussy with his mouth. She then sent him to the bathroom to wash her strap-on.
As she waited for Sean to return, Siobhan sat on my hips and idly played with my large, firm breasts. "You have the most gorgeous breasts, Katie," Siobhan stated as she dipped her head and sucked my nipple into her mouth.
"Yes, she does," Rick confirmed. "May I let my male slut suckle them?"
"Sure," Siobhan answered. "Her husband has said anything goes tonight, so I'm sure you'll get to fuck her, too."
I wanted to protest that I had a say in it, too. But I kept my mouth closed because the sheer salaciousness of having sex with five different partners in the same sex session made my sweet little pussy moisten and my clit throb. Add in that my husband had organised this and seemed to enjoy submitting to Siobhan as much as I did, and I wanted to have all three cocks inside me simultaneously. When Sean returned, it was like Siobhan had read my mind.
"Rick, lie on your back. Katie, take Rick in your slutty pussy. Mike, your cock is the thinnest, so you get her ass. Sean, you get a blowjob from your wife, aren't you the lucky one? Boys, you are to pull out and cum on her face and tits, okay? Kath, I know you dislike eating pussy, but you will crawl over here and eat mine. Now, get to it!"
Rick was only partially erect. I glanced at Sean, and when he smiled and nodded, I used my exquisite oral skills to bring Rick to 'full mast'. When he was, I kissed up his body as I crawled high enough to lower my pussy onto his thick cock. I slid up and down his rigid pole several times to ensure I was ready to be well and truly fucked. Mike settled in behind me next. Because he and Rick were bisexual, he wasn't bothered by his big balls rubbing against Rick's smaller, tighter ones. Mike slid home with only a slight twitch from me when his cock sundered my knot.
Sean groaned as he watched his best friend's cock slide inside his wife, but he eagerly walked around and offered his throbbingly erect cock to my lips. We moaned together as it slid balls deep inside my mouth.
"Impressive," Rick stated as he watched me take all of Sean's long tool with one easy swallow.
"Best cock sucker I've ever had," my husband gasped as he fucked my mouth.
Reader, is it weird to feel proud that of the hundreds of lovers your husband has illicitly had, he considers you the best? Pride in my skills is what I felt, though, and I was determined to bring him to fruition quickly.
Mike moved into a squat. I didn't understand why until he began thrusting into me again. With him squatting, I had the freedom to move. I quickly learned that I could move down Rick's long cock as Mike pushed into my ass and move back as Mike pulled out. Sean coordinated his movements with the other two, and I swiftly had three cocks driving into and pulling out of me simultaneously. It was easily the most sexually wanton thing I'd ever done, and I was soon teetering along my orgasm's cliff again.
Sean moaned that he was about to cum. Siobhan countered that by demanding that he wait for me. However, Siobhan was also close to orgasm as she held Kath's head tightly to her pussy. Kath may not have liked eating anybody's pussy but mine, but she was eagerly servicing Siobhan. As I watched. Siobhan sighed and flooded her juices over Kath's willingly sucking mouth.
Rick tensed under me and began soundlessly unloading into my grasping pussy. Mike felt Rick's cock twitching against his, and he gasped as his cock spurted his jism into my ass. Sean held on desperately, holding back his orgasm by sheer force of will. Feeling the twin cocks flooding my innards made me pant and moan, increasing my husband's need to climax.
Siobhan delightedly laughed before she moved and grabbed my nipples. "Cum for me, my little slut girl," she demanded.
My mouth opened around Sean's thrusting cock, and I warbled my orgasm. The vibrations of my tongue and throat on his cock overcome Sean's resistance, and with a deep groan, he ejaculated into my mouth.
Exhausted, we all collapsed. But Siobhan would have none of it. "Men are all such wimps. Come on, girls, seeing as the men disobeyed my instructions and came in Katie instead of on her, let's get this porno show rocking!"
She immediately sat on my face and pulled Kath closer. Siobhan tongued Kath's pussy as Kath swivelled around and dived onto my pussy. Rick pulled Mike into a 69, and they devoured each other's cock.
From the corner of my eye, I watched my husband pull a sofa chair closer so he could watch me lavishing Siobhan's sweet pussy with my tongue. His cock swiftly lengthened and stiffened into a ragingly hard erection. Watching me orally service another woman had him more excited than I remember him being since our wedding night. It was a lightbulb moment because I now knew how to get him to deflower our daughter.
However, that thought was washed away as Kath's talented tongue elicited a sudden, surprise orgasm from my ragingly hot pussy. I groaned into Siobhan's cunt, which crashed her over the edge. With a shrill chirp, Siobhan climaxed onto my delving tongue, my mouth filling with her tangy essence. Kath came as Siobhan panted around her clit. At Siobhan's urging, we swiftly swapped. I feasted my eyes on my best friend's swollen clit and eagerly sucked it inside. Siobhan dove between my legs and eagerly tongued me as Kath ate her. Another intense orgasm quickly followed.
My husband still sat holding his big cock. He'd begun pulling it as he watched us women play, but Siobhan had demanded he didn't cum, so he was too scared to tug on it any more lest he climax.
Siobhan tweaked Kath's nipples and said, "Suck Sean off." Kath crawled between Sean's legs and took his penis in his mouth. Sean erupted seconds later.
"Hold it in your mouth and share a cum kiss with your husband," Siobhan instructed.
Mike and Rick had shared a mutual orgasm in the other's mouth and were sitting watching Siobhan play with Kath and me. Kath crawled to her husband, and they swapped Sean's cum back and forth until they broke their kiss and swallowed.
"I'm going to try your husband out," Siobhan said casually. "Why don't you and Mike get it on as Rick fucks Kath?"
I warily looked at my husband, but he had already latched his lips around one of Siobhan's huge, surgically enhanced tits and was eagerly sucking her nipple. Siobhan took my husband's cock in her hand and slowly slid onto it. Sean's large purple head popped through her pussy lips and into her soppingly wet cunt.
"Gawd, he feels good, Katie," Siobhan moaned as my husband split her pussy apart. "No wonder you've kept him all these years despite his many indiscretions."
Strangely, now Sean and I had reconciled, I was no longer bothered by his infidelities. Confirming that his hypocrisy affected me, not his many lovers. I even forgave him, Amanda, although I'd never let that kind of relationship develop again. I went to roll onto my back so I could welcome Mike between my shapely thighs, but Rick insisted I knelt between Sean and Siobhan's knees and licked their coupling.
"Take him out and suck before you put him back in," Siobhan demanded as Mike slid into me.
I eagerly complied but grunted as Mike's long cock unexpectedly crashed into my cervix. "Fuck!" I groaned, "Do that again!" Mike pulled almost all the way out before he slammed back in. "Again!" Mike pounded his glans against my cervix again. "Fuck!" I groaned again.
Every time Mike thumped into me, I grunted, which blew hot air over Siobhan's clitoris. It proved too much for her, and to her chagrin, she orgasmed on Sean's cock before Sean shot off inside her. Angry, she climbed onto the sofa chair, spread her thighs and mashed her dripping cunt against my husband's mouth. I expected Sean to refuse to eat her, but he eagerly tongued her as she rode his face.
"Suck your husband off, Katie," Siobhan instructed.
Shuffling slowly forward, ensuring Mike remained deep inside me, I quickly gobbled my husband down. He came in my mouth seconds later. However, he was so excited by our orgy that he didn't soften. His cock continued to throb in my mouth.
"Mike, watch this," Rick growled. He pulled out of Kath's pussy and brutally shoved his big cock into her ass.
Instead of screaming, as I'm sure I would have done, Kath spasmed as a massive climactic event blasted her apart. She bucked and shuddered on Rick's impressive cock as he almost violently fucked her ass. After she came down, Rick pulled out, stood on his knees, grabbed his cock and tugged it as he blasted cum over Kath's face.
Watching his wife's ass being abused flashed Mike into an orgasm, and he gripped my big breasts firmly as he short-hunched several times before he pushed all the way in and blasted cum onto my cervix. Feeling his cum geyser into me sent me over the edge, and I moaned around my husband's cock as I climaxed heavily. The moaning vibrations around Sean's cock set him off again, and he groaned as he ejaculated into my mouth. Siobhan completed this round by softly sighing as she climaxed on Sean's searching tongue.
She got off my husband and collapsed onto the couch. Sean's face dripped Siobhan's juices, confirming how hard she'd orgasmed.
"Clean us up, sluts!" Siobhan demanded.
Sean's cock was already clean from cumming in my mouth, so I moved up and lovingly licked and tongued Siobhan's essence from his face. Kath and Mike were kneeling between Rick's legs, using their tongues to clean his cock, balls and pelvic area.
Kath's pussy dripped Rick's, Mike's and Sean's cum. I didn't think Sean could handle cleaning that with his tongue, but he surprised me and willingly circled Kath's gaping pussy as he cleaned her fluids up. Shrugging, I lay on my back and slid between Mike's thighs and took his cock into my mouth so I could suck it clean. It grew, of course, so I tried to bring him to fruition again. A few seconds later, he moaned, and his cock pulsed his jism into my willing mouth.
"Did you just cum without permission?" Siobhan snarled. Mike guiltily nodded his head. "Punishment position four!" She demanded. Mike pressed his forehead to the floor, spread his knees, reached back and held his ass cheeks apart, presenting his brown star to the world.
"Apologise to me and Rick and beg me to correct you," Siobhan commanded.
"This worthless worm is sorry, Master, Mistress," Mike dutifully said. "I forgot to ask for permission before I orgasmed and deserve correcting." Then he suddenly grinned and added, "But I've fantasised about fucking Katie and cumming in her mouth for over twenty years. The opportunity to do it was too good to resist!"



Everyone laughed, and Siobhan said, "Stand up, you pig. You get a pass, but that will be the only one. Am I clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," Mike replied as he stood and assumed submission position four, which was the same as punishment position two —Standing tall with his head up but eyes down. His feet slightly spread, and his hands clasped behind his back. Because she hadn't been addressed, Kath moved into her default submission position, position one. To my surprise, Sean knelt beside her.
I began to move to kneel beside them, but Siobhan, who seemed to be running this session, shook her head and said, "Stand with the dominants, Katie." She handed me a thin, one-metre-long cane. "Address your husband's behaviour, Katie," Siobhan encouraged.
I shook my head, "He has done nothing I need to correct him for," I stated.
"Nearly twenty years of infidelity?" Siobhan said quietly.
"Understood, apologised for, and accepted by me." I shook my head again. "No, Sean has apologised for his hypocrisy. That, not his infidelities, is what hurt me."
"Amanda?" Siobhan asked.
Anger flashed across me, but I quelled it, took a deep breath, and stated, "Apologised for and forgiven. No correction needed."
"Even if your husband wants you to correct him for it to show he's genuinely remorseful?"
"Yes, even then," I said forcefully. "I cannot say I forgive him and then punish him for doing what I've already forgiven him for."
Siobhan looked at me wonderingly and said, "You're a better woman than me, Katie. If Phil casually shacks up with someone after we've married, I'll feed his balls into my food processor. With him still attached to them! The affairs, I get. Monogamy is a ridiculous concept to base a marriage on. But emotional monogamy? That should go without saying! And giving your heart to another whilst you're married? That is beyond the pale!"
"Even so," I emphasised. "I forgive him and look forward to many more years in his arms."
"And if he does something similar in the future?"
"Then he goes cock first into my meat mincer!" I stated firmly. "This once is forgiven. No further transgressions will be tolerated!"
"And today?" Siobhan questioned.
"Some fantastic sex between six friends. Add in that I genuinely love Mike and Kath, my and Sean's longest-term friends and two experienced Bdsm dominants, and tonight has been an awesome experience. One I hope still has many hours to play out, yet!"
"Your husband will fuck Kath and me repeatedly. You're okay with that?"
"Rick and Mike will fuck me repeatedly. Will Sean be okay with that?" I countered. "After all, his refusal to acknowledge and accept my rape caused our marital discord."
"You have to admit that, to an outside observer, your seemingly casual acceptance of being roughly fucked by four men must have seemed like permission for them to have done it."
I burst into tears, "But it did affect me!" I protested. "It left my body mostly untouched but tore me apart emotionally. And when I needed him most, the man I love beyond all others abandoned me, rejected me, and accused me of cheating on him." I took a deep breath and added, "But we have discussed that with the counsellor, and I've forgiven Sean, so I'd appreciate it if you never brought the subject up again."
"Sean wants you to correct him, Katie," Siobhan softly said. "He needs you to do so, as you've said you need him to, even when he doesn't think you need to be."
I understood now. Gathering my determination around me, I pictured my father's severe mien as he regretfully corrected my or my sisters' behaviour and took Siobhan's proffered cane.
"Sean Muggleton," I said firmly. "Have you done something you need correcting for?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," Sean replied.
"Explain," I demanded.
"I've cheated on you with many women, Katie," Sean confessed, his eyes filled with tears. "I've learned from our counselling sessions that you accept them but aren't happy I've had them. I need correcting for those."
"There's more," I stated.
"Worse than having casual affairs, Miss Katie, I had an ongoing nearly nine-year relationship with my secretary, Amanda. I even allowed her to introduce me to her friends and family as her husband."
Sean hadn't admitted that before. The new information roiled up all his previous infidelities, and I suddenly wanted to correct him. I breathed deeply until that desire faded. If I'd done that, I'd be punishing him for something I'd already forgiven him for. My parents never punished us. I know it's a fine distinction, but our canings weren't meant to punish our actions but were intended to correct our behaviour and prevent further indiscretions.
Even though I knew, I asked, "For how many years did you conduct yourself as man and wife with the slut Amanda?"
"For the last four years of our relationship," Sean answered.
"Okay," I said. "You are forgiven your many casual affairs, and I will only raise them again if you return to flaunting your conquests in my face. However, allowing your filthy whore Amanda to pretend she was your wife leaves me no choice but to correct your behaviour. Five for every year of your betrayal should suffice."
Sean's eyes widened as everyone else gasped. Of course, they didn't know I'd rescind half of Sean's corrections in return for him servicing me to an orgasm with his tongue. Sean should have remembered, but I thought letting him stew was better than reminding him. It would make his corrections more meaningful if he believed he'd receive all twenty strikes.
"Take punishment position one," I commanded. Sean did, but he'd only taken this position once before, and I hadn't followed through, so he didn't know he needed to turn and 'present' his ass.
"Turn and push your ass out to receive the cane," Siobhan growled.
Sean blushed and quickly turned, then bent slightly over so his ass protruded, ready for my cane. I took another deep breath because this was so foreign to me. Yes, I'd corrected him before to advance my plans to get Sean to make love to our daughter. But this was different. This was an actual correction, not something I'd concocted to further my plans.
I moved to make my first strike and immediately noticed Sean's cock stood firmly erect. It bounced softly as his ass clenched, anticipating my hits. I pondered this but realised my father was correct. Sean was more submissive than genuinely dominant. Of course, that realisation caused more problems. Dad was also right when he stated I needed a firm hand on my shapely bottom to control my course. Without it, I'd slipped into increasingly more depraved and lecherous behaviour. Tonight being no exception.
I hadn't used a cane to give corrections before, so I was unsure how hard I needed to hit. I hit my husband lightly and heard Siobhan mutter, "pussy!" so I increased the force of the subsequent strike. This time, I raised a perfect red welt across Sean's buttocks. The next strike was a little too hard and caused Sean to jump. As my parents would have done, after two more hits, I took a break to ensure Sean knew why he was being corrected.
"Why do I need to correct your behaviour, Sean?" I asked.
"Because I've been a bad boy," Sean said, his thick cock bouncing and drooling precum.
I barely managed to suppress a sigh. If Sean's statement was how he felt, he'd missed the purpose completely and was associating being hit with sexual pleasure. I do. I admit that. But the correction comes first, and once the corrected knows why they're being corrected, then the pleasure occurs.
I flicked the cane across his ass. "Try again."
Sean grinned, and I knew he was teasing me. "I've broken my commitment to you, Katie. My behaviour during our marriage has been unacceptable and has caused you pain. I was wrong, and I apologise for my actions."
I brought the cane around again. Sean's ass was reddened from his upper thighs to his lower back, but none of the welts would leave a mark much beyond tomorrow morning. I decided he needed bruises that lasted at least a week to remind him of his promises tonight, so I lashed him hard. Sean jumped and bit off a swear word. As soon as he stopped moving, I viciously whacked him again, and then I followed this with a third, equally vicious strike.
That brought his total number of corrections to ten. At this point, if my sisters and I had accepted our corrections stoically, our parents would have offered us the chance to redeem ourselves and avoid further correction by orally servicing them. After the three severe strikes, Sean's cock had slowly wilted, which I was pleased to see as, in his mind, correction equated with pain and not sexual pleasure.
"Would you like the chance to work off your last ten strikes, Sean?"
"Yes, Miss Katie," Sean swiftly agreed. "What must I do?"
"Kneel before me and use your tongue to give me an orgasm," I explained.
Siobhan and Rick chuckled. "An unorthodox response to corrections, Katie," Rick chuckled. "But very effective, I'd assume?"
I grinned at him and replied, "It certainly worked for my sisters and me!"
Sean knelt, and I felt his gifted tongue swirling over my clit, slit and entrance. Having an audience added a delicious piquancy to our salacious activity, and I crested quickly. Holding my husband's head tightly to my clitoris, I shuddered and groaned as an intense orgasm rumbled through me, leaving me panting and gasping.
"Good work, slut Katie," Siobhan growled, indicating she considered I'd rejoined the submissive subset of our group. Siobhan gestured towards Kath, "Fist my slut's whore cunt as your husband fucks her in the ass," she demanded. "Mike, you can tongue Rick's anus as he fucks me.
Our lewd and debaucherous couplings continued until well after midnight. Rick and Siobhan took their leave, and Sean suggested we shower and sleep. I gently washed my husband's welted backside, knelt, and blew him. He didn't have much for me, but I still enjoyed swallowing what he had. We crowded into bed. Kath and I faced each other, kissing and cuddling as our husbands spooned with us. Someone's hands cupped my firm breasts. Not caring who it was, I happily drifted off to sleep.
As I usually did, I woke first on Saturday morning. I needed to pee, so I wriggled out from between Kath and Sean. Kath complained but didn't awaken. I'd already put my robe on and slipped out the door before I remembered Sean's admonition to use our en suite. Deciding it was silly to chance awakening the others, I continued to the main bathroom.
I completed my business and moved to the basin to wash my hands. I hadn't locked the door, and it opened. My son glanced around before he shut and locked the door. Johnny quickly crossed to me and took me in his strong arms. I hugged him back and tilted my head up. He took the hint, and our lips locked together.
After a long, passionate French kiss, Johnny said, "Siobhan says you need a dominant, Mom. She thinks Dad is too submissive to meet your needs, so things spiralled out of control.
"I think Siobhan's correct," I replied as I casually groped my son's rapidly hardening cock.
Johnny pushed firmly on my shoulders, and I dropped to my knees before pulling his sweatpants down and grasping his big cock. "Are Mike and Kath still here?" He asked as I took his swelling penis into my mouth. I nodded around his cock. "Dad will have a client meeting booked for later today," Johnny stated as he thrust into my willing mouth. "Bring me off, make breakfast for everyone, and come and find me when they've all left. I'll be in my room or the garage where I've set up that film set."
Forgetting everything else, I cupped my son's large balls and worked my oral magic on his delicious cock. A few minutes later, Johnny rewarded me with a savoury mouthful of his essence. After I'd ensured his cock was clean, Johnny carefully opened the bathroom door and slipped out. I waited a few minutes before casually following suit.
I walked to the kitchen and used our Breville coffee maker to make coffee for everyone. I knew how Kath and Sean liked theirs, but I wasn't sure about Mike. Deciding to make his medium strong, I added milk and sugar to my tray and took them to the bedroom. As expected, Sean was already up and in the shower. Mike was awake and casually playing with his wife's breasts as he cuddled her and waited for her to wake up.
I handed Mike the black coffee and said, "I couldn't remember how you liked yours, so I left it black. Add milk and sugar to your taste."
"Black is fine," Mike smilingly said.
I should have 'dopey slapped' my forehead because I remembered as soon as he said that.
I held the coffee under Kath's nose. She groaned, wrinkled her nose and pulled away before her eyes opened, and she sat up. "Morning, gorgeous," I said as I kept moving her cup out of her reach.
"Katie, I swear if you don't hand me that coffee instantly, the next time your husband's cock is in my mouth, I'm biting it off!" Kath snarled.
"You assume there is a next time," I teased. "Besides, if you bite Sean's cock off, I'll make Mike mine!"
"Don't I get a say in this?" Mike protested.
"No!" Kath and I exclaimed.
Sean exited the en suite totally naked. "What is all the racket?" He asked.
"Kath's threatening to bite your penis off," I quickly said before the others could answer.
With his eyes twinkling, Sean replied, "She's assuming I'll let her anywhere near me again!"
Kath giggled as she leant back against her husband. She lifted and spread her knees, exposing her pussy. Her arousal glistened in the overhead lights. "Like you can resist this delectable pussy," she teased.
Of course, Sean had to call her on her bluff, and before I knew it, Kath and I were on our backs with Sean's cock sliding in and out of Kath's cunt as Mike thrust into me. Kath and I shared kisses as our husbands fucked us. Kath came first, Mike followed swiftly, and Sean filled Kath's cunt as she screamed and bucked under him.
For some reason, I couldn't quite get over the edge, but when Sean pinched my nipples and cooed, "Cum, Katie slut." I immediately creamed on Mike's long, slender penis.
Sean and I showered in our en suite. We sent Mike and Kath to the main bathroom, and they joined us for breakfast only a short time later. When I returned to the kitchen, I remembered I'd ordered takeaway last night. Opening the front door, I picked up the containers and brought them inside.
"No wonder I'm starving," Mike exclaimed. "We forgot all about eating last night!"
I giggled and cupped Kath's pussy. "Oh, I think you ate plenty, Mister Loughlin," I teased.
"Yes, but that's only a few measly teaspoons of protein," Mike kidded back as he groped my ass.
"Ahem," Sean joked. "Our kids are home and up, so take your grubby hands off my wife's sexy ass!"
By mutual agreement, I reheated the takeaway and served it on plates. We sat around the breakfast bar, eating, joking and laughing. With our newfound intimacy, we all shared plenty of hugs, kisses and casual gropes. I especially loved the moment when Sean and Mike had their hands inside my robe on my pussy. Mike slowly circled my clitoris as Sean dipped two fingers inside. Simultaneously, Kath had her hands on my breasts and gently tweaked my nipples. I could easily have orgasmed, but we heard someone clattering down the stairs. Kristy breezed into the kitchen, dressed for her shift at Cue in the city.
"Any of that left?" She asked.
I quickly built her a plate, and she sat close to her father as she ate. Amused, I watched as Kristy worked her charms on Sean. Kristy wore one of the top and skirt combos we'd bought when we shopped together. It clung to her young, gorgeous breasts and showed plenty of cleavage. Her skirt had a front split, and she casually spread her thighs to let her father see she wasn't wearing panties. Mike had a clear view from where he sat, and he openly ogled my daughter until Kath dug him in the ribs.
At the sudden movement, Kristy spun her head to stare at Mike. When she saw where Mike stared, she smiled and spread her thighs.
"Kristy Ann Muggleton, march your ass to our bedroom," I snapped. "Sean, pay attention to what your daughter is doing, for goodness sake! Mike, I'll deal with you later! Kath, if you have to go into the studio, you will command your worm to remain until I've finished with him!"
Shocked at my sudden, loud dominance, everybody meekly obeyed. Kathy stood and quickly circled the table. She kissed my cheek, hugged me, and said, "I do have to go. Send Mike home when you're ready."
I nodded and pointed to my bedroom. Sean and Kristy meekly walked towards it. I turned to Mike. "What on earth do you think you're doing, peering up my daughter's skirt?" I growled. "You will strip and sit on the chair. I'll deal with you when I return."
"What if Johnny comes in?" Mike whined.
"You'll have to explain why you're sitting in his kitchen naked with a hard-on, won't you?" I snarled dismissively. Mike looked guiltily down at his swelling erection. "If you even touch that before I return, I'll cut it off and stuff it so I can give it to Kath," I icily said. Mike gulped as he removed his clothes and promised to sit and wait for me, keeping his hands to his sides.
Taking him at his word, I marched to my bedroom to find Sean and Kristy hugging on the bed. Exasperated, I growled, "Kristy and Sean Muggleton, why are you not naked and in the correct submission position?"
"Dad wanted to cuddle, Mom," Kristy protested. "I didn't think you'd want us to do that naked!"
"Why wouldn't I want that, Kristy?" I severely asked. "I'm sure your father can control his baser desires and cuddle you naked without getting an erection." I was wrong, however, as I knew I was. Sean's thick cock strained against his pants, and there was no way our daughter hadn't felt it.
Reluctantly, father and daughter rolled off the bed and stripped. Sean knelt willingly, but I had to glare at my daughter before she obeyed. I first addressed Sean because I wanted him to stand with me and correct his daughter. Taking my mother's heirloom school cane from its box, I tapped it on my palm as I stood over my husband.
"Sean Muggleton, do you know why you need correcting?" I demanded.
Keeping his eyes down, Sean shook his head and replied, "No, Miss Katie, I do not."
"Your daughter sat beside you, and you were so busy ogling Kath that you didn't notice your daughter flashing her bare pussy to everyone watching, including your best friend? Or are you happy to have your daughter exposing her womanhood to anyone who wants to see it?"
"I'm sorry, Miss Katie," Sean mumbled. "I honestly didn't notice."
"Then you are failing her, just as you have failed me," I explained. "Sean, you are the head of this household. Johnny is your second-in-command. Your women need your firm hand on our bottoms to guide our way. Without it, we fall to errors and mistakes. If you can't step up and do your familial duties, then hand them over to your son because I'm sure Johnny will assume them!"
Sean blanched because he realised part of his familial duties was to fuck me. Given we'd already discussed my incestuous desire to make love with my son, he knew I'd let Johnny do it. However, I was sure Sean didn't know his offspring, and I were regular lovers.
"I will step up, Miss Katie. On that, I swear," Sean averred. "I realise that I've failed my family in many ways, but I will be what you all need me to be from now on."
I hid my smile because Sean had just committed himself to deflowering our daughter, even though he didn't realise it yet. In my family, it was the parents' job to introduce their age-appropriate children to the joys of sex. Kristy was now over six months past when Sean should have taught her how to serve a sexually dominant man.
"Put your clothes on and stand by me," I commanded.



Confused, Sean donned his sweats and stood beside me. I handed him the cane and said, "Your daughter must be corrected for her behaviour. Or do you condone this morning's actions?"
Sean took the cane and drew a deep breath. The strong and dominant demeanour he showed everywhere except in sexual situations with me asserted itself, and he sternly looked at our daughter. "Kristy Ann Muggleton, do you know why you've been called for correction?"
Keeping her eyes glued to the floor, Kristy answered, "Because I purposefully flashed my bare pussy at Mister Loughlin."
"You realise that is unacceptable, Kristy?" He asked.
"Yes, Dad," Kristy said quietly.
"Five, I think. Do you agree, Katie?" Sean questioned.
"Five seems sufficient," I agreed. "Three on her breasts, two on her ass."
"Take correction position one, Kristy," Sean demanded.
Kristy swiftly assumed the required position. Not wanting to hurt her, Sean's first strike was a weak tap above our daughter's breasts.
"If you won't step up and do your duty, Sean," I snarled. "Call your son in to complete the task. Then you can become my bitch!"
Sean squared his shoulders, and in front of my eyes, he became the man his daughter and I needed him to be. Speaking firmly, he said, "Kristy Ann Muggleton, you have disappointed me. I raised you better than to expose your genitals to anyone outside our family. Correction is required. You will receive three strikes across your breasts, followed by two on your ass. Do you accept your corrections and the reasons for them?"
"Yes, Sir," Kristy stated quietly.
Sean snapped the cane across her nipples. Kristy kept her head up, but I smiled as I saw that she tried to peer down to admire her welt. The second strike hit below her nipples, and the third swiftly followed across both again. I hoped Sean remembered that he could allow Kristy to service him sexually in lieu of her last corrections, but he remained silent.
Disappointed because her father didn't give her that option, Kristy turned and presented her ass. Sean administered two hits firm enough to leave welts I was sure would fade to bruises. Then he said, "Kristy Ann Muggleton. Corrections were warranted and given. Nothing more will be said about your actions unless future misbehaviour causes me to revisit it."
Sean turned her and pulled her into a close embrace.
"I'm sorry I caused you to correct me, Dad," Kristy sniffed as she sobbed onto her father's shoulder. "I'll try to make you proud in the future."
"Never forget that I love you, Kristy," Sean said as he held her tenderly.
"I love you, too, Dad," Kristy said before dropping her arms and stepping back.
When she moved away, I saw Sean had an enormous erection. I stared at it until I was sure Sean had noticed me staring, then I raised my eyebrow and looked at him. He blushed, grinned and shrugged. I tried not to laugh.
Taking Kristy's hand, I said, "Come into the en suite, baby girl. I'll help you wash the tears and redo your makeup."
Kristy meekly followed me, but as soon as she locked the door, she mashed her lips to mine and kissed me fiercely. "I need to get off, Mom," she pleaded. "Help me, please."
Knowing exactly how she felt, I pushed her back against the basin and dropped to my knees. Pressing my tongue into her entrance, I swirled it over Kristy's hymen as I thumbed her clit. After a few seconds of circling her pussy, I moved my mouth onto her clit and sucked hard as I lashed her love button with my tongue.
"Gawd!" My daughter moaned as her orgasm rattled through her.
I continued sucking and lashing but slid my finger onto her rosebud and pushed it gently inside. A second, more intense orgasm shook her, and when I gently bit her clit and pinched her nipple, Kristy had to bite her arm to prevent her father from hearing her screaming orgasm.
When she came down, I helped her wash her face, washed mine, and then did her hair. Kristy quickly did her face using my makeup and returned to our room. She quickly dressed
"I'm going to be late for work," she muttered.
Kristy caught the train because parking in the city was so horrendously expensive. She'd missed her usual train, and the next one wouldn't get her in on time.
"Relax, baby girl," I told her. "Your dad or I will take you in. Are you coming home tonight, or are you going out?"
Sean offered to drive her in because he had time before meeting with a potential client. I dragged him aside and asked what I should do with Mike.
"Castigate him for perving on our daughter, give him what you think are appropriate corrections, allow him to masturbate before you, then send him home to Kath. Then you need to call Siobhan and tell her why you've corrected her submissive."
"You're okay about your best friend masturbating in front of me?" I disbelievingly asked. I wanted to point out that he freaked out at my rape, and now he was basically saying it was okay for me to have sex with Mike, but I couldn't do that because a transgression, once forgiven, shouldn't be raised again.
"We'll talk more about it, Katie," Sean assured me as he dressed. "But not in front of our daughter."
"What?" Kristy said, pretending she hadn't heard us, but I'm sure she'd have avidly listened to every word.
"Ready to go, honey?" Sean asked jovially.
"Of course, Daddy," Kristy smiled as she linked her arm through her father's. They left the room.
Gathering my thoughts, I donned my father's correction persona and marched purposefully to our kitchen. There, I found Johnny nonchalantly chatting with an embarrassed and naked Mike.
"Give us some time, Johnny, please?" I asked.
Johnny saw my cane, and his eyes widened. "I'll be in the games room, Mom," he said as he stood. "Come and get me, and we'll get some lunch." He turned to Mike, "Good to see you again, Mister Loughlin. I'll probably see you tonight at your place because Phil, Caoimhe, Siobhan and I plan to get together, and Siobhan wants Phil to pick her up from yours."
Mike blushed even more deeply than he was and mumbled, "Sure, Johnny. See you then."
I waited until Johnny had left before I walked to the coffee maker. "Want another cup, Mike?" I asked.
Shifting uncomfortably, Mike answered, "Yes, please."
I made two cups and brought them back to the table. "Pull your chair out and sit in the middle of the walkway," I commanded when I put Mike's cup down.
Mike reluctantly moved to where I'd indicated. However, as with all men, his cock betrayed him. As I watched, it quickly filled with blood and raised itself to fully erect. Even though my mouth ran dry thinking about sucking it, I kept my face neutral.
"Tell me about this sudden change, Mike. You and Kath are mine and Sean's oldest friends. Yesterday, well, that was out of this world, but it's a sudden change. Don't you think?"
Mike shuffled, embarrassed, before saying, "After yours and Kath's weekend away, Kath and I had a long, intense conversation about where our marriage was. She confronted me about what I'd said to Sean about having affairs behind her back. She pointed out the hypocrisy of Sean's and my position and asked how we could do that to the two most beautiful women we knew.
"I confessed that I'd lusted over you for as long as you lusted over Sean. She asked if she was second choice to you." Mike's breath hitched, and he swallowed several times before continuing. "I had to admit that, growing up, I wanted you more than her, but I assured her that I quickly realised that you and Sean are a perfect match, like two sides of the same coin. Then I explained that once I'd gotten past my infatuation with you, I realised Kath was my perfect wife.
"Quite frankly, Katie," Mike continued. "You were too submissive for my needs." He grinned, "But you don't seem so subservient now. I think Rick and Siobhan are correct. You will be able to readily switch between dominance and submission depending on your needs at the time.
"Kath is also quite submissive. During our discussion, we realised we wanted to submit to someone together. Someone that we could serve as a couple. Kath thought it might be Siobhan. Even though Siobhan's engaged to our son, Kath was confident she'd want to play and keep our relationship secret from Phil and Caoimhe."
Then he muttered, "There's more going on there than those three will admit." But he returned to his story. I, of course, knew what was happening there but couldn't say anything.
"However, after our first session with Siobhan, Kath discovered she didn't like making love with a woman. She loves having sex with you because of the spiritual and emotional connection you two have, but she found sex with Siobhan was, well, let's put it this way —Kath didn't have even one orgasm when playing with Siobhan alone. She could climax if I were involved simultaneously, but when it was only the two of them, Kath didn't enjoy it.
"Siobhan wasn't bothered by it and suggested we talk to Rick. That's when I found my latent bisexuality and realised that I'd lusted for your husband for virtually all of my life.
"Rick made me eat his cum out of Kath's pussy. I liked it and asked to suck him off. Kath was so excited watching me blow Rick that she demanded we fuck her immediately after Rick had cum. Next, Rick asked if I'd allowed Kath to finger my bum. I admitted that I had and that I loved it. Kath regularly uses her vibrator to fuck my ass, and I love it!
"Rick asked if I wanted to try being fucked in the ass by a man. I was scared because I thought it'd make me a homo. But Kath said she'd prove I wasn't immediately after Rick had fucked me. Kath worked my ass open, and Rick knelt and put his cock in me. It took a few minutes before Rick found the correct angle, but when he did, wow! Having his thick cock rubbing over my prostate as he fucked me was just so wild! Even though no one touched my cock, I came as he fucked me. I guess you could say I've been hooked ever since."
"So, are you a homo, Mike?" I asked teasingly.
"Bend over the table, and I'll show you," Mike kidded back. "But, seriously, Kath and I have never been happier. We feel fulfilled giving ourselves to Rick and occasionally Siobhan, and we're closer than we've ever been."
I decided Mike didn't need any more correction. His baring of his soul to me, knowing I could have been nasty or confrontational, made me realise just how much I loved him. I'd always loved him because he was my husband's best friend and my best friend's husband, but now I realised he was a decent guy who had been exceptionally good to me and my family for many years. I was tempted to take him back to bed, but I wasn't sure if Sean would accept us fucking as an extension of our play last night or if he'd regard it as a forbidden separate encounter. If the latter, Sean would be rightfully angry with me.
"You may put your clothes on, Mike," I told him. "If I use my cane on you, we're both going to want sex afterwards, and I don't want to do that without Sean and Kath with us, or at least having given us express permission."
Mike grinned and put his clothes on. When he had dressed, he kissed my cheek and pulled out his phone. I asked what he was doing, and he replied that he was ordering an Uber. I laughed and shook my head. "Why on earth would you think I wouldn't take you home?" I asked.
Mike replied, "I didn't want to assume, Katie."
"You can assume you'll wet your dick in my pussy again soon," I teased.
Mike gulped and said he was looking forward to it. I got the keys to my Audi and drove him home. We exchanged a chaste kiss and hug before he got out of the car, and I went home.
Johnny waited in the kitchen when I returned. "Hi, Mom," he smiled when I walked in. "Have fun with the Loughlins last night?"
I blushed but replied, "We had an awesome time together!"
"I bet you did," Johnny teased. "I was with Gina, Phil and Caoimhe. Siobhan arrived around 3:00 am, totally exhausted. She said she had a great night playing Dominatrix with the rest of you."
"Is there anything else about my sex life you want to know?" I pretended to growl.
"Yes," Johnny teasingly replied. "Is Kath any good in bed? I reckon she'd go off, and Phil and Caoimhe would love to play with her."
"Phil's submissive to Siobhan, right?" I asked.
Johnny shook his head as he took me in his arms and pulled me onto his lap. I could feel his large cock swelling against my bottom.
"They swap back and forth. Caoimhe is submissive to them both, but Siobhan and Phil alternate depending on who's feeling what."
"You're okay about Phil fucking his sister?" I asked.
"Once Kristy has given her virginity to whomever she's holding it for, she and I will be intimate, Mom," Johnny explained. "It'd be hypocritical to judge Phil for doing what I want to do, wouldn't it?"
I lifted up so I could unzip my son. I fished his long, thick cock out of his pants and sat back down. I didn't put it in me. Instead, I had it along my slit, pressing against my clitoris.
Johnny unzipped my sundress, which was all that I had on, and pushed its straps off my shoulders. He cupped my lusciously big breasts and nuzzled my neck. "You're an insatiable slut, Mom," he stated.
I let that word affect me as Edgar had initially programmed it to, and I needed my son's rigid cock in me immediately. I shifted so I could grasp his cock, lifted up and sank onto it.
"Turn around, Mom," Johnny insisted.
I slid off his throbbing cock, turned, straddled his thighs and slid back down his turgid pole. Johnny stood up, lifting me with him, clasped my curvy butt and carried me into the lounge. Sitting on one of the sofa chairs, Johnny encouraged me to ride his glorious penis. I pulled my feet up and placed them on either side of his hips. Then I wrapped my hands around his neck and began lifting myself up and down his lengthy cock.
"Gawd, Mom," Johnny moaned. "You're the best fuck with the tightest pussy I've had. Cum for me, my darling little slut Mommie!"
That did it! My head rocked back, and I shrieked and howled my orgasm to the skies. Desperate to feel my son's cock explode inside me, I gripped it with my pussy muscles as tightly as possible as I slammed myself down onto his pole.
"Fuuuuuuccccck!" Johnny groaned as his cock hardened and lengthened inside me. One more pump of my hips, and Johnny erupted his man goo into my tightly gripping pussy.
As my perineum slammed against it, Johnny's penis squirted semen against my cervix, and I howled again as another climax splattered me against his lust.
Johnny carried me to the shower. He lovingly cleaned me before handing the loofa to me. "Siobhan, Gina and I spent a lot of time discussing you last night, Mom," Johnny said as I ran my hands over his leanly muscled torso.
"And?" I asked a little fearfully.
"Don't get me wrong," Johnny answered. "Dad's and your relationship is incredible. Even with your troubles, you are more loving than any of my friend's parents or any other marriage I know. But you need a firmer hand on your sexy ass than Dad provides. Dad is absent too often. He'll be home regularly for now, but when his new consultancy business takes off, and you know it will because Dad is that good, you'll be home alone again."
"Your father has promised to take me with him," I protested.
"And you'll abandon Kristy and me to travel with Dad?" Johnny asked. "Yes, we're old enough to look after ourselves, but can you leave us behind before we're married?"
Johnny had a point. Yes, Sean was my world, but my primary focus, the main reason for my existence, was my children. Until Johnny and Kristy had married and left my home to create their own, I'd want to be there for them. That meant, once again, I'd remain at home as my husband travelled the globe enacting business deals that would reap his company and our family millions.
I had no answer to the issues my son had raised, but Johnny quietly said, "My photography business won't take me out of the state, Mom, let alone out of the country. Gina has committed to serving me as wife, lover and mother to my children. There's plenty of room for another to serve me as Gina does. And Gina loves you, Mom. She'll serve you as you both serve me."
I began protesting, but Johnny shushed me, "Think about it, Mom," he advised. "I'll be close enough always to be your man, but you'll always be my Mom and Dad's wife. The best of all worlds, if you will."
Johnny helped me out of the shower and dried me off. Then he wrapped the towel around me, kissed my pouty lips, and said, "My interview with The Lion's management didn't go as well as I'd hoped, Mom. They've put me up for trade but aren't hopeful of a deal.
"I'll enter the draft, but I don't expect to be picked up. I'm bummed, as you can imagine, but what can I do? The Aspley Hornets want me to play for them, and I think I will, but unless I get picked up in the draft, my AFL career is over."
I turned and hugged my son, "That has to hurt, baby," I said. "I'm proud of you. Proud of how hard you fought. Proud of how you tried everything you could to give yourself a chance. I know your father is proud, too. If you need money to tide you over until your photography business takes off, you know your dad and I will provide it."
"Thanks, Mom," Johnny said. "Now, my insatiable little Mommie slut, you need to let me out of the shower. Dad has clients coming in about an hour, and he asked me to ask you to be there to greet them. He said, and I quote, 'Tell Mom I need her dressed to blow people's minds and cause instant erections'."
Of course, with Johnny using that phrase, I was hot and needed to climax again. However, Johnny only grinned at me and left my en suite. Muttering, "Bastard!" to myself, I checked my closet for something to match my husband's request.
I chose my orange Avery miniskirt set. Its top was basically a bra with lace panellings hanging across my stomach from the cup's bottoms. The top didn't meet the skirt and exposed my belly button as well as most of the inner mounds of my breasts. The skirt clung to my shapely ass and parted on my right thigh. A tiny silver ring held it together. It barely covered my pussy, so I needed to wear underwear. I chose a matching orange 'barely there' thong that covered my slit and clit and not much else.
Happy with my outfit, I sat in front of my vanity and did my makeup, careful to do it day-neutral rather than nightclub sexy as I'd do for an evening event. Finally, I took out my orange strap suede wedge-heeled sandals and put them on. I checked myself in the foyer mirror a final time before walking to the outside entrance to Sean's office.
Sean was on the phone when I entered his office. He turned when I opened the door, and his mouth fell open. I grinned because I knew that look. My husband immediately struggled to find room in his trousers for his rapidly swelling erection. To tease him, I did a slow pirouette until my sexy ass pointed in his direction, and then I casually bent over and touched my toes. My tight skirt popped over my curvy bottom and pooled around my waist, showing Sean my divine, wet entrance and my tiny pucker hole, both barely covered by a thin fabric cord.
Sean stuttered as he tried to pick up his conversation and had to turn away from me before he could continue. To tease him further, I casually walked back into his eye-line and bent over, showing him the vast expanses of my breasts to barely short of my puffily erect nipples. Sean gulped and turned away again.
Knowing that any more teasing would anger instead of pleasing him, I walked to my desk and opened my laptop. It was Saturday, so I knew the chances of a rare walk-in customer were tiny. The sign Sean had commissioned for our front yard did attract the occasional passer-by, but most of his business were previous clients from his job at Pepperstone Australia and word-of-mouth referrals from his existing clients. That meant the only client Sean should see today was the one he had me dress to impress.



Sean ended his conversation and demanded, "Gawd, Katie, you hot slut. Crawl over here on your knees and suck me off!"
I let that word work its usual magic on me and felt my arousal ignite between my long, shapely thighs. Smiling coquettishly, I slid to my knees and crawled the short distance to Sean's chair. Sean already had his thick cock out, so I cupped his big balls and gulped his throbbing manhood down in one quick swallow.
"I won't last, Katie," my husband moaned as I moved my head along his shaft and furiously licked. "Once the customer has left, I'll take care of you, okay?"
I nodded around his cock but kept licking and sucking. Suddenly, the bell over the entrance door rang.
"Shit!" Sean swore. "They're early!"
There was no way I could get off the floor and walk to the reception counter because it would become immediately apparent what I'd been doing. Thinking quickly, I crawled under Sean's desk and moved to the end of the leg space. Fortunately, to fit with appearances, Sean's desk was huge, the largest commercially made. I could slide out of sight of anyone who wasn't looking under the desk.
Sean stood and welcomed his prospective clients, Bryce and Eugenie Matson. I couldn't see, but their voices informed me they were a husband and wife duo. Sean greeted them and then, as he typically did, sat on his chair's edge as he animatedly discussed prospective investments for a couple in their late fifties who had an eye on early retirement. The wife mainly remained quiet but offered well-considered opinions when Sean discussed various stock options. I got the feeling she was the 'power behind the throne' and Bryce would do nothing without Eugenie's permission.
I was comfortable in my hidey-hole but bored. When my eyes adjusted to the dim light, I saw Sean's fly remained open. Deciding to tease him, I ran my hands up and down his legs. Sean didn't try to stop me, so I became more daring and stroked closer to his groin.
To my delight, Sean's cock hardened and poked out of his fly. I took it in my hand and lightly gripped it before working my hand up and down. I stared at the precum leaking from its big purple head and let the raging fire in my nether regions guide my actions. Stifling a guttural groan, I moved my head forward and took his glans into my mouth.
Above me, I could hear Sean struggling to keep it together. I giggled quietly and started working his cock as quickly as I could, trying to bring him to a swift climax. I knew I had him when he shifted his hips forward and gripped the back of my head. He forced all of his thickly erect cock into my mouth, and it twitched twice before Sean unloaded into my greedily sucking mouth.
Sean's conversation momentarily faltered as he orgasmed, but he kept it together until he'd outlined what he thought were Bryce and Eugenie's best options. Smiling, I carefully tucked Sean away and sat, waiting for his clients to leave. Bryce and Eugenie moved away briefly as they discussed whether to go with my husband's suggestions. Eugenie overrode the more conservative Bryce, and they walked back and signed the necessary papers to transfer control of their stock portfolio to Muggleton Consultancy. A portfolio worth north of twenty million dollars.
Speaking firmly for her husband's benefit, Eugenie said, "Mister Muggleton, during your time at Pepperstone, you almost doubled our net worth. I'm confident you'll achieve similar success now you're a sole proprietor. Show me your worth, and I'll encourage my friends to consider investing with you. You know what that will mean to your business!"
"Thank you for your trust, Eugenie," Sean said as he stood. "We've mapped out a safe path with enough invested in aggressive stocks that I believe doubling your worth in another five years is a likely outcome."
"I trust you until you fail me, Sean. You know that," Eugenie stated. Then she added, "Don't fail me, Sean, because that will be the end of your consultancy firm."
"I thank you again for your trust, Eugenie," my husband replied confidently. "I won't let you down. Bryce, good to see you again."
"Likewise, Sean," Bryce replied. "But before we go, I saw on our way up the stairs you have a pair of Audis parked in your garage. The station wagon, that's the Avant Rs6, isn't it?"
"Yes," Sean replied. "This year's model. I got it before the end of the financial year, which means it's a tax write-off for my firm."
"I'm looking at buying one for our eldest daughter to use as her kids-to-school car. Do you mind if I check yours out?" Bryce asked.
"I'd love to show you," Sean replied, walking toward the internal stairs.
"I'll wait here in the cool," Eugenie stated.
I heard the door open and close, but with Mrs Matson still in the room, I had no choice but to remain where I was.
I saw sleekly stockinged, toned calves appear at the foot well. Eugenie pushed the chair back, and more of her shapely legs appeared. Eugenie had her knees tightly together, but I could see her skirt's hem above her stay-up stocking tops. As I watched, Eugenie shifted her tight bottom to the seat's edge and spread her muscly thighs. I stifled a gasp as I saw Eugenie's tightly trimmed pussy appear between her parted thighs.
Mrs Matson pushed the rolling chair far enough back to give someone room to escape the well. "You may come out, Mrs Muggleton," her culturally rich voice informed me.
Shocked, I hesitated, unsure what to do.
"Oh, come out, Katie," Eugenie exasperatedly said. "Rick Olsen is, well, I'll call him a friend, but I'm sure you know he is much more than that." I hesitatingly crawled out of the well and began to stand. "Stay on your knees and crawl to me," Eugenie commanded. "Your little game with your husband has me hotter than a fully stoked furnace. Be a dear, and use your mouth to quench that fire."
I didn't feel I had a choice. But, even if I did, her firm, commanding voice bade me to obey her. With Edgar's training, I possibly could have thrown it off, but I found I didn't want to. I crawled eagerly across to Eugenie and dove between her powerful thighs. Eugenie guided my mouth onto her pussy's entrance, and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my neck as she pulled me tighter onto her drooling vagina.
"Stick your tongue in me and fuck me with it, Katie slut," she demanded.
I instantly obeyed and repeatedly stabbed my tongue into her vulva, sucking her juices as they flowed. Eugenie's hips undulated as she rode my lips. "If Sean's bisexual, Bryce will happily suck him off," Eugenie moaned as her climax crested.
I couldn't answer as Eugenie held me too tightly to her soaking pussy, so I continued tongue-fucking her. Eugenie rode me for a few more minutes before grabbing a handful of my long, luscious black hair and pulling me onto her clit.
"I love watching Bryce give blowjobs," Eugenie groaned as my tongue battered her clitoris. "He used to hate giving them, but he's my little bitch now and will suck cock as often as possible because he knows it makes me hot. And he knows when I'm hot, I'll let him fuck our daughter. Those two would fuck like bunnies if I let them, but it's much more fun to tie him to the bed, helpless, as Kimmy and I play. Not that she minds making love to her mother!"
I couldn't take it all in, so I concentrated on pleasing the pussy before me. I marvelled that only a few months before, I'd never considered touching a pussy other than my best friend, Kath's. Now, here I was, an accomplished muff diver! Eugenie groaned again, so I gently bit her clit, pulled back and swirled my tongue over it.
Eugenie clenched her teeth together and suppressed her orgasm scream. As she climaxed, she pushed me onto her entrance and squeezed my lips firmly against it. I swiftly discovered why, because Eugenie's pussy squirted juices into my mouth. I quickly swallowed and was almost drowned by another copious gush. I gulped and swallowed four more times as Eugenie 'came' into my willing mouth.
Eugenie shuddered several more times as post-orgasmic spasms rocked her, but she didn't squirt any more juice. When the last spasm had passed, Eugenie pulled me up and kissed my soaking lips. Running her tongue over my face, chin and neck, she cleaned her spilt eruptions before guiding me around so I sat on her lap. Forcing my thighs apart with her fist, Mrs Matson slid two fingers inside my needy pussy and thumbed my clit.
"Cum for me, little slut Katie," she demanded as she thrust into my vulva and thumbed my clit. I was almost there, and when Eugenie bent her head and viciously bit my nipple, I exploded on her delving fingers. I stuffed the fleshy part between my thumb and forefinger into my mouth to muffle my squeals.
I was still shaking when we heard footsteps on the internal steps from the garage. I dove back under the desk, hoping the room didn't reek too badly of sex. Eugenie whispered, "You, Sean, Bryce, and I need to meet and play together, Katie." Then she stood and adjusted her clothing before calmly walking around to the guest chairs and sitting.
"It'll be perfect for Andie," Bryce gushed as he entered the room. "Plenty of room for her two kids and a good-sized boot for the prams and bassinets. They'll be ecstatic if we get Kimmy something similar to Katie's A3. Speaking of Katie. Where is she, Sean? I thought she was your secretary come assistant?"
"I'm sure she's around here somewhere," Sean grinned as he retook his seat. "She's probably working on her degree and forgot I wanted her here today."
I could hear the amusement in Eugenie's voice when she said, "Don't be too harsh on her for missing our meeting, Sean. After all, she was instrumental in us deciding to move some of our holdings across to you."
Obviously confused, Sean replied, "I'll be sure to tell her when I see her. Bryce and Eugenie, is there anything else I can help you with? I'm only starting to come to grips with the various life insurance plans, but I'm sure I can help you if you require more assistance."
"We'll keep that in mind as we watch our investments, Sean," Eugenie firmly said. "We'll talk again in six months. Sooner if our shares tank."
She stood, and she and her husband walked out. Sean escorted them to the door, where they shook hands and said goodbye.
Sean locked the door after them and called, "Katie. It's safe to come out!" I crawled out, and he looked at my face suspiciously. "Care to tell me the meaning of Eugenie's 'instrumental' comment?"
I snuggled into his chest and giggled. "Eugenie somehow figured I was under the table blowing you. She didn't want to go to the garage with you because she was hot and wanted me to eat her out."
"You and Eugenie had sex when Bryce and I were in the garage?" Sean gasped.
"Yes," I replied, taking my panties off, leaning against his desk with my arms supporting me and spreading my shapely thighs. "Did Bryce offer you a blowjob? Oh, and Eugenie strongly suggested that the four of us should play together."
I stretched my legs out, wrapped them around my husband's hips, and dragged him closer. When he was close enough, I undid his fly and pulled his pants down, releasing his swiftly inflating cock. I took it in my hand and guided it onto my entrance.
"Fuck your slut, Sean, "I demanded. "Fuck your slut and imagine her tonguing your big balls as you doggy-fuck Mrs Matson."
"Gawd, Katie!" Sean groaned as he slid into my ragingly hot pussy. "Did you really eat Eugenie's pussy?"
"I did," I confirmed. "I'll suck Bryce's cock if you want me to, too."
"I want to watch," Sean moaned as he pumped into me. "I loved watching Rick and Mike fuck you. It made me so hot to see my wife, the hottest, prettiest slut on the planet, taking other men's cocks inside her because I let her do it."
"I'm your slut, Sean," I avowed. "Please, baby, fill your slut with your thick man goo."
Sean short-hunched several times as he neared his peak. When he hit it, he pulled all but his big, purple glans out before slamming back into me. His cock bounced off my cervix and erupted semen onto it. When I felt the exquisite pain of my cervix being battered, combined with the sweet delight of semen spraying onto it, I turned my head, bit Sean's neck, and howled as an epic orgasm rattled my bones.
When I came down from my orgasmic high, I pushed Sean back until he collapsed onto his chair. Kneeling, I took his cock in my mouth and lovingly cleaned it as I tried to reignite his erection. After around five minutes of careful cleaning and stimulation, Sean's thick cock stiffened in my mouth.
I cupped his meaty balls and looked submissively up through my eyelashes at him. Letting his cock out of my mouth, I said, "You liked watching Mike and Rick fuck me?" Sean nodded as I stroked his shaft. "Seems like a massive change from before," I stated.
"I've been seeing another counsellor from the clinic to help me get over myself, Katie," Sean confessed. "We discussed this a lot. It turns out that most of my anger at you was because I was turned on by imagining being one of the four doing those things to you, and I was disgusted at myself. I blamed you for my disgust, but I wasn't disgusted by them forcing you to do those things. I was disgusted by being turned on when I thought of being there and doing and seeing those things."
I'd worked Sean's cock back into my mouth as he spoke, so I lifted off him before saying, "You're forgiven, baby. Can you explain more?"
"When I told the counsellor about my arousal at thinking about being there and helping rape you," Sean continued. "He explained about voyeurism and said it was a reasonably common peccadillo for men."
Sean hesitated again, so I released him and quietly said, "I'm okay about it, honey. Hearing you talking about wanting to watch me with others is turning me on. Shortly, I'll demand you fuck me again because I'm that hot!"
Sean grinned as I sucked him into my mouth. "We explored the aspects of voyeurism, and he mentioned cuckoldry. When he described that, I knew it wasn't me. I do not want you to take male lovers and rub my nose in it. But if I know about it and agree to it, especially if I can be there and participate and/or watch, I know I'll love it!"
"Interesting," I said after I'd slipped off his cock. "But I can take female lovers and 'rub your nose in it'?"
"Seeing you and Kath together was the hottest thing ever, Katie!" Sean declared. "Watching your threesome with Siobhan and Kath was right up there, too. You can do that anytime you want, especially if I can watch!"
I giggled and said, "I should have known that, given how hot me bringing your special present to our bed those times made you!"
"You have to let me see who it is next time, Katie. Please, you have to!" Sean pleaded.
"I will," I promised. "But you might be shocked by who it is, so fair warning!"
"OMG, Katie!" Sean exclaimed. "It's one of Kristy's friends, isn't it?"
'Almost,' I thought but didn't say. Instead, I sucked harder and swirled my tongue as I gently squeezed my husband's big balls.
"I'm cumming, Katie," Sean warned, overcome by visions of who his secret lover might be.
Smiling, I eagerly swallowed Sean's latest offering. When I released him, Sean encouraged me to sit on his desk. Then he knelt and used his tongue to bring me off three times before he said he needed to do his weekly reports.
Knowing he was back in 'stock market genius' mode, I adjusted my clothing, put my panties on, sat at my desk and completed the unit I was working on. I submitted it, knowing I'd get top high distinctions for it if not honours, and began working on the next unit.
The rest of Saturday and Sunday passed uneventfully. Sean and I made sweet, sexy love Saturday night and Sunday morning, but not much else happened. I dressed in business casual on Monday and sat at the reception desk, working through my second unit. According to the unit's synopsis, I had three weeks to complete this unit, but by midday, I'd finished and submitted it.
Not long after submitting my current unit, my mobile phone rang. I answered it and spoke to the person on the other end. It was my course coordinator. She informed me she'd sent through a recommendation for an accelerated degree because she thought I was wasting my time doing a Bachelor's degree. However, I couldn't complete my Masters until I'd received my undergraduate degree. Nancy, my coordinator, stated she thought I could compress my three-year Bachelor's course into eighteen months and start working on my Masters once I completed two-thirds of my Bachelor's.
On Tuesdays, Kristy had a half day at Uni. I manned the desk and answered the phones until after midday, when Kristy took over. Entering my kitchen, I made Sean a roast beef, cheese and mustard sandwich and coffee, then took them across to him. I wasn't sure if my daughter had eaten, so I added a banana smoothie to the tray. Sean and Kristy smiled appreciatively when I put their meals before them.
I planned to spend the afternoon cleaning, but Kath called and asked if I'd drop over. I drove to her place. When I got inside, Kath handed me a coffee, then placed her head on my shoulder. "Phil and Caoimhe are fucking, Katie," she told me.
Keeping my voice neutral, I said, "How do you know, babe?"
"Siobhan and Rick wanted to use Siobhan and Phil's suspension frame to suspend me. Siobhan thought Phil had a photography session, so their Bdsm dungeon would be available. When we walked in, Caoimhe was suspended upside down. Phil's cock was in her mouth as he licked her pussy."
"That's pretty definitive," I giggled. "Did your kids see you?"
"You're laughing about my kids indulging in incestuous acts, Katie?" Kath asked, aghast. "But, no, they didn't. Siobhan quickly shut the door before they could see me, and Rick took me to his place to play.
I hugged my friend. "Kath, you and I have discussed how hot our sons are. Tell me the first emotion you felt wasn't jealousy that Phil was licking Caoimhe and not you!"
Kath nuzzled against my neck, and I felt embarrassment flush her face. "Okay," she said. "I admit that. But that makes it doubly wrong!"
"How old are your kids, Kath?" I asked.
"You know damned well how old my kids are, Katie," Kath growled. "Given we were pregnant at the same time both times. Phil is four days older than Johnny, and Kristy is a week older than Caoimhe."
"But you're saying they're not old enough to choose who to make love to?"
"It's incest, Katie," Kath insisted.
"And if Phil wanted to make love to you, Kath?" I questioned. "Could you resist?"
"You know I couldn't, Katie," Kath admitted. "We spoke about this."
I took a deep breath and chose. Kath was my best and longest-time friend. She was hurting, and I needed to help her. Slowly releasing my breath, I said, "I let Johnny make love to me the night after my first session with Edgar. I could lie to you and say it was 'the slut imperative' making me act, but it wasn't. Kath, I'd been flirting with Johnny for months, hoping he'd take the hint and bed me."
I drew another breath before quietly saying, "Plus, I seduced Kristy. She's terrified of getting pregnant and hasn't done much with anybody. She wanted to experiment with me, and I let her."
I waited for Kath to explode, denounce me and kick me out of her home, and when she didn't, I added the final pieces. "Mom and Dad were sexually active with my sisters and me. Dad took Yvette's and Mary's virginities on their eighteenth birthdays as Mom watched and helped. As you know, Dad was away on my eighteenth, which is why Sean got mine. One last confession before you tell me how much I disgust you —Johnny and Kristy aren't fucking because Kristy wants her father to be her first, but they do everything else but."
I held back tears as I waited for Kath to react. Kath pressed her firm body against me and kissed my cheek as my tears began falling. "You think, after all we've been through, I'd judge you, Katie?" She said. "No, my first and greatest love, I don't judge you. Instead, I feel proud and awed that you trust me enough to share those things with me, and I now understand why you weren't shocked when I confessed to desiring my son and about seeing my son and daughter having sex.



"Your family of origin, Katie, is so awesome. Your mum and dad showed more care, interest and love towards their children than any other family I know, including Mike's and mine. Yes, your dad was strict, but he was fair."
Then she grinned and added, "I'll never forget that day he let us girls dress him in some of your mother's old clothes and sat on the floor with us, sharing our 'tea party'."
I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed tightly, sobbing onto her shoulder.
"So, your advice to me is to do nothing about my kid's incestuous relationship?"
"Yes, Kath, that's right," I replied. "Then you need to ask yourself some serious questions. Are you willing to make love with Phil, and what will Mike think of it all when he finds out?"
"Mike and his aunty were lovers," Kath said quietly. "You remember when we were sixteen, and Mike's mom was sick? They thought she had cancer but had Crohn's disease instead?"
"I remember."
"Well, Mike had just turned eighteen and Denise took him to bed during that time. So, yeah, I think Mike will be okay with it." Then Kath suddenly grinned and added, "Besides, he's my bitch now. So if he says he doesn't like it, I'll tell him he does!"
I laughed before I carefully groped Kath's bottom and pursed my lips. As I'd hoped, Kath turned her head and moved it forward. Our lips touched, and we melted into a soft, sensual, loving kiss.
"I want to taste you," I huskily whispered.
"Can you act like my owner and carry me to bed?" Kath asked.
In answer, I picked her up and carried her to her room. Getting there, I lay her on the bed and slowly peeled her dress off, exposing that Kath was naked underneath it.
"I think my horny girlfriend was hoping her best friend would fuck her today," I teased.
"You know me so well, Katie," Kath admitted. "I'm yours, Miss Katie," Kath informed me. "I always have been. Make me yours by making me submit to you and cum."
We made love until we were both satiated and lay cuddling together. Kath absently played with my luscious breasts before sighing and saying, "I wish I had something like these instead of the twin pimples I have."
I pushed her on her back and nipped her right nipple. She yelped before moaning and pleading, "Do that again."
I lightly bit her left nipple before saying, "Talk first, play later."
"Okay," Kath reluctantly said.
I pulled her close and caressed her back, "What's up, babe?" I asked.
"My traditional conservative nature fighting with my sudden sexual awakening. Jaysus, Kath!" She said. "Can you imagine the scandal if my proclivities get out? Sex with multiple partners, Bdsm play activities, my husband having homosexual sex, me having lesbian sex with a professional dominatrix, and now I'm considering adding incest to the mix. If it gets out, my career is over, and that terrifies me."
I thought about it and replied, "As long as you're discreet and don't attend sex shows like the ones at The Chateaux or start going to swinger clubs, I can't see how anyone can find out. The only way would be if Siobhan or Rick invited someone to play with you and Mike, who would welch on you that you could get in trouble, and I doubt either of them would do that because, for Siobhan, it would be the end of her career."
Kath's caresses became urgent, and we made love again. After we relaxed onto the mattress, Kath rolled and lay partially over me. Her position was similar to how I like to lie with Sean. She tucked her head under my chin and rested her arm and leg across my body. The only real change was that Kath was playing with my breasts instead of me playing with Sean's penis.
"Do you think I should confront Phil and Caoimhe?" Kath asked.
I shook my head. "You need to discuss it with Mike first, and then I'd bring it up with Siobhan the next time you play. Siobhan can decide if she wants to integrate the separate sides of your family she's playing with."
"You think I should make love to Phil?"
I reached down and pinched her bottom, "I think, my horny little slut, that you answered your own question when your pussy pulsed on my thigh," I teased. "You want to. The thought of having his big cock thrusting into your cunt has you wetter than a flooded hallway!"
"And how do you know how big my son's cock is?"
I thought I'd already shocked her too much today, so I carefully avoided her question by reminding her that I'd modelled for him and the other guys, and he'd gotten excited, so I saw his trousers bulge.
"Would you fuck my son if he was willing?" Kath asked.
"In a flash, assuming Sean could never find out," I admitted.
"I'd fuck yours, too," Kath admitted. "And I can do that by telling Mike I'm going to and allowing him to watch."
"You're assuming your ancient charms would work on my son," I kidded.
"Nineteen months, Katie," Kath protested.
"Yeah," I grinned. "But older, right?"
"Bitch!" Kath exclaimed as she worked a finger into my dripping pussy and thumbed my clit. "Sixty-nine?" She suggested.
We pleasured each other again before taking up our conversation again.
"What do you think I should do, Katie?" Kath asked after we'd made love.
"You already know, my love," I replied. "What do you think you should do?"
"Be open and honest with my kids and let them decide when or if they want to tell me."
"And?" I asked.
"Decide if I want to bed Phil."
"You've already decided you do, Kath," I firmly pointed out. "If he's making love with his sister, he's not averse to incest, but is the attraction mutual, do you think? Or is it one-way, you to him?"
"Phil always presses firmly against me when we hug, Katie," Kath answered. "I've felt his cock twitch if we hold the embrace too long."
"Then flirt with him and see if he'll take the next step," I encouraged.
"What about Caoimhe?"
"What about her?" I carefully asked.
"I thought she was a lesbian, Katie. In the past, she's admitted to having the hots for you."
"Teenage crush," I said dismissively.
Kath giggled and said, "She's still a teenager and still has the same crush!"
"Maybe I should let her seduce me," I teased. "That way, I can say I've had sex with three out of the four of you!"
"Phil would fuck you in a New York minute, too," Kath pointed out.
"Maybe I should leave Sean at home and come to yours for an all-night Loughlin family orgy!" I joked.
"I'm in!" Kath said mirthfully.
"Okay, but round one is where I fuck Caoimhe as you fuck your son," I stated straight-facedly.
"You!" Kath gasped before laughing and slapping my curvy butt. Then she put her foot in it because she didn't know her daughter and I were already intimate. "I'll tell you what, Katie. I'll invite Phil and Caoimhe to have lunch with you and me early next week, and then I'll seduce Phil if you seduce Caoimhe!"
"Careful what you wish for!" I tittered before pinching Kath's nipple.
We slid into another sixty-nine before we showered, and I went home to make dinner for my family. When I got there, I discovered that Sean had gone into town for a late appointment. It was a dinner meeting, and he didn't expect to be home before ten o'clock. I enjoyed eating dinner with my kids and asked Kristy to meet me in my bedroom after Johnny had gone to his room.
Johnny shortened that time by announcing he was going to Gina's and wouldn't see us until Friday evening. Instead of in my room, I chatted to Kristy as we sat on the couch.
"Saturday night, baby girl," I told her. "Your period is due on Monday, correct?"
"Yes, Mom," she replied.
"Reducing to negligible the chances of getting pregnant. However, you know what they call couples who use the 'rhythm method', right?" She shook her head. "Parents!" I stated.
"You mean you'll help me seduce Dad on Saturday night?" Kristy gasped, her face turning bright red.
"Yes," I replied. "Your grandfather reminded me I'd been lax on insisting your father do his familial duties. We'll use the same ruse we've used several times before—pretend I have a friend who fancies him but is shy. This time, though, you and I will make noisy love on the bed beside him. Then, when his dick is about to explode, you'll position yourself over him and lower yourself onto his cock. Once he's inside you, I'll remove his blindfold and let him see who he's fucking. At that stage, I think he'll be beyond caring!"
"What about me getting pregnant to him, as you did? I know I'm on the pill, and the timing's right to ensure I don't. But, even so, Mom, I'm scared!"
I grinned and dropped the bombshell I'd been holding ever since Kristy first confessed her desire for her father to be her first. "Your father had a vasectomy after your first birthday, honey. We decided we didn't want any more kids, and doing that meant I didn't have to worry about some strange woman turning up accusing your father of having sired her kid.
Kristy gaped at me before she shook herself, "No wonder you told Amanda 'good luck' getting pregnant! I wonder if she ever knew she couldn't trap Dad that way?" Kristy thought things through before asking, "Mom, why are you on the pill still, and why are you wearing an IUD?"
I blushed before admitting, "I knew I'd eventually find someone I was attracted enough to to have sex with, honey. If I got pregnant, it'd be blatantly obvious it wasn't your father's! Even if I tried to insist it was his, he'd have his ejaculate tested, immediately revealing my lie."
Kristy giggled and said, "So you knew you were a slut well before Edgar Fontaine proved it?"
"I knew I was a slut well before I had my first period!" I stated emphatically. "But your grandfather would have killed me if I'd been intimate with anyone before turning eighteen."
Kristy, overcome with emotion, threw herself into my arms and cried. "When you and Dad began having troubles, I thought it would never happen," she sobbed. "I'd decided I'd need to get Poppy or Johnny to do it. There's no way I'll let someone else be my first."
"I've never had penetrative sex with your grandfather," I pointed out.
"Something he and Granny regret, Mom," Kristy told me. "They did what they thought was best for you, but they didn't realise how badly they hurt you doing it. Talk to them, Mom. Ask if they'll arrange a special night for you to experience love with your father."
"That's a great idea!" I told Kristy. "Next time I'm home, I'll ask them."
Kristy and I made love on the couch, regretfully separating when we saw Sean's car lights on the windows. When her father came inside, Kristy turned on her full flirtatious charm. I was amused to see Sean's erection tenting his pants only a few moments later. Of course, until Saturday, I had a role to play, so I growled at her to stop acting immodestly and leave her poor father alone. Then I stared at Sean's throbbing cock, raised an eyebrow and met his eyes.
Sean blushed guiltily and made an exit, saying he needed to use the bathroom. When his back was turned, I giggled behind my hand and absently played with my breasts as I imagined what would happen Saturday night.
Sean returned once his erection had subsided, and I chose not to make an issue of it. We sat close together on our sofa and shared a glass of wine as we chatted. I was so happy with how we'd reconnected that I began shedding tears. Sean was concerned at first because he thought I was upset with him. When I assured him they were happy tears, he picked me up and carried me to bed, where he made slow, passionate love to me until the early morning.
Wednesday passed without incident, except that Kristy found it increasingly more difficult to remain appropriate around her father. She took advantage of the revealing skirts and dresses we'd bought together and tantalised Sean with glimpses of her breasts and waxed pussy at every opportunity.
My husband walked around with a constant hard-on because whenever Kristy wasn't around, I took over teasing him. The advantage I had over my daughter was that I could erotically touch Sean, which I did every chance I got. I also suggestively licked ice cream off a spoon and theatrically swallowed it. I'd regularly take his hand and touch it to my wet pussy, but other than at night, I wouldn't let him consummate his lust. By Saturday night, I wanted him so hot he'd fuck his daughter without question.
On Thursday, we had our weekly session with the marriage guidance counsellor. We discussed how the dam wall between us had broken and that we were intimate again. Sean stated he accepted that I'd been raped and wasn't a willing participant. He stumbled over what to call his acceptance of what had happened, and we all agreed that 'forgiven', in context, was suitable.
I explained that although our sessions had revealed I did harbour some resentments for Sean's constant infidelities, I genuinely had forgiven him for those. I pointed out that Sean had asked me to forgive him for his grievous error with Amanda and that I had willingly done so.
The therapist agreed we were on the right track, and we decided to wait a month before we saw him again. If things were still humming along at that point, Burt would say our marriage was strong again, and we'd only see him if something blew up.
On Friday, Sean said he needed to complete several proposals for some potential clients, so he'd be busy all day. He suggested I take the day off because any phone calls would be a welcome distraction from his work. I got up early and began my housework, which I completed by eleven. I walked over to check on Sean, and he asked if he could have an early lunch because he had meetings from midday through to five o'clock.
I made him a steak sandwich with all the trimmings, along with some strong coffee and carried it to him. I sat and drank my kiwifruit and pineapple smoothie with him as he ate. I took the plates back inside in time to hear the home phone ring. Picking it up, I greeted Phil after he'd identified himself.
"I tried your mobile several times this morning, Katie," he said. "But they went to voice mail every time."
I forgot to charge it last night," I explained. "It went flat, and I left it in the bedroom to recharge."
"Freddy, Johnny, and I have a plan for a sexy photo shoot this afternoon, Katie. Would you model for us, please? Mom will be the other model if you're willing."
"Kath's willing to do a 'sexy' photo shoot?" I asked doubtfully.
"She is," Phil assured me. I could hear his grin in his following words, "At least Siobhan and Rick say she is!"
"You know about Siobhan and your mother, then?"
"Yes," Phil confirmed. "I saw them the day they walked in on Caoimhe and me, but for Mom's sake, I pretended I hadn't. I asked Siobhan later that day, and she confirmed she'd become one of Mom's two dominants."
"How do you feel about that?" I asked guardedly.
"Happy Mom and Dad have sorted their relationship out and are back to loving each other as much as they ever have. Of course, Dad being submissive is quite surprising."
I didn't know what to say, but I had a thousand questions zinging through my mind. I wanted to ask if Phil knew about his father and Rick, but I couldn't because I'd have given the secret away if he didn't.
Phil must have intuited my unasked question because he said, "I'm okay with Rick and Dad, Katie. I'm in no position to judge, and if Mom's okay with it, why shouldn't I be?"
I was still at a loss for words but found myself agreeing to come to the studio. I took no notice at the time, but Sean backed out of our garage only a few seconds after I'd hung up. I quickly showered and did my makeup before putting on my one-shoulder, high-waisted rainbow dress. The bodice clung to my gorgeously lush breasts instead of revealing them but had a hipbone high side part that flashed my shapely legs when I walked or sat. I wore my tan suspenders and silk stockings but didn't bother with underwear. I chose my black 7-inch pumps to wear with my outfit.
Arriving at the studio, I opened the door and entered the reception area.
"In the studio, Katie," Phil called.
Opening that door, I found the room was blacked out. Before my brain could register that information, hands grabbed my wrists and hauled me into the room. I opened my mouth to scream as visions of Frank's dungeon poured into me, but soft lips found mine, and Siobhan whispered, "Relax, Katie. We're doing this to overlay your bad memories of what Frank did with pleasant ones of what we'll do. However, if it's too much for you, yell 'red' at any time, and I promise we'll release you, okay?"
Scared, I nodded my assent before realising Siobhan couldn't see me. Taking a deep breath, I said, "Okay."
Siobhan turned a light on, and I saw she wore one of those headlamp thingies that are so popular now. Using only that light and being very careful not to let me see much of what was happening, Siobhan helped me out of my dress and guided me across a raised platform. She helped me lie on it, locked my hands above my head, and then my feet were spread wide and tied. I knew another body was tied close to me but didn't know more.
"Ready to see what's happening, Katie," Siobhan needlessly asked.
A blazing spotlight appeared over me, illuminating only the platform. I lifted my head and saw my best friend, Kath, similarly tied to me.
"Hi, Katie," she tittered. "Nice to see you again!"
"What on earth?" I mouthed as I peered around, trying to see what else was happening.
"Don't worry, Katie, my love," Kath soothed. "Everybody here loves you, and we're here to make you feel good. So, just relax and enjoy the attention."
'Easy for you to say,' I thought but remained silent. 'You weren't the one tied up and raped.'
A spotlight hit Siobhan, and she stepped closer to the raised platform Kath and I were tied to. "Welcome to Slut Roulette," she intoned into her headpiece's microphone. "Tonight's players are Katie Muggleton and Kath Loughlin. Welcome them, everybody." It sounded like at least ten hands clapped loudly. "Participants, stand in your allotted slots."
Siobhan set the platform Kath and I were on, spinning. I could only see the 'participants' from their groins down, but every 'slot' had someone naked. To my surprise, there seemed to be at least as many women as men.
"By mutual agreement, Sean, you have the first spin. Mike, you're next. Sean, set the wheel spinning. Phil, turn on the lights, and I'll explain the rules to Katie."
I had time to think, 'Sean, Mike, Phil?' before the lights turned on. As I slowly spun past my husband, he grinned and said, "This is for you, my slut. Enjoy yourself because I will!"
Sean gave the wheel extra impetus, and I tipped my head back to see who else was there. I saw Mike after Sean, followed by Freddy, Phil, Gina, Caoimhe, Jennifer, and Charmaine. Then came Rick, Juana, and Siobhan. The wheel moved one more place, and I gasped. The last one in the circle was my son, Johnny.
As the wheel rotated again, Siobhan explained, "When the wheel stops, Kath and your heads will face one participant whilst your feet face another. The participant at your head gets to use your face and mouth however they see fit. The one your feet faces gets your pussy or, if you're willing, your ass. You have two minutes to make the cock or pussy in or on your holes cum. When the two minutes are up, the participants climb down, the next in the circle spins the wheel, and the clock resets."
I knew I should have been disgusted and demanded they release me, but the thought of servicing all these cocks and pussies ignited my inner slut, and my arousal blazed. I couldn't wait until the wheel stopped to see who'd have me first.
It clicked a final time, and I lifted my head to see Freddy at my feet and Rick at my head. Freddy knelt on the platform and dove onto my pussy. He used his thumbs to part my labia and slid his tongue along my slit onto my clit. He repeated that long, licking action several more times before he sucked my clit into his mouth. I wanted to cum as often as possible, so I recalled my husband saying, 'My slut', and let my passion run wild.



Unfortunately, Rick interrupted my climb to a climax by tilting my head back and thrusting his widely girthed cock into my mouth. I knew if I made him cum, he'd be embarrassed and ashamed, so I tried to give him the best blowjob ever. My oral skills allowed me to do that, so I relaxed my throat and let him push all the way home until his meaty balls rested on my chin.
Holding my head firmly, Rick began vigorously fucking my mouth. As he sunk in, I sucked as hard as I could, then I relaxed my suck and swirled my tongue over and around his glans as he pulled out. I could hear Rick grunting as he neared climax, but unfortunately for me, his Dom training took over, and he clamped down on his orgasm before he climaxed into my sucking, swirling mouth.
Before I knew it, Siobhan announced that time was up and instructed Mike to spin the 'wheel'. I closed my eyes as the platform turned because keeping them open made me feel a little queasy. I waited for the wheel to stop before seeing who I had next. Charmaine was at my head whilst Mike had my feet. Mike immediately climbed onto the platform and slid his long, slender cock into me. I moaned as he slid in, but my moan was almost immediately stifled by Charmaine lowering her sweet, young pussy onto my mouth.
Beside me, Kath had my husband fucking her face as Jennifer ate her pussy.
Well before the allotted time was up, Mike popped over the edge and came in my tight pussy, and I received my first cum load that night. Unfortunately, I didn't quite get there. Nor did Charmaine, despite my best efforts. When Siobhan called time, Kath and I still hadn't climaxed. The subsequent spin, initiated by Freddy, spun us around again. Kath stopped before her daughter, and she looked wide-eyed as Caoimhe climbed onto the table and slowly lowered her pussy onto her face.
Johnny was at Kath's feet, and he chuckled before saying, "I've wanted to do this for years, Mrs Loughlin," he slid between my best friend's toned thighs and into her pussy. "You feel so good, Kath," he groaned, gently stroking into her.
It proved too much for Kath, and she screamed into her daughter's cunt as she orgasmed on my son's cock.
Johnny smiled when he heard her scream and asked, "Kath came first, so I can fuck her until I cum, is that right?"
"That's correct," Siobhan confirmed.
Johnny grabbed Kath's nipples and punched into her slippery pussy as hard as possible. Kath moaned again as my son's long and thick cock pounded into her. A few seconds later, Johnny pulled out and spat cum over Kath's small breasts.
Simultaneously with Kath playing with her daughter and my son, I had my husband's cock in my mouth as Jennifer licked my clitoris and fingered my sopping pussy. I thought it would be amusing to see what my husband would do if he came quickly, so I slashed and lashed his thick cock with my tongue as I tried to make him cum.
Sean knew what I was doing, and, of course, he had a 'secret weapon'. When he started climaxing into my sucking orifice, Sean grabbed my puffy, proudly erect nipples and squeezed before saying, "Cum for me, my little Katie slut!"
With a loud squeal, I climaxed, gushing my sweet fluids into Jennifer's sucking mouth as Sean ejaculated down my throat.
"Katie takes the lead with her second load," Siobhan announced and waited for Gina to spin the wheel.
I had the same partners, except reversed. Sean was now at my feet with Jennifer at my head. Kath had Charmaine at her feet and Freddy at her head. Freddy was at least as eager with Kath as with me and quickly shoved his averagely-sized penis into her mouth. Charmaine delightedly hummed as she savoured my friend's sweet pussy, revelling in the combined secretions of my son and Kath.
Sean chuckled as he climbed on the rotating platform and slid his thick cock into me. "We meet again, my darling slut Katie," he said.
Jennifer lowered her pussy onto my lips before I could answer. Feeling incredibly slutty, I did my best to bring her off, lashing and nipping her sweet little sex nub as swiftly as possible. Before time was up, Jennifer rewarded my efforts by orgasming on my tongue and soaking my lips and chin with her juices.
Sean held my aching nipples between his thumbs and fingers, brutally twisting them as he rammed into my soaking pussy. When he saw Jennifer's secretions leaking down my chin, he lost it and unloaded into me. His thick seed squirting against my cervix sent me over the edge, and I squealed into Jennifer's sopping pussy as I came.
"Free for all," Siobhan announced. "Anyone and everyone may cum in either of these two sluts as often as they can. Boys and girls, you disappoint me. Kath and Katie have only cum once. Tonight is about their pleasure more than yours, so make these sluts orgasm, or I'll ask you to step away from the wheel."
I wasn't sure if what Siobhan offered was a good or bad thing, but I loved the idea of multiple people cumming in or on me, so I was prepared to accept it. Gina spun the wheel, and I faced her with my feet toward Siobhan. I peered down as I felt Siobhan climbing onto the platform. I shivered with anticipation when I saw she wore the same strap-on she fucked me with during my night at The Chateaux.
I felt the enormous head of her 'cock' against my entrance and relaxed as she slowly forced it inside me. I felt a 'pop' as the dildo passed through my pussy's sphincter and glided inside me.
"You're doing great," Gina whispered, stroking my face and kissing my lips. She continued kissing me as she tweaked and pulled on my nipples.
Siobhan had as much of her 'cock' inside me as I could take. Its head pressed firmly against my cervix as she rotated her hips, causing her 'cock's head' to twist against it. I screamed into Gina's mouth as a rapturous climactic event blasted me apart.
Meanwhile, Kath had stopped with her gaping pussy facing her son. Juana had her hands behind Kath's head, supporting it so Kath could watch. "I'm going to fuck you, Mom," Phil informed her as he moved between her muscular thighs. "I've wanted to for years, and tonight, my fantasies come true.
"I'll fuck you and fill your cunt with my seed. Then your daughter, despite the rules, will eat my semen out of your pussy. Finally, Caoimhe will take your place and let Dad fuck her. We love you, Mom. It's time all of us became lovers. Dad's on board and wants to fuck your daughter. What do you say?"
"Do it!" Kath demanded. "I want you to, and have fantasised about it, too. Fuck me and fill me with your seed. Caoimhe, I want to lick you as you suck your brother's spend from my pussy."
Kath and Phil coupled joyfully together. Mike, with a massive smile on his face, moved to sit on one of the chairs, his cock throbbing and leaking precum. Caoimhe moved to kneel between her father's knees. She looked pleadingly up at him, and Mike smiled encouragement as he leant back and offered his cock to his daughter's willing mouth. Caoimhe smiled before amazingly swallowing her father's entire cock in one slow, steady motion.
Gina let me turn my head so I could watch Phil fuck his mother, my best friend. I moaned along with Kath as Phil slid inside her. Phil balanced himself on his elbows as he gently pumped into his mother. He lowered his face close to Kath's and whispered, "I love you, Mom. Cum for me, please."
Kath's knees tried to lift to wrap around her son, but the binds held her still. Rick chuckled and undid the padlocks holding Kath in place. She groaned as she crossed her shins behind Phil's back. "Cum in me, and I'll cum for you, baby," Kath moaned before she lifted her head, offering her lush lips for her son to kiss.
Phil grinned and said, "I love you, Mom," again before his eyes closed. He locked lips with his mother and, with a low, guttural growl, erupted his hot jism into Kath's tightly gripping pussy.
Caoimhe immediately shifted onto the wheel, lowering her young, drippingly wet pussy onto her mother's mouth. She lowered herself onto her hands and eagerly waited for her brother to pull out of her mother's cunt. When he did, she gulped him down and quickly cleaned his and their mother's combined secretions off his cock. When she was satisfied Phil was clean, she sighed happily and began tonguing her brother's seed from her mother's drooling pussy.
"Take her, Dad," Phil commanded.
Mike smiled as he swiftly climbed onto the platform and knelt behind his daughter. "Let me put you in her," Kath offered. Siobhan swiftly released Kath's hands, and Kath grasped her husband's long, thin pole and guided it into her daughter's willing pussy. Kath avidly watched as her husband fucked her daughter before her head tipped back, and she moaned, "Phil, I need to taste you!"
Unfortunately, to make it happen, Kath had to move her pussy from her daughter's slurping mouth so that Phil had room, but opening her mouth and taking her son's rampantly erect cock in her mouth caused her pussy to spasm, and she gently shook as a petite orgasm washed over her.
I watched my best friend's family coming together to love each other physically with a lump in my throat. I was so happy that I'd virtually forgotten my own pleasure and even everyone else in the room. My attention was jerked back into the present when Johnny shifted from his position, pushed Siobhan aside and announced, "Dad, I'm about to fuck Mom." He positioned his big cock at my entrance. "You need to do your duty and show my sister how to be a woman," he continued. "I swear I'll do it for you if you don't!" Johnny pushed forward and slid into my hot and soakingly wet pussy. "I'm in your wife, Dad," Johnny gloated. "I'm fucking my mother, and I will cum inside her. What do you think about that?"
"I think you need to stop gloating and fill my slut with your immature seed," Sean growled. "A real man doesn't need to boast about his conquests, so remember, no matter how often you fuck your mother, she will always be mine. Fill her with your cum, then watch her return to me and never be yours."
Johnny erupted into me, and I screamed as an enormous climax shattered my body until it felt like I was tiny motes floating in the ether.
Johnny pulled out of me, and I begged, "Release me, please."
Siobhan quickly undid the chains holding me, and I rolled onto all fours and crawled across to my husband. Lying on my stomach, I swallowed his wide cock and swiftly worked him until he exploded into my mouth. I devoured every drop before looking shyly up at him, hoping he still respected me.
Sean leant forward and kissed my pouting lips, "I love you, Katie. I understand what your dad tried to tell me now. Our family needs to talk, but it can wait until Sunday. But I know what we all need, and I'll make it happen! Meanwhile, let's enjoy an all-in orgy with our friends.
I nodded my assent, and he gestured towards Rick, offering me to him. Sean took Siobhan, and Siobhan groaned appreciatively as my husband's thick cock split her apart. Phil pulled out of his mother and took his sister's mouth as his father continued fucking her. Freddy ploughed into Kath as Juana and Charmaine coupled their pussies forcefully tribbing together. Johnny grinned at me before bending Jennifer over and driving forcefully into her cunt.
The group swirled around for the next few hours as everybody experienced everybody. I delightedly accepted Johnny into my squelching pussy as his dad fucked my mouth. I wanted Johnny in my pussy with Sean in my ass, but that was a step too far for my husband.
Eventually, the weaker sex, the men, were worn out. Kath, Caoimhe, Siobhan, Juana, Jennifer, Gina and I formed a daisy chain, and we pleasured the pussy before us as our pussies were pleasured. Somewhere near dawn, we all collapsed into a sweaty heap and slept. My only regret was that Kristy wasn't there.
Sometime later, Sean touched my face and woke me up. "Come on, baby," he said. "Time to go home."
I found my rainbow dress and put it on. Then I held Sean's hand as I carefully stepped across the strewn bodies and left the studio.
"We'll return for your car later, Katie," Sean stated as he opened his car's passenger door and helped me inside.
Sean drove us home, and we entered the en suite to shower. Turning on the light, I saw that I was a cum and pussy juice covered disgrace. Cum matted my hair, and my face, neck and upper body gleamed with dried secretions.
Giggling, I followed Sean into the shower and lovingly washed his body. He turned me and lovingly caressed my breasts as he thumbed my clit and delved his fingers into me. Shortly after he began, I climaxed before dropping to my knees and blowing him. When I'd made him hard, Sean insisted I stand. We dried each other off, and my husband carried me to bed. We made slow, sweet love before cuddling close together and sleeping.
Kristy woke us by banging in through the door. "I bear gifts!" She announced loudly. Wafting hot coffee under our noses.
"What time is it?" Sean groaned as he sat up and took his cup.
"Well, let me see, Dad," Kristy chortled. "It's Saturday, and I work the nine until three shift at Cue. Assuming I came straight home, what time do you think it is?"
"You're not so old that I can't spank you!" Sean facetiously growled.
Flipping around onto her hands and knees, Kristy waggled her barely covered, sexy ass at her father and said, "Oh! Would you, please?"
Chuckling, Sean pulled her panties below her ass cheeks and smacked her ass hard. Kristy yelped and leapt away.
"I didn't think you'd actually do it!" Kristy bitched as she rolled onto her back and pulled her panties back up, ensuring she flashed her father as she did.
"Don't ask if you don't want," Sean piously said.
Sean put his coffee on his bedside table. As soon as he put it down, Kristy dove onto his chest and covered his face with kisses. I quietly giggled as I watched her purposefully rubbing her unrestrained C-cups on her father's arms.
"I came for daddy kisses," she demanded. "And I want them!"
Kristy snuggled against her father's muscular chest and grinned triumphantly at me, delighting in dragging Sean's attention away from me.
Hiding my delighted grin, I stepped naked from the bed before luxuriantly stretching, assuring I appealingly displayed every inch of my gorgeously toned and firm body to my daughter and husband.
Sighing theatrically, I stated, "I know when my presence is not required! I shall go and do my wifely and motherly duties and make food for my unappreciative family!"
I put on my skimpiest nightie, a dark red one that clung to my taut body like a second skin and revealed vast amounts of cleavage and upper thigh. Then, I flicked my hair with my fingers and sexily tossed my head back, emphasising my long, slender neck. I looked smokily back at Kristy and Sean before strutting from the room, swinging my hips outrageously. At the door, I glanced back and smiled when I saw Sean and Kristy had bitten their bottom lips and wore identical lustful looks.
"Amateur," I mouthed at Kristy, then grinned and went to the kitchen.
Johnny and Gina were sitting at the breakfast bar chatting when I entered. I hugged my son before hugging and kissing Gina. She wore a short skirt, so I casually groped her bottom as I hugged her.
"That's just great, Mom," Johnny teased. "My girlfriend gets a hug, kiss and a bum grope, and all I get is a nanosecond-long hug."
I checked with Gina using my eyes. At her almost imperceptible nod, I moulded my sexy body to Johnny and fished his swiftly swelling cock out of his sweats. Passionately French kissing him, I stroked his cock until I felt it leaking precum onto my wrist. I wanted to kneel and take him in my mouth, but I heard Kristy and Sean chatting as they descended the stairs.
I backed away, but Johnny pulled me tight before saying, "I love you, Mom. I'm glad our relationship is out in the open. Gina and I have something to discuss with you tomorrow, but I want to talk to Dad first."
I nodded and turned to smile at my husband and daughter. Sean held Kristy's hand as she flirted with him. Johnny rolled his eyes as Gina grinned.
"Sit, sit," Gina commanded. "I'll make you all something to eat. What do you want?"
"There are chicken breasts defrosted in the fridge," I pointed out. "There's bags of mixed salad in there, too."
"Do you have any Moroccan spice, Katie?" Gina asked.
"In the spice rack in the pantry," I confirmed.
"Warm Moroccan chicken salad coming up," Gina advised.
Sean, Johnny, Kristy and I sat on stools around the breakfast bar as we watched Gina prepare the chicken. She took three breasts out of the fridge and cut them into slivers. Then, spreading them out on the cutting board, she liberally covered them with virgin olive oil before coating them with Moroccan spices.
Turning the gas stove on, Gina melted garlic butter in a large pan before adding the strips. Keeping the heat high, she seared the slivers, then turned the heat down to ensure they'd cook through. Gina took out a large bowl as the chicken cooked and poured in the premix salad. She added sliced tomatoes and diced cheese and then put out an assortment of garnishes so we could choose our own.
Less than fifteen minutes after she'd started preparing, Gina mixed the chicken slivers through the salad and placed it on the bench. After getting out plates and cutlery, she asked what drinks we wanted. Kristy, Gina and I opted for white wine, but Sean and Johnny took beer.
We sat about eating and chatting until Johnny announced he and Gina were meeting Phil, Caoimhe and Freddy. Siobhan was hosting a bachelorette party and would join them around midnight.
Freddy, who seemed a sweet young man, struggled to hold onto a girlfriend. I thought it was because he was too diffident, but I knew my preferences could be clouding my judgment. The problem, I thought, was that Freddy wasn't submissive, so an assertive or aggressive woman would turn him off, but he was too shy to attract women who liked a strong, assertive man.
I briefly wondered if I shouldn't take Freddy under my wing and 'make a man' of him. But I had so much on my plate now that I didn't have time to do it. Plus, I felt Sean could easily take me bedding Freddy as 'rubbing his (Sean) nose in it'.
Sean pushed his plate and cup aside before saying, "I need to review some of our investments, so I'm going to the office. Katie, Kristy, you're welcome to join me if you want."
Kristy looked at me, and I gave a tiny head shake. "I think Mom and I need some Mommie, daughter time, Dad," she said. "I might sit with you later and work on my project if that's okay?"
"Sure," Sean said as he stood and walked off.
"Come upstairs and cuddle, baby," I said, holding out my hand.
Kristy eagerly took my hand, and we walked to my room. When I closed the door, Kristy wrapped her arms around me, and we exchanged a soft, loving kiss as we stroked and petted each other. I lay on the bed, and Kristy snuggled against me. Her hand slid between my shapely thighs, and her fingers absently played along my slit as she kissed my neck.
"What's up, Mom? She eventually asked.
"Nothing, baby girl," I told her. "I'm just checking that you're still okay with tonight."
"Dad taking my virginity and fucking my brains out, you mean?" Kristy teased as she gently circled my clitoris.
I giggled before replying, "No. Tricking him into doing it is what concerns me."
Kristy sighed as she pulled away long enough to remove her thong panties. She pressed her hot, wet pussy against my thigh as she returned her fingers to my moist slit.
"It would be so much better if he'd do what Poppy has offered to do —arrange a day when you and Granny can be there, then take me to his bed and make love to me as you and Granny show me how best to serve him. But that isn't an option, so we do it this way. I think it'll be fantastic once Dad realises he's already inside me, and I love it. When he sees that, I think he'll delight in showing me how to be his woman."



"It's not about teaching you to be his woman, baby," I pointed out. "I'm his woman. He needs to teach you how to be the woman of a sexually dominant man and submit your desires to his so that you experience pleasure when you pleasure him. I hope you can be as your grandmother and I are. All we need is our man's dick ejaculating inside us, and we orgasm. That makes our man feel powerful and loved, and it makes us feel good because we're loved."
"Yes, Mom," Kristy exasperatedly said. "Granny has been teaching me and says I'm ready."
"I just hope your father is," I said apprehensively.
"You're not backing out of our plan, Mom. Are you?"
I pulled my daughter close and ground my thigh against her blazing pussy, "It's tonight or never," I replied as I heard her voice hitch. "And never is not an option!"
Kristy rolled onto her back and spread her luscious thighs, "Taste me, Mom," she pleaded. "I'm so excited about tonight that I can barely think!"
I moved until my mouth grazed my daughter's silky smooth pudenda and placed petite, teasing kisses around her clit and slit. Kristy groaned and lifted her hips, trying to achieve firmer contact. Giggling, I rose with her and continued my light touch.
"Mom!" Kristy growled, grabbing a handful of my gorgeous black hair and trying to force my mouth onto her pussy.
I giggled and ignored her pulls. Kristy started mewling as she pleaded for me to taste her sweet young pussy. I waited until she was almost screaming with frustration before I smacked her clit hard with my fingers. She yelped, and I latched onto her clit, powerfully sucking as I lashed it with my tongue. As I'd hoped, Kristy slammed a pillow over her face and squealed as a bone-rattling orgasm blasted through her.
"Do you need something, Mom?" Kristy sighed when she came down.
"No," I tittered. "Your father's hornier than he was during our honeymoon. Not that I'm complaining!"
Kristy playfully pulled my nightie straps down and flicked my thick nipples. "You're an insatiable little Mommie slut," she teased. Waiting for that word to set me flying again.
I grabbed hers and twisted hard before saying, "I can control that now," I replied as Kristy yelped. "Now, my darling little daughter slut, are you ready for tonight?"
"Explain how it'll work again, please, Mom?"
"Same as the other times, baby," I replied. "I want you to wear something very revealing and tease your father until he's leaking precum. Then I'll firmly chastise him and send him to our bed. When he's there, I'll confess that I've only tied him because I want to reward him for being so good to me since we reconciled. Then I'll say I'm getting his treat and bring you in.
"Then I'll tease him about his 'treat' being a virgin and wanting Sean to be her first. You can suck him until he cums in your mouth, and then, when you get him hard again, you can straddle him and impale yourself on his cock. How does that sound?"
"When will you reveal it's me?"
"I'll play it by ear, honey," I replied. "But not until he's close to cumming inside you."
"And there's no way I can get pregnant?" Kristy fearfully asked.
"No, honey. Sean took all the checks afterwards and is one hundred percent safe!"
"Okay," she said happily. "I should work on my project, so I'll see you for dinner."
I had time to spare, so I walked to where Sean was. I pecked his cheek and smiled lovingly as I passed him but kept quiet because I knew he was concentrating on his work. Kristy joined us a little later, and we worked through our various tasks.
At six o'clock, I logged out of my computer, having completed one unit and started on another. I wasn't sure how many I'd have to cook for because Johnny hadn't mentioned his plans. However, he'd usually tell me if he would be home, so I assumed it would be just the three of us. I had steaks defrosted in the fridge. Enough to feed ten if Johnny turned up with Gina, Phil, Freddy and Caoimhe. Being Saturday, I assumed Siobhan would be working, but having two extra steaks was fine. If they weren't used tonight, I'd do them for my man's breakfast tomorrow. I barely got the meat from the fridge when my phone rang.
"Hey, Mom,"
"Hey, Johnny," I replied.
"Okay to bring some extras for dinner?"
"Sure," I answered. "How many am I cooking for?"
"The whole gang, except Siobhan, Mom," Johnny advised.
That meant Charmaine and Jennifer, too, so I had the right amount of steaks without halving some and adding something else.
"What time?" I asked.
"We'll be there shortly, so whenever you get it done."
"Okay, baby," I responded. "See you when you get here.
I put the phone down and returned to washing potatoes. Once I washed enough, I cut them into wedges, seasoned them with chicken salt, rosemary-flavoured olive oil and garlic flecks and put them in the oven. I kept the temperature high for the first ten to fifteen minutes so the skins turned crispy and then turned it down to ensure they'd cook through.
Once I had the wedges on, I seasoned the steaks with a dry rub of rock salt, smoked paprika, onion powder, garlic powder, dried oregano, coarsely ground black pepper, light brown sugar and ground cumin. Leaving the rub to soak in, I boiled eggs and diced tomatoes, carrots and cheese to add to the premixed salad I had in the veggie crisper.
I waited to see who walked into the kitchen first because it'd be better to do the steaks all at once on the outdoor barbeque, and my men were better at using that than me. Sean and Kristy joined me first, so Sean got cooking duties.
Kristy went upstairs to change, so I poured a wine for myself and brought Sean a beer. We chatted amiably as Sean flipped the steaks. The crowd arrived in three separate cars shortly after Sean began searing the steaks, and my house was filled with the joyous sounds of happy, young people.
Phil and Caoimhe walked out to the patio first, holding hands. I grinned at them and received twin hugs and kisses in return.
"How's the new family dynamic working?" Sean asked Phil and Caoimhe after I'd gotten them drinks.
"We're closer than we've ever been," Caoimhe answered. "I'd moved out and in with Phil and Siobhan because Mom and Dad couldn't handle what we were, but now I'm living with them again. That gives Phil and Siobhan space to be a couple."
"Siobhan's pregnant," Phil proudly announced. "We're marrying on February 6, with the baby due in July."
I hugged him again before Sean did the same. "Congratulations," we said together.
Caoimhe theatrically sighed before saying, "And this old spinster will continue trudging towards her grave alone!"
I laughed and spanked her tight buns before saying, "Eighteen is not old, Missy. I take it there's no one special yet?"
"Not unless you're planning on divorcing Uncle Sean and coming to the dark side," she teased.
"You're exclusively lesbian, Caoimhe?" Sean asked.
"Hell no," Caoimhe replied. "I'm bisexual with a strong preference for women." Then she joked. "But when the mood takes me, I love cock almost as much as your wife does!"
"It must be a constant craving, then," my husband kidded.
"Oi!" I teasingly snapped. "I resemble that remark!"
Through the glass patio door, I saw that Johnny, Gina, Charmaine, and Jennifer were in an animated discussion with Kristy. I looked around and saw Freddy standing to the side, looking calf-eyes at Kristy. Clearly, he was infatuated with my daughter but was too shy and diffident to attract her attention.
I wondered what I could do to help him because I thought he'd match well with Kristy. He'd undoubtedly treat her like the princess Kristy thought she was, but, like me, she'd need a man with a firm hand to correct her course when she wavered. Currently, at least, that wasn't Freddy.
Johnny laughed and hugged his sister before he and the girls came outside. Freddy hung around, hoping Kristy would notice him. She did, but only to use him as a packhorse to bring beer and wine for everyone as she went upstairs.
When Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine walked onto the patio, I noticed they wore similar neck jewellery, almost collars. I figured it was a current trend and ignored the anomaly.
Around five minutes later, Kristy walked out onto the patio, and even my eyes widened. She wore a Bae, draped collar chain, backless, metallic halter dress. Its pink colouring contrasted beautifully with her olive complexion, and it clung to her firm 16-C breasts gorgeously. The hem barely covered her shapely ass and showed her sexy legs beautifully. Kristy had raided my closet and stolen my pink strappy wedge-heeled sandals. The lift these heels gave her emphasised her calves and made her sexy bottom pop.
Carrying her father's beer, Kristy sinuously crossed to her father and, in a sultry voice, said, "I brought you another beer, Dad."
"Thanks, baby," Sean said, accepting the can and trying to keep his eyes on his daughter's face.
In the same voice, Kristy battered her eyes and said, "I'll give you anything you want, Daddy." She touched his arm and lifted onto her toes to kiss his surprised lips softly. "Anything you want," she emphasised.
Sean glanced guiltily at me before turning back to the grill and announcing, "The steaks are ready, so grab a plate and a steak. Katie has wedges and salad inside."
Because the night was warm, we took a steak and went inside to get wedges, sour cream, sweet chilli sauce and salads before gathering around our barbeque table. We were short two chairs, so Johnny grabbed a pair of kitchen chairs to make up the spaces.
I held my spot beside Sean until everybody sat, then relinquished it to Kristy and moved beside Freddy where she'd been. When she sat, Kristy cut her steak into bite-sized portions and put her knife down. Her hand quickly found the inside of her father's thigh.
Sean coughed and removed her hand, but Kristy shook him off and returned her hand to his inner thigh. Rather than making a scene, Sean decided to leave her hand there. I giggled to myself, realising Kristy's and my plan was on track because I could see Sean's severely tented trouser front.
Sitting beside Freddy meant I naturally fell into a conversation with him. I quickly learnt that he was intelligent and witty. We talked about his aborted attempt at an AFL career. He self-deprecatingly admitted his career 'failed to launch' when he wasn't drafted. He explained that not being drafted devastated him, and he hadn't even touched a football since.
Discussing that time with him established that it was a seminal moment in his young life and had greatly affected his self-confidence. Sean and I were never close with Freddy's parents like we were with Phil's. Nor had we been close with small-dicked Frank's parents. It seemed Freddy's father was domineering and controlling and held his son's failure to secure an AFL contract as a slur on him. According to Freddy, his father stated that he'd always known Freddy was a useless no-account and wasn't surprised he'd failed.
The more I chatted with him, the more I thought he'd be a perfect match for my daughter, assuming he could get past his issues with his domineering father and become a self-confident, dominant man. I thought again about taking him as a lover and showing him how to be a man to a sexually submissive woman. I decided to talk to Sean about it after I'd completed my plan for my daughter's defloration.
The night progressed beautifully. Conversation flowed as everyone laughed and chatted with everyone else. I felt happy and proud that my children wanted to spend time with us, even more so that their friends were comfortable in our presence. It seemed incredible that Johnny and Kristy's friends treated Sean and me more as friends than their friend's parents. Of course, it helped that I'd been intimate with everyone there and that Sean had been intimate with every woman except his daughter. An omission I hoped to fix later tonight.
Around ten o'clock, Johnny announced he and the girls were going to bed. Phil grinned and said he and Caoimhe would head home to wait for Siobhan to return. Bemused, I watched my son guide his 'harem' to his room. It left Sean, Kristy and me. I used my eyes to indicate Kristy should leave her father and me alone. She took the hint and theatrically yawned before stating she was going to bed.
Sean helped me stack the dishes into the washer. Once they were in and the dishwasher was on, I decided to change my plan. I thought 'punishing' Sean for getting aroused by his daughter was counterproductive. Instead, I asked, "Do you remember that friend I brought to our bed who wanted you to be her first?" Sean nodded, and I added, "Because you've been so good to me, I asked if she wanted to visit tonight." Suppressing my grin, I watched my husband's cock spring instantly erect. "She's still incredibly shy," I ventured. "That means I'll have to tie you to our bed before she'd be comfortable playing."
"You promised to remove the blindfold so I can see who she is!" Sean protested.
"And I'll keep that promise," I averred. "But you need to obey her desires until I decide she's ready, okay?"
Sean eagerly nodded and rushed me upstairs. Seconds later, he pumped delightfully into my juicy pussy. I closed my eyes and imagined my daughter's sweet, virgin pussy descending onto her father's rampantly erect cock. I moaned as my imagination saw Kristy's hymen blood splash on her father's abdomen as her hymen gave way to Sean's thick cock.
I screamed as my orgasm hit, and I felt Sean about to erupt into me. "Hold it for your virgin lover, Sean," I demanded.
Groaning, Sean summoned his resistance and forced his imminent orgasm to desist.
My phone dinged, indicating I had a message. Controlling my urge to giggle, I straight-facedly said, "That will be your treat at our front door. Let me tie you up, and I'll go and get her."
Sean eagerly slid out of me and rolled onto his back, extending his feet and arms to the bed's corners. Realising that Sean hadn't removed them, I quickly tied him using the binds I'd used earlier. I placed the blindfold on his eyes when he was bound to the bed.
I then went through my usual routine of opening and shutting our front door, pretending I'd let someone in. When I'd returned upstairs, Kristy waited for me, completely naked. I grinned and hugged her as we exchanged a passionate kiss.
"Ready to become a woman, baby?" I quietly asked.
"Yes!" Kristy unequivocally stated. "Let's do this!"
I opened the door and led us inside as I said, "Your virgin, but willing slut, wants you, Sean. Shall I let her suck you?"
"Yes!" Sean stated firmly.
"Oh, I don't know," I teased. "She's at least attracted to me as she is to you. I think I should make love to her first. That way, she'll be able to compare making love to a woman versus a man."
"Gawd, Katie," was all my husband could say.
Kristy and I exchanged grins before I said, "Your treat is the same age as your daughter, Sean. Meaning she's eighteen. Do you want to listen as I lick her sweet, young pussy?"
"Lawd. Katie," Sean moaned, "Of course I do!"
Kristy leant against her father and lifted her knees. She pulled her heels against her curvy bottom and spread her knees, exposing her hot, dripping pussy to my avid gaze.
"Oh, baby," I gushed. "Her pussy looks so sweet and delicious. She's wet, honey. So wet she's dripping onto our bed. I want to taste her, Sean. Shall I taste your delectable little treat?"
"Lawd, yes, Katie. Please, though, I want to watch!"
"She's shaking her head, Sean, because she's still too shy. Let me get her really hot, and then maybe she'll let you see."
Sean groaned a long, drawn-out "Gawd!" as he imagined what I was about to do.
"Here I go, baby," I cooed. "She's holding her pussy lips open because she wants me to drink her juices. Hmm, I think I will. Just a little taste. Oh, yes, honey. She tastes so sweet. Don't you wish you could taste her?"
"Fuuuuccck!" My husband moaned as his cock exploded, shooting jism onto his daughter's back.
"Naughty boy," I teased. "You made a mess!"
At my gesture, Kristy knelt and cleaned Sean's cum from his chest and stomach.
"Who's cleaning me, Katie?" Sean begged to know.
"Who do you want it to be?" I asked seductively.
"Sean grinned and replied, "There's only one safe answer to that question! You, my darling wife, of course!"
Giggling, I told him it was his 'little treat', and then I described how I was licking his cum off her back and playing with her sweet little pussy as I did.
I wanted Sean to have at least one more orgasm before I let my daughter suck him off because, although I wished him to be horny, I didn't want him urgently needing to cum. If he erupted into Kristy before he broke her cherry, it would cause problems for them both. I knew my husband well, though, and figured he would maintain control, especially if I goaded him about cumming too soon.
To add to my tease, I said, "Oh, Sean! Some of your man goo has dripped onto your treat's butt cleft. Hmm, I think I might lick it off. Oh, my! Now that I've spread her curvy cheeks, I can see the cum has run onto her tiny star. Should I lick it off, baby? Should I tongue her little chocolate star?"
I indicated to Kristy that she should grasp her father's penis and jack it. She grinned widely and eagerly took it in her hand.
"Hmm," I teased. "Her little hole flutters as I touch it with my tongue, Sean. I think I'll wet my finger and slide it in her little rosebud." Sean moaned and then jumped as I pushed my finger into his mouth. "Make my finger wet, baby. Make it moist, and I'll rim her little asshole."
Sean moaned as he swiftly ran his tongue around my finger, ensuring it was soaking wet.
I pretended to finally notice that Kristy had his cock in her hand. "Oh!" I gasped. "The naughty minx has your cock in her hand. Does it feel good, baby? Does her soft, petite hand feel good on your hard shaft? I know! I'll get her to lick your big balls, okay?"
Sean moaned again as his hips rose off the bed, trying to fuck Kristy's gripping hand. Kristy looked at me wide-eyed before she lowered her head and softly ran her tongue over her father's meaty balls. Sean immediately groaned and lost control, his cock spurting ropes of his thick goo into the air. Some of it landed on Kristy's hair.
"Tsk, Tsk," I chided. "That's twice you've lost control. If you can't maintain better control than that, I'll be very disappointed in you! You're supposed to be showing your young treat what it means to serve a dominant man sexually! Instead, you're cumming every two minutes like an unschooled teenager!"
Sean blushed and mumbled that he'd do better from now on.
Kristy and I shared a grin before I said, "What's that? Are you sure? No, I mean, are you really sure? You can only give it away once. Shouldn't you save it for your wedding night?" Kristy looked at me nonplussed, sure I'd lost my mind. But I grinned and winked before saying. "Sean, your treat is still a virgin, as I've told you before. She wants you to be her first. I'm not sure if it's a good idea. What do you think?"
"I think it's up to her with your permission, Katie," Sean replied as his cock quickly lengthened and stiffened.
"Your throbbing cock calls you a liar, Sean," I growled, trying not to giggle. "You miss taking cherries. Before we married, you collected them like other kids collected footy cards!" I mimed taking a cock in my mouth for Kristy's benefit.
"I wasn't that bad!" Sean protested."
"Yes, you were!" I teased. "I gladly gave you mine, baby, so stop worrying that you're in trouble." I moved so I could kiss him. I whispered, "I want to watch, Sean. I want to see your big cock sliding into a virgin pussy. You want to, right?
"Of course, Katie," Sean answered. "But not if it will hurt or upset you."



"Sean, I swear that I want to watch, okay?" I shifted and lowered my ragingly hot pussy onto his arm. "See?"
I nodded to Kristy, and she opened her mouth, ready to suck her father inside.
"Gawd, Katie," Sean moaned as my squelching pussy pressed on his forearm. He tried to complete his thought, but his daughter swallowed his entire cock with one quick motion. Whatever he meant to say was lost in a gutturally groaned, "Oh my Gawd!"
Rubbing my fingers lightly over his nipples, I grinningly said, "She's good, isn't she? I've been teaching her how to deep-throat."
I hadn't, but her grandmother had. But Sean didn't need to know that just yet.
Kristy worked her father until his hips rose and fell, trying to fuck her mouth. I'd knelt on the floor behind so I could tongue her entrance and little star, ensuring she'd be as wet and turned on as possible before trying to take her father's cock.
Listening to Sean's groans, I knew if my daughter kept blowing him, Sean would cum again. I tapped her back. Kristy looked back, and I gestured her closer. "It's time, baby," I whispered into her ear.
Kristy moved over Sean's body eagerly and straddled his hips, staying upright on her knees, ready to lower her virgin pussy onto her father's throbbingly erect cock.
"What's happening, Katie?" Sean worriedly asked.
"You're about to take your treat's virginity, Sean," I informed him. "I'll hold your cock and guide you into her as she lowers herself onto your cock. I want you to hold still until I tell you it's okay to move. Understand?"
"I understand, but are you both sure this is how you want to do it?" Sean replied.
I glanced at Kristy to see her vigorously nodding her head.
"She wants it, Sean," I assured him.
"Can I please take the blindfold off and watch?" Sean pleaded.
"No", I denied. "She's shy and doesn't want you to know who she is. That way, she won't be embarrassed when she sees you after tonight."
"You mean she comes to our house regularly?" Sean gasped, trying to work out who his mysterious lover could be.
"You'll see her around the house tomorrow, for sure," I told him, trying to keep the smile from my words.
Sean gasped but didn't speak.
"Ready?" I asked.
Sean and Kristy nodded, so I wrapped my hand around my husband's thick cock and held it so it pointed at the ceiling. Kristy smiled, excited she was finally losing what I knew was a burden to her. She slowly sank until she felt the head of her father's cock nestled against her entrance. I wiped Sean's cock back and forth a few times to ensure it was lubricated with her juices and then nodded.
Kristy hesitated as she felt her father's penis pressing on her hymen. She was fearful, but I knew it would only be a thin, flimsy barrier at her age because it would have mostly atrophied. She raised her eyes to me, and I smiled in encouragement. My daughter took a deep breath and determinedly pressed down. She gasped slightly as her hymen shredded and her father's cock slid inside her. She didn't stop until she'd taken his entire length.
I could see she wanted to speak, but I hushed her because I knew her father had clamped tightly down on his arousal to ensure there were no accidents. I wanted Sean to be on the cusp of an orgasm and desperate to cum before I revealed he was fucking his daughter.
"You did it, Sean," I cooed. "You deflowered your virgin lover. How does it feel, baby? How does her sweet, tight, young cunt feel around your big, stiff cock?"
"She's so hot, wet and tight, Katie!" Sean exclaimed. "Please, I have to see who it is?"
"She still says no, Sean. She'd be embarrassed if you knew it was her when she saw you around the house again."
"May I hold her hips?" Sean asked.
I thought about it and changed my plans. I was going to wait until Sean began to climax and rip his blindfold off when it was too late for him to stop ejaculating, but I had what I thought was a better idea.
"Only if you swear not to take your blindfold off," I answered, and Sean nodded.
I undid Sean's wrist ties, and he immediately placed his hands on his daughter's womanly hips. Of course, now that Sean's hands were free, there was no reason to leave his feet tied, so I undid them, too. Sean moved his feet together, held his lover's hips and encouraged her to ride him. Kristy figured it out quickly and soon slid up and down her father's rigid pole delightedly. She bit her bottom lip to prevent her moans, which would probably give away who she was.
"May I touch your breasts," Sean asked.
Kristy grabbed his big hands and moved them onto her large C-cup breasts. Sean gently squeezed her luscious mounds as he lightly strummed her puffily erect nipples. With her father's talented hands on her nipples, Kristy's arousal moved swiftly towards its crest. Her hips frantically moved as she rode Sean hard, her breath coming in gasped pants.
Suddenly, her orgasm hit, and my daughter squealed as her first orgasm on a cock blasted through her. I kissed her proudly and whispered to keep riding. She did, and her eyes opened wide as she realised she was cresting again. Kristy shuddered and moaned as another intense orgasm rattled through her sexy body.
"Keep your blindfold on, Sean," I demanded. "But you need to roll your treat onto her back and fuck her into submission before you fill her sweet little cunt."
"Gawd, Katie!" Sean groaned as he carefully rolled his 'treat' over. I had to help Kristy pull her legs out so she could lie comfortably.
Sean held her close and tilted his head to offer a kiss. Kristy glanced toward me, so I smiled and nodded. She locked her lips lovingly to her father's before moaning as he slowly pumped into her.
"How does she feel, Sean?" I asked as I fingered my clit, excited by the erotic spectacle before me.
"So hot, tight and wet that I can't stand it, Katie," Sean moaned. "She feels incredible under me, and her pussy grips me deliciously."
"Do you want to cum in her sweet little cunt, Sean?"
"Gawd, yes, Katie," Sean groaned, pumping harder as he lost control of his arousal.
"She wants you to, Sean," I informed him. "She wants to feel your thick seed squirting inside her, filling her tight, little pussy."
"Then I will," my husband said as he closed in on his climax.
Stifling a grin, I said, "Not until you make her cum and scream her orgasm first!"
"That's cruel, Katie," Sean groaningly protested as he forced his impending orgasm down.
"Show her how to serve a dominant man, Sean," I demanded. "Fuck her until she screams in ecstasy."
Sean stopped diffidently making love to our daughter, and as a father should when tasked with showing his daughter how to serve her man with her body, he began fucking her. Sean moved onto his knees and slid his right hand under Kristy's luscious ass. Then, holding her hips off the bed, Sean thrust vigorously into her. Next, he shifted his left hand onto her firm left breast and pinched her nipple.
"You're my slut now," he growled. "Show your man what a slut you are, and cum for him!" He squeezed his daughter's nipple viciously as he twisted and pulled it.
"Fuuuuuucccckkkk!" Kristy screamed as she peaked and threw herself off her orgasm's peak. "Fuuuuuucccckkkk!" She howled as another climax shattered through her. Then she grunted, "Fuck, fuck, fuck," as her body spasmed on her father's rock-hard, vigorously-thrusting cock.
"Here it comes, my little slut!" Sean growled as he jammed his cock into Kristy's pussy and froze with all his muscles locked.
I waited for his first grunt, indicating he'd blasted cum into our daughter and pulled his blindfold off.
He looked down in time to see and hear his daughter scream, "Fuck me, Daddy!"
"Kristy!" Sean exclaimed. "Oh, Gawd, Kristy! I love you, baby girl. Oh, Gawd, my darling girl, I can't believe it's you! Take it, baby girl. Take your Daddy's cream in your tight little cunt."
Sean grunted four more times as he blasted his daughter full of cum.
I worriedly waited until Sean and Kristy came down from their combined orgasms. But Kristy held her father's head and wept as she covered his face with kisses.
"Thank you, Daddy," she gushed. "Thank you, Thank you, Thank you. Thank you for making me a woman. Thank you for teaching me how to serve my man. I love you, Daddy!"
"I love you, too, Bunny," Sean said, calling her a pet name he hadn't used since she was twelve and had admonished him that she wasn't a child anymore.
Kristy turned and held her hand out, "Mom!" She called. "I need you!"
Sobbing tears of happiness, I took my daughter's hand.
Sean looked sheepishly at me before checking, "This is what you wanted, isn't it, Katie?"
I pretended to huff, "Well, husband, it would have been better if you'd done your familial duties and initiated your daughter's transition to womanhood yourself instead of me having to trick you into doing it. But, yes, Sean, this is what I've wanted since your daughter came to me and asked for my help to seduce you."
"I'd have never done it without you doing it like this," Sean admitted as he lovingly held our gorgeous daughter. "The other times you brought a 'treat' to our room, that was Kristy, too, right?"
"It was," I admitted as Kristy giggled against her Daddy's chest, her hands idly playing through his chest hair.
Sean squeezed Kristy tight before kissing her cheek. "Am I allowed to do this again, Bunny?" He asked.
"I'm a bit sore, Daddy," Kristy said. "Worth it to feel as good as you made me feel, but it's a bit stingy now."
Sean chuckled before saying, "I mean, other than this one time, Bunny."
"That depends on you, Sean," I interrupted. "Was the roulette wheel a one-off, or can I make love to our son again?"
"You didn't make love to our son," Sean kidded. "He fucked you as you screamed through an orgasm like the slut you are!"
"He filled your wife with his cum, Sean," I countered. "Are you sure you're okay with that?"
"I just filled your daughter with my cum, Katie," Sean replied. "Are you sure you're okay with that?"
"Yes," I averred. "But if I see any sign that you prefer fucking our daughter to me, I'll cut your balls off and feed them to you."
"Deal!" Sean exclaimed. He sat up, lifting Kristy with him, swung his feet onto the floor and stood carrying Kristy. He said, "Come on, Katie. Help me wash our daughter, and then she and I will take care of your dripping pussy.

The End of Part 10.

Coming in the future —Chapter 11: Return to The Chateaux.
Epilogue. Readers, even though the inspiration for describing my adventures continues strongly, I feel the need to investigate other characters inhabiting this story's peripheries. Therefore, it may be some time before I explain what happened the morning following Sean's defloration of our daughter.
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Stuck Tales: Aunty Elle.

You know, guys, being eighteen - nineteen sucks! I know because, until yesterday, I was eighteen. Now I'm nineteen and nothing changes! Old enough that your parents and other so called 'adults' expect you to act like them, i.e. 'mature' (read: boring!), but your asshole parents won't let you make any damned decisions for yourself. Of course, being the youngest of four doesn't help, especially when your three elder siblings are all girls. Luckily, all of them are married now and living with their husbands.
So, that was my life--University in the morning, I was studying to be a Phys-ed/ math teacher, and being treated like a child at night. I even had to do chores. I mean, how demeaning, right? What was worse was that because my parents made so much money, I wasn't entitled to get any help from the government to study, and my parents refused to give me an allowance.
Then, with doing a double degree, I couldn't have a regular part-time job because there wouldn't be enough time to study. I worked at the local takeaway Fri - Sun nights, six hours a night for fifteen bux an hour, so at least I had some money to spend. But working until ten p.m. every weekend night meant that taking a girlfriend out somewhere wasn't on the cards.
Oh, I do alright with the girls. At high school, I was a jock, in American terms, though we don't use that here in Australia. I played centre for the school's rugby league team and was often featured on the top step during the medal ceremonies at the summer swim meets. Therefore, I had my pick of girls to date.
Maggie Johnson relieved me of my virginity at the appropriate time, and I've banged her and quite a few other girls since that night. The problem is that girls my age, if you're dating them, want to be taken out at least one night during the weekend, and I didn't finish work until ten or later if it was still busy.
So, being the low man on the totem pole meant that I had no say when Mum announced that her sister, Elle, was coming to live with us. Aunty Elle had been in and out of rehab for years. She'd get out and be okay for a time, but then she'd start back on the alcohol, which led to pot and then to harder drugs like cocaine or crack. Mum would eventually hear that she was hooking again, go and find her, and then stick her back in rehab.
Dad had adamantly refused to allow Aunty Elle to live with us before because, as he said, "I like my precious things to stay where they are--in my home. Not pawned for drugs." But, for some reason, he'd agreed for her to stay with us after she got out of rehab this time. I tried to object but was told that it was 'none of your business', and if I didn't like it, I could always apply to the dorm rooms for somewhere to live.
Anyway, despite my objections, one Friday afternoon, I came home from uni to find Aunty Elle ensconced in our spare room, already smoking up a storm. She hadn't even bothered shutting the door or opening a window.
I didn't bother saying anything, even though smoking was banned in our house, because I knew Aunty Elle would just laugh at me and grab her groin or boobs as she always did.
The problem with Aunty Elle doing that was that, despite being skinny from not eating and taking drugs, she was as hot as fuck! Before she fell into a deepening spiral of alcoholism and drug abuse, Aunty Elle was a funny, witty companion to hang out with. My mom is nearing fifty, but Aunty Elle is barely thirty-five, being one of those 'tail-end-Charlie' babies you hear about. My grandma, Mom's mother, was nearly Mom's age now when she had her. I shook myself as the image of my parents having sex and making a baby played in my mind.
Aunty Elle barely makes 152 cm (5-ft.), but she has massive D-cup breasts that sit surprisingly high on her skinny frame. Then she has a tiny waist that flares to generous hips. Her bottom, like her boobs, is still amazingly firm. Mum says it's from all the 'street-walking' she did.
Look, I'm trying to be sympathetic towards my aunt. I know she had an abusive husband who took delight in sharing her with his friends and beating her if she didn't do so willingly, enthusiastically, even. Still, I just don't understand how you go from being abused to self-abuse. I hope one of the courses in my degree covers it. It seems like it should.
So, anyway. Things travelled along reasonably well for a few weeks, and I kind of got used to Aunty Elle being there. Other than her incessant smoking in the house, ignoring Dad and Mum as she did, she wasn't really a problem. That was true all the way until, unthinkingly, after my afternoon run, I walked past her room to the shower, wearing only a towel.
Aunty Elle gasped as I passed her door and jumped off her bed to stare at me. "Drop the towel, sexy!" She called, and embarrassed, I rushed to the bathroom and locked the door.
From that time on, it seemed every time I walked past Aunty Elle's room, the door would be open, and she'd be lying on her bed with her knees pulled up. Sometimes, her pussy would be exposed, and other times, she'd be playing with herself. Of course, I'm a teenager, so having an attractive, nearly naked woman who isn't your mother showing me her 'bits' had me in a constant state of arousal. It didn't help that Aunty Elle resembled that chick from Big Bang Theory. Well, at least in her body shape and dimensions. Aunty Elle has a pretty face, huge tits, a narrow waist, generous hips, and long (for her height), shapely legs with delicate ankles and feet.
After seeing Aunty Elle's naked pussy and her playing with herself, my entire fap fantasies centred on her. I mean, Jaysus! If it were possible to pull your own dick off, I'd have had to have mine reattached many times in the weeks after she began flashing me.
Aunty Elle confined her teasing to when we were home alone for the next few weeks, but when I didn't respond, she began ramping it up. She started sitting beside me at the dinner table, and when she wanted something, she'd turn so her tits rubbed on my arm to ask me to reach it for her. Of course, that meant that I spent all of our meal having to hide my erection. But as if that wasn't bad enough, Aunty Elle would stand out of sight of Mum and Dad and cup her tits as if offering them to me. Either that, or she'd turn and shake her barely covered ass at me.
I was in a constant state of unrequited desire, masturbating every chance and anywhere I could. I was so horny that I even had to duck out to the loos during my lectures to rub one out lest my throbbing cock spunked into my trousers. What was worse was that none of my usual go-to girls when I needed some relief, wanted to go out on weeknights or wait until eleven o'clock on a weekend night before I picked them up.
And, lawd, as if all of that wasn't enough, Aunty Elle started brushing up against me whenever I was in the kitchen making coffee or getting something to eat. I'd be at the sink filling the kettle, and Aunty Elle would ease past as if there wasn't much room, her large tits rubbing across my back as she did. Then, when at least one of my parents was in view, she began hugging me at every opportunity. Of course, with a parent watching, I couldn't rudely shove her away and storm off.
Aunty Elle especially began hugging me from behind when my parents were on the other side of the island bench from us. Those times, Aunty Elle would let her hands wander over my bum or surreptitiously, she'd run her hands over my aching knob.
Next, Aunt Elle started wearing low-cut or deep Vee tops and dresses. As if to emphasise her massive cleavage, Aunty Elle would wear necklaces that sat perfectly between her enormous norks, drawing my attention to the deep valley between them. The necklaces always had a double loop--a tight one around her slim neck and then the deeper one nestled between her exaggerated fun bags. It got so bad that all I did was hide in my room and study. I guess it had some benefits because my GPA jumped two points with all the extra study I was doing.
Then came the fateful weekend. Mum, who had just gotten a job promotion, needed to attend a branch manager symposium. It was in Sydney, and Dad and she would be gone for the week. Of course, that meant I'd be alone with Aunt Elle for that week. Thoughts of being mercilessly sexually teased for a week and having rubbed my poor cock off by the time Mum and Dad returned ran through my mind as I tried to think of an excuse to stay elsewhere. However, other than Dad's brother, my Uncle Kurt, another abusive wanker, there was no one I could conceivably stay with for the week.
Resigned to my fate, I agreed to drive my parents to the airport on Friday afternoon and pick them up on the morning of the following Friday.
All went well for the first two nights because, with my weekend job, I didn't get home until 11:00 p.m. both nights. But when I woke up Sunday morning, Aunt Elle started. I'd dressed in my running shorts and shoes with a light singlet on, ready for my morning run. It was winter, so swimming was out of the question, and running was good for my aerobic capacity anyway, so now that I wasn't playing rugby, running was my winter exercise. I was in the kitchen, filling up on water before beginning my run.
"There you are!" Aunt Elle exclaimed, walking around the island bench in my direction. I gulped and gaped, my thick cock immediately straining against my shorts. Aunt Elle was completely starkers, her enormous tits bouncing delectably as she stalked towards me. Plus, her tightly trimmed cunt hairs seemed wet and silky in the early morning light.
"Oh, shit," I muttered, bolting for the bathroom before I lost my load into my nylon silk running shorts. I managed to get my shorts down and I sat on the commode before I ejaculated into it, but it was a close run thing. Of course, Aunt Elle's mocking laugh from outside the door didn't help. I waited until I was sure she was gone before I left the loo and went for my run.
When I returned, Aunty Elle was nowhere to be seen. Happy with her absence, I grabbed my towel and went to the bathroom to shower. I'd just stripped when I heard a muffled shout from the laundry. I listened intently, trying to figure out what I'd heard, but the sounds were so distant that I wasn't sure what they were. Shrugging, I wrapped the towel around my slender hips and followed the sounds.
I opened the laundry door and saw Aunty Elle on her hands and knees with her head in the dryer. "What on earth are you doing?" I asked.
"What the fuck do you think I'm doing?" She snarled in response.
Sick of her constant taunting and teasing, I snapped back, "Trying to commit suicide, I suppose. But your drug fucked brain hasn't figured out that's a clothes dryer and not a gas oven!"
"Fuck you!" Aunty Elle yelled back.
"No, no," I chuckled. "Stuck like you are, it's fuck you! Now, if you want my help, tell me what the fuck you're doing."
"I put my only pyjamas in to dry after I'd washed them, and when I got them out, I noticed they were missing a button."
"So you climbed halfway into the dryer to find a button?" I asked and then sarcastically added, "Yeah, that makes sense. So, why are you still in there?"
"Because my fucking necklace is stuck!" Aunty Elle yelled.
"Well, take it off then," I suggested.
"Do you think I wouldn't have already done that if I could find the fucking catch?" Aunty Elle bellowed.
For the first time since I'd entered the laundry, I metaphorically stepped back and examined what was before me. My bitchy, teasing aunt was stuck with her head in the dryer, and either she was too stupid to figure out how to undo the catch or unwilling to pull back hard enough to break the necklace chain and free herself. Either way, she was at my mercy.
I checked out her taut, shapely ass encased in a tiny tight pair of white shorty-shorts. The shorts clung so tightly to her toned ass and perineum that I could identify her camel toe and bulging fuck button through them. Above her shorts, Aunty Elle had on a midi top that barely covered her braless breasts. The top had ridden up, and Aunty Elle's tit treats tantalising showed above her top's hem.
Trying to ignore the sudden fantasy I had of kneeling behind her and grabbing those swaying nork nubs, I knelt beside her and tried to find her necklace's catch. I couldn't see it anywhere, and of course, I couldn't twist the necklace around to find it.
"Stop staring at my tits and help me get unstuck," Aunty Elle snarled from within the dryer.
I'd had enough, so I moved so I could reach around her skinny back and grab both of her breasts. Pinching her thick nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, I dismissively said, "These old, saggy things? Maybe some desperate sucker might pay you fifty bucks for a tit job, but I'm not one of them."
"I swear, Johnny Murray, when I get out of here, I'm whipping your ass with your daddy's belt!" Aunty Elle screamed as she shook her body, trying to dislodge my hands.
"Yeah?" I derisively sneered as I kneaded Aunty Elle's giant tit melons. "You and whose fucking army? Besides, my name is John, I fucking hate Johnny."
"Oh, little Johnny Murray," Aunty Elle needled. "You're a real man now? You're still a child and couldn't handle a real woman like me!"
"Fuck you, Aunty Elle!" I yelled, letting go of her overripe teetahs and smacking her taut ass as hard as I could.
"Is that it?" Aunt Elle sneered. "The best you've got, huh? Meh, you hit like a girl!"
Enraged, I reached around and undid Aunty Elle's shorts and ripped them down, exposing her hairy cunt and rosebud. Whack, whack, whack, I hit her tight ass buns with my palm and the back of my hand. Aunt Elle giggled and waved her ass about sexily. "Is that still all you can do?" She disdainfully asked. "If you're wanting to make my cunt wet, you'll have to hit harder than that!"
I was furious and had even decided to see if I could find one of Dad's belts to take to her sexily rounded ass, but then I got a whiff of the distinctive smell of a woman's arousal. I disbelievingly glanced at my Aunty's cunt and saw that her vulva was literally seeping arousal fluids. The slimy, clear liquid oozed from her fluttering pussy, down her spread-open labia and onto her flushed red, engorged clit.
My throbbing cock and my aching balls, neither of which had stopped doing that despite my rage, instantly reminded me how long it had been since I'd had anything but hand relief.
Aunty Elle, who must have intuited my overt sexual reaction to her exposed nether regions, shook her shapely rear before she challenged, "So, little Johnny Murray, what's a 'real man' going to do about his cheeky, disrespectful aunt?"
Suddenly, I knew why Aunty Elle had acted like she had. She wanted me to discipline and then fuck her. Even though her ex-husband was abusive and went too far, Aunty Elle liked being disciplined. What's more, is that Mum has completely misunderstood why her sister continually fell off the wagon and returned to her hooking and drug-taking ways. Aunty Elle was rebelling against being mothered. She didn't need mothering. Instead, she required strict discipline to control her because she lacked self-control. I now knew that, and I was certainly going to discipline her today!
Jumping to my feet, I ran to my room and got my leather belt. Racing back, I knelt behind Aunty Elle's shapely ass and snapped the belt, letting her know what I held in my hands. Sucking in a deep breath and hoping I was right, I firmly stated, "Aunty Elle, I find your behaviour unacceptable. Your slutty, whorish ways are an embarrassment to me and my family, and they will stop immediately. To remind you of the consequences of further misbehaviour, I will use my belt on your ass five times. You will count and thank me for each strike."
To my shock and excitement, Aunty Elle submissively said, "Yes, Sir. This girl is sorry that she has caused you to discipline her."
Excited to the point of having adrenalin shivers, I nervously but firmly brought my belt down across her seductively curved ass. My strike raised a beautiful, bright red welt across both of Aunt Elle's ass cheeks. She shuddered before intoning, "One, thank you, Sir."
Relieved, I struck my aunt four more times in quick succession. After each strike, Aunty Elle moaned and shook before dutifully intoning the strike's number and "Thank you, Sir."
After I'd completed her punishment, I realised that my aunt was close to an orgasm. Plus, disciplining my mother's sister had me hotter than the furnaces in Hell, so throwing caution to the wind, I said, "You will thank me for punishing you by offering your cunt or ass to use for my reward."
"This slut is willing to take your cock in either or both of her holes, Sir. Please, may I ask you to take her roughly because her needs are raging like an inferno?"
Jaysus! Does it get any better? Imagine being allowed to fuck Bernadette Rostenkowski in either of her fuck holes. What male in their right mind would turn that down?"
To tease my aunty, I rubbed my throbbing cock along Aunty Elle's soaking slit, across her fuck button, and then up and down her ass' cleft. "Hmm," I pretended to wonder. "Ass or cunt first? Hmm, ass or cunt, hmm."
Then, pulling my foreskin back off my glans, I lined my rampant cock up with my aunt's cunt and rammed it into her. Of course, given how horny I'd been since Aunty Elle began teasing me, I lasted about three strokes before my first orgasm claimed me, and I filled her surprisingly tight cunt with cum. But, for the same reason, my dick hardly wilted at all, and I could ignore my climax and continue fucking her as hard as I could.
I dug my fingers into Aunty Elle's firm ass and ripped her back as I smashed my hips forward. Before long, Aunty Elle screamed, "I'm cumming!" and spurt her cunt juices over my tight balls.
I've fucked several women, but my Aunt Elle was the first squirter I've encountered. Feeling her cunt drenching my ball sack with her violently expelled fluids tipped me into another orgasm. But, hey, I'm nineteen, right? My todger didn't bend at all as I continued fucking my slut aunt.
Aunty Elle bathed my balls again as another orgasm swept over her. By now, I had my need under control, so I slowly pulled out of Aunt Elle's sopping cunt and shoved two fingers into her instead. Then, satisfied my fingers were wet, I transferred that wetness to her ass ring. When her starfish felt slippery enough, I shoved my thumb into her butt. Aunty Elle accepted that okay, so I swapped my thumb for two fingers.
My cock isn't all that long, but when it's swollen with my need, it's thicker than others I've seen in the porn I've watched. Therefore, I was worried if my aunt could comfortably take it in her ass. To ensure that I didn't hurt her, I forced my fingers apart, widening Aunty Elle's gape.
When I was sure that Aunty's sphincter had spread wide enough to accept my throbbing cock, I shoved it into her rudely and fucked her cunt as hard as I could until she gushed her cum over my balls. I had myself under control, so without pausing, I pulled out of Aunty Elle's cunt and rammed it into her tight ass. Aunt Elle screamed as my cock parted her dark fuck hole, but she was soon pushing back at my invading cock.
My aunt creamed over my balls several times before she pleaded, "Master, please. I cannot go again. Fill your slut's ass and let her rest."
Happy to oblige, I released all of my restraints and let my desires pick me up and carry me away. Then, roaring like a male lion taking his mate, I spat my cum into my aunt's tightly gripping colon. I wasn't satisfied, so I pulled out of her and used a cloth from the washing machine to clean my still throbbing cock. Slapping Aunty Elle's taut ass, I jammed my dick into her dripping cunt, fell forward onto her back, grabbed her bouncing teetahs, squeezed them as viciously as I could, and fucked her as hard as possible. Despite her mouthed complaints, Aunt Elle climaxed three more times on my thrusting todger before I filled her sopping cunt with my seed.



After cumming this time, my dick shrivelled and fell out of my aunt's cunt. I couldn't leave her stuck there, and I no longer cared about the worth of her necklace, so I gripped Aunty Elle's shoulders and forcibly pulled her backwards. The chain snapped unexpectedly easily, and we fell back with Aunty Elle lying on top of me. Having my tiny, sexy Aunt lying virtually naked on me was pretty exciting, so I pushed my hands under her armpits and cupped her massive melons.
Aunt Elle rolled and lay on my chest. Then, propping herself on her elbows, she looked at me and asked, "May I please be your girl until your mum and dad come home?"
That was fourteen months ago. Aunty Elle still lives with us, and she and I remain lovers. Mum and Dad have been amazed that she hasn't fallen off the wagon again. But when Elle's fears and needs raise their ugly heads, she and I set up another discipline session, and after I've belted or whipped her sexy ass and fucked her senseless, she no longer craves for drugs to dull her need.

The End.
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From Intersexed: Major Tenerife was tasked with gathering more 'humans' to conduct trials on and to ask for volunteers amongst the ship's population to test if Genet's changes were a one-off fluke for her alone or if her improvements would be common amongst all Providians. Lieutenant Genet was promoted to Captain and ordered to work with Tank Zaffra to build a platoon of successfully altered 'super soldiers' from the human and Providian recruits.
Lieutenant Margraine was brought before a military tribunal and charged with 'behaviour unbecoming an officer'. She was stripped of her military rank and limited to her lab and other areas civilian Providians could access. In another place or time, she may have been jailed or even executed for her crimes, but being a Breeder guaranteed her survival. She, of course, blamed Tank and Genet for her downfall, refusing to acknowledge that her actions alone had exposed Lieutenant Genet and, indeed, the whole ship to the effects of Major Tenerife's mutagen chemicals. The side effects of which were still unknown. Her relationship with Genet didn't survive the scandal.
Providian starship orbiting Earth.
Newly commissioned officer, Lieutenant Tank Zaffra, walked beside his commanding officer, Captain Genet, toward General Zaha's briefing room. Tank smiled as he listened to the calm, relaxed, in-control officer, remembering how arrogant and wilful she had been when they first met. When first encountering the humans, Tank Zaffra and Julie Angelina, Genet believed herself superior not only to them but to everyone else. During her early encounters with Tank and Julie, Genet had been smugly arrogant and condescending, with her temper barely controlled—six months of training with Tank had knocked that out of her.
Genet came to realise that Tank was subordinate to her in rank only. He was more intelligent, faster, stronger, and better at unarmed combat than she, and although Genet was a better marksman, Tank was swiftly closing even that gap.
General Zaha had sent Tank through an accelerated officer training regime, and although many of the officer corps protested and complained about having a 'devolved human Providian' amongst them, Tank almost immediately quelled any objections when he beat those 'superior Providians' at every discipline.
Tank excelled at the war games they'd practised. On the first exercise that Tank and his teammates attempted, infiltrating an enemy camp undetected and placing explosives to destroy it, Tank's teammates refused to follow his suggestions. So, slipping away from them, Tank completed the task as they still lay outside the 'enemy camp', arguing about how to proceed. Running past their position, Tank called, "Time to beat feet, boys. This area is about to get hot!"
Of course, his teammates refused to acknowledge him, and when the enemy's fuel dump 'exploded' (firecrackers went off), they were found by the enemy soldiers sweeping from the camp looking for the infiltrators who had 'blown up' their fuel supplies. From that first experience, and after the senior officers had roundly ridiculed Tank's squad mates, Tank became the squad's unofficial leader.
Upon completing this first stage of training, each officer was assigned to a squad of eleven soldiers, including a sergeant. Then, over the ensuing six months, Tank turned unwilling, disbelieving squad mates into a cohesive, viable expeditionary force. At the end of officer training, Tank's team remained undefeated. Whether attacking or defending a base, Tank's squad emerged victorious. However, despite pressure from General Zaha and others from the military's upper echelon, Tank remained steadfast in his belief in and support of Genet's leadership and refused to be promoted above her.
His and Genet's earlier treatments with the mutagen gas in the regeneration chambers gave them insights that helped the other volunteers cope with the changes to their bodies. Fraternisation between squad mates was frowned on, but Tank and Genet knew that a massively increased libido was a side effect of the gas and turned a blind eye to the after-lights-out activities the other soldiers indulged in.
Tenerife's mutagen chemicals were almost uniformly effective in transforming the Providian volunteers' bodies and physiology. Consistent improvements of twenty per cent or more in reflexes, speed, and strength were commonly achieved. However, about one in one hundred volunteers suffered a severe allergic reaction. Those poor souls' bodies experienced a hyper-reaction to the drugs that caused them to mutate disproportionally. The volunteers who sustained this overreaction were swiftly executed before they turned into monsters or, worse, infected others with their mutation. The failures were not hidden or denied at Tank's and Tenerife's insistence.
Despite this, there was no shortage of volunteers, especially from within the military. Tank's summary dismissal of the Providian Army's four best fighters had been recorded and broadcast on the military channel, and it seemed that virtually all military personnel wanted a chance to join Tank as a 'super soldier'. Plus, many women joined the volunteers when Genet's enhancements were demonstrated by her easily accounting for the five next-best fighters in a staged exhibition.
Of course, it has to be remembered that Providians can present as male or female depending on their current self-image, so it would be more accurate to say, 'many Providians who present as what humans would call women joined the volunteers'.
Stepping into General Zaha's briefing room, Tank and Genet came to attention and saluted. "At ease," Zaha said. "Major Tenerife says it's time to test the genetic improvements against a real enemy. What say you, Captain?"
"I believe the first and third squads are ready to face an enemy, General," Genet replied. "Second and fourth need another round of Lieutenant Zaffra's men handing them their combined asses to drill their final lessons into place."
"We've discovered an Aridian base in Northern Ireland," the general stated. "Colonel Tangran has the briefing details. Plan an attack against this base and bring it to me. Dismissed."
Genet saluted and turned to leave. However, Tank stood his ground.
"Problem, lieutenant?" Zaha snapped.
"You don't send a team of rookies against The All Blacks first up, General," Tank answered.
The All Blacks are the winningest team in any sport on planet Earth. With a win/loss ratio of eight and two, the New Zealand All Blacks Rugby Union team wins four times as many games as they lose. Considering that The All Blacks are a national team, they face the best of the best from every other country they play against and win an unprecedented eight out of every ten games. To compare, The Chicago Bulls basketball team had a seven and four win/loss ratio during Michael Jordan's era.
"Meaning?" General Zaha growled.
"Meaning, the Aridians have beaten you and forced you to flee for 60,000 years. Let's go up against an opposition we can easily defeat while we work the kinks out of our strategy and not be pantsed by any enemy that has defeated us consistently."
General Zaha didn't fully understand Tank's references to things like 'pantsed', but he understood the sentiment. "What do you suggest?" He asked.
"Planet Earth is beset with terrorists," Tank explained. "They're a scourge that needs eradicating, but no government has the balls to try to eliminate the infestation lest they inadvertently trigger an end-of-world war. I suggest we raid a couple of terrorist camps and then announce we're a radical new independent anti-terrorist organisation. That means the various world governments can unanimously decry us and truthfully deny they're involved."
"Explain why," Zaha demanded.
"First, it lets us test our tactics and cohesion against an enemy we should defeat comprehensively, even if we fuck up. Second, the types of radical fundamentalist groups we go up against will need to be eliminated if you wish to unite this world against the Aridians."
"Makes sense," General Zaha admitted. "Captain Genet?"
Genet, who had been furiously listening and thinking as Tank discussed tactics with the general, slowly said, "We warn the Aridians we're here if we go up against them first. We use backward-engineered technology stolen from the Aridian ships we defeated in combat to almost instantaneously speak with transporters that are light-years away. Therefore, they (the Aridians) will summon help as soon as they realise who is attacking them.
"Then, instead of fighting a few thousand Aridian Slavers on their bases here on Earth, we're fighting their armada. A fight we cannot win and will force us to flee into uncharted space to evade. I believe that Lieutenant Zaffra's summation is correct, and until we're assured of a swift victory against the Aridian's communication base, we should avoid announcing our presence."
"Lieutenant Zaffra, how do you think we should proceed?" The general inquired.
"Most of the terrorist groups on Earth spring from Muslim radicalism," Tank responded. "However, there are plenty of Christian Fundamentalist splinter groups spread around the world, and especially within America. I believe we start by eliminating some of those before we turn our attention to the Middle East."
"Why begin with Christian Fundamentalist groups?" Zaha asked.
Tank explained, "The Middle East will immediately blame America if we attack Muslim camps first. They will stridently claim that our group is a CIA front and urge all Islamic nations to oppose us. Conversely, if we start by cleaning out terrorist groups such as the KKK and Westboro Baptist Church, we immediately eliminate the radical Muslim's accusations that America is behind the attacks."
"Captain Genet, your thoughts?"
"We should tap into Earth's satellite technology, find several Fundamentalist Christian terrorist camps and eliminate them. Then, once the furore dies, we repeat that with disparate Muslim terrorist camps spread around the globe. If we simultaneously attack many camps in diverse regions, no one can blame any single government.
"That will give my troops the experience needed to infiltrate and destroy the Aridian's communication base. A successful conclusion to that attack will severely hamper the Aridian's ability to request help, and it will be too late when their appeal reaches Aridia because, by the time Aridia responds, we will have a firm foothold on Earth and have begun recruiting the soldiers we'll need to defend Earth and defeat the Aridian armada."
"Major Tenerife has identified many humans with the same genetic make-up as myself and Ms Angelina," Tank added. "If we use our attacks on the terrorist camps as cover, then we can take those people, and their disappearance will be blamed on the attacks."
"You're now advocating we kidnap the people we want as we did with you and Ms Angelina?" Zaha queried.
"The more I think about it, the less I like leaving people behind who know of our existence because we've approached them and they refused to help."
"You were diametrically opposed to kidnapping humans, lieutenant. Why the change?"
"Major Tenerife tells me that we can bring people on board, show and explain to them what we want, and if they refuse, he can wipe their memories of ever being taken. That seems the fairest and safest option. We get our volunteers, and those who do not wish to participate, go home safe and sound without knowing what happened."
"Okay," General Zaha agreed. "Report to Colonel Tangran and select your first target. I expect to see a fully formulated plan on my desk by 1200 tomorrow."
Genet and Tank saluted crisply and marched out. Tank was still unsure of his way around the ship and was happy to follow his captain. Eventually, Captain Genet led Tank to a row of senior officer offices. The front desk was unmanned, so she knocked on Colonel Tangran's door and waited to be told to enter.
The door opened, and a half-undressed woman scurried out to sit at the front desk. Embarrassed, she refused to make eye contact and hurriedly fixed her clothing before sitting down.
"Been there, done that," Genet whispered, feeling sorry for the young woman. "Don't have the T-shirt, but do have the scars."
"Enter," Colonel Tangran barked from the office.
Tank and Genet stepped inside, came to attention and saluted. Tangran didn't return the salute and handed Genet a folder. "Those are the details and satellite images of the Aridian camp near Limerick City in Ireland," he stated. "Plan an attack on the base and return it to me. If it meets my approval, we will take it to General Zaha."
"There's been a change of orders, Colonel," Genet replied. "Our goal now is to eliminate some terrorist camps in the USA."
"I know of no changes, Captain," Tangran spat. "You have your orders. Go about planning the attack."
"The orders have changed, Colonel," Genet firmly but respectfully insisted. "Perhaps if you check your email?"
"You expect me to simply believe you?" Tangran growled.
"No, Sir," Genet said calmly, refusing to let the colonel upset her. "I expect you to confirm an officer's statement and act on it if she is correct."
Tangran pushed the intercom button, "Tantin, get General Zaha on the phone," he demanded of the young woman on the front desk.
"General Zaha, line one," Tantin said a few seconds later.
"Morning, General Zaha," Tangran obsequiously said. "Captain Genet is insistent that you've made changes to the plan to attack the Aridian base? I was not informed of any changes."
General Zaha's response was so loud that Tank and Genet could hear it. "Maybe if you spent less time forcing yourself upon your secretary, you'd have time to check your email," Zaha bellowed down the line. "I swear, Tangran, if I receive one more complaint, I'll can your ass all the way back to private!"
"Yes, Sir. Understood, Sir," Tangran replied in the same oily tone as before. He hung up and quickly opened his email. Seeing the message from General Zaha, he opened and perused it. "Why target bases in America?" Tangran asked.
Genet began to answer, but Tank overrode her. He did not like the colonel and suspected something was off with the officer. "If General Zaha hasn't seen fit to inform you why, then I don't think it's our place to. Perhaps this is a 'need to know' situation?"
As Tank hoped, Tangran reacted angrily to that. Tangran ranted, saying that he alone was in charge of operations on Earth and nothing could be done without his express permission. Then he demanded to know about the new plan.
Secretly amused by Tank's less-than-subtle attempt to rile their colonel, Genet reiterated Tank's response. Then she added, "We need a list of radical Christian terrorist bases across North America and satellite imagery of the same so we can plan our raids."
Grumbling deprecations, Tangran used the intercom to summon Tantin. He gave her a series of instructions and sent her on her way. In an act of pettiness, Tangran kept Genet and Tank standing at attention. Tantin returned with a bulky folder a few minutes later. Tangran took it and thought of opening it, but mumbling to himself, he handed it to Genet and dismissed them.
"Lunch?" Genet suggested. "We can have a look at the camps and photos and choose a target as we eat."
"I'm meeting Julie," Tank replied. "But there's no reason you can't join us." Tank knew Genet and the gorgeous Hollywood star Julie Angelina were friends and lovers. He didn't know if Julie had allowed Genet to penetrate her yet, or if Julie was still using her 'new' cock to penetrate Genet. A yet unrequited love triangle was developing between Julie, Genet, and Tank, with Tank as its centre. Julie and Genet had been lovers since Julie had woken from her first mutagen gas forced sleep not long after being brought aboard the starship. Tank had unwittingly witnessed Julie's first use of her genetically engineered cock and balls when Tenerife had allowed Tank to confirm Julie was on the ship with him.
Anan, the researcher assigned to help Tank integrate his new sexual equipment and monitor his body's reactions to Tenerife's mutagen chemicals, met them as they walked toward the cafeteria.
"Lieutenant Zaffra," she said formally, even though her eyes sparkled mirthfully. "I have your latest test results. Max Vo2, up from 70 ml/kg/min to 85. Heart rate down from 52 per minute to 35. Weight up from 95 kg to 125 but body fat percentage steady at <3 per cent. Strength up another five per cent, which is remarkable given you were already twenty per cent stronger than when we first tested you. And finally, your stamina is up, too, I estimate by close to ten per cent. Your speed and reaction times are unchanged, but that may be because you're so fast that even our high-resolution cameras struggle to capture your movements."
"I'm sure you didn't leave your lair just to tell me that, Ms Anan," Tank teased. "What is your real purpose?"
"I don't think you've maxed out your improvements, Tank," Anan replied. "We need to stress your body almost to its breaking point to see if your physiology will alter to cope with the extra strain on it."
"And if it doesn't?" Tank asked.
"Then we'll know we've reached the limits of your improved physique."
"No danger of overstressing my heart or something similar?" Tank queried.
"There's always some chance of that," Anan admitted. "But we scan your entire body the nights you are in the regeneration chambers, and no abnormalities have been found. Plus, the chamber would have repaired them even if there were problems. As long as you still have brain activity, our regen chambers can mend anything. In fact, we could put only your brain inside the chamber, and as long as your brain still has electrical activity, the chamber will grow you an entirely new body."
"How do you propose to stress my body to breaking point?" Tank asked. "We tried the treadmill that last time, and I maxed its speed out before mine. I wasn't in oxygen debt even at its highest inclination and speed, so how will you achieve your goal?"
"I can imagine several quite pleasurable ways," Anan teased throatily. "However, as I keep telling you, if we're to do that again, you need to sleep imagining breasts so I have something soft and squishy to hold onto as I fuck you."
"Breasts on someone as obviously masculine as me would look ridiculous," Tank pointed out.
"Oh, I don't know," Genet joined in the teasing. "Brooke Ence, as Penthesilea in the movie Wonder Woman, looked masculine and as hot as hell. You could be the same. Besides, you could create a more feminine body for a few days so I can enjoy fucking you, and then you can return to how you currently look."
"A feminine body covered with manly hair? I shudder even thinking about it," Tank said, shivering to prove his statement.
Genet grinned, remembering how her lieutenant looked in the changerooms. With Aridians being hermaphrodites, all change and shower facilities are shared. Genet had covertly admired Tank's tall, muscular, broad-chested, long-legged body every time they changed together and thought that Tank's hairiness significantly added to his masculine appeal.
'Strange,' Genet mused. 'Normally, I'm only attracted to feminine presenting people, but the thought of having Tank between my thighs, pounding into my cunt has me wetter than a Providian water rat.' "Well," Genet drawled. "If you only shave your body hair off so that Anan doesn't find your hairiness off-putting, then you can present as feminine and return to masculine-presenting a few days later."
"I thought you were supposed to be on my side, Captain," Tank joked. "Besides, isn't fraternisation between military personnel was frowned on?"
"I'm not/she's not military," Genet and Anan said together.



"She's not what?" Julie asked as they joined her at her table.
"Military," Genet explained as she sat and studied the gorgeous Hollywood A-lister. Genet had been watching the news services and was surprised that Julie's absence hadn't been widely reported. Julie's publicist had released a two-sentence statement saying that Julie had taken a break from her usual duties to attend to a personal matter, and they would appreciate it if the press would respect her privacy during this time. More surprisingly, at least so far, the paparazzi have been honouring that request.
'Beyond stunningly beautiful,' Genet thought as her dick threatened to stiffen in her tight trousers. Julie was beautiful before entering the Providian regeneration chambers, and the chambers had only added to her feminine allure. The treatments that Julie received had taken years off her looks. With her body returned to the glory it was before surgery to remove possibly cancerous breasts and with her wide blue eyes sparkling with youthful vigour, Julie stood proudly as The Goddess she'd always been in the eyes of her adoring fans.
Tenerife's mutagen drugs had added a hefty, nearly twelve-inch cock and squash ball-sized testes to her svelte frame. Julie wasn't ashamed of her new appendage but preferred to present as feminine, so she kept it carefully tucked away along her perineum inside a pair of control briefs. Regular martial arts training with Tank and Genet added muscles to her slender figure, which somehow only added to her feminine allure.
Julie was a 'breeder', meaning she could impregnate another or carry a child herself. However, Tenerife had hidden that from his superiors, and Julie was attending Officer Training School, doing the full version of the abridged course Tank had travelled through. She already had a reputation as a dangerous unarmed combat opponent and had topped her sniper class. Julie learned quickly and soaked up tactics like a sponge. Because of this, General Zaha had earmarked her to lead a squadron as soon as her training was complete.
Julie acknowledged Genet and Anan as they sat, but her eyes remained on Tank. He fascinated and awed her, and Julie hadn't been so flummoxed and bamboozled by a man since she fell madly in love with Billy Bob Thornton on the set of the movie Pushing Tin. She wanted the handsome sixty-year-old Tank even more than she'd desired Brad Pitt when they'd first met. However, Julie was shy about acting on her desires because she was afraid of Tank rejecting her because of what swung between her legs.
Lately, Julie's fantasies had centred on using her magnificent new appendage to roger Tank into submission. Those dreams confused her and were another reason she avoided becoming intimate with him. Julie watched longingly as Tank casually and comfortably interacted with other male and female presenting Providians, imagining he was having regular sex with any number of them. If Julie had known that Tank was reluctant to approach her for the same reason she was reticent, their unrequited desire for each other would have found expression.
The foursome shared lunch and then Anan left to return to her lab. Putting their heads together, Julie, Genet and Tank looked through the folder Tantin had created for them. They discussed the various splinter groups and which camp would be the easiest to infiltrate and destroy. The trio wanted an easy in-and-out mission that could be executed out of the sight of the various US law enforcement agencies.
They realised that the NSA and FBI, at least, probably kept an eye on these sites using satellite and drone technology, so Genet left to check with Colonel Tangran. Tangran assured her the satellites would be no problem because they could easily jam them for the battle's duration. Drones, however, were impossible to stop without shooting them down, and the soldiers on the ground would have to keep an eye out and hope they weren't discovered.
The trio settled on an Aryan Supremacy training base in a wilderness area near the Tennessee/North Carolina border. The satellite imagery showed a one-hundred-hectare fenced and gated camp stocked with military equipment and armaments that a South American Warlord would be pleased to own.
The Providian cyber division hacked into the US military's spy satellite network, and Tank, Genet and Julie examined the footage to confirm the images from the still photographs.
"Here," Julie said, pointing to a heavily vegetated fissure leading to the surrounding fence. "If we use the fissure for cover and go in after dark, it looks like it's less than a fifteen-minute walk to the ammunition and fuel dumps. They've stupidly put the two dumps close to each other, and the accommodation barracks are way over the other side, away from the dumps. Look," she added. "Only two guards are circling each dump. Once we eliminate them, we can place the explosives and then set up here," she pointed to another spot.
"Their men will come running out when the dumps explode, straight into our line of fire. We can take down most of them before they realise they're under attack. Then we high-tail it back to the fissure, follow it to our hover craft, and get out of there. I reckon we can take the whole camp out in less than an hour with none the wiser as to who attacked them."
The trio spent another two hours refining their plan and trying to imagine every possibility for errors and mistakes and how to respond if any of them happened. They discussed what to do with any of their injured or dead soldiers, knowing the soldier's bodies couldn't be left behind lest the US military and law enforcement discover they weren't human.
They were finally satisfied their plan was as foolproof as possible and took it to Colonel Tangran. Tangran tried to pick holes in it and kept insisting they should attack the Aridian Slaver base in Ireland. However, Tangran conceded the plan should work and took it and the three officers to General Zaha.
During the meeting with General Zaha, Tangran unsuccessfully tried to convince the general that they should attack the Aridians. Ignoring him, the general worked through Genet, Tank's and Julie's plan. He reached the end and conceded they'd covered all contingencies. "Choose your team, Captain," Zaha told Genet. "I expect you'll want to lead it yourself and bring Tank and Ms Angelina with you as your 2ICs?"
"Lieutenant Zaffra, for sure," Genet agreed. "But Julie will sit this one out. She can join missions after completing her training."
"Agreed," General Zaha stated. "It is partly her plan, though, so include her when training for this operation and put her on overwatch from the hover craft." Zaha grinned before adding, "Ms Angelina has kicked both your asses in the sniper classes and is currently within the top five shots in our army."
"Who'd have thought that pretending to shoot a sniper rifle in Mr and Mrs Smith meant I'd be a crack shot for real?" Julie joked.
"How long before you're ready to execute?" Zaha asked.
Genet and Tank exchanged glances before Genet replied, "One week. We could go in forty-eight hours, but there's no rush, so why not ensure we're as prepared as we can be?"
"Tangran, set up the simulation floor to match Captain Genet's chosen camp and get this happening. Dismissed, all of you."
The four officers saluted and exited the room. Tangran then stormed off without a word. Julie watched him go. "Why is he so hot for that Aridian base?" She mused. "It's almost like he wants us to fail. Captain, I suggest you pay particular attention to the simulation because I wouldn't put it past him to sabotage our preparations by making it different to the real camp."
"Colonel Tangran's a good officer," Genet argued. "He wouldn't do that."
"He's also in the faction opposed to using Lieutenant Angelina and myself instead of killing us and harvesting our DNA," Tank observed. "Rumour has it that he's shacked up with Margraine (the disgraced former lieutenant), and that woman bears us no goodwill."
"I will keep a close watch on the simulator, but you're wrong about Colonel Tangran," Genet said before turning on her heel and marching toward the officer barracks. She needed to choose her sergeant, and they needed to select their team. Most would come from Tank's men but she would include some from the other squads to ensure as many as possible got experience in fighting a war. Genet was intensely aware that no Providian had been in a battle since they fled Proxima Centauri b, some five hundred years ago.
Anan intercepted Tank and Julie on their way to the dojo. "Julie," she said. "I need you for some regulation tests. Tank, you may as well come, too. Our engineers have created a suit that should enable me to test your body's limits."
"Aren't you done torturing me, woman?" Tank pretended to growl.
"Never," Ana riposted. "I believe that your improvements have merely stalled, and there's lots more to come, yet."
Tank and Julie changed into their Gis before joining Anan in her testing lab. The lab had a functional gym capable of testing a person's endurance, speed, reaction time, and strength. As Anan worked Julie through the various tests, Tank warmed up using the apparatus Julie wasn't. He was amazed when Anan announced Julie's Max. VO2 was 75 ml/kg/min, well above elite for a human female.
Julie then ran ten thousand meters on the treadmill in under twenty-nine minutes. If done on a track with official scrutineers, that time would have broken the current woman's world record for that distance. Julie's deadlift of 275 kg, higher than any human woman had lifted, impressed Tank, but when she bench-pressed more than 240 kg, he was gobsmacked.
"You're still improving," Anan noted as she recorded the figures. She completed the reaction time tests and noted them down before telling Julie to warm down and turning to Tank. "You'll find a body suit through the changeroom door," she said. "Put it on and return."
Tank complied and immediately noticed that the suit was weighted. Still, it wasn't as heavy as the equipment packs he carried when on drills, so he shrugged it on and returned to the lab.
"Warm up," Anan instructed as she began attaching sensors to Tank's chest, face, upper arms and thighs. Tank stepped onto the treadmill and jogged along at the low speed at which it was currently set. After five minutes, Anan stopped the treadmill and added weights to the pockets on Tank's body suit. "Fifteen kilos above standard military pack weight," Anan told Tank and the recording device she held.
Anan restarted the treadmill, and Tank strode along. His body quickly adjusted its stride length to compensate for the extra weight. Anan turned the treadmill's speed up until it matched Tank's first recorded effort of four minutes per mile (two minutes thirty seconds per kilometre). Although his stride length had noticeably reduced, Tank could seemingly effortlessly maintain this speed.
The researcher slowed the machine and then turned it off. Circling Tank again, Anan added more weights. "Twenty-five kilos above standard weight," she informed Tank.
The only changes this time were that Tank's heart rate climbed towards its maximum and his breathing deepened. However, he still maintained an effortless four minutes per mile. Anan added ten more kilos and raised the treadmill's front to its maximum. Breathing deeply and evenly, Tank ran on a 15% inclined plane carrying 80 kg (175 lbs) of weight whilst steadily maintaining his speed.
Tank was running at twenty-four kilometres per hour (15 mph), a speed above most suburban gym treadmills could do. Moreover, according to the sensors close to his mouth, Tank had yet to slip into oxygen debt. Anan slowed the treadmill so she could add more weight to Tank's suit.
"Thirty-five kg above standard pack weight," Anan calmly said, although she was amazed by what Tank could do.
The extra weight shortened Tank's stride further, and after he'd run another two kilometres (1.25 miles), he could no longer run aerobically. Lactic acid built in the actor's muscles as he struggled onward.
"Push!" Anan barked as Tank began staggering.
Tank gripped the treadmill's side supports as he whooped in great gasps of breath.
"Push!" Anan barked again. She turned the treadmill to its maximum speed, twenty-five kph (15.5 mph). "Let go of the damned supports and run, you Gawddamned pussy!" Anan screamed.
Tank glared at her as he let go and straightened up. He took several shorter, faster steps to resync himself to the extra weight he carried and the treadmill's speed. The sensors showed that Tank was near the human body's maximum of sixteen litres of oxygen debt (34 pints).
"Are you a man or a wimp?" Anan sneered as she watched the monitors, knowing that Tank's physiology was at its limits. "Surely a real man can push through this?"
"Fuck ... you ..." Tank gasped as every monitor showed that his body should have locked into a lactic acid-induced rictus. He staggered again, and it looked like the treadmill would sweep him off onto the floor. "Fuck ... you... and ... fuck ... the ... fucking ... horse ... you ... fucking ... rode ... in ... on!" He staggered again and growled, "ARRRRRRRGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!"
Anan looked from her monitor, expecting to see Tank fly off the treadmill and into the wall. But after staggering, Tank's stride reasserted itself. Suddenly, he no longer struggled to stay upright and began striding out on the treadmill. Faster and faster he ran until the treadmill could no longer keep up. Then, holding the support rails to maintain his position, Tank pushed his feet firmly onto the belt and began making the treadmill run faster than it mechanically could. The treadmill's electric motor was no longer spinning the belt; instead, it was Tank's pushing feet. Overworked, the engine began to whine protestingly and smoke.
Anan checked the readouts. "Thirty kph," she said. "Forty, forty-five, fifty! (19 mph. 25. 28. 31)." She added disbelievingly as every sensor changed to green, showing that Tank was somehow entirely free of oxygen debt and lactic acid. The treadmill howled, threatening to burst into flames. "Tank!" Anan yelled. "You must stop before the treadmill seizes and catapults you into the wall!"
Grasping the side supports, Tank lifted his feet from the spinning belt. Then, without another second to spare, the belt's squealing stopped, and it seized, almost upending the treadmill and launching Tank into the wall as it rocked dangerously forward.
"Keep moving," Anan demanded stridently. Then, as Tank jogged and skipped around the lab, Anan swiftly added weights to the barbell until they reached 575 kg (1268 lbs), the weight that Tank had failed to lift at the previous attempt. Calming herself, Anan said, "Try that."
Checking the weight, Tank lifted an eyebrow as if to say, "No way!" However, when he grabbed the bar and lifted it, he almost threw the barbell at the ceiling because it came up so unexpectedly easily. "WTF?" Tank mouthed as he twirled the 575 kg weight above his head like a bandleader's baton.
"I think we may have achieved a breakthrough," Anan said calmly. Then she squealed delightedly and danced around the gym with her fists above her head as if she'd been the one who had lifted the weight. "I knew it!" She crowed. "I knew your improvements had only stalled and not peaked. Lawd! I wonder how far we can push this?" Anan danced another jig before excitedly exclaiming, "We need Genet, Alban, Roque, and Envet. Tank, Julie, go to the dojo, and I'll meet you there shortly."
Alban, Roque and Envet were amongst the first volunteers to take Tenerife's mutagenic chemicals. They were embarrassed by how swiftly and efficiently Tank had dispatched them during their fight before the Providian Military's upper echelon and hoped the advantages given to them by the DNA-changing drugs would help level the playing field.
The trio were also in Tank's officer trainee group and had been roundly criticised by General Zaha for being captured when they didn't follow Tank away from the camp. In lesser men, being twice embarrassed by an 'inferior human Providian' would have made them angry and resentful. However, Alban, Roque and Envet were men cut from a better cloth than that, and they became fast friends with the actor. These three men were Tank's first Providian martial arts students, having recognised that Tank's skills were superior to theirs.
Genet, Alban, Roque and Envet followed the excitably chattering Anan into the dojo. Tank and Julie were moving through Tai Chi Katas, and the others quickly joined in. Anan impatiently waited until the four newcomers indicated they were warmed up.
"Genet, if you will, quickly conference with the others and plan an all-out attack on Lieutenant Zaffra. We have, ahem, he has, something remarkable to show you, I think. Umm, hope."
Genet turned to Tank. "What is this, Tank? What's up Anan's bottom?"
"I made some small improvements during testing," Tank underrepresented. "Anan seems a little excited about it."
"She's about to cum in her pants," Roque said dryly.
The four that Anan had brought gathered in a circle and quietly discussed how to attack Tank successfully. These four had attacked as individuals the previous time, which had been disastrous for all of them. The four officers devised what they hoped was a winning strategy, then moved to surround Tank and announced they were ready.
Genet, Alban, Roque, and Envet had boxed Tank, then moving from the diagonal corners, Genet and Roque attacked. However, theirs was feint, and Genet and Roque swung away as Alban and Envet attacked. This, too, was a feint, and Genet and Roque quickly changed directions to continue attacking.
To Tank, it was like everything happened in slow motion, and his opponents moved as slowly as flies through molasses. With his mind's eye seeing every detail, Tank knew the first two attacks were fake, and he didn't move. Then, when Genet and Roque launched their flying kicks, he leapt into the air. His two opponents crashed into each other, and in the confusion, Tank landed, grabbed their ankles and threw them at the wall.
Snarling, Alban and Envet threw themselves at Tank from opposite directions. Alban tried a flying kick similar to Genet's and Roque's. Tank stepped back, swivelled and kicked Alban in the rear. He hit the padded wall as hard as Genet and Roque had. Envet tried a slashing 'tiger claw' attack. He woke up on a stretcher being carried to the regen chambers, not ever having seen Tank's response.
"That was unbelievable," Roque said as he struggled painfully to his feet. "You moved so fast that all I saw was a blur. Then, I didn't even see the punch when you hit Envet; all I saw was Envet flying backward into the wall." Roque shook himself and muttered that he needed a regen chamber before adding, "I'm faster and stronger than when we first fought. Arvin, my researcher, says I'm better than twenty per cent improved than before receiving the treatments. The same goes for the others. How is it that you beat us even more comprehensively than the last time?"
"I trained you," Tank modestly explained. "I could read your attacks and how to respond before you made them because I taught you."
Roque turned to Captain Genet, "Summon four more improved soldiers that Lieutenant Tank hasn't fought. Let's see if they do any better than us."
"They won't," Anan denied. "Come here, you guys. You need to see this!"
Anan turned her computer screen so everyone could see it and played the queued clip. When Tank leapt into the air, all you could see was a smeared blur until he landed. The same smeared effect was there when he grabbed and flung Genet and Roque."
"The camera's faulty?" Captain Genet queried.
"No," Anan emphatically stated. "Watch this." She played the clip again at half speed, and Tank was seen in focus. However, at this playback rate, it appeared that Tank moved at an average speed while the others moved at half of that. "He's too fast for the camera to capture accurately," Anan explained in case the others had missed the significance.



"So, Ms Anan," Tank asked. "What does it all mean?"
"That we're going to need more weights and a faster treadmill," Anan replied. "We need to keep pushing until we find your limits. The same goes for Julie because I doubt that she's anywhere near her limits either."
"And us?" Roque queried.
"I think you're already near or at your improvement limits," Anan responded. "I'm convinced it's having the Neanderthal DNA melded into your genes making the difference. We can possibly experiment and see if we can add it to your DNA sequence, but I suspect it will cause an immediate mutation that your body won't be able to contain."
Roque, Alban and Envet exchanged glances. Speaking for all of them, Roque said, "We'd like to volunteer for that trial."
"I'll discuss it with Major Tenerife," Anan reluctantly replied. "We'll run some computer simulations and see what they show. If it works there, Major Tenerife will run it past the higher-ups. Maybe they'll approve a trial."
"If that's the best we can hope for, then that's what we will accept," Roque said. The trio bowed to Tank and Julie and left, taking Genet with them.
"Captain Genet," Roque could be heard arguing as they left. "To be any chance against the Aridian Slavers, we need these improvements. Hell, if we can become half as strong and fast as Lieutenant Zaffra, we can face them on an equal footing. Captain, we are prepared to risk uncontrolled mutations if it guarantees our species' survival."
The rest of the conversation was lost behind the closing door.
"Anything else today, Researcher Anan?" Tank asked formally.
"No," Anan replied absently. "You both need to increase your exercise regimes to take advantage of what's happening inside you. I'd like to monitor those extra sessions. Otherwise, I'll see you when I need to run some tests next."
Julie and Tank ate at the cafeteria and then went to the ship's library. They spent three mostly enjoyable hours reading up on Providian history, trying to understand the people they were somehow aligned with.
"The problem is," Julie stated somewhat frustratedly towards the end. "Is that the winners get to write history. These tomes are full of Providian victories against vicious, unprincipled enemies who were hell-bent on destroying them. But I wonder what the history books of those races say?"
"I agree," Tank answered as he pondered a solution to their lack of knowledge. "But how else can we learn? It's not like being on Earth and logging onto the internet to verify the facts."
"If you can find the facts buried beneath all the misinformation piled into it by special interest groups and groups pushing their own agenda," Julie muttered.
They decided to get dinner and discuss anything else.
After dinner, and their growing attraction to each other remaining unspoken and unacted upon, Tank and Julie made their ways to their separate rooms.
'A doorway, an eight-foot corridor, and a million light years from the woman of my dreams,' Tank thought as he undressed and watched Anan and her assistants entering with the mutagen gas chamber. "Am I really back to having to do this?" Tank asked frustratedly. "I thought I was done with it."
"This is more to ensure your current mutations don't go wild," Anan stated as she dismissed the assistants. "Plus, in case you've forgotten, this chamber has the regeneration components combined with the gas ones. If anything is going wrong, the regen chamber should correct it before it becomes fatal. Put your hands against the rails, Lieutenant Tank."
"Why?" Tank questioned.
Anan sighed before saying, "Because, as you always do, you will fight the gas' effects, and your body will go into spasm, possibly flinging you off onto the floor." Tank echoed Anan's frustrated sigh and began to climb onto the bed. "You may as well strip," Anan added. "You'll be so sweaty after the treatment that you'll want to shower before sleeping anyway."
Tank suspected he was being set up, but nothing occurring that night was different from other times, so he reluctantly dropped his boxer briefs and got onto the bed. Anan had his hands cuffed and his swiftly inflating eleven-inch cock in her hands seconds later.
"If you wanted to fuck, you could have just asked," Tank playfully bitched.
"Yeah, because when you get overexcited and decide to shove this massive thing up me, I'm going to be able to resist, right?" Anan replied before lowering her head onto Tank's cock.
"I'm allowed to use that now?" Tank panted as his climax swiftly peaked.
Releasing his cock, Anan replied, "No. That was just to get you ready for this." She lifted Tank's heavy, tennis ball-sized testes aside and lowered her mouth onto Tank's mutagenically created clit.
"Oh, Gaaaawwwwdddd," Tank groaned as his prostate clenched and his thick cock spat cum.
Surprised, Anan slid her middle finger into Tank's pussy and fingered his G-spot. "Haven't you been getting any?" She asked wonderingly. "There's probably not a Providian on this ship that wouldn't fuck you."
"That's the point," Tank growled. "I don't want to be fucked; I want to fuck someone!"
"That is a problem," Anan conceded. "Not a daily briefing goes by without Major Tenerife reminding everyone they're not to use your cock or Julie's cunt. Tenerife talks of court martial and imprisonment for anyone who does." She thought for a moment. "If it's any consolation," Anan added. "Julie is feeling the same way. Genet and she are having sex regularly, but it's always Julie fucking Genet, not the other way around."
Anan wrapped a surprisingly dainty hand around Tank's shaft and masturbated him as she fingered his G-spot.
"Faaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrkkkkkkkk!" Tank moaned as his cock jumped and spat again.
"I'm going to fuck you," Anan stated as she dropped her jumpsuit and climbed between Tank's legs. Holding Tank's massive balls aside, Anan positioned her throbbing 8+ inch cock at Tank's entrance. Then, reaching up to cup Tank's muscular pec for balance, Anan slowly penetrated the powerful actor. Squeezing rhythmically, Anan mumbled, "This would be much better if you had breasts." She slid all the way home and began pumping into Tank's squelching pussy.
Tank's eyes rolled back as he surrendered to the pleasurable sensation Anan elicited from his soaking pussy. 'I should have jammed my thighs together and prevented Anan from fucking me,' Tank vaguely thought as he felt another pussy based climax racing toward him. 'I probably would if it didn't feel so damned good!'
Tank climaxed again, with his thick juices spurting between him and Anan. Then Anan moaned and unloaded into his gripping, slippery cunt. Feeling her semen flooding into his cervical canal caused Tank to climax again.
"It's okay for me to cum in you," Anan panted as she lay on Tank's broad chest. "I'm not a breeder and therefore not fertile."
"Genet and Margraine muttered something about Tenerife injecting sperm into my womb, ensuring the transmission of the genetic code that will bind me," Tank seemingly innocently offered. "What's with that? Is that what you're doing?" He asked. "Injecting sperm into my womb to bind me to your cause?"
"If I were a breeder, then yes," Anan answered. "But to use sperm that way needs someone who is fertile, and I am not."
"But Tenerife is?" Tank questioned. "He's clearly a clone and one that's from many generations of cloned clones before him. I thought all clones were infertile? How is he able to bind me with his sperm if he's infertile?"
Getting off Tank and getting dressed, Anan growled, "First, how the fuck did you hear that conversation? Even if Margraine were angry, she wouldn't have said anything like that within someone's hearing unless she thought you were unconscious. Second, how on Providia do you know Tenerife's a clone?"
"It doesn't matter how I heard it," Tank dismissed. "The point is I did, and you've just confirmed it."
"Shit!" Anan spat, frustrated that she'd been outthought. "How do you know that Tenerife's a clone?"
'Again, I didn't," Tank grinned. "It was mere conjecture on my behalf. However, the clones, especially those who are clones of clones going back, appear fuzzy around the edges to me."
"Fuzzy?" Anan asked.
"Yeah," Tank replied as he regretfully watched Anan zippering her jumpsuit closed, hiding her magnificently firm and rounded C-cup breasts. "Like a picture that's slightly out of focus."
"Okay, putting that aside for now," Anan continued as she began connecting pipes to the chamber. "How did you know that clones are infertile?"
"Again, I didn't," Tank repeated with a grin. "But it made sense given how you're all acting. Earth is the lost throw of the dice for you guys, isn't it? If you can't get the Earth's populace onside and fighting for you, then your choices are to flee into uncharted territory or fight them here anyway and hope the various Earth governments decide to support you."
"Fool me once; shame on you," Anan responded as she shifted the chamber until it surrounded Tank's bed. "Fool me twice; shame on me."
"What if I've fooled you three times?" Tank grinned. "Who's the shame on in that case?"
"This is going to hurt like a bitch!" Anan snarled as she locked the chamber's seals in place and turned the machines on.
Tank's laughter followed her from the room. His screams came soon after that.
Tank joined Genet and Julie for a quick breakfast the next morning. Julie and Tank both looked a little grey around the edges.
'Tough night?" Genet sympathised.
Julie and Tank ate without answering, and they were soon in step with their captain as they marched to the simulation room.
Genet spoke to the group, including the new sergeant, "The hover craft will hide in the setting sun and bring us down here." Gesturing around her at the heavily wooded area around them, she added. "It won't land, so we'll need to leap from about two metres (6.5 feet). That will prevent anyone from finding the demarcation point until it lands to pick us up. The craft will then move away and hide until dusk sets. Then it will drop Lieutenant Angelina on that knoll there," she pointed to a wooded knoll around four hundred metres away. "Julie, you will jump from the craft there and be on overwatch. When you see us skedaddling, you will move to meet us back here at the extraction point. Sergeant, you, Tank, and your men will move through the ravine and hide on its edge until it's fully dark. Then, you'll lead the men to the concrete building there," she pointed at a storage shed on top of a rise.
"After checking that it's unoccupied, you and your men will set up the ambush," Genet pointed at the barracks. "You're on a direct line to the fuel and ammunition dump, so they'll come up the hill straight at you when the dumps blow. Take as many as you can out in ninety seconds, and then run for the ravine and get yourselves back to here. The hover craft will be waiting to extract you."
"What will you and Lieutenant Zaffra be doing, Captain?" Anter, the sergeant asked.
"Lieutenant Tank will infiltrate the two dumps and place the explosives. I will be in the re-entry craft, watching for any unexpected troop movements. Now, obviously, this simulation floor cannot hold our craft, so I'll be watching these practice runs from the control room. Lieutenant Zaffra is in overall charge, but the men are yours from the moment we disembark from the craft. You've seen combat, Sergeant Anter, the rest of us have not, so we're trusting you to keep our asses from being set on fire."
Four men not chosen to go on the mission played the dump guards, whilst a full platoon imitated the off-duty soldiers resting in the barracks. The men were told nothing more than the bare bones of what would happen. They were only to guard the dump as they would typically do, and the others were to act like they would if they were off-duty and resting in the barracks as they did daily.
Tank did his part flawlessly, using his enhanced speed to glide between the circling guards and his exceptional strength to snap the padlocks open and slip through the gates. Tank used a simple hook to make the chains look like they remained chained together. Then, using his enhanced speed again, Tank quickly placed the firecrackers (in place of explosives) to 'blow up' the fuel and munitions, glided between the guards again, and returned to the fissure. The timers he'd placed set the 'explosives' off as he slid undercover in the wooded crevice.
Using his binoculars, Tank watched his squad mates make their ambush. They successfully took out over thirty men in the allotted ninety seconds before launching grenades at the barracks and retreating. Everything went well until the four dump guards, whom Tank had left alive, attacked the retreating squad. If this were a live exercise, four of the eleven men would have been killed. Worse, those four men would have to be left behind for any of the team to escape alive.
Genet met Tank's team in the debriefing room. "For a first attempt, that was pretty good," Genet stated to the clearly deflated squad. "Remember, all plans only last until the first shot is fired. Tank, can you eliminate those guards without giving yourself away, or do we need a second infiltrator to succeed in getting in and out unspotted?"
"Those are two fairly large storage areas," Tank mused. "Only two guards per dump made it easy to slip in and out without being spotted. However, they're wire fences, meaning there are only brief periods when the guards are out of sight of each other. In those momentary gaps, with my speed, I can nip between them and hide. Taking the guards out, even if I can hide the bodies before being spotted, will not be possible because there will be a guard-sized empty space where I removed them from."
"Sergeant?" Genet queried.
"How good are you with that thing?" Anter asked Julie. "You weren't involved in the drill at all, and, at overwatch, you should have spotted the guards attacking and taken them out. What happened?"
"I froze," Julie admitted. "I saw the first parts go off without a hitch and was watching to see if any of the soldiers from the barracks tried to flank around your men, completely missing the dump guards approaching from the side. When I did see them, I reacted too slowly to do any good."
Anter turned to Genet, "Captain, I cannot fault Lieutenant Angelina's thinking because ensuring our squad wasn't flanked is correct. I believe we need two snipers on that knoll. One to do as Angelina did, the other to take out the guards once the explosions go off."
"Let's try that," Genet said. "Sergeant, do you have anyone in mind for the second sniper position?"
"Specialist Coltan," Anter immediately replied. "He's only had his first series of genetic enhancements, so he'll be slower than the rest of the team but fast enough for this endeavour."
"Get him," Genet barked. "We'll meet back here at 1400 and try again."
"Yes, Sir!" Anter saluted, spun on his heel, and left.
"Is there somewhere close to get coffee?" Tank asked his squad.
"There's a mess hall across from the entrance into here," Elvin said.
"Cool," Tank replied. "Let's grab some and discuss what happened."
The ten remaining squad mates traipsed to the mess hall, got coffee and snacks, and found a group of tables to push together.
"Thoughts?" Tank asked, knowing it was better for these meetings to be informal.
"The plan's solid," Artur answered. "It's almost as if the cleft that leads to the defensive fence was purposefully put there to allow someone to infiltrate the camp. You'd think they'd at least mine it to make it impossible to do what we just did."
"You're thinking like an army man," Jovah, another squad member, dismissed. "These guys are amateur militia and haven't considered how easily they could be infiltrated."
Tank hid his grin at the typical army response towards civilian militia. However, it was easy to forget that the American Revolutionary War, on the American side, was fought mainly by 'civilian militia'.
The discussion continued until it was time to regroup at the embarkation point. This time, the attack went off without a hitch. Despite the 'defending army' now knowing what would happen, they were instructed to pretend they had no idea. But, even with the forewarned knowledge of the attack, the defenders were decimated and the camp destroyed.
Genet's team reran the simulation twice daily until she was satisfied they could almost do it in their sleep. She gave them a day off before the attack to rest and prepare for the mission.
A wilderness area near the Tennessee/North Carolina border, USA.
Following the rest day, Tank, Julie, Genet, and their crew sat in what Genet called a standard Providian re-entry craft. The size of a medium-sized meteor, the specially designed craft would give up so little heat signature on entry into Earth's atmosphere that it would be virtually invisible to the human eye. With its stealth technology, even Earth's missile sensors, satellites and radars should miss it. However, if there was something that did spot them, the craft approached the ground at an angle and speed consistent with a crashing meteor. Earth watchers, safe in the knowledge that humans are alone in the universe, would see what their brains told them to—a meteor crashing to Earth.
With its stealth technology fully engaged, the re-entry vehicle maintained a geosynchronous orbit 18,000 metres above the Aryan Supremacy camp. Also under full stealth, the hover ship backed out of the re-entry craft, eased through Earth's atmosphere, and flew towards the hiding spot.
The pilot parked the hover craft beneath a freeway bridge and engaged its invisibility shields. Discovery would only occur if some unfortunate soul walked into the craft. On the ground, the Providian re-entry craft appeared to resemble the American Black Hawk Utility helicopter. But only if you ignored that the Providian craft had short, stubby wings and no rotors. Nearly silent electric motors ran a series of fan-like blades along the craft's wings and belly, providing lift and direction. Slight alterations to the pitch of these blades and inertia dampeners allowed the craft to change direction instantly.
Genet's team hid beneath the overpass until the sun was barely above the horizon. Then, heading towards the fissure from directly west, the stealth craft dropped Tank and his team at the ravine's head. Julie and Coltan joined the others on the ground a few seconds later.
The squad moved in easy steps through the semi-dark in the ravine toward the fence. However, as they were around halfway along the cleft, Tank quietly barked, "Halt!" Something had nagged at Tank's awareness since the first day's drills, but no matter how much he dogged it, Tank couldn't bring that nag into a cohesive thought.
Turning to Artur, he said, "The day we first simulated this attack, you said something about this fissure. Do you remember what?"
"Not really," Artur replied. "Something about the plan being solid?"
"He said, 'It's almost as if the cleft that leads to the defensive fence was purposefully put there to allow someone to infiltrate the camp'," Rangan offered helpfully. "I remember thinking the same thing."
"Sergeant, what do you think of the possibility that this fissure is a trap?" Tank queried. "Either it's electronically monitored, mined, booby-trapped, or all three?"
"Shit, Lieutenant!" Anter exclaimed. "You have a nasty mind, Sir. I like it!" Sergeant Anter thought furiously, "It's what I'd do if I were in charge of this camp. Well, I wouldn't have placed the camp near a ravine that could be used to infiltrate it, to start with. But having that error forced on me, I'd make that the most obvious way into the camp, then mine it and set booby traps and electronic monitoring devices."



"Can we jam the signals?" Tank asked. "And if we can, do we have time to work our way along the fissure, disabling whatever else is in there?"
"I hate to say it," Sergeant Anter replied, "But I think we need to abort tonight and rethink our strategy."
"How do we get Angelina and Coltan out? They were supposed to exit with the rest of us through this fissure."
"We'll send the hover in after 0200 when activity within the camp should be at its lowest," Anter decided.
Nodding, Tank tapped his throat mic and asked, "Captain Genet, have you been listening and monitoring?"
"Caught it all," Genet replied. "I agree with your assessment. That fissure needs further investigation before we send your troops in there. Lieutenant Angelina, Specialist Coltan, find a hole to hide in. We'll send the hover in to get you a little after 0200."
"Yes, Sir," the snipers replied.
"Do we return to the ship?" Tank asked.
"I think we can tough it out here for at least another day," Sergeant Anter replied. "We'll get Genet to plug us into the US military satellite system and look for another entry point. It's only our ingress and egress point that needs to change." Anter thought some more. "Actually," he added. "Artur's a specialist at sneak attacks. We'll send him into the ravine at first light, looking for any mines, traps, or monitoring devices."
Artur returned an hour after he'd slipped off to investigate the ravine. Stripping off his stealth camouflage suit, he took a massive gulp of water before saying, "Your instincts were right, Lieutenant. That ravine's a nest of explosives, mines and cameras. They start no more than five steps past where we stopped last night. The first trap was a nylon string set at ankle height attached to a chest-high antipersonnel mine. We'd have been lucky if any of us had survived that first trap. I cleaned up all signs we were there and returned."
"Any way to clear the fissure out and still make our attack?" Tank asked.
"If I had a week and a team of specialists, maybe," Artur replied. "Even then, I'd doubt we'd get them all."
"Did you catch that, Captain?" Genet queried.
"Yes," Genet responded. "The satellite feed should be on the hover's screen now."
The squad watched the feed, and each pointed at a place they thought they could approach. However, either Tank or Anter nixed every suggestion, saying if the base's commander was smart enough to lay traps to protect the ravine, then he'd be clever enough to do the same with other wooded areas that came right up to the fence.
"We got Angelina and Coltan in and out without the camp seeing or hearing us," Tank mused. "Can we get the squad dropped behind the knoll where they were? Then, four of us will sneak down the hill and take out the dump guards. The rest of you can continue to the storage building to set up the ambush. Once we've executed that, we can high-tail back over the knoll, jump in the hover, and fuck off."
"The hover could come under heavy fire until we can engage its stealth mode," Landen, the hover's pilot, argued.
"Explain," Tank requested.
"The hover has two camouflage modes," Landen explained. "When it's stationary, I engage reflectors that bend the light around the craft, rendering it invisible to anything except infrared. In flight, we have stealth mode that prevents any kind of tracking radar from seeing us. Even guidance systems like those in your planet's surface-to-air-missiles can't latch on. Unfortunately, the invisibility system doesn't work when the hover's moving and the stealth technology doesn't work under sixty kph."
"Can the hover take rifle fire?" Tank asked.
"They'd need a fifty-millimetre cannon to damage us," the pilot stated.
Tank looked at his sergeant. "According to every photo and map we have, the firing range is the only thing at the back of the sniper's knoll. If we get the hover to land at the base of the hill, we should be in the air before they can see us to fire on us, and by the time they crest the hill, we'll be gone."
"So, instead of going in at dusk, we go in at 0200?" Sergeant Anter queried.
"Sounds good to me," Tank answered, "Squad, any queries or objections?"
"None, Sir," the team responded.
"Rest and grab some shuteye. Looks like we're stuck in here until the sun goes down."
Space on the hover craft was severely limited, so the team took turns lying on the hover's floor and stretching out. Only two at a time would fit, but the carbon fibre composite floor wasn't exactly forgiving to sleep on, so the fighters rotated regularly.
Night fell, and glad to be out of the craft, the team took their MREs outside to eat. Anter walked away from the rest until he could hunker down between two bridge supports. Then, after looking around carefully, he lit a cigarette.
Tank worked his way through his Shotokan Karate Katas, loosening his cramped muscles. Ophetia, the only feminine presenting Providian on the team, approached him.
"I heard you give lessons," Ophetia stated.
"I do," Tank replied.
"Can anyone join in?"
"So far, it has only been my permanent team," Tank answered. "But I don't see why not."
"How does one get on your team?" Ophetia asked boldly.
"Request a transfer from Captain Genet, I assume," Tank replied. "After all, she's in charge of the enhanced soldiers."
"Oh, come on!" Ophetia scoffed. "Everyone knows you're the one really in charge."
"Chain of command," Tank said levelly. "Perhaps you've heard of it? Besides, why would I want a team member so readily prepared to break the rules to suit her own agenda?"
"Because this team member would show her gratitude eagerly," Ophetia said, seductively smiling at Tank.
"Fraternisation between squad mates is frowned upon, Private Ophetia," Tank said coldly. "Fraternisation between officers and common soldiers is a court martial offence." Ophetia opened her mouth to object, but Tank held his hand up. "I will speak no more of it, Private Ophetia. We have a mission to complete in only a few hours. Let's rest up now and prepare for it."
"Yes, Sir!" Ophetia snapped a salute, turned on her heel and marched away.
''Shit,' Tank thought. He turned and saw Julie standing and watching. 'Double shit,' he added. "Did you catch all of that?" He asked.
"I recorded the whole thing from the moment Private Ophetia approached you," Genet told him through his earpiece as Julie nodded. "If she tries to cause trouble, we'll have the proof of what actually happened."
"Can I talk to you, Tank?" Julie asked. "Captain, may we have some privacy, please?"
"Of course," Genet replied, and Tank's earpiece went dead.
"What's up?" Tank queried.
"I'm scared," Julie explained. "Shooting a man for a movie is not the same as shooting him for real. In the movie, when the director yells 'Cut!' the man you shot stands up and walks away. There's no standing up after a sniper's bullet has exploded your head."
"I'm terrified, too," Tank admitted. "Shit! I'm a brainbox and an actor, not a stone-cold killer."
"What do we do?" Julie sniffed.
"What we've been trained to do," Tank told her levelly, holding her eyes with his. "Look, I'm still unsure about these Providians, but this cause is just. You saw the reports. These guys are responsible for over one hundred black deaths. They killed for no other reason than the ones they murdered were black. They are a scourge on the American people we can and will eliminate."
"Ready to roll?" Anter asked from behind Tank.
Tank raised his eyebrow and replied at Julie's nod, "Yes. Let's do it."
Aryan Supremacy Camp near the Tennessee/North Carolina border, USA.
Meanwhile, fifteen miles away at Camp Confederate, the Aryan Supremacy Militia's commanding officer, General Nathaniel Butler, couldn't sleep. Nathaniel, an ex-US Army Green Beret who could trace his ancestry back to the Aryan Supremacy's founding father, felt uneasy. General Butler marched into the monitoring station.
"Anything?" He barked.
"All monitors and sensors show green," the soldier watching the screens replied. "The closest we've had to anything was that brown bear outside the northern fence."
"The government's out there," Nathaniel growled. "I can feel it in my bones. They're planning an attack. I know it! Did you send men to recheck the fissure?" General Butler questioned. "You noted a slight disturbance at the outermost sensor last night."
"No signs of anything moving in there," the watch sergeant replied. Then he considered what he said. "No signs of anything," he repeated musingly.
"Sergeant?" Nathaniel queried.
Sergeant Rick Bedford, whose father insisted he was related to one of the Ku Klux Klan founders, hummed as his mind raced. "No signs whatsoever. Shouldn't there be something? Rabbits? Foxes? Deer? There should be some animal signs, surely?"
"Get a squad over there now!" General Butler commanded. "Sound general quarters. I told you I could smell the dirty fed bastards!"
Before Bedford could respond, explosions rocked the camp.
"What the fuck was that?" Butler snarled.
"Unless I've missed my guess," Sergeant Bedford calmly replied. "It was the fuel and ammunition dumps going up."
The sound of small arms fire swiftly followed the explosions. Men screaming, followed by the crump, crump of RPGs exploding were next. Another round of small arms fire ensued before the only noise left was men screaming in pain.
"Let's find out what the fuck is going on," Nathaniel growled before taking an M16 from the gun rack and following his watch sergeant from the room.
Snatching the door open, Bedford and Butler ran into the street, racing for cover. All around them was bedlam. Every building, except their command structure and the concrete food storage one, was on fire or destroyed, and men lay dead or injured everywhere Nathaniel looked. He spotted Tyson Atticus, his captain. "Captain!" He shouted. "Is the attack over? Where are the feds? What the fuck is happening?"
Captain Atticus, who was naked except for his army shorts and rifle, jogged over to his general. "Fucked if I know, Nate," Atticus responded. Tyson and Nathaniel had served together in the second Gulf War. "They blew up the fuel and munitions storage depots, shot the fuck out of us when we responded, launched RPGs at every building except the one they hid behind, and then disappeared."
"Feds?" General Butler asked.
Atticus shook his head. "They wouldn't hit and run," he pointed out. "If it were the feds, they'd be pouring through the gates in SUVs."
"ATF?"
Captain Tyson shook his head again. "Same story," he explained.
"Which way did they go?"
"Towards the firing range," Atticus replied.
"You have men pursuing them?"
"No," Atticus answered. "We had our best trackers following their spoor, but it simply ends at the bottom of the hill behind the dumps."
"What do you mean 'ends'," the general asked.
"I mean, it's there, and then it isn't," Captain Atticus clarified. "I'd guess a helicopter extracted them, but no one heard or saw one, so fucked if I know."
"So," General Butler said, as his butt clenched, imagining the call he now had to make. "I have to report to leadership that their multi-million dollar training camp has been destroyed by spectres that appeared out of and disappeared into nothing?"
"Maybe we can find something more in the daylight," Tyson suggested, knowing it was a forlorn hope. A helicopter was the most obvious escape route, but why hadn't a single militia soldier seen or heard it?
Atlanta, Georgia, the following day.
"Hey, Benjie?" Special Agent Richard Charlesworth of the Atlanta division of the FBI asked his partner, Benjie Paxton. "Did you see this report on the explosions in the Aryan Supremacy camp up near the Tennessee/North Carolina border? Isn't that the group of assholes you think is responsible for kidnapping and killing those black students from Mountain City?"
"Who took them out?" Benjie asked.
"Wasn't us," Rick answered. "Maybe the ATF? They trafficked speed, so it might have been the DEA."
Benjie shook his head, "The dumb pricks would have announced the raids beforehand."
"Forty-nine dead," Rick read from the report. "Maybe someone from either of those two departments fucked up."
"Wouldn't be any of the alphabet agencies then," Benjie denied.
The televisions in their offices flickered before a talking head announced the directors of the FBI, DEA, NSA, and ATF would make a joint statement shortly. Seconds later, all four agencies denied any knowledge of how the Aryan Supremacy base had been destroyed, and they categorically denied their department's involvement.
"You realise," Special Agent Benjie Paxton mused. "That we're going to be sent up there to investigate this attack, right? It couldn't have happened to a nicer bunch of cunts, but the director will demand to know what the fuck happened up there."
"Assuming they file a complaint," Rick observed.
The talking head from earlier announced that they had a statement from Aryan Supremacy's leader, Jeremiah Percy. Supreme Commander Percy denied any attack on the North Carolina base, saying that a burning fuel spill had gotten too close to some incorrectly stored munitions. The resulting explosions had severely damaged a large part of the camp, but everything was under control now.
"We have reviewed our storage and emergency response procedures to ensure nothing like this will reoccur," he assured the viewers. "In the meantime, may we have some space and respect until we contact and inform the families of the victims of their loved one's demise?"
General Zaha's debriefing room on the Providian Starship later that morning.
Genet, Tank, Julie, Tenerife and Anter sat in a debriefing room discussing the raid with General Zaha.
"Any comments or problems?" Zaha queried.
"From a tactical perspective," Tenerife replied. "There were no problems. I monitored the various world governments' spy systems and satellites, and none mentioned an unidentified craft anywhere on Earth. There is universal confusion amongst the world's military as to what happened at the camp we attacked."
"Captain Genet?" Zaha asked.
"It was pretty much a textbook in-and-out mission with no deaths or injuries on our side," Genet explained. "We encountered less resistance than we expected, and we were able to destroy the entire camp within the time allocated. We counted forty-nine dead enemies with at least that many more injured."
"Changes needed, Lieutenant Zaffra?"
"We were nearly wiped out before we even got near the base," Tank growled. "We relied wholly on the satellite and spy footage. That was a mistake. We need to get eyes on the ground to get real-life reconnaissance before we attack another camp."
"Sergeant Anter?"
"I agree with the lieutenant," Anter responded. "Luckily for us, Lieutenant Tank had a 'bad feeling' and aborted the mission before we walked into their trap. When we go after the next terrorist base, I say we get feet on the ground to examine the camp first."
Major Tenerife added, "We didn't go after any of the humans in the area who carry the same DNA profile as Lieutenants Zaffra and Genet. I propose we combine our next raids with recruiting some humans for our 'super' program."
"Major Tenerife, have you selected the next target?" General Zaha asked.
"Colonel Tangran and I are at loggerheads over that, General," Tenerife replied. "Colonel Tangran is insistent that we go after the Aridian base next."
"He thinks we're ready to do that?" Zaha questioned.
"I don't think he cares," Tenerife answered. "I don't know what's up his butt, but he has the hots for that camp."
Tank mused, "Colonel Tangran leads the group opposed to using we humans, General, correct?" Zaha nodded. "He has many of your fellow officers on his side?"
"Some," Zaha admitted.
"If these raids are successful, then it undermines his position that we're undisciplined mutagenic monsters with anger issues. With every successful attack, we prove he's wrong and deny his group their wish—to kill Lieutenant Angelina and me and harvest our DNA for your clone programs."
"Makes sense," General Zaha conceded.
"So, if you stand Angelina and me down from the subsequent raids and use only Providian mutagen gas-enhanced soldiers, you take away that fear, and he should allow the planned raids without further complaint or objection. If he continues to object, you'll know it's more than just objecting to Julie and myself in play."
"I understand what you're saying," Captain Genet objected. "But if we stand you down, Colonel Tangran will spread rumours that it's because of discipline problems during the first mission. There's already a rumour that Lieutenant Angelina froze and couldn't do her part as overwatch."
"Ophetia," Tank spat viciously. "Has to be. Can't get at me, so she's undermining Julie."
"Another rumour suggests that Ophetia has joined Margraine as one of Tangran's lovers," Sergeant Anter offered.
"We're not here to deal in rumours and innuendo," Major Zaha said icily. "Unless you have proof of this or their fraternisation, let's move on to the next targets. Lieutenants Zaffra and Angelina, you will continue to be part of these raids until I decide otherwise. Your presence in the recruiting parties will ease the chosen humans' fears and make them more likely to listen to our proposal."
"There's not a red-blooded male on the planet who would turn Ms Angelina down," Tank teased, grinningly.
"And how many women would turn down 'the thinking woman's sex symbol', do you reckon?" Julie returned.
"Many more than who would turn you down," Tank riposted
"If we're finished with the mutual admiration society," General Zaha said dryly. "Can we continue? Tenerife, Zaffra, Genet, and Angelina. Put your heads together and plan the next raids. Let's try coordinating three separate attacks spread across the continental USA." Zaha stood, which caused the others to stand, too. "Dismissed," he said. The officers saluted and filed from his office.
"How many of these re-entry craft do we have?" Tank queried as they walked down the corridor, away from Zaha's office.
"Around fifteen hundred," Major Tenerife replied. "Ranging from large enough to carry four of the hover ships you were on to as small as the one we used to get you in and out. The former is used for invasion missions. The latter for stealth ones."
"Can we insert three separate craft without anyone noticing?" Tank asked as he entered the cafeteria that he and Julie usually attended. "Or do we use one of the bigger ones and bring all three hover ships into Earth's atmosphere at once?"
"The larger re-entry vehicles don't have stealth capabilities," Tenerife explained. "We use those when undertaking a full-scale invasion of a planet and don't care if we're seen. But, to go back to your original question, if we enter the atmosphere close together simultaneously, there's a good chance for some of that time, we'll be visible to the naked eye. However, if we split the attacks across the entire USA, there will be enough gap between the entering craft to keep all three invisible."
The four picked up the folder Tantin had created and began examining sites.
"I'd like a crack at this one," Tank mused, pointing to another Aryan Supremacy camp near the Californian/Oregon/Nevada borders. It's in California but so close to Oregon that its northern boundary fence crosses the border."
"There's another Christian Fundamentalist camp rumoured to be a Ku Klux Klan front up near the Washington border with British Columbia, someway west of Bellingham," Genet suggested as a second target.
"Then there's the White Supremacist camp near the Texas/Mexico border below San Antonio," Tenerife added. "It's rumoured to have executed many Mexicans crossing the border illegally. That one has the advantage of being close enough to San Antonio to take our first volunteers. There are over twenty people in San Antonio with DNA profiles that match our requirements."



"How do we squeeze twenty people into our landing craft?" Tank queried.
"You don't," Tenerife admitted. "We do what we did when we recruited you and Ms Angelina."
"Which was?" Julie asked wintrily.
"We brought the re-entry ship into low Earth orbit above you and then used the teleportation beam to bring you on board. Travelling via the beam disorients the traveller, and they arrive unconscious. We then put you into our regeneration chambers and used the mutagenic drugs to return what devolution had taken away."
"All I know was that I was in the lady's loos, things go black, and I wake up with Genet riding my cock. My cock, Tenerife!" Julie growled. "I'm a beautiful human woman, Major Tenerife. What the fuck am I supposed to do with a twelve-inch male appendage?"
"Impregnate Providian women," Tenerife answered with a stony face, although a small smile flitted across his face.
"Jokes?" the actress spat. "I'm pissed at you, and you joke?" She gestured towards her groin, "No straight human man will ever be attracted to me again with this monstrosity hanging between my legs."
Tenerife finally showed some embarrassment. "Well, I cannot reverse the changes the drugs have engineered, Ms Angelina," he informed her. "Plus, if you're unwilling to use your genetically enhanced cock to impregnate female presenting Providians, the result will be your death and your DNA being harvested to make clones. So, Lieutenant Angelina, where do we stand?"
"Because you've failed to mention any 'recruits' anywhere other than in Southern Texas, I guess I'm travelling with Tank's team to take out that camp," Julie growled. "If I'm stuck being like this, and if I'm unwilling to die, it seems that I have no choice but to get on with this life."
With the new targets decided, the foursome turned their attention to mundane matters. They ate, and Tenerife left with Genet to select the other two squads. Tank's team from the first attack would remain the same, but one of the other teams would take Ophetia at Tank's request. That meant that Roque and either Envet or Alban would lead the others. Genet would stay in one of the re-entry vehicles on overwatch for the three teams, with the attacks timed to occur consecutively but closely spaced together. Genet would command the attacks with three separate officers to watch the attacks on their monitors and relay information to Captain Genet as required.
After Tenerife and Genet left, Tank and Julie returned to the library. Several computers sat against the library walls, but they'd never previously responded to Tank and Julie's attempts to turn them on. Tank had gone to Tenerife, asking for access, and when he refused, Tank approached General Zaha. The general reluctantly arranged limited access for his lieutenants, and they were keen to see what they could find.
"Worse than the books," Julie frustratedly growled an hour of fruitless searching later. "Virtually every search we make returns 'Authorisation required' to access it, and we don't have the authorisation."
By mutual consent, they made their way to the dojo, changed, and worked off their frustrations. Watching Julie working through her Katas, Tank mused, 'She's already at least a brown belt, and it won't be long before I'd test her for her black.' Thinking some more, he barked. "Hold! Turn to me! Ready to fight? Fight!"
Moving swiftly and seamlessly, Tank attacked Julie. Other than keeping his strikes away from places that could kill and limiting them to Ms Angelina's larger muscle groups, Tank held nothing back. Initially, his strikes thudded into Julie with startling regularity. However, her reactions sped up as Julie grew angry at her inability to avoid being hit, and Tank's strikes began hitting her defences instead of her body.
Faster and faster, the pair spun back and forth until Julie spotted an opening. Then, faking a lower punch, she redirected it and struck at Tank's chin. The punch thundered into Tank's jaw, throwing him across the dojo into the wall. Stunned, Tank slid down the wall before holding and working his jaw.
"Been a long time since anyone was good enough to hit me," Tank mumbled as his head rang. "I don't think anything's broken, but it's going to hurt for a while."
Julie stood over Tank with her hands on her hips, glaring. But when Tank wiped his hand across his mouth, it came away bloody, and Julie's glare turned to concern. "You mean you didn't just let me hit you like you did with Genet?" Julie yelped.
Tank shook his head, "I turned my torso to avoid what I thought was a body blow, and the next thing I know, I'm hitting the wall." He thought for a moment as Julie looked concernedly at him. "I wish we had that on film because no one will believe it."
Tank struggled to his feet. His head still rang, and he felt a little dizzy, but when Julie concernedly held his elbow to support him, Tank turned the beautiful actress into him and kissed her passionately. His hand snaked inside her Gi and pulled her control brief aside. Wrapping his hand around Julie's rapidly inflating pole, he extricated it from her panties and broke their kiss.
"There's at least one straight man that's attracted to you despite you having this," Tank softly said as he masturbated Ms Angelina's enormous cock, then kissed her ferociously again.
"Oh, Gawd, Tank," Julie groaned as her cock spasmed and blasted cum over Tank's hand. She took his hand from her rigidly erect cock and moved it lower. "I don't want you to desire my cock," she despairingly said as she guided his fingers over her button and into her pussy. "I need you to show me that I'm still a woman despite having one."
"Gladly, my beautiful friend," Tank replied, undoing Julie's Gi's ties and undressing her. Tank dropped his clothing beside hers, lifted Julie up and lowered her onto his throbbing member. Turning, he pressed Julie against the dojo wall. "I won't last," Tank gasped as he thrust slowly into her. "I haven't used my dick since we were kidnapped, and you've always been my favourite celebrity crush."
Tank slid around seven of his thick cock's eleven+ inches into Julie before hitting an obstruction, Julie's cervix. Before their mutagenic changes, this would have been as far as he could penetrate her. Despite what various porn writers would have you believe, a human cervix is a one-way canal from the womb to the vagina. However, this was one of the improvements that Tenerife's mutagen experiments had returned to them. Tank held still as Julie ground against him, and then he pushed.
"Oh, my Gawd!" Julie gasped as she felt Tank's oversized cock forcing her cervical canal open and sliding deeper in. She felt Tank's pubic bone press against her clit. He was wholly buried inside her. All of his massively girthed and long cock was inside her. "Oh, my Gaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwdddddddd!" Julie screamed and climaxed.
Tank pulled about half of his cock out of her and rammed it back in. Then, pressing firmly against Ms Angelina's clit, Tank rotated his hips and spat semen directly into her womb. "Oh, my fucking Gaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwdddddddd!!!!" Julie screamed again as she felt Tank's lava-hot sperm boil into her womb. "Oh, my fucking Gaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwdddddddd, I'm cumming!" Julie screeched as her rampantly erect cock spat its juices between them.
Lowering Julie to the mat, Tank proceeded to fuck the beautiful actress into oblivion. They fucked missionary and doggy before changing to female superior. Every climax was shared; as one came, the other quickly followed. "No more," Julie was forced to say more than an hour later. "I can't," she added. "I just can't."
"Come with me, you two," Anan said from the dojo doorway. "You need to get into a regen chamber so we can fix the damage fighting and fucking on the dojo mats has done. If we don't get you in soon, and Major Tenerife notices you've made love, there will be hell to pay."
Julie's head jerked around, "Shit!" She mouthed. "How long have you been watching?"
"The cameras in here feed directly to my lab," Anan sheepishly replied. "I saw you two come in and then the fight. I ran here when I saw you almost knock Lieutenant Zaffra out."
Horrified, Julie gasped, "The whole thing?" before looking at Tank. Then she realised how it sounded. "Shit, Tank!" She said embarrassedly. "I'm glad we finally made love. I've just seen so many careers ruined when sex tapes start appearing."
"I think you're safe," Anan said dryly. "It's not like I can send the recording to a TV station or newspaper without giving away that aliens are circling Earth in a starship." She threw the lieutenants their jumpsuits. "Get dressed, and I'll take you to the regen chambers. No one will question you if I'm taking you there."
Tank woke up alone the following morning. He heard voices, so he put himself back into a calm, meditative state to fool the observers into believing he remained asleep.
"Why were Lieutenants Angelina and Zaffra in regen chambers?" Major Tenerife asked.
"Step over here, and I'll show you," Anan calmly replied. She showed Tenerife the tape from the fight between Tank and Julie.
"Angelina struck Tank?" Tenerife asked dubiously. "You're sure he didn't pull his block as he did with Captain Genet?"
"At the speed they're moving, it's hard to tell," Anan replied. "But it doesn't appear so to me. Tank's jaw wasn't broken, but the regen system found several loose teeth and severe contusions where Julie's fist hit."
"Do you think Lieutenant Angelina's speed will surpass Tank's?"
"I think it already has," Anan shrugged. "Tank will remain stronger, but I think Julie's reactions and speed will outstrip his."
"We need more of these humans," Tenerife mused. "Researcher Anan, can you imagine an army of a hundred thousand of these enhanced humans? Not only will we defeat the Aridian Armada, but we'll also be able to take the battle to Aridia and free our people."
"A worthy cause," Anan agreed as she guided Tenerife from her lab.
Tank waited until he was alone before getting out of the chamber and dressing. Julie wasn't in her room, so Tank went to the cafeteria. There, he found Anter, Genet, Roque, Envet, and Julie pouring over maps of the camps they'd chosen to infiltrate.
"I heard you had your ass handed to you last night?" Genet teased as Tank sat.
"Yup," Tank openly admitted. "Socked me in the jaw so hard that I almost passed out."
"You didn't pull your block like you did in our first fight?" Genet doubtfully asked.
Tank put his breakfast order in before replying, "Lieutenant Angelina aimed a punch at my solar plexus, and I turned my torso to avoid it, but she redirected her punch so quickly that I didn't see it, and it struck me right on the corner of my jaw. Right, here," Tank tapped the spot. "She hit me so hard that it flung me across the mat and into the wall. Anan had to help me into a regen chamber to repair the damage."
"You're not bothered by losing the fight?" Roque questioned.
Tank shrugged, "You can lose every battle until the last and still win the war," he pointed out. "If the fight was to the death, then I was still in it because I wasn't dead yet. There's no shame in being clobbered by a superior opponent as long as you learn from the experience."
"And what did you learn from being knocked on your ass?" Envet asked kiddingly.
"Not to piss off Lieutenant Angelina," Tank deadpanned in response.
"I remember Tank demanding that we fight," Julie explained. "Then he hit seemingly every inch of my body, and I couldn't lay even a finger on him. I got angrier and angrier because, although I could see his strikes or kicks coming, I couldn't move fast enough to block them. I was exhausted and about to give up when my body suddenly froze. Tank's knee crashed into my upper thigh, and the pain was extreme. I was so angry I couldn't avoid his blows that I could have screamed. Then, as my anger peaked, I felt something shift in my mind. Suddenly, not only could I see his strikes coming, but also block or avoid them.
"Then it seemed everything slowed down, and I could predict where Tank's next blow would come from. I knew, and I mean that I 'knew', you know? I knew that Tank would move directly at me, so I faked a punch at his stomach, and when he took the bait, I redirected it onto his jaw. I think I was as surprised as Tank was when I actually hit him. I mean, we're all so used to being unable to get near him, right? So when I not only struck him but threw him across the mat into the wall, I could not believe it!"
"I've got to get me some of this Neanderthal DNA," Roque muttered. "It's like Tank's on double speed, and I'm on half when we fight. I don't think I've seen a single punch or kick coming. All that happens is that I launch an attack and then climb off the mat to try again."
"There might be a hint in there," Tank said dryly.
"What?" Roque asked.
Tank met Roque's glare and shrugged, "There might be a hint in there," he repeated. When Roque continued glaring, Tank added, "You'll either work it out, or you won't. And, until you do work it out, you'll continue climbing off the mat to try again."
Southern Texas in a wilderness area close to the Mexican border.
A week of training on their objective later, Tank's squad was back in the re-entry craft heading for an area barely north of the Texas/Mexico border. Private Artur had been on the ground for two days, scoping the camp. They used the same simple expedient of parking beneath a highway overpass to hide their hover. About an hour after they landed, Artur slipped under the bridge.
"Lieutenant!" He saluted.
"Any problems, Private?" Tank asked.
"No," Artur explained. "These guys' security is so lax that I could probably slip in there myself and blow the whole damned place up. There is a wrinkle, though."
"Such as?" Sergeant Anter growled.
"They're holding a dozen Mexican women in a barracks on the eastern side. They're using them as prostitutes, but, from the screams, they're not being used willingly."
"We're not here to rescue civilians," Anter stated. "We identify the building, destroy the camp except for the one they're in, and disappear into the ether."
"65,000 years of forced slavery, and you have no sympathy for people being used as slaves?" Tank asked quietly. "I assume, from your response, the Aridians don't use and rape your people? In case you haven't noticed, Sergeant Anter, we're virtually in the middle of a desert. If the women are locked into that building, they'll die in there. Do you want that on your conscience? I certainly don't!" Tank glared at his sergeant until Anter acknowledged that he was right. "You getting this, Captain Genet?" Tank queried through his throat mic.
"Yes," Genet responded.
"Thoughts?"
"Hold off your attack until the other two have been completed. Then, I'll bring the re-entry vehicle to your location. We'll teleport the women up to this craft and drop them where you say."
"Is there an INS detention centre near our location?" Tank asked.
"Outside of San Antonio," Captain Genet answered.
"Is there somewhere close we can put them down without being seen?"
"Yes," Genet replied. "There's a valley no more than a fifteen-minute walk from the centre. We can enter there fast enough to use stealth. Then, teleport the women back to the ground and escape without being seen."
"That's the plan, then," Tank said unequivocally.
"What happens when they tell their stories?" Sergeant Anter asked.
"The INS officers will have the reports of our attack on the militia base, so they'll believe the women are from there. But when the women start raving about spaceships and teleportation, who will believe them? Especially when there are no reports of an aircraft in that vicinity," Captain Genet pointed out. "We'll teleport the women into the transportation bay. When they get there, they'll be unconscious and hopefully will remain so until we put them back on the ground."
"Give us a signal when you're ready for us to roll, Captain," Tank growled, overriding any further objections.
"Should be around 0200 at your location," Genet barked. "Assuming no problems at the other two sites."
"Private Artur, show us what you've discovered," Tank commanded.
Spreading out his map of the militia camp, Artur waved his hand over it and said, "What we practised will work. The only change we need to make is that the knoll Lieutenant Angelina was going to use for overwatch is too low to see the entire camp. If anyone in there knows what they're doing, they can use the blind spots to come up on us from behind."
"What do you suggest?" Sergeant Anter asked.
Artur pointed at the flat-roofed command structure in the camp's centre. "That's the tallest building," he explained. 'The lieutenant and Specialist Coltan go in early on the hover and take position on top of there. One can cover north and west, the other south and east. Once we have control of the camp, we can pick them up and make our way to San Antonio."
"Lieutenant? Specialist?" Tank barked. "Happy with that?"
"Can you guarantee we won't be spotted going in?" Julie asked.
They looked at the pilot.
"There's never a one hundred per cent guarantee," he responded. "If someone just happens to look at the right place when we slow to drop you off, and in the brief gap between the stealth technology failing because we're under 60 kph and the light bending technology taking over, we're cooked. But we'll come in at just over 60 kph, use the inertia dampeners to stop us instantaneously and be gone as soon as you drop. I'd guess that we'll be visible for less than three seconds."
"They won't hear the ship?" Tank queried.
"Again, maybe," the pilot replied. "At 60 kph, there'll be a soft whine that might be heard by anyone close enough, and anybody on the roof directly beneath the rotors will feel the wind from them."
"I'm okay with it," Julie said as Coltan nodded.
"We have our plan," Tank stated. "Rest until 0130, then we'll take our positions in the hover and wait for the captain's signal."
Private Artur's assertion that the camp's security was lax was proven true, and Tank's squad moved unseen through the camp, placing explosives. Even the fuel and munitions dumps were unguarded, and Privates Artur and Lunden had no problems rigging their explosives.
Lieutenant Tank and Sergeant Anter led a team of four into the command structure. Masser, Ophetia's replacement, and Niger, the two privates Tank and Anter took into the building, had little to do as their lieutenant and sergeant used their enhanced speed and strength to eliminate the soldiers inside the centre.
When the command post was secured, the squad took their positions on the building's corners and waited for the explosions to go off. As was the case with the first camp, the sleeping militia soldiers woke, poured out of the barracks and ran toward the two dumps to investigate the noise. Their path led them directly into Tank's team's ambush, and more than thirty men were killed in the first volley.
Four squad members dropped their rifles and swapped to RPGs. Two grenades were launched at every building except for the one holding the women prisoners. Another volley of shots took out the men that swarmed out of the flaming buildings.
"One more volley, and we're out of here!" Sergeant Anter vocalised through his throat mic. "Pick your targets, and do not miss!"
After his men had fired, Tank asked Angelina, who was on overwatch, "Clear?"
"Clear!" Julie replied, with Coltan echoing her.
"Captain Genet?"
"Thirty seconds out," Genet growled. "Get those women outside because it'll make it easier for the transporter to focus on them."
Tank decided to enter the building himself, hoping the women would recognise him and be less afraid. He stepped away from the command centre, not expecting any trouble—a move that almost cost him his life. He heard a crack of a rifle above him, and a man fell facedown beside him.



Somehow, one of the militia had ducked out the back door when Tank's men had infiltrated the command centre. Realising the camp was destroyed, the man waited, hoping he could at least eliminate the raid's leader in revenge for the attack. Carrying only a knife, the militia man slipped to the command centre's front and, when Tank stepped out, attacked. Either Angelina or Coltan from their sniper positions had shot him.
"Shit!" Tank muttered as he waved a 'thank you' salute at the centre's top. "Two missions and two almost fatal errors. We must get much better at this if we're to go up against the Aridians."
Tank heard someone vomiting as he walked toward the building housing the imprisoned women, 'Julie,' Tank realised. 'She saved my fat ass, and I'll have to find a way to thank her properly.'
Tank opened the door to find the twelve women cowering together in a rudimentary bedroom. The room was little more than smelly old mattresses thrown on the floor. Each woman showed clear signs of abuse, with several of them missing teeth. Others had dried blood caked between their thighs. All of the women were crying and sobbing, speaking a language Tank didn't understand. He opened his mouth to ask if anyone spoke English when he felt a window open in his mind.
In perfectly Mexican accented Spanish, he said, "Ya no tienes por qué temer porque estoy aquí para rescatarte (You have no more need to fear because I am here to rescue you)."
"¿Verdadero (true)?" One of the women sobbingly asked.
"¡Verdadero!" Tank replied.
"¿Americano?" The woman asked.
"Sí," Tank responded, figuring it was easier than trying to explain. "Ven conmigo y te llevaré a un lugar seguro (Come with me, and I will take you to safety)."
"¿De regreso a México (Back to Mexico)?"
"San Antonio," Tank assured her.
"INS?"
"Sí," Tank answered.
Speaking rapidly, the woman assured the others that Tank could be trusted and chivvied them into finding what clothing they could and dressing.
One of the younger girls approached Tank, "¿Señor Tank Zaffra?" She asked.
"Sí," Tank replied.
That set off another rapid series of exchanges before a much more relaxed group followed Tank from the building. The women disappeared as soon as they stepped outside.
"Spooky," Tank muttered. "That'll take some getting used to!"
"Feds and police on their way," Genet grinningly advised from the invisible re-entry craft circling somewhere overhead. "Three minutes to get out of there."
"Understood," Tank barked. "We'll hide up until tomorrow night before going after the recruits Tenerife wants."
"No need," Captain Genet advised. "We teleported on board the ten most significant ones on our way to your location. Get your asses in the hover and up to here so we can leave Earth's atmosphere. Every spy and military network on the planet will be focussed on here shortly, so let's not take the chance of being detected."
Tank met with his squad as they filed from the building. The hover picked up Julie and Coltan from the roof before dropping to the ground to get the rest. "Spooky," Tank repeated when the craft hit the ground and disappeared.
"You get used to it," Sergeant Anter said as he preceded his men up the ramp. "When you're only a few feet away from the hover, you're inside the bent light and can see it. Outside of ten feet, the hover's invisible to all eyes, human and electronic. However, infrared will pick up the heat signatures from the engines when the engines are on."
Tank took three steps forward, and the hover reappeared. "Spooky," he muttered for the third time.
Tank's hover landed inside the re-entry vehicle, and they dropped the rescued women outside the INS detention centre without incident. Fortunately, the women remained unconscious until they were dropped off. Tank woke the woman who'd recognised him and pointed to the north. "INS, de esa manera. Paseo de quince minutos (INS, that way. Fifteen-minute walk)," he informed her.
"¿Caminata de quince minutos en esa dirección? ("Fifteen minute walk in that direction)?"
"Sí," Tank replied.
"¿segura (safe?)?"
"Sí," Tank assured her.
"Muchas gracias, Señor Zaffra," the woman said as she hugged Tank.
"You are welcome, my dear," Tank replied in English and got back in the hover.
The woman gasped when he disappeared, but Tank figured no one would believe her story. Virtually every person on the planet knew you can't just disappear. Anyone she told her story to would think she was delusional from her treatment by their captors and rapists. There would be a literal shitstorm when the women appeared seemingly out of nowhere, and it would worsen when the authorities realised the women had to have come from the destroyed militia base.
On the Providian ship orbiting Earth later the same day.
The raid leaders, Lieutenants Roque, Envet, and Zaffra, and their sergeants sat in General Zaha's debriefing room with the general, Lieutenant Angelina, and Captain Genet. Angelina was still quite green around the gills, and her eyes red from tears. However, she sucked it up and presented a stoic face.
General Zaha looked at her sympathetically. "The first one's always the hardest, Angelina," he assured her. "From Genet's report, Tank would be dead if you hadn't acted."
"I saw the man sneaking up behind Lieutenant Zaffra, and the training kicked in," Julie admitted. "I simply reacted to the situation and shot the man before I even realised I'd aimed at him."
"That's how it's supposed to work, Lieutenant. You did well." Zaha turned to Genet. "Summary, Captain?" He growled.
"The three raids were almost perfect, General," Captain Genet replied.
"Almost, but not perfect?" General Zaha questioned.
"Lieutenant Roque's raid missed a squad of four militia patrolling outside the fence," Genet explained. "Then their overwatch team had concentrated on events inside the fence, and they, too, missed the militia squad. We suffered two injuries before the snipers took out the men. Fortunately, we could keep our injured soldiers alive long enough to get them back on board the mothership and into the regeneration chambers. They should be coming out soon."
"Why didn't your soldiers monitoring the raids from orbit spot the squad outside the fence?" General Zaha queried.
"We were distracted watching Lieutenant Envet's team eliminate the base up near the border with British Columbia," Captain Genet admitted.
Zaha considered the raids for a time, running through possibilities. Eventually, he shook himself and said, "Zaffra's advice that we practice before we go against the Aridian base has proven to be sage." He thought some more. "Okay, that will do for tonight. Captain Genet, I expect your full report on my desk by 1000 tomorrow. The rest of you, good work, and dismissed."
As they walked from Zaha's office, Genet took Tank and Julie aside, "The first of our new recruits has woken up," she said. "Want to meet him?"
"I need a shower, a change of clothes, and something to eat first," Tank replied after sniffing his armpit and grimacing.
"Good plan," Genet said after copying Tank. "See you at our regular cafeteria in twenty minutes?"
Julie and Tank agreed, and the actors made their way to their rooms. "Want to share a shower?" Julie asked hopefully.
"Sure," Tank agreed, knowing his friend was still affected by having to kill a man. "The one in my room is too small to share, so why don't we use the one near the dojo?"
They unselfconsciously undressed and got in the stingingly hot water. Now they were lovers (finally), Tank felt no compunction in openly admiring Julie's fit, leanly muscled body. "Fuck, you're gorgeous," Tank breathed as Ms Angelina soaped her firm D-cup breasts. Her globes looked enormous on her slender frame, but her nipples stood proudly erect, facing Tank's eyes.
"Hold me?" Julie sniffed. Tank wrapped his arms around her and held her close. "I killed a man, Tank," she sobbed into Tank's chest. "How am I supposed to live with that?"
"I have no idea," Tank confessed. "With the explosives I've set, and the times I've fired into unsuspecting militia soldiers charging to try and save an exploding dump, I must have killed more than ten people by now. But that's always in a group, and any of us could have fired the round that killed them. However, I'm glad you found it within yourself to kill that guy. If you hadn't, I'd have been dead instead of holding my favourite crush, trying to wish my erection away."
Julie moaned and wrapped her hand around Tank's swiftly swelling cock. "Jack me off as I do you," she moaned.
Tank took Julie's already throbbingly erect member in his hand, noticing in passing that not only was Ms Angelina a little longer than him, but thicker, too. Tank stroked up and down a few times before squeezing tighter and adding a wrist twist as he pulled up her shaft.
"Gawd, Tank," Julie groaned. "I'm ready, are you?"
"Yes!" Tank panted.
Putting their foreheads together, the actors pointed their cocks at each other and climaxed. Both dicks spat copious amounts of semen over the other's shaft and balls, and the pair groaned again. Julie slid her right hand off Tank's shaft, over his hefty balls, across his engorged clit, and into his slippery cunt. Tank quickly mimicked Julie's motions and searched for her G-spot as Ms Angelina found his.
"Fuck!" They groaned together as index fingers stroked G-spots and tightly gripping left hands pulled shafts.
"Again?" Julie gasped.
"Yes!" Tank moaned.
Pushing their throbbing shafts together, Tank and Julie pumped against each other before their pussies soaked the other's fingers, and their cocks spat ropes of cum again.
"One more time," Julie demanded as her thumb roughly circled Tank's aching clit.
Tank gripped tighter and pulled harder as he fingered the beautiful actress' pussy. Then, with a final shudder and groan, Tank and Julie orgasmed again. Hugging and kissing, they slowly separated and washed each other.
"Thank you," Julie whispered. "I needed that."
"So did I," Tank admitted, reluctantly letting Julie go before someone came in and saw them.
They rinsed the cum from their bodies before exiting the shower and drying off. A few minutes later, they joined Genet in the cafeteria.
"Relieve each other, did we?" Genet teased. "Don't worry. Before I came here, Anan received a royal rogering, too."
Tank and Julie refused to be embarrassed and ordered their meals and drinks. The trio spoke about anything other than their missions as they ate. They'd have to get together with Major Tenerife, the other lieutenants, and the sergeants to complete the debrief soon, but that was a problem for later. Tank did not envy Genet's task of briefing Colonel Tangran on the three missions and enduring his anger and contempt.
After eating and conversing, Captain Genet said, "The newbie I wanted you to meet is unconscious again. Do you want to meet here for coffee tomorrow and try again?"
"Yes," the actors responded together.
The following morning, after a restful sleep, the trio met in the cafeteria again.
"He's in the room one down from yours, Julie," Genet explained. "No one's been in his room since he was moved there, so he's probably a little freaked out by now. However, he has a problem I think will help convince him to assist us."
"What kind of problem?" Julie queried as the trio stopped outside a hospital room.
"You'll see," Genet replied as she opened the door.
Tank and Ms Angelina joined Genet in the room. They saw an enormous, powerfully muscled African-American man handcuffed to a wheelchair, which was, in turn, cuffed to a rail that ran around the room's wall.
"Tank, Julie, meet Brian Bennett. Ex-US marine and three times Paralympic discus and shot put gold medallist."
"I know Brian!" Julie exclaimed, rushing across to hug the big man. "We met at a fundraiser for the 2016 Paralympics."
"Ms Angelina?" Brian asked confusedly. "What the fuck is happening here?" he spotted Tank and turned to Julie, "Is that Tank Zaffra?" he asked wonderingly. "What's going on? Is this an episode of 'This is Your Life' or something?"
"Or something," Julie replied. She looked at Genet. "Brian's no danger to any of us. The big, old black marine is a pussycat in real life, so please, release him." She turned back to the marine. "We're going to give you a lot of information that you will find unbelievable, Brian. But trust me on this—what we tell you is one hundred per cent real. Currently, you're on an alien spaceship orbiting Earth. Tank and I were taken in the same way you were about six months ago and brought here. Since then, we've discovered many weird and wonderful things. Least of all, we learned the answer to the age-old question: Are we alone in the universe? Well, Brian, the answer to that question is a resounding "No!""
"You're right, Julie," Brian stated flatly. "That is unbelievable. Now, what the fuck is going on?"
"Give me a sec.," Julie asked. She crossed to Genet and whispered, "Can the regen chambers fix Brian's back without fixing anything else?"
"Yes," Genet answered. "But why?"
"Brian was on patrol in Iraq when an IED hit his Hummer. He got flung from the vehicle, landed on his back, and broke his spine," Julie explained. "He's been paralysed from the waist down ever since. Now, everybody on the planet knows spinal injuries cannot be healed. So, if we repair his injury and he can walk again, he has to believe our story."
Meanwhile, as Genet and Ms Angelina talked, Brian quizzed Tank. "I'm a big fan, Mr Zaffra," Brian almost gushed. "Can you give me some idea what's going on here?"
"I was equally as disbelieving as you when I was brought aboard," Tank admitted. "But then some things that I thought were impossible happened, and I had to believe what my eyes and senses were telling me. Unfortunately, or you may shortly think, fortunately, this is real and actually happening to you. It's not a dream or a TV show. Trust me on this."
"I call bullshit, Tank," Brian denied.
"Call what you will," Tank said, knowing he was precisely the same when first confronted with his new reality. "But when Captain Genet orders you into the chamber, remember your training and obey."
"That's not a US military uniform," Brian objected. "I do not have to obey."
"Sergeant Brian Bennett, when Captain Genet gives you an order, you, marine, will obey instantly!" Tank barked as he would have if one of his squad disobeyed a direct order,
"Fuck you!" Brian spat back. "You're not US military either! Playing an army officer in a movie does not qualify you to give me orders."
"It was worth a try," Tank grinned, holding his hand out. "Brian, man-to-man," Tank added as they shook. "Trust me on this; you will be very glad you got into the chamber when they asked you to."
"You're serious?" Brian questioned. "Okay," he grinned. "If you can't trust a pair of Hollywood actors, who can you trust?"
"The man standing for your local electorate, I guess," Tank chuckled.
"Those bastards haven't let us win a war since the big one in 1941," Sergeant Bennett growled. "Okay, Tank, Julie. What do you need me to do?"
"Follow me," Genet instructed.
Brian wheeled his chair after the three officers to Anan's lab. Brian is a huge man. Even with his withered legs, he weighs well north of 240 lbs (110 kg). He was shocked when Tank picked him up out of his wheelchair and laid him gently in the regeneration chamber.
Brian took a deep, calming breath and asked, "What now?"
"You sleep for about fifteen minutes," Researcher Anan replied.
"But I'm not ..." Brian's voice died as the chamber filled with a blue mist and the lid closed.
Time passed, and Sergeant Bennet heard, "Will he have complete control of his legs? Or will he need time to adjust?"
"His legs will work perfectly from the moment the regen chamber completes its work," Anan said. "It might take a few seconds before his brain and balance adjust to standing again."
"What do you mean 'stand'?" Brian growled, holding his hand out to be helped from the chamber. "I'm paralysed, remember?"
"Try," Tank insisted, not offering any help.
"I can't," Brian frustratedly denied. "My fucking legs don't work. Why the fuck are you being so cruel."
"Then lie there like a pussy and feel sorry for yourself then," Tank sneered. "Or, of course, you could leap from that chamber and belt me for belittling you."
Grabbing the chamber's sides, Brian snarled, "Fuck you, Tank fucking Zaffra!" To his surprise, he hauled himself up and leapt nimbly from the tank. Brian stumbled momentarily as his confused brain reminded him he was paralysed, but he quickly realised that he wasn't. Amazed, he took a few steps before trying a jump and skip. "How the fuck is this possible?" Sergeant Bennett joyfully enquired.
"Alien technology," Tank explained. "Now, do you believe Ms Angelina and me?"
"There's still so much you won't believe, Brian," Julie informed him. "Tank and I, in some ways, are still coming to terms with what we've been told. However, we believe what we've been shown and learned, and I hope you will, too." She looked at Tank and Genet. "How about you, Tank, and I get a coffee at the cafeteria and discuss it? We have a proposition for you that you won't believe, but I'm sure you'll accept when you do."
"I've got nothing left," Brian admitted. "My second wife cleaned out my bank accounts and fucked off with my physical therapist, so I guess I have nothing to lose. Plus, you've given me my legs back. Listening don't cost nothing, as my Momma always said, so sure, let's get that coffee."
A few hours of intense conversation and many cups of coffee later, Sergeant Brian Bennett said, "Okay, so if I've got this straight, you're saying all humans are descended from an alien race who came here from a planet named Providia, and that some of us, including we three, have a hefty dollop of Neanderthal DNA mixed within our homo sapiens and Providian genes. Then you say those of us with that combination can become 'super soldiers' and that you are two of them?
"Look, Tank, Julie, I'm trying to accept what you're saying because of my legs, right? But the bullshit's piling pretty high and smelling rank. I don't suppose you're offering any proof for any of this, are you?"
"How about observable proof in Researcher Anan's gym?" Tank queried.
"It'd be better than nothing," Brian stated.
Tank and Julie stood and encouraged the sergeant to follow them. They opened Anan's testing gym and waited for the automated lights to turn on. Then, Tank took a barbell off the rack and began handing Brian weights to put on it.
"I don't suppose you know what the world deadlift record is?" Tank asked as he waited for Brian to load the barbell. Understandably, Brian was hefting and estimating every disc Tank handed him.
"Yeah, I do," Brian replied. "I was looking at attempting the bench press world record for paraplegics, and I checked out all the current records. I don't remember the exact amount, but I believe that for superweight men, it's around 538 kg."
"That's every weight disc in the gym," Tank pointed out, having loaded the bar with every available weight disc. "How much is on that barbell?"
"575 kg," Sergeant Bennett answered. "Well, assuming the weights are legit."
"Let's try this," Julie offered. "What's the best you've bench pressed?"
"250 kg," Brian replied instantly.
"Okay, help me put that much on the bar."
They quickly set the bar at 250 kg, and Brian tried to press it. He couldn't.
"Will you admit there's at least 250 kg on that barbell?" Julie queried.
"I do 100 kg repetitions," Brian mused. "Bring it down to that, and let me test the weight." Julie helped Brian adjust the weighted discs again. He lay on his back and took the weight. "Feels about right," he admitted.



Julie suggested, "So we accept that these discs weigh 100 kg? Let's put them aside and add another set of discs."
They repeated the test with another set of weighted discs weighing 100 kg. Brian accepted those, too. "One more time," he demanded. They loaded a third set onto the bar after removing the second. "Okay, I admit they seem like the correct weights," he stated.
"Let's load the barbell again," Tank said. Tank and Julie added all the discs back onto the barbell. "575 kg, do you agree, Sergeant?"
Tank gestured that Brian should try to lift it. Brian tried from the middle, and when that didn't work, he tried to lift an end. "That is fuck heavy!" Brian exclaimed. "You're saying you can lift that?"
"Yes," Tank stated before leaning over and casually picking the bar up with one hand.
"No fucking way!" Sergeant Bennet spat. "Put it down." Tank complied, and Brian tried to lift it again. "Bullshit!" he exclaimed. "Lift it again!" Tank picked up the barbell and twirled it above his head like a fighting stave. "Impossible!" Brian insisted. "There are magnets under the floor that you turn off when you pick it up and leave on when I do."
Tank removed a 2.5 kg disc from either end. "Hold these," he said. "Then, if magnets are under the floor holding the discs down, you'll feel it when they turn off."
"Works for me," Brian accepted. He disbelievingly lifted and let the discs fall when Tank effortlessly raised the barbell from the floor again. "Unbelievable," he stated awedly.
"How are your unarmed fighting skills?" Tank asked innocently.
"Pretty good," Sergeant Bennett stated. "I went through basic training undefeated."
"I'll double your yearly income for the next decade if you land one blow," Tank stated.
"Okay," Brian doubtfully said, stretching out every syllable. He knew Tank was some kind of martial arts guru and didn't think it was a fair fight even before any supposed genetic enhancements.
"Not me," Tank chuckled. "Ms Angelina."
Sergeant Bennett had trained with female soldiers many times and had no chivalrous delusions of 'not hitting a woman'. A warrior was a warrior. Their gender didn't matter.
"Not much room in here," Brian hedged.
"Plenty in the dojo down the hall, though," Tank dismissed.
"I'm in civvies," Brian objected. "Julie's in a jumpsuit. Hardly seems fair."
"If you're pussying out, Sergeant Bennet," Julie snorted derisively. "I can change to a short skirt and high heels and still kick your ass! However, a changeroom with some Gis is between here and the dojo. I'm sure we'll find one that fits."
Brian snarled, agreed to the fight, and followed Tank from the gym. Julie didn't want to undress in front of the sergeant, so she stayed in her jumpsuit. She waited outside and accompanied the sergeant to the dojo.
When they stepped inside, Tank grinned and said, "Warm up. Remember, hit Ms Angelina just once, and I'll double your army pension for the next ten years."
"Easy said, painfully paid," Brian said, expecting an easy victory and already imagining what he could do with the extra money.
"Do you need to warm up?" Tank enquired mildly.
"Won't need to," Sergeant Bennett dismissively replied. "It'll only take a few seconds to finish this."
"Sure," Tank grinned. "Lieutenant Angelina, ready? Sergeant Bennet, ready? Fight!"
"Lieutenant?" Brian queried as he circled Julie cautiously.
"Still in the training phase," Julie admitted as she turned to face the circling sergeant. "I'm temporarily instated as Lieutenant for the missions and return to trainee status when we're done."
"So, you have martial arts training?"
"Some," Julie answered. "But only since coming on board this ship."
Deciding the chance of doubling his annual income was worth it, Brian raced toward Julie. He estimated that he was way stronger than the diminutive actress and could easily crush her in a bear hug. The problem was that Julie wasn't there when he swung his arms to grab her. Instead, he stumbled past her and received a foot in his ass for his trouble. Barely getting his hands up in time to stop from going head-first into the padded wall, Brian bounced back and swung two punches and a kick at Ms Angelina. They didn't come close to connecting, either.
"How are you doing this?" Brian demanded. "I can't even see you move! One moment you're there, next, you're gone. That is not possible!"
"Lieutenant Angelina, shall we?" Tank inquired.
"If the sergeant's finished, then yes," Julie replied melodically.
"Go for it," Brian allowed, knowing he stood no chance of defeating the beautiful actress because she was much too fast for him. Brian moved off the mat to watch. "OMFG!" Brian mouthed as he awedly watched the movie stars fight.
Tank and Julie concentrated on defensive blocks without seriously trying to strike the other. They were demonstrating their enhanced speed, not their fighting ability.
"And all of this is caused by the chamber you placed me in?" Sergeant Bennett asked.
"Let's return to the cafeteria and get some cold drinks," Tank suggested after bowing to Julie. They entered the dining room a few moments later. "Beer?" Tank asked.
"Millers, if you have it," Brian requested.
"They have beer," Tank grinningly replied. "Fuck knows what type, but it tastes good to me."
"Is there a drinks menu?" Brian queried.
The actors exchanged glances before Julie handed Brian a folder. "Sure, here you go," she smiled.
Sergeant Bennett took the folder and opened it. "What fucking language is this?" He asked disgustedly.
"Providian, we assume," Julie answered. "I do not know how, but Tank and I could read it when we were allowed out of our rooms."
"More results from those chambers?"
"We assume so," Ms Angelina replied. "But no one has confirmed that."
"Can I get something to eat with that beer?" Brian asked.
"Sure. How about a T-bone with all the trimmings?"
"They serve beef on this ship?" the sergeant queried.
"Like the beer," Tank honestly replied. "My brain translates that," he pointed to a line in the menu, "as T-bone. It looks and tastes like an Earth T-bone steak, but I couldn't tell you whether it is or not."
Brian's stomach growled, and he said, "Fuck it! Let's give it a shot!"
Tank stood to order their meals. He'd have the T-bone, the same as the sergeant. Predictably, Julie remained with a vegetable and skinless chicken dish. When he hit the bell to summon a waitress, Tank was shocked to see that it was Melinta. "I thought you were gone?" he gasped.
"No, just siring babies," Melinta grinned. "Luckily, they didn't need me to be pregnant this time." She looked around, "You remember which room is mine, right?"
"I do," Tank mumbled. "But I can't make it tonight."
"Oh," Melinta said, disappointed.
"I'll let you know, but probably tomorrow," Tank whispered.
"I'm on the morning shift starting tomorrow," Melinta softly said. "So, any night this week will work."
"I'll let you know," Tank replied. Then, to cover their whispered conversation, he loudly added, "We'll have two T-bones with all the trimmings, and Julie will have the skinless chicken breast with fresh vegetables—no potato or dressing. For drinks, we'll have two beers and a white wine."
The trio ate their meals and talked about anything other than why they were on this starship. Tank was interested in a soldier's perspective on the war against Al Qaeda in Iraq. But unfortunately, Sergeant Bennett had been there less than a week before his injury and return to America, so he didn't have much insight to offer.
As the conversation died, Sergeant Bennett contemplatively said, "Okay. You get enhanced strength, speed, and language skills, to name only what you've shown me. And, these regen chambers you speak of have miraculously repaired my damaged spine. Something everybody on Earth knows is impossible. So, there has to be a catch. Because nothing for nothing, right?"
Tank and Julie exchanged looks before Tank sighed.
"That don't sound too good," Brian said.
Tank sighed again before saying, "This is what we've been told, okay? I'm not saying I one hundred per cent accept it all, but Major Tenerife, who controls this program, says that all humans on this planet have devolved from an original Providian seed mission. Tenerife's explanation is that they've been at war with another species, the Aridians, for 65,000 years, and 60,000 years ago, they sent a seed mission to Earth to ensure their peoples survived.
"Now, Julie and I discovered that the 'seed' part of that explanation is bullshit. The Providians were fleeing for their lives, and some of them finished up on Earth. Their spaceship didn't land on Earth; it crashed into what we call 'the cradle of life', Mesopotamia. Then, because they needed to hide from the Aridians, the survivors spread across the globe, intermingling with the local indigenous races as they went.
"Now, some 60,000 years later, they've returned to discover that the descendants of the original ship's peoples who had bred with the Neanderthals before intermingling with homo sapiens carry a gene that when exposed to a mutagenic gas they've developed become super Providians, or super humans, if you wish. Julie and I are examples of that improvement."
"You use the word 'devolve' instead of 'evolve', Tank. Why?"
Tank blushed because he was unwilling to reveal what Tenerife's drugs had done to him.
Curious, Sergeant Bennet hummed, "Hmm. This should be interesting. What deep, dark secret are you and Ms Angelina hiding?"
Julie reached over to squeeze Tank's arm. With that reassurance, Tank answered, "Providians are born with three chromosomes, not two as humans are. As you know, Homo sapiens males are born with an XY chromosome, and females with an XX one. All Providians are born XXY."
"They're hermaphrodites," Brian disbelievingly enquired.
"Yes," Tank answered,
Brian considered what Tank had told him. "Wait," he said. "You're saying that you're a hermaphrodite, too?"
"I wasn't before the enhancements," Tank growled. "But Major Tenerife insists we must have returned to us 'what devolution has taken away' to achieve our full potential."
As the sergeant contemplated this information, Genet and Anan entered the cafeteria. "How are things going?" Genet asked brightly. She turned to Brian. "Sergeant Bennett, your DNA mix closely matches Tank's and Ms Angelina's, and I believe your improvements will match, maybe even exceed theirs. Your African heritage gives you a natural advantage over European-descended humans."
"Julie's speed is inconceivable," Brian stated. "You're saying that after your treatments, I'll be even faster than she?"
"We won't know until you've received your treatments," Researcher Anan conceded. "But our computer modelling says that it's possible."
"But you need to insert another 'X' chromosome into my DNA?" Brian asked, and when Anan nodded, he added, "The side-effects are?"
"None," Anan stated emphatically.
Tank stood, undid and dropped his jumpsuit, "Except you finish up like this," he said angrily, cupping and holding his tennis ball-sized testes aside and showing his clitoris and vagina.
"Fuck me!" Sergeant Bennet gasped. "You've got a cunt!" He turned to Julie. "Have you got a cock and balls?" He blatantly asked.
"Yes," Julie embarrassedly snarled. "Bigger than yours, I'd bet."
"I've got almost 8-inches," Brian said proudly.
"Yeah? Mine's closer to 12 inches than not."
"Bullshit!" Brian yelled.
"Well, I sure as shit ain't taking it out to show you," Julie snarled. "But Captain Genet and Lieutenant Tank can confirm for me."
"Eight inches is considered on the smaller side of average in Providian society," Anan explained. "That you humans are less than that on average is proof of your devolution."
"Fuck this!" Sergeant Bennett yelled. "You fuckwits are all nuts! Hermaphrodites? XXY chromosomes? Devolution? What a crock of shit!"
"And the fact we've cured your spinal injury," Anan quietly said. "That amounts to nothing?"
Brian's anger evaporated, and he stared at Tank. "Tell me it's worth it, Tank," he pleaded. "I can't get back in that wheelchair, man!"
"It's worth it," Tank assured the sergeant. "Take a good long look at Julie, Brian. Does she look forty-eight? Do I look sixty?"
"She looks hotter than when she played Lara Croft," Brian stated. "You don't look thirty."
"Faster than Usain Bolt, more stamina than Mo Farah, and stronger than Oleksii Novikov," Tank quietly said. "And you can walk. What's not to like?"
"Well," Brian joked. "My ex-wife screamingly told me that I was a cunt many times, so I guess this will prove her right."
"You're in?" Captain Genet asked.
"I assume I'm in the 'knows too much' category now, anyway," Sergeant Bennett mused. "You can't let me leave alive to tell people what I've seen, so I guess that I'm either in or dead in a gutter somewhere."
"Who would believe you?" Julie asked dryly.
"Yeah, you're right," Brian admitted. "They'd probably section me for a mental health disorder. But, when I walk into the VA to collect my pension, they will wonder and want to run tests and ask questions." Then he fearfully added, "Unless you're undoing my cure before you send me back?"
"Stop fretting like an old woman and join the party," Tank growled. "You're a marine, Sergeant. Or did the Marines start graduating pussies when we weren't watching?"
"Fuck you, Zaffra!" Sergeant Bennett snarled. "I'll take your fucking enhancements and kick your fucking ass!"
"Now you're talking like a Marine," Julie joked.
"It hurts like a bitch, though," Tank sighed, not envying Brian the ensuing part of his journey. "And you need to know that some of the Providians who have received these enhancements have mutated uncontrollably and had to be executed."
"No humans, though?" Brian queried.
"So far, there's only been Ms Angelina and me, so we don't know. Maybe the Neanderthal gene protects us. Maybe Julie and I just got lucky. I don't know, but the risk is there."
Sergeant Bennett thought long and hard before saying, "I'm in. Getting my legs back and becoming even better than I was is worth the chance of turning into some kind of mutated monster."
"If it helps," Tank offered. "We've been cleaning out a few Christian Fundamentalist camps in the USA, and we're turning our attention to the Middle East next. Get through these treatments, and you could have the chance to do something actually meaningful in that shithole that almost killed you."
"Sounds good to me," Sergeant Bennett replied. "What do I have to do?"
"Follow Researcher Anan, do what she tells you to do, and try not to turn into a mutagenic monster," Julie said jokingly. "We'll see you for breakfast in a few days."
"Assuming I make it," Brian said as he stood and followed Anan from the cafeteria.
Major Tenerife entered as the sergeant left. After checking his notes, he said, "We asked the other nine recruits directly, and six have agreed to undergo the enhancements. That leaves three I'd like you to meet and convince to help us."
"Really?" Tank asked dubiously. "You wouldn't have just placed the six still unconscious people in the chambers without asking them, would you?" 'If Tenerife plays cards, then he has one hell of a poker face,' Tank thought as the major looked at him steadily.
"Would you like to meet the remaining three recruits?" Tenerife asked evenly.
"Have they said 'no' and want out?" Tank asked.
"Why don't we visit them and ask?" Tenerife suggested.
Julie and Tank exchanged glances before the beautiful actress shrugged and turned to follow Tenerife from the room. They moved past where they'd met Brian and walked into the room when Tenerife opened the door. Entering the room, the actors saw an anorexic-thin teenage girl cowering in the farthest corner. She was plucking at the skin on her arms and face, screaming about spiders crawling under there.
"Please!" She wailed as the Tank and Julie entered the room. "Please! I need a fix!"
"Ice addict," Julie observed, watching the skinny woman tearing pieces out of her body. "You need to restrain her until we can get her into a regeneration chamber." She turned to Major Tenerife. "The chamber can do that, right? Eliminate addiction?"
Tenerife looked at his notes and replied, "The subject has a physical addiction to a combination of ephedrine, hydroiodic acid, and red phosphorus. Purifying her blood and removing the chemicals is a simple matter for the chamber. Cleaning her liver and kidneys and flushing the drug from her entire body will take less than thirty of your Earth minutes."
"That is supposed to become a super Providian?" Tank asked disgustedly. "That? You're kidding, right? Clean her up, wipe her memories, and dump her back where you got her from."
"And she'll be hooking on the streets, looking for her next fix, five minutes after she wakes up," Julie heatedly snarled. "I would have thought you'd have more empathy than that, Mister damned Zaffra!"
"If you will, Lieutenant," Tenerife said calmly, handing Tank two DNA profiles placed beside each other on his clipboard. "The one on the left is Ms Angelina's before we brought her aboard our ship. The other is the young lady's."
"They're almost identical," Tank admitted.
"Indeed," Tenerife agreed. "Not a close relation to Ms Angelina, but I'd guess a cousin, third or fourth removed."
"We have to help, Major," Julie insisted. "I'd have said that even before knowing she was related in some way."
Julie glared at Tank, who shrugged and looked downcast. He'd been wrong earlier and was too embarrassed to admit it. Tank gazed at the young woman, trying to pick imaginary spiders from her face and ripping out chunks of skin instead. "I doubt she weighs more than ninety pounds (40 kg)," he observed. "However, she's going to flip out when we try to move her, and I'd prefer for my eyes to stay in my head and not be scratched out by a meth addict in withdrawal."
"Pussy!" Julie snarled, moving to grab the suffering woman.
As Tank predicted, the young woman lost it as soon as Julie touched her. Screeching like a banshee and showing strength massively disproportional to her size, the addict raked her nails across Julie's face and arms, narrowly missing her eyes.
"Fuck!" Tank growled and leapt to Ms Angelina's aid.
Between them, they were able to overpower the young woman and carry her to the medical bay where the regen chambers were. They lay the screaming, writhing woman in the chamber and held her down until it filled with the healing blue mist. Then, the chamber's lid closed, forcing the lieutenants to let go. They saw the woman's body go limp as soon as the lid closed.
"You two had better jump in a chamber each, too," Tenerife teased. "The two most feared fighters on the ship, both looking like they tried to bathe a Providian desert cat?" He pointed at the cameras. "This is going on ship-wide broadcast!"
Julie and Tank shrugged and grinned before entering a chamber each. The healing mist covered them, and they slept.
Atlanta division of the FBI the day after the attacks on the militia bases.
Special Agents Richard Charlesworth and Benjie Paxton were reading the overnight reports of crimes that might fall within FBI jurisdiction from the relevant law enforcement offices around the country.
"This is the same M.O. as the camp up near the Tennessee/North Carolina border," Agent Rick Charlesworth said as he read the report on the destruction of another Aryan Supremacy camp near the Californian/Oregon/Nevada borders.
"The one down near the Texas/Mexico border reads the same," Benjie answered. "There's a report of fifteen undocumented Mexican women walking into the INS' San Antonio centre. According to the agents on the gate, they appeared out of nowhere, and when they went to where the women said they'd walked from, there was no tyre or footprints except for the women's."



"I'm reading that one now," Rick acknowledged. "What do you make of the Agent's statement that one of the illegals reported an invisible craft piloted by Hollywood actor Tank Zaffra taking them to where they walked from?"
"That the woman has been watching too many Joss Whedon movies," Agent Benjie dismissed. "Isn't Zaffra filming some movie with Julie Angelina at the moment? That's one broad I'd like to get in the sack, you know?"
"I ain't answering that question in a Federal Government building, you Muppet," Charlesworth growled. "Nor should you be asking them!"
"Ahh, relax, Rick," Benjie dismissed. "It's just boy talk."
"Yeah?" Special Agent Rick replied. "It's the kind of boy talk that has you standing in front of HR explaining why they shouldn't yank your badge."
"There was a third camp destroyed up near the Washington/British Columbia border, too," Paxton said, reading from the overnight report. "Looks like some group's got it in for the Christian Fundamentalist groups in the good ole US of A."
"No one's claimed responsibility, though, have they?" Rick asked. "But, assuming the one out from Mountain City was an attack, too, that's four camps taken down without anyone seeing the perpetrators. We've scouted around that Supremacy base near the Tennessee/North Carolina border, and there's no sign of any damage to the protection fence."
"If it was an attack, maybe the invaders used choppers?" Benjie surmised.
"Choppers that no one saw or heard?" Charlesworth questioned, then shrugged. "Well, unless that Tennessee/North Carolina camp's commander admits it wasn't an accidental explosion that took the camp out, there's fuck all we can do."
Providian starship orbiting Earth.
Julie watched as the regeneration chamber's internal light changed from red to green. Then she heard the whir of the extraction fans, and the top opened. The young, ice-addicted woman slowly stood. Julie picked up a hospital gown and offered it to the youngster.
"You're Julie Angelina!" The woman disbelievingly stated as she accepted the gown and put it on.
"That I am," Julie smiled as she inspected the rail-thin youngster. The young woman showed no sign of the damage she'd caused herself the previous night. Her skin no longer had the pallid, waxy look it held and now glowed with perfect health. Glancing a little disbelievingly at the report the chamber had generated, Julie asked, "How do you feel?"
"Like I've just taken a hit of the good stuff," the woman answered. "Better than I have in years." She examined herself. "I don't have any needle marks in my arms," she said wonderingly. "And all the sores from where I've picked at my skin have disappeared." She looked around, "Where am I? Some kind of rehab facility, I guess. I can't afford this!"
"Some kind of, is correct, child," Julie explained. "Look, what's your name? I bet you're hungry, so let's go and get something to eat and drink and get to know each other."
"Umm, I'm Tiny Dancer. Please to meet you, umm, Ms Angelina."
"Really?" Ms Angelina asked exasperatedly. "What's your real name, honey?"
"Oh," the young woman blushed. "I've been on the street for so long, I've almost forgotten my real name. Umm, Tina Tanzer."
"Which is German for 'dancer', right?" Julie asked.
"My dad said it was," Tina said. "But he died before my thirteenth birthday, so I don't know."
"And how old are you now?" Ms Angelina queried.
"Twenty-one," Tina replied.
"You know that I'm going to check, right?"
"Nineteen," Tina corrected. "Just turned. My birthday was last week. I spent it on my back, trying to earn enough for my next hit, you know?" Tina tearfully added. "Why did Mom have to marry that pedo freak after Dad died?"
Julie didn't know how to answer, so she smiled and helped Tina into a seat in their usual cafeteria. "When was the last time you ate, honey?" She queried. Then, when Tina answered, Julie said she'd get them something to eat and walked to the counter.
Tank quietly entered the cafeteria and joined Julie at the counter. "How is she this morning?" He asked.
"Clean and sober," Julie responded. "She just doesn't realise it yet." She thought furiously before asking, "If you haven't eaten for a few days, what should you break your fast with?"
"A bone and lentil broth," Tank replied. "Something sugary to drink with lots of electrolytes. Regardless of what you feed her, she's likely to throw it up."
"How do you know that?" Julie wondered.
"General knowledge is a huge part of the Mastermind questions," Tank shrugged. "I must have read it somewhere while studying for the show."
Melinta was on the counter, and she smiled at Tank before turning to Julie. Melinta listened intently to Julie's food request before disappearing out the back to check with the chef. When she returned, Melinta said, "Taintor says the best he can do is a vegetable soup. He's uncertain what a bone broth even is."
Julie deferred to Tank, who said a vegetable soup would be fine. Melinta offered Tank an electrolyte drink to check. When he read the ingredients, Tank realised it was pretty much a standard electrolyte replacement drink similar to PowerAde or Gatorade. He added it to Tina's meal. After putting their orders in, Tank and Julie joined Tina at her table.
"Fuck me!" Tina gasped. "You're Tank Zaffra! Now I know that I'm still coming down from my last high. Julie Angelina and Tank Zaffra sitting at my table? Not even Stoned Steven would believe me!"
"Well, Miss ... I'm sorry, but I don't know your name ... believe it, because it's true!"
"Okay," Tina said. "I'm just a drug fucked whore from San Antonio. How do I get to have Tank Zaffra and Julie Angelina showing an interest in me? Is this some kind of intervention TV show you're filming? Hollywood Stars Rescue Drug Addicts, maybe?"
Looking at the young woman intently, Julie asked, "Tina, do you feel like you're buzzing? Coming down from a high? Do you have any cravings?"
Tina closed her eyes and 'felt' her body before slowly saying, "No. I haven't even thought of taking a hit." She thought more. "That's weird," she admitted. "I normally need a fix as soon as I wake up."
"Well," Julie continued. "That box you woke up in is what's called a regeneration chamber." She asked, "I'm sure you've noticed that you don't have sores on your skin anymore?" Tina nodded, and Julie continued. "The chamber fixed those, too." Julie held up the report from the chamber. "According to the medical report, you had Hepatitis C, herpes, and HIV. In fact, without our intervention, you would have been dead within a week because your liver had failed."
"But I'm somehow okay now?" Tina asked.
"Yes!" Julie beamed. "The report says that you're dehydrated, underweight and malnourished, but it's nothing that a few days of good food and liquids won't fix. Add a few more sessions in the regen chamber, and you'll be as good as new."
"But how is that possible, Ms Angelina?" Tina asked. "Your liver and kidneys don't fix themselves, do they?"
"Your liver can," Julie explained. "Depending on what damaged it. But you're right; your kidneys cannot."
"Then how? This technology doesn't exist, does it?"
"Not on Earth," Julie said.
Tina thought before asking, "You're saying that we're not on Earth?"
"You're in an alien starship orbiting Earth, Tina," Tank told her.
Of course, Tina was equally as sceptical as they and everyone else were. But after Tank and Julie demonstrated their superhuman strength, she unwillingly accepted something beyond her ken was happening, which brought Tank and Julie to the point where they needed to ask.
"Okay, Tina," Julie said nervously. "This is where the rubber meets the road. Are you willing to join us in fighting against the alien invasion that's coming this way?"
"Why me?" Tina asked.
Major Tenerife, who had joined the conversation towards its conclusion, said, "Tina, will you look at this, please?" He showed her the DNA comparison between her and Julie."
"I don't know what that is," Tina confusedly stated after looking at the reports. "But they look the same."
"They are DNA reports showing that yours and Ms Angelina's are more than 75% the same," Tenerife explained.
"Wouldn't that mean we're related?" Tina asked.
"Yes," Tenerife confirmed.
"Wouldn't that mean I'd become like Ms Angelina if I took the enhancements?"
"Yes."
"I'm in!" Tina stated. "She's the most beautiful woman on the planet, and any woman would love to look like her."
Tenerife smiled and was about to ask Tina to come with him before Julie interrupted. "There are side effects you need to consider before you choose, Tina."
"Such as?"
"Come to the changerooms with me, and I'll show you."
Tina and Julie stood and left the cafeteria.
"That's the end of that," Tank said gloomily. "Major, are you sure there's no way to implement the changes without making everyone a hermaphrodite?"
"Yes," Tenerife firmly answered. "The extra chromosome strand is what makes the enhancements work."
Despite Tank's fears, Julie walked back into the cafeteria only a few minutes later. At Tenerife's and Tank's questioning looks, she shrugged and said, "Tina looked at what I had between my legs, giggled and asked how well it worked. When I said 'perfectly', she asked if I'd fucked Tank with it yet. Then, when I told her that was none of her business, Tina giggled again and said she'd always wanted to know what it was like to have one. We were returning here when we passed Researcher Anan, and Anan took her to the lab."
"Two more waiting to talk with you," Major Tenerife said a little impatiently. "I've got them in the same room, so shall we?"
"We shall indeed," Tank teased as he followed Tenerife from the cafeteria.
Tenerife led them to another hospital room, this one across from Tina. Upon entering, Tank and Julie saw twin teenage girls standing against the wall, holding hands.
"No!" The lieutenants shouted simultaneously. "Too young," Julie continued.
"Don't ... we ... get ... to ... decide ... that ..." the twins said alternately before finishing together, "for ourselves?" Then, the twin on the left added, "We'd already decided we wanted to be part of this, Mister Zaffra, Ms Angelina. We only held out because we wanted to meet you first."
"Major Tenerife told you we were part of this program?" A surprised Julie asked.
The twins started talking alternately again, "We were being bitches." They stopped, looked at each other, and giggled before simultaneously adding, "I think we had poor Major Tenerife so wound up, he just blurted out that you were on board without thinking. That's when we decided we wanted in." The teenage girls turned to Tank before blushing and looking down shyly, "We've had massive crushes on you since Dad took us to see The Turncoat. You know? The movie you got your Emmy nomination for."
"I still say 'no'," Tank growled, ignoring the sudden downcast looks on the twin's faces. "How old are you children, anyway?"
"We are not children!" The two girls snarled. Then, returning to speaking alternately, they added, "We turned eighteen two weeks ago." They glared at Tank before turning toward Tenerife and Julie and ignoring him. "Major," they simultaneously said. "We lost Mom years ago and Dad last year, and we have no family or friends to worry about us disappearing. We want to stay on this spaceship and join your army. Maybe we can find friends and family here. We don't care what Tank Zaffra says."
"Before you decide, you need to see this," Julie said intently, unzipping her jumpsuit and pulling it down. Her control briefs swiftly joined it around her thighs, and her thick, almost 12-inch cock dropped into view. "
"Cool!" The twins exclaimed excitedly. "Does it work? Can we get one, too?"
"This isn't a strap-on tool," Julie emphasised, shaking her enormous member. "This is what happens to you if you take Major Tenerife's mutagenic treatments!"
"Cool!" The teenagers repeated. "When can we start?"
Julie stared at the twins before turning to Tanking and throwing her hands in the air. "No point in us being here," she growled before turning on her heel and storming from the room.
"I thought she'd be cooler than that," One of the twins observed as they crowded closer to Tenerife.
"I'll see you in a few days when you've completed your first round of treatments," Tank told the girls before following Julie from the room.
As he walked past, Tank decided to check if Julie was in her room. She was, so he knocked and waited for her permission before entering. The hospital bed was the room's only furniture, so he pushed his back against the wall and sank to the ground.
"What the fuck were they thinking?" Julie growled. "Don't they know how dangerous this is?"
"Did you see their clothing?" Tank quietly asked. "I'd guess they're either living on the streets or bed-hopping between friends. How long before a pimp grabs them and addicts them to ice or heroin? How long before they're the same as Tina? This probably seems like an excellent alternative."
"They're eighteen, Tank," Julie said exasperatedly. "Eighteen! They're not old enough to make that kind of decision."
"And, of course, you did exactly as your parents told you to do at eighteen, right?" Tank grinned.
"Yeah," Julie replied reluctantly. "I see your point. But still, I worry for them!"
"And we'll worry even more when we send them on their first mission and more still until they return."
"You're right," Julie unwillingly agreed. "Want to go to the dojo and work off some frustration?"
"Sure," Tank replied.
Later, after three hours solid of practising their Karate Katas and spending time in Anan's gym working on their strength, the actors showered and met for dinner in their usual Cafeteria. After a few minutes, Roque, Envet, Alban, and Genet joined them.
"You three have been absent since we returned from the missions," Tank observed.
The three lieutenants seemed to simultaneously shiver before Alban answered, "We've undergone another round of mutagenic gas treatment and testing. Let me just say, I understand why you and Lieutenant Angelina often look grey and a little green around the edges."
That released the slight tension that had gathered in the group, and the captain and five lieutenants spent an enjoyable hour telling ever increasingly exaggerated tales of their experiences with the transforming gas as they ate.
After Genet and the lieutenants left, Julie and Tank spent an hour in the ship's library, looking through the histories. They weren't sure they were learning anything useful, but it helped them to understand what drove the Providians they worked with. According to what they read, the recorded history of the Providian people was a mixture of fleeing before the Aridians destroyed them and the world they inhabited and discovering new planets to colonise. Often, that colonisation was achieved by brutally eliminating the various species already living on the planet.
"I'm not sure if these Providians are the good guys," Tank observed. "But, sure as heck, the Aridians are worse."
"Well, at least as far as the Providian's recorded histories say they are," Julie rejoined doubtfully. She closed her book and added, "Anyway, I'm done for the night and going to bed."
"Sounds good to me," Tank grinned. "If only there weren't cameras in your room, I could join you."
"I'd like that," Julie blushed before leaning over and kissing Tank's cheek. "I'll see you for breakfast," she said as she walked out.
Tank waited until he was sure Julie was in her room and walked quietly but purposefully down the corridor towards Anan's exercise lab. Nearing the door down to the researchers' bedrooms, Tank looked around, ensuring he was alone. He smiled when he saw the 'Military Personnel Only' sign still lying on the floor beside the wall. But Tank figured he could argue that he was 'Military Personnel' if anyone questioned why he was in that area.
Counting off the doors, Tank knocked lightly on the fourth door on the right. A bleary-eyed Melinta opened the door.
"Lieutenant Zaffra!" She gasped. "Come in," she quickly added, dragging Tank through her door. Once Tank was inside, Melinta dropped her gown, revealing an exquisite body and a swiftly engorging, 8-inch cock. She took Tank's hand and guided it onto her penis as she rubbed Tank's over his jumpsuit. "Strip," Melinta demanded as she stepped back.
Ignoring Melinta's demand, Tank pursued her as she stepped back. Then, he locked lips with the beautiful Providian as he pumped her thick cock. Wrapping his powerful arms around Melinta's back, Tank squeezed her tightly as he explored her mouth with his tongue.
Melinta moaned as she returned Tank's kiss and embrace. She forced her hands between them and pulled Tank's jumpsuit zipper down. Then, peeling the item off Tank's shoulders, Melinta wrapped her dainty left hand around Tank's todger. "It's so big," she moaned as her thumb and fingers failed to meet.
Tank kissed Melinta again before exerting downward force on her svelte shoulders. Taking the hint, the gorgeous canteen worker dropped to her knees and took Tank's strainingly erect cock into her pouty-lipped mouth. Her left hand gently cupped his hefty balls as her right found his engorged clitoris.
"My first load will be quick," Tank gasped. "After that, I'll take care of you, okay?"
Melinta moaned in response before squeezing Tank's balls gently and lashing his big purple glans with her tongue. Taking advantage of all Providian's lack of a gag reflex, Tank grabbed the back of Melinta's head and brutally forced every inch of his stupendous cock down her throat.
Holding tightly, Tank face-fucked Melinta as viciously as he could. He suspected the beautiful Providian cafeteria worker was submissive at her core and would love being subjugated. Melinta's deep groan around his cock proved Tank was correct in his assessment. Melinta's left hand left Tank's balls and wrapped around her shaft. Then, stroking herself as viciously as Tank face-fucked her, Melinta worked to bring them both to fruition.
Only brief seconds later, the pair uttered deep groans as their thick cocks erupted. Swallowing eagerly, Melinta accepted Tank's gift down her slender throat before curling the finger she had inside Tank's pussy back and scraping its tip across his G-spot. Groaning again, Tank climaxed. This time, his pussy gushed fluids as his cock spat cum.
Tank's need was still urgently upon him, so he lifted the beautiful Providian off her knees and lowered her onto his throbbing cock. He got about seven inches into the squirming woman before he hit her cervix. Melinta's eyes flew open, and she mouthed, "No!" before Tank grinned mercilessly at her and pulled down on her shoulders. "Faaaarrrrrkkkkkk!" Melinta moaned as Tank's enormously long and thick tool opened her cervical canal and forced its way inside.
"Cum for me, my little Providian slut," Tank demanded as he held Melinta's clitoris tightly against his pelvis and rotated his hips.
Melinta moaned, "Faaaarrrrrkkkkkk!" again as her throbbing cock exploded between them, showering them both with thick ropes of semen.
Tank pulled back until he felt Melinta's cervix release his cock. Then he hesitated against her cervical opening before rapidly jamming his cock back into her. Melinta had basically passed out, and she hung limply in Tank's grasp as he pumped roughly into her. She mewled with every inward thrust and orgasmed every time Tank pulled out.
Melinta felt Tank thrusting faster and faster as his breath quickened and deepened. She tried to push Tank off before the inevitable happened, and he came inside her. However, it would have proven as useful to push against the starship's bulkhead for all the good her pushing did.



"No," Melinta tried to deny as her constant orgasms overwhelmed her consciousness. "You mustn't ..."
But it was too late, and with a guttural growl, Tank's massive member swelled even larger inside her and jettisoned its load into Melinta's womb—a womb with an egg waiting in her fallopian tube above it, ready for fertilisation.
Knowing how much trouble she was in if the major discovered she was pregnant with Tank's child, Melinta decided that a problem shared was a problem halved. Wriggling until Tank let her go, Melinta guided Tank to her bed and insisted he lay down. Then she pushed his knees up and back, positioned her thick 8-inch cock at his cunt's entrance, and rammed it into him.
Melinta's cock eased about an inch into Tank's cervical canal, and she held it there as she rotated her hips. Tank's groaned, "Faaaarrrrrkkkkkk!" matched her earlier one, and Tank's pussy bathed Melinta's balls with juices.
Melinta pumped her hips, stretching Tank's cervix before easing back into it. "I'm going to fill your womb with sperm," she moaned as she forced herself as far as possible into Tank's cunt. Melinta short-punched into Tank several times before grunting deep and low and doing what she said she would.
Tank felt Melinta's cock flex inside him, and then almost scalding hot semen splashed inside him. It was too much, and he climaxed as Melinta's cock pulsed sperm into him again. Sated, the pair uncoupled and cuddled. That surprised Tank somewhat because he hadn't found the Providians to be a particularly affectionate race. Melinta's breath was slow and deep against Tank's chest, and he relaxed and followed her into sleep.
"Tank," Melinta muttered a few hours later, shoving the muscular lieutenant. "Tank, you can't stay here all night."
"What?" Tank mumbled, holding Melinta tighter.
"You have to get up, you big lump," Melinta told him. "I have some things you need to know, and then you must go back to your room."
Shaking himself, Tank rolled out of bed and began dressing. "What do I need to know?" Tank queried, suddenly wide awake.
"Firstly, Major Tenerife is not to be trusted," Melinta explained. "He and Colonel Tangran are not as opposed as they seem to be. In fact, they're both part of the faction that wants to enslave Earth and use its people to fight the Aridian Armada. They don't think you can win because Earth's technology is so inferior to the Aridian's, but they're hoping Earth can resist long enough for our astrogators to plot a path away from here and allow us to flee again.
"Secondly, we haven't been orbiting Earth for only a few months. We've actually been here since the early eighties.
"Thirdly, you and Ms Angelina are not the first Earthlings we've experimented on. You are, however, the first the mutagenic gas has enhanced without also turning the subjects into mutant freaks.
"Fourthly, and lastly, for now, because you have to leave. Those who do endure a hyper-reaction to the mutagenic treatments aren't executed as Tenerife has told you. Instead, they're held on a special prison level. If the Aridians learn we're here in ship numbers and they invade Earth to get us, as our leaders suspect they will, Tenerife and Tangran plan to wait until the Aridians are wholly engaged, then they'll drop the mutated monsters amongst them. Our leaders don't care if the mutants attack both you humans and the Aridians as long as it creates enough havoc for us to escape.
Melinta pushed Tank out the door before adding, "Come and see me again, but give it a few days in case someone noticed you coming here."
Tank left, and Melinta leaned against the door, wondering if she dared approach Researcher Anan and ask her to remove what Melinta suspected was a fertilised egg descending to her womb, ready to grow into a foetus—a foetus which, according to Tenerife's genetic mapping, would more than likely grow into a mutant monster.

The End of Part 2.
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Slave to Desire 3: Sunday.

From Slave to Desire 2: The night ended when Mistress Diana and Master Johan stood. They both held their hands out to Hudson and Emma. Hudson, who had waited stoically for Diana for nearly three hours, had broken down when Diana had threatened to expel him along with Anna. He asked for and was promised more regular physical discipline to quench his masochistic desires. In return, Hudson swore on the pain of being expelled that he would stop acting like a brat to make Mistress Diana or Master Johan punish him.
When his Master and Mistress invited him to share their bed, Hudson broke down crying because he understood he had been forgiven. He smiled tremulously at Emma and took her hand as she took Johan's, and he took Diana's. Tonight was a good night!
Emma accompanied her two new dominants to their bedroom. She was pretty excited to experience what Johan and Diana had for her next. The sex this weekend so far had been an exquisite delight, and she looked forward to further experimentation.
Johan opened the bedroom door and allowed Diana to enter before preceding the two body slaves through the door. Emma was uncertain what to do next, so when Hudson began undressing Diana, she did the same for Johan.
After removing Johan's polo shirt, Emma, following Hudson's lead again, dropped to her knees and helped her Master out of his shoes and socks. Next, Emma undid Johan's fly and pulled his pants down. Johan's meaty 7+ inch cock strained against his boxer briefs, and Emma moaned deep back in her throat, aching to touch and suck that magnificent member.
A soft moan from her left caught Emma's attention, and she turned her head to see. Hudson was between Mistress Diana's muscular thighs with his head tipped back, tonguing her lasered bare pussy. Emma moaned her wanting need again before Johan chuckled and asked, "Would you like to suck my cock, little one?"
"Yes!" Emma said, nodding her head vigorously.
"What are you waiting for, then?" Johan teased.
Emma tugged Johan's boxers down eagerly, sighing happily as Johan's purple-headed monster with its large testes bounced into view. Wrapping her hand around her Master's thick shaft, Emma licked Johan's glans like it were an ice cream. Then, showing off the practice she'd done with a banana, Emma deep-throated her dominant's entire cock until her nose rested against his pubic bone.
Johan stood with his hands on his hips, smiling smugly at Diana. "Been here just thirty-six hours and already the best cock sucker in the house," he crowed.
"Careful, husband," Diana moaned as she held Hudson's face to her clit and revelled in his attention to her thick clit. "Otherwise, I might give up sucking you entirely."
Johan was close to orgasm, but that wasn't the plan for tonight's activities, so he reluctantly pushed on Emma's forehead and removed his throbbing cock from her mouth. "In Mistress Diana's left hand is a key for Hudson's chastity cage, little one," he instructed. "Release Hudson and make him hard."
Emma, a little tentatively, obeyed. She was uncertain of the etiquette for releasing slaves from their cages, but she was sure it didn't involve another submissive doing it. However, an order was an order, so Emma did as instructed.
Undoing the padlock and pulling the cage apart released Hudson's sturdy penis. Emma hadn't seen very many dicks, but her scant experience told her that Hudson was probably around average in length and a little thicker than most. Hudson's cock felt good in her hand and even better in her mouth, and Emma soon had Hudson leaking precum and moaning into Diana's pussy.
Johan held his massive shaft and gently stroked it as he watched the licentious scene before him. He knew that if he didn't intervene soon, Hudson would climax into the young woman's mouth, a no-no for both of them. "Emma, prepare Mistress Diana's ass," Johan demanded.
Emma was unsure what that meant but guessed correctly. Moving behind Diana, she used her hands to part her Mistress' sturdy butt cheeks and tongued her little chocolate star. Then, realising that the head of Johan's enormous cock would have to go through that tiny ring, Emma wet her finger with her mouth and rimmed Diana.
"I enjoy anal sex," Mistress Diana moaned. "So don't be shy about getting a couple of fingers in there."
Emma shrugged internally, put her first two fingers in her mouth to wet them, and then pushed them slowly into her dominant's ass. As Diana had predicted, Emma's fingers slipped in without much effort, and Emma could work them in and out easily.
"Get the lube off the nightstand and grease Hudson's cock," Johan instructed.
Emma moved to obey, but Johan grabbed her and pulled her into his lap before she could reach where the lube stood. Johan spun Emma around, gripped her right hip with his right hand and his stupendous cock with his left, and guided Emma onto his throbbing cock. Johan grunted as his cock opened Emma's tight, swelteringly hot and wet cunt and slid inside. "You may cum," Johan panted, more for Emma's benefit than his because he was about to fill the young woman's pussy with sperm.
Squealing into her cupped hand, Emma climaxed, her pussy pulsing on and off Johan's enormous purple glans and, unable to control himself, Johan growled and unloaded into Emma. Feeling Johan's hot ejaculate boiling into her cunt set Emma off again, and she added her right hand to her left as she squealed again.
"I won't go soft," Johan promised, lifting Emma off his throbbing appendage. "So, finish getting the lube and oiling Hudson's cock. He's getting a real treat tonight."
With cum pouring down her inner thighs, Emma picked up the lube bottle and turned back to Mistress Diana. Diana, who'd had a soft but satisfying orgasm watching her husband inject his sperm into the young woman, smiled and handed Emma a face cloth. Emma held it to her dripping gash and walked to where Hudson knelt, his sturdy cock standing rigidly at attention.
Squeezing her thighs together to hold the washcloth in place, Emma knelt, kissed the tip of Hudson's sausage, and poured a liberal amount of lubrication into her hand. She realised the oil had warming properties and briefly wondered how it would feel on her clitoris. When she was satisfied that Hudson's entire glans and shaft were well oiled, Emma put the lube bottle aside, shuffled around on her knees, and assumed what she'd been shown was presentation position one—sitting on her heels with her head up, eyes down, shoulders back, and hands palm up on her parted thighs.
Johan and Diana smiled proudly at her before instructing Hudson to lie face-up on the bed. Working seamlessly together, the dominant pair quickly tied Hudson's extremities to the four corners of the bed, gagged and blindfolded him, and worked a pillow under his ass, lifting his hips so he formed an arch.
Then, smiling eagerly at her husband, Diana climbed onto the bed facing Hudson's toes and straddled Hudson's reposed form. "Hold Hudson's cock so it points at the ceiling, little one," Diana demanded.
Emma obeyed enthusiastically and then lowered her head so she could watch. Diana sank onto her haunches until she felt Hudson's thick cock head against her starfish. Then, sighing heavily, Diana relaxed her sphincter and sank onto Hudson's cock. She twitched a little as the head parted her knot, but shortly after that, Diana's plentiful bottom settled on Hudson's groin with his cock buried to the hilt in her ass. Smiling happily, Diana lay back on her submissive, her head resting on Hudson's shoulder.
Emma muttered an awed "Wow!" and reluctantly removed her hand from between them.
Johan chuckled as he stepped onto the bed. He knelt between Hudson's and his wife's lewdly parted legs, and then, stepping over their thighs, Johan lowered his hip and positioned his cock at Diana's entrance. Smiling happily, Johan pushed his hips forward and slowly joined Hudson inside Diana.
"Emma," Johan called. "Climb on the bed and suckle Mistress Diana's nipples. Then, when she demands it, bite them firmly."
Emma almost reluctantly left her position near where the trio was lasciviously joined and moved up the bed. However, when Diana held her hand out and pulled her close, Emma melted willingly into the powerful older woman's embrace. Emma felt Diana's tongue brush across her pouting lips and, with a soft moan, opened her mouth and welcomed Diana's tongue inside.
Wanting to obey Johan's command, Emma tried to lower herself so she could suckle Mistress Diana's nipples. Diana, however, had different ideas and held Emma close, continuing to kiss her young submissive passionately. Emma gave up her task and surrendered herself to her Mistress' embrace. As she lay beside Diana, kissing her, Emma felt Johan's stubbled lips press against her cheek. Reacting instinctively, Emma turned her head and locked her lips to Johan's.
For the next few moments, the three exchanged kisses as Johan gently stroked into his wife. Their kisses were soft and loving, but as Diana's arousal grew, they became passionate and demanding. Before long, Johan and Diana were panting too hard to do more than briefly touch their lips together. Realising their need, Emma slid down until she could take Diana's nipple into her willing but inexperienced mouth.
Remembering the few occasions when one of her occasional boyfriends had nursed her breasts in a way that stimulated, Emma tried to excite her Mistress with her tongue. However, the task proved much easier than Emma had feared because as soon as she ran her tongue over Diana's nipple, it turned into a rubbery pebble in her mouth. Delighted, Emma experimented with different techniques, trying to precipitate her Mistress' orgasm. Swirling her tongue over Diana's nipple made Diana moan, but if Emma sucked as she licked, her Mistress arched her back to meet Emma's suckling mouth.
Emma became aware that Johan's pants had turned to grunts and knew from her sparse experience that meant he was close to cumming, so she increased the strength of her tongue strokes and sucking.
"Now," Diana demanded as she wrapped her muscular thighs around her husband's powerful hips and thrust her cunt up at him. Taking the hint, Emma bit the nipple she had in her mouth and gently pulled back. "Yesssss!!" Diana hissed as her climax hit. She orgasmed again as Emma lashed her tongue over her Mistress' nipple.
Emma sucked again when she heard and felt Johan grunt and shudder, a prelude Emma knew to him cumming. Johan pushed on his hands, lifting his upper body off Diana. He jerked as his hips spasmed, pistoning into his wife's greedily gripping pussy. Reaching across her Mistress' body, Emma pinched Diana's right nipple as she (Emma) bit down firmly on Diana's left. Johan roared as he ejaculated into Diana's spasming pussy, and Diana's squeal rose to join in as she climaxed with her husband.
Temporarily sated, the married couple separated. Johan rolled to lie on Diana's left side as Diana slowly lifted herself off of Hudson's cock.
"Grab a washcloth from the en suite," Diana demanded. "Return and clean my slut's cock."
Emma rolled off the bed as Diana took her place on the bed beside Hudson. Emma entered the en suite and found a face cloth. Then, wetting the cloth with warm water, she climbed onto the bed between Hudson's tied ankles and covered his slowly bouncing, rigidly erect cock with it. Being careful not to overstimulate her fellow submissive, Emma washed the lube and juices from Hudson's sturdy penis. Emma returned to the en suite to rinse off the cloth before kneeling beside the bed and waiting for further instruction.
Diana propped herself on her elbow and reached over to nudge Johan. Johan gazed bleary-eyed back at her, unsure of what Diana wanted. "Must I do everything, husband? Diana mock growled as she flicked her eyes to Emma.
"In this case, I think so," Johan admitted, still unsure what his wife wanted.
Diana sighed theatrically before rolling out of bed. Moving assuredly, she undid the binds holding Hudson's feet to the bed and tied them together before re-tying them to the bed's base. Grinning at Emma, Diana said, "Hudson's cock won't fuck itself! Gidyap, Emma. Your ride awaits!"
Giggling embarrassedly, but with her pussy literally dripping, Emma climbed on the bed and straddled Hudson's reclined body. Reaching behind herself, Emma positioned Hudson's throbbing cock at her entrance and sank gratefully onto it.
Emma was only vaguely aware that Johan had gotten off the bed, but when he nudged her cheek with his rapidly inflating tool, she turned her head and willingly sucked his stupendous member into her mouth. Next, Emma felt her Mistress pushing on her shoulders, so she lowered herself onto Hudson. Johan followed her down by bending his knees, allowing Emma to hold his cock in her mouth.
Revelling in the sensation of having two cocks inside her, Emma moaned when she felt Diana spreading her ass cheeks and rubbing the warming gel on her rear passage. There was a slight break before Diana climbed onto the bed behind Emma's ass.
"Oh, lawd!" Emma gasped as she felt Diana's 'cock' press against her starfish. Her gasp turned into a drawn-out, lustful moan as Diana slowly forced her strap-on cock into Emma's anal cavity.
Diana grabbed a handful of Emma's long blonde locks, pulled back viciously and walloped Emma's ass. "Ride these cocks, you dirty fucking slut!" Diana demanded forcefully, smacking Emma's taut buns again.
Moaning around Johan's pulsing cock, Emma pushed on Hudson's body with her elbows and forced her body backward off his cock and onto Diana's. Then, thrusting her pelvis forward, Emma slid onto Hudson's thick cock as she slid off of Diana's. Getting the hang of it, Emma began riding the two cocks penetrating her lower fuck holes vigorously. Shortly, her hips were an almost blur as she smashed them back and forth, riding her lust higher and higher. She knew her orgasm was on her and desperately hoped one of her dominants would give her permission to cum before she did so anyway.
"Hold on," Diana commanded as Emma mewled with need.
"Hang on," Johan demanded as Hudson's strangled gasps came from beneath Emma.
"A little longer," Johan and Diana instructed as their submissives begged to be allowed to climax.
Then, knowing their slaves would cum with or without permission shortly, Diana grabbed her hairbrush from the side table and brought it stingingly down onto Emma's tensed buttocks. "Cum for me, my little cum sluts," Diana barked, whacking Emma's butt cheek again.
"Faaaarrrkkkk!!" Hudson growled as his balls snapped tightly against his shaft, his prostate cramped, and his throbbing cock spat man juice into Emma's desperately clenching cunt.
Simultaneously with Hudson filling her pussy, Johan grunted and filled Emma's mouth. Everyone except for Mistress Diana sagged onto the mattress, almost comatose. Diana stepped onto the floor and examined her three semiconscious lovers lying on her bed. She smiled fondly and briefly considered going to one of her other slaves' rooms and inviting herself to stay. However, before she could, Emma's eyes opened and met hers. Then, smiling guiltily, Emma slid off the bed and crawled to her Mistress. Emma placed her forehead on Mistress Diana's feet and asked, "How may this girl serve, Mistress?"
Grinning at the young woman proudly, Diana asked her to help untie Hudson and move him to the side. Hudson mumbled protestingly as Emma and Diana moved him aside but didn't awaken. Johan was already on the bed's edge, lying on his back and snoring loudly. Diana smiled delightedly as she casually draped Hudson over her husband. The pair would unconsciously cuddle all night before waking up embarrassed by being so close.
Diana had ordered her bed specially. Beyond a super king, Diana's bed slept six people comfortably, so there was plenty of room for Diana to take her newest acquisition between her muscular thighs and press her extensive clit firmly against Emma's drooling pussy. With her arousal peaking, Diana rolled Emma onto her side and lifted her (Emma's) leg in the air. Then, gripping that same leg firmly, Diana scissored her clit against Emma's dripping cunt. Harder and faster, Diana tribbed with her young lover until, with twin stifled screams, the two women climaxed. Diana rubbed harder after her climax before achieving two more soft but intense orgasms. She finally sank onto the mattress, took her young lover in her arms, and slept.
For the second morning in a row, Emma awoke to find Natalie between her legs, eating her pussy. 'I could get used to this,' Emma smilingly thought as she stretched, luxuriating in the soft lips suckling her clit. 'I never even considered lesbian sex before, but if I'd known how good it felt, I would have years ago.'
"Oh, you're awake!" Natalie teased before swiping her tongue along Emma's slit again. "You taste like Hudson, you little slut," she jokingly accused.
"And, pray tell, how do you know what Hudson tastes like?" Emma riposted.
"Oh, I may have drank his fluids from the source and Mistress Diana's pussy once or twice," Natalie grinningly responded. Natalie smiled wider and asked, "I'm pretty sure that I know the answer, but are you staying for another day? If you are, I'm here to help you get ready to serve, in case you need it."
"Do I dress the same as yesterday?" Emma asked. "Nothing but a butt plug, the vibrating egg, and high heels?"
"Yes," Natalie acknowledged. "I can get you a wider plug if you want?"
"No," Emma replied. "Yesterday's one seems ideal because both times I was taken anally, I felt no real pain or discomfort."
"The foxtail it is, then," Natalie stated, gesturing to the dresser where it sat. "Do you want me to help you insert the egg and plug?"
"I'm going to have to learn to do that myself, right?" Emma queried.
"Yes, babe," Natalie acknowledged.
Emma said she'd try doing it herself before suddenly remembering, "Hey, Nat. Aren't you off until this evening?"
"I am," Natalie acknowledged. "But you're kind of my project girl, so I thought I'd check in with you this morning. Plus, I like helping at meals, so I'll do that, too."
Natalie led Emma to the floor's main bathroom and watched her wash the secretions from the previous night's activities from her lean but shapely body. Then she handed Emma the lube and watched as the newcomer greased the two items and gently inserted them into her body. The egg went in without too much problem, but it took Emma several goes before her back door opened and let the plug inside.
Your bottom's an outie, not an innie," Natalie explained. "It'll take some time before it readily accepts things entering it. However, after a few days, you'll be able to take it without a problem."
Emma put her 7-inch slave heels on, attached the chain and followed Natalie from the room. Emma still struggled with the chain's length affecting her stride, but she knew she stumbled less today than she had yesterday and would stumble less again tomorrow. She hoped she'd quickly learn how to glide across the floor like the other girls did because they looked so sophisticated when they walked. Emma felt like a cow on ice in comparison.
The girls reached the kitchen and found the other slaves and Margot in full swing. Johan and Jürgen insisted on a full fry-up for their Sunday breakfasts. Margot had sliced tomatoes, mushrooms, hash browns, eggs, steak and bacon cooking. For Mistress Diana, there was also a plate of sliced fresh fruit with dried Acai berries and almond milk.
As he had the previous morning, Jürgen danced over to Emma and took the egg's remote from her belt. Turning it up and down in slow waves, Jürgen tried to make Emma lose control and climax again. This time, however, Emma had better knowledge of what would happen. So, although she allowed her climax to crest, Emma held it in abeyance until she knew she was close to her peak before kneeling and begging, "Please may this slut be allowed to orgasm, Sir?"



Turning the vibrations off, Jürgen groused, "Aww, you're no fun! I prefer it when you lose control and climax anyway." Jürgen made as if to replace the controller back onto Emma's belt, but he suddenly turned it all the way up instead. Grabbing Emma's pointy nipples in his strong thumbs and fingers, Jürgen twisted them viciously before demanding, "Cum for me, my little cock sucking slut!"
Obeying Jürgen's instruction, Emma orgasmed. Cumming hard, Emma shuddered and juddered and bit her bottom lip to prevent from screaming. Then, with her legs already weakened from her orgasm, Emma sank to her knees and placed her forehead on Jürgen's boots. "How may this girl thank you for her orgasm?" Emma quietly asked.
"Your cumming so beautifully for me is reward enough, my dear girl," Jürgen urbanely replied. "However, I may take up your offer of payment later. In the meantime, my lustful wench, get yourself some breakfast."
Margot's fry-up looked too much for Emma to contemplate, so she opened the fridge door and got out the bowl of freshly sliced fruits. She looked at her Mistress' plate and decided that fruit mixed with some Acai berries, oatmeal, and everything covered with almond milk would be the perfect breakfast after an intense night of lovemaking. 'Well, fucking,' Emma giggled to herself.
Because there were only Mistress Diana's and Master Johan's extended 'family' in The Mansion', the slaves were invited to share the main table with their owners. Emma was learning quickly that The Mansion was mainly an informal place to live. Johan and Diana were more friends than Master and Mistress.
Oh, Emma realised, there were rules. Being naked except for the heels (women) or cock cage (men) and having a plug and vibrating egg inserted were but two, but the young men and women were not required to act subserviently all the time. If Johan, Diana, or Jürgen wanted a submissive response, they would address the submissive as slave Emma (for example) and then explain what they wanted. The standard house rules of acknowledging their betters by ensuring they were fed first and their needs were taken care of before anyone else stood, but, other than those, when there was only the 'extended family', the people in The Mansion talked and reacted as equals.
Mistress Diana explained, "Neither Johan nor myself are interested in TPE (Total Power Exchange) relationships. Although we did have one woman who temporarily joined our service needing that, TPEs are too much like hard work. For goodness sake, if you need to use the loos, do so! I do not want to have to remember and instruct you to!"
Emma took her place at the dominants' table. As the newest and lowest member, one who was not yet a full-time member of The Mansion, Emma's place was in the middle of the table, farthest from Johan and Diana. However, Jürgen chuckled when she sat and moved beside her. His large, strong hand was soon on Emma's inner thigh, with his pinky finger brushing her swiftly engorging clit.
Despite the distracting hand and finger, Emma managed to eat and keep up with the conversation. However, by the time Jürgen chuckled and stood to announce he had was going to work with his family's horses, Emma's arousal had formed a sticky puddle around her taut ass.
Mistress Diana winked at Jürgen and suggested, "Take the new wench with you. Natalie, you're a little taller than Emma, but your hips and bust are about the same. Loan her one of your riding outfits, please." Diana smiled at Emma, "The horse paddocks are visible from the road and the houses surrounding them. It wouldn't do to have you arrested for indecent exposure, now, would it?" Then Diana's grin turned feral. "The butt plug and egg remain, though."
Emma didn't understand why that would be bad, but when the other girls gasped and Jürgen chuckled evilly, Emma figured something was up. But it was not her position to question her orders, so she dutifully followed Natalie to her room and donned the clothing Natalie handed her. The first item was a pair of clinging, skin-tight, off-white jodhpurs. The pants clung to every centimetre of Emma's slender but toned and shapely ass and legs. With the foxtail butt plug in, Natalie had to correct Emma when she spread it along her perineum before pulling her pants up. "It needs to go between your cheeks and up your back," Natalie explained. "Otherwise, it will be on the saddle and getting pushed and pulled when you move."
Natalie examined Emma once she'd adjusted her tail. "The trousers are a little long," Natalie stated. "But it won't matter because you'll be wearing calf-high boots." Natalie handed Emma a sports bra, but it was too big in the cups for the svelte young woman. "Wait here," Natalie instructed and ran down to Ivy's room. She returned a few seconds later with a white crossover sports bra. This time, the bra was a little tight around Emma's chest, but Natalie insisted, "Even with breasts as small and tight as yours, you'll still want them constrained as tightly as possible when you're riding."
Next, Natalie handed Emma a dark blue, long-sleeved, button-down work shirt. It, too, was a little long, but Emma managed to tuck it into her jodhpurs so it wasn't too obvious. The final item was a pair of dark brown, calf-high riding boots. Natalie was a size bigger in shoe size, but a thick pair of socks fixed that, and Emma was ready to ride.
Emma returned to the kitchen to find Jürgen waiting impatiently. However, he grinned at her before taking her arm and guiding her to his Ford ute. After opening the passenger door, Jürgen grabbed Emma's tightly covered ass and virtually threw her up into the seat. Laughing at Emma's yelp. Jürgen walked quickly to the driver's door and got in. "We agist our Arabians on a 40-hectare farm in South West Logan," Jürgen explained as he pulled onto the road leading to the Pacific Highway.
The ride to the agistment farm was only twenty minutes, but Jürgen kept Emma talking as he guided the ute through the traffic. Jürgen seemed genuinely interested in Emma, her education, and her life. He asked insightful questions about her studies as they drove which made Emma realise that Jürgen was no slouch in the brain department either.
They reached the farm, and when Jürgen whistled, three beautiful Arabian horses trotted over to greet the couple. Emma watched her Master's son greet the horses effusively before tentatively adding her greeting. She relaxed when the onyx black horse nuzzled back against her hand.
"You've selected your ride," Jürgen grinned as he took two saddles from the ute's tray. "Bella is my usual ride," Jürgen added. "But it seems you have chosen each other, so I'll ride the red, which is Diana's horse."
"Oh," Emma demurred. "I'll ride Red if you prefer. I don't want to deny you your horse."
"Have you ridden a horse before?" Jürgen questioned.
"No," Emma admitted.
"Well," Jürgen explained. "Horses have their preferences in riders just as humans have theirs. Bella is taken with you, so you ride her because that's what she wants. Red will happily carry me, so it's all good."
Realising it was useless to argue, Emma watched as Jürgen readied the horses to be ridden. The horses were eager for their riders, so they willingly accepted the bit, bridle and saddles, and only a few short minutes later, Jürgen was helping Emma into her saddle. Jürgen walked Red beside Bella, explaining how to 'rise to the trot' so that Emma didn't uncontrollably bounce on her horse.
Jürgen increased the horses' speed until they were galloping, and Emma quickly learned why, historically, men insisted their women rode 'side-saddle'. Her saddle's horn rubbed deliciously against her already excited clit, and brought the young woman close to orgasm. Plus, every time her pretty butt hit the saddle, it pushed the plug into Emma's ring, adding to her arousal. Jürgen knew that sexual excitement often went hand in hand with horse riding for women, so he insisted that Emma clenched Bella with her thighs firmly. Making her do so increased the friction across Emma's clitoris and brought her perilously close to orgasm.
Turning Red so she faced in the opposite direction, Jürgen leaned over and grabbed Emma's engorged nipples. "Cum for me, my little slut," he demanded, causing the young woman to climax immediately.
Trying not to pass out from the pleasure, Emma gasped, "Thank you for my orgasm, Sir. How may this slut thank you?"
"I will show you," Jürgen chuckled. He directed the horses back to his ute before taking the horses' saddles off. He removed Red's bridle before letting her loose. Jürgen told Emma to peel her jodhpurs off and then helped Emma onto Bella's bareback and climbed up behind her. Pushing on Emma's shoulders, Jürgen forced her forward until he exposed Emma's dripping entrance. Then he unhooked the egg's wire and demanded that Emma push it out. After negligently tossing the egg onto the ute's tray, Jürgen unzipped and took his thick cock out. Then, he lined his throbbingly erect penis up with Emma's pussy and pushed his hips forward, penetrating Emma's sopping cunt.
"OMFG!" Emma moaned as she felt Jürgen's thick cock splitting her apart. "Fuck me, Master, please," she pleaded, pushing her slender but shapely ass back at Jürgen.
"Gladly," Jürgen replied, concentrating on his pleasure because he knew that the submissive woman on his throbbing cock would experience at least as much pleasure from him cumming inside her as she would from cumming herself.
Gripping Emma's shoulders, Jürgen pumped into the young submissive as firmly as this position allowed. He grinned as Emma squealed and orgasmed on his thrusting cock. With his libido relaxed, Jürgen groaned before unloading into the young woman bouncing on his cock.
However, if Emma thought her delicious torture had ended there, she was badly mistaken. Making a clicking sound, Jürgen urged Bella forward. Wrapping his elbows around Emma's slender waist, Jürgen gripped the reins and clicked again, encouraging Bella to trot. Emma's feet were swinging free, so Bella's trot had her bouncing on Jürgen's still ragingly erect cock. Unable to help herself, Emma began climaxing. Every time her pussy bottomed out on Jürgen's thrusting pole, its tip rapped against Emma's cervix, sending her into paroxysms of orgasms. Jürgen trotted Bella around the paddock, and by the time he returned to his ute, Emma had passed out from the continual pleasure her pussy sent rocketing through her body.
Jürgen carried Emma to the ute and gently lay her on the thick blanket he kept on the tray. Undoing Emma's shirt buttons and exposing her gorgeously firm B-cup breasts, Jürgen kissed and suckled on them until Emma moaned and arched her body into his mouth. Pushing his pants to his knees, Jürgen mounted Emma and gently stroked his entire length in and out of her dripping, drooling pussy.
"Ohhhhh, Gawwwwdddddd, Master!" Emma moaned. "Please, Sir, cum in me so I can cum too."
"You may cum, little one," Jürgen agreed before short hunching several times and jamming his thick cock as deep into the young submissive as possible. At its full depth, Jürgen's cock's head pressed against Emma's cervix. This unexpected and previously unfelt before today sensation blasted Emma's restraints away, and she screamingly orgasmed, bathing Jürgen's balls with her juices. Jürgen rotated his hips, spinning his cock across Emma's cervix and his pubic bone across her clit. Emma squealed, came, and bathed his balls with pussy fluid again before Jürgen relented and filled Emma with his seed.
Jürgen held Emma until her consciousness floated back, and she opened her eyes. Looking fondly at his young lover, Jürgen said, "Feel up to another ride around the fence line?"
"With your cock in me again?" Emma teased. "I don't think I'll make it halfway around before I pass out again!"
"Perhaps we've done enough for today, then," Jürgen conceded. I'll have to take the white stallion, Snow, for a gallop. But you can wait here if you prefer?"
"May I ride Bella again, Master? Emma queried.
"Sure," Jürgen smiled, delighted that Emma asked. "Let me resaddle her, and we'll loop around the enclosure."
Jürgen and Emma spent another hour working the horses before Jürgen regretfully said he'd better take Emma home to avoid getting on his stepmother's offside. Jürgen showed how to rub the horses down, then they fed the horses some oats, got back in Jürgen's ute, and drove back to The Mansion.
Emma followed Jürgen a submissive half-step behind into the kitchen. Diana, who was sitting at the main table watching her slaves make lunch, grinned at the pair before saying, "Emma Nicole Johnson, you smell like horse and cum. Wipe that self-satisfied smirk off your face, and go and shower. And, pray tell, where is your egg?"
"Oh!" Emma gasped. "I think it's still in the back of the ute. May I be excused to retrieve it?"
"Get it on your way to the shower," Diana commanded, and Emma ran from the room.
Diana turned to her stepson and welcomed him home with a fierce hug and a loving kiss. "How was she with the horses?" She asked.
"She's a natural," Jürgen replied. "My horse, Bella, took to her instantly, so I finished up riding Red and Snow as Emma trotted Bella around.
"Trotted, huh?" Diana teased. "Just how many orgasms did the young lady have?"
"Do I count the ones in the back of the ute or only those when we were on the horses?" Jürgen straight-facedly replied.
"She let you fuck her on the ute's tray?" A surprised Diana asked.
"Yes," Jürgen replied smugly. "More than once."
"A natural-born submissive," Diana mused thoughtfully. "The little minx has gone from straitlaced innocent to sexually voracious slut in just two nights. Jürgen, we lucked out when I bought this one home."
"Yes, you did, Mum," Jürgen said enviously. "I only wish she could be mine permanently."
"I think young Miss Emma would prefer that, too," Diana said musingly. "Do you have time to adequately train a new girl now, though?"
"Not really, no," Jürgen admitted. "With running Dad's investment arm along with my work for La Trobe Financial, I barely have any time at all."
"Well," Diana offered. "If you can handle sharing her with your father, we can complete her training. Then, if Emma still wants, we can hand her ownership over to you."
"What about you, Diana?" Jürgen queried. "You bought her for yourself, did you not?"
"I bought her for your father," Diana replied. "Of course, it was always up to Emma, though. It's her choice whether to stay and who to serve. But Johan's down to having only Ivy who serves him first. The rest belong to me. I need to fix that."
"I don't think that Emma's a lesbian or even bisexual," Jürgen stated. "She'll enjoy sex with you because her sexuality is keyed to her submission, but I doubt she'll be one who plays much with the other girls unless it's to impress or please you or Dad."
"That's what I believe, too," Diana said as she smiled at Hudson and Max, who had brought her lunch to the table. "Addison," she called out. "Ivy is with Johan in his workshop. Will you fetch them, please?" Then, when Addison moved to comply, Diana added, "No delaying long enough to blow Johan or get fucked by him. I want everyone to eat together, so tell Johan that he's expected immediately."
"Yes, Mistress," Addison acknowledged as she exited through the door.
"Are you going to sit at the table stinking up the place, or are you showering first?" Mistress Diana asked.
"Showering after that not-so-subtle hint," Jürgen joked as he stood.
As Diana expected, her husband, Ivy and Addison took twenty minutes before joining her at the table. The girls blushed embarrassedly before getting towels to sit on. Diana watched amusedly as they sat and turned to her husband. "Decide to test my patience by ploughing another of my sluts, did you, husband?" Diana pretended to growl.
Knowing it was all part of their game, Johan refused to blush or acknowledge any wrongdoing. Instead, he picked Diana effortlessly out of her chair and sat her on his lap. Johan then proceeded to kiss Diana until she gasped into his mouth. "Yes," he stated as he strummed Diana's nipples with his thumbs. "You know how much I like a pre-dinner romp. I would have bent you over my workbench, but you sent a wench to fetch me, so I rogered her instead of you. However," Johan added. "I'll bend you over this table, smack your luscious ass, and do you right here, right now, if you want?"
Kissing her husband fondly before moving back to her seat, Diana giggled, "After lunch, perhaps."
Jürgen joined Diana, Johan, Emma, and The Mansion's slaves a few seconds later. Emma immediately stood and asked what Jürgen wanted, then after receiving his order, swiftly made it and returned to the table. Jürgen smiled and thanked her before partaking in the conversations swirling around the table.
After lunch, once the dishes had been put in the washer and the kitchen returned to pristine, Diana turned to Addison and Zoe and instructed them to stay with Johan for the afternoon and take care of his needs. Then she turned to Natalie and Ivy and asked, "You're off until dinner, but would you like to play this afternoon?"
"Yes, Mistress," the girls answered quickly.
"What do you want us to do?" Natalie asked
"Oh," Mistress Diana teased. "Not much. But you could follow me to the dungeon. Emma, you will come, too."
Jürgen said he had a project to work on and would be in his workshop if he was needed. Johan hadn't said anything, but he'd bent Addison over the kitchen table and was working her butt plug out as Mistress Diana and the rest moved down the hall.
Entering her dungeon, Mistress Diana said, "Emma, you will watch and attempt to do to Ivy what I do to Natalie."
Nodding her agreement, although she had no idea what Diana meant, Emma waited and watched as Mistress Diana brought a basket of silk ropes out from a cupboard. Diana began sorting the ropes by length and softness until she was satisfied she had what she wanted.
Picking up a medium-lengthed piece, Diana handed a matching one to Emma and then told Natalie and Ivy to hold their hands out, about nipple width wide. Then, showing Emma step-by-step what to do, Diana firmly tied Natalie's wrists together. She kept the rope tight enough not to slide off, but it was not so tight that it cut Natalie's circulation off.
It took Emma two attempts, but she managed to copy on Ivy's wrists how Diana had tied Natalie. "Well done," Mistress Diana smiled as she handed Emma a much longer and thicker rope. "This one's much simpler to do," Diana added as she flicked the rope over Natalie's head and pulled it tight around her back at breast level. Then, reaching around the slender girl, Diana wrapped the rope around Natalie's chest with one loop going above Natalie's left breast and below her right as the other end went over Natalie's right breast and under her left.
Diana's rope ended at Natalie's breasts, but Emma's finished behind Ivy. "It doesn't matter," Mistress Diana explained as she showed Emma how to use a double fishermen's knot to ensure the rope remained securely tied to the girls' chests. The constricting properties of the rope binds had caused Natalie's and Ivy's breasts to squeeze out toward their nipples, and their breasts were slowly turning purple.
Diana checked Emma's attempt, and then, deciding it was close enough to work, she shifted Ivy against the slave cross suspension frame. Mistress Diana lifted Ivy's hands above her head and secured the rope binding them together to the cross' leather bands. Diana then shifted the padded centre piece until it made Ivy's body arch so her feet could maintain contact with the ground. Next, Diana spread Ivy's feet and attached the leather ankle cuffs to them. Finally, Mistress Diana used the ratchet and pulley system on the suspension frame to stretch Ivy until she hung from the top piece with the balls of her feet barely on the ground.



"There are two microphone stands in the corner by the wardrobe," Diana pointed out to Emma. "You'll find several vibrators on the shelves in the wardrobe. Bring the widest-headed vibrators you can find and the stands to me."
Emma couldn't comprehend what her Mistress was asking, but she quickly obeyed and got the items Diana requested. Diana checked that the batteries were working and then attached a dildo to the microphone stand. Then, adjusting the stand to the correct position, Mistress Diana forced the vibrator firmly against Ivy's entrance and clitoris and turned it on. Ivy moaned immediately as she unconsciously writhed, trying to make firmer contact with the shaking dildo.
Satisfied that Ivy was secure and bubbling towards an orgasm, Diana guided Natalie across to one of the hanging ropes. Using the same harness that she'd placed Hudson in, Mistress Diana soon had Natalie suspended off the ground and was shifting another stand underneath the clearly sexually excited young woman. Mistress Diana attached a deep tissue massager to the stand below Natalie and slowly lowered her submissive onto it. Natalie's aroused groans soon matched Ivy's.
"You are not to cum until I give you permission, girls!" Mistress Diana growled before grinning and winking at Emma. "Now, my newest trollop, what shall I do with you?"
Of course, the question was purely rhetorical because Diana already had her plans in place. Walking to another cabinet, Diana removed a roll of plastic wrap and a pair of scissors. Cutting several thin strips from it, Diana wrapped each of Emma's fingers and thumbs. Then, starting at Emma's fingertips, Mistress Diana wrapped each arm to her shoulder. Next, Diana made Emma get onto a table, and she repeated the wrap on Emma's toes and legs, ending at her groin.
Taking a couple of cotton wool eye pads from a plastic bag, Diana sticky taped them to Emma's eyelids and then had her young slave stand. Next, Diana began wrapping Emma in plastic from her head, carefully leaving Emma's nose and mouth exposed, all the way to her toes. The wrap bound Emma's arms to her sides but left her firm, B-cup breasts exposed. Diana wrapped her way down Emma's body until she reached Emma's hips. Then, getting Emma to hop back onto the table, Diana circled Emma's legs down to her toes but left the young woman's genitals and ass exposed.
Emma's vision was completely gone, and the confining plastic severely restricted her hearing. Emma's entire world became her Mistress' soothing touch on her breasts, pussy and ass. Emma felt her panic rise when Diana momentarily stepped aside, but then she felt a soft gel being spread across her breasts and nipples. The hand moved, and Emma felt the gel being smoothed along her slit and onto her clit.
The gel briefly cooled her extremities before its warming properties stimulated Emma's erogenous zones. Her wanting need joined the other two girls' moans, and the smell of aroused woman filled the air. Diana watched Emma writhe momentarily before she took a 'butterfly' vibrator out of the drawer and placed it against Emma's love button. Lifting the tiny young woman off the table, Diana snaked the butterfly's ties around Emma's hips and tied it into place. Diana turned the vibrator onto low and smiled as Emma's moans intensified.
Diana gazed around the room delightedly before undressing and putting on her double-ended strap-on. In the strap-on's pouch, she placed her smallest dildo, a slender, five-inch 'cock'. Then, moving behind Natalie first, Diana grabbed Natalie's slim hips and positioned her oiled 'cock' at Natalie's rosebud. Holding her young slave tight, Diana slowly penetrated Natalie's willing ass.
"Ohhhh, Gaaaawwwwwdddddd!!!!" Natalie groaned as Diana reached around her svelte body and pinched her tied and squeezed tits. "Ohhhh, Gaaaawwwwwdddddd!!!!" Natalie repeated as her Mistress began to fuck her.
With every thrust into her submissive, Diana nudged Natalie's pussy away from the vibrator. But when Diana pulled back, she dragged Natalie's entrance, slit and clit over the vibrating dildo. Natalie started to crest, and she knew there was no way to prevent the cataclysmic orgasm that was careering towards her. Closing her eyes tightly, Natalie held on, hoping beyond hope that her Mistress would permit her to climax before she did anyway.
"Please, Mistress," Natalie begged as her orgasm rattled towards her. "Please!"
"Please, what?" Diana giggled as her right hand slid across the bondage ropes, down Natalie's toned stomach and onto her fuck button.
"Please ... may ... I ... cum?" Natalie gasped, holding her climax at bay by the barest of margins.
Diana took Natalie's left nipple between her thumb and forefinger, pinched it, and twisted hard. "You may cum, my little anal slut," Diana snarled as she raked her nails over Natalie's clit.
Natalie bucked and shuddered before she opened her pretty mouth, ready to scream her climax to the sky. However, before she could, her orgasm blasted over her, and she locked into a rictus so severe that it shut her vocal cords down, too. Eventually, Natalie's overwrought mind could take no more, and she passed out.
Smiling happily, Diana opened a baby wipe container and removed some wipes. She carefully cleaned her 'cock' before using some sterilising gel and re-oiling it, ready for her next victim. Diana moved past Emma, running her hands over the youngster's tiny breasts and temporarily holding the 'butterfly' vibrator more firmly against Emma's fuck switch. Diana held the butterfly until Emma was barely short of her climactic crest, and then she released it before chuckling evilly and moving to Ivy.
Ivy's head was tossing back and forth as she protestingly mewled, "No, no, no," continuously, trying to hold her orgasm at bay. Diana is considerably taller than the tiny girl, so it was easy for her to move between the stretched woman's lewdly parted thighs and push her 'cock' into Ivy's drooling cunt. Leaning back as she thrust up into the tightly bound submissive woman, Diana grabbed Ivy's nipples and twisted them cruelly as she ploughed into Ivy's gaping pussy.
Inevitably, Ivy begged, too. "Please, Mistress. I can't stop. Please, Mistress Diana, this little slut needs to cum. Please, please, I beg you!"
"No!" Diana denied. "Wait!" Diana twisted harder and fucked Ivy faster. "Wait!" Diana repeated as she slid her hand between them and scraped her nail over Ivy's clit. Diana listened until Ivy's need became too insistent to resist. Then, just as her resistance collapsed, Diana barked, "Cum for me, my cum guzzling cock swallower!"
Ivy's extravagant climax caused her to scream until her world went black, and she, too, passed out.
'Two outta three ain't bad,' Diana hummed to herself to the Meatloaf song's tune. 'I wonder if I can fuck my newest toy into oblivion as well?'
Diana returned to Emma's side, watching the plastic-wrapped girl writhe and moan as she approached. Knowing that Emma could neither see nor hear her, Diana picked up the 'butterfly's' remote and slowly ramped up its vibrations. Very soon, Emma, too, pleaded for her release. Putting her mouth close to Emma's ear, Diana firmly said, "I like that you're begging. Do it some more!"
"Please, Mistress," Emma enjoined. "Please, my Mistress, may your girl cum?" Emma's breath hitched as she forced an orgasm back by the barest margin. "Please," she panted. "Please, I ...don't ... want ... to ... fail ... you!"
Diana pressed the vibrator firmly against Emma's cum switch as she dipped her middle finger into the girl's sopping cunt. Then Diana probed along Emma's perineum and onto her ring. Finally, just as Emma whooped in a massive gust of breath to scream her orgasm, Diana rammed her finger into Emma's ass and snarled, "Cum for me, you cunt licking, cum guzzling, fuck toy!"
Emma's screamed orgasm trailed into a gurgled moan, and then a satisfied sigh as consciousness left her body. Mistress Diana looked around her dungeon at her passed-out slaves and smiled happily. There was only one small problem—she hadn't gotten relief herself. Using her dominance in this way always red-lined Diana's libido, and her sexual need was urgently upon her. She thought of trying to wake one of her girls but knew mouths, tongues, or fingers wouldn't sate her need. She grinned and picked up her phone. "Hubby, I need you in the dungeon, now. Send your sluts to entertain the boys and get your ass here, now!"
Only a few minutes later, a nearly naked Johan sprinted into the room. "What's the emergency?" Johan almost yelled as he looked desperately around the room, wondering who was in trouble.
"Me, I'm the emergency," Diana replied coquettishly. "I need that big cock of yours in my cunt immediately!"
Diana undid her strap-on and let it fall to the floor. Then, after carefully unwrapping Emma's head, Diana told Johan to lower Emma onto the padded portion of the floor. Once Johan had laid Emma down. Diana straddled Emma's head and lowered her cunt onto Emma's pouty lips. "Mount me, husband," Diana demanded as she looked seductively over her shoulder at Johan.
Diana rubbed her dripping pussy across Emma's nose as she waited for Johan to kneel and penetrate her. Finally, she felt her husband's strong hands on her muscular hips as he lined up his magnificent tool with her sweltering entrance. Johan held her firmly before pulling her back as he thrust forward. Johan's pelvis hit Diana's ass with a meaty thump before he pulled back and repeated the action.
Diana heard, "Hmm" from below her before Emma's lips latched onto her clitoris. Unfortunately, Johan's next powerful thrust pulled Diana's clit off of Emma's mouth. Still, the young submissive used her tongue to lick as much of Diana's pussy as possible as Johan slammed into his wife.
Using her slaves always had Diana's motors running, so it didn't take long before she froze with her voluptuous ass rammed back against her husband's thrusting cock and screamed her orgasm to the gathering night. Johan was also used to Diana needing him after she'd spent a session with her submissives, so he knew to keep his libido in check. In fact, Johan had dumped a load each into Addison and Zoe, anticipating his wife's call. As such, Johan was primed and ready for an extended session. He wasn't disappointed.
Diana came down from her orgasmic high and immediately put her strap-on back on. Then, moving to where Natalie still hung, Diana lifted the bound woman until she was high enough for Johan to penetrate. Diana got the solid wooden box she had Johan make for just this purpose, oiled her 'cock', stepped onto the box, and rammed her 'cock' back in Natalie's ass.
"Take her cunt, Johan," Diana demanded as she held Natalie's ass to her groin.
Chuckling and knowing how his wife was when she was in 'the zone', Johan bent his knees slightly, positioned his throbbingly erect cock at Natalie's entrance and shoved firmly inside her. The married couple ground against their submissive until the young woman moaned, and then they pummelled her between them. Diana had the double end of her strap-on pressed firmly against her clit, and this time, instead of ignoring her arousal, Diana let it wash through her.
Johan and Diana ravaged Natalie until she begged to be allowed to cum. Diana acquiesced, and their submissive launched into a series of gigantic climaxes, each building onto the other until, with an ear-piercing shriek, Natalie orgasmed and passed out.
Diana had allowed the delicious rubbing of her dildo's base across her clit to send her into a petite but satisfying climax. However, she was still as hot as hell and ready for more. The dominant couple pulled out of their submissive, leaving Natalie to hang limply. Diana pushed Johan towards Ivy, saying, "Take your girl. I'm going to ravage our new slut."
Even though Emma had no choice but to lie helplessly, unable to move, watching Johan and Diana ravage Natalie had her writhing, trying to do something, anything, to get pressure on her clit so she could cum. She watched Diana approaching, and her need raged again. "Please, Mistress," she begged. "Your slut needs to cum!"
"You may beg, but you will wait," Diana snarled as she unceremoniously rolled Emma onto her tummy. Then, spreading her muscular thighs outside of Emma's plastic-wrapped ones, Diana used another wipe to clean and sterilise her cock, then pushed herself up with one hand and lined her 'cock' up with Emma's pussy. Holding her strap-on by its base, Diana eased its head into Emma before she smacked Emma's hip and rammed into her.
Diana pressed her pudenda against Emma's small but tightly rounded buttocks and ground against her strap-on's base, driving herself toward another orgasm as Emma moaned and pleaded under her. However, Diana had given herself to her submissives all weekend, and now it was time to take for herself. "You will wait," Diana pantingly demanded as she pulled out and thrust back into Emma's grasping, aching, and wanting cunt. Diana pressed hard against Emma's tensed butt and ground against her strap-on again. 'Oh shit!' Diana thought. 'Here it comes!'
"Cum with me, you fucking cunt muncher!" Diana roared as a tremendous orgasm blew her apart.
Meanwhile, Johan had turned the X-frame so he could look over Ivy's shoulder and watch his wife fuck their latest acquisition. Johan liked the beautiful, slender twenty-one-year-old and thought she was the most naturally submissive woman he and Diana had ever been fortunate enough to play with. However, he knew that he and she hadn't connected at a level deep enough to form a permanent Dom/sub relationship. Johan realised that Emma could easily form that relationship with his son, Jürgen. Johan didn't resent that and only hoped his wife would see it as swiftly as he had.
However, watching his wife in full-blown Domme Mistress mode was always an intensely erotic experience, and Johan revelled in feeling his dick enveloped by his girl's tight, wet pussy as he watched. Hearing Diana screamingly demand that Emma came with her sent Johan off the edge of his orgasm, and he grunted, "Cum with me, baby," as he spat his man juices into Ivy.
Emma had begged and pleaded forever, or so it seemed. So when Diana roaringly demanded that she cum, Emma surrendered to her body's needs and climaxed unlike she ever had before. Her orgasm was so intense that her body arched off the floor with only her heels and shoulders still touching anything. She effortlessly lifted her Mistress as she came, and her lady juices positively blew from her spasming cunt as her climax blasted her mind to nothingness.
Dusk was fast approaching as Emma's consciousness finally returned, and she realised she was being carried. Her arms wrapped around a powerful neck, and Emma snuggled into a muscular shoulder, smiling happily. Despite her initial doubts and fears, Emma knew she would say "yes" when invited to join Mistress Diana's and Master Johan's Mansion. The only fear she had left was being rejected by the dominant pair as unworthy to serve.
Emma was so warm and comfortable that it took several moments before she realised she was in Jürgen's strong arms, not Johan's. Happier still, Emma wriggled against Jürgen's broad chest and pretended to sleep as he carried her. However, Diana had seen Emma's eyes flicker open and her sweet smile, and she goosed the young woman.
"Don't get too comfortable there, Missy," Diana playfully groused. "You're still mine until 9:00 a.m. tomorrow."
Emma giggled and leaned back to peer up at Jürgen. She could peripherally see that Johan was carrying Ivy, but Natalie walked beside Mistress Diana, who was holding her hand. Jürgen carried Emma to The Mansion's kitchen and carefully sat her at the dominant's table. Johan sat Ivy beside her, and then Jürgen, Johan, and Mistress Diana sat in their usual spots.
Emma sat and watched for a few minutes before realising that she was 'undressed' according to The Mansion's standards. However, she hadn't been assigned a room yet and didn't know where her heels or slave chain could be. Emma guessed they were probably back in the dungeon where she'd undressed before Diana wrapped her in plastic. Her foxtail butt plug had become such a familiar part of her that Emma barely noticed that it was still inserted.
Natalie noticed Emma's concern and leaned over to say, "I've put them back in the room I first took you to on Friday. But Sunday evening is an informal dress time, so you don't need to worry."
The Mansion's inhabitants sat together, chatting happily as the cook, Margot, prepared their meals. Margot, when needed, would snap something like, "Potatoes, please," and one of the subs would immediately jump up and do the required task before returning to the table. Addison and Zoe were on table duties, so when Margot barked "fifteen minutes," they stood and set the table. Emma noticed that no one had gotten drinks, so she went to the wine cellar and brought beer for Johan, Jürgen, and Hudson, soft drinks for Max and Charlie, and wine for Mistress Diana and all the girls. Emma wasn't typically a drinker, so she kept her wine choices to the same ones she'd seen Natalie get before.
After a dinner filled with the usual playful banter and jibes, the house members traipsed into the lounge where Johan had set up a home movie theatre. Unfortunately for the men, they were outvoted by the women, and the chosen movie for the night was The Devil Wears Prada. Ivy and Emma got to sit on Johan's thighs with their heads on his muscular chest and his powerful arms wrapped around them. Mistress Diana sat on the sofa with Hudson between her sturdy but shapely thighs and Max and Charlie pressed close to her sides. Natalie complained of a headache during dinner and decided on an early night, so she was the only slave not present.
Before long, Max and Charlie had Diana's massive 38 double-F exposed as they kissed and suckled on them. Simultaneously, Johan's thumbs stroked across the nipples on Emma's and Ivy's deliciously firm B-cup breasts. Addison and Zoe, who were sitting pressed to Jürgen, had fished the younger man's enormous todger from his trousers and were taking turns deep-throating him.
Diana stood long enough to release her male slaves from their cock cages before telling everyone they could remove their eggs and plugs if they wished. Emma hadn't seen hers since Mistress Diana removed it before wrapping her in plastic, but she'd grown accustomed to having her foxtail plug in and enjoyed the delicious feelings it sent into her cunt when she sat and moved on it. It seemed the other slaves felt the same because all except Max left their plugs in, though all the eggs were removed.
Not long after that, Mistress Diana was riding Hudson as he leant back against the sofa. She had Max buried nuts deep in her voluptuous ass, and Charlie's impressively girthed cock slid in and out of her mouth. Addison rode Jürgen's thick cock as Zoe knelt on his face. Perversely, Johan held Ivy and Emma tightly to his chest, not allowing them even to touch him sexually. Every time one of the girls ran their delicate hands over his severely tented crotch, Johan would growl and tell them to "Watch the movie!"
Emma, her need upon her again, enviously watched as Jürgen rolled Addison over and lifted her knees back and apart. She could feel her arousal seeping onto Johan's thigh, but her Master seemed oblivious to it. She looked at Ivy and realised she was enviously staring at the coupling pair, too. Hoping that Ivy would return the attention, Emma reached across Johan and cupped Ivy's breasts. But before she could go any further, Johan growled, "Not without permission. Now sit still and watch the movie!"
Wriggling her bottom so that her entrance rubbed on Johan's thigh, Emma bit her lip and turned to watch her Mistress. Diana had her hands on Hudson's strong shoulders as she vigorously slid up and down his tumescent pole. Behind Diana, Max timed his thrusts to Diana's movements. He'd push forward as Diana sunk down, slamming his pelvis against his Mistress' muscular ass as Diana's jammed into Hudson's pubis. Then, he'd ride partly up with her as Diana rode along Hudson's sturdy cock. Diana was bouncing up and down so violently that she'd taken Charlie's cock from her mouth to prevent her from accidentally biting it. Diana occasionally kissed its tip as she rode the cocks inside her and stroked Charlie's long, slender shaft.



Diana's male slaves managed to hold their orgasms at bay until Diana had crested several times. Finally, she'd had enough and demanded, "Fill me up, boys! Your Mistress is done!"
Surprisingly, Charlie was the first to unload. His first spurt splashed over Diana's nose before she managed to cap his cock's geyser. Diana happily swallowed the rest of Charlie's emanations. Max picked up the cloth he had kept handy, knowing his Mistress hated cum leaking from her pretty bottom. He pulled out of Diana's tight ass and blasted the cloth full of his cum. Hudson had no such qualms and joyfully erupted into Mistress Diana's tightly gripping cunt.
Johan nudged the girls on his thighs and pointed his chin towards his wife. Ivy slid off Johan with Emma following closely behind. Emma wasn't sure if she was disappointed when Diana eased onto the couch and spread her shapely thighs, allowing Ivy access to her sperm-dripping pussy, but she eagerly licked and sucked Charlie's semen from her new Mistress' beautiful face.
Once Diana was clean, she sat back on the sofa and took Max's and Charlie's cocks in her hands. Diana had moved to the edge of the sofa's cushion, and Hudson's neck pressed against her pussy as he sat and leaned back against her. Emma and Ivy returned to Johan's thighs and turned their attention to the action on the floor.
Jürgen had literally fucked Addison unconscious, and was now attempting to repeat that feat with Zoe. Jürgen had Zoe on her hands and knees as he viciously ploughed the voluptuous redhead. Zoe's massive tits bounced this way and that as Jürgen ripped her big ass back onto his thrusting cock. Finally, Zoe could take no more, and she tipped her head back before screaming, "Please, Master Jürgen, this slut needs to cum!"
"So, cum," Jürgen snarled, slapping Zoe's luscious ass as he slammed repeatedly into her.
Zoe willingly complied, tipping her head back and locking her muscles into place as a gigantic orgasm blasted through her body. Then, when Jürgen smashed his firm right hand onto her lush bottom and began ejaculating into her, Zoe gasped and explosively exhaled. Her exiting breath went on and on until her world turned grey, and she passed out. Jürgen's lusts were raging, and even though he'd cum twice in quick succession, his big cock still pulsed and bounced with unrequited need. Looking around, he saw the two girls on his father's lap. "May I borrow one of your sluts?" He asked his father politely.
Johan chuckled before saying, "Sure. Help yourself."
As Johan expected, Jürgen stood, lifted Emma off his father's lap, turned her around so she faced the others, and lowered her onto his ragingly erect cock. Emma's ass came to rest against Jürgen's pubic bone, with his entire shaft buried in her gaping love tunnel. Jürgen grabbed Emma by her elbows and forced her forward. Impaled on Jürgen's masterful cock, with her feet dangling off the ground, Emma was helpless to do anything except enjoy what her Master did to her.
Watching his son take their newest slave so dominantly stirred Johan, and he lifted his ass and pulled his pants down, exposing his thick 7+ inch cock. Johan grabbed Ivy by her tiny but perfectly formed ass and lowered her onto his throbbing cock. Holding Ivy's ass tightly to his groin, Johan stood and began lifting Ivy up and down his thick cock.
Not to be outdone, Jürgen thrust viciously up into the pretty young woman impaled on his sturdy cock. The sounds of muscular abdomens crashing into toned asses filled the room, and unable to help herself, Diana pushed Charlie onto his back and mounted him. "Hudson, prepare my ass," she demanded as she wrapped her strong hand around Max's stiff cock. Diana tugged Max a few times before sending him to get her strap-on.
Diana rode Charlie to a small but satisfying orgasm before standing and putting her strap-on on. Once it was buckled into place, Diana demanded that Max get on his hands and knees before her. Max hadn't spread his knees far enough, so Diana smacked his ass and growled, "Lower your fuck hole, you useless slut!"
Max lowered his toned ass, then sighed deeply, relaxing his sphincter. His Mistress' 'cock' slid through his knot, causing Max to jump a little, and then slid home with ease. Diana held still as Hudson oiled her ass and slid two fingers inside to ensure she was loosened up. Once he was sure Diana was, Hudson pressed his bulbous-headed cock against her ring and pushed firmly inside.
"Hudson, hold still," Diana growled as she pulled back from Max's ass and then slid back in. Pulling out of Max pushed her onto Hudson's cock, and thrusting into Max, pulled her off Hudson. Diana quickly established a rhythm that careened her towards an enormous climactic cliff. However, before she could reach her pinnacle, Diana realised that Hudson would leap from his before she could get there. So, pausing momentarily, Diana snarled, "Hudson, pull out and cum. Let Charlie take your place!"
Hudson pulled out with a strangled, disappointed in himself groan, grabbed a handful of tissues from the box, and spat his seed into them. Charlie grinned at him triumphantly and took his place inside their Mistress' ass.
Diana waited until Charlie was fully embedded in her tight ass before starting to fuck Max again. Shortly, Diana was bouncing back and forth between her two boys like a pinball off the rubber bumpers. Max had reached between his thighs and gripped his aching cock. Diana's thrusting fake penis rubbed delightfully across his prostate every time she thrust into him, and Max was teetering close to orgasm, hoping his Mistress would allow him to cum before he did anyway.
Despite having already filled Zoe and Addison, Jürgen was the first to lose his load. Growling from deep in his chest, Jürgen lifted Emma until only the tip of his long cock remained in her. Then, ripping the svelte young woman down as he thrust viciously up, Jürgen snarled, "Cum on my cock, you cock swallowing slut!"
At the end of "-slut!" Jürgen's stupendous member blasted semen onto Emma's cervix. It was too much for the inexperienced young submissive, and she screamingly obeyed her Master's demand that she cum.
Diana climaxed next. With Charlie's slightly larger cock pressing her G-spot against her strap-on's double end, Diana's pause on her climb to her orgasmic peak was only momentary. Once her two young slaves matched rhythms and ground her between them, Diana scurried to her peak and flung herself off it. She reached around and gripped Max's rigid cock before yelling, "Cum for me, boys!" and orgasmed herself. Diana shook and shuddered as she felt Charlie's cock swell and lengthen in her nether regions before it spewed semen into her love hole. Simultaneously, Max's cock stiffened in her clasping hand before spitting its juices onto the floor.
Johan, possibly showing off again, held Ivy's hips tightly as he rammed his big cock into her tight snatch. Ivy's head lolled back and forth as she held onto her orgasm by the slimmest of margins. She was incoherently moaning and pleading as her Master rough-fucked her willing cunt. After the others had somewhat recovered and gathered around them, Johan slammed his entire cock into Ivy as he held her down. At the apex of his thrust, Johan's cock smashed against Ivy's cervix, sending her caterwauling into a gigantic climax. Fortunately, Johan roared, "Cum for me, my little cum whore!" just before his big balls spat their thick loads into her.
Johan sent the slaves to shower and clean up before helping Diana to her feet. Ivy was sent to ensure Natalie was okay and told to stay with her for the night. Hudson said he'd go with her. That left Max, Charlie, Addison, Zoe, and Emma to share their owner's big bed. Jürgen typically slept alone but looked yearningly at Emma before shrugging and leaving the room. Emma wistfully watched the powerfully built young man go. Still, she wasn't ready to admit her desire for him yet, so she willingly accompanied Her Master and Mistress to their bathroom and helped, along with the others, to wash and dry them.
To Emma's surprise, the time in bed before sleep was a surprisingly tame affair. Johan made slow, passionate love to Diana, with only Emma helping by gently playing with Diana's nipples. Their joint orgasms were soft, profoundly deep ones, full of love for the other. Simultaneously, Max made quiet love to Zoe as Charlie did the same with Addison.
Emma awoke for the third morning in a row with Natalie's soft lips and gifted tongue dining on her nether regions. Stretching, Emma lifted her head and said, "You know, a girl could get used to that!"
Natalie giggled before thrusting two fingers into Emma's squelching cunt and hooking them back onto her G-spot. "Boys are okay," Natalie joked. "Masters Johan and Jürgen are especially gifted, but if you want your tits sucked or your cunt eaten, then you can't go past another woman to do it properly."
Natalie pulled her fingers from Emma's pussy and stood up. "You need to dress and present yourself to the dominant's table," she said quite formally.
Emma swung her slender but shapely legs out of the bed and stood. After looking at the dresser beside the bed and not finding her foxtail butt plug or her vibrating egg, she turned questioningly to Natalie. In the same formal tone as before, Natalie said, "You will dress in your street clothes and present yourself to the dominant's table. You will shower and ensure you're clean before presenting yourself." Natalie suddenly grinned and winked before spinning on her heel and leaving the room.
Confused and more than a little apprehensive, Emma looked around. She spotted her small bag with the clothes she'd worn to the auction on Friday night. Picking it up, Emma walked to the shared bathroom Natalie had brought her to on Friday night. She showered and washed her hair before getting her clothes out of the bag. Sighing unhappily, Emma put her bra and panties on before pulling on her jeans and top. Emma sat on the bath and put her sneakers on before looking around. With tears in her pretty blue eyes, Emma reluctantly left the room and walked to the kitchen.
Emma entered the question and saw that Johan, Diana, and Jürgen sat on the opposite side of the dominant's table to her. The Mansion's slaves stood along the wall behind her, all dressed in formal Mansion wear—i.e. Naked except for heels, butt plugs, vibrating eggs (girls), or butt plugs and cock cages (boys).
Diana spoke first. "Emma Nicole Johnson, you are formally invited to join Masters Johan and Jürgen, and myself as our Mansion's newest slave. What say you?"
"I second the invitation," Johan said formally.
Jürgen immediately followed, saying, "Then it's unanimous. Miss Emma, will you become our slave?"
Emma knelt before the table and lowered her eyes to the table's top. "I would be honoured to serve all three of you," she said firmly, honoured and excited beyond measure.
Diana smiled and moved around the table. Then, taking a gold embossed black leather slave collar from its velvet box, Diana buckled it around Emma's slender neck. "Emma Nicole Johnson, welcome to The Mansion as its newest subservient member. You may change into formal slave wear. Later, we will have some paperwork for you to sign so we can begin paying your wages, and we'll need to discuss how to help you with your studies. For now, change and let's enjoy breakfast!"

The End.




        The Adventures of a Slut Mommie Ch. 13

        Katie Muggleton's continuing adventures.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-adventures-of-a-slut-mommie-ch-13

Title: The Adventures of a Slut Mommie Ch. 13

Author: JohnMurray4173

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Katie Muggleton's continuing adventures.

Tags: male domination, mom/daughter, female domination, lesbian, dad/daughter, mom/son

Series: The Adventures of a Slut Mommie



The Adventures of a Slut Mommie 13: Daddy Knows Best Part 1.

Hello readers, welcome back to my adventures. If you remember, we parted after my date with Freddy Singleton ended in his uncleaned apartment. I demanded that he took me home but forgave him enough to suggest he made it up to me the following day. When I got home, my son Johnny took me to task for adding three more lovers, my friends Patty, Maggie, and Allie. After he'd finished disciplining me, Patty, my son, my girls, and I spent the night making love. That's where I take up my story.
Looking back through my story, it seems as though I begin almost every chapter mentioning my recalcitrant bladder. So let's assume, as a given, that happened, and I was in the kitchen wearing only my shorty silk robe sometime after that daily event.
Jennifer was the first to join me in the kitchen on Wednesday morning. My robe, unnoticed by me, had ridden up, and my voluptuous bottom showed above the stool. Jennifer caressed my welts as she snuggled into my back. Her firm C-cups pressed against my back as her right hand slid inside my robe and cupped my heavy left breast globe.
"Morning, Momma," she hummed as she kissed along my shoulder.
Turning to face her, I kissed her sexy lips and asked, "What's with everyone suddenly calling my Momma?"
"What do you mean?" Jennifer asked innocently.
"First, Freddy. Now you. Are you telling me that I'm getting old?"
"Heavens, no!" Jennifer averred. "It's just that Katie doesn't really describe our relationship to you, and Miss Katie is only used when you're teaching us. Plus, you growl at us when we call you Mrs Muggleton. So, we decided to call you Momma because that's how you are to us. Our big, bad Momma, who is teaching us how to be better people."
"So now I'm getting fat as well as old?" I teased. She looked confused, so I explained, "You called me Momma—old. Now you're saying I'm big—fat."
Trying to look serious but given away by the ever-present twinkle in her eye, Jennifer replied, "Well, Momma, we've all been too scared to say something, but ..."
"You're not so big that I can't put you over my knee and spank you," I reminded her.
Immediately leaning over my thighs, Jennifer flipped her skirt up, revealing the tiniest thong you can imagine, and said, "Oh, Momma, would you? Please?"
Laughing, I pulled the 'string' from between her ass cheeks and caressed her clitty. Jennifer moaned and parted her luscious thighs, so I slid my middle finger into her pussy and slowly stroked it in and out. My first and third fingers stroked Jennifer's clitoris as I did.
"Can any of us get some of that?" Patty asked as she wandered into the kitchen.
"Sure," I replied, deliberately misunderstanding. "I made a pot of coffee. It's on the warmer. Help yourself."
Giggling, Jennifer stood and welcomed Patty to the kitchen by pressing her voluptuous body to the taller woman's and then kissing her passionately before casually groping Patty's barely covered ass. Patty returned the kiss as she fingered Jennifer's vulva.
"Oi, slut!" Charmaine jokingly snapped from the doorway. "That's my older bitch you're groping!" She pressed her nightie-covered breasts against Pattie's back and joined the hug.
I sighed loudly and theatrically put the back of my wrist against my forehead. "Thrown over for a skinnier model," I joked. "Whatever shall I do?"
"Hah!" Jennifer playfully responded. "You're not the one that petite witch called bitch!"
"Oh!" Patty, who gasped almost as theatrically as I had, responded. "That means Charmaine called me 'slut'! Whatever shall I do?"
Laughing together, we moved into a group hug and exchanged soft, loving kisses. These weren't what we shared earlier that morning. This was four people showing each other how much they were loved. My heart swelled as I saw how my two young charges had accepted Patty into their midst and were doing their best to help her through her breakup. I could not have been prouder of them.
Johnny and Gina came in as we broke apart. The girls swung into action and began making theirs and my breakfast as I turned the grill on and made Johnny's. It was Wednesday morning, so I knew Johnny, Phil, and Freddy would only eat a light breakfast before they met at the gym. All three may have lost their AFL careers, but they trained as if they were still playing.
Johnny had an offer from The Aspley Hornets to play in the NEAFL for them. He hadn't decided yet but was leaning towards taking them up on their offer. As a tall, big-boned, almost man, his physical development wouldn't end until his mid-twenties at the earliest. Therefore, there was a good chance his best playing days were still ahead of him.
Phil had never wanted to be a professional footballer and was already playing for The Morningside Panthers in the third-tier QAFL. Freddy stopped playing when The Lions hadn't signed him from their rookie list. Phil wanted Freddy to 'come out of retirement' and play for his team, but Freddy still carried the scars from his father's disparaging dismissal of him and his abilities when The Lions hadn't signed him.
I finished cooking Johnny's two rashers of bacon and two eggs on toast 'light breakfast' and took a cup of coffee and a banana and pear smoothie from Charmaine. Repairing to the kitchen table, we laughed and joked as we enjoyed our repast.
After eating, my girls, Johnny and Gina, left to get ready for their days. Gina, Charmaine and Jennifer were off to their uni classes. Johnny would meet his mates at the gym before going into their studio.
That left myself and Patty at home. I looked at the clock and saw I, too, needed to shower and prepare for my day. Patty followed me into the shower, but other than some soft and loving kisses, we didn't do anything sexual. The previous night had been an erotic masterpiece, and even this insatiable slut mommie was satisfied ... for now.
After showering and doing my hair and makeup, I put on my pearl white, sleeveless, draped collar satin top. Below that, I pulled on my black, high-waisted miniskirt. The skirt had a side split held together by decorative gold buttons. It was long enough to be decent for the workplace but short enough to show off my long, toned, tanned thighs and legs. On my feet, I wore a pair of plain black wedge-heeled sandals. I didn't bother with panties or a bra.
Patty sat at my vanity with a towel wrapped casually around her waist. Her small, A-cupped breasts sat perfectly on her slender chest as she watched me dress. "Lunch?" She asked hopefully.
"Sure," I replied. "Well, assuming I don't have a client. But we get so few walk-ins that I'd be surprised if I'm busy."
"I'll bring coffee at about 10:00 am," she offered.
"That'd be good," I agreed. "I'll be bored out of my brain by then."
I walked to our office and followed the usual process of turning on the lights, switching the phones to 'live', unlocking the front door, taking down the sign, and checking for messages. There weren't any except for one from Kristy in my personal inbox. Seeing that it had an attachment, I eagerly opened it. My pussy throbbed in anticipation of something lewd.
I wasn't disappointed. Sean held the phone again as he filmed his thick, 7-inch cock, penetrating our daughter's ass. He had the sound on, so I heard and saw Kristy groan and jump when her father's cock parted her knot. Sean teased her by slowly easing his entire length into her. Before he was halfway in, Kristy was demanding that he "hurry up and fuck her" because she needed to cum. As with the previous clip, Sean must have waited until he was on the cusp of his orgasm before he began recording. Once he'd sunk his whole cock in our daughter's bottom, he smacked her right ass cheek and started pounding her.
Kristy pushed her curvy ass back to meet her father's thrusts. Suddenly, she squealed as an orgasm hit. Simultaneously, I could hear my husband's grunts as his climax approached. "On your knees," Sean demanded as he pulled out of Kristy's ass.
Kristy spun around in time for her father to ejaculate all over her face. She took the phone from her father before turning it so she could show the sperm splashed over her beautiful features. "Love you, Mom," she said happily. "Sean moved into the picture and added, "Love you, babe," to the film's end.
I queued the video again and moved my knees up onto the desk's edge. Sliding forward on my chair, I let my skirt ride up so that I could play with my pussy as I watched. On the second playing, I enjoyed a petite but satisfying orgasm. I wished again that I was in Europe with my husband but accepted that he needed me here more.
I wasn't jealous of my daughter like some would think. Kristy and Sean now had the exact relationship I wanted them to have. My only concern was the one my mother raised with my father and me—Sean would 'fall in love' with our daughter and want her as his full-time. However, our family had discussed that problem together. We agreed that if either thought or became worried that was happening, Kristy would immediately fly home. It helped that I had a similar relationship with Sean's and my son.
I'd played the clip from my browser instead of downloading it. Even so, I cleaned it from my computer's cache. Once I was sure my computer no longer had the video stored on it anywhere, I moved behind the partition and washed my sticky pussy.
The phone rang as I sat back down. Checking the ID, I saw it was Eugenie Matson. Picking the phone up and hoping she was about to cancel our lunch date for tomorrow, I said, "Muggleton Consultancy, Katie Muggleton speaking."
"Morning, my darling slut, Katie," Eugenie said charmingly. "Confirming your attendance at mine tomorrow. Dress sexy, little slut Katie. I expect your outfit to blow minds even before you blow their cocks. See you there at twelve O'clock. Don't be late!" Eugenie hung up before I could respond.
Sighing, I put the phone down and wondered just what trouble I'd gotten myself into this time. 'I'll have to tell Johnny,' I realised. 'She said that I'll be blowing cocks. Shivers! Cocks? What on earth?'
I had no answers, so I opened a web browser and navigated to my Bachelor's course. Bringing up the project, I started gathering the data I'd need to complete it. I was using Word to record everything, and my fingers flew over the board as I remembered all the touch typing training I'd done in high school. The doorbell dinging brought my attention away from the computer. A man stood there with the largest bouquet of roses I'd ever seen. The bouquet didn't move, and I wondered, 'wtf?' Then it lowered, and Freddy's grinning face showed above them.
"Morning, my darling Katie," Freddy beamed. "Are these apologies enough for last night, or do I kneel before you and beg for forgiveness?"
"Some kneeling and begging sounds good to me, Mister Singleton," I joked.
"Your wish is my command, Momma," Freddy teased back.
"Come here, and I'll 'Momma' you," I threatened.
"Oh, promises, promised!" Freddy exclaimed as he put down the roses, walked around the counter to me, and tried to lie over my thighs.
"What on earth are you doing, Freddy?" I asked.
"You mean being 'Mommad' doesn't involve being spanked for being a naughty boy?" He mischievously asked.
"Not with my hand," I said threateningly. "Naughty boys get the paddle."
"Oh no, Miss Katie. Not the paddle!" Freddy replied in mock terror. "Wait. You have a paddle? Kinky!"
"Freddy Albert Singleton, you are impossible!" I pretended to grouse. "Now, get off me before I decide to spank you for real."
"Yes, Momma," Freddy laughed as he almost fell off my thighs onto the floor.
I shifted in my chair and purposefully let my thighs part. Freddy's eyes immediately snatched to my parted thighs, and his tongue touched his top lip unawarely. He swallowed convulsively before dragging his eyes up to mine. He looked at me in mute appeal. Knowing what he wanted, I moved closer to the seat's edge, exposing my neatly waxed pussy to his avid gaze. I crooned, "Would you like to taste me, Freddy?"
Freddy begged, "Yes, please, Katie,"
"You know how to get your wish, Mister Rick Singleton," I told him breathily.
"Lift and spread your knees, my darling Katie," Freddy said in a commanding voice. His voice sounded so smooth and dominant that I doubt I could have resisted even if I wanted to. Moaning, I lifted and parted my shapely knees, exposing my sweet, tight, slippery pussy.
Freddy moved between my thighs and lowered his mouth onto my flowing pussy. He pulled my silk top out of my skirt and then slid his hands up my torso and cupped my firm, full breasts. Freddy slashed my clitoris with his tongue as he gently tweaked my nipples. Groaning, I placed my head on the back of Freddy's head and tried to mash my pussy against his lips.
Resisting my hand, Freddy shook his head, demanding I let him go. "You will accept what I'm willing to give you, my little Katie slut," he told me. "I control you. You don't control me."
It was like, wow, so much better than Monday! Freddy was dominant but not domineering. Strong but not overpowering. Insistent but not demanding. In short, he was acting precisely how I needed my man to act. I'd have probably cum from that alone if Freddy had demanded it. Having his tongue exploring my clit and slit, too, was like adding a splash of chocolate sauce to strawberry ice cream. In a word: Divine!
Freddy slid a finger inside my dripping pussy and fingered my G-spot. Then, lifting his mouth from my clitoris, he growled, "Cum for me, my darling Katie."
Well, that was a demand that I was more than happy to obey! Gripping the armrests, I tilted my head back and howled my climax to the ceiling.
Grinning, Freddy stood and unzipped. Gripping his solid, 6-inch cock by its base, Freddy slapped my lips with it before demanding, "Suck, Katie."
Another command that I was happy to follow! And, of course, that's when Patty walked in with the promised coffees.
"Oops," she giggled.
I tried to pull back, but Freddy made me turn so Patty could get a better view. "You may kneel and share, if you wish, Doctor Bennett," Freddy confidently said as he stroked in and out of my sucking mouth.
"Ahh, no thanks, Freddy," Patty said. "Doctor/patient, and all that. You know?" Freddy nodded, and Patty added, "I don't mind watching, though."
"Take off your shorts and sit beside Katie," Freddy sort of suggested. It was more of a demand, though. Patty dropped her shorts and climbed up beside me. Freddy studied her as he judged what Patty would and wouldn't do. He looked at her intently as Patty's hands kept reaching for my softly bouncing breasts. Freddy grinned as he figured it out. "Why don't you eat her pussy as I fuck her mouth, Doctor?" He asked firmly. Again, Freddy had more demanded than suggested.
Patty's hesitation was only brief. Then, almost purring, she dropped to her knees between my thighs. Then pushing my knees back and apart, Patty latched onto my clit. Her tongue stabbed and slashed it as her hands followed where Freddy's had been and pinched my throbbing nipples.
'Fuck, am I a slut!' Flashed through my mind as I orgasmed on Patty's mouth. My hands grabbed Freddy's tight, muscular buns, and I pushed and pulled on them, demanding he fuck my mouth harder and faster.
Freddy let me get away with that. Mainly, I think, because he was close to an orgasm. Grabbing a handful of my thick black locks, Freddy pounded into my mouth before short-hunching several times. Then, with an expansive groan, he blasted my mouth full of cum. Swallowing quickly because I was about to scream through another climax, I downed Freddy's gift before howling around his cock as Patty's skilled tongue elicited another orgasm.
Freddy pulled out of my mouth as Patty sat back. With my knees trembling, I struggled to my feet. Wetting three facecloths, I stumbled back to my chair before falling heavily into it. Handing one to Patty, I managed to clean Freddy's cock and tuck him back away despite my shaky arms and hands. Freddy smiled at me thankfully before collapsing into the seat beside mine. I washed my pussy before glancing at my friend.
Patty, the only one of us who hadn't orgasmed, still sat on her bottom with her legs apart, playing with her clit. I couldn't leave her like that, so looking apologetically at Freddy, I pushed Patty onto her back and knelt between her legs.
"Yessssss!!!" Patty hissed as I licked her swelteringly hot entrance. Spreading Patty's pussy lips to expose her tiny love button, I flattened my tongue and forced it against Patty's clitoris. Then, pushing as hard as I could with my tongue, I circled Patty's pleasure nub. Patty grabbed my head and pushed her hips up forcefully. Seconds later, hissing through clenched teeth, my slender friend orgasmed on my tongue. "Oh, Gawd, Katie!" She moaned as she climaxed again. Another orgasm caused her entire body to shudder before she fell back.
Sitting up, Patty grabbed the sides of my head and pulled me close for a kiss. "Lawd, my darling Katie," she hummed, "If only I'd known you were into girls. You and I could have been playing together years ago!"
Kissing Patty again, I pointed out, "Less than a year ago, if you'd tried to do this with me, I would have totally freaked out. Before Edgar Fontaine freed me from my innate prudishness, there was no way I'd have let you caress me there, let alone put your tongue on my goodies."
"Still can't say 'cunt', Katie?" Patty asked before forgetting that Freddy was there and that what she was about to say shouldn't have been because it gave away secrets that weren't ours to share, "You've eaten my cunt as I've eaten yours. We've eaten Maggie's and Allie's cunts as we lay side by side, and yet you still can't say it?"
"A girl must have some standards," I replied haughtily.
Patty and Freddy both laughed delightedly. "Yes, but my darling Katie, sluts have no standards at all!" Patty pointed out.
"Then, I guess I'm not really a slut," I said primly.
Freddy helped me up and onto my chair. "Of course you're not, Katie," he assured me. "In sexual situations, you can relax and let your inner slut rage. Otherwise, you're the most prim and proper person I know. You're a contradiction, Katie. And those who love you love that you are." He stopped before leaning over and hugging me. "Thank you for before, my love," he told me. "I'll pick you up at six tomorrow night. I have tickets for the early show at QPAC, and then we're booked into OTTO for a late dinner. "Wear something clingy but quite conservative for me, please. I expect you to wear suspenders, stockings, panties and a half-cup bra for me to take off after dinner."
Freddy turned to Patty, "Doctor Bennett," he acknowledged as he helped her to her feet. "It was an absolute pleasure to play with you. If you ever want to play again, you have my number on file. Don't worry because, as far as I'm concerned, this never happened." Then Freddy grinned and added. "Thank you again, Patty, and I'll see you next time I'm sick or injured or tomorrow night when I come to pick Momma up."
"You!" I exclaimed as Freddy escaped out the door, laughing his fool head off.
Patty watched him go before saying, "I like him. Polite, handsome, manly. If I were into guys, he'd be the one I'd chase." She turned to me and, seeing my cum, pussy juice and makeup ruined face, said, "Shall I dump these coffees, help you to shower and redo your makeup, and then take you out for coffee instead?"
"Sounds like a plan," I answered as I flicked the phones to the service, put a plug in the sink and filled it with water before putting my roses in it. Then I put the door sign up and locked the door.
Patty and I shared another quick shower before dressing to go out. I liked what I had on before, so I put it back on and held Patty's hand as we walked to her car. Allie and Paul had gone past Patty's home and picked it up. Apparently, Allie had confronted Billy about breaking Patty's heart. Later, when she got to my place, Allie said, "I feel sorry for them both, really. Billy deserves happiness, and he thinks Mason will give it to him, but he's miserable, too, because he knows he's broken Patty's heart."



Patty owned a bright yellow BMW 750i. To me, it was the epitome of gaucheness, but it suited Patty's personality. On the surface, Patty is a conservative, successful suburban family doctor. Her business, Bayside Family Practice, is oversubscribed. They needed another doctor to fill the practice's needs but didn't have the space to fit anyone else. Patty should move to a bigger building so she could bring another doctor in, but she liked being able to walk to work. Her choice of bright yellow reflected the carefree spirit that lurked under her conservative exterior.
We returned to the Dramanti Coffee House but sat inside this time. It was overcast and threatening to rain, so we took an inside table. We'd pretty much only just sat down when Courtney called Patty. Patty told her where we were and encouraged Courtney to join us. Courtney lived only a few kilometres away in Manly with her husband, Ewan, so it wouldn't take her long to get here. Courtney held a Masters in Information Technology and worked from home for a Singapore-based banking cartel.
Courtney is another beautiful woman. She's around 170 cm (5ft. 7in.) tall and weighs a buxom 75 kg (165 lbs). She has bottle-enhanced reddish-brown hair cut to a stylish collar length. Courtney has clear, olive-coloured skin and light brown eyes. She'd have, I guessed, a 38-26-36 figure with C-cup breasts. At high school, Courtney was our 'jock'. Tall and athletic, Courtney excelled at netball and softball, representing Greater Brisbane Schools at the Queensland inter-school champs in both sports.
Courtney and her husband, Ewan, have three kids. They are similar in age to my two, but her kids and mine never grew close for some reason. Perhaps it was because they went to different state and high schools. Ewan was good friends with Mike, my husband, and Paul. They'd often get together at state and high school to practice their football skills. Ewan has a solid job managing a store for a national home furnishings chain. He makes less than a third of what Courtney does, but it has never been an issue between the two.
Patty and I decided to order because we were waiting for Courtney, and it was getting close to lunch. We knew what Courtney was likely to want, so we ordered a selection of bagels. Asking the waitress to cut them into quarters, we created a mix-and-match selection for us to share. Courtney arrived at the same time as our bagels. She added her coffee order to our food and joined us at our table.
Hugging Patty, Courtney kissed her cheek and said, "So, you big old dyke. How are things going?"
"All in all, pretty good," Patty replied. "Katie has a veritable crowd staying at her place, so I'm never alone other than a few hours in the morning. Katie's girls seem to have adopted me as a virtual aunt, and they ensure one of them is always with me. It's so sweet. Of course, we both know what a darling Katie is, and that helps, too."
"Allie talked to Billy," Courtney stated. "Babe, I don't think there's any chance of you and him getting back together. I'm sorry, but I think it's better if you start figuring out what's next for you. You know that we'll all support you no matter what, but you need to figure out what's next."
"We're all coming up forty," Patty responded. "We've been lucky, and no one from our families or close friends has died. But that time's coming—our grandparents first, and then our parents. Finally, it'll be our siblings and each other. Billy and I knew we were gay, and because of our parents, we swore to be there for each other, no matter what. Then, he goes and falls in love with Allie's younger brother, FFS! And now, I'm alone. How do I start again, Courtney? How do I rejig my entire life and begin again?"
"With our help," Courtney and I said in unison as we held Patty's hands.
"Babe, you can stay with me for as long as you need to," I told Patty.
"And the rest of our girl crew will stand with you, Patty," Courtney averred. "You aren't alone and never will be."
Patty's smile was a little tremulous, but it was there. She changed the subject, and we ate our lunch as we joked with and teased each other. I invited Courtney and Ewan to dinner. Courtney accepted on their behalf, so Patty and I called the other four girls. Kath said she'd have to miss dinner because she had to record Thursday's pregame show, but Mike would join us, and she'd get there when she could.
Paul, Allie, Maggie and Chris agreed they'd turn up, too, so I texted my girls, Johnny and Gina, that we'd have a full crew for dinner. Johnny agreed to man the BBQ, so cooking wouldn't be too much of a problem.
Courtney finished another bagel quarter before saying she had to return home and finish her assigned work. On our way home, Patty and I bought some sirloin steaks and premix salads for dinner. I already had plenty of potatoes and salad dressings, so we didn't need to buy those.
Everyone invited came straight to mine after work. It was getting warmer, and my pool was solar-heated, so they were all in it naked not long after arriving. Patty, Charmaine, and Jennifer sat cuddled together in the shallow end as Johnny, Chris, Mike, and Ewan played pool volleyball. I looked out the kitchen window happily as I watched them playing. I was adding grated cheese, mushrooms and sliced tomato to the premix salads to fill them out, so I wasn't able to join the cuddles or volleyball game.
I was about to tell Johnny to fire up the BBQ when Kath entered my kitchen. Kath and I shared a loving kiss and embrace as I explained what had transpired with Patty and Billy.
Dropping a seeming non sequitur, Kath said, "Courtney doesn't realise that everyone except her is intimate with everyone else?"
I looked at my best friend levelly, wondering what she knew. "What do you mean?" I asked. "I haven't mentioned that you and I get it on. As far as I know, Patty is the only lesbian or bisexual in our group. Well, other than you and me, I mean."
Kath squeezed her lithe, toned body against mine. "Don't be daft, Katie. You might be late to the party, but Maggie, Allie and Patty have been lovers since high school. You, me and Courtney were the only 'straight' ones, and you and I are certainly not straight anymore."
"How did I not know that, Kath?" I asked. "Am I really that naïve?"
"Yes," Kath confirmed. "But you're not blind. It's just that you really didn't care. We were, are, your friends, and you didn't care whether we were straight, bi, or gay. That we are your friends is all you needed to know. Tell me, now that you've figured out that Patty, Allie, and Maggie fuck each other, do you care?"
"Not in the least," I replied. "When the time comes, and I have to sit in the judgment chair and account for my sins, I'm going to have enough problems explaining my life without having to explain yours, too."
Kath laughed before saying, "And that's part of the reason we all love you, Katie. You don't judge. You accept and support, no matter what."
"I love you all," I pointed out. "Love means accepting and not judging."
"If only the whole world felt that way, Katie," Kath sighed. "People watch and judge all the time. Then they decide they don't like it and want it stopped. You've never done that, ever. You're always the one saying to live and let live."
"Which works all the way up to they refuse to let you live," I explained. "Then, your only choices are to let them change the way you live or tell them to shove it and go to war to protect your way of life."
"You've always been a staunch supporter of our police and military," Kath mused.
"Do I think they're perfect?" I asked. "No. But what's the alternative? Lie down and let the terrorists win? If a world war erupted, I'd encourage Johnny and the others to join up and fight." Then I stated the Edmund Burke quote, "'The only thing necessary for evil to triumph in the world is that good men do nothing'. We have to stand against tyranny, Kath. You know that."
"Yes, I do," Kath confirmed. "But many mouth it, and few live it. You, my dear friend, live it every day."
"I live it on my back with my knees up and spread," I joked. "It's my superpower—I'll fuck the world into goodness."
"You can fuck me anytime you want," Kath kidded. "But, for now, I guess we'd better get dinner on."
Johnny saw Kath and me bringing the salads outside, so he got out of the pool and turned the gas BBQ on. I hadn't bothered with potatoes, so once Johnny had seared a steak to their specifications, my friends added salad and dressing and sat at the outdoor table to eat.
We ate our meals as we laughed, joked and teased. Time passed, and the visiting couples had to return home. I smiled as Jennifer and Charmaine gathered Patty up and took her to their flatette. Johnny, Gina and I were the last sitting at the table. I asked Gina if she'd give my son and me a chance to talk alone, and she kissed Johnny and said she'd see him in bed soon.
"I'm meeting Eugenie tomorrow," I began. "There's a problem."
"Meaning?" Johnny asked.
I described the conversation with Eugenie and pointed out that it sounded like she expected me to suck a whole lot of cock, and that was before she expected me to use my strap-on.
"At the moment," Johnny mused. "Having the Matson's account is the central pillar to Dad's business. If Eugenie removes her support, Muggleton Consultancy will struggle and possibly fail. Eugenie's investments comprise nearly forty per cent of Dad's business. If you piss her off and she takes her money away, it'll set Dad and you back by years. I think you'll have to go along with everything Eugenie suggests. There is no fault of yours in this, Mom, so go to Eugenie's tomorrow and enjoy yourself. We'll discuss what you did when you get home on Friday and decide together if any correcting is needed. But, I think you have to do this because of what it means to Muggleton Consultancy."
"I'm not concerned about what might happen at Eugenie's," I told Johnny. "I just don't want to disappoint you or your father."
"Dad put his faith in me to control your wanton libido, Mom," Johnny explained. "But I don't think this is a wanton, slutty act. Eugenie has her hands on the reins, and all you can do is follow her lead. I'll ensure I'm home in time to talk with you before Freddy takes you out. We'll discuss it more then."
I spent a rare night alone in my bed that night. Although I'm not averse to sleeping alone because Sean is away so often, I don't like it. Generally, I sleep better wrapped in my husband's arms. However, waking alone does make it easier to take care of business first thing in the morning.
As is typical, I was the first to enter the kitchen. I made a pot of coffee, knowing everyone would want some. Then, I checked my sliced fruit supply. It was a little low so I began peeling and slicing to fill it back up. I added kiwifruit, bananas, lychees, and peaches to what was already there. I tossed them to ensure the older slices were well mixed with the newer ones and put them back in the fridge.
Johnny and Gina arrived first. As I made my son his typical cooked breakfast, Gina started making acai bowls for us girls. She handed out bowls as Jennifer, Charmaine, and Patty came in.
Patty added some almond milk to hers before taking an appreciative bite. After swallowing, she said, "I have to say that I'm impressed with your guys' diets. Heavy on fruit and vegetables with plenty of grains. With dinner being more vegetables with solid pieces of fats and proteins, it's no wonder you're all looking so fit and healthy. Jennifer, you know you need to lose more weight, and Charmaine, you know you need to put some on. But Gina and Katie are just about perfect.
"I've lost five kilos since I've been living here," Jennifer said proudly. "I keep meaning to ask Katie if I can work out with her when Patrick's here, but I've been too shy to ask."
"Of course, you can, silly," I told her. "I'll text him now and say there'll be two of us tomorrow."
"Make that three," Patty said.
"Four," Charmaine added at the same time Gina did.
"So, I'll ask Patrick if he's prepared to do a group class of five, is that right?" I asked.
"Yes!" They all called.
"I need to get dressed and open the office," I told them. "I'll call Patrick later this morning."
I went through the usual process of opening the office. There were a couple of emails with minor questions about the sender's portfolio that I could address without needing to contact my husband, so I dealt with those and had nothing else to do. Patty was visiting her lawyer to start the dissolution of her partnership with Billy, so I had the morning to myself. I worked on my project for about an hour and felt happy with my progress. I thought I had enough information now to begin predicting how the business I'd chosen to study would fare.
Eugenie's place was only a short fifteen-minute drive from mine, so at eleven, I closed the office and went to prepare. Eugenie's instructions were to 'dress sexy to blow minds'. Well, maybe other than the very top-end escorts, no one is better qualified to 'dress to blow minds' than me. However, how I dressed for Eugenie differed from how I typically dressed when Sean wanted me to blow the mind of some business associate of his. Those times, I dressed to tease but not reveal. Today, I'd need to reveal to achieve what Eugenie demanded. To be honest, I was quite looking forward to dressing sluttily rather than sexily as I typically do.
I opened my walk-in robe and looked for the right outfit. I momentarily considered the outfit I wore to Kath's fortieth, but then I wondered if there'd be people at the do who had already seen me wearing that. I kept looking before deciding on my black leather Apperloth A hook and eye lace-up, backless halter corset top. I paired that top with a black leather, zip front and low waist micro-skirt. I swapped out my citrine-centred sunburst belly button ring for a black onyx solid disc one.
I was happy with my choice until I passed my EVAbaby mini monokini. Although it was made from latex instead of leather, it had the leather look I was searching for. 'Perfect,' I thought as I imagined what my complete outfit would look like. The top and skirt would hide my monokini until I was prepared to reveal it. Plus, the thigh-high 'fuck me' boots I intended to pair with my outfit would stiffen cocks, wet pussies, and blow minds both before and after I'd taken the outer layers off.
I sat naked before my vanity and did my makeup before dressing. I did it 'night club sexy' rather than 'daytime neutral' as I'd typically do. Once I'd finished, I dressed and examined myself in the full-length mirror. 'Wow!' I thought. 'If that doesn't blow everyone's minds, I don't know what will.' Even though I'm praising myself, I thought I looked like one red-hot, extremely screwable, warrior Barbie, which gave me an idea. I searched through my accessories and found my pair of black snake upper arm cuffs. I added those to my arms, walked to my sunset red Audi A3, and drove to Eugenie's.
Sean and I have a large, beautiful 7-bedroom home on the east side of Brisbane, but Bryce and Eugenie's house could absorb ours, along with our garage and pool area, and still have room left over. They have 15 hectares with a five-car garage, an indoor and outdoor pool, two full-sized tennis courts and an area set aside for Eugenie and her daughters to ride their horses. They keep three purebred Arabians in a stable at the back of the property. It kind of reminded me of the Chris Rock skit where he talks about the difference between being rich and being wealthy—Shaq is rich. The guy who writes his paycheck is wealthy. Sean and I are rich. Bryce and Eugenie are wealthy.
I followed the scantily clad male usher from Eugenie's driveway to the right side of her mansion. She has a ballroom there capable of hosting up to fifty people. The room was dimly lit, but once my eyes adjusted from the bright sun outside, I found I could see clearly. The ballroom had been decorated to look like the Lux Nightclub from the TV show Lucifer. Topless women and men danced in cages or on platforms throughout the room. Topless waiters and waitresses served drinks and nibblies from trays handcuffed to their wrists. A bar ran along the back wall, serving designer cocktails and drinks.
At tables dispersed through the room, many men and women dressed in business formal sat chatting and enjoying the sights. Every table had a provocatively dressed host or hostess to ensure that the guests had drinks and food before them. I guessed that Eugenie wanted me to host one of these tables. I looked for her but couldn't see her. I was early, so I figured she'd arrive right on midday.
I was right! Precisely at twelve noon, the ballroom lights went out, and a spotlight hit Eugenie. She wore a 'wet look' zip front, sleeveless full-length black leather dress above platform stiletto heels that accentuated her muscular lower legs. On her arms, she had wet look black latex gloves that stretched almost to her armpits. A peeled-back, smoky melody-only version of Peggy Lee's hit 'Fever' began playing as Eugenie accepted a cordless microphone from one of her 'boys'. Strutting across the raised area left of the bar, Eugenie sang her version of the hit song. I loved it! Deeper and raunchier than Peggy Lee's version, the song resonated deep inside me and sent tingles flowing to my pussy.
As she sang, Eugenie began removing articles of clothing. Well, readers, Eugenie might be closer to fifty-five than forty-five, but my oh my, did she look sexy in that spotlight. Women less than half her age would kill for her muscular body and firm ass and bosom. And if she'd had some surgical help to get there, so what? Her breasts bounced delectably as she danced, and her nipples showed sexily through her dress. I'm sure that I wasn't the only one turned on by her dance and strip.
Finally, as Eugenie sang the repeating final words of the song, she unzipped her dress and flung it behind her. Peggy stood tall and proud in a black leather corset, a tiny, tiny micro-thong, suspenders, stockings and heels. As the last word rang from her lips, she thrust her pudenda forward, ripped off her thong and flung it into the gathered crowd. The light crashed into darkness as she exposed her pussy.
'Wow!' I thought as the lights came back on. I wasn't exactly jealous, but I felt some envy for that performance. It was something I couldn't do. Or if I did, I'd have to mime my song because when I sing, Sean holds his ears and pretends to wince. "Has someone got the cat's tail stuck in the vacuum, or is someone strangling geese?" He'd ask facetiously.
Eugenie, dressed in a black leather, floor-length coat, strutted through the cheering crowd to where I stood. "Welcome, Katie," she said as she took my elbow and guided me to a table. "This is your first time here, so let me explain what is happening. Once a year, I hold a fundraiser for my favourite charities. Your role today is to do whatever you need to do to get the members of your table to donate as much as possible. You have three men and two women. The guys are straight, but the women are both bisexual. Debbie and Samantha will help you to elicit money from the guys. So when I say 'whatever you need to do', I mean whatever you need to do, got it? I'm relying on you because your table holds three of the twenty richest guys in Brisbane. You won't let me down, will you, my little slut Katie?"
Eugenie looked at me sternly before adding, "After the function, I have a private party for Bryce, Kimmy, you and me planned. Don't let me down, Katie. I'll be very disappointed in you if you do."
We reached 'my' table, and Eugenie said, "Max, Eric, Phillip, Debbie and Samantha, this is your gracious host, Katie Muggleton from Muggleton Consultancy. Katie is here to ensure you have a good time, so make sure you take advantage of that. Katie will do anything you wish to make your lunch a delight, won't you, Miss Katie?"



Deciding I had no real choice, I smiled and pretended to be hot. "Warm in here, isn't it, guys?" I said, fanning my face. You don't mind if I make myself more comfortable, do you?" Not giving them a chance to answer, I took my leather top off. As it was, my corset top already had my luscious breasts mounded high and presented delightfully, but taking it off left all but my puffy nipples showing. Max, Eric and Phillip gulped as I shook my shoulders to drop my top off, causing my firm breasts to jiggle enticingly.
I looked around the table and noticed that most of their drinks were low or empty. I stood and leaned over to get one of the waitresses' attention. The further I leaned, the more it seemed my large breasts would fall from my top. A blonde-headed bimbo roller-skated across to us. "Name your poison, guys," I said. "Let's get this show rolling."
I stuck to white wine but encouraged the others to get something stronger. The waitress returned with our drinks quickly. As I think I've explained before, I'm a natural flirt, so within minutes, I had everyone at the table vying for my attention.
Eugenie hadn't mentioned the women's wealth whilst emphasising the men's, so I decided to use the women to excite the men sexually. Samantha and I were similar in build and colouring, whereas Debbie was a complete contrast—pale-skinned, blonde-haired and blue-eyed versus my black hair, olive skin and brown eyes. I decided the contrast would be visually exciting, and I seduced her.
I began with little flirtatious looks and touches before taking her hand in mine and kissing its back. I moved our chairs closer so I could press my thigh against hers. Slowly, I moved my hand further up her arm until I could touch the outside swell of her gorgeous breast globes with the back of my hand.
Debbie was a willing accomplice as I increased the familiarity of my touches. Eventually, I held the back of Debbie's head and kissed her soundly. As my hands roamed around inside her blouse, I glanced at the others at my table. Samantha and Eric were kissing as Eric groped her breasts. However, Max and Phillip were watching Debbie and me avidly.
Breaking contact with Debbie, I stared at Max and Phillip challengingly. "Well, boys. What does a woman have to do to get a sizeable donation from you? It's for a good cause, and I know you'll write it off against your tax, so tell me. What must a girl do?"
"You're already doing much more than the table hosts usually do," Max conceded. "Any chance we can adjourn to a private room and watch you and Debbie get it on? Maybe a lap dance and a blowjob after? Phillip and I promise to write sizeable checks if you do."
"'Sizeable' amounts to how much each?" I hedged.
"Twenty thousand each," Max offered.
I had no idea if that was a significant amount or not. But by Debbie's widened eyes, I guessed it was. However, Eugenie had demanded that I maximise her returns so I pretended to be doubtful.
"Twenty-five," Phillip said, immediately capitulating.
I felt both extraordinarily slutty and utterly daring, so I said, "Make it thirty thousand each, and you can take turns fucking me. Fifty, and I'll let you fuck me simultaneously."
"Thirty thousand each, and you can fuck me, too," Debbie offered.
"Thirty-five thousand each if you and Debbie get it on together as we fuck you both," Max countered.
Debbie and I gazed at each other before Debbie nodded. "Deal," I said. "Let's ask where there's a room. But boys, signed checks first, and if you cancel them, I'll sic Eugenie on you!"
Max and Phillip laughed heartily as I got a waiter's attention. After whispering what I wanted, the waiter indicated a door to the bar's right. Through that door were several rooms the patrons could use for 'activities'.
Standing, I took Max's and Debbie's hands as Debbie took mine and Phillip's. Surprisingly, Samantha and Eric stood, too, and accompanied us to the 'playroom'.
The first two rooms were locked, but the third opened to reveal a spacious room with a king-sized bed and a loveseat. Eric dropped his trousers and sat on the loveseat as Samantha knelt and took his averagely-sized cock in her mouth. Debbie and I moved to the bed. All Debbie wore was a clinging, red bodycon mini dress. I quickly stripped it off her before discarding my leather miniskirt. I was about to take off my monokini when Max demanded that I leave it on.
Debbie is a little shorter than I am, heck, most women are. Her breasts pressed against my sternum as we cuddled. Debbie tipped her head back, and I closed my eyes as I lowered my head and kissed her. Our kiss swiftly turned passionate as we felt our stiff nipples rubbing against each other.
Parting, Debbie and I turned to our men. We smiled when we saw they'd both stripped. We knelt before them and took their cocks in our mouths. Deciding to see if I could milk more money from them, I leaned back and suggested, "How about a competition, boys? The first one to cum donates an extra thousand dollars to Eugenie's charity. To be fair, Debbie and I will swap lovers every two minutes."
Max and Phillip agreed, and Debbie and I started to work their cocks. Looking at her from the corner of my eye, I quickly realised that Debbie was a cock sucker par excellence. However, I was not prepared to surrender my title as queen of the slut mommies without a fight, so I renewed my efforts on Max's penis. What sent the battle my way was when I grabbed Max's hips and 'free-handed' my mouth down his shaft. Max was at least as thick and long as Freddy, and he was clearly surprised when my nose hit his abdomen without me choking.
"Fark, Katie!" Max groaned before unloading into my mouth. Max had a massive load to gift me, and I struggled to swallow it all before it leaked back out around Max's shaft.
Phillip had won, but only just. As Max shuddered and spat semen for a final time, Phillip moaned as he ejaculated into Debbie's mouth.
"Swap?" I suggested to Debbie. "Next one to cum is the loser."
Debbie and I shuffled sideways as we changed spots. I looked at the cock before me. Disappointingly, Phillip was less endowed than Max. I guessed that Phillip was probably 'averagely' endowed. However, I was used to cocks that were 'above average', and to me, Phillip's member was vaguely disappointing.
That didn't matter for our competition, though. It was how quickly Debbie and I made the cocks before us cum, not how big a cock could we swallow. I giggled to myself as I thought of Jumbo and Donkey. If it was who could swallow the biggest cock, I was sure that I'd win hands down.
Phillip proved to be a delightful mouthful. Not long enough to hit my gag reflex or thick enough to stretch my mouth, Phillip's penis slid in and out of my mouth effortlessly. I could release his shaft, fondle his balls and tickle his taint as he stroked into me.
Feeling sluttily naughty, I released Phil's cock and wet my finger with my mouth. Then, guiding Phillip's member back into my mouth, I rimmed his tiny chocolate starfish. Adding this to my voraciously sucking, swirling mouth undid Phillip, and with a strained groan, he emptied his nut sack into my mouth.
"Well," I grinned as I gently massaged Phil's balls. "I think you both owe Eugenie another two thousand dollars.
"Winner takes all," Max suggested. "Debbie, lie on your back. Katie, sixty-nine with her. Phillip, you get Debbie's cunt as I take Katie's. First one to cum adds another twenty thousand to Eugenie's charity.
I knew I'd won as soon as I slid my fingers into Debbie. I'd shoved two fingers into her, but three wasn't enough. Debbie's pussy was quite gaped and slack compared to mine. I guessed that she hadn't done her Kegel exercises after giving birth. With Phillip being undersized and Debbie's pussy oversized, I was confident Max would ejaculate into me well before Phillip climaxed into Debbie. Unfortunately, it turned out that I was wrong because Phil was a bit of a 'two pump chump' and barely lasted any time at all before orgasming inside of Debbie.
Max, in comparison, struggled to get there. I tried everything from squeezing his cock with my pussy muscles as tightly as I could to moaning and groaning as I begged him to fuck me. I played with his nipples as I kissed him. I did everything I could think of, but no luck. Worse was that I could feel he'd gotten a little bendy. I hoped it wasn't because he didn't find me attractive, or worse, too loose to feel enough to get off. No one has ever directed that complaint at me, but most of the men I made love to are above average in size, so maybe, right?
Debbie, who had slid out from under me, whispered in my ear, "Max is submissive. You're letting him dominate you when he needs you to top him."
I understood now. Pushing Max off me, I demanded, "Kneel, slut." Max, his penis rapidly reinflating, dropped quickly to his knees. I'd left my handbag just inside the door, so I growled. "Crawl to my handbag, worm. Inside it, you'll find your present. Put it between your teeth and bring it to me."
I'd put my strap-on in a clear plastic Ziploc bag to carry to Eugenie's place. I'd put the three 'cocks' in the bag, too. Max crawled to my bag and opened it. He lustfully moaned when he saw what I had in there. Putting the bag between his teeth, Max crawled back to me.
"Select a cock, slut," I commanded. "Then get on your hands and knees on the edge of the bed."
"Max selected the smallest of the three 'cocks', but when I went to put it in the harness, I saw Debbie shaking her head. I moved to the mid-sized one, but Debbie shook her head again. Shrugging, I put in the 8-inch 'monster cock' and partly squatted so I could push the double end into my sweet little pussy.
The bag held a bottle of lubricant, so I oiled my 'cock' and Max's ass. I knelt behind him and smacked his ass, saying, "Are you useless? Spread your legs, get lower and hold your ass cheeks apart so I can fuck you."
"Yes, Mistress," Max said as he complied with my instructions.
I lined my 'enormous penis' up with Max's hole and was about to ease it into him when I saw Debbie mime smacking his ass and mouth "Hard". I was quite doubtful because I'd never pegged someone before, but internally shrugging, I pushed in firmly until my abdomen pressed against Max's ass. Satisfied that he could take my cock easily, I pulled back until only the tip was still in him and slapped his ass. Then, yelling, "Take it like the bitch you are," I rammed back into him.
My sudden dominance had the required effect on Max, and he orgasmed within minutes of me penetrating him. However, I thought he needed more from me, so I demanded that "he lie on his back and lift and spread his knees like a good bitch for his girl-daddy". Max grasped his cock when he heard me saying that, so I smacked his hand away and grabbed it myself.
I was on my knees with Max's legs draped over my shoulders as I pummelled his 'man pussy'. Gripping his cock firmly as I tossed him off, I snarled, "Cum for me, my little man bitch!" Max roared as his cock exploded, spraying cum over my hand and his stomach and chest. After he climaxed, Max seemed quite embarrassed. Getting off the bed, he quickly dressed. Before he left the room, he wrote a check for $45,000. Meanwhile, the other four in the room had satisfied their needs and were watching Max and me. When Max left, Phillip wrote a cheque for $27,000 and followed Max from the room.
Eric embarrassedly watched the other two men scuttle from the room. Then, he turned to Samantha and said, "Thank you for a wonderful afternoon, Sammy. I hope I get your table next year. I'll transfer ten thousand dollars to Eugenie's charity tonight. I hope you're happy with that amount?"
"Very," Samantha cooed, kissing Eric appreciatively.
We three girls all began to dress as Samantha excitedly said, "Ten thousand! That's a new record for me! Eugenie will be ecstatic!"
Debbie and I didn't want to dampen Samantha's enthusiasm, so we didn't mention our checks. We returned to the ballroom to find the event had ended. The dancers had all left, and the clean-up crew had started. Samantha and Debbie thanked me for hosting their table, told me I'd done well, and that they hoped I'd be back next year. Debbie gave me her check and asked if I'd give it to Eugenie.
I spotted a sink behind the bar, so I took my strap-on over to it and washed it clean. Eugenie found me drying it off.
"How did you go?" She asked as she kissed my cheek and hugged me.
"Pretty good, I think," I replied, handing Eugenie the checks. Debbie's was on top, and Eugenie's eyes widened when she saw the amount written on it. They almost popped from her head when she saw mine. "What about Eric?" She asked. "Or do these two cover his contribution?"
"He promised to transfer ten thousand to your charity account tonight," I replied. "Samantha was pretty happy with that."
"That is a good amount for her," Eugenie agreed. "But I'll have to call Eric in a couple of days and remind him to transfer the money. Our Mister Eric Templeton is a bit of a tight ass, and I'll probably have to threaten to get Sammy to phone his wife and tell her what she and Eric have done to get the payment."
"That's pathetic," I stated, disgusted by Eric's perfidy.
"Yes," Eugenie agreed. "Last year, I threatened to let it be known that he'd welched on his payment. This year, I will quietly let a few of his friends in business know he promised ten thousand and hasn't coughed the money up yet. That'll embarrass him, and he'll phone to apologise immediately." Eugenie studied the forty-five thousand dollar check from Max. Her hazel eyes met my brown ones levelly. "How did you get Mister Maxwell Turner to hand over forty-five grand?"
"How do you know it wasn't Debbie?" I asked innocently.
"Because Debbie isn't worth the twenty-seven thousand Phillip gave her, let alone close to double that."
Shrugging, I said, "I pegged him ... twice."
"Get all Dominatrix on him, did you, my darling slut Katie?"
"Debbie suggested it," I admitted.
"You, however, did it," Eugenie mused. "No one before you had the cojones to do it, so, well done you." Eugenie thought for a moment before saying, "I have my husband on a rack, and my daughter suspended off the ground on a suspension stand upstairs. I was going to take you upstairs to play, but I think you've done enough for today." She thought again. "Yes. Thank you for what you've done today, my darling Katie. Go home and enjoy your afternoon. When your husband is home, I'll have you both over for dinner and some play. I'm thinking we'll swap husbands and play the dominant role with them."
I knew there was no point in arguing with her. Mrs Matson is a force of nature and used to getting her way. Defying her led only to bad outcomes, so I kissed her cheek, thanked her for the day, and left. I checked the time when I turned my car on. It was only three p.m., so I had plenty of time to prepare for my dinner date with Mister Freddy Singleton.
No one was home when I got there. I shouldn't have been disappointed, but I was. I knew that Johnny would still be at his studio and the girls at uni, but I hoped Patty would be home. Having sex is awesome, but as a submissive woman, I needed intimacy. Today's events inflamed my libido because although I'd given several orgasms, I hadn't had even one myself. Plus, today did nothing to satisfy my need for intimacy. Therefore, on my drive home, I'd looked forward to hugging and cuddling my friend. However, because my husband is often absent, I'm accustomed to having my intimacy needs unmet. To fill that ache, I did my housework.
Guys, no one cleans a house more effectively than a wife with unmet intimacy needs. Trust me on this: If your home is spotlessly clean, take your wife to dinner and shower her with love and affection. If you don't, expect to join the divorce queues.
I cleaned my house from top to bottom before it was time to dress for Freddy. I hoped he'd tidied his unit because I desperately needed a good rogering. Max and Phillip had cum for me, but I'd received nothing in return, and my clit and nipples ached with desire as I showered and dressed.
Freddy had requested clinging but conservative. Most of my tops and dresses clung to my breasts, but they mostly left my long, shapely legs free. I looked through my robe for what Freddy had asked for, hoping I had what he wanted. I'd almost given up when I remembered I'd bought a sunshine yellow mock neck, criss-cross cut-out, sleeveless dress. This dress fell in a solid pleat from my neck to my upper thighs at the front and repeated that at the back. The 'cut-outs' were at the sides, revealing the sides of my breast mounds, ribs, narrow waist, and luxuriant hips. Ending at mid-thigh, it precisely matched what Freddy had requested.
It was another purchased item I hadn't taken out of the delivery box, and I found it on the floor, waiting to be taken out and hung. Fortunately, because it was made from knitted cotton, the creases dropped out as soon as I put it on. I paired this dress with my peep-toe high-heeled party boots.
It was close to six p.m., and to my surprise, I was still alone in my home. At precisely six, Freddy knocked on my door. Looking me over appreciatively, Freddy said, "Wow, my darling Katie, you look like a Renaissance painter's wet dream! I have tickets to Trent Dalton's show at QPAC tonight. After the show, we're dining at OTTO. Now, before we leave, show me that you've obeyed my orders,"
Smiling happily, I lifted my dress to show my suspenders, stockings and thong underwear. "You can admire my half-cup bra when you take my dress off me," I told Freddy throatily.
"Good girl," Freddy said authoritatively. "No one appears to be home, my little Katie slut. I think you should kneel and suck me off."
I realised that Freddy was learning. Already, his shoulders were further up and back than when he first came to my office looking for help with his finances. His eyes held mine confidently, and he gave calm, authoritative orders without the almost pleading tone that was evident before. Shivering with unrequited need, I slowly sank to my knees before him. Then, looking submissively up at him through my eyelashes, I obediently removed his sturdy cock from his trousers and gobbled it down.
Freddy was already rampantly erect, so deciding to show off, I held Freddy's hips and free-handed my mouth down his shaft until my nose hit his hairy abdomen. Now, boys, I know the current trend is to be as hairless as your women, but I like my men to be men. I adore strong, hairy men. I love powerful shoulders and deep chests. Long, toned legs and muscular arms get my motors racing, but the most powerful aphrodisiac a man can use on me is self-confidence. Freddy was beginning to show the latter. The former, he had in spades, and by the time my nose hit Freddy's pelvis, I was on the cusp of an orgasm.
Freddy intuited my need and stretched his hands down. He gripped my sticking-out nipples and pinched them almost painfully. I squealed around his thrusting cock as my climax exploded. Moments later, Freddy joined me in orgasmic heaven as he pumped my stomach full of his cum.
"Well, that's my appetiser taken care of," I joked from my position at his feet. I examined Freddy's cock to ensure I hadn't missed anything, then satisfied he was clean, I tucked him back away and zipped up his fly. Freddy helped me to my feet and walked me to his car.
We parked in the pre-booked spot Freddy had reserved along with our tickets. Then we spent an enjoyable ninety minutes listening and watching as a troop of actors brought the characters in Mister Dalton's 'Love Stories' to life. The auditorium was quite bright, so I modestly kept my hands to myself even though I longed to hold and stroke Freddy's cock. The fact he continuously touched the outside of my breast globes as he pressed her shoulder against mine added to my arousal, and by the time the play ended, I was so wet that I was afraid I'd soaked through my dress. Freddy assured me I hadn't, but I was grateful I'd worn panties for a change.



OTTO was only a short walk along South Bank from QPAC, so we held hands and wandered towards it. We came across a group of drunken youths about halfway along our stroll. The young men began with the usual mindless, sexual innuendo youths their age indulged in. The stares were something I'd received all my life, and their derogatory comments were the usual blather that was directed at me by idiots, so it didn't bother me. I could feel that Freddy was becoming tense and angry, so I murmured, "Don't worry about it, Freddy. Just be glad you have better manners because it means a woman who looks like me will date you, but never date them."
I must have been a little angrier than I realised and spoken louder than I thought because the four drunken men stiffened and looked furious. "What did you say, bitch?" The tallest man snarled.
Well, that made me angry, so smiling sweetly, I replied, "I said that only men who are dickless or who have tiny dicks, and no balls or brains think that making sexually suggestive comments to a woman impresses her. Instead, they only impress his equally as poorly endowed, nutless and brainless mates. However, if you're trying to impress your boyfriends, why not leave the poor woman out of it and get on with impressing them? On your knees, sucking them off will probably work."
The ringleader was shocked by my little speech. So much so that all he could do was stutter, "Wh - What?"
In the same sweet tone, I added, "I'm sorry. Did I use too many big words for your underdeveloped brain to understand? Which ones have you stumped? Perhaps I could try using words you'll understand. You and your mates are tiny dicked wankers who'd be better off if you stopped pretending you like women and get on with sucking each other's cocks."
"Whoa, mate," the one I'd inferred was dickless said. "You'd better put a leash and muzzle on your whore girlfriend before I decide to slap her around."
"Poor language skills and violent," I replied, still pretending sweetness. "Your mother must be so proud."
Of course, dickless reached for me. Freddy dropped him with a flashing blow to his solar plexus. And, of course, his three nutless mates tried to come to his aid. Fortunately, before things got out of control, a security guard from The Plough Inn Hotel yelled, "I've called the cops!" Dickless, with his mates supporting him, ran for it. I'd bet none of them would remain unarrested if the police did arrive.
Furious, Freddy turned me to face him, "Katie, what the hell was that?" He snarled. "That was at least as stupid as what I did in that pub!"
"You're right," I apologised. I thought about why I'd acted like I had and realised the only time I ever did something like that was when I was with Sean. I have complete faith that my husband will keep me safe. Strangely, or maybe not so strangely, I felt the same with Freddy tonight. I leaned forward and kissed his cheek. "I knew you'd keep me safe, Freddy. I knew I could vent my spleen and get away with it because I had you to protect me. Sean is the only other man I'd do something like that with."
I took his hand and guided it onto my sweltering hot and wet pussy. "Dinner, one course eaten as quickly as possible, and back to yours. I need you to fuck me senseless, Mister Rick Singleton. I need that like right now!"
In some ways, it was a bit of a shame. I'd only been to OTTO a couple of times, and it would have been nice to enjoy our meal. But all I could think of as we ate was sucking Freddy's cock before taking him inside me. Freddy had the Rib Eye on the Bone. I had the Atlantic salmon with saffron cream and salsa verde. Freddy drank one bottle of beer, and I enjoyed a glass of white wine. We walked back to Freddy's car less than thirty minutes after arriving.
We were one of the few cars left in the carpark, and I was tempted to ravish young Freddy in the backseat of his car. However, as I slid my hand inside his trousers and extricated his throbbing member, I noticed several security cameras monitoring the area. "I'll blow you on the way home," I promised. "Come on, let's go!"
I kept my promise on the way to Freddy's, enjoying a nice mouthful of salty man goo around halfway home. I was so horny that I let Freddy finger me as he drove. I managed a soft orgasm, but it only served to inflame my desire more. By the time we got to Freddy's unit block, I would have bent over his car's bonnet and let him have me there and then if only he'd asked.
Freddy held my hand as we ran up the stairs to his unit. He opened the door and let me in. I looked around and thought, 'Wow! What a contrast.' Tuesday night, Freddy's place had been a total disgrace, and I was appalled that someone would choose to live in that squalor. Now, the place was spotless. It looked like the sofa and lounge chairs had been replaced, and even the windows looked freshly washed. The apartment smelled fresh and clean with no sense of the mustiness it held on Tuesday.
I placed my head on Freddy's shoulder and smiled happily. "Much better, Rick," I said. "This is a place that a woman would love to come back to. How did you get it so clean so quickly?"
Freddy coloured embarrassedly. "I had a bit of help," he admitted. "Gina rallied the girls for me, and we spent yesterday and this morning cleaning up. Patty even hired one of those steam carpet cleaners and did the floors."
That explained why I hadn't seen my girls or Patty since breakfast. I was proud of them for helping their friend out, but still a little miffed that Freddy had let it get as bad as it had been.
However, my most immediate need was to extinguish the blazing inferno in my sweet nether regions. So, peeling my dress off my shoulders, I let it fall to the floor and stepped out of it. Swinging my hips outrageously, I strutted a few feet away from my young beau. Stopping, I began swaying as if dancing to an unheard song. Then, keeping my legs straight, I bent over and clasped my ankles. My toned, curvaceous ass cheeks parted slightly, and my teeny-weeny thong squeezed tightly against my tiny dark star and entrance, leaving most of both exposed to Freddy's lustful stare.
"Gawd, Katie!" Freddy moaned as he stared at my long, toned legs and shapely ass.
I stood up but kept my ass poked back sexily. I wriggled it and put my hand on my hip as I looked over my shoulder seductively. Then I patted my bottom and said, "Well, Mister Singleton? This sexy ass won't smack itself!"
Freddy was on me in a flash. Before I'd finished saying '-self.' I was over Freddy's shoulder with his firm hand smacking my curvy bottom and being carried to his bedroom. I'd worn my suspenders, stockings and panties the smart way. Panties are supposed to be under the suspenders, but that made weeing a chore because you had to undo the suspenders to pull your panties down. I'd put my panties on over the suspenders. I'm not sure it would have mattered, though, because Freddy virtually tore them off me.
Freddy forced me onto my knees on the floor beside his bed. My breasts and upper body lay on the mattress. Freddy pulled a soft leather paddle from his bedside drawer and whacked my luscious ass with it. Then he dropped it and got onto his knees.
Pushing my ass cheeks apart, Freddy stabbed my chocolate star with his warm, wet tongue. I briefly wondered if he intended to take me anally, but he didn't. Balancing by putting his hands on my toned hips, Freddy probed along my perineum until his 'moisture-seeking divining rod' found my slippery entrance. He slipped over it with his first probe, but he lowered his hips so that his cock pointed higher. On the second probe, he slid deep into me.
Now that he was buried inside my glistening pussy, Freddy moved his hands to my shoulders. Pulling me back as he thrust into me, Freddy fucked me rough, fast and hard. Once he established a rhythm and I was more pushing my ass back than being pulled back, Freddy picked up the paddle again. It became whack, the paddle hitting my upper ass cheek. Thump, Freddy's pelvis hit my firm bottom. Grunt, Freddy showing his arousal, and gasp, my appreciation of what he was doing.
Freddy swapped the paddle to his left hand and whacked that side, too. Then, he dropped the paddle and moved his hands to my neck's base. Gripping firmly as if he would strangle me, Freddy ripped me back as he literally pounded me like he was a sledgehammer. Then, leaning forward, Freddy snarled, "Cum for me, my little slut Katie!"
Freddy's powerfully voiced demand did as much to crash me off my orgasm's precipice as anything else. Of course, his gripping hands and pounding cock did their share, too. Grabbing a pillow to stifle my screams, I held it over my mouth as I howled my climax.
He didn't leave it there, though. Leaning on my back, Freddy forced my strapless half-cup bra off my lush melons and then cupped them. Taking my engorged, puffy nipples in his fingers and thumbs, Freddy bit where my neck met my shoulder and demanded, "Cum again, my little slut. Show your man that you are his."
My climax, which was ebbing, turned immediately around, and I raced back to an orgasmic peak before joyfully throwing myself off it. In the midst of a second howled orgasm, I felt Freddy short-hunch several times quickly. Then, with a series of low grunts, he unloaded into my dripping, drooling pussy.
I lay quiescent on the bed as I revelled in many orgasmic aftershocks. I'd been on edge since taking Max and the others to the room at Eugenie's place. Now, as I felt Freddy soften and drop out of me and his sperm flooding from my abused vagina, I felt delightfully fucked and beautifully sated.
Freddy helped me onto the bed and then lay on his back. He encouraged me to roll on my side and snuggle into him. Resting my head on his hairy, muscular chest, I idly played with his pubic hair as we waited for our sexual batteries to recharge. We lay cuddling until I felt Freddy's cock, roll and stiffen. Then, taking it in my hand, I gently squeezed and pulled until he was firmly erect again.
Smiling happily at him, I lowered my head and sucked him into my mouth. Cupping his tight ball sack, I softly squeezed and massaged it as I bobbed my head up and down his sturdy cock. I concentrated solely on stimulating him, slowly leading my young lover along the path to another orgasm. About ten minutes later, Freddy was close to his orgasm's precipice. So, sliding my fingers along his perineum, I tickled his rosebud as I sucked hard and bobbed my head quickly.
"Fark, Katie!" Freddy groaned as he blasted semen into my mouth. I was amazed, given how much cum still drained from my freshly fucked pussy, how much my man still had for me. Swallowing swiftly, I gobbled down his gift.
Then, surprising me, Freddy went down on me and sucked and licked his ejaculate from my sopping pussy. After cleaning my sperm-filled pussy, Freddy mounted me in the classic 'missionary position'. Freddy's new persona had my libido red lining, and I don't know what time it was when I couldn't make him hard again. Still, it seemed only seconds after I'd fallen asleep before Freddy shook me, saying he had to get me home because it was his turn to open their studio.
Throwing my destroyed panties and stockings in his rubbish bin, I removed my suspenders before donning my dress. Deciding to make Freddy breakfast, I looked in his fridge. Seeing what I was doing, he pushed the fridge door closed and said, "No time, my darling Katie. I'll grab some Maccas on the way to the studio after I've dropped you home. Come on, we need to go."
I followed Freddy to his car and got in. I grinned, knowing I was about to do the 'slut walk of shame' into my house. I hoped that everyone would be home and up when Freddy dropped me off.
I got my wish. Freddy walked me to my front door before lovingly kissing me and asking, "May I take you out again, Katie?"
I retorted, "Are you asking or telling, Freddy?"
Freddy grinned and said, "Keep Sunday free, my little slut Katie. I'll pick you up at eleven a.m. and take you out for the day. You'll dress in something casually sexy because we'll picnic beside Lake Kurwongbah. Then we'll go to the Jazz Bar under the Story Bridge for the afternoon before dining at The Story Bridge Hotel. I'll bring you home Monday morning.
"Sounds good to me, Mister Rick," I replied. "I'll see you then."
Freddy kissed me again, got back in his car and left. Smiling happily, I opened the front door and walked inside. The catcalls and ribbing began immediately.
"Someone smells like cum," Jennifer joked.
"Someone's still wearing the same clothes she went out in last night," Gina added.
"Someone looks like she's been ridden hard and put away wet," Charmaine contributed.
Pretending severity, Patty said, "You look freshly fucked and full of cum, Katie, you little slut. If only your father could see you now! He'd spank your ass until it was black and blue."
My son, grinning fit to bust a gut, came over and hugged me. "I know that look," he teased. "Poor Freddy's cock won't raise its ugly head for a week, but you'll be ready to go again by midmorning."
"He'd better be ready to go again before then," I pretended to growl. "He's taking me out again on Sunday."
Johnny held my hand and pulled me toward my bedroom. The others followed until Johnny glared at them. Then, taking the hint, they returned to the kitchen. I walked a meek half-step behind him as Johnny walked up the stairs. I didn't think I was in trouble because he and I had discussed the previous day before I left, but I knew Johnny would want the details of my visit with Eugenie.
Entering my room, Johnny told me to strip. All I had left on was my dress because I'd thrown my panties and stockings out and put my strapless bra and suspenders in my handbag. Johnny gestured, indicating I should turn slowly. Seeing that I had no marks or bruises, Johnny concernedly said, "Is Freddy giving you what you need, Mom? If he is, where are the passion marks on your breasts and bottom?"
I giggled embarrassedly, "I'm still teaching him, Johnny. He's getting better, and hopefully, by the time your dad and sister get home, he'll be the kind of man Kristy needs."
"You really like him, don't you, Mom?" Johnny stated.
"I like both of your business partners, Johnny," I admitted. "They're good men with big hearts that know how to treat a woman right. Freddy's too diffident to handle me, and he'll need to be even more forthright to attract Kristy's attention, but once I get him out from under the shadow his parents cast over him, I think he'll grow into the type of man that I adore. If he does, your sister will like him, too."
"Before I forget," Johnny said, changing the subject. "Patrick phoned here because you weren't answering your phone. He's moved your training session to four p.m. He says that because there are five of you, he needs another trainer to help out, and that's when his new business partner is available. The others are happy with that time."
I acknowledged I'd heard this new information, and Johnny returned to the issue at hand. "Tell me about your visit to Eugenie's house."
I explained about hosting a table and being told to extract as much money from the men as possible. Johnny acknowledged that turning it sexual was the best way. He seemed amused when I told him how I'd turn their blowjobs into a competition between Debbie and me and how I'd switched into the dominatrix role when Debbie had explained Max's submissiveness. At the end of my story, my son grinned and said, "$45,000 for less than three hours work. Mom, you must be the world's highest-paid prostitute!"
"Oh!" I gasped, recognising the implications of what I'd done. But then it turned me on and looking at my son seductively, I breathily said, "Would you like me to demonstrate my skills?"
I began kneeling, believing that he would, but unfortunately, Johnny smiled wider and said, "I have a baby shoot at nine, Mom. Otherwise, I'd let you." He thought about what I'd confessed before saying, "I think your behaviour at the fundraiser was exemplary, Mom. I'm proud of you and how much money you raised. However, I'm surprised that Eugenie didn't do anything with you. What's happening there?"
I described how my time at Eugenie's party ended, and Johnny agreed I'd done all I could. He reiterated his pride in me and sent me off to the en suite. Looking at the time, I sighed because everyone would have left by the time I finished showering, dressing and doing my hair and makeup. I'd be late opening the office, but that didn't matter too much because the service would contact Sean if anything needed his urgent attention.
I sat to relieve my bladder, and Patty entered my en suite. It didn't seem to bother her that I was urinating because she crossed to lean against the sink beside me. Realising that I was naked, she dropped her shorts and underwear and took off her T-shirt. We chatted about this and that as I did my business, wiped, and turned on the shower.
After picking up my loofa, Patty joined me in the shower. I held still and luxuriated under the almost scalding hot water as Patty washed me from top to bottom. Her hands, perhaps, spent a little too much time cleaning my gorgeous breasts, tight, curvy ass and sweet little pussy, but I wasn't complaining. Having Patty wash my hair and massage my scalp drained all my tension away and reminded me how little sleep I got last night.
After rinsing the shampoo from my hair, Patty turned the taps off and towelled me dry before wrapping a towel around her still wet body. She kissed me happily before guiding me to my vanity's seat. Picking up my hair dryer, Patty brushed and blow-dried my hair, and by the time she finished, I was almost asleep. Helping me to my feet, Patty held my hand and led me over to my bed. She pulled the quilt cover down and encouraged me to lie down.
Once I was in bed, Patty quickly dried herself and slid in with me. After kissing me softly a few times, Patty slid down until she could mouth my slowly dripping pussy. Patty was so soft, loving and caring that I climaxed almost immediately. With the simple affection she'd shown me, Patty completely sated all my intimacy needs and returned balance to my soul. Pulling her close, I tried to say thank you in a meaningful way, but sleep hit me before I could find the words.
I woke up sometime later feeling relaxed and happy. Patty lay beside me with her head on my shoulder and lips against my neck. Her right hand held my left breast, and she gently kneaded it as she dozed lightly. I was only vaguely aroused, but I felt so warm and loving towards my svelte friend that I wanted to make her feel as good as she had made me.
Moving slowly, I extricated myself from under Patty and rolled her on her back. I pulled the quilt down, exposing her long, lean body. As they typically do, Patty's nipples sat high and proud on her thin chest. I moved onto my side and softly ran my tongue over her left nipple. Keeping my touch light, I circled Patty's right nipple with my fingers.
Patty rewarded my efforts with a soft moan and by arching her back to force her breasts more firmly against my mouth and fingers. Suppressing my smile, I ran my fingers down her slender body and lightly touched her delicate pussy. Patty's knees lifted and parted as her soft pussy lips opened like rose petals to the dawn sun. I circled her clitoral hood before pressing more firmly against it and forcing it away from Patty's clitoris.
I slid my index finger over Patty's love button, along her wet slit and into her slippery pussy. Patty's eyes opened, and she smiled before offering her lips for me to kiss. We kissed lovingly as I slowly brought Patty to an orgasm. She was close, and when I squeezed her nipple hard as I thrust my fingers into her pussy forcefully, Patty mewled and climaxed.



We shared another kiss before I went down on her soaking pussy. "Oh, Katie," Patty sighed as she held my head and revelled in my attentions to her swollen pussy lips and clitoris. I wanted to baste her clitoris with my tongue, so I used my thumbs and fingers to spread her labia and pull her clitoral hood out of the way. My lips surrounded her love button, and my tongue bathed it deliciously. "Gawd, Katie," Patty groaned. Her hips lifted off the bed as her orgasm hit, and she groaned again as a petite but profound climax washed through her.
I kissed Patty's pussy again, and from her reaction, I knew she was temporarily sated. I paused to kiss each of her nipples before snuggling against her. We gazed into each other's eyes as we exchanged soft kisses. "This is a dream and sexual fantasy in one come true, Katie," Patty hummed. "I know that you can never be mine, but to share these moments with you is better than I ever dared hope."
I smiled and told her it was more than I dared dream, too. It was quite romantic and lovely until my stomach gurgled, letting me know I was hungry. "Well, that was romantic," Patty teased. "Shall we get some lunch?"
I checked my phone and realised that I'd slept the morning away. I felt a little guilty about leaving our office closed, but then I'd never promised Sean that I'd keep it open for every business hour, so I chose to dismiss my guilt and relish having spent the morning cuddling and making love with one of my best friends. I needed the intimacy, and Patty needed to know she was still a desirable woman and that love would find her again.
We put on panties to prevent leaving wet marks on the furniture and went to the kitchen. We made a simple salad from some cold meat cuts, lettuce, tomato, grated cheese and balsamic vinegar dressing. Then we sat at the breakfast bar and ate. I didn't want to eat very much because I had a four p.m. training session and a seven O'clock date with the mysterious James Squire.
After lunch, I suggested getting in our hot tub. With the increased air temperature, I'd turned the heat down to tepid, so it should be warm enough to soak but not so hot that we couldn't stay in it. Patty took a glass of wine with her but I stuck with sparkling mineral water.
We took off our panties and sat in the tub with our hips and shoulders touching, occasionally exchanging soft kisses. I'm sure that Patty would have liked more, but I guessed that I would be doing sexual gymnastics with Mr Squire later today and wanted to be ready and willing for it. I believed that James had fantasised about what he'd like to do to me ever since I'd bested him that day in Marjorie Thompson's offices. I thought James would try to show me tonight that he was virile enough to be my man even though he knew I'd never leave Sean. It was a 'male pride' thing, or so I thought.
Gina and my girls crashed noisily into my house at around three. Gina wore only a tiny G-string leotard. It was so small that it disappeared between her butt cheeks and barely covered her clit let alone her slit and entrance. To make a point, Jennifer and Charmaine were chasing her and either smacking an ass cheek or wrenching the leotard so that it wedgied in Gina's ass and slit.
I got out of the tub and wrapped a large fluffy towel around my breasts. Tying it in place, I marched imperiously into the house. Gina was protestingly slapping the other two girl's hands away as she kept saying, "It's perfectly acceptable exercise wear for a home session."
Speaking loudly enough to be heard over the laughing, squealing teenage girls, I growled, "Gina Marie Matthews, you will immediately march to Johnny's room and change into something that at least resembles decency. Showing your ass and lady parts to a man you have just met is not how young ladies behave. You are a lady, are you not, Miss Matthews? You're not some cheap streetwalker who has somehow snuck in here with my girls?"
Immediately contrite, Gina lowered her eyes and bashfully said, "Sorry, Momma. I heard Kristy talking about your trainer and wanted to see if his cock is as long and thick as she said, and I dressed to excite him."
"And Johnny would find that acceptable, would he, Miss?" I snarled.
Gina blushed redder still, "No, he wouldn't," she squeaked. "Please don't tell him."
Looking regally down my nose at her, I offered a choice, "You can run to my closet and get my cane so that I can correct you now, or you can wait until Johnny comes home and confess your misdeed. If you do neither, I will correct you and then tell Johnny why I twice had to do it. Of course, if I correct you now, you'll have the welts when Patrick arrives, and when Johnny gets home, he'll want to know why you've been corrected."
"I'll confess to Johnny," Gina promised. "I'll take him aside as soon as he comes home."
"I'll hold you to that," I said coldly. Then I smiled and said, "Go change, little one. If you have nothing suitable to exercise in, check the right-hand drawer in Kristy's room, second from the top. Her leggings and exercise tops should fit you."
"I'll need to, Momma," Gina replied. "Thank you."
Jennifer and Charmaine accompanied Gina up the stairs. I returned to the tub to grab my panties. Patty got out and walked naked with me to my room. She left me at the door and went to her room to change.
I usually wore a leotard over leggings when working out with Patrick, but Kristy had convinced me to change to yoga pants and tops. I have an electric pink combination that I thought made me look as sexy as heck. It is seamless and clings so tightly that my ass and vulva are clearly defined. The top is so tight that I can jog in it. The top doubles as an exercise bra, so I guess that makes sense.
Gina and my girls all wore something similar to me, but Patty had dressed in loose-fitting sweatpants and a T-shirt. I raised an eyebrow, and Patty grinned. "I don't want your trainer to ogle me, Katie. I'm not into blokes, remember? The girls all want him to admire them, and I don't care if he does or doesn't do the same with me."
I grinned and shrugged before casting a critical eye over my young charges. They were dressed appropriately this time. Their outfits clung as alluringly as mine but didn't reveal anything that should only be seen by close friends and lovers. I nodded approvingly and then moved to open the door when someone knocked on it.
Patrick walked in carrying his usual assortment of 'punishment instruments'. A gorgeous, short, muscular blonde followed him in, and I immediately realised why Patrick no longer flirted with me. I smiled as I watched them interact. We'd decided that the patio would be the best area to fit us five girls and Patrick and we'd laid our yoga mats out there. The covert looks and touches between Patrick and his 'assistant' as they set up confirmed my first impression—they were lovers.
Patrick looked around after greeting me first, "Ahh, I think I know you all," he said. He pointed at each woman and said, "Gina, Jennifer, and Charmaine, right?"
"I'm Jennifer, not Charmaine," Jennifer corrected.
"And I'm Charmaine, not Jennifer," Charmaine added.
"Right names, wrong order," Patrick embarrassedly muttered. He turned to Patty and said, "I was expecting Kristy, but clearly, you are not her!"
"Patty," Patty grinned.
"Nice to meet you, Patty," Patrick smiled. He put his arm around the petite blonde. "This is my fiancée, Bernie. She'll help with your stretches and exercises today. Katie, will there be five regularly, or is this a one-off?"
I looked around the girls and saw they were nodding. "If we can do this time on the same rotating schedule we currently have, then I think it'll be five most days, Patrick," I responded. "Six when Kristy returns from Germany next month."
"Four O'clock is a pretty popular time, Katie," Patrick replied as he checked his Google planner. "We can do 4:oo p.m. Monday and Friday this fortnight and the usual 6:00 a.m. on the matching Wednesday. In the alternate week, we'll have to stick to the 6:oo a.m. time spot on both days."
Jennifer whispered, "I can't afford to pay for five days a fortnight."
"Nor can I," Charmaine added.
Ignoring them, I asked, "Is everyone happy with those times? Patty, you're staying with us indefinitely but are you happy to exercise with us at those times?"
"Do you guys do weights?" Patty asked Patrick. Then she looked at Bernie and added, "Stupid question, I guess."
Bernie and Patrick chuckled before Patrick answered, "We have some free weights that we use, but if you want a proper weights programme, you'll need to see Bernie at the gym where she works."
"Which is?" Patty asked.
"Fitness 4173 on Wynnum Road," Bernie confirmed.
"That works," Patty said. "We'll talk after this session and look at some times."
"Sounds like there'll be five where once there was one," I jokingly said.
"You don't want to discuss the price, Katie?" Patrick asked.
I shrugged and smiled. "You'll send me a bill each week, and if I have a problem with it, I'll call you and yell at you until you send a more reasonable one."
"So nothing changes?" Patrick grinned back.
"Right," I jocularly responded.
"Okay, all," Patrick said firmly. "On your mats, and let's get this show rolling."
Patty nudged me as she passed. She snapped her eyes at the muscular but tiny Bernie before giving me a wink. "If I'd known, I'd have dressed more provocatively," she joked.
Ninety minutes later, Jennifer, who had trailed the rest of us by quite a margin, staggered down the last two steps and across to her mat. Dropping to her knees before rolling onto her ample bottom, she gasped, "I hate you bitches," as she pretended to glare at us. "Bernie, you're a harsh mistress and Patrick, I hate you most!"
"Looks like our work here is done," Patrick grinned. "Ladies, I'll see you bright and early Tuesday morning."
"Yeah, yeah," Jennifer said dismissively before rolling back onto her knees and standing. She stumbled the three steps to the pool and fell into it without bothering to remove her shoes or clothing. "Gawddamn, that feels better," she muttered as she lay on her back and floated in the water.
"Don't forget to warm down," Bernie smilingly said as she packed the last of their stuff up and left.
Patty took over and led us through some stretches and gentle exercises to ensure our bodies released the last of their lactic acid. Afterwards, we all stripped and joined Jennifer in the pool.
I swam to the steps and sat with only my head out of the water. Patty sat beside me, and Charmaine soon swam over to sit in her lap, facing her. Charmaine kissed Patty lightly before laying her head on Patty's shoulder.
Patty put her arms around the youngster and kissed her cheek. "Bernie's as hot as fuck," she mused.
"Sure is," Charmaine and I agreed.
"Can you imagine having your head between her thighs and making her cum?" Patty grinned. "Her thighs would slam together and pop your eyes out."
"Patty, that's terrible!" Charmaine gasped.
"Funny, though," I giggled as I picked my phone up and checked the time. It was nearly six, so I needed to get ready for my date. I stood and said, "I need to get ready for Mister James Squire. To be honest, I'm a little nervous about this date, so I'll come down a little late. Can you girls grill him and ensure he's safe and you know where he's taking me? Patty, if I haven't called you by midnight, send the cavalry, please."
I walked to my bedroom and went through the typical process I follow to ready myself to look the absolute best that I can for my man. It was night, so I did my makeup after showering and moisturising my entire body. Because of the harshness of artificial light, you have to do your makeup in much warmer and more vibrant colours. Modern LED lights wash out your skin colour even more than the old fluorescent ones did. After I'd completed my look, I turned the lights on above my en suite's mirror. These were the brightest lights in the house, and if I looked good in them, I would look good anywhere.
Satisfied with my appearance, I searched in my walk-in robe for a suitable dress. I knew Mister Squires was rich, so I assumed he'd take me somewhere expensive, and I wanted to look elegant but sexy enough to excite him.
After rejecting a number of choices, I chose my emerald Nara maxi dress. This dress was strapless and off-the-shoulder. I could have gone braless, but something made me think that James would see that as tacky and inelegant, so I put on a lacy, white, strapless half-cup bra and a matching lacy thong before donning my dress. At the last moment, I rucked up my dress and put on a pair of natural skin-coloured opaque nylons. I wore a pair of black, chunky-heeled platform shoes to complete my look.
I almost changed my shoes because I was already close to six inches taller than James, and the platform heels would only exaggerate our height difference. In the end, I knew I'd tower over the diminutive older man no matter what shoes I wore, so I decided to remain with my first choice.
It wasn't seven yet, so I idly scrolled through my various social media profiles until it was ten past seven. Then, I walked down to the lounge, where I assumed James would be waiting. He looked a little harried as my girls and Patty 'entertained' him. He spotted me entering the room and stood.
"Stunningly beautiful, my darling Katie," James said as I walked in. James crossed to me, took my hand and stood on his tip-toes to kiss my cheek. "I fear that your friends do not approve of me, my love," he said with a teasing twinkle in his eye. "I was grilled less by the senate hearing into the Shaw and Partners debacle. I've assured them that I am not a serial rapist, nor am I an axe murderer or a molester of Grannies or young children, but I'm unsure if they believe me."
"I like him," Patty said. "If you don't want to go out with him, then I will."
"What time shall I tell them we'll return by, my dear Katie?" James suavely asked.
"Midnight for a first date?" I ventured.
"Hmm, Mrs Muggleton," James teased. "A 'first date' would indicate that there will be more than one. Perhaps we should see how this one goes first."
"Smooth," Jennifer said admiringly. "Hey, Miss Katie? If you don't want him, may I have him?"
"Now, ladies," James joked. "There's plenty of me to go around, so there's no need to fight."
"No, there's not," Jennifer pretended to growl. "There's barely enough of you for a decent bite."
James mockingly held his heart, "You wound me, young lady," he teased. "Must I remind you that C4 comes in small packages?"
"So did C3PO's friend R2D2," Jennifer riposted. "And he wasn't much ... wait ... actually, he was central to Hans' and Luke's success quite often. Never mind, carry on."
Everyone laughed before James said, "Shall we, my beautiful friend?" he turned back to the others and added, "Thank you for your time and company, my lovelies. I hope that Katie, her husband, myself, and all of you will become fast friends and that we will chat and tease like this again soon. I promise to have Mrs Muggleton home by midnight looking at least as good as she does now."
Patty was close to my side, so I leant over and whispered, "I hope he brings me back, walking bow-legged, sans underwear and covered in cum!"
James took my arm and guided me to his car. I was slightly surprised when he opened the back door and helped me sit. As I sat, James kept his eyes averted even though I had a long dress on and kept my knees pressed tightly together. 'What a gentleman,' I thought as I swung my feet into the car. I was unsure why I'd been nervous now.
Only after I sat did I realise that James had a driver. James climbed into the back seat beside me and took my hand in his. "Vintaged Bar and Grill, Jimmy, please," James told the driver. "It's in The Hilton, as I'm sure you remember."
I hadn't been there before, so it would be a new experience for me. Sean and I had planned to go there a few times, but it seemed to open and close again almost immediately. However, the reviews of the food and service were always top-notch.
"Tell me about yourself, Katie," James asked. "You're way too intelligent to be 'just a housewife' or your husband's secretary, so why are you doing those jobs?"
I wasn't ashamed of what I was. In fact, I was quite proud of myself and my life. I know, in these modern times, being 'just a housewife' is seen as 'betraying the sisterhood', but I knew that was rubbish. Tell me another job as important as raising the next generation of children to be decent people. I'd watched as the other parents in my neighbourhood gave their children presents instead of their presence and watched despairingly as their children became self-centred, egotistical, me, me, me brats. I felt no need to justify my lifestyle choices and was incredibly proud of my two children.
I turned to James and answered, "I was a straight-A student, James. I intended to attend uni and become a business major like my husband. However, Sean made me pregnant on my eighteenth birthday, so we married, and I worked doing whatever jobs I could to support Sean until he graduated. When I was too far along to continue working, Sean took a leave of absence from uni and worked to support us until I could return to work. Mom looked after Johnny, our eldest, so I could return to work. I kept the money rolling in until Sean graduated with a Masters in Business.
"When he did, Pepperstone, Australia brought him on board, and the rest, as they say, is history. I chose to become a stay-at-home mom because Sean preferred it, and to be truthful, so did I. Kristy arrived less than two years after Johnny, and that confirmed my desire to stay home and ensure my children grew up to be good people."
"I'm with you, Katie," James assured me. "Annie made the same decision as you under the same conditions. I have a son and a daughter, just like you," he grinned before facetiously saying, "My son, I'm ashamed to say, is a lawyer." Then he added, "But my daughter is a doctor. She's been at the P.A. Hospital for nearly twenty years but has decided it's time to go into private practice. She wants to join a GP service somewhere near where she grew up, here in Brisbane's east."
"Tell her to call me," I absently said as I compared mine and James' stories. "My friend Patty needs another doctor in her practice, but her current offices are too small to fit another doctor in, and she is loath to move premises. Maybe, with your help and encouragement, she and Patty could find offices to move to that are large enough for your daughter to have her own rooms."
"My daughter is a lesbian," James informed me. "Would that be okay with your friend?"
"It's the twenty-twenties, James," I reminded him. "Nobody would dare ask, let alone make an issue of that these days."
"You're not bothered about homosexuality?" James asked.
To be frank, readers, I was a little bothered by James' statement and question. I mean, other than a few religious nutbags like Patty's mom and Billy's parents, is anyone bothered by homosexuality anymore? If it isn't for you, don't do it. There, problem solved. Wondering if agreeing to go to dinner with him was a mistake, I answered, "Of course not."
However, James alleviated my concern by saying, "I'm glad, Katie. I just keep hoping that Penelope will find someone she can settle down with because she seems so sad and lonely."
"Doesn't she have any friends?" I queried.
"Penelope concentrated on her career instead of staying in contact with her friends. Over the years, as her friends got married and had children, Penny let them drift away. Now she's in her mid-forties and alone. Her days off are spent with me most of the time. That's sad for her, don't you think?"
I pointed out, "I think she's been worried about your mental health since her mom, your wife, passed away. The surviving partners in long-term marriages often swiftly follow their spouses into the grave."



"Losing Annie was painful, Katie," James said as he turned his head to wipe a tear away. "But I still have a full life. When they need help with their established clients, I consult on an ad hoc basis for some of my previous workplaces. I play golf and bowls and support my local theatre. So, I have plenty to keep me occupied. I could easily date, but until now, I haven't met anyone who could hold a candle to Annie."
I realised that he meant me, so I needed to stop that line of thought immediately. "You realise that I'm never leaving my husband, right, James? This is a dinner date, conversation, and seeing where it leads. It's not the beginnings of a new romance with marriage somewhere up ahead."
"I realise that, my dear Katie," James replied. "Friendship is all I seek from you and your husband. If anything more than that happens, I'll consider myself blessed."
With that out in the open, I could enjoy the rest of my night. We were at The Hilton, and I must admit that I expected James to have a room booked to take me up to. However, after we'd eaten, James stood and offered his arm. I moved to take it and turned towards the lifts. We walked in that direction, but he surprised me by walking past them and out into the Queen Street Mall. James guided me to a whisky bar called Death and Taxes in Burnett Lane. Going inside, he helped me onto a comfortable two-seater couch and excused himself to the bar.
James brought a vodka and citrus-based cocktail back to the sofa for me. Once I accepted it from him, he sat beside me, keeping a respectful gap between us. James sipped his whisky as I sampled my cocktail. I liked it; it was sweet, with a little lemony sourness aftertaste.
We drank those, and James got another. My second cocktail was tequila-based. It was okay, but not a patch on the first. However, I loved that James had taken control and was ordering for me. It was the same during dinner. He chose a Spanish Quail dish with a matched wine for me without asking. James was attentive, calm and authoritative, all the things I love my man being. By the time we left the restaurant, I was almost literally dripping and would have gladly accompanied him upstairs.
Over our drinks, we chatted about all kinds of things. But every time I tried to get James to talk about himself, he skilfully turned the conversation back to me. I'm so used to being the listening board as the man I'm with tries to impress me with his many accomplishments that it took a little time before I could relax and expand my responses to James' questions.
I sometimes felt a bit of a fraud because he'd find worth in many things that I considered nothing more than my duty to my husband and children. Maybe if I'd been a working mother, then keeping my home spotless, the budget balanced and ensuring my kids were healthily fed, properly disciplined, and supported in their activities would have had more merit. But as a stay-at-home mother, I thought it was the least I could have done.
James, however, praised my efforts and described how having his wife, Annie, stay at home and do those things for him allowed him to concentrate solely on his career and providing for his family. He fondly recalled coming home to an immaculately clean and tidy home with the delicious smell of dinner cooking and how Annie would greet him wearing something subtly sexy, looking, in his eyes at least, like a glamorous movie star. He spoke warmly about getting home, relaxing, and then playing with his kids as Annie finished dinner and prepared the table.
By the time we'd finished our second drink, I was feeling much better about my contribution to Sean's and my marriage. James made his marriage, which had many comparisons to mine, sound like an idyllic meeting of minds and souls.
James looked at his watch and said, "Well, my darling Katie. As much fun as this has been, we need to get moving if I'm to keep my promise to your girls and have you home by midnight."
I was both disappointed that he didn't want to take me up to a room and filled with admiration that James would make the effort to take me on an actual date for the first time we spent together. James called his driver as we walked through the mall, and by the time we got to Edward Street, his car and driver were waiting for us.
We held hands as we drove home, and although my nipples and clitoris ached, I refrained from doing anything sexual. I did move our hands to James' upper thigh and smiled when I felt his erection stretch the front of his trousers.
Getting home, James escorted me to the door, and we exchanged our first-ever kiss. He was good! His lips were dry and firm, with just the right amount of pressure. James held my hip and the back of my head as we let the kiss lengthen. Finally, he stepped back and smiled. "Thank you for a most wonderful evening, my dear Katie. When I call during the week, I hope you'll allow me to escort you to dinner again."
"Of course, I'll say yes, Mister Squire," I replied equally as formally. "You'll need to clear it with my husband first, though."
"Perhaps I could invite you to dinner at my place and ask you to stay overnight."
"Perhaps you could," I replied as my arousal flared to a bonfire in my soaking nether regions. "You can suggest that when you phone Sean."
James stood on tip-toes to kiss me again. "Thanks again, my darling Katie. I'll talk to you next week."
"I'll look forward to it," I smiled as I opened the door and stepped through it.
"Well?" Johnny asked from the kitchen door.
"Well, I'm so freaking horny I'm about to jump you here in front of our clear glass entryway," I growled.
"Poor Momma," Johnny teased. "Didn't Mister James Squire satiate you tonight?"
I groused, "The closest we got to sex was the kiss outside the door just now. Emotionally calm and powerful, dominant and controlled. Precisely what I need in a man, and one lousy kiss. Well, the kiss was divine, but there was only one."
Laughing, Johnny asked, "So, what do you need, Mom?"
I reached behind me and unzipped my dress. Then I stepped out of it and dropped my strapless bra on top of it. Then I turned and placed my hands on either side of the door. I bent over and waggled my sexy bottom. "Take me right here, right now," I demanded.
Johnny strode to me and pressed his shorts-covered cock against my sexy ass. Reaching around, he gripped my lushly full and firm breasts. He hissed in my ear, "Beg, my little slut Mommie."
"Please, Johnny, take your mother like the dirty little cock sucking slut she is. She needs your big cock in her slut cunt and your strong hand slapping her ass as you fuck her hard."
"Third person, Mom?" Johnny disparagingly said as he pinched my nipples viciously. "Tell me what you want!"
"I want you, my son, to fuck me like the slut I am. Fuck me so hard that the asshole neighbours on our left come over to complain about my orgasm screams tomorrow."
"That's better, my little Katie slut," Johnny crooned.
He moved back and took hold of my pantyhose. Ripping them apart, he pulled them off my sexily curved ass. Then Johnny tore a hole in my lacy panties. He dropped his shorts, moved closer and lined his long, thick member up with my dripping entrance. He slid the head a little way into my pussy before grabbing my hips and ripping me back as he slammed into me. As Johnny's pelvis hit my toned, curvy ass, his cock's head crashed against my cervix, and I climaxed immediately.
"More!" Johnny demanded as he pounded into my vulva. I squeaked and had a minor orgasm every time his cock hit my cervix. I don't squirt, but I was so turned on and wet that my fluids poured from my pussy, soaking both our groins.
Of course, our vicious, shatteringly loud coupling brought Patty, Gina and my girls from their rooms. Soon, my entryway looked like a bedroom at a swingers' orgy. Patty and Charmaine were tribbing with Patty on top. Jennifer and Gina were in a classic '69' with Jennifer on top, and, of course, Johnny was fucking me about as brutally as anyone ever had.
As his orgasm hit, he roared and unloaded into my tightly gripping pussy. I wasn't anywhere near sated, though, so I pushed off him, turned and dropped to my knees. Then, taking Johnny's cock into my mouth, I cleaned our combined secretions off it and worked him back to full rigidness. When he was, I turned and put my forehead on the floor. Then, reaching behind me, I spread my ass cheeks, offering my bottom for Johnny's use.
"Yes!" Johnny growled as he knelt behind me. He pushed his cock back into my sopping pussy to lubricate it before slowly and remorselessly shoving it through my knot and deep into my rarely-used ass.
To me, it was the ultimate submission to my son's will. Doing this showed Johnny that I was his and that any hole, any time, was available to him. Johnny firmly smacked my toned ass as he slowly fucked my dirt hole, waiting until my sphincter relaxed.
I felt full, owned and dominated, and my libido exploded. "Fuck me!" I demanded. "Fuck my dirt hole as hard as you can!"
Johnny gripped my shapely hips and ripped me back onto his cock. He repeated that action, and I felt his meaty balls slap against my entrance. The sensation drove me wild, and I reached between my legs to finger my clitoris. After a few more thrusts, Johnny lay on my back and took my lush breasts in his hands. He gripped my swollen, puffy nipples in his thumbs and fingers before squeezing and twisting them. That sent me into another frenzy of orgasms.
Every thrust into my tight back passage caused Johnny's balls to slap my entrance. The feeling of Johnny's balls hitting my entrance, mixing with the pain/pleasure signals emanating from my pinched nipples, gave me many minor orgasms. Every orgasm added to the others, sending me climbing toward a massive climax.
Suddenly, I was at the top of my peak, and surrendering my soul and will to my son, I leapt from it. I screamed as my entire body locked in place. My mind was gone—taken a vacation somewhere, maybe. But unawarely, I continued to rock back to meet my son's thrusting cock. The continuous slapping on my vulva, pounding against my ass cheeks and nipple stimulation brought me back from where my mind had gone. I was close to another epic climax, so I screamed, "Fill your mother's ass with cum, my darling boy!"
Johnny bucked and roared as his orgasm ripped through him. Feeling his warm seed splashing into my colon launched me into orgasm again, and I screamed and shook on Johnny's cock. Exhausted and spent, Johnny rolled off me onto the ground.
I collapsed onto his chest and smiled happily. "I hope that was only round one," I giggled.
"Slut," Johnny said affectionately. "Let me up so we can get clean and move to your bedroom."
The girls extricated themselves from each other, and we moved to the showers. After quickly freshening up, we met on my bed. I watched as Jennifer and Gina rode my son. They swapped back and forth from mouth to cock as one and then the other orgasmed. I was on my knees eating Patty's pussy as Charmaine lay on her back between my thighs eating mine.
'We need at least one more male,' I thought as I enjoyed Charmaine's efforts to make me cum. It was nice, but spending the evening with James had me aching for more cock. Unfortunately, Johnny's was the only one available, and it was currently occupied.
Charmaine, Patty and I shifted mouths and pussies almost as often as Jennifer and Gina did, but even though I had several orgasms, I didn't feel satiated or that my emotional needs were met.
The bottom line was that I missed my husband, and even though I was having sex with multiple people, Sean and, to a lesser extent, Johnny were the only ones I made love with. Only being with him satisfied my deepest needs for intimacy. Oh, I wasn't going to give up being an insatiable slut Mommie anytime soon, but I yearned for Sean to come home.
When Johnny couldn't 'rise to the occasion' again, we all cuddled together and slept. Charmaine had abandoned her usual spot, sleeping with her head between my breasts, and was snuggled close to Patty instead. Jennifer had gratefully taken Charmaine's place. Johnny and I slept back-to-back, and he had Gina spooned against him.
I woke to find my son's magnificent cock buried deep inside my aching pussy. Johnny held my luscious left breast as he lightly rolled my puffy nipple between his thumb and finger. He kissed the back of my neck and along my shoulder tops as he slowly, gently stroked into me.
I moaned lustfully, and Jennifer's eyes popped open. Seeing Johnny's face over my shoulder told her what was happening, and she smiled happily. Jennifer moved a little away so she could slide her hand down my sexily curved tummy and onto my waxed clit. Then, sometimes fingering my love button and sometimes circling where Johnny's cock entered me, she worked with Johnny to make me cum.
I was close but not quite there, but then Jennifer lowered her head and bit my nipple firmly. Well, that did it! I woke everyone in the house and probably the people in the houses on either side of us as I screamed a stupendous orgasm to the ceiling.
The six of us cuddled and kissed as we each took turns getting up, doing our morning's business, showering, and changing. Eventually, only Johnny and I were left in bed. Johnny rolled me on my back and slid back inside me. He rested with his arms under my shoulders and his weight on his elbows. Smiling, he gazed at me lovingly as he pumped slowly into my cum-sloppy pussy. "You're missing Dad, aren't you, Mom?" He asked.
Surprising myself, I burst into tears. I mean, how romantic, right? Here I was, making love to my son and protector, and all I could think of was how much I missed my husband. I mean, to be fair, my husband is my owner, too, but still.
Johnny stayed inside me but only hugged me as tightly as he could. He let me sob until I sniffed and opened my eyes. I was about to apologise when Johnny said, "I understand, Mom. Dad was away so often for all those years, and just when it seemed he was home for good, he took off again."
And, I burst into tears again. Johnny moved to roll off me, but I needed to feel his love and desire for me, so I wrapped my legs around him tightly and refused to let him move.
"Make love to me, Johnny," I sobbed. "I need to feel how much you love me."
With slow, languorous strokes, touches and kisses, my son made beautifully passionate love to me. It wasn't the loud, aggressive, almost angry, passionate lovemaking we often shared. This was two people who loved each other profoundly, showing the other person how much we cared. My climax, when it came, was only soft, but it resonated deep inside my aching heart and filled me with warmth and happiness. I sighed contentedly and kissed Johnny lovingly as he groaned and filled me with his warm seed. My husband was still gone, but I felt calm and relaxed, knowing that I was loved and he'd return to me when he could.
Johnny and I showered together. We exchanged hugs and soft kisses but didn't do anything sexual. He left my room to get dressed, so I did the same thing and then walked to my kitchen.

The End of Daddy Knows Best Part 1.

Coming soon: Daddy Knows Best—the Conclusion.
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie 13: Daddy Knows Best--The Conclusion.

From Daddy Knows Best Part One: Johnny and I showered together. We exchanged hugs and soft kisses but didn't do anything sexual. He left my room to get dressed, so I did the same thing and then walked to my kitchen.
I expected to find the four other women sitting around drinking coffee as they waited for me to make breakfast. I was wrong, however. Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine had set up a production line. Raw goods entered one end, and cooked breakfasts exited the other. I rarely eat a cooked breakfast, but I decided to make an exception this morning. I loaded my plate with toast, scrambled eggs, bacon, hash browns and mushrooms and sat at the BBQ table outside. The others, including Johnny, swiftly did the same thing and joined me out there. Patty arrived last bearing mugs and a pot of hot coffee.
None of us had anything much planned for the morning, so we sat around the table and laughed, chatted and teased until nearly eleven a.m. Johnny announced he had a lunchtime wedding to photograph and left, taking Gina with him. Patty said she had to meet Billy to discuss selling their home and dividing what shared assets they had. Patty hoped that Billy would agree to buy her half of the house and didn't care about virtually anything else they shared. It seemed they'd kept the finances separated, and dividing the few shared items shouldn't take much.
Jennifer and Charmaine needed to meet their respective study groups to work on their projects, leaving me home alone again. But, as I've mentioned before, that's pretty normal for me, so I wasn't bothered. I called my sisters, Mary and Yvette, and asked if they'd meet me for coffee here at my place this afternoon. When they said they would, I phoned Mom and asked if she could join us, too.
The three of them arrived in Mom's car. It seemed that Yvette and Mary were worried that Sean and I had broken up, and that was what I wanted to talk to them about. I laughed and showed them my 'slave collar', pointing out that Sean had finally stood up and begun doing his familial duties, including deflowering his daughter. They warmly congratulated me, and I made coffee and served cake and biscuits to share as we discussed why I'd brought them over.
Mom and my sisters were keen to meet my girls, Jennifer and Charmaine, although Mary and Yvette both pointed out that they hadn't done anything sexual with another woman since leaving home and weren't sure if they would be much help with Charmaine. I explained that I wanted them to show my girls how being submissive to your lover didn't make you a doormat. I said that Charmaine and Jennifer needed to learn how to be 'the power behind the throne'. How to lovingly guide their owner into making the right decisions for their career and family and to do it in a way that leaves their lover believing they were the one making those choices.
We discussed how and when we'd get them all together, and once we'd worked that out, we caught up as family always does. Mary's and Yvette's marriages were both strong, and they'd accepted being empty nesters and rejoined the workforce. Mary was office temping, using the skills she'd learned in college years ago. Yvette is a checkout operator, or 'terminal tart', as I jokingly called her, at her local Coles supermarket. She seemed slightly embarrassed until I congratulated her on getting her first job. Neither of my sisters had to work because their husbands held high-paying positions, but they needed the jobs for their sanity's sake.
After about two hours, Yvette announced that she needed to get home and start dinner because her husband, Matt, liked to eat no later than six. Mom and Mary, of course, had to leave with her. Mom waited until my sisters had gone outside before quietly saying, "You will come for dinner next Saturday, Katie. Bring a change of clothes because you'll be staying the night."
"Yes, Mom," I said dutifully. "What's going on?"
Mom evaded, "You'll see next Saturday, Katie. Now kiss your mother goodbye, and I'll see you next week."
I did as I was told and then cleaned up. I'd made myself a cup of coffee and sat down just as Patty returned. Seeing her red eyes and tear-streaked face, I swiftly crossed to her and enveloped her in a loving embrace. "Bad, huh?"
"To see twenty years thrown away like that, Katie," Patty sobbed. "It's just such a waste. Billy won't even look at or talk to me; he just signs everything my lawyer puts in front of him. All he does is sob and say how sorry he is, but he won't change his mind about leaving me instead of us staying married and keeping Mason as his live-in lover. Shit, Katie! To think it would be Allie's brother that broke us apart! Allie cussed Mason up and down the block, but all he said was that it wasn't any of her business."
Fortunately, Allie, Courtney and Maggie banged in through the door. They held bags of chips and dips and carried several bottles of wine. "Mason phoned and said you needed cheering up," Allie announced as she sat everything on the bench and hugged Patty. "If we can't rescue your marriage, the least we can do is get you as drunk as a skunk so you forget what your name is, as well as the fact you're married to an asshole."
"Cheers to that," Courtney said as she unscrewed the cap on the first bottle of wine. "Katie, we'll need those cigarettes from last time. It's time for the girl gang to get together and disparage our 'lesser halves'."
I got a couple of bowls to put the chips in, found the packet of 'cigarettes' in the drawer where I'd returned them, got some glasses and followed the girls into my lounge. Offering the 'smokes' to each woman as Courtney filled our glasses, I growled, "That's my last packet, so enjoy them while you can!"
"I wonder if you can buy them online," Courtney mused as she sipped her wine and pretended to light her 'cigarette' and draw deeply.
"Use your phone and see," Maggie suggested as she accepted her glass, rolled onto her back and 'blew smoke rings' into the sky.
"I've found them," Courtney said excitedly. "There's a company in America selling them." She scrolled down. "Shit! They don't post outside of America." Courtney searched further. "Fuck!" She added. "They're banned in Australia."
That's ridiculous," I pointed out after pretending to take a deep drag followed by a sip of wine. "Real cigarettes that kill people are available, but harmless candy ones are banned?"
"Looks like it." Courtney said, "I agree. How bullshit is that?"
"No tax money in candy cigarettes," Maggie pointed out. "The government can point at the ban and say they're 'doing their bit to stop teen and preteen smoking' without negatively affecting their tax revenue."
"You're just cynical," I joked.
"Hey, it ain't cynical if it's true," Maggie responded.
"As the only leftie in the group, I'd like to point out that teen and preteen smoking is at an all-time low," Allie stated.
"Bullshit!" Patty and I said simultaneously.
"It is at an all-time low," Allie defensively said.
"You're about as left as Maggie Thatcher," Patty explained. "And as for the other, care to show some stats that prove the low figure is caused by banning candy smokes?"
"No," Allie admitted. "But if I'm as left as Ms Thatcher, you're further right than Genghis Khan."
"Hey," Patty joked. "The most effective form of governance is a benign dictatorship. Which is fine, as long as I'm the dictator!"
"You don't even like dick," Courtney muttered amusedly. "Besides, I always thought that a dictator was someone whose dick was stuck in a 'tater'."
"The problem isn't with the 'dick'," Patty airily replied. "Dick can be fun. It's the useless piece of man meat the dick's attached to that's the problem."
"Well, this girl quite likes a hefty chunk of 'man meat'," Maggie joked.
"Shame you married Chris, then," I teased. "If seeing him in his DTs (Speedos, Dick Togs) is any indication, 'hefty' isn't the description I'd use."
"Oi!" Maggie protested. "Chris is a grower, not a shower."
"He grows from 'inverted' to 'perverted'?" Allie asked innocently.
"You're all a bunch of bitches," Maggie grumbled. "Tell me why I put up with you?"
"Because we're the only ones who love you," Patty, Courtney, Allie, and I said together.
"Fuck you!" Maggie jokingly said. "Chris, and his five-inch cock, love me just as much as you do."
We sipped our wines and 'smoked' as we contemplated life. After a few moments, I asked, "Anyone hear from Kath? Is she hosting The Big Bash coverage this year?"
"Yeah," Courtney replied. "I think she is. But it hasn't started yet. She's doing some preseason interviews and prerecording some stuff. She said she'd get here around eight and would bring Chinese."
That was dinner taken care of, so one less thing to worry about.
Over the ensuing couple of hours, Johnny, Gina, and my girls trickled in. I texted Kath, saying we'd have two extras for dinner. Johnny and Gina were going out, but Charmaine and Jennifer were a little short of cash this week, so they were staying in.
I thought about that before deciding they needed an allowance. They were already doing most of my housework, all of my laundry, and a good part of the yard work. They also cooked at least as often as I did, so they deserved to be rewarded for their work.
Eventually, we split into the older and younger groups. Jennifer and Charmaine stripped and got in the hot tub, and the rest of us hit my games room. Uncovering the pool table, Patty and I challenged the others to a game. We thrashed Maggie and Allie, sinking the black when they still had five left. Patty and I then beat Maggie and Courtney when Courtney accidentally sank the black as she pocketed another ball. Then, when we beat Courtney and Allie, those three demanded we swap partners.
Readers, you have to understand that my friends are all gorgeous women. We all dress revealingly, if not outright provocatively. Seen from behind, every shot revealed vast expanses of silky-smooth, toned upper thighs and slender calves and ankles. If they really stretched to make the shot, barely covered asses would show. If you were before them, then, as they bent over, firm breasts that their tops struggled to contain threatened to fall out into view. I'm sure I wasn't the only one turned on by that view.
Knowing that Allie was the most daring of my friends, I challenged the others. "Allie and I challenge you three tarts to a game of strip pool. The losers of every frame have to remove an item of clothing. Footwear and jewellery do not count."
We'd all drunk enough to think it was a good idea, so we started, and Allie and I immediately lost. I didn't know what to take off because all I had on was a short skirt and tank top. As usual, I hadn't bothered with underwear that morning.
"Oh, just take something off, Katie, you little slut," Maggie teased. "You've already been flashing your bald pussy to us as you played, and we've all seen your big tits many times before."
Laughing embarrassedly, I pulled my top off and placed it on the wet bar beside the pool table. Allie winked at the other three and worked her bra out from underneath her clothes. "Not fair!" I complained.
"It's not our fault you don't wear underwear," Allie pointed out. "Besides, this was your idea."
"That it was," I agreed as I handed Maggie my pool cue and walked to the bar. I put an extra sway and bounce in my step as I walked. A quick glance revealed that all four of my friends were biting their bottom lip as they watched my breasts bounce and my ass swing.
"No one does 'earthily sexy' as well as Katie," Patty muttered. "Even Raquel Welch in that fur bikini doesn't do sexy as well as Katie does."
"Keep your eyes in your head, you big old dyke," Maggie teased. "She's taken."
"A girl can dream and fantasise," Patty innocently said, making everyone laugh.
I watched and listened to this conversation, knowing it was explicitly aimed at keeping Courtney unaware of the sexual activities the rest of us shared. The teasing, playful comments deflected attention away from stiffened nipples and aroused smelling pussies. I understood now why I hadn't twigged that Patty, Maggie and Allie were intimate with each other. I then compared how Kath and I now acted around each other and realised it was no wonder the others hadn't worked out that she and I were lovers because we acted as naturally with each other as they did.
With this new knowledge, I observed my friends, trying to see any sign of their intimate relationships. The only thing untoward I noticed was that Courtney's nipples were poking her top out at least as much as the nipples on the rest of us poked out ours. Well, except for mine, of course. My breasts were uncovered, and my arousal was plain for all to see.
Maggie and Patty played Courtney and Allie, and Allie lost again. Courtney did the same 'bra out through the sleeve trick that Allie had done, and Allie took her panties off. Then, Courtney and I played Maggie and Patty. My team won, and more bras exited from sleeves. Courtney and I won again, leaving Patty and Maggie pantyless. Because we'd won three in a row, the girls demanded that Courtney and I split. They decided that I should get more wine since I was already down to my last piece of clothing.
I was bent over getting the bottle from the fridge when I felt hands sliding up the backs of my thighs and onto my sexily curved ass. Pretending shock, I jumped, squealed and spun around. I smelled the food as soon as Kath came in the door and knew who it was. Looking at my exposed breasts and rock-hard nipples, Kath grinned. "Are you cold or just happy to see me?"
"The air from the fridge is quite cold," I said teasingly. "However, my love, I'm always happy to see you!" I examined my best friend as we hugged. She wore a mid-length white dress that clung to her slender body, emphasising her small, firm, high breasts, lean stomach and toned hips and legs. I ran my hands down her back and onto her tight ass. "No bra or panties, you tart," I grinned. "Doesn't Foxtel pay you enough to afford them?"
"The lines they create look terrible on the TV," Kath answered primly. "So, my lusciously endowed, tarty friend, why are you topless?"
"We're playing strip pool," I explained.
Kath giggled, "And you're losing badly, obviously."
"Hey," I protested. "I've lost one game!"
Kath held her sides laughing as she realised why I was already mostly naked. "Teach you to go about sans underwear all the time."
The girls, young and old, had heard Kath come in through the door, so they appeared in the kitchen, looking for something to eat. Allie and Courtney must have lost because they were down to their skirt (Allie) and shorts (Courtney). Charmaine and Jennifer wore only towels as they got plates and serving spoons out. Kath and Charmaine shared a look and smile. I happened to be looking at Patty at the time, and I saw her eyes narrow as she picked up that they were close.
I nudged Kath and imperceptibly nodded in Charmaine's direction. Kath clued in on why I'd done that and said, "Charmaine, my director loved your piece on Saya Sakakibara. I'm scheduled to meet her in Surfers next week. I'd like you to do the interview, please. I'll be there to take over if it all goes pear-shaped."
Patty and the older girls looked questioningly at Kath, so she clarified, "Charmaine is a journalism major. Katie introduced us, and after I saw her résumé and uni work, I made her my intern. It's unpaid at the moment. But I think they'll pay her something when she starts working four days a week over the summer uni break."
Courtney, Allie and Maggie nodded understandingly, but I noticed that Patty wasn't having a bar of it. I hoped she'd keep quiet but then realised I was being silly. Of course, she'd stay quiet because she, too, was used to living a life with hidden secrets.
We used the outside table because it was larger and less formal than my two inside ones. Jennifer and Charmain were initially unusually quiet. But as we older girls teased them mercilessly, they came out of their shells and joined in the jocularity. They grew curious as we teased each other about our pool skills, or lack thereof. They looked at each other and nodded.
Jennifer said, "We challenge the reigning table champions, Patty and Maggie. Then, after we've taken their shorts, we challenge the two Ks."
"Two Ks?" Courtney asked.
"Kath and Katie," Charmaine clarified.
After quickly tidying up, we took our wine glasses and returned to the pool room. Patty had already set the table up, so she broke and the game began. True to their word, the youngsters almost 'pantsed' Patty and Maggie. Only a fortuitous double cushion pocketing of their red ball stopped Patty and Maggie from losing with seven of their balls still on the table. If that hadn't happened, they'd have 'lost their pants' as well as an article of clothing for losing the game.
That left the younger girls wearing only their towels and the rest of us, except Kath, in nothing but their skirts or shorts. Kath had only her dress on. The next pair to lose would be the first ones to be naked.
In a close fought game, I managed a difficult cut shot on the black, only barely putting enough side spin on the cue ball to prevent it from going in off the black. The problem was that Kath and I immediately lost the last game to Courtney and Allie, leaving them as the only ones still wearing some modesty.
"Ahh, fuck that!" The typically pithy Patty said as she grabbed Allie's skirt and pulled it down. "Now Courtney, you uptight bitch," Patty pretended to growl. "Are you stripping with or without help?"
"Eek!" Courtney jokingly squeaked in a high-pitched voice. "The dyke wants to see my pussy."
We laughed as Courtney unashamedly dropped her shorts and strutted naked to the pool. She put her wine glass on the pool's edge and jumped in. The rest of us spread our glasses in a line beside Courtney's and leapt in after her. The volleyball net was still up, so we made teams and began playing. Courtney's team had a natural advantage because she was the only one of us athletically inclined, but it was still fun.
I begged off after the second game and got out of the pool. I picked up my glass and got in the hot tub. Courtney joined me moments later. Uncharacteristically, she sat close with our shoulders touching. Usually, she'd carefully keep her body separated from the rest of us. I'd always wondered why, and I was about to find out.
Taking a hefty swig, Courtney emptied her glass. Then she stood, took my glass, and said, "Be back soon." She returned with two full glasses and sat so our shoulders touched again.
Courtney sniffed and then sobbed. "What's up, babe?" I lovingly asked.
"You're all so close and affectionate," she stated. "Even your young charges are comfortable with physical affection from women. Kath was always a little aloof, but after you and she went away for those days, even she's quite physically affectionate now."
"And that bothers you?" I asked, wondering if Courtney was homophobic.
She took another large swallow of wine and sobbed again. I wanted to touch her to reassure her that everything was okay, but I wasn't sure if that would be appreciated. Courtney sniffed again and said, "Do you remember Lilly Petersen, the girls' softball coach at high school?"
I did. Ms Petersen was a severe-looking, tall, angular, mid-thirties teacher. She didn't believe in body grooming, makeup, hair dye, or deodorant. With her hairy legs, arms and armpits, Doc Martens boots and androgynous looks, we all assumed that she was a lesbian.
"She tried to rape me at summer camp during year 10," Courtney shockingly said. "When I refused her advances and threatened to scream, she snarled, 'Deny what you are, if you want, Ms Evans. But we both know you want me to eat your cunt.' Katie, the scary thing was that I did want her to, just not like that, you know? I wanted it to be romantic and loving. Not forced and dirty like she was making it."



"Did she rape you, Courtney?" I asked empathetically. "Is that why you're uncomfortable with us girls showing you and each other affection?"
"No," Courtney said firmly. "She tried to grab me again, but I twisted away and ran from the room. If you remember, I refused to play for the school after that and played for my local senior team."
"Have you spoken to anyone about this before, babe?" I asked, wanting to put my arms around her but knowing I would probably be rejected.
Shaking her head, Courtney said, "No. I never said anything to anyone." She sobbed again. "I wonder how many other girls I could have saved if only I'd been brave enough to put a complaint in."
I thought about that before venturing, "I don't know if there were many to save, babe. It's been more than twenty years, and if she were a rapist and molester, at least one person would have come forward by now. Think about all those historical cases from years and years ago that are coming to light. If Lilly Petersen were a serial molester, one of her victims would have put a police complaint in by now."
"In some ways, that's even worse, Katie," Courtney sobbed. "If it was only me, why did she pick me out? What did I do to make her think I'd be interested in lesbian sex?"
"Maybe because, at that age, you looked similar to her? Tall, skinny, almost no breasts, and little interest in clothes or makeup."
"I filled out some," Courtney self-deprecatingly said.
"You filled out gorgeously," I said, aching to take her in my arms and comfort her.
Courtney sighed and lay her head on my shoulder. "May I ask a very personal question, Katie?"
"Sure," I replied. "As long as you don't mind me not answering."
"What changed for you, babe? You were always beautiful and incredibly sexy, but you kept your light hidden beneath a bushel. Then, about ten months ago, your light suddenly shone brighter than the sun. Now, you exude sexual confidence. Men and women turn to watch you walk by, and you don't even notice. Cocks stiffen, and I'm sure pussies get wet around you, and you walk on unaware they do. So, babe, what changed?"
"When I saw Edgar Fontaine to cure my nicotine addiction, he counselled me, too," I explained carefully, unwilling to admit too much. "Edgar led me to understand that I was a sexual being, and that by hiding that I was, I hurt only myself and my family. Since then, I've chosen to show that side of myself, and trust me, I've had to beat suitors off with a stick ever since."
"So, just like high school, then?" Courtney joked.
We laughed and had to leave our conversation there because everyone else wanted to join us. My tub sits four comfortably and six tightly, but there was no way eight of us could fit. It didn't stop my friends, though, because Kath sat on my lap facing out, and Charmaine sat on Patty's facing her.
Courtney's, Maggie's, Kath's, and Allie's eyes widened in surprise as Charmaine and Patty kissed and hugged. "What?" Patty asked. "Haven't you seen an older woman kissing a teenage girl before?"
"No!" The other five shouted.
They looked at me, and all I did was shrug. "They make a cute couple, don't you think?"
"Rebound sex?" Kath worriedly asked. "Is that fair on you or Ms Charmaine?"
"Charmaine and I have discussed it, Kath," Patty explained. "I've been careful about telling her how I feel and that I, too, am worried about this being a 'rebound relationship'. Having just had my heart broken, I have no desire to hurt Charmaine. We're taking things slowly, but we're enjoying discovering each other."
"Yeah, but so soon after splitting with Billy?" Allie asked, with Kath agreeing.
"Don't I get a say?" Charmaine asked as she turned to face the others. "I saw Patty and instantly felt attracted to her. I know our love might only last until Patty recovers from her heartbreak, but I'm prepared to take that risk."
"The age gap is too much," Maggie fretted. "In ten years, Patty will be close to fifty, and you won't even be thirty yet."
"And in a year, Patty will be forty, and I will not even be twenty yet. So, so what? I've always been attracted to dominant older women, and Ms Patty fits that perfectly."
The girls began to protest, so I quietly said, "It's their choice, ladies. You may not like it, and you can choose to reject Patty and Charmaine by not accepting it, but you will acknowledge their right to make that choice."
"We're not unaccepting," Maggie protested. "We're just worried about them both getting hurt."
"So you'd tell them to reject the chance for happiness together in case they're sad later?" I asked. "What if we're here together in twenty years, celebrating their twentieth wedding anniversary? Would you still say they should never have started?"
"Them breaking up in a few weeks or months is more likely than twenty years together," Kath stated.
"Then why aren't more of us separated or divorced?" I countered. "Patty's, which we all acknowledge was only a marriage of convenience, is the only one broken. The rest of us are happily married. What are the chances of that?"
"Katie's right," Kath acknowledged. "What's that old Lord Tennyson quote? 'Tis better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all'."
We pulled Patty and Charmaine to the tub's middle and surrounded them. Then, we covered them both with hugs and kisses and wished them the best. Once they'd settled back into place, we finished our wines and the girls got out, dried off, dressed and left. Patty, Charmaine and Jennifer went upstairs together after saying goodnight.
I returned to turn the tub and lights off and get the wet towels and my clothes. I re-entered my house and heard knocking on my door. I opened it and found a teary Courtney standing there. "Can we finish our conversation, Katie?" She asked.
"Sure," I said. "Let me put these towels in the washer, and we'll grab a drink and sit and chat."
"I'll help," Courtney offered.
It didn't take long to throw the towels in the washer and turn it on. I tentatively put my arm around Courtney's hip and squeezed her lightly as we walked back to my kitchen. Courtney sobbed and leaned closer, so I guessed I got that right.
I poured two glasses of wine and took her to the lounge. Sitting on the sofa ensured Courtney had plenty of room if she needed to keep her distance. But Courtney sighed deeply, leaned against me and put her head on my shoulder.
"Tell me what's bothering you, babe," I asked.
"I feel that I'm missing out because I can't accept affection from you girls, Katie," she said. "I remember reacting sexually to Ms Petersen's declaration that I wanted her to have sex with me, and I've been terrified that I was a lesbian ever since."
"Have you been closeted all this time, Courtney? I mean, I'm sorry, but given what I recently learned about Patty, I have to ask. Have you secretly been gay all these years?"
"No, or at least, I don't think so. But I get turned on when I see you all naked and kissing and cuddling, so maybe I am."
"I get turned on when we're all naked and kissing and cuddling," I pointed out. "Heck, you and your tall, lush body excite me. Do you think I'm a lesbian?"
"I excite you, Katie?" Courtney wonderingly asked. "You don't think being attracted to women makes me gay?"
"Again, I ask, babe. I'm attracted to some women. Do you think I'm gay?"
Courtney shook her head. "No," she replied. "You're as heterosexual as anyone I know."
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly, hoping I wasn't about to scare her away and ruin a friendship. "You might be surprised," I said quietly.
Courtney disbelievingly asked, "You've had sex with a woman? Women? Who with?"
"No names," I replied. "The ones I've been with have their own story to tell. It's not up to me to tell them for them."
"Patty, right? You've had sex with Patty, right?"
"If you're going to grill me for names, then this conversation is over," I told her firmly. "How would you feel if one of your lovers went around telling everyone you'd had sex with them?"
"Michael fucking Thorpe did that when we were at uni, Katie. Do you remember? And all I did was give that bastard a handjob. He told everyone that we'd fucked and that I was a dud root."
I risked a joke, "Were you a dud because you would have preferred to have been with a woman?"
"Bitch," Courtney said, flicking my nipple.
Ignoring her comment, I returned to her original question and said, "Yeah, I remember. Did you know Ewan, Mike, and Sean confronted him and offered to use him for tackle practice if he didn't stop?"
"No, I didn't," Courtney replied. "Hah, interesting. I began dating Ewan right after that."
"Yeah, until he heard Michael Thorpe bragging about being with you, Ewan was too shy to ask you to go out. He wanted to for ages before he finally did." I wanted to get to the truth about Courtney's sexuality, so I asked, "How is your sex life with Ewan, babe? Is it good? Has it always been good? Do you need to fantasise about someone else, a woman perhaps, to get off?"
"No," Courtney answered. "I don't have to imagine Ewan's a woman to get off. Our sex life has waned some over the last twenty years, but it's still fantastic when we do make love." She stopped before embarrassedly admitting, "I do sometimes fantasise about having sex with a woman. It's, well, weird because my favourite lesbian fantasy is being made to submit by someone resembling Ms Petersen. Is that it, do you think? Was she right? Am I a lesbian?"
"Only you know the answer to that, Courtney," I replied. "But, for what it's worth, I think you might be bisexual, and the only way to be sure is to experiment with someone safe."
"Will you experiment with me, Katie?" Courtney pleaded.
"No," I replied, and Courtney stiffened. "Not because I don't find you attractive. Look at my nipples, and you'll see that I'm turned on by you being pressed against me."
"Why, then?"
"Because that's not what you need," I replied. "You need to become comfortable with showing physical affection to a woman before you try having sex with one. Otherwise, you're likely to freak out and run, hurting yourself and whoever you're with." I thought about how to help her with that and formed a plan. "Give me your phone, babe," I demanded.
Courtney dug it out of her purse, unlocked its screen, and handed it to me. I found her husband's number and called it. He answered quickly with, "Hi, babe.
"Hey, Ewan, it's Katie," I clarified. "Courtney's had too much to drink, so I'm putting her to bed here, okay?"
"Thanks, Katie," Ewan said. "Remind her she needs to phone her mom tomorrow. I'll be out with Mike and Chris playing golf."
"Will do, Ewan," I replied cheerfully. "I'll send Courtney and her headache home in time to do that."
Mystified, Courtney stared at me. "Come on," I said after handing her phone back. "Follow me." I held her hand as we walked up the stairs to my room.
When we got there, I handed her one of my full-length nighties. Then I got out a new toothbrush and sent her to my en suite to prepare for bed. When she exited the bathroom, I went in and did the same. I came out wearing a nightie that matched hers, except mine was dark green to her red. I looked at Courtney and smiled. I'm a little taller than my friend, and although we weigh about the same, I'm much more firmly toned than she is. Plus, my breasts and hips are more prominent. But we looked pretty good in our matching nighties.
Pulling the coverings back, I encouraged Courtney into bed. "I want to lie, cuddling you as we talk about this and that," I informed her. "I will keep my occasional kisses to your lips, cheeks and forehead and my hands to your arms, shoulders and back. I'll stay away from your breasts, ass and pussy.
"I want you to kiss me where you want to. Anywhere you want to, okay? I will not object or complain. Plus, I want you to let your hands roam to wherever you want to touch, and I promise that the most I'll do is moan to show my appreciation. However, Courtney, my love and friend, I will not be offended if all you can do is let me hold you, okay? Tonight is not about us making love or even having sex. No, it's not. Instead, it's about you becoming comfortable with sharing physical intimacy with another woman. Do you understand?"
"Yes," Courtney answered.
She lay like a board--stiff and unbending. I took her hand and smiled before using the remote to turn the lights out. Then I turned on the bedside night light and turned its intensity down until there was just enough light to see, but not enough to see more than a vague outline.
Rolling onto my side, I snuggled my head on her shoulder with my lips close to her neck. I placed my hand across Courtney's stomach, being careful to stay away from her breasts and pussy.
I kissed her neck and whispered, "Sleep well, beautiful."
Courtney lay on her back, stiff and unmoving, until I'd almost drifted off. She suddenly shifted, "Katie?" She whispered.
"Yes, beautiful?" I answered.
"Can we swap positions? Could I lie on you like you're lying on me?"
"Of course," I said, rolling onto my back. "I'll warn you, though. Sometimes, I snore when I'm sleeping on my back. Especially if I've drunk a lot of wine."
"It'll be just like sleeping beside Ewan, then," Courtney giggled.
I smiled, feeling all warm inside. My friend was relaxing and becoming comfortable lying with only two thin pieces of satin between us.
Courtney moved to put her head on my shoulder. I was surprised when she kissed my neck but not when she placed her hand across my body as carefully as I had placed mine. A little while later, I smiled as Courtney lifted her knee and put her thigh across my hips.
She kissed my neck again before sighing and saying, "This is nice. So much softer and smoother than cuddling with Ewan." She kissed my cheek and rubbed hers against mine. "Plus, no chance of stubble rash."
Courtney's pussy was pressed against my hip, and I could feel the heat rising in it. Of course, having my gorgeous friend pressed so intimately against me turned me on, too. But it wasn't the time to do anything about that, and it probably wouldn't be until the next time we shared a bed.
We lay together quietly, and I began drifting off again. I could feel Courtney smiling against my neck, and her occasional soft kiss felt delicious. However, I remained quiescent and kept my hands still other than to take the hand across my body in mine and softly run my thumb over its back. I tried to pour all my love and affection into her in that gentle rub. I hoped Courtney could feel how much I cared for her as I gently stroked her.
Courtney's breathing turned soft, deep and rhythmical. She'd fallen asleep. I smiled, knowing it was a sign that she felt comfortable lying intimately with me. I drifted off to sleep, too.
My usual morning problem woke me. I shifted and realised that I'd rolled onto my side, a sure sign that I'd been snoring. Surprisingly, Courtney had rolled with me, and we were in the typical big spoon/small spoon position, with Courtney as the big spoon. Even more surprising was that Courtney had cupped and was kneading my luscious right breast. I moved to get out of bed, and Courtney mumbled protestingly and pulled me back to spoon.
"I have to pee," I whispered loudly.
"Huh?" Courtney asked, opening her eyes. She froze as she realised what she held in her hand. Then gasping, "Sorry," she released it like it was scalding hot and scuttled across the bed. "Sorry, sorry, sorry," she repeated, turning her back and bursting into tears.
I wondered if I should touch her, but my empathetic nature made me. Touching Courtney's shoulder gently, I said, "Having you hold me so intimately is the best feeling ever, Courtney. To know you trust me so much and care about me so deeply to do that makes me the luckiest woman on this planet."
"You're not angry at me for molesting you?" Courtney asked, still curled in on herself.
"Courtney, honey, you did not molest me. It's impossible to molest the willing."
"You liked me holding your breast like that?" Courtney asked as she straightened out and rolled to look at me.
"Yes," I said simply. "It made me feel loved and cherished. Most of all, it showed me you trusted that I would not take advantage of what you did."
"May I hug you?" She asked tentatively.
"Anytime you want to, babe."
I knew what she meant. All the members of our girl gang, including Courtney, hugged, kissed, and casually groped each other. However, it was affectionate, playful, and not sexual, and our hugs and kisses were never intimately affectionate. Moreover, it was friends showing their friendship with quick hugs, kisses and casual gropes. Courtney wasn't asking for a casual hug and grope. Instead, she asked me to show her affection by lovingly holding her.
I pressed my breasts delicately against Courtney's, wrapped my arms softly around her, and hugged her gently. "I love you, my beautiful friend," I told her, then kissed her lips lightly.
Courtney momentarily froze as my breasts pressed against hers, but she soon relaxed and returned my hug. Then, surprising even herself, I think, she kissed me back. That was enough for today, so I apologetically reminded her that I needed to relieve myself and rolled out of bed to do so.
After taking care of my needs, I quickly showered and returned to my bedroom. To my surprise and delight, Courtney still lay in bed. She held her arms out, asking for another cuddle. I obliged her, of course, and we shared another sweet, delectable hug and kiss.
Curious, I asked, "You know about Patty, right?"
Courtney giggled, "Katie," she said. "Patty, Maggie, and Allie have been intimate since we were teenagers. You, Kath, and I were the only ones who weren't, and you were the only one who didn't know the others were."
"I was so naïve," I admitted. "But, given what happened to you, why aren't you bothered by that?"
"I'm unaffected by others being intimate, Katie," Courtney explained. "I only have problems when a woman wants to be physically intimate with me."
"So," I started, trying to understand. "If Sean wanted to show you affection, you'd be okay with that?"
"Katie, before you snagged him, all of us, including Patty, would have fucked your husband in an instant, hoping he'd choose us to be his wife. But it was all so fitting when he and you announced you were getting married. The prettiest girl in school marrying the most handsome man? They write novels and movies about things like that, Katie."
"But," I continued. "If I'd hugged you the same way..."
"I'd have wigged out," Courtney confirmed. "When I see women exchanging sexually based affection, I have a visceral reaction that I can't control."
"So Patty and Charmaine last night?"
"It's like they were made for each other," Courtney dismissed. "So it's love and not just sex."
"And that makes a difference?" I asked.
"Of course. Come on, Katie. You know the difference between love and sex."
"Then, sometime soon, my dear, you and I will make love, But not until you're ready."
Strangely, Courtney didn't seem fazed by my statement. Instead, she smiled and then sighed. "I guess I'd better get up, shower and go home." She hugged me again. "Last night, sleeping with you felt so good, Katie. Can we please do it again soon?"
"Sure, babe," I replied. "It's another month before Sean and Kristy return, so any time until then, okay?"
I went downstairs to make coffee and a quick breakfast. Courtney ate, thanked me, and left. I hadn't seen any sign of the others, but when I picked up my phone, I noticed that Johnny had sent a text. It read, "I've taken Gina and the girls out for the day. Have fun with Freddy, and I'll see you Monday morning."
I considered Freddy's instructions and looked in my walk-in robe for something that matched them. Turning to the rack that held my summer beachwear, I saw my Oatmeal, crocheted cotton, tie-strap, mini dress. With the 'Oatmeal shaped' holes throughout the dress, I couldn't not wear underwear. If I did, I'd show my puffy nipples and hairless pussy to everyone. So, before pulling the dress on, I put on some white hipster briefs and a solid white strapless bra. Then, I added some white Bravada 2.0 platform shoes and sat on my sofa, waiting for Freddy to arrive.



Freddy arrived at eleven. He knocked on my door and wolf-whistled when I opened it. "Wow, Katie, you look like one of Botticini's angels," he exclaimed.
I preened happily and did a slow pirouette so he could admire me from all sides. Freddy's khaki cargo shorts were severely tented, so I ran my fingers over them. "Is that for me?" I purred.
Freddy nodded and replied, "Yes, but we'll let the anticipation for later tonight grow. Then he took my hand and helped me into his car. Because I had panties on for a change, I purposefully put one foot in and then the other. This allowed me to give my young date a brief flash of my barely covered nirvana.
Freddy got in and drove us to Mick Hanfling Park on Lake Kurwongbah. We got the picnic basket out of the car, found a peaceful spot, and spread our blanket. I prepared our lunch. Freddy had stocked the basket with BBQ chicken, lettuce, tomatoes, mayonnaise, bread rolls, and a bottle of wine, so I happily made a roll for Freddy before making a salad for myself. Freddy popped the sparkling wine and poured us a glass each.
We sat close, drinking and eating as we watched the water skiers flying by and the various couples and families doing similar things to us. A group of seven, around thirty-year-old men, arrived and set up a volleyball net. I surreptitiously admired their leanly muscular bodies as they whooped and hollered when one side or the other won a point.
I smiled as the men overtly ogled me. It was a commentary on the difference between the sexes. Guys, we women ogle equally as avidly as you do, but we do it surreptitiously, and you don't notice. I enjoyed them looking because I knew there was something sensually sexy about a beautiful woman with a hot body wearing a dress that revealed her underwear. To be honest, I revelled in their looks and glances.
After about an hour, Freddy announced that he needed to pee. There was a public urinal about a hundred metres away, so Freddy walked in that direction. As soon as Freddy was inside the urinal, the young men asked me to join their game. I smiled before deprecatingly saying that I sucked at sports.
Their numbers were uneven, with four on one side and three on the other. So, after they'd assured me I'd do just fine, I joined the side with only three. The young men ensured I had fun by purposefully setting the volleyball up for me to hit. Then one of the guys winked at another, and suddenly, the ball was always just out of reach. They'd gone from making it easy for me to making it difficult. Of course, every time I dove for a ball, my short dress rode up and exposed my panty-covered ass and snatch, as well as my toned tummy and belly button ring. Of course, every lunge for the ball made my large double-D breasts bounce delectably.
When Freddy returned, I glanced at him and saw that he was furious. I smiled because I'd done this as a training exercise for him. Noticing that he was angry, I flirted outrageously with the seven muscular young men. Only two wore board shorts. The rest wore skimpy speedos, and stiffened cocks were evident on both sides of the net. The men on my side of that net slowly closed in on me, and every time I moved to strike the ball, my ass, thighs, or breasts rubbed deliciously against their firm bodies and firmer penises.
I waited until Freddy was about to explode before smiling and telling the men I had to return to my boyfriend. They reluctantly let me leave, and I walked to Freddy and sat down. "You should have joined in," I said innocently. "It was so much fun. I've never played volleyball on land before. It's much easier than playing it in my pool."
"I'm sure you and those men's stiff cocks enjoyed every moment," Freddy said through gritted teeth. "Come on, let's go."
"Are you upset with me, Freddy?" I asked archly.
"Not at all," Freddy grated. "I adore taking a woman out and watching her flirt with other men."
"Jealousy only proves your insecurity, Freddy," I patiently explained as my eyes flashed anger. "Or do you think that I'm a promiscuous slut? Careful, Freddy. The rest of today rests on your answer."
"You purposefully flirted with those men to make me jealous," Freddy snarled.
"Yes, I did. So what?" I riposted. "Beware, Freddy, because you seem to think I'm your owned property or some kind of slut that will fuck any guy that shows me attention."
"Why would you want to make me jealous, Katie?" Freddy asked angrily.
I looked around, perplexed because Freddy had gotten onto The Gateway instead of The Bruce Highway. Ignoring his question, I asked, "Where are we going, Freddy?"
"I'm taking you home, Katie. I do not appreciate you ignoring me and flirting with those other guys."
"So, just like that, you give up and storm off sulking," I sneered. "You're right, however. You're not man enough for my inexperienced daughter, let alone me."
"What the fuck do you want from me, Katie?" Freddy yelled. "You want to fuck those guys? Fine. I'll turn around and drop you back at the park, and you can fuck all seven of them at once."
"Flirting is not fucking, Mister Freddy Singleton," I snarled in return. "Do you know what Sean would do in that situation? Do you know what Johnny would do? They'd join the game on my side and show they were better than those men. They'd laugh at their puerile attempts to seduce me and demonstrate they were superior to them. Moreover, Mister Singleton, they'd find my flirting amusing because they knew I was going home with them. So, Freddy, take me home, rack off, and never darken my door again. Tell Johnny whatever you want so he doesn't slap you silly for hurting me because I won't contradict you."
To my surprise, Freddy got off The Gateway at Kingston Smith Drive, drove through The Valley, and onto The Story Bridge. He took the Kangaroo Point exit and took us to The Jazz Club.
Parking his car, Freddy sighed and said, "You're right, Katie. I was jealous and acting stupidly. Please, let's enjoy some jazz and a few drinks, and then we'll walk down to the hotel and have dinner. I'm unused to having a woman who is most men's wet dream as my date. Please forgive me."
"It will get worse," I threatened as I got out of his car.
Secretly, I was amused. I was purposefully winding my young date up to teach him how to be the man for a sexually submissive woman. A sexually submissive woman will instinctively react subserviently to a calm, powerfully dominant personality. It's ingrained in her very nature and the primary reason why I need a continuous firm hand on my ass to keep my course true.
Most of my recent sluttishness can be directly attributed to my husband's regular absences. If his hand had been firmly on my rudder, I wouldn't have diverted into sexual voraciousness because, after my first visit to Edgar Fontaine's clinic, Sean would have recognised I'd changed and forced the reason from me. Heaven help Mister Fontaine if that had happened.
Unfortunately, Freddy had returned to diffidence, so he held my hand shyly and let me drag him into the club. We found a table close to the dance floor and sat. A waiter swung past and took our drink order. Johnny asked for a craft beer, and I ordered my typical glass of Sav Blanc. Because he was hungry, and it was more than three hours before our dinner reservation, Freddy stood to order a bowl of chips with an aioli dressing.
In his absence, a tall, grey-haired, portly, incredibly sexy older man asked me to dance. The man was right in my wheelhouse. Calm, positive, self-confident, and well-spoken. I accepted his proferred hand and let him lead me to the dance floor.
I may have mentioned it before, but Sean and I have learned most dance styles. Sean loved to dance even before I met him, and he delighted in teaching me the traditional female roles. In most dances, the woman did most of the work as the man created the stable framework around which she danced.
Jazz dancing had intrigued me for years, and I'd regularly brought up YouTube videos to learn how to do it. With my new friend, Martin, providing the stable centre, I moved around him. I began with a simple circular Jazz step. In time with the beat, I pushed my right foot to the side and then crossed my left in front of it. After circling Martin twice as he held my hand and turned with me, I shifted to a 'fall change' back-and-forth movement. I repeated that several times before adding the circular Jazz step. I'd step forward, fall and change, step back. Jazz step to the right, repeat the step forward, fall and change, and step back.
Next, I added a pivot step. Instead of facing away from Martin and stepping away and then stepping backwards, I stepped away, pivoted, and stepped towards him. After returning to the first two moves for a rotation, I did what's called a 'chaine turn'. Holding my arms at breast level, I rolled my shoulders in a circle, allowing my upper body and hips to follow. I added a 'knee lift and point to the side' to my third time around my dance partner.
After that, I'd gotten as far as I'd learned to do elegantly, so I repeated those movements until three songs had ended. Then, kissing Martin's cheek, I said I needed to rejoin my boyfriend. Martin held my arm and walked me back to Freddy's and my table. He kissed the back of my hand and said that he hoped I'd let him dance with me again another time, bowed over my hand, and left.
"Having fun?" Freddy asked through gritted teeth.
"Yes," I airily replied. "Want to dance?"
"I can't dance to this." Freddy hissed.
"Why did you bring me here, then?" I innocently asked. "What's the point of taking a woman to a dance club if you can't dance?"
"You're being a bitch!" Freddy snarled.
"Am I?" I queried. "Or are you just jealous because you can't dance with me when others can?"
Another suave-looking older man asked me to dance, and ignoring Freddy, I accepted. This man introduced himself as David and led me through several dances. David wanted to hold me close as we danced the Charleston, and I was happy to oblige. His thick, throbbing member pressed against me as we gyrated around the floor, and I felt my arousal peaking. After another number, I reminded Dave that I was with my boyfriend, and he reluctantly guided me back to my table.
"This is bullshit," Freddy protested. "You're flirting with every man in here."
"No," I disagreed. "I'm only flirting with those who ask me to dance."
"They were both old enough to be your father," Freddy bitched.
"And you're young enough to be my son," I pointed out. "Your point is?"
"I didn't bring you here to dance with other men, Katie," Freddy continued to whinge. "I brought you here because I thought you'd like the music and atmosphere."
"I love the music and atmosphere, Freddy. Dance with me?"
"I told you I can't dance to this," Freddy snarled.
"No problem," I replied, accepting another man's invitation to dance.
I quickly ascertained that this man couldn't dance either. However, that was perfect because it would teach young Mister Freddy Singleton another lesson. Jeff was my current dance partner, and he couldn't seem to find the beat at all, so I pressed my body firmly to his and made him sway in time to the music with me. After two songs, Jeff moved seamlessly with me. Jeff's throbbingly erect cock pulsed against my entrance, adding to my arousal.
"Thanks, Jeff," I said at the end of the second song. "But my boyfriend's head is about to explode, so I'd better return to my table."
"Thank you for making my day, Katie," Jeff replied. "I hope to see you here again." Jeff helped me back to where Freddy sat, then he kissed my cheek and walked away."
"Jeff couldn't dance," I pointed out. "Want to dance, Freddy?"
Freddy was about to refuse angrily, but I interrupted him. "Freddy, I will dance with every man who asks me until you agree to dance with me."
"I don't know how, Katie," Freddy admitted.
I ignored him. "Freddy, FFS, dance with me."
"Fine," Freddy growled. "Katie, would you like to dance?"
"Yes, Freddy," I replied. "I thought you'd never ask, and I'd love to dance with you."
I took his hand and walked to the dance floor. Freddy had no clue, so I moved his left arm until it was bent at ninety degrees, and our hands pointed to the sky. Next, I moved Freddy's right hand onto my ass and pressed my pudenda against his groin. Then, I let the strident beat wash over me and, holding Freddy tightly to me, began moving in time with it.
"Simplest dance in the world, Freddy," I murmured. "Step to the left, bring your feet together and stop. Step forward, bring your feet together and stop. Step to the right, bring your feet together and stop. Step back, bring your feet together and stop. Repeat."
It took three songs, but Freddy finally stopped fighting my lead and moved with me. At the end of the third song, we returned to our seats, and the patrons watching us applauded and congratulated Freddy for learning to move with his partner.
Two songs later, Freddy asked me to dance again, and this time, I added a simple 'walk away, pirouette, and return' to our dance. Freddy learned to stay in the same position and sway his hips in time with my steps as I pirouetted and walked back. We received more applause, and several women asked if Freddy would dance with them. Most of those asking were women older than my mother and were happy to help Freddy learn. By the time we needed to walk to The Story Bridge Hotel and have dinner, Freddy had danced with at least fifteen women of various ages; some were as old as my mother, and some were his age. Freddy was positively glowing as we held hands and walked.
"What did I tell you, Freddy?" I asked as we ambled along the path together. "If the way to a man's heart is through his stomach. Then the way to a woman's heart is through...?"
"Her dancing feet," Freddy completed. "Have you done educating me, Katie?" Freddy asked. "Can we enjoy dinner and go home and make love?"
"It gets worse," I growled, despairing that he'd ever learn.
"Worse, how?" Freddy asked.
I shrugged, "You'll see."
We were a little early for our eight p.m. booking, so the waitress asked if we would wait at the bar until she called us. Freddy went to the urinals, and a tall, wide-shouldered forty-something-year-old man immediately hit on me. Of course, it was a repeat of everything else happening this day.
It wasn't that the men didn't notice Freddy because they did. However, they dismissed him as unimportant because he was so much younger than me. The men approaching me believed that I was either Freddy's mother or older sister and, therefore, available. Of course, some were just assholes who thought so highly of themselves they'd approach Princess Catherine, The Crown Prince's wife.
Today, it seemed that Freddy sulked every time a man came on to me, and I was disappointed in him because he didn't seem to have learned anything from our time together. So, because The Story Bridge Hotel has a live band playing on Sundays and has a small wooden dance floor in front of the band, I accepted the wide-shouldered man's invitation and accompanied him to the dance floor.
The band was playing The Beatles 'Twist and Shout'. It was a song right in my wheelhouse, and I was quickly dancing around my partner, doing the twist and the stroll. My partner couldn't dance to save his life, but that didn't matter because I did enough for the both of us.
Seeing my dancing ability, the band followed Twist and Shout with Ray Charles' version of 'Shake a Tailfeather' from The Blues Brothers movie. Mr Wide-shoulders stood stupefied as I danced around him, doing all the dances from the song. I grinned at Freddy, who had followed the crowd to the dance floor when he saw I wasn't at the bar. Then, as the band played, I did the twist, fly, swim, bird, duck, monkey, watusi, food, mashed potato, boogaloo, bony marony, and then returned to doing the twist.
The band repeated the final verse because the crowd was clapping and cheering. They drew out every step this time, hoping I'd continue dancing. During the second rendition, a few other patrons, trying to imitate what I was doing, joined in with the steps. It was such a hoot that the band repeated the verse for a third time. By the end, probably twenty people were doing their best to follow me through the various dance steps. The notable exceptions were Mr Wide-shoulders and Freddy.
Finishing the last steps, I waved and blew kisses at the band. When I turned to go back to the bar, Mr Wide-shoulders tried to take my arm and guide me back to his table, and of course, Freddy intervened. I moved between the two men to prevent an argument. "I'm here with my boyfriend, Mister," I said. "He doesn't like to dance, and I do, so I let you have one dance. But that's all it was, one dance."
"This child can't be your boyfriend," Mr Wide-shoulders sneered. "You need a real man. Send the boy-toy home to play with his trains and stay with me."
"A real man would know when to politely back away," I sneered back, using the same tone he had.
Fortunately, Mr Wide-shoulders' mates dragged him away before he caused too much trouble.
As we walked to the bar, the waitress from earlier got us and took us to our table. We sat opposite each other, and Freddy either refused to look at me or glared.
"Problem?" I asked.
Freddy snapped, "I leave you for two seconds, and you're flirting with another man!"
"First of all," I replied sweetly. "I was dancing, not flirting. Second, so what if I was flirting? Flirting is not fucking, Mister Singleton. In case you haven't noticed, Mister Singleton, I'm a compulsive flirt. I like being noticed, and I like people lusting and drooling over me. But very few people get anywhere near my charms."
"Very few, Katie?" Freddy sneeringly questioned. "I can name ten without even thinking."
I slapped him as hard as I could. "Take me home," I said icily. Then, I stood. "In fact, forget it. I'll get an Uber."
Freddy took my hand and looked at me shamefacedly. "I apologise, Katie. Please sit down. I'll make this up to you somehow."
I sat. The thing is, I knew how he felt. For all his life, Freddy had been told by his overbearing father that he wasn't good enough, and when he was out with me and I flirted, those feelings of doubt and unworthiness flooded out. When he was with me, Freddy could hear his father telling him that he wasn't good enough for a woman of my calibre, and I confirmed that by flirting with other men. However, my daughter is fast becoming at least as accomplished a flirt as I am, and if Freddy wanted to date her, he'd have to at least figure out how to accept that she flirted. It would be better if he learned to enjoy that she flirted and lost the thought he was unworthy of her. However, that task fell to me, and I wasn't ready to give up on the young man yet.
Our conversation was quite stilted as we calmed down from our altercation. But after I'd politely declined several invitations to dance, Freddy relaxed, and we were able to enjoy our meals. By the time we'd finished, we'd forgiven each other and were talking like lovers again.
Holding hands, we walked up the hill to where Freddy had left the car. After he'd helped me to get in and gotten in himself, Freddy asked, "Where am I taking you, Katie?"
"Have you given up, Freddy?" I asked. "It's too hard, and you don't want to be my man anymore?"
"You've categorically stated that I'm not your man, Katie, so why would I think I was?"
Mimicking President 'W', I joked. "You have misunderestimated me, Freddy. I said that you'll never be my man other than when we're out on dates like this or interacting as lovers. In fact, I have repeatedly told you to act like my man when we're together. So, Mr Singleton, where are you taking me?"
"Home," Freddy stated.



My heart fell because I thought I'd lost him, but I hopefully enquired, "Yours or mine?"
"Mine, of course," Freddy said positively.
I smiled and said I was glad, and we chatted about this and that as he drove.
When we arrived, Freddy was keen to make love immediately, but I needed to address his earlier behaviour. Of course, if he were one of my girls, it would be done by explaining why their behaviour was unacceptable and administering corrections. However, I wasn't training Freddy to be submissive. Freddy needed to learn that if he found my behaviour unacceptable, he needed to calmly and firmly address it and not throw tantrums like a sulky twelve-year-old girl.
Freddy turned me into his arms and kissed me passionately, and the sweet little tingle between my thighs immediately flared, causing my knees and will to weaken. I managed to force him back, though. Then, I made myself say, "Freddy, we need to talk about today."
Freddy kissed me again as his hands wandered over my back and curvy bottom. I managed to pull away and say sternly, "Freddy! We have to talk about today."
"After we've made love, Katie," Freddy replied wantingly.
"There might not be an 'after' unless we talk now," I growled, holding Freddy away.
Freddy sighed and said, "Must we? I've apologised already."
"And yet, even though you admit your behaviour and apologise, you continue to do what you've apologised for."
"What do you want from me, Katie?" Freddy wearily asked. "Please, no more lectures."
With my eyes flashing fire, I growled, "Lose the attitude, buster, or I'm going home."
"Katie, please. What do you want to discuss?"
"How have I told you to act when we're together like this?"
"You've told me to act as your owner. Be powerful and dominant and demonstrate that you're safe with me."
"And does throwing hiss fits every time a man shows me attention do that?"
"No," Freddy freely admitted.
"It makes me have to step up and be the dominant one, Freddy," I explained. "Me, a woman who has joyfully served her man for twenty years, has to become dominant because you're sulking like a child. Do you have any idea how much I hate doing that?" Hoping he'd get the hint, I said, "Did you find my behaviour today acceptable?"
"No, I didn't," Freddy said. "You continually ignored me and danced and flirted with everyone but me."
"And did you calmly and authoritatively tell me that? Did you say that you would take me home and correct my behaviour if I didn't stop? Or did you pout and whine like a bitch?"
"I pouted and whined like a bitch," Freddy admitted.
Throwing everything into the pot and betting on drawing an inside straight, I said, "Now's your chance, Freddy. Make me strip and assume submission position one. Tell me what you didn't find acceptable and why, then correct me."
"The welts you occasionally have, especially the ones early this week. They're correction marks?"
"Yes."
"I don't have a cane."
"You have a belt and hands," I pointed out.
Freddy trembled, tears leaked from his eyes, and he agonisingly whispered, "You're not good enough, and you're not worthy of a woman like her."
"I think you are," I said quietly but firmly. "I chose you to be my lover and man and to help you be who you need to be to attract my daughter. Did I choose unwisely? I think you're worthy to act on my son's and husband's behalf, Freddy. Will you let me down?"
Freddy swallowed twice, and before my eyes, he grew into the man I knew he could be. Freddy straightened up and stood proudly with his head held high and shoulders up and back. He said, "Strip, my darling little slut Katie. Then, kneel, take my belt off, present it to me, and assume submission position one."
I quickly did the tasks that Freddy had assigned me and was soon kneeling naked with my head up, eyes down, shoulders back, and hands palm up on my thighs.
"That's submission position one?" Freddy said amazedly. "Wow, sexy! Assume submission position two, please." I raised myself off my heels, moved my hands behind my head, and pushed my elbows as wide as possible. "Lawd!" He exclaimed. "Submission position three, please."
This position is also presentation position one. I turned to face away from Freddy and moved onto my hands and knees with my left arm crossed before me. Then, resting my forehead on my crossed forearm, I spread my knees, reached between my thighs with my right hand, arched my sexy bottom into the air, spread my pussy lips, and exposed my entrance, slit and clit.
"Fark!" Freddy breathed lustfully. "Every position gets sexier."
Of course, the submissive shouldn't say a word as she's being directed, but Freddy is only new and needs direction so he can learn. I suggested, "Perhaps you'd like to inspect your girl, Sir."
Confused, Freddy asked, "What am I searching for?"
"Hair," I explained. "Depending on your thoughts about pubic hair, a good girl should be hairless from the neck down. If she is not, she needs correcting."
"If I instructed you to grow a 'landing strip' of hair above your clitoris, would that conflict with what Sean and/or Johnny have told you?"
"It would not," I replied.
"You will begin growing one."
"Yes, Sir," I answered.
Freddy knelt behind my voluptuously displayed ass and ran his fingers over my body. He spent an inordinate time 'inspecting' my nipples, clit, slit, entrance, and tiny dark star, but that is his right.
After enjoying inspecting my body over and over again, Freddy stood. "I'm sorry, Katie, but this is all new to me. What should I do next?"
Although I was 'topping from the bottom', I had no choice but to guide Freddy on his journey. "You have yet to correct my behaviour," I explained. "You should do that now."
"Is there a correction position?"
"There are several," I supplied.
"Take correction position one, please, Miss Katie."
Keeping my eyes lowered, I stood, placed my feet about shoulder-width apart, put my hands behind my head and spread my elbows. Having my hands high and elbows wide raised my large breasts and delightfully presented them to Freddy's eyes.
"Wow!" He muttered, touching his tongue to his suddenly dry lips. Freddy picked his belt up from where he dropped it and held it hesitatingly. "I don't know how to proceed," he mumbled.
"Calmly and firmly tell me what I've done wrong, explain what behaviour you expect from me, and assign a punishment suitable for my error."
"Katie, for most of today, even though we were on a date together, you ignored me and danced and flirted with everyone except me. You are mine when we are out together, and I will not tolerate you flirting with others. I believe that correction is due for your indiscretions. What say you?"
I replied, "I agree that I flirted and danced with others, Sir, but you did not tell me I was not allowed to. You know I am an incorrigible flirt, Sir. And if you did not like it, you should have warned me that it was unacceptable."
"I understand your explanation, my girl," Freddy responded. "But you acted inappropriately simply to teach me a lesson. That is not acceptable. You will avoid flirting with others on future dates and concentrate on serving me."
"I understand, Sir, and will obey, but I think you are making an error."
"Explain," Freddy demanded.
"Your insecurity and lack of self-esteem is not my problem. Have I, even once, gone beyond teasing and flirting? Have I ever gone home with another when I'm on a date with my man?"
"You think I should accept your flirtatious behaviour even though I find it distasteful?"
"No," I explained. "I think you need to work on your self-image until you're able to believe you're worthy to date someone of my or my daughter's calibre."
"And how do you suppose I do that?"
"Continue dating me, and I will show you," I replied.
"Expound on that," Freddy requested.
"Five women are regularly sleeping at my place," I stated.
"And?"
"Currently, there is one male."
Perplexed, Freddy repeated, "And?"
"Five women, one male, Freddy," I sighed, amazed by how dense he was being. "Do you think any of us girls are sexually satisfied?"
"What are you suggesting, Katie?" Freddy asked.
"That you practice being dominant with the other women living under my roof."
"Johnny won't mind?"
"Five sexually frustrated women and one man?" I pointed out. "I think that Johnny will pay you to help him out."
At the very least, I could tell that Freddy's cock liked the idea because his cargo shorts were tented severely. "I'll be there for dinner tomorrow night," Freddy stated.
Things drifted because Freddy gave me no more instructions. Eventually, it stretched for too long. "You haven't assigned my correction yet, Sir," I said helpfully.
"Looking back at what has happened today and after your explanation, I am no longer sure you need correcting, Katie," Freddy stated.
"You can still correct me because I continued to flirt even though I knew it bothered you," I almost plaintively said.
Freddy took my hint. "Katie," he said. "I find it unacceptable that you continued with your flirtatious behaviour, even though you know it bothered me. Correction is due to ensure you don't do it again. Three, I think." I met his eyes and then lifted my chin. "Make that five," Freddy said. I lifted my chin again. "Ten, it is."
"To where will you administer them, Sir?" I asked.
"On your buttocks," Freddy stated.
Disappointed, I hinted, "And where else?"
Freddy thought back about what he'd seen, "Five on your breasts and five more on your backside."
"May I suggest that you start on my behind, Sir?"
I'd used reverse psychology there, and Freddy fell neatly into my trap. "No," he stated. "On your breasts first."
Freddy doubled his belt over and showed it to me. Posing, he snapped it twice before saying, "How do I know if I've hit you too hard?"
"I'll yell 'red' if you've gone too far," I explained. "However, I doubt you'll even come close to my pain thresholds."
Freddy struck me across my firm globes, but the strike was so light that I lifted my eyes, looked at him disdainfully and refused to admit he'd even hit me. He hit me in the same place. That strike was also way too light, so I raised my eyes to look at him and lifted my eyebrow. "Is that it?" I asked scornfully.
Forgetting he was supposed to be hitting my breasts, Freddy let go of his belt's end and lashed my curvaceous ass. "One, thank you, Sir." I intoned as I looked over my shoulder, hoping to see a blood-infused welt--I did, and my arousal flared.
"Why is that only one, Katie?" Freddy queried. "I've hit you three times."
"The first two were too light to count," I answered dismissively.
Freddy slashed the belt across my nipples. He hit me so hard that I had to bite my bottom lip to prevent from crying out. "Two, thank you, Sir." I didn't want to say anything, but if Freddy had checked, he'd have found that my arousal was pouring down my inner thighs. Freddy had discovered that sweet spot between dominance and brutality. One was an orgasmic high--the other, nothing but abuse.
Freddy struck my globes three more times in quick succession. "Three, four, and five, thank you, Sir" I intoned.
"Should I switch to your backside now, Katie?" Freddy asked.
"That's up to you, Sir," I answered. "You can forgive my remaining corrections by making me orally serve you."
However, Freddy was having too much fun correcting me. I guess he realised that I'd orally service him sometime soon anyway, so instead, he asked if there was a distinct pose for receiving corrections on your posterior. I showed him several different ones. All of them displayed my firm, sexily curved ass delectably, and he chose the one he appreciated the most. It had me standing with my legs parted and slightly bent and my hands gripping my thighs just above my knees so my arms supported my upper body. I arched my back to prominently present my bottom.
Freddy admired my ass as he stroked it. Then he let his fingers run into my crack and onto my tiny star. Next, Freddy tickled along my perineum before dipping his forefinger into my damp entrance. "I'm not sure the one being corrected should enjoy her correction," Freddy teased as he brought his wet finger to his mouth and tasted my essence.
"And I'm not sure the corrector should finger the pussy of the one being corrected," I joked.
"You're probably correct," Freddy replied with mock sternness. "Katie, I've never used a belt on anyone before, and I'm afraid of hurting you. How do I know how hard to hit you?"
"You decide how hard a strike you think I can take, and then you hit me twice as hard as that," I told him.
"You can't be serious," Freddy gasped.
"Freddy, I've been being corrected since I was a child. Trust me, it takes a lot of force and pain before I'll complain."
Freddy stood back and lashed the belt across my bottom. It certainly stung and left a short-term welt that would last for less than an hour, but it wasn't even close to my pain threshold, so I remained silent.
"Did you forget to count and thank me, Katie?" Freddy asked.
"No," I curtly replied. "When I feel something that I need to count and thank you for, trust me, I will."
I'd succeeded in irritating young Mister Singleton, and he reared back and lashed my firm buttocks with his belt. The belt's tip curled around my hip in a whip-like action, spiking into the skin just above my left hip bone. That strike would leave a gorgeous arrowhead-shaped bruise that would fade to a circular black and yellow one.
"One, thank you, Sir," I almost purred.
Freddy gaped at me disbelievingly when he heard my almost orgasmic response. After waiting to see if I'd shift or wince to indicate pain, he shrugged and whipped his belt across my shapely rear again. The belt didn't snake around my hip this time, but it still left a gorgeous welt that would turn black and take a week to fade.
"Two, thank you, Sir," I intoned quietly.
"You're short a correction on your breasts, Katie," Freddy said firmly. "Turn and present them to me."
I straightened from my bent-over position, turned and pulled my shoulders back, placed my hands behind my head, and pushed my elbows as far back as possible.
"You're saying that you can take a strike across your breasts that is as powerful as the two you have just taken on your ass?"
"There's only one way to find out," I challenged.
"A strike on your nipples will be the most painful, Katie. Are you sure you can handle it?"
"There's only one way to find out," I repeated.
"Cup your breasts and hold them up," Freddy instructed.
I'm unsure if Freddy knew, but doing that lessened the pain for me. When my large, firm breasts hang freely, the skin across them is taut. As such, there's little give in them to absorb something striking them. Cupping them lifted them higher, reducing the tightness of the skin covering them and making them softer and more pliant. However, the important thing was that Freddy felt confident enough in himself and his role to instruct me to do something that would please him, so I did as I was told.
As soon as I had cupped and lifted my breasts, Freddy flashed his belt over them. His strike didn't feel as firm as the ones on my posterior, but it was heavy enough to immediately raise a dark purple welt across both globes. It was the first mark he'd left on my breasts that would fade to a long-lasting bruise, and I couldn't be happier.
Correcting me had both Freddy and me as hot as heck. My arousal poured down my inner thighs, and Freddy's cock was drooling so much precum that his trouser front had soaked through. Eager to receive more instruction, I waited to see what he'd do next. If he wanted to complete my corrections, I'd happily accept that. However, I hoped that he'd act on our joint arousal and get to the making love part of our date.
Freddy, trying to reign in his excitement but almost quivering with desire, said, "Undress me, Katie."
I took hold of the bottom of Freddy's polo shirt and pulled it over his head. Then, I knelt and undid his pants and pulled them down. Freddy's sturdy 6-inch cock strained against his boxer briefs, and I took it in my wanting mouth. I moaned when I tasted his salty precum and felt his cock throb through his Jockeys.
"Fuuuuccck!" Freddy groaned as he ripped his briefs down and grabbed his throbbing member. Gripping tightly, Freddy jerked himself three times before unloading onto my face. His urgent need was made clear by the amount of cum he anointed my face with. My entire face, from my hairline and above to my neck, got covered with Freddy's thick goo.
Freddy held his partially deflated cock in his hand and used it to spread his cum over my face and lips and into my eyes. "Open," he commanded, and I parted my lips to allow his cock into my eager mouth. Letting him pump into my mouth as I lashed his shaft and glans with my talented tongue, soon had Freddy rigidly erect again. He moaned, "Sooo goooood!" and pulled out. Gripping his tool again, Freddy blasted cum over my neck, collarbones, and breasts. The amount of ball juice he still had for me was incredible, and it quickly ran down between my globes and off my nipples.
Staggering across and collapsing onto his sofa, Freddy gripped his still hard cock and idly stroked it. Then, he instructed, "Slut Katie, use your fingers to wipe my cum from your face and tits and feed it into your mouth."
Well, readers, now we were talking! Doing it as eagerly and sexily as I could, I gathered every drop of nut milk I could feel from my face, neck and breasts and erotically fed it into my pouty-lipped mouth. Every time I swallowed, I closed my eyes and smiled as if his juice was the sweetest nectar I'd ever tasted, and by the time I'd finished, Freddy was rock-hard and ready to go again.
He stood and tried to lift me onto my feet, but I resisted. "Stand, Katie, please," he instructed.
"You must complete my correction before taking me to bed and making love," I advised him.
"That makes sense," Freddy admitted. "But I do not know how, or do you mean I have to administer the last two strikes you're owed?"
"You could do that, too, Sir," I explained. "But you need to advise me that correction was warranted and given, and now it is forgiven and forgotten, and that it will only be re-raised if I repeat the behaviour."
"Oh," he replied. "That, too, makes sense." He thought about what had transpired that day and said, "Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, although I now realise that my behaviour caused some of yours, I still do not find it acceptable that you purposefully wound me up just to teach me a lesson. However, corrections were due and have been given. You are now forgiven for your actions, and the issues dealt with here will not be raised again unless I see a repeat of that behaviour."
"Thank you for correcting me, Sir," I said contritely. "This girl is sorry that her behaviour made you do so." Then I grinningly teased, "And if Sir refrains from acting like a petulant school girl, his girl will not act the same way again."
"I can still put you over my knee and spank you!" Freddy threatened.
Batting my eyes coquettishly, I breathily said, "Oh, Sir, please. Would you? Please?"
Laughing, Freddy took me to bed and made love to me. It was nothing short of divine! Freddy made love to me powerfully and dominantly. Using his fingers, mouth and hands, Freddy gave me so many orgasms that, in the end, I had to plead that he stopped because my clit had become overly sensitive. In return, I let Freddy take me in my sweet little pussy, my eagerly sucking and swirling mouth, and my tight ass. I believe Freddy was thankful when I begged him to stop because he hadn't pushed his cock into me for at least an hour beforehand.
When he woke me the following morning, we made love again, and then I made him breakfast. I didn't dress until after I'd washed the dishes. Freddy regretfully watched me putting my clothes on and said, "It's such a shame that I have to go to work, my darling Katie. I'd rather spend the day in bed with you."



"How do you get that wish, Mr Rick?" I impishly asked.
"Hmm, let me think," Freddy mused. "I have a wedding shoot to do on Saturday and a twenty-first to photograph on Sunday, so those days are out."
"Maybe you could take next Monday off," I offered.
"That would work," Freddy mused. "My booked photoshoot on Sunday is a twenty-first birthday lunch, so I'll be done by three O'clock. I'll come straight to yours, and we'll have an early dinner somewhere. Then we'll go to mine and spend until Monday evening in bed, getting out only to use the facilities and eat."
"Sounds like you have a plan, Mister Singleton," I said as I followed Freddy to his car and got in. "Do I write it in my diary now?"
"I'll check that Johnny doesn't have any other plans for you, and it's past time I spoke with your husband, but I don't think either will object to me taking you out." Freddy mused as he drove me home. "However, I will confirm what we're doing by Wednesday."
Freddy got to my place with enough time for me to do another 'slut walk of shame' into the house. This time, it was even worse because Freddy's semen leaking from me had soaked through my white underwear and had even dampened the back of my short dress. To further add to my 'disgraced' look, I hadn't washed my face or repaired my makeup, and I carried my sneakers as if I hadn't had time to put them on as my 'now reluctant lover' hurried me out the door.
Freddy kissed me lovingly at my front door, opened it and patted my bum familiarly as I walked through it. "I'll see you tonight, Katie," he said before closing the door.
As I expected, Johnny, Gina, Patty and my girls sat at the breakfast bar waiting for me to come home. The comments came thick and fast, but I thought the funniest by far was Patty's "If you were Charmaine or Jennifer returning home, I'd call you 'young, dumb, and full of cum'. But since you're not young, or dumb, I'll just point out that you're so full of cum it's leaking out of you from both ends and leave it at that." Of course, I instinctively wiped my lips even though I knew I hadn't sucked Freddy off this morning, which made everyone laugh even harder.
Jennifer asked if I'd eaten, and when I said that I had, she cleaned up and put everything away. Seconds later, everyone was out the door, leaving just Patty and me.
"Want to share a shower?" Patty asked hopefully.
"You just want to play with my pussy again," I teased.
"Well, yes," Patty admitted unashamedly. "But that's because it's such a sweet pussy that I can't get enough of it." Then she blushed. "I've had more sex since moving in with you than I have in the last twenty years living with Billie."
"You weren't sexually active when you and Billy shared a home?"
"I haven't had a steady girlfriend since uni, Katie. Even then, I was careful about where and when I'd be seen with her. Billy was so tied up with ensuring that his inheritance was safe that he discouraged me from seeking lovers. If it weren't for Maggie and Allie, I'd have gone completely stir crazy."
"So, my love," I said as my anger towards Billy rose. "You were in a controlling, manipulative, loveless marriage with a man even though you were both gay? I can see what Mister Billy Bennett got from that, but what, my love, did you get? No physical affection, that's for sure. What about emotional support, intimacy, and closeness?"
Patty defended Billy, "Billy and I were close, Katie," she explained. "We didn't make love or have sex, but we cuddled and hugged each other and supported the other when they were down. Other than the lack of sex, our marriage was pretty idyllic."
"I wonder what has suddenly changed to make Billy stop caring about his inheritance."
"Mason told me that he had given Billy an ultimatum. Commit to him, or he was out of there. Billy decided to commit."
"Yeah, I guess I understand," I told her. "I'm just angry that he hurt you. I am somewhat surprised, though, because you guys hid it so well that I don't think any of the guys know you're both gay."
"Oh, I think your husband and Chris at least suspected Billy was. But, like you, they just didn't care. He was my husband, and that was enough for all of you to accept him."
We were in the shower, softly cleaning each other by now. I smiled, contrasting how it currently felt being pressed intimately close to Patty versus what it felt like doing the same with Freddy. Patty is lean and angular, and you could even argue that she is quite masculine in her appearance. Well, you could, all the way up to when you exposed her sexily upturned nipples and tiny, heavily hooded clit. But she's incredibly soft and smooth to cuddle against. In contrast, Freddy is a man's man--hairy, muscular, and tough.
Thinking of her petite clit hidden beneath the largest hood I'd ever seen ignited my libido, and I sunk to my knees. Then, grabbing her tight, round ass, I pulled her sweet pussy onto my mouth. I sucked her hood and clit into my mouth and lightly bit it. When Patty moaned, I placed my hand so I could pull her clitoral hood off her love button and laved it with my tongue. Patty groaned as she ground her pussy against my lips. Then, suddenly, she shuddered and climaxed, her pussy swamping my questing mouth with her tangy pussy juices.
We got out of the shower, dried off and got into bed. We made love several times before I finally dressed and opened my office.
Sean had sent through a list of trade exchanges he wanted me to make, so I made those and then checked my other mail. There was only one message, but it asked for something I couldn't do. I replied that I had forwarded their request to Sean and then did precisely that, along with a note saying I didn't know how to handle it.
The phone rang twice as I sat, working on my project. They were both general enquiries seeking information about our services. The first caller apologised for misunderstanding what we did and hung up immediately, but the second wanted to make an appointment to discuss investing through us. He said Eugenie Matson had recommended our business and that he should talk to me. I demurred, saying he'd be better to wait until Sean returned home, but he insisted on making an appointment with me. I made it for Wednesday morning and hoped Mrs Matson wasn't 'pimping me out'.
Patty brought lunch to the office at midday, and we sat and chatted, drank coffee, and ate. Patty and I had always been good friends, and her temporarily moving in with me only brought us closer. I'd be saddened when she returned to work because I was really enjoying having a close female friend with whom I could share my day. Kath and I shared a similar friendship at high school and when she was at uni, but since her career took off, our times together have been limited. I understand why that has happened, and I don't resent her success; it's just that I miss our daily chats and get-togethers.
Patty stayed with me until I closed the office at two. Then she quickly changed, and we went to get a drink at our local club. The club had a pool table, so we played a few frames while enjoying our drinks. A couple of the older guys there made half-hearted attempts to pick us up, but they took a smiled 'no' graciously and left us alone.
We returned home after a second glass, and I began dinner. I told Johnny, Gina and my girls that Freddy was coming for dinner. Charmaine and Jennifer rolled their eyes and pretended to yawn as if bored. I hid my grin because I hoped the changes I'd engineered in Freddy over the last few weeks would be apparent and would impress them. Johnny winked at me over Gina's head as she joined the 'bored yawn'.
I'd put some seasoned, homemade potato wedges in the oven and was preparing the chicken wings to go in next. My baked wings are made from a simple recipe of flour mixed with a dry rub of paprika, garlic powder, salt and pepper. I placed the wings on baking paper and separated them with small dobs of butter. The butter melting would help keep the chicken meat tender and help the skin to crispen.
Patty helped by making a fresh garden salad. I joked, "Check us out! We look like a couple of old dykes living in domestic bliss."
"Call yourself old, bitch," Patty said with mock severity. "They say you're only as old as the woman you're feeling, and I'm feeling a teenager."
"Not this morning, you weren't," I teased.
"That was you feeling me," Patty airily responded. "It doesn't count."
"Then, I wonder whose tongue was stuffed so far up my cu... pussy I thought it would come out my mouth?"
"Say 'cunt', Katie," Patty demanded before laughing.
Jennifer and Charmaine had entered the kitchen as Patty made her demand, and they joined in. Then they, too, stopped before saying 'that word' because they knew I'd take them upstairs to correct their language.
"Can't any of you say 'cunt'?" Patty teased. "Has big, mean old Mrs Kaitlyn Muggleton told you that you're not allowed to?"
Trying to be haughty and failing abysmally, Jennifer said, "We can say it if we're prepared to pay the price. It's just that we're not prepared to pay the price."
"Good old-fashioned physical discipline," Patty continued teasing. "I've been quite a fan of that for most of my life."
"You have been?" Charmaine doubtfully asked.
"Oh, yes," Patty assured her before grinning wickedly. "I love physical discipline because being spanked makes my pussy so wet!"
"Hold her down, girls," I laughingly demanded. "Let's test her statement!"
"You wouldn't dare!" Patty gasped, beginning to back away.
"We would," Gina stated, coming up behind Patty and enveloping Patty's slender body in her arms.
We quickly had Patty bent over the breakfast bar and her shorts around her ankles. We left her the modesty provided by her boy-cut panties and took turns spanking her perfectly rounded bottom. It was hilarious because Patty protested but didn't once try to struggle out of our grip. In the end, her arousal became apparent when she soaked through her dark pink panties. When we let her up, she grabbed Charmaine's hand and ran upstairs with her.
"That was interesting," Gina said. "Did you know Patty liked being spanked, Momma?"
"Goodness, babe," I replied. "Until ten days ago, I didn't even know Patty was a lesbian, so what the heck would I know?"
Johnny came inside and walked over to us. He hugged and kissed Gina before doing the same with me and Jennifer. "What time is Freddy getting here?" He asked.
"In time for dinner," I shrugged.
"Come with me," Johnny demanded, taking my hand and guiding me upstairs. I followed him to my bedroom, my usual submissive half-step behind. Johnny took me in his strong arms when we got there. "James phoned Dad again today," he informed me. "He asked if you could come to his place for dinner on Friday night and stay the night. Dad says he's okay with it but emphasises that it is yours and my decision."
"It sounds like your father no longer cares if I screw around on him," I said fearfully and a little tearfully. "I think I preferred it when I had to sneak around behind his back. At least then, I knew he loved me."
"I think Dad carries several guilts, Mom," Johnny explained. "The first is that even though he knew you desperately wanted to go with him, he took Kristy instead, and to make it worse, he's fucking her. The second is all the slutting around he did on you when he travelled before. The third is that travelling with Kristy and making love with her most nights is too much like what he did with what's her face, his secretary."
"Amanda," I filled in.
"Yeah, her," Freddy grinned. "Such a sallow-faced bitch that it's easy to forget her vapid mush."
"So, you think that he does care? Would it be better if I stopped and became like I was before Mr Edgar damned Fontaine?"
"Can you, my little Mommie slut?" Johnny asked as he fingered my suddenly sweltering pussy. "Can you stop being my darling little cock sucking Mommie slut who loves taking my stiff cock in all her slut holes?"
"No, probably not," I admitted as I bent over and offered Johnny my pussy. I was hotter than Patty appeared to be earlier. Johnny took me rough and hard, and after I climaxed, I quickly spun and accepted his gift down my throat. "I'd better get back and check dinner," I regretfully said as I tucked my son's cock away.
"Gina will take care of it," Johnny said absently. "Strip and show me the gifts Freddy bestowed on you."
I removed my clinging top and short skirt and proudly stood in correction position one so Johnny could inspect me. He admired the welts across my breasts and bottom, and when he saw the vicious arrowhead mark above my hip socket, he exclaimed proudly. "That must have stung!"
"It did," I admitted. "But I was so horny by then that I hardly noticed it."
"Is what you're doing working, Mom?" Johnny asked concernedly. "Will he ever escape from the pall his parents cast over him?"
"He should be here by now," I replied. "Let's go have dinner, and you can see if there have been any changes."
I took my emerald green skater dress out and put it on. Then, I took Johnny's hand and followed him back to my kitchen. Gina had taken over cooking as Johnny had predicted and was taking dinner out of the oven as we arrived.
Freddy held a beer and happily and confidently told amusing stories about some of his photoshoots while the others drank wine and listened. Patty and Charmaine had returned and sat with Freddy and the others. Patty glanced my way and blushed guiltily. Charmaine held Patty's hand and giggled at her discomfort.
I moved into the group as Johnny kissed Gina before getting a beer from the fridge. Then, waiting until Patty's attention was elsewhere, I pinched her recently spanked bum.
"Bitch!" Patty exclaimed as she winced and jumped away from me.
"Pussy!" I riposted and flicked my skirt up to expose my welted bottom.
"Oh, wow, Momma!" Gina and Jennifer exclaimed enviously. "Who gave you those?" Jennifer awedly asked.
"The same person who gave me these," I giggled as I leaned over to show the girls the welts across my breasts.
Four pairs of eyes turned to Johnny, but he held his hands up and said, "Don't look at me. Mom's been nothing but a good girl for me."
The eyes turned to Freddy. "You?" Jennifer disbelievingly asked.
"Katie and I discussed her behaviour during our date, and we agreed that she had been discourteous to me. Corrections were warranted and delivered, and the results of those corrections are clear for you to see."
"Momma misbehaved, and you, you Freddy, corrected her?" Jennifer asked disbelievingly so Freddy could clarify.
"Yes, he did," I giggled. "And quite deliciously, too, I must add."
"You let Freddy discipline you, Momma?" Jennifer asked, still disbelieving what Freddy and I had said.
"I told Mister Rick Singleton that if he wants to take me on dates, he has to act as my man, and if he does not, I'm not interested," I explained. "Yesterday, although we disagreed on the reasons why, I did act quite brattily, and Rick needed to address my behaviour."
"Rick Singleton?" Charmaine asked.
"Freddy is a child's name," I explained. "Freddy has started to move beyond that, and he deserves a name more suitable to his new stature."
"Frederick, so, Rick instead of Fred or Freddy. Yeah, that works," Patty mused. "The little interaction I've had with the new Freddy indicates he's close to deserving that name."
"Thank you, Doctor Bennett," Freddy said as he took Patty's hand and bowed over it.
"Smooth," Gina admitted. Then she spoke to everyone, "Come on ladies, Johnny and new gentleman, Mister Rick, let's get dinner before it goes cold."
Dinner was eaten at my dining room table because it was a bit thundery outside with rain threatening and lightning strikes. Everyone enjoyed their meals as they teased and joked with the others at the table. However, Johnny, Patty, and I exchanged knowing looks as Gina, Jennifer, and Charmaine eyed Freddy speculatively. It was plain that the three younger women found Freddy's newfound calmness and confidence sexually attractive.
Later, when Johnny excused himself to use the downstairs bathroom, I picked up my wine glass and followed him as if I were getting another drink. When he exited the bathroom, I explained that I was uncomfortable with taking a man other than him and his father to my marital bed and asked for advice.
Johnny thought as he watched the others around the table. "I wonder," he mused. "I know Charmaine enjoys cock occasionally, but is Doctor Bennett exclusively gay, or does she swing the other way occasionally, too?"
I thought through everything that Patty had confided to me and then remembered her saying, 'Dick can be fun. It's the useless piece of man meat the dick's attached to that's the problem'. "I think she does enjoy having a cock up her sometimes," I said. "She's not attracted to men, though."
"Then, follow Charmaine and Patty to Patty's bed, bring Freddy and Jennifer with you, and let whatever happens, happen."
Disappointed, I asked, "You're not coming to bed with me?"
"No, Mom," Johnny replied. "I know we're putting a lot on you, but Gina and I have had so little time alone together that we're really enjoying having some. I'll spend all day Thursday with you, if you want?"
That sounded good to me, so we rejoined the frivolities around the table. Somewhere around midnight, Johnny announced that he and Gina were going to bed and left. The others looked at me speculatively, so I shrugged and said, "Patty, Charmaine, do you want some company in your bed?"
"Yes!" Charmaine immediately agreed despite Patty looking less comfortable with the idea.
"I'm keen," Jennifer stated.
"Of course, you are, you little slut," Charmaine joked before turning to Freddy. "What about you, Mr Rick? Ever been alone in bed with four women before?"
"No," Freddy replied eagerly, earning frowns from the others. I could see my girls were reconsidering their invitation to Freddy. Momentarily, they'd seen him as 'Rick', but his almost childish eagerness swiftly re-established him as Freddy, their favourite 'brother from another mother'.
To reset their thinking, I demanded, "Show these women you are my man, Mister Rick."
"Of course, my darling Katie," Freddy said urbanely. "Little Miss Katie, strip and kneel before me." He was so powerfully dominant and urbanely controlled that I was instantly naked and on my knees before him. He looked calmly at Patty and suggested, "Doctor Bennett, why don't you taste my little slut's cunt as she sucks my cock?"
Patty didn't answer, but she slid off her chair, lay on her back and moved between my thighs. Before I could extricate Freddy's cock from his trousers, Patty's lips latched around my entrance, and her tongue delved into me.
"Charmaine," Freddy smoothly continued. "I know you and Doctor Bennett are lovers, but Patty looks otherwise occupied. However, Jennifer's pussy is clearly gushing. Why don't you help her with that?"
Charmaine began doing as Freddy had instructed before she even realised she was. Then, shrugging, she pulled Jennifer's panties off and pushed her voluptuous thighs apart. Charmaine's tongue joined Patty's in being shoved into a willing woman's pussy.
Now that he had established his dominance, Freddy suggested, "Let's take this to bed. Patty, will you please show us the way?"
"Can I have him first?" Jennifer pleadingly whispered as we walked up the stairs. "I swear I will explode into flames if he doesn't douse the fire in my pussy. I have no idea what you're doing to him, Momma, but please, keep doing it, and I might have to fight Kristy for him."
"Sure," I giggled, amused by the desire evident in Jennifer's voice. "I'll jump Patty when we go through the door. That will attract Charmaine and leave you with Mister Rick Singleton."



I have to say that Mister Rick Singleton dished up an erotic masterpiece that night. He started with Jennifer as planned, and he ploughed her firmly and masterfully. Not cumming even once, Freddy fucked Jennifer in positions too numerous to count until she gurgled happily, and passed out. I was kneeling between Charmaine's slender thighs, licking her sweet young pussy, when Freddy moved up behind me. But before he could shove his thick, sturdy cock into my dripping nether regions, Patty, surprising all of us, including possibly herself, pushed him on his back, swung her leg over Freddy's groin facing his feet, and slid onto his throbbing pole.
"Don't fucking talk to me, and don't fucking touch me," Patty growled in her typically pithy manner. "When you hear and feel me orgasm on your fuck stick, you may cum in my cunt. Cum in me before then, and I'll rip your fucking balls off."
Freddy grabbed the sheets on either side of himself and clung on for dear life as Patty bounced vigorously up and down on his shaft. Patty closed her eyes and concentrated fiercely on the sensations Freddy's throbbing cock caused inside her pussy. She rode him almost brutally for close to ten minutes before squealing as a bone-rattling climax tore through her.
Lost and a little confused, Freddy decided the safest option was not to cum inside his doctor. However, when Patty demanded that he did, Freddy lost control and splashed his seed into her.
"Fark, that feels good, Rick," Patty groaned and then slid off him. Then she grabbed Charmaine's hair and dragged her onto her pussy. "Clean me, my little slut," she demanded, mashing Charmaine's face against her vagina.
Once Charmaine had cleaned her, Patty asked her if she'd like to try Mister Rick's cock. Charmaine shyly admitted that she would, and Freddy took her into her arms. Compared to how he'd previously fucked me and how he'd fucked Jennifer and Patty that night, Freddy was gentleness personified as he made love to Charmaine. It took him close to twenty minutes to bring Charmaine to a shuddering orgasm. He tried to pull out of her, but Charmaine, too, insisted he fill her with his seed. After Freddy rolled off her, Patty lowered her head onto her young lover's pussy, and Charmaine smiled happily.
Jennifer was working on making Freddy hard again when I suggested they go to her room. They did, and Patty, Charmaine, and I cuddled and kissed until we fell asleep.
Delicious sensations in my pussy woke me the next day. I was on my back, and Charmaine lay between my voluptuously spread thighs, lapping at my sopping entrance. She smiled joyfully up at me and said, "You didn't get any last night, Momma, so I thought I'd make you feel good this morning."
"That does feel good, baby," I purred as I stretched, luxuriating in the feelings Charmaine elicited from my juicy pussy.
Charmaine slid two fingers inside me and curled them back. Finding the rough area behind my pubic bone that defined my G-spot, Charmaine twirled her fingers over it and swirled her tongue over and around my clit. I enjoyed a soft but satisfying orgasm before pulling my young friend around so we could '69'. I smiled as I tasted Freddy as well as Charmaine's sweet excretions. We shared another soft orgasm before moving to cuddle. I'd shifted Charmaine until we were on our sides, and her bum was in my groin. Holding the beautiful, sylph-like woman close, I ran my right hand up and down her torso, revelling in her small, firm breasts and the tiny, rock-hard nipples adorning them.
"I've missed sleeping with you nearly every night, little one," I told her softly as I ran my hand over her slender, toned stomach and down to her sweetly engorged love button. I fingered her button gently as I kissed along her neck and shoulders.
"I know, Momma," Charmaine purred, gently thrusting her pussy against my exploring fingers. "But Patty needs me more." She writhed gently against my fingers before plaintively saying, "Momma?"
"Yes, baby?" I responded.
"Sometimes, when Patty is feeling aggressive, she likes to trib our cu... pussies together with her on top."
"Tribbing is the same as scissoring, right?" I asked.
"Pretty much, Momma," Charmaine explained. "But scissoring more often means having your legs entwined with your lover's like scissor blades as you grind against each other, whilst tribbing means rubbing your clits and vulvas together in any way that feels good."
"Okay, I understand," I replied. "So, Patty likes to be on top when you two do that?"
"Yes, Momma. But, when Patty is feeling butch, and we're tribbing, she likes to wee on me after she's cum."
I thought it was a little weird but strangely erotic. However, I couldn't deny the sudden arousal flare I felt when I heard Charmaine describe what Patty did. "And you don't like it?" I asked. If she didn't, I would suggest she tell Patty and demand she stop. However, that wasn't what my young lover meant.
"No, Momma. Oh, heck. I don't know if I mean no or yes. What I mean is that I do like it. In fact, it makes me feel incredibly submissive and delightfully subjugated. I'm just worried about what it means that I like being peed on. Am I some kind of freak or something?"
"I think this is one of those 'whatever feels good for you' moments, Charmaine," I told her as I slid my middle finger inside her. "I've never tried water sports, but I have to admit that I find the thought of weeing as you rub your pussy against your lover's one sounds pervertedly exciting."
"So, I'm not a freak for enjoying it?"
I shook my head, "Well, not unless I'm one, too."
"Cool," Charmaine sighed. Then she shuddered and moaned, "Pinch my nipple, Momma, please. I'm about to cum."
I shoved my middle finger deep into Charmaine's pussy before pulling it back far enough to scrape my nail over her G-spot. Simultaneously, I pinched Charmaine's rock-hard nipple and demanded, "Come for your Momma, little one."
Charmaine cried out, "I love you, Momma!" and climaxed on my fingers.
"I love you, too, baby," I whispered as we drifted back to sleep.
I woke again when Charmaine's phone told her it was time to get ready for her uni class. I blinked a few times, trying to ease the sharp pain in my tired eyes. 'Get some darned sleep tonight, Muppet!' I told myself. 'You're no longer a teenager able to simultaneously burn the candle at both ends.'
Charmaine and I shared a hurried shower, and she dressed and was out the door. I'd walked to my room to dress before I thought to wonder about Patty's absence. After dressing, I went to the kitchen to make coffee. I found a note propped against a pre-prepared Acai bowl. It read, "Hey Gorgeous, I can no longer hide away from work because things are piling up there that need my attention. I'm only doing a half-day, though, so I'll see you around three." It was signed "Patty Cakes".
A little sad and lonely, I opened my office and looked to see if I had any tasks. I made the suggested changes that Sean had sent through and was surprised at how quickly and easily I could make and follow them now. I understood almost immediately why my husband wanted those changes made, which amazed me further. I looked through a randomly selected assortment of our client's portfolios, using that new knowledge to see if I could predict what changes Sean would have me make next. Although I didn't make any, I noted which ones I'd change so I could compare them to Sean's instructions.
With nothing much to do, I began working on my project. I had all month to get it done, and I'd already gathered my data, done my analysis, and written my projections. Writing my summary justifying my predictions and sending them in were the only things I had left to do. The project's purpose wasn't for me to be right, although I knew I was; it was to explain and defend my predictions logically. Even if my predictions were wildly speculative and fanciful, it wouldn't matter so long as I could justify them logically.
The office door opening took my attention away from my screen. Turning to see who had come in, I smiled. "Hello, Mister Squire," I said happily.
"Mrs Muggleton," James nodded. Then, smiling, he added, "I must admit that I'm disappointed you're not bent over vacuuming with your gorgeous bottom pointed in my direction. However, I'm certain the material on my trouser front appreciates that you're not!"
"You know, Mister Squire?" I answered with mock severity before giggling coquettishly. "Compliments will get you absolutely everywhere!" James grinned at me. "Would you like tea?" I asked.
"I hoped you'd ask, Katie," James charmingly said as he sat on the sofa.
For me, I'd dressed quite conservatively today. However, my skirt clung tightly to my firm, curvy ass, and I swayed it seductively as I walked behind the partition to make a pot of tea. When I returned carrying a tray with everything needed to make tea, I inwardly smiled at James' severely tented trouser front. Momentarily letting my eyes drop to where his cock strained, I said, "It looks like your trouser front is not quite so appreciative anymore."
"You, and only you, have that effect on me, Katie," James unembarrassedly replied. "Erections are rare at my age." I sat with my knee against his thigh as I poured his cup of tea and added a squeeze of lemon and a dash of milk. As I handed him the cup, I leaned forward so he could peer down my top at my unfettered globes. James smiled as he tasted his tea. "You remembered," he smiled.
"Of course I did," I smiled back. "Suave, handsome, well-spoken men rarely come to my office and charm me so convincingly."
"But they do come?" James teased.
"Of course they do," I smugly replied. "You're here now. Would you like a biscuit?" I asked, looking for an excuse to bend over in front of him. "I have some delightful Griffins Gingernuts from New Zealand. I don't know if you've had them before, but they're twice as nice as the Australian-made ones."
"You've talked me into it, Katie," James said smoothly. "However, you must not do the 'I'm on a diet' rubbish that women often do and have one with me."
"Oh, if you insist!" I theatrically protested. "But I'll need to spend an extra month on the stationary bike to take the weight back off my bottom!" James chuckled as I stood. Then, I gathered the spoons and stepped toward the sink before 'accidentally' dropping one. "I'm such a klutz," I muttered. Keeping my legs straight, I bent over and picked up the spoon. After reaching it and standing, I looked back over my shoulder. As I hoped, James' eyes were glued to my sexy ass. Shaking it seductively, I walked to the sink, dropped the spoons in it, reached into the cupboard above, and brought down a packet of gingernut biscuits.
There was an opened packet in a plastic box beside the water urn, but doing what I did allowed me to turn side on to James. Then, when I stretched to get the biscuits, my top pulled out of my skirt and exposed my taut tummy. Plus, being side on meant James got to admire my large, swelling breast mounds.
"I like your belly button ring," James said as I sat, opened the package and offered him a biscuit.
I leaned back and pulled my top up to expose my rhinestone belly button ring. It joined a silver chain with beaded crystals that circled my waist. The rhinestone fitted perfectly inside my belly button. "I like it, too," I smiled. "I think it's understatedly sexy, don't you?"
"I think everything about you is sexy, Katie," James admitted. "Your beautiful face, dark brown eyes and olive skin. Your long, toned legs and curvy body. All of you is gorgeous and as sexy as heck. Plus, you have a melodic voice and a sweet disposition that hides a steel-trap mind and razor-sharp wit." He sighed. "I only wish you'd met Annie because I think you and she would have hit it off like peas and carrots."
"I think you're right, James," I said, moving so that my thigh sat along his. I turned my upper body to face him and rested my full, unfettered breasts against his arm. "I would have loved to meet her. I don't suppose you have a picture, do you?"
"Yes, I do," James said as he leant into me, enjoying the feel of my heavy breasts on his arm. He pulled out his wallet and took out a photo. It was only in black and white, but the woman it showed was stunningly gorgeous. Annie was naked, with her knees pulled up in front of a rack that looked at least as impressive as mine. Her feet were slightly to one side and covered her bare pussy, leaving nothing exposed. I immediately decided I'd get Johnny to do a similar one of me posing like that for his and his father's benefit.
"Wow, James," I said breathlessly. "She is beautiful!"
"That was taken on our first wedding anniversary," James tearily said. "I've kept the negative and made new pictures every time one wears out ever since. Of course, I've scanned it to my computer now, and I merely reprint a copy when needed."
"How old was Annie when you took that photo?" I asked.
"Eighteen," he unashamedly said. "I was twenty-one."
"I'm sure you have others even more sexy than these," I stated coquettishly, my sweet little pussy throbbing a little as I imagined viewing them.
"I do," James admitted. "And if you'll come to dinner at my place on Friday, I will share some with you."
"What time would you like me there?" I asked.
"I'll send my driver to pick you up at six-thirty, Mrs Katie. I'd like you to stay the night, please. So bring an overnight bag and a change of clothes. We'll have breakfast, and then my driver will take you home."
"I can drive," I pointed out, worried about being stuck at James' place without any way to get home.
"At some stage, Mrs Muggleton, you must begin trusting me. I mean you no harm, and I promise that nothing will happen on Friday night that you won't enjoy immensely. So, please, stop fretting and relax. Your fear of me is disappointing and unsettling."
"You saw in the papers and the news what happened the last time I was taken to another's house, didn't you, James?" I haughtily replied. "So, please be more understanding of my fear and reluctance."
"I understand, Katie," James answered. "I truly do. Perhaps one day, you will trust me with the complete version of that story. However, I promise to allow your husband to shoot me himself if any harm comes to you in my presence, regardless of who perpetrates it on you. I assured Sean that you would be safe and well looked after when you're with me. Sean trusts me. Can't you?"
"I do, James," I replied. "But sometimes my fear overrides my common sense."
"Understandable, my dear Katie," James smoothed.
Our conversation moved to generalities and banalities after that. The sexual tension between us continued to grow, but neither of us acted on our desires. Eventually, I realised that James was gently guiding our discussion and my thinking to the various stock portfolios my husband's consultancy firm controlled and about which I was now learning.
James didn't ask for any information about our customers and instead asked about their volume and the mix between high, medium, and low-risk stocks. He wasn't interested in details but was encouraging me to understand why Sean had divided the capital as he had. I was receiving invaluable training from an experienced, highly successful stockbroker without fully comprehending that I was. However, when my curiosity spiked later that day, I looked at the earlier changes I'd made and understood why they needed changing. Plus, I could envisage the future adjustments necessary to generate the best possible return. Thinking fondly of him, I sent a quiet thanks in James' direction.
James stayed with me until I said I needed lunch. I hoped he'd ask me to get some with him and was disappointed when he said he needed to go. However, I hadn't expected to go out for lunch, so I'd made a chicken salad to put in the office fridge. I got it out and ate as I brought up a story I was avidly reading. The story was called 'Arlene and Jeff' and contained many storylines that imitated my life. Even though science fiction isn't usually my cup of tea, I was thoroughly enjoying RoustWriter's story.
Patty arrived with coffee a little after three, so I closed the office and accompanied her inside. "Someone called Penelope Squire called today," she said levelly, handing me a takeaway cup and sitting on my lounge.
"Oh," I blushed. "I guess that I should have warned you."
"No need," Patty answered. "I've actually met Ms Penelope Squire before. We're acquaintances rather than friends, but I think we may become more than mere friends."
"She asked about joining your practice, then?" I asked.
"Yes," Patty acknowledged, remaining a little frosty. "Coincidentally, she mentioned a new office block opening on Cambridge Terrace that has ground-floor offices large enough to accommodate a five-doctor medical centre with room to add another doctor later, if need insists."
"Umm, that's good... I hope," I said hesitantly.
"Yes," Patty continued in that same frosty tone. "It seems that Ms Penelope Squire's father has bought the entire complex, and he's offered to finance my fifth and the fifth shares of the other doctors if needed."
"Patty, that's good, isn't it?" I said hopefully, scared she was angry with me.
"Good?" Patty squealed as she leapt onto my lap and covered my face with kisses. "It's fanfuckingtastic, Katey! I can use the money from the house sale to purchase all new equipment! We'll have the most modern medical practice in the whole Wynnum/Manly area. More! I can rent the offices on either side of ours and employ specialists. Then, my practice can send our patients to our own specialists and get them seen much earlier than otherwise!"
Patty kept plastering kisses over my face as she mauled my breasts and enthusiastically expounded her plan for a multi-level medical practice that would cover all aspects of her patients' health. I understood probably less than half of what she told me, but I didn't have to. All I had to do was nod and say, "Oh?" or "Really?" or "How would that work?" in all the right places. There's a hint for there, boys. Stop offering advice and trying to 'fix' your woman's problems when she talks to you. Instead, listen intently and say one of the above three when appropriate. Plus, you can include "I told you that bitch was crazy!' if she's complaining about a work colleague.
Charmaine came home about an hour later, and Patty grabbed her hand before running upstairs with her.
Jennifer, who had come home with Charmaine, amusedly drawled, "I take it that Doctor Bennett is a little excited about something?" and sat beside me.
"Yes," I confirmed, putting my arm around her. "It seems that a life-long dream is about to come true for her."
"Cool," Jennifer said. She knew I'd say that Patty's story was hers to tell, so there was no point in asking me for details.
I smiled and got out my phone. Five minutes later, I'd contacted every member of our girl gang and booked us a table at Alchemy to celebrate. Even Kath said she'd get one of the other hosts to stand in for her on her show and be there for Patty. The only partners who would miss were Sean and Billy (of course). I called Freddy, and he said he'd be happy to attend. Johnny, Gina and my girls would come, too.
Patty and Charmaine came back down around an hour later, looking dishevelled and a little worse for wear. I told them we were going out to celebrate and sent them to shower and change.
When we got to Alchemy Restaurant and Bar, Patty was curious about why our entire gang and their husbands were there. I waited until everyone was there and had sat and said, "Patty has an announcement to make."
She described today's events and was overwhelmed by their show of support and care. "There's still a lot of work to do to get this off the ground," she said. "We have to work out costs and profit sharing before incorporating our practice. It'll be close to a year before everything's ready, but with Katie's friend, James Squire, underwriting the set-up costs, we'll hit the ground running when we open."



Patty asked if she could sleep with me when we got home later that night. After we'd undressed and gotten into bed, she held me and kissed me softly, "Thank you, my love," she said. "Doing this for me is the most amazing thing anyone's ever done."
"Me?" I asked confusedly. "All I did was tell James to tell his daughter to call you."
"You didn't ask Mister Squire to help me out?"
"Not really," I admitted. "All I said was that you needed another doctor, but your clinic wasn't big enough to accommodate another medical practitioner."
"I wasn't actually at work today," Patty admitted guiltily.
"I figured that out," I replied. "I'm guessing you were with James, Penelope, and yours and their lawyers working out how to set up your new business."
"That I was, babe," Patty said. "But James spent all day talking you up, which is why I assumed you'd asked him. James said you told him that I needed new premises to fit a fifth doctor in, and when he explained that his daughter wanted to join a private practice, you suggested he arrange one large enough to accommodate all of us."
"Mr James is overstating my contribution, babe," I told her honestly. "All I did was suggest he got Penelope to call you when he said she wanted out of the P.A. Hospital."
"But that's you to a 'T', Kaitlyn," Patty said. "You put two and two together, suggest the right thing to the right person, and magic happens."
"You're piling it deep, babe," I told her sleepily. "You, James, and Penelope put this together yourselves. My contribution was only incidental."
"Maybe," Patty admitted. "But without it, none of this would be happening."
"Okay, I'm a genius," I told her wearily. "Now shut up, kiss me and let me sleep."
Patty's soft giggle followed me into sleep.
Patty and I shared a shower the next morning. "I really do have to go into work today," she sighed. "These new premises are exciting, but there's going to be a shitload of work before we move into there. Somehow, we have to equip the new offices, keep our current equipment functional, buy furnishings, redo our stationary entirely, and keep our patients happy and move them to our new premises in a region that hates change." Then she glared at me with mock severity. "Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, you know how I thanked you yesterday? Well, today, fuck you for dropping all this bullshit on me!"
"Hey!" I protested. "All I did was tell James to get his daughter to call you. You all did the rest to yourselves!"
Grinning, Patty admitted, "Well, okay. Maybe we did. But, Katie, seriously, thank you from the bottom of my heart."
I squeezed Patty's bum familiarly and said, "You're welcome, babe. But, I repeat, I only told James to get Penelope to call you."
"You didn't think he'd work out what he needed to do to get his daughter into a medical practice with one of your friends? I looked him up, Katie. James is higher on Australia's rich list than Bryce and Eugenie. In fact, he's one of the top fifteen richest men in Australia."
"I did not know that!" I protested. "He's just a sweet older man who comes into the office and drinks tea with me. Sure, he wants to get into my panties, but, as you well know, babe, most men do."
"You didn't know because you didn't care, Katie. And that's why we all love you. James is polite, cultured, well-spoken and well-behaved, and that's enough for you to give him your friendship. I'd bet any money that James wouldn't have a bar of you if you'd been anything other than what you were when he first spoke to you--unaware and disinterested that he's one of Australia's wealthiest men."
I smiled when we got to the kitchen because my girls had left two fruit bowls for Patty's and my breakfast. The coffee pot was full, and on the warmer, so we poured coffee, got our bowls, sat at the breakfast bar and ate.
After the daily routine of opening the office, I checked my various emails. In my private email, a few messages from readers asked about my (this) story. They'd finished the last posted chapter and hoped for a preview of what was next. I answered without giving anything away. Then, at about ten a.m., my computer dinged, saying I had a new message. It was from Kristy, so I moved to the computer at the front counter. Because I faced out, anyone walking in couldn't see the screen.
I opened the message and watched my husband's recording of our daughter riding his magnificent cock 'reverse cowgirl'. Slipping my hand up my skirt, I fingered my pussy as I waited for Kristy to spin around and accept her father's gift. This time, however, Sean closed in on where his cock entered our daughter and recorded his grunts as he filled her tight pussy with cum. The clip ended with Kristy holding her ass cheeks apart, pushing her father's seed from her fluttering pussy and letting it drip onto his wilted cock.
"Love you, Mom/babe," they said together before turning off the camera.
My days were a little barren from there because not much happened except daily living. I'd have the occasional thing to do when I first opened the office. Sometimes, the phone would ring, and rarely, someone would enter the office. The only walk-in had misunderstood our sign and was looking for finance rather than wanting to invest. Most of the callers were trying to sell me something, and I didn't feel competent enough to help the two who weren't, so I noted what they wanted and emailed it to Sean.
The only thing of interest was Mr Tom Middleton coming in for the appointment he'd booked last week. He seemed pretty happy with my advice and what Muggleton Consultancy offered but didn't commit any funds. He left after making another appointment for a time when Sean would be home. I had the distinct opinion that he'd only come in to size me up. That was confirmed when Eugenie phoned me later in the day and asked what I thought of him. I answered that he seemed like a nice guy and wouldn't let her draw me into further discussion about whether I thought he was attractive.
Johnny had taken a photography booking for Thursday. Therefore, he had to cancel our planned day together, but Freddy dropped in to say hello instead. He said he had a date with Jennifer on Friday and asked if I minded. I told him that, of course, I didn't. I think he hoped I'd be jealous, but that would never happen.
That brings us to Friday and the weekend. On Friday, I had my second date with Mr James Squire and an invitation to stay the night. Then, on Saturday, I had Mum's mysterious command to be at her place for dinner.
I had no idea what to wear to James' place. I would have had some clue if we were going out, but James hadn't indicated if I should dress formally or casually. Mentally shrugging, I decided to try for something in between. I put on a matching lacy bra and panty set and got out my square-neck, cinched-waist, short-sleeved, fluorescent green mini dress. It reveals large expanses of my décolletage and barely covers my sexily curved ass. I thought it was decent enough not to scream 'available' but showed an appropriate amount of sexuality. I wore the same white sneakers I'd worn on Sunday.
James' driver arrived at 6.30 as he had promised. Uncommonly, I was already home alone by that time. Johnny and Gina had gone on a double date with Freddy and Jennifer, and Patty had taken Charmaine to see the first round of the 'Women's Big Bash' cricket competition.
I had a small bag with everything I needed for an overnight stay, including another dress to wear to breakfast on Saturday. Jimmy, the same driver as the previous week, took my bag and put it in the boot before opening my door and helping me to sit. He kept his eyes averted, but he wouldn't have seen anything even if he had looked. If I'd done a 'Britney Spears-type beaver flash', my father would have peeled the skin off my backside and nailed it to his garage wall.
When I get into a car, I face outward, and holding my dress hem, I sit my pretty bottom on the car's seat. Then, keeping my knees and ankles tightly together and holding onto my hem, I simultaneously swing both feet into the car. Getting out, I repeat that procedure in reverse.
Jimmy helped me out of the car, got my bag, and led me into James' home. He placed the bag at the bottom of the stairs before saying he'd put it in the room I was staying in when I had chosen which one. That surprised me because I thought James expected me to sleep with him. Then, I smiled warmly when I realised that James would let our night together develop naturally, and if that led me to his bed, that was good but not expected.
I smiled even more warmly when I learned who the deep, baritone voice singing Frank Sinatra songs in the kitchen belonged to. I followed the voice into the kitchen and delightedly watched James dancing and singing as he cooked up a storm.
James spun in his dance and saw me leaning against the entranceway, smiling. "Dance with me, my darling Katie," he requested, waving his sauce-covered spoon around in time with his song.
"Gladly, as soon as you put the spoon down," I grinned. Then I saw his tomato sauce-spattered apron and added, "And taken off your apron."
"Jimmy, turn up the music and take over in here," James requested. "The beautiful lady needs a handsome dance partner."
"Then why am I taking over the cooking?" Jimmy joked.
The men shared a loving kiss as they passed, which shocked me. The kiss seemed to go way beyond 'good friends intimate' and leapt completely over Employer/employee friendly.
James pushed his kitchen table aside, and we slowly waltzed around the room. James was impressed, and when the song changed to a faster one, he changed to foxtrot, jive and finally an East Coast bop. The East Coast bop was the only dance I struggled to follow James through. In fact, I didn't even know the dance's name until the song finished and James told me.
James held my arm and walked with me to the dining room. Holding my chair so I could sit, he kissed my cheek and said, "Be right back."
He entered the kitchen, and Jimmy came out holding a bottle of Argiano Brunello di Montalcino 2017 red wine and three glasses. Putting a splash in my glass for me to taste, Jimmy checked that I was happy before pouring three full glasses.
Jimmy sat opposite me before saying, "James is finishing the spaghetti and will be in shortly."
He introduced himself as James' cook, driver, housemaid, and home handyman, but only a blind woman couldn't see that he was way more than that. However, although I was curious, it wasn't mine to question or judge, so I let Jimmy guide the conversation. I asked insightful questions in the correct places and only put my thoughts in when there was a gap in the conversation.
Jimmy and I had only just gotten beyond superficiality when James entered carrying a big bowl of spaghetti sauce. Jimmy stood and rushed into the kitchen before returning with a steaming bowl of spaghetti pasta. He placed that beside the sauce before hurrying back to get plates and cutlery.
"I got so involved with getting to know you, Mrs Katie, that I forgot to set the table," he said apologetically.
He didn't need me to comment because he already felt bad enough, so I smiled and sipped my wine.
James dished me a heaped plate of spaghetti pasta covered with meat sauce before serving Jimmy and himself. Then he refreshed Jimmy's and my glasses and offered a toast. "Here's to the most beautiful woman we've had gracing our home since my beloved Annie passed."
"Here, here," Jimmy agreed.
I had way more food on my plate than I could possibly eat, but I knew James hated 'I'm on a diet' women, so I ate as much as I could. James and Jimmy exchanged happy glances as I managed all but the last few forkfuls.
"Second course coming up," Jimmy joked as he cleared the table.
I kidded, "If you try to feed me another bite, I swear I'm doing my best Mr Creosote impression."
"It's only wafer thin," Jimmy kidded as he left the room.
"We can't have you exploding everywhere now, can we, my darling Katie?" James smiled. Politely waiting until Jimmy had left the room, he asked. "What do you think of my man, Jimmy?"
I considered my answer before stating only the obvious. "He's much younger than you."
"Which tells me nothing whilst answering politely. Now come on, Mrs Katie. You must have some opinion on my relationship with Jimmy, surely?"
I shook my head, "I don't think my opinion matters," I replied. "The only thing that matters is that you're both happy with what you have together."
"Would you be shocked or surprised if I said that Jimmy and I have been intimate since his eighteenth birthday?"
"I would stick with believing it's none of my business and that my opinion doesn't matter," I replied. I knew that James was leading me to a revelation he thought would shock me and maybe cause me to storm out, but I was happy for him to arrive at that revelation when he was ready.
"If I said that Jimmy was also intimate with my darling Annie, could we remain friends?"
"Of course," I replied emphatically. "My friendship with you is dependent on how you treat me, my family and friends, nothing else. What you and your wife do in your own home has nothing to do with me unless it involves rape or paedophilia."
"One final question before we enjoy the rest of the evening, please, my darling Katie."
"Sure," I answered firmly. "But, you seem uncertain you should reveal these things to me. I like you and hope we will become firm friends and even lovers, so please, do not feel you must share your secret with me."
"Well said, my love," James smiled. "But, certainly by most modern sensibilities, my secret is quite heinous."
I instantly understood and should have seen the resemblance immediately. "Jimmy's your son," I stated, knowing I was right.
"Yes, he is," James admitted as tears surged. "Shall I order you a car to take you home?"
I was shocked, and I'll admit that, but I suddenly understood why I'd immediately felt so close to the handsome older man when he first visited my office--I'd seen a bit of myself and my father in him. But, even though the above flashed through my mind, my mouth was already forming the words I knew I wanted to say. "Of course not!" I firmly stated. "Your relationship with your son is clearly consensual, and it's blatantly obvious you love each other, so why on earth would I care if you're intimate?"
I thought for a moment. "The kiss was a test, was it not? So was casually mentioning that your daughter is gay. If I had freaked out at the former, we would have had dinner, and you would have suggested I go home. And if I'd done so at the latter, I would not have been invited."
"Observant and insightful, just like Mom," Jimmy said as he returned to the table, refreshed our glasses and sat. Then he tentatively took my hand. "You're so much like my mother, Katie," he said tearily. "You look nothing like her, but in your heart and soul, you and her are sisters cut from the same cloth. Please, my dear Katie, stay with us tonight, and if you cannot make love to us together, perhaps you'll allow us to visit your room separately."
"You'll have to help me dance that meal off before I can even consider your offer," I joked. "Seriously guys, if I had eaten even 'a wafer' more, Mr Creosote would have looked like an amateur compared to me."
"Sounds good to me," James agreed, and we returned to the kitchen.
I guess the kitchen table and the island bench were in our way, but I trusted my two dance partners, and we danced around the room without encountering either item. Both Squire men were excellent dancers, with Jimmy being better at the more modern dance moves like 'running man', 'the lawnmower', 'water sprinkler', 'the robot', and 'T-step', and James being better at the more traditional waltzes, foxtrots, etc. However, they were great rock and roll and disco dancers, which are dances I'm also accomplished at.
I was dancing a traditional swing with James when he tossed me in the air, and when I spread my thighs to accept him between them, he held my bottom tightly to him and kissed me passionately. It was only our second truly intimate kiss, and I poured my heart and soul into it.
Despite his diminutive stature, James easily held me in the air as we kissed. Then, as our kiss morphed and extended into a full-on passionate snog, Jimmy moved up behind me and pressed his thick, rampantly erect cock into my ass cleft. Jimmy's hands moved onto my breasts, and he caressed my aching nipples as he ground his cock against me. Him doing that, pressed my entrance against his father's equally stiff member, and I received a preview of what would happen later that night.
"Take me to bed, boys," I breathily gasped. "It's no longer my stomach that's threatening to explode."
Father and son held my hands as they raced me up the stairs to the master bedroom. When they got me there, they lovingly undressed me as their hands and lips roamed all over me. They had me hot! I was hotter than the noonday sun blazing into a hothouse in the middle of a desert. Naked and pressed between their firmly erect cocks, I couldn't move as they explored my luscious body. "Please," I mewled, dying to hold and suck their rampantly erect penises.
Jimmy stepped back and swiftly disrobed before turning me to face him and letting James do the same thing. They quickly pressed against me again, and I had a cock throbbing against both of my love holes. I thought they'd take me like that--standing in the middle of James' bedroom, but they moved me to the bed.
They'd let me go, so I slid off the bed and knelt. Then I grabbed their cocks and pulled them close. I tried to fit both cocks in my mouth, but they were too big, and no matter what I did, I couldn't fit them both. Resigning myself to sucking them alternately, I did my best to bring James and Jimmy to fruition simultaneously.
I had them close, but my lovers had different ideas. James demanded that I, "Climb on the bed and watch, Katie". Then James held his son tenderly and kissed him passionately. Next, he took Jimmy's cock in his hand and masturbated it. Jimmy quickly returned the favour, and my two lovers kissed as they worked each other's cock.
I'd never watched two men getting it on together before, and I will say that it didn't do much for me. I mean, clinically, it was interesting because I'd never witnessed it before, but it didn't excite me sexually. Fortunately, James and Jimmy recognised their act wasn't turning me on and returned their attention to me.
We formed a daisy chain with James' thick cock in my mouth and his son's mouth on my pussy. James sucking Jimmy off, completed the chain. Next, the men rolled me onto my side, and James attacked my front as Jimmy prepared my ass. James kissed and suckled my breasts as Jimmy kissed along my spine and into my ass cleft. Then, holding my leg in the air, James tongued my clit, slit and entrance as Jimmy swirled his warm, wet tongue over my tiny dark star.
James caressed my breasts as he worked two fingers into my swelteringly hot pussy, and Jimmy forced his wet thumb through my knot. I had the traditional 'two in the pink and one in the stink' done non-traditionally by two men. Next, James worked his plus-sized cock into my pussy and then rolled onto his back, bringing me to the top. I shifted to my hands and knees and felt Jimmy moving up behind me. At first, he contented himself with tonguing my ass and occasionally licking my juices off his father's balls. But he quickly aimed his cock at my dark star and slowly pushed into me.
Having two cocks in me simultaneously was still a new and wild experience, and I climaxed almost as soon as Jimmy had fully penetrated me. My lovers fucked me to two more orgasms before Jimmy pulled out. I was amazed to see that neither man had cum. Jimmy used the en suite to clean his penis before rejoining us in bed. He knelt beside his father's head and offered his sturdy cock to my lips. I eagerly turned my head and gobbled him down." Jimmy rewarded me with a pleasant mouthful moments later.



Surprisingly, Jimmy didn't soften at all, and he encouraged me to turn and remount his father. I expected James' cock to press against my chocolate ring, but it slid back into my pussy. Then James grabbed my knees and pulled them back and wide apart.
"Lie back on your hands, my darling Katie," he told me.
I did as he'd asked, and Jimmy moved up between my legs, holding his cock. I wondered what he was doing because, in this position, his cock wouldn't reach my mouth nor go in my bottom. But then I felt his cock's head press against my pussy lips.
'There's no way that fits in there!" I thought. But after sliding away twice, Jimmy got the angle right, and, to my amazement, his cock slid inside me, resting beside his father's.
Having two cocks inside my pussy for the first time completely blew my mind. I couldn't believe they'd fit, let alone feel so naughtily erotic. Then, with their big balls and thick, rigid cocks sliding across each other's, the Squire men fucked me into oblivion. An unimaginable time later, I squealed as a final orgasm shattered my mind, and I finally felt both cocks swelling, lengthening and spurting their delicious man goo inside me.
Jimmy slid out of me and left the room. Then, James rolled me onto my side and held me while we slept. Twice more before morning, I felt James stroking into me before filling my pussy with his seed. I was in awe of the Squire men's ability to remain rigid even after filling me with their cum many times.
In the morning, James and I made soft, passionate love. To be honest, the previous night was an experience that I was glad I'd had, but watching two men getting it on as they ignored me, or having one sucking or fucking one man as the other man licked or fucked me, did little for my libido. I was happy that I'd experienced it, especially with someone as wonderful as James, but I didn't want to experience it again. However, that morning, James made love to me so passionately and delightfully that I hoped he'd like to invite me to stay again.
After his climax, James and I kissed, cuddled and chatted. I felt incredibly loving towards James, and I could well imagine being his wife and experiencing this daily. We lay together for a good part of the morning before we reluctantly got out of bed. We shared a shower, exchanging more kisses and cuddles, and then we dressed and went to the kitchen for breakfast.
Jimmy made a traditional cooked breakfast of eggs, bacon, toast and hot coffee. We sat at the kitchen table and ate. Conversation was a little stilted because no one wanted to talk about the previous night. Eventually, James urbanely said, "Watching two men making love does nothing for you, does it, Katie?"
"It was interesting at first because I'd never seen anyone do that before, but I found it boring, really," I admitted.
"You weren't the centre of attention," James pointed out, and I realised that was precisely the problem.
"You're right," I admitted. "I'm one red-hot chicky babe, and I'm always the one that everyone wants to fuck. Men, women, it makes no difference, both are equally attracted to me, and they want to fuck me. When you two made love to each other, I was sidelined and felt unappreciated."
Then James nearly exploded my head because he fearfully said, "I suppose this means you don't want to return, and our friendship will be only a business one from now on?"
I nearly cried but suddenly felt incredibly relieved and burst out laughing. "James, my dear, dear friend," I said when I recovered. "I was terrified that I'd blown our friendship because you thought I couldn't accept your incestuous homosexual relationship with your son. That couldn't be further from the truth. I'm glad you have a close, loving relationship in your life.
"I feel warm and happy when I'm with you, James, and I hope you'll let our friendship thrive and develop. Jimmy, if you're willing, I'd like to make love with you the next time you invite me over. But just you and me, okay? Or, you and me and another woman. I'm sorry, but two guys and one girl do nothing to get my motors running."
"You seemed to like two cocks inside you, though, Katie," Jimmy stated.
"That was the first time I've had two cocks inside my pussy," I confessed. "And you're right, that part was awesome, so maybe you'd like to do that to me again?"
"You don't care that my son and I are incestuous, Katie?" James asked curiously.
I knew confessing my home situation would relieve James' and Jimmy's anxiousness and cement our relationship, so I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly before saying, "Should it? I'm incestuous with my mother, father, son and daughter, and I've had incestuous sex with my sisters. Should I judge you because you have something similar?"
"Just like Mom," Jimmy said tearily. "Mom didn't mind that Dad and I made love, but she didn't find it exciting either."
I smiled, "Which reminds me, James. You promised to show me some photos of Annie."
James turned to Jimmy and said, "Get the special folder."
Jimmy smiled before racing off to get it. We sat at the table, and I admired the many pictures James had of his wife. Some featured only Annie dressed modestly, but others were erotic masterpieces. James obviously enjoyed sharing his wife because he had dozens of pictures of Annie sucking or riding cocks and many more of her making love to other men. He had close-ups of her cum covered face or cum drooling ass and/or pussy. Others were of Annie with cocks in her mouth, ass, pussy, and both hands. Still more were of her making love to her son.
By the time we reached the last page, I was a dripping mess sitting at their table. James and Jimmy looked at each other and nodded. Next moment, I was naked and on my back on the table. James had his face buried in my soaking pussy as Jimmy thrust forcefully into my mouth.
After I orgasmed for the first time, Jimmy lay on his back on the table and encouraged me to ride him. We established a fast rhythm until I felt James climbing onto the table behind me. I assumed he'd take my ass, but he knelt before doing anything to prepare me. I was about to object when James positioned the head of his cock against where his son's shaft entered my pussy. Then he pushed firmly forward, and his cock slid into my surprised vagina (can a vagina be surprised? I mean, I was surprised when his cock joined his son's inside me).
I'd thoroughly enjoyed being double penetrated in my pussy last night, and having it done this way was equally as exciting. James and Jimmy pulled back before thrusting firmly back in, and with my pussy so full, every movement slid part of a cock across my G-spot. What made it even better was that when they pushed in, it pulled the skin above my entrance down and exposed my thick clit. Then, Jimmy's hairy pelvis rubbed against it at the end of his stroke. These twin, delectable sensations sent me careening through a series of almost mind-breaking climaxes. But, as they seemed wont to do, the Squire men refused to cum inside me until I nearly passed out.
Deciding to beg, I pleaded, "Please, boys, I can't take anymore. Fill this slut with cum, I beg of you."
That did it, and with twin roars, James and Jimmy blasted my vulva with their cum. They filled me with so much that it immediately leaked back out around their thrusting cocks. With my pussy sucking and squelching as they stroked in and out, the sounds were obscene but somehow erotically exciting.
James and Jimmy slowed and then stopped before James got off me and helped me back to the shower. Both Squire men joined me, and I rewarded them by kneeling and sucking them off. I happily allowed them to cum on my face before their cocks finally wilted.
After we'd cleaned up, James and Jimmy left me so I could dry my hair and do my makeup. I reviewed the previous night and was amazed by their stamina. James had to be sixty-something, which made his son forty-something, so it didn't add up. I checked the medicine cabinet and grinned when I saw the twin bottles of Viagra, one for each of them.
'That means the Squire boys can keep up with even a voracious Mommie slut like you,' I giggled to myself as I put the bottles away.
The pale yellow sundress I'd worn to breakfast had a massive wet stain from where I'd leaked whilst perusing Annie's photos. Fortunately, Annie's blow drier was still in the basin drawer, and I could dry it off. The stain remained but was no longer as prominent now that my dress was dry.
Jimmy waited for me in the kitchen, ready to take me home. He opened the front door, and James kissed me fondly and promised to visit and have tea sometime during the week. On my way home, I suddenly thought, 'Oh no! I've added yet another lover without asking for Johnny's or Sean's permission!' I briefly considered not telling Johnny, but after chastising Gina for wanting to lie by omission, I knew I had to.
I returned to a mostly empty house with only Patty and Charmaine home. It was close to midday, and they were in my hot tub, drinking wine. I stepped through the door, dropped my clothes, and joined them in the tub.
Patty asked, "Good night?" archly as Charmaine tittered.
"Not as good as yours if your pussy juice matted hair is any indication," I replied dryly.
Charmaine laughed and spat wine out her nose as Patty's hands flew to her hair. Mortified, she gasped, "But I shower..." Then she realised I was teasing and added, "Bitch!"
"That stings!" Charmaine laughingly protested as her eyes watered, and she wiped the wine off her nose and face. "Can you say things like that when I don't have a mouthful of wine, please?"
"Oh, I don't know," I continued in that same dry tone. "Seeing you snort wine like a horse snorting phlegm was funny to me."
Charmaine added her barked "Bitch!" to the conversation.
I moved closer and took Patty in my arms. "How you doing, gorgeous?" I asked her.
"Do you remember puberty when our emotions were all over the place?" Patty asked. "That's kind of how I feel now. One moment, I'm as high as a kite thinking about the new clinic. Next, I'm lower than a weasel sneaking into a henhouse, thinking about Billy and the end of my twenty-year marriage. Then, I look at Charmaine, and I feel warm and gooey, but then I'm fearful because I'm worried that I'm rebounding onto her, and all I'll do is hurt her. But if I think of trying to ease back from her, I feel teary because I don't want to lose her. So, yeah, like a hormonal teenager going through puberty probably describes me best."
"Wow, babe," I sympathetically said. "That's awful! But you're hiding it well, honey. Maybe you should stop trying to be a stone-hearted doctor controlling her emotions and let yourself be vulnerable."
"That's what I told her," Charmaine said, snuggling into Patty.
Patty collapsed into big, whooping sobs. Tears sprung from her eyes, and her face crumpled. She turned and took Charmaine in her arms and hugged her fiercely. "I'm sorry, Charry," Patty wept. "I don't want to lose you, but I can't promise anything, and I hope you'll stay long enough to see if I can."
"I'm happy with what we have, Patty. Let's get you through your separation and divorce and reassess. Until then, let's enjoy what we have without thinking about it too much."
I thought the girls needed some privacy, so I hugged Patty, patted Charmaine's arm, and got out of the tub. Then, after wrapping a towel around my lush, naked form, I walked into my house. I locked the sliding door, something we did if we wanted privacy in the hot tub, and went to make coffee.
Johnny and Gina came home, and after greeting them, I told my son I needed to talk to him upstairs.
Gina looked out the window and saw Patty and Charmaine holding each other and crying. "Everything okay out there?" She concernedly asked.
"I think it will be," I explained. "Charmaine's helping Patty with a bit of an existential crisis."
"Patty's afraid she already loves Charmaine and what that means," Gina said insightfully. "She's also concerned about what it will do to her medical practice if she comes out openly and begins dating Charmaine." She turned and shooed us out. "Go. I'll start some lunch and see you when you get back."
When we got to my bedroom, I dropped my towel and knelt, putting my forehead on Johnny's feet. Before I could say anything, Johnny said, "Jimmy, James' driver, you fucked him?"
I explained what happened the previous night. Usually, I wouldn't tell anyone the secrets another had shared with me, but Johnny is my protector, and he can't be that without full disclosure.
"Jimmy is James' son, interesting," Johnny mused at the end of my tale. "James left that detail out when he spoke with Dad."
Feeling a little P.O.'d, I heatedly asked, "James told your father he expected me to sleep with his driver?"
"James said that he and his driver were lovers and asked if it was okay if Jimmy and he made love to you together. Dad left the decision to me, and I chose to let you make up your mind when the situation occurred."
"And you didn't think I should know that beforehand?" I disobediently snarled. "Johnny, James is a supremely confident, dominant male, and you know I find that type of man almost impossible to resist and that I cannot refuse anything they ask me of me when I'm in that mindset."
"You've been too controlled lately, Mom," Johnny replied. "I like that you're a voracious Mommie slut, so does your daughter, and so does your husband. We love hearing you confess your sluttish behaviour, and Dad and I love correcting you for it. So, get off your high horse, or I'll turn your pretty bottom black and blue, and you'll have to explain to Grandpa why I had to correct you."
'If you want uncontrolled, then I'll show you uncontrolled,' I angrily thought. 'I can probably triple my number of lovers in a month if I set my mind to it.'
"Stand up, Mom," Johnny told me. "Taking Jimmy as a lover was expected, so I have nothing to correct you for."
I stood with my eyes flashing fire and said, "For the moment, Johnny, forget that you're my protector and remember that you're my son first and foremost. I feel like you and your father are pimping me out! First to Eugenie and Bryce in return for keeping their account, and now to James Squire to keep his. I do not like it! I am not a two-hundred-dollar whore you can rent out for party favours! I choose my lovers, and you do not choose them for me!"
"Of course, you're not a two-hundred-dollar hooker, Mom," Johnny joked. "More like a forty-five-thousand-dollar one!"
I tried to slap him, but of course, he was way too fast for me. Johnny forced my hands behind my back and pulled me forward until my body pressed firmly against his. My son's long cock pressed against my abdomen as it lengthened and stiffened. Keeping my hands bent up behind me, Johnny turned me and forced me to bend over my vanity. I heard a rustle as his shorts hit the floor, and then his long, throbbing tool slid into my slippery pussy. Holding my wrists with his left hand, Johnny walloped my bottom and powerfully drove his rigid erection into my grasping vulva.
"Tell me what you are, Mom," Johnny crooned as he slammed his cock into me.
"Pissed off!" I snarled, using a rare epithet.
Johnny whacked my ass and powered into me again. "No, Mom," he cooed. "Tell me what you are."
"Being handed out like a ten-dollar hooker at a sailor's convention!" I barked even as my climax climbed towards its peak.
"No, Mom," Johnny sighed disappointedly. "Tell me what you are." He smacked my bum again and thumped into me.
"Your mother!" I growled.
"Yes," Johnny agreed. "And my mother is a what?"
I was so close to orgasm that I was shaking on the cusp of it, but Johnny stopped smacking me and held still with only his cock's tip inside me. I needed, needed... needed. I couldn't take any more and surrendered. "A cock loving, cum swallowing, pussy munching, slut Mommie who loves being fucked and used."
"Cum for me, my darling little Mommie slut," Johnny crooned as he pounded my aching pussy. His big, meaty hand crashed down onto my ass as he slammed his magnificent cock against my cervix. Johnny pulled back and repeated this action, and squealing loud enough to raise the dead, I climaxed on my son's thrusting cock. Johnny ground his cock against my cervix before short-hunching several times and jamming back against it. Then, with a deep growl, Johnny jettisoned his cum over my cervix, causing me to squeal and orgasm again.
With his cock still inside my dripping pussy, Johnny picked me up and carried me into the shower. Pulling his polo shirt off, Johnny set the water temperature and moved us under the water. We soaked there until Johnny's cock softened enough to fall from my vulva.
Johnny turned me and hugged and kissed me lovingly. "Never forget that you have a choice, Mom," he said softly. "You can say "no" to Eugenie, James, and anyone else you want to, and if they withdraw their accounts to punish you, then we don't need them as clients anyway. However, I don't think they will because Dad is too good at making them money for any of them to refuse to use his services.
"But you said I should go to Eugenie's to protect Muggleton Consultancy," I protested.
"Did I, Mom?" Johnny asked questioningly. "Or did I give you the excuse you needed to do what you wanted to do anyway?"
"You're right," I guiltily conceded after considering what he said. "And I have to say that I loved dominating Maxwell and pegging his ass."
Johnny teased, "And like a butterfly from a chrysalis, the switch inside my mother finally emerges."
"Careful," I playfully grumbled as I washed my son's back. "Or I might bend you over and peg you."
"Gina already did that," Johnny said dryly.
Surprised, I yelped. "You let her?"
"I was curious about how it felt, so I let her try out her new strap-on on me."
"And?" I asked, kneeling to clean Johnny's cock, balls and ass.
"It was like 'meh'," Johnny answered as I took his long cock in my mouth. "It was neither pleasant nor unpleasant. Mostly, I just felt full."
"Not even when Gina rubbed her 'cock' over your P-spot?" I queried after releasing Johnny's cock.
"That made me feel like I needed a dump," Johnny moaned as I swallowed him down again. "Mom, I don't know if I can go again because Gina gave me a pretty good workout this morning." But then I slid my saliva-covered finger into his bottom and stroked his prostate gland, and shocked, Johnny orgasmed into my greedily sucking mouth.
I swallowed my son's gift before standing and kissing him, "Just as well you didn't 'dump'," I giggled.
"Wow, Mom! Umm... why? How? Umm... why did that feel good when what Gina did just made me want to go toilet?"
"Tell her to use her smallest vibrator next time," I advised him as I stepped out of the shower and towelled him dry. "It's the movement against your P-spot, not that something's pushed against it."
"How do you know that?" Johnny asked wonderingly. "I don't remember anything like that when we discussed your liaisons."
Widening my eyes and batting my eyelids coquettishly, I said, "I have internet access and lots of spare time, so I read and watch."
Johnny thought for a minute before saying, "Are you happy, Mom?"
I sat on my bed and sighed. "Mostly, Johnny. Strangely, because I thought having the girls here would allow me to do more things, I find that having Charmaine and Jennifer do most of the chores around the house kind of invalidates my reason for existing. I have always been proud of my home and the fact that it is spotlessly clean. It still is, but not because I made it that way. I loved cooking delicious meals for you, your sister and your dad. But now, Patty, Charmaine, or Jennifer cook most of the meals, and I feel like a fraud because you all still thank me."



"Things are changing, Mom," Johnny said sympathetically. "And change is always challenging. But, in a few years, you'll be an empty nester, and I bet you'll wish Patty, your girls, Kristy, and I still lived here then."
With teary eyes, I admitted, "That's not something I'm looking forward to."
"As Muggleton Consultancy grows, Dad will need you in the office more often and for longer. That will leave less time for you to do your housework and cook meals. You'll be grateful for the help then."
"You're right, Johnny," I said. "I just wish the stupid Uni would let me do more of my course faster because that would give me more to do."
Johnny laughed. "It's been what? Five months? And you've already skipped past a semester of 'back to study' courses, the first two semesters of your Bachelor of Business Management, and the first semester of your Masters course. You must be driving your instructors and course coordinator spare!"
"I could have completed my Bachelor's by now if they'd have let me," I groused. "It's not my fault the subjects are so easy."
"Have you asked if they can put you on the 'accelerated track'?"
"I am on the 'accelerated track'," I bitched. "It's still too slow."
"Mom, just how smart are you?" Johnny asked.
"I averaged ninety-eight per cent across six subjects during high school."
"Averaged ninety-eight per cent? Meaning, some subjects were more than that?
"I got one hundred per cent for Maths and Physics, ninety-eight per cent for Chemistry and Biology, ninety-seven for English, and ninety-five for Geography."
"With those marks, why on earth are you doing a Business degree? Why didn't you want to go into medicine or something like that?"
"I wanted to work with your father," I replied. "But primarily, I did not want my career to outshine his. I wanted to support my man and be a mother to his children more than anything else. Besides, your grandmother, my mom, is at least as intelligent as I am. She helped me with all my homework across all my subjects and would sit with me and help until I understood what I'd gotten wrong and corrected it."
"What about Aunty Yvette and Aunty Mary?"
"They're not stupid," I replied. "But unlike me, they didn't bother with school and married as soon as possible. Don't forget your sister," I reminded him. "Kristy's intelligence is right up there, too."
As he dressed, Johnny asked doubtfully, "Kristy?"
After putting on a pair of panties to prevent from leaking everywhere, I donned another sundress and explained, "She hides it to fit in with the other girls. But her GPA is 4.9, and higher than mine.
"Kristy?" Johnny repeated.
"Yeah," I grinned. "How does it feel being the family's dumbass?" Johnny wasn't because he was a solid 'B' student. It was just that he concentrated on his sports and skated through school doing the least his father and I let him.
"Like I should spank some bottoms so they're less cheeky!" Johnny growled.
Speaking with wide-eyed innocence as I accompanied Johnny back to the kitchen, I said, "But aren't bottoms supposed to have cheeks? And how does spanking them make them less? I thought hitting skin made it swell?"
"Yeah?" Johnny growled as he hugged Gina. "Well, while I don't have a witty response for you now, check your messages regularly for a real doozy!"
"All sorted?" Gina asked, looking at me.
"Yes," I said, taking Gina out of her boyfriend's arms and plastering my body to hers. Then, casually groping her luscious ass, I kissed her with everything I had. "When are we going to play again, baby?" I asked seductively. "Momma wants to taste your lush charms again."
"I've got a day off uni on Monday," Gina breathily answered. "I can come over after Johnny's gone to work."
"Sounds good to me," I replied, dragging her into the lounge. I sat on one of the sofa chairs and pulled her into my lap. Before Johnny could even enter the lounge, I had Gina's bra undone with my hand roaming across her firm C-cups and my tongue down her throat.
"I guess I'll go see if Jennifer or Charmaine need help?" Johnny chuckled.
"We don't mind you watching, baby," Gina giggled as she undid my dress buttons and snaked her hands inside. "But no touching until Momma says so."
Theatrically tossing his hands in the air, Johnny pretended to complain, "I know when I'm not wanted!" Then he 'stormed' from the room.
Once he'd gone, Gina and I made ourselves decent and sat cuddling and talking until it was time for me to go to my parents' place. Home, in some ways, I guess. Strange, isn't it? I haven't lived with my parents since getting married nearly twenty years ago, yet I still consider their place home.
I ducked back upstairs to put a bra on because even though I'd be expected to strip as soon as I stepped inside the door, if I'd turned up braless, my mother and father would both lecture me about 'loose morals'. Then, I got in my Audi and drove to their place. As I pulled into their driveway, I noticed that Yvette's and Mary's cars were parked there, too. Worried, I ran inside. "Momma?" I queried fearfully. "Is everything okay?"
"Of course it is, Kaitlyn," Mom said from the kitchen. "Why do you ask?"
"Oh, I don't know, Mom," I said exasperatedly, hanging my dress on a coat hanger and taking my bra and panties off. "Maybe because the last time we had dinner with just our family was after Grandma Shephard had died?"
"How do you know Matt and Ian (Mary's husband) aren't here?" Mom asked.
"Because they would have driven their cars, not Yvette's and Mary's," I explained as I joined my mom and sisters in the kitchen. They all looked smooth and freshly washed and smelt clean and fresh. I think Mom had lost some weight, but Yvette and Mary seemed as big as ever. I thought they were sexy and beautiful, though.
"Does Dad need anything?" I asked automatically. After eighteen years of living with him, my first instinct is to ensure Dad's needs are met before doing anything else.
"Yes," Mom answered as her eyes sparkled with mirth. "He needs his youngest daughter to come and say hello. You may as well take a beer, too."
I grabbed a can of Heineken from the fridge and entered the lounge. Dad was reading a report of some kind, but when he saw me, he put it aside and patted his lap. "You're looking good, Kaitlyn," he told me as I gave him his beer and arranged myself on his lap. "I swear, you get better looking every year."
I snuggled my firm, curvy buttocks against Dad's groin and lay my head on his shoulder. I hid my smile as I felt his sturdy, less than six-inch cock, stir against my bottom. "Thanks, Dad," I purred and kissed his jaw. He wrapped his arms around me and unawarely cupped my right breast and strummed its nipple. It was an action he'd done for years and felt welcoming and natural.
"So, baby girl," Dad teased. "Has Sean's business imploded with his absence? Have all his customers run screaming, holding their hands over their ears?"
"We're doing exceptionally well," I replied, not rising to his bait. "Every portfolio is above projections, and I've had nary one complaint."
Dad kissed my cheek and said, "I'm proud of you, Kaitlyn. Tell me, how's your course going?"
"I'm acing it," I said proudly. "If they'd let me go faster, I'd have finished my Bachelor's by now."
Amazed, Dad asked, "You've compressed five years of study into three, and they're still not going fast enough for you?"
"Well, I have plenty of time with Jennifer and Charmaine doing most of my household chores for me," I said self-deprecatingly.
We talked about this and that as we sat together, and I was secretly delighted when Dad had to ask me to shift onto his hip because his cock had grown painfully stiff. Well, that wasn't his 'official' reason, but I knew that was why he got me to move.
"Dinner," Mom called from the kitchen.
I stood, helped Dad up, hugged and kissed him, took his hand and walked with him to the dining room. To my surprise, Mom sat me at the place of honour on Dad's right-hand side. That spot is usually reserved for her. Mom sat on Dad's left with Yvette and Mary beside us.
I looked around the table and realised we were aging. Mom has age lines around her eyes and mouth and between her eyebrows. Her large breasts have sagged, with her nipples staring mournfully at her feet instead of at Dad like they had for years. Yvette and Mary carry too much weight, and their skin has stretched and puckered, leaving stretch and cellulite marks across their bodies. All four of us are still beautiful women, but if the truth were told, I was the only one who should be seen naked in public.
Dinner continued with our usual combination of serious conversations, jokes and teasing. My sisters enjoyed being 'working mums', but they couldn't wait until their children had babies so they could play 'grandmother'. Yvette's daughter, Steffie (or 'Stiffy', as my husband jokingly calls her because she has a straight-up banging body and pretty face), and her husband, Josh, are trying for their first child. Steffie wants her mother to look after their children when they are born. Yvette is happy about that.
At the end of our meal, I still had no idea why I'd been 'summoned'. Don't get me wrong, sharing a meal with my 'family of origin' is pleasant, but there seemed no reason why it had to be this particular Saturday. Then, Mom sent Dad into the lounge with a glass of his favourite scotch and told him to remain there until she got him. Next, Yvette and Mary left the dining room, exchanging smiles and knowing looks.
Mom let me help her clean up and put the dishes in the washer. I was wiping the table down when Mary returned and said they were ready for me. Mom put her tea towel down, took my hand, and said, "Come with me, baby girl."
Mystified, I followed Mom to the upstairs bathroom. In there, Yvette and Mary stood in the bath in shin-deep water. They held ceramic bowls in their hands. "Get in," Mom encouraged. Internally shrugging and with no idea what was going on, I got in the tub between my sisters. "Sit, silly," Mom said, and my sisters giggled. Mentally shrugging, I eased my sexy bottom into the water.
The water was warm enough to stand but still a bit ouchy to put my backside in. Once I was settled, Yvette and Mary sat on the tub's edge and filled their bowls. Mom picked up a loofa and said, "Kaitlyn, because you missed out on your night with your father on your eighteenth birthday, we and your father have decided to give you that experience.
"Mary is a little jealous because she, as the eldest, had only me to help her father initiate her into womanhood. But we all want you to experience this because it is what should have occurred on your birthday."
As Mom wet and applied soap to the loofa, Yvette and Mary poured water over my head and down my body. I sat softly sobbing because my heart was too full of my love for them to do anything else. To sacrifice a night with their families to do this for me? I mean, wow! What an incredible display of their love for me.
Once I was wet all over, Mom asked me to stand, and the three of them took turns washing my hair and body. Particular attention was paid to my pussy, bottom, and breasts. Mom and my sisters were not shy about stirring my arousal, and by the time I sat to be rinsed off, I was close to an orgasm.
Now that I was clean and rinsed off, Yvette removed the bath plug, and we stepped out of the tub. I was told to hold my hands out to the sides, and my sisters dried me as Mom began the laborious process of blow-drying my long, thick, lustrous black hair.
"We might still be here at sun up," Mom joked.
My hair eventually dried, and Mom left the room. Yvette and Mary worked rose-scented moisturiser into every inch of my body and then helped me put on a white muslin cloth, long-sleeved maxi dress. Once I had it on and settled firmly into place, my sisters held my hands and led me to my parents' bedroom.
Entering Dad's bedroom, I saw Mom in the flickering candlelight, standing beside their bed. She pulled the quilt aside and gestured that I should get into bed. Yvette and Mary helped me into the middle of the bed and shifted my dress hem up until it revealed my long, toned and tanned thighs tantalisingly. Mum covered me with the quilt, and Mary and Yvette stood on either side of the bed, holding my hands.
Next, Mom stepped into the en suite and brought my Dad out. She held his hand and guided him to the bed. "Mark Anthony Shephard, are you prepared to do your paternal duty and initiate your daughter, Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, into womanhood?"
"Yes, Elizabeth, I am," Dad said formally.
Mum spoke to me, "Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, Are you ready to become a woman?"
"Yes, Mom, I am," I replied, struggling to match my father's formal tone.
Intoning formally, Mom said, "Mary Elizabeth Baxter, as the eldest daughter, your duty is to prepare your father to deflower your sister, Kaitlyn. Do you accept your duty?"
"Yes, Mom, I do," Mary answered gravelly.
"On your knees and prepare him, my daughter."
Mary knelt and took Dad's already precum-drooling cock into her mouth.
"Yvette Nancy Knowles, as the second daughter, your duty is to prepare your sister, Kaitlyn, to be deflowered. Do you accept your duty?"
"Yes, Mom, I do," Yvette intoned.
"Climb under the quilt and prepare her, my daughter."
Yvette lifted her side of the duvet and slid under it. She moved between my parted thighs and pushed my dress higher. Letting the hem go, Yvette's fingers found my nipples as her mouth homed in on my dripping entrance. Dad and I gave twin moans, and Mom tittered, "I think they're almost ready already."
Yvette slid a finger inside me and scraped its tip across my G-spot as she tweaked my nipples. Then, with a final kiss on my clit, Yvette pulled my dress down and slid out of bed. "Your daughter is ready, Mom," she said quietly.
Mary let Dad's cock out of her mouth with a loud slurp. She stood and firmly said, "Your husband is ready, Mom."
Mom pulled the quilt aside, exposing my shapely inner thighs to barely short of my glistening pussy. Dad gulped but unhesitatingly moved between them before pushing my dress higher. He lowered himself until he rested on his hands with his throbbing cock only millimetres short of my dripping entrance.
"Kaitlyn, I will guide your father home. Mary and Yvette, suckle and stimulate your sister's nipples. Kaitlyn, you will feel a sharp sting as your father's cock breaks your hymen. It's nothing to fear and will only last a second before it feels good. Are you all ready?"
"Yes, Mom (Elizabeth)," we and Dad said, then Mom gripped Dad's cock and slowly eased him into me.
It was only my imagination, and I knew that, but when Dad's cock entered me for the first time, I could swear I felt the remembered sting from when Sean had deflowered me on my eighteenth birthday.
Mom held my head tenderly as Yvette and Mary kissed and suckled my breasts. "Welcome to womanhood, my love," Mom told me. "You are no longer a girl but a woman ready to experience the joys of sex. Your sisters and I will see you for breakfast tomorrow. Then, they each kissed me lovingly and walked out the door, shutting it behind them.
Wrapping my arms and legs around my father's strong back and narrow waist, I sobbed, "I love you so much, Daddy. This has been the best night ever!"
"I love you, too, my darling Katie," Dad said, and we kissed slowly and deeply as he began gently thrusting into me.
My first orgasm came swiftly, and I bucked and cried out with joy as I spasmed on the end of my father's cock. I started sobbing, and Dad held me until I cried myself out. Then he kissed me and began pushing into me again. He fucked me in this missionary position until I crested again, and then he moved me onto my side. After a third climax for me, Dad rolled onto his back and encouraged me to ride him. I had a fourth, fifth and sixth orgasm before he pulled on my hips insistently. Following his lead, I moved up and lowered my juicy pussy onto his mouth.
Two more climaxes followed until he asked if I'd 'like to learn how to suck a cock'. We chuckled because we both knew I had nothing to learn. After I took my father's cock into my sweet, sucking, swirling mouth, he gave me my first cum gift of the night. I swallowed it down joyfully and moved to lie on his chest, waiting for him to recover. We chatted and exchanged soft kisses and hugs until I felt his penis move and lengthen against my pelvis.
Moving down, I took Dad's cock back into my mouth and slowly massaged his big, heavy balls until he was fully inflated. Then, my father got me up onto my hands and knees and slid his slender cock into me. Gripping my hips firmly, Dad fucked me hard until I squealed and climaxed, then he filled my pussy with his second gift.
As he should have done on my eighteenth birthday, Dad led me through every 'standard' love-making position--missionary, female superior, from behind, Cowgirl, Reverse Cowgirl and doggie. His control was supreme, and that, combined with his manly dominance, careered me through close to twenty orgasms before he spat his final gift into my aching pussy.
After I'd staggered to his en suite and brought back a washer to clean him, I lay on his broad chest like I used to do when I was a girl and slept.
Dad woke me in the morning by sliding his rigid penis into my pussy. I was on my side with him as the big spoon. He reached across my sexily curved stomach and slid his fingers through the sparse 'landing strip' I was growing because Freddy had asked me to. Finding my button, Dad slowly but firmly rubbed it until he felt my juices seeping from my inflamed pussy. Then, increasing the power of his strokes into me, Dad pinched my clitoris hard and demanded, "Cum for me, my darling Kaitlyn."
I bit Dad's wrist and immediately climaxed, feeling his jism spraying into me as I did. I rolled over happily and kissed my father's ruggedly handsome face before sliding down and cleaning him with my mouth and tongue. Disappointingly, Dad couldn't 'rise to the occasion' again and suggested we shower instead.
We got in the shower, and I washed my dad from head to toe. When I'd finished, Dad pulled my bottom into his groin and fingered me to a final orgasm. I was a little teary when I came down because I knew I'd never get to make love to my father again. The firm rule from Mom was 'one and done'. I'd still occasionally get to service him orally when I visited, but this was the only time I'd get to make love with him.
Dad seemed to realise that I was a little sad because he hugged me tight and said, "I love you, baby girl, and I'm incredibly grateful we finally got to do that. I'm sorry it didn't happen on your eighteenth birthday as it should have, but we were only doing what we thought was best."
"I know, Dad," I replied, reluctantly putting the muslin cloth dress on. "I'm very grateful to you, Mom, and my sisters for doing this for me, and I'll cherish last night and this morning forever."
"As will I, baby girl," Dad said with a slight catch in his voice. "As will I."
We walked to the kitchen, holding hands before reluctantly parting and sitting. We shared breakfast, and then everyone had to go about their lives. I hugged and thanked my sisters before kissing their cheeks and saying goodbye. Then I turned to Mom, kissed her all over her beautiful face and thanked her for planning and executing last night. I asked if she'd describe Mary's and Yvette's first times, but she said that it was up to them to tell me about it if they wanted to.
Finally, I turned to Dad and modestly hugged and kissed him. No more words were needed. But, as I was about to leave, Mom told me I had to take off the muslin dress before I could walk out the door. I was disappointed but didn't want to argue, so I took it off and handed it to her before putting my sundress back on.



"Wait here," Mom said before running up the stairs.
I looked at Dad questioningly, but he only grinned and shrugged. Mom returned carrying an opened small wooden box. She showed me that she'd folded the dress and placed it carefully inside. She shut it and showed me the box's top. Engraved on it was 'Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton defloration dress' and the date. Overwhelmed, I hugged her and Dad again tearfully, got in my car and drove home. About halfway home, I remembered the effort my 'family of origin' had put in just to make me happy, patted the box and smiled. The box would share pride of place on the shelf next to my mother's heirloom rattan school cane.

The End of Daddy Knows Best--the Conclusion.

Coming up next: Truth or Dare.
My husband will be away for nearly another month, and it seems he and my son no longer care if I sleep around. My son, Johnny, has accused me of being 'too controlled, and I'm tempted by erotic dreams of being Annie in James' photos to let my increasingly sluttish behaviour run amok and teach him and my husband the true meaning of 'out of control'.
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie 15: Truth or Dare Part 1.

Hello, everybody. I'm glad so many of you are still with me. However, we are almost caught up to the present day, and when we have, I, as well as you, will have to wait to see what happens to me next. I have two more tales to tell you before I put down my pen and paper (so to speak).
If you remember, my last tale ended with my father doing what he was supposed to have done on my eighteenth birthday and 'introducing me to sex with a dominant partner'. It was possibly the most emotionally powerful thing that I've ever experienced. After receiving a 'parting gift' from my mother, I made my way home. I wished my husband would be there, but alas, he and my daughter were still in Germany. They would soon be moving to Amsterdam, where he would pitch his business to another major banking chain. An account that, if we got it, would secure Muggleton Consultancy's immediate future.
I take up my tale the morning after making love to my father.
I arrived home to find everyone except my son, Tommy, was gone. A little deflated because I really wanted to share my experience with everyone, I walked inside. Tommy took me into his strong arms and hugged me tightly. I relaxed against my son's powerful chest and sighed. "Where did everyone go?" I asked.
"I asked everyone to give us some space," Tommy explained. "I wanted to check in with you and ensure everything is good in your world."
And suddenly, I was teary. "Everything is mostly okay," I sniffled, showing that everything really wasn't.
"Mostly?" Tommy asked as he picked me up and carried me to my room.
"Well, after I'd first seen Edgar damned Fontaine and you and I made love that same day, I began my journey into becoming a world-class slut Mommie. In the beginning, it was really exciting because I was sneaking around behind your father's back, doing the kinds of things that he'd done to me for years. Plus, I was experiencing new things all the time. But after our plan to seduce Frank the wiener dick away from his house so you and Freddy could wipe my photos from his computer and cloud account went to poo, and the cops had to shoot Frank, your father found out some of what I'd been doing.
"Tommy, I thought my marriage was over, you know? Plus, I thought that even if it survived, I'd be back on a short leash again, limited to only making love with my husband. Then, your father tosses all that up in the air by telling me he loves that I've become a 'hot wife', or maybe more accurately, a 'slut wife'. Now I'm having even more adventures than before, and I have no regrets, but it's not as much fun as it was when it felt like I was punishing your dad for all those years he screwed around on me."
Tommy lay me on my bed and quickly stripped my clothing off me. He stripped off, too, and joined me on the bed.
"Would you like to stop, Mom?" Tommy asked. "I could call Dad, and we can take away our permission for you to play with others. I'm not sure how that would affect you and me, or Krissy and Dad, though. Would we and they have to stop playing with each other, too?"
"I'm not sure I can stop, Tommy," I admitted as I slid down the bed to take my son's already rigidly stiff erection in my mouth. I wrapped my hand around Tommy's long shaft and danced my tongue over its head, stabbing repeatedly into Tommy's cock's eye. Feeling my son's big balls tightening against his shaft, I quickly slid my hand down and engulfed his entire cock. When my nose hit his hairy abdomen, I locked my lips around his shaft and sucked voraciously.
"Faaarrrkkk, Mom!!!!" Tommy hissed as his prostate cramped, and he filled my mouth with salty man goo.
Knowing Tommy's cock was quite sensitive immediately after he'd blown, I reluctantly let him out of my mouth and moved up to face him. Tommy kissed my sticky lips and pressed his forehead to mine.
"I'm not sure what you want, Mom?" He said. "How can I make you feel better?"
"I don't know, either," I replied as I thought about why I was feeling like I did. "I think it's because you and your father don't seem to be controlling my sluttish behaviour but are almost encouraging it. Is it because your father wants to continue fucking everything that moves like he did before that night Frank got shot? Is that it? If he lets me fuck around, then he can, too?"
"Dad and I have talked about this a lot, Mom," Tommy assured me. "Dad has promised the only one he'll have sex with while he's away with Krissy is Krissy. He looked me in the eye and swore he would 'keep it in his pants'. Well, that's what he said. I think he feels guilty about all the women he's banged behind your back and doesn't think he has the right to tell you "no"."
"So, if I fuck enough men outside our marriage, then his sins are forgiven because we're even? Tommy, if that's why he's encouraging me to be 'less in control', then this stops immediately. I never minded that he fucked others because I was brought up to know that it was the price I paid to remain married to a rich, successful, sexually dominant man. Despite his many affairs, I never doubted your father's love for me and that I was always first in his affections. I will admit that hearing he allowed Amanda to introduce him as her husband when they were overseas was distressing, but that's water under the bridge now."
Tommy held me as I sobbed quietly, and he contemplated what his father had told him. Eventually, he replied, "I don't think Dad is a cuckold, i.e. I doubt he'd react well to you bringing a man home and forcing him to watch you fuck him. However, I think Dad's realised he's quite the voyeur and loves fucking in a group with you. Therefore, he's encouraging you to expand your sexual horizons, knowing he'll get to share a lot of those horizons with you. Besides, Mom," he added. "You know there's a whole genre of homemade porn out there dealing with hot or slut wives, and I think Dad's right into it."
That, kind of, made sense, so I snuggled closer to my son and wrapped my hand around his still swollen but mostly deflated todger. I tipped my head back and turned my face up, hoping for a kiss. Tommy obliged briefly before sliding lower and suckling my puffy nipples. My nipples have always been one of my most prominent features. Even when I wear a bra, my nipples tend to tent my tops. I know that a lot of women don't like how their nipples protrude because everyone stares at them. However, I love the attention, so having my nipples on display excites me rather than embarrasses me.
After nursing my nipples for a while, Tommy slid lower and used his thumbs to spread my pussy lips, exposing my thick clit. Then, looking delightedly up at me, Tommy ran his tongue from before my sweltering entrance, over my vulva, along my slit, and onto my clit. Taking that delightful nubbin in his teeth, Tommy gently bit and pulled back as he slashed his tongue across it. With my clitoral hood pulled back, stretching the skin around my clit, and his light bite, combined with his slashing tongue, my orgasm smashed into me almost immediately. Gasping for breath as my world began turning grey, my thighs slammed together onto my son's leonine head.
"Ohh, Gawd, Tommy!" I panted as I arched off the bed, trying to force my entire pussy into his mouth. I was still panting when Tommy covered my deliciously shapely body with his, and his throbbingly erect cock slid inside me. "Fill me," I demanded as I slammed my hips up to meet his possessing cock.
Tommy's head threw back, and his jaw and neck muscles locked into a rictus as he groaned before spurting his thick baby-making seed into me. Just briefly, I imagined being fertile and that my son was making his mother pregnant. My screams rose to meet my son's grunts as we both climaxed ecstatically.
Tommy rolled off me onto his back, and I rolled so I could lie across his chest, just as I typically did with his father. I dozed as I smilingly listened to my son's snores emanating from deep within his chest. I lay on Tommy's chest, listening to his heartbeat until my typical problem raised its ugly head. Then, sliding carefully and silently off the bed, I relieved myself and showered. Being Sunday, I didn't bother with doing my makeup, not that I needed much anyway. All I did was pull on a mid-thigh denim skirt and a stretch-cotton midi tank top that exposed my belly button ring. I changed out the simple stud I had in there for a sunburst one with a large blue sapphire centre.
Tommy still slept as I quietly left the room and went to the kitchen. Patty and my girls, Jennifer and Charmaine, were already making a chicken salad for our girls' lunch, and Gina had a steak on the grill for Tommy's. I welcomed them all home with hugs, kisses, and casual bottom gropes. As Gina and I exchanged a soft kiss, I confirmed we were still on for tomorrow. I'd promised her a day together to do some mother/daughter-in-law bonding that I was sure wasn't in any family counselling help book!
When I hugged Patty, she informed me that our girl gang, along with their husbands, would be over for dinner. Patty had gotten plenty of steaks for one of the men to 'burn' on the big outdoor BBQ. I already had plenty of premix salads in the fridge and would bake some potatoes to fill the meal out. Patty, Charmaine, and Jennifer were making enough salad for dinner tonight. It was a simple task to take a prebagged salad mix out, tip it into a bowl and then add some extras like olives, capsicum, mushrooms and tomatoes to expand the basic lettuce salad premix I'd bought.
As I've observed earlier, early spring is a gorgeous time of year in Brisbane. So, when Allie and Paul, Maggie and Chris, Courtney and Ewan turned up, they all swiftly divested themselves of their outer clothing and jumped into my pool. It helped that the pool water had been solar-heated all day, but even without that, it was warm enough to swim. Kath and Mike weren't there yet because Kath had to complete the pregame recordings for Foxtel Sports, but they'd be there about the time dinner was ready.
To my surprise, Courtney swam across to sit with me when I swam to the shallow end and sat on the steps. Even more surprisingly, she wrapped her arms around my waist and laid her head on my shoulder. I awkwardly turned my head and kissed the top of her head, "What's up your flabby ass, babe?" I asked.
"Nothing," Courtney grinned. "That's the problem!" She laughed to indicate it was a joke before kissing my neck. "Ewan has to leave early because he has to drive to Bundaberg to relieve the manager there. She's off on maternity leave starting next week, which will give Ewan a week to settle into the store. I told him I was going to stay over tonight and maybe stay here for a few days if that's okay?"
"You guys moving to Bundaberg?" I queried.
"No," Courtney replied. "It's just that Bundaberg isn't big enough to have an assistant manager where Ewan's Carindale store does. So his assistant will take over Carindale while Ewan looks after Bundaberg."
"You can work from anywhere where the internet connection is fast enough, can't you, babe?" I asked. "Why aren't you going with him?"
"Because Bundaberg is so boring!" Courtney groused. "Do you remember when we did the same thing about three years ago? I was so damned bored for those three months that I thought I'd go insane. In fact, I was so bored that I tried to take up golf so I could go with Ewan on Saturdays."
"I hear you, babe," I told her. "John tried to teach me, too. What a disaster that was!"
"Kate, you're many things," Courtney giggled. "Beautiful, funny, thoughtful, and intelligent, but sporty, you are not!"
"Hey!" I pretended to complain. "Unlike some men, I can at least walk, breathe and chew gum without choking or falling on my face!"
Courtney pulled her head a little away so she could look at me, and without thinking, I moved forward and kissed her softly on her lips. Courtney's eyes closed, and she sighed happily. "May I sleep with you again tonight, Kate? Please say yes."
Smiling at my friend, I said, "Of course, gorgeous. We don't have to do anything except cuddle like we did last time, okay?"
"Sure," Courtney replied. "But if I wanted to do a bit more than cuddle?"
"That would be up to you," I soothed. "I won't pressure you into anything, but neither will I rebuff you if you want to explore."
"Good," Courtney almost purred as she watched her husband swimming across to her with a smile on her face.
Deciding to tease my friends, I waited until Ewan was close before plastering my sexily curved body to his. As I'd expected, Ewan blushed bright red, and his medium-sized but impressively girthed cock expanded against the tiny bikini I had on to cover the 'landing strip' I was growing above my thick clit. Pretending not to notice his swelling erection, I ground my beautifully firm, 16 Double D breasts against his chest and kissed his surprised mouth. "Going away for a few months, I hear?" I said after releasing him.
"Uh-uh-uh, umm, yeah," Ewan spluttered as he sank as low as he could in the water to hide his erection.
"Don't worry," I archly told him, raising my eyebrow. "I promise to look after your wife and not to do anything with her that you wouldn't."
Courtney and Ewan caught my blatant double-entendre, and they both blushed before Ewan stammered, "Ah-ah, umm, tha-thanks, Kate."
We held cooking the steaks off for as long as we could, waiting for Kath and Mike to arrive, but by eight O'clock, we were all starving, so Tommy, with Paul, Chris and Ewan supervising, fired up the grill and began searing the meat. They'd only just filled the grill tray up when Phil, Siobhan, and Caoimhe arrived. I hadn't seen any of them since the night at The Chateaux, so I unselfconsciously got out of the pool and walked over to say hello.
Of course, being mostly naked in the semi-dark of the pool is one thing, and strutting almost bare-assed naked into the glare of halogen lights is another. All the men's eyes were riveted to my full, sexily bouncing breasts as I walked over to hug each of them and say hello.
Copying what I'd done to Ewan, I pressed my lush body firmly against Phil and kissed him soundly. I repeated that with Siobhan but was a little more circumspect with Caoimhe. After kissing my best friend's daughter, I turned to look challengingly at the men. "Like what you see?" I asked as my son grinned.
"Very much," Chris answered smoothly. "But John will spank your sexy ass when he finds out you've been strutting basically nude in front of us."
"Yeah, he will," I replied. "But I like that so, win-win!"
Everyone laughed as I returned to the table to grab a wrap and give the illusion that I had some modesty. We'd only just sat down to eat when Mike and Kath arrived. As she typically did, Kath squealed when she saw me and raced around to jump into my lap and plant a full-on snog onto my luscious lips.
"Now, if only she loved me as much as she does her best friend," Mike joked as he exchanged handshakes and hellos with the others.
Kath stood for long enough to strip her dress off, revealing a skimpy bikini that barely covered anything, let alone her modesty and then sat back in my lap. We exchanged another soft kiss before she jumped up to grab a plate for her and Mike and put together their dinner.
The women had all put wraps on as they got out of the pool, and most of the guys wore boardie shorts. The only exception was Mike, who wore a pair of DTs (Speedos) almost as revealing as his wife's bikini. His thick cock, with a hint of impending arousal, stretched his Speedos' front out lewdly. I smiled as I saw every woman there surreptitiously check out Mike's package. I'm sure that none of the guys, especially Mike himself, even noticed we'd ogled Mike's impressive cock, but all of us girls exchanged knowing grins as our pussies throbbed, thinking of having that luscious treat inside us.
Guys, trust me on this: We girls love to ogle and fantasise just as much as you do. However, we do it subtly with quick glances, sideways looks, or when we know you're not looking in our direction. If your girl is suddenly all over you when you're out somewhere, it's almost guaranteed that she's seen some hunk she briefly dreamed of bedding. That is not to say she would do so, even if you said it was okay. But as Zsa Zsa Gabor said, 'It doesn't matter where you get your appetite, as long as you eat at home'.
Dinner was eaten with the usual teasing, banter, insults and sexual innuendo. After we'd cleaned up, the weather turned a little chilly, so we shut the doors and windows and gathered in the lounge. Drinks flowed as the laughter and insults continued. Each married pair had assigned a driver, so the jokes and teasing from those of us drinking probably weren't as funny as we thought they were. However, everybody enjoyed themselves. Paul and Allie were the first to leave, and Chris and Maggie quickly followed. Around ten p.m., Ewan said he needed to be up early the following morning to drive to Bundaberg, and after kissing Courtney, he left.
I had Caoimhe sitting on my lap, Kath pressed to one side, and Courtney to the other. Mike had pushed up against Kath. Patty and Charmaine shared one of my oversized sofa chairs. Tommy and Gina shared another while Phil and Siobhan shared the loveseat. Siobhan's pregnancy had begun showing, so she had temporarily given up hosting bachelor and bachelorette parties and the monthly gig at The Chateaux. I hadn't known, but Siobhan had a day job at one of the local factories making glass louvres. She still worked there and would until her pregnancy made it impossible.
I sat holding onto my best friend's beautiful petite daughter, listening as Mike and Tommy took turns regaling us with jokes and fanciful retellings of some of their footy exploits. Kath had stopped drinking so she could drive home, and, of course, Siobhan hadn't drunk anything.
As I sat, I felt a hand slip between my slightly parted thighs and start sliding up towards my pussy. At first, I assumed it was Kath because of what we had shared before, but I soon realised that she was 'speaking with her hands' as she regaled the room with a story about interviewing some sports star who had made a complete fool of himself on camera. Then I wondered if Caoimhe had slid her hand under her tiny but cute bottom to grope me, but then I remembered that I was holding her hands in mine. Disbelievingly, I turned to Courtney to see her smiling mischievously at me as her fingers probed beneath my tiny thong bikini and onto my thick clit.
To say that I was shocked was far below what I felt. However, I certainly didn't want to upset my gorgeous friend by refusing what she was doing, so I slid a little lower in my seat to give her better access to my swiftly flooding entrance. Courtney's fingers were unskilled, but she's a woman, so she did to my pussy what she liked to do to her own. The whole naughtiness of being fingered sitting on the couch in front of everyone had me hotter than midday in Hades, and I had to bite my bottom lip to prevent from screaming my climax to the room. Courtney giggled as she pulled her fingers out of my sweltering vulva and put them in her mouth.
Not long after that, Phil and Siobhan announced they were going home. Mike, Kath and Caoimhe went with them. Tommy picked up Gina, who had fallen asleep against his wide shoulder and said he was going to bed. Patty asked Jennifer if she'd like to join her and Charmaine, and when she nodded, they went to bed. Courtney held my hand as we walked to my bedroom.
Once we were inside, I casually said, "So, Mrs McKenzie, what was with that?"
"With what?" Courtney innocently asked, batting her eyes.
"You know darned well what I mean," I mock growled at her as I undid my wrap and let it fall to the ground. My bikini soon followed. Not letting Courtney think too much about it, I grabbed her hand and dragged her into the shower with me. Pouring some shampoo into my hand, I told Courtney to put her hair in the water. Once it was wet, I rubbed the shampoo into her hair and began massaging her scalp.



"Hmm," Courtney hummed. "That feels so good."
Smiling, I got my loofa and added soap to it. Being careful only to wash my friend, I still made sure I stroked it sensually across Courtney's breasts and nipples and paid intimate attention to her hairy pussy. Eventually, I dropped the loofa and slid my fingers across her glistening slit. Courtney must have been hovering on the edge because she stiffened, shuddered and then climaxed on my probing fingers. "Enough for now," I whispered, supporting my friend until her legs stopped trembling. "Let's towel off and blow-dry our hair before going to bed."
"Sounds good to me," Courtney said huskily before kissing my mouth lightly.
When we were dry, I offered Courtney the nightie she'd slept in the last time she was over, but she asked if we could sleep in the nude together, so shrugging, I slid into the left side of the bed where I'd usually sleep. Courtney got in beside me, lying on her back with her head on the pillow. She giggled and said, "I normally sleep on the left, too. It feels kind of weird being on this side."
"We can swap if you want?" I offered.
"No," Courtney refused. "I think weird is the right feeling for tonight. You know, Kate? I have never been naked in a bed with anyone other than Ewan before. You're the only one other than my husband that I've slept in a bed with since before my teenage years."
"That was true for me, too, babe," I assured her. "Before I saw the hypnotherapist, I was almost as uptight about sex as you."
"Do you think he could help me?" Courtney asked.
"You might get more than you bargained for like I did, Courts," I warned. "I mean, I've talked a little about my adventures since going to Edgar damned Fontaine to cure my nicotine addiction. But do you really want to run the risk of swapping a nicotine addiction for a sex one, as I have?"
"You think that you're addicted to sex, babe?" Courtney asked.
"It's as good as an excuse for my slutty behaviour as anything else," I shrugged. "But I don't really care. I love the adventures I've taken, well, except for the one with Frank the wiener dick and fuck head mates." Then I blushed and admitted, "However, I knew there was a good chance I'd be raped that night, so I had put myself in the mindset that I would enjoy everything they wanted to do to me, so there were some aspects of that night that I actually enjoyed."
"You mean you went with them willingly?" Courtney gasped.
"Fortunately, Courts," I replied. "Nobody thought to ask what I was doing at the Bowen Hills train station to be kidnapped from it. But, yes, I went there willingly to give Tommy and Freddy time to hack Frank's computer. So, there you go, babe. You have information that would get Jumbo II, Tiny, and Charlie off their sentences and me, Phil, Tommy, and Freddy in a lot of trouble."
"You say Jumbo II, Kate?" Courtney asked curiously. "Does that mean you know a Jumbo I? Am I right in assuming Jumbo relates to the size of their cocks?"
"Yes," I admitted. "I've met them both. They're both close to twelve inches long and so thick that when I held their cocks my fingers and thumbs didn't touch."
"And you've had them both in your pussy?" Courtney disbelievingly asked.
"Well, Jumbo II only got the tip of his cock in me before the cops busted down the door. But I had Jumbo in me so far that his cock's tip was pressed against my cervix, and he still had at least four inches outside of me."
"Jaysus, Kate!" Courtney exclaimed. "Where was John when this was happening?"
Courtney pretended to be shocked, but her nipples had tented the sheet covering them. Smiling to myself, I rolled and pressed my hot, wet slit against her thigh as I pushed my engorged, puffy nipples against her upper arm. "John?" I pretended to ask confusedly before dismissively saying, "Oh, he was fucking the beautiful, big-breasted, chubby Asian woman, Betty, from our local sex store on the stage beside me."
"Beside you?" Courtney gaped. "Wait... on the stage?" Courtney's voice was almost a screech by the time she said 'stage'.
"Yes," I replied before rolling on my back, hoping Courtney would roll to lie against me as I had been with her. When she did, I described the scene from my last show at La Châteaux du Plaisir Tortueux (The Chateaux of Tortuous Pleasure). By the time I got to where I'd managed to fit Jumbo into my slippery but extremely tight pussy, Courtney was subconsciously grinding her pussy against my thigh and softly moaning.
I moved slightly so I could look into my friend's eyes. Courtney looked hungrily back at me, her lips parted and tongue darting out to touch her top lip. I raised an eyebrow, and when she nodded, I tilted my head forward and kissed her softly. Gently covering Courtney's right breast with my hand as I kneaded it softly, I broke the kiss and whispered, "Use your fingers and cum for me, baby."
"Will you do it for me, please, Kate?" Courtney panted.
I was a little doubtful, but when I pushed Courtney onto her back and moved to press our breasts together, she moaned and spread her legs. I slid my fingers down her sexily curved tummy, across her hairy mound, and onto her clitoris. I circled that delicious nubbin momentarily before sliding my fingers along her slit and gently inserting my first two fingers into her slippery quim.
Courtney groaned as her hips lifted unawarely from the bed, trying to force my fingers deeper inside. Hearing her moan, I twisted my hand so I could reach her cum button with my thumb. Then, as Courtney panted, I closed my lips with hers again before sending my tongue out to touch her soft lips. Courtney groaned deep down within her chest as my tongue touched her lips, and her arousal coated my thrusting fingers. Courtney moaned again as her lips parted and allowed my probing tongue to enter.
Suddenly, she broke our kiss, put her head on my shoulder and lifted her hips off the bed, "Oh, my darling Kate," she moaned, "I'm going to... ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Courtney's sighed climax extended for quite some time before she shuddered and fell back against the bed.
"Good start," I giggled as I ran my thumb in soft circles over her clit. "Want to try for another one?"
"What must I do?" Courtney asked as her hips subconsciously began to undulate against my thumb and fingers.
"Let me taste you," I offered.
"Promise that you won't get angry if I have to stop you?" Courtney demanded.
"I promise, baby," I told her as I kissed her soft lips again.
Ensuring I continued stimulating my friend's love button and G-spot, I kissed my way down Courtney's pliant body before blowing softly on her engorged clitoris.
"Oh, Gawd, Kate!" Courtney groaned as my lips encircled her cum switch, and I sucked it between my luscious lips. "That feels so good," she panted as I lashed my tongue over her clit repeatedly.
Turning my hand over, I pulled my fingers far enough out of my friend's dripping pussy to let me slide my middle finger along her taint and onto her rosebud. I dipped my fingers back into her a few times before I was satisfied her tiny dark star was wet enough for what I wanted to do next. Happy that her bottom was ready, I dipped my thumb into Courtney's drooling vulva to wet it before slowly forcing it through her ring and into her warm colon. Simultaneously, I shoved my first two fingers into Courtney's pussy. Next, I squeezed my thumb and fingers together before pulling down as I 'pulse-sucked' Courtney's cum switch.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!" Courtney gasped as her thighs banged shut against my ears again. She arched her body up off the bed as my tongue lashed her clit. I felt my friend shudder as a second and third orgasm ripped through her, but if she sighed loudly again, I didn't hear her.
Eventually, Courtney came down from her orgasm high and collapsed back onto the bed. She giggled as I kissed my way back up her body, pausing to nip her breast nubs before presenting my lips to be kissed. I was a bit worried about how Courtney would react to me kissing her with her essences smeared all over my face. Courtney didn't hesitate, though. When my head was close enough, Courtney cupped the back of it and pulled me until our breasts pressed together and our lips met. She kissed me passionately before lying back and smiling.
"That was so good, Kate! OMG! If I'd known how delicious receiving love from a woman was, I'd have tried it years ago!" She giggled before yawning wide enough to crack her jaw. "Sleepy now," she mumbled as her eyes closed, and she began softly snoring.
I was pretty horny, so I rolled onto my back and used my fingers to get myself off before joining my friend in sleep.
An unknown time later, I hummed, "Hmmmmm," as a warm, soft tongue slid along my slit and delved into my swiftly flooding pussy. "Oh, baby," I added as I cupped the back of the head and pressed it harder against my entrance. "That feels so good!" I forced my eyes open, and in the partial light of dawn peeping through my blinds, I saw Courtney peering sexily up at me as she tongued my dripping vulva. Blown away by my friend's willingness to eat me, I groaned again and climaxed on her probing tongue.
After shuddering through a ragingly intense orgasm, I dragged Courtney up and hugged her tightly. "That was awesome, babe," I told her as I revelled in post-orgasmic bliss. "Very daring of you, though. Especially given our last discussion about woman-on-woman sex. Are you doing okay?"
Courtney giggled as she rubbed her nipples across mine. "Yes, Kate," she reassured me. "I've been fantasising about making love with you ever since we slept together. And let me tell you, the reality was way better than the fantasy! Can I stay with you for a few days and experiment some more?"
"Sure," I replied after kissing her softly. "Why don't you stay here the whole three months Ewan is away?"
"Could I?" Courtney eagerly asked. "That would be so cool. But not every night because my youngster, Maddie, is only eighteen and still living at home, so I'll need to be there for her."
"I'm almost out of rooms," I said. "But if you want to help me shift my scrapbooking stuff out of the bedroom I use for my craft room, Maddie could stay here some of the time, too."
"Where would you put it all?" Courtney asked, having seen my craft room.
"It all fits in the big cupboard under the internal stairs in the garage," I replied. It's not too hard to pack it up and move because I have plastic boxes and cases that stack together to put everything in."
I was lying on top of Courtney with my pussy pressed against hers, and I could feel the heat of my friend's arousal emanating from her. I moved my hips slightly so I could rub my thick, slickly-wet clit across her equally wet but much smaller one. Courtney's eyes closed as her hips raised to press her pussy against mine. Cuddling and softly kissing, Courtney and I slowly tribbed our wet pussies together until, with twin satisfied sighs, we shared a joint climax.
Of course, that brought me to my perennial problem, and I had to rush into my en suite to take care of business. Courtney followed me in and turned on the shower. We swapped places after I'd finished, and we shared a shower. I'd already put Courtney's overnight bag in my last spare room, so after our shower, Courtney wrapped a towel around herself and went to get dressed.
Patty and my girls had already eaten and headed to work and uni, respectively. Gina was cooking Tommy's breakfast, so I checked with Gina if she wanted a fruit bowl, and when she nodded, I made bowls for myself, her, and Courtney.
After eating, Tommy announced that he was going to his studio to take some baby photos for a mothers' group, who had booked a group photo as well as individual shots for themselves and their babies. For some unknown reason, my handsome son and his two equally muscular and virile partners were very popular with young women wanting baby or school formal (Australia's equivalent of prom) photos done. Tommy has joked that he could 'dip his wick' three or four times a week with his customers, some of whom were married and looking to play behind their partner's back.
Courtney stated that she needed to get some extra clothes and her top-of-the-range work laptop. After kissing my cheek, she said she and Maddie would be back for dinner and walked to her car.
After closing the front door, I returned to the kitchen and sat beside my future daughter-in-law. I asked about her missing a lecture or two today, but she said she was so far ahead that it wouldn't matter if she missed the whole week. Knowing that sharing a day together wouldn't be a problem, I suggested we go and do some retail therapy, get some lunch somewhere, and finally, come home for some intimate mother/daughter-in-law bonding.
Gina thought it sounded great, but I wasn't sure what kind of wardrobe she had in Tommy's room, so I offered to let her choose an outfit that would dazzle passers-by from my walk-in robe. We looked through my outfits without finding anything that Gina immediately wanted to try on, probably because I'm a little bigger than her (size 16 (12 American) with Double-D breasts versus a size 14 (10 American) with C-cup breasts), so my clothes would hang from her.
Eventually, I remembered a skirt and top combination I'd bought online from Zara Clothing. I thought John would love having Krissy and me in matching outfits when we went out with him one night, so I bought a matching combination in Krissy's sizes. My daughter is taller than Gina, but her hips, waist, and bust sizes are close enough to the same.
The dark blue, denim-look micro skirt appears like the fastening catch at the top of the zip is undone. But in reality, the top corners of the skirt are stitched open, leaving my abdomen to the top of my 'landing-strip' pussy hair exposed. The skirt is indecently short, ending barely past the luxuriant curve of my sexy ass, but it comes with a built-in gusset that is just wide enough to cover my clit, slit, and entrance, as well as my little dark star.
The bright red crop top that goes with the skirt has a halter neck with a back knot that leaves little to the imagination. The top's cups are barely wide enough to contain my deliciously full breasts, and the minute straps that tie behind my back leave most of my smoothly toned back exposed. Krissy's combination was precisely the same as mine, except a size smaller.
Fortunately, the black, 7-inch heeled open-toe pumps I'd bought for Krissy fit, so I put on my matching pair, and we off to the races, so to speak. Of course, I drove because, dressed as we were, we sure as heck weren't taking public transport. The cost of off-street parking in the Brisbane CBD is prohibitive but still better than subjecting oneself to the lecherous stares, or worse, on the trains or buses. So, less than thirty-five minutes later, Gina and I were walking through The Queen Street Mall, looking for inspiration.
We had an absolute blast, picking up several outfits for my son's fiancée in the process, but mostly just enjoying each other's company and revelling in the many looks and stares we received. It's another commentary on the differences between men and women. The men, every single one of them, even those who outwardly seemed gay, ogled us. Many tried to catch our eye or smiled, wanting to initiate a conversation.
The women had differing reactions. Some were clearly threatened by our overt beauty and sexuality and muttered deprecations as we swayed by, our hips swinging outrageously as our breasts jiggled and bobbled in our close-fitting tops. Others enjoyed how we looked and smiled happily as we strutted past them. Still others, who were either gay or bi, or maybe gay or bi-curious, admired us with equal fervour to the men.
After a morning of shopping, we ate lunch at The Riverbar and Kitchen before parting with an arm and three ribs to pay for parking and heading home. On the way to my place, on impulse, I decided to drop into the sex store where Betty (from my show at The Chateaux and earlier escapades) works. As I'd hoped, the store was empty except for Betty herself. The girls quickly reintroduced themselves to each other as I wandered around, having a look at the various sex toys on sale.
"Hey, Momma?" Gina called. "Come over here for a second, please."
"Hang on," Betty interrupted. "Monday is our slowest day, and it's school pick-up time, so the entire place is empty at the moment." Betty closed the front door and put up a sign 'back in 10 minutes'.
Curious, I watched as Betty returned to the counter before ushering us behind the partition, hiding the storeroom door. Through that door and to the right was a small employee lunchroom. When we reached there, Betty unselfconsciously peeled her top off, showing us her recently pierced nipples. Nipple piercings were something I'd considered numerous times, but with my preference for wearing clinging tops braless, I wasn't sure if my husband would accept my nipple rings showing through my clothes.
"It gets better, Momma," Gina informed me as she unconsciously wet her lips with her tongue, obviously aroused by Betty's enormous bosom or perhaps her piercings.
Betty dropped her mid-thigh length skirt and leaned back against the bench so she could spread her chubby thighs. Betty was clean-shaven, and her thick clit protruded from her puffy clitoral hood prominently. I gasped as she pulled her hood back, exposing her pierced clit. However, that shock swiftly changed to one of imminent arousal. My mind imagined having sleeper earrings in my nipples attached to a springy chain that led to my belly button ring and then another springy chain from that to the piercing in my clit. I imagined walking as my breasts bounced and pulled on the chains, stimulating me with every step.
Then I imagined being on my hands and knees with my handsome, leanly muscular son gripping my shoulders as he pounded my sweet, tight pussy. His thrusts would make my large, firm breasts rock back and forth and delightfully pull on the chain on my protruding clit. My imagination leapt into overdrive as I could almost feel how that tugging on my cum switch would send me into paroxysms of orgasms.
I looked at my daughter-in-law. Well, I guess she wasn't because Tommy hadn't proposed yet, but I knew she would be soon. Gina and I looked at each other and nodded. "I'll ask John if you'll ask Tommy, and we'll get it done together, if you want?" I asked.
"I think that would be a great idea," Gina said huskily, her arousal close to mine, I thought.
Betty put her clothes back on, and we all returned to the store. As Betty unlocked the door and put the sign away, I brought several items I'd been looking at online to the cash register for Betty to ring up. Gina's eyebrows raised, but she offered no objections even though she must have known I would use them on her.
We were back in my sunset red Audi A3, driving home a little while later. To tease me, I think, Gina propped her feet on the dash and spread her knees. Pulling her skirt's gusset aside, Gina played with her waxed bare clit as I drove. However, I managed to keep my concentration on the road, and we made it home safely. But now it was time for me to become Miss Kate the Dominatrix.
"You will cover yourself decently and run to my closet and fetch my cane," I growled at her as I fixed my face into a severe mien.
"Yes, Momma," Gina replied as she got out of the car. "May this girl ask what she has done?"
"Do you think it's acceptable to flash your pussy to every truck, van and SUV driver on the planet?" I queried.
Gina's eyes instantly dropped. "No, Momma," she whispered before turning on her heel and sprinting for the stairs.
Keeping my giggles to myself, I followed her from the lounge and walked to my bedroom. As I reached the top of the stairs, Gina came boiling back out of my room. When she saw me, Gina dropped to her knees and held my mother's heirloom old-school rattan cane above her head, offering it to me.



I accepted the cane from my daughter-in-law and marched into my room. Gina crawled after me swiftly and took up submission position one: On her knees with her sexy bottom on her heels, and her knees slightly parted. Gina's shoulders and head were up and back, with her eyes lowered to the ground before her and her hands palm up on her thighs.
"Gina Marie Matthews," I said sternly. "You are called to account for flashing your lady parts to any passing vehicle high enough to see into my car's cabin. What do you have to say for yourself?"
Looking contrite, Gina responded, "Other than to say that I just didn't think about the fact those drivers could see into your car, no. I was horny and wanted to tease you, so I played with my pussy, hoping you'd want to make love when we got home."
"Teasing is always okay," I reminded her. "Part of our role as the submissive woman to a dominant man is to sexually entice and please our man. However, revealing yourself to anyone who is not your husband, family, or close friend is unacceptable. I believe that punishment is due. Five strikes, three to your breasts and two to your ass. Do you concur?"
"Yes, Miss Kate," Gina answered submissively.
"Assume correction position one," I told her.
Gina quickly stripped and stood with her legs parted, hands behind her head and elbows as wide as possible. As with submission or presentation position one, her head and shoulders were up and back, but her eyes were firmly fixed on the ground about three feet in front of her. I tapped the cane in my palm as I studied the beautiful young woman before me. Gina's and my son's twentieth birthdays were coming up soon. They were only a little more than a week apart, with Gina's being first. I knew that Tommy would propose to her on that day because he'd told me his plans when he showed me the ring he'd bought her.
I walked around my future daughter-in-law, admiring her lush but firm body. Similarly to me, Gina has luscious curves and big breasts, but now she was training with Patrick five days a fortnight and with Tommy in between, her body had firmed up, and the remnants of the baby fat she had carried were now lean muscles. Her skin had tightened with the emergence of her pec muscles, and her breasts now sat a little higher on her chest. I was wet from imagining what we'd do together next, but first, I had a task to complete.
I struck Gina across her firm breasts. My strike, which was barely above her thick, puffy nipples, raised a gorgeous welt and caused her to gasp. "One, thank you, Mistress," she intoned. Moving to her other side, I struck Gina slightly below her nipples. She stifled an aroused moan and quietly said, "Two, thank you, Mistress." I'm sure that Gina anticipated where the last blow would fall, given I'd outlined her engorged nipples with two delightful welts. But, even so, she bit her bottom lip, waiting for me to strike.
I didn't disappoint my young lover and whipped the cane across her arousal-engorged nipples. Her knees trembling as she fought to stave off an imminent climax, Gina moaned, "Three, thank you, Mistress."
Gina started to turn to present her curvy ass to me, but I stopped her when I grabbed her puffy nipples between my thumbs and fingers. "Would you like to work off your remaining corrections, little one?" I asked.
"Yes, please, Mistress Kate," Gina almost purred. "What must this girl do?"
Pulling on Gina's nipples, I dragged her down to her knees before pulling my skirt down, spreading my thighs and pushing my swelteringly hot pussy against her mouth. "Make me cum," I demanded as I ground my wet pussy against her mouth and nose.
Gina's hands moved straight to my curvaceous ass and pulled me tight against her mouth. Her tongue slid firmly over my throbbing clit before curling up to taste my dripping essences. I bit my bottom lip as I revelled in my daughter-in-law's lavish attention to my hot pussy. Gina nodded her head as she licked from my dripping vulva to my over-sensitised clitoris. Before long, I was teetering along the cliff of a truly tremendous orgasm.
The leap from my orgasmic peak came when Gina encircled my flushed deep red clit with her pouting lips and sucked firmly. Cumming hard, I grabbed a double handful of Gina's plentiful black hair and ground my pussy against her face. Understanding my need, Gina nodded her head furiously as her gifted tongue lashed across everything she could reach. "Oh, my Gawd!" I screamed as my climax lifted me on its crest and dashed me against the cliff of my need.
I staggered away from Gina's questing tongue on trembling knees, and trying to reel in my wanton desires, I shakily said, "Gina Marie Matthews. Correction for your behaviour was due and given. That error is now forgiven and will not be mentioned again unless you exhibit similar behaviour again."
"Thank you for correcting me, Mistress Kate," Gins replied from her position at my feet. "This girl is sorry she caused you to correct her. She will remember her lesson and won't do it again." Then she giggled and added, "Well, unless I want further discipline from my Mistress."
"Would you like to cum, little one?" I asked her.
"Yes, please, Momma," Gina immediately replied. "I'm hotter than midday on Mercury (>167 °C)."
"Up on the bed on your back," I commanded. Gina leapt to her feet and then almost jumped onto my bed from where she was kneeling. I'd never removed the binds I'd used on my husband when he deflowered our daughter (finally), so I quickly had my daughter-in-law tied to the bed's corners. After forcing a pillow under Gina's ample bottom, I took out a blindfold and tied it tightly around her eyes. Then I got out the first of the toys I'd bought earlier that day. After placing the body of the 'butterfly' vibrator on my daughter-in-law's flushed clit, I quickly slid the ties around her waist and thighs and bound them firmly in place.
Next, I took out the remote-controlled vibrating nipple clamps and attached them in place. Unfortunately, the butterfly and clips weren't interconnected, but I had two hands and thumbs, so I figured I could time the sensations okay.
Gina lay on the bed, writhing and moaning as she anticipated what would happen next. However, her shocked yelp when I turned the vibrations on almost made me laugh out loud. "Oh, Gawd, Momma," she moaned. "What are you doing to me?"
I turned the nipple clips to a medium setting and the butterfly to a pulsing one. The butterfly would crank up from the minimum setting to the maximum one and hold there for several seconds before winding back to the minimum. The rotations repeated every ten to twelve seconds, driving the wearer inexorably up to the peak of their climax. However, the first six or seven trips up their orgasmic peak would end in frustration as the vibrations would reduce before the wearer leapt off.
I left the remotes on my bedside table and got out my double-ended strap-on. After semi-squatting to seat the double end inside my sweltering pussy, I buckled the ties around my hips and thighs before inserting my biggest dildo. This dildo, at eight inches long, was only slightly longer than my son's actual cock but was significantly thicker. My husband's appendage is somewhat shorter than our son's, but its width matches my 'cock'.
Climbing back onto the bed, I momentarily stopped to pick up the butterfly's remote. I sped up the rotation from minimum to maximum, which also lengthened the time it remained on maximum. Happy that my daughter-in-law was now scurrying up her orgasm's cliff, I balanced myself on my left hand, which I placed beside Gina's right breast, and guided my 'cock' into her.
"Oh, lawd, Momma," Gina breathed as my 'cock's' head nudged her cervix. I shifted my hips back until I'd pulled all but my cock's tip from her gripping pussy, then I grabbed Gina's breasts and rammed back in, bouncing my cock's tip off her cervix as I did. "Yes, yes, yes," Gina panted as her hips writhed under me, causing my 'cock' to spin across her cervix. Suddenly, Gina arched her entire body from her shoulders to her heels off the bed as an enormous orgasm thundered through her.
Eventually, my daughter-in-law shuddered and collapsed onto the bed. I stayed on top of her with my 'cock' shoved hard against her cervix, but I moved my weight from her luscious C-cup breasts onto my elbows. Moving my hips in a slow circle so that I spun the dildo across her cervix, I kissed Gina's pouty lips as I waited for her to recover. But to both our surprise, my cock's head rubbing across her cervix sent Gina scurrying back up her climax's peak, and she launched herself off its edge into orgasm again.
When she finally came down, Gina giggled, "Wow, Momma! That was awesome. But what can I do for you now?"
I matched her giggle as I climbed off her and onto the floor. Then, after releasing Gina from the cuffs, I took the second item I'd bought from Betty's store. Next, I pulled Gina's blindfold off and showed the item to her before undoing my strap-on and taking it off.
"What is it, Momma?" Gina asked.
"A double-ended dildo," I explained as I slid one end into my recently vacated pussy.
"Oh, wow!" Gina exclaimed. "That cock looks so life-like and exceptionally sexy sticking out of your pussy!"
"I got the smallest one Betty had," I told her. "Total length is only a little over twelve inches, so I'm hoping we can take it all the way inside and rub our clits together."
"Oh, far out, Momma. That sounds so naughty and horny. Let's do it!"
Gina lay on her back and lifted her left leg. Turning sideways, I straddled her right leg and shifted until I could position the dildo at her entrance. Then, getting Gina to hold it so that it didn't enter too far into me, I pushed my hips forward until I'd forced the entire remaining part of the dildo into her slickly wet pussy. After a few misstarts, our pussies were pressed hard against each other, with the whole dildo inside us.
Gina was squeezing her breasts and pulling on her nipples. Her breaths were coming in short sharp pants as I held her thigh tightly and ground my thick clit across her equally wet but much smaller one. I carefully pulled back a little before slamming my pussy against hers. "Oh, shiiitttttttveeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrrrrrrsssssssss, Momma!" Gina moaned, trying to change her epithet into a non-swear word. Holding my daughter-in-law's shapely thigh tightly, I started bucking my pussy against hers. "I'm cumming, Momma!" Gina screamed as her hips thrashed against mine, our clits deliciously mashing together with every shake.
"Me, too!" I yelled as my climax battered my mind away. We both collapsed onto our backs as our vision greyed out, and we struggled to stay conscious.
Gina and I spent another couple of hours experimenting with that double-ended dildo until somewhere around four O'clock when Patty and my girls were expected home, then we reluctantly stopped and shared a shower. We used our fingers to give each other a final orgasm (for that day) before drying ourselves off and dressing back in the same outfits we'd worn shopping. We knew the outfits would give Tommy an instant erection and make Patty's, Charmaine's, and Jennifer's pussies wet.
"Thank you, Momma," Gina said warmly as she pressed her luscious body to mine and softly kissed me.
"You're very welcome, my girl," I told her as we held hands, walking to my kitchen.
Getting there, I got out the lamb shanks I planned to roast for dinner. As I prepared the rosemary, tomato, and garlic marinade for them, Gina began peeling potatoes to roast with them. To ensure the potatoes would be crisp on the outside but soft and fluffy on the inside, I'd boil them in the microwave for about ten minutes before placing them in seasoned olive oil and roasting them in the oven.
Courtney called to say that she and Maddie would join us for dinner. Fortunately, I'd anticipated that and had enough shanks for us girls to have one each while Tommy would have two. I'd steam some green beans, broccoli and spinach to round out the meal.
Patty arrived just ahead of Charmaine and Jennifer. The girls' classes synchronised reasonably well this semester, allowing them to use only one car to get to uni most days. Being the first one through the door, Patty saw Gina's and my outfits first. Her eyes grew wide, and she swallowed twice before rushing over to grope my sexy bottom. "Darn!" She complained. "Panties on!"
"Feel again," I teased.
Patty's fingers explored my gusset's edges before she pinched my bum. "You're right," she said. "The skirt has a liner to cover your twat, but you're not wearing panties, you tart!"
"Gina and I went shopping wearing this. So, jealous much?"
"You know I am," Patty grumped. "You have way too much fun without me."
Hugging my friend as I kissed her soft lips, I asked, "How goes the transfer to the new offices?"
"The shop builders are in there now, completely gutting the whole space. They'll strip it back to the brick walls and then rebuild it to the specifications that James and I, along with the architect, came up with."
"How has working with James been?" I queried.
"Even as a self-confessed dyke, I could fall for that man," Patty admitted. "He's powerfully dominant, but not in an overbearing way. When he asks for your input, he listens intently and asks cogent questions to ensure he understands. Then, he thinks about it for a time before offering logical solutions that will actually work. Also, he's calm and self-assured, even when the contractors are railing about something or other. Then, he settles them down and quickly gets them back to work."
"Yeah," I admitted. "I really like him. If I weren't so committed to John, I'd be tempted to take up with him, you know?"
Patty looked at me with a teasing look in her eye before saying, "Well, beautiful, Mister James Squire asked if I thought you were free this Saturday night. If you're available, he has something planned for you at his place."
My pussy tightened and gushed as I remembered the previous Friday's events with James and his son. Having two fairly large cocks in my tight little pussy simultaneously was a unique and very enjoyable experience. One that I'd have again in a heartbeat if it were offered.
Courtney and Maddison (Maddie, as she prefers) arrived as Gina and I served dinner. I hadn't seen Maddie for a few years and was immediately struck by her resemblance to her mother at the same age. Then I noticed how hungrily Maddie's eyes slid over Charmaine, Jennifer, and me and realised that she was more than likely a lesbian. Strangely, though, Maddie's eyes only briefly paused on Patty, who was the only confirmed lesbian in the room. Charmaine still insisted that she was bisexual with a preference for women. I guess it could be argued that Patty had become more or less bisexual since she began living with me, given how often she and my son fucked. She'd even had a satisfactory orgasm with young Mister Freddy Singleton.
'Strange that even though Tommy and Freddy are about the same age, I think of Freddy as young and my son as fully matured,' I mused. Then I thought, 'I need to make Rick (Freddy/Frederick, therefore Rick) take me on a few more dates to complete his education. He's obviously massively improved because it seems that Jennifer is keen to date him.' However, although I wouldn't try to stand between them if Rick and Jennifer became an item, I was educating Freddy on how to be the man for a sexually submissive woman, namely my daughter, Krissy.
I greeted my friend and then hugged Maddie as I kissed her cheek. "Hey, Maddie," I said. "How long has it been? Your sweet sixteenth birthday, maybe?"
"Yeah, Aunty Kate," Maddie replied, surreptitiously pressing her firm young body against mine. "About then, I guess."
"Bummed about your dad being away for a few months?" I queried.
"Not really," Maddie surprisingly replied. "I mean, I'll miss him. But he works so many hours that he's rarely at home at the same time I am or when I'm awake, so it won't make much difference that he's in Bundaberg. It's actually good because I won't have to be at another school this time."
"Year Twelve, right?" I asked. "What is your ATAR (Australian Tertiary Admissions Rank) looking like?"
"I'll finish in the top fifth percentile," Maddie said dismissively. "Way more than I need to do my Bachelors and then Masters in Information Technology like Mom has."
"That's what you want, though?" I wondered. "With that score, couldn't you do medicine or law?"
"Yeah, but I like programming," Maddie said succinctly as she took the tray of roasted lamb shanks from me and placed them on the kitchen bench. I followed her with the tray of seasoned roasted potatoes and put them beside the other tray. "Besides, if I do decide to do medicine or law, I'll have a massive student debt that will take years to pay off. With programming, after my second year, Microsoft or someone similar will more than likely bring me on board and pay me to work for them as I study."
"Sounds like you have a plan," I replied. "Good for you. Doing what you enjoy is more important than doing something you hate just because it has prestige attached to it."
"Cool, Aunty Kate. Now, can you convince Mom and Dad of that for me?" I looked at her, slightly flummoxed about how to respond, but then the little minx giggled and added, "Nah, just kidding. They mostly accept that I want to program and don't care a whit about anything else."
Because my hands were empty, I smacked her muscly butt and said, "Cheeky wench! Hasn't your mother turned you over her knee lately?" Then I remembered. "Didn't you try out for the Queensland Firebirds (Brisbane's team in the national netball competition)? How did that go?"
"I didn't quite make it," Maddie shrugged. "Ms Bulley (the coach) said that I was close, so play and train hard this year and try again next. But by then, I'll be too busy studying to play anyway. A rookie player just doesn't get paid enough for me to justify taking a couple of years off uni."
I turned to Courtney. "How long are you staying, babe?" I asked.
"Just tonight," Courtney replied. "It's impossible for Maddie to get to school from here by public transport, so I'll have to drop her off. Therefore, we'll stay tonight and come back on Friday, if that's okay?"
"Sure is," I replied, immediately thinking I needed to get Caoimhe (pronounced Quee-va. Caoimhe is my best friend's daughter, Kath) to come to dinner that night. Something told me that Maddie and she would hit it off instantaneously.
To my delight, we had a full crowd for dinner tonight. Maddie quickly joined in the banter, insults, and jokes that flew back and forth across the table. I'd bought a pair of pies for dessert, so we hung around the table for longer than normal as we consumed the apple and peach crumble pies I'd heated in the oven. I added some ice cream smothered with Baileys Irish Cream to the bowls. Tommy did as I typically did and mixed the liqueur into his ice cream before eating it.
Patty, Jennifer, and Charmaine were the first to finish, so they tidied up and put the dishes into the washer as the rest of us finished.
It seemed like a good night for liqueurs, so I brought out several different ones and made cocktails. Once everyone had a drink, we adjourned to the lounge where Tommy, in his typical fashion, regaled us with funny stories and jokes from his time travelling with The Brisbane Lions AFL team and things that had happened at his photo shoots.
Tommy sat on the largest sofa with Jennifer and Gina on either side. The girls' hands were active as Tommy told his stories. Charmaine and Patty shared one of the oversized sofa chairs, with Charmaine sitting on the older woman's lap. They were exchanging soft kisses. I was in the middle of the loveseat, delightfully squeezed in a McKenzie woman sandwich. Both McKenzie women had their heads on my shoulder and soft bosoms pressed against my upper arms.



I excused myself to use the bathroom. Because I'd let everyone know what I was doing, I didn't expect anyone to follow me, so I didn't bother locking the door. I'd just rearranged my clothing when the door opened, and Maddie spun through it, locking it as she turned back. She turned to look at me with hooded eyes, "I'm eighteen now, Aunty Kate," she almost hummed.
"I know, honey," I said, perplexed about why she'd tell me what I already knew.
"I'm a lesbian," Maddie added.
"I pretty much guessed you were," I shrugged. "You know it doesn't matter to me or any of my family."
"I'm worried about how Mom will take it, though," Maddie stated as she slowly moved closer to me. "Mom's not really homophobic, but open displays of affection between gay people upsets her."
I didn't know how to answer. I could have said that I knew already because Courtney and I were working on that together, but that would mean sharing a confidence that wasn't mine to share. So, avoiding, I asked, "Have you talked to your Mom about it?"
"It's difficult, you know, Aunty Kate," Maddie replied as she moved so close that we were almost touching. "I'm the youngest, and I swear, sometimes it's like I never got older than twelve the way Mom and Dad treat me."
Maddie stood so close that I could feel the heat from her pussy. The gorgeous, athletic young woman was clearly aroused, as shown by her rock-hard nipples and sweltering pussy. Of course, my first fleeting thought was an unflattering one. It was, 'Why does this always happen to me?' I should be used to it because my overt sexuality has attracted people to me like bees to the honey pot for all my adult life. However, I often get attention from people who, if I accepted their advances, would affect my friendship with their partners or relatives, especially their moms and dads.
"Is there something that I can do to help?" I managed to ask, ignoring the young woman's blatant come-on.
"Let Mom catch us making love," Maddie said as she pressed her athletically toned, youthful body against mine and locked lips with me.
I have to admit, readers, that, despite myself, I reacted sexually to the young woman's actions. That delicious little tingle that I often have between my long, shapely thighs immediately lifted onto my thick clit and ignited a raging inferno in my pussy. My imagination immediately conjured an image of being on top in a sixty-nine with Courtney as Maddie used a strap-on to fuck my dripping pussy. The thought of having sex with mother and daughter simultaneously was an enticing one, to say the least!
I let Maddie's kiss linger before breaking it and saying, "I couldn't do that to your mother, Maddie. You know that. Your mother and I have been friends since high school, and I want to remain so. However, I will sit with you both when you tell her."
"Then we can make love without having to worry about Mom catching us," Maddie insisted as her fingers sought entrance into my gusset-covered pussy.
"Maybe," I replied as my resistance weakened. "But not here and not now."
"Okay," Maddie replied, reluctantly stepping back. "But I've fancied you forever, Aunty Kate, and I'm not waiting beyond this weekend to have you."
"We'll see," I muttered as Maddie slipped out the door. The thing is that I didn't want to resist my young friend. I'd made love to her mother once and hoped to do so again soon, and the thought of making love to another mother and daughter was an exciting one (If you remember, I've made love to Kath and her daughter Caoimhe, just not simultaneously).
I waited a few minutes until I was sure no one would equate Maddie with being in the bathroom with me and then returned to my lounge. The banter and discussions continued until around eleven O'clock when the majority who needed to be somewhere in the morning decided it was time for bed. I watched them leave as I gathered up the glasses and added them to what was already in the dishwasher. After that, it was time for bed.
I needed to open the office in the morning and see if there was anything that John or our clients required me to do. I hadn't bothered opening the office today, but that isn't a problem because I'm mainly there for any walk-in clients. Krissy was monitoring our company's emails remotely from Germany. Then I frowned and brought up my planner on my phone as I walked to my bedroom. I was right; John and Krissy would be driving from Hamburg to Amsterdam at the moment. I was a little bummed that they hadn't called, but John didn't typically phone home when he was away on business, so I sucked it up.
It was as if my thinking about them summoned them because the Zoom app on my phone rang, showing it was my daughter calling. I answered joyfully, only to gasp as I realised that my daughter had her father's cock out and was on her knees, sucking furiously. Letting her father's cock out of her mouth, Krissy giggled, "Hi, Mom. Don't you wish you were me?"
"Yes," I replied as I ripped my skirt off and flopped onto my back on the bed. "Just don't distract your father so much that he crashes!"
Krissy took her father's cock back into her greedily sucking mouth as John's big hand descended onto her head. I heard him groan as he subconsciously raised his hips off the seat, trying to force more of his thick cock into our daughter's mouth. I had two fingers stuffed into my pussy as my thumb flickered over my clit, watching the lecherous scene unfold on my phone. I'd done something similar many times as my husband drove us somewhere, so it was almost like I was about to receive John's sticky, salty gift.
I was close to orgasm when John groaned and unloaded into his daughter's eagerly sucking mouth. Krissy hummed as her cheeks hollowed, sucking every last drop from her father's heavy ball sack. It was enough for me, and I climaxed on my stabbing fingers. At the last second, I managed to get a pillow over my mouth to stifle my orgasmic screams. I opened my eyes in time to see Krissy and John waving goodbye as they said, "Love you, Mom/babe."
I sat up and saw Courtney standing just inside my door, smiling at me. "Looks like you found something hot to masturbate to," she giggled before dropping her robe and slipping into bed with me.
"It's my favourite porn," I confessed, trying not to blush embarrassedly.
"Oh?" Courtney questioned. "What kind is it?"
"Umm..." I mumbled as my brain thought furiously. "Umm, May/September relationships." I was quite proud of myself because that was precisely what I'd watched, but I hadn't mentioned that it was incestuous.
"Those can be pretty exciting," Courtney stated. Then she blushed. "I sometimes fantasise about your son," she admitted in a rush, scared I'd judge her.
I was a little taken aback that she admitted her fantasy but not shocked. "Join the queue, babe." Another true statement that didn't admit to my incestuous relationship with my son.
"You fantasise about him, too?" Courtney asked wonderingly.
"I only meant that a lot of women fantasise about my son," I replied, skirting around her question.
"Yeah, I can see that," Courtney said. "He looks like John but with your earthy skin tone and brown eyes. Plus, like John, he's so dominant, calm, and masculine. I'd imagine that poor Gina has to beat other women off with a stick."
"Other women have put their phone numbers in Tommy's pocket even when he's dancing with Gina," I said proudly.
Courtney giggled and said, "Well, you know what they say about the way to a woman's heart."
Paraphrasing the typical response to 'the way to a man's heart' response, I laughed and replied, "If a man's trying to get to a woman's heart through her feet, he's aiming three feet too low!"
"Oh, yes," Courtney exclaimed. "If a man has good finger and oral skills, he's a definite keeper!"
We'd turned so that we faced each other with our heads on our hands, supported on bent arms. I moved my head closer so I could kiss my latest lover. Courtney's hand found the back of my head as I did the same with her, and our chaste kiss turned into a full-on snog. I let my head fall onto my outstretched arm and moved my hand onto Courtney's pillowy breast. I smiled as I felt her breath catch and her nipple harden in my hand. Strumming my thumb over her crinkly-hard nipple, I deepened our kiss as my other hand stroked Courtney's shoulder.
Pushing with my head, I rolled Courtney on her back and pushed myself up on my hands. Looking lovingly down on one of my dearest friends, I moved so I could press my ragingly hot pussy against her thigh as I pressed my thigh against Courtney's swelteringly wet vulva.
Lowering my upper body, I rubbed my engorged nipples across my friend's equally turgid ones. Then, I tilted my head down and kissed Courtney's soft lips before I lightly bit her bottom lip. Courtney moaned vociferously as a petite but gratifying orgasm washed through her.
Courtney and I were totally focused on each other, so we were both shocked to our cores when Maddie swept in through my door and gasped, "Mom! What are you doing? I thought you hated lesbians? Are you one now? Is that why Dad has left? Aunty Kate... I... well... I don't know what to think!"
Courtney squealed and tried to leap from the bed as I tried to grab the sheet and cover us up. Courtney's feet got tangled in the sheet as she tried to jump, and I attempted to lift it. She tumbled off the bed onto her ass and looked despairingly up at her daughter.
The whole situation suddenly appealed to my sense of humour, and I started giggling before dissolving into big, whooping laughs. Maddie tried to stay serious, but she quickly saw the funny side, too, and she also began laughing.
"Here I am, about to sneak into Aunty Kate's bed and seduce her, and what do I find? My mother rubbing her pussy against Aunty Kate's thigh! Mom? I thought you hated lesbians?"
"That was the most uncoordinated thing I've ever seen you do, Courts," I teased as Courtney embarrassedly struggled to her feet, trying to cover her breasts and pussy.
"Oh, give it up, Mom," Maddie exasperatedly said. "I've seen your tits and pussy many times before."
I looked at my friend as she blushed and stammered, unsure what to do. "It's time to tell Maddie what happened to you, babe," I told her. "Maddie needs to understand why you cringe when women show affection to each other. There's a robe behind the door if you're uncomfortable with being naked."
Courtney sighed as tears welled in her eyes. "You're right," she said. "I should have told Ewan and all my family years ago, but I was so embarrassed."
She stood and got one of my robes from behind the door before tossing me another. I got out of bed and put it on before encouraging the two McKenzie women to sit on the loveseat and talk.
"Do you want me to stay or to leave and give you some privacy?" I queried.
"Stay!" They both said at once.
I sat opposite them on my bed and waited for Courtney to tell her daughter about what had happened at summer camp all those years ago. When Courtney came to the end of her tale, both women were hugging and crying. Courtney was relieved that her tale was told, and Maddie was sympathetic to what her mother had endured, as well as the years of self-doubts and recriminations that had been her mother's lot to bear.
When their tears settled, I looked searchingly at Maddie and said, "Now, Ms Maddie. Don't you have something to confess to your mother?" Maddie looked doubtful, but I smiled and nodded my head to encourage her.
Maddie sighed before sobbingly confessing that she'd had a similar experience at Netball Camp with one of the senior girls, except that she, Maddie, loved every second of it and quickly turned the tables on the older girl and made that girl her bitch.
"I'm a dominant lipstick lesbian, Mom. Oh, cock occasionally is okay, but I prefer to dominate other women. I don't mind guys as long as they're either quite effeminate or confident and serenely calm like Uncle John or Cousin Tommy. But most guys my age are arrogant tossers that, if they were on fire, I wouldn't cross the road to piss on."
Just to be clear here. We Muggletons and McKenzies are not biologically related, but Courtney always insisted her children addressed us as uncle or aunty as a sign of respect.
Maddie ended her tale as she and her mother cuddled and cried together, but then her famous (infamous?) teasing grin spread across her pretty face, and she asked innocently, "So, Mom, what exactly were you and Aunty Kate doing?"
Courtney started to answer, but I overrode her, "Your mom got tired of reacting negatively when two women showed affection to each other around her and asked me to help. I won't tell you my story except to say that I've had quite the sexual awakening this year, and I wanted to help Courtney get over her historical hurts. We've slept together, as in slept in the same bed twice. Once, all we did was cuddle while we slept. The second time, we made love. I wasn't expecting her to join me in bed tonight, however. Nor was I expecting you to come into my room uninvited.
"Now, I will not ruin my friendship with Courtney by having sex with her daughter and Courtney, my dear, I do not think we should rub your daughter's face in our affair. So, if you ladies would like to return to your rooms, I'll see you in the morning."
The two women looked at each other briefly before nodding and smiling. Then, to my surprise, they leapt on me and dragged me onto my bed. Courtney lowered her flooded pussy onto my lips, blocking my view. Simultaneously, Maddie flicked my thighs over her shoulders, and I felt the unmistakable pressure of a cock against my dripping entrance. Maddie gave a soft push, and my pussy lips parted, allowing her cock to possess my creaming vulva.
To begin with, I was so shocked at their willingness to share me that my brain overloaded, and all I could do was groan into Courtney's pussy as Maddie owned and dominated my sweet, tight pussy. However, as my lust began to rage, I grabbed Courtney's slightly flabby ass and pulled her tightly to my sucking mouth and probing tongue.
Courtney had a soft orgasm on my questing tongue, but I think she struggled to relax and let go in her daughter's presence. I'd had several petite orgasms from Maddie's forceful fucking but hadn't climbed to the kind of epic peak I knew would come. Maddie realised that her lovers weren't cresting as quickly or as high as she wanted and decided to take charge.
As I've observed numerous times in these stories, my innately submissive nature means that I'm vulnerable to manipulation by powerfully dominant, emotionally calm people. So when Maddie demanded that I get off the bed onto my hands with my lush breasts on the mattress, I instantly obeyed. The surprise was when Maddie smacked her mother's slightly wobbly bottom and demanded she kneel beside me.
"I've always wanted a pair of Mommie sluts to serve me," Maddie cooed as she lined her strap-on cock with her mother's entrance and roughly shoved it inside. "Whooda thunk one would be my mother?"
Maddie smacked her mother's flabby bottom several times as she viciously fucked her. Courtney had lost all control. I guess her mind was blown away by her instinctual submission to her dominant lesbian daughter. I watched enviously as Maddie powerfully fucked her beautiful mother. Courtney started cresting every few minutes, each climax adding to the intensity of the next. Her head tossed back and forth as she repeatedly moaned, "Fuck me, Maddie. Fuck me hard. Fuck your mom with your beautiful girl cock. Oh, fuck me, Maddie!"
"Cum for me, my darling Mommie slut!" Maddie demanded as she fell onto her mother's back and grabbed her swinging teetahs.
Hearing those words catapulted me back into Edgar Fontaine's post-hypnotic suggestions, and even though they weren't directed at me, my mind pictured my children demanding the same of me in those exact words, and I climaxed as Courtney did.
"Good Mommie slut," Maddie cooed as she mauled Courtney's breasts. She pulled her 'cock' out of her mother's drooling pussy and smacked her ass. "Hop up onto the bed and play with yourself while I fuck Aunty Kate," she instructed. Courtney complied as I reached between my long, shapely thighs and spread my pussy lips. Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, Maddie had different ideas. She wiped her cock's head along my wet slit a few times to ensure it was well lubricated before she held my ass cheeks apart and spat on my tiny dark star.
"Good Mommie sluts like you, Aunty Kate," she crooned. "Need a good hard cock in your sweet little ass just as much as you need it in your dripping... sigh... here we go... your dripping cunt! (I wonder if I'll ever be able to just type that word without feeling guilty?) Hold your slut ass cheeks apart so I can roger your dark fuck hole."
As soon as I complied, I felt Maddie's 'cock' against my little rosebud. I tensed, expecting her to take me as roughly as she had her mother. However, Maddie eased the dildo inside me until her pelvis pressed against my toned but curvy bum and then held still to give me time to grow accustomed to it stretching my ass sphincter.
I'd just opened my eyes and pushed back at the cock buried in my dark love hole when I spied a dripping, hairy pussy sliding under my mouth. Seeing and smelling Courtney's arousal flamed my desires even higher, and with a guttural groan, I lowered my mouth onto my friend's engorged clitty as her daughter began fucking me.
Maddie was soft and gentle, waiting to see if I could accept and enjoy anal sex. Of course, if you've been following my adventures, you'd know that I've been using my dark pleasure hole fairly frequently recently, so I soon needed more than the tender thrusts that Maddie gave me. I pushed my bottom back hard, lifted my mouth from Courtney's drooling pussy, and demanded, "Fuck me, Maddie! Stop prissing about and fuck your Aunt Kate!"
It finished up being an almost all-nighter. Maddie and I spent the night showing her mother how to serve two dominant lesbian women. The finale was Courtney riding my strap-on as her daughter fucked her nearly virgin ass. In between, Maddie dominated me and her mother as the one not receiving her 'cock' helped by suckling breasts or eating pussy.
By my phone, it was almost 4:00 a.m. before Courtney climaxed one more time and collapsed unconscious. Maddie took her strap-on off and sat on my face as we sixty-nined until we orgasmed, then she rolled me into the 'little spoon' position, cupped my lush left breast, and we slept.
I woke up back in a McKenzie woman sandwich. Courtney had rolled during the night, and now her pillowy B-cup+ breasts pressed against my firm Double-ds. Maddie's strong left hand still cupped and gently kneaded my globe as her breath tickled the back of my neck. I kissed Courtney so she'd wake up and smiled when she smiled and opened her eyes. "Morning, beautiful," I told her. "You need to let me up before I wet the bed."
Courtney playfully tried to poke my curved but toned tummy, but I'd been sleeping with teenagers and was used to those kinds of hijinks, so I kept my abdomen muscles taut to prevent her from doing so. "Aww," she protested as her finger bent and my tummy didn't. "You're no fun!" She rolled and let me get out of bed before pinching my shapely bottom as I walked past her.
"Payback's a bish, you know?" I teased as I closed my bathroom door.
I hadn't bothered to lock my en suite door, so I wasn't surprised when Maddie joined me in the shower. After we'd hugged and kissed, I leaned back and asked, "So, Miss Maddie, what was that all about?"
"Whatever do you mean, Aunty Kate?" Maddie innocently asked, acting the ingénue.
"You know darned well what I mean, Miss Maddison," I pretended to growl. "Incest is not that common, and lesbian incest rarer still, I'd presume."



"Krissy and I are good friends, Kate," Maddie said mysteriously.
However, my skin crawled as I feared what she'd say next. "Since when? And that matters because?"
"Krissy contacted me through her TikTok account about nine months ago," Maddie explained. "Krissy knew that I was a lesbian and wanted some advice. Eventually, Krissy confessed that you and she had been intimate. Krissy wanted to learn how to make sex good for you because, as a virgin, she felt that she was getting way more from your lovemaking than you."
"So, did you and Krissy... umm... you know?" I asked.
"Isn't that between Krissy and me?" Maddie queried. "But no, we did not 'you know' together. However, it did make me remember that I've desired you forever and made me wonder what it would be like to make love to my mother. Then, last night, it all came together, and I got to fuck you both." She grinned broadly as her fingers slid onto my swelling clit and spread my labia.
"I just hope that your mother can handle what we did last night," I muttered as I returned Maddie's favour and fingered her slippery slit. "From being terrified of showing affection to another woman to having a three-way lesbian romp with one of the three-way being her daughter in a few short weeks. That's a massive change in a short period of time."
"Mom was on the phone to Dad when I came in here," Maddie explained. "If she's bothered by last night, she certainly isn't showing it. In fact, I'm unsure of the last time I saw her so happy and chatty. I think that thing she spoke to us about last night has weighed heavily on her for quite some time. And now that it's out, she feels much better."
"I hope so," I said sincerely. "Now, as much fun as fingering your tight little pussy is, I need to dress and open our office."
"Let me make you cum first, Aunty Kate," Maddie insisted as she pushed me against the shower wall and moved her thumb onto my thick clit. Maddie slipped two fingers into my hot pussy as we kissed passionately. "Cum for me, Aunty slut Kate," Maddie demanded as she bit where my neck meets my shoulder.
There was that word again. That, combined with the still hovering 'slut imperative' left me powerless to resist, and with a barely stifled scream, I climaxed on my young lover's thrusting fingers.
"Good Mommie slut," Maddie cooed as she pushed her fingers into my mouth for me to clean. "I'll see you in the kitchen for breakfast shortly."
"Yes, Ma'am," I instinctively answered as I stepped from the shower and dried myself. "What would Mistress like for her breakfast?"
"What is my slut having?" Maddie asked.
"If I'm the first into the kitchen, I'll make fruit smoothies for everyone," I informed her. "But if Gina or one of the others is already up, they're as likely to have made acai bowls for us girls, but they would have started a cooked breakfast for Tommy, and I can get Gina to make one for you, too, if you want."
"Bacon and eggs sounds good to me, my little slut Mommie," Maddie said before turning to rinse the shampoo from her hair.
I swiftly did my hair and makeup and dressed in my Ion collared, striped, button front, slim fit, black tank top and a white leather midi skirt with my white 4-inch heeled pumps. The tank top was made to look like a suit waistcoat, and it clung to every centimetre of my lush breasts, leaving vast expanses of my décolletage uncovered. With only two buttons, my top left my belly button exposed, so I swapped out my sunburst ring for a round opal one that completely filled my 'innie' belly button. The ring had a small platinum chain that led to another smaller opal in a teardrop shape. My skirt adhered to my shapely ass like a second skin, of course.
Patty and my girls had already begun breakfast, so I added Maddie's order to the process chain, took a coffee, and sat at the dining room table. Given how many people were living/staying/eating with me every day, we had to use this table more often because the kitchen table was too small to fit us all. Maddie and Courtney joined me there soon after I'd arrived. I watched as they walked in, worried about Courtney's reaction to having sex with her daughter the previous night. However, both McKenzie women seemed relaxed and chatty as they entered the room.
Courtney looked a question at her daughter, who nodded her head. Courtney released Maddie's hand and came around the table to sit in my lap. "Thank you, Kate,' she breathed after kissing me about as fiercely as I've ever been kissed.
"For what?" I wondered.
"Freeing me from my fear of physical intimacy with women and showing me that loving and sexually desiring my daughter is okay." Then Courtney blushed. "Maddie told me that you and Krissy share like Maddie and I do."
I suppressed a wince because I knew it would hurt my friend, but the last thing I needed was even more of my friends knowing that I was an incestuous slut Mommie. Hugging Courtney as we shared a soft kiss, I replied, "You're very welcome, honey."
"Unhand that woman," Patty joked as she brought Maddie's and my breakfasts to the table. "You don't know where she's been!"
Of course, with Patty living with us almost permanently, there were few secrets left between us, so I lengthened my kiss with Courtney as I casually slipped my hand inside her T-shirt and fondled her soft breasts. "I know exactly where she's been," I teased. "She's been here," I indicated my lips. "Here," I pointed at my breasts," and here," I touched my pussy.
Patty's eyes widened as she watched me pet and stroke our uptight friend. "You've become lovers!" She stated disbelievingly.
"Weren't you the one that said I was irresistible when I set out to seduce someone?" I archly asked when Courtney and I broke our kiss. "What chance do you think Courts had when I decided to bed her?"
"Absolutely none at all," Patty admitted as she almost enviously watched Courtney and me making out.
Courtney giggled before separating from me and sitting on a chair. Breakfast was eaten with the usual teasing and banter, and before long, Courtney, Maddie and I were the only ones left. Then, Courtney finished her coffee and announced they needed to get going to ensure Maddie got to school on time.
I picked up the few remaining dishes and put them in the washer before crossing to the garage and going upstairs to open our office. After following the usual opening procedures, I turned on the computers and checked my emails. My only mail was in the spam folders, so I deleted those and opened my uni courses. A new unit had appeared in my Masters course, so I opened that and began reading the learning material.
It only took me about forty minutes to skim through the reading lists, so I tried the preparation exercises. I got two out of the twenty questions wrong, so I highlighted those and went looking for the relevant passages in the text. I'd gotten so involved in studying that I was only vaguely aware that the bell on the door had rung, indicating that I had a visitor. A little annoyed by the interruption, I looked up and broke into a smile. "Mister Rick Singleton," I grinned. "I thought you'd cast this old girl aside to pursue Ms Jennifer?"
Freddy pulled his hand out from behind his back and handed me a single red rose. "Never, my darling Kate," he smoothly said. "You are and will always be my favourite slut Mommie."
"I'm not sure that precludes you from chasing Jennifer," I pointed out. "Given she's not a mommie."
"Not through lack of trying on my behalf," Freddy joked. "Thank modern miracles such as the pill for her lack of pregnancy!"
"Show off," I teased.
"Joking aside, Kate," Freddy said earnestly. "I know I can never have you as mine, so given that, my heart is set on Krissy. Jennifer is a welcome diversion as I struggle to become the type of man your daughter deserves, but my heart belongs to Krissy if only she'd notice and accept it."
"The very fact that Jennifer is prepared to date and fuck you is a massive step up from where you were," I reminded him. "You were firmly planted in the friend zone with all the girls. Anyway. What brings you darkening my doorstop this fine morning?"
"I have tickets to the Home Free concert at The Triffid Hotel tomorrow night, my love," Freddy explained. "You will dress in something spectacularly sexy and be ready for me to take you to dinner at 5:30 p.m. We'll catch the show after we've eaten, and you will stay the night at my place."
"Yes, Sir," I replied, my submissive nature responding to Freddy's calm dominance. "Thank you for my rose and for inviting me."
"Kneel, Kate," Freddy confidently commanded, and before I knew it, I was on my knees with my mouth parted, waiting for his sturdy six-inch cock.
Freddy didn't disappoint me as he undid his trousers and dropped them to his knees. Seeing my prize, I knee-walked across to him and placed my hands on his hips. Then, lowering my head, I took the tip of Freddy's already-erect cock in my mouth and free-handed down until my nose pressed against his hairy abdomen.
"Gawd, my little Kate slut," Freddy groaned as I cupped his tight balls and gently massaged them. "You're the best cock sucker in the world!"
Even though I knew Freddy's sample size wasn't that big, I still preened under his praise and redoubled my efforts to suck him dry. Freddy tried to be cool by keeping his hands behind his head as he peered down at me. However, I looked submissively up at him through my eyelashes and smiled, and Freddy immediately lost it. His large, powerful hands snatched to my hair, and he grabbed two big handfuls as he started fucking my mouth as hard as he could. In response, I opened my mouth a little wider and relaxed my throat. Even though Freddy's rigid cock bounced off my gag reflex with every inward stroke, I ignored it and concentrated on lashing his glans on his outward stroke.
"Oh, Gawd," Kate!" Freddy moaned as his prostate cramped and his cock gushed seminal fluids into my greedily sucking mouth. My young lover jerked and shuddered several times before he held my head tightly and forced his entire shaft into my willing mouth. Holding my nose against his abdomen, Freddy revelled in the last few mostly dry twitches of his orgasm before he released his held breath and pulled out. Smiling happily down at me, Freddy said, "Pull your skirt off and jump up on the counter, please, my little slut Kate."
The sheer naughtiness of sitting bare-assed on my front counter had my already steamingly hot pussy literally dripping, and I almost leapt from where I was to there. However, it proved to be an awkward position for both of us. Too low for Freddy to comfortably eat my pussy, and too high for him to fuck me.
Showing the strength his years of training had given him, Freddy picked me up and lowered me onto his ragingly erect cock. Then, as my powerful, shapely thighs locked around his slim hips, Freddy pushed me against the glass window beside the front door. With my bare, shapely ass pressed firmly against the glass, Freddy powered his sturdy but averagely-sized penis in and out of my blazingly hot pussy.
Again, the sheer public lewdness of the act inflamed my libido, and I began cresting repeatedly as Freddy stabbed his rigidly erect penis into my welcoming pussy. I was close to another climactic peak when my young lover growled deep within his chest and began rough-humping me as hard as he could. Freddy's hands moved from my toned, curvy ass onto my shoulders, and he ripped me down as he rammed powerfully into me.
"Cum with, my darling slut Mommie," Freddy demanded as he slammed me onto his pelvic bone and rotated his pubis across my clit.
"Yesssssssssssssss!!!!!!!" I hissed into his mouth as Freddy sprayed my vulva with his thick man goo. Although Freddy's cock wasn't deep enough in me to spray his semen onto my cervix, the feeling of his warm gift pulsing into my vagina crashed me into another orgasm, and I screamed again.
Freddy carried me to the office sofa and sat down. But after only a few seconds, I was worried about staining the leather, so I regretfully slid off his lap and fetched a pair of wet washers from the kitchen area. Then, kneeling before my lover, I carefully cleaned Freddy's cock and balls before kissing his cock's tip and thanking him for my orgasms.
Freddy thanked me in turn before standing to put his trousers and underwear back on. I cleaned myself as best I could, but after Freddy left, I'd need to go to my bathroom to douche or at least put panties on. I thought about that and realised I needed to bring several pairs to the office for such occasions. Especially given how often I've been fucked in our work office lately. I offered Freddy a cup of coffee, and after we'd chatted and drunk that, he excused himself and told me he'd see me tomorrow evening.
I temporarily flicked the phones back to the service and locked the front door so I could clean up. Only a few minutes later, wearing a fresh pair of panties and carrying some extras, I returned to the office and started working on my course again. The rest of the day passed uneventfully, and at five O'clock, I closed up for the night and went to my kitchen to start dinner.
However, when I got there, Patty and my girls were already in the midst of preparing our meal. "Just the four of us for dinner," Jennifer announced. "Tommy's staying with Gina tonight." She opened the fridge, got out a bottle, and poured me a wine. "Sit, Momma. Relax. We've got this."
I know it probably seems weird to you, but I was a little put out by being sidelined during dinner preparations. But you have to understand that for nearly twenty years, my sole task was to look after my husband and children and to be an ornament on John's arm when we attended the various functions he was expected to frequent. With Charmaine and Jennifer taking over most of my household chores, I had little to do anymore, and it bugged me because I felt I was failing at my job. However, my young projects were helping in the only way they knew how, so I smiled, sat at the breakfast bar, sipped my wine and joined in the banter as the others swirled through my kitchen.
Dinner passed with the usual chatter and playful teasing. After we'd tidied up, we poured glasses of wine and adjourned to the lounge. Charmaine had been chatting about the movie The Best Exotic Marigold Hotel, and Patty hadn't seen it yet, so we found it on Foxtel and settled in to watch it. Unsurprisingly, Charmaine sat in Patty's lap, and the two slender women made out, hardly watching the movie at all. I smiled because I knew that most of the reason that Patty hadn't bothered trying to find a place to live was because she had fallen in love with my petite, dark-haired friend.
The movie ended, and it was time for bed. I'd resigned myself to sleeping alone, but when we got to Charmaine's and Jennifer's flatlet, Jennifer followed me farther down to my room.
"I've missed making love to you, Momma," was all Jennifer would say when I looked at her searchingly. But when I raised a questioning eyebrow, she added, "It seems everyone's found someone except me. I'm feeling a little alone and left out."
"No designs on Freddy?" I queried. "You seem to have enjoyed your nights out with him."
Jennifer grimaced and replied, "He's now precisely what we both want in a man. He's mature, calm, self-assured, and dominant without being overbearing. Now, if he'd just stop talking about Krissy and you all the time, I might have a chance with him."
I sympathised with her as we undressed and got into bed. Of course, I'd spent a good part of my morning playing with said Freddy, so I didn't need to climax for myself. But Jennifer was clearly a little wanting and needy, so we made soft love together until we shared a minor but gratifying orgasm and then slept in each other's arms.
It was my turn to be first into the kitchen that morning, so I made fruit bowls and coffee for everyone before returning to my en suite to shower and change for work. This morning, I wore another item I'd bought online. It was a Privé vintage-look blazer and skirt combination. The outfit was in a midnight blue, and it set off my dark eyes and tanned skin beautifully. Underneath the blazer, I wore a canary yellow square neck top that barely covered my puffy nipples and left the tops of my mounded globes bare. I wore a strapless bra because the top's square was so low, and I chose to wear panties for a change. You know? Just in case... again!
The morning began uneventfully, with only a few stock changes that John wanted me to make. Using the knowledge I'd gained from my discussions with James, I studied the stocks and was sure I knew why John wanted these changes. After I'd made the swaps, I watched the portfolios they'd been made from and smiled as their worth steadily increased.
I was about to close the office for lunch when the door opened, and a tall, suave, confident man entered. I moved from my computer chair to beside the front counter to greet him. I couldn't quite pick his accent, but I guessed from his dusky skin tone that he was from somewhere in Africa. We chatted and flirted for a while, but it soon became apparent that Muggleton Consultancy couldn't help him because he was looking for venture capital to start an accountancy business.
I was enjoying the chat and gentle flirting, but we were both aware that the other wore wedding rings and knew it wouldn't go beyond that. However, one can never have enough friends, so I invited my tall visitor to stay and chat over coffee. To my delight, he asked for tea, English Breakfast, if I had it. I did, so I made a pot and took it and cups to the coffee table before the office's lounge. I poured for us both and offered milk and sweetener. Akiki (please call me Andrew) asked for black with a taste of honey, if I had it. I did, and of course, I had that, too.
Akiki Amina, my visitor, was Ugandan born but Australian raised. However, his family was large, and his accent reflected his Ugandan heritage. With his exceptionally tall, well-muscled physique and deep, resonant voice, Akiki had my motors running, and I was glad I'd worn panties this morning.
We'd consumed two cups each, and I'd run out of excuses to keep Andrew (Akiki) talking. However, before he could say his goodbyes, James entered the office. I introduced the pair, and they immediately fell into an involved conversation about Andrew's monetary needs, his experience, and what assets he had to support the loan.
It turned out that Andrew was a junior partner in one of Brisbane's largest accounting firms. However, he'd grown disillusioned with the company's direction and management structure and wanted to break away from what he called the 'drudgery of his current existence'. I was a little surprised that I could keep up with the conversation and impressed by how both men deferred to me and asked for my opinion on things. I then realised that financing a business venture and investing in the stock market bore only a faint resemblance to each other. However, many of the terms are interchangeable, and I could comprehend most of what was being said.
James made an appointment to meet Akiki (Andrew) at the site he'd chosen for his premises. It turned out that it wasn't far from where James had bought the property for his daughter's and Patty's new medical practice. I grinned because I knew I'd just met Patty's first tenant. I insisted on getting Andrew's number, too, and told him I'd invite him and his wife for dinner when my husband got home from The Netherlands. After Akiki promised to drop by again, I let him go and turned my attention to my dapper, older lover.
I took James' hands in mine and leant forward to kiss him. The vague tingle I'd felt ever since the tall Ugandan man had entered my office shifted a little higher and settled on my thick clit. Shaking off an image of lying on the older man with his cock buried in my dripping pussy as his son slowly forced his cock inside me to join his father's, I asked if James wanted a cup of tea.



James agreed quickly, so I emptied the pot and rinsed it before adding Earl Grey tea leaves and making a fresh pot. I grabbed a clean cup for James and carried the pot back to the low table. After I poured his cup and added a dab of honey, I ensured my lush breasts dragged across his upper arm as I handed it to him.
James chuckled before fondly saying, "You do like to tease, Mrs Muggleton, don't you? Poor Akiki must have been in pain from his hard cock straining against his undershorts."
Reaching out and touching James' cheek, I pursed my pouty lips and batted my eyes. "Well, of course I do," I replied. "Giving men a hardon is pretty much my job these days."
"And if it were a job, you'd be the highest-paid person doing it!" James exclaimed.
"Flattery will get you absolutely everywhere," I told him as I pressed my long, shapely thigh against him. "Now, Mister Squire, I'm sure you didn't come here just to compliment me and drink my tea, so what can I do for you?"
"Actually, my darling Kate," James said smoothly. "I pretty much did 'just come over to compliment you' and share a cup of tea. When you're retired, as I am, finding things to fill your day becomes your occupation. I played golf this morning, showered, got in my car, and came to see you. Your company is a delight, your conversation scintillating, and, of course, you're as sexy as all hell, so what better way to spend some of my day?"
"By taking me to lunch?" I offered.
"If you're able to leave the office unattended for that length of time, then I'd be delighted to take you to lunch," James replied, pleased. "Where shall we go?"
"Coopers on the Esplanade at Manly?" I offered. "We could get some fish and chips and then walk along the foreshore."
"Sounds like a plan," James smilingly said. "Shall we?" He stood and offered his hand.
"We shall," I replied, letting him help me to my feet.
I switched the phones to the service and put up the 'out to lunch sign'. Then, taking James' arm, I let him guide me to his Mercedes-Benz Maybach and got inside. A short drive later, we sat in the cool breeze outside Cooper's Speciality Coffee and Tap House.
I was tempted to order a glass of wine but decided that going back to work smelling of alcohol was unprofessional, so I stuck to coffee. As usual, James' conversation was sparkling, witty, and full of self-deprecating jokes. As a man who had successfully built an empire worth a fortune from a very basic beginning, James felt no need to be grandiose or self-aggrandising. In fact, his conversation contained only passing references to his successful career and how much he was worth. Instead, we spoke of his life with his beloved Annie, his pride in his children, Jimmy and Penelope, and the places he'd visited.
James' descriptions of the exotic places he'd travelled to made me long to visit them myself. He talked about how, in his early career, and much as my husband has needed to, too, he despaired about leaving Annie and his kids behind and longed to return home to their embrace. Then, he described the joy he experienced when Jimmy and Penny were in boarding school, and he could take Annie on his trips, and how that joy expanded when Penny, who was the youngest, graduated university and they travelled as a family.
By the time James got to talk about travelling as a family, we were walking hand-in-hand along the foreshore. I was snuggled against James' right side, holding his slender hand as close to my blazing pussy as I dared, hoping he'd realise how hot and horny I was. However, even if he noticed, James was too much of a gentleman to take advantage of my need in public, so I tried to 'cool my jets', so to speak, and just enjoy his company.
After two pleasant hours, James returned me to the office, and we shared another pot of tea as we chatted. Finally, around 3:00 p.m., James sighed and regretfully said he needed to return home. After my conversation with Patty, I thought James would invite me to his place for dinner on Saturday night, but he hadn't mentioned anything about it. However, as he took my hands in his and kissed my cheek, James asked, "My darling, Kate, I hope you're free this Saturday evening? I'd like you to come to dinner at my place, and then, if you're willing, I'd like to share with you and Jimmy one of the things that Annie and I loved to do together."
"Do I get a hint about the 'thing' you and Annie loved to do?" I queried. I didn't really care because I knew I was safe with the dapper older gentleman, and whatever he had planned would be an exciting proposition, but I was curious.
"No, you don't," James chuckled as he opened the door. "But I know you'll enjoy it. Annie used to, immensely."
James left, and because it was close enough to closing, I locked the office up and walked to my house. No one was home, and I had some lamb steaks I wanted to prepare for dinner, so I got them out and began. After making a marinade of olive oil, garlic cloves, finely chopped, pinch-dried chilli flakes, and a small bunch of chopped mint, I rubbed it into the steaks and covered them with paper towels. Next, I wedged some potatoes and covered them with olive oil, rosemary and garlic flakes. I covered those, too, and put them beside the lamb steaks to allow the seasoning to permeate the wedges and meat. Finally, I made a Greek salad and placed it in the fridge.
Satisfied that dinner was prepared, I walked to my bedroom to shower and change into something casual so I'd be ready for my returning family. I wanted to wear something understatedly sexy that would stir the libido of everyone there, so I took my time selecting my outfit.
After discarding several choices, I decided on my white lace-trim camisole tank top. This top, made of stretch cotton, clung to my luscious sixteen Double-D breasts and shapely waist. I paired it with a pleated, pink, high-waisted miniskirt and my white wedge sneakers, which were sockless, of course.
When I returned to my kitchen, everyone was home. Gina had put the wedges in the oven, and Tommy was preparing the outside BBQ grill to cook the steaks. I accepted a glass of white wine from Patty and joined her at the breakfast bar. I put my arms around Patty's slender waist and rested my head on her shoulder. "You doing okay, gorgeous?" I asked.
Patty sighed as she leant back against me and relaxed. "Mostly, babe," she replied. "It still pisses me off that Billy decided to end our nearly twenty-year relationship, but if he hadn't, I'd have probably never met Charmaine, nor would I have the business opportunity James is giving me. So, maybe things have worked out okay for me, you know?"
I pulled Patty's singlet out of her jean shorts and slid my hands up her toned stomach onto her large nipples. Pinching and rolling them between my thumbs and fingers, I lightly bit her neck before saying, "Plus, you've had more sex in the few weeks you've lived with me than in all those twenty years you were married to Billy Bumble."
"Did you ever like Billy, Kate?" Patty wondered.
"Yeah, I did," I assured her. "Billy is a good guy. I just hate the way he ended things with you. Did you know that he and Mason were lovers before you caught Mason blowing him?" I moved my right hand from Patty's nipple and onto her inner thigh, but she giggled and twisted away from me.
"Behave," she admonished. "Or I will make you eat my pussy here at the breakfast bar."
"Jump on the bar, then," I offered. "None of the others will care."
"If you're blowing Patty, then I'm next," Tommy stated as he walked past and smacked my taut, curvy buns.
I patted the top of the bar and said, "Hop up. Me and Patty will share."
"Horny, Mom?" Tommy queried. "What's got your motor running?"
I giggled and described Akiki's visit and how I'd spent a delightful couple of hours with James.
My son chuckled and said, "Taller than me? That alone would have your thighs squelching as you walked."
I admitted that was true, and we fell into a laughing conversation about who we found a turn-on. Of course, for us girls, the usual suspects of Brad Pitt, George Clooney, Tommy Depp, and Chris Hemsworth were all in there. But then I confessed that I thought Brian Dennehy was the hottest male actor, just ahead of Sam Elliott, and the others lost their collective minds. I tried to explain that I found their calm, dominant personalities attractive, but I was mercilessly teased for my choices.
After eating and spending time playing pool, swimming, and watching TV, it was time for bed. Tommy told the others to give him and me some space because he wanted to be alone with me. I grinned because it felt a lot like when Mom and Dad needed to discipline me. Initially, I wasn't concerned because I hadn't done anything wrong, but then I guiltily remembered that I'd added Maddie to my extensive list of lovers without receiving permission. It wouldn't be too big of a deal because Maddie was a woman, but I should have refused her advances until I'd checked with my husband or son.
"I like your outfit, Mom," Tommy stated as he closed my door and leant against it.
"Thanks, baby," I replied. "I chose it specifically for you."
"So, Momma. It's been a few days. Do you have anything to confess to me?"
Kneeling and placing my forehead on his feet, I replied, "Yes, Sir, I do. Maddie, Courtney and I spent Sunday night making love."
"Courtney had incestuous sex with her daughter?" Tommy, disbelieving, queried. "I would never have seen that coming!"
"Well, apparently, I've been Maddie's favourite fantasy forever, so when she caught her mother and me making love, she joined in. It turns out that Maddie's a dominant lipstick lesbian who has always wanted a mommie slut or two to serve her. Her mother and I fit the bill, so she dominated us as we fucked."
"Okay," Tommy muttered. Then, in a stronger voice, he asked, "Are there any other lovers you've added without permission?"
"No, Sir," I confirmed.
"Akiki?"
"He's male and married, so I wouldn't do that without permission, Tommy," I firmly said.
"But you wanted to," Tommy chuckled.
"Yes," I admitted. "I've never had a lover who wasn't basically white. Charmaine and Juana are South American but barely darker than me, so they don't count."
So, if Dad and Akiki's wife want to play, you'll be keen?"
"Yes," I confessed. "I wonder if the rumours about black men being more endowed than white men on average is true."
"You turning into a size queen on me, Mom?" Tommy teased.
"You mean, am I looking for someone larger than Jumbo?" I giggled. "Not only no, but heck no! You and your father are plenty big enough for me." I waited for Tommy's response before raising something that was bothering me. He didn't reply, so I added, "James has invited me for dinner at his place on Saturday night."
"Yes," Tommy answered. "James checked with Dad if that was okay."
"James wants to share something with me that he shared with Annie," I explained.
"And?" Tommy asked.
"I've seen Annie's photos, Tommy," I clarified. "Some of them are pretty wild. Cocks in all of her three holes as she tugged on two more. Sitting on two cocks that were in her ass as she leant back and took another in her pussy. As I said, pretty wild!"
"You're worried he might want you to do that?" Tommy queried.
"Well, worried and maybe a little excited," I confessed embarrassedly.
"You want to try what Annie did?" Tommy wonderingly asked.
"It looked really hot," I stated as my pussy flared, imagining being thrice penetrated and holding two more cocks in my hand. I'd done something mildly similar with Betty at her sex shop. But all I'd done there was suck a cock as I tugged two more. Betty was feasting on my slippery pussy as I sucked and jerked.
Tommy considered my statements before coming to a decision. "I'm not concerned about you taking Maddie as a lover, so there's no corrections due for that." He thought some more. "I, too, am interested in what James and his son have planned for you so you may attend James' dinner and enjoy everything that happens that night. However, when Jimmy delivers you home on Sunday, you will find me and confess everything that you did and have an accurate count of the extra lovers you took the previous night."
"Yes, Sir," I replied, hoping Tommy would take me roughly. This morning's romp with Freddy was enjoyable, but the subsequent meeting with Andrew (Akiki) and James had roused my libido to a fever pitch, and I needed dousing.
"Get on your hands and knees on the bed, my darling slut Mommie," Tommy hoarsely demanded. "Hold your pretty ass cheeks apart because I'm going to fuck your tight little dark hole."
Moaning with unrequited desire, I got onto the bed and spread my knees as far apart as possible so Tommy could reach my tiny dark star. My son used his powerful hands to part my toned butt cheeks and spat on my ring. Then, he lined up his throbbing member with my rear love hole and firmly thrust it inside. I moaned and jerked as my son's cock pared my knot open and possessed my craving ass.
"Tell me how much you love your son fucking your dirt hole, Mom," Tommy required of me.
"I do, baby boy," I told him. "I love having your magnificent cock in any of my love holes. Now fuck your Mommie and fill her with your baby-making seed."
Tommy set up a pounding rhythm that had me cresting almost immediately. However, a sudden image of my son's gigantic cock spewing its load against my cervix and his swimmers immediately powering toward my womb sent me crashing into a climactic orgasm. Tipping my head back, I howled my climax to the ceiling before I felt Tommy's extensive cock swell even larger and begin spurting into my warm colon. Feeling his scalding jism exploding into my tight rear canal sent me into another caterwauling climax that caused the world to turn grey around me.
Jennifer and Gina, who must have been listening at my door, boiled into the room as my breath left me. They helped me onto the bed, and I slept the sleep of the just--as in 'just been fucked'.
Wednesday, after the girls and I had done our session with Patrick and his new fiancée, passed without anything of importance happening. The office was quiet with no emails, phone calls or visitors, and it was soon time for me to close it up and prepare for my date with my 'project', Mister Freddy (aka Rick) Singleton. I giggled to myself, thinking about 'enduring' another 'slut walk of shame' into my home on Thursday morning.
Freddy had requested that I wear something 'spectacularly sexy', so I trolled through my extensive wardrobe, looking for an item that fitted his requirements. Eventually, I settled on my azure blue, deep V-neck, backless, sleeveless, skort romper. To the viewer's eye, my romper appeared to be a micro micro-skirt that covered only about seven-eighths of my shapely, curvaceous ass. However, underneath the skirt part of my outfit was a gusset that kept my divine assets safely covered. The deep Vee of my romper exposed my generous globes almost to my nipples, and I needed to put double-sided tape on them to ensure they remained inside my outfit.
I added some large, hoop-ringed earrings and a matching Aztec necklace. Then, I did my makeup in Gothic black, with purple eyeshadow and plum red lipstick. I outlined my pouting lips around 5 mm wider than their actual size and carefully filled them in to create an even more prominent pout in a perfect cupid's bow. The final addition to my look was the same thigh-high fuck me boots I wore to Eugenie's function. At the last second, I decided to put my luscious black locks into a top knot, a la Barbara Eden in I Dream of Jeanie.
I examined myself in my full-length mirror and happy with how I looked, strolled into my kitchen, swinging my hips outrageously. The kitchen was full of my extended family, who were all engaged in chatting and teasing each other. However, when I walked in, the conversation immediately faltered.
"OMG!" Jennifer breathed. "Lucky Freddy!"
"You like?" I preened as I did a slow pirouette so they could all admire my outfit.
"Like?" Patty drawled in her typically pithy fashion. "You're a walking cock hardener and cunt wetter. You're going to a standing-only concert? That fine ass of yours is going to be groped all night!"
"Oh," I fretted. "Do you think I should change?"
"Nah. Fuck 'em," Patty replied. "Let Freddy sort out the ones who overstep the line."
Freddy knocked on the door at precisely 5:30 p.m. I opened it to see that he'd gone with an all-leather look. Tight leather pants that delightfully outlined his solid package and clung to his leanly muscled legs. Freddy had patent leather black boots beneath his leather trousers. Above those, Freddy wore a black leather waistcoat that adhered closely to his broad, powerful chest and exposed the sexy chest hairs between his well-formed pecs. Over his waistcoat, Freddy had a black bomber jacket that emphasised his wide shoulders. Seriously, readers, it was all I could do not to drop to my knees and beg to suck his partially inflated cock!
"Oh, wow, Freddy!" Gina huskily breathed. "That is... you look... just... wow!" She turned to me, "Momma, whatever you're doing to him, keep doing it!"
Patty, Charmaine, and Jennifer agreed enthusiastically, so I put my arm around Freddy's waist, grabbed the back of his head, and kissed him with everything I had. Turning back to the envious women, I said, "Eat your hearts out, bishes! For tonight, he is all mine!"
Freddy complimented my outfit as he walked me to his car, and I got in, happy that I'd impressed my young suitor. We drove to Fortitude Valley and stopped for dinner at Mr. Vain Restaurant & Bar. I'd never been there before, so it was a new experience for me. The venue had live music, with a Jazz band doing covers of various 90s hits. I found the mix-up a little jarring at first but swiftly began to appreciate the band's ability to put a new swing on some songs from my childhood.
After eating, it was time for the show. I came across this group 'Home Free' on YouTube while browsing for some other music I remembered from when my kids were preteens. When I first listened to their versions of various country music classics, they described themselves as 'the world's only acapella country music group'. Because of their popularity, several groups are now singing similarly, so they now say they're 'the world's first acapella country music group'. Given the band covers such artists as Johnny Cash and The Oak Ridge Boys, I was a little surprised that Freddy had even heard of them, let alone wanted to see them.
The Triffid Hotel, the venue for the show, is a 'first there, best dressed' type of place. With no allocated spots, you found a place to stand when you got there. Freddy and I arrived relatively late, so we had to stand near the back. However, the stage was clearly visible, and from the music playing, the acoustics were good, so we weren't concerned.
Everything proceeded without any problems to begin with. Oh, I was ogled, and a number of men pushed past me, letting their upper arms brush across my luscious breasts or the back of their hand across my sexy ass when there was no need to pass that closely. But that is par for the course for women as sexy and beautiful as I am, so it didn't bother me.
However, when the lights dimmed, I quickly realised that dressing so provocatively was a mistake. Hands immediately groped my curvaceous ass as fingers poked my puffy nipples. Freddy swiftly came to my rescue. Pulling my back into his front, Freddy wrapped his arms protectively around my extensive bosom. A short time after that, I felt Freddy's hand flash down, and then a man gave a stifled yelp before staggering away, holding what, even in the dim light of theatre, I could see was a broken finger. The asshole had tried to finger me, so Freddy had persuaded him it was a bad idea.



The rest of the creeps in our vicinity took the hint, and Freddy didn't have to make any more examples of people. Of course, Freddy's swift handling of the perverts had my motors running, and my puffy nipples popped against his arms. Feeling my arousal, Freddy stealthily rearranged his throbbingly erect cock so it stood straight up and pushed it into my butt's cleft.
Reaching between us, I unzipped Freddy and took his cock out. Then I moved my skirt's gusset aside and pressed Freddy's sturdy cock between my butt cheeks and began rhythmically squeezing it between my muscular ass globes.
"Keep that up, and I'm going to cum on your ass, Kate," Freddy muttered into my ear.
Giggling, I squeezed harder and longer between pulses. Freddy moaned and began to almost imperceptibly hump his cock along my crack. It felt good, and no one seemed to notice, so I took Freddy's hands and moved them to my nipples. Freddy squeezed and released them in time to the music, driving my arousal even higher.
We continued stimulating each other through several songs, but then the young woman, about Freddy's age, who stood before us, turned around. "I've been watching and listening to you two," she said, looking longingly into my eyes. "And I'm so hot that I swear my pussy is about to burst into flames!" With that, she pressed her jeans-covered pussy against my thighs and stood on tiptoes to kiss me.
"Charlotte!" a young blonde man standing close to her hissed. "What are you doing?"
"Shut up, Steven," Charlotte snapped back. "You're supposed to be grounded. If I tell Mom you snuck out to come to the concert with me, she'll ground you until you're fifty!"
"Your brother?" I asked. Then, when she nodded, I added, "Ages?"
"I'm twenty, and this concert is my brother's eighteenth birthday present. He turned eighteen last week. He's a virgin."
"And you know this, how?" I queried as the young woman continued grinding her pussy against me, the heat coming from it impressive.
"We tell each other everything, and Steven would have told me if he scored."
"For how long have you two danced around becoming lovers?" I asked shrewdly.
"Ever since Steve's birthday," Charlotte admitted, blushing bright red.
"You have some experience?" I presume.
"Yeah, but it was a disaster. Besides, I think I prefer women, you know?"
The patrons around us hadn't said anything yet, but I could see they were getting antsy about us talking during the show, so I said, "Stay close, and we'll get a drink together after the show. In the meantime, back your sexy ass up against me, and we'll watch the show."
Steve hadn't said anything while Charlotte and I talked, but he blushed and fidgeted when she accused him of being a virgin, so I presumed that he was. I'd never made love with a virgin before, and the thought of taking this young guy's virginity was quite intoxicating, so I smiled, took his hand and pulled him close enough for my lush bosom to press against the back of his upper arm. I risked a quick glance down and smiled when I saw how tented his chinos were.
Charlotte leant back against my breasts, her head resting underneath my chin. Unfortunately, this meant that Freddy couldn't strum my nipples without also rubbing against Charlotte, but his throbbing cock, barely covered by my skort, still rested between my butt cheeks. Once everyone had settled and quietened to watch the band, I started squeezing Freddy's slightly less than 6-inch but thickly girthed cock with my ass again.
Freddy's cock was pouring precum, and it soon slid deliciously along my cleft, its path well-lubricated by his drooling fluids. Leaning back and turning my head, I whispered, "Cum for me, Freddy,"
"Oh, shit, Kate!" Freddy sighed as his sturdy cock twitched and spat semen onto my tailbone. I felt several more splashes before he stopped pumping his penis along my ass cleft. "What am I going to do about the mess?"
Giggling delightedly, I opened my handbag and handed him a packet of tissues. Freddy surreptitiously cleaned me and himself and tucked his cock back away. Only then did I realise that Steven had seen Freddy cleaning his cum from my ass and his cock. The young man's tongue was between his teeth, and he was unawarely, rhythmically rubbing the front of his severely tented pants. I grinned and winked at the young man before leaning close enough to kiss his cheek and then hummed the line from The Pussycat Doll's song, 'Don't cha wish your girlfriend was hot like me?" Then I let my fingers brush lightly over his straining cock.
Unconsciously mimicking Freddy, Steve groaned, "Oh, shit!" and bolted from the arena, headed for the loos to clean up.
Charlotte, who had watched closely everything I'd done, giggled before saying, "That was just plain evil," But she quickly refrained from saying anything else because people's heads turned towards us.
Steven returned after not very long, and we settled in to watch the rest of the show. Home Free impressed me with their vocal range and fresh covers of many classic country and western songs. They'd increased the tempo of most of the songs they covered, and with beatboxer, Adam Rupp, providing thumping accompaniments, I was soon dancing in place as the music inspired me.
Of course, I ensured my ass remained glued to Freddy's trouser front as I bounced and gyrated and often turned so that my large, firm breasts rubbed across Steve's upper arm. Plus, with Charlotte still pulled firmly against me, my extended nipples swayed across the bare skin of her back and shoulders. The arousal of the boys was immediately apparent, of course. However, when Charlotte tilted her head to the side so she could kiss my jaw, I knew I had all three of them on the edge of a climax. Smiling happily, I moved even more seductively against my three young companions.
We enjoyed the remainder of this half of the show, and when Steven and Freddy went to get drinks during the intermission, Charlotte and I worked our way closer to the stage for the second half. When we got to our new position, Charlotte pressed against me and said, "We don't even know you or your son's name."
I laughed, "Freddy is my lover, not my son. You don't really think I'd do something like what I did with my son, do you?"
"No, I guess not," Charlotte said. "So, what's your name?"
"I'm Kate, and my friend is Freddy, but I like to call him Rick because Freddy sounds so juvenile."
"You're a lot older than him," Charlotte observed.
"Yes, I am," I admitted. "Rick and my son Tommy are friends, and Rick and I became lovers about six months ago now."
"You're wearing wedding and engagement rings," Charlotte mused. "Are you and he married?"
I laughed out loud. "Heavens, no! Rick wants to date my daughter, who is currently in The Netherlands with her father."
"Then why is he out doing... umm... sex stuff with you?"
"Because I'm teaching him how to be a man. The type of man that my daughter needs."
"That sounds so hot!" Charlotte stated. "I wish I'd taken an older man as my first lover. Then maybe it wouldn't have been as horrid as it was."
"My daughter took a man my age as her first lover," I told her, avoiding the fact that it was her father. "She said it was the best experience of her life and hardly hurt at all."
"I didn't even get to cum because it was over so quickly," Charlotte groused. "Three humps and a grunt, that was all. Luckily, I made him wear a condom even though I was on the pill, so there wasn't any mess on his dad's car's backseat."
"I have a plan," I teased my new friend.
"Oh?" Charlotte giggled. "What's that?"
"I'll seduce Steve, then you can come back to Rick's place with us, and I'll show your brother how to make love while Rick shows you what it's like to fuck a man that knows what he's doing."
"I'd rather you seduce me," Charlotte muttered before saying. "I'm not some kind of slut that fucks just about anyone."
"I am," I giggled. "And you and your brother are both pretty hot."
Freddy and Steve returned with our drinks just in time for the lights to dim for the second half of the show. We assumed the same positions as before, which kept the groping hands away. However, this time, I slowly pulled Charlotte's top out of her jeans and slid my hands up to cup her bra-covered breasts. When she didn't object, I pushed her bra above her A-cups and strummed my thumbs over her nipples.
Charlotte didn't complain about that either, so I daringly undid her jeans' top button and slid my hand inside. Seconds later, my fingers slipped over her engorged clit and dipped slightly inside her. I briefly waited for Charlotte's response, and when none came, I slid my fingers a little deeper inside and thumbed her button.
Charlotte turned her head and locked her soft lips to mine. Then, shuddering and near collapse, she squealed into my mouth and came on my fingers. Freddy, who knew what I was doing to our new friend, had secretly slipped his hand inside my gusset and reached along my perineum to tickle my entrance. Unfortunately, the angle was all wrong for him to reach any further. However, the sheer naughtiness of what we were doing amongst the concert crowd overloaded my libido, and I moaned into Charlotte's mouth as I climaxed on Freddy's fingers.
By that time, people were definitely noticing what we were doing, so we adjusted our clothing back to decency and changed positions in the crowd. We kept the same arrangement because it protected Charlotte and me from being felt up, but we kept our hands in publicly allowable places.
When the show ended, Freddy and I encouraged Steven and Charlotte to remain at the bar with us. Of course, every time Steven ordered a drink, and much to his chagrin, the bartender carded him. We got talking, and to my delight, the young pair were witty conversationalists and not so brainwashed by our vapid education system that they couldn't form opinions for themselves. The pair, who lived in Belmont, had come into The Valley by public transport. Belmont was on the way home for Freddy and me, so we offered to drop them off.
On the way to Belmont, I turned to the siblings who sat in the backseat and blatantly said, "I want to have sex with both of you. Come with us to Freddy's place, and I promise you'll have the time of your lives! Freddy, here, is a magnificent lover, and if there's a better one than I, no one knows who it is."
Steve was a lot keener than Charlotte, and his eyes pleaded with his sister to say yes. Obviously, I was old enough to be their mother, but I doubt their mom looked half as sexy as I do. I'd bet that even the porn stars that Steve masturbated to aren't a quarter as sensual as I am.
"You're not going to kidnap us and keep us as sex slaves?" Charlotte worriedly asked.
"Hmm," I teased. "I hadn't thought of that. Have you, Rick?"
Freddy chuckled and acknowledged that he hadn't.
I turned towards the backseat again. "No, we won't. However, even if I was going to, do you think I'd admit it?"
Steve enthusiastically agreed to come home with us, but Charlotte's assent was hesitatingly half-hearted. I offered to drop her home and take only her brother, and I think that was what made Charlotte agree to come with us. She was protective of her younger brother and perhaps worried that Freddy was a gay rapist or something. However, I knew that once we were at Freddy's place, I'd overcome her fears swiftly, and we'd have an erotically fun time.
When we got to Freddy's, I excused myself to the bathroom and phoned my son. "Hey, Mom," Tommy breathlessly said. "Everything okay?"
"Yes," I replied. "But Freddy and I have made friends of a young twenty-year-old and her virgin eighteen-year-old brother. I've never made love with a virgin male before. Do I have your permission to seduce him?"
Gina yelled, "Go for it, Momma!" as Tommy chuckled and wished me luck.
I returned to Freddy's lounge to find that Charlotte and Freddy were already kissing up a storm. Steven sat on one of Freddy's sofa chairs, watching enviously with his trouser front severely tented. He hadn't quite gotten to the stage of playing with himself as he watched, but it was only a matter of time before he did.
Steve's eyes snapped to me as I entered the room, and smiling warmly at him, I strutted across the lounge, adding an extra bounce to my step to make my unfettered breasts sway and jiggle. Steve's eyes grew as wide as saucers, and his tongue unawarely touched his suddenly dry lips.
Striding close, I sat on Steve's lap and leaned against him. "See something you like?" I coquettishly asked.
Steve blushed bright red but nodded vigorously. Then, with a schoolboyish grin, he said, "Two somethings, actually."
"Oh, these little things?" I seductively hummed as I cupped my large breasts and lifted them until the tape almost gave way, and they sprung into view.
Steve gulped and mumbled that they were hardly 'little'. I looked over at Freddy and Charlotte and saw that Charlie had straddled Freddy, facing towards him. Freddy had her top and bra off so he could suck and lick her breasts. I pointed at the couple with my chin and suggested, "Rick has a spare room. Why don't you and I try the bed in there?"
I think that poor Steve came in his pants at my suggestion because he replied that he'd love to but had to visit the 'little boy's room' first.
I told him I'd wait right here for him, and he was back a few minutes later. Holding the young man's hand, I led him to Freddy's spare room. Fortunately, the room had a double bed, making it comfortable for two people. Closing the door behind us, I guided Steve to the bed, had him sit down, and knelt before him. At 183 cm (6-ft.), I'm tall. Not 'for a woman', but tall anyway, regardless of gender. My young prospective lover was less than averagely tall for an Australian man. I guessed his height was about 170 cm (5-ft. 7), which meant that, with him sitting and me kneeling, we were close to the same height.
Steve gazed longingly at my lips, aching for the courage to kiss me. I chuckled throatily, took his hands in mine and guided them onto my large, firm breasts. Steven gulped, and his hips jerked as he struggled to stave off another embarrassing orgasm. "Honey, I love that you find me so sexily attractive that you orgasm whenever I touch you," I reassured him. "You're young and inexperienced; that's not your fault and typical of someone your age. Let's remove our clothing, and I'll help you relieve some of the tension, okay?"
Steven eagerly agreed and stood to strip. "Let me," I insisted. "Then you can undress me, okay?"
Steve, too nervous to talk, nodded vigorously again and waited for me to undress him. He wore a button-down shirt, so I moved behind him and pushed my hard nipples against his back as I slowly, seductively undid each button. Once I had the top half undone, I slid my hands inside his shirt and ran them across his slender chest. To my pleased surprise, Steven was much more toned than I'd thought. His physique wasn't that of a football player or swimmer, but more that of a long-distance runner.
"You run?" I breathed onto the back of his neck as I ran my knowledgeable hands up and down his washboard stomach and leanly muscled pecs.
"Yes," Steve mumbled as he concentrated on not cumming.
Pulling his shirt off his slender shoulders, I tossed it aside before pushing Steve onto his back on the bed. I quickly undid his Chinos' fly and pulled them off his muscular legs, taking his shoes with them. In the soft light of the room's opened blinds, Steve's runner's physique became deliciously apparent. He had little to no body fat showing anywhere on his body, and I surmised he was serious about his running.
Admiring his leanly muscled physique, I touched my dry lips with my tongue and almost panted, "How good are you? I'm assuming that you're right into your athletics, so how good are you?"
"Pretty good," Steve answered self-deprecatingly, refusing to answer my question.
Knowing that was the best answer I'd get from him, I pulled my naked lover to his feet and said, "Undress me. There's a zip at the back of my romper. Start there, and take the time to enjoy what you see."
I got back on my knees on the floor with Steve's long but thin penis at my eye line. I resisted the urge to take it in my mouth and let him undo my zip. "That's good, honey," I told him as he peeled the romper off my shapely shoulders. "Now, push it down to my waist." Steve complied, and I added, "Kneel behind me, baby. Then reach around and give me your hands." Steve did that, too, and I guided his hands onto my lush bosom.
Holding Steve's hands in mine, I gently squeezed my thumbs and fingers together, encouraging him to knead my breasts. "When you start making love to a woman, you need to show her your love and affection, so soft touches and stroking and gentle kneading is the way to go," I instructed as I took his left thumb and forefinger and moved them to my nipple. "A woman's breast nubs are amongst her most sensitive erogenous zones, so you need to pay lots of attention to them. However, don't start there."
I spread his fingers apart and moulded them around my full globes again. "Begin by lightly stroking around the outer edges of her breasts. As you do that, tell her how beautiful she is and how much you care for her. Simultaneously, you should compliment her on how delightful her breasts feel in your hands as you kiss along her shoulders and lightly bite where her neck meets her shoulders."
"They do!" Steve gasped, struggling to do what I wanted him to whilst fighting off an imminent climax. "They feel fantastic!"
I knew that Steve would orgasm onto my back at any second, and that would embarrass him and make him feel like less of a man. So I asked, "May I suck you, honey? I want you to cum in my mouth so I can taste your delicious man goo."
"Oh, Gawd!" Steven groaned as his cock twitched against my mid-back.
I swiftly spun and managed to cap my mouth over his cock's head before he erupted jism all over the place. Steve's libido had exploded, leaving him with little control over what he could do. I recognised, despite my sparse experience with inexperienced male lovers, that premature ejaculation was common in teenage males, so I took it as it was: A compliment to my overt sexuality.
"Shit!" Steve muttered inconsolably. "I'm so fucking useless at this."
"So, tell me, Steve," I queried. "When you decided to be a runner, you immediately stepped out and ran a marathon without doing even one lick of training?"
"Of course not, Kate," Steve replied. "I haven't run one yet, nor do I think that I will. But it takes months of training to be competitive."
"Oh, so you've made love with many women before tonight so that you're competitive on your first outing?"
Understanding what I was driving at, Steve chuckled and replied, "Well, does masturbating count? If it does, I'm a sexpert like twenty-thousand times over."
"Okay," I replied. "Then let's assume that I'm an Olympic-level athlete at making love, and you're what you are. What can you learn from me?"
"Everything I need to know to be good at making love to a woman."
I smiled seductively at him and replied, "Correct. Steve, I'm flattered that you find this old girl attractive and want to fuck her. I love the taste of semen and love it splashing on my face, breasts, or body. So, every time you're about to lose it, let me know, and I'll happily swallow every drop, okay? Shall we return to exciting a woman via her breasts?"
Steve nodded eagerly, so I took his hand and pulled him up on the bed. Knowing how things typically progress with new lovers, i.e. those not slut Mommies like me, I lay on my back, kept my thighs together and made Steve lie beside me. Steve grabbed my left breast immediately, squeezing quite painfully. "Easy, Tiger," I giggled. "They're not a kid's squeeze toy. There will be times when your woman will want you to take her roughly, but rarely is that where you should start."



Steve apologised and then implored, "Show me, Kate, please."
"Start by cupping my cheek and kissing me," I instructed. "You're trying to seduce me by showing your control of yourself and your desires."
Steve swamped my mouth. Knowing he was new at making love, I put up with his slobbery kiss for a time before easing my lips away from his and saying, "Like this, honey." I wiped his and my lips, and then, keeping my lips firm, I pressed them against his. Steve's lips remained soft, and he parted them immediately. Moving back, I shook my head, "Too much, too soon, baby. Match my lips' firmness and keep our first few kisses relatively short."
We tried again, and Steve kept his lips dry and firm this time. We repeated that type of kiss a few times before I moved Steve's hand onto my left breast. Ensuring he kept his hand spread, I showed him how to knead it gently as he kissed me. Pulling back, I asked, "Can you feel how my nipple has gone hard against your palm?" Steve nodded, and I added, "That means I'm beginning to be sexually excited. That I'm responding to you, that's good, huh?"
Steve nodded, so I explained, "Now is the time to see if your lover wants to take things further, so you do something like this. I locked my lips with his, keeping them firm and together as I'd done earlier, only this time, I sent my tongue out and touched it to his lips, seeking entrance. Moving away, I encouraged, "Try that, honey."
Steve's tongue tentatively touched my full, pouty lips, and even though it was more diffident than I liked, I allowed myself to respond by moaning and parting my mouth to let his tongue in. Of course, Steve immediately became overexcited again and tried to stuff his tongue down my throat. Turning my head, I said, "Too much again, baby. Take your time and seduce me. You must understand that guys go from cold to red hot and ready to blow in seconds. We girls take between ten and twenty minutes for our motors to be really revving."
Steve tried again, and he did well. His tongue touched my lips and when I parted them, he touched his tongue lightly to mine. I lifted my tongue, and we began that age-old dance of erotic mouth-love battle.
With Steve finally getting his kissing right and his long, slender cock throbbing and drooling precum along my thigh, I was about ready to explode. But Steve's breaths were coming in harsh pants, and I knew he was at the end of his control's tether.
"Let me help you with that, baby," I hummed as I rolled him onto his back and wrapped my firm Double-D cups around his aching cock. "Cum on my tits, honey," I throatily pleaded, and Steve groaned as his cock spurted sticky man goo over my luscious bosom.
Steve rolled off me onto his back and lay panting. I knew it would be mere seconds before he was rock-hard again, so I wasn't concerned that I hadn't received anything in return yet. To titillate my virgin lover, as he watched, I gathered his slippery spend with my fingers and fed it into my mouth. Doing that reversed his fading erection swiftly, and it grew before my eyes to its impressive 7-inch length. If Steve's cock filled out a little, he'd have a magnificent weapon to take into his sexual conquests.
I moved to lie draped over my young lover as I twirled my fingers through his sparse pubic hair, carefully avoiding his bouncing cock. When Steve's pants settled into regular breathing, I smiled at him and said, "Let's take some more pressure off your aching balls, okay?"
"Sure," Steven eagerly agreed, so I lowered my mouth onto his throbbing cock and free-handed it down until my nose pushed into his curly pubic hair. Although Steve's pubes tickled my nose, I loved that he hadn't taken what seems like the typical route now and shaved his pubic hair off. I may have observed before, but I like my men to be men. Masculine men, who are my weakness, should be hairy. Not necessarily like a bear rug or an overstuffed teddy bear, but I even find men like that attractive if they're the requisite dominant and calmly controlled.
Steve lasted until I cupped his tight balls before ejaculating into my greedily slurping mouth. Then, knowing men's penises are often very sensitive after they've cum, I let him out of my mouth and instead wrapped my dainty hand around his long, slender shaft and gently tugged it. As I'd hoped, Steven didn't really soften at all. His young cock got a little bendy in my hand before it roared back to its fullest inflation. Lowering my head, I blew my virgin lover again, causing him to fill my willing mouth with his seed.
This time, Steve's cock wilted and shrank. However, I knew it wouldn't take long before it throbbed and bounced again. Now that I had Steve temporarily sated, it was time to begin his lessons on how to be a giving lover, not one that took without regard to his partner's needs. Gathering as much spittle in my mouth as possible, I rinsed it around to remove as much of his leftover spend as possible.
Next, I insisted that Steve tongue-kiss me. Of course, he tried to pull away, unwilling to taste his cum in my mouth and on my tongue. Holding him forcibly by the back of the neck, I insisted that he share a deep soul kiss with me. When I ended the kiss, he grimaced and complained, "Why did you make me do that? I'm not gay and have no desire to taste cum!"
"If you want a woman to blow you a second time, then you damned well better kiss her after the first one to show how much you appreciate her sucking you off!" I growled. "Or are you another man who only takes, Steve? If you are, get dressed, and we'll sit in the lounge and wait for your sister. I can guarantee that if she's blown Rick, he will be kissing her enthusiastically. Or are you admitting that Rick's a better lover than you?"
Steve stuttered, "What? Umm... no... I... umm... of course I'm not a taker, and of course, Rick is a better lover than me. I'm a virgin with no idea what I'm doing!"
Well, Steve," I said almost exasperatedly. "You can learn by fumbling around with a girl your age, with you embarrassing yourself every time you prematurely ejaculate. Or, you can learn with me here tonight, and I promise that I love you cumming in or on me. What will it be? Shall we dress and go wait for your sister? Or do you want to experiment with me?" In answer, Steve rolled me onto my back, covered my lushly toned body with his and kissed me deeply. "That's good, baby," I moaned when he let my lips free. "Suck my nipples, please."
Steve kissed down my chin and neck and between my breasts before moving sideways onto my left nipple. "Gently," I admonished him before he began sucking. "I will need you to be rougher with me as my orgasm nears. But start slow and soft and encourage me along the path to my climax."
Steve surrounded my firm globe with his hands and gently squeezed, forcing my breast to bulge forward and press out against my nipple. I don't know if it was something he'd seen in a porno, but it intensified the feeling of his sucking on my breast nub and caused me to moan my appreciation. Encouraged by my reaction, Steve sucked hard before gently biting.
"That's good, baby," I hummed and felt Steven smile around my engorged nipple. Using my hands, I encouraged Steve to swap to my right breast, and he repeated his actions on that pap. He had me close to an orgasm, but his inexperience and reluctance to use dominating force prevented me from jumping off my climax's peak. "Taste me," I pleaded as I exerted downward force on Steve's shoulders.
"I don't know how," Steve muttered as he willingly slid down to my pussy.
"Would you like me to show you?" I asked, knowing guys can be self-conscious about women telling them what to do, especially when it came to sex. When Steve nodded, I added, "What I will tell and show you start at the basics. Some of it, you will already know, but it's important to know how the various parts work together to make a woman climax or be ready for you to fuck her, okay? So don't get angry if I'm showing and telling you things you already know."
"I won't," Steve promised.
I pulled my knees up and apart before reaching between my long, tanned, shapely thighs and spreading my labia and entrance. "Obviously, this is my vagina," I told Steve as I touched my inner sanctum. "You shouldn't even try to slide a finger in there until I'm wet and ready for you." I moved my fingers along my slit and stopped at my urethra. "This is my urethra, or U-Spot, where I pee from," I explained. "Some women will enjoy you lightly licking that, but for me, having that done is too intense. However, when you run your tongue from my entrance (vagina) to my clitoris, your tongue will run over it, and that feels good."
Steve's head was very close to my pussy, and with his hot breath blowing over my clitoris, I was close to cumming. However, I managed to control my arousal and continue instructing. Moving my finger higher until it sat on my thick clit, I said, "This is my clitoris, also known as my cum switch/button, love switch/button, or more crudely, my fuck button. It's one of the two most erogenous zones a woman has. The other is inside her pussy, and there's an ongoing debate as to whether it exists or not. I assure you that it is real. It's just that men suck at finding it. I suggest you practice finding it every chance you get."
Steve nodded as he eagerly stared at my cum switch. I suppressed a giggle before admonishing him, "Do not immediately try stimulating a woman's nipples or clit, because, chances are, she will not react well. A man can go from flaccid to ready to blow almost instantly. However, a woman needs to be seductively encouraged along her path to sexual bliss. Trying to leap over the steps to get her there will end disastrously for you both."
Steve still stared longingly at my pussy, but there were things he needed to know and learn, so I continued. "I'm lucky because my clit is thick and quite prominent, whilst my clitoral hood is the opposite. However, for most women, it's the other way around. Their clits are small and hidden beneath thick hoods. Either way, it's easy enough to expose a woman's clit so you can stimulate it with your tongue. Would you like to try?"
"Yes!" My young lover exclaimed excitedly. "What do I do?"
"Place your thumbs here and here," I showed him the proper spots. "Then pull your thumbs gently apart. That's it. See how my clit bulges forward when you do that?" Steve nodded, so I said, "Kiss that and then dab it with your tongue."
Of course, having a young, virgin man, less than half my age, eagerly tonguing my scaldingly hot pussy had me stumbling along my orgasm's peak, and it was all I could do not to climax on his inexperienced mouth. Steve got into dabbing my pussy with his tongue, but then he instinctively added a long swipe from my boiling entrance, along my slit and up onto my engorged love button. This sudden extra sensation overwhelmed my resistance, and with a loud squeal, I climaxed on Steven's inexperienced but eager tongue.
"I done good, huh?" Steven said from between my shuddering thighs, his pleasure at making me orgasm evident in his voice and beaming smile.
"You done real good, babe," I assured him. "Do you want to see if you can make me cum again?" Steve nodded eagerly, so I continued. "Place your thumb above my clitoral hood. Yes, right there, perfect. Now pull it up a little, not too hard, because it stretches some very sensitive skin. Yes, that's good. You're doing good, baby (Steve's hot breath was panting over my sensitive clitoris). Do the same as before."
Steven kissed and then sucked my love button, and my hips arched off the bed as the delightful sensation on my engorged clit sent me close to my climax's precipice. "That's so good," I moaned. "You're a quick learner, honey." My hips sunk back on the bed as I overcame my need to cum, and I continued teaching my young lover what he needed to know.
"Next, Steven," I continued. "Slide your middle finger into my hot pussy with your hand palm up." He did as I asked. "Now pull back until your middle knuckle is just through the sphincter. Feel that? Yes, right there is good. Now curl your finger up and back."
The pad of Steve's finger rubbed across the rough area that delineated my G-Spot, and I jumped and twitched, my thighs slamming shut against Steve's ears. Forcing myself to relax my legs so Steve could hear, I shrieked, "OMG, Steve!!!! I'm cumming!!!!"
When my bucking and shuddering ceased, Steve slid back up my body to lie between my obscenely spread thighs. I kissed and then smiled at my young man. "Are you ready to become a man, baby?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Steve exclaimed.
"Move higher, honey," I encouraged. When he'd moved high enough, I clenched my thighs around his slender hips to stop him moving and said, "I'm going to guide you into me, okay? Now, there's a pretty good chance that you'll cum as soon as I take you in my hand and climax again before you're all the way inside me. But don't worry about it, okay? You're so turned on that I doubt you'll even go soft. But even if you need help regaining an erection, it won't matter to me because I understand and will use my mouth to make you hard again."
As I warned, as soon as I took my young lover's straining erection in my hand, he orgasmed, spewing lava-hot semen across my engorged clit. Because I was so hot myself, feeling Steve's jism splashing onto my love button set me off, and I climaxed with him. Me cumming, too, allowed Steve to relax, and I could seat him fully inside me without him cumming again.
"Slide your hands under my armpits and grip my shoulders," I explained. "Then, when you pump your magnificent cock into me, pull me down with your hands."
Steve took three or four awkward thrusts before he figured out the rhythm, but after that, he fucked me about as vigorously as I've ever been. The best part was that every time his pelvis hit my swollen clit, the tip of his long, slender cock rapped deliciously against my cervix. To Steven's wonder, I began having minor cum events every time he bottomed out inside my tightly gripping pussy. Every minor climax built upon the previous until I was slamming my hips up to meet his powerful thrusts, my mind in rapture as I careered from climax to orgasm to screamingly cumming.
My enthusiastic reaction to his somewhat clumsy attempt to fuck me into oblivion allowed my previously virgin lover to maintain his control, and Steve was able to pummel my needy pussy without cumming himself. It probably helped that he'd orgasmed at least eight times since meeting me at the show.
Finally, for now, I'd taken as much pleasure as I could, and I demanded, "Cum in me, baby. Fill me with your seed and make me yours!"
With a deeply growled moan, Steve ejaculated into my gripping, slippery vulva, filling my greedy pussy with a surprising amount of man fluid. Steve's length meant his long, slender cock spat his semen against my cervix, which sent me into another paroxysm of delicious orgasms. Every spurt sent me higher until I tipped my head back and screamed my delight at the ceiling.
Steve lay on me panting until his wilting cock slid from my cum-messy pussy, and then he rolled onto his side. I smiled at him happily before handing my previously virgin lover a final lesson. "Last lesson for tonight before you take what you've learned out into the world, okay?"
Steve nodded, and I broadly smiled because I knew what my final lesson would do to him. "If you've cum before your lover, or if she isn't satiated, you need to go down on her and finish the job with your mouth and fingers. If you stiffen, you can slip back into her, okay?"
"That's disgusting!" Steve exclaimed. "I'm no homo, and I sure as hell ain't eating cum!"
"Which is a fine attitude to have, Steve," I growled. "But when we women start comparing notes. And we do. How many women will want to go out with you when you get a reputation for getting what you want and leaving them unsatisfied? Conversely, if every woman you go out with tells of how you looked after her even after you came inside her, then every woman worth her salt will want to go out with you."
Steve thought about what I'd said, then propped himself on his elbow. "That makes sense, Kate," he admitted. "It still sounds disgusting, though." He thought some more before deciding he needed to step up. Reluctantly swallowing his distaste, Steve slid back down my body and used his fingers to spread my labia again. After another unenthusiastic sigh, Steve ran his tongue along my cummy slit and onto my love button.
After a few unwilling swipes, Steve realised that the taste wasn't so bad and began to get into making me climax again. As I observed earlier, Steve was a quick learner and soon had me racing towards another climactic crest. I knew his cock would be diamond-hard and throbbing again, so before I leapt from my peak, I dragged him up and guided his rigid member back into my pussy.
Surprised by my willingness to take him inside me again, Steve swiftly lost his lollies and came inside my slippery channel. I wasn't quite there, but feeling his spunk erupting onto my cervix sent me over the edge, and I came, too, screaming my delight as I did.
To drive home my final lesson, I waited for Steve to roll off me and then went down on him to clean our combined secretions. After I'd sucked and licked everything I could gather from his wilted but quickly reinflating cock, I swung my long shapely legs out of bed and said, "Be back in a second. I need to clean up, and then we'll see what's next."
"May I clean you, Kate?" Steve asked. I nodded, and he leapt off the bed and headed for the bathroom. He returned, grinning, "Charlotte and Freddy are almost as noisy as you," he said. Steve climbed on the bed and knelt between my lasciviously spread thighs. Using a warm washer, he cleaned our combined secretions from my dripping pussy. When I was clean, Steve kissed my love button. Then, when I moaned my appreciation, he lay on his tummy and began tonguing me again.
From the earlier conversation with Charlotte, I knew that she and her brother had tiptoed around becoming lovers. So, as Steve licked my swiftly flooding pussy, an evil thought percolated through my brain. Deciding to act on it, I pushed my young lover off me, swung my leg over his head, and stood up. I grabbed Steve's throbbing member firmly and tugged, dragging him off the bed with me.
Steve stood and let me lead him by his cock into the lounge and across to Freddy's room. "What are you doing, Kate?" Steve hissed quietly.
"What you've always wanted to do," I informed him, dragging him into the room after me.
Charlotte sat astride Freddy with his cock buried to his balls in her drooling pussy. Freddy peered around Charlotte to see me miming to cover her eyes. Freddy, no stranger to group sex, pulled Charlotte down and locked lips with her. Then he pulled her lower, holding her by the back of her head firmly against his shoulder.
I motioned to Steve that he needed to be quiet and carefully climbed onto the bed behind his sister. Charlotte must have noticed a body climbing onto the bed, but she was panting and puffing into Freddy's neck so hard as her climax approached that she chose to ignore it. That was until I spread her sweet ass cheeks and tongued her rosebud. Shocked by the sudden sensation explosion, Charlotte erupted into orgasm and soaked Freddy's balls with her womanly fluids.
She squealed and came again as my tongue bathed her little dark star, and she slumped against Freddy, almost passed out. Freddy rolled Charlotte onto her back and lay back, grinning at me. Charlotte's eyes opened, and she stared wonderingly at me, taking in my lush, naked appearance. She gaped when she realised that I still wore my thigh high fuck me boots but nothing else. Then her eyes swept to her brother and widened as she saw his long, strainingly erect, slender cock, precum dripping from its eye. Charlotte's eyes riveted to Steven's cock, and her tongue touched suddenly dry lips.



It was time for me to take over, so I donned my Mistress Kate persona and forcibly asked, "Charlotte, have you ever had anal sex?" Charlotte shook her pretty head vigorously and opened her mouth to object. Riding over her concerns, I said, "Give it up. You loved having my tongue in your sweet little ass, and you'll love Rick's cock being in there even more."
I turned to Freddy and added, "Get her ready, Rick."
Ignoring Charlotte's weak protests, Freddy rolled Charlotte onto her stomach and moved between her already parted thighs. Charlotte mewled protestingly until Freddy spread her ass and slurped from her entrance, along her perineum, and onto her chocolate star. Then, she screamed and creamed onto Freddy's chin. Charlotte's pussy fluttered with orgasmic spasms, and her dark little star copied her vulva's movements, so Freddy could slide his index finger a little way into Charlotte's sphincter in between flutters.
Charlotte momentarily froze and clenched down on his finger, but then she muttered, "Oh, why the fuck not? I couldn't believe how good Rick's cock felt inside me, nor how awesome having my butt licked was. Maybe this will be good, too."
I looked at a wide-eyed Steven, giggled, and lay on my back beside Charlotte, taking his hand to drag him with me. Spreading my long, shapely thighs, I said, "Steve, show your sister what you've learned."
Steve eagerly dove between my thighs, and then, as I'd shown him, he spread my labia and kissed my swollen clit. Amazed, Charlotte braced herself on her elbows so she could lift up and watch her brother eating my pussy. The view clearly excited her because she groaned and climaxed on Freddy's probing fingers.
Freddy winked at me and mouthed, "Ready", so I pushed Steve off my pussy. Steven growled disappointedly but moved to see what I'd do next.
"Rick, lie on your back. Charlotte, stand astride Rick, facing his feet." The pair achieved my required positions quickly, and I instructed, "Rick, hold your cock so that it points at the ceiling. Charlotte, squat until you feel Rick's cock against your tiny dark star."
They quickly complied, and Freddy guided Charlotte down until his sturdy appx. 6-inch cock pressed against Charlotte's sphincter.
"Charlotte, take a deep breath, hold it momentarily, and then let it out heavily, letting every muscle relax as you sink onto Rick."
It worked precisely as I planned, and other than a stifled protesting yelp as Freddy's cock parted her knot, Charlotte settled on Freddy's groin without any problems. I let her sit like that until she acclimated to Freddy's cock being buried in her virgin ass. Then, I said, "Rick, support Charlie until she can lean back onto her hands and support herself.
They followed my instructions, and soon, Charlotte was lewdly spread on Freddy's body. From where her brother stood at the bottom of Rick's bed, he could see Freddy's cock buried to the balls in his sister's ass and her glistening, fluttering pussy drooling fluids onto Freddy's balls above that.
"Oh, Gawd!" Charlotte moaned as her lust ignited. "That feels so full and naughty! I feel deliciously dirty and ready to be fucked. Fuck me, Rick. Fuck my asshole and make me your bitch!"
"Ahhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!" Steven groaned as he unawarely gripped and pumped his long, slender tool.
It was time to initiate part two of my diabolical plan. Freddy had his hands on Charlotte's A-cup breasts, kneading them firmly as he rhythmically squeezed her conical nipples. Charlotte's eyes were tightly closed as she revelled in the deliciously new sensations Freddy had elicited from her slender body. So, keeping my eyes on the young woman, I whispered my instructions to her brother. Steve shook his head, but I insisted, informing him that his sister had admitted to her desire to have him as her lover.
I could tell by Steve's clenching and unclenching butt and his throbbing bouncing cock that he wasn't opposed to the idea of fucking his sister. Instead, he was nervous about her reaction and unwilling to risk her wrath. But with my encouragement, he climbed onto the bed and moved between Charlotte's lewdly spread thighs.
"She might object," I whispered into Steve's ear. "But don't stop until you're buried to the hilt inside her."
Sure enough, when Charlotte felt her brother's body covering hers, her eyes flew open, and she shrieked, "Steve! What the hell are you doing?"
"What I've always dreamt about," Steve muttered as he ignored his sister's protests and slowly slid his entire cock into his sister's incredibly wet pussy.
"Oh, shit, Stevie!" Charlotte gasped. "That feels fanfuckingtastic! Fuck me, brother! Fuck your slutty sister's tight"... sigh... here goes... "cunt!"
Of course, Steve lost control immediately and came inside his sister's grasping quim. But, being eighteen and not having had an outlet for his desires for years meant he didn't soften at all. Reaching a concerted rhythm with Freddy, the two young men pummelled the slender woman between them until Charlotte, howling louder than anything I'd heard before, climaxed. She lost all control of her body and fell back against Freddy, her head narrowly missing Freddy's face.
The boys didn't stop, though, and soon Charlotte was back in the land of the living and bouncing back and forth between them, screaming her head off as numerous climactic events rocked her world.
Steve had cum several times, and with Steve giving a disappointed groan, his wilted cock dropped from his sister's cum-drenched pussy. Steve reluctantly moved so he could lie on his side, hoping for his cock to recharge in time.
I knew how to re-spark his libido, though. Grinning and winking at him, I took his place between his sister's lasciviously parted thighs and lowered my mouth onto her semen-drooling vagina.
"Oh, shit!" Charlotte gasped as my slurping tongue probed into her cum-oozing pussy. Her hands snatched to my head, and she tremblingly held it, scared I'd shift and remove this sudden new and exciting sensation from her nether regions. "Oh, shit! Oh, shit! Oh, shit!" Charlotte repeated before her knees lifted and slammed shut against my ears, leaving them ringing.
Charlotte screamed so loudly that I could hear her even though her thighs were clamped against my ears. Eventually, her screams changed to an almost comical warble as her breath ran out and consciousness left her. Freddy gently rolled Charlotte onto her side and pulled his still, ragingly erect cock from her no longer virgin ass.
Getting up, he staggered to the bathroom as I turned and took Steve's re-hardened tool in my gifted mouth. Working my hand around his slender shaft, I blew him until he was close to orgasm. My plan was to roll onto my back and let Steve fuck me again, but when Freddy returned to the room, he had other ideas. Before I could roll, Freddy grabbed my muscly, divinely curved hips and rammed his thick, sturdy cock into my dripping vagina.
I grunted as his hips slammed against my ass cheeks, blasting hot air over Steve's pulsing cock. It was too much for the young man, and he blasted off in my mouth. I'd sucked and fucked the poor boy almost dry, so he didn't have much to gift me, but I swallowed what he had eagerly. Steve was temporarily done, so I braced myself against the bed and rammed my hips back to meet Freddy's powerfully thrusting cock.
Neither of us lasted long, and Freddy groaned deep in his chest as he held my hips tightly, with his cock buried in me as far as possible. He shuddered and jerked before holding still and gushing his man goo into my slippery pussy. Feeling that delightful warmth spraying inside my vulva set me off, and I bit a pillow to stifle my orgasmic screams.
Freddy, also temporarily done, collapsed on the bed beside Steve. But I was ready and raring to play, so I turned to Steve. "I'm going to eat your sister's pussy while you recover, baby," I told him.
"Rick isn't going to try and suck my cock or anything, is he?" Steve asked nervously.
"You're about as likely to suck Freddy's cock as he is to suck yours," I reassured him as I spread his sister's slender thighs and lowered my mouth.
Charlotte shuddered as I delved my tongue into her drooling pussy, and her hands grabbed my head again. This time, instead of holding it fearfully, Charlotte guided me higher onto her love button. I allowed her to place me where she wanted and then slid my middle finger into her tight little pussy and curled it back. Finding the rough area behind Charlotte's pubic bone that indicated her G-Spot, I twirled my fingertip over it as I sucked, nipped and nibbled on her love button.
"Oh, fuck!" Charlotte exclaimed as her knees slammed shut against my ears again. "I can't fucking stand it!" Then she screamed, creamed and flooded my mouth with hers and Freddy's love essences.
The rest of the night was a blur as we swapped and changed about. I had my turn with Freddy in my ass and Steve in my pussy. Charlotte sucked her brother off as Freddy fucked her. The night ended for the boys when they couldn't get it up again. However, Charlotte and I shared a sixty-nine after they'd wilted and climaxed together several more times before finally falling asleep.
"We're in so much trouble," I heard Charlotte saying as she shook her brother awake. "You especially because you're grounded! How are we going to get home?"
I struggled awake and said, "Relax. What's done is done, and the last thing you want to do is meet your angry parents reeking of sex and looking like you've just been fucked."
"Shit!" Charlotte exclaimed, almost in tears. "They will think I'm such a slut!"
"No," I denied. "Shower, don't wear deodorant, and have breakfast with Freddy and me. By the time we drop you home, you won't smell like you've bathed, and you can say you met up with some school friends and went back to their place. Then, say you both fell asleep and got dropped home as soon as you woke up. Finally, apologise and offer to accept any punishment your parents think is appropriate."
"You've done this before," Charlotte giggled. Then she looked at her brother, shrugged, and added, "We're so fucked anyway that we may as well do what Kate has suggested."
I made everyone breakfast, and we dropped Charlotte and Steven home. Their parents opened their front door when Freddy pulled into their drive. So I enthusiastically waved, and Freddy double-tapped his horn as we drove off.
It wasn't Freddy's turn to open their studio, so he accompanied me inside, and we smilingly accepted the barbs that were flung our way. Gina had told the whole house that I'd bedded an eighteen-year-old virgin last night, and I was mercilessly teased about having a raw pussy that was full of cum. I pointed out that Freddy and my virgin lover wimped out and that Charlotte and I had to amuse ourselves, but that didn't stop the teasing.

The End of Truth or Dare Part 1.

Coming next: What does Mister James Squire have planned for me? Do Maddie and Caoimhe hook up? What does that mean for the trio of Caoimhe, her brother, Phil, and Siobhan? What is Truth or Dare?
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie 16: Truth or Dare. The Conclusion.

Hi there, readers. Well, we're on the front straight, heading towards the end of my stories. I have only a few more tales to tell before you've caught up with where my life is now, and we both will have to wait and see what happens next.
If you remember, my last story finished when Freddy took me home after we'd spent the night fucking a young brother and sister couple we'd met at the Home Free concert. Freddy and I shared coffee with my housemates, and when they left for work or uni, Freddy did, too, leaving me home alone. That's where I take up my story.
After my extended family had left, and because I hadn't showered at Freddy's, I went to my en suite to wash the previous night's excesses from my luscious body. I luxuriated in the almost stingingly hot water as I carefully washed all traces of cum and pussy juice from my face, lips, breasts, body, pussy, and bottom.
I'd started doing my Kegel exercises as soon as I'd woken up, so my tight, delicious pussy and ass remained so. Readers, you must remember that one of my primary roles is to adorn my husband's arm as he hosts or attends events that will advance his business. Having an adornment with a saggy ass, pussy, and/or tits will not do! So far, as my thirty-ninth birthday neared and my fortieth approached, my breasts, stomach, bottom, arms and legs have remained delectably firm. However, I am not above having someone surgically intervene to keep me that way if it becomes needed.
I work hard to maintain my looks and figure, and although I don't always mention Patrick's visits, I work out with my personal trainer at least five times per fortnight. I also use my treadmill or ride my exercise bike every day. My beauty regime includes using face scrubs, exfoliants, collagen, and moisturiser and doing various exercises to keep the skin on my face and décolletage firm, supple, and unwrinkled.
My makeup is of the highest quality and free of any harsh chemicals that could damage or occlude my skin. I will admit to a few grey hairs that I have carefully died out when necessary, but they are still quite sparsely spread across my scalp.
My delightful 183 cm (6-foot), 75 kg (165 lbs), 36-25-36 figure with my deliciously rounded and firm 16 Double-D breasts shames women half my age and compares favourably with most film or TV stars. I've been mainly compared to Mariska Hargitay, but my larger, fuller breasts has also had me compared to Terri Hatcher. I take those comments for what they are: Compliments. But I also know I'm beautiful enough on my own not to need those comparisons.
I delight in my ability to seduce and entice men and women equally. However, my emergence into bisexuality is only a recent event. Before my first adventure at The Fontaine Clinic, the only same-sex experience that I'd had was some teenage playing with my best friend, Kath Loughlin. However, my friends have commented that I am impossible to resist when I set out to seduce someone, and I do love my sexual power over others.
I guess, readers, that I'm feeling a little maudlin because it seems my adventures are ending. Plus, there are fewer of you reading them every time I release another chapter, and the ratings have gone down as the number of negative comments has increased. But, anyway, enough of that.
I finished my shower and spent the time needed to blow dry and style my long, luxuriant black locks. For a change, I used my heating iron to straighten my typically wavy hair. Then I tied it in a simple ponytail, did my makeup, and got dressed. Because I felt a little down, I dressed in my three-piece black skirt suit. It was an item I wore to formal events where my typically revealing outfits were disrespectful or inappropriate.
However, it wasn't without its palette tantalising charms. The skirt has a long split along my left leg with several concealed buttons that can be closed or opened according to modesty. Of course, I opened all of them today except for the one on my left hip joint. Now, every time I took a step, my long, shapely leg peered sexily through my skirt. Underneath my skirt, I wore black suspenders attached to sheer silk black stockings. The suspender straps and my stocking top showed as I walked, too.
On my upper body, I started with a lacy black camisole top with a built-in half-cup bra that lifted my deliciously full breasts even higher and presented them delectably to the eye. Next, I put on a sheer mauve deep-vee, ruffle front blouse that left my camisole top and delicious breast inner mounds displayed. Then came my black waistcoat. The waistcoat has darts that mould it to my sexily rounded globes. With it done up beneath my ample bosom, it further emphasised my extensive rack. The final item was the suit jacket, of course. The jacket, when done up, also clung to my breasts, but when undone, it covered them and was quite modest.
Satisfied with how I looked, I crossed to our office and went through the typical start-of-day procedures to ensure I was ready for any customers who walked in the door. However, our business is only new and not the type that attracts much walk-in traffic anyway. So, my day was spent answering the occasional phone call, and most of them were seeking finance rather than wanting to invest, which was what our consultancy firm did. I did manage to complete all the preparation work for my latest Masters unit, so my day wasn't entirely wasted. All I had to do tomorrow was write up my project's findings, email them to my professor and then sit the end of unit test.
Disappointed with my day and wondering why I'd bothered making the effort to dress so well, I wandered back to my kitchen and listlessly began preparing dinner. In the end, I couldn't be bothered and decided to order pizza. Then, I thought I'd change my clothes and clean my house. I've mentioned before that I feel a calm sense of pride and accomplishment when my house is spotless from top to bottom.
My home is enormous. Upstairs, there are six bedrooms, three bathrooms and the four-room flatlet that Charmaine and Jennifer share. There's also mine and Sean's en suite, a shared bathroom between Johnny's and Kristy's rooms, and a main guest bathroom.
Downstairs, we have the front room that ironically looks out at our back lawn and garden but beautifully captures the late afternoon sun. Then, there's the games room with our various games platforms, including an X-Box and PlayStation, and our full-sized pool table. Next is the lounge, and beside that is the formal entertaining room. Finally, there is the dining room, which is open-planned with my kitchen, breakfast bar, and food preparation area. If we're entertaining guests, my dining room can be sealed from the kitchen with a folding door.
We have two bathrooms downstairs, a smaller one with an extra commode and a larger one with a separate toilet.
My lounge exits onto our massive patio that fills the inside of the 'L' formed by my kitchen/dining room and the lounge.
Beyond the patio is our solar-heated pool. The pool is twenty metres long and eight metres wide—long enough for us to swim laps and wide enough to play pool volleyball or host up to twenty playful swimmers.
I have flower gardens around the outside fences and rose gardens against the house. My lawn is so immaculate that a golf course's greenkeeper would be proud of his work.
Before Charmaine and Jennifer came to live with me, the only thing that I didn't keep pristine and immaculately presented was the lawns. Either Sean or my son mowed those. Lately, Jennifer has taken over that chore. Now, my two young charges take care of almost all of my chores, leaving me with only the simple day-to-day tidying and cleaning to do, and I have to say that it bothered me.
The problem is that without these chores to do, I feel like I'm in limbo. Most of the time I spend in our office is redundant because we're yet to establish a broad enough customer base for me to be busy. In addition, I haven't learned Sean's prediction algorithms well enough to be competent enough to make the changes myself. I had no problems following the changes he sent to me to make, and the predictions I'd made regarding what I thought he'd do next were mostly correct. Still, I was unwilling to instigate those changes until Sean sent them through in case I destroyed a client's portfolio and fortune.
Plus, I could no longer work off my irritation by attacking my housework with a vengeance because my girls' work rendered doing that redundant, too.
Conversely, I was also worried that my behaviour was becoming increasingly sluttish and hedonistic. What's more, it seems like Johnny, as my protector, is encouraging my whorish ways instead of guiding me into less promiscuous areas. I needed my husband home and his firm hand to descend stingingly onto my lush posterior to correct my path. But he is in The Netherlands with my daughter, building our consultancy firm's future and simultaneously teaching her how to serve a sexually dominant man. Therefore, I didn't want to burden him further with my fears and insecurities.
At a loss as to what to do, I went to my bedroom's en suite and showered. Then I changed from my glamorous outfit and put on a casual skirt and top. I didn't feel sexy or desirable, so I wore a bra and bikini briefs, too.
I was worried about how I felt, but then I pulled out my phone and checked my planner. 'That'd be why,' I thought, realising my monthly visitor was due. However, knowing why I was blue didn't stop me from being so. Also, typically, I was as horny as heck in the few days before my period began. Today, I only felt bloated and undesirable. Worse, I'd have to phone James and tell him my 'lower parts' would be closed for play on Saturday.
I returned to the kitchen, determined to shake my funk and make my family dinner. However, only Jennifer sat in there. She had her laptop open and was working on her course. I asked where Patty and Charmaine were, and when Jennifer informed me that they'd ducked out to the shops to buy something for dinner because no one had thought to get something out, I felt guilty and useless—like I'd failed my job and family, and I burst into tears.
"Whatever is the matter, Momma?" Jennifer concernedly asked as she encouraged me onto a bar stool.
I sobbingly told her my small, ridiculous tale of woe that only seemed like a mountain to climb because of the hormones raging through my body. Jennifer immediately intuited the real problem, and she hugged me lovingly.
"What you need, Momma, is a sweet, intense orgasm," she informed me. "You'll feel much better afterwards. I always do." Jennifer spun my stool and knelt between my shapely thighs. "Panties?" She giggled. "You must be feeling bad!"
Jennifer wriggled them off my firm but curvy ass and tossed them over her shoulder. Then she pushed my thighs apart and flattened her tongue against my freshly cleaned entrance. Pulsing it there had the heat and moisture in pussy swiftly rising. Maintaining her forceful pushing, Jennifer slid her tongue along my slit and onto my love button. Then, circling that delightful cum switch with her soft lips, Jennifer sucked as she battered it with her tongue. Almost immediately, my neediness crashed over me, and I had a soft but intense orgasm on her pretty face.
"Can I get some of that?" Johnny teasingly asked as he entered the kitchen from the foyer.
"What about us?" Patty and Charmaine asked as they followed my son into the room.
"Me, too," Gina added.
Jennifer suddenly turned into a military martinet, "Johnny," she instructed. "You're on dinner. I'm sure even you can successfully burn steaks, boil potatoes and empty a premix salad bag into a bowl. Girls, come with me. We need to ensure Momma feels good.
The girls surrounded me as Jennifer and Gina held my hands and dragged me back to my bedroom. They had me naked and on the bed only a short time later. A few moments later, Patty was nursing and nipping my puffy nipples as Charmaine feasted on the juices pouring from my sweltering pussy. I wasn't aware that Jennifer and Gina had left my room, but I certainly noticed when they returned naked, wearing only matching strap-ons.
I was on my back, and the girls helped to lift me high enough for Gina to slide beneath me. Fingers spread some lubricating gel on my tight, dark star as hands smeared gel across Gina's cock. Gina positioned her strap-on on my little rosebud, and then the girls lowered me onto it. I grunted as Gina's cock parted my knot, but I accepted it inside my tightly gripping ass without a problem.
Charmaine immediately dove back between my lewdly spread thighs and encircled my engorged clit with her mouth. After battering my cum switch momentarily, she slid her middle finger into me, curled it back, and then tapped on my G-Spot. Simultaneously, Patty cupped my left breast and gently kneaded it as she suckled my right nipple. My nipples get sensitive when my visitor is due. But Patty's solution was to ignore my slight whimper and suck harder as she firmly pinched and twisted my other nipple. It worked because I immediately climaxed and screamed my orgasm to the ceiling.
Charmaine giggled happily and moved aside, then Jennifer moved between my quivering legs. Charmaine helped position Jennifer's 'cock', and when it was in place, Jennifer pushed gently into me. When Jennifer was fully seated, Charmaine moved to suckle on the breast that Patty held.
With the dual attention on my luscious breasts and the twin 'cocks' thrusting into my slutty nether regions, I started repeatedly cresting. Each minor climax lifted me higher as the intensity of my orgasm increased. Finally, I could feel that I was on the crest of an enormous climactic wave that would lift me higher than Everest and dash me against the cliff of my aching need.
The girls recognised my impending explosion, and the ones with cocks, drove as deeply into me as possible and held still as the other two bit down on my nipples and sucked voraciously.
It felt as if my entire being and world contracted to a bright pinprick and then exploded outward, taking all my tension and self-doubt with it. I howled my orgasm so hard and for so long that I was quite hoarse the next day. The eruptions continued as my girls sucked on my nipples or pumped their 'cocks' into me. My breath expired before my climax did, and the world turned grey as I temporarily passed from this world.
I woke with my head resting on Patty's naked pussy, Gina and Jennifer pressed to my sides, and petite Charmaine lying between my lasciviously spread thighs and her head on my abdomen.
"Hi, girls," I giggled, feeling much better than I had earlier.
My girls all smiled before Jennifer concernedly asked, "Do you feel better, Momma? Are you ready to eat? Or do you need us to make you feel good some more?"
Smiling, I turned so I could kiss her and replied, "I feel really good now. Thank you, my loves. And, yes. I'm starving!"
"You're welcome, Momma," they said in unison.
"I'll 'Momma' you!" I threatened Patty, but all she did was giggle and get off the bed to dress.
I didn't bother dressing and just slung a long silk robe over my shapely shoulders before accompanying the girls to my kitchen. Johnny was emptying the water out of the spuds' pot as we entered the room.
He mock saluted Jennifer and jokingly said, "As commanded, Ma'am, your lackey has sufficiently burnt enough steaks for everyone, boiled potatoes without burning them, and emptied a bag of premix salad into a bowl without spilling any. Is there anything else you require your servant to do?"
"Yes!" Jennifer threateningly growled. "Carry your Momma to her bedroom, hug her, tell her that you love her, and ask what is wrong."
Johnny laughed before casually throwing me over his shoulder. But he didn't carry me to my room. Instead, he walked us into the lounge before sitting on a sofa chair with me in his lap.
"What's up, Mom?" He asked, genuinely concerned.
"I'm just a little blue," I told him. "But it's probably more that it's that time of month than anything else. Plus, I know it's been more than a month since Kristy and your dad left, so it's less than a month before they come back, but I'm missing your father, you know?"
"Yeah, I get you," Johnny said lovingly. "Being your protector is an honour, but it's also more work than I appreciated. Don't get me wrong, Mom, I adore being your man while Dad is away, but I've found it difficult to know when to discipline you and correct your behaviour and when to let the reins loose and let you run free. I'm not sure I've got the balance right very often."
"Well," I admitted. "It's good practice for when it's just you and Gina. And I'm not the easiest person to control. I sometimes wish I'd never started my journeys into sexual exploration. Before Edgar damned Fontaine and his cursed clinic, controlling my behaviour was easy because I would never have stepped out behind your father's back."
"Not even with me, Mom?" Johnny asked, perhaps a little hurt. "You were flirting with me before you first went to the clinic."
I snuggled in a little closer and pressed my face against his broad chest so he would feel me smile, and said, "I wanted to be your lover, Johnny," I told him. "In my family, it's the parents' job to introduce their offspring to sex and love. I had no brothers, so Mom didn't get to do that for her sons. But I felt it was my task to teach you how to be the man of a sexually submissive woman."
"You've done a wonderful job, Mom," Johnny assured me. "You can see that by how deeply Gina loves me and how Charmaine and Jennifer act around me. I'm what you and Dad taught me to be: Calm, responsive, and dominant. Mom, I could have fucked hundreds of girls and women, but you taught me to have more respect than that." Johnny thought for a bit before adding, "What do I need to change so you are getting what you need, Mom?"
"I need you to talk to me every day, Johnny," I told him. "Too often, things begin spiralling out of control, and you're not here to help me choose the best option. I'm vulnerable around people who are similar to you and your father. It's part of my social conditioning to react submissively to someone who is emotionally calm and dominant. That leads me to respond to them sexually when they demand it of me. I can't help it, Johnny. If someone uses a command voice to tell me to do something, I do it before I even think about whether I should be."
Johnny agreed to spend part of each day talking with me, and after we hugged and kissed, we returned to the kitchen to eat before our dinner got cold.
The following morning, I phoned James and explained that I needed a week's rain check. James seemed to intuit why and didn't ask any awkward questions I didn't want to answer. After finishing my call with James, I phoned Kath and got Caoimhe's number. Then, I phoned Courtney and asked for her daughter's. I invited them both for dinner tomorrow night, knowing my visitor would probably show up tomorrow.
Maddie was coming with her mother to stay for a few days anyway, so she immediately accepted. Caoimhe, who had, in one of my earlier adventures, admitted that I was her favourite crush and she longed for us to be a permanent couple, also quickly accepted my invitation.
I told my extended family, including Patty, that I expected them to be absent that night so I could entertain Caoimhe and the McKenzie women. Of course, I didn't need Johnny's permission to play because all three women are current or former lovers.
Friday was another unproductive day for me, although I did manage to finish the two current units for my courses. I did the end-of-unit tests for both since they were available online, receiving perfect scores for both. Then I emailed my course advisor and told her I was out of units to do despite it being less than two-thirds of the way through the semester. I was already on an accelerated plan, but I hoped she would agree to send more units for me to do.



I received a return mail complaining that I hadn't attended any of the online lectures and threatening to hold releasing my pass/fail mark until I had. Well, that got my gander up, and since she'd been foolish enough to include her mobile number in the email, I called her.
After a brief, intense argument with her assistant, I was put through to Hannah Chainey, my course coordinator. When she answered my call, Ms Chainey immediately went on the attack, accusing me of plagiarism, using Google to find my answers, and paying a graduate student to do my projects and answer the test questions. She challenged me to a Zoom meeting with her and my professor, during which she'd ask the professor to give me a pop quiz on the subjects I'd already passed.
I was so furious at her that I almost swore. However, I managed to control my temper. I stated that my lawyer would call her back to challenge her assertions and that she'd better have proof of her accusations, or I'd raise the issue with the University's board.
Disconnecting the call, I thought for a moment, unsure who I could call to sort this mess out. Shrugging, I rang the only person I could think of who could help. James answered on the second ring, and after I explained what the woman had said and accused me of, he told me to relax, make myself a cup of tea, and he'd be over in less than an hour with someone who would fix this for me.
About an hour later, James arrived with his son, Jimmy and another older but very handsome man. James introduced his friend as Brian Haddin KC (King's Counsel). Brian was probably about James' age and matched his diminutive stature. However, Brian's piercing blue eyes indicated a shrewd intellect and an intense awareness of his surroundings. James explained that Brian was probably Queensland's top lawyer and certainly one of the best in the country.
Brian smiled deprecatingly and said, "That may have been true before I retired, but these days, I only come out of retirement for cases that I find especially interesting. Of course, when my good friend James called and told me of your plight, I immediately agreed to come and help. So, Katie, tell me as accurately as you can about your conversation with this, Hannah Chainey, was it?"
I sat on the sofa with James and Jimmy on either side of me, holding my hands. Brian pulled up one of the chairs, and I told him everything I could remember about the conversation and how incensed I was that she accused me of cheating. Brian assured me he had enough information to begin. He reminded me that my conversation with Ms Chainey was most likely recorded for 'training and quality' purposes and that he would subpoena that recording if necessary.
Brian told me to call Ms Chainey again, and once her assistant had passed me through, I immediately told Ms Chainey that I had her on speaker phone, that my lawyer was with me, and that he wanted to talk to her. Brian took over smoothly and refused to answer any of Ms Chainey's questions. Instead, he patiently explained to her that she needed to get in touch with the university's in-house lawyer and make a time for a conference call. He continued to refuse to answer her questions and reiterated that he expected a call from the uni's lawyer within the hour, or he would instigate a claim against her and the uni for slander.
Brian hung up, and I nervously asked, 'What happens now?"
"Unless I miss my guess, their lawyer will play games and wait until the hour is just about up. Then he'll call and try to bluff and bluster me into agreeing to that Zoom meeting your advisor demanded. Next, he'll point out that I'm going up against the whole university apparatus. At that point, I'll rudely interrupt him, suggest he check who I am, and tell him he has another hour to make some calls and do some research. Then I'll hang up. He'll do his research and, within five minutes, call back and ask how this can be quietly resolved."
Brian chuckled and stretched his legs out, amused by his suggested scenario. The shift tightened his pants across his groin, outlining a solid cock that was at least a match to James'. My ingrained, instinctual reaction to emotionally calm, dominant men had my libido racing, and I quickly grabbed my right wrist lest I reached for that meaty treat.
Standing and moving away from the sofa where my thigh had been unconsciously pressed against James, I offered refreshments. James asked for a cup of Earl Grey, which Jimmy and Brian wanted, too.
For me, I'd worn a reasonably conservative outfit to work today. It did, however, cling seductively to my taut, curvy ass and long, shapely legs, so I added a little hip sway as I sashayed across to the sink to make a pot of tea. I checked when I got to the kitchenette, and sure enough, all three men's eyes were glued to my sexily swinging ass.
James saw I was watching, so he cleared his throat and turned to Brian. They were conversing quietly, and I couldn't hear what they were talking about. However, their eyes kept flicking to me, so I guessed that I was probably the subject of their discussion. I made the pot and added milk, honey, cups and saucers, along with a packet of Griffins Gingernut Biscuits, to a tray and took them to the coffee table before the sofa.
I purposefully kept my knees straight so that I had to exaggerate my waist bend to place the tray down. I'd worn a lacy white half-cup bra beneath my opaque white blouse. Bending over so deeply meant my generous globes strained against my blouse's buttons, and they threatened to fall from my bra. I looked up and smiled, catching all three men overtly ogling my lush, barely constrained bosom.
After pouring the tea for everyone, I sat back between James and his son. Because James had been talking about me, I decided to see if I could wind him up by ignoring him and concentrating my attention on the other two. The first thing I did was to turn my sexily curved bottom so that it pushed against James' hip. In turn, this caused the puffy nipples on my full, firm breasts to drag across Jimmy's upper arm. As he and Brian watched, I casually undid another button, exposing more of the deep vee of my cleavage.
Then, lifting my shoulders up and back, I let them drop, making my luscious bosom bounce delectably. Of course, their eyes riveted to my décolletage as my breasts bounced, but I ignored that and throatily hummed, "So, Jimmy, you've taken over most of your father's interests and only go to him when you need help or advice? How is that going? Have you managed to step out from your father's shadow?"
"I believe so," Jimmy urbanely said, flashing a grin at his father. "Squire Holdings is growing steadily at a little less than eleven per cent per annum, which is slightly ahead of our growth during Dad's full-time reign."
James chuckled and put his hand familiarly on my hip, aware that I was teasing him and maybe guessing I was miffed about him talking about me beyond my hearing. He rubbed his thumb in small, tantalising circles over my ass cheek, igniting my libido and sending that delicious tingle I've often described onto my thick clit.
Leaning my heavy breasts against Jimmy's upper arm, I turned and battered my eyelashes at Brian as I smiled seductively. "So, Mister Haddin QC. Oh, I guess it should be KC with the Queen's passing?"
"KC is correct," Brian assured me as he unawarely adjusted his trousers to reduce the tension on his straining cock.
"So, Mister Haddin KC," I repeated. "Tell me about yourself."
Acting casually and keeping my eyes on Brian, I put my hand on Jimmy's hip, close to the front of his tented pants. Brian began his answer by saying that he and James had attended high school and university together. They even shared a dorm room for most of their time at James Cook University in Townsville. After they graduated, they began working in Townsville, but they both quickly realised that to reach the pinnacle of their careers, they'd have to transfer to one of the state capitals.
The young men tried Melbourne first, but it was too cold for a pair of North Queenslanders to handle. Next, they tried Sydney but found the crush and bustle of that city too much. Finally, they moved to Brisbane and began their paths to the pinnacles of their chosen professions.
By then, James had married his beloved Annie, but Brian continued to play the field, cutting a swathe through Brisbane's social circles, at least according to him, although James smilingly agreed.
While James concentrated on generating wealth for himself, his family, and his clients, Brian became one of Australia's most accomplished lawyers. The government recognised his skills, and he was awarded the title of Queen's Counsel in time to join the team assembled to see through the handing back of Singapore to Chinese control.
During his time in Singapore, he met a Thai national named Apinya Tong and fell head over heels in love. When the handover was complete, Brian asked Apinya to marry him, and they moved back to Brisbane. Three children followed in quick succession. But then, some years later, a drunk driver crashed into Apinya's car when she was bringing hers and Brian's three boys home from a soccer game, killing his entire family.
Brian's tale took almost the whole hour he predicted it would take for my uni to call back. At its end, I was openly weeping and grateful that my family remained safe. Overcome with emotion, I stood and crossed to where Brian sat. I lowered my curvaceous ass onto his lap and hugged the handsome older man to my ample bosom.
Of course, that was when Mr David Evans, the university's lawyer, phoned. I answered and immediately informed him that he was on speakerphone with my lawyer and two witnesses present. That caught him by surprise, and he took a breath before continuing in what I was sure was a much more reasonable tone than he had planned. Despite the lawyer's more reasonable tone, the conversation went pretty much as Brian had predicted. However, when Brian mentioned he was a KC, the uni's solicitor immediately backpedalled.
From there, it only took a few minutes to bring Ms Chainey and my professor into the call. Mr Evans put us on hold briefly after Brian said that unless my course advisor had proof of my cheating and invited her to present it if she did, then she should withdraw her allegations and apologise. When they returned, Ms Chainey gave a full, if unwilling, apology.
Brian went on to demand that I have another advisor appointed and asked my professor to review and sign off on all my previous submissions. The uni's lawyer agreed to Brian's demands and promised Professor Inglis would review my work and confirm my perfect scores. My run of fourteen perfect test scores was what had apparently convinced Ms Chainey I was cheating.
That brought an end to my problems and left me feeling weak, trembling, relieved and grateful to my 'rescuers'. To further show that my troubles were over, I received an email from Professor Inglis shortly later stating he was personally taking over as my course coordinator and would see to it that I could finish my dual degrees as quickly as I could pass the remaining units.
Of course, I thanked my three saviours the way I knew best. I pressed my divinely shaped, luscious body against them in a full-frontal body hug and kissed them as passionately as I knew how. With the three men's diminutive stature, that got me three substantial erections, one after the other, pushed between my long, toned and shapely thighs.
When I hugged Jimmy, he kissed my cheek and whispered, "Sean told us to check with Johnny. Johnny says it's okay if you want a little fun, but you should call him first. Brian doesn't know about you, but he and Dad have been lovers since high school, and you've seen him featured in some of Mom's photos. Well, his salient feature, if you know what I mean."
I wondered if I shouldn't be at least a little miffed that Sean and my son had permitted me to fuck yet another man, but, in reality, my typical pre-period horniness had suddenly asserted itself. I was hotter than butter on the grill and ready to play.
Under local council rules, we'd had to install a bathroom for our clients, but there wasn't enough room upstairs to put one in. Instead, we took away some of Sean's workshop space and installed a shower, basin and commode in that area. I excused myself and walked to it so I could call my son privately. Johnny confirmed what Jimmy had said, causing my sweet little pussy to flutter with anticipation.
Happy that I could play guilt-free, I marched upstairs, sat on Brian's lap, shoved my enormous breasts against him, and deep-soul kissed him. As we kissed, Jimmy undid my buttons and stripped off my blouse. My bra quickly followed it onto the floor, and Jimmy forced his hands between Brian and my breasts to hold and gently roll and pinch my puffy nipples.
Chuckling, James stepped across to my office door and locked it before putting up the closed sign. Turning back, he quickly stripped and returned to my side. James pushed one of his son's hands aside and took possession of my deliciously full left breast.
Brian's and my kiss deepened and lengthened, but I needed more, much more. My pussy was flooded worse than a bathroom with a burst pipe, and my sweet, thick clit throbbed and ached. Breaking our kiss, I stood long enough for James or Jimmy to remove my skirt and panties. Brian wisely unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his slender but toned chest and stomach. Next, he dropped his trousers and underwear and stepped out of them before sitting on the couch with his tight buns on its edge.
Brian held his cock up invitingly, and I swung a leg over his thighs and lowered my ragingly hot and wet pussy onto his impressive seven-plus inch todger. I worked my hips feverishly back and forth, seating his swollen cock deep in my tightly grasping pussy. Brian's rigidly erect cock was long enough to bounce off my cervix when he bottomed out in my glistening vulva. The sharp pain at the bottom of my drop added to my lust, and I felt a substantial climax swiftly approaching.
I was close to cumming, but before I could crash over the edge, Jimmy knelt behind me and ran his tongue along my ass cleft and onto my tiny dark star. The shock of feeling a wet, warm tongue sliding over my little rosebud backed my orgasm up, but the sheer naughtiness of having it done exploded my desire, and I screamed as a gigantic climax shook my very bones.
Waiting for me to come down from my orgasmic high, Brian maintained control even with my tight, soaking, fluttering pussy pulsing on his rigid cock. It didn't take long before my hips, unawarely, began their sex dance on Brian's groin again. But before I started cresting, Jimmy replaced his tongue with his bulbous-headed cock. Then, with a slight whimper from me, he split my knot apart and slid into my tight ass.
Being double-penetrated by men was still a new and rare experience for me. The first time was my inaugural night with Kath on our little sabbatical in the Sunshine Coast Hinterland. However, more than the act itself, I enjoyed the sheer lasciviousness of being slutty enough to allow two men to do me like that.
I hadn't quite cum again, so I decided to reward Brian further by letting him fuck my tight little rosebud. Pushing with my thighs, I backed off Brian's rampant cock and turned. Then, I took his throbbing member in my left hand and guided it onto my tiny dark star. Taking a deep breath, I exhaled as I lowered my ass onto his cock. My knot had already spread to accommodate Jimmy's cock, so Brian's slid in without any protest from me, and I soon settled my firm, curvy ass on his groin.
Jimmy wiped his clock clean with some wet wipes I kept on my desk and then squatted before me. Lining his thick cock up with my dripping entrance, Jimmy rammed forcibly into me, his bony pubis crashing against my engorged clit. Brian and Jimmy quickly worked out a delightful rhythm, and I soon teetered along my climax's cliff.
I had closed my eyes to better luxuriate in the pleasure the twin cocks were eliciting in my quivering pussy and ass when I heard Jimmy grunt. Opening my tightly closed eyes, I saw James grinning at me over his son's shoulder. James had squatted behind Jimmy and shoved his big cock into the younger man's ass.
The men began slowly as they timed their triple thrusts, but when they got the timing right, Jimmy, Brian and James fucked me at least as hard as I've ever been fucked. Now, readers, I've been the pussy-meat in a teenage male sandwich when being pummelled between Phil and Freddy. I've been double-fucked by several women simultaneously and had other men inside my lower love holes at the same time. But never have I been fucked as hard as I was this afternoon.
It was seriously like being between a cutting board and a meat tenderising mallet. James driving viciously into his son, resoundingly crashed Jimmy's pelvis against my clit and rapped his cock against my cervix. That, in turn, smashed my shapely ass against Brian's pubic bone and forced his rampantly erect cock to push Jimmy's against my G-Spot, sending my lust and desires raging even higher.
Suddenly, my climax was on me, and I came like a freight train crashing through an Alpine tunnel. To say my orgasm was loud and intense was an understatement by magnitudes. All I know is that my climax spiralled higher and higher until I lost consciousness, and my soul swept through the multiverse with it exploding around me in multicolours. I may not have met God, but I'm sure I saw many archangels on my travels.
When I collapsed unconscious back onto Brian, my lovers patiently waited for me to return from my orgasm high. Opening my eyes, I gazed wonderingly up at Jimmy, unable to believe my climax's intensity. But then, Jimmy flexed his cock inside me, and it scraped across my G-spot. The effect was like gasoline being poured on fire because my lust exploded, and, unawarely, my legs lifted to wrap around Jimmy's slender hips. My hips bucked, and my mouth fell open. Unaware of what I was doing or saying, I bucked again and demanded, "Fuck me, boys. Fuck this bitch's cunt and arse like the dirty fuck toy she is!"
Yes, I know! Me, little Miss Prim and Proper, who never uses swear words or epithets, swore like a drunken sailor and spoke like a common street whore! Whatever! Because it worked. The twin looks of lust and wanton desire that flashed across James', and his son's faces delineated their desire more succinctly than mere words could ever say.
Brian got hooked up in the sudden lecherous lusts we three exhibited, and he ramped his activities up. Showing surprising strength, Brian moved us downward until his bottom was off the sofa and supported by his legs only. He held us in that position momentarily before letting his hips drop and then powering them upward, smashing his solid 7+ inch cock into my dark fuck hole with overwhelming power.
His actions were so violent that James was bucked out of his son's ass. Unconcerned, he raced over to the sink to wash his cock before returning and presenting it to my pouty lips. With how powerfully Brian rammed me upward, I worried that I might accidentally bite James' thick erection, so I limited myself to using only my lips and tongue to get him off.
My breath came in gasped pants as the men brutally fucked me between them. But things amazingly accelerated when Jimmy altered his thrusts. He positioned himself so that the tip of his lengthy member was barely still in me when Brian's hip drop ended. Then, when Brian rammed me upward, driving my hips higher, Jimmy jammed down and into me. The result was Brian's pelvis resoundingly smashing into my taut ass cheeks simultaneously with Jimmy's pubic bone powering against my thick clit, driving me backward onto Brian's invading cock, and forcing it even deeper into my colon. Simultaneously, Jimmy's cock's tip rapped on my cervix.



My orgasm seemed to start in my thick, aching clit, expanding exponentially outward until it consumed my mind and entire body. Every millimetre of my body felt like it was reacting to the cocks pounding into my twin lower love holes, driving me into a state of exquisite bliss that I'd never felt before. My head tipped unawarely back, releasing James' throbbing cock. Then, my mouth opened subconsciously, and I shrieked as my body and mind climaxed harder than I ever had.
My shriek set the men off, and their cocks swelled and lengthened inside me before their balls snapped against their rigid shafts, their prostates cramped, and they jointly spat gushes of delicious man seed into me. Jimmy filled me so full that my pussy made a loud sucking sound as he pulled out and squelched and oozed his cum as he thrust back in. Not to be left out, James took advantage of my open mouth and shoved his cock through my lips to cum down my throat.
The boys weren't done and lowered me to the floor. Then, kneeling in a half circle around my shoulders and head, my lovers cupped and squeezed their big balls as they viciously masturbated their magnificent cocks. Brian, who was above my head, came first. Moving so that he could lower and drag his heavily hanging balls across my forehead and nose, he briefly tea-bagged me before pulling back and unloading onto my face, covering it with a surprising amount of salty man goo. James and Jimmy weren't far behind, and they added their loads to my already dripping face.
Next, James, showing no fear of his son's oozing cum, dove between my lewdly spread thighs onto my drooling pussy. Pushing my knees up and apart and lifting my well-toned, curvy ass off the floor, James ran his tongue from my little chocolate star, along my perineum, and into my cum-messy vulva. Licking and sucking up all the juices he could find there, James drove me inexorably towards another hectic climax.
My pre-period lust was raging higher than I ever remember it being before, so when Brian presented his freshly cleaned cock to my lips, I turned my head and eagerly gobbled it all. Looking submissively up past his cock, I saw Jimmy standing beside Brian. Jimmy offered his cock to Brian, and to my thrilled shock, Brian willingly sucked it deep into his mouth. That salacious view inflamed me further, creating the first of what I knew would be a series of cascading orgasms, each a little higher and more intense than the last.
Brian pulled out of my greedily sucking mouth and directed his cock at my lush bosom. Growling low-down in his chest, Brian pumped his thick seed over both of my nipples, with some dribbling off their tips. Jimmy knelt beside Brian, and his jism splashed onto my stomach and his father's busily licking face.
James, who was the only one yet to cum inside me, rubbed the cum into my breasts and tummy before covering my tall, shapely body with his and sliding his thickly-girthed cock into my needily wanting pussy. My poor, abused vulva was so full of cum that it made an almost farting sound when James' cock ploughed the semen already in there aside. As James drove deeper, I felt cum oozing out around his cock and running down my ass crack.
Jimmy moved to the opposite side from Brian, and he placed his wilted, cum-slimy cock in my left hand as Brian did the same with my right. Gripping them firmly, I tried to remember to tug on them as James's pile-driving cock lifted me onto the crest of another stupendous orgasm. I came when James shuddered and orgasmed into me. His warm jism spraying into my tight pussy dashed me against my climax's cliff, and I screamed again as my orgasm seemed to shatter my bones.
Brian took over, tugging on his cock as Jimmy replaced his father between my shaking knees. Knowing I was tripping through the cosmos again after my latest orgasm, Jimmy concentrated on achieving his release quickly and adding to the oozing mess inside my quivering vagina. Feeling him spray into me set off a minor orgasm for me that repeated when Brian mounted me and added his load, too.
I was a naked, cum drenched disgrace when the guys had finished with me. Cum drooled from my ass and pussy. It dripped from my eyebrows, chin, and nipples and was drying on my sexily toned and curved stomach and in my hair. I could taste my lovers' semen as I used my tongue to clean it from my teeth—all-in-all, I felt happy, relaxed and sated for the first time that week. The underlying tension that had haunted me since coming home from my parents' place was gone, and all I wanted to do was sleep.
Brian and James helped me to my feet despite my desire to rest and supported me downstairs to the bathroom. Turning on the water, they held me as Jimmy lovingly washed their combined secretions from my sublime body. I felt fresh and clean once they'd finished, so I knelt and blew them to show my appreciation. Of course, because I love feeling hot spunk splashing on my face, I needed further cleaning after they'd all cum.
Finally done, each of us completely satiated, we returned to the office, where I made a fresh pot of tea. We talked about this and that as we shared our beverages. I felt incredibly close to these three men who had taken me to the heights of ecstasy as well as fixing what would have been a major problem before it became one. I subtly asked Brian how much I owed him for his services, but he chuckled and replied that he'd had more fun overcoming Ms Hannah Chainey than he'd had in years. Plus, I'd given him so much delight when I enthusiastically shared my body with him that he felt he owed me.
After thanking my three older, distinguished lovers, I kissed them all and wished them goodbye. James whispered he'd see me tomorrow week, and surprisingly, Brian did, too. I wondered again about what James meant by 'something he and Annie loved to do', but my shiver was more anticipatory than fearful.
When they'd left, I sat at my computer and perused the flurry of emails I'd received since Brian had cleared my problem with my previous course coordinator. They mainly confirmed my test and project results, but there were also new units for me to do and a note saying I'd receive more as soon as I passed these. Happy that things seemed sorted, I checked the time and realised I needed to get moving if I were to have dinner cooked in time for Caoimhe, Courtney and her daughter to arrive.
I walked to my bedroom to shower and douche my love holes to ensure I showed no trace of my afternoon's sexual exploits. As I did those things, I unwittingly recalled some of the play time that Caoimhe and I had shared, and, of course, that sweet little tingle between my shapely thighs made itself known.
Giggling at my neediness and voracious sexual appetite, I sat before my vanity and carefully did my hair and makeup. With my olive complexion, unless I'm trying to make a bold statement like I was at the Home Free concert, I don't need much makeup to look sensational. Therefore, all I did was outline my eyes, add mascara to lengthen my lashes, and then add coral lippy, a shade darker than my lips' natural colour.
My hair had, of course, returned to its natural curvy shape with the showers I took, so I straightened it again before tying it back in a high-knot ponytail. With the hair pulled back off my pretty face, I thought I looked even younger and more glamorous than usual.
I wanted to excite and titillate my guests, so I chose my preppy-looking, green plaid, metal button, pleated A-line mini skirt to wear. This skirt is barely two hand-widths wide and only covers the top two-thirds of my sexily curvaceous ass. The pleats narrowly covered my skirt's built-in gusset, and neither my little star nor my sweet, waxed pussy showed.
It was a warm spring night, so I paired my micro mini with a black stretch cotton boob tube. The tube was four separate pieces of cotton stitched together at the back that met in front of my breasts through two separate brass rings. The top two pieces adequately covered my gorgeous mounds and puffy nipples, but only just! The lower two were more for decoration and false modesty than anything else.
Putting on my black sneakers sockless, I went to the kitchen to start dinner. On the menu tonight was chicken cacciatore with steamed broccolini and snow peas. I mixed the ingredients for the cacciatore before taking a whole, boneless, butterflied chicken from the fridge and putting everything into my deep dish fry pan. Leaving it on low heat so the simmering juices would infuse the chicken, I checked my wine supply and added a couple of different varieties to my fridge's wine shelf. I wasn't sure if Caoimhe and Maddie preferred dry or sweet wines, so I ensured I had both.
Caoimhe arrived around six because she'd come directly from her uni lecture. Tripping gaily over to hug and kiss me, Caoimhe blatantly groped my barely covered bottom and danced away. "You look hot as, Katie," she said. "But I need to shower and change." She walked toward the downstairs bathroom, then stopped and coyly suggested, "You can wash my back," then, with a cheeky, seductive smile, she added, "or anything else you'd like to!"
"I'm not above spanking misbehaving teenagers," I threatened.
Batting her sexy eyes, Caoimhe smiled and throatily said, "Oh, Miss Katie! Would you, please?"
"Go, you cheeky tart!" I pretended to growl as Caoimhe skipped down the hall to the bathroom.
Caoimhe returned about twenty minutes later wearing a tiny black leather micro mini skirt with shiny belt buckles across its front. She paired that with an emerald green, open front, halter neck cami top with a ruffle trim. The green set her dark eyes and blonde hair off beautifully and immediately raised the intensity of my slight tingle. She also wore black suede ankle boots on her petite feet. The thick heels forced her calves to pop and her tiny, sexily rounded bottom to protrude.
Caoimhe sat on my breakfast bar, occasionally parting her slender, shapely thighs to allow me to see her waxed pussy. Because I was worried about the cacciatore cooking in time, I turned the heat somewhat higher than I typically did and wasn't prepared to leave it unattended. Staying in my kitchen, I regularly exchanged hugs and soft kisses with my best friend's sexy daughter.
Caoimhe asked who else was coming, but I put her off, only saying that it was another of her mother's and my girl gang and her daughter. But then I worried that maybe Caoimhe and Maddie had already met and hated each other, so I admitted who it was.
"Maddie McKenzie?" Caoimhe wondered. "I haven't seen her since Mom's thirtieth, so, what? Ten years?" She thought before adding, "Of course, I saw Mrs McKenzie at Mom's fortieth, so that's not very long." Caoimhe considered some more and said, "I thought Mrs McKenzie was uncomfortable with gay women?"
"What makes you say that?" I asked worriedly.
"Oh, nothing, really," Caoimhe said frowningly. "She merely grimaced when Siobhan and I were affectionate towards each other at Mom's party."
"Well, I think you'll find there isn't a problem now, even if there was one before," I said as I casually ran my thumbs up the inside of Caoimhe's thighs.
Caoimhe giggled and wriggled her legs aside. "I'm already wet, Katie," she pointed out. "Any more, and I'll be leaving puddles!"
"Hmm, pussy puddles," I teased as I pretended to take an appreciative sniff. "How delightful!"
"You're incorrigible!" Caoimhe pretended to gripe.
"Yes," I answered. "Yes, I am. Now, my darling girl, how are things at home?"
"Well," Caoimhe replied. "If you mean at Mom and Dad's, then things are exceptionally good. I was worried before you seduced my mother that they were headed for divorce, but Dad loves being Mom's bitch, and Mom loves that Dad's so attentive to her now."
"That's good," I absently replied before concernedly asking. "And how do you know that I seduced your mother?"
Caoimhe looked at me levelly before giggling and saying, "C'mon, Katie! Mom and I share everything!"
"Including the fact you seduced me?" I queried.
"Oh, hell, yes!" Caoimhe confessed. "We share everything, and I told her the next morning! She was so jellie that I made love to you before she did. I think it was the biggest reason why she agreed to go away with you on your Sunshine Coast trip!"
"You wait til I see her," I growled. "I've been terrified of our 'secret' getting out and destroying our friendship, and you're saying she knew the following day?"
"Hasn't Mom said anything to you?" Caoimhe wondered. "She said she was going to." She shrugged before dismissing that thought and saying. "As you know, I'm living with my brother and Siobhan. That's great, and the sex is awesome, but I'm starting to feel a bit like a third wheel on a scooter. Maybe I add some balance, but what actual use am I? I've even considered moving back in with the olds, but Mom's not truly bisexual, and I'm afraid that I'll spend too much time fucking Dad, and she'll get jealous. Especially given how often she's away from home."
"What about you, babe?" I asked as I slid my hands inside her silk top and strummed her tiny nipples with my thumbs. "Do you still prefer women, or are you leaning more towards the middle these days?"
"Oh, I'm still definitely bisexual with a strong preference for dominant women. However, my age range has expanded from women your age and above to any age, as long as they're genuinely dominant and not just in the bedroom."
"So I'm no longer your favourite?" I pouted, pinching her nipples forcibly in retaliation.
"You still would be if I ever thought you'd leave Sean," Caoimhe responded, her pout matching mine. Then she giggled and grabbed my nipples, too. "Two, three, four, I declare a nipple war!" She stated, twisting mine mercilessly.
In response, I surrounded Caoimhe's firm A-cup left breast with my hand and palm, moved my left hand to the back of her head, dragged her down and kissed her passionately. Kneading and gently massaging her petite globe, I poured my soul into our kiss.
Caoimhe finally broke our kiss, giggled and said, "Leaving puddles? Keep that up, and I'll be leaving flooded lakes!"
"You know I love you, and I sometimes wish I could be what you need. You know that, right?"
"I know you do, Katie," Caoimhe told me wistfully. "But I accept that it can never be, and I'm looking for my one, you know?"
"Well, you know that your mother is my dearest friend in the entire world, and there's nothing I wouldn't do for her. And, my girl, I feel the same about you. The only reason you and I aren't as close as your mother and I is because we don't have the years of loving each other that your mother and I do."
"Thanks, Katie," Caoimhe smilingly replied. "But you haven't stirred that pan for a while, so you'd better look at it."
"Shivers!" I exclaimed, turning to the stove. Fortunately, I hadn't burnt anything, so all was good.
I turned the heat back down, happy that our meal was on time. But before I could return to Caoimhe, I heard a knock, and the door opened. Maddie strode in, wearing black leathers from throat to toe. Clinging to her muscly ass and legs, she wore a pair of leather pants that looked sprayed on.
Seriously, readers, I could not fathom how she could possibly have gotten them on.
Her pants emphasised her muscular legs and firmly rounded bottom. Above that, she had a biker corset shaped like a 'V'. It adhered to her high, firm B-cup breasts like a second skin, presenting them deliciously to the eye. It finished well above her trousers, leaving her belly button exposed.
On her feet, she wore stiletto-heeled, lace-up calf boots with a mirror finish.
But that wasn't so shocking because she held a dog leash in her right hand attached to her mother's wide, studded, red leather collar. Courtney also had a corset on. Hers was red and cupless, leaving her pillowy B-cup+ breasts naked. Courtney had a cross of electrical tape on each nipple, keeping her at least somewhat publicly decent. But, all Courtney wore was a skimpy, red leather G-string below her corset. I noticed she'd 'shaved' since she was last here.
On her feet, Courtney had unbelievable 9-inch stiletto pumps. How she could even stand, let alone walk, was beyond me.
"Hi, girls!" Courtney nervously waved and giggled.
Maddie ignored her, dropped Courtney's leash, and marched up to Caoimhe. "Caoimhe," she said firmly. "It's been years. How the fuck are you? You look spectacular!"
"Ah ... umm ... ahh," Caoimhe stammered, her tongue touching suddenly dry lips. Caoimhe's eyes unwittingly dropped to examine Maddie's delectably mounded breasts and then went lower. Her eyes saw the bulge along Maddie's inner thigh. She followed the bulge, spotting Maddie's 'cock's head' outlined through her tight trousers. She gasped, with her arousal apparent in her widened eyes, flushed face, and bitten bottom lip. "Ahh, shit!" Caoimhe muttered as she sank to her knees before Maddie. Her head and eyes lowered, and she answered, "This girl is fine, Mistress. She is pleased that you deigned to notice her."
Winking at me, Maddie instructed her mother to kneel beside Caoimhe. Then, she walked around the slender, petite woman, admiring her slim but shapely and womanly figure. Stopping before Caoimhe, Maddie demanded, "Look at me. I expect my sluts to meet my eyes when I talk to them."
It differed from how I did things, but many dominants expect similar behaviour, so it wasn't unusual.
When Caoimhe met her eyes, Maddie asked, "You're a submissive lipstick lesbian? I assume from your reaction and pose that you're uncollared at the moment?"
"Yes, Mistress," Caoimhe replied. "I serve my brother and his fiancée, but they do not own me."
Insightfully, Maddie queried, "But you wish that Katie would take the step and become your owner?"
"I do, Mistress," Caoimhe admitted. "But I know it can never be."
"I'm interested in being your Mistress," Maddie firmly stated. "You're a delectable piece of cunt fluff (I typed it without hesitating! Well, not too much.), and I'd like to explore a Mistress/sub relationship with you. Interested?"
"Yes, Mistress," Caoimhe stated, trying not to appear too eager.
"Good," Maddie smiled. "I'm already anticipating later, after we've eaten. Two submissive Mommie sluts and a young, lipstick lesbian one. This weekend went from okay to freaken awesome in seconds!"
She turned to me, "What's for dinner, my little slut Katie? I'm starving."
"Ahh, Maddie," I chuckled. "That works on me when I'm in the mood, which I'm currently not. Let me steam some vegetables, we'll eat, and you and your mother can tell me what the heck is going on because it seems like you've made some changes."
I already had the broccolini and snow peas soaking in salted water inside my rice cooker, which was inside my microwave. I pushed the button to start them steaming and opened the fridge. "Who wants dry, and who wants sweet?" I asked, holding the bottles up.
Caoimhe was the only one to request a sweet wine, so I poured glasses for everyone according to their preference. A few moments later, the microwave dinged. I took the cooker out and emptied the water into the sink before tipping the veggies into a serving bowl. Then, I got four bowls from the drawer and handed one each to my friends. I told them to help themselves, and we were soon sitting around the kitchen table chatting as we ate.
After dinner, I heated in the microwave a chocolate mud cake I'd bought, added ice cream and Baileys Irish Cream, and brought it to the table. I'd poured shot glasses of the Baileys liqueur, too.
Tipping my glass to my friends, I asked, "So, Courts and Mads. Seriously, what the heck?"
Courtney giggled guiltily but didn't respond. Maddie grinned at her mother before answering. "As you know from Monday night, Aunty Katie, I've longed for a submissive Mommie slut to serve me. After that fantastic night fucking you both as you submitted to me, I decided to make Mom my bitch. To both of our surprise, Mom has taken to being a submissive lesbian slut like a duck to water, and I'm wondering if I can get Dad to bow to me, too.



"At the moment," Maddie continued. "It's only role play when we're playing, but we, well, I decided you'd love how we look, and it'd make you wetter than the Ganges in the rainy season." She grimaced and added, "I guess that backfired."
"Heck, no, it didn't!" I emphasised. "I'm hotter than midday in the Sahara, but I didn't want to embarrass Caoimhe." I grinned at my three friends and added, "I figured that two submissive sluts were enough."
The night continued with Maddie and Caoimhe spending more and more time talking exclusively with each other. I grinned at Courtney happily before taking her hand in mine and saying, "Maddie, I'm taking your mother to bed. I'll see you and Caoimhe for breakfast in the morning."
"Okay, Aunty Katie," Maddie said dismissively. "Caoimhe and I have a lot to discuss. Did you finish cleaning out your craft room, and is there a bed back in there yet?"
"Yes, and yes," I confirmed. "It's only a queen because that room's too small to take a king like the rest. Is that okay?"
"I'll be on top of Caoimhe for most of the time we're in there," Maddie teased. "So probably, a single would do."
Caoimhe giggled before saying she needed to phone her brother and confirm she was staying the night. Courtney and I left the two younger women to explore their burgeoning romance and went to my room.
Entering my bedroom, I donned my Mistress Katie persona and told Courtney to remove her G-string, kneel on the bed and hold her pussy lips apart.
Courtney had wholly embraced her new submissive role and quickly obeyed my demands. As I passed her, I smacked her slightly flabby bum as I took off my clothing. Then, reaching into my bedroom drawer, I removed my strap-on and squatted to seat it inside me.
When I joked that I was hotter than the Sahara desert at noon, I wasn't kidding. Maddie's growled comment about me being a 'submissive slut' had me aching to kneel with Courtney and Caoimhe and submit to the beautiful, dominant teenager. As a result, my pussy was positively drooling, and my thick clit throbbed and ached, needing attention.
I did up my strap-on's ties, inserted my '8-inch cock', and I was ready to fuck my friend into oblivion. I moved up behind Courtney and placed my 'cock' in her ass' cleft. Then, reaching forward, I picked an end off one of the tapes on her nipples and ripped it off. Courtney didn't react to the top tape coming off but yipped when I ripped the lower one from her engorged nipple. I repeated the actions on Courtney's other breast and then stroked and massaged them to ease any residual pain.
My original plan, because I was so hot, was to fuck my friend as hard as I could. That would jam the rubber stop on my strap-on's harness against my aching clitoris and thrust the double end into my squelching pussy. But Courtney was being too passive for my liking, and I knew I needed to check in with her before we made love.
I shifted onto my bed and lay on my back before holding my hands out to Courtney and saying, "Come and cuddle, gorgeous. Tell me what's going on."
Courtney almost leapt into my arms and lay her head on my expansive décolletage. Her head was under my chin, and she forced her hands under my lower back to wrap her arms around me.
"You okay, babe?" I asked as empathetically as I could.
Courtney tilted her head back and kissed under my chin as she squeezed me tightly to her. "Yeah, mostly, Katie," she replied. "It's just been such a sudden leap, you know? Monday morning, I'm Maddison's (Maddie for short) mom, and then Monday night, I'm her submissive lesbian slut. Now, I wonder if Lilly Petersen wasn't right all those years ago, and I'm nothing but a closeted lesbian who's been lying to herself all these years."
"So, I take it that you and Maddie have played a lot since Monday?"
Courtney nodded and replied, "The sex has been amazing. I've cum harder and more often than I ever have before. Maddie plays me like a virtuoso plays his violin, and I can't stop cumming as she fucks with me."
"But it's just casual sex, right?" I asked, knowing what was going on. "You're not playing Mistress/sub or anything like that. You and Maddie are just fucking, right?"
"No, the other way around, Katie. We never make love or fuck. It's always Mistress/slave or Domme/sub."
Hiding a smile because I knew Courtney would think I was laughing at her and it would hurt her, I said, "Courtney, honey, I want you to do something for me, okay? I need you to trust me on this and do what I ask, yeah?"
"Of course, Katie," Courtney replied. "I'd trust you with anything."
"Good. Lie on your back in the middle of the bed and stretch your hands and feet to the corners. I'm going to bind you in place and then show you what's happening with you, okay?"
"Sure, Katie," she replied before giggling. "Sounds kinky and a lot of fun!"
I quickly tied my friend to my bed and then pushed two fingers into her glistening pussy. Placing my thumb on her clit, I massaged that delightful little button and said, "Baby, I want you to close your eyes and picture the most handsome, masculine, dominant man you know." I waited a few seconds before continuing, "You pictured Sean, right?" Courtney shifted uncomfortably, but I giggled and assured her that probably all of our girl gang, and many others, would, too.
"You don't mind that I sometimes fantasise about your husband?" Courtney disbelievingly asked.
"You and probably ninety-nine per cent of the women he meets," I giggled. "He is one hot hunk of man meat!"
"Yes, he is," Courtney admitted. "I love Ewan beyond the moon and stars, but your husband is the alpha male in our group, and we've all confessed we'd fuck him in a minute if you weren't our best friend."
"I know," I said theatrically, placing the back of my hand on my forehead and tossing my head back as if in despair. "It's my row to hoe—having all my friends and acquaintances lusting over my man!"
Courtney laughed, and I continued with my explanation of why she had reacted as she had. "Now, Courts," I said earnestly. "I don't want you to feel guilty about what I'll ask you to do, and just go with your imagination, okay?"
"Sure, babe," Courtney replied.
"Imagine this, my love. "You're dressed as you were when you entered with Maddie, except it's me leading you by your leash. My husband stands beside the island bench wearing skin-tight black jeans, boots, and a see-through, white button-up shirt. The buttons are undone to his navel, and his broad hairy chest shows in the shirt's vee."
I suppressed a laugh because, with my fingers stuffed in Courtney's pussy, I could clearly tell my scenario had made her hot. Unawarely, as the heat and juices rose in her pussy, Courtney began thrusting her hips up at my fingers and thumb.
"Next," I expanded. "I lead you across to Sean and tell you to kneel. You do what you're told and kneel with your bottom on your heels. Your knees are slightly parted, and your palms face up on your thighs. You keep your head and shoulders up and back but your eyes on the ground before you."
Feeling Courtney's arousal climbing exponentially, I started thrusting my fingers in and out of her soaking pussy. She moaned, and her entire body arched up off the bed.
"Sean moves to stand with his large, semi-hard cock only inches from your mouth," I continued as Courtney writhed. "He looks down at you sternly, but then he suddenly reaches and tears the tape from your aching nipples. Next, he grabs your breast nubs, then squeezes and twists them mercilessly." To add to Courtney's illusion, I pinched and twisted her left nipple as I thrust my fingers into her slippery pussy. "In his deep, baritone voice, Sean demands, 'Cum for me, my little Courtney slut!'"
I'd tried to deepen and strengthen my voice to imitate my husband's rich baritone. I don't know if it added anything, but after I'd spoken those words, Courtney's eyes sprung open, and she bucked against my hand. Panting hard and close to orgasm, Courtney rammed her pussy up at my probing fingers, forcing me to quickly open my hand to stop my fingers from being broken. With my four fingers pressed together, Courtney thrust viciously up again, and my whole hand down to my thumb slid into her soaking pussy.
"Oh, shiiiiiiiiiittttttttttt, Katie!!!!!!!" She screamed. "I'mmm cuuuuuummmmmmmmmmmming!"
I firmly pumped my hand in and out of her sopping vagina as Courtney creamed over and over. "Oh, shit! Oh, shit! Oh, shit!" She repeated as several after-shocks caused her entire body to shudder, jerk, and shake.
Courtney collapsed, so I released her from the binds and lay beside her, gently stroking her face until her eyes focused. She grinned guiltily and asked, "What the hell did you do to me, Katie?"
I giggled and replied, "Are you still worried that you're a lesbian?"
She thought for a time before shaking her head. "A lesbian wouldn't react at all to that fantasy. I doubt if even someone bisexual who didn't strongly prefer men would react as I did. So, Katie, what happened? Why have I been reacting so strongly to my daughter and now even more powerfully to fantasies of your husband?"
I shook my head and explained, "You're not reacting to the person, babe. Instead, you're responding to the submissive situation. What you've discovered is that you are, as I am, innately submissive. A dominant personality commands that you react sexually to them, and your subconscious demands that you obey. Next thing you know, you're on your knees begging them to allow you to cum, and willing to offer up your mouth, pussy or ass in return."
Courtney considered my words before fearfully asking, "Won't that leave me vulnerable to sexual harassment and bullying? Will I start dropping my knickers for anyone who commands me to?"
"Yes," I honestly replied. "It's what has caused me so much trouble over the last nine to ten months. If an emotionally calm, dominant person commands my obedience, I'll be on my knees, willing to serve them before I even realise I shouldn't be."
"How do you stop it?"
I looked at her intently before deciding to take a leap of faith. "By ensuring my husband or son is close enough to keep a firm hand on my shapely ass and forcibly correct my direction if I err."
Courtney's stare matched mine's intensity. "You're intimate with your son," she breathed. However, she didn't sound disgusted and seemed more turned on by the thought than anything else.
"I am," I confirmed. "With Kristy, too."
"OMG!" Courtney breathed. "That is so hot! Do any of the others know?"
Of course, there were ones that did. But that was their tale to tell and not mine. So I avoided the question by only admitting that because Patty lived with me, she'd figured it out.
My confessing my incestuous relationship with my kids seemed to set Courtney off because she rolled me onto my back and kissed me more forcefully than she ever had. She slid down my lush, curvy body and gobbled my strap-on like it was a real dick. A few seconds later, she lined it up with her dripping entrance and dropped forcefully onto it. Her pliant pelvis smacked into my taut one with a loud whack.
Courtney climaxed almost immediately and then continued to crest every few minutes until she lifted off me until only my 'cock's very tip was still in her entrance. She then grabbed a double handful of my plentiful breasts, squeezed hard and let herself drop. My 'cock' roared up her tight tunnel before slamming against her cervix.
"Ouch!" She exclaimed but immediately repeated the movement. She did it a third time before falling onto my breasts and screaming as an enormous climax ripped through her soft body.
Courtney was still screaming when Maddie and Caoimhe flung my bedroom door open and marched in. The girls were naked. Caoimhe's tiny breasts were bound with rope, and her hands were tied behind her back. In her mouth, Caoimhe had a red ball gag, and when Maddie spun her, we saw that she had a butt plug inserted. I giggled when Maddie tapped on it because it lit up like a strobe light.
"Hmm, two delicious submissive Mommie lesbians fucking like the sluts they are," Maddie hummed before calmly and firmly saying. "Mom, get on your knees with your saggy tits on the bed. And, Aunty Katie, no more of this bullshit about 'needing to be in the mood'. I say you are in the mood, so get on your knees beside Mom."
Courtney and I looked at each other and giggled. However, we were already sliding off the bed to take our positions, kneeling before Maddie. I hesitated long enough to remove my strap-on before taking my spot.
"Make room for my girl," Maddie demanded as she rubbed massage oil onto her 'cock'. The strap-on and her black, shiny boots were all the young woman wore.
Caoimhe joined Courtney's and my giggles, but she, too, obediently knelt between us with her tied breasts on the bed.
"When I say 'swap'," Maddie instructed. "The slut on the right will move to my left. The slut in the middle will move to my right, and the slut on my left will move to the middle. Am I clear?"
We all dutifully intoned, "Yes, Mistress," and eagerly waited to see what was next.
Maddie knelt behind Caoimhe, who was in the middle, of course. But Maddie was too tall to penetrate my best friend's daughter no matter what she did. However, the diminutive Caoimhe had had this problem before, so she got onto her toes and braced her knees against my bed. Then, doing a kind of squat, she lowered her gorgeous, tiny bottom low enough for Maddie to ease her 'cock' inside her.
Maddie held Caoimhe's hips until they established a rhythm where Caoimhe lowered down as Maddie thrust up and in. My room swiftly filled with the delightful sound of a toned abdomen smacking against a womanly ass. Now that she had the rhythm for fucking the tiny girl before her, Maddie moved her hands to her mother's and my bottoms. Placing her thumbs on our little dark stars, Maddie shoved her middle fingers into our pussies and finger-banged us.
Courtney was still as excited as she was when we stopped fantasising and started making love, and she orgasmed almost immediately. Maddie ignored her mother's climax and finger-fucked us even harder. After several minutes of vigorous thrusting into our juicy pussies, Maddie pushed her thumb through our rings and into our tight asses. As soon as Courtney and I moaned, appreciating the extra sensation, she resumed fucking Caoimhe as she fingered us.
Caoimhe came next, spasming and jerking on the end of Maddie's cock. Her orgasmic squeals were muffled by her ball gag and sounded quite comical. Of course, that meant it was time to swap positions, and I was next to have my hot, slippery snatch filled with Maddie's 'girl cock'. I was already on the edge from fucking Courtney without receiving any relief for myself, so it didn't take long before I squealed and came on Maddie's cock, too.
We shifted again, and Maddie, I have to say, fucked her mother brutally. She didn't fondle Caoimhe's and my pussy. Instead, she gripped Courtney's pliant hips so tightly that her fingers left ten circular welts that faded into bruises. Holding her Mom firmly, Maddie ripped Courtney back and slammed her hips forward as powerfully as possible. Next, Maddie took a handful of her mother's dark locks and hauled her head back as she rammed her cock into her mother's pussy.
I thought to intervene, but before I could, Courtney screamed, "Oh, Jaysus, Maddie!!!!!!!! Fuck your mother's dirty whore" ... sigh ... "cunt! Fuck her cunt and make her your slut!"
Courtney came hard! She didn't quite squirt around her daughter's cock, but fluids pulsed heavily from her boiling vagina, soaking Maddie's groin and pussy.
"Oh, fuck, Mom!" Maddie exclaimed. "That feels so hot!"
She orgasmed when Courtney's vulva flushed liquid again.
Courtney collapsed onto the bed, exhausted. But, even after my vigorous afternoon sex session, my pre-period lusts were still raging. I stepped back into my strap-on's harness, seated its double-ended cock inside me, then I peremptorily tossed Maddie onto my bed. Leaping after her, I slammed her onto her back, yanked her 'cock' aside, and rammed mine into her.
"Oh, fuck, Aunty Katie!" Maddie bellowed. "Fuck me, fuck me hard!"
That set off an all-night fuck session. Maddie and I generously used our divine 'girl cocks' on the other two and also each other. Sometimes I fucked her, other times, she, me. Caoimhe happily ate or sixty-nined with Courtney as Maddie and I went at it. My lust raged, and I was totally insatiable as I drove my lovers to the peaks of passion. I don't know how many times I and the others came except to say that the last time I penetrated Miss Maddison, she whimpered that she'd had enough. It didn't stop either of us from achieving a final orgasm, though.
We finally collapsed into a heap sometime after dawn reared its ugly head. Maddie undid Caoimhe's binds, and Caoimhe stretched out on top of the much taller Maddie, a small, satisfied, happy smile on her pretty face. Courtney insisted that I lie on my back, and she lay on her side with her head on my shoulder, despite me warning her I'd probably snore in that position. Courtney's hand covered my large, rounded left globe, and she softly kneaded it as she smiled against my neck and slept.
Abdominal cramps woke me about an hour later, and I had to take the usual steps to ensure I didn't mess up the bed or my panties. Deciding I was too uncomfortable to sleep, I showered and washed my hair. Then, I swallowed a couple of Mersyndol tablets, swung my long, sheer robe over my shapely shoulders, and made my way to the kitchen.
I used my machine to make a strong coffee, sat down, and thought about the previous day. How had I gone from being grumpy and irritable to wanting to and then fucking everything in sight? I'd taken three cocks simultaneously, let those same three cocks fill my slutty pussy, cum in my ass and on my face. I'd let Brian, James, and Jimmy swamp me with their semen, and worse, I'd loved every second of it. What had I degenerated into?
My feelings for hypnotherapist Edgar damned Fontaine had swung from hatred to grudging admiration and now back to resentment. But I kept having to admit to one simple fact: Hypnotherapy could not make me do a single thing that I did not innately want to do. This meant that my previous prudish behaviour and lifestyle were mere masks that my social conditioning had forced upon me, and my current degeneracy was the genuine me.
I sipped my coffee and thought some more before shifting guiltily. I knew I was punishing my husband for abandoning me again. When Sean announced that he was quitting Pepperstone and starting his own firm, I mistakenly thought that meant I'd accompany him if he needed to travel again. But when Sean rightfully explained that he couldn't leave his office unattended for two months and that I was the only one qualified to manage it, I had to accept that, once again, I'd be staying home as he travelled the world, probably fucking anyone he could entice into his bed.
Taking our daughter as his assistant and travel companion somewhat mitigated his abandonment of me, but I couldn't quite wholly forgive him for leaving me behind again. In the short term, nothing could change because, although I was racing through my Bachelors/Masters degree courses, my daughter, Kristy, was stuck doing hers at the glacial pace the uni set. Another difference was that I was doing my course online, and Kristy was attending Nathan University. That meant I could complete my subjects as quickly as my uni was prepared to send them through.
My previous coordinator, Ms Chainey, complained that I hadn't attended any of the streamed lectures. She wasn't wrong, but typically, I had already completed the readings and projects associated with the subject before the first lecture was on. Therefore, I felt no need to waste an hour a week watching a redundant lecture for each unit.



I know that I'm intelligent, probably way more intelligent than most. I do not have an eidetic memory, but I can skim an article or course book, quickly pick out the relevant information, and remember it for later questions. After that first hurried reading, typically, I would do the practice exercises. My first attempt was usually in the eighteen to twenty out of twenty range, more than enough to pass the subject with a distinction. However, I could recall the approximate place/s in the reading material where my error/s came from. I'd re-read that section and correct my mistake/s. Then, when the end-of-unit test became available, I'd pass with a one hundred per cent accuracy.
I believe I could successfully manage our client's investment portfolios and maintain a similar return to Sean's. Admittedly, I would use his algorithm program to do so, but that didn't alter the fact that I could run Muggleton Consultancy prosperously in my husband's absence. What stopped me from making the changes myself was a lack of self-confidence and not ability. However, James Squire, one of Australia's top fifteen wealthiest men, is also tutoring me on investment finance, and I learn more every time we talk.
My maudlin thinking continued until I'd finished my coffee. I rinsed the cup out, put it in the dishwasher, and then put the kettle on to boil. After filling a hot water bottle, I held it against my abdomen and returned to my bedroom. Courtney had rolled onto her opposite side and had snuggled against her daughter. But she returned to sleeping on my shoulder when I slid back into bed. Smiling, I closed my eyes, sighed deeply, and concentrated on trying to hear my heartbeat. Of course, I couldn't, but attempting to do so always calmed my racing mind and allowed me to sleep.
The remainder of the weekend passed uneventfully, except that Caoimhe stayed over in Maddie's room. Phil and Siobhan visited on Sunday morning to check on their lover/sister. They met and chatted with Maddie and then exchanged smiling glances. Phil, of course, knew Maddie well, but Siobhan had never met any of Courtney's children and only vaguely knew her (Courtney) from Kath's party.
"You done well, Momma," Phil said when he kissed my cheek in a goodbye. "I think they're perfect for each other."
I blushed guiltily before objecting, "Me? I didn't do anything except ask Caoimhe to dinner."
"By herself, with strict instructions for Siobhan and me to stay away. Nah, Momma, you didn't do nuffink!" Phil teased. "Patty and Charmaine, Maddie and Caoimhe. You're good at this, Momma. Maybe you should set up your own dating service!"
"Training Freddy to match with my daughter is all I'm concerned with, Mister!" I emphatically said.
Siobhan chuckled before saying, "Sheesh, Momma. Even I would date Mister Rick Singleton now. The changes in him have been astronomical. He stands taller, looks you in the eye, and speaks calmly and authoritatively now. It's difficult to believe he's the same person he was before you took him under your wing."
"The very fact that you, Siobhan, have called him Rick is enough for me," I said proudly. "He was, indeed, an immature Freddy. But if he's earned the moniker 'Rick', I'm glad indeed."
"You know that sometimes you speak like a dictionary, right, Momma?" Phil teased.
I've observed earlier that of all of my son's friends and the young men I know, Phil is far and away my favourite. If I were of an appropriate age, I could easily see myself pursuing the young man at least as adroitly as I pursued my husband. So, to tease him and perhaps teach him a lesson, I took his large, masculine hands and placed them on my curvaceous bottom as I full-frontal hugged him. Phil is as tall as I am, so I pushed my hot pussy against his swiftly swelling cock, and kissed him. Then, locking my pouty lips to his and kissing him as well as I knew how, I lifted and lowered myself onto my toes, rubbing my inflamed vagina against his manhood.
Next, I stepped back, holding his elbows in my hands. Then, I kissed Phil's cheek and whispered loud enough for Siobhan to hear, "Careful, darling boy. You're biting off more than you can chew. It would take me mere moments to have you naked on your back and to be riding your rampant cock here in my foyer!"
"Oh, shit, Momma," Phil gasped, near an orgasm. I let him go, and he staggered back a couple of steps, trying to control his imminent climax. "I now know how that proverbial deer in the headlights feels." Then, showing why I loved him so much, Phil grinned and said, "Well, now that I know I'm out of my depth, I'm out of here before my future wife decides to collect my balls!"
Siobhan grinned at me with her eyes sparkling. Then she waved goodbye, grabbed Phil's hand, and they left.
Maddie and Courtney stayed until Monday morning, but I'd had to hang an 'out of order' sign on my typically wanton pussy, so I couldn't play. Because I couldn't 'play', Maddie and Caoimhe joined Courtney in her room. Unable to sleep, I listened to their passion cries on both nights, swearing I would soundproof that room at the earliest opportunity. Thankfully, Jennifer slept with me on Saturday, and I wasn't alone.
Monday morning broke with the weather having turned stormy and thundery. Being spring meant that the temperature was still in the mid-twenties (Celsius. 75F), but it was as humid as heck. In other words, it is typical for this time of year. I got up from bed, did my hair and makeup, and dressed, ready to open our office. Because I tend to perspire heavily when the humidity is high, I settled for a black, stretch-knit, sleeveless T-shirt over a high-waisted, dark grey, mid-thigh cotton skirt. I added a pair of low heels before going to make breakfast.
Johnny and Jennifer had stayed with Gina overnight, so there were five of us to prepare breakfast for. I opted for fruit and cereal bowls because no one had come down yet. They hadn't appeared by the time I needed to open the office, so I left their bowls covered with napkins on the bench and started my work day.
I handled the few email enquiries we had, mostly by explaining that we were an investment and not a finance firm and directing them to one of James' companies. I didn't feel capable of handling one and forwarded it to Kristy to show to her father. I answered the other by copying their investment returns into Excel (without the embedded algorithms) and forwarding it to them. Their returns were tracking above our predictions, so I was happy to forward this information.
The highlight of my day was when Akiki dropped by to thank me and excitedly talk about his new accountancy firm. I pointed out that it was mere happenstance that James dropped by when he was here, but Andrew, as he prefers to be called, insisted that I didn't have to introduce James as a financier. Therefore, I was responsible for creating the circumstances that allowed the two of them to form a partnership.
Sean and I have been with the same accountancy firm for many years, but the man who handled our tax returns retired at the end of the previous financial year. This year, we'd been unimpressed with the junior partner assigned to manage our returns. Twice, I've caught errors in our monthly BAS (Business Activity Statement) that could have cost us fines or worse. I knew if James trusted Andrew enough to finance his new office, he must be good, so I invited Andrew and his wife, Acanit (Anne), to dinner on a day after Sean returned. We'd discuss giving Andrew our business over a nice meal.
Tuesday to Thursday were uneventful, and by Friday, I could take my 'out of service' sign down. I waited until that evening to ensure there wasn't any late spotting and then promptly jumped my son when he and Gina dropped by to change before going out. After quite a few badly needed orgasms, I tongued my daughter-in-law to a delicious climax and then teasingly shooed them out of my room, telling them I'd had enough. I slept well that night.
I awoke Saturday morning with Jennifer pressed against my front. Her generous C-cups were pushed against my Double-Ds, and her lips were close to mine. I knew she must have been upset to have crawled into bed with me during the night, so I kissed her luscious lips and flicked a nipple. "You okay, baby girl?" I asked when Jennifer's eyes opened.
"Nah, yeah, well, mostly," Jennifer sleepily drawled. "I'm lonely and feel left out."
A comment on Australianisms: Nah, yeah, means yes. Yeah, nah, means no.
"Why's that, babe?" I queried.
"Everyone's got someone except me," she griped. "Even Charmaine and Caoimhe, who both despaired because they wanted you and you couldn't be theirs, now have someone. I've never seen Charmaine so sickeningly happy, and I've known her since State School."
I avoided pointing out that she wasn't twenty yet and had plenty of time because I knew that could be a sensitive subject for teenagers. I didn't like the modern trend that saw teenagers being infantilised at the same time that preteens were being sexualised. I found with my kids that as they showed more responsibility, I needed to release the reins and let them find their own way. Otherwise, I faced resentment and rebellion.
However, at the same time, I had to ensure that I had firm, nonnegotiable boundaries in place. Simple things like no underage drinking or drug use and no sex until they were of legal age. Be at home in time for dinner, be in bed at a reasonable hour if it were a school night, and let me know where they were going and who they'd be with. And, of course, keeping their mobile phones turned on and answering them if I rang.
My kids needed to return home after school and complete their homework before doing anything else. Even when Johnny had signed with The Brisbane Lions, I insisted he did his homework before going to training. Fortunately, The Lions supported me in that. When their homework was done, they needed to present it to me. I'd check it, point out any errors, and send them to correct them. After completing their schoolwork, they could go about their afternoon activities, which always included some chores.
Sean and I only gave our children a small allowance and insisted they needed to find a part-time job if they wanted more money. I'm proud to say that both of my kids had paying jobs at age thirteen. From ages thirteen to seventeen, Johnny worked at our local Fish and Chip takeaway on Friday and Saturday nights. At the same age, Kristy worked weekends at K-Mart. Then, when she turned seventeen and could drive to our local train station, she started work at Cue Fashion in the newly named Uptown Shopping Centre in Brisbane's CBD. She still works there part-time. Well, she will when she returns from her travels.
Anyway. All the above rushed through my mind as I tried to come up with an appropriate response. In the end, all I did was kiss the beautiful young woman and then hug her tightly to my lush bosom. "Sometimes life just sucks, huh?" I asked after our kiss.
Jennifer sighed mournfully before saying, "It sure does, Momma. I don't suppose you know of another man my age you can direct my way?"
"I can't think of anyone specifically at the moment, babe," I admitted. Then I grinned and added, "But if I seduce one, I'll be sure to send him your way!"
Jennifer laughed and kissed me. Of course, our kiss quickly turned passionate, so we made love before showering and getting dressed.
Even though it was mid-morning, we were still the first into my kitchen. Deciding I wanted something more substantial than my typical smoothie or fruit bowl, I cooked a pile of bacon, eggs, mushrooms, tomatoes and hash browns. Patty and Charmaine wandered in next, with Courtney, Maddie and Caoimhe trickling in sporadically behind them. Then, Johnny and Gina came in through the garage door just as we sat to eat.
I got up to cook them breakfast, too, but Gina said, "I got this, Momma. Sit and enjoy your breakfast."
After eating, Patty said she was meeting with James and Andrew to discuss Andrew's needs for the office he'd be renting from her. Patty mentioned that another junior partner from Andrew's previous firm had also defected and that he and Andrew were setting up an office together. Between them, they'd created a sizeable amount of start-up capital so their new business would have a solid foundation from which to start. She left, taking Charmaine with her.
Courtney said that she and Maddie would go home after breakfast and asked if they could return on Sunday. I told them not to be silly; of course, they could come back Sunday and any other day they wanted. Just let me know in time so I can get something out for our dinner.
They left, leaving only me and Jennifer. I was vaguely horny and wondered if the staunchly-built young woman would like to play. Unfortunately, she sighed before saying she had to go to uni to meet her study group, which left me alone. I didn't mind because I had decided that 'Momma' needed to follow up on my girls' cleaning and do it 'properly'. I giggled at myself because I knew it was only an excuse to do something that didn't need doing, but I wanted to do it anyway.
It took me until late afternoon, with a break for lunch at about one, to clean my entire house from the eaves in the farthest bedroom to the floor inside the door in my foyer. I made a coffee and wandered around my sparkling house, smiling happily. My house looked and smelt brand new, with only the scent of freshly cut flowers wafting through it.
An interesting text from James arrived as I ate lunch. It read, "My darling, Katie. I hope tonight will be as beautiful and exciting for you and me as it was for Annie and me. My dear, I want you to dress to the absolute nines for me tonight. Please, if I may be so bold, I want you to start with towering high-heels, silk stockings and suspenders. They should be followed by a sexy bra and panty set. In addition to that, I'd like you to wear a half-slip of silk and a cami top. Next should be a billowy, flowing maxi dress complete with full-length white satin gloves. Finally, although it is quite warm, you should wear a flowing full-length cloak.
"The colours and colour combinations, I shall leave to your discretion as I'm certain you are more competent than I at combining colours." He ended the text by saying, "I will send a car for you at 7:00 p.m. tonight. Be not concerned that the driver isn't Jimmy because he will be eagerly awaiting your arrival, as shall I."
I smiled at James' audacity to tell me how to dress but admired the smooth way he'd insisted. I wondered again what I'd let myself in for, but that vague little tingle settled with increased intensity on my sweet, thick love button, and I was undeniably aroused and looking forward to later that night.
After washing and carefully styling my luscious black locks, I dressed as James had requested. I decided on midnight blue as the primary colour base for my outfit but chose ivory white for all my undergarments. My long, white opera gloves completed my look, and at precisely seven, I sat in my foyer, waiting for my driver.
I'd barely sat my gorgeous bottom on the bench when there was a sharp rap on the door. The rest of my extended family was conspicuously absent, and no one wished me goodbye. I wondered why. I opened the door to find a handsome young man, perhaps a little older than my son. He wore a black two-piece suit with a white shirt. The shirt's buttons were undone to his sternum, and the jacket was open. In the exposed gap, I could see the gorgeous young creature's broad, muscular, hairy chest, and my arousal shifted a couple of notches higher, imagining how the rest of him looked.
Smiling politely, the driver introduced himself as Adam and held my elbow as he guided me to James' car. He opened the back passenger door and respectfully averted his eyes as I got in the car. I was chuffed with his tactful actions and smiled warmly at him as he closed my door, after ensuring I was wholly inside the vehicle.
Adam remained silent during the drive to James' place, and I couldn't think of a subject to begin a conversation with, so we arrived without exchanging a word. I felt a little embarrassed because I thought I'd been rude. But when Adam opened my door to let me out, he bowed and said, "Thank you for trusting me to deliver you safely, Mrs Muggleton. I hope you'll allow me to carry you again."
I smiled before impulsively kissing his cheek and thanking him. Adam held my elbow once again as he walked me up the stairs to where James and Jimmy smilingly waited.
James and Jimmy gently held my hands as they guided me in a slow pirouette, enthralled and delighted by how I'd dressed and presented myself. "Lauren Bacall in Woman's World?" James breathed.
"I agree," Jimmy replied. "Superb is the word that comes to mind. I wonder if we could convince our darling Katie to dye her hair auburn red?"
"Not a chance in Heck!" I growled, secretly delighted by the comparison.
Holding my hands, James and Jimmy walked me to their dining room. After taking my cloak, they sat me at the place of honour at the head of the table. James sat to my right as Jimmy moved to my left. Adam, who had taken my overnight bag upstairs, returned with a bottle of Dom Pérignon and poured three glasses. He waited attentively until I'd taken a sip before filling my glass.
Another man, whom James introduced as Noah, followed Adam, placing an entrée of oysters before each of us. Next came another small dish of duck crepes and then the main course, which was braised beef cheeks cooked in a red wine jus with scalloped potatoes, Yorkshire pudding, green beans, and asparagus. Finally, the dessert was a strawberry torte cheesecake with a tiny dollop of French vanilla ice cream. Each course was a masterpiece, with each serving a titillating delight in a size small enough to encourage me to eat without worrying about being overfull. At the meal's end, I felt nicely sated without feeling like I'd overeaten.
Adam kept my glass delightfully full during the meal, with a nice red replacing the Dom Pérignon after the first entrée. Noah made sporadic appearances, ensuring each dish met my satisfaction. As usual, James and Jimmy kept me entertained with their interesting conversations and sparkling wit. I felt special, loved and desired, and horny as heck from their covert and sometimes overt flirting. Obviously, there is no one better at flirting than me, and all four men sported tented trouser fronts by our meal's end.
After dinner, we adjourned to James' sitting room, where we indulged in some port wine and more conversation. I could hear muffled sounds from the dining room but assumed it was Noah and Adam cleaning up from dinner. Adam briefly entered the room and flashed a thumbs-up at James sometime later.
James grinned anticipatorily before turning to me. "Katie, my darling girl," he told me. "We're ready to move onto the entertainment part of the evening. Things will get a little intense and quite raunchy over the next few hours, but I want you to trust that I will not do anything that would hurt you, your family, or your marriage. However, if it becomes too much, simply say 'orange' if you want the intensity to back off. If you feel that you cannot continue, say 'red' firmly, and I will immediately release you and ensure you are left alone to dress and leave."
Sean and I have often indulged in our version of Bdsm play, so I knew what James was explaining. I will admit to being somewhat nervous about it, but I couldn't deny that my primary reaction was sexual arousal. I knew I was safe with my diminutive, older lover and his equally handsome son and that there was no way they'd harm or allow harm to be done to me. So, smiling, I nodded and said I was ready to play.
Jimmy excused himself as James helped me to my feet, saying he'd see me soon. I wonderingly watched him go, but I shrugged internally and allowed James to lead me back into the dining room. Getting there, I saw that someone, I assumed Adam and Noah, had removed the furniture from the room.



"A clear space to dance in," James explained as he helped me back into my cloak and long gloves.
I wanted to question why James wanted me back in my cloak and gloves, but it seemed I'd become tongue-tied, so I didn't ask.
James took a black sleep mask from his jacket pocket and showed it to me. "Katie, my love, I will use this to blindfold you. Then, music will play, and we will dance. At the song's end, I will remove an article of clothing from your sublime body, and another will take my place. The music will then restart, and you will dance with your new partner. Again, when the song ends, your dance partner will remove another piece of your clothing, and another will take his place.
"This pattern will repeat until you are left wearing just your suspenders, silk stockings and heels. Then, your dance partners will have a song's length to arouse you in any way they want. If they succeed in making you climax, they can use any of your holes to get themselves off. Now, my darling Katie, are you ready to play, or will you say 'red' and leave?"
My bosom heaved as arousal poured down my thighs. I wanted this! OMG, the mere thought of what James had suggested had me close to cumming! The whole scenario sounded sublimely sexy and slutty, and I couldn't wait to begin. "No 'red' from me," I chuckled throatily and eagerly. "But do I have to wait until I'm in my suspenders before I cum and have someone fuck me?"
James laughed before saying, "Just like my darling Annie, indeed. Katie, may I use your phone to photograph and record some of our play tonight? Then, if you're willing, will you please send me the pictures?"
I dug my phone out of my cloak's pocket and handed it to him. Then, I told him the PIN, trusting he wouldn't abuse this privilege. After all, readers, we know what happened the last time somebody photographed my cum-filled pussy!
James took my phone and happily took some pre-play snaps. Then, putting my phone in his pocket, he tied the mask around my head, taking away my sight. James held me tightly to him as the music started, and we danced a slow foxtrot around the room. It took a little time before I adjusted to dancing blind, but with James skilfully guiding our steps, we were quickly dancing rhythmically.
The song ended, James removed my cloak, and another took his place. This man was of a similar height to me, and our bodies melded sweetly together as we danced. The song ended with my dance partner departing with my left glove.
I stood alone only briefly before a man even more diminutive than James took my hand and placed his on my supremely curved bottom. Squeezing with his arm caused my deliciously toned stomach to push tightly against him, and we danced in slow circles to the beat. My right glove disappeared when the song stopped.
A fourth man took his place. My nose informed me that my fourth partner was Jimmy. We also danced a foxtrot, except a faster one this time. When the music stopped, Jimmy unzipped my maxi dress and helped me out of it.
I was sure my fifth partner was Brian because he matched James' and Jimmy's stature. But he, too, stayed quiet, and it was only a guess. Brian removed my cami top, exposing my mounded breasts safely but barely ensconced in my half-cup bra. My thick clit and puffy nipples were engorged and aching as my mind and shapely body anticipated what was next.
A much taller man than the previous three was my sixth partner. Being taller, his throbbing cock pressed delightfully against my sweltering nether regions as we danced. Unawarely, I started moaning and writhing my hips against the rigidly stiff penis pushing against my dripping entrance. I was precipitously close to an orgasm, but the song ended before I leapt from that cliff. He pulled my half-slip down and helped me to step out of it.
I was down to my bra and panties and already ready to explode. It was all I could do not to grab the throbbing cocks of my dance partners, drop to my knees, and gobble those delightful treats down. I know it's rare for me to speak like this, but I needed a big, throbbing cock in my horny, slutty cunt!
My next partner was slightly taller than the previous one. He immediately took me into his arms, bent his knees until his enormous feeling todger was below my arousal-leaking pussy, and straightened. His steel-hard pole pushed hard against my panties, forcing them a little way into my vagina. As we moved, this man's shaft rubbed against my clitoris, and I nearly came. The only thing that encouraged me to fight my climax back was that I wondered just how many different men James had gathered to fuck me this night. I'd already danced with seven separate men, and after this dance, I still had one piece of clothing to go.
The song ended, leaving me panting, severely aroused, and breathless. Skilful fingers undid my front-catch half-cup bra, releasing my enormous, firm, Double-D breasts. It felt sublimely wicked and freeing to be blindfolded and exposing possibly my best asset to my unseen admirers.
I couldn't tell if my next partner was one of the previous two or another new one because he seemed to be around about the same height and width as them. However, when he turned me so the top of my deliciously curvy bottom pushed against his gigantic cock, I knew I was dancing with an eighth man.
When the music stopped, my thong was pulled down and removed. I was in the state that James had indicated would mean that my dance partners would concentrate on trying to make me cum without penetrating me. I guiltily realised that I wanted to be penetrated. My lust and libido raged, and I desperately needed cocks in at least two of my slutty holes. My submissive mind had exploded, leaving me unable to control my aching needs.
All modesty gone, I frustratedly screamed, "I need a cock in my fucking whore's cunt! Will somebody please bend this cock-whore over and ram his big cock in her cunt?"
"Patience, my darling slut Katie," the man chuckled as he exited the room. "All good things come to those that wait."
"I don't want someone to come to me!" I snarled. "I want someone to cum in me!"
The music played, and knowing hands tickled across my engorged, throbbing nipples. The fingers on those hands were exquisitely skilled, and they quickly elicited a powerful sexual response from my shapely body. But every time I raced towards a mind-blowing orgasm, they were removed, only to touch me elsewhere softly. I was convinced I'd cycled through all the men that James had gathered, but when the song ended, I heard James in the doorway saying, "Not me, Katie."
That made, I thought, nine different men. Somewhere way back in my conscience, I heard my mother's voice disgustedly saying, "Nine different men fucking your dirty whore's cunt? Katie Ashley Muggleton, if there's a slut bigger than you in this world, no one knows who it is!"
I ignored that judgemental little voice, of course, and eagerly waited for the music to resume. When it did, soft, determined hands stroked across my body. These hands were firmer, more insistent, and my body reacted accordingly. Aching with need, my mind and body galloped toward my climactic peak, but before I could throw myself from it, more hands separated my firm, toned, and curvy ass cheeks, and an oiled finger slid into my ass.
The shock of being suddenly anally penetrated jolted my wandering mind back to reality and backed my orgasm up. Then, before I could leap over the unanticipated block, I was picked up by my armpits and the backs of my knees. They moved me backward a few steps before lowering me down. I knew I was close to the floor when I felt a rigid, throbbing cock at my back entrance. A hand adjusted that cock's position, and I sank onto it. It slid deliciously into my tight ass, and I sighed gratefully, expecting to be viciously and deliciously rogered. Instead, strong arms slid under my armpits and locked behind my head. Then, feet slid behind my Achilles tendons, hooked around, and spread my legs as wide as possible. My back lay against a slender but toned body, and when he leaned back, it exposed my dripping entrance to anyone in the room.
I found out I was lying on James when he said, "Relax, my darling Katie. I've decided that you're too turned on to endure the teasing we were going to subject you to. My boys are all extremely sexually excited, too. So, we will run a train through your slutty cunt to relieve your and my boys' frustrations before we get to the really fun stuff. Feel free to relax and cum as often as you can."
As soon as he finished talking, a body knelt between my legs and a cock pressed at my entrance. The man pushed, and his averagely lengthed but quite thick cock slid into my soaking pussy. My needs were rampant, and I orgasmed almost as quickly as the cock came inside me. That man pulled out, and I immediately felt another slide home. The sheer sluttiness of what I was doing crashed me into another orgasm when I felt the cock spunk into me.
James began flexing his sturdy cock inside my ass as a third cock entered me. This time, before I could cum, the man pulled out and came on my tummy. But with James' cock pulsing in my tight ass and loving having cum splash on me, I yowled as another orgasm claimed me.
Next, my swamped pussy received another cock and a third load. Numbers five and six also quickly spat inside my overfilled pussy. So far, I'd received five loads inside my sopping pussy and one on my taut abdomen. However, the fun had only just begun because three more cocks were consecutively forced into my amazingly tight pussy. All three added their loads to my swamped vulva.
After all nine men who had removed my clothing and played with me had orgasmed in or on me, strong hands grabbed my armpits and legs, lifted me off James and turned me over. I felt James slithering out and someone else sliding into his place. The hands lowered my squelching pussy onto an enormously long, deliciously rigid tool. It slid into me until its head nestled delightfully against my cervix.
"Your ass is still amazingly tight, my darling slut Katie," James breathed as he shoved his broadly girthed cock back into my willing ass.
"Oh, Gawd!" I moaned as my slutty desires smashed me against another climax's cliff.
An unknown number of men took turns on the bottom in my sweltering pussy, or on top, fucking my gaping ass. I assumed they were the nine that had helped to remove my clothing, but there may have been one or ten more because cocks were constantly shoved into my holes, making me orgasm before cumming in me. Both of my love holes gushed cum from them, but I wasn't close to being satiated and felt cheated because I hadn't sucked a single cock.
"Patience, my love," James soothed as if he'd heard my thoughts. "You had my boys so excited that I had to use your sublime body to ease their aching balls so they'd gain control. We're ready for the good stuff now." James had spoken from beneath me, so at least I knew who was currently in my oozing pussy.
I expected another cock to penetrate my ass. But instead, it pushed against my drooling pussy lips and forced itself in beside James'. Doubly penetrated in my tight, slippery pussy, I opened my mouth to voice my approval and a throbbing, rubbery cock filled it. Powerful men's hands gripped mine, and when they turned them, I opened my palms, and more cocks filled them.
Having two cocks in my grippingly tight pussy and one each in my hands and mouth further ignited my raging libido, and I screamingly orgasmed. The cocks in my vagina worked out a pounding rhythm, and I swiftly climbed to another climactic peak.
Then, the cocks inside me jerked roughly before hesitating, expanding, and exploding inside me. They pulled out of me, and I felt their slimy loads oozing from my abused pussy and ass and oozing along my perineum. The men moved clear, and I was lifted again and lowered onto another rampantly erect cock. Then, I felt another penis pushing at my entrance, and I was doubly filled again. The cock that was in my mouth returned, and I made it cum before the cocks in my pussy filled me with their seed. The thick cocks in my hands were pulled out, and I sensed their owners were vigorously jerking them. With twin groans, the men spat their sticky goo over my breasts and chin.
Next, I was lifted and turned again. I almost protested when I felt two cocks on my tiny dark star. 'There's no way two cocks fit in there!' my mind protested before they popped in almost without an effort.
Hands gripped my massive rack and dragged me back until I lay prone on one of the bodies whose cock was in my ass. Someone lay between my lewdly splayed thighs and rammed his thick cock into my cum-dribbling pussy. Then, cocks filled my hands and mouth. Revelling in being quadruple penetrated, I gripped and tugged the cocks in my hand firmly.
I was close to a titanic climax when James ripped my mask off. I blinked to clear my sight and then looked about. Adam and Noah lay on their backs with their bums pressed together. Noah's right leg was under Adam's left, and his left was over Adam's right. They'd held their cocks upright against each other as I was lowered onto them. Jimmy lay on me, fucking my sloppy pussy, and James was in my mouth. I held two cocks in my hands, belonging to Brian and a man I didn't know.
My position matched several of Annie's photos, and the visual of being multiple fucked like that exploded my mind. I clenched my eyes closed, screamed, opened them, howled, closed them, and picturing Annie quadruple pierced as I was, orgasmed louder and harder than ever.
I didn't realise that I'd passed out until I awoke with cocks passively possessing my nether regions. "Do I hear you saying 'red', Katie?" James asked.
"Heck, no!" I giggled. "You boys will wear out before I do."
The boys laughed before they fucked me again. I experienced two cocks in my ass with two in my hands, one in my pussy and another in my mouth twice more before they lifted and turned me again. Then, I had two in my pussy and one in my ass as well as the others in their typical positions.
Sometime later, as the birds sang their awakening song in the dawn's early light, we collapsed into a messy, cum-soaked heap and slept.
When I woke up, only James, Jimmy and Brian were left. I don't know what happened to the others, and I even wondered if it had all been a wine-fuelled dream. But my sodden, aching pussy, ass, and jaw, as well as the dried cum covering seemingly every inch of my shapely body, hair and face, belied that thought.
James insisted that I remain naked and wouldn't let me shower as he led me to the kitchen table. Jimmy made breakfast as James and I perused the pictures and video he'd taken the previous night. I giggled guiltily at the photos of my severely stretched asshole and pussy with two enormous cocks stuffed in them. But strangely, during the whole sordid experience, I'd somehow maintained my aloof, alluring demeanour. Instead of slutty, my photos showed a lusty, rambunctious woman enjoying being fucked by multiple cocks. I hate to say it, but I looked classy. A classily fucked whore, to be sure. But classy, nevertheless. I thought it was the type of 'leaked sex tape' that had launched the careers of the likes of that Kardashian woman.
Jimmy took me home after I'd eaten breakfast and dressed. James still laughingly refused to let me shower, saying that he knew how much delight my extended family would have when I returned home, a cum filled and covered, disgraced mess. Weirdly, but probably because of the only partly sublimated slut imperative, I found that image an erotic turn-on.
When we got to my place, Jimmy helped me out of the car. This time, he openly admired my swollen, cum oozing pussy when I purposefully put one foot on the ground first and turned so my short dress rode up. I had no idea where the rest of the clothes I'd worn when I arrived at James' place were. All I had on was the short opaque sundress I'd taken to return home in and my stockings, suspenders, and heels. Weirdly, everything remained whole and undamaged despite the vigour of the previous night's sex.
After walking me to the door, Jimmy kissed my cheek lovingly and thanked me for a wondrous night. I smiled at him and then turned and entered my home to the tune of my extended family giving me grief about my night of slutty shame. The whistles and catcalls screeched to a stop when I got close enough for them to see that every part of me not hidden by my dress was covered with flaking and powdery dried semen.
"OMG, Momma!" Jennifer enviously exclaimed. "It looks like every inch of you is covered with cum!"
"It is!" I answered triumphantly, dropping my dress and doing a slow pirouette. As I turned, I alternately spread my ass cheeks and pussy lips to better display the cum that still oozed from them.
"Grab her, girls," Johnny commanded. "Let's get her in the shower and clean before we mess her up again!"
We were all laughing as the girls picked me up and carried me to the main upstairs bathroom. The shower in there was the biggest in the house, and we managed to squeeze the six of us in. Hands flew over my luscious breasts, sweet, tight little pussy, and along my ass crack, delving into my little chocolate star. Surprisingly, none of my love holes felt raw or overstretched, and I revelled in the sensuously skilled hands wandering over my abused but still willing body.
I was carefully washed from head to toe, carried to my room and sat on my bed, where the girls blow-dried and styled my hair. Next, they pushed me onto my back and dragged me to the bed's centre. Then, as the girls took turns to kiss me and suckle my aching, puffy nipples sensually, Johnny covered my tall, shapely body and slid his long, rigid cock into my slippery pussy.
Holding me with his arms under my armpits and on my shoulders, my son gazed lovingly down on me as he gently slid his enormous cock in and out. "Tell us about it, Mom," he requested. "How many extra lovers did you take last night?"
"Only nine, I think," I confessed.
"Why do you only 'think' it was nine, and how does 'only' go with nine, Mom?" Johnny grinningly asked. "Why don't you know an exact number?"
I explained how the night went and how I was blindfolded for most of it. I did explain that I saw and fucked nine guys in total after James had removed the blindfold. Three were previous lovers: James, Jimmy, and Brian. The new ones whose names I knew were Adam and Noah. I didn't know who the other four men were. Plus, I didn't know if there were others who had fucked me and then left after I'd worn them out.
"What was it like being helpless and unable to see whilst many unknown men used you, Momma?" Gina asked wonderingly and enviously.
"Well, first," I explained. "I knew that James would never do something that would hurt me or cause me emotional distress, so I felt totally safe. If I hadn't, I'd never have been able to relax and enjoy the delicious sensation of an unknown cock sliding into me and possessing my tight love holes. Then, I knew that one of the other men using my divine body to get off was Jimmy, and he, too, would ensure I remained safe, so that helped.
"Finally, it was that all the men who took me were so gentle and loving with how they did me. Wait, that doesn't make sense because I was pounded about as firmly as I've ever been, but I never felt that the men in me were only trying to get off. Instead, it seemed they were trying to make me cum. And, cum, I did," I giggled guiltily. "Too many times to have any idea how many."
My story clearly excited my lovers because the girls quickly formed a daisy chain, each with their mouths locked to another's pussy. Johnny held me tightly as he ravaged my well-used pussy. "Cum for me, my little slut Mommie!" He demanded, and I did! Johnny waited until I crested a second time before he did as he had threatened and messed up my momentarily clean pussy by filling it with his seed.



Johnny rolled onto his back, taking me with him. I stretched across his tall, leanly muscled, powerful body and slept happily. The girls beside us each had a nice orgasm before they surrounded my son and me and dozed with us.
Courtney ringing my phone woke me up. I climbed off my son groggily and stumbled about, looking for it. It rang out before I found it, but it rang again almost immediately. "Hey, babe," I sleepily mumbled. "Sorry, but I was asleep and couldn't find my phone."
"All good, Katie," Courtney cheerily responded. "Just confirming that Maddie and I will be there by mid-afternoon and will stay the night. Caoimhe is coming, too."
"What time is it now?" I asked, forgetting I could look at my phone.
"Midday, babe," Courtney replied. "Did you pull an all-nighter? You seem completely out of it!"
"Something like that," I replied, refusing to feel guilty.
"Okay, Katiekins, I'll let you go back to sleep," Courtney chuckled and hung up.
I got back on the bed and snuggled my back and sexy bottom against my son's front, where his cock bulged lewdly from his groin. It was probably only a piss-fat, but I was horny and backed onto it anyway.
"Insatiable Mommie slut," Johnny quietly chuckled into my ear as his strong right hand brushed across my puffy nipples before snaking across my sexily curved tummy and onto my thick clit. He played with my love button as he gently pumped into me. As I said, I was horny, so it only took a few minutes until I bit his hand to prevent a squeal and came on his lengthy cock. "Hmm," Johnny softly moaned as he spat his delicious spunk into his mother's sweet pussy. Johnny hugged me tightly, whispered, "Thank you, Momma," and smiled against my neck. We were both asleep moments later.
I woke up about an hour later feeling like I could finally face the world. The girls had all disappeared, leaving only my son. Johnny muttered as I rolled off the bed but didn't wake. I gazed at his bouncing cock lustfully, amazed by his youthful vigour, but decided to let him sleep. After showering and douching my 'lady bits', including my tight little star, I dressed in a middy, bright yellow sundress and went looking for something to eat.
I waved at Patty and my girls, who were all in the pool and made a BLTC (Bacon, Lettuce, Tomato, Cheese) sandwich. As the bacon cooked, I made a pot of black tea. Then, after assembling my sandwich, I took it, a cup, and the pot of tea outside to the patio table.
Johnny staggered into my kitchen about half an hour later. I made him two sandwiches of the same type that I had and another for me, and he joined me at the outside table. I'd remembered to take my phone with me when I came downstairs, so I opened the lock screen and handed it to him. Johnny opened the photos first, whistled, and immediately suggested the girls should come and watch with him.
They were still awedly scrolling through the many photos and videos James and others had taken when Courtney, Maddie, and Caoimhe walked through my kitchen and joined us on the patio. Johnny casually closed my phone and put it on the table as the new arrivals sat.
"What were you watching?" Courtney disinterestedly asked.
"Some naughty sex videos and pictures featuring Mom," Johnny truthfully deadpanned. However, his flat, deadpan delivery turned his truthful answer into what sounded like a teasing joke, and everyone laughed.
"Are we calling you Kim Muggleton now?" Maddie joked. "Or is it Paris?"
"Given how big her tits are," Courtney teased. "Maybe it's Pamela?"
The names continued. "Chyna?" Someone called.
"Jennifer?" Another offered.
"Tila?" Was next.
It was all good fun and immediately took the attention away from the raunchy pics and videos on my phone.
A little later, when everyone else was distracted, Johnny whispered, "I checked, Mom. It doesn't look like anyone forwarded any videos or pics from your phone. Of course, there's no way of knowing if anyone else took photos or recorded things on their devices until they start leaking. But I doubt that James would allow that."
Gina and my girls offered to cook dinner. We were having a good old-fashioned fry-up with lamb chops, steak, sausages, bacon, eggs, and sliced potatoes and tomatoes. Maddie and Caoimhe offered to help, but I waylaid Caoimhe as she was on her way to my kitchen and took her up to my room. Entering my room, I wrapped my arms around the petite young woman and asked, "How are things with you and Maddie?"
"Well, Katie, it's been barely over a week since you put us together. Thanks for that, by the way." Then she giggled, "But it is going fanfuckingtastic! Other than when I'm at uni and she's in school, we haven't been apart."
"Maddie's what? About nine months younger than you? Is that a problem?"
"No!" Caoimhe averred. "Her natural dominance makes her seem much older than her physical age." Caoimhe giggled again before adding, "She has my pussy constantly wet and my little love button throbbing all the time. Plus, her mom has wholly embraced her new submissive persona, so the three of us fuck all the time, and the sex is awesome!"
Just then, Maddie banged through my door. She glared at me, put her hands on her hips and snarled, "And what exactly do you think you're doing with my girl?"
"Fucking her if I wanted to," I sweetly said. "Luckily for you, I wouldn't come between Caoimhe and her new Mistress like that."
Maddie stared daggers at me, but before she could speak, I added, "Madison Barbara McKenzie, think before you bite off more than you can chew. You do not want to try yourself against me because you will lose. If I desired, I could take Caoimhe, your mother, and your father from you. I love you and adore the sex we've had together, but I will not put up with you throwing jealous temper tantrums. Jealousy only confirms your insecurity. How can you pretend to be the calm, dominant, forceful personality when you're throwing hissy fits?"
Maddie's glare softened, and she bashfully replied, "You're right on all counts, Aunty Katie. You're twice as beautiful and sexually attractive as I am, and I have no doubts you could take everyone I love away from me. It is your very beauty and elegance that has me jealous and insecure around you. I apologise, and Caoimhe, I'm sorry I doubted you."
"Maddie, my love," I told her. "You are every bit as gorgeous, sexy and elegant as I am. It's just that I've had many more years of experience using my feminine wiles than you. I'm told that I can switch between dominance and submission quickly and easily. However, you must know that I am innately submissive, and you will always be a superior Domme to me. If you wish, I can help you with your hair, makeup and clothes to further enhance your beautiful face and gorgeous figure?"
"You always look so beautiful and elegant, Aunty Katie," Maddie wistfully said. "I'd give my left tit to look as good as you!"
"Ahh, it's all just smoke and mirrors," I demurred. "The right makeup with the right clothes and hair, and you jump from a seven to a ten instantly."
"And precisely how much makeup are you wearing now, Katie?" Caoimhe asked.
"Well, none," I blushed.
"And yet, you're still a ten," Maddie stated. "More, if the scale allowed."
"Okay," I said embarrassedly. "Enough about me. Maddie, I do not believe you came to my room to berate me for trying to seduce Caoimhe. Instead, if we were fucking, you would have dropped your trousers, exposing your 'cock', and joined in. Now, Miss McKenzie, what has your knickers in a bunch? And what did you want to talk to me about?" I gazed at the two pretty young women before me and intuitively added, "Hmm. Caoimhe, better go get Courtney, too."
"How do you do that, Aunty Katie?" Maddie wondered as Caoimhe scampered from the room to get Courtney.
"What?" I asked absently, wondering what could have my three visitors worried.
"Jump over the bullshit and intuit the real problem. You do it all the time," she accused.
"Voodoo," I joked. "You know how your left knee occasionally twinges?" Maddie nodded. "It's because I'm sticking a pin in your voodoo doll."
"But my knee does twinge," Maddie said wonderingly.
"I know," I giggled. "Remember when you twisted it at school while staying at our place when your mom and dad had their Caribbean holiday?"
"I was like, five," Maddie protested. "How do you remember things like that?"
"Because I love you, silly," I told her. "Of course, I remember those things." Then I grinned and teasingly said, "And I remember you eating all my 'chocolates' when you stayed with us when you were eight."
Maddie grimaced and said, "They were laxatives."
"Yup," I grinned. "Dosage: one tablet, twice daily. How many did you eat?"
"The whole damned box!" Maddie growled, not remembering the incident fondly. Truthfully, neither did I. Who knew that an eight-year-old girl's bottom could hold that much poop? Or how far it could spray?
Caoimhe returned with Courtney, and I encouraged them to squeeze in beside Maddie on the loveseat. Then, I sat on my bed and asked, "Okay, you three obviously have something you want to ask me. So, girls, what's up your," I pointed at Caoimhe, "tiny," I moved my finger to Maddie, "muscular," I aimed at Courtney, "and saggy bottoms?"
Maddison spoke for the three, "Mom and I don't want to stop being lovers when Dad comes home. But neither do we want to sneak around behind his back. The only solution I can see is for him and me to become lovers, too. Caoimhe says that her dad is her mom's bitch, and she fucks them both. I want to make Dad my bitch, and for all four of us to be lovers. But, Aunty Katie, we have no idea how to make that happen. As you know, Dad is pretty straight-laced, and I'm worried that if I try anything, he'll freak out, and it will destroy my family."
"What makes you think that I can help?" I asked.
Maddie looked at the other two before saying, "Because Caoimhe and Mom say that if anyone can, you can. Caoimhe says you fixed things with their family, and we think you can do the same with ours."
I was about to say I had no idea how to make what they wanted to happen happen. But then, I got a flash of, well, not exactly, inspiration. It was more of a fledgling idea that might work if I could make the various parts gel. Instead of saying "no", I replied, "Let me think about it. I have an inkling of an idea that might create the scenario you need to convince your dad to play with his youngest daughter, but I need to map it and the possible consequences out. Including, am I prepared to risk your mother's and father's friendship to do this for you."
I held my hand up to quell Maddie's protest. "Before you argue, Miss Madison. That is the best you will get from me tonight."
Maddie grumblingly agreed, and we returned to the kitchen in time for Patty and my girls to serve dinner.
Because it was a warm night, we girls wore little more than bikini bottoms and tops or wraps as we gathered at the patio tables to eat. Freddy had come over to hang out, and I'm sure he enjoyed the view at least as much as my son did. He rudely paid less attention to Jennifer than he should have, given they were regular lovers and even mostly ignored me. Instead, he tried to seduce Maddie, even though she was the only woman wearing boardies and a T-shirt instead of a bikini and/or a wrap. If he'd paid any attention at all, he would have seen that Maddie had a 'cock' pushed along her shorts leg, much as he had.
Of course, that was not something I could put up with, so when Freddy went to the kitchen to get more beers for him and Johnny, I followed him in and confronted him. "So, Mister Freddy Singleton, we have returned to our childish, pre-pubescent ways, have we?" I said sweetly but with an undertone of steely indignation.
Freddy knew he was in trouble because I'd used 'Freddy' instead of Rick as I'd begun to. But being a typically dense male, he did not know why and missed the sarcasm and anger in my 'sweet tone'. "I'm not sure why you'd say that, Momma," he hesitatingly replied.
I wore only a Microkini bottom with a see-through wrap in a tube around my extensive bosom. My puffy nipples showed delightfully through my wrap.
It was time to drive home my earlier lessons, so I lovingly wrapped my arms around his neck. I pressed my barely covered breasts against his muscular chest and my sparsely covered pussy, with its tiny landing strip I'd explicitly grown for the young man in my arms, showing against his groin. Of course, his body reacted in the usual way. I smiled and swayed my hips, rubbing my clit across his swiftly inflating cock. "Let me see, hmm," I hummed. "Why would I say that, little boy Freddy?"
Freddy stiffened and tried to back away from me, offended by me calling him a 'boy' and a little one at that, but I wouldn't let him. "Oh," I continued. "I remember, instead of lovingly and warmly greeting your two current lovers, Jennifer and me, you totally ignored us to pursue a forlorn romance with Maddie. Then, when I confront you about that, you immediately revert to calling me 'Momma' despite me saying that you should call me Katie or endearments like 'my love, honey, etc.' Is this acceptable behaviour for a real man who knows how to be the man for a sexually submissive woman, little Freddy Singleton?"
"Ahh, shit," Freddy breathed. "Forgive me, Katie, I've been an ass. But why is my pursuit of Maddie forlorn, if I may ask?"
I sighed as I continued to use my sublime assets to turn Freddy on. "Even you must know that Caoimhe is a lesbian who only occasionally indulges in heterosexual sex, right?" Freddy nodded. "Then you must have ignored that Caoimhe was sitting in Maddie's lap, and they were kissing when you arrived. In case you're still missing the obvious, Mister Freddy Albert Singleton. Maddie's a lesbian, you dolt!"
"Ahh, shit," Freddy muttered again. "I've been doubly an ass. In my defence, Katie, my love. I didn't do it on purpose. It was more of a careless, unthinking act."
"Yes, it was. And precisely, how do you think Jennifer feels right now? She knows that she's only a substitute until my daughter returns and you resume your chase of her, and now you ignore her to chase another woman she feels she can't compete with."
"Ahh, shit," Freddy said yet again as the realisation of his hurtful behaviour washed over him. "I need to fix this. Katie, please accept my apologies, and I promise to meditate on what I've done and learn from it. But, if you will excuse me, I need to apologise to Jennifer and fix what I've done."
"Yes, Rick, you do," I smiled as I released him, job done.
Freddy hurried outside and around to Jennifer. He knelt before her and took her hands before sincerely apologising. Then, he pulled her to her feet and said, "There's a delightful little chocolate and coffee shop in Bulimba that's open late, my love. Would you please accompany me there so I can show you how sorry I am for my behaviour?"
Everyone clapped when Jennifer said "Yes", and the two disappeared upstairs so Jennifer could change. I knew my young charge would be smiling and walking funny when I saw her after uni tomorrow. Well, assuming she stayed the night and went straight to her course instead of coming home first.
"Well done, Momma," Charmaine said approvingly. "But she needs a man she can call her own."
We enjoyed a night of laughter and conversation until it was time for those who needed to be up early to go to bed. I didn't know how much time Caoimhe was getting alone with her new Mistress, or even whether Maddie had considered Caoimhe's needs, so I encouraged those two to sleep together and took Courtney to bed with me.
We talked as we snuggled, with Courtney confessing her fears about being a lesbian now but not wanting to give up the orgasms. She wondered why, if she were genuinely submissive, it had taken her daughter to bring it out.
I observed that away from work, Ewan was quite placid and laid back with the way he handled things with their kids and her. At work, Ewan is a dynamo who inspires his staff to heights of service that are rarely seen in large department stores. His staff is motivated and knowledgeable, which is why we do all our furnishings and electrical shopping in his store.
I considered that before asking, "Why haven't you two bought a franchise store instead of Ewan managing one for someone else? We manage your finances, so I know you can afford to buy one, so why haven't you done so?"
"Ewan doesn't like being 'the man'," Courtney explained. "He likes being the guy 'the man' relies on and goes to to get things done. He says it's 'all care and no responsibility'. When the store closes, he's done for the day and doesn't have to worry about ensuring the bills are paid. All he has to do is finalise the day's sales and the employee timesheets, ensure the stock's ordered, and ...," she trailed off, realising that Ewan pretty much did the owner's job except his house and finances weren't in trouble if the store failed.
"He's too passive to accept being the guy who is ultimately responsible," she muttered.
Listening to my friend speak as we cuddled in the bed convinced me my burgeoning plan had some merit. But I needed a lot more information before I could swing it into action. "At home, babe, who made most of the important decisions?"
"Like what, Katie?" Courtney asked. "If you mean things like where to school the kids or where to buy our house, then they were joint decisions. If you mean the day-to-day stuff, that's all me."
"No, I mean like when it's time to buy a new car or appliance, and where you invest your money. Like, umm," I thought for an example. "Like, did Ewan decide to shift your money to us, or was it a joint decision?"
Courtney shifted uncomfortably before admitting, "Ewan wanted to stay with Pepperstone because of the safety of being with a large firm, but I convinced him to trust Sean. And, Katie," she rushed to assure me. "We're very glad we did because our investments are growing way faster than when Sean was at Pepperstone."
"I wasn't bothered, babe," I told her as I considered her responses. Full of thoughts, I asked, "Would you say that Ewan is more passive than dominant? That maybe he's even submissive to you? That he prefers to follow than lead, except when he's at work and has to act 'the alpha male'?"
"You know, Katie," Courtney answered after thinking about her and Ewan's relationship for a moment. "That's exactly what he's like. I just hadn't thought about it like that before. I remember getting frustrated many times because he would defer seemingly all decisions to me, and I had to make them without his input."
"Do you think that's why your natural submissiveness has been hidden until now?"
"Possibly," Courtney replied. "Ewan was so dominant when we were at uni, and he set his sights on me. But once we got married, he's become more and more passive."
"Which left you vulnerable to your very dominant daughter. She took the role Ewan should have had in your life."
"So you think I'm still basically straight, but what? I react sexually to being dominated?"
"Yes," I replied. "I call it being dom-sexual. The gender of the emotionally calm, dominant person instructing your behaviour doesn't matter. It's that they're calm, dominant, controlled and patiently insistent."
"Oh, I don't know, Katie," Courtney denied. "I still wonder if Ms Petersen didn't get it right, and I'm nothing but a big old dyke."
"I can prove you're not, Courts, if you want," I assured her. "But you will have to do something naughty that I'm not sure you're up for."
"Like what?"
"Fuck my son with me."
"No way!" Courtney exclaimed. "It's bad enough that I'm cheating on Ewan with you, my daughter, and Caoimhe. But at least you're all women and guys like that, right? But if I fuck Johnny, then that's just plain cheating, and if Ewan finds out, he'll totally freak out! And rightly so!"



Her problem was that we were naked and cuddled closely together. Courtney's tiny nipples on her pillowy B+-cup breasts were against my much larger, puffy ones. Plus, her shaved pussy was pushed against my hip. When I suggested she fuck Johnny, her nipples stiffened and bored into mine, and her pussy spasmed and suddenly blazed against my hip.
I giggled before teasing, "It seems like your diamond-tipped nipples and sweltering pussy like the idea!"
"Bitch!" Courtney spat, then laughed, too. But then she held my curvy bum and subconsciously ground her suddenly soaking pussy against my hip. "Okay," she mumbled. "If I do agree to do this, what does it prove?"
I drawled, "How many lesbians want a 7+ inch flesh cock attached to a real man in their pussies, do you reckon?"
"None, you'd assume," Courtney agreed.
"Johnny is precisely what I think you need in a lover, honey," I told her. "He may be just short of his twenty-first birthday, but he is emotionally mature, calm, and dominant. If you react to him as eagerly as you have to Maddie, then you have your proof that you're reacting to their dominance and not because you're a lesbian." Then I growled, "Besides, what's so wrong with being a lesbian?"
"Nothing!" Courtney emphasised. "Though it would ruin my marriage, and I don't want to get divorced. I know I love Ewan, but I need to understand why I'm reacting the way I am." She thought about what I'd said and made a decision, "Fuck it! Get him in here, and let's do this!"
"You're going to get strange cock in your slutty pussy," I teased as I sat up and got my phone.
"Jaysus, Katie!" Courtney gasped. "Don't say it like that because it makes me feel ..."
"Like a dirty slut?" I innocently asked as I rang Johnny's phone.
"Bitch!" Courtney amusedly spat, knowing I was only teasing.
I'd put the phone on speaker, and Johnny's voice rang through the room when he sleepily answered, "Mom? Is everything okay? Why are you calling me?"
"I need you down here, baby boy," I told him. "Bring Gina, and assume you'll sleep here for the rest of the night."
"Ah, okay, umm, why?"
I giggled and replied, "Because someone in here needs a big stiff cock up her wet cu ...," and I couldn't say it! Good lawd, I'm such a prude!
Johnny knew why I'd suddenly shut down and chuckled, but I'd tanned his hide many times for using that word, and he wouldn't say it, either. "We'll be right there," he said and hung up.
Johnny entered my room with Gina a few seconds later. They'd thrown robes over their shoulders but wore nothing else.
I'd slid out of bed and put a robe on to wait for them, and Johnny looked at me quizzically when he came in. I shifted my eyes to Courtney and back to him. "Courtney and her daughter have entered a Dom/sub relationship with Maddie as the Domme," I explained. "Courtney, until a few weeks ago with me, has never had an affair with a woman before, and she's worried that she's become a lesbian. I've assured her that it's submitting to someone that's exciting her, not that Maddie's her daughter and a woman. But Courtney's having problems believing that. I'll leave her to explain if she wants, but there is a good reason for her fear."
"What do you need us to do?" Johnny asked.
"Just you, babe," Gina intuited. "She needs to know she's still a red-blooded woman to whom a red-blooded man is attracted. She needs you to show her what it means to be fucked by a caring, dominant man who will take her to the heights of ecstasy. In other words, Johnny. Courtney needs you to fuck her brains out, and if Katie and I were to join in, Courtney would worry she was sexually reacting to us and not you."
"You don't mind?" Johnny asked.
"Of course not," Gina replied with a wicked grin. "Momma and I will watch from the loveseat, and I'm sure we can keep ourselves entertained."
Johnny turned to examine Courtney. Courtney had sat up against the headboard, with the sheet and quilt pulled up to her chin. She looked at Johnny nervously before grinning weakly.
"Mrs McKenzie, you will step out of the bed and stand here before me," Johnny demanded, pointing to a spot before him, his voice deep and resonant.
Gina and I looked at each other before grabbing each other's hands to prevent us from standing where our man had instructed.
I'm sure that it was much to her surprise, but Courtney slowly, hesitatingly, moved the quilt and sheet aside and got out of bed. Her hands waved nervously as she thought of covering herself, but she forced her hands into fists beside her hips and walked to where Johnny had indicated.
Johnny commanded, "Interlock your fingers behind your head and push your elbows as wide as possible. Also, spread your feet about shoulder-width apart. You will hold your shoulders back and your head high, but you will look at the ground three feet in front of you."
Courtney reluctantly took the position that Johnny had demanded. Her entire body was suffused red with her embarrassment, but her wanton needs betrayed her, because arousal positively flowed down her inner thighs.
"This position is known as a presentation pose," Johnny explained as he circled my trembling friend. "It is also correction position one. If you displease me, I will be forced to correct you," he continued. "When I say, 'Assume correction position one', this is the pose you will take."
Courtney nodded, but Johnny insisted, "The correct answer is, 'Yes, Sir'. Do I hear that, or do I need to begin correcting now?"
"Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir," Courtney said humbly.
"Good girl," Johnny told her, and Courtney blushed again, pleased to be told she was a 'good girl'. He walked around her again. "Mrs McKenzie, I will not do anything you do not want me to do to you. To that end, you have two warning words you can use to ensure your safety. They are 'orange' and 'red'. Orange means that things have gotten a little too intense for you, and you need me to slow down before you lose it. Red indicates that you're overwhelmed and want things to stop immediately. If I hear you say 'red', I will immediately get off the bed or step away from you. If that happens, I will get Mom and leave you in her capable hands."
Courtney nodded, then remembered and said, "Yes, Sir."
"Tell me your understanding of what I just said," Johnny urbanely demanded. Courtney answered his query satisfactorily as Johnny continued his slow walk around her. He stopped before my friend and said, "I will touch and inspect you now. My inspection will include your entire body from your head down, including your breasts, ass and pussy. Do you object?"
Settling herself more firmly on her heels, with fresh arousal pouring down her inner thighs, Courtney said, "No, Sir."
Johnny moved behind Courtney and began by softly patting her hair, getting my friend used to being touched sensually by someone other than her husband. I knew that Maddie had touched her sexually often, but I doubted there'd been any sensual love between the two women.
Courtney took a deep breath before shuddering, relaxing, and slowly exhaling. Unawarely, she began following my son's stroking hands as he petted her head. Courtney's eyes had closed, and she didn't see the smug grin that Johnny flashed me and Gina. Johnny extended his pets to Courtney's shoulders and upper arms. Then he stroked down her elbows, forearms and hands. On his upward strokes, my son lightly touched Courtney's inner wrists and elbows, letting the backs of his fingers brush across the outsides of her slightly saggy breast globes.
Staying behind her, Johnny pressed his barely covered, long cock against her flabby bottom and cupped Courtney's pillowy breasts. Next, he bent his left elbow and held her right breast cupped in his big hand. Pinching and rolling Courtney's tiny nipples in between his thumb and forefinger, Johnny stroked his right hand across my friend's pliant stomach and over her recently shaved mons.
"You're not overweight, Mrs McKenzie," he told her. "But neither are you fit and toned. That's disappointing because it takes away from your innate beauty. If I am to be your dominant, then you will start exercising with Mom.
"Yes, Sir," Courtney willingly said, stifling her aroused moans.
Johnny inscribed small half circles up and around Courtney's clit, and my gorgeous friend protestingly moaned and lifted onto her toes, trying to get Johnny's fingers to touch her clitoris. Of course, he simply rode up with her and left his fingers precisely where they were.
Johnny chuckled when Courtney moaned frustratedly but warned, "There's no going back beyond here, Mrs McKenzie. If I thumb your clit and finger your pussy, you will climax, and my cock will go inside you. Then you'll orgasm many times after that. Do you want me to continue, or will you say 'Red' and escape with your honour intact?"
Courtney looked beseechingly at me, but I was so turned on that I had Gina between my splayed thighs and my fingers stuffed in her slippery pussy. She gaped at that luscious sight, and her head fell back against Johnny's broad shoulder.
"Please, I want you to," Courtney mumbled as her entire body shuddered with unrequited need.
"What do you want me to do, Mrs McKenzie?" Johnny asked. "Tell me specifically what you want."
"I want you to make me cum and then fuck me," Courtney pleaded as my son's thumb inched tantalisingly closer to her clit.
"Your wish is my command," Johnny chuckled. He instantly moved his thumb onto her clit and manipulated it as she thrust two gingers into Courtney's pussy.
Johnny must have found my friend's sweet spot immediately because Courtney gasped, "Oh, shit!" and gushed fluids over Johnny's hand.
My son grinned at his girlfriend and me and mimed rubbing his fingers on his tunic to show he was pleased with his effort to get Courtney to orgasm so quickly. However, he was far from done. Johnny spun my friend around and bent her back as he reinserted his fingers, curling them back and instantly finding Courtney's G-spot again. Supporting her upper body effortlessly, Johnny thumbed Courtney's clit, and she quickly climaxed loudly for the second time.
Johnny held her suspended backward as he softly circled her clit with his thumb, waiting for her to return from her brief orgasmic trip. When Courtney's eyes opened and she looked at him, he said, "I'm going to lay you on the bed and fuck you, Mrs McKenzie. This will not be two lovers making sweet love. It will be two raunchy individuals fucking each other like the sluts they are. You ready?"
Courtney stared back at him like a deer caught in the headlights. Her married, sane brain may have been sending signals for her to refuse, but her instinctual body knew what it wanted, and her head tipped back, her pussy unawarely rose to force more pressure against her aching clit, and she moaned deep back in her throat.
Johnny read Courtney's body language, scooped her up in his strong arms and lay her in the middle of my bed. Grabbing my friend's calves, Johnny threw them back over his shoulders, grabbed his lengthy cock by its shaft, lined it up with Courtney's dripping entrance, and rammed it home.
"Ohhhhhhhh, shhhhhhhhhhhiiiiiiiiiittttttttt!" Courtney screamed and immediately gushed pussy fluids over my son's big, tight balls. She crested again almost immediately and then continuously climaxed over the next few minutes, each one slightly more intense than the last.
Johnny held my friend by her ankles, and he splayed them as far apart as possible as he pounded Courtney harder than she ever had been before, of that, I'm sure! My son's muscular abdomen crashed into my friend's clit with a resounding force that shook the bed and maybe the walls, too. Courtney's mouth was wide open, but the only sound that came out was a high-pitched keening that changed to excited yips when she experienced another orgasm. As her orgasms intensified, Courtney's keening went higher, and the yips were louder. It was blatantly obvious that she was about to explode into the stratosphere, with her body shattering into motes that would scatter across the cosmos.
"Play with your fuck switch," Johnny growled demandingly.
Courtney complied, and her world went bang! She lost all control of her tall, soft body and began bouncing and juddering on my son's enormous cock. Johnny continued pounding her until Courtney's breath ran out and her eyes closed. Then, Johnny rolled her onto her tummy and positioned his throbbing cock on Courtney's ring.
"You don't get off that easily, my slutty little Mrs McKenzie," Johnny snarled into Courtney's ear. "Sluts like you always need a good anal rogering to finish them off." Johnny increased his cock's pressure on Courtney's tiny dark star, but it wasn't enough to break through her knot yet.
Courtney tossed her head back and forth, but it was difficult to know if she was denying what Johnny said he would do or if it was still from her loss of bodily control. I was one proud mommie when my son took no risks and quietly asked, "Unless I hear a 'Red'? Mrs McKenzie, do you want me to stop?"
"No!" Courtney yelled vehemently. "No! Please, I need, I need ... I've never felt like this. Please, I need you to fuck my arse!" The last part of her sentence grew in volume and intensity as Johnny, hearing Courtney saying 'I need', forced his cock through her ring and into her tight ass.
Johnny again showed sexual maturity beyond his years. Instead of rutting my friend like most guys his age would, he held still, whispering endearments in Courtney's ear, allowing her to accustom to having a large, lengthy penis shoved up her rarely used ass.
Using what seemed to be her phrase of the night, Courtney shuddered and muttered, "Ohh, shit!" But as she did, her hips dropped down before pushing challenging back up at Johnny's possessing cock.
Johnny chuckled in Courtney's ear as he forced his hands under her body. His right hand moved to Courtney's tiny clit as his left rolled a nipple between its forefinger and thumb. "Tell me how much you like having my big cock in your dirt hole, Mrs McKenzie. Tell me how big a cock slut you are."
Hearing my son showing my friend cleverly that the last thing that she was was a lesbian should have had me beaming with pride, but I was too hot to pay much attention then. My imagination, of course, had me in Courtney's place. I guess Gina felt that way, too, because she balanced herself on her hands on the loveseat's edge and then turned herself upside down. Swing her shapely thigh over my head and using her knees to balance. Gina lowered her ragingly hot, dripping pussy onto my upturned head, which I'd rested on the sofa's backrest.
I moved slightly forward to allow Gina better access to my pussy which was equally as wet and hot as hers. The angle was visually exciting—a kind of sitting 69 with Gina upside down and between my long, toned thighs. My arms were wrapped around her slender waist to support her, and her mouth was pushed against my soaking pussy. It wasn't the most comfortable way to share oral sex with another. However, it didn't take long before we gushed pussy liquids into each other's mouths as we orgasmed.
As Gina and I played, I heard Courtney moaning, "Oh, Gawd, Johnny! I do love having your big cock in my tight ass. It feels so nasty and naughty having my best friend's son's huge cock shoved up my arse! Especially so, given she's watching from less than a metre away! Fuck my ass, Johnny. Fuck my slutty ass and fill it with your cum!"
So Johnny did! My son came in Courtney's ass twice before rolling off her. Courtney, who had climaxed numerous times as my son fucked her ass, lay exhausted, her ass gaping and oozing my son's thick man seed. But he gave her only a slight respite before rolling her over and going down on her sloppy pussy. Johnny angled his hips, pointing his flaccid cock in our direction. Gina and I took the hint, fetched washcloths from the en suite, carefully cleaned Johnny's cock and then took turns blowing him until he was rigidly erect again.
Moving up Courtney's soft, untoned body, my son sat on her pillowy breasts and slapped her face with his long cock. "How good a cock sucker are you?" He taunted. "I bet you choke before you swallow half of this." He slapped Courtney's nose with his cock and added, "In fact, I bet you can't take even a third without retching!"
Of course, with my friend being an ex-jock, he hit the sweet spot by challenging her physical abilities. Courtney grabbed Johnny's long, powerful cock and shoved it in her mouth. She did, indeed, choke before she got half of it in, but she swallowed determinedly and pulled on Johnny's ass cheeks until her nose pushed against his hairy abdomen. She'd done it! Swallowed my son's entire cock. My friend's determination and willingness to abase herself to prove a point impressed me. I thought it also confirmed how innately submissive my beautiful middle-aged friend was.
As he'd done when in Courtney's ass, Johnny held still as his lover acclimated to having her tonsils examined by his stupendous cock. Eventually, Courtney learned to breathe inward through her nose and outward around Johnny's cock, and she began sucking in earnest.
"You're good, Mrs McKenzie," Johnny complimented her. "Your husband's a lucky man!"
A jolt of fear shot through me because I feared what reminding Courtney she was cheating on her husband with a man half his age would do to her psyche. Fortunately, Johnny had read her right, and she moaned, reaching for her sweltering pussy to stimulate herself.
I was sorely tempted to go down on my friend's glistening pussy and suck my son's cum from it, but I knew it would make Courtney fear she was reacting sexually to me and not my son. That would feed her fears and set her back, so I tongued my future daughter-in-law instead, wishing she were Courtney.
I heard my son growl, "Swallow it all, Mrs McKenzie. Every single drop, or I'll spank that soft ass of yours!" from between Gina's shapely thighs and instantly climaxed as I imagined his long pole ejaculating directly into my stomach.
Johnny put Courtney through her paces for so long that even Gina and I were sated from cumming together. Eventually, we gave up and went to Johnny's bed to sleep.
As is typical, I was the first to enter my kitchen the following morning. I smiled, wondering if Johnny had woken my friend for some morning glory sex or if they were still asleep, exhausted from their fucking. My sexily thick clit throbbed as I remembered many mornings of waking up with a stretched and sore feeling pussy and ass, which were still drooling my lover's semen. Then I remembered that my son or husband would typically join me in the shower those mornings and use their hands and/or mouths to give me pleasure again, and I shifted uncomfortably on my stool as my arousal climbed.
Patty and Charmaine arrived next, closely followed by Gina. Caoimhe and Maddie stumbled in, looking and smelling like they'd only just stopped fucking. Which they probably only just had.
Maddie looked around blearily before asking, "Where's Mom? She didn't sleep in her room last night."
"She's still in my room," I dismissively replied. It wasn't up to me to tell Maddie that her mother had spent the night being right royally rogered by my son!
However, that sentiment mattered none because Johnny carried a beaming Courtney into the kitchen and sat on a chair with my friend still in his lap. They kissed passionately as Johnny openly groped and fondled Courtney's barely covered breasts.
"Mom!" Maddie stranglingly shrieked. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?"
"Kissing Katie's son," Courtney said smugly. "Get off your high horse, Madison," she continued. "You want to be your father's lover? Well, it starts here with Katie and Johnny convincingly proving to me that I'm not a lesbian. Now, Maddie, your Aunty Katie has a plan to get you what you want, and you will shut up, listen to it, and follow what she wants us to do. Or, Mads, Gawddammit, I will spank your tight ass and make you my bitch instead of your father yours!"



"You have a plan, Aunty Katie?" Maddie queried, suddenly submissive to her mother's anger.
Still more of a general idea than a plan," I confessed. "But you two need to get your father home on Saturday night so he can come over here with you. Plus, I need to rope Kath and Mike into this. Caoimhe, I assume you're willing to help? Of course, your mother will do anything for me, so she's in."
"Assuming she doesn't have to work, then I'd think so, yes," Caoimhe confirmed. "Let her know you need her ASAP, though, so she can get someone to cover."
"What devilry have you got planned, Mrs Muggleton?" Patty mirthfully enquired. "You know I'm in!"
"Sounds like someone's planning on taking yet another lover," Johnny teased. "Were you planning on asking my permission?"
I blushed because we hadn't discussed our family's position with the McKenzies yet, but if my plan for Friday night was to work, I needed both of them to be on board with it. So, taking a fearful breath, I asked Courtney and Maddie to sit down and explained to them how our family's dynamic worked. I began by showing them my ankle chain and what it said, as well as explaining the significance of the onyx necklace that I always wore now.
At the end of my lengthy explanation, I sat back fearfully, expecting to receive my friends' judgement and wrath and have them denounce me and walk out. Instead, Maddie leapt into my arms and covered my face with kisses.
"That's exactly how I want my family to be," she said excitedly. "Only with me as the dominant and not Dad. Mom's carried the emotional load for our family for too long, and Dad's always been a wimp. No, Mom, don't argue," she told a clearly flummoxed Courtney, who had given no sign she was going to. "We'll make Dad my bitch, and we'll have our house running the way we both know it should be. You'll be my lover, and we when fuck, my bitch. But outside then, we'll remain mother and daughter as we should be."
Courtney had remained silent despite her daughter's excited utterances, so I turned timidly towards her to accept her judgment. But Courtney surprised me, too. "Society says that I should judge and censure you and your family for your incestuous acts, Katie," she said thoughtfully. "But then, how can I when I make incestuous love with my daughter?" She frowned as she considered all that I'd said. Then, insightfully, she asked, "Your family of origin is incestuous, too, right? But if there is a more caring, loving family than yours, I cannot imagine it!"
She grinned before laughing hard, "Gawd, I remember your Dad and us sitting around that miniature table you had, sharing 'pretend cups of tea' as we had a 'doll's tea party'. Then there was that day you made him dress in one of your mother's old dresses, and you, your sisters, and Kath did his makeup. That was so funny for us and pretty demeaning for him. But he put up with it and even seemed to enjoy playing with us and making us laugh. Plus, he never said or did anything inappropriate in front of any of us. No, Katie. If there's a judgement to be made, it should be against the absent, uncaring fathers that most, like me, had."
Of course, that brought my tears, and when Patty said, "Courtney, that's the most beautiful, sweetest thing I've ever heard," I burst into big, racking sobs. The girls surrounded me with Johnny standing protectively near. We all had a good bawl, as women are wont to do, while sharing comforting hugs and kisses. Eventually, everyone left to go about their day, leaving only Courtney, Maddie, and me.
"So, my darling Katiekins," Courtney drawled. "Are you going to tell me your big plan?"
"Not yet," I refused. "I need to hear from Kath and Mike if they're coming over and are prepared to help. Then, I can start to put my ideas into shape. I'll run it past Kath to ensure I'm not blowing smoke out of my bottom. Plus, if it works like I think it will, it will be better if what happens is a surprise to you, Ewan and Maddie. That way, your responses will be natural and not forced."
"Well, it'll certainly be a surprise to Dad," Maddie said mirthfully.
"I will probably have to fuck your father to make my plan work, Maddie," I told her. "Will you cope with seeing that?" Maddie nodded, but I rammed my point home. "I will push your father onto his back and ride his cock, Maddie. Ewan's, your father's big cock will be in my tight little pussy right there before you. You sure you'll handle that?"
Maddie insisted she could, but then I added something risky for the Loughlin family and me, "Plus, you'll see your new lover riding her father's cock. How will you feel about that?"
"Caoimhe and I have already discussed that, Aunty Katie," Maddie surprisingly explained. "She and I didn't want any secrets between us that might raise their ugly heads and cause problems later. So we lay together and confessed all of our previous lovers. Caoimhe left her brother, father and mother out until I explained that I wanted to be my Dad's Queen B and have him as my submissive lover. Then she admitted to having fucked Phil, Mike and Kath. Her parents have the type of relationship that I want with Mom and Dad, except that in theirs, Kath is Queen B and not Caoimhe."
After that, there didn't seem to be much more to talk about, so we cleaned up the kitchen, and the McKenzie women left to take Maddie to school.
I dressed for work, eschewing my usual daring outfits and wearing a mid-length A-line skirt that was quite conservative. My top was a burnt orange fitted T-shirt that clung to and emphasised my luscious Double-D breasts. The day passed with its typical lack of business, and if it weren't for my new course advisor trying to make up for the previous one's errors and sending me units as quickly as I completed them, I'd have little to do. If I could maintain my current speed, I'd have my three-year Bachelor's course completed in just eighteen months and my four-year Masters course concurrently done in around two years.
Monday ended without a phone call or visitor, as did Tuesday and Wednesday. I'd called Kath on Monday morning and spoken to her about my plan to introduce Ewan to incestuous sex with his daughter. After some serious questions about the advisability of me being the instigator of their first sexual encounter, Kath giggled and said it sounded hot and horny to help out and, given that her daughter was helping anyway, agreed to my formulating plan.
Thursday began auspiciously with Freddy dropping in to say hello. Freddy brought me coffee and a beautiful yellow rose. I smiled happily at him, knowing he was close to being the type of man my daughter needed. He was still occasionally a little thoughtless, but most young men are, so it didn't bother me.
Freddy left, and a little later, James turned up to take me to lunch. He, too, brought flowers. James had called regularly to ensure I hadn't suffered any negative reactions to what we did on Saturday night. But in truth, every time I thought about that night, I got wet and wondered if I'd ever get the chance to experience it again. I knew I'd do it again if James ever asked me to.
Yes, I was a complete slut that night, but being fucked simultaneously by multiple cocks was a wildly exciting adventure. Then there was my insatiable curiosity. I'd been investigating gangbang and bukkake porn and realised that Saturday had been at least as good as those films. But there was an added dimension to one flic that really excited me but filled me with nervous trepidation. The middle-aged star of the movie I watched looked distantly like me, which made the fantasy even more vivid.
In the film, the star, after having been fucked by fifteen different men, sat in a kid's paddle pool in the middle of her lounge. Then, the guys surrounded her as she leant back on her hands and took turns cumming on her hair, face, tits, stomach and pussy. The woman received fifteen separate loads, some of them simultaneously. But once every man had cum on her, four of them gathered around her and hosed the cum off her face and body with their wee. I've watched that clip probably a dozen times, and every time I do, I orgasm when the woman, who is clearly enjoying her degradation, opens her mouth and lets a man urinate into it.
Readers, as my adventures close in on the present day, and we both have to wait to see what I do next, I'd like you to write to me, or leave a comment if you'd like to read about me doing something similar to what I've just described. I promise to follow my reader's choices and either make it happen or not according to your letters and comments.
It was less than two weeks now before Sean and Kristy returned, and although I longed for their return, I also worried whether I would have as much fun after they came back as I'd had in their absence. I guess, now that I think about it, I'm doing and experiencing a lot of the things that girls do during their university days—carefree sex with many people.
With my absent family member's imminent return, I probably needed to reign in my wanton, slutty activities and become the sweet prudish housewife I was before they began. However, I neither wanted to nor thought that I could. Edgar damned Fontaine had opened my Pandora's Box, and it would take a Herculean effort to close it!
James casually mentioned on our way to lunch that Akiki (Andrew) and his son would join us. The office fit-out for Andrew's new business was complete, and now they were waiting for the electricians and Telstra workers to wire in Andrew's phones, cable internet and computers. Once the phones were running, James and Andrew had an advertising strategy mapped out to ensure his new business would flourish immediately. The business name that Andrew and his partner had chosen rolled nicely off the tongue—Amina, Rogers, and Partners. However, there were no other partners currently. I liked Andrew and looked forward to meeting him again.
James had booked us into The Manly Deck for lunch. Andrew immediately ordered a sparkling wine to celebrate the successful fit-out of his new office. He must have discerned my slightly surprised look because he laughed and explained that he and his extended family were all non-practising Christians, which was one of the reasons they'd emigrated to primarily secular Australia.
We'd only just sat down when Andrew's son arrived from his uni class. I began to stand, but the gorgeously tall, muscular young man grinned broadly at me and insisted I stay seated. He walked to my chair with his hand held out and said, "Hi there, beautiful Momma. My name is Aadan, but you may call me Aaron. Dad has told me so much about you that I already feel like I know you." He kissed my hand's back before releasing it
'What a smooth charmer,' I thought, immediately liking the handsome young man. I reacted in my usual flirtatious manner by smiling gleefully and tossing my hair back. Of course, that set my deliciously full, unfettered breast mounds bouncing delectably, which got all three men's instant attention. "Oh," I said as if slightly flustered. "Umm, I'm Katie. But you can call me anything you like as long as it's not late for breakfast!" Then I suddenly blushed at the obvious double-entendre in what I'd said. My hosts graciously laughed, however, accepting it was just me flirting as I'm wont to do.
Andrew engaged James in a serious conversation about how to attract some of his previous clients to his new business. He couldn't blatantly approach those clients under the terms of his contract with his former firm, but he wondered if there wasn't a way to let them know about Amina, Rogers and Partners without getting himself in legal trouble.
James smiled and said that 'word of mouth' would ensure at least some would come to him. It was merely a matter of dropping the 'right words' in the 'right ears'.
Aaron, meanwhile, was glancing longingly at me, wondering how to initiate a conversation. Taking pity on the poor young man, I asked him about his uni course and if he planned to join his father's new firm after graduation. Aaron explained that he was in the final year of a law degree and wanted to work as a Crown Prosecutor when he graduated. The Amina family had lost relatives to murderous criminal activity, Aaron explained, only to see those criminals walk away with little to no punishment for their crimes. He then said that he wanted to change that.
Aaron was smooth, polite, calm, mischievous, and dominant, and although I felt an instant warmth in my nether regions at the thought of bedding this delicious young creature, I knew precisely the young woman for him. Excusing myself to the loos, I phoned Jennifer. "Hey, gorgeous," I said when she answered 'Hi, Momma'. "You need to get your pretty ass to where I am at The Manly Deck, like yesterday! Catch a darned helicopter if you have to! How long before you're here?"
"I'm at home, so ten minutes?"
I knew from daily observation that Jennifer would be dressed to the nines despite only having just returned from uni and knew she could get in her car immediately and come down. "Done deal," I told her. "I'll delay lunch until you get here."
I returned to our table, exclaiming, "Darn! Jennifer called as I exited the bathroom. I'd forgotten I'd said I'd meet her for lunch today. You guys don't mind waiting for her to join us, do you?" Then I grinned teasingly and added, "Actually, it doesn't matter if you do mind because she's on her way, and I won't eat until she joins us."
James' dancing eyes told me he knew why I'd suddenly invited my young charge to join us and was amused by my antics. Andrew and Aaron graciously acceded to waiting, and Andrew refilled our glasses before swinging into conversation again.
Jennifer appeared not long later, and I stood and waved so she'd see where we were sitting. Jennifer smiled at the greeter and gestured to say that she was with us. I watched my sturdily built young charge walk across to our table, transfixed once again by her buxom, earthy sexuality. My Jennifer really did look a lot like Jennifer Coolidge, complete with the same voluminous blonde hair and gorgeous, upstanding breasts. Jennifer struggled with her weight, but our regular workouts with Patrick and Bernie had slimmed and toned her figure into what I considered to be sublimely sexy curves.
I surreptitiously watched Aaron as Jennifer crossed the room, and was pleased to see his dark, handsome face suffuse even darker than it had been. I stood to introduce my young charge, who was dressed as sexily as I suspected she would be. Jennifer had on a shiny gold satin miniskirt that accentuated her gorgeously rounded bum and emphasised her shapely legs. Over that, she wore a white, low-scoop top that deliciously exposed the swelling mounds of her large breasts. On her feet, Jennifer wore plain white, wedge-heeled sandals. I thought her look was casually gorgeous and captured her carefree spirit perfectly.
I introduced Jennifer to Andrew first, and then she and James exchanged 'hellos', having already met at my place. We turned to Aaron, and he stood. Even with Aaron's dark skin, his blush was plain to see, and where he was smooth and confidently spoken when we were introduced, Aaron was totally tongue-tied when he spoke to Jennifer.
When I introduced Jennifer to him, Aaron amusedly said, "Hello, Aaron. I'm Jennifer. No, wait. Hello, Aaron, I'm Aaron ... ahh, shit!"
"Hello, Aaron Ah Schitt!" Jennifer straight-facedly replied. "Pleased to meet you."
Everyone laughed as Aaron looked mortified, but he eventually saw the funny side of it and laughed with us. With the ice broken, I shifted so Jennifer could sit beside Aaron, with James and me at the table's ends and Andrew opposite his son. James and I exchanged knowing grins as Jennifer flirted seductively with Aaron. Andrew looked concernedly for a moment but eventually shrugged and turned his attention to James and me.
We ordered and ate a delicious lunch. Conversation flowed readily, with the two Amina men being swept up by Jennifer's and my flirtatious teasing. By the meal's end, we had all three men competing for our attention and interest, as it should be. Although indulging in the flirting and conversation, James remained amusedly aloof as he watched young Jennifer work her charms on the two Amina men, especially Aaron.
I watched almost as amusedly as James did. Jennifer was flirting at least as seductively as I could, and I wondered who she'd learnt it from. Of course, it may have been from the best there is, namely, me!
James, Andrew, and I were enjoying a coffee after our lunch when Jennifer and Aaron said they were taking off together. Aaron had come to Manly by bus and told his father that Jennifer would drop him home in time for dinner. Then he asked if Jennifer could stay to eat. Andrew immediately agreed, and holding hands, the young couple almost ran from the restaurant.
"You weren't having lunch with that beautiful young woman," Andrew laughingly accused. "You were setting my son up!"
"Well, I would have eaten with her if James hadn't brought me to lunch," I said innocently. "But seeing how handsome, well-mannered, and respectful he is, pairing him with a gorgeous young lady whom I know well seemed like a good idea. I hope you're not offended by what I did?"
"No, not at all," Andrew assured me. Then he sighed and thoughtfully said, "Aaron is running from his Ugandan heritage as fast as those long legs of his can carry him. I don't know if you noticed, but his accent is as nasally Australian as the basest bogan you could hear. Plus, he insists on playing Rugby League, not football, as most of his African friends do. Then, it seems that he moves further from his school friends every week. It's not that he's ashamed of his heritage but that he doesn't want it to define him."
"I can understand that," I assured Andrew. "But you must have some understanding of how he feels, given that you've anglicised your name."
Andrew grimaced before grinning and saying, "I just got sick of having to spell it!"
We broke up soon after that, with James returning me to my office. I checked the service for any calls and emails and found none, so I closed it up for the night.
Patty and Charmaine accosted me the second I walked through the door from the garage to our foyer, wanting to know who Aaron was and how the heck I knew someone of African heritage. I laughingly pointed out that I knew all kinds of people descended from all sorts of places, so why was it surprising that I knew someone from Uganda? Which, of course, set off another round of questions as to how I knew someone from there. After I assured them that my mothering instincts told me that Aaron was a good match for our friend, they eventually left me in peace.
Let me just say here that Patty's and Charmaine's interests weren't motivated by racial concerns. As far as I'm aware, none of my friends are bigoted or racist, although I will acknowledge that they are mostly Caucasian. I do have friends from various Asian countries, and of course, you've met two of my friends who are from South America. Patty and Charmaine would have asked the same questions, no matter Aaron's racial background.
Johnny was with Gina, so with Jennifer eating with the Aminas, there were only we three for dinner. We gathered in the kitchen and shared the cooking duties while gossiping and drinking wine. I sliced chicken breasts into slivers as Patty and Charmaine diced vegetables. Then Patty and Charmaine made a raspberry cheesecake as I seared the meat and stir-fried the vegetables.
We ate at the kitchen table before taking our glasses out to the patio to enjoy the warm spring night. Unfortunately, the mosquitos were rife that night, so we fled back inside and shut all the screen doors and windows. Instead, we sat in the lounge and watched Love Actually again. I love that movie and watch it with my family every Christmas.



At the movie's end, Patty and Charmaine joined me in my bed, and after making gentle love together, we slept. Patty was the last to climax before we cuddled together and kissed.
Patty giggled before saying, "I never imagined that I would have sex so often with so many different people before Billy Bumble (Her husband, A.K.A Billy Bennett) dumped me. For the sake of never being alone, I'd virtually sacrificed physical love. Although I still hate that Billy broke up our marriage, if he hadn't, I'd have never found true happiness as I have with Charmaine and living here with all of you. Plus, I would never have learnt that fucking a man who is a skilful lover is actually quite fun! Especially if you do it in a group."
"A bit late to the party," I teased. "The rest of us figured that out when we were teenagers. Besides," I continued to tease, "If you love Charmaine so much, why are you cuddling me?"
"Good point!" Patty exclaimed as she rolled and turned Charmaine so she could spoon with her.
I laughed and moved to spoon with Patty.
Friday was uneventful except for a few emails, most of which I could easily handle. Eugenie Matson phoned to enquire if Sean had returned and to reiterate that she wanted us to come for dinner at our earliest convenience. I hung up, confused, intimidated, and more than a little turned on by the staunch, powerfully built, exceedingly dominant older woman. Why she'd taken such an intense interest in Sean and me, I couldn't fathom.
Friday night, it seemed that everybody had a date except me. Gina and Johnny were triple dating with Patty and Charmaine, and Jennifer and Aaron. I reminded Jennifer that I needed her home on Saturday to help initiate the McKenzie family into incestuous sex. She giggled and said she wouldn't miss it for the world!
Resigned to spending the night alone, I reheated some leftover chicken, added some salad, booted my laptop and logged into my favourite literature sites. I'd gotten about halfway through Arlene and Jeff and wanted to see what the Matthews family was up to next. I could easily see myself being one of Jeff's harem. I fitted his requirements of being outstandingly beautiful and extremely intelligent and thought I'd be a great addition to their clan.
I'd finished two chapters and had begun another when someone knocked on my door. Safe behind my security screen, I unlocked and opened the door. To my delight, Freddy swept inside and wrapped his strong arms around me. "Johnny said you were home alone, my darling Katie," Freddy informed me. "I couldn't bear that thought, so I came to keep you company."
"You came because you were horny and wanted your brains fucked out," I teased, nevertheless delighted by his thoughtfulness.
"While that might be true," Freddy said urbanely. "It's your brains that will 'fucked out'!"
We both laughed before I squealed when he casually picked me up and threw me over his shoulder. Bounding up the stairs, Freddy instinctively passed by my room and took me into the room that Courtney used when she stayed. I was still uncomfortable about having sex in my marital bed with any male other than my husband or son.
We spent a delightful night sucking and fucking in as many ways as we could imagine, and it was past midnight before we finally fell asleep.
Early Saturday morning, Freddy woke me as he climbed from the bed. "Sorry, Katie," he apologised. "But it's my turn to open the studio this morning. My love, keep Sunday evening free because I'll pick you up at seven to take you to my unit. I'll cook you dinner, and we'll see what happens from there."
"Sure, Rick," I replied, snuggling deeper under the quilt and almost back asleep.
I spent Saturday cleaning and tidying even though my house didn't really need it. But I like doing that, so I did it anyway. Johnny, Gina, and my other housemates wandered in and out, with my two girls offering to help. It was Patty's turn to open the clinic for the Saturday morning 'walk-in' crowd, so she was absent for most of the day.
It's a sad indictment on the Government, I thought. The Medicare rebate has not even remotely kept pace with inflation and cost increases; therefore, fewer and fewer medical practices can afford to 'bulk-bill' their patients. To help make up the shortfall and to reduce the reliance on the hospital emergency departments for non-urgent cases, Patty and her fellow practitioners saw as many people as possible from 8:00 a.m. to 2:00 p.m. every Saturday. Unfortunately, Patty doubted that even limiting the visits to fifteen minutes per patient made even the slightest dent in the number of people who needed treatment but couldn't afford to see their doctor. I tended to agree with her!
Saturday evening came, along with those I'd asked to join me and my extended family for dinner and 'fun and frivolities' afterwards. All of our 'girl gang' were there, but as I'd instructed, only Kathy's husband, Mike, and Courtney's husband, Ewan, had attended. The others, of course, were Charmaine, Jennifer, Maddie, my son, Gina, Caoimhe, Phil, Siobhan, and me. No one other than me fully knew what was going on, although I'd primed Patty and Johnny with suggestions as to what I needed to happen during the 'game'.
However, because Patty, my girls, my son and Gina, Courtney and Maddie knew that I had something planned to help Courtney and Maddie induct their husband/father into their incestuous relationship, they would have to act as shocked and surprised as Ewan would be when I made my demands.
As planned, Ewan, Courtney, and Maddie were the first to arrive, and I immediately set about seducing Ewan. My plan wasn't to fuck him, but that might be the inevitable result of some of the 'dares' proposed this night. However, I needed Ewan at least a little tipsy and as horny as heck!
Maddie and Courtney helped my cause by ensuring Ewan's hand was never empty of a beer can and by 'accidentally' rubbing their breasts across his chest, arms or back and occasionally letting their hands brush across his impressive cock when they handed him his beer.
Sometime around ten O'clock that night, we were all well-fed and at least 'three sheets to the wind'. Well, I wasn't. I'd carefully pretended to drink wine when I'd mostly drunk water. The night had turned unseasonably cold, and Johnny had lit our brazier. Everyone had gathered around the fire, and the jokes and tall tales began.
Eventually, I challenged, "Seeing as all of us girls are here, and I haven't the foggiest the last time we played, I challenge you all to a game of 'Truth or Dare'!"
On cue, Johnny said, "How does that work, Momma?"
"We're already in a circle around the fire," I explained. "So we'll start with me. When it's your turn to speak, you can challenge anyone in the circle to 'Truth or Dare'. If they select 'Truth', then you can ask any question you want, and no matter how personal your question, the person asked has to answer. However, they may opt to change to 'Dare' if they don't want to answer the question. If they do, they must do the dare their questioner asks them to do.
"But," I further explained. "If the dare is beyond them, they may choose to answer the 'truth' question instead. The same works in reverse. They may change to ' Truth ' if the 'Dare' is too much. Then, if that is too much, they can revert to the 'Dare'. Is everyone clear about the rules?"
"I think so," those who hadn't played before replied, while those in my girl gang answered a resounding, "Yes!"
"I'll go first," I stated. "Patty, 'Truth or Dare'?"
Patty replied, "Truth!"
"Are you a lesbian?"
Of course, we girls and Johnny already knew the answer to that question, so we were not surprised when Patty answered, "Yes." However, her answer elicited shocked gasps from Ewan and Mike.
I gazed at them both wonderingly, thinking, 'How did you not know that? Haven't you listened as your wives explained Patty's situation?'
Her answering meant it was Patty's time to choose someone to challenge. As planned, she asked Courtney, "Courts, Truth or Dare?" Courtney chose 'Truth'. "Have you ever kissed a girl and liked it?"
"Yes!" Courtney embarrassedly answered to more gasps from the older men and Kath, Maggie, and Allie.
"Who?" Kath immediately asked, although, by her look, she guessed it was me.
"One 'Truth' question at a time," I interrupted before Courtney could answer. "Courtney. Your turn."
Courtney smiled and said, "Kath, Truth or Dare?" Kath, too, chose 'Truth'. "Have you ever kissed a girl and liked it?" She teased.
Kath blushed bright red, which answered the question without her having to say so. It also created measuring stares from the rest of our girl gang. "Then I choose 'Dare'," she equivocated.
"Okay," Courtney considered for a moment before saying, "I dare you to sit in Katie's lap and kiss her as best you know how."
"I change to 'Truth'," Kath stated before adding. "Yes, I have."
I think my best friend was a little P.O.'d. at being outed like that because she immediately turned to me. "Katie, Truth or Dare?"
I grinned challengingly at her and replied, "Dare!"
"I dare you to sit in Courtney's lap and kiss her so you both like it!"
Unknown to Kath, that was part of my plan, but it was much earlier than I thought it would happen. Her dare brought gasps from her husband, Ewan, Maggie, and Allie. The latter two also exchanged speculative glances as they wondered if I'd do it and whether Courtney would accept me doing it. Courtney smiled mischievously up at me as I swanned seductively around the fire to where she sat. Then, turning so I could watch Ewan, I took Courtney's face between my hands, tilted my head slightly to the right, and kissed her as well as I knew how. When Courtney moaned into my mouth, I casually moved my hands to her pillowy B+ breasts and cupped them.
Of course, Ewan reacted precisely as I'd imagined he would. His right hand dropped to his groin, and he gripped his impressively thick cock.
Releasing my friend and returning to my seat, I said brightly, "My turn. Boys, we girls are answering embarrassing questions about our sexuality, so I have a question for one of you. "Johnny, Truth or Dare?"
"Truth, Mom," Johnny replied teasingly.
"Have you ever kissed a boy and liked it?"
"No, Mom," Johnny answered but didn't offer anything more.
The game stretched on with the questions and dares becoming more and more personal and sexual in nature. But things weren't progressing as quickly as I'd hoped, and it was time to risk offending the members of the girl gang who, as far as I knew, weren't having incestuous sex with their offspring. So, the next time it was my turn to ask the question, I addressed myself to Caoimhe. I had primed Caoimhe with what I would dare her to, so she grinned amusedly at me when I dared, "Caoimhe, I dare you to sit in your father's lap and kiss him like a lover would."
There was a gasped silence at my dare, and it seemed like everyone held their breaths as Caoimhe walked to her father and sat in his lap. Then, she wrapped her slender arms around his neck, pushed her tiny A-cups against his powerful chest and kissed him sensually.
After a good, long snog, she stood, bowed to the crowd, and strutted back to her seat. The silence was deafening until Caoimhe casually said, "Katie, Truth or Dare?" I chose 'Dare', and Caoimhe challenged me to kiss my son the same way she'd kissed her father. Of course, we were at the moment of truth. If any of my girl gang or Ewan couldn't handle our incestuous kissing and fondling, they would make it known now.
Pretending confidence, I sashayed to my son and sat in his lap. Johnny took me in his muscular arms and tipped me back before kissing me as only a long-term lover could. By the time he'd finished, my nipples had popped, tenting my stretch top, and I'm sure the other women there could smell my arousal.
Eventually, Johnny lifted me back up before casually kissing me again as he strummed my nipples with his thumbs. I looked at the ones who didn't know that I was incestuous with my son, Ewan, Maggie, and Allie, expecting to see disgust and condemnation in their eyes. Instead, I saw arousal and excitement, so taking a chance, I pulled Maddie from her seat and pushed her in her father's direction. Then I grabbed Maggie and Allie and pulled them over to sit on Johnny's knees. Johnny kissed Maggie first, and after a brief resistance, she melted into his embrace and returned his kiss fervently.
Johnny released Maggie and turned to Allie. Unlike her fellow girl gang member, Allie didn't even pretend to resist. Instead, she unashamedly groped my son's long cock as she kissed him passionately.
Not to be outdone, when Johnny turned back to Maggie, she unzipped his fly and took him out. But Allie got the last laugh because as Maggie kissed my son, Allie dropped to her knees and sucked Johnny into her mouth, her lips pushing Maggie's hand aside.
Things looked promising, except that Ewan was staring around, looking shell-shocked at the sudden erotic couplings breaking out around him. His daughter and Caoimhe were kissing and openly caressing each other. Patty was doing the same with Charmaine as Jennifer and Gina cuddled and petted, watching Johnny with Allie and Maggie.
Phil had Siobhan on her hands and knees, Siobhan's bulging pregnancy stomach hanging low as he fucked her doggy-style. I wasn't sure if Ewan was about to freak out, but the worried look on Courtney's face had me concerned, so I hoisted my short skirt up, straddled Ewan's thighs and lowered my ragingly hot pussy onto his thick, throbbing bulge.
"Katie, please, I can't do this to Sean," Ewan mumbled, ineffectually pushing on my shoulders but caressing my enormous bosom instead.
"Don't worry," I purred into Ewan's ear. "I've already fucked your wife and daughter, and it's only fair that I fuck you, too."
"You've what?" Ewan gasped as I pulled my top off, exposing my generously proportioned globes.
"Watch," I advised, nodding to Courtney.
Courtney grinned nervously before stripping her dress off, which, it turned out, was all she wore. Then, she joined her daughter and Caoimhe on the grass beside the fire. First, she exchanged soft, loving kisses with Caoimhe before glancing guiltily at Ewan and doing the same with Maddie.
Ewan was beside himself as he watched wide-eyed. I guessed he wanted to object or yell at them, but I had his incredibly thick cock out and was sliding my soppingly hot pussy onto it.
"Over there," I said to Ewan, turning his attention to the Loughlin's.
Mike was lying on his back with Kath sitting on his face. Then, as we watched, Caoimhe straddled her father, wiped his solid cock through her soaking pussy lips a few times and then lowered herself onto it. Ewan gasped as he watched Caoimhe fuck her father, but I could tell by his pulsing cock that he liked the idea.
"Watch your daughter," I demanded of Ewan. "She's about to put her mother through her paces."
Maddie stood and instructed Courtney to kneel before Ewan. When Courtney was in place, Maddie squatted behind her mother and reached around to pinch Courtney's nipples. "My slut mother has something she needs to tell you, Daddy," Maddie stated. "Then you have a choice to make. Choose well, Daddy-dearest," she told him. "Because there is no going back for Mom and me!"
I slid off Ewan's cock and moved aside so he could look at and address his family without me distracting him. If either McKenzie woman was surprised or bothered by me fucking their husband/father, they didn't show it.
Knowing she had her husband's full attention, Courtney calmly and quietly stated, "I've become our daughter's bitch, Ewan. With your increasing diffidence and timidity, you have forced me to unwillingly become the dominant one in our marriage. However, Katie and her son have shown me that I am innately submissive. I need to serve someone, Ewan, and unfortunately, you're not up to the task. Therefore, I propose that we both submit to our daughter and become her bitches.
"My mind is made up on this, baby. So, if you can't commit, it's going to make it difficult for our marriage to endure. So, my love, please join me on our knees before our newly dominant daughter and let's serve her together."
"Katie and her son?" Ewan began angrily, guessing rightly that his wife had fucked us both.
But before he could continue, Maddie snarled, "Don't go getting all high and mighty on us, Father! Not with your throbbing cock still dripping Aunty Katie's ... (sigh) ... cunt juices!"
"So you're a lesbian now, Maddie?" Ewan sneeringly asked.
"I am a dominant, lipstick lesbian/bisexual woman who has a strong preference for other women and submissive, effeminate men, Dad. That suits you to a 'T', doesn't it, Daddy? Or do I need to tell Mum that you often dress in her clothes and masturbate on your bed? Shall I tell her about all the tranny porn you watch?"
Of course, as soon as I heard, "That suits you to a 'T'" I'd absented myself from their discussion as quickly as I could. However, Maddie was being pretty vehement with her father, and her voice echoed across the pool and patio area, and everyone heard. There was a moment's stillness and quiet before everyone decided they shouldn't be listening and returned to their play.
Allie and Maggie had Johnny on his back, with Maggie riding his enormous tool and Allie grinding her pussy on his face. Kath and Caoimhe were doing the same with Mike, except that Phil was behind his mother with his nicely-sized penis buried in Kath's ass, and Siobhan was behind Caoimhe cupping and squeezing her tiny mounds and whispering in her ear. Jennifer had brought her strap-on out and put it on. She had Gina bent over the patio table and was fucking her vigorously. To my left, Patty and Charmaine were naked, their skin shining in the firelight. Patty was on top with her pussy scissored against Charmaine's. She was firmly tribbing against her young lover as they moaned their appreciation to each other.
Deciding that I needed to test Allie's and Maggie's willingness to accept my incestuous relationships with my children, I knelt behind Maggie and cupped her soft breasts. "Johnny's cock feels so good inside you, doesn't it, honey?" I cooed into her ear as I rolled her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. "Johnny's cock is so long that it raps against your cervix before your clit hit's his pubic bone. Doesn't it feel good? That sharp pain at the bottom of your drop as Johnny tries to push your womb out your throat? Makes you want to cum, doesn't it? Cum for me, Maggie. Cum on my son's thrusting cock!"
Maggie climaxed with a squeal that would bring complaints from the nosy neighbours the following day, but I didn't care. Earlier in my story, I'd stopped another night from expanding into a full-blown orgy in and around my pool, but this time, I would let it happen. Well, it was already happening, and I had no intention of stopping it!
After her orgasm, Maggie sunk bonelessly off Johnny onto her side. Allie's eyes were glued to mine as I bent over and sucked my son's cock into my mouth. Her eyes grew disbelievingly wide as I 'free-handed' my lips along Johnny's thick shaft until my nose pressed against his hairy abdomen.
"Fark!" Allie said awedly. "Paul's much shorter than your son, and I can barely accept half of what he has inside my mouth before I want to puke!"
"It fits inside my tight pussy equally as well," I teased. "Want to see?"
"You know I do!" Allie exclaimed. "Mother/son incest is one of my favourite fantasies. Shame that I only had girls!"
Well, that answered at least one question—Allie, at least, wasn't bothered by my incestuous relationship with my son. However, I wanted to keep pushing her boundaries, so as I mounted my son, I casually said, "Having incestuous sex with your daughter is pretty exciting, too!"



"You don't?!" Allie asked/exclaimed.
"I do," I admitted as I rode Johnny's stupendous cock. "Kristy gave her virginity to her father, and they'll have fucked all over Germany and The Netherlands by the time they come home."
"Gawd!" Allie moaned as she tweaked her nipples and thumbed her clit.
I was already pretty close to an orgasm, so I relaxed my mind and let it happen. A few seconds later, I groaned as I felt a petite but intense climax wash over me. Cumming with an audience was fast becoming one of my favourite things to do. I rolled off Johnny and offered his cock to my friend. "Want to try him out?" I teased. "He's pretty big!"
"Far outstrips Chris' five-inch dick," Maggie giggled from the side. "I couldn't believe how far inside my vagina I could feel him!"
I left my friends in my son's capable hands and recrossed to where Ewan, Courtney, and Maddie were still in serious discussions.
"Do you deny that you're a submissive slut, Dad?" Maddie demanded. "You crossdress and watch Tranny porn where the tranny fucks the bloke. Tell me you don't want that to happen! Lie to me and Mom if you dare!"
Reaching the warring family, I could see that Ewan had dug his heels firmly into the ground and wasn't conceding an inch despite the fact that his daughter had him dead to rights.
Look, I completely understand the difference between watching fantasy porn and indulging in those same acts because, after all, I watch and read a lot of porn, too. The significant difference is that I have lived most of my fantasies. One of the few remaining ones was happening around me—a full-blown orgy with the opportunity to have sex with multiple partners. It was a shame that I was too scared to invite the rest of my girl gang's husbands. But we had four men, and I knew at least three had good staying power, so I hoped they'd last the night.
I stepped in after listening to the three go around their argument again. Donning my full 'Mistress Katie' persona, I growled, "Mister Ewan McKenzie, get on your knees before me!" Ewan obeyed immediately without hesitation. Somewhat surprised but realising that Maddie was right—her father was a submissive slut, I changed what I wanted to do and say.
"Stand and strip," I demanded. Ewan reacted less willingly to that instruction but complied, nevertheless. Only a short time later, he stood naked before me. Unfortunately for him, as it does with most men, Ewan's cock indicated his arousal and willingness to obey me. I took his cock in my hand, marvelling at its extreme girth. I'd guess that my friend's husband's cock was around five inches in length, but it had to be almost as thick around as Jumbo's was. With my hand around Ewan's todger, my thumb and fingers touched, but barely.
I growled, "Do you want to cum?"
Ewan nodded eagerly as his hot shaft throbbed in my hand. But, of course, that wasn't an answer I could accept. I needed Ewan to admit that he found being dominated sexually exciting and submit to my whims. Then, after he'd admitted his submissive proclivities, I'd switch his submission to his daughter.
"I asked you a very simple, basic question, "Mister McKenzie," I snarled. "Yet all you do is nod your head like one of those stupid bobble-headed kid's toys. What's the matter? Has all the blood run from your brain into your throbbing cock, and now you can't think? Now, Mister Ewan McKenzie, do you want to cum? And you'd better not do so before I grant you permission!"
"Yes, please, Katie," Ewan gurgled, desperately holding his orgasm at bay.
"Yes, please, Mistress Katie. Is that what you meant?" I asked as I mercilessly tugged on his pulsing cock.
"Yes, please, Mistress Katie," Ewan begged.
"Oh, I don't know," I pretended to equivocate. "I'm not sure that I want another whining, snivelling, submissive man under my feet. As I spoke, I continued masturbating Ewan's extremely girthed cock. I'd had it inside me earlier, but even so, I was amazed by its width. However, with Ewan's cock pouring precum over the back of my hand and his shaft twitching in my hand, I knew his climax would be imminent.
Unwilling to let him cum without my permission, I grabbed Ewan's balls with my left hand and squeezed hard. "You will not cum without permission, Mister," I snarled. Then, I grinned and winked at Maddie before saying, "Close your eyes and think about something else," I advised. "Once your eyes are closed, I'll suck you off."
Ewan's eyes closed, and as soon as they had, I motioned that Maddie should kneel and blow her father. Maddie quickly took her father's cock in her mouth, and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard.
Kneeling beside Maddie, I gestured that she remove her dad's penis from her mouth. When she had, I growled, "Cum for me, my little slut!"
Maddie locked her luscious lips around Ewan's unbelievably wide cock and sucked hard.
"Ahh, Gaaaawwwddd!" Ewan groaned as his balls tightened against his shaft before adding their semen-laden load to the other fluids blasting from his prostate.
Maddie coughed twice before frantically swallowing another massive burst from her father's spurting cock.
"Look down," I demanded from beside Ewan's ear.
Ewan opened his eyes to see his daughter looking appealing up at him through her eyelashes. "Oh, shit, Maddie!" He moaned as his prostate cramped again, filling his daughter's greedily sucking mouth.
Ewan spat three more globules into his pretty daughter's mouth before he staggered back and collapsed into a chair. However, the last thing he or his women needed was for him to start feeling guilty, so I encouraged him, "Are you going to leave Maddie sexually frustrated, Ewan? I thought you were a more considerate lover than that. Look at Mike; his daughter has ridden him through several climaxes (for her), and now he's taking care of his wife. Surely, you will do the same?"
Without waiting for his reply, I helped Maddie to sit astride her father and offer her freshly waxed pussy to his lips. Ewan hardly hesitated before tonguing his daughter's vagina. The thought of what he was doing clearly excited him because his wilted cock sprung immediately back to life and began drooling precum again.
I motioned Caoimhe over and whispered that she should climb onto Ewan's cock. Maddie's body hid from Ewan who it was that was sliding onto his rigidly erect pole. I'm sure he thought it was his wife, Courtney, but that was my next surprise. I waited until Maddie had orgasmed on her father's tongue and then helped her off of him. Then, I got Courtney to lean forward into his eye-line and kiss him passionately. Ewan's eyes bugged when he realised that whoever was riding his about-to-explode cock, wasn't his wife or daughter. Nor was it me!
Ewan tried to force Courtney aside so he could see who rode his cock, but I grabbed his hands and told Courtney to climb onto her husband's face. It was a little awkward for Courtney to position herself, but she eventually lowered her soaking pussy onto her husband's mouth. At that point, Ewan gave up and surrendered to what his wife and daughter wanted. I released his hands, and Ewan grabbed Courtney's bum firmly as he lashed her dripping pussy with his tongue.
I watched to see what Maddie would do and smiled when she moved to kiss and finger Caoimhe. With Maddie's help, Caoimhe orgasmed twice in quick succession before Maddie growled, "Cum in my slut, Dad!"
Ewan lost control immediately and climaxed into his daughter's girlfriend's willing pussy. Courtney had enjoyed a panted climax on her husband's tongue, so she slid off Ewan's face and joined her daughter and Caoimhe at Ewan's groin.
Maddie took over. "Dad, agree to submit to me, and your sex life will include Mom, me, and my girlfriend, Caoimhe," she offered. "Deny Mom's and my desires, and you sleep alone in the spare room as we three fuck in the master bedroom. Well, Dad? Decide! Will you be my pussy slave?"
"Yes, Maddie," Ewan replied, sliding off the recliner chair to kneel before his daughter. "I, your father, submit to you, Maddie, and acknowledge you as my dominant. I will endeavour to serve and please you as best I can."
"Good choice, Dad," Maddie answered, relief evident in her voice. "As your reward, and assuming that Aunty Katie is up for it, you may consummate your long-term fantasy of fucking her."
Smiling, I joined Courtney, Ewan, and Caoimhe at Maddie's feet before turning and offering my sweltering pussy to Ewan. As he took me, I proudly wondered how many other slut Mommies had managed to seduce and bed almost two entire families.
The rest of the night evolved as various groupings and couplings swirled around my yard and the fire. Throwing caution to the wind, and with Maddie's permission, Allie and Maggie rode Ewan's extremely girthed cock, enjoying it at least as much as I had. Johnny fucked me as the others cheered him on. Then I rode Mike as Kath fingered my clit, and we kissed. To amaze and titillate the men, all of us girls formed a circular daisy chain and ate each other's pussies.
Somewhere in the early morning, we all staggered inside and formed groups to sleep. I slept with Patty and Charmaine, Johnny, Jennifer and Gina. I have no idea who the others slept with.

The End of Truth or Dare. The Conclusion.

Coming next: The Return of the King.
Sean and Kristy finally return, bringing us to the present day and the end of my previous adventures. At the conclusion of this chapter, we, my dear readers, will have caught up with all of my sexual adventures to date, and you and I both will have to wait to see what happens next. What is left for me to explore? Perhaps you, the readers, have some suggestions for me?
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Push.

Hi all. My name is Johnson Murrayfield, A.K.A John Murray, and several other names as I've made my way around Australia. It's kind of weird because until I landed on the wrong side of the law, I never imagined that Australia would have a fake ID industry, but it has! In fact, once you've found your first ID counterfeiter, he or she will put you in contact with others throughout the country.
So, to answer the obvious question--what did I do to need false ID papers, passports, birth certificates, etc.? Well, that takes some time to explain, but here we go.
It began when I was eight years old. I wanted a particular type of bike for my ninth birthday in about three weeks, and my dad didn't want to spend that much money. Of course, at eight, I had no concept of family finances or how poor our family was. All I knew was that I wanted that bike! I remember looking at my father intently and trying to 'make' him buy that bicycle. We both staggered back, blood pouring from our noses.
I learnt later that I'd 'Pushed' too hard, and I was lucky I hadn't fried both of our brains. Fortunately, neither of us suffered any long-term problems from my attempt to make Dad buy the bicycle I wanted. Other than the bloody noses and a raging headache that took a day to resolve, I mean.
However, it turned out that my mum had witnessed the sudden nosebleeds and us staggering and almost passing out. Terrified, she screamed, ran inside, and dialled '000' (Australia's equivalent of 911), but by the time the ambulance arrived, Dad's and my nose bleeds had stopped, and other than a pair of pounding headaches, we were fine. Mum insisted that we were taken to the hospital for scans, anyway. The scans showed nothing amiss, so we were given Panadol and sent home.
My birthday arrived, and so did that bike! My immature reasoning skills were enough to work out that something significant had happened, but I wasn't aware of what. Also, the headache and nosebleeds scared me, so I was unwilling to try using my mind to make someone do something again.
Time passed, and as kids are wont to do, I pretty much forgot about the 'bicycle incident'. The next time something abnormal, or more accurately, paranormal, happened was a little after my eleventh birthday. I was at school and had been involved in a bit of a fracas with another boy. The boy accused me of trying to look up his girlfriend's skirt. Now, I did not know the boy other than knowing he was a grade ahead of me, and, to this day, I could not tell you which of the girls at that school his girlfriend was.
The boy who picked on me made a terrible mistake because my dad was in the army for five years before he married Mum, and she insisted he quit. Dad was twice Army middle-weight boxing champion, and he taught his three kids to box before explaining that boxing was typically worse than useless in a street fight. Dad then proceeded to teach us kids what the Australian Army taught him about unarmed combat.
The bottom line was that the older kid swung at me once, and then I hit him three times before he hit the ground. Unfortunately, the teacher monitoring the schoolyard saw only my retaliation, not the events leading up to it. She immediately put me into detention and threatened to instantly suspend me for fighting, which I saw as grossly unfair.
Mrs Givens, the teacher who witnessed me protecting myself, insisted I accompany her to the principal's office. Mr Hoy, the Principal, listened to Mrs Givens and then said that he believed my actions warranted suspension until the school could investigate the incident. I did not consider that fair or appropriate, given that all I'd done was to prevent a bully from assaulting me. Remembering what had happened when I'd Pushed my dad too hard, I concentrated on Principal Hoy and calmly 'told' him that he was wrong and needed to rescind my suspension.
Mostly, I was afraid of what my father would do because, by this stage in my life, my dad was an alcoholic. I understand that some alcoholics are pleasant when under the influence of their drug. My father was not. He was a mean, abusive drunk who beat his wife and family. I did not want to go home under suspension and face him.
Principal Hoy blinked twice as he felt my Push and then turned to Mrs Givens, "You say you witnessed Johnson punching Greg. Did you see any reason for why he would do that?"
"No," Mrs Givens replied. "I noticed a crowd of children standing around, and because that typically means a fight is on or about to break out, I swiftly made my way to the area and witnessed Johnson punching Greg."
"Master Murrayfield, why did you punch Greg Matthews?" Principal Hoy queried.
"He accused me of looking up his girlfriend's skirt, Sir," I explained.
"Did you?"
"I could not tell you which girl is his girlfriend," I replied. "In fact, until I was brought in here, I did not even know what his name was."
"Why do you think Greg decided to accuse you? Or are you in the habit of peering up girls' dresses?"
Blushing bright red, I mumbled that I wasn't and didn't think I'd been doing that when Greg attacked me. Then I pointed out that I'd seen him bully other kids and assumed that was what he was trying to do to me. I could see that Mr Hoy was equivocating on his decision to let me off, so I concentrated and sent, 'I am innocent of anything other than defending myself from a bully'.
Principal Hoy blinked twice before saying, "Master Johnson, wait for me on the seats outside my office." He turned to Mrs Givens and said, "Find Master Greg Matthews and bring him here. I believe we have some questions for him."
Mrs Givens nodded, and I followed her from the office. Sitting where I'd been told to, I waited to see what would happen next. Greg entered with Mrs Givens a few moments later. He'd been in the infirmary, but other than bruised pride, he hadn't suffered any serious injury.
The discussion between the Principal, Mrs Givens, and Greg was loud enough for me to hear, and even though I was only eleven, I figured out that Greg had made a stupid mistake. Without thinking it through, Greg vehemently stated that he'd tried to punch me because I'd peered up his girlfriend's dress.
"You admit to trying to punch Master Murrayfield?" Principal Hoy chillingly stated.
"Yes!" Greg stated firmly. "He was being a perve, and I wanted to teach him a lesson."
"Why did you decide to take things into your own hands?" Mr Hoy said icily. "Why did you not bring it to the attention of Mrs Givens, who was monitoring the yard?"
"Because she's my girlfriend," Greg answered, unwittingly digging his hole deeper.
"And this mysterious girlfriend," Principal Hoy stated. "What is her name, and will she back up your story?"
And, of course, that confirmed Greg's lie because he stammeringly refused to answer Mr Hoy's question.
The end result was that Greg was suspended for fighting and lying. Unfortunately, because I'd retaliated, my parents were phoned and informed I'd been spoken to for fighting. Luckily, my dad was having one of his better days. After questioning why I'd punched Greg, he congratulated me for successfully defending myself and said no more about the subject.
Again, I tried to put my seeming ability to make others do what I wanted out of my head and concentrated on living my life. High school was coming in another year, and I looked forward to attending a larger school where, hopefully, I could have a few friends. I think that knowing I was different from the other kids had made me a bit of a loner, and I hoped I'd find more kids I could relate to in a more populated school.
I was fourteen the next time I used my ability to Push people into the decision I wanted them to make. I'd already gained some fame and popularity in the school because, in my first term at my new school, I'd won the Greater Brisbane Secondary School's under fourteen 400m and 800m championships. Plus, I'd won the Queensland championship in those same two events. Unfortunately, I'd developed a massive crush on Sheryl German, a girl a year and a grade ahead of me. I wanted to take her to the school dance, but she was reluctant to be seen with a boy a year younger than her, even if that 'boy' had some admiration and approval from the rest of the school.
Clearly, I couldn't Push her whilst she was in a group of her peers, so I needed to get her alone, but how? I considered turning up at her place and knocking on her door, and in a fantasy world where I had lots of self-confidence, that's what I would have done. Well, I didn't have that kind of self-confidence, so that idea was a non-starter. Then I considered sneaking around her house, figuring out what bedroom was hers, and trying to Push her from the nearest window. But what if I got caught? Not only was I mildly afraid of what the cops and courts would do, but I was terrified that I'd have to face my father's wrath.
Part of my daily athletic training took me past the German's place, and one day, Sheryl happened to be outside as I jogged past. I pretended not to notice her until I was only a few metres away. Then I caught her eye and firmly thought, 'You will go to Friday's school disco with me when I ask you tomorrow'. I continued running as if I'd done nothing, but when I turned my head to look back, Sheryl was looking at me wonderingly.
Sheryl had her 'girl posse' at school, and during the lunch break, I approached her and said, "Sheryl, will you do me the honour of being my date for the disco on Friday?"
I'm sure her posse expected her to brush me off with disparaging remarks, but Sheryl blinked and replied, "I'd love to, but I need you to call and ask my parents. Will you do that for me?"
I'm unsure who was more surprised, Sheryl or her posse, but as her girl gang gaped, I said calmly, pretending a suaveness and maturity I didn't possess. "Of course, I'll call them tonight."
"Dad will never say 'yes'," Sheryl assured me. "He says fifteen is too young to be going on dates."
However, when I called Sheryl's dad, Bastian, he immediately asked if I was the one who had been in the local paper for winning those athletic championships. When I replied that I was, he agreed to let me take his youngest daughter to the dance as long as I had her home by ten-thirty.
Unfortunately, I was still too young to drive, so I had to do almost the most uncool thing ever and ask my mother to take us. Of course, that meant she phoned the Germans to make sure I had asked for and received permission, adding to my embarrassment. However, Sheryl, too, was too young to drive, so she graciously accepted that we'd need a lift. Mum confirmed that the disco ended at 10:00 p.m. as she dropped us outside the school and promised to be there when we came out.
The dance went well, mostly because, unlike my contemporaries, I'd practised the dance moves from Saturday Night Fever and Grease and could actually dance with Sheryl as opposed to doing the typical 'farm boy shuffle' that most did. In fact, it went so well that Sheryl's friends, all of whom were in the 'hot girl' clique at our school, all took turns dancing with me that night. The absolute highlight for me was that I Pushed all four girls into French kissing me that night, which, of course, raised my social standing at the school immensely.
Sheryl and I dated throughout the rest of our time at high school. However, she wouldn't allow me to have sex with her until we'd both reached an age when her father couldn't object. Unfortunately, she'd left school before I'd reached that age and met a guy at her first workplace that she married almost immediately. Sheryl had a baby about seven months later, so you do the math.
Now, there were some events between fourteen and eighteen that I can't discuss in this forum, so we'll move to my final year at high school and the School Formal (Prom for you Americans).
In my final year of high school, I was the School Captain, captain of the athletic and cross-country teams, and on the school debating team. I was averaging an A- across the six subjects I'd taken and was primed to go to university. I'd won several middle-distance national athletic championships and numerous Queensland ones, and my standing in the school was about as high as it could get. However, my dating record could be described as sparse at best. It wasn't that I couldn't have had any number of average girls but that none of them could hold a candle to Sheryl, who had graduated the previous year.
I'd decided to attend the school formal but hadn't decided who I'd take yet. My first choice was Jaqueline McGhie, but she'd taken up with my best friend, Mark Bocock, about a month before. Jacquie had made it clear that she'd dump Mark in a heartbeat if I wanted her to, but I didn't think I had enough friends to lose one over a girl with what I felt were dubious morals.
In the end, I took Susan Doyle, or 'Fish', as she was often cruelly called. Susan was the female equivalent of me at our school. Susan had won one national swimming championship in her preferred event, the 200m freestyle, but held almost as many Queensland titles as I did. Susan was the house leader for our school's Selwyn House. Her swimming training had made Susan look a little top-heavy, with wide, muscular shoulders, a broad chest and tiny tits. The chlorine had given her honey-blonde hair an almost green tinge.
Susan, who lived about eight houses farther up the street than me, and I had been friends since state school, but there was no romantic interest between us. On one of my daily runs, I'd heard Susan sobbing behind the 180 cm high wooden fence surrounding her front yard. I guessed she hadn't been asked to go to the school formal and felt similar to how I felt, i.e., left out and somewhat alone.
Getting home, I soaked in our pool until I'd cooled down enough not to sweat anymore, and then I looked up her parents' number in the phonebook. "Hi, Susan," I said when she answered the phone. "Johnson Murrayfield. I was wondering if you'd like to be my date to the school formal?"
"Why me?" Susan almost wailed.
"Well, Fish," I teased. "We've been friends for like ever, so I thought it would be an appropriate way to end my schooling by spending it with the only girl who was there when it started."
"You could date any of the hot chicks. Why aren't you asking them?"
"Because I'm asking you," I replied, ignoring her assertion because it certainly wasn't true. Yes, I'd dated the 'hot girl crew' during grade eleven, but the 'hot chicks' in my year that I'd ignored for the ones a year ahead had turned their backs on me en masse this year.
"Okay," Susan replied.
"Okay, what?" I asked.
"I'll go with you to the stupid formal. But you're not getting anything other than a few dances!"
Of course, that had my gander up immediately because I hadn't expected anything other than company and a few dances in the first place, so I instantly vowed to seduce her that night. "No worries," I told her, all the while internally declaring the night would end with my cock shoved up her cunt! "A few dances it is. See you at school tomorrow, Fish," I needled, hanging up before she could respond.
The days passed, and it was the night of the formal. I wore one of Dad's suits because we couldn't afford to buy me one. It was a little tight across the shoulders and short in the legs, but it was the best I could hope for. Despite my mum's objections, Dad had allowed me to drive his XB Ford Falcon to take Susan to the formal. It was a school event, so he was confident I wouldn't be drinking.
At 6.00 p.m., I knocked on the Doyles' front door. Susan slid out, spinning to pull the door shut before turning back to me. "Let's go," she said breathlessly. "Dad's in one of his moods, so let's get the hell out of here before he starts yelling at us."
"Problem?" I asked as I opened the passenger door for Susan.
"Only if he figures out I've gone before we're gone," Susan replied nervously.
"What about when I drop you home?" I queried.
"Drop me at the corner. Trust me," Susan explained. "You do not want to let me out outside my place because Dad might have his shotgun loaded."
'Daddy's little girl is going home with a cunt full of cum,' I thought but only smiled and said, "Well, that sounds like a problem for later. Let's go to the school, have a good time, and enjoy the night!"
We went to the school hall and joined the other seniors who were already there. The rules were that a senior could ask anyone from the school from grade 10 and up, seniors from other schools, and previous students of this school who had left the year before. That meant that quite a few of the senior girls had their older boyfriends in attendance. There weren't any real problems other than some muttered cutting remarks about Susan. Krista Cairns made the mistake of mouthing her insults loudly enough to cause a rippled titter across the 'hot girl' group. Strangely, Krista suffered an unexplained nosebleed almost as soon as she uttered her insult and had to go home.
Susan was quite standoffish for the first part of the dance, but I continually sent out low-grade comforting Pushes, and she soon relaxed and began enjoying herself. Disco had died in the last couple of years, but I'd studied the latest dance trends. Susan proved to be a quick learner and moved beautifully with me. Things went well, except that she would stiffen and move irritably away if I brushed her breasts or muscular ass.
"Just the dances," she hissed after I apologised for 'accidentally' brushing the sides of her globes again.
I increased the strength of my Push and changed it to horny from calm. Then, I began gently inserting images of her surrendering and kissing me. I knew I'd won when I felt Susan relax against me. Her hips moved to press against me, and her tiny breasts, the nipples fully extended and rock-hard, pushed against my leanly muscled chest.
Now that I had Susan responding to me as I wanted, I began touching her more intimately. Finally, with less than thirty minutes of the formal dance left, Susan tilted her head back with her lips pursed and pouted, hoping for a kiss. I was happy to oblige, of course, and this time, when I brushed my hand along Susan's globes, she moaned and pushed her body tighter against me.
I suggested we leave now and go to a 'parking spot' I knew. I accompanied the suggestion with a soft Push, and Susan immediately agreed to my plan. We went to the Mount Gravatt lookout and parked as far away from the other couples already parked there as possible.
We kissed as my hands explored Susan's muscular body. Susan responded enthusiastically without me needing to Push her. But when I tried to slide my hand up her dress, Susan literally freaked out. "No, Daddy!" She screamed. "I will not let you fuck me again! I don't care what Mum says!"
Panicking, I immediately mentally Pushed Susan into a comatose state. Lights had come on in several cars, so I quickly started the car up and drove away. Getting a little way out of town, I used an empty truck stop to park the car and try and figure out what the fuck had happened.
Using a soft Push, I woke Susan up and asked about what she'd screamed about. She froze and refused to answer my questions, demanding I take her home. However, the thought that my friend's father, that any father, could, if my surmising was correct, could do that to their children had me fuming. Although I'd never used my 'gift' that way before, I knew I could easily use it to punish Matt Doyle's actions.
"Tell me what he did to you, Susan," I said, sending a gentle, soothing Push in her direction.
Susan refused to answer, and ultimately, I had to Push her to the point of pain before she broke down and told me her family's story. Susan, who was the eldest, explained that it had begun not long after her eighth birthday. Her father had done some unspeakable things to her. Then Susan had turned thirteen and, with her swimming training, had become strong enough to resist, he'd started on Michelle, Susan's younger sibling.



In today's environment, I could have taken Susan to the nearest police station and have her tell the officer there what had happened, and her father would probably have been arrested that night. However, this was rural Queensland in the very early eighties. Not only was it likely that Susan would be labelled a liar, but she'd be handed back to her parents. If the police had insisted on a medical examination, and it was found that Susan was no longer a virgin, the blame would likely fall on me. Given the abuse had been ongoing for most of her life, I'd be tried for statutory rape. So, instead, with some judicious use of my ability to Push Susan into answering me, I got the whole sordid tale.
I cannot tell the whole story in this forum, but needless to say, Susan's mum, Angela, was complicit in the rape of her daughters. Susan also explained that there was a paedophile ring that her parents were involved in. Susan, her sister, and several other girls I knew were exchanged amongst this group and used abhorrently. To say that it was almost a miracle that Susan and Michelle were basically 'normal' teenagers was an understatement by magnitudes.
By the time Susan had finished her story, I was beyond anger. My mind burned with a white-hot, righteous fury that I knew I could use to fuel my Push. Starting the car, I drove back to Susan's home and parked in her driveway.
As Susan had predicted, Matt Doyle stepped out onto his porch carrying a pump-action shotgun. Almost frothing at the mouth, Matt turned the gun in my direction and snarled, "Just where the fuck have you been with my daughter?"
I'd told Susan to remain in the car and accompanied that instruction with a Push to ensure she'd stay. Stepping away from the vehicle so Susan wasn't in the firing line, I replied. "Susan and I went parking where she told me everything, you sick fuck!" With that, I Pushed Matt Doyle as hard as I could. Blood gushed from my nose, and I struggled to remain conscious.
Matt's face went blank as he tried to fight back from my Push, but the gun slowly lowered. Then, Angela slammed open the door and joined her husband on the porch. She screeched at Susan, "Get inside here, you dirty slut. We know you've been fucking this boy, and your Daddy will deal with him!"
"So," I drawled innocently despite my blazing fury. "It's okay for her mother and father to fuck her and to hand her off to their equally sick friends, but not okay for Susan to have sex with someone she chooses. Yes, Angela and Matt, I fucked your daughter, and she loved every second of it!"
Matt broke from my Pushed instructions and brought the gun up. But before he could fire, I Pushed him with everything I had. Blood burst from my nose again as Mr Doyle turned his shotgun onto his wife and fired, hitting her in the chest. He then turned anguished eyes to me before reversing the gun and holding it to his chin. Our eyes locked as I prepared to Push him again if needed. It wasn't. There was a muffled thud, and the shotgun blew half of Matt Doyle's face off.
Michelle screamed and rushed out the door. I managed to send a soothing mental image and told her to phone the cops before my world turned grey, and I passed out.
I woke up in the hospital with my right wrist handcuffed to the bed. A detective sat in a bed next to the bed, waiting for me to wake up. He acknowledged me with a stern nod before getting up to inform the nurse I was conscious.
A few minutes later, a doctor accompanied by a nurse filed into the room. The doctor picked up my chart and read through it before saying, "Hi, Mister Murrayfield. I'm Doctor Pavel, one of the residents on shift tonight. Can you tell me how you feel?"
"Other than a horrific headache, I feel fine," I replied. "What happened?"
"You were there," the detective informed me. "I hoped you could tell me."
I considered how much I should say. After all, what if this detective was in the paedophile ring? If I had told what Susan had told me, would it make things worse or better? It would be better if the detective were one of the good guys; worse if he was in the ring. How extensive was the ring? Susan indicated that she had been passed to several families and used by many more men and couples.
"I remember taking Susan home after the formal had finished," I carefully admitted. "She'd warned me that her dad might become unhinged if I dropped her off out front of her house, but I also didn't want to drop her in the street and make her walk home alone."
"Did he become unhinged?" The detective asked.
"Why would you ask?" I countered.
The detective checked his notes and replied, "At 11:06 p.m., a Michelle Doyle called '000' in hysterics saying her father had killed her mother and then turned the gun on himself. Ambulance officers and police attended the site, finding a Mister Matt Doyle and his wife, Angela, dead on the front porch. A Miss Susan Doyle at the scene, unconscious in the front seat of a Falcon registered to a Mister Jamieson Murrayfield, and you, who Susan identified as Johnson Murrayfield, in front of the car, unconscious.
In addition, attending officers comforted a hysterical Miss Michelle Doyle, eventually handing her over to the ambulance officers to transport her to the hospital. Now, Mister Murrayfield, it has been a long, difficult night, and all I want to do is discover what happened after you got to the Doyle residence."
I decided that I didn't want to tell the detective everything. Instead of answering his question, I said I felt woozy and Pushed him to accept my assertion. The detective's eyes widened, and he immediately asked the doctor and nurse to leave. I didn't want to be alone with the man, so I Pushed him to allow the medical people to stay. Simultaneously, I tried to encourage the doctor and nurse to remain. Unfortunately, the detective insisted they left. I wondered because I would have thought, in a hospital, the doctor's decision would reign over the detective's. But, the nurse and doctor left docilely.
I tried Pushing the detective again, but he irritably said, "Stop that! You're much stronger than I, but I have many years of training and experience, whilst you have none. Your feeble, amateurish attempts to manipulate my mind will not work without extensive training."
The detective shut the door before retaking his spot on the chair beside my hospitable bed. "My name is Detective Travers, but you may call me Jeff. I've felt a fellow Pusher for a number of years. However, I could tell the Pusher was either new or very young. Your power, Johnson, is enormous but unskilled and unchannelled. The interesting thing is that most Pushers who learn as young as you either become power-crazed or sexual perverts. Somehow, you've managed to avoid both of those pratfalls. Tell me, how long have you been able to Push your thoughts onto others?"
I felt Detective Travers' Push for me to answer, and I grinned at him. "I know how to shield my mind," I told him.
"How?" Jeff asked quizzically. "As far as I'm aware, I'm the only other Pusher in Midwest Queensland. I'm certainly the only sanctioned one and would know if someone in this region was receiving training."
I grinned at the detective and said, "I guessed that if I could do it, others could, too, so I practised throwing a wall up. Seems like it worked!"
Detective Travers blustered momentarily before grinning and saying, "Okay, you got me! Your block was so deep and thick that I assumed you were trained."
"How many others can do what we can?" I queried.
"Unknown," Jeff answered. "I guess there might be quite a few, but not many take the time to develop their abilities. When was your first time?"
"Consciously, probably eight, but less than a month before my ninth birthday. I wanted a particular bike, but my dad had other ideas. I used my mind to make him buy the one I wanted."
"What happened?"
"Bloody noses for both of us and terrible, migraine-like headaches."
"Your father, too?" Detective Travers asked.
"Yes," I confirmed. "We both had bloody noses and terrible headaches."
"Probably lucky you didn't burn both of your minds out," Jeff muttered. "Nine is very young for this ability to manifest because it usually doesn't until you hit puberty. Did you use it again soon after that event?"
"No. The headache and bloody nose terrified me, so I suppressed any thoughts about what I did and pretended that it didn't happen."
"When did you use it next?"
I explained that incident, and then he enquired about the other times I'd used my abilities. Finally, he asked me about the previous night. I admitted that I'd been using my power to Push Susan into going further than she'd stated she wanted to. I then explained how she'd freaked out when my hand had grazed her pussy lips and how she had appeared to flashback to a confrontation with her father.
After I'd described what Susan had told me about her mother and father's incestuous acts and the paedophile ring she'd told me about, Detective Travers' eyes were like twin ice cubes.
"I've been trying to crack that ring for years," he growled. "But they're so tight-knit, and their kids are so terrified of saying anything that I've had no luck investigating them at all." He thought for a time before saying, "The next question is absolutely off the record, but did you Push Matt into killing Angela and himself?"
I knew that was the one question that could trip me up, but how could the detective ever seriously bring me up on charges for what I did? If he tried, he'd quickly be the laughingstock of the district. I mean, we all know no one can Push anyone into doing anything, right? Yeah, we've all seen the movie trope of the 'sleeper agent' suddenly being 'activated' and trying to kill the Queen or President, or whomever, but it's bullshit, and everyone knows that! So I looked at Jeff and replied, "Yes."
"On the record, you shouldn't have done that," Jeff said, but then he grinned and added, "Unofficially, I would have done the same thing." He thought again before saying, "We've got plenty of evidence of drug use at the premises with MDMA tablets and speed found, plus lots of marijuana.
"Michelle, who is still in shock, has been examined by a doctor. She's been repeatedly raped, and given she's under sixteen, she could not have given consent anyway. So, if I can get her to admit who raped her, I'll be able to start sticking some of these monsters away."
"How is Susan?" I asked.
"Coping well," Detective Travers explained. "You Pushed her just the right amount because she has no recollection of what happened after you left the school, which is common when people witness something horrific. Her description of what happened was that she warned you to drop her up the street from her home because her father sometimes became unhinged if he thought she or Michelle had been intimate with a boy. Susan assumes you didn't heed her advice, and her father did, indeed, become unhinged.
"When she came to, her first question was to ask if Michelle and then you were safe. Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, she has no recollection of her father shooting her mother or himself."
"So, what do we do now?" I asked warily.
"We don't do anything," the detective replied. "I gently Push the department to accept your story at face value. Then, I call my superiors at The Pusher's Academy and get you enrolled for next year. Your parents should be ecstatic because the academy is disguised as a prestigious university."
"My parents can't afford that," I explained quickly.
"Your marks are good enough for a full scholarship," Detective Travers pointed out. "Regardless of your marks, board and tuition at The Pusher's Academy is free, anyway. But to avoid anybody looking too deeply into our academy, we set things up to look like you've earned sponsorship from our corporate backers."
"And what do I have to do in return?" I asked suspiciously.
"Work for ASIO (Australian Security Intelligence Organisation) weeding out domestic terrorists and interrogating international ones," Detective Travers answered.
And so it was that Detective Travers arranged for a recruiter from the Melbourne Scientific Academy, as The Pusher's Academy was publicly known, to visit my parents and encourage them to allow me to enrol. Dad was simply glad that he didn't have to find my board and tuition. Honestly, he probably wouldn't have. If I couldn't raise the money for uni myself, I'd be expected to get a job.
My three years at The Pusher's Academy resulted in me honing my mental skills. I swiftly established myself as a top-tier Pusher. The tier rankings went from 0-1, where most of the human population was, to 10. In less than six months, I was considered a 10. Higher, if the scale permitted. My instructors were both amazed and appalled by my abilities. The most important thing I learned was how to hide my abilities from other Pushers. An untrained Pusher sent a psychic signal that others could read from continents away.
Incidentally, I also gained a Master's Degree in Information Technology. I was an ASIO cryptographer, working hours cracking the encryption codes known terrorist groups used to disseminate their vision. Cryptographer was my official designation, keeping the government oversight committee from knowing my actual job. In reality, using my Push abilities to 'encourage' captured suspects to confess was my real task.
My abilities developed so quickly that I was regularly used on difficult or recalcitrant suspects even before I'd completed my training to be a Pusher. I was so strong that even when I encountered an enemy who could Push, I could readily break through their defences and make them confess.
That background brings me to why I'm on the run. A Bulgarian woman named Antonia Petrova had been pinged trying to enter Australia illegally through Brisbane International Airport. Her documents were clearly fake, and it seemed they were almost crafted so she would be picked up. The Australia Border Force brought ASIO in to discover why such a blatant attempt had been made to pierce Australia's border security. ASIO sent me.
Entering the small room where they held Miss Petrova, I felt her Push power and instantly raised my shields as high as possible. Antonia's eyebrows lifted as she felt my mind being closed off from her. This begged the question: Why hadn't she simply Pushed the Immigration Officers into accepting her documents? Why hadn't she Pushed the Border Patrol officers into letting her go? And why wasn't she trying to Push me into letting her go? If I'd felt her ability to Push, had she felt mine? I was so used to being the most powerful Pusher around, but the power I felt from this young woman matched mine. Did that mean she'd ascertained that a Push from her wouldn't work on me? I had no answers to any of these questions.
I left the room temporarily to talk to my superior. As I climbed through the ranks of The Pushers, as we were known internally within ASIO, I'd insisted that Detective Travers remain my advisor and supervisor. I thought there was something rotten in the core of The Pushers and was doubtful of their true intent. Jeff Travers was one of the few I trusted.
"You've read her already?" Jeff asked when I exited the room.
"Hardly," I replied. "Miss Antonia is at least as powerful a Pusher as I am and miles above virtually everyone else we have."
"Really?" Travers gasped. He moved to hit the lockdown button.
I grabbed his hand before he could press it. "Relax, Jeff," I told him. "She could have easily Pushed her way through customs. So, why didn't she? These documents are about as amateurishly made as any we've ever seen. Miss Petrova must have known that. So, why didn't she use her powers to make the customs guys let her through? No. She wanted to be caught. The question is: Why?"
"What do you want to do?" The ex-detective asked. Jeff was also now an ASIO operative.
"Break the rules," I grinned. Jeff shuddered, knowing my penchant for ignoring ridiculous restrictions on how best to use my talents.
"Like?" He asked tentatively.
"Turn the mics and cameras off, tell her what I am and what I sense from her, and then ask 'WTF?'"
"Too risky," Jeff immediately replied. "What if she doesn't know what she is, and you give the game away?"
"You know I'm going to do it anyway, right?" I grinned.
"Fuck," the ex-detective muttered. "Okay. I'll cover it with the higher-ups, but if you have to wreck her mind to erase what you told her, you know you'll have to visit The Director again?"
I acknowledged Jeff's warning before re-entering the room. I made an obvious show of turning off the mics and cameras and sat back opposite the woman. I picked up her file. "Antonia Petrova, correct?" She nodded. "Well, we both know that's bullshit. Why don't you tell me your real name and why Bulgaria has sent one of their most powerful Pushers to Australia?"
Antonia leant back and grinned at me. "What makes you say I'm not who I say I am?"
I showed her 'her' Wikipedia profile page. "Your documentation states that you are ex-Miss Bulgaria, Antonia Petrova. However, that Miss Petrova is tall, blonde, fair-skinned, and athletically muscular. You are short, dark haired and skinned, and lush. Plus, I'm confident that Miss Petrova would not be travelling coach."
Antonia smiled again before leaning forward on her elbows. She smiled seductively and sent a slight Push in my direction to make me believe her. "I'm not that Antonia Petrova. I'm the Playboy model Anna Petrova."
"From Austria and not Bulgaria? Also, a lie," I replied, having picked up her deception from her lightly guarded mind. "Although you do resemble her quite closely."
"I am that Miss Petrova," Antonia smilingly insisted, sending a stronger Push my way.
I leaned onto my elbows and closed my face with hers. Then, I affected a slightly glazed and vapid look. "Oh, okay," I said, leaving my lips parted and floppy as if her Push had hypnotised me.
Antonia sagged back against her chair, disappointed by the ease with which she had Pushed me. "So, I'm free to go?"
Sitting straighter and focusing my eyes, I answered, "Of course not. I still have no idea who you are, why you're here, or why the Bulgarians have sent one of their best Pushers to Australia."
Antonia grinned again before she grimaced and replied, "The Bulgarian Government did not send me. In fact, once the Bulgarian Government discovers I have escaped their control, they will send people to kill me. The Bulgarian Government is stupid because they think that we have the only Тласкачи (Tlaskachi. Pushers) in the world."
"You wish to defect?" I queried, even though I could read her thoughts easily now.
Then, some of the most powerful shields I'd ever encountered slammed down around Antonia's mind. The grin was gone, and she looked at me with a steely glint in her eyes. "You're good," she stated. "In terms of raw power, you're stronger than I. However, I've had much more, shall we say, painful instruction on how to be the best Тласкач (Tlaskach. Pusher) I can be. Do not Push me because I can shred your mind just like that!" She snapped her fingers. "You cannot grant me asylum. You will leave and return with someone who can. Your Director will do just nicely. Don't you think?"
"You're not going to like your reception," I stated as I stood. Clearly, she wasn't going to talk with anyone below The Director's level. It was also evident she didn't know she would be under his direct control as soon as he measured her Push strength. Being a foreign Pusher from a country we had less than cordial relationships with could prove to be unhealthy for the woman.
"Каквото и да е (Kakvoto i da e. Whatever)," she dismissively said, waving her hand to shoo me away.
"I have to turn the cams and microphones back on," I informed her. "It would save me a lot of grief if you forgot to mention I'd turned them off."



"Каквото и да е," Antonia repeated.
Exiting the room, I asked Jeff what he thought. "We have to call The Director," he answered, though he knew it wouldn't end well for the beautiful woman held in the room.
I called the academy, and after using the code phrase 'Blood Storm' with his secretary, The Director came on. Using carefully neutral code words, after all, The Academy wasn't actually ASIO and might be bugged, I intimated that he needed to meet me at the interview room.
Sam Burgess, The Director, arrived about twenty minutes later. We discussed the woman in the interview room and the discrepancies between who she said she was and who and what she was. The Director's eyes flashed when I mentioned the strength of her mind shields. Jeff and I were instructed to make ourselves absent while The Director interviewed Antonia.
I watched Mr Burgess enter the room and turn off the mics and cameras. It would get me killed if he found out, but I'd expected The Director to do that, and my insatiable curiosity meant that I'd already isolated one of the cameras and mics to send their images and sounds to my phone--a simple task for someone as skilled in cryptography as I.
"You're Antonia Petrova from Bulgaria, correct?" Sam queried.
"Yes," Antonia answered. Her brow furrowed momentarily as she sent a soft Push in The Director's direction.
"Don't do that," Mr Burgess snapped irritably. "Your defensive shields are impressive; I'll grant you that. But your Push power is weak at best."
I gaped at Jeff, who was peering over my shoulder. Could The Director not feel how powerful the young woman before him was?
Jeff shrugged and said, "The Director is around a level eight Pusher. It's why he's so harsh on you. He can tell you're at a higher level than him, but he can't get a read on your strength because you're so much more powerful. It seems the girl in there is the same. Therefore, he just assumes she pushed him as hard as she could. Not knowing she could shred his mind at any moment."
The next events proved how wrong Jeff was and made me realise how much danger I was in. For many years, The Director had been the strongest Pusher in Australia. Lately, a new breed of Pusher had emerged--Pushers, who, like me, were off the current charts. Mr Burgess was not going to relinquish the power being in control of a group of men and women capable of discovering every secret, to make people do as he wanted, and to erase memories and even minds, if needed.
Faster than I could believe, The Director reached over the table and locked a collar around Antonia's neck. Of course, she reacted badly and tried to shred his mind with her gift. Her agonised scream echoed from my phone, even though I had it turned to the minimum required to hear. Antonia's scream only stopped when she passed out.
The Director stood over her, looking smug and satisfied. "You will serve well, and with your lush charms, you will be a welcome treat for my men to use."
"Shit," Jeff muttered, backing up and reaching for his gun.
"You knew about this?" I hissed as I turned to watch him.
"Rumours only," Jeff insisted as he wisely took his hand off his gun. He knew I'd shred his mind well before he could draw it. "Do you remember that paedophile ring that brought us together? The Director is involved in that. I believe, in fact, that he's the ringleader."
"He's from up Childers way?" I chillingly asked, remembering that neither Michelle nor my friend, Susan, ever fully recovered from their abuse. Michelle was a drug-fucked junkie prostituting herself on Brisbane's streets to feed her addiction. Susan had attempted suicide several times and was currently under an indeterminate hold in Brisbane's psychiatric hospital. I visited her when I could, and I felt terrible that I could not do anything to help Michelle. I'd tried to Push her into less self-destructive directions, but my Push never held.
"Yes," the ex-detective informed me. "I discovered too late that he was why we could never crack the ring. He'd visit anyone who complained or made a statement and Push their memories away. I think he's the reason Michelle and Susan are so fucked up."
"He dies," I stated emphatically.
"If you get close enough, somewhere safe enough to shred his mind, of that, I have no doubt. But you'll never get close enough somewhere that you can kill him and escape."
"Maybe I'll rip the whole rotting edifice down," I muttered.
Unfortunately, The Director hadn't finished with Antonia, so I turned my attention back to the screen. Mr Burgess had unbuttoned Antonia's blouse, and he was roughly handling her lush breasts.
"These will look fantastic with your elbows bound behind you and tied in tight ropes," he informed the sleeping woman before taking his cock out and rubbing it along her lips. "I'll place the fish hooks in your nipples to hang the weights from myself." The Director stood back reluctantly. "However," he said. "There are too many people here for me to spend the time breaking you to my will that I need."
Mister Burgess adjusted Antonia's bra back to decency and buttoned her blouse up. He'd just sat down when Miss Petrova's eyes opened, and she glared at him with unmitigated hate.
"What the fuck have you done to me?" She snarled as she reached for her power again. She groaned agonisingly as whatever Mr Burgess had collared her with interfered with her abilities again.
Mr Burgess chuckled as he touched the collar. "Oh, this little thing? It started as a neural inhibitor. It's used when we capture any Pushers who have gone rogue. We prevent them from using their abilities for nefarious purposes. Then, an agent came to me with an improvement. Why only prevent them from using their powers for ill? Why not use pain to retrain them to obey?
Of course, when the young man realised I was forcing Pushers to work exclusively for me, controlling everything they do, he turned rogue and is now one of my controlled Pushers. He's very good, you know? You must have felt him because he's quite powerful."
I looked at Jeff and said, "I can't let him have her. It's wrong, and you know it. If you can't help, then take a powder, and ensure you're elsewhere when I take this sick fuck down." Jeff hesitated, but before he could act, I said, "I'll shred your mind if I have to. Jeff, seriously, either help or take a powder. Trying to stop me will be worse than death because I'll leave you alive."
Sighing, he said, "I'll help. But only so far as to keep watch and make sure a Border Patrol officer doesn't wander in and interrupt."
I nodded and walked quickly to where Antonia was being held. Ripping the door open, I hit The Director with the full power of my Push. Blood blew out of his eyes, nose, and ears as my Push ripped his mind apart. Leaving him to collapse into a pool of his own blood, I took a hold of the collar around Antonia's neck. A small, stainless padlock held it shut. I didn't dare leave Antonia helpless because I might need her to help us escape, so I searched The Director's pockets. I found the key in his breast pocket and unlocked the collar.
"We need to get out of here," I stated, moving towards the door.
"You think?" Antonia snarled. "I was on the run in Bulgaria, and now I'm on the run here. How does this help?"
"You'd prefer to be this animal's plaything?" I asked. "Whatever. I'm out of here. You coming?"
Tucking her blouse into her skirt, Antonia replied, "Прекалено правилно, махам се! (Prekaleno pravilno, makham se! Too fucking right, I'm out of here!).
Escaping the terminal proved to be a simple task. I used my standard issue handcuffs to bind Antonia's hands behind her back, and with my official ID prominently displayed around my neck, no one questioned or stopped me. On the way to the long term carpark, I Pushed a man into giving me his keys. I gleaned from his mind where he was parked and guided Antonia there. Less than five minutes after destroying The Director's mind, probably killing him, Miss Petrova and I were on our way to a life on the run.
I drove us straight into Brisbane's CBD, where I dumped the car in a carpark. Pushing another man who was just pulling up gained us another vehicle. Unfortunately, the CBD is saturated with cameras, and I knew it wouldn't take the authorities long to be back on our trail. I drove to Ipswich Hospital and, away from the cameras, used my powers to take the car keys from another unwitting helper. I planted a suggestion in the woman's psyche that she'd parked in the public carpark. That would gain us close to a day's jump on the various law enforcement agencies, but it wouldn't last. I needed help for Antonia and me to disappear, preferably forever.
I couldn't go back to the olds' place in Childers because that would be the first place they'd look. With the many cameras around the bigger towns and cities, heading for one of those was tantamount to surrendering, and going bush was to head into areas where everyone knew everyone. We'd stand out like spare pricks at a whore's wedding.
I'd dumped my phone in the interview room before I'd escaped with Antonia. Using credit cards wasn't an option, and I had no cash. I hadn't said anything to Antonia, and she had allowed me to lead without speaking. However, I was fresh out of ideas. I turned to her to ask if she had any ideas on how to proceed from here.
"Take me to Roma Street Station," she told me.
I shook my head. "Back into the city is not a good idea. The cams will pick us up for sure."
"In and out, and then to Fortitude Valley," she insisted. "I sent an advance team before I allowed myself to be taken at the airport."
"WTF?" I muttered. "Okay. I could never understand why you made such a clumsy attempt to enter the country. It's certain that if your ID documents were even reasonably sufficient, you could have Pushed your way through customs and safely into the country. Now you're saying you sent a crew to prepare for your arrival and then got caught on purpose? Why?"
Antonia smiled at me amusedly before arching her eyebrow and replying, "To meet you and see how potent you were, of course."
"Even though I'm fucked with ASIO, I'm not working for Bulgaria instead."
"Ich bin kein Bulgare. Ich bin Österreicher (I'm not Bulgarian. I'm Austrian)."
"Да? Ну, я русский. И не работаю на Австрию! (Da? Nu, ya russkiy. I ne rabotayu na Avstriyu! Yeah? Well, I'm Russian. Nor am I working for Austria!) " I replied disparagingly.
"I'm gathering an international cartel of Pushers to try and push back against the ridiculousness happening around the world," Antonia informed me. "The Western world has gone mad. You're infantilising teenagers as you sexualise preteens. You have so many laws to protect people from being offended that nobody dares to think anymore. And tell me, Mr Johnson Murray, why oh why is it wrong to acknowledge someone is smarter, stronger, faster, or better than someone else? We no longer have a race to the top. Instead, we have all settled on mediocrity, where every child gets a prize. Explain to me how that helps children to cope in an adult working world.
"You have three commodities that virtually the entire world needs: Coal, iron and copper ore. Yet you allow your ridiculous greenies to stop you from mining and selling them. Your country has the capacity to turn those ores into copper and steel. But instead, you allow your leftist unions to demand so much money for your workers that it's impossible to produce those products at a competitive price, so you export the ore for absurdly low returns and buy the finished product back at thirty times the price.
"There are places in London, Paris, Melbourne, and Sydney that the police are too scared to enter because of the Muslim radicals infesting the area, enforcing a Sharia law that is illegal and unconstitutional, yet your Government does nothing! Why is that, Johnson? Why is your country so weak that it allows Chinese aggression in this part of the world?
"Australia should be one of, if not the most, wealthy countries in the world. Why is it not? Manufacturing companies from around the world should be lining up to open processing facilities; why are they not? Why is your Government selling mining rights to foreign powers? Powers that don't necessarily have Australia's best interests at heart? Then they rape the ore from the land, paying a pittance in royalties and leaving Australia to rehabilitate the despoiled land.
"Why do you think President Putin has done what he has? He has seen this infection encroaching his western flank, and he's taken steps to prevent that infection from affecting his people. Can you blame him? I do not, although I do not support what he has done!"
Flummoxed by her sudden vehemence, I could only chuckle and ask: "Rant over?"
Antonia grinned and replied, "Yes! Now take me to Roma Street Station."
I muttered again about it being a mistake but did as she asked. She told me to drive into the interstate station when we got there. "Stay here," she instructed as she unobtrusively slid from the car and walked to the lockers. Opening one, Antonia removed a small bag and walked languorously back to the car. "Dump the car in one of the Spring Hill public car parks, and we'll walk down to The Valley."
Antonia guided us via a circuitous route to a small block of offices behind St Paul's Terrace. She used a swipe card to open the front door. We walked in to be greeted by four stunningly beautiful women. Their names were all Austrian, but I doubted they were all they appeared to be.
First to greet me, mentioning my name as she said "Hi", was Nadine Leopold, a blonde, statuesque beauty. Nadine Stroitz followed her. Ms Stroitz was another tall, statuesque woman, only dark haired and complexioned. Next was Silvia Hackl, a slender, tiny, reddish-haired woman with enormous knockers. The last to greet me was Anna Huber, another tall, brunette woman but slender and quite mannish in her looks and appearance. Her breasts were almost non-existent, although she had huge nipples that poked sexily against her white bra and opaque blouse.
"Anna, check the street," Antonia instructed. "Nadine and Nadine, any chatter on the wiretaps? Silvia, did you erase us from the citywide cams' databanks?"
Anna stepped out, returning a few moments later with a shake of her head. We weren't followed. Nadine Leopold stated the wiretaps were silent, and there was nothing on the police bands either.
Silvis said, "Yes, and I also erased all the various car parks footages."
"So, we're clear?"
"For a time," Silvia stated. "Quite some time unless ASIO or The Federal Police has someone as suspicious as I am and as good at infiltrating computers as he is. A data dump and comparison between files will show they've been tampered with, but I hope they won't go that far until they've exhausted all other avenues. We'll be long gone by then, and you two will have new identities."
"We've got time to relax and play, then?" Antonia asked hopefully.
"Oh, yes, "Anna purred as she locked the door and turned toward where Antonia and I stood.
The girls encircled me, all smiling and looking at me like I was prey on the savannah. I tried to back up, but the girls closed closer. Then I felt Antonia brush her mind across my shields. Her touch was warm, welcoming, and seductive. "Let us in, Johnson," her mind's voice purred.
Speaking aloud, I replied, "Hell, no! Look, none of you are powerful enough to breach my shields, but I don't want to have to shred your minds to escape." But I wondered: How had I not noticed that the four women in the office unit were Pushers at least as powerful as Antonia or me?
"You're right," Antonia's mind's voice hummed. "But what if we linked?"
I stood stock still in amazement as I sensed Anna's mind joining with Antonia's. As far as I knew, combining your power with another Pusher wasn't something we'd even thought to try, let alone learnt how to do. Their power didn't precisely double. That is, their combined potency was less than the total sum of their individual strength but was way more than what they could summon alone.
The girls began to circle me, their hands light and flirtatious as they walked around. All the while, I could feel Antonia's and Anna's combined presence stroking softly against my shields. The women weren't trying to gain entry, only pleading to be let in. Their surface thoughts were open and available to me. Their imaginations had me naked on my back as Antonia rode my cock and Anna sat on my face, and I shoved my tongue as deeply into her cunt as possible.
Hands gripped my suit jacket, and I let it fall from my shoulders. Nadine L knelt before me as she gazed longingly up at me, wanting to undo my belt. Meanwhile, Nadine S came up beside me, her hands undoing my shirt buttons. Anna, Antonia, and Silvia continued to circle me, and I felt Silvia's mind and power join the other two's. Their combined power increased, but again, it didn't equal the sum of each girl's potency. However, together, they would easily overpower my shields if they wanted. Fortunately, they didn't.
"Let us in," the meshed girls cooed. "We mean you no harm."
"Said the spider to the fly," I muttered as my shirt joined my jacket over a chair back. My belt joined it soon after. Nadine L held my fly button, her eyes pleading for me to allow her to undo it. Nadine S moved behind me, her soft, petite hands running seductively over my washboard stomach, twirling through the sparse hair that adorned it. Her fingers lifted, and she brushed long, red-painted nails over my hardening nipples.
Nadine S' mind joined the others, sliding softly around my shields. "Let us in Nadine S sang. No one here will hurt you."
"Bullshit," I muttered, but I let go of Nadine L's hands and let her pull my trousers down, stepping out of them as she held my shoes. My socks went inside my shoes as the shoes were placed under the chair.
My cock strained against my boxers, a wet patch swiftly spreading as my cock leaked precum. My mind spun as I read the arousal from the five women surrounding me.
"May I remove your shorts?" Nadine L requested from her kneeling position before me.
I nodded, desperately hoping I wouldn't embarrass myself by cumming as her hands gripped the elastic close to my throbbing cock.
Nadine L removed my boxers and stood to join the others. Her mind melded with the other four girls as they strutted languorously and seductively around me. Hands reached out to touch me, scraping across my taut abdomen, nipples, butt, and occasionally, my cock.
"Let us in," the women hummed as they circled me.
The power these five women wielded was enormous. Their combined force would shred any mind on the planet if they directed it at someone. But all they did was rub wantingly against my shields. Not pushing or insisting, and not trying to read my thoughts, though they could have easily plucked them from my brain. They only kept circling, touching, begging for me to let them in.
My cock was on fire, more rigid than I'd ever felt it before and throbbing more painfully than I've ever experienced. My balls ached as the smells of aroused women filled my nostrils.
Then, the girls began shedding their clothes. Blouses joined skirts on the backs of chairs as push-up half-cup bras, thong panties, suspenders, silk stockings, and delicate ankles encased by strappy 7-inch heels appeared.
The girls' touches become more insistent, demanding my body respond. But their minds continued to caress my shields, only begging for entrance, not demanding it.
Antonia was the first to drop her bra. Firm C-sized breasts with pencil eraser-sized nipples bounced delectably into my sight. Anna immediately cupped them, placed her head close, turned her head to watch me and slid her tongue over Antonia's right nipple. Antonia moaned, and her Push became a little stronger on my shields.



"Please," she begged. "No one is allowed to get off until all are in the circle. Please, I'll suck your cock if you want me to." She dropped to her knees before me and reached for my straining, solid, 7-inch-long cock. "Please," she begged again.
The remaining four girls took off their bras, and the two Nadines removed their thong panties. Nadine L was waxed bare, her prominent labia and clitoris were both pierced. The labia with rings and the clit with a steel bar. Nadine S was darkly hairy, with no evidence a trimmer had ever got close to her wild, springy bush.
Staring into my eyes, Anna knelt before Antonia and slowly, sensuously pulled Antonia's soaking thong down to her knees. Antonia had a sparse strip of hair in a thin line shaped like an arrow pointing at her clit. Anna spread Antonia's pussy lips, exposing that Antonia also wore a clit ring--this one a small gold hoop.
As I watched this seductive scene unveiling before me, the minds of the five partnered girls swept around my shields again, pleading for me to allow them entry. Silvia was the only one still circling me. Antonia and Anna knelt before me, their lips centimetres from my throbbing cock and aching balls. The two Nadines were at my sides, their long tongues snaking over my pecs and nipples.
As I watched, struggling to keep my shields up as the seductively sensual scene exploded around me, Silvia knelt behind Anna. Silvia's hands appeared from under Anna's armpits and gripped Anna's oversized nipples, pulling and twisting them mercilessly. I felt her melodic voice echo along the barriers I still desperately held. "Please, Johnson. Let us in. Join our meld, and you will see just how powerful melding male and female Pushers can be. We will have the power to change the world!"
"I wouldn't trust me to change a baby's nappy," I mumbled, my will swiftly leaving along with the precum dripping from my cock's eye.
"Please," Anna groaned aloud as she shuddered in Silvia's tightly gripping hands.
"Who says we're the right ones to change the world?" I asked, then added. "Ask Genghis Khan, Napoleon, and Hitler how well it worked out for them."
"We don't wish to conquer the world," Nadine S' seductive mind voice said as it slid along my wavering shields. "Someone has to counter the paedophile cartel trying to run the world. We can do it together."
"You're all victims of incestuous paedophilia," I stated insightfully.
"Not all of our parents were incestuous," Nadine L denied. "But we were all victims of paedophilia. In my and Anna's case, that crime was sanctioned by governments forcing us to attend sports camps for prospective Olympic athletes."
"You want revenge?" I asked as I despairingly reinforced my fading shields.
"No," Antonia disavowed. "We want to expose what's happening and stop what happened to us from happening to others."
"Why me?" I gaspingly asked, sweat pooling on my brow as I forced myself to hold the shields up.
"Because you defended those sisters from their creepy parents. You have tried to protect and help them ever since. You know what the world is doing is wrong, but you don't know how to change it. Work with us, and we can be the change you want to see."
I think it was Antonia's ridiculously clichéd response that shattered my shields. I waited resignedly for the combined force of the five girls to shred my mind. All I felt was sorrow that Susan and Michelle were now wholly alone.
Instead of being shredded, my mind was welcomed into a group of five powerful, loving minds. Everything that had ever happened to them flowed through me. I could feel their potency, yes, but what I felt ahead of everything else was their love and compassion for the abused children of the world. Their willingness to lay down their lives in defence of them and to resist and fight anyone or anything that wanted to perpetuate the abuse.
Smiling lovingly up at me, Antonia lowered her head, and my aching, throbbing cock slid into her warm mouth. The Nadines pressed their soaking pussies against my hips, grinding their desire on my slender hips. Silvia knelt behind me, and her deliciously long tongue probed between my clenching ass cheeks onto my chocolate star. Anna lay on her back and moved between Antonia's splayed thighs. Her head appeared under Antonia's perineum, and I watched her slender, long tongue slide along Antonia's entrance and slit and onto her clitoris.
I surrendered to the mind meld and felt vast amounts of energy and power swarm into me. I sensed that I could stand on the top of Brisbane's sky tower and identify every Pusher on the continent, possibly further. It seemed that I could read every mind in the city and discern any with malevolent intent.
As I revelled in the feelings of enormous power, my cock exploded, liberally dousing the inside of Antonia's mouth and throat with my cum. With the girls delving and diving through my mind, stirring my desires and emotions, I didn't soften at all. Antonia let me pop from her mouth, and the Nadines pulled me to the ground. Antonia straddled my hips and lowered her ragingly hot cunt onto my turgid erection, her pussy sliding down until her pierced clit hit my prominent pubic bone. Anna swiftly sat on my face, her glistening vagina pushed severely against my mouth.
Nadine S and Silvia lay beside us in a classic sixty-nine, with Silvia on top. Nadine L knelt behind Anna and pinched, twisted, and pulled Anna's extensive nipples as Anna ground her juice-drooling cunt on my nose, lips, and chin without mercy.
I came, too, as Antonia exploded on my cock. Her frothy essence erupted from her spasming pussy, ejecting my cum as fast as I ejaculated it into her. Antonia's eyes rolled back, and she fell off me and onto her side.
Nadine L instantly took her place. Nadine L was so tight that it was almost painful as she slid onto my pole. It was only her extreme wetness that allowed her to impale herself on my tumescent pole.
"Stich deine Zunge in meine Fotze (Stab your tongue into my cunt)," Anna demanded as her orgasm crested.
She shifted slightly so I could, and I did as she commanded. Anna got off my face, looking sternly pleased, and l watched as she pushed Silvia's legs apart and dived onto her bare pussy.
Nadine S lowered her hairy bush onto my tongue as Nadine L bounced joyfully on my elongated, rock-hard cock. The smell of Nadine S' arousal was trapped in her pussy hair. It momentarily overwhelmed me until I tasted the sweetness of her nectar. Overjoyed, I licked, pressed, and slashed my tongue over her extended clitoris.
"Beiß rein (Bite it)!" Nadine S demanded, centring her large clit on my lips. I obeyed, of course.
Nadine L rode me to two orgasms before she relinquished her place on my pole to Silvia. Anna grabbed Silvia before she could collapse beside Antonia. Anna flipped Silvia onto her side before mashing her pussy against the other woman's waxed bare one. They scissored their pussies together enthusiastically, moaning as they began to cum.
Silvia was almost as tight as Nadine L, and her tight vulva gripped my fuck stick tightly as she rammed herself down on it. I was amazed at my ability to stay stiff, despite having cum twice already. Plus, I felt in total control, as if I could fuck all five women into oblivion.
Silvia orgasmed as soon as her clit smashed against my bulging pubic bone. She happily giggled as she slid to the side. As she fell, Nadine S moved to take her place. Nadine S' slippery pussy was the hottest I'd been in that day, but she was quite loose compared to the other women. Her enthusiasm and eagerness to bounce made up for it, though. Nadine S placed her hands in the middle of my chest and rode me like I were a thoroughbred racehorse and she was in the Melbourne Cup.
I thought I'd lose the battle to cum second, but Antonia lowered her cum-messy pussy onto my lips, surprising me and allowing me to regain control. "Macht es dir nichts aus, dein Sperma zu essen (You don't mind eating your cum)?" She asked, not giving me any choice anyway.
I grinned into her pussy as I worked to bring her to her climax. Antonia groaned and rewarded me with another squirting orgasm. Simultaneously, Nadine S' enthusiastic and vigorous bouncing on my diamond-tipped cock tipped me over the edge, and I expansively groaned as I unloaded into her sloppy cunt.
Five mouths swiftly combined to return my deflating pole to full rigidness. The women's minds swam through mine, telling me what they wanted, showing me what they needed, proving their desire for me. It was impossible to resist their siren's call, even if I wanted to. I didn't.
Two hands gripped my stiffened meat tube as two tongues bathed my tight ball sack.
Anna appeared in my vision, looking her typical severe self. "I prefer girls, yes?" She stated. "But I like to be fucked in da arse. You do this for me, ja?"
I nodded, and a warm, wet mouth surrounded my thick 7-inch shaft, drooling spit all over it. As the mouth prepared me, Nadine L spread Anna's muscly ass cheeks and spread saliva on her brown ring. Next, Anna straddled me and knelt. Hands guided my cock's head against her chocolate star, and with a satisfied sigh, Anna took my turgid dick into her back passage.
Anna rode experimentally up and down a few times until she was satisfied her ring could take me comfortably. She then rolled onto her back and spread her legs. The Nadines grabbed a knee each, forcing them back until they touched the ground beside Anna's head. Antonia spit onto Anna's gaped rosebud before taking my cock in her mouth and smearing it with spit.
I moved until my feet were on either side of Anna's body. Then Silvia grabbed my steel-hard cock, bending it painfully down until it lined up with Anna's sphincter. "Bend your knees," Silvia commanded. I let my knees soften and fascinatedly watched my thick cock slowly disappear into Anna's severely distended ass.
When I bottomed out against Anna's perineum. Silvis slapped Anna's clit viciously and demanded that I fuck her hard. Well, I'd done many, many squats over my years of being a national athletic champion, so it was no effort to bend and straighten my knees and piston my cock in and out of Anna's ass vigorously. Every time my pelvis smashed against Anna's perineum, Silvia smacked her clit forcefully. With every slap, I felt Anna's cunt heat up.
We had Anna close to climaxing, but she couldn't quite seem to leap from her crest. The two Nadine's knew how to get her there. They simultaneously lay on the carpet on either side of Anna. Then, taking her enormous nipples in their mouths, they bit down viciously when Silvia next slapped Anna's distended clit. This time, Anna screamed as her orgasm hit. Her hips bucked, almost bouncing me out of her gaping ass.
Silvia slapped Anna's clit again, snarling, "Cum, you dirty ass and cunt licking slut!" Anna bucked again as the two Nadine's mauled her tits with their teeth, Silvia rained slaps against Anna's clit and cunt, and I rammed my thick cock into her ass. The excitement of sexually torturing this woman had me racing towards an orgasm. Silvia realised and growled, "Pull out and cum on her face!"
I'd never been with someone who would allow that, so I pulled my cock from Anna's ass eagerly, grabbed it, jerked it, and spat huge globules of cum over the masculine-looking woman's face. Anna orgasmed again as my spunk rained down onto her handsome face.
After that, we moved into the upstairs area. The floor of this level had been covered with encased foam, and was almost deep and comfortable enough to be a bed. We cuddled together on the floor as the reverse-cycle air conditioner kept us from overheating. Over the next several hours, we swam through each other's thoughts and memories, becoming closer than even twins could be.
I relived the young women's abuse as youngsters. How they'd struggled to overcome those events and how discovering their latent powers had allowed them to heal. I saw how they'd felt each other's power and their search to find others like them. Others with similar morals and desires to fix the endemic abuse currently built within seemingly every Government's systems.
I shared their joy in finding each other and saw how they'd hesitantly, stumblingly learned to meld their individual powers together. I felt their excitement as they realised that together, they were more potent than even the strongest of Pushers in Europe.
I experienced their search for a male Pusher to join their impossible quest as if I were with them making it. Then I saw their delight when they read about the night I'd Pushed Susan's parents into murder/suicide to protect her and her sister. Finally, I experienced how they'd slid, one by one, into Australia, using their Push powers to fool border security into letting them through.
During this exploration, we coupled as the mood took. I watched, my cock wilted from overuse, as the girls formed a daisy chain, each with their heads buried in the pussies of the girl ahead of them as the woman behind ate them.
Sleep eventually overtook us all.

The End.
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The Adventures of a Slut Mommie 16: Truth or Dare. The Conclusion.

Hi there, readers. Well, we're on the front straight, heading towards the end of my stories. I have only a few more tales to tell before you've caught up with where my life is now, and we both will have to wait and see what happens next.
If you remember, my last story finished when Freddy took me home after we'd spent the night fucking a young brother and sister couple we'd met at the Home Free concert. Freddy and I shared coffee with my housemates, and when they left for work or uni, Freddy did, too, leaving me home alone. That's where I take up my story.
After my extended family had left, and because I hadn't showered at Freddy's, I went to my en suite to wash the previous night's excesses from my luscious body. I luxuriated in the almost stingingly hot water as I carefully washed all traces of cum and pussy juice from my face, lips, breasts, body, pussy, and bottom.
I'd started doing my Kegel exercises as soon as I'd woken up, so my tight, delicious pussy and ass remained so. Readers, you must remember that one of my primary roles is to adorn my husband's arm as he hosts or attends events that will advance his business. Having an adornment with a saggy ass, pussy, and/or tits will not do! So far, as my thirty-ninth birthday neared and my fortieth approached, my breasts, stomach, bottom, arms and legs have remained delectably firm. However, I am not above having someone surgically intervene to keep me that way if it becomes needed.
I work hard to maintain my looks and figure, and although I don't always mention Patrick's visits, I work out with my personal trainer at least five times per fortnight. I also use my treadmill or ride my exercise bike every day. My beauty regime includes using face scrubs, exfoliants, collagen, and moisturiser and doing various exercises to keep the skin on my face and décolletage firm, supple, and unwrinkled.
My makeup is of the highest quality and free of any harsh chemicals that could damage or occlude my skin. I will admit to a few grey hairs that I have carefully died out when necessary, but they are still quite sparsely spread across my scalp.
My delightful 183 cm (6-foot), 75 kg (165 lbs), 36-25-36 figure with my deliciously rounded and firm 16 Double-D breasts shames women half my age and compares favourably with most film or TV stars. I've been mainly compared to Mariska Hargitay, but my larger, fuller breasts has also had me compared to Terri Hatcher. I take those comments for what they are: Compliments. But I also know I'm beautiful enough on my own not to need those comparisons.
I delight in my ability to seduce and entice men and women equally. However, my emergence into bisexuality is only a recent event. Before my first adventure at The Fontaine Clinic, the only same-sex experience that I'd had was some teenage playing with my best friend, Kath Loughlin. However, my friends have commented that I am impossible to resist when I set out to seduce someone, and I do love my sexual power over others.
I guess, readers, that I'm feeling a little maudlin because it seems my adventures are ending. Plus, there are fewer of you reading them every time I release another chapter, and the ratings have gone down as the number of negative comments has increased. But, anyway, enough of that.
I finished my shower and spent the time needed to blow dry and style my long, luxuriant black locks. For a change, I used my heating iron to straighten my typically wavy hair. Then I tied it in a simple ponytail, did my makeup, and got dressed. Because I felt a little down, I dressed in my three-piece black skirt suit. It was an item I wore to formal events where my typically revealing outfits were disrespectful or inappropriate.
However, it wasn't without its palette tantalising charms. The skirt has a long split along my left leg with several concealed buttons that can be closed or opened according to modesty. Of course, I opened all of them today except for the one on my left hip joint. Now, every time I took a step, my long, shapely leg peered sexily through my skirt. Underneath my skirt, I wore black suspenders attached to sheer silk black stockings. The suspender straps and my stocking top showed as I walked, too.
On my upper body, I started with a lacy black camisole top with a built-in half-cup bra that lifted my deliciously full breasts even higher and presented them delectably to the eye. Next, I put on a sheer mauve deep-vee, ruffle front blouse that left my camisole top and delicious breast inner mounds displayed. Then came my black waistcoat. The waistcoat has darts that mould it to my sexily rounded globes. With it done up beneath my ample bosom, it further emphasised my extensive rack. The final item was the suit jacket, of course. The jacket, when done up, also clung to my breasts, but when undone, it covered them and was quite modest.
Satisfied with how I looked, I crossed to our office and went through the typical start-of-day procedures to ensure I was ready for any customers who walked in the door. However, our business is only new and not the type that attracts much walk-in traffic anyway. So, my day was spent answering the occasional phone call, and most of them were seeking finance rather than wanting to invest, which was what our consultancy firm did. I did manage to complete all the preparation work for my latest Masters unit, so my day wasn't entirely wasted. All I had to do tomorrow was write up my project's findings, email them to my professor and then sit the end of unit test.
Disappointed with my day and wondering why I'd bothered making the effort to dress so well, I wandered back to my kitchen and listlessly began preparing dinner. In the end, I couldn't be bothered and decided to order pizza. Then, I thought I'd change my clothes and clean my house. I've mentioned before that I feel a calm sense of pride and accomplishment when my house is spotless from top to bottom.
My home is enormous. Upstairs, there are six bedrooms, three bathrooms and the four-room flatlet that Charmaine and Jennifer share. There's also mine and Sean's en suite, a shared bathroom between Johnny's and Kristy's rooms, and a main guest bathroom.
Downstairs, we have the front room that ironically looks out at our back lawn and garden but beautifully captures the late afternoon sun. Then, there's the games room with our various games platforms, including an X-Box and PlayStation, and our full-sized pool table. Next is the lounge, and beside that is the formal entertaining room. Finally, there is the dining room, which is open-planned with my kitchen, breakfast bar, and food preparation area. If we're entertaining guests, my dining room can be sealed from the kitchen with a folding door.
We have two bathrooms downstairs, a smaller one with an extra commode and a larger one with a separate toilet.
My lounge exits onto our massive patio that fills the inside of the 'L' formed by my kitchen/dining room and the lounge.
Beyond the patio is our solar-heated pool. The pool is twenty metres long and eight metres wide—long enough for us to swim laps and wide enough to play pool volleyball or host up to twenty playful swimmers.
I have flower gardens around the outside fences and rose gardens against the house. My lawn is so immaculate that a golf course's greenkeeper would be proud of his work.
Before Charmaine and Jennifer came to live with me, the only thing that I didn't keep pristine and immaculately presented was the lawns. Either Sean or my son mowed those. Lately, Jennifer has taken over that chore. Now, my two young charges take care of almost all of my chores, leaving me with only the simple day-to-day tidying and cleaning to do, and I have to say that it bothered me.
The problem is that without these chores to do, I feel like I'm in limbo. Most of the time I spend in our office is redundant because we're yet to establish a broad enough customer base for me to be busy. In addition, I haven't learned Sean's prediction algorithms well enough to be competent enough to make the changes myself. I had no problems following the changes he sent to me to make, and the predictions I'd made regarding what I thought he'd do next were mostly correct. Still, I was unwilling to instigate those changes until Sean sent them through in case I destroyed a client's portfolio and fortune.
Plus, I could no longer work off my irritation by attacking my housework with a vengeance because my girls' work rendered doing that redundant, too.
Conversely, I was also worried that my behaviour was becoming increasingly sluttish and hedonistic. What's more, it seems like Johnny, as my protector, is encouraging my whorish ways instead of guiding me into less promiscuous areas. I needed my husband home and his firm hand to descend stingingly onto my lush posterior to correct my path. But he is in The Netherlands with my daughter, building our consultancy firm's future and simultaneously teaching her how to serve a sexually dominant man. Therefore, I didn't want to burden him further with my fears and insecurities.
At a loss as to what to do, I went to my bedroom's en suite and showered. Then I changed from my glamorous outfit and put on a casual skirt and top. I didn't feel sexy or desirable, so I wore a bra and bikini briefs, too.
I was worried about how I felt, but then I pulled out my phone and checked my planner. 'That'd be why,' I thought, realising my monthly visitor was due. However, knowing why I was blue didn't stop me from being so. Also, typically, I was as horny as heck in the few days before my period began. Today, I only felt bloated and undesirable. Worse, I'd have to phone James and tell him my 'lower parts' would be closed for play on Saturday.
I returned to the kitchen, determined to shake my funk and make my family dinner. However, only Jennifer sat in there. She had her laptop open and was working on her course. I asked where Patty and Charmaine were, and when Jennifer informed me that they'd ducked out to the shops to buy something for dinner because no one had thought to get something out, I felt guilty and useless—like I'd failed my job and family, and I burst into tears.
"Whatever is the matter, Momma?" Jennifer concernedly asked as she encouraged me onto a bar stool.
I sobbingly told her my small, ridiculous tale of woe that only seemed like a mountain to climb because of the hormones raging through my body. Jennifer immediately intuited the real problem, and she hugged me lovingly.
"What you need, Momma, is a sweet, intense orgasm," she informed me. "You'll feel much better afterwards. I always do." Jennifer spun my stool and knelt between my shapely thighs. "Panties?" She giggled. "You must be feeling bad!"
Jennifer wriggled them off my firm but curvy ass and tossed them over her shoulder. Then she pushed my thighs apart and flattened her tongue against my freshly cleaned entrance. Pulsing it there had the heat and moisture in pussy swiftly rising. Maintaining her forceful pushing, Jennifer slid her tongue along my slit and onto my love button. Then, circling that delightful cum switch with her soft lips, Jennifer sucked as she battered it with her tongue. Almost immediately, my neediness crashed over me, and I had a soft but intense orgasm on her pretty face.
"Can I get some of that?" Johnny teasingly asked as he entered the kitchen from the foyer.
"What about us?" Patty and Charmaine asked as they followed my son into the room.
"Me, too," Gina added.
Jennifer suddenly turned into a military martinet, "Johnny," she instructed. "You're on dinner. I'm sure even you can successfully burn steaks, boil potatoes and empty a premix salad bag into a bowl. Girls, come with me. We need to ensure Momma feels good.
The girls surrounded me as Jennifer and Gina held my hands and dragged me back to my bedroom. They had me naked and on the bed only a short time later. A few moments later, Patty was nursing and nipping my puffy nipples as Charmaine feasted on the juices pouring from my sweltering pussy. I wasn't aware that Jennifer and Gina had left my room, but I certainly noticed when they returned naked, wearing only matching strap-ons.
I was on my back, and the girls helped to lift me high enough for Gina to slide beneath me. Fingers spread some lubricating gel on my tight, dark star as hands smeared gel across Gina's cock. Gina positioned her strap-on on my little rosebud, and then the girls lowered me onto it. I grunted as Gina's cock parted my knot, but I accepted it inside my tightly gripping ass without a problem.
Charmaine immediately dove back between my lewdly spread thighs and encircled my engorged clit with her mouth. After battering my cum switch momentarily, she slid her middle finger into me, curled it back, and then tapped on my G-Spot. Simultaneously, Patty cupped my left breast and gently kneaded it as she suckled my right nipple. My nipples get sensitive when my visitor is due. But Patty's solution was to ignore my slight whimper and suck harder as she firmly pinched and twisted my other nipple. It worked because I immediately climaxed and screamed my orgasm to the ceiling.
Charmaine giggled happily and moved aside, then Jennifer moved between my quivering legs. Charmaine helped position Jennifer's 'cock', and when it was in place, Jennifer pushed gently into me. When Jennifer was fully seated, Charmaine moved to suckle on the breast that Patty held.
With the dual attention on my luscious breasts and the twin 'cocks' thrusting into my slutty nether regions, I started repeatedly cresting. Each minor climax lifted me higher as the intensity of my orgasm increased. Finally, I could feel that I was on the crest of an enormous climactic wave that would lift me higher than Everest and dash me against the cliff of my aching need.
The girls recognised my impending explosion, and the ones with cocks, drove as deeply into me as possible and held still as the other two bit down on my nipples and sucked voraciously.
It felt as if my entire being and world contracted to a bright pinprick and then exploded outward, taking all my tension and self-doubt with it. I howled my orgasm so hard and for so long that I was quite hoarse the next day. The eruptions continued as my girls sucked on my nipples or pumped their 'cocks' into me. My breath expired before my climax did, and the world turned grey as I temporarily passed from this world.
I woke with my head resting on Patty's naked pussy, Gina and Jennifer pressed to my sides, and petite Charmaine lying between my lasciviously spread thighs and her head on my abdomen.
"Hi, girls," I giggled, feeling much better than I had earlier.
My girls all smiled before Jennifer concernedly asked, "Do you feel better, Momma? Are you ready to eat? Or do you need us to make you feel good some more?"
Smiling, I turned so I could kiss her and replied, "I feel really good now. Thank you, my loves. And, yes. I'm starving!"
"You're welcome, Momma," they said in unison.
"I'll 'Momma' you!" I threatened Patty, but all she did was giggle and get off the bed to dress.
I didn't bother dressing and just slung a long silk robe over my shapely shoulders before accompanying the girls to my kitchen. Johnny was emptying the water out of the spuds' pot as we entered the room.
He mock saluted Jennifer and jokingly said, "As commanded, Ma'am, your lackey has sufficiently burnt enough steaks for everyone, boiled potatoes without burning them, and emptied a bag of premix salad into a bowl without spilling any. Is there anything else you require your servant to do?"
"Yes!" Jennifer threateningly growled. "Carry your Momma to her bedroom, hug her, tell her that you love her, and ask what is wrong."
Johnny laughed before casually throwing me over his shoulder. But he didn't carry me to my room. Instead, he walked us into the lounge before sitting on a sofa chair with me in his lap.
"What's up, Mom?" He asked, genuinely concerned.
"I'm just a little blue," I told him. "But it's probably more that it's that time of month than anything else. Plus, I know it's been more than a month since Kristy and your dad left, so it's less than a month before they come back, but I'm missing your father, you know?"
"Yeah, I get you," Johnny said lovingly. "Being your protector is an honour, but it's also more work than I appreciated. Don't get me wrong, Mom, I adore being your man while Dad is away, but I've found it difficult to know when to discipline you and correct your behaviour and when to let the reins loose and let you run free. I'm not sure I've got the balance right very often."
"Well," I admitted. "It's good practice for when it's just you and Gina. And I'm not the easiest person to control. I sometimes wish I'd never started my journeys into sexual exploration. Before Edgar damned Fontaine and his cursed clinic, controlling my behaviour was easy because I would never have stepped out behind your father's back."
"Not even with me, Mom?" Johnny asked, perhaps a little hurt. "You were flirting with me before you first went to the clinic."
I snuggled in a little closer and pressed my face against his broad chest so he would feel me smile, and said, "I wanted to be your lover, Johnny," I told him. "In my family, it's the parents' job to introduce their offspring to sex and love. I had no brothers, so Mom didn't get to do that for her sons. But I felt it was my task to teach you how to be the man of a sexually submissive woman."
"You've done a wonderful job, Mom," Johnny assured me. "You can see that by how deeply Gina loves me and how Charmaine and Jennifer act around me. I'm what you and Dad taught me to be: Calm, responsive, and dominant. Mom, I could have fucked hundreds of girls and women, but you taught me to have more respect than that." Johnny thought for a bit before adding, "What do I need to change so you are getting what you need, Mom?"
"I need you to talk to me every day, Johnny," I told him. "Too often, things begin spiralling out of control, and you're not here to help me choose the best option. I'm vulnerable around people who are similar to you and your father. It's part of my social conditioning to react submissively to someone who is emotionally calm and dominant. That leads me to respond to them sexually when they demand it of me. I can't help it, Johnny. If someone uses a command voice to tell me to do something, I do it before I even think about whether I should be."
Johnny agreed to spend part of each day talking with me, and after we hugged and kissed, we returned to the kitchen to eat before our dinner got cold.
The following morning, I phoned James and explained that I needed a week's rain check. James seemed to intuit why and didn't ask any awkward questions I didn't want to answer. After finishing my call with James, I phoned Kath and got Caoimhe's number. Then, I phoned Courtney and asked for her daughter's. I invited them both for dinner tomorrow night, knowing my visitor would probably show up tomorrow.
Maddie was coming with her mother to stay for a few days anyway, so she immediately accepted. Caoimhe, who had, in one of my earlier adventures, admitted that I was her favourite crush and she longed for us to be a permanent couple, also quickly accepted my invitation.
I told my extended family, including Patty, that I expected them to be absent that night so I could entertain Caoimhe and the McKenzie women. Of course, I didn't need Johnny's permission to play because all three women are current or former lovers.
Friday was another unproductive day for me, although I did manage to finish the two current units for my courses. I did the end-of-unit tests for both since they were available online, receiving perfect scores for both. Then I emailed my course advisor and told her I was out of units to do despite it being less than two-thirds of the way through the semester. I was already on an accelerated plan, but I hoped she would agree to send more units for me to do.



I received a return mail complaining that I hadn't attended any of the online lectures and threatening to hold releasing my pass/fail mark until I had. Well, that got my gander up, and since she'd been foolish enough to include her mobile number in the email, I called her.
After a brief, intense argument with her assistant, I was put through to Hannah Chainey, my course coordinator. When she answered my call, Ms Chainey immediately went on the attack, accusing me of plagiarism, using Google to find my answers, and paying a graduate student to do my projects and answer the test questions. She challenged me to a Zoom meeting with her and my professor, during which she'd ask the professor to give me a pop quiz on the subjects I'd already passed.
I was so furious at her that I almost swore. However, I managed to control my temper. I stated that my lawyer would call her back to challenge her assertions and that she'd better have proof of her accusations, or I'd raise the issue with the University's board.
Disconnecting the call, I thought for a moment, unsure who I could call to sort this mess out. Shrugging, I rang the only person I could think of who could help. James answered on the second ring, and after I explained what the woman had said and accused me of, he told me to relax, make myself a cup of tea, and he'd be over in less than an hour with someone who would fix this for me.
About an hour later, James arrived with his son, Jimmy and another older but very handsome man. James introduced his friend as Brian Haddin KC (King's Counsel). Brian was probably about James' age and matched his diminutive stature. However, Brian's piercing blue eyes indicated a shrewd intellect and an intense awareness of his surroundings. James explained that Brian was probably Queensland's top lawyer and certainly one of the best in the country.
Brian smiled deprecatingly and said, "That may have been true before I retired, but these days, I only come out of retirement for cases that I find especially interesting. Of course, when my good friend James called and told me of your plight, I immediately agreed to come and help. So, Katie, tell me as accurately as you can about your conversation with this, Hannah Chainey, was it?"
I sat on the sofa with James and Jimmy on either side of me, holding my hands. Brian pulled up one of the chairs, and I told him everything I could remember about the conversation and how incensed I was that she accused me of cheating. Brian assured me he had enough information to begin. He reminded me that my conversation with Ms Chainey was most likely recorded for 'training and quality' purposes and that he would subpoena that recording if necessary.
Brian told me to call Ms Chainey again, and once her assistant had passed me through, I immediately told Ms Chainey that I had her on speaker phone, that my lawyer was with me, and that he wanted to talk to her. Brian took over smoothly and refused to answer any of Ms Chainey's questions. Instead, he patiently explained to her that she needed to get in touch with the university's in-house lawyer and make a time for a conference call. He continued to refuse to answer her questions and reiterated that he expected a call from the uni's lawyer within the hour, or he would instigate a claim against her and the uni for slander.
Brian hung up, and I nervously asked, 'What happens now?"
"Unless I miss my guess, their lawyer will play games and wait until the hour is just about up. Then he'll call and try to bluff and bluster me into agreeing to that Zoom meeting your advisor demanded. Next, he'll point out that I'm going up against the whole university apparatus. At that point, I'll rudely interrupt him, suggest he check who I am, and tell him he has another hour to make some calls and do some research. Then I'll hang up. He'll do his research and, within five minutes, call back and ask how this can be quietly resolved."
Brian chuckled and stretched his legs out, amused by his suggested scenario. The shift tightened his pants across his groin, outlining a solid cock that was at least a match to James'. My ingrained, instinctual reaction to emotionally calm, dominant men had my libido racing, and I quickly grabbed my right wrist lest I reached for that meaty treat.
Standing and moving away from the sofa where my thigh had been unconsciously pressed against James, I offered refreshments. James asked for a cup of Earl Grey, which Jimmy and Brian wanted, too.
For me, I'd worn a reasonably conservative outfit to work today. It did, however, cling seductively to my taut, curvy ass and long, shapely legs, so I added a little hip sway as I sashayed across to the sink to make a pot of tea. I checked when I got to the kitchenette, and sure enough, all three men's eyes were glued to my sexily swinging ass.
James saw I was watching, so he cleared his throat and turned to Brian. They were conversing quietly, and I couldn't hear what they were talking about. However, their eyes kept flicking to me, so I guessed that I was probably the subject of their discussion. I made the pot and added milk, honey, cups and saucers, along with a packet of Griffins Gingernut Biscuits, to a tray and took them to the coffee table before the sofa.
I purposefully kept my knees straight so that I had to exaggerate my waist bend to place the tray down. I'd worn a lacy white half-cup bra beneath my opaque white blouse. Bending over so deeply meant my generous globes strained against my blouse's buttons, and they threatened to fall from my bra. I looked up and smiled, catching all three men overtly ogling my lush, barely constrained bosom.
After pouring the tea for everyone, I sat back between James and his son. Because James had been talking about me, I decided to see if I could wind him up by ignoring him and concentrating my attention on the other two. The first thing I did was to turn my sexily curved bottom so that it pushed against James' hip. In turn, this caused the puffy nipples on my full, firm breasts to drag across Jimmy's upper arm. As he and Brian watched, I casually undid another button, exposing more of the deep vee of my cleavage.
Then, lifting my shoulders up and back, I let them drop, making my luscious bosom bounce delectably. Of course, their eyes riveted to my décolletage as my breasts bounced, but I ignored that and throatily hummed, "So, Jimmy, you've taken over most of your father's interests and only go to him when you need help or advice? How is that going? Have you managed to step out from your father's shadow?"
"I believe so," Jimmy urbanely said, flashing a grin at his father. "Squire Holdings is growing steadily at a little less than eleven per cent per annum, which is slightly ahead of our growth during Dad's full-time reign."
James chuckled and put his hand familiarly on my hip, aware that I was teasing him and maybe guessing I was miffed about him talking about me beyond my hearing. He rubbed his thumb in small, tantalising circles over my ass cheek, igniting my libido and sending that delicious tingle I've often described onto my thick clit.
Leaning my heavy breasts against Jimmy's upper arm, I turned and battered my eyelashes at Brian as I smiled seductively. "So, Mister Haddin QC. Oh, I guess it should be KC with the Queen's passing?"
"KC is correct," Brian assured me as he unawarely adjusted his trousers to reduce the tension on his straining cock.
"So, Mister Haddin KC," I repeated. "Tell me about yourself."
Acting casually and keeping my eyes on Brian, I put my hand on Jimmy's hip, close to the front of his tented pants. Brian began his answer by saying that he and James had attended high school and university together. They even shared a dorm room for most of their time at James Cook University in Townsville. After they graduated, they began working in Townsville, but they both quickly realised that to reach the pinnacle of their careers, they'd have to transfer to one of the state capitals.
The young men tried Melbourne first, but it was too cold for a pair of North Queenslanders to handle. Next, they tried Sydney but found the crush and bustle of that city too much. Finally, they moved to Brisbane and began their paths to the pinnacles of their chosen professions.
By then, James had married his beloved Annie, but Brian continued to play the field, cutting a swathe through Brisbane's social circles, at least according to him, although James smilingly agreed.
While James concentrated on generating wealth for himself, his family, and his clients, Brian became one of Australia's most accomplished lawyers. The government recognised his skills, and he was awarded the title of Queen's Counsel in time to join the team assembled to see through the handing back of Singapore to Chinese control.
During his time in Singapore, he met a Thai national named Apinya Tong and fell head over heels in love. When the handover was complete, Brian asked Apinya to marry him, and they moved back to Brisbane. Three children followed in quick succession. But then, some years later, a drunk driver crashed into Apinya's car when she was bringing hers and Brian's three boys home from a soccer game, killing his entire family.
Brian's tale took almost the whole hour he predicted it would take for my uni to call back. At its end, I was openly weeping and grateful that my family remained safe. Overcome with emotion, I stood and crossed to where Brian sat. I lowered my curvaceous ass onto his lap and hugged the handsome older man to my ample bosom.
Of course, that was when Mr David Evans, the university's lawyer, phoned. I answered and immediately informed him that he was on speakerphone with my lawyer and two witnesses present. That caught him by surprise, and he took a breath before continuing in what I was sure was a much more reasonable tone than he had planned. Despite the lawyer's more reasonable tone, the conversation went pretty much as Brian had predicted. However, when Brian mentioned he was a KC, the uni's solicitor immediately backpedalled.
From there, it only took a few minutes to bring Ms Chainey and my professor into the call. Mr Evans put us on hold briefly after Brian said that unless my course advisor had proof of my cheating and invited her to present it if she did, then she should withdraw her allegations and apologise. When they returned, Ms Chainey gave a full, if unwilling, apology.
Brian went on to demand that I have another advisor appointed and asked my professor to review and sign off on all my previous submissions. The uni's lawyer agreed to Brian's demands and promised Professor Inglis would review my work and confirm my perfect scores. My run of fourteen perfect test scores was what had apparently convinced Ms Chainey I was cheating.
That brought an end to my problems and left me feeling weak, trembling, relieved and grateful to my 'rescuers'. To further show that my troubles were over, I received an email from Professor Inglis shortly later stating he was personally taking over as my course coordinator and would see to it that I could finish my dual degrees as quickly as I could pass the remaining units.
Of course, I thanked my three saviours the way I knew best. I pressed my divinely shaped, luscious body against them in a full-frontal body hug and kissed them as passionately as I knew how. With the three men's diminutive stature, that got me three substantial erections, one after the other, pushed between my long, toned and shapely thighs.
When I hugged Jimmy, he kissed my cheek and whispered, "Sean told us to check with Johnny. Johnny says it's okay if you want a little fun, but you should call him first. Brian doesn't know about you, but he and Dad have been lovers since high school, and you've seen him featured in some of Mom's photos. Well, his salient feature, if you know what I mean."
I wondered if I shouldn't be at least a little miffed that Sean and my son had permitted me to fuck yet another man, but, in reality, my typical pre-period horniness had suddenly asserted itself. I was hotter than butter on the grill and ready to play.
Under local council rules, we'd had to install a bathroom for our clients, but there wasn't enough room upstairs to put one in. Instead, we took away some of Sean's workshop space and installed a shower, basin and commode in that area. I excused myself and walked to it so I could call my son privately. Johnny confirmed what Jimmy had said, causing my sweet little pussy to flutter with anticipation.
Happy that I could play guilt-free, I marched upstairs, sat on Brian's lap, shoved my enormous breasts against him, and deep-soul kissed him. As we kissed, Jimmy undid my buttons and stripped off my blouse. My bra quickly followed it onto the floor, and Jimmy forced his hands between Brian and my breasts to hold and gently roll and pinch my puffy nipples.
Chuckling, James stepped across to my office door and locked it before putting up the closed sign. Turning back, he quickly stripped and returned to my side. James pushed one of his son's hands aside and took possession of my deliciously full left breast.
Brian's and my kiss deepened and lengthened, but I needed more, much more. My pussy was flooded worse than a bathroom with a burst pipe, and my sweet, thick clit throbbed and ached. Breaking our kiss, I stood long enough for James or Jimmy to remove my skirt and panties. Brian wisely unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his slender but toned chest and stomach. Next, he dropped his trousers and underwear and stepped out of them before sitting on the couch with his tight buns on its edge.
Brian held his cock up invitingly, and I swung a leg over his thighs and lowered my ragingly hot and wet pussy onto his impressive seven-plus inch todger. I worked my hips feverishly back and forth, seating his swollen cock deep in my tightly grasping pussy. Brian's rigidly erect cock was long enough to bounce off my cervix when he bottomed out in my glistening vulva. The sharp pain at the bottom of my drop added to my lust, and I felt a substantial climax swiftly approaching.
I was close to cumming, but before I could crash over the edge, Jimmy knelt behind me and ran his tongue along my ass cleft and onto my tiny dark star. The shock of feeling a wet, warm tongue sliding over my little rosebud backed my orgasm up, but the sheer naughtiness of having it done exploded my desire, and I screamed as a gigantic climax shook my very bones.
Waiting for me to come down from my orgasmic high, Brian maintained control even with my tight, soaking, fluttering pussy pulsing on his rigid cock. It didn't take long before my hips, unawarely, began their sex dance on Brian's groin again. But before I started cresting, Jimmy replaced his tongue with his bulbous-headed cock. Then, with a slight whimper from me, he split my knot apart and slid into my tight ass.
Being double-penetrated by men was still a new and rare experience for me. The first time was my inaugural night with Kath on our little sabbatical in the Sunshine Coast Hinterland. However, more than the act itself, I enjoyed the sheer lasciviousness of being slutty enough to allow two men to do me like that.
I hadn't quite cum again, so I decided to reward Brian further by letting him fuck my tight little rosebud. Pushing with my thighs, I backed off Brian's rampant cock and turned. Then, I took his throbbing member in my left hand and guided it onto my tiny dark star. Taking a deep breath, I exhaled as I lowered my ass onto his cock. My knot had already spread to accommodate Jimmy's cock, so Brian's slid in without any protest from me, and I soon settled my firm, curvy ass on his groin.
Jimmy wiped his clock clean with some wet wipes I kept on my desk and then squatted before me. Lining his thick cock up with my dripping entrance, Jimmy rammed forcibly into me, his bony pubis crashing against my engorged clit. Brian and Jimmy quickly worked out a delightful rhythm, and I soon teetered along my climax's cliff.
I had closed my eyes to better luxuriate in the pleasure the twin cocks were eliciting in my quivering pussy and ass when I heard Jimmy grunt. Opening my tightly closed eyes, I saw James grinning at me over his son's shoulder. James had squatted behind Jimmy and shoved his big cock into the younger man's ass.
The men began slowly as they timed their triple thrusts, but when they got the timing right, Jimmy, Brian and James fucked me at least as hard as I've ever been fucked. Now, readers, I've been the pussy-meat in a teenage male sandwich when being pummelled between Phil and Freddy. I've been double-fucked by several women simultaneously and had other men inside my lower love holes at the same time. But never have I been fucked as hard as I was this afternoon.
It was seriously like being between a cutting board and a meat tenderising mallet. James driving viciously into his son, resoundingly crashed Jimmy's pelvis against my clit and rapped his cock against my cervix. That, in turn, smashed my shapely ass against Brian's pubic bone and forced his rampantly erect cock to push Jimmy's against my G-Spot, sending my lust and desires raging even higher.
Suddenly, my climax was on me, and I came like a freight train crashing through an Alpine tunnel. To say my orgasm was loud and intense was an understatement by magnitudes. All I know is that my climax spiralled higher and higher until I lost consciousness, and my soul swept through the multiverse with it exploding around me in multicolours. I may not have met God, but I'm sure I saw many archangels on my travels.
When I collapsed unconscious back onto Brian, my lovers patiently waited for me to return from my orgasm high. Opening my eyes, I gazed wonderingly up at Jimmy, unable to believe my climax's intensity. But then, Jimmy flexed his cock inside me, and it scraped across my G-spot. The effect was like gasoline being poured on fire because my lust exploded, and, unawarely, my legs lifted to wrap around Jimmy's slender hips. My hips bucked, and my mouth fell open. Unaware of what I was doing or saying, I bucked again and demanded, "Fuck me, boys. Fuck this bitch's cunt and arse like the dirty fuck toy she is!"
Yes, I know! Me, little Miss Prim and Proper, who never uses swear words or epithets, swore like a drunken sailor and spoke like a common street whore! Whatever! Because it worked. The twin looks of lust and wanton desire that flashed across James', and his son's faces delineated their desire more succinctly than mere words could ever say.
Brian got hooked up in the sudden lecherous lusts we three exhibited, and he ramped his activities up. Showing surprising strength, Brian moved us downward until his bottom was off the sofa and supported by his legs only. He held us in that position momentarily before letting his hips drop and then powering them upward, smashing his solid 7+ inch cock into my dark fuck hole with overwhelming power.
His actions were so violent that James was bucked out of his son's ass. Unconcerned, he raced over to the sink to wash his cock before returning and presenting it to my pouty lips. With how powerfully Brian rammed me upward, I worried that I might accidentally bite James' thick erection, so I limited myself to using only my lips and tongue to get him off.
My breath came in gasped pants as the men brutally fucked me between them. But things amazingly accelerated when Jimmy altered his thrusts. He positioned himself so that the tip of his lengthy member was barely still in me when Brian's hip drop ended. Then, when Brian rammed me upward, driving my hips higher, Jimmy jammed down and into me. The result was Brian's pelvis resoundingly smashing into my taut ass cheeks simultaneously with Jimmy's pubic bone powering against my thick clit, driving me backward onto Brian's invading cock, and forcing it even deeper into my colon. Simultaneously, Jimmy's cock's tip rapped on my cervix.



My orgasm seemed to start in my thick, aching clit, expanding exponentially outward until it consumed my mind and entire body. Every millimetre of my body felt like it was reacting to the cocks pounding into my twin lower love holes, driving me into a state of exquisite bliss that I'd never felt before. My head tipped unawarely back, releasing James' throbbing cock. Then, my mouth opened subconsciously, and I shrieked as my body and mind climaxed harder than I ever had.
My shriek set the men off, and their cocks swelled and lengthened inside me before their balls snapped against their rigid shafts, their prostates cramped, and they jointly spat gushes of delicious man seed into me. Jimmy filled me so full that my pussy made a loud sucking sound as he pulled out and squelched and oozed his cum as he thrust back in. Not to be left out, James took advantage of my open mouth and shoved his cock through my lips to cum down my throat.
The boys weren't done and lowered me to the floor. Then, kneeling in a half circle around my shoulders and head, my lovers cupped and squeezed their big balls as they viciously masturbated their magnificent cocks. Brian, who was above my head, came first. Moving so that he could lower and drag his heavily hanging balls across my forehead and nose, he briefly tea-bagged me before pulling back and unloading onto my face, covering it with a surprising amount of salty man goo. James and Jimmy weren't far behind, and they added their loads to my already dripping face.
Next, James, showing no fear of his son's oozing cum, dove between my lewdly spread thighs onto my drooling pussy. Pushing my knees up and apart and lifting my well-toned, curvy ass off the floor, James ran his tongue from my little chocolate star, along my perineum, and into my cum-messy vulva. Licking and sucking up all the juices he could find there, James drove me inexorably towards another hectic climax.
My pre-period lust was raging higher than I ever remember it being before, so when Brian presented his freshly cleaned cock to my lips, I turned my head and eagerly gobbled it all. Looking submissively up past his cock, I saw Jimmy standing beside Brian. Jimmy offered his cock to Brian, and to my thrilled shock, Brian willingly sucked it deep into his mouth. That salacious view inflamed me further, creating the first of what I knew would be a series of cascading orgasms, each a little higher and more intense than the last.
Brian pulled out of my greedily sucking mouth and directed his cock at my lush bosom. Growling low-down in his chest, Brian pumped his thick seed over both of my nipples, with some dribbling off their tips. Jimmy knelt beside Brian, and his jism splashed onto my stomach and his father's busily licking face.
James, who was the only one yet to cum inside me, rubbed the cum into my breasts and tummy before covering my tall, shapely body with his and sliding his thickly-girthed cock into my needily wanting pussy. My poor, abused vulva was so full of cum that it made an almost farting sound when James' cock ploughed the semen already in there aside. As James drove deeper, I felt cum oozing out around his cock and running down my ass crack.
Jimmy moved to the opposite side from Brian, and he placed his wilted, cum-slimy cock in my left hand as Brian did the same with my right. Gripping them firmly, I tried to remember to tug on them as James's pile-driving cock lifted me onto the crest of another stupendous orgasm. I came when James shuddered and orgasmed into me. His warm jism spraying into my tight pussy dashed me against my climax's cliff, and I screamed again as my orgasm seemed to shatter my bones.
Brian took over, tugging on his cock as Jimmy replaced his father between my shaking knees. Knowing I was tripping through the cosmos again after my latest orgasm, Jimmy concentrated on achieving his release quickly and adding to the oozing mess inside my quivering vagina. Feeling him spray into me set off a minor orgasm for me that repeated when Brian mounted me and added his load, too.
I was a naked, cum drenched disgrace when the guys had finished with me. Cum drooled from my ass and pussy. It dripped from my eyebrows, chin, and nipples and was drying on my sexily toned and curved stomach and in my hair. I could taste my lovers' semen as I used my tongue to clean it from my teeth—all-in-all, I felt happy, relaxed and sated for the first time that week. The underlying tension that had haunted me since coming home from my parents' place was gone, and all I wanted to do was sleep.
Brian and James helped me to my feet despite my desire to rest and supported me downstairs to the bathroom. Turning on the water, they held me as Jimmy lovingly washed their combined secretions from my sublime body. I felt fresh and clean once they'd finished, so I knelt and blew them to show my appreciation. Of course, because I love feeling hot spunk splashing on my face, I needed further cleaning after they'd all cum.
Finally done, each of us completely satiated, we returned to the office, where I made a fresh pot of tea. We talked about this and that as we shared our beverages. I felt incredibly close to these three men who had taken me to the heights of ecstasy as well as fixing what would have been a major problem before it became one. I subtly asked Brian how much I owed him for his services, but he chuckled and replied that he'd had more fun overcoming Ms Hannah Chainey than he'd had in years. Plus, I'd given him so much delight when I enthusiastically shared my body with him that he felt he owed me.
After thanking my three older, distinguished lovers, I kissed them all and wished them goodbye. James whispered he'd see me tomorrow week, and surprisingly, Brian did, too. I wondered again about what James meant by 'something he and Annie loved to do', but my shiver was more anticipatory than fearful.
When they'd left, I sat at my computer and perused the flurry of emails I'd received since Brian had cleared my problem with my previous course coordinator. They mainly confirmed my test and project results, but there were also new units for me to do and a note saying I'd receive more as soon as I passed these. Happy that things seemed sorted, I checked the time and realised I needed to get moving if I were to have dinner cooked in time for Caoimhe, Courtney and her daughter to arrive.
I walked to my bedroom to shower and douche my love holes to ensure I showed no trace of my afternoon's sexual exploits. As I did those things, I unwittingly recalled some of the play time that Caoimhe and I had shared, and, of course, that sweet little tingle between my shapely thighs made itself known.
Giggling at my neediness and voracious sexual appetite, I sat before my vanity and carefully did my hair and makeup. With my olive complexion, unless I'm trying to make a bold statement like I was at the Home Free concert, I don't need much makeup to look sensational. Therefore, all I did was outline my eyes, add mascara to lengthen my lashes, and then add coral lippy, a shade darker than my lips' natural colour.
My hair had, of course, returned to its natural curvy shape with the showers I took, so I straightened it again before tying it back in a high-knot ponytail. With the hair pulled back off my pretty face, I thought I looked even younger and more glamorous than usual.
I wanted to excite and titillate my guests, so I chose my preppy-looking, green plaid, metal button, pleated A-line mini skirt to wear. This skirt is barely two hand-widths wide and only covers the top two-thirds of my sexily curvaceous ass. The pleats narrowly covered my skirt's built-in gusset, and neither my little star nor my sweet, waxed pussy showed.
It was a warm spring night, so I paired my micro mini with a black stretch cotton boob tube. The tube was four separate pieces of cotton stitched together at the back that met in front of my breasts through two separate brass rings. The top two pieces adequately covered my gorgeous mounds and puffy nipples, but only just! The lower two were more for decoration and false modesty than anything else.
Putting on my black sneakers sockless, I went to the kitchen to start dinner. On the menu tonight was chicken cacciatore with steamed broccolini and snow peas. I mixed the ingredients for the cacciatore before taking a whole, boneless, butterflied chicken from the fridge and putting everything into my deep dish fry pan. Leaving it on low heat so the simmering juices would infuse the chicken, I checked my wine supply and added a couple of different varieties to my fridge's wine shelf. I wasn't sure if Caoimhe and Maddie preferred dry or sweet wines, so I ensured I had both.
Caoimhe arrived around six because she'd come directly from her uni lecture. Tripping gaily over to hug and kiss me, Caoimhe blatantly groped my barely covered bottom and danced away. "You look hot as, Katie," she said. "But I need to shower and change." She walked toward the downstairs bathroom, then stopped and coyly suggested, "You can wash my back," then, with a cheeky, seductive smile, she added, "or anything else you'd like to!"
"I'm not above spanking misbehaving teenagers," I threatened.
Batting her sexy eyes, Caoimhe smiled and throatily said, "Oh, Miss Katie! Would you, please?"
"Go, you cheeky tart!" I pretended to growl as Caoimhe skipped down the hall to the bathroom.
Caoimhe returned about twenty minutes later wearing a tiny black leather micro mini skirt with shiny belt buckles across its front. She paired that with an emerald green, open front, halter neck cami top with a ruffle trim. The green set her dark eyes and blonde hair off beautifully and immediately raised the intensity of my slight tingle. She also wore black suede ankle boots on her petite feet. The thick heels forced her calves to pop and her tiny, sexily rounded bottom to protrude.
Caoimhe sat on my breakfast bar, occasionally parting her slender, shapely thighs to allow me to see her waxed pussy. Because I was worried about the cacciatore cooking in time, I turned the heat somewhat higher than I typically did and wasn't prepared to leave it unattended. Staying in my kitchen, I regularly exchanged hugs and soft kisses with my best friend's sexy daughter.
Caoimhe asked who else was coming, but I put her off, only saying that it was another of her mother's and my girl gang and her daughter. But then I worried that maybe Caoimhe and Maddie had already met and hated each other, so I admitted who it was.
"Maddie McKenzie?" Caoimhe wondered. "I haven't seen her since Mom's thirtieth, so, what? Ten years?" She thought before adding, "Of course, I saw Mrs McKenzie at Mom's fortieth, so that's not very long." Caoimhe considered some more and said, "I thought Mrs McKenzie was uncomfortable with gay women?"
"What makes you say that?" I asked worriedly.
"Oh, nothing, really," Caoimhe said frowningly. "She merely grimaced when Siobhan and I were affectionate towards each other at Mom's party."
"Well, I think you'll find there isn't a problem now, even if there was one before," I said as I casually ran my thumbs up the inside of Caoimhe's thighs.
Caoimhe giggled and wriggled her legs aside. "I'm already wet, Katie," she pointed out. "Any more, and I'll be leaving puddles!"
"Hmm, pussy puddles," I teased as I pretended to take an appreciative sniff. "How delightful!"
"You're incorrigible!" Caoimhe pretended to gripe.
"Yes," I answered. "Yes, I am. Now, my darling girl, how are things at home?"
"Well," Caoimhe replied. "If you mean at Mom and Dad's, then things are exceptionally good. I was worried before you seduced my mother that they were headed for divorce, but Dad loves being Mom's bitch, and Mom loves that Dad's so attentive to her now."
"That's good," I absently replied before concernedly asking. "And how do you know that I seduced your mother?"
Caoimhe looked at me levelly before giggling and saying, "C'mon, Katie! Mom and I share everything!"
"Including the fact you seduced me?" I queried.
"Oh, hell, yes!" Caoimhe confessed. "We share everything, and I told her the next morning! She was so jellie that I made love to you before she did. I think it was the biggest reason why she agreed to go away with you on your Sunshine Coast trip!"
"You wait til I see her," I growled. "I've been terrified of our 'secret' getting out and destroying our friendship, and you're saying she knew the following day?"
"Hasn't Mom said anything to you?" Caoimhe wondered. "She said she was going to." She shrugged before dismissing that thought and saying. "As you know, I'm living with my brother and Siobhan. That's great, and the sex is awesome, but I'm starting to feel a bit like a third wheel on a scooter. Maybe I add some balance, but what actual use am I? I've even considered moving back in with the olds, but Mom's not truly bisexual, and I'm afraid that I'll spend too much time fucking Dad, and she'll get jealous. Especially given how often she's away from home."
"What about you, babe?" I asked as I slid my hands inside her silk top and strummed her tiny nipples with my thumbs. "Do you still prefer women, or are you leaning more towards the middle these days?"
"Oh, I'm still definitely bisexual with a strong preference for dominant women. However, my age range has expanded from women your age and above to any age, as long as they're genuinely dominant and not just in the bedroom."
"So I'm no longer your favourite?" I pouted, pinching her nipples forcibly in retaliation.
"You still would be if I ever thought you'd leave Sean," Caoimhe responded, her pout matching mine. Then she giggled and grabbed my nipples, too. "Two, three, four, I declare a nipple war!" She stated, twisting mine mercilessly.
In response, I surrounded Caoimhe's firm A-cup left breast with my hand and palm, moved my left hand to the back of her head, dragged her down and kissed her passionately. Kneading and gently massaging her petite globe, I poured my soul into our kiss.
Caoimhe finally broke our kiss, giggled and said, "Leaving puddles? Keep that up, and I'll be leaving flooded lakes!"
"You know I love you, and I sometimes wish I could be what you need. You know that, right?"
"I know you do, Katie," Caoimhe told me wistfully. "But I accept that it can never be, and I'm looking for my one, you know?"
"Well, you know that your mother is my dearest friend in the entire world, and there's nothing I wouldn't do for her. And, my girl, I feel the same about you. The only reason you and I aren't as close as your mother and I is because we don't have the years of loving each other that your mother and I do."
"Thanks, Katie," Caoimhe smilingly replied. "But you haven't stirred that pan for a while, so you'd better look at it."
"Shivers!" I exclaimed, turning to the stove. Fortunately, I hadn't burnt anything, so all was good.
I turned the heat back down, happy that our meal was on time. But before I could return to Caoimhe, I heard a knock, and the door opened. Maddie strode in, wearing black leathers from throat to toe. Clinging to her muscly ass and legs, she wore a pair of leather pants that looked sprayed on.
Seriously, readers, I could not fathom how she could possibly have gotten them on.
Her pants emphasised her muscular legs and firmly rounded bottom. Above that, she had a biker corset shaped like a 'V'. It adhered to her high, firm B-cup breasts like a second skin, presenting them deliciously to the eye. It finished well above her trousers, leaving her belly button exposed.
On her feet, she wore stiletto-heeled, lace-up calf boots with a mirror finish.
But that wasn't so shocking because she held a dog leash in her right hand attached to her mother's wide, studded, red leather collar. Courtney also had a corset on. Hers was red and cupless, leaving her pillowy B-cup+ breasts naked. Courtney had a cross of electrical tape on each nipple, keeping her at least somewhat publicly decent. But, all Courtney wore was a skimpy, red leather G-string below her corset. I noticed she'd 'shaved' since she was last here.
On her feet, Courtney had unbelievable 9-inch stiletto pumps. How she could even stand, let alone walk, was beyond me.
"Hi, girls!" Courtney nervously waved and giggled.
Maddie ignored her, dropped Courtney's leash, and marched up to Caoimhe. "Caoimhe," she said firmly. "It's been years. How the fuck are you? You look spectacular!"
"Ah ... umm ... ahh," Caoimhe stammered, her tongue touching suddenly dry lips. Caoimhe's eyes unwittingly dropped to examine Maddie's delectably mounded breasts and then went lower. Her eyes saw the bulge along Maddie's inner thigh. She followed the bulge, spotting Maddie's 'cock's head' outlined through her tight trousers. She gasped, with her arousal apparent in her widened eyes, flushed face, and bitten bottom lip. "Ahh, shit!" Caoimhe muttered as she sank to her knees before Maddie. Her head and eyes lowered, and she answered, "This girl is fine, Mistress. She is pleased that you deigned to notice her."
Winking at me, Maddie instructed her mother to kneel beside Caoimhe. Then, she walked around the slender, petite woman, admiring her slim but shapely and womanly figure. Stopping before Caoimhe, Maddie demanded, "Look at me. I expect my sluts to meet my eyes when I talk to them."
It differed from how I did things, but many dominants expect similar behaviour, so it wasn't unusual.
When Caoimhe met her eyes, Maddie asked, "You're a submissive lipstick lesbian? I assume from your reaction and pose that you're uncollared at the moment?"
"Yes, Mistress," Caoimhe replied. "I serve my brother and his fiancée, but they do not own me."
Insightfully, Maddie queried, "But you wish that Katie would take the step and become your owner?"
"I do, Mistress," Caoimhe admitted. "But I know it can never be."
"I'm interested in being your Mistress," Maddie firmly stated. "You're a delectable piece of cunt fluff (I typed it without hesitating! Well, not too much.), and I'd like to explore a Mistress/sub relationship with you. Interested?"
"Yes, Mistress," Caoimhe stated, trying not to appear too eager.
"Good," Maddie smiled. "I'm already anticipating later, after we've eaten. Two submissive Mommie sluts and a young, lipstick lesbian one. This weekend went from okay to freaken awesome in seconds!"
She turned to me, "What's for dinner, my little slut Katie? I'm starving."
"Ahh, Maddie," I chuckled. "That works on me when I'm in the mood, which I'm currently not. Let me steam some vegetables, we'll eat, and you and your mother can tell me what the heck is going on because it seems like you've made some changes."
I already had the broccolini and snow peas soaking in salted water inside my rice cooker, which was inside my microwave. I pushed the button to start them steaming and opened the fridge. "Who wants dry, and who wants sweet?" I asked, holding the bottles up.
Caoimhe was the only one to request a sweet wine, so I poured glasses for everyone according to their preference. A few moments later, the microwave dinged. I took the cooker out and emptied the water into the sink before tipping the veggies into a serving bowl. Then, I got four bowls from the drawer and handed one each to my friends. I told them to help themselves, and we were soon sitting around the kitchen table chatting as we ate.
After dinner, I heated in the microwave a chocolate mud cake I'd bought, added ice cream and Baileys Irish Cream, and brought it to the table. I'd poured shot glasses of the Baileys liqueur, too.
Tipping my glass to my friends, I asked, "So, Courts and Mads. Seriously, what the heck?"
Courtney giggled guiltily but didn't respond. Maddie grinned at her mother before answering. "As you know from Monday night, Aunty Katie, I've longed for a submissive Mommie slut to serve me. After that fantastic night fucking you both as you submitted to me, I decided to make Mom my bitch. To both of our surprise, Mom has taken to being a submissive lesbian slut like a duck to water, and I'm wondering if I can get Dad to bow to me, too.



"At the moment," Maddie continued. "It's only role play when we're playing, but we, well, I decided you'd love how we look, and it'd make you wetter than the Ganges in the rainy season." She grimaced and added, "I guess that backfired."
"Heck, no, it didn't!" I emphasised. "I'm hotter than midday in the Sahara, but I didn't want to embarrass Caoimhe." I grinned at my three friends and added, "I figured that two submissive sluts were enough."
The night continued with Maddie and Caoimhe spending more and more time talking exclusively with each other. I grinned at Courtney happily before taking her hand in mine and saying, "Maddie, I'm taking your mother to bed. I'll see you and Caoimhe for breakfast in the morning."
"Okay, Aunty Katie," Maddie said dismissively. "Caoimhe and I have a lot to discuss. Did you finish cleaning out your craft room, and is there a bed back in there yet?"
"Yes, and yes," I confirmed. "It's only a queen because that room's too small to take a king like the rest. Is that okay?"
"I'll be on top of Caoimhe for most of the time we're in there," Maddie teased. "So probably, a single would do."
Caoimhe giggled before saying she needed to phone her brother and confirm she was staying the night. Courtney and I left the two younger women to explore their burgeoning romance and went to my room.
Entering my bedroom, I donned my Mistress Katie persona and told Courtney to remove her G-string, kneel on the bed and hold her pussy lips apart.
Courtney had wholly embraced her new submissive role and quickly obeyed my demands. As I passed her, I smacked her slightly flabby bum as I took off my clothing. Then, reaching into my bedroom drawer, I removed my strap-on and squatted to seat it inside me.
When I joked that I was hotter than the Sahara desert at noon, I wasn't kidding. Maddie's growled comment about me being a 'submissive slut' had me aching to kneel with Courtney and Caoimhe and submit to the beautiful, dominant teenager. As a result, my pussy was positively drooling, and my thick clit throbbed and ached, needing attention.
I did up my strap-on's ties, inserted my '8-inch cock', and I was ready to fuck my friend into oblivion. I moved up behind Courtney and placed my 'cock' in her ass' cleft. Then, reaching forward, I picked an end off one of the tapes on her nipples and ripped it off. Courtney didn't react to the top tape coming off but yipped when I ripped the lower one from her engorged nipple. I repeated the actions on Courtney's other breast and then stroked and massaged them to ease any residual pain.
My original plan, because I was so hot, was to fuck my friend as hard as I could. That would jam the rubber stop on my strap-on's harness against my aching clitoris and thrust the double end into my squelching pussy. But Courtney was being too passive for my liking, and I knew I needed to check in with her before we made love.
I shifted onto my bed and lay on my back before holding my hands out to Courtney and saying, "Come and cuddle, gorgeous. Tell me what's going on."
Courtney almost leapt into my arms and lay her head on my expansive décolletage. Her head was under my chin, and she forced her hands under my lower back to wrap her arms around me.
"You okay, babe?" I asked as empathetically as I could.
Courtney tilted her head back and kissed under my chin as she squeezed me tightly to her. "Yeah, mostly, Katie," she replied. "It's just been such a sudden leap, you know? Monday morning, I'm Maddison's (Maddie for short) mom, and then Monday night, I'm her submissive lesbian slut. Now, I wonder if Lilly Petersen wasn't right all those years ago, and I'm nothing but a closeted lesbian who's been lying to herself all these years."
"So, I take it that you and Maddie have played a lot since Monday?"
Courtney nodded and replied, "The sex has been amazing. I've cum harder and more often than I ever have before. Maddie plays me like a virtuoso plays his violin, and I can't stop cumming as she fucks with me."
"But it's just casual sex, right?" I asked, knowing what was going on. "You're not playing Mistress/sub or anything like that. You and Maddie are just fucking, right?"
"No, the other way around, Katie. We never make love or fuck. It's always Mistress/slave or Domme/sub."
Hiding a smile because I knew Courtney would think I was laughing at her and it would hurt her, I said, "Courtney, honey, I want you to do something for me, okay? I need you to trust me on this and do what I ask, yeah?"
"Of course, Katie," Courtney replied. "I'd trust you with anything."
"Good. Lie on your back in the middle of the bed and stretch your hands and feet to the corners. I'm going to bind you in place and then show you what's happening with you, okay?"
"Sure, Katie," she replied before giggling. "Sounds kinky and a lot of fun!"
I quickly tied my friend to my bed and then pushed two fingers into her glistening pussy. Placing my thumb on her clit, I massaged that delightful little button and said, "Baby, I want you to close your eyes and picture the most handsome, masculine, dominant man you know." I waited a few seconds before continuing, "You pictured Sean, right?" Courtney shifted uncomfortably, but I giggled and assured her that probably all of our girl gang, and many others, would, too.
"You don't mind that I sometimes fantasise about your husband?" Courtney disbelievingly asked.
"You and probably ninety-nine per cent of the women he meets," I giggled. "He is one hot hunk of man meat!"
"Yes, he is," Courtney admitted. "I love Ewan beyond the moon and stars, but your husband is the alpha male in our group, and we've all confessed we'd fuck him in a minute if you weren't our best friend."
"I know," I said theatrically, placing the back of my hand on my forehead and tossing my head back as if in despair. "It's my row to hoe—having all my friends and acquaintances lusting over my man!"
Courtney laughed, and I continued with my explanation of why she had reacted as she had. "Now, Courts," I said earnestly. "I don't want you to feel guilty about what I'll ask you to do, and just go with your imagination, okay?"
"Sure, babe," Courtney replied.
"Imagine this, my love. "You're dressed as you were when you entered with Maddie, except it's me leading you by your leash. My husband stands beside the island bench wearing skin-tight black jeans, boots, and a see-through, white button-up shirt. The buttons are undone to his navel, and his broad hairy chest shows in the shirt's vee."
I suppressed a laugh because, with my fingers stuffed in Courtney's pussy, I could clearly tell my scenario had made her hot. Unawarely, as the heat and juices rose in her pussy, Courtney began thrusting her hips up at my fingers and thumb.
"Next," I expanded. "I lead you across to Sean and tell you to kneel. You do what you're told and kneel with your bottom on your heels. Your knees are slightly parted, and your palms face up on your thighs. You keep your head and shoulders up and back but your eyes on the ground before you."
Feeling Courtney's arousal climbing exponentially, I started thrusting my fingers in and out of her soaking pussy. She moaned, and her entire body arched up off the bed.
"Sean moves to stand with his large, semi-hard cock only inches from your mouth," I continued as Courtney writhed. "He looks down at you sternly, but then he suddenly reaches and tears the tape from your aching nipples. Next, he grabs your breast nubs, then squeezes and twists them mercilessly." To add to Courtney's illusion, I pinched and twisted her left nipple as I thrust my fingers into her slippery pussy. "In his deep, baritone voice, Sean demands, 'Cum for me, my little Courtney slut!'"
I'd tried to deepen and strengthen my voice to imitate my husband's rich baritone. I don't know if it added anything, but after I'd spoken those words, Courtney's eyes sprung open, and she bucked against my hand. Panting hard and close to orgasm, Courtney rammed her pussy up at my probing fingers, forcing me to quickly open my hand to stop my fingers from being broken. With my four fingers pressed together, Courtney thrust viciously up again, and my whole hand down to my thumb slid into her soaking pussy.
"Oh, shiiiiiiiiiittttttttttt, Katie!!!!!!!" She screamed. "I'mmm cuuuuuummmmmmmmmmmming!"
I firmly pumped my hand in and out of her sopping vagina as Courtney creamed over and over. "Oh, shit! Oh, shit! Oh, shit!" She repeated as several after-shocks caused her entire body to shudder, jerk, and shake.
Courtney collapsed, so I released her from the binds and lay beside her, gently stroking her face until her eyes focused. She grinned guiltily and asked, "What the hell did you do to me, Katie?"
I giggled and replied, "Are you still worried that you're a lesbian?"
She thought for a time before shaking her head. "A lesbian wouldn't react at all to that fantasy. I doubt if even someone bisexual who didn't strongly prefer men would react as I did. So, Katie, what happened? Why have I been reacting so strongly to my daughter and now even more powerfully to fantasies of your husband?"
I shook my head and explained, "You're not reacting to the person, babe. Instead, you're responding to the submissive situation. What you've discovered is that you are, as I am, innately submissive. A dominant personality commands that you react sexually to them, and your subconscious demands that you obey. Next thing you know, you're on your knees begging them to allow you to cum, and willing to offer up your mouth, pussy or ass in return."
Courtney considered my words before fearfully asking, "Won't that leave me vulnerable to sexual harassment and bullying? Will I start dropping my knickers for anyone who commands me to?"
"Yes," I honestly replied. "It's what has caused me so much trouble over the last nine to ten months. If an emotionally calm, dominant person commands my obedience, I'll be on my knees, willing to serve them before I even realise I shouldn't be."
"How do you stop it?"
I looked at her intently before deciding to take a leap of faith. "By ensuring my husband or son is close enough to keep a firm hand on my shapely ass and forcibly correct my direction if I err."
Courtney's stare matched mine's intensity. "You're intimate with your son," she breathed. However, she didn't sound disgusted and seemed more turned on by the thought than anything else.
"I am," I confirmed. "With Kristy, too."
"OMG!" Courtney breathed. "That is so hot! Do any of the others know?"
Of course, there were ones that did. But that was their tale to tell and not mine. So I avoided the question by only admitting that because Patty lived with me, she'd figured it out.
My confessing my incestuous relationship with my kids seemed to set Courtney off because she rolled me onto my back and kissed me more forcefully than she ever had. She slid down my lush, curvy body and gobbled my strap-on like it was a real dick. A few seconds later, she lined it up with her dripping entrance and dropped forcefully onto it. Her pliant pelvis smacked into my taut one with a loud whack.
Courtney climaxed almost immediately and then continued to crest every few minutes until she lifted off me until only my 'cock's very tip was still in her entrance. She then grabbed a double handful of my plentiful breasts, squeezed hard and let herself drop. My 'cock' roared up her tight tunnel before slamming against her cervix.
"Ouch!" She exclaimed but immediately repeated the movement. She did it a third time before falling onto my breasts and screaming as an enormous climax ripped through her soft body.
Courtney was still screaming when Maddie and Caoimhe flung my bedroom door open and marched in. The girls were naked. Caoimhe's tiny breasts were bound with rope, and her hands were tied behind her back. In her mouth, Caoimhe had a red ball gag, and when Maddie spun her, we saw that she had a butt plug inserted. I giggled when Maddie tapped on it because it lit up like a strobe light.
"Hmm, two delicious submissive Mommie lesbians fucking like the sluts they are," Maddie hummed before calmly and firmly saying. "Mom, get on your knees with your saggy tits on the bed. And, Aunty Katie, no more of this bullshit about 'needing to be in the mood'. I say you are in the mood, so get on your knees beside Mom."
Courtney and I looked at each other and giggled. However, we were already sliding off the bed to take our positions, kneeling before Maddie. I hesitated long enough to remove my strap-on before taking my spot.
"Make room for my girl," Maddie demanded as she rubbed massage oil onto her 'cock'. The strap-on and her black, shiny boots were all the young woman wore.
Caoimhe joined Courtney's and my giggles, but she, too, obediently knelt between us with her tied breasts on the bed.
"When I say 'swap'," Maddie instructed. "The slut on the right will move to my left. The slut in the middle will move to my right, and the slut on my left will move to the middle. Am I clear?"
We all dutifully intoned, "Yes, Mistress," and eagerly waited to see what was next.
Maddie knelt behind Caoimhe, who was in the middle, of course. But Maddie was too tall to penetrate my best friend's daughter no matter what she did. However, the diminutive Caoimhe had had this problem before, so she got onto her toes and braced her knees against my bed. Then, doing a kind of squat, she lowered her gorgeous, tiny bottom low enough for Maddie to ease her 'cock' inside her.
Maddie held Caoimhe's hips until they established a rhythm where Caoimhe lowered down as Maddie thrust up and in. My room swiftly filled with the delightful sound of a toned abdomen smacking against a womanly ass. Now that she had the rhythm for fucking the tiny girl before her, Maddie moved her hands to her mother's and my bottoms. Placing her thumbs on our little dark stars, Maddie shoved her middle fingers into our pussies and finger-banged us.
Courtney was still as excited as she was when we stopped fantasising and started making love, and she orgasmed almost immediately. Maddie ignored her mother's climax and finger-fucked us even harder. After several minutes of vigorous thrusting into our juicy pussies, Maddie pushed her thumb through our rings and into our tight asses. As soon as Courtney and I moaned, appreciating the extra sensation, she resumed fucking Caoimhe as she fingered us.
Caoimhe came next, spasming and jerking on the end of Maddie's cock. Her orgasmic squeals were muffled by her ball gag and sounded quite comical. Of course, that meant it was time to swap positions, and I was next to have my hot, slippery snatch filled with Maddie's 'girl cock'. I was already on the edge from fucking Courtney without receiving any relief for myself, so it didn't take long before I squealed and came on Maddie's cock, too.
We shifted again, and Maddie, I have to say, fucked her mother brutally. She didn't fondle Caoimhe's and my pussy. Instead, she gripped Courtney's pliant hips so tightly that her fingers left ten circular welts that faded into bruises. Holding her Mom firmly, Maddie ripped Courtney back and slammed her hips forward as powerfully as possible. Next, Maddie took a handful of her mother's dark locks and hauled her head back as she rammed her cock into her mother's pussy.
I thought to intervene, but before I could, Courtney screamed, "Oh, Jaysus, Maddie!!!!!!!! Fuck your mother's dirty whore" ... sigh ... "cunt! Fuck her cunt and make her your slut!"
Courtney came hard! She didn't quite squirt around her daughter's cock, but fluids pulsed heavily from her boiling vagina, soaking Maddie's groin and pussy.
"Oh, fuck, Mom!" Maddie exclaimed. "That feels so hot!"
She orgasmed when Courtney's vulva flushed liquid again.
Courtney collapsed onto the bed, exhausted. But, even after my vigorous afternoon sex session, my pre-period lusts were still raging. I stepped back into my strap-on's harness, seated its double-ended cock inside me, then I peremptorily tossed Maddie onto my bed. Leaping after her, I slammed her onto her back, yanked her 'cock' aside, and rammed mine into her.
"Oh, fuck, Aunty Katie!" Maddie bellowed. "Fuck me, fuck me hard!"
That set off an all-night fuck session. Maddie and I generously used our divine 'girl cocks' on the other two and also each other. Sometimes I fucked her, other times, she, me. Caoimhe happily ate or sixty-nined with Courtney as Maddie and I went at it. My lust raged, and I was totally insatiable as I drove my lovers to the peaks of passion. I don't know how many times I and the others came except to say that the last time I penetrated Miss Maddison, she whimpered that she'd had enough. It didn't stop either of us from achieving a final orgasm, though.
We finally collapsed into a heap sometime after dawn reared its ugly head. Maddie undid Caoimhe's binds, and Caoimhe stretched out on top of the much taller Maddie, a small, satisfied, happy smile on her pretty face. Courtney insisted that I lie on my back, and she lay on her side with her head on my shoulder, despite me warning her I'd probably snore in that position. Courtney's hand covered my large, rounded left globe, and she softly kneaded it as she smiled against my neck and slept.
Abdominal cramps woke me about an hour later, and I had to take the usual steps to ensure I didn't mess up the bed or my panties. Deciding I was too uncomfortable to sleep, I showered and washed my hair. Then, I swallowed a couple of Mersyndol tablets, swung my long, sheer robe over my shapely shoulders, and made my way to the kitchen.
I used my machine to make a strong coffee, sat down, and thought about the previous day. How had I gone from being grumpy and irritable to wanting to and then fucking everything in sight? I'd taken three cocks simultaneously, let those same three cocks fill my slutty pussy, cum in my ass and on my face. I'd let Brian, James, and Jimmy swamp me with their semen, and worse, I'd loved every second of it. What had I degenerated into?
My feelings for hypnotherapist Edgar damned Fontaine had swung from hatred to grudging admiration and now back to resentment. But I kept having to admit to one simple fact: Hypnotherapy could not make me do a single thing that I did not innately want to do. This meant that my previous prudish behaviour and lifestyle were mere masks that my social conditioning had forced upon me, and my current degeneracy was the genuine me.
I sipped my coffee and thought some more before shifting guiltily. I knew I was punishing my husband for abandoning me again. When Sean announced that he was quitting Pepperstone and starting his own firm, I mistakenly thought that meant I'd accompany him if he needed to travel again. But when Sean rightfully explained that he couldn't leave his office unattended for two months and that I was the only one qualified to manage it, I had to accept that, once again, I'd be staying home as he travelled the world, probably fucking anyone he could entice into his bed.
Taking our daughter as his assistant and travel companion somewhat mitigated his abandonment of me, but I couldn't quite wholly forgive him for leaving me behind again. In the short term, nothing could change because, although I was racing through my Bachelors/Masters degree courses, my daughter, Kristy, was stuck doing hers at the glacial pace the uni set. Another difference was that I was doing my course online, and Kristy was attending Nathan University. That meant I could complete my subjects as quickly as my uni was prepared to send them through.
My previous coordinator, Ms Chainey, complained that I hadn't attended any of the streamed lectures. She wasn't wrong, but typically, I had already completed the readings and projects associated with the subject before the first lecture was on. Therefore, I felt no need to waste an hour a week watching a redundant lecture for each unit.



I know that I'm intelligent, probably way more intelligent than most. I do not have an eidetic memory, but I can skim an article or course book, quickly pick out the relevant information, and remember it for later questions. After that first hurried reading, typically, I would do the practice exercises. My first attempt was usually in the eighteen to twenty out of twenty range, more than enough to pass the subject with a distinction. However, I could recall the approximate place/s in the reading material where my error/s came from. I'd re-read that section and correct my mistake/s. Then, when the end-of-unit test became available, I'd pass with a one hundred per cent accuracy.
I believe I could successfully manage our client's investment portfolios and maintain a similar return to Sean's. Admittedly, I would use his algorithm program to do so, but that didn't alter the fact that I could run Muggleton Consultancy prosperously in my husband's absence. What stopped me from making the changes myself was a lack of self-confidence and not ability. However, James Squire, one of Australia's top fifteen wealthiest men, is also tutoring me on investment finance, and I learn more every time we talk.
My maudlin thinking continued until I'd finished my coffee. I rinsed the cup out, put it in the dishwasher, and then put the kettle on to boil. After filling a hot water bottle, I held it against my abdomen and returned to my bedroom. Courtney had rolled onto her opposite side and had snuggled against her daughter. But she returned to sleeping on my shoulder when I slid back into bed. Smiling, I closed my eyes, sighed deeply, and concentrated on trying to hear my heartbeat. Of course, I couldn't, but attempting to do so always calmed my racing mind and allowed me to sleep.
The remainder of the weekend passed uneventfully, except that Caoimhe stayed over in Maddie's room. Phil and Siobhan visited on Sunday morning to check on their lover/sister. They met and chatted with Maddie and then exchanged smiling glances. Phil, of course, knew Maddie well, but Siobhan had never met any of Courtney's children and only vaguely knew her (Courtney) from Kath's party.
"You done well, Momma," Phil said when he kissed my cheek in a goodbye. "I think they're perfect for each other."
I blushed guiltily before objecting, "Me? I didn't do anything except ask Caoimhe to dinner."
"By herself, with strict instructions for Siobhan and me to stay away. Nah, Momma, you didn't do nuffink!" Phil teased. "Patty and Charmaine, Maddie and Caoimhe. You're good at this, Momma. Maybe you should set up your own dating service!"
"Training Freddy to match with my daughter is all I'm concerned with, Mister!" I emphatically said.
Siobhan chuckled before saying, "Sheesh, Momma. Even I would date Mister Rick Singleton now. The changes in him have been astronomical. He stands taller, looks you in the eye, and speaks calmly and authoritatively now. It's difficult to believe he's the same person he was before you took him under your wing."
"The very fact that you, Siobhan, have called him Rick is enough for me," I said proudly. "He was, indeed, an immature Freddy. But if he's earned the moniker 'Rick', I'm glad indeed."
"You know that sometimes you speak like a dictionary, right, Momma?" Phil teased.
I've observed earlier that of all of my son's friends and the young men I know, Phil is far and away my favourite. If I were of an appropriate age, I could easily see myself pursuing the young man at least as adroitly as I pursued my husband. So, to tease him and perhaps teach him a lesson, I took his large, masculine hands and placed them on my curvaceous bottom as I full-frontal hugged him. Phil is as tall as I am, so I pushed my hot pussy against his swiftly swelling cock, and kissed him. Then, locking my pouty lips to his and kissing him as well as I knew how, I lifted and lowered myself onto my toes, rubbing my inflamed vagina against his manhood.
Next, I stepped back, holding his elbows in my hands. Then, I kissed Phil's cheek and whispered loud enough for Siobhan to hear, "Careful, darling boy. You're biting off more than you can chew. It would take me mere moments to have you naked on your back and to be riding your rampant cock here in my foyer!"
"Oh, shit, Momma," Phil gasped, near an orgasm. I let him go, and he staggered back a couple of steps, trying to control his imminent climax. "I now know how that proverbial deer in the headlights feels." Then, showing why I loved him so much, Phil grinned and said, "Well, now that I know I'm out of my depth, I'm out of here before my future wife decides to collect my balls!"
Siobhan grinned at me with her eyes sparkling. Then she waved goodbye, grabbed Phil's hand, and they left.
Maddie and Courtney stayed until Monday morning, but I'd had to hang an 'out of order' sign on my typically wanton pussy, so I couldn't play. Because I couldn't 'play', Maddie and Caoimhe joined Courtney in her room. Unable to sleep, I listened to their passion cries on both nights, swearing I would soundproof that room at the earliest opportunity. Thankfully, Jennifer slept with me on Saturday, and I wasn't alone.
Monday morning broke with the weather having turned stormy and thundery. Being spring meant that the temperature was still in the mid-twenties (Celsius. 75F), but it was as humid as heck. In other words, it is typical for this time of year. I got up from bed, did my hair and makeup, and dressed, ready to open our office. Because I tend to perspire heavily when the humidity is high, I settled for a black, stretch-knit, sleeveless T-shirt over a high-waisted, dark grey, mid-thigh cotton skirt. I added a pair of low heels before going to make breakfast.
Johnny and Jennifer had stayed with Gina overnight, so there were five of us to prepare breakfast for. I opted for fruit and cereal bowls because no one had come down yet. They hadn't appeared by the time I needed to open the office, so I left their bowls covered with napkins on the bench and started my work day.
I handled the few email enquiries we had, mostly by explaining that we were an investment and not a finance firm and directing them to one of James' companies. I didn't feel capable of handling one and forwarded it to Kristy to show to her father. I answered the other by copying their investment returns into Excel (without the embedded algorithms) and forwarding it to them. Their returns were tracking above our predictions, so I was happy to forward this information.
The highlight of my day was when Akiki dropped by to thank me and excitedly talk about his new accountancy firm. I pointed out that it was mere happenstance that James dropped by when he was here, but Andrew, as he prefers to be called, insisted that I didn't have to introduce James as a financier. Therefore, I was responsible for creating the circumstances that allowed the two of them to form a partnership.
Sean and I have been with the same accountancy firm for many years, but the man who handled our tax returns retired at the end of the previous financial year. This year, we'd been unimpressed with the junior partner assigned to manage our returns. Twice, I've caught errors in our monthly BAS (Business Activity Statement) that could have cost us fines or worse. I knew if James trusted Andrew enough to finance his new office, he must be good, so I invited Andrew and his wife, Acanit (Anne), to dinner on a day after Sean returned. We'd discuss giving Andrew our business over a nice meal.
Tuesday to Thursday were uneventful, and by Friday, I could take my 'out of service' sign down. I waited until that evening to ensure there wasn't any late spotting and then promptly jumped my son when he and Gina dropped by to change before going out. After quite a few badly needed orgasms, I tongued my daughter-in-law to a delicious climax and then teasingly shooed them out of my room, telling them I'd had enough. I slept well that night.
I awoke Saturday morning with Jennifer pressed against my front. Her generous C-cups were pushed against my Double-Ds, and her lips were close to mine. I knew she must have been upset to have crawled into bed with me during the night, so I kissed her luscious lips and flicked a nipple. "You okay, baby girl?" I asked when Jennifer's eyes opened.
"Nah, yeah, well, mostly," Jennifer sleepily drawled. "I'm lonely and feel left out."
A comment on Australianisms: Nah, yeah, means yes. Yeah, nah, means no.
"Why's that, babe?" I queried.
"Everyone's got someone except me," she griped. "Even Charmaine and Caoimhe, who both despaired because they wanted you and you couldn't be theirs, now have someone. I've never seen Charmaine so sickeningly happy, and I've known her since State School."
I avoided pointing out that she wasn't twenty yet and had plenty of time because I knew that could be a sensitive subject for teenagers. I didn't like the modern trend that saw teenagers being infantilised at the same time that preteens were being sexualised. I found with my kids that as they showed more responsibility, I needed to release the reins and let them find their own way. Otherwise, I faced resentment and rebellion.
However, at the same time, I had to ensure that I had firm, nonnegotiable boundaries in place. Simple things like no underage drinking or drug use and no sex until they were of legal age. Be at home in time for dinner, be in bed at a reasonable hour if it were a school night, and let me know where they were going and who they'd be with. And, of course, keeping their mobile phones turned on and answering them if I rang.
My kids needed to return home after school and complete their homework before doing anything else. Even when Johnny had signed with The Brisbane Lions, I insisted he did his homework before going to training. Fortunately, The Lions supported me in that. When their homework was done, they needed to present it to me. I'd check it, point out any errors, and send them to correct them. After completing their schoolwork, they could go about their afternoon activities, which always included some chores.
Sean and I only gave our children a small allowance and insisted they needed to find a part-time job if they wanted more money. I'm proud to say that both of my kids had paying jobs at age thirteen. From ages thirteen to seventeen, Johnny worked at our local Fish and Chip takeaway on Friday and Saturday nights. At the same age, Kristy worked weekends at K-Mart. Then, when she turned seventeen and could drive to our local train station, she started work at Cue Fashion in the newly named Uptown Shopping Centre in Brisbane's CBD. She still works there part-time. Well, she will when she returns from her travels.
Anyway. All the above rushed through my mind as I tried to come up with an appropriate response. In the end, all I did was kiss the beautiful young woman and then hug her tightly to my lush bosom. "Sometimes life just sucks, huh?" I asked after our kiss.
Jennifer sighed mournfully before saying, "It sure does, Momma. I don't suppose you know of another man my age you can direct my way?"
"I can't think of anyone specifically at the moment, babe," I admitted. Then I grinned and added, "But if I seduce one, I'll be sure to send him your way!"
Jennifer laughed and kissed me. Of course, our kiss quickly turned passionate, so we made love before showering and getting dressed.
Even though it was mid-morning, we were still the first into my kitchen. Deciding I wanted something more substantial than my typical smoothie or fruit bowl, I cooked a pile of bacon, eggs, mushrooms, tomatoes and hash browns. Patty and Charmaine wandered in next, with Courtney, Maddie and Caoimhe trickling in sporadically behind them. Then, Johnny and Gina came in through the garage door just as we sat to eat.
I got up to cook them breakfast, too, but Gina said, "I got this, Momma. Sit and enjoy your breakfast."
After eating, Patty said she was meeting with James and Andrew to discuss Andrew's needs for the office he'd be renting from her. Patty mentioned that another junior partner from Andrew's previous firm had also defected and that he and Andrew were setting up an office together. Between them, they'd created a sizeable amount of start-up capital so their new business would have a solid foundation from which to start. She left, taking Charmaine with her.
Courtney said that she and Maddie would go home after breakfast and asked if they could return on Sunday. I told them not to be silly; of course, they could come back Sunday and any other day they wanted. Just let me know in time so I can get something out for our dinner.
They left, leaving only me and Jennifer. I was vaguely horny and wondered if the staunchly-built young woman would like to play. Unfortunately, she sighed before saying she had to go to uni to meet her study group, which left me alone. I didn't mind because I had decided that 'Momma' needed to follow up on my girls' cleaning and do it 'properly'. I giggled at myself because I knew it was only an excuse to do something that didn't need doing, but I wanted to do it anyway.
It took me until late afternoon, with a break for lunch at about one, to clean my entire house from the eaves in the farthest bedroom to the floor inside the door in my foyer. I made a coffee and wandered around my sparkling house, smiling happily. My house looked and smelt brand new, with only the scent of freshly cut flowers wafting through it.
An interesting text from James arrived as I ate lunch. It read, "My darling, Katie. I hope tonight will be as beautiful and exciting for you and me as it was for Annie and me. My dear, I want you to dress to the absolute nines for me tonight. Please, if I may be so bold, I want you to start with towering high-heels, silk stockings and suspenders. They should be followed by a sexy bra and panty set. In addition to that, I'd like you to wear a half-slip of silk and a cami top. Next should be a billowy, flowing maxi dress complete with full-length white satin gloves. Finally, although it is quite warm, you should wear a flowing full-length cloak.
"The colours and colour combinations, I shall leave to your discretion as I'm certain you are more competent than I at combining colours." He ended the text by saying, "I will send a car for you at 7:00 p.m. tonight. Be not concerned that the driver isn't Jimmy because he will be eagerly awaiting your arrival, as shall I."
I smiled at James' audacity to tell me how to dress but admired the smooth way he'd insisted. I wondered again what I'd let myself in for, but that vague little tingle settled with increased intensity on my sweet, thick love button, and I was undeniably aroused and looking forward to later that night.
After washing and carefully styling my luscious black locks, I dressed as James had requested. I decided on midnight blue as the primary colour base for my outfit but chose ivory white for all my undergarments. My long, white opera gloves completed my look, and at precisely seven, I sat in my foyer, waiting for my driver.
I'd barely sat my gorgeous bottom on the bench when there was a sharp rap on the door. The rest of my extended family was conspicuously absent, and no one wished me goodbye. I wondered why. I opened the door to find a handsome young man, perhaps a little older than my son. He wore a black two-piece suit with a white shirt. The shirt's buttons were undone to his sternum, and the jacket was open. In the exposed gap, I could see the gorgeous young creature's broad, muscular, hairy chest, and my arousal shifted a couple of notches higher, imagining how the rest of him looked.
Smiling politely, the driver introduced himself as Adam and held my elbow as he guided me to James' car. He opened the back passenger door and respectfully averted his eyes as I got in the car. I was chuffed with his tactful actions and smiled warmly at him as he closed my door, after ensuring I was wholly inside the vehicle.
Adam remained silent during the drive to James' place, and I couldn't think of a subject to begin a conversation with, so we arrived without exchanging a word. I felt a little embarrassed because I thought I'd been rude. But when Adam opened my door to let me out, he bowed and said, "Thank you for trusting me to deliver you safely, Mrs Muggleton. I hope you'll allow me to carry you again."
I smiled before impulsively kissing his cheek and thanking him. Adam held my elbow once again as he walked me up the stairs to where James and Jimmy smilingly waited.
James and Jimmy gently held my hands as they guided me in a slow pirouette, enthralled and delighted by how I'd dressed and presented myself. "Lauren Bacall in Woman's World?" James breathed.
"I agree," Jimmy replied. "Superb is the word that comes to mind. I wonder if we could convince our darling Katie to dye her hair auburn red?"
"Not a chance in Heck!" I growled, secretly delighted by the comparison.
Holding my hands, James and Jimmy walked me to their dining room. After taking my cloak, they sat me at the place of honour at the head of the table. James sat to my right as Jimmy moved to my left. Adam, who had taken my overnight bag upstairs, returned with a bottle of Dom Pérignon and poured three glasses. He waited attentively until I'd taken a sip before filling my glass.
Another man, whom James introduced as Noah, followed Adam, placing an entrée of oysters before each of us. Next came another small dish of duck crepes and then the main course, which was braised beef cheeks cooked in a red wine jus with scalloped potatoes, Yorkshire pudding, green beans, and asparagus. Finally, the dessert was a strawberry torte cheesecake with a tiny dollop of French vanilla ice cream. Each course was a masterpiece, with each serving a titillating delight in a size small enough to encourage me to eat without worrying about being overfull. At the meal's end, I felt nicely sated without feeling like I'd overeaten.
Adam kept my glass delightfully full during the meal, with a nice red replacing the Dom Pérignon after the first entrée. Noah made sporadic appearances, ensuring each dish met my satisfaction. As usual, James and Jimmy kept me entertained with their interesting conversations and sparkling wit. I felt special, loved and desired, and horny as heck from their covert and sometimes overt flirting. Obviously, there is no one better at flirting than me, and all four men sported tented trouser fronts by our meal's end.
After dinner, we adjourned to James' sitting room, where we indulged in some port wine and more conversation. I could hear muffled sounds from the dining room but assumed it was Noah and Adam cleaning up from dinner. Adam briefly entered the room and flashed a thumbs-up at James sometime later.
James grinned anticipatorily before turning to me. "Katie, my darling girl," he told me. "We're ready to move onto the entertainment part of the evening. Things will get a little intense and quite raunchy over the next few hours, but I want you to trust that I will not do anything that would hurt you, your family, or your marriage. However, if it becomes too much, simply say 'orange' if you want the intensity to back off. If you feel that you cannot continue, say 'red' firmly, and I will immediately release you and ensure you are left alone to dress and leave."
Sean and I have often indulged in our version of Bdsm play, so I knew what James was explaining. I will admit to being somewhat nervous about it, but I couldn't deny that my primary reaction was sexual arousal. I knew I was safe with my diminutive, older lover and his equally handsome son and that there was no way they'd harm or allow harm to be done to me. So, smiling, I nodded and said I was ready to play.
Jimmy excused himself as James helped me to my feet, saying he'd see me soon. I wonderingly watched him go, but I shrugged internally and allowed James to lead me back into the dining room. Getting there, I saw that someone, I assumed Adam and Noah, had removed the furniture from the room.



"A clear space to dance in," James explained as he helped me back into my cloak and long gloves.
I wanted to question why James wanted me back in my cloak and gloves, but it seemed I'd become tongue-tied, so I didn't ask.
James took a black sleep mask from his jacket pocket and showed it to me. "Katie, my love, I will use this to blindfold you. Then, music will play, and we will dance. At the song's end, I will remove an article of clothing from your sublime body, and another will take my place. The music will then restart, and you will dance with your new partner. Again, when the song ends, your dance partner will remove another piece of your clothing, and another will take his place.
"This pattern will repeat until you are left wearing just your suspenders, silk stockings and heels. Then, your dance partners will have a song's length to arouse you in any way they want. If they succeed in making you climax, they can use any of your holes to get themselves off. Now, my darling Katie, are you ready to play, or will you say 'red' and leave?"
My bosom heaved as arousal poured down my thighs. I wanted this! OMG, the mere thought of what James had suggested had me close to cumming! The whole scenario sounded sublimely sexy and slutty, and I couldn't wait to begin. "No 'red' from me," I chuckled throatily and eagerly. "But do I have to wait until I'm in my suspenders before I cum and have someone fuck me?"
James laughed before saying, "Just like my darling Annie, indeed. Katie, may I use your phone to photograph and record some of our play tonight? Then, if you're willing, will you please send me the pictures?"
I dug my phone out of my cloak's pocket and handed it to him. Then, I told him the PIN, trusting he wouldn't abuse this privilege. After all, readers, we know what happened the last time somebody photographed my cum-filled pussy!
James took my phone and happily took some pre-play snaps. Then, putting my phone in his pocket, he tied the mask around my head, taking away my sight. James held me tightly to him as the music started, and we danced a slow foxtrot around the room. It took a little time before I adjusted to dancing blind, but with James skilfully guiding our steps, we were quickly dancing rhythmically.
The song ended, James removed my cloak, and another took his place. This man was of a similar height to me, and our bodies melded sweetly together as we danced. The song ended with my dance partner departing with my left glove.
I stood alone only briefly before a man even more diminutive than James took my hand and placed his on my supremely curved bottom. Squeezing with his arm caused my deliciously toned stomach to push tightly against him, and we danced in slow circles to the beat. My right glove disappeared when the song stopped.
A fourth man took his place. My nose informed me that my fourth partner was Jimmy. We also danced a foxtrot, except a faster one this time. When the music stopped, Jimmy unzipped my maxi dress and helped me out of it.
I was sure my fifth partner was Brian because he matched James' and Jimmy's stature. But he, too, stayed quiet, and it was only a guess. Brian removed my cami top, exposing my mounded breasts safely but barely ensconced in my half-cup bra. My thick clit and puffy nipples were engorged and aching as my mind and shapely body anticipated what was next.
A much taller man than the previous three was my sixth partner. Being taller, his throbbing cock pressed delightfully against my sweltering nether regions as we danced. Unawarely, I started moaning and writhing my hips against the rigidly stiff penis pushing against my dripping entrance. I was precipitously close to an orgasm, but the song ended before I leapt from that cliff. He pulled my half-slip down and helped me to step out of it.
I was down to my bra and panties and already ready to explode. It was all I could do not to grab the throbbing cocks of my dance partners, drop to my knees, and gobble those delightful treats down. I know it's rare for me to speak like this, but I needed a big, throbbing cock in my horny, slutty cunt!
My next partner was slightly taller than the previous one. He immediately took me into his arms, bent his knees until his enormous feeling todger was below my arousal-leaking pussy, and straightened. His steel-hard pole pushed hard against my panties, forcing them a little way into my vagina. As we moved, this man's shaft rubbed against my clitoris, and I nearly came. The only thing that encouraged me to fight my climax back was that I wondered just how many different men James had gathered to fuck me this night. I'd already danced with seven separate men, and after this dance, I still had one piece of clothing to go.
The song ended, leaving me panting, severely aroused, and breathless. Skilful fingers undid my front-catch half-cup bra, releasing my enormous, firm, Double-D breasts. It felt sublimely wicked and freeing to be blindfolded and exposing possibly my best asset to my unseen admirers.
I couldn't tell if my next partner was one of the previous two or another new one because he seemed to be around about the same height and width as them. However, when he turned me so the top of my deliciously curvy bottom pushed against his gigantic cock, I knew I was dancing with an eighth man.
When the music stopped, my thong was pulled down and removed. I was in the state that James had indicated would mean that my dance partners would concentrate on trying to make me cum without penetrating me. I guiltily realised that I wanted to be penetrated. My lust and libido raged, and I desperately needed cocks in at least two of my slutty holes. My submissive mind had exploded, leaving me unable to control my aching needs.
All modesty gone, I frustratedly screamed, "I need a cock in my fucking whore's cunt! Will somebody please bend this cock-whore over and ram his big cock in her cunt?"
"Patience, my darling slut Katie," the man chuckled as he exited the room. "All good things come to those that wait."
"I don't want someone to come to me!" I snarled. "I want someone to cum in me!"
The music played, and knowing hands tickled across my engorged, throbbing nipples. The fingers on those hands were exquisitely skilled, and they quickly elicited a powerful sexual response from my shapely body. But every time I raced towards a mind-blowing orgasm, they were removed, only to touch me elsewhere softly. I was convinced I'd cycled through all the men that James had gathered, but when the song ended, I heard James in the doorway saying, "Not me, Katie."
That made, I thought, nine different men. Somewhere way back in my conscience, I heard my mother's voice disgustedly saying, "Nine different men fucking your dirty whore's cunt? Katie Ashley Muggleton, if there's a slut bigger than you in this world, no one knows who it is!"
I ignored that judgemental little voice, of course, and eagerly waited for the music to resume. When it did, soft, determined hands stroked across my body. These hands were firmer, more insistent, and my body reacted accordingly. Aching with need, my mind and body galloped toward my climactic peak, but before I could throw myself from it, more hands separated my firm, toned, and curvy ass cheeks, and an oiled finger slid into my ass.
The shock of being suddenly anally penetrated jolted my wandering mind back to reality and backed my orgasm up. Then, before I could leap over the unanticipated block, I was picked up by my armpits and the backs of my knees. They moved me backward a few steps before lowering me down. I knew I was close to the floor when I felt a rigid, throbbing cock at my back entrance. A hand adjusted that cock's position, and I sank onto it. It slid deliciously into my tight ass, and I sighed gratefully, expecting to be viciously and deliciously rogered. Instead, strong arms slid under my armpits and locked behind my head. Then, feet slid behind my Achilles tendons, hooked around, and spread my legs as wide as possible. My back lay against a slender but toned body, and when he leaned back, it exposed my dripping entrance to anyone in the room.
I found out I was lying on James when he said, "Relax, my darling Katie. I've decided that you're too turned on to endure the teasing we were going to subject you to. My boys are all extremely sexually excited, too. So, we will run a train through your slutty cunt to relieve your and my boys' frustrations before we get to the really fun stuff. Feel free to relax and cum as often as you can."
As soon as he finished talking, a body knelt between my legs and a cock pressed at my entrance. The man pushed, and his averagely lengthed but quite thick cock slid into my soaking pussy. My needs were rampant, and I orgasmed almost as quickly as the cock came inside me. That man pulled out, and I immediately felt another slide home. The sheer sluttiness of what I was doing crashed me into another orgasm when I felt the cock spunk into me.
James began flexing his sturdy cock inside my ass as a third cock entered me. This time, before I could cum, the man pulled out and came on my tummy. But with James' cock pulsing in my tight ass and loving having cum splash on me, I yowled as another orgasm claimed me.
Next, my swamped pussy received another cock and a third load. Numbers five and six also quickly spat inside my overfilled pussy. So far, I'd received five loads inside my sopping pussy and one on my taut abdomen. However, the fun had only just begun because three more cocks were consecutively forced into my amazingly tight pussy. All three added their loads to my swamped vulva.
After all nine men who had removed my clothing and played with me had orgasmed in or on me, strong hands grabbed my armpits and legs, lifted me off James and turned me over. I felt James slithering out and someone else sliding into his place. The hands lowered my squelching pussy onto an enormously long, deliciously rigid tool. It slid into me until its head nestled delightfully against my cervix.
"Your ass is still amazingly tight, my darling slut Katie," James breathed as he shoved his broadly girthed cock back into my willing ass.
"Oh, Gawd!" I moaned as my slutty desires smashed me against another climax's cliff.
An unknown number of men took turns on the bottom in my sweltering pussy, or on top, fucking my gaping ass. I assumed they were the nine that had helped to remove my clothing, but there may have been one or ten more because cocks were constantly shoved into my holes, making me orgasm before cumming in me. Both of my love holes gushed cum from them, but I wasn't close to being satiated and felt cheated because I hadn't sucked a single cock.
"Patience, my love," James soothed as if he'd heard my thoughts. "You had my boys so excited that I had to use your sublime body to ease their aching balls so they'd gain control. We're ready for the good stuff now." James had spoken from beneath me, so at least I knew who was currently in my oozing pussy.
I expected another cock to penetrate my ass. But instead, it pushed against my drooling pussy lips and forced itself in beside James'. Doubly penetrated in my tight, slippery pussy, I opened my mouth to voice my approval and a throbbing, rubbery cock filled it. Powerful men's hands gripped mine, and when they turned them, I opened my palms, and more cocks filled them.
Having two cocks in my grippingly tight pussy and one each in my hands and mouth further ignited my raging libido, and I screamingly orgasmed. The cocks in my vagina worked out a pounding rhythm, and I swiftly climbed to another climactic peak.
Then, the cocks inside me jerked roughly before hesitating, expanding, and exploding inside me. They pulled out of me, and I felt their slimy loads oozing from my abused pussy and ass and oozing along my perineum. The men moved clear, and I was lifted again and lowered onto another rampantly erect cock. Then, I felt another penis pushing at my entrance, and I was doubly filled again. The cock that was in my mouth returned, and I made it cum before the cocks in my pussy filled me with their seed. The thick cocks in my hands were pulled out, and I sensed their owners were vigorously jerking them. With twin groans, the men spat their sticky goo over my breasts and chin.
Next, I was lifted and turned again. I almost protested when I felt two cocks on my tiny dark star. 'There's no way two cocks fit in there!' my mind protested before they popped in almost without an effort.
Hands gripped my massive rack and dragged me back until I lay prone on one of the bodies whose cock was in my ass. Someone lay between my lewdly splayed thighs and rammed his thick cock into my cum-dribbling pussy. Then, cocks filled my hands and mouth. Revelling in being quadruple penetrated, I gripped and tugged the cocks in my hand firmly.
I was close to a titanic climax when James ripped my mask off. I blinked to clear my sight and then looked about. Adam and Noah lay on their backs with their bums pressed together. Noah's right leg was under Adam's left, and his left was over Adam's right. They'd held their cocks upright against each other as I was lowered onto them. Jimmy lay on me, fucking my sloppy pussy, and James was in my mouth. I held two cocks in my hands, belonging to Brian and a man I didn't know.
My position matched several of Annie's photos, and the visual of being multiple fucked like that exploded my mind. I clenched my eyes closed, screamed, opened them, howled, closed them, and picturing Annie quadruple pierced as I was, orgasmed louder and harder than ever.
I didn't realise that I'd passed out until I awoke with cocks passively possessing my nether regions. "Do I hear you saying 'red', Katie?" James asked.
"Heck, no!" I giggled. "You boys will wear out before I do."
The boys laughed before they fucked me again. I experienced two cocks in my ass with two in my hands, one in my pussy and another in my mouth twice more before they lifted and turned me again. Then, I had two in my pussy and one in my ass as well as the others in their typical positions.
Sometime later, as the birds sang their awakening song in the dawn's early light, we collapsed into a messy, cum-soaked heap and slept.
When I woke up, only James, Jimmy and Brian were left. I don't know what happened to the others, and I even wondered if it had all been a wine-fuelled dream. But my sodden, aching pussy, ass, and jaw, as well as the dried cum covering seemingly every inch of my shapely body, hair and face, belied that thought.
James insisted that I remain naked and wouldn't let me shower as he led me to the kitchen table. Jimmy made breakfast as James and I perused the pictures and video he'd taken the previous night. I giggled guiltily at the photos of my severely stretched asshole and pussy with two enormous cocks stuffed in them. But strangely, during the whole sordid experience, I'd somehow maintained my aloof, alluring demeanour. Instead of slutty, my photos showed a lusty, rambunctious woman enjoying being fucked by multiple cocks. I hate to say it, but I looked classy. A classily fucked whore, to be sure. But classy, nevertheless. I thought it was the type of 'leaked sex tape' that had launched the careers of the likes of that Kardashian woman.
Jimmy took me home after I'd eaten breakfast and dressed. James still laughingly refused to let me shower, saying that he knew how much delight my extended family would have when I returned home, a cum filled and covered, disgraced mess. Weirdly, but probably because of the only partly sublimated slut imperative, I found that image an erotic turn-on.
When we got to my place, Jimmy helped me out of the car. This time, he openly admired my swollen, cum oozing pussy when I purposefully put one foot on the ground first and turned so my short dress rode up. I had no idea where the rest of the clothes I'd worn when I arrived at James' place were. All I had on was the short opaque sundress I'd taken to return home in and my stockings, suspenders, and heels. Weirdly, everything remained whole and undamaged despite the vigour of the previous night's sex.
After walking me to the door, Jimmy kissed my cheek lovingly and thanked me for a wondrous night. I smiled at him and then turned and entered my home to the tune of my extended family giving me grief about my night of slutty shame. The whistles and catcalls screeched to a stop when I got close enough for them to see that every part of me not hidden by my dress was covered with flaking and powdery dried semen.
"OMG, Momma!" Jennifer enviously exclaimed. "It looks like every inch of you is covered with cum!"
"It is!" I answered triumphantly, dropping my dress and doing a slow pirouette. As I turned, I alternately spread my ass cheeks and pussy lips to better display the cum that still oozed from them.
"Grab her, girls," Johnny commanded. "Let's get her in the shower and clean before we mess her up again!"
We were all laughing as the girls picked me up and carried me to the main upstairs bathroom. The shower in there was the biggest in the house, and we managed to squeeze the six of us in. Hands flew over my luscious breasts, sweet, tight little pussy, and along my ass crack, delving into my little chocolate star. Surprisingly, none of my love holes felt raw or overstretched, and I revelled in the sensuously skilled hands wandering over my abused but still willing body.
I was carefully washed from head to toe, carried to my room and sat on my bed, where the girls blow-dried and styled my hair. Next, they pushed me onto my back and dragged me to the bed's centre. Then, as the girls took turns to kiss me and suckle my aching, puffy nipples sensually, Johnny covered my tall, shapely body and slid his long, rigid cock into my slippery pussy.
Holding me with his arms under my armpits and on my shoulders, my son gazed lovingly down on me as he gently slid his enormous cock in and out. "Tell us about it, Mom," he requested. "How many extra lovers did you take last night?"
"Only nine, I think," I confessed.
"Why do you only 'think' it was nine, and how does 'only' go with nine, Mom?" Johnny grinningly asked. "Why don't you know an exact number?"
I explained how the night went and how I was blindfolded for most of it. I did explain that I saw and fucked nine guys in total after James had removed the blindfold. Three were previous lovers: James, Jimmy, and Brian. The new ones whose names I knew were Adam and Noah. I didn't know who the other four men were. Plus, I didn't know if there were others who had fucked me and then left after I'd worn them out.
"What was it like being helpless and unable to see whilst many unknown men used you, Momma?" Gina asked wonderingly and enviously.
"Well, first," I explained. "I knew that James would never do something that would hurt me or cause me emotional distress, so I felt totally safe. If I hadn't, I'd never have been able to relax and enjoy the delicious sensation of an unknown cock sliding into me and possessing my tight love holes. Then, I knew that one of the other men using my divine body to get off was Jimmy, and he, too, would ensure I remained safe, so that helped.
"Finally, it was that all the men who took me were so gentle and loving with how they did me. Wait, that doesn't make sense because I was pounded about as firmly as I've ever been, but I never felt that the men in me were only trying to get off. Instead, it seemed they were trying to make me cum. And, cum, I did," I giggled guiltily. "Too many times to have any idea how many."
My story clearly excited my lovers because the girls quickly formed a daisy chain, each with their mouths locked to another's pussy. Johnny held me tightly as he ravaged my well-used pussy. "Cum for me, my little slut Mommie!" He demanded, and I did! Johnny waited until I crested a second time before he did as he had threatened and messed up my momentarily clean pussy by filling it with his seed.



Johnny rolled onto his back, taking me with him. I stretched across his tall, leanly muscled, powerful body and slept happily. The girls beside us each had a nice orgasm before they surrounded my son and me and dozed with us.
Courtney ringing my phone woke me up. I climbed off my son groggily and stumbled about, looking for it. It rang out before I found it, but it rang again almost immediately. "Hey, babe," I sleepily mumbled. "Sorry, but I was asleep and couldn't find my phone."
"All good, Katie," Courtney cheerily responded. "Just confirming that Maddie and I will be there by mid-afternoon and will stay the night. Caoimhe is coming, too."
"What time is it now?" I asked, forgetting I could look at my phone.
"Midday, babe," Courtney replied. "Did you pull an all-nighter? You seem completely out of it!"
"Something like that," I replied, refusing to feel guilty.
"Okay, Katiekins, I'll let you go back to sleep," Courtney chuckled and hung up.
I got back on the bed and snuggled my back and sexy bottom against my son's front, where his cock bulged lewdly from his groin. It was probably only a piss-fat, but I was horny and backed onto it anyway.
"Insatiable Mommie slut," Johnny quietly chuckled into my ear as his strong right hand brushed across my puffy nipples before snaking across my sexily curved tummy and onto my thick clit. He played with my love button as he gently pumped into me. As I said, I was horny, so it only took a few minutes until I bit his hand to prevent a squeal and came on his lengthy cock. "Hmm," Johnny softly moaned as he spat his delicious spunk into his mother's sweet pussy. Johnny hugged me tightly, whispered, "Thank you, Momma," and smiled against my neck. We were both asleep moments later.
I woke up about an hour later feeling like I could finally face the world. The girls had all disappeared, leaving only my son. Johnny muttered as I rolled off the bed but didn't wake. I gazed at his bouncing cock lustfully, amazed by his youthful vigour, but decided to let him sleep. After showering and douching my 'lady bits', including my tight little star, I dressed in a middy, bright yellow sundress and went looking for something to eat.
I waved at Patty and my girls, who were all in the pool and made a BLTC (Bacon, Lettuce, Tomato, Cheese) sandwich. As the bacon cooked, I made a pot of black tea. Then, after assembling my sandwich, I took it, a cup, and the pot of tea outside to the patio table.
Johnny staggered into my kitchen about half an hour later. I made him two sandwiches of the same type that I had and another for me, and he joined me at the outside table. I'd remembered to take my phone with me when I came downstairs, so I opened the lock screen and handed it to him. Johnny opened the photos first, whistled, and immediately suggested the girls should come and watch with him.
They were still awedly scrolling through the many photos and videos James and others had taken when Courtney, Maddie, and Caoimhe walked through my kitchen and joined us on the patio. Johnny casually closed my phone and put it on the table as the new arrivals sat.
"What were you watching?" Courtney disinterestedly asked.
"Some naughty sex videos and pictures featuring Mom," Johnny truthfully deadpanned. However, his flat, deadpan delivery turned his truthful answer into what sounded like a teasing joke, and everyone laughed.
"Are we calling you Kim Muggleton now?" Maddie joked. "Or is it Paris?"
"Given how big her tits are," Courtney teased. "Maybe it's Pamela?"
The names continued. "Chyna?" Someone called.
"Jennifer?" Another offered.
"Tila?" Was next.
It was all good fun and immediately took the attention away from the raunchy pics and videos on my phone.
A little later, when everyone else was distracted, Johnny whispered, "I checked, Mom. It doesn't look like anyone forwarded any videos or pics from your phone. Of course, there's no way of knowing if anyone else took photos or recorded things on their devices until they start leaking. But I doubt that James would allow that."
Gina and my girls offered to cook dinner. We were having a good old-fashioned fry-up with lamb chops, steak, sausages, bacon, eggs, and sliced potatoes and tomatoes. Maddie and Caoimhe offered to help, but I waylaid Caoimhe as she was on her way to my kitchen and took her up to my room. Entering my room, I wrapped my arms around the petite young woman and asked, "How are things with you and Maddie?"
"Well, Katie, it's been barely over a week since you put us together. Thanks for that, by the way." Then she giggled, "But it is going fanfuckingtastic! Other than when I'm at uni and she's in school, we haven't been apart."
"Maddie's what? About nine months younger than you? Is that a problem?"
"No!" Caoimhe averred. "Her natural dominance makes her seem much older than her physical age." Caoimhe giggled again before adding, "She has my pussy constantly wet and my little love button throbbing all the time. Plus, her mom has wholly embraced her new submissive persona, so the three of us fuck all the time, and the sex is awesome!"
Just then, Maddie banged through my door. She glared at me, put her hands on her hips and snarled, "And what exactly do you think you're doing with my girl?"
"Fucking her if I wanted to," I sweetly said. "Luckily for you, I wouldn't come between Caoimhe and her new Mistress like that."
Maddie stared daggers at me, but before she could speak, I added, "Madison Barbara McKenzie, think before you bite off more than you can chew. You do not want to try yourself against me because you will lose. If I desired, I could take Caoimhe, your mother, and your father from you. I love you and adore the sex we've had together, but I will not put up with you throwing jealous temper tantrums. Jealousy only confirms your insecurity. How can you pretend to be the calm, dominant, forceful personality when you're throwing hissy fits?"
Maddie's glare softened, and she bashfully replied, "You're right on all counts, Aunty Katie. You're twice as beautiful and sexually attractive as I am, and I have no doubts you could take everyone I love away from me. It is your very beauty and elegance that has me jealous and insecure around you. I apologise, and Caoimhe, I'm sorry I doubted you."
"Maddie, my love," I told her. "You are every bit as gorgeous, sexy and elegant as I am. It's just that I've had many more years of experience using my feminine wiles than you. I'm told that I can switch between dominance and submission quickly and easily. However, you must know that I am innately submissive, and you will always be a superior Domme to me. If you wish, I can help you with your hair, makeup and clothes to further enhance your beautiful face and gorgeous figure?"
"You always look so beautiful and elegant, Aunty Katie," Maddie wistfully said. "I'd give my left tit to look as good as you!"
"Ahh, it's all just smoke and mirrors," I demurred. "The right makeup with the right clothes and hair, and you jump from a seven to a ten instantly."
"And precisely how much makeup are you wearing now, Katie?" Caoimhe asked.
"Well, none," I blushed.
"And yet, you're still a ten," Maddie stated. "More, if the scale allowed."
"Okay," I said embarrassedly. "Enough about me. Maddie, I do not believe you came to my room to berate me for trying to seduce Caoimhe. Instead, if we were fucking, you would have dropped your trousers, exposing your 'cock', and joined in. Now, Miss McKenzie, what has your knickers in a bunch? And what did you want to talk to me about?" I gazed at the two pretty young women before me and intuitively added, "Hmm. Caoimhe, better go get Courtney, too."
"How do you do that, Aunty Katie?" Maddie wondered as Caoimhe scampered from the room to get Courtney.
"What?" I asked absently, wondering what could have my three visitors worried.
"Jump over the bullshit and intuit the real problem. You do it all the time," she accused.
"Voodoo," I joked. "You know how your left knee occasionally twinges?" Maddie nodded. "It's because I'm sticking a pin in your voodoo doll."
"But my knee does twinge," Maddie said wonderingly.
"I know," I giggled. "Remember when you twisted it at school while staying at our place when your mom and dad had their Caribbean holiday?"
"I was like, five," Maddie protested. "How do you remember things like that?"
"Because I love you, silly," I told her. "Of course, I remember those things." Then I grinned and teasingly said, "And I remember you eating all my 'chocolates' when you stayed with us when you were eight."
Maddie grimaced and said, "They were laxatives."
"Yup," I grinned. "Dosage: one tablet, twice daily. How many did you eat?"
"The whole damned box!" Maddie growled, not remembering the incident fondly. Truthfully, neither did I. Who knew that an eight-year-old girl's bottom could hold that much poop? Or how far it could spray?
Caoimhe returned with Courtney, and I encouraged them to squeeze in beside Maddie on the loveseat. Then, I sat on my bed and asked, "Okay, you three obviously have something you want to ask me. So, girls, what's up your," I pointed at Caoimhe, "tiny," I moved my finger to Maddie, "muscular," I aimed at Courtney, "and saggy bottoms?"
Maddison spoke for the three, "Mom and I don't want to stop being lovers when Dad comes home. But neither do we want to sneak around behind his back. The only solution I can see is for him and me to become lovers, too. Caoimhe says that her dad is her mom's bitch, and she fucks them both. I want to make Dad my bitch, and for all four of us to be lovers. But, Aunty Katie, we have no idea how to make that happen. As you know, Dad is pretty straight-laced, and I'm worried that if I try anything, he'll freak out, and it will destroy my family."
"What makes you think that I can help?" I asked.
Maddie looked at the other two before saying, "Because Caoimhe and Mom say that if anyone can, you can. Caoimhe says you fixed things with their family, and we think you can do the same with ours."
I was about to say I had no idea how to make what they wanted to happen happen. But then, I got a flash of, well, not exactly, inspiration. It was more of a fledgling idea that might work if I could make the various parts gel. Instead of saying "no", I replied, "Let me think about it. I have an inkling of an idea that might create the scenario you need to convince your dad to play with his youngest daughter, but I need to map it and the possible consequences out. Including, am I prepared to risk your mother's and father's friendship to do this for you."
I held my hand up to quell Maddie's protest. "Before you argue, Miss Madison. That is the best you will get from me tonight."
Maddie grumblingly agreed, and we returned to the kitchen in time for Patty and my girls to serve dinner.
Because it was a warm night, we girls wore little more than bikini bottoms and tops or wraps as we gathered at the patio tables to eat. Freddy had come over to hang out, and I'm sure he enjoyed the view at least as much as my son did. He rudely paid less attention to Jennifer than he should have, given they were regular lovers and even mostly ignored me. Instead, he tried to seduce Maddie, even though she was the only woman wearing boardies and a T-shirt instead of a bikini and/or a wrap. If he'd paid any attention at all, he would have seen that Maddie had a 'cock' pushed along her shorts leg, much as he had.
Of course, that was not something I could put up with, so when Freddy went to the kitchen to get more beers for him and Johnny, I followed him in and confronted him. "So, Mister Freddy Singleton, we have returned to our childish, pre-pubescent ways, have we?" I said sweetly but with an undertone of steely indignation.
Freddy knew he was in trouble because I'd used 'Freddy' instead of Rick as I'd begun to. But being a typically dense male, he did not know why and missed the sarcasm and anger in my 'sweet tone'. "I'm not sure why you'd say that, Momma," he hesitatingly replied.
I wore only a Microkini bottom with a see-through wrap in a tube around my extensive bosom. My puffy nipples showed delightfully through my wrap.
It was time to drive home my earlier lessons, so I lovingly wrapped my arms around his neck. I pressed my barely covered breasts against his muscular chest and my sparsely covered pussy, with its tiny landing strip I'd explicitly grown for the young man in my arms, showing against his groin. Of course, his body reacted in the usual way. I smiled and swayed my hips, rubbing my clit across his swiftly inflating cock. "Let me see, hmm," I hummed. "Why would I say that, little boy Freddy?"
Freddy stiffened and tried to back away from me, offended by me calling him a 'boy' and a little one at that, but I wouldn't let him. "Oh," I continued. "I remember, instead of lovingly and warmly greeting your two current lovers, Jennifer and me, you totally ignored us to pursue a forlorn romance with Maddie. Then, when I confront you about that, you immediately revert to calling me 'Momma' despite me saying that you should call me Katie or endearments like 'my love, honey, etc.' Is this acceptable behaviour for a real man who knows how to be the man for a sexually submissive woman, little Freddy Singleton?"
"Ahh, shit," Freddy breathed. "Forgive me, Katie, I've been an ass. But why is my pursuit of Maddie forlorn, if I may ask?"
I sighed as I continued to use my sublime assets to turn Freddy on. "Even you must know that Caoimhe is a lesbian who only occasionally indulges in heterosexual sex, right?" Freddy nodded. "Then you must have ignored that Caoimhe was sitting in Maddie's lap, and they were kissing when you arrived. In case you're still missing the obvious, Mister Freddy Albert Singleton. Maddie's a lesbian, you dolt!"
"Ahh, shit," Freddy muttered again. "I've been doubly an ass. In my defence, Katie, my love. I didn't do it on purpose. It was more of a careless, unthinking act."
"Yes, it was. And precisely, how do you think Jennifer feels right now? She knows that she's only a substitute until my daughter returns and you resume your chase of her, and now you ignore her to chase another woman she feels she can't compete with."
"Ahh, shit," Freddy said yet again as the realisation of his hurtful behaviour washed over him. "I need to fix this. Katie, please accept my apologies, and I promise to meditate on what I've done and learn from it. But, if you will excuse me, I need to apologise to Jennifer and fix what I've done."
"Yes, Rick, you do," I smiled as I released him, job done.
Freddy hurried outside and around to Jennifer. He knelt before her and took her hands before sincerely apologising. Then, he pulled her to her feet and said, "There's a delightful little chocolate and coffee shop in Bulimba that's open late, my love. Would you please accompany me there so I can show you how sorry I am for my behaviour?"
Everyone clapped when Jennifer said "Yes", and the two disappeared upstairs so Jennifer could change. I knew my young charge would be smiling and walking funny when I saw her after uni tomorrow. Well, assuming she stayed the night and went straight to her course instead of coming home first.
"Well done, Momma," Charmaine said approvingly. "But she needs a man she can call her own."
We enjoyed a night of laughter and conversation until it was time for those who needed to be up early to go to bed. I didn't know how much time Caoimhe was getting alone with her new Mistress, or even whether Maddie had considered Caoimhe's needs, so I encouraged those two to sleep together and took Courtney to bed with me.
We talked as we snuggled, with Courtney confessing her fears about being a lesbian now but not wanting to give up the orgasms. She wondered why, if she were genuinely submissive, it had taken her daughter to bring it out.
I observed that away from work, Ewan was quite placid and laid back with the way he handled things with their kids and her. At work, Ewan is a dynamo who inspires his staff to heights of service that are rarely seen in large department stores. His staff is motivated and knowledgeable, which is why we do all our furnishings and electrical shopping in his store.
I considered that before asking, "Why haven't you two bought a franchise store instead of Ewan managing one for someone else? We manage your finances, so I know you can afford to buy one, so why haven't you done so?"
"Ewan doesn't like being 'the man'," Courtney explained. "He likes being the guy 'the man' relies on and goes to to get things done. He says it's 'all care and no responsibility'. When the store closes, he's done for the day and doesn't have to worry about ensuring the bills are paid. All he has to do is finalise the day's sales and the employee timesheets, ensure the stock's ordered, and ...," she trailed off, realising that Ewan pretty much did the owner's job except his house and finances weren't in trouble if the store failed.
"He's too passive to accept being the guy who is ultimately responsible," she muttered.
Listening to my friend speak as we cuddled in the bed convinced me my burgeoning plan had some merit. But I needed a lot more information before I could swing it into action. "At home, babe, who made most of the important decisions?"
"Like what, Katie?" Courtney asked. "If you mean things like where to school the kids or where to buy our house, then they were joint decisions. If you mean the day-to-day stuff, that's all me."
"No, I mean like when it's time to buy a new car or appliance, and where you invest your money. Like, umm," I thought for an example. "Like, did Ewan decide to shift your money to us, or was it a joint decision?"
Courtney shifted uncomfortably before admitting, "Ewan wanted to stay with Pepperstone because of the safety of being with a large firm, but I convinced him to trust Sean. And, Katie," she rushed to assure me. "We're very glad we did because our investments are growing way faster than when Sean was at Pepperstone."
"I wasn't bothered, babe," I told her as I considered her responses. Full of thoughts, I asked, "Would you say that Ewan is more passive than dominant? That maybe he's even submissive to you? That he prefers to follow than lead, except when he's at work and has to act 'the alpha male'?"
"You know, Katie," Courtney answered after thinking about her and Ewan's relationship for a moment. "That's exactly what he's like. I just hadn't thought about it like that before. I remember getting frustrated many times because he would defer seemingly all decisions to me, and I had to make them without his input."
"Do you think that's why your natural submissiveness has been hidden until now?"
"Possibly," Courtney replied. "Ewan was so dominant when we were at uni, and he set his sights on me. But once we got married, he's become more and more passive."
"Which left you vulnerable to your very dominant daughter. She took the role Ewan should have had in your life."
"So you think I'm still basically straight, but what? I react sexually to being dominated?"
"Yes," I replied. "I call it being dom-sexual. The gender of the emotionally calm, dominant person instructing your behaviour doesn't matter. It's that they're calm, dominant, controlled and patiently insistent."
"Oh, I don't know, Katie," Courtney denied. "I still wonder if Ms Petersen didn't get it right, and I'm nothing but a big old dyke."
"I can prove you're not, Courts, if you want," I assured her. "But you will have to do something naughty that I'm not sure you're up for."
"Like what?"
"Fuck my son with me."
"No way!" Courtney exclaimed. "It's bad enough that I'm cheating on Ewan with you, my daughter, and Caoimhe. But at least you're all women and guys like that, right? But if I fuck Johnny, then that's just plain cheating, and if Ewan finds out, he'll totally freak out! And rightly so!"



Her problem was that we were naked and cuddled closely together. Courtney's tiny nipples on her pillowy B+-cup breasts were against my much larger, puffy ones. Plus, her shaved pussy was pushed against my hip. When I suggested she fuck Johnny, her nipples stiffened and bored into mine, and her pussy spasmed and suddenly blazed against my hip.
I giggled before teasing, "It seems like your diamond-tipped nipples and sweltering pussy like the idea!"
"Bitch!" Courtney spat, then laughed, too. But then she held my curvy bum and subconsciously ground her suddenly soaking pussy against my hip. "Okay," she mumbled. "If I do agree to do this, what does it prove?"
I drawled, "How many lesbians want a 7+ inch flesh cock attached to a real man in their pussies, do you reckon?"
"None, you'd assume," Courtney agreed.
"Johnny is precisely what I think you need in a lover, honey," I told her. "He may be just short of his twenty-first birthday, but he is emotionally mature, calm, and dominant. If you react to him as eagerly as you have to Maddie, then you have your proof that you're reacting to their dominance and not because you're a lesbian." Then I growled, "Besides, what's so wrong with being a lesbian?"
"Nothing!" Courtney emphasised. "Though it would ruin my marriage, and I don't want to get divorced. I know I love Ewan, but I need to understand why I'm reacting the way I am." She thought about what I'd said and made a decision, "Fuck it! Get him in here, and let's do this!"
"You're going to get strange cock in your slutty pussy," I teased as I sat up and got my phone.
"Jaysus, Katie!" Courtney gasped. "Don't say it like that because it makes me feel ..."
"Like a dirty slut?" I innocently asked as I rang Johnny's phone.
"Bitch!" Courtney amusedly spat, knowing I was only teasing.
I'd put the phone on speaker, and Johnny's voice rang through the room when he sleepily answered, "Mom? Is everything okay? Why are you calling me?"
"I need you down here, baby boy," I told him. "Bring Gina, and assume you'll sleep here for the rest of the night."
"Ah, okay, umm, why?"
I giggled and replied, "Because someone in here needs a big stiff cock up her wet cu ...," and I couldn't say it! Good lawd, I'm such a prude!
Johnny knew why I'd suddenly shut down and chuckled, but I'd tanned his hide many times for using that word, and he wouldn't say it, either. "We'll be right there," he said and hung up.
Johnny entered my room with Gina a few seconds later. They'd thrown robes over their shoulders but wore nothing else.
I'd slid out of bed and put a robe on to wait for them, and Johnny looked at me quizzically when he came in. I shifted my eyes to Courtney and back to him. "Courtney and her daughter have entered a Dom/sub relationship with Maddie as the Domme," I explained. "Courtney, until a few weeks ago with me, has never had an affair with a woman before, and she's worried that she's become a lesbian. I've assured her that it's submitting to someone that's exciting her, not that Maddie's her daughter and a woman. But Courtney's having problems believing that. I'll leave her to explain if she wants, but there is a good reason for her fear."
"What do you need us to do?" Johnny asked.
"Just you, babe," Gina intuited. "She needs to know she's still a red-blooded woman to whom a red-blooded man is attracted. She needs you to show her what it means to be fucked by a caring, dominant man who will take her to the heights of ecstasy. In other words, Johnny. Courtney needs you to fuck her brains out, and if Katie and I were to join in, Courtney would worry she was sexually reacting to us and not you."
"You don't mind?" Johnny asked.
"Of course not," Gina replied with a wicked grin. "Momma and I will watch from the loveseat, and I'm sure we can keep ourselves entertained."
Johnny turned to examine Courtney. Courtney had sat up against the headboard, with the sheet and quilt pulled up to her chin. She looked at Johnny nervously before grinning weakly.
"Mrs McKenzie, you will step out of the bed and stand here before me," Johnny demanded, pointing to a spot before him, his voice deep and resonant.
Gina and I looked at each other before grabbing each other's hands to prevent us from standing where our man had instructed.
I'm sure that it was much to her surprise, but Courtney slowly, hesitatingly, moved the quilt and sheet aside and got out of bed. Her hands waved nervously as she thought of covering herself, but she forced her hands into fists beside her hips and walked to where Johnny had indicated.
Johnny commanded, "Interlock your fingers behind your head and push your elbows as wide as possible. Also, spread your feet about shoulder-width apart. You will hold your shoulders back and your head high, but you will look at the ground three feet in front of you."
Courtney reluctantly took the position that Johnny had demanded. Her entire body was suffused red with her embarrassment, but her wanton needs betrayed her, because arousal positively flowed down her inner thighs.
"This position is known as a presentation pose," Johnny explained as he circled my trembling friend. "It is also correction position one. If you displease me, I will be forced to correct you," he continued. "When I say, 'Assume correction position one', this is the pose you will take."
Courtney nodded, but Johnny insisted, "The correct answer is, 'Yes, Sir'. Do I hear that, or do I need to begin correcting now?"
"Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir," Courtney said humbly.
"Good girl," Johnny told her, and Courtney blushed again, pleased to be told she was a 'good girl'. He walked around her again. "Mrs McKenzie, I will not do anything you do not want me to do to you. To that end, you have two warning words you can use to ensure your safety. They are 'orange' and 'red'. Orange means that things have gotten a little too intense for you, and you need me to slow down before you lose it. Red indicates that you're overwhelmed and want things to stop immediately. If I hear you say 'red', I will immediately get off the bed or step away from you. If that happens, I will get Mom and leave you in her capable hands."
Courtney nodded, then remembered and said, "Yes, Sir."
"Tell me your understanding of what I just said," Johnny urbanely demanded. Courtney answered his query satisfactorily as Johnny continued his slow walk around her. He stopped before my friend and said, "I will touch and inspect you now. My inspection will include your entire body from your head down, including your breasts, ass and pussy. Do you object?"
Settling herself more firmly on her heels, with fresh arousal pouring down her inner thighs, Courtney said, "No, Sir."
Johnny moved behind Courtney and began by softly patting her hair, getting my friend used to being touched sensually by someone other than her husband. I knew that Maddie had touched her sexually often, but I doubted there'd been any sensual love between the two women.
Courtney took a deep breath before shuddering, relaxing, and slowly exhaling. Unawarely, she began following my son's stroking hands as he petted her head. Courtney's eyes had closed, and she didn't see the smug grin that Johnny flashed me and Gina. Johnny extended his pets to Courtney's shoulders and upper arms. Then he stroked down her elbows, forearms and hands. On his upward strokes, my son lightly touched Courtney's inner wrists and elbows, letting the backs of his fingers brush across the outsides of her slightly saggy breast globes.
Staying behind her, Johnny pressed his barely covered, long cock against her flabby bottom and cupped Courtney's pillowy breasts. Next, he bent his left elbow and held her right breast cupped in his big hand. Pinching and rolling Courtney's tiny nipples in between his thumb and forefinger, Johnny stroked his right hand across my friend's pliant stomach and over her recently shaved mons.
"You're not overweight, Mrs McKenzie," he told her. "But neither are you fit and toned. That's disappointing because it takes away from your innate beauty. If I am to be your dominant, then you will start exercising with Mom.
"Yes, Sir," Courtney willingly said, stifling her aroused moans.
Johnny inscribed small half circles up and around Courtney's clit, and my gorgeous friend protestingly moaned and lifted onto her toes, trying to get Johnny's fingers to touch her clitoris. Of course, he simply rode up with her and left his fingers precisely where they were.
Johnny chuckled when Courtney moaned frustratedly but warned, "There's no going back beyond here, Mrs McKenzie. If I thumb your clit and finger your pussy, you will climax, and my cock will go inside you. Then you'll orgasm many times after that. Do you want me to continue, or will you say 'Red' and escape with your honour intact?"
Courtney looked beseechingly at me, but I was so turned on that I had Gina between my splayed thighs and my fingers stuffed in her slippery pussy. She gaped at that luscious sight, and her head fell back against Johnny's broad shoulder.
"Please, I want you to," Courtney mumbled as her entire body shuddered with unrequited need.
"What do you want me to do, Mrs McKenzie?" Johnny asked. "Tell me specifically what you want."
"I want you to make me cum and then fuck me," Courtney pleaded as my son's thumb inched tantalisingly closer to her clit.
"Your wish is my command," Johnny chuckled. He instantly moved his thumb onto her clit and manipulated it as she thrust two gingers into Courtney's pussy.
Johnny must have found my friend's sweet spot immediately because Courtney gasped, "Oh, shit!" and gushed fluids over Johnny's hand.
My son grinned at his girlfriend and me and mimed rubbing his fingers on his tunic to show he was pleased with his effort to get Courtney to orgasm so quickly. However, he was far from done. Johnny spun my friend around and bent her back as he reinserted his fingers, curling them back and instantly finding Courtney's G-spot again. Supporting her upper body effortlessly, Johnny thumbed Courtney's clit, and she quickly climaxed loudly for the second time.
Johnny held her suspended backward as he softly circled her clit with his thumb, waiting for her to return from her brief orgasmic trip. When Courtney's eyes opened and she looked at him, he said, "I'm going to lay you on the bed and fuck you, Mrs McKenzie. This will not be two lovers making sweet love. It will be two raunchy individuals fucking each other like the sluts they are. You ready?"
Courtney stared back at him like a deer caught in the headlights. Her married, sane brain may have been sending signals for her to refuse, but her instinctual body knew what it wanted, and her head tipped back, her pussy unawarely rose to force more pressure against her aching clit, and she moaned deep back in her throat.
Johnny read Courtney's body language, scooped her up in his strong arms and lay her in the middle of my bed. Grabbing my friend's calves, Johnny threw them back over his shoulders, grabbed his lengthy cock by its shaft, lined it up with Courtney's dripping entrance, and rammed it home.
"Ohhhhhhhh, shhhhhhhhhhhiiiiiiiiiittttttttt!" Courtney screamed and immediately gushed pussy fluids over my son's big, tight balls. She crested again almost immediately and then continuously climaxed over the next few minutes, each one slightly more intense than the last.
Johnny held my friend by her ankles, and he splayed them as far apart as possible as he pounded Courtney harder than she ever had been before, of that, I'm sure! My son's muscular abdomen crashed into my friend's clit with a resounding force that shook the bed and maybe the walls, too. Courtney's mouth was wide open, but the only sound that came out was a high-pitched keening that changed to excited yips when she experienced another orgasm. As her orgasms intensified, Courtney's keening went higher, and the yips were louder. It was blatantly obvious that she was about to explode into the stratosphere, with her body shattering into motes that would scatter across the cosmos.
"Play with your fuck switch," Johnny growled demandingly.
Courtney complied, and her world went bang! She lost all control of her tall, soft body and began bouncing and juddering on my son's enormous cock. Johnny continued pounding her until Courtney's breath ran out and her eyes closed. Then, Johnny rolled her onto her tummy and positioned his throbbing cock on Courtney's ring.
"You don't get off that easily, my slutty little Mrs McKenzie," Johnny snarled into Courtney's ear. "Sluts like you always need a good anal rogering to finish them off." Johnny increased his cock's pressure on Courtney's tiny dark star, but it wasn't enough to break through her knot yet.
Courtney tossed her head back and forth, but it was difficult to know if she was denying what Johnny said he would do or if it was still from her loss of bodily control. I was one proud mommie when my son took no risks and quietly asked, "Unless I hear a 'Red'? Mrs McKenzie, do you want me to stop?"
"No!" Courtney yelled vehemently. "No! Please, I need, I need ... I've never felt like this. Please, I need you to fuck my arse!" The last part of her sentence grew in volume and intensity as Johnny, hearing Courtney saying 'I need', forced his cock through her ring and into her tight ass.
Johnny again showed sexual maturity beyond his years. Instead of rutting my friend like most guys his age would, he held still, whispering endearments in Courtney's ear, allowing her to accustom to having a large, lengthy penis shoved up her rarely used ass.
Using what seemed to be her phrase of the night, Courtney shuddered and muttered, "Ohh, shit!" But as she did, her hips dropped down before pushing challenging back up at Johnny's possessing cock.
Johnny chuckled in Courtney's ear as he forced his hands under her body. His right hand moved to Courtney's tiny clit as his left rolled a nipple between its forefinger and thumb. "Tell me how much you like having my big cock in your dirt hole, Mrs McKenzie. Tell me how big a cock slut you are."
Hearing my son showing my friend cleverly that the last thing that she was was a lesbian should have had me beaming with pride, but I was too hot to pay much attention then. My imagination, of course, had me in Courtney's place. I guess Gina felt that way, too, because she balanced herself on her hands on the loveseat's edge and then turned herself upside down. Swing her shapely thigh over my head and using her knees to balance. Gina lowered her ragingly hot, dripping pussy onto my upturned head, which I'd rested on the sofa's backrest.
I moved slightly forward to allow Gina better access to my pussy which was equally as wet and hot as hers. The angle was visually exciting—a kind of sitting 69 with Gina upside down and between my long, toned thighs. My arms were wrapped around her slender waist to support her, and her mouth was pushed against my soaking pussy. It wasn't the most comfortable way to share oral sex with another. However, it didn't take long before we gushed pussy liquids into each other's mouths as we orgasmed.
As Gina and I played, I heard Courtney moaning, "Oh, Gawd, Johnny! I do love having your big cock in my tight ass. It feels so nasty and naughty having my best friend's son's huge cock shoved up my arse! Especially so, given she's watching from less than a metre away! Fuck my ass, Johnny. Fuck my slutty ass and fill it with your cum!"
So Johnny did! My son came in Courtney's ass twice before rolling off her. Courtney, who had climaxed numerous times as my son fucked her ass, lay exhausted, her ass gaping and oozing my son's thick man seed. But he gave her only a slight respite before rolling her over and going down on her sloppy pussy. Johnny angled his hips, pointing his flaccid cock in our direction. Gina and I took the hint, fetched washcloths from the en suite, carefully cleaned Johnny's cock and then took turns blowing him until he was rigidly erect again.
Moving up Courtney's soft, untoned body, my son sat on her pillowy breasts and slapped her face with his long cock. "How good a cock sucker are you?" He taunted. "I bet you choke before you swallow half of this." He slapped Courtney's nose with his cock and added, "In fact, I bet you can't take even a third without retching!"
Of course, with my friend being an ex-jock, he hit the sweet spot by challenging her physical abilities. Courtney grabbed Johnny's long, powerful cock and shoved it in her mouth. She did, indeed, choke before she got half of it in, but she swallowed determinedly and pulled on Johnny's ass cheeks until her nose pushed against his hairy abdomen. She'd done it! Swallowed my son's entire cock. My friend's determination and willingness to abase herself to prove a point impressed me. I thought it also confirmed how innately submissive my beautiful middle-aged friend was.
As he'd done when in Courtney's ass, Johnny held still as his lover acclimated to having her tonsils examined by his stupendous cock. Eventually, Courtney learned to breathe inward through her nose and outward around Johnny's cock, and she began sucking in earnest.
"You're good, Mrs McKenzie," Johnny complimented her. "Your husband's a lucky man!"
A jolt of fear shot through me because I feared what reminding Courtney she was cheating on her husband with a man half his age would do to her psyche. Fortunately, Johnny had read her right, and she moaned, reaching for her sweltering pussy to stimulate herself.
I was sorely tempted to go down on my friend's glistening pussy and suck my son's cum from it, but I knew it would make Courtney fear she was reacting sexually to me and not my son. That would feed her fears and set her back, so I tongued my future daughter-in-law instead, wishing she were Courtney.
I heard my son growl, "Swallow it all, Mrs McKenzie. Every single drop, or I'll spank that soft ass of yours!" from between Gina's shapely thighs and instantly climaxed as I imagined his long pole ejaculating directly into my stomach.
Johnny put Courtney through her paces for so long that even Gina and I were sated from cumming together. Eventually, we gave up and went to Johnny's bed to sleep.
As is typical, I was the first to enter my kitchen the following morning. I smiled, wondering if Johnny had woken my friend for some morning glory sex or if they were still asleep, exhausted from their fucking. My sexily thick clit throbbed as I remembered many mornings of waking up with a stretched and sore feeling pussy and ass, which were still drooling my lover's semen. Then I remembered that my son or husband would typically join me in the shower those mornings and use their hands and/or mouths to give me pleasure again, and I shifted uncomfortably on my stool as my arousal climbed.
Patty and Charmaine arrived next, closely followed by Gina. Caoimhe and Maddie stumbled in, looking and smelling like they'd only just stopped fucking. Which they probably only just had.
Maddie looked around blearily before asking, "Where's Mom? She didn't sleep in her room last night."
"She's still in my room," I dismissively replied. It wasn't up to me to tell Maddie that her mother had spent the night being right royally rogered by my son!
However, that sentiment mattered none because Johnny carried a beaming Courtney into the kitchen and sat on a chair with my friend still in his lap. They kissed passionately as Johnny openly groped and fondled Courtney's barely covered breasts.
"Mom!" Maddie stranglingly shrieked. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?"
"Kissing Katie's son," Courtney said smugly. "Get off your high horse, Madison," she continued. "You want to be your father's lover? Well, it starts here with Katie and Johnny convincingly proving to me that I'm not a lesbian. Now, Maddie, your Aunty Katie has a plan to get you what you want, and you will shut up, listen to it, and follow what she wants us to do. Or, Mads, Gawddammit, I will spank your tight ass and make you my bitch instead of your father yours!"



"You have a plan, Aunty Katie?" Maddie queried, suddenly submissive to her mother's anger.
Still more of a general idea than a plan," I confessed. "But you two need to get your father home on Saturday night so he can come over here with you. Plus, I need to rope Kath and Mike into this. Caoimhe, I assume you're willing to help? Of course, your mother will do anything for me, so she's in."
"Assuming she doesn't have to work, then I'd think so, yes," Caoimhe confirmed. "Let her know you need her ASAP, though, so she can get someone to cover."
"What devilry have you got planned, Mrs Muggleton?" Patty mirthfully enquired. "You know I'm in!"
"Sounds like someone's planning on taking yet another lover," Johnny teased. "Were you planning on asking my permission?"
I blushed because we hadn't discussed our family's position with the McKenzies yet, but if my plan for Friday night was to work, I needed both of them to be on board with it. So, taking a fearful breath, I asked Courtney and Maddie to sit down and explained to them how our family's dynamic worked. I began by showing them my ankle chain and what it said, as well as explaining the significance of the onyx necklace that I always wore now.
At the end of my lengthy explanation, I sat back fearfully, expecting to receive my friends' judgement and wrath and have them denounce me and walk out. Instead, Maddie leapt into my arms and covered my face with kisses.
"That's exactly how I want my family to be," she said excitedly. "Only with me as the dominant and not Dad. Mom's carried the emotional load for our family for too long, and Dad's always been a wimp. No, Mom, don't argue," she told a clearly flummoxed Courtney, who had given no sign she was going to. "We'll make Dad my bitch, and we'll have our house running the way we both know it should be. You'll be my lover, and we when fuck, my bitch. But outside then, we'll remain mother and daughter as we should be."
Courtney had remained silent despite her daughter's excited utterances, so I turned timidly towards her to accept her judgment. But Courtney surprised me, too. "Society says that I should judge and censure you and your family for your incestuous acts, Katie," she said thoughtfully. "But then, how can I when I make incestuous love with my daughter?" She frowned as she considered all that I'd said. Then, insightfully, she asked, "Your family of origin is incestuous, too, right? But if there is a more caring, loving family than yours, I cannot imagine it!"
She grinned before laughing hard, "Gawd, I remember your Dad and us sitting around that miniature table you had, sharing 'pretend cups of tea' as we had a 'doll's tea party'. Then there was that day you made him dress in one of your mother's old dresses, and you, your sisters, and Kath did his makeup. That was so funny for us and pretty demeaning for him. But he put up with it and even seemed to enjoy playing with us and making us laugh. Plus, he never said or did anything inappropriate in front of any of us. No, Katie. If there's a judgement to be made, it should be against the absent, uncaring fathers that most, like me, had."
Of course, that brought my tears, and when Patty said, "Courtney, that's the most beautiful, sweetest thing I've ever heard," I burst into big, racking sobs. The girls surrounded me with Johnny standing protectively near. We all had a good bawl, as women are wont to do, while sharing comforting hugs and kisses. Eventually, everyone left to go about their day, leaving only Courtney, Maddie, and me.
"So, my darling Katiekins," Courtney drawled. "Are you going to tell me your big plan?"
"Not yet," I refused. "I need to hear from Kath and Mike if they're coming over and are prepared to help. Then, I can start to put my ideas into shape. I'll run it past Kath to ensure I'm not blowing smoke out of my bottom. Plus, if it works like I think it will, it will be better if what happens is a surprise to you, Ewan and Maddie. That way, your responses will be natural and not forced."
"Well, it'll certainly be a surprise to Dad," Maddie said mirthfully.
"I will probably have to fuck your father to make my plan work, Maddie," I told her. "Will you cope with seeing that?" Maddie nodded, but I rammed my point home. "I will push your father onto his back and ride his cock, Maddie. Ewan's, your father's big cock will be in my tight little pussy right there before you. You sure you'll handle that?"
Maddie insisted she could, but then I added something risky for the Loughlin family and me, "Plus, you'll see your new lover riding her father's cock. How will you feel about that?"
"Caoimhe and I have already discussed that, Aunty Katie," Maddie surprisingly explained. "She and I didn't want any secrets between us that might raise their ugly heads and cause problems later. So we lay together and confessed all of our previous lovers. Caoimhe left her brother, father and mother out until I explained that I wanted to be my Dad's Queen B and have him as my submissive lover. Then she admitted to having fucked Phil, Mike and Kath. Her parents have the type of relationship that I want with Mom and Dad, except that in theirs, Kath is Queen B and not Caoimhe."
After that, there didn't seem to be much more to talk about, so we cleaned up the kitchen, and the McKenzie women left to take Maddie to school.
I dressed for work, eschewing my usual daring outfits and wearing a mid-length A-line skirt that was quite conservative. My top was a burnt orange fitted T-shirt that clung to and emphasised my luscious Double-D breasts. The day passed with its typical lack of business, and if it weren't for my new course advisor trying to make up for the previous one's errors and sending me units as quickly as I completed them, I'd have little to do. If I could maintain my current speed, I'd have my three-year Bachelor's course completed in just eighteen months and my four-year Masters course concurrently done in around two years.
Monday ended without a phone call or visitor, as did Tuesday and Wednesday. I'd called Kath on Monday morning and spoken to her about my plan to introduce Ewan to incestuous sex with his daughter. After some serious questions about the advisability of me being the instigator of their first sexual encounter, Kath giggled and said it sounded hot and horny to help out and, given that her daughter was helping anyway, agreed to my formulating plan.
Thursday began auspiciously with Freddy dropping in to say hello. Freddy brought me coffee and a beautiful yellow rose. I smiled happily at him, knowing he was close to being the type of man my daughter needed. He was still occasionally a little thoughtless, but most young men are, so it didn't bother me.
Freddy left, and a little later, James turned up to take me to lunch. He, too, brought flowers. James had called regularly to ensure I hadn't suffered any negative reactions to what we did on Saturday night. But in truth, every time I thought about that night, I got wet and wondered if I'd ever get the chance to experience it again. I knew I'd do it again if James ever asked me to.
Yes, I was a complete slut that night, but being fucked simultaneously by multiple cocks was a wildly exciting adventure. Then there was my insatiable curiosity. I'd been investigating gangbang and bukkake porn and realised that Saturday had been at least as good as those films. But there was an added dimension to one flic that really excited me but filled me with nervous trepidation. The middle-aged star of the movie I watched looked distantly like me, which made the fantasy even more vivid.
In the film, the star, after having been fucked by fifteen different men, sat in a kid's paddle pool in the middle of her lounge. Then, the guys surrounded her as she leant back on her hands and took turns cumming on her hair, face, tits, stomach and pussy. The woman received fifteen separate loads, some of them simultaneously. But once every man had cum on her, four of them gathered around her and hosed the cum off her face and body with their wee. I've watched that clip probably a dozen times, and every time I do, I orgasm when the woman, who is clearly enjoying her degradation, opens her mouth and lets a man urinate into it.
Readers, as my adventures close in on the present day, and we both have to wait to see what I do next, I'd like you to write to me, or leave a comment if you'd like to read about me doing something similar to what I've just described. I promise to follow my reader's choices and either make it happen or not according to your letters and comments.
It was less than two weeks now before Sean and Kristy returned, and although I longed for their return, I also worried whether I would have as much fun after they came back as I'd had in their absence. I guess, now that I think about it, I'm doing and experiencing a lot of the things that girls do during their university days—carefree sex with many people.
With my absent family member's imminent return, I probably needed to reign in my wanton, slutty activities and become the sweet prudish housewife I was before they began. However, I neither wanted to nor thought that I could. Edgar damned Fontaine had opened my Pandora's Box, and it would take a Herculean effort to close it!
James casually mentioned on our way to lunch that Akiki (Andrew) and his son would join us. The office fit-out for Andrew's new business was complete, and now they were waiting for the electricians and Telstra workers to wire in Andrew's phones, cable internet and computers. Once the phones were running, James and Andrew had an advertising strategy mapped out to ensure his new business would flourish immediately. The business name that Andrew and his partner had chosen rolled nicely off the tongue—Amina, Rogers, and Partners. However, there were no other partners currently. I liked Andrew and looked forward to meeting him again.
James had booked us into The Manly Deck for lunch. Andrew immediately ordered a sparkling wine to celebrate the successful fit-out of his new office. He must have discerned my slightly surprised look because he laughed and explained that he and his extended family were all non-practising Christians, which was one of the reasons they'd emigrated to primarily secular Australia.
We'd only just sat down when Andrew's son arrived from his uni class. I began to stand, but the gorgeously tall, muscular young man grinned broadly at me and insisted I stay seated. He walked to my chair with his hand held out and said, "Hi there, beautiful Momma. My name is Aadan, but you may call me Aaron. Dad has told me so much about you that I already feel like I know you." He kissed my hand's back before releasing it
'What a smooth charmer,' I thought, immediately liking the handsome young man. I reacted in my usual flirtatious manner by smiling gleefully and tossing my hair back. Of course, that set my deliciously full, unfettered breast mounds bouncing delectably, which got all three men's instant attention. "Oh," I said as if slightly flustered. "Umm, I'm Katie. But you can call me anything you like as long as it's not late for breakfast!" Then I suddenly blushed at the obvious double-entendre in what I'd said. My hosts graciously laughed, however, accepting it was just me flirting as I'm wont to do.
Andrew engaged James in a serious conversation about how to attract some of his previous clients to his new business. He couldn't blatantly approach those clients under the terms of his contract with his former firm, but he wondered if there wasn't a way to let them know about Amina, Rogers and Partners without getting himself in legal trouble.
James smiled and said that 'word of mouth' would ensure at least some would come to him. It was merely a matter of dropping the 'right words' in the 'right ears'.
Aaron, meanwhile, was glancing longingly at me, wondering how to initiate a conversation. Taking pity on the poor young man, I asked him about his uni course and if he planned to join his father's new firm after graduation. Aaron explained that he was in the final year of a law degree and wanted to work as a Crown Prosecutor when he graduated. The Amina family had lost relatives to murderous criminal activity, Aaron explained, only to see those criminals walk away with little to no punishment for their crimes. He then said that he wanted to change that.
Aaron was smooth, polite, calm, mischievous, and dominant, and although I felt an instant warmth in my nether regions at the thought of bedding this delicious young creature, I knew precisely the young woman for him. Excusing myself to the loos, I phoned Jennifer. "Hey, gorgeous," I said when she answered 'Hi, Momma'. "You need to get your pretty ass to where I am at The Manly Deck, like yesterday! Catch a darned helicopter if you have to! How long before you're here?"
"I'm at home, so ten minutes?"
I knew from daily observation that Jennifer would be dressed to the nines despite only having just returned from uni and knew she could get in her car immediately and come down. "Done deal," I told her. "I'll delay lunch until you get here."
I returned to our table, exclaiming, "Darn! Jennifer called as I exited the bathroom. I'd forgotten I'd said I'd meet her for lunch today. You guys don't mind waiting for her to join us, do you?" Then I grinned teasingly and added, "Actually, it doesn't matter if you do mind because she's on her way, and I won't eat until she joins us."
James' dancing eyes told me he knew why I'd suddenly invited my young charge to join us and was amused by my antics. Andrew and Aaron graciously acceded to waiting, and Andrew refilled our glasses before swinging into conversation again.
Jennifer appeared not long later, and I stood and waved so she'd see where we were sitting. Jennifer smiled at the greeter and gestured to say that she was with us. I watched my sturdily built young charge walk across to our table, transfixed once again by her buxom, earthy sexuality. My Jennifer really did look a lot like Jennifer Coolidge, complete with the same voluminous blonde hair and gorgeous, upstanding breasts. Jennifer struggled with her weight, but our regular workouts with Patrick and Bernie had slimmed and toned her figure into what I considered to be sublimely sexy curves.
I surreptitiously watched Aaron as Jennifer crossed the room, and was pleased to see his dark, handsome face suffuse even darker than it had been. I stood to introduce my young charge, who was dressed as sexily as I suspected she would be. Jennifer had on a shiny gold satin miniskirt that accentuated her gorgeously rounded bum and emphasised her shapely legs. Over that, she wore a white, low-scoop top that deliciously exposed the swelling mounds of her large breasts. On her feet, Jennifer wore plain white, wedge-heeled sandals. I thought her look was casually gorgeous and captured her carefree spirit perfectly.
I introduced Jennifer to Andrew first, and then she and James exchanged 'hellos', having already met at my place. We turned to Aaron, and he stood. Even with Aaron's dark skin, his blush was plain to see, and where he was smooth and confidently spoken when we were introduced, Aaron was totally tongue-tied when he spoke to Jennifer.
When I introduced Jennifer to him, Aaron amusedly said, "Hello, Aaron. I'm Jennifer. No, wait. Hello, Aaron, I'm Aaron ... ahh, shit!"
"Hello, Aaron Ah Schitt!" Jennifer straight-facedly replied. "Pleased to meet you."
Everyone laughed as Aaron looked mortified, but he eventually saw the funny side of it and laughed with us. With the ice broken, I shifted so Jennifer could sit beside Aaron, with James and me at the table's ends and Andrew opposite his son. James and I exchanged knowing grins as Jennifer flirted seductively with Aaron. Andrew looked concernedly for a moment but eventually shrugged and turned his attention to James and me.
We ordered and ate a delicious lunch. Conversation flowed readily, with the two Amina men being swept up by Jennifer's and my flirtatious teasing. By the meal's end, we had all three men competing for our attention and interest, as it should be. Although indulging in the flirting and conversation, James remained amusedly aloof as he watched young Jennifer work her charms on the two Amina men, especially Aaron.
I watched almost as amusedly as James did. Jennifer was flirting at least as seductively as I could, and I wondered who she'd learnt it from. Of course, it may have been from the best there is, namely, me!
James, Andrew, and I were enjoying a coffee after our lunch when Jennifer and Aaron said they were taking off together. Aaron had come to Manly by bus and told his father that Jennifer would drop him home in time for dinner. Then he asked if Jennifer could stay to eat. Andrew immediately agreed, and holding hands, the young couple almost ran from the restaurant.
"You weren't having lunch with that beautiful young woman," Andrew laughingly accused. "You were setting my son up!"
"Well, I would have eaten with her if James hadn't brought me to lunch," I said innocently. "But seeing how handsome, well-mannered, and respectful he is, pairing him with a gorgeous young lady whom I know well seemed like a good idea. I hope you're not offended by what I did?"
"No, not at all," Andrew assured me. Then he sighed and thoughtfully said, "Aaron is running from his Ugandan heritage as fast as those long legs of his can carry him. I don't know if you noticed, but his accent is as nasally Australian as the basest bogan you could hear. Plus, he insists on playing Rugby League, not football, as most of his African friends do. Then, it seems that he moves further from his school friends every week. It's not that he's ashamed of his heritage but that he doesn't want it to define him."
"I can understand that," I assured Andrew. "But you must have some understanding of how he feels, given that you've anglicised your name."
Andrew grimaced before grinning and saying, "I just got sick of having to spell it!"
We broke up soon after that, with James returning me to my office. I checked the service for any calls and emails and found none, so I closed it up for the night.
Patty and Charmaine accosted me the second I walked through the door from the garage to our foyer, wanting to know who Aaron was and how the heck I knew someone of African heritage. I laughingly pointed out that I knew all kinds of people descended from all sorts of places, so why was it surprising that I knew someone from Uganda? Which, of course, set off another round of questions as to how I knew someone from there. After I assured them that my mothering instincts told me that Aaron was a good match for our friend, they eventually left me in peace.
Let me just say here that Patty's and Charmaine's interests weren't motivated by racial concerns. As far as I'm aware, none of my friends are bigoted or racist, although I will acknowledge that they are mostly Caucasian. I do have friends from various Asian countries, and of course, you've met two of my friends who are from South America. Patty and Charmaine would have asked the same questions, no matter Aaron's racial background.
Johnny was with Gina, so with Jennifer eating with the Aminas, there were only we three for dinner. We gathered in the kitchen and shared the cooking duties while gossiping and drinking wine. I sliced chicken breasts into slivers as Patty and Charmaine diced vegetables. Then Patty and Charmaine made a raspberry cheesecake as I seared the meat and stir-fried the vegetables.
We ate at the kitchen table before taking our glasses out to the patio to enjoy the warm spring night. Unfortunately, the mosquitos were rife that night, so we fled back inside and shut all the screen doors and windows. Instead, we sat in the lounge and watched Love Actually again. I love that movie and watch it with my family every Christmas.



At the movie's end, Patty and Charmaine joined me in my bed, and after making gentle love together, we slept. Patty was the last to climax before we cuddled together and kissed.
Patty giggled before saying, "I never imagined that I would have sex so often with so many different people before Billy Bumble (Her husband, A.K.A Billy Bennett) dumped me. For the sake of never being alone, I'd virtually sacrificed physical love. Although I still hate that Billy broke up our marriage, if he hadn't, I'd have never found true happiness as I have with Charmaine and living here with all of you. Plus, I would never have learnt that fucking a man who is a skilful lover is actually quite fun! Especially if you do it in a group."
"A bit late to the party," I teased. "The rest of us figured that out when we were teenagers. Besides," I continued to tease, "If you love Charmaine so much, why are you cuddling me?"
"Good point!" Patty exclaimed as she rolled and turned Charmaine so she could spoon with her.
I laughed and moved to spoon with Patty.
Friday was uneventful except for a few emails, most of which I could easily handle. Eugenie Matson phoned to enquire if Sean had returned and to reiterate that she wanted us to come for dinner at our earliest convenience. I hung up, confused, intimidated, and more than a little turned on by the staunch, powerfully built, exceedingly dominant older woman. Why she'd taken such an intense interest in Sean and me, I couldn't fathom.
Friday night, it seemed that everybody had a date except me. Gina and Johnny were triple dating with Patty and Charmaine, and Jennifer and Aaron. I reminded Jennifer that I needed her home on Saturday to help initiate the McKenzie family into incestuous sex. She giggled and said she wouldn't miss it for the world!
Resigned to spending the night alone, I reheated some leftover chicken, added some salad, booted my laptop and logged into my favourite literature sites. I'd gotten about halfway through Arlene and Jeff and wanted to see what the Matthews family was up to next. I could easily see myself being one of Jeff's harem. I fitted his requirements of being outstandingly beautiful and extremely intelligent and thought I'd be a great addition to their clan.
I'd finished two chapters and had begun another when someone knocked on my door. Safe behind my security screen, I unlocked and opened the door. To my delight, Freddy swept inside and wrapped his strong arms around me. "Johnny said you were home alone, my darling Katie," Freddy informed me. "I couldn't bear that thought, so I came to keep you company."
"You came because you were horny and wanted your brains fucked out," I teased, nevertheless delighted by his thoughtfulness.
"While that might be true," Freddy said urbanely. "It's your brains that will 'fucked out'!"
We both laughed before I squealed when he casually picked me up and threw me over his shoulder. Bounding up the stairs, Freddy instinctively passed by my room and took me into the room that Courtney used when she stayed. I was still uncomfortable about having sex in my marital bed with any male other than my husband or son.
We spent a delightful night sucking and fucking in as many ways as we could imagine, and it was past midnight before we finally fell asleep.
Early Saturday morning, Freddy woke me as he climbed from the bed. "Sorry, Katie," he apologised. "But it's my turn to open the studio this morning. My love, keep Sunday evening free because I'll pick you up at seven to take you to my unit. I'll cook you dinner, and we'll see what happens from there."
"Sure, Rick," I replied, snuggling deeper under the quilt and almost back asleep.
I spent Saturday cleaning and tidying even though my house didn't really need it. But I like doing that, so I did it anyway. Johnny, Gina, and my other housemates wandered in and out, with my two girls offering to help. It was Patty's turn to open the clinic for the Saturday morning 'walk-in' crowd, so she was absent for most of the day.
It's a sad indictment on the Government, I thought. The Medicare rebate has not even remotely kept pace with inflation and cost increases; therefore, fewer and fewer medical practices can afford to 'bulk-bill' their patients. To help make up the shortfall and to reduce the reliance on the hospital emergency departments for non-urgent cases, Patty and her fellow practitioners saw as many people as possible from 8:00 a.m. to 2:00 p.m. every Saturday. Unfortunately, Patty doubted that even limiting the visits to fifteen minutes per patient made even the slightest dent in the number of people who needed treatment but couldn't afford to see their doctor. I tended to agree with her!
Saturday evening came, along with those I'd asked to join me and my extended family for dinner and 'fun and frivolities' afterwards. All of our 'girl gang' were there, but as I'd instructed, only Kathy's husband, Mike, and Courtney's husband, Ewan, had attended. The others, of course, were Charmaine, Jennifer, Maddie, my son, Gina, Caoimhe, Phil, Siobhan, and me. No one other than me fully knew what was going on, although I'd primed Patty and Johnny with suggestions as to what I needed to happen during the 'game'.
However, because Patty, my girls, my son and Gina, Courtney and Maddie knew that I had something planned to help Courtney and Maddie induct their husband/father into their incestuous relationship, they would have to act as shocked and surprised as Ewan would be when I made my demands.
As planned, Ewan, Courtney, and Maddie were the first to arrive, and I immediately set about seducing Ewan. My plan wasn't to fuck him, but that might be the inevitable result of some of the 'dares' proposed this night. However, I needed Ewan at least a little tipsy and as horny as heck!
Maddie and Courtney helped my cause by ensuring Ewan's hand was never empty of a beer can and by 'accidentally' rubbing their breasts across his chest, arms or back and occasionally letting their hands brush across his impressive cock when they handed him his beer.
Sometime around ten O'clock that night, we were all well-fed and at least 'three sheets to the wind'. Well, I wasn't. I'd carefully pretended to drink wine when I'd mostly drunk water. The night had turned unseasonably cold, and Johnny had lit our brazier. Everyone had gathered around the fire, and the jokes and tall tales began.
Eventually, I challenged, "Seeing as all of us girls are here, and I haven't the foggiest the last time we played, I challenge you all to a game of 'Truth or Dare'!"
On cue, Johnny said, "How does that work, Momma?"
"We're already in a circle around the fire," I explained. "So we'll start with me. When it's your turn to speak, you can challenge anyone in the circle to 'Truth or Dare'. If they select 'Truth', then you can ask any question you want, and no matter how personal your question, the person asked has to answer. However, they may opt to change to 'Dare' if they don't want to answer the question. If they do, they must do the dare their questioner asks them to do.
"But," I further explained. "If the dare is beyond them, they may choose to answer the 'truth' question instead. The same works in reverse. They may change to ' Truth ' if the 'Dare' is too much. Then, if that is too much, they can revert to the 'Dare'. Is everyone clear about the rules?"
"I think so," those who hadn't played before replied, while those in my girl gang answered a resounding, "Yes!"
"I'll go first," I stated. "Patty, 'Truth or Dare'?"
Patty replied, "Truth!"
"Are you a lesbian?"
Of course, we girls and Johnny already knew the answer to that question, so we were not surprised when Patty answered, "Yes." However, her answer elicited shocked gasps from Ewan and Mike.
I gazed at them both wonderingly, thinking, 'How did you not know that? Haven't you listened as your wives explained Patty's situation?'
Her answering meant it was Patty's time to choose someone to challenge. As planned, she asked Courtney, "Courts, Truth or Dare?" Courtney chose 'Truth'. "Have you ever kissed a girl and liked it?"
"Yes!" Courtney embarrassedly answered to more gasps from the older men and Kath, Maggie, and Allie.
"Who?" Kath immediately asked, although, by her look, she guessed it was me.
"One 'Truth' question at a time," I interrupted before Courtney could answer. "Courtney. Your turn."
Courtney smiled and said, "Kath, Truth or Dare?" Kath, too, chose 'Truth'. "Have you ever kissed a girl and liked it?" She teased.
Kath blushed bright red, which answered the question without her having to say so. It also created measuring stares from the rest of our girl gang. "Then I choose 'Dare'," she equivocated.
"Okay," Courtney considered for a moment before saying, "I dare you to sit in Katie's lap and kiss her as best you know how."
"I change to 'Truth'," Kath stated before adding. "Yes, I have."
I think my best friend was a little P.O.'d. at being outed like that because she immediately turned to me. "Katie, Truth or Dare?"
I grinned challengingly at her and replied, "Dare!"
"I dare you to sit in Courtney's lap and kiss her so you both like it!"
Unknown to Kath, that was part of my plan, but it was much earlier than I thought it would happen. Her dare brought gasps from her husband, Ewan, Maggie, and Allie. The latter two also exchanged speculative glances as they wondered if I'd do it and whether Courtney would accept me doing it. Courtney smiled mischievously up at me as I swanned seductively around the fire to where she sat. Then, turning so I could watch Ewan, I took Courtney's face between my hands, tilted my head slightly to the right, and kissed her as well as I knew how. When Courtney moaned into my mouth, I casually moved my hands to her pillowy B+ breasts and cupped them.
Of course, Ewan reacted precisely as I'd imagined he would. His right hand dropped to his groin, and he gripped his impressively thick cock.
Releasing my friend and returning to my seat, I said brightly, "My turn. Boys, we girls are answering embarrassing questions about our sexuality, so I have a question for one of you. "Johnny, Truth or Dare?"
"Truth, Mom," Johnny replied teasingly.
"Have you ever kissed a boy and liked it?"
"No, Mom," Johnny answered but didn't offer anything more.
The game stretched on with the questions and dares becoming more and more personal and sexual in nature. But things weren't progressing as quickly as I'd hoped, and it was time to risk offending the members of the girl gang who, as far as I knew, weren't having incestuous sex with their offspring. So, the next time it was my turn to ask the question, I addressed myself to Caoimhe. I had primed Caoimhe with what I would dare her to, so she grinned amusedly at me when I dared, "Caoimhe, I dare you to sit in your father's lap and kiss him like a lover would."
There was a gasped silence at my dare, and it seemed like everyone held their breaths as Caoimhe walked to her father and sat in his lap. Then, she wrapped her slender arms around his neck, pushed her tiny A-cups against his powerful chest and kissed him sensually.
After a good, long snog, she stood, bowed to the crowd, and strutted back to her seat. The silence was deafening until Caoimhe casually said, "Katie, Truth or Dare?" I chose 'Dare', and Caoimhe challenged me to kiss my son the same way she'd kissed her father. Of course, we were at the moment of truth. If any of my girl gang or Ewan couldn't handle our incestuous kissing and fondling, they would make it known now.
Pretending confidence, I sashayed to my son and sat in his lap. Johnny took me in his muscular arms and tipped me back before kissing me as only a long-term lover could. By the time he'd finished, my nipples had popped, tenting my stretch top, and I'm sure the other women there could smell my arousal.
Eventually, Johnny lifted me back up before casually kissing me again as he strummed my nipples with his thumbs. I looked at the ones who didn't know that I was incestuous with my son, Ewan, Maggie, and Allie, expecting to see disgust and condemnation in their eyes. Instead, I saw arousal and excitement, so taking a chance, I pulled Maddie from her seat and pushed her in her father's direction. Then I grabbed Maggie and Allie and pulled them over to sit on Johnny's knees. Johnny kissed Maggie first, and after a brief resistance, she melted into his embrace and returned his kiss fervently.
Johnny released Maggie and turned to Allie. Unlike her fellow girl gang member, Allie didn't even pretend to resist. Instead, she unashamedly groped my son's long cock as she kissed him passionately.
Not to be outdone, when Johnny turned back to Maggie, she unzipped his fly and took him out. But Allie got the last laugh because as Maggie kissed my son, Allie dropped to her knees and sucked Johnny into her mouth, her lips pushing Maggie's hand aside.
Things looked promising, except that Ewan was staring around, looking shell-shocked at the sudden erotic couplings breaking out around him. His daughter and Caoimhe were kissing and openly caressing each other. Patty was doing the same with Charmaine as Jennifer and Gina cuddled and petted, watching Johnny with Allie and Maggie.
Phil had Siobhan on her hands and knees, Siobhan's bulging pregnancy stomach hanging low as he fucked her doggy-style. I wasn't sure if Ewan was about to freak out, but the worried look on Courtney's face had me concerned, so I hoisted my short skirt up, straddled Ewan's thighs and lowered my ragingly hot pussy onto his thick, throbbing bulge.
"Katie, please, I can't do this to Sean," Ewan mumbled, ineffectually pushing on my shoulders but caressing my enormous bosom instead.
"Don't worry," I purred into Ewan's ear. "I've already fucked your wife and daughter, and it's only fair that I fuck you, too."
"You've what?" Ewan gasped as I pulled my top off, exposing my generously proportioned globes.
"Watch," I advised, nodding to Courtney.
Courtney grinned nervously before stripping her dress off, which, it turned out, was all she wore. Then, she joined her daughter and Caoimhe on the grass beside the fire. First, she exchanged soft, loving kisses with Caoimhe before glancing guiltily at Ewan and doing the same with Maddie.
Ewan was beside himself as he watched wide-eyed. I guessed he wanted to object or yell at them, but I had his incredibly thick cock out and was sliding my soppingly hot pussy onto it.
"Over there," I said to Ewan, turning his attention to the Loughlin's.
Mike was lying on his back with Kath sitting on his face. Then, as we watched, Caoimhe straddled her father, wiped his solid cock through her soaking pussy lips a few times and then lowered herself onto it. Ewan gasped as he watched Caoimhe fuck her father, but I could tell by his pulsing cock that he liked the idea.
"Watch your daughter," I demanded of Ewan. "She's about to put her mother through her paces."
Maddie stood and instructed Courtney to kneel before Ewan. When Courtney was in place, Maddie squatted behind her mother and reached around to pinch Courtney's nipples. "My slut mother has something she needs to tell you, Daddy," Maddie stated. "Then you have a choice to make. Choose well, Daddy-dearest," she told him. "Because there is no going back for Mom and me!"
I slid off Ewan's cock and moved aside so he could look at and address his family without me distracting him. If either McKenzie woman was surprised or bothered by me fucking their husband/father, they didn't show it.
Knowing she had her husband's full attention, Courtney calmly and quietly stated, "I've become our daughter's bitch, Ewan. With your increasing diffidence and timidity, you have forced me to unwillingly become the dominant one in our marriage. However, Katie and her son have shown me that I am innately submissive. I need to serve someone, Ewan, and unfortunately, you're not up to the task. Therefore, I propose that we both submit to our daughter and become her bitches.
"My mind is made up on this, baby. So, if you can't commit, it's going to make it difficult for our marriage to endure. So, my love, please join me on our knees before our newly dominant daughter and let's serve her together."
"Katie and her son?" Ewan began angrily, guessing rightly that his wife had fucked us both.
But before he could continue, Maddie snarled, "Don't go getting all high and mighty on us, Father! Not with your throbbing cock still dripping Aunty Katie's ... (sigh) ... cunt juices!"
"So you're a lesbian now, Maddie?" Ewan sneeringly asked.
"I am a dominant, lipstick lesbian/bisexual woman who has a strong preference for other women and submissive, effeminate men, Dad. That suits you to a 'T', doesn't it, Daddy? Or do I need to tell Mum that you often dress in her clothes and masturbate on your bed? Shall I tell her about all the tranny porn you watch?"
Of course, as soon as I heard, "That suits you to a 'T'" I'd absented myself from their discussion as quickly as I could. However, Maddie was being pretty vehement with her father, and her voice echoed across the pool and patio area, and everyone heard. There was a moment's stillness and quiet before everyone decided they shouldn't be listening and returned to their play.
Allie and Maggie had Johnny on his back, with Maggie riding his enormous tool and Allie grinding her pussy on his face. Kath and Caoimhe were doing the same with Mike, except that Phil was behind his mother with his nicely-sized penis buried in Kath's ass, and Siobhan was behind Caoimhe cupping and squeezing her tiny mounds and whispering in her ear. Jennifer had brought her strap-on out and put it on. She had Gina bent over the patio table and was fucking her vigorously. To my left, Patty and Charmaine were naked, their skin shining in the firelight. Patty was on top with her pussy scissored against Charmaine's. She was firmly tribbing against her young lover as they moaned their appreciation to each other.
Deciding that I needed to test Allie's and Maggie's willingness to accept my incestuous relationships with my children, I knelt behind Maggie and cupped her soft breasts. "Johnny's cock feels so good inside you, doesn't it, honey?" I cooed into her ear as I rolled her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. "Johnny's cock is so long that it raps against your cervix before your clit hit's his pubic bone. Doesn't it feel good? That sharp pain at the bottom of your drop as Johnny tries to push your womb out your throat? Makes you want to cum, doesn't it? Cum for me, Maggie. Cum on my son's thrusting cock!"
Maggie climaxed with a squeal that would bring complaints from the nosy neighbours the following day, but I didn't care. Earlier in my story, I'd stopped another night from expanding into a full-blown orgy in and around my pool, but this time, I would let it happen. Well, it was already happening, and I had no intention of stopping it!
After her orgasm, Maggie sunk bonelessly off Johnny onto her side. Allie's eyes were glued to mine as I bent over and sucked my son's cock into my mouth. Her eyes grew disbelievingly wide as I 'free-handed' my lips along Johnny's thick shaft until my nose pressed against his hairy abdomen.
"Fark!" Allie said awedly. "Paul's much shorter than your son, and I can barely accept half of what he has inside my mouth before I want to puke!"
"It fits inside my tight pussy equally as well," I teased. "Want to see?"
"You know I do!" Allie exclaimed. "Mother/son incest is one of my favourite fantasies. Shame that I only had girls!"
Well, that answered at least one question—Allie, at least, wasn't bothered by my incestuous relationship with my son. However, I wanted to keep pushing her boundaries, so as I mounted my son, I casually said, "Having incestuous sex with your daughter is pretty exciting, too!"



"You don't?!" Allie asked/exclaimed.
"I do," I admitted as I rode Johnny's stupendous cock. "Kristy gave her virginity to her father, and they'll have fucked all over Germany and The Netherlands by the time they come home."
"Gawd!" Allie moaned as she tweaked her nipples and thumbed her clit.
I was already pretty close to an orgasm, so I relaxed my mind and let it happen. A few seconds later, I groaned as I felt a petite but intense climax wash over me. Cumming with an audience was fast becoming one of my favourite things to do. I rolled off Johnny and offered his cock to my friend. "Want to try him out?" I teased. "He's pretty big!"
"Far outstrips Chris' five-inch dick," Maggie giggled from the side. "I couldn't believe how far inside my vagina I could feel him!"
I left my friends in my son's capable hands and recrossed to where Ewan, Courtney, and Maddie were still in serious discussions.
"Do you deny that you're a submissive slut, Dad?" Maddie demanded. "You crossdress and watch Tranny porn where the tranny fucks the bloke. Tell me you don't want that to happen! Lie to me and Mom if you dare!"
Reaching the warring family, I could see that Ewan had dug his heels firmly into the ground and wasn't conceding an inch despite the fact that his daughter had him dead to rights.
Look, I completely understand the difference between watching fantasy porn and indulging in those same acts because, after all, I watch and read a lot of porn, too. The significant difference is that I have lived most of my fantasies. One of the few remaining ones was happening around me—a full-blown orgy with the opportunity to have sex with multiple partners. It was a shame that I was too scared to invite the rest of my girl gang's husbands. But we had four men, and I knew at least three had good staying power, so I hoped they'd last the night.
I stepped in after listening to the three go around their argument again. Donning my full 'Mistress Katie' persona, I growled, "Mister Ewan McKenzie, get on your knees before me!" Ewan obeyed immediately without hesitation. Somewhat surprised but realising that Maddie was right—her father was a submissive slut, I changed what I wanted to do and say.
"Stand and strip," I demanded. Ewan reacted less willingly to that instruction but complied, nevertheless. Only a short time later, he stood naked before me. Unfortunately for him, as it does with most men, Ewan's cock indicated his arousal and willingness to obey me. I took his cock in my hand, marvelling at its extreme girth. I'd guess that my friend's husband's cock was around five inches in length, but it had to be almost as thick around as Jumbo's was. With my hand around Ewan's todger, my thumb and fingers touched, but barely.
I growled, "Do you want to cum?"
Ewan nodded eagerly as his hot shaft throbbed in my hand. But, of course, that wasn't an answer I could accept. I needed Ewan to admit that he found being dominated sexually exciting and submit to my whims. Then, after he'd admitted his submissive proclivities, I'd switch his submission to his daughter.
"I asked you a very simple, basic question, "Mister McKenzie," I snarled. "Yet all you do is nod your head like one of those stupid bobble-headed kid's toys. What's the matter? Has all the blood run from your brain into your throbbing cock, and now you can't think? Now, Mister Ewan McKenzie, do you want to cum? And you'd better not do so before I grant you permission!"
"Yes, please, Katie," Ewan gurgled, desperately holding his orgasm at bay.
"Yes, please, Mistress Katie. Is that what you meant?" I asked as I mercilessly tugged on his pulsing cock.
"Yes, please, Mistress Katie," Ewan begged.
"Oh, I don't know," I pretended to equivocate. "I'm not sure that I want another whining, snivelling, submissive man under my feet. As I spoke, I continued masturbating Ewan's extremely girthed cock. I'd had it inside me earlier, but even so, I was amazed by its width. However, with Ewan's cock pouring precum over the back of my hand and his shaft twitching in my hand, I knew his climax would be imminent.
Unwilling to let him cum without my permission, I grabbed Ewan's balls with my left hand and squeezed hard. "You will not cum without permission, Mister," I snarled. Then, I grinned and winked at Maddie before saying, "Close your eyes and think about something else," I advised. "Once your eyes are closed, I'll suck you off."
Ewan's eyes closed, and as soon as they had, I motioned that Maddie should kneel and blow her father. Maddie quickly took her father's cock in her mouth, and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard.
Kneeling beside Maddie, I gestured that she remove her dad's penis from her mouth. When she had, I growled, "Cum for me, my little slut!"
Maddie locked her luscious lips around Ewan's unbelievably wide cock and sucked hard.
"Ahh, Gaaaawwwddd!" Ewan groaned as his balls tightened against his shaft before adding their semen-laden load to the other fluids blasting from his prostate.
Maddie coughed twice before frantically swallowing another massive burst from her father's spurting cock.
"Look down," I demanded from beside Ewan's ear.
Ewan opened his eyes to see his daughter looking appealing up at him through her eyelashes. "Oh, shit, Maddie!" He moaned as his prostate cramped again, filling his daughter's greedily sucking mouth.
Ewan spat three more globules into his pretty daughter's mouth before he staggered back and collapsed into a chair. However, the last thing he or his women needed was for him to start feeling guilty, so I encouraged him, "Are you going to leave Maddie sexually frustrated, Ewan? I thought you were a more considerate lover than that. Look at Mike; his daughter has ridden him through several climaxes (for her), and now he's taking care of his wife. Surely, you will do the same?"
Without waiting for his reply, I helped Maddie to sit astride her father and offer her freshly waxed pussy to his lips. Ewan hardly hesitated before tonguing his daughter's vagina. The thought of what he was doing clearly excited him because his wilted cock sprung immediately back to life and began drooling precum again.
I motioned Caoimhe over and whispered that she should climb onto Ewan's cock. Maddie's body hid from Ewan who it was that was sliding onto his rigidly erect pole. I'm sure he thought it was his wife, Courtney, but that was my next surprise. I waited until Maddie had orgasmed on her father's tongue and then helped her off of him. Then, I got Courtney to lean forward into his eye-line and kiss him passionately. Ewan's eyes bugged when he realised that whoever was riding his about-to-explode cock, wasn't his wife or daughter. Nor was it me!
Ewan tried to force Courtney aside so he could see who rode his cock, but I grabbed his hands and told Courtney to climb onto her husband's face. It was a little awkward for Courtney to position herself, but she eventually lowered her soaking pussy onto her husband's mouth. At that point, Ewan gave up and surrendered to what his wife and daughter wanted. I released his hands, and Ewan grabbed Courtney's bum firmly as he lashed her dripping pussy with his tongue.
I watched to see what Maddie would do and smiled when she moved to kiss and finger Caoimhe. With Maddie's help, Caoimhe orgasmed twice in quick succession before Maddie growled, "Cum in my slut, Dad!"
Ewan lost control immediately and climaxed into his daughter's girlfriend's willing pussy. Courtney had enjoyed a panted climax on her husband's tongue, so she slid off Ewan's face and joined her daughter and Caoimhe at Ewan's groin.
Maddie took over. "Dad, agree to submit to me, and your sex life will include Mom, me, and my girlfriend, Caoimhe," she offered. "Deny Mom's and my desires, and you sleep alone in the spare room as we three fuck in the master bedroom. Well, Dad? Decide! Will you be my pussy slave?"
"Yes, Maddie," Ewan replied, sliding off the recliner chair to kneel before his daughter. "I, your father, submit to you, Maddie, and acknowledge you as my dominant. I will endeavour to serve and please you as best I can."
"Good choice, Dad," Maddie answered, relief evident in her voice. "As your reward, and assuming that Aunty Katie is up for it, you may consummate your long-term fantasy of fucking her."
Smiling, I joined Courtney, Ewan, and Caoimhe at Maddie's feet before turning and offering my sweltering pussy to Ewan. As he took me, I proudly wondered how many other slut Mommies had managed to seduce and bed almost two entire families.
The rest of the night evolved as various groupings and couplings swirled around my yard and the fire. Throwing caution to the wind, and with Maddie's permission, Allie and Maggie rode Ewan's extremely girthed cock, enjoying it at least as much as I had. Johnny fucked me as the others cheered him on. Then I rode Mike as Kath fingered my clit, and we kissed. To amaze and titillate the men, all of us girls formed a circular daisy chain and ate each other's pussies.
Somewhere in the early morning, we all staggered inside and formed groups to sleep. I slept with Patty and Charmaine, Johnny, Jennifer and Gina. I have no idea who the others slept with.

The End of Truth or Dare. The Conclusion.

Coming next: The Return of the King.
Sean and Kristy finally return, bringing us to the present day and the end of my previous adventures. At the conclusion of this chapter, we, my dear readers, will have caught up with all of my sexual adventures to date, and you and I both will have to wait to see what happens next. What is left for me to explore? Perhaps you, the readers, have some suggestions for me?
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Scarlet Peckinpah: The Vampyre Vamp.

Scarlet Peckinpah eased through the dusky evening, searching for her next meal. Scarlet looked little more than eighteen years old but was nearing her two thousandth birthday. Scarlet's jet-black hair was in a top knot that flowed to her svelte shoulders. Her beautiful face was done in heavy Goth makeup, and her luscious, pouty lips were outlined in black and filled in with dark magenta.
Scarlet stood barely 152 cm tall (5-ft.) and weighed less than 45 kg (100 lbs). Her body, though, was that of a pocket dynamo. Scarlet's legs were tautly muscled, ready to leap in any direction in less fractions of a second than the human eye can follow. Of course, she was tense. After all, she may not be the only hunter out tonight, and Brisbane wasn't her town, so she didn't know who or what they could be.
Scarlet shifted, her heavily lined, black eyes almost glowing in the dim light. Somewhere just ahead, a youngish, early twenties woman walked. The woman's steps were hurried, and she smelt scared. Keeping to the shadows, her natural element, Scarlet soundlessly closed on the woman. Close enough to hear her muttering. "Fucking asshole! What kind of imbecilic fucking moron kicks his girlfriend out of his car in an unlit carpark at this time of night just because she won't give him a fucking blowjob?"
The girl/woman continued to cuss as she stumbled across the suburban carpark towards the lights and what she hoped would be safety. Scarlet grinned. 'She won't be safe tonight,' Scarlet thought. 'In fact, her life will change irrevocably very shortly.'
Moving stealthily nearer to the woman, Scarlet inspected her pray. Tall for a woman. Slender, with barely visible breasts capped with tiny, tight nipples that poked lewdly against her tight T-shirt. Mousy blonde hair in a page cut. Long legs encased in skin-tight jeans. Sneakers on her feet. Plain looking, but no sane person would toss her from their car for not being willing to have sex. She was pretty enough to be worth the chase.
"Hmm," Scarlet thought. "Dinner."
She struck, bringing the woman to the ground swiftly. Scarlet's left hand held the woman's throat closed, stopping her screams as her right divested the slender girl/woman of her shoes, jeans and panties. Scarlet pinched the slightly flabby inner thighs revealed, forcing them to part. Then, letting go of the woman's throat, Scarlet spread her victim's labia before plunging her vampiric teeth into the flesh immediately above the woman's clitoris and sucked deeply. The deep breath the woman had sucked in to scream, expelled in an aroused grunt.
"Gawd!" The slender woman gasped as her orgasm hit. She bucked her hips confusedly, unable to understand why she was cumming into this stranger's mouth. But the sensation continued to climb, and the woman climaxed again, pussy juice exploding from her rarely-used cunt for her attacker to drink.
Scarlet grinned as she drank deeply, savouring the sweet young blood pouring through her fangs and into her mouth. Her long, pointed tongue lapped at the woman's pussy, adding her sweet orgasm liquid to the tangy blood taste in her mouth.
Unable to resist the deliciousness of her orgasms, the woman came again, her hands holding Scarlet's tongue to her drenched pussy. Orgasms that only her own fingers had ever given her before. "Fuck!" The woman grunted as the tongue on her vagina probed deeper inside.
Scarlet drank deeply through her fangs again, waiting for the change. Then she felt it. Her victim's clitoris elongated, the nub swelling, growing, stretching. Simultaneously, the clit's tip changed, forming into penis glans. The woman's groans deepened as her vaginal orgasms changed into penile ones, cum shooting from its eye. Scarlet sucked hard, and where the woman's urethra opening was, balls, big meaty balls filled with man nectar grew, absorbing the urethra into their depths. Scarlet's victim now had a fully functioning, rock-hard, extremely thick, 7-inch cock jutting above heavy, sperm-filled balls.
The woman's cunt still existed, and her G-spot was intact. Liquids poured from that entrance almost as fast as they did from the cock's eye. Scarlet slid a blood-red painted fingernail at the end of a slender middle finger into the woman's frothing pussy and stroked the nail across her G-spot. Scarlet hadn't moved, letting the growing cock fill her mouth. Her left hand gripped the shaft, and she milked it as she twisted her nail across the woman's G-spot and sucked voraciously.
"Ahh, fuck!" Her writhing victim groaned as her hips thrust up, trying to force more of her new cock into Scarlet's mouth. The fully-seated fangs prevented that, though, and Scarlet smiled gleefully as her victim's spunk-laden balls contracted and dumped their gift into her greedy mouth.
Sighing contentedly, her meal sitting comfortingly in her stomach, Scarlet retracted her fangs and reluctantly let the still ragingly erect cock from her mouth. Her long pointed tongue delved into the woman's pussy nectar for a final time before she helped the woman back into her panties and jeans.
"What have you done to me?" The woman asked dreamily as the enzymes in Scarlet's saliva forced her into sleep and forgetfulness. When she woke, the woman would have no recollection of what happened and be shocked at the appearance of a cock and balls inside her panties.
"Freed you from society's sexual mores," Scarlet muttered as she faded back into the night. The woman, Scarlet knew, would now and forever more have an insatiable sexual appetite. If she didn't get an almost daily dose of cum, or get to dip her wick into a wet vagina, the need would cause the woman to do whatever was necessary, including rape, to get it. If she was mentally strong, the woman might be able to go a few weeks without succumbing to her desires, but that would probably set off a rampage where she fucked several people to death.
'A man next,' Scarlet thought as she flowed from the area towards where she knew a train station was. On her way, she passed several people walking dogs, many dogs confined in their yards, and a few older people walking. None saw her. The dogs were occasionally restless, but their more instinctive natures allowed them to sense that a greater predator than them prowled their vicinity, and they wisely kept silent, hoping to go unnoticed.
Scarlet found the Lota train station in the direction she was travelling. It was well-lit, but it was late Monday night, and she doubted there'd be more than one passenger alighting. There might not be any. She smiled when she saw a single, late-model Mazda parked beneath a street light. The cameras didn't bother her because she knew how to position her prospective victim so the cameras wouldn't catch her face. She was confident the car's owner was a male because no right-minded woman was getting off at this remote station at night alone.
As she settled in to wait for the train, Scarlet examined herself and was happy with what she saw. She wore a black leather micro skirt with white, knee-high socks inside black school shoes. She wore a white blouse over her braless, firm 30C breasts. She'd tied the lapels together under her full, bulging breasts. She looked like a paedophile's wet dream, and she knew it. Her diminutive size added to the illusion.
Sleazebags would approach her, hoping to score and praying she'd turn out to be a prostitute. Older men and manly men would want to protect her and allow her to come close, believing she was harmless and needed their protection and help. Their initial reaction would be to protect. Then they'd see her dark mauve nipples shining through her translucent blouse. See her taut, sexy ass appearing as her pleated leather micro skirt bounced, and their sudden sexual arousal would stun and maybe disgust them. Either way, it would be too late for them by the time they realised they were the hunted.
The haunting sound of a train whistle blew as the night's last train rattled into the station. Scarlet remembered the first steam trains. They were slow, smelly, dirty, and unreliable. She marvelled at what those dangerous death boxes had become.
Hidden by the shadows, Scarlet waited for her intended victim to reach his car. She heard the ratcheting sound of the doors unlocking, and she stepped into the light. "Fuck!" The man swore. "Where the fuck did you come from?" Then he saw the 'girl's' diminutive size and her swelling breasts tied into what appeared to be a school blouse. His brain jumped to the obvious but erroneous conclusion that this young girl needed his help. "Are you okay, Miss?" He asked. "Are you lost? Do you need help?"
Scarlet examined her latest victim. He was dressed well in a grey suit, white shirt and tie. His black shoes were shiny in the light and looked after well. The man's jaw was strong, and his body looked leanly muscled as if he ran or worked out. 'Perfect," Scarlet thought, wondering how big his cock was. The man's blood would be spicy and filled with life. His sperm would be potent and filled with his essence. 'Enough to sustain me for at least a month,' Scarlet's thoughts added.
"Please, Mister," Scarlet falsely pleaded. "I'm so hungry. Do you have anything to eat?"
"No," the man regretfully replied. "But if you want to hop into the car, I'll happily take you up to Maccas and get you something."
"How do I know you won't try to rape me?" Scarlet asked fearfully. "The last man's car I got into tried to."
By now, the man was well within Scarlet's attack zone. Truthfully, he was within it as soon as he exited the station's ramp. But here, the cameras wouldn't capture her face.
"That's terrible!" The man said angrily. "How did you get away?"
"By doing this," Scarlet stated and attacked.
Before the man could even blink, he was on his back, his pants and boxers were down, and Scarlet's warm mouth had devoured his rapidly swelling cock. He was about to object, scared of the cameras catching him having sex with an underage girl when Scarlet's fangs sank into his cock's base.
"Oh, Gawd!" The man exclaimed as his cock sprang to wholly erect and ejaculated into Scarlet's greedily sucking mouth. "Fark, fark, FARK!" the man repeated as his cock came again and again. He wondered if his balls were about to spit into the girl's mouth, followed by his shoes.
Scarlet drank his cum and blood down, feeling it feed her tiny body and re-energise her cells. Scarlet's systems were now fully charged, meaning she could now move so fast that, to the human eye, she would be nothing but a vague smudge across their vision. She sucked hard again, enjoying the man's spicy blood and salty essence, letting it feed her body, and store in her muscles, ready for later use.
She sucked again and felt him change. It was the reverse of what happened to the woman. Her victim's cock shrank in her mouth, shrinking down and forming a vagina, complete with sweetly flowered open labia and a slickly wet entrance and vulva.
The man's cock's head altered, creating a sweet, pea-sized clitoris that was incredibly sensitive. The man's balls disappeared, its skin and flesh absorbed to make his vagina. Unlike the woman, this man wouldn't be a hermaphrodite. Instead, he would appear as a post-operative transwoman. But because he hadn't taken hormones or had breast enhancement surgery, he would remain masculine-looking until he removed his underwear.
The man had lost all control of his body. His mind was lost in the new sensations of having a throbbing clitoris and a dripping pussy. Scarlet retracted her fangs, looked down at her pussy, and concentrated. A thick, 8+ inch penis extended from her clitoral area. It was her clitoris, just grown into a cock. She pushed her victim's knees back and apart, and, lifting her skirt, she positioned her turgid pole at the man's entrance and shoved rudely into him.
"Argghhh!" The man moaned as he experienced what it was like to be fucked in his cunt, to have a big cock splitting his wet pussy apart and sliding inside. His hands unawarely grabbed Scarlet's ass, and he locked his ankles around her thighs. Scarlet pulled back and pounded into him again. "Ah." He grunted. "Yes! Aww, fuck! That feels good. Fuck me, Mistress. Fuck me hard."
Scarlet obliged, powering her dominating cock into the man's freshly created cunt. Her victim crested quickly, his legs tightening on Scarlet's slender, shapely thighs and trying to pull her deeper into his ragingly hot pussy.
Flipping the man over effortlessly. Scarlet pounced onto him and rammed her enormous throbbing cock back into his cunt. The man slammed his ass up to meet her, demanding to be fucked harder. He came again, bathing Scarlet's shaft with his semen-like pussy juices. That gave Scarlet what she needed. Sinking her teeth into her victim's neck and drawing on his blood deeply, Scarlet short-hunched him several times before unloading into the man's grasping vagina.
The man instantly came again and passed out. Scarlet's semen acted similarly to a spider's venom. It began digesting all the pussy fluids in her victim's newly acquired cunt and converted them to food Scarlet could use. Once the pussy fluids had been converted by Scarlet's semen, her cock sucked them from the pussy, and they were absorbed into Scarlet's body.
Pulling her cock from her victim's pussy, Scarlet looked at the man almost pityingly. Like her previous prey, the man would awaken with no idea why he was lying on the ground beside his car. His groin would feel weird, and he'd investigate, shocked to find his cock and balls had been replaced with a vagina. An incredibly sensitive vagina with an even more sensitive clitoris. If he played with it for any length of time, he'd climax. If he didn't, the urge to play with it would consume him until he did. Like the other victim, this man would have an insatiable desire for sex.
Leaving her cock swinging, Scarlet slid across the carpark, heading for her home. As she exited onto the playing fields, a deep, strong voice stated, "You ate my dinner."
Scarlet spun as the voice's owner dropped from the trees, amazed someone had gotten this close without her sensing it. It was a man. But then the man shifted. His eyes turned to those of a wolf, and fangs burst from his gums.
'Fuck!' Scarlet thought. 'An actual lycanthrope!'
Unlike their werewolf cousins, lycanthropes can undergo a partial shift to their wolf form. They gain the enhanced sight, hearing, smell, and strength of their wolf form without losing their sense of self and human control.
The lycanthrope smelt the air, his eyes widening, "You're a vampyre!" He exclaimed almost excitedly.
"Well, duh!" Scarlet answered, moving to where the shadows were deeper, hoping she could wrap them around herself and disappear from his sight. He'd still be able to hunt her with his incredible sense of smell, but it might give her enough time to slip away.
The wolfman laughed delightedly. "Not a vampire, those weak, pathetic versions having a Vampyre Elder sucking someone dry creates. But a true, honest-to-Gawd ancient Vampyre Princess!"
"Who you calling ancient, dog?" Scarlet taunted. "Didn't the Lycanthrope species die out in the last war? We found you hiding in your remaining hideouts, doused you with liquid silver, and cut off your heads. Even we do not come back from losing our heads."
The lycanthrope's head fell back as he laughed. "Not all of us." He suddenly bowed and added, "Bogdan Barbaneagra at your service." He waited for Scarlet to respond. When she didn't, he continued, "Our Elders foresaw your attack and knew the only way to end it was to let you think you'd killed us all. Four thousand years of war and bloodshed over what? Because a Vampyre Princess fell in love with a Lycanthrope Prince? A Lycanthrope Prince her father killed in a rage because that man 'defiled' his daughter. We went to war for that?
"They should have handed over the Lord to Lycanthrope justice, and there would have been no war! Fortunately, our Elders sent away most of the young women and children, with only a few old, grizzled veterans to guard them. As the children grew into adulthood, we spread them across the globe, hiding them from you Vampyres."
He stared at Scarlet before asking curiously, "So what's an actual Vampyre doing in Brisbane's east? Don't your kind pretty much stay in the European Capitals to remain unnoticed?"
Scarlet refused to answer, but her nervousness increased because every time she tried to drift towards the shadows, the wolfman deftly turned her back into the light, seemingly without purposefully doing it.
"Well, if you won't talk, I guess we get to fighting. You have my meal inside you, and I want it back. I'd prefer that we make love and you give it willingly, but I will take it forcefully if I need to."
"Yeah?" Scarlet sneered. "You and whose army?"
She attacked. Full of the combined essence of her two meals, their blood and sexual excretions firing her muscles, nerves, and synapses, she blurred across to Bogdan and launched a mighty blow at his head. And struck ... nothing. All she got was a boot in her shapely rear instead.
She swung back, summoning all her strength and power, and launched a flying kick at Bogdan's head. She missed convincingly. Scarlet attacked again despite knowing even a full-blood Vampyre Prince could not compete against a lycanthropic male. The wolfmen were far stronger than and almost as fast as a Vampyre.
Landing and skittering away in case her opponent attacked, Scarlet taunted, "Who the fuck calls their kid 'God-given Blackbeard'? Shit! You don't even have a beard. Are you old enough to even grow one?"
"The last remaining Wolf King," Bogdan snarled as he smashed Scarlet to the ground and fell between her spread thighs, his enormous rock-hard cock splitting Scarlet's cunt open.
Scarlet's cock instantly shrivelled back to a thick, pulsing, pleasure nub. Bogdan's leanly muscled abdomen ground against it deliciously. Scarlet's head tipped back as pleasure sored from her nub through her body. Her pussylips flowered open as her sex moistened, accepting Bogdan's ravaging cock like a newlywed lover welcome's her husband.
"Ungghhh," she groaned as Bogdan's hands found her large breasts and pinched her thick nipples. Unawarely, Scarlet's ankles lifted and wrapped around Bogdan's muscular ass. "Fuck me," she demanded.
Bogdan chuckled evilly as he placed his large hands on Scarlet's breasts and pushed his body away from hers. Then, squeezing those giant funbags, Bogdan tried to pound Scarlet's ass through the playing field's turf. Scarlet gave as good as she got, pushing her cunt up to meet every thrust and pulling him down with her powerful legs.
"Is that the best you've got?" Scarlet asked disparagingly as her orgasm crested. "I told you to fuck me!"
Bogdan laughed, and even though he sweated and panted with the effort of dominating her, his thrusts increased in power as he fought not to cum before the woman under him. He wasn't going to make it, and he knew that. His balls pulsed against his shaft, begging for release. His prostate was loaded, primed to explode. In desperation, Bogdan collapsed onto Scarlet and sank his fangs into her neck where it met her shoulder. Scarlet's blood, sweet, vibrant, and full of life-giving energy, poured into his mouth as she exploded on his pile-driving cock.
"Gaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwdddddddddd, faaaaaaaaaaaaarkkkk, yessssssssssss!!!!!!!!!!!" Scarlet screamed as she came. She erupted again and again, her senses flooded with sensations. Bogdan's neck, with its pulsing carotid artery, was so close to her mouth, and his fangs were gleefully drinking her blood, so she turned her head, her vampiric fangs extended, and she sunk them into Bogdan's carotid.



"Arrgggggghhhhhhhhhh!" Bogdan groaned as his enormous cock swelled larger inside Scarlet's cunt and exploded, drenching her insides with his cum.
Scarlet was barely aware of her continuous climax because her mind was awash in Bogdan's mind and memories. She wept with his mother and father as they sent him into exile with the other children and young women. She watched as one of the older Lycanthropes, one with more than three thousand years of experience battling the Vampyres, took the young prince under his wing. She felt Bogdan's sorrow when his mentor fell before seven of her brethren, ensuring a safe escape for the lycanthrope children he was sent to protect.
She felt his despair that it would ever change and his decision to flee from it all and emigrate to Australia. She experienced his sorrow as his four wives aged and died, never knowing their husband wasn't human. She felt his pain as, time and time again, he chose to let them die rather than change them and turn them into immortal monsters craving for human flesh every full moon.
Above her, Bogdan, who had been revelling through Scarlet's memories similarly to how she was with his, spent one last glob of cum into her severely distended cunt and collapsed onto her. He lay there recovering until his strength returned, and then he climbed off and zipped his wilted cock away.
Looking down at her splayed body, his cum still drooling from her gaping pussy, Bogdan said amusedly, "You do realise, according to our two species' cultures, we're married now, right?"
Scarlet ignored him, playing with her thick nipples as the last post-orgasmic haze faded from her.
"Look for me here if you want to play again," Bogdan said before striding away.
'Fuck!' Scarlet thought as she scooped some of Bogdan's semen from her drooling vagina and brought it to her mouth. 'Now I'm hungry and have to hunt again.'
She briefly considered returning to the carpark and feeding on the man there, but if she did, she ran the risk of draining him dry and creating a vampire. Something humans hadn't seen since the dark days of Lord Dracul, Count Dracula in modern vernacular.
She thought, 'A real live lycanthrope. Wow! Here in Brisbane. Double wow!' Her pussy clenched as she remembered his enormous cock owning her pussy and how potently sweet his blood was. 'He said we were married,' she recalled. 'Hmm. A problem for another time, perhaps.'
Sighing, Scarlet leapt to her feet. The suburbs may be empty at this time of night, but the city would be filled with vibrant young men and women, all unknowingly waiting for her to feed.

The End.
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Teasing the Newlyweds IX:


Erica and Harry Visit a Fetish Club.

From Chapter 8...
Erica's smile beamed. "I look like a totally fucked slut! I love it! Thank you so much for making me one, Sir!"
I nodded wearily. "You're welcome, miss. I need to shower and have a nap. Are you right to look after yourself for a time?"
With genuine concern, Erica helped me across the hall and into my bedroom. Turning the shower in the en suite on, she adjusted the water temperature and helped me get washed down. Once I was clean, she helped me up on the bed.
"Go shower," I told her.
"I want to leave your cum on my face for a bit longer, if I may, Sir? It feels so nice!"
Shrugging, I rolled over and fell into a light doze. The last thing I remember seeing was Erica sitting at Mistress Vicky's dresser, admiring her cum covered face in the mirror.
I woke up about an hour later feeling at least human. Erica was still naked, sitting on the edge of the bed, admiring my dried semen flaking off her face. She smiled at me when I suggested she should shower and dress and replied, "I like how I look. I love that my cunt and arse are still full of your cum, and I have your semen caked all over my body. I assume Harry will come home looking somewhat similar, so I think it's only fair he sees how well you've looked after me."
Shrugging, I sent her to make a pot of tea. After all, Erica knew her husband far better than I did, and if this was something she wanted him to experience, who was I to stop her?
We sat at the table chatting and getting to know each other until we heard the unmistakable sound of MsV's Landrover Evoque pulling into our driveway. They came inside and found Erica and me drinking tea at the kitchen table, where Erica was sitting a little gingerly. Erica stood, and the newlyweds greeted each other shyly.
They were both covered in dry cum. It matted their hair and flaked from their faces. Vicky and I exchanged knowing grins before MsV sent Harriet to go and shower. Then, she asked Erica if she had also gotten clothes for Harry to wear home. When Erica shook her head, MsV sent her over the road to get him some.
"Shower and change your clothes before you come back," Vicky called after her. Then, MsV said to Anna severely, "Tell Sir what you did!"
Starting to sob, Anna mouthed quietly, "I let men come in my pussy and ass without them wearing protection, Sir."
I shook my head sadly, "Well, you're off the menu for six weeks until we can confirm you're clean," I told her. "Your punishment is that you will have no sex or orgasms until six weeks have passed and you have a clear STI test."
"Please no, Sir!" Anna begged. "There's no way I can go six weeks without cumming!"
Hardening my heart, I replied, "You can and you will! Go and use the shower in our en suite, then start getting dinner ready."
Erica returned with a change of clothes for her husband, then after we'd thanked them both for a fabulous day, we sent them home.
Anna walked tentatively into the kitchen a few minutes later. She knew she had disappointed us and was fearful we'd reject her. Finding suitable punishments for subs who enjoy pain is challenging. It's no use spanking, whipping, or caning them because, you know, yumm!
If their transgression is egregious, then withdrawal of affection works well. The only thing a submissive person yearns for more than your attention is to know they have your affection. However, withdrawing either of these things is a two-edged sword. Use it too often, and the sub will likely look for that affection and attention from someone else. Why would they willingly serve you when they're not getting what they need?
Vicky and I discussed how to ensure Anna knew we were disappointed with her, but she still held our affection. Our love, actually. We decided that she should wear a leather chastity belt for the next six weeks until her second blood test showed she was clear. But once she had it on, we'd treat her as we always do. Minus the sex, of course.
MsV turned as Anna neared and pointed at the ground before her. Anna knelt in submission position 1 (On her knees, hands palm up on her thighs. Shoulders up and back with her breasts pushed out. Her head up, but her eyes on MsV's feet.
"Before I punish you," MsV stated calmly. "Is there anything you have to say for yourself?"
"I'm sorry I disappointed you and Master, Mistress," Anna tremblingly answered, tears welling from her eyes. "This girl deserves punishment and will accept your verdict."
MsV picked up the chastity belt and told Anna to stand. She then cinched it above Anna's hips. Its strap was wide enough to cover most of the space between her thighs and sat over her clit, slit and vulva, along her perineum, over her anus and rejoined the waist belt. There was a plastic cup over Anna's urethra with a hole for her to pee through, but the belt needed to be removed to defecate.
Anna's grew large as she realised wearing it meant there was no possible way she could even play with herself. The thick leather strap effectively prevented any stimulation of her clitoris or anal ring, ensuring she'd remain chaste for the entire six weeks I had demanded. Plus, she'd need to ask to be let out every time she needed to void her bowels, which added to her shame. However, she willingly accepted it and turned so her Mistress could padlock it closed.
Once the padlock snapped shut, MsV instructed Anna to stand. Then we surrounded her and kissed and cuddled her, ensuring she knew she was loved and wanted in our home. Anna wept, saying she was sorry over and over until I said firmly, "That's enough apologising. From here, other than wearing the belt and not having sex, we will act toward each other as we always have. This transgression is effectively forgiven, with only your punishment for it to be completed.
"Thank you, Sir, Mistress," Anna whispered. "What would my owners like for dinner?"
"Steak sounds good to me," Vicky answered.
"Me, too," I agreed, and life returned to what passed for normal in our household.
Time passed, as it does, and we didn't get to play for a few weeks. Vicky had her visitor, and then Erica, hers. We didn't totally abandon our new playthings, though. Harry was expected to dress pretty and present himself at our place no less than an hour after he returned home from work. If he showed any trace of hair below his eyebrows, MsV sent him home without receiving his sexual reward. If Harry pleased her, MsV would allow him to kneel at her feet and masturbate into a tissue. Or, if she were especially pleased, MsV would instruct Anna to blow him.
To help Harry meet his need to submit, Erica had to make him use his tongue and fingers daily to get her off. MsV and I banned them from having cock in vagina sex until we played next. When Erica's need to be fucked grew too high, I'd make Harry kneel under the table, bend his wife over the table above him, and make him watch as my much larger cock ploughed her willing cunt open. After I'd cum, Harry had to lick my cock and his wife's pussy clean. Harry could then use his hand to give himself relief. By the time the girls were ready to play again, Harry was climbing the walls from unrequited sexual desire.
The Crystal Chateaux in Newstead, Brisbane, is this city's premier Bdsm club. It typically only holds one or two events a month. There was one the following Saturday that MsV and I planned on taking our new submissives to.
Typically, we'd bring Anna in wearing nothing but nipple clamps and a long coat to hide her nudity. We'd check her coat in as soon as we passed the entry door and lead her to the 'public share' area. Then, I'd tie her face up over the half-barrel in the room's middle. Tying her like this left her mouth, held open by an 'O' ring, pussy and ass available to anyone who wished to fuck her. The Chateaux insists on safe play, so we never feared someone would fuck her bareback.
Near the barrel were several whips, floggers, and canes. The patrons were free to use those on her as they saw fit. However, the room has a monitor who ensures nothing gets out of hand. Leaving welts that would fade to bruises is okay. Splitting the skin means immediate banishment from the club. Although, that changed if the sub you'd made bleed was yours.
This time, of course, Anna's playpen was out of order, so I assigned her to the club's management to help out where and how they needed it. This meant she would probably have to Domme a few of the male patrons. Something she was capable of but hated doing. She was dressed as a slave girl, appropriate given she'd serve all night for no reward.
Erica, her fair skin already marked from where I'd used the cat 'o' nine tails whip on her, followed MsV into the club a submissive step behind. Erica was naked except for a long, see-through shift. Her large, soft breasts were tied tightly, and her nipples showed lasciviously through her shift. Erica strutted on 9-inch heeled pumps, the extreme angle forcing her to swing her plump ass seductively.
As MsV took Erica through to the area where we'd leave her to play, I asked one of the bouncers for a hand. In the rear of MsV's Evoque, I had Harriet secured inside the box. His ruffle-skirted ass poked lewdly from one end as his 'O' ring gag mouthed head hung out the other. Harriet's penis and gonads were secured by a stainless steel cock cage, ensuring that he had to give pleasure before receiving any.
MsV had done Harriet's make so she resembled, as closely as Vicky could, one of those blow-up sex dolls. On his forehead, my wife had written 'slut' in red lipstick. On his ass, she'd added, 'Fuckhole for use'. I got Harriet situated in the room set aside for sexual play and looked to see what MsV had done with Erica.
Vicky had stripped Erica naked and tied her to a wide bench. Erica's tied tits showed signs of having been recently cropped. Her slender ankles were tied to a spreader bar and the bar to the bench's legs. Erica's wrists were above her head and also tied to the bench's legs. Erica's head hung over the top of the bench, and a similar 'O' ring gag to Harriet's ensured her mouth was open and available for use. Finally, above Erica's clit, MsV had drawn an arrow pointing at her cunt and written, 'Free use slut. Any hole available.'
We left our playthings in the area and went to get a drink and socialise with the other dominants. Some had their submissives kneeling at their feet, and some had tied or confined them in one of the play areas. Subs were often passed around at these events so they could experience play from other dominants.
Sometimes, the dominants' submissives were of only one type of gender, and they would swap, say, a female submissive for a male one. Or a cross-dressed male or transgirl for another gender. Most, like us, only played with their own property. I didn't mind helping a fellow dominant construct a scene for their sub, but I had no interest in having sex with them. After all, I had no idea if they and their sub practised safe sex or not.
Ms V and I returned to the playroom to check on our subs. We found Harriet with a cock in his ass and another being rammed into his gaping mouth. Drool poured around the cock in his mouth as he grunted with every thrust the man in his ass gave. I was pleased to see both men wore condoms. As we watched, both men climaxed, filling their rubbers with sperm. They pulled out and removed their condoms, dumping them in the bin provided. The men were clearly responsible players because they both headed to the washroom to clean up.
We turned to watch Erica. Erica was moaning around the cock in her mouth as the man in her ass pounded into her for all he was worth. As we watched, the man in Erica's mouth pulled out, removed the condom, and ejaculated across her tightly tied tits. Doing that was permitted as long as the whiteboard beside her bench said it was. Erica's did. I grinned, seeing at least two other sperm deposits decorating her lush body. I checked, seeing three more condoms in her bin. Erica had serviced at least four men, possibly more. However, by her enthusiastic moaning, she hadn't received anywhere near enough.
A small queue had formed behind Erica's bench. Being the new girl and plumply attractive meant many men wanted to taste her luscious charms. It's the age-old problem for hosts of these types of events. The number of men wanting to attend far exceeded the number of women. MsV and I were rare in terms of almost always attending The Chateaux as a couple with an extra female sub--a female sub we made available for other dominants to play with.
That's not to say that women are more or less likely to be dominant or submissive than men. I'm only saying that generally speaking, men are more likely to express their sexuality. If they find being dominated sexually exciting, they will find a way to make that happen. Women, however, tend to be more worried about what others will think if they find out they enjoy being tied up and used like a cheap whore.
After the two men had cum into Erica, two more quickly took their place. The man who chose her mouth amazed me. Initially, I thought there was no way his enormously girthed cock would fit through the 'O' ring, and then I doubted Erica could swallow even half of it. But not only did the man's giant cock slip through the ring, it also slid down Erica's throat without a single gasp or retch from her.
"Wow!" The man extolled. "What a gorgeous, well-trained slut this is!"
"You're welcome," MsV said smugly, even though it was I who had taught her to deep-throat.
"MsV," the man acknowledged. "Your subs are always amongst the best trained subs here."
"Where's your girl?" MsV queried.
The man, whose name I remembered was Brian, who hadn't stopped pumping Erica's mouth, grinned and answered, "On her knees behind you."
We turned to see a pretty transgirl moving along another small line, giving consecutive blowjobs. Although her line was small, another joined as soon as the man she was sucking had cum.
Brian grinned as he watched his girl working the line, "I don't suppose you'd like to swap this slut for mine for the week?"
"No," my wife answered, feigning regret. "Miss Erica isn't ready for that yet. That's her husband in the box."
MsV would have happily played with Brian's trans-submissive, but she knew that I had no interest in playing with a transgirl, so she graciously refused his request. I'm not against transgirls at all. It's just that I prefer femmeboys, or feminised men, if you will.
Brian's eyes widened before he grinned and responded, "I'll try her next."
Meanwhile, the man in Erica's pussy had orgasmed into his condom, and another took his place. Harriet was doubly stuffed again, with a cock in his ass and mouth. His moans indicated he wasn't averse to that at all. MsV and I exchanged glances and smiled. Our latest subs were proving their worth, and we were glad we'd taken them into our sparse stable.
Erica's seventh, eighth and ninth lovers all added their loads to the cum pooling on her body. Harriet's face and lower back were smeared with cum, too, and she showed no signs of slowing down. It appeared like Harriet and his wife were competing to see how many cocks they could make blow over their faces or body. Erica held the edge but only because more men would acknowledge their heterosexuality than their bi or homosexuality in a public setting such as this.
Nodding to acknowledge we wanted to explore separately, my wife and I parted. I returned to the bar because I hadn't seen anyone I wanted to play with. MsV disappeared into the 'Discipline Room'. Inside, she'd find several subs bound to various apparatus, waiting for someone to use them. I couldn't see, but I knew she'd select a discipline item that suited her current mood and work her way around the room, punishing the subs she found in that room.
Eventually, she'd find a sub that excited her, and that lucky person would get to taste her dripping pussy and, maybe, fuck her tight cunt. For me, it was more about making connections with the many dominants in the bar. Some of whom would become clients of my stockbroking business. Others might be dominants with whom I'd share my subs. Most would be people I'd exchange polite greetings with but would never allow near any of my submissives.
After making a few new friends, I left my partially drunk scotch on the bar and returned to the playroom to check on Erica and Harriet. Harriet had two more men in her fuck holes, and her face was a cum-covered disgrace. Erica had been released from her restraints. She currently rode one man cowgirl style, with another stuffed in her ass and another buried balls deep in her mouth. I saw that all three cocks were covered and satisfied, I turned back to Harriet.
It appeared that men who had used him had almost all chosen to cum on his face or lower back. Erica had sperm dripping from her face and body, but Harriet's face and ass were covered with semen. Lining up with the three-person line waiting to take advantage of Harriet's ass, I, when it was my turn, pulled a condom on and shoved my thick 7-inch cock into his ass. Then, holding the box to steady myself, I fucked Erica's husband as hard as I possibly could. As he moaned and accepted my length, I asked, "You doing okay, Harriet?"
"Oh, yes, Master," Harriet purred. "I feel so slutty and desirable, and watching Erica servicing all those men is so exciting that I need to cum very badly. Will you take my cage off so I can, please?"
I spat, "Slut!" but did as he asked. Then, I rudely shoved my throbbing cock back into his ass, and Harriet climaxed almost immediately, spilling her essence into the box.
"Did this slut just cum from having her ass fucked?" A Domme named Suzanne asked, placing her hand on Harry's box almost proprietarily. I nodded. "Is she yours?" Suzanne queried.
"Yes."
"May I use her?"
"Be my guest,"
Erica heard a woman asking to use her husband and my casual acceptance, and she pushed herself away from the two men, using her holes to see what would happen. I watched with interest because although my wife and Anna had used Harry, Erica had yet to see him with a woman from outside our group.
Suzanne rolled her leather miniskirt above her generous ass, exposing her monstrous strap-on cock. Oiling it swiftly, she arched an eyebrow at me and asked, "Do you think he can take it?"
I chuckled before answering, "Mistress Suzanne, you and I both know you're merely teasing the poor man. You're way too much of an experienced and caring Domme to hurt someone in a public play area like this purposefully."
"You're right, Master John," she laughed back. "But I do so like to tease. But seriously, though. Do you think he can take a cock this big?"
I heard Erica mutter, "Let me up. I want to see this." Answering one question: She was okay with her husband playing with another woman.
Suzanne arched her eyebrow again, "Yours, too?" She asked, gesturing towards Erica.
"Husband and wife," I smugly replied.
"Bastard!" Suzanne spat, grinningly. "Do you have any idea how long I've looked for a married submissive couple?"
"Well, hands off my two," I teased.
"May I see if this slut can take my cock?"
"Of course," I agreed.
"What are your safe words, little one?" Suzanne asked Harriet.
"Red, if I want you to stop. Orange, if I need you to back off a little."
"Do you need to use one of those now?"
"No, Ma'am," Harriet replied softly.
"Your hole has been exceptionally well used, my girl. So it shouldn't hurt too badly when I pare your boy cunt open," Suzanne informed him as she slowly pressed her 'cock' against Harriet's sphincter. Suzanne's 8+ inch fake cock slid surprisingly easily into Harriet's ass. Suzanne hesitated with about half her cock's length inside Harriet. "All good?" She queried.



"Yes, Ma'am," Harriet purred, lost in the sensations of being pegged by an enormous cock. His Mistress used a strap-on cock of similar length to mine. This thing was easily an inch longer and much more thick.
Harriet grunted again as Suzanne remorselessly drilled the rest of her fake cock into his ass.
"I need a cock in me!" Erica pleaded. A man quickly obliged, ramming an averagely-sized dick into her ass. "Fuck, yes," Erica groaned.
Suzanne looked questioningly at me. With my assent, she stated, "Baby girl, once I've finished fucking your husband, I promise you're next."
Suzanne had waited until she felt Harriet push back at her invading cock. Then, gripping the box's sides firmly, she pulled about three-quarters of it out before thrusting back in.
"Ummmph," Harriet grunted, his eyes rolling back in his head. Suzanne pumped him again, "Oommmph," Harriet groaned. And again, "Hummmph," Harriet moaned, and his cock spat cum onto the box's floor.
Suzanne felt no need to hold back anymore and fucked our new girl as viciously as possible. Suzanne's strap-on had a rubber stop that pressed against her clitoris. When her abdomen slapped into Harriet's ass, the stop mashed against Suzanne's clit. It took almost a dozen energetic pumps before Suzanne crested and pussy juices frothed from her overexcited cunt. Harriet felt Suzanne's pussy juices squirting down his ass and thighs, and, surprised, he climaxed again, more sperm shooting from his meagre cock.
Sighing happily, Suzanne pulled her 'cock' from Harriet's stretched ass. She removed the condom over it and dropped it into the bin provided. Next, she crossed to the restrooms to clean her strap-on. On returning, Suzanne sanitised her fake cock before pulling another condom on. Then, satisfied she'd ensured Erica was safe from anything that may have come out of Harriet's ass, Suzanne knelt behind where I'd re-tied Erica. I'd tied Erica facedown this time. Her plump ass waved seductively in the air, yearning to be used.
"Gawd, Master John," Suzanne muttered. "You and your wife produce such willingly submissive sluts. One day, I'll have to invite you to dinner and pick your brains on how you do it so easily."
Let me emphasise here that I have no issues with how Mistress Suzanne treats and educates her playthings. But, like many dominants do, she has a one-size-fits-all approach. That approach has typically been crafted over several years so that it suits most but not all of her subs--those that it doesn't match to are branded 'recalcitrant' and swiftly tossed aside.
In comparison, MsV and I try to match our dominance to the submissive's needs and desires, which allows our playthings to grow faster than they usually would. Of course, if I'd said something like the above, Suzanne would hear it as criticism, which it probably is. Instead, I grinned and replied that we'd happily come to dinner when she asked, and we'd even bring Harriet and Erica.
Suzanne slid her massive fake cock into Erica's juicy cunt and fucked her a few times with it to ensure the shaft was adequately lubed. Then, Suzanne positioned its head at Erica's rosebud, fell forward over Erica's back and grabbed Erica's swollen teetahs. "Ready, my little slut?" Suzanne asked. "Your husband accepted the whole thing without complaint. Can you do the same?" She slowly forced her 'cock' through Erica's knot.
Again, Erica had had many men's cock up her clacker that night, but none as enormous as Suzanne's fake one. But Erica, as the trooper she is, gritted her teeth and bore down on the invading protuberance. She gasped and jumped as Suzanne's strap-on split her knot, but then she moaned as it filled her rear fuck hole fuller than it had ever been.
Suzanne was more gentle with Erica than she was with Harriet, fucking her ass powerfully and not viciously. Erica climaxed almost as quickly as her husband, though.
After Erica's orgasm, Suzanne regretfully pulled her strap-on from Erica's ass and left to clean it again. MsV returned as Erica orgasmed, and after a short discussion, we decided our girls had had enough for the night. MsV released Erica from her binds as I helped Harriet from his box. I had to support him until his cramped legs would support his weight. Then, Harriet helped me load the crate back into MsV's Evoque, and we headed home.

The End.
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The Return of The King—All Good Things Must End.

Well, readers, here we are at the last of my adventures. From here, both you and I will have to wait and see if there are any more. My previous adventures ended with an orgy around my pool, where I successfully introduced the McKenzie family to incestuous sex. My last adventures begin some two weeks after that night.
'Great,' I thought, looking at the flight board. 'Delayed due to fog.' I'd checked on the 'flightradar' app before leaving home, and it informed me that the flight bringing my husband and daughter home from Amsterdam was on time. I'd left home to meet them too early already, and I knew that. But I was anxious and eager to see them after being apart for two months, and I couldn't stay at home any longer. I'd have been standing waiting nervously for my family to clear customs anyway, but now, with the delay, I'd be trembling in anticipation for ages.
I caught my reflection in the windows leading outside and checked myself out. I'd worn my most towering heels, so the first noticeable thing was my height. With the heels, I was easily over 183 cm (6-ft.) tall, standing at least as tall as many others and taller than most—the tallest woman in this part of the airport.
My breasts were my next most obvious characteristic. The dress I wore clung to my large, firm globes and exposed generous amounts of my décolletage. I'd bought this dark red Nalini, draped, open-back, A-line mini dress on a whim as I passed by a designer boutique store. The item left my back and arms bare, meaning I couldn't wear a bra, but I rarely do, anyway, so ... I had a matching thong on because the dress clung so tightly to my shapely rear that it tended to pop over my bottom and pool around my hips if I bent too far over. John would not be happy if I exposed my divinely heart-shaped ass to the public, even though I'm sure most of them would appreciate the view!
Apart from my height, gorgeous breasts, and prominent, shapely ass, my extremely long and toned legs are my next best asset. My personal trainer, Patrick, has me doing many stair runs, squats, star jumps and burpees to ensure they remain as slender and shapely as they were when I was a teenager. For a girl who hates exercise, I certainly do enough of it.
Sighing, I found a seat a little further away from everyone else and sat down. Carefully crossing my long, sculptured legs so that I didn't flash my barely covered snatch to any passers-by, I briefly wished that I still smoked and that it were still legal to smoke in places like airports. When I'm nervous or anxious, a contemplative cigarette always soothes me.
Thinking of having a cigarette flashed my memory back to the beginning of my adventures. My feelings towards Edgar damned Fontaine still wavered between anger and condemnation to grudging admiration. Mister Fontaine had taken upon himself, in his own words, to 'free me from my sexually repressed life'. The problem was that I now acted like the world's biggest slut. What was worse is that my husband, my owner and guardian, and my son, my protector, seemed to encourage my wanton behaviour instead of controlling it.
Smiling a little bitterly, I wondered if my marriage would survive my sexual exploits whilst my husband was away. Then I wondered if I could even remember all the different people I'd had sex with since my first visit to Edgar Fontaine's hypnotherapy clinic. Deciding it would help to fill in the time waiting for John and Krissy to arrive, I began to see if I could recall them all.
My first extra-marital sexcapade was unknown to me at the time. It was with Edgar's receptionist, Liz Donnelly—a woman with the largest knockers I've ever seen. Seriously, mine are a firm double-D. Liz's are at least a double-G. I'd gone to The Fontaine Clinic in East Brisbane for help to end my nicotine addiction. The hypnotherapist, Edgar Fontaine, decided to 'free me from sexual repression' as well—not something I wanted.
If not for Edgar Fontaine, I would have happily spent my entire life making love to one man: My husband—the man who claimed my virginity on my eighteenth birthday.
Edgar, whilst I was under hypnosis, encouraged my carnal desires to emerge. Now Edgar, as he so proficiently proved to me, could not make me do anything that I did not want to do. Therefore, my sexual exploits since that day are all on me. However, if Edgar hadn't taken it upon himself to 'free me', I would never have discovered my 'inner slut'. Undoubtedly, I have thoroughly enjoyed almost all of my adventures since that fateful day, but I still have guilt pangs about how big a trollop I have become. Hence, my ambiguous feelings about Mister Edgar Gawddamned Fontaine.
So, Liz Donnelly, Edgar's receptionist, was only the second person I'd had sex with. Well, assuming you don't count my teenage sexual explorations with my best friend, Kath Loughlin. Those never went beyond some kissing and light petting, though.
Smiling to myself, I remembered my first adventure. That adventure culminated with me surrendering my sweet little pussy to my tall, muscular, incredibly strong son. So, by the end of my first chapter, my sexual partners had tripled—from one to three.
I'd hoped that my adventures would end with that episode. When I awoke the following morning, my guilty conscience kept me in bed until I was sure my son had left the house. The problem was that my eighteen-year-old daughter, all innocently, set my libido raging again. Her innocent actions triggered a flicker/image flashback episode, which further inflamed my desires. I managed to avoid doubling down on my error with my son and having sex with my daughter, but I was only staving off the inevitable, and my daughter became my fourth lover only a little later.
Frank Fucking Pritchard was next. A slimier, more disgusting man than I'd ever want to meet. Frank caught me urinating in the open and somehow took advantage of the 'slut imperative' I had controlling my actions at that time. Edgar had implanted a post-hypnotic suggestion into my deep psyche that had me reacting with sexual excitement to being called a slut. Frank discovered this accidentally and used it to force me to have sex with him. It certainly didn't help my self-esteem that I climaxed on his pathetic four-inch cock. Unfortunately, Frank Effing Pritchard would feature heavily in later chapters.
I'd fallen into making love with my daughter regularly. Somehow, even though I could resist my son's advances, I had little resistance to my daughter's burgeoning sexuality. Part of it, I knew, was because, like her, I wanted her father to be the one to introduce her to physical love.
It was in the midst of this that, in part 3, Frank phoned and demanded that I meet him again. My mind was in turmoil, and with the slut imperative raging, I could see no option but to agree. His constant use of the word 'slut' had me fingering myself and creaming on my fingers, despite my skin crawling at the mere thought of Frank touching me again.
Of course, before that fateful meeting, I had to revisit The Fontaine Clinic. Edgar's instructions had left me seemingly without the will to resist, and I dressed as he had instructed. Upon meeting with Mister Fontaine, he conclusively proved that he wasn't controlling me. Yes, he had planted the suggestions into my psyche, but I was acting on them because I wanted to, not because he had instructed me to. Sometime after my session, I remembered having wanton sex with his receptionist again, making me wonder if I was unwittingly becoming a lesbian.
Later in the week, following Frank's instructions, I dressed like a tramp and caught a train to the Fortitude Valley train station. On that platform, I met and briefly played with a voluptuous Asian woman named Betty. Betty would reappear in later episodes, much to my surprise and delight.
Frank met me when I arrived at Bowen Hills Station. He had brought three friends, and it was clear that he expected me to service all four of them. I had no intention of letting that happen, but with the slut imperative controlling my mind, I allowed two of his friends to play with my breasts and pussy on the way to La Châteaux du Plaisir Tortueux (The Chateaux of Tortuous Pleasure). One wanted to fuck me, and by Gawd, I would have let him, too. Luckily for me, we arrived at The Chateaux before he could.
At The Chateaux, I met the Dominatrix Siobhan—another person who would feature regularly in the chapters to come. Siobhan used me as her prop for a sex show in front of close to three hundred onlookers. Before the show, Mistress Siobhan fingered me to an orgasm, preparing my sweet little pussy so it would gape lewdly and shine with my juices for her adoring audience.
In the first half of her show, Siobhan used a magic wand vibrator to force a stupendous orgasm from my willing body. After I'd cum, part one ended, and I was mercifully moved back behind the partition and into the performers' room. Unfortunately, my torment wasn't finished because, as Siobhan chucklingly pointed out, she had to prepare me for part two.
In the interval between shows, I somehow managed to add another lover to my ever-increasing list. Caoimhe, who I discovered was my best friend, Kath Loughlin's daughter, tongued my dripping pussy, preparing me for the second half of Siobhan's show.
In the show's second part, I was bound to a leather gynaecologist's chair. Mistress Siobhan then slid a dildo which was attached to a fucking machine, into my squelchingly hot pussy. The machine started agonisingly slowly and crept upwards in only small increments. As my arousal slowly burned, so did my impatience to reach my crest and cum again. The 'cock' on the fucking machine spun as it thrust slowly in and out of me, deliciously stimulating my G-spot. Unawarely, my hips rose to meet the dildo's thrusts, and my moans echoed throughout the ballroom.
I had gotten close to my peak when Siobhan turned the machine off completely and removed it from my grasping pussy. Next, she added a secondary dildo to the first before reinserting the larger fake cock into my dripping vulva. The second dildo pressed momentarily against my knot before slowly splitting it open and delving into my tightly clenching ass. My climb towards another stupendous climax quickly began.
Earlier, Mistress Siobhan had prohibited me from cumming until she gave permission. I was about to shatter that edict and cum anyway when the crowd started chanting, "Let her cum! Let her cum!"
Mercifully, Siobhan relented and gave me permission to reach my peak. Squealing louder than I thought possible, I orgasmed on the twin cocks in my tight love holes and, for the first time in my life, squirted pussy juices from my exploding vagina. This set the crowd into raptures, and they roared their approval. Siobhan removed the dildos from my slippery nether regions, exposing my gaping holes to my adoring fans before rotating the stage back behind the partition.
All evening, Mistress Siobhan had been insisting that I badly needed a solid rogering. Once the stage had fully returned into the performers' room, she positioned a massive strap-on dildo at my entrance and slowly forced it into me. The delight in being so completely filled by Siobhan's enormous fake cock had me pleading and begging to be fucked even harder. To add to my lust, Caoimhe climbed onto the chair and offered her sweet young pussy to my lips. I eagerly lapped at her flowing juices, all the while begging for Siobhan to fuck me harder.
After Siobhan had satisfied my wanton desires, she abandoned me to Frank and his depraved cohorts. Frank entered the room and prepared to rape me. Bound to the chair, there was less than nothing that I could do to stop him and his friends from using me. Everything seemed lost, but then, like an avenging angel from a movie, my tall, handsome, muscular son, along with Freddy and Phil, burst into the room and rescued me. After dealing with Frank and his perverted friends, Tommy took me home, and we made slow, passionate love until the early hours of the morning.
Of course, that was where I ended that chapter of my adventures. My story took up the morning after the events at The Chateaux.
Little happened that day until Phil and Freddy came over and somehow induced me into posing for them again. Then, after they'd taken numerous glamour photos, I found myself agreeing to be made up to look sexily different and allowing Phil and Freddy to take much more daring and salacious pictures.
As I strutted and posed for the two strapping young men, they became more and more daring in their touches and how close they were to me. As things progressed, I knew I'd eventually let them have me. However, before we quite reached that point, my daughter arrived home from uni.
To my surprise, Krissy only made a token show of offence at her mother posing sexily for two men and quickly changed to an outfit as sensuously decadent as mine and allowed the two young men to photograph her, too.
Again, the path we were on would probably have led to us allowing the two handsome young men to have us, but my son's imminent arrival sent Krissy and me scurrying for our bedrooms.
Tommy had brought his girlfriend, Gina, home for the first time. Gina is a pretty young thing with a more than fleeting resemblance to Catherine Zeta-Jones. Somehow, not long after meeting her, I found myself on my knees in our kitchen, eating her succulent, young pussy.
Later that same night, I made love to my sexily lush daughter, too. Using my experiences as the lesbian daughter to a dominant mother, I showed Krissy how to mash our pussy lips together and scissor and/or trib together. This led to many satisfying orgasms for us both and very little sleep.
Gina repeated her dominance of me the following morning, making me eat her sweet little pussy in my kitchen. The sheer naughtiness of eating my son's cum out of his girlfriend's vagina had me swiftly closing in on a massive climax. However, before I could leap from the precipice of my orgasm, Gina bent me over the kitchen bench and spanked my firm, lusciously curved ass. I will embarrassedly admit to delighting in being spanked by my dominant, especially in moments of intense passion. The climax I had as my son's girlfriend spanked me was a cataclysmic event that I could barely stop myself from screaming to the stars about.
Not much happened for a number of days after these events. It wasn't until I decided to tease my personal trainer, Patrick, that I had more fun. Unfortunately, I wasn't quite able to seduce him at that time.
Later that same day, my son phoned me from his girlfriend's house, drunk and wanting to come home. Of course, I immediately jumped into my sunset red Audi A3 and raced to Gina's place to get him. Getting there, I found three stunningly gorgeous girls and my son in Gina's parent's hot tub. Gina was one of the three girls, and the others were two more who would often feature in my subsequent stories. Their names were Charmaine and Jennifer.
Learning that Tommy was passed out, I reluctantly allowed Gina to dress me in the tiniest bikini you've ever seen and encourage me to join them in the tub. When Gina and I returned to the tub, I discovered that Jennifer was casually blowing my son. Gina was seemingly unbothered by this and hastened me up the steps and in between Tommy and Charmaine. She sat on the other side of Jennifer.
Charmaine, a truly stunning young woman of Chilean heritage, immediately pounced on me. But she did it in such a sweet, unassuming way that I found myself responding by returning her kisses and tonguing her gorgeous breast mounds. Seconds later, I had her bikini top off and one of her nipples in my suckling mouth.
Gina interrupted what was inevitably going to happen by fetching glasses of wine and some nibblies. I hadn't eaten dinner, so the bubbly wine on my empty stomach soon gave me a nice mellow buzz. My mellowness meant that I didn't resist when Jennifer crossed the pool and also began kissing me and playing with my lush charms. However, I was (barely) able to retain some modicum of self-control and slid from between the two gorgeous women and moved away, leaving them to entertain each other.
Gina then teased me by offering my son's cock for me to suck. Despite wanting to severely, I managed to stop myself and refuse her tease. With my decency barriers slowly collapsing, I watched as the three girls played with my son, and I knew that if I didn't get out of there shortly, I'd be on my knees with the others, sucking my son's enormous cock. Unfortunately, my control wavered before I could leave, and I found myself licking my son's big balls and Gina's clit as she rode Tommy until he climaxed inside her exceptionally tight pussy. Now that I'd crossed that incest taboo barrier, I eagerly ate my son's essence from his girlfriend's pussy as she continually orgasmed on my lips and tongue.
Now that my libido had exploded, I willingly swapped my attention to Charmaine's glistening pussy, and I ate her, too. As I ate Charmaine, the other girls caressed my nipples, clit and entrance, and before I knew it, I screamed as an orgasm shook my generously proportioned, supremely toned body.
My mind was lost in lust, and I was teetering along a cliff that would lead to a shaming fall. Any second now, the last of my will would crumble, and I'd ride my son's fabulous cock as the three girls watched. Dredging up my last vestiges of control, I wrapped my dress around me and staggered to the car before I could commit the ultimate sin before my son's three girlfriends.
Returning my thoughts to the present, I glanced at the arrivals board to see that John and Krissy's plane had been further delayed. 'Four chapters into my adventures, and so far, I'd only taken an extra nine lovers,' I thought. However, I knew my sexual conquests only accelerated from here. Sighing, I shifted position and let my reveries overtake me again.
My memory returned to the night in Gina's parent's hot tub. I'd already started my car when my naked son jumped in beside me. Tommy almost immediately passed out, leaving his thickly erect, 7+ inch tool waving and bouncing in the streetlights. On the way home, I couldn't help but take that delicious todger in my dainty hand, marvelling at its length and thickness. Getting home, Tommy rewarded my ministrations to his rampantly erect cock by filling my warmly sucking mouth with a delicious mouthful of his sticky man goo.
Tommy is way too heavy for me to try to drag inside, and in his drunken state, I didn't want to endure his drunken, fumbling attempts to make love to me, so I carefully locked my door. As I expected, Tommy tried to enter my bedroom when he awoke sometime later. However, he accepted my refusal and went to his bed.
The following day, I joined my best friend, Kath Loughlin, in West End for coffee and a snack. Kath sat with another stunningly gorgeous, early-thirties woman. Her name is Juana, and she is a Venezuelan exile. Working for one of the few papers that were openly critical of President Maduro, Juana had to flee when her paper discovered she had a death threat hanging over her head. Finding the gorgeous South American woman almost irresistible, I decided to seduce her.
To my delight, Juana offered almost no resistance, and I quickly took her home to my place and made love to her. To my surprise and Juana's joy, I took the dominant role in our lovemaking. Being the dominant sexual partner was a new experience for me. Typically, I'd only occasionally, for brief periods and only for my partner's pleasure, take the more powerful position. I'm an accomplished cock sucker and have become an excellent muff diver, but I rarely accept being thrust into being in control. However, with Juana, I dominated her deliciously, giving us both many screaming orgasms.



Our lovemaking stretched into the early evening, eventually leading us to be caught in a compromising position first by my son, Tommy, and then, later, by Krissy. That caused a bit of a ruckus for a short time, but when Krissy admitted that jealousy drove most of it, it settled down quickly enough.
My next adventure came from a strange direction. Returning to Edgar Fontaine's clinic for my third session, I took the opportunity to vigorously fuck the hugely mammary-endowed Liz Donnelly with a strap-on. Using my brief experience of dominating Juana, I controlled and owned Liz and her massive breasts and tight pussy, causing many scintillating orgasms for us both.
A few days passed before my adventures began again, and they started innocently enough. Because I was a little hot and horny, on our way home from watching Tommy play football, Krissy and I stopped at an adult toy store. Entering the store, I discovered that the proprietor was none other than the hefty Asian woman I'd seen being vigorously fucked by numerous men on the platform at the Fortitude Valley train station.
Discovering there was a movie viewing area behind the central curtain, Krissy and I purchased tokens for the player and entered the middle room. We'd barely begun playing our selection when a man on the other side of the wall pushed his rather lengthy cock through what I now know is a 'glory hole'.
Intrigued, I got on my knees in the corner, and when the man shoved his cock back through the wall, I grasped it in my hand. My daughter was, of course, shocked and demanded to know what I was doing. "Holding the biggest cock I've ever seen," I informed her before adding that I was going to taste it.
I gleefully sucked that turgid monstrosity into my mouth and, as best I could, considering how much of my mouth it filled, lashed it with my tongue. My actions fascinated my daughter, and Krissy joined me on her knees in the corner. I let the throbbing member out of my mouth and offered it to my daughter. Kissing the tip before taking the head of it in her mouth, Krissy released it long enough to observe that it tasted nice but different to her father's.
It was then that I noticed another cock vaguely bouncing in another hole in the opposite corner to where we knelt. This cock was still impressive, even though it was nowhere near the length and girth of the one currently in my daughter's mouth. Grabbing it, I delightedly slurped it into my warm, willing mouth and tasted its dripping essence.
After sucking on it for a time, I turned back to Krissy and said, "Try this one, honey. I think you'll find it easier to suck."
Krissy agreed, and we swapped cocks. Not long after I'd returned to the first cock, its owner muttered that he was about to cum. Smiling happily, I pumped and sucked harder before being rewarded with a delicious mouthful of salty cum. The second man swiftly followed his friend by ejaculating into my daughter's voraciously questing mouth.
Now that I'd received my cum reward, reality set in, and I wanted to be out of that place as quickly as possible. The two men we'd blown tried to prevent us from leaving, but after a brief confrontation, Betty intervened before they became a real problem.
Getting home, Krissy and I played, and for the very first time, I went down on my daughter, eating her succulent pussy and devouring her sweet juices. Krissy's thighs had clamped around my ears, and I failed to hear that my son had slipped into the room. Seeing what we were doing, Tommy stripped and climbed onto the bed behind my gently swaying, supremely shapely and toned ass. Sliding his throbbingly erect, 7+ inch cock into my dripping pussy, Tommy gripped my womanly hips firmly and proceeded to roger me vigorously.
This chapter ended after making delectable love with my children until the early morning of the following day.
That morning arrived with me awakening to the delightful feeling of my son's rigidly thick member sliding back into my willingly wet vagina. Not knowing that Krissy was awake, I turned my head to kiss Tommy. Krissy claimed my lips with hers before I could, and figuring, 'In for a penny. In for a pound,' I made love with my children again. The immoral decadence of it turned me on as much as anything else, I guess. But I certainly loved every single moment of it!
Of course, after we'd climaxed, Tommy desperately wanted to fuck his sister but responded honourably to her denial. Instead, we settled into mutual oral stimulation, all of us cumming at least once before I mounted my son again and rode him to a truly stupendous orgasm.
Phil and Caoimhe were coming to dinner that evening, and my fascination with my best friend's oldest child hadn't abated one little bit. Dressing provocatively just for him, I began preparing our dinner. I amusedly watched my daughter do the same thing when she discovered Phil would be here for dinner.
Dinner was a happy event with much hilarity and many conversations across numerous subjects. I moved to get our desserts, and Gina, spying an opportunity, tried to force me into a sexually submissive role again. However, I swiftly turned the tables on her and had her at my feet, servicing my divinely small, tight and wet pussy with her gifted mouth. Caoimhe caught us in the act, and she quickly joined in the raunchiness, allowing Gina to tongue her to a satisfying climax.
After dessert was over, Caoimhe and I cleaned up, discussing her situation the whole time. Caoimhe threatened to seduce my daughter. I wasn't against the idea of my best friend's daughter and mine becoming intimate, but I warned Caoimhe that Krissy was still a virgin. Caoimhe was surprised but agreed that seducing Krissy was best left until Krissy had surrendered her virginity to her chosen beau.
After the others had gone home or to bed, I took Caoimhe to my bed and readied my new strap-on to use on her. As luck would have it, no sooner had I begun my seduction of the tiny daughter of my best friend than I discovered that Krissy had slipped from her room to mine, hoping for some sex play to relieve her frustration at not being able to seduce Phil. Deciding that I didn't want to stop, I buckled my strap-on in place and fucked Caoimhe doggy style as she licked my daughter's sweltering pussy. The night exploded into a sexily raunchy round of sexual exploration until the sleepy chirping of awakening birds finally sent us to our rest.
The following day, after everyone except for Gina, Krissy and I had left for work or home, Gina and I decided to explore her burgeoning submissive desires. Playing as Mistress and slave would also help me understand my sudden need to dominate, too. However, as we kissed and caressed, Krissy interrupted us with a false pretence of anger at me playing with another woman behind her father's back.
Quickly divining that Krissy was jealous that I would play with Gina instead of her and realising that my daughter was finally beginning to realise her submissive desires, I chose to use my newfound dominance to discipline her physically, too.
I encouraged Krissy to complete Gina's corrections, and after they were done, Gina rewarded my daughter by servicing her sweltering pussy with her tongue. I was very tempted to join the two young women on my bed and engage in a passionate three-way. Fortunately, as my will crumbled, my husband John called, rescuing me from committing lesbian incest before a witness.
John was home only a few days later with the news that he'd quit Pepperstone and would be opening his own financial consultancy firm. He also confirmed that he'd finally got rid of his long-term assistant and fuck buddy, Amanda, and asked me to take her place. Of course, I was delighted that he would be home more and ecstatic that he seemed to be saying that he would no longer play behind my back. However, I doubted that I alone would ever be enough for him.
The night my husband came home, I encouraged our daughter to sneak into John's and my bedroom. On the premise of 'disciplining him for his many infidelities', I planted images of our daughter's beautiful face and lush body into his thoughts. Eventually, the images I invoked overcame his natural reluctance to consider making love with his daughter, and he orgasmed into my firmly stroking hand and swiftly sucking mouth.
Pretending I had arranged a female surprise for him, I tied John to the bed, blindfolded him, and mimicked fetching her from the front door. Instead of another woman, I brought our daughter into our room instead. Then, ensuring that John would never know who was sucking him, I sat on his face and clamped my thighs tightly around his ears. Krissy did an excellent job of blowing her father, and he came in her voraciously slurping mouth quickly.
Watching my daughter blow her father had me hotter than the gates of Hades, so I swiftly moved and took John's thick 7-inch cock in my delectably tight pussy. Krissy licked her father's big, heavy balls and my clit as I rode John's cock, causing us both to orgasm incredibly hard and quickly.
The night became perfect when John, with no small amount of encouragement from me, finally disciplined my lustful behaviour. Of course, another round of delicious sex ensued.
A few days passed until it was the weekend, and John and I were due at my best friend Kath Loughlin's birthday party. Kath and Mike's house is at least as big as ours and has a pool, yard and gardens that match ours, too. John and I were sleeping the night at Kath's, so we could relax and really enjoy the night.
After greeting my friend, the other members of our 'girl gang', and Juana, I introduced myself to the ones I didn't already know. Then, I headed upstairs to place our jackets and the overnight bag in the room allocated to us.
Entering the room, I found my son, Tommy, and his three girls having sex. Gina was blowing my son as Charmaine ate Jennifer's pussy. Shocked and incredibly turned on by the scene, I barely managed not to join in the debaucherous scene before me. Gina tested my will by offering my son's cock to me. I was able to resist, that time.
However, after wandering around the party for a time, I found myself returning to the room we were staying in. The scene had changed with Tommy now fucking Jennifer as Charmaine ate Gina's pussy. On my arrival, Gina moved in front of Jennifer, and Charmaine approached me. I was hot and horny imagining that it was me who knelt on the couch with my son's beautiful cock spearing into my quivering vagina, so I didn't protest when Charmaine kissed me and fondled my breasts.
I was revelling in Charmaine's touches when the door opened, and Phil, Siobhan, and Caoimhe entered. Seeing the erotic couplings occurring all around them, Siobhan pushed Phil onto the bed, pulled his pants down and mounted him. Then, to my shock and amazement, after sharing a soft kiss with me and Charmaine, Caoimhe stripped her dress off and sat on her brother's face.
Charmaine encouraged me to admit to my carnal, incestuous desires for my son and take Jennifer's place, receiving his thrusting manhood into my dripping vagina. My will slowly crumbled, and I knew it was only seconds before I succumbed to that desire and let my son fuck me.
To prevent that, I gave into my needs and mounted Phil. The girls were delighted and helped me to ride my best friend's son. I had no idea how I would face her in the morning. But, at that moment, all I could think was that I needed to cum, and more, I needed to feel Phil's nicely thick cock erupting into the blazing furnace my pussy had become.
Deeply ashamed and terrified that John would discover my infidelity, I virtually ran from the room and found a bathroom so I could clean my disgrace from my still throbbing pussy. Fortunately, John didn't associate my soaking pussy with it being full of another man's seed, and he washed away my error by adding his seed to the mess already inside me.
A mechanical-sounding voice brought me from my memories, and I checked the board to see that John and Krissy's flight now had a landing time. However, that landing time was still ninety minutes from now. A man had sat opposite me and was clearly checking me out. In my typical teasing way, I stretched and preened, causing my full, firm bosom to lift and drop delectably. Of course, the man took that as an invitation to talk to me, but I smiled and showed my wedding rings, and he took the hint and sat back down.
My next adventure almost cost me my marriage. It was 'Fixing the Frank Problem'.
They started innocently enough, with Kath and I kissing and cuddling in her kitchen the morning after her party. We were inching closer to becoming intimate, and we both knew it. Kath had me so turned on that I nearly took her in her kitchen, but I managed to quell my rising arousal, and we agreed upon a time we would get together and explore this side of our friendship.
Not long after that, I noticed Kath could barely keep her eyes open. Taking her to bed, I convinced her to let me finger her to a soft orgasm, making Kath the thirteenth person I'd had sex with since I began my journey to sexual freedom. After giving Kath a soft orgasm, we slept in each other's arms until it was near the time our husbands would return.
The following day found me alone again. My house was spotless, and being a workday meant most of my friends weren't available to meet with me for coffee or lunch. Bored, I decided to go for a drive, little knowing that that decision would be the beginning of my true sluttishness.
My travels had led me close to the adult store where Krissy and I had blown those two men. Deciding that I'd get some tokens and watch another porno movie, maybe play with any cocks that were shoved through the glory holes, I parked my car and went inside.
Betty greeted me warmly and somehow convinced me to follow her upstairs to the Sex On Premises part of the store. Betty encouraged me to strip and tie a big, fluffy towel around my sensually luscious body and follow her into the steam room. The room held several men, but Betty and I were the only two women.
Following Betty's lead, I reluctantly took off my towel and sat on it naked. This was the very first time I'd been naked before people who weren't family or close friends. I'll admit to being quite turned on by that fact. Then, Betty dared me to put a show on for these men and let her eat my pussy in front of them. I initially declined, but as my need grew, I admitted that I wanted to do it and lifted and spread my legs to give Betty access to my steamingly hot and wet pussy.
Betty eagerly dove between my lasciviously spread thighs and began tonguing my drooling pussy. It was clear that eating pussy wasn't a new experience for her, and I was quickly rocketing towards an orgasm.
Betty had my hips undulating as I held her mouth against my spasming pussy. I was so lost in the delicious sensations that I didn't notice someone kneeling beside my head until he wiped his cock's head across my lips. It took three wipes across my pouty lips before I gave in to my slutty desires and opened my mouth to take him inside it.
The man's cock was longer but thinner than John's and Tommy's. However, as I've said, I'm an accomplished cock sucker, and it glided down my throat without affecting my gag reflex. Sucking on the delightfully hard and long pole, I opened my eyes to find that Betty had a suitor buried chock-a-block deep inside her willing pussy. This view excited my passions further, and I quickly grasped the cocks that were pressed into my hands, masturbating them as best I could, given my limited mobility.
I was totally lost in the new sensation of being eaten as I sucked a cock and masturbated two more, but before my arousal could peak, the cock in my mouth was withdrawn, and its owner jerked it viciously before he splattered my chest and breasts with his cum. Having cum splash onto my face and/or body is one of my favourite things. Feeling his hot jism erupting onto my skin smashed me over the edge, and I screamed as my climax shook mine and Betty's bodies.
Seconds after the first man had orgasmed onto me, another offered his slim cock to my mouth. Betty already had her second lover buried in her gaping vagina, and I wanted to keep pace with her. So, swirling my tongue over and around the cock in my warm, wet mouth, I worked to bring it to fruition as quickly as I could. A few lashes later, this man held my head tightly, with all of his meagre cock in my mouth, and ejaculated down my greedily swallowing throat.
A third cock was swiftly shoved into my mouth after I let the second drop out. As I gobbled this one down, I saw Betty's second man hunch viciously forward before unloading into Betty's sloppy pussy. A third man quickly took his place. This man rudely shoved his cock in Betty's ass, causing her to yelp and protest. The man ignored her and began pounding Betty's fat ass as powerfully as he could.
The cocks in my hands blew next, but I was disappointed that they chose to cum over my hands and wrists and not my body. However, two more quickly took their places. I'd barely gripped the extra cocks when the man I was sucking reached his crescendo. The man on my left beat him to the punch, though. Growling gutturally, the man moved beside my toned, softly curved stomach and unloaded on top of it. That was swiftly followed by the man in my right hand, who blew his load over my lusciously firm D-cups. My joy was complete when the man in my mouth pulled out and blasted his gift all over my pretty face.
As I lay there, replete in orgasmic bliss, Betty kissed and licked her way up my body, hoovering every drop of man spend from my gorgeous body. Reaching my lips, we shared a cum kiss before Betty cleaned the splooge from my face. The men asked if I was willing to fuck them. I refused, and they graciously left.
Betty and I sat in the sauna a little longer before jumping into the splash pool. The sudden cold revitalised my desires, and I became intensely aware that I was beyond turned on and needed a good, solid rogering. After we got out of the pool, I expected Betty to lead me back to the changerooms. However, it seemed she wasn't done introducing me to new experiences just yet; instead, she led me deeper into the complex.
As Betty led me up the corridor, I could hear sex happening behind many of the doors. Some were even open, and men were openly having sex in those rooms. I was shocked and a little titillated because I had never imagined such places existed before. One other fact was glaringly obvious: Betty and I were the only two women in this part of the premises.
Betty guided me to a locked room. Inside were two men, Donkey and Jumbo. They had the biggest penises I'd ever seen! Giggling, Betty climbed into a sling set up inside the room. Then, patting her pussy, she instructed Donkey to 'pave the way for Jumbo'. Donkey was quick to comply and gobsmacked, I watched him slowly insert his massive cock into Betty's stretched pussy.
Donkey fucked Betty briefly before he pulled out and let Jumbo take his place. I was even more amazed when Jumbo slid seven of his almost twelve inches into Betty's severely gaped vagina. Jumbo began pounding the hefty Asian woman, rapping his gigantic cock against Betty's cervix with every thrust. Remember, boys, despite what you might have read, a man's cock cannot enter a woman's cervical canal, so that was as deep as Jumbo could get.
After watching Jumbo fill Betty's spasming pussy with cum, it was my turn in the sling. I wasn't prepared even to contemplate taking Jumbo, but I wanted to at least attempt to take Donkey. It needed Betty to use her fingers to stretch my sweet little pussy open, but I eventually accepted most of Donkey's 10-inch cock inside me. From there, Donkey gripped my luscious breasts and ripped me back as he rammed into me with vicious force. Donkey's enormous tool battered my cervix, shattering my will and sending me into orgasmic bliss.



Donkey came inside me, and to make things worse, the condom had shredded, meaning his cum splattered into me and against my cervix. I panicked, threatening him dire consequences if he'd given me a venereal disease. Donkey assured me he got tested regularly, the most recent only the day before, and he was clean.
Happy at my reprieve, I quickly left the premises and drove home, praying my husband wasn't home yet. He wasn't, and I was able to wash and douche my sins clean before John discovered them.
Later that night, and using the same premise as earlier, I allowed Krissy to blow her father again. John was closing in on being prepared to initiate our daughter into physical love, but he wasn't quite there yet. To prepare him, I whispered descriptions of what it would be like to have his daughter blowing him and surrendering her virginity to his rampantly erect cock. John came into our daughter's mouth twice before I sent her from the room.
Next, I confessed my incestuous fantasies to my husband, and to my shock and delight, he turned the tables on me and forced me to orgasm to visions of fucking our tall, handsome son. That night ended with my taking my husband anally and enjoying every second of it.
Tommy and I made love the next day. It was a surreal experience for me because Tommy showed me just how divinely wonderful being anally fucked could be. I'd taken John in my ass numerous times, but that was only for his pleasure. Tommy showed me I could enjoy anal sex and orgasm from it, too.
The following day, I took Krissy shopping for her upcoming trip to Sidney with her father. We trawled through various shops, putting together a wardrobe that better fitted her new adult, sexy young woman persona. Krissy's burgeoning sexuality needed better expression than her typically frumpy clothing that she wore to minimise unwanted advances from the boys.
We'd gathered quite an extensive wardrobe for my daughter before we exited from the Chermside shops and went to Brendale, where we entered the Hollywood for Shoes store. There, we met Shawna, a very sexy saleswoman. I quickly ascertained that Shawna was quite submissive and was incredibly attracted to Krissy. Taking the bull by the horns, I casually groped Shawna's barely A-cup breasts and encouraged her to taste my daughter's dripping entrance.
Shawna obeyed eagerly, lapping Krissy's slippery juices from her over-inflamed entrance. Watching this erotic event turned my libido to the maximum, and I soon had Shawna's panties off, and I lay under her and ate her pussy as she ate Krissy's.
Suddenly, we were interrupted by the store's owner. Moving from between Shawna's thighs, I confronted Gina's mother, Freya. Deciding she'd either accept and join in with what we were doing or completely freak out, I moved higher and began tonguing Shawna again. Freya quickly joined the debauchery on the floor, stripping my dress from my luscious curves, strapping on a dildo, and piercing my wanting pussy.
Taking Freya and Shawna as lovers brought my total number of extra-marital affairs to twenty-four. Precisely twenty-four more than I thought I'd ever have. But did I feel any guilt? Some, I will admit. Hardly any about the female lovers I'd taken because I knew John wouldn't mind those very much, especially if I occasionally brought some home for him to share.
After we'd shared a cascading orgasm, our couplings morphed into a different arrangement. Freya wanted to eat Krissy, but Shawna complained, "Aww, Mom. You always eat out the other girls first. Can't I have a turn at going first?" Only then did I realise that Freya and Shawna were mother and daughter.
Krissy shifted off Freya's mouth and picked up her discarded strap-on. Buckling it in place, Krissy initially fucked me with it before lying on Freya and fucking her instead. I moved so I could help stimulate Shawna, and another series of climaxes flowed across us four women.
After a final round of soft climaxes, we relaxed into each other's arms. Freya insisted that my son and her other daughter, Gina, must not learn about this tryst and wanted to get together with me later to discuss this event and what else may happen in the future. We're yet to get together again.
Later that night, Tommy had Krissy and me pose in our new outfits. It was another chance for Krissy to tease and titillate her father, bringing him closer to the realisation his daughter needed him to make her a woman by taking her virginity. Of course, what was to happen a little later in this chapter put a serious crimp in those plans.
I took John and Krissy to the airport the following morning and returned home. Tommy waited until I'd prepared our breakfasts. As we ate, Tommy explained his plan to get my pictures deleted from Frank's home, cloud account, computer, and anywhere else he may have stored them. It involved me voluntarily meeting with Frank and his goons and allowing them to kidnap me. I won't write about that particular event again because it is still too painful to recall. However, it ended when Frank tried to cut my pretty face with a flick knife, forcing a police tactical response team member to shoot him.
My next adventures were almost all because of how John reacted to the news I'd been kidnapped and raped. John refused to believe that I'd gone with my four attackers unwillingly, and he kicked me out of our marital bedroom. To say I was angry at him would be to understate how I felt, but it in no way excuses my behaviour during my four-day getaway with Kath. It wasn't until quite some time later that I realised I was punishing John for abandoning me when I needed him most.
I'd already booked my four-day escape, and John encouraged me to go. I was really looking forward to exploring Kath's and my slowly developing physical relationship. I'd had many erotic interludes with numerous women since my first visit to Edgar Fontaine's clinic, and I was eager to show my best friend the joys of lesbian love.
But before I left for my retreat with Kath, I decided to take a final swing at seducing my personal trainer. Patrick had flirted with me and ogled my delicious charms, but so far, he hadn't taken the extra step into expressing his desire for me physically. Since it appeared my marriage was over, I decided I'd fuck him and as many other men as I could—mostly to rub John's nose in his own infidelities over the years. Yes, I was being massively hypocritical because you've often read me saying, 'That is the price you pay to remain married to a successful man', but I didn't care at that stage!
Although I intended to seduce Patrick, how I did it wasn't as I'd planned. My plan was to ask him to massage my upper thigh before taking his hand and putting it on my hot pussy, and kissing him with all the exquisite skill that I have. Instead, my legs collapsed running down the stairs, and I fell into his arms before we both fell onto the exercise mat. Patrick rolled me as we fell, and I ended up on my back with Patrick deliciously nestled between my shapely thighs.
Patrick's meaty cock immediately flashed to full rigidness and pressed delightfully against my barely covered entrance. He felt me clench him tighter to me as I thrust my blazingly hot pussy up at him. Overcome by lust, Patrick ripped my gusset aside and ploughed his throbbingly hard cock into my soaking vagina. At its full seated depth, Patrick's cock rapped sharply on my cervix. That delectable pain, along with the incredible feeling of his massive cock spearing into my depths, swiftly crashed me into a screamed climax. Patrick followed me through that barrier, ejaculating into my tightly clenching vulva.
Krissy had caught my tryst with Patrick, and we brought each other to mutually satisfying orgasms, relieving my daughter's needs.
Kath's and my four nights together began sweetly. I'd gone up earlier to prepare our rented bungalow for her arrival. Concerned for my well-being, Kath took me to bed and elicited a deeply relaxing, intense orgasm from my tired body, and we slept the afternoon away, spooned together.
I moved our physical relationship to the next level when we awoke. Using my fingers as a pseudo cock, I fucked my best friend with them until she came on my fingers. Next, I slid down my friend's svelte body and mouthed her glistening pussy. Pushing her boundaries, I wet my finger in Kath's dripping vagina and rimmed her little dark star. Then, pinching her perineum between my thumb and forefinger, I pulled down as I lashed her love button with my tongue.
To my delight, after she'd come down from her twin climaxes, Kath insisted on returning the favour and went down on my drooling pussy. Fortunately for us both, I was so turned on by finally making love with the woman I'd desired for almost as many years as I had that I climaxed quickly on her inexperienced lips and tongue.
After cleaning ourselves up, we made dinner before deciding to try the communal baths. Getting there, we found the hot tub already occupied by two married couples. We were about to return to our bungalow when the couples insisted we join them. The couples were Bob and Margot, and Mitchell and Yolanda. Although I took no notice at the time, Mitchell sat close to Margot, with Bob closer to Yolanda. I soon learnt why. The couples were swingers who shared a holiday together every year and regularly played with others at home.
The men were solely straight, but Yolanda and Margot were bisexual, and Yolanda immediately set about seducing me as Margot did the same to Kath. I was an eager subject to be seduced and swiftly fell under Yolanda's spell. Before I'd fully come to grips with her seduction, I found myself being impaled on Bob's and Mitchell's impressively girthed cocks. Mitchell lay on his back as I straddled his reposed form and slowly sank my tight asshole onto his strainingly erect cock. Seconds later, Bob slid between my lasciviously spread, shapely thighs and slowly pushed his throbbing member inside my soakingly wet pussy. To cap this delightful coupling off, Yolanda spread her muscular legs and lowered her sopping pussy onto my mouth.
Yolanda was the first to orgasm, and she quickly moved to join Margot and Kath. With Yolanda's expert guidance, Kath fisted Margot's gaping pussy. Watching this lewdly erotic spectacle crashed me over the edge into another stupefying climax. The men fucking me had willingly delayed their climaxes so I could get what I wanted and needed. But, after climaxing to the sight of my seemingly innocent, sweet friend fisting another woman, I pleaded with them to 'fill my fuck holes with man juice'. The two men dutifully filled my spasming pussy and clenching ass with their delicious goo, leaving me feeling temporarily satiated.
However, after our sexual interlude, Kath seemed a little distressed by her sudden fall into moral decrepitude and marital infidelity, so I quickly made our excuses, and then we dressed and left the area swiftly. Kath and I slept, holding each other tightly.
The following day was spent shopping, drinking coffee and eating. During lunch, we made the acquaintance of two handsome young men, Timothy and Desmond, who were teammates of my son Tommy. Wine was drunk, food was eaten, and much flirting and jocularity ensued. Eventually, Kath and I agreed to meet the two strapping young men for dinner at a tapas bar in Maroochydore.
Reaching our hideaway, I fucked Kath with my newly-acquired strap-on, giving us both many orgasms. After that, we slept peacefully together until it was time to meet our prospective beaus for dinner.
We met the two sexily handsome young men at the tapas bar, and much dancing and flirting followed. Eventually, Kath and I invited the young men back to our chalet. Tim and Des were perfect gentlemen, but they were unwilling to make the first move. However, when I pursed my lips and looked expectantly at him, Tim gently and then eagerly kissed me. I flowed into his kiss and embrace and allowed him to cup my firm, luscious breast as he began seducing me.
Tim's stroking of my breast and his tweaking of my turgid nipple excited me, and I allowed my hand to wander over his swiftly swelling member. Becoming bolder, Tim unzipped my clinging dress and peeled it off my shapely shoulders, exposing that it was the only item I wore. Tim admired my large, firm, Double-D breasts before lowering his lips and sucking my painfully erect nipple into his greedily sucking mouth.
As Tim made love to my aching breasts, Kath had Desmond doing similar things to her beautiful but tiny breasts. I watched them through heavily lidded eyes as my arousal soared. With my sexual excitement peaking, I needed things to move faster, so, sliding off the couch, I knelt at Tim's feet and offered to blow him. Much to my disappointment, Tim's promising bulge turned out to be only around an averagely-sized cock. Still, it disappeared into my mouth and down my throat quickly.
Watching me blow Tim had Kath wound up. She eagerly allowed Des to strip her dress off, and she pulled her panties aside and lowered herself onto his rampantly throbbing member. Meanwhile, I had sensed that Tim was too close to the edge to last much longer. To lessen any embarrassment he may have felt at losing control so easily, I quickly returned his twitching cock into my mouth and milked him as I sucked. Tim filled my greedily sucking mouth only a few short seconds later.
Still horny, I slid across the fall and snuggled my lips around my best friend's clitoris and bathed Desmond's big balls as he pumped into Kath's dripping pussy. This caused them both to climax immediately, and I licked and sucked their combined essences as they drooled from Kath's overfilled pussy.
I wasn't close to sated, so I dragged the party into the bedroom so we could continue our debauch. Knowing the guys would take some time before their penises would recharge, I made love to my dearest friend, putting on a real show for our young lovers. I kissed Kath as passionately as I knew how before kissing down her svelte figure and latching my mouth around her dripping vulva.
My show had the boys' cocks hardening immediately, and Des offered his still slimy member to Kath's willingly pouting lips. Kath, overcome with the lust my ministrations to her inflamed pussy engendered, groaned and sucked Des' lengthy penis into her mouth. Tim, not wanting to be left out of the sensuous scene exploding before him, began eating my slippery vagina. It felt good, but I needed to be filled, so I waggled my sexy ass and spread my pussy lips, encouraging him to fuck me, which Tim did willingly.
Kath, whilst enjoying me eating her pussy and sucking Des' cock, wanted more. She released Des' leaking penis from her mouth before spinning one hundred and eighty degrees so she could tongue my pussy as Tim fucked me.
Seeing Kath's sensually swinging ass, Des swiftly moved up behind her and slowly ploughed his rigid cock into her tight slit. Kath moaned into my slippery pussy, extolling Des' cock's virtues. Kath's and my willing acceptance and aroused moaning encouraged our younger lovers to increase the vigour of their fucking, and soon their cocks were slamming viciously into our willingly wet vaginas.
Kath came first, climaxing to the combined stimulation of my tongue rasping across her sensitive clit and Des' rough usage of her tiny, conical nipples. Des came next, filling my best friend's gaping pussy to overflowing, and I delighted in sucking their combined fluids into my voracious mouth.
Tim was gallantly waiting for me to orgasm before filling my super-tight pussy with his thick seed. However, I'd slipped into a submissive mindset, and I needed his command for me to cum before I could leap from my climax's cliff. At his commanded words to 'cum for me, Kate', I squealed and orgasmed on his sturdy, if somewhat disappointingly lengthed cock.
The night had been excellent so far, but I needed more. Leaving the exhausted Tim, I joined my best friend as she sucked Des back to total hardness. Des recovered more quickly than Tim, probably because having two beautiful, sexy, and entirely willing women sucking his semi-flaccid cock was better than his most extreme fantasy. However, as we sucked Des' rapidly reinflating cock, Kath became aware that Tim was also rapidly achieving another rampant erection. She wanted to be naughty and push her previously narrow boundaries, so she crawled across to his reclined body and lowered her sweltering, messily filled pussy onto his lips. Tim licked eagerly, bringing Kath careering toward another orgasm.
Meanwhile, I'd taken Des into my supremely tight and slippery vagina, revelling in feeling his throbbing cock vigorously pumping into me. Shifting so that we were riding our lovers, Kath and I kissed and fondled each other as we lifted and lowered our hips on the steel-hard poles delved deep inside us. The boys loved our exhibition and, soon after, filled our grasping vaginas with their sticky spend.
The four of us continued to swap back and forth until we could no more. Then, I dragged Tim to the other bedroom to sleep. When we awoke, we showered before driving into Landsborough for a late breakfast, and the boys left to return to football training. Kath and I returned to our chalet for some much needed sleep, waking around 4:00 p.m. We discussed the previous night's excesses before deciding we'd been exactly as slutty as we wanted to be. Then we debated repeating our sluttishness again that same night, agreeing we'd head back to Maroochydore, only we'd go to The Solbar instead.
A greeter guided us to a free table, but no sooner had we taken our seats than two distinguished older gentlemen asked if they could join us. Kath wasn't too keen, but the taller and heavier of the two men had the most startling blue eyes I'd ever seen. His eyes alone garnered that oft-spoken-about tingle in my sweet nether regions. Of course, that meant I ignored Kath's doubts and asked them to join us.
The men proved to be cultured and urbane, with dry, self-deprecating humour. I liked them both a lot! Keith, the one with the amazing blue eyes, cornered me as his friend, David, deftly engaged my friend in a one-on-one conversation. I smiled at how smoothly the two men overcame the typical problem of seducing a woman who was out with her friend and unprepared to leave her friend out of the night's activities.
Kath and I excused ourselves to the restrooms so we could discuss our seductors. We agreed that we were attracted to the ones trying to lure us and agreed to invite them back to our bungalow if they wanted. To check the men's willingness to share, I changed up the seating arrangements, engaging David in a serious discussion. However, David only had eyes for Kath, asking me to confirm if my friend was, indeed, the sports reporter Kath Loughlin.
I asked why David hadn't asked Kath herself that question. He admitted that he had and that Kath had refused to answer him. Of course, that meant I wouldn't confirm, either, simply pointing out that my friend is hot and he should be grateful she was willing to get to know him. David then pointed out that Kath and I wore wedding and engagement rings. I suppressed a wince and then asked if it really mattered. Well, neither David nor Keith are dim, so he quickly agreed that it didn't.
Next, David mentioned that I intimidated him with my lush, overt charms and asked if I minded that he returned to chatting with Kath. I wasn't bothered by his admission, but I decided to tease them and ran through almost my full gamut of flirts and teases, trying to drive the two men wild with lust and desire. I needn't have bothered because the men were keen to accompany Kath and me back to our Chalet.
Unfortunately, our new lovers weren't keen to share or swap, so our play was limited to the partner that had chosen us. However, Keith proved to be a gifted lover who adored giving oral sex, and he gave me many orgasms before sliding between my toned, shapely thighs and sliding his turgid pole into my sweet, glistening, extremely tight vulva. Keith proved that an older, more experienced lover could easily replace a younger, more exuberant one. The previous night, with Tim and Des, the boys often lost control and deposited their seed inside us before we could climax with them, leaving Kath and I somewhat frustrated. Keith had exquisite control, joyfully guiding me to many orgasms and leaving me deliciously replete.



The following morning, the men only stayed to have coffee. That didn't bother me because the last thing I needed was someone to want to involve me in a romantic entanglement. I took Kath back to bed, and we made love again before getting some much-needed shuteye.
We woke around midday and washed and dressed before returning to Montville to do some more shopping—this time for sexy lingerie for Kath. We lunched at a local café without being bothered this time. However, it was clear that several men wanted to approach us but were too intimidated by our beauty to do so.
We returned to the bungalow to drop off our purchases and change for dinner. We then drove to The Montville Café and Bar. After eating, we noticed a gorgeous but slightly effeminate young man setting up to entertain the patrons. We listened as we ate, hoping, like the previous nights, someone or ones would approach and try to pick us up. Unfortunately, like at lunch, it seemed like many were interested but too insecure to join us at our table. Kath and I exchanged glances and shrugged, deciding we'd try to seduce the young guitar player. We were successful, and he followed us back to the chalet.
Mark was somewhat shocked when I explained that he needed to take care of us both or he could have neither. Mark, the singer/guitarist, agreed to my terms, and Kath and I began removing his clothing.
When we moved to the bedroom, I chose to bring out my inner Domme and took charge of the evening's activities. Kath soon joined Mark naked. I commanded Kath to kneel between my shapely thighs and tongue my glistening pussy. Kath blanched but obeyed. Next, I instructed Mark to prepare Kath's ass for his cock. I explained that my friend was an anal virgin and asked if he knew how to prepare an ass for fucking. Mark nodded that he did and began working Kath's knot open so he could penetrate her tight ass.
Kath and I kissed, and I caressed her as Mark slowly worked her tight brown ring open. Kath was obviously right into it because she orgasmed with a soft sigh as Mark's probing tongue eased into her dark love hole. Following on with his finger, Mark carefully, seductively, widened Kath's gape until he could insert a second finger. Then, knowing that my best friend was getting into being buggered, I slipped my hand under her bony hips and onto her throbbing clitoris.
Finding that Mark's thumb was already probing into Kath's soaking snatch, I shifted my attention to her tiny, conical nipples. Kath climaxed again as I pinched and twisted her sensitive breast nubs.
With Kath's sphincter pulsing open and shut, ready to be penetrated, Mark worked lube into her gaping anal cavity and prepared to mount her and take her anal virginity.
"Will it hurt?" Kath queried when she felt Mark's cockhead pushing on her tiny rosebud.
"Yes," I admitted. "But once you become accustomed to his length inside you, you'll discover how decadently naughty and sexy it feels and swiftly learn to love it."
Mark looked at me as I slid my hands under Kath's body and gripped her nipples again. At my nod, Mark shoved his turgidly erect cock through Kath's knot and into her previously virgin ass. Simultaneously, I pinched and twisted Kath's nipples, and the sudden pain/pleasure combination allowed Mark to fully penetrate her ass in one will-crushing plunge.
Kath rested momentarily as her body adjusted to the ravager in her tight asshole. Suddenly, her lust hit, and Kath thrust back at the invading member. Before long, Mark was vigorously fucking my best friend's ass as I watched enviously. I passively waited until I could feel that Kath had begun to crest, and then I squeezed her rock-hard, conical nipples viciously, crashing her over the precipice into a shattering climax. Kath orgasming allowed Mark to loosen his restraints and fill her delightfully tight back passage with his hot, sticky man goo.
After I'd cleaned my two lovers up, ensuring their 'bits' were ready for further play, I took Mark into my skilful mouth and quickly returned him to firm rigidity. Once he was throbbingly erect again, I encouraged Kath to sit on my face. Mark mounted her doggy-style and fucked her sodden pussy as I sucked and swallowed their swiftly flowing excretions. Kath orgasmed again quickly, doubling down on her climax when Mark came inside her drenched vagina.
My arousal bubbled along below the surface as I guided Mark and Kath in their mutual exploration. However, now I decided that I needed a reward, so, taking Mark's pussy juice and semen-covered cock into my mouth, I worked to bring him back to full arousal. Luckily, with Mark being young and having the delicious sight of two very attractive women naked in bed with him, Mark sprung back erect rapidly before shooting his gift down my eagerly accepting throat.
However, I wasn't even close to being finished yet, and I decided to see if I could fist my best friend. I slid two fingers into Kath's slippery with juice and cum pussy and slowly worked her gape open. It took time and help from Mark, but I eventually forced four fingers inside my friend's gaping vagina. Then, curling my fingers back, I stroked them across Kath's G-spot as I applied inward pressure and twisted my hand back and forth.
Kath suddenly climaxed, and with the sudden relaxation of a climax, I pushed a little harder, and my whole hand slid inside her severely gaped vulva. Grinning, I said, "Kath. Sit up. You're going to want to see this!"
Kath lifted herself onto her elbows and looked across her body to where my hand disappeared inside her svelte body. As she watched, I opened my hand as wide as possible before clenching it back into a fist.
"Do that again!" Kath demanded as her arousal and lust soared.
I began slowly, giving Kath time to adjust to having such a large item inside her slender body, but before long, I was pounding her vagina as hard as I could, my fist clenched tightly as I fucked her with it.
Mark added to Kath's swiftly cresting arousal by mauling and pinching her A-cup breasts. Then, with a warbled scream that ended with her passing out, Kath orgasmed on my fist.
Of course, by now, my need for sexual relief almost had me climbing the walls. Mark, who was also aroused by what I'd done to Kath, was lying on his back, stroking his deliciously long pole. Moving myself onto his reclined body, I guided his rigidly stiff member into my dripping snatch. My climax occurred bare moments later.
Mark wanted to change things up, but a recovered Kath had other ideas. Buckling up my strap-on, she pushed down onto Mark's slender chest before inserting her 'cock' into my dark star. Kath and Mark pounded me between them until she slapped my curvaceous bottom and demanded, "Cum for me, my little slut!"
I crashed into a low space orbit as my orgasm ratcheted through my toned, curvy body.
The remainder of the night was spent experimenting with as many different couplings and positions as we could imagine. In the morning, Mark sweetly asked for our panties before taking his leave.
Unfortunately, that was our last day holidaying together, and we regretfully packed our cars and headed home. Things worsened in my absence, with John moving my stuff out of our marital bedroom and into the spare room. I gallantly tried to quell my despair and phoned a marriage guidance clinic, hoping beyond hope that my twenty-year marriage had a future.
That same mechanical voice coming through the speakers took my attention away from my memories. Unfortunately, the voice wasn't announcing my family's plane's arrival. I stood and stretched before taking a walk around the arrivals hall. After working the kinks out, I returned to the seat I was in before taking a walk. I reviewed what I'd remembered and guiltily realised that I was up to thirty-six extra-marital lovers. I checked the board to see that it still said the plane's ETA was ninety minutes away.
A young, late teen or early twenties woman sat opposite me, and her flirtatious smile indicated she wanted to chat. However, I wasn't in the mood for a dalliance and closed my eyes, pretending to doze. We were up to the ninth chapter of my adventures, and I shamefully recalled that I added even more lovers in this edition.
My first sexcapade in this episode occurred barely after chapter nine began. At a loss as to how to fill in my day, my aimless driving eventually had me pulling into my parents' drive. Strange, isn't it, no matter how old we are, how we almost always wind up back at Mom's when we're in trouble?
Entering my parents' house through the unlocked front door, I first noticed the unmistakable sound of an abdomen slamming against a generous ass. Thinking it was parents fucking in the kitchen and remembering the illicit thrill of spying on them when I still lived in the house, I crept through the house, hoping to watch them fuck.
To my surprise, it wasn't my parents screwing; it was my mother, with a young man that had to be barely more than a third her age. Enthralled by the lascivious sight of a tall, muscular man gripping my mother's heavy breasts as he yanked her viciously back onto his strainingly erect cock, I barely stifled a gasp before fleeing from the room. I crept back through the lounge, hoping to catch a safe, hidden view of the deliciously decadent scene occurring in my mother's kitchen.
Finding a place I could safely watch from without being caught, I peered around the corner. Mom was now on her back on the kitchen table. Her chubby calves were locked around the man's leanly muscular ass, and she eagerly pulled him into herself as he rammed his lengthy cock into my mother's inflamed vagina.
Watching the man viciously grip and twist Mom's nipples as she demanded that he fuck her harder had me hotter than three inches from Hades. My fingers unawarely found my clit, and I frigged myself, wishing it was me being pounded.
The man grunted that he was about to cum, and my mother, using language I'd never heard her use before, demanded, "Fill me, you fucker. Fill my cunt with your fuck juice!"
Hearing her swear like that crashed me into an orgasm, and I had to bite my hand to prevent my orgasm scream. But, as I climaxed, my mother opened her eyes and winked at me, making it clear she knew I was watching. I orgasmed again as I stepped away from the door. Mom gave Simon, the man fucking her, instructions that would take him through to lunch. She then told him she would feed him and maybe let him fuck her again.
My mind blown, I waited to see what would happen next. Mom addressed me from the kitchen, instructing me to retrieve a punishment cane from my father's study and meet her in her bedroom. Of course, I obeyed without questioning and raced to do her bidding. Barely managing to reach her bedroom door before her, I knelt submissively and offered the cane over my head.
Mom looked down at me sternly before telling me to explain. I expected Mister Fontaine's prohibition on discussing what he'd done to prevent me from telling her, but it all came pouring out.
When I got to my rape by Frank and his depraved mates, Mom interrupted, concernedly asking if they'd hurt me. I bitterly confessed that I'd decided to enjoy everything those perverts did to me, hoping it wouldn't scar me for life. Even confessing that I'd accepted Jumbo II's cock inside me willingly, wondering how much I could take.
When I described the cops' entrance and how the sergeant had to shoot Frank to prevent him from cutting my face, Mom sorrowfully explained that my being disfigured would have sounded a larger death knell to my marriage than my rape did.
The ensuing discussion brought the realisation that Mom and Dad had purposefully forgotten my birthdays from age sixteen, knowing I'd throw my virginity and John to punish them. They were only surprised I'd waited until I was legally allowed to have sex before I'd taken my future husband into my willing pussy.
Of course, this information blew my head apart, and I wondered what revelation would come next. Edgar Fontaine was almost a good guy? My stiff, prudish parents encouraged me to give my virginity to John Muggleton when I was just sixteen? What revelation would be next? Would Frank bedamned Pritchard turn up still alive and merely another life lesson for me? I ... just couldn't ... just couldn't get my head around it!
However, my mother chose to put that aside for the moment, and she asked me to explain my sudden sluttish behaviour. And, of course, I couldn't. I mean, I really didn't understand it myself, so how could I make another understand? Yes, I'd spent the previous four days being purposefully as slutty as I could because I was angry and resentful of my husband's abandonment of me when I needed him most. But what about the episodes before then?
Then there was the 'slut imperative', but if I were truly against what the imperative demanded, then I wouldn't have responded to it. Resistance to its commands would have come easily to me. Meaning, of course, that I wanted to be and act like a slut. The imperative merely gave me the excuse I needed to act as I was.
Mom was aghast at how many extra-marital lovers I'd taken over the last few months and tried to make me explain why. I answered flippantly, trying to hold the despair I felt at bay. However, as Moms are able to do, she broke my façade, and I burst into tears. I confessed that I was terrified that my marriage was over and that I'd be cast out with barely a penny to my name. Unskilled, middle-aged, and alone.
Mom assured me that she felt John would get over his anger at me and come to realise I hadn't had any choice in the events that led to me being raped and Frank being shot. She advised me to 'unload both barrels' into John's face when we were at the counsellor's and take him to task for all of his infidelities. Then to point out, ignoring that it now wasn't true, that other than my rape, I'd been entirely faithful to him.
Of course, that meant Mom knew about John's affairs. Something I did not know that she knew. I then discovered my mother had taken it upon herself to educate my daughter, her granddaughter, in the things I'd been avoiding—i.e. how to serve a sexually dominant man.
Mom then picked up her cane and assigned my corrections. One each for the extra-marital lovers I'd taken, plus four more to deter me from taking any more. Knowing that I needed this ensured I took up correction position one—standing with my feet approximately shoulder width apart. My hands behind my head with my elbows wide, and my head up but my eyes down.
I apologised for my slutty behaviour, but Mom pointed out I was being punished for being caught, not for taking extraneous lovers. She pointed out it would be hypocritical of her to discipline me for taking lovers when I'd just caught her fucking a man other than my father. She then pointed out some more home truths, cutting me to my core and, more effectively than anything else, making me understand what I needed and why.
Mom began my corrections by lashing her cane across my large, firm, delectable breasts. She followed those with ten more across my sensationally curved and toned ass. The welts had me as horny as possible, and I hoped she would offer to excuse the rest of my corrections in return for servicing her juicy pussy. However, Mom said nothing, so I turned and presented my breasts for further caning.
Mom struck me three more times before she dropped the cane and gripped my nipples forcefully, dragging me down onto my knees. Forcing her steamingly hot and wet vagina against my face, she demanded that I eat her sweet pussy. Something I was more than happy and eager to do. It'd been too many years since I last served my mother, and I was keen to do so again. I tongued my mother's sweet little vagina as she held my head to her pussy tightly.
Mom must have been as needily wanting as I was because she climaxed almost as soon as I delved my tongue into her drooling slit and latched my mouth over her entrance. She showed no sign of wanting to stop, so I lashed her clit with my talented tongue, steadily forcing her toward the crest of another orgasm. However, just before she crested again, Simon, the man she'd been fucking when I entered her home, interrupted from the doorway.
Well, Mom wasn't going to let a little thing like incestuous sex with her daughter prevent her from receiving the rogering she so desperately wanted, so she encouraged Simon to join us. Holding me in place, latched to her pussy, Mom bent over and excitedly guided Simon's enormous cock into her dripping gash.
Made lustful by the lecherous act happening above my beautiful face, I couldn't help but bathe Simon's big balls with my tongue and lick where his rigid stem disappeared inside my mother. With my mother yelling obscenities as she demanded that Simon "Fill my cunt with cum," I sat beneath them, quivering, hoping that I'd be next.
Simon obliged my mother by cumming copiously into her grasping pussy. As his stupendous cock dropped from my mother's overflowing pussy, I took it in my greedy mouth and sucked their combined secretions off it. To my delight, Simon quickly returned to full rigidness almost immediately. Once he had achieved a full erection, I guided him back into my mother's still wanting vagina. I watched avidly as Simon's cock forced his deposit to squeeze from her overfilled pussy.
I was about to lap at that delicious nectar when Mom demanded that I sit on the dresser so she could eat my pussy. Of course, I eagerly complied, spreading my shapely thighs to accept my mother's questing tongue into my drenched folds. Having Mom eat my sweetly wet pussy as a strange man brutally fucked her spat me over the edge into an intense but only vaguely satisfying orgasm. However, I knew my climax was only a brief stop on my way to another gigantic sexual explosion.
Mom came twice more as Simon gripped her big ass and ploughed her for all he was worth. He showed suitable restraint, not having cum since his first time. Mom decided I should share her pleasure and asked Simon if he wanted to fuck her daughter. Seriously, only a man without a heterosexual bone in his body would refuse that offer. Even if I do say so myself, I am one red-hot, super-sexy, chicky babe, so, of course, Simon was keen to jam his magnificent tool into my spasming snatch.
Simon, upon finding how hot, tight, and wet I was, begged my mother to be allowed to cum inside my grasping vulva. Mom said he could, but only if he agreed to eat me out and clean his spend from my drooling vagina.
Simon began spurting his thick man seed inside immediately after my mom said he could. Each explosion from his throbbing cock splashed his hot seed across my cervix, sending me into a delicious series of minor climaxes. However, I hadn't achieved the gigantic eruption I knew was near if I just received the right stimulation.
After filling me with sperm, Simon knelt and attached his gifted lips and tongue to my drooling pussy. He swiftly had me careering along the precipice of a truly massive orgasm. Unfortunately, though, I'd slipped into a submissive mind frame and couldn't leap from it without my mother's permission.
I pleaded to my mother to be allowed to cum. After teasing me for a time, Mom grabbed my nipples and twisted them viciously, then she growled, "Cum like the filthy whore slut you are, Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton. Confirm what we all know —you are nothing but a cock hungry, cum guzzling slut!"
Well, that did it! I came so hard that Mom had to help me into bed, and I cried myself to sleep in her arms, overcome by the intense emotions of my marriage troubles and what I'd learned about why she and Dad had done what they did.
My dad held me when I awoke, and I unconcernedly plastered my naked body against his. It never occurred to me to wonder why he was naked, too, but I felt so much better being held in his powerful arms. Sniffing as tears flowed again, I apologised for disappointing him. He assured me that he wasn't disappointed in me, only dismayed that my husband hadn't done his husbandly duties and corrected my sluttish behaviour well before it became a problem.



Mom joined us in bed shortly after that, and for the first time in more years than I could remember, I was held in a parent sandwich. It felt equally good as I remembered, and I revelled in their soothing presence. As we cuddled, I felt my father's sturdy <6-inch cock stiffen against my convexly shaped, toned tummy. Mom felt it, too, and encouraged me to service my father.
Sliding down the bed, I took my dad's erection into my soft mouth and quickly brought him to fruition. I hoped that he would want to fuck me, but alas, that wasn't to be this time.
After another hour of cuddling, my mother asked me to help her prepare dinner. Dad suggested that I shower and asked if he could join me in there. I readily agreed, hoping for more play time as we cleaned ourselves. To my surprise and delight, Dad turned my curvy bottom into his groin, and he fingered me to a pleasantly satisfying orgasm—it was the very first time that Dad had stimulated me to a climax.
Mom had invited my children to join us for dinner, and they arrived just as I exited from the shower. Of course, I hadn't bothered putting any clothes on because of the house rules. What surprised me was that my daughter, Krissy also stripped as soon as she came through the door. She joined her grandmother in the kitchen, and I was summarily dismissed and sent to take beers to my father and son.
I poured myself a wine and sat submissively at my father's and son's feet, where dad chastised me for only teaching my son how to sexually service a submissive woman without instructing him on how to be the man for such a woman. He then railed about John's laxity in not introducing our daughter to sexual pleasure and showing her best to serve a dominant man. I tried to explain that John hadn't grown up in the same environment as I had, but Dad was having none of it.
Dad then admonished me for telling him and Mom to butt out of my marriage. But I pointed out that I'd only learned today why he and Mom had 'forgotten' my birthday. Dad sighed and admitted that he and Mom had made errors, too, which only reinforced my love for them.
My dad was thought to be a cruel martinet who ruthlessly controlled his wife and family, but that couldn't be further from the truth. My dad is a firm but loving father who raised his daughters to be polite and respectful women. My childhood memories were full of the times we'd all played and wrestled with my father as my mother looked indulgently on.
Yes, we were expected to remain naked inside the house at all times. Yes, we were expected to play with each other and Mom for his enjoyment, and yes, we were expected to service him at his request. But I never felt that I was abused because I was never forced to do those things, and it was never a 'dirty little secret'. It was merely how our family and the family from my dad's side of the family were. Let me emphasise here: We were never passed around the aunties and uncles. That would have been child abuse and paedophilia, and nobody in our extended family accepted that.
Then, to my surprise, Dad ripped into John for expecting a different standard from me than he chose for himself, pointing out that living as husband and wife with his secretary when they travelled was beyond the pale. He then castigated me for not bringing that problem to him and Mom when it happened.
Sighing, I stood and stretched again. I checked the arrivals board only to find that John's and Krissy's flight no longer had an arrival time. I crossed to the inquiry desk and was told they'd been diverted to the Sunshine Coast to land and refuel. They'd remain there until the fog cleared, and they could safely land at Brisbane. I asked if I should return home, but the assistant assured me that it should only be another couple of hours before they were in the air again. Home was less than a half-hour car trip from the airport, but that still meant I'd barely get home before needing to return. I decided to stay.
I returned to the seats I'd been reminiscing in. The young woman who had flirted with me earlier had come back, too. She smiled invitingly, indicating she'd like to chat, but I still wasn't in the mood for a dalliance. However, my eyes studied her, and I liked what I saw. Voluptuous to the point of being almost fat. Tall, with shapely legs and ankles above slightly wobbly thighs barely encased by a tight miniskirt. Large breasts nearly flowing from a sexy, push-up bra and straining against her tight, button-up peach blouse. The woman screamed sex, and I momentarily reconsidered my decision not to play.
However, I stuck with my decision and ignored her blatant 'come-on'. Closing my eyes, I thought back to the night at my parents when I discovered that they wanted John to seduce me.
There were a number of other sexual activities that night that I'm sure you have read about and bear no relevance to this story. Which, after all, is remembering the many lovers I'd taken since my first appointment with Edgar Damned Fontaine.
My next adventure was a complete surprise. Kath had asked me to visit, and when I got there, I found her suspended in rope as a tall, bald, muscular man whipped her breasts, back and ass. Not understanding, I rushed to her aid, only to be told she was loving every second of it. Further inspection showed she was close to orgasm.
I watched, fascinated, as Rick, the man's name, whipped Kath to a frenzy before rudely shoving three fingers into her pussy. Once she'd cum, Rick adjusted the swing until he could fuck my friend. Then, staring at me challengingly, he reached around and grabbed her pointy nipples. Rick fucked Kath through three back-to-back orgasms before she temporarily passed out.
Rick backed out of Kath, and my eyes dropped to his impressive, cream-covered, bouncing and throbbing penis. I unawarely licked my lips as he crossed to me. Rick stood tall and commanding, demanding that I kneel and service him. Of course, I had no chance of denying him. As I've observed before, if a powerfully dominant man commands my obedience, I will be on my knees before him well before my rational mind realises I probably shouldn't be.
I willingly knelt and sucked Rick's cock into my mouth when he offered it to me. Rick tried to choke me with his widely girthed cock, but I was too accomplished a cock sucker for him to do it, and I accepted him thrusting forcefully into my mouth without complaint. Rick acknowledged my skill before pulling out of my mouth and unloading onto my face. Clearly, Rick was unaware of how much I liked that being done to me because when I smiled gratefully, he muttered "Impressive" again.
Rick then demanded that I eat Kath's pussy, which I did eagerly. Next, he wanted me to suck him again. Something I was also happy to do. But then he told me to bend over so he could fuck me. Rick tried to use his dominance to make me do what he demanded, but my stronger inner self asserted herself, and I refused. Rick threatened to use a cat 'o' nine tails if I didn't obey, but I forcefully replied that I wasn't his submissive and, therefore, he had no control over me.
Realising I wouldn't submit to him, Rick threatened to use the cat on Kath until I obeyed him. I pointed out that I would instruct Kath to use her safe word, and then he wouldn't get to play with either of us. I knew Rick was testing me to see what I knew and what I'd learned, so I knew his threat wasn't real when he said, "What if I decide to take you by force?"
Rick acknowledged that he could do nothing to make me do anything, so he grinned and returned his attention to Kath. He instructed my best friend to eat my pussy until I came. Something I was more than happy for her to do. Rick's calm dominance had my motors running, even if I refused to admit to their rumbling.
Of course, now I was hotter than butter on the grill, and my arousal was nudging into the red; when Rick calmly, dominantly instructed me to lie on my back and let him fuck me, I was unable, or unwilling, to resist. Kath moved to cover my face with her dripping pussy as Rick slowly pushed his thick cock into me. It felt so good to eat a pussy as a cock fucked me that I swiftly closed in on an enormous orgasm. However, I wanted to ensure Kath enjoyed it as much as I did, so I narrowed my concentration to giving her the best tongue-lashing I could.
Kath moved so she could bite and suckle my nipples, which brought me closer to climax. Unfortunately, I'd slipped into my typical submissive mindset and couldn't crash over the edge until Master Rick permitted me to. I enjoyed a nice but somewhat limited orgasm because Rick's cock wasn't long enough to squirt his seed onto my cervix. Kath helped by eagerly licking and sucking his cum from my flooded pussy, giving me a much more satisfying climax as she did.
The session ended with Rick masturbating as we knelt at his feet before coming over our faces. Something Kath had only recently discovered she enjoyed, but something that I loved.
Rick offered to help me find a dominant, but I wasn't interested. I was sure that Dad would step into that role until I'd, hopefully, sorted my marriage out, and John stepped up to that role. I was still convinced that my sudden fall into bisexualism and sexual promiscuity was mainly caused by my husband's frequent absences and the absence of his large, powerful hand descending firmly onto my luscious bottom when I strayed from the path.
My next adventures involved my son's friends, Phil and Freddy. They arrived at my place, pleading for me to accompany them to their studio for a model shoot. Their chosen model had cried off at the last minute, so they hoped I'd take her place. Of course, I was still incredibly attracted to my best friend's handsome son, so it didn't take much for them to convince me to model for them.
I showered, did my makeup and dressed. Then, I got in the backseat of Phil's car and accompanied them to their studio. The shoot started innocently enough, with me posing fully clothed. But, as the boys encouraged me to relax and loosen up, the shoot became more and more provocative.
Phil wanted to take things further, but I was still doubtful. However, Phil grabbed my wrist and pulled me onto his lap. At the feel of his rampaging member throbbing against my bare pussy, my will evaporated, and I eagerly returned his kiss. Next, Freddy knelt between my shapely thighs and blew hot air over my extremely sensitive clit. Phil, showing a dominance I didn't know he had in him, forced me to my knees before him. With barely disguised glee, I fished his rock-hard cock from his trousers and gobbled it down. Meanwhile, Freddy divested me of my maxidress and probed my slickly wet inner folds with his tongue.
Phil clearly wanted me to blow him to fruition, but my needs were already way past that. Holding his throbbing shaft in my delicate hand, I straddled Phil's thighs and lowered my ragingly hot pussy onto his diamond-tipped todger. I was so wet and hot that I glided down his shaft effortlessly until I bottomed out on his pubic bone. The best part was that as I bottomed out on Phil's magnificent member, its head rapped against my cervix. That intense pleasure/slight pain combination had my lust roaring, and I demanded that Freddy fuck my tight, curvy ass.
Freddy swiftly prepared my tiny dark star for penetration, and I felt the delightful pleasure of being doubly filled for only the second time. It didn't take long before my two lovers worked out a pounding rhythm between them, and I was soon the meat between two muscular, young meat tenderiser mallets. My two beaus slammed mercilessly into me as I revelled in the sensations and concentrated on nothing but reaching my crescendo and throwing myself off.
With Freddy powering into my tightly gripping ass and Phil slamming up into my clenching pussy, pounding his pubic bone against my clit as his cock's head rapped against my cervix, I began a cascading series of minor orgasms, each building on the other. But, when Phill gripped and viciously squeezed and twisted my nipples, I almost literally exploded, screaming my climax into his broad shoulder. Simultaneously, Phil and Freddy erupted their semen deep inside my body, causing me to orgasm again and pass out from the sublime pleasure.
I woke still lying on Phil's muscular chest, but alas, my love holes were despairingly empty of cocks. A seductive kiss from me had Phil's cock stirring again, so I slid down and took his reinflating member into my mouth. I knelt in time for Freddy to return with a washer and lube.
I was keen to feel Phil's bigger cock in my rear canal, so I lubed it up, turned so I was facing Freddy, and slowly lowered myself onto it. The feeling of having Phil's enormous cock splitting my dark passage open was indescribable but incredibly erotic and exciting. Lying back on Phil's broad chest, I spread my voluptuous legs wide apart and welcomed Freddy into my glistening pussy.
With the boys fucking me languorously, I had several petite orgasms but hadn't had the screaming one I knew was coming. Freddy got me there by suddenly and crudely demanding that I cum for them. I screamingly complied, and my clenching/unclenching love holes milked orgasms from my lovers. With twin roars, they blasted my divine body full of their gooey man seed again.
The day ended with my new lovers washing me clean in their studio's shower. I rewarded them by taking them back inside my juicy pussy and letting them cum.
Fucking my son's two friends was the last adventure, other than reconciling with my husband, that happened in chapter 9. However, even though my lovers now numbered forty (forty-one if I included my husband), I knew my sluttishness only increased from there.
Realising my bottom hurt from the hard airport seat and how long I'd been waiting, I stood up and strolled around the terminal, trying to loosen up my muscles. The pretty young thing that had flirted earlier watched me avidly as I stretched and turned. I let my eyes wander casually across her again, and I felt that slight tingle as I imagined her kneeling before me and tonguing my sweet, little pussy. I pushed that fantasy away firmly, knowing an airport terminal wasn't the place to have casual sex. However, as I walked back to my seat, my imagination shifted into overdrive.
Checking the board, I saw that there still wasn't an estimated arrival time yet. Sighing, I decided to relieve my bladder and maybe wash my face, hoping my sudden arousal would cool. The restrooms were surprisingly empty, given how many people were milling around the arrivals lounge waiting for the delayed flights. After using a stall, I carefully wiped my drooling pussy so that I wouldn't leave wet spots wherever I sat. Opening the door, I walked from the stall straight into the arms of the voluptuous woman who had been vaguely flirting with me.
"Sorry," she muttered, looking longingly at my full, pouty lips.
The woman was of a similar height to me, and her rock-hard, pointy-out nipples rubbed deliciously across my swiftly stiffening ones. She pushed her pubis against mine, and I felt her desire radiating from her inflamed pussy. Lust raged through me, and I grabbed her arms, dragging her back inside the stall. Rucking my dress' hem up, I sat on the commode, lifted and spread my feet, and placed them on the door, holding it closed. Patting my suddenly squelching pussy, I said, "Kneel and eat!"
With a needy moan, the woman knelt. Then, lifting and spreading my knees higher and wider, she dipped her head and ran her tongue from my little brown star, along my perineum, over my pulsing quim, and onto my big, thick love button. Nipping that pleasure nub between her teeth, she pulled back before lashing it with her tongue. Her repeating that slow, languid lick brought me close to an orgasm swiftly. However, she wasn't licking or biting firmly enough to send me into orbit completely, so I grabbed the back of her head and mashed her mouth against my drooling pussy.
"Harder," I demanded, shoving my hips up at her firmly.
The woman took the hint and bit firmly down on my aching clit and slashed her tongue across it. Her forefinger dipped briefly into me before sliding along my perineum and rimming my pulsing rosebud. Feeling it flutter open, she pushed firmly, and her finger sank into my bowels. I was close but not quite there. I didn't know what I needed to leap from my climax's cliff, but the woman did. Releasing my clit, she slapped my vulva hard before growling, "Cum for me, you little slut!"
I got my hand in my mouth just in time to stifle my orgasmic scream. But she wasn't satisfied with that. Standing and smiling indulgently, the woman unzipped and dropped her skirt. To my surprised delight, a solid, 6-inch strap-on dildo sprang into view. Gripping and seating it more firmly in place, the woman growled, "Put the lid down and kneel on the commode."
Pulling my dress higher, I obeyed quickly.
"Lower your ass," she demanded, swatting my left ass cheek firmly.
Now that I was in the right spot, the woman held my his as she sawed her 'cock' along my soaking slit. "Now," she muttered. "Cunt or ass? Cunt or ass? Hmm ... decisions, decisions." She hesitated briefly before lining her 'cock' up with my squelchingly hot pussy and ramming it in. "Get my cock nice and wet in your sloppy cunt before I ram it in your fat ass, I think."
I found the woman's sudden dominance and casual use of epithets almost overwhelming. At that point, I'd have done nearly anything she wanted. Holding my hips tightly, her fingers digging painfully into my buttocks, the woman ripped me backwards as she slammed her 'cock' into me.
I was on the precipice of a magnificent orgasm when she pulled out. I had no chance to protest before she pointed the tip of her strap-on at my tight brown ring and shoved it into me viciously. My mouth opened to squeal my protest, but before I could, the woman reached around my shapely body and gripped my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers before twisting and pulling them mercilessly. My sudden pained yelp transformed into a barely stifled orgasmic scream as the delightful pleasure/pain combination crashed me into a climax.
The woman held my breasts and softly massaged them as she stroked gently into my ass. "There's a good slut," she cooed. "Now, when you're ready, you can get off the commode and kneel before me. I've given you two orgasms, and it's only fair you give me one in return."
She continued to softly pump into me and massage my breasts until, with a shuddering breath, I got hold of myself. When I did, the woman backed out of my aching bottom and moved back. Unbuckling and removing her strap-on, she took my place sitting on the commode as she lifted her knees, exposing the hairiest pussy I'd ever seen. "Eat me," she demanded, holding her pussy lips open.
The intense smell of her flooded pussy was almost too much for me, but when I tentatively tasted her, her essence was heavily sweet with a slight aftertaste of musk. Enraptured by her hairy pussy and her heavy, heavenly taste, I pushed the woman's fingers aside and spread her pussy lips with mine. I delved my tongue as deeply into her vulva as I could, revelling in her soft moans of encouragement.
It didn't take long before she gripped my hair painfully and rubbed her hairy vagina forcefully across my face. "Yes!" She exclaimed. "Such a good cunt licker you are, you little slut. I'm cumming!"
It was the woman's turn to bite her wrist to stifle her orgasmic groans. She shuddered with several climactic aftershocks before she pushed me away and stood. "Sit on the commode, my sweet little slut," she told me. I obliged and watched yearningly as she replaced the strap-on, adjusting the double end so it sat snugly inside her vagina, and then put her skirt back on. "It was good, my submissive little slut," the woman purred as she gently tweaked my nipples. "Wait a few minutes before you follow me from the rooms."



I adjusted my dress back to decency as I waited until I heard the outer door open before exiting the stall. I got a strange stare from the woman washing her hands, but I shrugged and smiled, and she blushed guiltily and avoided my eyes. Washing my hands, I looked at myself in the mirror and thought, 'Jaysus, Kate Ashley Muggleton! You are a slut!' Then I grinned at my reflection and thought, '41!' However, I knew that wasn't accurate; the woman I'd just made love to was number 41 from the first nine chapters of my adventures, and I knew there were many more to come.
I washed my face and retouched my hair and makeup before wandering back to the board. It told me that the plane was back to being ninety minutes out. Unfortunately, that meant it was still on the ground at Maroochydore, and I wondered if it wouldn't be quicker to drive up there and fetch them. I checked with information and was tartly told that the passengers weren't being unloaded, so they hadn't cleared customs, and I'd have to wait for the plane to arrive here.
I returned to the seats furthest from everyone and relaxed when I saw no sign of my sexual partner. My mind soon wandered to the tenth part of my adventures, and I tried to remember who else I'd let have my luscious, responsive, slutty body.
I remembered the night not long after John and I had reconciled. He'd invited Kath and Mike, her husband, to dinner. There was nothing too surprising there, except that Rick and Siobhan turned up only a little later. To my utter shock, Kath and Mike slid off their chairs and onto their knees before intoning, "Evening Master Rick, Mistress Siobhan."
"Strip," Rick demanded, and to my further amazement, Mike and Kath immediately stood and removed their clothing before kneeling again. I noticed that they'd both removed all hair from below their chins.
I was coming to grips with that when Siobhan turned to John and me and commanded, "Strip!" I laughed, but to my horror, John stood and obeyed. I hadn't moved other than to gape disbelievingly. So, Siobhan said, "Kate, my slutty little girl. Get on your knees before I take my cane to your sexy ass!"
There was no possible way for me to refuse that command, so I swiftly stripped off my dress and nylons and joined the others naked on the floor. Siobhan then explained that she knew that Kath and I had been intimate with each other and that Kath had asked her (Siobhan) about being a Dominatrix. Siobhan further explained that she and Kath discovered that Kath wasn't really bisexual and was more 'me' sexual. She wasn't attracted to women in general, just me in particular.
Siobhan continued, describing how she'd insisted that Kath tell Mike her desires and how Mike had admitted to wanting to try submitting to a dominant. Siobhan did a combined Bdsm session with Kath and Mike, but the post-play review exposed that Kath hadn't found the sex between herself and Siobhan to be satisfactory. That was when Siobhan suggested that Rick could be a suitable Dom for them both, especially after Mike had confessed to having some bisexual fantasies and desires.
Rick did a session with Kath, with Mike watching, which excited the married couple immensely. Mike discovered that he was quite the voyeur and loved to eat creampies. He also found that he adored sucking Rick's cock.
The revelations continued, blowing my mind and making me wonder what they had in store for me that night. My husband confessed that he adored the nights I had dominated him and wanted to explore that side of himself more. However, he wanted to do that with Siobhan in the dominant role, not me.
As you can imagine, I was pretty shocked by these revelations, especially the one where my husband had fucked my best friend (Kath) whilst his best friend (Mike) watched. I was further astounded when Mike admitted he'd eaten John's cum out of Kath's pussy afterwards. I was shocked and incredibly aroused by these revelations but confused about how John could fuck Kath yet be upset with me because I'd been raped.
I decided my arousal far outweighed my anger and confusion, so I crawled across to Mike and sucked his long, thin cock into my warmly wet mouth. Seconds later, Kath was sucking Rick off as my husband ate Siobhan. It was a gloriously decadent and debaucherous scene. One that had me hotter than a re-entering space shuttle. My arousal soared further as, for the first time, I watched my husband have sex with another woman. It was a little bit weird, but I discovered that I loved watching him doing it and regretted that I'd only allowed the occasional female lover I'd brought to our bed to put on a show for him with me. It was a pity I hadn't allowed her to put on a show with John for me, too.
Mike pushed me onto my back and knelt between my lasciviously spread legs, ready to fuck me. But before he could, Siobhan collared my husband and led him across to me. She then planted her juicy pussy on my lips, and I got to watch my husband's long, thick cock split her pussy open and slide inside. Simultaneously, Mike slid into me.
Although having my best friend's husband fucking me in front of her and my husband was hot, watching my husband's solid cock fucking Siobhan's dripping pussy above my eyes was what had my motors redlining. Excited beyond reasoning, I tipped my head back and licked John's big balls and swirled my tongue across where his cock entered Siobhan. The taste of their combined secretions drove me towards a sweet climax swiftly.
Then, Siobhan demanded that John pull his penis out of her and let me suck it. When he did, and I had, she commanded me to put it back in her. It was such a deliciously wrong thing for a wife to be doing for her husband that it almost made me cum when I did it!
I was close to a massive climax, driven to it by the decadent scene above me, the delicious cock driving into my slippery pussy, and hearing Master Rick vigorously fucking my best friend, but I needed something more. "Pinch my nipples," I pleaded, and when Mike did, I exploded, juices pouring from my pussy and leaking out around his thrusting cock. My orgasm extended as I felt Mike hunch quickly and begin ejaculating into my tightly grasping vagina.
There were many highlights and new experiences that night, but the peak for me was when I got to be fucked by my husband as Siobhan fucked him with a strap-on. I hoped that that night wasn't a one-off experience and wished it would be a regular event. It then occurred to me that I'd made love to every member of the Loughlin family. It seemed both an incredibly erotic and an amazingly slutty thing to have done. I wasn't sure if I should be proud or ashamed of myself.
My next adventure happened the following day. John had asked me to man the front counter of our burgeoning business. He had a customer coming, and I was needed to impress them. Of course, I dressed in a miniskirt and top set that was provocatively conservative, if that makes sense. My outfit threatened to reveal all but actually showed nothing; it was all hint and illusion. As I expected, my sensual strut across the office to my husband ignited his libido, and he demanded that I kneel before him and suck him off.
I was on my knees in a flash, and I had John close to a climax when the front door opened, and his prospective clients came in. Unwilling to let them catch me on my knees blowing my husband, I ducked into John's desk's foot well, which hid me from anyone not standing directly behind it.
The clients were a husband and wife team named Eugenie and Bryce Matson. They'd been clients of my husband's previous firm, Pepperstone Australia, where he'd managed their portfolios. Bryce and Eugenie were here to discuss moving at least part of their wealth to our new firm.
I waited in the foot well as John and the Matsons discussed what John thought were their best options. I was still very horny from having John's blowjob aborted, and, well, his fly zipper was right there, and his thick cock strained against it, so I unzipped him and took his throbbing, precum-leaking cock into my soft, warmly wet, talented mouth.
I giggled as John tried his best to concentrate on his presentation to Bryce and Eugenie, but I knew I'd won when he gripped the back of my head firmly and forced his entire cock into my willing mouth. Seconds later, he erupted into my mouth, filling it with his delicious, salty gift.
John completed his presentation and leant back, waiting for their response. Bryce and Eugenie moved to the reception area to discuss it. Bryce wanted to leave most of their investments where they were: At Pepperstone Australia. Eugenie, however, the real power in the marriage, chose to move a solid portion to my husband's control, although she warned of dire consequences if John failed them.
Bryce then asked about John's recently purchased Audi Avant Rs 6. John offered to show him the car because Bryce was considering buying one for his daughter. They used the internal garage stairs to go to it, leaving me stuck in the foot well. Unbeknown to me, Eugenie had intuited that I was there, and my sexcapade blowing my husband had excited her. She moved to sit on John's chair before spreading her muscly thighs and showing me her closely trimmed, soaking-wet pussy.
"Come out, Kate," she instructed. "Your little display with your husband has me hotter than a fully stoked furnace. Be a dear, crawl across to me and use your tongue to quench the fire."
I couldn't have resisted her cultured, powerful voice, even if I wanted to, which I didn't! I crawled between Eugenie's toned, shapely thighs and, following her instructions, repeatedly stabbed my tongue into her red-hot, dripping vagina. Eugenie pulled on my hair until I'd centred over her clit, explaining that she loved making Bryce service men while she watched, even though Bryce didn't wholly like to.
With me lashing her clitoris with my talented tongue, Eugenie crested quickly, grinding her hairy pussy against my nose, mouth, and chin. Barely in time, Eugenie forced her glistening entrance against my lips, and then she squirted what seemed like a copious amount of pussy juice into my shocked and surprised mouth. I swallowed as much as I could, but some leaked over my chin and down my neck.
After she'd finished cumming, Eugenie licked her excess secretions off my face before making me sit on her lap. Next, she forced my thighs apart as she slid two fingers into my dripping pussy, fingering me to a confused and bewildered climax.
The men returned, and after exchanging the usual 'goodbye pleasantries', Bryce and Eugenie left. John knew something had happened, so he confronted me. I confessed that I'd eaten Eugenie out and had cum on her fingers. That had us both hot, so I stripped and bent over John's desk. His beautifully long and thick cock was sliding into my drenched pussy only seconds later.
Things changed again when John confessed that he'd been seeing a separate counsellor, working on himself. He then admitted that most of the reason for our marital problem was that he was secretly turned on, imagining being one of the men raping me. His disgust at himself he took out on me because if I hadn't been raped, he wouldn't have that fantasy in his brain.
It was quite a shock to hear that my husband fantasised about being one of four men raping me, but it also excited me, and I could imagine feeling relatively safe and enjoying the event if John was one of my 'rapists'. Then I wondered about what that meant for who or what I was. Was I such a slut that I would enjoy being raped? Had I become that much of a pain and humiliation slut that having that done would be sexually exciting for me?
Then I remembered how I'd decided, even before I left my home to meet them, that I would enjoy everything they did. I'd put myself in that mindset deliberately so that whatever happened that night didn't destroy me emotionally and psychologically. It worked because I'd sailed through the events that evening virtually untouched by them. Well, other than the marital problems, I mean.
A few days passed before I experienced another sexual adventure. This time, it came from an unusual direction. My husband and son had set up a pseudo kidnap and simulated rape experience for me to help 'overwrite' my previous experience.
Phil got me to turn up at his studio under the guise of having me model for him and Freddy. Siobhan grabbed me and tied me to what I discovered was a large flat wheel. My best friend, Kath Loughlin, was tied beside me. I'd freaked out initially, but with Kath's, John's and my husband's soothing presence calming me, my arousal ignited, and this event, slut roulette, suddenly sounded like a deliciously slutty thing to have done to me. And we all know how much I like being treated and spoken to like a slut!
I leave you to read that chapter rather than explain what happened again, but although it was an incredibly erotic night, I added no new lovers to my expanding list, but did have sex with many people. The interesting thing was that Phil and Caoimhe revealed to their parents that they were incestuous lovers and wanted to have sex with their parents, too. Mike and Kath welcomed their children into their love lives.
Chapter 10 ended with my husband finally doing what he should have done on our daughter's eighteenth birthday and introducing her to sex with a sexually dominant man. It still required Krissy and I to trick him into it, but he succumbed to our trickery and made his daughter a woman by taking her virginity.
The events in chapter 11 began the morning after my daughter's defloration. That's when John became the man I needed him to be. He stood strong, tall, and commanding before me as he offered me his collar and made me his slut for all time. That was followed by taking our daughter as his service slut until she'd found her man.
Then, the end was simply perfect. My son, Tommy, put a slave chain around my ankle and promised to be my protector and step into the role of my dominant when John was absent. The surprise came when Gina, Jennifer, and Charmaine expressed their desire to serve me. How could I, in all good conscience, abandon these three women? So, of course, I placed slave collars around their ankles, naming me as the protector.
Days passed without any new adventures, but that seemed to be the pattern. I'd have long periods of not much happening, followed by a day or two of intense sexual exploration. Having said that, my next escapade came from a completely unexpected direction. It was with Siobhan's dad, Andrew. Andrew was a submissive man—not someone I would not typically be attracted to.
I later discovered that his appearance at our place had been kind of a test. One to see if there was any attraction between us. A little later in the day, John and Tommy tricked me into meeting with Siobhan at my son's and his friends' studio—in the middle of the morning the following day, I drove to Woolloongabba to meet Siobhan. I walked in to find Andrew naked and tied to the slut roulette wheel. Siobhan had tied leather braids around her father's balls and cock. One to keep him hard and the other to ensure he couldn't cum.
Ignoring the sudden blazing arousal in my swiftly flooding pussy, I asked Siobhan why she'd insisted that I meet her here. Ignoring her became more difficult because she mounted her father and guided his thickly erect cock into her gaping pussy.
Siobhan stated that she wanted me to appear in another show with her at Le Château du Plaisir Tortueux (The Chateaux of Tortuous Pleasure). I dismissed my arousal and refused. But Siobhan changed her position. Now she had her feet and the ground on either side of her father's body and was leaning back on her hands. My arousal soared as I watched Andrew's cock appearing out of her pussy before sliding back into it as Siobhan rode it.
Siobhan grinned and said that John, Tommy, Phil, Andrew, and Freddy had agreed to appear with me. That made me curious, and Siobhan explained what she had envisaged. Strangely, it almost perfectly matched an earlier fantasy of mine, and my arousal grew higher. The only real difference would be that Siobhan wanted all the 'randomly selected' participants to be, in fact, the men mentioned above. Whereas I wanted there to be at least two actual random men.
Siobhan then stated that it was clear that I wanted to do it, so why was I equivocating? I huffily replied that I wasn't going to do it, only that, if I were, that would be how it had to be. Siobhan then challenged me to ride her father. By now, I wasn't thinking with anything other than my inflamed pussy and quickly took Siobhan's place, riding her father's beautifully sized cock. Well, I licked Siobhan to orgasm before she'd get off her father's cock, but same, same.
With some encouragement from Siobhan, I ended up sitting on Andrew, with his cock buried in my ass, as Siobhan fucked me with a strap-on. After several orgasms, I agreed to appear in her show.
I appeared in that show a few days later, but it turned out a little differently than what I'd thought. I'll leave you to read the chapter if you want, but I added another three lovers two my ever-growing list that night, although two were only blowjobs. The best part of that night was successfully taking Jumbo into my severely distended pussy. Jumbo was not only extremely long, but he was massively girthed as well. However, I managed to fit the first seven inches of his 12-inch tool before he hit my cervix. Having him crashing against it made me cum quickly. The best part of the evening was that I was declared the winner of the two competitions Betty and I had played.
That brings us to Chapter 12 and the events contained therein. I was up to 46 extra-marital lovers, and there were a lot more to come. Clearly, even at this point in my adventures, I was well deserving of my moniker 'Slut Mommie'.
My adventures took a three-week hiatus after the events at The Chateaux, but it was like I was storing energy for the activities ahead. Things began to ramp up when Eugenie Matson called and insisted I attend a fundraising event at her mansion on the upcoming Thursday. I wanted to decline, but Eugenie Matson wasn't someone to say no to. Not if you wanted your business to prosper. With that in mind, I accepted her invitation. Although her instruction to wear something sexy and bring my strap-on was chilling, it was also sexually stimulating, making me wonder what she had in store for me.
That phone call was followed by Freddy dropping by. As I've mentioned often, I like Freddy because he's a good guy. At this time, Freddy was too self-conscious and diffident to be a regular partner for me, nor would he achieve his desire to seduce my daughter if he didn't change.
Watching him smile and walk across to me, I remembered that I'd fleetingly said to John that I thought I should seduce Freddy and then mould him into a man suitable for our daughter. John had laughed before agreeing it was a good idea. As Freddy crossed our reception area, I mused about a name change for him and decided that if he could be a man Krissy would admire, then Rick, rather than Freddy, should be his name.
We got back to why Freddy had come to see me, and it turned out that he'd finally gained control of his trust account and wanted us, Muggleton Consultancy, to invest it for him. It was a relatively modest $300,000, but, at twenty-four, that was more than enough to have him retire as a multi-millionaire in forty years' time.
A bitter denunciation of his father explained Freddy's somewhat shy and timid nature. His father was an overbearing man who never once had anything but condemnation of and disappointment in Freddy. It broke my heart, and I instantly decided to seduce the young man and begin to rebuild his confidence and show him the love and respect that was due him as a man.



Freddy was a willing participant, and I was soon bent over, with Freddy's sturdy cock ploughing deliciously into my slippery and tight nether regions. During our sexcapade, I began instructing the young man on how to please a sexually submissive woman. Insisting he kissed me after I'd swallowed his cum, explaining that he should show his appreciation if he ever wanted another blowjob.
After a lot of encouragement from me, Freddy finally began owning and dominating my body and mind as I needed my man to do for me to feel satiated, and so began his training to become the man he would need to be to attract my daughter.
We made love again before Freddy asked me to lunch the following day. I agreed before Freddy took his leave. I looked forward to seeing him again and seeing if I could make him the man for a sexually submissive woman. I'll leave you to read that chapter and the next to see how it turned out.
That same day saw one of my best friends, Patty Bennett, arrive drunkenly on my doorstep. Patty and her husband, Billy, had broken up, leaving Patty devastated. She turned to me for help, and little did I know but Patty would become another lover and long-term resident in my home.
Patty's distressed state caused me to call the entire girl gang to my place to help. Kath, Courtney, Maggie and Allie all arrived not long after. I won't repeat the details of what happened here. They're described in Chapter 12: Making Freddy a Man, if you want to check it out. All I'll say is that before the night was over, I added three more lovers to my list: Patty, Maggie, and Allie.
A dapper, older man named James Squire dropped by the office the following day. I found the smooth-talking talking, urbanely confident older man almost irresistible. However, I was able to resist him for long enough to say that he needed to chat with my husband if he wished to see me outside of office hours. I did outrageously flirt with the distinguished gent, though, and I hoped he would contact John and ask to meet me away from the office.
I'll skip over the events from lunchtime on because you can read those in the relevant chapter. I will say that Freddy confirmed his naiveté about some things, getting us both into a spot of bother. Then, when he took me back to his place, I discovered that his unit was a rubbish tip, and I demanded he take me home.
That brings us to Thursday and the events contained in Chapter 13: Daddy Knows Best Part 1.
I opened the office on Thursday morning as I normally would. However, my mind focused more on the event I was supposed to attend at midday than on the work I had to do that morning. At 11:00 a.m., I dressed as provocatively as I dared and made my way to Eugenie's mansion. As I observed during this episode, there's a massive difference between rich and wealthy. Stephen Curry is rich. The man who writes his contract cheques is wealthy. Arriving at Eugenie's place emphasised that. John and I are rich. Bryce and Eugenie are wealthy, even to the point of having a ballroom capable of holding up to fifty people.
Gathering my courage, I entered the ballroom, only to see that Eugenie was on stage entertaining her guests. Once she'd completed her song, she showed me to the table I was expected to host. The table held three men and two other women. Eugenie explained that it was my task to elicit as much money from those three men as possible. She firmly hinted that I was to use any and all means at my disposal to achieve that goal.
Again, I'll leave you to read that episode to discover how I added three more lovers to my list and, with the help of my two female partners in crime, earned Eugenie's charity the princely sum of $82,000. Making me, as my son pointed out, possibly the highest-paid whore in the world. It was also the first time I'd ever dominated a man other than my husband.
I had another adventure that night, but it was with Freddy. I finally got my wish and did something I'd always wanted to do, even before I'd married John: I came home the next morning a cum and pussy juice-covered wreck and was forced to do the 'slut walk of shame' into my house.
Later that same day, I was due to meet with the enigmatic James Squire. I was both nervous and excited, swinging between dread and anticipation about what would happen. I needn't have worried, though. James turned out to be funny, articulate and a perfect gentleman. He did, however, leave me feeling extremely sexually frustrated by the time he dropped me home. So frustrated that I demanded that Tommy fuck me as soon as I walked in the door.
That event brought us to the end of Daddy Knows Best Part 1.
In the early part of the following episode, I had some more adventures with Freddy, furthering his education in how to be the man for a sexually submissive woman. He took me to various venues where I shamelessly flirted with other men. He eventually blew up, and I slapped him for disparaging me. Freddy realised he'd royally stuffed up and took me back to his place.
When we got there, we discussed his behaviour and attitude while we'd been out. Freddy eventually admitted he'd acted the exact opposite of how I need my man to act. Instead of being calm, positive and dominant, he'd acted like a spoiled, petulant brat. The evening finished with Freddy disciplining me deliciously before we fucked like lust-filled teenagers, which, I guess, he still was. I got to do another slut walk of shame into my home the following morning.
James visited the office later in the week, asking me to come to his for dinner. I was happy to accept, of course. And I shivered inwardly, anticipating what could happen on Friday night.
James' driver picked me up and took me to James' elegant home in the Kenmore suburb of Brisbane. I enjoyed a night of dancing and an excellent spaghetti Bolognese. The dancing and the intelligent, articulate conversation had me more than ready to accept James' advances. However, before we got to the 'frivolities' part of the evening, James confessed that his driver, Jimmy, was, in fact, his son and inheritor of the family's investment company. Moreover, they were also lovers and had also been intimate with James' late wife (Jimmy's mother). None of that bothered me because I was in no position to judge another family's incestuous peccadillos!
The evening culminated with me being double-penetrated in my sweet little pussy and adding two more lovers to my list of shame (not that I considered it to be). There were many other exciting events that night, but I'll leave you to read that chapter if you'd like the whole story.
James and I made love the following morning before we showered and ate the breakfast that Jimmy made. We discussed getting together again, and because we were all keen, we agreed to let things develop and play again when we felt the time was right. During breakfast, I pointed out that James had promised I could see pictures of his late wife, Annie. The pictures were an erotic masterpiece that had my motors redlining in a record time. It was evident from the photos that James liked to share his wife's charms and that Annie was not objecting in any way.
I quickly found myself astride James on the kitchen table, eagerly riding his magnificent appendage. Jimmy climbed onto the table behind me. I expected him to take my willing ass—being double-penetrated anally and vaginally had quickly become one of my favourite things. But instead, he forced his throbbing member into my squishy pussy, joining his father inside me. After the Squire men had filled my delectably tight pussy with sticky, salty man goo, I returned home to prepare myself to meet my parents for dinner.
That event finished the adventures in Chapter 14. With the help of my sisters Yvette and Mary, Mom guided me through how my eighteenth birthday would have been if Mom and Dad had done it with me as they had my sisters. I'll let you read that adventure, but it culminated with my father becoming the fiftieth person other than my husband whom I'd had sex with. I hadn't counted the earlier episodes because that night was the first time that I'd had my father's cock inside anywhere but my mouth.
Standing to stretch and loosen up by walking around, I checked the board and saw the arrival time for my husband's and daughter's flight was now less than an hour away. They would still have to clear customs, but I'd be in their arms reasonably soon.
I returned to my seat to find the man from earlier, trying to garner my attention. I still felt no attraction to him, so I held my rings up again. He took the hint and moved away regretfully. The young woman I'd had casual sex with returned, but I was already feeling guilty enough about taking yet another lover without permission that I refused to acknowledge her presence.
I turned my attention to Chapter 15: Truth or Dare Part 1.
Those adventures began innocently enough with some casual horseplay amongst family and close friends as we relaxed and ate dinner. Later in the night, when all the others except Courtney had gone home or to bed, Courtney became my fifty-first extra-marital lover. I'll leave the details for you to read. Still, Courtney had come a long way from being uncomfortable about women showing physical affection to each other to being my lesbian lover.
Some days passed, and I hosted Courtney and her daughter, Maddie, for dinner. Maddie reminded me of her mother at the same age. I thought her height, athleticism, and obvious dominance were quite appealing. I had no intentions of doing anything with one of my best friend's daughters, though. But what do they say? Do you want to make God laugh? Tell Him your plans!
Things happened, and Maddie caught me making love to her mother in my bedroom. I once again cursed that I hadn't locked the damned door! More things happened, and Maddie became my fifty-second extra-marital lover.
Not long after that, Freddy asked me to accompany him to a Home Free concert in The Valley. Of course, I was keen to do that, and that was where my next adventure happened. We met a young brother and sister couple at the concert. I seduced the younger brother and convinced him to give me his virginity. The concert was the young man's (Steven) eighteenth birthday present from his sister (Charlotte), and whilst I'm sure he's received more expensive presents than me, I'm sure he's never received a better one!
I enjoyed Steve's and my first experience, having never made love to a virgin male before. Steve turned out to be a quick study, and he was able to bring me to a satisfying orgasm. Next, I introduced Steve and Charlotte to incestuous sibling sex. Something they'd been tip-toeing around doing but were too scared of to make happen.
Seducing the two youngsters brought Chapter 15 to an end, but, of course, there were still many adventures to come before we get to tonight.
The beginning of Truth or Dare Part 2 was relatively tame. My monthly visitor was due in the days after my conquest of the two siblings. Initially, my hormones caused me to be quite morose and to feel uncomfortably bloated. My girls figured out my problem, and they set about giving me many orgasms until my mood improved.
A confrontation with my course coordinator led to my next adventure. Hannah Chainey, my coordinator, accused me of cheating on my essays, course work and tests. I was furious with her but had no idea how to counter her aggressive demands to 'prove myself' by taking a pop quiz in a Zoom meeting with her and my professor. With it being nightfall where my husband and daughter were, I did the only thing I could think of—I called James Squire. James quickly offered to help and said he would meet me at the office with a friend who would sort out my problem.
That man was Brian Haddin KC, a King's Counsel of quite some repute. Brian swiftly brought the out of control coordinator to heel and, shortly thereafter, became my fifty-fifth extra-marital lover. He, James and Jimmy then took me in as many different ways as there were for three men and one woman to fuck. At various times, I was triple-penetrated, ass, mouth, and pussy. Double-penetrated, either ass and pussy, ass and mouth, or pussy and mouth. I was a cum covered and filled disgrace by the time the men were finished with me. The session ended in the shower, with me giving them consecutive blowjobs and me needing to wash again.
Over the next few days, I had numerous adventures but added no more lovers to my extensive list. I'd invited Caoimhe, Maddie, and Courtney to dinner, and we four spent a night having delectably debaucherous sex together. Courtney had become her daughter's submissive lesbian lover, a position she relished. But then the McKenzie women blindsided me; they wanted me to help them introduce Ewan to incestuous sex with his daughter and for him to also become Maddie's bitch.
That leads us to Saturday, and where my body count becomes a little hazy. After a delicious meal, the games began. It started with me being blindfolded and led through several dances with at least eight men. At the end of the eighth dance, I'd been stripped down to my suspenders, silk stockings and heels. It was now that the games were to truly begin. However, James had realised that I was beyond turned on, and any more teasing would be counterproductive. There was one more dance where talented fingers stroked my arousal to a fever pitch before James changed tactics and began allowing me to orgasm. That made at least nine people who had danced with me that night.
The music restarted, but instead of someone dancing with me, an oiled finger slid into my ass, preparing me for anal penetration. The next thing I knew, strong hands picked me up and lowered me onto a rampantly erect cock. I gasped as my knot broke open and accepted the intruder. Then, the man who I'd been lowered onto wrapped his arms around mine, and his feet spread mine until my drooling, blazingly hot pussy was exposed for all to see.
James, the man buried in my rear passage, told me to relax and enjoy, which I was happy to do. James further explained that he was about to 'run a train' through my soaking pussy so his men could ease some of their excitement. Mine, too, he added. After his explanation, I felt a medium-sized but sturdy cock sliding into my sodden vagina.
That man came almost instantly, and so did I. A third cock entered me as soon as the previous one had been removed. This man pulled out and came on my stomach before I could climax again. However, a fourth cock quickly replaced the emptied third. This cock filled my pussy with cum. So did the fifth and sixth, leaving my pussy gaped open and drooling seminal fluids. The seventh cock took a little time before shooting its nectar into me, but an eighth and ninth load swiftly followed. That meant all nine men who had danced with me had also fucked me. If my reckoning was correct, three of the men who had penetrated me that night were previous lovers, meaning I'd taken six more lovers.
Now is where it gets hazy because the men began alternating between being in my pussy or my ass, all of them exploding their seed inside of me. It may have only been the original nine men who had stripped me as I danced with them, but it may have been any number of extras. I didn't know or care. All I knew was that the more the men came in me, the higher, harder, and more frequently I orgasmed. It seemed that no matter how many men fucked me and no matter how often I climaxed, I needed more. Plus, because I'd been denied the opportunity to suck a cock, I felt vaguely cheated. James, however, assured me that we'd only just begun.
I was about to complain when another cock was forced inside my pussy. I opened my mouth to moan my appreciation. Being double-penetrated in my pussy was a new and thrilling experience. But when I opened my mouth, a third cock was shoved into it. Next, my hands were filled with a cock each. The twin cocks in my vagina deposited their loads in me, and I was then lifted and lowered onto two more. The cock in my mouth returned, as did the two in my hands. Next, the cock in my mouth spat its essence down my throat. Then, the two penises I'd been jerking were pulled out of my hands before they ejaculated over my breasts and chin. The cocks in my pussy added their load shortly after that.
I was given no respite as powerful hands lifted me off the cocks in my pussy and lowered me onto two more. These two were positioned at my dark star, and before I could protest, the cocks forced my knot apart and slid into my bowels. That was the first time my ass had held two cocks simultaneously. But before I could adjust, I was pulled back onto someone's muscular chest by my luscious breasts. Then, a man knelt between my lasciviously spread thighs and rammed his thickly erect cock into my cum splattered pussy. A fourth was forced into my mouth and two more into my hands.
The men used me like this until the early hours of Sunday morning. By the end, my entire body was drenched with sweat and cum. It poured from every orifice, dripped from every part of my body, and matted every inch of my hair. I loved it! And that night brought me to sixty-four extra lovers in less than a year since I'd first visited Edgar Fontaine's clinic. My parents would be horrified to learn of that number, but I felt I was barely getting started.
Various deliciously debaucherous events occurred over the next week, but alas, I didn't add any new lovers to my list. I'd like to add a few, namely Akiki, his son, and hopefully, his wife, although I'm yet to meet her.
The final adventure occurred on the previous Saturday to today. I'll let you read the full details in Chapter 16 because it's enough to say that I added my sixty-fifth lover to my list: Courtney's husband, Ewan.
Of course, the above means that we've reached last night—the night my husband and daughter finally returned home. I'd added a sixty-sixth lover while I waited for them to arrive, something I'd have to confess when I got home. But for now, I wasn't concerned.
The arrivals board finally showed 'landed' beside my family's flight. All I had to do now was wait for them to collect their luggage and pass through customs. Because it was so late, and the flights had backed up due to the fog, it was another hour before Krissy and John came through the sliding doors. I watched my daughter clinging to her father's arm as their eyes searched for me. Krissy's eyes were very bright, and her face animated. I could see in the way she carried herself that she had matured and gained a lot of self-confidence.
Krissy saw me first and, with a happy squeal, ran across the terminal and leapt into my arms. We shared a very un-mother/daughter kiss as Krissy's hands wandered over my erect nipples. She released me, and I turned to face my husband. Unsurprisingly, I felt shame at my actions and nervousness at how he would be. I knew that he and our son spoke almost every day. That meant he knew of my adventures except the one tonight. Would he be accepting, or would he denounce and reject me?
John stood tall, looking severe and imposing, and my heart dropped. Then he grinned and wrapped me into a bear hug. My feet left the ground as he hugged me and kissed my upturned lips. "You've been having fun," he grinned. "Do not think you won't be disciplined for your behaviour when we get home. But, Kate, my love, I am glad to be home and look forward to whatever happens next."
I looked submissively at the ground as I revelled in John's powerful embrace. "Yes, Sir," I murmured. "Your girl looks forward to feeling your large hand descending stingingly onto her lush posterior."
"Let's get out of here," John smilingly replied.
I smiled, knowing all was right in my world again and handed him the car keys. Then, taking his hand and walking a submissive half-step behind him, I guided my family to John's Audi.



Epilogue: Well, readers. The events described above brought us to last night and the end of my story. I'm hopeful that there will be more adventures to come. But as of now, I've yet to experience them. There are a few unanswered questions. What does the inimitable Eugenie Matson have planned for my husband and me? Why hasn't James introduced me to his daughter, Penelope Squire? Do Gina and I dare admit to our men that we wish for nipple and clitoris piercings?
Plus, I've invited Akiki (Andrew) and his wife for dinner because I fancy the tall, hypermasculine Ugandan man. Will I admit to and do anything about my desire to experience pee play? Freya, Oliver, and Shawna seem to have been forgotten. Will they return as Freya has promised? And finally, my thirty-ninth birthday is only ten days away. What will my husband and son do for that event?
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Aunt Liz's Bitch.


Chapter 1.

Hi readers. I don't want to write this, but Mistress Donnelly insists. She wants me to describe myself as if seeing my degradation in the picture above isn't enough. I'm about average height at 178 cm (5-ft 10). I weigh a slender 6o kg. My aunt makes me stand on the scales every morning, and if I weigh a gram more than this, I'm punished severely.
My natural hair colour is a mousy blonde, and Mistress has made me grow long. She styled it in a pixie cut because it's currently not long enough to do much more than that, and she dyed it to a bright red. She says when it's long enough, she will make me wear it tousled and off the side of my face.
My face is quite androgynous until Mistress does my makeup, then I look like a sexy Irish chick. I have fair skin with freckles sprinkled across my face and body. When I go out in the sun, my skin turns light brown, emphasising my freckles. Mistress insists that I remain hairless from the chin down. She has taken me to numerous laser and electrolysis (for my face) hair removal appointments to aid this.
My eyes are a bluish-green and quite wide. The corneas are brilliant white and unblemished. My lips are full and pouty and very girlish. Aunt Liz keeps my eyebrows plucked and shaped. My nose, which, as you will read, needed to be repaired. It's, perhaps, the least girlie part of me.
The final thing before Mistress makes me tell you my story: Ms Donnelly insists that I have a womanly shape with wide shoulders, a narrow waist, flaring hips, and a heart-shaped ass. Mistress makes me wear a tightly cinched corset to emphasise my shape daily. Currently, I have the beginnings of small breasts, and my measurements are 32-24-33.
Wait, Mistress Donnelly wants me to describe her. My aunt is a mid-thirties, black-haired, severe-looking woman with the most enormous knockers you've ever seen. They're at least a 32 double-G. You've possibly met her before in The Adventures of a Slut Mommie, although her hair was dyed auburn in that story. She's tall, slender and exquisitely toned. Aunt Liz typically dresses similarly to a school teacher. She wears long pencil skirts that cling to her delicious ass and shapely legs. Beneath her skirt, she wears suspenders and black stockings. On her delicate feet are usually 7-inch strappy heels.
Mistress often wears transparent, tight, button-down blouses on her upper body that adhere to her enormous melons like a second skin. Aunt Liz restrains her gigantic tits in a push-up brassiere, also typically transparent. She has tiny, conical nipples that stand at constant attention as if she's always turned on. Who knows? Maybe she is.
My aunt is always meticulously dressed and presented at any time of night or day. She never seems to have a hair out of place, and her makeup is always on point. Even when she's ready for bed, her face washed clean of the understated makeup she wears, she looks top-model beautiful. Her negligée set is perfect, her eyes crystal clear, and her complexion fresh. In fact, she looks in her early twenties, not that much older than me, and not in her mid-thirties.
She's a teenager's wet dream come to life. Unfortunately, she's also an avowed, man-hating lesbian.
I'm supposed to tell you my story now.

Chapter 2.

My mother would say that I was trouble the moment I was born. I arrived thirteen weeks premature and spent sixty days in an incubator as my body struggled to develop as it should have in Mum's womb.
Apparently, premature babies often develop to have attitude problems. Life for us was a battle from the moment we were born, so we see everything as a fight. I don't know if this is generally true, but it certainly was for me. I fought being swaddled, being fed, and being held. I resisted all attempts to help me walk or talk, making my mum think I had mental development problems.
When I was five, Mum took me to a child psychologist who thought I might have been colour-blind. He placed an open book in front of me and asked, "What numbers do you see here?"
The left page was the number 17, red on a green background. On the right, the number 13, green on a red background. Of course, I wouldn't play the game. I looked blankly at the pages before saying, "I don't know my numbers."
The psychologist turned the pages until two single-digit numbers appeared. "What numbers can you see?" He repeated.
"I told you," I innocently replied. "I don't know my numbers."
"Dylan McMasters, you do so!" Mum exclaimed. "You know how to count to ten!"
"What numbers do you see?" The psychologist asked in what he thought was a soothing tone. Muppet! You'd think a child psychologist would know how to deal with kids better, right?
"I don't know my numbers," I replied stubbornly.
"Okay," he replied. "What colours do you see?"
I took the book out of his hands and shut it. "Oh, I don't know my colours, either," I answered and giggled.
The rest of the session didn't go any better for the psychologist. In the end, Mum stormed out, dragging me by the hand. "You wait 'til we get home," she threatened. My ass was welted red later that afternoon, but I didn't care because I'd succeeded in my goal of outfoxing the psychologist. It was around that time that Dad took off. I haven't seen him since.
Anyway, Mistress Donnelly said to start moving this along.

Chapter 3.

Let me condense things by saying I had a troubled childhood. My slender, androgynous looks made me the target of every bully in every school I attended. I learnt to be utterly vicious when I fought. The boys were always bigger or older than me, or both. I'd get accused of fighting like 'a girl'. I'd bite, scratch, pull hair, pinch, grab, and squeeze testicles—anything to prevent the bully from besting me.
My problems really began in my first year of high school. A pair of older kids trapped me behind the bicycle sheds, away from where anyone could see us and stop them. The bigger boy punched me in the gut, dropping me to the ground. The smaller, but not that much less big, boy leapt onto my thighs, holding me in place. The bigger boy sat on my chest, slapping my face, yelling, "Bet you're going to cry like a girl! Bet you're going to cry like a girl!"
I lurched up, trying to dislodge him, and the boy's groin was suddenly on my face. I could smell his ball sack sweat and the musky odour of a fresh young man. My cock, unfortunately, throbbed at the smell and began to harden. I'm not sure that I consciously wanted the boy to feed his cock to me, but I'm reasonably sure that was my subconscious desire.
"Ewww!" The boy holding my thighs down said disgustedly. "He's getting a boner! Better get off the fag before he tries to blow you!"
Despite my conscious brain screaming I didn't, but my instinctual brain wanted that cock. I looked at it fascinated, hoping to see it harden and strain against the boy's shorts. It did, and it looked way bigger and thicker than mine.
However, of course, the bigger boy couldn't admit even to himself that having his teenage cock close to an androgynous-looking boy's mouth excited him, so he grimaced, balled his fist and punched me in the face, breaking my nose. They left me there. I lay still, waiting to see if they'd return, and when they didn't, I got to my feet painfully and went home.
Mum freaked out when I got there. Blood had poured from my nose and down my lips, chin and neck before dripping onto my school shirt and drying. She took me up to the hospital, where the resident decided I needed a plastic surgery consult. The operation was booked for the following day, and I was taken up to the ward so they could check for any concussion symptoms overnight.
That procedure gave me the nose I described above. It's definitely not a prominent, manly nose. But it's less than completely girlie, either. There was a strange incident as I sank into my anaesthesia sleep. The surgeon asked if I was male or female. The anaesthesiologist shrugged and said, "I think he's a boy but quite feminine. Give him a girlish nose. Save him having to change it later when he decides to transition."
The fight caused me more problems because the boy, whose name I later discovered was David Meggs, who'd held my legs, spread that I'd got a boner when Grant Bowers had sat on my chest. With my androgynous looks, I'd already fought many battles against bullies. Now, it seemed, I had to fight daily.
What was worse was that Grant clearly struggled with why he got a hard-on when his balls were in my face. At least twice a week, Grant would corner me on my way home. Our fight ended the same every time, with me on my back and Grant straddling my chest. Grant would be breathing heavily and staring down at me. Then he would slide up until his shorts-covered ball sack sat on my chin, and his stiffening cock grew over my face. Grant never did more than that, and neither of us acknowledged the growing need between us. Fortunately, Grant left school before anything happened that would get us both in trouble.
Things continued heading south for me at school. Even though I knew I was intelligent, that intelligence didn't translate to schoolwork. Instead, I spent most of every class either staring out the window, bored, or arguing with the teacher. I was sent to the 'Ice', or isolation room, two or three times a day. I was supposed to study in that classroom, doing the work I should have been doing in class. But the teacher in there was older and close to retiring. He didn't care what I did as long as I was quiet and non-disruptive.
The final straw was when I was suspended for fighting again. The principal threatened to expel me, and Mum threw a total hiss fit, swearing at the principal and questioning his heritage, parentage, what he did and where he went on the weekend, and what his mother did for an occupation. The principal called security to remove us, and I was expelled. Because I was over sixteen, no school was obliged to accept my enrolment. They all took one look at my transcripts and refused even to consider my attendance.

Chapter 4.

I found a job at a local tyre fitting shop, but that became untenable a few months later when the huge, beer-gutted foreman started calling me Amanda. Only he and I worked in the workshop, and although the reception area had a manager and receptionist, they were isolated from the work area. It started with Roger calling me names like faggot and queer boy, etc. However, it quickly degenerated when Roger realised I wouldn't fight back. That wasn't too bad because I'd received the same kind of abuse my entire life, and I was used to it.
The next escalation was because I preferred to wear women's hip-hugger jeans and tight-fitting Hivis polos to work. Men's jeans will not stay on my slender hips. Plus, I had mauve safety boots. I'd seen the ad saying that Steel Blue would donate ten dollars for every pair of pink, blue, or mauve boots bought to a worthy charity. I thought that sounded fair, so I purchased a mauve pair. I didn't want blue and couldn't risk pink.
I felt, more than saw, Roger admiring my ass every time I bent over. He even stood close behind me to see if he could spot what type of underwear I wore when my jeans' waist gaped. I had boxers on, but that didn't prevent him from asking, "So, are you a boy or a girl? I thought you were a boy when you started, but now I'm not so sure."
"What do you mean?" I asked politely, hoping he'd let it go.
"Well, your jeans and polo are pretty girly. You have soft hair like a girl. Your boots are girl boots, and you have a better ass than the receptionist. I think I'll start calling you Amanda."
I laughed it off, but because I didn't deny it or fight back, Roger's harassment increased. He went from trying to peer down my jeans to 'accidentally' bumping his crotch into my ass whenever I was bent over something. Worse was that he was often erect when he bumped me.
One day, Roger went too far. I was squatted down, tightening lug nuts, when Roger knelt behind me. His greasy paws grabbed my nipples through my polo, and he shoved his rampantly erect cock against my ass. "Hmm, baby," he cooed. "You look so sexy squatting down like that. Let me take your jeans off and have some of that tight ass of yours."
My mind exploded in white-hot anger. Unknowing what I was doing, I picked up a tyre iron and clubbed Roger to the ground. "I'm not a fucking fag!" I screamed as I struck him again. "If you want some poofter to take your tiny cock in his ass, I suggest you fuck off to The Beat in The Valley!"
I hit him again, hearing his arm break. That shocking sound brought me back from wherever my rage had taken me. Shuddering, I stepped back and turned. Brent Snow, the manager, stared at me warily, wondering if I'd go him next.
When I just stood there breathing heavily, Brent said, "You're fired. Best you leave right now, although I expect you'll receive a visit from the police sometime soon."
Nodding, I dropped the tyre iron and walked from the workshop. The police didn't turn up at my place, although every time a car went past, I fearfully looked out the window to see if it was them. Brent called that evening to say that Roger wasn't pressing charges because he was embarrassed that he was beaten up by what he described as 'an effeminate, cock sucking fag boy'.
I held many low-paying, menial jobs after that. Always being singled out as being effeminate or gay and subjected to verbal and, sometimes worse, abuse. When the abuse got too bad, I'd leave without handing in my notice.
Then came the final straw: Mum got sick, and died shockingly quickly. I came home from work one day and found her passed out on the lounge. She wouldn't wake, no matter how loud I yelled or how hard I shook her. I called '000' (Australia's equivalent of 911), and an ambulance arrived a few minutes later and took her to hospital. Her exam revealed a massive tumour growing in her brain. It was inoperable, and Mum died four days later.

Chapter 5.

The house we were in was rented, and I had no way of affording the $420/week the landlord wanted. I phoned them and hit what I understand is a common problem. The rental agreement was in Mum's name. That meant I couldn't break it without her approval. I tried to tell them that Mum was dead and couldn't give anyone any permission to do anything. But the person on the phone kept replying that they needed to talk to the rental agreement holder. I got the same response from the power, gas, and water companies that supplied our house. Not knowing what to do and feeling overwhelmed by grief, I curled up in my bed and vowed to stay there until those idiots kicked me out.
Three days later, a woman strode into the house. She was dressed to the nines in a tight-fitting V-necked white minidress that clung to her breasts. She was tall, elegant, massively endowed, stunningly beautiful, cool, calm, and in control. I assumed she was from the real estate agency, but she ripped the covers off my bed and growled, "Get out of bed. You stink, go shower, change, and meet me in the kitchen."
"Fuck you," I responded. "I don't know who the hell you think you are, but you can't come waltzing in here and demand I do a fucking thing!"
She slapped me across the face and hauled me from the bed by my hair. "I'm your dad's sister, Liz Donnelly, and your last remaining relative. Your mother composed a letter to me years ago, asking me to look after you if she ever died. So, pack a few clothes, you won't need many, and get your lazy ass in the shower."
"I'm eighteen, nineteen next month," I protested. "I don't need a babysitter!"
"No, you don't," Liz snarled. "You need a kick in the ass and some motivation to escape from the cesspit your mind and body wallows in. Your mother allowed you to underachieve and put up with your behaviour because she was afraid the only one she knew would love her regardless would leave her. Every man in her life left—her father, her first few boyfriends, her brother, who was killed when she was a child, and your father. She couldn't face you leaving, too."
She leaned down and slapped me again. "Now, move! If I have to, I'll drag you into the shower by your hair."
I stood and looked into the woman's eyes. "I never knew my father had a sister," I stated angrily. "He never mentioned you even once."
"You were five when he left, and you wouldn't have remembered, anyway."
"Mum never mentioned you."
"She and I didn't exactly get along. I'm sure you'll discover why soon enough. However, I promised your mother I'd take care of you until I was sure you could take care of yourself, however long that is. Now, do I have to drag you to the shower? Or ...?"
I mumbled something and walked to the bathroom.
"Good girl," Aunty Liz responded.
I didn't react to her label but did wonder if she'd simply misspoken or what. I wore only boxers and was pretty sure my aunt studied my slender yet shapely ass avidly as I walked from the bedroom.
"Hurry up," she called after me. "We've got quite a drive to get to my place in Albany Creek. I'll pack you some clothes, but you won't need much because I'll refresh your wardrobe for you. Don't worry about anything else because the cleaning crew is coming in in the morning, and there's nothing in here worth keeping."
I could hear the derision in her voice as she talked, but she was right. My clothes were all from The Sallies (The Salvation Army Thrift Shop). The furnishings belonged to the landlord, including the fridge, kitchen table and chairs, beds, and lounge suite.
I showered and shaved before returning to my room. Aunt Liz perched on the bed's edge, looking at me expectantly. She'd laid out a pair of my hip-hugger jeans and a tight T-shirt I thought I hadn't seen before, then realised it was one of Mum's. In hindsight, that should have been my first warning, and I should have fled immediately.
I waited for Liz to move but quickly figured out she wouldn't. "Can I have the room so I can get dressed, please?" I asked.
"No," Aunt Liz replied. "I need to see if you have any potential at all to change."
I realised she wasn't leaving, so, sighing, I picked up the jeans. I looked around for a pair of boxers that weren't too rank to put on first but couldn't see a single one.
"I've already tossed out your reeking underwear," Aunty Liz stated calmly. She handed me a pair of my mother's panties. "Don't worry," she chuckled throatily. "They're boy-cut panties. Besides, only you and I will know you're wearing them. Now, put them on."
That was warning number two ignored.
I tried turning away and put on the panties keeping the towel around my waist. Aunty Liz was having none of it, though. She waited until I held the panties and had one foot in the air, then she grabbed the towel and exposed my skinny ass.
"Hmm, nice," she said, reaching for it as I tried to hop away. "Slender, but almost heart-shaped, just like a girl's really."
"Whatever," I muttered as I embarrassedly pulled my mother's panties on. The feeling of stretch cotton panties moulding snugly to my ass, cock and balls was indescribable, but I liked it a lot! 'Damn,' I thought, that feels hot!' Despite being slender like the rest of me, my cock was a little over 6 inches long. It began stiffening in my underwear. I bashfully spun, grabbed my jeans, and turned back, hastily pulling them up my long, slender legs before my erection became noticeable.
I got myself zipped and buttoned up and turned to get my T-shirt, turning directly into my aunt's extensive bosom. I'm shorter than my aunt, and my shoulders brushed across her tiny, diamond-tipped nipples. I blushed and tried to turn away, but Liz grabbed my shoulders and held me in place. Then she pushed me away, still holding my shoulders. Her eyes examined my face before falling to my narrow shoulders and chest. Her gaze lingered on my conical nipples and slid down to my smoothly flat stomach.



"Nice for a boy," she murmured, handing me the T-shirt. She insisted on rucking it up and helping me to put it over my head. As her fingers dropped, her long, lushly red nails scraped across my rock-hard with arousal nipples.
I hastily pushed my arms through the sleeve holes and pulled the hem down. The problem was that the T-shirt's hem didn't reach my jean's waistband, leaving about two inches of my sparsely hair-covered abdomen exposed. I tugged on it a few times, trying to get them to meet, but my aunt slapped my hands and scolded, "Stop it, or you'll stretch and ruin it!"
Shrugging, I looked for my shoes, but Aunty Liz grimaced and stated, "Those disgusting things you called sneakers are in the same bin as your reeking boxers. I've laid out a pair of your mother's sneakers. I'd guess they're a little small but they'll do until we get to my place. I'll add buying some decent shoes to the already extensive list of items I need to buy for you."
I stubbornly ignored her and laced my work boots up sockless. My socks had joined everything else in the bin, I assumed. Aunty Liz chuckled throatily again as she watched me pull the narrow legs of my jeans over my boots.
"Ready to go?" She asked. I nodded, and she strode out of the house.
I looked around sadly. This was the only home I'd ever known. Mum, who worked as a teacher's aide, stayed here even after Dad had moved away. Because she was a solo parent, she was eligible for a Housing Commission house, but she stubbornly refused to ask. We lived in a reasonably affluent area, hence the high rent Mum paid, which is why we were always poor. It was one of the many things I couldn't understand about my mother. She'd never dated again after Dad left and always seemed to be waiting for him to return.

Chapter 6.

Stepping outside, I closed the front door, locking the door and the last almost nineteen years of my life away. I suppressed my tears because I felt my aunt wouldn't accept them, but I couldn't help sighing as I realised my life would never be the same. Leaving the only place I'd ever lived in drove home just how alone and desperate my life was. At that time, I was immensely grateful that my aunt, an aunt I never knew existed, didn't owe me a thing but had respected my mother's last wish and had taken in her only child.
We drove across town from Lota, where I lived, to Albany Creek. Even using the Gateway Bridge and the back roads, it took nearly an hour to get there. Ms Donnelly drove a late-model, cherry-red BMW X4 M SUV. She handled it deftly, smoothly negotiating the roads and traffic on our way to her place.
I alternated between staring at the setting sun morosely and surreptitiously checking my aunt out. From the side, her enormous knockers straining against her blouse buttons and barely constrained by her open-front, push-up bra, was an incredibly erotic sight. I found my slender cock stiffening in my trousers as I imagined them naked. My aunt seemed amused by my sneaky glances, her full, ruby-red lips quirking when she noticed my gaze.
When we arrived, I realised that my aunt hadn't packed a bag for me as she'd said. I insisted, "We need to return to my place so I can get my clothes."
"No," Aunt Liz stated emphatically. "We 'need' to do no such thing. Your clothes are pathetically cheap junk. I've told my workplace I'll be off for rest of the week, and I will go shopping for a wardrobe suitable for a developing young wom ... ahh ... man, such as yourself tomorrow."
Yet another warning floated by without me noticing.
Aunt Liz entered a code into the panel beside the front door, and the door opened inward. Gesturing inside, my aunt said, "Go inside and head up the stairs in front of you. Your room is the second door on the left. When you get there, you will use the en suite shower, and wash your feet, which must be smelly from being inside those disgusting boots. After that, you will sit on the bed and wait for me to return."
My aunt strode down the hallway, leaving me to climb the stairs hesitantly. Out of pure curiosity, I opened the first doors on either side of the hall. The left door revealed a generously sized bathroom with a marble-surrounded bath and a sizeable shower, easily big enough to hold two or even three people. Opening the right door showed a well-appointed restroom, complete with its own wash basin.
I moved down the lushly carpeted hallway to the second door. I opened the door and entered an expansive bedroom. A king-sized bed with four posts, a canopy, and soft-pink, lacy side curtains held back by gold braids filled the centre of the room. Against the right wall stood a woman's vanity unit, with a three-legged stool before the unit's footwell. Two closed doors stood on the right side of the bed as you faced it. I opened the first, revealing a massive walk-in robe partially filled with pretty and sexy women's clothes. The other was the en suite.
After sitting on the bed to take my boots off, I tried pulling my trouser legs up high enough to wash my feet but had to settle for taking my jeans off instead. Re-entering the en suite, I self-consciously shut the door so I could pee. Deciding I might need to void my bowels, too, I pulled my underwear down and sat on the commode. Peeing was all I needed to do, so I ran the shower until it was warm and carefully washed my feet.
I used the pink, fluffy towel on the rack to dry, realising that this whole set-up was for a young woman, not a man. Worrying about what I'd gotten myself into, I exited the en suite to put my jeans back on—immediately noticing that my jeans and boots had disappeared.
"Stop fretting," my aunt tsked as she entered the room. "They smelt, so I've put them in the wash."
Oh, okay," I acknowledged. "Thank you. What about my boots?"
Aunty Liz replied. "Those smelly, disgusting things will never enter my house again and are in the rubbish, where they should be. Besides, you'll never need them again."
In a predatory manner, she watched me pace nervously. She patted the low stool before her. "Sit," she said soothingly. "We have many things to discuss."
"No," I refused.
Storming to her feet, her dark brown eyes flashing angrily, my aunt snarled, "Dylan Andrew McMaster, you will sit your skinny arse on the stool before me, or so help me, I'll take my paddle to your ass tonight!"
Surprised by her sudden dominance, I sat on the stool immediately.
"Better," she acknowledged, sitting back down. She leaned forward onto her elbows and looked at me speculatively. "Let me make some things clear, Dylan. I am an avowed lesbian. I have a hatred for men that extends to all but a few. You, my dear, are the first man ever to enter my home. I simply do not allow any man, not even repairmen, to enter my house. I have a cadre of fellow lesbians who do all my maintenance and repair jobs. Even my mechanic is a woman."
I wondered if I was about to be thrown out when she dealt me a zinger I had not expected.
"I will honour my vow to your mother to take you in and guide you to be the best person you can be until I am sure you will live a good, wholesome, productive, healthy life. In return, you will do your best to make me forget I have a man in my home. For now, you may dress in the trousers and T-shirts you find in the walk-in robe. There are sneakers that should fit. If not, I'll buy some that are your size tomorrow. In time, I expect to see you dressed how a sexy young woman should be."

Chapter 7.

It was my turn to storm to my feet. "Fuck you!" I yelled. "I'm not some faggoty poofter who dresses in women's clothes, sucks cocks, and all that shit. Fuck you, I'm leaving!"
Unmoved, Aunt Liz raised an eyebrow as she openly ogled my straining erection. It didn't help that being this close to my extremely beautiful and sexy aunt and smelling her intoxicating perfume and womanly aroma drove home that the only sexual relief I'd ever had was from my right hand. Worse was the spreading precum stain from my precum-leaking cock.
"You're leaving dressed like that?" She asked. "Where do you propose to go?"
"Anywhere but here," I snapped.
Liz sprang to her feet and crossed in two quick steps to shove her beautiful face into mine. Anger clearly evident across her gorgeous features, she snarled. "You can't, you ungrateful, cock swinging, woman-raping asshole. You must have noticed the entry panel at the door? There's a matching one on the inside of every external door and window. Once the door has closed, the doors and windows automatically lock. It requires a code to open them to get in or out. That ensures that anyone who has managed to break in is not leaving until I let them out. I promised your mother I would look after you, Dylan. And I swear I will do that whether you appreciate it or not!
"Your mother was my best friend until she discovered I was a lesbian. Before then, I promised her, I promised her, Dylan," Aunty Liz emphasised. "I would look after you if she died. And, by Gawd, I will do so despite your unwillingness. Now, sit your ass down, and we'll go over the rest of the rules."
I was lost, unable to comprehend what was happening. My mum had just died, leaving me destitute and alone. Then, like a saving angel full of beauty and grace, my aunt swoops in and rescues me. But now it seems that my rescuer is a crazed, man-hating lesbian bitch who wants to remove my sexuality and make me her slave. The fight left me, and I sank back onto the stool.
"Good gi ... boy," my aunt stated. She waited until it was clear I would no longer resist. "Alright, okay. Here are the rest of the rules you will follow whilst living under my roof: You will do your best not to remind me that you're a man. In respect to that, you will shave closely every day. Never will you let me see you with stubble on your face. Plus, no exposed part of your body will show any hair.
"In the beginning, you may wear long trousers and long-sleeved tops to hide your masculine body hair. Eventually, as you become who we both know you are, you will have all body hair below your eyebrows removed except what grows from your head.
"I need to work so you will keep my house spotlessly and immaculately clean. Your tasks include making our beds as soon as you get up, loading and unloading the dishwasher, preparing me healthy, tasty and nutritious meals for breakfast and dinner and serving them to me. Plus, you will do all the washing and ironing. I will teach you how to iron if I need to."
"You'll need to," I muttered, thinking her rules weren't much different to what Mum and I did.
"You will never show an unsightly cock bulge, so you will learn to tuck your disgusting package away so that I never notice it. I have a laptop computer in my study that you can access. It will allow you to upload videos to show how to tuck your genitals away so that they don't bulge and offend me. Remember, though, a report of every site you visit is sent to my computer daily. If you try to visit any site I do not authorise, your laptop will lock, and I will be alerted. Am I clear?"
I nodded.
"Good girl," I winced at the gender reference but remained silent. "Okay, Dylan, I know tonight and the last few days have been stressful for you, so why don't you climb into bed? And I'll see you tomorrow morning at eight. There's an alarm next to your bed. If you set it for 7:00 a.m., you should have time to make an acai bowl or some kind of smoothie for yourself and me. After that, I will start your first deportment lesson. Then, we'll check the shoe sizes in your robe and decide if I need to shop for some shoes that will fit."
I nodded again. But when my aunty said nothing more, I stood to turn the covers down so I could get into bed.
"Oh, Dylan?" Aunt Liz asked. I turned to face her. "I do not fuck men," she stated. "But I do love fucking young pretty things. I even sometimes allow them to use a strap-on on me." Her eyes dropped to my still-straining cock. Her eyes returned to mine, and she smiled. "It looks like you have a built-in strap-on. Imagine using it to please me."
My cock jumped, and, remembering her instruction never to show my bulge, I spun away and leapt into the bed, pulling the covers over me.
"One final thing tonight, Dylan?" I waited fearfully. "I know young men such as yourself often have wet dreams and/or masturbate. You're welcome to do either, but do not, I repeat, do not stain my sheets. This sheet set costs more than your weekly wage. Am I clear? I suggest you wear one of the nighties you find in the drawers beside your bed as well as panties. Change the ones you're in because they are already soaked. Staining my sheets would not be wise, Dylan. Understand?"

Chapter 8.

When I nodded, Aunt Liz stood, kissed my cheek, and left the room. Worried I'd cum in my sleep, or leak so badly that I stained the sheets, I got out of bed and searched the drawers beside it. I found several short and long nighties, a sweetly sexy baby doll negligée and some panty protectors.
Ignoring the nighties and negligée, I searched until I found a drawer full of various types of panties. They were mostly thongs, G-strings, or seamless no-shows, but on the bottom, I found a pair of electric blue briefs. Those seemed the least girlie of them all, so I put them on and inserted the panty protector. Again, I was amazed about how delightfully snug the panty briefs felt against my shaft and balls.
I peeled my T-shirt off but then worried guiltily about sweating and staining Aunt Liz's bed. I didn't want to search the closet for a T-shirt, so I opened the drawer again. I stared at the baby doll negligée's top before slowly taking it out and putting it on. Then, thinking 'in for a penny', I removed the brief and put the fuller baby doll nightie panty back on, inserting another panty protector from the package in the drawer. Then, thinking 'fuck it', I got back into bed and almost immediately fell asleep.
Unfortunately, my dreams were filled with dreams of wearing this outfit as Grant Bowers wrestled me to the ground and sat his adolescent but legal-aged ball sack on my chin. Only this time, Grant pulled his shorts below his aching balls and wiped his cock's head across my lips. But before I could confusedly orgasm to this vision, it morphed into my Aunt Liz sitting on my mouth, her powerfully fragrant snatch dripping pussy fluids over my chin.
My prostate cramped, and my balls tightened against my shaft. Then, their combined fluids raced through my shaft and exploded from my cock's eye, filling my panty liner and baby doll panty with cum. I struggled awake, but I was spent, and my exhausted mind crashed into unconsciousness, completely forgetting I was supposed to be up early enough to make Aunt Liz breakfast and hadn't set the alarm.
My aunt ripping the covers off me awakened me the following morning. My mind flashed back to yesterday, and I wondered if I wasn't locked into some weird kind of Groundhog Day loop before remembering where I was.
My aunt inspected my reposed form wearing a baby doll nightie, and a slight smile quirked her otherwise severe mien. "Nice to see you're giving in already," she muttered, sternly adding, "You were to have prepared our breakfasts, and what do I find instead? You lying in bed like a lazy sluggard. Get out and stand before me."
I struggled out of bed, acutely aware that I had a severe case of morning wood. I tried to hold my hands over it to hide it, but Aunt Liz instructed me to stand tall, with my shoulders back, hands behind my back and clasped, head up, and eyes down. I reluctantly removed my hands from in front of my groin and obeyed. Aunty Liz raised her eyebrow and examined my strainingly erect penis. Her pretty mouth turned down, and she pointed toward the en suite.
"Go pee and relieve that," she firmly instructed. I turned to go to the bathroom. "Dylan?" I turned back. "You men are disgusting in your toilet habits, constantly peeing on the floor and leaving stains in the commode. That will not happen here. To that effect, you will always sit to pee, use the brush after you've finished, spray air freshener, and use the bleach and disinfectant stored under the basin regularly."
I nodded and turned back, but she interrupted, "Yes, Ma'am."
"What?" I asked, turning to face her.
"The correct response is 'Yes, Ma'am' or 'Yes, Mistress'. Am I clear?"
She glared at me with her arms folded under her surprisingly firm, unrestrained, massive melons. Her opaque, white camisole top with a built-in bra was inadequate for its task, and my aunt's enormous jugs, with their prominent, pointy nipples, swung and bounced deliciously. I couldn't prevent my eyes from dropping further, and I saw my aunt's cameltoe sticking aggressively out from her sheer, clinging panty briefs. It did not help my erection!
"Yes, Ma'am," I finally answered.
"Oh, Dylan? Pardon me, not 'what'."
"Wha ... ahh ... I get it. Sorry, Ma'am."
I entered the en suite and shut the door. Pulling my baby-doll bottoms down, I pulled out the panty liners, balled them, and threw them in the bin under the sink. Next, I sat on the commode and forced my rigidly erect shaft down until it pointed into the loo and locked it there by closing my slender thighs. It took quite some time before my bladder finally relaxed enough to empty. My bowels voided, too. Ensuring I had carefully wiped, I stood and pulled my nightie bottoms up. Worried that I'd leak, I inserted two more panty liners before exiting the room.
My aunt immediately pointed back into the en suite. "What have you forgotten to do?" She snarled, her pretty brown eyes flashing.
"Oh," I embarrassedly muttered. Re-entering the en suite, I used the brush to clean the bowl and sprayed air freshener. I almost left the room before realising I hadn't washed my hands. The soap, as I'm coming to expect, was very girlie, with an intensely aromatic, jasmine smell.
I opened the door, but before I could exit, Aunty Liz queried, "Did you use the wet wipes? I can tell that you orgasmed last night. Have you cleaned around your disgusting cock and balls? Have you shaved? Making me wait for you is unacceptable, Dylan. You're not working and have no money. I expect you to serve as my handmaiden if you want me to look after you. Now, get to it!"
I closed the door, but my aunt growled, "Wait!" before I could pull it shut. I stepped out to face her. Aunt Liz stared at me sternly before stating. "Your armpit hair disgusts me, and so does the hair around your pubes. You will shower and use the shaving foam and disposable safety razors you'll find in the drawers in the basin cabinet to remove that hair. And Dylan? Do not make me wait too long." She turned and strode from my room.

Chapter 9.

Sighing and letting my narrow shoulders droop, I stripped my top off and stepped out of the nightie bottoms. Pulling open the cabinet drawer, I took out the razor package and can of foam. Pulling the shower door open, I turned on and adjusted the water until it was almost stingingly hot. To emphasise just how wealthy my aunt is, the Shower was state-of-the-art, with buttons to change the water flow. You could choose from drenching rain to stinging needles.
I chose drenching rain and luxuriated under the warm water flowing over my svelte body. After carefully ensuring every nook and cranny of my body was clean, I used the antifogging mirror in the shower to shave. Next, I lathered foam around my slender stem, tight little balls, perineum and tiny dark ring. Working carefully but as swiftly as I could, I removed all the hair I could see and/or feel. Next, I repeated that under my arms. Then, I looked down at my scrawny chest, and knowing Aunt Liz would insist on that next, I lathered and shaved the sparse hair from my chest and stomach.



I finished my shower and dried off. My armpits and body felt stingy from being shaved, so I checked in the basin drawer. In there, I found a bottle of Chanel body lotion. It smelled of the essence of neroli illuminating the enveloping warmth of an ambery accord with notes of vanilla and tonka. Or so the bottle said. I had no idea except that it smelt lovely and not too girlie, so I rubbed it into my skin, paying particular attention to my pits and groin. My skin felt better after I'd rubbed the lotion in.
Next, I shaved using a fresh razor. I shaved with the grain to prepare my face for the closer shave going back against the grain gives. My face felt similarly tingly to my groin, so with a shrug, I rubbed the lotion into it as well.
Satisfied that I'd met my aunt's desires, I exited the en suite and found some white panty briefs, a pair of pastel orange, low-waisted, pleated women's trousers beside a vanilla-coloured, half-sleeve, scoop-necked T-shirt laid on the bed. On the floor below them was a pair of thick-soled white sneakers. My will crumbled even more as I realised that my aunt would insist that I wear these items.
I was powerless before her dominance, unable to resist even a little. My aunt was relentless, like a force of nature, mercilessly grinding my will under by using the drive of her powerful personality. If I resisted even the slightest, Aunt Liz turned the full power of her will onto me, smashing my resistance aside with her calm assuredness until I eventually obeyed her.
Inwardly protesting the loss of my masculinity, I pulled the panty briefs up my long, slender legs. Although my legs were only moderately covered in hair, the hair looked ridiculous against the bright whiteness of the panty, and I knew I'd probably shave them before Aunt Liz asked.
The trousers and top fitted perfectly with the trousers clinging to my skinny, heart-shaped rear, emphasising how girlie my figure truly was. The top looked like it was sculpted to my slender chest and arms. Like last night's top, it left my midriff bare. I had to admit that it looked better without the hair spoiling the flesh showing in the gap.
I'd just got the sneakers on when the door opened, and my aunt walked in. "I was wondering if you'd drowned," she said firmly, although a small smile quirked her lush lips. My cock lurched as I looked at her, so I spun around quickly, belatedly remembering to tuck my cock and balls away so my trouser front didn't bulge.
I turned back to find Aunt Liz waiting patiently, her quirked smile more evident. "Like what you see?" She queried.
'Hell, yes!' I thought. My aunt was dressed in a spandex yoga outfit. The top barely constrained her massive tits, and her diamond-tipped conical nipples poked the top out lewdly. The yoga pants clung to every curve of her leanly athletic ass and legs. Her cameltoe was blatantly outlined in the crotch of the pants. Aunty Liz's toned stomach rippled in the gap between the top and pants.
"Yes, Ma'am," I replied through dry lips and with an imminent erection.
"Follow me to the kitchen."
She walked from my room, knowing I'd follow meekly behind. She led me to her kitchen. It was huge, larger than any I'd seen before. There was an expresso machine next to the sink. She showed me how to make her flat white coffee and then watched and guided me to make a cappuccino for myself. Next, she helped me get cereal from the cupboard and various berries and fruit from the fridge. Then, my aunt explained and showed me how to efficiently prepare and dice the berries and fruit to make delicious acai bowls for breakfast. Aunt Liz explained how mixing too many different fruits meant their individual flavours didn't stand out and would make the whole thing quite tasteless.
We took our coffees and fruit bowls to the vast kitchen table. Aunty Liz sat at the table's head, making me sit submissively to her left in a chair slightly lower than hers. My aunt had a thick one-metre rule placed beside her right hand. If I slouched, she whacked the back of my hand with the ruler. If I let my knees splay, she'd hit me. My elbows rested on the table, whack. I shovelled my food into my mouth or gulped my coffee, whack and whack. I swiftly learned to sit up straight, keep my elbows close to my side, my knees tightly pressed together, and take small, delicate bites and sips.
Having noticed that she hadn't had to correct me for quite some time, my aunt glanced up from her tablet and smiled approvingly. Then, she began questioning me about current events. What did I think of the new Albanese/Chalmers government now that it was mid-term and I'd had a chance to evaluate their performance?
"I don't have an opinion," I replied.
"Why not?"
"I haven't thought about it."
"Why not?"
"It doesn't seem to affect me," I responded.
"Your world is going to hell in a handbasket, and you don't think it affects you?" Aunt Liz dubiously asked. "The feminist/greenie left is turning our country to wrack and ruin, but you're too apathetic to care?"
"Aren't you a feminist?" I queried. I'd assumed she was because of how militantly anti-male she was.
"Hell, no!" My aunt avowed. "I love women. Adore them. I want women to be as seductively feminine as they were meant to be. I adore soft, girlie girls who live to serve, and I cherish strong, dominant women like myself who want nothing more than to be served. This 'oh, we're all the same' bullshit the feminist left carries on with makes me sick. What's wrong with wanting to look like a woman? Wanting to flaunt your assets and dress so you'll be admired and lusted after?
"Unlike what 'the sisters' say, most men are honourable and accept that 'no' means 'no' the first time, every time. Am I bothered by some guy being attracted to me and approaching me? As long as they're not pushy or sleazy about it, no! That attention is why I dress as I do."
Aunt Liz ran her hands across her enormous breasts and taut stomach. "I have assets. Gorgeous, sexy assets that demand attention. Why should I be bothered by that? Why should some uptight, prudish, religious nutbag bitch be allowed to be 'offended' by my overt sexuality and demand I cover up? I guarantee the men aren't protesting. Not even the gay ones!"
She sighed and picked up her tablet. "What do you think of the war in Ukraine?"
I didn't have an opinion.
Aunty Liz sighed again before saying, "You're looking at the possible beginnings of World War III, and if that happens, the annihilation of the planet, or at least vast amounts of Europe and Asia, and you have no opinion?"
Liz leant to pull another tablet out of a drawer. She shook it out of the box and gave it to me. "Your education begins now. This time tomorrow, you will have read up on the two events we've spoken about today. You will come to the table with reasoned thoughts about them and be prepared to defend those thoughts. Plus, you will research a random topic of your choosing, be ready to inform me of it, and then debate it with me.
"Remember, however, like the laptop that I will allow you to use, this tablet records every site you visit, blocks you from sites I disapprove of and sends me a daily report of your activities. If you try to use it outside the parameters I've set, you will be punished severely."
We'd finished our meal, and without her having to ask, I rinsed our plates and cups and stuck them in the dishwasher. I received another tight, approving smile and then two whacks on my hands because I'd slouched and splayed when I sat.
"That brings us to the final thing before I use my gym: Forgetting to set your alarm after I've expressly instructed you to is tantamount to disrespecting me. I will not have someone disrespect me in my own home." She shifted her chair away from the table and patted her thighs. Unthinkingly, I sat in her lap. "What are you doing?" Aunty Liz asked, aghast.

Chapter 10.

Blushing bright red, I leapt off her lap and stood wringing my hands, knowing I'd offended her. "I'm sorry," I mumbled embarrassedly. "When you patted your thigh, I thought you wanted me to sit there."
Aunt Liz laughed for the first time since I met her. Her laugh was deep, rich, and sexy, and I clenched my thighs together to prevent my swelling erection from showing.
"No, you silly girl," my aunt chuckled. "I meant for you to pull your pants down and kneel over them. I am disciplining you for disrespecting me this morning."
I looked at her, horrified, sure she was kidding. But Aunt Liz's slight smile changed to a severe frown. She patted her thighs insistently. "Disobeying me only adds more corrections to your tally," she chillingly stated. "Now, I do not like being made to wait. Kneel and put your hips over my lap."
My mind whirled as I contemplated my options. My aunt is taller than me and probably five to ten kilos heavier. Her figure, which looked so deliciously feminine in her tight blouse and skirt, was now that I could see her in her exercise gear, actually athletically muscled. I wondered if I could even best her in a fight or wrestle. I supposedly couldn't escape her house without the entry codes, so if I couldn't subdue her in a fight and make her open a door, I had no way out. Bereft of choices, I knelt and spread myself across Aunty Liz's thighs.
Good choice," she chuckled. "Now lift up and wriggle your trousers below your hips."
I obeyed and lay across her thighs. I wasn't far enough across for my aunt's liking, so she made me move by the simple expedient of putting her long-nailed thumb against my asshole and pushing. She stopped when my dick, which had sprung free from between my thighs, pointed between her thighs. Aunt Liz chuckled throatily again and pulled my panties down to meet my pants. Then she reached between my thighs and grabbed my slender, achingly erect cock, and shoved it so it speared between her toned, shapely thighs. Aunty Liz then squeezed my throbbing shaft with her thigh muscles.
Aunt Liz picked up the ruler and placed it across my ass cheeks. "Ten corrections," she informed me. "Five for not setting your alarm and another five for making me wait. You will count and thank me for each one."
I thought, 'WTF?' but answered, "Yes, Ma'am." The ruler descended stingingly onto my shapely ass. I gasped, and my hips jumped forward, trying to avoid the sting. Of course, that meant I was effectively humping my aunt's inner thighs. I finally remembered. "One, thank you, Ma'am."
She hit me again, and the scenario repeated. Only this time, my cock's head had leaked precum, and it now slid between firm, warm, and moist flesh. My head spun as I forced my orgasm down. I finally controlled it and intoned, "Two, thank you, Ma'am."
Another strike and another battle to stop my climax. "Three, thank you, Ma'am." My ass felt like cattle brands had seared it, and I could feel the heat throbbing in every welt. Strangely, I found the feeling strangely evocative and erotic and not punishing at all. Little did I know that I was teetering along the edge of sub-space and would soon float through to a place where the world was nothing but pleasurable feelings, and no matter what Mistress Donnelly did to me, it would only feed my arousal and need to cum.
She hit me forcefully again, and my mind floated away. From seemingly a million miles away, I heard myself moan as I pumped my hips to fuck my aunt's thighs and said, "Four, thank you, Ma'am."
Strikes five and six came as I floated in sub-space. My voice autonomically mouthing the number and 'Thank you, Ma'am'. I knew my hips still thrust back and forth, but some part of my frayed mind wanted to please my Mistress, and although the feeling of my cock sliding between my aunt's muscular inner thighs was exquisite, I somehow prevented myself from cumming.
Seven and eight were received as I lolled about, swept up by the bright colours and sounds, but then, I felt a hand on my burning ass as fingers delved between my petite ass cheeks, searching for my hole. I'm effeminate, not dead, so I've watched lots of porn. I'll admit that some of it was futanari, but by far, my favourite porn is Mistress/slave girl. It seemed that I was suddenly starring in my own fantasy. The fingers stroked across and around my little dark star, not trying to enter and only stimulating me.
"Cum for me, my darling girl," my aunt demanded. With her permission given, I immediately lost control, and my prostate and ball sack cramped as cum shot through my shaft and spat onto the floor beneath my Mistress' thighs. "Good girl," Aunt Liz crooned as her fingers danced around my hole.
Things turned dark, and I awoke an unknown time later back in my bed. My aunt must have carried me upstairs before stripping my clothes off and dressing me in a long silk nightie, pulling panty briefs over my expended cock and adding panty liners. I got out of bed woozily, needing to pee. Staggering into the en suite, I rucked up the nightie, stood closer to the commode and readied to release my bladder. Bare seconds before it would have been too late, I remembered Aunt Liz's rules. Dropping the seat down, I spun and sat, getting my cock inside the bowl just in time to prevent a mess.

Chapter 11.

I returned to my room to find another outfit laid out for me. Either my aunt had help, or she somehow intuited when I was absent from the room and ghosted in to lay her clothing choices on the bed. There was another plain white cotton brief panty and a pair of pastel green, high-waisted trousers. Aunt Liz had placed a white, scoop-necked stretch cotton T-shirt to wear above the high-waisted pants. The thick-soled white sneakers were back on the floor by the bed.
My aunt had pinned a note to the T-shirt. It read, "Shower and shave your face again. Reapply the skin lotion all over your body, including your face and then dress and meet me in the kitchen. If I'm not there, make yourself a coffee, sit at the table, and wait for me. Remember to maintain good posture. P.S. Your ass welts look very sexy. I was pleased with how well you accepted your corrections. P.P.S. You still owe me two more. I will collect them if you transgress again."
I did as she asked, noticing that the lotion smelled much more girlie than I'd first thought. It did, however, make the tingly rash feeling on my skin disappear. Without thinking too much about it, I'd shaved my pits, chest, stomach and groin, as well as my face again. The lotion seemed to prevent my skin from rashing or pimpling. I'd need to ask my aunt for more blades when I saw her later.
Putting on the high-waited, soft-pastel green trousers was interesting. With my hips being noticeably wider than my waist, men's trousers tended to slide down and bag in my groin. It was a look I hated, so I started wearing women's hip huggers. The waistband of those sat below my waist and above my slender but curvy butt. That stopped them from sliding off my hips and bagging.
The high-waisted trousers cinched above my hips, holding them snugly to my groin and ass and preventing them from sliding over my wider hips. The trouser legs gripped the tops of my long legs firmly before billowing wider and swaying as I walked. I walked up and down in front of the vanity mirror, admiring how the trousers clung to my ass and moved with it. I liked how the billowy pants legs made even my manly strutting look quite sexy.
Of course, then I remembered I was a guy and stopped. Feeling guilty about liking how I looked, I refused to look at myself as I donned the T-shirt and kept avoiding the mirror until I put on my shoes and left the room.
I wasn't surprised to find the kitchen empty. I made myself coffee and took it to the table as Aunty Liz had asked. But when I got there, I noticed it hadn't been wiped down from breakfast. My aunt had established that until I'd gotten a job and showed I could cope on my own, I was to be her handmaiden, so I wet a dishcloth and carefully wiped the bench tops and the table down.
I remembered orgasming between Aunt Liz's thighs, so I inspected the area under her chair. As I expected, the cum stain hadn't been cleaned, so I rinsed the cloth and wiped that up. Then, I pushed my aunty's chair back in and sat on the chair I'd used this morning. The tablet she'd taken from the drawer sat on the table, so I turned it on. It was an Android tablet and easy to use, so I quickly opened a search engine and researched the war in Ukraine.
What became immediately obvious was this: Ukraine good. Russia bad. I tried to find an alternative site that, perhaps, gave a different view, such as what my aunt had hinted at, but I couldn't discover a source that argued from Russia's point of view. I guess there were, but they were all in Russian, and the tedium of translating them into English was beyond my patience. What I did discover was that the reasons given by Ukraine and her allies for the war weren't the same as Russia's.
I found myself arguing with the articles I could find, muttering things like: 'Well, that doesn't make any sense. If Ukraine's winning, how come Russia controls thirty per cent more space in Ukraine than it did before?" and other such deprecations. As I read and argued aloud with writers who would never hear my questions or derision, I slowly became aware that my aunt stood in the doorway, leaning against the jam and watching my rant with a slight smile on her beautiful face.
When I noticed her, I immediately stood up and instinctively curtsied. A bow seemed crude and crass in the circumstances and not acknowledging her rude. Aunt Liz's entire home screamed her femininity. To debase it by introducing a masculine bow seemed almost sacrilegious.
"Did I hear you arguing with an internet post?" my aunt questioned amusedly. Blushing embarrassedly, I admitted I was. "That's good," she replied. "It means you're starting to think for yourself. That's progress."
I embarrassedly admitted that I had been and apologised for annoying her.
"Ignorance annoys me," Aunt Liz explained. "Stupidity annoys me. Dumb is okay because people work at differing levels, and that's how it is. Bigotry or misogyny from that dumbness is not okay. Someone learning and questioning doesn't annoy me. Instead, it excites and energises me." She took a calming breath and asked, "Are you hungry?"
"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, realising I was famished.
"Good, Aunty Liz replied. "It's nearly 3:00 p.m. So we'll only have a light snack, so we're not too stuffed to eat dinner. Do you remember how to make our coffees?"
"Yes, Ma'am," I answered.
"Good. I'll get the cream cheese and crackers out as you make our drinks."
We sat at the table a few minutes later to enjoy our repast. I sat carefully, retaining my posture, taking petite sips and bites as I watched my aunt open her tablet and scroll through it. My aunt had inspected the table and floor beneath her chair before she sat. That small lip quirk I was coming to adore appeared, and she nodded approvingly.
I let my eyes wander across my aunt's divine figure surreptitiously. Her hair was wet from her shower and held back from her face by a high knot ponytail. She wore no makeup, and I could see she didn't really need any. Aunty Liz used cosmetics to emphasise and enhance her innate beauty, not create it. Aunty Liz had on tight-fitting, sky-blue, high-waisted leggings that clung to her every curve. Above that, she rocked a seamless, high-support sports crop top with a built-in bra. My aunt's outfit left a delicious expanse of her ripped stomach visible, and her prominent conical nipples poked proudly through her top.
I had a sudden thought and asked, "Why did you put another outfit out for me?"
"You came on your trousers," Aunt Liz explained. "I didn't want to embarrass you, so I stripped them off you when I put you in bed."



Blushing, I said, "Oh. Thank you, Ma'am."
Now, I know you're probably still hungry, but that's our lot if we wish to maintain our figures. So, are you ready to start your deportment lessons?"
"Yes, Ma'am. What must I do?"
Aunt Liz took a heavy, hard-covered, old-fashioned school book from a drawer. She made me stand tall with my ankles together, my hand clasped before my waist, my shoulders up and back, my chest thrust forward, and my head held high but my eyes down. Then, she put the book on my head and stood close to me, holding her heavy, one-metre rule, and waited.
Every time I fidgeted or moved, the book fell from my head, and the rule would strike my small but shapely ass stingingly. If my head dropped, the book would fall, and I'd receive another strike. The time I stood there seemed interminable, but I eventually managed to keep the book on my head long enough to satisfy my aunt.
Next, I had to learn to walk without the book falling off. Surprisingly, that didn't take very long to learn. I needed to glide across the floor and not march or, as my aunt described it, sway left and right like a truckie or drunken sailor. Finally, I learned how to sit at the table elegantly, keeping the book in place.
"Very good," Aunt Liz told me smilingly, pleased with my progress. "Go and have another shower, moisturise, dress in one of the silk negligées and slippers from your robe, and meet me back here." I stood to obey her demands, but my aunt stopped me as I left the kitchen. "Dylan?"
I turned to face her. "Yes, Ma'am?"
"Do not keep me waiting too long."
"Yes, Ma'am."

Chapter 12.

I wanted to run to save time, but I knew Aunt Liz would disapprove, so I concentrated on gliding down the hall and up the stairs to my room. I took a hurried shower, dried off, and rubbed the lotion I'd used before into every part of my skin I could reach. I exited the en suite to discover my aunt had laid out what she wanted me to wear again. There was a slinky, long, V-neck, peach-coloured satin nightie, white bikini briefs, and pink, fluffy slide slippers.
The bikini briefs were a problem because the sparsity of the material left little to hold my dick back and stop it from bulging. I eventually found if I lay two panty protectors side-by-side in the panty's gusset, I could successfully tuck my slender penis well enough not to pop out when I walked. Happy with my appearance, I slid my feet into the slippers and turned to walk to the kitchen.
As I did, I saw myself in the mirror and stopped. 'Why was I doing this?' I wondered as I examined the undeniably feminine image staring back at me. I wasn't a girl, and before meeting my aunt, I had no desire to dress or act as one, let alone become one. Part of it was a human being's instinctive desire not to be alone. My aunt meant family and acceptance. Being with her and doing her bidding meant I fit somewhere. Aunty Liz seemed to honestly care about me, and despite her falling out with my mother, she cared enough about her to honour a promise given years before, and that respect and affection carried over to me.
Another part was my aunt's powerful, dominant personality. Aunt Liz calmly stated her wants, desires, and orders, expecting and knowing she would be obeyed and get what she wanted. My much more submissive personality responded to that dominance with respectful obeisance, and I instinctively did as she asked.
I'd unknowingly sat on the bed's edge as images of my life with my mother played through my mind. My grief welled, causing tears to well from my eyes and pour down my face. 'What if I failed to please my aunt?' I wondered. 'Would I be tossed out on my ear, alone, unwanted, and unloved?' I began sobbing as I imagined the life I'd be forced to live. That path led to forced prostitution, drug use, and early death.
Aunty Liz found me sitting there an unknown time later, uncontrollably weeping. She eased across to take my hand. "You poor thing," she murmured, putting her hand on my head and guiding it to her shoulder. "This is all a bit much for you, isn't it, baby? It's for the best, though, Dylan, for I will look after you, my dear. Do not doubt that."
"Thank you, Aunt Liz."
Placing her warm hand on mine and causing thrilling excitement to race through me, my aunt smiled and answered, "You're welcome, sweetie. Honey, I know this is all weird and hard for you right now, but I promise it will get better, okay? Don't fight me, and I'll make you into who you're supposed to be. Resist me, and I'll change you anyway, only it'll be a lot more painful for you."
Suddenly realising it was true, I firmly stated, "I'll try not to disappoint you, Mistress Donnelly."
I received another sweet smile and an electrifyingly warm touch on my hand. "I know you will, honey. Now, be a good girl and go and wash your face and brush your hair, and I'll see you in the kitchen soon, okay?"
"Yes, Ma'am."
I glided into the kitchen a few moments later, practising my walk. Aunt Liz sat at the table, her eyes twinkling as she watched me walk into her kitchen elegantly. Then, she stood and showed me where the wine glasses were, took a bottle of Pinot Gris from the fridge, and poured us a glass each. Next, holding my arm, Aunty Liz guided me into her lounge and sat me beside her on a plush leather couch. The book went back on my head, and we genteelly sipped our wine and spoke of this and that. I tried to think of intelligent replies to her questions, but I am unsure if I succeeded.
After about an hour, most of which I'd successfully kept the book on my head, my aunt asked, "Are you ready for dinner?"
"Yes, Ma'am," I answered.
"Good, so am I. Will you help me to prepare it?"
"Of course, Ma'am," I replied.
"Have you cooked before, Dylan?" She asked.
"Not really, Ma'am," I answered. "I've heated things like oven chips and pies in the stove, but I've never prepared and cooked a meal before."
"Oven," my aunt corrected absently. "A stove, these days, refers to the top of the oven, now called a stove or oven top. The baking and roasting is done in an oven. Never mind, because it doesn't matter. I'll give you some simple tasks to do so you can observe me preparing the chicken strips for our meal."
Aunty Liz opened her fridge and got out lettuce, capsicum, tomatoes, spinach leaves, walnuts, a can of pears, and light balsamic vinegar. My task was to break open the iceberg lettuce and shred it. Then Aunt Liz handed me a cutting board and a sharp knife, and I sliced the tomatoes and capsicum. Next, I cut the pears into small chunks. Finally, I took the bowl my aunt had gotten out and mixed the disparate ingredients into it before sprinkling the vinegar over it.
My aunt cut a raw chicken breast from the fridge into slivers as I did that. She diced some onions, minced some garlic, got a bottle of white wine and soy sauce out, and placed them beside the stovetop.
Lighting a burner, Aunt Liz took out a ceramic based fry pan and put it on the flame. She dropped a little olive oil into the pan, and when it began smoking, she scraped the chicken, onions, and garlic into the pan. Then she doused the sizzling chicken with a little soy sauce and a liberal splash of white wine. Cooking only took a few minutes, then Aunt Liz tipped the pan's contents into a strainer and dumped the remaining chicken slivers into the salad. A quick toss to mix everything together, and dinner was ready.
I set the table with plates and forks, adding placemats and napkins at Aunty Liz's direction. Then she refreshed our glasses, and we sat down. I managed to eat my dinner without Aunt Liz needing to correct me. By being very careful to sit straight with my elbows by my side, my knees pressed tightly together, and taking tiny bites of my food and sips of my wine, I avoided being cracked with the wooden ruler. Strangely, taking small sips and bites made me feel fuller faster than I'd typically be.
After I'd cleaned our repast away and stacked everything in the dishwasher, Aunt Liz showed me how to pour amaretto over ice in a whiskey glass and add a little lemon and lime squeezed from the fruit. We took the drinks back to the lounge and sat back on the couch, where my aunt showed me how to keep my knees tightly together and tuck my feet under my bottom. She sat facing me with her knees and upper body, and I copied her pose. My aunt moved closer so our knees touched and smiled softly at me.
I smiled shyly back at her before letting my eyes slide unobtrusively over her. My aunt wore a tight camisole over her extensive bosom. Her ice-hard, conical nipples showed delightfully through it. As it was typically, Aunt Liz's stomach was bare, and her toned abdomen shone in the stand lamp's light. Aunty Liz wore almost translucent panties this time, and her cameltoe was perfectly delineated beneath them. Her legs were long and athletically toned, her toenails painted dark red. My aunt's ankles were delicate, and her calves shapely.
I ripped my eyes away from my aunt's deliciously shapely body before my growing boner popped from between my tightly squeezed thighs. After swallowing a few times, I glanced at Aunt Liz's face. She had a slight, amused smile, and her left eyebrow was arched. "As I was saying, Dylan," she said amusedly. "I'm pleased with your performance today and the progress you're making. Keep it up, and it won't be long before I can safely take you clothes shopping for a suitable wardrobe."
"Thank you, Ma'am," I responded, trying to hide my embarrassment at being caught ogling.
"I don't mind you looking, honey," Aunty Liz said softly. "Just remember the rules. I do not wish to see an unsightly bulge, let alone an erect penis. If you cannot control that, it's probably best not to ogle so blatantly."
"She looked at me thoughtfully for a while before adding, "We women like to look, too, you know. It's just that we're much more subtle about it. That's why men rarely catch us ogling them. I like to ogle other women, but because women are so much better at noticing body language and reading cues, the women almost always catch me. It's only occasionally that someone will not like me admiring them. Even if they aren't into other women, knowing you're sexy to others is a power trip that almost all of us women enjoy."
The night continued with Aunt Liz slowly educating me on how to be a better girl. She was subtle and clever with how she did it because I absorbed her instructions without ever being fully aware of what she did. Aunty Liz had a smaller, but no less lethal, ruler beside her couch. If I allowed my shoulders to slump or my legs to splay, I received a sharp reminder on my wrist or the back of my hand. It was the same if I'd fidgeted and my nightie shifted to expose a nipple. Aunt Liz would snap, "Unacceptable!" and strike me again.
She sent me to bed after I'd made her a second drink, and again, I would have sworn her eyes coveted my ass as I glided from the room. But when I looked back, my aunt seemed engrossed in her tablet, slowly scrolling through its pages.

Chapter 13.

Returning to my room, I removed my panties and let my aching balls and cock free. Taking the throbbing cock in my hand, I hurried into the en suite, sat on the commode, and, to visions of my aunt reclining on her sofa, quickly masturbated to fruition, spitting my seed into the bowl.
After doing my business and cleaning myself up, I left the room, letting my flaccid cock swing freely. On the vanity table, I found my tablet. It was open to a YouTube clip titled 'Tucking Tutorial: Talking with the Tuck.' Beside the tablet were the five items shown in the video: Spray-on adhesive, wide-band stretch sticky tape, a gaff, Sally Hansen's spray-on airbrush legs lotion, and a can of Goo Gone.
Next to those items was a dark red G-string panty that Aunty Liz had pinned a note to. It read, "I'd be pleased if you learned to do this and wore these to breakfast under your chosen outfit. Doing what this video teaches you will improve your walk because you won't have to keep your thighs together to keep your ugly thing from showing."
I checked the time on the tablet and decided I had time to practice before bedtime. The transgirl in the clip made it look so easy, but it was anything but. By midnight, I was happy with how my tuck looked and got tiredly into bed. I remembered at the last minute to set an alarm and crashed immediately into sleep.
Now, here is a warning for you prospective new girls out there. Sleeping with your bits taped away is not a good idea! Worse is having wet dreams when you're tucked away. And trying to achieve an erection when you're shaft is taped to your perineum is painfully uncomfortable.
By the time the alarm went off, my whole groin area was on fire. But I didn't want to disappoint my aunt, so I struggled into the G-string before choosing a high-waisted trouser and T-shirt combination from the walk-in robe. Then, pretending everything was okay, I made my way painfully to the kitchen and made Aunty Liz's and my breakfasts.
When my aunt came in around 8:00 a.m., I made her standard flat white coffee and placed it and her acai bowl before her. Then, trying not to wince, I made myself a cappuccino, brought my bowl over, and sat in my customary spot.
Aunt Liz watched me concernedly before saying, "You made the rookie mistake of sleeping tucked, didn't you?"
"Yes, Ma'am," I confessed.
"Bad?"
"Horrible!" I exclaimed.
Aunty Liz smiled sympathetically, described how to use the Goo Gone to remove the sticky tape and adhesive, and sent me to do it. As I left, my aunt said, "Honey, once you've cleaned that area up, liberally apply the aloe vera moisturiser you'll find in your bathroom cabinet. Do not attempt to re-tuck until the rash has gone. Plus, there are loose-fitting silk panties in your drawers. Put a pair of those on with a long silk robe and return when ready."
I did as my aunt asked. The only problem I encountered was being patient enough to wait for the Goo Gone to soften the adhesive and sticky tape enough to peel everything off. Once I'd peeled the tape and paper away, I repeatedly doused the area with Goo Gone until there was no more adhesive anywhere.
Then, feeling I'd disappointed Aunty Liz, I showered and shaved my entire body, rubbed the aloe vera gel around my groin, perineum, and ass, and finally, used the last item she'd gotten for me—Spray-on airbrush leg lotion. I hoped using that would hide any nicks or rashes I'd created by shaving all over.
I left my room nervously because the loose panties didn't allow me to use them to hold my cock and balls along my perineum and hide them away from Aunt Liz's gaze as she'd demanded. I settled for tying the sash tightly, hoping my robe would hide my bulge.
However, my aunt shocked me by insisting I open the robe and pull my panties down so she could inspect the damage being taped all night had done. "Relax," she said. "I'm a registered nurse with fifteen years of experience. Besides, every rule always has exceptions, and this definitely counts as one."
I unwillingly obeyed, but she made it even more impossible when she carefully adjusted my swelling cock and tightening balls so she could see how bad my genitals were. It felt weird because Aunt Liz sat on her kitchen chair, insisting that I stand before her with my cock in her face. It seemed wrong because I thought I should never be superior to my beautiful, dominant aunt, and standing there seemed to make me that.
Then, I became acutely aware that Aunty Liz was using the excess gel on my skin to slowly but firmly masturbate me. She remained silent, gazing amusedly up at me with a quirked smile as she unhurriedly stroked from my cock's base to its head. Next, she cupped my small, tight balls in her delicate hand, gently squeezing and rolling them.
"Please, Aunty," I begged.
"Please, what?" My aunt asked archly, a wicked smile on her gorgeous face.
"I won't be able to stop from cumming if you keep doing that."
"Do you want me to stop?" She queried.
"You shouldn't have to do that for me," my fogged brain tried to explain.
Aunt Liz laughed delightedly before saying, "I like making my girls cum, honey. Besides, I see you've made an extra effort for me by shaving your body and leg hair off. That should be rewarded, don't you think?"
"I-I-I ..." I stuttered, knowing my climax was only seconds away.
"Cum for me, baby girl," My aunt demanded before capping her sweet, pouty lips over my cock's head. My cock almost literally exploded, blasting her pretty mouth full of my cum. "Hmm," Aunt Liz moaned as she pumped my shaft and squeezed my balls, milking every drop of my sticky man fluid she could from my pulsing balls.
When I stopped jerking and twitching, my aunt let my dick out of her mouth with a loud pop. Then, she made a pantomime of swallowing what I'd given her before sighing happily and saying, "It's been years since I've tasted cum, and I've forgotten how much I like it. If you remain being my good little girl, I may reward you again. How does that sound, little one?"
Aunty Liz hadn't let go of my shaft or balls, so my mind wasn't really focusing on her words or capable of thought right then, so I mumbled something incomprehensible that seemed to satisfy her. Then, she almost regretfully let go of my shaft and let me sash my robe closed. Unfortunately, my dick refused to go back down for quite some time, and I had to embarrassedly eat my breakfast, holding my robe over it so it wouldn't keep forcing itself into view.
During our repast, Aunty Liz questioned me about what I discovered when I investigated the Ukraine war. I admitted that I could only find the MSM articles about what was happening or why the war had begun. I repeated my observation that all you could really see were articles saying Russia bad. Ukraine good and was winning. However, I compared the battle lines from when the conflict started to now, and it seemed Ukraine had lost a large swathe of its Eastern border to Russia. I didn't understand how that constituted 'winning'.
Aunt Liz followed that by asking what I thought of Russia's reason for invading Ukraine. I had to reply that I didn't know why, and she suggested I could use the laptop in her office that she'd gotten for me and broaden my research. She advocated a web service called 'duckduckgo' that might allow me to find a less contaminated pool of information. I promised I would.

Chapter 14.

After I'd cleaned up from breakfast, Aunt Liz asked if I was healed enough to dress in day clothes. The blazing rash that had been my groin had mostly dissipated, so my aunt sent me to change. As I strolled from the room, Aunty Liz reminded me not to attempt tucking until the rash disappeared and recommended tight, lace panty shorts to hide my unsightly boy bits.
I carefully hung the pants I'd worn when I woke up and rummaged through the walk-in robe, looking for something I knew my aunt would like. I found a pale yellow, high-waisted pair of trousers paired with a see-through white blouse hanging toward the back.
I put them on and admired myself in the mirror. But the first thing I saw was that my nipples were prominently displayed through the blouse material. I knew Aunt Liz would find that crass, so I unthinkingly searched for a bra. I found several in a drawer and searched through them until I found a white one marked 32A. I didn't understand the markings, but I guessed that the earlier the letter and the smaller the number, the smaller the bra and the bra's cups.
It seemed that I was right because the bra fitted perfectly on my skinny chest. I put the blouse back on and tucked it into my trousers. I checked my look in the mirror and was pleased by how having the bra gave me an hourglass figure and how my top half seemed quite feminine. Adding it to my already fairly girlie bottom half, it seemed I was already halfway to being a girl after only two days in Mistress' hands.



That brought me up a little short because I wondered how I'd gone from having no conscious desire to be one to wanting to look girlie. Then it occurred to me. It wasn't being a girl that I desired but pleasing my aunt. I'd watched and read enough porn to know that I already considered her my Mistress, even if I wasn't ready to admit that to myself yet.
However, I'd promised Aunt Liz I wouldn't be too long, so I scampered downstairs while trying to glide. Aunty Liz hadn't moved from her spot, but her cup was empty, so I asked if she wanted a refill and then made it for her. I'm unused to being able to afford more than one cup a day, so it didn't occur to me to make one for myself.
My aunt's eyes hadn't left her tablet from the moment I entered the kitchen, but when I sat her cup down, she looked up. Her eyes widened slightly as she took in my new outfit, and I received another quirked smile that I'd quickly learned to relish. It meant I'd pleased her. She didn't acknowledge me, though, although I did receive a muttered, "Thank you." When I put her coffee before her.
I sat beside her, maintaining my posture and waited for her to talk or give me instructions. Eventually, she calmly said, "Do you know how to do the washing correctly?"
"Yes, Ma'am," I replied instantly.
"Really?" Aunt Liz queried disbelievingly.
"Yes, Ma'am."
"So, you know to separate the delicates from the other clothes and put them in wash bags before putting them in with the light-coloured items? To separate the clothes into light and dark colours to wash separately? How to further divide the load into heavy and light items if you need to do more than one load of each? Do you know the wash settings for the various types of clothes? Whether to warm or cold wash?"
Who knew that washing clothes was so complicated? Oh, I'd learned not to be stupid enough to put clothes in colours that might run with anything light-coloured. But the rest of it? What was with that? I replied, "Then, no, Ma'am."
Aunty Liz favoured me with her deeply sexy laugh, and she stood and guided me to the laundry. "It was laundry day two days ago when I picked you up," Aunt Liz stated amusedly. I only wash every ten to fourteen days, so I don't wear the same outfit twice too often. Unfortunately, that means you have quite a lot to do."
She emptied the two wash baskets onto the floor and showed me how to divide them. Towels, hand towels, washers, tea towels, and washcloths went in one pile. Sheets and bedding went in a second pile. Lingerie went in another—nightwear and robes in a fourth. Light-coloured clothing in a fifth, and darker-coloured in a final pile. Aunty Liz glanced at the six piles calculatingly before saying, "One wash for each pile, I think. We'll do the delicates first because they'll fill in the inner rows of the washing line. Then, as we do the bigger and bigger items, we'll move toward the longer, outside rows."
Aunt Liz then showed me how to select the correct wash cycle for each type of load and left me to it. "Once the first load is on, make coffee for us both, and meet me in the lounge."
I dutifully did so before sitting beside her on the couch. Because Aunt Liz had pulled her feet up to her bottom and tipped her knees to the side, I did the same thing. Awed by her innate beauty and grace, I watched her surreptitiously as she read and scrolled. This time, I didn't feel lust for my aunt. Instead, I felt gauche, ugly and awkward before her sublime beauty. I'd kind of drifted away when, whack, my knuckles smarted. I'd let my shoulders droop and slouched in the seat. Re-establishing my posture, I vowed to make my aunt proud.
Sometime later, I heard the washing machine beep, indicating it had completed the first load. I emptied the load into a basket, loaded the next batch, remembering its setting, and opened the laundry door. As I'd hoped, the Hills Hoist washing line was just out that door. I looked around, marvelling at the expansive lawn and extensive gardens surrounding my aunt's house.
Aunty Liz followed me out, instructing me how to hang each item so it would dry quickly without stretching or deforming. I unobtrusively admired my aunt's luscious figure as I worked. Aunt Liz had put on hip-hugger, jade green linen trousers with an open-necked, skin-tight, translucent, button-down blouse above them. Her massive rack was barely constrained and covered by a mocha-coloured half-cup push-up bra. Every time she bent over, I expected her enormous breasts to burst from their constraints. Unfortunately, they never did.
We returned to the lounge, and Aunt Liz sent me to fetch us glasses of sparkling mineral water poured over ice with a slice of lemon or lime. I chose lime because I hadn't tried it before. I gave my aunt the lemon one.
As we sipped, Aunty Liz talked about the news items she'd read that morning. She read from the articles and then asked what I thought. Previously, my brain had frozen, and all I could answer was either, "I don't know," or, "I don't have an opinion." This time, I considered what the articles said and compared that to my internal world, and it seemed the two hardly ever matched. Things the articles espoused as universal truths for everyone weren't true for me.
I found it ridiculous to have to refer to someone as they/them or we/us when they were presenting as one gender or another. When informed of their preference, I agreed that I should use those terms because that's what a polite society should do. But I thought it was grossly unfair to go off at someone who called you Ma'am or Miss when you wore a dress and had prominent breasts.
It seemed confusing for me to believe there were '47 different genders', but it was logical to consider that gender and sexuality were on a spectrum from hyper-masculinity at one end to hyper-femininity at the other. After all, I was clearly what used to be called a femmeboy or an effeminate man. That I was a boy was confirmed by my cock and balls, and I could see no reason to change that.
The second load joined the first, and Aunt Liz and I refreshed our drinks before returning to our conversation. My aunt asked me about my school life, and I agreed that Gen Z boys like myself were opting out of society. The society that told us we all were examples of 'toxic masculinity' and were to blame for all of society's ills. Society had constantly hated us, so we turned our backs on society. We were repeatedly told we could no longer be 'real men' because that was toxic, but other than being told to be more like girls, we weren't told what to be.
I guess I'm an example of that idea carried to the extreme. But I still didn't consider myself a woman. I was a pantomime of an 'ideal woman'. Beautiful (well, I wasn't yet, but I knew I would be by the time my aunt finished with me), submissive and obedient. I knew that, generally, women weren't like that, although some are.
The third load, the light-coloured clothes, were on the line, and it was time for lunch. I looked in the fridge and took out the remains of a BBQ chicken carcass. Shredding what was left, I mixed it through last night's salad leftovers and added some dressing. Then, I dished it onto two plates, made coffee for us both, and politely informed Aunty Liz that lunch was ready.
After lunch, where I'd managed to avoid being corrected even once, I hung out the fourth load and, because the first was dry, brought it inside. Aunty Liz showed me how to fold the various panties, shifts, camisoles, slips, nighties and bras, and I took her basket to her room. I hadn't been in her room before, and opening the door was an inspiring experience. If my room was an example of a typical girl's room, hers was a tribute to all things feminine. I almost reverently placed her clothes basket on her bed and bolted from the room before I got lost in the room's scents, sights, and sounds.

Chapter 15.

The events described above became my life for the next ten days. I'd get up early, dress as feminine as I could to please my aunt, and then make my way to her kitchen and prepare our coffee and breakfast. Next, I'd sit beside her, sometimes with the heavy book on my head, mostly not because I hardly ever dropped it anymore, and daintily eat my fruit bowl or drink my smoothie and coffee. Aunty Liz would spend breakfast time quizzing me on topics of interest as we companionably sat together.
After four days, Aunt Liz announced she'd have to return to work. It turned out she, not the person whose name was on the sign above the door, owned The Fontaine Clinic. It was one of several small businesses, almost all in the health or allied health fields, she owned. When Aunty Liz returned to work, I spent the days feeling strangely bereft, as if my sole support person had abandoned me. It made me even more determined to please her and ensure she wanted to keep me around.
To this end, I began researching ways to make myself less masculine. I practised tucking until I could do it in only a few minutes. I kept my entire body below my eyebrow entirely free from hair and practised gliding across the floor until it became an ingrained habit. Then, I used the laptop Aunty Liz had given me to research how to feminise my voice.
My aunt had supplied headphones, so I'd study the videos and record myself speaking the various phrases. Then I'd play them back, wince at how flat and masculine my voice was, and try again. Eventually, by Saturday afternoon, when my aunt had finished work for the week, I felt my voice, although not entirely feminine, was at least androgynous enough to pass.
I spent Saturday morning ensuring Aunt Liz's house was immaculately clean from top to bottom. I did all the laundry, hung it out, brought it in and folded it when it was dry. Then, I used my developing cooking skills to sliver some lean steak and season it. Next, I covered it with butcher's paper and left it on the bench so it would be ready to go into a frypan when she arrived home. Then, I tossed a garden salad and placed it in the fridge. Finally, I set the table and added several condiments to a tray, ready for my aunt to choose.
Aunty Liz had stated she'd be home by 2:00 p.m. At 1:00, I inspected the house again, ensuring I hadn't missed anything before hurrying to my room. I showered and washed my hair. Then, after drying off, I liberally doused myself with some cashmere bouquet smelling talcum powder. Next, I carefully taped my genitals away and dressed. I'd found a delicious-looking, mocha-coloured, stretch-knit mini-dress in the cupboard, and I suspected my aunt would love it. The dress clung to and barely covered my ass and had a scooped-out left hip hem that exposed my left thigh to my hip bone.
After tucking, I put on a lace-string white thong. I needed to use the airbrush lotion to disguise the stretch sticky tape holding my genitals tucked, but unless my aunt pulled my dress up, it wouldn't have mattered. I put the dress on and was dissatisfied with my look. Without tits, I looked like a skinny boy wearing a dress. I tried putting on a bra, but the item obviously wasn't designed to be worn with one because the bra showed clearly.
I momentarily despaired and almost gave up on wearing the dress. However, inspiration hit, and I searched through the vanity, finally finding some adhesive 'chicken fillet' bra inserts in the bottom drawer right at the back. With them was a role of double-sided tape. I excitedly placed the tape on the inserts and fiddled with their placement until I felt they looked natural. Then, filled with nervous anticipation, I put the dress on and looked in the mirror. Perfect!
I checked the time and realised I didn't have much left. Swiftly taking out some beige stay-up stockings, I awkwardly pulled them up my legs and smoothed them around my upper legs. Next, I pulled out a pair of black strappy high heels. They were a little big but close enough for short-term wear.
Finally, I didn't know what to do with my hair, so I settled for wetting it down and slicking it back. I figured that wet look, pulled back from the face hairstyle, was one I'd seen models wear and would work for now.

Chapter 16.

I heard Aunt Liz's car pulling into her driveway, so I scampered, as best as I could in the heels, to greet her at the front door. I had time to take a few deep, nervous breaths to calm myself before the door opened, and my aunt strolled in, looking at least a million dollars. I still find it breathtaking just how effortlessly glamorous and beautiful my aunt is.
Aunty Liz took two steps into her foyer before stopping. Her eyes widened slightly as she took in how I looked, and then that tiny, quirked smile that I so adore appeared. She held her hand out and indicated I should twirl, which I'm sure I inelegantly did. "Hmm, my love," she hummed. "Nice, very nice. I'm guessing you'd like something done with your hair and perhaps to get makeup lessons?"
I nodded shyly before responding, "If it pleases you for me to do so, Mistress Donnelly, then yes. I'd like that."
"It's not solely about what I want, little one," she told me. "It's also about you finding your way."
"Pleasing you is my way," I said quietly, knowing it was true.
"Then, know that you have," Aunty Liz said warmly before enveloping me in a hug that deliciously squeezed my head between her enormous rack. I inhaled deeply, revelling in the warm sandalwood smell of her body lotion and the slightly flowery scent of her understated perfume.
Have I mentioned trying to achieve an erection when you're taped away is a bad idea?"
Oh, that's when I began calling my aunt Mistress Donnelly most of the time. She accepted the change without saying anything, but I noticed that slight smile again every time I called her that.
An unknown time later, I woke up sitting in Mistress Donnelly's lap. I must have blissed out because I have no recollection of how I got there. However, I rested against my aunt's enormous bosom, blissfully aware of nothing but how good it felt and how close my lips were to her conical, diamond-tipped nipple. Mistress Donnelly's hands stroked deliciously along my sides, occasionally dropping to explore my satin-smooth upper thighs and squeezing my small, shapely bum.
"Back with me, little one?" Aunt Liz chucklingly asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, reluctantly sitting up.
"I see you have our lunches premade. Would you like some help finishing them?"
"No, thank you, Mistress," I replied. "I've got this."
It didn't take long to sear the steak slivers, mix them through the salad, and serve it. Her standard coffee was ready only moments later. I made myself a fizzy mineral water drink and sat with her, automatically maintaining a perfect posture and eating delicately.
Mistress Donnelly ate silently and waited until I'd cleared the dishes away and wiped the table down before saying, "So, little one. You've been busy today."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied. "I wanted to ensure your days off began knowing your house was immaculate, your washing done, and your lunch ready when you came home. I do need you to show me how to iron clothes without burning them, though."
"Just as I asked you to," Aunty Liz admitted. "You're turning into quite the prize. Do you realise that?"
"Not really, Mistress," I answered. "I try to think of what would please you, and then I do that."
"It's that desire to serve that makes you so irresistible to me, little one. It's all I can do not to ravage you. Did you even suspect that?"
"No, Mistress," I responded. "I had no idea."
"Have you had sex yet, little one?" She asked.
"You giving me oral the other day is the closest I've ever been, Ma'am," I replied.
"We might have to fix that soon," Mistress Donnelly mused. "Meanwhile, would you like me to start your makeup tutorial?"

Chapter 17.

It was another of those 'I'd never ever even contemplated or envisaged ever wanting to do' things, but the moment my aunt suggested it, it was all I desired. "Yes, Ma'am," I shyly answered.
Mistress Donnelly held my hand as she led me to my bedroom. When we got there, she had me sit at the vanity but with the chair facing away from the mirror. Next, she gathered the various things she needed to feminise my face. She started with a moisturiser, followed by concealer. As I've observed before, my looks are already quite androgynous, so I didn't need much concealer to disguise my beard line.
Next, she used a makeup foundation called Dermablend. It's apparently excellent for concealing any skin flaws and beard lines and smoothing out the skin to make it model-perfect. After that, Mistress Donnelly used blush to give me the illusion of cheekbones and to soften my quite masculine jaw. The blush also shaped my already girlie nose, making it look thinner and more attractive.
Eye shadow followed. Light brown on the inner lid, shading to dark brown on the outer. Next was black eyeliner and mascara. My eyelashes are pretty long, so the mascara made them really stand out. The final touch was Mistress Donnelly plucking, shaping, and shading my eyebrows. My aunt fussed about me, putting the finishing touches to my look before allowing me to face the mirror.
To say I was stunned underestimated it by magnitudes. What stared back at me was a pretty but still quite androgynous teenage girl. That was when Aunt Liz created her masterpiece. "Come with me," she said, dragging me by the hand to the en suite. "Bend over the sink. Hmm," she purred when I leaned over, the tops of my stay-ups and lower cheeks of my heart-shaped ass appearing. Her hands slid along the backs of my soft thighs and gripped my slender, shapely ass. "Hmm," she purred again. "Gawddamn, you're sexy," she hummed, arousal strongly evident in her voice.
Aunt Liz let my ass go and removed a red hair dye kit from the medicine cabinet above the basin. She instructed me to remove my dress and, following the instructions on the box, she changed my hair from its natural mousy blonde to the red you see in my pictures.
Once the dye had set, my aunt made be bend over the sink as she washed my hair. Then, as she blow-dried my hair, I noticed that her eyes kept sweeping over my barely covered form avariciously. She saw that I had 'airbrushed' the tuck tape away, and her lips quirked in a semi-smile.
Satisfied with her work, Aunty Liz helped me put the dress back on and finally allowed me to look at my reflection. "Let me just touch up your makeup," she muttered, turning me away, fixing my lippy and adjusting my foundation.
I turned back and gaped at my reflection. I knew, but was not willing to admit it yet, that this was me. This was what I was meant to be. For the first time I could remember, I liked how I looked. My hair would look more feminine once it grew, and I had it styled. For now, though, I looked like a pixie-haired ingénue, ready to seduce any man or woman in my vicinity.

Chapter 18.

My aunt obviously liked how I looked because she turned me to face her and snagged my lips into a full-on snog. Her hands roamed over my body as our kiss deepened and lengthened. She stroked my ass and between my legs, searching along my perineum for something. Eventually, she broke our kiss and looked down at me with heavily hooded eyes. "You need to leave a gap in the tape so your cock's head is exposed, and you can sit down to pee. It won't help with the other, but will make the former possible."
Aunty Liz kissed me again, and although her hands roamed over my ass, groin and chest, I didn't know what to do with mine. My Mistress solved that problem for me by taking my hands and placing them on her tight, muscular bottom. I nervously left them where she'd put them, but as she roamed her hands over my body, I hesitantly began exploring hers.



As I ran my fingers over her divine ass, my aunt shuddered and moaned into my mouth. Feeling more confident, I ran my hands up Aunt Liz's hips and along her ribcage, feeling her rib bones when I stroked. Aunt Liz moaned and began undoing her blouse buttons. I helped her shrug the item off her shoulders, and she let it fall to the ground. Next, she grabbed my hands and guided them until they cupped her enormous breasts, which strained against her half-cup push-up bra.
"Run your thumbs over my nipples," my aunt moaned as she peeled my dress off.
I complied as Mistress Donnelly picked at the tucking tape holding my genitals away. She managed to unpick enough to take hold of it and peel it from my body as gently as she could. When my 6+ inch, slender cock popped into view, my erection roared to full force. Aunt Liz took it in her hand and stroked it, moaning her need as she urgently pulled her skirt down and stepped out of it. Her black thong was soaked, and her arousal smells flooded my nostrils, inflaming my desire further.
Moaning constantly, my aunt forced me to sit on the vanity chair. Then, she ripped her panties off, took the backs of my knees and forced them back over my shoulders. "Push your boy clitty through your thighs, little one," she demanded.
'Boy clitty' momentarily confused me, but I guessed she meant my cock, so I did what she wanted.
As my slender shaft and small, tight balls appeared, Aunty Liz vociferously moaned again and needily spread her legs outside mine. Then, holding my throbbing shaft in her red-nailed hand, she lowered her pussy onto it, gliding down until her burning perineum pressed against my tightened balls and her corn kernel-sized clit pressed against my shaved pubic bone.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Mistress Donnelly groaned as she lifted and bottomed out on my cock again. "The first one's for you, honey. So, don't worry if you cum quickly. I'll get what I want after that, okay?"
As it turned out, I showed remarkable control, though I don't know how. Aunt Liz rode up and down my slender, throbbing shaft for what seemed like hours as my mind sang, "I'm not a virgin anymore! I'm not a virgin anymore!" Strangely, I'd always imagined I'd shout, "I'm a man!" But the position my aunt was fucking me in, the Amazon sex position, I think, seemed to make me feel that I was the one with my aunt's cock in my cunt, instead of the other way around.
"Good girl," Aunt Liz grunted as she thrust her hips, riding my cock back and forth, recognising I was waiting for her.
My aunt calling me a girl added to the surreal feeling that she was fucking me. Then suddenly, my Mistress shuddered and bounced spasmodically. "Oh, fuck!" She groaned as she pressed her throbbing clit against my pelvic bone and rubbed hard. "Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck! Ahhh!!!!!!!!"
Then her pussy spasmed around my shaft, and I felt warm liquid squirting around my balls and running down the crack of my ass. Four more squirts followed the first, bathing my balls, perineum, and ass before running down my upturned lower back and dripping onto the floor.
The fluids pouring over my balls and perineum undid me, and with a futile, protesting whine, I ejaculated into my aunt's tightly gripping, soaking-wet cunt. My cum splashing inside her set Aunt Liz off again, and her moans regained their tempo as she came again, her frothing liquids ejecting my cum and covering my lower body with their mixture.
As Mistress Donnelly had predicted, cumming inside her deliciously hot, wet, and tight pussy didn't deter my erection at all. I could feel my cock flex a few times as Aunty Liz rode it, but after only a few strokes, I was rampantly erect again, wanting to experience more.
My aunt smiled down at me when she felt me trying to push up to meet her downward thrust. "Take my breasts out of my bra and gently pinch my nipples." She demanded.
It wasn't difficult to pull Mistress Donnelly's bra straps down and free her gigantic melons. I stroked my fingers tenderly over them, relishing in my first real feel of a boob. Aunty Liz's breasts felt surprisingly firm, given how large they were. I wondered if they were fake, but I couldn't find any operation scars if they were. I remembered her instruction and moved my hands so I could gently pinch and roll her tiny, conical nipples between my fingers and thumbs.
Aunty Liz rode me powerfully until she squealed and exploded pussy juice over my balls again. "Cum for me!" She demanded as her clit ground against my pubis and her sexy ass pushed on my tight balls.
I heard myself emitting high-pitched girlie squeals as I filled my aunt's cunt with my cum. She seemed to like the sound of me cumming because she groaned and climaxed again, her pussy juices bathing my balls once more.
Mistress Donnelly slowly lifted herself off my slowly deflating cock and helped me to my feet. She hugged me and smiled happily. "You did exceptionally well, my darling girl," she said, and I felt strangely proud. I mean, was I a girl or a girly man, complete with a cock? I neither knew nor cared because I was genuinely loved by someone who wasn't my mother for the first time ever.
I helped my aunt out of her heels, suspenders and stockings, stripped off everything I had left on and held her hand as we entered the shower together. I washed my Mistress carefully, ensuring all signs of our lovemaking were gone. I tried avoiding her pussy, but my aunt would have none of it and showed me how to stroke her clit and finger her pussy until she rewarded me by cumming on my fingers.
Then it was my turn. After washing the adhesive from my groin area, Aunt Liz turned me so my tiny, heart-shaped ass pressed into her groin. Then, she reached around and, using the body wash for lubricant, stroked my cock until my climax spat onto the shower floor.

The End of Part 1.




        Venture Venturi - A Slut Mommie Ch. 02

        Sara Venturi's latest sexual adventures.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/venture-venturi-a-slut-mommie-ch-02

Title: Venture Venturi - A Slut Mommie Ch. 02

Author: JohnMurray4173

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Sara Venturi's latest sexual adventures.

Tags: virgin male, group sex, dad/daughter, stepmother/daughter, lesbian

Series: Venture Venturi - A Slut Mommie



Venture Venturi 2: A Slut Emerges.

Hello, everyone. Unfortunately, it seems like Kate's adventures are ending, so I thought I'd tell you more of mine to fill the gap. Still, seventeen chapters extolling the virtues of sixty-six separate lovers is quite an effort. Unluckily, I don't travel in the same circles as Kate, and I seriously doubt that someone like James Squire will take me under his wing and introduce me to the kind of adventures Kate has had. That's not to say I haven't had some!
The last time we spoke, I'd helped my stepmother initiate a young woman into their support club. The support club is a group of army, navy and air force service widows who get together to support each other and relieve their sexual frustrations in a way that won't result in divorce. I'd been initiated the previous day, and I will admit I found the experience intense but savagely satisfying. I'm looking forward to the next get-together and experimenting with lesbian sex more.
At the end of my first story, my stepmother, Deana, promised to help me seduce my father. I'd lived with her and Dad for all of my teenage years, and I admit I had the typical schoolgirl crush on my dad. However, until I'd read Kate's stories, and especially the episode where her mum and dad did for her what they should have done the night of her eighteenth birthday, I never thought I'd get up the nerve to fuck my father.
That's where I take up my story.
My stepmom turned to me before she took my huge melons in her hands. "You've read Kate Muggleton's adventures?" She asked as she twisted my nipples cruelly. I nodded. "You want me to help you seduce your father?" Deana asked. I nodded again. "It won't be difficult," she answered.
"How?" I almost pleaded as my sweet little cunt clenched and dribbled pussy juice at the thought of fucking my dad.
Twisting harder as she dragged me down onto my knees, Deana answered, "Let me sort that out. You ensure your kids have a sitter for tomorrow and be here for dinner. Meanwhile, eat my pussy, little one." Deana grabbed me by the back of my head and ground her tangy-tasting pussy against my pouting lips.
Still new to Sapphic love, I briefly hesitated before realising my cunt was literally dripping arousal liquids. Wondering why I was delaying, I opened my mouth and encircled Deana's fuck hole with my mouth. Then. I stabbed my tongue as deeply into her cock pocket as possible. Reaching around her, I grabbed her slim, taut buttocks and pulled her pussy onto my tongue, forcing more of my tongue into her cum hole.
"Fuck, yes, Sara," my stepmother panted. Then, she grabbed my ears and pulled me higher. Taking the hint, I sucked her orgasm switch into my mouth and bit it lightly. "Oh, Gawd!" Deana exclaimed as she climaxed, smearing my face with her sex secretions. Deana helped me to my feet, and we dressed quietly. Once I was decent, my stepmother said, "See you around six tomorrow for dinner, Sara. You will wear something sexy for your father to enjoy."
Knowing I'd been dismissed, I walked out, got in my car, and drove home. I had enough time to do my housework and make some snacks before I needed to pick up the kids. My phone rang as I drove to the school. It was Alicia asking if I could look after her two boys for a couple of hours.
"Sure," I replied. "Do you want me to feed them, too?"
"If you don't mind, Sara," my friend answered. "That'll give me more time."
"To do what?" I asked, suspecting she might have invited someone home to play.
"Leslie's dropping by," she giggled, confirming my suspicions.
I was jealous, of course, but figured I'd be able to do similar things as I got to know the girls in the club better. "Slut!" I grinningly hissed.
"You're right!" Alicia giggled. "Thanks, Venture!"
"You can pay me back by looking after my two tomorrow night," I responded. "I'm having dinner with Dad and Deana."
"Hmm," Alicia hummed teasingly. "Now, why would your delicious stepmother not want her grandkids to attend dinner with you?"
Realising I'd been caught out, I blushed and answered, "Why, Alicia, whatever could you mean?"
"Slut!" She accused back.
"I'm unsure I'll ever get near Kate's sixty-six lovers," I told her. "But I'm going to give it a shot!"
"Gawd!" Alicia said awedly. "Can you imagine having that much fun?"
"It helps when you're getting them in multiples, I guess," I mused.
"Nine! And there may have been more!" Alicia exclaimed.
"Yup," I replied, joining the line to pick up our kids. "My vibrator needed two new sets of batteries before the excitement of that chapter died down. I'm in the queue to pick the kids up, so I'll hang up. I'm using the hands-free, and I'd hate it if any of the other mothers heard me talking about this."
"Hell, no!" Alicia spat. "How embarrassing would that be?"
I moved my car up as the cars ahead of me loaded their kids in. It didn't take long before my and Alicia's four were in, and we headed home. Getting home, the older kids grabbed the street cricket gear and ran for the park. Sammy drank a glass of milk before she lay down and had her typical after-school nap. That left me a little time to prepare dinner. Coles had a chicken breast special this week, meaning I could load up on them cheaply. I intended to slice them thinly and make them into a chicken, cheese, and chorizo risotto.
The kids returned in time for dinner. Alicia arrived to pick her two up not long after that, and the rest of the night was spent ensuring my two had done their homework and chores, washed, and gotten ready for bed. Exhausted, I fell into mine shortly after turning the kid's lights out.
The first part of the following day passed uneventfully. Alicia arrived on time to take the kids to school. I did a little housework, ate a light lunch, and then worked in my garden until it was time to shower, dress, and go to my father's place for dinner.
Deana's instructions were to 'wear something sexy for your father to enjoy'. Unfortunately, as a larger girl, I don't have a lot of overtly sexy clothing because I tend to dress more for comfort than sexiness. However, I had a couple of outfits I'd wear when Regan took me out. I tried them on, fearful I'd put on weight, and they wouldn't fit. It was a pleasant surprise to find the skirts were actually a little loose. Working out twice a week with my trainer was paying dividends.
I chose my black mid-length, side-split, low-waisted pleated skirt. The skirt clung to my big, rounded bottom, emphasising its delicious curves, but sat below my slightly bulging stomach, effectively hiding it. Above that, I wore my dark red short-sleeve, twist-ruched, minimalist casual T-shirt. The shirt emphasised my enormous Double-G tits but flared to hide my plump stomach. I wore some black, toeless ankle boots, too.
Unlike Kate, my breasts are way too big and squidgy to go about braless, so I wore a red half-cup push-up bra. It lifted my breasts up and made them push daringly against my top's tied Vee. I knew from previous embarrassing experiences that I needed to be careful leaning too far forward or over because my enormous fun bags would fall out of the bra. I eschewed panties, though.
I added a little eyeliner, mascara and mahogany lipstick before standing back to check myself out. 'Not as beautiful as Kate,' I admitted to myself, remembering the pictures that had begun appearing through her stories. 'But not bad for a short, tubby girl. I hope Dad approves.
It was still a little early to go to my parents' house, so I poured myself a glass of wine and sat looking through my social media feeds. I noticed that Alicia had added me to a TikTok group called 'Armed Services Duty Widows'. Joining gave me access to various group chats where the women discussed getting together again and maybe meeting between the monthly get-togethers.
I'd barely confirmed my acceptance when I received a deluge of messages from several other members asking if I wanted to meet for coffee, drinks, or even more. I felt a little intimidated as well as flattered, but I figured I'd chat with Deana about it before accepting any invites.
I arrived at my parents' house at the same time Dad returned home from work. We hugged in the driveway before intertwining our arms and walking inside. Many of my friends complained about how their parents always treated them like they were still twelve. Dad and Deana had never done that to me, though. They'd both encouraged my independence from the moment I joined their household. Walking beside my tall, ruggedly handsome father, I couldn't help but imagine being under him as he thrust into my slippery cunt. Dad's cock was larger than my husband's but not significantly so, and I knew I'd willingly accept his length and girth into my tight little pussy.
Dad and I chatted amiably as we entered the house. Getting inside, I released his arm so he could greet his wife. Deana grinned conspiratorially at me over Dad's shoulder before winking. Pressing her rock-hard nipples against my father's broad chest, my stepmother casually lifted onto her toes and pushed her pudenda against my dad's groin.
My stepmother wore a tiny micro miniskirt that barely covered her slender, tight ass. She was braless under a clinging see-through top. Her pencil eraser-sized, diamond-hard nipples tented her top obscenely, and my arousal from being close to my father grew exponentially. Although I was keen to have my father fuck me, the thought of being double-teamed by him and Deana was exciting.
"Tony's gone to his girlfriend's place for dinner," Deana explained. "So there's just the three of us."
"That woman has our son wrapped around her little finger," Dad bitched. "Who would have thought that a son of yours could be so pussy whipped?"
"You mean you're not?" Deana teased.
Dad laughed heartily before replying, "Of course, you know I'm going to answer, 'yes dear,' to that, right? I know which side my bread's buttered on!"
The difference between the relationship between Dad and my mother and Dad and my stepmother was chalk and cheese. My mother is a cast iron, self-centred, lazy-assed bitch. When we were younger, she complained that Dad worked too many hours and was never home. Then, when Dad took a lesser job so he would be home most nights, she complained about the restrictions to her lifestyle. Instead of being happy that he was home, she bitched that she couldn't afford the nice things she usually bought. I wasn't surprised when Dad moved out, and I was amazed that he lasted until I was twelve.
Deana sent Dad and me to the lounge, telling us to catch up over a couple of drinks as she prepared our dinner. I followed Deana into her kitchen to get our drinks before joining Dad in the lounge. I sat opposite him and casually crossed my legs so my chubby but shapely thigh to my hip bone showed in the skirt's split. Then, I leaned forward to talk. Doing that meant my huge melons threatened to jump out of my bra and expose my nipples. I was pleased to see that Dad had to adjust himself several times before Deana called us to the table.
Dinner was its typical happy, chatty time. Dad and Deana asked lots of questions about the kids, how I was doing, and whether Regan was in any real danger where he was. Dad suggested that I find a part-time job to fill in my days but acknowledged it would be difficult to find something to work at around the kids' school hours.
What I noticed was that my stepmother continuously flirted with my dad. She'd regularly pull her top down so that her nipples were prominently displayed. Plus, she took every opportunity to lean back and part her legs, showing her delightfully bare and juicy pussy lips.
Taking my cues from her, I began the slow act of seducing my father. I'd somewhat naively assumed that he'd be overwhelmed by my luscious charms and fall willingly into bed with me. Deana's actions made me realise that my father would not instigate a sexual relationship between himself and his daughter. Deana and I would have to make him so horny that he lost control and fucked me.
At the end of dinner, Deana sent Dad to the lounge, promising she'd make some drinks for us to share and bring them in. I hung back so I could talk to my stepmother.
"How are we going to do this?" I asked.
"What? Get your father to fuck you?" Deana teased.
"Yes," I growled, trying not to be too loud.
"We'll do it the same way Kate got John to fuck Krissy," Deana replied dismissively. "I'll leave the bedroom door partially open. Then, I'll get him naked and sit on his face. When I'm in position, you'll sneak in and climb on his cock."
"Won't he know who it is when someone else climbs onto him?"
"I occasionally bring your father a treat home," my stepmother casually explained. "I've told him I have one arriving after you've gone home. But you'll have to pretend you've drunk too much to drive home and use the spare room."
Nodding eagerly, my sweet little cunt clenching in anticipation, I picked up the pitcher of margaritas and followed Deana into the lounge. We sat around laughing and chatting. It would have been a great night even without the delicious thought of seducing my father. I rarely get a night away from the kids, and not having to cook or worry about anything was heavenly.
When my stepmother surreptitiously nodded at around 11:00 p.m., I stood, yawned, stretched, and then pretended to stagger. "Need to wee," I announced, weaving my way toward the hall where the loo was. Returning, I flopped into the sofa chair and hiccupped. "Shit!" I swore. "Deana, can I sleep here tonight? I'm way too pissed to drive."
"What about the kids?" My stepmother asked.
"They're at Alicia's," I answered. "She'll keep them overnight and drop them at school tomorrow."
I could see that Dad was somewhat disappointed, thinking he wouldn't get his treat tonight. But underneath that was a father's typical concern for their kid. Smiling gently, Dad picked me up and carried me down to the spare room. I felt so secure, snug, and loved in his powerful arms that I almost orgasmed there and then. I made sure to turn and press my hard nipples against his upper arm as he carried me. When he lay me on the bed, I purposefully let my knees fall apart. That caused my dress to ride up and let my father know in undoubted terms his daughter wasn't wearing panties and was sexually aroused.
Dad blushed before covering my legs with the quilt, kissing my forehead, and wishing me goodnight.
Deana bustled in after Dad had left. "Wait until you hear my orgasm screams, and then come to our room. Climb on your dad's cock and enjoy. When he's about to cum in you, I'll roll off his face so he can see who he's fucking. The rest is up to you two."
I nodded eagerly again as my cute little fuck button throbbed, imagining what was to come.
Deana grinned at me before leaving the room. I got out of bed and stripped. I badly wanted to play with myself as I imagined riding my father's stiff cock, but I was afraid of how much noise I'd make when I came, so I refrained.
It took nearly an hour of frustration before I finally heard Deana screaming her climaxes to the ceiling. Giggling happily, I crept quietly along the hallway to Dad's room. As Deana had promised, the door was partially opened, allowing me to slip inside without being noticed. I stood for a moment, admiring the scene before me. Deana's tight ass flexed and moved as she rode my father's face. Dad's large hands gripped her hips, pulling Deana onto his mouth tightly. As I watched, my stepmother crested again, screaming her satisfaction to the skies as she did.
Deana looked over her shoulder sexily before grinning and winking at me. "Your treat's here, Eric," she cooed seductively. "If you're a good boy and don't cum until after she has, I'll let you fuck my ass as she eats my cunt."
My dad groaned, "Hmm," as he lashed my stepmother's clit. Taking that as a hint, I climbed onto the bed and swung a leg over his prone body. Reaching behind me, I lined Dad's cock up with my dripping cum hole and lowered myself onto it.
Despite being a bigger girl, my pussy is relatively small and extremely tight. After reading Kate's stories, I'd even begun doing my Kegel exercises again. Dad groaned as my exceptionally tight, blazingly hot and wet cunt enveloped his twat destroyer. With Dad being a little bigger and wider than my husband, it was a delight I enjoyed enormously.
Once my father's cock bottomed out inside me, I reached around Deana's body and cupped her tiny tits. Then, riding my dad, I pinched and twisted my stepmother's tiny, conical nipples as I kissed and tongued where her neck met her shoulders.
"Gawd!" Dad groaned as my tight cock pocket slid deliciously up and down his rigid pole. Enjoying the illicit thrill of fucking my father immensely, I gripped his cock with my pussy muscles as tightly as I could and increased the speed of my gyrations.
Deana came again before sliding off Dad's mouth. Her body remained between Dad's face and me, blocking me from his view. She looked lovingly down at him before smiling and saying, "How's that pussy on your cock? Is it as tight and hot as I thought it would be?"
"It feels fucking fantastic," my dad groaned as he started thrusting up to meet my downward plunges.
"Is she wet for you?" Deana queried.
"Very!" Dad confirmed.
"Good. Are you going to fill her slut cunt with cum? Would you like to fuck my ass as I eat your cum from her fuck hole?"
Hearing my stepmother's crude description of what she would do and what she wanted to have happen threw me off the edge of my climax, and squealing, I orgasmed on my dad's enormous cock. Dad heard my climax and promptly unloaded into my soaking cum receptacle.
Deana waited until Dad was past the point of no return before rolling off and letting my father see who was riding him. "Venture!" He exclaimed as I milked his shaft with my pussy muscles. "Gawd, girl! You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this!"
"Tell me how long you've wanted to as I clean your cock for you," I giggled as I moved off my father's wilting cock and took him into my mouth.
Holding my head as he thrust into my mouth, his softening cock quickly returning to rigidness, Dad said, "Ever since you came to live with us, your stepmother has described how beautiful, sexy and desirable you were, and she speculated how good it would be to fuck you together."
"Hmm, naughty, incestuous daddy," I hummed, briefly letting his now stiff cock out of my mouth. Then, I grinned and added, "Did I hear something about my stepmother eating your cum out of my dripping cunt as you fucked her ass?"
"Get Deana's ass ready for me," Dad insisted.
Anal wasn't something I'd done very often, so I wasn't sure how to proceed, but I figured that opening an ass wouldn't be much different than opening a pussy, something I had to do regularly before childbirth to prevent sex from hurting. Holding my stepmother's ass cheeks apart, I tentatively sniffed her chocolate star. To my surprise, it smelt clean and only a little musky from her pussy fluids leaking down there.
"Gawd, Sara," Deana moaned as I rimmed her dark fuck hole with my tongue's tip.
I jumped as my father's lips surrounded my puffy nipple, and he lashed it with his tongue. I moaned into my stepmother's ass before working a wet finger into her back passage. Deana's ring opened and accepted that easily, so I added a second and third digit. Next, I forced my fingers apart, widening Deana's gape until I was sure she could readily accept my father's cock.
"She's ready," I panted, regretting that Dad's mouth would leave my aching nipples.
Deana moved onto her hands and knees, looking back over her shoulder sexily, waiting for Dad to fuck her tight ass. I watched as my father's rampantly erect cock and large balls loomed over my face. To help Deana out, I gobbled Dad's cock down, eliciting a surprised grunt. Satisfied my stepmother and father were as ready as possible to fuck, I grabbed my dad's cock and guided it onto Deana's rosebud. Deana pushed back, and I gasped as Dad's cock opened her dark cum hole and slid inside.



Looking at the delightful sight of my father's cock disappearing into my stepmother's ass had me as hot as being seven inches from the sun, and I couldn't help from wrapping my full lips around Dad's shaft, lubricating it as it slid inside Deana. My delight increased exponentially when my stepmother's tongue delved into my cum-leaking cunt.
Deana groaned into my pussy as Dad fucked her ass mercilessly. The forceful sounds of his abdomen slapping against Deana's taut ass cheeks echoed through the room, increasing my wanton libido by massive degrees. It swiftly became apparent that Dad was holding on, waiting for Deana to cum before unloading his cum deposit into her rear fuck hole. I knew he was fighting a losing battle, so I wrapped my lips around Deana's cum switch, sucked hard and bit it lightly before battering it with my tongue.
"Farrrk, yes!" Deana screamed as her climax exploded. Her tangy juices flowed from her cunt as her orgasm crescendoed. This allowed Dad to relax, and he filled her ass with his sticky man seed as he roared his pleasure to the ceiling.
Dad rolled off my stepmother as she collapsed onto the bed. Not being anywhere near satisfied, I swung my thigh over Deana's head and lowered my still-sticky cunt onto her mouth. Then, I grabbed her skinny, muscular ass cheeks and lifted her up, bending her at her mid back so I could tongue my father's cum from her stink hole. The sight of us doing that clearly overwhelmed my father because he left the room briefly before returning with a clean cock and slamming it into my pussy.
After vigorously fucking my slut hole a few times, Dad growled, "Ready to take it in your ass, Venture?"
"Yes, Daddy!" I gasped, feeling as slutty as I ever had.
Dad spat on my ring before working his calloused finger into my ass. A second and third finger quickly followed. Then, he removed his fingers, lined his thick, throbbing cock up with my dark passage and drilled it relentlessly into me. I jumped when his cock split my knot open, but otherwise loved every second of my father dominating my dark fuck hole.
As Dad fucked my willing ass, Deana continued to suck his cum from my pussy. I tried to keep tonguing my stepmother's ass, but the deliciously decadent feeling of having my biological father fuck my rear cock pocket drove me to distraction, and I quickly orgasmed on his thrusting tool.
The rest of the night was spent with my stepmother and I pleasing each other and Dad joining in whenever his cock recharged. He made regular trips to the bathroom to clean his cock, depending on whether he'd been in our asses, mouths, or cunts. In between him fucking us, my stepmother and I pleasured each other until the morning's early rays finally sent us to sleep. My fuck holes felt bruised and abused from having my father's cock buried deep within them, and my clit and nipples were raw from Deana's insistent mauling.
I was alone in Dad and Deana's bed when I awoke. Dad had left for work, and my stepmother wasn't in the house. I took a leisurely shower before heading for the kitchen to rustle up some breakfast. Deana was still absent when I left for home, but she texted me as I drove. It read, "I assume you want to fuck your stepbrothers next? Come over Friday night, and we'll seduce Tony together."
Of course, I amusedly wondered if I hadn't unleashed an incestuous monster in my stepmother but realised it was Kate Muggleton's adventures that were driving our sudden incestuous desires. However, my youngest stepbrother was a 193 cm (6 ft. 4 in.) handsome and muscular man. I'd had a teenage crush on him when I lived at home, but he was some seven years older than me and always treated me as the baby sister.
The thought of accepting him between my luscious thighs and watching him fuck his mother had me hotter than Hades at midsummer, and I masturbated when I got home, thinking about a four-way with Daddy, Deana, Tony, and me. Friday night was only a day and a half away, which was too long, according to my libido!
Alicia brought my kids home a little after three. We shared coffee and conversation before she stated she needed to go home. I promised to send her kids home after their afternoon snack and settled back into my usual absent husband routine. It was my turn the following day to take our kids to school. Because her two are older, they walk through the pedestrian bypasses to my place in time to catch a ride to school. When it was Alicia's turn, she drove around to pick my two up.
When I'd returned from dropping the kids at school, I'd gone into a bit of a gardening frenzy. I felt exceptionally happy and energised about consummating my long-term lust for my father, and having Deana and him fuck me made me feel more beautiful and desirable than I'd ever felt before. Plus, with my stepmother actively encouraging me to pursue my stepbrothers, I knew my sexual adventures were only just beginning.
So, feeling good after my shower, I'd resurrected a pair of skin-tight booty shorts I'd bought to drive Regan crazy with lust. They showed vast amounts of my plump, sexily rounded ass cheeks and clung so tightly that my cunt outline showed through the stretch-denim material. I'd added a long-sleeved, centre-tied, off-the-shoulder boob tube that left most of my immense inner breast mounds displayed. The boob tube had a built-in bra sufficient to keep my extra-large melons in check. I inspected myself in my full-length mirror and liking what I saw, put my wedge-heeled sandals on and went to pick the kids up from school.
Alicia's nephew, Adrian, had had some trouble at his high school in Manly and was currently staying with Alicia. Adrian was temporarily attending Bayside State College as his parents tried to sort out the mess he'd created at Manly. Adrian had joined our school run and was last to be dropped off and picked up daily. I admired his physical form when Alicia introduced me to him.
Adrian was developing into a muscular, handsome young man, and he'd recently become quite tongue-tied around me. His eighteenth birthday was around a month ago, and it seemed he'd hit puberty hard. With typical Navy discipline instilled by his father, Adrian is polite, well-mannered, and softly spoken. My two are similar in their behaviour.
However, when I got out of my car after getting home, and he saw what I wore, his handsome face blushed bright red, and all pretence of politeness left him. He mumbled something and fled down the walkway towards Alicia's place, holding his book bag in front of his groin. I watched him go, wondering what was up his ass. It wasn't until he returned about an hour later that I worked out what was wrong. Adrian had gotten an erection and, confused, fled. He thought it was wrong to lust over his aunt's best friend and had talked to her. Apparently, Alicia had laughed and sent him to apologise to me.
My phone rang as I watched Adrian stammer his apology. Noticing it was Alicia, I answered, but before I could say hello, she said, "You could be his first. I'll keep Zach here with Devon, and Sammy will be asleep for another hour yet." Then she hung up before I could reply.
Shocked by Alicia's casual encouragement to take her nephew's virginity, I studied the young man before me. 'He really is very handsome,' I thought as the arousal flared in my tiny, tight cunt. Adrian is a sports star at school, competing successfully in athletics, swimming, and rugby league. His build is leanly muscular, and he didn't have the typical teenager's pimple proliferation across his face and body. 'Me being his first would mean his first sexual experience would be a positive one,' my thoughts added. 'I won't care if he's premature a few times before he learns control.'
Adrian stuttered to a stop, looking at the ground but glancing shyly up through his fringe at me. I considered my options for a while before taking his right hand between mine. I lifted it up close to my bosom. "Would you like to touch them?" I softly asked. Blushing bright red, Adrian nodded eagerly. "You have to kiss me first," I gently insisted.
Adrian was already way taller than me, so when he stepped closer, I tilted my head back, offering my pouting lips to him. Adrian's lips brushed mine lightly before he giggled embarrassedly and straightened up. However, the touch of his lips on mine sent an electric explosion from my lips to my cunt, and I was already dripping wet.
"That was nice," I breathily said. "Will you kiss me again? Keep your lips firm this time and kiss me harder and longer."
Smiling happily, Adrian kissed me again, and as he did, I let my lips part slightly and touched my tongue to his lips. Adrian groaned, and his tongue slid through his lips to touch mine. I pushed against it and withdrew. Adrian didn't accept my invitation, so I had to repeat the action twice more until his tongue followed mine into my mouth.
As his tongue gleefully explored my mouth, I took his hands and guided them onto my enormous rack. Adrian suddenly groaned, and his hips jerked back. I knew he'd just cum in his pants, but I couldn't let him be embarrassed about it, or he'd flee. Humming happily, I said, "Hmm, Adrian. It's so sexy you find me so attractive that you lose control. It lets me know you want me."
"It is? It does?" He asked shyly.
"It sure is and does," I reassured him. "And any woman or girl that says differently is nothing but a selfish bitch."
"May I kiss you again, Sara?" Adrian timidly asked.
"Yes," I assured him. "You can take my top off, too. If you want to."
"Oh, wow!" Adrian exclaimed.
Adrian smeared his lips over mine, overexcited by the thought of seeing and feeling my naked tits. He was awful, way too sloppy and exuberant, and I had to push him away. "My face isn't a bowl of ice cream you need to consume hands-free," I pointed out. "Keep your lips firm and mostly dry. They should have a fine coating of wetness, just enough to let the woman feel your need. Your tongue should be firm and insistent, encouraging me to accept it but not forcing itself upon me."
"Sorry," Adrian muttered, blushing again.
He tried again, and this time it was divine! His lips covered mine firmly, and his tongue insistently probed along my lush lips before I parted them and let him into my mouth. Then, his hands reached up and grasped my large breasts. He intuited from how I insisted he kissed me that he should be firm but not harsh in his treatment of them. He gently moulded and squeezed them until I moved his palms to cover my aching nipples.
My arousal had soaked through my shorts, leaving a noticeable wet spot in my crotch. Adrian saw this and moaned before trying to touch where I was wet. "Too soon," I mumbled against his mouth before showing him how to caress my throbbing nipples. Then, I taught him how to pinch and tweak them gently. "When I'm about to cum, you can pinch hard. But until then, like your kisses, you should be firm but not harsh."
Adrian suddenly groaned into my mouth as he lost control again. The wet patch on his shorts expanded exponentially. I found his eager arousal and orgasms complimentary, and I breathily reassured Adrian that his cumming for me made me feel hotter than ever. I kissed my young lover again and felt his erection quickly reassert itself.
"I'm going to give you your first blowjob, okay?" I informed him. "Take your clothes off and wait for me here, alright? I'll be back with a warm washer to clean you up."
Adrian nodded miserably, so I hurried to get him clean. As I expected, when I returned, Adrian's entire groin was a mess of spent cum. It matted throughout his pubic hair and dripped from his throbbing shaft and aching balls. I knew from his bouncing cock he was on the edge again, so I decided to take care of that first.
Wrapping the washer around Adrian's shaft, leaving his cock's head exposed, I cupped his small, tight balls in my hand and jerked him off. It only took a few strokes before he groaned, and I felt his scrotum contract. Wrapping my lips around his glans, I jerked again as he exploded into my mouth. However, as I expected, Adrian's erection hardly subsided at all. That gave me a chance to clean his cum from his young body.
"Hmm," I hummed as cleaned his gorgeous young cock. "You had such a delicious gift for me. May I have another taste?"
Adrian nodded dumbfoundedly, and I took his tumescent shaft into my mouth. I knew he'd still have some growth in it, but for now, he was a satisfying close to six inches long. It slid into my throat and past my gag reflex readily. Bobbing my head along his shaft as I gently kneaded his tight balls brought him to another swift orgasm, and he filled my mouth again. This time, I tilted my head back and opened my mouth, showing him it was full of his cum. Then, smiling gleefully, I closed my mouth and swallowed before reopening my mouth and showing his gift had been accepted.
It was now time to begin his education, so I stood up and tried to kiss him. Of course, Adrian panicked and tried to stop me from doing it. But I insisted, "Adrian, if a girl is prepared to give you a blowjob, you sure as hell better kiss her to show your appreciation if you ever want her to do it again!"
Adrian reluctantly returned my kiss before muttering, "It's actually not so bad!"
"I promise I'll kiss you after you've eaten my pussy," I assured him.
"Can I, Sara?" Adrian asked eagerly.
"Sure," I informed him. "But that's a little away yet. The porn you watch is all backwards. It shows the man turning the woman on, but then he stops, and she arouses him. But if you do it that way, your girl will be unaroused simultaneously with you being on the edge. Do you think that's going to end well for you?"
"Fuck, no," Adrian exclaimed. Then he thought. "How should it be done then?"
"Like I'm showing you," I explained. "If her man is young and/or inexperienced, then she should take the edge off him by using her hands and mouth. Then, she should show him how to please her, and only after that, let him fuck her. That way, they should both get something out of the encounter."
"Ahh!" Adrian said, understanding. "That's what you've been doing for me."
"Yes," I acknowledged. "I bet your cock still throbs, but you no longer feel like you're going to blow at the slightest touch from me."
"That's right," Adrian said, amazed.
I checked the clock to ensure Sammy wouldn't be up anytime soon and saw I had another thirty minutes before my daughter would typically wake up—plenty of time to initiate the young man into sex, so I asked, "You ready to keep learning?" Adrian nodded eagerly, and I said, "Take my top off."
Adrian fumbled about before eventually getting my top off my tits and over my head. He stood still, admiring how my enormous breasts swayed and bounced as I breathed. "Gawd, Sara!" he awedly exclaimed. "They're fantastic!"
"Thank you, honey," I purred. "Now, cup them as I showed you before and rub your thumbs over my nipples gently." Adrian did as I asked as his cock throbbed and bounced, leaking precum. "Good," I hummed. "Next, kiss one of them like you kissed my lips." He did. "And the other." He complied. "Swap back and forth a few times, and then try sucking one."
"Hmm, that's good," I crooned as Adrian sucked my nipples alternately. "Next, you need to batter them with your tongue as you suck on them." Adrian did as I asked, so I dropped my shorts and panties before taking his right wrist in my hand and guiding his fingers onto my pussy. I showed him how to straddle my medium-sized clit with his first and third fingers as his middle finger manipulated my fuck button. Then, I taught Adrian how to stroke his hand up and down and dip his middle finger into my dripping cunt. Finally, I pressed his finger inside my pussy and shoved mine in with it. Then, pressing against Adrian's finger, I showed him how to find my G-spot and tickle it.
"Oh shit, Adrian," I gasped as his inexperienced finger manipulated my inner pleasure node, "I'm going to cum!"
Adrian increased the speed of his manipulations, and my orgasm was suddenly on me. Shuddering, I suppressed a squeal as my slippery cunt gushed liquids over his probing hand. He eased his finger out as my climax's aftershocks rocked me. "I did good, huh?" He grinningly asked, licking his pussy juice-covered fingers and looking pleased with himself.
"You sure did, baby," I told him. "We're running out of time, so I'm going to let you fuck me now, okay? Don't worry about cumming quickly because you'll get better with practice, so just relax and enjoy, yeah? This is for you, and I'll get mine next time."
I lay on the couch and let Adrian move between my spread thighs. Then, holding his throbbing cock, I guided him into my wet snatch. As I predicted, Adrian lasted less than two strokes before he came into me. He blushed and tried to get off me. I held him tight to me with my thighs and cooed, "I love that you find me so sexy that you can't keep control, Adrian. Pump me a few more times, and I bet you'll be ready to go again."
Adrian tentatively humped a couple of times until he realised he was regaining total rigidity quickly. This time, Adrian managed to last long enough to give me a minor orgasm before he unloaded into my tight cunt again. Congratulating him, I encouraged him to dress and gave him a towel to hide his wet shorts until he got home.
He was gone just before Sammy walked downstairs, her eyes blurry from sleep. "You were making funny noises when I woke up, Mom."
My heart leapt into my mouth, but I casually asked, "What kind of noises, honey?"
"The same ones you and Dad make when he's home," Sammy innocently replied. "But Daddy's not home. That's why it was funny."
"Mum was trying to do the exercises Patrick showed me," I lied. "That's probably what you heard."
"Oh," Sammy answered, her slight frown clearing up. "That was probably it."
Relieved, I asked, "Do you need a snack?"
"Yes, please," Sammy answered, sitting at the kitchen bench.
I assembled a snack of peeled and diced fresh vegetables, some fruit, and cheese sticks. Sammy ate happily, chatting about the things flitting through her head. My phone rang around fifteen minutes later. Seeing it was Alicia, I nervously answered, "Hey, gorgeous. What's up?"
"Adrian is walking on the stars," Alicia informed me. "He says you'll teach him more another time."
"Or you could," I pointed out, only partially jesting.
"I might just do that," Alicia surprisingly replied. "I'll admit I was jealous that you were fucking him."
"Slut!" I giggled.
"Yes, indeed I am," Alicia laughingly replied. "Do you still want me to look after your kids tomorrow night?"
"If you don't mind," I replied.
"Going to fuck your dad again?" She shrewdly guessed.
"Deana, too," I smirked. "Jealous much?"
"You know I am. Bring your stepmother to mine Saturday afternoon, and you can take turns fisting me as payment for allowing you three to play."
"I can't talk for Deana, but done deal for me and you," I replied.
"Good," Alicia answered. "I'll see you tomorrow morning before school." It was her turn to drop our kids off.
Friday passed uneventfully, and it was soon time to drive to my parents' place for the second time that week. I wondered nervously about what would happen if Deana and I failed to seduce my stepbrother. Tony was involved with a woman neither my father nor stepmother liked, but that was his decision, not theirs. So, I was scared it would create a family rift if Tony wasn't willing to commit incest with his mother and fuck his stepsister.
I wore the same skirt and boots as Wednesday, but I'd changed to the top I wore when I allowed Adrian to fuck me. I'd washed it before wearing it this time, though.
I arrived at Dad's and Deana's place to find Dad's car was absent, leaving only Deana at home. She welcomed me inside with a hug and a casual grope of my big tits, ass, and tight cunt. Absentmindedly, she sniffed, tasting the fingers that had discovered my wet uncovered pussy, which was already dripping my arousal.



"Welcome, Sara," she said. "Your Dad's out with the boys tonight, and Tony just called to say he was running late from work. He'll be here soon. Now, be a darling girl and relieve my hot cunt for me."
She hopped onto the kitchen bench and spread her slender thighs, exposing her neatly trimmed bush and excited clitoris. I eagerly knelt between her parted thighs as Deana leant back. Her booted foot rose to rest on my shoulder as she used her fingers to spread her cunt lips for my searching tongue to explore. I stabbed my tongue into her delightful fuckhole as my stepmother held my head to her cunt tightly.
"Yes, just like that!" She exclaimed as she humped my face.
I was lost in the task of getting my stepmother off when I heard a strangled, "Fark! Mom! Venture! What the fuck?"
"Oops!" Deana giggled. "Busted!"
"Jaysus!" Tony exclaimed. "How long have you two been fucking? Ever since Venture came to live with us?"
"Only a few days," I protested.
"You've both been reading that Muggleton woman's adventures, haven't you?" Tony accused.
I blushed, but Deana archly asked, "And how would you know about those adventures, Anthony?"
"I've been reading them, too," Tony admitted, also blushing bright red.
"And did they give you any ideas?" Deana queried. "Did you fantasise about fucking your old mother or your young sister?"
"Both," Tony confessed.
Deana examined her son speculatively before saying, "Maybe, but only on my terms, okay?" Tony nodded. "Strip and lay on the dining room table."
Tony blanched but willingly stood and stripped, exposing a rapidly rising, widely girthed, 7+ inch cock. His build wasn't gym-fit, but he had the strength of a man who worked in the trades for all his life. He carried a bit more body fat than an athlete, but I thought it only made him look better and more desirable. It made him 'real' in my eyes. My sweet little cunt clenched, anticipating feeling that thick monster splitting it open.
He climbed onto the bench, and my stepmother produced a box of zip ties she used to bind him to the table securely. Tony tested his restraints before grinning and saying, "Do as you will. I'm not afraid!"
"You should be!" His mother growled menacingly. "If you don't please us, I'm leaving you here for your stepfather to find."
"Yes, Mom," Tony teased, clearly unconcerned.
"Maybe I should fuck you with the same strap-on I use on your stepsister," Deana threatened. I was surprised because Deana hadn't done that to me yet, but I hid my surprise from my stepbrother.
"As long as I get to fuck you, too, Mom, then go for it," Tony dared.
Deana laughed before taking her son's thick cock in her hand. Tony groaned, and his hips raised off the table, enjoying his mother's grip on his dick. Looking at me, she queried, "Mouth or cock?"
It was a similar question to what she'd asked when we were testing prospective initiate slut, Anne. That time, I dove onto Anne's cunt and drank happily. However, this time my thoughts centred on seeing my stepbrother's gigantic cock splitting my stepmother's cunt apart. "Face," I replied.
Deana and I climbed onto the table. She waited until I'd parted my wobbly thighs and lowered my plump ass onto Tony's face before sitting on his legs and taking his cock into her mouth. I'm unsure if she was showing off for him or me, but she winked before swallowing Tony's entire cock in one fell swoop.
"Gawd, Mom!" Tony mumbled into my enveloping cunt.
"Shut up and lick, Stepbrother," I teased.
Tony chuckled, and I felt a wet, warm tongue probe into my sopping twat. His lips surrounded my fuck hole's entrance, and he sucked hard as he stabbed his long tongue into my dripping cock pocket repeatedly. After many stabs, Tony released his suck and tilted his head to lap along my perineum. Taking his hint, I moved slightly and then held my slightly flabby ass cheeks apart so he could tongue my stink hole.
Meanwhile, I enjoyed watching my stepmother blowing her son. I knew that Dad was a lucky man because Deana's oral technique was flawless. It was probably more the decadently illicit thought of being blown by his mother than anything else, but Tony orgasmed quickly, his climax gasps blowing hot air into my asshole deliciously.
"Swap ends?" Deana asked.
"Sure," I replied, wanting to test my oral skills against my stepmother's.
My stepbrother's cock twitched and began reinflating as soon as I took it in my mouth. I wanted to watch it as I bobbed up and down on it, but I also wanted to see my stepmother lower her cunt onto her son's mouth. I compromised by wrapping my surprisingly dainty hand around Tony's shaft and jacking him as I lavished his glans with my tongue. That allowed me to watch as Deana slowly, teasingly, lowered her dripping cock hole onto Tony's mouth.
I saw first-hand what Tony had done to me. He tilted his head to better access his mother's dripping cum hole and repeatedly stabbed his powerful tongue into it. Then, as he'd done for me, Tony tilted his head further, encouraging Deana to offer her taint and asshole to his questing tongue. This time, it was Deana's turn to give in to the illicit, hedonistic perversion of being serviced orally by her son. She felt her son's tongue stabbing into her dark cock hole and climaxed almost immediately.
"Fark, Anthony!" She screamed as her pussy spewed pussy juice over her son's face.
Tony's big twat stretcher jumped as he felt his mother's secretions pouring over his chin, so I sucked his entire length into my knob-gobbler mouth and sucked hard. Tony grunted and filled my sucking, slurping mouth with his salty goo.
Deana and I took turns kissing, lightly massaging and stroking Tony's tied body until his magnificent cock pocket filler returned to its full glory. Then Deana straddled his hips, accepting her son's cock into her tight cunt. Simultaneously, I lowered my dripping snatch onto Tony's lips and revelled in his ministrations to my throbbing clit.
The three of us had had our initial rampant desires fulfilled, so this time, we could take our time and enjoy a slow, measured climb to our sexual peaks. Tony came first, which allowed Deana to cum. Their squeals and grunts threw me from my peak, and I gushed womanly fluids over my stepbrother's mouth.
Deana released Tony from his binds, and we walked upstairs to his room. Getting there, I lay on his bed and accepted my stepbrother between my thick, shapely thighs. His enormous cock parted my tight cunt and glided into me until its head rapped against my cervix. I squealed when it hit, and Tony laughed before doing it again. The delicious pain combined with the delightful twin feelings of my clit being pulled onto his shaft as he thrust into me and my G-spot being stimulated caused me to orgasm quickly. Tony let me out from under him, and Deana took my place.
The rest of the night was similar to our night fucking my father. Deana and I amused each other while waiting for Tony's cock to recover. When it had, we took turns using it. I'd swiftly learned that two sexually active women were one too many for most guys. If my stepmother and I weren't bisexual and into each other, we would both have felt unrequited those nights.
I knew then that I needed to be the cunt meat between two cock sandwiches if I didn't want to spend more than half the night eating pussy. Not that eating Deana's pussy was a chore. She and I were now closer than we'd ever been because of our illicit relationship.
Tony and Deana were gone when I awoke, so I dressed and went downstairs. Dad and Deana sat at the kitchen table, drinking coffee. I poured one for myself before joining them there. "Have a good night?" Dad asked teasingly.
"At least as good as yours," I replied, noticing his grey pallor and bloodshot eyes.
"I should know better than trying to keep up with your older two stepbrothers," Dad complained. "My liver can't handle that much alcohol anymore."
Deana and I laughed before I turned to my stepmother. "Alicia's asked us to come over for afternoon tea today. Do you want to come with me?"
Deana intuited that it was for more than 'just tea', and she grinningly agreed. Dad, of course, was oblivious to the real reason, so he stated, "Good! Peace and quiet so I can have a guilt-free afternoon nap."
Deana and I giggled. Then, after a light breakfast of a boiled egg on toast, I left for Alicia's. Deana would follow me there after lunch.
Adrian came running from the park when I pulled into his mother's driveway. It took me one glance at his overexcited face to realise I had a problem—Adrian had fallen into complete puppy love with me. I needed to fix that immediately. I pushed him away as he tried to kiss me before coldly stating, "Adrian, what the fuck are you doing?"
Adrian's face fell before he embarrassedly muttered, "I thought we were like a thing now."
"No," I icily replied. "I'm happily married to Regan, remember? I helped you relieve an itch just as you relieved one for me. I'll happily teach you to make love to a woman and relieve your and my itch as I do, but I'm not and will never be your girlfriend."
"So, we can fuck again as long as I know it's just fucking?" Adrian asked, understanding the situation.
"Eggzachary, Adrian. Can you accept that? If not, I won't let you near me again."
Showing a maturity beyond his years, Adrian grinned and responded, "Only a fool would turn down a chance to fuck you, Sara. I will happily obey your edicts." Then he grinned again before saying, "Can I have a kiss now?"
"Not when your brother and my two are watching," I replied.
Adrian laughed and ran back off to the park.
"Problem?" Alicia queried.
"Just a bit of puppy love," I answered. "It's fixed now, though."
"Good, because I didn't think of that." Alicia contemplated things before adding, "Is your stepmother coming, too?"
"She said she'd be over this afternoon," I confirmed. "Want to hang out until then?"
"Sure," Alicia responded. "I'm a little behind with my washing, so you can chat with me as I do it."
"Deal," I agreed. "But I'm going to duck back to my place to shower and change first, okay?"
"Got a cunt full of Daddy's cum?" Alicia teased.
"Stepbrother's," I grinningly answered.
"Slut!" Alicia gasped. "Really? Tony's pretty hot. Do you reckon he'd fuck me, too?"
"I don't think your saggy cunt would interest him at all," I deadpanned.
"Bitch!" Alicia replied mirthfully. "But seriously?"
"I don't know," I answered honestly. "He's hooked up with a bitch, or so Dad and Deana say. Therefore, he might be interested in some stray on the side."
"Can we fuck him together?" Alicia asked.
My fuck switch pulsed at the thought, so I instantly said, "Now, that sounds delicious. Let me see what I can do." I considered it before asking, "What if Deana is there, too?"
"OMG, Deana didn't!" Alicia gushed. When I nodded, confirming she had, Alicia added, "Do it! Set it up with Tony and Deana."
"I'll ask Deana, and as long as she's okay with it, I'll set it up."
Alicia went to the laundry to empty and reload the washer, and then I left to go to my place to shower and change. I returned about forty-five minutes later, freshly washed and wearing an opaque yellow sundress. Underneath, I wore a white push-up bra and panties. It was close enough to noon, and the kids appeared from the park, wanting lunch. Alicia and I made ham, cheese, and tomato sandwiches, adding peeled apple pieces and some potato chips to each child's plate. Alicia even allowed them a rare soft drink can each.
After lunch, I helped Alicia hang out the last of her washing and get what was dry in. Deana arrived as we sorted the washing out, and Alicia ironed what needed to be. Alicia and my kids were back in the park playing cricket with the other neighbourhood kids. Sammy had slipped off to Alicia's spare room to nap, meaning Alicia, Deana and I could slip off to my place without a problem.
Getting to my place and going upstairs to my bedroom, my stepmother took over, "Strip, girls," she demanded. When we'd complied, she added, "Now, which of you sluts wants to be fisted?"
"Me," Alicia admitted. "I've tried it a few times and found that I love it."
"Both holes?" My stepmother asked.
"Only my cunt," Alicia confessed. "Having my ass fisted sounds painful."
"It will be," Deana promised. "But you'll learn to love it." Deana thought before commanding, "Alicia, lie on your back on the bed. Sara, start working her cunt open so you can fist her. Now, where do you keep your lube?"
I opened the bedside drawer and took it out. Deana stepped out of her panties before sitting on the bed and watching me work Alicia's cunt open. As with the last time, Alicia quickly accepted my first three fingers. It was only after that that I needed to stretch her cock pocket wider. Twisting my hand back and forth, I forced my fingers apart, which in turn, opened Alicia's pussy. I could add a fourth finger not long later. My task was even more challenging now because Alicia, at her own admission, had begun doing her Kegel exercises because her cunt had gotten so sloppy.
Keeping a firm inward push on Alicia's pussy entrance, I continued to twist my hand and force my fingers apart. It took way longer than the last time, but finally, with a grunt from Alicia, my knuckles popped through her vulva's sphincter and slid inside her to my thumb. I pulled my hand back, lay my thumb across my palm, and pushed my entire hand inside her. It didn't take long before my friend's cum hole opened more, and my whole hand to my wrist slid into her. Then, making a fist, I started fucking her lewdly expanded fuck hole.
"Very good, girls," Deana crooned as she leant across Alicia's body to kiss her. My stepmother's fingers stroked, pinched and pulled Alicia's puffy nipples as I fisted Alicia's cunt. "Ready for part two?"
Alicia timidly nodded, and my stepmother knelt beside me. She pushed Alicia's knees back and apart. Slapping Alicia's skinny ass, Deana instructed, "Hold your legs back and apart like that. Let me get at your dark fuck hole."
Deana smeared lube across Alicia's ring and her fingers before slowly inserting her index finger into Alicia's ass. A second and third fingers followed with relative ease, but it took a lot of work before Alicia could accept a fourth. Next, Deana did as I had. She crossed her thumb across her palm and rolled her hand together to narrow its width as much as possible. I could tell that my friend was rocking between enjoying my hand in her distended cunt and the pain of having her stink hole stretched.
Fortunately, my stepmother had way more experience with fisting than Alicia or I. She suddenly lowered her mouth onto Alicia's cum switch and sucked hard before biting it. The sudden infinite pleasure/shocking pain combination tossed Alicia off her climactic peak, and she squealed as her orgasm hit. The orgasmic spasms opened her back passage enough to allow Deana's hand to slide into her ass.
Alicia's eyes opened when she realised she had two fists inside her holes. She lifted her upper body so she could view where her lovers' hands disappeared inside her fuck holes. "Gawd!" She exclaimed. "That looks so fucking unbelievably lewd and erotic. Fist me, girls. Pound this cock meat's holes!"
Deana chuckled and matched her thrusts to mine. Despite Alicia's demands, we started slowly, waiting until Alicia's cock holes had stretched enough for our fists to move easily. As our fists' speed increased, Alicia began to crest every few seconds. Orgasm after orgasm rolled into each other, each one adding to the sum of the previous ones. Alicia had collapsed onto the bed, her hips unawarely pushing up to meet our thrusting fists.
I grinned at my stepmother before returning my eyes to where her fist slid inside my friend's ass. I was shocked to see that Deana had already worked three fingers of her second hand into Alicia's ass beside the fist already in there. I was about to exclaim something when Deana vigorously shook her head. Instead, I mouthed, "Wow!"
Deana silently giggled as she unobtrusively added a fourth finger into Alicia's severely gaped asshole.
"Oh, Gawd! Oh, Gawd! Oh, Gawd!" Alicia repeatedly moaned as her body reacted to our twin assaults. Every few seconds, her entire body would spasm, raising her whole body from her shoulders to her heels off the bed as another orgasm blasted through her. At the peak of every climax, her pussy gushed girl cum over my wrist, soaking the bed beneath her.
I'm not sure Alicia was even aware of Deana's left hand joining her right inside her ass. But when Deana finally popped her entire left hand through Alicia's knot and into her ass beside her right, Alicia screamed as a massive orgasm shattered her soul.
"Pull your hand out of this slut's cunt," my stepmother demanded. I obeyed. "Slut Alicia, look at your ass!"
Alicia still held her knees apart and above her head. Obeying Deana's command, Alicia lifted her head so she could see her spread ass cheeks. When she saw that Deana had two hands inside her severely distended dark cum hole, her eyes rolled back, and she screamed as another enormous orgasm ratcheted through her shaking body. Alicia's scream warbled out as she lost consciousness.
My stepmother gently removed her hands from Alicia's asshole, leaving it starkly gaped. Looking at it, I wondered if Alicia would ever dare fart in public again. Looking at where I was staring, Deana giggled and said, "As long as she immediately starts her Kegel exercises, it will return to normal in a couple of hours, and yes. She'll be able to fart without concern. But not for the next two hours."
Deana and I repaired to the bathroom to wash our hands and lower arms. When we were clean, Dena insisted that I kneel and use my mouth to get her off. Holding my mouth to her cum hole tightly, Deana groaned as she climaxed before breathily saying, "I have to say, young Miss Venture, I'm totally enjoying helping your inner slut to emerge. Your dad is enjoying the benefits of me uncovering mine, too. He wants to fuck you again soon. If you'd like him to."
"I would," I admitted. "I have a recurring fantasy of fucking Dad beside you as Tony fucks you. Then, after they've cum, you and I swap, and I watch Dad fuck you as Tony fucks me, and then you and I get it on so they can watch."
"I don't know if either of them could handle even knowing we'd fucked them both. That we had separately double-teamed them." She considered the logistics before shaking her head and saying, "Yeah. I doubt if Eric could handle knowing I've fucked my son." She thought more. "But he'll have to get over it. I won't expect him to do anything with Tony, but if he wants to continue fucking you, he'll have to allow me to fuck Tony."
"Can you get someone to look after yours and Alicia's kids next Saturday night?" Deana asked. "I'd like to give Alicia to Eric as a present for letting me fuck Tony simultaneously."
"I'll ask her sometime this week and let you know," I agreed, thinking my stepmother's plan was a great idea.
Alicia rushed past us as we exited the bathroom. "Jaysus!" She shouted. "I don't know what you bitches did to me, but my ass feels like it's about to dump the load of the century!"
The disgusting sounds of someone spraying the toilet's insides reverberated down the hall a few seconds later. Deana laughed, and we fled for the kitchen to give my friend some privacy. "Got my hands out of there just in time," Deana giggled as we collapsed onto chairs, laughing.
An embarrassed Alicia entered my kitchen around fifteen minutes later. She walked gingerly across to the chairs, trying not to wince. "That was intense," she understated. "I think I'll avoid sitting down for the next week!"
Everyone laughed, and we returned to Alicia's place in time for our kids to return from the park. Sammy had gotten a glass of milk and was sitting at Alicia's breakfast bench, eating some fruit she'd found in Alicia's fridge. "Where were you?" She grumbled. "I don't like waking up in an empty house."



"We went around to our place to drop some stuff off," I explained. "It took longer than we thought."
"Okay," she said. "Are we staying here for much longer? Because I want to go home and play with my dolls."
"The Zach will be in shortly looking for a snack, Sammy," I told her. "We'll go home after that."
Sunday passed without any excitement, as did Monday and Tuesday. Wednesday, after dropping the four kids at school, my messenger lit up. I checked the message and saw it was Mistress Erica from the Armed Services Duty Widows Club. Hands shaking, I pressed answer and said, "Hello, Mistress Erica."
"You haven't accepted a single invitation from any of the members, Sara. Why's that?" Erica's drill sergeant voice boomed from my phone's speakers.
"I wanted to discuss it with Deana, so I understood what was expected of me first," I tried to explain.
"You're an initiate cunt slut, Sara. If a full member requires your presence, you arrange to meet them and do as they ask. You will do anything they demand unless you need to use one of your two reds. If you successfully spend your year as a service slut, you may change to being dominant or a switch after that. Of course, a lot of women choose to remain submissive, and that's alright."
"A year or until another initiate joins, right?" I queried.
"Correct," Erica confirmed. "But you're the first newbie we've had in four years, so don't get your heart set on switching anytime soon."
I realised that Mistress Erica didn't know I'd met Anne. I wasn't sure if revealing that I had would get my stepmother in trouble. Still, I figured that not telling Mistress Erica I already knew there was another initiate being groomed for the next club meeting and having her figure out that I'd known would be worse.
"I met Anne at Deana's and helped with her preparation," I confessed.
Erica laughed richly before saying, "Okay, so my threats are empty. Still, I think you should spend this month servicing any member who wants to use you until the next get-together. Then, if Anne doesn't back out, you can choose to switch then."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied. "Whose invitation do you think I should accept first?"
"Mine, of course," Erica giggled. "See you at mine in an hour. Don't worry about wearing anything too fancy because you'll be naked as soon as you walk in my door."
"I'll be there," I agreed.
"I'll message you the address, Sara. See you soon."
I ran nervously inside and showered. I washed my hair before wondering if I should remove the hair from my cunt and ass. I usually kept my pubic area closely trimmed and shaped because I had a veritable forest down there if I didn't. But I didn't know if the girls preferred clean-shaven or what. Then I remembered that it was only a personal preference. Some people loved a hairy bush, others a carefully manicured lawn. Still others liked a bald pussy and pudenda. I liked around my cunt's entrance to be bare because occasionally the hair there knotted, and it hurt when Regan's cock entered. I ensured that area was clean and put on a flowing wrap dress sans underwear.
Giggling at how my gigantic breast melons bounced and swung as I walked, I got in my car and drove to the address Erica had texted. The front door was open, so I knocked and walked in. "Out the back," Erica called.
I walked out there, suddenly conscious of my jiggling and bouncing ass and titties. I shouldn't have worried because Erica had the puffy lesbian, Leslie, there, along with two other girls who were on the bigger side of average. Except for Leslie, they were both beautifully shapely to my eyes. Leslie wasn't ugly or unsightly; nothing like that at all. She was merely a big girl with a more rounded shape than the hourglass figures of the other two. All four women were also naked.
Mistress Erica was the exception to the fuller figures displayed. I eyed her voluptuous figure thinking her body was much like how Kate Muggleton had described hers. I couldn't recall if she was naked at my initiation because the details of that afternoon were still quite foggy in my brain. Mistress Erica is a tall, buxom woman with the body of an Amazon. Long, curly, dark blonde hair fell over her left shoulder from a high ponytail.
"Take your clothes off, initiate slut Sara," Mistress Erica demanded.
Grinning challengingly, I dropped my wrap dress, revealing it was all I wore. The four girls gasped as my enormous, balloon-like tits came into view. Although my tit melons sag and bounce when I move, they don't fall to the sides as a lot of the tits on big-breasted women do. Mine fall a little down and together, leaving vast acreages of inner breast mounds displayed. Even when I was still a Double-D, I learned that guys and girls alike love that, although the girls more resent the envious stares my gigantic tits earn rather than envy having them.
"Wow!" The first of the two women I didn't know gasped. "When you said Sara had massively oversized funbags, I had no idea how oversized they were." She encouraged me to sit on her lap on the deckchair she inhabited. Her left hand grabbed my nipple, and she offered her lips for me to kiss. After our snog, she said, "I'm Joanne, but everyone calls me JoJo. JoJo is fine unless you're serving me. Then, it's Mistress Joanne."
The woman next to her took my dainty hand and dragged me onto her lap. She, too, kissed me passionately. Letting me come up for air, she giggled and said, "Jessica. Jess is fine unless you're serving me."
"Then, it's Mistress Jessica," I grinningly surmised.
"Yes, it is, cheeky whelp," Mistress Jessica laughingly said. She looked at Erica. "Naturally submissive but with a feisty streak. She will quickly become a club favourite, and I'm guessing one of our leaders pretty quickly."
"I'm Leslie the Lezzie," Leslie explained, "but you already knew that. If you've read JohnMurray's The Cuckquean series, you've already met me."
"The Leslie in there wasn't an armed services wife." I pointed out.
"JohnMurray altered my description and job to protect the guilty," Leslie grinned. "As you can see, I'm not quite as butch as JohnMurray made me. I don't have a 'penis clit', though I wish I did. Nor have I lost my tits. Jemima Khan is very real, though. So is her husband, Cillian, although those aren't their real names. They are an Irish/Indian couple. I moved here from Melbourne around three years ago."
"JohnMurray's clearly a made-up name," I protested.
Leslie shrugged, "Perhaps. Perhaps not.
Erica interrupted. "Of course, I'm Mistress Erica. I'm currently Queen B of this club." She grinned at the muttered protests of the other women. "Okay, maybe not. I am the club President, though. Part of my job is to ensure the initiates are suitable to become full members. Another part is to watch over promising sluts to make sure they're not overwhelmed."
"The intensity of some of the invitations was a bit much," I admitted. "I wanted to discuss them with Deana, but we finished up having sex every time I went over to chat instead."
"Deana took herself out of the club, much to our disappointment and the club's detriment. Trust me, if I only get things right half as often as your stepmother did and only fuck up twice as often, I'll be amongst the best leaders this club has ever had." Erica thought for a moment before adding, "I'll message the girls to be patient, but with your permission, I'll promise them that you'll accept one invitation per week. Does that work for you?"
I agreed before realising that in a month, assuming all gatherings were of at least four people, I would have quadrupled my number of lovers. Unlike Kate, I'd been a bit of a slut before Regan knocked me up. However, until Regan brought home the clap from one of his trips, I'd remained faithful for my entire marriage.
"Good," Erica said. "Now, as President, I claim first dibs. Sara, on your knees, crawl over here and service my sweltering cunt."
"Bitch! Slut! Cunt!" The other three girls mock protested, but I noticed they all took strap-ons out of their bags and started buckling them in place.
I did as I was told and moved between Erica's muscly thighs. She held the back of my head and guided me to where she wanted—my mouth right over her dripping cunt hole. I surrounded it with my pouty lips and stabbed my tongue into it. Erica rewarded me with a happy groan and a small gush of womanly sex fluids. Erica's hands tightened on my head, forcing my nose against her clit. Holding me tightly, she ground her cunt and clit against my face until she was close to cumming. Then, she grabbed my ears and dragged me onto her clit.
"Bite, then suck hard, and lash it with your tongue," Erica demanded.
It was impossible for me to talk with my mouth full of Mistress Erica's gash, so I unhesitatingly obeyed. Erica rewarded me by squealing and drenching my chin with female cum.
When Erica had climaxed a second time, the other three took control of me. Jess and Leslie lifted me before turning me over and lowering my rear fuck hole onto JoJo's 'cock'. Leslie then rammed her strap-on into my slippery cunt as Jess pulled her 'cock' aside and lowered her cock grabber onto my mouth. I chuckled at receiving this version of 'airtight'. This was my first experience of that since the rather raucous graduation party I'd attended.
Initially, I thought, other than Jess, the women were fucking me for my pleasure. However, I heard all three women grunting and moaning as their orgasms neared. Only then did I realise that the strap-ons were all double-ended. Thrusting into me mashed the dildos' stops against their clits and dragged the curved double-ends across their G-spots.
My stabbing, slashing tongue brought Jess off first. Her secretions were surprisingly thick and quite oily. They were too sweet to be sperm, but they reminded me of a man's cum more than the watery emanations most women I'd tasted had.
Jess took Leslie's place in my front cum hole as Leslie spread her fat thighs and lowered her hairy cunt onto my mouth. Unlike the first time I'd eaten her, Leslie's pussy smelt fresh and clean, despite her arousal pouring freely from her tight cunt. Leslie was clearly close to the edge from fucking me with her 'cock', so I'd barely latched onto her surprisingly tiny clit when she squealed and came.
Jess and Leslie lifted me high enough to let JoJo slide out from beneath me. Leslie took her place, and my dark hole was filled again. JoJo rushed off to clean her 'cock' as Jess jammed hers into my soaking cock pocket. JoJo quickly returned holding her 'cock' and sat on my upturned face. The girls all seemed to like my tongue in their fuck holes. JoJo was no exception, except she enjoyed my tongue in her ass best. Most of my time was spent servicing her stink hole until she climaxed.
Jess' insistent pounding of my front cum receptacle crashed me into my first orgasm of the day. Jess delighted in getting me off, constantly changing the angle and depth of her thrusts until her strap-on pulled my clit onto its shaft, and its head rubbed across my G-spot. "Yes!" She hissed as I peaked on her dominating dick.
Jess pulled out, and JoJo lifted off my face. She buckled her 'cock' in place and forced it into my gushing cum hole. Unlike Jess, JoJo concentrated on creating an angle and rhythm that pleased her. JoJo used my cunt, uncaring of my wants, needs, or desires. I was a tool to get her off, nothing more. The sheer submissive helplessness of being her fuck toy warped my mind, and its imagery caused me to orgasm again. My sudden movement interrupted JoJo's concentration, and a climax swept over her before she intended.
"Bitch!" She snarled. "You're here to please me, not get yourself off." JoJo gripped my hips firmly and pounded me harder than even Regan did after a six-month stint on his ship. I tried not to cum again, but I crested twice more before JoJo finally got hers. JoJo slapped my face, which only drove my submission deeper and caused me to come again.
I expected another slap for cumming again. Instead, JoJo chuckled and kissed me deeply. "Sara will be magnificent for our group. Such a submissively willing slut when she needs to be, but I bet she'll dominate as only Deana can currently do when one of us girls needs her to."
The women surrounded me, congratulating me for passing another stage of my initiation to full membership.

End Part 2.
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Slut Babysitter.

Author note: This is the third story I've written from email exchanges with a young woman from Nth Dakota. The first two were the stand-alone story 'Nicole Qualley', and the series 'Slave to Desire'. I think there's possibly a second story in this one, but I'll wait for the response before I decide. Unfortunately, the inspiration for these stories no longer responds to my emails, which is also the typical cycle. Once the arousal leaves the fantasy, the correspondent stops writing. I hope she sees this story and knows I'm grateful for the inspiration because it's somewhat difficult not to repeat yourself continually.
"Hmm," Eliza Johnson thought, peering through the fence between herself and the neighbouring property. A new family was moving in as she watched, and Eliza wanted to know who they were. She hoped for at least a late teenage girl of a similar age to her so they could be friends. A late teenage or early twenties guy would be better. 'Someone to play with,' Eliza giggled to herself. But her highest hope was for a thirty-five to forty-something father she could seduce.
Eliza loved dad bods and couldn't get enough of the grateful attitude the owners of those bods had when they discovered she was willing to share her sexy, shapely eighteen-year-old self with them. Eliza knew they weren't getting any from their harried wives, especially if that wife worked. At least her father wasn't, or so he regularly complained. She assumed they weren't either because of how readily other fathers had fallen under her spell.
Unfortunately, all Eliza could see was moving men lifting heavy-looking boxes from the truck into the house and an exasperated woman trying to control an around three-year-old toddler. The woman was ineffectually trying to direct where the men put the boxes and to keep her kid from running excitedly from the truck to the house with every load.
'Single mum?' Eliza wondered. She knew the house had been bought and not rented. Therefore, a couple made sense, but she was aware that the woman could be wealthy or have a well-paid job that would allow her to buy the million+ dollar house on her own. Eliza still held hopes for a husband, though.
Stepping back when the child ran too close, Eliza turned and examined herself in her house's sliding door's reflection. 157 cm (5ft. 2) tall and less than 46 kg (102 lbs). 32B breasts that looked big on her slender chest. Lustrous light-brown hair and blue eyes. Plus, Eliza's mouth, nose, and bright white teeth were similar to that of her idol, Margaret Qualley, Andie MacDowell's daughter. Eliza thought she had a slender, sensuously shapely figure as opposed to the big tits and asses the more popular girls at her high school had.
The boys at school had never interested her, though, so she never cared that the more generously endowed girls got their attention. Eliza was more interested in the male teachers than the male students, and since turning eighteen, she'd indulged in her preferences with some of them. Babysitting for these teachers and then asking the men to drive her home gave her chances to use her feminine wiles on them that she otherwise wouldn't have had.
Eliza ensured every married teacher, male or female, knew she was available to babysit for a reasonable fee with only enough notice to get to their place by the time required. She always dressed conservatively to relieve any anxiety the wives might have over their husbands being alone in a car with her. However, underneath her knee-length skirt and baggy top, Eliza always wore a matching bra and panty set that left little to the imagination. Suspenders and stockings only added to her hidden allure.
Giving up on waiting to see if there was a man along with the mother and child moving in, Eliza decided to visit her bedroom where her imagination could create what she yearned for. Carefully locking her bedroom door, Eliza slowly took off her tight, clinging T-shirt, imagining a tall, handsome father was doing it for her. She let it drop to the floor before turning and leaning back as if someone held her and bent her back for a kiss. She let her fingers stroke over her bra-covered, tiny but painfully erect nipples, wishing for a lover to do that for her.
Reaching behind her back, Eliza undid her bra and shrugged her shoulders, letting the soft pink bra fall beside her T-shirt. She inched backward, dreaming that her lover was kissing her as he manoeuvred her towards the bed. She let herself fall on her back and allowed her loose midi skirt to spill from her slender, shapely thighs to above her flat belly, exposing matching French-cut panties, already wet at her centre.
Her fantasy played out as she pulled her panty gusset aside and let her fingers slide over her shaved entrance and along her slit. Denying herself the ultimate pleasure of fingering her engorged clit, Eliza dipped her middle finger into her soaking pussy. After seven or eight languorous strokes along her slit and dips into her dripping cunt, Eliza imagined becoming impatient with her eager but unskilled older lover and shoving his finger into her pussy and showing him where her G-spot was.
"Yes!" Eliza hissed as her middle finger stroked her most sensitive inner node. Her other hand found her love button, and the twin sensations drove her towards her peak quickly. Her orgasm came when in her fantasy, the heavy-set man covered her petite body with his and pressed his thick cock against her cunt, demanding entry to her most intimate part.
"Eliza! Dinner!" her mum yelled from the lower floor.
Grimacing because she'd had her heart set on having more than one orgasm. Eliza yelled, "Coming!" before standing and adjusting her panties and skirt back to decency. She sniffed her T-shirt before deciding it would pass muster for the dinner table and putting it back on, not bothering with her bra. She skipped downstairs to join her two younger brothers and parents for dinner.
Dinner was passed in its typical way. Mum and Dad asked the required questions about their children's day while studiously ignoring each other. Eliza wasn't sure when the passion went from her parents' marriage, but she knew things were strained between them. It saddened her and made her wonder if they only stayed together for her and her brothers' benefit. If that were true, Eliza would rather they separated because she didn't want either of them to be miserable. They were good parents--loving and supportive most of the time and stern when required.
She still held part of the typical teenage girl infatuation with her father, but it had never been a sexual thing for her. She only imagined he would be happier with her as his wife than the coldness her mother exhibited toward him. Her Dad was a funny, caring man who deserved someone who would laugh at his somewhat childish antics and jokes instead of frowning and roiling their eyes. Life was serious for her mother, although Eliza remembered being younger and her mother joining in with her father's frivolities. She wondered why her mother had stopped.
Her mother interrupted her thoughts. "Stanley, are you going to fix that leaking tap and clean the fans as I asked you to tonight? Or are you going to sit in your office drinking beer as you usually do?"
Stanley sighed, wondering how the bright, vivacious uni student he'd married had turned into a shrewish middle-aged woman. "It's a work night, Alice," he replied heavily. "I will relax where I cannot hear your incessant complaints and enjoy a beer or two before going to bed and getting ready for another busy day tomorrow. I'll do those things over the weekend."
Eliza winced, knowing there would be another fight. Her father was a mechanical fitter/fitter and turner for a truck trailer builder in Brisbane's southwest. It paid well, but Stanley did a lot of overtime, regularly working sixty-hour weeks. Her mum was a teacher, and Eliza thought her mother was becoming more and more disenchanted with the increasingly feminist/leftist/greenie culture that pervaded education in this country. Eliza believed her mother was bitter because she felt powerless to affect any change to the system, and her mother took that frustration out on her husband.
"That's what you said the last two weekends," Alice grumbled. "Instead, you played golf and drank beers with your drinking... oops, I mean golfing... buddies and ignored what I wanted." The middle part was said with blatant sarcasm.
"Your bitterness with the education system is not my fault," Stanley pointed out. "Point your sarcasm and anger at where it belongs." Her father sighed heavily again before standing, scraping the remainder of his dinner into the bin and placing the plate in the dishwasher. He silently got a beer from the fridge and entered his home office, closing the door behind him.
Alice glared at her three kids, almost daring them to say anything, but her children all stared intently at their plates, pretending they were versions of the three wise monkeys. They saw, heard, and said nothing.
Feeling teary, Alice wondered why she'd become so bitter and angry. Was Stanley right? Was she angry and resentful at her employers and the increasing rubbish they piled on her, expecting it to be taught to her students? 'I should have become a nurse like mum did,' she thought. However, her mum wasn't particularly happy with her job either.
"Look after your brothers and make sure they rinse their dishes and put them in the washer. Then, check if they've got homework and ensure they do it if they have. Don't forget to send them to shower and change for bed before bedtime," Alice abruptly said to Eliza. "I'm having a shower and going to bed."
"Yes, Mum," Eliza dutifully replied, knowing anything less meant she'd receive the abuse her father had saved himself from by vacating the kitchen.
Alice absented herself from the dining room, and Eliza did as her mother had asked. Her brothers cooperated for a change, and the evening settled into its typical rhythm. The highlight of the evening was when Eliza was standing at the front window, ready to pull the shades closed, and a late-model BMW pulled into the driveway next door. An older, mid-forties, handsome man climbed from the car and walked to the front door.
'Perfect,' Eliza thought. The three-year-old would need babysitting, so she'd have an excuse to be in the neighbour's home, and the man would welcome the attention from a nubile, teenage woman. Of that, she was sure!
Time passed, as it was wont to do. Eliza despaired that her parents were spiralling towards divorce but felt unable to influence that result. Her brothers, Blair and Rhett, seemed oblivious to their parents' marital discord, and Eliza wondered how they could be so blind. But the end of the school year was fast approaching, which meant finals and all the test results that went with it, so she ignored the problem.
Although often accused of laziness, Eliza was in the top 3 per cent of students in her school and within the top 6 per cent nationwide. Her future in any undergraduate degree was assured, but Eliza couldn't choose between law and medicine. Both had their appeal, but which should she choose? Monetary concerns became the sole arbiter. If Eliza did a medical degree, her student loan would exceed $120,000. To become a lawyer would be much less than that. Eliza chose to do a Bachelor of Laws (LLB) at The University of Queensland, Queensland's premier university.
Barry Gommersal asked her to The School Formal (Australia's equivalent to Prom). Eliza knew it was a 'Rite of Passage' that was important for some, but it didn't rate on her radar. She only went because she knew she'd never hear the end of it from her mother if she didn't. But Barry was not getting lucky that night!
However, the following morning found Eliza in the shower, carefully cleaning Barry's cum from her tight, young pussy. Barry had invited her home for a nightcap with his parents. Bruce and Carol, his parents, wanted to meet the woman who had pipped their son for school dux (valedictorian). Eliza's exam results were spectacular, with two perfect scores and three more than ninety-seven per cent. It allowed her to squeak past Barry by one single point and become the school's top student.
Eliza arrived at Barry's place trepidatiously. But Bruce opened the door to welcome the youngsters home, and Eliza was transfixed. Barry's dad stood well over 183 cm (6-ft.) tall. He had shoulders at least an axe handle wide, narrow hips, and long legs covered by boot-cut jeans. Bruce was right in the sweet spot of Eliza's desires. Mid-forties, slightly balding, with the beginnings of a paunch that strained his work shirt above his belt. A slightly worn, weather-beaten face tanned dark brown from years of working in the elements.
Then, to add to the fantasy, Carol was a tiny, chubby woman who had not aged well. Carol's inadequately supported tits sagged down her chest almost to her belly button, and her fat ass strained against her sweatpants. Eliza just knew Bruce wasn't getting any. Or that what he did get was unsatisfactory. Eliza's libido swiftly imagined taking care of that for Mister Gommersal.
Eliza shared a coffee laced with Bailey's Irish Cream with Barry and his parents, enduring Carol's inane chatter as she imagined climbing into Bruce's lap and riding what she knew to be a fairly hefty package. After all, she could see it lying thickened along Bruce's trouser leg.
Barry offered to take her home after the shared drinks, and Eliza took the offer eagerly. Barry had barely reversed his car out of the driveway when Eliza jumped on him. Not being a fool, Barry swiftly found a quiet layaway and allowed Eliza to drag him into the backseat. Seconds later, Barry's trousers were below his ass, and Eliza's blazingly hot cunt was slowly enveloping his engorged cock.
'Disappointing,' Eliza thought as her perineum settled on Barry's groin. Barry hadn't inherited the big dick gene from his father. But, it was an adequate close to six inches, and Barry at least had enough self-control not to lose it as soon as he entered her. "Hard and fast, Barry," Eliza demanded. "I'm on the pill, so fill my cunt as quickly as you can. Then I'll use my mouth to get you hard again, and you can take care of me."
Barry groaned as his hips arched from the seat, and he unloaded into the tight pussy pulsing around his throbbing cock. True to her word, Eliza slid off his dick, and performing the contortions that only young women can do, she bent herself in half so she could take him in her mouth. Jacking his shaft as she sucked and slurped Barry's knob, Eliza enjoyed the taste of their combined secretions, quickly returning Barry's cock to total rigidity.
Less than two minutes later, Eliza's now sloppy pussy slid back onto Barry's turgid pole. Barry had himself under control this time, and he allowed Eliza to guide their lovemaking. She pulled her dress top down, freeing her braless breasts. Next, she took Barry's hands in hers and showed him where to touch and when to pinch and squeeze. Closing her eyes, Eliza relived her brief fantasy of riding Bruce on his couch as his wife slept unaware above.
"Gawd, Brarry," Eliza moaned, almost saying Bruce. "Your cock feels so good inside me. I'm going to cum, alright? Cum in me, too."
Barry relaxed and let his body feel his cock sliding in and out of the young woman above him. He'd desperately taken his mind elsewhere so he wouldn't cum too soon again. "Pinch my nipples hard," Eliza demanded. Barry complied, but it rocked him off this world. Groaning loud enough to wake the nearby residents, Barry unloaded into Eliza again. Eliza emitted a high-pitched, stifled scream as she imagined feeling Barry's father's enormous cock spitting its baby-making seed against her cervix and climaxed. She collapsed against Barry's chest, pleased with her orgasm.
Eliza got off Barry and rearranged her panties. "I don't suppose you have any tissues?" She asked. "I wasn't expecting to have sex tonight, and I'm unprepared."
Barry chuckled, unable to believe he'd just fucked his favourite fap fantasy. He reached between the front seats and grabbed the tissue travel pack he kept in the well. "Nor was I," Barry admitted. "You have a bit of a 'cold fish' reputation at school, and most of us thought you were either still a virgin or a lesbian."
'About a dozen teachers at school or their husbands could attest I'm neither of those things,' Eliza thought but didn't say. Instead, she shrugged and replied, "Better that than to be thought a slut." She wadded the tissues inside her panties to absorb Barry's leaking semen. "You need to get me home soon, Barry, or Dad will worry."
They got out and walked to the car's front to get back in. Only a few moments later, Barry pulled into Eliza's driveway and got out to escort her to the door. Eliza allowed him the obligatory kiss at her front door before dismissing him from her mind and going inside.
Barry watched her dismiss him, smiling unconcernedly. Eliza was his favourite masturbation fantasy, but he held no illusions that she considered him even boyfriend, let alone husband material. He grinned again, knowing his cadre would not believe he'd fucked her tonight. He'd tell them tomorrow, but they'd refuse to believe him.
School had finished for the year, and it was early December 2024. Eliza wasn't due to begin her course until February 2025. Time enough to indulge in her desires and fantasies until knuckling into the discipline required to become a lawyer. Eliza posted her babysitting services on the usual community noticeboards across her various social media platforms. She also had a day job at her local Kmart restocking shelves from 8:00 a.m. to 1:00 p.m. Monday to Friday. That kept her out of the house for large swathes of the day. A good thing, given her mother was also on school holidays.
Most weekends found Eliza spending at least two of the three weekend nights babysitting youngsters for neighbourhood parents. Unfortunately, she hadn't met a dad she felt like playing with. They all seemed too wimpy for her tastes, too under their wives' control, and not manly enough. They were gym junkies and pretty boys. Frankly, she thought they were way too effeminate to be of any actual use to her. Eliza wanted a man's man. Someone like her father or Bruce Gommersal. A real man who was lean because he worked hard, not because he worked out.
"Hey, Eliza," Barry's voice came through messenger.
"Hey, Barry. What do you want?" Eliza bluntly replied.
"My parents' babysitter just cancelled, and Mum and Dad wanted me to ask if you'd babysit my two younger brothers tonight?"
"I'm not doing anything else, but Mum and Dad are going out for dinner, so I'd need a lift."
"Hang on," Barry said. Eliza heard a muffled conversation before Barry replied, "Dad will pick you up at six-thirty. You charge only twenty bux an hour, right? That's pretty cheap."
"People can afford a few hours at twenty per hour, Barry," Eliza replied. "More than that, and they hurry through their meal, and all I get is a couple of hours of pay."
"Makes sense," Barry admitted. "I'm going out, too, but I might see you when Dad brings you here."
"Maybe," Eliza said noncommittedly.
Barry hung up after the typical inane goodbyes polite people share, and Eliza considered how she should dress for her role that night. It was already 4:00 p.m., but that left plenty of time to get ready. Eliza knew Mrs Gommersal would react badly if she showed any skin, but she wanted to wear something that would emphasise her slender, shapely figure and maybe entice Barry's dad.
After much consideration, Eliza went for a simple black lace bustier and panty set. At first glance, the bustier appeared to be a basic black bra, so it wouldn't upset the tubby older woman she'd babysit for. The French-cut seamless black panties clung to Eliza's vulva and ass crack, revealing her delectably toned, young buns but would show nothing unless her skirt was removed. Next came a pair of sheer silk, black stockings held up by a matching suspender. Again, nothing to outwardly upset an insecure wife.



Over her lingerie, Eliza wore a shin-length, buff-coloured A-line cotton skirt. The skirt clung to the tops of her shapely ass and flat pelvis but flared before becoming overtly sexy. Above the skirt, Eliza put on a simple black Vee-neck T-shirt. Yes, it clung and revealed much of her décolletage, but the bustier's cups well hid Eliza's typically prominent pencil eraser-sized nipples so that Carol couldn't find fault with that, either. White sneakers completed her ensemble. Then, Eliza added a little bit of eyeliner, mascara, understated makeup, and lippy to complete the fresh, innocent girl-next-door look she wanted to create when she greeted Mrs Gommersal.
"Working tonight, honey?" Stanley asked when Eliza joined him at the kitchen table.
"No," Eliza denied deadpan. "I've dressed up to babysit my brothers."
Stanley laughed as he hugged his scarily intelligent daughter. "I asked for that, I guess. I should have asked who you were babysitting for tonight."
"The Gommersals," Eliza answered. "Barry called to say their usual babysitter had flaked on them and asked if I could help out instead."
"Barry? He's the one that took you to The Formal, yeah?"
"Yeah," Eliza conceded. "He's a good guy but not really my type."
"What is your type, honey?" Stanley asked.
"Why, you, Daddy, of course," Eliza grinned, batting her eyes and knowing her father would delight in her answer.
"Evening, Eliza," her mother said, in a good mood for a change. "You're looking very pretty. Who's the lucky family getting your babysitting services tonight?"
"Barry Gommersal's parents," Stanley teased. "I'm unsure if there even are younger Gommersal children or if this is merely a ploy by Barry to get our daughter over for more illicit purposes."
Alice laughed at her husband's joke before adding, "Now, come on, Stanley. You know our daughter only has eyes for you."
Stanley looked from his wife's grinning face to his daughter's teasing one. "Ganged up on, I tells ya!" He mock protested. "The women in this place are ganging up on me!"
"And you love it!" Alice exclaimed, hugging her husband before quietly adding. "Sorry that I've been being a bitch. Let's go out and really let our hair down. Who knows, maybe you'll even get lucky tonight!"
"Oh?" Stanley said, pretending to be confused. "I'm allowed to try and pick up tonight?"
"With me, you oaf!" Alice chuckled.
"Oh," Stanley pretended to consider. "I guess that'd be alright, too."
"You're blowing it, Dad," Eliza warned, pleased that her parents were getting along. "Tease too much, and I'll find you sleeping on the couch when I get home."
"Boys!" Stanley shouted. "Behave yourselves tonight, or I'll tan your hides to the wall tomorrow. Your mum and I are out of here."
Stanley and Alice left, and Barry pulled into the drive as soon as they backed out.
"Blair, Rhett, I'll see you guys tomorrow," Eliza yelled.
"See ya, Lizzy Lizard Breath," Rhett, the younger of her brothers at fourteen, called.
"Up yours, Retro Revhead," Eliza shot back as she opened the door to leave.
Eliza got into Barry's car. "Hey ya, Baz. How's they hangin'? I thought your dad was picking me up?"
"You don't do street cred particularly well, Liz," Barry chuckled. "Best leave it to the experts. Mum was freaking out, saying she had nothing to wear and they were late for their booking. I said I'd get you before I went out."
"Whatchu mean I dunnae do street cred well?" Eliza tried in what she imagined was a Scottish brogue.
Shaking his head, Barry said, "Your street is better than your Scottish, but that's not saying much."
Typical teenage conversations ensued as they drove the less than five kilometres to Barry's parents' house. Most of it would be incomprehensible to anyone not attuned to their language, but Barry and Eliza laughed and joked during the drive. Getting to his home, Barry said, "The front door's unlocked. Mum and Dad have already gone out, and I'm about to. Good luck with the little horrors."
Barry's brothers were preteen boys aged twelve and ten named Bill and Eddy. Eliza hadn't had much to do with them other than knowing who they were. She wondered why a twelve-year-old needed a babysitter but remembered that the law dictated that a twelve-year-old could be left alone but not in charge of other children. She shrugged at the law's perfidy but knew it meant she'd get eighty dollars for doing not much more than hanging out with a pair of prepubescent boys.
She found the boys in the family room. As she'd expected, they were playing a fighting game on their PlayStation: Street Fighter 6. Eliza was a gun at Street Fighter 5, so she immediately challenged the boys to a fight. She got her ass handed to her the first couple of times before she figured out the changes in version 6 from the one she was used to, and then she proceeded to kick Bill and Eddy's combined backsides.
Of course, that meant she had no trouble from the two boisterous youngsters for the entire four hours until Bruce and Carol returned home. The boys happily got themselves and her snacks and drinks as they played, and neither tried to slip away and cause trouble.
When Bruce and Carol arrived home, they were shocked to find their house was clean and tidy, and other than the crash, bang, and wallop sounds from the TV, the place was silent.
"Did you tie them up and gag them?" Bruce jovially asked as he entered the family room.
"Nah," Eliza drawled, handing the controller to Eddy. "I just whooped their asses at Street Fighter and rubbed their noses in it."
"That'd get their attention," Bruce agreed. "A girl better than them at Street Fighter? I'm surprised they're not on their knees worshipping you."
"Boys worship me for better reasons than being good at a video game," Eliza teased before blushing and realising she might have overstepped the bounds of propriety.
"Don't let Carol hear you talking like that," Bruce admonished. "Or you won't get offered the chance to sit again."
"Yeah, sorry," Eliza said. "My mum always said my mouth ran faster than my brain."
"No worries," Bruce stated, his eyes seeing Eliza in a different light for the first time. He did not doubt that Barry had fucked the young woman when he took her home after The Formal dance. After all, driving the ten-kilometre round trip didn't take forty-five minutes. But that only drove home how young the woman was. Less than half his forty-five years, he guessed. However, despite her diminutive size, Eliza screamed woman in a voice too loud to deny, and Bruce's thick cock responded, swelling against his pants leg where it rested. "Better get you home," he stated, his mind wandering into forbidden areas.
"Sure," Eliza agreed, noticing the bulge along Bruce's inner trouser leg. Touching a tongue to her pouting lips, she added, "Let me go tinkle, and we'll get going."
Eliza had no need to relieve herself. Instead, she took off her T-shirt, removed her bustier and put it in her travel bag. Then, taking her prominent nipples between her thumbs and fingers, she tweaked and pulled on them until they stood proudly from her B-cup breasts. Ready, she tucked her T-shirt in tightly and strutted to the lounge where Bruce waited.
Bruce's eyes popped when he saw Eliza's clearly aroused nipples, but he blushed guiltily, averted his eyes, and looked for his keys. "All ready?" He asked with false bonhomie, his lengthy cock twisting and straightening against his inner thigh. 'This is going to hurt,' he knew. The problem with a long cock was unobtrusively extracting it from the trouser leg when it needed to stiffen. Otherwise, it remained confined, straining against the material and causing his balls to ache. He briefly considered pretending to take a toilet break, too, and giving himself a chance to adjust his cock's position. Internally shrugging, Bruce opened the front door and let Eliza out.
Eliza sashayed to the car. There was no other description for it, Bruce realised. He hoped Carol wasn't watching from their upstairs bedroom because Bruce would be in trouble despite doing nothing if she were. Eliza's tight tush swung delectably just in front of him, causing the inevitable ball ache from his hardening pole being trapped inside his trouser leg. Bruce could all too clearly imagine holding those tight, taut buns in his big hands as his tongue probed into the young woman's gash.
Eliza waited until Bruce opened her door before sitting in the car. Then, when Bruce got in, he found Eliza facing him and smiling. She'd pulled her shoulders back and arched her back, causing her B-cup but much larger-looking breasts to be prominently displayed for his viewing pleasure. Coughing to hide his discomfit, Bruce started the car and backed out of the driveway.
Straightening the car to drive down the street, Bruce felt Eliza's hand on his outer thigh near his throbbing cock. He looked down wonderingly before looking up at his young passenger's smiling, beautiful, flushed face. "Is that for me?" Eliza asked coquettishly.
"Do you want it to be?" Bruce asked, disbelieving her question and his response.
"Oh, Lawd, yes," Eliza breathed, daringly running her fingers along the throbbing shaft delightfully outlined along Bruce's trouser leg. "It looks like you have quite a monster for me."
"Where can we go?" he asked. "Plus, I don't have much time. Carol will know if I take longer than necessary to drop you off."
"Jealous much?" Eliza said disparagingly. "I don't want your wedding ring, only your cock and cum. Carol can keep the rest."
"Umm," Bruce mumbled incoherently, barely able to keep the car on the road as Eliza's knowing fingers circled his aching glans.
In Bruce's confusion, Eliza undid his jeans and peeled them as far off Bruce's hips as she could. "Lift up," she commanded. "I'll blow you on the way home. That way you won't be late getting back. But if I do, you owe me a solid rogering when you can get free of the shrew, okay?"
Bruce nodded eagerly, took his foot off the gas pedal and braced with both feet so he could raise his ass off the seat and let Eliza pull his pants down. Eliza was amazed by how far down she had to pull Bruce's jeans and boxers before his enormous cock popped free and rose before her. "Jaysus!" She said awedly, wrapping both hands around its vast shaft. "All of this is never going inside me!"
"Probably not, UNGGHH!!" Bruce muttered and then moaned as Eliza's lips surrounded his purple glans, and she sucked hard.
Releasing his cock from her mouth, Eliza said, "I don't mind blowing you stopped in the middle of the street, but I'm sure someone will notice and stop to see if we're alright. Maybe you should drive."
"Of course," Bruce panted as Eliza sucked as much of him into her mouth as she could.
Bruce could barely concentrate on keeping the car on the road, so spotting a business' darkened driveway, he ducked into there and turned the car's engine and lights off. Eliza immediately got on her hands and knees so she could position her mouth over Bruce's frighteningly large cock. Holding the shaft with both hands at the level beyond which she couldn't take, Eliza worked Bruce's cock as she lavished its head with her tongue.
"Fuck, Eliza!" Bruce exclaimed. "I'm going to cum!"
"Do it," Eliza mumbled around Bruce's cock.
"Fuck!" Bruce yelled as his prostate cramped and cum exploded from his cock into Eliza's greedily slurping mouth. He had too much for her, and it began leaking from her mouth's corners. However, Eliza gathered any spillage up with her fingers before it could drip anywhere and leave evidence that could get Bruce in trouble.
Bruce felt Eliza grinning as the last few spurts of his orgasm dribbled into her mouth. With a loud slurp, she released his wilting cock before raising her head and smiling at him. "A huge cock and an enormous load for me," Eliza grinned, feeding the cum she'd gathered with her fingers into her mouth and swallowing. "How delightful. Now, Mister Gommersal, best you get me home and yourself back to your wife before she gets suspicious. Call me when you have an hour you can get away because I'd love to try riding your divinely massive cock."
"I will," Bruce promised, shaking his head, disbelieving what had just happened and that this sylph-like creature wanted him again. "I will, for sure," he said more firmly. He hadn't fucked another woman since he'd asked Carol to marry him nearly twenty years ago, but Eliza was too difficult to resist.
"Thanks for the ride, Mister Gommersal," Eliza airily said when she jumped out of the car at her place. "Call me if you need a sitter again."
"I will," Bruce muttered as Eliza's delectable buns disappeared inside her parents' front door. "I definitely will," he promised himself as his cock began to thicken, anticipating that night. 'I just have to figure out how to get more time to drop you off than only enough to get a blowjob.' He drove home, knowing his wife would be happy that night. He'd fuck her, but his mind would imagine giving it to his son's young and willing friend.
More of the holiday season passed without Eliza having her needs met. It was peak season for babysitting, and she'd had work most nights but none for a couple whose husband interested her. 'Where have all the real men gone?' She wondered. 'I thought the whole metrosexual, SNAG thing had passed. Men were supposed to be men again, weren't they? So where are they?' They certainly weren't in Eliza's neighbourhood, or so it seemed.
She did have an intriguing conversation on her way home from babysitting for a lesbian couple. The women were of the 'lipstick' type as opposed to the butch ones she was more familiar with. Both women were tall, gorgeous, and well-endowed. They held professional, well-paid jobs for a law firm in downtown Brisbane but weren't lawyers. The more buxom of the two drove Eliza home and blatantly propositioned her on the way. "Cheryl and I both think you're as hot as fuck, Eliza," Beth purred. "We'd love to seduce you into our bed, if you're willing?"
Eliza had nothing against gay couples; it just wasn't something she'd considered for herself. However, as she masturbated in her bed later that night, imagining being the meat in a gorgeous all-girl sandwich, she wondered if it shouldn't be something she should try.
However, they hadn't called again, so she'd been spared making that decision.
Considering how her holiday was going, Eliza thought, 'Instead of a SNAG (Sensitive New-Aged Guy), what I need is a Caring, Understanding, Nineties Type.' She sniggered at her acronym.
She'd spotted the handsome older man who had moved next door with his family a few times but hadn't met him or his family yet. They never seemed to go out, so Eliza had no chance of 'casually' bumping into him or his family in the street. The man was usually gone when she woke up and often didn't get home until well after dark. She had no idea what he did, but the wife obviously worked, too, because she was also rarely at home.
Deciding to take the bull by the horns, Eliza used her family's home printer to make up some flyers extolling her babysitting services. After finishing her day at Kmart, Eliza spent the afternoon distributing her flyers to every mailbox, including the new neighbours, until she ran out of them. It worked because she was immediately booked for the next ten days straight. Unfortunately, none of the bookings were from next door.
On the Friday before Christmas, Eliza had returned home from her day job and showered. She followed her typical exfoliating regime, removing any unwanted hairs from her sublime body and trimming her usually hairy bush into a thin landing strip. Next, she carefully rubbed moisturiser into every part of her body. Then, getting her tablet out, Eliza navigated to her favourite porn site and prepared for a long session of self-pleasure.
However, before she even found her desired genre, Daddy Fucks Princess, her messenger dinged, warning her she had an incoming call. Cursing, Eliza wrapped a towel around her svelte body and answered. "Hey, Eliza," Barry called from the screen. "You working tonight?"
"Nah," Eliza denied. "No one needs their little snots looked after tonight."
"Cool. Want to come over and hang out?"
"Okay," Eliza agreed. "But you're not getting any sex."
"Not expecting any," Barry pointed out. "Just looking to hang with the bitch who stole School Dux from me at the last possible instant."
Eliza laughed and replied, "No one was more surprised than me. I couldn't believe how easy those final exam questions were, and I'm still uncertain which ones I got wrong in the tests where I only got ninety-seven+ per cent."
"Yeah," Barry answered. "I get one ninety-nine per cent, two ninety-eights, and two ninety-sixes, and get pipped on the post by a nerd imposter. How do you think I feel?"
"About as good as your bothers did when I whipped their asses at Street Fighter, I guess," Eliza grinningly retorted.
There was silence for a little while before Barry added, "Yeah, I'll give you that. See you anytime from now on. Bring your swimmers."
"Hang on," Eliza requested. "I don't have a lift."
"Oh, okay. I'll come and get you, then," Barry replied. "Be there in about ten minutes."
"Cool," Eliza replied, but the screen had already gone blank. She thought about wearing her daring, white bikini that barely covered her nipples and clit but remembered that Barry's mum was a bit of a whale and would probably feel offended by Eliza wearing something she couldn't. Instead, Eliza went for her conservative black one-piece, which she wore for school sports, and added a mid-length blue robe. To wear home, Eliza threw in shorts and a top that wouldn't require a bra or even panties.
"Barry's picking me up to hang out at his place," Eliza called to her mother, who was in the kitchen when she exited the house to wait for Barry.
"Do you want dinner later?" Alice yelled after her daughter.
"Nah. I'm sure Baz will feed me something. If not, I'll grab some Maccas on the way home."
"See you tonight or tomorrow?"
"Tonight, prolly," Eliza answered.
"For a highly educated girl, your English is atrocious, Eliza!"
"Stop being a teacher for once in your life," Eliza teased.
Alice came out of the kitchen to hug her precocious daughter and kissed her cheek before saying, "Have fun, but I'm not ready to be a grandmother yet, so be careful."
"I've already told Baz that he isn't getting any tonight," Eliza responded.
"You don't have to be a nun," Alice joked. "Just use protection."
"Why, Mum, are you encouraging your daughter to be promiscuous? Eliza teased.
"Not at all," Alice responded primly. "Just warning you not to be stupid and come home with a bun in the oven."
"I won't," Eliza acknowledged. "Maybe I'll just stick to blowjobs. Can't get pregnant that way."
"No, but you can get mouth herpes," Alice pointed out, grinning.
"Way too much information, Mum!" Eliza protested, glad that Barry had arrived and she could get out of this conversation.
The drive to Barry's place was filled with the typical catching-up sentences of people who have known each other for years exchange. Barry's parents weren't home from work yet, so they got soft drinks and relaxed in the pool area. Barry wore boardies, of course. He wanted to comment on Eliza's conservative outfit but realised she was being respectful towards his mother and kept his thoughts in check.
Neither of the teenagers was sporty, so they flailed their ways up and down the pool more than they swam, but they enjoyed the water and exercise anyway. Barry avoided the faux pas of trying to dunk Eliza, and Eliza ensured she didn't tease Barry with her firm, young body. They were soaking up some rays on the deck chairs beside the pool when Carol came out from the house.



"Oh," Carol said. "Hello, Eliza. Barry didn't tell me you were coming over."
"Did I need to?" Barry challenged. "I'm eighteen, you know?"
"I didn't mean it like that," Carol protested, exasperated by her son's aggressive response. "I simply meant that I would have come out to say hello earlier if I'd known Eliza was here."
"Oh," Barry said, knowing he'd overreacted but too stubborn to admit it.
Eliza leant over and clipped across the back of his head. "Apologise, you dope," she told him.
"Sorry, Mum," Barry replied embarrassedly.
"You kids don't mind sharing the pool with this saggy old lady, do you?"
"Of course not, Mrs Gommersal," Eliza responded. "Besides, it's your pool, not ours."
Carol smiled before replying, "Are you staying for dinner? We're only getting Pizza delivered, but you're welcome to share if you'd like."
"Pizza sounds good," Eliza confessed. "I have money for my share."
"We've got it," Carol grinned, thinking her son could do a whole lot worse for a girlfriend, and it was a shame there were no sparks between them. She shifted, guiltily remembering the last time Eliza was over and the rough, delightful rogering she'd received after Bruce had dropped Eliza home. She wondered if Bruce would react that way again.
Carol eased into the water and leaned back against the side. Watching her, Eliza thought, 'It wouldn't hurt to swim a few laps. Maybe it would get rid of a bit of that lard ass and flabby old lady arms.'
Eliza wasn't at all sporty, but she exercised regularly and kept a close watch on her diet and figure. She didn't skimp on the occasional pig out on pizza or McDonalds but ensured doing that was a rarity and not an everyday thing.
Bruce arrived home around an hour later when the sun set. Eliza carefully refrained from preening for the handsome older man and met his greeting with a typical teenager's unenthusiastic grunt. Bruce looked at her consideringly before realising that Eliza was protecting his dirty little secret by pretending indifference. His gigantic cock rolled against his inner thigh as he recalled the fantastic blowjob she'd given him the last time. 'Momma's getting some tonight,' Bruce inwardly chuckled, knowing even if Barry took her home, his ongoing fantasy of fucking the nubile youngster would cause him to nail his wife later, anyway.
Bruce went inside long enough to get out of his work clothes and shower. He put on his baggy board shorts to hide his swelling erection and joined the others in and around the pool.
Conversation flowed, and pizza arrived around 7:00 p.m. After it was consumed, with Barry's two younger brothers joining them, Bill challenged, "Eddy and me have been practising on Street Fighter. You got lucky the last time, and I bet we'll beat your ass black and blue this time."
"I'll tell you what," Eliza accepted. "If I win, you must stack and empty the dishwasher for your mother for a week without complaining."
"What do we get if we win?" Eddy queried.
"A kiss on the cheek each," Eliza offered.
"Deal!" Bill crowed before turning to his brother. "Hah!" He teased Eddy. "You're doing the dishwasher, and I'm getting a kiss from Eliza!"
"Nuh, ahh," Eddy protested. "Eliza will kick your butt, and I'll get the kiss."
"Best of three?" Eliza requested, knowing she hadn't played at all since the previous time.
"Sure," the boys agreed.
Everyone gathered in the family room to watch the 'epic battle' between Eliza and the younger Gommersal boys. As she expected, Eliza lost the first fight quickly as she reacquainted herself with the controls. However, most of the old moves from her version still worked on the newer one, and those that didn't created something entirely new to Eliza. It made her moves unpredictable, and she swiftly dispatched Eddy.
"Told you," Bill crowed, taking Eddy's place in the game. "You're going down, and I'm getting a kiss," Bill assured Eliza.
"In your dreams and my nightmares, buddy," Eliza informed him. "Prepare to have your ass kicked."
Bill caught her unprepared with an immediate double-kick, double-fist attack in the first game, resulting in a knockout and a win for him. Knowing she was in trouble, Eliza immediately backed away in the second bout, looking for time to prepare a counter. She stayed alive long enough to see it, and with a leg sweep followed by a falling heel kick, she took the second fight.
Bill tried to attack immediately at the start of the third fight, but Eliza was aware of his tactic now and could evade his attack by leaping over it and retreating. They exchanged blows with neither player landing anything significant. However, Eliza knew that Bill was slowly gaining ascendancy. Her power levels were dropping ever so slightly faster than his, and he'd eventually win the attrition war.
Deciding that going out in a blaze of glory was better than dying from power loss, Eliza pieced together several attacks. She had him, and even Bill knew it. Another double-kick, double-punch combination would have him down for the final count. But Eliza hesitated, then grinning, she 'flubbed' her attack, allowing Bill's fighter to evade and recover. Seconds later, Bill brought Eliza's player to its knees before knocking it out with a roundhouse kick.
"Yes!" Bill exulted, dancing around like he'd just knocked out Tyson Fury.
"Aww, no fair," Eddy protested. "You let him win!"
"I flubbed it," Eliza agreed, but then she added the little white lie. "But I didn't do it on purpose."
"I get a kiss on the cheek!" Bill crowed. "You get to load and unload the dishwasher for a week, ha-ha!"
"Keep that up, young man, and Eddy will get the kiss, and you can do the washer," Bruce threatened coldly. "It's okay to celebrate a win. It's not okay to gloat about it."
"Unlike what the Australian Cricket Team seem to think," Eliza muttered.
"Sorry, Dad, Eddy," Bill mumbled. "I was being a show-off."
"Yes, you were," Eliza agreed. "Would you like your cheek kiss now, or do you want to save it for when I go home?"
"Now, please, Eliza. If I may?"
Eliza puckered up showily, causing Bill to blush and the rest of the family to laugh. Even though Bill was only twelve, he was already taller than the diminutive Eliza. So, reaching up, Eliza took Bill's jaw and the back of his head in her petite hand, turned his head and pulled him lower so she could kiss his cheek. Then, at the last second, Eliza tilted his head back and kissed him full on the lips.
"OMG!" Eddy said awedly. "Bill got a full-on snog from Eliza!"
Bill, blushing bright red, stood dumbfoundedly in the same spot, touching his lips where Eliza had kissed. "Oh, wow!" He mumbled, stumbling over his words. He sat down heavily. "I was not expecting that! Wow!"
"You beat me fair and square," Eliza told him, her eyes twinkling mischievously. "And the hero always gets a lip kiss."
"Aww, no fair!" Eddy protested. "I wanna lip kiss, too!"
"I promise you can have one if you beat me next time," Eliza assured him.
"Deal," Eddy agreed.
"I'd better practice, then," Eliza stated, giving a pretend shudder. Everyone, including Eddy, laughed, and after another glass of soft drink, it was time for Eliza to go home.
Of course, she hoped Bruce would offer to take her even though she knew Barry would. Eliza wasn't horny enough to let Barry fuck her this time, though. But he'd been so sweet all day that she gave him a handjob on the way home and capped her mouth over his todger when he blew so he didn't have to clean up the mess.
"Thanks for a great day," Eliza told him cheerily as she got out of his car. "You're pretty cool to hang out with, so invite me again if ya wanna."
"Will do," Barry replied, happy with his hand/slight blowjob.
Eliza skipped toward her front door before noticing her neighbour was bringing their bins in. Her heart lurched when she saw the tall, staunchly masculine older man. Taking a chance, Eliza said brightly, "Hello, neighbour. Welcome to the area. I'm Eliza. I live here with my brothers and parents."
The man stared piercingly at the young woman, almost dancing across the lawn toward him. "Perky," he muttered. "Just as I thought. Nice body, though. Alannah will be pleased." Speaking louder, the man held his hand out and said, "Rob Waters. My son is Robert Junior. My wife's Alannah. Thank you for your welcome." Rob examined the fresh teenager before him. "You're the one offering babysitting services?"
"That's me," Eliza agreed brightly. "If you'd like a night away from the kid to take your wife out, I can help."
"Only twenty dollars per hour. Are you so shit you're only worth that much?"
"Oh," Eliza said, confused by the sudden attack and backing up. "It's a Kmart vs Myers thing. Anyone can shop at Kmart because it's cheap, and they make their money through high turnover. Myers charges much more for better quality products but sells comparatively little compared to Kmart. Myers makes money through mark-up. Everyone can afford me at twenty dollars, and I work most nights. More than that, and I only work occasionally."
"You've considered it, then?" Rob asked. "You didn't go with a low number because of low self-esteem?"
"I've just been crowned Dux of the School," Eliza pointed out proudly. "Low self-esteem and not knowing my worth are not my problems."
"Good," Rob stated. "I like people who consider the consequences before they act. Come for dinner tomorrow night, and if Alannah approves, we'll ask you to babysit Robert Junior."
"I'm working tomorrow night already," Eliza explained.
"Cancel," Rob demanded.
"I will not," Eliza denied. "Who am I if not my word?"
"Impressive," Rob replied. "Beauty, brains, and morals. Okay then. When can you come over for dinner?"
"Sunday night?" Eliza offered.
"That works. Knock on our door at precisely 7:00 p.m. If you're early, wait. If you're late, don't bother knocking and do not bother us again."
"Yes, Sir," Eliza found herself replying as her arousal suddenly soaked her shorts.
Rob's piercing blue eyes impaled her again before he nodded and returned inside.
'Wow!' Eliza thought, uncertain if Rob was the sexiest man she'd ever met or the biggest asshole. She was sure wet if he was an asshole, though. Eliza hurried inside and upstairs. She couldn't wait to shower, get into bed, and masturbate to fantasies of Rob and what would happen on Sunday night.
Saturday was a disaster, and Eliza wished she'd cancelled as Rob had demanded. It started okay with an extra shift at Kmart and then meeting a group from school for a late lunch in the mall. But then the bitches from the 'hot group' stopped at the table. The insults piled up, with Eliza giving as good as she got until a security guard chased them all from the mall.
"Everyone knows you're all dykes," Tiffany, the group's leader, spat when they exited the mall.
"And everyone knows you'll spread your fat thighs for anybody in the first thirteen," Eliza retorted.
"Skinny bitch," Tiffany taunted.
"Fat arsed trollop," Eliza returned.
"Dyke!"
"Father fucker!" Eliza jeered, and Tiffany's face crumpled as tears burst from her eyes.
"Fuck you, Johnson," Tiffany muttered before bolting, her confused friends following behind.
"Oh, shit," Eliza said as her posse gathered around her, wondering what the fuck had happened.
"What did you say that was so bad?" Her friend Alison asked.
"Tiffany's father is molesting her," Eliza explained. "That's why calling her a father fucker cut so deep."
"Oh, shit," Alison said. "What are you going to do?"
"Tell Mum. She's a teacher and will know who to contact to get this investigated."
"Shit, Eliza," Alison sympathised. "Your day's fucked."
"It sure is," Eliza agreed. "Can you drop me home?"
Eliza was sure she was the only one of her friends whose parents hadn't bought a car, but it never bothered her. She hadn't asked her parents why but knew there would be a good reason.
Alice took her daughter's news calmly, agreeing that Eliza's supposition was probably correct. Of course, the situation was complicated by the fact that Tiffany was over eighteen and officially out of the school system. Still, Family Services could investigate if there was any historical abuse and act accordingly if there were. By the time the officers had finished their questions, Eliza felt tired and emotionally wrung out. Sighing, she dressed in a simple pair of stretch jeans, a T-shirt, and sneakers before walking around to where she was babysitting for the evening.
The father, whom she hadn't met until now, opened the door. His eyes immediately fell to Eliza's tits, and she regretted not wearing a thicker bra that would have hidden her pointy nipples.
"You must be Eliza," the man said in a voice so thick with snake oil that Eliza almost shuddered. "Penny said you were pretty."
Eliza had met Penny prior to this engagement. She thought the woman was a bit of an airhead with obviously fake, humungous tits, but that wasn't her problem. The sleazebag before her was. Eliza wondered if she shouldn't make an excuse and bolt. But before she could, Penny came to the door gushing. "Hello, Lizzy (which Eliza hated being called). I see you've met my husband, Jake. Come in. I'm almost ready. The baby's feeding himself in the kitchen. Perhaps you should check him out."
Eliza waited for Jake to move out of the doorway because there was no way she was pushing past him and allowing him to feel her young body against his. Unfortunately, Jake didn't move. "Excuse me," Eliza said politely.
"There's room," Jake pointed out.
"I'm going home then," Eliza replied. "I don't need this shit."
Chuckling, Jake moved back, but 'somehow', his hand brushed Eliza's ass as he shut the door. She chose to ignore it and walked to the kitchen. She found the toddler using osmosis to eat his food. Way more of the spaghetti sauce was spread over his face, neck, hands, and hair than had gone in his mouth. But that's part of the learning-to-eat cycle, and it didn't bother Eliza in the least. She'd learned a long time ago not to wear anything she didn't want ruined by baby food or vomit.
Finding a cloth under the sink, Eliza cleaned the area around the baby feeding chair before cleaning the toddler himself. Jake leaned against the door watching, and Eliza ignored that he was almost drooling as he ogled her ass and tits. She eventually got the chair, floor and toddler clean.
"That's Nicholas," Penny said, walking into the kitchen. "He makes such a mess that I leave him in only his nappy when I feed him. The clean nappies are on the bench beside the fridge. Do you know how to change him?"
Eliza looked at Penny and thought, 'Blow-up doll. Makeup done Pamela Anderson-exaggeratedly with eyebrows and lips painted on. Huge fake tits, braless and barely constrained by a tight T-shirt with 'Juicy' written across her overinflated boobs. Penny's midriff was bare with a top drop navel Gothic cross inserted. Beneath that was a hip hugger, micro skirt barely wide enough to cover Penny's saggy, 'smoke, coffee, and no food instead of exercise', skinny ass. Finally, Penny wore white, thigh-high stay-up stockings with little butterflies on the inner seam tops stuffed into flat ballet shoes. The end result was an obviously mid-thirties woman dressed to imitate someone Eliza's age.
"Yes," Eliza replied, suppressing another shudder caused by how Penny looked.
"We'll be late," Jake stated in what he thought was an authoritative voice. "Don't wait up for us. You can sleep in our bed until we get home."
"Sure," Eliza replied, thinking, 'Ain't no way in Hell!'
Jake and Penny left, leaving Eliza feeling relieved. There was something off here, and she knew it. She wondered who to call. She'd call her father, but Jake would probably wake up in hospital if her dad came over. She called Barry.
"Eliza?" Barry answered questioningly. "I thought you were working?"
"I am," Eliza replied, biting her lip and wondering if she was being ridiculous. "You doing anything?"
"Watching Netflix," Barry answered. He wasn't. He was watching porn and jerking off.
Eliza decided to say what she feared. "Something feels a little off here, Baz. Can you drive here in about two hours and take me home?"
"Sure," Barry replied. "Shouldn't you call your dad?"
"I might be overreacting," Eliza answered honestly. "I'd hate for Dad to kick his ass if it's nothing."
"But it's okay for me to kick his ass if it isn't?" Barry teased.
"You couldn't even kick mine," Eliza teased back. "But your fingers are quick, and you can phone the cops if I don't come out."
"I'll come over now," Barry offered.
"I can't let you in, so you'll be stuck outside waiting for me."
"If you're worried, I'd feel better if I was close," Barry explained. "I can bring my phone and tablet so I don't get bored."
"Sure," Eliza accepted, relieved he'd be near. She heard the baby gurgling, so she got him from his high chair and held him over her shoulder. Then, tipping him forward, she lay a tea towel over her shoulder and patted the baby's back. The poor little thing sicked up as he burped, and Eliza was glad she remembered the towel.
The toddler cooed happily before his eyes closed. Eliza had seen the crib beside the bed in the main bedroom through the open door. She pushed the door further open and carefully laid the child down. Nicholas wriggled, making himself comfortable before closing his eyes and sleeping.
Eliza looked around the living room of the small house, looking for anything untoward. She saw nothing and wondered if her imagination was playing tricks on her. But then Eliza noticed the cameras set up overlooking the couch. 'Babysitter safety cams," she told herself. 'They want to know their kid is safe. That's all.' But the angle was wrong. They looked like they'd been placed to look up skirts and down tops. She unobtrusively checked them but couldn't see the tell-tale light that indicated the cams were live.
Considering her options, Eliza returned to the bedroom to ostensibly check the baby. However, she also wanted to see if the room had cams scattered throughout it. She spotted three more--one above the bed, one hidden in the bed head, and another in the gap between the closet's sliding doors. The one in the closet glowed red, indicating it was either live and recording or sending a signal to the server. Eliza ignored that camera and left the room.
'They like to record themselves fucking,' Eliza assured herself. 'Nothing unusual about that.' But the bad feeling was worse.
'Fuck this!' she thought. She wanted to call the cops and have them investigate but knew what she'd seen and felt didn't constitute proof. Her uneasy self-explanations were at least as plausible as her fears. More so, probably. At least, that's what the cops would think.
Eliza decided to wait the evening out. She suspected her hosts wouldn't be out too long. They'd hurry back, hoping to seduce her into their bed. She wondered if they weren't already just around the corner, watching the cam and hoping she'd get into their bed. Then they'd race home, wanting to join her there, and maybe insist if she refused.
Her phone pinged as she considered her options. She checked, and it was Barry letting her know he was parked across the street. Eliza felt much better. An hour passed without incident. Then another, and Eliza started to think she'd misread the entire thing. But then she opened the fridge and took out a Seven-Up bottle. Penny had invited her to help herself earlier if she was thirsty. It hissed reassuringly as she opened it, and she was about to drink when she spotted a circular discolouration in the bottle cap's plastic seal.
'Son of a bitch!' Eliza breathed. She sniffed the liquid, but it smelt like soft drink, nothing more. Eliza picked up her phone. "Baz, get in here," she demanded when Barry answered.



"Sure. What's up?"
"I think those sons of bitches have spiked the soft drink."
"Shit!" Barry exclaimed. "Coming. Wait. There's a car pulling into the driveway. Fuck! I think they're home."
Eliza capped the bottle and put it inside her travel bag. She hid behind the door when Jake opened it, and after Penny had entered, she slipped around it and bolted across to where Barry stood beside his car. "Let's get the fuck out of here," Eliza yelled as she leapt into the car.
"Fucking bitch!" Penny screamed dementedly, shaking her fist at Barry's retreating car. "You weren't good enough for man, anyway!"
"What now?" Barry asked, fearfully checking his mirrors in case they were followed.
"Wynnum has a twenty-four-hour police station," Eliza said more calmly than she felt. "I have the spiked bottle. At least, I think it's spiked."
"How can I help you?" The officer behind the glass panel asked a little later.
Eliza pulled out the Seven-Up bottle. "I think someone tried to drug me with what's in this."
The copper, an older officer who'd been around the block more than just a few times, sighed at today's youth. They watched too many crime programs, and they all saw murderers under every bed. Maintaining his professionalism, he asked, "What makes you think that?"
"Firstly, the hidden cameras placed all over the house. Secondly, the one in the closet recording while I was alone in the house. And thirdly, this." Eliza placed the bottle on the counter.
"What's this?" The copper queried.
"Seven-Up," Eliza answered exasperatedly.
"And?" The officer wondered.
"If you look carefully at the top, you can see where I think a needle has been inserted. I didn't see it until I opened the bottle and saw the matching hole in the seal."
The copper suspended his disbelief long enough to put his glasses on and examine the bottle cap. "Son of a gun," the officer muttered. "You might be right."
"I hope I'm not," Eliza stated. "But I doubt if I'm the first those two have tried to drug."
"We received word from Newcastle that a couple who were suspected of drugging and raping babysitters had moved to the area," the copper unwillingly said. "The Newcastle detectives couldn't find any evidence, and the couple argued the women had joined them in bed willingly. If this is spiked, then we have them dead to rights. Are you willing to testify, though? It will get ugly."
"Why don't you get that tested before we jump to conclusions," Eliza suggested.
"You're right," the officer admitted, chagrined that a teenage girl was in better control than he was.
Officer Peachey, as it turned out his name was, took their statements and placed the drink into evidence. He took fingerprints from Barry and Eliza so they could be excluded. It was well after midnight before Barry and Eliza got away from the station. Carol had phoned Barry, wondering where he was. Alice had done the same with Eliza. They assured their parents they were together and in no danger and promised to explain when they got home.
Getting to Eliza's place, Barry phoned his parents and insisted they join him. Stanley and Alice could barely contain their curiosity until Bruce and Carol arrived.
'What the fuck's going on?" Bruce almost yelled as he stormed into Stanley and Alice's place.
"We'd like to know, too," Stanley replied, sizing the other man up. He turned to his daughter. "I assume Barry's knocked you up. Is that what this is about?"
"Good Lord, no!" Eliza laughed as Barry chuckled.
"What, then?" Stanley asked as he, Alice, Bruce and Carol looked relieved.
"I think the couple I sat for last night are demented," Eliza explained. "They had cameras all over the house, including one hidden in their bedroom closet. I initially thought they were baby cams, and maybe they liked to record themselves... you know."
The others nodded. "But when I took a soft drink bottle from the fridge and uncapped it, I noticed a tiny hole in the seal. That, with how uneasy I felt and the cameras, made me think the drink was spiked."
"What did you do?" Stanley asked, his anger rising.
"The kid was innocent," Eliza further explained. "So I couldn't just leave him there alone. I waited until Jake and Penny came home and ran out the door. I'd asked Baz to come over because I was scared. He took me to the Wynnum Police Station, and that's where we've been for the last four hours."
"Did the cops arrest them?" Stanley asked grimly.
"For what?" Eliza queried. "Because a teenage girl had the vapours and got scared?" She shook her head. "No proof unless the bottle is spiked, and they won't know that until later today at the earliest, depending on the priority the desk sergeant puts on the analysis request."
"Want to walk around there with me?" Stanley asked Bruce.
"Too fucking right I do," Bruce growled.
"Don't do anything stupid," Alice warned. "They'll walk if you do."
Stanley called about five minutes later. Alice put him on speaker so everyone could hear. "They've fled," Stanley said. "The house has been hastily cleared out and left abandoned. There's used nappies and other crap spread all over the place."
"I'll call the station and let Sergeant Peachey know," Eliza offered.
"Good idea," Stanley agreed.
"We'll wait here in case they return," Bruce growled from the side.
That was pretty much the end of the excitement that night. A police car arrived and sealed off the house, and the copper in charge sent everyone home. Eliza, who, along with her mother, Carol, and Barry, had joined the men on the street in front of the house, heard a copper come out and say, "Drug paraphernalia everywhere but no drugs. The equipment to make them is all still inside."
"Good instincts, Eliza," her father said as he walked with his arm around her shoulders. "I assume you'll be a public prosecutor when you qualify?"
"Nah," Eliza disagreed. "There's too many scuzz buckets in politics prosecuting the innocent and forcing the police to do their bidding. I'll be a defence attorney, and everyone will know the people I defend are innocent. Otherwise, I wouldn't be representing them."
Everyone laughed, but they all knew Eliza was serious, and that's probably how her future would be.
Getting home, Stanley turned to Barry and held his hand out. "Thank you for being there for my daughter," he said before more sternly adding, "Next time, call me first. Don't try to be a hero and protect her on your own."
"Yes, Sir," Barry gulped, unaware he was protecting Eliza at all.
"I don't need protecting," Eliza protested. "They were just a couple of kooks who liked filming themselves having sex with their babysitters."
Stanley sighed, inwardly debating whether to show his daughter what Bruce had discovered as they waited for the cops. He looked at Bruce, who shrugged and got his phone out. He opened the article he'd found. It described the gruesome scene found in a suburban Newcastle home. A sixteen-year-old had been held against her will for several days and brutally raped and beaten before being murdered.
"Fuck!" Eliza exclaimed. "I didn't even tell you guys where I was tonight."
"Do we agree there's no need to make that mistake again?" Alice asked firmly.
"Yes," Eliza avowed. "I'll fill out a calendar with all my bookings and update as necessary."
Barry and his family went home, but not until after Eliza whispered she wanted to thank him for being there later. Alice and Stanley went about their typical Sunday, and Eliza went to bed.
She woke up a few hours later feeling emotionally wiped out and exhausted. However, she still had her appointment with the mysterious neighbours, and she wouldn't miss that for the world. Eliza showered and inspected her nether regions. Satisfied everything was where it should be, without any unwanted hairs spoiling the view, she dressed and went downstairs.
Eliza phoned Barry as she made herself a sandwich. "Hey, Baz," she said when he answered. "Thanks for having my back last night."
"If this is my later thanks, I'm very disappointed," Barry kidded.
"Nah," Eliza said. "This is just to say I appreciate you looking after me. Invite me over tomorrow, and I'll thank you properly."
"Like, in my bed?" Barry asked.
"Yes," Eliza acknowledged.
"Wow!" Barry exclaimed. "I've only ever fucked in the backseat of my car before."
"I didn't say you were getting a fuck," Eliza teased.
"Still, a blowjob in my bed would be fantastic!" Barry chortled, realising Eliza was teasing him.
Eliza hung up before joining her family in the lounge. Her brothers were agog about the previous night's activities. Sergeant Peachey had called Stanley, saying the soft drink had tested positive for MDMA, which fitted the paraphernalia found abandoned in the house. The couple hadn't been found yet, but the sergeant was sure they would be soon. Meanwhile, just to be safe, he suggested Eliza stayed at home.
"Bugger that," Eliza informed her parents. "I'm not letting some lowlifes ruin my summer vacation." She knew her parents would worry, so she added, "I won't go out alone, and I'll get one of you to drop me at my babysitting jobs."
However, that was rendered moot only a few hours later when Sergeant Peachey phoned to say Jake and Penny had been caught parked behind an empty office building in Ipswich. They were under arrest, and the baby was with Family Services.
"I'll still ensure you guys know where I am," Eliza muttered. "That was some scary shit!"
The rest of the afternoon passed without incident, and at six O'clock, Eliza had showered and put on underwear, ready for her 7:00 p.m. appointment with the enigmatic couple next door. Wearing a matching virginal white panty and bra set with skin-coloured stockings and suspender, Eliza considered what else to dress in.
She chose her button-front, sand-coloured, shin-length, stretch cotton skirt and a clinging white tank top. The outfit was conservative enough that Alannah shouldn't feel threatened enough to be bothered by Eliza's sexuality. Still, it emphasised Eliza's slender, shapely figure in such a way that Rob should be interested. Her typical white sneakers served for footwear for the short walk to Rob and Alannah's front door.
Eliza eyed her phone, waiting for it to click over to seven. The moment the fifty-nine changed to double zero, she rapped sharply on Rob's door. As if he, too, had been waiting for that precise moment, the door opened, revealing Rob's tall, staunchly built figure. He studied Eliza devoutly before saying, "On time, and wearing something understatedly sexy. Well done. Come in. Alannah will be but a moment. Would you like something to drink?"
"Coke will be fine, thanks," Eliza replied, hiding her nervousness.
"We don't have soft drinks in this home," Rob explained. "The sugar in them is detrimental for everyone. Would you like a glass of white wine, still water, or carbonated mineral water?"
Guessing, Eliza calmly said, "White wine, please. I'm not an experienced wine drinker, so I'll let you choose the variety."
"Hmm," Rob mused. "A neutral choice would be a boxed Chardonnay. If dry wines are your preference, then I'd suggest a Riesling or a Semillon. However, if you like sweet wines, I suggest you turn your pert ass around and skedaddle back home."
"I'm just a teenage girl," Eliza pointed out. "I'll trust the more experienced man to choose wisely for me."
Rob grinned, "Ahh, the lost art of seduction. How is it that a high school senior has learnt what most have lost?"
"By knowing that serving beneath her man doesn't make her a doormat," Eliza coquettishly replied.
"Your mother serves her husband?" Rob questioned.
"I'm sure she wants to, but being a teacher makes that impossible," Eliza explained.
"Yes," Rob admitted. "Our education system has been corrupted by the feminist left. That is for certain. However, I hold hopes that real women are beginning to push back against that agenda. Maybe not in my lifetime, but perhaps in yours."
Alannah entered the kitchen where Rob had guided Eliza. Alannah wore an ankle-length, dark blue pencil skirt paired with an electric pink, button-down blouse. On her feet, Alannah wore stockings and impossible, black, nine-inch strappy heels.
"Oh my," Alannah said as she swayed in through the door. "The feminist left. What an incorrigible bunch of bitches. Fancy telling a woman such as I that it was inappropriate to wear something like I'm wearing? Fuck them, I say! My blouse is opaque, but otherwise, I show less than the typical high school slut you see prancing through her school's corridors. No wonder they get cocks up their slut asses way before it's legal for them to get them stuffed there."
"Mum," Robert Junior complained in that typical, drawn-out, nasally whine children reserve for their mothers. "May I come in yet?"
"Yes, you may," Alannah replied before taking the child in her arms and lifting him to her hip. "This is our son, Robert Junior, or RJ as he prefers. RJ, say hello to Miss Eliza. If you're a good boy, Miss Eliza might babysit you when your father and I go out."
"Hello, Miss Eliza," RJ said politely, then added with a typical child's honesty. "My dad says you're perky, but Mum says you're very pretty, and she fancies you. I think you're pretty, too."
"Ahh," Eliza said, going along with his game. "But do you think I'm perky, as well
"I don't know what 'perky' means," RJ answered honestly. "But I know what pretty is, and you and Mum are pretty."
"Thank you, RJ," Eliza replied, holding her arms out to take the toddler. "Will you let me look out for you if your mum and dad want to go out?"
"It's a man's job to look after his woman," RJ explained seriously. "But Mum says I'm too young to look after her yet. If you stay with me when Mum and Dad go out, I'll try to protect you, but I'm only little, so you might have to look out for me."
"Hmm," Eliza pretended to consider. "Maybe I'll look after you until your dad says you're big enough, and then you can protect me from the monsters?"
"We have a deal, Miss Eliza," RJ said solemnly, holding his hand out.
Eliza shook it before squeezing him tighter, inviting a return hug. "I look forward to looking after you, RJ. Even more, I look forward to the day you become my protector."
Robert Junior hugged Eliza before turning to his mother. "Did I do good, Mummy?"
"Very good, baby," Alannah nodded, her face beaming.
"May I go to bed now? I'm tired."
"Of course you can," Alannah confirmed. "Do you need help?"
"Can Miss Eliza give me a kiss goodnight?" RJ asked.
Alannah glanced at Eliza and, at her nod, answered, "If Miss Eliza wants to."
Eliza picked the young child up, kissed him, and rhetorically asked, "Who wouldn't want to kiss RJ's handsome face?"
Robert Junior giggled before grasping Eliza's face in his parted hands. He kissed both her cheeks and said, "We shall be friends, Miss Eliza. I'm glad Dad said you should be my sitter."
"I'm glad, too, RJ," Eliza answered. "Now, which bedroom is yours?"
"On the left before Mum and Dad's," RJ guided.
Eliza was back a few moments later after tucking the toddler into his cot.
"You're a natural with children," Alannah observed, examining the young woman before her. Alannah felt the insistent ache in her nether regions she often felt when her husband had chosen them a new playmate.
"I think raising children is the most important task gifted to people," Eliza explained. "Although I will pursue my career diligently, I want children and intend to do most of their raising myself."
"Only most?" Rob asked, offering Eliza a wine and guiding her to a seat at the dining table across from himself and his wife.
"I think some time in daycare is good for a child's socialising skills," Eliza expounded. "The problem is keeping them from being corrupted by the prevailing narrative. Therefore, I'll probably home daycare them with a family I believe matches mine and my husband's views."
"Nineteen and already figuring these things out?" Alannah asked.
"Eighteen," Eliza corrected. "It's another two months before I'm nineteen. But yes. To have the life I want requires planning, dedication, and attention to the details. Otherwise, I'll drift through life aimlessly without any clear destination, as most do."
"And a husband?" Rob asked as he settled onto a chair beside his wife. "Don't most of you not bother with the hassle of marriage before getting together and having babies?"
"I'm not 'most of you'," Eliza pointed out primly. "Others may live their lives as they choose. I will do the same."
"And the career you have yourself set on?" Alannah asked.
"Criminal lawyer," Eliza replied. "There's corruption in our political and legal systems. I intend to ensure innocent people are not railroaded because it suits big business and their cronies in politics."
"A lofty goal," Rob admitted. "I assume you have the test results to justify your ambition?"
"I was crowned The Dux of the School," Eliza explained proudly.
"Yes," Rob acknowledged. "You told me earlier, but it slipped my mind."
"Shall I start dinner?" Alannah asked.
Eliza looked surprised it wasn't already cooking. After all, it was already 7:30, and surely it would take another forty-five to sixty minutes to cook.
Amused, Rob explained, "Steak medallions, scalloped potatoes, and steamed asparagus. It won't take long. The potatoes are what you can smell cooking."
Rob refreshed Eliza's glass as Alannah busied herself in the kitchen. They spoke about current affairs, the US election, and events in Russia and Ukraine. They didn't discuss the babysitter rapists Eliza encountered because that story hadn't hit the news yet, and Eliza felt no need to bring it up.
Alannah served their meals only a few moments later, with Rob offering a red wine to share with it. Eliza wasn't a drinker and politely declined and asked for mineral water instead. The meal was eaten with lots more conversation ranging over topics from politics to the waning influence of religion to sport. Eliza contributed intelligently and wittily despite not knowing much about sports.
"A wife needs to take an interest in the things her husband enjoys," Alannah said modestly. "I've never played a single sport, but I can rattle off all the teams in the national Cricket, AFL, NRL, and ARU competitions. Plus, I can discuss intelligently the better players from each team. Rob likes sports, and I like to hear him talk, so I ensure I can keep up with and contribute to the discussion."
That sounded like a heavenly partnership to Eliza and so much better than what her parents had. Although, theirs had improved significantly since the end of the school year. The poison seemed to be leaving her mother's system, for which Eliza was highly grateful.
"It has to be a two-way street, though," Rob said thoughtfully as he cut his steak and speared it with his fork. Then, holding it up to emphasise a point, Rob added, "Alannah has several hobbies she likes to indulge in, including photography and scrapbooking. Plus, she likes collecting first-edition historical novels. I'm an avid reader, but I prefer to use my Kindle to read. However, I accompany Alannah on her travels to look for books because it's something she enjoys, and I like seeing her happy."
Eliza watched him chew as she considered what he'd said. There was more depth to her neighbour's relationship than the basic working husband/stay-at-home, work-part-time one she had assumed.
"Do you work full-time, Alannah?" Eliza asked.
"Yes," Alannah stated proudly. "I'm a programmer for a major software producer and work from home most of the day. However, it's nice to interact with others, so I go into the office for three to four hours most days. It works out well because the office has a crèche, and I can leave RJ in there when I'm working."



"Works twenty per cent fewer hours than me and earns thirty per cent more," Rob chuckled, clearly proud of his wife.
"There's no competition," Alannah said hurriedly, unwilling to let her husband put himself down. "It's all for our future."
The previous conversation had tossed Eliza's assumptions into the waste basket and opened her eyes. Eliza had assumed Alannah was subservient to her husband, but that didn't appear to be the case at all.
Rob watched the confusion pass across Eliza's face and smiled before nudging his wife. Alannah looked up and grinned back at Rob. "I always wanted a man's man for my husband," Alannah explained. "I needed a knight protector to feel safe, and I desired to serve beneath him in my home and bedroom. But that man had to understand the dichotomy of a submissive wife. I need to serve, but I will not allow anyone to make me a doormat or to treat me as less than I am."
"Sounds heavenly," Eliza purred, her pussy gushing at thoughts of finding a similar man.
"It is," Alannah stated firmly. She stood and gathered the dishes to place in the washer. Eliza stood to help, but Alannah grinned before saying, "Let Rob take you into the lounge. You may sit on his lap and kiss him if you want. He won't complain."
"Oh, I couldn't!" Eliza gasped, shocked at Alannah's invitation.
"Yes, you could," Alannah chuckled. "What's more, you want to."
"Won't that hurt you?" Eliza asked.
"Why would it?" Alannah asked dismissively. "I have his enduring love, and I'm willing to share his body, assuming you're willing to share yours with me."
"You're bisexual?" Eliza asked, seemingly unable to do anything more than gasp and blush.
"Yes," Alannah replied. "I'm secure in Rob's love and enjoy a woman's touch. However, you won't make love to us tonight. Instead, tonight is about deciding if we can play without complications such as you falling in love with Rob and wanting to steal him away from me."
"But I can sit in his lap and kiss and hug him?"
"Yes," Alannah confirmed.
"May I kiss and hug you, too?"
"I'd like that very much," Alannah said joyfully. "Are you bisexual?"
Eliza shook her head and replied, "I've never even kissed a woman sexually before, but I'd like to try to with you."
Pushing her in the direction of the lounge, Alannah said, "Go kiss Rob. I'll be there with coffee soon, and we can explore a little."
Eliza opened the lounge door and walked in shyly. Rob stood and crossed to her. Looking down at her petite form, Rob's lengthy cock stretched and rolled as he imagined what he and Alannah would do to the young lady. He picked Eliza up and sat with her across his lap. Gazing into her deep blue eyes, Rob asked earnestly, "May I kiss you?"
"Yes," Eliza trembled, her arousal gushing from her clenching cunt. She tilted her head slightly to the side and closed her eyes as Rob's firm, dry lips brushed across hers. "Ahh," Eliza sighed longingly as Rob pulled away.
She was about to open her eyes when even softer lips covered hers. Eliza's eyes sprung open, realising the lips were Alannah's, but a petite hand stroked deliciously over her erect nipples before she could protest, and Eliza surrendered. Hands turned her head, and Rob kissed her more insistently this time. His tongue probed along Eliza's pouty lips, demanding entrance.
"Ahh," Eliza sighed again as she felt Alannah's skilled hands deftly tugging her top from her skirt. She parted her lips, allowing her handsome neighbour to own her needy mouth. Eliza passively allowed Rob's tongue to probe her mouth and concentrated on keeping her hands by her sides lest she grab the couple's heads and kiss back passionately.
Alannah adroitly unclasped Eliza's bra, and her hands slid inside its cups, stroking lightly across the teenager's pointy, stiff nipples. "Ahh," Eliza sighed again, her hands unawarely lifting to touch before dropping again.
Rob's hand gripped her wrist, and he guided Eliza's delicate hand onto his rapidly lengthening tool. Eliza moaned again as she felt its warm length and girth stiffening in her gasp. Eliza suspected that Rob had enough to compete with Bruce's enormous todger. The thought of it entering her brought her close to a climax, which happened when Alannah pulled Eliza's top above her B-cup breasts and wrapped her knowledgeable lips around the youngster's nipple.
"Good girl," Rob breathed as he reluctantly released Eliza.
"Very good," Alannah breathed pantingly, arousal heavy in her words. "You may look after RJ next time we go out and stay the night with us when we get home." She did up Eliza's bra and pulled her top down, covering the teenager decently.
"What?" Eliza protested. "Can't we, umm, finish this tonight?"
"No," Rob denied. "You need to think about submitting to us both. Is that something you can do? Is it something you need or would like to experience? If you haven't already, discover what you can about Bondage, Discipline, and Submission. If it's something you'd like to experience, then we'll explore it when you come over to sit for us."
"Yes!" Eliza averred. "Now! Tonight."
"No," Alannah stated coldly. "You are our plaything, and we are not yours. You will serve when we say and will not when we do not."
"Yes, Ma'am," Eliza discovered herself saying meekly as her pussy frothed and churned, her arousal pouring into her sparse underwear. Eliza suspected it would soon run down her inner thighs.
"Good girl," Rob repeated. "Keep Saturday, the twenty-eighth of December, free. You will babysit, and when we come home, we will fulfil all your fantasies."
"I cannot, Sir," Eliza refused. "I'm already booked for that night."
Rob and Alannah exchanged raised eyebrows before Alannah grinned and joshed, "We would have to have chosen the one girl to play with in the neighbourhood with good morals! Eliza, you're saying you'd rather babysit for another than play with us?"
"I'd rather play with you," Eliza growled. "But I gave my promise I'd babysit for the Millers, and I will keep that promise because it's the honourable thing to do."
"When do you have a free night next?"
"New Year's Day," Eliza answered regretfully, wondering if she had blown this opportunity.
"New Year's Day it is, then," Rob conceded. "Other than polite hellos, if you see us outside, you won't talk to us or try to meet us before then."
"Yes, Sir," Eliza agreed, wondering why she couldn't.
"No one needs to know what we do together, Eliza," Alannah explained in the face of Eliza's confusion. "We're a late thirties/early forties couple. And even though you're of legal age, others would look askance at us bedding you. Best no one realises you're a dirty little slut who loves eating older women's cunts and sucking daddy cocks."
The sudden, unexpected guttural language from the prim mother shocked Eliza and sent her pussy fluttering again. Battling arousal and confusion, Eliza allowed the couple to guide her outside, and she headed home shakily.
Undressing and getting into bed, Eliza fingered her sweltering vulva, imagining New Year's Day and what would occur. 'Barry is already getting some tomorrow,' Eliza thought as the first of many orgasms that night caused her cunt to spasm and eject liquids. 'Now he's getting more than even two horny teenage boys could imagine.'
Eliza slept late, and it was Barry calling her messenger that awoke her. She didn't notice he'd video-called her as she sat up, revealing her pert nipples as the sheet fell away. "Hello?" Eliza mumbled.
"Nice tits," Barry chortled.
"What?" Eliza blearily answered, but then she realised Barry had his camera on, and she was naked. Shrugging because she figured he'd see more than just her tits later, Eliza stretched and yawned, displaying her hard-nippled breasts delectably. "Glad you like them, Baz. What the fuck you want?"
"Still trying street cred, Eliza?" Barry asked amusedly. "It's 'fuck you want?'"
"Whatever," Eliza said tiredly. "Fuck you want?"
"I wanted to know if you still wanted to come over."
"What time is it?"
"Close enough to midday," Barry replied. "We can grab some lunch at The Plaza and come here for a swim."
"Deal. Give me thirty minutes to shower and dress."
"See you then," Barry agreed but didn't disconnect.
"You're not watching me shower and get changed, you doofus," Eliza laughed.
"Aww," Barry mock protested before adding, "Later," and shutting the call down.
Eliza showered and shaved all her relevant bits before pulling on her plant-print, halter-back tie, sleeveless sundress. She eschewed a bra but put on white lacy-thong panties. Her conservative swimsuit went in her bag along with her more daring white bikini. Sunglasses, wedge heels, minimal makeup, sunblock, and a beach towel completed her outfit. She stepped from her house as Barry pulled into her driveway.
She got in beside Barry before leaning over and kissing his lips. "How's they hangin', Baz?"
"Up about a third seeing you," Barry joked. "You'd give blind men hard-ons."
"Aww, you're such a sweet talker, Baz," Eliza teased as Barry negotiated the twisting streets to the main road. "I bet no girl can resist your honeyed tongue."
"Yet every girl somehow manages to resist my tongue," Barry groused. "You're the only one who takes and returns my calls."
"That's because you always try to chat up those fat-assed, saggy-titted supposedly hot chicks from school. Stick with the nerds like me, and you'll prolly do okay."
"If the other nerd girls were hot like you, I would," Barry muttered as he parked near Taste the Aroma in the Wynnum West Mall.
"Don't cha wish your girlfriend was hot like me? Don't cha wish your girlfriend was a freak like me? Don't cha? Don't cha?" Eliza sang tunelessly.
"Don't I wish you were my girlfriend," Barry muttered inaudibly.
Eliza ignored him as she exited the car. She did let him hold her hand as they walked to the café, though. Scanning the menu, Eliza said, "My treat. Order whatever you want."
'Beautiful, intelligent, rich, and self-sufficient,' Barry despaired. 'I've got nothing to offer that she doesn't already have. Yeah, but when she was in trouble, she phoned you,' Barry's memories reminded him. 'That has to count for something.'
"You are getting so fucked this afternoon, Baz," Eliza whispered as she waited in line. "I'll let you cum in my mouth and pussy, so eat lots because you'll need the energy."
'It counts, alright,' Barry's thoughts informed him as his cock lurched.
"I'll have the breakfast bagel with a large flat white coffee," Eliza said, bringing Barry back to the present.
"Umm, the steak sandwich, please," Barry requested. "I'll have a chocolate milkshake to go with."
They sat inside the corner annex, away from the main part of the café and out of the summer heat. Eliza examined the young man across from her. "You been working out, Baz?" She asked.
"Nah," Barry denied. "But I've been helping my uncle to make deliveries in his truck. I guess lifting all those appliances and furniture has beefed me up a little."
"Well, keep it up," Eliza suggested. "Because I approve."
Their food arrived not long after that, and their conversation turned to typical teenage subjects. There were some subtle differences because neither were into sports, and they didn't crush on any film or TV stars like most of their peers. Instead, they discussed several discoveries they'd seen in the various scientific forums they were both on. They both had more than a passing interest in US politics and debated the ramifications of another four years of President Trump. Especially given that he didn't have to worry about re-election this time. Eliza maintained that President Trump's first four years had made little to no difference to Australia's fortunes, and she believed his second wouldn't either.
Barry was more pessimistic and worried the US President would drag the world into a third global war. Eliza challenged Barry's pessimism, asking him to detail why he thought President Trump would do that. Simultaneously, Barry argued that Eliza's optimism was misguided, given Trump's brinkmanship with China and North Korea in his first term.
The debate raged until their meals were consumed with neither side changing their positions. However, both had tremendously enjoyed the discussion. "So fucked this afternoon," Eliza reiterated as they walked arm-in-arm to Barry's car.
"You mean that in the good way, right?" Barry teased as he held Eliza's door open for her. A gentlemanly gesture not unnoticed by the young woman. "Not as in 'I'm going to fuck you up'?"
"I mean, you'll be up me, and we'll be fucking," Eliza bluntly answered when Barry got in.
"Now, that sounds good!" Barry admitted, grinning fit to split his face in half.
Eliza casually ran her fingers over Barry's stiffened cock as he drove. Barry, between gear changes and indicating, reciprocated, gently fingering Eliza's pussy through her dampened panties. Arriving at Barry's place, they ran inside and up to Barry's room. Barely seconds later, Barry was on his back with Eliza knelt between his splayed legs and his cock in her mouth.
"Give me a taste quickly, Baz," Eliza demanded. "It'll take the edge off for you and allow you to enjoy it more afterwards."
Barry groaned and surrendered the losing battle not to cum. His salty seed pumped forcefully into Eliza's greedily sucking mouth. Smiling happily, Eliza slid up Barry's body to share a kiss.
"Eww," Barry objected. "My stuff's in your mouth."
Eliza growled, "And you'd better damned well kiss me if you ever want it in there again, buster! If any woman ever gives you a blowjob, you'd better fucking kiss her to show your appreciation if you ever want another! After I've let you eat me, will you expect me to kiss you?"
"Yes," Barry admitted.
"Sauce for the goose, buddy," Eliza snarled.
"Is sauce for the gander," Barry completed. He dragged Eliza's svelte body higher and kissed her passionately before thinking, 'It wasn't so bad. I can do that without retching.' Kissing her again, Barry peeled the sundress off Eliza's shapely shoulders and exposed her small but enormous looking on her petite body breasts. He kissed Eliza's neck and nuzzled her ears. But then, Eliza's gifted hand wrapped around his throbbing cock, and he lost it again.
"What's with?" Eliza asked, licking Barry's cum off her hand and wrist. "I know you aren't a virgin."
"I was until that night in the backseat," Barry embarrassedly confessed. "I've had blowjobs and even got to eat a pussy once. But that was the first penetrative sex I've had."
"Well, shit," Eliza mused, feeling somewhat proud she'd been Barry's first. "This will be fantastic for you, then. And I'll show you how to please a woman, or at least me, so it'll be good for us both."
Eliza lowered down and took Barry's cock in her mouth again. It roared back to life quickly, and Eliza released it long enough to say, "Gift me again, Baz. That should settle you enough to start pleasing me."
"Oh, fuck, Eliza!" Barry exclaimed as his prostate cramped and his cock spat its essence again.
They kissed before Eliza guided Barry's fingers, showing him how to softly touch and tease her skin. She showed him her various erogenous zones, where to stroke and when to kiss and tongue. She forbade him access to her tits and pussy until he brought her to arousal by her other erogenous spots. Then, as Barry's cock throbbed and bounced, Eliza showed him how to tongue her globes before suckling her turgid nipples.
Next, Eliza guided Barry's hand onto her slit and explained how to stimulate her pussy so her labia petals opened and displayed her arousal. Again, she wouldn't let him touch her clit or penetrate her folds until he'd learned to use his touch to make her pussy drip and her clit flush with blood.
Finally, she showed him how to alternate between frigging her clit and sliding along her slit to dip into her. Lastly, she pushed his middle finger into her dripping cunt and described the rough area behind her pelvic bone that delineated her G-spot. Barry found it and roughly ran his finger's pad across it as Eliza had instructed. Then, with a barely stifled, high-pitched scream, Eliza came.
"Keep me going," Eliza panted, desperate for her orgasm to peak again. "Use your lips and tongue on my clit. Ouch!" She protested. "Gently!"
Barry backed off and, encouraged by Eliza's moans, quickly discovered what she did and didn't enjoy. "Fuck, yes, Barry," Eliza groaned as Barry slid his finger back inside her dripping cunt. 'Oh, fuck, yes!" Eliza exclaimed as he stroked her G-spot again. Barry surrounded her clit with his lips and sucked. "Yes, Barry!" Eliza screamed as her orgasm hit like a runaway freight train.
Eliza shuddered as many aftershocks rocked her world, but she still wanted more. Pushing her young man off her, Eliza swung around and engulfed Barry's red-hot todger again. Cupping his balls as she stroked his shaft, Eliza quickly elicited another gift from Barry's aching with need balls. She released his glans but continued working the shaft, restoring Barry's erection in mere moments.
"Fuck me, Baz," Eliza demanded. Barry didn't reply but moved up between her legs. Eliza grabbed his throbbing shaft and introduced its head to her drooling entrance. "Push," she instructed.
"Gawd!" Barry moaned as his cock entered a vagina for only the second time. He closed his eyes and tried to remember the three calculus questions he'd struggled with during finals. Of course, not having received the paper back, he couldn't be sure those were the three that had prevented him from being Dux, but he thought they were. The distraction enabled Barry to maintain control as he attempted to pound Eliza's ass through his mattress.
"Harder!" Eliza pleaded, driving her hips up to meet Barry's downward thrust. "Harder! Harder! Harder!" Then it hit. "Fuck, yes, Barry!" Eliza squealed. "Cum in my cunt! Breed me!"
The heat and wetness in Eliza's gripping cunny grew exponentially as she came. It was too much for the young man, and he roared as his balls snapped against his shaft and his prostate cramped, sending their combined fluids rocketing from his pulsing cock into Eliza's clasping cunt.
"Yesssssssssssss!!!!!!!!!!!" Barry hissed as his dick spasmed again, pumping more cum into the teenager beneath him.
They both collapsed and rested comfortably, still joined at their groins. They dozed until Barry's wilted cock slid from Eliza's abused pussy. The sudden gush of cum down her ass crack woke Eliza, and she groaned. She asked, nudging her lover. "What time is it?"
"Four O'clock," Barry said, squinting at his phone.
"Fuck!" Eliza exclaimed. "When does your mum usually get home?"
"About now," Barry admitted urgently. "Fuck! We'd better get cleaned up."
"No time!" Eliza stated. "Quick, make the bed, and we'll get in the pool."
The pair settled for pulling the sheets up and straightening the quilt. Then Eliza put on her conservative swimsuit as Barry pulled on his board shorts. They fled for the pool, getting there just as his mother pulled up in her car.
"Hello," Carol called cheerily as she came through the garage door. "Do you mind if I join you?"
"Of course not, Mrs G," Eliza said brightly. "I'll skinny dip with you if you'd like to?"
Carol laughed heartily before saying, "I think Barry would want bleach for his eyes if I did that!"
"Aww," Eliza teased. "He'll be too busy leering at me even to notice."
"I'm sure you've seen each other naked at least a few times," Carol said. "I wasn't always forty and 90 kg, and I remember being young and horny."
"Eww, Mum," Barry protested. "TMI! TMI!"
"I need to get ready to babysit, Baz," Eliza said. "Can you drop me home?"
"Sure," Barry agreed, getting out of the pool.
The final days until Christmas passed without fanfare. The only incident of note was Sergeant Peachey dropping by. After sitting at the dining room table with Stanley, Alice, and Eliza, the big copper sighed and sadly said, "Jake and Penny are fighting the charges. That means you'll be put on the stand by their lawyer, and they'll try to make you out to be a willing participant who panicked and ran away. They'll paint you as a slut who takes babysitting jobs to have sex with the parents."



"You're fucking kidding me!" Stanley said angrily as Alice fretted fearfully.
The policeman shook his head and replied, "It's standard practice for the defence to question the victim's or witness' integrity because it's often a winning tactic."
"But I'm not a victim," Eliza protested. "I'm the one who reported their activities and got them arrested."
"I know," Sergeant Peachy sighed. He hated this part of his job. Cops were supposed to protect the good guys from the bad, but it seemed he spent most of his time doing the opposite. "You'll need to get a lawyer."
"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Stanley swore. "You're fucking kidding me, right? My daughter's a heroine, and it sounds like you're putting her on trial!"
"I'd suggest Eliza drops her complaint, but it's gone too far for that now. The Public Prosecutor will push forward with the case even if Eliza drops her complaint because of the death and possible multiple deaths in Newcastle. There are still three young women missing down there."
"Shit!" Stanley cussed, feeling helpless and impotent to help his daughter as a father should. "Can she refuse to testify?"
"Yes," Sergeant Peachey answered. "But then the evidence she gathered from the drink bottle becomes inadmissible, and Jake and Penny get off. Leaving them free to pursue a vendetta against Eliza."
"What?" Alice screeched.
"They've made veiled threats about getting even with Eliza when they get out," the copper explained. "Nothing we can nail them for, but clear enough to know their intentions."
"Let them try," Stanley growled menacingly. "I'll split their fucking heads open."
"I didn't hear that, of course," Sergeant Peachey said. "If I had, I'd have to take you in for threatening someone's life." He grinned wearily before adding, "I do know the feeling, though."
"Paul Katsoolie is rated as Brisbane's best criminal lawyer," Alice said suddenly. "His son's in my home class. I can call him."
"You'll testify then?" The burly copper asked, getting to his feet.
"Yes," Eliza said firmly. "I want to be a lawyer, and I will not back down the first time I'm challenged."
The sergeant left, and Eliza's family discussed how to combat the threats that seemed to have blossomed around their sister/daughter. Eliza's brothers were both close to 180 cm tall and would soon break the six-foot barrier. They weren't all that sporty, although they both played Rugby League. They promised to keep an eye out for anything untoward and walk their sister to and from her babysitting jobs if their parents couldn't take her.
"Jake and Penny are locked away," Eliza protested. "I'm in no danger."
"It'd be just like some idiotic public prosecutor to let them out so they can be a family for Christmas," Alice muttered, having seen similar ridiculous decisions made with her students.
Christmas and New Year passed without incident, and it was finally time for Eliza to sit for the Waters family next door. With how things had occurred the previous time, Eliza dressed much more provocatively. She chose a skin-tight black leather miniskirt held together with a thin, less than two-centimetre strap.
It left virtually all of Eliza's left leg exposed and revealed she was pantyless. But the skirt's cut meant the material fell between her slender thighs and covered her intimate parts. Above that, Eliza wore a red-coloured, backless, opaque silk halterneck top. It clung to and barely disguised her rock-hard pencil eraser-sized nipples and left no doubt she was braless. Toeless, high-heeled ankle boots completed her ensemble.
Eliza had pinned her light brown hair so that it hung over her left shoulder and emphasised that breast. Her nearly flawless face didn't require much makeup, so Eliza only outlined her eyes and added mascara and lippy.
After examining herself in the mirror, Eliza added a light cotton jacket to cover her protruding nipples for the short walk to her neighbour's door. It would stop her family from making jokes at her expense and show the required respect for her employers.
She waited for her phone to show 7:00 p.m. precisely before knocking. Alannah opened the door this time and gaped at the youngster before wolf-whistling. "Caterpillar to Butterfly," Alannah grinned happily. "Rob, come and see Eliza."
Rob walked from the kitchen. He, too, stopped and gaped before teasingly saying, "Do we actually need to go out for dinner, Alannah?"
"Our hosts might protest if we cancel this late," Alannah giggled. "It's tempting, though."
Eliza preened proudly at their praise and followed the couple to the kitchen when they let her inside. She sat at the breakfast bar and accepted a glass of white wine from Rob.
"RJ's already in bed," Rob explained. "I doubt he'll wake up, but you know what to do if he does." He studied the young woman before him for any discomfort. Eliza smiled back expectantly, and Rob felt his thick cock expand in his briefs. "Did you arrange to stay the night as I asked?" He queried.
"Yes, Sir," Eliza confirmed. "I told my parents you weren't coming home until the early hours, and it'd be easier just to sleep here."
"Good girl," Rob stated firmly. "You won't get much sleep, though."
Eliza felt a sexual thrill shoot through her as her pussy clenched and arousal flowed. "No, Sir. I hope I won't."
"Have you decided what it means to submit to a dominant couple," Rob asked.
"I've done some research," Eliza responded, understating the hours she'd spent researching Bdsm. Most of it was scary stuff and wholly pornographic, but she eventually learned that part was only a small subset on the Bdsm spectrum. Eliza hoped Rob and Alannah were more in tune with the groups she'd discovered on Fetlife.
"Are you willing to submit your sexual desires to our needs?" Rob queried.
"I won't know until I try," Eliza admitted. "It sounds sexy and scary simultaneously."
"Did you discover safe words and their uses?"
"Yes," Eliza confirmed. "Some seemed pretty confusing, though. I'd worry and forget what I'm supposed to say if I need you to back off or stop."
"Alannah and I like to keep it simple," Rob explained. "You say 'orange' if you need us to ramp down the intensity and 'red' if it's become too much."
"What happens if I yell, red'?" Eliza asked.
"We let you up and send you home," Alannah explained.
"And that's it? I never get to play again?"
"We hope when you settle down, you'll come to us and explain what happened," Rob said. "But we won't pursue you to ensure you don't feel threatened by or scared of us."
"And if, after considering things, I want to play again?"
"We'll need an extended conversation about boundaries before we'll agree to let you serve again."
"Shouldn't we have that conversation now?" Eliza enquired.
"You'll enjoy some amount of fear," Alannah predicted. "I think your sweet little cunny is already dripping, thinking about it."
Eliza had to admit that Alannah was correct. She definitely didn't have any rape fantasies, but the thought of being made to serve had her soaking her panties when she let that fantasy flower. It couldn't be creepy and uncontrolled like Jake and Penny had planned, and it certainly didn't involve being drugged, beaten and killed. But being made helpless and forced to suck Rob's cock or eat Alannah's pussy held a profound attraction.
Rob and Alannah smiled enigmatically before exiting their home and going to their dinner. Eliza watched them leave with a combination of fear and anticipation. But six hours later found her dozing on the couch, still waiting for them to return. RJ had awoken once, needing to pee. Eliza helped him to use the potty, even though RJ insisted he could use the commode. But Eliza's experience told her she'd need to clean up if she allowed him to use it.
Eliza had fallen asleep, dreaming of being used by her employers, and didn't wake up until she felt her clothes being stripped from her slender body. Before she could protest, Rob's thickly girthed cock parted her lips and slid down her throat. Eliza had read and watched plenty of porn, so she learned how much guys loved their women being able to deep-throat their cocks. Tiny dicked men bolstered their egos by trying to choke their lovers, but men with enormous wangs preferred it when the woman could accept their entire shaft.
Eliza enjoyed pleasing, so she'd retch when her small-dicked man touched her gag reflex and swallow gleefully as her large-dicked lover slid into her throat. Both scenarios rewarded her with a tummy full of cum, which was a win-win for her.
Eliza shifted position, wanting to take Rob deeper into her mouth. Only then did she realise Alannah had handcuffed her to shackles above her head. She tested her restraints, oblivious to the fact Alannah had cuffed her ankles, too.
"Ouch!" Eliza hissed when Alannah lashed her swelling breasts. 'WTF?' She thought as the crop smacked against her swollen clitoris. 'Why does that feel good?' Eliza wondered, gamely deep-throating Rob.
Alannah's finger dipped into Eliza's cunt before pressing against Eliza's ring, and Eliza bore down, trying to accept it. "Good girl," Alannah muttered, increasing her push's force until her teenage lover's ring opened, and her finger slid inside.
Alannah wrapped her lips around Eliza's clitoris as she forced a second finger into Eliza's ass. Sucking hard, Alannah slipped her thumb into Eliza's cunt and squeezed the tender flesh between the two orifices tightly. Pulling down, the older woman lightly bit the teenager's clit and slashed her tongue across it.
"Fuck!" Eliza grunted as she orgasmed against Alannah's exploring fingers and suckling mouth.
Alannah moved so she could kneel over Eliza's reposed body and lower her pussy onto the young woman's mouth. Rob moved between Eliza's lasciviously parted thighs and introduced his cock's head to his young lover's entrance. "Beg me to fuck you," Rob demanded.
"Please, Sir," Eliza pleaded. "Fuck this worthless cunt's cum hole."
"Never think that you're worthless," Rob admonished. "Serving is not worthlessness. It's acknowledging that serving at home allows you to be powerful at work."
"Please fuck your girl, Sir," Eliza begged.
"Much better," Rob acknowledged as he forced his entire cock into Eliza in one soul-taking plunge.
"Oh, Gawd," Eliza moaned when Rob's lengthy cock rapped against her cervix. "Do that again."
"Greedy slut," Alannah giggled. "Instead of making demands, shut up and eat my cunt." She sat forcefully on Eliza's mouth.
Happy to oblige, Eliza stabbed her inexperienced tongue into the older woman's dripping snatch. Alannah's was the first pussy Eliza had serviced. But she had one herself and knew what she liked. It was simple to use that knowledge to please her older lover.
"Gawd!" Alannah groaned, climbing quickly towards her peak. "Are you sure mine is the first cunt you've licked?"
Eliza nodded into Alannah's squelching vulva but didn't reply. Most of her attention was taken by how Rob's enormous cock felt when he thrust it into her, and it rapped against her cervix.
Alannah achieved a minor climax on Eliza's face before saying, "Let's tie her to the barrel. Then I can use the cat on her back, thighs and ass as you test her ability to deep throat.
"No," Eliza protested mildly. However, she knew she'd been betrayed by her pulsing clitoris and pussy. Her rational mind denied her desires, but her instinctual one knew better--she wanted this even though it scared her.
"Was that 'no' or 'red', little one?" Rob queried.
"Neither," Eliza weakly replied. "Please. I need this."
"We know, baby girl," Alannah purred. "You will be our good girl from now on."
"Yes, Mistress, I will be," Eliza promised.
Alannah released her cuffs, and then Rob picked her up and positioned her over the leather-covered half barrel in the room's centre. Rob shackled her wrists to the barrel as Alannah tied her ankles to the same stays. This left Eliza severely bent around the barrel's curve and displayed her slender, shapely legs, heart-shaped ass, and dripping cunt lasciviously. Eliza's perky tits were exposed beneath the barrel's bottom. Rob knelt, pinched, and tweaked Eliza's pointy nipples until they ached and throbbed, rock-bard against his skilled fingers. Two nipple clamps swiftly followed.
"Oh, fark!" Eliza mumbled as the sudden pain shot through her svelte body and settled as white hot heat on her clitoris. The heat had barely calmed when Alannah brought her multi-tailed flogger stingingly down on Eliza's ass. "Fuck!" Eliza gasped, but her tight little cunny flowered open, and arousal dripped from her snatch.
"She likes it!" Alannah crowed, whacking Eliza again and causing her to moan. "I told you she would!"
"Yeah, yeah, Alannah," Rob chuckled. "You were right, and I was wrong... again." He knelt, grabbed Eliza by the hair on the back of her head, and pulled back. Positioning his cock on the young woman's lips, Rob let go and forced his cock into Eliza's mouth.
Eliza choked and coughed before swallowing convulsively and relaxing her throat. Rob's enormous tool glided over her gag reflex before lodging in the back of her throat. Eliza gagged again, unable to breathe. Strangely, the thought of choking to death on Rob's gigantic knob as Alannah whipped her ass only excited her more, and she tried to moan around Rob's cock.
"Fuck me!" Alannah exclaimed in surprise. "The little slut's going to cum from being whipped and choked!"
Eliza would have giggled if Rob's massive member hadn't stretched her lips so wide she couldn't. Alannah was right. One more whip crack across her ass, and she'd blow. The crack came, and Eliza erupted, lady cum gushing from her spasming pussy. Unable to breathe and floating from her orgasmic explosion, Eliza passed out.
She woke up on top of Rob's naked body. He'd positioned her with her wet cunt poised to take his thick cock, and her head tipped to the side, resting on his powerful chest. "You back with us, little one?" He asked.
Eliza lifted her head and smiled, "Yes, Sir."
"Do you need to use your safe words?"
"Not even close to needing them," Eliza stated confidently.
"Would you like my cock in your slut cunt now?"
"Gawd, yes, Master," Eliza pleaded.
"I'm not your Master yet," Rob pointed out. "I'm yet to decide if you're worthy of entering my service.
Immediately determined to do whatever was required to be worthy, Eliza said, "Sorry, Sir. What am I to call you?"
"Sir, when we're playing. Rob, every other time."
"Sir, may I have your magnificent cock in my slutty girl cunt?" Eliza asked formally, only for Alannah to burst out laughing.
"Way too much bullshit Bdsm porn," Alannah laughed. "If you weren't trying to impress someone you considered to be a Bdsm Master and were in the position you are, what would you do?"
"This," Eliza said as she pushed with her hands and accepted Rob's throbbing tool into her sweet little cunt. Eliza shoved with her hands and pulled her knees up, rising until she straddled Rob's hips. Only then did she realise the nipple clamps had been removed. Next, alternating between lifting and lowering and bearing down until Rob's cock tip pressed against her cervix and rotating her hips, Eliza rode Rob thinking of nothing more than her pleasure.
"Much better," Alannah chuckled before placing her hand between Eliza's shoulder blades and pushing her forward. Alannah slid a lubed forefinger into Eliza's ass and rotated it, working her young lover's ass open again.
"Unngghh," Eliza moaned as a second finger joined the third.
"Take it, slut," Alannah demanded, bringing a riding crop viciously down onto Eliza's taut ass. Alannah shoved a third finger into the younger woman. Eliza yelped when the crop struck but then pushed back gamely at the invading fingers. Her knot spasmed twice and opened, accepting all three fingers willingly. "Good girl," Alannah cooed, alternating slashing strikes across Eliza's butt cheeks. "You're just about ready for me."
"Ready for what?" Eliza wondered aloud. She'd refused to do anal every time one of her daddy lovers had asked. Until she felt Alannah's fingers in her ass, Eliza had always assumed receiving anal would amount to nothing but pain for her. Therefore, that Alannah finger-fucking her ass felt good was unexpected.
"This," Alannah snarled, removing her fingers and introducing 'Brutus', a bulbous-headed, 7+ inch, strap-on dildo.
Trying not to panic, Eliza commanded her body to relax and accept the invading protuberance into her virgin ass. "Ouch!" Eliza spat as her knot parted, allowing Brutus inside. "Oh, Jaysus!" Eliza moaned as Brutus slid along Rob's enormous pole, separated by only the thinnest of membranes. The pain/pleasure combination felt exquisitely delightful, with the ache of her ass sphincter stretching, clashing with Rob's cock being firmly forced against her G-spot as he moved. "Oh, dear Gawd, I'm cumming!" Eliza squealed as her spasming cunt washed Rob's balls with lady cum.
Eliza came again before the married couple withdrew their cocks and flipped her over. Alannah quickly cleaned and sterilised her cock before ramming it into Eliza's drooling pussy. Eliza moaned hungrily as Rob's head loomed over Alannah's shoulder. Experienced at this, Rob positioned his cock at his wife's entrance and timed his forward push to match her withdrawal from Eliza's grasping cunt. His enormous tool slid into Alannah's hot depths.
Alannah immediately relaxed when she felt her husband's cock slide home. She fell forward and pressed her C-cups into her young lover's equally delicious Bs. Rob braced himself with his hands on Alannah's shoulders and withdrew all but his cock's tip from his wife's slippery quim. Then, ripping her back viciously, he powered his cock up her tight channel, ramming it against her cervix and slamming Alannah's cock into Eliza. It, too, hit a cervix: Eliza's.
The women's grunts synchronised as Rob pounded them. Each delightful, soul-crushing plunge scattered their wits further and ramped up their excitement. Eventually, Alannah couldn't deny her desire any longer, and she stabbed her tongue into Eliza's mouth. "Cum on my dick, you cock sucker!" She yelled between stabs.
Eliza, who had been holding desperately on, waiting for permission to cum, almost literally exploded. She unawarely bit Alannah's invading tongue as her muscles locked into a rictus, and sensations previously only imagined coursed through her nubile body. Releasing Alannah's tongue to scream, Eliza's neck muscles corded as another stupendous orgasm roared through her, leaving her barely able to breathe, much less bellow.
The sudden pain of Eliza's teeth biting her tongue drove Alannah off her crest. She could scream her pleasure, though, and scream it, she did. Loud enough to wake Eliza's parents.
"I remember you screaming like that," Stanley muttered. "Back before we had kids and decided we were old."
"Wanna see if you can make this old girl scream like that again?" Alice asked invitingly.
"Prepare to scream, woman," Stanley averred, taking his wife in his arms.
Meanwhile, Rob had controlled himself manfully until his wife howled. Surprised by her atypical voicefulness, Rob lost control and emptied his aching sack into his wife's soaking pussy. 'Shit!' He thought. 'Unexpected, but what a willing slut Eliza is.'
Alannah and Eliza lay quiescently, revelling in their twin orgasms, but Rob wanted so much more than this tonight. Picking his wife up as if she were lighter than a feather, Rob spun her and lowered her cunt onto Eliza's lips. "Clean my girl up," Rob demanded roughly.
Eliza's eyes blew open when a thick glob of cum dripped from Alannah's cooze onto her lips. She stared consideringly as more pooled, ready to drop. Eliza's sole experience in eating a pussy was Alannah's earlier this night. But she'd enjoyed that and had always loved the taste of semen, so licking it from Alannah's gash seemed no big deal. She tilted her head forward and surrounded Alannah's vulva with her lips. Then, alternating between sucking hard and fishing Rob's cum out with her tongue, Eliza industriously prepared her new lover for more.



Alannah climaxed, squealing softly, and she moved off her reposed friend, allowing Rob to take her place. Eliza grinned at the sexy daddy above her and eagerly wrapped her dainty hands around Rob's shaft. Her lips quickly followed, and Eliza sucked breaths through her nose, allowing Rob to slide his entire cock into her throat. Once again, when the last inch slid in, it blocked Eliza's throat and cut off her air. This time, however, Rob didn't hold her throat closed. Instead, he fucked her mouth and throat like they were a cunt, which allowed Eliza to grab breaths between strokes.
Eliza concentrated on getting Rob off, but Alannah's soft lips on her glistening pussy broke that thought. 'Wow!' Eliza thought as Alannah expertly drove her to her peak. 'So different to a man doing it. Softer, more knowledgeable and daring with what she's doing. Why the fuck did I wait so long to try this?'
Alannah's talented fingers entered her ass and pussy simultaneously, and Eliza revelled in her skilled manipulations. With her mouth full, Eliza couldn't beg to be allowed to cum, but her dominant lovers didn't seem to need her to plead for permission to orgasm anyway. So, instead, she concentrated on pleasing Rob and gave herself over to Alannah's deft ministrations.
Alannah's fingernails scraped deliciously over Eliza's G-spot as her thumb probed deeply into the young woman's ass. Surprised again by how much she enjoyed the twin sensations, Eliza started cresting. She sucked as much breath as possible around Rob's widely girthed cock, ready to scream her approval to the world, when she felt Rob's cock head swell as his entire shaft jerked. Eliza's attention immediately shifted to welcoming Rob's gift inside her.
Her orgasm forgotten, Eliza pushed on Rob's abdomen until he moved back. Then, Eliza wrapped both her dainty hands around his enormous shaft and jacked him as she sucked hard and lashed his glans with her tongue. Although having him spit his seed directly into her stomach was pleasant, being able to taste and savour it before swallowing was so much more divine.
Rob emptied his big balls into Eliza's mouth with a series of guttural grunts, delighting in every spasm and loving it when he felt Eliza smiling as she swallowed. Pulling out of her mouth, Rob kissed the young woman fervently before saying, "There's my good girl. I'm inclined to accept your service now, but Alannah still needs convincing."
"What must I do?" Eliza eagerly asked.
"Cum for Alannah first," Rob commanded.
"Oh, shit!" Eliza exclaimed, suddenly wholly aware of her throbbing clit, soaking cunt and spasming ass. Her denied orgasm explosively burst her from her control, and she screamed and came so loudly that her parents would have heard her if not for Alice's matching squeals and her plump thighs being squeezed so tightly over Stanley's ears.
Alannah smiled happily before lying on her stomach beside Eliza, her lips almost touching Rob's amazingly still rigid cock. Eliza looked at the gorgeously reclined, yummy mummy, realising she desired her at least as much as she did Rob. "What may I do for you?" Eliza asked breathlessly, wanting to please her prospective Mistress immensely.
"Use your tongue to give her an anal orgasm," Rob stated calmly, knowing this might be a hard no for his young lover.
"I've never done that before," Eliza stated. She wasn't unwilling but was nervous she'd do it wrong and upset the dominant couple.
"Listen for Alannah's cues, little one," Rob explained. "Just the same as you do when giving blowjobs. They tell you what feels good and doesn't, right?"
"Oh," Eliza said wonderingly. 'Is that what I do? I thought guys loved even bad blowjobs.' However, she realised she hadn't given a bad blowjob in her life. Not even the first time when she'd blown Mr Stevens, her English teacher, and entered the world of 'princesses who love daddies,' she'd explored on her phone and tablet.
Eliza moved to straddle Alannah's calves. Her dripping pussy touched them, and they both moaned at the sensation. Eliza looked at Alannah's taut buttocks admiringly, thinking their rounded shape was much sexier than her heart-shaped one. Then she giggled inwardly, remembering what we call 'heart-shaped' is actually the outlined curve of a slender woman's cleft and ass cheeks down to her slit. So 'heart-shaped' in effect meant ass-shaped.
Eliza bent forward, lowering her mouth towards the older woman's ass. At the last moment, Eliza chickened and kissed Alannah's lower back instead. However, Alannah's appreciative hum informed Eliza that it was also an erogenous zone for the beautiful woman. Feeling more confident, Eliza placed her hands on Alannah's ass cheeks and gently kneaded them as she kissed along Alannah's spine, occasionally licking where she kissed.
Alannah's arousal grew as she revelled in the soft touch of her young lover, and her musky odour permeated the room. Eliza recognised the smell, which emboldened her. Instead of kissing up Alannah's spine, Eliza licked in long, languorous strokes towards Alannah's tailbone.
She'd heard that the tip of someone's tailbone was super-sensitive but hadn't yet experienced that. With Alannah responding enthusiastically to being tongued there, Eliza learned it was true! However, an even more sensitive spot was just above the tail's tip. Research later explained there was a nexus point there through which many nerves passed. All Eliza knew at that moment was Alannah reacted animatedly by moaning and writhing when Eliza licked that point.
Thrilled with Alannah's ardent response to her kisses and touch, Eliza bravely decided it was time to taste her older lover's cleft and hole. Using her hands to part Alannah's rounded ass cheeks, Eliza licked slowly towards the dominant woman's rear core. Eliza gratefully realised that Alannah had carefully cleaned the area for just this situation. Alannah's dark ring smelled clean, with only the muskiness from her flowing pussy juices evident.
Eliza followed the spread liquid down onto Alannah's cleft and then the soft, brown ring, knowing how delectable Alannah's girl cum tasted. "Oh, Gawd!" Alannah moaned as she relished Eliza's devout attention to her reposed body and tight ass. Knowing the young woman was an anal sex and lesbian virgin added to the sheer sexual piquancy of the act, and Alannah knew it would require very little more before her orgasm exploded her mind.
Rob's massive glans nudged her lips, and Alannah unawarely opened her mouth and let her husband's cock inside. Mostly ignoring the cock in it, Alannah kept her jaw loose and her lips firm, allowing Rob to use her mouth unhindered.
"Oh, Gawd," Alannah mumbled around Rob's stupendous cock. Eliza's tongue had finally centred on her rosebud and probed inside. Rob let his wife mumble around his throbbing cock, enjoying watching Eliza learn how to please Alannah anally. He knew Alannah's teeth would sink firmly into his shaft when she climaxed. A slight pain that caused him enormous pleasure and inevitably made him cum.
Eliza knew her Mistress/lover was close but hadn't reached her crescendo. It seemed that eating the older woman's ass brought her close but didn't tip her over the edge. Eliza considered how to blast Alannah into space. Then she grinned. 'Of course,' she thought. 'If having my G-spot stroked simultaneously with my clit blows me into orbit, doing the same when I'm tonguing Alannah's ass should have the same effect.
It took several attempts before Eliza found the right angle to insert her fingers. However, Eliza eventually had two fingers inside Alannah's gripping cunt, stroking her Mistress' G-spot and her thumb on her lover's clit, deftly manipulating it. Then, using her left hand, Eliza parted Alannah's ass cheeks and stabbed her tongue as deeply into Alannah's fluttering anus as possible.
Alannah climaxed, screaming even louder than Eliza had earlier. Alice and Stanley, who were fucking missionary style, stopped and looked at each other before giggling humorously. "With that much noise, I doubt Eliza's getting any sleep at all," Stanley chuckled, unaware of just how true his statement was.
Rob eased his spent cock from his wife's mouth. As he'd expected, Alannah's teeth had locked onto his shaft. Fortunately, Alannah never bit all that hard, and Rob's enormous girth meant the bite was only painful enough to be in that small pain/massive pleasure zone, similar to biting a clit forcefully when the woman was cumming.
Alannah rolled onto her back languidly before encouraging her young lover to lie on her between her shapely thighs. "Very good, honey," Alannah said warmly, touching Eliza's face lovingly.
"Does that mean you'll be my Mistress?" Eliza asked eagerly.
"Oh, heavens, no," Alannah denied. Then, at Eliza's crumbling face, Alannah chuckled and reassured her, "I'm not a Mistress, little one. I'm Rob's willing submissive--his alpha sub. I serve him, as do his other women. They all serve under me."
"But you let me call you Mistress," Eliza protested.
"When we're playing, that is appropriate," Alannah explained. "But I'm neither a Mistress nor co-dominant with Rob. It's kind of like communism; with my fellow submissives, I'm first among equals. But we all serve Rob."
"How many are there?" Eliza enviously asked, believing she'd never be one of them.
"If I accept you, then only you and me at this time, little one. We've had several in the past, and there might be more later, but not right now."
"Oh," Eliza considered. "May I serve Rob under you?"
"Soon," Alannah soothed.
"Why not now?" Eliza queried.
Alannah giggled, looking at Rob. "She's feisty, alright. You've chosen well, Master." She turned back to Eliza. "Feel your sweet little cunt, baby girl," Alannah instructed Eliza enigmatically. Eliza complied. "What do you feel?"
"I'm hot and wet," Eliza admitted. "My clit's on fire, and my pussy's dripping arousal."
"Is it filled with Rob's cum?"
"No," Eliza denied. "He hasn't cum in there yet."
"Nor has he cum in your slutty ass," Alannah pointed out. "How can you serve when you haven't even used your holes to get him off yet?"
"Oh," Eliza mumbled, wondering why Rob hadn't done that yet. 'But he already said he'd accept my service as long as Alannah agreed.' Deciding boldness was required, Eliza knelt, straddling Rob's shins, and took his wilted cock into her mouth. It immediately swelled, filling Eliza's oral cavity entirely. Then, letting it out with a loud slurp, Eliza moved up, took hold of Rob's giant todger, positioned at her dripping entrance and lowered herself onto it until it struck her cervix.
She giggled when she realised close to an inch remained outside her. She knew, despite the porn she'd watched and read, Rob's cock wasn't going any deeper because her cervix was a one-way tube from her uterus to her vagina.
Placing her hands in the middle of Rob's chest, Eliza copied her earlier actions and alternated up-and-down movements with back-and-forth ones. "Cum in me, Sir," Eliza demanded. "I guarantee that I'll cum when your semen hits my cervix."
"Feisty," Alannah giggled from the bed beside them. "Better do what the young woman asks before she rips your cock off with her cunt."
"She certainly feels tight enough to do that," Rob gasped, his balls tightening against his shaft, ready to fill the willing cunt above him.
"Do it!" Alannah insisted. "Make her ours!"
"Your wish is my command," Rob groaned, forcefully ejaculating into Eliza's tightly gripping cunt. As she'd promised, Eliza squealed as Rob's raw, salty seed sprayed against her cervix and climaxed, bathing her Master's balls with her frothy juices.
Alannah immediately dragged Eliza off Rob's cock and flipped her over. Pouncing on the young woman, Alannah ate her husband's spend from her young lover's pussy, bringing her close to another crescendo. But before Eliza could crest, Alannah flipped her over again and shoved two fingers into her still-dripping cunt before ramming them into her ass, reopening that dark passage. Next, Alannah took Rob into her mouth and restored his erection with her tongue.
When he was wholly erect, Alannah wrapped her petite hand around his shaft and pulled on it until it lined up with Eliza's ass. Then, she removed her fingers and guided Rob's cock into Eliza's fluttering sphincter."
"Fuck!" Eliza spat as Rob's cock painfully parted her knot. But before the pain became too much, Alannah's hand slid under her hip and onto her sweet little fuck button, manipulating it deftly and bringing Eliza towards her crest again. Eliza's ass relaxed, allowing Rob's gigantic cock to slide smoothly in and out.
"Oh!" Eliza exclaimed, realising the slight pain and discomfort was swiftly turning to orgasmic pleasure. "Oh! Oh!" She repeated as her ass tentatively pushed back at Rob's possessing cock. Then, Alannah's fingers slipped inside Eliza's quivering vulva and curled onto her G-spot, and Eliza's pussy exploded, showering Alannah's fingers and wrist with lady ejaculate.
'I squirted,' Eliza thought numbly as her mind struggled to return from her orgasmic high. 'I thought it was bullshit, but that wasn't my typical milky pussy juice flowing from my arousal. That was me ejaculating clear fluids explosively.'
"She's a squirter!" Alannah crowed excitedly, confirming Eliza's surmise. "I hope I can make her squirt into my mouth!"
"Next time," Rob said firmly. "It's enough for one night. Now help me carry her to our bed so we can sleep."
"Does that mean I can serve you?" Eliza mumbled through exhausted lips.
Rob and Alannah exchanged looks before Alannah nodded. "Yes, it does, little one," Rob confirmed. "We'll talk about what that means in the morning."
Happy because she knew her story had only begun, Eliza fell asleep. There was one wrinkle: She didn't want to give up seducing daddies.

The End,
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Chapter 1: The Wedding.
Gloria looked radiant in her virginal white wedding dress. It was her mother's, altered only slightly to accommodate Gloria's slightly more voluptuous ass. She waited in the church's annex, holding her father's arm.
She smiled because she could still taste Ben's cum on her tongue. Her white control briefs held a period pad because Neil's cum still drooled from her well-used pussy. She wanted to marry Barry with her tummy and cunt full of cum, so instead of driving around the block to be 'fashionably late', Gloria had arrived well before the ceremony was due to start. Then, hiding in the bride's waiting room, she hissed at Neil and Ben when they arrived and encouraged them to join her.
Ben had laughed delightedly and quickly ducked through the door. Neil had been more reluctant, but then he was the best man, so Gloria had expected that. With eyes twinkling, Gloria had pointed at Neil's groin and then her mouth before miming jacking a cock off into it. "Farrrk!" Neil groaned, recalling how good Gloria's blowjobs were. Neil looked around and saw that Barry was distracted, talking to his father, so Neil followed Gloria into the room. Seconds later, he was on his knees, with Gloria's knickers around her knees and her wedding dress over her back, fucking his best friend's soon-to-be wife. Simultaneously, Gloria was sucking Ben off.
They didn't have much time before Mark, Gloria's dad, would come to fetch his daughter and guide her to the annex, ready to take the bridal walk down the red carpet to the altar. But Gloria could cum whenever she decided she wanted to. And the boys? Well, boys were boys. They didn't take long to fill her mouth and cunt with their twin gifts. Gloria squealed around Ben's magnificent 7+ inch cock as she climaxed. Her orgasm allowed the men to fill her mouth and pussy, which they did gleefully. Gloria had just enough time to make herself decent and fix her hair and face before Mark opened the door and stepped inside.
Mark maintained his happy demeanour despite knowing his daughter had fucked the two men with her. He wasn't bothered because his wife, Gloria's mother, Beverley, had done something similar on their wedding day. Mark escorted his daughter into the annex before holding his elbow out. Gloria happily smiled at her handsome father and linked her arm with his before whispering, "Are you wearing your sexy French knickers, Daddy?"
"Yes," Mark replied without a skerrick of embarrassment. "I'm also wearing that pretty silk slip you and your mother bought for my birthday."
"Good," Gloria averred. "You know how hot that makes Mum."
"Indeed, I do," Mark replied, straightening as the bridal march started to play. "That's why I'm wearing it, though weddings make your mother hot, too." He guided his daughter down toward the altar, taking the traditional step, feet together, step gait.
"Perhaps Mum might entertain some men tonight for your viewing pleasure," Gloria whispered, trying not to smile too widely. Her fiancé stood beside Neil in his three-piece suit, looking more handsome than she could believe. Her man. Her lover, a cock sucking, cross-dressing, voyeuristic cuckold, just like her daddy.
"One can hope, pumpkin," Mark replied just as quietly. They reached the Pastor, and Mark handed his daughter off to her new husband. He suppressed a happy tear, fearing it wasn't manly to cry at his daughter's wedding and not wanting to embarrass her or her mother.
Barry watched Gloria's approach proudly. She was beautiful and looked simply stunning in her corset-waisted wedding dress. The corset's cups mounded his bride's enormous breasts so severely it seemed she would burst from it at any moment. Gloria was way more woman than he could handle. Barry knew that and had smiled indulgently when he saw first Ben and then Neil duck into the waiting room. He knew Gloria would take at least those two again during the reception and probably others as well. He welcomed her to his side with a proud smile and turned to face the Pastor.
The wedding vows were exchanged in the traditional way without fanfare. Neil made the obligatory 'Oh my God, I've lost the wedding ring' charade, the Pastor made the standard closing speech, they kissed, and Barry and Gloria were married.
The attendees stood to congratulate the couple, and Barry couldn't help but shake his head at the sudden trajectory his life had taken. His guests at his wedding included KC (King's Counsel) Samuel Brooks, AFL star John Murray, and his radio host/television presenter wife, Courtney, plus several other sports and business luminaries. Barry had rocketed through the ranks at his job and now managed teams of almost a hundred pickers and packers across several warehouses in Brisbane's south and east. Also, he had a share and stock portfolio already worth more than one hundred thousand dollars.
Plus, instead of the pudgy thirty-five-year-old body he had when he met Gloria, Barry was now leanly muscular and incredibly fit. He worked out with Ben regularly and with John Murray whenever the Murrays were in town.
The wedding party moved to the church's steps, and Gloria turned her back to throw her bouquet. Emily and Sarah vied the hardest to catch it, hoping their men would ask them to marry them after they'd caught the bouquet. However, Ben was still blissfully unaware of Emily's plans. Sarah won the 'battle', causing Leroy to theatrically moan, "I guess I'm fucked now!"
He planned on waiting until the excitement from this wedding died down before proposing to Sarah. Sarah spent more time at his place than at her home with Ben, anyway. Leroy wanted to marry the gorgeous blonde only hours after they'd met, and now that they'd dated for more than a year, he thought it was past time to make Sarah Mrs Leroy Loggins.
Ben watched Gloria and Barry get in the limo and Leroy and Sarah cuddling and talking somewhat sadly. Gloria would join Barry in his flat above Barry's father's garage. Sarah rarely returned to her room, and Ben knew she'd permanently join Leroy in his apartment as soon as Leroy proposed. Which meant he'd need to find two more housemates.
His financial situation had recovered significantly since his disastrous divorce from Melanie, but the repayments on a two-million-dollar house loan are not insubstantial. He needed the board money to help with those repayments. But how would he find two boarders as ready and willing to fit in with the house's shenanigans as Sarah and Gloria were? He feared boarding a prude, male or female, more than anything else. But, of course, you could not ask a potential boarder about the sexual peccadillos, so how to tell if they'd fit in?
He sighed and went to get his car. Emily, Nigel and Gin had travelled with him to the wedding, and the reception was at his home, so they needed to be there to greet the other attendees.
Leroy and Sarah beat Ben and the crew home. Sarah had swung into action, putting the various party pies and rolls into the oven, placing cocktail wieners in pots and boiling them, and bringing out the various mini-club sandwiches Ben had gotten from the caterers. Leroy helped to take the sandwiches out to the trestles set up around the pool and was taking steaks and sausages to the grill, ready to barbeque them. Ben got himself a beer and took over behind the BBQ. He deftly spread onions and mushrooms on the hot plate as well as sausages and steaks across the grill.
Emily opened the packages of fresh bread and spread butter across them, ready to receive the onions, mushrooms, and sausages. Nigel and Gin removed the various salads and condiments from the fridge and added them to the swiftly filling trestle tables before grabbing beers and joining Ben at the grill. Gin had gone full glam. His dress was modest but clung to his every sweet curve, outlining his svelte figure delightfully. Gin's face was a vision of gorgeous Asian perfection with high cheekbones, arched eyebrows, and full, painted lips. He was more beautiful than most of the women at the wedding and didn't he and Nigel know it!
Ben had finally figured out that Gin was John and Courtney Murray's male exchange student but still found Gin exceptionally attractive. He fantasised about fucking the young Asian crossdresser but understood Gin was a package deal with Nigel. And, although Ben was willing to fuck attractive crossdressers, he was unsure he could allow a man to suck him off, let alone fuck one or allow one to fuck him. Ben was a receiving anal virgin and planned to stay one forever.
Samuel Brooks, John and Courtney Murray were the first to arrive from the wedding service. Ben greeted them enthusiastically, awed by Courtney's already tight and taut body. Despite giving birth only nine months before, Courtney's figure was back to being slender and tautly toned. Her impressive 34C breasts stood proudly from her svelte chest, and her ass was so toned you could bounce a coin off it.
The Murrays had suffered from several years of bad publicity and court cases that seemed destined to destroy them. Through it all, they'd remained committed to each other, and somehow, their individual careers had blossomed. After spending a year in the NEAFL, John was redrafted by The Lions and became a bonafide AFL star.
Courtney, who had been the undisputed queen of the AFL WAGs until her husband's fall, was now a TV and radio star. Her voice on the radio was the highest rated of any station nationwide. Ben had steadfastly supported them throughout their many crises and was, beyond Samuel Brooks, their closest and dearest friend.
Garry (Barry's father), Mark and Beverly arrived next. After their arrival, the floodgates opened, and the fifty-odd other guests invited streamed through the gates into Ben's backyard. It was toward the end of spring, so many of the guests donned bathing suits and jumped into Ben's solar-heated pool.
The reception swirled through Ben's house until close to ten O'clock. However, there were none of the shenanigans evident at Ben's fiftieth the previous year. Gloria and Barry had made their obligatory appearance but left a couple of hours later to catch their flight to Tahiti--a wedding gift from Ben.
The housemates, including Ben, tidied up before retreating to their rooms. Ben had barely laid on his bed when his door opened, and Emily swept in. "Weddings make me horny," she stated, dropping her clothes to the floor and mounting Ben. "Fuck me until I scream your name."
Ben chuckled, grabbed Emily's voluptuous ass, and rolled on top of her. He positioned his throbbingly erect cock at her blazing entrance before powering into her dripping cunt.
"Harder!" Emily immediately demanded. "Faster!" She added.
Ben chuckled again before slinging his arms over Emily's shoulders and gripping her rounded bottom. Holding her squeezed against him, Ben whispered, "You are mine, my delectably tubby tart. Cum on my cock, and I'll fill your slutty cunt with cum."
"I love you, Ben," Emily unawarely announced as her orgasm struck. "I'm yours forever if you want me."
Ben chose to believe it was Emily's desire talking, and not her conscious mind, so he mumbled, "I love you, too, Ems. Now cum for me again."
Emily complied, squealing as she came again. Emily climaxed three more times before Ben unloaded into her gripping cunt, spraying his seed against the young woman's cervix. Emily crested again before collapsing. Ben slid out of and off her before rolling onto his back. Emily climbed onto his broad chest before smiling happily and falling into a peaceful sleep. 'Does it get any better than this?' Ben wondered before he dozed off.
Life around the house drifted into its typical pattern after the wedding. Sarah spent more time at Leroy's apartment than at home. Gin stayed with Nigel more nights than he didn't, and Emily's slow pursuit of Ben continued. She felt it was a lot like trying to get a photo of a rare bird or animal--any sudden movement, and the creature would disappear into the wilderness, perhaps never to be seen again.
On the nights Emily's wants peaked, she'd sneak into Ben's bed and seduce him. Not that Ben needed much seducing. Emily was aware that she had to be careful because Ben wouldn't want to buy the cow when he was getting the cream for free, so she limited her visits and occasionally demanded that Ben take her on dates and to dinner. Ben obliged, blithely unaware he was being hunted.
Chapter 2: On the way to Tahiti 1.
Barry took his seat in the first-class section of the QANTAS jet that would take him and his new wife to Tahiti's Fa'a'ā International Airport. He looked around him, amazed that Ben, who until Ben had set him up with Gloria, Barry barely knew, and then only as his father's friend, would buy them such a lavish gift--an all-expenses paid fourteen-day sojourn at Sofitel Kia Ora Moorea Beach Resort. Barry knew the gift was more about Ben's ongoing long-term relationship with Gloria and her parents, but he also knew Ben liked him enough to do this for them.
Ben had been helping Barry and Gloria to invest, taking a little seed money from their superannuation funds and investing in several companies. The companies were a mixture of blue chip, medium and high-risk stocks, but Ben seemed to have an uncanny knack for knowing just when to dump the shares to achieve the maximum profit. Barry slowly understood what Ben had invested in and why, and now, he controls most of his own portfolio.
Barry smiled as Gloria settled beside him. He admired her deliciously full figure and wondered why he'd ever lusted after the skinny bitches he'd unsuccessfully tried to date before meeting her. Courtney Murray had taken Gloria under her wing. But instead of trying to make her aerobically fitter and slim her down as Gloria feared, Courtney had shown Gloria how to dress to accentuate her lush figure with its hourglass shape and enormous breasts and hips.
For the flight, Gloria wore a bodycon, slit midi T-shirt dress. The dress clung to Gloria's every divine curve and accented her luscious figure. Barry knew many men and women had openly ogled her as they made their way through customs, envious of Barry's luck. Courtney had even insisted that Gloria needed thong and G-string knickers to ensure they didn't show against her clingy dresses. Push-up half-cup bras were also a must, Courtney asserted. They ensured Gloria's dresses' and tops' Vees revealed her mounded breasts deliciously. Courtney slightly changed how Gloria did her makeup and insisted on better quality products to bring out her inner beauty. Gloria had never felt more attractive in her entire life.
Chapter 3: Before Their Wedding 1.
Once the plane was in the air, Barry and Gloria ordered drinks and were soon lost in their individual reveries. Thinking about how Courtney Murray had taken Gloria under her wing caused Barry to remember his first tentative steps into the world of cross-dressing. He was embarrassingly bad in the beginning. Barry knew that now but wasn't aware at the time. Using various online tutorials, Barry thought he'd done a respectable job of turning himself into a tubby, middle-aged woman. He invited Neil over, hoping Neil would want to help him explore man-on-man sex some more. So far, Neil and Barry only got it on together when they fucked Gloria, and she insisted.
Neil turned up and immediately broke into laughter. "Baz, what the fuck?" He chuckled. "You look like my uncle trying to look like my aunt and failing abysmally."
Barry was mortified and vowed never to cross-dress again. He sent Neil home. However, when Gloria came over later that day, she spotted his lingerie dumped in the outside bin. Discovering the rest of his outfit, she brought it inside and forced Barry to put it on. When he was dressed, Gloria shook her head and insisted he shave all his body hair off. Barry resisted, but Gloria overrode his objections, pointing out he worked in a freezer and wore long trousers and long-sleeved shirts so no one would know he was hairless. And even if they did know? So what? She certainly knew he wasn't gay!
Barry returned to the lounge after reluctantly shaving his entire body. But his complaints died when Gloria moaned lustfully and pounced on him. His cock disappeared inside Gloria's mouth, and his cum spat down her throat shortly after. Then, his fiancée bent over his kitchen table, and Barry stood on the phonebooks, urgently driving his meagre five-inch cock into her dripping cunt. Gloria and Barry spent the night going 'around the world'. He fucked her mouth, cunt, and arse in rotation until he could go no more. Then he used his tongue and fingers until Gloria was finally satiated, and they slept.
The following night, Gloria did Barry's makeup and helped him to dress. She'd bought breast forms (C-cups), a blonde page-cut wig, and tucking tape to ensure Barry looked as feminine as possible. Gloria also purchased a much shorter, tighter dress for Barry to wear along with stay-up black stockings. She hadn't bought shoes because she didn't know his size, but she intended to take him shopping for those and more dresses later.
Gloria knew what she wanted that night and had come prepared. Once she had Barry feeling comfortable about being dressed as a woman, with his cock and balls tucked and taped away, she dropped her skirt, revealing her six-inch strap-on cock. She bent Barry over the kitchen table, lubed his fuck hole, and gently pegged him until his ass was well stretched.
Then, giggling happily, Gloria phoned Neil and insisted he come over. When he arrived this time, Neil gaped at his friend and felt his cock throb as he imagined fucking him. Neil was perhaps a little more bisexual than he cared to admit because he'd gone from freaking out after fucking his best friend to enjoying doing it regularly. It helped that Gloria's rampant sexuality overcame any squeamishness he initially felt. Looking at Barry kneeling before him on all fours, dressed like a wanton slut, had Neil eagerly anticipating what Gloria had planned for them.
"What are you waiting for, Neil?" Gloria asked with pretend exasperation. "That slut won't fuck itself."
Neil gulped and dropped his shorts. Grabbing his solid six-inch cock, Neil knelt and lifted Barry's tight dress above his pudgy ass. Then, seeing Baz's hole was already oiled and gaped, Neil forced his rampant cock through Barry's knot and deeply into his colon.
"A good slut reaches between her legs and fondles her lover's balls," Gloria pointed out. Barry groaningly complied, not realising there was an ulterior motive for Gloria's demand. The change of angle meant the next time Neil drove into Barry's ass, his cock rubbed over Barry's prostate.
"Oh, fuck!" Barry grunted in pleasurable surprise, his fingers frozen on Neil's balls. Neil pulled back and thrust in again. "Oh, Gawd!" Barry moaned, his tiny cock trying to stiffen despite being taped back.
Neil was uncertain of what was happening, but he knew his friend was enjoying being fucked more than he ever had before. So, gripping Barry's plump hips firmly, Neil fucked him hard.



Barry's cock couldn't stiffen or enjoy being stimulated, but he felt a desperate need to cum. Wanting to achieve Barry's desire, his mind took over and centred its orgasm trigger on Barry's prostate. The next time Neil thumped into his ass, Barry climaxed, spitting cum from his cock's eye despite it never becoming hard. Orgasming from prostate stimulation without penile stimulation is similar to a G-spot orgasm for a woman. Barry's body reacted to cumming more intensely than it ever had, and he sagged down, lost in bliss.
"Don't pull out," Gloria demanded. "But hold still for a second." She knee-walked up behind Neil and placed her hand on his tailbone. Neil felt Gloria's strap-on cock against his pucker hole and hoped it was her smallest one. "Good boy," Gloria panted as she slid the lubed dildo she used on Luna and Barry into Neil's ass.
It took a little while before they learned how to time their thrusts, but soon, Gloria was fucking Neil as hard as Neil fucked Gloria's fiancé. Neil lost control first, emptying his aching ball sack into his best friend's ass with several delighted grunts. Feeling Neil's cock spewing cum over his prostate, Barry exploded from another P-spot orgasm.
He collapsed off Neil's cock and wanted to sleep but knew Gloria hadn't received any reward for creating this sexual masterpiece for Neil and himself. So, fighting off his lethargy, Neil slid between Gloria's wobbly thighs and latched his mouth onto her dripping cunt. Gloria fell back, sighing happily. Her lover's cock may have been unimpressive, but Barry more than made up for it with his oral and finger skills. Gloria orgasmed harder and more often with Barry than with any lover other than Luna she'd had before, which reminded her that it was past time to give Barry another taste of his little treat.
Neil groaned before staggering to the bathroom to clean his cock. Gloria wasn't averse to ass-to-mouth, but Neil preferred to be courteous. He rejoined the other two with a freshly cleaned dick a few moments later. Neil knew Gloria would happily suck him, but like Barry, knew she deserved a reward for arranging this fuck-fest. He encouraged the writhing pair to roll over and helped Gloria onto her hands and knees. Then, kneeling astride Barry's hips, Neil lowered his head and tongued Gloria's starfish, forcing his curled tongue as deeply into Gloria's gape as possible.
Neil was momentarily nonplussed at being unable to feel Barry's cock. He reached and felt between his friend's thighs and encountered the tape Gloria had used to tuck Barry's cock and balls away. Understanding, Neil carefully picked an edge free and gently pulled the tape down far enough for Barry's cock and balls to escape.
Barry luxuriantly groaned as his balls dropped from the canals Gloria had forced them into, and his cock roared to maximum rigidity. It bounced and came to rest against Neil's balls. Barry froze, unsure if Neil wanted that. But Gloria, who had looked behind her to see why the boys had stopped, couldn't care if Neil was doubtful about receiving his friend's cock. She wanted to see it!
Spinning around, Gloria kissed Neil forcefully before wrapping her surprisingly dainty hand around his swollen todger. "I bet you've watched plenty of tranny porn and fantasised about being fucked by a shemale," she whispered, running her thumb through Neil's precum and smearing it over his frenulum. "Now's your chance. Forget your friend, and remember you're kneeling on tranny Barbara."
Neil moaned deep back in his throat but didn't object when Gloria slid a lube-covered finger into his ass. She held his shoulder and Barry's cock and guided Neil until Barry's cock rested against his rosebud again. "It'll only hurt a little as it goes through your knot," Gloria encouraged. Neil sank down and received a cock in his ass for the first time.
'Not too bad,' Neil thought nonsensically, his ass gripping and re-gripping the intruder inside it. 'But I'm going to need Gloria to convince me I'm not gay again after this.' His thoughts added.
He moved tentatively, lifting his ass a little and sinking back down. It wasn't bad, but neither was it good. He simply felt full. However, Gloria was on the couch beside him with her feet up and her knees spread lewdly apart. She had four fingers stuffed in her cunt and was slapping her clitoris.
"Oh, Gawd!" Gloria moaned ecstatically. "Fuck him, Baz. Fuck his ass. Ride him, Neil. Ride Barry's cock like you mean it. Ahh, fuck!" She screamed, cumming and creaming her fingers.
Seeing Gloria so into what he was doing allowed Neil to relax. Lifting higher off Barry's hips, Neil relaxed his sphincter and slid back down Barry's cock. He repeated that action at Gloria's delighted gasp. She slapped her clit again.
The third time up and down Barry's slender pole, Barry's dick hit something in Neil's ass. "Oh!" Neil grunted in surprise. He leant a bit further back and lifted and lowered his hips again. "Oh!" He yipped again. "That actually feels really good." Neil had discovered his P-spot.
Barry had held still, not daring to move lest his friend remembered who was in his ass and reacted angrily again. Gloria, too, had tensed when Neil yipped, but she saw his face and knew it was an intense pleasure that Neil felt, not pain, as Barry surmised. Neil grinned maniacally at her and placed his hands on Barry's shins. Using them as a lever, Neil began riding his best friend's cock eagerly, adjusting his position until Barry's cock glided over his prostate with every downward stroke.
Gloria slid off the couch onto her knees before Neil. Then, pushing him until he fell back onto his hands, she bent over and took his throbbing erection into her mouth. Barry nervously put his hands on Neil's hips and lifted him up before pushing back into his ass. Neil groaned as Gloria's tongue slid between her lips, which were wrapped around his cock's base, and licked his tight nutsack.
The change in angle meant that Barry's cock slid across his prostate in both directions, in and out. Neil groaned again as his mind fogged from the continual, overwhelming stimulation. He was so lost that he could only moan as his prostate cramped, his balls tightened against his shaft, and his cock spat semen into Gloria's greedily sucking mouth. He was so out of it that he readily accepted Gloria's kiss and his cum into his mouth. Neil closed his eyes and swallowed. Then, he felt Gloria mount him, and his turgid cock, which hadn't wilted despite his orgasm, slid into her wet depths.
Gloria riding him, forced his prostate tighter against Barry's cock. Her back-and-forth motion rocked his P-spot along his friend's rigid dick, and Neil climaxed again, spitting his cum into Gloria's sopping cunt. Unperturbed by Neil's lack of control, Gloria stood and turned. Then, pushing Neil off her fiancé's cock, Gloria lowered her cum splattered cunt onto his lips. Barry's cock was dirty from Neil's ass, so she settled for holding it at its base.
Neil blushed guiltily before rushing to the bathroom to get a warm washer. He returned and tried to give Gloria the washer. She giggled before saying, "You messed it up. You clean it up."
Neil hesitated before figuring it was ridiculous to balk at washing his friend's cock, given he'd already fucked Barry in his ass and been fucked by him. Neil carefully cleaned everything from Barry's cock, enjoying how it hardened in his hand as he washed it. Then he looked up at Gloria, who was looking at him expectantly. Neil internally shrugged and wondered, 'What won't I do for this gorgeous, tubby, hypersexual bint?' He lowered his head and sucked Barry's cock into his mouth.
Gloria spent most of the night pushing Neil and Barry's boundaries, simultaneously proving with her willing hands, mouth, cunt and ass they weren't gay. By the time they slept, all three on their backs with Gloria casually gripping and jacking their wilted cocks, the boys no longer had any hang-ups about same-gender sex. In fact, they looked forward to experimenting with Gloria again.
Chapter 4: On the way to Tahiti 2.
Barry became aware of Gloria's mouth slurping on his rigidly erect pole. The lights had gone out, and his new bride decided they should join the mile-high club. Barry looked around and saw that the couple across the aisle were lying on their backs, blankets pulled up to their chins and snoring softly.
Realising being caught was unlikely, he moved Gloria up and spooned with her. Then, he pulled his pants down and lifted Gloria's skirt above her voluptuous ass. Moving her thong aside, Barry slid his meagre cock into her squelching cunt. Knowing his length alone wasn't enough to get Gloria off, Barry reached around Gloria's slightly flabby thigh and fingered her clit. The combined stimulation and the sheer naughtiness of fucking in public were enough for Gloria to climax. She bit her wrist and shuddered as her orgasm rattled through her.
"Your turn," she whispered before quickly looking around. Sliding onto her knees, Gloria returned the seat to the upright position, spread the blanket over her head and Barry's lap, and gobbled Barry's cock down. Gloria's mouth and gentle hand on his balls quickly brought Barry to fruition. He bit his bottom lip, stifling his moan as he pumped jism into Gloria's greedily sucking mouth. "Welcome to the mile-high club, Baz," Gloria giggled as she reclined their seats, rolled onto her side facing away from him, and backed into her husband.
Gloria fell asleep almost immediately, but for Barry, their little sexual interlude had fired his motors, and he was revving hard, ready to go. Considering what he should do, Barry realised that if he rolled onto his back and slid down, Gloria's hip and the blanket would obscure what he was doing. So, unzipping and pulling his pants down, Barry gripped his slender cock and remembered more from the previous year.
Chapter 5: Before Their Wedding 2.
Three months had passed since he visited John and Courtney Murray at Samuel Brooks' place, and although he had John's number, he'd been too shy to call. He'd heard that Courtney had had the baby and sent John a congratulatory text, not expecting to hear from the AFL star again. But then, as he drove home from work on a Thursday night, his phone announced he had a call from an unknown source. Barry almost ignored it but, at the last second, pulled off the road and answered the call.
"Hi, Barry," a sensuously sexy voice said after Barry said, "Hello." "It's Courtney, honey. Do you have time to talk?"
Shocked but pretending cool, Barry said, "For you, always, Mrs Murray." Of all the people whom Barry knew that could have phoned him, Courtney Murray would top the list of least likely.
"Gloria says you've begun cross-dressing, Baz. Is that true?"
'I guess that means she isn't calling me because she heard I was a sex God,' Barry facetiously thought as he winced. However, if Gloria had talked to Courtney about it, then the luscious tart had something planned. So, Barry admitted, "I'm still new to it and haven't gone outside my home cross-dressed. But, yes, I've begun cross-dressing."
"That's good, honey," Courtney purred. "Do you still have Samuel's address in your phone?" Barry replied he did, and Courtney tinkled. "Then I'll see you at Samuel's at six O'clock tomorrow night. Bring Gloria, of course. But don't do anything else besides ensuring you're clean of hair below your eyebrows. John, Samuel and I will make you up when you get here."
She hung up before Barry could ask any questions. Barry immediately phoned Gloria. "Courtney called?" Gloria said excitedly in place of a greeting.
"Since when did you and Courtney Murray start talking?" Barry asked confusedly.
"Courtney called me to ask if I knew any pretty crossdressers who'd be interested in coming to Samuel's next party. It seems John/Olivia is overworked at these parties, and Courtney wants at least two more to ease Olivia's load. I suggested Gin and you. But Courtney says Gin and Nigel were already coming to the next party."
"Wait," Barry gasped. "You mean Gin from Ben's fiftieth birthday party is a crossdresser? A man?" Gloria assured Barry that Gin was, but he still struggled to equate a man with the gorgeous Taiwanese girl he'd met at Ben's several times.
"So, you'll do it?" Gloria pleaded. "Go to Samuel's place tomorrow and be made up? Maybe get asked to come to Samuel's party on Saturday?"
"If it's what you want, my love," Barry acquiesced.
"Not this time," Gloria denied. "If Samuel invites you to his party, then you are his for the night. You'll get fucked by whoever wants to fuck you, and you'll fuck whoever asks you to. No matter your attraction to that person, if they want to fuck you, you let them. If they want to be fucked, you fuck them. Courtney tells me that Olivia takes a Viagra pill before the party so that she's ready to go all night. "You'll have to do the same."
"What will you be doing?" Barry asked. "You're coming too, right?"
"It's both of us or none," Gloria replied. "Samuel does not allow single members of married couples to attend. We're not married, but close enough in Samuel's eyes."
"Have you been to one before?"
"Yes," Gloria admitted. "I've been to three but none lately. Invitation is from Samuel or Courtney only. Olivia doesn't even get a say."
"Why only three?" Barry queried.
"Dunno," Gloria stated. "I'm happy I've gotten to attend three events. Very few people get invited to one, so even my first was a surprise and a blessing. The other two were cream on the cake."
"Would you like anything to eat or drink?" The flight attendant asked sweetly, interrupting Barry's reminiscing.
Realising he didn't have anything to cum into, Barry asked for a cup of coffee, knowing the attendant would place the cup on a napkin in case there was turbulence and the cup spilled. Barry received his coffee, drank it and purloined the napkin. Then, he closed his eyes and remembered the following night after his conversation with Courtney Murray.
Gloria arrived at Barry's flat dressed more casually than he expected. But Gloria assured him that the Murrays and Mister Brooks had asked them to come dressed casually in something easy to remove. It seemed that Barry wasn't the only one getting a makeover.
The freshly engaged couple drove to Mr Brooks' place, arriving a little before six. Courtney answered the buzzer and opened the gate so they could drive in. She greeted them at the front door, and they were both amazed by how fit the young woman looked. It had been only about ten weeks since she'd had her baby. However, Gloria and Barry were still somewhat taken aback by Courtney's beauty, grace, calmness, and surety. It was difficult to remember she was still less than thirty. Younger than Gloria and Barry both.
"Come in, darlings," Courtney gushed. "I'm so glad you could make it!" She escorted her guests to the wet bar in Samuel's sitting room. Asking them what they wanted, Courtney served them before sitting between them. She took Barry's hand and impishly stated, "You're so scared you're almost wetting yourself. Relax, honey, I don't bite." Then she turned her sparkling blue eyes on Gloria and growled, "But you, I will bite. How are you, Glory Girl? Being engaged suits you. We've missed you at our parties."
"You issue the invitations," Gloria stated evenly. She wasn't exactly pissed but felt Courtney was being condescending.
"That I do," Courtney tinkled amusedly. "You have every right to be a little pissed at my thoughtless statement. It was ungracious of me. But, my dear Glory Girl, may I say something in all seriousness that you probably won't believe?"
"Of course," Gloria stated, feeling better now Courtney had admitted she had erred.
"I find you a little intimidating and feel like a skinny, shapeless schoolgirl beside you. Your delicious curves make my bony ass look ridiculous. However, there is a wrinkle that I hope you'll allow me to fix for you tonight."
"I intimidate you?" Gloria repeated disbelievingly. "You have literally, literally," Gloria emphasised," tens of thousands of men and women lusting over you every night, and you find me intimidating?"
"Oh, my darling, you are way more woman than I can ever hope to be," Courtney stated. "But while those men may lust for me, they'll fuck you well before getting up the courage to even talk to me. Plus, I don't have anything resembling your bawdy confidence that every man near you wants to fuck you and that you can fuck any woman you want. Trust me, Gloria, I wish I could have even half your confidence."
Courtney smiled before kissing Gloria lightly. "And that brings us to the wrinkle. Your rampant sexuality intimidates more than just me. Unfortunately, several of our regular female guests are too shy in your presence to do or ask for what they want. Now, my mistake was to stop asking you to the parties. What I should have done is confront you sooner. So, I will ask you now. Gloria, I want you to attend Samuel's party with Barry tomorrow. But I want to dress you in full Dominatrix style, complete with a severely cinched corset, black miniskirt, thigh-high fuck me boots, gothic makeup, leather armbands, a strap-on, and a whip."
Courtney stopped, waiting to see Gloria's response. When she didn't, Courtney explained. "It will clear the confusion in everyone's minds. They will know what you are and how to respond to you precisely. Then, you may treat anyone who kneels before you as you wish. All you must do is ask them what their safe words are and immediately stop if they use them."
"I can do that," Gloria stated. "I've played similar games with some of my lovers before. However, I don't have that precise outfit, nor do I have the money or time to assemble it."
Courtney laughed richly and seductively before purring, "Come with me, sweetheart. Samuel has a room full of everything you need." She and Gloria stood, held hands, and walked toward the hallway. Courtney turned back, "Olivia's waiting for you in our room upstairs."
Chapter 6: Olivia and Barry.
Barry ran upstairs, remembering the last time he'd been there--Olivia had blown him before allowing Barry to fuck her in the ass. Barry had no doubt Gloria and Courtney would fuck as they selected an outfit for Gloria to wear the following night, and he felt no compunction about hoping Olivia would let him fuck her again that night.
Olivia sat on her bed when Barry entered her room. She looked stunning in a red, sleeveless, vee-necked lace dress. Her long, lean body glowed under the bedroom lights, with much skin deliciously exposed and long legs encased in sheer silk stockings shimmering in the light. Strappy red high heels showcased Olivia's shapely ankles and delicate feet. Olivia's long, honey-blonde hair cascaded around her toned, shapely shoulders. Her makeup was perfectly on point, with her full lips delightfully outlined and filled in with mahogany red lipstick. Her eyebrows arched over clear hazel eyes, and her eyes' whiteness and clarity were emphasised by eyeliner and mascara.
Barry stumbled to a stop, overawed by Olivia's pure, sensual beauty. 'That's a man!' Barry's befuddled mind reminded him. 'But fuck! What a beautiful man!'
Olivia stood and performed a slow pirouette. She smiled and said, "I take it that you approve?"
"Fuck me!" Barry exclaimed. "You're fucking gorgeous!"
"Thank you, Baz," Olivia said demurely. "Please strip and take a seat at my vanity table. We have quite a lot to do before seven, and it wouldn't do to make Samuel wait for us. Doing that might become quite painful for myself and Courtney." Olivia grinned. "Samuel's looking forward to meeting the new you, Baz. I hope you'll like her, too."
Barry had little idea what Olivia meant but guessed he wasn't required to answer, just obey. Barry dropped his sweats to the floor and sat on the proffered seat. Olivia turned him to face her, and then, humming, she began to transform Barry's face.



First, Olivia covered Barry's face with concealer, erasing the few skin imperfections he had. Next, Olivia spread Dermablend foundation over the same area, smoothing out and evening up Barry's skin colour. Then, Olivia used blush to create cheekbones for Barry. After that, Olivia used more blush to create the illusion of a narrower nose, a less pronounced forehead, and a softer jawline.
Olivia sat back and examined her work. She retouched some areas until she was satisfied with how Barry looked. "I learnt this from the very best there is," Olivia mused as she began doing Barry's eyes. "Arpi from Arpi's House of Transformations on the Gold Coast is a world-renowned film and stage makeup artist. She specialises in creating male-to-female characters for the many productions she's involved in. I'm not in her class, but I do okay."
"If your makeup is 'just okay'," Barry muttered. "Then I really want to see 'good' or 'perfect'!"
Olivia laughed sultrily before adding a final swipe with the mascara brush. She stepped back and examined her project critically. 'Pretty damned good,' she thought. 'In my earlier life as a male slut, I'd have tried to bang her.' Then, after taking out the mid-length, page-cut, brunette wig she'd chosen for him and placing it on Barry's head, Olivia turned Barry to the mirror.
Olivia giggled when Barry did what she'd done after Arpi had done her makeup for the first time. Barry turned to see who stood behind her. Barry turned back to the mirror and blinked, trying to clear his eyes and disbelieving that the beauty before him was him.
"You like?" Olivia asked needlessly. She already knew the answer.
"I," Barry hesitated. "Fuck me, but I look hot!" He gushed, his meagre cock twitching and rising. "I'd fuck her in a nanosecond."
"Good, because I believe many will want to. But you'll need to fuck some, too, because many men fantasise about being banged by a hot tranny. The problem is that currently, I'm the only one attending Samuel's parties. By the night's end, I swear I've rubbed an inch off my poor cock fucking everyone that wants me to fuck them."
"Condoms?" Barry asked.
"Forty-eight hours before the party, everyone attending has to get blood tests to prove they're clean. That means everyone is bareback that night. If the women attending aren't on the pill or don't have IUDs fitted, then any pregnancy is on them."
Olivia bit her inner cheek, wondering again if she wasn't exposing herself and Courtney to more ridicule and trouble. She hesitatingly confessed. "We have no idea if Adriel, our daughter, is biologically mine. Courtney wanted to be randomly bred by a big-dicked anonymous bull, so she allowed anyone above my seven inches to cum in her unprotected cunt until she was pregnant. Of course, I was fucking her most days after she decided she wanted another child, so Adriel is probably mine, but we don't know."
'Fuck, that's hot!' Barry's confused subconscious exclaimed as his rational mind wondered how John could accept his wife being impregnated by another man so readily. He didn't know what to say, so he remained silent.
"Fucked up, huh?" Olivia asked. "But I was being blackmailed by our tranny babysitter. Courtney was royally pissed at me for having to put up with me fucking anything that moved for all of our marriage, and I'd discovered that I was innately submissive and couldn't refuse anything Hannah, Courts, or Samuel asked me to do. Allowing a bull to breed her was how she chose to punish me for my infidelities.
"And you're okay with it now?" Barry queried.
"Courtney and I are closer than we've ever been, Barry," Olivia smiled. "Having Samuel as our dominant completes us and gives us many opportunities to bring our inner slut out to play. We have but one rule for these weekends that we stay with Samuel and attend his parties: We can fuck anyone we want to, except each other."
"So, you can fuck Gloria and me but not Courtney? We can fuck your wife, but you cannot?" Barry asked, clarifying.
"And Samuel can fuck all of us," Olivia grinned. "But we'd better get moving, or we'll be late for dinner."
Olivia dragged several items from various dresser drawers and handed them to Barry. He had no idea what to do with them, so he placed them on the bed. Taking the last item out, a pair of skin-coloured stay-up stockings, Olivia picked up the first item she'd handed to Barry.
"This is a Gaff," Olivia explained before showing Barry how to push his cock into the gaff's cock pocket and pull it tightly against her perineum, disguising his cock's bulge. "Unfortunately, wearing a gaff precludes wearing thongs or G-strings because you need at least a bikini brief to hide the gaff." Olivia handed Barry a soft pink pair. "But it works better than taping your cock and balls away because you can take off the gaff and be ready to fuck someone instantly."
She gave Barry a matching, full-cup bra before showing him how to hook it up in front of him, slide it to the back and pull the straps up. "Breast forms," Olivia stated, handing Barry a box similar to the one she'd taken hers from when Barry first met her. She watched Barry awkwardly place the forms before saying, "Lean forward and shake your shoulders." Olivia demonstrated what she meant.
Barry copied Olivia and then straightened. His 'breasts' now sat naturally in his bra.
"They fit perfectly," Olivia announced. "Please remove them and take off the bra." Barry confusedly obeyed, but then Olivia picked up the blush brush and painted a cleavage shadow between Barry's pecs. "Most crossdressers paint in a curved line," she explained. "But if you look at Gloria's cleavage, the shadow here," Olivia pointed between her breast forms, "is straight and doesn't curve until underneath her globes." Olivia indicated the area underneath her breast forms. "Put your bra back on and replace the forms."
Barry complied, shimmied his shoulders, and turned to face the mirror. "It looks like I've got tits!" He exclaimed. "Fuck me, but they look real!"
"Yeah, it does, and they do," Olivia grinned. She picked up the stay-up stockings and scrunched one of them up, showing Barry how to slide them up his legs and press them around his thighs so they stayed in place.
Barry got the stockings in place without ruining them, and he looked expectantly at Olivia, wondering what was next. The stockings felt superb against his shaved legs, but Barry quickly discovered that trying to become erect when wearing a gaff was at least as bad an idea as trying to do so when your cock and balls were taped away.
Olivia made Barry stand before kneeling and helping him into the four-inch black pumps she'd chosen for him. "How's the fit?" She asked.
"A bit tight in the toes," Barry advised.
"Yeah," Olivia responded. "We boys tend to have wider feet than the girls, and their shoes are typically too narrow for us. However, this is the best we can do, so suck it up, princess, and get used to walking in them."
Olivia watched Barry stride back and forth, continually stumbling awkwardly, and said, "Baz, you're not a fucking truck driver, so stop swaying from side to side like a drunken sailor fresh off the boat. Pick your foot up, roll your hip forward, and place the heel of your foot almost directly in front of your toe. It's the opposite of what you'd think. The heels encourage you to walk on your toes, but you need to trust the steel-reinforced heel, lean back, and place that firmly on the ground first."
Barry tried that and quickly learned to glide across the floor, much as Olivia did. Gloria tended to sway like a truck driver, too, Barry realised. He wondered if she was receiving similar training to his from Olivia's wife.
Olivia made Barry walk back and forth until she was satisfied. "Let's get you into a dress and head for the dining room," she stated.
Olivia opened a vast wardrobe and took out a sexy midnight-blue V-necked, layered, long-sleeve, Boho dress. She helped Barry into the dress and examined her project critically. 'I'd fuck her,' she thought. 'Hopefully, Samuel will approve.'
Olivia allowed Barry to see himself in her walk-in robe's full-length mirror. Barry gaped before turning back and forth, admiring her reflection. "I'd fuck her," he admitted to Olivia.
"So would I," Olivia smilingly replied. "We have barely enough time to walk to the dining room before seven. So, shall we?"
There was one more thing that Olivia needed to do before introducing her project girl to her Master: Choose a name for her. Gloria intimated that she'd called her cross-dressed fiancé Barbara and thought it suited him. But Olivia thought a more exotic name would suit Barry better. She tried many names until one sprang out as wholly appropriate.
She stepped into the dining room, got on her knees, and encouraged Barry to kneel beside her. "Master," Olivia intoned. "I present Bianca for your perusal and approval. She is an enthusiastic but inexperienced cock sucker."
Samuel grinned at his submissive. Ever since Olivia and her wife, Courtney, had entered his life, Samuel's life had irrevocably changed. He no longer woke, dreading the subsequent day. Instead, he smilingly welcomed the new dawn, knowing it brought him closer to seeing his two submissives again. John and Courtney were totally committed to pleasing their Master, and Samuel delighted in testing, pushing, and then expanding their boundaries.
Mister Samuel Brooks, lawyer, barrister, and King's Counsel, had never owned two more willing sluts in his entire life. Samuel was bisexual with a preference for trannies and cross-dressing males. He'd picked up Olivia/John at The Sportsman's Hotel in Spring Hill, unaware that John was being blackmailed by his wife and Samuel's mortal enemy, Hannah.
Samuel had represented John and Courtney after Hannah was arrested for blackmail and sexual coercion. Hannah had counter-sued, accusing John Murray of rape and assault and Courtney of deprivation of liberty. However, unbelievably, Hannah had recorded herself coercing and effectively raping John, and Courtney had access to those videos.
The various court cases had resolved with John and Courtney as the victims of Hannah's depraved attacks, but not before Hannah had posted the many videos she'd recorded across numerous porn sites. Supposedly, they'd all been taken down, but to this day, anyone can view lots of videos of John and/or Courtney being fucked by Hannah.
Samuel smiled warmly as he stood, took Bianca's hand, kissed its back, and encouraged Bianca to stand and sit beside him. He said, "Nice to meet you, Bianca. You may call me Samuel. Please, sit and make yourself at home. I have red or white wine to drink. Which would you prefer?"
"I'd prefer a beer," Barry growled, nonplussed, when Samuel grimaced, released his hand, and stepped back.
"Bianca would like a white wine, Master, please," Olivia said, glaring at Barry. "Sorry, Master, but I haven't had a chance to educate your new girl properly."
Chapter 7: Courtney and Gloria.
"We all need to start somewhere," Samuel acknowledged, knowing he'd overreacted.
Fortunately, Courtney's arrival with Gloria distracted Samuel from Barry's gaff. Courtney had dressed Gloria in a dark pink, Slayr, V-necked, halter dress. Gloria's outfit's clinging material emphasised her luscious curves and displayed her enormous breasts delectably. Strappy black heels adorned Gloria's muscular calves. Courtney had insisted Gloria choose a dress that accented her curves rather than hiding them as Gloria typically did.
"You are a gorgeously lush, sexual woman," Courtney insisted earlier as she showed Gloria how to improve her makeup to emphasise her high cheekbones, delectable nose, and plush lips. "Stop hiding your assets and revel in revealing them. Fuck! I wish I had your curves to display and drive Samuel wild!"
"You're actually serious, aren't you?" Gloria disbelievingly questioned Courtney's desire upon hearing it. "You'd happily swap your athletically divine body for my fat arse?"
"In a moment," Courtney confirmed. "Guys will fuck you willingly. I intimidate them and often render them incapable of even talking. Do you have any idea how frequently I wanted to punish John for fucking around on me by fucking another man, only to find those men couldn't or wouldn't approach me because they thought I was too much for them? It wasn't until Hannah entered my life that I found the inner strength to become what John needed me to be--his Mistress and dominant partner. Samuel has opened our eyes and helped us become what we need to be for each other.
Courtney paused, knowing Gloria needed time to adjust to what she had revealed. Then Courtney nervously added, "I'd like us to be friends, Gloria. We need each other. I can show you how to accept and love your fuller figure. How to dress to emphasise it, do your makeup to bring out your inner movie star, and choose clothes that suit your hair, skin colour, and body shape."
"You must have many friends," Gloria dismissed. "You can do all those things for me. But what can I do for you?"
"Teach me to be more confident with my sexuality. Show me how to use my shapely figure to attract men and women alike. But most importantly, teach me to love myself and my sexuality like you do."
"You're not going to expect me to diet or exercise, are you?" Gloria fretted. "I don't care for exercise, and I'm never going to be a skinny bitch like you."
"I love your curves, Gloria," Courtney emphasised as she brushed and styled Gloria's long, unruly locks, which Gloria typically wore bunched at her neck. "Of course, I'd help if you wanted to lose some weight, but I'd want to replace those curves with muscle rather than lose them." Courtney parted Gloria's reddish-brown hair and made it cascade around her neck and onto her shoulders. "I have many friends, as you say," Courtney admitted. "But I don't have any close ones I can share this lifestyle with. I can with you, if you'll let me."
"What lifestyle is that?" Gloria asked as she allowed Courtney to remove her clothes. She winced as Courtney clucked disapprovingly at her baggy knickers and saggy bra."
"We need to fix this first, honey," Courtney insisted. "These disgusting things just will not do for a gorgeous creature such as yourself. Move your bottom to the seat's edge and spread your legs."
Gloria obeyed, and Courtney knelt between Gloria's slightly wobbly thighs. Taking her lady shaver out of a drawer, Courtney placed her red-painted, long-nailed thumb on Gloria's clitoris and deftly manipulated it. Then, working quickly, Courtney turned Gloria's long, tangled bush into a thin strip centred above her clit. Courtney had shaped the strip's bottom tip into an arrowhead. "The boys can never find our clits," Courtney joked when she'd finished. "I thought I'd give them a clue where it is."
Gloria stood and turned to examine her freshly shaved pussy in the mirror. She giggled along with the gorgeous younger woman when she saw the arrow. She was coming to like Courtney despite her earlier reservations.
Gloria sat back down and moved her hips to the seat's edge again. Courtney didn't need to do anything more because she'd already cleared Gloria's entrance, perineum, and chocolate star, so she knelt, smiled up at her new friend and lowered her luscious lips onto Gloria's pronounced clit. Gloria grabbed Courtney's head and tried to mash Courtney against her cunt. But Courtney bit her clit and shook her head, and Gloria let her go.
Courtney released Gloria's clit before licking and kissing the slight sting away. Standing, Courtney said, "Unfortunately, I don't have permission and neither do we have time to play." She stood, sighing. "This lifestyle, Gloria. Being a debaucherous slut that will eat a woman's pussy at the drop of a hat. Olivia and I are both like that. Debaucherous, I mean. Although, John/Olivia now only gets to have sex when Samuel or I permit her." She opened more drawers and removed a bra and knicker set. "Size 22 (18 US) ass, right? 44G breasts?"
Gloria nodded but looked at the silky white knicker doubtfully. It was a thong and way smaller than what Gloria usually wore. She shrugged and pulled them on and was surprised by how delightful they felt snugged around her trimmed bush and chubby ass. She took the matching support bra from Courtney and deftly tied it around her balloon melons. Courtney tsked again before adjusting the straps and the bra's height on Gloria's chest. Then, Courtney casually slid her hands into the cups and moved the massive amounts of titty flesh until Gloria's breasts sat in the bra correctly. Next, Courtney strummed Gloria's big nipples until they stiffened and almost popped from the straining cups.
"That's better," Courtney giggled before opening one of the wardrobes. "I'd like to buy you some dresses and tops with built-in cups so you can go braless," she mused as she sorted through the dresses hung in the robe. "Unfortunately, I don't currently have any suitable for tonight. But with your bra's back strap being so low, we can still get away with backless. Hmm," Courtney hummed approvingly. "This one, I think."
Courtney brought out a dark pink, Slayr, V-necked, halter dress. She checked the size, "Twenty-two," she murmured. "Perfect. It'll squeeze those delightful melons deliciously and make them bulge delectably in the dress' Vee."
Gloria had never worn anything so beautiful in her life. Although she occasionally wore sun and Boho dresses that barely covered her wobbly ass, she typically wore shorts or long pants, preferring to hide the cellulite that adorned her ass and thighs.
As if reading her thoughts, Courtney handed Gloria some nude-coloured tights and a matching pair of wedge-heeled sandals. Gloria rolled the shimmering nylons up her legs, delighting in how their shimmer obscured her cellulite. She wondered what else about dressing demurely sexy she could learn from Courtney and immediately decided to be Courtney's friend and allow the young woman to mould her new image as Courtney saw fit.
Courtney smiled at Gloria as Gloria wriggled the clinging dress over her voluptuous butt. She had plans for the tubby, bawdy woman that certainly didn't include ruining her luscious, hourglass figure. Courtney did want to tone Gloria's body, though. But she wanted to replace cellulite and flab with muscle, not exercise away her delicious curves. Being more powerfully built than tubby would only add to the Dominatrix image Courtney wanted to create for Gloria.
After helping Gloria adjust her dress until it followed every captivating curve, Courtney took her hand and gently corrected her walk until it mimicked a stage actress' confident glide. Then Courtney guided her to the dining room. They arrived in time to see Olivia and Barry, but Courtney didn't want Gloria to see her glammed-up fiancé for the first time from behind, so she stepped in front of her and pretended to give Gloria a final once-over. Brushing an imaginary speck off Gloria's dress, Courtney smiled warmly and said, "Ready to meet the boys?"
Gloria felt a flutter of disappointment at 'meet the boys'. Gloria had thought Olivia was making Barry over while Courtney transformed her. But she hid her disappointment and returned Courtney's smile. "Sure," she said.
Courtney took Gloria's hand and stepped into the room before kneeling. She pulled Gloria's hand, expecting Gloria to kneel before her Master, too. But Samuel's deep, rich voice stopped her. "The Mistress Gloria will never kneel before anyone. Come, my beautiful friend. Sit beside me." Gloria stood and moved beside Samuel, passing a tubby but gorgeous blonde woman to reach her seat. Gloria stepped past her betrothed without realising who he was. "Not even a 'hello' for your fiancé?" Samuel grinned before telling Courtney she could join the table and Olivia to serve dinner.



Gloria's head snapped around, and she examined the beautiful, tubby girl on Samuel's left. "Barry?" She questioned doubtfully.
"A bit of a change, isn't it?" Barry understated. "You look absolutely divine, by the way. I see that I'm going to need to buy a very big stick to beat the men away!"
"Or give them numbers so they can line up," Gloria tittered, her pussy moistening as she studied Barry avidly.
Barry and Gloria were both slightly in awe of the other. Barry thought he wasn't in Gloria's class anymore if he ever was. And Gloria believed her fiancé made a prettier woman than her. Samuel watched them nervously interact amusedly and decided Courtney had chosen the party's additions well. Samuel had already sampled Gloria's luscious charms at an earlier party, so he felt no need to try her again. With how she'd dressed for previous events, Samuel had his doubts about asking her again, but he was glad now he'd given Courtney her head and allowed her to invite the engaged pair.
Barry was a definite improvement on all of the crossdressers they'd partied with before, except Olivia, of course. As long as Barry could get and stay hard long enough to fuck Samuel and come inside him, Courtney would invite him and his fiancée to tomorrow night's event. They'd join the short list of full-time attendees if that went well.
Samuel knew Bianca would have many men wanting to fuck her, but a significant number of others would like to be fucked by her. If Bianca couldn't fulfil the second part of her duties, tomorrow night would be her first and only appearance, which would also eliminate the delightful Mistress Gloria, Samuel remembered regretfully.
Samuel had been somewhat amazed when Courtney brought Gloria to greet him. Although he admired and enjoyed Gloria's hypersexual charms, her crudeness and lack of culture turned him off. Samuel now agreed that Gloria's bawdy nature would fit perfectly with the Dominatrix persona Courtney would craft for her.
Olivia glided in, elegantly placing various dishes served in bowls around the table. She left and quickly returned with several more dishes, left again, and brought the condiments to the table. Olivia sat beside her wife, opposite Samuel, Bianca, and Gloria. The friends ate, laughed, and chatted, getting to know each other better.
To Samuel's surprise and delight, Bianca and Gloria, despite their sometimes uncouth language and ribald humour, were witty, educated, and intelligent guests. He smiled at his submissives and nodded, acknowledging they'd chosen well. Samuel would encourage the Murrays to 'adopt' the engaged couple and begin educating them about how to move comfortably within upper society.
Chapter 8: On the way to Tahiti 3.
Still travelling through the night sky on the plane, Barry became aroused, reminiscing about their first visit to Samuel's place. He knew the good part was coming and carefully kept his tugs light so he would cum at the right point in his memories. Gloria had pushed her big butt further toward him as if begging to be caressed. He didn't disappoint his new bride and gently worked a finger inside her. Finding Gloria's G-spot despite the awkward angle, Barry scraped a fingernail idly over it, knowing Gloria's wetness would tell him when she wanted more. He then allowed himself to relax and return to his reveries.
Chapter 9: Courtney, Olivia, and Gloria 1.
After dinner was over, Samuel ushered his guests into his sitting room. He took Bianca's hand in his and encouraged her to sit in his lap. Barry gulped when he felt the size of Samuel's erection against his ass. But with Gloria smiling indulgently and feeling feminine and desired being dressed as he was, Barry submerged himself in his female persona and reacted to Samuel as if he (Barry) was a girl. He revelled in Samuel's manly hand caressing his curvy ass and returned Samuel's kisses fervently.
Gloria's blazing pussy signalled her enjoyment of Samuel's seduction of her man, woman, she corrected. To stop herself from lifting her knees and fingering her wet cunt, Gloria took hold of Olivia's and Courtney's hands.
Courtney squeezed hers reassuringly before whispering. "Yeah, me too. I need a cock in me so bad I'm about to scream. However, until Samuel permits us to play, neither Olivia nor I can even touch ourselves intimately."
"Imagine having your cock and balls taped away and being made to watch this," Olivia muttered, her voice dropping from its seductive, womanly tone momentarily. "I'm trying to go hard, and it's making my balls ache something fierce."
After about an hour, Samuel announced he was taking Bianca to bed and helped her to stand. They walked toward the door, and when they got there, Samuel turned back. Seeing the three expectant faces, he almost mischievously remained silent and exited the room. But he waited until the air nearly crackled with anticipation before saying, "You may take Gloria to your bed. Olivia, normal rules apply."
"What does that mean?" Gloria asked as she followed Courtney and Olivia up the stairs.
"The only woman I'm allowed to make love to now is Courtney, honey," Olivia explained. "I was a total male slut before Hannah, Courtney, and later, Samuel set my head straight. I can be fucked by as many men as Samuel and/or Courtney choose for me. But my cock belongs solely to them now. I'm exempted from that edict during the parties and must fuck any man in the ass who asks me to. For comparison, the women need permission from Courtney or Samuel before I'm allowed to service them. However, I'm expected to use my mouth, tongue, and fingers to pleasure any who want me to."
Courtney clarified further. "You can demand similar obedience from Bianca during the party if you want. We make the rules for any new people crystal clear before the fun starts. So, if you don't want Bianca to fuck another woman, you can make that rule."
Gloria considered what her friends said before replying, "I enjoy watching Barry play with others, but I think it would be better if he didn't distract himself from his real task by trying to fuck anyone and everyone he can. I'll tell him he can fuck or be fucked by anyone who asks him, but he's not allowed to instigate a coupling with anyone."
"Good plan," Courtney acknowledged. Then her lids hooded sexily, and she growled, "Now, are we going to fuck or chat?"
"Fuck, of course," Gloria laughed delightedly. "She hadn't had sex with either Olivia/John or Courtney yet, and her cunt drooled in anticipation.
Chapter 10: Samuel and Bianca 1.
Meanwhile, further down the hall in Samuel's bedroom, Bianca was on her knees, struggling to accept the last two inches of his thick, 7+ inch cock into her mouth. Samuel cooed encouragement as he held Bianca's head. After several hitches, Bianca eased her lips against Samuel's pelvis, his entire cock now inside her sucking mouth.
"Good girl," Samuel crooned and smiled because of Bianca's delighted shiver at his words. He held her head more firmly and pulled half of his throbbing cock from her mouth before slowly pushing back in. Bianca swallowed convulsively, denying her gag reflex, and accepted Samuel down to his balls again. "Good girl," Samuel repeated. He slid his cock out and back in again. This time, he slid home without protest from his new girl.
Samuel knew at his age that cumming twice in one night without chemical help was probably the best he could hope for. He hadn't taken a blue pill tonight because he didn't like using them more than once a week, and he preferred to save them for tomorrow night, where all-night fucking was the norm. Samuel wanted to test Bianca's willingness to swallow, so he placed no restrictions on his arousal and allowed her deft willingness to swallow him to initiate his orgasm. Samuel didn't warn her because no one would the next night, and holding her head tightly, came into Bianca's slurping mouth.
To Samuel's endless delight, Bianca gulped and swallowed, happily devouring his watery gift. He pulled his cock from Bianca's pretty mouth and dragged her onto the bed. Then, kissing her devoutly, Samuel eased his petite hands under Bianca's skirt and removed her knickers and gaff, freeing her meagre five-inch cock. Bianca groaned gratefully as her balls descended from their canals and her dick hardened.
Feeling Bianca's slender cock throbbing in his hand, Samuel understood that she was as on edge as he'd been. To encourage her, Samuel eased down her chubby body and took her pulsating cock in his mouth. Bianca groaned deep back in her throat and unloaded into his sucking orifice. Samuel accepted Bianca's cum and moved up to feed it back to her. He appreciatively grinned when Bianca accepted most of it and fed some back.
With his cock recharged, Samuel removed lube from his nightstand and smeared it over it. Then, he inserted his slender finger into Bianca's ass. Finding that it accepted his finger readily, he added another before chuckling, "Someone's been practising!"
"Gloria has a penchant for pegging me," Bianca admitted.
"Do you enjoy it?" Samuel curiously asked as he worked more lube into her ass.
"Once I got past the 'Does this make me a homo?' phase, then yes," Barry confessed.
"Have you been fucked by a real cock?" Samuel queried. "Or has it only been Gloria's strap-on?"
"I invited my mate over to help me satisfy Gloria one night," Bianca said proudly before wondering if that was something she should be proud or ashamed of. "I thought we'd DP her, but of course, Gloria had other ideas. Neil ended up fucking me and her. Neil's fucked me regularly since then."
Samuel chuckled, entirely sure that was what had happened precisely. Gloria would love being DP'd by two dominant cocks, but a submissive one like Bianca and another? No, she'd have the more dominant man fuck the submissive one as she watched.
Satisfied that Bianca's ass was ready, he pushed her knees up as he lifted onto his. Then, positioning himself at her 'boy-cunt', Samuel eased his cock into Bianca's tight ass. She bucked as her knot was pared open but otherwise moaned appreciatively as Samuel's thick cock glided into her ass and over her P-spot.
Samuel loved how tight his newest lover was but knew she had to feel fuller than ever before. So, he kissed her passionately and held still, allowing Bianca to grow accustomed to his broader girth. After a few minutes, Bianca's legs wrapped around his knees, and her hips moved down before thrusting up at him. She ached to be fucked, and Samuel would delightedly do it. He withdrew half of his shaft's length before easing back in. Bianca moaned and gripped Samuel firmly with her pudgy thighs, encouraging him to fuck her harder.
"Slut!" Samuel accused.
"Your point?" Bianca gasped, close to orgasming from P-spot stimulation.
"Is that I'm about to fill your boy-cunt with cum."
"Do it," Bianca muttered, knowing having Samuel's cum splashing onto her prostate would trigger her own climax.
Samuel obliged, grunting loudly as his widely-girthed cock exploded inside Bianca. His cum hosed Bianca's P-spot, and she came, too, her cock throbbing and squirting cum between their bellies with every orgasm spasm and in time with Samuel's eruptions.
"Very good," Samuel groaned as he rolled off Bianca onto his back. "Go to my en suite and get wet washers to clean us up." Bianca obeyed despite her weakened knees and post-orgasm lethargy. She knew as the submissive partner, it was her job to clean up her Master.
Although Bianca knew Gloria readily accepted ass-to-mouth, she couldn't make herself do that and was nervous that Samuel would make her. She needn't have worried, though, because Samuel smiled at her and said, "Everybody is entitled to their hard limits, honey. If sucking a cock that's been in someone's ass is something you'd prefer not to do, then you establish it as a firm boundary, and none of my guests will try to cross it."
Bianca smiled gratefully and cleaned her Master's groin, cock, and balls assiduously. Samuel remained on his back but refused to lift his knees so Bianca could clean his perineum and ass. Instead, when Bianca sat up, he rolled onto his stomach and spread his legs, exposing his big balls, perineum and ass. Bianca internally shrugged before quickly cleaning herself up and returning to the en suite to rinse the washers.
She got back on the bed and carefully cleaned Samuel's balls and perineum before holding his toned ass cheeks apart and gently dabbing his rosebud. Samuel was in superb shape, Bianca realised. He was a runner's athletically lean, with little of the typical sixty-five-year-old's saggy skin. Samuel moaned when Bianca touched his ring, and she froze.
"Don't stop," Samuel pleaded.
Bianca hesitated before thinking, 'He wants me. He wants me to fuck him.' And despite her hesitation, her meagre five-inch cock rose to its full glory. Bianca swiped the cloth across Samuel's dark star again before deciding it was clean. Then, she tentatively lowered her head and touched her tongue to Samuel's ring. He moaned luxuriously and lifted his hips off the bed, allowing his stiffening cock room to grow.
Fascinated by her lover's moaningly enthusiastic response, Bianca slid onto her belly and surrounded Samuel's brown ring with her lips. Then, she rimmed it with her tongue before trying to force it into her lover's ass. Samuel's sphincter fluttered against Bianca's lips and tongue before opening and allowing Bianca to slide a part of her tongue inside. She instinctively reached beneath Samuel and gripped his thick cock, pumping it as she tongued him.
"That's so good, baby," Samuel crooned. "I'm gay and use my ass regularly, so I'm ready when you are."
This was the moment of truth, Bianca realised. If she couldn't do this, then she was no use to Samuel, Courtney, or Olivia. However, despite her moralistic conscience objecting, her moralless cock throbbed and bounced, drooling precum, anticipating entering a willing ass again. Bianca let her cock drive and covered Samuel's lean body with her plump one. Then, after several misfires, her cock's head centred on Samuel's rosebud and slid inside.
"Oh, yeah, baby girl," Samuel cooed, squeezing Bianca's cock with his ass. "Fuck your daddy hard."
Bianca grinned happily and complied. She placed one hand on Samuel's hip and the other on his shoulder. Then, levering herself up, she ripped her lover down as she rammed her hips forward, slamming powerfully into Samuel's taut ass. Samuel grunted before pushing his hips back challengingly, daring Bianca to fuck him harder.
Chapter 11: On the way to Tahiti 4.
Back on the plane, Barry's hand squeezed and tugged swiftly. He'd orgasm into the napkin simultaneously with remembering cumming in Samuel's tightly gripping ass. However, before he could, Barry noticed that Gloria was biting the fleshy part of her hand between her thumb and fingers and was moaning softly and diddling her clit.
Barry knew in this state, Gloria would orgasm faster if he fucked her in the ass, so he rolled, spat on his fingers and smeared it over Gloria's chocolate star. Pulling his wife's dress above her broad hips--hips that were now primarily powerful muscles and no longer wobbly. True to her word, Courtney had eased her new friend into a fitness regime that was slowly converting Gloria's overweight frame into Serena Williams-like staunchness.
The program contained little walking and no running--exercises that would thin Gloria's sublime curves, something none of them wanted to happen. Instead, it concentrated on converting flab into muscle without losing Gloria's lush shape. Although Gloria had dropped two dress sizes from a twenty-two to an eighteen, the glorious hour-shaped ratio between her breasts, waist, and hips remained unchanged. Plus, her enormous tits and broad ass were still very much evident.
Dipping his cock into her dripping cunt to lubricate it, Barry eased it through Gloria's knot and into her ass. Then, he reached into the built-in cups inside Gloria's dress and grabbed her thick nipple. He pinched and twisted it firmly and began fucking her ass with smooth, powerful strokes. Gloria moaned again, and the head of the man across the aisle rose. Barry winked and gave him a thumbs-up. He received a grin and a thumbs-up in return. Then, the man turned onto his side to see if his wife was also interested in joining the mile-high club.
"Ohhh, Barry," Gloria sighed as she climaxed on his cock and her fingers.
Barry smiled triumphantly and unloaded his nutsack into Gloria's warm ass. He rolled onto his back closed his eyes, and the final part of his first night in Samuel's bed played out in his mind as he slipped into sleep.
Chapter 12: Samuel and Bianca 2.
Bianca accepted Samuel's unspoken challenge and proceeded to fuck him into oblivion. Gripping his hip and shoulder firmly, Bianca dragged Samuel down as she powered her cock into his ass.
Although Bianca lacked the length and girth Samuel preferred, he knew most of her lovers the subsequent night would be either receiving anal virgins or mostly heterosexual men who only got serviced in their rears during Samuel's parties. Therefore, Bianca's less substantial cock would be less painful for them to take in their asses than Olivia's staunch seven-inch one. That fact alone might even make her more sought after by the partiers than Olivia.
Revelling in being firmly pounded, Samuel relaxed and enjoyed being serviced by the gorgeous new girl. Large cocks squeezed against his prostate and heightened the sensation, but Bianca's modest five-inch one still slid deliciously over it, which intensified his pleasure. Samuel was about to instruct Bianca to reach around and tug on his cock as she fucked him. But before he could voice that request, Bianca did so without being asked, so Samuel pushed down with his knees and lifted his hips to give Bianca room to stroke him.
Bianca had Samuel close to orgasm, but he couldn't quite reach his climactic peak. She desperately wondered how to get her new Master over the edge before she failed him by getting there first. Then it came to her, and she growled, "Cum for me, you cock sucking slut!"
Samuel moaned with pleasure, and his thick cock jumped in Bianca's hand, spitting his cum onto the sheets beneath them. His tight ass spasmed around Bianca's slender cock, and she leapt from her climax's peak after her Master and pumped his colon full of her fuck juice.
Bianca rolled off Samuel, and the handsome, dominant older man took her in his strong arms to spoon with her. Once more during the night, Bianca felt Samuel's cock sliding in and out of her ass. But he didn't seem to need anything from her, so Bianca squeezed his thick cock with her sphincter muscles and helped him to cum. He slept after filling her wet hole, and Bianca joined Samuel in Morpheus' realm.
She woke up lying across Samuel's chest with her head under his chin and her wig askew. Samuel looked down at her and smiled lovingly. They kissed, and Samuel sent her to find her fiancée.
Chapter 13: Courtney, Olivia, and Gloria 2.
In the air, flying to Tahiti, Gloria had coincidentally been dreaming of the same night as Barry. Only Gloria's mind immediately skipped to when she followed Courtney and Olivia to their bedroom.
"What does that mean?" Gloria asked as she followed Courtney and Olivia up the stairs.
"The only woman I'm allowed to make love to now is Courtney, honey," Olivia explained. "I was a total male slut before Hannah, Courtney, and later, Samuel set my head straight. I can be fucked by as many men as Samuel and/or Courtney choose for me, but my cock belongs solely to them now. I'm exempted from that edict during the parties and must fuck any man in the ass or allow them to suck me off who asks me to. But in comparison, the women need permission from Courtney or Samuel before I'm allowed to service them. However, I'm expected to use my mouth, tongue, and fingers to pleasure any who want me to."



Courtney clarified further. "You can demand similar obedience from Bianca during the party if you want. We make the rules for any new people crystal clear before the fun starts. So, if you don't want Bianca to fuck another woman, you can enforce that rule."
Gloria considered what her friends said before replying, "I enjoy watching Barry play with others, but I think it would be better if he didn't distract himself from his real task by trying to fuck anyone and everyone he can. I'll tell him he can fuck or be fucked by anyone who asks him, but he's not allowed to instigate a coupling with anybody."
"Good plan," Courtney acknowledged. Then her lids hooded sexily, and she growled, "Now, are we going to fuck or chat?"
"Fuck, of course," Gloria laughed delightedly. "She hadn't had sex with either Olivia/John or Courtney yet, and her cunt drooled in anticipation. "But we seem to have three pussies and no cocks, so how is that going to work?"
"Oh, we have cocks," Courtney giggled. "It's just that poor Olivia isn't allowed to use hers." She reached into her drawer, took out two double-ended strap-ons and handed one to Gloria.
Gloria looked inquisitively at Olivia, wondering how far she was allowed to go with these two. But this was Courtney's show, so she waited for Courtney to direct the activities.
"Everyone has entirely too many clothes on," Courtney teased. "The last one naked is the first to receive a cock up her ass."
"Up my ass is the only place I can receive it," Olivia muttered drily as she languidly removed her dress and took off her G-string. Then, strutting sexily, proudly, and confident in her gorgeous body, Olivia crossed to the bed and got onto her hands and knees on top of it. Olivia had been fucked by her much shorter wife many, many times, so she spread her knees wide and lowered her tight ass, ready for it to be taken.
Courtney nodded towards her wife and encouraged, "Help yourself."
Gloria eased the dildo's double end into her juicy pussy and buckled it into place. Then, she climbed onto the bed behind Olivia and pulled Olivia's ass cheeks apart. Only then did Gloria notice the plug inserted in Olivia's butt. She chuckled throatily as she exchanged grins with Courtney.
"All stretched and ready for you," Courtney giggled, inserting her dildo and tying it securely.
Gloria knee-walked up to Olivia's lewdly spread ass and pulled the butt plug out before positioning her 'cock' on Olivia's brown star. She knew that the Murrays were total sluts and took cocks in their fuck holes regularly, so she gripped Olivia's hips tightly and rammed her cock home. The matching strap-ons were angled to scrape G and P-spots, and Gloria's immediately scraped across Olivia's. Olivia grunted heavily before moaning and pushing back at Gloria's invading cock. Gloria chuckled delightedly again before repeating the action.
Olivia's arms collapsed, and she fell onto her shoulders which arced her delectable ass higher into the air. The change in angle caused Gloria's cock to remain in contact with Olivia's P-spot for longer and drove her closer to an orgasm.
"Such a willing slut," Gloria marvelled as she pounded Olivia's muscular ass. "To think I used to watch you on TV and never knew what a sexy, cross-dressing, cock sucking whore you were. You know, I used to fantasise about being fucked by you, but now I see you're just a little bitch!"
"Oh, shut up and fuck me," Olivia teasingly muttered. "I'm already turned on. You don't need to excite me further."
"Spank the cheeky brat!" Courtney exclaimed, handing Gloria a paddle before lying on her back and scooting up between Gloria's legs. Gloria gasped as Courtney attached her mouth to her pussy lips and probed her talented tongue into the older woman's gash.
Gloria held still for several moments as she enjoyed the exquisite pleasure and sheer deliciousness of being eaten out by a woman tens of thousands of men and women fantasised about. Well, Gloria had fantasised about her, too, and now those fantasies were playing out. However, her 'cock' was also inside another of her masturbation fantasies, and she wanted to make 'him' cum before she considered her own pleasure.
Gloria threw her head back and laughed, causing both Murrays to stop and ask why. "I've dreamed of being fucked by you," Gloria whacked Olivia's ass with the paddle, "and fucking you," she reached back and patted Courtney's head. "But I never dreamed it would be the reverse--me fucking John and being fucked by Courtney."
"I'm not fucking you yet," Courtney said gleefully, joining in Gloria's laughter. "But I will!" She slid back, rolled over, and squatted on the bed behind Gloria's wobbly ass. Then, she gripped the large woman's hips and ploughed her thick 7-inch 'cock' into Gloria's cunt. Thrusting several times to ensure it was well-lubricated, Courtney backed out, aimed her cock at Gloria's dark fuck hole, and rammed it home.
"Is that the best you've got?" Gloria asked disdainfully, "I'd have thought an athletic girl like you would fuck me harder."
"I'll give you 'harder', bitch," Courtney growled around her amused grin. Ben had warned her that Gloria was a bawdy, earthy lover who loved rough and ready sex. She'd try to dominate her partners, but if you proved to be strong enough, she would submit eagerly. Gloria dominated because few men or women could match her powerful personality or willingness to try anything she thought would feel good.
Being fucked in the ass by a woman wearing a strap-on as she fucked that woman's husband in his ass was a new experience for Gloria, but it was one she readily accepted and enjoyed. Working slowly at first, Gloria timed her thrusts into Olivia to match Courtney's into her. So, when she felt the younger woman's firm abdomen racing towards her wobbly ass, she pushed back so it would penetrate her as deeply as possible. Simultaneously, her 'cock' would pull out of Olivia's fuck hole, ready to be driven home again. Courtney's vicious thrust into Gloria's ass would drive Gloria's 'cock' deeply into Olivia's, spearing it across Olivia's P-spot as it did. Simultaneously with her thrust into Olivia's boy-cunt, Gloria hit Olivia's ass cheek with the paddle.
When Courtney's abdomen crashed into Gloria's flabby ass, the double end of her strap-on mashed against Courtney's clitoris, sending delicious sensations reverberating through her body, which caused her to pull back and fuck the older woman even harder. Courtney shook her head, determined not to be the first one to cum. But unfortunately, Courtney was probably the least experienced lover among them.
Courtney had willingly surrendered her virginity to John on the night of her eighteenth birthday and was secretly happy he'd impregnated her shortly afterwards. And, although she'd been fucked by many men and women during Samuel's events, her husband typically fucked more and was used by many more than her. Courtney wasn't jealous of her husband's popularity at these events but was envious of him.
Courtney had enjoyed being pregnant at Samuel's parties because she was more popular with the attendees during her gestation period than Olivia. She held a secret from her husband, though. John believed that Courtney was willingly having unprotected sex with every man who had a bigger cock than him, hoping to be bred by them. Instead, Courtney inserted her diaghram before she'd fucked those men. Adriel was theirs, and Courtney was one hundred per cent sure of that.
However, John's willingness to allow her to be bred by a random, big-dicked stranger confirmed how much he'd changed since Hannah had so destructively inserted herself into their lives. Knowing that made Courtney happy, so she allowed John to continue thinking his daughter may not be his. She would tell him the truth at some stage but was enjoying his humiliation too much to confess.
Despite her wishes, Courtney orgasmed first. But her climax made the young woman ram her 'cock' even harder into Gloria's ass, which blew Goria off her orgasmic peak and made her cum, too. Gloria's orgasm forced her to jam her 'cock' into Olivia, and it spiralled across the cross-dresser's P-spot. Having her prostate so delightfully stimulated blasted Olivia into bliss, and her cock's eye, which was all of her penis that was exposed, spat semen onto the bed.
Courtney gave Gloria no chance to relax. She effortlessly flipped the large woman onto her back and ripped Gloria's strap-on off her, and then she handed it to her husband. Olivia groaningly protested about not being allowed to use her 'real' cock but buckled the fake cock in place, nevertheless. Next, Courtney pounced on Gloria and rammed the cock she'd just removed from the tubby girl's ass into her dripping cunt.
Rolling over and allowing Gloria's much larger body to cover hers, Courtney reached around Gloria's fat ass and spread her chubby ass cheeks apart, exposing Gloria's ring to her husband. Olivia took the hint and jammed the strap-on into Gloria's ass. "You're our slut," Courtney hissed as she and John pounded the older woman between them. "And we are not yours. Now, stop refusing what we want and cum for us!"
"Gawd!" Gloria moaningly protested even as her body willingly responded. "First Ben, and now these two. Fuck me, but if I don't get my shit together, I'll be Barry's bitch next!" Those spare thoughts exploded into butterfly wings and flew away as she bore down on the cock in her cunt and erupted into an extreme orgasmic climax.
Viciously fucking Gloria between them, the Murrays drove the willingly acquiescent woman to several more orgasms before they allowed themselves to climax with her. The night ended when Courtney released Olivia's cock and allowed her to mount her and cum in her tight cunt.
Chapter 14: On the way to Tahiti 5.
After he'd helped his new wife to orgasm and then came in her tight ass, Barry slid back into a light doze. His reveries returned to the day after his first visit with Samuel and Bianca's sudden emergence. When she awoke that morning, Samuel had kissed her lovingly and sent her to find her wife.
Chapter 15: Barry, Courtney, Gloria, and Olivia.
Holding his dress, Barry walked down the hall to Olivia's room. He felt pretty weirded out and wanted to drop the dress, rip the wig off, shower, and remove any trace of his feminine persona. However, he also didn't want to disrespect Olivia, the work she'd put into creating Bianca, and the opportunity she and her wife had given him and Gloria. Sighing and wondering if he was in over his head, Barry adjusted his wig, took a strengthening breath, and stepped through the door to Olivia's bedroom.
He immediately saw the three lovers lying on their backs, still asleep. Gloria lay in the middle of a Murray woman sandwich. She had one finger gently working in and out of Courtney's cum-drooling cunt, and her other gripped and idly tugged Olivia's rigidly erect 7-inch cock.
Courtney felt Barry's presence first. Her beautiful blue eyes opened, and she smiled delightedly at his wrecked visage. "Someone's been used hard and put away wet," she teased. Courtney seemed unaware of Barry's distress, but she'd recognised it immediately. When she and Hannah forced John into bisexuality and feminisation, he, too, often looked emasculated and defeated the following morning. However, Courtney had revelled in punishing her husband and welcomed his defeat and emasculation. Her initial intention was never to allow him near her divine body again and eventually make him have total gender reassignment surgery.
Hannah's descent into a controlling obsession with her finally opened Courtney's eyes to what she had allowed to happen, and she realised her husband loved her so much that he was prepared to accept whatever Courtney and Hannah forced on him to stay with her. It was then she decided to end her relationship with the obsessed transwoman and face the consequences of Hannah's blackmail. She ordered Hannah from her home and phoned Samuel, who had been an unwitting accomplice in her program to subjugate John.
Samuel met with her and explained John's innate submissiveness, which had allowed Hannah and her to control him so readily. Together, they formed a plan that would enable John to recognise his submissiveness and for her and him to survive the inevitable backlash from Hannah in a way that would allow their marriage to flourish again. Then, Samuel comprehensively demonstrated to her that she was equally as submissive as her husband. Becoming his eager playthings gave the Murrays what they needed to be their true selves.
Courtney knew Barry needed to reassert his masculinity before he'd realise that Bianca, much as Olivia is, was a persona he created to enhance his sexuality and explore his eroticism. But Barry's immediate need was to feel like a man again, so Courtney smiled broadly and swung her lithe figure out of bed. She casually took the wig off his head, removed the dress from his hand and placed them on her vanity. Then, holding his hand, she pulled him after her to the shower.
Getting there, Courtney turned the water on before kneeling before Barry. Then, she pulled his ruined stockings down and removed them along with Barry's heels. Next, Courtney placed her hands on Barry's hips and free-handed her mouth down his shaft until her lips pressed against his pubis. Having the gorgeous radio host and TV presenter naked, kneeling at his feet and sucking his cock was too much for Barry's overloaded mind. He lost his lollies into Courtney's mouth almost immediately.
Smiling happily, Courtney swallowed Barry's gift and encouraged him into the shower, where she washed the makeup from his face and carefully cleansed all evidence of Bianca away. Once Barry was clean, Courtney offered him the washer, spread her toned legs, and held her arms out expectantly.
Barry gulped, added body wash to the cloth, and tentatively wiped it along Courtney's extended arm. He did the same with the other arm, asked Courtney to turn around and washed her shoulders, back and legs, carefully avoiding the divine woman's breasts, ass, and pussy.
Turning to face him, Courtney pulled her shoulders back and pushed her C-cups out proudly. "My tits, cunt and ass need cleaning, too, Barry," she said pithily.
Barry blushed shyly but nervously complied. Courtney's slowly closing eyes and pleased hum when he washed her breasts and circled her stiffening nipples encouraged Barry. He held the cloth in his left hand and worked his thumb over Courtney's extended nipple. Next, he cupped Courtney's entire breast, fascinated by its perfect symmetry with the other. He'd never seen surgically enhanced breasts in real life before and was delighted with how Courtney's tits felt. Placing the washer over the shower wall, Barry cupped the other breast and lowered his mouth onto Courtney's nipple.
"Hmm," Courtney crooned, holding Barry's head to her nipple. "Gloria said you gave the best oral of any lover she's ever had. Let's get dry, and you can take me to bed and show me."
Barry ignored her and sat on the shower floor. He pulled Courtney close and pushed his head between her eagerly spreading thighs. Barry gripped Courtney's leanly muscular ass and pulled her cunt onto his mouth. Then, he stuffed his gifted tongue in it as deeply as he could, ignoring that it was full of Olivia's cum. Barry stabbed his tongue into Courtney's pussy as he worked a finger between her taut ass cheeks and rimmed her dark ring.
"Oh, Gawd, Barry," Courtney groaned, her tight ass resting on Barry's shoulders and her long legs spread down his back. Courtney's chocolate star fluttered open, allowing Barry's finger in, and she groaned again.
Barry was in seventh heaven. Lawd! How many times had he jacked off, fantasising about doing what he was doing precisely? Courtney responded to his ministrations even more devoutly than Barry had dared imagine, and he knew she was about to cum. Switching his mouth from her drooling entrance to her engorged clitoris. Barry sucked that sublime nubbin into his mouth and battered it with his swiftly flicking tongue. Simultaneously, Barry replaced his tongue with his middle finger and probed for Courtney's G-spot.
"Fuck!" Courtney spat when Barry's deft finger stroked her inner pleasure point. Her hands gripped Barry's head tightly as she ground her clit against his face. "Oh, Gawd!" The gorgeous radio presenter repeated as her cunt and ass clenched Barry's probing fingers forcefully.
Then, squealing vociferously, Courtney orgasmed on Barry's mouth and probing fingers. She shuddered and orgasmed again as Barry worked her pleasure nodes adroitly. A third climax thundered through her before Courtney decided that despite its mediocre length and width, she needed Barry's cock in her yearning cunt.
Not caring about them being wet, Courtney turned off the taps, hauled Barry up, and dragged him back to her bed. She saw Gloria had mounted Olivia and taken her throbbing 7-inch cock into her gaping cunt. "You'd better not cum in any of that slut's holes," Courtney sneered as she flopped onto her back on the bed, accepted Barry between her slender, shapely legs, grabbed him by the cock, and guided him into her blazing depths. "Or you'll be sporting bruises all over your ass, back, and thighs at tonight's party."
Luckily for Barry, Courtney was at least as excited as he was, and she orgasmed as soon as he was buried inside her. Courtney followed that minor climax with two more intense ones before demanding that Barry 'filled her slut cunt with cum'.
Barry obliged gladly, of course, jetting his ball juice into Courtney's pussy despite his mind struggling to accept he was even in the same bed as the beautiful weather reporter.
Gloria had orgasmed, riding Olivia's stupendous cock. Although she longed to feel Olivia's cock streaming cum into her and across her cervix, she couldn't disrespect her two new lovers like that, so she reluctantly rolled off Olivia and watched her fiancé fuck Courtney.
"Get over here and clean me up, worm," Courtney demanded. "And your ball sack had better be still full of cum, you bitch! No cumming for you until tonight's party."
"Yes, Mistress," John acquiesced regretfully. He rolled out of bed and walked around the Courtney's side. Smiling apologetically at Barry, she took his place between Courtney's splayed thighs and lowered her mouth onto Courtney's cunt.
Gloria chuckled richly and encouraged Barry between her wobbly thighs and onto her pussy. "At least mine's not full of another man's nut juice," she teased as Barry worked his typical magic and swiftly brought her close to an orgasm.
Barry didn't care. He felt like a man again--masculine, powerful, and desired. His love and soulmate wanted him more than she wanted to play with Courtney and Olivia. He'd brought Courtney to numerous orgasms and knew she'd like to fuck him again. And currently, he was the only male in a bed containing three gorgeous women.
Barry put on a masterpiece that morning despite thinking his meagre 5-inch cock was inadequate for the task. Gloria climaxed four times on his mouth, tongue, and fingers and once on his cock. Courtney welcomed him back between her delicious thighs and orgasmed twice more from his oral abilities. The morning interlude ended after Barry had fucked and cum in Olivia's tight ass.
The foursome squeezed into the en suite's shower and, with much tickling, fingering, stroking, kissing, and laughter, made themselves clean. After drying off, Olivia taped his cock and balls away, and she and Courtney dressed in matching low-waisted, tie-front, M-split maxi skirts and clinging stretch cotton crop tops. Courtney went braless, of course. They inserted complementing star-burst belly button rings, and then the Murrays sat at their shared vanity and did their makeup. After that, Courtney took Gloria back to Samuel's clothing room, where the outfits for his guests were stored, and she'd dressed and made-up Gloria the previous night.



Chapter 16: Barry/Bianca and Olivia.
Olivia sweetly asked, "Barry, honey. Do you want to bring Bianca back out to play, or would you prefer to wait until closer to the party?"
"Aren't you scared you'll want to remain a cross-dressed sissy when you stay glammed up all the time?" Barry worriedly asked.
"I was in the beginning," Olivia confessed. "But you must understand that I was blackmailed into accepting being feminised. I had never even fantasised about being feminine, let alone being a crossdresser and being fucked by or fucking guys. However, I soon learned to enjoy the power we girls have over men." Olivia laughed archly. "Jaysus, Barry, us guys are pathetic! A faint smile, an arch of their eye, and a wink, and we're blithering idiots, dribbling on ourselves as we pant after them!"
Barry nodded, realising that Olivia was right. Before Gloria, he was like that exactly. Even now, he knew he would drool over an attractive woman and would mumble incoherently if they paid attention to him. Barry suddenly understood why women were attracted to Ben. Ben didn't blither and drool. Instead, he approached them confidently and spoke with them calmly. He was attentive without being clingy or desperate. Ben knew his worth and assertively pursued the women he desired without being pushy, and women readily fell for his charismatic charms. Barry already held Ben in some awe, and his epiphany increased it significantly.
"You could experience that power," Olivia stated confidently. "Your body and face are soft enough to accept being feminised quite profoundly, I believe. I think I can transform you so completely that it's doubtful anyone could out you. And even if they did? We'll be walking with two of the hottest chicks they've ever seen, so who gives a fuck what they think?"
"You're saying I'm fat and that Gloria's hot?" Barry teased, wondering if he should feel a little jealous if Olivia did.
Olivia chuckled sexily. Learning to giggle, chuckle, and laugh femininely was the most challenging part of immersing herself entirely in her female persona and becoming virtually indistinguishable from a biological woman. Oh, Olivia knew the signs were still there for the careful observer to see, especially given she didn't take HRT tablets to help with her feminisation. But she also knew her sublime figure, with its enormous fake tits, narrow waist, tight, sexy ass, and long, shapely legs kept most men's eyes off her somewhat masculine face.
"You were shitting yourself so badly last night that you didn't even really notice Gloria. Gloria was hawt, with a capital H. Now she has a better idea of how sexy she can be; she'll be even hotter today, and after Courtney's finished with her and you see her tonight, she'll blow your knickers off. Of that, I am one hundred per cent certain!"
Barry laughed, but he was sure Olivia was right. He had escaped his fearful funk to admire how sexy and beautiful his fiancée looked the previous night when she first passed him to take her seat, but he hadn't paid attention after that. Barry noticed that Olivia was examining him intently. "What?" He asked uncomfortably.
"You're not really overweight, Baz," Olivia explained. "But you need exercise to strengthen and tone your rather pudgy body. Gloria carries too much saggy flesh. Courtney and I will take you on a sexual journey that will rock your world if you let us. Part of that will involve becoming fitter and more muscular."
"I like Gloria's curves," Barry stated defensively. "She wouldn't be Gloria without them."
Olivia's glorious laugh echoed through the room again. "I said 'fitter and more muscular', not skinnier," she explained. "If you work with me, you'll lose at least two pants' sizes and gain probably more than a shirt size. But you'll probably gain between three to five kilos. Muscle weighs more than fat."
"Won't that make me look less feminine?" Barry queried.
"I thought you were worried about looking feminine at all," Olivia joked. "It will, but you'll be able to wear dresses, tops, and skirts that emphasise your ass and legs, which will drag guys' attention away from your face."
"I'll have a girly butt just like yours?" Barry teasingly asked.
"You will," Olivia grinningly agreed. Then she slapped her hands together. "So, what's it to be? Am I tarting you up before we go out for breakfast, or are you and Samuel being the men for three gorgeous women?"
As much as being seen as a man accompanying three glamours like Gloria, Courtney, and Olivia enticed him, having Samuel in the mix caused Barry to reconsider. "What would Samuel prefer?" He asked.
"Good question," Olivia smiled. "Samuel will tell you he doesn't care either way, but I know he'll prefer Bianca to Barry."
"Bianca, it is then," Barry decided. He sat on the spare vanity chair and faced Olivia.
"Not this time," Olivia chuckled. "You need to shave before learning how to do this yourself."
After Barry used her en suite and the unused razor in there, Olivia guided Barry through a full makeup series twice before completing the finishing touches to wholly submerge his more masculine features. Then, finally satisfied, Courtney told Barry to lie on his back on the bed and hold his knees apart. She tucked the older man's balls into their canals before trying to flatten Barry's cock along his perineum. Unfortunately, Barry's libido had enjoyed Olivia handling his balls and was rapidly inflating.
"Sorry about this," Olivia muttered, whacking Barry's nutsack with her palm's heel. "But I don't have permission to blow you to get rid of your hard-on." The sudden pain convinced Barry's cock to deflate, and Olivia taped it in place. She left Barry's cock's eye exposed. "So you can sit and pee," she explained. Olivia used spray-on suntan lotion to disguise the flesh-coloured tape further and then used Courtney's hair dryer to hasten the lotion's drying. After that, Olivia instructed Barry on how to draw his cleavage line.
Then, when he got that right, she handed Barry a thong, a matching full-cup bra, and the breast forms. Flesh-coloured stay-up stockings followed, as did strappy wedge-heeled sandals. Then, Olivia rifled through one of the wardrobes, looking for something sexy for Barry to wear. She muttered to herself several times about having nothing suitable for daywear because everything she had was for looking glamorous and attending functions at night.
Olivia eventually backed out, holding a floral print and a shirred-waist dress. It had a ruffle hem, long sleeves, and a deep Vee-neck. Barry put it and her wig on, and just like that, Bianca was reborn.
"Let's go to the kitchen, and you can sit with Samuel while I make coffee. Then, we'll wait for my wife and your fiancée.
Bianca agreed, and the girls walked arm-in-arm to the kitchen, where Samuel waited patiently.
Chapter 17: Courtney and Gloria.
Gloria and Courtney chatted amicably as they entered Samuel's clothing room. Dresses on hangers in many styles, colours and lengths encircled the room. Beneath them were matching shoes, high-heels, and boots. One wall held a selection of Bdsm Master and Dominatrix wear. Gloria looked at them longingly before allowing Courtney to take her to the vanity.
Courtney insisted that Goria allow her to begin by painting an exfoliating mask onto Gloria's face. Once that had dried and been peeled off, Courtney plucked out Gloria's few facial hairs, used a deep cleanser on her face, and laid out Gloria's makeup regime. Taking the time to explain each product's use, Courtney showed her how to apply each one. By the time Courtney gently showed her new friend how to finish her look with a mascara brush, Gloria barely recognised the face in the mirror.
"I'm beautiful!" Gloria exclaimed awedly. "I mean, I always knew I did alright in the looks stakes, but fuck me, done up like this, I'm fucking gorgeous!"
"Yes, you are," Courtney said, nodding agreeably. "One red-hot, divinely curved chicky babe who swears like a truck driver and rolls on her feet like a drunken sailor!"
"Shit!" Gloria spat. "I forgot to walk like you showed me, didn't I?"
Courtney laughed before saying, "Let's find you something to wear that will make your man and mine regret their cocks are taped away but will delight Samuel."
"Sounds like a plan," Gloria agreed, wondering if she had the courage to ask Courtney for voice and deportment lessons. But again, she'd misjudged her young friend.
Courtney knew most of Gloria's appeal was in her bawdy, hypersexual personality, and if Gloria lost that, she'd be just another quite pretty fat chick struggling to divert men's attention away from the skinny women. Courtney wanted Gloria to be capable of mixing in high society when it was required but had no intention of toning down her brash personality or diminishing the large woman's enormous sex drive. She hoped the bawdy woman would learn to control her language when she attended events like tonight's but let her natural self shine the rest of the time.
Courtney circled the room, her practised eye looking for the superbly right outfit to turn men's heads. She found a dark blue butterfly-sleeved, plunging-neck dress, brought it down, and checked the size. 'Twenty,' she thought. 'A little small, but that should just mound Gloria's breasts higher and display them more delectably.' She took it off the hangar and brought it to Gloria.
"Nylons are too hot to wear in Brisbane during the day," Courtney mused. "So, I'll spray some self-tanning lotion on your legs before you dress. That will at least partially obscure your cellulite and make you feel less self-conscious about wearing a short dress in public."
Gloria was about to laugh and say she couldn't give a fuck if people saw her cellulite-covered thighs, then realised she would if she was out with two fit, skinny bitches like Olivia and Courtney. Instead, she burst into tears. "Why are you doing this for us?" She wailed. "We're not in yours or Samuel's class. We're not even close! Are you planning to take Barry away from me and turn him into your little tranny slut? Willing to be fucked by the closeted queers that attend these parties?"
Courtney stared at the distraught woman, totally nonplussed by her sudden, wailed emotional collapse. Courtney considered how to respond but instinctively knew she shouldn't react supportively. Drawing herself up with icy disdain, Courtney crossed her arms beneath her breasts and hissed, "Get over yourself, you gorgeous, bawdy, tubby tart. You're more woman than any four men can handle, so stop feeling sorry for yourself, and get the fuck dressed before I put you over my knee and spank your luscious ass!" Then, she fearfully waited for Gloria's response.
Gloria amazingly immediately snapped out of her funk, took a deep breath, and sighed. Her eyebrows drew in quizzically before replying, "Fair enough. But, seriously, why us?"
"Because Ben said you deserved it, and you wouldn't do it without Barry. To be honest, Gloria," Courtney stated evenly. "Barry brings nothing to the table we don't already have in droves. Bianca, however, brings a much-needed backup for my husband, and her lesser todger will make her very popular with the anal virgins who are currently too scared to allow Olivia to fuck them."
"Gin?" Gloria asked.
"Same problem as Olivia," Gloria dismissed. "Her cock's too big for the virgins and the inexperienced."
"How big is it?" Gloria asked wonderingly.
"You mean you haven't sampled Gin yet?" Courtney giggled. "I'm amazed you haven't coaxed Nigel and Gin into your bed."
"Have you?" Gloria challenged.
"Yes," Courtney admitted. "Although I was still pregnant the first time they came over. Nigel's enormous length impressed Samuel and Olivia, but I couldn't swallow all of him. He seemed happy that I accepted as much as I could and that I sucked, licked, and jacked him until he came on my face. Gin was disappointed he couldn't fuck me, but he also happily accepted my blowjob. However, Nigel, Gin, Olivia, and Samuel fucked like bunnies all night. Gin finally got his wish to fuck me two parties later. It was too soon after giving birth for me to have sex at the second party."
"Nigel and Gin attend regularly?" Gloria questioned before realising it was a stupid question, and she had no right to know.
However, Courtney chose to acknowledge Gloria being miffed at her for not explaining why she hadn't invited her again. "I was wrong for not calling you and explaining Samuel's, mine, and some of the guests' concerns. I was even more wrong for not realising your dominating nature and encouraging you to explore that persona at our parties. However, I will point out that it's my right to invite or not invite anyone the fuck I want. But you're missing the point."
"Which would be?" Gloria asked pointedly.
"That Ben, Nigel, Gin, Samuel, Olivia, and I want you to come to our parties. If you agree, you'll be the first full-blown Dominatrix Samuel has ever had at one of his events."
"You've implied that there's more you want from us than just attending your parties in personas you require," Gloria stated.
"I've already said I need you, Gloria. Do you want me to get on my knees and beg?"
"Getting on your knees before me sounds good," Gloria chuckled, her gushing pussy speaking for her. "But more to eat my cunt than beg."
Courtney pulled a regretful face before saying, "With only us two, I need Samuel's permission before we can play, and I don't have it."
"You said I was a Mistress, right? A Dominatrix?" Courtney nodded, and Gloria added, "Then get on your knees and service your Mistress!"
Courtney chuckled throatily before replying, "Ahh, my dear. But you are not my Mistress until the party begins. So, as a respectful Mistress who doesn't want to step on another dominant's toes, you would go to my Master and politely ask if you can play with his toy."
"Damn!" Gloria laughed. "I knew there must be a catch." She stopped as she recalled Courtney's words. "Hmm," she purred. "But you're mine once the party begins, and I will bury my cock in that pert ass of yours!"
"I look forward to it, Gloria," Courtney hummed back. "Now, get your sexy ass dressed so we can join Samuel and the girls in the kitchen."
Gloria put on the sexy thong Courtney offered her, amazed again by how delicious it felt snugged against her clit, slit, entrance, perineum, and ass. Then, she hooked up the shelf bra which cradled, lifted, and displayed her enormous G-cup breasts delectably. Finally, she wriggled into the deep-Vee dress. Her breasts were almost obscenely displayed in the dress' open front, which left just enough covered to titillate the imagination but not offend.
Courtney handed Gloria a pair of round-toed ankle boots, which she put on. They linked arms to walk to the kitchen and were unsurprised to find Samuel there alone.
Chapter 18: Samuel, Courtney, Olivia, Gloria, and Bianca.
Samuel knew it would take time for his submissives to teach their projects how to do their makeup and dress appropriately, so after he'd sent Bianca from the room, he slept for another hour, grateful for the extra space in the bed.
After waking up, Samuel showered and dressed before making his way to the kitchen and waiting for his submissives and guests to arrive. He knew his wait would be an extended one, so he made coffee from the espresso machine, settled onto a chair, and opened his favourite social media pages.
Samuel had finished his second coffee before, and as he expected, Courtney and Gloria arrived first. Courtney knelt at his feet, but Gloria hugged the handsome older man before sitting beside him and holding his hand.
"Good morning, beautiful Gloria," Samuel said, admiring her plush figure, which was divinely displayed in a butterfly-sleeved, plunging-neck midi dress. Gloria's magnificent G-cups bulged salivatingly in the dress' deep Vee. The skirt's hem bounced sexily as she waked but was long enough to obscure Gloria's wobbly, cellulite-covered thighs.
Samuel patted Courtney's head before leaning over to kiss her lips lightly. "You look even more beguiling than usual, my girl," he said as Courtney almost shook and wagged her bum like a happy puppy. "Make me, yourself, and our guest a coffee, and then you may sit with me."
Courtney complied, and the threesome sat around the table, discussing their plans for the day. It was another forty-five minutes before Olivia and Bianca joined them. The beautiful, cross-dressed pair knelt before Samuel and waited for his approval. He smiled lovingly down at the knelt pair before kissing their cheeks and telling them they were beautiful.
"Get Bianca and yourself a coffee, and join us at the table," Samuel instructed. He turned back to the conversation before holding his hand up. "Gloria," he said firmly. "Courtney stopped asking you to attend my parties because I told her to. Your rough and ready personality intimidated too many of my female attendees, and it's challenging enough to find enough women to attend as it is. If those women stop attending, there will not be enough women to ensure the balance between the genders.
"My error, not Courtney's, was not recognising the women reacted as they did because they were confused by what you were. To them, you seemed nothing but a willing slut ready to fuck anyone and everyone. And while that's to be applauded at events like these, your aggressive pursuit of them and their men left them feeling inadequate for their boyfriend's or husband's needs. You unintentionally made them believe they weren't woman enough to satisfy their mates and that you were, and they feared losing them to you.
"So, when Courtney came to me with her plan to encourage you to explore your domination tendencies, I... me, Gloria, not Courtney... refused her plan. So, get off your high horse, pull your head out of your ass, and realise that I was wrong and that Courtney supported your continued attendance the whole time. Or, by help me, Gawd, I will tell Olivia to bend you over my kitchen table, and I will paddle your luscious ass!"
"You said it was you!" Gloria protested to Courtney.
"Of course," Courtney admitted. "I was certainly not dropping my dominant in it."
"Okay," Gloria growled. "Since you're all here, I'll ask one last time. Why are you doing this for us? Compared to you all, we're nothing but poor, broke plebs."
Samuel smiled warmly. "My father abandoned my mother, and my mother became a prostitute to feed her six children. Courtney's father and mother are farmers from Stanthorpe who struggled to keep their farm afloat. They would have gone under without John and Courtney returning to run the farm. John's mother was a stay-at-home wife, and his father drove a cab. All of us here are plebs, Gloria. None of us is any better than the other."
Gloria gaped, her mouth opening and closing wordlessly. All of her preconceptions had just been blown out of the water, and she had no idea how to react.
"As for why we want to help you," Samuel continued. "I consider Ben Stokes one of my closest and dearest friends. Ben suggested that I reconsider your absence because he believed in you and knew once you found yourself, you'd be one of the most popular attractions at the party, if not the most popular. In light of Ben's suggestions, I reconsidered and asked Courtney to ask you to come to tonight's party.
"However, I was unaware that you'd recently become engaged. Of course, that meant Barry would have to attend, too, and being brutally honest, Barry had nothing special he could bring to the party to improve it. A mediocre cock on an average body describes most of the patrons. That's when Courtney decided to ask you if Barry would be prepared to crossdress."
Gloria pretended to glare at Courtney and accused, "You didn't phone me asking if I knew any cross-dressers! Instead, you were going to suggest I glammed Barry up so we could come to the party!"



"I was pleased when you told me Barry was already exploring his cross-dressing fetish, even though I already partially suspected it because he'd so willingly blown and fucked Olivia, "Courtney admitted. "Trust me, Glory Girl, I did not relish having to suggest you feminise your man so we could ask you to our party."
Gloria turned her mock glare onto Olivia, "You didn't tell Olivia or Samuel what you and Barry discussed?"
"Barry's secrets are his to tell," Olivia said sweetly. "If Courtney or Samuel asked, I would have told them, but they're too honourable to do that."
"This is all a lot to take in," Gloria muttered. "But my wanton cunt is drooling and clearly wants this, so, fuck it, I'm in. Baz?"
"I was in the moment Courtney asked if I would glam up and come with you, my love," Barry responded. "My only worry was if I'd make a fool of myself dressed as a woman but looking like a bloke in drag." He gestured down himself. "I guess Olivia fixed that fear for me."
"She did!" Courtney opined. "She surely did! You're one hot chicky babe!"
"Oi!" Gloria mock objected. "I thought I was your red-hot chicky babe?"
Laughing, the gorgeous foursome and their sole male companion got up from the table, got into Samuel's Maybach S-class, and went to a late breakfast. Olivia was relegated to the front seat beside Samuel while Bianca sat between Gloria and Courtney in the back. They encouraged her to finger their dripping pussies as Samuel drove.
Chapter 19: Before the Party.
By four O'clock that afternoon, Samuel, his submissives and Gloria and Bianca were dressed, made up, and ready for the guests to arrive. Courtney had supervised Gloria's transformation from sexily tubby tart to masterful Dominatrix. Gloria wore a black lace-up-back corset that cinched her waist to an almost ridiculous narrowness. The corset's built-in half-cups pushed Gloria's magnificent G-cups together and up until they seemed destined to explode from the corset's cups without warning at any moment.
Below the corset, all Gloria wore were crotchless fishnet stockings, a strap-on, and thigh-high, shiny black, come-fuck-me boots. Her glistening pussy lips were barely hidden by the double-ended strap-on that was inserted in her cunt and buckled around her broad hips. In her right hand, Gloria held a coiled stock whip. Samuel had shown her how to hold it, let it fall to and drag along the ground behind her, and to re-coil it when she wanted to. The whip was only around three feet long and wouldn't crack even for a skilled user, which Gloria certainly wasn't. The whip was merely a prop to add to her Dominatrix persona.
All Courtney wore, aside from the most beautiful face Barry and Gloria had ever seen, was an opaque singlet dress and nipple clamps. Courtney's glorious C-cup breasts strained against the stretchy material and made the clamps plainly visible. The dress' hem nowhere near covered Courtney's taut, muscly ass, and her lower fuck holes were delightfully evident.
Olivia wore a clinging latex fetish-nurse uniform that barely reached the top of her sexy bottom. She was sans underwear with a plug in her tight ass. Olivia's balls were held away from her shaft with a cock ring that also surrounded her shaft past her stretched ball sack.
Bianca shifted uncomfortably. Her ass also held a substantial butt plug, which was a new sensation for her to experience. Olivia had dolled her face up until she barely recognised herself. Bianca would have undoubtedly tried to pick herself up if Barry had met her in a bar. She wore a skimpy boob tube that had built-in cups to hold her breast forms and had writing across her breasts. It read, "Daddy's Little Whore".
Olivia had glued a nipple pastie onto her belly button to resemble a belly button ring. Bianca's cock and balls were presented the same as Olivia's more substantial ones. Her dick was more rigid than Bianca could remember. Plus, it throbbed, and her balls ached worse than ever before. Olivia had given her a little blue pill before putting her cock and ball rings on. Next, after Bianca was stiff enough to poke holes in steel walls, Olivia handed Bianca half of an oval-shaped pink pill. Offering Bianca a glass of sparkling wine, Olivia said, "Down the hatch," put the other half of the pink pill in her mouth, and swallowed a sip of wine.
"Down the hatch," Bianca agreed, copying her mentor. Five minutes later, Bianca was horny enough to fuck a tree knot.
With her mind slipping and feeling hornier than three randy goats during the rutting season, Bianca put on the leather skirt Olivia handed her without objection. Looking down at her exposed groin, Bianca knew she should have objected. The skirt barely covered her erect cock, let alone her stretched ball sack. The skirt was a series of three-inch wide, unattached to each other, leather pleats made into a skirt by a thin, encircling band. Her cock poked the pleat out if she stood still and appeared between them when she walked. Bianca tried not to move.
The party didn't start until seven, but the girls were dressed and ready to receive guests early because many of them would arrive and then take outfits from Samuel's clothing room to dress in before the party. Some of these guests would need help assembling and putting on their outfits. Courtney and Olivia would take care of that while Gloria and Bianca served the subsequent guests drinks and kept them entertained.
Samuel joined the waiting foursome when he heard Courtney buzzing in their first guest. Samuel greeted each attendee and their partners by name, welcoming them to his home and asking if they needed somewhere to change or if they required an outfit. He directed them to either Courtney or Olivia, or to a room set aside for changing in or the lounge where they could enjoy some light refreshments as they mixed and waited for the party to begin.
Bianca's first test came not long after Courtney had escorted a large woman into the clothing room to help her select an outfit. The woman's husband was even larger than her, and he slumped onto a sofa chair, pulled out his chubby, five-inch cock and demanded that Bianca kneel and suck him off.
Bianca now understood why Olivia had given her the pink pill because she was outrageously horny and didn't care that the man was gross. She eagerly dropped to her knees and gobbled the man's fat cock down. Bianca wanted to jack her cock as she sucked the man, but Samuel's and Gloria's prohibitions prevented her from doing so.
"Such a willing slut," the overweight man groaned as he held the back of Bianca's head and tried to choke her with his short, thick cock. He was unsuccessful, thanks to the deep-throating skills Gloria had forced her to learn, and he quickly dumped his chocolates into Bianca's sucking mouth. She swallowed obediently before opening her mouth to show the portly man she'd accepted his gift. He thanked her graciously and allowed Bianca to her feet.
When she returned to where Gloria and Olivia waited, Olivia teased, "One for Bianca, and none for Mistress Gloria. Glory girl, I believe you have competition for being the biggest slut in your pending marriage."
"We'll see about that," Gloria growled before marching across to a slender, forty-ish woman who had been shyly waiting for Courtney to help her select and change into her outfit. Standing intimidatingly before the woman with her visage stern, Gloria snarled, "Kneel and lick your Mistress' boots, worm."
"Yes, Mistress," the skinny woman squeaked, dropping to her knees and licking.
"Not just the feet, idiot," Gloria growled. "Do a good job, and I might let you smell my wet cunt."
The woman devoutly licked up Gloria's boots, smearing saliva all over the shiny surface. When she got to their tops, Gloria pushed her off before extending her leg and offering, "Push your disgusting cunt against my boot and get yourself off. You may sniff my dripping cunt as you ride my foot."
The untoned, slender, middle-aged woman squeaked, "Yes, Mistress," before obeying. Gloria had clearly read her needs well because the woman orgasmed almost immediately, creaming on Gloria's boots.
"Good girl," Gloria crooned, handing the woman a rag from the leather bag Courtney had given her earlier. "Clean your disgusting secretions from my boots."
"Sorry, Mistress," the skinny woman said, seemingly unable to speak in anything other than a mousy squeak. She cleaned her spit and pussy juice from Gloria's boots, returning their lustrous shine.
When she had finished, Gloria helped the woman to her feet before ripping the dress off her skinny body. Gloria tore the woman's bra and panties off next and threw them aside. The woman stood, staring at the ground uncomplainingly. However, her arousal flowed down her inner thighs and filled the air with its distinctive aroma.
Examining the aroused but nervously shaking woman, Gloria said, "You'll do. Your name is Cunt, and you're my slave for the night. You will walk a step behind me wherever I go and carry my bag. Whenever I ask for something, you will find it in the bag and hand it to me. If I say 'suck', you will suck the cock before you. When I say 'lick', you will lick the cunt or arse in front of you. If I tell you to accept a cock in your ass, cunt, or mouth, you will obey eagerly. Do you understand, Cunt?"
"Yes, Mistress," Cunt shakily agreed.
"What are your safe words?" Gloria asked, remembering Courtney's edicts.
"Only 'cumquat' if I need you to release me from your service, Mistress," Cunt explained as she settled into her new identity. "Otherwise, I'm a pain, cock and cunt slut who will obey your every order and desire."
"We'll see," Gloria sneered. "I've broken more willing sluts than you before." She thought momentarily, remembering that few singles were allowed to attend Samuel's events. "Your partner?" She queried.
"I'm a single woman who Samuel allows to attend because I'm such a willing slut. I'll take two cocks in my ass and one in my cunt and mouth, or two cocks in my cunt and one in my ass and mouth as I jack off two others, so I'm popular at Samuel's parties."
"Yes, I see that," Gloria said. "But do you get what you need at these parties?"
Cunt shook her head before saying, "I get closer to what I need at Samuel's parties than anywhere else, which is why I attend every one. But I rarely leave entirely satisfied."
"What do you need to feel wholly satiated," Gloria asked.
"I need you to hurt me," Cunt confessed. "Nailing my tits and nipples to a board or tabletop and then whipping me until I bleed works best, but that can't happen here. So, fisting my cunt and ass as you spit on my face and call me derogatory names will do. Then, make me kneel beside Courtney in the paddling pool and piss on me."
Gloria's cunt spasmed when she heard 'kneel beside Courtney' and 'piss'. 'That skinny slut (Courtney) is receiving a mouthful of my piss tonight,' Gloria thought delightedly. However, she said to Cunt firmly, "I will do that for you. Now, reach into my bag and remove the biggest butt plug and dildo your worthless body can accept and give them to me."
Cunt removed an enormous plug so big that Gloria knew she couldn't take it and an almost ten-inch long, seven-inch girthed dildo. Gloria disbelievingly took the two items from her slave and instructed her to kneel and present her ass and pussy. Gloria inserted the plug first, sure Cunt couldn't accept it into her ass. It slid in effortlessly. Gloria picked up the dildo next. 'There is no way,' she thought. It, too, disappeared inside Cunt's saggy body.
Vaginas are typically only five to seven inches long. But rarely, they can stretch to accept up to ten inches inside them. Cunt's pussy was one of the rare ones. Shaking her head, Gloria buckled a strap-on harness over the items in her slave's ass and cunt and wrapped it around Cunt's hips to hold the plug and dildo in her orifices.
Shrugging, Gloria attached clamps to Cunt's nipples and rejoined the others waiting for new arrivals. Cunt waited calmly, a step behind her. Bianca glanced at the naked woman but chose to ignore her. Gloria would explain if she wanted to. Otherwise, asking questions would only lead to arguments.
Courtney appeared a little later. Her lips, chin, and throat glistened with pussy juice, and her white T-shirt dress was soaked through, revealing her globes and stiff nipples. "The woman is a squirter," Courtney explained. "She made me eat and finger her smelly cunt until she orgasmed and sprayed her cunt juice all over me. Fuck me, but the party hasn't even started, and I need a change of clothing."
The foursome turned and watched the hefty woman walk across the room to her husband, the man Bianca had blown. The woman wore an enormous cosplay Sailor Moon outfit that left her hairy cunt and ass exposed. She chatted with her husband before looking toward the foursome speculatively. Then, she pointed at Bianca and motioned her closer.
"You're up again, Bianca," Olivia giggled. So far, she was the only one not to have been accosted or to have played with someone.
Bianca glided sexily across to the hefty couple like Olivia had shown her. The woman slid onto the floor and rested her head on the seat's cushion. Her husband squatted with his knees on the sofa chair and his cock in his wife's mouth. Bianca listened to the man's instructions and gulped. Then, knowing this was what she and Gloria had signed on for, Bianca bent her knees and shoved her rampantly erect, throbbing cock into the man's ass.
Obeying the man's whispered demands, Bianca fucked him viciously, walloping his enormous ass alternately with her work-strengthened hands. The fat man orgasmed vociferously into his wife's mouth before pushing back until his cock exited his wife's mouth.
Bianca pulled out of his ass and waited for further instruction. She listened intently to what the woman said before lying on the floor and tonguing the woman's cunt. Then, the fat woman rolled Bianca onto her back and sat on Bianca's face. A scant few moments later, the large woman climaxed and flooded Bianca's nose and mouth with her female ejaculate. The married pair silently got up and exited the receiving lounge. Bianca got to her feet and staggered back to her fiancée.
"Two for Bianca and still none for Gloria," Olivia sniggered.
"None for you, either," Gloria growled, unamused. She turned to Bianca, "You need to fix your makeup, slut. Go to the vanity in the clothing room and repair your face."
"I'll help," Olivia offered. The pair linked arms and skipped to the clothing room. Several women and men were in there, selecting outfits or using the vanity to put on makeup. "Oops," Olivia muttered. "Let's go upstairs to my bedroom." They linked arms and skipped upstairs, returning after weeing and fixing their makeup.
"I swear those two are becoming more like teenage girls every time they're together," Courtney muttered as she watched her giggling husband and Bianca skip across the room like excited schoolgirls. "Do you ever regret feminising your man?"
"Nah," Gloria responded. "Whatever floats his boat, right?"
"Yeah, but Barry already had a panty fetish before he met you, didn't he?" Courtney asked. "Hannah and I blackmailed John into allowing himself to be feminised."
"Okay," Gloria asked, wondering if she shouldn't be pissed at her new friend. "How come you know more about Barry's past than me?"
"Shit!" Courtney gasped before explaining, "Sorry, babe, but I thought you already knew. Gary, Barry's father, and Ben are mates. Gary told Ben about Barry's panty fetish, and when I asked Ben if he knew any cross-dressers that would fit in with our parties, he suggested Barry. But that was before you and Barry got together."
"I'm going to whack that asshole until his ears bleed," Gloria avowed. "He put me and Barry together, knowing about my need to dominate and Barry's panty fetish. He also knew I liked force-feminising men and set us up together because he knew Barry was perfect for me."
"Ben is definitely a one-off," Courtney giggled. "He pretends he's a big dumb jock but has turned himself into a multi-millionaire using his playing contracts as seed money. His wife, Melanie, is a stupid bitch for ripping him off and dumping him. Ben loved her intensely and unconditionally but couldn't see that Melanie's insecurities were tearing their marriage apart. He genuinely thought that his love was enough to cure her and was devastated when Melanie cleaned him out and took off to South Australia."
Gloria had only partially gleaned that story from snippets she'd heard when Ben's friends had chatted. Of course, her mother, Beverly, knew most of Ben's story, including his divorce, but even she was unaware of how dire Ben's financial position was. "Is the big guy coming tonight?" She asked.
"Yes," Courtney confirmed. "But he's taking his 'plus one' to dinner first and won't be here until around ten. I had to courier him a gate remote because the rest of us will be busy by then."
"Who's Ben's 'plus one'?" Gloria asked, already suspecting the answer.
"You'll see," Courtney grinned, turning to greet another early arrival. She took him to the costume and clothes room, and he returned a little later dressed like a poor imitation of Johnny Depp/Captain Jack Sparrow.
Courtney returned to stand beside Gloria. "Wipe your mouth, you whore," Gloria chortled. "You're dribbling cum."
Courtney touched her lips before realising Gloria only teased. "Bitch!" She spat mirthfully.
More guests arrived as the time drew closer to seven O'clock. However, the closer it got to seven, the more often the guests arrived already dressed and ready for the party. Only a few minutes before seven, a late-model BMW came in through the gate, and a distinguished member of the federal parliament and his wife got out. Gloria's eyes widened as she recognised the elegant pair, but she quickly returned her face to neutral when Courtney dug her elbow into Gloria's ribs.
Steven Burns, Cabinet Minister for Roads and Transport and heir apparent for The Labor Party leadership and his wife, Karen, walked up to Courtney and Gloria. They greeted Courtney warmly and kissed her on both cheeks before turning to face Mistress Gloria. The married pair's eyes wandered over her divinely curvy figure and checked out the naked woman standing behind Gloria's left shoulder.
Then, Steven turned and tugged on his wife's dress. It fell to the ground, revealing that his wife wore only tightly tied ropes around her enormous purple-coloured tits. Barbels through her pierced nipples attached to a chain that descended to her pierced clit. The woman turned and presented her plug-filled ass, then she knelt and put her forehead on the ground before Gloria's booted feet.
Steven kicked off his shoes and removed his clothes, revealing that his dick was encased in a clear hard-plastic cock cage. It was the tiniest todger Gloria, Courtney, and Cunt had ever seen, but no one commented. He knelt beside his wife. "May these worthless sluts serve you tonight, Mistress, please?" Steven pleaded in the deep, rumbling baritone Gloria so clearly remembered from his television interviews.
Gloria glanced wide-eyed at Courtney before remembering she, too, had signed on for this. Taking a calming breath and quietening her pounding heart, Gloria replied, "Perhaps. I already have one slave, my girl, Cunt, standing behind me. Another slave I'd call Todger would perhaps be useful. Stand beside Cunt behind me." Steven moved to where Gloria indicated. "Safe words?" Gloria queried.
"Red and Orange," Todger advised.
Gloria turned to Todger's wife, "But as for this useless piece of cunt meat," Gloria nudged the woman with her booted foot, "I'm not sure I have any purpose for her."
"Please let me serve, Mistress," Todger's wife begged.



"What does a useless cum bucket like you even offer?" Gloria sneered.
"I-I... I could carry your things," The woman stuttered desperately.
"I have Cunt for that."
"Umm... I could prepare your servants to receive your cock," Todger's wife pleaded.
"Why do you think I accepted your husband's service?" Gloria sneered.
"I offer nothing!" The woman wailed beseechingly. "Please, Mistress, I ache to serve you. Please allow me to."
"Take my boot's toe in your fat cunt and prove that you're worthy to serve me by cumming on it," Gloria demanded. "If you can and do, I might find some menial tasks you can do."
Gloria proved Courtney right again. She had an intuitive feel for what people's sexual needs were and had read the minister's wife's needs perfectly because the woman immediately flipped over, held Gloria's boot's heel, and lowered her cunt onto the upturned toe. The pointy end and about three inches more slid into the woman's cunt before the boot became too wide for the woman to take. She held tight and ground against Gloria's boot, forcing another inch into her severely distended cunt before climaxing. Her juices oozed around the boot and dripped onto the steps. She sagged off Gloria's foot and returned to her knees.
"Clean my boot with your tongue, worm," Gloria demanded disdainfully. "Don't you know better than to clean up after yourself?"
The minister's wife dropped her lips onto Gloria's boot eagerly and slurped her cunt juices from it. Cunt handed the woman a cloth, and she wiped her saliva clean, too.
"Your name is Cum Dump," Gloria informed her. "You will use your tongue to clean the cum from Cunt's, Todger's, and my orifices, plus any other tasks I deem fit for your saggy ass to do. Your safe words?"
"Red and orange," Cum Dump stated.
"Join the others behind me."
Courtney grinned joyfully as Cum Dump joined Cunt and Todger. She said, "Gathered yourself quite a collection there. Don't forget to get plenty for yourself, though, because you're not only here for others' benefit. Todger and Cum Dump are the last guests to check in, so let's join the party."
Chapter 20: The Party 1: Gloria.
Courtney led Gloria and her entourage across to what looked like a garage but was, in fact, a fully equipped Bdsm dungeon. Rubber gym mats covered the floor and extended halfway up the walls. Slings and suspension chairs descended from the ceiling. In the room's middle, a mud wrestling pit held several men and women fighting, trying to rip the others' clothing off. Another recessed area with a large inflatable kids' paddling pool was off to the side.
Scattered throughout the room were various slave crosses, leather-covered half-barrels, and boxes. Every item had a willing participant chained to it. They were surrounded by men and women in different stages of dress or undress who either watched and cheered, egged on the flogger, whip, or paddle holder, or actively participated.
Benches had willing sluts of both sexes tied to them. The sluts' holes were lewdly displayed, and their asses were often filled with a butt plug. To Gloria's left, a pretty blonde woman had a line of men at her head and cunt. By how much cum oozed from her three holes, these weren't the first to use her. Beyond her, Gloria saw Gin tied similarly. The fat man who Bianca had blown and fucked was sitting on Gin's hips, facing the pretty cross-dresser's feet. Gin's cock was buried deep in the man's ass. 'Sailor Moon', the fat man's wife, knelt, sucking her husband off. A second man was fucking her hefty ass as he whaled it with a paddle.
"Have fun," Courtney giggled before stripping off her singlet dress and kneeling in the paddling pool. Six men and two women immediately surrounded her, masturbating enthusiastically. The most daring of the eight, a muscular man Gloria recognised from televised rugby league, stepped closer and offered his cock to Courtney's lips. She took his thick cock in her hand and guided it into her mouth.
"Excuse me, Mistress," a cultured voice said from Gloria's right. "May I ask you to punish my slut? The disobedient whore keeps begging for me to bring you over."
Gloria faced the cultured voice and examined him. Then, drawing herself into icy disdain, she contemptuously said, "You are unworthy of her. Take me to her, and I will relieve you of your responsibilities. After introducing me to your girl, you will find Olivia and beg her to fuck your worthless ass. You will return with your fuck hole full of cum, or not return at all, and I will keep your girl as mine."
"Yes, Mistress," the cultured man said, directing Gloria to a statuesque redhead bent over between the upper arms of a St Andrew's cross. He left to find Olivia.
"Safe words?" Gloria asked the redhead scornfully, moving before the woman's head and pulling it back.
"Donut," she answered.
"All holes available?"
"Yes, Mistress" The woman assented.
"Cunt, get me a thick leather flogger from the wall. Todger, get this slut's holes ready for me. Cum Dump, kneel beside the slut's head. Maybe she'll teach you at least one useful trick to make putting up with you worthwhile."
Gloria's slaves quickly obeyed, and then Gloria grabbed a handful of the redhead's hair and pulled her head back painfully. "You'd better swallow it all without choking," Gloria warned. "Or there will be no delicious orgasms after your spanking."
"Yes, Mistress," the statuesque woman agreed.
Gloria eased the head of her 6-inch 'cock' into the woman's mouth. But once she was sure it was past the woman's teeth, she rammed it in until her pubic bone mashed against the redhead's lips. "Good slut," Gloria growled as the woman moaned around her cock. Todger's tongue had swept from her drooling entrance to her little brown star and back again.
The redhead sucked and slurped Gloria's 'cock' enthusiastically, showing off that she'd conquered her gag reflex. "Well done," Gloria congratulated before removing her cock from the woman's mouth. She took the flogger from Cunt's hands and moved behind the chained woman. Gloria pushed Todger aside and stuffed two fingers in the redhead's cunt. She was about to whale on the woman's ass before remembering Courtney's reminder to enjoy herself, too. Gloria thought that should apply equally to her slaves, too.
She instructed, "Cum Dump, find a willing man to suck off and bring his cum back in your mouth to show me. Todger, you miss out this time. Sorry, not sorry. Get your tongue stuffed into Cunt's ass and shove your fist into her cunt. Don't worry about her screams unless she yells 'cumquat', then you must stop. Cunt, you may suck my ass as I fuck this slut."
Cum Dump left, her eyes darting about as she searched for a willing semen donor. She found a man standing beside Courtney, watching avidly. She touched his shoulder, knelt, tipped her head back and opened her mouth. The man unzipped and pulled out a long, thin 8-inch tool. He slid it into Cum Dump's mouth.
Cunt knelt behind Gloria's generous ass and held her cheeks apart. She sniffed Gloria's ring experimentally before surrounding it with her lips and rimming Gloria's chocolate star. Her Mistress' appreciative moan told her she was doing well.
Todger lay on his back between Cunt's spread knees. With Cunt on her knees, Gloria's edict to 'stuff his tongue in her ass and fist her cunt' was almost impossible to obey. Todger did his best, tilting his head back to lick her ass and trying to leave room for his hand to enter Cunt's vagina. He got four fingers into her before his forehead was in the way.
Todger changed to his knees and managed to insert four fingers and his thumb down to the last knuckles into her cunt before he tried to lick her ass. Unfortunately, the angle was too great, and all he could do was tongue her cleft. 'I'm going to fail my Mistress' first task,' Todger thought bitterly. 'The first time Samuel has a full-blown Bdsm Mistress at one of his parties, and all my useless cunt self can do is fail.'
But then, Cunt shuffled back, lifted off her heels, and arched her ass back and up for him. Now, Todger could kneel and rest his upper body on his left hand and lower himself until he could push his face into Cunt's cleft. His tongue immediately stabbed into her anus. Bending his right elbow, Todger inserted his fingers into Cunt's vulva and worked on widening her gape. It gaped readily, and Todger's hand slid into Cunt's cunt. He closed it into a fist and fucked her with it viciously. Cunt came only seconds later, her cream coating Todger's fist and running across his wrist.
"Hurt me," Cunt pleaded into Gloria's ass.
Todger heard her and replaced his tongue with his left hand. Todger balanced by leaning his upper chest against Cunt's lower back. That enabled him to force four fingers at once into Cunt's ass. She screamed and orgasmed again, soaking Todger's arm down to the elbow. Todger pulled back, added his thumb, and rammed it in again. Cunt screamed again, but she pushed her ass back, and Todger's hand slid into her ass. He started double-fisting the skinny woman's holes, and Cunt continued to scream and cum on his hands.
Meanwhile, above them, Gloria had rested her flogger on the redhead's lower back. She was busily using her skilful fingers to bring the tall, muscular woman to a series of mini climaxes. Working a thumb into the redhead's ass caused another minor but climbing orgasm. Knowing the woman's needs, Gloria exchanged her thumb for her middle finger and pulled her right hand's fingers from the redhead's cunt. Then, finger-banging the older woman's ass, Gloria reached around and grabbed the clamp on the woman's nipple. She twisted it cruelly as she spun her finger in enlarging circles inside her ass.
"Faaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrkkkkkkkkkkkk!!!!!!!!" The redhead screamed as her body convulsed, and she squirted lady cum from her fluttering open and closed pussy.
Gloria immediately picked up the flogger and ruthlessly whacked the redhead's muscular ass, raising vicious red welts across it. Gloria pulled her finger from the woman's ass and shoved three fingers into her cunt. The redhead screamed several more times as intense climactic events blasted through her. Eventually, the woman's synapses overloaded, and she passed briefly from this world.
The man with the cultured voice rejoined them. He knelt, exposing his ass and the cum oozing from it. "An interesting experience," he said urbanely. "I've never been fucked in the ass before."
'Oops!' Gloria inwardly giggled. 'However, Cum Ass didn't use his safe words, so allowing Olivia to fuck his ass is on him.' "Glad you enjoyed it," Gloria said dismissively as Cum Dump dropped to her knees beside Cum Ass. She opened her mouth to show it was full of semen. She swallowed at Gloria's nod. "I'll turn this gorgeously willing slut back over to you. Enjoy the rest of the night."
"Best party ever, thanks to you," Cum Ass replied. "I hope to see you here regularly now. You're a delightful addition to Samuel's regulars and sorely needed."
"Thank you, kind sir," Gloria acknowledged, her voice unintentionally mellowing to match his.
"Please, Mistress," Cum Ass pleaded. "Do not lose your raunchy bawdiness. For that would be a crime too dire to contemplate."
Gloria winked, gathered her entourage, and looked for other play opportunities. She found most people were already in pairs or more, so she returned her attention to her three slaves and their needs. Cunt walked gingerly, her holes stretched severely and struggling to return to normal. Todger had to be hurting from being unable to go hard despite the erotic scenes playing around him. His wife, Cum Dump, had received no reward yet either. She took them to a long, leather-covered, narrow bench.
"Cunt, take a washer from my bag, go to the changerooms and wet it. Then return to me with it. Todger and Cum Dump, kneel over the bench and spread your arse cheeks." Then in a loud voice, she added, "Anyone who wants to be pegged in their ass or fucked in their cunt, join my sluts bent over the bench."
Two more guys and a woman moved and took their places on the bench. Cunt returned to Gloria's side. Gloria took the washer and carefully cleaned her 'cock'. Before handing it back to Cunt. "Start with Todger and begin preparing their asses and/or cunts for my cock. Hand me the flogger first."
Cunt obeyed, digging the flogger out of the bag and handing it to Gloria. Then, she knelt behind Todger and rimmed his ass with her tongue. Adding more moisture, Cunt worked a finger into Todger's colon. It parted quickly, and she inserted a second and third finger before forcing them apart.
"Ready, Mistress," Cunt said, removing her fingers and shifting to the next body on the bench.
Gloria eased her 'cock' into Todger's anus. "Can you cum from P-spot stimulation?" She asked as her abdomen rested against Todger's ass.
"Yes, Mistress," Todger gasped. "It's the only way I can get off."
"Good," Gloria said, sliding her cock back and forth, searching for the right angle to scrape it across Todger's prostate. On the fourth thrust into her slave's ass, Todger jumped and moaned. 'Gotcha!' Gloria thought exultantly. Maintaining that angle, Gloria fucked Todger firmly. Todger moaned and groaned, precum pouring from his cock, until, with one final hefty thump, Gloria drove him over the precipice of his P-spot orgasm.
"Gaaaah!" Todger groaned as his entire body locked into a rictus, and semen shot through his cock cage onto the floor beneath him.
Cum Dump was next, and as Gloria waited patiently for Cunt to clean and sterilise her 'cock', she considered what the needy woman required to satiate her needs. Suddenly, Gloria knew. Cum Dump was similar to Courtney in that she had an innate need to be demeaned and humiliated. She smiled inwardly, knowing Courtney's paddling pool would have two extra bodies tonight.
"Who wants to take this slut to Courtney's paddling pool and cum and piss on her?" She asked loudly.
"Nooo," Cum Dump whiningly protested as a man and woman helped her to her feet. She hadn't used her safe words, so the couple dragged her after them.
Another man was next in line. He looked nervously back over his shoulder and said, "I've never had anything in my ass before. Please be gentle."
"Of course, honey," Gloria soothed. "I have a smaller 'cock' in my bag. Give me a minute to put it on, and I'll take care of you, okay?"
"No. I'd, umm, like to try that one, please. It seems about the same size as the one on the tranny here."
"Olivia, Gin, or Bianca?" Gloria asked. "Mine's smaller than Gin's and Olivia's but bigger than Bianca's."
"The pretty Asian tranny."
"That's Gin. Her cock is a little bigger than mine."
"But if I can't take yours, I won't be able to take hers," the nervous man pointed out.
"You make a good point," Gloria admitted, wondering how to approach Nervous Man's anal deflowering. She knew Nervous Man wouldn't accept Todger preparing him for her to fuck, and didn't think doing it herself fitted with her Mistress persona. So, that left Cunt. "Prepare this slut's ass for me to take," Gloria growled, cuffing Cunt's head.
Cunt dropped to her knees and immediately rimmed Nervous Man's ass. She reached between his legs and gripped his thick 8+ inch cock and jacked him as she prepared his ass to take its first cock. Nervous Man moaned and pushed back against Cunt's invading tongue. She accepted his hint and slid her index finger into his ass, searching for his prostate. She found it, and Nervous Man jumped before groaning again.
Meanwhile, Todger had recovered from and cleaned up his orgasm. It was the first climax he'd had in over a month, and although he felt relieved, he was still horny and hoped Gloria would get him off again or instruct someone else to do it. Steven (Todger) and Karen's (Cum Dump's) last Domme had gone rogue on them, threatening to expose their extra-marital activities if they didn't pay her a lot of money.
Fortunately, Steven was able to have the woman arrested and keep the scandal out of the papers. Karen and he had refused to allow their Domme to take pictures, so at least there wasn't that problem. Nor had they ever exchanged lewd texts with their Domme, so even if the story dropped into the press' laps, it would be a convicted felon's word against the word of the Prime Minister's staunchest ally. Steven had to confess their adulterous activities to the Prime Minister so a newspaper report or reporter couldn't ambush him and leave him looking like a fool who had placed a deviate as his closest advisor.
Steven had always felt inferior to women because his tiny cocklet couldn't satisfy even the tightest of virgins. Luckily, he met Karen at a Uni party. Karen was the biggest slut on campus but quite a wide margin. At the parties, she'd allowed trains to be run through her dirty cunt, accepted multiple cocks in all orifices simultaneously, and ate pussy with abandon.
Karen had allowed Steven to use her well-worn cunt to relieve himself of his virginity despite Steven's miniature-sized cocklet. Steven had impressed her immensely when he cleaned her up after he'd cum in her and then stayed to clean her again after someone else had filled her whore's cunt. Steven and Karen became an item, but Steven encouraged her instead of dissuading Karen from her promiscuous ways. Eventually, on his own accord, Steven began using his tongue and mouth to clean Karen's cum-oozing cunt and ass.
Karen adored the orgasms that having Steven use his mouth to clean the cum from her whore body gave her, and they became a permanent item before getting engaged and then married. When Steven started climbing the political ladder towards the cabinet or even higher, Karen reined in her whorish ways. But her inner slut was never far from the surface, and she regularly came home with her cunt and/or ass full of cum, sometimes more than one man's, for her husband to clean.
Then, Steven met Samuel at a Bronco's supporter event. He immediately suspected the suave older man was gay, but that didn't concern him, and the men became fast friends. Not long after that, Samuel invited him and Karen to a party. Samuel assured Steven that no phones or cameras were allowed and that he and Courtney Murray carefully vetted every potential attendee.
Steven confirmed that Courtney Murray was that Courtney Murray, the radio presenter and TV weather reporter, and having heard nothing since the scandalous court case and nothing at all about Samuel's parties, he knew attending would be safe. He and Karen came to the very next event, and they were hooked. Samuel's parties were a safe outlet for his and Karen's sluttish desires. Karen placed her husband in a chastity cage to save him embarrassment about his tiny cock, and the cage justified why he didn't fuck anyone at the events. Everyone assumed he was submissive to his wife and in chastity at her insistence. That embellishment suited the Burns couple perfectly.
Steven returned his attention to being Todger, Mistress Gloria's willing cunt slave. Despite enjoying eating anonymous men's cum from his wife's cunt and ass, Steven wasn't actually gay or even bisexual. He'd encouraged Olivia to fuck him once, and although the act wasn't unpleasant, he found no real pleasure in it, either. Masculine men did nothing for his libido. Therefore, he hoped Gloria wouldn't insist he prepare the guy she'd named Nervous Man's ass for her 'cock, and was grateful when she instructed Cunt to.
Gloria smiled at Todger when he moved beside her. She whispered, "I know you're embarrassed about your cock size but don't be. I bet your oral skills more than make up for your lack of width and length. Once I've finished with these sluts, you and I will find a quiet corner, and you can show me your skills. Then, I'm betting I can give you the best blowjob you've ever had."



Todger's cock lurched in his cage at her words, and he found he wanted what Gloria offered. Despite the many women who flung themselves at him, Todger could count his conquests on less than one whole hand. His teenage experience of women laughing at his diminutive cock meant he'd shied away from women other than Karen ever since.
Then Gloria shocked him even more. "I have a friend, Luna, who has the shallowest cunt of anyone I've ever known. I know she'd love a muscular, powerful man like yourself pounding her because it's something she's never gotten to experience. Even Bianca's five-inch cock is too much for her if he tries to pound her. Samuel and Courtney have my number, so please call me. Bianca and I would love to host your wife and you, and I'll invite Luna."
"This slut's ready, Mistress," Cunt advised. "His boy-cunt can accept three of my fingers easily."
Turning back to her task, Gloria squatted behind Nervous Man and gently asked, "Ready, honey?"
"Gently, please," Nervous Man begged.
"Get underneath him and suck his cock, Cunt," Gloria instructed as she slowly stroked her 'cock' along Nervous Man's cleft. His guttural groan showed Gloria that Cunt was doing her job.
Looking at Todger, she added, "Stuff your hand back in Cunt's ass. Ignore her protests unless she yells 'cumquat'." Todger gulped but covered his hand with lube and forced it back inside Cunt's rectum. Her profoundly deep moan convinced Todger Gloria had read her slave correctly again. "Make her hurt," Gloria demanded. "Slap her cunt and twist her nipples. I want to hear that slut squeal."
"Oh, fuck!" Nervous Man grunted, close to spitting his lollies into Cunt's slurping mouth. The sheer lewdness of the conversation above him had Nervous Man's motors redlining.
Gloria eased her 'cock' into Nervous Man's ass as she stroked his lower back softly and whispered encouragements. With Cunt's expert preparation, Nervous Man's virgin ass opened readily, and he only jerked a little as Gloria's cock pared his knot apart. Gloria slid slowly into the young man until her pelvis pressed against his ass. Then, she held still, allowing him to grow accustomed to being anally penetrated.
Nervous Man groaned and tentatively pushed back at the invading cock, and Gloria pulled back before sliding back in. She repeated, and that time, her cock's tip hit Nervous Man's prostate. He immediately orgasmed into Cunt's sucking, swirling mouth.
"Oh, wow!" He gasped happily. "That was fucking awesome!"
"Do you want to go again?" Gloria asked.
"I'd like Gin to fuck me next," Nervous Man declined.
Gloria backed out of the young man's ass and instructed Cunt to clean him up. Groaning painfully and turning around with Todger's fist remaining in her gaping ass, Cunt obliged, cleaning Gloria's cock next. Nervous Man pulled his pants up and left.
Todger wasn't being rough enough with Cunt, and she wasn't cresting as quickly as Gloria wanted. So, Gloria took her flogger out of her bag and brought it viciously down onto Cunt's left nipple. She repeated that strike on her right one and then hit Cunt's clit even harder. Cunt's knees lifted, her hips thrust off the ground, trying to force Todger's hand deeper into her ass, and Cunt screamed as she climaxed and squirted on Todger's arm. Her pussy juices blew out of her vulva, soaking Todger's arm to his elbow.
The woman bent over the bench beside Nervous Man, lifted her head, saw the flogger in Gloria's hands, the welts on Cunt's tits, and Todger's fist buried in Cunt's ass, gasped and bolted.
"Hah!" The man beside her on the bench spat triumphantly at her departure. "My turn!" He looked challengingly at Gloria. "I need lube but no other preparation, and I bet I can take more and harder flogs than your slut there." He lay on his back instead of his stomach like the others had.
"Bet accepted," Gloria said evenly as she cleaned, sterilised, and oiled her 'cock'. She rubbed some oil onto Confident Boy's rosebud before lifting and parting his knees and positioning her strap-on on his boy-cunt. Then, she rammed her cock home and brought the flogger stingingly down onto Confident Boy's broad chest. Gloria pulled back and rammed home again. This time, she whacked Confident Boy's left nipple. She did it again, hitting his right one.
Confident Boy looked at her smugly and disdainfully said, "Is that it? The best you've got?"
'You're so going down,' Gloria thought as she pulled out of Confident Boy's ass and stood. She unbuckled the strap-on she had on and got a much larger one from her bag. She buckled the thick, 12-inch monster in place and covered it with oil.
"Now we're talking," Confident Boy crowed. "Something I can actually feel."
Gloria sat with her thighs spread around Confident Boy's muscular ass. She held his ankles together and lifted his legs until his ass rose to meet her 'cock'. Holding Confident Boy's ankles with her right hand, Gloria took her cock in her left hand and eased it into his ass. Confident Boy's ass accepted the extra girth readily enough for Gloria to remorselessly slide her strap-on's entire length into his boy-cunt.
Confident Boy wriggled uncomfortably, trying to relax his sphincter and take Gloria's enormous 'cock' without complaint. He eyed Gloria dubiously, wondering why she hadn't fucked him hard and made him beg for mercy.
She smiled, "Safe words?" She asked.
"Dynamo," Confident Boy stated.
"Do you need to use it?"
"No," Confident Boy denied. But Gloria knew she had him. He'd break and be her bitch shortly.
Gloria released Confident Boy's ankles and let them fall. Then, she grabbed his big balls with her left hand and forced a gap between them and Confident Boy's rampantly erect 8+ inch cock. Next, Gloria poured oil on his cock and gripped it with her right hand. Finally, Gloria pumped her hips, thrusting her 'cock' in and out of Confident Boy's painfully fluttering ass.
As Confident Boy's sphincter loosened, Gloria increased the length and forcefulness of her thrusts into him. Feeling his ass loosen, Confident Boy grinned triumphantly at Gloria. But then, Gloria pulled all but the tip out of his distended colon and rammed it back in. Simultaneously, she ripped his ball sack down and quickly jacked his hefty cock.
Confident Boy groaned as Gloria fucked him into oblivion. He held on, desperate to prove his worth, but Cunt had taken his ankles and moved them until Gloria's cock deliciously speared across his colon with every in and out thrust. The intensity of the feeling was too much. Confident Boy would have lost his chocolates anyway, but then, Cunt took over stroking his cock, and Gloria whacked his left nipple with her flogger.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuucccccccccckkkkkkkkkkk iiiiiiiiiiiiitttttttttttt!" Confident Boy screamed as his prostate cramped, his balls snapped against his shaft, and huge globules of cum exploded from his cock.
Cunt wrapped her thin lips around Confident Boy's dick and eagerly swallowed his load. After he stopped cumming, she straightened, gulped, and smacked her lips delightedly. "Young man's goo. Always delicious!"
"You lose," Gloria gloated. "Be thankful I don't demand you join my other slaves. Now fuck off. We have many more to take care of."
Now 'Not So Confident Boy' staggered off, still totally naked, but with his ass severely gaped.
There were no more people waiting to be pegged, but Gloria knew she needed to take care of the needs of the remaining slaves. Cunt had been serviced by Todger quite severely twice, but her core need to suffer pain wasn't met. Plus, Todger couldn't have been satisfied with his one orgasm. She was unconcerned about Cum Dump because she knew Courtney would see to her needs.
Gloria thought she'd seen a medical kit further into their alcove. Not a first-aid kit, but an actual medical kit. She walked across to look for it. She found it on a wheeled table next to an unoccupied suspension cross. Opening the kit, Gloria found what she hoped to: A number of hermetically sealed piercing needles. Gloria had only used these items once before. It was under the careful gaze of a Bdsm Mistress at a university party to which she'd been invited. However, their usage was pretty straightforward, so she felt confident in her ability to use them correctly.
She sent Todger to get his cage's key, and then Gloria hand-cuffed cunt's hands together and attached the cuffs to the suspension frame. Next, she cuffed Cunt's ankles into the fixed cuffs on the frame's base. Then, she used the frame's ratchet to stretch her slave until her wrists and ankles strained against the cuffs.
Gloria walked around the frame, critically examining Cunt's acutely stretched body to ensure she was safe. On her way around the suspension frame, Gloria found some weighted nipple clamps and a cordless 'magic wand' massager on a portable stand. Chuckling evilly, Gloria grabbed two heavily weighted nipple clamps and the stand. Then, she removed cunt's existing clamps and replaced them with the new, heavier ones. Next, Gloria set the clamps' weights swinging, placed the wand's head firmly against Cunt's clit, and turned it on maximum. Cunt moaned deeply, enjoying the pain and vibrating sensations. She wriggled to ensure the weights kept moving and hauling on her extended nipples.
Todger returned, and they left Cunt to percolate and walked to a spare bench nearby. Gloria accepted Todger's cage key and freed his tiny <4-inch cock and minuscule balls. Then, unbuckling her strap-on and putting it aside, Gloria lay back on the bench and guided Todger's head between her wobbly thighs and onto her dripping cunt.
Todger's tongue, mouth, and fingers proved to be almost as gifted as Barry's, and Gloria marvelled about how much women who insisted their men had at least a seven-inch cock missed out on. Gloria thought large-dicked men were a lot like beautiful women. As beautiful women thought their beauty should be enough to satisfy their men, large-dicked men thought their enormous cock's should be enough to make a woman ready for them. There were exceptions, like Ben, for instance. But most large-dicked men dropped their wangs out and expected women to go ga-ga.
Gloria relaxed and allowed Todger to take her on a sexual journey. His fingers deftly probed her ass and cunt, skilfully finding Gloria's G-spot and massaging it adroitly. Todger added intensity and a little pain when required as he read Gloria's responses to his expert ministrations. Before long, Gloria climaxed as heavily as she ever had and was delighted with her slave's performance.
It was her turn. Gloria had promised Todger the best blowjob of his life and wasn't about to disappoint him. Gloria exchanged places with her eager slave and knelt on the bench between his muscular thighs. Cupping Todger's minuscule balls in her hand, Gloria sucked his diminutive but throbbingly erect cock into her talented mouth. Relishing the freedom of not having to worry about being choked, Gloria sucked, salivated over, and lashed Todger's penis. She gently massaged his balls, pulling them away from his slender shaft and stretching the skin on Todger's frenulum, increasing its sensitivity.
"Oh, Gawd," Todger groaned, unable to believe how much his new Mistress seemed to enjoy soaking his cock in her warm, wet mouth or how gifted her oral skills were. Todger held his orgasm at bay, enjoying what Gloria was doing immensely and unwilling to let it end. However, she was too much for him, as she was for almost every man in her life, and Todger ejaculated into her sucking, swirling mouth.
Gloria let his cock out of her mouth. Todger sighed luxuriantly before opening his eyes and meeting her questioning gaze. "You damn well know that was the best blowjob I've ever had," he amusedly growled.
"Yeah, I do," Gloria simpered, grinning proudly.
Although her body ached for further relief, Gloria reluctantly wiped her mouth and got to her feet. "Leave your cock free," she instructed. "It's time to stop being embarrassed and accept you have what you do and that many women will enjoy not being choked or hurt by you and will love your oral skills."
"If only that were true," Todger muttered. However, Gloria's eager acceptance of what he had and offered made him feel better about himself than he had since learning in his teenage years that he was way less than average in the cock department.
Gloria and Todger returned to where Cunt hung against her cuffs, her slender, saggy body covered in sweat and convulsing in orgasm every few minutes. Gloria pulled the massager away from her slave's drooling cunt and moved the wheeled table into its place.
Word quickly went out that someone was about to use the needle kit, and a crowd swiftly formed around Cunt's stretched body. Gloria looked around and thought, 'Fuck! I hope I don't screw this up and damage the poor thing forever!' Still, she knew that Cunt was a total pain slut and wouldn't care even if she was scarred for life.
"Do you need to use your safe word?" Gloria asked, showing Cunt the needle kit. "I must warn you that this is the first time I've done this without supervision, so if you need to bail, I won't be offended."
Cunt shook her head. "I'm willing," she panted, arousal pouring down her inner thighs. "Hurt me, please. Hurt me until I scream."
"As you wish," Gloria agreed. She picked up a needle and some tissue forceps. Squeezing Cunt's left nipple in the forceps, Gloria pulled the flesh out until it was stretched to its limits. Then, she forced the piercing needle horizontally through the nipple until it exited the other side.
"Ah, ah, ah," Cunt grunted, fresh arousal coating her thighs.
Gloria picked up another needle and pushed it vertically through the same nipple, closer to the breast than the first. Fresh blood ran down Cunt's breast and stomach.
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Cunt groaned, climaxing to the sweet pain in her nipple.
Gloria released Cunt's left nipple and gripped her right. Then, she repeated the actions on that one, carefully ensuring the piercings closely matched. Cunt orgasmed again as her right nipple was pierced a second time. Next, Gloria inserted needles into Cunt's breasts, encircling her areolae. Twelve piercings circled each areola, and almost all leaked blood around the needle that flowed onto Cunt's lower body.
Cunt had exploded into sexual nirvana. The intense pain combined with the awed murmurings of her adoring audience and Todger's ministrations with his mouth and tongue on her dripping pussy had overwhelmed Cunt's mind, and it currently tripped through the cosmos as she orgasmed repeatedly.
It eventually became too much, and she passed out, glad her safeword remained unuttered. Cunt attended Samuel's parties because they were as close as she got to getting what she needed. At every party, there were at least two or three attendees prepared to whip, flog, or beat her until she bled and climaxed. But Gloria was the first to satiate her need for pain entirely. As Cunt drifted through bliss, she hoped Gloria would at least attend every subsequent party and wished she'd give Cunt her number and allow her to meet her between events. After her masterful performance tonight, Gloria's dating book would be even more crowded. Bianca's would be, too.
Realising her slave had had enough, Gloria gently removed the needles from cunt's nipples and tits. She disposed of them in the provided sharps container. The medical kit contained a bottle of medicinal alcohol, and Gloria soaked a clean cloth in it before carefully cleaning the blood up.
Cunt woke up when Gloria released the ratchet and undid her cuffs. She smiled lovingly at the big-titted, broad-hipped dominant and offered her lips to be kissed. "I don't think I can walk," Cunt murmured after receiving a loving kiss from Gloria and Todger. "Will you please carry me to the paddling pool and let me kneel beside Courtney? Mistress, please, will you come by later and piss on me?"
"I will," Gloria promised. She already planned to piss in Courtney's mouth, so it wouldn't be a chore to wee in Cunt's too.
"I'll carry her," Todger offered.
Gloria agreed and watched her remaining two slaves walk away. Despite wanting to be hugged by her fiancé, she shrugged, straightened her shoulders and girded herself to re-enter the fray. But before she could search for more willing victims, powerfully muscular arms surrounded her chubby body, and she was lifted and turned into a hairy chest. Massive amounts of barely covered titty flesh were pushed against her back.
"That was a seriously erotic demonstration, Glory Girl," Ben's masculine voice rumbled in his broad chest. "But I know your needy cunt needs a cock in it. So shut up and enjoy."
"Yeah, you tubby tart," Emily giggled from behind her. "Shut up and enjoy!"
Ben laid her back on the bench, pushed her legs apart, and ploughed into her willing cunt. Emily lowered her pussy onto Gloria's mouth and fingered Gloria's clitoris. "Cum for us, Glory," the bubble-butted youngster demanded, grinding her sweet cunt against Gloria's lips.
Gloria ignored Emily's demand and instead thrust her tongue into the young woman's cunt. 'Ben's already cum in this slut.' Gloria realised, recognising Ben's semen's taste. Gloria didn't care and tongued Emily eagerly.
Gloria spent the rest of the party playing with Ben and Emily, her Mistress duties done.
Chapter 21: The Party 2: Bianca.
Barry had never felt more desirable in his entire life. Olivia had transformed him into a red-hot chicky babe that Barry knew all of his friends would fuck in an instant.
Until Ben introduced him to Gloria, Barry was wholly unsuccessful in attracting women. Modern women used trickery, smoke, and mirrors to move themselves from fives and sixes, where Barry knew he was, to sevens, eights and nines, depending on their makeup, body contouring clothes skills, and fashion sense.
Most women he was attracted to immediately moved him into the 'friend zone'. Barry knew it was because of his underwhelming five-inch cock. However, it was primarily because of his diffident, self-conscious personality. Barry lacked the confident self-esteem that most women were attracted to. It didn't help that Barry often wondered if he wasn't gay. He enjoyed tranny porn and regularly imagined being fucked in his ass by a transgirl.
An acquaintance introduced Barry to the Biaustralia website, and Barry regularly shaved his groin, perineum, ass, and balls, stole a pair of his mother's knickers, put them on, concentrated the camera onto his bare, knicker-covered cock, and broadcast to the entire Biaustralia audience. He'd whacked off many times with other knicker and panty fetishists.
Now, here he was in a fetish dungeon, surrounded by approximately thirty people, and many of them either eyed him appreciatively or speculatively. Women who he knew in his male persona would ignore him, their eyes skipping over him unseen, groped his throbbing cock, felt his 'breasts', and stuffed their tongues down his throat. Men also kissed and felt him up, something he was beginning to enjoy immensely, although not as much as the women.
Barry took a deep, relaxing breath and reasserted her Bianca personality. Barry would be wholly overwhelmed by this situation. Bianca, however, the slut she was, would relish every grope and kiss and return them tenfold. Bianca was only four steps into the room when a married couple took her hands and whisked her away to a wide leather bench.
The woman fell on her back on the bench, lifted and spread her knees, and exposed her bare, dripping cunt. Her husband dropped his pants and kicked them away and then leapt between his wife's salaciously spread legs and drove his cock into her cunt. Then, the woman held her husband's ass cheeks apart, displaying his plug-filled ass, and said, "Fuck Brian's ass, honey."



Bianca eased Brian's butt plug out and replaced it with her cock. Fucking men was still a new experience for her, but the combination of Viagra and the little pink pill had Bianca's libido racing and her cock throbbing and dripping precum. She was eager to fuck or be fucked by anyone. So, it only took a few pumps before she worked out how to kneel with her knees outside the man's ass, balance on his lower back, and fuck him hard.
"Fuck him!" The woman growled, arching her back and thrashing her hips up at Brian. "Oh, fuck him hard! Make him squeal like the little bitch he is!"
Bianca did her best to comply but knew her mediocre cock wasn't big enough to make many people scream. However, her vicious thumps into Brian's ass seemed to encourage the writhing, moaning woman beneath him. She muttered epithets and jammed her hips up to meet Brian's descending cock.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!" The woman moaned, her orgasm peaking and blowing her mind away.
Brian climaxed next, grunting as he pumped jizz into his girlfriend's spasming cunt.
Despite her balls being held away from her shaft, the sublimeness of these new sensations caused Bianca to cum, too. The stretch caused by her balls being prevented from tightening against her shaft and cum made them ache, but the pain seemed to add to her orgasm's intensity, and Bianca's vision turned grey momentarily.
Bianca almost regretfully pulled out of Brian's ass when she felt him push against her. The couple thanked her and left to find other distractions. Bianca nearly staggered to one of the sinks scattered around the walls and carefully washed her cock and balls. She was amazed to find the orgasm hadn't softened her cock nor doused her rampant arousal. So, she moved through the room to see who else might want her.
Bianca saw and spoke to several women she'd have liked to get it on with, but her natural reticence and Gloria's edict to only couple with those who initiated it kept her cock out of another hole. That was until a nearly naked, twenty-ish man asked if he could suck her cock.
Bianca had tried to remain mostly silent because she knew her voice gave her away. But Olivia had taught Bianca a trick that allowed her to create a Bea Arthur-type woman's voice. Olivia had worked on that much more until her voice sounded entirely feminine. But the Bea Arthur voice was the best Bianca could hope for in such a short period.
"Of course, honey," Bianca agreed in her Bea Arthur voice. She took the boy's hand and led him to an empty bench. "Do you want to kneel before me and suck me off, or would you prefer me to lie down?"
"Umm, I've never sucked a cock before," the young man admitted. "I'm not sure what to do."
Feeling worldly and experienced for the first time in her thirty-five-year life, Bianca hummed, "Oh, honey, you'll love it! It feels so powerful when you sense their balls tightening against their shafts, and you know they're going to cum in your mouth."
"Oh, wow!" The boy exclaimed. "May I, please?" Bianca nodded. "What do I do?" He queried.
"You've had your cock sucked, right?" Bianca asked. The young man nodded. "Then do to mine what you like having done to yours."
"That simple, huh?"
"That simple," Bianca confirmed, nodding her head.
Bianca leaned back on her hands and moved her hips to the bench's edge. The pleat covering her throbbing 5-inch cock slid aside, and the young man knelt nervously, his eyes fixated on the gently bobbing cock before him. He moaned wantingly before shakily reaching his hand out and grabbing Bianca's stem. He moaned again before slowly lowering his lips onto Bianca's glans. The boy's tongue darted out and tasted the precum oozing from Bianca's cock's eye.
He thought, 'Not so bad.' And let his lips engulf Bianca's glans. Bianca's pleasured groan encouraged the young man, and he ran his tongue around her cock's head before tentatively sucking.
Bianca desperately wanted to grab the young man's head and jam her aching cock into his mouth but knew she had to let him set the pace. There might be a need for her to become more dominant shortly, but if she did now, she'd terrify the young man and possibly scare him away from ever sucking a cock again. So, instead, she moaned appreciatively and moved her hips a minuscule amount up, encouraging the youngster to accept a little more.
The man willingly complied, letting Bianca's cock slide into his mouth. He managed to fit almost all of it in before it hit his gag reflex. The twenty-ish boy choked and retched but gamely tried again.
"Take it slowly, honey," Bianca crooned. "When you feel my boy-clitty nearing your gag reflex, stop there and swallow repeatedly until the need to gag goes away, then try to take a little more. You can do it, darling. I know you can."
The young man tried again but had to back away. Then the third time, Bianca's entire cock slid into his mouth.
"Well done, baby," Bianca cooed, stroking the boy's hair. "Do you want me to cum in your mouth? I'm close, honey. So, you need to let me know if you don't soon, okay?" Bianca could feel the young man nodding as she stroked his hair, so Bianca gently pumped her hips, encouraging her man to bob his head. He took her hint and began sliding his warm mouth back and forth along her shaft. "Close, baby," Bianca warned. "If you don't want me to cum in your mouth, take me out now and jack me off."
The young man groaned around Bianca's slender cock before wrapping two fingers around her shaft and pumping her into his mouth. The unexpected extra stimulation jumped Bianca off her peak, and with a loud groan, she ejaculated into the young man's mouth.
The boy gagged once before he could swallow her gift, but his face lit up radiantly when he did. "I was pretty good, huh?"
"You were magnificent, baby," Biance cooed, refusing to drift into post-coital bliss. She had a job to do.
"Can I fuck you now?"
"Of course, honey," Bianca allowed. "Do you want me on my back, front, or knees?"
"Can I kiss you?" He asked.
"Yes," Bianca replied.
"Even with your cum in my mouth?"
"Honey, if any man or girl you've blown won't kiss you afterwards, refuse to suck them off or eat them out again until they do. I want to show you that I appreciate you making me cum, and kissing you is part of that."
"On your back then, please."
Bianca lay back, lifted and spread her knees. She reached between her thighs and pulled the butt plug out, and placed it aside. Her fuck hole gaped lewdly and pulsed, trying to close up again. The young man gulped, staring at her slippery fuck hole. He gulped again and dropped his pants. 'Fuck! I'm glad Gloria insisted on such a big butt plug!' Bianca marvelled. "I thought Samuel was huge, but that thing's fucking massive!'
Seeing Bianca's wide-eyed stare, the youngster said, "It's okay if you don't want to fuck me. Most girls are too scared even to try. The women here seem to love it, though."
"I want it in me, baby," Bianca asserted. Bianca knew Gloria wanted to see her take Nigel's horse cock, and thought this young man's would be a significant step in that direction. She patted her hole. "Be gentle, though, okay?"
The young man nodded before covering Bianca's body. She reached between them as he balanced on his left hand and helped him to guide his almost 10-inch cock into her fuck hole. The youngster's circumference was around the same as Bianca's plug, so he slid into her, experiencing little resistance until he hit her knot.
"Push," Bianca demanded, knowing the cock would hit her prostate as soon it parted her knot.
He did, and Bianca groaned loudly, delighted by the sensation of the young man's cock sliding firmly over her P-spot. Her cock throbbed and gushed precum, and she knew she'd cum shortly. Gritting her teeth to stop her imminent explosion, Bianca gasped. "Fuck me and fill my whore's cum hole, honey. Make me your slut."
The youngster moaned and collapsed onto Bianca's tits. She wrapped her thighs around his hips and pushed her ass up to meet his thrusts. He kissed her, and Bianca allowed the young man to take ownership of her mouth, just as she'd let him take her ass. The young man pumped twice more before ramming his cock into her depths and holding still, his enormous cock spewing cum into Bianca's bowels.
"Gaaaaaaaawwwwwdddddd!!!!!!" They moaned in unison as Bianca's girly penis spat cum between their bellies.
The young man rested on Bianca's satiated body for a few moments before he regretfully pulled out of her, a flood of semen following his withdrawal. He struggled to his feet before thanking her, pulling his pants on and staggering away.
Bianca lay on the bench in a post-orgasmic daze until she felt a warm washer cleaning her belly, cock and balls. "Slut!" Olivia admonished as she lifted Bianca's knees and cleaned her abused anus. Olivia pushed the nozzle of a douche bottle into Bianca's ass and squeezed. She felt lukewarm water gushing into her bowel before she sat up quickly.
"Gotta go!" She said panickily. She scurried to the loos, desperately trying to keep her sphincter closed long enough to get there before she released the water. She made it barely in time and sat gratefully. She cleaned up and returned to the bench and a giggling Olivia. "Bitch!" She spat before accepting a glass of wine and her plug from Olivia, which Olivia had cleaned and re-oiled. She squatted briefly and reinserted it into her ass.
Olivia clinked glasses with her before they sipped. Then, Olivia giggled again before concernedly asking, "You doing okay? I know I was a bit overwhelmed my first couple of times."
Bianca took another sip and considered before saying, "I'm doing fantastic, you know? This is the first time I've ever felt desirable. People want to fuck me and be fucked by me. They compliment me on how I look and want to talk to me. That just doesn't happen to me."
"Yeah," Olivia agreed. "But now you need to decide who's the real you. Because if it's Bianca, you must have that conversation with Gloria now. I know she wants kids, which will have to be soon, given she's already thirty-seven. You can't give those to her if you go down the Bianca route."
"Did you consider remaining as Olivia?" Bianca asked curiously.
"If Courtney hadn't escaped Hannah's demented control, they'd have forced gender reassignment surgery on me. Hannah wanted me completely off the board because she knew I was the only one who could take Courtney off her. However, being Olivia full-time would never have been my choice. She's fun to take out of the closet and play with once a month, but that's as far as I want to go."
"Even though she's beautiful and popular?"
"So is John," Olivia pointed out. "Well, handsome and popular."
"Barry isn't," Bianca said dejectedly.
"Yet, Gloria chose you over the many, many men who want her. Ben thinks enough of you to encourage Courtney to invite you and Gloria to this party. Courtney and I like you enough to take you under our wings, and Samuel sees enough potential in you both to allow you into his home. Trust me, although he has many guests at these events, very few get invited into his home outside of that."
She added, "I think being Bianca allows the real you to appear. Take the confidence that Bianca has into being Barry, and let that be you. If you and Gloria work with us, we'll make you fitter, tone you up, show you how to move comfortably amongst the wealthy, and teach you how to generate wealth. Well, Ben will do that part because although Courtney's pretty good at it, I'm clueless."
"You guys are like filthy rich, though?" Barry queried.
"Me big football player," Olivia grunted, mocking herself. "I run, catch, kick football. You give John much money cos John good!"
"Yeah, you are," Bianca laughed, amused by her characterisation of herself.
"I was a self-centred, arrogant asshole who thought he was above the team and was only interested in himself," Olivia admitted. "Although what Hannah did to Courtney and me was horrendous, it made me a better teammate and a much more considerate person. My fellow players want to play with me now. They didn't before." She waited to see if Bianca was going to respond before saying, "Bianca's a gorgeous fuck-slut, but I prefer Barry. You good? Ready to get back into things, or do you need to leave and undress?"
"Fuck, yeah, I'm good," Bianca growled. "Those pills have made me so stiff I could drill holes in diamonds with this thing, and I'm so horny I'd go down on a sasquatch."
"I think you already did," Olivia giggled, referring to the fat man Bianca had blown in the receiving lounge. She smiled and finished her wine. Bianca did the same.
The girls circled in opposite directions, waiting to see who else wanted to play with them. It didn't take long for a cultured older man to approach Bianca and ask if she'd join him at his table. Bianca kissed his cheek, told him she'd love to, took his hand, and followed him to a fenced-off area in the converted six-car garage's rear. The sexy older man helped Bianca sit and sat beside her. There were two other equally handsome older men at the table with them.
"I'm Simon," the cultured older man said. "My friends are Timothy and Edward, though he prefers Teddy. You're Bianca, of course. Ms Murray insisted we all learned your name and knew it was your first time. And, of course, when the divine Ms Courtney demands, wise men shut up, listen, and do what she tells them to. How are you finding your first visit to Samuel's monthly debauchery?"
"I'm loving it!" Bianca exclaimed. "I've been made to feel so welcome and desired that it's amazing."
"Well, you are a gorgeous piece," Simon said. "I'm glad Courtney and Samuel finally got poor Olivia some help. I'm sure before Gin and now you came, the poor thing's cock must have been worn half away by the night's end, and she'd be nothing more than a dried-up husk."
Bianca found conversing with these men was easy. They were polite and witty, forgave her occasional crude or profane utterance, and generally made her feel welcome. She eventually realised that Olivia's words were valid. She might look to them like Bianca, but they were talking to Barry. It was his wit and intelligence that made the men laugh and respond as they did. She enjoyed two glasses of sparkling wine with them before she felt comfortable enough to flirt. Bianca didn't realise she already was. It was only that she now tried to excite her three suave suitors.
Bianca smiled coquettishly at the two men opposite her as her hand found Simon's inner thigh. She quickly encountered a solid, approximately 6-inch cock, and she ran her false fingernail over its glans and turned her head to look at Simon's lips. He took her hint and kissed her lightly. Feeling emboldened, Bianca took his hand and put it on her throbbing cock, then returned her hand to his. Simon deepened their kiss as he gripped Bianca's pulsing cock and tugged it firmly.
Breaking their kiss, Simon looked a question at his friends. Bianca didn't see their response, but Simon smiled and said, "I want you to fuck me, but Timothy and Teddy want to fuck you. Are you game?"
"Oh," Bianca gushed, batting her eyes like Olivia had taught her. "You want me to take you three on at once? You must think I'm such a slut!"
"Well,..." Teddy said nervously.
"Of course I am, and I'd love to," Bianca grinned, overriding Teddy. She smiled and batted her eyes again. "Take me to your den of inequity and do with me as you will."
A side door led to an old shed that Samuel had converted into three small bedrooms for his guests to use. Simon held her hand as he led her there. Unfortunately, the first two rooms were full, but the third door opened, and Nigel and Samuel came out.
"The bed's freshly made," Samuel said, winking at Bianca.
Bianca sat on the bed, looking around. The room was pretty cramped, but the bed would comfortably accept all four of them, so she watched the men undress and allowed them to drag her to the bed's middle. Simon leant against the bedhead and offered her his solid 6-inch cock. Bianca got onto her knees and crawled between spread legs. She placed her hands on either side of Simon's hips, lowered her head, and noisily slurped his thick cock into her mouth.
One of the others, she didn't check which one, slid under her from the side and engulfed her precum-leaking cock in his mouth. The other removed her butt plug and eased his long, slender cock into her ass. Bianca clenched her sphincter tightly around the invader and moaned appreciatively.
The man in her ass pulled back and shoved back in firmly. His cock's tip slid over Bianca's prostate, and she moaned again as she sucked and swirled her tongue over Simon's glans. Simon's eyes closed as he relaxed and let his pleasure overcome him. His groan joined Bianca's next one, and he orgasmed into her mouth.
Simon asked his friends to back off momentarily so he could lie on the bed. When he had, Bianca lay on him and pushed her cock into his ass. Timothy, the one who'd been inside her, knelt with his knees spread around Bianca's and Simon's thighs and eased his cock back into her boy-cunt. Then, Teddy lay beside Bianca's mouth and wiped his averagely-sized cock along her lips. Bianca opened her eyes, smiled, and accepted his member into her mouth.
In the position Bianca was in, sandwiched between two guys and sucking another, she was essentially a passenger on the men's sex train. She couldn't move much, so she relaxed and concentrated on enjoying the experience.
Timothy gripped her plump ass, pulled back, and ripped into her. His cock slid deliciously along Bianca's prostate, causing her to moan around Teddy's member. Timothy's meaty thump into her ass drove Bianca's cock deeply into Simon, who moaned and pushed back to meet Timothy's next shove.
Bianca did her best to service the cock in her mouth, but when Timothy built a head of steam and began fucking her viciously, she was scared she'd bite it. So, Bianca concentrated on using her lips and tongue to bring Teddy to fruition.
Simon forced his hips off the bed high enough to grab his cock. Bianca felt him rapidly jerking himself as Timothy pounded her into Simon. Surprisingly, Simon came first, but his ass' sudden climax spasms gripped Bianca's cock so tightly that she lost her lollies into his ass when he orgasmed. Bianca's spasming ass also caused Timothy to lose his chocolates. He pulled out and sprayed his cum onto Bianca's back.
Simon pushed back, indicating he wanted to get out from under Bianca. Timothy moved aside, and Bianca rolled, only for Teddy to force her knees back and apart. He pushed his short but thick cock into Bianca's boy pussy, got onto his knees and wrapped his large hand around her girl cock. Then, fucking her with short jabbing strokes while stroking her cock, Teddy remorselessly drove Bianca up toward her peak again.
Bianca moaned gratefully; her need to orgasm again was extreme, and she knew these men would satiate her. She moaned again as Simon settled his ass on her breast forms and shoved his cock in her mouth. Timothy carefully used wet wipes to clean his cock before placing it in Bianca's left hand. She moaned another time, feeling sluttier than she ever had, and did her best to jerk Timothy's long, slender tool.
Simon was proving to be a bit of a 'two-pump-jump' because he came first again. Simon's poor nutsack must have been almost empty because his moan sounded almost painful, and barely a drop of semen dribbled into Bianca's mouth.
"I'm done, guys," he groaned as he got off the bed tiredly. He leaned over and kissed Bianca's cum-messy lips and said, "Thank you so much, my dear. I hope you'll play with us again next month. Boys, I'll see you for our 7:00 a.m. tee time next Saturday. Then, Simon put on his clothes and left.



'I understand why women hate that so much now,' Bianca thought. Then she inwardly giggled and added, 'At least he's not lying on me snoring like Mum used to complain Dad did.'
Those thoughts disappeared when Teddy wiped his cock across her lips. Bianca obediently turned her head and sucked Teddy inside, her mouth and tongue already working to bring him to fruition.
Timothy short-humped Bianca's ass, grunting and groaning as he enjoyed the feel of her tight, velvety ass around his thick cock. He was aware that girth was more important than length in pleasing women. He'd noticed women climaxed faster on his thickly girthed cock than Teddy's much longer but very slender one. Timothy's extra girth pressed more firmly against P and G-spots than longer, thinner penises, which quickly drove his lovers to orgasm.
Bianca was no different. She'd taken much longer cocks than Timothy's in her tight boy-cunt but not one as thick as his. So, when Timothy pushed her knees higher and stabbed his thick cock against her prostate quickly, Bianca bucked, squealed, bit her lip, bucked and squealed again, and then orgasmed into his gripping hand. Her cum boiled from her cock and ran down his hand.
"So good!" Bianca gasped, her ass thrashing against Timothy's pelvis, quickly closing in on another orgasm.
Timothy was unsurprised by how quickly Bianca's first orgasm hit but was amazed at how quickly she climbed toward another. He knew her glans had to be overly sensitive from cumming, but running his thumb over her frenulum and cock's eye caused her to jump and moan appreciatively, so he continued to punch into her tight ass and rub those spots.
Bianca had lost touch with her surroundings and was wholly concentrating on the delicious sensations Timothy elicited from her body. Bianca recognised that she had a P-spot orgasm swiftly approaching, and it would be an intense one. Her head tossed unawarely back and forth as her body stopped responding to her mind's instructions. Teddy's cock slapped her face unnoticed.
Teddy didn't mind too much because although he was semi-hard, he doubted he could cum again. Four times in one night without taking a little blue pill was beyond the seventy-year-old's capabilities. But he'd taken his blood pressure before leaving for the party, and it was too high to risk a pill. However, he enjoyed watching his friend Timothy fuck this delightful vixen into oblivion, so he stayed.
Bianca bucked again, and then her entire body locked into a rictus, and she orgasmed. But cum didn't spit from her cock as he expected. Instead, it oozed in a continual stream from her cock's eye for a seeming age. Timothy had heard of full-body orgasms but thought they were a porn writer's fantasy. Bianca's climax showed him he was wrong, and he immediately swore to learn how to make someone cum like that.
Bianca's cock didn't stop drooling cum until Timothy's resistance ended, and he came in her ass. His semen spraying across her prostate seemed to ignite another climax, and Bianca bucked again as her cock throbbed. Although she didn't spit any semen.
Teddy and Timothy got dressed, changed the mattress protector on the bed, and helped Bianca back to the party. She followed them in a daze but drank gratefully when Teddy handed her a water bottle. Olivia staggered past, recognised Bianca was out of it, and took her away. She took her back to the house, helped Bianca into the shower, removed all traces of her, and tucked Barry into the bed in his and Gloria's assigned room. Olivia then redid her make-up, changed into a micro-mini and a boob tube with built-in cups, inserted her breast forms, put on fishnet stockings and her heels and then returned to the party.
Chapter 22: The Party 3: Courtney.
Courtney watched wide-eyed as Gloria unhesitatingly amalgamated Senior Cabinet Minister Steven Burns and his wife, Karen, into her little retinue. Such deft subtlety in reading and learning what such influential personages as these two needed and then providing it seemed beyond what Courtney thought Gloria was capable of. Her casual renaming of them as Todger (Steven had barely a 4-in. cock) and Cum Dump and assigning them demeaning roles as her slaves also showed an understanding of people's innate personalities that Courtney thought the tubby, bawdy Gloria lacked. She was ecstatic to be proven wrong.
Steven and Karen were the last two attendees to arrive, so Courtney remotely closed the gate and joined the party.
She wandered through the people milling around the room, greeting everyone. They'd all been invited and carefully vetted by herself and Samuel, so Courtney knew each and every attendee well. She asked pertinent questions about their lives, made little jokes with those who enjoyed them, told rude ones to those who appreciated them, and otherwise ensured everyone felt welcome and relaxed.
She had mellow music playing featuring Frank, Dean, Sammy, and a select few others. The sound was kept low to encourage conversation, and the climate control was kept high to encourage people to undress. Alcohol and light snacks were available at the wet bar, and insulated boxes containing ice and water bottles were spread about the room.
Condoms were prohibited, but all attendees had to forward a clean STI test not more than forty-eight hours before the party. No clean test, no play. No even attending. Douche bottles, pink for pussies and black for anuses, were freely available at the various sinks around the walls and in the two lavatories. Antibacterial wipes and lotions also abounded so partiers could ensure a clean cock, fingers, or fist after anal play. Hot water was plentiful to wash in, and access to the clothing room was allowed if someone needed to change or shower. The loos also had showers.
Satisfied everything was as it should be, Courtney relaxed and let the little pink pill she'd shared with Gloria work its typical magic. The heat in her needy cunt grew exponentially, and her clamped nipples stiffened, aching to be played with. She crossed to the paddling pool, stripped her only item of clothing off, stepped into the pool, and knelt naked. Eight people, six men and two women, immediately surrounded her and started masturbating vigorously.
Ben's friend, Shane Day, a muscular forward for The Gold Coast Titans Rugby League Team, was the first one brave enough to shove his cock in Courtney's face. Courtney looked submissively up at him before smiling and free-handing her head down his sturdy 6-inch cock until her pouty lips hit his waxed abdomen. Shane groaned and placed his dinner plate-sized hands on her head and fucked her willing mouth. Courtney wondered if her first gift would go down her throat or on her face. It went down her throat.
Shane growled he'd be back to fuck her cunt later and wandered off to get a drink. Another took his place in the circle. Courtney smiled as another man thrust his hips forward, his meagre cock shooting a surprising amount of jism across her tight, C-cup breasts. As the man watched, she gathered it with her fingers and fed it into her mouth, swallowing as if it was the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted. It was. Courtney adored the taste of cum. She liked it best when eating it out of some slut's cunt. He also wandered off.
Courtney knew everyone there, but she didn't need to recall their names unless they spoke to her, so she let their features become vague and simply revelled in the sexually submissive feelings coursing through her taut, toned body.
With her widespread popularity and media presence, Courtney knew the risk of attending Samuel's parties and being outed as a filthy whore that delighted in being cum and pissed on was a severe one. Careers had been destroyed for way less extreme acts than Courtney enjoyed monthly.
Courtney had always known she was a submissive, cock sucking slut, and longed to be a cunt munching one, too. But it wasn't until Hannah crashed so disastrously into her marriage that she released her inner slut. She knew she could easily spiral into even more whorish ways than her man-slut husband had if she didn't control that wanton inner slut who craved cocks, cum, subjugation, and pussy juice in equal proportions, so she vehemently refused to let that slut out.
Finding Samuel and becoming his submissive was a God send. Bringing her philandering husband to heel, subjugating him, and becoming his Mistress saved their marriage, and serving Samuel gave both Murrays the outlet they needed to safely release their inner slut.
Courtney's meandering mind returned when she felt another body stepping partly into the pool. She looked up, smiling seductively. One of the two women grabbed the back of Courtney's head and jammed her cunt against Courtney's face. Then, the woman held her pussy lips apart, moaned, and climaxed on Courtney's face. The woman was a squirter, and her cunt juices sprayed into Courtney's eyes, nose, and mouth.
Courtney licked and swallowed what she could reach, loving feeling the woman's warm, sticky liquids flow down her face, neck and tits. "Thank you for your gift," Courtney purred. "I hope you'll have more for me later."
"I have more for you now," the woman growled and released her bladder, showering Courtney with dark-yellow piss.
Courtney opened her mouth and let some pour in. She swallowed a little, enjoying its salty taste, but she mostly allowed it to run back out of her mouth and onto her tits. "Hmm," she moaned, leaning back onto her left hand and arching her muscularly slender body up toward the pissing woman, letting her water splash on her tits and cunt. Courtney hummed again, slapped her clit, and climaxed.
The lasciviously debauched scene set three of the men off, and they groaned and doused Courtney with cum. One of them was either extremely horny or had taken something because his hand didn't stop stroking as he worked himself up to another orgasm.
Courtney looked around and smiled because despite receiving six gifts, eight people remained around her reclined body.
"Can I fuck you?" A man gruffly asked.
Courtney responded by getting to her feet and bending over. She reached behind her hip to spread her ass cheeks and dipped her hand between her legs to open her cunt. "Pick a hole," she crooned.
The man was tall enough that he only had to bend his knees a little to ram his thick cock into Courtney's cunt. He immediately reached around and twisted her nipple clamps. "I often have a wank watching you present the weather," the man growled. "My wife jills herself beside me as we fantasise about fucking you together."
"Send her over next," Courtney offered. "She can fuck me, or I'll eat her cunt. Then you can fuck me together."
"She'll want both, probably," The man growled fucking her and twisting the clamps mercilessly.
"Smack my ass, and I'll cum," Courtney moaned as she tickled his balls with her fingernails.
"Fuck!" The man spat, whacking her ass and cumming inside her.
"Yes!" Courtney yelped, orgasming as she said she would.
"Hold your cunt lips apart," the man demanded.
Courtney obeyed, and shortly, she felt his hot piss cascading across and into her gaping cunt, washing his cum out. Using her spare hand, Courtney frigged herself as she delighted in feeling the man's piss soaking her. The stream stopped, and the man left.
Another growled, "Kneel and suck!"
Courtney obeyed, and a thick, lengthy cock slid into her wet, willing mouth. The new man grabbed a handful of her hair on either side of her head and brutally face-fucked her. She was sure the man wanted her to choke, but as her husband had proven, once you've overcome your gag reflex, any extra length past that made no difference. The next problem occurred when the man's cock was too thick to fit down your oesophagus. But that, too, could be overcome with enough practice.
"Talented," the man groaned as he sawed his cock in and out of Courtney's mouth. "Can I fuck your ass?"
She couldn't reply, of course. But he felt her nod with his hands. He pulled out and waited for the beautiful weather reporter to turn around. He, too, was tall enough only to need to flex his knees to enter Courtney's ass. Courtney had stretched and lubed her sphincter when she prepared for tonight's activities, and she accepted the man's thick todger with only a small, uncomfortable grunt.
"Fuck, but you are one talented slut," her new man growled as he pummelled her taut ass, and Courtney shoved her hips back at him, diddling her clit as she did.
"I sure am," Courtney moaned, racing toward another crest. The man's cock was thick enough to stretch her tight sphincter deliciously painfully. "Squeeze my whore tits!" She demanded as she almost reached her peak.
"Jaysus!" The man exclaimed, obeying Courtney's wanton demand.
"Yes!" Courtney crowed as she crested and orgasmed on the man's thrusting cock.
"I don't fucking believe it!" The man growled as Courtney's pulsing ass sucked the cum from his huge balls. "No woman likes being ass-fucked this much!"
"This slut does!" Courtney giggled, her whorish cunt still aching and her slut clitoris continuing to throb.
Courtney held still because the man hadn't pulled his cock out of her ass, and she waited for what was next. The man grabbed her elbows, pulled them back, and bent her over until her head almost hit the floor. Then, she felt the growing wetness in her colon. The man had released his bladder and was pissing inside her rectum.
The pressure build-up forced her lover's softened cock from her ass, and he stood back swiftly. Courtney quickly squatted as the man's urine poured from her gaped ass. "Almost as good as an enema," she giggled, shocking the man further.
There was a small break as men and women milled around watching her. She knelt in the urine and waited to see who would want her next. None came close, so she picked up a douche bottle and cleaned her cunt and ass, letting the liquid join the piss already in the pool. She settled onto her knees again but was shocked when Karen, the cabinet minister's wife, slid onto the knees beside her.
"Gloria instructed me to join you," Karen explained.
"Are you sure you can handle this, Karen?" Courtney queried. "Men and women will cum and piss on you. Others will fuck your mouth, cunt, and ass. Some will want to fist your cunt and ass. Are you up for that?"
"My name's Cum Dump," Karen said determinedly. "My Mistress tells me I need this, and I will obey."
"Use your safe words when you need to," Courtney advised. She was uncertain that Gloria had read the woman correctly, but Gloria had already proven her wrong twice tonight, so she accepted what Cum Dump wanted.
Seeing another woman in the pool, a crowd swiftly formed around them. A brave soul shouted, "Get it on together!"
Cum Dump took a deep breath and released it before saying, "I'll eat your cum from Courtney's cunt, but only if you have a friend who will cum in mine first."
A susurrate sigh eased through the watching crowd as they waited for developments. The speaker came forward. He was nervous and naked, but his average-sized cock bounced stiffly before him as he hesitantly walked closer to the two women. He realised he was alone and turned to gesture at another youngish man. Another naked guy reluctantly joined him beside the pool.
"Fuck me, Damian," the first guy muttered. "You've been dying to fuck Courtney ever since we started coming to these parties. Here's your fucking chance. Fuck her, for fuck's sake!" He turned to Cum Dump and asked, "If I fuck you, Damian can fuck Courtney, yeah? Then we can watch you eat her out."
Cum Dump glanced at Courtney and, when she nodded, answered, "That works."
Damian nervously moved until he was close to Courtney. Courtney smiled warmly at the young man before saying, "Relax, Damian. I only bite those who don't cum in or on me."
Damian processed what Courtney said before his hips jerked, imagining cumming into his masturbation fantasy, "Oh!" He said, his eyes widening wonderingly. "You mean I can fuck you?"
"In my ass or cunt. Your choice."
"Oh, fuck!" Damian gulped, his cock exploding to complete rigidity a second later.
Courtney eyed its 7+ inch glory appreciatively. "Hmm," she hummed. "Looks like my poor cunt will be severely battered. How do you want me, honey?"
"Will you ride me?" Damian asked.
"Yes," Courtney replied. "But I'm covered in piss and cum, and my pool's bottom is, too. Are you sure you want to lie in it?"
"I am," Damian confirmed.
"Step in and lie down then," Courtney acquiesced. Damian obliged, his head out one end and his feet out the other. Courtney straddled his hips and took his cock in her hand. "Cunt or ass?" She asked.
"Cunt, please."
"Do you want me to blow you first?"
"Nah," Damian denied. "I'm on edge as it is. I'll just cum in your mouth if you suck me."
"You're young and will hardly go soft at all. And you'll last longer in my cunt after that," Courtney pointed out.
"Okay," Damian agreed.
Courtney shifted down so she could take the young man in her mouth. She wrapped her dainty hand around his throbbing shaft and jacked him as she swirled her tongue over his glans and sucked voraciously. Damian was indeed on edge because he came into her mouth almost immediately. Courtney swallowed his gift showily before opening her mouth to show she'd devoured it all.
"No one at work will believe me," Damian moaned regretfully. "Courtney fucking Murray had just blown me and let me cum in her mouth, and now, she is about to ride my cock, but when I tell people, no one will fucking believe me!"
"Sucks, doesn't it?" Courtney chuckled as she jacked Damian back to rock-hard. When he was, she moved up, aimed his 7+ inch cock at her dripping entrance and descended onto it. It split her tight cunt deliciously and pressed against her G-spot as she sank down.
Meanwhile, Cum Dump had also sucked and jacked the noisy man off. Now, she was on her knees with Noisy Man behind her, slapping her muscly ass and fucking her tight cunt. Although she allowed many men to use her dirty cunt, Cum Dump regularly did her Kegel exercises to ensure her pussy remained tight. She needed to be grippingly tight to even feel her husband's cocklet inside her. Cum Dump wanted Steven to feel it when he was pumping into her wet cunt. It helped with his often shaky self-esteem.
Courtney's utter wanton abandonment and pure enjoyment of being fucked, cum in and on, or pissed on freed Cum Dump. Cum Dump had fucked more men and women than Courtney by a wide margin, especially during her university years. But Cum Dump's pleasure had been laced with guilt. She knew her friends, mother, and her husband's parliamentary colleagues would be shocked and disgusted by her immoral behaviour, so she enjoyed her sexual liaisons but felt guilty about them afterwards. Her guilt didn't prevent her from seeking more, though. Courtney's abandon made her realise there was no shame in being a wanton slut as long as her husband, as Courtney's husband did, enjoyed and approved of her sluttishness.
Cum Dump suddenly realised that Noisy Man was about to cum inside her. She wanted, like Courtney did, to orgasm when he did, so she pictured Gloria's cock being much larger than it was and paring her wanting cunt open. She climaxed when Noisy Man's cock spat its first deposit inside her.
Cum Dump heard Courtney squealing and Damian grunting as they came together, and she smiled eagerly, keen to taste the beautiful radio host and eat Damian's cum from her messy cunt.
Noisy Man groaned and backed out of Cum Dump's cunt. He stood, wiped the piss and cum from his knees, lower legs, and feet, and stepped out of the pool. Cum Dump smiled and winked at him before flopping onto her back, the pooled urine and semen cold against her back. She reached over, pulled the slender weather reporter off Damian's cock and onto her willing mouth.



Cum dump smiled happily when Courtney shifted and dove onto her cunt. Then, Courtney lifted her head and challenged the gathered crowd. "Is anyone man or woman enough to fuck my ass as I eat this slut's cunt?"
A large, black, butch woman wearing naught but an eight-inch strap-on cock held the others back as she chuckled and stepped into the pool. "I'll fuck your skinny white ass," Butch Woman snarled. "But I bet you beg me to stop before I finish with you."
"Do your best or worst," Courtney replied dismissively. "I can take everything you offer."
"We'll see," Butch Woman sneered, wrapping her muscular arm under Courtney's hips and pulling her ass onto her 'cock'.
Cum Dump had to do a crunch to reach Courtney's raised cunt, but doing those were part of her exercise program to maintain her taut, leanly muscular, mid-forties body, and were little effort to do. Damian's young cum tasted sweet on her tongue, and she sucked, licked, and probed into Courtney's drooling cunt to gather every millilitre.
Courtney climaxed multiple times on the 'cock' in her ass and the tongue in her cunt, and on her clit, never once complaining or asking to be released. Eventually, Cum Dump had to relax, fall flat and move back to kneeling because she was exhausted and her stomach cramped from the prolonged crunch.
A little later, Butch Woman dropped Courtney. Butch Woman's arm had tired and refused to hold Courtney's weight any longer. "Slut!" Butch Woman accused.
"And?" Courtney gigglingly replied.
"If you ever want to be a lesbian full-time, give me a call," Butch Woman stated. "I'll fuck you better than Olivia ever could."
"Doubtful," Courtney stated gleefully. "But thanks for the offer."
Butch Woman left, and many men surrounded Cum Dump and Courtney. Cum and piss showered onto the pair. Karen emerged briefly, disgusted by the cum/piss shower. But then, she saw her new friend reclining on her hands with her knees up and spread and her mouth open, welcoming the cum and piss. Then she surrendered her inhibitions, and Cum Dump copied Courtney's pose.
Some of the men who'd cum on the pair relaxed their bladders and pissed on them, too. Others took their place, and a fresh shower of cum and piss coated Cum Dump and Courtney. Then, several women joined the fray, including Butch Woman's partner. They, too, sprayed Courtney and Cum Dump with urine and/or 'lady cum'. For the first time, Courtney had to drag the pool outside and empty it onto the grass. Cum Dump helped.
Returning inside, Courtney and Cun Dump shared a shower, douched each other's holes, fingered the other to an orgasm, redid their makeup, and returned to the pool. They knelt in it and were surprised when Cunt joined them.
Cunt shrugged at Courtney's and Cum Dump's stares and said, "Mistress Gloria is more than a little difficult to refuse."
They all laughed before Cunt suggested they form a daisy chain and eat each other's pussy. They did and were quickly surrounded by a crowd who orgasmed or pissed on them.
Chapter 23: The Party 4: Olivia.
Olivia had a spare moment between transforming Barry into Bianca, greeting guests, and ensuring she was prepared for the party. She slipped away to her and Courtney's bedroom and sat at their shared double-vanity table. Examining her beautiful features in the vanity's mirror for any flaws, Olivia sighed before wishing, once again, that she and Courtney had never met Hannah. Hubris, Olivia realised.
Her male persona, John, was a gifted AFL player who the Brisbane Lions paid a lot of money to malinger in their reserves, hoping he'd develop into the team player and star they knew he could be. But John was too arrogant and self-centred to understand that his self-centredness was the very reason he languished in The Lion's reserves.
John's teammates recognised his exceptional talents but hated his selfishness and 'me, me, me' attitude. They refused to kick the ball to him even if he was free in goal. Being dropped and delisted was inevitable.
John had knocked up Courtney on the night of their School Formal (Prom). She was a virgin, although John wasn't. Despite his selfishness in sport, John was an honourable man and asked Courtney to marry him. She agreed, and they had two children together in quick succession.
John, being a typical young, virile sports star, and despite being married, fucked every slut he could lay his hands on. The list of his infidelities made Tiger Woods' look almost amateurish in comparison. John was so sure of his wife's ignorance and/or acceptance of his affairs that he regularly fucked their babysitters on their couch. His arrogance extended to believing he was above being disciplined or dropped by his club. He was a star, FFS! They wouldn't dare void his contract.
Hannah's entrance into his marriage precipitated his fall. Losing Courtney to the hyper-dominant transsexual, being brutally forced-feminised, made to have homosexual sex, forced to watch his wife fuck other men, and facing the loss of his children and home, made John finally admit how much he loved Courtney. Moreover, he was prepared to accept everything she and Hannah did and planned to do as long as he was allowed to remain Courtney's husband and father to their children.
Everything Hannah and Courtney forced him to endure opened his eyes to his own selfishness and changed him irrevocably. Then, meeting and being seduced by Samuel, an older, calm, dominant man, exposed his innate submissiveness. He became a better person, surrendered his masculinity and sexuality to his wife, accepted her as his Mistress and Samuel as his Dominant, and therefore, salvaged his marriage and, strangely, his football career. His open marriage was strong, and he was now a bonafide AFL star with many clubs prepared to offer him a lot of money to move to them. He honoured The Lion's years of putting up with him before dropping him and welcoming him back, and he remained loyal to his first club. Plus, he and Courtney ran her parents' farm, and he found that kept him grounded.
Olivia checked her elegant gold watch, a present from Samuel, sighed, and left for the party. Olivia knew her melancholy would lift as soon as she walked into the dungeon. She was so horny that her cock throbbed in time with her clenching ass. Olivia grinned, not caring who saw. You could be depressed before an orgasm and after one, but you were never depressed during an orgasm! She was looking forward to having many!
Olivia saw her wife's delicious, barely covered ass entering the dungeon just ahead of him. She skipped across to the door and immediately circled the opposite way to Courtney. Using her feminine persona to get away with it, Olivia greeted guests with 'cock and cunt handshakes' and cheek kisses. She'd blatantly grab the guy's cock when she kissed them and shook it. Or she'd press a finger against the woman's often bare clitoris and rub it, doing the same. If the woman was wet, Olivia dipped her finger into them.
It only took three greetings before a couple had her on one of the benches. Her tight, sexy ass waved delectably in the air, almost begging to be fucked and spanked. Her mouth was tightly attached to the woman's cunt, and she stabbed her tongue into it. The man moved behind her, walloped her ass with a paddle, growled at her to lower her tight ass, and prepare to receive. He pulled her plug out and viciously rammed his medium-sized but rampantly erect cock into her ass only a few moments later. Olivia squealed into the woman's pussy as the man slammed into her, but it was an act. It felt good being taken that roughly.
"Take it, you slut!" The man snarled, pleased his mediocre cock had hurt the young tranny. He whacked Olivia's ass with the paddle again.
The woman on Olivia's tongue climaxed first, then she pulled the much younger woman higher, grabbed her throbbing cock, and guided it into her wet, saggy cunt.
"So tight," Olivia moaned despite feeling little other than a warm oil-like wetness around her 7-inch cock.
"Oh, Gawd, fuck me!" The older woman moaned, also pleased with Olivia's unnoticed deception.
Olivia closed her eyes and timed her thrusts into the woman beneath her to match those of the man above. She'd pull back as he thrust in to meet her ass, and she'd allow him to power her back into the woman, then she'd repeat. As he slammed her into his wife, Olivia would purr, "OMG, so tight, honey. Gawd, it feels so good. Cum for me, baby."
"Uuuuuuuuuuuugggggggggghhhhhhhh!" The woman moaned as her climax hit, her body shuddering with bliss.
Olivia knew the pair would want her to cum, so she let her mind imagine it was Samuel who was powering into her tight boy-cunt. She was close, so when the man came in her ass and sprayed her prostate with cum, Olivia orgasmed into the loose, slippery cunt around her cock.
The man pulled out of her ass and fetched a washer. He helped Olivia off his wife and kindly cleaned her cum-filled ass. Courtney pushed her ass back appreciatively as she lowered her mouth back onto the woman's semen-drenched cunt. Using her tongue and mouth to clean the woman's vulva gave the woman another small, satisfying climax. They thanked Olivia profusely before holding hands and walking away.
Olivia dropped by the washroom to douche, wash her face, and repair her makeup before rejoining the fray. She walked from the room, and a middle-aged man approached her. Olivia smiled. "Hello, Andy. Where's your sexy girl?"
"Mistress Gloria is playing with her," Andy explained.
"Oh, wow!" Olivia exclaimed. "I bet she'll love that."
"There's a wrinkle," Andy said nervously.
"What's that?"
"Mistress Gloria has told me that if I don't return with an ass full of your cum, she's keeping Sonya as hers."
Olivia looked at Andy evenly. Neither Andy nor Sonya had ever played with her before, so she wasn't sure how to respond. She decided to give Andy an out. "You could use your safe words and reclaim her anyway. Besides, I doubt Gloria was serious."
"I could, but why risk it?" Andy said doubtfully. His eyes dropped to his tented trouser front. "Besides, little Andy seems quite excited by the idea."
"Yes, he does," Olivia said, smiling beguiling and reaching out her fake-nails-covered fingers to stroke Andy's swelling cock. She took Andy's hand and led him to a low bench. Then, she sat, pulled his pants down, took his entire throbbing <6-inch cock in her mouth and sucked.
"Oh, Gawd!" Andy awedly moaned as Olivia's talented tongue slashed over his glans and probed into his cock's eye, drinking the precum drooling from there.
Olivia eased her hand along Andy's perineum and slid her nailed finger onto his starfish. Andy hummed, "Hmm," as he spread his legs and allowed Olivia better access.
Taking his hand, Olivia encouraged Andy to sit and then lie on the bench. Then, she slowly worked on opening his back passage so she could take his anal cherry. Andy hummed again as Olivia's first two fingers slid inside without resistance. Releasing his cock, Olivia tittered, "Someone's been practising!"
"Sonya does so love to peg me," Andy admitted. "I don't object," he laughingly added. He lifted and spread his knees. "I find myself eagerly anticipating having you fuck me."
"And I will, honey," Olivia assured him, ignoring his opened hole, pushing his knees down and sitting on his chest instead. "But first, have a little taste of my sweet little girly cock, please?"
"New temptations abound," Andy said, nervously crossing his eyes to peer at Olivia's slowly approaching cock. "But I will refuse this one."
"Is that a safe word I hear?" Olivia crooned, her glans millimetres from Andy's lips.
"Umm, no?" Andy queryingly said.
"Then open wide, honey. It's time to suck some girly cock." She pushed her hips forward until her cock touched his lips. Andy moaned, opened his mouth wider, and let Olivia slide inside. "Good boy," Olivia cooed. "Give it a wee suck and lick for me." Andy's eyes raised to meet hers, and he closed his lips around Olivia's throbbing cock. His tongue tentatively flattened against Olivia's frenulum, and he sucked softly. "Good boy," Olivia cooed again. "Tastes good, doesn't it?"
Andy's conscious mind may have been resistant to sucking a tranny's cock, but his body and subconscious betrayed him, and with a loud groan, he climaxed, spraying cum onto his body and Olivia's ass.
Olivia smiled gently down at him before saying, "The man dost protest too much, me thinks. I'm going to fuck you now, okay?"
Andy nodded, and Olivia moved lower, lifted and parted his knees, positioned her cock on his ring, and gently pushed it inside. Andy's eyes rolled back, and he moaned from deep in his hairy chest. Even though he'd just cum, Andy's cock was still rampantly erect and bobbing in time with his clenching sphincter. Olivia wrapped her hand around Andy's shaft and pumped it as she stroked into his ass firmly. She waited until his need to orgasm overrode his resistance. Then, when Andy's eyes rolled back, and he came, she pumped his cock viciously as she let her resistance fade and orgasmed into his pulsing ass.
"That was... umm... interesting," Andy tried to say in his typical urbane manner.
Olivia chuckled and eased back out of his ass. "Come and see me next month, and we'll do it again," she amusedly suggested, already knowing she had another convert to girl cock, and he would.
Andy left, and Olivia revisited the washroom to clean up again. When she exited the room, she noticed that Bianca had just been severely used, so she sat with her to ensure the new girl was coping with the sudden attention. Bianca's ass oozed cum, and Olivia grinned evilly before picking up a douche bottle, inserting the nozzle and squirting a liberal amount of douche into Bianca's colon. She giggled as Bianca fled to the washroom.
When Bianca returned, Olivia briefly chatted with her before deciding the new girl was doing well and having fun, so she went looking for other willing playmates. She found them in two leather boys. They were friends of Samuel who were bisexual but primarily preferred twinks or femmeboys. Olivia was perfect for their desires, and they quickly had her on her hands and knees with their cocks in either end.
They'd played with Olivia regularly and knew her abilities, so they fucked her mouth and ass without compunction or care for her arousal. Olivia was a pair of warm, tight holes they used to get themselves off. Being innately sexually submissive, Olivia loved it! Feeling malleably meek for the two masculine men made her motors rev to their maximum, and she hummed delightedly as they used her sweet body.
The leather men chuckled triumphantly when Olivia groaned, her cock twitched, and she orgasmed, squirting cum onto the floor beneath her. But instead of backing off, the man fucking her ass picked up a paddle and whacked her firm ass cheeks as he fucked her harder. Simultaneously, the man in her mouth forced his hands under her breast forms inside her bra and gripped Olivia's tiny nipples. He squeezed them viciously as he sawed his medium-sized cock in and out of her drooling mouth.
"Fuck!" Olivia spat around the cock in her pretty mouth as her prostate cramped, and she climaxed again.
"Got you again!" The leather men crowed as they pulled from her orifices and rolled her onto her back. Then, the man who'd been in her ass knelt upright between her thighs and pushed his rampant 6-inch cock against Olivia's. Pouring some lube over their joined cocks, the leather man gripped their penises in his meaty hand and masturbated both.
Simultaneously, the other leather man knelt with his hefty balls on Olivia's lips, enjoying her tongue on them as he jacked himself. He patiently waited for his friend to climax. Leather Man 1 finally groaned and jacked himself and Olivia quickly, his hand a blur up and down their joined cocks. Then, when he groaned again, his hand stopped, and his cock erupted, spilling semen over Olivia's.
The warm liquid ignited Olivia's orgasm, and her cock pumped cum in rhythm with Leather Man 1. Leather Man 2, who was holding his climax back by the barest margin, saw the other cocks cumming, moved back, and unloaded onto Olivia's beautiful face.
The leather men stood and walked away. They high-fived, turned back to where Olivia lay exhausted, overwhelmed, blissful, and covered in cum, and declared, "See you next month."
"Fuck, yes, please," Olivia muttered as she struggled to her feet and went to get cleaned up. The men must have fucked her for over an hour because many of the patrons had already left. She stumbled past the paddling pool and was surprised to see three women, including Courtney, kneeling in it. Olivia angled across to check them out when she saw Timothy and Teddy helping a dazed Bianca onto a seat in the bar area.
Groaning, she changed direction and helped her friend back to the house. Olivia knew Barry would wake up feeling a little weird about the events from the previous night, so she guided her into the shower, carefully removed all traces of his Bianca persona, and put him to bed. Satisfied she'd done all she could for the new girl, Olivia returned to the shower, washed herself clean, douched her cum-filled hole, dressed, redid her makeup, and returned to the party.
The rest of Olivia's night was relatively uneventful. She sucked a few cocks, fucked and got fucked by most of her regulars, stopped to admire her cum and piss-soaked wife and her two coconspirators, and generally made sure her guests had a good time.
The last guest departed at the 1:00 a.m. curfew, and she helped Courtney, Gloria, Nigel, Gin, and Samuel clean up. Most fixtures in the dungeon were permanent, liquid-proof, and stain-resistant, so cleaning up was relatively easy. A cleaning crew would arrive on Monday to steam-clean the various equipment and sanitise the entire room so it was ready for next month's event.
Gloria had been concerned about Bianca's absence but relaxed when Olivia explained where he was. Olivia worried a little about what tonight meant for their engagement and future marriage. Barry and Gloria would have to have the same conversation she and Courtney had. i.e. was Bianca an occasional or full-time thing? What would it mean for their relationship if Barry wanted to be Bianca?
John didn't envy Gloria or Barry. As a man, John was handsome, successful, popular, and desired by many women. The transition to Olivia had only changed the gender mix of those who desired her, not the number of people. Barry, however, had been typically unsuccessful with women, so the temptation to permanently transition to the much more popular Bianca and enjoy the extra attention would be difficult for him to refuse. Or so John/Olivia predicted.
The party's hosts finally crawled into their respective beds around 2:00 a.m. Samuel, as he preferred, alone.
Chapter 24: The Party's Aftermath.
Barry woke up to an empty bed. He panicked, worrying that Gloria had found a more suitable consort at the party. 'She could have quite easily,' he thought. 'That tall, handsome man she was always with, for example. After all, I'm not much to look at.' He felt miserable, already giving up. 'That man was somewhat familiar,' Barry remembered. 'It's almost like I know him. TV, maybe?' Then his thoughts turned further down. 'Fuck!' He imagined despairingly. 'She's hooked up with some famous actor. I've lost her for sure!'
Barry was close to crying when he heard Gloria's cheery voice outside the door. "Okay, Steve," she said happily. "I'll text you Barry's address, and we'll see you and Karen on Wednesday night for dinner. Yeah, seven's good."
Gloria walked in through the door and saw Barry awake. "Baz!" She excitedly exclaimed. "You're up!" She ran and leapt onto the bed, dove into his arms, and covered his face with kisses. "Fuck, you were gorgeous last night!" She said admiringly. "One of the hottest chicks there."



Barry reluctantly accepted Gloria's excited kisses and asked neutrally, "Who was that on the phone?"
"That was Todger and Cum Dump, AKA Steven Burns, Federal Cabinet Minister for Roads and Transport, and his wife, Karen, "Gloria gushed. "They're coming for dinner Wednesday night. How's that, Baz? We have a friend who is a federal cabinet minister!"
Barry realised why the man looked familiar--he was. "You want Bianca and you to play with Steven and Karen?" Barry asked fearfully but keeping his voice neutral.
"Fuck no!" Gloria exclaimed. But then, she blushed. "I mean, umm, not unless you want to? Umm, I guess Bianca would be okay, too, but I think Karen would be disappointed."
"Why?" Barry asked, his fear and confusion showing.
"Because four pussies and only one minuscule cock."
"I don't think it's 'minuscule'," Barry protested angrily. "Undersized, but not the other."
"No, Steven's, silly. It's maybe four inches when he's totally erect. Four pussies, me, you, Karen, and Luna. One minuscule cock, Steven. I wanted you to use your exquisite oral skills to help me fuck Karen into oblivion as Luna takes care of Steven. Then, I wanted you and Steven to double-team Luna. But if you prefer to be Bianca, I guess I can come up with an alternative plan."
Barry realised his insecurities were talking, making him feel less than he was. He remembered Olivia's advice and summoned the confidence he felt when he was Bianca. Gloria was happy and excited to see him and had gleefully made plans to share him with two other women. He looked at Gloria and noticed she seemed a little nervous and uncertain, too. Barry decided honesty was best. He hugged his fiancée fiercely and apologised. "Sorry, babe. But last night was pretty intense, and I guess I'm having a bit of a crisis in confidence."
Gloria, who'd been chatting with Olivia in Samuel's kitchen, hesitated. Olivia had warned her that Barry might decide that being Bianca was his future. If that were true, Gloria wouldn't object or stand in his way, but she wanted a real man for her husband, not a transgirl. If that 'real man' cross-dressed, sucked cock, and was voyeuristic to boot, like her daddy did and was, then her world would be complete. She hesitantly asked, "Do you always want to be Bianca?"
"Fuck, no!" Barry exclaimed. "I mean, don't get me wrong. Last night was a hell of a lot of fun! But being Bianca is way too much like hard work, and although being popular and getting fucked by lots of men is also fun, I prefer fucking women. Even if the only one I get to fuck is you," Barry ended lamely.
"Thank fuck!" Gloria blurted. Then she laughed happily before lowering her head and sucking on his cock.
"Piss fat," Barry warned.
Momentarily releasing his cock, Gloria replied, "And?" Barry came a few seconds later, filling her greedy mouth with salty cum.

The End.
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Ben Stokes Swinging Household Part 5: Barry and Gloria.
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Chapter 1: The Wedding.
Gloria looked radiant in her virginal white wedding dress. It was her mother's, altered only slightly to accommodate Gloria's slightly more voluptuous ass. She waited in the church's annex, holding her father's arm.
She smiled because she could still taste Ben's cum on her tongue. Her white control briefs held a period pad because Neil's cum still drooled from her well-used pussy. She wanted to marry Barry with her tummy and cunt full of cum, so instead of driving around the block to be 'fashionably late', Gloria had arrived well before the ceremony was due to start. Then, hiding in the bride's waiting room, she hissed at Neil and Ben when they arrived and encouraged them to join her.
Ben had laughed delightedly and quickly ducked through the door. Neil had been more reluctant, but then he was the best man, so Gloria had expected that. With eyes twinkling, Gloria had pointed at Neil's groin and then her mouth before miming jacking a cock off into it. "Farrrk!" Neil groaned, recalling how good Gloria's blowjobs were. Neil looked around and saw that Barry was distracted, talking to his father, so Neil followed Gloria into the room. Seconds later, he was on his knees, with Gloria's knickers around her knees and her wedding dress over her back, fucking his best friend's soon-to-be wife. Simultaneously, Gloria was sucking Ben off.
They didn't have much time before Mark, Gloria's dad, would come to fetch his daughter and guide her to the annex, ready to take the bridal walk down the red carpet to the altar. But Gloria could cum whenever she decided she wanted to. And the boys? Well, boys were boys. They didn't take long to fill her mouth and cunt with their twin gifts. Gloria squealed around Ben's magnificent 7+ inch cock as she climaxed. Her orgasm allowed the men to fill her mouth and pussy, which they did gleefully. Gloria had just enough time to make herself decent and fix her hair and face before Mark opened the door and stepped inside.
Mark maintained his happy demeanour despite knowing his daughter had fucked the two men with her. He wasn't bothered because his wife, Gloria's mother, Beverley, had done something similar on their wedding day. Mark escorted his daughter into the annex before holding his elbow out. Gloria happily smiled at her handsome father and linked her arm with his before whispering, "Are you wearing your sexy French knickers, Daddy?"
"Yes," Mark replied without a skerrick of embarrassment. "I'm also wearing that pretty silk slip you and your mother bought for my birthday."
"Good," Gloria averred. "You know how hot that makes Mum."
"Indeed, I do," Mark replied, straightening as the bridal march started to play. "That's why I'm wearing it, though weddings make your mother hot, too." He guided his daughter down toward the altar, taking the traditional step, feet together, step gait.
"Perhaps Mum might entertain some men tonight for your viewing pleasure," Gloria whispered, trying not to smile too widely. Her fiancé stood beside Neil in his three-piece suit, looking more handsome than she could believe. Her man. Her lover, a cock sucking, cross-dressing, voyeuristic cuckold, just like her daddy.
"One can hope, pumpkin," Mark replied just as quietly. They reached the Pastor, and Mark handed his daughter off to her new husband. He suppressed a happy tear, fearing it wasn't manly to cry at his daughter's wedding and not wanting to embarrass her or her mother.
Barry watched Gloria's approach proudly. She was beautiful and looked simply stunning in her corset-waisted wedding dress. The corset's cups mounded his bride's enormous breasts so severely it seemed she would burst from it at any moment. Gloria was way more woman than he could handle. Barry knew that and had smiled indulgently when he saw first Ben and then Neil duck into the waiting room. He knew Gloria would take at least those two again during the reception and probably others as well. He welcomed her to his side with a proud smile and turned to face the Pastor.
The wedding vows were exchanged in the traditional way without fanfare. Neil made the obligatory 'Oh my God, I've lost the wedding ring' charade, the Pastor made the standard closing speech, they kissed, and Barry and Gloria were married.
The attendees stood to congratulate the couple, and Barry couldn't help but shake his head at the sudden trajectory his life had taken. His guests at his wedding included KC (King's Counsel) Samuel Brooks, AFL star John Murray, and his radio host/television presenter wife, Courtney, plus several other sports and business luminaries. Barry had rocketed through the ranks at his job and now managed teams of almost a hundred pickers and packers across several warehouses in Brisbane's south and east. Also, he had a share and stock portfolio already worth more than one hundred thousand dollars.
Plus, instead of the pudgy thirty-five-year-old body he had when he met Gloria, Barry was now leanly muscular and incredibly fit. He worked out with Ben regularly and with John Murray whenever the Murrays were in town.
The wedding party moved to the church's steps, and Gloria turned her back to throw her bouquet. Emily and Sarah vied the hardest to catch it, hoping their men would ask them to marry them after they'd caught the bouquet. However, Ben was still blissfully unaware of Emily's plans. Sarah won the 'battle', causing Leroy to theatrically moan, "I guess I'm fucked now!"
He planned on waiting until the excitement from this wedding died down before proposing to Sarah. Sarah spent more time at his place than at her home with Ben, anyway. Leroy wanted to marry the gorgeous blonde only hours after they'd met, and now that they'd dated for more than a year, he thought it was past time to make Sarah Mrs Leroy Loggins.
Ben watched Gloria and Barry get in the limo and Leroy and Sarah cuddling and talking somewhat sadly. Gloria would join Barry in his flat above Barry's father's garage. Sarah rarely returned to her room, and Ben knew she'd permanently join Leroy in his apartment as soon as Leroy proposed. Which meant he'd need to find two more housemates.
His financial situation had recovered significantly since his disastrous divorce from Melanie, but the repayments on a two-million-dollar house loan are not insubstantial. He needed the board money to help with those repayments. But how would he find two boarders as ready and willing to fit in with the house's shenanigans as Sarah and Gloria were? He feared boarding a prude, male or female, more than anything else. But, of course, you could not ask a potential boarder about the sexual peccadillos, so how to tell if they'd fit in?
He sighed and went to get his car. Emily, Nigel and Gin had travelled with him to the wedding, and the reception was at his home, so they needed to be there to greet the other attendees.
Leroy and Sarah beat Ben and the crew home. Sarah had swung into action, putting the various party pies and rolls into the oven, placing cocktail wieners in pots and boiling them, and bringing out the various mini-club sandwiches Ben had gotten from the caterers. Leroy helped to take the sandwiches out to the trestles set up around the pool and was taking steaks and sausages to the grill, ready to barbeque them. Ben got himself a beer and took over behind the BBQ. He deftly spread onions and mushrooms on the hot plate as well as sausages and steaks across the grill.
Emily opened the packages of fresh bread and spread butter across them, ready to receive the onions, mushrooms, and sausages. Nigel and Gin removed the various salads and condiments from the fridge and added them to the swiftly filling trestle tables before grabbing beers and joining Ben at the grill. Gin had gone full glam. His dress was modest but clung to his every sweet curve, outlining his svelte figure delightfully. Gin's face was a vision of gorgeous Asian perfection with high cheekbones, arched eyebrows, and full, painted lips. He was more beautiful than most of the women at the wedding and didn't he and Nigel know it!
Ben had finally figured out that Gin was John and Courtney Murray's male exchange student but still found Gin exceptionally attractive. He fantasised about fucking the young Asian crossdresser but understood Gin was a package deal with Nigel. And, although Ben was willing to fuck attractive crossdressers, he was unsure he could allow a man to suck him off, let alone fuck one or allow one to fuck him. Ben was a receiving anal virgin and planned to stay one forever.
Samuel Brooks, John and Courtney Murray were the first to arrive from the wedding service. Ben greeted them enthusiastically, awed by Courtney's already tight and taut body. Despite giving birth only nine months before, Courtney's figure was back to being slender and tautly toned. Her impressive 34C breasts stood proudly from her svelte chest, and her ass was so toned you could bounce a coin off it.
The Murrays had suffered from several years of bad publicity and court cases that seemed destined to destroy them. Through it all, they'd remained committed to each other, and somehow, their individual careers had blossomed. After spending a year in the NEAFL, John was redrafted by The Lions and became a bonafide AFL star.
Courtney, who had been the undisputed queen of the AFL WAGs until her husband's fall, was now a TV and radio star. Her voice on the radio was the highest rated of any station nationwide. Ben had steadfastly supported them throughout their many crises and was, beyond Samuel Brooks, their closest and dearest friend.
Garry (Barry's father), Mark and Beverly arrived next. After their arrival, the floodgates opened, and the fifty-odd other guests invited streamed through the gates into Ben's backyard. It was toward the end of spring, so many of the guests donned bathing suits and jumped into Ben's solar-heated pool.
The reception swirled through Ben's house until close to ten O'clock. However, there were none of the shenanigans evident at Ben's fiftieth the previous year. Gloria and Barry had made their obligatory appearance but left a couple of hours later to catch their flight to Tahiti--a wedding gift from Ben.
The housemates, including Ben, tidied up before retreating to their rooms. Ben had barely laid on his bed when his door opened, and Emily swept in. "Weddings make me horny," she stated, dropping her clothes to the floor and mounting Ben. "Fuck me until I scream your name."
Ben chuckled, grabbed Emily's voluptuous ass, and rolled on top of her. He positioned his throbbingly erect cock at her blazing entrance before powering into her dripping cunt.
"Harder!" Emily immediately demanded. "Faster!" She added.
Ben chuckled again before slinging his arms over Emily's shoulders and gripping her rounded bottom. Holding her squeezed against him, Ben whispered, "You are mine, my delectably tubby tart. Cum on my cock, and I'll fill your slutty cunt with cum."
"I love you, Ben," Emily unawarely announced as her orgasm struck. "I'm yours forever if you want me."
Ben chose to believe it was Emily's desire talking, and not her conscious mind, so he mumbled, "I love you, too, Ems. Now cum for me again."
Emily complied, squealing as she came again. Emily climaxed three more times before Ben unloaded into her gripping cunt, spraying his seed against the young woman's cervix. Emily crested again before collapsing. Ben slid out of and off her before rolling onto his back. Emily climbed onto his broad chest before smiling happily and falling into a peaceful sleep. 'Does it get any better than this?' Ben wondered before he dozed off.
Life around the house drifted into its typical pattern after the wedding. Sarah spent more time at Leroy's apartment than at home. Gin stayed with Nigel more nights than he didn't, and Emily's slow pursuit of Ben continued. She felt it was a lot like trying to get a photo of a rare bird or animal--any sudden movement, and the creature would disappear into the wilderness, perhaps never to be seen again.
On the nights Emily's wants peaked, she'd sneak into Ben's bed and seduce him. Not that Ben needed much seducing. Emily was aware that she had to be careful because Ben wouldn't want to buy the cow when he was getting the cream for free, so she limited her visits and occasionally demanded that Ben take her on dates and to dinner. Ben obliged, blithely unaware he was being hunted.
Chapter 2: On the way to Tahiti 1.
Barry took his seat in the first-class section of the QANTAS jet that would take him and his new wife to Tahiti's Fa'a'ā International Airport. He looked around him, amazed that Ben, who until Ben had set him up with Gloria, Barry barely knew, and then only as his father's friend, would buy them such a lavish gift--an all-expenses paid fourteen-day sojourn at Sofitel Kia Ora Moorea Beach Resort. Barry knew the gift was more about Ben's ongoing long-term relationship with Gloria and her parents, but he also knew Ben liked him enough to do this for them.
Ben had been helping Barry and Gloria to invest, taking a little seed money from their superannuation funds and investing in several companies. The companies were a mixture of blue chip, medium and high-risk stocks, but Ben seemed to have an uncanny knack for knowing just when to dump the shares to achieve the maximum profit. Barry slowly understood what Ben had invested in and why, and now, he controls most of his own portfolio.
Barry smiled as Gloria settled beside him. He admired her deliciously full figure and wondered why he'd ever lusted after the skinny bitches he'd unsuccessfully tried to date before meeting her. Courtney Murray had taken Gloria under her wing. But instead of trying to make her aerobically fitter and slim her down as Gloria feared, Courtney had shown Gloria how to dress to accentuate her lush figure with its hourglass shape and enormous breasts and hips.
For the flight, Gloria wore a bodycon, slit midi T-shirt dress. The dress clung to Gloria's every divine curve and accented her luscious figure. Barry knew many men and women had openly ogled her as they made their way through customs, envious of Barry's luck. Courtney had even insisted that Gloria needed thong and G-string knickers to ensure they didn't show against her clingy dresses. Push-up half-cup bras were also a must, Courtney asserted. They ensured Gloria's dresses' and tops' Vees revealed her mounded breasts deliciously. Courtney slightly changed how Gloria did her makeup and insisted on better quality products to bring out her inner beauty. Gloria had never felt more attractive in her entire life.
Chapter 3: Before Their Wedding 1.
Once the plane was in the air, Barry and Gloria ordered drinks and were soon lost in their individual reveries. Thinking about how Courtney Murray had taken Gloria under her wing caused Barry to remember his first tentative steps into the world of cross-dressing. He was embarrassingly bad in the beginning. Barry knew that now but wasn't aware at the time. Using various online tutorials, Barry thought he'd done a respectable job of turning himself into a tubby, middle-aged woman. He invited Neil over, hoping Neil would want to help him explore man-on-man sex some more. So far, Neil and Barry only got it on together when they fucked Gloria, and she insisted.
Neil turned up and immediately broke into laughter. "Baz, what the fuck?" He chuckled. "You look like my uncle trying to look like my aunt and failing abysmally."
Barry was mortified and vowed never to cross-dress again. He sent Neil home. However, when Gloria came over later that day, she spotted his lingerie dumped in the outside bin. Discovering the rest of his outfit, she brought it inside and forced Barry to put it on. When he was dressed, Gloria shook her head and insisted he shave all his body hair off. Barry resisted, but Gloria overrode his objections, pointing out he worked in a freezer and wore long trousers and long-sleeved shirts so no one would know he was hairless. And even if they did know? So what? She certainly knew he wasn't gay!
Barry returned to the lounge after reluctantly shaving his entire body. But his complaints died when Gloria moaned lustfully and pounced on him. His cock disappeared inside Gloria's mouth, and his cum spat down her throat shortly after. Then, his fiancée bent over his kitchen table, and Barry stood on the phonebooks, urgently driving his meagre five-inch cock into her dripping cunt. Gloria and Barry spent the night going 'around the world'. He fucked her mouth, cunt, and arse in rotation until he could go no more. Then he used his tongue and fingers until Gloria was finally satiated, and they slept.
The following night, Gloria did Barry's makeup and helped him to dress. She'd bought breast forms (C-cups), a blonde page-cut wig, and tucking tape to ensure Barry looked as feminine as possible. Gloria also purchased a much shorter, tighter dress for Barry to wear along with stay-up black stockings. She hadn't bought shoes because she didn't know his size, but she intended to take him shopping for those and more dresses later.
Gloria knew what she wanted that night and had come prepared. Once she had Barry feeling comfortable about being dressed as a woman, with his cock and balls tucked and taped away, she dropped her skirt, revealing her six-inch strap-on cock. She bent Barry over the kitchen table, lubed his fuck hole, and gently pegged him until his ass was well stretched.
Then, giggling happily, Gloria phoned Neil and insisted he come over. When he arrived this time, Neil gaped at his friend and felt his cock throb as he imagined fucking him. Neil was perhaps a little more bisexual than he cared to admit because he'd gone from freaking out after fucking his best friend to enjoying doing it regularly. It helped that Gloria's rampant sexuality overcame any squeamishness he initially felt. Looking at Barry kneeling before him on all fours, dressed like a wanton slut, had Neil eagerly anticipating what Gloria had planned for them.
"What are you waiting for, Neil?" Gloria asked with pretend exasperation. "That slut won't fuck itself."
Neil gulped and dropped his shorts. Grabbing his solid six-inch cock, Neil knelt and lifted Barry's tight dress above his pudgy ass. Then, seeing Baz's hole was already oiled and gaped, Neil forced his rampant cock through Barry's knot and deeply into his colon.
"A good slut reaches between her legs and fondles her lover's balls," Gloria pointed out. Barry groaningly complied, not realising there was an ulterior motive for Gloria's demand. The change of angle meant the next time Neil drove into Barry's ass, his cock rubbed over Barry's prostate.
"Oh, fuck!" Barry grunted in pleasurable surprise, his fingers frozen on Neil's balls. Neil pulled back and thrust in again. "Oh, Gawd!" Barry moaned, his tiny cock trying to stiffen despite being taped back.
Neil was uncertain of what was happening, but he knew his friend was enjoying being fucked more than he ever had before. So, gripping Barry's plump hips firmly, Neil fucked him hard.



Barry's cock couldn't stiffen or enjoy being stimulated, but he felt a desperate need to cum. Wanting to achieve Barry's desire, his mind took over and centred its orgasm trigger on Barry's prostate. The next time Neil thumped into his ass, Barry climaxed, spitting cum from his cock's eye despite it never becoming hard. Orgasming from prostate stimulation without penile stimulation is similar to a G-spot orgasm for a woman. Barry's body reacted to cumming more intensely than it ever had, and he sagged down, lost in bliss.
"Don't pull out," Gloria demanded. "But hold still for a second." She knee-walked up behind Neil and placed her hand on his tailbone. Neil felt Gloria's strap-on cock against his pucker hole and hoped it was her smallest one. "Good boy," Gloria panted as she slid the lubed dildo she used on Luna and Barry into Neil's ass.
It took a little while before they learned how to time their thrusts, but soon, Gloria was fucking Neil as hard as Neil fucked Gloria's fiancé. Neil lost control first, emptying his aching ball sack into his best friend's ass with several delighted grunts. Feeling Neil's cock spewing cum over his prostate, Barry exploded from another P-spot orgasm.
He collapsed off Neil's cock and wanted to sleep but knew Gloria hadn't received any reward for creating this sexual masterpiece for Neil and himself. So, fighting off his lethargy, Neil slid between Gloria's wobbly thighs and latched his mouth onto her dripping cunt. Gloria fell back, sighing happily. Her lover's cock may have been unimpressive, but Barry more than made up for it with his oral and finger skills. Gloria orgasmed harder and more often with Barry than with any lover other than Luna she'd had before, which reminded her that it was past time to give Barry another taste of his little treat.
Neil groaned before staggering to the bathroom to clean his cock. Gloria wasn't averse to ass-to-mouth, but Neil preferred to be courteous. He rejoined the other two with a freshly cleaned dick a few moments later. Neil knew Gloria would happily suck him, but like Barry, knew she deserved a reward for arranging this fuck-fest. He encouraged the writhing pair to roll over and helped Gloria onto her hands and knees. Then, kneeling astride Barry's hips, Neil lowered his head and tongued Gloria's starfish, forcing his curled tongue as deeply into Gloria's gape as possible.
Neil was momentarily nonplussed at being unable to feel Barry's cock. He reached and felt between his friend's thighs and encountered the tape Gloria had used to tuck Barry's cock and balls away. Understanding, Neil carefully picked an edge free and gently pulled the tape down far enough for Barry's cock and balls to escape.
Barry luxuriantly groaned as his balls dropped from the canals Gloria had forced them into, and his cock roared to maximum rigidity. It bounced and came to rest against Neil's balls. Barry froze, unsure if Neil wanted that. But Gloria, who had looked behind her to see why the boys had stopped, couldn't care if Neil was doubtful about receiving his friend's cock. She wanted to see it!
Spinning around, Gloria kissed Neil forcefully before wrapping her surprisingly dainty hand around his swollen todger. "I bet you've watched plenty of tranny porn and fantasised about being fucked by a shemale," she whispered, running her thumb through Neil's precum and smearing it over his frenulum. "Now's your chance. Forget your friend, and remember you're kneeling on tranny Barbara."
Neil moaned deep back in his throat but didn't object when Gloria slid a lube-covered finger into his ass. She held his shoulder and Barry's cock and guided Neil until Barry's cock rested against his rosebud again. "It'll only hurt a little as it goes through your knot," Gloria encouraged. Neil sank down and received a cock in his ass for the first time.
'Not too bad,' Neil thought nonsensically, his ass gripping and re-gripping the intruder inside it. 'But I'm going to need Gloria to convince me I'm not gay again after this.' His thoughts added.
He moved tentatively, lifting his ass a little and sinking back down. It wasn't bad, but neither was it good. He simply felt full. However, Gloria was on the couch beside him with her feet up and her knees spread lewdly apart. She had four fingers stuffed in her cunt and was slapping her clitoris.
"Oh, Gawd!" Gloria moaned ecstatically. "Fuck him, Baz. Fuck his ass. Ride him, Neil. Ride Barry's cock like you mean it. Ahh, fuck!" She screamed, cumming and creaming her fingers.
Seeing Gloria so into what he was doing allowed Neil to relax. Lifting higher off Barry's hips, Neil relaxed his sphincter and slid back down Barry's cock. He repeated that action at Gloria's delighted gasp. She slapped her clit again.
The third time up and down Barry's slender pole, Barry's dick hit something in Neil's ass. "Oh!" Neil grunted in surprise. He leant a bit further back and lifted and lowered his hips again. "Oh!" He yipped again. "That actually feels really good." Neil had discovered his P-spot.
Barry had held still, not daring to move lest his friend remembered who was in his ass and reacted angrily again. Gloria, too, had tensed when Neil yipped, but she saw his face and knew it was an intense pleasure that Neil felt, not pain, as Barry surmised. Neil grinned maniacally at her and placed his hands on Barry's shins. Using them as a lever, Neil began riding his best friend's cock eagerly, adjusting his position until Barry's cock glided over his prostate with every downward stroke.
Gloria slid off the couch onto her knees before Neil. Then, pushing him until he fell back onto his hands, she bent over and took his throbbing erection into her mouth. Barry nervously put his hands on Neil's hips and lifted him up before pushing back into his ass. Neil groaned as Gloria's tongue slid between her lips, which were wrapped around his cock's base, and licked his tight nutsack.
The change in angle meant that Barry's cock slid across his prostate in both directions, in and out. Neil groaned again as his mind fogged from the continual, overwhelming stimulation. He was so lost that he could only moan as his prostate cramped, his balls tightened against his shaft, and his cock spat semen into Gloria's greedily sucking mouth. He was so out of it that he readily accepted Gloria's kiss and his cum into his mouth. Neil closed his eyes and swallowed. Then, he felt Gloria mount him, and his turgid cock, which hadn't wilted despite his orgasm, slid into her wet depths.
Gloria riding him, forced his prostate tighter against Barry's cock. Her back-and-forth motion rocked his P-spot along his friend's rigid dick, and Neil climaxed again, spitting his cum into Gloria's sopping cunt. Unperturbed by Neil's lack of control, Gloria stood and turned. Then, pushing Neil off her fiancé's cock, Gloria lowered her cum splattered cunt onto his lips. Barry's cock was dirty from Neil's ass, so she settled for holding it at its base.
Neil blushed guiltily before rushing to the bathroom to get a warm washer. He returned and tried to give Gloria the washer. She giggled before saying, "You messed it up. You clean it up."
Neil hesitated before figuring it was ridiculous to balk at washing his friend's cock, given he'd already fucked Barry in his ass and been fucked by him. Neil carefully cleaned everything from Barry's cock, enjoying how it hardened in his hand as he washed it. Then he looked up at Gloria, who was looking at him expectantly. Neil internally shrugged and wondered, 'What won't I do for this gorgeous, tubby, hypersexual bint?' He lowered his head and sucked Barry's cock into his mouth.
Gloria spent most of the night pushing Neil and Barry's boundaries, simultaneously proving with her willing hands, mouth, cunt and ass they weren't gay. By the time they slept, all three on their backs with Gloria casually gripping and jacking their wilted cocks, the boys no longer had any hang-ups about same-gender sex. In fact, they looked forward to experimenting with Gloria again.
Chapter 4: On the way to Tahiti 2.
Barry became aware of Gloria's mouth slurping on his rigidly erect pole. The lights had gone out, and his new bride decided they should join the mile-high club. Barry looked around and saw that the couple across the aisle were lying on their backs, blankets pulled up to their chins and snoring softly.
Realising being caught was unlikely, he moved Gloria up and spooned with her. Then, he pulled his pants down and lifted Gloria's skirt above her voluptuous ass. Moving her thong aside, Barry slid his meagre cock into her squelching cunt. Knowing his length alone wasn't enough to get Gloria off, Barry reached around Gloria's slightly flabby thigh and fingered her clit. The combined stimulation and the sheer naughtiness of fucking in public were enough for Gloria to climax. She bit her wrist and shuddered as her orgasm rattled through her.
"Your turn," she whispered before quickly looking around. Sliding onto her knees, Gloria returned the seat to the upright position, spread the blanket over her head and Barry's lap, and gobbled Barry's cock down. Gloria's mouth and gentle hand on his balls quickly brought Barry to fruition. He bit his bottom lip, stifling his moan as he pumped jism into Gloria's greedily sucking mouth. "Welcome to the mile-high club, Baz," Gloria giggled as she reclined their seats, rolled onto her side facing away from him, and backed into her husband.
Gloria fell asleep almost immediately, but for Barry, their little sexual interlude had fired his motors, and he was revving hard, ready to go. Considering what he should do, Barry realised that if he rolled onto his back and slid down, Gloria's hip and the blanket would obscure what he was doing. So, unzipping and pulling his pants down, Barry gripped his slender cock and remembered more from the previous year.
Chapter 5: Before Their Wedding 2.
Three months had passed since he visited John and Courtney Murray at Samuel Brooks' place, and although he had John's number, he'd been too shy to call. He'd heard that Courtney had had the baby and sent John a congratulatory text, not expecting to hear from the AFL star again. But then, as he drove home from work on a Thursday night, his phone announced he had a call from an unknown source. Barry almost ignored it but, at the last second, pulled off the road and answered the call.
"Hi, Barry," a sensuously sexy voice said after Barry said, "Hello." "It's Courtney, honey. Do you have time to talk?"
Shocked but pretending cool, Barry said, "For you, always, Mrs Murray." Of all the people whom Barry knew that could have phoned him, Courtney Murray would top the list of least likely.
"Gloria says you've begun cross-dressing, Baz. Is that true?"
'I guess that means she isn't calling me because she heard I was a sex God,' Barry facetiously thought as he winced. However, if Gloria had talked to Courtney about it, then the luscious tart had something planned. So, Barry admitted, "I'm still new to it and haven't gone outside my home cross-dressed. But, yes, I've begun cross-dressing."
"That's good, honey," Courtney purred. "Do you still have Samuel's address in your phone?" Barry replied he did, and Courtney tinkled. "Then I'll see you at Samuel's at six O'clock tomorrow night. Bring Gloria, of course. But don't do anything else besides ensuring you're clean of hair below your eyebrows. John, Samuel and I will make you up when you get here."
She hung up before Barry could ask any questions. Barry immediately phoned Gloria. "Courtney called?" Gloria said excitedly in place of a greeting.
"Since when did you and Courtney Murray start talking?" Barry asked confusedly.
"Courtney called me to ask if I knew any pretty crossdressers who'd be interested in coming to Samuel's next party. It seems John/Olivia is overworked at these parties, and Courtney wants at least two more to ease Olivia's load. I suggested Gin and you. But Courtney says Gin and Nigel were already coming to the next party."
"Wait," Barry gasped. "You mean Gin from Ben's fiftieth birthday party is a crossdresser? A man?" Gloria assured Barry that Gin was, but he still struggled to equate a man with the gorgeous Taiwanese girl he'd met at Ben's several times.
"So, you'll do it?" Gloria pleaded. "Go to Samuel's place tomorrow and be made up? Maybe get asked to come to Samuel's party on Saturday?"
"If it's what you want, my love," Barry acquiesced.
"Not this time," Gloria denied. "If Samuel invites you to his party, then you are his for the night. You'll get fucked by whoever wants to fuck you, and you'll fuck whoever asks you to. No matter your attraction to that person, if they want to fuck you, you let them. If they want to be fucked, you fuck them. Courtney tells me that Olivia takes a Viagra pill before the party so that she's ready to go all night. "You'll have to do the same."
"What will you be doing?" Barry asked. "You're coming too, right?"
"It's both of us or none," Gloria replied. "Samuel does not allow single members of married couples to attend. We're not married, but close enough in Samuel's eyes."
"Have you been to one before?"
"Yes," Gloria admitted. "I've been to three but none lately. Invitation is from Samuel or Courtney only. Olivia doesn't even get a say."
"Why only three?" Barry queried.
"Dunno," Gloria stated. "I'm happy I've gotten to attend three events. Very few people get invited to one, so even my first was a surprise and a blessing. The other two were cream on the cake."
"Would you like anything to eat or drink?" The flight attendant asked sweetly, interrupting Barry's reminiscing.
Realising he didn't have anything to cum into, Barry asked for a cup of coffee, knowing the attendant would place the cup on a napkin in case there was turbulence and the cup spilled. Barry received his coffee, drank it and purloined the napkin. Then, he closed his eyes and remembered the following night after his conversation with Courtney Murray.
Gloria arrived at Barry's flat dressed more casually than he expected. But Gloria assured him that the Murrays and Mister Brooks had asked them to come dressed casually in something easy to remove. It seemed that Barry wasn't the only one getting a makeover.
The freshly engaged couple drove to Mr Brooks' place, arriving a little before six. Courtney answered the buzzer and opened the gate so they could drive in. She greeted them at the front door, and they were both amazed by how fit the young woman looked. It had been only about ten weeks since she'd had her baby. However, Gloria and Barry were still somewhat taken aback by Courtney's beauty, grace, calmness, and surety. It was difficult to remember she was still less than thirty. Younger than Gloria and Barry both.
"Come in, darlings," Courtney gushed. "I'm so glad you could make it!" She escorted her guests to the wet bar in Samuel's sitting room. Asking them what they wanted, Courtney served them before sitting between them. She took Barry's hand and impishly stated, "You're so scared you're almost wetting yourself. Relax, honey, I don't bite." Then she turned her sparkling blue eyes on Gloria and growled, "But you, I will bite. How are you, Glory Girl? Being engaged suits you. We've missed you at our parties."
"You issue the invitations," Gloria stated evenly. She wasn't exactly pissed but felt Courtney was being condescending.
"That I do," Courtney tinkled amusedly. "You have every right to be a little pissed at my thoughtless statement. It was ungracious of me. But, my dear Glory Girl, may I say something in all seriousness that you probably won't believe?"
"Of course," Gloria stated, feeling better now Courtney had admitted she had erred.
"I find you a little intimidating and feel like a skinny, shapeless schoolgirl beside you. Your delicious curves make my bony ass look ridiculous. However, there is a wrinkle that I hope you'll allow me to fix for you tonight."
"I intimidate you?" Gloria repeated disbelievingly. "You have literally, literally," Gloria emphasised," tens of thousands of men and women lusting over you every night, and you find me intimidating?"
"Oh, my darling, you are way more woman than I can ever hope to be," Courtney stated. "But while those men may lust for me, they'll fuck you well before getting up the courage to even talk to me. Plus, I don't have anything resembling your bawdy confidence that every man near you wants to fuck you and that you can fuck any woman you want. Trust me, Gloria, I wish I could have even half your confidence."
Courtney smiled before kissing Gloria lightly. "And that brings us to the wrinkle. Your rampant sexuality intimidates more than just me. Unfortunately, several of our regular female guests are too shy in your presence to do or ask for what they want. Now, my mistake was to stop asking you to the parties. What I should have done is confront you sooner. So, I will ask you now. Gloria, I want you to attend Samuel's party with Barry tomorrow. But I want to dress you in full Dominatrix style, complete with a severely cinched corset, black miniskirt, thigh-high fuck me boots, gothic makeup, leather armbands, a strap-on, and a whip."
Courtney stopped, waiting to see Gloria's response. When she didn't, Courtney explained. "It will clear the confusion in everyone's minds. They will know what you are and how to respond to you precisely. Then, you may treat anyone who kneels before you as you wish. All you must do is ask them what their safe words are and immediately stop if they use them."
"I can do that," Gloria stated. "I've played similar games with some of my lovers before. However, I don't have that precise outfit, nor do I have the money or time to assemble it."
Courtney laughed richly and seductively before purring, "Come with me, sweetheart. Samuel has a room full of everything you need." She and Gloria stood, held hands, and walked toward the hallway. Courtney turned back, "Olivia's waiting for you in our room upstairs."
Chapter 6: Olivia and Barry.
Barry ran upstairs, remembering the last time he'd been there--Olivia had blown him before allowing Barry to fuck her in the ass. Barry had no doubt Gloria and Courtney would fuck as they selected an outfit for Gloria to wear the following night, and he felt no compunction about hoping Olivia would let him fuck her again that night.
Olivia sat on her bed when Barry entered her room. She looked stunning in a red, sleeveless, vee-necked lace dress. Her long, lean body glowed under the bedroom lights, with much skin deliciously exposed and long legs encased in sheer silk stockings shimmering in the light. Strappy red high heels showcased Olivia's shapely ankles and delicate feet. Olivia's long, honey-blonde hair cascaded around her toned, shapely shoulders. Her makeup was perfectly on point, with her full lips delightfully outlined and filled in with mahogany red lipstick. Her eyebrows arched over clear hazel eyes, and her eyes' whiteness and clarity were emphasised by eyeliner and mascara.
Barry stumbled to a stop, overawed by Olivia's pure, sensual beauty. 'That's a man!' Barry's befuddled mind reminded him. 'But fuck! What a beautiful man!'
Olivia stood and performed a slow pirouette. She smiled and said, "I take it that you approve?"
"Fuck me!" Barry exclaimed. "You're fucking gorgeous!"
"Thank you, Baz," Olivia said demurely. "Please strip and take a seat at my vanity table. We have quite a lot to do before seven, and it wouldn't do to make Samuel wait for us. Doing that might become quite painful for myself and Courtney." Olivia grinned. "Samuel's looking forward to meeting the new you, Baz. I hope you'll like her, too."
Barry had little idea what Olivia meant but guessed he wasn't required to answer, just obey. Barry dropped his sweats to the floor and sat on the proffered seat. Olivia turned him to face her, and then, humming, she began to transform Barry's face.



First, Olivia covered Barry's face with concealer, erasing the few skin imperfections he had. Next, Olivia spread Dermablend foundation over the same area, smoothing out and evening up Barry's skin colour. Then, Olivia used blush to create cheekbones for Barry. After that, Olivia used more blush to create the illusion of a narrower nose, a less pronounced forehead, and a softer jawline.
Olivia sat back and examined her work. She retouched some areas until she was satisfied with how Barry looked. "I learnt this from the very best there is," Olivia mused as she began doing Barry's eyes. "Arpi from Arpi's House of Transformations on the Gold Coast is a world-renowned film and stage makeup artist. She specialises in creating male-to-female characters for the many productions she's involved in. I'm not in her class, but I do okay."
"If your makeup is 'just okay'," Barry muttered. "Then I really want to see 'good' or 'perfect'!"
Olivia laughed sultrily before adding a final swipe with the mascara brush. She stepped back and examined her project critically. 'Pretty damned good,' she thought. 'In my earlier life as a male slut, I'd have tried to bang her.' Then, after taking out the mid-length, page-cut, brunette wig she'd chosen for him and placing it on Barry's head, Olivia turned Barry to the mirror.
Olivia giggled when Barry did what she'd done after Arpi had done her makeup for the first time. Barry turned to see who stood behind her. Barry turned back to the mirror and blinked, trying to clear his eyes and disbelieving that the beauty before him was him.
"You like?" Olivia asked needlessly. She already knew the answer.
"I," Barry hesitated. "Fuck me, but I look hot!" He gushed, his meagre cock twitching and rising. "I'd fuck her in a nanosecond."
"Good, because I believe many will want to. But you'll need to fuck some, too, because many men fantasise about being banged by a hot tranny. The problem is that currently, I'm the only one attending Samuel's parties. By the night's end, I swear I've rubbed an inch off my poor cock fucking everyone that wants me to fuck them."
"Condoms?" Barry asked.
"Forty-eight hours before the party, everyone attending has to get blood tests to prove they're clean. That means everyone is bareback that night. If the women attending aren't on the pill or don't have IUDs fitted, then any pregnancy is on them."
Olivia bit her inner cheek, wondering again if she wasn't exposing herself and Courtney to more ridicule and trouble. She hesitatingly confessed. "We have no idea if Adriel, our daughter, is biologically mine. Courtney wanted to be randomly bred by a big-dicked anonymous bull, so she allowed anyone above my seven inches to cum in her unprotected cunt until she was pregnant. Of course, I was fucking her most days after she decided she wanted another child, so Adriel is probably mine, but we don't know."
'Fuck, that's hot!' Barry's confused subconscious exclaimed as his rational mind wondered how John could accept his wife being impregnated by another man so readily. He didn't know what to say, so he remained silent.
"Fucked up, huh?" Olivia asked. "But I was being blackmailed by our tranny babysitter. Courtney was royally pissed at me for having to put up with me fucking anything that moved for all of our marriage, and I'd discovered that I was innately submissive and couldn't refuse anything Hannah, Courts, or Samuel asked me to do. Allowing a bull to breed her was how she chose to punish me for my infidelities.
"And you're okay with it now?" Barry queried.
"Courtney and I are closer than we've ever been, Barry," Olivia smiled. "Having Samuel as our dominant completes us and gives us many opportunities to bring our inner slut out to play. We have but one rule for these weekends that we stay with Samuel and attend his parties: We can fuck anyone we want to, except each other."
"So, you can fuck Gloria and me but not Courtney? We can fuck your wife, but you cannot?" Barry asked, clarifying.
"And Samuel can fuck all of us," Olivia grinned. "But we'd better get moving, or we'll be late for dinner."
Olivia dragged several items from various dresser drawers and handed them to Barry. He had no idea what to do with them, so he placed them on the bed. Taking the last item out, a pair of skin-coloured stay-up stockings, Olivia picked up the first item she'd handed to Barry.
"This is a Gaff," Olivia explained before showing Barry how to push his cock into the gaff's cock pocket and pull it tightly against her perineum, disguising his cock's bulge. "Unfortunately, wearing a gaff precludes wearing thongs or G-strings because you need at least a bikini brief to hide the gaff." Olivia handed Barry a soft pink pair. "But it works better than taping your cock and balls away because you can take off the gaff and be ready to fuck someone instantly."
She gave Barry a matching, full-cup bra before showing him how to hook it up in front of him, slide it to the back and pull the straps up. "Breast forms," Olivia stated, handing Barry a box similar to the one she'd taken hers from when Barry first met her. She watched Barry awkwardly place the forms before saying, "Lean forward and shake your shoulders." Olivia demonstrated what she meant.
Barry copied Olivia and then straightened. His 'breasts' now sat naturally in his bra.
"They fit perfectly," Olivia announced. "Please remove them and take off the bra." Barry confusedly obeyed, but then Olivia picked up the blush brush and painted a cleavage shadow between Barry's pecs. "Most crossdressers paint in a curved line," she explained. "But if you look at Gloria's cleavage, the shadow here," Olivia pointed between her breast forms, "is straight and doesn't curve until underneath her globes." Olivia indicated the area underneath her breast forms. "Put your bra back on and replace the forms."
Barry complied, shimmied his shoulders, and turned to face the mirror. "It looks like I've got tits!" He exclaimed. "Fuck me, but they look real!"
"Yeah, it does, and they do," Olivia grinned. She picked up the stay-up stockings and scrunched one of them up, showing Barry how to slide them up his legs and press them around his thighs so they stayed in place.
Barry got the stockings in place without ruining them, and he looked expectantly at Olivia, wondering what was next. The stockings felt superb against his shaved legs, but Barry quickly discovered that trying to become erect when wearing a gaff was at least as bad an idea as trying to do so when your cock and balls were taped away.
Olivia made Barry stand before kneeling and helping him into the four-inch black pumps she'd chosen for him. "How's the fit?" She asked.
"A bit tight in the toes," Barry advised.
"Yeah," Olivia responded. "We boys tend to have wider feet than the girls, and their shoes are typically too narrow for us. However, this is the best we can do, so suck it up, princess, and get used to walking in them."
Olivia watched Barry stride back and forth, continually stumbling awkwardly, and said, "Baz, you're not a fucking truck driver, so stop swaying from side to side like a drunken sailor fresh off the boat. Pick your foot up, roll your hip forward, and place the heel of your foot almost directly in front of your toe. It's the opposite of what you'd think. The heels encourage you to walk on your toes, but you need to trust the steel-reinforced heel, lean back, and place that firmly on the ground first."
Barry tried that and quickly learned to glide across the floor, much as Olivia did. Gloria tended to sway like a truck driver, too, Barry realised. He wondered if she was receiving similar training to his from Olivia's wife.
Olivia made Barry walk back and forth until she was satisfied. "Let's get you into a dress and head for the dining room," she stated.
Olivia opened a vast wardrobe and took out a sexy midnight-blue V-necked, layered, long-sleeve, Boho dress. She helped Barry into the dress and examined her project critically. 'I'd fuck her,' she thought. 'Hopefully, Samuel will approve.'
Olivia allowed Barry to see himself in her walk-in robe's full-length mirror. Barry gaped before turning back and forth, admiring her reflection. "I'd fuck her," he admitted to Olivia.
"So would I," Olivia smilingly replied. "We have barely enough time to walk to the dining room before seven. So, shall we?"
There was one more thing that Olivia needed to do before introducing her project girl to her Master: Choose a name for her. Gloria intimated that she'd called her cross-dressed fiancé Barbara and thought it suited him. But Olivia thought a more exotic name would suit Barry better. She tried many names until one sprang out as wholly appropriate.
She stepped into the dining room, got on her knees, and encouraged Barry to kneel beside her. "Master," Olivia intoned. "I present Bianca for your perusal and approval. She is an enthusiastic but inexperienced cock sucker."
Samuel grinned at his submissive. Ever since Olivia and her wife, Courtney, had entered his life, Samuel's life had irrevocably changed. He no longer woke, dreading the subsequent day. Instead, he smilingly welcomed the new dawn, knowing it brought him closer to seeing his two submissives again. John and Courtney were totally committed to pleasing their Master, and Samuel delighted in testing, pushing, and then expanding their boundaries.
Mister Samuel Brooks, lawyer, barrister, and King's Counsel, had never owned two more willing sluts in his entire life. Samuel was bisexual with a preference for trannies and cross-dressing males. He'd picked up Olivia/John at The Sportsman's Hotel in Spring Hill, unaware that John was being blackmailed by his wife and Samuel's mortal enemy, Hannah.
Samuel had represented John and Courtney after Hannah was arrested for blackmail and sexual coercion. Hannah had counter-sued, accusing John Murray of rape and assault and Courtney of deprivation of liberty. However, unbelievably, Hannah had recorded herself coercing and effectively raping John, and Courtney had access to those videos.
The various court cases had resolved with John and Courtney as the victims of Hannah's depraved attacks, but not before Hannah had posted the many videos she'd recorded across numerous porn sites. Supposedly, they'd all been taken down, but to this day, anyone can view lots of videos of John and/or Courtney being fucked by Hannah.
Samuel smiled warmly as he stood, took Bianca's hand, kissed its back, and encouraged Bianca to stand and sit beside him. He said, "Nice to meet you, Bianca. You may call me Samuel. Please, sit and make yourself at home. I have red or white wine to drink. Which would you prefer?"
"I'd prefer a beer," Barry growled, nonplussed, when Samuel grimaced, released his hand, and stepped back.
"Bianca would like a white wine, Master, please," Olivia said, glaring at Barry. "Sorry, Master, but I haven't had a chance to educate your new girl properly."
Chapter 7: Courtney and Gloria.
"We all need to start somewhere," Samuel acknowledged, knowing he'd overreacted.
Fortunately, Courtney's arrival with Gloria distracted Samuel from Barry's gaff. Courtney had dressed Gloria in a dark pink, Slayr, V-necked, halter dress. Gloria's outfit's clinging material emphasised her luscious curves and displayed her enormous breasts delectably. Strappy black heels adorned Gloria's muscular calves. Courtney had insisted Gloria choose a dress that accented her curves rather than hiding them as Gloria typically did.
"You are a gorgeously lush, sexual woman," Courtney insisted earlier as she showed Gloria how to improve her makeup to emphasise her high cheekbones, delectable nose, and plush lips. "Stop hiding your assets and revel in revealing them. Fuck! I wish I had your curves to display and drive Samuel wild!"
"You're actually serious, aren't you?" Gloria disbelievingly questioned Courtney's desire upon hearing it. "You'd happily swap your athletically divine body for my fat arse?"
"In a moment," Courtney confirmed. "Guys will fuck you willingly. I intimidate them and often render them incapable of even talking. Do you have any idea how frequently I wanted to punish John for fucking around on me by fucking another man, only to find those men couldn't or wouldn't approach me because they thought I was too much for them? It wasn't until Hannah entered my life that I found the inner strength to become what John needed me to be--his Mistress and dominant partner. Samuel has opened our eyes and helped us become what we need to be for each other.
Courtney paused, knowing Gloria needed time to adjust to what she had revealed. Then Courtney nervously added, "I'd like us to be friends, Gloria. We need each other. I can show you how to accept and love your fuller figure. How to dress to emphasise it, do your makeup to bring out your inner movie star, and choose clothes that suit your hair, skin colour, and body shape."
"You must have many friends," Gloria dismissed. "You can do all those things for me. But what can I do for you?"
"Teach me to be more confident with my sexuality. Show me how to use my shapely figure to attract men and women alike. But most importantly, teach me to love myself and my sexuality like you do."
"You're not going to expect me to diet or exercise, are you?" Gloria fretted. "I don't care for exercise, and I'm never going to be a skinny bitch like you."
"I love your curves, Gloria," Courtney emphasised as she brushed and styled Gloria's long, unruly locks, which Gloria typically wore bunched at her neck. "Of course, I'd help if you wanted to lose some weight, but I'd want to replace those curves with muscle rather than lose them." Courtney parted Gloria's reddish-brown hair and made it cascade around her neck and onto her shoulders. "I have many friends, as you say," Courtney admitted. "But I don't have any close ones I can share this lifestyle with. I can with you, if you'll let me."
"What lifestyle is that?" Gloria asked as she allowed Courtney to remove her clothes. She winced as Courtney clucked disapprovingly at her baggy knickers and saggy bra."
"We need to fix this first, honey," Courtney insisted. "These disgusting things just will not do for a gorgeous creature such as yourself. Move your bottom to the seat's edge and spread your legs."
Gloria obeyed, and Courtney knelt between Gloria's slightly wobbly thighs. Taking her lady shaver out of a drawer, Courtney placed her red-painted, long-nailed thumb on Gloria's clitoris and deftly manipulated it. Then, working quickly, Courtney turned Gloria's long, tangled bush into a thin strip centred above her clit. Courtney had shaped the strip's bottom tip into an arrowhead. "The boys can never find our clits," Courtney joked when she'd finished. "I thought I'd give them a clue where it is."
Gloria stood and turned to examine her freshly shaved pussy in the mirror. She giggled along with the gorgeous younger woman when she saw the arrow. She was coming to like Courtney despite her earlier reservations.
Gloria sat back down and moved her hips to the seat's edge again. Courtney didn't need to do anything more because she'd already cleared Gloria's entrance, perineum, and chocolate star, so she knelt, smiled up at her new friend and lowered her luscious lips onto Gloria's pronounced clit. Gloria grabbed Courtney's head and tried to mash Courtney against her cunt. But Courtney bit her clit and shook her head, and Gloria let her go.
Courtney released Gloria's clit before licking and kissing the slight sting away. Standing, Courtney said, "Unfortunately, I don't have permission and neither do we have time to play." She stood, sighing. "This lifestyle, Gloria. Being a debaucherous slut that will eat a woman's pussy at the drop of a hat. Olivia and I are both like that. Debaucherous, I mean. Although, John/Olivia now only gets to have sex when Samuel or I permit her." She opened more drawers and removed a bra and knicker set. "Size 22 (18 US) ass, right? 44G breasts?"
Gloria nodded but looked at the silky white knicker doubtfully. It was a thong and way smaller than what Gloria usually wore. She shrugged and pulled them on and was surprised by how delightful they felt snugged around her trimmed bush and chubby ass. She took the matching support bra from Courtney and deftly tied it around her balloon melons. Courtney tsked again before adjusting the straps and the bra's height on Gloria's chest. Then, Courtney casually slid her hands into the cups and moved the massive amounts of titty flesh until Gloria's breasts sat in the bra correctly. Next, Courtney strummed Gloria's big nipples until they stiffened and almost popped from the straining cups.
"That's better," Courtney giggled before opening one of the wardrobes. "I'd like to buy you some dresses and tops with built-in cups so you can go braless," she mused as she sorted through the dresses hung in the robe. "Unfortunately, I don't currently have any suitable for tonight. But with your bra's back strap being so low, we can still get away with backless. Hmm," Courtney hummed approvingly. "This one, I think."
Courtney brought out a dark pink, Slayr, V-necked, halter dress. She checked the size, "Twenty-two," she murmured. "Perfect. It'll squeeze those delightful melons deliciously and make them bulge delectably in the dress' Vee."
Gloria had never worn anything so beautiful in her life. Although she occasionally wore sun and Boho dresses that barely covered her wobbly ass, she typically wore shorts or long pants, preferring to hide the cellulite that adorned her ass and thighs.
As if reading her thoughts, Courtney handed Gloria some nude-coloured tights and a matching pair of wedge-heeled sandals. Gloria rolled the shimmering nylons up her legs, delighting in how their shimmer obscured her cellulite. She wondered what else about dressing demurely sexy she could learn from Courtney and immediately decided to be Courtney's friend and allow the young woman to mould her new image as Courtney saw fit.
Courtney smiled at Gloria as Gloria wriggled the clinging dress over her voluptuous butt. She had plans for the tubby, bawdy woman that certainly didn't include ruining her luscious, hourglass figure. Courtney did want to tone Gloria's body, though. But she wanted to replace cellulite and flab with muscle, not exercise away her delicious curves. Being more powerfully built than tubby would only add to the Dominatrix image Courtney wanted to create for Gloria.
After helping Gloria adjust her dress until it followed every captivating curve, Courtney took her hand and gently corrected her walk until it mimicked a stage actress' confident glide. Then Courtney guided her to the dining room. They arrived in time to see Olivia and Barry, but Courtney didn't want Gloria to see her glammed-up fiancé for the first time from behind, so she stepped in front of her and pretended to give Gloria a final once-over. Brushing an imaginary speck off Gloria's dress, Courtney smiled warmly and said, "Ready to meet the boys?"
Gloria felt a flutter of disappointment at 'meet the boys'. Gloria had thought Olivia was making Barry over while Courtney transformed her. But she hid her disappointment and returned Courtney's smile. "Sure," she said.
Courtney took Gloria's hand and stepped into the room before kneeling. She pulled Gloria's hand, expecting Gloria to kneel before her Master, too. But Samuel's deep, rich voice stopped her. "The Mistress Gloria will never kneel before anyone. Come, my beautiful friend. Sit beside me." Gloria stood and moved beside Samuel, passing a tubby but gorgeous blonde woman to reach her seat. Gloria stepped past her betrothed without realising who he was. "Not even a 'hello' for your fiancé?" Samuel grinned before telling Courtney she could join the table and Olivia to serve dinner.



Gloria's head snapped around, and she examined the beautiful, tubby girl on Samuel's left. "Barry?" She questioned doubtfully.
"A bit of a change, isn't it?" Barry understated. "You look absolutely divine, by the way. I see that I'm going to need to buy a very big stick to beat the men away!"
"Or give them numbers so they can line up," Gloria tittered, her pussy moistening as she studied Barry avidly.
Barry and Gloria were both slightly in awe of the other. Barry thought he wasn't in Gloria's class anymore if he ever was. And Gloria believed her fiancé made a prettier woman than her. Samuel watched them nervously interact amusedly and decided Courtney had chosen the party's additions well. Samuel had already sampled Gloria's luscious charms at an earlier party, so he felt no need to try her again. With how she'd dressed for previous events, Samuel had his doubts about asking her again, but he was glad now he'd given Courtney her head and allowed her to invite the engaged pair.
Barry was a definite improvement on all of the crossdressers they'd partied with before, except Olivia, of course. As long as Barry could get and stay hard long enough to fuck Samuel and come inside him, Courtney would invite him and his fiancée to tomorrow night's event. They'd join the short list of full-time attendees if that went well.
Samuel knew Bianca would have many men wanting to fuck her, but a significant number of others would like to be fucked by her. If Bianca couldn't fulfil the second part of her duties, tomorrow night would be her first and only appearance, which would also eliminate the delightful Mistress Gloria, Samuel remembered regretfully.
Samuel had been somewhat amazed when Courtney brought Gloria to greet him. Although he admired and enjoyed Gloria's hypersexual charms, her crudeness and lack of culture turned him off. Samuel now agreed that Gloria's bawdy nature would fit perfectly with the Dominatrix persona Courtney would craft for her.
Olivia glided in, elegantly placing various dishes served in bowls around the table. She left and quickly returned with several more dishes, left again, and brought the condiments to the table. Olivia sat beside her wife, opposite Samuel, Bianca, and Gloria. The friends ate, laughed, and chatted, getting to know each other better.
To Samuel's surprise and delight, Bianca and Gloria, despite their sometimes uncouth language and ribald humour, were witty, educated, and intelligent guests. He smiled at his submissives and nodded, acknowledging they'd chosen well. Samuel would encourage the Murrays to 'adopt' the engaged couple and begin educating them about how to move comfortably within upper society.
Chapter 8: On the way to Tahiti 3.
Still travelling through the night sky on the plane, Barry became aroused, reminiscing about their first visit to Samuel's place. He knew the good part was coming and carefully kept his tugs light so he would cum at the right point in his memories. Gloria had pushed her big butt further toward him as if begging to be caressed. He didn't disappoint his new bride and gently worked a finger inside her. Finding Gloria's G-spot despite the awkward angle, Barry scraped a fingernail idly over it, knowing Gloria's wetness would tell him when she wanted more. He then allowed himself to relax and return to his reveries.
Chapter 9: Courtney, Olivia, and Gloria 1.
After dinner was over, Samuel ushered his guests into his sitting room. He took Bianca's hand in his and encouraged her to sit in his lap. Barry gulped when he felt the size of Samuel's erection against his ass. But with Gloria smiling indulgently and feeling feminine and desired being dressed as he was, Barry submerged himself in his female persona and reacted to Samuel as if he (Barry) was a girl. He revelled in Samuel's manly hand caressing his curvy ass and returned Samuel's kisses fervently.
Gloria's blazing pussy signalled her enjoyment of Samuel's seduction of her man, woman, she corrected. To stop herself from lifting her knees and fingering her wet cunt, Gloria took hold of Olivia's and Courtney's hands.
Courtney squeezed hers reassuringly before whispering. "Yeah, me too. I need a cock in me so bad I'm about to scream. However, until Samuel permits us to play, neither Olivia nor I can even touch ourselves intimately."
"Imagine having your cock and balls taped away and being made to watch this," Olivia muttered, her voice dropping from its seductive, womanly tone momentarily. "I'm trying to go hard, and it's making my balls ache something fierce."
After about an hour, Samuel announced he was taking Bianca to bed and helped her to stand. They walked toward the door, and when they got there, Samuel turned back. Seeing the three expectant faces, he almost mischievously remained silent and exited the room. But he waited until the air nearly crackled with anticipation before saying, "You may take Gloria to your bed. Olivia, normal rules apply."
"What does that mean?" Gloria asked as she followed Courtney and Olivia up the stairs.
"The only woman I'm allowed to make love to now is Courtney, honey," Olivia explained. "I was a total male slut before Hannah, Courtney, and later, Samuel set my head straight. I can be fucked by as many men as Samuel and/or Courtney choose for me. But my cock belongs solely to them now. I'm exempted from that edict during the parties and must fuck any man in the ass who asks me to. For comparison, the women need permission from Courtney or Samuel before I'm allowed to service them. However, I'm expected to use my mouth, tongue, and fingers to pleasure any who want me to."
Courtney clarified further. "You can demand similar obedience from Bianca during the party if you want. We make the rules for any new people crystal clear before the fun starts. So, if you don't want Bianca to fuck another woman, you can make that rule."
Gloria considered what her friends said before replying, "I enjoy watching Barry play with others, but I think it would be better if he didn't distract himself from his real task by trying to fuck anyone and everyone he can. I'll tell him he can fuck or be fucked by anyone who asks him, but he's not allowed to instigate a coupling with anyone."
"Good plan," Courtney acknowledged. Then her lids hooded sexily, and she growled, "Now, are we going to fuck or chat?"
"Fuck, of course," Gloria laughed delightedly. "She hadn't had sex with either Olivia/John or Courtney yet, and her cunt drooled in anticipation.
Chapter 10: Samuel and Bianca 1.
Meanwhile, further down the hall in Samuel's bedroom, Bianca was on her knees, struggling to accept the last two inches of his thick, 7+ inch cock into her mouth. Samuel cooed encouragement as he held Bianca's head. After several hitches, Bianca eased her lips against Samuel's pelvis, his entire cock now inside her sucking mouth.
"Good girl," Samuel crooned and smiled because of Bianca's delighted shiver at his words. He held her head more firmly and pulled half of his throbbing cock from her mouth before slowly pushing back in. Bianca swallowed convulsively, denying her gag reflex, and accepted Samuel down to his balls again. "Good girl," Samuel repeated. He slid his cock out and back in again. This time, he slid home without protest from his new girl.
Samuel knew at his age that cumming twice in one night without chemical help was probably the best he could hope for. He hadn't taken a blue pill tonight because he didn't like using them more than once a week, and he preferred to save them for tomorrow night, where all-night fucking was the norm. Samuel wanted to test Bianca's willingness to swallow, so he placed no restrictions on his arousal and allowed her deft willingness to swallow him to initiate his orgasm. Samuel didn't warn her because no one would the next night, and holding her head tightly, came into Bianca's slurping mouth.
To Samuel's endless delight, Bianca gulped and swallowed, happily devouring his watery gift. He pulled his cock from Bianca's pretty mouth and dragged her onto the bed. Then, kissing her devoutly, Samuel eased his petite hands under Bianca's skirt and removed her knickers and gaff, freeing her meagre five-inch cock. Bianca groaned gratefully as her balls descended from their canals and her dick hardened.
Feeling Bianca's slender cock throbbing in his hand, Samuel understood that she was as on edge as he'd been. To encourage her, Samuel eased down her chubby body and took her pulsating cock in his mouth. Bianca groaned deep back in her throat and unloaded into his sucking orifice. Samuel accepted Bianca's cum and moved up to feed it back to her. He appreciatively grinned when Bianca accepted most of it and fed some back.
With his cock recharged, Samuel removed lube from his nightstand and smeared it over it. Then, he inserted his slender finger into Bianca's ass. Finding that it accepted his finger readily, he added another before chuckling, "Someone's been practising!"
"Gloria has a penchant for pegging me," Bianca admitted.
"Do you enjoy it?" Samuel curiously asked as he worked more lube into her ass.
"Once I got past the 'Does this make me a homo?' phase, then yes," Barry confessed.
"Have you been fucked by a real cock?" Samuel queried. "Or has it only been Gloria's strap-on?"
"I invited my mate over to help me satisfy Gloria one night," Bianca said proudly before wondering if that was something she should be proud or ashamed of. "I thought we'd DP her, but of course, Gloria had other ideas. Neil ended up fucking me and her. Neil's fucked me regularly since then."
Samuel chuckled, entirely sure that was what had happened precisely. Gloria would love being DP'd by two dominant cocks, but a submissive one like Bianca and another? No, she'd have the more dominant man fuck the submissive one as she watched.
Satisfied that Bianca's ass was ready, he pushed her knees up as he lifted onto his. Then, positioning himself at her 'boy-cunt', Samuel eased his cock into Bianca's tight ass. She bucked as her knot was pared open but otherwise moaned appreciatively as Samuel's thick cock glided into her ass and over her P-spot.
Samuel loved how tight his newest lover was but knew she had to feel fuller than ever before. So, he kissed her passionately and held still, allowing Bianca to grow accustomed to his broader girth. After a few minutes, Bianca's legs wrapped around his knees, and her hips moved down before thrusting up at him. She ached to be fucked, and Samuel would delightedly do it. He withdrew half of his shaft's length before easing back in. Bianca moaned and gripped Samuel firmly with her pudgy thighs, encouraging him to fuck her harder.
"Slut!" Samuel accused.
"Your point?" Bianca gasped, close to orgasming from P-spot stimulation.
"Is that I'm about to fill your boy-cunt with cum."
"Do it," Bianca muttered, knowing having Samuel's cum splashing onto her prostate would trigger her own climax.
Samuel obliged, grunting loudly as his widely-girthed cock exploded inside Bianca. His cum hosed Bianca's P-spot, and she came, too, her cock throbbing and squirting cum between their bellies with every orgasm spasm and in time with Samuel's eruptions.
"Very good," Samuel groaned as he rolled off Bianca onto his back. "Go to my en suite and get wet washers to clean us up." Bianca obeyed despite her weakened knees and post-orgasm lethargy. She knew as the submissive partner, it was her job to clean up her Master.
Although Bianca knew Gloria readily accepted ass-to-mouth, she couldn't make herself do that and was nervous that Samuel would make her. She needn't have worried, though, because Samuel smiled at her and said, "Everybody is entitled to their hard limits, honey. If sucking a cock that's been in someone's ass is something you'd prefer not to do, then you establish it as a firm boundary, and none of my guests will try to cross it."
Bianca smiled gratefully and cleaned her Master's groin, cock, and balls assiduously. Samuel remained on his back but refused to lift his knees so Bianca could clean his perineum and ass. Instead, when Bianca sat up, he rolled onto his stomach and spread his legs, exposing his big balls, perineum and ass. Bianca internally shrugged before quickly cleaning herself up and returning to the en suite to rinse the washers.
She got back on the bed and carefully cleaned Samuel's balls and perineum before holding his toned ass cheeks apart and gently dabbing his rosebud. Samuel was in superb shape, Bianca realised. He was a runner's athletically lean, with little of the typical sixty-five-year-old's saggy skin. Samuel moaned when Bianca touched his ring, and she froze.
"Don't stop," Samuel pleaded.
Bianca hesitated before thinking, 'He wants me. He wants me to fuck him.' And despite her hesitation, her meagre five-inch cock rose to its full glory. Bianca swiped the cloth across Samuel's dark star again before deciding it was clean. Then, she tentatively lowered her head and touched her tongue to Samuel's ring. He moaned luxuriously and lifted his hips off the bed, allowing his stiffening cock room to grow.
Fascinated by her lover's moaningly enthusiastic response, Bianca slid onto her belly and surrounded Samuel's brown ring with her lips. Then, she rimmed it with her tongue before trying to force it into her lover's ass. Samuel's sphincter fluttered against Bianca's lips and tongue before opening and allowing Bianca to slide a part of her tongue inside. She instinctively reached beneath Samuel and gripped his thick cock, pumping it as she tongued him.
"That's so good, baby," Samuel crooned. "I'm gay and use my ass regularly, so I'm ready when you are."
This was the moment of truth, Bianca realised. If she couldn't do this, then she was no use to Samuel, Courtney, or Olivia. However, despite her moralistic conscience objecting, her moralless cock throbbed and bounced, drooling precum, anticipating entering a willing ass again. Bianca let her cock drive and covered Samuel's lean body with her plump one. Then, after several misfires, her cock's head centred on Samuel's rosebud and slid inside.
"Oh, yeah, baby girl," Samuel cooed, squeezing Bianca's cock with his ass. "Fuck your daddy hard."
Bianca grinned happily and complied. She placed one hand on Samuel's hip and the other on his shoulder. Then, levering herself up, she ripped her lover down as she rammed her hips forward, slamming powerfully into Samuel's taut ass. Samuel grunted before pushing his hips back challengingly, daring Bianca to fuck him harder.
Chapter 11: On the way to Tahiti 4.
Back on the plane, Barry's hand squeezed and tugged swiftly. He'd orgasm into the napkin simultaneously with remembering cumming in Samuel's tightly gripping ass. However, before he could, Barry noticed that Gloria was biting the fleshy part of her hand between her thumb and fingers and was moaning softly and diddling her clit.
Barry knew in this state, Gloria would orgasm faster if he fucked her in the ass, so he rolled, spat on his fingers and smeared it over Gloria's chocolate star. Pulling his wife's dress above her broad hips--hips that were now primarily powerful muscles and no longer wobbly. True to her word, Courtney had eased her new friend into a fitness regime that was slowly converting Gloria's overweight frame into Serena Williams-like staunchness.
The program contained little walking and no running--exercises that would thin Gloria's sublime curves, something none of them wanted to happen. Instead, it concentrated on converting flab into muscle without losing Gloria's lush shape. Although Gloria had dropped two dress sizes from a twenty-two to an eighteen, the glorious hour-shaped ratio between her breasts, waist, and hips remained unchanged. Plus, her enormous tits and broad ass were still very much evident.
Dipping his cock into her dripping cunt to lubricate it, Barry eased it through Gloria's knot and into her ass. Then, he reached into the built-in cups inside Gloria's dress and grabbed her thick nipple. He pinched and twisted it firmly and began fucking her ass with smooth, powerful strokes. Gloria moaned again, and the head of the man across the aisle rose. Barry winked and gave him a thumbs-up. He received a grin and a thumbs-up in return. Then, the man turned onto his side to see if his wife was also interested in joining the mile-high club.
"Ohhh, Barry," Gloria sighed as she climaxed on his cock and her fingers.
Barry smiled triumphantly and unloaded his nutsack into Gloria's warm ass. He rolled onto his back closed his eyes, and the final part of his first night in Samuel's bed played out in his mind as he slipped into sleep.
Chapter 12: Samuel and Bianca 2.
Bianca accepted Samuel's unspoken challenge and proceeded to fuck him into oblivion. Gripping his hip and shoulder firmly, Bianca dragged Samuel down as she powered her cock into his ass.
Although Bianca lacked the length and girth Samuel preferred, he knew most of her lovers the subsequent night would be either receiving anal virgins or mostly heterosexual men who only got serviced in their rears during Samuel's parties. Therefore, Bianca's less substantial cock would be less painful for them to take in their asses than Olivia's staunch seven-inch one. That fact alone might even make her more sought after by the partiers than Olivia.
Revelling in being firmly pounded, Samuel relaxed and enjoyed being serviced by the gorgeous new girl. Large cocks squeezed against his prostate and heightened the sensation, but Bianca's modest five-inch one still slid deliciously over it, which intensified his pleasure. Samuel was about to instruct Bianca to reach around and tug on his cock as she fucked him. But before he could voice that request, Bianca did so without being asked, so Samuel pushed down with his knees and lifted his hips to give Bianca room to stroke him.
Bianca had Samuel close to orgasm, but he couldn't quite reach his climactic peak. She desperately wondered how to get her new Master over the edge before she failed him by getting there first. Then it came to her, and she growled, "Cum for me, you cock sucking slut!"
Samuel moaned with pleasure, and his thick cock jumped in Bianca's hand, spitting his cum onto the sheets beneath them. His tight ass spasmed around Bianca's slender cock, and she leapt from her climax's peak after her Master and pumped his colon full of her fuck juice.
Bianca rolled off Samuel, and the handsome, dominant older man took her in his strong arms to spoon with her. Once more during the night, Bianca felt Samuel's cock sliding in and out of her ass. But he didn't seem to need anything from her, so Bianca squeezed his thick cock with her sphincter muscles and helped him to cum. He slept after filling her wet hole, and Bianca joined Samuel in Morpheus' realm.
She woke up lying across Samuel's chest with her head under his chin and her wig askew. Samuel looked down at her and smiled lovingly. They kissed, and Samuel sent her to find her fiancée.
Chapter 13: Courtney, Olivia, and Gloria 2.
In the air, flying to Tahiti, Gloria had coincidentally been dreaming of the same night as Barry. Only Gloria's mind immediately skipped to when she followed Courtney and Olivia to their bedroom.
"What does that mean?" Gloria asked as she followed Courtney and Olivia up the stairs.
"The only woman I'm allowed to make love to now is Courtney, honey," Olivia explained. "I was a total male slut before Hannah, Courtney, and later, Samuel set my head straight. I can be fucked by as many men as Samuel and/or Courtney choose for me, but my cock belongs solely to them now. I'm exempted from that edict during the parties and must fuck any man in the ass or allow them to suck me off who asks me to. But in comparison, the women need permission from Courtney or Samuel before I'm allowed to service them. However, I'm expected to use my mouth, tongue, and fingers to pleasure any who want me to."



Courtney clarified further. "You can demand similar obedience from Bianca during the party if you want. We make the rules for any new people crystal clear before the fun starts. So, if you don't want Bianca to fuck another woman, you can enforce that rule."
Gloria considered what her friends said before replying, "I enjoy watching Barry play with others, but I think it would be better if he didn't distract himself from his real task by trying to fuck anyone and everyone he can. I'll tell him he can fuck or be fucked by anyone who asks him, but he's not allowed to instigate a coupling with anybody."
"Good plan," Courtney acknowledged. Then her lids hooded sexily, and she growled, "Now, are we going to fuck or chat?"
"Fuck, of course," Gloria laughed delightedly. "She hadn't had sex with either Olivia/John or Courtney yet, and her cunt drooled in anticipation. "But we seem to have three pussies and no cocks, so how is that going to work?"
"Oh, we have cocks," Courtney giggled. "It's just that poor Olivia isn't allowed to use hers." She reached into her drawer, took out two double-ended strap-ons and handed one to Gloria.
Gloria looked inquisitively at Olivia, wondering how far she was allowed to go with these two. But this was Courtney's show, so she waited for Courtney to direct the activities.
"Everyone has entirely too many clothes on," Courtney teased. "The last one naked is the first to receive a cock up her ass."
"Up my ass is the only place I can receive it," Olivia muttered drily as she languidly removed her dress and took off her G-string. Then, strutting sexily, proudly, and confident in her gorgeous body, Olivia crossed to the bed and got onto her hands and knees on top of it. Olivia had been fucked by her much shorter wife many, many times, so she spread her knees wide and lowered her tight ass, ready for it to be taken.
Courtney nodded towards her wife and encouraged, "Help yourself."
Gloria eased the dildo's double end into her juicy pussy and buckled it into place. Then, she climbed onto the bed behind Olivia and pulled Olivia's ass cheeks apart. Only then did Gloria notice the plug inserted in Olivia's butt. She chuckled throatily as she exchanged grins with Courtney.
"All stretched and ready for you," Courtney giggled, inserting her dildo and tying it securely.
Gloria knee-walked up to Olivia's lewdly spread ass and pulled the butt plug out before positioning her 'cock' on Olivia's brown star. She knew that the Murrays were total sluts and took cocks in their fuck holes regularly, so she gripped Olivia's hips tightly and rammed her cock home. The matching strap-ons were angled to scrape G and P-spots, and Gloria's immediately scraped across Olivia's. Olivia grunted heavily before moaning and pushing back at Gloria's invading cock. Gloria chuckled delightedly again before repeating the action.
Olivia's arms collapsed, and she fell onto her shoulders which arced her delectable ass higher into the air. The change in angle caused Gloria's cock to remain in contact with Olivia's P-spot for longer and drove her closer to an orgasm.
"Such a willing slut," Gloria marvelled as she pounded Olivia's muscular ass. "To think I used to watch you on TV and never knew what a sexy, cross-dressing, cock sucking whore you were. You know, I used to fantasise about being fucked by you, but now I see you're just a little bitch!"
"Oh, shut up and fuck me," Olivia teasingly muttered. "I'm already turned on. You don't need to excite me further."
"Spank the cheeky brat!" Courtney exclaimed, handing Gloria a paddle before lying on her back and scooting up between Gloria's legs. Gloria gasped as Courtney attached her mouth to her pussy lips and probed her talented tongue into the older woman's gash.
Gloria held still for several moments as she enjoyed the exquisite pleasure and sheer deliciousness of being eaten out by a woman tens of thousands of men and women fantasised about. Well, Gloria had fantasised about her, too, and now those fantasies were playing out. However, her 'cock' was also inside another of her masturbation fantasies, and she wanted to make 'him' cum before she considered her own pleasure.
Gloria threw her head back and laughed, causing both Murrays to stop and ask why. "I've dreamed of being fucked by you," Gloria whacked Olivia's ass with the paddle, "and fucking you," she reached back and patted Courtney's head. "But I never dreamed it would be the reverse--me fucking John and being fucked by Courtney."
"I'm not fucking you yet," Courtney said gleefully, joining in Gloria's laughter. "But I will!" She slid back, rolled over, and squatted on the bed behind Gloria's wobbly ass. Then, she gripped the large woman's hips and ploughed her thick 7-inch 'cock' into Gloria's cunt. Thrusting several times to ensure it was well-lubricated, Courtney backed out, aimed her cock at Gloria's dark fuck hole, and rammed it home.
"Is that the best you've got?" Gloria asked disdainfully, "I'd have thought an athletic girl like you would fuck me harder."
"I'll give you 'harder', bitch," Courtney growled around her amused grin. Ben had warned her that Gloria was a bawdy, earthy lover who loved rough and ready sex. She'd try to dominate her partners, but if you proved to be strong enough, she would submit eagerly. Gloria dominated because few men or women could match her powerful personality or willingness to try anything she thought would feel good.
Being fucked in the ass by a woman wearing a strap-on as she fucked that woman's husband in his ass was a new experience for Gloria, but it was one she readily accepted and enjoyed. Working slowly at first, Gloria timed her thrusts into Olivia to match Courtney's into her. So, when she felt the younger woman's firm abdomen racing towards her wobbly ass, she pushed back so it would penetrate her as deeply as possible. Simultaneously, her 'cock' would pull out of Olivia's fuck hole, ready to be driven home again. Courtney's vicious thrust into Gloria's ass would drive Gloria's 'cock' deeply into Olivia's, spearing it across Olivia's P-spot as it did. Simultaneously with her thrust into Olivia's boy-cunt, Gloria hit Olivia's ass cheek with the paddle.
When Courtney's abdomen crashed into Gloria's flabby ass, the double end of her strap-on mashed against Courtney's clitoris, sending delicious sensations reverberating through her body, which caused her to pull back and fuck the older woman even harder. Courtney shook her head, determined not to be the first one to cum. But unfortunately, Courtney was probably the least experienced lover among them.
Courtney had willingly surrendered her virginity to John on the night of her eighteenth birthday and was secretly happy he'd impregnated her shortly afterwards. And, although she'd been fucked by many men and women during Samuel's events, her husband typically fucked more and was used by many more than her. Courtney wasn't jealous of her husband's popularity at these events but was envious of him.
Courtney had enjoyed being pregnant at Samuel's parties because she was more popular with the attendees during her gestation period than Olivia. She held a secret from her husband, though. John believed that Courtney was willingly having unprotected sex with every man who had a bigger cock than him, hoping to be bred by them. Instead, Courtney inserted her diaghram before she'd fucked those men. Adriel was theirs, and Courtney was one hundred per cent sure of that.
However, John's willingness to allow her to be bred by a random, big-dicked stranger confirmed how much he'd changed since Hannah had so destructively inserted herself into their lives. Knowing that made Courtney happy, so she allowed John to continue thinking his daughter may not be his. She would tell him the truth at some stage but was enjoying his humiliation too much to confess.
Despite her wishes, Courtney orgasmed first. But her climax made the young woman ram her 'cock' even harder into Gloria's ass, which blew Goria off her orgasmic peak and made her cum, too. Gloria's orgasm forced her to jam her 'cock' into Olivia, and it spiralled across the cross-dresser's P-spot. Having her prostate so delightfully stimulated blasted Olivia into bliss, and her cock's eye, which was all of her penis that was exposed, spat semen onto the bed.
Courtney gave Gloria no chance to relax. She effortlessly flipped the large woman onto her back and ripped Gloria's strap-on off her, and then she handed it to her husband. Olivia groaningly protested about not being allowed to use her 'real' cock but buckled the fake cock in place, nevertheless. Next, Courtney pounced on Gloria and rammed the cock she'd just removed from the tubby girl's ass into her dripping cunt.
Rolling over and allowing Gloria's much larger body to cover hers, Courtney reached around Gloria's fat ass and spread her chubby ass cheeks apart, exposing Gloria's ring to her husband. Olivia took the hint and jammed the strap-on into Gloria's ass. "You're our slut," Courtney hissed as she and John pounded the older woman between them. "And we are not yours. Now, stop refusing what we want and cum for us!"
"Gawd!" Gloria moaningly protested even as her body willingly responded. "First Ben, and now these two. Fuck me, but if I don't get my shit together, I'll be Barry's bitch next!" Those spare thoughts exploded into butterfly wings and flew away as she bore down on the cock in her cunt and erupted into an extreme orgasmic climax.
Viciously fucking Gloria between them, the Murrays drove the willingly acquiescent woman to several more orgasms before they allowed themselves to climax with her. The night ended when Courtney released Olivia's cock and allowed her to mount her and cum in her tight cunt.
Chapter 14: On the way to Tahiti 5.
After he'd helped his new wife to orgasm and then came in her tight ass, Barry slid back into a light doze. His reveries returned to the day after his first visit with Samuel and Bianca's sudden emergence. When she awoke that morning, Samuel had kissed her lovingly and sent her to find her wife.
Chapter 15: Barry, Courtney, Gloria, and Olivia.
Holding his dress, Barry walked down the hall to Olivia's room. He felt pretty weirded out and wanted to drop the dress, rip the wig off, shower, and remove any trace of his feminine persona. However, he also didn't want to disrespect Olivia, the work she'd put into creating Bianca, and the opportunity she and her wife had given him and Gloria. Sighing and wondering if he was in over his head, Barry adjusted his wig, took a strengthening breath, and stepped through the door to Olivia's bedroom.
He immediately saw the three lovers lying on their backs, still asleep. Gloria lay in the middle of a Murray woman sandwich. She had one finger gently working in and out of Courtney's cum-drooling cunt, and her other gripped and idly tugged Olivia's rigidly erect 7-inch cock.
Courtney felt Barry's presence first. Her beautiful blue eyes opened, and she smiled delightedly at his wrecked visage. "Someone's been used hard and put away wet," she teased. Courtney seemed unaware of Barry's distress, but she'd recognised it immediately. When she and Hannah forced John into bisexuality and feminisation, he, too, often looked emasculated and defeated the following morning. However, Courtney had revelled in punishing her husband and welcomed his defeat and emasculation. Her initial intention was never to allow him near her divine body again and eventually make him have total gender reassignment surgery.
Hannah's descent into a controlling obsession with her finally opened Courtney's eyes to what she had allowed to happen, and she realised her husband loved her so much that he was prepared to accept whatever Courtney and Hannah forced on him to stay with her. It was then she decided to end her relationship with the obsessed transwoman and face the consequences of Hannah's blackmail. She ordered Hannah from her home and phoned Samuel, who had been an unwitting accomplice in her program to subjugate John.
Samuel met with her and explained John's innate submissiveness, which had allowed Hannah and her to control him so readily. Together, they formed a plan that would enable John to recognise his submissiveness and for her and him to survive the inevitable backlash from Hannah in a way that would allow their marriage to flourish again. Then, Samuel comprehensively demonstrated to her that she was equally as submissive as her husband. Becoming his eager playthings gave the Murrays what they needed to be their true selves.
Courtney knew Barry needed to reassert his masculinity before he'd realise that Bianca, much as Olivia is, was a persona he created to enhance his sexuality and explore his eroticism. But Barry's immediate need was to feel like a man again, so Courtney smiled broadly and swung her lithe figure out of bed. She casually took the wig off his head, removed the dress from his hand and placed them on her vanity. Then, holding his hand, she pulled him after her to the shower.
Getting there, Courtney turned the water on before kneeling before Barry. Then, she pulled his ruined stockings down and removed them along with Barry's heels. Next, Courtney placed her hands on Barry's hips and free-handed her mouth down his shaft until her lips pressed against his pubis. Having the gorgeous radio host and TV presenter naked, kneeling at his feet and sucking his cock was too much for Barry's overloaded mind. He lost his lollies into Courtney's mouth almost immediately.
Smiling happily, Courtney swallowed Barry's gift and encouraged him into the shower, where she washed the makeup from his face and carefully cleansed all evidence of Bianca away. Once Barry was clean, Courtney offered him the washer, spread her toned legs, and held her arms out expectantly.
Barry gulped, added body wash to the cloth, and tentatively wiped it along Courtney's extended arm. He did the same with the other arm, asked Courtney to turn around and washed her shoulders, back and legs, carefully avoiding the divine woman's breasts, ass, and pussy.
Turning to face him, Courtney pulled her shoulders back and pushed her C-cups out proudly. "My tits, cunt and ass need cleaning, too, Barry," she said pithily.
Barry blushed shyly but nervously complied. Courtney's slowly closing eyes and pleased hum when he washed her breasts and circled her stiffening nipples encouraged Barry. He held the cloth in his left hand and worked his thumb over Courtney's extended nipple. Next, he cupped Courtney's entire breast, fascinated by its perfect symmetry with the other. He'd never seen surgically enhanced breasts in real life before and was delighted with how Courtney's tits felt. Placing the washer over the shower wall, Barry cupped the other breast and lowered his mouth onto Courtney's nipple.
"Hmm," Courtney crooned, holding Barry's head to her nipple. "Gloria said you gave the best oral of any lover she's ever had. Let's get dry, and you can take me to bed and show me."
Barry ignored her and sat on the shower floor. He pulled Courtney close and pushed his head between her eagerly spreading thighs. Barry gripped Courtney's leanly muscular ass and pulled her cunt onto his mouth. Then, he stuffed his gifted tongue in it as deeply as he could, ignoring that it was full of Olivia's cum. Barry stabbed his tongue into Courtney's pussy as he worked a finger between her taut ass cheeks and rimmed her dark ring.
"Oh, Gawd, Barry," Courtney groaned, her tight ass resting on Barry's shoulders and her long legs spread down his back. Courtney's chocolate star fluttered open, allowing Barry's finger in, and she groaned again.
Barry was in seventh heaven. Lawd! How many times had he jacked off, fantasising about doing what he was doing precisely? Courtney responded to his ministrations even more devoutly than Barry had dared imagine, and he knew she was about to cum. Switching his mouth from her drooling entrance to her engorged clitoris. Barry sucked that sublime nubbin into his mouth and battered it with his swiftly flicking tongue. Simultaneously, Barry replaced his tongue with his middle finger and probed for Courtney's G-spot.
"Fuck!" Courtney spat when Barry's deft finger stroked her inner pleasure point. Her hands gripped Barry's head tightly as she ground her clit against his face. "Oh, Gawd!" The gorgeous radio presenter repeated as her cunt and ass clenched Barry's probing fingers forcefully.
Then, squealing vociferously, Courtney orgasmed on Barry's mouth and probing fingers. She shuddered and orgasmed again as Barry worked her pleasure nodes adroitly. A third climax thundered through her before Courtney decided that despite its mediocre length and width, she needed Barry's cock in her yearning cunt.
Not caring about them being wet, Courtney turned off the taps, hauled Barry up, and dragged him back to her bed. She saw Gloria had mounted Olivia and taken her throbbing 7-inch cock into her gaping cunt. "You'd better not cum in any of that slut's holes," Courtney sneered as she flopped onto her back on the bed, accepted Barry between her slender, shapely legs, grabbed him by the cock, and guided him into her blazing depths. "Or you'll be sporting bruises all over your ass, back, and thighs at tonight's party."
Luckily for Barry, Courtney was at least as excited as he was, and she orgasmed as soon as he was buried inside her. Courtney followed that minor climax with two more intense ones before demanding that Barry 'filled her slut cunt with cum'.
Barry obliged gladly, of course, jetting his ball juice into Courtney's pussy despite his mind struggling to accept he was even in the same bed as the beautiful weather reporter.
Gloria had orgasmed, riding Olivia's stupendous cock. Although she longed to feel Olivia's cock streaming cum into her and across her cervix, she couldn't disrespect her two new lovers like that, so she reluctantly rolled off Olivia and watched her fiancé fuck Courtney.
"Get over here and clean me up, worm," Courtney demanded. "And your ball sack had better be still full of cum, you bitch! No cumming for you until tonight's party."
"Yes, Mistress," John acquiesced regretfully. He rolled out of bed and walked around the Courtney's side. Smiling apologetically at Barry, she took his place between Courtney's splayed thighs and lowered her mouth onto Courtney's cunt.
Gloria chuckled richly and encouraged Barry between her wobbly thighs and onto her pussy. "At least mine's not full of another man's nut juice," she teased as Barry worked his typical magic and swiftly brought her close to an orgasm.
Barry didn't care. He felt like a man again--masculine, powerful, and desired. His love and soulmate wanted him more than she wanted to play with Courtney and Olivia. He'd brought Courtney to numerous orgasms and knew she'd like to fuck him again. And currently, he was the only male in a bed containing three gorgeous women.
Barry put on a masterpiece that morning despite thinking his meagre 5-inch cock was inadequate for the task. Gloria climaxed four times on his mouth, tongue, and fingers and once on his cock. Courtney welcomed him back between her delicious thighs and orgasmed twice more from his oral abilities. The morning interlude ended after Barry had fucked and cum in Olivia's tight ass.
The foursome squeezed into the en suite's shower and, with much tickling, fingering, stroking, kissing, and laughter, made themselves clean. After drying off, Olivia taped his cock and balls away, and she and Courtney dressed in matching low-waisted, tie-front, M-split maxi skirts and clinging stretch cotton crop tops. Courtney went braless, of course. They inserted complementing star-burst belly button rings, and then the Murrays sat at their shared vanity and did their makeup. After that, Courtney took Gloria back to Samuel's clothing room, where the outfits for his guests were stored, and she'd dressed and made-up Gloria the previous night.



Chapter 16: Barry/Bianca and Olivia.
Olivia sweetly asked, "Barry, honey. Do you want to bring Bianca back out to play, or would you prefer to wait until closer to the party?"
"Aren't you scared you'll want to remain a cross-dressed sissy when you stay glammed up all the time?" Barry worriedly asked.
"I was in the beginning," Olivia confessed. "But you must understand that I was blackmailed into accepting being feminised. I had never even fantasised about being feminine, let alone being a crossdresser and being fucked by or fucking guys. However, I soon learned to enjoy the power we girls have over men." Olivia laughed archly. "Jaysus, Barry, us guys are pathetic! A faint smile, an arch of their eye, and a wink, and we're blithering idiots, dribbling on ourselves as we pant after them!"
Barry nodded, realising that Olivia was right. Before Gloria, he was like that exactly. Even now, he knew he would drool over an attractive woman and would mumble incoherently if they paid attention to him. Barry suddenly understood why women were attracted to Ben. Ben didn't blither and drool. Instead, he approached them confidently and spoke with them calmly. He was attentive without being clingy or desperate. Ben knew his worth and assertively pursued the women he desired without being pushy, and women readily fell for his charismatic charms. Barry already held Ben in some awe, and his epiphany increased it significantly.
"You could experience that power," Olivia stated confidently. "Your body and face are soft enough to accept being feminised quite profoundly, I believe. I think I can transform you so completely that it's doubtful anyone could out you. And even if they did? We'll be walking with two of the hottest chicks they've ever seen, so who gives a fuck what they think?"
"You're saying I'm fat and that Gloria's hot?" Barry teased, wondering if he should feel a little jealous if Olivia did.
Olivia chuckled sexily. Learning to giggle, chuckle, and laugh femininely was the most challenging part of immersing herself entirely in her female persona and becoming virtually indistinguishable from a biological woman. Oh, Olivia knew the signs were still there for the careful observer to see, especially given she didn't take HRT tablets to help with her feminisation. But she also knew her sublime figure, with its enormous fake tits, narrow waist, tight, sexy ass, and long, shapely legs kept most men's eyes off her somewhat masculine face.
"You were shitting yourself so badly last night that you didn't even really notice Gloria. Gloria was hawt, with a capital H. Now she has a better idea of how sexy she can be; she'll be even hotter today, and after Courtney's finished with her and you see her tonight, she'll blow your knickers off. Of that, I am one hundred per cent certain!"
Barry laughed, but he was sure Olivia was right. He had escaped his fearful funk to admire how sexy and beautiful his fiancée looked the previous night when she first passed him to take her seat, but he hadn't paid attention after that. Barry noticed that Olivia was examining him intently. "What?" He asked uncomfortably.
"You're not really overweight, Baz," Olivia explained. "But you need exercise to strengthen and tone your rather pudgy body. Gloria carries too much saggy flesh. Courtney and I will take you on a sexual journey that will rock your world if you let us. Part of that will involve becoming fitter and more muscular."
"I like Gloria's curves," Barry stated defensively. "She wouldn't be Gloria without them."
Olivia's glorious laugh echoed through the room again. "I said 'fitter and more muscular', not skinnier," she explained. "If you work with me, you'll lose at least two pants' sizes and gain probably more than a shirt size. But you'll probably gain between three to five kilos. Muscle weighs more than fat."
"Won't that make me look less feminine?" Barry queried.
"I thought you were worried about looking feminine at all," Olivia joked. "It will, but you'll be able to wear dresses, tops, and skirts that emphasise your ass and legs, which will drag guys' attention away from your face."
"I'll have a girly butt just like yours?" Barry teasingly asked.
"You will," Olivia grinningly agreed. Then she slapped her hands together. "So, what's it to be? Am I tarting you up before we go out for breakfast, or are you and Samuel being the men for three gorgeous women?"
As much as being seen as a man accompanying three glamours like Gloria, Courtney, and Olivia enticed him, having Samuel in the mix caused Barry to reconsider. "What would Samuel prefer?" He asked.
"Good question," Olivia smiled. "Samuel will tell you he doesn't care either way, but I know he'll prefer Bianca to Barry."
"Bianca, it is then," Barry decided. He sat on the spare vanity chair and faced Olivia.
"Not this time," Olivia chuckled. "You need to shave before learning how to do this yourself."
After Barry used her en suite and the unused razor in there, Olivia guided Barry through a full makeup series twice before completing the finishing touches to wholly submerge his more masculine features. Then, finally satisfied, Courtney told Barry to lie on his back on the bed and hold his knees apart. She tucked the older man's balls into their canals before trying to flatten Barry's cock along his perineum. Unfortunately, Barry's libido had enjoyed Olivia handling his balls and was rapidly inflating.
"Sorry about this," Olivia muttered, whacking Barry's nutsack with her palm's heel. "But I don't have permission to blow you to get rid of your hard-on." The sudden pain convinced Barry's cock to deflate, and Olivia taped it in place. She left Barry's cock's eye exposed. "So you can sit and pee," she explained. Olivia used spray-on suntan lotion to disguise the flesh-coloured tape further and then used Courtney's hair dryer to hasten the lotion's drying. After that, Olivia instructed Barry on how to draw his cleavage line.
Then, when he got that right, she handed Barry a thong, a matching full-cup bra, and the breast forms. Flesh-coloured stay-up stockings followed, as did strappy wedge-heeled sandals. Then, Olivia rifled through one of the wardrobes, looking for something sexy for Barry to wear. She muttered to herself several times about having nothing suitable for daywear because everything she had was for looking glamorous and attending functions at night.
Olivia eventually backed out, holding a floral print and a shirred-waist dress. It had a ruffle hem, long sleeves, and a deep Vee-neck. Barry put it and her wig on, and just like that, Bianca was reborn.
"Let's go to the kitchen, and you can sit with Samuel while I make coffee. Then, we'll wait for my wife and your fiancée.
Bianca agreed, and the girls walked arm-in-arm to the kitchen, where Samuel waited patiently.
Chapter 17: Courtney and Gloria.
Gloria and Courtney chatted amicably as they entered Samuel's clothing room. Dresses on hangers in many styles, colours and lengths encircled the room. Beneath them were matching shoes, high-heels, and boots. One wall held a selection of Bdsm Master and Dominatrix wear. Gloria looked at them longingly before allowing Courtney to take her to the vanity.
Courtney insisted that Goria allow her to begin by painting an exfoliating mask onto Gloria's face. Once that had dried and been peeled off, Courtney plucked out Gloria's few facial hairs, used a deep cleanser on her face, and laid out Gloria's makeup regime. Taking the time to explain each product's use, Courtney showed her how to apply each one. By the time Courtney gently showed her new friend how to finish her look with a mascara brush, Gloria barely recognised the face in the mirror.
"I'm beautiful!" Gloria exclaimed awedly. "I mean, I always knew I did alright in the looks stakes, but fuck me, done up like this, I'm fucking gorgeous!"
"Yes, you are," Courtney said, nodding agreeably. "One red-hot, divinely curved chicky babe who swears like a truck driver and rolls on her feet like a drunken sailor!"
"Shit!" Gloria spat. "I forgot to walk like you showed me, didn't I?"
Courtney laughed before saying, "Let's find you something to wear that will make your man and mine regret their cocks are taped away but will delight Samuel."
"Sounds like a plan," Gloria agreed, wondering if she had the courage to ask Courtney for voice and deportment lessons. But again, she'd misjudged her young friend.
Courtney knew most of Gloria's appeal was in her bawdy, hypersexual personality, and if Gloria lost that, she'd be just another quite pretty fat chick struggling to divert men's attention away from the skinny women. Courtney wanted Gloria to be capable of mixing in high society when it was required but had no intention of toning down her brash personality or diminishing the large woman's enormous sex drive. She hoped the bawdy woman would learn to control her language when she attended events like tonight's but let her natural self shine the rest of the time.
Courtney circled the room, her practised eye looking for the superbly right outfit to turn men's heads. She found a dark blue butterfly-sleeved, plunging-neck dress, brought it down, and checked the size. 'Twenty,' she thought. 'A little small, but that should just mound Gloria's breasts higher and display them more delectably.' She took it off the hangar and brought it to Gloria.
"Nylons are too hot to wear in Brisbane during the day," Courtney mused. "So, I'll spray some self-tanning lotion on your legs before you dress. That will at least partially obscure your cellulite and make you feel less self-conscious about wearing a short dress in public."
Gloria was about to laugh and say she couldn't give a fuck if people saw her cellulite-covered thighs, then realised she would if she was out with two fit, skinny bitches like Olivia and Courtney. Instead, she burst into tears. "Why are you doing this for us?" She wailed. "We're not in yours or Samuel's class. We're not even close! Are you planning to take Barry away from me and turn him into your little tranny slut? Willing to be fucked by the closeted queers that attend these parties?"
Courtney stared at the distraught woman, totally nonplussed by her sudden, wailed emotional collapse. Courtney considered how to respond but instinctively knew she shouldn't react supportively. Drawing herself up with icy disdain, Courtney crossed her arms beneath her breasts and hissed, "Get over yourself, you gorgeous, bawdy, tubby tart. You're more woman than any four men can handle, so stop feeling sorry for yourself, and get the fuck dressed before I put you over my knee and spank your luscious ass!" Then, she fearfully waited for Gloria's response.
Gloria amazingly immediately snapped out of her funk, took a deep breath, and sighed. Her eyebrows drew in quizzically before replying, "Fair enough. But, seriously, why us?"
"Because Ben said you deserved it, and you wouldn't do it without Barry. To be honest, Gloria," Courtney stated evenly. "Barry brings nothing to the table we don't already have in droves. Bianca, however, brings a much-needed backup for my husband, and her lesser todger will make her very popular with the anal virgins who are currently too scared to allow Olivia to fuck them."
"Gin?" Gloria asked.
"Same problem as Olivia," Gloria dismissed. "Her cock's too big for the virgins and the inexperienced."
"How big is it?" Gloria asked wonderingly.
"You mean you haven't sampled Gin yet?" Courtney giggled. "I'm amazed you haven't coaxed Nigel and Gin into your bed."
"Have you?" Gloria challenged.
"Yes," Courtney admitted. "Although I was still pregnant the first time they came over. Nigel's enormous length impressed Samuel and Olivia, but I couldn't swallow all of him. He seemed happy that I accepted as much as I could and that I sucked, licked, and jacked him until he came on my face. Gin was disappointed he couldn't fuck me, but he also happily accepted my blowjob. However, Nigel, Gin, Olivia, and Samuel fucked like bunnies all night. Gin finally got his wish to fuck me two parties later. It was too soon after giving birth for me to have sex at the second party."
"Nigel and Gin attend regularly?" Gloria questioned before realising it was a stupid question, and she had no right to know.
However, Courtney chose to acknowledge Gloria being miffed at her for not explaining why she hadn't invited her again. "I was wrong for not calling you and explaining Samuel's, mine, and some of the guests' concerns. I was even more wrong for not realising your dominating nature and encouraging you to explore that persona at our parties. However, I will point out that it's my right to invite or not invite anyone the fuck I want. But you're missing the point."
"Which would be?" Gloria asked pointedly.
"That Ben, Nigel, Gin, Samuel, Olivia, and I want you to come to our parties. If you agree, you'll be the first full-blown Dominatrix Samuel has ever had at one of his events."
"You've implied that there's more you want from us than just attending your parties in personas you require," Gloria stated.
"I've already said I need you, Gloria. Do you want me to get on my knees and beg?"
"Getting on your knees before me sounds good," Gloria chuckled, her gushing pussy speaking for her. "But more to eat my cunt than beg."
Courtney pulled a regretful face before saying, "With only us two, I need Samuel's permission before we can play, and I don't have it."
"You said I was a Mistress, right? A Dominatrix?" Courtney nodded, and Gloria added, "Then get on your knees and service your Mistress!"
Courtney chuckled throatily before replying, "Ahh, my dear. But you are not my Mistress until the party begins. So, as a respectful Mistress who doesn't want to step on another dominant's toes, you would go to my Master and politely ask if you can play with his toy."
"Damn!" Gloria laughed. "I knew there must be a catch." She stopped as she recalled Courtney's words. "Hmm," she purred. "But you're mine once the party begins, and I will bury my cock in that pert ass of yours!"
"I look forward to it, Gloria," Courtney hummed back. "Now, get your sexy ass dressed so we can join Samuel and the girls in the kitchen."
Gloria put on the sexy thong Courtney offered her, amazed again by how delicious it felt snugged against her clit, slit, entrance, perineum, and ass. Then, she hooked up the shelf bra which cradled, lifted, and displayed her enormous G-cup breasts delectably. Finally, she wriggled into the deep-Vee dress. Her breasts were almost obscenely displayed in the dress' open front, which left just enough covered to titillate the imagination but not offend.
Courtney handed Gloria a pair of round-toed ankle boots, which she put on. They linked arms to walk to the kitchen and were unsurprised to find Samuel there alone.
Chapter 18: Samuel, Courtney, Olivia, Gloria, and Bianca.
Samuel knew it would take time for his submissives to teach their projects how to do their makeup and dress appropriately, so after he'd sent Bianca from the room, he slept for another hour, grateful for the extra space in the bed.
After waking up, Samuel showered and dressed before making his way to the kitchen and waiting for his submissives and guests to arrive. He knew his wait would be an extended one, so he made coffee from the espresso machine, settled onto a chair, and opened his favourite social media pages.
Samuel had finished his second coffee before, and as he expected, Courtney and Gloria arrived first. Courtney knelt at his feet, but Gloria hugged the handsome older man before sitting beside him and holding his hand.
"Good morning, beautiful Gloria," Samuel said, admiring her plush figure, which was divinely displayed in a butterfly-sleeved, plunging-neck midi dress. Gloria's magnificent G-cups bulged salivatingly in the dress' deep Vee. The skirt's hem bounced sexily as she waked but was long enough to obscure Gloria's wobbly, cellulite-covered thighs.
Samuel patted Courtney's head before leaning over to kiss her lips lightly. "You look even more beguiling than usual, my girl," he said as Courtney almost shook and wagged her bum like a happy puppy. "Make me, yourself, and our guest a coffee, and then you may sit with me."
Courtney complied, and the threesome sat around the table, discussing their plans for the day. It was another forty-five minutes before Olivia and Bianca joined them. The beautiful, cross-dressed pair knelt before Samuel and waited for his approval. He smiled lovingly down at the knelt pair before kissing their cheeks and telling them they were beautiful.
"Get Bianca and yourself a coffee, and join us at the table," Samuel instructed. He turned back to the conversation before holding his hand up. "Gloria," he said firmly. "Courtney stopped asking you to attend my parties because I told her to. Your rough and ready personality intimidated too many of my female attendees, and it's challenging enough to find enough women to attend as it is. If those women stop attending, there will not be enough women to ensure the balance between the genders.
"My error, not Courtney's, was not recognising the women reacted as they did because they were confused by what you were. To them, you seemed nothing but a willing slut ready to fuck anyone and everyone. And while that's to be applauded at events like these, your aggressive pursuit of them and their men left them feeling inadequate for their boyfriend's or husband's needs. You unintentionally made them believe they weren't woman enough to satisfy their mates and that you were, and they feared losing them to you.
"So, when Courtney came to me with her plan to encourage you to explore your domination tendencies, I... me, Gloria, not Courtney... refused her plan. So, get off your high horse, pull your head out of your ass, and realise that I was wrong and that Courtney supported your continued attendance the whole time. Or, by help me, Gawd, I will tell Olivia to bend you over my kitchen table, and I will paddle your luscious ass!"
"You said it was you!" Gloria protested to Courtney.
"Of course," Courtney admitted. "I was certainly not dropping my dominant in it."
"Okay," Gloria growled. "Since you're all here, I'll ask one last time. Why are you doing this for us? Compared to you all, we're nothing but poor, broke plebs."
Samuel smiled warmly. "My father abandoned my mother, and my mother became a prostitute to feed her six children. Courtney's father and mother are farmers from Stanthorpe who struggled to keep their farm afloat. They would have gone under without John and Courtney returning to run the farm. John's mother was a stay-at-home wife, and his father drove a cab. All of us here are plebs, Gloria. None of us is any better than the other."
Gloria gaped, her mouth opening and closing wordlessly. All of her preconceptions had just been blown out of the water, and she had no idea how to react.
"As for why we want to help you," Samuel continued. "I consider Ben Stokes one of my closest and dearest friends. Ben suggested that I reconsider your absence because he believed in you and knew once you found yourself, you'd be one of the most popular attractions at the party, if not the most popular. In light of Ben's suggestions, I reconsidered and asked Courtney to ask you to come to tonight's party.
"However, I was unaware that you'd recently become engaged. Of course, that meant Barry would have to attend, too, and being brutally honest, Barry had nothing special he could bring to the party to improve it. A mediocre cock on an average body describes most of the patrons. That's when Courtney decided to ask you if Barry would be prepared to crossdress."
Gloria pretended to glare at Courtney and accused, "You didn't phone me asking if I knew any cross-dressers! Instead, you were going to suggest I glammed Barry up so we could come to the party!"



"I was pleased when you told me Barry was already exploring his cross-dressing fetish, even though I already partially suspected it because he'd so willingly blown and fucked Olivia, "Courtney admitted. "Trust me, Glory Girl, I did not relish having to suggest you feminise your man so we could ask you to our party."
Gloria turned her mock glare onto Olivia, "You didn't tell Olivia or Samuel what you and Barry discussed?"
"Barry's secrets are his to tell," Olivia said sweetly. "If Courtney or Samuel asked, I would have told them, but they're too honourable to do that."
"This is all a lot to take in," Gloria muttered. "But my wanton cunt is drooling and clearly wants this, so, fuck it, I'm in. Baz?"
"I was in the moment Courtney asked if I would glam up and come with you, my love," Barry responded. "My only worry was if I'd make a fool of myself dressed as a woman but looking like a bloke in drag." He gestured down himself. "I guess Olivia fixed that fear for me."
"She did!" Courtney opined. "She surely did! You're one hot chicky babe!"
"Oi!" Gloria mock objected. "I thought I was your red-hot chicky babe?"
Laughing, the gorgeous foursome and their sole male companion got up from the table, got into Samuel's Maybach S-class, and went to a late breakfast. Olivia was relegated to the front seat beside Samuel while Bianca sat between Gloria and Courtney in the back. They encouraged her to finger their dripping pussies as Samuel drove.
Chapter 19: Before the Party.
By four O'clock that afternoon, Samuel, his submissives and Gloria and Bianca were dressed, made up, and ready for the guests to arrive. Courtney had supervised Gloria's transformation from sexily tubby tart to masterful Dominatrix. Gloria wore a black lace-up-back corset that cinched her waist to an almost ridiculous narrowness. The corset's built-in half-cups pushed Gloria's magnificent G-cups together and up until they seemed destined to explode from the corset's cups without warning at any moment.
Below the corset, all Gloria wore were crotchless fishnet stockings, a strap-on, and thigh-high, shiny black, come-fuck-me boots. Her glistening pussy lips were barely hidden by the double-ended strap-on that was inserted in her cunt and buckled around her broad hips. In her right hand, Gloria held a coiled stock whip. Samuel had shown her how to hold it, let it fall to and drag along the ground behind her, and to re-coil it when she wanted to. The whip was only around three feet long and wouldn't crack even for a skilled user, which Gloria certainly wasn't. The whip was merely a prop to add to her Dominatrix persona.
All Courtney wore, aside from the most beautiful face Barry and Gloria had ever seen, was an opaque singlet dress and nipple clamps. Courtney's glorious C-cup breasts strained against the stretchy material and made the clamps plainly visible. The dress' hem nowhere near covered Courtney's taut, muscly ass, and her lower fuck holes were delightfully evident.
Olivia wore a clinging latex fetish-nurse uniform that barely reached the top of her sexy bottom. She was sans underwear with a plug in her tight ass. Olivia's balls were held away from her shaft with a cock ring that also surrounded her shaft past her stretched ball sack.
Bianca shifted uncomfortably. Her ass also held a substantial butt plug, which was a new sensation for her to experience. Olivia had dolled her face up until she barely recognised herself. Bianca would have undoubtedly tried to pick herself up if Barry had met her in a bar. She wore a skimpy boob tube that had built-in cups to hold her breast forms and had writing across her breasts. It read, "Daddy's Little Whore".
Olivia had glued a nipple pastie onto her belly button to resemble a belly button ring. Bianca's cock and balls were presented the same as Olivia's more substantial ones. Her dick was more rigid than Bianca could remember. Plus, it throbbed, and her balls ached worse than ever before. Olivia had given her a little blue pill before putting her cock and ball rings on. Next, after Bianca was stiff enough to poke holes in steel walls, Olivia handed Bianca half of an oval-shaped pink pill. Offering Bianca a glass of sparkling wine, Olivia said, "Down the hatch," put the other half of the pink pill in her mouth, and swallowed a sip of wine.
"Down the hatch," Bianca agreed, copying her mentor. Five minutes later, Bianca was horny enough to fuck a tree knot.
With her mind slipping and feeling hornier than three randy goats during the rutting season, Bianca put on the leather skirt Olivia handed her without objection. Looking down at her exposed groin, Bianca knew she should have objected. The skirt barely covered her erect cock, let alone her stretched ball sack. The skirt was a series of three-inch wide, unattached to each other, leather pleats made into a skirt by a thin, encircling band. Her cock poked the pleat out if she stood still and appeared between them when she walked. Bianca tried not to move.
The party didn't start until seven, but the girls were dressed and ready to receive guests early because many of them would arrive and then take outfits from Samuel's clothing room to dress in before the party. Some of these guests would need help assembling and putting on their outfits. Courtney and Olivia would take care of that while Gloria and Bianca served the subsequent guests drinks and kept them entertained.
Samuel joined the waiting foursome when he heard Courtney buzzing in their first guest. Samuel greeted each attendee and their partners by name, welcoming them to his home and asking if they needed somewhere to change or if they required an outfit. He directed them to either Courtney or Olivia, or to a room set aside for changing in or the lounge where they could enjoy some light refreshments as they mixed and waited for the party to begin.
Bianca's first test came not long after Courtney had escorted a large woman into the clothing room to help her select an outfit. The woman's husband was even larger than her, and he slumped onto a sofa chair, pulled out his chubby, five-inch cock and demanded that Bianca kneel and suck him off.
Bianca now understood why Olivia had given her the pink pill because she was outrageously horny and didn't care that the man was gross. She eagerly dropped to her knees and gobbled the man's fat cock down. Bianca wanted to jack her cock as she sucked the man, but Samuel's and Gloria's prohibitions prevented her from doing so.
"Such a willing slut," the overweight man groaned as he held the back of Bianca's head and tried to choke her with his short, thick cock. He was unsuccessful, thanks to the deep-throating skills Gloria had forced her to learn, and he quickly dumped his chocolates into Bianca's sucking mouth. She swallowed obediently before opening her mouth to show the portly man she'd accepted his gift. He thanked her graciously and allowed Bianca to her feet.
When she returned to where Gloria and Olivia waited, Olivia teased, "One for Bianca, and none for Mistress Gloria. Glory girl, I believe you have competition for being the biggest slut in your pending marriage."
"We'll see about that," Gloria growled before marching across to a slender, forty-ish woman who had been shyly waiting for Courtney to help her select and change into her outfit. Standing intimidatingly before the woman with her visage stern, Gloria snarled, "Kneel and lick your Mistress' boots, worm."
"Yes, Mistress," the skinny woman squeaked, dropping to her knees and licking.
"Not just the feet, idiot," Gloria growled. "Do a good job, and I might let you smell my wet cunt."
The woman devoutly licked up Gloria's boots, smearing saliva all over the shiny surface. When she got to their tops, Gloria pushed her off before extending her leg and offering, "Push your disgusting cunt against my boot and get yourself off. You may sniff my dripping cunt as you ride my foot."
The untoned, slender, middle-aged woman squeaked, "Yes, Mistress," before obeying. Gloria had clearly read her needs well because the woman orgasmed almost immediately, creaming on Gloria's boots.
"Good girl," Gloria crooned, handing the woman a rag from the leather bag Courtney had given her earlier. "Clean your disgusting secretions from my boots."
"Sorry, Mistress," the skinny woman said, seemingly unable to speak in anything other than a mousy squeak. She cleaned her spit and pussy juice from Gloria's boots, returning their lustrous shine.
When she had finished, Gloria helped the woman to her feet before ripping the dress off her skinny body. Gloria tore the woman's bra and panties off next and threw them aside. The woman stood, staring at the ground uncomplainingly. However, her arousal flowed down her inner thighs and filled the air with its distinctive aroma.
Examining the aroused but nervously shaking woman, Gloria said, "You'll do. Your name is Cunt, and you're my slave for the night. You will walk a step behind me wherever I go and carry my bag. Whenever I ask for something, you will find it in the bag and hand it to me. If I say 'suck', you will suck the cock before you. When I say 'lick', you will lick the cunt or arse in front of you. If I tell you to accept a cock in your ass, cunt, or mouth, you will obey eagerly. Do you understand, Cunt?"
"Yes, Mistress," Cunt shakily agreed.
"What are your safe words?" Gloria asked, remembering Courtney's edicts.
"Only 'cumquat' if I need you to release me from your service, Mistress," Cunt explained as she settled into her new identity. "Otherwise, I'm a pain, cock and cunt slut who will obey your every order and desire."
"We'll see," Gloria sneered. "I've broken more willing sluts than you before." She thought momentarily, remembering that few singles were allowed to attend Samuel's events. "Your partner?" She queried.
"I'm a single woman who Samuel allows to attend because I'm such a willing slut. I'll take two cocks in my ass and one in my cunt and mouth, or two cocks in my cunt and one in my ass and mouth as I jack off two others, so I'm popular at Samuel's parties."
"Yes, I see that," Gloria said. "But do you get what you need at these parties?"
Cunt shook her head before saying, "I get closer to what I need at Samuel's parties than anywhere else, which is why I attend every one. But I rarely leave entirely satisfied."
"What do you need to feel wholly satiated," Gloria asked.
"I need you to hurt me," Cunt confessed. "Nailing my tits and nipples to a board or tabletop and then whipping me until I bleed works best, but that can't happen here. So, fisting my cunt and ass as you spit on my face and call me derogatory names will do. Then, make me kneel beside Courtney in the paddling pool and piss on me."
Gloria's cunt spasmed when she heard 'kneel beside Courtney' and 'piss'. 'That skinny slut (Courtney) is receiving a mouthful of my piss tonight,' Gloria thought delightedly. However, she said to Cunt firmly, "I will do that for you. Now, reach into my bag and remove the biggest butt plug and dildo your worthless body can accept and give them to me."
Cunt removed an enormous plug so big that Gloria knew she couldn't take it and an almost ten-inch long, seven-inch girthed dildo. Gloria disbelievingly took the two items from her slave and instructed her to kneel and present her ass and pussy. Gloria inserted the plug first, sure Cunt couldn't accept it into her ass. It slid in effortlessly. Gloria picked up the dildo next. 'There is no way,' she thought. It, too, disappeared inside Cunt's saggy body.
Vaginas are typically only five to seven inches long. But rarely, they can stretch to accept up to ten inches inside them. Cunt's pussy was one of the rare ones. Shaking her head, Gloria buckled a strap-on harness over the items in her slave's ass and cunt and wrapped it around Cunt's hips to hold the plug and dildo in her orifices.
Shrugging, Gloria attached clamps to Cunt's nipples and rejoined the others waiting for new arrivals. Cunt waited calmly, a step behind her. Bianca glanced at the naked woman but chose to ignore her. Gloria would explain if she wanted to. Otherwise, asking questions would only lead to arguments.
Courtney appeared a little later. Her lips, chin, and throat glistened with pussy juice, and her white T-shirt dress was soaked through, revealing her globes and stiff nipples. "The woman is a squirter," Courtney explained. "She made me eat and finger her smelly cunt until she orgasmed and sprayed her cunt juice all over me. Fuck me, but the party hasn't even started, and I need a change of clothing."
The foursome turned and watched the hefty woman walk across the room to her husband, the man Bianca had blown. The woman wore an enormous cosplay Sailor Moon outfit that left her hairy cunt and ass exposed. She chatted with her husband before looking toward the foursome speculatively. Then, she pointed at Bianca and motioned her closer.
"You're up again, Bianca," Olivia giggled. So far, she was the only one not to have been accosted or to have played with someone.
Bianca glided sexily across to the hefty couple like Olivia had shown her. The woman slid onto the floor and rested her head on the seat's cushion. Her husband squatted with his knees on the sofa chair and his cock in his wife's mouth. Bianca listened to the man's instructions and gulped. Then, knowing this was what she and Gloria had signed on for, Bianca bent her knees and shoved her rampantly erect, throbbing cock into the man's ass.
Obeying the man's whispered demands, Bianca fucked him viciously, walloping his enormous ass alternately with her work-strengthened hands. The fat man orgasmed vociferously into his wife's mouth before pushing back until his cock exited his wife's mouth.
Bianca pulled out of his ass and waited for further instruction. She listened intently to what the woman said before lying on the floor and tonguing the woman's cunt. Then, the fat woman rolled Bianca onto her back and sat on Bianca's face. A scant few moments later, the large woman climaxed and flooded Bianca's nose and mouth with her female ejaculate. The married pair silently got up and exited the receiving lounge. Bianca got to her feet and staggered back to her fiancée.
"Two for Bianca and still none for Gloria," Olivia sniggered.
"None for you, either," Gloria growled, unamused. She turned to Bianca, "You need to fix your makeup, slut. Go to the vanity in the clothing room and repair your face."
"I'll help," Olivia offered. The pair linked arms and skipped to the clothing room. Several women and men were in there, selecting outfits or using the vanity to put on makeup. "Oops," Olivia muttered. "Let's go upstairs to my bedroom." They linked arms and skipped upstairs, returning after weeing and fixing their makeup.
"I swear those two are becoming more like teenage girls every time they're together," Courtney muttered as she watched her giggling husband and Bianca skip across the room like excited schoolgirls. "Do you ever regret feminising your man?"
"Nah," Gloria responded. "Whatever floats his boat, right?"
"Yeah, but Barry already had a panty fetish before he met you, didn't he?" Courtney asked. "Hannah and I blackmailed John into allowing himself to be feminised."
"Okay," Gloria asked, wondering if she shouldn't be pissed at her new friend. "How come you know more about Barry's past than me?"
"Shit!" Courtney gasped before explaining, "Sorry, babe, but I thought you already knew. Gary, Barry's father, and Ben are mates. Gary told Ben about Barry's panty fetish, and when I asked Ben if he knew any cross-dressers that would fit in with our parties, he suggested Barry. But that was before you and Barry got together."
"I'm going to whack that asshole until his ears bleed," Gloria avowed. "He put me and Barry together, knowing about my need to dominate and Barry's panty fetish. He also knew I liked force-feminising men and set us up together because he knew Barry was perfect for me."
"Ben is definitely a one-off," Courtney giggled. "He pretends he's a big dumb jock but has turned himself into a multi-millionaire using his playing contracts as seed money. His wife, Melanie, is a stupid bitch for ripping him off and dumping him. Ben loved her intensely and unconditionally but couldn't see that Melanie's insecurities were tearing their marriage apart. He genuinely thought that his love was enough to cure her and was devastated when Melanie cleaned him out and took off to South Australia."
Gloria had only partially gleaned that story from snippets she'd heard when Ben's friends had chatted. Of course, her mother, Beverly, knew most of Ben's story, including his divorce, but even she was unaware of how dire Ben's financial position was. "Is the big guy coming tonight?" She asked.
"Yes," Courtney confirmed. "But he's taking his 'plus one' to dinner first and won't be here until around ten. I had to courier him a gate remote because the rest of us will be busy by then."
"Who's Ben's 'plus one'?" Gloria asked, already suspecting the answer.
"You'll see," Courtney grinned, turning to greet another early arrival. She took him to the costume and clothes room, and he returned a little later dressed like a poor imitation of Johnny Depp/Captain Jack Sparrow.
Courtney returned to stand beside Gloria. "Wipe your mouth, you whore," Gloria chortled. "You're dribbling cum."
Courtney touched her lips before realising Gloria only teased. "Bitch!" She spat mirthfully.
More guests arrived as the time drew closer to seven O'clock. However, the closer it got to seven, the more often the guests arrived already dressed and ready for the party. Only a few minutes before seven, a late-model BMW came in through the gate, and a distinguished member of the federal parliament and his wife got out. Gloria's eyes widened as she recognised the elegant pair, but she quickly returned her face to neutral when Courtney dug her elbow into Gloria's ribs.
Steven Burns, Cabinet Minister for Roads and Transport and heir apparent for The Labor Party leadership and his wife, Karen, walked up to Courtney and Gloria. They greeted Courtney warmly and kissed her on both cheeks before turning to face Mistress Gloria. The married pair's eyes wandered over her divinely curvy figure and checked out the naked woman standing behind Gloria's left shoulder.
Then, Steven turned and tugged on his wife's dress. It fell to the ground, revealing that his wife wore only tightly tied ropes around her enormous purple-coloured tits. Barbels through her pierced nipples attached to a chain that descended to her pierced clit. The woman turned and presented her plug-filled ass, then she knelt and put her forehead on the ground before Gloria's booted feet.
Steven kicked off his shoes and removed his clothes, revealing that his dick was encased in a clear hard-plastic cock cage. It was the tiniest todger Gloria, Courtney, and Cunt had ever seen, but no one commented. He knelt beside his wife. "May these worthless sluts serve you tonight, Mistress, please?" Steven pleaded in the deep, rumbling baritone Gloria so clearly remembered from his television interviews.
Gloria glanced wide-eyed at Courtney before remembering she, too, had signed on for this. Taking a calming breath and quietening her pounding heart, Gloria replied, "Perhaps. I already have one slave, my girl, Cunt, standing behind me. Another slave I'd call Todger would perhaps be useful. Stand beside Cunt behind me." Steven moved to where Gloria indicated. "Safe words?" Gloria queried.
"Red and Orange," Todger advised.
Gloria turned to Todger's wife, "But as for this useless piece of cunt meat," Gloria nudged the woman with her booted foot, "I'm not sure I have any purpose for her."
"Please let me serve, Mistress," Todger's wife begged.



"What does a useless cum bucket like you even offer?" Gloria sneered.
"I-I... I could carry your things," The woman stuttered desperately.
"I have Cunt for that."
"Umm... I could prepare your servants to receive your cock," Todger's wife pleaded.
"Why do you think I accepted your husband's service?" Gloria sneered.
"I offer nothing!" The woman wailed beseechingly. "Please, Mistress, I ache to serve you. Please allow me to."
"Take my boot's toe in your fat cunt and prove that you're worthy to serve me by cumming on it," Gloria demanded. "If you can and do, I might find some menial tasks you can do."
Gloria proved Courtney right again. She had an intuitive feel for what people's sexual needs were and had read the minister's wife's needs perfectly because the woman immediately flipped over, held Gloria's boot's heel, and lowered her cunt onto the upturned toe. The pointy end and about three inches more slid into the woman's cunt before the boot became too wide for the woman to take. She held tight and ground against Gloria's boot, forcing another inch into her severely distended cunt before climaxing. Her juices oozed around the boot and dripped onto the steps. She sagged off Gloria's foot and returned to her knees.
"Clean my boot with your tongue, worm," Gloria demanded disdainfully. "Don't you know better than to clean up after yourself?"
The minister's wife dropped her lips onto Gloria's boot eagerly and slurped her cunt juices from it. Cunt handed the woman a cloth, and she wiped her saliva clean, too.
"Your name is Cum Dump," Gloria informed her. "You will use your tongue to clean the cum from Cunt's, Todger's, and my orifices, plus any other tasks I deem fit for your saggy ass to do. Your safe words?"
"Red and orange," Cum Dump stated.
"Join the others behind me."
Courtney grinned joyfully as Cum Dump joined Cunt and Todger. She said, "Gathered yourself quite a collection there. Don't forget to get plenty for yourself, though, because you're not only here for others' benefit. Todger and Cum Dump are the last guests to check in, so let's join the party."
Chapter 20: The Party 1: Gloria.
Courtney led Gloria and her entourage across to what looked like a garage but was, in fact, a fully equipped Bdsm dungeon. Rubber gym mats covered the floor and extended halfway up the walls. Slings and suspension chairs descended from the ceiling. In the room's middle, a mud wrestling pit held several men and women fighting, trying to rip the others' clothing off. Another recessed area with a large inflatable kids' paddling pool was off to the side.
Scattered throughout the room were various slave crosses, leather-covered half-barrels, and boxes. Every item had a willing participant chained to it. They were surrounded by men and women in different stages of dress or undress who either watched and cheered, egged on the flogger, whip, or paddle holder, or actively participated.
Benches had willing sluts of both sexes tied to them. The sluts' holes were lewdly displayed, and their asses were often filled with a butt plug. To Gloria's left, a pretty blonde woman had a line of men at her head and cunt. By how much cum oozed from her three holes, these weren't the first to use her. Beyond her, Gloria saw Gin tied similarly. The fat man who Bianca had blown and fucked was sitting on Gin's hips, facing the pretty cross-dresser's feet. Gin's cock was buried deep in the man's ass. 'Sailor Moon', the fat man's wife, knelt, sucking her husband off. A second man was fucking her hefty ass as he whaled it with a paddle.
"Have fun," Courtney giggled before stripping off her singlet dress and kneeling in the paddling pool. Six men and two women immediately surrounded her, masturbating enthusiastically. The most daring of the eight, a muscular man Gloria recognised from televised rugby league, stepped closer and offered his cock to Courtney's lips. She took his thick cock in her hand and guided it into her mouth.
"Excuse me, Mistress," a cultured voice said from Gloria's right. "May I ask you to punish my slut? The disobedient whore keeps begging for me to bring you over."
Gloria faced the cultured voice and examined him. Then, drawing herself into icy disdain, she contemptuously said, "You are unworthy of her. Take me to her, and I will relieve you of your responsibilities. After introducing me to your girl, you will find Olivia and beg her to fuck your worthless ass. You will return with your fuck hole full of cum, or not return at all, and I will keep your girl as mine."
"Yes, Mistress," the cultured man said, directing Gloria to a statuesque redhead bent over between the upper arms of a St Andrew's cross. He left to find Olivia.
"Safe words?" Gloria asked the redhead scornfully, moving before the woman's head and pulling it back.
"Donut," she answered.
"All holes available?"
"Yes, Mistress" The woman assented.
"Cunt, get me a thick leather flogger from the wall. Todger, get this slut's holes ready for me. Cum Dump, kneel beside the slut's head. Maybe she'll teach you at least one useful trick to make putting up with you worthwhile."
Gloria's slaves quickly obeyed, and then Gloria grabbed a handful of the redhead's hair and pulled her head back painfully. "You'd better swallow it all without choking," Gloria warned. "Or there will be no delicious orgasms after your spanking."
"Yes, Mistress," the statuesque woman agreed.
Gloria eased the head of her 6-inch 'cock' into the woman's mouth. But once she was sure it was past the woman's teeth, she rammed it in until her pubic bone mashed against the redhead's lips. "Good slut," Gloria growled as the woman moaned around her cock. Todger's tongue had swept from her drooling entrance to her little brown star and back again.
The redhead sucked and slurped Gloria's 'cock' enthusiastically, showing off that she'd conquered her gag reflex. "Well done," Gloria congratulated before removing her cock from the woman's mouth. She took the flogger from Cunt's hands and moved behind the chained woman. Gloria pushed Todger aside and stuffed two fingers in the redhead's cunt. She was about to whale on the woman's ass before remembering Courtney's reminder to enjoy herself, too. Gloria thought that should apply equally to her slaves, too.
She instructed, "Cum Dump, find a willing man to suck off and bring his cum back in your mouth to show me. Todger, you miss out this time. Sorry, not sorry. Get your tongue stuffed into Cunt's ass and shove your fist into her cunt. Don't worry about her screams unless she yells 'cumquat', then you must stop. Cunt, you may suck my ass as I fuck this slut."
Cum Dump left, her eyes darting about as she searched for a willing semen donor. She found a man standing beside Courtney, watching avidly. She touched his shoulder, knelt, tipped her head back and opened her mouth. The man unzipped and pulled out a long, thin 8-inch tool. He slid it into Cum Dump's mouth.
Cunt knelt behind Gloria's generous ass and held her cheeks apart. She sniffed Gloria's ring experimentally before surrounding it with her lips and rimming Gloria's chocolate star. Her Mistress' appreciative moan told her she was doing well.
Todger lay on his back between Cunt's spread knees. With Cunt on her knees, Gloria's edict to 'stuff his tongue in her ass and fist her cunt' was almost impossible to obey. Todger did his best, tilting his head back to lick her ass and trying to leave room for his hand to enter Cunt's vagina. He got four fingers into her before his forehead was in the way.
Todger changed to his knees and managed to insert four fingers and his thumb down to the last knuckles into her cunt before he tried to lick her ass. Unfortunately, the angle was too great, and all he could do was tongue her cleft. 'I'm going to fail my Mistress' first task,' Todger thought bitterly. 'The first time Samuel has a full-blown Bdsm Mistress at one of his parties, and all my useless cunt self can do is fail.'
But then, Cunt shuffled back, lifted off her heels, and arched her ass back and up for him. Now, Todger could kneel and rest his upper body on his left hand and lower himself until he could push his face into Cunt's cleft. His tongue immediately stabbed into her anus. Bending his right elbow, Todger inserted his fingers into Cunt's vulva and worked on widening her gape. It gaped readily, and Todger's hand slid into Cunt's cunt. He closed it into a fist and fucked her with it viciously. Cunt came only seconds later, her cream coating Todger's fist and running across his wrist.
"Hurt me," Cunt pleaded into Gloria's ass.
Todger heard her and replaced his tongue with his left hand. Todger balanced by leaning his upper chest against Cunt's lower back. That enabled him to force four fingers at once into Cunt's ass. She screamed and orgasmed again, soaking Todger's arm down to the elbow. Todger pulled back, added his thumb, and rammed it in again. Cunt screamed again, but she pushed her ass back, and Todger's hand slid into her ass. He started double-fisting the skinny woman's holes, and Cunt continued to scream and cum on his hands.
Meanwhile, above them, Gloria had rested her flogger on the redhead's lower back. She was busily using her skilful fingers to bring the tall, muscular woman to a series of mini climaxes. Working a thumb into the redhead's ass caused another minor but climbing orgasm. Knowing the woman's needs, Gloria exchanged her thumb for her middle finger and pulled her right hand's fingers from the redhead's cunt. Then, finger-banging the older woman's ass, Gloria reached around and grabbed the clamp on the woman's nipple. She twisted it cruelly as she spun her finger in enlarging circles inside her ass.
"Faaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrkkkkkkkkkkkk!!!!!!!!" The redhead screamed as her body convulsed, and she squirted lady cum from her fluttering open and closed pussy.
Gloria immediately picked up the flogger and ruthlessly whacked the redhead's muscular ass, raising vicious red welts across it. Gloria pulled her finger from the woman's ass and shoved three fingers into her cunt. The redhead screamed several more times as intense climactic events blasted through her. Eventually, the woman's synapses overloaded, and she passed briefly from this world.
The man with the cultured voice rejoined them. He knelt, exposing his ass and the cum oozing from it. "An interesting experience," he said urbanely. "I've never been fucked in the ass before."
'Oops!' Gloria inwardly giggled. 'However, Cum Ass didn't use his safe words, so allowing Olivia to fuck his ass is on him.' "Glad you enjoyed it," Gloria said dismissively as Cum Dump dropped to her knees beside Cum Ass. She opened her mouth to show it was full of semen. She swallowed at Gloria's nod. "I'll turn this gorgeously willing slut back over to you. Enjoy the rest of the night."
"Best party ever, thanks to you," Cum Ass replied. "I hope to see you here regularly now. You're a delightful addition to Samuel's regulars and sorely needed."
"Thank you, kind sir," Gloria acknowledged, her voice unintentionally mellowing to match his.
"Please, Mistress," Cum Ass pleaded. "Do not lose your raunchy bawdiness. For that would be a crime too dire to contemplate."
Gloria winked, gathered her entourage, and looked for other play opportunities. She found most people were already in pairs or more, so she returned her attention to her three slaves and their needs. Cunt walked gingerly, her holes stretched severely and struggling to return to normal. Todger had to be hurting from being unable to go hard despite the erotic scenes playing around him. His wife, Cum Dump, had received no reward yet either. She took them to a long, leather-covered, narrow bench.
"Cunt, take a washer from my bag, go to the changerooms and wet it. Then return to me with it. Todger and Cum Dump, kneel over the bench and spread your arse cheeks." Then in a loud voice, she added, "Anyone who wants to be pegged in their ass or fucked in their cunt, join my sluts bent over the bench."
Two more guys and a woman moved and took their places on the bench. Cunt returned to Gloria's side. Gloria took the washer and carefully cleaned her 'cock'. Before handing it back to Cunt. "Start with Todger and begin preparing their asses and/or cunts for my cock. Hand me the flogger first."
Cunt obeyed, digging the flogger out of the bag and handing it to Gloria. Then, she knelt behind Todger and rimmed his ass with her tongue. Adding more moisture, Cunt worked a finger into Todger's colon. It parted quickly, and she inserted a second and third finger before forcing them apart.
"Ready, Mistress," Cunt said, removing her fingers and shifting to the next body on the bench.
Gloria eased her 'cock' into Todger's anus. "Can you cum from P-spot stimulation?" She asked as her abdomen rested against Todger's ass.
"Yes, Mistress," Todger gasped. "It's the only way I can get off."
"Good," Gloria said, sliding her cock back and forth, searching for the right angle to scrape it across Todger's prostate. On the fourth thrust into her slave's ass, Todger jumped and moaned. 'Gotcha!' Gloria thought exultantly. Maintaining that angle, Gloria fucked Todger firmly. Todger moaned and groaned, precum pouring from his cock, until, with one final hefty thump, Gloria drove him over the precipice of his P-spot orgasm.
"Gaaaah!" Todger groaned as his entire body locked into a rictus, and semen shot through his cock cage onto the floor beneath him.
Cum Dump was next, and as Gloria waited patiently for Cunt to clean and sterilise her 'cock', she considered what the needy woman required to satiate her needs. Suddenly, Gloria knew. Cum Dump was similar to Courtney in that she had an innate need to be demeaned and humiliated. She smiled inwardly, knowing Courtney's paddling pool would have two extra bodies tonight.
"Who wants to take this slut to Courtney's paddling pool and cum and piss on her?" She asked loudly.
"Nooo," Cum Dump whiningly protested as a man and woman helped her to her feet. She hadn't used her safe words, so the couple dragged her after them.
Another man was next in line. He looked nervously back over his shoulder and said, "I've never had anything in my ass before. Please be gentle."
"Of course, honey," Gloria soothed. "I have a smaller 'cock' in my bag. Give me a minute to put it on, and I'll take care of you, okay?"
"No. I'd, umm, like to try that one, please. It seems about the same size as the one on the tranny here."
"Olivia, Gin, or Bianca?" Gloria asked. "Mine's smaller than Gin's and Olivia's but bigger than Bianca's."
"The pretty Asian tranny."
"That's Gin. Her cock is a little bigger than mine."
"But if I can't take yours, I won't be able to take hers," the nervous man pointed out.
"You make a good point," Gloria admitted, wondering how to approach Nervous Man's anal deflowering. She knew Nervous Man wouldn't accept Todger preparing him for her to fuck, and didn't think doing it herself fitted with her Mistress persona. So, that left Cunt. "Prepare this slut's ass for me to take," Gloria growled, cuffing Cunt's head.
Cunt dropped to her knees and immediately rimmed Nervous Man's ass. She reached between his legs and gripped his thick 8+ inch cock and jacked him as she prepared his ass to take its first cock. Nervous Man moaned and pushed back against Cunt's invading tongue. She accepted his hint and slid her index finger into his ass, searching for his prostate. She found it, and Nervous Man jumped before groaning again.
Meanwhile, Todger had recovered from and cleaned up his orgasm. It was the first climax he'd had in over a month, and although he felt relieved, he was still horny and hoped Gloria would get him off again or instruct someone else to do it. Steven (Todger) and Karen's (Cum Dump's) last Domme had gone rogue on them, threatening to expose their extra-marital activities if they didn't pay her a lot of money.
Fortunately, Steven was able to have the woman arrested and keep the scandal out of the papers. Karen and he had refused to allow their Domme to take pictures, so at least there wasn't that problem. Nor had they ever exchanged lewd texts with their Domme, so even if the story dropped into the press' laps, it would be a convicted felon's word against the word of the Prime Minister's staunchest ally. Steven had to confess their adulterous activities to the Prime Minister so a newspaper report or reporter couldn't ambush him and leave him looking like a fool who had placed a deviate as his closest advisor.
Steven had always felt inferior to women because his tiny cocklet couldn't satisfy even the tightest of virgins. Luckily, he met Karen at a Uni party. Karen was the biggest slut on campus but quite a wide margin. At the parties, she'd allowed trains to be run through her dirty cunt, accepted multiple cocks in all orifices simultaneously, and ate pussy with abandon.
Karen had allowed Steven to use her well-worn cunt to relieve himself of his virginity despite Steven's miniature-sized cocklet. Steven had impressed her immensely when he cleaned her up after he'd cum in her and then stayed to clean her again after someone else had filled her whore's cunt. Steven and Karen became an item, but Steven encouraged her instead of dissuading Karen from her promiscuous ways. Eventually, on his own accord, Steven began using his tongue and mouth to clean Karen's cum-oozing cunt and ass.
Karen adored the orgasms that having Steven use his mouth to clean the cum from her whore body gave her, and they became a permanent item before getting engaged and then married. When Steven started climbing the political ladder towards the cabinet or even higher, Karen reined in her whorish ways. But her inner slut was never far from the surface, and she regularly came home with her cunt and/or ass full of cum, sometimes more than one man's, for her husband to clean.
Then, Steven met Samuel at a Bronco's supporter event. He immediately suspected the suave older man was gay, but that didn't concern him, and the men became fast friends. Not long after that, Samuel invited him and Karen to a party. Samuel assured Steven that no phones or cameras were allowed and that he and Courtney Murray carefully vetted every potential attendee.
Steven confirmed that Courtney Murray was that Courtney Murray, the radio presenter and TV weather reporter, and having heard nothing since the scandalous court case and nothing at all about Samuel's parties, he knew attending would be safe. He and Karen came to the very next event, and they were hooked. Samuel's parties were a safe outlet for his and Karen's sluttish desires. Karen placed her husband in a chastity cage to save him embarrassment about his tiny cock, and the cage justified why he didn't fuck anyone at the events. Everyone assumed he was submissive to his wife and in chastity at her insistence. That embellishment suited the Burns couple perfectly.
Steven returned his attention to being Todger, Mistress Gloria's willing cunt slave. Despite enjoying eating anonymous men's cum from his wife's cunt and ass, Steven wasn't actually gay or even bisexual. He'd encouraged Olivia to fuck him once, and although the act wasn't unpleasant, he found no real pleasure in it, either. Masculine men did nothing for his libido. Therefore, he hoped Gloria wouldn't insist he prepare the guy she'd named Nervous Man's ass for her 'cock, and was grateful when she instructed Cunt to.
Gloria smiled at Todger when he moved beside her. She whispered, "I know you're embarrassed about your cock size but don't be. I bet your oral skills more than make up for your lack of width and length. Once I've finished with these sluts, you and I will find a quiet corner, and you can show me your skills. Then, I'm betting I can give you the best blowjob you've ever had."



Todger's cock lurched in his cage at her words, and he found he wanted what Gloria offered. Despite the many women who flung themselves at him, Todger could count his conquests on less than one whole hand. His teenage experience of women laughing at his diminutive cock meant he'd shied away from women other than Karen ever since.
Then Gloria shocked him even more. "I have a friend, Luna, who has the shallowest cunt of anyone I've ever known. I know she'd love a muscular, powerful man like yourself pounding her because it's something she's never gotten to experience. Even Bianca's five-inch cock is too much for her if he tries to pound her. Samuel and Courtney have my number, so please call me. Bianca and I would love to host your wife and you, and I'll invite Luna."
"This slut's ready, Mistress," Cunt advised. "His boy-cunt can accept three of my fingers easily."
Turning back to her task, Gloria squatted behind Nervous Man and gently asked, "Ready, honey?"
"Gently, please," Nervous Man begged.
"Get underneath him and suck his cock, Cunt," Gloria instructed as she slowly stroked her 'cock' along Nervous Man's cleft. His guttural groan showed Gloria that Cunt was doing her job.
Looking at Todger, she added, "Stuff your hand back in Cunt's ass. Ignore her protests unless she yells 'cumquat'." Todger gulped but covered his hand with lube and forced it back inside Cunt's rectum. Her profoundly deep moan convinced Todger Gloria had read her slave correctly again. "Make her hurt," Gloria demanded. "Slap her cunt and twist her nipples. I want to hear that slut squeal."
"Oh, fuck!" Nervous Man grunted, close to spitting his lollies into Cunt's slurping mouth. The sheer lewdness of the conversation above him had Nervous Man's motors redlining.
Gloria eased her 'cock' into Nervous Man's ass as she stroked his lower back softly and whispered encouragements. With Cunt's expert preparation, Nervous Man's virgin ass opened readily, and he only jerked a little as Gloria's cock pared his knot apart. Gloria slid slowly into the young man until her pelvis pressed against his ass. Then, she held still, allowing him to grow accustomed to being anally penetrated.
Nervous Man groaned and tentatively pushed back at the invading cock, and Gloria pulled back before sliding back in. She repeated, and that time, her cock's tip hit Nervous Man's prostate. He immediately orgasmed into Cunt's sucking, swirling mouth.
"Oh, wow!" He gasped happily. "That was fucking awesome!"
"Do you want to go again?" Gloria asked.
"I'd like Gin to fuck me next," Nervous Man declined.
Gloria backed out of the young man's ass and instructed Cunt to clean him up. Groaning painfully and turning around with Todger's fist remaining in her gaping ass, Cunt obliged, cleaning Gloria's cock next. Nervous Man pulled his pants up and left.
Todger wasn't being rough enough with Cunt, and she wasn't cresting as quickly as Gloria wanted. So, Gloria took her flogger out of her bag and brought it viciously down onto Cunt's left nipple. She repeated that strike on her right one and then hit Cunt's clit even harder. Cunt's knees lifted, her hips thrust off the ground, trying to force Todger's hand deeper into her ass, and Cunt screamed as she climaxed and squirted on Todger's arm. Her pussy juices blew out of her vulva, soaking Todger's arm to his elbow.
The woman bent over the bench beside Nervous Man, lifted her head, saw the flogger in Gloria's hands, the welts on Cunt's tits, and Todger's fist buried in Cunt's ass, gasped and bolted.
"Hah!" The man beside her on the bench spat triumphantly at her departure. "My turn!" He looked challengingly at Gloria. "I need lube but no other preparation, and I bet I can take more and harder flogs than your slut there." He lay on his back instead of his stomach like the others had.
"Bet accepted," Gloria said evenly as she cleaned, sterilised, and oiled her 'cock'. She rubbed some oil onto Confident Boy's rosebud before lifting and parting his knees and positioning her strap-on on his boy-cunt. Then, she rammed her cock home and brought the flogger stingingly down onto Confident Boy's broad chest. Gloria pulled back and rammed home again. This time, she whacked Confident Boy's left nipple. She did it again, hitting his right one.
Confident Boy looked at her smugly and disdainfully said, "Is that it? The best you've got?"
'You're so going down,' Gloria thought as she pulled out of Confident Boy's ass and stood. She unbuckled the strap-on she had on and got a much larger one from her bag. She buckled the thick, 12-inch monster in place and covered it with oil.
"Now we're talking," Confident Boy crowed. "Something I can actually feel."
Gloria sat with her thighs spread around Confident Boy's muscular ass. She held his ankles together and lifted his legs until his ass rose to meet her 'cock'. Holding Confident Boy's ankles with her right hand, Gloria took her cock in her left hand and eased it into his ass. Confident Boy's ass accepted the extra girth readily enough for Gloria to remorselessly slide her strap-on's entire length into his boy-cunt.
Confident Boy wriggled uncomfortably, trying to relax his sphincter and take Gloria's enormous 'cock' without complaint. He eyed Gloria dubiously, wondering why she hadn't fucked him hard and made him beg for mercy.
She smiled, "Safe words?" She asked.
"Dynamo," Confident Boy stated.
"Do you need to use it?"
"No," Confident Boy denied. But Gloria knew she had him. He'd break and be her bitch shortly.
Gloria released Confident Boy's ankles and let them fall. Then, she grabbed his big balls with her left hand and forced a gap between them and Confident Boy's rampantly erect 8+ inch cock. Next, Gloria poured oil on his cock and gripped it with her right hand. Finally, Gloria pumped her hips, thrusting her 'cock' in and out of Confident Boy's painfully fluttering ass.
As Confident Boy's sphincter loosened, Gloria increased the length and forcefulness of her thrusts into him. Feeling his ass loosen, Confident Boy grinned triumphantly at Gloria. But then, Gloria pulled all but the tip out of his distended colon and rammed it back in. Simultaneously, she ripped his ball sack down and quickly jacked his hefty cock.
Confident Boy groaned as Gloria fucked him into oblivion. He held on, desperate to prove his worth, but Cunt had taken his ankles and moved them until Gloria's cock deliciously speared across his colon with every in and out thrust. The intensity of the feeling was too much. Confident Boy would have lost his chocolates anyway, but then, Cunt took over stroking his cock, and Gloria whacked his left nipple with her flogger.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuucccccccccckkkkkkkkkkk iiiiiiiiiiiiitttttttttttt!" Confident Boy screamed as his prostate cramped, his balls snapped against his shaft, and huge globules of cum exploded from his cock.
Cunt wrapped her thin lips around Confident Boy's dick and eagerly swallowed his load. After he stopped cumming, she straightened, gulped, and smacked her lips delightedly. "Young man's goo. Always delicious!"
"You lose," Gloria gloated. "Be thankful I don't demand you join my other slaves. Now fuck off. We have many more to take care of."
Now 'Not So Confident Boy' staggered off, still totally naked, but with his ass severely gaped.
There were no more people waiting to be pegged, but Gloria knew she needed to take care of the needs of the remaining slaves. Cunt had been serviced by Todger quite severely twice, but her core need to suffer pain wasn't met. Plus, Todger couldn't have been satisfied with his one orgasm. She was unconcerned about Cum Dump because she knew Courtney would see to her needs.
Gloria thought she'd seen a medical kit further into their alcove. Not a first-aid kit, but an actual medical kit. She walked across to look for it. She found it on a wheeled table next to an unoccupied suspension cross. Opening the kit, Gloria found what she hoped to: A number of hermetically sealed piercing needles. Gloria had only used these items once before. It was under the careful gaze of a Bdsm Mistress at a university party to which she'd been invited. However, their usage was pretty straightforward, so she felt confident in her ability to use them correctly.
She sent Todger to get his cage's key, and then Gloria hand-cuffed cunt's hands together and attached the cuffs to the suspension frame. Next, she cuffed Cunt's ankles into the fixed cuffs on the frame's base. Then, she used the frame's ratchet to stretch her slave until her wrists and ankles strained against the cuffs.
Gloria walked around the frame, critically examining Cunt's acutely stretched body to ensure she was safe. On her way around the suspension frame, Gloria found some weighted nipple clamps and a cordless 'magic wand' massager on a portable stand. Chuckling evilly, Gloria grabbed two heavily weighted nipple clamps and the stand. Then, she removed cunt's existing clamps and replaced them with the new, heavier ones. Next, Gloria set the clamps' weights swinging, placed the wand's head firmly against Cunt's clit, and turned it on maximum. Cunt moaned deeply, enjoying the pain and vibrating sensations. She wriggled to ensure the weights kept moving and hauling on her extended nipples.
Todger returned, and they left Cunt to percolate and walked to a spare bench nearby. Gloria accepted Todger's cage key and freed his tiny <4-inch cock and minuscule balls. Then, unbuckling her strap-on and putting it aside, Gloria lay back on the bench and guided Todger's head between her wobbly thighs and onto her dripping cunt.
Todger's tongue, mouth, and fingers proved to be almost as gifted as Barry's, and Gloria marvelled about how much women who insisted their men had at least a seven-inch cock missed out on. Gloria thought large-dicked men were a lot like beautiful women. As beautiful women thought their beauty should be enough to satisfy their men, large-dicked men thought their enormous cock's should be enough to make a woman ready for them. There were exceptions, like Ben, for instance. But most large-dicked men dropped their wangs out and expected women to go ga-ga.
Gloria relaxed and allowed Todger to take her on a sexual journey. His fingers deftly probed her ass and cunt, skilfully finding Gloria's G-spot and massaging it adroitly. Todger added intensity and a little pain when required as he read Gloria's responses to his expert ministrations. Before long, Gloria climaxed as heavily as she ever had and was delighted with her slave's performance.
It was her turn. Gloria had promised Todger the best blowjob of his life and wasn't about to disappoint him. Gloria exchanged places with her eager slave and knelt on the bench between his muscular thighs. Cupping Todger's minuscule balls in her hand, Gloria sucked his diminutive but throbbingly erect cock into her talented mouth. Relishing the freedom of not having to worry about being choked, Gloria sucked, salivated over, and lashed Todger's penis. She gently massaged his balls, pulling them away from his slender shaft and stretching the skin on Todger's frenulum, increasing its sensitivity.
"Oh, Gawd," Todger groaned, unable to believe how much his new Mistress seemed to enjoy soaking his cock in her warm, wet mouth or how gifted her oral skills were. Todger held his orgasm at bay, enjoying what Gloria was doing immensely and unwilling to let it end. However, she was too much for him, as she was for almost every man in her life, and Todger ejaculated into her sucking, swirling mouth.
Gloria let his cock out of her mouth. Todger sighed luxuriantly before opening his eyes and meeting her questioning gaze. "You damn well know that was the best blowjob I've ever had," he amusedly growled.
"Yeah, I do," Gloria simpered, grinning proudly.
Although her body ached for further relief, Gloria reluctantly wiped her mouth and got to her feet. "Leave your cock free," she instructed. "It's time to stop being embarrassed and accept you have what you do and that many women will enjoy not being choked or hurt by you and will love your oral skills."
"If only that were true," Todger muttered. However, Gloria's eager acceptance of what he had and offered made him feel better about himself than he had since learning in his teenage years that he was way less than average in the cock department.
Gloria and Todger returned to where Cunt hung against her cuffs, her slender, saggy body covered in sweat and convulsing in orgasm every few minutes. Gloria pulled the massager away from her slave's drooling cunt and moved the wheeled table into its place.
Word quickly went out that someone was about to use the needle kit, and a crowd swiftly formed around Cunt's stretched body. Gloria looked around and thought, 'Fuck! I hope I don't screw this up and damage the poor thing forever!' Still, she knew that Cunt was a total pain slut and wouldn't care even if she was scarred for life.
"Do you need to use your safe word?" Gloria asked, showing Cunt the needle kit. "I must warn you that this is the first time I've done this without supervision, so if you need to bail, I won't be offended."
Cunt shook her head. "I'm willing," she panted, arousal pouring down her inner thighs. "Hurt me, please. Hurt me until I scream."
"As you wish," Gloria agreed. She picked up a needle and some tissue forceps. Squeezing Cunt's left nipple in the forceps, Gloria pulled the flesh out until it was stretched to its limits. Then, she forced the piercing needle horizontally through the nipple until it exited the other side.
"Ah, ah, ah," Cunt grunted, fresh arousal coating her thighs.
Gloria picked up another needle and pushed it vertically through the same nipple, closer to the breast than the first. Fresh blood ran down Cunt's breast and stomach.
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Cunt groaned, climaxing to the sweet pain in her nipple.
Gloria released Cunt's left nipple and gripped her right. Then, she repeated the actions on that one, carefully ensuring the piercings closely matched. Cunt orgasmed again as her right nipple was pierced a second time. Next, Gloria inserted needles into Cunt's breasts, encircling her areolae. Twelve piercings circled each areola, and almost all leaked blood around the needle that flowed onto Cunt's lower body.
Cunt had exploded into sexual nirvana. The intense pain combined with the awed murmurings of her adoring audience and Todger's ministrations with his mouth and tongue on her dripping pussy had overwhelmed Cunt's mind, and it currently tripped through the cosmos as she orgasmed repeatedly.
It eventually became too much, and she passed out, glad her safeword remained unuttered. Cunt attended Samuel's parties because they were as close as she got to getting what she needed. At every party, there were at least two or three attendees prepared to whip, flog, or beat her until she bled and climaxed. But Gloria was the first to satiate her need for pain entirely. As Cunt drifted through bliss, she hoped Gloria would at least attend every subsequent party and wished she'd give Cunt her number and allow her to meet her between events. After her masterful performance tonight, Gloria's dating book would be even more crowded. Bianca's would be, too.
Realising her slave had had enough, Gloria gently removed the needles from cunt's nipples and tits. She disposed of them in the provided sharps container. The medical kit contained a bottle of medicinal alcohol, and Gloria soaked a clean cloth in it before carefully cleaning the blood up.
Cunt woke up when Gloria released the ratchet and undid her cuffs. She smiled lovingly at the big-titted, broad-hipped dominant and offered her lips to be kissed. "I don't think I can walk," Cunt murmured after receiving a loving kiss from Gloria and Todger. "Will you please carry me to the paddling pool and let me kneel beside Courtney? Mistress, please, will you come by later and piss on me?"
"I will," Gloria promised. She already planned to piss in Courtney's mouth, so it wouldn't be a chore to wee in Cunt's too.
"I'll carry her," Todger offered.
Gloria agreed and watched her remaining two slaves walk away. Despite wanting to be hugged by her fiancé, she shrugged, straightened her shoulders and girded herself to re-enter the fray. But before she could search for more willing victims, powerfully muscular arms surrounded her chubby body, and she was lifted and turned into a hairy chest. Massive amounts of barely covered titty flesh were pushed against her back.
"That was a seriously erotic demonstration, Glory Girl," Ben's masculine voice rumbled in his broad chest. "But I know your needy cunt needs a cock in it. So shut up and enjoy."
"Yeah, you tubby tart," Emily giggled from behind her. "Shut up and enjoy!"
Ben laid her back on the bench, pushed her legs apart, and ploughed into her willing cunt. Emily lowered her pussy onto Gloria's mouth and fingered Gloria's clitoris. "Cum for us, Glory," the bubble-butted youngster demanded, grinding her sweet cunt against Gloria's lips.
Gloria ignored Emily's demand and instead thrust her tongue into the young woman's cunt. 'Ben's already cum in this slut.' Gloria realised, recognising Ben's semen's taste. Gloria didn't care and tongued Emily eagerly.
Gloria spent the rest of the party playing with Ben and Emily, her Mistress duties done.
Chapter 21: The Party 2: Bianca.
Barry had never felt more desirable in his entire life. Olivia had transformed him into a red-hot chicky babe that Barry knew all of his friends would fuck in an instant.
Until Ben introduced him to Gloria, Barry was wholly unsuccessful in attracting women. Modern women used trickery, smoke, and mirrors to move themselves from fives and sixes, where Barry knew he was, to sevens, eights and nines, depending on their makeup, body contouring clothes skills, and fashion sense.
Most women he was attracted to immediately moved him into the 'friend zone'. Barry knew it was because of his underwhelming five-inch cock. However, it was primarily because of his diffident, self-conscious personality. Barry lacked the confident self-esteem that most women were attracted to. It didn't help that Barry often wondered if he wasn't gay. He enjoyed tranny porn and regularly imagined being fucked in his ass by a transgirl.
An acquaintance introduced Barry to the Biaustralia website, and Barry regularly shaved his groin, perineum, ass, and balls, stole a pair of his mother's knickers, put them on, concentrated the camera onto his bare, knicker-covered cock, and broadcast to the entire Biaustralia audience. He'd whacked off many times with other knicker and panty fetishists.
Now, here he was in a fetish dungeon, surrounded by approximately thirty people, and many of them either eyed him appreciatively or speculatively. Women who he knew in his male persona would ignore him, their eyes skipping over him unseen, groped his throbbing cock, felt his 'breasts', and stuffed their tongues down his throat. Men also kissed and felt him up, something he was beginning to enjoy immensely, although not as much as the women.
Barry took a deep, relaxing breath and reasserted her Bianca personality. Barry would be wholly overwhelmed by this situation. Bianca, however, the slut she was, would relish every grope and kiss and return them tenfold. Bianca was only four steps into the room when a married couple took her hands and whisked her away to a wide leather bench.
The woman fell on her back on the bench, lifted and spread her knees, and exposed her bare, dripping cunt. Her husband dropped his pants and kicked them away and then leapt between his wife's salaciously spread legs and drove his cock into her cunt. Then, the woman held her husband's ass cheeks apart, displaying his plug-filled ass, and said, "Fuck Brian's ass, honey."



Bianca eased Brian's butt plug out and replaced it with her cock. Fucking men was still a new experience for her, but the combination of Viagra and the little pink pill had Bianca's libido racing and her cock throbbing and dripping precum. She was eager to fuck or be fucked by anyone. So, it only took a few pumps before she worked out how to kneel with her knees outside the man's ass, balance on his lower back, and fuck him hard.
"Fuck him!" The woman growled, arching her back and thrashing her hips up at Brian. "Oh, fuck him hard! Make him squeal like the little bitch he is!"
Bianca did her best to comply but knew her mediocre cock wasn't big enough to make many people scream. However, her vicious thumps into Brian's ass seemed to encourage the writhing, moaning woman beneath him. She muttered epithets and jammed her hips up to meet Brian's descending cock.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!" The woman moaned, her orgasm peaking and blowing her mind away.
Brian climaxed next, grunting as he pumped jizz into his girlfriend's spasming cunt.
Despite her balls being held away from her shaft, the sublimeness of these new sensations caused Bianca to cum, too. The stretch caused by her balls being prevented from tightening against her shaft and cum made them ache, but the pain seemed to add to her orgasm's intensity, and Bianca's vision turned grey momentarily.
Bianca almost regretfully pulled out of Brian's ass when she felt him push against her. The couple thanked her and left to find other distractions. Bianca nearly staggered to one of the sinks scattered around the walls and carefully washed her cock and balls. She was amazed to find the orgasm hadn't softened her cock nor doused her rampant arousal. So, she moved through the room to see who else might want her.
Bianca saw and spoke to several women she'd have liked to get it on with, but her natural reticence and Gloria's edict to only couple with those who initiated it kept her cock out of another hole. That was until a nearly naked, twenty-ish man asked if he could suck her cock.
Bianca had tried to remain mostly silent because she knew her voice gave her away. But Olivia had taught Bianca a trick that allowed her to create a Bea Arthur-type woman's voice. Olivia had worked on that much more until her voice sounded entirely feminine. But the Bea Arthur voice was the best Bianca could hope for in such a short period.
"Of course, honey," Bianca agreed in her Bea Arthur voice. She took the boy's hand and led him to an empty bench. "Do you want to kneel before me and suck me off, or would you prefer me to lie down?"
"Umm, I've never sucked a cock before," the young man admitted. "I'm not sure what to do."
Feeling worldly and experienced for the first time in her thirty-five-year life, Bianca hummed, "Oh, honey, you'll love it! It feels so powerful when you sense their balls tightening against their shafts, and you know they're going to cum in your mouth."
"Oh, wow!" The boy exclaimed. "May I, please?" Bianca nodded. "What do I do?" He queried.
"You've had your cock sucked, right?" Bianca asked. The young man nodded. "Then do to mine what you like having done to yours."
"That simple, huh?"
"That simple," Bianca confirmed, nodding her head.
Bianca leaned back on her hands and moved her hips to the bench's edge. The pleat covering her throbbing 5-inch cock slid aside, and the young man knelt nervously, his eyes fixated on the gently bobbing cock before him. He moaned wantingly before shakily reaching his hand out and grabbing Bianca's stem. He moaned again before slowly lowering his lips onto Bianca's glans. The boy's tongue darted out and tasted the precum oozing from Bianca's cock's eye.
He thought, 'Not so bad.' And let his lips engulf Bianca's glans. Bianca's pleasured groan encouraged the young man, and he ran his tongue around her cock's head before tentatively sucking.
Bianca desperately wanted to grab the young man's head and jam her aching cock into his mouth but knew she had to let him set the pace. There might be a need for her to become more dominant shortly, but if she did now, she'd terrify the young man and possibly scare him away from ever sucking a cock again. So, instead, she moaned appreciatively and moved her hips a minuscule amount up, encouraging the youngster to accept a little more.
The man willingly complied, letting Bianca's cock slide into his mouth. He managed to fit almost all of it in before it hit his gag reflex. The twenty-ish boy choked and retched but gamely tried again.
"Take it slowly, honey," Bianca crooned. "When you feel my boy-clitty nearing your gag reflex, stop there and swallow repeatedly until the need to gag goes away, then try to take a little more. You can do it, darling. I know you can."
The young man tried again but had to back away. Then the third time, Bianca's entire cock slid into his mouth.
"Well done, baby," Bianca cooed, stroking the boy's hair. "Do you want me to cum in your mouth? I'm close, honey. So, you need to let me know if you don't soon, okay?" Bianca could feel the young man nodding as she stroked his hair, so Bianca gently pumped her hips, encouraging her man to bob his head. He took her hint and began sliding his warm mouth back and forth along her shaft. "Close, baby," Bianca warned. "If you don't want me to cum in your mouth, take me out now and jack me off."
The young man groaned around Bianca's slender cock before wrapping two fingers around her shaft and pumping her into his mouth. The unexpected extra stimulation jumped Bianca off her peak, and with a loud groan, she ejaculated into the young man's mouth.
The boy gagged once before he could swallow her gift, but his face lit up radiantly when he did. "I was pretty good, huh?"
"You were magnificent, baby," Biance cooed, refusing to drift into post-coital bliss. She had a job to do.
"Can I fuck you now?"
"Of course, honey," Bianca allowed. "Do you want me on my back, front, or knees?"
"Can I kiss you?" He asked.
"Yes," Bianca replied.
"Even with your cum in my mouth?"
"Honey, if any man or girl you've blown won't kiss you afterwards, refuse to suck them off or eat them out again until they do. I want to show you that I appreciate you making me cum, and kissing you is part of that."
"On your back then, please."
Bianca lay back, lifted and spread her knees. She reached between her thighs and pulled the butt plug out, and placed it aside. Her fuck hole gaped lewdly and pulsed, trying to close up again. The young man gulped, staring at her slippery fuck hole. He gulped again and dropped his pants. 'Fuck! I'm glad Gloria insisted on such a big butt plug!' Bianca marvelled. "I thought Samuel was huge, but that thing's fucking massive!'
Seeing Bianca's wide-eyed stare, the youngster said, "It's okay if you don't want to fuck me. Most girls are too scared even to try. The women here seem to love it, though."
"I want it in me, baby," Bianca asserted. Bianca knew Gloria wanted to see her take Nigel's horse cock, and thought this young man's would be a significant step in that direction. She patted her hole. "Be gentle, though, okay?"
The young man nodded before covering Bianca's body. She reached between them as he balanced on his left hand and helped him to guide his almost 10-inch cock into her fuck hole. The youngster's circumference was around the same as Bianca's plug, so he slid into her, experiencing little resistance until he hit her knot.
"Push," Bianca demanded, knowing the cock would hit her prostate as soon it parted her knot.
He did, and Bianca groaned loudly, delighted by the sensation of the young man's cock sliding firmly over her P-spot. Her cock throbbed and gushed precum, and she knew she'd cum shortly. Gritting her teeth to stop her imminent explosion, Bianca gasped. "Fuck me and fill my whore's cum hole, honey. Make me your slut."
The youngster moaned and collapsed onto Bianca's tits. She wrapped her thighs around his hips and pushed her ass up to meet his thrusts. He kissed her, and Bianca allowed the young man to take ownership of her mouth, just as she'd let him take her ass. The young man pumped twice more before ramming his cock into her depths and holding still, his enormous cock spewing cum into Bianca's bowels.
"Gaaaaaaaawwwwwdddddd!!!!!!" They moaned in unison as Bianca's girly penis spat cum between their bellies.
The young man rested on Bianca's satiated body for a few moments before he regretfully pulled out of her, a flood of semen following his withdrawal. He struggled to his feet before thanking her, pulling his pants on and staggering away.
Bianca lay on the bench in a post-orgasmic daze until she felt a warm washer cleaning her belly, cock and balls. "Slut!" Olivia admonished as she lifted Bianca's knees and cleaned her abused anus. Olivia pushed the nozzle of a douche bottle into Bianca's ass and squeezed. She felt lukewarm water gushing into her bowel before she sat up quickly.
"Gotta go!" She said panickily. She scurried to the loos, desperately trying to keep her sphincter closed long enough to get there before she released the water. She made it barely in time and sat gratefully. She cleaned up and returned to the bench and a giggling Olivia. "Bitch!" She spat before accepting a glass of wine and her plug from Olivia, which Olivia had cleaned and re-oiled. She squatted briefly and reinserted it into her ass.
Olivia clinked glasses with her before they sipped. Then, Olivia giggled again before concernedly asking, "You doing okay? I know I was a bit overwhelmed my first couple of times."
Bianca took another sip and considered before saying, "I'm doing fantastic, you know? This is the first time I've ever felt desirable. People want to fuck me and be fucked by me. They compliment me on how I look and want to talk to me. That just doesn't happen to me."
"Yeah," Olivia agreed. "But now you need to decide who's the real you. Because if it's Bianca, you must have that conversation with Gloria now. I know she wants kids, which will have to be soon, given she's already thirty-seven. You can't give those to her if you go down the Bianca route."
"Did you consider remaining as Olivia?" Bianca asked curiously.
"If Courtney hadn't escaped Hannah's demented control, they'd have forced gender reassignment surgery on me. Hannah wanted me completely off the board because she knew I was the only one who could take Courtney off her. However, being Olivia full-time would never have been my choice. She's fun to take out of the closet and play with once a month, but that's as far as I want to go."
"Even though she's beautiful and popular?"
"So is John," Olivia pointed out. "Well, handsome and popular."
"Barry isn't," Bianca said dejectedly.
"Yet, Gloria chose you over the many, many men who want her. Ben thinks enough of you to encourage Courtney to invite you and Gloria to this party. Courtney and I like you enough to take you under our wings, and Samuel sees enough potential in you both to allow you into his home. Trust me, although he has many guests at these events, very few get invited into his home outside of that."
She added, "I think being Bianca allows the real you to appear. Take the confidence that Bianca has into being Barry, and let that be you. If you and Gloria work with us, we'll make you fitter, tone you up, show you how to move comfortably amongst the wealthy, and teach you how to generate wealth. Well, Ben will do that part because although Courtney's pretty good at it, I'm clueless."
"You guys are like filthy rich, though?" Barry queried.
"Me big football player," Olivia grunted, mocking herself. "I run, catch, kick football. You give John much money cos John good!"
"Yeah, you are," Bianca laughed, amused by her characterisation of herself.
"I was a self-centred, arrogant asshole who thought he was above the team and was only interested in himself," Olivia admitted. "Although what Hannah did to Courtney and me was horrendous, it made me a better teammate and a much more considerate person. My fellow players want to play with me now. They didn't before." She waited to see if Bianca was going to respond before saying, "Bianca's a gorgeous fuck-slut, but I prefer Barry. You good? Ready to get back into things, or do you need to leave and undress?"
"Fuck, yeah, I'm good," Bianca growled. "Those pills have made me so stiff I could drill holes in diamonds with this thing, and I'm so horny I'd go down on a sasquatch."
"I think you already did," Olivia giggled, referring to the fat man Bianca had blown in the receiving lounge. She smiled and finished her wine. Bianca did the same.
The girls circled in opposite directions, waiting to see who else wanted to play with them. It didn't take long for a cultured older man to approach Bianca and ask if she'd join him at his table. Bianca kissed his cheek, told him she'd love to, took his hand, and followed him to a fenced-off area in the converted six-car garage's rear. The sexy older man helped Bianca sit and sat beside her. There were two other equally handsome older men at the table with them.
"I'm Simon," the cultured older man said. "My friends are Timothy and Edward, though he prefers Teddy. You're Bianca, of course. Ms Murray insisted we all learned your name and knew it was your first time. And, of course, when the divine Ms Courtney demands, wise men shut up, listen, and do what she tells them to. How are you finding your first visit to Samuel's monthly debauchery?"
"I'm loving it!" Bianca exclaimed. "I've been made to feel so welcome and desired that it's amazing."
"Well, you are a gorgeous piece," Simon said. "I'm glad Courtney and Samuel finally got poor Olivia some help. I'm sure before Gin and now you came, the poor thing's cock must have been worn half away by the night's end, and she'd be nothing more than a dried-up husk."
Bianca found conversing with these men was easy. They were polite and witty, forgave her occasional crude or profane utterance, and generally made her feel welcome. She eventually realised that Olivia's words were valid. She might look to them like Bianca, but they were talking to Barry. It was his wit and intelligence that made the men laugh and respond as they did. She enjoyed two glasses of sparkling wine with them before she felt comfortable enough to flirt. Bianca didn't realise she already was. It was only that she now tried to excite her three suave suitors.
Bianca smiled coquettishly at the two men opposite her as her hand found Simon's inner thigh. She quickly encountered a solid, approximately 6-inch cock, and she ran her false fingernail over its glans and turned her head to look at Simon's lips. He took her hint and kissed her lightly. Feeling emboldened, Bianca took his hand and put it on her throbbing cock, then returned her hand to his. Simon deepened their kiss as he gripped Bianca's pulsing cock and tugged it firmly.
Breaking their kiss, Simon looked a question at his friends. Bianca didn't see their response, but Simon smiled and said, "I want you to fuck me, but Timothy and Teddy want to fuck you. Are you game?"
"Oh," Bianca gushed, batting her eyes like Olivia had taught her. "You want me to take you three on at once? You must think I'm such a slut!"
"Well,..." Teddy said nervously.
"Of course I am, and I'd love to," Bianca grinned, overriding Teddy. She smiled and batted her eyes again. "Take me to your den of inequity and do with me as you will."
A side door led to an old shed that Samuel had converted into three small bedrooms for his guests to use. Simon held her hand as he led her there. Unfortunately, the first two rooms were full, but the third door opened, and Nigel and Samuel came out.
"The bed's freshly made," Samuel said, winking at Bianca.
Bianca sat on the bed, looking around. The room was pretty cramped, but the bed would comfortably accept all four of them, so she watched the men undress and allowed them to drag her to the bed's middle. Simon leant against the bedhead and offered her his solid 6-inch cock. Bianca got onto her knees and crawled between spread legs. She placed her hands on either side of Simon's hips, lowered her head, and noisily slurped his thick cock into her mouth.
One of the others, she didn't check which one, slid under her from the side and engulfed her precum-leaking cock in his mouth. The other removed her butt plug and eased his long, slender cock into her ass. Bianca clenched her sphincter tightly around the invader and moaned appreciatively.
The man in her ass pulled back and shoved back in firmly. His cock's tip slid over Bianca's prostate, and she moaned again as she sucked and swirled her tongue over Simon's glans. Simon's eyes closed as he relaxed and let his pleasure overcome him. His groan joined Bianca's next one, and he orgasmed into her mouth.
Simon asked his friends to back off momentarily so he could lie on the bed. When he had, Bianca lay on him and pushed her cock into his ass. Timothy, the one who'd been inside her, knelt with his knees spread around Bianca's and Simon's thighs and eased his cock back into her boy-cunt. Then, Teddy lay beside Bianca's mouth and wiped his averagely-sized cock along her lips. Bianca opened her eyes, smiled, and accepted his member into her mouth.
In the position Bianca was in, sandwiched between two guys and sucking another, she was essentially a passenger on the men's sex train. She couldn't move much, so she relaxed and concentrated on enjoying the experience.
Timothy gripped her plump ass, pulled back, and ripped into her. His cock slid deliciously along Bianca's prostate, causing her to moan around Teddy's member. Timothy's meaty thump into her ass drove Bianca's cock deeply into Simon, who moaned and pushed back to meet Timothy's next shove.
Bianca did her best to service the cock in her mouth, but when Timothy built a head of steam and began fucking her viciously, she was scared she'd bite it. So, Bianca concentrated on using her lips and tongue to bring Teddy to fruition.
Simon forced his hips off the bed high enough to grab his cock. Bianca felt him rapidly jerking himself as Timothy pounded her into Simon. Surprisingly, Simon came first, but his ass' sudden climax spasms gripped Bianca's cock so tightly that she lost her lollies into his ass when he orgasmed. Bianca's spasming ass also caused Timothy to lose his chocolates. He pulled out and sprayed his cum onto Bianca's back.
Simon pushed back, indicating he wanted to get out from under Bianca. Timothy moved aside, and Bianca rolled, only for Teddy to force her knees back and apart. He pushed his short but thick cock into Bianca's boy pussy, got onto his knees and wrapped his large hand around her girl cock. Then, fucking her with short jabbing strokes while stroking her cock, Teddy remorselessly drove Bianca up toward her peak again.
Bianca moaned gratefully; her need to orgasm again was extreme, and she knew these men would satiate her. She moaned again as Simon settled his ass on her breast forms and shoved his cock in her mouth. Timothy carefully used wet wipes to clean his cock before placing it in Bianca's left hand. She moaned another time, feeling sluttier than she ever had, and did her best to jerk Timothy's long, slender tool.
Simon was proving to be a bit of a 'two-pump-jump' because he came first again. Simon's poor nutsack must have been almost empty because his moan sounded almost painful, and barely a drop of semen dribbled into Bianca's mouth.
"I'm done, guys," he groaned as he got off the bed tiredly. He leaned over and kissed Bianca's cum-messy lips and said, "Thank you so much, my dear. I hope you'll play with us again next month. Boys, I'll see you for our 7:00 a.m. tee time next Saturday. Then, Simon put on his clothes and left.



'I understand why women hate that so much now,' Bianca thought. Then she inwardly giggled and added, 'At least he's not lying on me snoring like Mum used to complain Dad did.'
Those thoughts disappeared when Teddy wiped his cock across her lips. Bianca obediently turned her head and sucked Teddy inside, her mouth and tongue already working to bring him to fruition.
Timothy short-humped Bianca's ass, grunting and groaning as he enjoyed the feel of her tight, velvety ass around his thick cock. He was aware that girth was more important than length in pleasing women. He'd noticed women climaxed faster on his thickly girthed cock than Teddy's much longer but very slender one. Timothy's extra girth pressed more firmly against P and G-spots than longer, thinner penises, which quickly drove his lovers to orgasm.
Bianca was no different. She'd taken much longer cocks than Timothy's in her tight boy-cunt but not one as thick as his. So, when Timothy pushed her knees higher and stabbed his thick cock against her prostate quickly, Bianca bucked, squealed, bit her lip, bucked and squealed again, and then orgasmed into his gripping hand. Her cum boiled from her cock and ran down his hand.
"So good!" Bianca gasped, her ass thrashing against Timothy's pelvis, quickly closing in on another orgasm.
Timothy was unsurprised by how quickly Bianca's first orgasm hit but was amazed at how quickly she climbed toward another. He knew her glans had to be overly sensitive from cumming, but running his thumb over her frenulum and cock's eye caused her to jump and moan appreciatively, so he continued to punch into her tight ass and rub those spots.
Bianca had lost touch with her surroundings and was wholly concentrating on the delicious sensations Timothy elicited from her body. Bianca recognised that she had a P-spot orgasm swiftly approaching, and it would be an intense one. Her head tossed unawarely back and forth as her body stopped responding to her mind's instructions. Teddy's cock slapped her face unnoticed.
Teddy didn't mind too much because although he was semi-hard, he doubted he could cum again. Four times in one night without taking a little blue pill was beyond the seventy-year-old's capabilities. But he'd taken his blood pressure before leaving for the party, and it was too high to risk a pill. However, he enjoyed watching his friend Timothy fuck this delightful vixen into oblivion, so he stayed.
Bianca bucked again, and then her entire body locked into a rictus, and she orgasmed. But cum didn't spit from her cock as he expected. Instead, it oozed in a continual stream from her cock's eye for a seeming age. Timothy had heard of full-body orgasms but thought they were a porn writer's fantasy. Bianca's climax showed him he was wrong, and he immediately swore to learn how to make someone cum like that.
Bianca's cock didn't stop drooling cum until Timothy's resistance ended, and he came in her ass. His semen spraying across her prostate seemed to ignite another climax, and Bianca bucked again as her cock throbbed. Although she didn't spit any semen.
Teddy and Timothy got dressed, changed the mattress protector on the bed, and helped Bianca back to the party. She followed them in a daze but drank gratefully when Teddy handed her a water bottle. Olivia staggered past, recognised Bianca was out of it, and took her away. She took her back to the house, helped Bianca into the shower, removed all traces of her, and tucked Barry into the bed in his and Gloria's assigned room. Olivia then redid her make-up, changed into a micro-mini and a boob tube with built-in cups, inserted her breast forms, put on fishnet stockings and her heels and then returned to the party.
Chapter 22: The Party 3: Courtney.
Courtney watched wide-eyed as Gloria unhesitatingly amalgamated Senior Cabinet Minister Steven Burns and his wife, Karen, into her little retinue. Such deft subtlety in reading and learning what such influential personages as these two needed and then providing it seemed beyond what Courtney thought Gloria was capable of. Her casual renaming of them as Todger (Steven had barely a 4-in. cock) and Cum Dump and assigning them demeaning roles as her slaves also showed an understanding of people's innate personalities that Courtney thought the tubby, bawdy Gloria lacked. She was ecstatic to be proven wrong.
Steven and Karen were the last two attendees to arrive, so Courtney remotely closed the gate and joined the party.
She wandered through the people milling around the room, greeting everyone. They'd all been invited and carefully vetted by herself and Samuel, so Courtney knew each and every attendee well. She asked pertinent questions about their lives, made little jokes with those who enjoyed them, told rude ones to those who appreciated them, and otherwise ensured everyone felt welcome and relaxed.
She had mellow music playing featuring Frank, Dean, Sammy, and a select few others. The sound was kept low to encourage conversation, and the climate control was kept high to encourage people to undress. Alcohol and light snacks were available at the wet bar, and insulated boxes containing ice and water bottles were spread about the room.
Condoms were prohibited, but all attendees had to forward a clean STI test not more than forty-eight hours before the party. No clean test, no play. No even attending. Douche bottles, pink for pussies and black for anuses, were freely available at the various sinks around the walls and in the two lavatories. Antibacterial wipes and lotions also abounded so partiers could ensure a clean cock, fingers, or fist after anal play. Hot water was plentiful to wash in, and access to the clothing room was allowed if someone needed to change or shower. The loos also had showers.
Satisfied everything was as it should be, Courtney relaxed and let the little pink pill she'd shared with Gloria work its typical magic. The heat in her needy cunt grew exponentially, and her clamped nipples stiffened, aching to be played with. She crossed to the paddling pool, stripped her only item of clothing off, stepped into the pool, and knelt naked. Eight people, six men and two women, immediately surrounded her and started masturbating vigorously.
Ben's friend, Shane Day, a muscular forward for The Gold Coast Titans Rugby League Team, was the first one brave enough to shove his cock in Courtney's face. Courtney looked submissively up at him before smiling and free-handing her head down his sturdy 6-inch cock until her pouty lips hit his waxed abdomen. Shane groaned and placed his dinner plate-sized hands on her head and fucked her willing mouth. Courtney wondered if her first gift would go down her throat or on her face. It went down her throat.
Shane growled he'd be back to fuck her cunt later and wandered off to get a drink. Another took his place in the circle. Courtney smiled as another man thrust his hips forward, his meagre cock shooting a surprising amount of jism across her tight, C-cup breasts. As the man watched, she gathered it with her fingers and fed it into her mouth, swallowing as if it was the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted. It was. Courtney adored the taste of cum. She liked it best when eating it out of some slut's cunt. He also wandered off.
Courtney knew everyone there, but she didn't need to recall their names unless they spoke to her, so she let their features become vague and simply revelled in the sexually submissive feelings coursing through her taut, toned body.
With her widespread popularity and media presence, Courtney knew the risk of attending Samuel's parties and being outed as a filthy whore that delighted in being cum and pissed on was a severe one. Careers had been destroyed for way less extreme acts than Courtney enjoyed monthly.
Courtney had always known she was a submissive, cock sucking slut, and longed to be a cunt munching one, too. But it wasn't until Hannah crashed so disastrously into her marriage that she released her inner slut. She knew she could easily spiral into even more whorish ways than her man-slut husband had if she didn't control that wanton inner slut who craved cocks, cum, subjugation, and pussy juice in equal proportions, so she vehemently refused to let that slut out.
Finding Samuel and becoming his submissive was a God send. Bringing her philandering husband to heel, subjugating him, and becoming his Mistress saved their marriage, and serving Samuel gave both Murrays the outlet they needed to safely release their inner slut.
Courtney's meandering mind returned when she felt another body stepping partly into the pool. She looked up, smiling seductively. One of the two women grabbed the back of Courtney's head and jammed her cunt against Courtney's face. Then, the woman held her pussy lips apart, moaned, and climaxed on Courtney's face. The woman was a squirter, and her cunt juices sprayed into Courtney's eyes, nose, and mouth.
Courtney licked and swallowed what she could reach, loving feeling the woman's warm, sticky liquids flow down her face, neck and tits. "Thank you for your gift," Courtney purred. "I hope you'll have more for me later."
"I have more for you now," the woman growled and released her bladder, showering Courtney with dark-yellow piss.
Courtney opened her mouth and let some pour in. She swallowed a little, enjoying its salty taste, but she mostly allowed it to run back out of her mouth and onto her tits. "Hmm," she moaned, leaning back onto her left hand and arching her muscularly slender body up toward the pissing woman, letting her water splash on her tits and cunt. Courtney hummed again, slapped her clit, and climaxed.
The lasciviously debauched scene set three of the men off, and they groaned and doused Courtney with cum. One of them was either extremely horny or had taken something because his hand didn't stop stroking as he worked himself up to another orgasm.
Courtney looked around and smiled because despite receiving six gifts, eight people remained around her reclined body.
"Can I fuck you?" A man gruffly asked.
Courtney responded by getting to her feet and bending over. She reached behind her hip to spread her ass cheeks and dipped her hand between her legs to open her cunt. "Pick a hole," she crooned.
The man was tall enough that he only had to bend his knees a little to ram his thick cock into Courtney's cunt. He immediately reached around and twisted her nipple clamps. "I often have a wank watching you present the weather," the man growled. "My wife jills herself beside me as we fantasise about fucking you together."
"Send her over next," Courtney offered. "She can fuck me, or I'll eat her cunt. Then you can fuck me together."
"She'll want both, probably," The man growled fucking her and twisting the clamps mercilessly.
"Smack my ass, and I'll cum," Courtney moaned as she tickled his balls with her fingernails.
"Fuck!" The man spat, whacking her ass and cumming inside her.
"Yes!" Courtney yelped, orgasming as she said she would.
"Hold your cunt lips apart," the man demanded.
Courtney obeyed, and shortly, she felt his hot piss cascading across and into her gaping cunt, washing his cum out. Using her spare hand, Courtney frigged herself as she delighted in feeling the man's piss soaking her. The stream stopped, and the man left.
Another growled, "Kneel and suck!"
Courtney obeyed, and a thick, lengthy cock slid into her wet, willing mouth. The new man grabbed a handful of her hair on either side of her head and brutally face-fucked her. She was sure the man wanted her to choke, but as her husband had proven, once you've overcome your gag reflex, any extra length past that made no difference. The next problem occurred when the man's cock was too thick to fit down your oesophagus. But that, too, could be overcome with enough practice.
"Talented," the man groaned as he sawed his cock in and out of Courtney's mouth. "Can I fuck your ass?"
She couldn't reply, of course. But he felt her nod with his hands. He pulled out and waited for the beautiful weather reporter to turn around. He, too, was tall enough only to need to flex his knees to enter Courtney's ass. Courtney had stretched and lubed her sphincter when she prepared for tonight's activities, and she accepted the man's thick todger with only a small, uncomfortable grunt.
"Fuck, but you are one talented slut," her new man growled as he pummelled her taut ass, and Courtney shoved her hips back at him, diddling her clit as she did.
"I sure am," Courtney moaned, racing toward another crest. The man's cock was thick enough to stretch her tight sphincter deliciously painfully. "Squeeze my whore tits!" She demanded as she almost reached her peak.
"Jaysus!" The man exclaimed, obeying Courtney's wanton demand.
"Yes!" Courtney crowed as she crested and orgasmed on the man's thrusting cock.
"I don't fucking believe it!" The man growled as Courtney's pulsing ass sucked the cum from his huge balls. "No woman likes being ass-fucked this much!"
"This slut does!" Courtney giggled, her whorish cunt still aching and her slut clitoris continuing to throb.
Courtney held still because the man hadn't pulled his cock out of her ass, and she waited for what was next. The man grabbed her elbows, pulled them back, and bent her over until her head almost hit the floor. Then, she felt the growing wetness in her colon. The man had released his bladder and was pissing inside her rectum.
The pressure build-up forced her lover's softened cock from her ass, and he stood back swiftly. Courtney quickly squatted as the man's urine poured from her gaped ass. "Almost as good as an enema," she giggled, shocking the man further.
There was a small break as men and women milled around watching her. She knelt in the urine and waited to see who would want her next. None came close, so she picked up a douche bottle and cleaned her cunt and ass, letting the liquid join the piss already in the pool. She settled onto her knees again but was shocked when Karen, the cabinet minister's wife, slid onto the knees beside her.
"Gloria instructed me to join you," Karen explained.
"Are you sure you can handle this, Karen?" Courtney queried. "Men and women will cum and piss on you. Others will fuck your mouth, cunt, and ass. Some will want to fist your cunt and ass. Are you up for that?"
"My name's Cum Dump," Karen said determinedly. "My Mistress tells me I need this, and I will obey."
"Use your safe words when you need to," Courtney advised. She was uncertain that Gloria had read the woman correctly, but Gloria had already proven her wrong twice tonight, so she accepted what Cum Dump wanted.
Seeing another woman in the pool, a crowd swiftly formed around them. A brave soul shouted, "Get it on together!"
Cum Dump took a deep breath and released it before saying, "I'll eat your cum from Courtney's cunt, but only if you have a friend who will cum in mine first."
A susurrate sigh eased through the watching crowd as they waited for developments. The speaker came forward. He was nervous and naked, but his average-sized cock bounced stiffly before him as he hesitantly walked closer to the two women. He realised he was alone and turned to gesture at another youngish man. Another naked guy reluctantly joined him beside the pool.
"Fuck me, Damian," the first guy muttered. "You've been dying to fuck Courtney ever since we started coming to these parties. Here's your fucking chance. Fuck her, for fuck's sake!" He turned to Cum Dump and asked, "If I fuck you, Damian can fuck Courtney, yeah? Then we can watch you eat her out."
Cum Dump glanced at Courtney and, when she nodded, answered, "That works."
Damian nervously moved until he was close to Courtney. Courtney smiled warmly at the young man before saying, "Relax, Damian. I only bite those who don't cum in or on me."
Damian processed what Courtney said before his hips jerked, imagining cumming into his masturbation fantasy, "Oh!" He said, his eyes widening wonderingly. "You mean I can fuck you?"
"In my ass or cunt. Your choice."
"Oh, fuck!" Damian gulped, his cock exploding to complete rigidity a second later.
Courtney eyed its 7+ inch glory appreciatively. "Hmm," she hummed. "Looks like my poor cunt will be severely battered. How do you want me, honey?"
"Will you ride me?" Damian asked.
"Yes," Courtney replied. "But I'm covered in piss and cum, and my pool's bottom is, too. Are you sure you want to lie in it?"
"I am," Damian confirmed.
"Step in and lie down then," Courtney acquiesced. Damian obliged, his head out one end and his feet out the other. Courtney straddled his hips and took his cock in her hand. "Cunt or ass?" She asked.
"Cunt, please."
"Do you want me to blow you first?"
"Nah," Damian denied. "I'm on edge as it is. I'll just cum in your mouth if you suck me."
"You're young and will hardly go soft at all. And you'll last longer in my cunt after that," Courtney pointed out.
"Okay," Damian agreed.
Courtney shifted down so she could take the young man in her mouth. She wrapped her dainty hand around his throbbing shaft and jacked him as she swirled her tongue over his glans and sucked voraciously. Damian was indeed on edge because he came into her mouth almost immediately. Courtney swallowed his gift showily before opening her mouth to show she'd devoured it all.
"No one at work will believe me," Damian moaned regretfully. "Courtney fucking Murray had just blown me and let me cum in her mouth, and now, she is about to ride my cock, but when I tell people, no one will fucking believe me!"
"Sucks, doesn't it?" Courtney chuckled as she jacked Damian back to rock-hard. When he was, she moved up, aimed his 7+ inch cock at her dripping entrance and descended onto it. It split her tight cunt deliciously and pressed against her G-spot as she sank down.
Meanwhile, Cum Dump had also sucked and jacked the noisy man off. Now, she was on her knees with Noisy Man behind her, slapping her muscly ass and fucking her tight cunt. Although she allowed many men to use her dirty cunt, Cum Dump regularly did her Kegel exercises to ensure her pussy remained tight. She needed to be grippingly tight to even feel her husband's cocklet inside her. Cum Dump wanted Steven to feel it when he was pumping into her wet cunt. It helped with his often shaky self-esteem.
Courtney's utter wanton abandonment and pure enjoyment of being fucked, cum in and on, or pissed on freed Cum Dump. Cum Dump had fucked more men and women than Courtney by a wide margin, especially during her university years. But Cum Dump's pleasure had been laced with guilt. She knew her friends, mother, and her husband's parliamentary colleagues would be shocked and disgusted by her immoral behaviour, so she enjoyed her sexual liaisons but felt guilty about them afterwards. Her guilt didn't prevent her from seeking more, though. Courtney's abandon made her realise there was no shame in being a wanton slut as long as her husband, as Courtney's husband did, enjoyed and approved of her sluttishness.
Cum Dump suddenly realised that Noisy Man was about to cum inside her. She wanted, like Courtney did, to orgasm when he did, so she pictured Gloria's cock being much larger than it was and paring her wanting cunt open. She climaxed when Noisy Man's cock spat its first deposit inside her.
Cum Dump heard Courtney squealing and Damian grunting as they came together, and she smiled eagerly, keen to taste the beautiful radio host and eat Damian's cum from her messy cunt.
Noisy Man groaned and backed out of Cum Dump's cunt. He stood, wiped the piss and cum from his knees, lower legs, and feet, and stepped out of the pool. Cum Dump smiled and winked at him before flopping onto her back, the pooled urine and semen cold against her back. She reached over, pulled the slender weather reporter off Damian's cock and onto her willing mouth.



Cum dump smiled happily when Courtney shifted and dove onto her cunt. Then, Courtney lifted her head and challenged the gathered crowd. "Is anyone man or woman enough to fuck my ass as I eat this slut's cunt?"
A large, black, butch woman wearing naught but an eight-inch strap-on cock held the others back as she chuckled and stepped into the pool. "I'll fuck your skinny white ass," Butch Woman snarled. "But I bet you beg me to stop before I finish with you."
"Do your best or worst," Courtney replied dismissively. "I can take everything you offer."
"We'll see," Butch Woman sneered, wrapping her muscular arm under Courtney's hips and pulling her ass onto her 'cock'.
Cum Dump had to do a crunch to reach Courtney's raised cunt, but doing those were part of her exercise program to maintain her taut, leanly muscular, mid-forties body, and were little effort to do. Damian's young cum tasted sweet on her tongue, and she sucked, licked, and probed into Courtney's drooling cunt to gather every millilitre.
Courtney climaxed multiple times on the 'cock' in her ass and the tongue in her cunt, and on her clit, never once complaining or asking to be released. Eventually, Cum Dump had to relax, fall flat and move back to kneeling because she was exhausted and her stomach cramped from the prolonged crunch.
A little later, Butch Woman dropped Courtney. Butch Woman's arm had tired and refused to hold Courtney's weight any longer. "Slut!" Butch Woman accused.
"And?" Courtney gigglingly replied.
"If you ever want to be a lesbian full-time, give me a call," Butch Woman stated. "I'll fuck you better than Olivia ever could."
"Doubtful," Courtney stated gleefully. "But thanks for the offer."
Butch Woman left, and many men surrounded Cum Dump and Courtney. Cum and piss showered onto the pair. Karen emerged briefly, disgusted by the cum/piss shower. But then, she saw her new friend reclining on her hands with her knees up and spread and her mouth open, welcoming the cum and piss. Then she surrendered her inhibitions, and Cum Dump copied Courtney's pose.
Some of the men who'd cum on the pair relaxed their bladders and pissed on them, too. Others took their place, and a fresh shower of cum and piss coated Cum Dump and Courtney. Then, several women joined the fray, including Butch Woman's partner. They, too, sprayed Courtney and Cum Dump with urine and/or 'lady cum'. For the first time, Courtney had to drag the pool outside and empty it onto the grass. Cum Dump helped.
Returning inside, Courtney and Cun Dump shared a shower, douched each other's holes, fingered the other to an orgasm, redid their makeup, and returned to the pool. They knelt in it and were surprised when Cunt joined them.
Cunt shrugged at Courtney's and Cum Dump's stares and said, "Mistress Gloria is more than a little difficult to refuse."
They all laughed before Cunt suggested they form a daisy chain and eat each other's pussy. They did and were quickly surrounded by a crowd who orgasmed or pissed on them.
Chapter 23: The Party 4: Olivia.
Olivia had a spare moment between transforming Barry into Bianca, greeting guests, and ensuring she was prepared for the party. She slipped away to her and Courtney's bedroom and sat at their shared double-vanity table. Examining her beautiful features in the vanity's mirror for any flaws, Olivia sighed before wishing, once again, that she and Courtney had never met Hannah. Hubris, Olivia realised.
Her male persona, John, was a gifted AFL player who the Brisbane Lions paid a lot of money to malinger in their reserves, hoping he'd develop into the team player and star they knew he could be. But John was too arrogant and self-centred to understand that his self-centredness was the very reason he languished in The Lion's reserves.
John's teammates recognised his exceptional talents but hated his selfishness and 'me, me, me' attitude. They refused to kick the ball to him even if he was free in goal. Being dropped and delisted was inevitable.
John had knocked up Courtney on the night of their School Formal (Prom). She was a virgin, although John wasn't. Despite his selfishness in sport, John was an honourable man and asked Courtney to marry him. She agreed, and they had two children together in quick succession.
John, being a typical young, virile sports star, and despite being married, fucked every slut he could lay his hands on. The list of his infidelities made Tiger Woods' look almost amateurish in comparison. John was so sure of his wife's ignorance and/or acceptance of his affairs that he regularly fucked their babysitters on their couch. His arrogance extended to believing he was above being disciplined or dropped by his club. He was a star, FFS! They wouldn't dare void his contract.
Hannah's entrance into his marriage precipitated his fall. Losing Courtney to the hyper-dominant transsexual, being brutally forced-feminised, made to have homosexual sex, forced to watch his wife fuck other men, and facing the loss of his children and home, made John finally admit how much he loved Courtney. Moreover, he was prepared to accept everything she and Hannah did and planned to do as long as he was allowed to remain Courtney's husband and father to their children.
Everything Hannah and Courtney forced him to endure opened his eyes to his own selfishness and changed him irrevocably. Then, meeting and being seduced by Samuel, an older, calm, dominant man, exposed his innate submissiveness. He became a better person, surrendered his masculinity and sexuality to his wife, accepted her as his Mistress and Samuel as his Dominant, and therefore, salvaged his marriage and, strangely, his football career. His open marriage was strong, and he was now a bonafide AFL star with many clubs prepared to offer him a lot of money to move to them. He honoured The Lion's years of putting up with him before dropping him and welcoming him back, and he remained loyal to his first club. Plus, he and Courtney ran her parents' farm, and he found that kept him grounded.
Olivia checked her elegant gold watch, a present from Samuel, sighed, and left for the party. Olivia knew her melancholy would lift as soon as she walked into the dungeon. She was so horny that her cock throbbed in time with her clenching ass. Olivia grinned, not caring who saw. You could be depressed before an orgasm and after one, but you were never depressed during an orgasm! She was looking forward to having many!
Olivia saw her wife's delicious, barely covered ass entering the dungeon just ahead of him. She skipped across to the door and immediately circled the opposite way to Courtney. Using her feminine persona to get away with it, Olivia greeted guests with 'cock and cunt handshakes' and cheek kisses. She'd blatantly grab the guy's cock when she kissed them and shook it. Or she'd press a finger against the woman's often bare clitoris and rub it, doing the same. If the woman was wet, Olivia dipped her finger into them.
It only took three greetings before a couple had her on one of the benches. Her tight, sexy ass waved delectably in the air, almost begging to be fucked and spanked. Her mouth was tightly attached to the woman's cunt, and she stabbed her tongue into it. The man moved behind her, walloped her ass with a paddle, growled at her to lower her tight ass, and prepare to receive. He pulled her plug out and viciously rammed his medium-sized but rampantly erect cock into her ass only a few moments later. Olivia squealed into the woman's pussy as the man slammed into her, but it was an act. It felt good being taken that roughly.
"Take it, you slut!" The man snarled, pleased his mediocre cock had hurt the young tranny. He whacked Olivia's ass with the paddle again.
The woman on Olivia's tongue climaxed first, then she pulled the much younger woman higher, grabbed her throbbing cock, and guided it into her wet, saggy cunt.
"So tight," Olivia moaned despite feeling little other than a warm oil-like wetness around her 7-inch cock.
"Oh, Gawd, fuck me!" The older woman moaned, also pleased with Olivia's unnoticed deception.
Olivia closed her eyes and timed her thrusts into the woman beneath her to match those of the man above. She'd pull back as he thrust in to meet her ass, and she'd allow him to power her back into the woman, then she'd repeat. As he slammed her into his wife, Olivia would purr, "OMG, so tight, honey. Gawd, it feels so good. Cum for me, baby."
"Uuuuuuuuuuuugggggggggghhhhhhhh!" The woman moaned as her climax hit, her body shuddering with bliss.
Olivia knew the pair would want her to cum, so she let her mind imagine it was Samuel who was powering into her tight boy-cunt. She was close, so when the man came in her ass and sprayed her prostate with cum, Olivia orgasmed into the loose, slippery cunt around her cock.
The man pulled out of her ass and fetched a washer. He helped Olivia off his wife and kindly cleaned her cum-filled ass. Courtney pushed her ass back appreciatively as she lowered her mouth back onto the woman's semen-drenched cunt. Using her tongue and mouth to clean the woman's vulva gave the woman another small, satisfying climax. They thanked Olivia profusely before holding hands and walking away.
Olivia dropped by the washroom to douche, wash her face, and repair her makeup before rejoining the fray. She walked from the room, and a middle-aged man approached her. Olivia smiled. "Hello, Andy. Where's your sexy girl?"
"Mistress Gloria is playing with her," Andy explained.
"Oh, wow!" Olivia exclaimed. "I bet she'll love that."
"There's a wrinkle," Andy said nervously.
"What's that?"
"Mistress Gloria has told me that if I don't return with an ass full of your cum, she's keeping Sonya as hers."
Olivia looked at Andy evenly. Neither Andy nor Sonya had ever played with her before, so she wasn't sure how to respond. She decided to give Andy an out. "You could use your safe words and reclaim her anyway. Besides, I doubt Gloria was serious."
"I could, but why risk it?" Andy said doubtfully. His eyes dropped to his tented trouser front. "Besides, little Andy seems quite excited by the idea."
"Yes, he does," Olivia said, smiling beguiling and reaching out her fake-nails-covered fingers to stroke Andy's swelling cock. She took Andy's hand and led him to a low bench. Then, she sat, pulled his pants down, took his entire throbbing <6-inch cock in her mouth and sucked.
"Oh, Gawd!" Andy awedly moaned as Olivia's talented tongue slashed over his glans and probed into his cock's eye, drinking the precum drooling from there.
Olivia eased her hand along Andy's perineum and slid her nailed finger onto his starfish. Andy hummed, "Hmm," as he spread his legs and allowed Olivia better access.
Taking his hand, Olivia encouraged Andy to sit and then lie on the bench. Then, she slowly worked on opening his back passage so she could take his anal cherry. Andy hummed again as Olivia's first two fingers slid inside without resistance. Releasing his cock, Olivia tittered, "Someone's been practising!"
"Sonya does so love to peg me," Andy admitted. "I don't object," he laughingly added. He lifted and spread his knees. "I find myself eagerly anticipating having you fuck me."
"And I will, honey," Olivia assured him, ignoring his opened hole, pushing his knees down and sitting on his chest instead. "But first, have a little taste of my sweet little girly cock, please?"
"New temptations abound," Andy said, nervously crossing his eyes to peer at Olivia's slowly approaching cock. "But I will refuse this one."
"Is that a safe word I hear?" Olivia crooned, her glans millimetres from Andy's lips.
"Umm, no?" Andy queryingly said.
"Then open wide, honey. It's time to suck some girly cock." She pushed her hips forward until her cock touched his lips. Andy moaned, opened his mouth wider, and let Olivia slide inside. "Good boy," Olivia cooed. "Give it a wee suck and lick for me." Andy's eyes raised to meet hers, and he closed his lips around Olivia's throbbing cock. His tongue tentatively flattened against Olivia's frenulum, and he sucked softly. "Good boy," Olivia cooed again. "Tastes good, doesn't it?"
Andy's conscious mind may have been resistant to sucking a tranny's cock, but his body and subconscious betrayed him, and with a loud groan, he climaxed, spraying cum onto his body and Olivia's ass.
Olivia smiled gently down at him before saying, "The man dost protest too much, me thinks. I'm going to fuck you now, okay?"
Andy nodded, and Olivia moved lower, lifted and parted his knees, positioned her cock on his ring, and gently pushed it inside. Andy's eyes rolled back, and he moaned from deep in his hairy chest. Even though he'd just cum, Andy's cock was still rampantly erect and bobbing in time with his clenching sphincter. Olivia wrapped her hand around Andy's shaft and pumped it as she stroked into his ass firmly. She waited until his need to orgasm overrode his resistance. Then, when Andy's eyes rolled back, and he came, she pumped his cock viciously as she let her resistance fade and orgasmed into his pulsing ass.
"That was... umm... interesting," Andy tried to say in his typical urbane manner.
Olivia chuckled and eased back out of his ass. "Come and see me next month, and we'll do it again," she amusedly suggested, already knowing she had another convert to girl cock, and he would.
Andy left, and Olivia revisited the washroom to clean up again. When she exited the room, she noticed that Bianca had just been severely used, so she sat with her to ensure the new girl was coping with the sudden attention. Bianca's ass oozed cum, and Olivia grinned evilly before picking up a douche bottle, inserting the nozzle and squirting a liberal amount of douche into Bianca's colon. She giggled as Bianca fled to the washroom.
When Bianca returned, Olivia briefly chatted with her before deciding the new girl was doing well and having fun, so she went looking for other willing playmates. She found them in two leather boys. They were friends of Samuel who were bisexual but primarily preferred twinks or femmeboys. Olivia was perfect for their desires, and they quickly had her on her hands and knees with their cocks in either end.
They'd played with Olivia regularly and knew her abilities, so they fucked her mouth and ass without compunction or care for her arousal. Olivia was a pair of warm, tight holes they used to get themselves off. Being innately sexually submissive, Olivia loved it! Feeling malleably meek for the two masculine men made her motors rev to their maximum, and she hummed delightedly as they used her sweet body.
The leather men chuckled triumphantly when Olivia groaned, her cock twitched, and she orgasmed, squirting cum onto the floor beneath her. But instead of backing off, the man fucking her ass picked up a paddle and whacked her firm ass cheeks as he fucked her harder. Simultaneously, the man in her mouth forced his hands under her breast forms inside her bra and gripped Olivia's tiny nipples. He squeezed them viciously as he sawed his medium-sized cock in and out of her drooling mouth.
"Fuck!" Olivia spat around the cock in her pretty mouth as her prostate cramped, and she climaxed again.
"Got you again!" The leather men crowed as they pulled from her orifices and rolled her onto her back. Then, the man who'd been in her ass knelt upright between her thighs and pushed his rampant 6-inch cock against Olivia's. Pouring some lube over their joined cocks, the leather man gripped their penises in his meaty hand and masturbated both.
Simultaneously, the other leather man knelt with his hefty balls on Olivia's lips, enjoying her tongue on them as he jacked himself. He patiently waited for his friend to climax. Leather Man 1 finally groaned and jacked himself and Olivia quickly, his hand a blur up and down their joined cocks. Then, when he groaned again, his hand stopped, and his cock erupted, spilling semen over Olivia's.
The warm liquid ignited Olivia's orgasm, and her cock pumped cum in rhythm with Leather Man 1. Leather Man 2, who was holding his climax back by the barest margin, saw the other cocks cumming, moved back, and unloaded onto Olivia's beautiful face.
The leather men stood and walked away. They high-fived, turned back to where Olivia lay exhausted, overwhelmed, blissful, and covered in cum, and declared, "See you next month."
"Fuck, yes, please," Olivia muttered as she struggled to her feet and went to get cleaned up. The men must have fucked her for over an hour because many of the patrons had already left. She stumbled past the paddling pool and was surprised to see three women, including Courtney, kneeling in it. Olivia angled across to check them out when she saw Timothy and Teddy helping a dazed Bianca onto a seat in the bar area.
Groaning, she changed direction and helped her friend back to the house. Olivia knew Barry would wake up feeling a little weird about the events from the previous night, so she guided her into the shower, carefully removed all traces of his Bianca persona, and put him to bed. Satisfied she'd done all she could for the new girl, Olivia returned to the shower, washed herself clean, douched her cum-filled hole, dressed, redid her makeup, and returned to the party.
The rest of Olivia's night was relatively uneventful. She sucked a few cocks, fucked and got fucked by most of her regulars, stopped to admire her cum and piss-soaked wife and her two coconspirators, and generally made sure her guests had a good time.
The last guest departed at the 1:00 a.m. curfew, and she helped Courtney, Gloria, Nigel, Gin, and Samuel clean up. Most fixtures in the dungeon were permanent, liquid-proof, and stain-resistant, so cleaning up was relatively easy. A cleaning crew would arrive on Monday to steam-clean the various equipment and sanitise the entire room so it was ready for next month's event.
Gloria had been concerned about Bianca's absence but relaxed when Olivia explained where he was. Olivia worried a little about what tonight meant for their engagement and future marriage. Barry and Gloria would have to have the same conversation she and Courtney had. i.e. was Bianca an occasional or full-time thing? What would it mean for their relationship if Barry wanted to be Bianca?
John didn't envy Gloria or Barry. As a man, John was handsome, successful, popular, and desired by many women. The transition to Olivia had only changed the gender mix of those who desired her, not the number of people. Barry, however, had been typically unsuccessful with women, so the temptation to permanently transition to the much more popular Bianca and enjoy the extra attention would be difficult for him to refuse. Or so John/Olivia predicted.
The party's hosts finally crawled into their respective beds around 2:00 a.m. Samuel, as he preferred, alone.
Chapter 24: The Party's Aftermath.
Barry woke up to an empty bed. He panicked, worrying that Gloria had found a more suitable consort at the party. 'She could have quite easily,' he thought. 'That tall, handsome man she was always with, for example. After all, I'm not much to look at.' He felt miserable, already giving up. 'That man was somewhat familiar,' Barry remembered. 'It's almost like I know him. TV, maybe?' Then his thoughts turned further down. 'Fuck!' He imagined despairingly. 'She's hooked up with some famous actor. I've lost her for sure!'
Barry was close to crying when he heard Gloria's cheery voice outside the door. "Okay, Steve," she said happily. "I'll text you Barry's address, and we'll see you and Karen on Wednesday night for dinner. Yeah, seven's good."
Gloria walked in through the door and saw Barry awake. "Baz!" She excitedly exclaimed. "You're up!" She ran and leapt onto the bed, dove into his arms, and covered his face with kisses. "Fuck, you were gorgeous last night!" She said admiringly. "One of the hottest chicks there."



Barry reluctantly accepted Gloria's excited kisses and asked neutrally, "Who was that on the phone?"
"That was Todger and Cum Dump, AKA Steven Burns, Federal Cabinet Minister for Roads and Transport, and his wife, Karen, "Gloria gushed. "They're coming for dinner Wednesday night. How's that, Baz? We have a friend who is a federal cabinet minister!"
Barry realised why the man looked familiar--he was. "You want Bianca and you to play with Steven and Karen?" Barry asked fearfully but keeping his voice neutral.
"Fuck no!" Gloria exclaimed. But then, she blushed. "I mean, umm, not unless you want to? Umm, I guess Bianca would be okay, too, but I think Karen would be disappointed."
"Why?" Barry asked, his fear and confusion showing.
"Because four pussies and only one minuscule cock."
"I don't think it's 'minuscule'," Barry protested angrily. "Undersized, but not the other."
"No, Steven's, silly. It's maybe four inches when he's totally erect. Four pussies, me, you, Karen, and Luna. One minuscule cock, Steven. I wanted you to use your exquisite oral skills to help me fuck Karen into oblivion as Luna takes care of Steven. Then, I wanted you and Steven to double-team Luna. But if you prefer to be Bianca, I guess I can come up with an alternative plan."
Barry realised his insecurities were talking, making him feel less than he was. He remembered Olivia's advice and summoned the confidence he felt when he was Bianca. Gloria was happy and excited to see him and had gleefully made plans to share him with two other women. He looked at Gloria and noticed she seemed a little nervous and uncertain, too. Barry decided honesty was best. He hugged his fiancée fiercely and apologised. "Sorry, babe. But last night was pretty intense, and I guess I'm having a bit of a crisis in confidence."
Gloria, who'd been chatting with Olivia in Samuel's kitchen, hesitated. Olivia had warned her that Barry might decide that being Bianca was his future. If that were true, Gloria wouldn't object or stand in his way, but she wanted a real man for her husband, not a transgirl. If that 'real man' cross-dressed, sucked cock, and was voyeuristic to boot, like her daddy did and was, then her world would be complete. She hesitantly asked, "Do you always want to be Bianca?"
"Fuck, no!" Barry exclaimed. "I mean, don't get me wrong. Last night was a hell of a lot of fun! But being Bianca is way too much like hard work, and although being popular and getting fucked by lots of men is also fun, I prefer fucking women. Even if the only one I get to fuck is you," Barry ended lamely.
"Thank fuck!" Gloria blurted. Then she laughed happily before lowering her head and sucking on his cock.
"Piss fat," Barry warned.
Momentarily releasing his cock, Gloria replied, "And?" Barry came a few seconds later, filling her greedy mouth with salty cum.

The End.
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Androgeny

Chapter 6: New York, New York 2.
From Chapter 5: Morning took Brandon's head in her hands. She softly kissed his lips before pressing her forehead against his. She opened her mind to his and saw into Brandon's memories. Further and further back, she probed. Brandon couldn't recall anything from before around four years old, but his brain cells held those memories embedded in them. Morning delved further back. She saw his father being born, his grandfather, and back she went. Suddenly, an image formed powerfully in her mind. A tall man. Black and incredibly strong. Gentle. Holding that image, Morning demanded that Brandon change to fit it.
The white glow surrounded Morning's head and then Brandon's before descending down his body until Brandon was totally encased. Inside the glowing light, Day could hear Brandon screaming. Suddenly, the light snapped out. Standing with his head still pressed to Morning's, Brandon shuddered.
"Didn't hurt a bit," Brandon said facetiously. He looked about quizzically. The voice he'd used was deep, resonant, a ringing baritone he hadn't heard before. He spoke again, "It worked, I take it?" He asked.
Day looked at him and burst into tears. "पर्वतपातः (Mountain Falling)," she wept.
"Who the fuck's पर्वतपातः (Mountain Falling)? Brandon asked. "And how the fuck do I know that sound Gigi made meant Mountain Falling?"
"That was your name," Day explained. "You were my second husband around thirty-three hundred years ago,"
"Huh?" Brandon disbelievingly questioned.
"Let me introduce ourselves and explain," Day said tremulously. "I'm दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning), and this is my daughter प्रातः सूर्य (Morning Sun). We are members of the Jangil clan of the Jarawa people, who originated in ancestral India. Your ancestors were of the Negrito Clan from the same approximate area. Your, many times removed, grandfather was clan chief, and I became his second wife when his first wife died of the pox. His name was पर्वतपातः (Mountain Falling). Morning has shifted you to look like him.
"You're not sisters?" Brandon asked.
"No," Day denied. "Mother and daughter."
"And you're thirty-three hundred years old?"
"Older," Day admitted.
"I'd call bullshit," Brandon confessed. "But I hear my voice, and I know it's changed." He suddenly stood and moved in front of the full-length mirrored doors on the suites' closets. "Fuck me," Brandon muttered awedly. "I'm fucking massive!"
"Grab your cock," Day giggled.
"Jaysus!" Brandon exclaimed. "This thing has to be at least ten inches long!"
Brandon's cock had been satisfying six inches. Now, it was a soul-destroying ten inches.
"It fits, too," Day teased. She was unaware that she'd inherited the Providian gene that allowed her cervix to accept lengthy cocks into it. A typical human woman's cervix was a one-way tube from her uterus to her vagina. Nothing larger than a man's sperm could inwardly travel through it, despite what porn writers and makers would have you believe.
"Want to help me try it?" Brandon asked.
"Oh, Gawds, yes!" Day exclaimed.
"Tonight," Morning insisted. "We need to meet with Madam Sweet soon." She turned to her mother. "We need to change into something that fits a little better and is more respectful to Madame Sweet."
Brandon unashamedly followed the two women into their bedroom as they selected matching white lingerie, stockings, and suspenders and sighed regretfully as their voluptuous asses disappeared inside, admittedly clinging, black midi skirts. Opaque blouses that only partially obscured immense breasts supported by half-cup push-up bras followed. Light jackets obscured even that delicious sight next.
Brandon, his recently improved cock straining against his too-tight pants, had a sudden delightful thought. "You mean that you can change yourselves into anyone you want?"
"Morning can," Day explained. "I don't have that power."
He turned to Morning, who raised an eyebrow and said, "Yes, I can. Why? Did you have someone specific in mind?"
"I always fantasised about fucking Angelina Jolie," he stated. "But she seems to have retired and disappeared, though the papers are keeping quiet about it for some reason."
"I could make you look like Angelina Jolie," Morning mused. "Complete with huge tits and sweet little pussy."
"Oh, fuck!" Brandon exclaimed, imaging lezzing out as a woman with the Knowles sisters look-alikes. "That'd be 'fuck hot'!"
"We could do that," Morning continued, reading Brandon's fantasy. She took his temples between her hands and, sending the images into his mind, added, "But when Mum and I fuck you, we'll look like this." She sent the memories of Day and her being Merv and Dave and fucking the muscular Y manager into submission.
"Oh, fuck no!" Brandon shouted. "Ain't no cocks going in this man!"
"Homophobic much?" Day teased. "Homosexuals deserve love, too, you know!"
"Hey, I have no problems with the pooh pushers. They can do them, and they don't do me. That's final!" Morning and Day maintained stoic faces until Brandon nervously added, "Right?"
Laughing fit to burst, Morning and Day let Brandon off the hook and admitted they'd never do anything to someone who was unwilling to enjoy it.
Patting his face, Morning said, "Right. We have just enough time to get you a suit that fits and get over to Madame Sweets."
"Why do I need a new suit?" Brandon asked.
"Cos this one sure as hell don't fit," Day laughed.
"Oh, right," Brandon agreed. "Good thinking."
The trio asked the concierge to order them a limo, and less than fifteen minutes later, they entered Saks Fifth Avenue, New York. They asked for the tailor, and he took Brandon's measurements before saying it would be two days before everything was ready. He helped Brandon choose an off-the-rack suit that would serve until the tailored ones were made. The women cheerfully added several shirts to be tailored to go with the suits and selected numerous socks, jocks, ties and belts to complete his wardrobe. Morning and Day also booked a fitting for themselves for the following day, knowing they had few outfits that suited their new, more voluptuous bodies.
Madame Sweet invited them to sit before her expansive desk shortly after they arrived for their midday appointment. She examined the two young women before studying their IDs. "These are legit?" She queried.
"Of course not," Morning answered. "But George says they'll pass all but the most intense scrutiny."
"How do I know his introduction and recommendation letter aren't also fake?"
"You called him immediately and checked when you received it." Morning said evenly. "You're no fool and would ensure we were legit well before you agreed to interview us for your business."
"Why have you changed names and moved to New York?"
"We were in some extreme trouble and being chased by a group you really do not want chasing you," Morning explained. "George was good enough to take us in and provide us shelter and new IDs. In return, we became his call-girls. The highest paid and most successful he's ever had,"
"So he tells me," Madame Sweet admitted. She steepled her fingers and considered. "George's girls don't do any in-house work," she finally said. "I have a brothel on Park Avenue. Are you prepared to do some shifts there?"
"Sorry we've wasted your time," Morning said coldly as she and her mother stood. "I'm an escort, not a prostitute. Brothel attendees do not pay the kind of money for my services that I expect to receive."
"And if I say you do choose to work there because that's all I'm offering?" Madame Sweet said challengingly. Three muscular, tough-looking guys walked into the room and stood threateningly.
"Did George not say how well a similar tactic worked for him?" Morning smilingly said, creating a gap between herself and her mother.
"Yes, but George's boys aren't of the same calibre as mine."
"Here we go again," Brandon muttered as he moved out of the way. He knew better than to get between his lovers and their potential assailants.
"Not much of a bodyguard," Madame Sweet said dismissively, deciding to ignore the tall, muscular black man.
"Oh, they don't need me," Brandon chuckled, retaking his seat. Then he shook his head. "You're about to piss off the best asset you could have ever had. The girls made George thirty-five thousand dollars in their first month, and their earnings only rose from there. But, hey, I'm sure George won't care that you tried to turn his two best girls into common whores."
Madame Sweet held her finger up, and the three thugs stepped back. "I also have an exclusive escort agency. I will allow you to trial there for one month. If you cover your expenses by then, I'll put you on full-time duties."
"Or, we could tell you to go fuck yourself," Morning said sweetly. "With George's help, I'm sure Brandon, my sister, and I can set up a competing service that will ruin yours in months."
"Don't talk to Madam Sweet like that," the biggest of her bouncers growled, reaching for Morning aggressively.
He went straight over Morning's shoulder and smashed into Madame Sweet's desk so hard it broke. The other two reached for guns, only to find their heads snapping back without even seeing Day's roundhouse kick. They both crumpled to the floor, jaws broken from the kick.
"See?" Brandon said amusedly, leaning back and stretching. "They don't need me."
"Motherfucker!" Day swore. "I tore my $200 skirt kicking those assholes."
Madame Sweet, who had leapt back just in time to stop being crushed along with her desk, stared at the two women disbelievingly. George had warned her, but she simply could not imagine the two beautiful, lushly proportioned black women who had so casually walked into her office were as deadly as George had said or as attractive as they were. Her misconception had caused her mistakenly to believe she could force the women into the lesser-paying but more profitable for her, brothel trade.
She thought that their self-esteem would crumble as most brothel workers' self-esteem did, and she could addict them to crack or heroine to bolster it. Having them addicted would burn them out and reduce them to streetwalkers in months. Still, it significantly increased her profits because the price of a crack pipe would be her only overhead above what it typically cost to run her brothel.
Madame Sweet was a genuinely evil person. Unfortunately, she was also in the same cabal as George, and he couldn't refuse to send his girls to her first, lest he attract the cabal's wrath. The same rules prevented George from warning his two friends.
"Stay, Fido," Day commanded, kicking the man who'd smashed into Madame Sweet's desk in the back of his head when he groaned and tried to rise.
"What will you do now?" Madame Sweet asked nervously, her bladder giving way and urine flowing down her thighs when Day growled and kicked her bodyguard.
Morning took out her latest burner phone and called George. "May I kill her?" she asked when George answered.
"Bella?" George needlessly asked. He knew her voice intimately and, therefore, who she asked about. "What did Madame Sweet do?"
"Tried to turn us into brothel whores."
"That dumb, arrogant bitch," George exasperatedly spat. "I'm sorry, Bella, but there are rules I must follow to operate without police interference. Referring you to my equal in another district is one of them. Please believe me, I wanted to warn you."
"I don't blame you, Daddy George," Morning said reassuringly. "I'm only asking if I can kill her without getting you in too much trouble."
George sighed. As much as he'd love to say yes, killing the cabal's escort services representative in New York would bring their displeasure down upon everyone involved, including him, because he'd put them together. "You can't kill her, Bella," George denied. "You don't need the cabal after you, as well as the pursuers you already have."
Morning and Day had heard rumours of the shadowy organisation that helped protect George's business, but this was the first confirmation they'd had.
"Is she able to talk?" George asked.
"Madame Sweet is unhurt, although she smells a little pungent," Morning grinned. George laughed heartily, wondering if Madame Sweet had wet or shit herself or both. "Can't say the same for her three henchmen," Morning added.
"Do you need a clean-up crew?"
"Broken jaws and concussions is all," Morning said dismissively. "It would have been different if they managed to pull their guns."
"Let me speak to her."
Morning turned the phone's speakers before handing it to Madame Sweet. "Joyce, you dumb bitch," George snarled. "You've well and truly fucked the pooch this time. I warned you what they were capable of and told you how much they'd made for me, and you still tried your usual bullshit tactic of turning them into common whores. I'm sending this up the chain. I suggest you go home and wait for a call from leadership."
Madame Sweet wordlessly handed Morning her phone and left.
"What do I do with the thugs?" Morning asked.
"Leave them there," George stated coldly. "They know better than to go to the hospital and will see a cabal-approved doctor."
"Why, big daddy George," Morning chuckled. "You're way more gangster than I knew."
George laughed before saying, "Trash this phone and get another. Then, text me that number and wait for my call. How are you for money? Do you need any help?"
"We're all good," Morning stated. Then she remembered. "Brandon needs new ID documents. May I send you a picture and get some made?"
"I have his picture," George pointed out. "What name do you want on them?"
"No, you don't," Morning said drily.
"Do I even want to know?" George asked.
"If those chasing us find you, probably not," Morning replied.
George sighed before saying, "I've warned the cabal I might have problems. They'll take care of anyone who turns up."
"You cannot kill them, George," Morning worriedly warned.
"I won't, but the cabal will," George stated emphatically.
"No, you misunderstand me. If you kill them, twice their number will appear on your doorstep the following morning. And if you kill those, twice that number will attack the next day. You must believe me, George. If you don't, you're in grave danger."
"I cannot allow them to make demands of and assault me," George explained.
"I didn't say you couldn't protect yourself," Morning explained, remembering how she thought George would give up as little knowledge as possible but wouldn't endanger himself, his family, or his business and how wrong she was. "Only that you cannot kill them. Rough them up, knock them out, tie them up and dump them outside of town. But if you kill even one of them, they will not stop until you're dead, your family's dead, and all your women are taken as slaves."
"That would mean a war with the cabal," George pointed out.
"A war even the cabal cannot win," Morning stated unequivocally. "These guys number in the tens of thousands, George. Hundreds of thousands, maybe. Plus, they regenerate their numbers much faster than anyone else can."
"Another 'something I don't need to know'?"
"I pray to all the Gods they'll leave you alone," Morning said. "However, I believe they will trail Gigi and me to your place and question you. I suggest you answer the questions honestly but as evasively as you can. If they threaten you, your staff, your family, or girls, tell them what they want to know."
"I don't know much," George pointed out. "Only that you've moved to New York and asked me to forge documents for a pair of sisters."
"Try not to reveal that second part if you can do so safely, please, big daddy George."
"I don't understand why you wanted documents for those two," George stated, hoping Bella would fill in some gaps.
"You don't need to," Bella said sweetly. "But if the coast is clear, Gigi and I will sneak back and reward you in our usual way."
"By fucking me half to death?" George chuckled.
"Yes, only half to," Morning smilingly agreed. "Who'd be our Daddy if we fucked you to death?"
"Go back to your hotel and wait for my call," George instructed.
"Yes, big daddy George," Morning said with pretend dutifulness.
Brandon, Bella, and Gigi walked casually from Madame Sweet's offices and got in the waiting limo. On their way back to The Marriott, Morning broke her burner phone before removing the sim card. The phone went out the window into the traffic several blocks after the sim card.
Reaching their double suite, Beyoncé, as she knew she needed to start referring to herself as, stopped Solange and Brandon from entering Brandon's bedroom and fucking. "I need to get a phone and some photos of Brandon to send to George so he can arrange Brandon's new ID. Wait for me."
Beyoncé returned to the hotel's front, where a small souvenir shop was. There, she bought burner phones for herself, Solange, and Brandon. Texting George from her memory, she returned to their suite. Of course, her mother (Solange, Gigi, Day Dawning) hadn't waited, and Solange was on her back, her powerful legs wrapped around Brandon's hips, screaming for the tall, immensely powerful man to fuck her harder.
Her mother's tattered clothing strewn across two rooms bore witness to their passion, and Beyoncé sighed, realising they'd be making love all night. पर्वतपातः (Mountain Falling, Brandon) had miraculously been returned to her, and Morning realised her mother would never let him leave. She lay on the bed in the other room and meditated. जले प्रकाशः स्फुरति (Light on the Water) joined her inside her meditation bubble soon after.
"You've grown much since we last talked, प्रातः सूर्य (Morning Sun)," Light smiled. "I see you've discovered who Brandon once was."
"Why couldn't you just tell me?" Morning bitched. "I feel like I'm playing a game of life and death, not knowing the opposing players or the rules."
"I see through a glass, darkly," Light grinned, quoting the biblical phrase. "The past is clear like spring water. The present is distinct and filled with possibilities, but the future is murky and constantly changes depending on choices made now."
"Isn't time linear?" Morning asked. "I thought you could no more change the future than you can the past?"
Light laughed heartily before saying, "I've existed in some form or another for more than sixty-five thousand years. None of the futures I saw laid before me can still occur. A simple act of bravery by an anonymous soldier fighting an unknown war in a country on a planet that seems irrelevant changes the outcome, and the future for all is altered. A man, tired of the war and bloodshed, stays his hand, and an enemy becomes a friend. This act changed the course of history because two warring tribes became allies, and no one knew it.
"A single woman, abandoned by the fates and her family, finds a child left behind a dumpster. She picks up the child, and both their lives are transformed. Then, because the woman chose life over despair, the child goes on to be a man or woman of substance and the lives of thousands are altered forever. We all believe it's significant events like a meteor wiping out the dinosaurs that alter the course of history. And while that is true, more often, it's a simple act of kindness or generosity that makes the most difference."
"You're saying that what I do will alter history's course?" Morning growled. "Pressure much?"
"Succeed or fail, my daughter," Light stated. "The lives of trillions of beings on billions of planets in galaxies too numerous to count will be affected."
"These Gaelic Slavers, Aridian Slavers, as you call them, you speak of, they are that dangerous?"
"They are the darkness consuming existence's light, my daughter," Light explained seriously. "If they succeed in conquering Earth and defeating my people circling above in spaceships, then nothing is left between them and enslaving all of existence. Humankind's warlike instincts and stubbornness must combine with Providian technology to create super soldiers capable of turning back the darkness, or everything for everyone is lost."



"I repeat, pressure much?" Morning reiterated.
Light chuckled before saying, "Above you, two Hollywood actors are leading the struggle against terrorism. They're winning and will unite the world when they succeed. You need to join them because, despite their early successes, they haven't come up against the slavers yet. Without your knowledge of how to permanently dispose of them, the Aridians will regenerate and overwhelm their forces with superior numbers."
"Hollywood actors leading the fight against terrorism?" Morning asked disbelievingly. "What are they doing? Orating or improvising the terrorists to death?"
"The male actor is a greater warrior than even you. The female will challenge you severely."
Morning laughed, "Now I know you're kidding me! There are no warriors greater than I."
"I will visit you the night after he hands you your ass," Light chuckled.
"Do that," Morning challenged. "Then you may apologise for doubting my prowess."
"You will become superior to him after you've visited the regeneration chambers and received your full potential. You are the last being on Earth who is more than a few per cent Providian."
"How is that possible?" Morning asked.
"I'm one hundred per cent Providian--one of the few undiluted by cloning left. Because of the constant interbreeding with humankind we Providians did, your mother is around fifteen per cent Providian, making you nearly sixty per cent pure. More than anyone else on this planet currently alive by a large proportion."
"Cloning? Isn't that still beyond our capabilities?"
Light explained, "Beyond humans, yes. We Providians perfected it many millennia ago." Light let his daughter think for a time before saying, "You ready to go back through your memories and further integrate them into your psyche and become more powerful still?"
"Yes," Morning acknowledged.
Chapter 7: Eastern side of continental Myanmar. Appx. 1100 BC.
व्याघ्घातकः (Tiger Slayer, Morning, Beyoncé, Bella) patted the dark brown earth into place. He stoically moved the gathered rocks until they formed a cairn over his youngest child's grave. The Jarawa people were long-lived, often reaching four or even five hundred years of age. However, one to one hundred and fifty years was more common.
His wife, सन्ध्याकाशम् (Evening Sky), had lived for another one hundred and seventy years after their marriage. Tiger had laid her to rest almost thirty years ago. Evening had proudly born Tiger seven children--five warriors and two gatherers. They'd lost two warriors to early childhood accidents and illnesses. Another two children, one warrior and one gatherer, were lost to predators. Tiger's remaining two warriors had died in battles with the slavers, leaving only his daughter, सायंकालस्य प्रतिज्ञा (Evening's Promise).
Tiger placed the last stone and turned to his mother, दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning). "We must flee lest we cause the clan's total destruction," he flatly stated. "All reason for staying here has gone."
Day, who had gleefully joined with the widowed women and joyfully served the sexual needs of the unmated warriors for nearly thirty years before मृदुः शशः (Fluffy Bunny), the clan chief's wife, had died of the pox, nodded. Mountain had passed away not long after Evening, leaving Day heartbroken. She ignored the many warriors who wanted her to join with them as their mate and took her place amongst the widows again. She'd lost two husbands and couldn't face the prospect of losing another.
Tiger's three remaining children had mated and produced offspring of their own before their deaths. Unfortunately, all of Tiger's grandchildren were female. Women who'd taken husbands from other clans during the annual gatherings designed to ensure the clans didn't suffer from inbreeding. All had chosen to join their new mate's clans and leave the valley of the Negrito. Tiger hoped that meant that some of his great-grandchildren would survive into the future.
Despite wanting children with Mountain, Day had remained barren. Possibly, it was for the best because the offspring of Mountain and Day would expect to vie with his children with Fluffy for the chieftaincy when he died or became too old to continue. Mountain's and Fluffy's eldest warrior, काक आह्वान (Crow Call), had successfully challenged the other hunter/fighters for his father's place and was the current chief.
Tiger's sole surviving child, the gatherer सायंकालस्य प्रतिज्ञा (Evening's Promise), had suffered a mortal wound in the clan's latest clash with the Gaelic Slavers. Tiger had gone into a berserker rage when Promise had fallen. His rage fuelled the clan's remaining warriors, and none of the slavers survived the battle despite outnumbering and outweighing the men they fought.
Tiger's precognition abilities had meant the Negrito Clan's village, nestled within a fertile valley, hadn't been discovered by the slavers. The clan had always left the valley in time to meet the slavers far from their home. But every clash brought the slavers in greater numbers and closer to home, and everyone knew only luck kept the valley hidden.
Tiger and his mother asked the chief for an audience, which was immediately granted. "It becomes increasingly apparent with every clash that the slavers hunt Day and me," Tiger said. "It's better for the clan's safety that my mother and I leave. Perhaps then, the slavers will pursue us and leave the clan in peace."
"Do you believe that is true?" Crow asked.
"No," Tiger admitted. "Our clan has successfully denied the slavers for nearly two hundred years. They will not stop until they have enslaved us all."
"What do you suggest?" Crow queried.
"You take the clan south to Land's Edge and build boats capable of joining the Jangil people on the islands south of the mainland."
"There's no hope of staying?"
"I do not believe so," Tiger replied.
Crow sighed, realising he would need to lead his clan from their ancestral home. "If it must be so, then it will be so," he vowed. "We will begin preparations for an extended journey tomorrow."
"I will lead a squadron of warriors guarding the eastern escarpment tonight."
"Why?" Crow asked, knowing of Tiger's obscured visions of the future.
"Bad feeling," Tiger admitted. "I felt wary of that area when I first came to the valley."
"Do you know what will happen?"
"An attack," Tiger stated confidently. "But origin unknown. It might be tigers or wolves, but I suspect today's attack was a skirmish designed to keep our warriors from discovering a group infiltrating the valley from the east."
"Is a squadron enough?"
"I believe that it's a scouting party," Tiger replied. "Twelve warriors should be sufficient to ensure the clan's safety."
"Take the men you require," Crow dismissed. "I know better than going against your instincts. Leave me. I need to summon the elders and prepare to get the clan moving south."
"You do your father proud," Tiger stated before turning and leaving.
The moon had settled beyond the horizon when Tiger's cadre heard the unmistakable sounds of boots sliding over stones. The sounds emanated from above a nearly twelve-foot rock face not far from where they hid. Here was precisely where Morning's (Tiger's) instincts had screamed at her almost two hundred years before.
The warriors watched as five slavers dropped effortlessly onto the ground below the cliff. Tiger motioned his fighters back, and they waited silently for the slavers to pass them before viciously falling upon them from behind. Spears stabbed, clubs swung, and knives slashed. Less than two minutes later, the world held five less white slavers.
Satisfied with their night's work, Tiger's fighters rejoined their families and slept peacefully until the morning.
Sunrise that morning saw Tiger and Day heading north and east as the remainder of the tribe prepared to move south. Tiger and Day headed toward winter and an unknown future. The Negrito tribe hoped the Jangil would accept them. The two tribes were trading partners years before the Jangil had disappeared from the continent. They also hoped the Jangil remembered.
Tiger and Day slid unobtrusively through the coastal rainforests of north-eastern Myanmar. After a brief conversation at the end of their first day's walk, Morning had decided to remain in her assumed masculine guise. The same reasons held true from their first extended trip. Two single women travelling alone together would attract human and humanoid males like jasmine attracted bees. However, she significantly altered their facial and physical characteristics. Morning now resembled her first Negrito clan mentor, मृगशिकारी (Deer Hunter). Day could have seamlessly replaced दुः शशः (Fluffy Bunny).
Hunting had been good during their travels, but the days were swiftly turning cold and shortening. Winter would be upon them soon, and they'd die if they couldn't find somewhere to hole up for the winter. They would need at least a month to prepare and stock a cave with enough food to survive the oncoming winter.
On the border between modern-day Myanmar and Bangladesh, close to a city now called Cox's Bazar, they found what they searched for. Unfortunately, a large adult male sun bear called the cave home. Unwilling to challenge the bear, Morning and Day used green leaves and tree boughs over a fire to smoke it out. The bear appeared unattached to the cave because it quickly decided to vacate the area. A day's cleaning and exploration ensured the cave would suit an extended stay. A river was nearby, and game, tubers, edible plants, and fruit were plentiful.
Morning and Day took turns between hunting and gathering winter supplies, including wood to burn, building defences around the cave, and smoking the meat for winter consumption. It would soon be cold enough outside to freeze the meat, which could then be stored in an ice/rock cave for easier access and freshness. However, the outside meat lockers could easily be lost to scavengers and other meat-eating animals, so preserving and keeping the meat inside the cave was imperative to their survival.
The early part of every night was spent curing hides and weaving mats to seal off the cave's entrance. These pelts and mats would also make their beds and provide insulation from the cold ground. More time was needed to prepare a dark part of their cave to store the various fruits, tubers, and vegetables they'd gathered.
The season's first severe snowstorm occurred about thirty days after they'd moved into the cave. By then, Morning and Day were ready. As long as a hurricane didn't strike the cave's entrance directly, the women were safe for winter's duration.
Winter passed peacefully without much trouble or fanfare. They had only two encounters that caused any consternation. Winter had only recently set in when the sun bear returned, looking to retake the cave. Burning brands shoved in its face and smacked against its retreating rear convinced the bear that this cave wasn't congenial to its continued existence. The bear didn't bother them again.
Also, an injured Bengal tiger who hadn't been able to follow the migrating herds attacked the cave. Again, the palisade Morning and Day had built withstood the assault. However, the women chose to feed the tiger what they could. It quickly learned to leave the women alone. In return, they fed it and kept it alive. The tiger's presence ensured other predators gave the cave a wide berth.
The Jangil clan pair began their trek further east as soon as the snow cleared enough to make travel possible. Three months later, they were on the banks of the Meghna River. Although it was towards the end of spring, the river still teemed, its waters in flood and too dangerous to try and swim across. Morning and Day stayed in the area because they'd seen signs of human occupation for several weeks but hadn't found the village they knew had to be close.
After another frustrating day spent on the river's bank, unable to cross, Day heard the sounds of children's laughter. Moving stealthily through the long grass, she followed the sounds until she stood on the edge of a clearing. Beyond the clearing stood a small village with numerous bamboo and mud huts. The children were playing in the clearing as their parents fished the river.
Slipping back to their camp, Day told Morning what she'd seen. The women needed to join a village again for their long-term safety. They'd been lucky during the previous winter and hadn't been discovered by any slaver hunting parties or any of the indigenous subhuman creatures. With travel now possible, that continued luck was unlikely.
Morning concentrated, turning her gift inward, and transformed herself into a version of the woman considered the most beautiful by the Negrito Clan: सूर्य पुष्पम् (Sun Blossom), Deer Hunter's eldest daughter. Blossom was a petite, ebony-black woman with surprisingly straight, long black hair. Her breasts were full and teardrop-shaped with magenta-coloured nipples. Although Morning's new waist was narrow, her hips flared deliciously, emphasising her heart-shaped ass, outwardly curved tummy, and prominent pudenda.
The women spent the following day fishing, setting snares, and gathering nuts, fruits and berries. At sunrise the day after, Day and Morning knelt just inside the cleared area with their offering displayed before them. The two women knelt naked, with their hands palm up on their thighs and their shoulders back. With their heads up and eyes wide open, Day and Morning waited to be noticed.
The playing children were the first from the village to enter the clearing. The young boys automatically formed a defensive line before the girls and sent them back to summon the men. A dozen of the villager's warriors charged into the clearing only a few moments later. They mostly ignored the kneeling women and circled into the long grass, ensuring the women weren't a trap to drag the warriors away before an attack. Two warriors returned holding the remainder of Day's and Morning's belongings.
"Where are your mates?" The squad's leader asked.
"My husband died defending us and allowing us to flee. My daughter is unmated."
Surprised, the leader asked, "She is a virgin?"
"No," Day denied. "She is of age and was given to warriors, rewarding them for their bravery, as is the Jangil Clan's way."
"The Jangil Clan is no more," the warrior stated emphatically.
"They are still," Day insisted. "They made boats and sailed south to the islands below the mainland."
"You know this for certain?" The man queried.
"My father was there when they sailed." Day lied. "My mother was pregnant with me, and they stayed behind."
"Your daughter is not old enough for your story to work," the leader argued.
"I am two hundred and fifty years old," Day explained. "Old for clans in this area, but only middle-aged for the Jangil people."
"They were known to live centuries as others lived decades," the warrior conceded.
"My daughter's husband was killed only months after their mating. Then, the clan left on the boats. We have been travelling together, looking for safety since."
"Why are you here?"
We offer ourselves to the tribe and have brought tribute as required. My daughter is clearly fertile and ripe for a mate to pluck. I am still of child-bearing age and will mate with a man the chief or tribe chooses for me. Plus, my daughter and I are warriors, hunters, and gatherers of surpassing skill. We offer much to your clan if you will take us."
"If we decide to rape and kill you instead?"
"I was led to believe the Chakma tribe had more honour than to rape defenceless women."
"You know us?"
"We stayed with the Negrito clan two winters ago when an unexpected early winter storm caught us," Day lied. "They trade with you."
"Not since the slavers made the journey too hazardous," the squad leader muttered. Coming to a decision, he said, "How are you named?"
"I am called दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning), my daughter is प्रातः सूर्य (Morning Sun).
"Follow me to the chief's home. You may dress for decency."
The chief took one look at the two beautiful women and immediately agreed to accept them into the tribe. Within a few weeks, Morning had comprehensively proved her warrior skills to the clan, defeating all who challenged her position. Day, too, had destroyed those who questioned her skills. However, Day was happy to become one with the gatherers, which the Chakma clan more readily accepted. Women warriors, although not unheard of, were rare in their culture.
Some few months into their new lives with the Chakma people, वज्र तूफान (Thunder Storm), the leader of the warrior squad who had investigated their appearance, approached Day and requested Morning become his mate. He offered to house, feed and protect Day for that honour. Morning had come to like the staunch fighter and, after some deliberation, accepted Thunder's proposal.
The Chakma Tribe was similar to the Negrito in that the widows were housed together, and the unwed men could visit with the chief's permission. Day had happily accepted a position in the widow's hut, and she mated joyfully with any warrior who desired her.
After the traditional mating ceremony, Thunder took his new bride back to his hut. He wondered how sexually experienced his new bride was, but when she knelt before him and uncovered his throbbing member, Thunder knew she was a gifted lover. His staunch, nearly nine-inch cock disappeared into her mouth and down her throat in mere seconds. Then, Morning's powerful hand softly gripped his aching balls and gently massaged them as she bobbed her head up and down his raging hard-on.
Moving her left hand onto her husband's shaft, Morning firmly pumped as she lashed his glans with her tongue and sucked voraciously. Thunder, who had eschewed visiting the widows ever since Day and Morning had appeared outside the village, groaned and lost the first battle swiftly. His large hands gripped Morning's head as he face-fucked her viciously. Then, unable to control his need, Thunder unloaded into his new wife's mouth with many grunted spurts. His ejaculation was so extreme that Morning couldn't swallow it all quickly enough, and it leaked from her mouth's corners.
"So good!" Thunder gasped, pushing Morning off his now sensitive cock. Eager to show his new wife his sexual skills, Thunder pushed Morning onto her back and dove onto her juicy pussy. Although Morning's body was relatively new, it responded precisely the same way as her original one. The fierce tongue stabs into her dripping cunt followed by delightful licks along her labia, and forceful tongue lashing and sucking of her clitoris caused Morning to climax almost as swiftly as Thunder had. The second battle went to Thunder unanimously, and Morning's cries of pleasure reverberated through the small village.
Thrice more, Thunder caused Morning to scream her delight before he covered her svelte body with his and slowly forced his enormous cock into her tight tunnel. Morning, being more than fifty per cent Providian, didn't have the typical human female's narrow cervical canal. To Thunder's eternal delight, his cock, didn't bottom out in his lover's pussy as was his usual experience. Instead, it encountered a slight resistance that readily gave way and allowed him to shove his entire cock into Morning's writhing body.
The many mated warriors throughout the village listened jealously to Morning's pleasure cries. As one, they rolled onto their women to prove to them their sexual prowess matched Thunder's. The village was filled with the squeals and grunts of climaxing women and men. An explosion of pregnancies was sure to follow the cum explosions.
Leaning back, Thunder examined where his pelvis pressed against Morning's pudenda. "You took it all," he muttered disbelievingly. "No one has ever been able to take all of me."



"It feels so good," Morning mumbled, her eyes rolling back and the whites showing as she writhed her hips sensuously, revelling in feeling a cock buried more deeply inside her than ever before. Morning's first mate, the clan chief Eagle, was no slouch in the cock department and was well above average for a Jangil male. However, he was at least two inches shorter than the delicious member buried inside her soaking cunt.
Thunder pulled back and stroked in again firmly. He felt the same slight resistance as the first time and realised he was passing through the barrier that typically prevented him from entirely sheathing his cock inside his lovers. "Fuck!" He groaned, pulling out and repeating his movement.
Every time he pushed back in, the head of his enormous cock was gripped by the ultra-hot sheath that provided the resistance. "It's too much," he groaned, his big balls slapping against his thick shaft and jettisoning its cargo into Thunder's pulsing shaft. His semen rocketed along his urethral tube and exploded directly into Morning's womb, where an egg unknowingly waited.
Morning felt Thunder's cum blasting her womb's walls, and she screamed as her body spasmed, shuddered, and came, her pussy juices expelling from her fluttering vulva and soaking their joined groins. She screamed and came again as another cum blast bathed her uterus' insides. She violently expelled three more climactic yells before she felt her husband's extremely lengthy cock soften and withdraw from her womb. By the time Thunder collapsed beside her, exhausted, Morning had passed out. The pleasure had been too much, and her brain shut down before it imploded.
Chapter 8: New York, New York 3.
"Morning!" Day yelled, lightly slapping her daughter's face.
"What?" Morning grumbled, slowly becoming aware of her surroundings. "I was meditating with Light again."
"You didn't respond no matter how hard I shook you or yelled," Day stated, relieved her daughter was finally responding.
"Get used to it," Morning stated drily. "I need to integrate all of my memories into my persona because it's the only way to become strong enough to defeat the slavers." Morning's attention shifted to her nether regions. She was hot and aching with need. Remembering three-thousand-year-old orgasms was not the same as having them now. "May I use Brandon?" Morning asked.
"Of course, you can, silly," Day answered.
"He used to be your husband, Mum," Morning pointed out. "I would never do that to you without your permission."
"Yes," Day dismissed. "But he's not Mountain. He's merely a man who resembles my late husband. And he has been our lover for the last two years. I wouldn't deny either of you if you desire each other."
Morning took her mother's hand and walked into Brandon's bedroom. The sheets were soaked with sweat, cum, and pussy juice. Brandon's lengthy cock lay across his abdomen, covered with semen, saliva and female secretions. Morning licked her lips appreciatively before realising Brandon's new cock was even bigger than her late husband's. Her pussy clenched, anticipating receiving that monster inside it.
Kneeling beside the bed, Morning took Brandon's thick shaft in her potent hands and guided its head into her mouth. Enjoying the taste of her mother's and Brandon's mixed secretions, Morning slowly worked life into Brandon's deflated penis. Swirling her tongue around the bulging glans and sucking gently, Morning worked Brandon's swelling member with her hands until it rose to its full glory. Then, she swung her muscular leg over Brandon's hip and lowered her needy pussy onto his cock and accepted it deep inside her cunt.
"Gawd!" Brandon mock protested as his eyes opened. "You two will be my death!"
"Shut up and fuck me," Morning demanded, her body relishing having a cock sheathed in her cervical canal again--a pleasure denied ordinary human women. She placed her hands on Brandon's chest and pushed, raising her hips until only the tip of Brandon's stupendous cock remained inside her. Then, relaxing, Morning dropped onto Brandon's pelvis forcefully. Brandon's ten-inch schlong roared up her tight passage, ripped through her cervical tube and bottomed out inside her with its tip peering into her womb.
"Gawd!" Morning moaned as she repeated her movements. "Squeeze my tits!"
Brandon's meaty hands gripped her C-cup breasts and crushed her conical nipples, squeezing them painfully. Morning moaned as the delightful pain sent orgasmic waves searing through her body until they centred on her aching clit. Morning's head unawarely tossed back and forth as she rode Brandon's cock towards her crest. Her peak was fast approaching, and Morning knew the leap from it would be cataclysmic.
Brandon held on, staving off his orgasm for all he was worth and denying himself the release he so desperately needed to ensure Morning got there before him. Brandon was secretly in love with Gigi but loved Bella, too. It was just that if he was forced to choose between the two gorgeous sisters. Mother and daughter, he remembered. He'd pick the mother every time. The sheer naughtiness of simultaneously fucking sisters was piquant, even if they didn't get it on together as he fantasised they would. Brandon wanted to show them he could be man enough for them both.
Morning's orgasm hit like lightning striking a tinder-dry tree. Fire raged through her nether regions as Brandon's resistance failed beneath her. With a protesting, "Noooo," his enormous cock pumped his ejaculate directly into Morning's womb. This long-remembered, delicious feeling spat Morning off the cliff of her climax. But instead of squealing her orgasm to the skies, her entire body locked into a rictus. Unable to even breathe, Morning jittered and juddered as her climax's lightning struck her over and over again until, eventually, her eyes rolled back, and she collapsed onto Brandon.
"Wow!" Day awedly exclaimed. "Brandon, you've been holding back on me. I demand you do me like that immediately!" Her demand fell on deaf ears, though. Brandon had also cum and then passed out. Shrugging, Day used her fingers to quench her desire before joining the others in sleep.
George ringing them woke Brandon and the sisters up. Brandon, who was the most awake, staggered to the lounge and grabbed Morning's phone. "Wait up, George," Brandon mumbled. "I'll get Bella." He stumbled back to the bedroom and handed his lover the phone.
"Rough night?" George jovially asked when Morning slurred, "Hello".
"Up yours, Daddy George," Morning muttered.
George laughed before saying, "Meet me at Madame Sweet's at noon." He hung up before Morning could answer.
Beyoncé (Morning, Bella) shuffled to the shower in a daze as she delighted in her pussy's ache. Brandon's improved cock had stretched her vulva severely, and it had been centuries since a cock long enough to reach her cervical canal had entered her. She wondered if she shouldn't shift big daddy George and hope he developed something similar. Beyoncé knew George was above average at more than six inches, but he didn't reach her cervix, let alone penetrate it. It was only vague speculation, though, because she'd never do that to George against his will.
Solange (Gigi, Day) and Brandon joined her in the shower, and although they washed each other, the soft brushes and wipes were caresses of love and not desire. Desire would return; they all knew that, but now was the time to prepare. George coming to New York might not mean anything, but it could signal trouble for the two women, and they needed to be ready.
The girls dressed similarly to the day before. Sexy enough to be noticed immediately but reserved enough to be respectable in public. Brandon wore the same suit but changed from a pristine white to a dark blue shirt. That reminded Beyoncé that she needed photos and a name for his new ID documents. She used Google Translate to see what his look-alike's name changed to. Spanish made Mountain Falling read Montaña Cayendo. She tried that in several perturbations before deciding Cain Montana fitted best. Smiling, Beyoncé texted the images and name to George without consulting Brandon.
At precisely noon, Beyoncé, Solange, and Cain presented themselves at Madame Sweet's offices. Of course, Tex and Biff, the other two bouncers who, along with Brandon, got whooped by Morning and Day, didn't recognise them.
"Settle, guys," Cain said when the bodyguards began staunching up. "Otherwise, Bella and Gigi will kick your asses again, only this time they'll be wearing skirts and not leathers."
"Brandon?" Tex, the smarter of the two bodyguards, disbelievingly asked. "Bella, Gigi? How the fuck?"
"Do we even want to know?" George asked, entering through another door.
"Probably best you don't," Beyoncé admitted before squealing and running to kiss and hug the powerfully built older man.
"Daddy approves of your girl's new look," George said grinningly. "I guess I know why you needed three new sets of documents now." He turned to Brandon. "Cain," he acknowledged before briefly hugging the man-mountain Brandon had become.
"Cain? Brandon asked.
George guffawed, realising that Beyoncé hadn't informed Brandon of his impending name change. "Bella didn't tell you?" He chuckled, reaching into the desk drawer and bringing out a folder containing a birth certificate, driver's licence, social security card, passport, and everything else a modern person needed for identification and handing it to him.
Brandon shook his head. "News to me," he confessed.
George handed the women a folder each. They held the same documents as Brandon's folder did. "Which one used to be Bella?" George asked.
"That would be me," Beyoncé said.
George hugged her before hugging Solange. "I've missed you two," he admitted. "I lost two of twenty full-time girls, yet my earnings have dropped forty per cent."
"Aww, big Daddy," Morning teased. "You missed us fucking you half to death more than the money."
"Whilst that may be true," George said, blushing graciously. "I need to complete our business before I turn my thoughts to pleasure." George sat behind the desk. He'd ordered a replacement when he first arrived and had Tex and Biff drag the wrecked one out for a rubbish service to pick up. Steepling his fingers and hoping the girls would be amenable, he stared at Beyoncé and Solange until they looked at each other and sat before the desk. "The cabal has asked me to take over their New York operation until they can find a suitable replacement."
Beyoncé and Solange knew better than to ask what had become of Madame Sweet. However, they also knew any punishment she received was deserved and well past due.
George waited until he was sure the girls wouldn't ask, then continued, "I'd like you to work for me again, though I understand if you're reluctant." He turned to look at Brandon, "Cain, I'd like you to continue as the girls' bodyguard, but I'll put you back on the payroll."
"Yes!" Cain asserted. "You know I never wanted to leave your service but felt compelled to protect the girls."
George's eyes twinkled over his steepled fingers. "Have you told Gigi, sorry, Solange, you love her yet?"
The Bonhomme sisters' eyes turned to Cain speculatively, although Solange's face also blushed.
"Never mind that," Cain muttered as he blushed, too. Being pitch black meant the blush showed as a slight darkening of his already midnight-black skin, but it was apparent to an observant onlooker. "What about Antoinette and Eloise?" Cain asked. "If you're in danger and here, who will protect those two?"
"You mean us two?" Antoinette smirked as she strolled through the door, arm-in-arm with Eloise. "Leadership decided New York needed a clean slate, so all of Madame Bitch-face's, oops, I mean Sweet's, former crew are gone. We're the replacements."
"What about Boston, big daddy George?" Beyoncé asked, already knowing the answer.
"Well," George said deprecatingly. "I may have overstated the temporariness of my move to New York. Leadership decided if they couldn't remove the threat to Boston permanently, then it was better if the threatened weren't there to be threatened. There's no one left in Boston who knows what happened to those who ran Aces over Queens. Everyone knows it was probably a mob operation, so they'll assume I did something to piss them off, and the mob eliminated us all permanently. Leadership will drop that precise hint to a few of our newspaper stooges, and it will become fact despite being a total fallacy."
"Looks like we owe you big time again, Daddy George," Beyoncé stated.
"You may thank me in the typical way," George replied, waggling his eyebrows suggestively.
"Deal!" Morning and Day yelled, leaping up and grabbing George's elbows.
"Wait," Day hesitated. "Is there a bed here somewhere?"
"What do you think Eloise and I were making behind that door?" Antoinette giggled. "George had one delivered with the new desk. He assumed that was you?"
"It was Morning!" Day amusedly denied. "You know I'm the soul of discretion and would never resort to violence."
"Thick, so thick," Cain pretended to gag. "The bullshit in here is so thick you choke on it!"
Everyone laughed as George, Morning, and Day disappeared behind the closing door. Morning and Day had George naked and on the bed only seconds later. Morning gripped George's swelling erection at its base before gobbling his entire cock in one quick swallow. Day took her place as soon as she was naked. Morning stood long enough to divest her clothing before rejoining the others. Morning swung her voluptuous ass over George's mouth and lowered onto it. Day released George's cock and straddled his hips.
"Ass first," Day demanded, lowering her pucker hole onto George's raging hard-on and accepting into her rear fuck hole.
"Fuck!" George grunted as his cock burst through Day's knot and slid into her delectably warm and tight ass.
In the office, Eloise and Antoinette eyed the new Brandon speculatively. They glanced at each other questioningly before Antoinette innocently asked, "I don't suppose these two old girls could interest you in a quick roll in the hay?"
"No, you couldn't," Cain deadpanned and waited. He allowed Eloise's and Antoinette's faces to fall before grinning and saying, "But you could interest me in a long, drawn-out fuck in my bed back at the hotel. You'll stay for dinner, of course."
"Let me order a limo," Eloise said giddily.
"No need," Cain said. "Bella, I mean Beyoncé, hired the driver for the day. I'll send him back after he's dropped us off."
George had already cum in Day's ass. He lasted until Beyoncé had orgasmed on his face but was undone by the feeling of Beyoncé's creamy juices flooding his slurping mouth. Morning kept George amused as her mother found the washroom and some facecloths. By the time she had lovingly cleaned George's tool, he was harder than advanced algebra. Morning wanted to feel George's staunch body, which was still more muscle than fat despite being nearly sixty years old, covering and owning hers. She fancied staring up at his handsome face as he tried to pound her ass through the mattress.
George happily complied and rested on his elbows as he powered into Beyoncé's tightly gripping cunt for all he was worth. Morning delighted in George's forceful thrusts, thrashing her hips up to meet George's downward plunges. Beyoncé crested several times before George filled her grateful cunt with his cum.
The girls knew George would need time to recover, so they surrounded his reposed body and lavished soft kisses and touches across it and his face. They avoided his wilted cock but kissed, stroked and lightly touched all of George's other erogenous zones. Eventually, when George's cock flexed and lengthened, the girls knelt at his hips and took turns sucking and licking his dick. They brought him close to orgasm before submissively kneeling on the floor and allowing George to cover their beautiful faces with sperm.
"Gotta get a bathroom with a shower built in here," George muttered as Morning and Day ineffectually used a facecloth to wipe his cum from their hair and faces.
Morning and Day were as clean as they were going to get without a shower, so they helped George back into his clothes before getting dressed themselves. George sat at the desk making calls as the girls excused themselves and left. The limo driver kept his eyes carefully averted after his first surprised glance. He dropped them at The Marriott after promising to return at Ten a.m. to take them back to Saks.
The girls entered their double suite and heard the unmistakable sounds of people fucking vigorously. They knew it had to be Brandon (Cain) and guessed the other was either Eloise or Antoinette. However, when Antoinette encouraged, "That's it, Cain. Jam that big cock in that slut's pussy and make her squeal!" they realised it was both.
Giggling delightedly, the girls swiftly showered before buckling on their strap-ons and joining the party. Morning pounced on Antoinette as soon as she entered the room. Forcing the older woman's knees back and apart, Beyoncé positioned her 'cock' on Antoinette's dripping entrance and slammed it home.
Day snuck behind Eloise and straddled Brandon's knees. Then she lined her 'cock' up with Eloise's anus and slowly forced it into the willing woman. Eloise moaned as she fell forward onto Cain's massively broad chest. Her eyes closed as she revelled in being doubly penetrated for the first time she could remember. Unfortunately, there just wasn't much of a market for a fifty+ year-old escort. Escorting was a young woman's game.
Eloise and Antoinette still had clients, typically in their seventies, from their heydays whom they visited. They even occasionally remembered to charge them. George, who still insisted he was a ruthless businessman, kept Eloise and Antoinette on the payroll. They worked as his receptionist and girl Friday. If George discovered a 'diamond in the rough' girl such as Bella and Gigi, Eloise and Antoinette taught them the tricks of the trade, creating genuinely high-class call girls and ensuring George's escort services were always the most popular and renowned throughout the Boston area.
Cain fought mightily to satisfy all four women and certainly gave a good account of himself. But when even his fingers were too sore to continue, he conceded defeat, crawled from the room and left the women to it. The girls swapped about as desire took them. They sixty-nined in every combination except Beyoncé and her sister. Took turns using the strap-ons and generally revelled in the debauchery. The night ended with a four-way daisy chain. Morning had her tongue inside Eloise's gash as Eloise ate Day. Day snacked on Antoinette's pussy, and Antoinette licked Morning's clit. Light was filtering around the room's blackout curtains when the lovers finally desisted.
George arranged a five-bedroom condo in Queens for Beyoncé, Solange, Eloise, Antoinette, and Brandon to share. Beyoncé and Solange began working only a few days later and soon became at least as popular with regular customers in New York as they'd been in Boston. George even arranged for them to visit Evan and Susan Borbidge in the Catskills again. Although Morning and Day couldn't reveal their original identities, they swiftly assuaged the Borbidge's needs and became fast friends with the couple. Susan and Evan often marvelled at their luck in finding two sets of sisters that would satisfy their kinks, never knowing their latest escorts were Bella and Gigi disguised.
A few months after their move to New York, George called the Bonhomme sisters and Cain into his office. The cabal had let George know that a group of five strange looking men had tried to snoop around George's old premises in Boston.
The descriptions of the men confirmed the slavers had found where Morning and her mother had worked. Fortunately, the men showed pictures of the Morning and Day, not Bella and Gigi, and asked for their services. The people running the Aces over Queens honestly replied that they'd never had women resembling those pictures working there, not even when George ran the business. The cabal followed the men until they returned to Boston Logan International Airport and left for Ireland.



Morning knew the slavers would return to their encampment and use whatever system they typically did to re-establish contact with her. But it was sometimes decades before the slavers found her again. This time, Morning and Day would be more than ready to take the fight to the slavers and kill them forever--no more regenerating overnight and creating a clone from the dead body.
To prepare for that time, Morning meditated for at least a part of every day. Most of Morning's meditating was spent sifting through her memories and reintegrating them into her whole. However, जले प्रकाशः स्फुरति (Light on the Water) joined her for an evening every month. Those sessions delved further back into Morning's past.
Morning's more than thirty-five hundred-year life contained much death and sadness. Husbands and wives (depending on her current gender) who aged and died before her eyes. Children who perished from natural and unnatural causes. Offspring who fought beside her and were killed. Worse than that were the many sons, daughters, and grandchildren she simply outlived. Despite carrying more than fifty per cent of her Providian heritage in her genes, she seemed incapable of bequeathing the gene for eternal life to her kids.
Morning's offspring lived longer lives than what was normal for their time, some as many as two hundred years. But lives exceeding four hundred years were common in her time until the continual diluting of the Providian gene shortened human life.
Eventually, the weight of consistently having to bury her mates and offspring became too much, and Morning summoned part of her nascent powers to turn her reproduction system off. Unfortunately, doing that made them unsuitable as potential new tribe members when the slavers' pursuit caused them to abandon another village.
For unknown reasons, Day never kindled with child again. She, too, stopped allowing warriors to take her as their mate. She wanted the men to have the children who were their right, which she couldn't bear. Day could no longer take their disappointment when the years passed, and she remained without a child.
Humans had devolved from the heights of when Providians first merged with the human species, Morning realised. Heights that saw the building of the pyramids, an attempt to communicate with other Providians who might have survived the Aridian purge and travelled in spaceships in the galaxies above. They created many other marvels still undiscovered or unexplained by modern histories.
Morning often chuckled when she read some wildly speculative article of possible advanced civilisations that had preceded modern humans. She could have told them unequivocally that these advanced civilisations had existed but were never as technologically proficient as modern humans. The Providians had destroyed what technology their spaceships still had after they'd crashed in what is now called Mesopotamia. They dismantled everything, hoping the Aridians couldn't use the signals from the downed craft to discover them.
Chapter 9: Central India appx. 800 BC.
Morning and Day set up camp beside a river in an area that would become Nagpur. Currently, it was a sparse collection of abandoned bamboo huts. Evidence of Gaelic Slavers' activity was evident throughout the village, but the signs were weather faded, and the smell of blood and death had been erased by several seasons of rain, sun and snow. Morning's tracking knowledge told her the village had been raided more than three years before and that none of the surrounding peoples inhabiting the area dared repopulate the destroyed village lest the slavers returned.
They'd been travelling constantly for more than five years, fleeing ahead of the slavers who had raided and destroyed the Chakma village they'd lived in for close to three hundred years. Morning and Day, due to their seeming eternal life and ageless existence, were revered by the villagers. They were Baddhya, healers and witches. The villagers' fortunes had blossomed since Morning and Day had joined the tribe, and the longer they lived, the more the tribe worshipped them.
Morning had borne her mate Thunder thirteen healthy children before Thunder had died defending the village from a marauding tiger. Nine of her children reached maturity and became parents themselves. She had nearly seventy grandchildren scattered throughout her village and the surrounding ones.
Her daughters were much sought after as mates. They were beautiful and were often fearsome warriors, just like their mother. Despite Morning's current appearance, her assumed body still carried her original genes and genetic code. Her female children especially resembled how Morning actually looked: Tall, ebony-black, long, wild and wavy black hair. They had eyes so dark brown that they appeared black inside, wide and round white on white corneas. Their breasts were high and firm, juicy apples on muscular chests supported by a narrow waist, a prominent, heart-shaped ass and incredibly powerful and long legs.
Morning watched her nine remaining children die one by one. Most fell in skirmishes with other tribes from outside their area. Some to battles with the Gaelic Slavers. Others were lost to animal attacks. Bengal Tigers, wolves, and wild dogs grew abundantly in the surrounding terrain, and the tribes' warriors were regularly called upon to defend their village. Snakes were another constant danger, although they only bit the unwary. One of her male children survived to die of old age. Morning had buried him around one hundred and fifty years before.
Morning also had to watch her many grandchildren wither and die. Those that survived the raids from other clans, the wild animals, and the slaver attacks died of old age as Morning lived beyond them, her beauty and strength undiminished by time. Some of her great-grandchildren turned away from her, jealous of her seemingly eternal life, whilst they had to watch their grandparents and parents slip into old age and death.
Five years before, Morning had awakened screaming. Her dreams held visions of the entire village in flames as the Gaelic slavers rampaged through it, killing all that couldn't escape quickly enough. All the men and older villagers were slaughtered without mercy as the young men, boys, women, and girls were roped together and abducted. All those captured would be taken to the slave markets and sold.
However, in her vision, as the slavers marauded through the village, they constantly demanded that Morning and her mother make themselves known. The slavers falsely claimed the villagers would be released in return for Morning and Day's capture.
Morning got up and approached the Clan Chief's hut. She made her presence known by softly calling his name. When विद्युत्प्रकाशः (Lightning Flash) came from the hut, Morning described her vision and elicited a promise he would start his people northward as quickly as possible. Morning explained she and her mother would head east and south to drag the slavers away from the clan. Lightning tried to convince Morning to take a cadre of warriors for protection, but Morning denied him, explaining the warriors would only slow her and Day down. Lightning had to acknowledge that Morning was probably correct and stopped arguing.
Some of the older villagers, with the few who didn't believe Morning's warning, refused to follow the clan north. Twelve days after Morning's vision, the slavers raided the village and were angered and frustrated by the sparse number of people left. Few of the remaining tribe's people were suitable as slaves because they were all either elderly or men. The older villagers were uncaringly slaughtered along with the men, and the few remaining women and children gathered and tied together. Day and Morning tried to protect the villagers but fled before the slavers' overwhelming numbers and strength.
The first night after they'd fled the village, Morning shifted herself back to ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer) to ensure they remained unchallenged on their trek. Then, Bear and Day burnt every daylight hour for many days as they established as wide a gap between themselves and their fellow clan members as possible. They gathered and hunted as they travelled, eating fruits, nuts, legumes, and vegetables when they found them. Only smaller game, such as rabbits and pheasants they could easily carry, were killed along their path.
Day and Morning were convinced they'd evaded their pursuers three weeks after they clashed with the slavers. The slavers weren't comfortable traversing forest land. Their larger, uncoordinated bodies could not move through the trees silently and gave away their position to any animal large enough to hunt them, including humans.
During the first week, before they concentrated on speed, Day or Bear would wait to ambush the noisily approaching slavers. They'd whittle one or two down before fading back into the forest. Unfortunately, neither Day nor Morning had discovered that killing a slaver only added to the slavers' numbers because the 'dead' slaver regenerated itself and a clone overnight. If they'd known, they would have struck to disable and not to kill.
Winter was fast approaching when Morning and Day entered the abandoned village. However, the two women weren't concerned about the weather now they'd reached here. Although most of the buildings that survived the slavers' attack had fallen into disrepair, plenty of material was left to repair one and prepare it for the winter. With a river close, food, even when the river had iced over, would be readily available. Plus, the people who had inhabited this village had planted crops, and although overgrown, there were more than enough vegetables, fruits and nuts for two women for a winter.
Morning and Day concentrated on gathering the fruit, nuts and vegetables they needed first. These items would spoil first and needed drying and preserving for when snow covered the ground and growing was impossible.
The evenings before it got dark, they spent repairing one of the huts. The hut they chose was the one they believed was the chief's. It was in the village's centre with a small clear space before the door where the chief could greet visitors and receive appeals from the villagers.
Once they'd gathered enough fruit and veggies, Morning and Day alternated between fishing and hunting in the surrounding area. Despite roaming almost a full day from the village on their hunts, neither woman encountered any people. They were unsure whether the surrounding villages had fled the area after the attack on this one or if the slavers had taken everyone and destroyed their villages. On what would be their last hunt before the snows settled in, Morning and Day entered another crumbling village. This one had been abandoned in an orderly fashion, though. Evidence that the clans living in the area had evacuated rather than been attacked and taken.
An uneventful winter passed. The women were well protected in their hut from the wind, rain, and snow. The river froze over early in the season. However, Morning's battle axe created a fishing hole effortlessly, so fishing wasn't a problem. Plus, they'd caught and smoked plenty of meat, including fish and goat, for the days the weather was too severe to go outside.
Chapter 10: Central India appx. 800 BC. Part II
Spring was worse than winter because the river beside the village flooded, and the women discovered why the huts had been built on poles. By the time the water receded, they'd consumed almost all their stored supplies. Some fishing could be done in the flooded waters, but the fish were scarce, and they rarely caught anything. When the ground finally dried enough to travel, Morning and Day were grateful to be able to leave their home and go hunting.
For safety, Morning lived as ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer) during this period of lonesomeness. The simple reason was that it wasn't wise for two single women to live alone, which meant living as husband and wife made more sense. Unfortunately, even though Bear knew he was still a woman, his male body's need for sexual relief caused his large balls to ache and his cock to throb with unrequited desire.
Day may have been amenable to relieving that stress, but Bear could not make himself break the incest taboo. Six months cooped together in close proximity, and needing to sleep close together for warmth, meant mother and daughter came very close to becoming intimate many times.
Although Bear and his mother had spent the last five years sleeping close to each other, typically, they were too exhausted by their trek, hunting, and setting up of camp even to consider their libidos. But with their bodies recharged with regular meals and sleep, by winter's end, both women were aflame with sexual desire. When the weather finally broke, Bear and Day gratefully headed in opposite directions to hunt.
Bear found an ox-bow in the river where the water ran relatively calmly. Stripping his fur clothing off, he eased into the freezing water. The river, fed by the melting snows, was almost too cold to handle, but it helped dampen his arousal and need. Using sand from the bank, Bear washed the stink of six months without a bath from his reeking body. His clothes were next.
Bear beat and rinsed his clothes, washing the fur as well as possible and enjoying the spring sun on his nude form. He hung his wet clothing on a nearby bush and lay back on the rock he'd beaten his furs against. His eyes closed, and he remembered his mother's full breasts pressed deliciously firmly against his broad, muscular chest. Day's groin rested against Bear's (Morning's) upper thigh, and although Bear left it unacknowledged, that delicious heat turned him on. Bear knew his mother was aroused, but he ignored Day's arousal as studiously as Day ignored Bear's enormous erection. The occasional night-time eruption from Bear's hefty balls also went unacknowledged.
Remembering the sexual tension of holding a gorgeous woman in his arms every night, unable to consummate that passion, caused Bear's cock to swell and lengthen. The images playing in his mind were forbidden but oh-so delicious. Taking his hardened cock in his meaty hand, Bear tugged gently and orgasmed to his fantasy. Two more orgasms quickly followed before, disgusted with himself, Bear eased his powerful body back into the water and washed the evidence of his sin away before stretching out on the rock to let the sun dry him.
A young woman's giggles woke him up. Angry at himself for falling asleep in such a vulnerable position, Bear grabbed his Parashu battle-axe and turned, ready to face an attack. Instead of slavers as his sleep-confused mind had conjured, a barely marriageable-aged young woman stood shyly. Her eyes dropped to Bear's flaccid seven-inch tool, and she giggled again.
"भवतः पादयोः मध्ये तस्य वस्तुनः किं जातम्? भवतः सुप्तस्य समये उत्तिष्ठति स्म। (What happened to that thingy between your legs? It was standing up when you were sleeping.)." She asked innocently.
"पन्ना मल्कोहा (Emerald Malkoha), come here quickly," A deep, resonant male voice demanded. The young woman spun, jumped from the rock she stood on, and disappeared into the forest. At her disappearance, a short but extremely muscular warrior stepped onto the rock. He stared at Bear challengingly. "You are not Chaudhri," the man stated emphatically. "Neither are you a slaver. Who are you, and why are you here where the slavers are known to hunt?"
"The slavers are known to hunt everywhere," Bear replied drily, tossing his battle axe aside to show he meant no threat. "Your mate?" he asked.
"Daughter," the warrior answered.
"Mother?"
"Taken by the slavers. Where are you from?"
"My mother and I have been fleeing the slavers from village to village for nearly seven hundred years," Bear replied heavily, wondering if he'd have to kill the man.
"Seven hundred years?" The warrior asked disbelievingly. Then, understanding broke across his face. "Jangil clan?" Bear nodded. "The Jangil were known for living centuries as others lived decades. Shame that they are no more."
"They live," Bear replied with surety. "The tribe built boats and sailed to the islands south of the mainland."
"You saw them?"
"I sent them," Bear explained.
"Seer?"
"Yes," Bear admitted.
"You have seen this here today?"
"No," Bear denied.
"There must be no significant events today, then." He considered momentarily. "Your mother lives?"
"Yes. She, too, is hunting today." Bear answered.
"Is that what you were doing, lying naked on a rock on the river's edge? Hunting?" The man grinned.
"Perhaps not at that precise moment," Bear laughed in response.
"I am named जलमहिषः (Water Buffalo)," The man stated, putting aside his spear. "You and your mother are alone?"
"ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer)," Bear replied. "Yes, we travel alone."
"ऋक्षहन्ता (Bear Killer)?" Buffalo queried. "Because you fought and killed one?" Bear nodded. "Impressive. I am called जलमहिषः (Water Buffalo) because, as a child, I got chased home by one."
"I thought it might have been because you are built like one," Bear joked, indicating with his hands that Buffalo might have an enormous cock.
The muscular warrior laughed heartily before answering, "My daughter and I live alone nearby. The Jangil were known to be gracious hosts and peaceful with those who did not attack them. If my daughter and I cross the river and join you, do you promise our safety?"
Bear considered before saying, "Wouldn't I answer 'yes' either way?"
"A dishonest man would. But a Seer of the Jangil clan would not."
"If you believe I am, you do not need my promise."
"The wisdom of the Seers," Buffalo chortled. He pointed upstream. "The river has rapids about a mile from here. The rocks are navigable if you're careful. Will you meet my daughter and me there?"
"Yes," Bear acknowledged.
Buffalo faded back into the trees, and Bear dressed before following the river upstream. He found the rapids where Buffalo said they'd be. Buffalo and Malkoha had already crossed the first part of the river. However, they now had the most difficult part to traverse--a five-metre gap where the water rushed between two large rocks. Bear moved from his side to the rock opposite Buffalo and Malkoha.
Buffalo encouraged Malkoha to enter the water, promising he wouldn't let go and Bear would take her hand and drag her to safety. Malkoha's fingers touched Bear's briefly, but before he could grab her wrist, the raging torrent swept Malkoha out of her father's grasp.
"Malkoha!" Buffalo screamed.
Bear tossed his axe onto the shore and dived after the young woman unhesitatingly. Using powerful strokes, he quickly gathered the unconscious girl and angled for the shore. Many times, Morning thought the river would drag her under, and only the same grim determination that kept her alive through numerous clashes with the slavers got her to the riverbank with Malkoha still held under her arm.
They were a mile downstream and back in the calmer waters of the ox-bow before Bear could drag Malkoha from the river. He grabbed the young woman's knees and pushed them against her chest, and ignoring her deliciously exposed sex, forced her to expel the water from her lungs. Malkoha coughed up and vomited more water before opening her eyes and taking a shaky breath.
"Malkoha!" Her father shouted as he slid onto his knees before his daughter and Bear. Buffalo had leapt the five-metre gap between the rocks without pause or thinking. A father's ingrown instinct to protect his daughter had blasted adrenaline throughout his body, and he leapt, knowing he'd make it.
"I'm okay, Daddy," Malkoha coughed.
Bear caught Buffalo's eye and shook his head. "Water in her lungs. She risks pneumonia. We need to get her to shelter and in front of a roaring fire before the symptoms set in."



"The coughing killer," Buffalo acknowledged. "How far to where you're staying?"
"Less than an hour."
"I will carry her."
Bear nodded, expecting no less. Nearing the abandoned village, Bear whistled piercingly, summoning his mother. The fire had died to embers but it didn't take Bear long to have it roaring again. He offered Buffalo a cured animal hide to wrap around his daughter and politely turned his head as Buffalo stripped the sodden clothing off Malkoha and wrapped her in the fur.
Day entered the hut and quickly crossed to where Buffalo held Malkoha near the fire. Looking at the young woman's soaking clothing and hair, Day asked, "Drowned?"
"Nearly," Bear advised. "Her lungs were full of water, and she wasn't breathing when I dragged her from the river."
"Not good," Day muttered as she wandered around thinking. "Acacia torta, Ocimum sanctum, and Mentha haplocalyx are best. I've seen all of those nearby. I'll be back," she stated, running from the room.
"Baddhya (Healer)?" Buffalo asked.
Bear nodded. He studied the young woman in Buffalo's arms. Although it was still early, Malkoha's breathing showed no sign of crackling or unevenness that would indicate her airways were or were becoming occluded. Bear hoped the quick rescue and Malkoha's native strength had prevented infection.
Day returned with samples of the three plants she'd mumbled about. Heating water on the fire, Day made a weak tea from the plant leaves. "Make her drink this," Day told Buffalo.
"तत् द्रव्यं घृणितम्, पितामह (That stuff's disgusting, Daddy)," Malkoha complained.
"Yes, it is," Day said severely. "But you will drink every drop, or I will pinch your nose closed and pour it down your throat anyway."
Malkoha drank the rest with no further complaint before wriggling, wanting her father to let her down. "तत्र (There)," she grumbled. "अधुना किमर्थं मया तत् घृणितद्रव्यं पिबितव्यम् आसीत् (Now, why did I have to drink that disgusting stuff)?"
"To stop pneumonia, little one," Day explained.
"Oh." Malkoha thought momentarily before turning to Bear and stating, "You saved me."
"I got there before your father could," Bear shrugged embarrassedly.
"Thank you," Malkoha said before standing on her tip-toes and kissing the surprised Bear's mouth.
Bear touched his lips wonderingly before coughing and saying. "Sorry, where are my manners? जलमहिषः (Water Buffalo), पन्ना मल्कोहा (Emerald Malkoha). This is my mother दिनं प्रभात इति (Day Dawning)."
Day considered the father and daughter before asking the obvious question, "Where is your mate?"
"Taken by the slavers," Buffalo stated calmly, though the hurt and anger bubbled beneath his placid exterior.
"My daughters have all been warriors," Bear explained. "I've lost them to death but not to slavery. The pain is the same, though."
"Mom sacrificed herself for us," Malkoha stated tearily. "She threw me at Dad and went out to face them. She made Dad promise to take me to safety and not return for her."
"एकः वीरस्त्री (A brave woman)!" Morning averred. "सा भवन्तं बहु प्रेम्णा अवश्यं कृतवती। (She must have loved you very much)."
"The sacrifice should have been mine," Buffalo stated sadly.
"How many did you kill getting Malkoha clear?" Bear asked.
"Three," Buffalo admitted.
"Most warriors are considered exceptional if they manage to kill even one slaver before they fall," Day mused. "You killed three and kept yourself and your daughter alive. Could your wife have done it?"
"She was not a warrior."
"She made the right decision," Day calmly stated. "The one guaranteeing her daughter's escape."
Bear watched his mother interestedly. Day was almost flirting with Buffalo--not so much with her words, but with flirtatious looks and touches. Smiling to himself, he announced, "I must return to the river to retrieve my axe. Malkoha, if you feel well enough, perhaps you'd like to accompany me." Bear turned to Buffalo. "I guarantee she will return unharmed."
"No," Day denied. "She needs rest and warmth until we are sure she hasn't contracted pneumonia."
Malkoha's face fell, but she knew her father would not disobey a Baddhya's instructions. She resentfully gathered the fur blanket around her and turned to the fire. Being near Bear was doing squishy things to her insides, and the heat she knew indicated her arousal flared through her pure nether regions. She had every intention of turning that area impure with the massive Jangil warrior who had rescued her so adroitly.
Day ignored the young woman's pout and spread Malkoha's clothing out to dry. Then, Day prepared another tea from the plants she'd gathered. She would make the young woman drink a weak solution every hour for twelve hours. Although the previous is interpreted from the actual process. Time was still a relative thing in that era.
Malkoha, overwrought by her near drowning death, fell asleep sometime later. Day took the opportunity to grab Buffalo's cock and lead him to the furs. She knelt, pulled his clothes off, and swallowed his rigid six-inch cock. Buffalo stifled a groan and came almost immediately. Day released his glans from her mouth and kissed his shaft and balls as she jacked him back to total hardness. Then, pulling him down by his cock, Day lay on her back and guided Buffalo into her soaking snatch.
She peaked almost as quickly as he had. Her daughter wasn't the only one who had teetered along the incest barrier, and Day was equally as sexually frustrated as Bear was. Buffalo was about to satisfy that itch deliciously, she hoped.
After escaping the slavers, Buffalo and Malkoha remained hidden, unwilling to move from their forest sanctuary where they knew they were safe. However, he, too, had barely stopped doing what was taboo with his daughter.
It was easy until Malkoha had reached marriageable age. Then, he had to show her how to take care of her monthly visitor, something he knew little about. Next, she asked what it meant to be a woman and mated. Buffalo answered as best he could but knew his fumbling answers hadn't satisfied his daughter's curiosity. He needed to find a wife to help complete his daughter's maturation. He knew that. But how to do it without exposing themselves to the slavers again?
He'd been digging another latrine pit when he heard his daughter's embarrassed laughter. He dropped his digging tool and ran toward her voice. Reaching the riverbank, he saw Bear standing tall, holding a battle axe, and ready to fight. Thinking the worst, he sent Malkoha to their hideout and prepared to battle the intruder, even though he believed the man couldn't cross the flooded river.
Their spoken exchange calmed Buffalo's fears, and he found himself liking and trusting the enormous warrior across the river. He knew Bear's mother would be a formidable woman if she travelled with her son. Buffalo guessed Bear's mother would be a warrior, something he desperately wanted his daughter to be. Better to die fighting the slavers than being taken to the markets. Deciding the risk was worth it, Buffalo elected to ask if they could join Bear and his mother. Although gathering in villages drew the slavers, there was safety in numbers. Four stood a greater chance of survival than two.
Buffalo knew Malkoha would naturally gravitate to the impressive Bear. It was inevitable because Bear was the first man besides her father whom Malkoha had seen since their escape. He prayed to his Gods that Bear was indeed honourable and that if attracted to Buffalo's young daughter, he would mate with her and not use her and break her heart.
Buffalo's thoughts returned to the task at hand. Beneath him, writhing and pushing her cunt up at him needily, was a gorgeous warrior-woman who was begging to be forcefully fucked. His mate, सायं प्रिमरोज (Evening Primrose), liked Buffalo to dominate her, own her, and make her know she was his. Day's needy mewling indicated she needed the same from him. Buffalo balanced himself on Day's impressive C-cup breasts before squeezing them tightly and ramming his cock home.
Day snatched up a hide and stuffed it into her mouth. Biting down hard to stifle her orgasm squeals, Day climaxed under Buffalo's assault, and then she urged Buffalo on by wrapping her legs around his ass and pulling him into her pulsing cunt. Buffalo grinned down at Day's sinuously moving body. He moved his strong hands to her nipples and pinched them hard. Day moaned, her cunt squeezing Buffalo's thrusting shaft rhythmically.
Desperately trying not to wake Malkoha, Day bit harder and shuddered as another massive orgasm thundered through her muscular body. She needed more but knew her lover had to be as horny as she was, so she whispered, "Cum in me, Buffalo."
Buffalo gritted his teeth as his body went into a rictus, and his pent-up seed spat into Day's needy gash forcefully. He shook and shuddered as his cock jumped four more times before it stopped ejaculating into Day. Day rolled him over immediately and went down on his cum-covered cock. She carefully cleaned him, being extra gentle with his overly sensitive glans until she felt him swelling again. This time, she moved onto her hands and knees.
Day was significantly taller than the muscular Buffalo, so she spread her knees wide and lowered her heart-shaped, gorgeously firm derriere until Buffalo could penetrate her readily. She felt his thick cock probing at her gaping cunt, and pushed back hard to meet his inward thrust. Buffalo's pelvis crashed into Day's taut ass with a loud smack, waking Malkoha. She slit her eyes and watched gleefully as her father firmly fucked Bear's mother. Imagining it was Bear and she where her father and Day were, Malkoha's fingers flew over her clit and dipped into her pure pussy.
Malkoha's hymen had broken many years before. Most athletic girls who train to fight and practice swordsmanship will accidentally tear their hymen whilst sparring. Having no hymen didn't make her any less pure and would save her pain when she made love for the first time.
Malkoha timed her orgasms to Day's screams, coming as many times as the older woman did and wondering how it felt having a cock cum in her pussy. Her dad's ecstatic grunts and Day's blissful smiles told her it must feel good. She watched her father as his head rocked back, and he held still, emptying himself into Day. When the coupling pair collapsed onto the skins, Malkoha sent a brief prayer that Bear would want to please her like that.
Malkoha heard Bear's heavy tread on the hut's stairs, and she shuffled the fur higher around her ears to appear deeply asleep. She wondered how the fearsome warrior would react to finding her father lying naked upon his mother. She needn't have worried, though. Bear chuckled amusedly before muttering, "At least some of us got some relief today. All I got was my trusty right hand."
He covered the sleeping pair with a fur and crossed to the fire. Replenishing the fire, Bear sat, looking into the flickering flames. "You can stop pretending to sleep and talk to me if you wish," he grinningly said.
Malkoha squeaked with surprise before wrapping the fur tightly around her gorgeous young body and sitting up. "How did you know?" She queried.
"Short, shallow breaths," Bear replied.
"Huh?"
"People who are sleep breathe deeply and slowly," Bear explained.
"Oh," Malkoha said, wondering how she'd missed that.
They sat companionably, sharing the fire's warmth until Bear sighed and said, "It's getting dark outside. I'd better make something to eat because I'm sure our parents will be famished when they wake up."
Malkoha thought about the incongruity of that statement. Her father seemed to be about Bear's age, and his mother didn't look any older than him, yet Bear had to be at least twenty years younger than Day and, therefore, her age. Clearly, he wasn't. She wondered how that worked because she certainly didn't think Day was older than her father. Her heart sank when she realised Bear had to be at least twenty years older than her. What would he see in a kid like herself?
"My mother and I have many more years between us than you can imagine, little one," Bear stated, reading Malkoha's confusion. "I was a young wo... man of barely twenty years when the slavers hit our village. That was some nine hundred years ago."
"You jest!" Malkoha exclaimed. "Surely you cannot be more than thirty-five?"
"The Jangil clan lived centuries as other tribes lived decades, Malkoha," Her father stated as he clumsily pulled on his clothing under the furs. "It was rumoured their medicine man was many thousands of years old and had descended from the heavens in a chariot made of fire."
"Ahh, जले प्रकाशः स्फुरति (Light on the Water), wasn't a God," Bear dismissed. "He was a man just as I am. He would be horrified to know that's what people believed."
"You knew him?" Buffalo asked, sitting beside his daughter and gathering her in his muscular arms. "How are you feeling, Malkoha?" He queried, momentarily ignoring Bear.
"No fever, aches, or chills," Malkoha replied. "My stomach hurts a little from vomiting, but I'm okay."
"That's good," Day said, joining them, wearing only a fur wrapped around her toned hips. "But we won't know you're in the clear until the morning at the earliest." She placed the urn with the stewed tea on some embers she gathered from the fire. When it was warm enough, she handed it to Malkoha and said, "Drink!"
Malkoha's protest died before Day's stern mien and raised eyebrow. A trick learned, it seems, by every mother on the planet.
"Yes," Bear said, answering Buffalo's earlier question. "My mother and I fought with the warriors the day Light was killed. We were victorious, obviously, otherwise we wouldn't be here to have this conversation. But the cost? Eighty per cent of the clan's warriors dead. Many more injured and likely to die. I brought the clan together and led them away--the rumours of other villages that had later been destroyed despite initially winning convinced us to flee. We were in no state to fight again and wouldn't be for years."
"You were the clan chief?" Malkoha asked wonderingly.
"Temporarily, until we made our new home on Land's End," Bear dismissed.
"And some two hundred years after that," Day grinned at her daughter's modesty. Morning had never wanted to lead and did so only because the clan pleaded for her to. The Negrito elders had asked Bear to become clan chief after Mountain had died, but he refused, stating Crow Calling, Mountain's eldest son, would be a better choice.
"Why did you give it up?" Buffalo asked. "I thought, like our clan, the chief led until his death or was beaten in mortal combat with a challenger."
"A vision of the slavers attacking our village," Bear explained. "That vision showed me the islands south of Land's End but warned me the clan would be discovered if I accompanied them."
"The right choice to make," Buffalo agreed.
"I wasn't leaving my dau... son," Day explained. "So I stayed with him."
"We've travelled to escape the slavers ever since," Bear admitted. "Sometimes, we've been able to join a village and remain for many years, but the slavers always seem to find us. So, this time, we'll stay alone and ensure no one else is killed by slavers hunting us."
"Why do you say they're hunting you specifically?" Buffalo asked, wondering if Bear was a little paranoid. "If he was nine hundred years old, as he'd said, perhaps there were some screws loose up there."
"Because we sent our last village north twelve days before the slavers attacked it," Day sadly explained. "Some elderly villagers elected to remain, believing they'd only slow the clan's progress and leave them vulnerable. Plus, others refused to heed our warning and stayed. Bear and I tried to defend them, but the slavers had sent an entire battalion, some three hundred fighters.
"We were badly outnumbered, and the ones who stayed weren't warriors. The slavers rampaged through the village, screaming for Bear and me to show ourselves. They promised to spare the remaining villagers if we surrendered."
"Pah!" Buffalo spat. "We all know the worth of a slavers' promise--about as much as my spit. When was that?"
"Almost six years ago now," Bear answered. "Mother and I have travelled east and south ever since we threw off the slavers' pursuit. We hunted them through the forest, but every time we killed some, even more chased us the following day."
"You don't know the slavers regenerate?" Buffalo asked. When Bear and Day shook their heads, Buffalo explained. "The slavers cannot be permanently killed. If you kill one, it regenerates overnight. Simultaneously, their regeneration creates an exact clone. You must fight to disable and not kill. Hacking off legs works best because it gives you plenty of time to escape, and it takes literally months for their limbs to regrow. That leaves ample time to relocate the village. You may have noticed several destroyed or abandoned villages near this one?"
Bear replied, "We found only one that had been abandoned rather than destroyed. It was about a half-day journey from here to the west."
"That's one of the ones that were evacuated because of the attack here but wasn't ours," Bear stated. "Ours is to the south of here. Unfortunately, we didn't have a Seer to warn us of an imminent attack, but some of us survived anyway. However, the losses were significant, including my wife. When the slavers left, we packed the village up and ran."
"Why didn't you go with them?" Day queried.
"Daddy couldn't keep up," Malkoha said shyly, intimidated by the war talk from the warriors around her. "He was injured in the battle. I found somewhere we could hole up and looked after Daddy until he was fit again."
Bear prepared a simple meal of smoked goat, green peppers, and rice. The foursome ate before Bear banked the fire and separated the hides. He and Day made another bed away from the father and daughter and collapsed gratefully into it.
Bear resisted Malkoha for nearly the entire summer. He'd come to admire Buffalo's inner strength and wisdom and didn't want to jeopardise their friendship by ruining his daughter's purity. Bear also believed he was too old for the teenager, although, he admitted, it was more that he thought Malkoha was too young for him. Despite experiencing her mother being taken as a slave and treating her father's injuries, never knowing if he would live or die, Malkoha had a sweet, innocent air about her. An innocence Bear thought he'd destroy if he accepted her advances.
Malkoha altered Bear's perception as the trees began the stately autumn transformation. Day had been working with the young woman daily, training Malkoha in hand-to-hand and sword fighting. Early in the autumnal season, Day and Malkoha were sparring with fighting sticks in place of swords as Buffalo and Bear watched, offering advice. Malkoha upended Day twice in this session and almost forced her to concede. Day was a warrior of surpassing skill, even if she wasn't in the same class as her daughter. Bear could not remember the last time his mother had been knocked on her back once, let alone twice in the same bout.
Bear silently took the sparring stick from his mother's hand and faced Malkoha. Breathing heavily, Malkoha hesitated, wondering if Bear expected her to go through with it. Bear's supercilious smile angered her, and she immediately moved through the forms Day and her father taught her. Bear opposed her every move seemingly effortlessly. No matter which attack form Malkoha used, Bear's sparring stick interrupted the strike almost as quickly as Malkoha formed it.
"Relax," Bear soothed. "You're tense and trying too hard. We all feel fear, but the greatest warriors harness that fear and use it to fuel their speed and strength and hone their minds."
Malkoha remained unable to complete her forms smoothly. She was intimidated by the man-mountain before her. Someone that big should not have been able to move that quickly or gracefully. Her father was more muscled than Bear, which was evident in his movements. Buffalo had taught Malkoha what he knew--strikes that relied on power to smash his opponent's sword aside, not speed to strike before his enemy could respond.



Day was teaching Malkoha speed, subtlety, dexterity with both hands and how to misdirect her opponent's attention and slash from an unexpected direction. Bear seamlessly combined all these aspects--strength where it was needed, speed always, misdirection when appropriate, and subtlety to fool his enemy. Malkoha realised she was totally outmatched, and she wanted to cry because she thought she had failed to impress the man she loved unquestioningly. If only he would see it.
"Breathe," Bear hummed as he drove her back with lightning-fast strikes that flickered across her hands and wrists. "Close your eyes and feel. Let the spirit's energies flow through you. A fight has rhythm and balance. You can read the rhythm and feel the balance. Flow with it until you know, and then react."
'Was he for real?' Malkoha wondered. 'Close your eyes in a fight? Are you insane?'
"Trust me," Bear whispered, moving his stick and an endlessly repeating motion.
She did trust him, Malkoha realised. She would throw herself into the fire or off a cliff if Bear asked. She'd do it, knowing there was a reason and that she'd be safe. Malkoha took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and stood back, holding her sparring stick upward in the first defensive posture. Malkoha could sense Bear moving before her. At first, his movements seemed impossibly fast and randomly executed. But as she concentrated, she realised she could feel a pattern forming.
"Every fighter has a series of preferred strikes and counterstrikes," Bear explained, quickening his movements until the stick was nothing but a blur. "Under pressure, the fighter will return to these movements. If you can read them, you can anticipate them, avoid them, and strike before the sword returns to cover that same spot. Feel the movement, understand the pattern, and when you're sure, strike!"
When she heard Bear bark, 'Strike!' Malkoha lowered her stick to horizontal, ducked onto one knee, and stabbed forward. Bear's sparring stick smashed into Malkoha's, twisted from his hand and clattered to the ground.
Malkoha remained lunged forward on one knee, wondering what had happened. When she heard clapping, she opened her eyes. Her father, with a proud smile on his face and tears in his eyes, stood beside Day. They were applauding. Malkoha looked around and saw Bear shaking and rubbing the sting and numbness from his wrist, his shattered sparring stick lying off to the side.
"What happened?" Malkoha asked.
"You struck the sparring stick from my hand," Bear explained before understating, "It stung a bit."
Malkoha blushed fetchingly, and Bear's resistance failed. A quick look at her father earned him a nod, plus a smile from his mother. Bear scooped Malkoha into his arms and ran to the hut he'd moved to so he could escape his need for the beautiful youngster and the sounds of Buffalo's and Day's lovemaking.
Dropping the woven door covering, Bear lowered Malkoha onto his reed mat and animal hide bed. He lay partially on the young woman but with his large, intimidating cock on the hide blankets. He kissed Malkoha softly and asked, "I want you for my mate, my darling पन्ना मल्कोहा (Emerald Malkoha). Our parents are all we have as elders, but after tonight, we will kneel before them and commit ourselves to each other as is the clan's way."
'This is happening!' Malkoha thrilled. 'This is actually happening! I cannot believe it! This is actually happening!' "I want you for my mate, too," Malkoha said quietly, exhibiting a calmness she did not possess.
"Then I will make love to you and bind you to me for life," Bear stated.
"Yes!" Malkoha excitedly exclaimed. "And about damned time!"
Bear kissed the young woman again as his hands slid deliciously up Malkoha's inner thigh onto her wet sex. He was unsurprised not to find a hymen, knowing warrior girls seldom had them. As a young woman, despite being a virgin, she certainly didn't have one when she first joined Eagle in their marital bed.
Malkoha moaned into Bear's kiss as he deftly slid his finger along her juicy slit and onto her pleasure nub. Malkoha had decided having the sweet little nubbin stroked even by herself was divine. Having it done by Bear was heavenly bliss, and her first orgasm swiftly hit.
Bear smiled against his young lover's lips and shifted his finger from the now-sensitive button, and slid it into Malkoha's pussy. Delighting in her hot tightness, Bear curled his finger back and found the rough patch delineating Malkoha's G-spot. He swirled his finger over that spot and was rewarded with another panted climax.
Malkoha mewled, pleadingly moving her hands along Bear's body, searching for his enormous cock. Even though Malkoha's sample size was exceedingly small, her father's solid six-inch cock sneakily and guiltily viewed when Buffalo wasn't aware, Malkoha instinctively knew Bear was much better endowed than most. She wanted and ached to take it inside her but feared it would never fit.
Bear refused to allow Malkoha to touch his cock. He knew he was on the razor's edge and would climax as soon as she touched him. He wanted to prepare her for that happening. Kissing down his young bride's chin, neck, and collarbones, Bear licked between Malkoha's firm A-cup breasts before circling her pointy nipples with his tongue. Simultaneously, he slid a finger back into Malkoha's pussy and began stretching her, preparing her virgin nether regions for his cock.
Malkoha whimpered as another orgasm shuddered through her tall, increasingly muscular body. Her daily workouts with her father and Day had added muscle and definition to her slender frame. Malkoha joined Day when she hunted, and her speed and endurance had significantly increased. Soon, she'd be able to run with Day, her father, and Bear.
Her pleading and whimpering unanswered, Malkoha surrendered to her new husband, allowing him to do with her as he willed. Bear switched breasts and sucked that pap's nub into his mouth. Sucking as he battered it with his tongue, Bear gently worked a second finger into Malkoha's cunt, expanding it further.
Bear's tongue left Malkoha's breasts, causing her to mewl complainingly. But then, his lips caressed her taut stomach and kissed her belly button. Malkoha grabbed Bear's head, wanting to push him lower but unsure if she dared. 'If his fingers feel good on my clit,' Malkoha reasoned. 'His lips must feel better!'
Bear teased her by keeping his kisses above his bride's luxuriant bush, but his insistently probing fingers brought Malkoha to another scintillating climax. At Malkoha's peak, Bear lowered his mouth onto her nubbin and sucked forcefully. Malkoha's orgasm backed up several steps before exploding and launching her into orgasmic heaven. She squealed so loud that her father winced.
"I don't think Malkoha's a virgin anymore," Day chuckled before engulfing Buffalo's entire cock and distracting him from what his daughter was doing.
Knowing his new wife's orgasm would make her virgin pussy flutter open, Bear covered her toned body with his muscular one and gently eased his thick seven-inch cock into her soaking cunt.
"Oh!" Malkoha exclaimed. "Oh! Oh! Oh, wow, that feels so good!" She moaningly added, feeling no pain from her first penetration at all.
Buried inside the young woman, with his lengthy cock nestled against her cervix, Bear held still, holding his wife tenderly and whispering that he loved her and would honour her always.
"I love you, too, Bear," Malkoha crowed happily. "I am a woman! Your woman! I will return your honour until my death!" Her hips pulled back and tentatively pushed forward.
Taking the hint, Bear began gently stroking into his new wife. With Malkoha's hips beginning to meet his thrusts, Bear increased the speed and forcefulness of his strokes until he was literally pounding the young woman. Malkoha yipped and squealed as numerous minor climaxes shook her body. Her pleasure climbed until she was unknowingly raking her nails down Bear's back and screaming for him to fuck her harder.
Day, who couldn't help but hear, clamped her muscular thighs around her lover's ears and held him tightly to her drooling cunt. Her eyes closed, and she orgasmed to the forbidden fantasy of letting Bear fuck her like that.
Bear summoned every little willpower he had to prevent from coming too soon. But Malkoha's cunt, as every pussy always does, had the last say. Her next screamed orgasm gushed hot pussy fluid over his aching balls and clenched his cock deliciously. Too deliciously to resist. Roaring like a lion taking its mate, Bear erupted into Malkoha. Lava-hot semen boiled up his shaft and exploded into his wife's vulva, soaking her insides and spraying delightfully against her cervix. Malkoha's orgasm screams warbled out, and she collapsed unconscious.
New York, New York.
"Morning, Morning," Day screamed. "You must wake up! We're under attack!"
Rolling off her bed, instantly awake and aware, Morning ignored her naked state and grabbed her Parashu battle axe. "Who is it?" She snarled, ready to kill. "Slavers?"
"No," the immensely tall, muscular man said, unbelievably carrying Cain in by his throat, Cain's feet at least two inches off the ground. "You have potential," the man snarled into Cain's face. "After the chamber, you may seek me out for training."
A stunningly beautiful, massively endowed, honey-blonde woman followed the tall man into Morning's bedroom, shooing Antoinette and Eloise before her.
Despite her diminutive size, Eloise turned, ready to attack the woman. Then, she halted, stunned. "Fuck me, but you're Angelina Jolie!" She exclaimed before turning to the man casually holding Brandon off the floor. "And you're Tank Zaffra! What the living fuck?"
Tank casually tossed Caine across the bed and into the wall. He looked piercingly at Morning and said, "Beyoncé Bonhomme, also known as Bella Stark and Morning Star, we are not here to fight or harm you. Your man Cain here didn't want to let us in, and when I tried to insist, he attacked me. But as you can see," Tank gestured at Cain, "he's unharmed other than his pride. May we sit and talk around your table, please? Truly, I believe you will want to hear what I have to say."
Morning glanced at her mother and, at her nod, dropped her battle axe. "Very well, but it'd better be good, or I'll kick both your asses."
Author's End Note:
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The Good Niece.

Author Note.
Most of the characters in this story make their first appearance in my story, Training My Niece to Obey. If you don't read that story first, there's a good chance this one won't make much sense. The suggested reading order is Training My Niece to Obey, The Beckham Centre, The Beckham Centre Ch. 02, The Good Niece.
'Lord, what a fucken bitch,' Ella thought as she listened to her aunt run down her uncle again. 'What kind of moron changes their name to Raqueda from Rachel?' Leaning forward, Ella turned her stereo up, trying to block out her mum's and aunt's conversation. Her aunt Raqueda was so loud that Ella could clearly hear both sides of the conversation. It helped (helped? Ella wondered. Is that the right word?) that her mum, Jerry, had her mobile on speakerphone.
Ella, who had recently turned eighteen, pictured her uncle Eric Cantana in her mind. Her uncle is a handsome mid-fifties man. Eric is of German/Franco descent, and his mother, Ella's great-aunt by marriage only, is from the south of France, down near the border with Spain. Eric has inherited his swarthy skin, lean features, and piercing blue eyes from his mother's side of the family.
Getting up and closing her door, partially to block out the droning sound of her aunt and partially for privacy, Ella slipped between her sheets and slid her panties down her slender, bony legs. Hiding them under her pillow in case her mum came in and caught her, Ella spread and lifted her knees. She placed a book in her lap to pretend to read if her mum came in and then put the soles of her feet together. Now she was ready, Ella closed her eyes and dreamed of her handsome, dynamic uncle.
Finding her virgin entrance, Ella circled it as she worked her other hand's fingers over her little button. The fantasy always ended the same. Eric throws the bitch (Aunty Raqueda) out and turns to his sweet, innocent, virginal niece and says, "I can't live without you, Ella. Please stay and become my wife." She'd climax to visions of her uncle's lean, powerful body moving between her shapely thighs (hey, it was Ella's fantasy, and her thighs would be shapely instead of skinny if she wanted them to be) and his penis - cock, Ella reminded herself - slowly pressing against her virginal pussy, about to shred her hymen.
Unfortunately, that was as far as Ella's fantasy went. Due to her strict Roman Catholic parents and upbringing, Ella had attended a single-sex high school and had no idea what having your hymen sundered felt like. Nor did she know what it was like to have a 'penis in your vagina' - cock in your cunt - Ella corrected. The girls in class told incredibly fanciful stories about what it was like to 'have intercourse' - fuck - but Ella suspected most of them knew even less than she.
The school term was almost over, and Ella would have three weeks of boredom. Most of her friends would be whisked away to exotic destinations by their parents. Unfortunately, nearly all of her parents' extra money was spent keeping Ella in her private school, so there would be no holiday islands or villas for her. Instead, she'd be condemned to enviously watching her friends' social media posts, wishing she could be with them.
The three weeks until the term's end passed. Ella said goodbye to her friends and tried not to be jealous of them and their wealthier lives. She caught her usual bus home and found her mother and father in a flurry of activity. Their bags were already packed, and a taxi was waiting outside.
"What's going on?" Ella asked.
Jerry took her daughter's hand and tearily said, "Your grandfather, Henry, has had a massive heart attack. We're headed to Toronto, hoping to get there before Henry passes."
"Shivers!" Ella exclaimed. "I'll get packed!"
"No, honey," Jerry denied. "Henry will probably die, and your father and I will need to stay for his probate and will reading. We don't want you to miss any of your final year of high school, and we couldn't afford to take you anyway."
"Oh," Ella said despondently. She'd only met her father's father once when he'd brought his second wife to visit. She spoke to him on the phone at Christmas, and he always called on her birthday, but she didn't really know him. "You're leaving me home alone?" She asked.
"I've asked Uncle Eric if you can stay with him. You're certainly old enough and responsible enough to stay here if you'd prefer. But I thought you might enjoy staying with him because he has his niece from New Zealand with him. Eric's sister, Margaret and her husband, Greg, were killed in a car accident. Their daughter Rebekkah now lives with Eric and Raqueda."
"Poor Rebekkah," Ella blurted. "Raqueda's a bitch!"
"That's my sister you're talking about," Jerry said coldly before grinning. "But you're right. Although Eric says that she's changed recently."
Ella turned to look at the car pulling into her driveway. Her uncle got out. 'Tall, dark, and handsome,' she thought. 'Just like in the romance books.' A young woman about Ella's age got out with him. The teenager had long blonde hair and eyes that were such a deep shade of blue they were almost purple. Her eyes were wide-set and quite large. Her skin was mostly clear of pimples and a pale, alabaster white. However, her best features were huge, firm tits that stood proudly out from her chest and a round tight, badonkadonk butt. Her thick thighs were shapely as well as firm. Ella couldn't help but look down at her own slender, almost shapeless body and feel totally inadequate.
"You didn't bring Raqueda?" Jerry asked as she greeted her brother-in-law.
"She's making another movie with Rocco," Eric explained. "She's become one of his favourite actresses to work with."
"How come I've never seen any of these movies?" Jerry queried.
"You probably don't have the right streaming service," Eric said straight facedly. His wife, Jerry's sister, Raqueda, starred as a porn actress across several porn streaming sites and had made many porn films under the name Melodie Melons. Her specialties were simulated mother/daughter lesbian movies and/or big cock anal films. Raqueda also worked as a high-class prostitute, using the name 'Trixie Turntricks'.
Eric turned to the young woman behind him and encouraged her forward. When she reached his side, Eric said, "Becca, this is your Aunt Geraldine. She's Raqueda's sister. The shy woman beside her is your cousin Ella. Your birthdays are only a year and a day apart."
"I prefer Jerry," Geraldine said warmly, hugging the blonde, big-chested, bubble-butt, nineteen-year-old. "I was so sad to hear about your parents. I hope things with your uncle are going well?"
"Yes!" Becca gushed. "Although I'm still sad about Mum and Dad passing, Uncle has been so good to me. He's been a rock for me and has really helped me turn my life around." She smiled winningly before deprecatingly saying, "I was a bit of a brat before Uncle Eric settled me down."
"A bit of?" Eric said teasingly.
"Yes!" Rebekkah grinned, "A bit of a lot of a brat!"
"How are things with Raqueda, Eric?" Jerry queried.
"Well," Eric admitted. "Things were difficult whilst Becca was being a bit of a lot of a brat, but it has settled down now. Raqueda even says she wants to return to being Rachel."
"That is a change," Jerry noncommittedly replied, trying to suspend her disbelief. She'd heard Raqueda's litany of complaints about the youngster before her. But Becca seemed a delightful young woman with a wicked, self-deprecating sense of humour. But Jerry knew it would require a tectonic shift of continental proportions for her sister to become anything other than a monumental bitch. Of course, Jerry wasn't to know that Dr Davis Beckham and his nanobots had taken care of that for Eric.
Becca enthusiastically bounced over to Ella. Jerry blinked and thought, 'Bounce' is right. The young woman's enormous knockers seemed to defy gravity when Becca stood still, but you could almost believe they'd give her black eyes when she ran. Yet, the young woman clearly didn't have an ounce of fat on her. Because Becca was so short, barely more than 150 cm, or so Jerry thought, Becca's badonkadonk butt and Double-D breasts looked enormous on her.
Becca grabbed the much shyer Ella's elbows and pulled her close. She kissed Ella's cheeks and said, "I'm so glad you're coming to stay with us. I know it's for a bad reason, but still, we're going to have so much fun!" Becca took Ella's hand and dragged her inside. "Your mum said she'd already packed your things, but mothers, huh? What would they know about what we girls need? Let's go and repack something more suitable for three weeks of fun."
A rather nonplussed Ella allowed Becca to drag her inside and down to her room. Her silence didn't stop her new friend from talking excitedly.
"Uncle has a heated pool, so we'll be able to swim. I bet Aunty Jerry didn't even pack your bikini," Becca stated.
"I don't own a bikini," Ella protested weakly.
"I'd loan you one of mine," Becca giggled, cupping her enormous breasts. "But I don't think it would fit."
Ella looked down at her scrawny, flat-chested, shapeless body despairingly, "I think you're right," she muttered.
"Doesn't matter," Becca said encouragingly. "I'm sure Uncle won't mind buying you one." Becca emptied Ella's suitcase onto the bed and went through it, muttering, "No, no, nup, nope," and tossing those clothing items aside. She held up a shapeless, long-sleeved dress. "Not only no, but hell no!" She threw it to land on the others.
After going through the suitcase, Ella's wardrobe, and drawers, Becca kept four items. A pair of skinny jeans, denim booty shorts Ella had bought but was too shy to wear, and two T-shirt tops. Both were long-sleeved. "I guess these aren't too hideous," she grumbled. Then she grinned and picked up the denim booty shorts. "Here, put these on, and we can be twins!"
"Oh, I couldn't," Ella refused. "I'd be so embarrassed."
Becca grinned and said, "Not only could you, but you will. Come on, Elle's bells, you'll look hot in this." She handed Ella the shorts.
Overwhelmed by her intense, super-confident cousin, Ella turned and removed her school uniform, put the shorts on, grabbed a T-shirt, and quickly donned that, too.
"See?" Becca chortled. "Hot!"
Ella was pleased by Becca's compliment but didn't believe it. She studied her cousin. Rebekkah's large, rounded butt was barely encased by a high-waisted, clinging pair of denim booty shorts. The bottom curves of her ass cheeks were clearly displayed beneath the shorts' hems. Above the shorts, Becca wore a clinging, long-sleeved, knitted cotton crop top that left her belly button bare. On her feet were a pair of wedge-heel, platform sandals.
In comparison, Ella's skinny buns barely showed beneath the bottom of her shorts. Even her tight T-shirt revealed only tiny A-cup breasts, which really didn't need a bra. Ella wore one because her enormous puffy nipples bothered and embarrassed her. White sneakers were all she had for footwear to go with this outfit.
"You'll be fine," Becca assured her. "I'll ask Uncle to take us shopping tomorrow, and we'll get you a new wardrobe."
"Ella," Steven, her father, called. "We need to get going. Eric's offered to take us to the airport, so that will save a cab fare."
Ella threw her remaining items back into her suitcase. She went to add her lingerie, but when Rebekkah pulled a face and shook her head, she left them behind, too. Then, she raced downstairs with Becca, put her case in the boot, and joined the other two women in the backseat of her uncle's car.
After a tearful goodbye at Brisbane International Airport, Ella got back in her uncle's car, and Eric drove them to his home. Ella got out of the vehicle and gaped at her uncle's home. It was the same one she'd visited several times in the past but now it had been revamped. The rotting tile roof had been replaced with COLORBOND roofing iron, and the entire house had been freshly painted. The lawn was dark green and healthy instead of sparse and yellow as she'd seen before. The concrete driveway had been redone and stencilled to resemble a Roman cobble road.
The changes were even more evident inside. The cheap Formica bench and table tops had been replaced with solid marble and polished wood. Faux wooden floors covered the original concrete slab, and a new upper wing was added to make the house two-storied. The furniture, fittings, and appliances screamed understated wealth.
"Your Aunt's new movie career is going well," Eric said self-deprecatingly. "I've been able to go into work for myself, and we've managed to turn some nice profits on my latest inventions and investments."
Eric hadn't mentioned he'd helped fund The Beckham Centre's latest expansion and had been rewarded with shares in the burgeoning company. Shares that were now worth more than one hundred and forty-five dollars each. Eric owned ten thousand of them.
Becca showed Ella to the guestroom and helped her unpack her two items, not that she needed the help. Then, Rebekkah jumped on the bed and sat cross-legged. She encouraged Ella to join her, and the two young cousins set about getting to know each other. They were both excellent students, and although they had different career paths planned, they could relate to each other.
Ella wanted to become a veterinary doctor, and Becca had begun her education journey to becoming a geneticist. Becca dreamed of working with Ona Mabooty and her partner, Yvonne, on Ona and Davis Beckham's nanobot technology. Becca thought the nanobots could replace the severed spinal cord and allow paralysed men and women to walk again. Her studies were designed to allow her to find the correct path to program the nanobots on.
Ella's quick mind realised there were applications for animal doctoring based on what Rebekkah had described. The same nanobots, as Ona had already proved, could alleviate pain in animals, too. Ella asked probing questions about the technology and how it worked. Becca answered honestly and told what she knew. However, she did omit that she and her aunt were both controlled by this technology. Becca shuddered, remembering her behaviour from before Eric had taken her to The Beckham Centre and the pain she'd suffered trying to resist the bots' demands.
"You okay, Becs?" Ella concernedly asked after seeing her shudder.
"Just a goose walking over my grave," Becca dismissed before relenting in the face of her cousin's concern. "I was merely remembering what a spoilt brat I was before I came to live with Uncle Eric, is all," she explained. "Raqueda was even worse than I was, and between us, we made poor Uncle's life a living hell."
"What happened to change your behaviour?" Ella asked curiously.
"I met Dr Davis Beckham and the inimitable Ona Mabooty," Becca explained. "Their clinic's specialty is transforming spoiled brats into model citizens."
"How do they do that?" Ella asked.
But her cousin shuddered again.
"Through a pain and pleasure reward system," Becca explained. She refused to expound beyond that admission. All she'd say was, "If you want to know, then become an absolute brat, and Uncle will inevitably take you to Ona's clinic to cure your behaviour."
"It's called The Beckham Centre, and you refer to Dr Davis Beckham, but you say it's Ona's clinic. Umm... isn't Ona Mabooty that dancer from Strictly Come Dancing? Didn't she win it like twice? What does she have to do with a behaviour modification clinic in Brisbane?"
"Yes, she's that Ona," Becca admitted. "But Ona's specialty is miniaturising robots, making nanobots specifically. Her dancing was to fund her studies and to set up the clinic."
"They use these nanobots to control behaviour?" Ella asked sceptically. "They don't even exist yet, so how could they?"
'Let's hope you never find out different,' Becca thought. Hiding her discomfit, she shrugged and said, "The Beckham Clinic is a full-service health and welfare clinic--everything from general medical practioning to remedial massage and day spas. They have psychologists, psychiatrists, chiropractors, physiotherapists, podiatrists, and massage therapists. There's a cosmetic surgery clinic attached to it now, too."
"You seem to know a lot about this clinic," Ella stated.
"Uncle owns twenty per cent," Becca said proudly. "The clinic was in a lot of trouble when Davis had his breakdown, and Uncle Eric stepped in and helped them back on their feet. In return, they gave him twenty per cent of the shares in the business."
"The clinic's founder had a breakdown?"
"Yeah," Becca explained. "It's quite sweet, really. Davis had suppressed his homosexuality and transgenderism, but the pressure of trying to expand the clinic made him crack. Ona stood by him and encouraged his transition. Davis now lives as husband and wife with his and Ona's friend, Nick McKenzie. Doctor Nick is a world-famous cosmetic surgeon. His clinic is now part of The Beckham Clinic Group."
"What about Ona?" Ella asked. She was fascinated with Becca's explanations.
"Ona lives with Yvonne at hers and Davis' unit in Spring Hill. Ona's not really a lesbian, but she has trust issues with men, and Yvonne helps with that."
As they chatted, Becca slowly inched her way closer until their knees touched. Ella had been so engrossed in Becca's story she hadn't really noticed. Becca continued to explain how things were, but then, Becca put her hands on Ella's lower thighs and gently rubbed upward as if it were no big deal. Ella fascinatedly watched Becca's hands as they stroked closer to her shorts. She felt her wetness growing and worried Becca would smell her arousal. But if her young friend had, she said nothing, yet her hands came closer and closer to Ella's centre.
Just before they got there, Uncle Eric knocked on the door, which had been left open. "Sorry to bother you, ladies," Eric said politely, carefully keeping his eyes locked on his nieces' eyes and ignoring where Becca's hands were. "Becca, are you forgetting something?"
"Yes, Uncle," Becca said brightly. "I haven't done my exercise program yet."
"Maybe you could show Ella what you do, and if she'd like, Ella can exercise with you."
Becca turned to Ella expectantly, making Ella shrug and say, "Sure. I don't have anything to exercise in, though. So maybe I'll just watch this time."
"Aww," Becca protested. "Exercise with me, please. It's okay because you can borrow one of my robes, and we'll put your stuff in the washer and drier so you can put them back on."
"Okay," Ella agreed, knowing she'd regret it later. She hated gym class and rarely exercised other than when forced to at school. Ella preferred to watch her calories and maintain a strict diet to maintain her figure.
"Yay!" Becca squealed happily, leaping off the bed and dragging Ella after her to her room. Chattering away, Becca unselfconsciously stripped her clothes off, revealing that she was commando and braless.
Ella found that she was biting her lower lip as she gazed upon her cousin's nakedness. Becca's enormous bosom was even more impressive naked than when it was covered by her top. Her cousin's breasts defied gravity, standing high and firm on her muscular chest. Her nipples were upturned and almost begged to be kissed and suckled. Ella's new friend was clean-shaven from the neck down, and Becca's clitoris peeked delightfully from its hood. Her pussy lips were flowered open.
"Like watcha see?" Becca teased as she pulled a yoga outfit from her drawer and put it on.
Ella nodded wordlessly. She was afraid that her arousal would show in her voice, as well as the wet spot she knew was forming in her centre. Becca confused and excited Ella, who had never considered taking a female lover before. Her cousin's raw sexuality confounded Ella's repressed upbringing. Despite her church's restrictions on same-sex relationships, Ella wanted Becca to touch her, show her, and guide her into a sexual relationship. As much as she feared her desire to touch her cousin's body, Ella ached to be taken by her. She was disappointed when Becca's staunch body disappeared behind lycra yoga shorts and a sports bra, which confused her even more.



Becca sat on her bed to tie her shoelaces and then giggled, "Come on, Ms Stary-Stary, let's go work up a sweat."
"I wasn't," Ella protested. However, she sounded unconvincing even to herself.
"It's okay," Becca said, dragging Ella toward the entrance to the garage. "I like you looking because it makes me feel all gooey inside."
Becca opened the door, and they stepped into a fully functional home gym. There were two of everything scattered throughout the room. One corner had matching stair masters. Another had stepper platforms, and a third held dumbbells of various weights. In the room's centre stood an exercise bike and a treadmill, which were side-by-side. Beyond those was an elliptical machine and a weights machine.
"I'll warm up on the treadmill, if you like?" Becca suggested. "You use the bike."
Ella showed her assent by getting on the bike. She tried to pedal it but couldn't make the pedals turn.
"Oops," Becca grinned, loosening off the bike's resistance. "This one's set for Aunty, Uncle, and me. It's a bit stiff, as you've discovered. Try again."
Ella pushed and found she could turn the pedals over with some effort. "Perfect," she acknowledged. There was enough resistance in the pedals to make Ella work but not enough to overstress her legs.
"Where is Aunty Raqueda?" Ella asked innocently and was surprised by Becca's blush.
"Aunty's in Milan making a movie with Rocco Siffredi," Becca eventually replied, hoping Ella wouldn't know the actor/director's name.
"Oh?" Ella said curiously. "I've never seen any of her movies. In fact, I didn't know she was an actress."
"She's very popular with her audience," Becca explained. "But her movies go straight to the streaming services, not theatres. Aunty's films have received over four million paid views."
Ella was naively unaware that her aunt was a porn movie actress and call girl, so she hadn't caught why her cousin was being obscure in her explanation. "Four million paid views? Wow! No wonder you guys are doing alright," Ella exclaimed. "Have you thought of appearing in some with her?"
Becca suppressed a grin before replying, "No, not with my aunt. Uncle says that I can choose to make some of my own if I wish, but I'm not ready to do that yet." Becca smiled at her new friend. Ella's eyes had settled on Becca's deliciously bouncing breasts. Breasts that bounced despite being encased in the tightest sports bra she could stand. Ella seemed unaware she was biting her bottom lip and staring. 'I wonder if Uncle will let me seduce her?' Becca wondered.
The buzzer sounded, indicating they'd been working out for five minutes. Becca led Ella through a series of stretches to help with her flexibility and prevent injury. Then, they moved to the twin stair masters. Becca had to loosen this item up, too. Even jumping on the step didn't make it move for Ella.
"What is this machine meant to do?" Ella puffed. "Other than wear you out, I mean."
"Most of this equipment is designed to firm your butt and make it bigger," Becca admitted. "It also strengthens your lower back and hamstrings. Well, your entire legs, really. The elliptical machine is for cardiovascular and upper-body fitness. Then, the weight machine ensures my spine remains strong enough to carry my massive breasts. As well as toning my arms and shoulders."
"How did you get your waist so small?" Ella asked.
"A strict keto diet and spending most of every day in a corset. Uncle helps tighten the laces until I can barely breathe, and then I stay like that unless I'm exercising or it's time to sleep. I don't wear the corset if we're visiting family because some of you wouldn't understand."
"You really love Uncle Eric, don't you, Becca?" Ella asked despite knowing the answer and being a smidgen jealous and despairing.
"Yes," Becca averred. "He's been so good to me. He took me in and helped me despite me being a total bitch towards him and Aunty. He paid a lot of money to take me to The Beckham Centre so they could help me regain control of my behaviour."
"How do they do that?" Ella queried curiously.
"They have several specialists there that are experts in remoulding recalcitrant women's behaviour. They use various techniques, some of which are quite painful, to show women the error of their ways and to encourage us onto better, more productive paths."
"Sounds almost like a cult," Ella muttered.
"Nah, not at all," Becca denied, amused by Ella's supposition. "You're not expected to worship anyone or anything. You're only expected to act reasonably at all times. They use a kind of pain/reward system. If you act like a decent person, then you're rewarded."
"And if you don't?" Ella asked as Becca's watch dinged, saying it was time to change exercises again.
"There are consequences you don't want to suffer," Becca admitted. "It typically only takes a few incidences when you rebel before you learn that behaving decently gets you rewarded, and rebelling means less pleasant consequences."
"Such as?" Ella pressed as Becca adjusted the treadmill for her and re-tightened the stationary bike to suit her.
Becca thought through what she could safely say to satisfy her new friend but avoid getting her uncle into trouble. "The psychologists and psychiatrists are very adept at ferreting out what you loathe," Becca said carefully. "Then, they make you do what you loathe until you correct your behaviour."
"Oh, so like when Mum or Dad made me stand in a corner when I was younger. I hated that because it was so boring."
"Yeah, something like that," Becca agreed, failing to say it was nothing like that at all.
Her watch chirped, and the girls moved to another part of the gym. Becca handed Ella a pair of 2.5kg barbells before picking up two 12.5kg weights for herself. Becca taught Ella to do walking lunges, and then the girls spent ten minutes working through those before returning to the bike and treadmill to relax and loosen up. After five minutes of pedalling and running, the girls walked to the stepper platforms and spent ten minutes stepping up and back down, using alternate legs.
Ella was done when Becca's watch finally beeped again. She let Becca guide her to the exercise bike and dutifully promised to keep pedalling until Beca finished her program. Rebekkah spent five minutes running on the treadmill before going to the weights machine. She spent ten minutes doing leg presses before returning to the treadmill. Ella was exhausted just from watching her.
For the next ninety minutes, Ella idly pedalled the bike as her cousin worked her way through the various apparatuses several times. When Becca finally announced that all she had left to do was to cool down, Ella was amazed by how fit Becca was. Ella hadn't lasted an hour, and her weights and resistance settings were less than half of Becca's.
Seemingly inexhaustible, Becca took Ella's hand and gigglingly said, "I'm all sweaty. Want to come and wash my back?"
Ella blushed and stuttered, "Ah... umm... I... ah... well, umm, no. I mean, well, isn't that a little weird? Showering together, I mean."
"Only if you make it so," Becca denied. "Look, we're two women sharing a shower. What's weird about that? It'd be weird if you wanted to shower with your mother or Aunt Raqueda, cos, gross, you know? But sharing a shower with a close buddy? That's natural."
"Okay, I'll do it then." Ella decided that it wasn't any different to showering with her classmates after gym class, and that was okay if a little embarrassing because of her skinny, shapeless, titty-less body.
"Cool," Becca grinned. "Then, we'll use the large shower in the family bathroom. That'll give us plenty of room."
"Sure," Ella agreed.
They dropped past Becca's bedroom to pick up a robe for Ella and a change of clothes for Becca. Ella self-consciously stripped before shyly putting on the robe. It was too big, but that was probably preferable to clinging. Talking at a mile a minute, Becca guided Ella down the hall to the main bathroom. Closing and locking the door, Becca stripped her sweaty gym wear off and set the water temperature before stepping in.
"Come in, the water's delightful," Becca said sultrily and then laughed. "Come on, silly. I won't bite. Well, not unless you want me to."
Overwhelmed by her teenage friend's raw sexuality again, Ella stepped into the shower and under the water. She luxuriated under the wide spout that was designed to mimic rainwater. Becca had the water a little hotter than Ella preferred, but her body quickly adapted. She'd kind of zoned out for a second as she 'felt' her body with her mind, 'Definitely going to hurt tomorrow,' Ella realised. She was startled when Becca began massaging her scalp. Ella hadn't even noticed that Becca had poured shampoo onto her head.
"Relax, woman, sheesh," Becca teased as she worked the shampoo into a lather and washed her cousin's hair.
Ella found having her hair washed by another to be quite relaxing and didn't pay any attention to Becca's hands. Ella's hair reached to her mid-back, and Becca took advantage of that by 'accidentally' running the backs of her hands over her cousin's nipples. Emboldened by Ella's lack of response, Becca took a scrubber and poured body wash onto it. Then, she washed down Ella's back, over her bony ass and down her skinny legs.
Ella's eyes remained closed as she enjoyed being washed. She denied it to herself but knew her body was reacting sexually to Becca's ministrations. So, when her new friend's hands stroked up her shins, knees and thighs, Ella didn't object. Instead, she leaned back against her cousin and revelled in her touch.
Becca's hands skipped over Ella's hairy pussy and stroked across the young woman's concave stomach. Becca ran the scrubber between Ella's A-cups, being careful not to touch them, and then washed her collarbones and neck. Then, Becca washed between Ella's breasts again before stroking the scrubber along the lower curves of Ella's breasts and onto her ribcage. When Becca stroked back towards the centre, she lifted her stroke so that it glided over Ella's mounds but didn't touch her nipples.
Ella's silent acceptance of her touch emboldened Becca further, and she pushed her Double-D cups against Ella's back. Then, she daringly kissed where Ella's neck met her shoulder.
"Hmm," Ella moaned dreamily. Her nipples and clitoris ached, and all she could think about was how good Becca's hands felt on her body. Then, when her cousin's puffy nipples pushed against her back, Ella came close to orgasm. She was close, but Becca's hands and breasts left her body. Ella opened her eyes and turned to face her cousin.
Becca smiled and handed Ella the scrubber. Becca knew if she'd brought her new friend to an orgasm, Ella would have freaked out. Her lust had temporarily overridden her church-given reticence, but after she'd climaxed, the guilt would race in, and Ella would turn her guilty conscience into anger she'd direct at Becca. "Your turn," Becca smiled and turned and put her arms out to the sides.
Ella bit her lower lip unawarely again as she studied her cousin's muscular badonkadonk butt. She ached to touch it, but her natural reticence prevented such an action. So, instead, she suppressed a sigh filled with want and desire, added body wash to the scrubber and washed Becca's back and the backs of her legs. Ella squatted to clean Becca's lower legs and shins and wished she had the courage to wash between her cousin's thighs and up towards her bare pussy.
Ella carefully avoided anywhere intimate as she cleaned Becca's stomach, collarbones, and shoulders. Despite her mind screaming out her desire to touch her teenage friend, she stepped back and said, "All done. Would you like me to wash your hair?"
"Yes, please," Becca purred. The entire time Ella had used the scrubber on her muscular body, Becca had tried to silently will her to touch her breasts or pussy and give some indication she wanted to be seduced. Unfortunately, neither woman had telepathic abilities, and their mutual desires were unrequited. 'Uncle is going to get a workout tonight,' Becca inwardly chuckled as Ella washed her hair.
Eventually, there was no more excuse to stay standing close together under the water, and the teenage cousins got out to dry off. Each woman snuck lustful, regret-filled glances at the other, but neither acted on their regret.
They parted at Ella's door when Ella went inside to change into her only other outfit. She had to go braless and commando because Becca had put her only underwear set in the wash. Ella's jeans rubbed her clitoris maddeningly as she walked to the kitchen to look for her friend.
Ella reached the kitchen and saw her uncle and cousin hugging and kissing in a very inappropriate way for close relatives to be doing. Eric's hand was inside Becca's bra and tweaking her puffy nipple. Eric's other hand held his niece's ass, and he ground his erect cock against Becca's shorts-covered entrance. Becca wasn't inactive either. Her left hand cupped her uncle's head as she kissed him passionately. Her right hand was on Eric's ass, and she pulled him tightly against her as she moaned around her kisses.
Ella knew she should have been shocked and disgusted by what she saw, but her overwrought, sexually charged mind immediately sang with hope. If her Uncle Eric were having an affair with one niece, surely it wouldn't be too difficult to entice him into one with another? Namely her. Ella backed away until the canoodling couple were out of her sight. Then, she said loudly, "Yoo hoo, where is everyone?"
"In the kitchen," Eric called. His voice was still typically deeply masculine and unflustered.
Ella entered the room, and Becca handed her a glass of carbonated water. Ella tasted it and realised it had been doctored with something to make it taste like ginger beer. "This tastes fantastic," she said enthusiastically. She took another gulp, and the nanobots flowed into her stomach and were absorbed into her bloodstream, where they began their journey to her brain and its pain and pleasure receptors.
"It's a product called VitalZing," Eric explained. "It adds taste to still or carbonated water without adding too much impurity to the water. The flavourings are all derived from natural sources."
Eric studied his wife's sister's daughter. Ella was quite plain, Eric thought. But it was a plainness born of poor hairdressing, poor clothing choices, and inadequate makeup skills. He felt that his niece would be at least as pretty as her mother with some exercise and better clothing, hair and makeup. Her mother was at least a seven--an eight with the right clothing. Eric had obliged Becca's request to dose Ella with the nanobots despite having doubts about fucking her. He feared Jerry and Steven's reaction if they found out.
"Becca tells me you need a new wardrobe," Eric said. "If you don't mind this old fossil accompanying you, I'll take you shopping tomorrow."
"And if I do?" Ella daringly teased.
"Then, I'm sure Ms Rebekkah will adore terrifying you in her Hyundai Veloster Turbo Premium TTR," Eric chuckled.
"Then, you'd better take us instead," Ella joked, arching her eyebrow at her cousin.
"Oh, dear," Becca sighed theatrically, placing her wrist against her forehead and leaning back. "It seems nobody trusts me to drive. Oh, woe is me!" Everyone laughed before Becca said, "Come on, Elle's Bells, you can help me cook dinner."
Ella finished her drink, swallowing the remainder of the nanobots in the process, and got up to help Becca. To her surprise, Becca poured two glasses of white wine and handed her one first.
"One just cannot cook effectively without a wine glass in her hand, dahling," Becca said, imitating Patsy Stone from Ab Fab despite never having seen an entire episode.
Ella admitted that she wasn't allowed to drink at home but chose to try it when Becca assured her that as long as she took small sips and took her time to drink her wine, she'd suffer no ill effects.
Because Ella regularly helped her mother in the kitchen, the girls were quickly slicing and dicing, preparing chicken to be seared and a fresh green salad. They chatted about school and the difference between going to university and attending high school. Ella was surprised again when Becca freely admitted she'd been 'a bit of a lot of a brat' at high school and had been regularly sent home on suspension. Becca explained she had to sit a STAT (Special Tertiary Admissions Test) to prove her suitability to attend university.
Ella found her cousin's honest assessment of her previous behaviour confounding. The ill-mannered, ill-disciplined, rebellious teenager Becca admitted to being seemed at odds with the polite, well-mannered, well-spoken woman before her. As far as Ella was concerned, Becca was grace-personified.
Despite being barely five-foot tall, Becca walked as if she were ten-foot tall and entirely bulletproof. She kept her head high and her shoulders back. Her hips swung outrageously when she walked, and her imperious strut attracted looks from men and women alike. She wore outfits that practically begged people to look and revelled in their stares.
Ella was more than just a little intimidated and despaired that her uncle would even look her way, let alone want to conduct an affair with her. Her fantasies of ousting her aunt and taking her place in her uncle's affections rapidly faded in the face of reality. However, hope, that ever traitorous and treacherous foe, grew in her chest. All men, except for her father, were pigs, her mother assured her. Even if you unawarely do something they see as an invitation, they will try to fuck you, so you have to be on your guard constantly. Uncle Eric was a man and, therefore, a pig. But Ella wouldn't unawarely do something to invite his advances. Oh, no! Instead, she would actively encourage them.
Dinner didn't take long to prepare, and the youngsters rejoined their uncle at the table. Conversations flowed, as did teasing and jokes, and Ella marvelled at how much more convivial the meal was than the ones at her home. Rebekkah and Eric even waited politely when Ella said grace and joined her when she said 'amen'. Ella sipped her sole glass of wine, keeping to just the one despite her uncle drinking several cans of beer and her cousin more than one glass of wine.
After dinner, Uncle Eric helped her and Becca stack the dishes in the washer and tidy up. Then, he repaired to his home office to check his daily trades and do whatever else a successful businessman did. Becca guided Ella into the lounge, where there was a gigantic, wall-mounted TV. They discussed movie preferences before deciding to rewatch The Hunger Games series. They were both Jennifer Lawrence fans who admired her leanly athletic body and wished theirs matched.
About halfway through Catching Fire, Becca scooted closer to her cousin and took Ella's hand between hers. Then, Becca placed their joined hands on Ella's inner thigh. As the movie progressed, Becca unobtrusively shifted their hands closer to Ella's groin. Ella was intensely aware of Becca's pinky finger stroking her jeans close to her pussy. Still, her naivety made her reluctant to believe there could be anything more than it being an unaware, instinctive act.
Ella's mind refused to pay attention to the screen and focused on her wet and wanting pussy. Becca's hands were soft and quiescent on her thigh, and it would take little for Ella to move them higher until Becca's finger stroked her pussy. But Ella was too shy to make that move.
Around the time Catching Fire ended, Eric poked his head into the lounge and announced he was going to bed. The girls acknowledged him and, after a quick discussion, decided they, too, would go to bed.
Ella fell asleep almost immediately despite the unfamiliar bed and surroundings. An unknown time later, Ella's eyes opened. She lay quietly, wondering what had woken her. She didn't hear anything at first except what sounded like a solid thump, thump, thump sound. Being unfamiliar with sex and how men and women copulated, she couldn't equate the sound to anything familiar. She decided to investigate the noise.



'How stupid am I?' Ella giggled silently to herself as she opened her door and listened for the sound. 'I've watched enough movies to know this is where the idiot checking out the noise gets murdered.' She crept down the hall towards where the sound came from, passing Becca's open bedroom door. She glanced in and saw Becca's bed was empty. However, Ella's inexperienced mind didn't put the two clues together. An empty bed and a rhythmical thump, thump, thump from another meant nothing in her experience. She was about to be rudely shocked.
Realising the sounds emanated from her uncle's bedroom, Ella quietly opened the door and looked in. She slapped her hand to her mouth to silence her gasp when she saw the noise's cause. Her Uncle Eric was kneeling facing the door. His right knee was on the bed, and his left was upright. Eric's powerful hands gripped Becca's badonkadonk butt, and he ripped her back as he rammed his hefty 7-inch cock into Becca's cunt. The 'thump' Ella had heard was Eric's pelvis crashing into Becca's muscular ass.
"Jaysus, Uncle," Becca muttered, clearly trying to be quiet. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me your bitch again."
"You are my sweet, obedient bitch," Eric quietly growled. "I'd take my belt to your ass again if you weren't."
'Obedient?' Ella's confused mind wondered. 'Take a belt to her ass? What?' Corporal punishment was not something her parents used.
"Don't let my obedience stop you from belting my ass," Becca giggled before biting her wrist to stifle her orgasm cries.
"I would," Eric replied as he slowed his strokes into his niece, waiting for her to recover and start climbing Mount Orgasmic again. "But it might wake your cousin, and Ella's not ready to see or know about your pain predilection yet."
"Gawd, Uncle," Becca moaned as she fingered her clit. "Ella's so naively innocent that she has no idea how sexy her slender, hourglass shape is. She thinks she's skinny, shapeless, and unattractive. Gawd! Do you know how hard it's been not to jump her bones?"
"Well, Missy," Eric drawled. "You'll just have to cool your jets until Ella overcomes her shyness and upbringing and indicates she's ready to take the next step and become intimate with you." He began pumping his thick cock into the teenager again. "I know, Miss Bossy-Britches, you can easily seduce her if you wish to. But you will not! I suspect that Ella is a virgin, and we will not take advantage of her unless she begs us to."
Ella closed the door and crept away. She had some thinking to do.
When the door closed, Becca reached between her thighs. She cupped her uncle's big balls and asked, "Do you think she bought it? Jaysus! We were making enough noise to wake the dead, and I wondered if she'd ever investigate." Despite appearances when Ella opened the door, Becca and her uncle had hoped Ella would 'catch' them. Ella's reaction to them at breakfast would tell them if she were ready to be seduced.
"Time will tell," Eric said as he leant over his niece's body and cupped her Double-D tits. Gripping them firmly, Eric used them to pull Rebekkah backward onto his throbbing cock. It didn't take long before Becca crested again, and this time, Eric unloaded into his niece simultaneously. Becca kissed him lovingly before picking up her discarded nightie and staggering back to her room.
Ella heard her cousin's and uncle's barely stifled groans as they climaxed. She had her soles pressed together and her knees apart and was playing with her pussy. Ella pressed despairingly against her atrophied but still intact hymen. She desperately wanted it gone but still hoped it would be her uncle's cock that sundered it. Her eyes closed as she fantasised about being on her hands and knees as her favourite uncle ploughed open her willing cunt. Ella orgasmed immediately when Becca joined her fantasy.
'Fuck!' Ella dared to think, despite knowing if she said that word aloud, one of her parents would wash her mouth out with soap and water. 'Am I a closet lesbian? Is that why boys stay away from me? Do they know I'm a dyke?' Ella didn't think she was, but her growing attraction to Rebekkah confused her. If she wasn't a 'dyke', then why would the thought of licking Becca's pussy excite her so much? And why would she climax to the image of having her cousin lick hers, as she was doing now? She fell into a troubled sleep.
Ella woke to find her clothes had been washed, dried, folded, and put on the foot of her bed. She considered the booty shorts momentarily before deciding she was too shy to wear them shopping. 'Maybe if I had an ass like Jennifer Lopez's, or Becca's, I'd be brave enough to wear them out,' Ella thought. She put on her underwear, jeans, and T-shirt instead. She joined Eric and Becca in the kitchen.
"Morning, sleepyhead," Becca chirped as Ella entered the kitchen.
Ella checked the time. It was barely 7:30. 'Sleepyhead?' She wondered. But then she noticed Becca and Uncle Eric were both in exercise gear, which reminded her that her legs only vaguely ached and weren't anywhere near as painful as she'd thought they'd be. She tried a squat and felt only a little tiredness and tightness in her thighs.
"The long warm down Becca insisted you do," Eric explained. "It gave your body time to process all the lactic acid and to pump freshly oxygenated blood through your body to replenish the energy in your legs and start repairing any damage."
"Have you been working out?" Ella asked despite it being obvious they had.
"Yes," Eric chuckled, knowing Ella's question came from disbelief, not denial of the obvious. "We spend an hour jogging every morning and then another hour in the gym."
"But that would mean you're up by 5:00 a.m. every day," Ella protested.
"4:45 to be precise," Becca giggled. "Uncle wants me to keep my shape, and I like making him happy, so I exercise gladly because I know it makes Uncle proud of me."
"And I'm not getting any younger," Eric pointed out. "I'll deteriorate quickly now if I don't keep myself in shape."
"Would it make you happy if I got up and exercised with you, Uncle Eric?" Ella asked shyly.
"Yes, it would," Eric replied, staring intently at the young woman.
"I'm not going to be very good," Ella warned. "Other than gym class, I don't exercise at all."
"Indeed," Eric acknowledged. "I can tell by your lack of shape."
Ella blushed embarrassedly and mumbled, "Sorry."
"Ignorance is not stupidity," Eric explained. "Ignorance is merely not knowing something. There are lots of things even the smartest people on the planet don't know. Stupidity is knowing something but failing to do anything with that knowledge and letting it affect your life. You know what to do about gaining some body shape. Now, Miss Ella, what will you do with that knowledge?"
"Exercise to make it better," Ella said firmly.
"You're naturally slender," Eric pointed out. "Exercise will convert what fat you have into lean muscle and give you some definition. But it will not give you big tits or a big ass. Given how jealous of your cousin's tits and ass you seem, I assume you'd like yours to resemble Becca's?"
Ella nodded miserably.
"Then we need to alter your diet. I assume you keep your figure slender by eating very little and mostly all salads and grains?"
Ella nodded again.
"Then you need to change that," Eric explained. "To gain some bulk and definition, you need a high protein/high fat, low carbohydrate diet with no grains and few salad vegetables. Do you want to start today?"
"Yes," Ella replied.
"You'll be amazed by how much we eat," Eric grinned. "You'll need to eat substantially more, too. If you're hungry, then you're not eating enough. Cut a chunk of cheese or eat some yoghurt. As long as you stay away from carbohydrates, you'll add muscle, not fat." He smiled at Becca. "Want to show Ella what we typically eat for breakfast?"
"Sure," Becca replied and got up from the table.
Ella followed her to the fridge, where Becca removed slices of bacon, four homemade meat patties, mushrooms, and eggs. She turned on the Breville grill and began slicing the mushrooms into thin slices. When the grill was hot, Becca put the meat patties and six slices of thick-cut bacon on it and closed the lid. Then, she got out a small pan and cut a solid chunk of butter into it before putting it on a gas burner. She tipped the sliced mushrooms into the pan. Next, Becca re-opened the grill and stacked the bacon pieces on top of each other. Finally, she began frying eggs to round out their meal.
Becca served the meal onto plates and handed one to Ella. She stared at the plate piled with a meat patty, two rashers of bacon and two eggs. "There is no way I can eat all of this," she protested.
"You'll need the energy if you're going to exercise with us," Eric smilingly pointed out. "Perhaps you won't finish all of that today, but I'd bet you'll that much and more by the end of the week."
Ella shrugged and sat beside Eric at the table. She watched, amazed, as Eric smothered his two patties with mustard and sliced two thick chunks of cheese off the block to put on top of them. Then, Eric placed his eggs and bacon on the cheese, speared it with his fork, and cut off a sizeable piece. He grinned at his niece before putting the food in his mouth.
Looking at her plate, Ella picked up her knife and fork and cut a slice from the homemade meat patty. She put it in her mouth and chewed. "This is good!" She exclaimed after swallowing. She cut a thicker piece and ate that, too. She saw that Becca had stacked her patty like her uncle had. Shrugging, Ella piled the bacon and eggs onto her patty. The resulting flavour explosion surprised her, and before she knew it, Ella had eaten everything, including her share of the mushrooms, and was craving a thick piece of buttered bread to mop up the meat juices and leftover egg yolk.
"That was so good!" She exclaimed again. "But I can't believe how much I ate."
"You'll get used to it," Eric chuckled as he gave his plate to Becca.
Becca took his, hers and Ella's to the sink and rinsed them off before putting them in the dishwasher. After she'd washed and dried the pan and grill, Becca announced, "Okay. I need a shower and a change, and then we're going shopping."
"Sounds like a plan," Eric agreed. "You right here by yourself for a bit, Ella?"
"Of course," Ella agreed.
Eric and Becca left, and Ella made herself a cup of coffee. She looked for some milk in the fridge but found only thickened cream. She wondered if the cream wasn't part of her new diet (it was) but decided to ask if there was any milk, anyway. Ella walked upstairs to ask Becca or Eric. But as she passed the bathroom she and Becca had used, she noticed the door was slightly open. Through the door and in the reflection in the mirror above the sink, Ella saw Becca on her knees, giving their uncle a blowjob.
Similarly to the previous night, Ella knew she should be disgusted by the sight of her uncle and his niece fucking. However, disgust was so far down the list of what she felt that it was irrelevant. Ella's primary emotions were lust and desire. She ached to step inside, close the door, strip, and join Becca on her knees in the shower. Instead, she crept away and returned to the kitchen.
Ella dropped cream into her coffee and tasted it. 'Not bad,' she thought. She opened her phone and scrolled through her social media feeds enviously. Her friends Ivy and Aubrey were holidaying together with their parents at Perisher Snowfields. Another friend, Lottie, was in the Mediterranean with her uncle and aunt. Two more were skiing in New Zealand. She sighed, wishing she could have been with them, but she was still appreciative of the opportunity her parents were giving her and the sacrifices they'd made to give her that opportunity. Still, a girl was entitled to dream and hope.
Eric and Becca returned, neither showing any signs they'd been fucking. Ella smiled, hiding her want, desire, and slight jealousy. Becca had what Ella wanted, but increasingly, Ella admitted she wanted Becca, too, and she was prepared to share.
"Ready to go?" Eric asked as he twirled his car keys in his hand.
Ella looked at him longingly. 'He's so handsome,' she thought. 'How will I ever make him look at me as anything other than his young, skinny, shapeless niece?' She smiled again and nodded, indicating she was ready.
There wasn't much for Eric to do other than offer his opinion about which colour looked better on his niece and to carry the bags that were piling up quickly. Of course, Eric's credit card was used viciously because Becca took no notice of the prices. If she liked it, and it looked good on her cousin, it went on her uncle's charge card. Becca insisted that Ella buy clothing that was a bit loose-fitting because she knew Ella would muscle up over the three weeks she was with them and 'grow' into the clothes.
Ella thought the short skirts and clinging tops were scandalous. She knew there was no way her parents would let her wear any of them. Most of the skirt and dress hems barely covered her bony ass, and the tops either plunged daringly between her tiny A-cup breasts or clung to them so tightly they displayed her puffy nipples. However, she was carried away by her cousin's enthusiasm and 'take charge' personality and meekly accepted Becca's choices.
That worry disappeared in the third shop they visited. Becca insisted Ella put on an ICON butterfly and rose print bustier mesh tube top and a matching drawstring ruched skirt set. Then, when she stepped out of the changeroom, her uncle wolf-whistled and exclaimed. "Wowee! That is super hot, Ella." She allowed Becca to convince her to remain in that outfit.
Ella smiled happily at his compliment and examined her purchases with fresh eyes. Ella realised Becca had chosen tops and skirts that emphasised her slender but hourglass figure. The skirts stopped at her hips, and the crop tops ended at her rib cage, which exposed her flat stomach and emphasised her narrow waist. Her new dresses adhered to her body and defined her slender but shapely figure.
Ella hadn't realised her figure was to die for because she'd never worn anything but loosely fitting, frumpy clothing before. Her outfits now matched what the other 'hot chicks' in her class wore.
Becca took Ella into Lorna Jane next to select several exercise outfits. Ella wanted to protest because the clinging lycra yoga pants, shorts and tops were even more outrageous than her tops and skirts. The pants slung to her ass cheeks and snugged into her ass crack, plus the bottoms clung so tightly they revealed her cameltoe. But then, she saw Eric looking speculatively at her when she came out of the locker to model an item for Becca, and Ella was sold.
Bras N Things was their next stop. They purchased several bra and panty sets, some sexy nightwear, some camisoles, and some half-slips. Next, they crossed to Honey Birdette to round out Ella's lingerie collection. Becca purchased several suspenders and silk-stocking sets. Plus, Becca insisted that Ella choose more stimulating bra and panty sets. Sets that left most of her breasts exposed and barely covered her clit and slit. Their final destination on this trip was Novo Shoes, where they purchased several pairs of high-heel and casual shoes to match with Ella's new outfits.
"Come on," Eric said, looking at the time. "We've got just enough time to get some lunch and then drive to The Clinic for Ella's appointment at the spa."
"Spa?" Ella asked wonderingly.
"Yeah. I called Isabella and arranged for a hair, nails, and facial appointment for you. Inoko will do your facial and nails, and their resident hair guru, Niq Watson, will style your hair."
The threesome walked to Lord of the Wings and ordered lunch. Ella was amazed when her uncle casually ordered a glass of wine for her. She accepted it graciously, though. Ella was grateful that Eric and Becca treated her like an adult instead of a kid, as her parents did.
After eating, Eric drove them into Spring Hill, above Brisbane's CBD. He parked in a director's spot and guided the girls inside. Becca immediately squealed and ran over to hug Ona. The famous dancer and nanobot scientist returned Becca's hug equally fervently.
Eric was a little more reserved as he walked around the four desks in the reception area and greeted the women behind them. He said, "Ona, Isabella, Julia, and Yvonne. This is my niece, Ella. She's Raqueda's sister's daughter. She's staying with us for a time. Ella, say hello to four of the six most beautiful women I know."
"Four of the six, uncle?" Becca teased. "Who are the other two?"
"Why, you and Ms Ella, of course," Eric teased back.
"Care to rate us in order?" Ona said dangerously.
"I am not that stupid, my dear Ona," Eric grinned. "However, if you come to me one at a time, I will assure each of you that you are the most beautiful in my eyes."
"Such a smooth talker," Ona dismissed as she turned to Ella. She examined the young woman with an eye that missed nothing. "She will not recognise herself when she returns from Niq," Ona confidently stated. "The bones of a true beauty remain hidden under this rather dowdy outer shell. We will sift away the chaff and expose the beauty."
Then, as if responding to an unnoticed signal, a gorgeous, young Japanese woman appeared at Ona's side. She smiled at Ella before holding her hand out. "I am Inoko. Please to come with me."
Ona waited until Ella and Inoko had left the reception area before she spoke to her team, Becca and Eric. "Isabella and Julia, you may close up the clinic and enjoy Eric's company. Yvonne and I will take Becca back to my rooms to play. You'll have about ninety minutes before Niq returns with Ms Ella."
Ms Ella.
Ella stared at the beautician's gorgeous ass as she followed her to her spa. She simply couldn't help it. The beautician was even more petite than Ella herself was. Inoko's head barely reached Ella's nose. But the tiny Japanese woman was exquisitely formed. Her shoulders were slender but wider than her waist and matched her hip's width. Inoko's breasts were barely the same size as Ella's, but they stood proudly on her petite body and looked huge. Inoko's tiny ass was perfectly heart-shaped and encased in skin-tight trousers. It swished back and forth enticingly as she walked. It was that swish that had Ella entranced and her libido racing.
Inoko handed Ella a towel and indicated a curtained changing area. "Please to take off clothes, put towel on, and return here," she said in her heavily accented voice. Inoko was another member of the clinic's staff to have suffered under Dr Davis Beckham's tyrannical nanobot-enabled regime.
Before coming to work at the clinic, Inoko had had sex with exactly one person--her husband. Now, she doubted she could even make an accurate count of her many male and female lovers. Inoko broke down and cried when Ona released her from the nanobots' control. However, Inoko's husband remained unaware of his wife's many infidelities, so Inoko took Ona's advice and left him ignorant that he'd been cuckolded too many times for Inoko to count. She now fucked only those that she was attracted to and would have seduced Ella in a moment if Becca and Ona hadn't told her not to.
Ella hesitatingly obeyed Inoko's request but figured undressing for a spa session was probably standard. She wrapped the towel around her breasts, noticing her lower ass cheeks were showing below the towel. She adjusted it, and then her nipples showed. She tried again, attempting to cover her nipples and her entire ass simultaneously. It was a lost cause. No matter how she wrapped the towel, either her ass cheeks or nipples showed. Ella decided showing her ass cheeks was better than displaying her nipples and returned to the massage room.



It was a wasted effort because as soon as she reached the massage table, Inoko took the towel away and told her to lie face down. Inwardly shrugging as she blushed bright red, Ella quickly lay on the massage table, glad to cover her small breasts and hairy pussy.
Inoko began Ella's massage at her feet. She picked up Ella's right foot and massaged her sole and each toe. Then, Inoko worked her way along Ella's Achilles, calves, and the backs of her knees. Next, she pulled Ella's legs apart and dug her thumbs into Ella's hamstrings.
Ella hoped the beautiful Japanese woman couldn't smell her arousal. Inoko's stroking fingers were extremely close to Ella's dripping pussy, and Ella both feared and longed for Inoko to touch her there. No other hand other than her mother's had ever touched Ella's 'privates'. Her mother hadn't ever since Ella was potty trained. But Ella longed for Inoko to touch her. She was close to exploding from want and desire.
Inoko didn't 'touch her there', though. Instead, she massaged Ella's petite, rounded ass. But again, Ella imagined there was a sexual element to that touch, too. Inoko seemed to hold Ella's cheeks apart for a fraction too long as she massaged them. Plus, Inoko's face was very close to her buttocks, and Ella was sure the older woman was lustfully examining her ass. She even thought Inoko was smelling her ring and blowing her hot breath onto it.
However, nothing untoward happened because Inoko's hands moved off Ella's ass and onto her spine. Inoko massaged Ella's back, neck and shoulders before saying, "Please to rollover."
Ella despairingly looked for a towel. Not seeing one, she gulped and rolled over, exposing her erect nipples and hairy pussy. She closed her eyes and tried to relax and not blush.
Inoko ran her fingers through Ella's springy pubes without touching her clit. "We will fix this next, yes?"
Ella nodded nervously, unsure what 'fix this' meant. She sighed when Inoko's talented hands returned to her body. The Japanese woman began at Ella's feet again before working up her shins and thighs. Ella's arousal grew as Inoko's massaging hands moved closer to her pussy. Eventually, the backs of Inoko's hands brushed against Ella's pussy hairs. She bit her bottom lip, knowing she'd climax the moment the beautician's hands brushed her clit. Ella almost screamed in frustration when Inoko moved higher and took Ella's left hand in hers.
Inoko inwardly grinned. She knew how aroused the young woman in her hands was because she could smell it on her. However, Inoko was under strict instructions from Ona to leave Ella unmolested. Ona had freed Inoko from Ona's husband's nanobots. Inoko was now faithful to her husband, as she was before Davis and his perversions had caused her to fall. Inoko would happily walk through Hell's Fires if her saviour, Ona, asked her to. But Inoko could, and would, drive Ella insane with lust without touching her inappropriately. Her friend Becca wanted the young woman, and Ona agreed. Therefore, Inoko would help them.
Inoko massaged Ella's arms and collarbones before moving downward. She circled the young woman's breasts without touching them or Ella's nipples, which drove lust even further into Ella's brain and body. Inoko's final act was to stroke her deft fingers daringly near Ella's clitoris without touching it. Inoko suppressed another grin before saying, "I will retrieve my waxing equipment and return, Ms Ella. Please to stay here until I return."
Ella was so horny she knew a mere touch on her clit would launch her orgasm. However, her reticence wouldn't allow her to do that here in the clinic, so she bit her bottom lip and tried not to moan in frustration.
Inoko returned with a container of hot, melted wax and swiftly covered Ella's groin with the sticky substance. A few painful rips later, Ella's pussy was clear of hair except for a narrow strip above her clitoris. Inoko had also waxed Ella's perineum and ass, leaving the entire area smooth and shiny, if a little blotched from the hair being ripped out.
"Please to get dressed and follow," Inoko instructed.
An aroused, frustrated and confused Ella put her clothes back on, and followed the beautician to another room. Inoko encouraged Ella into a hairdresser's chair and lay her back until she was reclined almost level. Then, Inoko used the wax to remove the light hairs on Ella's upper lip and chin. Next, the beautician applied a face mask to exfoliate her client's face further. After she removed the mask, Inoko quickly made-up Ella's face. Ella's skin was mostly pimple-free despite being a teenager, and her skin colour was similar to her mother's, i.e. lightly tanned. Therefore, she didn't need much colour added.
Bringing the chair back upright, Inoko handed her charge over to Niq Watson, the stylist. Niq examined the slender woman and decided an 'Emma Watson-type', side-parted pixie bob would best suit Ella. Then, he quickly created that look. When he'd finished, Niq escorted Ella back to the reception area where her uncle and cousin waited.
Ms Becca.
Becca watched her cousin leave with Inoko regretfully. She knew her uncle was right, and if she seduced Ella, then Ella would react negatively and probably blow her and her uncle's relationship sky-high. Although consensual adult incest was rarely prosecuted, it would be if there were a scandal attached to it. An uncle and cousin seducing their virgin teenage relation would undoubtedly create a scandal, especially if the seducee complained.
Becca took Ona's and Yvonne's hands and followed them into Ona's office and the bedroom behind it. Even though her nanobots prevented her from being crude, Becca enjoyed Yvonne's pithy language. The Balkan woman, whose name was actually Ivonne, swore like a drunken sailor and had an earthy sense of humour.
"Ona and I have twin strap-ons," Yvonne assured the teenager. "We are going to fuck your cunt and arsehole until you beg us to stop."
"I hope you have lots of stamina, then," Becca grinned as she stripped off. "Because I'm sure that I can last until at least Monday before I beg off."
"We shall see, my tubby fuck slut," Yvonne said as he flipped Becca onto her back, slid between her salaciously spread thighs and rammed her 'cock' into the writhing teenager below her.
"Is that the best you've got?" Becca teased as she allowed Yvonne to roll until Becca was on top. "I thought you and Ona would have practised since the last time I wore you out."
"Oh, we have been," Ona giggled as she straddled Yvone's legs and pushed Becca forward until she fell on top of Yvonne, and their breasts pressed firmly against each other. Ona centred her 'cock' on Becca's rosebud and then smacked her ass as she rammed into her.
"Better," Becca admitted as she closed her eyes to relish better being doubly filled with 'cock'. She occasionally wished her uncle was at least a modicum bisexual because she fantasised about riding an unknown man as Eric fucked her ass.
To an interested outside observer, it was clear that Ona and Yvonne fucked women together regularly because the women quickly established a pounding rhythm as they fucked the youngster between them senseless. Rebekkah climaxed quickly the first time and then rollicked between many minor orgasmic events, each adding to the intensity of the previous until, bathed in sweat and totally exhausted, Becca screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuccccccccckkkkkkkkkk Yessssssssssss!" orgasmed again and passed out.
She awakened a little later, lying back against Ona as the beautiful South African dancer kissed her neck and played with her bountiful breasts. Yvonne lay between her legs, suckling her clitoris and lightly fingering her cunt. Becca turned to kiss Ona as she ran her fingers through Yvonne's hair. "I love you both so much," Becca sighed happily. "Being taken here by Uncle Eric is the best thing that's ever happened to me. I was a total bitch before your nanobots corrected my behaviour. I probably would revert to being one without them."
"We love you, too, little one," her two older lovers crooned. They failed to mention that Eric had changed her 'medicine'. The bots Becca had received for the last three months were inert and were not controlling her behaviour. Instead, Becca's subconsciousness had realised that she enjoyed being submissive to her uncle because she genuinely loved him.
Becca took Ona's discarded strap-on, cleaned and sterilised it, and then put it on. She moved between the dancer's muscular thighs, pushed her on her back, and slid her 'cock' into Ona's tight pussy. Then, holding Ona's taut ass, Becca rolled onto her back.
Yvonne loomed over Ona's shoulder, smiling down at her young lover. "Aww, Ona, you big slut. You're going to love this!" With that, Yvonne jammed her 'cock' into the dancer's tight asshole.
It was Ona's turn to be fucked into oblivion. Yvonne would be next.
Eric Cantana.
Eric smiled as Isabella and Julia crossed to him. Julia was one of the few of Davis' mind-controlled victims still under the nanobot's command. Every time Ona deactivated her bots, Julia flew into a rage and tried to take her remote control off of Ona. She raved about rescuing Davis and returning them all to his control. Yvonne lived with Davis and Nick in their Spring Hill apartment in the same complex as Isabella, Ona, and Yvonne.
Ona had cruelly instructed that other than when she (Ona) instructed her otherwise, the only way she (Julia) could orgasm was if Davis or Nick fucked her. Unfortunately for her (Julia), Ona had used the bots to turn Nick and Davis gay and turn them off women entirely. Ona thought it was only just that the three main instigators of Davis' nanobot perversions were now bound together for the entirety of their lives.
Eric noted that Isabella's eyes were clear, wide, and mischief-filled. In contrast, Julia's eye showed the dullness he'd learned to associate with someone whose nanobot control had been handed to another who was not her master (remote control holder). He guessed that Julia was in Isabella's care. He didn't care, however, because Julia knelt, undid his trousers and pulled them down. Next, she wrapped one hand around Eric's shaft and guided his cock into her mouth. The other hand cupped his large balls and gently massaged them as her middle finger explored along Eric's taint, searching for his dark star.
Eric welcomed Isabella into his arms. Isabella is a tall, buxom, voluptuous woman who hails from Malta. The contrast between Isabella's flawless olive skin and Julia's alabaster white was an intoxicating sight, indeed. Eric slid both hands around Isabella and cupped her large, firm ass. They kissed passionately as Julia's talented mouth milked Eric's throbbing cock. Eric maintained control until Julia's questing finger rimmed his asshole. Then, with a guttural growl, he unloaded into the Balkan woman's throat. She swallowed joyfully before turning and pushing her face between Isabella's thighs. Isabella moaned into Eric's mouth as Julia's tongue lashed her clitoris.
Eric allowed Isabella to remove his polo shirt and stepped out of his loafers. Then, he pulled the Maltese woman's suit jacket off, grabbed her opaque blouse and ripped it apart. Simultaneously, Julia unzipped Isabella's short skirt and pulled it down. Isabella stepped out of her thong and moulded herself to Eric's leanly muscular body.
Eric grabbed Isabella's ass, holding her cheeks part as Julia tongued Isabella's chocolate starfish. His cock was rapidly reinflating, and he desperately longed to plough the beautiful woman in his arms. Eric lifted the buxom beauty easily and laid her on her desk. Then, he stood between her spread thighs and pushed his thick 7-inch cock down until it lined up with her entrance. When he felt Isabella's heated vulva against his cock, Eric pushed forcefully, splitting Isabella's pussy apart and driving balls deep into her.
"Iva, raġel għeżież. Fuck me iebes (Yes, darling man. Fuck me hard)!" Isabella demanded as her voluptuous thighs wrapped around Eric's hips and dragged him into her.
Eric was, of course, only too happy to oblige! He gripped Isabella's curvaceous ass and ripped her back as he rammed his cock into her.
"Iebes, iebes, iebes (Hard)!" Isabella shouted as her orgasm swiftly approached.
Eric chuckled and rammed his thick cock into the gasping Maltese woman even harder. Isabella was close, but she was enjoying being on the edge so much she was avoiding the final leap into pleasure. That was until Julia leaned over and viciously twisted one of Isabella's nipples as she firmly bit the other.
"Iva! Iva! Iva! (Yes!)" Isabella screamed as her body arched off her desk, and she climaxed, squirting her lady juices over Eric's balls.
Eric groaned as he suppressed his own orgasm. They were running out of time before Ella returned, and Eric had a promise to Ona to fulfil, and if he let himself cum in Isabella, he may not be able to get it up again quickly enough to do what Ona wanted. Following Ona's instructions, Eric took Julia by the back of her neck and forced her to bend facedown over her desk. Then, he ripped her skirt and panties down, roughly kicked her feet apart, positioned his throbbing cock on her rosebud, and brutally shoved it into Julia's ass.
"Ona says, 'Take it, bitch! This is your fate!'" Eric snarled.
His words were the trigger Ona had implanted in Julia's mind through her nanobots, and the huge breath she had taken to scream exploded from her body as she climaxed to the pain and degradation. "Your fate, bitch!" Eric snarled again as he viciously fucked Julia's back passage. His words made Julia orgasm again. She came a third time when Eric growled and unloaded his cum into her ravaged ass.
Eric staggered back and collapsed into a chair. Julia lay quietly before the nanobots in her pain receptors flared. Then, she unwillingly got on her knees and cleaned Eric's cock with her mouth.
Now that she had completed her assigned tasks, Julia's eyes cleared, and she smiled at Eric. She put her skirt and panties back on and sat at her desk to continue her daily tasks. Isabella went to the changeroom to replace her torn blouse, returning a short time later. Eric zipped himself away and sat at Isabella's desk. When she returned, they conversed about this and that until Ona, Yvonne, and Becca joined them.
Becca walked across and sat on Eric's lap. "My bottom hurts," she giggled.
"And why would that be, my little anal whore?" Eric asked amusedly.
"Good girls don't kiss and tell," Becca said seriously, although mirth showed in her eyes.
"And you are my good girl, Miss Becca Cantana, aren't you?" Eric queried.
"Yes, Uncle," Becca agreed. "I want always to be your good girl."
"I'm sure you will be, my love," Eric said as he held Becca tightly.
Everyone turned to face the reception area's rear when Niq guided Ella back in. Inoko joined them. Ella had changed into an outfit that matched one of Emma Watson's red carpet dresses. It was a maroon top and dress similar to what Ms Emma wore to a function at Elle Canada. She could readily pass for the famous Harry Potter actress with her new haircut and revamped makeup.
Becca squealed and leapt off her uncle's lap. She ran over to her cousin and gripped her hands. "OMG, Ella!" Becca exclaimed. "You are one red-hot chicky babe! Whooda thought?"
"All of us!" Niq, Eric, Ona, and the rest said.
"Yeah, yeah," Becca dismissed as Ella blushed. "But now she's America's Next Supermodel hot."
Ella blushed more deeply and stared embarrassedly at the floor. Her heel had lifted, causing her knee to bend, and Ella was shyly swinging her leg back and forth as she grinned sheepishly at the compliments.
Eric smiled and said, "Alright, girls. We have about ten minutes to make our reservation at Rothwell's Bar and Grill. Let's get moving, shall we?"
Becca kissed Niq's cheek and thanked him before doing the same thing to Inoko. Ella missed the knowing winks and grins Becca and Inoko shared.
The trio enjoyed a happy, chatty meal together before going home. When they went inside, Ella was about to enter her room when Becca pointed out, "You need to wash your face, honey. Sleeping with all that product on your face is not good for your skin."
The girls shared the main bathroom as they washed and scrubbed their faces clean. Becca was still horny from playing with Ona and Yvonne, and she could smell Ella's continuous arousal. Becca thought the poor girl had to be so frustrated she'd be about to scream. Despite knowing Ella probably wanted to be alone so she could masturbate and find some relief, Becca invited herself into Ella's room for some 'girl talk and time'. She repeated the same position as last time--sitting cross-legged, facing each other. They chatted about the boys at school they fancied, the pop and rock stars they thought were hot, and which of the various stars from the superhero movies they wanted to bed.
Eventually, Becca's hands were again near Ella's pussy, only this time, Ella wore a skirt and only had the barest of thongs covering her slickly wet pussy. Ella looked down, fearing but hoping Becca would touch her. Ella's body was on fire with need and desire. Her enormous, puffy nipples ached in time with her throbbing clitoris. She stared down at Becca's hands. They were so close to touching her there--her centre, her wetness, where her babies would come from--but Becca didn't move them higher. Ella willed Becca to touch her. She looked up and saw that Becca was leaning towards her, biting her lower lip.
'She's going to kiss me!' Ella's confused mind realised. 'My first passionate kiss. From a girl! From anyone, really. But a girl? Did she want that?' she wondered. Before she could decide, Becca's lips pressed against hers. Ella froze. Her church-brainwashed conscience told her it was wrong. If she continued on this path, then she was doomed to an eternity in hell. But her mind? Oh, her traitorous, treacherous mind screamed, 'Yes! OMG! It's going to happen! I'm going to have sex!' And her body continued to ache with unrequited need. Ella accepted her cousin's kiss and then tried to return it. She knew she hadn't been very good when Becca pulled away. She blushed, embarrassed that she'd disgusted her cousin.
Becca looked at Ella disbelievingly. "I kinda figured you were a virgin," Becca stated. "But haven't you even made out with someone?"
"With who? The choir and altar boys the priests haven't got to yet?" Ella said disparagingly. "Or the girls at my all-girl school? The two male teachers we had? Who, precisely, would you suggest I 'made out' with?"
"I see your point," Becca said. "Okay, I'll teach you." She leant in and kissed Ella again. It was as bad as the first kiss. Becca shook her head, "No," she explained. "Keep your mouth mostly closed and your lips firm. Your lips need to be moist but not wet. If they're wet, you'll just slobber over the person you're trying to kiss. Later, as the passion flares, you might open your mouth wider, but it should never be wider than your lover's."
They tried again, and this time it was much better. So much so that Becca lost control and pushed Ella onto her back. Becca pulled Ella's panties aside and went down on her freshly waxed pussy. Ella's hands unawarely moved from almost touching Becca's head to gripping the sheets on either side of her body. Ella climaxed when Becca's lips surrounded her clitoris, and Becca lashed it with her tongue. Ella's hips lifted off her bed, and she pulled the sheet so hard that it ripped.
"OMG!" Ella screamed as her body spasmed and thrashed against her cousin's mouth. Ella orgasmed again when she felt Becca's finger probing her little dark star. But that action triggered a guilty reaction. "Get off me!" Ella yelled. "I'm not a lesbian doomed to go to Hell! What have you done to me? I wanted my husband to be the first to touch me. You wait until I tell Mum, you pervert. Get away from me!"



Ella was frenziedly punching Becca and trying to push her off the bed. She was crying uncontrollably and looked almost feral. Ella had her fingers hooked and was about to try to rip her cousin's eyes out when her Uncle Eric stormed into the room. He grabbed Becca by her top and flung her out the door. Then, he spoke into what looked like a Foxtel remote. "Activate Ella Booker."
'What do you mean 'activate Ella Booker?" Ella screeched. Then, she groaned and fell onto her side.
"Be calm, Ella," Eric said kindly. "You have Ona's nanobots attached to your cerebral cortex's pain and pleasure centres. We disguised them in the mineral water you drank the other night. If you try to abuse or attack me or otherwise act like anything other than a polite, well-spoken woman, they will cause you pain."
"Why?" Ella growled angrily before holding her head and moaning.
Eric sighed and guiltily admitted, "We both want you, Ella." He turned to glare at Rebecca before returning his gaze to her. "We were supposed to wait until you came to us willingly, but we held the bots in reserve in case you freaked out after making love to Becca for the first time. Rebekkah and I have been intimate from the day she turned eighteen. I took her virginity that day, and I hoped you would also gift me yours. Only then would I have allowed some intimacy between Becca and you, hoping you would desire her, too. However, someone jumped the gun, didn't you, Miss Becca?"
Becca stepped inside Ella's room, looking sheepish and nervous, "I'm so sorry, Ella," Becca apologised ashamedly. "I could see by your erect nipples and your arousal smell that you were turned on and frustrated, and I only wanted to help relieve that for you."
"I think I would have been okay if you hadn't touched my bottom," Ella admitted, feeling better now she'd calmed down. She was unaware that now that she was calm and speaking politely, the nanobots were rewarding her by stimulating her pleasure spots. All Ella knew was that she was horny again. Then, she noticed that her uncle was naked, and her arousal flared higher. Ella explained, "I think it was adding the sin of sodomy to the sin of homosexuality that freaked me out."
Eric glared at Becca again before kindly saying, "That's understandable." Then he muttered, "What the fuck is it with these Brakni women? Geraldine's a fucking religious nut, and Raqueda's just a fucking nut!"
"Are you okay now?" Eric asked concernedly. When Ella didn't immediately reply, he added, "Look, Ella, neither Becca nor I will force you to have sex with us, okay? We'd love it if you want to, but I will not use the bots to make you if you don't want to."
Arousal flared in Ella as she realised her uncle, the man she'd fantasised about making love to her for more years than she was willing to admit, desired her. She looked at Eric shyly and asked, "What if I wanted you to 'force' me, Uncle? If I wanted to give you my virginity but was too afraid to ask, let alone do it. Would you 'force' me then?"
Eric looked consideringly at his virgin niece. He knew the morality of taking two of his close relatives' virginities was dubious at best, but Ella had a sweet, innocent demeanour that Eric found irresistible. He raised the remote to his lips, depressed the 'speak' button, and said, "Ella, you will immediately stand and take off your clothes. Stripping for me, is something you will find extremely arousing, so you will want to make a seductive, sensual show of getting naked. When you are unclothed, you will kneel before me and beg to be allowed to suck my cock."
Ella resisted, not because she was averse to obeying her uncle, but because she wanted to be compelled. The thought of surrendering control to her tall, handsome, muscular uncle had her arousal pouring down her inner thighs. But being 'forced' to surrender added a sweet piquancy to the act. Therefore, Ella tried to disobey Eric's edict. The pain in her head swiftly swelled to unbearable, and Ella smiled seductively as she got to her feet and began to dance.
Ella took dance lessons as one of her two electives at high school. She was classically trained in ballroom dancing and had some training in ballet, although that wasn't her forte. Ella moved rhythmically as she danced around her uncle, slowly and seductively removing her clothing. Her top hit the floor first, swiftly followed by her skirt. She danced around, reluctant to take off her bra, as the remnants of her religious brainwashing battled with her nanobots' imperatives. But, as the Borg would say, 'Resistance is futile'. The nanobots will always win because a human's mind craves pleasure endorphins and fears pain.
Don't believe me? Try to do something that your brain knows will cause you pain. Try walking into a wall without protecting yourself, or try a 'tree-fall', where you don't bend your knees or put your hands up to control the fall. I'll bet my entire bank balance against the lint on your belly button that you cannot do it. Then, look at how the first hit of heroin or crack cocaine immediately addicts the fools who take it. Pleasure wins over pain every time.
Ella reached behind her back, and her bra joined the rest of her clothes on the floor. She danced away again, and although her church-demanded reticence still caused her to resist, Ella's newly purchased thong joined the rest of her clothing. She spun around Eric one more time before falling to her knees before him. Then, Ella looked appealingly up at her uncle. "Please, Uncle Eric, may I suck your beautiful cock?" Eric nodded, Ella and took his half-erect cock in her dainty hand. She had no idea what to do with it and had only a vague idea of what a 'blowjob' was. Ella guessed that 'blow' job meant she should surround Eric's cock in her mouth and then suck and 'blow' hot air over it, so that was what she did.
Eric laughed amusedly before saying, "That surprisingly feels pretty good, honey. However, you need to lick my cock's tip like it was an ice cream and then take it in your mouth and suck it as if it was a popsicle. Then, as you get used to it, you will run your tongue around my glans, my cock's head, as you suck it."
Ella obeyed her uncle's dictums and then moaned as the bots rewarded her obeisance. She wanted to finger her clit as she blew her uncle but was too shy to do so. A clear substance poured into her mouth from her uncle's cock, and Ella found she liked the taste. The substance was sticky and quite gooey. She knew it wasn't semen but didn't know what it was. Not knowing didn't prevent her from trying to elicit more from her uncle's cock, though.
"I'm about to cum," Eric warned. "You can choose to swallow it, hold it in your mouth and spit it into the bathroom sink, or pull my cock out of your mouth and let it spray on your face or tits."
Ella decided she needed to taste her uncle's gift first. Eric groaned, and his cock swelled in her mouth before he jerked, and the first semen spurt spat into her sucking mouth. She swallowed, thinking it tasted kind of like warmed-up oysters. She gulped the next gift before pulling her head back and allowing Eric's subsequent spurts to coat her forehead, eyes, nose and lips. The warm, salty, gooey mixture felt weird on her skin, but Ella thought receiving her uncle's gift on her face was submissively delicious and vowed to receive it again as often as possible.
By now, Ella was more aroused than she'd ever felt in her life. She hoped Uncle Eric would do something to help relieve her needs, and she wasn't disappointed. Eric picked her up by her armpits and crushed her lithe form to his powerful chest. Then, he kissed Ella passionately despite his cum filling her mouth and laid her on her bed. Next, Eric kissed Ella's lips and chin, where her pulse thrummed in her throat and between her breasts. He looked questioningly at her, and when Ella nodded, her uncle cupped her left breast with his hand and stroked his thumb over her nipple. Simultaneously, Eric's lips descended onto her nipple, and he kissed it before sucking it into his mouth and battering it with his tongue.
"Oh, Gawd," Ella groaned as the first orgasm created by another crashed through her young body.
Her uncle grinned as he swapped breasts and quickly caused his niece to climax again. Next, Eric left his hands strumming Ella's nipples as he licked down her stomach and abdomen and onto her pussy. Then, Eric lapped at the secretions pooling from Ella's pussy as his knowledgeable fingers pinched, tweaked, twisted and pulled his niece's nipples. Ella crested again when Eric's mouth encircled her clitoris, and he sucked hard.
Eric moved up and covered Ella's slender body with his much larger one. His thick, 7-inch cock, pressed against her dripping entrance, "Ready to become a woman, darling?" Eric asked.
Ella reached with her left hand, "Becca?" She pleaded. "Where are you?"
"I'm here, my love," Becca answered, taking Ella's hand and kneeling on the floor beside the bed.
Ella turned her head and fearfully asked, "Will it hurt?"
"Yes, my love," Becca admitted. "There will be a painful pinch when our uncle enters your virgin pussy for the first time. However, typically, by your age, your hymen will have atrophied to the point where it will only feel like a pinch and not like Eric was using a sledgehammer to break down a door."
Ella looked up at Eric and said, "Do it! Make me your woman."
Eric grinned and pushed his hips forward as he dragged Ella down. Ella felt a slight pinch as her hymen shredded, and Eric slid inside her. She pushed at her uncle's chest until he lifted himself off her body. Then, Ella looked down at their conjoined bodies and marvelled, "You're in me. All of you is in me! OMG! It feels fantastic!" Ella's head fell back as her legs instinctively wrapped around her uncle's hips and pulled him deeper into her. "Fuck me hard, Uncle Eric. Make me your slut," Ella pleaded.
Of course, Eric knew better than to obey the young woman's demands. Ella was tight, and he was bigger than average. Therefore, if he'd 'fucked her hard', Ella's pussy would quickly become too raw for her to continue. Instead, Eric rocked back and forth, grinding his pubic bone against Ella's clitoris and increasing the length of his strokes into Ella slowly.
"So good," Ella panted as she squeezed Becca's hand. Her legs lifted of their own accord, and she wrapped them around Eric's hips, pulling him in when he pulled back. Eric lengthened his strokes until he was pounding the former virgin beneath him. Ella leapt many small orgasm hurdles as she climbed to her peak until she screamed, "Yeeeeeessssssssss!!!!!!!!" and exploded into nirvana.
Eric smiled lovingly at her until Ella's eyes opened, and she smiled back. "Are you on the pill?" He asked.
"Yes," Ella admitted. "I got them just in case, you know?"
"I assume your mother doesn't know you're taking them?" Eric wondered.
"Heck no!" Ella giggled. "She'd have a fit if she knew I was taking birth control. That whole 'be fruitful and multiply' thing. Yeah, the Catholic Church is pretty big on that."
"Yet she only had the one child," Eric mused. "How does that equate with 'fruitful'?"
"They wanted more," Ella said as her hips waved up and down, encouraging her uncle to fuck her again. "But for some reason, Mum never got pregnant again."
"Your Dad is the strict catholic, isn't he? Your Mum only converted when they got married?"
"I don't know," Ella said as her eyes closed, and she revelled in feeling Eric's cock sliding in and out of her slick pussy again.
"I will make you cum and then fill your cunt with splodge, Ella. You ready for me?"
"Yes, Uncle." Ella moaned as her eyes rolled back, and she orgasmed on her uncle's throbbing cock again.
Eric grinned and released the control he'd been holding firmly. Ella was even tighter than Becca, and he'd needed all of his self-restraint not to ruin her first time by cumming too soon. Eric pulled Ella down firmly and, with a series of low, guttural grunts, filled his niece's wanting cunt.
He held still inside her until Ella opened her eyes and smiled at him. "You feel so good inside me, Uncle. I wish you could stay there forever."
"Oh, baby girl," Eric chuckled. "There's so much more for you to experience tonight."
"There is?" Ella asked doubtfully.
"Yes," Eric replied. He smiled challengingly at Ella and added, "Becca. Get between your cousin's thighs and suck my cum from her cunt and then feed it back to her."
"No!" Ella gaspingly denied. "I'm not a lesbian."
"Eric smiled amusedly at her and picked up the remote. "Ella Booker. You are now totally bisexual and find men and women equally sexually attractive. You love all kinds of sex, but the dirtier and nastier, the better. Being fucked in your ass is just as enjoyable as being fucked in your cunt. Ass to mouth is something you die for. Licking cum out of a woman's ass or cunt excites you. Rimming a man's anus with your tongue makes you want to cum. Oral sex excites you as much as penetrative sex, and you adore having your pussy eaten. Am I clear, Miss Ella?"
Ella tried to resist. She was a strong, self-sufficient woman, and her church's prohibition against same-sex relationships was deeply ingrained in her psyche. However, none of that mattered to the remorseless bots. They measured Ella's response against what the controller had told them she was to do. The two items didn't match, so they sent minuscule but powerful jolts of pain into Ella's receptors.
Ella groaned, her resistance overcome by the pain she suffered. She mumbled, "Yes, uncle. I understand." Her legs parted, and she moaned when Becca's lips surrounded her entrance and Becca's tongue delved inside her. "It's so naughty but oh so good," Ella moaned as her hands found Becca's head and held her to her pussy. Ella crested not long after, and the girls shared a passionate cum kiss as they swapped their uncle's cum back and forth.
The nanobots' imperatives drove Ella to go further because now that she was obeying Eric's directives, they were sending soothing waves of pure pleasure through her svelte body. Ella dragged Becca lowered and lay on top of her muscular body. Then, Ella kissed down Becca's body. She stopped at Becca's double-D breasts and clumsily suckled them as she tried to mimic what Eric had done to hers. Becca encouraged her with soft words and directions, and soon, Becca's upper body arched off the bed as she tried to force more of her firm breast into Ella's mouth.
Becca took Ella's wrist and guided her hand to her (Becca's) pussy. She whisperingly explained what she wanted. "Oh yeah, baby, right there," Becca moaned as Ella's fingers found her G-spot.
Ella followed her fingers down at Becca's pushed insistence. She stared momentarily at Becca's clit, but when the bots nudged her pain centres, Ella lowered her head and tentatively licked Becca's button. Becca's deep moan of appreciation encouraged Ella to go further and be more intense with her ministrations to her cousin's pussy. She removed her fingers and probed Becca's gash with her tongue. 'Not bad,' Ella thought when her tongue tasted Becca. Then, she remembered what Becca had done to her and daringly slid her fingers along Becca's taint and onto her ass. Another impassioned moan taught Ella she was turning her cousin on, and Ella suspected Becca was about to cum.
Becca groaned again before her legs locked around Ella's ears, and she straightened into a rigour. Her juices poured from her inflamed cunt as an intense orgasm rocked her world. She took Ella's head and guided her up so she could kiss her new friend.
Ella was on her hands and knees with her petite breasts pressed against Becca's mounded ones. Ella felt her uncle move up behind her and gasped as his thick cock speared into her dripping cunt. She crested almost immediately and shuddered through another soul-consuming climax. But then her uncle's cock exited her squelching pussy and centred on her virgin ass.
"No!" Ella protested, but the nanobots zapped her, and she slumped down, her shoulders resting on Becca and her ass arched up into the air. Ironically, the angle helped Eric, and he forced his cock into his niece's virginal ass. Ella had stopped resisting, so the bots massaged her pleasure centres, and Ella groaned with pleasure as her knot was sundered, and her uncle ploughed her no longer virgin ass open.
Eric grinned as he gripped Ella's skinny buns and ripped her back onto his throbbing cock. The sheer salaciousness of having only three nieces and taking two of their virginities excited him, and he briefly regretted not having taken his brother's daughter's one, too. He stroked into Ella firmly, waiting for her to climax before he'd drop a third load into the squirming eighteen-year-old. He smiled wider when he saw Becca wriggling out from below Ella. He watched for Ella's reaction as Becca turned and slid back underneath her. Ella gasped when her cousin's lips surrounded her clitoris, and Becca sucked hard.
"Ohhhhhhhh!!!!!," Ella moaned before yipping, "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" when Becca slid two fingers into her cunt.
It was too much for the teenager, and she squealed as another stupendous orgasm shattered her soul and spread its motes throughout the universe. Eric held still until Ella returned to her body and then gripped her shoulders and began long-stroking into her. He'd pull out until his glans had exited Ella's ring before reversing directions and splitting her knot open again. Every time his bulbous cock opened her sphincter, Ella would jump and moan. She felt another orgasm quickly climbing towards her.
Ella's eyes opened as she revelled in being owned by her uncle's cock. Having him buried so naughtily in her no-no hole felt deliciously sinful that she desired to sin more. Her cousin's sweetly flowered-open cunt was just below her mouth. Becca's pussy glistened with arousal. Ella groaned as Uncle Eric's cock sundered her knot again, then she lowered her mouth onto Becca's pussy and licked the pungent liquids flowing from her pussy. Ella lifted her mouth onto Becca's button and bit it hard. Simultaneously, she jammed two fingers into Becca's vulva. To her delight, Becca orgasmed immediately.
Momentarily distracted by her cousin's orgasm screams, Ella lost control and joined Becca in orgasmic bliss, creaming on her uncle's cock. Ella's bliss was complete when she heard Eric groan, and she felt his thick cock swell and then twitch in her ass. He was filling her third fuckhole with seed, she realised, and that thought caused another climax crest.
Ella didn't want to stop, but her ravaged holes protested any further use. Ella's jaw ached from sucking and licking Becca's juices, her deflowered cunt objected to being used that hard, and her ass felt like her uncle had shoved a log up it. The nanobots sent soothing signals through her abused body, but they couldn't repair the damage. Ella momentarily feared that her uncle would use them to force her to continue, but Eric eased Ella to the side and then lay on his back in the middle of the bed. Then, he encouraged the diminutive Ella to lie on his broad chest, pulled Becca close until her head rested on his shoulder, and went to sleep. Ella and Becca joined him there not long after.
Ella slowly became aware of the rhythm of the movement beside her. She opened her eyes to be greeted by her uncle, smiling at her. Eric was still on his back, but Becca was riding him cowgirl. Her muscular badonkadonk butt slid up and down her uncle's thick pole. Eric's hands were on her large form Double-D cup breasts, and he was viciously pinching and twisting Becca's nipples. Ella kissed her uncle's shoulder happily as she watched her cousin ride her uncle to a loud orgasm. Ella knew they had more activities planned for her, but they would wait until her abused body had healed.



The coupling ended with roared orgasms, and Becca rolled off so Ella could lie partially on their uncle's leanly muscular body. Becca lay on Eric's other side, and her hand touched Ella's face lovingly. "How are you feeling, honey?" She asked.
"A bit sore," Ella admitted. "My bottom feels okay, but my poor pussy feels like I wiped with sandpaper."
Becca giggled as Eric looked embarrassed and apologised. Ella hushed him, saying, "No, Uncle. I loved every moment of last night, and I hope you'll make love to me like that again." Ella considered before saying, "These nanobots I have in me. Are they permanent?"
"No," Eric explained. "They used to need replenishing every day, but Ona has improved them to the point that they last a week now. The original bots she, Yvonne, Julia, and Isabella received were permanent and are still attached to their cerebral cortices. However, everyone except Julia is inactive now. But Ona thought people deserved a chance to be free of the nanobot's compulsions, so she made them power down after twenty-four hours. But if you're using them to mediate someone's out of control behaviour, the risk of having them escape if you miss a day is too much. Therefore, Ona is working on extending their life without permanently attaching them so you can choose to come out of their control if you wish."
"So, if you don't give me another batch, then your remote won't be able to control me anymore?" Becca asked.
"Correct," Eric agreed as Ella's hand found his cock. Despite all the recent sex he'd had with these two nymphets, it began swelling immediately.
"But if I wanted to stay under your control, Uncle?" Ella asked sweetly as she lowered her head and took his swiftly inflating cock in her mouth.
"Then, I'm sure we can find a way," Eric moaned as Becca's mouth engulfed his balls.
Ella was happy. Becca was, too. Eric thought he was the luckiest man on the planet. This narrator thought he was.

He End.
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Slut Babysitter: MILF Hunter.

"Ahhhhhhhhhhh, Gaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwdddddddddd!" Cynthia Johnson moaned, her thighs squeezing the milk chocolate-skinned teenager's head and holding it to her clit as her orgasm blasted over her. Cynthia jerked and screamed again when the devilishly exotic woman between her forty-ish-year-old legs stabbed her talented tongue into her vulva. Cynthia climaxed again when the teenager swished her tongue over Cynthia's clit before biting it firmly and sucking hard.
Cynthia was spent, or so she thought. But then the she-witch between her slightly flabby thighs slid a finger inside her pussy and bent it up and back. Cynthia's asshole ex-husband had certainly never found her clitoris, let alone G-spot, and Cynthia's senses were overwhelmed by the new experiences she'd enjoyed today.
'Many firsts,' Cynthia's befuddled mind thought. First sexual kiss from a woman. First time she had been undressed by a woman who was not her mother. The first time that she'd been intimately touched by another woman. Her first clitoral orgasm given by someone else, and now, almost her first-ever G-spot climax.
The wicked finger inside her pussy scraped deliciously across Cynthia's G-spot, and the teenager's soft lips descended back onto her clitoris.
"Ohhhhhhh, my fucking, GGGGGGGGGGaaaaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwdddddddddd!" Cynthia screamed as her body convulsed. She shuddered, squirted pussy fluids, moaned, and passed out.
Manon Pereira stepped off the bed. A small, self-satisfied smile played over her lips as she stared down at the MILF she'd just seduced. Manon is a first-year university student at QUT. She's studying to be a computer analyst and does babysitting jobs to help pay for her tuition. Manon had offered her babysitting services since she turned fourteen. Now that she was older, she still provided them because it gave her ample opportunity to seduce the MILFs she babysat for.
Manon is an immigrant Australian of mixed descent. Her father, Anastacio Pereira, is the son of Brazilian émigrés living in Moret-sur-Loing, France. He met and married Manon's mother, a French woman named Amélie Fay, when they both attended Sorbonne University in Paris in the early 2000s. They married three months before graduating and welcomed Manon into their family less than a year later. Three more children followed in quick succession before an opportunity came to join Boeing's CHUSPO division in Brisbane, Australia. It was an opportunity too good to refuse, and the family moved to Chapel Hill in Brisbane's west when Manon was nine years old.
Manon hesitated, momentarily admiring her tall, slender, milk chocolate-coloured figure in the closet mirror. Her A-cup breasts, with their pointy, conical-shaped nipples, stood proudly on her chest. Manon's waist pinched in before flaring deliciously to shapely hips and a tight, round ass. Her legs were long and athletically toned. Manon's verdant pussy, trimmed only enough to hide behind her preferred bikini briefs, bulged prominently between her shapely upper thighs. Two fingers fitted comfortably along her perineum between Manon's thigh tops.
Satisfied with how she looked, Manon removed her strap-on from her bag and buckled it into place. Manon's 'cock' was a deliciously thick and curved 7-inch one. Its top had a noticeable ridge designed to slide along G and P-spots, although Manon had never used it to fuck a man. Technically, in fact, Manon was still a virgin, having never had penetrative sex with a male, although she'd been fucked many times by a lady 'cock'--a strap-on.
Moving back between the MILFs quivering thighs, Manon introduced her 'cock' to Cynthia's pussy by easing it inside the forty-ish woman. Manon waited for Cynthia's eyes to open and meet hers. Then, Manon ripped her hips forward and speared into the MILFs wet depths. At its full depth, Manon's cock rapped on Cynthia's cervix--an exquisite pain some loved but most hated. However, Cynthia adored the delicious, gliding pleasure as Manon's cock slid along her G-spot, and the sharp sting in her pussy as Manon's pelvis thundered into her clitoris added a heightened piquancy to feeling entirely stuffed with cock.
"More!" Cynthia demanded as her peak roared towards her, and she made ready to throw herself into bliss again.
Manon pulled back and thrust forcefully inside again. "Harder!" Cynthia pleaded. Manon chuckled evilly as she balanced herself by placing her hands on the older woman's saggy D-cups, squeezing them viciously and lifting her upper body off the MILF. Then, Manon adjusted her grip so she could pinch Cynthia's puffy nipples and use them to pull herself into Cynthia's cunt. Four more ferocious pumps into the squirming, moaning MILF caused the MILF to leap from her peak with another screamed orgasm.
Happy with her performance, Manon felt it was time to be rewarded. So, stepping off the bed long enough to remove her strap-on, Manon then straddled Cynthia's face and lowered her verdant, crinkly-haired pussy onto the older woman's mouth. "Lick, bitch," Manon snarled as she ground her pussy on Cynthia's face.
Cynthia hesitated but then thought it was only fair to at least try to return the pleasure her young lover had given her. So, guided by Manon pulling her hair, Cynthia tentatively tasted the nineteen-year-old's pussy. To Cynthia's surprise, Manon tasted delicious. Manon's essence was musky and tangy, with a light sweetness behind the initial flavour. Cynthia moaned and eagerly tongued the youngster's sweet pussy. She was rewarded with returned moans from the gorgeous teenager above her.
Manon squeezed Cynthia's head between her thighs and rolled over, dragging the MILF with her. Manon grabbed Cynthia's ears as she lifted and spread her knees wide apart. Then, the teenager forced Cynthia lower until Cynthia's lips touched her starfish. "Lick, or I'll rip your ears off," Manon growled.
Cynthia gulped, but her tongue obediently slipped between her lips and touched the young woman's chocolate star. She was surprised again that Manon tasted only musky and a little sweet. Closing her eyes so she didn't have to see what she was doing, Cynthia ran her tongue across Manon's fluttering asshole. Manon moaned and pulled, guiding Cynthia along her perineum and onto her swiftly flowing vulva. When Cynthia's questing tongue had briefly bathed her clitoris, Manon pushed, encouraging the MILF to return along the path whence she'd come.
The fourth time along this path, Cynthia daringly slid two fingers into the youngster's pussy and hooked them back, searching for the same spot inside Manon that Manon had found inside her. A deep groan followed by Manon squeezing her head with her thighs told Cynthia she'd discovered it. Cynthia rubbed her fingertips over that spot again, feeling its roughness and memorising its position. Manon rewarded her devout attention with another guttural moan.
With her fingers in the young woman's cunt, Cynthia couldn't continue her returning path from Manon's rosebud to her clit, so Cynthia did to Manon what always caused her (Cynthia) to climax. She wrapped her lips around Manon's clit, sucked hard, and lashed it with her tongue.
"Good Mummy!" Manon exalted as her orgasm struck with the power of a cyclone hitting land. Manon's entire body thrashed as her orgasm blasted through her body, dislodging the older woman from her clit but writhing against the fingers shoved so deliciously into her blazingly hot pussy.
Manon lifted Cynthia up her body until the shorter woman's plump D-cups rested against her breasts. They kissed lovingly as Manon smiled at the new initiate into woman-on-woman sex. "I hope you'll ask me to sit for you again soon," She grinned. "The side benefits are delightful."
Cynthia rolled off the teenager and then rolled back to snuggle against her side. Cynthia draped her leg across Manon's toned stomach and wonderingly ran her hand across the younger woman's breasts, hesitating to tweak her nipples lightly. "I can't believe we just did that," Cynthia mused. "I've never been interested in lesbian sex before." She thought momentarily before adding, "I've never had so many orgasms at once before. And that tapping thing you did on my G-spot? Wow!"
"Yeah, and to think you objected in the beginning," Manon grinned.
"All the way up to when your tongue lashed my clitoris," Cynthia laughed. "After that, I was an enthusiastic proponent of having you keep going!" She sighed and unwillingly added, "I'd better get you home, I suppose. Having you sleep the night in my bed would create too many questions in my kids' minds."
"Yeah, I get that," Manon replied as she released the MILF and rolled out of bed.
Cynthia reluctantly stood to dress. She wonderingly felt her pussy and muttered, "All the fun of being vigorously fucked by a rampant cock and none of the mess. All I'll need to do is use a facecloth to clean up instead of needing a shower."
"Or I could go down on you and clean it for you?" Manon teased.
"But then I'll be even wetter and messier," Cynthia gigglingly replied. "Get dressed, you mother-lover!"
"Mother-fucker would be more appropriate," Manon joked back. "You're a mother, and I fucked you, but good!"
"Yes, you did!" Cynthia smilingly admitted as she put her bra on and began dressing.
Manon watched the deliciously soft MILF hide her curvy body behind unflattering clothes and promised herself she'd take the older woman on a shopping spree for sexier clothes. Cynthia held a prestigious job as the assistant to the CEO of one of Brisbane's leading construction companies, so Manon knew she wasn't short of a dollar or even the several hundred dollars it would take to transform Cynthia's wardrobe.
She decided to ask, "Hey, Cyn. What do you think about going clothes shopping with me? Maybe freshen up your wardrobe a little?"
Cynthia looked at her reflection beside the lithesome teenager. "I haven't had a man to bother dressing for for so long," she sighed. "I'm afraid I've let myself go a little."
"Nah," Manon denied. "I like your womanly curves. Trust me; so do most men. But a new hairstyle, get a facial, mani and pedi, freshen your makeup up and revamp your wardrobe, and you'll look and feel a million dollars."
"And you'll take me and guide me?" Cynthia asked.
"For sure," the athletic youngster enthused. "Then I'll take you home and ravage you!"
"Hmm," Cynthia joked. "After today, I will admit that 'ravaging' me sounds good. Very good indeed!"
"Hey, Daddy," Manon said happily when she entered her kitchen after Cynthia had dropped her home.
"Hey, Princess," Anastacio replied, hugging his eldest child warmly. "How'd the night go?"
"Two preteens. One a twelve-year-old girl, and the other her nine-year-old brother?" Manon facetiously asked. "What other than perfectly did you imagine?"
Anastacio laughed, "Let me guess. The girl got in a snit because you're prettier than her. And the boy wanted to stay up all night playing war games on his computer?"
"Pretty much," Manon admitted. "The big sulk was because I wouldn't let her FaceTime her boyfriend in her room with the door shut. Cynthia told me specifically not to let her."
"That's a sure recipe for disaster," her father nodded. 'What's a twelve-year-old girl doing with a sixteen-year-old boyfriend?"
"Who knows? But you know what girls are like these days."
"So, you think Albanese's right to ban under 16s from Social Media?" Anastacio said straight facedly, knowing what his daughter's reaction would be.
"This stupid fucking world has got to stop infantilising teenagers," Manon predictably exploded. "Look at me. I'm nineteen, and even thirty years ago, I'd probably already be married with at least one, if not more, children. Yet today, I'm considered too immature to be allowed out on my own. What a crock of shit!"
"Why don't you tell me how you really feel, honey?" Anastacio jibed. "I'm not sure I wholly understand what you mean."
"Asshole," Manon spat playfully, smacking her father's arm but knowing even late the previous year before she'd graduated high school that talking to her father like that would have earned his displeasure, if not his wrath.
Manon considered that her parents had done a magnificent job, at least so far, raising their daughter and three sons. Other than the typical teenage rebellion that all young men and women exhibit to some degree, none of Anastacio's and Amélie's kids had caused any problems. Manon knew it was because as she and her brothers grew up, their parents allowed them more freedom and gave them more responsibility for themselves. Manon thought she and her brothers were way more mature and responsible than their peers.
It was after midnight, so after a brief conversation, Manon and her father went to bed. She had classes the following morning and would be a little tired for the early ones, but Manon knew she'd perk up as the day went on.
Since it was in the middle of the school term, Manon didn't have many babysitting jobs during the week. She'd typically have at least one and sometimes two nights over the weekend, but they weren't enough to cover her tuition costs nor give her any money for entertainment. Manon worked as a night re-stocker at her local Woolworths Supermarket to make up the shortfall. It was a guaranteed four hours a night, four nights a week. And along with some overtime due to Thursday night's late shopping hours, so she had a reasonable income.
Anastacio and Amélie would have happily paid for Manon's course, but their daughter was proud of paying her own way. A desire her parents were wholly supportive of.
Evelyn Snow, Manon's supervisor, was on her list of MILFs she wanted to seduce. The fifty-ish woman was stacked, with an enormous bosom, a wonderfully curved stomach, and a large muscular butt. The gregarious red-haired re-stocking manager was quick to anger but equally quick to calm down and apologise. Evelyn laughed even more readily than she angered. Manon wanted to strip the red-headed beauty and dive between her bountiful breasts. She'd had no opportunity to corner her supervisor one-on-one yet to test the older woman's willingness to be seduced.
Ten days had passed since Manon had enticed Cynthia, and she was undeniably horny. She was so horny she'd considered the women in her class to see if she felt any attraction to them. Unfortunately, none had the maturity, buxom figure or hidden but raw sexuality she craved in her lovers. She'd worn out two sets of batteries in those ten days.
Evelyn turned into the head of the aisle she'd sent Manon to refill. Typically, Evelyn would send at least two re-stockists to each aisle. But the mixed-race youngster worked so quickly and efficiently that when Evelyn was shorthanded, as she was tonight, she relied on Manon to work independently.
Evelyn watched the exotic-looking Brazilian/French teenager work her way along the aisle, efficiently filling each shelf to the maximum, from top to bottom, before moving her trolley and starting again. Evelyn's pussy warmed when Manon bent over to stack the middle shelves, and her tight, round ass strained the jean shorts it was encased in.
Evelyn was a dominant, emotionally strong woman's typically unlucky in love. She either attracted narcissistic assholes who only noticed her absence. They objected when she was and paid her no mind when she wasn't. Two had tried to beat her for being 'uppity'. If it wasn't narcissists, it was mummy's boys who wanted her to mother them. They were worse, so she married one of the narcissistic ones. Their marriage was strong until Mark's increasingly controlling behaviour cruelled it. Evelyn left with their two young children the day after he'd first beaten her.
In desperation, Evelyn tried women.
The problem was that she wasn't attracted to the butch women who were lesbian, nor did she find the lipstick ones to be alluring. Typically, she'd find the former would hit on her, but the latter ignored her because she wasn't their type either. In Kasey Chambers' words, 'She wasn't pretty enough' for them. After several disappointing affairs, Evelyn returned to dating men. However, she was currently 'between relationships'. Batteries were a common shopping list item for her, too.
Manon eventually felt Evelyn's eyes on her and turned to face her. She smiled and waved at the staunch woman, and her pussy warmed as if in tune with Evelyn's. Evelyn looked around hurriedly before striding down the aisle. She stopped and examined the exotic youngster before risking all. "Come back to my place for a nightcap after work?" She growled despite knowing how badly this could end for her if Manon filed a harassment complaint with management.
"I'd love to," Manon breathed as she smiled delightedly. "I've been wondering how to get you alone ever since I started here."
Evelyn hurriedly wrote down her address and handed it to Manon. "Don't tell anyone," she growled before marching away.
'As if I would,' Manon thought as she hungrily watched Evelyn's muscular ass stride away. She pulled her phone out to text her parents, saying she'd be late home because she was going out after work.
Manon had come out to her family early. She knew she was gay from a young age and thought it was best to get that out there as soon as possible. Her family were wholly accepting of her sexuality, and they had pretty much never spoken anymore about it.
The rest of her shift passed without comment. Manon completed her assigned aisles almost singlehandedly, with only a little help toward the night's end. She left with the other workers and got in her car. Manon watched Evelyn get in hers as she entered Evelyn's address into Google Maps. She knew better than to follow the staunch woman immediately and pretended to speak on her phone until the carpark was empty.
Manon drove to the address, pulled into the driveway and stopped behind Evelyn's car. She almost leapt from her vehicle and walked eagerly to Evelyn's door. Evelyn opened it before Manon could knock and swept the teenager into a fierce embrace before kissing her passionately.
"Hmm," Manon teased when Evelyn finally released her. "You're going to take me forcibly?"
Evelyn blushed before babbling some kind of reply.
Manon interrupted her, saying, "I wasn't objecting, so force away!"
"You teasing minx," Evelyn growled as she tore Manon's T-shirt off her body, ripped her shorts and panties down and dragged her to her bedroom. "My kids are at my mother's," she explained as she shed her clothes. "She'll take them to school tomorrow, and I'll pick them up afterwards."
"So, I can expect to be 'forced' all night?" Manon asked innocently, taking off her bra.
"Yes!" Evelyn avowed as she pushed Manon onto her back, lowered her cunt onto the younger woman's mouth, and sat on Manon's tits. Looking down at the beautiful woman, Evelyn growled, "Now shut up and lick, bitch!"
Manon chuckled before stabbing her experienced tongue into the large woman's vulva. Manon's hands reached up to grab Evelyn's muscular ass and pull her tightly onto her mouth. Manon stabbed her tongue repeatedly into Evelyn's dripping gash. Evelyn responded by cupping her massive G-cup breasts and lifting them so she could lick her own nipples.
Manon's tongue sliding deeply into her cunt felt fantastic, and Evelyn started grinding her pussy against the young woman's face. Manon automatically switched from delving her tongue into the older woman to licking whatever was against her lips. Evelyn jumped when Manon's tongue roughly slid across her clitoris. She thought having that licked was a good idea, so she moved her hips until her fuck button was firmly against Manon's lips. The young woman surprised her by latching her lips around Evelyn's clitoris, lightly biting it, and sucking hard.



"Oh, fuck!" Evelyn surprisedly exclaimed as her orgasm crashed into her.
Evelyn collapsed off Manon as her orgasm shuddered through her body. Then, showing surprising strength, Manon flipped Evelyn onto her side. Next, Manon lifted the staunch woman's leg and rammed her cunt against the other woman's. Scissoring her clit against the other woman's, Manon drove them towards a mutual climax. It hit when, copying the younger woman, Evelyn reached her hand out and pinched and twisted the other woman's nipple.
Manon giggled as the women scissored together furiously, another orgasm only seconds away. It exploded over them, but before Evelyn could think. Manon pushed her onto her back and moved into a sixty-nine. "Who's forcing who?" Evelyn pretended to complain before slashing her tongue over Manon's pussy.
"Oh, I would never do this of my own accord," Manon pretended. "I'm only doing it because my big, mean boss threatened to have me sacked if I didn't!"
Evelyn chuckled into Manon's pussy before reaching a finger to rim the younger woman's starfish. Manon responded by shifting her attention to her supervisor's ass. Simultaneously, she held Evelyn's powerful ass cheeks apart and rimmed her ring with her tongue. Evelyn moaned and returned the favour. Another climax swiftly ensued.
The lovers explored each other's bodies, wants and desires until the early morning. After less than an hour's sleep, Manon did her best to make herself decent by tying her torn T-shirt around her breasts. Giving in, she stole Evelyn's chambray shirt. It hung loosely around her svelte body despite barely reaching her rounded bum. Staying awake during her classes was problematic, but Manon made it and the journey home before finally collapsing into her bed.
Manon returned to work later that same day. Evelyn greeted her neutrally, as she typically did, and Manon joined the others, re-stocking the shelves. Later, towards the end of the shift, Evelyn caught Manon alone.
"All good?" Evelyn asked.
"Yes," Manon grinned. "More than just good--a fantasy come true." She looked around and, seeing they were alone, added, "Invite me again whenever you want."
"I don't want a girlfriend," Evelyn growled, worried she'd created a 'Fatal Attraction-type' situation with her young worker.
"Just as well, because nor do I!" Manon shot back. "But a fuck buddy for when I'm horny would be nice!"
"Yes, it would," Evelyn admitted, chagrined she had misread the young woman.
They resumed their duties and said no more about it.
A few weeks passed without much of note happening, and it was soon time for Manon to suffer through the expected end-of-semester exams. She wouldn't know for another week, but Manon was confident she'd excelled. Neither Cynthia nor Evelyn had indicated they wanted to play again, but that wasn't an issue. As much as Evelyn had feared Manon stalking her in an infatuated fever, Manon was concerned that one of her MILFs would do the same thing. She'd have an ongoing relationship with one or more of them if the women desired to, but she didn't want to be tied to any of them permanently.
One of Manon's high school teachers had discovered Manon liked older women and opined she had an unrequited mummy complex and secretly lusted over her mother. Manon needed professional help, this teacher insisted. Manon laughed and promptly seduced the older woman. The teacher, who was, at least on the surface, happily married, quickly decided she didn't care if Manon had a mummy fixation as long as she continued to make her feel that good.
On the Wednesday after her final exam, Cynthia phoned and tentatively asked if Manon was still interested in taking her shopping. Manon agreed to meet the plump forty-ish woman at PapaRich, a Malaysian restaurant in the Indooroopilly shopping centre, for coffee the following week. She called Simon, her hairstylist at Oscar Oscar, who, despite being booked out, agreed to fit Cynthia in.
"Ah mean, if a poof won't help a dyke out, what's this world coming to?" Simon lisped outrageously.
Cynthia and Manon enjoyed a light breakfast before Manon guided her MILF friend to the salon. Simon's apprentice whisked Cynthia away immediately. He washed her hair as Simon finished styling his current client's hair.
Once he'd escorted the woman from the store, exchanging compliments and air kisses as they went, Simon turned to Cynthia. He examined her critically before saying, "Well, at least you haven't brought me a complete disaster this time, dahlink!"
"Why do you insist on lisping when you talk to me?" Manon asked frustratedly. "You don't with anyone else."
"I do too," Simon grinned. "Listen, you skinny, titty-less dyke. It's all an act, okay? Some people expect their male hairdresser to be flamboyantly gay." Simon gestured towards his apprentice. "Derek here isn't even homosexual. But when required, he can ponce with the best of us." Simon grinned, "Besides," he added. "It's fun winding you up!"
"Bitch!" Manon spat mirthfully.
"Thank you," Simon teased back, batting his eyes outlandishly. "It's always nice when someone notices." He turned his attention to Cynthia. "Alright, Mumma. You can be one red-hot chicky babe if you'll just let ol' Simon work his magic, okay?"
Cynthia nodded, and Simon added, "Let's return your colour back to its natural dark brown, but I'll add some red highlights. Then we'll cut it into some feathered bangs that I'll shape around your neck to make your face appear a little more elongated. You with me?"
Cynthia nervously nodded again, and Simon set to work. Knowing it would be some time, Manon sat on the couch and accepted the coffee Derek made for her before scrolling through her Social Media feeds. Ninety minutes later, Simon swung the chair around and announced, "C'est fait (It is done)!"
"Gorgeous!" Manon exclaimed.
"I know, dahlink!" Simon lisped. "But what do you think of Cynthia's new hairdo?"
"She's gorgeous. You're still a bitch!"
"Do you have a point, Miss Flat-Chested Dyke?" Simon queried. "Or are you only making observations?"
"Just making observations, dahlink," Manon grinningly replied in what she imagined was a perfect imitation of the hairdresser's outrageous lisp.
"Leave the flamboyancy to those who can carry it off, honey," Simon teased as he rang up the cost and handed Cynthia the receipt.
Manon guided Cynthia to Let's Indulge next. She'd booked twin facials and neck massages for them. Seventy-five minutes later, the student/MILF pair sat in chairs in ProfessioNAIL, receiving manis and pedicures.
After that, it was time to revamp Cynthia's makeup to match her new hairstyle. The cosmetician in David Jones was happy to work with Cynthia through the entire process, from skin prep to mascara. When the end result was achieved, the saleswoman had taken Cynthia from a reasonably attractive, middle-aged housewife to a red-hot MILF, ready to grace magazine covers the world over. They bought one of everything the beauty expert recommended.
After a brief stop for coffee, it was time to shop. They wandered into the various fashion stores, selecting outfits for Cynthia. Manon insisted that Cynthia purchase outfits that emphasised her shapely, full figure instead of hiding it as Cynthia typically did. Tops that revealed or clung to Cynthia's D-cup breasts and cinched to her waist, revealing Cynthia's hourglass shape. Bras that supported and pushed her breasts up so they were deliciously displayed in the tops' Vees. Skirts that also cinched to Cynthia's waist before flaring and clinging to the MILF's plump, round ass. Trousers that did the same but also clung tightly to Cynthia's pudenda, emphasising her swelling sex but not degenerating into a cameltoe.
Lingerie was next. Matching bra and panty sets combined with suspenders and stockings. Sheer nylons that would disguise Cynthia's slight cellulite for the shorter skirts and when suspenders and stocking tops weren't appropriate. Half-cup push-up bras are a must, Manon insisted. "You've got great tits," she explained. "Put the damn things on display so we can all admire them!"
Finally, they were done. They'd had to borrow a shopping trolley from their local Woolworths to carry their bounty back to Cynthia's car. They packed it into the SUV, and then Manon followed Cynthia back to Cynthia's place. Manon was glad they were alone and immediately pounced on the older woman and forced Cynthia onto her back in the middle of the lounge floor.
Lowering her pussy onto the MILF's mouth, Manon growled, "I deserve to be worshipped for doing this for you, so get to worshipping, bitch!"
Cynthia was again surprised by the youngster's dominance. But the sudden swell of heat and wetness in her nether regions told Cynthia that she was not averse to being controlled by the teenage lesbian. Remembering her lessons from the first time, Cynthia stabbed her tongue into Manon's gash before tilting her head back and sucking the young woman's clitoris into her mouth.
Cynthia hadn't changed into one of her new outfits, so Manon had no hesitation in ripping the MILF's blouse open, spraying buttons in all directions. Cynthia's saggy, greying bra followed. Then, Manon gripped Cynthia's lust-hardened nipples and squeezed them painfully.
"Do not move!" Manon growled before standing and stripping. Next, she sat on the edge of a sofa chair and demanded, "Remove your skirt and panties, then crawl across the floor to me. You will use your tongue to worship me from my toes to my fingers."
Cynthia gulped, but her dripping pussy commanded her to obey. She lifted her hips and pulled her maxi skirt off along with her panties, rolled onto her hands and knees, and crawled to her dominant friend. Reaching the exotic teenager, Cynthia kissed Manon's toes before individually sucking each one. Next, she lifted her young lover's leg and kissed the soles of her feet before licking the tops. Then, she kissed up her shin before changing and licking Manon's calf and the back of her knee. Next, Cynthia swapped legs and repeated her actions.
"Hmm," Manon purred. "That's a good start." Manon pulled the couch's cushions off onto the floor, then lay on her stomach on them. "Start at my toes again and work your way up to my bum. Skip over my bottom and restart at my neck."
Cynthia complied, kissing Manon's soles, her heels, Achilles, calves, and the backs of her knees. As she moved up and down her young lover's lower legs, Cynthia joined the dots of her kisses by loving tonguing the area in between. Cynthia finished Manon's right leg and continued to kiss and tongue along Manon's hamstring to the curve of her tight, round bottom, then she crossed over and did the same with Manon's left leg.
Then, as her dominant lover insisted, Cynthia skipped over the rest of Manon's body and kissed where her neck met her shoulders. Cynthia couldn't believe how hot surrendering herself to the beautiful, mixed-race woman made her. Cynthia's nipples ached with desire and throbbed in time with her clenching pussy and wanting clitoris. Cynthia needed Manon to touch her. Some part of her, any part of her. She didn't care which part because the ache was intense and intensifying with every kissed surrender.
Cynthia straddled Manon's legs and pressed her blazingly hot, soakingly wet cunt against the youngster's calves. Then, she leaned forward onto her hands and dragged her nipples along Manon's back before kissing the back of her neck and licking down her spine. The sensation of having her hot, wet pussy pressed against her teenage lover and her nipples dragging along Manon's spine only added to Cynthia's needs. Still, she complied with her young friend's demands and restricted herself to licks and kisses.
Cynthia reached Manon's tailbone and hesitated. The exotic-looking woman was almost literally purring from the intense attention Cynthia had applied to her task, so it took her a little time to realise Cynthia had stopped. "Worship my ass, slut," Manon demanded. "What are you waiting for?"
Cynthia gulped even though her pussy blazed. It was a nasty, naughty thing to have to do, but Cynthia, who was much more submissive than she'd imagined, bent to her young friend's will. Holding Manon's taut ass cheeks in each hand, Cynthia parted them before running her tongue down Manon's cleft and onto her dark star.
"Get your tongue deep in there," Manon demanded. "I want to feel it tickling my tonsils from below!"
Cynthia pushed her tongue's tip against the beautiful youngster's anal ring and felt it flutter open and allow her to slip about an inch into it. Working from pure instinct, Cynthia eased herself onto her elbows and used the better angle to slide two fingers inside Manon's pussy. She hooked her fingers down and back, searching for the rough area delineating Manon's G-spot. She grinned when she found it. Then, Cynthia scraped her freshly-applied false nails over the spot and simultaneously surrounded Manon's rosebud with her lips, sucked hard and stabbed her tongue into Mannon's dark hole.
"Soooooooo goooooooooood," Manon sighed as a soft but profoundly felt climax washed through her. However, Manon wasn't ready to return Cynthia's affections yet. So, she rolled onto her back and ordered the gorgeous MILF to return to her toes and start all over.
Cynthia wanted to protest. Her arousal was extreme, and she was sure the barest touch on her nipples or pussy would crash her into an orgasm. But then, Manon's brown eyes opened, and she stared expectantly at her. Cynthia's will folded, and she knelt at Manon's feet. She started by sucking each of Manon's toes between her lipstick-painted lips and running her tongue over them like she hoped to do with the young woman's nipples shortly.
Manon allowed her head to fall back again as she revelled in Cynthia's ministrations. The sexy MILF licked and kissed up Manon's legs before jumping over her groin and kissing her stomach. She paused to delve her tongue into Manon's belly button before continuing upward. Cynthia's tongue had just reached the beginning of Manon's right breast when the young woman grabbed Cynthia's hair and dragged her up. Plump lips mashed against taupe-coloured ones, and Manon's tongue snaked into Cynthia's mouth.
Cynthia pressed her delicious D-cups against her lover's breasts and returned the kiss fervently. Then, Manon sighed happily before leaning back and saying, "Don't forget to lavish attention on my nipples before you eat my cunt."
Although wanting to scream frustratedly, Cynthia obediently lowered her lips to the young woman's breasts. Cynthia was new to woman-on-woman sex, but she knew what she enjoyed, so she did that for Manon. First, Cynthia alternated between Manon's nipples, using her thumb to circle one nipple as she licked, sucked, and lightly bit the other and then changed. Manon's appreciative groans told Cynthia she was on the right track.
Cynthia was about to kiss further down when Manon's insistent push on her head encouraged Cynthia lower. Smiling, Cynthia pressed her nose against her teenage lover's clit as she licked along her slit and delved her tongue into Manon's gash. To her delight, the beautiful young woman orgasmed immediately. Cynthia hoped Manon would return the favour, but she was initially disappointed. Manon leapt to her feet, bent over and smacked the older woman's rounded ass.
"Run to your bedroom and lie on your back on the bed," Manon demanded. "I'll join you there shortly."
Cynthia stood and ran to her bedroom, anticipating what was next. Manon amusedly watched the larger woman's ass bounce as she scurried from the room. When Cynthia was out of sight, Manon took her strap-on out of her bag. This one was different to the one she'd used earlier. It was about the same length and had the same upward curve, but this one was a little thicker and had a double end for Manon's pussy. She inserted it and strapped it into place before taking four silk scarves from her bag and following the MILF to her bedroom.
Entering Cynthia's room, Manon crossed to the bed swiftly before jumping onto Cynthia and sitting on her stomach. Then. Manon took Cynthia's left wrist and tied it to the bed head. She then tied Cynthia's right to the opposite side. The older woman's ankles quickly followed. Manon looked at her 'victim' delightedly. Cynthia's left ankle was tied above her head to her left wrist. Her right ankle was similarly tied to her right wrist. It left the MILF vulnerable, with her asshole and sex lewdly displayed and available to her teenage lover.
Manon chuckled before saying, "I'd typically stuff a ballgag in your mouth, but I do like listening to you scream." Manon chuckled again before leaving the room to retrieve a narrow leather flogger.
Cynthia wondered if she shouldn't be afraid of what Manon wanted to do to her. But then, she remembered how reluctant she was when the young woman first seduced her and the many screaming orgasms she'd had after succumbing to the French/Brazilian woman's advances. So, instead, Cynthia eagerly anticipated what Manon would do. The first stinging whack on her exposed pussy quickly quelled that anticipation, though.
"Fuck!" Cynthia yelled.
"The correct response is 'One, thank you, Mistress'," Manon chuckled, flicking her wrist and bringing the crop whistling down onto Cynthia's left nipple. A third strike stung her right one.
"Fuck! Ouch! Fuck!" Cynthia protested.
"Don't you mean 'Two and three, thank you, Mistress'?" Manon teased. She cropped Cynthia's exposed asshole.
Taking the hint, Cynthia said, "Four, thank you, Mistress."
"Good Mummy," Manon smilingly said before lowering her mouth onto Cynthia's anus and tonguing her brown star.
'Oh, Gawd!' Cynthia wondered. 'Why does that feel so good?'
Manon's mouth left her ass, and Cynthia clenched, wondering what Manon would strike next. She was right to fear because the dominant young woman rained strikes across Cynthia's nipples, vulva, and rosebud. Cynthia's soles, armpits, upper thighs, and knee backs weren't spared either.
But the worst/best was to come. Manon centred her strikes and lashed Cynthia's clitoris five times in quick succession. Then, the chocolate-skinned vixen surrounded the MILF's love button with her lips, sucked hard, and battered that delightful nubbin with her tongue.
Confused, overexcited, and overwrought, Cynthia exploded into a series of cataclysmic orgasmic eruptions. She thought she couldn't cum again, but then she felt fingers entering her sopping cunt and scraping across her G-spot, and her orgasm relaunched, scattering her mind across the cosmos. Overwhelmed by pure, unadulterated pleasure, the MILF passed out.
Cynthia slowly rejoined the world an unknown time later when she felt an enormous 'cock' pushing against her brown star. It split her knot open as it remorselessly entered her ass and possessed her colon.
'I, uh... oh, fuck!' Cynthia's orgasm-blasted mind confusedly wondered. 'Why does this feel even better than before?' Then, Manon pinched, squeezed, and twisted her puffy nipples viciously, and Cynthia exploded again.
Manon released her MILF lover's binds before cleaning and sterilising her 'cock'. Then, she lay on Cynthia's plush body and slid her 'cock' into the older woman's cunt. Holding Cynthia tenderly, Manon rocked gently inside her, ensuring her strap-on stayed in contact with Cynthia's G-spot, and waited for the MILF to awaken.
Cynthia eventually did. She opened her eyes and stared wonderingly up at the gorgeous young woman. "You're unbelievable," she muttered as her knees unawarely lifted and her ankles crossed to hold her young lover inside her. "How is it possible that you have given me more orgasms in two nights of sex than my ex-husband gave me in thirteen years of marriage?"
Manon chuckled before answering, "Because I know what a submissive, dirty slut you indeed are. You can't fool me, Cynthia Johnson, MILF extraordinaire. You need to submit because it's in your DNA. I merely showed you what you were missing out on."



"So, I'm a lesbian now?" Cynthia wondered as her hips lifted to meet Manon's inward thrusts. "You're the first woman I've ever kissed sexually, so maybe I've been closeted all this time?"
"I'd doubt it," Manon said somewhat sadly. "You'll find a man who is strong and dominant and can accept your kids as his. Then, you'll forget about me. However, you will occasionally remember what we shared and wonder if you shouldn't try to find me. Trust me; you shouldn't. Be happy in your marriage, and teach your man how to dominate and claim you as his."
"That simple, huh?"
"That simple, yes," Manon confirmed. "Now, enough of this maudlin sentimentality. Drive your saggy cunt up to meet your Mistress' descending 'cock', and cum for me, you MILF slut!"
Cynthia did, and did! She screamed again as another orgasm blasted her into motes that dissipated into the ether. She woke up the following morning alone. Her pussy and ass ached, but she felt replete. She smiled happily before rolling over and sleeping some more. With three kids under twelve, a sleep-in was a welcome reprieve.
"Hey, Mum," Manon said as she skipped into her parents' kitchen.
"Hello, Manon," Amélie Fay replied, her speech still heavily French-accented. Although she'd encouraged her children to take their father's surname, she'd kept hers because that was the French way. Although Amélie had taken ten years off to raise her and Anastacio's children, she'd maintained her registration and worked as the NUM (Nurse Unit Manager) for the surgery unit at The Wesley Hospital in Milton, Brisbane. "By your smile, I'm guessing you made another conquest? Corrupted another woman into lesbianism or bisexuality?"
"Revisited an earlier conquest," Manon giggled as she and her mother hugged and kissed. "But I'm fairly sure she'll return to heterosexuality as long as she can find a man who meets her need to submit."
"Otherwise?" Amélie asked.
"I'll visit her again and fuck some more sense into her," Manon laughed, knowing this was another conversation she couldn't have had with a parent only a few short months earlier.
Amélie wasn't concerned that her daughter was a lesbian, but Amélie still hoped Manon would choose to have children. However, that would require her beautiful, precocious daughter to meet someone she wanted to settle down with. Amélie wanted to be a grandmother and to spoil her grandchildren outrageously. Still, her eldest son was only eighteen months younger than Manon, so perhaps it wouldn't be that long a wait.
"Avez-vous des projets pour aujourd'hui? (Do you have any plans for today?)" Amélie asked.
"Pretendo passar o dia cozinhando com minha linda mãe (I plan to spend the day baking with my beautiful mother)," Manon smilingly replied in Portuguese to her mother's French.
"Vamos começar então? (Let's start then?), Amélie asked.
"Oui, allons (Yes, let's), Manon agreed.
The happy pair spent the day preparing and baking many French and Portuguese delicacies, including Anastacio's favourite, Portuguese custard tarts. They were still in the kitchen making croissants when Manon's three brothers, Arthur (17), Carlos (15), and Gabriel (14), returned from school. Of course, the teenage boys devoured a large portion of the delicacies the women had baked. But that was, after all, why they'd made them.
Manon had an appointment with her course coordinator the following day. Helena MacNeil, her coordinator, is a tall, angular, mid-forties woman who proudly wears her grey hair. She dresses conservatively in terms of how much flesh she shows but chooses clothes that cling to and emphasise her athletically slender body. In her typical seven-inch heeled pumps, Helena is taller than even Manon, who is nearly 185 cm tall. Of course, Manon was smitten, but Helena's severe mien and piercing blue eyes behind 'librarian' glasses had prevented Manon from trying to seduce her.
Manon spent an hour before leaving for her appointment carefully considering her outfit. She hoped to dress in something that would impress Helena and perhaps make the coordinator reveal she was attracted to her. Manon only needed her seduction target to show a glimmer of admiration or attraction towards her, and she could use her raw sexuality and sensuality to seduce her prey successfully.
Manon decided to exaggeratedly mimic the older woman. She put on sheer black stay-up stockings and a matching push-up bra and panty set. Then she added a side-split, mid-thigh length, black pencil skirt that matched Helena's typical ankle-length one. Above her skirt, Manon put on an opaque, red button-up blouse that revealed her push-up bra. Helena often wore a similar blouse that wasn't opaque but shared Manon's blouse's colour. Her footwear was, of course, black seven-inch heeled pumps. They would even up the height disparity.
Manon knocked on Ms MacNeil's door five minutes before her appointment. "Come in," Helena's melodic voice sounded from behind the door.
Manon swept in, greeted the older woman, and sat when Helena invited her to. Manon caught the coordinator's appreciative glance at her breasts but ignored it, although it gave her hope for later.
After exchanging the usual greeting and question pleasantries, Helena and Manon discussed her progress and what courses she'd need to take the following year. As far as Manon was concerned, things took a sudden lurch in the right direction when Helena invited her to circle the desk and look at the schedule she'd planned for her. Manon could see the monitor was on a swivel stand and, therefore, could have been turned so they could both see.
Manon's hopes were realised when the coordinator placed her hand on the back of Manon's knee and tickled it. When Manon didn't respond, Helena quickly removed her hand and apologised--trying to explain that she'd done it unawarely.
Manon smiled, looking at the beautifully severe older woman avidly. "My only complaints are that you stopped, and your hand was too low." Manon sat in the coordinator's lap, cupped her head and kissed her with every ounce of passion and skill she possessed.
Helena returned her kiss with equal fervour. Her hands slid up Manon's inner thighs and cupped the younger woman's mound. "Wet," Helena mused. "You want me. This is not an act to try and get something. Not that I'm averse to that."
"Can a coordinator arrange 'As' for lays?" Manon teased.
"No," Helena chuckled. "But she can arrange for her favourites to have only easy marking professors to make it easier for that student to pass. Plus, if said student is prepared to offer lays for easy 'As', this woman would be inclined to send her favourites in those professors' direction."
"Such corruption!" Manon said, pretending to be shocked. However, she was a realist and knew such arrangements, though uncommon, could readily be made.
Helena ignored her and instead growled, "My car is parked outside. You're getting in it with me, and we're going to my place. My husband will be there, but he is not a problem. You will see why when we get there. You're not expected to do anything with him because I suspect you're a lesbian and not bisexual?"
"I am," Manon admitted. "I'll let my parents know I won't be home until...?"
"Tomorrow morning," Helena stated firmly.
Manon completed that task as she and Helena walked to Helena's car. On the drive to Bald Hills, Helena rebuffed Manon's every attempt to touch her, but Helena's skilled fingers stroked Manon's clit or delved into her soaking pussy for the entire journey.
"We're here," Helena announced, withdrawing her fingers just before Manon orgasmed.
They got out of the car, and Manon followed Helena inside. A tall, handsome, early-thirties-looking man wearing casual slacks and a clinging T-shirt sat on the couch. He greeted Helena by accepting her outstretched hand and kissing it. He stood and turned to face Manon expectantly.
"We have a guest, Brian," Helena said chillingly.
"Sorry, Mistress," Brian apologetically said. "I did not realise she was a 'guest'." He immediately removed his clothing, knelt at Helena's feet, and kissed her shoes.
Manon watched their interaction with amazement. She'd thought Brian was bald and had shaven his head. But instead, Brian was completely hairless except for his eyebrows. Like Helena and Manon, Brian was leanly muscular and in excellent physical shape. But the biggest surprise was the cock cage Brian wore.
"On your back, worm," Helena snarled. "Lift and spread your knees." Brian complied, and Helena lifted her right toe and pressed against her husband's chastity device. "This worthless piece of man flesh is my husband. He thought he was an Alpha male," Helena sneered. "Not only was he narcissistic, but he dared raise a hand to me." She pushed harder on the cage. "You know better now, don't you, worm?"
"Yes, Mistress," Brian agreed as he fought to suppress his pain and not groan. Doing so would displease his Mistress, and that could be extremely painful.
"Tell Manon what you are now, worm," Helena ordered.
"I am my Mistress' bull fluffer, Ma'am," Brian answered.
"You assume Mistress Manon knows what that is, worm?" Helena sneered.
"It means that I use my mouth or allow them to use my cock hole to get themselves ready to fuck my Mistress," Brian explained.
"Okay," Manon said, shrugging. "Whatever floats your boat, I guess. Now, are we going to fuck or crush balls?"
"No reason I can't do both," Helena chuckled. "The worm will want to watch. Are you okay with that?"
"As long as he doesn't touch me," Manon agreed.
"He wouldn't dare to do anything other than kneel silently beside the bed head, would you, Brian?"
"No, Mistress," Brian quickly agreed.
"He's not much use for anything other than giving oral, really," Helena stated as she took Manon's hand and led her towards her bedroom. "But he did give me three children, so there's that."
"Before or after you sissified him?" Manon asked.
Helena laughed and turned back to her crawling husband. "We have a live one, worm," she crowed. "After," she explained. "There was no way I was letting him impregnate me and make me reliant on his income until I'd cured his narcissism.
"Brian would like to wear your panties while we fuck. Then, when I say he can, he'll place them over his nose, sniff them, and jerk off until he's ready cum. Then, he'll put them over his cock to catch his semen. Don't worry, though. He knows to suck it all out of them and then carefully wash and dry them. Cumming into one of my lover's panties is as close to pussy as my worm gets since I made him a sissy."
"How did he make you pregnant, then?" Manon asked.
"I made him wank into a glass and then used a turkey baster to put his sperm where it needed to go."
"Harsh," Manon stated. "But whatever. Brian seems to enjoy his debasement. If I'm any judge, the reason he's squirming is because his cock is trying to go hard in his cage."
They reached Helena's bedroom and turned to kiss each other lovingly. However, those soft kisses turned harsh quickly as each sought to dominate the other. Manon didn't really mind because although she preferred to top, she could readily slip into submissiveness when required.
Manon pushed her older lover back until the backs of Helena's knees hit the bed. Then, she shoved again, causing Helena to fall onto the bed. Manon smiled challengingly at her older lover and seductively removed her clothes until all she wore was her panties, stay-up stockings, and heels. Manon turned to waggle her supremely taut ass at her newest lover before sensuously lowering her panties, exposing her dark star and verdant pussy to the older woman. Manon stepped out of her panties and tossed them over Brian's head. Then, she joined Helena on the bed.
"Undress me," Helena demanded.
"I'm not your sissy bitch," Manon replied. "Undress yourself."
Helena chuckled but sat up so she could peel her blouse and bra off. Then, she lay back and lifted her hips to undo her pencil skirt and pull it down. The clinging black item slid down, revealing suspenders holding up sheer silk stockings that matched Manon's stay-ups.
"Nice," Manon stated. She leapt on the older woman and mashed her cunt against Helena's. Then, holding Helena tightly to her, Manon tribbed her clitoris against Helena's forcefully.
The women were of similar height, so Helena only had to lift her head to lock lips with her young lover. "Gawd!" The older woman groaned as Manon's hot wetness slid over her clitoris. "Fuck me. Oh, Gawd, fuck me!"
Manon giggled but obeyed Helena's order. She loosened her grip on Helena's leanly muscular ass and moved her hips back before slamming her clit back against Helena's nubbin. She repeated this action several times as their combined climax quickly approached. Then, as her orgasm threatened to overwhelm her, Manon rammed her cunt against Helena's clit one more time and rubbed her nubbin forcefully against the other woman's.
"Yesss!!!" Manon hissed as Helena groaned, "Gaaawwwdddddddd!!!!" Moisture gushed from each woman's cunt, drenching the others as their twin orgasms rattled their bones.
When they came down, Helena went on the attack immediately. She pounced on Manon and flipped her onto her back. Then, Helena dove onto Manon's pussy and sucked her clit into her mouth. She bit that nubbin firmly and pulled back. Simultaneously, she rammed two fingers into Manon's pussy and her thumb into the younger woman's ass. Then, Helena squeezed her fingers and thumb together and pulled down, stretching Manon's clit further.
"Gawd, that's good!" Manon exclaimed as she crested and came.
"Fetch my strap-on, worm," Helena commanded.
Brian turned around, opened the dresser's top drawer and removed a thick six-inch 'cock'. He handed it to Helena silently. Helena stood upright on her knees and buckled the strap-on into place. Then, she moved between Manon's willingly parted thighs and covered the younger woman's slender body with her similarly shaped one.
Helena held her cock's base and lined it up with Manon's dripping entrance. If Brian had chosen the more slender one, she would have rammed it home. However, the one she currently wore was significantly thicker than a man's cock typically was, so Helena eased it into the girl gently, allowing Manon to adjust to its broad girth.
"Oh, lawd, that's big," Manon protested as her cunt unwillingly stretched to accept the intruder.
"Meh," Helena dismissed. "Your babies' heads will be much bigger than this, so shut up and take it." She eased the last inch into the panting woman beneath her. Helena held still with her 'cock' buried in Manon until she felt the young woman tentatively push her pussy up at her. Then, Helena eased about half her strap-on out of Manon before sliding it back in.
This time, as Helena pushed into her, Manon's clit was pulled against the shaft, and the sudden pleasurable sensation that caused exploded Manon into a screamed orgasm.
"That's it, my pretty little slut," Helena gloated. "Tell your Mistress how much you love her cock."
"Ahhhhhh, ffffffffuuuuuuuuuuuuuucccccccccckkkkkkkkkk!!!" Manon screamed as she crested again.
After Manon's third orgasm, Helena took off her strap-on and sat on the youngster's face. "Eat me," she demanded.
Of course, Manon was keen to oblige, and her tongue snaked into the older woman's pussy. The women took turns pleasing the other until they collapsed together, completely spent.
After dozing for about an hour, Helena got up despite her body's moaning protest. She stepped back into her strap-on, pulled it up, tightened the buckles and then put her heels back on. Then, she tapped Manon. "You'll love watching this," she chuckled evilly. Helena reached into her nightstand and removed a small key that she used to remove Brian's cage. "On your back, worm. Knees up and apart."
Brian obediently rolled onto his back, lifting and spreading his knees. Helena stood over him and placed her stiletto heel against his nutsack. Amazingly, Brian's cock immediately became fully erect. "Don't touch it, worm." Helena snarled as she ground her heel into Brian's balls.
Brian groaned, but to Manon's amazement, his groan was one full of pleasure. Pained pleasure, to be sure, but it was clear Brian was not objecting to having his balls crushed.
Helena removed her heel from her husband's balls before reaching into a drawer and pulling out a silicon glove. She put it on and then knelt between Brian's widely spread legs. She cupped his atrophied nutsack and gripped his shaft with her gloved hand. Brian's tinsy dick disappeared inside Helena's dainty hand. It must have been no more than three inches long, Manon realised.
Helena gripped her husband's loose sack with its atrophied balls and squeezed and pulled them viciously. "Brian had a solid six-plus inch cock and plum-sized balls before I sissified and cuckolded him and made him wear a cock cage permanently," she explained. "I'm trying to find a surgeon who will remove this useless extra flesh and leave him only a tiny hole to piss through. But I haven't found anyone willing to do so yet. Instead, they keep talking about building Brian a vagina. Pfft, like this worm still needs a pleasure spot other than the one in his slut ass."
"And what do you want, Brian?" Manon fascinatedly asked.
"I want to please my Mistress," Brian stated wantingly. "I was a crass asshole before she showed me the true way. Now, I live only to serve."
"Watch this," Helena demanded. "Worm, present your fuck hole."
Brian rolled onto his knees with his shoulders on the floor. He reached between his spread legs and used his fingers to spread his ass cheeks and display his starfish. Helena spat on her fingers and Brian's asshole. She smeared the spit on her fingers over her cock, then squatted behind her husband's ass. She then guided her 'cock's head' until it centred on Brian's anus. Then, grabbing his shoulders, Helena rammed her 'cock' into Brian's ass.
To Manon's astonishment, Brian groaned gutturally and gripped his cock, pulling it ferociously. Helena ploughed her husband's ass remorselessly, smacking his taut buns with every inward thrust. The vision was surreal, but Manon found it darkly erotic. To her surprise, her arousal swiftly climbed, and she started frigging her cunt as she watched Helena abuse her husband.
"Thank you, Mistress," Brian screamed as his cock erupted and spat cum onto the hardwood floor beneath him.
Helena pulled out of her husband's ass and pushed him flat on the ground. Brian's stretched ball sack was trapped between his thighs, and Helena pushed her shoe's toe against it, crushing Brian's balls. Helena twisted her foot back and forth as her husband groaned and panted. But when Manon thought she had to intervene, Helena growled, "Roll over and show her."
Helena lifted her foot, and Brian rolled over. Manon was amazed to see his minuscule cock was erect and throbbing again. She watched, astonished, as Helena knelt between Brian's legs and gripped his cock again. She jacked the tiny cocklet in her hand until Brian groaned, "Thank you, Mistress" again and came.
"Clean your disgusting mess up, worm," Helena growled as she removed her glove and threw it in the rubbish. Brian rolled over and got to his knees. Then, he lowered his head and used his tongue to clean up his spilled essence. "Good worm," Helena stated, patting her 'worm's' head.
Helena looked proudly at Manon and said, "My worm has a gifted tongue. Would you like to use him to get off?"
Manon considered the offer before deciding it intrigued her. Manon had never let a man touch her sexually before. But Brian was hardly a man. He certainly wasn't feminine but neither was he masculine. 'He's effectively a eunuch despite still having his balls,' Manon realised. Brian's smooth all-over appearance convinced her she should at least try it, so she rolled over and opened her legs.



Brian crawled between Manon's splayed thighs and pressed his nose against her clitoris. Then, he tilted his head, stretched his tongue out and lapped at Manon's vulva, where her arousal poured from. Next, Brian dared to hold the back of Manon's knees and push them up and apart. Manon's asshole lifted, and Brian speared his tongue into the young woman's ass. He followed that by letting Manon's ass lower so he could lick along her perineum, across her sweltering cunt, and onto her throbbing fuck switch.
"Gawd, Helena," Manon moaned. "You're right. This worm's tongue is definitely gifted."
"He does have some use," Helena giggled. She'd put another latex glove on and had knelt behind her husband and was jacking him off. As Manon watched, Helena worked her enormously thick cock back into Brian's ass.
Again, the darkly erotic spectacle of the dominant woman abusing her willing husband caused Manon's arousal to soar despite her thinking she shouldn't be turned on by watching it. As Manon's peak approached, her eyes closed unawarely, and a vision of being where Helena was and abusing Brian flashed through her mind. Overcome by the dark, forbidden fantasy, Manon groaned and came.
Brian didn't leave her there, though. Instead, he surrounded Manon's clit with his lips, sucked hard, and battered her clit with his tongue. The young woman almost immediately crested again, and her appreciative screams rang through the room.
Manon lifted onto her elbows and pushed Brian's head away. "Okay," she giggled. "Your sissy does indeed have his uses."
"May he have your bra and panties to keep?" Helena asked. "I'll purchase a replacement set for you."
"Sure," Manon agreed. "Why not?"
"He'll model them for you the next time you visit," Helena said. Then she looked down at her husband and growled. "I'm sick of doing the work. Wrap Manon's panties around your cock and get yourself off!"
Manon watched with hooded eyes, considering whether having a sissy of her own might be a good idea. Manon wanted children, but the thought of allowing a man to touch her sexually to create them made her skin crawl. However, she wondered if an effeminate sissy to look after her needs as Brian did for Helena would be something she could enjoy. Then, when she was ready for children, she could milk him as Helena had done with Brian and use his semen to impregnate herself.
Brian rammed himself back and forth on his Mistress' 'cock' until, with an effeminate squeal, he orgasmed into Manon's panties. Helena pushed him off her 'cock' onto the floor. She stood, unbuckled her strap-on, and dropped it on Brian's back. "Clean and sterilise that, then put it away. You may put on Manon's bra and panties, get your pallet and sleep at the foot of the bed. Do not let us hear you for the rest of the night."
Brian sucked his cum off Manon's panties before putting them and her bra on. Then, he left the room momentarily before returning with a single pallet bed base and mattress. Then, he disappeared with the strap-on, returning a little later to place Helena's 'cock' in the drawer. After doing that, he lay down on the pallet on his side and faced away from Helena's bed.
Manon was only peripherally aware of Brian. Helena's tongue was jammed deeply into her cunt, and that held way more of her attention than the actions of a sissy.
The two athletic, dominant women continued making love throughout the night until they finally slept as the birds signalled the dawn's arrival. Who was truly dominant was yet to be resolved, but both women knew they wanted to meet again to continue the battle.

The End.
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Intersexed Ch. 03: The War on Terror. Part 1.

"Fuck!" Tank Zaffra screamed as he hurled a heavily weighted sticky tape dispenser at the wall. Despite travelling across the intervening space faster than mere human eyes could follow, he was unsurprised when it shattered against the unyielding bulkhead without damaging the wall. Starships were notoriously difficult to damage. Star warships like this one were even more so. They had to be.
His team's latest attack on an Islamic terrorist camp in Western Pakistan near the border with Afghanistan had begun so promisingly. They'd seemingly infiltrated the wire-fenced compound unnoticed by the guards. His men had taken positions that overlooked the main barracks and gave plenty of cover to fire from. The explosive charges had been set without discovery and exploded at the pre-set time.
The lack of a massive fuel/air explosion from the fuel dump when the charges went off was his team's first warning that things were not as they seemed. The next was the lack of answering explosions from the destruction of the ammunition dump. Tank and Anter had looked at each other, mouthing, "WTF?" when the night rose against them.
The camp was buried deep within a canyon in the Spīn Ghar Range. Their shielded, invisible hover craft had dropped Tank's twelve-man cadre at the canyon's entrance, and they'd slid into the camp under cover of darkness unspotted, or so they'd thought. However, as they were about to find out, the enclosure was a dummy camp placed there to lure in The Free World's Only Liberation Force (WOLF), as General Zaha had named the forces under his command who were destroying fundamentalist militia camps worldwide.
During the day, the camp looked like a typical Islamic fundamentalist militia camp. But at nightfall, the men inside the enclosure used the many tunnels they'd dug to escape the camp and take up their positions on the tops of the canyon's walls. They'd waited patiently for nearly three months.
Using night scopes and discipline that was rare amongst any militia group, they'd waited every night for WOLF to attack their camp. That night, WOLF had. The four men slated to watch the camp from midnight to 4:00 a.m., when WOLF's attacks typically occurred, were the most reliable the mujahideen's leader had. And although all four had missed the hover ship's arrival, they all reported the soldiers entering the camp.
Word was silently spread through the men sleeping, and the discipline instilled in them through severe punishments for breaking it ensured they'd taken their positions without any sound to warn the men infiltrating their camp. Their numbers and position dominated the infidel below them, and Allah would ensure the infidel's destruction that night. The men watched their squad leaders expectantly, waiting for the sign to fire. The leaders watched the camp commander for the same.
One thing, and only one thing only, saved Tank and most of Tank's men. The invisible hover had dropped Lieutenant Angelina and Specialist Coltan on each end of the canyon on opposite sides, and their sniper overwatch positions were undiscovered by the Islamic militia. Neither sniper had noticed when the mujahideen fighters had boiled from their camouflaged tents and taken up their positions, but when they raised onto their knees to fire on men below, Specialist Coltan stood and screamed, "On the clifftops! Run! Run!"
Specialist Coltan died first that night.
Tank, to his later disgust, froze. Sergeant Anter, however, yelled, "Against the walls! Everyone against the walls. Get low, run toward the entrance we came in, and get the fuck out of this canyon!" He grabbed Tank to get him moving and obeyed his own order.
Three did not reach the walls: Privates Masser, Lunden, and Artur, all members of Tank's original team.
Lieutenant Angelina froze when Coltan screamed, but then her training kicked in. She assessed she was vulnerable where she was and silently shifted to a safer spot where she was protected from fire from the mujahideen on either side of the canyon. She shot and killed the screaming camp commander first. He was frustrated he'd delayed the order to fire too long, and the infidel below had been warned in time to flee. Unfortunately, the remaining mujahideen's discipline held, and she had to duck behind her sheltering rock to escape their returning fire.
The Islamic fighters had staged their ambush almost perfectly. Yes, getting up against a canyon's wall protected you from the gunfire above, but it exposed you to the riflemen on the opposite canyon wall. Another original squad member, Private Rangan, fell before Tank's team escaped the canyon.
Tank, Anter, and the remaining four WOLF soldiers burst from the canyon and quickly split into teams of three. Anter took one group to search for a way to the canyon's left top. Tank took the other up the right side.
On his way up the canyon's slope, Anter screamed into his communicator. "Landen! Landen! Copy?"
"Landen here."
"We're under attack! Lay down covering fire along both canyon tops. Blast those towel-headed fuckers straight to fucking hell! Genet? Are you watching this fucking shit show?"
"Affirmative," Captain Genet barked.
"Get me some fucking soldiers on top of those fucking walls like fucking yesterday! We're down five, repeat, we're down five, and Julie's next if you don't get your fucking bony ass here immediately!"
"On route," Genet growled, unbothered by Sergeant Anter's language or lack of military etiquette. Soldiers under fire had no time for military formalities. "Five minutes out!"
"We don't have five fucking minutes," Anter bellowed. A man rose from the ground in front of him, and Anter put three rounds in his head. "Take that, motherfucker!"
"Fuck the stealth," Genet growled at Panton, her re-entry craft's pilot. "Burn this fucking thing and get us there now!"
Panton kicked the re-entry craft's motors into high gear. The ship accelerated to nearly seventeen thousand five hundred kilometres per hour as it blasted towards the canyon. Without the inertia dampeners, everyone inside the vehicle would be smeared along the craft's walls. Travelling at seventeen thousand five hundred kilometres per hour, the metal in the ship's nose started glowing, and radars worldwide lit up, warning of an unexpected aircraft moving through Earth's atmosphere at unprecedented speeds. Satellite cameras turned to try and follow the speeding craft, but by the time they focused on the area, the thing they were trying to track had disappeared.
Panton brought the protesting craft down to the minimum speed to remain invisible a thousand metres above the canyon and punched the button to ignite the teleporter. The twelve men waiting disappeared, and twelve more stepped in. Twice more, Panton knuckled the button, sending thirty-six super Providian soldiers exploding out of thin air among the bewildered mujahideen.
Tank reached the canyon top with his men in time to see an Islamic fighter rise up behind where Julie knelt, firing quickly, trying to kill the mujahideen before they killed her. "No!" He screamed, lifting his rifle right-handed to fire on the soldier but reaching out his left hand despairingly, knowing he was too late.
Somehow, unbelievably, the fighter's rifle splintered and ripped from his grasp, flying across to smack into Tank's outstretched palm. Tank stared at it disbelievingly before returning his eyes to the shocked man. He dropped the shattered rifle and willed as he had before. The man followed his rifle across the gap, and his throat was in Tank's squeezing hand less than an eye blink later. Tank glared into his eyes and growled ferally before tossing him off the cliff.
Julie eyed him wonderingly before a bullet whining past her ear reminded her that they weren't safe yet. She dropped behind her cover and started firing again.
Sergeant Anter had run out of profanities by the time he and his men reached the canyon's top. Knowing they were heavily outnumbered, he did the only thing possible: He screamed like a demon from Hell hunting a lost soul and attacked. His men took up Anter's wordless howl and attacked, too. But before he could reach the first enemy, Landen's hover appeared from thin air, spewing 50 mm kinetic rounds that shredded every standing fighter.
It disappeared again, reappearing on the other side and repeating. Then, to the mujahideen's despair, soldiers poured out of that same thin air, firing explosive-tipped bullets that immediately killed all they hit. The fight was over only seconds later. The last mujahideen to fall had time to wonder why Allah had abandoned them before his head exploded.
Lieutenant Zaffra took his remaining men back into the canyon to gather their dead comrades, and they gently placed them in the hover before Genet had Zaffra and his men teleported on board their re-entry craft. For unexplained reasons, the teleporter didn't transport dead flesh. Landen flew the hover and dead men into the re-entry craft's bay, and they returned to the orbiting starship. They numbly reported to General Zaha and a screaming Colonel Tangran and then attended the debrief before dragging themselves to their quarters, where they showered and slept.
Tank got out of bed when the nightmare of seeing the fighter firing and Julie's head exploding woke him again. He'd wrenched awake four times when that dream played before giving up and getting up.
Tank walked to the office he shared with Lieutenants Angelina, Bennet, Alban, Roque, and Envet, where he sat and brooded about last night's failure. 'I'm a sixty-year-old fucking actor,' he snarled at himself as the guilt from leading five men to their deaths threatened to drive him mad. 'What the fuck am I doing leading men into battle? This is not fucking Hollywood, nor is it a movie, and I don't know what I'm fucking doing! Those men are dead because of me! My overconfident, arrogant ass thought I was invincible, and because I fucked up, my squad mates are dead!"
Then he remembered his nightmare and looked speculatively at the shattered dispenser. Thinking about what had actually happened, Tank stretched his hand out and willed the pieces to fly to it. To his amazement, the broken pieces coalesced and flew to his hand. They returned to shattered pieces as soon as they hit his hand. Tank chuckled bitterly and said, "Well, okay. I'm not God and cannot remake a broken world. That's a relief. Who would want that responsibility?"
Occasionally summoning things with his mind, Tank brooded, despairing more and more, about the last twelve months since he initiated the first attack against a fundamentalist militia group. 'We're losing,' he admitted. Although they'd successfully raided over three hundred camps worldwide and totally destroyed each one with only minimal losses, they'd failed to bring popular opinion with them.
"It was a mistake targeting America first," he growled aloud despite being the only one in the room. "That was my idea, and it was wrong. I underestimated how many common Americans supported these groups' ideals and how much influence they held over their elected representatives."
It was true. After their initial four raids, they'd been surprisingly named vigilantes and labelled a terrorist group themselves by Homeland Security. Talking heads on many television and radio stations decried their actions, accused them of murder, and demanded they identify themselves and surrender to local law enforcement.
General Zaha instructed his techs to hack into every television, radio, and cable network in the world. Then, using their superior technology to translate his speech into every known language simultaneously instantly, he announced his group was responsible for the raids. Revealed their name, The Free World's Only Liberation Force (WOLF), and calmly instructed all terrorist groups to peacefully disband and surrender their weapons to their country's military or police force or face WOLF.
Instead of complying with Zaha's demand, the various militia and terrorist cells battened down. Their people worldwide demanded that their government find out who the fuck this 'WOLF' thought they were, how the fuck they'd effortlessly hacked every news, social media and mainstream media platform in the world, and that their government force WOLF to standdown, surrender, and face trial for their actions.
This was a free speech and freedom of religion issue, the decriers insisted. These upstarts couldn't impose their version of 'world peace' on the populace, especially when they appeared unsupportive of the 'right' God. Of course, the 'right' God was whichever one the various decriers believed in.
Then, when General Zaha's forces expanded their raids into the Middle East, the Shahs, Sheiks, Ayatollahs, Imams, and Mullahs blamed America anyway. "It's an American plot to destroy the true believers!" the Middle Eastern governments, mosques, Imams, and Mullahs insisted loudly to their peoples. "All true believers must arise and destroy the Great White Satan that is America."
Others asserted, "WOLF stands for Whites Only Live Free. They're another white supremacy group trying to unite all the other white supremacy groups by killing those group's leaders."
Perhaps unsurprisingly, much of the non-white world agreed this was probably true.
Ignoring the turmoil, WOLF expanded its operations further, attacking camps in Africa and the East, which only confirmed the Whites Only label. Even destroying the few remaining IRA and Protestant splinter groups didn't change the world's perceptions of WOLF.
The non-white world ignored the raids across The United Kingdom, Northern Ireland, and Ireland, seeing them as more proof a white supremacy group was uniting all white supremacist groups under one umbrella before they would turn on black and coloured people worldwide.
Worse was that every time WOLF took down an Islamic extremist cell, two more sprung up in its place. Worse still was that the fundamentalist groups in the US also began uniting against General Zaha and his troops.
The Providians needed to change tactics but were divided about the direction in which they should change.
Tangran's group wanted to eliminate every Government worldwide and insert their own leaders. Leaders that he had chosen personally and who, of course, were loyal to him. Then, they would kidnap all the humans whose DNA matched their requirements for a super soldier, kill them, and harvest their DNA to build super Providians.
Others insisted that it was time to acknowledge that Earth was irreparably divided and that their only option was to gather all those with the required combination of human, neanderthal, and Providian genes. Then, they should expose those people to the mutagen gases that had so effectively created the ten thousand-member super Providian army they already had. Then, they should add them to their ranks and travel to Aridia to free their enslaved people.
They insisted that it didn't matter what happened to the humans left behind. Unless they could be converted to the Providian cause, what did their deaths matter? After all, they were only a species that had devolved from their pure Providian roots, not true Providians.
A fourth 'peaceful' group naively wanted to approach and 'make peace' with the Aridians and end the aeons-old conflict between the two species by promising to love and honour all Aridians. Or they desired to escape into the 'unknown' sectors of space. Surely, if those sectors were unknown to them, it stood to reason they were unknown to the Aridians, too. Luckily, this minuscule group was mostly ignored.
The morning after Tank's team had been decimated, the airwaves filled with Islamic fundamentalist groups claiming the total annihilation of WOLF. Spontaneous celebrations exploded throughout the Muslim world, and even Christian splinter groups celebrated.
The Providian Military leader, five-star General Tibolt, summoned General Zaha and the other senior officers to an emergency meeting where he launched an inquiry into which future direction their efforts should go.
General Zaha maintained that human beings' warlike obstinance made them ideal allies in the upcoming war with the Aridian Armada, and they should see his plan through. He pointed out that, yes, Earth's technology was aeons behind theirs and the Aridians, but they (the Providians) had the capacity to leapfrog that gap and bring Earth's technology into line with theirs. "The factories and skilled people are already there," Zaha argued. "We don't need to build them. We only need to retool them to make our weapons."
"The humans will turn those weapons against us," Colonel Tangran's faction contended.
"Either they're devolved and can never be worthy to fight for us, let alone against us. Or they're evolved and capable of turning on and defeating us," General Zaha replied. "Which one is it?"
"They don't need to be evolved to turn our weapons against us," Colonel Tangran argued.
"Yes, they do," the General countered. "Each weapon is genetically coded to fire for a Providian user only so that our own weapons cannot be used against us. If these humans have devolved so much that they're no longer of our species, as you contend, then our weapons will be nothing but useless pieces of metal, plastic, or wood to them."
"It will be easier to wipe out all of Earth's governments and establish our own than getting them to unite and join us," Tangran insisted. "Then we can put pure Providians loyal to Providia in their place and unite this divided world."
"One thousandth or more removed Providian clones like you, you mean," Zaha sneered. "Let's compare your genes' mutations against, say, Lieutenant Zaffra's and see whose are purer."
"At least my genes are unsullied by these Neanderthal and human animals, General," Colonel Tangran snarled. "Or have you joined those who have mated with these disgusting animals like most of your staff?"
"Careful who you accuse of what, Colonel Tangran," General Zaha stated menacingly. "You're not above being court-martialled for insubordination towards your superiors."
"I withdraw my accusation and apologise unreservedly," Colonel Tangran quickly stated. General Zaha's reputation for severely disciplining anyone of lower rank who insulted him was well known.
"This solves nothing," General Tibolt growled. "Colonel Tangran, if you cannot speak civilly to your superior officers, then excuse yourself from this meeting." He turned to General Zaha. "However, Tangran makes a compelling point. Although your attacks on the various fundamentalist strongholds have been universally successful, it appears they've done more to separate this backward world than unite it. Short of doing what Colonel Tangran suggests, how do we unite this world so they will ally with us against the Aridian Armada?"
"We need to bring their leaders to our ship and show them what's coming," General Zaha stated. "These Earthlings have a saying, 'United we stand. Divided, we fall.' They will see that saying cannot be truer than when the Aridian Armada arrives."
"Sure," Colonel Tangran sneered, already forgetting he was skating on thin ice with the generals. "Show these human animals our superior technology, and they will immediately bow and join us. No! They will start plotting how to betray us and steal our weapons!"
Slapping his hand on his desk, Tibolt snapped, "Colonel Tangran, you are out of line! Leave this meeting immediately, and you will visit with your line general tomorrow to see if he has any disciplinary actions for you to receive."
"Everyone here knows that I am right!" Colonel Tangran snarled as he stood and obeyed the general's order. "We either take over this world and install our people and make these humans join our war with the Aridians, seize those with the gene combination we need and use our chambers and gases to convert them and attack the Aridian home planet, or flee into unknown space, hoping we're not fleeing toward the Aridian Armada."



He marched out.
Zaha impassively watched Tangran leave. But beneath his stoicism, Zaha's mind whirled. Tangran's anger had made him unwittingly reveal that there weren't three separate factions arguing that their direction was correct, but instead, there were two factions united against his. Tangran's declared faction wanted to enslave Planet Earth. The other wanted to remove those who matched Angelina's and Zaffra's DNA profile, forcibly convert them to super-soldiers, and attack the Aridian home world.
If the opposing factions had joined forces, then his faction was doomed, and his, and the lives of those aligned with him, were forfeit. Providian history showed little forgiveness for those who had gone against the majority. Zaha needed a plan and no longer knew who he could trust. 'Yes, I do,' Zaha realised. 'I can trust Tank, Julie, and their mutated human comrades.' He inwardly grinned ironically. 'How is it possible that I trust these mutated humans more than my own people?'
Fortunately, no agreement on Providia's future direction was reached during this discussion. But General Tibolt instructed Zaha to devise a plan to unite these divided peoples swiftly, or he'd choose between the other two factions and try their way. He pointed out they had no idea where the Aridian Armada was and feared they might already have deduced from the attacks on the camps and General Zaha's worldwide broadcast that the Providians were responsible and on Earth. If they had that information, the Armada would already be on the way.
Zaha marched to the training grounds and stepped into the observation booth where Captain Genet was overseeing the training of the latest group of mutated troops. He returned hers and the other officer's salute and dropped heavily into the hastily vacated chair beside Genet.
"What's on your mind, General?" Genet asked. She knew Zaha didn't micro-manage his officers. He explained what he wanted and trusted them to know the best way to achieve his goals. Therefore, he rarely came to the training grounds unless it was to review a graduating class, reward bravery or exemplary service, or promote a soldier. If he was here now and so clearly perturbed, things were dire indeed.
Zaha watched the mutated soldiers moving through their drills at what would have been an unbelievable speed if he hadn't already known they weren't half as fast as those who had completed their treatments and training. These troops alone would easily defeat any of his un-mutated fighters and even more easily destroy any army on Earth. However, he also knew from bitter experience that they were no match yet for an Aridian slaver. Somehow, even this much improvement wasn't enough.
Making his decision, the General stood, bringing those around him to their feet, too. "Gather Tank, Julie, and the others and meet me in the cafeteria you all like to eat in," he growled as he left.
Captain Genet checked the time before deciding Lieutenants Zaffra, Angelina, Alban, Roque, Envet, and Bennett were probably already there. She walked to their usual cafeteria and used the internal ship communicators to summon those who weren't gathered.
Genet found everyone except Tank. She asked where he was, and Roque replied. "He's in our shared office. I entered, looked around at the destruction he'd wrought in there, and piss-bolted before I became part of the destruction."
"What happened during last night's raids?" Brian Bennett, the enormous black ex-US marine who Tank and Julie had saved from a life of paraplegia, asked.
"We lost five men, all from Tank's original team. Specialist Coltan died warning us of the trap," Julie Angelina replied, looking downcast. "There was a fighter behind me I'd missed during my recon. Without Tank somehow ripping the rifle from his hands from more than a hundred metres away, I'd be the sixth dead."
"Survivor's guilt," Brian said knowingly. "Been there, done that. Still carry the emotional scars. I'll go talk with him."
"He'll kill you if you walk in there," Roque warned."
"No, he won't," Bennett grinned. "He'll just toss me around like a football and scream at me a lot." He left for their combined office. He saluted General Zaha as he passed him in the doorway.
Zaha returned his salute without comment and joined the others. He looked at Captain Genet. "Gone to settle Tank down?" Genet nodded, and Zaha added, "Let's get started. I'm sure they'll join us later."
The others agreed and grouped around their General in a half circle to see what he had to say. Zaha gazed at them levelly before saying. "We've fucked this up, and if we don't find a way to fix it, we're all dead. Suggestions?"
"We need to get the press onside first," Genet stated. "Tank and I discussed this. Our error, his and mine, was that we believed the media would support us in removing fundamentalist Christian militia groups from US soil. We were wrong. Plus, we underestimated these groups' support, especially in the deep south. But that milk's been spilt, and now we must mop up and repair the damage our naivety has caused."
"Agreed," Zaha stated. "What else?"
Meanwhile...
Brian opened the door to his shared office and immediately ducked as a stapler sizzled through the space where his head had been. Tank stood in the middle of the room with many objects moving in a multitude of directions around him at unbelievable speeds. His eyes blazed as the objects' speed increased until some of the objects began smouldering.
Brian knelt away from the room's middle and below the objects' spinning paths. He was impressed and curious but unafraid. When he saw Tank faltering from the effort to keep this many objects suspended and moving, he growled, "Impressive. But what the fuck are you doing?"
Tank turned to face him and staggered. The objects fell to the ground, and he collapsed. Brian spotted two empty scotch bottles amongst the rubble. Tank had tried to drink himself into oblivion, Brian surmised. But his accelerated metabolism had converted the alcohol into usable calories as fast as Tank drank it.
Brian waited passively for Tank to sit up and look at him. Eventually, his friend lifted his haunted eyes to meet Brian's. Brian growled, "Want to talk about it, or would you prefer to carry on throwing a tantrum like a spoilt two-year-old?"
"Fuck you, Bennett," Tank snarled. "You can't even whup that two-year-old!"
"Next, you'll say something really insightful like, 'Meh. You hit like a girl'," Brian goaded. "Why don't you tell me what's up your fat arse and stop whinging like a bitch?"
"I got five men killed, Bennett!" Tank yelled despairingly. "Five of my crew, five friends, five guys who were with me from the start of this bullshit are dead because I fucked up!"
"Seven of your crew, including you, Anter, and Julie, survived because of you."
"Anter had to drag my useless ass out of there," Tank growled. "Coltan died warning of the ambush, and all I could do was freeze and watch his body get riddled with bullets and fall into the canyon."
"So, you're giving up and abandoning the survivors? You fucking pussy! I've talked to Julie. You think she doesn't know she should be dead? You think she doesn't think she should have spotted the concealed tents and the hundreds of hidden mujahideen in them? Have you even considered how guilty she must feel? Haven't you considered that Coltan sacrificed himself because he knew he'd fucked up?"
"It's not Julie's fault," Tank growled, starting to think like a leader again. "Coltan and Artur cased that canyon for a week without once discovering it was a trap. How the fuck was she to know? We were so certain the camp was in the canyon that none of us considered it could be a decoy and that the real camp was on the walls above it."
"So, Coltan and Artur missed the real camp, missed the five hundred men skulking in tents above the decoy camp, and returned with bad information that you and your team acted on. Then, Lieutenant Angelina examined the same reconnaissance information you did and came to the same conclusions you did, but she's blameless whilst you're to blame?"
"Yes!" Tank exploded. "I'm in fucking charge! Therefore, the fuck up is mine!"
"Therefore, you pack up your bat and ball and sulk off home and leave the rest of our asses hanging in the wind? Pussy!" Brian sneered. "You fucked up. Admit it, own it, learn from it, and make yourself a better damned leader. Or did the first time you faltered in a quiz contest make you quit them, too?"
"Fuck you, Bennett," Tank snarled half-heartedly, realising his friend was right.
"Yeah, you can," Brian needled. "Thanks to you, I've got a cunt that's wetter and tighter than any woman's I've ever been in, and I'm so fucking horny all the time I'd probably let you!"
"Fucking six-foot-seven-inch, three-hundred-and-fifty-pound ex-marines is not my thing," Tank grinned as he came out of his funk. "But if you haven't tried your fat cunt out before today, I know Genet will stretch it for you!"
"Fraternisation between senior and junior officers is frowned upon," Brian pointed out.
"And is ignored in our unit, Bennett. I've already explained that. I know first-hand how horny the mutations make you. Genet prefers to receive from feminine-looking lovers, but she's so into you that she'd probably let you fuck her, too."
"And you know this, how?" Brian queried.
"We're drinking mates. She tells me all."
"Have you and her?"
"Nah. We have too much respect for each other to ruin it by fucking."
"So, you're good?" Brian asked. "Over your tantrum? Look, mate, I know how it feels to lose friends in a firefight. It sucks! Anytime you need to drink and talk about it, come and find me, okay? We can commiserate together. Right now, we have to join the gathering with General Zaha. I think his balls are in the fire, and if we can't find a way to get them out unburnt, we're all fucked. After that, you take Julie somewhere and fuck her fucking brains out. She needs to be forgiven, too."
Lieutenant Bennett looked around the devastation littering the room and added, "Yeah, I'm not cleaning that, either. Meeting, you clean up, then you fuck Julie."
Tank stood and frowned. Then, he held his hands out to his sides, and all the wreckage lifted from every flat surface. When he brought his hands together, the rubble coalesced into a ball. But when it wouldn't fit down the rubbish chute, he widened his hands, and the ball narrowed to a rectangular box capable of going into the chute's flap.
Brian watched, nonplussed, before shrugging and saying. "Yeah. Guess you should show the rest of us how to do that."
"I don't know," Tank growled frustratedly. "If I try to think how to do it, I can't. But if I 'will' things to move without worrying about how, then they do."
"Saving Julie's life was a fluke?"
"I thought I'd have to watch her die," Tank confessed. "I flung my hand out, screaming, 'No!' and desperately wanting the rifle to come out of the fighter's hands before it fired. Somehow, that was what happened. The rifle ripped from his grasp and flew to my hand. Then, still not thinking about the impossibility of it, I willed the man to come to me, too. He did, and I threw him off the cliff."
"But you don't know how?"
"Only that I need to want something to move pretty fiercely for it to do so."
"But you seemed calm when you dumped your mess into the vent?" Brian wondered.
"I was, but I tapped into my inner anguish, and 'C'est voila!'"
Zaffra hesitated outside the cafeteria, gathering himself together so he would present a stoic face. Then he marched in, saluted General Zaha and joined the others. Then, he confidently and firmly laid out what he thought their way forward was. Number one was to attack and eliminate the Aridian Slaver and Communication Base near Limerick, Ireland.
Step 2 was to get at least one well-known reporter from each major media platform on board with what they were doing. That meant effectively kidnapping and bringing them onto the ship.
Step 3 was to start bringing the foremost world leaders onto their ship and explaining what was coming and why they'd done what they had.
The final step was to inform the general public of the inevitable interstellar war coming and expose the Aridian's slavery operations. Exposing the slavers' activities would hopefully convince the world's populace to join with the orbiting Providians to fight the invaders and encourage the people to promote leaders who would allow the Providians free access to Earth. With that permission granted, the Providians could retool Earth's factories to manufacture the arms, munitions, and weapons they'd need to repel the Aridian Armada.
In return, the Providians would solve Earth's energy crises and eliminate the world's reliance on fossil fuels, internal combustion engines, and even electric battery power. Energy would be readily accessible through quantum matter cells, cold fusion generators, and hydrogen cells. Technology beyond what Earth could produce but far enough behind the Providian's that it would be centuries, maybe millennia, before Earth's scientists caught up and could challenge Providia for domination.
The orbiting scientists would use their advanced technology to build air and water purifiers capable of cleaning the lead, carbon monoxide, and other toxins from Earth's atmosphere and water supply. They would return its oceans to pristine cleanness and repair the damage done to the ozone layer and rain forests. All of these things were easily within Providia's technological abilities and could be done with limited energy expenditure and in a relatively few decades, maybe less than a century.
General Zaha agreed that the plan was logical and well thought out. But then, he pointed out they all thought the last plan was, too, and to formulate other plans in case these failed. He glared at the gathered group before stating, "Genet, you're promoted to Major. Tank, you move to Genet's position. Lieutenant Bennett, you're now senior lieutenant among the rest of your group. The promotion and other orders will be disseminated to everyone concerned when I return to my office. Genet, you remain as overwatch for the anti-terrorist activities and retain command of the group. He left the shocked officers to plan the first step: Eliminate the Aridian presence on Earth.
"I think our overall plan is solid," Julie opined. "But what will we do about the cesspit that is The Middle East? Everything we've tried there has only made things worse."
"Show the Imams, Sheiks, Kings, Ayatollahs, and Mullahs there are far worse satans than America," Brian growled. "During the Cold War, Islam sided with The West against the USSR. Their thinking was that at least we have a God, even if it is the wrong one. The communists wanted to eliminate all religions, so the Islamic leaders allied with us to fight them. If we can convince enough high-ranking Islamic clerics and leaders the Aridians pose a far worse danger than The West, I'm sure they'll ally with us again."
"Israel?" Lieutenant Angelina asked.
"May prove more recalcitrant than the Arab countries," Brian stated.
"Let's create a solid plan to eliminate the Aridian base and destroy their interstellar communications array before they can send for help or warn Aridia they're under attack," Tank stated, bringing the group back on track.
The slaver camp was way more vast than the others they'd successfully destroyed. Plus, the Aridian's technology was on par with theirs, so a successful mission would depend on whether the mutagenic enhancements allowed their troops to stand toe-to-toe in a hand-to-hand fight with a slaver. Providians were already naturally faster and more agile than the slavers, so the enhanced soldiers would hopefully have a definitive edge over their more robust opponents.
Genet's team also hoped that centuries of only having to fight the technologically inferior and physically weaker humans would have made them lazy, under-trained and overconfident. They further hoped their superior shields and cloaking abilities would allow them to get close enough to launch a successful sneak attack and destroy the communications array before their enemy knew they were there.
But, as Brian drily stated, "Wish in one hand; shit in the other. See which one fills up first."
The group ate as they planned, eventually calling it quits well after midnight, agreeing to meet again the following day for breakfast. Tank followed Julie toward their rooms but tapped her elbow when they reached hers. Julie smiled and followed Tank to the communal showers near the dojo.
Turning the showers on, Tank picked the diminutive actress up and lowered her onto his throbbing, nearly 11-inch cock, and pushed her against the shower wall, letting the soothing hot water cascade over their aching bodies. Julie's slippery-smooth cunt glided down Tank's enormous member until his engorged cock's head pressed against her cervix. She giggled happily and relaxed. Her new Providian-enhanced cervix opened, and Tank's cock slid through her cervical canal to peer into her womb.
Julie knew it would have been impossible for even the rare human female cunt that could take a ten-inch cock to accept Tank's entire length inside them. So, she revelled in the deliciously naughty fantasy of having an egg waiting in her fallopian tube for her uterus to be filled with Tank's cum, and having it slide down to be fertilised. Her first orgasm crashed through her like a runaway freight train through an alpine tunnel, and she bit Tank's massive pec viciously as she screamed her delight.
Tank pulled out of her grippingly tight cunt until only his glans remained inside her. Then, he firmly, remorselessly forced his entire cock back into her vulva and cervical canal. Julie lost control of her body as she climaxed again, and she hung limply as Tank repeated his eternal strokes into and out of her gaping cunt.
"Fuck me, Tank," she groaned unawarely. "Fuck me like I'm your favourite girl in the universe." Her blasted awareness giggled, remembering only a little more than a year ago, it would have been 'world', not universe.
"You are my favourite girl in the entire universe," Tank growled as he lifted her up and down his lengthy cock and rammed up to meet her downward plunge. However, he'd recently had visions of a beautiful, ebony-black warrior woman in his dreams. He knew their paths were destined to cross, and she'd somehow be his for eternity. He didn't know what the visions meant, so he ignored them.
Tank effortlessly held the gorgeous Hollywood actress suspended as he ravaged her slick hole. Every time his stupendous cock broke into Julie's canal, she'd jump and achieve another minor climax, and Tank wanted her to plead for him to stop before filling her uterus with his fertile seed. However, the imagery of breeding his all-time fap-fantasy undid him, and with a profoundly deep roar, he ejaculated his cum into the actress' womb, filling it to overflowing. His semen boiled out of Julie's cunt as his cock slowly deflated.
Regaining her strength, Julie giggled, "My turn," she guided Tank onto his knees under the water, squatted behind his muscular ass, positioned her even more stupendous cock on his cunt's entrance, and rammed it home. They'd practised together until they could control which sexual organ climaxed. Making their dual organs orgasm individually meant one or the other organ was always ready to go. An orgasm-wilted cock left a willing cunt prepared to be fucked. A satiated, cum-filled cunt left a rampantly erect cock aching to enter a willing pussy. It was time to use her cock.
Tank, of course, did not have a cunt before being exposed to Major Tenerife's mutagen gases, so he was unaware that his pussy should have been unable to accept a twelve-inch cock into it. All he knew was that Julie's thick cock pulled his clitoris onto its shaft and stimulated that pleasure nub divinely and that her thickly girthed cock rubbed across his G-spot gorgeously, and when he felt her head opening his insides, he wanted to orgasm immediately. So he did! Tank did what he encouraged his female lovers to do when he fucked them; he reached between his salaciously spread thighs and massaged Julie's tennis ball-sized testes.



Julie was still unused to using her cock to fuck. Tank's pussy's heat, wetness, and tightness were already close to too much for her to handle. So, when his fingers stroked her sensitive balls, she lost her load into his cunt immediately.
The beautiful actress hadn't fucked Tank's pussy quite long enough for him to have a cunt-based orgasm, but he was as rampantly erect as he was when he lifted her onto his cock. Rolling Julie onto her back, Tank pushed Ms Julie's knees apart and rammed his enormous cock back into her cunt.
"No fair, Tank," Julie moaned as she climaxed again. "You're taking my cock in your ass next."
"Not unless I can have yours first," Tank huffed, concentrating on not filling Julie's womb again.
"Do it," Ms Angelina dared.
Tank backed out of Julie's pussy before moving back to tongue her ass. The improvements wrought by the mutagenic drugs allowed Ms Angelina's ass to gape swiftly. Dipping his massive cock back into her pussy to lubricate it, Tank lined it up with Ms Angelina's dark starfish and eased it into her and through her knot.
"Fuck!" Julie grunted as her severely distended ass accepted Tank's probing cock. "Just remember, mine's bigger than yours, and it's going in your ass next!"
"Yeah, yeah," Tank teased. "Your cock is bigger than mine, but my cunt's tighter than yours!"
"Asshole!" Julie spat mirthfully as her ass clenched down on Tank's enormous tool. "Birth twins from yours and then come back and compare."
They laughed as they enjoyed the delicious feeling of anal sex. The lovers tried most options at their disposal until they were exhausted. Julie fucked Tank's ass. They 69'd, sucking each other's cock. They swapped who was on top and 69'd again, eating each other's pussies. They repeated with one sucking a cock as the other ate a cunt, and then swapped genitals. Finally, they reverted to their typical human roles. Tank entered Julie's pussy whilst they were in the classical missionary position, and they made love until Julie softly climaxed, and Tank gently came inside her. They left unsaid that the final act was the one they enjoyed most.
Struggling to their feet, they used the shower for its actual purpose--getting clean. Then they held hands and returned to their separate rooms. At her door, Julie held Tank tightly, cried a little, and said, "Thank you for saving my life."
"You're welcome, my love," Tank replied. "I'm sorry for endangering it in the first place."
Julie tremulously kissed him and whispered, "I wish we could be each other's, but I know we're destined for others. But, Mister Tank Zaffra, I will always love you."
And me, you," Tank sighed. He knew their relationship had irrevocably changed. They'd continue to be fuck buddies, but tonight was the last time they'd make love.
Captain, now Major Genet and her team assembled for breakfast. By mutual consent, they gathered around two pushed together tables, ate and spoke of anything other than their plans. The friendship between the officers and their Major was genuine and mutually respectful. As squad leaders, they all had their strengths and weaknesses. But all were prepared to learn the strengths of the others to improve their own skills. The result was five exceptional leaders who had successfully planned and staged every attack against the terrorist camps, losing only ten soldiers (until last night's debacle) during these battles.
Planning continued after breakfast until, sometime late that night, everyone was satisfied they had a workable plan with a high chance of success. However, their hearts were heavy because they knew they'd lose many men in this fight. Super Providians and mutated superhumans who were impossible to replace and would be sorely needed when the Aridian Armada came.
There was one unavoidable flaw with their plan. Surveillance of the Aridian compound indicated more than three thousand slavers were occupying the area. They'd need all their super Providian/human soldiers to take the camp. Bringing ten thousand fighters to the surface in cloaked re-entry crafts required one hundred crafts. They had fifty. The larger re-entry crafts the Providians used for invading a planet could accept a thousand fighters in each. But those crafts would be visible to the world's satellites and radars the moment they entered the atmosphere and to the naked eye not long after that.
There were more problems to overcome. Even using the stealth re-entry craft meant teleporting the troops to the ground because the vehicle was visible when travelling below sixty kilometres per hour. It typically took three to five teleportations before those teleported landed with their minds and bodies functioning. Before that many trips, the minds of those teleported rebelled and shut down, leaving them unconscious when they re-materialised.
Also, the smaller ships could only teleport a maximum of four people simultaneously, making using the smaller re-entry vehicles and teleporting the soldiers to the ground impractical. But if they used the larger craft, the world's militaries would assume they were under invasion and react accordingly.
Major Genet and Captain Zaffra took their flawed plan to General Zaha and Colonel Tangran to ask for advice. Zaha had pleaded with his superior to replace Tangran as the military leader in charge of the Providian's Earth activities, but his pleas had fallen on deaf ears. Although they left their fears unvoiced, Zaha, Genet, and Zaffra believed Tangran was spreading lies and half-truths about the mutagen-enhanced human soldier program and its activities and performance.
Despite no enhanced human soldier being punished for discipline breaches or 'conduct unbecoming', rumours told as 'truth' abounded that these soldiers were barely controlled, animalistic savages that raped the men and women alike in the infiltrated terrorist camps before killing them in the most gruesome ways they could devise.
General Zaha had unsuccessfully sought to discover where these rumours originated from. He'd questioned some of the spreaders of the lies, but it was always 'they'd heard them from a friend of a friend who had a friend that'. He suspected Tangran was their source, but Zaha didn't dare confront him without concrete proof. Not only were his troops losing the popularity war on Earth, but they were also losing it among the Providian population.
The plan looked well-constructed, and despite Tangran's supercilious denigrations, it stood a good chance of working if they could overcome the difficulties of landing that many troops inconspicuously. Of course, General Zaha, the veteran of more conflicts over his sixty thousand years than he cared to remember, knew a plan only lasted until the first shots were fired.
Zaha considered his past as he fought to think of a way to bring his 'super troops' to Earth's surface without setting off a war with Earth's military. He and his fellow generals were all original Providians. But less than three per cent of the original four million Providians who had escaped Providia on the four starships with this fleet remained alive and un-cloned.
The oldest of them, like General Tibolt, were over sixty-five thousand years old. Zaha was a child of merely three thousand years when his science convention parents and his siblings were hustled aboard this ship when they evacuated Providia. Zaha was the last of his family of origin still alive.
Something had altered in Providian physiology during their early travels, and the remaining originals failed to reproduce in adequate numbers to promulgate their species. Their doctors and scientists could find no reason, but fertility rates continued to decrease in the years since their departure. Over the ensuing twenty-thousand years, two ships were destroyed and abandoned because there weren't enough people to justify continuing to operate them.
Despairing the end of their species, the Providian leadership turned to their scientists again. Years of extensive research and experimentation created the cloning facilities, which, although improved immensely, they use today.
The original clones had no memories and undeveloped brains and were typically no more than mindless automatons. Attempts to educate them failed, so transferring the original's memory cells was necessary.
The next breakthrough was extracting the cellular memories from the original donor's cells and transferring them to the clone. That advancement meant none of the skills or abilities of the original were lost because the clone knew and could do everything their donor did up to their 'living day' (the day the clone became sentient with all the donor's memories). After that day, the clone's memories and abilities were their own.
The scientists had initially cloned living people. However, despite being an exact duplicate of their donor, there were surprising differences between the original and the clone. Problems quickly became apparent when the clones began trying to supplant the original and take its place in the clone's marriage and family. This was driven by the clone having all the original's memories and believing they were the ones who were married to the woman or man and parent to his or her children. The clones also tried to take the original's job.
It was also clear that the clones often did not necessarily have their donor's moral conscience and too frequently became pathological liars and killers. Attempts to re-educate the clone and convince him/her they were the copy, and they should develop a separate existence failed, with the clone's memories from their donor always overriding the re-education program. After the early disasters, the scientists only created clones from deceased individuals.
Similarly to having the donor and clone alive at the same time, creating more than one clone of an individual simultaneously caused the same conflict between the clones, who often tried to usurp each other. This was somewhat alleviated by spreading the clones throughout the remaining two ships. Still, it seemed if the clones became aware of another's existence, one would immediately try to kill the other. It was another mystery fifty-five thousand years of study and research hadn't solved. The problems of having more than one clone alive were exacerbated when the Aridians discovered their settlement.
The Providians fled into space again, but not before one of the remaining two ships was destroyed, with all lives lost.
Those few three million-odd Providians on this ship and the ships they'd built to accommodate them were the last left anywhere in the cosmos as far as they knew. Their original star warship orbited Earth unseen, with the others hidden beyond The Kuiper Belt.
Zaha returned his attention to the room. "It seems we need to change the order of our plan. We'll need the world's leaders on board with our plan before we attack the Aridian base."
"What's this?" Tangran gasped. "I know of no such plans nor their order!"
"Need to know basis, Colonel," General Zaha snorted. "You didn't need to know. Nor did your rumour mongers."
"You dare accuse me of spreading rumours?" Tangran snapped.
"I do," Zaha sneered. "I dare that and much more! However, I will delay bringing charges until you hang yourself with your own rope!"
"I am the Supreme Commander of Providia's Earth troops. I demand you tell me of these plans!"
"You're nothing but a supreme pain in my ass, Tangran, and you may demand nothing of me. Dismissed, Colonel Tangran. Your presence here is no longer required or needed."
Tangran stood, saluted and left seething.
"He's going directly to General Tibolt," Tank said insightfully. "He'll demand all of our heads."
"He won't get them," Zaha said dismissively. "General Tibolt knows Tangran and his cadre are nothing but power-hungry grubs, and allying with Earth is our species' only chance of survival. However, if Tangran's faction joins forces with Tenerife's, they will force Tibolt to disband us. I'll be dead. Genet will be forced to breed and birth children consecutively until she dies, and the rest of your fellow humans will end up in the labs being disassembled for your DNA and genes." He looked at them challengingly. "We'd better not fuck this up, huh?"
"Pressure much?" Tank grumbled before considering the general's words. He turned to Genet, "Breeder?" She reluctantly nodded. Tank turned to Zaha, "Tenerife's faction? The ones wanting to kidnap every human who matches my DNA and gene profile, bring them onto the ship, forcibly mutate them, train them, and take us all to Aridia to free your people?"
"That'd be the one," General Zaha confirmed.
"I knew there was something wrong with that fuzzy cunt," Tank muttered.
"Fuzzy?" Zaha queried.
"Your clones look fuzzy around the edges to me," Tank explained. "They look like an out-of-focus picture or TV screen. As if they're not wholly there. You, Tibolt, and most of the senior brass, you're solid. I'd guess most of the other leaders, except Tangran and Tenerife, are only first or second-generation clones. Genet is maybe a sixth or seventh-generation one. You made the error of not keeping the original source material and have been making clones of clones of clones of clones, etc., until mutations are rife throughout them, and they're sterile."
"How did you discover this?" Zaha asked coldly.
"I guessed," Tank grinned. "But by your angry response and a right-hand twitching, wanting to take your pistol and shoot me, I'm thinking I guessed right. I tricked Researcher Anan using the same tactic--stating a guess as if I already knew it was the truth."
Genet pealed laughter before chuckling, "Researcher Anan came directly to me to confess she'd confirmed Tank's guesses inadvertently. She growled, 'That arrogant, handsome, sexy SOB is too damned smart for our own good!' I saw no real harm in Tank knowing what he did because Tenerife, Margraine, and I were going to execute him and harvest his DNA anyway, so I took it no further."
"Hmm," Tank joked. "Anan thinks I'm handsome and sexy? Nice to know!"
"Don't forget a 'Son of a Bitch', too," Zaha growled. He steepled his hands as he considered their options. Still, in reality, his path had been set from the moment he agreed with Genet that allying with the humans and asking those with the correct mix of human/Neanderthal/Providian genes to accept being mutated was the best chance they had of defeating the inevitable, upcoming Aridian invasion. It was now 'follow it to the end and succeed', or they all died. "You'll have to work with Major Tenerife to work out how we're going to get the world's leaders onto this ship and on board with our plans without setting off World War Three."
"We'll need at least a dozen of the most influential Muslim clerics, too," Tank pointed out.
"I don't want details, only results," Zara snarled as he dismissed the officers.
"This is all kinds of fucked up," Tank snarled as he marched in step with Genet back to the cafeteria. "We know Tenerife's the enemy, yet we still have to work with him?"
"He's not the enemy," Genet muttered as she considered everything Zaha had revealed. "His agenda differs from ours, but his goal is the same: Defeat the Aridians and rescue our people."
"Mine is to ensure Earth isn't destroyed and her people enslaved," Tank snarled. "Tenerife wants to abandon her to rescue yours."
"Only if Earth's leaders refuse to unite and fight with us. Zaha's correct. If we get Earth's leaders on board, we can start retooling their factories and produce the weapons we need. Suppose we can begin scanning for and openly recruiting those who can be enhanced into super soldiers by the time the Aridian Armada arrives? In that case, we'll be ready to kick their fuck-ugly asses into the next life."
She thought furiously, "Eight billion people on Earth. Call it fifty/fifty male to female. Include the many women who will want to fight, too. So, perhaps five to six billion people willing to fight. Call it five billion to be safe. A quarter will be too young, another quarter too old, and another quarter incapable of the discipline and courage to make good fighters, giving Earth a total of..."
"One point two-five billion men and women capable of fighting." Tank offered.
"Right," Genet accepted. "However, maybe ten per cent of those will immediately volunteer, leaving us 125 million trained to face the initial invasion. For the rest, they'll be forced into the conflict with little to no training, and the casualties amongst those will be catastrophic."
Genet continued. "From the 1.25 million early volunteers, 0.03% of those will have the human/Neanderthal/Providian DNA profile we need. 0.025% will survive the mutation. That gives us..."
"Thirty-one thousand two-hundred-and-fifty mutated superhumans with strength, speed and power similar to mine," Tank supplied."
"Yeah," Genet replied, stunned by how quickly Tank had done the math. She shook her head. "We have sixty thousand Providian soldiers on board. Nine thousand nine hundred seventy of those are already mutated into super soldiers. We have another ten thousand who are being or waiting to be enhanced. We'll lose one per cent of those to adverse mutagenic gas reactions, leaving nine thousand nine hundred enhanced soldiers. A total of..." She hesitated.
"19,870 enhanced Providian soldiers plus the extra-strong human ones to come and those of us already on the ship for a total of at least 51,120 super soldiers hopefully capable of going toe-to-toe with an Aridian Slaver." Tank filled in as they rejoined their comrades. "How many will their Armada arrive with?"
"Way more than that," Genet admitted as she sat and summoned a waitress. "Our military starships like this one were reverse-engineered from the Aridian ones we downed during their first invasion. We can comfortably carry close to a million passengers. If we're prepared to jam them in, then almost twice that temporarily."
"What?" Brian shouted. "You're saying there's close to a million people on this ship?"
Genet ignored him and ordered what Tank's mind read was a warm Moroccan lamb salad and a glass of full-strength beer. Then continued, "The Aridian Armada has thousands of ships, but they're spread throughout the universe. They typically arrive at a battle with between four to eight ships. Assuming the worst-case scenario, we'll face eight million slavers."
Tank ordered a rare rib-eye steak, jacket potato, a garden salad, and a beer before bitterly saying, "Less than two million fighters against eight, with the Aridians being able to send for reinforcements while what we have is it. We're better to do as you guys did: Build spaceships and flee Earth."
Tank cut and took a bite of steak as he considered the stark figures. "There's nowhere to flee to," he said defeatedly. "You've already stated your astro-charts don't extend past the end of the Milky Way. We'd be flying blind with no way of knowing if we were fleeing away from or toward the Aridians. So, it's make our stand here, win and live, lose and die, or flee, not knowing if we'll live or die. Thanks for bringing this shit down on us," he added bitterly.
"You were supposed to be a thriving Providian population," Genet responded angrily. "The big brass told everyone that we'd sent more than a million people here to seed the planet to ensure our species survived, and we'd be able to pick you up and turn to fight the Aridians and free our people! There were supposed to be eight billion Providian people made stronger by Earth's heavier gravity and harsh climate."
Frustrated tears leaked from her eyes' corners. "We travel for more than sixty thousand years, fleeing across the cosmos, trying to survive, hoping to find Earth and reunite with our people.
"Then, we finally get here with less than three per cent of the original people who fled Providia still alive, and what do we discover? You! Devolved Providians that bear only a passing resemblance to us. A divided world hell-bent on either blowing itself out of existence or poisoning itself to death and riddled by ridiculous wars over whose God is the right one. A world too divided to offer even a token resistance to an invading army. Fuck you, Tank Zaffra! Fuck you, and fuck your entire fucking species!"



"Don't forget my entire fucking species holds the only fucking chance your entire fucking species has of surviving," Tank chillingly stated. "If I stand before them and say, 'Kick these fucking Providians off of Earth and surrender to the Aridians because that's better than being killed by them,' what do you think they'll do?
"It's not 'my fucking species fault' that your fucking leaders lied to you, and your incompetent forebears fluked upon Earth before crash landing onto what we call Mesopotamia with only ten thousand survivors. Nor is it our fault those survivors chose to destroy their ship's remains, disperse across the world, and interbreed with the indigenous population, hoping to hide their Providian heritage from the slavers." Tank stopped.
"How do you know that?" Genet asked, wide-eyed and wondering. "We do not know what happened to what we were told was a seed mission because they stopped broadcasting millennia ago. The last message was sent just before they tried to enter Earth's atmosphere."
Tank's eyes blazed with an unholy intensity, and his entire body shook as if racked by an extreme ague--a hollow, echoey voice issued from his unmoving mouth. "The Aridians discovered our planet hidden within the Triangulum Galaxy. We fled into the stars again but were pursued relentlessly for over five thousand years. By the time we finally shook off the Aridian pursuit, our ships were old, worn, and damaged.
"The plotting computers were malfunctioning, and our techs weren't skilled enough to know they were. When we discovered Planet Earth on the far edge of the farthest point our charts extended to, the computer miss-programmed our entry into Earth's atmosphere.
"Three of our four ships burnt up upon entry, and the last crash landed where, Mister Zaffra, stated. As he said, by my compulsion, less than ten thousand of us survived, and we spread across the planet to hide our presence on Earth from the Aridians. We could no longer flee or fight back, so we hid. Even though our genes would dilute as we had offspring with the indigenous human and humanoid species, we hoped the Providian gene would remain dominant."
"What the fuck is happening?" Lieutenant Brian Bennett gasped, unsure if Tank was possessed, or what, and if he should shoot his friend.
General Zaha spoke from the doorway as he entered the cafeteria. "It seems one of our ancestors has remembered how to communicate from beyond the rift," he explained. "No one has contacted and spoken through a descendant since we left Providia." He addressed the spectral force inside Tank. "That Captain Tank Zaffra is your distant descendant is self-evident. But who the fuck are you?"
"The spoilt whelp I chased from my orchard too many times to count is now a general," the echoey voice somehow seemed amused. "What a change that is. General Zaha, Senior Researcher Lanner reporting. But not really. Addressing you from the void before we join our ancestors in the light would be more accurate."
"How long ago did you die?" Zaha asked.
"Slavers killed me around three and a half thousand years ago."
"Are there any other survivors still alive on Earth?"
"I do not believe so," Lanner replied. "However, my daughter, Morning Sun, AKA Bella Stark and Beyoncé Bonhomme, and her mother, Day Dawning, AKA Gigi Stark and Solange Bonhomme, live. They're in New York, New York. You need to collect them and all of those with them, including the one they call Big Daddy George. All of them except Big Daddy George are in their apartment tonight. I suggest grabbing George Peppard, AKA Big Daddy George, first."
"Why?" Zaha asked.
"You're not dense, General Zaha," Tank somehow growled in Lanner's spectral voice. "Despite evidence to the contrary, given I belted your ass more than six times for stealing fruit from my orchard. Work it out."
General Zaha's eyes widened. "Jaysus! Morning would be at least fifty percent Providian. What percentage is her mother?"
"I'll leave you to discover that," Lanner said. "Tank is too strong and is forcing me from his mind. When he re-emerges, ask him to stop fighting me and allow me to visit him in his mind when he meditates."
Tank's eyes lost their intense glow. He blinked twice and growled, "Who the fuck and what the fuck was that?"
"That was one of your many times removed ancestors, Tank," Zaha explained. "His soul, in your language, never crossed into the light. He remained to guide his daughter..."
"Morning Sun," Tank said, recovering from being taken over by a spectre. "Yeah. I heard everything Lanner said." Tank thought for a bit before addressing Genet. "Tell Panton to fire up a re-entry craft, get Landon, and we're off. Julie, you're with me."
He marched from the room with Julie scrambling after him.
"That was a smidgen intense," Brian understatedly joked. "Anyone else wondering what the fuck's happening?"
General Zaha sat and ordered when the waitress appeared. "When we Providians die, we're offered the choice to join our ancestors beyond the rift in the light or to stay in the rift, void, Lanner called it, and help our descendants. Most of us remain temporarily until we're sure our family is okay and then enter the light. Perhaps we're reborn, but no one knows. It seems Lanner has stayed in the rift to guide his daughter to this point.
"Senior Researcher Lanner was the foremost scientist we had. He and my father were fast friends, and he did, indeed, belt my recalcitrant ass many times for sneaking into his orchard and stealing fruit. Lanner was at the forefront of reverse engineering the downed Aridian spaceships, enabling us to escape their relentless attack.
"Lanner also made many significant improvements to the Aridian technology, making our ships faster, lighter, and stronger than theirs. Lanner also improved our weapons to outmatch the Aridians'. Lanner and his team almost singlehandedly saved the Providian people. Unfortunately, he couldn't save our home planet."
"These people, Morning and Day, who he described," Genet asked as her mind whirled, trying to understand what this meant for their chances to defeat the Aridian Armada. "Who and what are they?"
"What he said they are," General Zaha stated. "His daughter and his daughter's mother. He didn't say that Day was his wife or mate, so I assume he and her weren't in an exclusive relationship. But if Day carries at least some Providian DNA, then her daughter would be more than fifty per cent Providian. If they're over three thousand five hundred years old, then their Providian genes must be dominant over whatever else they are. I know of no other species that live that long."
The re-entry craft's pilot, Panton, settled his ship into geosynchronous orbit ten thousand feet above George's home in Hudson Yards, New York. He could have just as easily dropped it down to a thousand feet and teleported George directly onto the ship, but Tank wanted George compos mentis to reassure Morning and the rest that everything was okay. George would be out of it if they teleported him on board for at least an hour. They'd have collected Morning et al. well before then. Tank wanted Morning, her mother, and the others to choose to join them in the starship above. George could wait and worry until Morning joined him.
Panton teleported Tank and Julie into George's lounge. Simultaneously, Landen, the hover pilot, eased his ship onto George's back lawn. The craft fitted with at least six inches spare on every side, so the landing was simple, really.
George became aware of someone standing over him. Fearing the worst, George tried to surreptitiously reach for the handgun he kept under the pillow--a hangover from his days as a twenty-year-old pimp, fearing for his life.
"Morning will be devastated when I tell her I had to kill her mentor," a disembodied voice informed him.
George froze but bravely asked, "Morning? Why would the dawn care if I was dead?"
The voice chuckled before answering, "You don't know the name her parents gave her. You know her and her mother as Bella and Gigi Stark and Beyoncé and Solange Bonhomme. I'd also bet you don't know she and her mother are over three and a half thousand years old."
"What?" George asked confusedly.
The spectre in his bedroom chuckled again. "George, I'm going to turn on the light, okay? You're probably going to shit when you see who you're talking to, but no, you're not dreaming. So, bear with me, yeah?"
"Sure," George shrugged, wondering 'what the fuck?' His bedroom lights came on, and George blinked twice, his mind disbelieving what his eyes told him. "What the fuck are Tank Zaffra and Julie Angelina doing in my house?" He wondered.
"Get dressed, George," Julie smirked as George's eyes descended onto her extensive rack.
"Some privacy?" George requested. He was naked beneath the quilt.
"Nah," Julie teased as she turned. "Show us what you've got, big boy."
George disbelievingly laughed as he thought, 'Fuck it,' and got out of bed. The actors weren't there to kill him, he figured. So why worry? He knew he wasn't famous enough to deserve a 'This is Your Life'. or something similar, so he wondered again, 'WTF?'
George dressed in his standard attire: Slacks, button-down shirt, sports jacket, underwear, shoes and socks. Then, he followed the Hollywood pair out his back door. It was a night of never-ending disbelief for poor old George. He stared at the machine in his yard and wondered, 'How?'
A ramp lowered from the ship's rear, and George allowed Julie to walk him up, help him into a webbing seat, and buckle him in. The actors sat opposite him, but before he could ask a question, Tank Zaffra said, "Beyoncé, Solange, and the rest will have as many questions as you, so save them until we're all together."
Before George could respond, the actors stood and moved to another spot on the ship. They shimmered and disappeared. George gasped and wondered, 'WTF?' again.
The craft's internal hum abated, and George opened his mouth to say something. But before he could, the pilot explained. "We're on the roof of your friends' condo. I teleported Captain Zaffra and Lieutenant Angelina outside the condo's front door."
"How?" George stutteringly asked.
"Magic," Landen teased. Relenting, he added, "Inertia dampeners, teleportation devices, and many other things Earth doesn't have yet. Try to suck it up until Tank and your friends are here."
Outside Morning's condo's door, Tank rapped sharply. The door was partially opened, protected by a chain, and an ebony-black face appeared in the crack. "Yes?" The face asked.
"Morning Sun and Day Dawning, please," Tank requested.
"Who?" Cain asked, genuinely confused.
Tank rolled his eyes before replying, "Beyoncé and Solange or Bella and Gigi."
Cain's eyes flinched before he said, "Sorry, but nobody by those names lives here."
Having had enough, Tank placed his hand on the door and pushed. The door flung open, tossing Cain across the room. "You've done it now, fuckface," he snarled, clenching his fists and marching toward Tank.
"You're not good enough," Tank taunted, glaring at the six-foot-ten-inch (208 cm) man mountain before him.
Cain swung a fist the size of a Christmas ham at Tank's head. Tank shifted effortlessly back and jammed his thumb into Cain's swinging arm's ulna nerve, numbing his entire right lower arm. Cain grunted in pain and tried to drive an elbow into Tank's face. Cain was a successful Muay Thai exponent, winning many amateur bouts. Not before or since Bella and Gigi had dispatched him so quickly had he faced an opponent who had effortlessly dismissed his best attack.
His opponent jabbed his left elbow, and Cain's left lower arm hung uselessly, too. He still had his feet, though, and he launched a series of vicious kicks at the unknown man. The next thing that Cain knew was that he was dropping to the floor, clutching what he hoped weren't crushed nuts. Cain struggled not to fall further and get back to his feet. But unbelievably, he flew through the air, and his opponent held him suspended off the floor.
"Which door?" The man snarled. "Don't lie to me, or I'll break your idiot neck!"
Cain stared at the man who bore a startling resemblance to the actor Tank Zaffra. He dismissed that thought, and believing that Beyoncé would kick even this skilful fighter's ass, Cain indicated the door she was behind. He'd glimpsed Solange hurriedly entering the room and knew the 'sisters' would fuck this weirdo up.
Tank held the suspended Cain and instructed Julie to get the other women from their rooms and join him. He waited until Julie returned, herding two frightened fifty-ish women before her, and then he opened the door.
Tank heard, "Morning, Morning. You must wake up! We're under attack!"
Rolling off her bed, instantly awake and aware, Morning ignored her naked state and grabbed her Parashu battle axe. "Who is it?" She snarled, ready to kill. "Slavers?"
"No," Tank said, carrying Cain in by his throat. Cain's feet were at least two inches off the ground. "You have potential," Tank snarled into Cain's face. "After the chamber, you may seek me out for training."
Julie followed Tank into Morning's bedroom, shooing Antoinette and Eloise before her. Despite her diminutive size, Eloise turned, ready to attack her. Then, she halted, stunned. "Fuck me, but you're Julie Angelina!" She exclaimed before turning to Tank, who was casually holding Brandon off the floor. "And you're Tank Zaffra! What the living fuck?"
Tank casually tossed Cain across the bed and into the wall. He looked piercingly at Morning and said, "Beyoncé Bonhomme, also known as Bella Stark and Morning Star, we are not here to fight or harm you. Your man Cain here didn't want to let us in, and when I tried to insist, he attacked me. But as you can see," Tank gestured at Cain, "he's unharmed other than his pride. May we sit and talk around your table, please? Truly, I believe you will want to hear what I have to say."
Morning glanced at her mother and, at her nod, dropped her battle axe. "Very well, but it'd better be good, or I'll kick both your asses."
"Lanner sends his regards," Tank chuckled as his lengthy cock swelled. Morning did not look like the woman from his visions, but he knew she was her. "Morning, please, will you return to your natural form? It appears we are brother and sister, or maybe you might even be my distant mother. Either way, we share Lanner as an ancestor.

The End of Part 1.
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Aunt Liz's Bitch Part 02.

Author Note: This story finishes with what some will see as a gay sex act between a teenage cross-dresser and her twenty-one-year-old male lover. If this would bother you, please read no more.

Chapter 1.

After my aunt had taken my virginity, our lives fell into a regular pattern. Every time I made an improvement in my transition from an effeminate young man to a pretty young woman, such as improving my voice to sound feminine, Liz would reward me with sex. Of course, getting to have sex with my beautiful dominant aunt meant my transition was happening quickly. My makeup skills became exquisite, and I could readily change my looks to suit my aunt's tastes.
I'd been living with Liz for around six weeks before she trusted me enough to allow me out of her home. It was a Saturday afternoon when she came home from work and told me to freshen up my makeup and put some low heels on because we were going shopping. I was terrified, of course. People would instantly know I was a crossdresser, and they'd poke fun and laugh at me. I tried to protest, but as I've indicated before, my aunt is impossible to refuse, and despite my objections, I was sitting in her car on my way to Westfield Chermside Shopping Centre.
I wore a pastel-coloured top and skirt set and white 4-inch pumps. My Aunt Liz told me to stop being a whiny bitch and walk confidently beside her, or she'd put me over her knee in the shopping centre and spank me. I was terrified Liz would actually do that, so I pulled my shoulders back, straightened my spine, put a smile on my face, and pretended confidence I didn't have.
I was surprised by how few people noticed anything untoward and by the fact that most of the looks I got were appreciative. There seemed little realisation in the people's looks that I was an effeminate man dressed like a young lady. Instead, the men smiled at me, and a few looked at me lustfully.
"Remember to glide," Aunt Liz hissed quietly, and I smoothed my walk out and began placing my heels on the ground virtually in front of my toes. Doing that made my ass swing and sway, and I suddenly felt many men staring at my tiny, heart-shaped ass. I'll admit the feeling was pretty intoxicating because I was used to women ignoring me and disapproving stares from those who thought I was gay.
Liz took me to Bllini Shoes first. The shoes I'd been wearing, including the pair on my feet then, were from the closet in my bedroom. They mostly fit, but I struggled to wear them for more than an hour or so because they were all around a size too small. If the gorgeous shop assistant in the store realised I was a male, she certainly gave no indication she did. However, I did notice that she and my aunt were more than just acquaintances. The hug and kiss they shared when Aunt Liz and I entered the store was as close to sizzling as I'd seen.
Have I mentioned that trying to become erect when your junk is taped away or in a gaff is a bad idea? Yeah, in terms of pain, it's right up there.
Aunt Liz invited the saleswoman, Sienna Muller, to dinner the following night.
After greeting my aunt, Sienna helped me select several pairs of shoes to go with my growing wardrobe. The difficulties started when Aunt Liz insisted I needed several pairs of 7-inch heeled shoes. I could barely stand in them, let alone maintain my typical glide. However, Aunty stood firm, and I picked two pairs of pumps, two pairs of strappy heels, and one pair of platform heels to go with the others. It was a surreal experience to buy something without needing to look at the price and carefully consider my needs before making the purchase. We bought ten pairs of shoes for a total cost of more than two thousand dollars, which only added to the surrealism of the day.
After Sienna had promised to bring my purchases when she came for dinner the following night, my aunt led me to her favourite dress shops. Again, it seemed that Aunt Liz was more than 'just friendly' with the saleswomen she spoke to and got to help me. None of these women took any notice of me being a male either. I doubted that I was so convincing that they didn't know, so I guessed my aunt had feminised several young men before, and they were used to it or perhaps co-conspirators.
When the PA announced the centre was closing, Aunt Liz and I left the stores and stopped at The Elephant and Wheelbarrow Pub for dinner before going home. Several men at the pub tried to engage my aunt in a conversation but she shut them down hard, although if they merely ogled, she would preen for them.
"I like their admiring gazes," Aunt Liz explained. "But I don't want to listen to their inane blather."
I noticed my aunt smiled frequently as we ate. I guessed she was flirting with the ogling men, but her smiles seemed amused rather than flirty, so I wasn't sure. On our way home, Aunt Liz casually said, "You didn't notice the many men ogling and admiring you, did you, little one?"
"Me?" I disbelievingly replied. "They were looking at you, surely. Why would they stare at a man in a dress? Unless it's to point and laugh."
"Because you're a very pretty man in a dress," Aunt Liz grinned as she casually ran her hand over my groin.
Yeah. It's a really bad idea!

Chapter 2.

When we got home, my aunt sent me to change into one of my new outfits.
When I returned, we sat in the lounge and talked about current events. The war in Ukraine had settled into a stalemate, and there wasn't much news coming from that part of the world anymore. The press continued to push the Covid barrow, but given deaths from that disease were next to zero, I couldn't understand why. Of course, it appeared that Donald Trump would win the upcoming US election, which sparked some lively debate. Aunt Liz was quite pessimistic about what a returned President Trump would do. But I argued having a megalomaniac in The White House would probably make the likes of Kim Jong Un reconsider their actions. I also thought a war with China and/or Russia was less likely under President Trump than under President Harris.
The debate seemed to stimulate my aunt, and she moved so she could sit beside me and run her fingers under my short skirt. I'd removed my tucking tape and replaced it with a gaff, but let me assure you--trying to become erect when your cock is tucked into a gaff is equally as painful as when taped away. Nevertheless, or perhaps because of my discomfort, my aunt's fingers continued to stroke over my 'pussy'. After another round of exchanges, Aunt Liz took my hand and guided it onto her pussy. She then showed me how to straddle her clit with my first two fingers and stroke along her slit until I could plunge them into her slippery pussy.
It didn't take long before my aunt grabbed my wrist and shuddered as she orgasmed. Her heavy pussy fluids flowed over my fingers as she smiled happily at me. Unfortunately, she didn't offer me any relief, and we separated and went to bed not long afterwards.
I found a black rubber item on my dresser when I got to my room. I picked it up, wondering what it was. As I held it, I read the note. It said, "My darling girl, you need to begin preparing yourself to lose your 'girl virginity'. This is a butt plug, and although I'm sure it looks huge now you know what it is, it is actually less than four inches long and quite thin when compared to a cock. The narrow part of the plug after the widest point is designed to make it easy for you to hold the plug inside you. It will hurt to take that, so be my brave girl and accept the pain until it is fully inserted. You'll find lube in your top drawer, and I want to see you wearing this when you serve my breakfast in the morning."
Well, my aunt commanded, and it was mine to obey. I took the lube from the drawer and placed it beside the butt plug. Then I picked the plug up and compared it to my cock. As my aunt said, it was significantly smaller than my flaccid penis. My poor ass clenched at the thought of the plug going in there, but I wanted to please my Mistress, so I stripped naked and covered the plug with lube. Then, I squatted and applied lube to my back passage. I tried to insert my finger to lubricate inside me, but even that was painful to do. Next, I lay on the bed, pulled my knees up and apart and tried to insert the plug. But I wasn't brave enough to force the plug far enough into my ass for the wide part to go through my knot.
I tried to force it part way in and hold still, hoping the pain would lessen, but the awkward angle and slipperiness of the oiled object meant it constantly slid out. Frustrated, I sat up and considered my options. Thinking that it would be easier to insert it if I squatted, I tried that, but I was without success. My ass was simply too tight to accept the plug into it. Close to crying with frustration, I dropped onto my vanity stool. The pain when my stretched ass hit the stool gave me an idea. I put the plug on the stool and sat on it. It almost worked because the plug entered deeper than before with very little increased pain. However, the seat was too soft, and my weight forced the plug too far into it for the plug to slide entirely into my ass.
I knew what to do now, so I walked into my en suite and put the commode lid down. I placed the plug on the lid and then sat on it. With only a soft yelp when the broad piece parted my knot and slid through it, I was able to accept the entire plug inside my ass. I immediately noticed that I had little to no pain now that my sphincter wasn't being stretched.
It felt strange to have something in my ass. It wasn't precisely painful, but it was uncomfortable. I felt full, almost as if I was constipated and needed to take a dump. I rocked back and forth, thinking the plug might move and perhaps sit more snugly and less uncomfortably. However, when I moved, the plug's tip hit something inside my colon that felt delicious. My cock roared to life, and I took it in my hand as I wriggled on the plug. I came only seconds later, spurting huge globules of cum onto the floor.
After my orgasm finished, I pushed the plug out, cleaned and sterilised it, and then oiled it again. Then, I cleaned up my mess and tried to reinsert the plug into my ass. It went in easier than before, so I pushed it out and tried again. After four or five attempts, the plug slid into my ass without any pain, so I decided that was enough for the night. I cleaned and sterilised the plug before getting in the shower and washing my makeup off. Then, setting my alarm fifteen minutes earlier in case I had trouble taking the plug, I dropped off to sleep.
Strangely, my dreams were filled with my bully, Grant Bowers, sitting on my upper chest. Only this time, we were naked, and I knew I'd suck his cock when it loomed above my lips. I woke up from this dream (nightmare? Subconscious desire?) several times before finally settling for the night.
The plug entered my ass relatively easily when I tried to take it in the morning. I put my gaff on, added tight panties to ensure the plug would remain inside me and then dressed. Walking with the plug in was another weird experience, but my body swiftly adjusted to the item in my ass, and I was soon able to ignore it.

Chapter 3.

My Aunt walked in a short time later. It was her only full day off, so she was dressed casually in a white camisole top and white panties. Her cameltoe was delightfully evident against her opaque panties, which caused my typical problem with wearing a gaff. Doing my best to ignore her deliciousness, I made her an acai and fruit bowl and her typical flat white coffee. Taking them over to her, I sat in my usual position on her left. Sitting on the plug caused it to rub against whatever it was inside my ass, and I barely suppressed a low moan.
Aunt Liz grinned wickedly at me but didn't comment. Instead, she opened her tablet and began scrolling through her social media feeds. We ate breakfast in companionable silence with only a few times when Aunt Liz showed me a photo of one of her friends and asked my opinion of them to break it. But then she showed me a picture of someone she'd searched for on Facebook.
"Is this the Bowers boy you had trouble with?" She asked.
I looked at the photo and thought it probably was. His 'about' information said he'd gone to the same school as me, and the years he was there fit. However, the Grant Bowers in the photos was physically quite different from how he was when we were in high school. The Grant that bullied me was a pudgy young man. The man in the photos was leanly muscular. I still thought he was probably the same guy, though. "I think so. Why?" I asked.
"No reason," Aunt Liz dismissed.
I knew there was a reason she'd asked, but if I pushed it, I'd earn her displeasure, if not her wrath, so I wisely said nothing more.
After we'd finished our meal, Mistress Donnelly pushed her chair back, patted her thighs and said, "Lie across my thighs, little one."
Wondering what I'd done wrong, I fearfully obeyed, draping myself across my aunt's firm thighs as gracefully as I could. I'd worn another of my new outfits to breakfast. It was a reasonably conservative, mid-length, pastel-coloured skirt, but I'd paired it with a rather daring steel wire-reinforced top. My top's bra pieces didn't meet. It was held in place by the steel wire supports that looped around my neck instead.
Aunt Liz lifted my skirt above my petite, heart-shaped ass and pulled down my panties and gaff. She then opened her thighs and allowed my rapidly inflating cock to surge between them. My aunt then clenched her thighs around it as she manipulated the butt plug. She seemed to find the pleasure spot in my ass instinctively, and she spun the plug's top across it. Desperately trying not to embarrass myself by having an orgasm from anal stimulation, I groaned. However, my hips were lifting my butt to meet my aunt's thrusts, and I knew I'd lose the battle shortly.
"It's your prostate that I'm rubbing, little one," Aunt Liz informed. "Your P-spot. The male equivalent to a woman's G-spot."
Hearing my aunt speak and concentrating on her words helped me to quell my imminent orgasm, but then Aunt Liz picked up her ruler and brought it down onto my ass stingingly. I yelped because I was surprised by the sudden pain, but I managed to stammer, "One, thank you, Mistress," before the second strike stung my bottom. Then with an expansive groan, my cock spat its liquids on the floor and between Aunt Liz's thighs as a crashing climax shattered my body.
"Good girl," my aunt said happily. "You don't have a pussy. Therefore, if I want to fuck you, and I definitely want to fuck you, then it has to be in your ass. I'll put out a longer and thicker plug every Sunday for you to get used to until I'm happy that your ass can take my cock. Okay, little one?"
Aunt Liz couched it as a question, but I knew a demand when I heard it, so I replied, "Yes, Mistress."
"I'm going to my home gym to exercise, Dylan," my aunt informed me. "You will change and meet me there."
"Into what?" I asked confusedly.
"The yoga gear I bought you yesterday and snuck into your drawers," Aunt Liz grinned.
I walked upstairs, wondering how I'd missed her purchasing them. I guessed it must have been while I was changing. Opening my drawers, I found the outfit and put it on.
It fit perfectly, and I was about to walk to my aunt's gym when I saw a note in the drawer. It read, "You won't be able to exercise effectively with your ugly boy thing tucked away. So, I will pretend I do not see it, and you will not do anything to draw my attention to the disgusting thing. You'll need to remove your butt plug, too. I do not want you to wear it for more than an hour each day. You will practice with it before you go to bed and then wear it during breakfast the following day."
I took the yoga pants off, removed my gaff to free my cock and balls, pulled the plug out, washed and sterilised it, and then put the pants back on. I joined my aunt in her gym a little later.
She put me through a series of exercises designed to lean my body further and add some much-needed shape. If I did them religiously every day, Aunt Liz assured me I'd develop a narrower waist and a larger, more muscular butt. I'd never done much in the way of exercise before, and I quickly wore out what fitness I had. I knew I'd ache the following day.
"Go shower and change," Aunt Liz told me. "You'll find a corset hanging in your closet. Bring that back to the kitchen and wait for me."

Chapter 4.

I left, shaking my head and wondering what else my aunt had secretly bought for me. I showered and changed before putting on the same outfit from breakfast. Of course, I taped my cock and balls away so as not to offend Aunt Liz. I found the corset hanging where my aunt said it would be and took it to the kitchen.
It was another hour before Aunt Liz returned. She was dressed elegantly as usual in green trousers and a white, plunging neck top.
Aunt Liz helped me into the corset and tightened the laces until I could barely breathe. She sat at the table while I made coffee. We shared them, and conversation before my aunt said she was meeting some friends for lunch and asked, "Would you like to come too?" I was nervous about going out in public again, but I knew she wasn't asking, so I nodded with fake eagerness.
We got in Mistress' BMW X4 M SUV and drove into town, where we met five of Aunt Liz's friends. There was one friend, a stunningly beautiful, stacked woman probably a little older than my aunt. I kept glancing at her surreptitiously because I was sure I knew her. Aunt introduced her friends as Juana, Penny, Caoimhe, Maddison (Maddie), and Kate. The names clicked in my mind, and I realised I was lunching with some of the stars of The Adventures of a Slut Mommie. Kate was Kate Muggleton, the author of the series.
It was weird to think I was eating with five women I'd masturbated over when I read Kate's stories. I also realised that the four women other than Kate were the confirmed lesbians in Kate's stories. It made me feel even more inadequate than before entering the restaurant. These women, with the exception of the diminutive Caoimhe, were all amazons. They were big-chested, with narrow waists, pronounced bottoms and shapely legs. I was a skinny, titty-less male with little, if any, shape.
However, the inimitable Kate swept me into a conversation, and before I knew it, we were chatting as if we'd been friends forever. I asked about her onyx necklace and its matching ankle chain, and Kate proudly explained they indicated she was owned by her husband and son. She showed me the inscriptions that confirmed this. I then noticed that Caoimhe had a similar necklace and ankle arrangement and guessed that Maddison owned her based on how they interacted.
Talking with Mrs Muggleton allowed me to relax, and I soon joined in with several other conversations. I immediately knew I needed to thank my aunt for insisting that I took an interest in current world events. Juana fled Venezuela just before an arrest warrant for her anti-government newspaper articles. Because Aunt Liz had questioned me about President Nicolas Maduro and what his regime was doing in Venezuela, I could ask insightful questions and contribute to the conversation. I was happy when I saw that my aunt was smiling at me happily. She was proud I could fit in with her friends so readily.
After a pleasant meal and company, my aunt drove us home. She helped me remove the corset and told me to shower, do my makeup, and dress in the outfit she'd bring me while I was showering. When I exited my en suite, I found only a red hair band that had hair extensions similar to Princess Leia's in Star Wars and a tiny white thong. There was a note attached saying my aunt wanted my 'disgusting thing showing and not to tuck because it would please Sienna'.




Chapter 5.

I internally shrugged and put them on before doing my makeup as similarly as I could to how I remember Princess Leia looking. I'd barely completed my look when Aunt Liz walked in with the rest of my outfit. She helped me put on a stylish wig that covered the hairband and blended it with its hair extensions. Then she offered me a white dress. I put it on and looked in the mirror. I thought, 'No one will mistake me for Carrie Fisher, but I make a pretty Princess Leia imitator. My aunt clearly thought so, too, because she spent five minutes kissing and groping me as she messed up my makeup.
Reluctantly letting me go, Aunt Liz said, "Fix your makeup, and I'll wait for you in the kitchen. There are some white boots in your robe to go with your outfit."
I sat and repaired my face before putting the boots on and joining my aunt. I helped her to prepare dinner for ourselves and our guests. We were doing Braai seasoned pork slivers mixed through noodles and stir-fried veggies. We wouldn't put anything on to cook until Sienna got here because it would only take a few minutes to cook, and we didn't want the vegetables to be soggy when we served them.
Sienna arrived not long after we'd finished preparing the ingredients to make the stir-fry. Aunt Liz opened the door and welcomed her before guiding her to the kitchen. Sienna wore a sexy black miniskirt under a pastel pink, string-strap tank top and had 7-inch heel pumps on her feet.
I think we both impressed each other because we both gaped. Then, Sienna ran across to me and hugged me tightly before covering my face with kisses. "I'm going to call you Princess Leia all night," she gushed as her hand wrapped around my cock.
It began inflating immediately. I tried to twist away because I was worried about 'showing my ugly thing'. However, my aunt was having none of it. "Dylan McMasters, if your betters want to grope you, you will hold still and allow them to do so! Now, get on your knees and apologise to Mistress Sienna."
Of course, I did as ordered and immediately knelt before Aunt Liz's friend and kissed her shoes.
Sienna laughed delightedly and encouraged me to stand. Then, remembering my manners, I offered Ms Muller a glass of wine. I poured one for her and my aunt. They took it and sat at the dining room table.
I'd become reasonably proficient in the kitchen, so it didn't take long to sear the pork slivers, fry the vegetables, and boil the noodles. Once each part was cooked, I mixed them in the wok and returned them to a simmer. Then, I poured the mixture into a serving bowl, added serving spoons and placed the bowl on the table. I offered to serve, but the women sent me to refresh their glasses instead.
When I returned, I dished myself a moderate helping and sat in my typical position to my aunt's left. Upon sitting, I immediately noticed that I was lower than my aunt and Ms Muller and began to understand my aunt had a hierarchy where I was to be lower than everybody. However, I wasn't bothered by it because, after all, I was in the company of Goddesses, and I was a mere cross-dressed man.
I ate quietly because Aunt Liz was busy seducing Ms Muller, not the Sienna needed much seducing. Soft touches on her hands were replaced by soft touches on Sienna's face. Flirtatious stroking and playing with Sienna's hair became loving kisses, which became full-on snogs. I had my erection forced between my tightly gripping thighs, trying to prevent my 'ugly thing' from rearing its gross head.
Dinner was mostly forgotten, so I cleared my throat and politely asked if I could clear the plates. Aunt Liz didn't respond other than giving me a thumbs up, so I stood to clear the table. Of course, my recalcitrant erection burst through my thighs and tented my dress front lewdly. I spun quickly away to avoid offending my aunt, but not before Sienna smiled and winked at me. She, at least, seemed to appreciate a 'lady boner'.
When I reached the kitchen, I placed the leftover food in a container. My aunt would take some to work tomorrow, and the rest would be my lunch. I'd asked Aunt Liz if I could look for a job, but she denied me. My aunt thought I was still likely to do a runner at the earliest opportunity, although she had created an online account for me that I could use to make various purchases, so I wasn't completely shut off. I'd used this account to begin a Bachelor's Degree in Computer Science online. Doing the course online fitted with my inability to sit still for any length of time because I could do some work and then flit off until I was ready to do some more. Aunt Liz checked my work and progress every night. I'd receive one of her patented quirked smiles when she was pleased and a growl with a severe mien when I hadn't.
My aunt and Sienna were gone from the dining room when I returned. I was tempted to creep down to my aunt's room and see if I could watch them having sex, but doing so would be crass, and I had no desire to disappoint Aunt Liz if she caught me. So, instead, I went to my room, lay on my back and masturbated to my imagination.
I must have fallen asleep despite it being fairly early. A warm, wet mouth engulfing my slender 6+ inch cock awakened me. I groaned and instinctively reached for whoever it was head.
"No," a voice growled.
It wasn't my aunt, so I knew I was being blown by Sienna Muller. I was not about to complain! Leaving Sienna untouched, I gripped the sheets on either side of my body and gritted my teeth. I didn't want Sienna to think I was a two-pump-chump, so I used every tactic I could think of not to orgasm too quickly. I succeeded so well that Sienna lifted off my aching cock and said, "Cum for me, honey."
Of course, I was eager to comply, and with several surprisingly girly yips, I filled my aunt's friend's mouth with my cum.
"Good girl," Sienna muttered with her mouth closed. I found out why when she kissed me and pushed my semen back into my mouth. Initially, I was disgusted by her doing that, but then my cock lurched and stiffened. I had one troubling thought, though. Why did an image of having Grant Bowers cum in my mouth make my dick inflate so swiftly?
Sienna and I continued to kiss as she dragged me to the bed's edge. Once I was where she wanted me, Sienna pushed my knees together and back before ordering, "Push your cock through your thighs, baby girl."
I complied, and Ms Muller flipped my dress out of the way so my slender penis was exposed. Then, Sienna spread her legs outside of mine and lowered herself onto my cock in the 'Amazon position'. My heart sang as my previously virgin dick entered my second woman. The fact that I was in a very submissive position and completely vulnerable only seemed to add to my enjoyment.
Sienna rode me to several climaxes (for her) before she lifted off my throbbing cock. But before I could protest, I felt something probing at my ass ring. I guessed it was my butt plug, but when it entered me, I realised it was much larger than my usual one. However, Sienna was merciless, and, despite my femininely whined protests, she forced it through my knot and into my ass. It hurt! OMG, did it hurt! I was sure it was bigger than my previous plug by magnitudes. But then, Sienna manipulated it, and it hit that spot inside my ass. Suddenly, instead of trying to expel the intruder, I pushed back at it, and it slid inside me down to the narrow point at its base.
"Oh," I gasped as Sienna released me, and I let my legs drop. Doing that moved the plug in my ass, rubbing it on my P-spot again, and I grunted with pleasure. Ms Muller grinned wickedly before she added lube to my dick and her hand. Then she gripped the base of the plug and my turgid cock. Sienna stroked my shaft as she pushed the plug back and forth in my ass. Every movement stimulated my P-spot deliciously, and I had to warn Ms Muller that I was about to cum. Undeterred, Sienna capped her lips around my glans and pumped me vigorously. I filled her mouth only seconds later.
She seemed to enjoy feeding it back to me because after she'd accepted my gift, she moved to kiss me again, forcing me to receive my cum from her. After she'd completed the swap, Sienna smiled and said, "Don't worry, darling girl. You'll taste semen from its source soon enough."
I was unsure what she meant, but I could guess. Sienna was indicating that my Mistress would make me suck someone off in the near future. It was another thing I was uncertain about. Before Aunt Liz had crashed so forcefully into my life, I was a lonely, effeminate man who had no friends and no life. I wandered aimlessly from dead-end job to dead-end job whose only confidant was his mother, an emotionally unstable woman. But I had never had a gay thought in my life other than occasionally watching transporn for the illicit thrill. Plus, I'd never even considered trying on women's panties, so I worried about why I was allowing Aunt Liz to transition me.
What Sienna did next scared me probably even more than the plug in my ass. She took a penis-like vibrator out of her purse and made me fellate it until I could swallow it down to its rubber balls. "Good girl," she told me warmly once I could swallow it without retching.
"Time for me to go, baby girl," Sienna informed me. "Lave that plug in until you've had your shower and removed your makeup. Your Aunt's expecting you to join her in the lounge shortly, and she'll tell you when you can remove it."
I checked the time and saw it was after midnight. I knew Aunt Liz had to work in the morning, so I was surprised she was still awake. Still, I knew better than to keep her waiting, so I quickly showered, donned my Princess Leia dress and made my way downstairs. My aunt was waiting for me, looking her typical gracious self even at this late hour.
She smiled at me as I entered the room. Indicating that I should kneel at her feet, Aunt Liz guided my head until it lay on her toned stomach. "How was your experience with Sienna, little one?" She asked.
"Very pleasurable and exciting, Mistress," I replied honestly.
I couldn't see my aunt's grin but could hear it in her pleased voice. "What do you think of the taste of your semen?"
"Strange, Mistress," I admitted. "It is nothing I could imagine craving, but it's not unpleasant."
"Good girl," Aunt Liz still sounded pleased with me. Then she patted my head and said, "Show me your newest butt plug." I obediently turned and twitched my dress aside. Then I pulled my skinny ass cheeks apart to expose the plug. My aunt took its base in her hand and said, "Push." I pushed as demanded, and the plug popped out into her hand. She placed it aside before rimming my gaping ass with her fingers. "One size larger, and you'll be ready to receive a cock and lose your anal virginity."
"Must I, Mistress?" I asked in a small voice. "I'm not gay."
"No, you're not," my aunt agreed. "I suspect you're more than just a little bisexual, though."
I had nothing to say to that. My silence meant that Aunt Liz sent me to bed. I took off my Princess Leia dress and put on a short pink nightie and white panties to sleep in.

Chapter 6.

The alarm woke me at its usual time, and I inserted my new plug with some difficulty, dressed casually and walked to the kitchen to prepare my aunt's breakfast.
Aunt Liz bustled in later than usual, although she still looked as elegant as ever. She hurriedly ate her breakfast and downed her coffee before almost running out the door.
I started my day with a bit of housework, including vacuuming, changing the sheets and pillowcases on our beds, and doing the washing. I was out of chores by 10:00 a.m. and was at a loss as to how to fill my day until around 7:00 p.m., when my aunt typically arrived home. I opened my coursework, but I was currently up-to-date with everything I could do--a strange thing for me and my education. Being allowed to work frenziedly when the mood struck and then not doing anything for long periods suited my personality. As long as my assignments and assessments were on time, my professors seemed to care little about how it was done.
Bored, I began trolling through my Facebook account. I've had one since I was thirteen but hardly ever used it. My mother was my only friend on the account, which only served to remind me how alone I was before Aunt Liz rescued me. I searched to see what I needed to do to deactivate my mother's account and immediately came upon another of those seemingly unfixable problems that the deceased's relatives faced--I didn't have the documents Facebook wanted before they'd allow me, her only descendant, to deactivate her account. I made a mental note to ask my aunt if she had them. I'd learned Aunt Liz was the executor of my mother's will, so I guessed she would.
I didn't use any of the various social media apps very often, so I was unfamiliar with how to navigate around them. I could tell I had a message, but initially, I couldn't figure out where to access it. I eventually found where it was--under something called 'message requests--and opened it. To my shock and almost horror, the message was from Grant Bowers. It was short, only four sentences. He asked for my forgiveness and requested to talk via messenger with a view to meeting for a drink and mending the broken fences between us.
My first instinct was to delete and block him. My second was to type, "Fuck off!" and then block and delete him. But then, I remembered my dreams, and my cock lurched in my panties. It was increasingly evident that I was a submissive, girly boy, and being dominated by others was central to my self-image. I wondered what it would be like to be 'forced' to suck Grant's cock, and as I imagined doing that, I had unawarely taken my cock out. My sudden orgasm surprised and disgusted me, and I logged out and fled to my room.
I lay on my bed wondering if Roger, my former supervisor, hadn't been right--I was a faggoty queer boy who wanted a 'real' man like him to fuck my girly ass. I got up long enough to wash my makeup from my face and then lay back on the bed. I cried bitterly into my pillow, wishing my mother was still alive and that this nightmare would end.

Chapter 7.

I fell asleep and slept for most of the day. When I woke up, I searched for my old jeans, thinking I'd return to being a man and fuck what my aunt wanted. However, I couldn't find them, and there wasn't anything else masculine to wear in the entire house. I settled for high-waisted, black skinny jeans and a red T-shirt. I didn't do my makeup, and I didn't shave my face. Although I'd shaved when I woke up, and I don't have much facial or body hair anyway, and therefore, not shaving was probably moot.
I'd gotten out of bed and returned to the kitchen at about the time my aunt usually got home. Despite my internal rebellion against her forced feminisation of me, I began preparing our meal anyway--more proof of my innate submissive disposition.
If Aunt Liz noticed anything untoward with my appearance, she never mentioned it. Instead, we ate dinner with our usual companionability. We spoke about her day, current events, and the week to come. By the time I'd served my Mistress a glass of white wine and she'd left for the lounge, I felt pretty ridiculous for wanting to disobey her. After all, my aunt was my sole surviving relative. Well, perhaps my dad was out there somewhere, but she was as far as I knew. And why I was rebelling was no longer clear to me.
After rinsing and putting the dishes in the washer and pouring myself a glass of wine, I joined Aunt Liz in the lounge. My aunt smiled at me before indicating that I should kneel before her again. I obeyed, and she took my hands in hers. "Okay, little one," Aunt Liz said firmly but not unkindly. "What's up your sexy ass?"
"Nothing," I denied.
"Do you wish to add lying to me to disrespecting me?" My aunt queried.
"No, Mistress," I replied quickly. "How have I disrespected you?"
She ran her hand over my unshaven face before patting my cock, which bulged against my tight trousers. "Oh, I don't know, Dylan," she drawled. "How do you think you've been disrespectful?" She gave me a tight smile. "Now, tell me. What's gotten up your ass? Am I not treating you fairly? Am I asking too much of you despite the fact I ask so little?"
"I'm not gay," I muttered. "It seems like you're trying to make me want to suck a cock, and I don't like it."
"Baby girl," Aunt Liz said firmly. "You will suck a cock or take one up your ass whenever I order you to. You tell me that you don't want to," she took my stiff cock in her hand, "yet your boy clitoris throbs and aches in my hand. Stop lying to me, Dylan."
"He beat me, Mistress," I wailed as tears sprung from my eyes. "He punched me and sat on my chest. And made me feel utterly useless.
"Who did?" Mistress Donnelly asked.
"Grant Bowers," I replied. "I know you've been exchanging messages with him, and he sent me a friend request." Aunt Liz stroked my hair and held my head to her lap as I cried. Eventually, I lifted my head and looked at her. "I'm gay, aren't I? That's why the boys always teased me at school, and the older men haze me wherever I work."
"No, little one," my aunt assured me. "You're experimenting with your sexuality because I'm giving you the opportunity to. When you have finished experimenting, I hope you will choose to be my girl and enter into a relationship with me that is similar to what Kate Muggleton has with her husband and son."
"You want me to belong to you?" I tremulously asked.
"Yes, my dear," Aunt Liz assured me. "I want you to be my good girl forever."
"If I don't want to be a girl?" I fearfully asked.
"Then, you will obey my conditions for staying here until I am convinced you can make it on your own. But all play between us stops, and I will not allow you to interact with my guests because they, too, do not want to see an ugly boy when they're in my home."
"I want to be your girl, Aunty," I said in a small voice before my slender body was racked with sobs again. Saying what I wanted seemed to release a dam inside me. I realised that my aunt wasn't trying to turn me gay. Instead, she wanted me to experience everything about sex before I committed to being her girl permanently. I knew Aunt Liz would ensure that I had sex with several women and probably at least two men so I could compare those experiences. Suddenly, I wasn't afraid of experiencing sex with a man. In fact, I anticipated the act.
As if she'd read my mind, Aunt Liz said, "Yes, I've been speaking to Grant Bowers on Facebook. He's keen to meet you, little one, and he hopes you'll be dressed all girly for him."
"Will you come with me when I meet him?" I pleaded.
"I will take you to meet him, my girl," Aunt Liz offered. "But Grant will be too intimidated to talk to you if I'm there. He knows he has a lot to apologise for."
"When does he want to meet?" I asked nervously.
"Kate's coming for dinner on Saturday," my aunt mused. "So, I'll arrange for you to meet Grant for lunch on Sunday. Then, if you're comfortable, he can come for dinner."
I doubted I'd be comfortable, but I knew saying so would make my aunty cross, so I murmured, "Okay." However, the thought of having the incomparable Kate Muggleton in my home was titillating, I must admit. I thoroughly enjoyed meeting her and our conversation, and I hoped it wasn't just Kate being polite to a friend's nephew (niece?).
"There's my girl," Aunt Liz said warmly. "How about we change into something more comfortable for lounging around in? That will give you a chance to clean up."
I accepted the mild rebuke guiltily by lowering my eyes to the ground and blushing. "I'm sorry I offended you, Mistress," I whispered.



"It's bound to happen occasionally as you adapt to the new you, honey," my aunt said amusedly. "At least this time, I didn't have to take my cane to your pretty ass to quell your aberrant behaviour."
I gulped and quickly left the room to shower, shave and change. I returned only a few minutes later dressed in my pink nightie and nightie shorts. Aunt Liz wore a white bralette and panties. As is typical for her, Aunt Liz's cameltoe showed delightfully when she sat.
I fetched us glasses of wine, and we sat chatting happily about this and that until it was time for bed.

Chapter 8.

I slept well, although dreams of Grant Bowers sitting on my chest after beating me up continued to haunt my dreams. It seemed my subconscious had never forgotten his fist breaking my nose and the intense pain I felt. Towards the end of the night, the dreams morphed into those of dominance, and my school bully became the handsome man from my message. I woke up with my hand around my slender 6+ inch cock and about to cum. I managed to get some tissues over its head before I messed my sheets, and I fell back asleep, confused about why I seemed to want my bully to dominate me.
The week passed quietly as I immersed myself deeper into my emerging feminine personality. I'd even taken to wearing my 'chicken fillet' bra enhancers daily. My dick spent more time taped away or inside my gaff than hanging free, and I began researching ways to make my cock and balls smaller. However, I asked my aunt about 'bottom gender reassignment surgery, and she was horrified.
"No!" Aunt Liz exclaimed when I told her what I wanted. "I want you to keep your cock. In fact, if there were a way to make it bigger, I would encourage you to do so."
"But you called it an ugly thing that you never wanted to see," I confusedly protested.
"And I do not wish to see it or even remember that you have one, Dylan," Aunt Liz answered. "But you remember me saying I liked my girls using strap-ons on me?" I nodded. "I also giggled and teased that you had a built-in one. Plus, little one, although I want nothing to do with the useless male at the end of it, I enjoy cocks. I hope you will become my 'dick girl', and I can taste your semen and have you fuck me when I'm horny."
Who in their right mind is turning that offer down? Instead, I researched ways to make myself look more feminine that wouldn't affect my libido or my ability to get an erection. I continued to refine my makeup skills and dressed to accentuate what little shape I had. I continued working on my degree whenever new units arrived, but I was as advanced as they would currently let me be. My aunt had allowed me to use her gym, and I worked out daily, trying to add some shape and size to my skinny bottom.
Saturday night came, and I was in a bit of a tizz trying to decide what to wear. I'd completed my makeup and had my walk-in robe open, searching for the right outfit to impress our guest when Aunt Liz swept into the room. "You're in for a treat tonight," she informed me as she handed me a black, rubber-look latex singlet and placed a thick collar around my neck. Then, to my shock, my aunt knelt and peeled away my tucking tape, freeing my cock and balls. Next, my Mistress took my swiftly inflating cock in her mouth and sucked me to complete rigidity. Then, before I knew what she was doing, Aunt Liz placed a rubber cock ring around my shaft's base and my balls, holding the two apart.
"Perfect," she said after I'd pulled the latex singlet on. She took me by my cock and led me downstairs.
To my surprise, Kate was already standing in our kitchen, leaning against the bench in the corner with a glass of red wine in her elegant hand.
Aunt Liz released me and then glared at me as I stood there shielding my erect cock. "On your knees before your Mistress," she hissed.
I guessed she meant before Kate by where my aunt looked, so I moved across to kneel before her. I tried to hide my erection, but Kate laughed throatily and said, "Leave it out, honey. It looks like you have a delicious morsel for me to eat later."
I tried to ignore my rampant erection as I made dinner, but it was difficult when every time I looked at Kate, she'd lick her lips and smile. In my addled, horny, and overwhelmed state, it was lucky that I was only making a basic chicken Caesar salad. Searing Moroccan spiced chicken slivers after adding fried bacon bits to shredded cos lettuce wasn't a task that was too taxing. Nor was poaching eggs and adding them and parmesan cheese.
After mixing everything together, I set the table, removed a bottle of white wine from the fridge, opened it, poured three glasses, and bade the others to help themselves. I moved to take my usual spot beside Aunt Liz but was sent around the table to sit beside Kate. Kate's hand surrounded my throbbing shaft as soon as I sat. I looked at my aunt, seeking guidance, but she ignored me and engaged Kate in a conversation. I didn't know what else to do, so I concentrated on eating my salad and following the conversation. They were talking about investment finance, which was something I knew very little about.
Kate explained how she'd taken over running their new consultancy firm while her husband was in Europe, drumming up support for his new business. He'd taken their daughter, Krissy, and by her comments, Mrs Muggleton not only approved of her husband and their daughter being intimate, she actively encouraged them to be. I hadn't read as far as Krissy's deflowerment yet. I was currently reading 'Four Days with Kath.', where Kate's rape had been confessed to her husband, and their marriage was struggling under the weight of her confession.
We'd all finished eating, but Kate showed no sign of releasing my rampant erection. Instead, she winked at my aunt and stood, dragging me up with her. She led me up the stairs and to my room, where she encouraged me to sit on the edge of the bed. Then, Kate knelt and swallowed my entire cock in one practised swallow. Her fingers slid along my taint and rimmed my tiny dark star. Of course, I climaxed almost immediately. I'd been on edge for nearly ninety minutes, and it was a miracle I hadn't gone off in her hand before now.
Kate lifted herself so we could kiss, and she fed my cum back to me in the kiss. My teenage refractory period wasn't particularly long anyway, and with the ring keeping my blood in my penis, I don't think I softened at all. In what's becoming the only position I'm allowed to have penetrative sex in, Kate pushed my knees together and back. Then, she forced her hand between my closed thighs and gently pulled my cock through them until it was under them. She asked me to hold my knees back and then took my cock back in her gifted mouth.
I heard her spit and wondered why. My explanation came when Mrs Muggleton turned to face away from me. Then, she reached between her legs to grab my dick and then lowered herself onto it. Now, as you've read, Kate is only the third woman I've been inside. But even so, it did not feel like a cunt was gliding down my rigid pole.
Kate confirmed it when she vociferously groaned, "I knew your cock would be perfect for my ass, baby girl."
'I'm in an ass?' My confused brain asked, and then it added, 'OMG! I'm fucking the divine Mrs Muggleton in her sexy ass!' Somehow, I managed to last until I felt Kate's ass spasming on my cock and heard her groan as her orgasm hit. Unable to contain myself any longer, I effeminately squealed as I filled her warm, tight ass with my cum.
Kate told me to hold still, and I felt her lubed finger probe into my ass. The tip of a butt plug quickly followed her finger, and I groaned in pain as my poor rectum was stretched beyond what it had ever been. "This plug is about the length and width of a 7-inch cock," Kate informed me as she relentlessly pushed it into me. "When you can take this readily, you'll be ready to lose your anal virginity." After another firm push, the plug slid through my knot, and my sphincter closed around the thin part at its base.
I groaned again as my body struggled to adjust to having something so big shoved in through a hole that things were only supposed to exit. Kate released my legs and took some wipes from the container beside the bed. She cleaned my cock before oiling and stroking it. Then, Kate forced her hands between my thighs and gripped the base's bottom. She unerringly found my P-spot and quickly elicited another orgasm from me.
Kate smilingly licked my semen from my body before kissing and feeding it to me. "Leave that in there for thirty minutes, honey," she advised me. "Then, push it out, clean it, and repeat. No more than an hour, though."
Kate then described something she called Kegel exercises and made me perform them until I could do them to her satisfaction. Next, Kate brought out a rubber penis-like dildo about the same length and girth as the plug in my ass. She made me practice fellating that until I could swallow its entirety without gagging. After that, she patted my face fondly and said she hoped we'd get to play together again soon but wasn't sure if her husband would allow her to play when he got home. Kate kissed me goodbye and left.
My ass adjusted to being stuffed full of rubber cock, and the thirty minutes before I could remove it passed without any pain. But when I tried to pull it out, OMG, did it hurt! Have you ever been constipated and had to push out a large, dry turd? Yeah? Imagine that by three. I learned later that I needed to remove a plug that big more often and re-lube it so it didn't dry out and adhere to my sphincter. However, it didn't seem like I'd done any damage, and after re-lubing it, it went back inside me without too much pain. I only waited a few minutes this time before I pushed the plug out, applied lube, and pushed it back in. After that, it seemed to sit comfortably in my ass until the entire hour had passed.
I got up early enough to re-insert the plug and go to the kitchen to make breakfast, although I didn't know how many I'd be cooking for. My aunt and Kate came into the kitchen, holding hands and giggling around 8:00 a.m. They were both completely starkers!
The two women dragged me over their knees and flipped up my skirt. Then, they pulled my panties aside and examined the plug. Aunt Liz took hold of it and ordered, "Push," and it popped out. "Ohh, that is so sexy," they said simultaneously as their fingers probed into my gaping asshole.
"Do you remember those exercises I taught you last night, Jillian?" Kate queried.
I guessed she meant me, but 'Jillian'? "Do you mean me?" I asked.
"Yes," Aunt Liz explained. "Kate and I discussed a new name for you, and we thought Jillian was similar enough to Dylan to work."
"Oh," I mumbled. Although I liked the name, I wasn't sure about the implications of letting Kate and my aunt call me that. I added, "Yes, Mrs Muggleton. I do them as soon as I push the plug out."
"Good girl." Kate and Aunt Liz said together.
I asked them what they'd like for breakfast and then made the smoothies requested along with coffee. We ate at the table where I was instructed to sit in my usual position--to my aunt's left and lower than my Mistresses. Kate left immediately after breakfast. I'd done all the housework, so I made Aunt Liz another coffee and then changed to meet her in her gym.
After we'd completed our workout, it was time to shower and prepare to meet my school bully for lunch.

Chapter 9.

I had difficulties getting dressed because my recalcitrant cock kept 'rising to the occasion'. In the end, I had to retrieve an ice pack from the freezer and hold it against my balls until my dick had wilted enough to be taped away. To meet Grant, I chose my olive-green A-line midi dress and my backless, halter-neck top.
I did my makeup to look as feminine as I possibly could at this early stage of my transition and added some light jewellery to intensify my feminine appearance. I chose sheer black stay-up stockings and black slave-collar high-heels to complete my look.
I'm sure I chattered like a bird the whole way to the Pig 'N' Whistle pub and restaurant, but I really don't remember the journey because I was so nervous. Aunt Liz parked a little away from the restaurant, but I couldn't make myself leave the car. I sat beside my aunt, shaking and too scared to move.
"You need to do this to move on, little one," Aunt Liz said encouragingly. "You need to reconcile your fear with your desire for this man."
I knew she was right, so I took a deep breath and stepped out of the car. My knees shook, and I looked beseechingly at my aunt, but I squared my shoulders and glided into the bar/restaurant. I spotted Grant as soon as I stepped up to the 'Please Wait to be Seated' sign. Grant was much leaner and more handsome than I remembered him being.
When we were at school together, Grant was taller than most, but he was a pudgy kid. My mother had speculated that Grant became a bully almost reflexively. He was bigger than most and clumsy to boot. Therefore, he hurt the other kids even when he didn't mean to. My mum conjectured that becoming a bully was better for him than being known as big and clumsy. If he was a bully, he was intentionally hurting kids and not just because he couldn't help it.
Grant was looking expectantly at the entrance but hadn't realised who I was. The greeter guided me to his table, and Grant stood up disbelievingly. "Jaysus!" He exclaimed. "Dylan? Wow, dude, have you changed!"
Strangely, I winced at 'dude'. I did correct him by saying, "I prefer Jillian now." Then, I thought, 'Wow! How did that happen so quickly?' I'd been given a new name only a couple of hours earlier, and weirdly, I'd immediately adopted it despite being a male and my new name being feminine.
Grant offered his hands, and I placed mine in his. His thumbs wonderingly touched my long, dark-red painted, false nails. Then he raised them to his lips and kissed the backs of my hands. A shiver of unwanted desire raced up my spine, and my cock lurched in my panties despite being taped away.
Still not a good idea!
Grant helped me into my seat and then sat opposite me. I'd instinctively rested my hands on the table, and Grant took them in his again. His thumbs stroked my nails again before he kissed their backs again. I watched Grant's eyes, mesmerised. I knew that if I didn't pull my hands away, I would be lost, and Grant would soon be my first male lover. But I couldn't pull my hands away. My cock lurched again, and unfortunately, Grant thought I was grimacing because he was holding and kissing my hands. He released them as they'd scalded him, and he blushed embarrassedly.
"Sorry," Grant mumbled as he nervously picked up the wine list.
I put my hand on him in what I imagined was a seductive manner and tried to use a sultry voice. "No, Grant, I wasn't bothered by you touching me. It's a pain thing." I hesitated before lamely finishing, "The way I'm dressed means when certain things happen, I hurt."
"Like what?" He asked, taking my hands in his again.
I blushed before answering, "Well, if this goes well, then you might get to find out."
Grant looked at me quizzically before his eyebrow arched, and he said, "Oh?" Then realisation hit, and he blushed as red as I was and said, "Oh! Umm. Well, I guess that's good for me and bad for you, huh?" Changing the subject, he asked, "What would you like to drink?"
"My mother and I couldn't afford to drink alcohol," I replied shyly. "My aunt is teaching me how to choose the best wine to go with my meal, but I'm still woefully ignorant. Do you think you could choose for us?"
"I was sorry to hear about your mum," Grant said sympathetically. "I wanted to come and say hello and offer to help, but I was pretty sure you wouldn't want to see or talk to me."
"You're right," I replied. "I would probably have freaked out if you'd turned up at my house."
Before Grant could answer, a waitress came to our table and asked if we were ready to order. He muttered something about being a beer drinker and having no idea what to order. Then inspiration hit, and he asked the waitress, "What would you recommend for two inexperienced wine drinkers to have with their meals?"
The woman looked at me dubiously before saying, "After I've seen some ID, I'd recommend a basic Chardonnay for chicken dishes or, if you're eating steak or lamb, then a simple Cabernet Sauvignon would be best. They're both lovely, drinkable wines that don't require an experienced palette."
"We'll have a glass of each," Grant said confidently.
"Yeah, I'll need to see some ID first," the waitress demanded.
Grant rolled his eyes and took his wallet out. He removed his licence and handed it to the woman. I opened my shoulder bag and did the same. The waitress glanced at mine, and her eyes went wide. She had about four looks between my licence photo and me before she decided it was me. She handed our licences back without further comment before asking, "Are you ready to order food?"
"Can you give us another five minutes, please?" Grant asked urbanely. "We haven't even looked yet."
"Sure," the waitress responded. "I'll bring your drinks straight back and then give you a few minutes to decide."
Grant watched her go before picking up the menus and handing me one. I noticed that he hadn't openly ogled the waitress' ass as most guys would have done. Grant took a quick look at the menu before saying, "I'll have the rump steak cooked rare, with chips and salad. What would you like, Dy... ahh... Jillian?"
I smiled guiltily because, of course, as a girl, and the menu lacked many lighter meals a woman could enjoy, I'd made the inevitable choice. "I'll have the barramundi, grilled, and a salad."
"Jeeze, Dylan," Grant chuckled. "You really are just a girl now, aren't you?"
"Just a girl?" I asked archly. "Isn't it that I'm not that has you here this afternoon?"
"Your aunt intimated that I'd be surprised by how you look, babe," Grant chuckled. "But I had no idea."
Surprised, I asked, "You didn't know I was becoming feminine?"
"Liz said you were moving toward the person you were meant to be, but I didn't know that was a girl." He hesitated before adding, "You're very pretty. I mean, I knew you from before, so I know you're... you were... a guy. But wow, Jillian! Any man would be proud to have you on his arm and as his girlfriend!"
"Thank you, I think," I said. "Umm... So, you're into cross-dressed males?"
Grant blushed furiously before saying, "I've watched a lot of futanari porn, but that stuff is only fantasy. I know that. However...," he blushed deeper, "I've got a boner over you that just won't quit."
I had no idea how to respond to that, but fortunately, the waitress returned with our drinks and to take our order.
After the waitress left, Grant took my hands in his again. He looked at me before earnestly saying, "I'm sorry about high school. You know how it is? I didn't understand what was happening, and it freaked me out, so I made myself feel better by beating the faggot that made me react like that." I felt an unknown but deeply felt tension knot snap in my mind, and I began to cry. Grant didn't know what to do, so he held my hands and mumbled, "I'm so sorry, Dylan. I didn't understand what was happening to me."
"The problem is this, Grant," I sniffled. "I don't think I'm gay. I know I'm dressed like a woman, and my aunt wants me to experience being with a man, but I don't think I'll ever want to be your girlfriend."
Grant looked disappointed but said, "I understand. I hope you'll let me be your friend, though." Then he cheekily added, "Or maybe 'friend with benefits'."
"Maybe," I said, giggling. "I need to go wash my face and redo my makeup."



"Sure," Grant agreed, releasing my hands and leaning back. "I'm not going anywhere unless you tell me to."
I nervously entered the ladies' bathrooms, but no one seemed bothered by my presence. I washed my face and redid my makeup before returning to the table in time for our meals to arrive. Dinner was surprisingly enjoyable, except that Grant kept apologising for his past behaviour. In the finish, I had to remonstrate with him quite firmly. Although I never would forget what he'd done, I wanted today to be a reset of our relationship, and the past needed to stay there if we were to succeed in establishing our friendship.
By the time we'd finished our coffee, we'd become friends, although not yet the type I knew Grant wanted to be. However, I found myself sneaking admiring glances at him when I was sure he wasn't looking, and when he touched my hand or arm, my taped-away cock twitched and tried to lengthen. It was nearing time for us to separate, and I hadn't yet drawn the courage to ask him home for dinner. Grant caught me staring at his lips and wondering what it would feel like to be kissed by him. "What?" He asked.
"Nothing," I stuttered before blurting, "Would you like to come to my aunt's place for dinner tonight?"
"Yes," Grant agreed, pleased that I'd invited him. "Your aunt said it was a possibility, and I hoped you'd ask."
"No guarantees of anything other than dinner," I immediately added because I was now as nervous as hell. Did I want a boyfriend? I didn't think so. Did I want to get to know Grant better? Yes, that would be nice. Did I want to be fucked by him? Well, that's the $64,000 question, isn't it? My conscience said that was gay, and I wasn't gay, so hell no! My dick had other ideas. The ache in my balls from my cock trying to become erect was constant now, and I was sure precum had soaked my panties.
"Of course not," Grant said politely as Aunt Liz joined our table. Grant smiled at her, "Hello, Mistress Liz," he said. "Nice to meet you face-to-face."
"You, too, Grant," my aunt acknowledged. "So, Miss Jillian, have you invited your friend for dinner yet?"
"I have," I replied, blushing.
"Good," Aunt Liz stated. "I'll text you my address, Grant, and we'll see you at 7:00 p.m. sharp."

Chapter 10.

I think I babbled incoherently the whole way home because I cannot recall any of the conversations we had. It wasn't until we reached my aunt's kitchen and she handed me a glass of wine that I quietened down. "Jillian, honey," my aunt said as she placed the glass in my hand. "Take a hefty swallow and relax, for goodness sakes!"
I gulped about half the glass, took a deep breath, and let it out slowly, making myself slow down and relax. Once I had myself under control, my Mistress asked how lunch went. After I'd described Grant's apology and how we'd found plenty of mutual interests to talk about, she asked, "How did it feel to be pursued? To have someone trying to seduce you?"
"Confronting at first," I replied as my eyebrows drew together, thinking about what Grant had said and done. "Then, confounding because I couldn't believe I was responding that way to him."
"That way?" My aunt asked.
"Like a giddy schoolgirl on her first date," I grinned.
"It was your first date, wasn't it?" Aunt Liz asked teasingly, and my face fell because it was. I'd never had the courage to ask a girl out on a date, and none had ever approached me. "And now look at you," my aunt continued to tease. "You've got a beau who's coming a courting this evening."
"Shivers," I exclaimed, and then did just that--shivered. It was surreal. Me, a man who had never wanted or thought of being anything else, was about to take a male lover. Did that make me gay? I guessed so, but was it gay when I was imitating a woman? Yes, still, probably. I didn't know. All I knew was that I had to run upstairs and release my cock and aching balls so I could rub one out to relieve the stress.
I excused myself to do just that, but as I exited her kitchen, Aunt Liz said, "No masturbating when you go upstairs, Jillian." Stricken, I turned back only to see my aunt smiling amusedly. "I want you to be as horny as all hell when Grant gets here, then you'll probably allow him to seduce you. If you aren't horny, you'll chicken out and not go through with it."
'Shit!' I thought, but I obeyed my aunt. I still went to my room, but instead of rubbing one out, I shaved and moisturised every inch of my slender body. Then, I used skin prep on my face several times to make my face as smooth as possible. It was close to three hours before Grant was due for dinner, and I had no idea how to fill that time in. I decided to go to my aunt's gym and work off some excess energy. I was happy to see my aunt was there already.
By exercising every day, my fitness had definitely improved, but I was not in the same class as my aunt. Because of her enormous knockers, it was easy to overlook how leanly muscular my Mistress was. It was strange in some ways because the man would typically grab all the shopping bags from the boot and tote them all inside simultaneously. Maybe the 'little woman' would grab one or two before her 'he-man' grabbed the rest. But in my case, my aunt hefted most of the bags in at once, and I straggled behind, struggling to carry two or three items.
After an hour of exercising, I thought I was tired enough to take an afternoon nap, perhaps. But unfortunately, as soon as I entered my bedroom and saw my girly things, my libido and excitement simultaneously grew. I knew I'd need a cold shower and an ice pack if I were to have any hope of fitting my slender 6+ inch cock into my gaff.
I spent the last hour before Grant was due getting ready. I repeated my efforts with the skin prep and then slowly and carefully made my face up. My aunt had bought me some clip-on earrings, so I added a dangly pair and a gold necklace she'd also bought. I chose my pink A-line miniskirt and paired it with a white, backless halter top. Because we were at home, I put on my white wedge sneakers and made my way downstairs.
Unusually for us, Aunt Liz had bought rib eye steak to cook for our guest. I was in the kitchen making potato wedges when I remembered my first night at my aunt's house. I asked, "Aunt Liz, are you okay with a man entering your home? I remember you saying on my first night here that no man had ever stepped foot in your house since you bought it. Tonight, you'll have two of us."
"Firstly, my dear," my aunt said warmly as she wrapped her arms around me. "You're hardly 'a man' anymore. And secondly, there are always exceptions to any rule. So, I think I can make an exception for Mr Grant Bowers."
I thanked her for her consideration and then finished cutting the wedges. I put them inside a plastic bag filled with the seasoning my aunt had made and shook them vigorously. They'd go in the air fryer about ten minutes before I was ready to sear the steaks. I'd just completed making a basic lettuce, tomato and grated cheese salad when the doorbell rang. My aunt had given me the current code for opening the doors and windows, though she'd change it after tonight. I think I was close, at that stage, to earning her trust enough that she'd stop changing the code, and I'd be allowed outside without supervision.
I opened the door and found myself greeted by an extensive bouquet of roses. They lowered, and Grant's handsome head looked over them, smiling at me. I tittered behind my hand, embarrassed that he would go to such lengths for me.
My aunt walked up behind us and chuckled before saying, "Are you going to make the poor man stand there all night? Or are you going to accept his gift and allow him inside?"
"Oh," I gasped, even more embarrassed than before. I took the flowers and said, "Sorry, Grant. I'm a little overwhelmed, as I'm sure you can tell. Come inside, please."
Grant moved forward and leaned in to kiss me, but I chickened out and turned my head so he kissed my cheek. He smiled understandingly before bringing out a much smaller bunch of posies and offering them to Aunt Liz. My Mistress took them, smiling happily at Grant's thoughtfulness.
As we walked to the lounge, I surreptitiously checked my guest out. Grant was dressed similarly to how he'd dressed for lunch. This time, he wore a dark blue muscle shirt over blue jeans. His jeans clung delightfully to his lean, muscular ass and legs, and I admired his tight buns as he walked.
Aunt Liz had bought some beer for Grant, so I got a can and some glasses of wine for my Mistress and me. Similarly to lunch, the conversation flowed smoothly with few of the awkward silences that often occur when people are getting to know each other. It seemed that Grant had become an electrical apprentice after he'd left high school. One of his mentors was a thirty-year-old gay man who promptly seduced him.
Admitting to his homosexuality freed him from his anguish, Grant explained. Until his mentor had seduced him, Grant felt confused and angry because he felt he should be attracted to women but just wasn't. There was an extra wrinkle when Grant discovered he was more attracted to effeminate men, girly boys, and transgirls than masculine ones. He thought if he liked girly boys, he should prefer vagina to cock, but again, he just didn't. Then he remembered our frequent battles and how they always ended with him sitting on my chest and him looking down at me.
It was time to begin making our dinner, so I left Grant with my aunt and went to the kitchen. I put the wedges in the air fryer, made the table, and fetched the salad from the fridge. I had a few minutes before I'd need to put the steaks on, so I got Grant another beer and refilled Aunt Liz's and my glasses. After I'd done that, it was time to put the steak on. It didn't take long to sear them to preference, and I had dinner on the table not long after.
Things got a little stilted and uncomfortable towards the end of our meal. Grant hoped I'd ask him to stay longer, but he feared that either my aunt or I would tell him to go home. I wasn't sure what I wanted to happen. I guess I hoped my aunt would take over and make me do things with Grant. But she knew this was a pivotal moment in my young life and ensured I'd make the decision I wanted. It was clear to me that I was moving toward being wholly feminine all the time. But despite my investigations into minimising my dick because I thought it would please my Mistress, I enjoyed using it too much to want to lose it. But did I want to use it with a male? That was the question.
The thought of being dominated by Grant, being forced onto my back and having him straddle my chest excited me. But at no stage did my desires shift to wanting to use my cock to fuck him. If I were to be with a man, then it would be as a woman, meaning they would fuck me, and I wouldn't fuck them. 'However,' my inner demon giggled. 'If they want to suck me, then that would be okay!'
I'd almost chickened out and thanked him for an interesting night when the doorbell rang. "That would be Penny Squire," Aunt Liz said, standing up. "Have fun, you two," she added as she picked up her shoulder bag, entered the door code and left.
My heart jumped into my mouth when my aunt left the house, and I turned my worried eyes to Grant. He was smiling at me reassuringly as he stood and took my hand. Grant picked up his beer, handed me my glass of wine, and led me into the lounge. Grant sat on the sofa and encouraged me to sit in his lap.
It was another new experience for me, but I immediately decided I liked it. Sitting on my manly man's knee with his arm casually draped around my hip felt very submissive and feminine, which was something I had begun enjoying very much. It made my world seem a less dark, dreary and dangerous place. It got better when Grant turned my head with his palm and pulled me down for a kiss. I froze initially because this was my first kiss from a man. However, I knew by the way my cock lurched I wanted this; I just had to overcome my society-induced reluctance to accept a gay romance. I kissed him back as my palm held his face.
After that first kiss, I became like a giggly schoolgirl who'd just had her first kiss. Grant would touch me, and I'd kiss him. He'd say something, and all I could do was watch his mouth and kiss him when he shut up. He'd shuffle, and I'd kiss him. He didn't move and only breathed, and I kissed him. Grant's hands roamed across my slender body, igniting my passion. My tucked-away cock was so stiff it threatened to break out of its gaff and spring into view.
Grant's hand moved to my inner thigh, and he cautiously stroked higher, waiting to see if I'd object. I didn't, and Grant's fingers explored across my pantie. He felt my restrained cock and freed it from its prison. His strong hand wrapped around it, his thumb stroked my frenulum, and precum poured from my cock's eye.
I had my hands inside Grant's muscle shirt, and I marvelled at his leanly muscular pecs and washboard stomach. I insistently pulled his shirt out of his jeans and pulled it over his head before casting it aside. Simultaneously, Grant had moved me so that I straddled him, and his deft fingers skilfully rimmed my hole. Then, he pulled my skirt above my hips, placed his hands on my hips, and lifted me until I was high enough that he could take my straining, slender cock in his mouth.
"Not going to last," I panted as Grant lashed my glans with his tongue and sucked firmly.
It didn't dissuade him, and when his fingers found my tight, dark hole again, I orgasmed into his mouth. Grant lowered me down and wanted to kiss me. I understood then why my aunt, Sienna and Kate had forced me to eat my own cum, because kissing Grant's cum-messy mouth didn't bother me at all.
"Shall we go upstairs?" Grant asked hopefully. I nodded and picked up his shirt. Then, we held hands as I took him to my room.
Grant began undressing when we reached my bedroom, but I stopped him and whispered, "It's a girl's task to undress her man." He nodded, and I knelt submissively before him. I undid his laces and took Grant's shoes and socks off first. Then, I unbuttoned his jeans and pulled the zipper down. Next, I pulled Grant's jeans down, and his thick 7-inch cock bounced into view. I momentarily blessed Aunt Liz's foresight. If she hadn't prepared my ass to take this monster by insisting that I accepted plugs into my ass, I would never have been able to take Grant as my first lover. As it was, despite its impressive girth and length, I knew it would readily slide into my virgin ass.
I moaned at the thought of Grant's rampant todger splitting me open and hesitatingly took it in my hand. I tried to wrap my mouth around it but whimpered, suddenly very afraid. I didn't know if I could, but I definitely knew I shouldn't. Underneath that was the insatiable need to submit. "You have to make me," I whimpered.
Shocked by my words, Dylan said, "Jillian? What? No, I can't force you to do that. It would be so wrong."
"No," I sobbed. "I want to, but I'm scared. I want you to wrestle me into submission, throw me on the bed, kneel on my chest and make me suck your cock." Grant looked doubtful, but I pleaded, "Please, Grant. Just like you used to." I tried to smile around my tears and added, "Just don't punch me in the nose, okay? Grant still wasn't sure, so I pushed his chest and lightly slapped his face. "You're nothing but a bully," I snarled in my male voice. "You can't even control a bratty kid!" I slapped him again and turned to run.
As I'd hoped, Grant growled and leapt after me. He ripped my top, bra and skirt off before I could kick off my heels and jump onto the bed.
Grant caught me before I could escape over the bed, and he flipped me onto my back and sat on my chest. His knees rested on my upper arms, preventing me from using them to fight back. He looked down at me smilingly. I looked up at him and felt my slender 6+ inch cock straining against my panties. Grant leaned back and gripped it.
My eyes lowered, and I fascinatedly watched his sturdy 7-inch cock grow over my face. It was like my nightmares, dreams, and fantasies had all come to life. My dick was more rigid and throbbing than it ever had before. Then, as I feared/hoped he would, Grant let go of my dick and pinched my nose closed. Of course, I had to open my mouth to breathe, and Grant slid his cock into my mouth. He kept inching more and more of it in, obviously expecting me to gag. However, with the practice I'd had with Sienna and Mrs Muggleton, I accepted Grant's cock inside my mouth with ease, and his balls soon rested on my chin.
"Good girl," he crooned, pumping in and out of my mouth. I had little idea what constitutes a good blowjob, so I concentrated on doing to Grant's dick what Aunt Liz, Sienna, and Kate did to mine. I bobbed my head down to meet Grant's inward thrust and pulled back as he withdrew. Then, as I felt his glans near my lips, I lashed it with my tongue and sucked firmly.
"So good, baby," Grant cooed. "I'm going to cum in your mouth, okay? Be a good girl and swallow it all for me."
I sent a silent thanks to my aunt for teaching me what I needed to know to be a good girl for my man. With a series of low, guttural grunts, Grant filled my mouth with his sperm. I swallowed the first two but then held the rest. When he'd finished and eased his cock out of my mouth, I opened wide to show him I'd saved his cum. Then, I swallowed showily, making a pantomime of enjoying his salty seed.
Grant grinned delightedly before sweeping me into his arms and kissing me passionately, seemingly undeterred by his cum being in my mouth. We kissed as our hands explored, and our passion rose. I was about to try and push Grant away so I could go down on him again, but instead, Grant kissed down my neck and across my flat stomach. I didn't have a six-pack yet, but it was getting there. Then, his mouth surrounded my throbbing cock again.
It was the same as earlier. Grant's blowjob was much more forceful than the women who had given me one. He sucked more firmly and bobbed much faster than any of them. Plus, even though Grant was clean-shaven, his face was much rougher against my groin than the women's. However, Grant's oral skills were exquisite, and I soon lost control and ejaculated into his mouth again.
Grant didn't come up to share a cum kiss this time. Instead, he moved my legs back and apart and then pushed my knees until my ass rose to meet his descending mouth. Then, he tongued my ass until it was wet enough for him to insert a finger. Recognising that my ring parted readily, he added a second and then a third, constantly using his tongue to add much-needed lubrication as he did.
"Lube?" Grant asked. And when I indicated the top drawer, he took the tube out and oiled his throbbing cock and my dark fuck hole. "It might hurt a bit when I enter through your knot, darling," Grant informed me. "Or not," he chuckled as he slid home without a problem.
Strangely, when Grant's cock opened my virgin ass, I felt the same joy as when my aunt took my 'boy virginity'.
Grant lifted onto his knees with my claves over his shoulders. He stroked into me as he gripped my cock in his right hand and masturbated me. I was aware that Grant was changing his position slightly every few strokes. I realised why the next time he pushed into me because his cock's head hit my P-spot. I yipped girlishly and jerked on his cock. Hia answering grin told me he knew what he'd done, and he maintained this angle as his hand gripped my cock harder, and he masturbated me firmly.
It became a race. Would my clenching ass flip Grant over the precipice of his imminent orgasm, or would his rampant todger teasing my P-spot and his tightly gripping hand on my cock tip me off of mine? It turned out to be a tie. Grant came slightly before me, I guess because it was his cum splashing over my P-spot that set my climax off. However, we spurted cum, him into me, and me over his hand and my belly, simultaneously. To my surprise, once his post-orgasm shudders had stopped, Grant lowered his head and used his tongue to clean my splodge from his hand and my body. Then, he kissed me and, of course, fed my cum back to me.



After our cum kiss, I pushed him off me and fetched wet washers from my en suite. Grant was on his back with his arms behind his head. He smiled happily as I carefully cleaned his before taking it back in my mouth. When he was erect again, I lay on my stomach. Grant oiled his cock and my ass and fucked me from behind until he came in my ass a second time. After cumming, Grant rolled me over and sucked me until I filled his warm mouth again.
We tried a few other positions until, despite my best efforts, Grant's dick wouldn't rise to the occasion again. We slept with Grant on his back and me lying partially across him with my head on his broad chest.
I woke up before him and awakened Grant with a morning blowjob. Then, we shared a shower, dressed, and went downstairs in time to make my aunt breakfast. I was about to go and knock on her door when she and Penelope Squire came into the kitchen. I made Grant bacon and eggs on toast and smoothies for us girls. Penelope and Grant left not long afterwards.
My aunt, who I'd learned had taken the day off, helped me make coffee, held my hand, and led me to the sofa in the lounge. "Well?" She asked after we'd made ourselves comfortable.
"It was nice for a change," I admitted. "It felt good to be dominated and made to feel weak and girly, but it's not something I'll want or need regularly. I prefer making love with you or the other women you've allowed me to."
"So, little one. Do you think you'll be happy being my dick girl and learning to be my slave?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, dropping to my knees before her and kissing her feet.
Aunt Liz smiled proudly down at me.

The End.
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Slut Babysitter: The Perverter.

Zoe Carter looked down at her at her naked, nubile 18-year-old body. Tomorrow was her nineteenth birthday, and she was trying to remember how many lovers she'd perverted in the last year.
Wiping the mist from the shower glass, Zoe examined her body in the bathroom mirror. She cupped her 34B breasts and strummed her perfect pink nipples. Then, she let her hands slide down her ribcage to her slender 24-inch waist and onto her tight, size 34 ass. She touched her trimmed bush before letting her fingers find her sweet little nubbin and play with it. Zoe's friends jokingly called her Miley because of her resemblance to the famous megastar, but Zoe didn't see it.
Her latest project was such a sweet young thing, she thought. Fourteen days after his eighteenth birthday was when she'd met him. Brett had two younger sisters, twelve and ten, and his mother didn't consider Brett mature enough to look after them when they went out. So, they hired Zoe Carter, babysitter extraordinaire. The one babysitter in four suburbs in any direction from her bayside home who never had a single complaint from her charges.
'Who's going to complain when I fuck them?' Zoe giggled to herself. 'Oh, shut up!' she admonished her imaginary critics. 'I only fuck them when they turn eighteen. And it's not like I groom them before that age. I just like virgins!'
Virgin boys, virgin girls, they were all the same to Zoe. She'd pervert them all. The boys were the easiest because they didn't have the same sex hangups the girls sometimes had. But what girl didn't like a facial and a face and neck massage? From there, it was a short step to a back massage and an even smaller one to a full-body one. Zoe knew precisely what non-genital places to touch erotically to inflame her prey's libido. By the time she'd completed their massage, they were putty in her hands, so when she lowered her head and gently sucked and licked a nipple as her skilled fingers found their clit, they orgasmed instead of objecting.
Of course, with the boys, it was as simple as 'dropping ya boobs out and grabbing their cocks'. It didn't matter that the young men would cum in their pants before she'd gotten their cocks out. Nor did Zoe care if they came a second time once her hand was around their bare shafts. Most would pop a third time as soon as she lowered her mouth onto their cocks. Their fourth orgasm would also be into Zoe's questing mouth. Then, their fifth would typically be as soon as Zoe had guided them into her. Most would gain some control by then, and Zoe would teach them how to make love to a rampantly sexual woman. Zoe was sure her conquests' later sexual partners were grateful for her expert tutelage, even though they would probably never know who their boyfriend's sexual tutor was.
"Hey, Daddy," Zoe said as she skipped happily into the kitchen. She stopped long enough to hug him and kiss his stubbly cheek before taking a bottle of mineral water from the fridge and sitting beside him at the breakfast bar.
"Hey, pumpkin," Luke Carter, Zoe's father, responded as he absently rubbed where his daughter had kissed. Luke knew reacting sexually to your daughter was at the top of the list of no-noes for a father, but his daughter was a force of sexual nature. Luke's male friends had all expressed their admiration for his youngest child. Zoe was the only one of Luke's four children still living at home and his only female offspring. Zoe had trailed his three sons by more than four years and had been a surprise for Luke and Lisa, her mother. They'd given up trying, and Lisa hadn't bothered going back on the pill because it didn't seem she could get pregnant again.
"I can't catch a damned cold, let alone another child," she good-naturedly grumped when another visit from her monthly visitor occurred.
"You working tonight, pumpkin?" Luke asked, carefully keeping his eyes off his daughter's deep cleavage.
"Yeah," Zoe answered. "I've got another gig for Ms Samuels and her three kids."
"That's the one where the boy's like eighteen, but his mother doesn't trust him to look after his sisters, right?"
"That's the one," Zoe agreed.
"Must suck for him," Luke mused.
"Must I, Daddy?" Zoe asked mischievously. "He's only eighteen, and I'll get in trouble if I do!"
"What?" Luke asked confusedly before blushing bright red and adding, "Oh! Umm... No, you mustn't! Figure of speech, young lady," Luke finished, growling.
Zoe hugged her father and said, "Just kidding, Dad. You know I'm your good girl." She batted her eyes outrageously.
"Good, like your mother was 'good'," Luke muttered. He'd taken Lisa's virginity at the earliest opportunity and married her when Lisa turned twenty-three. Not because he wanted to wait that long but because Lisa wanted to complete her master's degree in architecture before she married. Luke suspected that Lisa had 'indulged in gratuitous sex' while at university, but what he didn't know couldn't hurt him. Besides, it wasn't as if he was particularly exclusive with Lisa during that time either.
Luke left for his job. Luke worked for Transport and Main Roads, Queensland. Part of his task was to try to marry the state-controlled roads and their traffic lights with the reluctant, recalcitrant Brisbane City Council systems. He hadn't seen much success over the previous twenty years. "Those idiots in City Hall build an overpass to fix a hot spot," Luke often railed. "Never considering that all it does is move the blockage further out of town." If Luke had his way, all the main arterial routes, such as Old Cleveland Rd, Gympie Rd, and Wynnum Rd, would be turned into freeways and be damned to the whining homeowners along those routes.
Lisa had already left for work before Zoe had gotten up. So, knowing she was alone, Zoe sat on her sofa, unbuttoned two buttons and adjusted her skirt so her engorged clit and wet entrance, as well as her firm breasts, showed in her tablet's built-in webcam. When she was happy with how she looked, she instant messaged Brett. It was school holidays. So, she knew he'd be home, but it would depend on whether he could escape from his overbearing mother and take the call. He could.
"Hey, Zoe," Brett said excitedly before gulping, his eyes widening with anticipation when he saw his babysitter's gash.
"Can you play, baby?" Zoe asked as she played with her exposed nipple.
"Yeah," Brett said breathily as his hand found his pants over his cock. "Mum's at the shops, and she took the brats."
"Then, take it out for me," Zoe demanded.
"Do you want me to get naked or just take my cock out?" Brett asked as he pulled his shorts and underwear down.
"Get naked, baby," Zoe said seductively, her hand moving to spread her pussy lips for the young man to drool over.
Brett kicked his pants aside and pulled off his T-shirt.
"Take your dick in your hand, Brett," Zoe ordered. "But no cumming until I say so, okay?"
Brett gulped before saying, "Okay." He gripped his sturdy 6-inch cock in his hand and began stroking it.
Zoe smiled at him and shrugged her blouse and bra off her shoulders so her tits were exposed to Brett's avid gaze. She heard the young man groan as she balanced the tablet on the coffee table so she could free her hands. She leaned forward until her high-sitting, widely-spaced 34B breasts filled the screen. She pinched her mauve nipples and crooned, "You're doing great, Brett. Keep edging, honey, because it'll help you last longer when I fuck you later."
Although she'd been tempted the first night she'd sat for the Samuels, Zoe wasn't sure how deeply Brett's sisters slept. The last thing she needed was to be caught fucking their brother by his preteen sisters. So, Zoe had bustled around the house after the girls had gone to bed, seeing how much noise she could make before they'd either complain or come out to investigate. That experiment taught Zoe it would be safe to fuck Brett later tonight when the girls had gone to bed.
"Gawd, Zoe!" Brett panted. "I can't stop it!"
"You can and you will," Zoe said coldly. "Or you won't get to fuck me tonight. Grab your shaft by its base and squeeze hard. Tell me when you're good to start again." Zoe turned off her camera to give Brett a chance to cool down.
She heard him groan as his cock threatened to explode anyway, but after several gasps, Brett said, "I'm good now, Zoe. You can turn your camera back on."
Zoe adjusted her tablet so it was looking at her gash between her salaciously spread legs. She had her index finger on her clitoral hood, and she pulled it back to expose her flushed clitoris. Zoe knew Brett would cum as soon as her camera opened, so she said, "You can cum for me this time, baby. But I want you to keep stroking until you're ready to go again, okay?"
"Okay," Brett willingly agreed.
Zoe reached awkwardly with her right finger and turned her webcam back on. Her flooded pussy burst into Brett's sight, and his rampant cock burst semen immediately in response. "Faaaaaarrrrrrkkkkkkkk!" He breathed awedly as he captured his splodge in a hastily grabbed tissue.
"Keep stroking, baby," Zoe demanded as her orgasm neared. "When you hear me cum, I want you to cum, too, deal?"
"Yes, Zoe," Brett agreed readily. His eighteen-year-old libido was overwhelmed, and even though he'd orgasmed only a few seconds before, he was already about to cum again.
Zoe avidly watched Brett pump his precum-leaking cock as her orgasm came upon her. Then, as her eyes closed and she imagined taking it in her mouth later, her climax hit, causing her body to shake and shudder as her breath locked.
"Oh, Gaaaaawwwwddddddddd, Zoe!" Brett moaned as his tight little nutsack cramped against his shaft and sent its fluids racing through his shaft to explode into the tissue.
Zoe opened her eyes and smiled as she languorously stroked her wet slit and delved her fingers into her pussy. "That was so good, baby." She continued to stroke and dip as Brett's cock slowly reinflated. "I want you to record me, but only for a few seconds, okay? Then, whenever you can get away from the shrew, I want you to watch it and have a wank, alright?" Brett nodded and pushed the record button. Zoe spread her pussy lips for the camera for a few seconds before turning her webcam off. "See you tonight, baby," Zoe said before adding. "Oh, Brett?"
"Yes?" Brett asked the blank screen.
"If I even hear that someone has seen that recording, I'm going to the police and telling them you tried to rape me," Zoe said firmly and then disconnected the call.
'Shit!' Brett thought. He'd told his mates about the hot, honey-blonde babysitter his mother had hired and how she seemed to flirt with him. They'd all laughed and told him he was dreaming, of course. That shit might happen in some porn writer's fevered imagination, but it didn't occur in real life. He had looked forward to showing the disbelievers the short clip Zoe had allowed him to take. However, although he was sure the cops would recognise Zoe was making a revenge complaint, the investigation was certain to include informing his mother and her parents, too. It would probably also get around his school. Brett reluctantly decided to delete the clip after he'd obeyed Zoe's directive.
The day passed uneventfully, and Luke dropped Zoe off at the Samuels' home. Brett's mother would drop her home when she returned from the symphony. That wouldn't be until after midnight, and Zoe anticipated having at least two hours to introduce her eighteen-year-old target to the joys of sex. Zoe had dressed conservatively in a loose pair of blue jeans and a baggy T-shirt. What the older Samuels woman needn't know was that underneath her drab clothes, Zoe wore suspenders and silk stockings and a matching electric blue half-cup bra and panty set. She also had black, 7-inch, slave collar heels in her bag. She'd put them on after she'd stripped for Brett. Brett would shit when he saw her ensemble; Zoe knew that. So would his mother if she knew she planned to show it to her son and let him explore as much as he wanted.
Part of Zoe's duties tonight was to cook dinner for her charges. After Brett's mum let her in, Zoe walked to the kitchen and greeted the three youngsters waiting there. She speculatively eyed the elder of the two sisters, Matilda, who was twelve. If there would be trouble tonight, then Matilda would be the most likely cause. Zoe was aware that Matilda had picked up on her brother's infatuation with her, and she knew Matilda would watch like a hawk, trying to ensure nothing untoward happened.
Zoe looked in the fridge to see what Brett's mother had left for her to cook, which, of course, was chicken breasts. 'Growing teenage boys need red meat,' Zoe thought, remembering how much her older brothers ate during those years. 'Red meat, lots of calcium from milk and cheese, and plenty of dark green vegetables.' She checked the milk, and of course, it was soy. 'Disgusting,' Zoe thought. 'But it fits the image of the typical devouring mother.' She briefly wondered what had become of Brett's father and whether his father was the same as the girls.
Fortunately, Zoe had anticipated that there'd only be chicken and had brought steaks. She offered her charges a choice. Matilda, as expected, wanted chicken, but Brett and Grace, the youngest sister, opted for steak. Zoe then provided a choice of oven-baked chips and eggs or a fresh salad, and the same pattern followed, only it seemed Matilda became affronted that Zoe would 'go against her mother's food choices'.
"Has your mother banned red meat, eggs and dairy from the house?" Zoe asked innocently.
"Well, err, umm... no," Matilda stammered. Then, in a rush, she added, "But if Mum wanted us to have steak tonight, she would have put some out!"
"Does your mother ever put steak out?" Zoe queried, using the same quiet voice.
"Well, no," Matilda said reluctantly.
"It'll be a nice change for your siblings then, won't it?" Zoe said brightly. "Are you sure you wouldn't prefer a nice, juicy steak?" She teased. "Medium rare, with just the hint of blood dripping when you slice the meat open? Hot, runny eggs pouring their yummy goodness over your tomato sauce-covered chips?"
"No," Matilda stubbornly replied as the other two enthusiastically stated, "Yes, please!"
Zoe asked Matilda to get out two pans. She quickly slivered the chicken, added some butter and all-purpose seasoning, and set them on a high heat. As the chicken cooked, Zoe took out a lettuce, a tomato, some capsicum, and mushrooms. She diced and sliced them into a basic salad and added it to Matilda's plate. The chicken slivers quickly followed. Zoe handed Matilda the plate and turned her attention to cooking the steak and eggs.
Simultaneously, while making Matilda's dinner, Zoe had the oven chips baking in the gas oven. When they were nicely browned, she turned on a gas burner and heated the second pan to searing. She seared the three steaks on both sides to seal the flavours in and then turned the heat down to cook the steaks to medium rare. As she waited for them to finish, Zoe washed the first pan and put it on to heat up. She added butter and the eggs when the pan was hot enough, and they were ready when the steaks were. Not long later, Zoe ate with Brett and Grace at the dining room table. Matilda had eaten her dinner in a huff and had gone to her room.
Other than checking on Matilda to ensure she hadn't snuck out, something Zoe herself did when her parents or brothers had pissed her off, Zoe didn't have much to do. Around 10:00 p.m., the girls had repaired to their rooms, and there was no light showing under their doors. Zoe waited another thirty minutes before she slid silently into Brett's room. Brett sat up when Zoe touched his face, and he smiled eagerly.
Zoe indicated for him to stay quiet, and then she removed her T-shirt and draped it over Brett's bedside lamp. She turned it on and turned her back on him. Then, she wriggled her firm, rounded ass and slowly, seductively removed her jeans, leaving her in her suspenders, stockings, bra and panties. Swaying her hips sexily, Zoe crossed to her bag and removed her slave collar 7-inch stiletto heels and put them on, ensuring her tight ass was sensually swaying for her young paramour's eyes to drink in.
Zoe turned to face Brett, who had pulled the sheet back, revealing he was naked. Brett's hand was wrapped around his throbbing 6-inch cock, and he stroked it as he ogled Zoe. Zoe smiled welcomingly, sashayed across Brett's bed, and knelt before him. She encouraged the young man to sit on the bed's edge, and when he had, she lowered her head and sucked Brett's virgin cock into her warm, wet mouth.
Brett's hands instinctively found Zoe's head, and he tried to pull her further down his cock. She was happy to oblige, and when her lips hit Brett's hairy abdomen, Brett stifled his groans as his nuts compressed against his shaft and his prostate cramped, blasting semen into his urethral tube and sending it hurtling into Zoe's willing mouth. Zoe swallowed Brett's first two eruptions before pulling his cock from her mouth and directing the rest over her tits. Brett disbelievingly watched as Zoe gathered his cum from her breasts and fed it into her mouth.
Zoe tried to kiss Brett, and he turned his head away. She knew most guys would do the same thing, but she wasn't having a bar of it. "Asshole!" She spat, getting to her feet and walking to her bag.
"Zoe, wait," Brett pleaded.
With her eyes blazing, Zoe whirled around. "I give you your first-ever blowjob, and you won't even kiss me to say thank you? Fuck you, Brett! If you won't give, then you're nothing but a taker. I hate takers, Brett, and I certainly won't fuck them!"
"You have my cum in your mouth," the young man protested.
"So?" Zoe quietly but vehemently snarled. "If you go down on me, will you expect me to kiss you afterwards?" Brett nodded. "Sauce for the goose, asshole."
"Huh?" Brett wondered.
Zoe rolled her eyes, and then, in her best bogan, she drawled, "What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. Or, for those unedgimicated among us: What is good for the goose is good for the gander!"
"Oh," Brett said, realising that if he expected Zoe to kiss him after he'd gone down on her, then he'd better kiss her after she'd given him a blowjob. Well, he could refuse, but he knew if he did, Zoe would follow through on her implied threat and storm out. "Please, Zoe, may I have a kiss?"
"Do you deserve one, asshole?" Zoe asked snidely.
Desperate not to lose this opportunity, Brett got out of bed and crossed to Zoe. He was much taller than the diminutive babysitter, so he had to bend over a long way to lick his cum remains from her breasts. Impressed despite her anger, Zoe reached behind her and undid her bra. Brett eagerly, if clumsily, attacked Zoe's breasts with his mouth and tongue.
"Ouch!" Zoe yelped, cuffing Brett's head. "I'm not a bone, nor are you a dog worrying one. Softly, gently, and lovingly, you oaf."
Truthfully, however, Brett was learning rapidly. More than once, Zoe had stormed out of a seduction target's bedroom and refused to sit them again because they wouldn't let her kiss them after she'd blown them. If that happened, only an abject, crawling-on-their-knees apology would convince Zoe to give them another chance. After all, when you're bisexual, the world literally teems with potential sex partners. And even if you restricted yourself to virgins, there were still plenty to choose from.
"Hmm, that's better, baby," Zoe crooned as she arched her chest to push more of her firm left breast into Brett's mouth.
Brett's hands were clumsily fumbling around Zoe's pussy, but it wasn't time for him to go there yet. Brett needed to realise that men go from zero to blow in mere seconds. Women, however, need closer to ten to twelve minutes before their motors are redlining and they're close to cumming. The time to use your fingers on a woman's cunt was either when she guided you there, or you could feel the heat of her arousal pouring from her pussy. Zoe took his hand and guided it back to her nipple. Brett immediately tried to feel her up again, but Zoe stated, "No," firmly, and guided his hand back to her breast.



Brett took the hint and gently squeezed and massaged the breast he wasn't suckling. Zoe let him do that as she guided his actions by moaning when he got it right and telling him what she wanted when he was too rough or even too soft. Eventually, Brett moved smoothly and confidently between Zoe's breasts, alternately playing with one as he sucked and licked the other and then swapping.
Zoe's arousal grew as her lover's technique improved, but she could feel Brett's cock bouncing against his stomach, and she wanted to reward his patience. So, she knelt before him, looked up appealing, and guided his rock-solid, 6-inch cock into her mouth. This time, Zoe gripped Brett's ass and pulled him as deeply into her mouth as he could go. Her nose mashed against Brett's sparsely covered abdomen as her fingers probed into his ass. Of course, if you got a teenager's cock buried in your throat, he will let you do almost anything you want. True for most males, if it comes to that. He filled her greedily sucking mouth only seconds later.
Brett accepted the kiss when she stood and tried to kiss him this time. Zoe smiled because she knew her young man was suppressing his revulsion. She also knew he'd quickly get over it. Zoe grabbed Brett's still rampantly erect cock and led him back to his bed. Then, she slowly, seductively stripped her panties off for him. She made moves any stripper/pole dancer would be proud of. She gyrated her ass in his face, cupped her firm breasts and bent her head as if to lick her nipples--she couldn't because they weren't big enough for her to reach. However, the imagery seemed to excite the young man, so she did it again.
Zoe climbed onto Brett's bed, still wearing her suspenders, stockings, and heels. She leaned back against the headboard and lifted and parted her knees. She placed her index finger on her clitoral hood and pulled it back, exposing her corn kernel-sized clitoris. "Use your tongue on me," she ordered.
Brett gulped but eagerly dove between Zoe's salaciously spread legs. He remembered his lessons from Zoe about her breasts and was soft as he tongued her clit and pussy. Zoe guided Brett with whispered words of encouragement and soft moans when he got it right. Before long, Zoe was on the cusp of an orgasm. She quietly hissed, "Yeeeessssssssssssssssss," as her climax hit. Zoe didn't squirt, but her secretions were copious and flowed into Brett's mouth and over his chin. He swallowed happily, delighting in having made his crush cum.
"I done good, huh?" Brett grinned after Zoe had thoroughly kissed him, proving the 'sauce from the goose was indeed as sweet as that from the gander'."
"You done good, yes," Zoe agreed as she shuffled down the bed and spread her legs. "You ready to become a man?" She needlessly asked.
"I doubt if I'll be any good," Brett said nervously as he moved between her legs and covered her svelte body.
"No one is the first few times," Zoe said encouragingly as she held Brett's shaft and guided him into her. "You'll get better with practice."
"Gawddammit!" Brett despairingly groaned as feeling his dick slide inside a pussy for the first time overcame his resistance, and he spat cum into Zoe's cunt.
"Keep thrusting, baby," Zoe encouraged. She knew Brett's cock would hardly soften at all. And, sure enough, after a few bendy thrusts, his cock roared back to life. "That's good, honey," Zoe panted as Brett's cock ploughed into her willing cunt.
"Sooooo gooooooooood!" Brett moaned as Zoe's extremely tight cunt milked his spasming cock.
"You're doing great, baby," Zoe gasped as her orgasm approached. "Fuck me hard, Brett! Squeeze my tits and fuck me like I'm the world's biggest slut!" Brett, probably unknowingly, did precisely what Zoe needed. His right hand moved to her turgid nipple, and he viciously pinched it as he short-hunched into her scaldingly hot cunt. Her climax struck like Big Ben's bells, and Zoe barely stifled a delighted squeal as she felt her latest conquest ejaculating into her and her climax shattering her soul.
Zoe pushed Brett off her and onto his back. Then, she dove onto his cock and gobbled it down. Amazed, Brett groaned, "Fuck!" His slowly wilting cock immediately erected again, and he was harder than cut glass in seconds.
"One more hole, baby," Zoe crooned as she lavished Brett's cock, ensuring it was well lubricated. Happy with her work, Zoe rolled onto her stomach and held her muscular ass cheeks apart. "Spit on my ring, honey," Zoe instructed. "Then, use your cock's head to smear it around and then ease your cock into my ass, okay?"
"Oh, fffffffuuuuuuucccccccckkkkkkk," Brett awedly sighed. "Won't that hurt?"
"Some, when you split my ass open," Zoe admitted. "But after that? It'll feel wonderful. Trust me."
Obeying the instructions of the slutty nymphette below him, Brett spat on Zoe's rosebud and then spread it around with his cock. Next, he lined his diamond-hard dick with the centre of Zoe's chocolate starfish and pushed his hips forward until his glans slid inside his babysitter's anus. Brett felt the resistance of Zoe's knot, but with her encouragement, he pushed harder, and it opened for him. His cock slid inside Zoe until his abdomen hit her taut ass.
As she'd predicted, Zoe yelped as Brett's cock parted her knot. Fortunately, she had her head buried in a pillow, and her cry was muffled. Brett had hesitated, scared by her yelp, but then, Zoe growled gutturally and demanded, "Fuck me, you lummox. Don't just lie on me."
Brett shifted backward, feeling Zoe's ass gripping his cock tightly. He groaned with delight and thrust back into her. He felt Zoe's hands reaching under her body and gasped as her fingers tickled his almost empty balls. Brett had orgasmed four times in less than an hour, so even with the short refractory period most teenagers have, he was beginning to struggle to keep up with the seemingly insatiable slut beneath him. However, Zoe's tickling fingers brought the young man perilously close to an orgasm.
"Can you cum with a cock in your ass?" Brett panted, desperately staving off his orgasm.
"Yes," Zoe confessed. "Pull my hair and smack my ass, and I'll explode on your cock."
Brett was scared of the repercussions but gritted his teeth and obeyed the babysitter's demands. His hand descended stingingly onto Zoe's shapely ass, and from somewhere, he growled, "Cum for me, slut!"
Zoe grabbed the pillow and pushed her face into it. She screamed as her orgasm hit and squealed again when Brett filled her bowel with cum.
Brett rolled off Zoe and onto his side, and they both panted as they tried to regain their breath. When she had controlled her breath, Zoe smiling asked, "So, how was your first time?"
Brett disbelievingly laughed before replying, "Considering I wondered if I'd ever get a girl to kiss me, I'd say fucking fantastic!"
"Good," Zoe said as she rolled out of Brett's bed and began dressing. "Your room stinks of sex and cum," she pointed out. "Best that you change your sheets and put these ones in the washer and turn it on. If you've got candles, fetch one and light it in here. If not, then open the window and liberally douse the room with air freshener. I'm getting in the shower. I'll let you know when I'm done, and you can shower, too."
Brett hesitated, so Zoe asked, "What will happen if your mum or sisters find out we fucked?"
"Shit!" Brett swore as he leapt out of bed and began stripping it.
"Yeah, thought so," Zoe grinned as she opened the door and peered down the corridor. Seeing the girls' bedrooms' lights were still out, she waltzed down to the bathroom and got in the shower.
However, as she passed Grace's room, Grace opened her door and peered out. She saw Zoe naked, and her eyes widened. Zoe grinned at her and gestured for Grace to remain silent. Zoe skipped across to her and whispered, "Forget what you saw here, and I'll bring you a jewellery making kit when I come over next."
Grace grinned, winked, and shut her door.
'Thank fuck!' Zoe sighed and opened the bathroom door. As much as she'd liked to have shared it with her latest lover, Zoe wouldn't risk being caught. Weirdly, if she was caught in a shower with one of her female conquests, her conquest's parents would think little of it unless their daughter was approximately Zoe's age. But if she were caught with their son, their minds would immediately assume they'd been fucking.
Luxuriating under the hot water. Zoe washed the evidence of sex from her sublime body, pussy, and ass. She was careful not to wet her hair, although she did have to clean Brett's cum from the front. Fortunately, Brett's mother had a hairdryer in the bathroom, and despite the risk of waking Matilda, she used it to ensure Brett's mother couldn't discover that Zoe and her son had fucked.
"Any problems?" Alice, Brett's mum, asked as she strode through the door.
"A bit of an attitude from Matilda because I dared to cook the steaks I'd brought," Zoe stated.
"Why did you bring steak?" Alice queried.
"Because Mum and Dad were going out tonight, too, and they needed to be cooked before they went off," Zoe explained, despite her explanation being a lie. She'd bought them specifically for Brett. "I felt like steak, and I guessed at least Brett would enjoy one, too. There's still one in your fridge," Zoe added. "As long as you cook it tomorrow, it will probably still be okay. Otherwise, if you don't have a cat, I'm sure one of your neighbours has a dog that will love it."
"Who else had steak with you?" Alice asked.
"Brett and Grace chose steak over the chicken."
"Okay," Alice accepted. "I'll cook the steak for Brett's dinner tomorrow, assuming it's still safe to eat." She hesitated before adding, "You ready to go home?"
"As soon as you're ready to take me," Zoe acknowledged.
Alice took her home, none the wiser, that her favourite babysitter had perverted her son into a pussy and ass hound.
Zoe had another shower when she got home. Her pussy and ass still leaked her latest conquest's fluids, and she didn't want them to wreck her sheets or make it clear to her mother that she was sexually active. Not that she thought her mother would be bothered by her eighteen-year-old daughter fucking, but because it was the polite thing to do--not rub her parents' faces in it.
After her shower, Zoe fingered her pussy as she recalled her night. Brett had joined the scarce list of those she'd seduced that she'd fuck again. The young man's ready acceptance of Zoe fingering his ass meant he was ripe for further perverting. Zoe liked to peg her boys and thought Brett would be up for it. She climaxed as she imagined her petite hands around Brett's throat, choking him as she viciously fucked his ass.
With not having gotten to bed until well after midnight, Zoe woke up late to an empty house. However, as a young woman who had grown up with supportive, encouraging parents, Zoe was independent and more than happy to be alone. Many of her friends' mothers took every school holiday off so they'd be home with their sixteen to twenty-year-old offspring. Zoe thought that was ridiculous to the point of laughable.
She did the few chores her mother had left for her to do, and then because she could and knew her mother would be pleased, Zoe brought the ironing up-to-date. Checking the time, Zoe changed to meet her friends at the mall. It was only a short walk to the bottom of the hill where the bus stop was and a quick journey of five minutes to the mall. She and her posse would have lunch and then enter the cinema to watch Ariana Grande in Wicked. There were others in the movie, some were even huge movie stars, but it was their idol, Ariana, the girls wanted to watch.
"She's so hot," Ingrid said as the girls left the movie.
"Who? Keala Settle?" Zoe teased. Ingrid was a little on the plump side of average.
"You bitch!" Ingrid spat amusedly as she got on her bus.
The other girls got on after saying goodbye. Zoe had a fifteen-minute wait before her bus to get home arrived, so she checked in with Brett. She'd worn a button-up top specifically for this purpose, so she found a quiet corner where she could face a wall and see in her phone's camera if someone came up behind her. After checking there was no one close, Zoe unbuttoned her top and exposed her firm B-cup breasts and then video-called her young beau, who took it in his bathroom.
"Eww, gross," Zoe said when the app opened, and she saw Brett.
Brett chuckled and angled the camera so Zoe could see he was fully clothed and sitting on the lid. "The brats are about, he said. So is Mum, so I have to be quick and quiet."
Zoe angled her phone so Brett could see her bare tits. She held it higher to see if anyone walked up behind her before saying, "Take it out for me. I want to see you cum."
"Gawd, Zoe," Brett said awedly as he pulled his shorts down and gripped his sturdy cock.
"Do you know what pegging is, baby?" Zoe asked as she circled her nipple with a finger.
"Nuh-uh," Brett denied, his eyes closing as his orgasm neared.
"Look it up, honey," Zoe said, watching for Brett to cum. "I'm going to do it to you next time I babysit at your place."
"Oh, cool," Brett said, distracted by his imminent climax.
"Promise me you'll let me," Zoe said commandingly.
"What? Umm. Yeah, sure. I promise."
"Good boy," Zoe said happily. "Now, cum for me." Brett groaned as he filled a hastily grabbed toilet tissue with his cum. "Show me," Zoe demanded. Brett showed her the cum-filled tissue before dropping it in the bowl. "Wow!" Zoe exclaimed. "You had quite a load for me. See you later, Brett."
"See ya," Brett told the darkened screen.
"What are you doing in there?" Matilda stridently asked from outside the door. "You're masturbating, aren't you? I can hear your grunts and groans from out here. Eww! I'm telling Mum!"
"Whatever," Brett said as he pulled his pants up, flushed, and opened the door.
He heard his sister whining, "Mu-umm-m, Brett was wanking in the loo. That's disgusting!"
Alice stuck her head into the hallway to look at her son, who looked away, embarrassed. Alice turned to her eldest daughter, "Masturbation is common for teenagers, Matilda. You may not like it, but that's the way it is." She looked at Brett and added, "Try to restrict it to the shower and your bed and do not ruin my sheets. Do you hear?"
"Yes, Mum," Brett said before hurrying to his room. He couldn't believe that his mother was accepting of his masturbation. He'd only just queued Zoe's clip when there was a knock on the door. His mother didn't wait for him to answer before she opened the door and entered. Without saying anything or making eye contact, Alice placed a box of tissues on her son's bedside table and left.
'Wow!' Brett thought as his mother left. He shrugged, pressed play and watched his babysitter finger her wet cunt. The clip was only six seconds long, but it was enough to get him over the edge again. Then, remembering what Zoe had said, Brett searched for 'pegging porn'. He gulped when he saw what it was, but he found one of a young, barely legal-age couple. The young woman was fucking her boyfriend in the ass with a slender strap-on. Brett's cock leapt to life, and he masturbated, imagining it was himself and Zoe. His orgasm hit quickly, and he filled another tissue. Brett would watch it and masturbate several more times that day.
Lisa told her daughter to dress and look pretty because when her dad got home, they were going to their local club for Zoe's birthday. Her brothers were there when Zoe and her parents got to the club, and they had a great night filled with laughter and teasing. The siblings had agreed to stop buying each other gifts when Blaine, her eldest brother, left home, so the only presents were from her parents. They included a beautiful earring and necklace set and a pretty Gothic cross belly button ring with a voucher for the piercing. She thanked her parents for allowing her to get the piercing. She still needed to work on them to get the ones she wanted for her tongue, eyebrow, and bottom lip.
"Thanks, Daddy," Zoe said happily the following night when he dropped her off at her latest babysitting job. She kissed her father's cheek before getting out of his car. Then, she stuck her head back in. "Ms Wilson won't be back until really late, so I'm sleeping over. Shirley will drop me home in the morning."
"No worries, pumpkin," Luke replied. "I'll see you sometime tomorrow."
It was Friday night, so she'd get to hang with her parents the following day, which Zoe enjoyed doing. Her parents weren't stick-in-the-muds like most of her friends' parents were. She'd probably help her daddy tinker on his project car in their garage in the morning before he went to golf. Then, she'd either help her mother bake some biscuits or they'd scrapbook together for the afternoon.
"Hi, Shirley," Zoe said when Ms Wilson opened the door. "Wow! Don't you look great!"
Shirley smiled at the honey-blonde-headed, bubbly teenager. Zoe seemed to have a knack for making Shirley feel good. Shirley was closer to fifty than forty, and four kids with three husbands had drained most of the vitality from her life. Yet, somehow, she'd allowed Zoe to talk her into buying a short, tight skirt and a clinging top for her 'girl's night out'. Shirley thought she was too old and too fat to wear such things.
But despite her misgivings when she put the items on, Shirley realised the combination emphasised her nicely rounded bottom and large breasts. The support bra Zoe had recommended lifted Shirley's globes, making them seem firmer and more rounded. Shirley had carefully done full makeup on her face for the first time since before marrying husband number three--a narcissistic asshole that beat her regularly. Shirley thought she must have deserved it because her first two husbands hit her, too. But then she caught asshole number three standing over her sleeping eldest daughter, masturbating. She called the cops, and that was the end of that.
Shirley's oldest two had left home. Zoe was here to sit eighteen-year-old Willow and her younger sister, thirteen-year-old Frankie. Because Shirley was going out for dinner, it was another job where she'd need to feed her charges. However, Shirley had made a huge pot of spag bog, and all Zoe had to do was boil the spaghetti when they were ready to eat.
Shirley warned her daughters to be good, and then the limo her posse had hired arrived to take her to the restaurant. Evie, one of Shirley's friends who had given up on ever getting married, had snagged a man. Tonight was her hen's party, hence the late finish for Zoe.
Zoe examined her charges. Unfortunately, Frankie had already taken on her mother's robust figure. She'd need to get on top of her excess weight soon, or she'd be doomed to be a big woman all her life. Willow, however, matched her name. She had her mother's height, rounded ass, and large breasts, but they were on a willowy body. Willow's slender body made her breasts and ass look even bigger. 'I bet the boys are already chasing this one hard,' Zoe thought, as she felt her sweet little button engorge.
"Okay," Zoe grinned. "Who wants dinner?"
"We do," the girls intoned together. Willow added, "That's why we're sitting in the kitchen."
"Cool. Where are the pots?"
"Mum put one on the bench for you to use," Frankie said.
"That's easy then," Zoe giggled. She found the pot and saw it already had dried spaghetti inside it. She opened the packet and removed what she thought was an adequate amount before adding water to the pot and setting it to boil. When the water was simmering, she dropped some salt and a tiny amount of olive oil into the water and then added the pasta. Zoe knew that adding olive oil to the boiling water when cooking spaghetti pasta was contentious. However, one of her uncles was from Italy, and he insisted it should be done. Zoe thought, as an Australian, she should do what the expert said.



Willow had stood close to Zoe as Zoe prepared their meal. Zoe realised the young woman was more than a little smitten with her and that a long, slow seduction wouldn't be needed. The only question was how early Frankie would go to bed and if Zoe would have time to play with the young woman.
The sisters helped Zoe clean up after they'd eaten. They didn't have a dishwasher and had to hand wash and dry everything, so Zoe and Willow did that, and Frankie wiped down the table and put the placemats away.
"Would you like to watch The Princess Bride with us?" Willow said shyly.
"Sounds good," Zoe replied as she dried her hands and inspected the kitchen.
Everything seemed spick and span, so she followed the girls into the lounge and let them set up the blue-ray player. The Princess Bride was a favourite of hers and her posse. Zoe sat on the sofa, and Willow timidly sat beside her. The young woman smiled when Zoe took her hand in hers, and before the movie was half done, Willow's head rested on Zoe's shoulder. The stance was somewhat awkward because Willow was significantly taller than the diminutive Zoe, but she managed.
At the movie's end, Frankie yawned prodigiously and announced she was going to bed. Willow and Zoe sat together on the couch, talking about life and getting to know each other. Tonight was the first time Zoe had babysat for Ms Wilson. Shirley had called Zoe after she was recommended by another couple she knew. Tonight was Shirley's first night out for almost two years.
Zoe was deftly turning the eighteen-year-old on. Although she touched nothing untoward, Zoe stroked Willow's inner wrist up to her inner elbow with soft, knowing fingers. The delicate strokes sent shivers through the young woman and seemed to flow through her body, directly to her nubbin and pussy. When Willow's head was turned, Zoe blew gently into her ear as she touched the inside of her upper arm near her fulsome breasts. Willow didn't know what was happening except that she wanted it to continue. Her body flamed with desire, and it was all she could do not to kiss the older girl.
"Do you wear makeup?" Zoe asked innocently.
"No," Willow replied bashfully. "Mum says I'm too young yet."
"Foolishness," Zoe said firmly. "A gorgeous young woman like you should be allowed to look her best when she goes out in public." Then Zoe giggled and added, "Especially when there are hot guys around." Zoe pretended to have a new idea. "Yours and your mum's hair and skin colouring are close enough to the same. I bet her makeup would look good on you. Do you think we should try?"
"Sure," Willow answered doubtfully. "I have no idea how to use it, though."
"I do," Zoe said brightly. She grabbed Willow's hand and led her into the kitchen, where the light was best. Then, after sitting Willow on a chair in the middle of the kitchen, she told her to wait there and walked to the bathroom to search through Shirley's makeup bag. She found most of what she wanted and returned to the kitchen.
Zoe started by firmly washing Willow's face and drying it off. Then, Zoe spread facial mask liquid over Willow's face and waited for it to dry. When it had, Zoe peeled it off and washed Willow's face again. Shirley didn't have any skin prep, so Zoe had to skip that step and start with the foundation. As she'd thought, Shirley's makeup perfectly suited her daughter, and Zoe could smooth and make Willow's face flawless.
Changing to a blush brush, Zoe contoured and highlighted Willow's cheekbones, nose and chin. Next, she shadowed Willow's eyes and then added eyeliner and mascara. Finally, Zoe painted her young friend's lips into a perfect cupid bow.
"Close your eyes," Zoe instructed. When she complied, Zoe sprayed a light coat of hairspray over Willow's painted face to ensure it wouldn't melt off with the heat.
Zoe's last act was to brush and style Willow's medium-length reddish-brown hair with tongs. When she was finally happy, Zoe dragged Willow back to the bathroom so she could see the results.
"Oh, my," Willow gasped. "I'm beautiful!"
"Yes, you are, baby," Zoe crooned. Although she was desperate to get her hands on the young woman, she didn't dare yet. Willow turned with tears filling her eyes, but Zoe wiped them away grinningly. "Oi," she teased. "No spoiling your makeup with tears!"
"Sorry," Willow sniffed, getting control of herself.
"All good, baby girl," Zoe soothed. "Grab two towels, and I'll give you a back massage on your bed."
"Okay," Willow said doubtfully. "I won't have to get naked or anything, will I?"
"Bra and panties and covered by a towel are all," Zoe explained.
"Okay," Willow decided. After all, even though she'd laid her head on Zoe's shoulder, the older girl hadn't touched any part of her other than her arms, so what harm could there be in letting Zoe give her a massage? She grabbed the towels from the linen closet and showed Zoe to her room.
"Very girly," Zoe teased when Willow opened the door and turned her bedroom light on. The room was a study in girly pink. The bed covers, the walls, and the curtains were all various shades of pink. Soft toys covered the bed and large swathes of the floor.
Willow tittered and waited until Zoe turned around. Then, she took off her shorts and tank top and lay on the towel on the bed. She modestly pulled the towel over her bottom.
Zoe turned and smiled predatorily. She'd used this technique successfully on seven different occasions. She had no doubts it would work tonight. Zoe closed the door and picked up Willow's T-shirt. After draping it over the bedside lamp, Zoe turned the lamp on and the overhead light off.
She pulled lightly on the towel, innocently saying, "Your panties are enough to keep your modesty safe. Let me use this to block the light under the door so if your sister wakes up, she won't realise you're still up and come in."
"Oh," Willow said, reluctantly letting go of her towel. "I guess that makes sense." It didn't. Why would Frankie seeing Zoe giving her a massage be a problem? At worst, all that would happen was that Frankie would demand one, too. However, Willow's pussy was wet, and she found the older girl intoxicating and a little intimidating, so she agreed to give up her towel.
Zoe lay it along the door jam and turned her attention to Willow. "I'll strip to my bra and panties, too," Zoe stated as if it were the most natural thing in the world. "That way, you won't feel so self-conscious."
"Sure," Willow nervously agreed, suddenly glad Zoe had blocked the light from escaping.
Zoe picked up a bottle of moisturiser from Willow's dresser and squirted some onto her palms. Then, she rubbed her palms together to warm the liquid up. Zoe started at Willow's neck. She asked the youngster to pull her hair over one shoulder, then rubbed the moisturiser into Willow's skin. Using soft, languid strokes, Zoe erotically massaged the young girl. Working slowly, Zoe moved down Willow's back, letting her fingers touch daringly close to the swell of Willow's nubile breasts.
"Let's take this off so I don't get moisturiser all through it," Zoe suggested, undoing Willow's bra and pulling it out. Willow had no choice but to lift her upper body off the bed, or Zoe would have ripped her nipples off when she pulled her bra out. "Much better," Zoe stated as her fingers deliciously stroked along Willow's spine. "Look, just to show it's no big deal, I'll take my bra off, too." Zoe did so and then cupped her small in comparison breasts. "You're a year younger than me, yet your tits are already much better than mine," Zoe poutingly observed.
Without thinking, Willow rolled onto her side and looked at Zoe's breasts, giving Zoe a delicious look at hers. "Oh, no," she denied. "Yours at least look like they belong on your body. I look like I'm carrying two rockmelons in my bra." She looked down at her young, firm tits disgustedly. "By the time I'm Mum's age, they'll be down to my belly button like hers are."
"Did you see your mum before she went out tonight?" Zoe asked. "Totes hot, I'm telling you. A MILF body I reckon all your guy friends would drool over."
"Eww, Zoe. Gross! That's my mum you're calling hot!" Willow had momentarily forgotten that her breasts were bare, which, of course, was Zoe's intention.
"Whatevs," Zoe dismissed. "I'm telling you that your mum's hot. Get used to it. You're totes hot, too, you know?"
Willow chuckled. "Using bubble head language just doesn't suit you, Zoe." She was entirely at ease with their near nakedness now.
"Yeah," Zoe acknowledged, changing to her normal voice. "It's fun to wind up oldies, though. Those Gen X assholes think they own the world now the boomers are fading." Zoe pretended to think before saying, "Fuck it. I'm getting naked. Take your panties off, and I'll massage your glutes and legs." She took off her knickers and looked at Willow expectantly.
Zoe kept her bush trimmed to fit inside her panties, bikini bottoms and swimsuits without unsightly hairs poking out everywhere but hadn't gone for the hairless look most of her friends had. Willow, however, when she hurriedly removed her panties and rolled onto her stomach, had an amazing sprouting bush between her young thighs. Zoe pretended she hadn't noticed or seen anything. Instead, she straddled the youngster's bottom, ensuring she pressed her wet pussy firmly against the youngster's ass.
Pouring moisturiser onto her palms, Zoe set about sexually exciting Willow. She stroked daringly close to Willow's globes as she deftly stroked the young woman, letting her become accustomed to Zoe's sensual touch on her young body. Once Willow had relaxed, Zoe moved lower, dragging her heated vulva down Willow's right leg. Zoe's hands cupped Willow's taut young buttocks as her thumbs dug into them, massaging any tension away. Then, Zoe moved lower so she could lightly blow her warm breath over the young woman's anus when Zoe held her cheeks apart.
A soft moan escaped Willow's lips, letting Zoe know her efforts to excite the youngster sexually were working. However, even without the soft moan, Willow's glistening entrance and the heavy smell of her arousal were evidence enough the young woman was ready for Zoe to go further.
"Roll over, honey," Zoe encouraged, keeping her eyes locked onto Willow's and offering her her T-shirt to cover Willow's hairy bush.
Willow accepted it gratefully and covered her pussy with it before rolling over. Zoe sat on the T-shirt, knowing she was so wet and excited that her heat and moisture would be quickly evident to the young woman.
When she felt the heat of Zoe's arousal, Willow, whose eyes had been tightly closed, opened them and looked at Zoe wonderingly. She looked up at Zoe's erect, puffy nipples before meeting her gaze. "You're not bothered by being naked, are you?" She asked.
"Not when I'm with friends," Zoe explained. "It kind of feels natural to be naked around close friends. I often share a shower with my friends. It brings us closer together, I think." As she talked, Zoe's hands were following an erotic path from the outside of Willow's shoulders, along their tops, over her collar bones, down between her breasts and around, under her globes. Zoe was careful not to even touch Willow's boobs. Instead, she stroked close enough to them for Willow to be intensely aware of her babysitter's hands and their proximity to her tits.
Willow was watching Zoe's hands now. Her eyes were almost crossed so she could see their progress, and her tongue was unawarely gripped between her teeth. The heat from her virgin pussy pulsed back at the wetness from Zoe's. The young women were both aflame with want and desire, but, unfortunately, only one of them was prepared to admit it.
Zoe moved lower, pulling Willow's T-shirt down as she went, exposing the youngster's hairy bush. Zoe pretended not to notice and erotically dragged her fingertips across Willow's stomach. Similarly to what she'd done with Willow's breasts, Zoe avoided touching Willow's pussy. Instead, she slid her fingers over the young woman's pelvis and down her slender thighs.
Willow unawarely lifted her knees and parted them. She was subconsciously indicating she wanted Zoe to go further, but Zoe knew Willow wasn't ready to be touched sexually yet, so she kept her touches sensuously chaste. Stroking down the insides of Willow's thighs, Zoe tickled the backs of Willow's knees before sliding her fingers up towards her pussy. The third time up and back, Zoe let the backs of her hands lightly brush Willow's verdant bush. The young woman moaned again, lifted her upper body and rested on her elbows to watch Zoe's hands fascinatedly.
Zoe smiled at her and leaned forward to kiss Willow's stomach. Willow's desires were rampant, and her mind surrendered to the delicious need emanating from her virgin cunt. With another profoundly felt moan, Willow took Zoe's head in her hands and pushed her lower. Zoe smiled as she lapped Willow's juicy pussy. The young woman's juices poured from her pure vulva liberally. Willow groaned again when Zoe's expert tongue slashed across her clitoris.
It wasn't that Willow was unaware she had a clit. It was that she was scared by the intense feelings that shattered through her when she touched and played with it. Willow was no stranger to self-stimulation, but she preferred to leave her clitoris alone. Instead, she stroked her spread fingers beside it before touching her hymen-protected cunny. Doing that gave her the sexual relief that her body craved but left her feeling in control.
On the rare occasions that Willow wanted to give herself over to total, wanton pleasure, she thumbed her nubbin as she quickly circled her virgin entrance. Doing that gave her orgasms intense enough to send her mind careening into the cosmos, unaware of her surroundings. That scared her because she feared the loss of control.
Having her babysitter's talented tongue lashing and her teeth nipping her divine pleasure spot smashed Willow into an orgasm more intense than she'd ever experienced. She was sure the Archangel Gabriel sang songs of love to her as her mind floated amongst the cosmos.
Willow's mind slowly returned to her body, only to find she was swiftly cresting towards another cataclysmic eruption. Zoe had rolled her onto her stomach, and the babysitter's mouth was alternately plunging into Willow's juicy pussy and tight anus. She had just enough time to cover her face with her pillow before she screamed her pleasure to the heavens. This time, on her trip through the heavens, cherubs joined Archangel Gabriel's song.
Willow's mind reeled, but she eventually became aware of Zoe kneeling between her lewdly splayed thighs. She opened her eyes and looked over her body at Zoe. Zoe had buckled on something that looked remarkably like what Willow imagined a cock looked like. It wasn't flesh, but it appeared quite life-like.
"You're a virgin with an intact hymen," Zoe announced, which Willow acknowledged was true. "I can take care of that for you," Zoe declared. "I've had my tongue and fingers on your hymen, and I'm sure it won't hurt very much for me to break it. That way, when you take your first male lover, it won't hurt, and you can enjoy the experience. So, do you want me to break it for you?"
"You're saying it will hurt?" Willow asked fearfully.
"A little when your hymen breaks," Zoe admitted. "But if you love my tongue on your cunt, then you're going to adore my cock being in it."
"Do it!" Willow decided, and she wrapped her slender thighs around Zoe's ass as Zoe positioned her 'cock' at Willow's entrance.
"Slight pinch," Zoe said as she pushed her hips forward firmly.
Willow yelped as her hymen broke, but as Zoe's 'cock' surged into her devirginised cunt, Willow's legs pulled her lover's ass into her, and she thrust her hips up to meet Zoe's thrusts. "Oh, Gawd, Zoe," Willow moaned. "That feels so good. Fuck me, darling. Fuck me hard!" Zoe's 'cock' was hitting Willow's G-spot as she slid into her, and it was driving the young woman nuts with desire.
Zoe chuckled as she gripped the young woman's bountiful breasts and thrust firmly into her. Zoe's strap-on was double-ended, and when she smashed her pelvis against Willow's clitoris, its double end stroked across her G-spot. She, too, was almost mad with desire.
After one particularly forceful thrust, Willow's climax hit, and she squealed into her pillow as her mind shattered. Willow's orgasm caused her to thrust her hips up at Zoe's descending 'cock'. The sudden, unexpected extra sensation sent Zoe caterwauling into a gigantic climax. She had to stuff her face into a pillow to prevent waking Frankie up.
When they'd recovered from their twin eruptions, Zoe wearily climbed off her newest lover and fetched washers from the bathroom. She gently cleaned Willow's ravaged pussy, and then helped her into the shower. The teenagers were done for the night, so after helping each other to get clean, they parted. Willow went to her bed, but Zoe needed to clean up so Shirley wouldn't discover that Zoe had deflowered her eighteen-year-old, virgin daughter.
Zoe gathered the towels and Willow's discarded clothes and put them through the wash. The Wilsons didn't have a clothes dryer, so Zoe walked to the washing line and hung the damp clothing to dry. The towel under Willow had captured the small amount of blood spilt from Willow's deflowering, so Willow's sheets were protected. After another circuit of the house to ensure everything was shipshape and sparkling clean, Zoe wearily climbed onto Shirley's bed, pulled a quilt over herself, and slept the sleep of the just--as in just been royally fucked.
Shirley woke Zoe when she staggered into the bedroom drunk. Shirley crashed into her dresser, and startled, Zoe sat up. She didn't usually bother with nightwear, so she wore only her panties and T-shirt. Shirley burped, looked at her owlishly, examining the young girl, then peeled off everything except her panties and got in the bed. She lay on her side, facing away from Zoe, and was asleep only seconds later.
Zoe looked at the plump woman, examining her rounded bottom in the new knickers Zoe had picked out for her, and wondered how Shirley would react to Zoe's hands on her staunch body. Zoe's dreams were filled with images of double-teaming Willow with Brett, and she was as horny as hell. Willow would probably welcome her in her bed, but the risk of being caught was too high, so Zoe wouldn't do that. However, the late-forties woman in the same bed was fair game. Although Zoe's preference for sexual partners was virgin teenagers, she wasn't averse to fucking adults. She simply liked the thrill of seducing teen virgins.
Zoe lifted her T-shirt to expose her firm, B-cup breasts and tentatively pressed her body against Shirley's. Shirley didn't respond, so Zoe turned her shoulders back and forth to rub her nipples across Shirley's back. Shirley remained unresponsive, and Zoe thought she should just roll onto her back and use her fingers to get herself off, but she decided to try one more thing.
Taking off her T-shirt, Zoe pushed her breasts against Shirley's back and snaked her hand around the large woman's hips. She traced the waistband of Shirley's panties before slowly working her hand under the elastic. Zoe delved through Shirley's luxuriant bush and touched her fingertip to Shirley's clitoris.
Shirley started awake, and her hand flashed down to grab Zoe's wrist. Then the older woman rolled onto her back, holding Zoe's wrist in place, and stared at the young visitor in her bed. Then, when Zoe tickled her nubbin again, Shirley's eyes rolled back. She released Zoe's wrist and lifted and parted her knees, wordlessly pleading for the teenager to continue.
Zoe chuckled and hooked her fingers into Shirley's panties. She pulled them off the large woman, pushed her knees apart, and lowered her lips onto Shirley's surprisingly tiny clitoris. Simultaneously, Zoe slid two fingers into Shirley's even more remarkably tight cunt. Hooking her fingers up and back, Zoe found Shirley's G-spot and deftly massaged it.



Shirley groaned and held Zoe's head mashed to her nubbin. Her hips waved up and down as she revelled in the youngster's ministrations. "Oh, shit!" Shirley gasped as her climax hit. Shirley was a squirter, and her female ejaculate sprayed across Zoe's fingers and onto her breasts. "My turn," Shirley declared, flipping Zoe onto her back and pouncing on the nubile teenager. They exchanged heated kisses before Shirley kissed and licked her juices from Zoe's lithe body.
Between boyfriends, Shirley occasionally indulged in lesbian sex. It was more that she preferred the softness and gentleness of a woman to the brutality her men often subjected her to. With women, she'd almost always top, so she expertly drove her young lover to a superb orgasm and then repeated that a second and then a third time. After Zoe's third climax, Shirley rolled onto her back and encouraged the youngster between her chubby thighs. Zoe gripped Shirley's humungous tits in her petite hands and squeezed and twisted her nipples viciously as she tribbed her inflamed clit against the other woman's.
Shirley rammed a pillow over her face when her orgasm hit, muffling her screams in its depths. Zoe bit Shirley's left tit and muffled her cries with soft titty flesh. Zoe fell asleep on top of the big woman. Shirley gripped Zoe's bum and followed her into Morpheus' arms.
Zoe woke Shirley when she climbed off her. Zoe could hear that Willow and Frankie were up, and she didn't want them barging in and catching her and their mother naked in the same bed. She quickly dressed and went to the loo before washing her face in the bathroom and brushing her long, honey-blonde hair. She joined the sisters in the kitchen, and they ate breakfast as they waited for the girl's mother to appear.
It was close to midday when Shirley staggered into the kitchen, holding her head. She slumped into a chair beside Willow, who got up and made her mother a cup of black coffee. "Give me an hour, and I'll be okay," Shirley stated, sipping her coffee gratefully. "It's been a few years since I hung one that big on."
True to her word, Shirley led Zoe outside, and they got in Shirley's car to go to Zoe's. On the drive, Shirley looked embarrassedly at Zoe and shyly asked, "Did we have sex last night?"
"We did," Zoe said, giggling. She daringly placed her hand on Shirley's inner thigh near her pussy. "And we can again anytime you want to."
Shirley took the young woman's hand and placed it on her pants-covered pussy. "Good!" Shirley grinned. "Until I get a boyfriend, I might have to have you babysit at least once a month."
"I'd be happy to babysit even after you've got a boyfriend," Zoe said coquettishly. "Especially if you don't mind sharing!"
"You swing both ways?" Shirley queried.
"Yes," Zoe admitted.
"Do you have a preference?"
Zoe would have liked to have said she preferred Shirley's daughter, but, of course, she couldn't say that, so she shook her head. "I like both. It just depends on what I'm hungry for."
"I'm old enough to be your grandmother," Shirley growled.
"So?" Zoe said innocently. "I like you. You're as sexy as hell, and I wanted to taste you, so I did. What's wrong with that?"
"Nothing," Shirley admitted after a long silence as she thought. Shirley knew her hangup was that she'd been drunk and was worried she'd forced herself on the young woman. But if what Zoe was saying was true, Zoe had initiated their tryst, and therefore, she (Shirley) was innocent. That left only the fear that having sex with Zoe seemed to teeter into the category of having sex with her daughter. Shirley felt guilty that her mind had gone there and had taken that guilt out on Zoe. "You're right," she said. "There's nothing wrong with sex between two people old enough to consent. However, I'm sure your parents would disapprove, so we'll keep quiet about it. Okay?"
"Sure," Zoe agreed. "Our secret." Then she rubbed Shirley's cunt vigorously. "I hope we'll do much more we need to be secretive about," she teased.
"I'm sure we will," Shirley panted, wondering about the effect this little minx had on her. Shirley was determined to get Zoe over to babysit again soon.
"Hey, Mum. Hey, Dad," Zoe said cheerfully as she waltzed inside.
"Just in time for me to go to golf," Luke grinned as he stood to leave.
"Seeya, Daddy," Zoe chirped, kissing her father's cheek.
"You working tonight, pumpkin?" Luke asked as he gathered his wallet, phone, and ball markers.
"Nah, I've got one off," Zoe told him.
"Great," Luke said. "Family night in then? Popcorn and a movie?"
"Sounds good to me," Zoe stated as she hugged her mother.
Zoe and Lisa did the few remaining household chores as they chatted amiably about life. Lisa knew she'd cry when her last chick left the nest, but truthfully, she was looking forward to it being just her and Luke. Their sex life had waned over the previous few years, and Lisa had plans to spice it up. She hadn't welcomed the sexual embrace of a woman for nearly twenty-five years and thought seducing a woman and bringing her home to share with her husband would provide the spark they needed to relaunch their libidos. She hoped Luke would overcome his mild homophobia and allow Lisa to find a man to double-team her with him. Lisa loved being spit-roasted and double-penetrated and hoped to experience that again, too.
'Fuck!' She thought. 'I'll bring a dozen women home for him to share if he'll let me have just one man.'
It wasn't that she didn't love Luke. She did and wanted to grow old and grey with him. But Lisa was a lusty woman, and one man was never going to be able to keep up with her rampant libido. Plus, Lisa was sick of having to masturbate to fulfil her needs. She'd considered seducing her sons when they lived at home, but the incest barrier was too high for her to overcome, so she left them unmolested. Her daughter was equally as attractive to her, but the same incest prohibition remained. Unknown to her, Zoe would not have rejected advances from either of her parents. However, Zoe was definitely not going to instigate them herself.
After a casual lunch of a pre-bagged lettuce salad and salami, which they enjoyed with a glass of red wine each, the two women repaired to Lisa's scrapbooking room. It used to be Blair's bedroom, but Lisa had repurposed it. Lisa and Zoe spent the entire afternoon scrapping their favourite photos while chatting about girly things.
Luke came home around 6:00 p.m. and wanted to chat about his round. And, of course, the women couldn't have cared a rat's ass, but they dutifully listened and oohed and aahed where required. Zoe helped her mother make dinner as her father drank beer and talked about his round. After they'd eaten, Luke queued up the latest Aquaman movie as Lisa made popcorn. Luke sat in the middle, and his two women leaned against his sides.
Luke wondered, 'Does life get better than this?' as he gazed at the two women he loved more than life itself. Lisa had shifted his hand inside her low-cut top, and he played with her nipple as they enjoyed the film. Luke and Lisa thought their daughter was unaware of her father's hand on her mother's breast, but she was intensely aware and longed for her father to do the same for her. However, the incest barrier remained insurmountable for the threesome.
Zoe's school break still had another week to go, and she had a few babysitting jobs over that time. However, none of her charges were old enough for Zoe to seduce.
With school restarting, Zoe was restricted to taking jobs on only Friday and Saturday nights. However, Willow and Brett attended the same school she did, and Zoe surreptitiously arranged for the two to meet. The spark between the pair was instant, and they quickly became an item. Brett couldn't believe someone as beautiful and 'developed' as Willow would even talk to him, and Willow was astounded by how mature Brett was.
Willow found other eighteen-year-old boys to typically be gross, disgusting beasts who smelt of sweat and farts. However, from Zoe's influence, Brett was always freshly showered, tidily dressed, and with his teeth recently brushed. Willow's little cunny flowered open, and her arousal flowed as she imagined Brett doing something similar to her that Zoe had done.
Zoe conference called the youngsters on Wednesday afternoon. It was a perfect time because Willow's and Brett's younger sisters went into daycare after school, so they'd have until about six O'clock before they'd be disturbed. Willow was reluctant to strip at first. It wasn't until Brett and Zoe were that she began to take her school uniform off.
"Play with yourselves," Zoe ordered as she did just that. "Brett, you will not cum until Willow and I have."
"Gaaawwwdddd," Brett protestingly moaned.
Willow found courage from somewhere, "You will do what our Mistress says, Brett. If you do not, I will not let you fuck me."
Zoe delightedly smiled at Willow's words. "You heard your girlfriend. Control yourself until we're ready."
What Zoe was doing wasn't what it would appear to an unknowing, outside audience. Zoe didn't want Brett to be subservient to Willow, although she wouldn't object if they wanted that. Instead, she needed Brett to learn to put his needs aside until he'd pleasured his lover. Teenage boys, when sexually excited, will blow if the wind changes direction. All men, with a few exceptions, are teenage boys. Zoe was training Brett to be one of the exceptions.
Zoe turned her attention to Willow. "Remember, baby. Your hymen is gone, and you can slide your fingers inside your sweet little cunny now." Willow obliged. "That's it, Willow. Now turn your palm up and use your fingers to search for your G-spot--the spot I touched the other night. It feels like a rough, corrugated patch." Zoe watched Willow intently, and the sudden widening of Willow's eyes and her mouth making an 'O' showed she'd found 'that' spot.
"Yeah, Willow. Right there. Feels good, doesn't it? Play with that, honey, as you thumb your cum button." Zoe had her fingers in the same spots. She was close.
Brett's hand squeezed his rampant todger, and he was close, too. They both waited for Willow to get there.
Willow was feverishly thumbing her clit and fingering her G-spot as her friends watched. She stared at Brett's cock, imagining sucking it into her mouth. Her orgasm hit when her imagination created Brett's cock expanding in her mouth before it pumped cum into her. She was gratified when she heard Zoe and Brett cumming, too.
"Well done," Zoe stated when they'd recovered from their climaxes. Then, she ordered, "You two will tell your mothers you're coming to my place after school tomorrow to study. You will not mention there will be anyone other than you and me. When you get here, the three of us will fuck. See you after school tomorrow."
Zoe disconnected the call, knowing her lovers would obey her commands. Brett looked at Willow and said, "I'm looking forward to playing with you, Willow."
"As am I, Brett," Willow confessed. "What do you think Zoe has planned?" She asked.
"Something debaucherous that our mothers would not approve of," Brett chuckled. "But I'm betting we will both enjoy it immensely."
They spoke for a few minutes longer, comfortable in their nakedness, before disconnecting and going about their chores.
Willow and Zoe got off the school bus at the bottom of Zoe's street. As Willow walked with Zoe to Zoe's house, she was amazed to learn that Zoe's parents had allowed her to be home alone ever since her youngest brother, Tony, had moved out. Zoe wasn't quite thirteen then. In Queensland, it is legal for a twelve-year-old to be home unsupervised, but they're not allowed to supervise others.
"Did you mind being home alone at that age?" Willow wondered. "I'm not sure I could have handled it."
"It was great," Zoe assured her. "It made me feel like I was a grownup and trusted."
"Your parents must be very slack if they let you do the things you do," Willow stated. "Mum would never let me babysit for someone else when I'm your age."
Zoe chuckled at the thought of her parents being 'slack'. They were hard taskmasters who expected Zoe to do her share around the house and to achieve a standard of behaviour that few of her friends matched. Zoe thought that most of her friends were undisciplined in virtually everything they did. Zoe studied hard most nights and was proud of her A- average. Her one weak spot that held her average down was her 'Foreign Language' subject. Zoe thought Japanese was about as much use to her as tits were to a bull and didn't put the effort into that subject that she did into the others. The C- minus she received for Japanese dragged her average down from an A to an A-.
However, she chose to ignore that part of Zoe's comment. "I think your mum might be cooler than you think," Zoe said. "Give her a chance by talking to her and asking about what it was like for her to grow up."
"You think my mum's okay?" Willow asked disbelievingly.
"I think, given where she's come from and how her husbands treated her, your mum's a remarkable woman. One I'm glad to call a friend."
"She's so fat and uncouth, though," Willow protested.
Zoe poked the slender teenager in her soft stomach. Willow was skinny, but it was a slenderness made from eating little rather than exercise and a good diet. Zoe's leanly muscular figure came from regular gym workouts and running at least five kilometres three times a week. "If you don't start exercising and eating better, you'll pork up as you get older, too," Zoe pointed out. "Your metabolism is running high enough to keep you skinny now, but as you age and it slows down, you'll get bigger if you don't exercise to keep your metabolism racing."
Zoe waited as Willow digested her statement. The young woman didn't say anything, so Zoe added. "Ask your mum for some photos of when she was young. See if she still has any pictures from her first wedding. I bet you find that she was as skinny as you are now. Shirley had her enthusiasm for life beaten out of her by her husbands, and she's kind of given up. You could be the spark that gets her going again. Confide in her. Oh! Not about what we're doing unless you're sure she won't freak out and have me arrested.
"But say something like, 'Mum, I'm worried about getting fat. Will you help me to exercise and walk with me?' Then, encourage her to change into sneakers as soon as she comes home and walk with you." Zoe pulled a face and added, "You should try to get Frankie to walk with you, too."
Zoe unlocked the front door and allowed Willow to precede her into her home. As soon as she had shut the door, Zoe grabbed the younger girl's ass and laughingly pushed her down the hall to her room. She had Willow naked and her face buried in Willow's pussy only seconds later.
Knocking on the door interrupted the teenagers. Zoe dragged Willow after her and made her kneel beside her before the door. "The door's unlocked, so come in," Zoe invited. Brett, who had ridden his pushbike over, opened the door and gasped when he saw the girls kneeling before him. His hand unawarely gripped his instantly stiff cock as he gaped at the naked pair. "I think he likes the view," Zoe said facetiously. "However, he has entirely too many clothes on."
After a wink from Willow, the girls leapt on Brett. They wrestled him to the ground and had him naked seconds after that. Then, Willow sat on Brett's face as Zoe engulfed his throbbing 6-inch cock. Brett's mind exploded, and his cock erupted into Zoe's mouth almost as soon as she sucked him in there. Willow faced Zoe, so Zoe guided Brett's barely softened cock into her tight fuck hole and then leaned forward to exchange a cum kiss with her newest conquest.
Willow balked as she felt Brett's slimy excretion sliding into her mouth, but Zoe held her lips pressed tightly against Willow's, and the young woman surrendered, allowing Brett's cum to fill her mouth. The sheer salaciousness of tasting semen for the first time tossed Willow from her orgasm's peak, and she squealed into Zoe's mouth as her slender thighs clamped onto Brett's head. She shook and shuddered as her climax thundered through her.
Feeling Willow orgasm on his mouth overwhelmed Brett again, and he grunted as he unloaded into Zoe's slickly wet cunt. Zoe wasn't anywhere close to cumming, but that wasn't her purpose yet. She'd get hers after she'd gotten her young lovers to fuck each other. Then, she'd teach them to be a polyamorous couple who willingly bedded others both alone and together.
Zoe had only been double-penetrated once and wanted to experience it again. However, though it was relatively easy to get two boys to spit-roast her, getting them to simultaneously fuck her lower two slut holes was much more challenging. The young men were freaked about their balls rubbing on each other and worried it would make them gay. Zoe suspected Brett might be willing to try homosexual sex as long as Zoe provided the right impetus. The right impetus was her, another willing girl and a young man he didn't know and would probably never meet again.
Zoe smiled when Willow moved off Brett's face and slid down his body. Willow's eyes were fixed on where Brett's cock entered Zoe. Zoe leant back to give Willow access, and the young woman, almost mesmerised, lowered her head and kissed where Zoe and Brett's bodies were joined. She tentatively licked Zoe's flushed clit, and when Zoe moaned, she took it into her mouth and lashed her tongue over it.
With Willow's extremely hairy bush and her soaking entrance deliciously spread before him, Brett's cock re-inflated almost instantly. Zoe felt him stiffen and stretch her tight pussy again, so she started waving her hips along his cock. Willow took the hint and alternated between licking Zoe's clit and Brett's shaft as it exited Zoe. Even though she'd just cum, Willow's cunt was on fire. She wriggled her ass enticingly, hoping Brett would tongue it again.
Brett was no fool and knew an invitation when he saw one, so he lifted his head and practised what Zoe had taught him on Willow. Strangely, Brett found that concentrating on pleasing Willow allowed him to ignore his need to cum, giving him the control necessary to bring Zoe to her climax.
Brett knew Willow was technically still a virgin, even though Zoe had used a strap-on to break her cherry, and he suspected she'd want to try taking a real cock after Zoe had cum. He was right, and luckily, by concentrating on servicing Willow's pussy, Brett could stave off his orgasm even with Zoe's cunny fluids soaking his balls as she came and Willow's lesser liquids soaking his face as she climaxed, too.
Zoe regretfully slid off Brett's rigid penis and made room for Willow, who looked from it to Zoe nervously. "Will it hurt?" She asked, remembering her time with Zoe but shifting until Brett's cock was poised at her entrance anyway.
Zoe chuckled before saying, "Let's take this to my bed, you little hussy. We've got a lot of fucking to do this afternoon, so we may as well get comfortable. Brett, bring your clothes."
Willow unwillingly got off Brett and helped him gather his bag and clothes before they followed Zoe to her room. Neither had been to Zoe's house before, and they were surprised by its opulence. They exchanged glances, wondering why Zoe bothered with babysitting for twenty dollars an hour when her parents were obviously loaded. They missed the self-evident reason--Zoe used her babysitting excursions to pervert virgins into wanton sluts.
Zoe encouraged her two lovers to climb onto her bed and then went down on Brett briefly to restore his flagging erection. Then, the girls swapped positions from inside Zoe's door. Zoe lowered her cum-messy cunt onto Brett's mouth. Of course, Brett objected. It was one thing to taste his semen remnants when he kissed Zoe after he'd cum and an entire other thing to be made to eat it from her freshly fucked cunt. However, Zoe needed Brett to get used to it because it turned her on something fierce to have one lover suck another's cum from her pussy and/or ass. If Brett wanted Zoe to allow him to fuck her and procure other lovers for him, then he needed to man up and eat.



Zoe growled, "Get off the bed and fuck off home then! Do you want me to suck your cock after you've cum in me? Cum in Willow? If you do, then get to licking, asshole!"
Brett reluctantly lifted his head and tentatively stuck his tongue out, tasting the liquid drooling from Zoe's flushed cunt. Surprising him, he found Zoe's aroma and taste overlayed his enough that he could drink from her pussy willingly.
'Another barrier overcome,' Zoe thought as she held Brett's throbbing cock and guided it into Willow's descending cunt. Of course, it helped that as Brett protested, Willow was sucking his cock, reminding him just what he'd miss out on if he didn't comply with Zoe's demands.
Willow hesitated with only the tip of Brett's cock in her wet pussy. "Will it hurt?" She asked again fearfully.
"No. It only hurt the first time because I had to break your hymen," Zoe smilingly explained. "This time, my slutty little friend, your fuck hole is open and ready to be ploughed. Now, stop being a wuss, and lower yourself onto Brett's cock!" She tickled Willow's clit as she pushed on her shoulder, and Willow's tight cunt glided down Brett's sturdy 6-inch pole.
"Oh!" Willow gasped. "That feels," she shifted her hips slightly, and her clit was dragged against Brett's shaft as he slid further into her. "That feels fucking fantastic!" Willow finished as her slender ass cheeks hit Brett's pelvis.
"Yes, it does," Zoe agreed as she stepped off her bed long enough to lubricate and buckle up her strap-on. She climbed back onto the bed and straddled Brett's shins behind Willow. She held the younger woman's hips as she guided her up and down Brett's throbbing cock. When her lovers were close to cumming, Zoe pushed Willow's mid-back and made her fall forward onto Brett. Then, she lined her 'cock' up with the young woman's starfish and pushed it inside firmly.
"Oooooowwwwwwwww, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Willow protested and then groaned. Zoe's 'cock' in her anus pushed Brett's cock firmly against her G-spot. The sudden pain had backed her climax up several steps. But the intense stimulation of her G-spot hurtled her over those steps and sent her blasting into orbit as a gigantic orgasm crashed over her.
Startled by Willow's yelp, Brett's erection momentarily wilted, but her sighed, pleasureful exhalation kicked him over the edge with Willow, and he ejaculated into her cunt. 'Oh, fuck!' He thought. 'I don't have a condom on. Fuck! I hope Willow's on the pill!' "I didn't ask," Brett guiltily ventured. "But are you on the pill?"
"Huh? Oh. Yes. Mum put me on it when my first period arrived. She thought it was better than risking an unwanted pregnancy."
Zoe had already asked that question before she'd invited Willow to play with her and Brett, so she hadn't been concerned about Brett and Willow barebacking. The new lovers were kissing and talking softly, and they barely noticed when Zoe stepped off the bed. She checked the time and saw they still had plenty before her mother was due home. She had one more act she wanted to do before she concentrated on getting some relief for herself--she wanted to introduce Brett to being pegged.
After cleaning, sterilising, and re-oiling her cock, Zoe encouraged Brett and Willow into the classic missionary position. She knelt on the bed beside the copulating pair, whispering encouragement as she slowly worked her finger into Brett's ass. With his dick trapped in Willow's scaldingly hot, drippingly wet, vise-like cunt, Brett mostly ignored Zoe's probing fingers other than to notice they felt surprisingly good. He groaned appreciatively when a second finger joined the first and was close to cumming when Zoe forced her fingers apart and rotated them inside his anus.
He felt Zoe climb onto the bed and move up behind him. Brett knew what was coming because he'd been furiously jerking off to pegging porn since Zoe had turned him on to it. Brett had watched and listened to the instruction videos for anal sex, so when Zoe began forcing her 'cock' into his ass, Brett relaxed, gripped down on the cock hard, and then pushed as if forcing out a dry turd. Zoe's 'cock' slid into his ass with only a slight twitch as she pared open his knot.
"Hurts when it goes through the sphincter, doesn't it?" Willow said sympathetically, having just experienced her anal defloration.
"Yes," Brett panted. But pain wasn't what he currently felt. Zoe had unerringly stopped with her cock's tip against Brett's P-spot. She moved her hips in small circles, spinning the tip over that divine spot, and Brett was in heaven. He thought that things couldn't get better, but then Zoe pulled most of her 'dick' out of Brett's ass before powering it back in. Zoe crashing into his glutes smashed Brett's cock into Willow, which in turn, rammed his pelvic bone against the youngster's clitoris.
Zoe pulled out and did it again. Then, she held against that insanely delicious spot inside Brett's colon again. "Fffffffffffffffuuuuuuuuuuuuuucccccccccckkkkkkkkkkkkk!!!!!!!!!!" Brett roared as his prostate cramped and his searingly hot cum boiled through his balls, along his shaft, and viciously spat into Willow's clasping cunt. Four more times, Brett's balls and prostate cramped, and he sprayed his seed into Willow.
Brett's sudden cum explosion inside her sent Willow caterwauling into her climax, and she unknowingly bit Brett's pec as she orgasmed.
That left Zoe. The two eighteen-year-olds were only vaguely aware of Zoe climbing off the bed and unbuckling her strap-on. "It's time for you two to look after me," Zoe emphatically said.
"Yes, it is," Willow agreed as Brett nodded. "What do you want us to do?"
Zoe returned to the bed and got on her hands and knees. She handed Willow her strap-on and explained how to put it on and buckle it up. The young woman's eyes widened as the double end, which was almost as large as Brett's cock, slid inside her wet pussy. "Ready?" Zoe queried. Her lovers nodded. "Brett, swing around. I want your mouth on my pussy. Willow, get your tongue in my ass. No fucking around, Willow. I want your tongue buried in there as deep as possible, okay?"
The young lovers obeyed swiftly and were soon licking, kissing, and tonguing Zoe's love holes. Their tongues speared into her cunt and ass, and their hands roamed over her leanly muscular body, helping to drive her to her peak. Brett's semen-covered cock hadn't fully re-inflated yet, so Zoe took it in her mouth and sucked and licked it back to rigidity.
When it was, she told Brett to turn around, lie back and hold his cock so it pointed straight up. When he had, Zoe climbed on Brett and guided his cock into her needy snatch. Then, she looked over her shoulder at Willow. "Use the lube on the dresser to oil your 'cock' and then stick it in my ass." Willow gasped nervously but did what Zoe ordered. It took a few tries before she managed to position the strap-on correctly and force it into Zoe's ass. "Well done, baby," Zoe cooed as she rode Brett and shoved back at Willow's invading 'cock'.
Zoe had suppressed her desires to ensure her sex pupils successfully learned their lessons. However, now that she could concentrate on her own pleasure, it didn't take long before she crested and screamed as a massive orgasm blew her off the top of Mount Climax. She slumped onto Brett's chest and lightly dozed as Willow pulled out of her ass and took off the strap-on. Brett's exhausted cock slowly deflated and fell from Zoe's tight cunt. Willow cuddled into their side, and they joined Zoey in a short nap.
Zoe woke them up sometime later and herded her lovers into the shower. They washed each other lovingly before drying off and dressing. Lisa arrived home at her usual time of six and found the three teenagers sitting around her kitchen table with their books open and studying.
"Hey, Mum," Zoe said brightly. "This is Willow and Brett. Their mums are two for whom I babysit. Willow and Brett, my mum."
"Hello, Mrs Carter," the teenagers said courteously. Brett added, "I hope you don't mind, but Zoe's helping us with our maths."
"Of course, I don't mind," Lisa replied, impressed with their politeness and studiousness. Although they were a bit young, she thought they'd be good friends for Zoe. "Please call me Lisa. We don't stand on ceremony amongst friends." She looked at the clock and concernedly asked, "When do you need to be home?"
"We were waiting for you, Mum," Zoe explained. "Brett will ride his bike home, but can you take Willow?"
"I wondered whose bike was out front," Lisa mused. "Sure, I can take you home, Willow. Come on, let's get it done."
"Thank you, Mrs Carter," Willow gushed. She thought Zoe's mum was the second most sexy thing she'd seen besides Zoe. Lisa was Zoe perfectly matured and seasoned, Willow thought. She wondered if Zoe's mum was bisexual like her daughter and if she'd like a teenage lover if she was.
Zoe caught Willow's interest in her mother even though Lisa didn't seem to. Zoe decided to let her mum take Willow home alone and see what happened, so she said, "I'll start dinner while you're taking Willow home, Mum."
"Okay," Lisa agreed, pleased to be alone with the well-stacked young woman. "She wondered if Willow had any lesbian fantasies and wondered if she dared ask her on their way to Willow's home.
Zoe and Brett waited until Lisa had left with Willow before embracing. "See ya at school tomorrow, Brett. But be cool, okay? The last thing we need is the teachers discovering that we fuck." She waited for his agreement before she broached, "What do you think about me inviting another boy next time? That way, you two could swap between Willow and me. Take turns fucking us, spit-roasting us, and double-teaming us. What do you say?"
"I'd say you'll do what you want and somehow convince the rest of us to obey your instructions," Brett chuckled as he got on his bike.
"You're probably right," Zoe agreed. "But a hard no is a hard no, and I'll respect that, Brett."
"It's not a 'hard no'. Brett said over his shoulder as he rode away.

The End.
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From Part 1.
"Lanner sends his regards," Tank chuckled as his lengthy cock swelled. Morning did not look like the woman from his visions, but he knew she was her. "Morning, please, will you return to your natural form? It appears we are brother and sister, or maybe you might even be my distant mother. Either way, we share Lanner as an ancestor.
Continued...
Well, he's your father, but... fuck!... I don't know. What I'm saying is that Lanner is ultimately my father, too."
"Light on the Water is your father?" Morning wonderingly asked, angry that her squelching cunt had reacted to the handsome intruder. Throwing a robe around her shoulders, she guided Tank and everyone else to the dining room table and sat.
"Way, way back in my family tree," Tank admitted. "He took over my mind only an hour or so ago and explained some things. When he left, I commandeered an entry and landing craft and came to talk." He waited for Morning's reaction.
She shrugged, and suddenly, an intense, glowing light surrounded her head. It coalesced there before brightening and expanding to envelop her entire body. The light became too intense to stare at. Then, when it died, it exposed the woman from Tank's dreams--tall, ebony-black skin glowing under the overhead lights, muscular, with high, firm, widely-spaced C-cup breasts deliciously revealed above a narrow waist, a heart-shaped, powerful ass, a verdant pussy, and long shapely legs.
Lanner spoke unexpectedly in the space between Morning and Tank. "Morning is not your many times removed mother. Instead, she is like a great aunt many times. Day and your 'aunt' are not related."
Only Morning and Tank seemed to hear the spectral voice because only they responded by smiling relievedly. They desired each other, and Lanner's declaration freed them to pursue their desires.
"Well, fuck me," Cain gasped, holding his bruised throat and ogling Morning. He looked at Solange. "If that is Bella's true form, what do you look like?"
Morning held her mother's hand, and the light reformed before easing down Morning to her hand and then rising to envelop her mother. It surrounded Solange's body and glowed intensely. Then, the light faded, and Day sat proudly beside her daughter. Three-thousand-five-hundred-years-old and looking no older than her twenty-year younger daughter. Neither woman looked more than twenty-five years of age.
Day was a taller, more slender version of the woman she gave birth to. Her breasts were perhaps a smidgen larger, her waist a tiny bit smaller, and her bottom not quite as pronounced. But Day's beauty matched, if not exceeded, her daughter's.
"My Gawd!" Cain groaned awedly. "I've been fucking Gigi Hadid and Solange Knowles, but you've been hiding the hot bitch you are from me? Jaysus,... fuck, what is your real name?... whatever your name is from me? No one in their right mind would choose either of those two slags over you!"
Morning took Cain's head between her hands, and her light flared again. Seconds later, Brandon reappeared. "Aww," he protested as he examined himself. "I prefer Cain! His cock's way bigger than mine, and Solange seems to like it!"
Morning laughed heartily before taking his hand and returning him to Cain. "My mother's name is Day Dawning, you Muppet."
"If I'm a Muppet, why don't I have a hand stuffed up my ass?" Cain facetiously asked.
"That can be arranged," Morning threatened, holding her hand up and flexing her fingers.
"What is it with you wanting to fuck my ass?" Cain teased. "Got a bit of a homo fixation there?"
"As amusing as this is, children," Tank kidded. "I have some information for you, and then you all need to decide your future."
Everyone's head turned to face him, their expressions concerned. Tank hesitated, unsure how to start. Although he would occasionally ad-lib a line, typically, he preferred to immerse himself in the role the writer and director had chosen him for and bring their vision to life.
"You know," Tank said, turning to Julie. "It might be easier just to show them."
"I think you're right," Julie replied. "Ladies, Cain, please. We have a hover ship parked on your condo's roof that will take us to an atmosphere entry/re-entry craft, which will take you to an alien spaceship orbiting the Earth." She grinned, with her eyes twinkling at their disbelieving looks. "Come on! If you can't trust a pair of Hollywood actors, who can you trust? Your local used car salesperson, oops, I mean politician, perhaps?"
"So, when we reach the roof to find it empty, will you then tell us what the fuck is happening?" Antoinette growled irritatedly.
"I'll make you a deal," Julie grinned. "If there's no ship, we'll take you all to dinner and allow you to tag and post as many photos of the seven of us eating together as you want. You get in it if there is, and let us take you into space."
Antoinette and Eloise immediately agreed, already imagining the many amazed comments from their friends and family. Cain and Day waited for Morning's response. They'd back her decision either way.
Morning glanced at her mother to garner Day's opinion. When Day nodded almost imperceptibly, Morning stood. "I suppose I should put some clothes on."
Antoinette and Eloise chatted excitedly with Julie as they waited for Morning to return. Julie deflected their more personal questions with practised ease until Eloise asked, "Are your kids with you?"
Julie sighed heavily before sadly saying, "I haven't seen them for over a year. I video chat with them every day, but I'm involved with something that takes precedence over even them."
"What could be more important than raising your kids?" Eloise asked doubtfully. Eloise had always been a romantic. It was why her johns enjoyed her company so much--she really did love them.
In her high-priced escort days, Eloise dreamed of falling in love with a client who loved her in return. They'd escape to where she wasn't known and do the whole suburban marriage thing: Stay-at-home mum, white picket fence, two point three children, cats, a dog, and happy chats over the fence with her neighbours. Eloise was mid-fifty and more realistic now. But she still thought raising happy, healthy kids was the most important job in the world.
"Ensuring the world survives long enough for them to have a future," Julie stated plainly.
Silence reigned around the table as the others digested her grave words.
"It's that serious?" Antoinette whispered fearfully. Julie nodded, and Antoinette sighed. "There really is a ship waiting for us on the roof, isn't there?"
"There really is," Julie agreed as she stood.
Antoinette opened the roof's door and looked out. "No ship!" She said, relieved.
"Guess again," Ms Angelina said as she took two steps past Antoinette and disappeared.
"WTF!" Cain spat. He ran after Julie. He, too, disappeared two steps later.
Antoinette and Eloise grabbed each other, their eyes wide and scared, and their bodies shaking.
"Oh, come on," Tank said amusedly. Watching people disappear when they stepped through the light warped around the hover to hide it still freaked him out a little, too. He repeated Angelina's words, "If you can't trust a pair of Hollywood actors, who can you trust?" He separated the women, held their elbows, and walked to where the other two had disappeared.
Eloise and Antoinette gasped when the hover appeared between one step and the next. Morning, Day, and Cain joined them and looked flummoxed before they stepped back, testing what their eyes told them. Morning and Day exchanged glances before shrugging and boarding the ship. Cain muttered, "WTF?" and joined them inside.
"George!" Morning and Day squealed, rushing over to hug their friend and mentor.
Antoinette and Eloise also eagerly rushed over and embraced him. They felt better knowing the man who had steadfastly supported them for over thirty years was there, too.
"George? What the fuck's going on?" Morning asked. "Is all of this you and the cabal?"
"You know as much as I do," George answered in his typical cultured rumble. "I wake up with two A-list celebrities standing over my bed, and I damned well know they're not there to kill me or film an episode of 'This is Your Life!' but other than that, only they know."
Julie and Tank laughed as they helped their quarry into the webbing seats and buckled them in. Tank explained, "The inertia dampeners should mean a smooth trip up to the re-entry vehicle. But if turbulence strong enough hits the ship, you might get thrown about. So, better safe than sorry."
It took less time than it takes to type this for the hover to land inside the re-entry crafts bay. The nearly inaudible hum from the hover's engines stopped, and Julie and Tank unbuckled and stood. "We're here," Tank grinned.
"In space?" Cain asked disbelievingly.
"No!" Julie chuckled. "In the re-entry craft that will take us into space. Come on, we can go up the front of the ship, and you can watch while we fly into space."
"This is a one-way trip, isn't it?" George asked defiantly. "I believe now we are on some kind of top-secret military spacecraft, and there's no way you can let us return to Earth and tell anyone what we've seen."
"Who would believe you?" Tank asked drily. "Four whores and two pimps make up a story about actors appearing out of thin air, kidnapping them, and taking them in invisible aircraft to another unseeable space vehicle that flew them to an invisible spaceship orbiting the planet? Nobody will believe that, though I'm sure you'll get lots of calls asking where to buy the drugs you were so obviously on."
"You have a point," George grinned. "But still? You can't let us leave lest someone does."
"I guarantee you'll be allowed to return to your previous lives if that's what you want. One, any, or all of you can make that choice, and I give you my solemn oath as a genuine Hollywood star, you'll return home safely," Tank joked.
Julie laughed, "Yeah, Cain. Trust us, we're actors!"
"And if you can't...?" Cain said glumly, believing George was right.
Tank and Julie took their 'guests' to the re-entry craft's nose, where Panton sat, guiding the ship. He didn't have much to do but ensure he selected the correct destination from the menu option. The craft's automation took care of the rest. It was only if he needed to manoeuvre the vehicle to a place his computer didn't know or he needed to operate it outside of its standard safe operating procedures that he took over from the autopilot.
Morning, Day, George, Cain, Eloise, and Antoinette watched awedly as the sky ahead turned dark blue and then black, and the stars appeared. By how quickly the sky turned from light to dark blue to black, the sextet knew they were travelling at an immense speed, but there were no typical feelings of movement generally associated with travel.
A few moments later, Cain muttered, "I don't see no fucking boat out here."
Tank chuckled at the nonsensical sentence and said, "You and ex-marine Brian Bennett will get along just fine. But to answer your question, seeing an invisible ship is difficult."
"Brian Bennett?" Cain asked. "The like gazillion times Olympic gold medal winner? He's on the boat?"
"The star warship, yes."
"Must be legit then," Cain said, rolling his eyes and not believing a word.
The next moment, though, Cain had to bite his words because, all around them, other spacecraft appeared, and with them, the sides of an enormous spaceship. The appearance of solid objects allowed the passengers to realise how fast they still moved--quicker than any car, train, or plane any of them had been inside. But before they could worry, their space vehicle spun on its axis and faced out into space before settling onto support struts.
"Honey, we're home!" Julie kidded as she and Tank walked towards the door opening on the nose's left.
The sextet huddled behind the actors and followed them along a narrow passageway into a massive, curved corridor. After what seemed like an age of walking, the group passed a number of rooms that looked like hospital wards. Every bed contained a patient, they assumed, surrounded by a clear box filled with white, swirling gas.
"Yeah, that's one of the things we need to talk about," Tank grimaced. "But rest assured, the gas is helping, not killing them."
Julie and Tank guided the sextet to their favourite canteen, where General Zaha, Brian Bennet, Genet, and the others waited. They all stood to greet the newcomers. Zaha stared intently at Morning before growling, "There's no doubt Lanner is your father. You must tell me that story someday, but for now, welcome." He turned to the others and made the introductions.
Cain ran to Brian before skidding to a halt, "Fuck! Sorry," he said. "I thought you were ex-marine and Olympian Brian Bennett."
"Bennett laughed and said, "I am Brian Bennett, ex-marine and Olympian."
"Yeah, but you can't be. Brian's in a wheelchair. You don't get out of those and walk again. Not unless you're a charlatan to begin with."
"Yeah," Tank growled. "That's another thing we must talk about."
After everyone had greeted everyone else, a waitress appeared and handed out menus. To the ship members' surprise, Morning and Day immediately perused it. The other four did as they'd expected: Looked at it blankly, turning it back and forth and shrugging.
"You can read that?" Tank disbelievingly asked Morning and Day.
"Sure," Morning said. "It's written in Sanskrit, our native language."
General Zaha laughed heartily before saying, "I'm not sure what Sanskrit is, but that's Providian."
"Perhaps," Morning agreed. "It's a somewhat archaic form of Sanskrit that only the eldest of our people spoke. But I can read it okay."
"How old are you?" Zaha asked.
"Don't you know it's rude to ask a woman her age?" Day teased before replying. "I'm unsure of my actual age, but I'm around three and a half thousand years old. My daughter's twenty years younger than me.
"What language are we speaking in?" Tank asked. A question that had befuddled Julie and him since they were first allowed to explore the ship.
"It depends," Morning answered. "When you're talking to your shipmates, you're talking in Sanskrit, Providian, I assume. When you're talking to us, you use English. But when you address my mother and/or me, you seamlessly flip between Sanskrit and English. Sometimes, more than once in any one sentence." She turned to Julie. "So do you."
"When you're in the gas," General Zaha explained. "Major Tenerife uses subliminals to teach you humans our language. It makes conversing with you easier and helps you understand what you're reading."
"Which is all fine and dandy," Cain drawled. "But what has it got to do with us?"
"I'll tell you what I know and then what I think," Tank replied. He looked around until the group nodded. Everyone, including the ship members, wanted to know why these six humans were so important. "What I know." Tank pointed at Cain, Antoinette, Eloise and George. "You four have the required mix of human, Neanderthal, and Providian DNA to create super soldiers similar to myself, Julie, and Brian."
"Pile it on thick," Cain snorted. "I don't think it's up to my ears yet."
Tank ignored him and continued. "The ship's sensors automatically scan everyone who comes on board. That's what the narrow passageway we passed through is for. It's both a safety and medical issue. The ship scans for anything or anyone that isn't allowed on board. Humans and Providians are permitted, of course. Anything else is killed immediately. It also scans for anything contagious or hazardous we may have been exposed to. The ship will seal us in that passageway until we can be decontaminated."
Tank looked around and could see his audience had questions. But before they could voice them, he continued. "That's how I know you four have the DNA combination I mentioned." He turned to Morning and Day. "Initial analysis says that you two have more Neanderthal DNA mixed within you than anyone else on Earth. That analysis conjectures the Neanderthal DNA, combined with the treatments Major Tenerife and his crew will offer you, will make you faster and stronger than even Julie and me, and we are the fastest and strongest of anyone on board this spacecraft."
"I don't suppose you'd like to prove that?" Cain challenged. "I've got a tenner that says both Morning and Day will kick your butt."
"A demonstration certainly convinced me," Brian added.
"If I agree, please let me explain what's happening and why we need your help first? Before you answer, you need to know that my crew, Brian, Julie and I, are the ones raiding the terrorist militia camps around the world."
"Sure," Cain sneered. He'd clearly taken point on challenging Tank's explanations. "Two Hollywood actors and a charlatan lead the terrorist group WOLF, which is attacking other terrorist groups, trying to make themselves the most powerful anti-government group in the world. Sure! After all, why not?"
"You have no idea, Cain," Julie laughed. "There are a million people on this ship, with sixty thousand of them permanent troops, all but a few of them capable of fighting. A large faction of the commanders leading those troops want to eliminate all of Earth's governments and install puppet ones they control. Another equally large faction wants to kidnap every human with the required DNA structure, forcibly mutate them into super soldiers, and force them to accompany the Providians to Aridia, where they'll invade and try to free their enslaved people."
"Aridia?" Morning hissed? "Slavers? You want us to join you and fight Aridian slavers? Day and I are in!"
"Why?" General Zaha asked, surprised by her vehemence.
"Too many of my children, descendants, friends, lovers and mates have been killed by what we first believed were Gaelic Slavers but have learnt are Aridian. They killed our medicine man, my father, Light on the Water, and have hunted my mother and me for three and a half thousand years. Day and I have already decided we need to hunt them. We just don't know how. Now we do."
"Why do they hunt you?"
"Because I know how to kill them permanently!"
"Easy, I assume," Tank presumed. "I find blowing or cutting their heads off works."
"No," Morning denied. "If you only kill them, they regenerate overnight, and a clone is generated with them. Then you fight twice that number the following day."
"Fuck!" General Zaha swore. "No wonder we could never defeat them! Excuse me, people. But General Tibolt needs to hear this now. Captain Zaffra, please bring Morning and her mother to the parade ground when you're done wiping the floor with her. I'm sure the other generals will have questions for them."
"I get why you want Beyoncé and Solange. Even getting Cain and George makes some sense. But why Antoinette and me?" Eloise timidly asked. "Sheesh, we're both closer to sixty than fifty, weigh less than one hundred and thirty-two pounds, and can barely lift a bag of groceries inside. What use are we in a war?"
Tank smiled indulgently. "Do you remember how old I am?" He asked obliquely.
Eloise's eyes widened, "You're sixty! I remember seeing the birthday cake on 'X'."
"Do I look sixty still?"
"No," Eloise admitted. "Then again, you never did."
"I'm forty-eight, Eloise," Julie added. "I look better than when I did the Lara Croft movies."
"You sure do!" Brian and Cain blurted.
"Down, boys," Julie grinned. She winked at Brian, "You, maybe later."
Brian smiled broadly.
"First!" Tank said, interrupting. "Let me tell you what I don't know but suspect." The others nodded. He let his gaze wander over the six he and Julie had gathered. "The Providians will need a blood sample from each of you to confirm, but I'll wager that you're all, except Day, descendants of Lanner, Light on the Water, Morning's father."



When they all looked at each other, wondering if they should be disgusted with themselves for having had sex with a relative, he added, "The inherited genes from Morning's father are so far removed from Morning and Lanner that you're no longer genuinely related in any way. But we can track your ancestors through your mitochondrial DNA, and I'm sure they'll all lead back to Lanner."
Everyone looked guiltily relieved by Tank's explanation.
"What that means is that I believe you'll all become like Julie and me. Kind of Super, super soldiers. Faster, stronger, and more accurate with any weapon than even the super soldiers like Brian and the others such as Roque, Envet, and Alban."
"Haven't been able even to touch him in a fight," Bennett confirmed. "Julie neither, and only Julie has ever been fast enough to strike Tank."
The gathered sextet eyed Julie speculatively, trying to fit that information with the famous, diminutive, beautiful actress before them.
Tank stood, saying, "Let's take this to the dojo, and I'll prove what the mutagenic gas can do."
"That's the stuff we saw in those plastic thingies coming in, right?" George asked as he fell into step beside Tank. "That General called you Captain Zaffra. You're a captain in his army?"
"It is," Tank confirmed. "Technically, it's five-star general Tibolt's army, but essentially, yes."
Morning had held her mother back. She waited until she thought the others were far enough away that she wouldn't be heard, unaware that speed and reflexes weren't the only things the mutagenic gas enhanced. "Challenge Angelina when we enter the dojo, Mum," she whispered. "If Tank's training her, she'll fight similarly to him. Watching her might give me enough of an advantage to destroy him quickly."
"You're worried?" Day asked.
"Light says he'll kick my ass," Morning admitted. "But I'll own his after the enhancements."
Day sighed deeply, "You're right to worry," she stated.
They hurried to catch up with the others, not noticing that Angelina and Zaffra exchanged winks and grins.
Tank and Julie showed Morning and Day into the changeroom and casually stripped. Tank had never been bothered by changing in front of others, and with everyone around her having similar equipment to her, Julie had gotten past her embarrassment at having a stupendously long cock and tennis ball-sized testes. Therefore, she was surprised by the other women's gasps and shocked looks when she dropped her jumpsuit and her cock and balls fell free. Julie typically tucked them away on her recruiting trips back to Earth so they wouldn't shock her targets.
"Side-effect of the mutagenic enhancements," Julie explained, unembarrassed. "Tank's got a pussy under his, too."
"The treatments turn you into a hermaphrodite?" Morning queried.
"Yes," Tank confirmed, trying to match Julie's nonchalance as Morning curiously examined his 10+ inch cock and enormous balls.
"I never thought to try that," she mused.
Tank and Julie were nonplussed by her casual acceptance of them being intersexed and stared at Morning wonderingly. She grinned, "Beat me today, and I'll show you."
The actors exchanged glances and shrugs, handed the two women Gis, dressed in theirs, and guided Morning and Day to the dojo.
"I challenge Ms Angelina," Day said as they entered.
Tank grinned as he looked around. A substantial crowd gathered around the central mat, waiting to see Tank and Julie fight. Their battles against each other were legendary and the most watched replays on the Providian military channels.
Genet welcomed Day and Julie onto the mat. She would be the referee for their fight. "What are the rules of engagement, fighters?" She asked.
"First to achieve two takedowns or the first to draw blood wins?" Julie suggested.
Day shook her head, thinking their fight would be over too quickly, with her victorious, if those were the rules, and Morning would learn nothing. Day estimated Angelina's pride would ensure that she lasted at least a little while, so she suggested, "First to tap out."
"Agreed," Julie grinned, knowing Day was in for a rude awakening.
"Agreed," Genet accepted. "But I will call the fight if I believe there's a clear winner and the other is only too prideful to admit defeat."
"Agreed," Day and Julie answered together, each thinking the other was going down.
"Warm up?" Genet suggested.
"I'm ready," Julie stated as Day said something similar.
As the women bowed, straightened, and waited for Genet to call the start, Morning noticed Tank wasn't watching the fight. Instead, behind the crowd, he moved gracefully through his Tai Chi Katas, warming his muscles and preparing for their battle. Her pussy clenched and moistened as she watched his muscular figure work through the forms. 'Still going to kick his sexy ass,' she thought as she blinked away an image of Tank's enormous cock.
Morning heard, "Fight!" and quickly turned her head to the battle.
Thinking it would be over in less than a second, Day charged at Angelina, planning to dump her onto the mat and grind her into submission. Day's hands never touched the woman. Instead, Angelina spun to the side, swivelled on her left foot's ball, and kicked the older woman in the ass. Day, already unbalanced by missing her intended target, careened into the crowd, who caught her and helped her back onto the mat.
"Now, that's what I call an ass-kicking!" Brian chortled to the crowd's amusement.
Day circled Julie more cautiously this time. The woman's speed had shocked and concerned her enormously. Day thought she still outweighed and outmuscled the young woman, but she needed to get hold of her first. Julie's incredible speed made doing that problematic.
Julie made no move of her own. Instead, she calmly turned to keep Day before her and waited. Julie was relaxed, her arms hanging loosely at her sides, waiting for the older woman's next attack.
It didn't come. Day was determined that Angelina came to her this time.
Julie was reluctant to attack because she had learned the hard way from Tank that attacking a prepared, skilful opponent was a sure way to lose. However, moving in a stationary circle and watching your opponent didn't achieve that tap-out necessary to win the fight. Julie began to stalk Day.
Day's patience expended first, and she spun, swinging a roundhouse kick at Julie's head.
Angelina pushed forward, dropped to her knees, avoided Day's kick, and punched the woman above her knee, the inside of her upper thigh, and directly in the cunt. Then, she pulled her leg from beneath her body and swept Day's foot, dropping her to the mat. Next, Julie heel-struck Day's stomach before rolling and leaping to her feet. She leapt toward Day's head, planning to drop her elbow onto Day's upper chest, but Day rolled in time to avoid Julie's blow.
Day staggered back, giving herself time to recover. She knew that not only had Julie pulled her blows, but if the first punch above her knee had landed on her knee, where Julie would have placed it in a genuine fight, her knee would have dislocated. Day also knew that if Julie had truly wanted to hurt her, the elbow would have been aimed at her throat or chin and not her upper chest.
Day shook her head as she tried to recall the last time she'd lost to an opponent, let alone been unable even to touch one. There was no point continuing, even though her pride demanded she should. She made the universal time-out gesture and bowed, facing Julie.
Julie, who had sprung to her feet, returned Day's bow and stepped off the mat.
Genet suppressed her grin before saying, "Tank, Morning, you're up!"
Tank took his position behind the centre line and before Morning. He placed his right fist in his left palm before his chest and bowed. Morning dipped her head to acknowledge Tank's respect and repeated Tank's actions. Tank respectfully acknowledged, and the fighters turned to face Genet. They bowed to her.
"This is going to be good," Brian chortled, excited to watch the match. His experienced eye told him that the two fighters were evenly matched but that Tank's extra height and strength should carry the day.
"Morning will wipe the mat with his smug face," Cain replied disdainfully. "I've never seen anyone capable of even touching her, let alone making her tap out."
"Want to make a small bet, then?" Brian suggested, hopefully.
"Sure," Cain said, remaining disdainful and overconfident in his friend and lover's abilities. "If Tank wins, I'll suck your enormous cock. But if I win, you have to put on a French maid's outfit and serve me breakfast for a week."
Brian laughed, saying, "Well, I was thinking of ten bucks. But sure, what you said. You'll need to dress pretty for me before you suck me off, though."
"Deal!" Cain agreed. The two enormous black men spat on their palms, smacked their hands together, and shook.
"Same rules as the other two?" Genet asked. Tank and Morning nodded, then turned to face each other. "Fight!" Genet barked, backing off the mat quickly.
Tank immediately drove his massive right fist at Morning's head. Following that by powering forward, flinging fists, forearms and elbows at Morning's surprised face, Tank forced Morning to do nothing but defend. He wasn't moving as fast as he could because he was testing her defences and speed as well as her ability to counter.
Initially, Morning backpedalled as she resisted Tank's attack. He'd caught her unaware because she thought he'd stand motionless, much as his student had. It would not have surprised Morning to learn that that was Tank's typical first fight action: Stand still and evaluate his opponent's movement and patience.
Typically, when two fight Masters came together, the first to move lost. Tank strove never to be the first to move. However, he already knew his speed and strength exceeded Morning's, so barring an error born from overconfidence, he'd win this battle. So, to confuse her, Tank struck first.
Well before she ran out of mat, Morning regrouped from Tank's whirling attack, ducked under his fists and elbows, spun past him, and turned to kick his rear. Finding him facing her when she completed her turn shocked her again. 'How can such a massive man move so silently and swiftly?' She wondered as she let her foot drop and prepared for his attack.
Tank spun, offering alternate leg, kicking attacks next. He shifted seamlessly between left and right foot, straight, roundhouse, spinning, and sweeping motions. Morning avoided every attack, but sweat poured down her face and body, and her breaths came in huge, gulping gasps. She avoided being forced off the mat by the barest margin.
She turned to find Tank standing with his fist in his palm again. When she faced her, Tank bowed, acknowledging her skill in avoiding his attacks. Then, he shifted to a defensive stance and gestured for her to attack.
Morning gave herself time to recover as she considered her options. As Light had predicted, she knew that Tank was beyond her skill to fight. Morning suspected he wasn't showing his full abilities and had slowed enough to allow her to defend his attacks. However, she could not understand how he could purposefully slow down and yet remain so graceful.
Decision made, she calmly stated, "I will attack so the watching crowd gets their full quota of entertainment. But no more holding back. I want to see your entire capabilities."
Tank shifted to the respectful position, bowed again, and said, "Agreed." He retook his defensive stance.
"WTF?" Cain confusedly wondered, his pucker clenching when he realised he'd have to suck a giant black man's enormous cock.
Morning closed her eyes and summoned the void she'd learned as a young woman being taught her fighting craft. Her mother's husband was the man Morning called Father until she discovered Light on the Water was. The man she called Father was the clan chief, Bull Roaring. He had one child, and Bull wanted his child to be as great a warrior as he was, uncaring that warrior women were rare in his tribe. His desires were met tenfold. By her teens, Morning was more dangerous in armed and unarmed conflict than any other warrior bar one in their village.
That 'bar one', Eagle Swooping, took her hand in marriage as soon as Morning reached marriageable age. Morning's father's strength faded shortly after seeing his daughter mated, and Eagle Swooping, the tribe's greatest warrior, challenged Bull for the chieftaincy. He was successful, and like her mother before her, Morning became the clan chief's wife.
Centred, Morning opened her eyes and flowed across the mat toward Tank. To the interested watchers, Morning moved faster than they could believe. Even those who had undergone the mutagenic enhancements thought Morning moved faster than anyone they'd seen except Tank and Julie. They wondered and feared how much faster she'd be after the treatments.
However, despite the crowd's awe and Morning's best efforts, she never got close to striking Tank. He was like smoke, effortlessly swaying and swirling before the wind of her attack, always where her fists, elbows, knees, and feet weren't. In return for her attempted strikes, Tank jabbed fingers into her elbows' ulna nerves, wrists' radial nerves, and sternum. Morning's thighs received Tank's elbows and knees, rendering her almost incapable of walking.
She stopped attacking, painfully reformed the respectful pose with her fist in her palm and bowed. Tank returned her respectful bow, and they turned to face Genet and bowed again.
"Fuck!" Cain defeatedly spat. He looked at Brian and added, "I guess I should go make myself look pretty?"
Brian laughed uproariously before politely declining. "Or, you could hand me a tenner, and we'll call it even."
"Here," Cain gratefully accepted, pulling a ten-dollar note from his wallet and giving it to Brian.
Researcher Anan grabbed Day's and Morning's elbows and tried to drag them from the dojo. "You need the regen chamber," she growled when neither Morning nor Day moved. Anan poked Morning in her stomach and growled, "You're bruised and bleeding internally. Stop being a fucking hero, and let me fix you."
"No gas," Tank growled menacingly. "Put them in the regeneration chambers, but only return their bodies to pristine." He glared at the researcher. "If you gas them with mutagens, I swear, Anan, I will shove my hand up your tight cunt and pull your heart out through it!"
"Jaysus!" Anan gasped. "I'm not sure what you really mean. Can you be a tad more explicit?"
"Fucking with me now would be a very bad idea," Tank snarled. "Fucking with them would be life ending!"
"Sure, sure," Anan soothed. "Wait for them in the cafeteria. I'll return them both unaltered in about an hour."
"You'd better!" Tank humphed as he took Julie's arm and left to shower and change.
"She's going to be that good?" Bennett disbelievingly asked an hour later in the cafeteria.
"If they get only a ten per cent boost from the mutagens, then Day will equal Julie, and Morning will exceed me," Tank unequivocally stated, unaware that Anan guided Day and Morning behind him and that they could hear him. "If they get as much improvement as is typical, then they'll be so far beyond us that it will be like they're Gods to our pitiful ants."
"I do not want to be a God," Morning protested as she joined the combined table, having heard the conversation. "I want only the strength to eliminate the Aridian scourge from existence. Lanner spoke to me," Morning continued. "If we cannot defeat the slavers here on Earth, then they will take over the universe, and everyone will be enslaved to them. Lanner called the Aridians 'the darkness wanting to extinguish the universe's light'. If they are not stopped here on Earth, then they cannot be stopped, and their darkness will engulf all of existence."
"Pressure much?" Tank muttered. He jokingly turned to look at Julie, "You know, I was thrilled when you asked me to act in your damned 'Salt' movie? Now? Fuck you, bitch, for inviting me!"
"Yeah?" Julie amusedly spat back. "If you didn't match their DNA requirements, they wouldn't have abducted you, and I would never have come to their attention!"
"Tank," Anan interrupted. "Tomorrow, you will present yourself in my lab, and we will investigate this sudden telekinesis ability you have developed. Also, I've created more weights and a new treadmill capable of higher speeds. I will test to see how much you've improved since the last time we measured you." She glared at Julie before adding, "You, too, will attend."
Then she looked at Morning and Day, "You will be there, too. I've yet to have baseline readings of unenhanced humans, and I need them before you begin your treatments."
"They're hardly typical humans," Tank growled sardonically. "Morning is more Neanderthal and Providian than human. Day's more mixed, but entirely different to typical humans."
"Whatever," Anan airily replied. "You four will attend, or I'll send Tenerife to fetch you."
"Tenerife had better send his goons," Tank growled. "If he comes himself, I'll send him to you bent like a pretzel and with his head stuffed up his ass!"
"Yeah, yeah. Whatever," Anan teased as she left.
"Telekinesis?" Morning queried.
"Moving objects with your mind," Tank explained.
Morning rolled her eyes. "I know what the word means, but what does Anan mean?"
"This," Tank angrily snapped. He willed a chair from across the room to travel to his hand. It lifted above the tables and hit his outstretched palm moments later.
Morning concentrated, "Like this?" she asked. Another chair smacked into her palm.
"Umm, yeah," Tank disbelievingly answered as the others gaped, also disbelieving. "Just like that."
Tank shook his head to clear his wonder before saying, "If you follow me, we need to face the big brass, as General Zaha asked." He spoke to his team. "Guys, I'm sure Day, Antoinette, Eloise, Cain, and George are confused, possibly frightened, and have a million questions. Will you all look after them? Give them a tour and introduce them to the other humans who have joined us?"
"Sure," Julie agreed as the others nodded.
"Tell me about this mutagenic thing," Morning asked as she walked toward the parade ground with Tank. Morning was acutely aware of how turned on she was and hoped the handsome Hollywood actor couldn't smell her arousal.
"It works on anyone with pure Providian blood," Tank explained. "But in their case, the improvements max out at about a fifteen to twenty per cent improvement in speed, strength, and mental acuity. We believe that will be enough to face a slaver on even footing, but unlike we mutated humans, they won't be stronger than them."
"The slavers are incredibly strong," Morning explained. "But they're slow even in comparison to our human warriors. They're difficult to kill, and you don't want to kill them anyway. For over three thousand years, Day and I have fought to maim and disable so we could escape."
"Why don't you want to kill them?" Tank asked curiously. "Dead men can do no harm."
"These ones can," Morning emphatically replied.
"We're here," Tank said, stopping before the door. "They'll want the same answers I do, so I'll let them ask you." Tank hesitated before saying, "Most of these pricks are arrogant beyond belief. They'll talk down to you, belittle you, insult you, and tell you you're nothing but a devolved Providian and not worthy of their respect." Tank grinned. "I had to crack quite a few heads before they began being respectful. If their arrogance becomes too extreme, offer to fight anyone who thinks they're good enough and kick their ass. Do not kill anyone!"
"So, why do you fight for them?"
"Aridians, Providians," Tank replied with his hands out to his sides and palms up as if weighing something. "One wants us to help them free their people but is undecided about the best way to achieve that. The other wants to kill everyone too old or young to work, all the men capable of resisting them and enslaving the rest."



"What about the women who want to resist them?" Morning teased. "It's the twenty-twenties after all."
"I do not know what happens to the people captured and transported to Aridia," Tank admitted. "But I'm told every female of breeding age is repeatedly raped and inseminated until she's no longer capable of having children and then killed."
He guided Morning to a spot before the block of seats where the Generals waited. Tank saluted and said, "Generals, I present Morning Sun. Daughter of Providian Lanner and human woman Day Dawning. Day is also on the ship and is available if you wish to interrogate her, too."
Muttered conversations broke across the assembled senior officers when Tank announced Morning was Lanner's daughter, but they waited for General Tibolt to speak first.
"Your father is Senior Researcher Lanner?" Tibolt asked.
"Yes," Morning answered.
"How old are you, child?" Tibolt asked gruffly but not unkindly.
Morning replied, "I've lost exact count, but at least three and a half thousand years."
"Lanner is dead?"
"Killed by slavers when I was twenty."
Another hiss of muttered conversations washed through the assembled officers.
"Aridian slavers?" The general asked.
"We believed them to be Gaelic slavers at the time. But I have recently discovered they're Aridian, yes." Morning answered.
"How did you discover that?" Tangran angrily queried. "Did Tank tell you on the way to the ship, and did you concoct this story together so we wouldn't forcibly mutate you?"
Morning turned to look at him. "You are?" She asked disdainfully.
"Colonel Tangran. Supreme Leader of the Providian forces on Earth."
"Which means precisely squat to me," Morning sneered as Tank fought to hide a grin. She ignored Tangran and returned her gaze to General Tibolt.
Tangran's face flushed as he shook, looking close to apoplectic. Which he probably was. He stood and snarled, "You will answer my questions immediately, woman! Or..."
"Or what?" Morning asked disparagingly, not looking at the raging Colonel. "You'll throw even more toys out of your cot as you wail like a two-year-old? Maybe I should put you over my knee and spank you like your parents should have when you carried on as you are."
"Seize her!" Tangran commanded the guards standing close to the officers' box."
"Yeah, I really wouldn't if I were you," Tank drawled as he stepped beside Morning. "Firstly, I doubt you have enough men here to seize her, and secondly, even if you summon more, they have to take me first." He glared at Tangran, daring him to order the guards to continue. If Tangran did, the first soldier to reach for Morning was landing in Tangran's lap.
General Tibolt held his hand up, "At ease!" He barked. "Captain Tank, why must you insist on antagonising your superior officers?"
"Because idiocy must be called out whenever it is encountered, Sir!" Tank barked back as he snapped to attention and saluted. He left the second part unsaid, but everyone there caught the inference that Tangran was an idiot.
Tibolt sighed heavily, "At ease, son." He sighed again before addressing Morning. "When did you learn the Gaelic slavers were Aridian? If Lanner was your father, surely, he told you earlier? Your story holds little credence."
Morning glared at him but answered after a nudge from Tank. "Senior Researcher Lanner impregnated my mother. But I did not know that either until recently. I was raised believing my father was the Clan Chief Bull Roaring."
"How did you discover the truth?"
"Meditation. I now understand that Lanner was communicating with me from the void before the light that Providian souls enter when they die. However, Lanner did not appear in my meditations or speak directly with me until much later."
"Lanner speaks with you from beyond the grave?" Tibolt asked.
"She lies!" Tangran snarled. "Enough of this nonsense. She has the DNA we need to make our super soldiers even better. Let me kill her and harvest it from her body!"
General Zaha stood. "I was there earlier this evening when Senior Researcher Lanner contacted Tank," he stated calmly. "I believe the last ancestor to contact a living relative from the rift did so around the time we abandoned Providia."
"What's with killing everyone to harvest their DNA?" Tank drawled. "You can take it from skin droppings, saliva, or blood. You could even take tissue samples and leave the host alive." Tank glared at Tangran before adding, "Or is it because dead men tell no tales? Tell me, ex-researcher Tangran, what is the real reason the Providian people are slowly becoming infertile and their clones are failing?"
Gasps and questions boiled from the senior officers like water from an overfilled pot. Some yelled queries at Tank. Others demanded Tangran deny or confirm Tank's accusations, and still more demanded Tank's head."
"I'd be interested to know who told you that hidden information," General Tibolt said icily. "Those files have been removed and kept hidden for millennia. Only a select few know of Tangran's early life as a researcher, and fewer still know of his research into Providian's fertility problems." Tibolt turned cold eyes onto General Zaha. "In fact, only one person here could have told you."
General Zaha threw his hands up, "Wasn't me," he flatly denied. "I have no idea what Tank's saying. Nor did I know Colonel Tangran was a researcher before he joined the military. I also don't know anything about hidden files, although I now desire to examine them."
The assembled senior Providian officers turned stony stares onto Tank, who was grinning like a Cheshire cat. "That tactic works every time!" He laughed. "I sifted the available evidence: Tangran was more knowledgeable about the DNA program than any other senior officer. He knew all about the mutagenic process and how it worked, and he consistently wants to kill and open up all the humans he finds with the required DNA profile so he can examine them. These are all things a researcher would know and want to do, but an army man wouldn't care about.
"Then I surmised that if he was a colonel in an army of virtual immortals, he must have joined many centuries before, but given he's been cloned many times, it stands to reason that he must have joined the army later in life, and I guessed it was because he'd been shitcanned from his researcher job." Tank laughed again, "So I laid my educated guess out, and you, Sir, confirmed I was right."
Then, his face changed to match General Tibolt's stern mien, and he addressed Colonel Tangran. He accused, "You introduced something into the water supply or the air you thought would strengthen your people so they could equal the Aridians' power and defeat them, didn't you? But instead, what you introduced is slowly turning you all infertile and causing uncontrolled mutations in your clones."
More shouted questions rained from the officers as others demanded Tangran's or Tank's immediate arrest, depending on which faction they supported. Only Generals Tibolt and Zaha remained impassive. The chaos continued until Tibolt smacked his hand onto his desk. "Silence!" He demanded. When the hubbub ceased, he turned to the fidgeting guards and commanded, "Stand down and take your positions."
General Tibolt looked at Colonel Tangran and said, "Colonel Tangran, you are stood down and relieved of all duties until a panel can be assembled to investigate Captain Tank's accusations. I already know some of what Captain Tank has accused is correct. The panel will discover what else is. You are confined to your quarters until the investigation is completed."
Tibolt glared at Tank. "Captain Zaffra, what am I to do with you? Your outstanding battle successes notwithstanding, I wonder if you and your ilk are more trouble than you're worth."
"Imagine getting Earth's peoples on board," Tank pointed out. "There are potentially 1.25 billion people on her who, with the right motivation, will join your fight against the Ardians. That's potentially another 312,500 super soldiers. Can you afford to lose them?"
"Or we could do as Major Tenerife suggests and kidnap those we need, forcibly mutate them, and absorb them into our ranks," General Tibolt growled, with many officers behind him nodding their agreement.
"And when some or all prove to be as recalcitrant as me?" Tank asked innocently. "What then?"
"We kill you all and harvest the DNA from your carcasses," Tibolt said coldly.
"How many of your sixty thousand soldiers survive a superhuman revolt, do you think? Of course, you'll need to send your enhanced Providian soldiers in to help. How many will be left after we've all been killed? Who will repel the Aridian Armada when all of Earth fights you? You see humans as weak, and we are. But we're also stubborn and warlike. Kidnapping and murdering three hundred and twelve, five hundred thousand of their people might finally achieve what many have attempted and failed: Uniting Earth. Only they will unite to destroy you!"
Tank turned and took Morning's arm. "Sorry, I wasted your time, Morning," he apologised. "These arseholes are so wilfully arrogant and ignorant that we're better off out of here. I'm sure General Tibolt will at least allow you and your group to leave. But it's probably too late for me and the rest." He tried to make Morning walk with him off the floor.
Morning resisted and addressed the assembly, "My mother and I are prepared to join your fight against the Aridian Slavers, but not at the cost of enslaving Earth or taking away a person's will to choose. I have information that can help you, us, win, but unless my help is willingly accepted and not forced from me, I will leave you to die at the hands of the slavers, and I will lead the resistance from Earth." She spun on her heel and marched away.
"And if we invade Earth ourselves to gather what we need?" A general in the assembly threatened.
Morning turned back, her grin feral, "Then I will help Tank, Julie, Brian, and the rest kill you all and save the Aridians the bother." She turned to leave.
General Zaha pleaded, "Wait, Miss Sun, please?"
Tank and Morning turned back. "We are not the Aridians and are not evil. We're merely a people who have run as far as possible with nowhere left to hide from the destruction and/or enslavement of our entire species. We've fought the Aridian scourge alone for sixty-five thousand years and lost family, friends, and comrades resisting them. Everywhere we've fled to, the Aridians find us. Many places we thought were safe had evidence that that planet, too, had been invaded and decimated by the slavers. We fled again.
"We tried invading and taking over planets and making them join our war with the Aridians. We discovered the people fought back more resiliently than we suspected and that soon after we'd settled, the slavers came, seemingly attracted by the war and our technology. We approached developed civilisations, asking them to join our fight, and were rebuffed, if not attacked, because they coveted our technology. Using our stealth technology, we infiltrated planets with inhabitants whose outward appearance resembled ours and tried to disappear among their population. We were either discovered, arrested and evicted, or we brought the slavers down on them.
"We attempted to seed backward planets like Earth and move on, hoping we could circle back ten or twenty thousand years later and find thriving communities ready to rejoin us and repel the Aridians. Instead, we found empty planets. Some showed they'd become victim to the slavers. On others, we found no sign we'd ever been there.
"Earth is the first planet where we've found surviving Providians. But you humans are evolved--yes, I know, in our arrogance, we typically say 'devolved'. But you humans have evolved so much that most of you carry genes that are less than ten per cent Providian."
The general stumbled to a stop, unsure how to reach the two angry humans before him.
General Tibolt stepped in. "As you correctly surmised, Captain Zaffra. Earth is the last throw of the dice for the Providian people. If we cannot ally with Earth, convince her governments to allow us to settle here, and fight with us against the Aridian Armada, our species will die. So will Earth and all her people."
Tibolt sighed as the mantle of leadership descended heavily upon his shoulders. He looked down for strength, somehow found it, and looked up with his eyes blazing. "Cards face-up on the table, Captain Zaffra."
"General, no!" Some of the senior officers protested.
But Tibolt ignored them. "This ship has maybe one more interstellar jump in her before the bulkheads come apart and spew everyone on board into space. The others waiting outside The Kuiper Belt are city ships. They're extremely fast but capable of only enough self-defence to hopefully escape an attack and run. They're next to helpless against an Aridian battleship.
"There's not enough room on those ships to take the approximately nine hundred thousand on this one. We need Earth to allow us to stay in orbit, create a spaceship manufacturing facility, rebuild this ship, and build at least another one like her. We can't do it without Earth's permission because we have nowhere for the ship's inhabitants to go when we power down the ship to rebuild her. The starship will also be visible to anyone with a telescope and show up on the satellite cameras."
General Tibolt stopped and considered what else he thought Tank needed to know to make his decision. His eyes focused on Tank, "We arrived here in what your people call the 1980s and have been quietly negotiating with the world's three superpowers ever since. Your Earth leaders believe our representatives are an advance party from Proxima Centauri C, who, unfortunately, crashed on Earth. They're unaware we have this ship orbiting their planet, nor do they know there's three more staged only a short jump from Earth."
The general waited for Tank's reaction.
Zaffra breathed deeply and released his anger. It served no purpose now. But he had the upper hand now, and it was time to cash in. "Void into space the mutated monsters you're holding in the prison cells on level three and were planning on dropping into the middle of Earth's battle with the Ardians, and I'll help you to ensure as many of the world's 1.25 billion prospective fighters join up as possible."
"There are no mutated monsters, Captain Zaffra," Tibolt denied, but others turned to stare uncomfortably at Colonel Tangran. "You and Tenerife demanded we execute them before they became too dangerous."
Tank grinned humourlessly at his leader. "I think Colonel Tangran might know differently."
General Tibolt turned to examine Tangran, who hadn't yet 'confined himself to his quarters' because he wanted to hear the outcome of this meeting. Tangran blustered before the general's steely gaze, but it was clear that another of Tank's 'guesses' were correct. However, it was Waitress Melinta who had warned him.
"Tangran, you fucking worm!" Tibolt exploded. "Get out of my sight before I execute you my damned self!" He turned his rage on the other senior officers. Tibolt roared, "If I find any of you are complicit in keeping these monsters alive, I'll shove you out the damned airlock with them myself! You have an hour before I'm taking an inspection team through the ship, and if I find any damned mutated monsters, you'll all join Tangran on charges! Dismissed!"
A mad scramble ensued as those who knew there were monsters rushed to correct that before General Tibolt discovered them.
Tank and Morning returned to the cafeteria to find their usual crew, who had been joined by Tina Tanzer and the twins Demi and Adelle Lovette, Tank's and Julie's first human recruits. The girls looked beautiful, muscular, and deadly. They moved with the same calm, confident grace the rest of Tank's and Julie's crew had.
Tank introduced Morning to the three super warriors, who immediately challenged her to a fight. They'd heard of her and Tank's battle, watched it on replay, and wanted to test their skills against the millennia-old warrior woman. Tina, especially, was eager to get her hands on Morning, whom she found highly alluring.
Tina had been raped by her stepfather and had fled her hometown to the streets of New York, where even worse horrors awaited her. She was fooled by a pimp, who repeatedly raped her and allowed his friends to do the same before he addicted Tina to ice and turned her out onto the streets to hook.
When Major Tenerife's recruitment team collected her from New York's streets, she was dying of kidney and liver failure caused by several STIs, Hepatitis C and AIDS. But Tiny Dancer, as she was named then, had the DNA and gene combination required to be mutated into a super warrior similar to Julie Angelina. Tina was distantly related to Julie, according to their DNA profiles.
With the changes wrought by Tenerife's mutagenic gases, Tina grew an enormous 12-inch cock and massive balls, and Tina became an aggressive Top who pursued feminine presenting Providians enthusiastically. The only man she allowed inside her recreated pussy now was Lieutenant Brian Bennet, ex-US marine sergeant and recently a lieutenant in the Providian army. Although Major Tenerife had hidden it, as he had for Julie, Tina was a breeder, capable of bearing children or creating them in another.
All the human men and women recruited were breeders, but Major Tenerife, Genet, Tank, and Julie knew that until the Aridians were defeated, they needed super warriors rather than breeders. However, the Providian top brass would not have agreed, so they kept it secret. Researcher Anan had provided all the mutated humans with shots that temporarily interrupted their fertility cycles.
Word spread that Morning would be fighting again, and when Tank and his team got to the dojo, there was barely any space left around the central mat. Having had her ass comprehensively handed to her by Tank, Morning was more cautious this time and insisted on warming up before the fight.
"Who's first?" Julie asked. She was the referee.
"I'll take all three on at once," Morning stated calmly. She'd watched the warriors warm up and knew they were no match for her yet.
A susurrate sigh eased through the crowd at Morning's confident declaration. They hoped for a grand battle.
Shrugging, Julie waited until the three younger women gathered opposite Morning on the mat, then she asked, "Rules of engagement?"
"No rules," Tina said confidently. "Yield if you can take no more. Winner gets to fuck the loser."
Morning tilted her head and eyed the muscular warrior before her. She smiled. "Agreed."
"So be it," Julie stated. "Fighters, bow." All four bowed respectfully. "Fight!" Julie backed out immediately.
The twins launched flying kicks instantly. Unfortunately, neither hit anything except the mat at its very edge. They both avoided tumbling outside the mat's confines by the barest margin. In a fight to someone yielding, being forced from the mat meant nothing but embarrassment for the fighter. However, no one likes being embarrassed. The girls turned, got to their feet, and attacked again.
They'd barely gotten upright when Tina, flying into them from being flung by Morning, knocked all three back onto the floor. The three friends laughed joyously before leaping to their feet and attacking Morning again. The immortal warrior ducked, weaved, and dodged, remaining untouched. Her opponents were good, and Morning acknowledged that. They were almost as good as her wife Malkoha became. Still, they were no match, not even together, for her.
The girls' feet were swept, crashing them to the floor. Blows too fast to see rained across their large muscle groups, making those body parts painful to use. The girls' hearts sang as they tried to strike the ebony, glossy-skinned woman sharing their mat. They tried paired attacks, individual ones, and they attempted to distract Morning with feinted blows while another crept up behind her. Nothing worked. Not one strike landed on Morning, whilst many landed on them.



After fifteen minutes, the three challengers were at their endurance's end. The friends nodded to each other before turning to Morning and pressing their right fist into their left palms. "Yield!" They stated before bowing their heads in respect.
Morning relaxed, returned the girls' bows, and stepped off the mat. Tank handed her a towel to dry off with and grinned, "You held back on me," he teased.
"As did you," Morning acknowledged. "Even so, with you, it was clear I was outmatched."
"Until you take the treatments," Tank responded.
"Risks?" Morning asked as Day joined them.
"One per cent of all Providians who have taken the enhancements have had a hyperreaction to the gas, which has led to uncontrolled, random mutations."
"Hence your comment and demands about mutated monsters," Morning said.
"That was what Major Tenerife and I requested, yes," Tank growled. He thought momentarily before snarling. "If that fuzzy bastard has anything to do with them being kept as prisoners instead of killed, I'll wishbone the cunt!"
"Wishbone?" Day queried.
"Pick him up by his feet and rip him apart like a chicken wishbone," Tank explained.
"Oh," Day muttered, shocked.
"Fuzzy?" Morning asked.
"No one else seems to see it," Tank spelt out. "But to me, the clones seem fuzzy around the edges, as if your TV isn't correctly tuned to the station."
"Like that one," Morning said, gesturing toward the approaching Tenerife and Anan. "The one in the military uniform looks out of focus as if the camera lens needs adjusting or cleaning."
Pleased that someone else saw what he did, Tank answered, "Yes. Just like that one."
"How can someone not see that?" Day asked, examining Tenerife. "It's close to nauseating."
Tank saluted the major before returning his gaze to Morning and Day. "Other risks, or side effects, if you prefer. Humans are born either with XX chromosomes or XY ones. All Providians are born XXY--hermaphrodites. After your first treatment, you'll grow a fully-functioning cock and balls. The males grow pussies, and the remainder of the female sexual organs. More than likely, you'll be breeders capable of carrying a child and impregnating a woman. Theoretically, you and your partner could impregnate each other almost simultaneously and be pregnant together."
"Anything else?" Day queried.
"Your libido will be maxed out continuously. You'll want and need regular sex."
"I'm waiting for a downside," Morning joked.
"It hurts like fuck," Tank said, almost shuddering.
"But only if your body fights the changes," Anan said cheerily. She took Morning's and Day's arms. "Ready?" She asked. "George, Antoinette, Cain, and Eloise are already in their chambers."
"Yes," Day and Morning responded.
Major Tenerife accompanied Tank as he walked to his room, leaving Anan to guide Day and her daughter. Tenerife remained silent as he marched beside Tank, so Tank did, too. When Tank eased onto his bed, Tenerife took the only other seat in the room. He observed Tank quietly, waiting to see if his first successful experiment would talk first. Tank didn't. Instead, he lay back and closed his eyes.
"No questions for me?" Major Teneriffe finally asked.
"Why bother when I'd never know if your answers were the truth or not?"
"If I lied, it was mainly through omission rather than outright ones," Major Tenerife defended.
Tank lifted his head to look at the leader of the Providians' medical and research division. He grinned ironically and teased, "So, you're admitting to lying to me? Nice to know you're capable of some honesty."
Tenerife's eyes crinkled with amusement even as he laughed deprecatingly. "We have to stop falling for that tactic, don't we?"
"You Providians keep assuming I'm stupider than you, and subtlety is something you all sorely lack. It shows in the attack plans your enhanced lieutenants keep coming up with." Tank shrugged, "Everything is brute force. That works as long as you're physically stronger than your enemy, have greater numbers, or superior technology. You have none of those things over the Aridians, yet you continue to try to defeat them with brute force actions. I'm not surprised you've consistently had your asses handed to you."
"What do you suggest we do instead?"
"Apache attacks."
"Huh?"
"Come in fast from an unexpected direction, slash along your enemy's flanks, destroying as many as possible and then hightailing it out of there before your enemy can respond. Circle to your next ambush site and repeat. Wait until you have your enemy entirely confused, stressed and spread out, then drive straight up the middle and remove the leadership. Mopping up the rest should be easy."
Tank thought furiously before swinging his feet out of bed and marching for the door.
"Where are you going?" Tenerife asked.
Tank grinned at him. "To rewrite our battle plan for the slaver encampment. We'll only need around a thousand troops, I'd guess. We'll take two to be sure." He grinned laconically. "Or, given it's Ireland, maybe that should be three, argh, to be sure, to be sure!"

The End of Part 2.
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Two Wives: Two Daughters Reprised.

Hi there. Back by popular demand, I bring you Liam, Vanessa, and Isla Shephard. The events detailed in this story occur around five years after the events in Two Daughters culminated. Isla has given birth to our daughter, Aurora, who is two years old. Isla and I are trying to have another child. With my wives both working, I play house-dad and look after Aurora.
Ness and Isla do their best to line up their shifts and days off so they can be at home together. Unfortunately, as is the lot for shift-working nurses, it doesn't happen as often as they'd prefer.
We still make use of the 'yearly day passes' described in Two Daughters, and Ness is still the one who takes a pass most often. Isla has used one. It was after the birth of our first child together. She'd developed a massive crush on her gynaecologist--Doctor Stephen Cook, an older, distinguished-looking man in his mid-fifties. His wife passed away from cancer during Isla's pregnancy, and Stephen struggled to cope. After their one night of passion, Stephen became a family friend and is now the gynae of choice for our extended family, including our son's wives/girlfriends.
Gary and Aaron readily accepted Isla as part of their parents' marriage, with Aaron often teasing Isla, who is younger than him, by calling her 'Mum'. Aaron and Meral already had one child with another on the way. They were renting a home in Lota, where rent is relatively cheap. Gary still lives with us while Tanya attends uni. Tanya regularly visits and stays more nights in our place than at the Nathan University residences.
Let's see what the three of us got up to, shall we?
I woke up with Ellen's muscular ass pushed against my piss-fattened cock. This was the annual week when Jim and I swapped wives, and I had Ellen with me at home. Ness, Isla, and Aurora were up in Rockhampton with Jim. This was the first time Ness had returned to Rockhampton since Jason's eighteenth birthday, where they'd spent twenty-four hours making raunchy love to one another. Like his older brother, Larry, Jason wanted Ness to be his first, so we made the trip up. Fortunately, we could afford to fly that time, so there were no excruciating repeats of the Spice Girls and Achy Breaky Heart. I thought it was somewhat ironic that Ness and I had relieved all of Jim and Ellen's children of their virginities.
Holding Ellen's shapely hip, I slid my throbbing cock along her wet slit, debating whether to cum in her to relieve my hard-on so I could piss or whether to get out and whizz so I could return and take my time fucking her. Ellen was still somewhat hung up by her Judeo-Christian upbringing, so, evilly, I slid my cock into her wet cunt long enough to ensure it was well-lubricated. Then, slowly and remorselessly, I drilled it into her tight ass.
"Tssssssssssssssss," Ellen hissed sibilantly, trying to remain quiet because Garry and Tanya were home. To add to her pleasure/pain discomfort, I forced my hand under Ellen's upper arm and forcefully tweaked her conical nipple. Using virtually the only swear word she ever uttered, Ellen quietly spat, "Asshole." Then she groaned and orgasmed on my thrusting cock.
Ellen tried to deny it, but the truth was that pain excited her. The primary reason she needed this week more than my wives, Jim, or me was that Jim couldn't make himself hurt her to the levels Ellen needed. I could. Although Ellen is a masochist, I'm not a true sadist. I don't get pleasure from inflicting pain. Instead, my pleasure comes from pleasuring others. In Ellen's case, that meant using whips, paddles, and crops on her body to the point where they almost drew blood. Ellen would willingly bleed for me, but my squeamishness with blood meant I'd never go that far. However, I did send her home with many bruises across most of the parts of her body that her clothes hid. All of the above is to explain that, in the scheme of things and how much Ellen loved pain, having my cock stretch her rarely used ass barely rated.
Ellen's climax meant I could relax and cum, too. Which was just as well because if it had taken too much longer, I would have either needed to piss in her colon or pull out and run to the en suite.
I eased my cock out of Ellen's tight ass and entered the en suite. Ellen followed me in and, ignoring where it had just come from, held my cock for me as I pissed. From previous times she'd done this, I knew Ellen was working up the courage to ask me to wee on her. Her fascination with pushing her submissive boundaries and thumbing her nose at her religious upbringing meant being degraded was next.
However, blood, urine, scat, and children were hard boundaries for me, so I'd refuse even if she asked. It is one thing to demean someone who finds it sexually exciting to be subjected to it and another thing to degrade someone--the former I used with Ness and Isla regularly. The latter was something I never did.
We shared a shower, lovingly washing each other, and then it was time for breakfast.
"Hey, Mum. Hey, Daddy Liam," Tanya said happily, kissing my and her mother's cheeks.
Jim's dominance over their mother and his bringing her almost psychotic behaviour under control had repaired the relationships between Ellen and her children. They no longer feared her and interacted with her healthily.
"Hey ya, Tan-Tan Baby," I replied, giving her a swift hug and returning her cheek kiss. Tanya and Gary were engaged, although they wouldn't marry until after Tanya had completed her Master's in Business Analytics.
Ellen hugged her eldest daughter almost reverently. Currently, they only see each other about twice a year. The last time was Christmas, which was five months ago. I accepted the plate of bacon and eggs Tanya had made and sat at the kitchen table. Mother and daughter talked for a bit longer, and then Tanya left for uni. Bringing her protein shake and a cup of coffee, Ellen joined me at the table. She sipped her shake and sighed morosely. "I have so much to make up for with my kids," she stated. "I was such a bitch to everyone for so long. I guess I'm lucky that all my kids except Larry are talking to me now."
"Give him time," I reassured her. "He'll come around. I hear his wife is pregnant with your second grandchild?"
"She is," Ellen gushed. "Caroline is such a sweet thing and good for Larry."
"Do you get along with her?" I asked diplomatically.
"Yes," Ellen grinned, knowing what I'd hinted at. "She came into Larry's life after Jim lit up my ass, and I stopped being a bitch."
"Then Caroline will bring him back to you. Just be patient and available when he wants to talk. You'll see that I'm right."
"I hope so," Elle said glumly. Then, changing the subject, she asked, "Are you going for a run today?"
"Yes, as soon as breakfast settles," I replied.
"Good," Ellen said, rubbing her hands together. "I'll use your gym and get some weights done. I'll need to change."
"We're home alone," I pointed out. A little smile played over Ellen's lips, and she raised an eyebrow as if to say, 'And?'. "You don't need to change, just get naked." Ellen mouthed, "Oh." I continued, "You will unshutter the blinds and do your exercises naked. If the mailman comes, you will remain in the weights room naked and do something to attract his attention. When he sees you, you will continue working out for as long as he wants to look."
"Jim will kill me when he finds out," Ellen breathed. But her diamond-tipped, conical nipples showed she liked the idea of being observed.
"So don't tell him," I said dismissively. "We four, when we set this up, promised there'd be no questions about what we did with the other's spouses. Therefore, you do not need to inform him what you've done for the week you're my wife."
"What if Jim is making Nessa do something similar?" Ellen queried.
"Ness will blow and/or fuck someone if Jim asks her to," I replied.
"And you're okay with that?"
"His wife, his rules for the week," I explained.
"Do you make Nessa fuck others?" Elle queried. "Do you make Isla?"
"No," I said emphatically. "That's something I'd never do, although my wives would do it for me if I asked or told them to."
"Yet you're telling me to," Ellen pointed out.
"Did I?" I queried.
"Umm, well... umm... no. You're telling me to flash him. Nothing more."
"Precisely, my pain-loving, cum slut. Now, will you do as I order, or do I need to punish you?"
"Spanking, whipping, or caning me is hardly punishment, Liam," Ellen giggled.
"Punishment for disobedient wenches would be being placed into chastity and then teased relentlessly but without relief until it was time for her to fly home," I said evenly. "Of course, I'd forget to unlock the device before I put you on the plane. Wait, that's Friday night, isn't it? That means I won't be able to post Jim the key until Monday morning. It should arrive by next Wednesday."
"You wouldn't!" Ellen exclaimed. I remained stoic with my arms crossed across my chest. "You would!" Ellen gasped. She removed her clothes and knelt at my feet. "This girl is sorry she challenged you, Sir," Ellen said and then kissed my feet.
Patting her hair, I said, "Much better, Ellen. When I've returned from my run, I'll take you to the playroom."
Ellen shivered. Ness and Isla had told her over the phone about how we'd added a room over our garage. Ness' dad is going downhill quickly, and when he passes, we'll repurpose the room to its original intent--a granny flat for her mum. The room was soundproofed and contained several Bdsm items Ness and Isla had chosen, including a St Andrew's Bdsm slave cross.
I put my running shoes on and headed out the door. Today was my fifteen-kilometre day. I'd knock it out in less than an hour, giving me time to consider the offer I'd received from The Morningside Panthers. After my successful debut season for them, and despite being almost forty, I returned to play as captain/coach the following year.
We had another disappointing year where, although we made the finals, we dropped out after the first round, having barely fired a shot. I'd gone to the board and requested trades for several players I felt weren't aiming up. I listed several retiring Victorian players who I thought would be prepared to play an extra season of the game they loved in sunny Queensland. Although we didn't get everyone I wanted, we recruited enough of them to win the flag in my third season.
At the end of the season, I asked Brad Gates, a four-time all-Australian, and one of those I'd brought up from Victoria, if he'd stay on for another season as captain/coach. Then, when Brad agreed, I immediately retired again. I would have turned forty-one during the following season, and my knees had begun to bother me. I had a young wife and a baby on the way, and I sure as heck didn't want to be a cripple, unable to play with my kids, so I retired before I sustained an injury that would cause that to happen.
The club wanted me to stay as coach, but I pointed out they couldn't afford to pay my salary and the money required to keep Brad on board for another year. They could take half of the money they planned to spend on me as head coach and add it to Brad's contract. That way, they'd save money and keep a key component of their flag-winning team. Using my profile and the profiles of the stars we'd recruited, we'd almost tripled The Panther's sponsorship, but it was still less than a quarter of the budget that even a VFL team in Melbourne could garner. However, The Panther's finances were in the best shape they'd been for years.
Which brought me to my dilemma. John Coates, the current club manager, came from a background similar to mine. John was recruited from South Australia in the seventies and brought to The Panthers as their captain/coach. He stayed on as coach for several years after retiring from playing and later became the club's manager. The board had recently offered me John's position. Although Liam Aldis had encouraged John to talk to me, if John hadn't brought me in, then I would never have played for The Panthers.
It was John who figured out how to get around the public liability insurance problem. He looked up the code's articles and realised that if I was a registered, contracted player, I was indemnified against injury. The amount of the contract didn't matter. What did was that it was for a cash amount, and the contract was registered with the QAFL. I signed a one-dollar plus the standard winning bonus of $250.00 per game playing contract. Which ensured if I was injured or even killed playing, my expenses were covered.
I had to decide if I would take the job. My decision was made harder because I didn't know if John was aware of the offer. Technically, John was the club manager and should have been the one making the offer. However, the offer had come from the board and not from the club manager, and I didn't know if John was aware they'd made the offer.
There were things to consider. I didn't need the money. Heck. Neither Ness nor Isla needed to work if they didn't want to. I wondered if that was partly why they'd made the offer. If I would play for them for a dollar, how much would I ask for to manage their club? They'd have had to have had their heads stuck up their asses for the last ten years not to know I was pretty wealthy. Although my one indulgence remained my Maserati, my penis extension, as Ness called it, so I wasn't gauche with my money.
The money wasn't a consideration, but boredom was. I'd spoken to some of the board members, and they intimated that I could bring my baby to work with me if I took the offer. Which meant I'd have pretty much my first full-time job since driving a cab before my career took off. But did I want one? I knew finance and was sure I could keep the club financially secure, maybe even better off if I were allowed to invest some of their money using my strategies. But was I willing to take on that kind of responsibility?
I turned into my street and decreased my pace until I was walking. Doing that allowed my body to cool down, and by the time I got to my front door, my pulse rate was barely above my typical thirty-five beats per minute. I spent another ten minutes stretching before the weights room's window, admiring Ellen's naked, staunchly muscular body as she lifted weights even Ness couldn't hope to achieve. She smiled at me for watching her but didn't stop.
When I walked inside, I realised I'd decided what to do. Sometime this afternoon, I'd phone John and ask if he was aware the board had offered me his job. If he wasn't, then I had no desire to work for an organisation that was prepared to stab a thirty-plus-years loyal servant in the back. How long before they did the same to me? Then, I'd phone Liam Aldiss and those I'd encouraged to move from Victoria and tell them of my concerns.
Stripping my clothes off and dumping them in the washer as I passed, I pushed open the weights room door, walked in, picked Ellen up and threw her over my shoulder. After smacking her firm ass for trying to wriggle off, I carried her across the driveway and into the garage. On the way to our new playroom, I stuffed two fingers into Ellen's tight cunt. As I suspected, her pussy was a furnace of heat and wetness.
"Did the postie come when you were lifting?" I queried.
"Yes," Ellen admitted.
"How long did he watch for?"
"Almost fifteen minutes," Ellen answered. I could hear her blush in her voice even though she was facedown over my shoulder.
"You lay on the bench with your legs spread, showing your whore cunt to the postie, didn't you, Ellen?"
"Yes," Ellen said defiantly. "You told me to."
"Did I?" I asked.
"You told me to exercise naked and attract his attention if he stopped at your mailbox."
"And where in that order does it say 'lie on your back on the weights bench and show your slut cunt to the postie'?"
"It doesn't," Ellen admitted awkwardly. Her blush was so extreme that I could feel the heat from her face, which was near my muscular ass.
"Then, why did you do it?"
"Because I was horny thinking about what you were going to do to me when you came back from your run, and I wanted the mailman to be horny, too."
"Oh, how far the once high and mighty Christian warrior woman has fallen," I mocked as I tied Ellen's wrists and ankles to the slave cross. When I had her securely bound, I used the crank to stretch her body as far as possible. Doing this lifted Ellen off the ground until her weight was only suspended by leather bands around her wrists and ankles. I checked to ensure I hadn't cut off the blood flow to those four body parts. Happy that Ellen was secure and in no danger, I used another crank to push out the pad her pudenda rested on. That made Ellen's ass protrude delightfully and gave me a sexy target for my various floggers.
Ellen giggled guiltily, but then she wriggled her ass, daring me to do my worst. I looked at the floggers displayed on the wall near the cross, considering my options. Primarily, in my thoughts, was what Ellen needed. I could use the many-tailed, soft-suede flogger. It was possibly the item I was most familiar with and skilled with. Depending on what you wanted to do, it was possible to stand close and strike your victim with the tails in a solid bunch, which made a solid, heavy hit when delivered.
That technique was ideally suited for inexperienced players or those like Isla, who had a low pain tolerance. However, for a pain slut like Ellen, it would do little to stir their enthusiasm. Another method was to stand further back and flick the wrist so the tails splayed widely apart. That brought the lengths of the tails slashing across your target. The pain from that strike was significantly increased compared to the solid strike.
The above was ideal as a starting point for experienced pain receivers like my first wife. It was the endpoint for Isla. The pain from that strike delivered across Isla's ass or on that nexus point above her tailbone would crash her into an enormous orgasm, but any further pain would only be just that--pain.
For a confirmed pain slut like Ellen, I could ramp the pain up further by moving another step away from her tied body. Then, by using the same wrist flick combined with a downward strike with my arm, I could bring the flogger's individual suede tail tips slashing across her body. With the separate tips striking individually across her skin, the pain would be spread and severe, which Ellen enjoyed.
The risk was controlling the force of the hit. With only the flogger's tips striking skin, it was all too easy to split the skin and make Ellen bleed. That was something Ellen would enjoy, but if I sent her home with scabs across her ass and back, Jim would be rightfully pissed at me and probably end our agreement to swap wives annually. This year was only the third time we'd swapped. The first was the weekend described in Two Daughters.
I chose a carbon rod-reinforced leather flogger instead. This item was another that could be dangerous in inexperienced hands. The carbon rod caused the flogger to bend away as you brought it down and then snap forward as the flex uncoiled. Even a softly delivered strike with your wrist only resulted in a welt that would turn black almost immediately. The pain is severe, but with the flogger's broad strap, only a clumsy user would draw blood.
Having chosen my instrument, I now needed to ensure Ellen's mind was in the right frame of mind for our ensuing session to ensure she had her needs met. I spoke firmly, letting my voice deepen and become more resonant. "Ellen Patricia Monie, what is my stance on bratty disobedience?"
"You dislike it, Sir," Ellen replied obediently.
"My stance on brattishness is one of dislike?" I asked disparagingly.



"I misspoke, Sir," Ellen quickly amended. "You detest SAMs (Smart Assed Masochists) with a passion."
Tapping her muscular ass, I said, "Yet, despite knowing my distaste, you continue to act brattily. Do you agree that correction is owed and deserved?"
"Yes, Sir," Ellen panted. Her arousal poured down her inner thighs liberally.
"Ten with this instrument," I informed her, holding the flogger before her eyes. "Then, I shall use my riding crop to stripe you from your shoulders to your ass cheeks. I'd go lower, but I do enjoy seeing your muscular ass and upper thighs in short miniskirts, so down to your buttocks will suffice. You will count and thank me for each strike."
To tease her, I barely touched Ellen's ass with the first strike. With a perplexed-sounding tone, she said, "One, thank you, Sir."
"Was that a strike worthy of counting and thanking me for?" I rhetorically asked. We both knew it wasn't. Ellen shook her head, and as soon as she stopped moving, I brought the flogger down across her ass cheeks firmly. A dark red, swiftly turning black, welt appeared across the centre of Ellen's buttocks.
"One, thank you, Sir," Ellen moaned as the heat of her arousal emanated like a campfire from her wet cunt. I aimed a little higher and swung the flogger again. An almost identical welt to the first lifted across Ellen's taut buns. "Oh, Gawd," Ellen panted as she nearly climaxed. "Two, thank you, Sir," she added when she regained control. I added two more stripes in quick succession before stuffing two fingers into Ellen's soaking vulva and thumbing her clit.
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!" Ellen groaned as she climaxed on my fingers. After several post-orgasm shudders, Ellen finally said, "Three and four, thank you, Sir."
I shifted so I could access Ellen's flushed-open pussy better. Then, inwardly wincing because I suspected how much this would hurt, I lashed the flogger down so it hit directly between Ellen's ass cheeks. The carbon rod parted her buttocks effortlessly and smashed into her anus. The flex of the carbon allowed it to bend along her perineum, and its tip slapped Ellen's soaking, gaping vulva.
Biting her teeth together, Ellen went stiff as her body seized with a rigour. She hissed, "Ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss!!!!" as her body accepted the pain deep into her soul. She shuddered as her mind translated the intense pain into extreme pleasure. I waited until I saw her shiver and tremble, and then I repeated the stroke. Ellen's body locked into a rictus, with every muscle in her staunch body straining to express her pleasure. Her breath hitched before she moaned, "Oh, my Lawd, Yesssssssssssssss!!!!!!!!" as a mind-shattering orgasm blasted her from the mortal realm.
When her mind returned to her ravaged body, she tilted her head to smile at me. "Five and six," thank you, Sir."
I knew Ellen would willingly accept her remaining four strikes and refuse to acknowledge them unless I struck her hard enough to raise welts. However, I also knew Ellen's mind could not take punishment as severe as the six previous strikes again during this session and turn it into pleasure. The pain would give her some enjoyment, but it would be pain for pain's sake and not for pleasure.
"I know you're willing, my little slut," I told her. "But that's enough heavy punishment for today." Ellen looked disappointed until I growled. "However, you still owe me four corrections, and I will collect those before sending you home Monday morning."
"Thank you, Sir," Ellen agreed as she fascinatedly watched me loosen the ratchet holding her stretched and unbuckled her restraints.
When Ellen was free, I turned her so she faced out and re-tied her to the frame. Taking two clamps from a drawer close to the frame, I attached them to Ellen's tiny, conical nipples, added some weights, and set them swinging. Her mouth formed an 'O' when I attached the clamps, but she moaned her appreciation when I added the weights. Next, I moved a microphone stand holding a 'magic wand' vibrator between Ellen's bound legs and guided it against her clitoris. I turned it on and set the vibrations to medium, with the head oscillating in small circles around her nubbin.
I checked Ellen's restraints before tugging on the weights, further stretching her nipples and causing her to hiss with pain. Which, of course, only increased the amount of her nectar flowing down her inner thighs. Then, I removed one of my riding crops from the flogger wall and showed it to her. Her eyes followed it fascinatedly, dreading but longing for its bite on her white, almost translucent skin.
I hovered it before her eyes for several seconds before whipping it back and cracking it onto her left nipple. The strike by itself hurt, but it also made the weight attached to the clamp jump and bounce, which added to her discomfort and pleasure. I waited for Ellen's eyes to open and follow the crop again before I repeated the strike on her right nipple, with similar results. Then, rolling my wrist left and right, I alternated vicious whacks across my best friend's wife's tits. Where I hit wasn't important. It was the frequency and the intensity that drove Ellen unerringly to another crest, which she reached and leapt off with another piercing scream of satisfaction.
I removed the wand from Ellen's pussy, and used the ratchet to tighten her binds until they lifted her off the floor. Next, I used the crank to force the pudenda pad as far out as it would go, lewdly displaying Ellen's gaped and soaking cunt. I moved between her lasciviously spread legs and shoved my rampant 7-inch cock into her sweltering pussy. Simultaneously, I unclamped Ellen's nipples and gripped them between my thumbs and fists before pulling and twisting them mercilessly.
Ellen went off like a firecracker on Guy Fawkes' night. Her head tilted back as she screamed so loudly that I wondered if even the room's soundproofing would stop the neighbour's hearing. I fucked her remorselessly through three more climaxes before backing out of her soaking cunt. She hung limp on the restraints, barely conscious, but her eyes flew open when she felt me kneeling before her pornographically displayed pussy.
"No!" She whispered fearfully. However, her ass clenched, and her hips pushed forward, indicating she wanted as much as she feared what I was about to do.
"Do I hear a safeword?" I asked archly, knowing Ellen was too proud of her ability to turn pain into orgasmic pleasure to use one.
She shook her head and mumbled, "No," despite her fear.
As soon as Ellen made the 'N' sound of 'no', I brought the crop whistling down onto her clitoris. Without waiting for her scream, I cropped her entrance twice before striking her clit again.
Ellen had lost her words as the pain morphed into intense pleasure that was too much for her overwhelmed mind to comprehend. Another crop on her clitoris, and Ellen squirted for the first time in her life, coating my face, neck and upper chest with her womanly ejaculate. Two more squirts hit my face before Ellen passed out.
Smiling happily, proud of my ability to bring my wife's best friend (other than Isla, of course) to two mind-blanking orgasms, I supported Ellen's weight as I carefully lowered her feet to the ground and undid her restraints. Then, effortlessly picking her up, I carried her back to bed. Ellen came to as I lowered her onto the bed. She smiled happily as I moved between her parted thighs and glided into her tight, soaking pussy.
"You know just what I need, Liam," she crooned as her arms and legs wrapped tightly around me.
I'd worked out from conversations between Ness and Ellen that I'd overheard that Jim was about an inch longer than me but not as thick. However, Ellen certainly wasn't complaining as I thrust into her willing cunt. Although it was my turn to get something from our session, I could tell that Ellen was close to cresting again, so I reached behind her and touched her bruised anus. That slight pain launched Ellen into her orgasm and allowed me to fill her pussy with my flooding sperm.
After we'd finished, I rolled off her onto my back, and much as Isla and Ness like to do, Ellen climbed onto my chest, rested her head over my heart, and went to sleep. Jim is shorter than his wife, so she couldn't lie on him like she was with me. Although Ellen is heavier than either Ness or Isla, it wasn't unpleasant to have the muscular, Germanic-looking woman lying on me, and I quickly followed her into sleep.
I woke up with Ellen riding me. Her hands were pressed against my chest as she waved her hips along my shaft, clenching my shaft tightly with her vagina on her way back and her pussy opening for me as she sunk down. Her nipples looked ravaged, painful, and perfect for some pain stimulation. I reached under her arms and scraped my fingertips over them.
"Asshole," Ellen amusedly spat as she unexpectedly climaxed on my rigid tool. "This was supposed to be for you."
I chuckled, moving my hands to her shoulders as I powered my hips up to meet her descending thrust. Our bodies slapped together in a delightful staccato rhythm as I released all restraints and concentrated on cumming inside Ellen. "I'm there!" I groaned as my nuts clamped against my shaft, and cum boiled from cock into Ellen's welcoming pussy. My eyes momentarily closed as I imagined breeding Ellen and making her pregnant with my child. That electric thought reinforced my fading erection, and I rolled her over to fuck her missionary style.
I was close, probably higher on our climb up Mt Orgasmic than Ellen, so I whispered, "I'm going to cum in your cunt and plant a child in your womb!"
"Shhhhhhiiiiiiiivvvvvveeeeeeeerrrrrrrrsssssssss, Liam!" Ellen roared as her climax hit.
Ellen's climax allowed me to leap off the peak with her, and my cock exploded inside her willing pussy again.
When we came down, Ellen slapped my shoulder and said, "Don't even think about doing that to me! I'm still fertile, so it's possible. Jim's had the snip, but I had an IUD fitted when we decided to wife-swap because I knew you and Isla wanted children. But accidents happen, so don't even joke about that making me pregnant!"
"Yeah, I think I will," I amusedly drawled. "The thought of me breeding you excited you just as much as it did me, so yeah, I think I'll 'joke' about doing that again."
Ellen chuckled and told me I was incorrigible before helping me out of bed and leading me to the shower. As I washed her muscular body, my erection roared back to life. Although I prefer short, leanly muscular women like Ness or Isla, there's something innately sexy about a tall, staunchly muscular woman like Ellen, especially when that woman was intransigently stubborn but desirous of being broken by the right man as Ellen is.
Ellen turned her back for me to wash, but instead, I pressed her widely spaced, apple-sized tits against the shower glass, poured some liquid soap on my cock, lined it up with Ellen's starfish, and rammed it home. Pushing my cock entirely into Ellen's dark hole and straightening my legs lifted Ellen off the ground and had her pinned helplessly against the glass, unable to do a thing to stop me from ravaging her abused ass.
Ellen struggled momentarily, pushing against the glass and trying to create enough of a gap to jump forward and off my dick. However, she learned what the insect pinned to the cork display board knew--she was helpless to resist. She sagged against the glass and allowed me to plough her ass unimpeded. But then, I forced my hand between the glass and Ellen's hips and thumbed her nubbin. With a protesting squeal, Ellen surrendered to her body's needs and orgasmed on my thrusting cock. "Gotcha again," I chuckled before grunting as my cock erupted in her ass, spraying her insides with whatever my aching balls had left.
I let Ellen drop to the floor when my wilting dick plopped from her poor, abused ass. Ellen pushed back, so I gave her enough room to turn. She smiled, kissed me lovingly, and dropped to her knees. She cleaned my dick industriously and asked, "Can you go again? If you can, I'll give you a blowjob."
I couldn't, so Ellen kissed my cock's tip and stood up. Handing me the scrubber, she teasingly asked, "So, can I just get my back washed without being anally raped this time, please?"
I chucklingly agreed and did the deed. We got out and dried off in time for Tanya to return from uni. She and her mother headed out to do whatever mothers and daughters do together, so I phoned Isla.
"Daddy Liam!" My younger wife said excitedly when she answered her phone. Despite being my wife now, that moniker had somehow stuck. I'd given up trying to stop her calling me that when Ness began calling me the same thing.
"How's Rockhampton?" I asked.
"Much smaller than I remember," Isla stated. "Growing up here, I thought it was a big city. I realise now it's not even a big country town."
"Wait until you come with me to Melbourne," I laughed. "Brisbane is still nothing more than an overgrown Hicksville compared to there and Sydney."
"You don't go to Sydney very often, do you, Daddy Liam?"
"No, I don't," I confirmed.
"Why not?"
"I don't like the place," I shrugged, even though Isla couldn't see me. "It smells, and it's full of people who think rugby league is important."
A staunch North Queensland Cowboys fan, Isla giggled before replying, "At least league is played in more countries than just Australia. I mean, Daddy Liam, what did you all do? Invent a game nobody else wanted to play? We're going to have a World Championship. Oh, look. We've won again. That's one hundred years in a row!"
"A game played in two states in Australia, the north of England, and one city in New Zealand can hardly hold a World Championship," I growled.
"Still more countries than Australian Football," Isla teased.
"Listen, young lady," I joked. "I don't have to stand here and be insulted by the likes of you. People insult me wherever I go!"
"It's your engaging personality that makes them insult you, Daddy Liam," Isla continued to tease.
"I miss you," I said, coming to the crux of my call.
"I miss you, too, my husband," Isla said. "I can't wait to be back in your arms and feeling your big cock splitting my slutty cunt open."
We chatted about this and that until Isla said Ness and Jim were on the way inside. Jim's and my deal for the week we swap wives is that we don't talk to our wives unless there's an emergency. It prevents jealousy from ruining our yearly swap. Because of our 'day passes', I'm much more comfortable with Ness fucking Jim for the week than Jim is with me fucking his wife. However, the three times we've swapped so far have been fantastic experiences for the four of us, although I'm sure Isla feels somewhat left out. I told Isla I loved her and hung up.
The week passed with many more sexual escapades between Ellen and me, but nothing that was much different to the events described above. I drove Ellen to the airport on Friday morning to catch her flight to Rockhampton. We hugged and kissed when her flight was called, and I went home marvelling at the change Jim had engineered in her simply by taking a hairbrush to her muscular ass and refusing to put up with her bullshit anymore.
Ellen had backed completely away from her overbearing, religious nutbag parents and the shrews from her church. In the process, she'd become less religious but much more spiritual. I liked the new Ellen a lot and thoroughly enjoyed our week together.
Jim had indicated that since Luke and Caroline had moved to Melbourne and Jason to Norway and because Isla and Tanya were both living in Brisbane, he'd been applying for teaching jobs in and around The Sunshine Coast. I hoped he succeeded because seeing him and Ellen more often would be nice, even if we didn't swap wives more regularly. Actually, it would be best if we maintained our one-week-a-year deal. Swapping more often would lead to jealousy and the breakdown of our friendship.
I spent some time exercising in the gym and went for my daily run, waiting for 7:00 p.m. when it would be time to pick up my girls. I met them at the baggage carousel after their plane arrived. I hugged Ness first, who took Aurora off Isla so we could hug, too. Then, I hugged my daughter, who cooed happily as I carried her to my car.
We went by the local Maccas on the way home, and my wives ate at the table as I fed, bathed and put Aurora to bed. My meal was cold by the time I returned to the table, but that was a small price to pay for spending time with my daughter.
My wives and I moved to the lounge, where we sat talking about everything and nothing, simply enjoying each other's company. I knew Isla had to be as horny as all hell because she was used to regular sex. It was a rare night indeed that neither Ness nor I would service her sexual needs. However, Isla wanted to see her father and wanted our daughter to bond with him, so she went with Ness for the week. Because I knew Isla wanted to fuck, I purposefully delayed, prolonging her torture.
Of course, although Isla is my younger wife, she is far from naïve or stupid, and she quickly figured out what I was doing. "Asshole!" She said playfully. Then, she took Ness' hand and dragged her to the bedroom. Looking back over her shoulder, Islas said, "Now, asshole, you can watch Nessa look after my needs as you tug on your cock, wishing it was you!"
I waited until we were inside the bedroom before taking a handful of Isla's snow-white, blonde hair and painfully dragging her head back. I forced her to her knees before me as Ness giggled, stripped and got in the bed. "Now you've done it," she chortled as she rolled onto her stomach to see what I'd do.
"Isla Louise Shephard, you will lose the attitude immediately, or I will paint your sexy ass black and blue. I know, my little cunt lapping, cum guzzling, anal-loving whore, that you're horny. However, does mouthing off at me ever work?"
"No, Sir," Isla gasped as I tweaked her nipple viciously.
I dropped my trousers, and Isla eyed my rapidly inflating cock hungrily. "Suck it, baby girl," I ordered.
"Oh, Gawd, Daddy," Isla panted. "This is what I've needed all week." My entire cock, down to its root, disappeared into my young wife's gullet.
"Good girl," I crooned, roughly fucking her mouth.
"May I share?" Ness asked as she slid off the bed and knelt beside Isla.
Isla let me out of her mouth and offered my cock to her wife. "Of course, my love," she said.
Ness showed her oral skills were equally as adept as our wife's and took my cock to my balls into her talented mouth. They passed my cock back and forth as their hands delved into each other's pussies. I could easily have cum on their faces, but I knew Isla needed more from me than just my cum. She needed reminding that although her spouses enjoyed extramarital sex with her parents, she was our love and life.
Ness understood that, too, so we encouraged our wife onto the bed. Ness slid under her into a classic sixty-nine, and I, surprising Isla, knelt and tongued her rosebud. It took only a few minutes to bring our wife to several hectic orgasms with our tongues before I moved up behind her and gently penetrated her sopping pussy.
"I love you more than life itself," I told Isla as I held her hips and plunged my thick cock in and out of her tightly gripping cunt.
"And I love you more than the stars and the moon," Ness announced from underneath Isla. She returned to battering Isla's clitoris with her tongue as my cock slid into our wife's pussy.
Ness and I brought Isla to several quick orgasms before I unloaded into Isla's tight young pussy, and we slept.
Isla was up early the following day for work, leaving Ness and me sleeping together. Ness had to work that afternoon, so I'd have our daughter to myself until Isla returned home around 4:30 p.m. Becoming aware of Ness' eyes on me, I opened my eyes and looked back at her. "What?" I asked.



"Isla wants to go back to uni to do her Masters," Ness said.
"So, why doesn't she?"
"Because she doesn't want to 'bludge' off of us," Ness replied.
"That is beyond stupid," I growled. "How can our wife 'bludge' off her spouses? It's all our money."
"I know that, and you know that, but sometimes Isla feels a little like 'Janey-come-lately' and doesn't feel equal to you and me."
"That's even more ridiculous," I pointed out.
"I know," Ness soothed, knowing I was frustrated but not angry, and neither of those emotions at her.
"What do I need to do to fix this?" I queried, knowing that was why Ness had brought it up.
"Show her through our finances, where our money comes from, how you put aside some of each of our wages and invest it. Explain your investment strategies and how doing what you do gives us a solid income without endangering our core capital."
"She's never shown an interest before," I fretted. Showing another what I did was difficult. Oh, the core capital investment was simple enough because almost all of our core capital was invested in blue-chip stocks that would rarely come under threat.
However, I had around thirty per cent of our portfolio in medium-risk stocks and bonds and the rest in high-risk ones. Of course, the high-risk stocks returned the most, but they were also the most likely to become worthless when the company they belonged to failed. The profits I made from speculative stocks were, when realised, fed into our core stock portfolio before I reinvested that money into other medium to high-risk investments.
It was the strategies for investing in high-risk stocks that were hard to explain. Quite frankly, most of it was pure voodoo. It was a mixture of experience, instinct, and blind luck, which is why I kept that portion at only twenty per cent of our portfolio.
The medium-risk stocks were somewhat speculative. Those were the ones that I kept a keen ear on my guests about when I hosted a corporate box at the home games or when I schmoozed with sponsors after giving a speech or hosting an event. I'd often catch wind of an established company going public and could get in early and buy shares before the price exploded. I had a percentage profit I wanted from those stocks, and when I achieved that, regardless of what the stock did later, I sold and took my profits.
"Did you know Isla's never spent a cent from our joint account?" Ness asked.
"What?" I exclaimed, dumbfounded. Although I look after our investments, I leave the household accounts to Ness and Isla. My wives deposit into the account I use for my investments whatever amount of money they have left over from their pay at the end of the pay fortnight, and that's as far as my awareness of their individual finances went.
I knew that Ness deposited way more than Isla, but I had believed it was because of their different pay scales because of Ness' seniority. I'd instructed Ness and Isla to use the credit card for our shared account to pay for everything and for Ness to pay off the balance from our mortgage redraw facility at the end of each month. I deposited more into our mortgage account every month than we'd ever taken out. I keep the mortgage because I get a greater return on the market for that money than the interest rate for the mortgage costs me.
Ness nodded to confirm what she'd said, so I asked, "Whyever not? Wait, let me guess--Janey-come-lately, therefore, it's not her money to spend."
"That'd be the one," Ness agreed.
I was both proud of and frustrated with my younger wife. It also meant I'd failed her if she felt Ness' and my money wasn't hers, too, because it meant she didn't feel like a full member of our marriage. If that was the case, it was a recipe for future disaster because, almost inevitably, Isla would meet someone she thought could be hers exclusively, and that would break up our marriage.
I loved Isla at least as much as I loved Ness, and I had from the moment she so cheekily climbed into my lap as an eight-year-old and refused to leave until Ness, our boys, and I went home. I had denied those emotions for ten years because I believed they were damaging to my marriage.
I never knew until Isla's eighteenth birthday that she'd approached Ness the day we first met and calmly and thoughtfully asked if Ness minded her marrying me when she turned eighteen. Apparently, Isla determinedly stated that she was happy to share if Ness was. Of course, Ness assured Isla she could marry me when she turned eighteen, never once believing Isla would hold her to that deal ten years later.
Our baby cried as I considered what to do about Isla and how I could help her feel like a more significant part of the whole, which was our triumvirate. I stood to tend to her, but Ness beat me to it. Aurora came out, freshly changed, holding Ness's cheeks between her chubby hands, saying, "Mum, Mum, Mum." She didn't seem to differentiate between Isla and Ness because she called them both Mum. I chuckled inwardly, wondering how long before Aurora began adding 'Liam' to the Daddy that she already said.
Spotting me, Aurora held her hands out and changed her "Mum, Mum, Mum" to "Dad, Dad, Dad."
"I guess we know who Aurora's favourite is," Ness laughed as she handed our toddler over.
Aurora looked at me and started babbling gibberish. She held my head and stared into my eyes sternly, so I knew I was being told off about something, but I had no idea what. After admonishing me, Aurora wriggled, wanting to get down. She was still pretty new to walking, so she fell on her nappy-padded bum a few times but made it to the couch, where she climbed up beside Ness and began jabbering again.
I watched amusedly as they held this one-sided conversation. Well, it was one-sided in that I could only understand one side. Aurora would yabber a sentence, and Ness would tell her about something she'd done in Rockhampton when she was out with Jim and not at home with her and Isla.
Eventually, it was time for Ness to get ready for work. She took Aurora with her, and they continued their conversation as Ness changed. When Ness took her top off, Aurora held out her hands and pursed her lips. Ness giggled and said, "Wrong mummy, little one."
Although she was mostly weaned, Aurora would still occasionally nurse from Isla. Isla showed no signs of her milk drying up, so she was happy to let her daughter relieve the pressure for her. I'd read about plenty of men who enjoyed nursing from their wives, but that was too weird for me.
Aurora smacked her lips again before frowning and jabbering something I knew to be an admonishment to her second mother. Then, she turned to me and held her hands out, wanting to be picked up. "Nuh-uh," I told her. "You were mean to Mumma Ness. Say you're sorry, then I'll pick you up."
"Humph!" Aurora said as she crossed her arms across her chest and glared at me.
"Now, I wonder who she learnt that from," I teased as our daughter tapped her foot.
"Yes, our wife has a lot to answer for," Ness said straight-facedly.
I laughed as I followed Ness to the door, leaving Aurora to sulk in our room. We kissed, and Ness left for work, waving a cheery 'hello/goodbye' to the mailman as she got in the car.
Spotting me, the postie got off his bike and approached. "Gidday, mate," he said. "I haven't had any fun since you stopped receiving registered letters. But then, I saw that blonde woman in your gym last week and thought you and your missus must have broken up."
"Nah, that was Ellen, my best friend's wife. She was staying with me for the week," I explained.
"I didn't see your missus, though," the mailman said with his eyebrow raised, hoping I'd fill him in.
Of course, I wasn't telling him a damned thing, so I quickly raised and dropped my left eyebrow smugly, letting him know there was definitely something going on.
"Anyway," the postie said, turning back to his bike. "Just wondered." As he got on his bike and rode off, I heard him mutter, "I have to get better quality friends. This guy's living with two stunners and had a third woman staying over when they were away."
I chuckled before closing the door and returning to my bedroom to see what Aurora was doing. She hadn't moved from the bed, so I picked her up and took her to the lounge. Isla found us there when she came home. I'd read Aurora 'The Cat in the Hat' and promptly fell asleep. It was Aurora babbling at her mother that woke me.
After taking our daughter off my lap, Isla unbuttoned her top and fed Aurora. I watched happily. Mothers breastfeeding their babies was the sweetest thing in the world as far as I was concerned. I thought it was a disgrace that even in this time, women were still castigated for breastfeeding in public.
Leaving them to it, I picked up the phone and called John Coates. "Liam Shephard," I informed John when he answered.
"Hey, Liam," John replied. "I hope you're calling to say you want to come back and play and/or coach?"
"No such luck," I grinned. "But I do have something to ask that might piss you off if you're unaware of it, okay?"
"Sure," John said gruffly. "Hit me with it."
"Were you aware that the board offered me the club manager's job at The Panthers?"
"My job?" John growled, confirming he was unaware of the behind-the-scenes machinations of the board.
"I hoped they were making you CEO or something. But by the sounds of things, you had no idea they'd approached me?"
"You're taking my job then?" John coldly asked.
"Not in this lifetime," I growled back. "If you'd made the offer, I would probably have said yes. But to do this behind your back is unconscionable."
"Yeah," John agreed. "If they'd tapped me on the shoulder and told me it was time to stand aside, I would have done so and suggested they called you. But now? I'll march into the director's office as soon as I get off the phone and tell them to shove this job up their asses."
"You all good for money, though?" I queried.
"Yes," John said, touched I'd asked.
"Good," I replied. "Bring Elsie (his wife) for dinner Friday night?"
"Sounds good," John agreed. "We'll see you around six."
"Perfect," I said. "Ness and Isla are on earlies, so six is good."
It seemed like I'd barely hung up the phone when a raging Stuart England, The Panther's Director of Football, called. "Why the fuck did you tell Coates I'd offered you his job?" Stuart bellowed before I'd even said 'Hello'.
"It's called loyalty, Stuart," I said sarcastically. "Loyalty and common decency. Even though you seem unable to comprehend their meaning, perhaps you've heard of them?"
"You'll never work in the QAFL again!" Stuart stormed.
"As if that's something you can do or if that would matter to me," I replied before hanging up.
I immediately called Rick Hart, the President of the VFL. When he took my call, I explained The Panther's offer, my refusal, telling John about the offer, and Stuart's response. Rick assured me that Stuart could do little other than ban me from the club and try to smear my name with other clubs. Banning me from the club would look ridiculous because I was captain/coach of their first premiership-winning team in nearly three decades, and since I only charged gas money to host events for the Southeast Queensland clubs, losing any engagements with them would make no difference to my finances. Meaning Stuart's threat was as empty as his conscience.
I shrugged and added John and Elsie's visit to our calendar. Isla had burped Aurora and put her back in her cot. "All good?" She asked, putting her arms around me.
I explained the two phone conversations and my thoughts on both. Isla giggled and said she was looking forward to Friday because John, in her words, was 'hot'!
"You've got a granddaddy fixation, Mrs Shephard," I teased as I picked her up so she could wrap her legs around my hips.
"Older men are so suave and confident," Isla mused. "Even a lot of your friends are nothing but big kids at heart." She giggled and added, "I thought they were all going to wet their pants with excitement the first day you took me to golf with you."
Like Ness, Isla didn't so much 'caddie' for me as drive the cart when I played. The first time she'd come with me, she'd taken the hints from Ness and had dressed wholly inappropriately for a round of golf. Her clinging tennis dress barely covered her sexy ass, which, in turn, was only covered by a tiny, white G-string. Her dress was opaque, and she'd rouged her nipples to ensure they stood out against her tight top.
The guys, who were all ex-teammates and friends with Ness and me, were utterly bamboozled by Isla and her youth and overt sexuality. Isla took another leaf from Ness' book and flirted outrageously with all three of my playing partners. This resulted in me winning all eighteen skins on offer that day.
"Hardly fair," Brad good-naturedly griped as he handed over his $180. "My wife's seven months pregnant, so I'm getting nothing, and you turn up with a chick who's even hotter than Nessa? Hardly fair at all."
"I'm telling Nessa you think I'm hotter than her," Isla piped in.
Going pale, Brad stumbled, "As hot as. As hot as! I said 'as hot as', didn't I? That's what I meant!"
"Still telling!" Isla teased before kissing me soundly, showing off for my friends.
"Luckiest bastard in the world," Greg muttered as they wandered off to put their clubs in the car. We'd meet in the bar for a few drinks before going home to our wives.
"Yes, you are," Isla chortled before goosing me as I bent over to push my clubs further into the boot.
"You'll be lucky if I don't tan your hide here in the carpark," I pretended to growl.
"Oh, Daddy Liam, would you?" Isla asked coquettishly as she clasped her hands together, trying to look innocent and bashful.
We went back inside to meet the guys.
The days passed until Friday without much happening. John and Elsie came for dinner, and as I expected, Isla flirted with John outlandishly. Fortunately, John and Elsie found Isla's flirting amusing, and neither was offended by her doing it. Isla's flirtatiousness ended when Ness took her aside and chastised her for being inappropriate. Isla was still testing her boundaries and working out how being in an open marriage worked.
Although, as I've explained before, our marriage isn't really 'open'. Each member can ask for one 'day pass' a year to have a twenty-four-hour fling with someone they find attractive, and if the other two members agree, they can consummate that attraction. However, additional passes were typically given when asked for.
In the twenty-four years of our marriage, Ness has asked for and received thirty-two passes. I've used twenty-two, excepting Tanya and Isla because Ness insisted neither woman was a 'day pass'. In the five years since Isla joined us, she's only used one. However, some of the reasons Isla only used one pass were losing eighteen months to being pregnant and then on maternity leave with Aurora. Also, Isla wasn't currently on the pill because we were trying to have another baby together, so she'd taken herself off the market, so to speak.
After our dinner with John and Elsie, things became pretty staid, almost dull. Because I wasn't going out much, I wasn't anywhere I could meet someone I may have wanted to play with. Ness still came home, excitedly talking about some 'hot guy' she'd flirted with or some gross, dickhead patient who had tried to proposition her. Isla had gotten a little morose at her lack of ability to get pregnant, so Ness and I paid her lots of attention and ensured she was never alone. This led to many wonderful sexual interludes between us, but nothing I haven't described many times before.
It was a rare Sunday morning that we were all home when Isla delightedly squealed from the en suite. She ran, positively glowing, from the suite and leapt into my arms. "I'm pregnant," she announced happily, showing me the test kit.
"You are? Let me see!" Ness squealed as Isla slid from my arms, and my wives hugged and danced around in circles.
I will admit that my first thought was quite selfish. It was, 'Thank fuck for that! Maybe she'll stop moping around all day.' But then the realisation that I was going to be a father again washed through me, and I joined the girls and danced around the room with them.
"What will you call it?" I asked, knowing Ness and Isla had already chosen the names for Isla's kids.
"It is a she, and she will be called Sienna," Isla said firmly, brooking no dissent.
"Nice name," I agreed. "But any reason for calling her Sienna, and what if 'she's' a boy?"
Isla looked at me as if I were an idiot before replying, "Because I always thought Nessa looked a little like Sienna Miller. I would have named Aurora Sienna, but when she came out, and her hair was white-blonde like mine, I knew Sienna wouldn't suit her, so we used the other name that Nessa and I had chosen, and she became Aurora."
"What if Sienna has snow-blonde hair, too?" I teased.
"She won't," Isla emphatically said. "She'll be dark-haired like you are." Then she grinned and added, "Even if it has to come from a dye bottle to be so!"
Isla getting pregnant relaxed the slight tension that had built in our home. She was back to being happy and positive, and her skin glowed with the early signs of pregnancy. The biggest plus for Ness and me was that she was constantly horny and not just horny for regular missionary sex. Isla's kink meter went way up, and she wanted me and Ness to do all sorts of erotic things to her. The highest of her debaucherous desires was double-penetration sex. Ness and I spent many days and nights fucking our wife's two lower fuck holes simultaneously. To aid this, Ness bought several strap-on cocks of various lengths and widths to satisfy her.
When she was around two months pregnant, Isla turned up at home with a leanly muscular young man in tow. She introduced him as Harris and said he was a student nurse she was mentoring. Trying hard not to laugh at the young man's discomfiture, I waited to see if he was brave enough to ask me for permission to fuck my wife.
"Ahh... umm... Nice to meet you, er, umm, Mister Shephard," Harris stammered.
"Same," I said distantly, hiding my grin.
"Stop being an asshole, Daddy Liam," Isla snapped amusedly.
"Yes, Harris," I grinned, winking at Isla. "You may spend twenty-four hours having debaucherous sex with my wife. But if you harm her, I will find you no matter where you hide."
"Oh, wow!" Harris exclaimed. "I've been flirting with Isla, hoping she'd want to hang out or something. When she said we could spend the night fucking, but only if I asked you, I didn't believe her. So, yeah, umm, wow!"
Isla took pity on the young man and told him to go wait in the car and she'd be there soon. As soon as Harris had stepped outside, Isla leapt into my arms and covered my face with kisses. "My first virgin, Daddy Liam," Isla crowed excitedly. "Nessa says virgins are so much fun and that they need understanding women like us to teach them how to be good lovers."
Kissing her back, I teased, "Only your second 'day pass', and two months preggers to boot!"
"Yeah," Isla admitted. "But fuck, I'm so horny! I'll see you tomorrow afternoon, my love."
"Yes, you will," I agreed as I casually fingered her sweltering cunt.
Isla giggled before running upstairs to get an overnight bag. She kissed me again at the front door and ran to get in her car.
Ness came home a little later. I greeted her at the front door with Aurora. Ness kissed me before asking, "Did Isla bring her young man home to meet you?"
"Yes," I nodded. "Gawd, were we ever that young and callow?"
"I was," Ness tittered as she sniffed Aurora and made a face. "I'm not sure you ever were."
"I guess," I said, taking Aurora off Ness to change her. "Getting disowned by your parents at eighteen makes you grow up quickly.



"Have you thought about calling them?" Ness asked diplomatically.
"No, and fuck them," I growled bitterly. "I tried to reconcile with them when you were pregnant with Garry, remember?" Ness nodded. "They told me I was a loser and always would be. We were living in that one-bedroom unit because we were living off your income and investing my playing contract. I tried to explain to my know-it-all father that I was getting paid $200,000 per season and that I wasn't bludging off you, but, as usual, he wouldn't listen because he already 'knew'. They weren't interested in getting to know their grandchildren from you, and they're sure as fuck not getting to know Isla's two."
"Fair enough," Ness said, taking Aurora from me after I'd cleaned her up and changed her nappy. "It was good to see Isla finally take another lover," Ness ventured.
"Yes, it was," I smiled, my thick cock rolling over and lengthening as I imagined watching Harris plough my young wife's cunt open. I pictured his virgin balls tightening against his untainted shaft and his cum exploding into Isla's willing pussy. My vision was so clear that I could almost hear Harris' disappointed groan when he lost control prematurely.
"You're okay with it?" Ness asked.
"Of course," I replied, curious as to where Ness was going with this.
"What if she asked for a 'day pass' to play with another young woman?" Ness queried.
"As long as you're not saying our wife is becoming a lesbian, I wouldn't care," I replied. "Even then, as long as we three remained intimate, it wouldn't matter. I love Isla unconditionally, and if it turns out she prefers women to men, we'll work out how to deal with it."
"How did Isla and I get so lucky with you?" Ness asked as she lay our sleeping baby on the couch and pulled my cock from my shorts. It disappeared down her throat shortly afterwards.
"It was I who got lucky with you two," I groaned as Ness deep-throated me.
"Which only proves my point," Ness said, momentarily releasing my cock from her throat.
"Oh, shut up and suck, my slutty little cock sucking, arse-licking, cum guzzling, anal whore. Show your man what a good oral slut you are!"
My coarse words had their usual effect, and one of Ness' hands disappeared between her pants legs and onto her erupting cunt as the other wrapped around my shaft, and she jerked me vigorously until she felt my dick swell in her throat. Pulling me out at the last second, she guided my shaft so it spat jizz all over her face. Ness kept working my shaft and carefully kissing around my glans until my wilting cock got the hint and reinflated.
When I was stiff, Ness dropped her work pants and panties and leapt into my arms. "Fuck me, lover. Fuck me hard!" She demanded as she wriggled, trying to lower herself onto my rigid pole.
I chuckled as I held her to me, preventing her from lowering herself onto my cock. After placing some cushions between Aurora and the sofa's edge, I carried Ness to our bedroom and tossed her onto the bed. She squealed as she flew through the air and swore at me when she almost bounced off. Then, giggling, Ness tried to escape from the bed, but she was too slow, which was her intention anyway.
"No!" She pretended to wail. "Don't rape me, please! I have a wife and children. Oh, and a husband and children with him from my wif... Oomph!" The last was because I'd dragged onto the bed on her hands and knees, gripped her hips tightly, and roughly shoved my ragingly hard cock into her dripping cunt. "Gawd, Liam!" Ness wailed as I rammed my thick cock into her sweltering gash. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck me like the dirty whore I am."
I remained silent as I straightened my legs and lifted Ness' knees off the mattress. Then, holding her suspended, I powered my hips up into her tightly clenching pussy, seeking her G-spot. Her climax squeal told me I'd found it, and I drove her to three more orgasms before relaxing my restraint and flooding her vulva with my seed.
Forcing her onto her stomach by laying my full weight on her, I then rolled her over so she could lie on top of my sprawled body. Letting my hands roam over her C-cup breasts, flat, muscular abdominals, and down onto her Mons Veneris, I whispered lovingly, "You might be nothing but a dirty whore, my love. But you're my dirty whore and will be forever."
"Mum, Mum. Dad, Dad," came from beside the bed. Chuckling, I leaned over and picked my daughter up. Ness arranged the sheets so we were covered, and I lay Aurora on my chest. She was asleep again shortly afterwards.
"How to ruin a perfectly romantic afternoon," Ness giggled as she cuddled into my side and stroked our daughter's head.
We dozed until Aurora woke again, needing to be changed. We'd begun Aurora's potty training, but she still hadn't related the pressure in her bladder or bowels to the need to go potty yet. However, she was around the age our sons had learned, so we hoped it wouldn't be long before we could dispense with a nappy.
Tanya and Gary arrived home, and because Isla was out, they offered to babysit Aurora so Ness and I could go out, too. A quick call to make a booking, and we were in the shower, washed, dressed, and off to Walter's Steakhouse and Wine Bar in the city.
I asked for a table with one of the round sofas around the table. Ness looked at me quizzically but obeyed when I sent her to the bathroom to remove her panties. She returned and gave them to me as I'd ordered. She sat apart from me, but I quickly insisted that she sit close. My fingers were sliding across her sweet little nubbin and diving into her flooding pussy shortly after that.
"Perve," Ness giggled as I brought my fingers to my nose and inhaled her intoxicating aroma.
"Me?" I asked innocently. "I'm not the one wearing a micro-mini dress pantyless and showing her whore cunt to anyone walking past."
"Not fair, Liam," Ness growled as she bit her bottom lip, trying to disguise her arousal.
"My trousers have a fly," I pointed out.
I thought for a moment that Ness was going to pull my rapidly stiffening cock from my pants. I think she was, but she decided at the last second not to risk being caught and getting us kicked out. Instead, her petite hand wrapped around my shaft just beneath my glans, and her thumb stroked my cock's eye and along my frenulum. Small though that area is, it's an intensely pleasurable spot to have rubbed, and I, too, had to bite my bottom lip to prevent a groan of pleasure.
Our waiter arrived to take our order. If he saw anything untoward, he was too professional to show it. He left to put the order into the chef without his eyes, even once leaving our faces. However, when he got to the bar, he said something to the bartender and gestured in our direction. The bartender leant over the counter to see where he'd gestured and, with the better angle, could see our hands in each other's lap. He chuckled and nodded in our direction. The waiter turned, and his eyes widened as he saw the same thing. But then, they noticed me grinning at them and dropped their eyes.
Our meals were as delicious as usual. The service was excellent, and, of course, I had the best company any man could hope for. We managed to finish supper without embarrassing ourselves and the waitstaff too much. But I hadn't even started the car before Ness was on her hands and knees with my cock buried to the hilt in her throat. I tried to concentrate on driving because the last thing I wanted was a 'The World According to Garp' moment on the way home. I'm not sure how successful I was at concentrating on the road, but I managed to get home with my dick still attached, so it was all good!
Isla arrived home the following day looking bright-eyed and bushy-tailed after her twenty-four-hour raunch with Harris. She found Ness and me cuddling on the couch and leapt on us. Within seconds, she had Ness' panties down and her face buried in Ness' pussy. Isla was pantyless, and she seductively waved her tight, sexy ass back and forth, inviting me to fuck her as she ate our wife out.
"Wet it in my cunt and fuck me in the ass," Isla demanded when she felt me positioning myself behind her invitingly waving ass.
Similarly to Ness, Isla found me too big to take in her ass regularly. However, when she was hot like she was now, she loved the extra stretch being taken anally gave her. In those times, Isla demanded that I fuck her ass and fuck it hard! However, an order from my wife was something I typically tried to obey, so I stepped closer, bent my knees, lined my erect cock up with her dripping pussy, and rammed it home. Three powerful pumps into my younger wife's squelching pussy had my dick as wet as it could possibly get, so I pulled back, spat on Isla's ring and used my thumb to smear it around. My thumb slid into her ass with barely any resistance.
"Someone taught her virgin lover about anal sex," I teased.
"Oh, shut up and fuck me," Isla giggled.
Happy to oblige, I eased my cock's tip into Isla's ass until I felt it pushing against her knot. Then, raising my hands, I crashed them down onto Isla's firm ass as I roughly pushed my rigid pole through her sphincter's resistance. I smacked Isla again when I heard her groan and her fluids flood from her soaking pussy. Another thrust, combined with a further smack on her tight buns, sent Isla over the edge into a caterwauling climax. However, Ness and I knew our wife needed more than just that orgasm, so Ness pushed Isla off her long enough to spin around into a sixty-nine. Then, Ness shoved two fingers into Isla's snatch and latched her lips around Isla's love button. Isla's sudden squeal announced her second climax, and two more followed in quick succession before Isla collapsed on top of Ness, completely spent.
I hadn't cum yet, and nor had Ness, so I lifted Isla onto the couch and took some disinfectant wipes from the container beside the sofa. After cleaning my dick, I knelt on the floor and threw Ness' legs over my shoulders. I quickly positioned my dick but then watched as Isla's dainty hand wrapped around it. She rubbed Ness' nubbin as she guided me into Ness' soppingly wet pussy. Then, Isla and Ness shared heated kisses as I fucked my first wife through several back-to-back orgasms.
I was about to erupt inside Ness, but my girls had other ideas. Pushing me off Ness, they slid off the couch and knelt, looking submissively up at me with their cheeks pressed together. Who in their right mind is refusing that invitation? Roaring my approval, I unloaded across my wives' beautiful faces. Then, I awedly watched Ness and Isla clean my splooge off the other's face.
"Oi!" Garry yelled from outside the door. "Is it safe to come in yet?"
My wives giggled, grabbed their clothing and bolted for our bedroom. I hurriedly put my shorts and polo back on before replying, "All good now."
Gary and Tanya walked in, holding hands and laughing at my embarrassment. "It could have been worse, Daddy Liam," Tanya teased. "You could have been nuts deep in my sister like you were the other day when I came home."
That didn't help douse my flaming face!
I still occasionally ached that I could no longer make love to Tanya. I wasn't precisely jealous of my son; I only regretted that I couldn't be what my young lover needed. Tanya could have been mine, but only if I had been prepared to leave Ness and never get involved with Tanya's sister. Tanya is a one-man girl. Which I admire, but that could never be me.
Vanessa and Isla were sluts, just as I was, and it worked because there was no jealousy or possessiveness between us. We were happy to share ourselves with others because we knew our capacity to love was infinite. I've watched so many of my friends' marriages fail over an affair, and it has convinced me even more that monogamy is a ridiculous construct to base a marriage on and, more often than not, dooms it to failure.
I worried somewhat about Gary and Tanya because Garry had grown up in a polyamorous household, knowing his parents regularly had sex outside of their marriage vows, which made me fear he would eventually want to stray. However, it's often said that we tend to grow up to be the opposite of our parents, and Aaron and Meral seemed almost disgustingly happy in their monogamous relationship. Therefore, perhaps Gary and Tanya would be, too.
"Go and spend time with your wives," Tanya said mischievously. "We'll do dinner tonight."
But it didn't work out that way. After sharing a shower and getting clean and dried, Isla stated, "Aunt Penelope's broken up with her latest man."
"Oh?" I asked neutrally, afraid of where this was leading.
"Yes, Daddy Liam," Isla said firmly as Ness giggled. Isla handed me my car keys and pointed at the door. "You've been monogamous with us for almost a year, and Nessa and I don't like it. Penny's expecting you, and we'll see you tomorrow."
"Look," I said facetiously because I knew the reaction I was about to get. "Just because you two sluts need to stray regularly doesn't mean I have to."
"Asshole!" My wives screeched as I laughed and ran for the door.
I wasn't objecting to visiting Isla's aunt. Penelope Adair was Ellen's older sister, and the two were almost polar opposites. Ellen was quite tall, blonde and muscly, with small, high and widely spaced breasts. In comparison, Penny had jet-black hair instead of blonde and was big. Big everywhere. Almost as tall as me, weighing at least 150 kg (330 lbs), with humongous tits, a round belly, a big wobbly bum and huge squishy thighs.
Penny opened the door at my knock, and as she typically was, she had dressed in a black dress that scooped low and clung to her enormous bosom, exposing vast amounts of titty flesh before flaring into a wide skirt that fell to her calves. There were some changes from when I'd been with her last. Penny was down from 150 kg (330 lbs) to 120 kg (265 lbs) and taking much better care of herself. Her face and neck were freshly exfoliated, and she'd shaved her legs and armpits and waxed away the sparse facial hair she occasionally grew. I'd always thought Penelope was a gorgeous, earthy woman who was way more fun to be around than Ellen. Obviously, the former is now no longer true.
Not bothering to say hello, I peeled Penny's dress off her shoulders and over her watermelon boobs. It dropped to the floor, and I tossed the hefty woman over my shoulder. Then, smacking her big, rounded ass firmly, I jogged up the stairs to her bedroom. I threw Penny on her bed and pounced on her. Then, sitting on her enormous tits, I tied her wrists to her headboard and then slid off so I could force a pillow under her generously-sized bum. Happy she was helpless, I stripped off and dove between her wobbly thighs.
I immediately noticed when I peeled her panties off that Penny had added waxing her pubis to her exfoliating regimen. The last time I'd played with her, Penny's pussy was a veritable bushy forest. Which was something I didn't mind. My girls tend to keep their pudenda waxed, although Isla has received laser treatments to permanently remove all hair on her pussy, perineum, and starfish. However, a woman's arousal smell gets trapped in their pubic hair, and that's a delicious aroma. A bare snatch does save those awkward pubic-hair-in-the-mouth problems, though.
Using my fingers and thumbs, I spread Penny's labia and peeled her hood back, exposing her chunky clitoris. I slashed my tongue over her nubbin until I felt her shaking and shuddering on the cusp of an orgasm. Next, sucking her clit into my mouth, I bit it gently as I rudely shoved my thumb into her pussy and my middle finger into her ass. Then, when she was trembling on the precipice of her climax, I lashed her cum button with my tongue, pinched my thumb and finger together, and pulled down firmly.
"OMFG!" Penelope screamed as her orgasm hit, blasting her from her climax's peak. I alternated between wriggling my thumb over Penny's G-spot and thrusting my thumb and finger in and out of her fuck holes, driving Penny to several more minor orgasms, each one building in intensity. When I knew Penny's next climax would be cataclysmic, I pulled my digits from her body and covered hers with mine. My throbbing, diamond-stiff cock speared into her wet depths in one devasting plunge, and Penelope screamed into my shoulder as her orgasm hit.
Knowing she'd only just begun, I grabbed her bouncing, G-cup breasts and squeezed mercilessly as I pounded her chubby body for all I was worth. Penelope almost immediately crested again as her body realised its long-denied needs and accepted my dominance. Surrendering all control, Penny allowed me to fuck her and fuck her until, in a small, exhausted voice, she pleaded, "Please, Liam. Fill me with your cum. I cannot possibly go again."
I'd been desperately staving off my own orgasm for nearly thirty minutes, so Penny's words allowed me to relax. My aching balls immediately pumped their load into my shaft, and I jettisoned my seed into Penny's welcoming cunt.
I undid Penny's binds and then lay on her as we came down from our lovemaking. However, I knew my weight was too much for her, so when she stopped shuddering with orgasm aftershocks, I rolled off her onto my back. Penny rolled with me, and she snuggled her head under my chin and let her hands roam across my broad, hairy chest.
Eventually, Penny sighed mournfully and asked, "Why can't I find a man like you to be mine?"
"You're a dominant, emotionally strong woman, Penny, just like your sister is. As an emotionally strong woman, you'll tend to attract either narcissistic assholes like your first husband or mummy boys like Ellen did."
"You fixed that for her," Penny chuckled.
"Probably just in time to save their marriage and your sister's relationship with her children," I agreed.
"So, how do I find one like you are or Jim is now?" Penny asked.
I tipped my head so I could look into her eyes. "Stop going out to pubs and clubs, etc., to pick up, and ask Ness to find you a suitable man. Or, if you're prepared to move back to Rockhampton, ask Ellen to introduce you to someone."
"I can find my own men, thank you," Penelope said tartly.
"Evidence shows you can't choose good ones," I pointed out evenly.
"You're right," Penny admitted as she deflated.
I thought my friend Mark Williams from the earlier story would have been ideal for Penny, but at my suggestion, he'd flown to Rocky to meet Leah and Vicky and had never returned to Brisbane to live again. Almost all my current friends were married, and the few I knew who weren't married fit the descriptions above of Penny's former lovers. I hoped that Ness or even Isla might know someone suitable, but then, inspiration struck.
"How would you feel about dating an older man?" I queried. "A professional man who is widowed? He's childless, but not because he wanted to be." I thought furiously. "You're only about eighteen months older than Ellen, right?" Penny nodded, and I asked a delicate question, "Are you still fertile?"
Blushing but answering gamely, Penny replied, "My period arrives like clockwork, and I haven't been on the pill since I got married the first time. When the asshole left, I got an IUD fitted, so I didn't have to worry about getting knocked up. So, yes, I should be fertile, but I might have to lose some weight and, at my age, go down the IVF route. But why?"
"Doctor Stephen Cook," I said smugly.
"He's my gynae," Penny said before her eyes widened. "I'd have to leave his practice, but he's such a nice guy even though he has an undertone of velvet covering a steel spine." She fidgeted before plaintively asking, "Do you think he'd be interested in me?"
"One way to find out," I called Ness briefly to ask what shifts she and Isla were working on Friday. Ness was on an early, and Isla had the day off, so I ignored her 'why' questions and hung up. Then, I looked up the speed dial for Stephen's mobile phone.



I got lucky because he was between patients, and he answered, "Hey, Liam. I was thinking of phoning your home and inviting myself to dinner again."
I knew that was one of those 'white lies' we tell each other but I didn't call him on it. Stephen probably had idly thought of phoning but wouldn't have had any concrete plans to call. However, it gave me the opportunity to say, "Well, that's perfect, then. We'll see you at our place any time after six on Friday. We'll look at eating around eight, so don't rush."
"Assuming one of my expectant mothers doesn't go into labour about then, it's a date," Stephen said happily before hanging up.
Ness phoned back when I hung up. She had Isla giggling in the background. To tease, I answered, "Liam Shephard. Destroyer of hymens and fucker of young women's mothers and aunts."
My girls both laughed heartily as Penny blushed, but then Ness growled, "You will not fuck my mother, buster."
"I said 'young women's' mothers, babe," I joked, knowing Ness didn't actually care but would play her part and react accordingly.
"Planning on sleeping on the couch, were you?" Ness growled as Isla giggled.
"No," I continued to tease. "I'm planning on sleeping between Penny's luscious thighs with my cock soaking in her cum-dripping gash."
"That is so not fair!" Ness groaned, arousal heavy in her voice.
"I guess you'll just have to get our greedy little pussy lapper to help you out, won't you?" I kidded before hanging up.
"What do you have planned, Liam?" Penny asked.
"A dinner with a friend and family, that's all," I shrugged. "If sparks occur between you and Doctor Stephen Cook, then it's all good. Otherwise, I'll get Ness and Isla to put their heads together and find someone who will be perfect for you."
"And if there are sparks, but then it goes to shit again?" Penny asked bitterly.
"Then, I'll come over and cheer you up again, you luscious bint," I chucklingly informed her. "Now, your mouth seems empty of the cock you so crave, so why don't you fix that?"
Penny giggled before sliding down my body and gobbling my thick shaft into her mouth. We spent most of the night fucking, with my cock regularly entering all three of Penny's love holes. We finally let ourselves sleep as daylight raised her ugly head. I woke up around midday alone, but I could hear Penny rattling pans in her kitchen, singing happily, if somewhat tunelessly. I stretched before rolling off the bed and using the bathroom. I was deciding whether to take a shower or wait until Penny returned when she walked in, carrying a tray loaded with coffee, toast, bacon, and eggs.
"You're up," she announced needlessly as she placed the tray on the dresser. "Jump back into bed, and we'll have breakfast in bed."
"Nah," I denied. "Take off your housecoat, and we'll sit in the kitchen naked and eat."
"Umm," Penny gulped. "There's no curtains or blinds in the kitchen, and anyone walking along the road can see in."
"Good," I told her, undoing her robe's sash and pushing it off her shoulders. "You need to regain your self-confidence in your body.
"I'm fat," Penny stated flatly.
"Yes, you are," I agreed.
"How do I have confidence in my body when I'm a whale?"
"I don't know," I shrugged. "How do those big, black American women do it? They've got confidence oozing from every pore. Do you know why?" Penelope shook her head. "Because when they go out, they know they're getting fucked that night." I took her hand. "Penny, do you think I'm handsome?" She nodded. "And my wives are as hot as fuck, right?" She nodded again. "Yet, I've just spent the afternoon and night boning you. What does that tell you?"
"That your wives are idiots," Penny growled. "If you were my man, I wouldn't let you outside without a leash on!"
"Like your men regularly try to do to you?" I asked innocently.
"No... well... umm... Yeah, you're right. I couldn't do that to you." She began crying softly.
"They don't leave you because you're not enough for them, Penny," I told her gently, taking her into my arms and getting her to sit on my lap. "They leave you because you're too much woman for them to handle. You see yourself as fat, and you are. But you've also got the most amazing hourglass figure. If you'll let me, I'll take you shopping for some outfits I'd like to see you in."
"I can't afford that," Penny refused.
"I can, and so can your niece. So, let's shower, get dressed, and go shopping."
"Aww," Penny mock protested. "Does that mean no morning glory?"
Laughing, I made Penny stand up. I forced her face down on her kitchen table, smacked her wobbly bottom, and rammed my cock into her soaking vulva. "Oh, Gawd, Liam," Penny moaned. "Smack me again and cum in my cunt." Penny's sudden use of crude language distracted me, and I lost my lollies into her tightly gripping pussy. Feeling me squirt inside her sent Penny rocketing into her climax, and she came, too. We were late to the shops, but we got there.
It took some searching, but I was able to gather seven different sexy dresses for my plus-sized friend. We started with a basic black LBD. It was a mini, of course, and clung to Penny's lush curves like a second skin. The back of the LBD was knitted mesh, so we had to purchase some G-string panties to go with it. It took some convincing from me, but I managed to get Penelope into a half-cup shelf bra that mounded her breasts delightfully. They looked like they were about to burst from the dress at any moment. I paid for those items and insisted Penny wear them for the rest of the day. Penny was embarrassed until two guys walked into support columns when they stared so hard they got disorientated.
When a third fell over a bench, Penny giggled and said, "Okay, I admit you were right. Guys love my figure."
"Not only guys," I replied, unobtrusively indicating a thirty-odd-year-old woman who was openly ogling.
"Oh, wow," Penny said, trying not to stare back at the woman.
The second item we chose was a see-through sheer-mesh cape dress. Buying that allowed me to insist that Penny needed a bustier top and some leather hot pants to go under the see-through dress. We got those two items next. Next, we purchased a lime green, textured, ruffle-hem, button-down, V-neck, sleeveless dress. It, too, clung to and emphasised Penelope's hourglass shape. I kept her dress hem short because, despite her size, Penny's thighs were unblemished by cellulite. Her thighs were plump but sexily shapely, and Penny had slender, delicate ankles, so I wanted to ensure her legs were accentuated deliciously.
Our fourth item was a stretch body stocking with matching lower-arm sleeves. It wasn't something that Penny could wear outside her home, but it would be perfect for entertaining her man. Of course, we also had to purchase lingerie to go with that.
Fifth was a high-stretch, floral, scoop-neck dress that delightfully exposed the tops of Penelope's G-cup breasts. This dress' hem was nearly obscene because it barely covered her curvaceous ass and threatened to pop over it when she bent over.
A dark green, panelled, gathered, wrap-hem dress with long sleeves and a sweetheart neck came next, which brought us to the final combination.
We had to travel into the valley and visit a medieval costume shop to purchase the items I wanted. It started with a dark red corset with chrome clips up the front and a lace-up back. With help from the sales assistant, I managed to cinch Penelope's waist down to 24 inches.
The extra squeeze forced her magnificent G-cup breasts to mound up so severely that Penny had to be careful how fast she walked lest they bounced out of her corset's built-in cups. Beneath the corset, I insisted Penny wore a black, ankle-length wrap skirt. With the skirt's overlap before her pussy, when she walked, Penelope's shapely legs were erotically glimpsed. When combined with a pair of black, low-heeled, strappy sandals, I thought the outfit was an instant hard-on maker and pussy wetter. The admiring glances of our fellow shoppers confirmed that impression.
Finally, despite Penny's objections, I added some chunky, period-piece jewellery to help enhance Penny's look. The jewellery was mostly paste and plastic, so they didn't cost much, but they added a rustic charm to Penny's outfit and embellished her beauty.
I ignored Penny's protests and insisted she wear her last outfit home. I'd already phoned my wives to say I was bringing Penny home for dinner, and I spent an amusing, for me, thirty minutes watching my wife's aunt stuff her bouncing tits back into her corset as I drove us home.
Penny wanted to refuse to get out of the car when we pulled into my driveway, but my deep growl sent her scurrying up the pathway to our front door. Ness and Isla must have been watching and waiting because when Penny got to the door, Ness swept it open and dragged her inside and into the lounge.
"Oh, wow, Aunt Penny!" Isla gushed. "You look like one of Botticini's angels!"
Ness and Isla danced around the large woman, admiring her delicious curves and how her outfit clung to every centimetre of it. Eventually, Ness turned to me and said, "What else did you buy her? I know for sure that this isn't the only outfit."
I handed over the various bags, and my girls dragged everything out. The following hour was spent making Penny change into the outfits we'd bought and modelling them for us. Of course, I'd seen Penny in them all before I'd paid for them, so I quickly lost interest and went and got drinks for us all. I was pouring white wine for Ness and Isla and red for Penny when Ness slipped up beside me.
"Do you know if Penny's into girls?" Ness whispered.
"No idea. Why, my beautiful little, pussy-licking slut bag? Do you have the hots for your aunt, err, step-aunt, umm, aunt-in-law maybe?"
Ness giggled coquettishly before saying, "Whatever she is, yes, I have the hots something fierce for her."
"So, it's you who is turning into a carpet-muncher and not our wife," I teased.
Ness giggled before playfully kidding, "Maybe. I've gone from never having touched a woman's genitals to having sex with Adriana, Kalaya, and now Isla." Then Ness grinned and said, "Nah. I still need your big dick splitting my slutty cunt open regularly."
"Have you checked with our wife if she's okay with you bumping uglies with her aunt?" I queried.
"Yes," Ness said. I remained quiet because twenty-four years of being married to the beautiful sylph who was my wife told me there was more. I raised an eyebrow as if to say, 'What?'. "Shit!" Ness muttered. "Isla wants to fuck her, too, but the incest barrier is too strong."
I didn't think anything my wives could say would shock me, but I was wrong. I thought through what Ness had just said. I was aware that most incest acts are between a violent father and his unwilling daughter. Ness' dad had tiptoed along that line several times while disciplining his only child. However, at least according to my wife, he never stepped over that line beyond inappropriate stares and erections. That type of incest produced damaged children who struggled to cope with life. It broke my heart to see the victims of it.
Despite the official figures, sibling incest was the next most common. It was also often an older brother forcefully taking his younger sister or using his greater maturity and worldliness to seduce her naivety. That also resulted in damaged young women who were unable to have rewarding relationships with men. The reason the reported figures for sibling incest were so low was because it was typically consensual, so although it regularly occurs, it's rarely reported.
Mother/son incest was the third most common form of incest. When it was committed by a devouring mother who emotionally forced or tricked her son into incestuous acts, the young man was equally as damaged as the young women forced by their male relatives.
However, incestuous sex between consenting adults mature enough to understand and welcome the acts was rarely any more damaging than consensual acts between any other two emotionally mature people. Assuming, of course, that the incestuous couples avoid their illicit relationship becoming public and they don't suffer the reprobation of a disapproving populace. As with any sexual act between emotionally mature, consenting people, incestuous lovemaking is often as beautiful as any act of love between two people who care for each other.
I haven't ignored forced incest between uncles and their nieces and/or nephews, but those acts are rare compared to intra-family incest. Isla has confessed to Ness and me that she had a typical teenage girl's crush on her father, but that was subsumed by her desire for the other father figure in her life--me.
I thought through the implications of Isla having sex with her aunt. Although the thought of bedding Penelope Adair simultaneously with my wives was a salaciously decadent thought, I decided it was a fantasy that should remain precisely that--a fantasy. "Have you considered that Penny may not be lesbian or even bisexual?" I asked calmly.
Ness' face fell, "No. I just kind of figured we'd seduce her, and she wouldn't resist."
"Perhaps your fantasy needs more consideration, my love," I said as I hugged her. "If the incest barrier bothers our wife, you two should probably leave your fantasies in the world of dreams."
"You're right," Ness said begrudgingly. Then she brightened, "But boy, are you going to get so fucked while we fantasise about doing her!"
"I get 'so fucked' anyway," I grinned. "And even then, the two sluts I married send me out to slut around with other sluts."
"One more thing before we go back in, Baby," Ness said, and I raised my eyebrow. "Isla would like to be double-teamed by you and another man. I thought we'd invite Ricky and Kalaya Campion for dinner on Saturday night."
"Won't work," I pointed out. "The season's about a third of the way through, so Ricky won't have the time or inclination to play."
"Shit!" Ness said, uttering a rare swear word outside of our play sessions.
"I'll call him after the weekend and see when he has some time off," I offered. "But probably, it will have to be a Tuesday or Wednesday night."
Brightening, Ness said, "That works. I thought we would have to wait for the season to end."
"It's up to them, though," I reminded her. "Remember, Ricky's and Kalaya's marriage is one of convenience. He is with her to hide he is bisexual with a strong preference for men. Kalaya is bisexual, with a strong preference for women, so they might not be interested."
"Double shit," Ness muttered. "What about Liam Aldis?"
"Living in Melbourne and playing for The Tigers after those idiots at The Lions let him go," I growled. The Lions had played in four Grand Finals in a row from 2000 to 2003, winning the first three before being hammered in the fourth. However, The Lions were selling their next-generation stars to prop up their aging list in what I considered a shortsighted move. Part of that next generation, Liam had been traded to Richmond rather than The Lions paying him the extra money I felt he deserved. I thought it was poetic justice that The Lion's fortunes had tumbled off a cliff this year.
Isla took her aunt home after dinner while Ness and I cleaned up and got Aurora ready for bed. Isla returned as I was reading our daughter a bedtime story, and she sat in my lap and made the sounds as I read. I can do them, but everything I try sounds like a frog in a blender, so it's much better when Isla does them.
Typically, we sleep with Ness in the middle. It's our way of showing our wife that she's first in our lives. Tonight was a rare exception when I got to sleep in the middle with my wives' heads resting on my chest underneath my chin. It was exceptionally pleasant!
Aurora's cries woke me up the following morning. My wives had already left for work, and I had little planned for the day. Getting up, I retrieved my daughter, changed and fed her, put her in her stroller and went for a run. It was a casual 8 km run that I was only doing because Aurora loved the wind in her face, and running helped blow my mind clear. The key question was this: Was I prepared to do a male-female-female-male foursome with my wives? I'm not homophobic, and one of my best friends from my playing days, Jeremy Nevis, is openly gay. However, that did not mean I was comfortable with my balls rubbing against another guy's.
When Liam Aldis and I fulfilled Ness's desire to be double-penetrated, Liam took the lead and ensured our ball sacks remained apart. Then later, when Ricky I fucked Kalaya and Ness, I'd mostly gotten over my revulsion of having my balls rub against another man's, and I could relax and enjoy feeling our cocks glide across each other's with only the thin wall between Ness' pussy and colon between us. However, that night was the last time I'd double-penetrated either wife with another man, and I wasn't sure if I'd freak out when our balls rubbing together happened again.
There was one deciding factor, which was: I adored watching a nice thick cock splitting my first wife's slutty cunt or ass open, and I found the thought of seeing Ricky's sturdy, 6-inch cock disappearing into Isla's willing pussy deliciously exciting. I decided to call Ricky when I finished my run.
I called Ricky's number but got Kalaya instead. Ricky was already at the club and had forgotten his phone. However, Kalaya is a delightful person to chat with, and we spent about an hour talking about this and that before I got to the crux of my call. Kalaya immediately agreed they'd come for dinner and see how things developed from there. The Lions had a bye week coming up in three weeks, and the coaching staff were encouraging the players to get away for the week and think about anything other than football.
Kalaya and I decided we'd meet for dinner, and then, if Isla agreed, Kalaya and Ricky would play with us. Then, Ricky and I would take Isla to one bedroom, and Kalaya would serve Ness in another, although there would be some initial play between the five of us.
Penny turned up at lunchtime on Friday. Apparently, she was pacing around the house, as nervous as all heck about dinner later that same day, and figured that because her niece and I were home, she might as well come over. Fortunately, I wasn't, as Tanya so inelegantly put it, 'nuts deep in Isla' when she arrived, and we could welcome her inside without needing to scurry off and change.
Penny took Aurora off me and held her to her enormous bosom. A fleeting look of sadness flowed over Penny's face as she remembered what she'd missed out on. However, because she still had her monthly visitor, there was still a chance she could have children. I knew from our conversations that Stephen's wife, Margaret, had decided not to have children unilaterally. Stephen unwillingly agreed but regretted that decision his entire life.
I hoped that if Penny and he got together, they'd find a way to do what they both longed for and have at least one child together. However, with Penny being forty-six and Stephen fifty-something, it seemed unlikely. Also, with their ages, abnormalities in the developing foetus were much more likely, so having a child together was a risk. But it was one I thought they should take. Well, assuming they found each other attractive.
I had no doubts Stephen would think Penny was sexy. She was back in the skin-tight floral mini-dress we'd bought earlier in the week. Even with Isla close and taking most of my attention, I found myself peering up Penny's dress at her wet cameltoe with my dick stiffening in appreciation. Nor was I the only one in that lounge peering up Penelope's dress.
Ness came home a little after 3:00 p.m., said hello to everyone and went to shower and change. She returned to the lounge wearing a 'Ness patented' tiny, opaque white dress that barely covered her taut, muscular ass and showed her nipples and bikini panties. Isla gaped, giggled, and then ran off to dress in something similar. She returned wearing almost the same dress, only in lime green.



"Stephen's going to shit," I muttered as I looked over the three stunning women sitting on my couch.
My wives sat on either side of Penny who still held the baby. They were keeping Aurora up later than usual, so she slept through to her 11:00 p.m. feed, where Isla would breastfeed her. Aurora typically slept through the night after that.
Stephen arrived a little after 7:00 p.m. Isla met him at the door and kissed him soundly before bringing him into the lounge to meet Penelope. As we'd hoped, it was clear by Stephen's flushed face and heightened breathing that he was immediately smitten by Isla's staunch aunt. Penny moved to the left side of the couch, and she encouraged Stephen to sit next to her. Ness got up to sit on my lap, and Isla sat on the sofa next to Stephen.
Penny was a little awkward in the beginning, mainly because her typical mode of trying to pick up was to get smashed and let some loser take her home. Having to have a conversation with a man she didn't know and who had a professional career as a doctor intimidated her and left her tongue-tied. However, Stephen turned his not-inconsiderable charms on her, and he soon had Penny eating from the palm of his hand. He took her right hand in both of his and placed it on his thigh, close to his dick.
I had to take a double look because I had not suspected that Doctor Stephen Cook came fully loaded. If my friend, Jim, was a little longer but thinner than me, then Stephen was both longer and thicker than my hefty 7 inches. Isla saw me looking and winked, then mimed that she'd swallowed it all hand-free. I shook my head in disbelief as Ness gasped. Then, Isla teasingly mimed she was going to show us, but it backfired because I think Ness and I both wanted to see her do that, and we gestured she should do what she'd mimed.
We sat around chatting as Stephen seduced Penny, although I'm not sure you can truly call it a seduction when someone was ready to jump into bed with you from the moment you met. Eventually, Ness grabbed Penelope's hand and dragged her into the kitchen to help serve dinner. Ness didn't need the help. She was dragging Penny away from Stephen to give Penny a chance to cool her jets and regain control of her rampant libido. I had to glare at Isla before she took the hint and joined the others in the kitchen.
Stephen's eyes followed my younger wife's ass as she left, which I found amusing. His eyes turned to meet mine, and he blushed when he realised that I had caught him staring at Isla's barely-covered ass. He cleared his throat and said, "Penny's Isla's aunt?" I nodded. "If I'm allowed to ask, how old is she?"
"Forty-six," I replied, knowing that made her about seven years younger than the doctor.
"And she's never had children?" Stephen wondered.
"She never found a man she felt she could trust enough to have them with," I explained. "She wanted them, but she thinks that boat has sailed."
"She's still young enough," Stephen mused. "There's an increased chance of miscarriage or Down Syndrome, but that can be somewhat alleviated with the right vitamins and supplements." Stephen thought for a time before asking, "How is that gorgeous creature not married?"
"Penny totally sucks at choosing suitable partners," I told him. "She tends to primarily date narcissists who try to control her and then want to beat her when they can't. If it's not those types, she attracts mummy's boys who want her to be their mother. Twice, I've had to visit ex-boyfriends on her behalf and explain why they should stop stalking her."
"You asked me here tonight to meet Ms Penelope Adair?" The doctor confirmed.
"Yes," I replied but corrected, "Well, she's one of your patients, so I guess it's meet her outside of your practice."
"I'd have to hand her off as a patient to one of my colleagues," Stephen mused. "But I'd like to date her and find out if we're compatible."
"Your dick thinks you are," Ness teased quietly when she entered the room to tell Stephen and me that dinner was served.
Stephen, who was used to my wives' teasing, roared with laughter, took Ness' proferred arm, and accompanied her to our dining room.
Dinner was eaten, and many conversations were held about numerous subjects. Ness and Isla's chat with Penny in the kitchen seemed to have worked because she was much more relaxed and less like a deer in the headlights. Everybody enjoyed a drink or two, and as the alcohol flowed, the inhibitions decreased almost as fast as the teasing and flirting increased. Penny's hand rubbed along Stephen's shaft, and his fingers probed under Penny's dress.
Ness ramped things up by casually leaning back in her chair and lifting her heels onto the seat, exposing her barely covered gash. Stephen gulped and glanced at me to gauge my reaction. I pretended I hadn't seen because I had one hand on Isla's breast with my other hand on her inner thigh and my little finger teasing her nubbin through her panties.
Penny looked at where Stephen was looking, and she gasped. Then, her hand gripped Stephen's enormous rod. I left my hand where it was and suggested, "Let's take our drinks into the lounge."
Ness joined Penny and Stephen on the sofa this time, and Isla climbed into my lap. Isla's and my sofa chair were opposite the couch, so I encouraged Isla to lift her feet and put them on my thighs just above my knees. Then, I ran my hands along the inside of her thighs and parted them for the sofa occupants viewing pleasure.
Stephen openly admired my younger wife's displayed pussy until Ness leaned across him and whispered something to Penny. Then, Penny unzipped the doctor and took his at least 8-inch cock out. It disappeared down her throat only seconds later. Stephen groaned and put his hand on Penny's head, encouraging her to swallow it all. I'm sure Penny was grateful I'd patiently taught her how to deep-throat a cock on the two occasions we'd played. I'm even more sure that Stephen enjoyed those lessons, too!
Isla lifted off my lap long enough to free my throbbing cock from its confines. Simultaneously, she pulled her panties down and dropped them to the side. Not to be outdone, Ness moved to kneel before Penny, and she helped her out of her soaking white panties. Then, she encouraged Penny to kneel before Stephen. When Penny had her gynae's cock back in her mouth, Ness unzipped Penny's dress and peeled it off her shoulders, down her hips and legs and onto the floor.
Stephen gasped again as Penny's bountiful breasts poured from her suddenly released bra and onto his thighs. Reaching awkwardly, he groped along Penny's massive titty flesh, looking for her nipples. Ness knew what he was searching for, so she lifted Penny's bosom until Stephen could reach Penny's nipples. Stephen took them between his thumbs and fingers and tweaked them firmly. Penny moaned her appreciation and then groaned when she felt her niece's wife's tongue probing through her recently waxed folds and stabbing into her soaking pussy.
"Gawd, Daddy Liam," Isla moaned. "I need you inside me right now!"
I lifted her off me long enough to pull my trousers down and let her glide down my strainingly erect pole. Ness watched Isla and me from the corner of her eye, and when she saw Isla mounting my throbbing cock, she whispered into Penny's ear again. Penny pulled back off Stephen's cock, and as she kicked her clothing aside, Ness helped Stephen out of his clothes. When he was naked, Penny straddled his hips and thrust her enormous breasts into his face.
Ness knelt behind them and guided Stephen's cock into Penny. "Gawd, Penny, you're so tight," Stephen moaned as Penny's plump ass settled onto his thighs.
Penny giggled before saying, "Thank you, Stephen. But I have this gynaecologist who insists I regularly do my pelvic floor and Kegel exercises. He's a real taskmaster, actually."
"And he's reaping the rewards of that advice right now," Stephen chuckled.
"You sure are," Penny gasped as Stephen thrust into her. She could feel his tenseness because he wanted her to cum before him. However, the overt sexuality of the luscious, plus-sized woman riding his pole and the sheer salaciousness of fucking before an appreciative audience had him struggling not to fill Penny with his seed.
Penny understood Stephen's dilemma, so she whispered, "Cum in me, Baby. I want to feel your sperm splashing into my cunt. I promise that I'll blow you and get you hard again, okay?"
"Gawd!" Stephen exclaimed as his balls cramped against his shaft, and he shot his load into Penny's tightly gripping cunt.
Penny continued to ride him until his wilted cock fell from her soaking pussy. She was about to complete her promise when she felt Ness pushing her forward. She moaned as Ness' tongue slid along her anus and onto Stephen's cum-messy cock. She moved to the side so Stephen could watch Ness blowing him.
"Oh, my!" Stephen exclaimed, looking nervously at me to gauge my reaction. He gasped again when he saw Isla riding my cock vigorously.
The twin actions made his wilted cock roar back to life, and Penny mounted him again. Stephen was much more active this time. He gripped Penny's lush ass and pulled her up before ripping her back down and ramming his hips up to meet her descending body. The meaty thumps of someone being drilled mercilessly echoed through my lounge.
It seemed that Penny was waiting for Stephen to orgasm before she relaxed and allowed herself to join him in orgasmic bliss. Ness picked it up, too, so she sat on the floor and turned to face Isla and me. Then, she tilted herself back and stuffed her tongue into Penny's ass. Penny squealed as Ness' sudden assault blew her resistance apart, and she climaxed on Stephen's thick pole.
Smiling happily, Ness whispered in Penny's ear. Penny blushed before whispering in Stephen's. They were clearly in agreement because Penny got off him and helped him stand before leading him down the hall to our spare bedroom.
"Another happy customer," Ness giggled as she placed her hands on her wife's hips and encouraged her up and down my pole. "Hurry up, my darling little cock sucking, pussy licking, cum slut. I also need some of what you're getting.
I knew I was in for a torrid night when Isla came because Ness took her place and guided me into her ass, a sure sign her libido had maxed out.
I rolled out of bed when the alarm went off. Today was a quick 5 km day. I'd circle the block to warm up before doing my stretches. Then, when I was sure I was ready, I'd blast through the approximately three-mile loop as fast as I possibly could. My times were slowing from the peak of my youth, but I still doubt that most weekend joggers could keep up with me. I'd been toying with the idea of returning to athletics for the first time since I'd chosen an AFL career over trying to qualify for the 1980 Olympics. I had no chance of competing successfully in the open grade, but there were Masters athletic events, including a Masters World Championships. I thought I'd be at least competitive in my age group.
Surprisingly, my wives were dressed in their running gear and waiting for me when I exited the en suite. I smiled happily as we walked outside to start our run. I'd coast through 5 km with them before ramping it up and ripping through another loop.
The first loop was completed without either of my wives struggling. Then, I received two kisses and had my cock and ass gratuitously groped before they went inside to prepare breakfast.
I blasted through the five kilometres in under sixteen minutes before walking around the block again to cool off. After showering, I joined the others around the kitchen table as Isla cooked bacon and eggs. Penny looked radiant and was giggling happily, whereas Stephen looked like he'd had a torrid night, too. We ate a leisurely breakfast before Stephen asked Penny if she'd like to accompany him to his place. He'd need to check in with those patients who were due before he could take off for the day. Penny agreed to leave with him, and we had the house to ourselves for about an hour before Tanya and Gary arrived home.
I watched The Lions' game on Foxsports and chuckled when they got spanked. My relationship with the club was at an all-time low despite being a Life Member. Although I respected the club's coach immensely, Mister Matthews did not hold me in the same regard. It didn't help that I was openly critical of the decision to 'put all their eggs in one basket'. I felt their decision to 'back-end' their stars' contracts and, therefore, exchange short-term success for long-term failure was a poor choice for the club's future fortunes. The Lions had had four years of almost unprecedented success, but now that their stars were aging and fading, the players needed to keep the club vibrant and flourishing had been sold to other clubs.
I knew from personal experience that since the players had played at home on Saturday afternoon, they would not be expected back at the club until Monday morning for the game debrief. So, after a relaxing day playing with Aurora and a pleasant night in the arms of my wives, I phoned Ricky Campion. We chatted about his game and what I'd noticed from watching the game. Ricky agreed with my assessment that Mister Matthews hadn't adjusted his team's style to the new unlimited interchange rule. The Lions were still trying to win wars of attrition against their opposition whilst their opponents were running interchange players on and off at the first signs of fatigue.
There were two weeks to go before The Lions had their bye week, and Ricky said he and Kalaya were looking forward to visiting us again. Neither Ricky nor his wife had met Isla before, so they were also looking forward to doing that. After our chat, I put Ness on, who wanted to talk to Kalaya. I gave Ness the phone before heading out on my regular Sunday 30 Km run.
I guess it was one of those serendipitous things. I'd finished my run and turned into my street to walk the last three to four hundred metres to cool down. But as I turned into my street, a tall, thin, blonde-haired woman jogged past me.
"Morning," she said pleasantly.
"Morning," I replied, admiring her slender, tight ass in her tiny satin-silk running shorts.
She looked back over her shoulder, smiling, "Like what you see?"
"Very much so," I grinned as my cock lengthened in my shorts.
"Perhaps you'd like to run with me, and we'll see if we click," she suggested, stopping and walking back to me.
I showed her my wedding ring and said, "As long as you're aware that I'm married."
She looked at me challengingly before raising an eyebrow and saying, "It's only exercise, Liam."
"You know my name, but I'm sorry, I'm at a loss?"
"Morgan Anderson, Liam. I'm a big fan still, even though you haven't played for a few years."
"Let's cut to the chase here, Morgan," I said. "Are you hoping for more than just some exercise?"
"Well, Mr Shephard," Morgan growled. "My asshole husband just kicked me out and took up with his nineteen-year-old secretary, so yeah, I want more than what that limp-dick offered me for the last twelve years."
"I'm interested," I replied, openly ogling her sports bra-covered, thick nipples on her almost non-existent breasts. I let my eyes wander across her flat stomach, clearly defined pudenda, long, toned legs, and delicate, shapely ankles. "But I need to check in with my wives first."
"Wives?" Morgan gasped.
"Yes, wives," I grinned. "If you've followed me, then you know I'm married to Vanessa. What you don't know is that even though it can never be officially recognised, Ness and I married Isla Shephard about five years ago."
"Oh," Morgan said, looking doubtful for the first time. "Are you going to make some lame excuse as to why you'll be late home?"
"No," I challenged. "I'm going to ask for a day pass to spend the next twenty-four hours fucking you in as many ways as we can envisage."
"I call bullshit, though your offer is intriguing. So, Mr Shephard, dial away," Morgan said.
I typically carried my phone with me because I worried that something would happen to Aurora while I was out running, and I wanted my wives to be able to call me if something did.
I phoned Ness, "Hey, babe," I said when she answered.
"Let me guess," Ness giggled. "You've met someone you want to play with on your run?"
"You'll have to explain how you do that one day," I growled.
"Because it's the only time you ever call home when you're out. Sometimes, if you've been out with the guys, you'll call to ask if I want you to pick up something for dinner. But the only times you call when playing golf, going to the gym, or running is when you've met someone."
"I don't think Morgan believes I'm talking to my wife," I amusedly said to my wife as Morgan shook her head disbelievingly.
"Hang on, I'll get Isla, and then you can put her on."
I'd handed my phone to Morgan when Ness had said 'Hang on', so she caught the last part of Ness' sentence. She said, "Hello," questioningly before listening intently. "Uh-huh. Oh. Umm, okay. Sure," Morgan said as Ness and Isla talked to her. She hung up the call, closed the phone, and gave it back to me. "My place it is, then," she said, clearly stunned by the sudden turn of events.
Morgan tentatively took my hand and turned back towards her home. "You have very understanding wives," she said wonderingly.
"We believe sexual monogamy is a ridiculous construct to base a marriage on," I explained as we walked up the street. "While our marriage isn't strictly an open one, we can ask for what we call a 'day pass' to play with someone we feel attracted to. Then, as long as we all agree, permission is granted for one twenty-four-hour play period. No questions or recriminations allowed."
"Marriages should be monogamous," Morgan said defensively.
I stopped walking and said, "I'd better go home, then," I teased before becoming serious. "You expected your husband to be monogamous with you. How well did that work out for you?"
"It didn't," Morgan growled. "And you better be prepared to follow through on your promise to fuck me every which way!"
I laughed, took her into my arms and kissed her with every ounce of skill and passion I had. My thumb found her puffy right nipple as my right hand probed into Morgan's ass cleft and held her tightly against my swelling erection.
"Good start," Morgan panted when I let her go. "My place is only a hundred metres up the road. Let's run, shall we?"
We ran up to her door, with me purposefully staying two steps behind so I could watch her tiny ass wriggle in her too-tight running shorts. As soon as we got inside the door, I grabbed Morgan's ponytail and stripped her top, shorts and panties off before forcing her onto her knees. As I suspected, Ms Anderson had a strong submissive streak because she moaned lustfully as I took my swelling cock out and slapped her face with it.
"Gawd! You're so big and thick!" She exclaimed. These, of course, are the words every man wants to hear!
"Suck!" I demanded, and her lips slid around my throbbing glans. "Hmm, good girl," I sighed as most of my shaft disappeared down her slender throat.
Morgan let me out momentarily before saying, "Take me hard, Sir. Use this slut like she's your favourite fuck toy."
'What more invitation did I need?' I wondered as I moved my hand to the back of her head and forced the last inch into her. Morgan retched as my dick slid into her throat, but I didn't let her go until she'd accepted my entire cock into her mouth. Then, holding her tightly to prevent her from pulling away, I throat-fucked her viciously.
This was the moment of truth. If Morgan were genuinely submissive, she'd welcome me using her roughly. However, if she were like '50 Shades' and only playing at submissiveness, then she'd demand I stop and leave her home. I was pleased when Morgan's hands found her thick, puffy chest nubbins and twisted them harshly.



"Play with your cunt and make yourself cum," I ordered. Morgan's right hand immediately delved between her slender thighs and onto her dripping pussy. I watched, listened and timed my climax to Morgan's orgasm. I could tell she was close, so I pushed my cock into her mouth until it blocked her airway and held her there. The sudden loss of her ability to breathe shocked my new lover and catapulted her into a bone-shaking climax. She tried to suck a breath so she could scream her approval, but my dick still had her airways closed off. Instead, she shuddered and shook as she crested several times in quick succession.
I waited until Morgan swallowed convulsively before pulling my cock from her throat. I took it in my hand and smeared her saliva over her face as I mused, "On your tits or face, hmm? Tits or face?"
"Tits and face," Morgan demanded eagerly.
So, with a guttural growl, I blasted cum over the pretty, submissive woman's eyes, nose, lips, and breasts. Morgan's eyes remained open and hooded, only closing when a jet of semen hit them but immediately reopening and blinking the cum away. I marvelled at her sluttishness and wondered why anyone would turn this divine piece of womanhood away.
She seemed similar to Adriana and Penny, and how any man would not want to be with them was a mystery. However, I wasn't prepared to look a gift horse in the mouth, so I smiled down at Morgan and said, "Good girl. Now use my cock to clean my splooge from your face and feed it into your mouth."
Morgan smiled happily as she obeyed, and by the time she'd finished, I was rock-hard and ready to go again. Bending over, I picked the tall, thin woman up by her armpits and lowered her onto my rampant cock. Then, pushing her against the front door, I kissed her passionately as I hammered her pussy with short, almost violent thrusts. Submitting was definitely Morgan's thing because she wrapped her long, slender, shapely legs around my hips and rammed her hips forward to meet my inward thrust. However, it wasn't until I moved one of my hands from her tight buns and pinched her nipple that she climaxed again.
Morgan, to my delight, was a squirter. Her wetness splashed liberally to the ground as she orgasmed, only for two more eruptions to soak my balls and shorts. Knowing I had barely begun to satisfy her needs, I took advantage of her minimal weight and flexibility and spun Morgan on my cock until she faced away from me. Then, I held her by the elbows and bent her over until her back was parallel to the ground.
Morgan was too tall to lift her off the ground in this position as I did with Ness and Isla, but I could drive her into the air with every powerful, upward thrust of my hips. Slamming my cock as hard as I could into the willing, slender woman slowly bounced us across the floor until Morgan's tits rested on her bench top. Then, holding her thin wrists in my massive left hand, I rammed my 7-inch appendage into her and simultaneously smacked her tight ass buns.
"Tell me what you, Morgan," I demanded in a deep, baritone voice.
Confirming her Bdsm background, Morgan immediately answered, "Your submissive cock slut, Sir!"
"Are you a two or a three-hole slut, little Miss Morgan?" I asked.
"An unwilling three-hole slut, Sir," she replied.
"You're allowed to have hard limits, little one," I reminded her. "If you want me to stay out of your ass, then I will do so."
"Then, that's a hard limit, Sir," Morgan stated.
"No problem, little one," I told her. "Usually, I'd meet with someone before agreeing to any Bdsm play. So, we have to work out boundaries on the fly. Pain limits?" I queried.
"Welts are okay along with some minor pain. But if you use too much, I'll freeze, and it will be challenging to get my motors running. I also have the standard hard limits of children, blood, scat, and urine."
"Good limits to have," I acknowledged. "Mine are the same." As we spoke, I continued to drive my cock into her remorselessly. I could feel by Morgan's wetness and how her pussy pulsed on and off my thrusting member that she was precipitously close to another mind-destroying orgasm. So, putting my hand on her shoulder and the other on her hip, I wrenched Morgan back as I jammed my hips forward. My flat, rippled abs smacked into Morgan's delectably taut ass loudly, the sound echoing through her kitchen.
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Morgan moaned as I intensified my drives into her willing pussy.
Judging my moment, I waited until I felt Morgan shudder and then walloped her ass as I growled, "Cum for me, you cum-covered, cock loving slut!"
Morgan screamed her climax to the skies as her pussy pulsed fluids over my balls. I held onto my orgasm by the barest margins and asked, "Is it safe to cum inside you?"
"Yes!" Morgan avowed. "I had my tubes tied after our second child."
Thankful that I could relax, I shoved my entire cock into Morgan until I felt my cock's tip pushing against her cervix. Her eyes widened as I rotated my hips and spun the tip across her cervix. Another climax shattered her soul, and a third followed when I emptied my sack into her.
From there, we moved to her bed, but the rest of the night was spent with some fairly basic, vanilla sex. Morgan needed to feel beautiful, sexy and desired more than anything else. She was much older than I'd thought. When I'd chased her tight buns home, I guessed her age as early to mid-thirties. However, she confessed to being forty-five. Therefore, her husband and Master's abandonment of her for a younger model had destroyed her self-confidence.
Fortunately, Morgan was smart enough not to date while her emotions were fragile. But she was horny. Hence, she took the chance to approach me when she recognised who I was. I was happy to help, of course, and spent much of our time together worshipping her body and telling her how beautiful she was. Morgan cried into my shoulder as the tension from thinking she was too skinny, too shapeless, and too old melted away. When she stopped crying, I made slow, gentle love to her until dawn.
The rest of our time together was spent flirting and teasing without any more sex. I think the slow lovemaking and the gentleness the following morning did more for Morgan than the raunchy sex that came before it. Ultimately, there was no choice--I brought her home to meet Ness and Isla.
Morgan was understandably nervous and tried to back out several times because she couldn't believe my wives would be okay with her having spent the night, the morning, and part of the afternoon fucking their husband. My girls were on an afternoon shift, but they had two hours together where they welcomed Morgan into our circle of friends. Morgan had joined a select group with whom we were allowed to play with regularly without needing a 'pass'. That group included Dr Stephen Cook, Liam Aldiss, Ricky and Kalaya Campion, Adriana Ferreira, and now, Morgan Anderson.
Morgan went home, and Ness and Isla went to work, leaving me home with Aurora, which was no big deal but a lot of fun. I'd gotten dinner on when Gary and Tanya came home. We ate around the table, laughing and chatting, before they went to Gary's room. Gary asked if he could move into the granny flat we currently use as our playroom. I told him to check with his mother and Isla; if they were happy, he could do it.
Letting my eldest son move into the granny flat provided a short-term solution to him and Tanya catching Ness, Isla, and me fucking. The only problem I could see was that Ness' dad, Damon, wasn't long for this world, and we'd need that room for her mum, Maureen. Changing the rooms over wouldn't be difficult because I'd temporarily move the play equipment into the garage until we could move Gary's stuff over and then shift it into his room.
Not much happened over the ensuing days until the Saturday when Kalaya and Ricky came for dinner. They drove over in Kalaya's BMW M3. Ricky had listened to my advice, and they were primarily living off Kalaya's income while investing Ricky's playing contracts. Ricky and Kalaya's marriage might have been formed as one of convenience to hide their sexual predilections from their family and friends, but the pair genuinely loved each other. Kalaya was Ricky's Mistress, and in turn, Kalaya ensured Ricky's reputation wasn't ruined by his preference for homosexual sex.
The dichotomy Ricky and Kalaya lived in existed when I played AFL premiership football. I knew for a fact that several of my teammates were gay. Two were in a relationship with each other, and one of our coaches was also homosexual. However, although the clubs mouthed their acceptance of same-sex relationships, being openly gay within the playing community was a surefire way of ending your career.
My best friend during my playing career was Jeremy Nevis. The entire team knew Jeremy was gay, and most couldn't have cared less. However, if he'd 'come out', he would have been ostracised, and the club would have found an excuse to delist him. The former was true of virtually every sports club in Australia at that time. I thought it was disgusting, but I was one voice in the wilderness.
Ricky and I exchanged grins when Kalaya knelt before Ness and kissed her feet. Kalaya may have been Ricky's Mistress, but she was my wife's bitch. The surprise was when Isla stepped confidently up beside Ness and demanded obeisance from Kalaya as well. Kalaya looked hungrily up at Isla before willingly lowering her head and kissing her feet.
"Such a good slut," Isla purred, bending over to pat the beautiful Thai woman's head. "I will allow you to serve my wife until I'm done with your slave."
"Yes, Mistress," Kalaya breathed, blatantly enamoured with the idea.
After the initial greetings, our group swirled through the kitchen getting drinks and nibblies before reforming in our lounge. Kalaya, Ness, and Isla were squeezed onto our couch and in what appeared to be a serious conversation. However, from the snippets I could hear, it was about last year's Brownlow dresses and how they compared to Ness' era. During my playing career, my wife was the undisputed queen of the WAGs (Wives and Girlfriends). Her Olivia Wilde-like looks and dark red hair raised erections among my teammates and turned their wives and girlfriends green with envy. Then, add that Ness was much more busty than her lookalike, and it was no wonder my wife ruled.
Ricky and I discussed the current state of the AFL. As a player moving through the peak of his career, Ricky saw any change that decreased his chance of injury and increased his career's longevity as a good thing. My fear was that having unlimited interchanges would drive the small, agile, fast player from the game. These smaller, quicker players came into play towards the end of each quarter when the big fellas got tired. But the smaller players were at a constant disadvantage if the coach could rotate their big guys out as the first sign of tiredness.
Ricky believed the higher the number of interchanges, the faster the game would be and, therefore, the more exciting it would be to watch. He had to rethink when I pointed out that the number of games where a club scored more than one hundred points had decreased markedly since unlimited interchanges were introduced.
From my observation, the AFL had become a dour, defence-orientated slugfest that was boring to watch. I had been a primarily midfield player who swung forward to kick goals. However, I'd occasionally taken a defensive roll to clamp down a dominant opposition player as I'd successfully done several times with Mr Matthews, much to his disgruntlement. I argued that if I'd played in this era, I'd have hardly scored a goal because my opposition was always fresh. With my tired opponent constantly switched out, my ability to run my opponent into the ground and dominate him in every quarter's last five to ten minutes would have been nullified. Plus, with coaches flooding their defensive fifty and double and sometimes triple-teaming the goal kickers, I feared for the future of the full-forward.
We chatted until the girls decided it was time to eat. Ricky was in the middle of the season, so the meal was heavy on proteins, fat, and dark green vegetables. This was a diet I still ate because I was running more miles than when I played. Plus, my weights regime was virtually unchanged from my playing days. The women chose chicken breasts instead of steak, but everything else was the same.
After dinner, my wives started flirting with Ricky and Kalaya. Isla was taken more with the tiny Thai woman than Ricky, and I wondered if she'd insist on a five-way romp instead of what Ness and I had planned. Ness and I had only told Isla that our friends were coming for dinner, omitting that Ricky was keen to help me double-penetrate her.
Ness brought things to a head when she stood, dragging Kalaya up with her and announced, "I'm taking this slut to the spare room to put her through her paces. Isla, I'm sure you can keep our husband and guest occupied for a couple of hours, can't you?" She left with Kalaya walking a submissive half-step behind her.
Isla looked at me, curious about what was happening. I smiled at her and encouraged her to sit on my lap. Then, I ran my fingers up the outsides of her athletically-toned thighs and onto her hips. Hooking my thumbs, I pulled her thong down and used my foot to push it off her feet. Next, I hooked my feet behind Isla's Achilles and pulled her legs wide apart, displaying her wet cunt to Ricky.
Isla nervously turned her head to look at me, wondering what I was doing. I smiled reassuringly as I unzipped her and pulled her dress off her shoulders. Isla was braless, and her perky, B-cup breasts sat high and firm on her young body. Despite Isla's misgivings, her nipples were diamond-hard, and her arousal poured from her soaking pussy. I nodded and lifted her dress, pulling it off her sublime body.
"Ricky is a submissive manwhore, Isla. He is yours to control. What will you have him do?"
"You're okay with me using him, Daddy Liam?" Isla almost pleaded.
"Yes, my love," I reassured her. "Ness, Kalaya, and I set this up to add to your sexual experiences."
"He's going to fuck me with you?" She asked eagerly. "Ness told me about her times with Liam Aldis and Ricky."
"That is the plan, my darling girl," I grinned. "But you're in control here. What will you have this manslut do?"
Isla got off me long enough to pull my clothes off before turning to face Ricky, taking hold of my throbbing cock, and lowering her dripping snatch onto it. She slid down until her tight buns rested against my groin. "Strip, slut," Isla growled. Then, she beckoned Ricky closer. "Lick my clit, slut," she growled.
I suppressed a wince, knowing I had to get over my slight phobia about being sexually touched by a man at some stage. So, hiding my discomfort, I impassively watched Ricky knee-walk up between Isla's lewdly parted thighs. I felt his tongue on my shaft briefly until Isla settled onto my cock fully and leaned back. Her pants and shudders showed she adored having my thick cock pulsing inside her tight quim as Ricky's tongue slid over her cum switch.
After delighting in having her love hole filled and her clit licked, Isla lifted her feet onto my thighs and began raising and lowering herself along my turgid pole. Of course, that meant that Ricky's tongue was in constant contact with my throbbing shaft. However, I quickly learned that a tongue on your cock as it slid in and out of a wet cunt was a tongue--whether it belonged to a man or woman, it felt good!
Isla was close to peaking, so I shifted my hands to her nipples and growled, "Cum for me, you cock sucking whore!"
My words had their typical effect on my wife, and Isla squealed as her orgasm rattled through her petite body.
"I want to suck him, Daddy Liam. May I, please?" Isla begged.
"Honey, Ness and I set this up for you, but what happens tonight is up to you. If you want to suck Ricky or eat Kalaya's pussy, then go for it. This is about you experiencing something new, okay?"
Isla pushed Ricky onto his back and took his sturdy 6+ inch cock into her mouth. As she sucked him, Isla waved her sexy ass back and forth, almost begging me to fuck her. It was an invitation that I was happy to accept, and I swiftly knelt behind her, grabbed her slender, shapely hips and rammed my stiff cock into her gaping cunt.
"How does it feel being spit-roasted?" I growled.
Letting Ricky out of her mouth, Isla turned her head to look at me. "Fucking fantastic, Daddy Liam. I regret not asking for this earlier."
"Wait until you have a cock in both of your slut holes," I told her. "You'll think you've died and gone to paradise."
Isla returned her attention to Ricky's cock. I knew how good Isla's oral skills were, so I was not surprised when Ricky groaned and squirted his seed into my wife's greedily sucking mouth only a short time later. Isla swallowed Ricky's gift happily before pulling off my cock and swinging around. She gulped my cock down in one swift swallow and waved her taut buns at Ricky invitingly.
Ricky chuckled and said, "You sure know how to pick them, Liam. Isla's at least as sexy and into fucking as Vanessa. You're a lucky man." He bent over and stuffed his nose between Isla's tight ass cheeks so he could tongue her drooling gash.
"That I am, my friend," I chucklingly agreed. "That I am."
Isla giggled coquettishly and then redoubled her effort to get me off. However, I was too experienced to fall for the trick, so I pushed her off my cock onto her back and then mounted her in the classic missionary position. Next, I forced my hand under her sexy ass and rolled onto my back. Ricky straddled my shins and probed his tongue into Isla's cleft, searching for her rosebud.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" Isla gasped as I thrust up into her, and Ricky tongued her asshole. She groaned again as Ricky's finger replaced his tongue and then moaned louder when he took the lube off the coffee table, smeared it over her chocolate starfish, and forced two fingers inside her.
"She's ready," Ricky informed me.
I was about to call for Ness when she led Kalaya in on her hands and knees. Ness had tied the woman's tits tightly and attached weights on clamps to her nipples. The weights oscillated as Kalaya crawled across the floor.
"Just in time, I see," Ness giggled as she forced Kalaya onto her back beside Isla. Ness straddled Kalaya's clamped tits before lowering her soaking pussy onto the younger woman's eager mouth. She reached to hold Isla's hand and said, "Relax and let your inner slut out to play, my love. Now is not the time for false modesty."
Isla nodded, and then Ness nodded to Ricky. Rick grabbed his grape-sized balls to hold them away from mine and guided his thick cock onto Isla's starfish. Then, firmly pushing forward, he opened my younger wife's ass and slid inside. Isla bucked as Ricky's cock parted her knot, but then she groaned appreciatively as she was double-penetrated for the first time.
Isla crested for the first time once Ricky had fully sheathed himself in her rarely used ass. She came a second time when Rick started fucking her and a third time when I began thrusting up to meet Ricky's downward strokes.
"Oh, Gawd, Nessa," Isla moaned. "This feels so decadently wonderful. Oh, Lawd! I'm cumming again!" Which she did!
"Swap over," Ness instructed, and Ricky unwillingly eased his cock out of Isla's tightly gripping ass. He used the wet wipes on the table to clean his cock before covering it with lube again.
Remaining squatting on Kalaya, Ness helped Isla off my cock before encouraging her to turn around and lower her ass onto it. Isla accepted me into her bottom without flinching before falling back onto her hands, which she placed on either side of my chest. Following Nes' instructions, I hooked my feet behind Isla's Achilles again and spread our legs as wide as possible. Next, doing an almost split, Ricky placed his right foot beside my left hip and his left between Isla's lasciviously splayed legs. Then, doing a lunge, Ricky lowered his hips until he could line up his cock with my wife's cunt.



"Oh, dear Gawd!" Isla groaned as Ricky's cock joined mine inside her.
Ness watched intently as Isla's eyes rolled back. Then, her eyes met mine, and she smiled happily, pleased that our wife was enjoying her first DP.
Ricky and I waited until Isla rejoined us and then began to fuck her. Before too long, Isla was the meat between the chopping board and the meat tenderiser mallet. Ricky and I pummelled Isla between us, timing our thrusts to maximise my young wife's pleasure.
"Oh, Gawd!" Isla yelled. "Oh, Gawd, Nessa, I'm going to cuuUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMM!!!!!"
Isla warbled something and then screamed as her climax exploded her into orbit. She passed out, lying on my chest. Ricky was about to back out of my wife's cunt, but Ness told him to wait a little longer. Then, as Ness knew she would, Isla's eyes fluttered open, and she demanded we fuck her harder and faster than before.
Isla orgasmed three more times before Ricky, and then I lost control and filled Isla's cock holes with our cum. Ricky eased out of her and rolled onto his side, exhausted.
Ness, who had enjoyed several climaxes on Kalaya's gifted tongue, climbed off the Thai woman and grabbed her by her neck. Ness forced Kaya's face onto Isla's cum-filled pussy and demanded that Kalaya cleaned her up. Kalaya was more than happy to do so and lapped eagerly at Isla's drooling snatch. Then, Ness looked at Ricky and me with predatory eyes.
"I hope you boys don't think you're done," She growled, handing us wet wipes.
Ricky and I exchanged amused glances as we cleaned ourselves up. Then, we pounced on Ness. I stood on my knees, then picked her up and lowered her onto my rigid cock. Ricky knelt behind her and gently inserted his dick into Ness' ass. Next, we moved onto one knee before standing up with Ness supported almost wholly by our erect cocks.
Ness threw her arms around my neck and kissed me fervently. Ricky and I were approximately the same height, so I was able to hold Ness' hips and keep her still as we took turns to ram our penises into her willing orifices. Ricky thumped into Ness' as and then pulled back. Then, as Ricky pulled out, I rammed my cock into Ness' cunt, and then we repeated.
Ness peaked almost as quickly as Isla had. Then, she rocked and rolled through several more before Isla giggled, "Boys, stop playing with your food and finish that slut off!"
By her continuous moans, my younger wife had utterly enjoyed Kalaya's tongue on her breasts, rosebud and pussy because she'd orgasmed several times as Kalaya serviced her.
Ricky and I had Ness pinned between us, but I leant back to give Ricky access to Ness' breasts. Remembering how Ness enjoyed some pain stimulation from the previous time we'd played, Ricky took my wife's nipples between his fingers and thumbs and twisted them mercilessly.
The sudden addition of pain catapulted Ness from her orgasm peak and sent her caterwauling down the other side of Mount Orgasmic, hitting seemingly every climax boulder on her way down. By the time she'd struck the last boulder, Ness had passed out and hung bonelessly between us.
Still moving as one, Ricky and I withdrew our cocks from Ness' satiated holes. Then, as Ricky cleaned and sterilised his dick, I leapt on Kalaya and jammed my thick cock into her squelching pussy. Barely behind me, Ricky did the same with Isla. More orgasms ensued, and we were still swapping back and forth when dawn raised her ugly head.
We lay on the lounge floor, exhausted and dozing, until I heard Gary's car pulling into our driveway. I managed to wake everyone and shepherd them into our bedroom before Gary and Tanya came inside, and we cuddled on the bed as we slept the sleep of the just, as in--just been royally fucked.

The End.

Epilogue. With Isla more than three months pregnant, my wives and I decided to put a kybosh on our playing until Isla could play again, too. Her pregnancy with our daughter, Sienna, went as calmly and stress-free as her one with Aurora did.
However, just when Isla was ready to play and experiment again, Ness' dad, Damon, passed away. Maureen was distraught and struggled with life. Therefore, Gary had to move back into the main house so Maureen could live in the granny flat. Our play equipment had to be shifted into Aaron's old room and mothballed.
With Ness' mum living with us, we had little opportunity to play, and our sex lives became quite dull and mundane, lest our vocal enjoyment bother Maureen. Maureen seemed so disinterested in and almost against physical affection that I wondered how she and Damon had ever conceived Vanessa.
Although I was sad for Ness, I was secretly relieved when Maureen passed away about four years later.
My favourite mother-in-law joke: Last year, I bought my mother-in-law a burial plot for Christmas. I didn't buy her anything this year, and when she objected, I replied, "You still haven't used last year's present yet!"
Doctor Stephen proposed to Penny around eighteen months after we'd introduced them. Unfortunately, despite the doctor's best efforts, Penny remains without a child. They still hold out some hope, though.
Morgan's husband came crawling back about two years after he'd dumped her, and the foolish woman took him back. However, that's not our problem. It does hurt that after all the good times we had together count for nothing because Morgan cuts us cold now. Even when we pass in the street, Morgan reacts coolly as if we're mere acquaintances.
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Intersexed Ch. 03: The War on Terror. Part 3.

From Part 2.
Tank grinned at him. "To rewrite our battle plan for the slaver encampment. We'll only need around a thousand troops, I'd guess. We'll take two to be sure." He grinned laconically. "Or, given it's Ireland, maybe that should be three, argh, to be sure, to be sure!"
Continued...
"What?" Major Tenerife asked Tank's departing back, totally mystified. He stood to follow him.
Ten minutes later, Genet, Angelina, Bennett, Alban, Roque, and Envet poured over Tank's new plan. Pointing at the enormous tower and the shielded bunker at its feet, Genet stated, "The key is to destroy the communications array first. Taking that out strands them on Earth and gives us plenty of time to take them out."
"Unless their cloaking systems are better than you're aware, and they already have ships orbiting the Earth, too," Julie pointed out. "Historically, the Aridians collected their slaves every two to two hundred and fifty years, right? But now, they take smaller numbers more often, which means they either have an interstellar capable ship stored on their base or one circling above. Also, according to the reports, they're due on Earth about now."
"Ain't you just full of happy news," Brian grumbled. "Always seeing the bright side of things." He considered before adding, "With the improvements we've made in worldwide communications, the slavers can't get away with ransacking and killing entire villages anymore. Nor can they leave behind a few dozen murdered people they didn't want. Instead, they randomly grab two or three people from many places worldwide. That means there has to be a holding cell somewhere on their base."
Roque added, "For sure, if our attack breaks them open, they'll fall back to the cells and use the prisoners as hostages."
"You're right," Tank admitted. "We need Tenerife's techs to scan the planetary system to ensure we're the only ones out here, then pray the Aridian's cloaking systems haven't outfoxed our scanners. I'd risk an active scan rather than doing it passively because that ensures we find everything. But given we're in no position to pursue them if they flee, we cannot afford to warn the Aridians we're here. His techs also need to find where the Aridians are holding the people they've taken."
He looked around, "We agree this is workable, then? Better than trying to sneak ten thousand warriors onto the ground and launching a full-scale attack?"
"I'll get the techs started immediately," Major Tenerife stated when everyone nodded.
"We need to get representatives from Britain, Ireland, Russia, China, and America on board the ship so we can start revealing what the world's facing," Tank pointed out to Tenerife.
"Why only those five?" the major queried. "Won't we need to inform every leader from all countries?"
"Britain and Ireland because the raid is in Ireland and close to Great Britain, and we don't want them to interfere. The other three are the superpowers. If they're on board, they'll bring most of the rest of the world with them. When we've dealt with the Aridians on Earth, we'll bypass the Islamic leaders and get the Grand Mufti's onside. They'll bring their governments into line with them."
"Putin and Xi Jinping are already aware we're here, and we've dealt with them both. America is their 'lame duck President' stage. Do we get Biden, Harris, Trump, or all three? President Trump knows we're here because we spoke during his first term. We avoided the other two because they seemed incompetent, and we didn't trust them to keep our presence hidden. We dealt with President Trump because we saw him as a loose cannon, and we couldn't predict how he'd react if he discovered aliens orbiting his planet. We decided his knowing was better than him finding out himself."
"President Senility Biden, Vice President Hillary-Light Harris, or President-Elect Pussy Grabber Trump, what a grand choice!" Tank muttered before glaring at Lieutenant Bennett. "How the fuck, with 335 million people to choose from, do your people end up with these three running your country?"
"Beats me, too," Brian shrugged, "But it's not like the ones before were that much better!"
"Who is the current Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff?" Tank asked.
"General Charles Q. Brown Jr., USAF," Major Tenerife answered.
"I've heard of him," Brian stated. "He's good. Level-headed, intelligent, and unafraid to recommend force if he thinks it's required."
"Bring him, then," Tank said emphatically. "Don't worry about the other three. Better bring the top military leaders of the other countries, too."
"Putin and Xi are effectively their respective country's military leaders, too," Tenerife pointed out. "But we can fetch the UK's and Ireland's Chiefs of Defence, Admiral Sir Tony Radakin and Lieutenant General Seán Clancy, easily enough."
"How do you typically meet with these people?" Julie asked.
"We make an appointment, of course," Tenerife smiled. "We have exclusive encrypted phones that allow us to contact them directly. Then, we use specific code phrases so they know when we want to see them, and then we use the teleporter to place us where the Presidents tell us to. It's to a place that has no cameras and is clear of security, of course." Tenerife thought momentarily before adding, "I assume you want to come with us this time?"
"Nope," Tank grinned. "Major, can you get General Zaha to meet us here?"
"Sure," Tenerife replied. "He'll want to know why."
"Tell him we're about to kick over an ants' nest, and he'll want to know why."
Tenerife flicked open a communicator and woke General Zaha up. After a shouted exchange from Zaha's end, Tenerife closed the communicator and said Zaha was on the way.
A few moments later, General Zaha stormed into the cafeteria. "This had better be good!" He snarled.
"I think Julie and I will visit four presidents, one prime minister, and three heads of military and ask them if they'd like to visit space with us," Tank said calmly as if announcing what he wanted for breakfast. "Of course, whether they say yes or no, they'll visit space anyway," he smilingly added.
"You cannot abduct five heads of state and their top military leaders without the world exploding!" Zaha thundered.
"I can and will," Tank stated. "We've been pussy-footing about, trying to stay unknown. But with what's coming, we need to announce our presence loudly and immediately. I say we do it now with overwhelming evidence of our ability to take over the entire world, which we won't do because there's an alien invasion coming, and they need our help. Simultaneously, we'll get you to broadcast to the world again, telling everyone what's happening and what to expect. Before that broadcast and as soon as we inform the presidents and prime minister of what we're about to do, we hit that Aridian base."
"The Aridians will demand help from their Armada as soon as I announce we're here," General Zaha pointed out.
"I'm guessing they would have already informed Aridia of a possible Providian presence on Earth when you made the first broadcast," Tank explained. "But we can cause confusion for long enough by having you announce that the abductions and attacks on the Irish base are the work of WOLF. Then, by the time they realise we're Providian, we'll hopefully have destroyed their ability to communicate with their home planet."
"There's a lot of 'ifs' and 'buts' and 'wishes' in there, Tank," Brian growled, "and shit in one hand while you wish in the other. See which one fills up first. What if there's an Aridian ship already circling close enough to see and hear what we're doing, and it hightails it back to Aridia or warns them?"
Tank shrugged before saying, "I guess we'll find out if forty-thousand Providian regular troops, twenty-thousand enhanced Providian soldiers, thirty superhuman ones, plus whatever Earth's divided militaries will send, is enough to defeat eight million Aridian slavers, won't we?"
"We're fucked, in other words," Genet said cheerfully.
Everyone laughed despite the tension built up in the cafeteria.
"Why can't you do it surreptitiously as we have in the past?" General Zaha asked.
"There's too much time difference between Moscow, London, Beijing, and Washington," Tank explained. "Beijing is thirteen hours ahead while Moscow and London are eight." Tank thought through his plan and spotted a potentially disastrous mistake. "Shit!" He exclaimed. "If we take the other leaders but not America's, everyone will assume it's an American-led coup to topple the world, and they'll all attack the US!"
Julie chuckled, "This whole 'taking over the world thing' is much more difficult than you'd think, huh?"
"We need time to arm and train Earth's fighters, and we must give Major Tenerife and his people time to enhance more of our soldiers and the human volunteers." Tank considered his plan. "Yeah, we have to grab Biden, Harris, and Trump, too. Then we'll make the leaders contact who they must to prevent the world from exploding into World War Three as we bring them up-to-date with what Earth is facing."
"Can't you just clone the enhanced soldiers you already have?" Brian queried, asking the obvious question.
"No," Tenerife explained. "I've tried and created nothing but mutated monsters every time. An enhanced warrior's genes hyper-react to the cloning process and mutate uncontrollably."
"Which brings me to another point. Perhaps a final one for you," Tank stated menacingly. "Do you have anything to do with keeping the monsters your mutagens occasionally create imprisoned on level three instead of having them killed as we agreed?"
Major Tenerife's face turned white as his eyes exploded wide. "There's what?" He bellowed. "I turn them over to Colonel Tangran as per doctrine. He was to kill them, burn their carcasses to ash, and sterilise everything. You're saying they're all still alive?"
"They were until a couple of hours ago," General Zaha growled. "However, miraculously, they all seemed to fall out of an open airlock shortly after Captain Zaffra confirmed they existed. By the number of prison cells, I'd guess there were close to two hundred of them."
"That's the number I had restrained and sent to Tangran," Tenerife stated.
'He's either the best poker player I've ever seen or heard of,' Tank thought. 'Or he's telling the truth.'
"Where's Colonel Tangran now?" Tenerife snarled. "I'll shoot him my fucking self!"
"Taken care of," General Zaha stated. "I had him arrested as soon as I confirmed there were mutated monsters kept on that level. The tribunal will find him guilty and execute him before day's end."
"He's got many supporters amongst Providian senior staff," Tank pointed out. "You don't think they'll sweep this under the carpet?"
General Zaha struggled with most of Tank's idioms but understood this one. He grinned, "Not this time. I loaded the deck with generals loyal to me."
"Couldn't happen to a nicer cunt," Brian growled, having fallen afoul of Colonel Tangran's wrath after most of the raids he'd led.
General Zaha, a man of action and few words, which was why he was so loved by his troops, growled, "So, we have a plan. Inform the leaders of the countries most important to successfully destroying the Aridian encampment what we're doing, destroy the camp, and announce we're responsible." The others nodded. "Then, I'm going back to bed. I have a pretty little thing waiting there who loves older men, and they don't come much older than me!"
"Humour, General?" Genet teased. "Will wonders never cease?"
Zaha left without replying, and the group split up, heading to their respective rooms. As lieutenants and above, they all got a separate bedroom. The rooms were sparse but functional, with minimal furnishings. Soiled clothes went into a chute, which returned them cleaned, dried, and pressed. Food was available twenty-four hours a day from any of the canteens or cafeterias, so the rooms were basically a bedroom with an attached bathroom.
Although food was readily available in canteens or cafeterias close to most rooms, Tank and his crew tended to gather at the nearest cafeteria to his room despite the Providians in his squad having to travel quite some distance to get there.
Tank stepped into his room to find it in disarray. He rubbed his eyes disbelievingly until he heard Tina giggle, "About time you got here!" He looked toward the sound and saw the girls had dragged their mattresses into his room and had bound them together.
"Yeah," the twins added. Although Demi and Adelle had mostly stopped conversing in alternate words or unison, they still would if they wanted to tease.
"To what do I owe this rather dubious pleasure?" Tank jibed.
"We_told_you_you_were_our_favourite_masturbation_fantasy, _Tank_Zaffra," The twins said alternately. Then, together, they added, "We've come to collect on our fantasy."
"Me?" Tina kidded. "I'm just here for some twin action."
"Don't I get a say in this?" Tank pretended to grumble.
"No!" The three younger girls stated firmly before they leapt on him and wrestled him to the ground.
Tank's clothes joined the girls', carelessly tossed aside.
"You started without me," Tank mock protested as Tina's ragingly hot pussy descended onto his mouth. Her balls blocked his nose momentarily until Tina shifted lower and cupped them out of the way.
"Of course," Adelle snorted as she lowered her mouth to engulf Tank's swiftly swelling cock. "We're horny."
"We're all horny all the time," Tank said into Tina's cunt before she rammed her pussy against his mouth and clamped her muscular thighs around his ears and prevented him from talking or hearing.
"Shut up and lick," Tina panted as Tank's gifted tongue probed along her drenched and parted labia and found her button.
"Gawd, Sis," Demi moaned as she lifted and spread Tank's knees and cupped his tennis ball-sized testes out of the way so she could tongue his cunt and suck his clitoris. "How many years have we fantasised about doing this?"
"I'm not sure you ever imagined licking Tank's cunt," Adelle laughed, momentarily letting Tank's stupendous cock out of her mouth.
"Do you think he'd let me fuck him?" Demi asked.
"I'm betting yes," Tina said as she rode Tank's face and jacked her 10-inch cock.
Demi moved to her knees and pushed Tank's knees further back, lifting his pussy higher until it lined up with her throbbing cock. Then, she pushed her hips forward and slid it into Tank's dripping cunt. Tank moaned gutturally into Tina's pussy and increased his licks and stabs into her.
Tank's skilful ministrations to Tina's vulva and clit soon had her rocketing into a powerful orgasm. Simultaneously with her pussy fluttering open and her ass clenching, Tina's throbbing cock twitched, and she spat thick ropes of cum onto Tank's stomach and Adelle's face.
"More!" Tina demanded as she shuddered and ground herself against Tank's chin, lips, and nose. Tina's arousal was already climbing to her climactic peak again.
Unconcerned with Tina's gooey spend over her face, Adelle let Tank's enormous cock out of her mouth and straddled him. She reached behind her and wrapped her hands around Tank's thick shaft. She moaned as she sank slowly onto it. Tank moaned deep in his chest as his glans hit Adelle's cervix before it opened, and he slid into her cervical canal. Tank's cock's eye briefly peered into Tina's womb when her tight ass hit his rock-hard abdomen.
Meanwhile...
"Harder!" Julie demanded. Her shoulders were firmly pushed into her bed, with her delicious D-cup breasts flattened beneath her. Julie's muscular, heart-shaped ass was held in Brian's powerful hands as he ripped her back onto his giant cock. "I said harder, Gawddammit!"
Brian chuckled and shifted so that he squatted on Julie's bed. Then, using his powerful lower back, glutes, and upper thighs, Brian rammed his 11-inch cock into Julie's clasping pussy. Brian's pelvis banged against Ms Angelina's taut ass with a solid, meaty thump. He smacked her ass, pulled back, and rammed in again.
"Yes!" Julie crowed. "Plough my white pussy, you big, beautiful man. Drive this slut's uterus out her throat!"
Brian was more than happy to oblige, and despite his burning thighs, he increased the speed and force of his thrusts into the gorgeous actress' soaking cunt.
"Almost!" Julie panted. "Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! That's it!" She growled low and loudly, "That's it, I'm cuuuuuuuummmmmmmmiiiiiiiinnnnnngggggggggg!" Juices gushed from her pussy as her female ejaculate flooded Brian's cock and drenched his enormous balls.
Brian locked into place, his cock's head buried entirely inside Angelina's womb. "Fffffffaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrkkkkkkkkkkk!" He growled as his balls clamped against his shaft, and his prostate cramped. Cum burst from his cock's eye and showered Julie's insides like a geyser showered its surroundings. "Fffffffaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrkkkkkkkkkkk!" Brian growled again as his cock erupted repeatedly, filling Julie's uterus and flowing back out to drip from his twitching balls.
Panting, they collapsed onto the bed until Brian's slowly wilting cock plopped from Julie's extremely tight cunt. A small river of cum and lady juice flowed after it.
Wriggling her divine bottom, Angela encouraged Brian off her and onto his back. She moved between his legs and pushed his knees back and apart. Lining her 12-inch cock with his pussy, Julie rammed it home. "My turn," she giggled as she forced her cock through Brian's cervical canal and into his womb. "I'm going to breed you, big boy," Julie teased as she ground her pubis against Brian's clit, her glans rocking back and forth as if examining Brian's uterus' insides."
"Jaysus!" Brian gasped as he felt his pussy being opened by what felt like a log. He'd experimented with his fingers, but they paled in comparison to Julie's enormous cock. Brian muttered, "Oh, fuck! That's intense before playfully joking, "I guess I'm not a virgin anymore."
Shocked, Julie asked, "I'm the first one who has been inside you? Anan typically rewards herself by taking the enhanced human's virginities."
"She says I'm too masculine to interest her," Brian explained. "She suggested that I slept imagining myself to be as feminine as possible. Then, if that works, she'll fuck me. But, fuck that, right?"
"Well, this girl is pleased you're not feminine-looking," Julie grinned. "Even if she is using her 12-inch cock to fuck you. Oh, and Brian?" He nodded. "You're going to love this!" She pulled all but the tip of her gigantic cock out of his pussy and viciously rammed it back in.
"You're right!" Brian gasped as his orgasm almost instantly crashed over him, and his nut juice spat onto his chest.
In Tank's room...
The twins had lain down with their firm buns pressed against each other. Adele's left thigh was over Demi's right, and her right thigh was under Demi's left. They craned their heads to watch as they held their cocks upright, and Tank knelt and lowered himself onto the girls' penises. He grunted as Demi's cock's bulging head entered his slippery cunt, and then groaned protestingly as Adele's slid into his ass and parted his knot.
Following the girls' instructions, Tank fell back onto his hands. Next, he shook his head disbelievingly as Tina straddled the three of them and sank onto his throbbing, almost 11-inch cock.
"Now, this is a version of a three-holed slut I've never seen before," Tank tried to joke as sensations never felt before in such concentrated amounts raced through him. He felt excruciatingly gorgeously full, and yet his cock was wholly enveloped by an extremely tight, wet, and hot cunt.
Tina drove the sex train they were on because she was the only one who had free movement. She lifted herself until only the tip of Tank's gigantic member remained inside her. Then, Tina let herself fall, moaning as Tank's dick roared up her slick channel, pared her cervical canal open and raced up it to peer into her womb.



Her ass hitting Tank's pelvis drove the cocks inside him to their maximum depth, and although the twins' cocks were closer to ten inches than eleven, they both filled Tank deliciously. Tina lifted and dropped again, delighting in feeling her cunt and cervical channel filled to their maximum. Then, as the moans beneath her raised in loudness and frequency, she began riding Tank for all she was worth.
"Too much!" Tank grunted as he unloaded into Tina's ragingly hot cunt.
Feeling Tank's cum boiling into her uterus, Tina imagined he was breeding a child into her, and she screamed as her orgasm ratcheted through her body.
The twins had been biting their bottom lips and holding their climaxes at bay from the moment Tina had dropped onto Tank's pelvis and driven their cocks into his holes. Tank's tightly clenching cunt and ass undid their resistance, and their cocks erupted, spewing their cum into the muscular actor. Tank grunted again and orgasmed as he felt the young women cumming inside him. His enormous cock spewed more baby-making juice into Tina's womb.
A week later.
President Xi opened his eyes slowly. Over the last almost sixty years since Mao Zedong's revolution succeeded, presidential assassinations in China have become rare indeed. However, there was always a chance it would occur. Xi was confident his guards were loyal to him. However, as Indira Gandhi discovered, that was not always the case. There were people in his room who were not members of his staff. That, President Xi knew. If they weren't his staff, they were likely to be assassins. To his credit, his only regret was that he would never hold his wife or daughter again.
"Sorry to barge in on you like this, President Xi," A smooth, amused voice stated. "But we need to make you aware of a matter of grave importance not only to China but to the entire world."
"Such as?" Xi asked, proud of how calm he sounded.
"We'll tell you, along with the other leaders, we're kidnapping tonight," the voice informed him.
Light enveloped President Xi, and he collapsed into unconsciousness as his stomach rebelled and he wondered if he'd throw up.
President Putin stretched after getting out of his bed. He smiled happily at his sleeping wife. Times were tough for all Russians, and Putin was no exception. He often worked through the night, shoring up support from his few allies and chivvying wavering party members to continue supporting the war.
Although the invasion of Ukraine proceeded as his advisors predicted, the vehement opposition of the Ukrainian people and the willing support offered them by almost all of the rest of the world had surprised him. The rare times he got to sleep an entire night with his beloved were treasures to be enjoyed. Their marriage had celebrated forty-one years recently, and Vladimir could not imagine life without her.
He strode naked to his kitchen, proud of his muscular physique, his weight unchanged from his days as a young KGB agent. The door closed behind him as he walked from his hallway into the kitchen, and the lights came on. Putin blinked in the sudden light, instinctively reaching for the pistol typically attached to his right hip. Realising it wasn't there, Putin spun to his left and dropped, minimising his profile to the assassin he thought was in his house.
A delightfully feminine chuckle tickled his ears. "Impressive," the woman teasingly said, "President Putin, we are not here to kill you, even though the Ukrainian people might wish we were. We need you to accompany us to a clandestine meeting of the World Superpower leaders. It's time to put an end to the ridiculous divisions on Earth because there is a far worse terror approaching from outer space."
"You are?" President Putin asked calmly, proud he'd remained stoic despite thinking his life was forfeit.
"WOLF," the woman replied, stepping from outside into the light.
Stunned, Vladimir stumbled, "Julie Angelina! What's the meaning of this? Why are you in my home?"
"Your eyesight and mental acuity remain undulled by time, President Putin," Julie teased. "It is good to see you again, Volodya," she said, taking his hands and kissing both his cheeks in the Russian way. "Please, we will return you unharmed. Accompany me?"
President Putin nodded, and an insistent light engulfed him. 'Fuck!' He thought as his stomach heaved and he passed out.
Ex-President/President-Elect Trump poured another glass and offered it to the hulking presence in his home office. He tipped his scotch glass to Tank. "I figured an assassin would attempt to murder me before I could take office," Donald said in his typical inimitable fashion. "But I would never have believed the killer would be an Australian actor."
Tank accepted the glass and chuckled along with President Trump. Tank had regularly accepted Donald's invitations to Mar-a-Lago. He was an avid, if not quite hopeless, golfer. "Mister President," Tank said respectfully. "I am not here to kill you. Instead, I'm asking you to attend an impromptu meeting between the world's superpowers."
Taking a hefty swallow, Donald asked, "And if I refuse?"
Tank matched Trump's swallow and smiled. "I couched it as a request, but..." Light surrounded the pair, and The Donald joined the others on the cloaked re-entry vehicle.
Vice-President Kamala Harris gasped as her eyes closed. Her hands pressed against her husband's broad chest as she rode him hard, arcing toward her third orgasm that night. 'How had things gone so wrong?' She briefly wondered as her husband ejaculated inside her, and she came. 'How could I have lost to the pussy grabber?'
Kamala eased off her husband and stumbled into her en suite. She knew Douglas would probably already be asleep, but she hated leaking his fluids all night, so she wanted to shower. Exiting the shower, she dried off and put on a nightie. Ready to sleep, Vice-President Harris opened the door and stepped into her bedroom.
"Sorry to bother you, Mrs Vice-President," a cultured feminine voice soothed. "But your presence is required."
"Where?" Kamala fearfully asked, aware that many of the Clinton's enemies had mysteriously disappeared. She was an ally, but still.
"At a meeting with the world's leaders," the voice told her as an enveloping light surrounded her. Vice-President Harris vomited before passing out.
President Joe Biden hated mornings most of all. He was at his most aware first thing in the morning and could tell his mind was... well, it had slipped, he admitted to himself. 'It was never supposed to be like this,' he thought as he swallowed the chemical regimen he was on to hold the creeping dementia at bay.
Joseph Robinette Biden Jr. had coveted the presidency since first entering the Senate in 1973 but thought that ambition had been lost. However, when someone of Barack Obama's calibre asks you to serve, you do not hesitate. Joe thought his political career had ended with President Obama's second term, but when his party asked for his help to oust the 'pussy grabber', the old political warrior saddled up one more time. He won, admittedly controversially, but President Biden still turned his waning faculties to running his country to the best of his abilities. Now, in only a few short weeks, he'd ride off into the sunset, satisfied with what he'd achieved.
"Sorry to bother you, Mister President," a voice addressed him from behind.
'From behind,' Joe thought. 'There are only the bedrooms behind me. No one should be there.' Joe turned slowly, wondering why someone would assassinate him at this late stage of his presidency. "You're Tank Zaffra," The President gasped. "Why would a Hollywood actor want to kill me?"
"I don't," Tank smiled. "But I do need you to accompany me to a clandestine meeting with the other Superpower leaders."
White light blinded President Biden, and his stomach rebelled.
Sir Keir Rodney Starmer, Prime Minister of Great Britain and the United Kingdom, had ducked into his personal bathroom. He needed to be in the chamber shortly because Parliament was in session, and Question Time awaited. Keir sighed and relaxed. In here was one of the few places he was free of his protection detail, and Keir embraced the chance to be alone. He washed his face at the sink, dried it and his hands and froze, sensing someone was in the room.
"Good morning, Mr Prime Minister," A sexy, sensual voice said smokily.
Keir turned, "You're Julie Angelina," he stated, disbelieving anyone was in his private bathroom, let alone an A-list Hollywood actor.
"Yes, I am," Julie smiled.
"How did you get in here?" Sir Starmer asked.
"Like this," Julie grinned. Sir Starmer's world turned bright white. And he collapsed to his knees before falling over unconscious.
Looking at the unconscious world leaders, who had been helped into military-style jumpsuits and then webbing seats and secured in, Tank and Julie chuckled before Tank turned to face her. "Want to grab the Irish President and Prime Minister together?" Further research revealed that both men needed to approve any military action in Ireland.
"Sure," Julie agreed. "The others have shit seeing just one of us. Imagine what the last two will do when we both appear."
According to Tenerife's latest reconnaissance report, they were sequestered together, discussing the Aridian base of all things. It seemed one of the latest kidnapping victims was the daughter of one of the Garda Counter-Terrorism International senior operatives. They'd traced her to the camp.
"That's convenient," Tank mused. "Let's grab the operative, too. He'll definitely want in on attacking the base."
Time was running short, and everyone involved knew they'd been lucky so far. None of the leaders they had abducted had been reported missing yet, but Sir Keir's security was already antsy about how long the Prime Minister had been in the bathroom. Imminently, one would risk Keir's wrath and check on him. Then, the game would be up and running.
Tank and Genet decided the time for niceties was up, and the re-entry craft cruised past Parliament House in Dublin and transported President Michael D. Higgins and Prime Minister Simon Harris aboard. They snatched Darragh O'Brien, a senior operative for Garda Counter-Terrorism International and father to a kidnap victim held in the slaver camp, last.
President Xi, being the first taken, was the first to recover his wits. His eyes opened, and he examined his surroundings.
"Greetings, President Xi," Tank smilingly said. "Sorry to snatch you like that. I'm sure your poor wife must be terrified, but you'll have to be patient for a while longer before we can allow you to reassure her and tell your military to stand down."
"Your Chinese is exemplary, Mister Tank Zaffra," President Xi said evenly, trying to act nonchalantly when he realised Presidents Biden and Trump and Vice-President Harris were sitting unconscious opposite him. "I was unaware you'd learned Chinese for one of your movies."
"So was I," Tank grinned. "In fact, I was unaware we were using your native language."
"To what do I owe this honour?" Xi asked, switching to English.
"There is an alien invasion coming," Tank said grimly. "You must use your influence to help the other world leaders unite this world before the aliens arrive. The amount of time for the Earth to prepare may be very short indeed."
"I see," President Xi said. He was too polite to announce his disbelief.
Tank chuckled. "Yeah. I wouldn't believe me either. But hold that thought until the others have recovered, and I'll show you we're serious." Tank smiled at him and added. "Would telling you Julie and I led the attacks on the various terrorist groups around the world, including two near your border with Myanmar?"
"Julie?" Xi queried.
"Me," Julie said, stepping into view.
President Xi grinned and said, "Bu (No)."
"Thought not," Tank chuckled.
Similar conversations were had as the other world leaders awakened. Once they were all awake, Tank called, "Panton! Take us home." He turned to the various leaders. "If you promise not to do anything stupid--you especially, martial artist President Putin--I will take you to the ship's nose, and you can see us leaving Earth's atmosphere and travelling into space."
"The plane's not moving," President Trump pointed out. He believed some unknown terrorist group was using the two Hollywood actors as their mouthpieces. They had abducted the other leaders and him and were trying to take over the world. He did not believe they were in the air, let alone heading for outer space.
"The inertia dampeners certainly make it appear so," Tank agreed. "But come, let's walk to the nose, and you can see for yourself."
"If we are flying in Earth's atmosphere, how is it that we haven't been spotted by her satellites and/or radars?" Vladimir asked.
"How did we get in and out of those terrorist camps without once being spotted on radar or satellite?" Julie asked cryptically. No one answered, so she added, "You did see this craft momentarily about a week ago. Your surveillance satellites and radars reported an unidentified aircraft of unknown origin moving at an estimated 17,500 kilometres per hour, heading for the border between Pakistan and Afghanistan. It disappeared before you could track and identify it."
The leaders nodded, remembering the briefings they'd received. The current theory was that it was wreckage from a satellite that had burnt up before hitting the ground. But almost nobody who had witnessed it believed that theory.
"The following day, the Islamic world crowed about destroying WOLF? You remember?" The leaders nodded again. "That was Panton, our pilot, racing to haul Tank's and my asses out of the fire. We lost five irreplaceable super warriors that day."
"Dare I ask what a super warrior is?" Darragh O'Brien asked.
"You may dare," Julie grinned. "But I may choose not to answer."
They reached the ship's nose in time for the view before them to turn from light to dark blue and then black. Stars shone in the black sky.
"Impressive visual effects," President Trump sniffed. "I've seen better on sets at Industrial Light & Magic, though.
"Panton, is it possible to turn down the artificial gravity and turn off the inertia dampeners?" Tank asked.
"Yes," Panton replied. "But we'll show up on the satellites and radars."
"The gigs up shortly anyway," Tank stated. "Either these guys agree to unite the world and help us, or we'll have to appeal to the general populace to do it for them."
Panton opened his computer panel and adjusted some settings, and suddenly, everyone except him floated off the deck, and a spacecraft's typical sounds and vibrations reverberated through the ship. Then, as Panton adjusted course, the leaders saw the moon racing towards them. The Providian star warship happened to be between Earth and the moon that night.
"I'm convinced," Prime Minister Keir said drily.
"I'm not," President Trump growled. "If we're close to the moon already, then where's planet Earth?"
"Panton, will you please make a loop and head back towards Earth?" Tank instructed. The Donald was afraid, Tank realised. He was hiding it manfully, but the braggadocio was to hide his fear, not because he didn't believe.
The eight leaders were momentarily pushed back onto the re-entry craft's floor as Panton looped the loop and faced back towards the Earth. The incredible speed at which the ship was moving quickly became apparent as Earth grew before them.
"Turn the gravity and dampeners back on, please," Tank politely requested. "Let's not freak Earth's watchers and their military out too much." It was already too late, Tank realised. The sudden appearance of an object moving at nearly 10,000 kph toward Earth would have set alarms blaring all over the planet. Advisors would already be collating what they knew and preparing reports. Hands would hover close to telephones to send those ready to evacuate their leaders as soon as the sightings were confirmed.
Tank was correct. NASA and the European Space Agency (ESA)'s monitors detected what they thought was an NEO (Near-Earth Object) and sounded claxons throughout the various monitoring stations. The claxons warbled, chirped, and fell silent when the object disappeared from their electronic view. All over the world, technicians scrambled, trying to confirm or dismiss the warnings. They were as confused as their electronics seemed to be.
However, despite the confusion reigning in all the official space monitoring agencies worldwide, a young aboriginal boy from Cape York in Australia was about to become a worldwide phenomenon. Djalu (Dale) Lightning was an A-grade student and avid stargazer. His 'Aunty', the senator Jacinta Nakajima Price, had gifted the young man a recording telescope and a laptop to store the images for his seventeenth birthday. Dale's telescope happened to be aimed at the moon when Panton's craft miraculously appeared. Dale was trying to discover evidence of the moon landings so he could tell his 'lations' (relations) at school they were idiots--of course, man had gone to the moon.
Dale examined the footage many times before he believed what his telescope had captured. With shaking hands, he attached a copyright tag and a date and time stamp, then emailed the footage to the ABC regional office in Cairns.
The newsroom in the ABC Cairns office was already in a flurry of activity caused by the sudden announcement of a NEO on an imminent collision course with Earth and its sudden denouncement and correction. Reporters scrambled to find sources from NASA or ASA (Australian Space Agency) to clarify what had happened. Was it a technical malfunction, as the correction stated, or was there something more?
A bored intern, who had been shuffled to a corner desk and told to stay out of the way while the 'grownups' worked, was idly scrolling through the many emails the ABC had received, asking questions about the appearing/disappearing meteor. "Hey, guys," she said, watching the unbelievable footage from Djalu's telescope. "I think you'd better have a look at this."
They ignored her, of course. But Jenny Amarossi knew a world-changing, exclusive news story when one landed in her lap. She smacked the desktop and shouted. "Guys! You'd better shut the fuck up and have a look at this!" She routed her computer to the overhead projector and played Dale's recording.
The vision jumped and faded in and out of focus for a few seconds while the telescope adjusted from peering at the moon to following the spacecraft. But when it settled into clarity, a long, sleek spaceship appeared in the screen's centre, heading towards the moon. Then, miraculously, the ship looped over backward, righted itself and blazed back towards Earth. It grew significantly larger on the screen before it vanished.
"What happened?" One of the reporters shouted. "Did he lose it?"
"According to the email, the ship disappeared as miraculously as it appeared," Jenny explained. She put the email on the large screen so the room could read it.
"Jennifer, Pat (her cameraman), you're with me," Kathy Job, the senior reporter growled. "Jennifer, get me the address. Mike (the ABC Cairns' director), tell Freddy to fire the chopper up," she added when she saw the sender's address. "We're off to Cape York."
The eight world leaders remained silent for the rest of the journey. They all knew each other, although the two Irish leaders had only a passing acquaintance with the Superpower leaders. No one except the two Irish leaders knew who Darragh was. Those three wondered why they were included. Surely, the leaders of India, Germany, and France should have been here instead of them.
The next blaze of excitement was when their spacecraft blasted inside a much more enormous one--spaceships of many sizes appeared, some bigger than and others smaller than theirs.



"We're not in Kansas anymore," Vise-President Harris muttered as she stared out the spaceship's narrow windows disbelievingly.
"No, you're not," Tank grinned as he opened the spaceship's airlock and walked into the decontamination passageway.
"Who wants to visit some aliens on an interstellar warship?" Julie kidded. "No one. Er, unfortunately, that's not an option. This way, please." She guided the nervous politicians into the passageway where Tank waited for them.
Tank and Julie tried to converse with the various leaders as they guided them through the curved hallways towards the conference room they'd prepared to receive them. But the politicians were coming to realise they, indeed, were not in Kansas. Presidents Xi, Putin, and Trump knew of the Providian presence on Earth but still struggled to believe they were in an orbiting spaceship of Providian origin.
The others thought they'd probably been kidnapped by members of The Free World's Only Liberation Force (WOLF). However, the technology used to bring them to this ship and the ship itself was beyond the world's capabilities, so they wondered.
Tank stopped before a door and touched his palm to a panel beside it. The door slid open, and he ushered the leaders in. Three men sat sternly around the table, hiding their nervousness as best they could. General Charles Q. Brown Jr., USAF, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, sat with the UK's and Ireland's Chiefs of Defence, Admiral Sir Tony Radakin and Lieutenant General Seán Clancy. The men swiftly stood to attention and saluted their leaders.
General Brown snarled, "If you've harmed..."
"You'll do exactly squat, General Charles Q. Brown Jnr," Tank growled. "Sit down! We're not here for a pissing contest." He turned to Presidents Xi and Putin. "Because you effectively lead your militaries, gentlemen, we felt no need to include your senior officers in this meeting."
"As do I," President Trump said truculently.
"Technically true," Tank admitted. "But your country is in a 'lame duck President' stage. And the Providian leadership considered you two incompetent to make the decisions required to ensure Earth's future," Tank gestured towards Harris and Biden as they bristled. "And you, respectfully, Sir," Tank added. "Are a hothead. I thought it better to bring one calm head to the meeting."
Tank turned to address Xi and Putin again. "I can send a ship to pick up your militaries' leaders if you prefer. But that will take another two hours. Hours we don't have if we want to prevent World War Three from exploding."
Presidents Putin and Xi exchanged glances before Putin sat at the table's head. An action clearly designed to challenge and aggravate Tank and the other leaders.
Tank grinned and asked, "President Vladimir Putin, do we really need to compare dicks? You, Sir, are a skilled martial arts exponent. You have watched me move. Do you want to fight me?"
President Putin bowed his head slightly and shifted to the seat on the right, next to the table's head. Trump pushed past the others and sat opposite Putin. President Xi watched the two Presidents amusedly before sitting towards the table's end. The other leaders sat. Biden and Harris sat beside The Donald unwillingly. Irish President Michael D. Higgins and Prime Minister Simon Harris sat beside President Putin, and Darragh joined the other three military men."
Tank sat at the Table's head with Julie. He opened the table's panel and pressed some buttons. The wall opposite him flickered and came alive. The footage was an aerial view of the Aridian encampment not far from Limerick, Ireland.
Darragh surged to his feet and shouted, "That's where they're holding my daughter, Maeve. I wanted to launch a rescue but was forbidden!" He turned angry eyes onto Lieutenant General Seán Clancy. "That's a terrorist camp that a blind eye has been turned to for at least sixty years."
"More like ten thousand," Tank said drily. "When Ireland's people formed their first glimmerings of a government, representatives from that camp insisted on an agreement from them that has remained in place ever since. In essence, that agreement states that the Irish government, military, and people will pretend that their camp doesn't exist. In return, the slavers will not take their slaves from anywhere on Irish soil."
"Why would our government make that deal?" Darragh snarled at his Prime Minister.
"I know of no such deal," President Michael D. Higgins denied as Prime Minister Simon Harris agreed.
Lieutenant General Seán Clancy sighed. "Need to know, Sirs," he admitted. "The slavers would take entire villages, often more than five a year. They, even more than the potato famine, are responsible for more Irish deaths than anything else."
"So, you passed your problems to everyone else and ducked them yourself?" Vice-President Harris snarled. "You cannot and do not negotiate with terrorists!"
"Yet America deals with terrorist countries every day," Prime Minister Sir Keir Starmer drawled. "America is in no place to judge the actions of others. He turned to Tank. We, too, know of this deal. It was one of the reasons we tried to bring and keep Ireland under our control. However, we quickly realised we could not stand against the Gaelic slavers. No matter how many we killed, more would return the following day to attack us. In the end, we let the camp and the agreement stand."
"It's because you can't permanently kill them," Tank explained. "If you kill them, they regenerate overnight and generate a clone simultaneously. You fight twice the number the next day."
"Humans don't regenerate," Putin growled. "Let alone create a clone when they do."
Tank hit some buttons, and the image zoomed in on a slaver patrolling the encampment. The 'man' looked brutal, ogre-ish, as if an unskilled modeller had tried to create a human from clay. "Does that look like a human to you, Mr President?" Tank asked. "What you're looking at is an Aridian slaver--a race of humanoid creatures from the planet Aridia. They've been taking slaves from Earth for more than ten thousand years, but they only established a permanent camp about four thousand years ago."
"Then, the question becomes, how do you know this?" President Xi asked. Agitation boiled below the surface, but he had better control of himself than most of the others. He didn't know how much time had passed since his abduction but knew his absence would have been noticed by now. He was starting to see that there was a major catastrophe looming, and he didn't want his country to launch retaliatory strikes against other countries because they thought that country had abducted him.
"The Providian emissaries your predecessors and you have been negotiating with since the 1980s aren't emissaries. They're members of the Providian army, most of whom, some 900,000 people, are on this ship. All are capable of fighting, but only sixty thousand are full-time soldiers. The Providian people have been at war with the Aridians for over sixty-thousand years and have fled from them for almost as long."
"Why don't they continue to flee?" Vice-President Harris queried. "Why are they involving Earth in their war?"
"Two reasons," Tank explained. "The most important is that this ship, despite its futuristic appearance, is about to come apart at the seams. The second is that the Providians astro maps end at the edge of the Milky Way. Beyond that, they're flying blind. Perhaps that direction is away from the Aridians. Maybe it's toward them. They don't know."
"Why here?" Harris asked again.
Julie leant in to speak. "Because a precursor ship to this crashed into what we call The Cradle of Life, Mesopotamia, about sixty thousand years ago. Only ten thousand Providians survived. They destroyed everything left of their spaceship and spread out across the globe, trying to hide their presence on Earth from the Aridians."
"You're saying humans are descended from these Providians?" Sir Keir asked disbelievingly.
"In part, yes," Julie confirmed. "Somewhat less than ten per cent of human DNA contains Providian genes. You can bring geneticists on board to prove this if you choose to at least start negotiations to allow the Providian people to settle on Earth."
"And if we don't?" President-elect Trump blustered.
"We cannot fight the Aridians in space," Tank explained coldly. "Therefore, we will land our troops somewhere on Earth and prepare to battle them. Then, we Providians will then pray to the Gods beyond the rift that forty-thousand regular Providian soldiers, twenty-thousand enhanced ones and thirty enhanced human ones are enough to defeat what is expected to be eight million Aridian Slavers. We will also pray that Earth's military decide to send troops to help us."
"Eight million slavers?" President Xi gasped. "You're expecting eight million aliens to descend on Earth?"
"In the first wave, yes," Julie fiercely stated.
"The first wave?" President Putin asked.
"The Aridians have spread across the universe, enslaving all before them. Their Armada numbers in the thousands of ships, each carrying up to a million slavers. If we defeat the first fleet they send, they will inevitably send more. Initially, they will rely on the regenerated warriors and their clones to complete their invasion. But when that doesn't work, they'll send more ships and soldiers," Julie replied. "In biblical terms, this is the final battle. The ultimate fight between good and evil. If we lose here, the Aridians will enslave the entire universe, and darkness will descend on all."
"It is too much to take in," President Xi stated. "We are but eight men and women. Who are we to decide all of humankind's fate?"
"The invasion is coming whether Earth is ready or not," Tank said resignedly. "We only get to decide if we face it head-on or stick our heads up our asses and hope it passes by. Either you ally with the Providians and allow them to retool your factories and start producing weapons capable of killing the Aridians, or you try to fight the slavers with inferior strength and technology."
Tank looked around the room before saying, "Major Tenerife informs me that your protection crew has discovered you're missing, Sir Keir. They're keeping it quiet at the moment, but your military is already moving to high alert. President Xi, Biden, and Putin, your wives have raised the alarm. So has your husband, Mrs Vice-President. President Trump, your Secret Service agents are searching your home to confirm you're missing as we speak."
He turned to the two Irish leaders and the three military heads. "Strangely, your absences haven't been noted yet."
President Xi looked around the room before saying, "I, for one, do not want to be the cause of World War Three. Mister Tank Zaffra, I assume you have a way to address my people in China from here?"
"Mister President," Tank grinned. "I can have Major Tenerife hack into every communications network and device in the world, just like we did when General Zaha addressed the world earlier this year.
"Then, please do so," President Xi asked. "But also allow me to address my staff and my military leaders first."
"Done," Tank said as a monitor rose from the table before President Xi.
The screen flickered before showing many agitated military men scrambling around a war room, screaming at each other in Chinese. They quietened when their monitors flickered on, and their president's face filled the screens. The war room had an enormous wall screen that showed what their monitors did.
"Sorry to concern everyone," Xi said calmly. He turned to Tank and asked, "Can you show the entire room?"
The Chinese war room screens changed to show everyone sitting at the table with President Xi. The one in the conference room did the same.
"As you can see, friends and countrymen, I am attending an emergency meeting with the other leaders of the world's Superpowers. It is related to that strange ship that quickly appeared and disappeared on our satellite surveillance earlier and appeared briefly a week ago. But that is all I can say at this time."
"President Xi, Sir," an officer said respectfully. "May we have today's colours and codes, please?"
"Yes," President Xi answered. "The colours are aquamarine and purple. The code is 'naked men should not ride horses bareback'."
The room visibly relaxed as the officers straightened and saluted. "Your orders, President Xi?" The man asked.
"Bring the forces to ready alert. Cancel all leave and have the men report for duty immediately. Recall our ships and ensure we are as ready as we can be for a possible alien invasion."
"An alien invasion, Sir?" The officer hesitantly queried.
"The ship, General," President Xi said quietly.
The general saluted, and the monitor went dead.
"What happens next," President Xi enquired.
"We hit that Aridian encampment and destroy their ability to warn their home planet that we Providians are on Earth. Hopefully, that buys us enough time to retool Earth's factories, and produce the weaponry we need to fight the slavers. Simultaneously, we'll increase recruitment into the world's armed forces and train them to fight the Aridians."
Tank spoke to the other leaders. "Double-tap the table before you. A screen will rise from it. Tell the screen who to contact, and it will bypass any security system you have to contact that person or people. Let them know you're safe and to stand the military down, or whatever you want, really. Now, it's too late, and what will happen will happen, regardless of you."
Tank glared at the recalcitrant American leaders before standing and removing his jumpsuit, revealing his army uniform.
"Captain Zaffra?" President Putin said questioningly as he examined Tank's insignia. "You're leaving us here with Julie?"
"No," Tank denied. "General Zaha and Major Tenerife will be here shortly to sit with you and answer your questions. "Lieutenant Angelina and I are leading the attack against the Aridian base. You can watch it on the screen."
"May I come with you?" Putin enquired. "I'd like to see you and your team in action."
"You want to see if your Spetsnaz forces are any chance against us," Tank growled. "They're not. Contact who you need to contact to ensure your country quietens down. You're not joining my troops. As good as you are, Mister President, you cannot go toe-to-toe with an Aridian slaver. We're not even sure our troops can." He waited for President Putin to acknowledge before he turned to the Garda Counter-Terrorism operative and added, "Darragh, you're with us. Let's go get your daughter."
Tank exited the conference room and marched towards his warriors, who were waiting in the parade ground's auditorium for their final briefing before the battle.
"You need Day and me," Morning said as she and her mother fell into step with Tank.
Tank examined the glowing, ebony-black warrior women. "You're looking remarkably well for people who have undertaken several days of mutagenic gas enhancements," he stated.
"As Researcher Anan said," Morning giggled. "Don't fight the changes and get plenty of sex afterwards." She laughed. "And Researcher Anan was certainly prepared to offer lots of sex afterwards!"
"What does it feel like to have an enormous cock and huge balls to go with your pussy and clitoris?" Tank queried.
"No different to how yours feels, I'd imagine," Morning stated, recognising Tank's crudity as pre-battle nerves. "Besides, I've lived for centuries as a man before so, same, same, really."
"What?" Tank exclaimed.
"Survive this battle, and I promise to show you," Morning chuckled.
"Deal," Tank grinned. "Now, why do I need you and your mother?" He asked.
"Because we know how to ensure the slavers remain dead," Day explained. "And they cannot generate a clone either."
"Yeah. That sounds important," Tank grinned. He opened the doors to the parade ground's auditorium. "Care to tell our soldiers?"
Morning confidently stepped up to the podium and tapped it twice to ensure it was on and settle the three thousand soldiers down. "I am Morning Star," she said. "Daughter of the Providian Lanner and the human warrior woman Day Dawning. Currently, my mother and I are three and a half thousand years old. Young compared to most of you, but ancient in human terms."
Morning waited for the laughter to die. She, without shame or pride, knew she was stunningly beautiful and did not look more than twenty years old. Nor did her mother. Despite what she'd told Tank, Morning didn't have an enormous cock hidden in her army trousers. Nor did her mother. They'd awakened, sporting them. But Morning had 'changed' them to fully male and then changed them back to entirely female. Their cocks disappeared when they switched back.
"In about an hour," Morning stated. "We launch our attack against the Aridian slaver base. Some of us will not survive that fight. However, I know that does not deter any of you. Nor does it deter me or your other leaders. Most of you, if not all, have not fought slavers before. I have. They are difficult to bring down and even harder to kill. But there is a secret unknown to you pure Providians. You cannot kill an Aridian slaver permanently without removing the crystal-like gem they have in their foreheads first."
Morning indicated the spot between the eyes where the gem resided. "If they die before that gem is removed and destroyed, they will regenerate overnight and generate a clone with them. Then, you will fight two the following day for every one that you kill."
The gathered soldiers groaned, but they recognised what Morning told them was true. It explained why they'd never been able to defeat the Aridian armada. They killed their enemy only to have twice as many fight them the following day. Fight barely a day later, well before the Providian army had recovered from the previous fight. Invariably, the Providians had had to flee for fear of being wiped out.
"What do we do instead?" One of the fighters asked.
"Disable them for long enough that we can destroy the crystals in their heads," Morning explained. "Taking their legs off works the best because it prevents them from crawling away and hiding until they regenerate their missing pieces. But gut shots work, too."
"What happens when we only wound them and they escape?" One of the soldiers asked.
"If they're not dead, they regenerate and/or repair any wound they have. I recommend removing limbs because they take up to three months to regenerate. That gives us time to hunt them down."
"Would shooting them in the head where the crystal is work?" Julie asked.
"I do not know, but I suspect not," Morning admitted. "We tried removing the slavers' heads. That didn't work. We burnt their bodies to ashes, but that didn't work either. The only thing I know that works is to use a knife to dig the crystal out and then crush it. Typically, when I've done that, the slaver's body turned to dust, and they blew away."
"We won't have time to do that," Tank protested.
"Hence the need to disable them until we do have time," Morning explained. She addressed the troops, "Soldiers, if the choice is between killing or being killed. Then, kill every time. If we can permanently eliminate more than half of them today, we face less than three thousand tomorrow. If we kill more slavers than we lose to them, we're up and will win, even if it takes a few days. Although the slavers will regenerate, their equipment cannot. So, if we destroy their communications array, we strand them on Earth and have time to eliminate them all."
"You have your orders, men," Tank growled. "Pick up your gear and go to your designated ship. Remember, leave the slavers too wounded to fight, but do not kill them unless you must to survive."
The warriors stood, saluted, and left to get their gear and assemble in their designated re-entry craft.



"How many survive?" Tank wondered resignedly as he returned his troops' salute.
"The slavers are fat, happy, unaware, and overconfident," Morning stated confidently. "I predict we lose no more than five or six super warriors and no enhanced humans. The slavers are huge and immensely powerful, but their reactions are slow compared to normal humans, and they will not survive our enhanced warriors. We will need to return for several days until we've mopped up those we killed before removing and destroying their gems (crystals). But our victory against these slavers is sure.
"The test is: Can we destroy their communications array before they send for help? All is good if we can. But if we can't, our victory will be very short-lived because the Aridian Armada will descend on us."
Back in the conference room, the various leaders had managed to settle their militaries down enough that none of them were about to attack any of the others, but that did not mean their military leaders were inactive. Behind the scenes in all countries, people planned how to rescue their leaders. In signs of what would come, officers from the British, American, Russian, and Chinese military and analysts were teleconferencing, discussing how to track where their abducted leaders were and how to extricate them.
Succession plans were activated, and new leaders were temporarily installed so the countries were free to react and respond to any attack. Amid this flurry of activity, Five Star General Tibolt, General Zaha, and Major Tenerife entered the conference room. The display on the wall split to show the stunned onlookers in the four war rooms of the major players. The two Generals stood at the table's head with Major Tenerife slightly behind General Tibolt. Tenerife held a tablet that controlled the communication array.
"Good morning, Presidents Biden, Trump, Putin, Xi, and Higgins. Prime Ministers Starmer and Harris and Vice-President Harris," Zaha said commandingly. "I am General Zaha of the Providian Military and the overall leader of Providia's military activities on Earth.
"Beside me is Five Star General Tibolt, Commander of Providia's military. Our equivalent of America's Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, if you will. Major Tenerife is head of our Medical and Research Division as well as our Information and Technology Department. It's his techs that have bypassed your security protocols and hacked into your communications systems. There is not a computer connected to the internet anywhere on Earth that we cannot control."
General Zaha waited until the leaders had assimilated that information and its implications. The military men recognised that danger immediately.
General Brown gulped before saying, "You have the nuclear launch codes?"
"For every nuclear weapon in the world, yes. Including the ones in North Korea and Iran that you're unaware of," General Zaha admitted.
Phones were picked up in every war room as the staff raced to confirm Zaha's assertion. Those were dropped when the officers realised they were dead, and cell phones were dragged out. They didn't work either.
"My apologies, people," Zaha deprecatingly smiled. "But we've instigated a worldwide communications blackout so word doesn't make it to the Aridians before we're ready. Ours still work, of course."
"So, everything Captain Zaffra said was a lie?" President Xi asked calmly. "You're taking over the world and not asking for our help. I assume we're to be executed?"
"If you will not help us voluntarily, then you leave us no choice but to remove your governments and replace them with our own," General Tibolt growled, taking a seat. "Tell me, Mister Presidents and Prime Ministers, Mrs Vice-President. If your country was about to suffer a major catastrophe, perhaps a super-volcano is about to explode, and not one country would allow your citizens to move there to escape the conflagration, would you allow your people to perish?"
"No country on Earth would stand idly by and let a whole nation perish," President Putin objected. "Russia would even willingly accept Ukraine's people into her if it was about to happen to them."
Tibolt smiled and said, "Then, I hope you will extend the same courtesy to us because we have nowhere else to go. Have no doubt, gentlemen and lady, if the Aridian Armada arrives and you're not prepared, your planet will fall. There is a great chance we will fall anyway, even if we are prepared. I will not stand idly by and allow my people to perish.
"We ask for your help, Sirs and Madam. We beg for it. There are 1.25 billion people on Earth capable of vigorously defending her. Another billion are able to help in some way. With the motivation you can provide, we can arm and train these volunteers, and with our help, Earth can repel the Aridian invaders. Then we can prepare to invade Aridia, free our people, and eliminate the slaver scourge forever."
"What, other than the death of many of her citizens, does Earth gain for joining your war and fighting these so-called Aridian slavers?" Prime Minister Sir Keir asked.
"A united Earth is not reward enough?" General Tibolt asked drily. "The end to all wars? Providians have never fought a war against ourselves in our history, unlike Earth."
"No, it's not 'reward enough'," Sir Keir denied. "Not when we're exchanging a war against each other for a global war against an enemy of superior strength, technology, and weaponry."
"Then, perhaps you will accept eliminating your reliance on fossil fuels and unreliable renewable energy like wind and solar."
"How will you do that?" President Xi asked eagerly. The others were equally interested.
General Zaha chuckled, "Do you think we stopped to refuel every few thousand light-years?" He sobered when his grin wasn't returned. "We will equip Earth with and train her workers to make small quantum matter generators that will almost costlessly provide Earth's electricity needs.
"Her transport vehicles can be powered by cold-fusion electric motors, and her passenger cars by engines that crack seawater into hydrogen and oxygen molecules, burn the hydrogen, and emit nothing but pure water. We can teach you to build replicators that take energy from the surrounding atoms and produce any food item you desire. That food is indistinguishable from the plants or animals it was replicated from.
"Our researchers, scientists, and doctors have long since eradicated scourges like cancer, dementia, and muscular dystrophy. We can train Earth's scientists to do the same."
Tibolt stared at President Biden intently. "To show our willingness to help Earth, we can eliminate the dementia currently affecting you, Sir. Your disease is still in its infancy and has only minimally affected your abilities. But we can return you to full health. And before you ask. Yes, we will share our regeneration chamber technology with you. We offer the same help to each of you."
The general turned to President Higgins, "Your scan showed heart and lung damage. We offer to cure that, too."
"Scan?" President Trump asked suspiciously. "I gave no such permission!"
"The low, narrow passageway you passed through to reach the corridor that took you here?" Major Tenerife asked. "It serves several purposes. First, it scans the people in it to ensure they're allowed on the ship. Then, it scans for any hazardous or contagious material that may have accompanied you into the passageway. Finally, it scans your body for any illnesses or abnormalities. Simultaneously, it records and analyses your DNA."
"What would have happened to us if the scanner decided we weren't allowed to be here?" Trump growled.
"We wouldn't be having this conversation," General Tibolt stated coldly. The general turned to address the other leaders and the assembled military on the monitor. "I'm sure your biggest concern is the safe return of your leaders. That, I guarantee you. I will ask them to appeal to all people to accept mine among them and ask them to join us and fight the Aridian invasion coming.
"In about an hour, your military channels will receive live footage from an attack against a slaver organisation. At that time, I will inform you who those people are and why we're attacking them. I will say, however, that some of your citizens are held in that camp.
"Once that battle starts, I will turn off my ship's cloaking systems, and we will become visible to your satellites and telescopes. If you aim your systems at the Lunar Highlands, our warship will be between you and that part of the moon. Please feel free to try to discover us immediately. You will not succeed."
General Tibolt considered what else he needed to say. "Another concern will be if we have brainwashed or cloned your leaders or somehow put a replicant in their place. Assuring you that we have not is, of course, redundant because you must assume we have. However, I'm sure you've already put your succession plans in place and will leave them activated until you're sure your leaders are unharmed. Examine your people in any way you wish; you will find they are unchanged and unharmed. We will arrange their return if they want to return to take advantage of our healing capacities.
"What about the world's sick and dying?" Vice-President Harris asked. "Can anything be done now to help them?"
"Humans will always die," General Zaha said gruffly but not unkindly. "Every living species must eventually return to the rift and the light. Providians live lives measured in millennia, but we, too, must return the light. We are but one ship, and our chambers will be needed to save our warriors." He held his hand up to still Kamala's protest. "However," he added. "If Earth agrees to accept my people, the healing chamber technology can be amongst the first shared. When the slavers' Armada arrives, you will have a great need for them."
General Tibolt stepped in, "Details can be negotiated between our representatives," he stated. "The attack on the Aridian base is about to begin. Shall we watch and then talk again after it's over?"
Over Ireland.
Thirty-four stealthed re-entry craft slid unobtrusively into Earth's atmosphere. Their many entries were spread over the entire globe, so the inevitable heat generated by a ship travelling at 10,000 kph into an atmosphere was distributed evenly and caused no temperature spikes to warn the watchers. The craft eased through the air until they were at their optimal height for stealth and speed, turned and blazed toward the Aridian camp west of Limerick, Ireland.
Around a thousand kilometres from their destination, four attack hover ships slid from their bays in the four extra re-entry craft and chased the thirty other craft towards Limerick. One of those four extra re-entry vehicles held Genet and her computer techs in her typical overwatch position. Darragh was with them. The other three were jammed full of as many warriors as could fit around the hovers as possible. These soldiers were her reserves in case things went pear-shaped. Major Genet hoped they wouldn't be needed.
"Here we go," Tank muttered as the camp hove into view.
The thirty entry/re-entry crafts carrying troops would make slow, hopefully invisible, circles about a thousand metres above the base's perimeter, waiting to disgorge its deadly cargo of warriors until the attack hovers destroyed the Aridian's communication tower. When the tower fell, the first three hundred and sixty fighters, twelve each from the ships' teleporters, would charge the encampment's western fence, blowing holes in it large enough for the subsequent three hundred and sixty to race through unimpeded.
To confuse the slavers, the first three hundred and sixty would be teleported back onto the craft, and three hundred and sixty more would repeat the attack on the northern fence. They'd disappear as quickly as the first lot did.
Tank would hold his men back for close to five minutes to sow as much confusion as possible. Then, the hovers would escape the area so a USAF F-15E Strike Eagle could swoop over and drop a "Quicksink" Bomb onto the bunker. Another US fighter would circle five kilometres away in case a second bomb was needed. It wouldn't be.
The first stage of the battle began.
"What the fuck is that?" A slaver screamed as four sleek hover fighters appeared around the communications tower. He screamed into his communicator for help as he turned his heavy machine gun toward the fighters. He was too late.
The fighters were barely above his watchtower with their noses pointed up at the array on the tower's top. Their kinetic canons fired, and the tower's top exploded before toppling onto the slaver who was screaming into his communicator. The collapsing communications array brought down the watchtower, crushing it and the four slavers inside.
The Providian attack hovers accelerated upward before disappearing behind their cloaks. Next, a US fighter/bomber roared over the compound and dropped its deadly load. The bomb hit the middle of the bunker's domed roof and crashed through unimpeded.
Once the US jet had cleared the area, the Providian attack hovers reappeared. Twenty watchtowers and the men in them were obliterated seconds later. The men in those towers would regenerate and create a clone overnight, but that couldn't be helped. They were out of the battle for now.
"Send the first wave," Major Genet ordered. The smoke and falling debris had cleared enough for her to see the bunker was open to the sky. Nothing remained inside it other than some shattered computer banks. Any bodies in there had been obliterated.
Tank, Julie, Morning, Day, Tina, Demi, and Adelle would teleport in with this wave. But they'd land on the roof of the building Major Tenerife had identified as holding the kidnapped prisoners instead of outside the perimeter.
The second wave would take down the Northern fence and disappear as the others had.
Lieutenant Brian Bennett would lead the third wave, which would bring down the eastern fence. Brian and his fighters would teleport out and immediately teleport back in to join Morning and Day, who would lead the attack on the slavers' headquarters.
Before the attack.
"Not good," Tank had muttered earlier when he, Genet, and Julie examined the barracks' schematics. The cells were underground, with the slavers living in barracks above.
Darragh was with Tank when Major Tenerife delivered the information. "Why 'not good'?" Darragh questioned, although he dreaded the answer.
Genet answered when Tank wouldn't. "The reason you put your soldiers' barracks over the cells is to use the prisoners as hostages. If your enemy is honourable, it prevents them from dropping bombs onto the barracks for fear of killing the prisoners." Genet began to explain the other reason, but Tank nudged her, and she stopped.
"There's a second reason, isn't there?" Darragh fearfully asked as worry for his daughter threatened to choke him.
Tank growled, "There's no easy way to say this. The Aridians use human women in their breeding pits on Aridia. All women of breeding age are taken, regardless of age, appearance, or attractiveness. Then, they're forcibly inseminated and made to bear the slavers' children until they die or become barren. They're killed when they become barren."
"Forcibly inseminated. Raped?" Darragh gasped as he turned green and swayed.
"You must understand that none of us here know that for sure. But it is what is written in the archives and reports of slaver activity," Julie gently explained as she held the operative's arm and offered him a rubbish bin.
"Why don't you 'know for sure'?" Darragh asked after taking the tissues offered and wiping his mouth.
"None of us have fought a slaver before today. Neither have we seen a slaver camp other than from aerial reconnaissance.
"We have," Morning and Day said. "The slavers keep boys to use, too. Anyone who survives their teen years joins the work gangs. Few do."
"To use, too," Darragh asked, fearing the answer.
"Yes," Day replied, confirming Darragh's fears. "Like they use the women. The young women fare better, usually," she added. "The slavers typically wait until they've had their first menses before they rape them. Otherwise, the girls will die before the slavers can breed them. How old is your daughter?"
"Twelve," Darragh replied. "I don't know if Maeve's had her first period yet. I'd think not because I'm sure her mother would have told me."
"Pray for the best. Prepare for the worst," Tank growled. "Either way, Operative O'Brien. Maeve returns to the ship with us. I give you my word."
The battle continues.
Tank's enhanced human soldiers stepped into the teleporter. An eyeblink later, they were on the roof of the barracks. They squeezed together to stay hidden from the slavers in the compound. There was no need to.
The Aridian slavers were thoroughly confused. Their camp had been attacked many times in its four-thousand-year existence, but never before by gunships that appeared from nowhere, blasted their communications tower to smithereens and promptly disappeared.
They poured from the Barracks armed and ready to show whoever these upstarts that attacking a slaver base was a wholly bad idea. There was no one to fight. The slavers milled around as their leaders tried to establish what, other than the obvious, had happened.
Explosions on their western defensive wall sent them running in that direction, only to find fifty of their comrades wounded and out of the fight. Miraculously, they were all alive. Men ran for stretchers. But before they reached the med bays, the northern perimeter was racked by explosives.
The day commander sent men to discover what had happened. He dispatched his men, then screamed into his communicator, asking their control centre what the fuck was going on. All he received back was static. Taking out the bunker and its tower had also brought down the Aridians' short-range communicators.
'Bonus,' Genet grinned when she realised the Aridians were flying blind. "Send waves three and four," she ordered.
When the communications tower fell, and all communication ceased, the base commander marched to his headquarters' roof to take charge. Unable to use his communicator, he used his hailer to send fifty men each to the downed defensive communications and watch tower to look for survivors.
Explosions from the western perimeter turned his attention that way. He stared disbelievingly as the soldiers who had blown up the wall disappeared. Regrouping, he sent another one hundred and fifty slavers to look for survivors and guard that fence.
No sooner had the commander sent men that way than the rest of his watchtowers exploded. Hover gunships appeared long enough to blast the towers apart with their kinetic canons before disappearing again. Not one tower got off even a shot before they were all destroyed.
The destruction of the encampment's defensive towers was swiftly followed by the northern fence exploding. The explosions turned the slaver leader's head that way, and he gaped, wondering what had done the damage. The explosions' sounds differed from the kinetic cannons, but he couldn't determine how the destruction was done. Not knowing what else to do, the commander sent more men to guard that fence.
His southern perimeter was destroyed next. The camp's leader had gotten binoculars so he could search for whoever or whatever was attacking his base. By now, he had a terrible feeling that although his warriors would be returned double the following day, they'd have no camp to return to. He sent men to guard that area, too.
The commander urgently sent slavers to defend the last perimeter fence. His enemies would box his men if that fence fell, and their deaths were inevitable. Being attacked from three sides was possible to survive as long as your rear was adequately protected. If the eastern defensive wall fell, they were cooked.



The slaver leader trained his binoculars on the wall and willed his men to reach it first. They did not. The wall exploded as he watched disbelievingly, revealing... "Providians!" He swore. "There's fucking Providians attacking my fucking base. Where the fuck did they come from?" He blinked, took his binoculars away, rubbed his eyes, and looked again. The attackers were gone. 'WTF?' He thought.
Wordless screams came from the remains of his western wall. Knowing it was an attack, he screamed for his reserves to defend the gap. The leader swung his binoculars and saw approximately four hundred Providian soldiers running at his slavers. Dismissing the seeming extreme speed the Providians were moving at as an illusion created by the binoculars, he watched as his men prepared to fight. 'Tight formation,' he thought proudly. 'Spread two deep across the breach. Nice. Battle armour resisting the bullets. Yup. The Providians are fucked.' They disappeared.
The base's commander watched amazedly as his fighters broke ranks and looked around uncertainly. 'WTF?' He thought again. The Providians reappeared behind his troops. The camp's leader's mouth fell open as they poured into his men's rear. Strangely, the invaders weren't trying for kill shots. Instead, bullets destroyed knees, groins, legs, and feet. Lower back and gut shots abounded. The Providians gathered the slaver's weapons and seemingly evaporated into thin air before the slaver reserves reached them.
The commander sent the men to guard the other downed walls and to drag the wounded to safety.
On the barracks' roof.
Tank's enhanced crew reached the roof's inspection hatch unnoticed. The hatch was locked, bolted, and reinforced with steel. It was also no match for the Hollywood actor's strength. Tank ripped the hatch from its hinges and flung it across the parade ground. It landed over two hundred metres away and confused the hell out of the slavers guarding the eastern defensive wall.
Tank entered first, with his team ducking randomly left and right, high and low, as they boiled through the door. It was a well-executed drill but wasteful because the entire top level of the Barracks was empty. They moved stealthily down through the levels, placing explosives as they went but not encountering a single slaver until they reached the ground floor.
As Tank had feared, the prison cells' guards had beds in the room guarding the cells' entryway. Seven beds, in fact. Each bed held a naked slaver raping a female victim. Tank was glad none of the rape victims were children, but his gorge still threatened to choke him.
Using their enhanced strength and speed, Tank's crew blazed through the room, stabbing the slavers and flinging them off the women. Seven slavers lay crumpled with severed legs or feet, kidneys stabbed, or lower spines severed.
Corporal Tina Tanzer was a rape victim herself. She picked a slaver up by his thick throat effortlessly. Balancing him against the wall, she grabbed his surprisingly tiny cock and balls and cut them off before shoving them in his mouth and holding his mouth and nose closed until he had to swallow.
Morning caught the collapsing slaver when Tina dropped him, grabbed the next one and repeated her actions. "Stop cutting off dicks for a second, honey," she joked as she took out a paring knife and held the neutered slaver's jaw. "The slavers have a glass-like crystal between their eyebrows and about an inch above." She forced the knife into the slaver's forehead and levered the item she described out. "If you destroy the crystal, they die."
Morning hit the glass-looking gem with her knife's butt, shattering it. The slaver in her grip exploded into a dust cloud that dissipated swiftly. "They don't regenerate from that," she chuckled.
Tina was neutering her fourth slaver. The remaining three were trying to drag themselves away.
"Hmm," Tank said thoughtfully. "I wonder if," he reached out his right hand and willed the crystals to come to him. The glass-like gems burst from the remaining slavers' foreheads and smacked into his palm. Then, as they watched him, terrified, Tank squeezed his fist closed and crushed all six gems. All six disappeared in a cloud of dust.
"You just didn't!" Tina exclaimed, glaring at her commanding officer, disappointed she couldn't knacker the rest. It was the least they deserved, she thought.
"Down!" Tank bellowed.
Tina reacted with speed beyond a normal human. Tank had barely pronounced 'D' before she dropped and spun away. The slaver's rifle ripped from his grasp as his feet left the ground. The gun shattered against the wall beside Tank, but the slaver's body tore in two.
Morning had seen and reached for him simultaneously with Tank. Their twin actions pulled the slaver in different directions, and even his thick, muscular body couldn't take the strain. Morning copied Tank's actions and used her mind to summon the slaver's crystal from his forehead. She crushed it before the slaver died, and he, too, became dust.
"Where the fuck did he come from?" Tank growled.
Looking perplexed, Julie walked to the wall beside where the slaver had appeared. "Here," she said wonderingly. "There's a hidden door," she felt along the wall, "here." Julie indicated a spot. "There's five more, no, six more slavers hidden in a surveillance room behind this wall."
Morning and Tank decided questions could wait. But while Morning concentrated on ripping the door from its securing, Tank willed the slavers to come to him. As the hidden door blew open, six Aridian slavers exploded through the concrete block wall into the room. Morning recovered and ripped the glass-like crystals from the slavers' heads and crushed them. Four turned to dust, but two remained.
"What?" Adelle gasped. "I thought you said they turned to dust? What the fuck are these things?"
Tank wanted to know, too. Morning and Day and Day seemed as confused as Adelle, so Tank tapped his jaw to activate his implanted communicator. "Major Genet," he said.
"Reading," Genet replied.
"How goes the battle?"
Genet chuckled evilly, "We've got them so bamboozled they're about to shoot each other. Yup, good chance they will because they're that confused."
"You have a read on our location?"
"Lower floor of the barracks. Seven enhanced human soldiers..." she hesitated. "Two unidentified dead bodies."
"Slavers who didn't explode into dust when we destroyed their crystals. Can you teleport them on board so we can examine them later?"
There was a momentary pause. "Negative. It's the same as our people. The teleporter cannot lock onto dead animate objects. Inanimate items teleport without issue. Live animate things also teleport. Dead things that were once living organisms fool the teleporter, and it cannot move them."
"Send a hover to my location," Tank requested. "Something is happening here that we need to know."
"They're going to bitch," Genet laughed. "They're having way too much fun appearing long enough to shoot a heap of Aridians in the nuts and then disappearing again."
"As long as they're leaving them alive," Tank growled. "I don't want to have to face twice as many tomorrow. Especially given that they retain their memories and know our tactics."
"There's been a few mistakes," Genet admitted. "But the pilots have become very adept at shooting the slavers off at the knees. I saw how you summoned the crystals from the slavers' foreheads. Pull the ones out of every disabled Aridian you see." There was a momentary silence before she said, "Landen is four seconds out. Meet him outside."
Tank lifted the slavers with his mind and took them outside. Morning and Day followed him. They were going to attack the commander's headquarters. Brian and his division would teleport in to help them.
Landen waited just long enough to accept his cargo before blasting off to rejoin the fight.
Tank returned inside, and they searched for the cell's entry point.
Julie touched a wall, still quite wondrous of her newly discovered ability. "Three slavers behind here."
Tank repeated what he did with the Aridians in the surveillance room. Three more slavers turned to dust.
They continued forward. "Got it," Julie grinned. "The main door to the cells is hidden behind this wall. If you touch the right places," she reached and touched two identical leaves imprinted on the wall. "The wall slides aside, and the door appears."
As if her words commanded it, the apparently solid wall moved forward and slid to the right, revealing a locked steel door.
"Let me," Demi giggled, grabbing the door's handle. She wrenched backward, but the door's strength was beyond her. "No, umm. Let you!"
Tank considered momentarily. Pulling things toward him worked. Could he send things away? Tank placed his hand against the door and willed. A four-inch-thick steel, carbon rod-reinforced door exploded from its surroundings and rocketed down the hallway beyond it. It struck and killed the last two guards.
Tank and his team marched down the aisle between the cells. Every cell held at least four kidnap victims. They were almost exclusively female, with only a few boys and younger males amongst them. Although the younger males would join the work gangs, most of the boy children were destined to join the brothels. Tank's heart broke when he saw that many of the victims had been repeatedly raped.
"My name is Tank Zaffra," he announced loudly. "Yes, that Tank Zaffra. And, yes, I have Julie Angelina with me. Julie, my team and I have invaded this camp to free you. A bright white light will surround you shortly, and you will be free. Ms Angelina and I will see you sometime later."
Tank waited for a reaction before asking, " Is someone named Maeve O'Brien here?"
"I'm Maeve O'Brien," a mousy blonde stated, moving out from behind the women who, despite their injuries, had hidden her."
"Maeve, I know how frightened you must be. But will you please trust me and step to my side? Your father is on my ship above, and I promised him I would return you to him."
Maeve bravely moved to stand beside the actor. Tank tapped his implant and said, "Major Genet. You have me?"
"Affirmative, Captain," Genet replied.
"Teleport Maeve to her father first, please." The young woman was bathed in bright light briefly before disappearing. The other kidnap victims gasped. Tank continued, "Have you got an accurate count?"
"Two hundred and forty-nine," Genet stated.
"Twenty-one teleports required," Tank stated. "I want most ships available because if there's a hidden Aridian Armada out there, we might need to skedaddle swiftly before they land and overwhelm us with numbers. Pick three ships and begin teleporting the women and young men aboard. Once they're full, send them to the starship. Those we've rescued will need the regen chambers to recover from their assaults."
Tank addressed the gathered kidnap victims. "We need three ships to take you to safety. It will take time to teleport you onto those ships. You, or someone close to where you're standing, will be enveloped in a bright white light. The light is the beginning of being teleported and nothing to be concerned about."
Tank pulled the twins beside him. "These two are Adelle and Demi, corporals in WOLF. They will stay with you until everyone has been teleported to safety. Do not bother asking questions because I do not have time to answer."
Tank spun on his heel and strode away. His team's first task was completed, but now he needed to end this cesspit disguised as an Aridian slaver base.
Earlier.
Morning and her mother strode confidently towards the slaver camp's headquarters. Major Genet had told them the camp's commander was on top of the building. Lieutenant Bennett and his three hundred and forty-nine soldiers teleported in behind her. They walked toward the building.
"Rionnag na maidne agus breacadh an lae. A bheil thu nad whores deiseil mu dheireadh airson impidh air coileach Aridian? (Morning Star and Day Dawning. Are you whores finally ready to beg for some Aridian cock?)" The base's leader taunted.
"Chan eil! Tha mi air tighinn a thoirt ort impidh a dhèanamh air mo shùgh! (No! I've come to make you suck mine!)."
"Your medicine man screamed like a pig at the slaughter when I gutted him," The Aridian commander boasted.
"He died silently, cocksucker," Morning vehemently denied. "You forget that I was there."
"You will squeal louder than him as you beg for death,"
"I killed you once already," Morning growled. "Let me enjoy doing it again."
As Tank had shown her, Morning reached her right hand out and willed the camp's leader's crystal to travel to her hand. It exploded from the commander's forehead and smacked into Morning's hand.
"No!" The Aridian camp leader pleaded. "Destroying my life-giving crystal condemns me to the darkness."
"Where you belong," Morning dismissively replied. She showed the commander his gem and then crushed it. There was a puff of dust, and the Aridian leader disappeared.
Mopping this chapter up.
With the encampment's leader killed so casually by the attackers, the remaining Aridian slavers capitulated quickly. It took Lieutenant Bennet and his enhanced crew less than five minutes to burn through the Aridian headquarters and disable every slaver in there. Morning and Tank moved through the base, summoning the glass-like crystals from the slaver's foreheads and destroying them. It required only one more day to eliminate the regenerated Aridians and their clones.
Many of the world's leaders accepted General Tibolt's invitation to visit the Providian star warship. They took their military advisors and leaders with them.
Earth united for the first time in its history, and the three superpowers found they had more in common than in disagreement. Presidents Trump, Putin, and Xi led the world toward a united future.
Australia invited the Providians to populate its centre, and they accepted gratefully. To Australia's government's surprise, three more starships appeared in the skies above it and disgorged nearly two million more Providians.
Nearly two billion of the world's populace volunteered to join the fight against the pending Aridian invasion. Most willingly endured the tests to see if they could join the 'super' program. Five hundred thousand succeeded. Inexplicably, every mutagen gas-treated human became a 'super'. Despite one per cent of the Providians that were treated with the mutagens turning into mutagenic monsters, no human did. Tenerife's researchers scrambled to discover why. They haven't yet.
Epilogue.
Major Tank Zaffra, recently promoted due to his success in planning and executing the attack on the Aridian slaver base on Earth, examined Anan's report on her examination of the slavers whose bodies had remained despite their crystals being removed and destroyed. "Motherfucker!" He swore when he realised the implications of Anan's findings.
Tank grabbed the file and stormed to General Tibolt's office. Extending his palm, Tank 'commanded' the door to implode. It did, narrowly missing Major Tenerife, who, along with General Zaha, attended Five-star General Tibolt.
Slamming Anan's report in Tibolt's desk, Tank snarled, "When, exactly, did you plan to tell Earth and me that you and the Aridians are the same fucking species?"

The End.
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Slut Babysitter: Eliza Johnson2.

'Well, that couldn't have gone any worse,' Eliza thought. Trying to maintain a positive, happy face, Eliza walked out to face the gathered press and photographers beside her lawyer, Paul Katsoolie. Inside her, though, Eliza's mind swirled. 'How could the jury not find the couple dubbed 'The Babysitter Rapists' guilty?' She wondered. 'The photographs from the scene, their fingerprints all over the house in Newcastle where the other atrocities they'd committed occurred. The body's found buried in the backyard of that house. Penny's admission on the stand that she'd chosen the young women for her and her husband to have sex with. With all that, how had the jury returned a not guilty verdict?'
"The Crown Prosecutor fucked up," Paul Katsoolie growled quietly as they stopped before the assembled press. "How the fuck he allowed the soft drink bottle evidence to be thrown out is beyond me," Facing the press, he said, "We respect the jury's decision in this matter, although we find their reasons for finding Jake and Penny not guilty confusing. We are prepared to answer some questions so long as they're respectful."
"Why did you accuse innocent people of trying to rape you?" Asked a man whose badge announced he was from The Daily Wire. "Isn't it true, as Penny Maddox said, that you'd agreed to give her husband, Jake, your virginity for five thousand dollars?"
"My virginity ship had sailed well before I was unfortunate enough to meet Jake and Penny Maddox," Eliza replied drily.
"So, not only are you admitting to falsely accusing Jake and Penny, you're admitting to trying to defraud them by pretending to be a virgin, and to being a slut?" The man asked.
Eliza didn't have to answer because her father stepped in and punched the reporter between the eyes. Paul grabbed Eliza's and Stanley's arms and rushed them into the waiting limo.
"Totally worth it," Stanley growled as he examined his fist. His knuckles were skinned but seemed intact.
"Yes," Paul agreed. "But you'll get a visit from the police this afternoon. When that happens, do not say a thing other than 'I want my lawyer present', and then call me."
"He will," Alice said firmly. She had been sitting at the back of the courtroom, fearing the verdict, and had run for the limo when she heard her worst fears confirmed.
Paul Katsoolie, who was said to be the best criminal defence lawyer in Brisbane, had warned her since the prosecutor had agreed when Jake and Penny's lawyer asked for the soft drink bottle contaminated with MDMA to be inadmissible that a not guilty verdict was quite likely. Unfortunately, Mr Katsoolie couldn't object on Eliza's behalf because he was there to represent Eliza's interests and not to help prosecute the crown's case against the Maddoxes.
"What do we do now?" Alice asked.
Paul sighed before saying, "All we can do is hope Jake and Penny decide that living in Brisbane is too uncomfortable, and they move elsewhere."
"And if they don't?" Stanley growled, re-examining his fist because it had begun throbbing.
"I'd advise that Eliza goes nowhere alone," Paul said evenly. "I could try for a TRO (Temporary Restraining Order), but the court will likely see it as a vindictive, frivolous suit and immediately toss it. Besides, TROs are typically worse than useless in stopping someone intent on harm."
"I'm not frightened," Eliza said bravely. "I will not let scumbags like Penny and Jake stop me from living my life as I see fit."
"You should be," Paul said vehemently. "Those two are bad news, and if they get hold of you, your fate will be the same as the others they've beaten, raped, and murdered."
"Yes," Eliza agreed. "But if I cower in my home, too scared to go out and do a damned thing, then they have also won. I won't be stupid and catch a bus alone like I usually would. But everything else? No. I'm living my life as I want."
Alice and Stanley exchanged worried glances, but they knew their precocious, scarily intelligent, head-strong eldest child wouldn't back down, so they just had to make the most of things.
"As long as you promise to always be with someone, Eliza," Stanley said, knowing his voice carried more weight than Alice's in these instances.
"I will, Daddy. I promise," Eliza said, relieved they weren't going to try and make her stay home like a prisoner.
A police car waited in their driveway when they got home. When the limo pulled up, Sergeant Peachey got out. He put his police hat on and then doffed it in greeting. "Sorry to bother you folks again," the sergeant said. "But the reporter put in a complaint, so I'm obliged to follow through.
"I understand, Sergeant," Stanley said resignedly.
"May I accompany you inside?"
Stanley looked at Paul, who nodded his head. They went inside and sat around the kitchen table. Blair and Rhett, who had been playing PlayStation in the lounge, joined them.
"What's up?" Blair asked.
"The Maddoxes were found not guilty," Stanley said absent-mindedly. He was wondering how much trouble he was in.
"Not good," Rhett said.
"Not good, indeed," Sergeant Peachey agreed. "However, we re-arrested them when they exited the courthouse. We're holding them on drug charges, and we know those charges will stick because their car was full of drugs and drug paraphernalia when they were arrested." He looked sternly at Eliza before saying, "That does not mean you're out of the woods, young lady. There's a good chance some idiot judge will release them pending trial. So, be sensible and ensure you're with someone when you leave your house."
Eliza agreed, and the burly copper turned his attention to Stanley. He reluctantly said, "I have to issue you a summons to appear in court for the assault of one Dimitry Grinev--reporter for The Daily Wire. You may remain silent, and anything you say may be used as evidence against you. Do you have anything to say?"
Stanley looked at Paul, who shook his head.
Sergeant Peachey sighed heavily before handing over the summons. Then he said, "You never heard this from me, but if you subpoena a copy of the reporter's questions, I doubt any jury in the world will find you guilty. I asked the guys from The Brisbane Times to keep their copy in case that asshole 'somehow lost that tape'. They'll hand it over if necessary."
"Thank you for your help, Sergeant," Stanley said politely, getting up when the beefy police officer stood. He showed the sergeant to the door before returning to the kitchen.
Paul Katsoolie looked at the family and said, "I'll pitch this case as a public service to my firm. I'm one of the senior partners, so I should be able to convince them to allow me to do the case pro bono. If not, I'll do it on my own time."
"Thank you, Paul," Alice and Stanley said together. Paul typically billed at over $3,000/hour, so limiting that expenditure was a relief.
"My pleasure," Paul said as he stood and left.
Eliza followed Paul out to where the limo waited. Although Paul was shorter and slenderer than the older men she preferred, his calm dominance was right in her wheelhouse. She thanked him at the limo's door and hinted she was available to babysit if he'd like.
Paul knew what Eliza was hinting at, but he decided to play with a straight bat. "My youngest is the same age as you, Eliza," he said, smiling. "However, I understand you're studying law. It's too late for this semester, but if you put your application in for next semester, I'll ensure you get one of the paid internships for the remainder of the year."
"That will work," Eliza said sultrily, batting her pretty eyes at the older man.
"I don't fuck my interns," Paul said flatly.
"Oh," Eliza said, taken aback. "I didn't mean to indicate I was available."
"Yes, you did," Paul grinned. "You won't be my intern." He got in his car and left.
Perplexed, Eliza watched the limo back out and drive away. Paul had led her on a merry chase, and she had no idea where she stood with him. Sighing, she looked longingly at Rob and Alannah's place. It had been four weeks since she'd spent the night fucking the older couple, and she hadn't seen or heard a peep from either of them since. She was confused about that, too. Rob had said she could serve him just a step below Alannah, but now they didn't even talk to her.
Now that the school year was in full swing and she'd started her law degree, she hadn't had much opportunity to search for older, mid-forties-plus men with delectable dad bods she could seduce. She'd worked consistently through January, but when school had returned, she was reduced to the occasional Friday or Saturday job. Still, she'd scored a job working from six until nine Monday to Friday nights at the Coles Supermarket in the same shopping centre as her old Kmart job. She was a checkout chick, or a 'terminal tart', as her father teased.
Eliza flirted with the harried older men as they impatiently waited for her to scan their items but hadn't succeeded in seducing any of them yet. Currently, Eliza's only sexual relief, other than her trusty fingers, was the occasional visits with Barry. But with the weather cooling, the excuse that she was over to cool off in the pool wouldn't work much longer. Although why Barry was so insistent that his mother didn't think they were an item and fucking was beyond her.
She went inside and up to her room. She was lying on her bed when her instant messenger chirped. She checked and saw it was Barry. "Hey, Baz. How's they hangin'?" She asked.
"Your street cred has not improved, Eliza," Barry chortled.
"Aye. But I cannae speak Scottish becaw nain can unnerstand me. Do ya ken?" Eliza replied in what she imagined was a Scottish brogue.
"I have no idea what the hell that was supposed to be. Nor do I know what the fuck you said," Barry chuckled.
"I said, 'If you want me to fuck you again, you'd better be nicer to me'," Eliza growled.
"Yes, oh she with the divine pussy," Barry dared to joke. His growing self-confidence meant whilst Barry certainly wasn't swimming in first-year pussy, he was definitely getting more interest than in his entire time in high school. He'd been on several dates and had even scored twice. Both girls wanted Barry to take them out again. Something he felt he owed Eliza for since she'd taught him how to control his orgasm and ensure he pleased his lover first.
Barry had confided in Eliza about his two conquests. Perhaps he'd hoped she would be at least a little jealous, but Eliza appeared gratified Barry's lessons had paid off for him. And him being with those women hadn't stopped Eliza fucking him when they got together.
"Why are you calling, Baz?" Eliza asked bluntly. It had been an emotional day, and all she wanted to do was get into bed, finger herself to an orgasm and then sleep.
"Mum and Dad want to know if you can babysit for them tomorrow. I'm going out with a crowd from uni and won't be home. Dad will pick you up around 5:30 if you will."
"Sure," Eliza agreed, her sweet little pussy pulsing as she remembered blowing Bruce, Barry's dad, when he took her home the last time she'd sat for them.
"Do you want to come over and catch up on the weekend?" Barry asked.
"Yeah, prolly," Eliza replied. "Call me Saturday sometime."
"Will do," Barry answered before disconnecting the call.
Eliza played with her nubbin as she relived blowing Bruce but couldn't quite get there. She called Barry back. He was lying on the bed reading a reference book. Eliza adjusted her phone so it showed her thin landing strip and engorged clitoris. "Want to help get me off?" Eliza asked coquettishly.
"Fuck, yes!" Barry exclaimed, flicking his bedding aside to show he was naked and erect.
"Hmm, nice hard-on, Barry. Is that for me?"
"Yes!" Barry averred, lying. He'd been watching a series of look-alike porn videos featuring his favourite celebrity crushes, including Dua Lipa and Selena Gomez.
"Liar," Eliza teased. "You were watching porn behind that reference book you were holding up to fool your mum."
"Maybe," Barry grinned. "So what if I was? It's hard for you now."
Eliza chuckled as her fingers stroked along her slit and dived into her slippery pussy. "So what, indeed," she purred. "Talk dirty to me, Barry."
"You rotten old vegetable, you," Barry teased. "You stale piece of bread."
"Asshole!" Eliza giggled, amused by Barry's antics despite him being ridiculous. However, Barry's mischievous playing relaxed Eliza's tension, and she began climbing toward her climactic peak.
"Your breasts feel so wonderful in my hands, Eliza," Bary purred. "I love how stiff your nipples get in my mouth and how wet your pussy gets when I slide my fingers inside you." He continued, "I love how you writhe when I massage your G-spot, and I adore how you tell me how much you enjoy making love with me. Cum for me, Eliza. Let me see your sweet nectar pour from your velvety cunt."
"Gawd, Barry!" Eliza groaned as her orgasm hit.
Barry changed to using explicit language to describe Eliza's intimate parts. "That's it, you horny slut," Barry growled. "Finger your slutty cunt and squeeze your whore tits. Show me what a good little cocksucker you are."
Eliza peaked again before slowly opening her eyes and smiling at her friend. "Thanks, Baz. I needed that. I want you to cum for me, okay? Imagine me kneeling before you, begging you to cum on my face!"
"Shiitttttt, Eliza!!!!!" Barry hissed as his prostate cramped and cum blasted from his cock's eye.
The duo said goodbye again, and Eliza rolled over and immediately fell asleep.
Eliza wandered through her day, barely paying attention to her lectures and only minimally contributing to her study groups. Her mind kept replaying the night she'd almost become a victim of 'The Babysitter Rapists'. She realised that if Barry hadn't been there to help her escape in his car, she may very well have become another statistic. Something that did not sit well with her.
In between classes, Eliza perused the noticeboard--an old-fashioned concept but one that still worked. She found what she was looking for: An advert for self-defence classes. She eschewed the ones for 'women only' and took the tab with the number for the Jujutsu class off campus. Getting home, Eliza phoned the number and made an appointment to meet with the sensei the following Monday after class.
Checking the time, Eliza showered and dressed. She wore a conservative, full-length skirt below a loose-fitting top as she typically did. However, underneath these unflattering garments, she'd worn a matching white G-string and push-up bra set, white silk stockings, and suspenders. Just in case, you know? She'd convinced Bruce to allow her to blow him once, but he'd kept his distance since then. Eliza knew it wasn't a lack of desire on Bruce's part. Instead, he was fearful of getting caught and losing three-quarters of everything to his plump wife.
Bruce turned up at 5:30 as planned, and they drove to his place without saying much. Eliza could tell Bruce wanted to say something about their previous escapade but was unsure how to open the conversation. For her part, Eliza thought bringing their sex act up was gauche to the extreme, so she didn't mention it.
Eliza followed Bruce inside and said hello to Carol before turning to Bill and Eddy, Barry's younger brothers, and saying, "Okay. Who's getting their ass whooped first?"
The last battle between Eliza and the boys was a close-run thing, with Eliza purposefully throwing her third match against Bill because she thought he deserved a kiss. However, Eliza had been practising for just this moment, and tonight, she was going to hand out some drubbings.
"Be good," Carol called as she and Bruce left the house.
Eliza and the boys ignored her because Eddie, who had gone first, was already down one match and was about to lose the second.
"No fair!" Eddie protested when a flying, roundhouse kick knocked his player on her ass and out for the count. "You've been practising!"
"And you haven't?" Eliza asked archly.
"Well, yeah," Eddie admitted, changing seats with Bill. "But you're a girl, and you're not supposed to like fighter games, let alone be any good at them!"
"Oops!" Bill guffawed, knowing his younger brother had just stepped in it.
"And I suppose women should remain barefoot, pregnant, and in the kitchen?" Eliza asked dangerously.
Realising he'd just landed in an enormous pile of excrement, Eddie backpedalled as fast as possible. "What? Ahh, umm, no. I just meant most girls aren't any good at fighter games."
"And you think I'm 'most girls'?" Eliza questioned icily.
"Oh, umm, well, no," Eddie stumbled. "You're the best girl in the world."
"Too damned right I am," Eliza giggled, letting Eddie off the hook. "Don't make assumptions based on gender, Eddie," she admonished him. "I can be a girly girl and still kick your ass at Street Fighter."
"Which you did quite convincingly," Bill said in what he hoped was a mature, suave voice. It was somewhat marred by the squeaks at the end of his words caused by his voice breaking. Bill had turned thirteen, and things were starting to happen. For the first time since he'd met Eliza, Bill was aware she was a woman and not a 'girl who babysat him'.
However, all of Bill's supposed suaveness did him as much use as Eddie's young, gauche enthusiasm. His fighter also went down into two brutally short fights.
"Bad luck, boys," Eliza sniggered. "Now, I'm pretty sure your rooms are a boys' typically disgusting mess, so we're going to make your mum happy and clean them from top to bottom. Then, I'll put you some dinner together before kicking your asses again."
She expected some resistance, but to her surprise, the boys quickly agreed. She wandered up about twenty minutes later and found the boys had done as she'd asked. There was a pile of washing that needed doing, but everything had been picked up and put away. They hadn't even stuffed everything under their beds or in their closets as she suspected they would.
Eliza put on a load of washing before going downstairs and making dinner. Carol had left out all the trimmings to make hamburgers, so other than having to fry the patties and eggs, she didn't have to do much. The boys ate two burgers each quickly and immediately challenged Eliza to a rematch. It went about as well for them as the first round.
Even though it was a Friday night, the boys still had a curfew, which they obeyed with only minimal grumbling. Eliza hung out the first load of washing and put another on before Bruce and Carol came home. She was pulling the second load out of the washer when Carol found her.
"Oh," Carol said, amazed. "Where did all the dirty washing come from?"
"I whupped your boys' asses at Street Fighter and then told them they had to clean their rooms as my winning prize."
"Wonder if that would work for you, too, dear?" Bruce teased his wife, spinning his car keys around his finger. "Sit with us and enjoy a nightcap before I take you home, Eliza?" Bruce asked.
"Sure," Eliza agreed.
Bruce fetched shot glasses and poured some Baileys Irish Cream into them, then they sat at the table talking about the court case and whether Eliza thought she was in any danger from the perverted couple. Eliza didn't think she was considering Jake and Penny were still in jail, waiting for their court case on drug production and possession.
After a second shot, Carol announced she felt tired and was going to bed. It seemed a little sudden, but Bruce wasn't concerned, so Eliza decided she didn't need to be either. She said goodnight to the chubby older woman and waited for Bruce to suggest he took her home, which he did when he returned from helping his wife into bed.
They got into Bruce's work ute and drove away. They'd driven for about five minutes before Eliza said, "This isn't the way to my place."



"No, it isn't," Bruce grinned. "You said the last time I took you home that you wanted to fuck me. I'm hoping you still do because I'm driving towards my workplace. There's a breakroom with a single bed that I hoped we could use."
"What about Carol?" Eliza asked despite her sweet little pussy clenching at the thought of taking Bruce's enormous wang.
"I crushed two of her sleeping pills into her Baileys," Bruce admitted guiltily. "She won't wake up until midmorning tomorrow."
"You bad, bad man," Eliza grinned, sliding across the ute's bench seat and placing her hand on Bruce's swelling cock. She unzipped him and took him out. Bruce had a thick cock that was bigger than any Eliza had seen, although her next-door neighbour, Rob, was close. She undid her belt and got onto her hands and knees before gobbling him down. But no matter how hard she tried to force it in, Eliza could not get the last inch-and-a-half to go down her throat.
"We're here," Bruce panted as he desperately forced off his orgasm.
Eliza reluctantly released Bruce's cock and got out of the ute. She followed him through the entrance door and down to the breakroom. It was clear when they entered that someone had cleaned up and ensured the bed coverings were fresh. Bruce turned expectantly, hoping his kids' nineteen-year-old babysitter would be pleased. She was.
Eliza grinned and pushed Bruce's chest hard. He stumbled back and fell onto the bed. Eliza knelt and pulled Bruce's pants down far enough to gobble down his cock again. She briefly released him. "No holding back this time," she demanded. "Gift me your cum as quickly as possible."
"Gawd!" Bruce moaned as his big balls churned, ready to dump their load into his throbbing cock. He'd never heard a woman describe his cum as a 'gift' before. Then, he felt Eliza's dainty hand cupping his balls and immediately lost it. Acting instinctively, he clasped the back of Eliza's head and forced her mouth down his shaft until her lips pressed against his hairy abdomen. The sound of her choking only added to his pleasure as he erupted into her throat, blasting several spurts directly into the young woman's stomach before releasing her.
"Naughty boy," Eliza grinned, her mascara running down her face and her lipstick smeared. "I'll have to punish you for that."
"Sorry..." Bruce mumbled.
"Don't be," Eliza smiled as she stood and began dancing to an unheard track. "I loved it. So dominant and manly."
She swayed her hips and shimmied before Bruce, slowly peeling off her loose T-shirt before facing away from him and dropping it to the floor. Bruce's erection immediately roared back to life, and he reached for Eliza. She danced out of his reach before looking seductively over her shoulder at him. Eliza grabbed her long skirt and started rucking it up to reveal her silk stockings. "Oh, Gawd," Bruce moaned as Eliza's stocking tops and suspenders came into view. He unawarely reached for her ass, but Eliza danced away again.
Eliza danced toward him, showily undoing her skirt's front button and zip. Then, just out of reach, she turned, dropped her skirt and bent over at the waist, displaying her gorgeous, tight round ass in its tiny G-string to her older lover. Bruce moaned again as Eliza's thumbs slid into her G-string's lace top, and she wriggled her ass as she pulled them down her shapely legs. Eliza stepped out of her panties and then tossed them over her shoulder. They landed on Bruce's face with seemingly unerring accuracy. He snatched them off his face and smelled them appreciatively.
Eliza looked over her shoulder suggestively as she reached behind her back and undid her bra. When the clasp was undone, she turned and held the cups to her firm breasts and bent over, displaying the swells of her mounds to the awe-struck older man. Bruce hadn't been celibate before marrying Carol, but nor had he been precisely a 'lady's man'. He'd had some success at wooing his peers into bed, but he'd never come across a woman as blatantly sexual as his sons' babysitter was.
Bruce felt like a teenager with his first woman again. However, he suspected that Eliza needed a man--a real man and not some gawping teenager. He stood and took Eliza's bra in his hands. He pulled it from her unresisting fingers before growling, "On your knees and finish undressing me."
"Yes, Sir," Eliza said obediently. She knelt and undid Bruce's shoelaces so she could remove his shoes and socks. Then, she pulled his pants down to his ankles and helped him to step out of them. Being on her knees meant she was too low to remove Bruce's polo, but he took care of that for her, and Eliza leant back onto her hands to admire Bruce's lean but pot-bellied physique. Bruce wasn't gym-fit. Instead, his muscles and leanness were from years of hard physical labour, often in the harsh Queensland sun. In Eliza's opinion, Bruce was ruggedly handsome, and he had her motors swiftly revving towards her redline.
Bruce loomed over the young woman, stroking his cock, and wondering how to proceed. He accidentally did precisely what Eliza needed: He forced her onto her back and sat on her chest. Then, he grabbed the back of her head and pushed his enormous cock back into her mouth. Holding tightly, he remorselessly forced his entire cock into Eliza's mouth and down her throat, delighting as she gagged and retched. He was impressed that she didn't try to prevent him from owning her mouth--merely accepting whatever he wanted to do to her as his right.
"Make me cum," Bruce demanded. It was a bit of a silly demand, really. In the position she was in, lying on her back with Bruce perched on her body and his cock buried in her throat, there was little she could do to 'make' him do anything. However, Eliza sealed her lips around Bruce's shaft, sucked hard, and tried to dance her tongue over and around his enormous cock. "Good girl," Bruce crooned as he rocked his cock in her mouth.
His words pleased Eliza, and she did her best to increase her ministrations to her older lover's dick. It worked because, with a guttural moan, Bruce unloaded into Eliza's mouth. She accepted his second gift as avidly as she had his first. Eliza released Bruce's cock from her mouth when he let go of her head and stood up. With Bruce being forty-something, she knew he'd need a little time to recharge, so she set about erotically stimulating him visually.
Dancing around the small room, Eliza searched for some inspiration. She found it with the breakroom table. She slid onto it, facing Bruce, who staggered back and sank onto the bed. Re-thinking, Eliza stood and sensuously removed her suspenders before easing back onto the table. Then, she lifted her foot and slowly and erotically peeled the stocking off her left leg. She dropped that foot and repeated with her right. Next, she lifted both heels onto the table before her leanly muscular ass and used her fingers to spread her wet sex.
"Gawd!" Bruce groaned awedly.
"Gawd, indeed," Eliza smiled. "Come closer." Bruce slid onto his knees and knee-walked across to her. Eliza dipped her first two fingers into her sweltering pussy before rubbing them under Bruce's nose, wetting his upper lip with her heady aroma. She dipped them back into her pussy before offering them to Bruce's lips. With his eyes wide open, Bruce parted his lips and sucked Eliza's finger into his mouth.
Eliza was teasing the older man by taking control, but it wasn't what she wanted. Fortunately, Bruce understood her needs because with his dick bouncing in time with his desire, he picked Eliza up off the table and lowered her onto his enormous, throbbing cock. She glided down his turgid pole until Bruce's cock head nestled against her cervix--at which point, Eliza surrendered to the older man, and her eyes rolled back as she orgasmed, flooding Bruce's balls with her lady cum.
Holding the svelte teenager in his muscular arms, Bruce lifted and lowered her along his long, thick shaft until her eyes fluttered open again. She looked wonderingly up at him before squealing and cumming again.
Twice more, Bruce made her cum in this position before he lowered her onto the bed and pummelled her into oblivion. Finally, she had to beg him to stop because her poor, ravaged pussy couldn't take any more. Bruce smiled happily before short-stroking several times and unloading into Eliza's welcoming vulva. Feeling Bruce's thick seed squirting against her cervix, Eliza leapt into a final orgasm and passed out. With his strength failing, Bruce managed to roll so he didn't fall on Eliza and crush her. He, too, fell asleep.
Bruce woke up at an unknown time later, with Eliza squatting on his enormous tool. Her hands were in the middle of his chest, and she pushed on it to help raise and lower herself along his lengthy cock. He grinned at her as he held her slender hips in his big hands and helped her along his throbbing pole. Bruce knew the young woman would orgasm when his cum hit her cervix, so he relaxed and revelled in having the tightest pussy he'd ever been inside wrapped around his cock.
"Cumming," Bruce warned as his prostate cramped and his balls clamped against his shaft. His ejaculate rocketed through his swelling cock and blasted into the young woman above him.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!" Eliza sighed as Bruce's tool spat cum against her cervix and catapulted her into another blissful orgasm.
Eliza continued riding her older lover until his cock wilted and fell from her sloppy pussy. Then, she moved down and used her mouth to clean the cum from his body, hoping he'd 'rise to the occasion' again. However, Bruce was done for the night.
There was a shower in the changing room, but Bruce couldn't afford to return home smelling freshly showered, so Eliza got clean and then used a washer to remove any signs they'd been fucking from Bruce's body. When they were sure no incriminating evidence was left, Bruce and Eliza dressed, and Bruce took her home.
"I hope we can do this again," Eliza said meaningfully when Bruce pulled into her driveway.
"Me, too," Bruce said as he regretfully watched Eliza's tight buns bounce up the stairs and into her home. He backed out and drove away, his lengthy cock already stiffening in anticipation of fucking the youngster again. Carol was still sound asleep, so he was able to slip into bed without her being aware of the time.
Eliza woke up the next morning and had another shower. Her pussy still leaked her older lover's spend, and she didn't want to ruin another pair of underpants. She put on a pair of tight denim shorts and a white T-shirt sans bra. She was meeting her girl posse at the plaza for lunch and would need either her mum or dad to give her a ride up there. Her Dad had already left for golf, but Alice happily took her daughter up and promised to come and get her when she called.
Eliza had a scary moment when she thought a panel van that passed them as her mother turned into the shopping centre was driven by Jake. She shook it off, knowing he and Penny were both still in jail, awaiting their trial. She spent an enjoyable afternoon laughing, joking, and hanging out with her friends. Two had left school and gotten jobs while the rest were at uni. None, however, had Eliza's OP score and weren't at The University of Queensland, St Lucia as she was.
Eliza's friend, Ingrid, dropped her home in time for Eliza to borrow her mother's car and drive to Barry's place. He'd messaged while she was with her posse, and she'd agreed to come over.
"Hey, Bruce. Hey, Carol," Eliza said as she strode into their home when Barry opened the door.
"Hey, Eliza," Barry replied, not bothering to look up from his phone, although his long cock stiffened and rolled as he remembered the previous night. He'd already given it to Carol twice that morning, imagining she was Eliza. With his two youngest at sports and with Barry and Eliza going outside to the pool, he contemplated seeing if Carol wanted to go again.
"Hey, Eliza," Carol answered, her face colouring. She knew she should probably be pissed that every time Eliza babysat for them, Bruce wouldn't leave her alone for a week afterwards. Carol was aware her husband's excitement came from fantasising about their son's friend, but she wasn't one to look a gift horse in the mouth. Carol was an earthy woman who enjoyed sex but had let her weight get away from her and didn't have the self-discipline to diet and exercise enough to get it back off. She knew that most of the reason that she and Bruce hardly ever fucked was because she was no longer physically attractive to him. However, she held no fears about their marriage because they were still compatible in every other way.
Carol wasn't bothered when Eliza followed Barry to his room before returning wearing a swimsuit. Although they weren't boyfriend/girlfriend, only a fool would believe they weren't fucking. She did admire Eliza's svelte body a little enviously, but then she thought, 'Let's see what she looks like at forty after bearing three children.' Unfortunately for Carol's self-esteem, she remembered that Alice, Eliza's mother, was her age and still as slim as Eliza.
Barry and Eliza swam some laps before sitting on the pool's edge and chatting. Although Barry was a typical teenage boy and wanted to fuck her, he was smart enough to know if he played it cool and let Eliza come to him, he stood a much better chance of getting his wish. He knew he wasn't precisely Eliza's 'second choice', but he wasn't what she was looking for either. However, she was fun to be around, made love with him regularly, and they had the most amazing video phone sex. Barry would wholeheartedly accept that from her and never complain. He still held hope she'd eventually see him as a potential life partner, though, maybe when he had matured and was in his thirties. Barry needed to ensure that he didn't cruel his chances before then.
After swimming, chatting, and swimming some more, they got out and went inside. Barry watched his gorgeous friend undressing and drying off, and, of course, the usual happened--Barry was stiffer than a steel pole, and his balls ached with need. Eliza grinned at him and rolled her eyes before kneeling and taking him in her mouth. She sucked him before leaning back and saying, "I don't need anything in return, Baz. So, gift me as quickly as possible, okay?" She took him back in her mouth. Barry immediately groaned and lost his lollies into Eliza's greedily sucking mouth.
Eliza grinned and winked at him before putting her clothes back on and following him downstairs. They sat at the kitchen bench, chatting with Carol and Bruce until Bill and Eddie returned. They immediately challenged Eliza to a rematch, which they also immediately lost. Laughing at their chagrin, Eliza said goodbye and headed home.
The rest of the weekend passed uneventfully, and then it was Monday.
Eliza had her introductory Jujutsu lesson booked for after her last class, so she took her mother to work and then used her mother's car to travel to the university. After her classes, Eliza drove to St Lucia for her first session with the dojo's sensei. The dojo's master was an older man named John Moseley. Besides being no taller than Eliza herself, John was right in Eliza's wheelhouse for older lovers: Calm, competent, mature, and dominant. Her pussy was wet even before they grappled.
By the time John had manhandled Eliza several times to place her hands, feet, or body in the positions he wanted, Eliza's pussy was positively frothing at the thought of grappling naked with the handsome instructor. He'd pin her before sliding his thick, dominant cock into her willing pussy.
"May I assume you will return for further lessons?" John asked.
"Yes, Sensei," Eliza replied.
Sensei Moseley gave Eliza her first gi and showed her how to put it on and belt it securely. Of course, it had a white belt, but John assured Eliza that she had potential and would climb belts quickly if she applied herself. She thanked the sensei and left to return home.
As she exited the dojo's carpark, she spotted what she thought was the same van that had passed her on her way to meet her friends on Saturday. Eliza shook it off again, but when she got home, she realised she was right to be afraid. The family's lawyer, Paul Katsoolie, sat with her brothers and parents at their kitchen table.
"The Maddoxes made bail," Paul announced without any preamble.
"What do you mean 'made bail'?" Stanley snarled as Eliza sat stunned. "I thought they were waiting to be tried for drug possession and production?"
"They are," Paul explained. "But the same idiotic crown prosecutor who flubbed their attempted rape trial didn't oppose the Maddoxes' lawyer's bail request."
"The Maddoxes work for someone who has the crown prosecutor in their pocket," Eliza stated. She didn't 'know' for sure, but she 'knew' she was correct. "He didn't flub the trial. He purposefully didn't prosecute it to the fullest because he'd been told not to."
"I believe you're correct," Paul unwillingly replied. "My firm and I have had similar seemingly 'open-and-shut' cases suddenly go tits up because of this drongo's incompetence."
"Tell me that you're fucking kidding me," Stanley snarled as the rest of his family looked on, stunned.
Paul shook his head, and Eliza stated, "I thought I saw Jake pass us driving a beat-up Toyota van when Mum dropped me at the mall on Saturday morning. I also thought I saw the same van this afternoon when I left the dojo to return home."
"I'll kill the fucking arsehole," Stanley angrily stated. "Point me where the bastard is, and I guarantee he won't bother anyone ever again."
After warning Stanley to do no such thing and to call the police if he saw Jake or Penny, Paul headed home.
Things got worse a week later. Sergeant Peachey pulled up in his squad car and, after being invited inside, informed the family that Jake and Penny hadn't appeared in court that morning to face their charges. They'd skipped on their Parole Officer and were 'on the lam'. The beefy sergeant promised to swing patrol cars past the Johnson household as often as possible but emphasised that wouldn't be very often. He once again suggested that Eliza stay home until Jake and Penny were caught and tried. The brawny sergeant sighed when Eliza adamantly refused.
The family discussed how to keep Eliza safe without stifling her. The biggest problem was her going to uni. At the moment, it was a painful, almost one-hour journey by bus for Eliza to get to St Lucia. It would have been worse except for the green bridge between Dutton Park and the University of Queensland. Stanley and Alice agreed there was no choice but to buy Eliza a car, but there was still the problem of having to park it somewhere she could safely walk to and from to get to her lectures and classes. The family decided the best bet was to book a permanent Uber to take Eliza to and from St Lucia.
Things settled into a rhythm. Eliza drove her new car to uni on the days she had a lesson with Sensei Moseley and took an Uber for the other days. She hadn't seen Jake, Penny, or the panel van she'd thought she'd seen Jake driving, and Eliza began to relax.
There was the occasional weird thing--sometimes she thought she'd seen Rob or Alannah, but when she turned towards them, they'd gone. Other times, Eliza caught sight of someone who looked like Sensei, Sergeant Peachey, Barry, Bruce, or even Barry's younger brother, Bill. However, if any of those people had seen her, they didn't come forward. She shrugged the sightings off as nerves or look-alikes only glimpsed sideways, but not someone she knew when she turned towards them. Still, she sometimes felt watched, though not by someone with ill intent. Eliza shrugged it off as nerves.
Beth, one of the two lipstick lesbians Eliza had previously sat for, called a couple of weeks after Sergeant Peachey had passed on the news of Jake and Penny's absconding. She booked Eliza for the following Saturday night and asked if Eliza would sleep over because they wouldn't be back until the wee-wee hours and would probably be quite drunk when they did.



After her one night of lesbian love with Alannah, Eliza was keen to experiment with women again. But with Rob and Alannah being seemingly standoffish, she didn't know how to go about requiting that desire. Eliza figured she could go into The Valley and visit a known lesbian hangout, but doing that seemed gauche, desperate even. As far as Eliza knew, none of her friends were gay or bisexual, so she didn't dare approach one of them. Therefore, Beth's invitation sent fluttery feelings pulsing through Eliza's sweet little pussy. Beth had indicated that she and her partner, Cheryl, thought Eliza was 'as hot as fuck' and intimated they wanted to play with her, so Eliza had hoped for more than a paid sleepover.
Eliza came home the following day to an empty house. Alice had left work to go to the league's club to pick up Blair and Rhett after their practice. It was too early for her father to be home, so Eliza was alone for close to an hour before Stanley would return. As she pulled into her driveway, an old, battered Toyota van slowed as if to stop outside her house. The windows were heavily tinted, and Eliza couldn't see who was driving. Her heart froze, and she ran for the house when, suddenly, the van accelerated away. Eliza turned and saw a cop car cruise past.
'Just someone perving on me,' Eliza told herself. But she carefully locked the door and checked all the doors and windows before she could relax and begin to study.
Saturday came without any incidences, and Eliza once again wondered if she was just being paranoid. However, the feeling of being watched by someone benign had been overwhelmed with the feeling that someone sinister was watching her every move, waiting for a chance to hurt her. She hadn't heard from her lawyer or Sergeant Peachey, so she knew Jake and Penny were still out there somewhere. She hoped they were running for their lives in another state but suspected they were loitering around Brisbane somewhere.
Stanley dropped Eliza off at Beth and Cheryl's place and elicited a promise that she'd be careful before he let her out of the car. Eliza kissed her father's cheek and got out of the vehicle. Stanley watched until Beth opened the door, and his daughter walked inside. He took the walkie-talkie out of the glove box and turned it on. "Anyone got ears?" He asked.
"Barry here, we're parked down the road in my mum's car, watching the house," Barry replied after the typical squelch as one person released the talk button and the next pushed his. He had Bill with him. If there were an incident, Bill would call the cops as Barry ran to do what he could to help.
Bruce and Stanley had discussed the probability of The Babysitter Rapists making a play to get revenge on Eliza and thought the probabilities were high they would. Together, they'd assembled a posse to tail Eliza wherever she went to ensure she was safe. The posse consisted of Stanley and Alice, Blair and Rhett, Bruce and Carol, Barry, Bill, Rob and Alannah, and Sensei John. They were all taking self-defence lessons from Sensei Moseley, so they'd be of more use if Jake and Penny turned up. Barry and Bill had offered to cover tonight.
No one thought Jake and Penny would try to assault three women simultaneously, but it wasn't worth the risk that they would. The van that Eliza described had been spotted in her vicinity by several posse members, but no one had been able to confirm who was driving it. They'd given several licence plate numbers to Sergeant Peachey, and they'd all come back as either stolen plates or cars, which didn't help track the miscreants down.
Eliza walked inside Beth and Cheryl's place and was immediately swept into a passionate embrace and kiss by the beautiful forty-year-old Beth. Cheryl grinned at her and insisted on receiving the same. Then, the gorgeous lesbians took Eliza's hands and guided her into their dining room. Three other young women moved confidently through the area, putting dinner and drinks on the table. There was no sign of Beth and Cheryl's child.
"I must confess that we brought you here under false pretences," Cheryl smilingly said in her rich, contralto voice. "We've sent Benjamin to Beth's mother's place, and we've brought you here to have our wicked way with you."
"Oh, have you now?" Eliza delightedly laughed. "And here I was merely hoping one of you might like to help me explore. I've made love with one woman since I last babysat for you, and I'm keen to try some more."
Beth's face fell before she sadly said, "We were hoping to be your first, but I guess that boat's sailed. However," she said, brightening up. "It means we don't have to coax you into bed with you being unwilling."
Dinner was scrumptious and served elegantly, with the three serving girls swirling through the room. The young women sensuously touched each other as they passed, often stopping to exchange an erotic kiss before continuing on. Beth and Cheryl took the sights onboard as if they were nothing to watch. Perhaps, to them, they weren't, but Eliza's pussy was on fire, and she found herself biting her bottom lip, wishing it was she being kissed and touched.
"I take it that you like our young friends," Beth giggled, leaning over to touch Eliza's arm. Eliza almost jumped from the electric shock that coursed through her body and exploded in her pussy.
"Yes," Eliza admitted. "They're very beautiful and sensuously seductive."
"Would you like one of them to kiss you?" Cheryl asked archly.
Eliza shook her head. "I'd rather kiss you and Beth."
"Well, that can be arranged," Cheryl said seductively. Then, she spoke to the three helpers, "Thanks, girls. Beth and I will see you for lunch tomorrow."
The three women curtsied and left.
"Interesting," Eliza said. "What was that all about? Surely you didn't think they'd seduce me if I didn't want to be?"
"They're young women we're mentoring," Beth explained. "We teach them how to dress, do their makeup, and act when in genteel society. It helps them when they interview for a job or internship. We're also teaching them to cook and serve dinner while looking elegant."
"You certainly succeeded in the 'elegant' part," Eliza admitted. "They are three very sexy, sensuous women."
"Ahh," Beth giggled. "The lost art of seduction. Cheryl and I are both confirmed lesbians without a skerrick of interest in what a man has between his legs. However, if you can seduce men successfully without ever promising them anything, your way in this world is paved much smoother." Beth giggled again before adding, "I very much doubt you need any lessons on how to seduce a man. Am I right, my little vixen?"
"You might be right," Eliza said, batting her eyes and trying for coquettish innocence, mostly succeeding.
"Oh, how rich," Cheryl purred in her sexy contralto voice. "I think we have a slut who's trying for the ingenue."
"Didn't fool you, huh?" Eliza grinned.
"Not at all," Cheryl chuckled. "Good try, though." Cheryl parted her thighs to show her skirt's split went all the way to her glistening, hairless pussy. She lifted her knees, raised her eyebrow and asked, "Would you like to taste?"
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Eliza growled as her pussy frothed and spasmed, imagining lapping at Cheryl's exposed snatch.
"Take your dress off, and show me what you've got first," Cheryl demanded as she spread her skirt off her toned thighs, delectably displaying her wet sex to the teenager.
Eliza had dressed way more daringly than she typically did when she'd prepared herself to come over. Usually, Eliza dressed down to alleviate any concerns the mother might have about her husband trying to seduce Eliza. When meeting a new couple, Eliza firmly addressed the mother and almost totally ignored the father. Eliza even flirted a little with the mother as if to indicate she was a lesbian. It worked because Eliza had never attended an interview and not gotten the job.
Tonight, however, Eliza had dressed to impress. Going too short or having too much cleavage exposed would elicit questions from her family, but Eliza's dress clung to every slender, shapely centimetre of her youthful body. She looked so sexy that even her father and brothers had looked, gulped, and then turned away, guiltily embarrassed for ogling their daughter's/sister's charms.
Eliza's dress had a side zip underneath her left armpit. She danced away from the table and undid it. Then, she shimmied so that the left dress strap fell off her slender shoulder. She turned and danced back towards where Beth and Cheryl sat, holding the dress to her breasts as she eased her left arm out. Next, Eliza danced away as she slid her dress off her right arm. Spinning athletically on her heels, Eliza faced her two prospective lovers and bent ninety degrees at her waist. She teased her two new friends by pretending to drop her dress top several times before straightening and turning away.
Eliza danced for Beth and Cheryl's erotic pleasure before she suddenly turned to face them. Then, without a preamble or effort to seduce, Eliza dropped her sheath dress to the floor and stepped out of it. Eliza's sublimely shapely but slender body was erotically exposed to the lesbian women. She was dressed only in suspenders and stockings, a tiny G-string and a string bra with cups that barely covered Eliza's stiffened pencil-eraser-sized nipples.
Beth and Cheryl gasped and clung to each other as their libidos exploded. They'd thought they'd need to seduce the teenager they were both fixated on slowly. However, it was blatantly obvious that it was Eliza who was doing the seducing, and the two thirty to forty-something-year-old women were her willing victims.
Eliza danced past them, feigning she was about to remove her bra. But instead, she danced back and stopped, facing away from the pair. Then, Eliza wriggled her butt sexily as she slowly lowered her G-string. She bent at the waist again before reaching between her legs and spreading her pussylips for her new lovers viewing pleasure.
"OMG!" Beth breathed as she admired Eliza's glistening pussy.
Eliza turned to face the older women before she seductively slunk across and climbed onto Beth's left leg and Cheryl's right. She cupped her breasts and purred, "My nipples seem to lack mouths on them, don't you think?" Cheryl and Beth giggled before pulling Eliza's bra cups aside and latching their lips around Eliza's rock-hard nipples. "Yesss!" Eliza hissed as she held her lovers' heads to her breasts.
Eliza was enjoying being in charge, but she wasn't really a top and hoped the older women would take charge of her. Then, as if reading her mind, Beth's and Cheryl's fingers stroked over Eliza's parted inner thighs and slid up to her juicy cunt. Beth's finger slid inside the teenager's frothing pussy as Cheryl's thumb found her clitoris. Fingers, Eliza didn't know whose, tickled along her perineum and rimmed her chocolate starfish. Simultaneously, the two older women sucked Eliza's nipples hard and bit down on them.
"Oh, Gawd!" Eliza exclaimed as her first orgasm of the night hit. As she shuddered with orgasm aftershocks, Cheryl gently pushed her off their thighs before spreading her shapely legs around the youngster's body. Then, Cheryl placed her hand on the back of Eliza's head before guiding Eliza onto her sweltering pussy. Eliza had time to shiver with anticipation before her lips descended onto Cheryl's succulent labia--labia that was thickly coated with Cheryl's arousal. "Hmm," Eliza purred as she tasted the older woman's flowing juices.
"Oh, my," Cheryl joked. "Looks like we have a natural pussy licker, Beth, baby."
Beth showily studied Eliza's actions before chuckling and saying, "I agree, an absolute natural. Let's see if she likes receiving as much as she enjoys giving."
Beth knelt and parted Eliza's athletically slender butt cheeks and pressed her nose into Eliza's cleft before running her tongue from the young woman's dripping entrance to her tiny rosebud. Eliza shuddered and moaned into Cheryl's pussy as another climax climbed swiftly inside her. But before she could leap from her orgasm's peak, Beth removed her tongue and teased, "Receives as eagerly as she gives. I think we have a candidate for double-penetration." Beth stuffed her face back into Eliza's cleft and lashed her dripping pushy with her tongue. As another enormous orgasm blasted her soul into atoms, Eliza squealed her delight into Cheryl's pussy.
Shaking from her latest climax, Eliza allowed her older lovers to guide her down the hallway to their bedroom. The beautiful lesbians undressed and climbed onto the bed on either side of Eliza. Taking turns kissing the teenager, the two women patiently drove Eliza back up to her climactic peak, laughing delightedly when Eliza leapt off it, screaming her delight to the ceiling.
Cheryl and Beth momentarily rolled off the bed so they could buckle on their strap-ons. Eliza watched interestedly as her lovers oiled their 'cocks' before climbing onto the bed. Cheryl placed a knee between Eliza's svelte thighs, and the teenager lay back and willingly parted them, allowing Cheryl to slide her 6-inch 'cock' into Eliza's dripping vulva. Cheryl gently fucked her young lover for several minutes before easing her hand between Eliza and the mattress and gripping the teenager's ass.
Cheryl rolled them both over before encouraging Eliza onto her knees. Beth placed her hand on Eliza's tailbone before directing her 'cock's' tip onto Eliza's tiny dark star. Then, pushing gently but insistently, Beth remorselessly drilled her 'cock' into Eliza's ass.
"Fuck!" Eliza grunted as her knot opened, and Beth glided inside her tightly gripping anus. It was the first time Eliza had cocks in both of her lower love holes simultaneously, and she found the experience profoundly exciting. She immediately wondered if she knew two men who would do her like that, although none came immediately to mind.
Beth, with her 'cock' fully inserted in Eliza's rarely used ass, held still, waiting for the young woman to relax. It didn't take long before Eliza shuddered and relaxed onto Cheryl. Their similar-sized breasts were firmly pressed together, and both women's nipples were like diamond-tipped points of arousal, boring into the other woman's bosom. Cheryl tilted her head to kiss the younger woman, and Eliza responded ardently.
Above her, Beth slid about half her 'cock' out of Eliza's rarely used ass before shoving it back in firmly. The forceful push impaled Eliza on Cheryl's 'cock' and forced its tip to scrape across Eliza's G-spot. Beth repeated the same action faster, then faster, and then faster again. It was a divine, exquisite, stimulating torture, Eliza thought as she raced towards her peak faster than she ever had before. Then, with a squeal that could be heard a block away, Eliza orgasmed on the twin cocks ploughing her fuck holes open.
She received no relief from her older lesbian lovers because Beth immediately flipped her off Cheryl's cock and onto her back. Then, after a quick wipe down with an antiseptic wet wipe, Beth leapt onto Eliza and forcefully shoved her cock into the younger woman's gaping cunt. Beth pounded Eliza until she knew the younger woman was about to cum again. But then, maddeningly, Beth stopped.
Eliza's eyes opened in time to see Cheryl loom over Beth's right shoulder. She heard Beth's gasp as Cheryl rammed her 'cock' into Beth's drooling, squelchingly hot pussy. Cheryl's toned abdomen crashing into Beth's muscular ass slammed Beth's 'cock' to its fullest depth inside Eliza and caused the tip to rap against Eliza's cervix. Something she loved but had only experienced twice, once with Rob and then with Bruce.
Cheryl chuckled at Eliza's 'O' face and rammed her cock into Beth again. The same series of events reoccurred, and all Eliza could do was wrench her hips up to meet the inward thrust of Beth's 'cock' and make another 'O' face. Cheryl laughed delightedly and began to rapid-punch her 'cock' into Beth. Beth became a passenger at that point, so she concentrated on kissing the young woman beneath her and playing with Eliza's diamond-tipped nipples.
It was too much, Eliza realised. She surrendered to the delicious sensations her older lovers elicited from her divine body. Eliza had been forcefully fucked by several of her older lovers, including Rob and Bruce, but she'd never before been lifted to such heights so swiftly and efficiently. Her head tilted to the side, and she shrieked as a seemingly never-ending orgasm shattered her very soul.
An unknown time later, Eliza became aware that her cheek rested on a pair of delightfully soft pillows. She then became aware that a gifted, knowledgeable tongue slid from her clitoris down to her entrance and back again. Eliza opened her eyes and, spotting a turgid nipple close to her lips, licked it before sucking it into her mouth.
"Would you do me the honour of tasting me?" Cheryl purred in her rich, contralto voice.
"I'd love to," Eliza stated. Beth moved away from her pussy, and Eliza rolled onto her stomach, resting on her elbows. Her lips were mere millimetres from Cheryl's glistening vulva, and Cheryl's heady aroma filled her nostrils. Despite only having done this once before, Eliza confidently slid her tongue out and probed Cheryl's wet, heated depths.
"Oh, my," Cheryl moaned, placing her hand on the back of Eliza's head and grinding her pussy against the younger woman's lips.
Eliza allowed her older lover to take charge and wasn't surprised when the forceful Cheryl rolled her over onto her back, straddled her tits and lowered her soaking snatch onto Eliza's mouth. Eliza felt soft hands lifting and parting her knees before an even softer pair of lips descended onto her sweet little nubbin. Two fingers slid inside Eliza's tight, slippery channel before they curled up and back and found her G-spot. Eliza moaned into Cheryl's pussy, and the lips on her nubbin immediately sealed around it, and a tongue lashed her clitoris.
"Oh, Gaaaaaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwddddddddddddd!!!!" Eliza moaned as another will-breaking climax tumbled her down the slope of Mount Climax. Eliza was sure she hit every orgasm bolder on her way down. By the time she'd reached its base, she was nothing but a puddle of sweat and pussy fluids.
Mercifully, the lips left her cum switch, and Eliza could concentrate on trying to please the pussy still tightly pushed against her lips. Cheryl's hand slid beneath Eliza's head, and she demanded, "Make me cum, you pussy munching slut!"
Eliza moved her hands to grip Cheryl's taut ass globes, and she pulled the older woman onto her mouth. Tipping her head back, Eliza found Cheryl's clitoris and slashed her tongue over it. Next, she sucked the older blonde woman's cum switch into her mouth and gently bit it before battering as hard as possible with her tongue.
"Oh, yessss!" Cheryl hissed as her climax hit. She swung her leg over Eliza's body, and Beth took her place.
Eliza smiled, pleased she'd returned at least one orgasm to her older lovers. But then, Eliza felt her knees being pushed up and apart again. Cheryl had belted her strap-on back into place and was easing it into Eliza's dribbling pussy. Before she could get Beth to her climactic peak, Cheryl blasted Eliza from hers.
The night passed with seemingly never-ending orgasms for Eliza. However, towards the night's end, her two older lovers relented, and Eliza got a chance to use the strap-ons on her two new friends. Eliza found trying to fuck wearing a 'cock' was a strange experience, but one she swiftly fell in love with. Her brain immediately went to Barry, and she wondered if he'd let her peg him if she purchased a strap-on.
It was after midday when Cheryl dropped Eliza home. She waved hello to her mother and father, went to her room, stripped, and collapsed into bed. Eliza had had some fairly rambunctious sex before, but she'd never been as thoroughly fucked as she had been the previous night, and she was exhausted.



Fortunately, she didn't have a gig that night, so after sleeping through until 4:00 p.m., she got out of bed and groggily made her way to the kitchen. Her mother looked at her and chuckled before making Eliza a chicken, cheese, and mayonnaise sandwich and handing it to her along with a strong coffee. Eliza mumbled "Thanks" appreciatively before wolfing the sandwich down.
"Tough night?" Alice asked.
"Not really," Eliza denied. "I just got to talking with Cheryl and Beth, and time ran away from us."
"Sure, sure," Alice accepted. However, she remembered her teen years and returning home, walking just as her daughter had, and that walk certainly wasn't from 'talking'.
Eliza finished her sandwich and staggered back to bed. Alice sent Rhett to fetch her for dinner, but Eliza mumbled something incoherent, which Rhett decided meant to stop bothering her, so he went back to the dining room.
Her instant messenger's chirping woke Eliza up the following morning. Unthinkingly, she sat up, exposing her tight B-cup breasts to Barry. She thought to cover herself but figured he'd seen, kissed, suckled, and held them so often that seeing them again was no biggie. "Whatchu want?" She mumbled.
"To see your tits, of course," Barry chortled.
"Then, enjoy," Eliza replied, propping the phone so its camera focused on her boobs. "I'm going back to sleep."
"I was wondering if you wanted to come over and hang out," Barry chuckled.
"Aww, you just want to see them in real life," Eliza drawled.
"Yeah, I do," Barry admitted. "But you're also pretty cool to hang with because you're smart enough to follow the things I like to talk about."
"Flattery will only occasionally get you somewhere," Eliza teased. However, she remembered wondering if Barry would let her peg him, so she agreed to come over. "Give me about an hour to shower, get dressed, and have something to eat," Eliza said. "Then, I'll come over."
"If you haven't eaten, would you like to go to the new place, umm, Banter Coffee House? I'll come and pick you up if you do."
"Sure," Eliza agreed. "Give me forty minutes to shower and get dressed.
"Done," Barry said.
"You're not watching me shower, you doofus," Eliza giggled.
"Aww," Bary mock protested. "See ya in forty." He hung up the call.
"Going out with Barry," Eliza announced as she passed her mother. She went outside and jumped in Barry's car.
"What time will you be back?" Alice asked, but her daughter had already closed the front door. 'It'll be alright,' Alice thought, but she felt a sense of foreboding hanging over her. Alice's grandmother claimed to have 'Second Sight' and that she could 'see the future' occasionally. Alice held no such illusions, but bad things happened when she felt like she did that day.
The first confirmation that something was wrong was when Sergeant Peachey phoned. "Hello, Alice. Sergeant Peachey speaking," the burly copper said. "Is Eliza there?"
"No, she left with Barry Gommersal around two hours ago," Alice replied.
"Your daughter hasn't called since then?"
"Why?" Alice asked fearfully.
"Barry's car was discovered upside down in a ditch near the Uniting Church on Wondall Road," Sergeant Peachey explained. "No one was inside it, and there have been no reports of an accident. Also, Barry's parents haven't heard from him."
"Are they at the hospital?" Alice queried.
"There were no reports of an ambulance being called, and neither of the cab companies received a pick-up call from that area. Uber says they never got a ride request either."
"They've got them, haven't they?" Alice asked, despite suspecting she already knew.
"We shouldn't jump to conclusions," the sergeant soothed. "The accident may have been Barry's fault, and they just called a friend to come and get them."
"Do you believe that?" Alice asked.
"No," Sergeant Peachey admitted. "Neither of their phones is emitting a signal, so they've either been turned off or destroyed." There were voices in the background and the sounds of the sergeant talking to someone. "The accident crew have found Barry's and Eliza's phones. They were in the water in the ditch beside Barry's car."
"Oh, shit," Alice said, bursting into tears and sinking to the floor.
"Alice," the sergeant said. "Alice? I know you're distraught, but I need you to staunch up, okay?" He heard the woman suck a few deep breaths. "You with me, Alice?"
"Yes," Alice said firmly. There might be time to be weak and cry later, but now? Now was the time for her to be strong. Her baby was possibly in grave danger, and it was time to be Mumma Bear.
"What time did Eliza leave with Barry?"
Alice thought back. She'd been playing some inane game on her phone and just put it down when Eliza walked past and outside. "12:01 p.m.," she confidently stated. "I'd just put my phone down when Eliza left."
"Did she say where they were going or if they were meeting someone?" Sergeant Peachey asked.
"No," Alice said. "Only that she was going out with Barry."
Eliza came to when she heard her clothes being cut from her body. She shook her head, trying to clear it before realising she was spreadeagled on a bed. She tried to pull her hands to her chest and stop whoever was cutting off her top. Only then did she discover her wrists and ankles were tied to the bed's four corners. The realisation of what happened came crashing back.
Barry had arrived to pick her up, and they'd barely pulled out of Bognor Street into Wondall Road when a rusty old van had T-boned them just behind the front passenger door. It shoved them off the road into a ditch. Eliza was knocked unconscious by the impact. She came to when she felt hands dragging her from the car. Initially, Eliza was grateful to whoever was helping her from the wreck, but then Penny hissed, "She's waking up!" A cloth covered her nose and mouth, and she slipped into unconsciousness again.
"Leave her alone!" Barry yelled from beside where Eliza was bound.
"Shut up, fag boy," Jake growled. "Or I'll gut you where you stand."
"Just leave her alone," Barry pleaded as Eliza turned her head to look for him.
She saw him. Barry's hands were tied together and attached to a portable suspension crane above his head. His toes were barely on the ground, with most of his weight suspended. The strain on Barry's wrists and shoulders was already apparent in his pained face. Barry's ankles were tied together, too. He was helpless but still kicking and struggling, trying to get free and rescue her.
"Boys," Penny giggled as she took the knife from Jake. "My man is the only real man in three states. Don't believe me? Watch Miss Prissy I'm Too Good To Suck Jake's Cock. Watch how pathetic your boy is."
Moving with scary efficiency, Penny sliced the clothes from Barry, leaving him naked and vulnerable. Barry's usually stout and thick 6-inch cock had shrivelled to almost nothing from fear. His balls had virtually climbed back into his body.
"Leave him alone!" Eliza yelled.
"Oh, I'm not going to hurt your pretty boy, Miss Prissy Eliza," Penny taunted. "After all, he did nothing to us. I will use him to show you how pathetic your chosen men are, though, and why you should have submitted to my man willingly. We have only hurt the prissy ones like you who think you're too good for us. The rest we've sent home with massive smiles on their faces because they know they've been fucked by a real man. Show her, Jake"
Jake faced Eliza and dropped his sweatpants. A ragingly hard, thick and lengthy cock bounced into view. Before Rob and Bruce, it would have been the biggest cock Eliza had ever seen. Now? Now, it barely made the top three. "Is that it?" Eliza snickered, trying to shift their kidnappers' attention to her and away from Barry.
Jake seemed amused by Eliza's question, but Penny's look was one of pure, murderous hate. Eliza slid the needle further in by opining, "I'm surprised that you can feel Jake at all, given how sloppy your cunt must be. Tell me, do you have to have a big dick fuck you because you're so stretched down there that a normal-sized cock would rattle around like a shotgun pellet in a glass jar?"
Penny screeched something unintelligible as she raised the knife and leapt at Eliza. Jake intercepted her and took the knife away. "After we're done raping her every hole," Jake stated. "After we've stuck our cocks in her cunt, arse, and mouth, you can stick the knife in them and watch the prissy bitch bleed out."
"Promise, baby?" Penny snarled.
"I promise, baby," Jake agreed.
"Good. I'm following you through her, though, yeah? I'll use that 14-inch strap-on we used on that fat cow who insulted you. I'll rip her holes open, then stick my fist and the knife in her fuck holes and cut the slut deep inside."
"Gawd, you make me hot talking like that," Jake moaned as he fingered Penny's pussy.
"We'll bleed the bitch out and then fuck in her warm blood, baby," Penny stated as if doing things like that was a wholesome thing for two lovers to do.
"Hmm, I might have to bleed her now so we can fuck in her blood before we bust her fuck holes open."
"You're such a romantic, baby," Penny said, seemingly entranced by the idea. Then she regretfully sighed and said, "She's weak, though. If you cut her, she'll pass out, and we won't get to hear her scream as we rip her cunt and ass open."
"Yeah, you're probably right, baby," Jake said, also sounding regretful. "How about you show Miss Prissy-Pissy Pants how pathetic her boy is?"
Penny moved to kneel before Barry as Jake moved to the opposite side of the bed. He grabbed Eliza by her jaw and the back of her head. "You'll keep your eyes open and watch because, if you don't, I will cut your eyelids so you can't close them," he growled.
Eliza watched as Penny slowly eased Barry's balls away from his body and took his wilted cock in her mouth. Nothing much happened for quite some time, but then Barry moaned, and he unawarely started thrusting into Penny's mouth. Seconds later, Barry's anguished groan echoed through the room as his cock erupted into Penny's greedily sucking orifice.
"Hold her head still and force her mouth open," Penny mumbled around the sperm in her mouth. Jake squeezed Eliza's jaw until her mouth sprung open, at which stage Penny opened her mouth and let Barry's cum drop out of her mouth into Eliza's.
Eliza theatrically swallowed Barry's cum before saying, "Hey, Baz. Even after your splooge has been in a skank's mouth, it still tastes delicious. Shame I couldn't get it directly from the source." She looked at Penny disdainfully before grinning and saying, "You dumb slut. By dumping Barry's gift into my mouth, you wasted the best part of giving a blowjob."
"Swallowing is disgusting and only shows what a whore you are," Penny screeched, searching for the knife that Jake had taken from her.
Eliza feigned pity and addressed Jake, "It's no wonder you have to get decent sex elsewhere. This skank is dud root, huh? If she doesn't swallow, does she at least take it up the ass and do ass-to-mouth for you?"
Penny's rage made her screech unintelligibly again, and Jake had to hold her away from Eliza's tied body forcibly. "Once we've ruined her holes, you can cut the whore's nipples and clitoris off before making her eat them. Then, maybe you can cut her boy's balls off as she watched and then make her eat those, too."
"I'm going to cut the bitch, alright," Penny snarled. Then, she addressed Eliza directly. "Any more bullshit from you, and I'll cut your pretty boy. Do you hear me, bitch?"
"Go ahead and let her cut me," Barry said bravely. "That bitch is crazy, and ain't neither of us getting out of here alive."
"You still can," Eliza said pleadingly. "Just do what they want you to, and you can still make it out of here alive."
"Eliza, they've let me see their faces. I can positively ID them to the police and the jurors. Do you still think they're letting me out of here alive?"
Eliza began crying when she realised that Barry was right. They weren't getting out of here alive. But then, her will hardened, and she was defiantly committed to not offering a peep as Jake and Penny did their worst. "Enough with the foreplay," Eliza growled. "I thought we were here to fuck, not exchange pleasantries."
Penny screeched again and made another lunge for Eliza's throat. "Wait your turn, skank," Eliza said witheringly. "The adults are about to have some fun, so sit your flabby ass down and wait."
Jake moved between Eliza's thighs and positioned his precum-dripping cock at her entrance. "You're perky, I'll give you that--perky and insanely brave. But you're still getting my cock in all three of your holes."
"Yeah, I kind of like her holes just as they are," Rob said calmly as he eased up beside the bed. He grabbed Jake by the scruff of his neck and unceremoniously threw him across the room and into the wall.
Jake bounced off the wall and fell into a heap on the floor. Rob turned to Alannah. "You got the skank, babe?"
"Yes," Alannah said. She held Penny in a full-nelson hold. "Deal with the rapist. Use his knife to cut his cock off so he can never rape another." Penny tried to struggle free, and Alannah slammed her head into the wall. "Hold still, or I'll dislocate your damned shoulders before I break your fool neck," Alannah snarled.
Jake struggled to his feet, his eyes flicking back and forth as he searched for an escape. He lunged at Rob before spinning on his heel and leaping through a glass window. He hit the ground, bounced to his feet, and was immediately clubbed back down by Sensei Moseley. Jake tried to get up, but Sergeant Peachey's size 15 boot planted between Jake's shoulders, pinning him to the ground. "You're under arrest for attempted rape and murder," the sergeant informed Jake as he cuffed him behind his back. "You do not have to say anything; anything you say can be used as evidence against you."
Rob took the screeching, howling Penny off Alannah and unapologetically forced her face down onto the ground with her wrists in his hands and his knee between her shoulder blades. Alannah released Eliza's ties and used them to tie Penny's wrists and ankles together.
"Being a rope bunny has its uses," Alannah giggled as she helped Eliza up.
There wasn't anything to cover Eliza's nakedness until Rob removed his polo shirt and gave it to her. Alannah had more difficulty untying Barry and had to resort to carefully cutting the ropes. Unfortunately, Barry had to remain naked until more police officers rushed into the building. One of the female officers had blankets, which she offered to Eliza and Barry. They covered themselves and followed the officer out of the building.
Stanley, Alice, Bruce, and Carol screamed up in Stanley's Pajero as Barry and Eliza exited the building. Alice was out the door running even before the car stopped sliding. She slammed into Eliza, almost knocking them both to the ground.
"Did they hurt you, baby?" Alice wailed.
"Rob and Alannah rescued us just in time, Mum," Eliza explained, adrenaline suddenly surging through her body as she realised how close to being raped she'd been. She burst into tears.
"I'm glad you decided I wasn't enough by myself and tailed us," Barry gratefully said to Rob and Alannah. "I'd never have believed they'd be crazy enough to crash us off the road in broad daylight."
"They had help," Rob growled. "It was the van we'd spotted several times that crashed into you, but it wasn't Jake or Penny driving. They were waiting, parked in another stolen car. When the van smashed you off the road, the Maddoxes swooped in in their stolen car and told the passersby they were taking you to hospital. None of the idiot witnesses even questioned them."
"Do we know who helped them?" Barry asked.
"No, but Alannah got a couple of good pictures of him as he scrambled away. He got into a third stolen car and left in the opposite direction."
"How did you get the police and Sensei Moseley here so quickly?"
"I was coming over to take my turn on overwatch," Sensei John explained. "Rob called me after Alannah called the cops and told me where they were."
"Sergeant Peachey was heading home after his shift when I called him," Alannah added. "He got the police rolling."
"You left your rescue until quite late," Barry said, shuddering. "I thought I would have to watch Jake rape Eliza."
"We lost them when they turned into the warehouse complex," Rob snarled. "I wasn't following closely enough because I was worried that they'd realise they'd been discovered and would flee after killing you and Eliza. Luckily, Alannah spotted Jake lowering the warehouse door. Then, with you two inside and no way of knowing who else was there, we had to wait for backup before we could risk going in."
"Well, you saved Eliza from anything physical happening, but with Jake between her legs and about to rape her, I'm sure she'll have nightmares about it for years."
"I'm sure, too," Alannah sighed. "It might turn her into a lesbian, too. You realise? Not because she's exclusively attracted to women but because one didn't try to rape her."
"Yeah, if you'd heard Penny, then you'd know that's not necessarily true. Penny was threatening to fuck Eliza in her ass and vagina with an enormous fake cock and then shove her fist into those holes whilst holding a knife."
"Ouch," Alannah winced, imagining the pain of having that done.
Alice finally let her daughter go, and after briefly hugging her father, Eliza walked tentatively across to where Rob, Alannah, Barry, and Sensei John stood. "Thank you," Eliza said sweetly. "If I'd known you were trailing me, I would have been pissed. But now I'm glad you were."
"Sergeant Peachey insisted those two would go after you, baby," Stanley, who had followed his daughter across to the group, explained. "I asked some of my and your friends to help, which they were glad to do."
Eliza flung herself into Rob's and Alannah's arms and hugged them both fiercely. "Thank you so very much," she said as tears flowed again.
"You're welcome, honey," Alannah sniffed as her tears joined Eliza's. "I'm just glad we got there before they hurt you too badly."
"Sorry to interrupt," Sergeant Peachey said. "Barry, Eliza, you'll need to come into the station tomorrow to give your statements, but I've cleared it with the big brass to let you go home now. I'm on until 3:00 p.m. tomorrow, so come in before then, okay?"
Barry feared that Eliza would hate him for cumming for Penny, but he accepted when she insisted that he sit with her in the back of Stanley's Pajero. "Sorry about that thing with Penny," Barry mumbled embarrassedly.
Eliza hugged him warmly, "Baz, you cannot stop your body's natural reaction to receiving a blowjob, regardless of the circumstances or who is giving it. So, don't worry about it, okay?" Eliza snuggled against him before whispering, "I won't have any problems blowing you when we get a chance, okay?"
Baz unexpectedly sobbed. He hadn't realised he was close to bawling, and Eliza was taken aback because Barry had never shown much emotion or weakness when she was with him. "I couldn't stop them, Eliza," he quietly sniffed. "I couldn't do anything except cum in that skank's mouth. I felt so useless."
"And all I could do was lie there and wait to be raped," Eliza replied. "You did what you could, and by us switching their concentration back and forth between us, we gave Rob and the others the time to find and rescue us. You were so brave when you told Penny to cut you anyway rather than let them hurt me."
"I reckon I'd have pissed myself if she actually had," Barry chuckled humourlessly.
"Well, I'm glad you were there, Baz. I could be brave because I knew you were being brave, too."
They arrived at Stanley, and Alice's place to find the entire crew was there. Rob and Alannah held hands. Blair and Rhett stood outside, waiting for their family to return. Bruce and Carol had brought Bill over, and Sensei John Moseley stood to one side quietly. Eliza moved between her protectors, thanking each of them with a kiss and a hug. Then, Stanley invited them all inside. He left drinks to Alice and went with Blair and Rhett to start the BBQ.



Things were quite happy and jovial until Sergeant Peachey pulled up. He got out of the squad car, leaving his hat behind. Eliza had worked out that that meant he wasn't there on official business. After inviting the burly copper inside, Stanley and the rest sat or stood around the table, waiting to hear what he had to say.
Sergeant Peachey sighed. He hated being the bearer of bad news, but he felt the Johnson family needed to know Eliza wasn't out of the woods yet. "Our crime techs identified the man in Alannah's photos," The sergeant stated. "His name is Spike Adamson. Yes, that is his name. He had it changed from Morris to Spike by deed poll. Frankly, Stanley, he's bad news. He's been in and out of jail for the last eighteen years. Primarily for armed robbery, but his previous two convictions were for rape."
Alice burst into tears and clung to Stanley. Eliza clung almost as tightly to Barry.
"How likely is it that this Spike will try to get at our daughter?" Stanley asked.
"I'm hoping he's running for a border as fast as he can," Sergeant Peachey stated. "But we can't take that for granted." He looked around the room approvingly. "These are your Guardian Angels?"
Eliza nodded, "Apparently so. Although, I didn't know until today that I needed any."
The officer grinned and looked around the room. "So few people take my advice," he said. "I'm glad, for Eliza's sake, you did." Sergeant Peachey turned his attention back to Stanley. "Spike's aggression has been escalating. We believe he's now addicted to ice and is, therefore, unpredictable. I'd advise Eliza to stay at home until we find and arrest him. However, I know she will not abide by that decision, so I suggest your Guardian Angels maintain their patrols."
After an earnest invitation from Eliza, the burly sergeant walked to his squad car, changed into a simple black T-shirt and joined the party in the Johnsons' backyard. Eliza saw the older man out of his uniform and, for the first time, realised Sergeant Peachey wasn't overweight in terms of being fat. Instead, he was muscular to the extreme. Her eyes slid down, and she realised her favourite copper swung a large bat indeed. Visions of what Jake intended to do to her disappeared as she imagined surrendering to the burly copper.
Drinks flowed freely, and even though drinking alcohol before turning eighteen was illegal in Queensland, Sergeant Peachey pretended he didn't notice Bill, Blair and Rhett drinking beer with their fathers.
Eliza wondered how to open a conversation with the police sergeant. Eventually, she lamely asked, "Umm, so when you're off duty, Sergeant. What should I call you?"
"Well, my ex-wife used to call me 'Asshole' mainly," the sergeant chuckled. "But I'd prefer Greg, thanks."
Eliza chuckled with him, and they were soon involved in a discussion. Greg's estimation of the young woman swung further upwards. Her calm demeanour when she'd first come into his station had impressed him, and everything she'd done since made him realise she was a remarkable young woman. Several times during their conversation, Greg was sure that Eliza was flirting with him. However, he knew that couldn't be true, so he ignored his body's instinctive response to a beautiful woman showing an interest in him. Greg was closer to sixty and retirement than he cared to admit, so he knew a teenager wouldn't be interested in a grizzled police sergeant with too many years behind him and not enough in front. 'My sons are older than her, and my grandchildren aren't much younger,' Greg realised.
Greg's disbelief lasted until he said goodnight to the group and walked outside to his car. Eliza slipped from the party behind him, and when he got in the car, she slid into the seat beside him. Before Sergeant Peachey could stop her, Eliza had his cock out and in her mouth. Greg lost his first load when he realised Eliza's lips were against his hairy abdomen.
Although Eliza released Greg's cock from her mouth, she kept hold of it and kissed softly along the shaft as she hummed her delight. Greg shuddered as he felt his wilting cock reverse direction and inflate again. 'Whose wouldn't when a teenager's lips are around it?' Greg wondered.
Eliza smiled happily up at the burly sergeant as she worked her petite hand along Greg's shaft, encouraging him to climb to his peak again. Sergeant Peachey thought he'd cum in her hand, but before he could, Eliza's succulent lips wrapped around his cock's head, and she sucked voraciously. "Oh, Gawd!" Sergeant Peachey moaned as he filled the young vixen's mouth again.
Eliza giggled, grabbed Greg's wrist and pen and wrote her number on his palm. "Call me when you have a day off, and we'll take this to the next step." Eliza slid out of the dumbfounded police officer's car and glided around the house to rejoin the party.
"Unfuckingbelievable," Sergeant Peachey rumbled as he took his phone out and entered Eliza's number. He sent her a text immediately, hoping it was a legitimate number.
Eliza's phone buzzed as she sat on a wicker chair next to her mother. She checked it and saw it was from the beefy police sergeant. Eliza smiled happily and sent him a 'thumbs up' back.

The End.
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"Ahh, thank Gawd for that!" Michelle Weezy muttered as she eased her control brief down her legs, releasing her enormous 8-inch cock, and letting her plum-sized balls fall free. Most of the girls on the LPGA tour wore bike shorts or control briefs so the pervert photographers and crowd members couldn't take photos of their barely covered snatch. Michelle had to wear them to hide she was a Futa--a Futanari woman.
Ms Weezy was a true hermaphrodite with a tight, sweet, rarely used pussy beneath her long, thick cock and bouncing balls. Despite preferring to use her cock to get off, Michelle did enjoy inserting Ben-wa balls inside her pussy when she played practice rounds. She loved how wet they made her as she walked the course. The ache in her tucked-away balls was worth the massive orgasm she had when she returned home or to her hotel room.
Michelle wrapped her slender hand around her meaty cock and stroked it to full rigidity. Her eyes closed as she recalled the events leading up to being 'seduced to the dark side' by her first lesbian lover, Kerrie Witt. Kerrie, who was then the world's number one female golfer, is also a Futa.
Michelle had lost her 'cock's virginity' fairly early on in her life. Her high school had a golf team, and Michelle was good enough to play number one for it. Her team wasn't precisely an all-sex team, but it recognised talent. The rules didn't specify the sex of the competitors, so Michelle was allowed to play. Michele was the only girl playing in the entire competition. Something that annoyed the shit out of the many boys she trounced in their matches. After one competition, an arrogant little prick who had been one of only two people to defeat her that year disparagingly insulted Michelle's abilities and told her to stick to 'playing with her dolls'.
Michelle said nothing as the boy, James Day, an Aussie/Filipino on a scholarship from Australia, insulted her. James was a bit of a pretty boy, and Michelle felt an unexpected lurch in her control briefs as she imagined forcing her cock into his mouth to shut him up.
Thinking he'd won, James strutted from the room and walked to where the buses waited to take them back to their school. Michelle unobtrusively slid out one of the side doors and, seeing he was alone, challenged, "You, me, Bellrose Park, 4:00 p.m. tomorrow. Three challenges: Long Drive. Closest to the power pole in the middle of the park with a six-iron. First to land in the rubbish bin from 100 yards. Best two out of three wins."
"What's in it for me when I win?" James challenged.
"I'll suck your cock right there in the park," Michelle stated flatly. "You have to get your cock out and show me if you lose."
Michelle knew she had him because James' cock immediately tented his pants.
"Bet you chicken out and don't even turn up," James sneered.
"Bet you cry like a bitch when I win the first two challenges, and you have to get your cock out," Michelle sneered back. "No witnesses. Just you and me."
"Make it easier for you to wimp out, I guess," James snickered.
More of their teammates exited the club before Michelle could retort, so she melted back into the darkness and circled behind them as if she'd just left the club.
Michelle arrived at the park around an hour before she was due to challenge James. Michelle used this area to practice regularly, and she knew there was a spot to hit from where the wind fluked. It appeared to be in your face, but if you hit down the left-hand side, there was typically a tailwind on that side. Also, if you hit towards the power pole from here, the wind was much more directly into your face than it seemed. Michelle practised launching her driver down the left side before changing to hitting choked-down six irons to the pole. Then, she went back to the carpark to wait.
James pulled up in a surprisingly beat-up Corolla. Michelle had assumed that James's parents were rich because he attended the poshest private high school in the area. However, James had little money to spend above what his scholarship paid. If his courses hadn't been covered, he'd never have been able to leave Jimboomba.
Michelle felt a little sympathy before remembering that James was still an arrogant little misogynist prick. Her heart steeled, and she vowed to kick his sexy... she meant to think arrogant... ass.
"Want to warm up?" Michelle asked as arrogantly as possible. "You will need to."
"Nah," James cackled. "I could probably out-drive you one-handed."
He was in for a shock. Michelle currently led the driving averages--302 yards to James' 298.
"You first, then. Show us what you ain't got," Michelle sneered.
Feeling the wind in his face, James did what Michelle expected--he teed the ball lower than usual and played the shot to stay low into the wind. He didn't know it, but it was a huge mistake. The grass in the park was Kikuyu, a grass well known to grab rolling golf balls and bring them to a stop quickly. Also, James got no help from the tailwind that began just past the dirt bank to their left.
Still, it was a lengthy shot, and Michelle knew she had to produce one of her best if she were to beat it. "Nice shot," she said grudgingly. They were both using Titleist balls, so she showed James the stylised 'm' she drew on her balls before teeing up. James snickered when he saw that Michelle had teed her ball way up. But he gasped when she lashed it, and it took off on the prevailing wind. They walked after the balls, but James knew he was already one down in the best-of-three challenge. Still, he estimated the power pole they were to fire at next was closer to 200 yards away than not, and he didn't think Michelle had any chance of hitting a six-iron that far.
He was wrong.
James had misjudged the wind again. He thought that the light, fluky wind into his face wouldn't affect his ball much. But as his shot climbed above the bank, it hit the face of the wind and ballooned into the air. It dropped well short of the power pole.
Michelle chuckled before she choked down on her club and played it a little further back in her stance. Michelle's ball was still climbing when it passed James'. Michelle turned to James expectantly. She raised an eyebrow and stared at his groin. "Well?" She drawled.
"Double or nothing on the 100-yard challenge," James bargained desperately. He'd confidently told his mates about how the gorgeous Korean/American woman they'd played earlier had challenged him and how he was about to have his cock sucked by her.
"Told ya you'd be crying like a bitch," Michelle smirked.
"Fuck you, Weezy," James snarled. "You know what we all call you behind your back? The Big Easy. Just like Ernie Els, except it's because we all know you're a slut and fucked your teachers to get on the team."
"So, what exactly does 'double' look like in this fantasy world of yours?" Michelle asked through gritted teeth. Her double was going to something extreme, like making him take his clothes off and go home naked. "What does 'nothing' look like?"
"'Nothing looks like both us leaving and never saying anything about this to anyone ever again. Double means I have to do what you want me to for the rest of the day."
Michelle figured it was enough. Undoubtedly, she had proven her point, and even if no one else would hear about it, James would know that she'd bested him--whipped him like the cur he was, in fact.
"Done," Michelle agreed. "But you will regret saying I could do anything to you."
"Oh, I'm sure that I will," James gloated. Practising from 100 yards out was his forte. James knew that almost two-thirds of the shots in a round of golf were from inside 120 yards, and that was where he spent most of his practice time. Unfortunately, he'd underestimated his opponent again.
Michelle had left knee problems for most of the year, which limited her practice to wedges and putting. Her record 100 yards from this bin and from this spot, was three out of ten shots in the bin. Given the 'bin' was a yellow box attached to a wooden pole with the pole between the bin and them and that the bin's mouth was only twelve inches by eight, three out of ten was elite.
"You go first this time," James said confidently. He doubted Michelle would hit her ball within three yards of the bin.
He was wrong about that, too. Michelle dropped her ball, used the club's head to stage it as she wanted, and then struck a perfect, three-quarter-swing shot. "Nothing but net," Michelle chortled as the ball clanged into the bin.
James gulped and prepared for his turn. He placed the ball so that it was sitting perfectly, went through his entire routine, hit the shot, closed his eyes and prayed.
"Off the rim and in," Michelle acknowledged.
Her second shot hit the rim and bounced away, giving James a chance to win this challenge. He wasn't even close. Michelle's third shot also clanged off the rim but bounced away, leaving James with a second chance to leave with his pride intact. His shot didn't reach the bin, let alone go in. The shifting, fluky wind that Michelle was used to judging had James wholly bamboozled.
"This to see your cock," Michelle announced. She swung, and they watched the ball fly true, seemingly unaffected by the wind. It hit the bin's far rim and rattled back and forth several times before falling inside.
"Shit!" James sighed defeatedly. With no real hope at all, he hit his fourth shot. For most of its journey, it looked like James had saved himself the humiliation of being Michelle's slave, but then, an errant wind gust blew the ball offline, and it hit the ground away from the bin.
Michelle turned to him. She'd been close to James for close to an hour now. He smelt of fresh sweat and man. Although she had her meaty cock tucked away, she had to squeeze her thighs tightly together to prevent it from popping out from between them. She was also wet, which was rare. Typically, Michelle either got wet or stiff, not both. "Take it out," she growled.
"What?" James protested. "I'm not doing that here in the open!"
"You would have expected me to get on my knees and suck it, though. Wouldn't you, you asshole?" Michelle steamed. She was horny and sexually frustrated. Images of forcing James to his knees and making him suck her cock rocketed through her head. Thoughts of humiliating him and busting his ass wide open as he screamed also played in her mind. 'He deserves it', she thought. 'The arsehole would have made me suck his cock. Therefore, the prick can suck mine.'
Michelle grabbed James' arm and twisted. James protested and tried to escape, but to his surprise, Michelle was stronger than him, and she forced him onto the ground. This part of the park was hidden from the road by trees and thick foliage, and Michelle felt no compunction in pulling down James' shorts and exposing his rapidly thickening, 6-inch cock. 'Less than a mouthful,' Michelle thought, disappointed. She lowered her mouth onto it anyway.
Michelle was a virgin in the strictest sense of the word. She'd never even been sexually kissed, let alone anything more. However, her libido had maxed out, and she spent many nights fantasising about sucking a cock. To that end, she'd practised on bananas and carrots so that when the time came, she could welcome her man's entire shaft into her willing mouth.
"Oh, Gawd," James groaned. He stopped resisting, and instead, he thrust his cock into Michelle's warm, moist, accepting mouth.
Michelle worked her mouth up and down James' shaft, listening to his moans and groans and allowing them to guide her actions. Although she'd only watched porn on her phone and computer, she could tell by how James' entire body stiffened that he was about to cum. Even so, she was shocked when he ejaculated into her mouth. In the porn she'd watched, the man always pulled out and came on the woman's face or tits. Still, Michelle decided she liked the taste, so she swallowed gleefully.
James let out a satisfied smile before he taunted, "I was supposed to get a blowjob for winning. If I'd known you would blow me anyway, I wouldn't have bothered trying so hard." His eyes dropped, and he gasped, "What the hell's that?"
Michelle had pulled her control brief down, freeing her enormous 8-inch cock. It bounced and throbbed as she gazed at James greedily.
"'Fuck this!" James growled. "I ain't no poo-pusher or cock swallower. Get away from me, you freak!"
"You got yours, asshole," Michelle growled. "Now I'm getting mine." She grabbed James' ankle and pulled him back. She sat on his chest with her throbbing, thick cock grasped in her hand. "Suck, bitch," Michelle demanded.
James tried to pull away, but Michelle held him by the nose, and his mouth opened so he could breathe. Michelle slid her cock into James' mouth as soon as it opened. Then, she reached behind her and grabbed his balls. "If you even think about biting me, I swear I'll rip your Gawddamned balls off," She growled.
To her surprise, James' cock slowly inflated and lengthened against her wrist. He may have been resisting consciously, but his subconscious admitted he liked being in Michelle's power. James' lips sealed around her shaft, and he sucked as he tentatively licked Michelle's cock's head. "There's a good little homo cock sucker," Michelle taunted as James' bobs became more insistent.
Michelle moved her hand from James' balls and began jacking his swiftly swelling shaft. James' moaned around her cock, and a white light exploded in Michelle's brain. She cried out as her cock erupted inside James' mouth, momentarily blacking out. She returned to her body in time to realise that James was humping her fist, moaning. Before she was fully aware, James groaned and orgasmed over her ass and wrist.
She was angry but also excited, and her cock roared back to life. She wanted to punish James' audacity. She was supposed to be forcing him to cum and making him make her cum. He wasn't supposed to be getting anything out of this! Michelle stood on her knees and forced James' legs up and apart. His hole rose into view, and as she'd seen in her favourite porn films, Michelle lowered her head and tongued James' dark star.
"Oh, Gawd," James tried to protest despite his softened cock immediately re-inflating. His sphincter unwillingly opened, and Michelle's tongue probed inside. "Oh, Gawd," he moaned this time, and then, "Oh, Gawd," again as Michelle's hand wrapped around his turgid shaft.
However, even as lost as he was in the delightful feeling of having his ass munched on and his cock stroked simultaneously, James suddenly became aware that Michelle's lips had left his ass, and she loomed over him. "No!" He protested weakly as he felt the thick, blunt tip of Michelle's cock against his dark hole. However, it was too late, and all James could do was mewl protestingly as she forced her entire cock into his virgin ass in one soul-destroying plunge.
Michelle gave him no pity as she viciously punched her cock into James' protesting ass. James's tried to force her off him, but her strength seemed magnified somehow, and all he could do was accept that Michelle would fuck him raw. 'I wish I'd never taken the bet,' James thought inanely as his mind tried to escape the punishment his ass was receiving. But then, something unbelievable happened. After a particularly vengeful thrust, James' sphincter relaxed, and amazingly, Michelle's cock's head slid over something just through his ass' sphincter. "Oh!" James exclaimed, his hips unawarely bucking up to meet Michelle's inward thrust.
Michelle grinned. Her two favourite vibrators were her P and G-spot ones. When used simultaneously, she had the most fantastic orgasms. She held James at that angle and viciously punched into his ass again. James mouthed "Oh" again before his 'Ohs' turned into a series of high-pitched, girly yips. His hand surrounded Michelle's on his cock, and he encouraged her to stroke faster and more firmly.
Knowing that he was close, Michelle relaxed and allowed her orgasm to hit. Her hot cum poured into James' devirginised ass and stimulated his prostate further. With a very girlish scream, James orgasmed again. His cum shot over his chest and even hit his face.
Michelle eased her slowly wilting cock from James' ass and sat back. "Not bad for a virgin, huh?" She grinned proprietarily. "Of course, I'm guessing your ass was, too."
James looked at her weakly. His mind had shattered from feelings of guilt and undesired enjoyment. He wondered what being fucked by a girl cock meant for his sexuality. Was he gay now? Or did the fact Michelle had tits make up for her having a cock, too? He didn't know, except that the shame of being made to cum by a cock in his ass weighed heavily against his conscience.
He lay there, confused. Then, before he could object, his cock was back inside Michelle's mouth. James wanted to protest, but he'd only ever had one blowjob before, and the woman certainly hadn't come close to swallowing his whole shaft. Instead of complaining, he placed his hands on Michelle's head and encouraged her up and down his cock.
James orgasmed into his nemesis' sucking mouth again before Michelle rolled him over. "No! Please!" James begged as he felt Michelle's cock probing at his rubbed-raw ass again.
"You whinge like a bitch!" Michelle snarled as she ploughed James' backdoor open. She fucked him hard and raw, concentrating solely on her own pleasure, with little regard for the young man quietly sobbing beneath her assault.
James couldn't take any more. His entire body felt abused and pummelled, but then, it suddenly reacted as it had before. Michelle's cock hit something delicious inside his suffering colon, and pleasure exploded out from it. His cock roared back to life, and as Michelle thrust into him, he ground against the grass. The pain had changed from extreme to exquisite, and despite his whimpered protestations, James orgasmed again.
"There's my good little fag boy," Michelle taunted. "Cumming like the slut you are on a Futa's cock." Sneering at her tormentor excited Michelle, and she leapt from her climactic crest into a stupendous orgasm. Her long, thick cock pulsed inside James' ass and filled it with her cum again.
Michelle stood, got her phone out, and took several photos of James' gaping, cum leaking hole. He peered over his shoulder, wondering what she was doing, and protested when he saw her taking pictures. Of course, that meant she got his face as well as his destroyed hole. "Insurance, asshole," she growled. "Mention even to the wall that I've got a cock, and I group send these pictures to everyone on both of our teams." She pulled up her control briefs and bike pants and casually walked to her car.
'I'm no longer a virgin!' Michelle exultantly thought as she drove home. She wondered if she shouldn't feel at least a little guilty about what she'd done to James. After all, she'd effectively raped him even if he'd had several orgasms during her assault. However, Michelle decided he'd enjoyed her using him all too much for it actually to be rape. Her cock stiffened as she imagined doing it to him again. She would. She knew that. She had his phone number from the team sheets, so she pulled her bike pants and briefs down so she could photograph her erect, throbbing cock. She added a photo of his gaping hole before typing, "My Futa cock wants your hole again." She texted it to him.
A few seconds later, she received an 'angry face' and a one-word reply. It said, "Freak!"
"Aww, you loved it," Michelle tauntingly sent back. "You came so hard with my dick in your boy pussy."
"Fuck you, Weezy," James returned.
"Maybe next time," Michelle replied. "I have a fully functioning pussy and a sweet, tight ass. Be nice to me, and I might let you take one of my other virginities."
James hadn't responded before Michelle showered, ate dinner, did the coursework required, and got ready for bed. She turned her light off when her phone buzzed. James had typed, "When?" 'Got you!' Michelle chuckled as she put her phone down and went to sleep.



Back in the present in her condo, Michelle idly stroked her throbbing cock as she recalled the loss of her first virginity. She wondered if she'd kept the photos from that long-ago escapade. That adventure was at least four phones ago, so she wasn't sure. But when she opened her phone pictures folder on her computer, she saw a file with that year stored. Opening the folder and scanning through only took moments, and suddenly, there they were. Six photos of James' wrecked hole and her cum oozing from it. 'He went on to become one of the world's best players,' she recalled. 'Won a USPGA title.'
The remembered feelings from that day brought Michelle close to her climax but left her short and wanting. She closed her eyes and thought of losing her second virginity--her tight ass surrendered to Carmelo Vallejo, a golfer on her college team.
Michelle had met with and fucked James several times after their first encounter. However, to Michelle's eventual disgust, James had changed into a total bottom slut. Despite her offering him her ass virginity, James solely wanted Michelle to fuck him. That was fun for a few times, but then Michelle needed more from the young man. It got to the point that the only time James got hard was when Michelle pounded his ass. His cock would spurt as she fucked him, but although it was fun to make him cum, she needed more.
The only thing James would do for her was to suck her cock and swallow her cum. While that was great, he wouldn't do anything more. Michelle told him it was over and returned her attention to passing her classes and becoming the best golfer she could. She didn't date again until she went to college. She was accepted into Stanford University and played number one for their golf team. She was promoted to play number one as a freshman, earning the ire of the senior players.
"Get better and knock me off the top spot," Michelle told them bluntly.
Relations between Michelle and her team were icy for most of the year. But when Michelle emerged undefeated, the ice thawed, and she even had some genuine friends for the first time in her young life. When she returned for her sophomore year, most of the group who had been catty towards her had graduated. Her freshmen teammates looked to her for guidance and inspiration, and even the older players asked for help.
That changed after her sophomore year. Deciding that playing college golf was wasting her talents, Michelle turned professional. However, that was after she met and fucked Carmelo Vallejo.
Looking back on it now, Michelle realised that Carmelo was another pretty boy who was probably only marginally less feminine than her. However, she'd played behind him during an invitational event where Michelle had been invited to play with the men. Michelle admired Carmelo's flamboyance, preparedness to take on any shot, no matter how impossible, and his cute ass in his too-tight, pastel-yellow golf trousers. She was smitten and had problems concentrating. She followed him again the following round. The distraction of which caused her to miss the cut by a whopping six shots. She was officially last of the one hundred and forty-four contestants.
Michelle was too young to sit in the bar and drink to drown her sorrows, so she sat in the restaurant area. She stared at the golfers finishing their rounds, brooding. Michelle could drive the ball further than most men, and her mid and long iron play was exemplary. She needed to fix two things to compete on the men's tour. Primarily, Michelle had to learn how to play successfully from the thicker rough surrounding the fairways and greens that the courses set up for the men had. Secondly, Michelle's clutch putting regularly let her down. She missed too many putts from the four to eight-foot range that the men and her contemporaries on the LPGA tour made.
"Not drinking?" Carmelo asked, settling into a seat beside her.
"Too young," Michelle replied. "I'm not twenty-one yet."
"I am," Carmelo chuckled. "By three days."
Looking at his handsome, smiling face made Michelle's lengthy cock give the lurch that indicated her attraction to someone. Similarly to James, Michelle felt damp between her muscular, shapely thighs, too. Trying to maintain her cool so that her cock didn't rip from its confines and make itself known, Michelle clumsily flirted with the handsome South American.
After another gauche attempt at seduction from Michelle, Carmelo joked, "You're not real good at this whole flirting thing, are you?"
"Look at me," Michelle stated. "I'm taller than most men. I'm stronger than many of you. I hit the ball further and play better than all, but perhaps the top fifty or sixty men. Then, add in that I'm beautiful, have a body to die for, and I'm super-confident. How many men can even hold a conversation with me, let alone start one?"
"And yet, I did," Carmelo smilingly replied.
"Yes, you did," Michelle said thoughtfully. She decided to take the bull by the horns. Michelle reached with her left hand and cupped Carmelo's balls. "Want to come up to my room and fuck?"
"Yes," Carmelo instantly replied.
"The thing is, I'm on my period," Michelle lied. "You'll have to do me in the ass. Is that alright?"
"Yes!" Carmelo averred again.
Michelle told him her room number and told Carmelo to wait fifteen minutes before coming up. She casually walked to the lifts, but Michelle ran to her room once she got out. She had a quick shower, dried off, and carefully tucked her cock and balls away. Typically, she would tuck and tape them along her perineum. But if Carmelo was going to fuck her ass, she couldn't risk him seeing her cock. So, instead, she used duct tape to flatten her shaft and balls against her shaved abdomen, and then she put on some thong panties. The panty was only a narrow strip along her ass crack, but it widened to a broad strip across her pudenda and was high enough to cover the tape.
She had enough time to examine herself in the mirror. 'It'll do for a quick fuck,' she thought.
Carmelo knocked on the door as Michelle pulled a flowing silk mini-dress over her athletic shoulders and B-cup breasts. Her firm globes kept the dress away from her groin and hid her bulge.
"Hi th... hmmph," Carmelo began before Michelle locked her lips to his and dragged him into the room. She had him on the bed, his pants and briefs around his ankles, and his cock in her mouth seconds later.
Carmelo hadn't had a chance to shower after his round, and his musky, manly smell had Michelle's libido revving hard. His cock tasted salty from his dried sweat, and Michelle almost purred as she tasted him. Unfortunately, Carmelo was another man somewhat lacking in the 'cock department'. He was a respectable close to six inches, which Michelle later learned was about average. But she'd thought 'average' would be about how long and thick she was. Whatever. It disappeared down her throat, and her fingers tickled his taint and chocolate star. Carmelo was not complaining!
He came swiftly, but having a cock herself, Michelle knew he wasn't close to being done. She released his wilting cock from her mouth and avoided its head as she set about re-inflating it. Her kisses and soft licks, combined with her tickling, probing fingers, soon had Carmelo ready to party again. Michelle gobbled him down again. Carmelo was more forceful and manly this time. He held Michelle's head tightly and tried to choke her with his cock. His actions both excited and infuriated Michelle. She was blowing him willingly and taking him deeper than anyone before her. Or so she'd bet. Yet he still tried to choke her? Asshole.
He needed punishing for his temerity. Michelle knew that. Carmelo was another pseudo rapist. Not one who necessarily took women against their wishes, but one who only worried about getting his and not giving anything in return. He'd pay for that, but not until he'd done what Michelle desired and taken her second virginity. Wanting her first time to last, Michelle brought Carmelo to a second climax with her mouth, eagerly swallowing his gift as he presented it to her.
She moved up the bed, pulling Carmelo's shirt up as she went. She tried to kiss him, but he turned his head away, disgusted by the thought of tasting himself in Michelle's mouth. 'Definitely an asshole,' Michelle thought as she pretended not to be affronted by his selfishness. She worked on returning Carmelo's erection and then went back down on his cock. She wanted him too aroused to pay any attention to anything other than shoving his cock in her ass. Although Michelle had a pussy, too, she wasn't prepared to give that up yet. She was saving it for someone special, even though she had no idea who.
Michelle had Carmelo where she wanted him, so she moved onto her hands and knees before him. Carmelo took the hint and squatted behind her ass. Although Michelle was an anal virgin, she'd spent many hours fantasising about and preparing for this moment. She'd purchased a series of butt plugs ranging from thin and four inches to about the same size as her cock. Then, she'd practised with them until she could comfortably accept the biggest one in her virgin ass.
Despite Carmelo's rough, wayward stabbing attempts to penetrate her ass, Michelle was ready to lose another virginity. She reached between her thighs, pulled her thong aside, gripped his cock, and guided it into her ass. "Ohhh," she sighed as her ass welcomed its first flesh intruder. 'Three down, one to go,' Michelle gleefully thought as she waited for Carmelo to fuck her properly.
Unfortunately, being in the beautiful Korean/American woman's ass was too much for Carmelo, and he orgasmed before he'd even stroked into her once. "So good, baby," Carmelo crooned as his deflated cock fell from her hole. He rolled onto his back and started snoring.
'You fucking arsehole!' Michelle inwardly stormed. She was hot, horny, and ready to be fucked, and all she got was a 'shove in' and a colon full of his cum? No fucking way! Michelle stripped her dress off and peeled the tape away, revealing her massive 8-inch cock. She sat on Carmelo's chest and pinched his nose closed.
"Wha, wha?" Carmelo complained nasally. "Oomph," he protested when his mouth opened, and Michelle filled it with her cock.
"Suck, bitch!" Michelle demanded. "You got yours, so it's only fair you help me get mine. Oh, and if you even think about biting me," she gripped Carmelo's rapidly swelling cock, "I'll rip your fucking cock out by the root."
Carmelo, his eyes wide with terror, obeyed. 'Another wimp,' Michelle thought, disgusted. She released his cock and grabbed his hair. Pulling Carmelo's head higher, Michelle forced her entire cock into his throat, ignoring his protests and gagging. "I said 'suck bitch'!" she snarled.
Carmelo's reluctant sucks and licks served only to inflame Michelle's anger and desire higher. She pulled her cock out of his mouth and slapped his face with it as he coughed and gagged, trying to recover from the brutal assault of his throat. Before he could get his bearings, Michelle flipped him over, took him in a choke hold, and roughly inserted the head and about three inches of her cock into Carmelo's ass.
"Argh, ah, ah," Carmelo protested. His ass felt like someone had shoved a red-hot poker up it. His mind struggled to accept this new intrusion and pain, but Carmelo's cock knew what to do. To his self-disgust, his cock stiffened against the sheets and oozed precum as Michelle remorselessly drove the remaining five inches of her throbbing cock into his ass.
"There's my good little bitch boy," Michelle purred as her cock bottomed out in Carmelo's asshole. "You love my big cock in my boy pussy, don't you, slut?" She pulled about half her length out of him before ramming it back in.
"No, ah, ah, argh!" Carmelo denied. However, he lied, and Michelle knew he had. She could feel his prostate pulsing against her shaft and knew she was about to fuck the cum out of him. She pulled all but the tip out and jammed it back into him. "Noooooo!!!" Carmelo tried to deny as his cock exploded semen onto the bed beneath him.
Michelle short-hunched him, and every time she ploughed back into him, Carmelo's cock spat cum again. Michelle stopped humping when she heard Carmelo's sobs. However, neither her libido nor ire was satiated. He'd gotten his, and by damn, Michelle was getting hers. She flipped Carmelo onto his back and gripped his wilted cock. "Too sensitive, huh?" Michelle mockingly asked. Carmelo nodded, and Michelle added, "Too bad. I'm taking what I want from your body. You're a user, Carmelo. Maybe after this, you might pay more attention to what the woman needs."
"You're not a woman," Carmelo said nastily. "You're a fucking freak!"
"A freak that's already made you cum three times," Michelle chortled. "Let's try for a fourth, huh?"
"No, please," Carmelo begged. "Just let me go."
"But I haven't got mine yet," Michelle patiently explained. "You got what you wanted three times, so you owe me, right? It wouldn't be fair if you went home and left me hanging, would it? How would you feel if a woman tried to do that to you? I bet you'd make her give you yours, yeah?"
"No!" Carmelo tried to deny. But his wince before he answered showed he lied about that, too.
Michelle slowly, agonisingly, slid her cock back into Carmelo's ass. He whimpered as she opened him up again. Michelle's hands surrounded Carmelo's throat, and she choked him as she ravaged his poor, abused hole. Then, moving her right hand onto Carmelo's cock, she jacked him as she fucked him.
'Oh, no!' Carmelo's confused mind tried to object. Despite, or maybe because of Michelle's rough treatment of him, his red-raw cock was responding again, and he was quickly rock-hard in Michelle's tight grip.
"See?" Michelle giggled as her thumb painfully swirled over and around Carmelo's glans. "You love me fucking you!"
"Gawd, Gawd, Gawd!" Carmelo protested. 'How is this possible?' He wondered. 'I'm not gay, nor have I jacked off to tranny porn before. Why am I enjoying this?' It was partially because of Michelle's raw sexuality, but it was also because he'd discovered a hitherto unexplored submissive streak. He orgasmed again despite the pain.
Michelle forced his legs further back before leaning on the backs of his knees and pummelling his poor, raw ass. Unbelievably, Carmelo came again when Michelle short-punched him quickly before cumming in his ass. She rolled off him and onto her back. Carmelo turned with her and cuddled into her side. Michelle looked at him wonderingly, but he showed no sign of wanting to move.
"What are you doing?" She asked.
"I don't know," Carmelo admitted. "I thought we'd cuddle for a while."
"You're not man enough for me," Michelle said definitively. "Get dressed and fuck off."
Carmelo reluctantly got off the bed and fetched his clothing. Michelle admired her work as he bent over to put his boxer briefs and pants on. Carmelo's asshole was busted wide open, and her cum oozed from it. It looked raw and abused. She felt her lengthy cock twitch and start to lengthen. "If you don't want my cock up you again tonight, you'd better run, boy!" She snarled.
Carmelo grabbed his shoes and bolted. As he struggled with the door, Michelle pointed at her tablet, which was still recording on the bedside table. "If I hear anyone speculating that I might have a cock, I'm posting that on PornHub and sending stills to every news service in the world," she growled.
Carmelo gulped, ripped the door open, and ran.
Michelle decided to stay another night and watch the third round, hoping to get some pointers from the players. She even followed Tiger for a few holes, but the numbers around him were too high for her to see much, so she slid through the crowds to find some of the lesser lights. She followed Carmelo for a time, but if he saw her, he didn't acknowledge it. However, he joined Michelle in the course's restaurant after signing his card and completing his after-round duties.
"Hey," he said, plonking himself down on a sofa chair opposite her.
"Hey," Michelle acknowledged, momentarily stunned, but then her cock lurched. "Ready for round two?" She asked archly.
"If you promise not to be so rough," Carmelo hedged.
"I promise to be even rougher," Michelle purred. "I'll bust your sexy ass so wide open that I'll be able to drive my SUV through it. Your throat will be so raw it will hurt swallowing for a week. You up for that, my little cock sucking fag boy?"
In response, Carmelo stood and took her hand. Michelle grinned as she let him pull her to her feet. They walked to the elevators and went up to her room. When they got there, Carmelo tried to staunch up and take Michelle, but she had him naked and on his stomach on the bed only seconds later. She had his throat in her elbow and was choking off his air. "So, that was your plan, huh? Take your manhood back by raping me in return? Bad luck for you, my little cock sucker. Now, I'm going to abuse your ass so hard you'll beg me to stop. But I won't. Not until you've cum five times. Ready for your first orgasm?"
"No, please," Carmelo weakly protested. Michelle mercilessly drilled her throbbing 8-inch cock into his objecting ass.
Carmelo had indeed wanted to take back his power by subjecting Michelle to the same indignities she'd forced on him. However, he'd also tossed off several times as he relived his orgasms with the beautiful Korean/American woman's cock in his ass.
"Take it like the bitch you are," Michelle snarled as she held his hip and pummelled Carmelo's tight hole.
"Ah! Ah! Ah!" Carmelo grunted as he endured his ass being viciously fucked. But then, the same thing happened as had the previous night. Michelle shifted the angle of her attack slightly, and her cock's tip slid across Carmelo's prostate. Carmelo's throbbing 6-inch cock immediately spat his spunk onto the sheets beneath him.
"One!" Michelle crowed as she forced her hand between Carmelo's hips and the mattress. She grabbed his deflating cock and pulled his hips off the bed, so she had better access to his cock and rear fuckhole. She rubbed her thumb over Carmelo's sensitive frenulum and glans, forcing his erection to stop deflating and start to swell. Then, she started fucking his ass again. Carmelo's mind rebelled against the intense sensations, but his subconscious knew how to alleviate the pain temporarily. He climaxed again, spitting his essence into Michelle's gripping palm.
"Two," Michelle chortled. She wanted to continue drilling Carmelo's ass but knew if she did, it would be solely pain for the effeminate young South American. She released his throat from her grip and flipped him on his back. Straddling his slender chest, Michelle grabbed Carmelo's nose and, when his mouth opened to breathe, shoved her gigantic cock into his mouth and down his throat.
"Hmmph, hmmph," Carmelo tried to complain around the dick in his mouth, but all he could do was make 'uck, uck, uck' sounds as Michelle possessed his oesophagus.
Her cock tasted of his ass, but weirdly, Carmelo's penis responded to the taste and reinflated. Michelle held his head with her cock buried to his nostrils in Carmelo's mouth as she retrieved a tube of lube from the bedside table. Then, she oiled his dick and her ass. Before Carmelo could react, Michelle eased her ass onto his cock and glided down his rigid pole.
Despite his protestations, Carmelo threw his hips up to meet Michelle's descending ass. His third orgasm quickly followed. Simultaneously, Michelle's cum sprayed from her cock's tip onto Carmelo's stomach and chest. Some even reached his mouth. She didn't release his nose, so Carmelo had no choice but to swallow it.
"Three," Michelle giggled happily. Her abuse of her new conquest was going much better than she'd feared. When she began this sexcapade, Michelle was confident that Carmelo would cum at least once, but five seemed a stretch. But here they were, only thirty minutes into their sex play, and her lover had already cum three times. Michelle released Carmelo's nose, pulled her cock out of his mouth and shifted down.



"No, please. No, please," Carmelo begged, just as Michelle predicted he would. "I can't take any more!"
"You can and you will," Michelle snarled, forcing his knees back and apart. When Carmelo's ass was high enough, she thrust back into his colon, slamming her entire cock into his fuckhole in one fell swoop. Her hand wrapped around Carmelo's shaft as it rapidly re-inflated. Carmelo was swiftly realising he was innately submissive, and his cock had a will of its own when a dominant Futa took him.
"Gawd, please, no!" Carmelo moaned as his stiffened cock pulsed in Michelle's hand.
Michelle shifted slightly, and on her next thrust, her cock's head scraped across Carmelo's P-spot deliciously. After three more pumps, and despite his denying wails, Carmelo orgasmed again.
"Four!" Michell cackled triumphantly.
Carmelo's mind was broken. His spirits shattered. All his muddled mind could think was, 'If I cum again, the pain ends'. He gave himself over to the delicious feelings elicited by having Michelle's dick powering over his prostate, and even though his cock had wilted, he came again.
"Stop, please," Carmelo whimpered. "I promise never to say anything. But, please, I cannot endure anymore."
"You will, though," Michelle said breathlessly as her climax swiftly approached. "You will endure until I get mine."
Strangely, Carmelo's mind flicked into a submissive mindset, and as he felt Michelle's cock expanding and then cumming in his ass, he protestingly came for a sixth time.
"Better luck next time," Michelle giggled as she eased her deflating dick from Carmelo's hole. "Now, fuck off. Mumma has to sleep." Carmelo struggled out of bed, peripherally aware that Michelle had her phone out and was taking numerous pictures of his ravaged, cum-oozing, and gaping hole. "Don't worry, baby," she crooned. "I'll only post these if you try to accuse me of anything or I hear you're telling people I have a dick."
"Whatever," Carmelo said dejectedly as he stumbled from her room. He wondered why his body kept reacting so sexually to Michelle abusing it. It hurt when her cock went up his ass. Hurt even more after she'd elicited a cum from him yet continued to pound his hole. Her hand rubbing his glans and frenulum as she viciously rogered his objecting hole was worse still, yet he continued to moan and throw his ass back at her invading cock.
'Maybe I'm a poof after all,' Carmelo despondently thought. He tried to imagine sucking a man's cock, and his mind's typical disgusted reaction happened. Yet when he thought of being made to suck Michelle's, his worn-out todger twitched and threatened to expand. As he got into the shower in his apartment, he wondered if it was being 'forced' that had him considering going back to Michelle's room for round three. He picked a guy from the tour he considered handsome and imagined being forced to suck his dick. Again, a shudder of revulsion shivered through him, but he knew if Michelle wanted him again, he'd willingly surrender.
Back in her condo, Michelle finally got over the edge as she remembered destroying Carmelo's ass for a second time. However, it was an unsatisfying orgasm that only partially satiated her yearning need. She'd need to go hunting again soon. Michelle knew that. Recently, she'd begun preying on her fellow players. A lot of them were lesbians anyway, but it was always deliciously decadent to seduce them and then stuff their rarely used cunts full of her cock.
Michelle had discovered another Futa that way. The 'Hall of Fame' player Kristy Carr was also one. They spent a delicious night fucking each other's holes before they both declared they'd never do it again and would not tell another soul. That was, however, after Michelle had been seduced by Kerrie Witt.
Kerrie had been well-established on the tour well before Michelle joined. Kerrie had won an unbelievable five of the four Major Championships. When the du Maurier Classic faded and was replaced by The Women's British Open, Kerrie won that event, too. Kerrie had previously won The Evian Championship, but not after it became another Major Championship.
Michelle had only recently turned twenty-one when Kerrie marched up to her at the bar after the final round of an event they both played in. "I hear you're into boys," she stated bluntly. Michelle's cock gave its tell-tale lurch as she turned to admire the handsome woman.
'Handsome was the correct term,' Michelle thought as she gazed into Kerrie's eyes. 'Not beautiful, pretty maybe. But definitely femininely handsome.' "Who told you that?" She nonchalantly asked. Michelle didn't talk about her sex life to anyone, and she expected the same in return.
"The word around the locker room," Kerrie replied, her bright blue eyes boring into Michelle's black ones.
"Why do you ask?" Michelle asked coolly.
"I wondered if you'd like to try swinging the other way," Kerrie said in the same blunt way as earlier.
"No thanks," Michelle shrugged despite wanting to try swinging the other way with the handsome golfer very much.
Kerrie moved closer. "I'm in room 701 if you change your mind." Kerrie stroked Michelle's face before smiling at her and walking away.
Michelle waited until the famous golfer's lift had departed before rushing to her suite. As she closed the door, Michelle freed her throbbing 8-inch cock and gripped it firmly. She barely managed to grab a washcloth from beside the basin in time to capture her erupting essence. 'Lawd!' Michelle gasped as she orgasmed into the cloth several times. She desperately wished for the courage to go up to floor seven and knock on Kerrie's door. 'She might enjoy a girl with a 'built-in strap-on', Michelle reasoned, knowing the same locker room talk alluded to by Kerrie earlier stated that Kerrie liked to 'top her lovers'.
Her phone buzzed, and Michelle picked it up. There was a photo of a woman taken in her mirror's reflection. All the woman wore was a tight, opaque singlet and a tiny pair of white panties. Here was the thing, though: The panties barely constrained a thick, 8 - 9-inch cock. The phone obscured the taker's face, but Michelle was sure who she was--it appeared that Kerrie Witt was a Futa, just like her. It took Michelle about two seconds to decide. Grabbing her room card, Michelle left her room for floor seven.
She knocked on Kerrie's door nervously. It opened immediately, and the world's number-one female golfer looked at Michelle appreciatively. But then her eyes dropped down Michelle's body. They widened when they reached Michelle's groin. Michelle hadn't bothered tucking or putting her control brief back on, and her enormous dick poked out her short golf skort lewdly.
"Now, there's a surprise," Kerrie chuckled smokily. "A very welcome one, too. However, I must warn you that flesh cocks never get access to my pussy. Nor do I fuck pussies with my cock."
Michelle was a little disappointed. She still had two virginities--she'd yet to fuck a pussy, and no one had fucked hers yet. She hoped that Kerrie would relieve both of those for her, but alas, that did not seem to be the case. However, her disappointment hadn't lessened her arousal, and her cock throbbed, anticipating what Kerrie would do.
Even though she towered over the much smaller Aussie, Michelle felt dwarfed by the dominant Futa golfer. So, when Kerrie pushed on her shoulders, she submissively dropped to her knees. Kerrie pulled her skirt down, exposing a thick, flaccid, but beginning to swell penis. Even soft, Kerrie's cock was larger and thicker than hers. It would be the largest by far that Michelle had ever accepted into her mouth. She was undeterred. Holding the handsome Futa golfer's cock by her shaft's base, Michelle eased her lips over the rapidly inflating cock and slid her mouth down its shaft, licking and sucking as she went.
Michelle gagged once as Kerrie's cock reached her oesophagus, but she forced the reflex down and strained until her nose pressed against Kerrie's hairless pubis.
"Good girl," Kerrie crooned as she stroked Michelle's hair.
Michelle understood that Kerrie was a shower and not a grower. Despite Kerrie's cock stiffening to complete rigidity, it didn't seem to grow any longer or thicker. Therefore, when Kerrie stroked into her throat, Michelle, despite her eyes watering and her making weird 'uck, uck, uck' sounds, readily accepted the dominant older woman fucking her throat.
"Going to nut in your throat," Kerrie gasped, holding Michelle's head tightly and shoving her entire cock down Michelle's gullet. Kerrie's cock was so deep in her throat that Michelle didn't even have to swallow. However, after three spurts straight into her stomach, Kerrie pulled back to allow Michelle to taste the last three significant eruptions.
"Hmm," Michelle purred as she swished Kerrie's creamy ejaculate inside her mouth, savouring its slimy and salty taste.
Kerrie grinned at Michelle predatorily. "You like my cum, you delicious little cocksucker, huh? If you liked it in your mouth, you're going to love it up your tight ass!" She pounced on the taller woman and forced her on her back on the bed.
Michelle knew she was stronger than the much shorter and lighter Aussie, but she didn't want to resist, so she didn't. Michelle allowed Kerrie to pull down and fling away her briefs, lift and part her long, lean legs, and force her thick cock into her ass.
"Argh, ah, ah!" Michelle protested as Kerrie's thick cock speared into her dark hole with only Michelle's saliva for lube.
"Take it, bitch!" Kerrie snarled as, with another will-breaking lunge, she buried her cock in the beautiful Korean/American's tight, inexperienced ass.
Michelle was in the same position she'd forced both of her male lovers into--the backs of her knees resting on her rapist's shoulders and her rapist's dick buried in her ass. Luckily, Michelle responded precisely the way they did. Kerrie altered her thrust angle until her bulging cock's head scraped over Michelle's P-spot, and Michelle grunted as pure pleasure emanated through her body from that point. Her cock, which had somewhat wilted from Kerrie's assault, roared back to life, and precum poured from its eye.
"That's it, my surprisingly Futa slut," Kerrie crooned as she viciously sawed her cock in and out of Michelle's ass. "Take it like the good little bitch you are." Kerrie's dominance had shattered Michelle's mind, and her words drove Michelle over the edge. She grabbed a pillow and bit it hard to muffle her orgasm screams. "Gawd, what a willing slut!" Kerrie growled as her dick exploded inside Michelle's ass pussy, drenching the walls of the younger Futa's colon.
Kerrie pumped into Michelle until her cock wilted and plopped from Michelle's gaping ass. However, Kerrie wasn't done with her younger lover yet. She let Michelle's legs fall onto the bed and then climbed up her body to sit on Michelle's tits. Then, Kerrie pinched Michelle's nostrils shut, and when she opened her mouth, Kerrie slid her softened cock into the younger woman's mouth. Michelle felt Kerrie's cock stiffening in her oral cavity as Michelle's stomach rebelled at the thought of sucking a cock that was freshly out of her ass.
However, before she could retch at the thought, her older lover's surprisingly dainty hand surrounded her cock and gripped it forcefully. Michelle gasped around the cock in her mouth as hers roared back to life. She started sucking earnestly, revelling in the musky taste of her ass on Kerrie's cock. Kerrie's wilted cock quickly regained its steel bar-like rigidity, and a pleasurable shudder ran through Michelle because she suspected what was next.
She was right.
Kerrie flipped Michelle onto her stomach, forced her arm under the younger woman's hips and lifted her ass off the mattress. Michelle felt Kerrie's enormous cock knocking at her back door, and then, with one soul-searing plunge, Kerrie smashed Michelle's knot open and ploughed deeply into her ass. The audible thump of Kerrie's muscular abdomen pounding onto Michelle's tight buns echoed through the room.
"Argggghhhhhh!!!!!!!" Michelle complained, but then, Kerrie shifted her angle, and on the next plunge, the tip of her bulbous-headed cock rubbed across Michelle's P-spot, and her complaining wails changed into grunts of pleasure. Michelle enthusiastically threw her ass back to meet the next lunge.
"Such a willing slut for Futa cock, aren't you, my little slut?" Kerrie crooned as she wrapped her golf-calloused hands around Michelle's throat and ripped her back onto her cock. Kerrie squeezed, cutting off most of Michelle's air. Which, surprisingly to Michelle, only increased her arousal and the sweet sensation of Kerrie's cock drilling her tight ass. Michelle decided she'd try doing that to her next victim... oops, she meant lover.
The assault on her asshole continued, and Michelle gasped air through her restricted throat as her world turned grey. Then, as her vision became a pinprick, she felt the Futa's cock expanding in her ass. Michelle threw her tight ass back at it, desperate for Kerrie to cum in her ass before she (Michelle) passed out. The light slowly faded, but before it disappeared entirely, Kerrie's hands shifted from her throat to her shoulders, and Kerrie rammed her thick cock deeply into Michelle's ass one last time before she groaned and emptied her enormous balls into the younger woman.
The sudden release and blissful air flowing into Michelle's abused body slung her over the edge, and she squealed as her cock exploded, spitting its load onto the sheet beneath her. Above her, Kerrie jerked like a sloppily controlled puppet as she ejaculated into the younger Futa's tight ass. She finally released Michelle and sat back.
"Clean me with your mouth, then you can go," Kerrie said dismissively. "You're a good fuck, you Futa slut," Kerrie added. "If you make the cut next week, I'll fuck you again."
With her mind whirling, Michelle obediently lowered her head and accepted Kerrie back into her mouth. She licked and sucked their combined juices from the future hall-of-famer's cock, balls and body. Did she want to be used like this again? Michelle doubted she was a bottom because she had dominated all her previous lovers. 'All two of them,' Michelle thought a little bitterly. 'Perhaps Kerrie's way would yield better results,' her nefarious mind added.
"Good girl," Kerrie praised when she was clean. "Good luck next week."
Knowing she'd been dismissed, Michelle dressed and left for her room. Later that night, as she soaked under the shower, Michelle's 8-inch cock grew and stiffened. She reached behind her and fingered her rubbed-raw, slowly-closing asshole, and orgasmed without touching her cock. 'Definitely going back there,' Michelle thought. However, she never did. Michelle just barely made the cut at the following event, but Kerrie had a rare off week and didn't. They never played together sexually again, much to Michelle's disappointment. Kerrie did leave Michelle with something, though--a desire to fuck a woman, which wasn't something she'd considered before despite having an active cock and libido.
Michelle got up the following morning, caught the courtesy bus to the airport and flew home. It wasn't a long flight, only three hours, but it gave her time to think. Michelle thought of the players she was friends with and immediately discounted taking any of them. Her thoughts settled on Pauline Cramer. For a long time, Pauline was the 'next big thing' in women's golf. Considered talented and beautiful, Pauline thought herself better than everyone. Her attitude showed in how she'd treated Michelle's own heralded arrival on the tour.
Michelle smiled bitterly as she remembered the various indignities that Pauline had subjected her to during her rookie year. Clothes that somehow went missing simultaneously with every towel. Shampoo that had been changed for hair dye, turning her black locks into streaked orange and blonde. Skin lotion laced with liniment and the greatest indignity of all, which was itch powder in her bikini brief. Put there when Michelle was showering after her round and before her press conference. Michelle managed to control herself through her conference, but her answers were vague and inane, unlike her typical insightful, amusing ones.
They'd both been selected to play for America's Solheim Cup team, and their captain, Pat Bradley, immediately paired them in the foursomes and four-ball on the first day. Two wins for the mismatched pair earned them grudging respect from the other, and Pauline's ill-treatment of Michelle stopped. However, although her pranks ceased, Pauline continued to snipe at Michelle verbally and through the press.
Michelle admitted that the other players' jealousy had some merit. Most of the new graduates to the tour got the minimum sponsor contribution, which was little more than clubs, gloves, balls, and tees. Michelle arrived with a package of more than one million dollars. Her stellar amateur play, beauty, stature, and profile ensured her that. However, as her winless streak increased, the other girls from her rookie year became increasingly frustrated with the press' continuing infatuation with Korean/American beauty. They thought their wins should count for more than Michelle's popularity with the media and public.
However, after Michelle's breakthrough win at the Lorena Ochoa Invitational and then her victory at The Women's US Open, the jealousy and noise from her fellow players ceased. Michelle and Pauline were, if not friends, neither were they enemies. Frenemies, maybe? That worked as well as any other. However, Michelle harboured some residual animosity towards Pauline for her earlier pranks, and she felt stuffing her lengthy cock into the woman's three orifices would balance the score. Especially if Michelle could make Pauline scream in orgasmic bliss as she did it. She approached Pauline after Pauline had struggled through an injury-plagued week to finish well outside the cut-line.
Taking a seat beside the despondent golfer, Michelle said, "Heya, Pauline. How are you coping?"
"I cannot get my wrist to settle," Pauline said despairingly. "I think the tour physio is correct. I need to get off the tour until it heals. I might even have to have surgery."
Michelle took her hand and mumbled sweet, supportive words as she set about the unfamiliar job of seducing a woman. Still, Michelle knew where her erogenous zones were and how she liked them touched and stroked, so she figured stroking those would probably work on Pauline, too. It did. Michelle felt Pauline's heartbeat quickening and her skin flushing as she stroked her fingers over Pauline's arms, wrists, and hands.
"I've had some success giving remedial massages," Michelle said warmly. "I did a course on them in college, and I've sometimes found the root cause is often away from the actual injury. If you'd like to come up to my room, I could give you a massage. Who knows? Maybe it'll even help."
"Sure," Pauline agreed. At this stage, she was prepared to try anything.
Michelle, who had done a remedial massage course, started at Pauline's fingers. Unfortunately for Ms Cramer, the injury was in her left wrist, and because the left wrist, for a right-handed golfer, controls the club's path, an injury to it could be career-ending. Michelle eased her thumbs over the back of Pauline's hand, feeling the unnatural tension in the ligaments and muscles. She felt several muscles realign as she massaged.
"That's amazing," Pauline said. "The wrist still hurts, but the pins and needles in my hand and fingers has eased."
"Yeah," Michelle acknowledged. She'd surprised herself because she'd only chosen to give her nemesis a massage so she could get her hands on the woman erotically. However, she could almost trace the nerve blockage with her mind. The next dammed point was in Pauline's elbow. She massaged up the arm and gently probed around Pauline's ulna nerve. "It's right there," Michelle said, holding Pauline's elbow in a vise-like grip and digging her thumb into the nerve.



"That hurts," Pauline whimpered, trying to free her arm.
"I know, Pauline, and I'm sorry. But just a little more... there." Michelle felt something release under her thumb and could almost feel the heat radiating down Pauline's forearm as the blocked nerve opened again.
"My fingers are tingling," Pauline wonderingly said. "They feel warm for the first time since I don't know when. My wrist still aches, though."
"Aches or a sharp, stinging pain?" Michelle asked as she massaged along Pauline's inner upper arm. Her fingers were perilously close to the pretty golfer's breast mounds, and despite having no idea whether it would work, she was sending sexual energy into the other woman.
"Aches," Pauline confirmed. "Although, if I move it," she rolled her wrist. "Hmmph," she added awedly. "My wrist still aches, but it no longer stabs me with pain when I rotate it."
Michelle found another blocked nerve in Pauline's shoulder joint. Another blockage, or perhaps the same nerve was blocked in several places. Whatever, Michelle didn't know enough anatomy to tell. What she did know was that Pauline's nipples were tenting her top, and the heavy smell of a woman's arousal filled her nostrils. Michelle merely hoped it wasn't solely hers.
She continued to imagine her sexual energy was pouring into her frenemy as she worked her fingers over Pauline's shoulder. Then, as with Pauline's wrist and elbow, Michelle found a spot she knew was misaligned. She dug her thumb into that spot, acting on pure instinct. It, too, seemed to shift under her thumb, and Pauline gasped as a shooting pain travelled down her arm. Her fingers felt like she'd shoved them into a light socket, and heat briefly speared through them. The ongoing pain in her wrist was now only a muted rumble.
Pauline wanted Michelle to stop before she had an orgasm. Her nipples ached and throbbed in time with her clitoris, and Pauline feared her arousal had soaked through her panties and yoga pants. Pauline was confused because she'd never been sexually attracted to a woman before and held the tour's lesbians in some contempt. Oh, she knew homosexuality was a naturally occurring aberration, but the point was that it was precisely that--an aberration, i.e. not normal. However, she also didn't want Michelle to stop. Pauline's wrist hurt less than it had for months, and her fingers and hand had more feeling and control than they had since she'd injured her wrist playing out of thick rough at the Nabisco Championship earlier in the year. She allowed Michelle to peel her top off. Pauline's sports bra sustained her modesty, though.
Whatever Michelle was doing, it seemed to be working, so as she massaged Pauline's neck, she continued to send sexy images and thoughts through her fingers into the beautiful golfer's nerves. While Michelle concentrated on sending pornographic images into her frenemy's body, her fingers worked along Pauline's spine to where it disappeared into her head. 'There,' she thought as she found another blocked nerve.
It released immediately, leading Michelle to believe it was only a symptom of the real problem. Her fingers moved lower, seemingly of their own accord. Then, Michelle found a bundle of twisted and locked nerves between Pauline's shoulder blades. A vertebra had shifted from alignment, causing a series of muscles and nerves to act strangely. Michelle didn't know how, but she knew this was the cause of all of Pauline's problems. Pretending she needed the leverage, Michelle put her forearm across Pauline's nipples and gripped her side. She dug her forefinger's knuckle into that twisted spot.
"Owwwwwwww! No! Oh. Umm, ahh... oh, Gawd, that worked! My whole arm is tingling like it's waking up from being asleep. You know?" Pauline objected and then observed as Michelle's knuckle moved something in her thoracic area, and the underlying muscular tension she'd experienced since playing that shot three months ago eased.
Michelle removed her knuckle from the vertebra but left her arm across Pauline's breasts. Pauline looked down wonderingly, thinking how nice it felt on her nipples and allowed Michelle to turn her to face her. Michelle's lips descended onto hers, and Pauline unconsciously responded in kind. Ever since the beautiful Korean/American woman had touched her downstairs, Pauline had struggled to contain her arousal. But Pauline wasn't into women and eventually pulled away from Michelle's kiss.
"I'm sorry, Michelle," she said firmly. "But I'm not into women."
"It's just as well I'm not wholly a woman then, isn't it?" Michelle observed saucily. She stood and dropped her skirt and control briefs. Her enormous 8-inch cock sprung into view and slapped against Pauline's chin.
"OMG!" Pauline breathed awedly. Her hand unawarely stretched toward Michelle's rapidly bouncing cock as her rampant libido flared. She wanted that cock; that much was certain, and despite who it belonged to, it was true. However, Pauline's social and religious conditioning overrode that desire, and she reluctantly shook her head. "No," she denied. "I'm not gay."
"I don't think you understand," Michelle stated calmly but forcefully as she held her shaft and pointed it at Pauline. "This is going in at least two of your holes. Mouth and ass or mouth and cunt, it's up to you. But it's going in your mouth and one of your two lower holes. You know you want it in there. I know you want it in there, and you know that I know you want it in there. So decide, bitch. Which two holes do you want it in?"
"None!" Pauline hissed. "I told you that I'm not gay."
"Ass it is, then," Michelle said indifferently as she effortlessly held Pauline down and stripped her remaining clothes off. Michelle forced her nemesis onto her stomach before covering Pauline's body with hers. Michelle grabbed the base of her shaft and directed its head onto Pauline's ass.
"No! No!" Pauline objected. "Please! Anal sex is just wrong!"
Michelle said nothing but pushed her cock down until it encountered Pauline's blazing wetness. She thrust forward, and her throbbing cock glided into Pauline's soaking cunt. "Hmm," Michelle purred as she stroked into her unwilling victim. "Seems like someone is in dire need of a solid rogering."
Pauline wanted to deny Michelle's assertion, but her overheated libido took over and wouldn't let her. Instead, with a barely suppressed squeal, she orgasmed on the beautiful Futa's rampaging cock.
Michelle intertwined her hands behind Pauline's head after she'd forced them under her armpits. Holding the smaller woman tightly, Michelle punched her cock into Pauline's squelching pussy as viciously as she could. Michelle smiled exultantly as Pauline climaxed again. Pauline orgasmed twice more as Michelle pounded her harder than she'd ever been before. Finally, as far as Pauline was concerned, Michelle short-hunched her several times. Pauline, who was no stranger to sex, knew that meant the Futa ravaging her was about to cum.
However, that led to another problem. Pauline wasn't on the pill, and Michelle was bareback inside her pussy. As Michelle grunted and unloaded into her vulva, Pauline almost wished she'd taken her ass instead. 'Can't get pregnant from anal sex," Pauline thought bitterly as her recalcitrant body responded to the huge cock pulsing inside it and came again. Pauline believed her ordeal was over, but instead, Michelle rolled her over and sat on Pauline's generous chest. Then, Michelle looked down at her sternly. "Suck, bitch," she demanded. Michelle wiped her barely-softened cock across Pauline's lips.
"No!" Pauline protested. "It's covered in cum and my secretions. That's disgusting!"
Michelle chuckled evilly and pinched Pauline's nose closed. Of course, Pauline had to open her mouth to breathe, and Michelle shoved her cock inside. "Bite me, and I'll turn you into a three-hole slut," Michelle threatened as Pauline reluctantly sucked and used her tongue to clean the dominant Futa's enormous rod.
However, as Michelle found out, Pauline had discovered an innate submissive streak deep in her soul, and when Michelle leaned back, thumbed Pauline's clit and thrust two fingers into her wet pussy, Pauline climaxed again. Michelle chuckled again before pulling her recovered cock from Pauline's mouth. She slid down and covered Pauline's body missionary style. Her long, thick cock eased back into Pauline's overheated gash.
Pauline almost immediately orgasmed again despite her conscious 'good girl' persona complaining in strident tones in her head. After that, Pauline surrendered her body to the compelling, dominant Futa. She gave in to her body's needs and allowed Michelle to fuck her into oblivion. By the night's end, Pauline was ready to surrender her ass to her forceful lover, but perhaps mercifully, Michelle left that hole unfilled.
After too many orgasms to count, Michelle rolled off Pauline and shifted her until they were spooning. Exhausted, Pauline collapsed into sleep. She didn't know how long she slept, but feeling Michelle's reawakened cock sliding back into her pussy woke her up. Despite her exhaustion and her pussy's rawness, Pauline orgasmed again as she felt Michelle's cock swell and spit its load into her body for the umpteenth time since last night.
"We'd better get up," Michelle said, reluctantly getting off Pauline. "You need to get your stuff together to catch the bus to the airport, and I need to eat and then prepare for my round." Michelle glared at Pauline. "If I hear even a whisper from the girls on tour that I might have a cock, I swear that I'll find you and shove it up your ass."
Pauline obediently got up, got dressed, and left. Michelle showered and changed before heading to the lounge to get breakfast. She smiled when Pauline avoided her gaze as she pulled her clubs and suitcase toward the courtesy bus.
After her risky seduction of Pauline, Michelle had one virginity left. She'd been fucked in her mouth and ass. She'd fucked an ass and a pussy. So, the only thing left was to find a suitable man to surrender her pussy to. That surrender was to an unexpected person, Kristy Carr.
Several weeks had passed, with the only relief for Michelle's over-inflamed libido being her fingers. Michele masturbated to images of forcing men, women, and other Futas. Hearing her victims' protesting squeals turn into accepting grunts and then moans of pure pleasure had become central to the Korean/American's sexual identity. She felt powerful and dominant as she took them, and even being forced by Kerrie Witt felt good. Michelle's only regret there was that Kerrie hadn't taken her pussy virginity that night.
The problem was that although she could read a man's interest in her, she missed the more subtle signals from the women. She knew, as everyone did, which tour players were openly out. At least who they were was common knowledge amongst the players, if not the press and public. She knew she could have amused herself by busting open the asses of several of the pretty boys that followed the women's tour, but that wasn't what she wanted. 'Been there, done that,' Michelle thought. 'The T-shirt wasn't worth the cost.' She'd take another male lover when she found one strong enough to make her want to surrender her remaining cherry.
It was with that background, and at the point where Michelle had decided she was going to bust Megan Parcell's tight twat open, that Kristy Carr approached her after Michelle had given her compulsory after-round press conference.
"Get a drink?" The Hall of Famer asked.
"Sure," Michelle agreed. She knew if she wanted her sex life to improve, she needed to be less standoffish with the other players. She allowed Kristy to buy her a glass of wine and followed her to a table away from the rest of the bar.
"Rumour is that you like boys," Kristy abruptly said. But before Michelle could respond, Kristy added, "But a little secret rumour, spoken only amongst those who know best, says you're not averse to a little bit of pussy, too."
Michelle looked at Kristy evenly, giving nothing away. Eventually, she took a sip of her wine and innocently asked, "So? What does it matter? My sex life is precisely that--mine."
"It matters because I want you to take me to your room and fuck me," Kristy bluntly stated.
Michelle's cock gave its rare lurch that indicated her attraction. But it was her instantly wet pussy that ensured Michelle would take up the older woman's offer. However, there was something in the way Kristy said 'fuck me' that made Michelle wonder if Kristy knew she had a cock and all the trimmings to go with it.
Deciding 'fuck-it', Michelle purred. "We don't need to bother finishing these." She put her glass on the table.
"No, we don't," Kristy agreed, smiling anticipatorily.
Neither woman wanted to announce they were about to go and make the beast with the two backs, so they chatted amicably as they strolled to the elevators and down to Michelle's room. But when they entered, Kristy immediately became dominant. Michelle was taller and probably physically stronger than the older woman. However, as she had for Kerrie Witt, Michelle allowed herself to be forced into the submissive role.
After a series of sizzling, scintillating kisses, Michelle reacted to the constant downward pressure on her shoulders and knelt before Kristy. "Pull down my shorts and panties," Kristy ordered, using an emanating voice that sent shivers up and down Michelle's spine.
Michelle reached underneath Kristy's short golf skirt, hooked her fingers into the shorts and panties' elastic, and pulled them down Kristy's toned thighs. She gazed at the hair-covered slit revealed by removing the older woman's shorts, and her mind had time to think, 'That doesn't look right'. Then, as her thoughts raced, Kristy parted her thighs, and a thick, rapidly inflating Futa cock reared up before Michelle's awed eyes.
"You, me, and Kerrie. We're the only three I'm aware of," Kristy explained. "Unfortunately for you, Kerrie isn't into dicks. Fortunately for you, I am. However, my sweet little Futa, for now, it's time for you to suck."
"Hmm," Michelle purred as she surrounded Kristy's thick cock with her velvety lips and slowly, sensuously swallowed her entire shaft. She moved her hands to Kristy's hips and pushed, encouraging the older woman to fuck her mouth.
Putting her hands on the back of Michelle's head, Kristy crooned, "Kerrie said you were a gifted cocksucker. I'm pleased to know she didn't exaggerate." As she spoke, Kristy increased the pace and forcefulness of her pumps into Michelle's mouth. Although she didn't complain or object, Michelle began making 'uck, uck, uck,' sounds as Kristy's cock momentarily blocked her airway at the apex of her thrust. "Such a good little cocksucking Futa," Kristy cooed before she held herself buried to the hilt in Michelle's slurping mouth and filled her stomach full of cum.
Michelle smiled up at the older woman before saying, "My turn." Michelle picked Kristy up and effortlessly tossed her onto the bed. Then, after stripping, Michelle leapt after her and divested her of all her clothing. She forced the older woman onto her back and shoved her knees apart. Kneeling between them, Michelle eased the tip of her throbbing cock into Kristy's dripping pussy. She savoured Kristy's heat and wetness momentarily before plunging her entire cock into the older woman in one fell swoop.
"Ummph," Kristy protested. However, her body responded to Michelle's enormous cock gliding over her G-spot, and her next utterance was, "Oh, Gawd. Fuck me, Shelly. Fuck me hard."
Michelle pinched the Hall-of-Famer's nipples and growled. "Do not ever call me that again." To emphasise her point, Michelle twisted Kristy's nipples viciously and pounded her pussy mercilessly. Michelle's lust-fogged mind vacantly observed that she still had one of her virginities. She'd fucked all three possible holes--mouth, pussy, and ass. Been fucked in her ass and mouth, but her pussy was still a virgin. Her favourite sexual act by far, however, was fucking reluctant boy's asses. Almost all of Michelle's fap fantasies centred on busting James and Carmelo's assholes wide open. She knew she'd need to hunt for more men like that again soon.
Michelle became aware again when she heard Kristy incessantly babbling, "Fuck me, oh, Fuck me. Please, I need it. Fuck me hard." Grinning, Michelle decided to do precisely what the older woman wanted. She threw Kristy's calves over her shoulders, gripped her neck in both hands, squeezed enough to restrict her airflow, and then fucked her into oblivion. Kristy orgasmed beneath Michelle four times before Michelle relaxed and let her need overcome her. Her world went black momentarily as her desire erupted into Kristy's heated vulva and filled it to overflowing.
Exhausted, Michelle rolled off Kristy onto her back, only to find Kristy rolling with her. Michelle instinctively spread her thighs and allowed Kristy between them. "What did you say earlier?" Kristy teased. "My turn? Well, now, my slutty little Futa girl, it's my turn!" Kristy positioned her cock at Michelle's overexcited entrance and shoved it into the younger woman brutally.
"All virginities done and dusted!" Michelle crowed internally. She wouldn't consider the task entirely finished until she'd allowed a man to fuck her in there, but at least she'd had her cock in, and had had a cock in, all three possible holes. She relaxed and concentrated on 'feeling' Kristy's cock in her devirginised pussy. Michelle swiftly appreciated that a real flesh cock in her sopping pussy felt way better than a plastic or rubber one, and she orgasmed shortly after.
Kristy laughed delightedly before slightly changing her stroke's angle. This new angle kept a part of Kristy's cock against Michelle's G-spot for the whole in-and-out stroke, causing Michelle to crest twice more in quick succession. Michelle was close to hitting her peak again when Kristy pulled out of her pussy and rolled her over. Kristy parted Michelle's muscular butt cheeks and planted wet kisses over her starfish and taint before she covered the younger woman's body with hers again. Michelle felt Kristy's thick Futa cock probing at her rear entrance, so when it was in the correct spot, she relaxed her sphincter and pushed her ass back to meet it. Michelle yelped slightly as Kristy's dick split her knot apart.
"First inward stroke always stings, doesn't it?" Kristy chuckled as she held still, waiting for Michelle to grow accustomed to having her ass full of cock. A few moments later, she felt Michelle push back at the cock invading her rear passage. "Good girl," she crooned as she started fucking the younger woman's dark hole vigorously. Kristy's needs were rampant, so when she heard Michelle's release into the sheets beneath her, Kristy relaxed her control and unloaded into Michelle's tight ass. Then, testing Michelle's willingness, Kristy rolled her onto her back and pressed her wilting cock against the young Futa's lips.
Michelle's eyes flew open when she realised what Kristy wanted. But the sheer decadent nastiness of sucking a cock that had just come out of her ass caused Michelle to part her lips and allow Kristy's cock inside. Michelle took hold of her twitching cock and stroked herself back to rigidity. She serviced Kristy's cock using the skills she'd gathered, turning reluctant male lovers into enthusiastic ones, and she was soon rewarded with a tasty mouthful of cum.
Reaching up, Michelle held Kristy's hips tightly, ensuring that she couldn't pull her cock out. Then, Michelle rolled Kristy onto her back. With her extra strength, Michelle reversed their positions and slowly fed her enormous cock into the other woman's mouth. "Your turn," Michelle giggled as she possessed Kristy's mouth.
Kristy's amusement was evident in her eyes, but she dutifully blew her younger lover to another powerful orgasm.



The rest of the night was spent in decadent to and from rounds of hedonistic, carnal pleasure as the two Futas explored each other's gifts. Eventually, when neither cock worked anymore, the girls slept in each other's embrace.

The End.




        Slut Babysitter: The Perverter Ch. 02

        A teenage babysitter delights in seducing her charges.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/slut-babysitter-the-perverter-ch-02

Title: Slut Babysitter: The Perverter Ch. 02

Author: JohnMurray4173

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A teenage babysitter delights in seducing her charges.

Tags: lesbian, milf, first time, bisexual, young/old, may/september, teenagers, virgin





Slut Babysitter: The Perverter 2.

Zoe Carter stretched as she languorously slid her fingers up her svelte thighs and onto her sweet little nubbin. Zoe appeared relaxed and unhurried, but she knew her time was limited. Brett's mother, Alice, had ducked out to the shops with his two younger sisters. However, she was only grabbing a few items for their dinner and wouldn't be long. Zoe wanted her protégés, Brett and Willow, to orgasm before Alice returned.
"Willow, slide your middle finger into your pussy, honey. Find your G-spot." Zoe watched as Willow's 'O' face showed she'd found it. "Brett, you will hang on until Willow, and I cum. Then, I want to see you spurt onto your chest, okay?"
"Sure," the eighteen-year-old groaned as he desperately kept himself on the edge, only able to stave off his orgasm because he didn't want to disappoint the seventeen-year-old minx he called Mistress. He wished Willow would hurry up. 'Still,' Brett thought vaguely. 'How many eighteen-year-old boys were fucking a nineteen-year-old and an eighteen-year-old girl simultaneously?' Under the guise of studying with Zoe, Brett, Willow, and Zoe regularly got together between school's end and when Mrs Carter returned home. Brett got to fuck Willow and Zoe during these times, and he was certainly not complaining.
"I'm there!" Willow declared as her breath locked in step with her orgasmic spasms. Willow, like her mother, was a squirter, and her sweet, young pussy gushed her fluids as her climax blasted her into orbit.
Brett turned his eyes to Zoe's portion of their split screens. His young Mistress grinned mischievously, purposefully delaying her orgasm to torment her latest boy toy. He stifled a groan because he knew groaning would only make Zoe tease him more. Instead, he purred, "Gawd, I cannot wait until you fuck my ass again, Mistress. Your cock fucking my ass as I fuck Willow feels so damned good."
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!!" Zoe sighed as a will-destroying orgasm blasted through her. She intended to make Brett wait at least another five minutes before she let him cum, but Brett and Willow had learned her trigger thoughts, and now they regularly used them against her. Still, Zoe didn't mind because the two youngsters displayed a maturity that Zoe knew was beyond most of their peers. They were almost ready for Zoe to send them out alone to pervert others. Some of whom they'd bring to Zoe to play with. Others they'd play with solely or together. Brett and Willow were a genuine polyamorous couple who would explore their sexuality together and individually.
Brett released the bare grip he retained on his libido and allowed his sturdy 6-inch cock to explode. His first ejaculation hit his chin before the rest sprayed across his chest and stomach. He grunted with each release but changed to groans as his balls continued to spasm, even though they were temporarily dry. Brett had masturbated for many months before Zoe had exploded into his life, but his orgasms when he video-called with her and Willow were so much more intense than the pitiful ones before then. Of course, cumming inside one of his two lovers was exponentially better again.
Zoe spoke first. "Well done, babes. You're both coming here tomorrow to 'study', right?"
"Yes," her lovers acknowledged before Willow added, "As long as your mum can drop me back home. Is that okay?"
"Definitely," Zoe stated. She knew there was a fair amount of unrequited lust between her mother and Willow. Willow tried to hide it, but Zoe could read the signs of arousal in the young woman when Zoe's mother was nearby. Willow's eyes dilated, and her lips flushed when she spoke or looked at Lisa, Zoe's mum. Likewise, Lisa tried to remain the aloof parent when dealing with Willow, but when Lisa thought Willow wasn't watching, she stared at the youngster similarly to how she stared at Luke, Zoe's father, when she was horny. Zoe knew when her mother had that look, her parents would fuck that night.
Zoe had considered trying to seduce her parents several times. Yes, she knew she had a typical teenage girl's infatuation with her father, one that would be better to leave in the realms of fantasy, but increasingly, she felt her pussy warm when she observed her mother. Her mother was in her prime, Zoe thought. Lisa had her children at a, relative to this time, early age. She was only twenty-four when hers and Luke's first child, Blaine, arrived, and now she was barely past her mid-forties. Zoe wanted to expand Willow's boundaries from only having sex with other teenagers to seducing anyone she felt attracted to. Therefore, she encouraged her mother to take the young woman home, hoping that Willow would act on her attraction and seduce her.
Zoe disconnected from the conference call, leaving her two teen lovers chatting. Brett was close to being out of time, but he stayed talking with Willow and cleaning his splodge off his chest and stomach with tissues until he heard his mother's car pull into the driveway. Then, he reluctantly said goodbye and turned his phone off. Needing to keep on Alice's good side, he went out to the car to help bring the few purchases inside. He was surprised to see several steaks in the bags.
Alice saw him looking and smiled. Ever since Ms Carter had babysat for her, her son had matured. He acted far more responsibly than he had before and had become polite and well-spoken to her and his sisters. If Matilda, who adored winding him up, tried now, Brett simply grinned sardonically at her and said, "Nice try, Sis. But no cigar." It drove Alice's eldest daughter insane, which Alice supposed was the point.
Strangely, Matilda was the only one who hadn't changed since Zoe's last time sitting them. Grace had suddenly started to act more like someone in her late teens than the preteen she was. When she added that Brett stopped at Zoe's place on his way home once a week and studied, which had significantly improved his grades, having Zoe babysit her kids was almost a Godsend. To reward her son's growing maturity, Alice added more red meat to their diet, hence the steaks she'd purchased.
Alice held a closely guarded secret. Alice was a lesbian, which she had finally admitted only after being married to Andrew, her husband, for nearly ten years. Sex with Andrew had always been disappointing, and she rarely achieved an orgasm when they made love. Alice, unfortunately, listened to one of the devout feminists at her work, who held Andrew accountable for Alice's lack of orgasms. She blamed Andrew, saying that he should know how to light Alice's fires, and if he couldn't, it was because he was inadequate for Alice's needs.
That conversation led to Alice having an affair on Andrew and resulted in Grace, although Alice would never admit that to anyone (including herself, most of the time). To make matters worse, the man who Alice allowed to seduce her wasn't even a patch on Andrew as a lover. It was then that Alice had to admit that she didn't find the male body attractive. She went looking again and allowed a woman whom she vaguely knew to coax her into bed. A night of glorious orgasms ensued, and Alice faced the truth: Despite her religious upbringing and the wishes of her parents, she was a lesbian.
Alice had stepped away from her parents' church when she realised what she was and who she preferred. Then, she'd wholly bought into the teachings of the radical feminist left, but that one simple exchange with Zoe had forced her to admit she'd become a 'devouring mother' in her quest to ensure her eldest son didn't become part of the 'patriarchy'. She tried to treat Brett as an equal now. Asking what he wanted instead of telling him and making him feel less just because he was a man. Alice had also toned the feminist rhetoric way down when she interacted with her children, which meant they were much closer as a family.
Another closely guarded secret was why she'd done that. Alice fancied Zoe and knew the young woman was anything but a radical, leftist feminist. If Alice wanted any chance of seducing her babysitter, she needed to move her strident, lesbian, leftist views more to the centre where Alice intuited Zoe was.
Alice would admit, but only in those silent places in her mind, that she was disenchanted with the greenie/lesbian/feminist left where her employment came from. She was losing faith not because she'd suddenly decided teenagers were mature enough to look after themselves, let alone others, but because the narrative seemed hell-bent on sexualising preteens.
Alice knew that the age at which people became interested in sex varied massively depending on emotional, mental, and physical maturity. Her eighteen-year-old son being a perfect example. Alice was a late bloomer in that her first period didn't occur until she was almost fifteen, and her breasts didn't ripen until she was in her early twenties. Three kids had sucked most of the vitality from Alice's breasts, and she now had barely enough to bother wearing a bra for.
Alice welcomed her son's help and went inside to start dinner. She hid her distaste when she saw the crumpled tissues beside Brett's tablet. Masturbation was an outlet that most teenage boys needed, so she pretended it was probably snot and dropped it into the waste bin.
Alice was a much cooler mum than she realised. She hadn't noticed, but Brett had followed her in and winced when he saw he'd forgotten to dispose of his tissues. He was grateful when his mother picked them up and threw them in the bin without saying anything. Alice's act impressed her son so much that he vowed to be extra helpful that night to repay her.
After the family had shared a pleasant meal around the dining room table, Alice watched, amazed, as Brett collected the plates, rinsed them off and placed them in the dishwasher before returning with a damp cloth and cleaning the table. Alice smiled, realising Brett was responding to being given more freedom and responsibility, and she was determined to try doing the same with her other two.
"Are you studying with Zoe tomorrow?" Alice asked when Brett sat back at the table.
"Yes," Brett acknowledged. "Zoe started by helping Willow and me with our maths, but she gets 'As' on everything except Japanese, so she's helping us with the other subjects, too."
"Is Willow your girlfriend?" Alice asked neutrally.
"Not really," Brett dismissed too quickly.
Alice suppressed her grin because she knew Brett was sweet on the girl, but perhaps Willow didn't return his affection. "What do you mean 'not really?" Alice queried.
"We hang out occasionally at school and when we study with Zoe," Brett reluctantly explained. "But we're not doing anything else." Brett was terrified he'd stumble and reveal that he, Willow and Zoe were lovers. Zoe was adamant that no one, especially their parents, could know they fucked.
"Oh, okay," Alice answered, letting it go because she didn't want to damage the new relationship she'd created with her eldest child.
"How come Brett gets to have a girlfriend, but I'm not allowed a boyfriend?" Matilda whined.
"Because your brother is eighteen, Matilda, and you are yet to turn thirteen," Alice exasperatedly replied, simultaneously with Brett denying that he had a girlfriend.
"I turn thirteen next month," Matilda droned. "So, I can have a boyfriend then, right?"
"We'll see," Alice noncommittedly replied. Thankfully, Matilda decided her mother's response was 'yes', and she dropped the subject. Alice briefly fantasised about inviting Zoe to come to her place to study with the others and then seducing the young woman when she arrived and found that Alice had dropped the kids at her mother's. She decided to leave that in the realms of fantasy for now.
Zoe and Willow caught the bus to Zoe's place together after school the following day. They teasingly waved at Brett when they passed him on their way. Brett was pedalling furiously because his balls had ached all day, anticipating what they'd do together that afternoon. The afternoons he spent fucking Zoe and Willow were nothing short of amazing. Brett's stamina and control had improved markedly over the six weeks they'd been playing, and now he had little trouble controlling his orgasm until the girls were ready for him. However, Zoe often blew him as soon as he entered her home to help take the edge off.
Brett dumped his bike on Zoe's front lawn and ran for the door, barely stopping before he crashed into it. Brett knocked and waited to be summoned. "It's open," Zoe said seductively. Brett entered to find Zoe and Willow kneeling naked, waiting for him as they typically were. The thrill of standing over two naked teenage women whilst still clothed raced through Brett's body like an electric shock. He fumbled for his zipper, but Willow slapped his hands away.
"Naughty," she said. "You know that for the next two hours, you're not allowed to touch yourself without my or Mistress' permission."
"I wasn't going to touch it," Brett protested. "I was taking it out for you."
"And how did you propose to do that without touching it?" Zoe asked drily.
"Oh," Brett said, blushing. He then gulped, "Oh!" when Willow's talented mouth surrounded his rampant todger and slid down until her nose was against his pubis. Brett lost his first load almost immediately. However, that was the reason for blowing him when he entered. It took the edge off the teenager's need and would allow him to have some control for the later acts they'd do together.
Willow accepted Brett's gift into her willing mouth before turning to Zoe. The young girls kissed as they shared Brett's cum, swapping it back and forth before swallowing approximately half each. Their erotic display had Brett's faded erection back to full mast, and he was eager to see what was next.
Zoe rolled Willow into a classic sixty-nine, with her pert ass waving enticingly at Brett. Brett threw his school shirt aside, stepped out of his shoes, socks and pants and knelt behind Zoe's shapely bottom. He wanted to stick his cock in his Mistress but knew it was too soon to do that. So, instead, Brett held Zoe's ass cheeks apart and slid his tongue onto her tight dark ring.
"Hmm," Zoe moaned into Willow's pussy as she revelled in having Brett's tongue probing her no-no zone. Zoe rejoiced in the sheer decadence of anal play more than the actual act itself. That sodomy had so many taboos in countless religions made the act so much more delectable to her. Teaching her lovers to worship her ass allowed Zoe to thumb her nose at most of the mainstream religions, which Zoe adored doing.
Willow's tongue on her clitoris and Brett's probing into her ass sent Zoe toppling into an extreme climax, and she barely managed to remain quiet enough not to warn the neighbours of what the teenagers were doing. "Let's take this to my bed," Zoe purred as she lifted her head from the teenage girl's pussy.
Zoe encouraged Willow onto her back on her bed and then told Brett to form a sixty-nine with her. As her teen lovers suckled on each other's genitals, Zoe brought her strap-on out and buckled it into place. The thick double-end slid deliciously into her pussy as she settled it into place. Then, Zoe took out a bottle of lube and liberally coated her 'cock' with it. Next, she got onto the bed behind Brett and licked his chocolate star.
Brett was expecting Zoe to do that, so he only jumped a little when Zoe's warm, wet tongue slid along his taint and onto his rosebud. Brett swiftly relaxed and delighted in Zoe's attention, though. Brett forced himself to relax when Zoe's lips and tongue were replaced by her fingers. He'd learned to rejoice in being pegged. Although it wasn't in his top three things to have done to him, being fucked by Zoe had a certain piquancy that he'd come to love. It was almost like he could experience what it was like for a woman to be fucked by a flesh cock. Brett would deny it, but he had begun wondering what having a real cock fucking him would feel like. He masturbated to that guilty pleasure regularly.
"Willow, turn around so Brett can fuck you," Zoe demanded. Willow obeyed quickly and welcomed her first male lover into her sweet, tight, and young cunt. Willow had seduced three other men and another woman so far, although her oldest lover was still Zoe, who had barely turned nineteen.
Willow, as Zoe had taught her, was patient with her virgin lovers, urging them to forgive themselves for their lack of control and encouraging them with her mouth, tongue, and hands to go again. Her first two lovers, beyond Zoe and Brett, were regulars now, and their performance had improved to the point where Willow could relax and enjoy fucking them without needing to coax their egos if they misfired and came too soon. If her men did, they immediately finished the job with their mouths and fingers.
Once Brett had slid into Willow, Zoe squatted behind his ass and gently inserted her 'cock' into the young man's colon. She slid into him until she encountered his knot and then held still until Brett shuddered and relaxed. The remainder of her 'dick' slid into Brett's ass without effort.
"Ahhh," Brett sighed as his knot parted and Zoe's cock slid inside. He held still, waiting for his colon to acclimate to having something shoved up it. When he felt his sphincter relax, he pushed his hips back at Zoe, indicating that he was ready to be fucked. From here, Brett was a passenger on Zoe and Willow's sex train. Zoe would thrash her hips back and forward, driving her cock into Brett's man pussy, which, in turn, jammed Brett's cock into Willow, who then launched her hips up to meet Brett's inward thrust and drove him back onto Zoe's 'cock'.
Willow hit her peak first, and the extra-hard thrust she gave as she orgasmed drove Zoe's 'cock' deeper into Brett's ass and scraped its tip along his P-spot. Brett lost his lollies as his P-spot exploded with pleasure, and he filled Willow's welcoming pussy. Willow's mighty thrust drove Brett's ass into Zoe's pelvis and forced the double end of her strap-on to scrape over her G-spot as the rubber stopper mashed against her clitoris. Both sensations alone would have ignited Zoe's climax. Together, they blasted her off the planet into a pleasure orbit around the sun.
The three young lovers collapsed and lay together in orgasmic bliss until Zoe, ever the perpetrator, pushed Willow's knees apart and lowered her head onto the eighteen-year-old's pussy. She licked Willow's nubbin before delving her tongue into the young woman's vulva to retrieve Brett's cum.
Brett groaned as his dick swiftly reinflated. His two female lovers going for it still turned him on more than any other action. He shifted behind Zoe and dipped his sturdy cock into her dripping gash. Brett stroked into Zoe's pussy several times before adding his thumb. Once his thumb was wet with Zoe's juices, he pushed it into her ass. Zoe had anal sex regularly, so her sphincter relaxed and readily accepted Brett's probing thumb. Brett eased his cock out of Zoe's pussy and thrust it firmly into her ass.
"Naughty boy," Zoe said, smiling at her lover over her shoulder. Then she moaned before returning her attention to Willow's cum-filled pussy. Zoe brought Willow to another orgasm before she slowly moved, keeping Brett buried inside her colon until she could lower herself onto Willow and slide her 'cock' into the younger girl. It was Zoe's turn to be the passenger on her lovers' sex train.
The trio had time to switch once more, with Willow in the middle, before showering, drying, getting dressed and pulling their schoolwork out. Lisa found Zoe explaining algebra to the younger pair as they struggled with the new concept. She said, 'Hello' happily, knowing the threesome was good for each other. Even Zoe's marks had marginally improved because having to explain the concepts to her younger students helped clarify them in her mind. Brett showed the most improvement, moving from a C- to a B+ average. Willow, who was already a B+ student, had improved to an overall A.



"It's time to take you home," Lisa announced.
"Sure thing, Mrs C," Willow said. Her heart sped as she imagined seducing Zoe's mother on their way. Willow packed her things into her school bag.
Zoe handed her the last textbook before whispering, "Go for it!"
Willow looked at her wonderingly. She couldn't have meant what Willow thought she did, could she? Was Zoe encouraging her to attempt to seduce Lisa? Surely not. But what if? Willow's pussy tingled as she imagined daring to do it.
"Ready?" Lisa asked, her voice cutting into Willow's conundrum.
Willow blushed before saying, "Yes, Mrs C. Sorry. I was daydreaming there."
Lisa surreptitiously used her peripheral vision to examine the eighteen-year-old. Willow's breasts were undoubtedly at least a C-cup already, and they looked enormous on her lithe frame. Willow's waist was narrow, and her ass pleasingly large and heart-shaped. Willow's young body resembled Lisa's first lesbian lover, and Lisa's libido reacted accordingly. She was wetter than she could remember being in her recent history. However, Lisa knew she was too chickenshit to initiate anything with the young woman.
Lisa's mind suddenly conjured an image of her lying on her bed with Willow in a classic sixty-nine with her and Luke's thick cock just above her mouth, ploughing into the gorgeous teenager. She blinked away the fantasy before smiling inanely and walking to her car.
Willow sat beside her lover's mother in a lather of self-doubt. She desperately wanted to believe that Zoe was right and that she should try to seduce Lisa, but her tongue had dried and was stuck to her mouth's roof, unable to form words. Unknown to her, similar sentiments flowed through Lisa. Her pussy throbbed at the thought of kissing the young woman, but the fear of rejection prevented Lisa from making a move toward her daughter's friend.
They were close to halfway to Willow's place when Lisa, who was distracted by the ache in her nether regions, felt Willow's hand on her outer thigh. She looked down and almost ran a red light as she fascinatedly watched Willow's fingers ease under her skirt. Lisa's preference for work wear was mid-length skirts and dresses that flared after they'd covered her athletically slender ass. Lisa's dress hems typically rode up when she sat, a distraction for her male colleagues that kept them on edge and gave her an advantage over them.
"Shit!" Lisa exclaimed as her car shuddered from the quick brake/release of her car's ABS. She stopped before the line delineating the intersection, but not before nearly giving herself a heart attack.
Willow giggled, but the sudden braking didn't stop her from sliding her hand closer to Lisa's pussy. It took a car tooting its horn before Lisa remembered to drive on. Lisa unawarely parted her thighs when she felt Willow's fingers on her panties. Seconds later, the teenager's finger circled Lisa's nubbin, and Lisa had to park the car before they crashed. Luckily, they were near a shopping centre with an open underground carpark. Lisa parked the car and killed the lights. She panted as she waited for Willow to continue.
Willow smiled happily, realising she had Zoe's mother in her control. The older woman's nubbin was wetter than a rainy spring storm and stiffer than a cardboard box. Willow undid her seatbelt and knelt on the seat. Her left fingers slid along Lisa's slit and delved into the older woman's pussy. Simultaneously, Willow's other hand entwined in Lisa's hair, pulling the older woman close enough to kiss. Lisa moaned into the kiss as her arousal flared. She lifted her hands, cupped the teenager's fulsome breasts, and rubbed her thumbs over Willow's protruding nipples.
Willow smiled into their kiss, enjoying Lisa's hands on her nubile breasts. The older woman was only the second lover after Zoe, who knew what to do before Willow showed them, and Willow knew she could relax in Lisa's embrace and simply enjoy herself. She slid her middle finger into her older lover's pussy and searched for her G-spot. Lisa's gasp indicated that she'd found it. Willow deepened their kiss as she swirled her finger over that spot.
Lisa undid her seatbelt and moved onto her knees so she could face her younger lover. Her hands shakily undid Willow's blouse buttons, and she marvelled at the teenager's extensive rack. Breasts that were already fuller and firmer than Lisa's own. Lisa peeled Willow's bra off her shoulders and lowered her mouth onto the youngster's nipples. Techniques learned more than twenty years ago re-emerged, and Lisa licked and suckled Willow's nubile nipples, driving the young woman unerringly toward her climactic peak.
Not to be outdone, Willow pushed Lisa's top off her shoulders, exposing her conically shaped B-cups. Her spare hand circled Lisa's mounds before her thumb and finger gripped Lisa's nipple firmly. Then, Willow finger-blasted the older woman as she twisted Lisa's nipple cruelly. Lisa's head tipped back as her body responded to the young woman's attention. She hadn't entirely gathered her thoughts when Willow's finger elicited an enormous, mind-melting orgasm from her pussy. Lisa, who often gushed but didn't squirt very often, felt her pussy soak her young lover's fingers and hand. Fortunately, Willow spotted the rag Lisa kept to wipe her windscreen and was able to capture Lisa's female cum before it soaked Lisa's skirt and car seat.
Willow eased her finger from the older woman's pussy and kissed her softly. "Mum will wonder where I am," she said gently as she cleaned her fingers and hand.
"Shit! Yes," Lisa gasped, temporarily stepping out of her car to adjust her panties and dress back to decency. She got back in and started the car. Lisa was embarrassed that her daughter's eighteen-year-old friend had elicited an orgasm from her and now seemed under better control than her. But as they closed the distance to Willow's home, Lisa wondered. "You're clearly not a virgin to lesbian sex," she stated.
"No, I'm not," Willow giggled, unembarrassed.
"Are you a virgin with men?"
"Why, Mrs Carter. That's a quite personal question, isn't it?"
"Yes, you're right," Lisa abashedly admitted. "I have no right to ask."
Willow leaned over and slid her fingers back onto Lisa's sopping panties. "I'm not a virgin in any way, Mrs Carter. Why do you ask?"
Lisa blushed but decided to go for it. "You've met Zoe's dad, my husband Luke, right?" Willow nodded. "What do you think about joining him and me in bed?"
"Hmm," Willow purred as she moved Lisa's panties aside and fingered her clit again. "I think as long as Zoe doesn't find out, it would be fantastic for all of us."
"I'm not sure how to pull this off," Lisa excitedly blurted. "Also, Luke has no idea I'm attracted to you, so it will be a surprise. Zoe cannot know, of course." Lisa thought furiously. "Umm... if we invite you over on a night when Zoe's babysitting, then she won't know. Would that work?"
Willow thought before replying, "I could tell Mum that Zoe's invited me to stay over. She likes Zoe, so that shouldn't be a problem. Then, you could get me and give me to Luke as a present for him. Maybe truss me up a little?"
'OMG! I haven't used ropes on a lover since I married Luke,' Lisa thought. With Willow's index finger circling her clit and the salacious image Willow had just implanted, Lisa was close to cumming again. "Sounds like a plan," Lisa agreed. "I'll message you on 'X' and arrange a day."
"Sounds good, Mrs C," Willow agreed, removing her finger from Lisa's nubbin because they were pulling into Willow's driveway. Willow hopped out of the car, cheerily saying, "Thanks for the lift, Mrs C. See you next Thursday."
Lisa hungrily watched Willow's lithe figure walk inside before reversing out and driving away. Although her earlier climax had been mind-breaking, Lisa was hornier than she could remember being since her teenage years. She was heading home and dragging Luke into their bedroom. Zoe would have to make her own dinner.
Zoe was lying on her bed when her instant messenger chirped, letting her know she had an incoming call. She looked and smiled when she saw it was from Willow. "Hey, babe," she said when she accepted the call.
"I did it!" Willow exclaimed breathlessly.
"Did what?" Zoe asked.
"Had sex with your mother on the way home."
"You did?" Zoe queried excitedly. "What happened?" Willow described what she'd done and how Zoe's mother had launched into an explosive orgasm. At the end of Willow's description, Zoe said, "Wait. What about you? Did Mum do anything to help you?"
"She undid my blouse and played with my tits and nipples," Willow explained. "Zoe, it's clear that your Mum's no stranger to Sapphic love. She knows her way around a woman's body; I'm telling you that!"
"Why did you stop?" Zoe queried.
"Because I didn't want Mum to get worried," Willow explained. "Plus, your Mum may have freaked out, so I wanted her to think about something else, like getting me home."
"Good thinking," Zoe agreed. She thought about their encounter. "Anything else?" She saw that Willow looked doubtful. "Come on. Spill it!"
"Your mum asked if I'd like to join her and your father in bed," Willow replied nervously, worried about what Zoe would think.
"Oh, wow!" Zoe exclaimed. Zoe's pussy exploded. Even though she'd had several orgasms playing with Brett and Willow that afternoon, Zoe's libido had launched into the stratosphere. Only, it wasn't Willow in bed with her parents; it was her. She immediately stated, "You have to do it! How cool would that be? Saying you've had sex with everybody who lives here."
"You don't mind if I fuck your father?" Willow disbelievingly asked.
"I would," Zoe said and immediately regretted it. "I mean, if he wasn't my father, and that," she lamely added.
"You would?" Willow queried. "What? Fuck your mother and father?"
"Well, yeah. You know? If they weren't my parents," Zoe replied, digging the hole deeper.
"Your parents are both pretty sexy for oldies, you know?" Willow stated. "They've kept themselves fit and have looked after their faces. Not like my mum."
"Have you been walking with her like I said?" Zoe queried, grateful to change the subject.
"Yeah," Willow replied. She considered what else Zoe had asked her to do before bursting out, "I did what you said and asked Mum to show me some photos from when she was young and her first wedding. I have to say, Zoe. My mum was pretty hot back then. She had the same kind of figure that I do. Slender with massive tits and a huge ass." Willow's face fell, "I guess looking like her is what I have to look forward to."
"Only if you don't get on top of your exercise and diet regimens now," Zoe admonished. "My mum's only a little bit younger than yours, and she's still a size 8 (4 American). But she goes to yoga twice a week and to the gym as well."
"What do you do?" Willow asked.
"I go with Mum to yoga, plus I run five kilometres three times a week," Zoe explained. Then she giggled, "Also, I have lots and lots of sex."
Willow joined her laughter before saying, "Okay. I'd better shut this down and get some sleep before Mum yells at me."
"See ya," Zoe said, also closing her phone down and readying herself for sleep. Sleep refused to come, though. Her pussy was on fire with want and desire, and Zoe knew the only way to sleep was to quench that flame. She tried her usual fantasy lovers to get over the edge, but they weren't happening. Then, she searched through her porn sites, looking for something, but that wasn't doing it either. Giving up, Zoe rolled onto her back, lifted and spread her knees, and stroked along her slit as she dipped two fingers into her wet depths.
"Gawd, Mum," Zoe murmured, imagining her mother between her shapely thighs, licking her sopping pussy. That brought her close but didn't launch her from her climactic peak. That happened when Zoe turned her head, imagining she felt her father's precum-drooling cock pushing against her cheek. It slid into her willing mouth when her head turned. Zoe snatched her spare pillow and screamed into it as her orgasm smashed through her. Then, smiling happily, she immediately fell asleep.
Zoe woke up later than usual but with plenty of time left to make it to the bus for school. Her parents had already left for work, so she video-called Brett. She caught him as he walked out of his house to get on his bike.
"Hey, Zoe. What's up?"
"Do you think my mum's hot?" Zoe asked without preamble.
"She's pretty old," Brett said carefully, wary of where this conversation was headed.
"Yeah, but you know? Would you fuck her if you had the chance?"
"Umm... why?" Brett asked, getting on his pushbike and riding toward school.
"Because Willow had sex with her last night on their way home," Zoe explained.
Brett almost rode out in front of a car, he was that shocked. "What?" He exclaimed, wobbling onto the footpath so he wouldn't get run over.
"Willow seduced my mother on their way back to her place," Zoe explained. "And I was wondering if you'd like to do the same thing."
"Like your mother would be interested in me," Brett denied.
However, Zoe knew that once the genie had been released from the bottle, putting it back in was nigh on impossible. She'd caught hints from her mother before that she'd been at least as sexually active in her youth as Zoe was now. Lisa had suppressed those desires to be a good mother and wife, but now that she'd opened the bottle, there was a good chance she'd want to explore further. Lisa's invitation for Willow to join her and Luke in bed showed that. Zoe wanted to give her mother that opportunity, knowing if she fucked her friends, Lisa's secret would remain safe, and she could stop at only Willow and return to being monogamous if she desired.
"Next Thursday, we'll pretend there's something wrong with your bike and get Mum to drop you home. Ask Willow what she did to seduce Mum and try the same thing." They had to end their conversation because Zoe's bus arrived.
The day passed without incident. Although the lovers passed each other regularly, they barely acknowledged each other's presence. Keeping their intimacy a secret was safer than showing open affection at school. However, several other students knew that Willow accompanied Zoe home most Thursdays. That was easily explained using the tutoring act, though, and the school remained unaware that Zoe had perverted nearly twenty students into sex hounds and taken their virginities.
Zoe had one of her regular families to sit for that night. The eldest, a boy called Stuart, had recently turned eighteen, and Zoe was eager to see if he was ready for perverting. She went through her typical regime of scrubbing her face clean and pulling her hair back off her face, which made her look younger than her nineteen years and left her looking fresh-faced and innocent. A loose top and jeans hid her matching bustier and panty set and concealed her silk stockings and suspenders.
Luke dropped her off, with Zoe reminding him that Mrs Styles would drop her home around midnight. Wendy Styles was another solo mum who had a new boyfriend. Antonio was an ass, Zoe thought. She didn't like how his eyes studied her lasciviously and wondered what Wendy saw in him. She guessed it was because Antonio was rich and drove a late-model M-series BMW.
Stuart had a sister who was only fourteen and then two brothers who were only eighteen months apart but three years younger than Maddie. Wendy and Antonio greeted Zoe before leaving for their dinner booking, leaving her to deal with four hungry kids. However, Wendy had told Stuart to use her account to order pizza, which he had been doing when Zoe found him.
"What pizza do you want?" Stuart asked, trying to keep his eyes above Zoe's tits.
"Super supreme with anchovies," Zoe requested, adjusting her T-shirt by grabbing it between her breasts and pulling, instantly grabbing Stuart's attention.
He dragged his eyes away and completed their order. "It says about forty-five minutes," he announced, turning to face Zoe. He gulped because she'd cupped her breasts and leaned forward as if offering them to him.
Straightening up, Zoe smiled and winked before saying, "Cool. Plenty of time to whip your ass at Gran Tourismo." She knew that was the boys' favourite game from the last time she was there. Although she wasn't as proficient at Gran Tourismo as some others, she was good enough to challenge the three boys, keeping them interested and out of trouble until the pizza arrived.
Although disinterested in the game, Maddie looked through her social media apps, sitting in the lounge with the others. That meant ensuring her four charges weren't causing mischief was a simple task for Zoe.
The pizza arrived, and the four took turns eating in between their turn driving the cars. The three boys beat Zoe every time, but almost every race went down to the wire, so she had their utmost respect by the time the pizzas and soft drinks were consumed. Maddie had inched closer to Zoe as they played, and Zoe was aware the young girl was attracted to her. However, fourteen was too young, so Zoe ignored her until she'd conceded defeat and left the boys to it.
"Come up to your room with me, Mads?" Zoe requested.
"Sure," Maddie agreed, hoping Zoe's request meant she was interested in her.
They walked up to Maddie's room, and Zoe asked her to sit on her bed. Zoe also sat on the bed, but at a safe distance from Maddie. She spoke kindly to the young woman. "Tough being the only girl in the family, huh?"
"Yeah," Maddie admitted. "The house stinks of boy sweat and farts."
Zoe laughed before explaining she had three older brothers and knew what Maddie meant. Then, she got to the crux of the problem. "Maddie, I know your body is going through some changes now, and you're beginning to be aware of your sexuality. However, it's a dangerous time for us girls, yeah? Because our bodies are issuing checks that our minds aren't ready to cash yet."
"What do you mean?" Maddie asked, pretending innocence.
"You were flirting with me in the lounge," Zoe said bluntly. "It's okay because I'm too honourable to follow up on your flirting. However, if you flirt with someone like your mother's new boyfriend, you might end up with a cock stuffed up your pussy when you're not ready emotionally for it."
"How did you know that I was flirting with Antonio?" Maddie said guiltily.
"I didn't," Zoe giggled. "But I guessed from your flirtatious behaviour towards me."
"Oh," Maddie said, crestfallen at being fooled so easily.
"Maddie," Zoe said seriously. "Your body is beginning to change, and you're becoming a woman. It's a scary and exciting time, but you need to be careful because I doubt Antonio is honourable like I am. Do you want him to be your first? Are you ready to lose your virginity to him? Is that who you want to be your first lover?"
Maddie was crying and shaking her head. "Hell no!" She said vehemently. "He's a creep, and I don't know why Mum's with him."
"So, no more flirting, okay? Be polite to him, but cold, you know? Like the hot bitches at school when their behaviour's called out by the teachers? They're totally polite but filled with disdain, right? The teachers can't call them about because they were being polite, but their attitude says 'whatever'."
"I'll do it," Maddie averred. Zoe hugged the young woman and left her in peace, returning to the lounge to challenge the boys again.
"Okay. Who's ready to have their asses handed to them?"
"Hah!" Stuart crowed as he bested his brother Aaron again. "You haven't won a single race yet."
"You're right," Zoe admitted. "However, I bet I can flog you at Street Fighter."
"We wore our disc out," Glen, the youngest, stated. "Unless you have a copy with you?"
"As a matter of fact," Zoe grinned. "I don't." She laughed at their excited and then chagrined faces. "Gran Tourismo it is."



Once again, Zoe was good enough to challenge but not beat them. She impressed the brothers anyway, so they gave her no trouble until it was time for the younger two to go to sleep. Zoe ensured they were in bed before returning to the lounge where Stuart waited, hopefully. The previous time Zoe had been over was only a few weeks before he turned fourteen. Zoe had given Stuart a small gift before whispering that she had a special gift for him after he'd turned eighteen. Stuart didn't know what she meant, but her suggestive whisper indicated it might be something sexual. Or so his overheated imagination told him.
Stuart had skited to his friends that he had a hot babysitter who was into him. Of course, they hadn't believed him. But here was where the rubber met the road. Luckily for Stuart, it was about to get better than even his fevered imagination could picture.
Zoe held out her hand and pulled Stuart to his feet. When he was upright, Zoe pressed her lithe, petite frame against Stuart and tilted her head back, waiting for him to kiss her. Stuart gulped, sizzlingly aware that Zoe's stomach was pressed tightly against his throbbing cock. He nervously lowered his head and touched his lips to Zoe's.
Zoe sighed and looked up at him dreamily. "That's a good start," she sighed. Most new boys devoured her mouth like a fat boy with a soft-serve ice cream cone. Stuart's lips were firm and dry. She put a hand on the back of Stuart's head and pulled him down. They kissed again, but Zoe allowed their kiss to deepen this time and pulled him down. They kissed again, and Zoe let their kiss become passionate.
She released him, knowing if she stayed pressed against him, Stuart would probably lose his lollies into his underwear. His doing that wouldn't bother Zoe, but she knew it would affect the young man's confidence and self-image. "Show me to your bedroom," she requested artfully.
Stuart released his babysitter and led her to his room. Zoe pulled Stuart's T-shirt off and put it over the bedside lamp. Then, she knelt, pulled his chinos off and laid them along the door to keep the light from leaking into the hallway. Zoe ignored that Stuart was bent over ashamedly, trying to hide his throbbing penis and the wet patch his precum-leaking cock had caused on his boxers. Instead, she started dancing before him, seductively removing her top and then swinging it over her head like a stripper would.
"Sit on your bed and watch, baby," Zoe purred. She knew the young man would probably lose his first load as soon as she touched him, but she was determined to have his arousal at its peak so that when she knelt before him, she'd have time to whip his cock out and let it explode in her mouth.
Zoe danced back and forth, slowly easing her jeans down her ass and legs. She stopped long enough to remove them, revealing her electric blue bra and panties and her suspenders and stockings. She turned, leaning forward so that her firm breasts appeared to be falling from her bra. She smiled when Stuart groaned and crossed to him quickly. Zoe had just enough time to extricate Stuart's cock from his boxers and cap her mouth over its head before it erupted into her greedily sucking mouth.
Zoe stood up and started dancing again. She wanted to create some time between swallowing Stuart's cum and kissing him because she was sick of boys refusing to kiss her after she'd sucked them off. "Take your boxers off, lie on your back and enjoy, honey," Zoe said as she danced across to where she'd thrown her bag. She removed her slave heels from the bag and quickly put them on. Then, with her ass towards Stuart, she sensuously removed her G-string before twirling it on her finger and tossing it to Stuart.
Stuart growled deep in his chest as he smelled Zoe's arousal on the delicate item. Zoe grinned and slowly, seductively removed her bra, leaving her in just her suspenders, stockings, and heels. She danced back to the bed and then leapt on it. Her hot, wet pussy pushed against Stuart's shins as she insistently pulled his boxers down. Achieving her goal, Zoe surrounded Stuart's dick with her hand and jerked it firmly.
"Gawd, Zoe!" Stuart groaned as his red-hot cum boiled from his shaft and spat over Zoe's tits and stomach.
Zoe gathered his splodge with her fingers and fed it into her mouth. She'd gathered most of it before switching to using her lips and tongue to clean him. Only then did Zoe remember how often her boys had refused to kiss her with their cum still in her mouth. She shrugged, knowing her threat to leave them hanging usually forced them to kiss her despite their revulsion.
To her surprise, Stuart showed no hesitation when she moved higher to kiss him. Instead, his hands clumsily groped her breasts. However, he wasn't as rough as most newcomers, so Zoe allowed him to continue groping her as their kiss lengthened. When they broke for air, she smiled, "Not bad," she said. "It's almost like it's not your first time."
"Willow Wilson let me feel her up at school the other day," Stuart explained. "She cuffed my ear when I was too rough."
"You and her weren't going to get it on, were you?" Zoe asked worriedly. The last thing she wanted to do was to steal a lover from her friend.
"No," Stuart denied. "I wanted to go further, but Willow muttered something about you and wouldn't let me."
Zoe remembered mentioning Stuart to Willow last week when they were over, so she understood why her young lover had backed away. "Good," Zoe grinned. "Because I want to be your first."
"I want that, too," Stuart said earnestly. He reached for Zoe's tits again. He was still clumsy but willing to learn. Stuart allowed Zoe's encouraging words to guide him, and his ministrations soon became deft and delightful on Zoe's breasts. His fingers massaged her breasts as his thumbs stroked over her nipples. Then, Zoe guided his lips to her nipple and described how to use them and his tongue to stimulate her further.
Zoe was close to peaking, but she knew she wouldn't get there by breast stimulation only. First, she knelt and took Stuart's cock back into her mouth. As she expected, Stuart lost his lollies immediately, but with a typical teenage boy's short refractory period, he hardly lost any rigidity. Then, Zoe lay on her back on the bed. Stuart, thinking he was going to get to fuck her, moved to lie on her body. However, it was too soon for that. Instead, Zoe pushed on Stuart's chest to keep him off her and on his head to direct him lower.
Stuart accepted Zoe's directions and lowered himself onto his elbows between her toned thighs. He gazed at her wetness and was awed by the aroma of her arousal. Her smell ignited his animalistic instincts, and he knew she wanted him as badly as he wanted her. But he needed to satiate her needs as she had already willingly satiated his before this moment. Stuart lowered his head and sniffed appreciatively. His tongue emerged from between his lips, and he instinctively dabbed it into Zoe's wetness.
"Hmm," Zoe hummed, arching her back off the bed as she grasped Stuart's head and pushed her pussy against his mouth.
Stuart followed what Zoe wanted and delved his tongue into her pussy. He heard his older lover moan, so he stabbed into that wetness repeatedly, hoping he was driving her to her climactic peak. He was. Zoe moaned again before dragging Stuart higher. She had to release Stuart's head and use her fingers to expose her clitoris. But once she had, Zoe's virgin lover showed devout attention to her pleasure nub and quickly sent Zoe over the edge of her orgasm's precipice.
Stuart knew how sensitive his glans became after he'd cum, and wondered if it was the same for women and their clitorises. Thinking it was better to let caution rule, he licked down Zoe's slit before spearing his tongue into her wetness again.
Zoe was surprised again because almost every one of her virgin lovers expected to stick their cocks in her after they'd made her cum. She wasn't about to give this exception up, though, and relished how Stuart's inexperienced but deliciously talented tongue felt stabbing into her wetness.
Learning from the first time, Stuart felt Zoe's climax approaching and shifted his lips and tongue to her button. He wondered if a little pain would excite her, so he daringly bit Zoe's clit. It launched Zoe from her orgasm's launchpad and sent her careening into the universe.
"In me. In me," Zoe gasped. "Stick your cock in me!"
Stuart, grinning like a maniac, covered Zoe's body with his and humped like a dog at a leg. Zoe suppressed her laughter, knowing it would damage her inexperienced lover, and reached between them to grab and guide Stuart's cock into her wet depths. Stuart orgasmed as soon as he entered her, but Zoe knew that was likely, so she encouraged him to keep thrusting, and he was quickly back to being harder than advanced trigonometry.
Stuart finally gained some control, and even though he screwed his eyes tightly shut, he staved off his orgasm long enough for Zoe to crest. The sudden increased wetness and heat inside Zoe's tight pussy when she climaxed blew away Stuart's resistance, and he shot his load inside his older lover with a series of guttural grunts.
The pair were exhausted, but the time for Wendy's return was close, so Zoe forced herself to get up and made Stuart change his sheets so the fluids from their coupling wouldn't stain his sheets permanently. Zoe then had a quick shower before encouraging Stuart to do the same.
Returning to Stuart's room, Zoe took off her heels and put them back in her bag. Then, she carried the bag to the lounge and pretended to doze as she waited for Wendy and Antonio to return. She hadn't waited for very long when Wendy and Antonio walked inside. Wendy was drunk and needed Antonio's support to stand.
Zoe looked at her employer, dismayed. Clearly, Wendy wouldn't be taking her home. Zoe suspected that Antonio had gotten Wendy drunk on purpose, hoping to take Zoe home himself. Zoe knew he'd proposition her on the way and that he might even try to insist on fucking her. She phoned her father.
"What's up, pumpkin?" Luke said, answering the phone on the second ring.
"Aww, nothing much, Daddy," Zoe said, using the code phrase she and her parents had arranged years ago.
"Do I need to call the cops, Zoe?" Luke asked, instantly awake and seething with anger.
"Not at the moment, Daddy," Zoe said. Their arranged codes said that this meant she wasn't sure, but he should if she hadn't called back in ten minutes.
"Let me put Wendy in bed, and then I'll take you home," Antonio said with false bonhomie.
"Nah, it's okay," Zoe said. "Dad's coming to get me."
"Ah, why get him out of bed when I'm already up and can do it?" Antonio said, his voice so full of oil that Zoe was surprised her feet hadn't slid out from under her.
"What's going on?" Stuart asked suspiciously from the end of the hall.
"Nothing," Antonio snarled. "Go back to bed."
"Yeah, you might be fucking my mother, but you're not my father," Stuart said snarkily. "Zoe, I might stay with you, okay? I assume your father or mother are on their way?"
"They are," Zoe replied. She was grateful for Stuart's presence but worried about what Antonio would do after she'd left. She hoped Antonio wouldn't hurt the young man, but she feared he would.
"Whatever," Antonio said dismissively. "In that case, I will take your mother to bed and let you listen to her moan as I fuck her every which way."
Stuart was smart enough to remain silent and moved aside so Antonio could carry his mother to her bedroom. However, there was the sound of a loud slap only seconds later. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Wendy screeched. "Get the fuck out of my house. How dare you treat me like I'm some kind of tramp. Asshole! Fuck off, I don't want you here."
Antonio stormed out of the house and got in his car. He lit the tyres up as he reversed out of the driveway before peeling out of there.
Wendy staggered into the lounge with tears in her eyes. She saw Zoe and Stuart standing together. "You two okay?" She asked. "He didn't hurt you?" Wendy burst into tears before wailing, "Jaysus! I can't find a decent man anywhere. Every guy I meet is nothing but an asshole!"
Stuart hugged his mother and helped her to sit on the sofa. "It's okay, Mum," he said. "I'll always be here for you."
"I'm drunk," Wendy needlessly stated. "Sorry, Zoe. Maybe after a few coffees, I'll be sober enough to take you home."
"That's okay, Mrs Styles," Zoe assured her. "Dad's on the way to pick me up." She called her father to tell him the crisis had passed. He arrived a few minutes later, and Zoe accepted the two hundred dollars Wendy handed her for her time and the inconvenience her boyfriend had caused.
"All good, Zoe?" Luke asked when his daughter got in his car.
"Meh," Zoe replied. "Just an asshole boyfriend who I wouldn't trust to lie straight in his grave."
"Do I need to find and bash him, honey?" Luke asked.
"He's not worth going to jail for," Zoe dismissed, her heart warm because she knew if she'd said yes, her father would have. She watched her father driving, and her tiny little nubbin throbbed as she imagined kissing him. Deciding to be brave, Zoe leaned over, placing her hand daringly close to her father's todger and kissed his cheek. "Thanks for coming to get me, Daddy," she said coquettishly. She reluctantly removed her hand before Luke could realise that she wanted to touch his cock.
"Any time, pumpkin," Luke said, unawarely touching where his daughter had kissed him as his trousers tented. Luke forced his mind to more mundane thoughts because he knew getting an erection when your daughter innocently kissed you was almost at the top of a father's no-no list. However, Zoe was so achingly like her mother at the same age that it was difficult for Luke not to remember the early days of his relationship with Lisa. His cock inevitably stiffened when his mind replaced his wife with his daughter. Luke was disgusted with himself for thinking that way but proud of his self-control in not reacting to his fantasies. The remainder of the journey was spent in companionable silence.
"Thanks again, Daddy," Zoe gushed, pushing her svelte body against her father briefly as she hugged and kissed him. She felt his erection against her toned stomach and revelled in his body's reaction to her.
"That's okay, darling," Luke said, relieved his daughter hadn't noticed his erection. "See you in the morning."
Zoe had another babysitting gig on Saturday night, but this one was for two under-ten-year-olds. So, it was two hours of supervision and then three of maintaining watch as the children slept. It was boring, but the one hundred and twenty-five dollars was a welcome reason to be bored.
Sunday was spent with her parents, visiting Lisa's parents. Mumma Louisa, as she preferred to be called, was a spry seventy-year-old with a wicked and obscene sense of humour. She revelled in telling dirty jokes and teaching lewd nursery rhymes to her grandchildren. Zoe's favourite was: Little Miss Muffet, sat on a tuffet, eating her curds and whey. Along came a spider, who sat down beside her, and little Miss Muffet said, "Piss off, hairy legs!"
Poppa Desmond was a tall, angular man who pretended horror at the jokes and limericks his wife told but who would secretly add to them when he thought Luke and Lisa weren't listening. Zoe always laughed loudest at 'Little Jack Horner, sat in a corner eating his pudding pie. He stuck in his thumb, pulled out a plum, and said, "Fuck, that's hot!"'
They spent the day with Louisa and Desmond before sharing dinner and taking their leave. It was a pleasant way to spend a day, and Zoe was always happy to spend time with her grandparents.
The school week passed without incident, but the lovers had to skip most of their regular Thursday adventures because the girls had their monthly visitors. Brett still got two blowjobs, plus he got to fuck the girls' asses as they fucked his, so it wasn't a total loss.
When Brett reached Zoe's place, he removed the valve from his bike tyre. They told Lisa that someone at school had pranked him and asked her to take Brett home. It worked a charm, and they put Brett's bike in Lisa's car's boot and used rope to tie it down and hold the bike in place.
Willow asked to be dropped off first, and because Brett had gotten in behind Lisa, she could pretend he didn't know what she was doing. Her hand nonchalantly crossed the space between her and the older woman. Lisa's eyes flashed down to where Willow's hand inched towards her pussy.
Lisa knew she should put a stop to what Willow would do, but the thrill of having the young woman finger her with another of Zoe's friends behind her was too intoxicating. So, instead, Lisa eased her hips forward over her seat's edge, allowing free access to her sweltering pussy. Lisa bit her bottom lip to stop from moaning as Willow's knowing fingers slid over her cum switch and delved into her soaking pussy.
"Pull into the carpark, Mrs C," Willow insisted.
Lisa, who was on the cusp of an orgasm, instinctively obeyed. It was only when Brett's hands cupped her firm breasts that she remembered he was in the car with them. Lisa wanted to object, but Willow had virtually climbed into her lap, and her lips descended onto hers. Lisa kissed the young woman back willingly, momentarily forgetting the hands on her breasts, undoing her blouse buttons.
Lisa revelled in Willow's sweet kisses as she rode the delicious feelings that her daughter's young friend elicited from her pussy. She stood on the peak of her climax when Willow suddenly withdrew her lips and fingers. "No!" Lisa complained. Since the previous week, Lisa's libido had exploded. She'd jumped Luke every night since then, but as she rode him, it wasn't her husband she imagined riding. Instead, it was the young woman who was insistently dragging her over the well between them.
Lisa wormed her way over to the passenger seat, but Willow didn't let her stop there. She pulled the older woman out of the car and into the backseat, stopping only to push the front passenger seat as far forward as possible. Then, Willow turned Lisa to face her and kissed her soundly. As their tongues danced across the others, Willow peeled Lisa's unbuttoned blouse off her svelte body and undid her bra's front clasp. She left Lisa's midi-skirt on but pulled her panties off before pushing her onto the car's backseat.
Lisa gasped in surprise as she fell back, but Brett's body prevented her from falling, and Lisa felt his naked, rampantly erect todger against the small of her back. She knew she should protest, but Willow's mouth was descending towards her wet sex, and all Lisa could do was lift and spread her knees to welcome her.
Willow, who was awkwardly bent over to reach Lisa's dripping pussy, spread the older woman's labia and stabbed her clitoris with her talented tongue. Lisa's protests desisted, and her hands found the young woman's head. Lisa held Willow in place as she moaned and waved her hips in time with the teenager's licks. She was in bliss. Pure, evil, decadent, debaucherous bliss. A teenage girl had her tongue stuffed into her pussy, and all Lisa could do was moan and revel in the attention.
Then, Lisa felt a warm breath in her ear and soft lips nibbling their extremities. Undeniably masculine hands slid under her armpits, and knowing fingers stroked her rock-hard nipples. Surrendering to the teenagers, Lisa turned her head and kissed Brett. She knew she'd been set up but couldn't find it in her to care.
She enjoyed the kiss until she felt Brett sliding further under her. Willow helped Lisa lift her hips, and when she lowered them, she felt Brett's throbbing cock probing her entrance. The youngster didn't push it into her, even though he easily could have. Instead, he waited for Lisa to decide. If she protested, he would sit back up and accept what she'd allow the pair to do.



Lisa groaned, hesitant to let the first man since her hen's party, other than Luke, slide into her pussy. Lisa's friends had paid a male stripper on her hen's night to seduce her, knowing their friend deserved a final fling before settling into monogamy. And although Lisa had been propositioned many times since, she'd remained faithful. That was about to change. Lisa lowered her legs and welcomed the eighteen-year-old's sturdy cock into her soaking gash. Willow's lips immediately encircled Lisa's cum button, and that launched Lisa into a screaming orgasm.
Lisa came twice more before Brett urgently scrambled out from beneath her. She wondered why, but Willow's body covered hers, and she saw Brett's cock disappear into Willow's mouth. His grunts indicated that he was ejaculating into Willow rather than making Lisa return home with a pussy dripping his cum. Lisa marvelled at her two young lovers' consideration, but she'd eagerly anticipated feeling the young man squirting inside her. However, she realised going home with an empty pussy was better than having to avoid her husband until she had time to wash away the evidence of her misdeeds.
Lisa basked in the afterglow of her orgasms until she felt Willow's lips against hers. Lisa opened her mouth and was surprised when Willow slid some of Brett's spend into her mouth. Lisa, no stranger to a cum kiss, eagerly accepted Willow's gift, and the two women swapped his cum back and forth before swallowing around half each.
"You must let me taste you," Lisa begged Willow.
"Not this time, Mrs C," Willow denied. "If I'm not home soon, Mum will call to find out where we are. Rather than lie to her, it would be better if you got me home."
Lisa reluctantly agreed and put her panties, bra and blouse back on. She took her hairbrush out of her bag and straightened her hair before getting in the front and driving Willow home.
After Willow had gotten out, Brett moved to sit beside Lisa. "You okay, Mrs C?" He asked.
"I'm feeling guilty about cheating on Luke," Lisa confessed. "But I don't regret what we did. Are you okay?"
"I've wanted to do that since the first time Zoe invited us over to study," Brett confessed. "You're a hot mummy that any boy in my school would love to fuck."
Lisa blushed before denying, "I'm not that hot. I'm too old to be hot."
"You're younger than Heidi Klum," Brett pointed out. "And she's the hottest MILF on the planet. You're the second hottest," he finished lamely.
Lisa examined the young man while stopped at a traffic light. 'He really is quite handsome,' she thought, and her clitoris tingled as she remembered riding him. 'His control was impressive for someone so young, too,' Lisa remembered. She'd ridden him to two climaxes, which meant he had to have been thrusting inside her for close to ten minutes, at least, probably.
"Was Willow your first?" Lisa asked, suspecting that she wasn't. But if she wasn't, then who? 'Zoe!' Lisa knew she was right, and that put a whole new spin on why the two youngsters had suddenly begun 'studying' with her daughter. However, Lisa couldn't find it within her to care. She'd eagerly surrendered her virginity as soon as she knew what her clitoris was for. That her daughter had done the same thing couldn't have bothered her less.
"You know I'm not going to answer that, Mrs C," Brett smilingly said. "It's not cool to kiss and tell. Besides, if I kiss and tell on others, how could you be sure I wouldn't do the same to you?"
"I couldn't," Lisa admitted. Her two young lovers were clearly responsible young adults. Lisa thought they'd willingly chosen to explore their sexuality, and she couldn't fault them for having done that because she'd done the same thing herself. Her imagination briefly added Brett to the bed beside Willow and Luke but dismissed the image as unobtainable because she knew Luke wouldn't cope with another man fucking her in front of him.
"I'd like to blow you if there's a next time," Lisa stated before her brain caught up with what her libido was saying.
"Sure thing, Mrs C," Brett grinned. They were close to his home, but he slid his hand onto Lisa's nubbin anyway. "I hope there's lots of next times," he added.
"Gawd, I hope so, too," Lisa muttered as she watched in the mirror as he fetched his bike from her boot, and then she avidly watched Brett's ass jog up the stairs and into his home. She drove home wondering if she should say something to Zoe. However, Luke was pulling into the driveway when she got home, and it was too tempting to do anything more than drag him inside and to their bedroom. Zoe had to get her own dinner again that night.
After she'd eaten, Zoe returned to her room. She picked up her tablet and saw an open invitation to join Brett and Willow in a conference call. She accepted the invitation and heard, "Mrs C said she wanted to blow me the next time we played," Brett said excitedly.
"It happened, then?" Zoe asked eagerly. "Mum let you two fuck her?"
"We didn't even have to push her," Willow grinningly replied. "I think your mum might be as big a slut as we are."
Willow and Brett took turns describing what they'd done with Lisa in the underground carpark. Zoe had slipped out of her panties and was playing with herself as she imagined being in the car with the three lovers. Willow and Brett exchanged glances, knowing that Zoe fancied her parents. It shocked them a little, but they were happy to help Zoe make it happen if that's what their Mistress wanted. However, Zoe made no mention of her incestuous desires even after she'd orgasmed to the lurid details her young lovers provided.
The following weekend was rare in that Zoe didn't have a single booking. She spent Saturday morning helping her father with his project car. Luke had purchased the shell of a Holden Torana LX. Luke carefully stripped the shell back to bare metal and fixed all the rust spots and dints. Luke was making the shell into a replica Torana 5000 SLR. Original SLRs are rarer than hen's teeth and sell for between $350,000 and $450,000. If done correctly, even replicas like the one Luke was making would sell for upward of $80,000. However, Luke wasn't making his to sell. He'd always yearned to own and drive one but couldn't afford to purchase an original, so he was making his own to the original's specifications.
Zoe and Luke had finished returning the LX body to pristine, and now they were pulling an original 5000 SLR engine apart. The motor was blown and seized, so there were many parts that needed replacing. Neither Luke nor his daughter were mechanics, so every piece they removed was carefully photographed and catalogued, and a detailed description of where it came out of written.
Then, they cleaned and examined each piece, ensuring it was fit to be reused. It was a slow process, but it gave the father/daughter pair plenty of opportunity to chat and laugh. Several times, Luke thought his daughter was flirting with him. He pushed those thoughts aside and hoped Zoe didn't realise he was achingly erect. Finally, he looked at the time and said, "I need to clean up and get ready for golf. Thanks for your help today."
Zoe pressed her lithe body against him, enjoying how his hard cock pressed against her tummy. "You're welcome, Daddy," she said coquettishly. "I like playing, I mean working with you."
"So do I, Pumpkin," Luke said, glad Zoe hadn't noticed his throbbing erection.
They went inside, and Zoe helped her mother make lunch before they waved Luke goodbye.
Lisa waited until she was sure Luke hadn't forgotten anything and was about to return before she turned to her daughter. "So, Thursdays are just studying, huh?"
Unembarrassed, Zoe replied, "We play around first, but yes, we study as well."
"Those two are barely over the age of consent," Lisa pointed out.
"Stupid, dusty old men, using dusty old books to justify controlling a woman's body. Why does someone who has possibly never had sex get to tell us when our bodies and minds are ready to have sex?" Zoe asked.
"I agree with your sentiment, young lady," Lisa growled. "However, if either of those two complains, your father and I are all in big trouble. Do you understand that? Your father and I because we allowed it to happen under our roof."
"They won't complain, Mum," Zoe said exasperatedly. "And you know they won't. So, what's really bothering you?"
"I'm just remembering when I was their age and how much trouble I got in when Mumma Louisa caught me fucking the boy next door," Lisa sighed. "However, being switched by her and Poppa Desmond didn't stop me fucking; it only made me more careful of being caught." She sighed again. "I'm glad I got you on the pill when your first period arrived. Just be careful, honey, please. When I was your age, what I went home with may have itched, burned, and/or looked pretty unsightly, but it wasn't going to kill me. What you might come home with can."
Zoe hugged her mother and said, "I am, Mum. I'm very selective about the men I let near me."
"Okay," Lisa replied, enjoying how her daughter's braless breasts felt against her covered ones more than she cared to admit.
The girls spent the remaining time before Luke returned baking. They made scones and chocolate muffins, plus some biscuits, including ANZAC ones, before putting a roast on for their dinner.
Lisa poured glasses of wine for herself and Zoe, smiling when she remembered she was breaking another of Queensland's ridiculous laws. In Queensland, it was illegal to supply alcohol to anyone under eighteen years of age. (Lisa held a common misconception of the law change. Previous to 2024, parents could buy alcohol for their teenage children to consume. The law altered that to say their children could drink alcohol with their parents as long as the parent was providing 'responsible supervision')
Lisa gave her daughter the glass and sat on the sofa beside her. "Hey, Mrs C," Willow said. She was video-calling Zoe.
"Hey, Willow," Lisa replied, refusing to be embarrassed.
"I was just asking Zoe," Willow explained. "Mum wants to know if you guys want to come for dinner next Friday, but Zoe says she's working."
"That's a shame," Lisa said. "Because we'd love to come. Maybe Saturday?"
"Nah," Willow denied. "Mum's going out, and Willow's coming here to look after Frankie and me."
"I can do the following Friday," Zoe offered.
"I'll check with Mum," Willow answered. She shouted her question before turning back to the screen. "Yeah. Mum says that works."
"Cool," Lisa replied. "I'll put it on the calendar so we don't forget."
The girls disconnected their call, and Zoe relaxed against her mother. She casually placed her hand on the top of Lisa's thigh and engaged her mother in a conversation about what it was like for her growing up. Lisa was born in 1979 and grew up during the eighties and nineties.
Lisa described her experiences without going into details about her sex life. She'd surrendered her virginity to Luke, who was three years older than her, as soon as he showed an interest in her and then became very sexually active. Despite being boyfriend/girlfriend with Luke, Lisa had many affairs with other boys and girls, men and women, before temporarily breaking up with him when she went to uni. There weren't any problems with their relationship; it was just that Lisa intended to immerse herself fully in the hedonistic lifestyle that permeated Australian universities in that era, and she didn't think it was fair on Luke to be his 'girlfriend' and fuck dozens of other people.
After graduating and getting her first job, Lisa hooked up with Luke again, and she'd been monogamous with him until her encounter with the two teenagers on Thursday. However, Lisa had released her inner slut genie, and she doubted she could return it to its bottle. She'd missed a woman's soft touch and the sheer, debaucherous thrill of casual sex with a complete stranger.
Lisa did not want a divorce. She loved Luke and thought he was the man for her. Plus, he was a wonderful father and lover. But their sex life lacked spice and variety. Because, after all, she loved roast chicken but didn't want it for dinner every night, which was what she had now. Her single brief interludes with Willow and then Willow and Brett had reignited her often wanton libido. Lisa wanted to explore again, and the only way to do so safely and not destroy her marriage was to urge Luke to join her on this journey. She thought offering Willow to him was a perfect way to start their exploration together.
When Zoe got up to take a loo break, Lisa opened Zoe's contacts on her phone and copied Willow's number. Lisa's mind raced as she planned how to get Willow over to her place on Friday without her daughter knowing. She thought that if Willow was interested in playing with her and Luke, she could get the youngster to tell her mother that Zoe's job had been cancelled and that Zoe had invited her over to hang out. Then, when Willow arrived, they'd have about six hours to seduce Luke and convince him to swing with his wife.
The week passed until it was Friday again. Nothing much happened except that Lisa called Willow. Willow excitedly agreed to lie to her mother and get her to drop her off. Shirley walked with her daughter to Zoe's front door. Lisa greeted them there and lied, saying that Zoe was still in the shower. Shirley and Lisa exchanged pleasantries, both saying they looked forward to the following Friday and getting to know each other. Lisa found the large, earthy woman attractive but thought she'd hidden her attraction well. Willow and Shirley both sensed it, though.
Shirley said goodbye and got back in her car. She drove home wondering how she could encourage Lisa's affections. She thought bedding both Carter women would be debaucherously delicious.
Willow wondered if she should encourage her mother's attraction to her Mistress' mother. Shirley was slowly coming out of her ten-year funk from her divorce. She'd lost nearly ten kilograms walking with Willow five days a week, but more importantly, she'd dropped two dress sizes, down from a twenty-two to an eighteen (18 - 14 US). Willow didn't know for sure, but she suspected that her mother and Zoe had fucked. She suspected so because her mother's funk had begun lifting after the night Zoe had babysat for her.
Willow followed Lisa to her kitchen. "Oh, hello, Willow," Luke said, surprised she was here.
"Yeah, I forgot to tell you, babe," Lisa said artfully. "Shirley asked if Willow could stay with us for a few hours while she took Frankie to a school thing that Willow didn't want to go to."
"Oh, okay," Luke said, knowing his wife had lied, but not about what or why. He studied the young woman unobtrusively and was once again struck by how developed the youngster was.
Willow wore a blue tank top that clung to her enormous breasts and failed to conceal her blue bra straps. Willow's belly button was exposed, and her short denim skirt began barely above her pudenda. Luke's eyes widened when he realised that he could see the start of Willow's pussy hair. Willow's skirt barely covered her voluptuous ass, and if the young woman bent over, her pussy would surely show. Luke gulped and turned away before the women saw his enormous erection. Luke walked off quickly before his eyes got him in trouble with his wife.
Lisa found him in the games room, playing Super Mario. "What's up your ass?" She asked bluntly.
"That girl is dressed indecently," Luke protestingly whined. "Her tits are on display, and her skirt barely covers her ass."
"So?" Lisa asked. "It's not like you haven't seen our daughter wearing something similar. Stop being a pussy and come and talk to her."
"She's not our daughter," Luke protested.
"No, she isn't," Lisa admitted. "But all that means is that you're allowed to get an erection when you look at her, unlike when you look at our daughter and get one."
"Fuck!" Luke swore. "Sometimes Zoe makes me hard even though I know it's wrong. I can't help it, Lisa. Our daughter looks just like you did at the same age, and I can't help but remember what we did in those days, okay? But I'd never touch her like I touched you. You know that, right?"
"Of course I do," Lisa said soothingly. "Come on. Perving on your daughter's friend can be your reward for being a good boy all these years."
Luke reluctantly let Lisa guide him back to the lounge, where she handed him a beer and encouraged him to sit on the couch. Then, to his surprise and discomfiture, Lisa sat on one side, and Willow sat on the other. He willed his rampant erection away, but it made no difference to his dick. No matter how hard he wished, it stayed erect and throbbing. Having Willow's bare thigh pressed against his didn't help, either.
Luke made no attempt to keep up with the conversation between Lisa and Willow. Instead, he concentrated on keeping both hands on his beer and his eyes on the TV. He'd almost gotten himself under control when he felt Lisa's hand wandering over his todger. He surreptitiously moved a cushion into his lap to hide his erection, but Lisa casually took it and put it out of his reach. Her fingers glided over his glans as she chatted with Willow.
Luke ignored Lisa's exploring fingers as best he could, keeping his eyes away from Willow's fulsome breasts and on the TV. But then, he felt Lisa unzipping him. He turned to look at her, disbelieving she would do that with company over. Lisa smiled almost maniacally at him before she flicked her eyes away, brought them back and then flicked them away again. Luke turned his head to see where Lisa's eyes had gone, only to find Willow kneeling before him.
The young woman grinned at him coquettishly, and before he knew what was happening, Lisa had his cock out and gripped in her hand. Willow, still smiling, lowered her head and sucked him into his mouth.
Lisa waited nervously. If Luke freaked out here, all was lost, and they were probably on the road to divorce. Lisa hoped Luke would respond like most men put in this position by their wives would and willingly accept a blowjob from a teenager.
"You're okay with this, babe?" Luke panted.
"I want this, Luke. I set this up so we could fuck Willow together. She and I are willing, are you?"
"She's only eighteen," Luke protested before groaning. He struggled to hold onto his lollies but knew he'd be gifting them to Willow shortly.
"Older than I was when you took my virginity, and Willow is no virgin."
"Yeah, but I was only nineteen, not forty-eight."
"So?" Lisa dismissed, kissing her husband passionately. "I don't care, and nor does Willow. Stop struggling, Luke," she encouraged. "I know that face. You're about to cum no matter how hard you try not to."
"Gawd!" Luke groaned as his cock exploded inside Willow's greedily sucking mouth. His hips pumped unawarely as he jettisoned his balls' load into the eighteen-year-old's greedily slurping mouth. Luke watched disbelievingly as Willow crawled across to Lisa, and the two women exchanged a heated kiss. He gasped when their lips parted, and Lisa let his cum drip back out of her mouth into Willow's. They kissed again before repeating the salacious cum swap.
After the third swap, the girls swallowed, and Lisa suggested, "Let's take this to bed."
Luke allowed his wife and the teenager to drag him to his bedroom and undress him. He lay on his back and didn't dare believe it was true when Willow straddled his head and lowered her sweet young pussy onto his lips. His wife's lips and tongue bathed his rapidly reinflating cock briefly before she mounted him and rode him like a horse in a sprint race.
'Shame that I'm not hung like one,' Luke inanely thought as he battered Willow's clit with his tongue.
He may not have been 'hung like a horse', but at 7+ inches, he was considerably longer and thicker than most, and Lisa revelled in him filling her tight inner walls to the brim. She briefly wondered, as her orgasm approached, if Willow could take him or if she'd had one that big inside her before.



Luke felt like a stud when the young woman above squealed her orgasm, and his wife groaned hers. Luke's control was supreme as the women climaxed again and then again before he erupted into his wife's clinging pussy. Luke knew how lucky he was that his wife had religiously done her Kegel exercises after every birth, and she remained as tight as she'd been on their wedding night.
At forty-eight, Luke's refractory period was much longer than Willow was used to with Brett and her other teenage lovers. However, she willingly moved into a passionate sixty-nine with Lisa as Luke watched awedly.
Luke had never witnessed a sixty-nine between two women other than in the occasional porn he watched. Watching a teenager's tongue delve into his wife's wet pussy was almost too much for Luke's libido to stand, and he was already achingly erect. Lisa was on top, so Luke moved behind her and ploughed his throbbingly erect dick into her pussy forcefully. He bottomed out in his wife's pussy and held still because Willow's tongue was bathing his balls. He'd never experienced this before. Never had a threesome before tonight, and Luke thought the experience was exquisitely overwhelming.
Luke had heard the feminist jokes about how all that happened when a man took two women to bed was that he disappointed them both simultaneously, and he was determined that his two lovers could never say that. Taking firm control of his arousal, Luke pounded his wife as if she was meat to be tenderised. He gripped her firm ass and ripped her back as he thrust powerfully into her, ignoring the delicious tongue on his balls and shaft as he slid in and out of her tight pussy.
Luke grinned triumphantly when Lisa tilted her head back off of Willow's sweet young pussy, and screamed her orgasm to the skies. He didn't stop, though. Swinging his hips around in circles and back and forth, Luke stirred Lisa's dripping insides and drove her unerringly towards another climax. She was close to cresting, and when Luke forced his thumb into her rarely used ass, she shrieked again as another mind-shattering orgasm blasted her soul apart.
Luke tossed her aside almost contemptuously before covering Willow's slender body with his heavily muscled one. Willow's eyes widened, and her mouth opened as the biggest thing she'd ever had inside her opened her channel and possessed her tight pussy.              Luke forced his hands under Willow's armpits and gripped her shoulder tops. Then, ripping her down as he thrust up into her, Luke pummelled the teenager's tight, inexperienced pussy mercilessly.
Almost all of Willow's lovers, with the only exception being Zoe, were inexperienced and somewhat diffident. She was swiftly learning what it felt like to be owned and possessed by an older, experienced lover, and she loved it! She hoped that Lisa and Luke would want her regularly or that she'd find other older lovers.
Luke forced two quick back-to-back orgasms from Willow before he pulled out of her and flipped her over. Then, lifting the young woman as if she weighed nothing, Luke lowered her onto his wife's prone body before ramming his cock back into Willow's gaping pussy. He grinned when he felt Lisa's lips and tongue on his balls.
Luke had no idea why Lisa had sprung this seduction on him, but he knew his wife's libido raged much higher than his. But if this was what was required to quench it, then he was prepared to pay the price. His guts clenched when he imagined having to watch her fuck another man, but Luke was prepared to pay that price, too. Luke, even though he was only nineteen at the time, hadn't seduced Lisa because his teenage libido was out of control. He'd banged her, hoping to make her pregnant so she would be his forever. It hadn't worked out that way, but she was still his, and he was prepared to share on a limited basis to keep it like that.
Even though her mind had exploded with lust, the conscious part of Lisa's mind that still functioned rejoiced that her husband had dived so willingly into this debauchery. It had taken much less convincing than Lisa had imagined to get him to fuck their daughter's eighteen-year-old friend, and Lisa's subconscious began planning what was next.
Lisa hadn't been double-penetrated or spit-roasted since her uni days, and she wanted to experience that again. She believed that her young lover, Brett, would be the least intimidating man she could bring to their marital bed, and she thought if Willow accompanied him, then Luke would willingly allow her to fuck Brett. Then, if that worked, it shouldn't take too much to convince her men to fuck her simultaneously, especially if she got them to fuck Willow together first. Logistics would be the primary problem. How to get the young pair together at a time when Zoe was out of the house so they could play as a foursome?
Willow's screaming orgasm returned the married couple's attention to the young woman between them. They worked together instinctively to drive her to another and then another before Luke encouraged his two women to kneel before him. He slapped their faces with his long, broad cock before grunting as he showered their pretty faces with cum.
Luke lay on the bed, facing his two lovers as they shared another sixty-nine. After a shared orgasm, it was time to shower and take Willow home. Luke did the duty and walked Willow to her front door.
Shirley opened the door when Willow and Luke got there. Willow slipped inside as the older pair examined each other.
'Handsome SOB," Shirley thought.
'Delicious curves,' Luke decided.
"Wonder what they're like in the sack?" They thought simultaneously.
Luke had decided that if Lisa was determined to explore, then he would get his share. He wouldn't be limited by what his wife wanted and would seduce those he wanted. He figured as long as he shared with Lisa, it wouldn't be a problem. He was right.
Luke broke their stare first. But he gripped Shirley's upper arms and daringly ran his thumbs over her nipples. "See you next Friday," he said, kissing the surprised woman's lips. He turned and almost skipped to his car.
'You will.' Shirley wonderingly thought. 'You definitely will.'
Getting home and jogging inside, Luke picked Lisa up, threw her over his shoulder, and jogged to their room. "Willow's mum's up to play," he announced as he pulled Lisa's robe off her and lay her on the bed.
"How do you know?" Lisa asked, accepting her husband back into her sweltering pussy. She didn't doubt Luke, but she was curious about how he came to that conclusion.
"Because she returned my kiss after I thumbed her nipples," Luke explained, thrusting into his wife vigorously.
"Wait," Lisa gasped, trying to ignore her rapidly approaching orgasm. "Why did you kiss and fondle Willow's mum?"
"Because she was so blatantly up for it," Luke panted. "Look, babe, it's obvious that you and Willow have had sex before tonight, so if this is how you want our marriage to be, then I won't object, especially if you continue bringing teenage girls to our bed for us to fuck. But if it has to be this way, I want a say in who we bring to our bed."
"Deal," Lisa growled. "Now shut up and fuck me."
So, Luke did.

The End.
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Bimbo Stepmother.

Hey all, 'Rabbits' Warren here again. We may have met when I told you about gluing my stepmother to our kitchen bench and then fucking her. That was the loss of my virginity. My virginity was given to a stuck-up, arrogant bitch who had teased me mercilessly for almost two years up to that point. At the end of that story, our housekeeper, Alana Condon, knocked on my door. I didn't go any further with that story because there wasn't that much to say. I was still a recent virgin and had no idea how to make love, so my tryst with Alana wasn't much to write about. However, so many have written to me about that story, asking what happened next, so here it is.
It turned out that Alana didn't know much about sex either. We kind of fumbled our way through, and I'm pleased to say that we both had several mutually satisfying orgasms. The story ends, right?
Heh heh heh. Well, it seemed my stepmother enjoyed having my enormous 10.5-inch cock in her slutty pussy so much that instead of teasing me by twerking her voluminous ass at me, Sofie would place her hands on the bench and plaintively say in her heavy Colombian accent, "Rabbits, I iz ze stuck again. Can you help your Mama?"
I don't know what the dumb bitch was thinking, but I'm guessing she thought because she hadn't fallen pregnant to my father, she could replace his impotent seed with mine, and he'd be none the wiser. Unfortunately for her, Dad had had a vasectomy before he married her. It was his test. He wanted to believe the thirty-five-year-old Sofie was with him for love and not because she wanted to escape Colombia and he was a ready meal ticket.
So, when the inevitable happened, and Sofie announced she was pregnant with his child, Dad lost it. He screamed at her as his face turned purple, and the vein that indicated his anger throbbed on his forehead. He called her a slut, a two-dollar whore and many other more graphically descriptive words. His death came when he demanded to know who the father was. I'm sure Sofie didn't mean to drop me in it because, although she glanced at me guiltily, she continued to insist the baby was Dad's.
Dad turned on me. "You?!" He spat disbelievingly. "I didn't think you had it in you." He took two threatening steps towards me before his eyes rolled back and he collapsed to the floor.
I stood frozen momentarily before rushing to him. "Dad? Dad?" I asked, but I knew from his collapse and suffused face he'd suffered a massive stroke. He was probably dead before his body hit the ground.
Sofie phoned for an ambulance despite feeling for a pulse and not finding one. She looked at me despairingly before asking, "Why does he not think it iz hiz baby?"
"Because he had a vasectomy before marrying you," I explained. "He guessed you only married him because he was rich and not for love. If it were love, you wouldn't care if you never got pregnant. But if you were a gold digger, Dad knew you'd get pregnant to someone, anyone, as soon as possible. And if you did, he knew you were fucking around behind his back."
"But I didn't," Sofie protested.
"Pretending to be glued to the bench and twerking your ass as you plead with me to fuck you doesn't count, huh?" I heard Alana gasp behind me. I turned to see tears welling from her eyes before she ran from the room. 'I wonder what's up her ass?' I wondered. We'd only fucked the one time, and that was over eighteen months ago. I told her she could visit whenever she wanted to try my 10.5-inch cock again, but she hadn't. So, her loss, really.
Sofie fled, crying.
The ambulance arrived, confirmed my father had passed away, put him on a gurney, and left. Because it was an unexplained death, we received a visit from the police as well. However, the officer stated that as long as the coroner found nothing amiss, that would be the end of their involvement.
Several days passed as the three house occupants came to grips with Dad's death. Sofie was much more distraught than I thought she'd be, and I began to wonder if she'd genuinely loved my father. Even though he was an irascible old bastard with a caustic tongue and an abrasive attitude, he seemed to engender respect from others.
I realised, now he was dead, that Dad had never had an unkind word for me. Yes, he was a hard taskmaster who expected instant obedience to his orders, plus he almost never gave compliments, but he acknowledged hard work and rewarded it appropriately. His problem with me was that I seemed feckless to him. Either incapable or unwilling to get a real job and earn my way as he had. However, despite constantly berating my lack of ambition, Dad hadn't belittled or insulted me. 'Tough love' was his way, and I didn't know how to cope other than by turning away in anger.
After a week had passed, I was restless and unsure how to proceed. I knew I needed to contact someone to see about finalising Dad's affairs, but I didn't know who. I entered his office, his sanctuary. Somewhere, under threat of corporal punishment if I did, I'd never been in before. I sat on his big, plush wooden chair and looked at what was on the desktop. Everything was spick, span, and neatly ordered, as I expected. Other than a diary, a notepad, an old-fashioned Rolodex, and a top-of-the-line computer, there was nothing else on the desk.
I opened the drawers but didn't see anything that struck me as useful. However, the second drawer, which was empty except for two packets of copy paper, felt 'off' to me. When I looked at the drawer from the top, the perception of its depth clashed with how it looked from the side. I wondered. Then, after taking the copy paper out, I felt around the bottom. A small chrome button was in the back corner of the shelf's floor. I pushed it, and the shelf's bottom came loose.
Inside this hidden compartment, I found a wooden box. Inside, that was what I assumed to be a safety deposit box key and a bunch of papers. I swallowed when I realised the top bundle was a sheaf of Bank Bonds. A quick flick through them, and I estimated their total worth to be upward of three million dollars. I put them aside. There was another sheaf of papers that outlined my father's current investments. They were worth more than five million. The last item was an A4 envelope with 'Will' written on its cover.
I was about to open it when the phone on Dad's desk rang. I stared at it, fearful that Dad was calling because he knew I was in his office. I shook that ridiculous thought off and answered. "Hello?"
"Warren Dreyfus?" The caller queried.
"Depends," I nervously replied. "Who's this?"
"I am William Thackeray, your father's lawyer. I need you, Ms Vergera, and Ms Condon to come into my office so we can get your father's will sorted and out of probate so you can access his money."
"I get why Sofie needs to come in," I said quizzically. "But why does Alana need to?"
"Because she's mentioned in your father's will," Mister Thackeray explained.
"Oh. That makes sense. When?" I asked.
"I've cleared a spot in my schedule for 3:00 p.m. tomorrow. Does that suit you?"
"Yes," I agreed. I had no idea where the keys to Dad's Merc were, but if I couldn't find them, we could always Uber into town.
I opened the envelope and saw it was, indeed, Dad's Will. I looked it over, but it was written in typical lawyerese, and I had no idea what most of it meant. I did note, though, that my name was under an underlined passage titled 'Sole Surviving Relative'. I surmised that meant that most of what my father had gathered in his life was now mine.
I turned on Dad's computer, but it required a password I did not have, so I turned it back off. The walls were bare of anything except one framed photo. I took it down and realised that although it was small, only 4 inches by 2 inches, it was taken on the day my parents had married. Tears fell as I realised that he must have loved my mother very much to have kept this memento for all the years since she'd left.
After gathering my thoughts, I went to find my stepmother and Alana. Sofie was in her room, bawling her eyes out. But being the typical self-absorbed bitch that she is, her wails weren't for my father but for what was to come of her. I had an inkling then of just how devious my father had been when he married the gorgeous Colombian television star. Sofie mumbled something about a prenuptial agreement that said if she had an affair on Dad, then she was entitled to seven-eighths of fuck all. I guess she figured he'd never discover that she let me fuck her regularly. I told her to wash her face and meet me in the kitchen.
I found Alana in her room, and surprisingly, she was crying, too. Initially, I thought Alana was crying about losing her employment like Sofie. However, when I sat on her bed and said, "Hey," she wrapped her arms around me and wailed that Ray, my father, was the only man other than me who had treated her decently. She'd been terrified when she travelled from Vietnam to work for him that he was expecting to fuck her as well as use her housekeeping skills. But Dad hadn't even once looked at or talked to her predatorily. Instead, he'd purchased her English lessons and had paid for her to do a makeup and nails course so she'd have skills when she left his employ.
I was discovering that my dad was a far nicer person than I'd given him credit for. It made me feel ashamed that I'd let him down. After all, after my setback when I was drubbed from College, I'd given up and hadn't even attempted to redefine myself with another career. Dad had hinted several times that I should accompany him to his office and learn the stockbroking trade, and I'd declined every time. Alana eventually released me, and we joined Sofie in the kitchen.
I explained what I'd learned from the phone call and how we needed to be in the lawyer's office downtown at 3:00 p.m. Alana looked hopeful for the first time since she'd discovered my father was dead. Sofie, however, burst into a fresh bout of tears. I think she knew what the lawyer would say. She could pretend that she wasn't pregnant, but I suspected my father had covered the possibility of his dying before her whoring ass showed a baby bump, and she'd be out of his will.
It turned out that I was right. The lawyer welcomed us to his office and expressed sorrow for our loss. William described my father as a brilliant man. A philanthropist who had donated millions of dollars to cancer research and brain injury studies. Another thing I had no idea my 'asshole' dad had done. Then he came to the crux of why we were there that day.
He took out Dad's and Sofie's prenup and asked if Sofie was prepared to allow a doctor to examine her and confirm she was without child. Sofie's tear explosion confirmed what I suspect he already knew--Sofie was pregnant, and the child could not possibly be my father's. William remained silent, but he put the prenup agreement aside and shuffled the papers he had in his hands.
"I'm assuming your tears indicate that you are pregnant, Ms Vergera?" William asked politely.
"Yes!" Sofie wailed, her thick Colombian accent heavily apparent.
William skimmed down to the relevant part of my father's will, but before he could speak, Alana asked curiously, "Aren't you going to ask who the father is?"
"Who the father is bears no relevance to today's proceedings, Ms Conlon," William said drily. "Mister Dreyfus had a vasectomy before he married Ms Vergera. He waited until two samples of his ejaculate tested sperm free before he asked her to marry him. Then, he insisted Ms Vergera sign a prenup, saying if she had an affair while married to Mr Dreyfus, then the prenup would come into play. I will now read the relevant passages of Mr Dreyfus' and Ms Vergera's prenuptial agreement and the corresponding section of Mr Dreyfus' will."
Mr Thackeray cleared his throat before reading, "In the case that it is proven that the wife of Mister Raymond Dreyfus, one Sofie Vergera, has had an extramarital affair, then all previous agreements become null and void. Ms Sofie Vergera will receive the amount equivalent to one first-class air ticket to Bogota, Colombia. She is allowed to take one suitcase full of clothes and one smaller bag in which she may place the jewellery that Mister Dreyfus has given her as gifts."
He looked over his reading glasses at Sofie as she wept. "Of course, you are entitled to challenge this prenup. However, if you lose, the court costs come from the amount put aside for your air ticket. If that is insufficient to pay the costs, your jewellery will be sold until the bill has been defrayed." He hesitated while Sofie's sobs turned to bawls and then added. "The corresponding item in Mr Dreyfus' will: If Ms Sofie Vergera is still of good standing in our marriage, then I gift her three-quarters of the value of my estate. If she has breached the terms of our prenuptial agreement, then the terms laid out in said document is all she is bequeathed."
Mister Thackeray continued. "From the remainder of my estate, I bequeath one hundred thousand dollars to Alana Condon on the proviso she remains as housekeeper to my home. Her college tuition is to be paid from the estate, and enough money is to be put aside to provide one first-class ticket to Hanoi per year."
Alana's sobs joined Sofie's wails, except, of course, Alana's were tears of gratitude.
Mister Thackeray turned to me before solemnly announcing, "Because Ms Vergera has been unfaithful to your father, part ii of his will applies. I bequeath the remainder of my will to my son, Warren Dreyfus." He looked at me expectantly. When I didn't reply, he took out another wooden box and handed it to me. I opened it to find a list of passwords to Dad's computer and various websites. Also, there were several other keys and a list of the banks where Dad had safety deposit boxes.
I remained silent as I signed in all the spots necessary to complete the will reading and to inherit everything my dad had left me. Then, I guided the weeping women back to the car. When I got home, I opened Dad's computer and logged into the various sites he'd left passwords to. By the time I calculated everything Dad had left me, I realised I was worth upward of one hundred million dollars. I had no idea what to do with all that money, but I knew I wasn't capable of managing it yet. I phoned Mr Thackeray.
William greeted me warmly on the phone and said he was sure I'd call. He listened to my request and suggested I phone Peter Winston from Dad's old firm. However, before I could do that, I needed to work out what to do about my stepmother and Alana. Alana had joined me in my bed every night since the reading of my father's will. However, her lovemaking had an almost desperate edge to it. It was almost as if she was sure I'd kick her out despite what Dad's will had said.
My stepmother had virtually locked herself in her and Dad's bedroom. She seemed to think if she didn't come out, then I wouldn't have her deported. I had some thoughts about what to do, so I phoned William Thackeray again. He confirmed that Sofie was a citizen and couldn't be deported unless she committed a serious crime. Also, she was pregnant with what I assumed was my child. I'd have a paternity test done when the baby was born, but I was sure what the result would be--she bore my child. I'd come to believe that Sofie loved my father, and she'd thought a baby was something that would bind them together forever. If only she'd confided her wishes to Dad. However, I was wrong, as I soon discovered.
It was in the middle of our post-death struggles that I discovered a letter inside a folder in Dad's filing cabinet. It read, "My darling Raymond. The scans today confirmed that the lesion in my brain is cancerous and inoperable. My mind is," there was a series of unintelligible gibberish writing before it cleared again. It continued, "I've packed my car and have taken ten thousand dollars from the bank. Please do not look for me, my love, for I cannot stand the thought of my mind, the thing you always said you loved most about me, dying in bits and pieces before you. Please, if you love me, let me live the rest of my life, no matter how short that life is, knowing I spared you and our son that. Promise me that, Raymond, my dear."
Dad had written, "I promise," beneath it.
I sat, looking out the window, unseeing. Every assumption I had about my father had proven false. The reasons for which I believed my mother had left were wrong. The way I'd behaved and treated my father was wrong. I realised that I was no better than Sofie--a spoilt rich brat who did not deserve his inheritance. I sat in the chair and wept for hours.
However, there was still something that didn't gel. There were still locked files on Dad's computer that I hadn't accessed. I hunted through his password lists until I found the codes. I opened the first file, and my blood ran cold. Dad had had proof for years that Sofie was unfaithful to him. Photos of her meeting with various men. Pictures of gifts her many lovers had given her. Details of when she was absent from the house and where she'd been seen. The truth was that my stepmother was a lying, cheating whore. I could see only one reason why Dad hadn't divorced her: The fool loved her.
As my tears dried, my anger grew. My first thought was to buy her airfare back to Bogota and toss the slutty, cheating whore out on her admittedly sexy, voluptuous ass. However, there was her baby to consider. Although I had proof positive that she'd slept with many other men, she hadn't gotten pregnant until after I'd started fucking her. I chose to wait until I'd confirmed the baby's paternity before making a decision on her future.
In the meantime, however, there were changes that I thought needed making. The slutting whore who was my stepmother did not deserve to continue living in the splendour of the master bedroom. She didn't deserve the king-sized bed with the luxurious mattress and linen. She didn't deserve a walk-in robe stacked with hundreds of outfits she'd never worn or had worn once. She deserved to look and be what she was--a bimbo who had fooled my father into loving and marrying her.
I kicked her door open and marched into her bedroom. I found Sofie sitting at her vanity, carefully applying her makeup and dressed to the nines. The continuous sobs I'd heard were emanating from her phone, which was placed on the pillow on the bed. 'So much for her weeping for my father,' I thought as I took in her appearance. There was no doubt my stepmother was a gorgeous piece of ass. However, that didn't make up for her being a cheating, conniving bitch who had fooled my father. "Going somewhere?" I asked mildly.
"I need to meet some friends to talk about my sorrow at losing the only man I have ever loved," Sofie tried.
I smiled mirthlessly before picking up her phone. There was a series of back-and-forth messages on her Tinder account. Having a Tinder account was damning enough--to be actively chatting with someone? I would have thrown her out on her delicious ass there and then, but the child. You know? It wasn't the child's fault its mother was a cheating whore. I opened the camera app on Tinder and dropped my thick 10.5-inch cock out. After taking and sending the picture of my cock, I typed, "I do hope you're into dick girls?" and then sent that, too.
Sofie stared at me, not daring to say a word, but I could tell she was nervous and unsure what I'd do next. I waited to see the guy's reaction, and as I expected, he immediately blocked her. "First meet, huh?" I callously asked. "Hadn't seen your undeniable charms before and didn't know you don't have a cock?" My stepmother remained silent, although she was shaking and clearly scared of what I would do to her.
I ignored her as I walked into her walk-in robe. I selected an orange backless, deep Vee-neck halter top and a dark brown, low-waisted, pleated micro-miniskirt. On my way out, I spotted some strappy, nine-inch high-heels and took them, too. I handed them to Sofie. "If you're a slut," I told her. "And clearly you are. Then I expect you to dress like one. Until I manage to purchase some genuine bimbo-slut outfits, you will dress in something as revealing as these clothes at all times except when you're sleeping."



"I will not!" Sofie said adamantly.
"You will!" I snarled. "I have files upon files of your cheating. Dad documented them all! You want to act like a slut, like a bimbo? Then, by Gawd, you will dress like one! Or, so help me, I will toss your cheating ass on the street with a ticket to Bogota and the clothes you're standing in. Now dress as I've told you, and hurry the fuck up!"
Sofie burst into tears, which is a trick that worked on most men. However, I hardened my heart. My rage at what she'd done to my father allowed me to remain immune to her tears. "Well?" I asked after a few minutes. "Are you changing, or am I throwing your whore ass out?"
The tears dried instantly, confirming what I'd thought--they were crocodile tears. "I'll change," she said. "Wait outside, and I'll join you shortly."
I smiled thinly before sitting on her bed. "Change in front of me. Pretty much all I've seen is your fat ass, hairy cunt, and the back of your head. I want to see you in all your naked glory. Now, change, or I get to throwing you out."
I could see the thoughts racing through her conniving head. Sofie knew I found her attractive because I'd fucked her many times. Her thoughts stopped where I knew they would: She thought she could seduce me, marry me, and turn me into a cuckold just as she had with my father. I inwardly laughed as her demeanour turned coquettish and what was admittedly charmingly sexy. Sofie practically danced out of her reasonably modest dress and began donning the outfit I'd chosen.
"No bra or panties," I stated as she pulled the pleated miniskirt up her shapely, voluptuous thighs.
"Thiz skirt iz indecent, Rabbits," she objected. "If I iz not wearing panties, my chimba will show."
"And I care, why?" I asked heartlessly. "And why would a Bimbo-whore care if her puta cunt is showing?"
Sofie looked at me wonderingly, but I felt different, more powerful and dominating. I'd realised I had my father's dominating presence lurking in me all the time. I just hadn't grown up. Hadn't found myself. My ego was tied up in my intelligence and computer skills, and when that was taken away, I gave up and surrendered. I was weak, but I could feel my inner strength growing.
I knew she would obey because she still thought she could manipulate me into taking my father's place. As expected, Sofie removed her underwear and put on the top and skirt. It truly was a delicious sight. Sofie's high and firm Double-D tits sat like sweet oranges on her shapely body. Her chest swept down to a delightfully narrow waist before flaring to a gorgeously lush, size-38 ass. Her legs were athletically toned, and her ankles were delicate.
I handed her the heels before saying, "Outside of your bedroom, you are to be dressed in no more than you have on now, and you will always wear heels at least as high as these. Do I make myself clear?"
Sofie nodded and sat beside me to put her shoes on. I studied her lush charms, and of course, my body reacted the way a male's body is designed to react to an attractive woman--I was agonisingly erect with aching balls. She finished buckling her heels on, and stood. I took my cock out. "Kneel and suck, Mum," I ordered sarcastically. "Let me unload my juicy nutsack into your puta mouth."
Sofie simpered and dropped to her knees. It was, quite simply, the best blowjob I'd ever received. Alana did an adequate job of blowing me when we played, but she could barely get the head of my thick cock past her lips. Sofie took almost my entire shaft. Her tongue danced around my shaft as she went down, and when only the tip was in her mouth, she swirled her tongue up and over my glans. I didn't bother holding back and let myself nut in her mouth as quickly as possible.
Sofie held my cum in her mouth until I'd finished nutting and then showily drank it down as if it was the most divine nectar she'd ever tasted. She smiled coquettishly at me as if I was too callow to realise that a thirty-eight-year-old woman playing the ingenue wasn't ridiculous.
I decided to make the changes I'd envisaged immediately. Sofie's simpering efforts to ingratiate herself to me pissed me off as much as her mouth had pleased me. I'd continue to support her lifestyle so she could live as she'd become accustomed to until I'd confirmed her baby's paternity. If the child was mine, Sofie could stay until the child was twenty-one. If the child wasn't, she'd be on a one-way flight to Bogota as swiftly as I could arrange it. "Wait here," I told her. "Start packing your things and get ready to move."
"No, Rabbits, please," Sofie wailed. "Please do not throw me out."
"You're safe until the child's born," I told her coldly. "But your cheating whore-ass does not deserve to remain in the master bedroom. You will move into the maid's lodgings at the rear of the house. Alana can move into one of the other bedrooms, and I'm moving into here. So shut up, and start preparing to shift your shit."
I left to ask Alana to move into one of the spare bedrooms. My room was the next biggest after Dad's, so I'd suggest she move in there, but to get the dominos falling, I needed her to move into another room temporarily.
As you'd expect, Alana was also concerned that I was tossing her out, but when I explained that she could move from the cramped maid's quarters to one of the larger bedrooms, she excitedly packed her meagre possessions, and I helped her move them into the room beside mine. I suggested she take mine after I'd moved my stuff into the master bedroom, which she agreed to do. We left most of Alana's things in the bags we'd used to move them rather than unpack and repack later.
I returned to my father's room to find Sofie lying on the bed. She hadn't made a start at packing her things, so remaining silent, I grabbed her wrist and hauled her off the bed. Next, I sat on her vanity's chair and dragged her over my knees. I flipped her short skirt up, although, at this angle, there was little need to, and spanked her gorgeously lush ass.
"No, Rabbit!" She protested. "I am your mother. It iz wrong for you to spank me!"
"You told me so many times that you're not my mother," I growled in return. "I realise now that this is true--you were never fit to be my mother. Instead, you're no better than a two-dollar whore, and disobedient, two-dollar whores get the slut asses spanked." I walloped her ass several more times before the heat of my stepmother's arousal filtered into my nostrils. Two-dollar whore was the correct term. My spanking her had turned her on, and she was close to cumming. I thumbed her chocolate starfish and stuffed two fingers into her soaking gash. Sofie blew immediately, and her orgasmic squeals echoed through the room as she thrashed on my fingers.
"Get your shit packed," I told her tonelessly when she came down from her orgasm high. "If it's not ready to move when I return, I'm throwing all but a suitcase's worth in the bin and tossing your fat arse on the street." I stalked from the room, pretending an ire I didn't feel. My cock, however, was throbbing, and my balls ached in time with my cock's throbs. Spanking my stepmother had me hotter than a month in Hades. I headed to my room to manually ease my aching need. But before I got there, Alana intercepted me. She didn't say anything; she just grabbed my wrist and hauled me into the room she'd chosen. Only a few seconds later, my pants were down, and my thick, lengthy cock glided into her hot, wet depths.
"I want to be spanked sometime soon," she breathed as her svelte legs wrapped around my hips, and I thrust into her firmly.
"That can be arranged," I agreed. We fucked hard and fast, with zero finesse and little regard for how much noise we made. Alana crested twice before I lost my failing restraint and ejaculated into her sweet little cunt. I rolled off her, thinking we were done, but the sexy Vietnamese woman rolled with me and knelt astride my hips, her drooling pussy plastered against my plum-sized balls.
"You think Sofie's child is yours?" She asked. Alana's English lessons meant the housemaid talked with a vague, upper-class English accent instead of the typical staccato way many Asians used.
"Yes," I replied. "I'm sure that Sofie was fucking around well before I first fucked her. My dad's files prove that. However, she didn't get pregnant until I'd been fucking her for over a year. I suspect she either had an IUD fitted or insisted her lovers wore a condom when she fucked them. I'd guess that she was looking to trade up from my father but hadn't found a lover with more money than him yet."
"She is trying to entice you into taking his role," Alana stated matter-of-factly.
"Yes, she is," I confirmed as the heat from Alana's pussy started to reinflate my pole.
"Will you?" Alana asked as she lifted high enough to take my slowly stiffening cock into her fuck hole.
"No," I denied. "If the child is mine, I will ensure Sofie and the child are cared for until the child's twenty-one. When the test confirms who her child's father is, I'll put half of my father's estate into a trust fund the child will inherit when it turns twenty-one."
"That's generous of you," Alana panted as she rode my tool.
"Easy to be generous when you're worth more than one hundred million dollars," I smilingly said.
"What about my children with you?" Alana asked as her orgasm closed in.
I froze. "What do you mean?" I asked, fearful she was either already pregnant or trying to get so.
"I mean that I want to be your wife," Alana stated. "I want to help you bimbify Sofie because it's what she deserves, and then I want to be your wife. I will sign anything or something like what Raymond made Sofie sign. But I want to marry you and have your babies."
Alana was around the same age as me, meaning she'd be around twenty/twenty-one. She was beautiful, of that, there was no doubt. Plus, she was clearly loyal to Dad. I could certainly do worse than marrying Alana, and I was unlikely to do better. The idea held an immediate attraction, but I couldn't see myself as being monogamous yet. I'd had sex with her and Sofie. They were the extent of my experience with women. Alana was as inexperienced as me, or so she said. And my stepmother was a slut. That wasn't much of a sample size. I wanted to explore more than those two before settling on one.
"And if I wanted to wait and experience more from life?" I asked gently, tweaking Alana's nipples between my thumbs and forefingers.
"Then you should wait, and I will wait one full year for you," Alana stated as her hips thrashed up and down my turgid pole. "If you still cannot commit after that, then I will return to Vietnam and marry the man my mother has chosen for me."
"Deal," I replied, although my heart ached at the thought of losing her. "Does that mean we have to stop doing this?" I asked.
"I hope not," Alana giggled once her orgasm squeals had ended. "If you wish for me to explore with you, then I will."
"I plan on doing some fairly evil things to Sofie," I confessed. "She hurt my father, and I will pay her back for that by slutting her up and then slutting her out. She will become a Bimbo MILF for our amusement until she is too pregnant to continue. Then, I will return her body to its luscious greatness before doing it again."
"Gawd, yes!" Alana panted as she came again. "Will you make her do evil things to me?"
"Do you want me to make her?" I asked with a malicious grin.
"Yes!" Alana groaned as she climaxed again.
It seemed that talking about slutting my stepmother up and making her bisexual excited my Vietnamese maid immensely. So, I rolled her onto her back and pounded her into submission before leaving her asleep on the bed and returning to my father's room.
Most of Sofie's stuff had been piled on the bed, so I returned to the kitchen to get some plastic garbage bags. I went through the clothing pile, discarding anything that wasn't at least clinging and/or revealing into the plastic bags. Sofie cried as she watched me throw away seven-eighths of her wardrobe. I then worked through Sofie's bras and panties, throwing away anything that wasn't a thong or skimpier, or a push-up bra. By the time I'd completed sorting through her clothes, I had seven bags to take to Goodwill and only one to carry to the maid's quarters.
"Move your makeup and other vanity stuff into the main bathroom," I instructed Sofie. "Ensure this room is clear of everything you want because anything still in here is going in the bin when I return."
Sofie obeyed because she had no other choice. I assumed that her jewellery gifts from Dad would have cost him a motza, but their resale value was primarily in the cost of the stones and the weight of the gold, and therefore, wasn't very much compared to her current lifestyle. A lifestyle I was happy to keep her in, but only if she became my willing bimbo-slut. I'd decided to purchase her a chastity device to ensure no one other than me had access to her whore cunt.
Once my father's bedroom was empty, I asked Alana to clean it before I moved my minimal belongings in. I returned to my room for a final once over to ensure I'd gotten everything, only to find that Alana had already cleaned it and moved her stuff in.
I smiled at her and asked if she'd start dinner. But then I had a better idea. I marched to the maid's quarters and barged in without knocking. I took Sofie's phone off her and found she was text-chatting with another man. It seemed she was looking for a meal ticket out. I repeated what I'd done earlier and sent another dick pic. He disappeared as quickly as the other guy.
"You will learn", I growled, dragging Sofie over my thighs again. I rained spanks across her voluptuous ass cheeks until she begged me to stop. Then, I rained five more to emphasise my point. Keeping hold of her phone, I snarled, "Can you cook?" Sofie nodded, so I ordered her to the kitchen to cook our dinner. After dinner, I made Sofie get in the car with me. I dropped her at the top of the town mall and told her to strut through it before I drove to the other end to pick her up.
"Next time you use a dating app to try to hook up, I will make you walk through the mall topless. The subsequent time, you will walk it naked," I snarled when she got back in the car. "You're giving me little reason to keep you and plenty to send your cheating ass back to Colombia," I added. "But if that's what you want, I will dump your aging ass at the airport now and be done with you. At sixty, my dad thought your saggy, nearly forty-year-old ass was sexy. I think your wine has corked, and unless you prove you're worth keeping, I will send you and your baby back to Bogota."
Sofie cried the entire journey home, but I hardened my heart and ignored her until we walked inside. Sofie's collapse had left her slumped in the car seat and exposed her hairy gash, which gave me another avenue to emphasise her change in stature.
Reaching the kitchen, I grabbed a handful of her rich, dark brown hair and forced her to bend over the bench. Running my hands over her voluptuous ass, I snarled, "I remember the first time I fucked you when you were glued to this bench. Your slut cunt loved my cock in it, and you've begged me to fuck you like that so many times since that it's been ridiculous. However, your hairy minge disgusts me. Go to the bathroom, shower, and remove all trace of hair from below your chin. Then, when you return, and if you've completed the task correctly, I'll fuck you like the whore you are again." I smacked her ass firmly before pushing her in the hallway's direction.
I took one of Dad's beers from the fridge and settled onto a chair to wait for Sofie to return. She did about thirty minutes later. I indicated that she should get on the table before me, and when she lay back, I explored her recently shaved pudenda. Tasting her dripping pussy showed me that although the taste was the same, the delicious aroma of her arousal was muted. However, the lack of pubic hair eliminated the loose hair getting stuck on my tongue, which was a significant improvement.
"You will present yourself like this every evening after dinner," I informed her. If I discover a single hair showing, I will flip you over and take a belt to your saggy ass. Am I clear?"
"Yes," Sofie unwillingly said.
But her agreement seemed wishy-washy and not enough to assure obedience. I thought about how to make it firmer, more definitive. "Yes, what?" I asked.
"Yes, sir?" Sofie said questioningly.
That was better, but still not enough. Her emphasis on the 's' was soft and sibilant, and I thought it needed to be more potent and meaningful. "Try again," I growled, although I was unsure of what I wanted.
"Yes, Sir," she tried, capitalising the word with the way she spoke.
That sounded better, yet it still wasn't enough. "One more try before I take my belt to your ass," I snarled. I had no idea what phrase I wanted, but I suspected Sofie did. It wasn't not knowing what I wanted that prevented her from addressing me in the way I required, but an unwillingness to use that title when addressing me.
Sofie sighed before reluctantly saying, "Yes, Master."
And there it was, the phrase I'd searched for. "Say it as if you mean it because if you want to remain in this country, you need to believe I am in your very bones," I demanded.
I saw the fight leave my stepmother. She said, "Yes, Master. I will present myself for your inspection every evening after dinner. I understand that correction is due if I fail at my task."
Feeling I needed to add more, I said, "Tasks."
"Tasks, Master?" Sofie queried.
"You are no use to me as anything other than a maid," I informed her. "Alana will start college soon and will not have the time to study full-time and be my maid. You, however, have nothing to do or be except to be a receptacle for my cum. Therefore, you will take over as the housemaid. Do you understand and agree?"
"Yes, Master," Sofie replied defeatedly.
"Good girl," I told her, casually fingering her pussy. To my surprise, my stepmother was hotter than Hades and wetter than a flooded bathroom. My dick responded in kind, and I was immediately harder than trying to do calculus upside down in a swimming pool. "Place your hands on the bench like you were glued there," I demanded, dropping my shorts.
Sofie eagerly obeyed that directive! I retrieved the footstool Alana used, stood on it, and rammed my thick cock into Sofie's squelching pussy. Remembering what I'd learned that day, I smacked her big ass and growled, "Cum for me, you fucking whore!"
Which Sofie did, squealing her delight for the world to hear. I viciously fucked her until she climaxed twice more before unloading into her tight pussy and filling her hot gash until my nut juice flowed back around my dick and leaked onto the floor. As I'd done the first time I'd taken my stepmother like that, I left her and went to my room. Only my room was now the master bedroom. Alana was waiting for me.
"That was so hot!" She exclaimed as she knelt, pulled my shorts down and engulfed my cum-messy cock with her mouth. She worked me back to rigidity before releasing my dick and asking, "When will you make her service me?"
"You want to explore your bisexuality?" I queried.
"Yes," Alana admitted without embarrassment. "I want to fuck men and women with you. To be your slut as we slut about together."
Well, what kind of idiot would turn that offer down? I sure as heck wouldn't! I pulled the beautiful Asian woman's mouth off my dick before picking her up and lowering her onto my thick, rampantly erect cock. Alana orgasmed when my cock's tip nestled against her cervix. The petite Vietnamese maid couldn't take anywhere near as much as my slut stepmother, which was disappointing. However, the two women were equally as tight, wet, and willing, and it was no effort to drive them to several consecutive climaxes before unloading my seed into them.



The following morning showed that the fight had left my stepmother because she was making breakfast, dressed in a tight, revealing, white mini-dress. Her luscious boobs were unfettered, and as I'd instructed, she was pantyless also. Sofie's makeup was perfect, as it typically is, and her strappy high-heels set off her outfit perfectly.
"Good to see you are beginning to accept your new role," I told her as I casually felt her tits and pussy. "Maybe there's hope for you yet."
Sofie's pussy was soaking, and she moaned as I thumbed her clitoris. I considered bending her over the bench and fucking her but decided she hadn't done enough to deserve rewarding yet. Instead, I took Alana's hand and sat beside her at the kitchen table. My stepmother watched our show of affection passively, but her eyes flashed with anger. Her plans to inveigle her way into my affections had just taken a severe hit.
However, Sofie's defiance confirmed what I suspected--her supposed surrender was as much of a sham as her supposed love for my father. I needed to break her completely before she caused Alana and me trouble. I knew how to do it, but I wanted to give Sofie at least a chance to adjust to her new situation without me forcing her.
Sofie brought plates of bacon and eggs and joined us at the table. We ate in companionable silence before Alana announced she had an appointment with her college registrar about signing up for a business degree. I needed to go into town to meet with Peter Winston from Dad's old firm. I dropped Alana at the college before driving into town.
There was a receptionist to greet visitors when I entered Dad's stockbroking business. I told her my name and who I was there to see. Melanie, the receptionist, told me to sit and called Mr Winston. Almost immediately, a large, bluff man around my father's age marched out from deeper into the offices. He held out his meaty hand.
"Warren?" He said heartily. Peter's grip was firm, and my much smaller hand disappeared into the meat plates he called hands. I acknowledged I was, and he said warmly, "I'm glad you called, Warren. I wanted to do something to help when I heard Ray had passed, but I had no idea what. Come with me to my office, and we'll chat there."
I followed him into the sanctity of Winston, Blewett, Myles, and Dreyfus Stockbroking. Fuck me. I didn't even know that Dad was a partner in the business. There'd been some vague mention of a partnership in the will and what I needed to do if I wanted to continue it, but I didn't know what it meant, which was partly why I needed to meet with Peter.
Peter led me to an extensive, expensively furnished office. He looked around before saying. "This is your father's office, Warren. I decided to show you what could be yours if you decided to join us."
"I don't know the first thing about stockbroking," I confessed. I was shocked by Dad's office. Although we lived in a luxurious, two-story home in an affluent suburb, Dad kept our furnishings sparse and functional. Our electronics, furnishings, etc., were bought more for their functionality than their showiness or expense. Dad drove a top-of-the-line E-Series Merc, but it was close to five years old. Admittedly, he typically replaced them after five years. However, I knew most people with his wealth had several cars that changed on a whim. My father had one functional vehicle that he used daily.
Peter laughed uproariously before saying, "Neither did any of us when we started the firm. We were all just a bunch of ex-navy boys who pooled our exit pay together and started a stockbroking company."
Jaysus! I didn't even know my father had been in the Navy! Shocks were coming one after the other, and I discovered that there was so much that I still didn't know about my father. I did realise, however, that I'd let him down severely, but now I was determined to make him proud of me even though I knew he'd never know it.
Peter continued. "Your father says that you're a maths whizz, Rabbits. Oh, is it okay to call you that?" I nodded. Everyone called me that, so it didn't faze me. "As I was saying, your father says you're a maths whizz, Rabbits, so I doubt the algorithms we use to determine where the market is going will be difficult for you to grasp. What will matter is if you have the same feel for the market that your father had.
"Ray was a genius at recognising trends, both up and down. He knew precisely when to double down on a particular stock despite it seeming like it was about to crash and when to sell shares even though the stock seemed destined to hit the stratosphere. Sure, he got it wrong occasionally. But that's okay because we all do. However, Ray was right seven times for every three that he was wrong. The rest of us are happy if more than fifty per cent of our investments make money because our wins far exceed our losses."
"Will you show me?" I asked.
"Yes. Come in at 9:00 a.m. Monday, and I'll show you the basics. From there, it will depend on whether you have a feel for the rhythm of the rise and fall of the market and when to get in and when to back away. That can't be taught; it is only learned through experience."
We shook hands again, and I walked into town to purchase some of the outfits I wanted my stepmother to wear. Returning to Dad's car, I went home via the college to pick Alana up. Alana was keen to play on the way home, so she spent the journey on her knees, leaning across the gear stick, blowing me. It was a pleasant way to spend thirty minutes driving home.
We walked inside to find Sofie still obeying her new directives. She'd changed into a similar outfit to what she had on this morning, but this one was green with a white frill. Wondering how far I could push my new maid, I told Alana to sit on the bench with her heels up and against her shapely bottom.
I helped Alana out of her panties before turning to Sofie. "Kneel and lick that snatch," I demanded.
Sofie stared at me, shocked by my demand. In her heavy Colombian accent, she said, "I am not ze lesbian, Rabbits. I do not crunch on carpets."
"I think you mean you're not a carpet muncher," I chuckled. "However, I do not give a fuck if you are or are not. You will kneel and lick Alana's pussy."
Fake tears rolled down Sofie's face, but she looked at my stony face and reluctantly knelt on the floor between Alana's pornographically parted thighs. How did I know Sofie's tears were fake? I could readily separate her arousal smell from Alana's. Alana smelt vaguely of soy sauce, whereas Sofie's scent was heavier and muskier. Sofie's smell dominated my senses, and her nipples tented her clinging bodice.
Sofie extended her tongue and tentatively touched it to Alana's overheated vagina, causing the Vietnamese woman to utter a deep, guttural moan of appreciation. Almost as if that was all the encouragement she needed, Sofie moved close and forced her tongue into Sofie's gash.
"Oh, Laaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwdddddddddd, that's soooooooooo goooooooood!" Alana moaned as she moved her hand to the back of Sofie's head and ground her pussy against the older woman's mouth and face.
Sofie's hand reached for her pussy unawarely, and she started frigging herself as she ate Alana's pussy. I watched disbelievingly as Sofie serviced Alana's pussy. I'd watched hundreds if not thousands of hours of porn, but this scene before me was way hotter than anything I'd ever seen. I couldn't wait to bury my cock into one of their holes, and I did not care whose!
With twin moans, the girls came together. Alana gushed her lady cum over Sofie's face. It splashed down onto Sofie's dress, staining it dark green. The sight was so lasciviously erotic that I couldn't stand it. I picked Sofie up and slammed her face down on the bench before flipping Alana over. Holding the Vietnamese woman's hips tightly, I rammed my thick 10.5-inch cock into her tight, boiling pussy. Alana's pussy was so juicy that my dick literally squelched as I ploughed her pussy open, and liquid squirted around my balls as I bottomed out against her cervix.
I rammed into Alana several times without any regard for her wants and desires. However, it seemed she liked being treated roughly because every time my cock's head rapped against her cervix, she'd groan and squirt lady fluids over my balls. I pulled out of her quivering quim when her eyes rolled back, and she sagged as if she'd passed out. I took that as a sign I could relax and let my climax hit me. With a raw, I filled Alana's sweltering cunt with my potent seed.
I wasn't close to finished yet. Despite cumming, I felt, more than I ever had in my life, manly and dominant, and my cock barely wilted at all after I filled Alana. I was the Master of my domain and these women before me. I patted Alana's slender, sexy ass and stepped to my right. Sofie lay on her stomach, looking over her shoulder anticipatorily. Ignoring Alana as she slid off the benchtop like a slinky going downstairs, I lined my throbbing cock up with my stepmother's recently shaved pussy. "Yessssss!!!!!!!" She hissed as I slammed my cock into her.
Conveniently, Alannah had fallen mostly onto her back. Seeing that her knees were apart and that my cum dribbled from her over-inflamed pussy, I gripped Sofie by her shoulder tops and, holding her up by my rampantly erect cock, I picked her up off the bench and lowered her to her knees between Sofie's lewdly spread thighs.
"Eat my cum out of Alana's cunt," I growled as I brought my hand stingingly down onto Sofie's lush butt. My stepmother mewled her protest, but I pushed her head down as I smacked her ass again. "I didn't ask you, my bimbo-slut stepmother. You want to whore around on my father? Then be a whore! And whores eat pussy as readily as they suck cock!" I slapped her ass again to emphasise my point.
Sofie unwillingly pushed her tongue out and tasted my semen as it drooled from Alana's gaping pussy. She must have decided it wasn't so bad because she began lapping eagerly. Alana woke up, entranced by the delightful feeling of a tongue sliding along her slit and delving into her gash. She moaned as her hands clasped my stepmother's head. Alana guided Sofie's lips and tongue onto her clitoris, and her moans changed to gasps of pure, unadulterated pleasure.
"Your stepmother's lips and tongue feel so good on my pussy, Rabbits," Alana moaned. "It is so evil of you to make her clean your cum from my vulva. I love it, Rabbits. I love it! Please, make her get me off."
"You heard the lady," I snarled at Sofie. "I'm sure you've had your whore cunt licked many times, so do to Alana's what you like having done to yours." I learned something valuable in that exchange: My stepmother had a submissive streak a mile wide through her personality. My father, who was much more dominant than me, should have exposed it, but I realised that he loved her too much to treat her like that. I did not have that restriction and delighted in forcing Sofie to bend to my will.
Sofie sighed reluctantly and lowered her head. Her lips surrounded Alana's clitoris, and she bathed it with her tongue. Alana cried out as her body arched. She held Sofie's head to her cum switch and exploded into a screaming orgasm.
With my cock buried in my stepmother's soaking gash, I looked down at the women before me. Here, beneath me, where they both longed to be, I had everything I'd ever need. A peer in Alana who seemed as willingly depraved as I wanted her to be, and my stepmother who was pregnant with my child. I could make a life with these women and become the man my father deserved me to be.

The End.
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Margot Kidder: My Descent into Being a Slut Wife.

Lawd, where to start? They say at the beginning, right? But which beginning? When I lost my virginity and learned my power over men? When I seduced my first teacher to get an 'A' in a class I rarely attended? Perhaps when I realised that I could get my degree with little effort other than to moan as I pretended my professor's lovemaking was making me feel anything other than contempt for them? Do I start when I learned at eighteen that women were no more immune to my luscious charms than men?
No. All of the above is irrelevant to my tale other than to see that I have had casual sex with whomever I wanted since my breasts developed into the high-standing, firm 16E they still are today at age fifty. I'll start with marrying my husband. A rich man who I held firmly wrapped around my little finger until last year when our eldest left home.
I'm short, barely over 150 cm (5-ft.). Stacked, 16E breasts, 22-inch waist. 36-inch hips. Plump, shapely thighs tapering to slender calves and delicate ankles. My hair is naturally honey-blonde, augmented with the dye bottle now. My face is unlined, and there is no doubt that I'm beautiful, stunning, even. A face and body that men would, and have, paid thousands of dollars to sleep with.
Before marrying my husband, Christopher Kidder, I was a lawyer. A shit one, I'll admit. I didn't earn my degree through study and hard work. I earned it by seducing my professors and classmates. I'd beguile the two nerdiest kids in my classes, one male and one female, and then encourage them to do my reports and assignments for me. Then, if my professors suspected that I wasn't doing my own work, I'd ensnare them in my lush assets, too.
Am I ashamed that I did? Not at all. Becoming a lawyer was a stepping stone to meeting a rich nerd I could seduce, marry, and cuckold. I couldn't give a flying fuck about the law. Christopher Kidder was that man. He was top of his class at The University of Queensland and the golden boy at his firm, Craig, Paul, and Smith.
I came up against him, representing some perp who had served so much time in jail for petty crimes that I knew taking this case was a waste of everyone's time. The idiot perp had been bitten by Christopher's client's dog when he was trying to break into his client's home. My client was trying to sue for damages and emotional harm. I didn't bother putting much of an effort in, and the judge tossed the case almost as soon as we'd made our opening statements. Still, I got my $450 fee from the public defender's office for taking the case, which is why I was there.
I'd flirted with Christopher during the pretrial meetings, and as I hoped, he asked me for a drink as soon as the judge tossed the case. Christopher was tall, 195 cm (6-ft 4), and pudgy. Not overweight, but flabby and soft. He still wore his hair in a bowl cut that I'm sure his mother inflicted on him on his fourth birthday, and he hadn't changed since. Christopher was short-sighted and wore thick black plastic-rimmed glasses. Me coming onto him was probably the highlight of his life so far.
Christopher, no matter that he was incredibly intelligent, was also incredibly naïve. I knew that my usual tactic of forcefully taking what I wanted from the men I desired or desired to use would send him running, so I turned to my secondary gambit--one of the innocent ingenue. Being short, stacked, and blonde meant this stratagem captured his heart immediately. Tall men instinctively want to protect and defend small women, and I played that ruse for all I was worth.
It wasn't until our fourth date that I let him kiss me, and I didn't let him feel me up until the seventh. Then, I made Christopher wait until the twelfth date before I let him fuck me. He was hopeless, of course, but I can fake an orgasm better than the best porn star you've ever seen. Christopher stopped making love to me after his second orgasm, which was less than five minutes after his first, because he thought he'd pleased me so well that I'd passed out. He asked me to marry him less than a month after that.
I took my first extramarital lover on our honeymoon. She was the room's maid. Christopher had taken me to Paris for our honeymoon, and our room in the Hôtel Maison Mère was exquisite. However, after three days and nights of enduring Christopher's clumsy attempts to make love to me and not having a single orgasm, I was as horny as a randy goat in rutting season. Christopher wanted to visit some obscure art gallery that held some pieces from an even more obscure French painter whose name I cannot even remember. I pleaded a headache and tiredness and waited for our maid to come in to tidy up.
Daniella, the maid, was from one of the former French colonies in the West Indies; I didn't bother asking which one, but she was ripe for plucking. I lay on the bed naked, waiting for her to arrive. Then, when I heard her knock, I pretended to be asleep. Daniella assumed from the lack of response that it was safe to enter the room and clean. She stumbled when she saw my naked body reposed on the bed, but I heard her gasp when she noticed my wet pussy, which I'd played with, so my labia petals were flowered open for her to enjoy.
Knowing that I had her and that I hadn't misread her signals when she looked at me, I reached over and took her wrist in my hand, pulling her toward the bed and me. Daniella didn't resist, and our lips met in a sweet Sapphic kiss. I slid my right hand up her maid's uniform and thumbed her clitoris as I probed her entrance with my fingers. In return, Daniella's hands roamed over my lush bosom. She seemed fascinated by my enormous breasts, and as soon as I released our kiss, she lowered her face and pressed it between my tits.
I moaned as her tongue danced over my nipples, which encouraged Daniella to push me onto my back. Her head was between my creamy thighs only seconds later, and my first orgasm was only moments after that.
Pushing the maid away, I helped her out of her dress, dragged her onto her back on the bed, and feasted on her wetness. Daniella's liquids tasted pungent and thick on my tongue, and her engorged clit hung lewdly from its sheath. It was at least an inch long and shaped like a miniature cock. Taking it in my mouth, I circled it with my lips, bit its stem firmly, and lashed it with my tongue. Daniella squealed as her first orgasm struck with the ringing power of Notre Dame Cathedral's bells.
However, it turned out there was more than a little Domme in Daniella, something I was willing to submit to. She locked her thighs around my ears and rolled me onto my back. Then, with one hand holding the back of my head so she could grind her pussy against my face and the other plundering her breasts, Daniella rode my face to several more climaxes before lowering her mouth back onto my pussy and eliciting the same from me.
My will and energy faded after my fourth climax, and I lay slumped on the bed, almost asleep. Daniella dressed again and hummed happily as she tidied the rest of the room. She left after saying she was available to play anytime that I was. I managed a couple of hours of sleep, satiated for the first time since Christopher asked me to marry him. My interlude with Daniella allowed me to bear my new husband's fumbling advances for the remainder of our honeymoon.
Christopher wanted me to give up work and ornament his arm at the various parties and functions he needed to attend to increase his profile and value to his firm. He also wanted me to get pregnant as soon as possible. I happily did both things and to ensure there could be no scandal or accusations of infidelities when my kids didn't look like him, I kept my philandering to women only until after our fourth child was born.
It would be easy to say that my marriage was idyllic, and I'm sure for Christopher, that it was. However, although his lovemaking improved some from the overeager rutting he foisted on me in the beginning, he never became more than an adequate lover. Of course, to keep with my ingenue act, I couldn't admit to being a lusty woman who had bedded more than a hundred lovers before he carried me to our marital bed. That meant I couldn't show Christopher how to improve because he'd immediately wonder where I'd come by my knowledge.
Boredom and sexual frustration became my constant companions. We were rich, which meant I had a maid for the house, a nanny to look after the children, and a gardener to do the lawns and tend to the garden beds. I tried to establish a good relationship with my kids, and I mostly did until it was time for them to go to high school. Christopher insisted our four boys attend Melbourne Grammar school as he and his three brothers had.
My sole responsibility was to remain a red-hot-looking MILF my husband could parade on his arm, which was a task I could accomplish easily. With my enormous breasts, even when I developed a slight tummy bulge in my early forties, it was easy to purchase tops and dresses that clung to my boobs before falling to my hips, hiding my slightly flabby stomach. However, despite developing a 'bit of a tummy', the rest of me remained firm and divine. My breasts virtually hadn't sagged at all, and my lush bottom remained sag and cellulite-free--the same with my thighs.
I knew I was still a hot MILF because the men from Christopher's firm, CPS, flirted endlessly with me. Also, when my husband and I attended school functions in Melbourne, my son's teachers, friends and classmates all ogled me.
Time passed. I remained at home with my children until they went to school, and then I did some part-time work for the local drop-in legal centre. Only two to three hours a day, so I'd be available whenever my husband wanted me. The kids grew and went away to university, and I kept my affairs to only women to ensure Christopher would never suspect my infidelity. Christopher's climb to senior partner continued, and other than boredom and ennui, I had no complaints.
Looking back, the beginnings of my descent to slut wife were apparent for me to see, but in my arrogance, I ignored the signs because I was sure I had my husband enthralled. The first sign was Christopher's new haircut. Nearing his fiftieth birthday, he still maintained the bowl cut he'd had when I met him before he changed it out of the blue. However, I was grateful he'd finally had it cut to something less embarrassing that I didn't care why he'd changed it.
The second sign was when he got laser surgery to fix his astigmatism. But I figured he'd finally gotten sick of wearing glasses and having to squint. Christopher regularly complained about trying to play golf in the rain when wearing glasses, and I guessed he did something about it.
Next was my husband's sudden health kick. He gave up the cigarettes, cut way back on his drinking, started jogging three times a week, and went to the gym twice a week, too. I put that down to the fact that he was closing in on fifty.
The fourth sign was that Christopher was suddenly all over me again. But what I should have noticed was that his lovemaking had significantly improved. However, stupid me didn't complain because he was finally giving me satisfying orgasms. Not only had I maintained my looks and figure, but I'd also done my Kegel and pelvic floor exercises religiously so my pussy remained as tight as it was when we married. I put that warning down to Christopher watching porn. I'd seen his computer when it had been left on, and various porn sites were still open on the screen.
I know now that those four signs are classic indicators that your spouse is having an affair, but I naively thought I had his heart and balls in my pocket. How wrong I was.
I'd recently turned forty-seven when I began spotting between my monthly visitor. Because my family of origin had several incidences of various cancers, I made an appointment to see my doctor. He immediately ordered some scans, which confirmed I had a cyst in my ovary. My specialist was sure it was benign, but because of my age and family history, he decided to take the safe option and give me a complete hysterectomy.
Christopher was much less supportive than I expected, muttering something about me being barren and unable to conceive any more children. To punish him, and because I no longer needed to worry about getting pregnant, I started having affairs with men again. I was still careful, though. Insisting that my lovers wear a condom. With my husband being a lot more amorous, I couldn't run the risk of him wanting to make love and me having to refuse because my pussy was already full of cum.
Our marriage continued to deteriorate, but we were still humming along until Max, our youngest, finished high school and announced he was staying in Melbourne to work and live with his girlfriend. I turned fifty only a few days after that announcement, and I was somewhat disappointed with the party Christopher threw for me. Almost everyone there was from my husband's firm, or they were his golfing buddies. He hadn't invited any of my friends or work colleagues, nor had he flown our kids up for it. Also, he spent more time dancing with one of the junior lawyers than with me. I should have known my life was about to implode because the young woman looked remarkably like I did at the same age.
The first change was abrupt. We got home after the party, and Christopher grabbed my shoulders and forced me onto my knees before him. He pulled out his admittedly impressive 7-inch cock, slapped my face with it and demanded, "Suck, bitch!"
I let it pass, thinking he'd had too much to drink, and took him into my mouth. Blowing my husband was something I rarely did. Typically, I'd only do it on his birthday and Christmas because sucking cocks wasn't something 'good girls' did. Of course, I pretended to be shit at it and only took his glans and a little more into my mouth. Then, when he came in my mouth, I'd pretend to be revolted and run to the en suite to spit it out.
Grabbing the back of my head, Christopher rammed his entire shaft down my throat and growled, "I said 'suck, bitch'!"
I had two choices here. One was accepting his cock and deep-throating it as I could have done readily. The second was pretending to retch as if I was about to throw up. I chose the second.
"Don't even think of gagging, you fucking slut," Christopher snarled. "I've heard all about your sexual antics at university, and I know that you're a talented cocksucker who has gleefully swallowed much larger cocks than mine."
I tried tears, but all they did was make him angrier.
"Cut the bullshit and suck, or I'll take my belt to your fat arse," he snarled.
I was shocked and stared up at him, wondering what the fuck was going on. Who was this? What had happened to my wimp husband? Why was his angry dominance making me wet? I sucked. I chucked away twenty-five years of pretence and showed just how gifted my lips, mouth and tongue were. If only I weren't so sure in my arrogance, I'd have realised that Christopher should not have been able to resist my oral attention to his cock. Not unless someone equally as talented had been blowing him regularly.
I worked my husband's cock like I probably always should have been, driving him remorselessly up to the peak of his climax. He got there when I cupped his huge balls in my hand, something I'd never done for him before. Christopher poured two spurts of his man goo into my stomach before pulling his cock out of my mouth and spitting the rest over my face.
He looked disparagingly at my cum-covered face and contemptuously said, "Now you're starting to look like the slut you are. Wait there; I want to get my phone out and take some pictures."
I knelt there, shocked by my husband's actions. I wondered where this had come from. Why was he suddenly treating me like this? What did he mean he'd 'heard all about my sexual antics at uni'? My musings were interrupted by the flashes from his phone as he took several close-up pictures of my cum-covered face.
I eventually found my voice as he scrolled through the photos, deleting the ones he wasn't happy with and then taking more. "Christopher, honey. What's going on?" I asked, using the sweet ingenue voice I'd used so effectively for twenty-five-plus years. "You know that I'll blow you any time you want, right? You don't have to force me by taking pictures."
"You don't get to call me honey, you fucking whore," Christopher snarled. "You will refer to me as Master or Sir. Do I make myself clear?"
"Christopher, baby. Tell me what's going on?" I tried, but I knew my sins from before I married him had somehow come to light.
"What's going on, my dear, darling, slut wife, is that I have had my eyes opened, and I know what a whore you were before I stupidly allowed you to seduce me and inveigle your way into my life. Now, for the last time before I punish your disrespect, it is Sir or Master!"
"Christopher," I began, and my husband had his belt off his trousers faster than I could believe possible. It slashed through the air between us and lashed across my breasts. I screamed and fell back, only for Christopher to rip my dress apart, tear my bra over my breasts, flip me onto my stomach and belt my shapely ass with several vicious lashes.
"Are you deaf or stupid, you dumb slut?" He snarled. "Sir or Master!"
"Sir, please. Tell me what's going on."
"What's going on, Slut Margot, is that Messrs Craig and Paul. You know, the two most senior partners in my firm? Have asked me to become a senior partner. But before they asked me, they wanted to ensure that I knew who my wife was. You see, Craig and Paul were part of several of the many trains you had run through your whore cunt and ass when you attended uni. They told me about double-penetrating you as you sucked another cock and jacked off two others. Then, they explained how five others took their places when they'd finished dumping their loads in you."
It was probably true because I'd been a member of a select group of call girls who attended several events as 'party favours' for the guests. I loved sex and would have probably gone to and fucked everyone at these events if I were invited anyway. Getting paid $1500 for the night was merely a bonus.
He glared at me contemptuously as I lay, trying to recover from being belted with his strap. I had no reply because when Christopher had taken me to an office party at Craig, Paul, and Smith, I'd thought Messrs Craig and Paul looked vaguely familiar. My ass stung like two bitches, but before I could contemplate how to fix this, my husband's naked body coved mine. He ripped my panties off and shoved his dry cock up my ass.
Being a 'good girl', I'd never let him near my ass, even though he'd asked many times. I screamed as he brutally sodomised me, but then, something unbelievable happened. My mind skipped into some weird, submissive space where my body enjoyed being brutalised. Christopher pulled all but the tip of his cock from my abused ass before viciously ramming it back in, and I opened my mouth to scream but climaxed instead.
"Fuck, what a slut," Christopher said disgustedly as I orgasmed to his brutality. He pumped into me several more times before cumming in my ass. Then, he rolled me over, slapped my breasts, and sat on my chest. "Suck, slut," he demanded.
"No way!" I protested. "That's been up my ass!"
"As if this is the first time you've done ass-to-mouth," Christopher sneered.
He grabbed my nose and pinched it shut. Then, when I had to open my mouth to breathe, he shoved his cum and poo-covered dick back into my mouth. My husband was right in that this wasn't the first time I'd done ass-to-mouth, but in my previous life as a slut, I'd always carefully douched my ass if I knew I'd be taking cocks up there. His was disgusting, and I could smell and see my shit on it before it went in my mouth.



I gagged, of course, only for my husband to snarl, "Don't even think of vomiting while my cock's in your mouth!" Forcing my vomit reflex down, I lay quiescently, waiting for him to finish. But that wasn't enough for him. He grabbed a handful of my hair and ripped it up. "I said 'suck', you fucking whore!"
Surrendering to the inevitable, I hollowed my cheeks as I sucked voraciously. Simultaneously, I swirled my tongue over his shaft, doing my best to ignore the taste of shit on my tongue. But then, that same strange mind shift happened again, and my nipples stiffened under my husband's ass as the wetness in my pussy exploded. When Christopher pulled out and unloaded onto my face again, I mewled protestingly because I hadn't gotten to taste his cum.
"Go and clean your whore face," my husband contemptuously said as he stood up. He took a beer from the fridge and went and sat in the lounge naked.
I made it to the bathroom before I had to kneel and vomit. Then, I had to spin around and sit because whatever my husband had dumped into my ass, my body wanted to eject. I checked, but luckily, I wasn't bleeding, although I was very raw. I showered and washed my face, pussy, and ass. I brushed my teeth vigorously and used lots of mouthwash to take the stink out of my breath. Even after brushing twice and gargling three times, I could still taste poo on my breath, although it was probably only my imagination.
I returned to the lounge and went to sit beside my husband. "What do you think you're doing?" He growled.
"Sitting beside you," I replied, nonplussed. It was my usual spot, sitting beside him and holding his hand sweetly.
"Whores don't sit beside their Masters," Christopher grated. "They kneel obediently at their feet."
I tried, "Master, please. Someone has filled your ears with lies. I'm not like that. You know this. I've been a good wife to you and mother to your children for twenty-five years."
"Really?" Christopher said, opening something on his phone. He turned and showed it to me. The first item was a photo taken during one of the orgies I'd attended at uni. I knelt in the middle of a circle of men with my mouth open, waiting to receive my next load. My face and tits were already covered with cum. The second photo was of me leaving the downtown hotel where I'd met and fucked one of my lovers the previous week. It was only of me exiting the hotel, but I knew if someone had taken that one, there'd be others more damning as well. "Still want to tell me you've been a good wife?"
My blood ran cold, and I didn't know what to say. I mean, what could I say? Perhaps I could pretend the first photo wasn't me, but I have a heart-shaped birthmark above my left breast, and unfortunately, it was the only part of my breasts that wasn't covered in cum. The mark was clearly visible, so convincing anyone that the woman in the picture wasn't me would be challenging.
Christopher gripped my head between his large hands and dragged my face back onto his cock. "Suck, slut," he snarled. "For twenty-five years, I've gotten barely anything from you while you fucked literally hundreds of men. That ends. Now, all you are is my cum pig. I will dump my juice into you whenever and wherever I want, and every time I do, you will accept it gleefully and say, 'Thank you for your gift, Master'."
Christopher used my throat viciously until he climaxed into my mouth. He pushed me away, and I submissively said, "Thank you for your gift, Master."
He smiled gloatingly at me, pleased by my obeisance. Then his lip curled before he stated, "I will not divorce you because I'm not giving half of my wealth to a whore. But if you try to divorce me, I will dump your fat arse out on the street in the clothes you're standing in and use the entire resources of my firm to tie you up in court until you crawl on your knees and beg me to give you something so you can live. And even then, still, I will not until you plead for me to take you back as my whore."
He continued, "If you serve me as my slut, then I will allow you to stay in my home and live in the lifestyle your whoring ass is accustomed to. But you will fuck me when I want to fuck, swallow my cum when I want to use your mouth, and you will thank me for doing it every single damned time!"
Christopher glared at me, waiting to see if I'd try to resist. But my mind had slipped into the weird, submissive space I'd dropped into twice already. His words were turning me on, and my nipples and clitoris ached as fluids poured from my pussy. I lowered myself to the floor and placed my head on Christopher's feet. "I understand, Sir. Please, Sir, your slut will do her best to please you."
My husband is fifty-five, and previously to this night, he virtually hasn't cum more than twice in one night since our honeymoon. However, he'd already cum four times tonight, and somehow, he was still harder than the Rock of Gibraltar. "Present your ass, then," Christopher snarled, spitting into his palm and rubbing it over his thick 7+-inch cock.
Grateful that he was going to use some kind of lube this time, I turned, put my shoulders on the ground, reached behind me, and parted my generous ass globes. Christopher knelt, positioned his cock against my ass and rammed it in. Luckily, with the combination of his spit as lube and that my ass still gaped from his earlier assault, it didn't hurt as terribly as it had the first time. It still hurt so bad that I screamed again, though.
My husband clearly found my squeals exciting because he gripped my lush hips firmly and ripped me back as he pounded my poor asshole. However, my body responded to his abuse submissively. The ache in my nipples and clit, and the wetness in my pussy changed the pain to pleasure, and after his fourth brutal shove into my protesting ass, I came and squirted my pussy juices over his balls. I'd never squirted before during our lovemaking, although it was one of the reasons I was so popular at the orgies.
"Alf and Steven told me you were a squirter," my husband grunted as he pummelled my poor, abused ass. "I held that out as a hope that they were mistaken about your identity because you'd never squirted for me. But I see now that you're precisely the cock-whore they said you were. Turn and finish me with your mouth."
I reluctantly turned and allowed Christopher to shove his cock into my mouth. Then, knowing he'd make me do it anyway, I swallowed his cum and cleaned his dick with my mouth and tongue. It wasn't as bad as the earlier because I'd emptied my lower bowel, but it was still disgusting.
Christopher pushed me off his cock onto my back. Then, looking down at me contemptuously, he said, "Go and clean your face and brush your teeth. You look and smell like shit." He jacked his cock a few times before adding, "I reckon that I can get at least two more cums out of the Viagra pill I took before I have to sleep, so hurry up and return." I began to stand, but my husband smacked my ass and growled, "Crawl like the whore you are."
Why was this making me wet again? I wondered as I crawled out of the lounge. My husband's sudden domination and brutality was exposing a deeply submissive streak that I didn't know I had. I washed my face and ass before returning, still on my knees. Christopher pulled my head back into his lap when I reached him, and I serviced his cock again. I could tell he was close to cumming, but before he did, he shoved me onto my back and rammed his cock into my sopping pussy.
"You're loving this, you fucking whore," My husband chortled. "You're loving being the fucking slut you've always been. Take it, my slut. Take my cock in your whore cunt and cum for your Master."
Christopher grabbed my E-sized breasts, squeezing them in his hands painfully as he hammered my pussy with meaty, staccato thrusts. The pain and his dominance turned to wanton desire and pleasure in my mind, and I exploded like dynamite thrown into a fire, screaming my pleasure to the world. Christopher filled my pussy as I came and then forced his cock back into my mouth for me to clean. Licking and sucking my pussy juices off his cock was far more pleasant than when it had been in my ass, so I serviced his cock with all the oral skills I'd learned from being a college slut. He groaned and dribbled another small load before shoving me onto my back and walking off.
"Clean your cunt and face and meet me in my bedroom," he snarled over his shoulder. "Don't forget to crawl." After I'd complied, I crawled to our bed and started climbing onto it. "What do you think you're doing?" Christopher growled.
"Getting into bed," I replied. "Like you told me to."
"I told you to meet me in my bedroom, not get into my bed," he emphatically stated.
"It's my bed, too," I pointed out.
"Not anymore," he snarled. "Sluts sleep on the floor at the foot of their Master's bed, ready to service their Master's cock when he summons them. I did not summon you."
I'd seen the narrow mattress and blanket when I crawled around the bed but hadn't equated it to my having to sleep on it. I was exhausted and overwhelmed by Christopher's treatment of me and didn't have any fight left in me. Suppressing a defeated sigh, I pulled my nightie out of the nightstand and started to put it on.
"Sluts sleep naked so that all of their holes are readily available to their Master," Christopher said patiently as if he was talking to a recalcitrant child.
I suppressed another sigh and crawled to the thin mattress. Despite everything, I was asleep only moments later.
"Get up, you fucking lazy slut," Christopher snarled before striking my breasts with something. I opened my eyes and fearfully saw that he held a riding crop. Before I could react, Christopher lashed my nipples again. "I said get the fuck up. Your lazy ass doesn't do a damned thing around here, but a common street slut like you doesn't need a maid. Only ladies of class and composure deserve them. I fired the maid yesterday, and now you will act in her stead. Now, unless you want me to welt your tits from top to bottom, get out of bed and make my breakfast."
I started to get up, but he lashed my ass with the crop. "Crawl, you dumb slut," he snarled. "You'll have to stand to make my breakfast, but other than when you're cooking, cleaning, or doing the washing, I expect you on your knees."
Before I could move, my husband grabbed my head and rammed his cock into my mouth. I had time to think that he obviously enjoyed my submission and corporally punishing me because every time he did, he got a hard-on and expected me to blow him. As had become his way, Christopher pulled out and unloaded onto my face. I crawled towards the bathroom, but when I turned in there, he instructed me to leave his load dripping off my face until after I'd served him breakfast.
Thinking I couldn't have been more embarrassed, I obeyed and didn't get to my feet until I was in the kitchen. "What would Sir like for breakfast?" I asked respectfully, scared of the crop in his hand.
"Bacon and eggs on toast," Christopher answered. "Turn to look at me," he instructed, and when I did, he took several pictures of my cum-covered face. "I have quite a collection of these now," he sneered. "If you go against my wishes or try to escape your new life, I will bulk send these to your sons and family to show them what a whore their mother truly is."
So, here were my choices: One. Pack a bag, leave, and try to fight for a reasonable divorce settlement. But I knew how good a lawyer my husband was, and if he said he could keep that settlement from ever happening, I believed him. Two. Fight him and have my disgrace posted to my entire family. I knew he'd send the one of me kneeling, drenched in cum, in the circle with the others. Or three. Do what he demanded and become his slut, his dirty whore.
I chose option three because that one at least gave me time to try and figure this out. Maybe I could earn my way back into his good graces over time. Christopher had every right to be angry with me; I knew that. I'd lied to and cheated on him from the moment we'd met. However, I hoped he'd remember that he'd been happy until he learned about my past, and we could return to how we'd been for the last twenty-five years.
I made us both breakfast and brought it into the dining room. I handed Christopher his plate and coffee before I sat beside him with mine. His glare made me stand again, and he took the plate off me. Then, after removing one of my eggs, the toast, and most of the bacon, he placed it on the floor beside his feet.
I wanted to protest, but before I could, he said, "Be grateful that I'm allowing you to use a plate and a knife and fork. Any more disobedience, and I will make you eat with your fingers. Then, if you continue to challenge me, I will tie your hands behind your back, and you can eat like an animal. You've gotten fat, and I will not put up with it. If you will not control your weight through diet and exercise, then I will do it for you."
I ate my meagre breakfast and then waited until Christopher completed his. I stood to take his plate to the dishwasher, only to feel the sting of the riding crop on my ass again. I couldn't crawl holding the plates, so I had no idea why he'd punished me this time.
"Aren't you forgetting something?" he snarled.
I knelt and put the plates on the floor before lowering my forehead onto his feet. "I'm sorry, Sir," I apologised. "But this dumb slut doesn't know what she's forgotten."
"You didn't thank me for allowing you to eat with me and not make you eat from a pet bowl in the kitchen like a pet should."
I stared at his feet disbelievingly. Had it come to this? Did he really expect me to eat like a cat or dog out of a pet bowl in the kitchen while he ate at the table? I realised that if I continued objecting to and disobeying his edicts, he would make me do that. "Thank you for allowing me to eat like a human at your feet, Sir," I reluctantly said.
I thought that would end my torture for now, but it didn't. Christopher snapped, "Turn around, place your shoulders on the floor, reach back and spread your flabby ass cheeks."
I obeyed, trying to prepare myself to be anally violated again. However, instead of his cock ripping through my sphincter, I felt his fingers smearing something cold and slippery onto my starfish. Then, I felt something wide and blunt pushing on my ring. Knowing Christopher would shove it in anyway, I did my best to relax and accept the invader into my ass.
It slid in, and Christopher stood back. "Yes," he said, nodding. "A cat's tail suits you. You will hold that in your ass at all times, only removing it when I do it or I tell you to."
I hid my despairing sigh because I knew uttering it would annoy my husband, and although he'd put the crop down, it was close at hand, and I had no desire to feel its sting again. I nervously asked, "What if I need to go to the loo?"
"Was there something in my order to keep that plug in your ass unless I tell you to remove it or I remove it myself that you didn't understand?" Christopher replied evenly, although his eyebrows narrowed with irritation at having to repeat himself.
"No, Sir," I quickly denied, knowing I was back on thin ice and would receive his wrath again shortly if I didn't shut up and obey.
Christopher glared at me as I kept my head and eyes lowered. Eventually, he took something else out and pushed it into my pussy. "I've shoved a Lovense vibrator into your dirty cunt," he announced as he took his phone out. He tapped some buttons, and the item inside me vibrated against my G-spot, making me gasp. He grinned maniacally and did it again, ramping up the vibration's intensity. I groaned as my pussy flooded and my arousal soared.
My husband handed me back my phone. It was temporarily open, and he showed the app he'd installed. "This app remains open in the background twenty-four-seven," he explained. "It means I can access your phone and the vibrator in your slut cunt from anywhere in the world at any time, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week."
He cackled evilly, delighted by what he was about to inflict on me. "I was sexually frustrated for almost the entire last twenty-five years, and now you will suffer something similar," Christopher told me. "I will call you randomly during the day when I'm out of the house and tell you to show me your cunt and ass. If I discover that they're not still filled with your plug and vibrator, I will return home and punish you. Then, if you continue to disobey me, I will toss your saggy ass out of the house naked and send the pictures I have to all of your friends and relations, including your mum and dad and your sons."
Thinking that I still had little choice, I promised to obey his instructions, and after he'd used my mouth to get off, Christopher left for work. I waited until I was sure he'd gone and stood up. My knees and wrists ached from the unfamiliar act of crawling, and I decided to have a hot bath. But then, how could I do that with the items in my ass and pussy? I leant back, trying to grasp the tail to see what it was made of. I could reach it easily enough, but to see it would have required me to pull it out of my ass, and I was too scared of my husband finding out to risk it. Sighing defeatedly, I settled for using a washer to clean myself as best as possible.
Once I was as clean, I picked up my phone and looked at it. Although I could open it, none of the apps responded to my touch. I opened my laptop, but it was locked out of the internet. Christopher had changed the password to the desk computer, and the house phone was disconnected. Then, I looked for my car keys and discovered they were missing, too. If I was leaving the house, I'd have to do it with minimal clothes and walking.
Then, I thought I could at least get dressed until close to when my husband was due home, but most of my clothing was gone. I searched the house, thinking he must have moved my clothes to another room, but I couldn't find them. I had no idea what could have happened to them because they'd all been there when I dressed for my fiftieth birthday party. Christopher must have arranged for someone to enter the house while we were at the party and remove them.
I looked in the closet at what was left. There were several deep-vee-necked sundresses in various yellow shades on hangers. I tried one on, but its cups barely contained my 16E breasts, and the hem left my lower ass globes exposed. Also, my 'tail' hung below the hem, making the dress' back look ridiculous. The only other choice was an opaque, halter neck, backless white midi-top with 'Master's Cock Slut' stencilled across the boobs. It, too, barely covered my globes, and the top began minimally above my nipples. If I even walked quickly, my enormous bosom would bounce out of it. It came paired with a bright orange, wrap-around stretch-cotton micro-mini-skirt, which also barely covered my plump ass. The skirt's side split left no doubt that I was pantyless.
I put one of the yellow sundresses on, but I'd barely pulled it over my ass when the vibrator in my pussy went off. It reverberated against my G-spot, and my knees gave way as I raced towards a climax. I'd barely recovered when it vibrated again, sending me closer to my peak. I regained control long enough to rip the sundress off because I knew what would be next.
Sure enough, my phone rang, indicating that I had an incoming video call. I answered it and saw my husband and the two senior partners. I immediately brought the phone closer to me to hide my nakedness.
"You dumb whore," Christopher said, shaking his head. "It's not like Alf and Steven haven't seen your slut assets many times before. Now, lie on your back and lift your slut knees up and apart. Then, lower the phone so we can see the plug and vibrator.



"No, please," I begged, not wanting to show my 'bits' to my husband's partners.
"No 'Sir' or 'Master'," Alf said disparagingly. "Your slut needs better discipline, Christopher. I suggest you take a paddle to her fat arse as soon as you get home. In fact, if she continues to disobey, you should return home and discipline her now."
"I agree," Steven said. "I also agree that you should return home now and correct her behaviour."
Terrified, I pleaded, "No, Sirs and Masters. This slut will do as she is told. I don't need disciplining."
Alf Craig, founding partner of Craig, Paul, and Smith, shook his head sadly before saying, "I'm sorry, Christopher, but I don't think there's any hope for this dumb bitch. She's calling someone other than her owner, Sir and Master. I think it's best if you dump her slutty ass onto the street and then look for a more worthy Mrs Kidder. We have several suitable candidates amongst the junior partners and the secretary pool. Candidates who know their place and won't need extensive retraining to be any use to you."
I felt a minuscule amount of hope when Christopher said, "I'd prefer to give this slut a chance to prove her worthiness to be my whore." Then he crushed that hope. "However, if she hasn't learned her place in a week, I will take your advice and dump her fat ass. Then, I will allow you and Steven to guide my choice for a new wife suitable for our firm's needs."
"Please, Master," I pleaded. "This slut wants to be what you need, but I don't know the rules. Tell me the rules, and I will do my best to obey."
"Bullshit, Margot," Christopher snarled. "You've objected and resisted at every step. There is one simple, impossible not to know, rule. Obey every instruction I give you immediately and to the best of your ability. How hard can that be? But no! You refuse and try to deny me every time. Do you want to prove that you can change? Show Alf and Steven that your plug and vibrator are still in your slut holes, and then cum for us."
I instantly lifted and parted my knees and lowered the phone, displaying the vibrator's pink end and the tail that still arced from my sphincter. I'd no sooner got my holes displayed than the vibrator against my G-spot buzzed. I unawarely moaned and thrust my hips up toward the phone's camera. It buzzed again, and I shuddered, on the cusp of an orgasm.
It wasn't only the vibrator in my pussy driving my climb towards an orgasm. It was performing for an audience again. A lot of the reasons why I enjoyed multiple men using my body to get off was that I loved fucking before an audience. An audience who would regularly become participants in my debauchery. The lovense vibrated again, and I screamingly launched into an extreme orgasm. My fluids blasted out of pussy as I climaxed with every buzz.
"Squirters are usually fun to play with," Steven said drily as I tried to recover from my intense orgasm. "Perhaps your slut has some use after all. I suggest you head home and discipline your whore so she doesn't resist the next time you phone her or give her an instruction. We'll see you in time to take the Hadfield case depositions at two p.m."
It takes around thirty minutes to drive from Christopher's work to home, plus another five to walk to his car. To ensure I'd be where I knew he wanted me to be, I knelt with my head on the floor just inside our front door thirty minutes after he'd disconnected the call. Twice, as I waited, the vibrator in my pussy and against my G-spot buzzed, stimulating my arousal to almost fever pitch.
I heard the front door open but kept my forehead on the floor. Christopher circled me, noticing how my arousal flowed down my inner thighs. I hoped he'd be overwhelmed by my willingness to let him use me, but no such luck. I heard a faint rustle, and my back exploded with pain. Biting my bottom lip to stop from crying out, I dredged a memory from my misspent youth when I spent a weekend as a rich client's sex slave and said, "One, thank you, Sir."
My husband remained silent. But he began panting, which showed his arousal. Unluckily for me, it did not deter his desire to punish me. The item whistled down again and splattered across my ass. I recognised the feeling. Christopher was using a multi-tailed flogger on me. Fortunately, it seemed he wasn't too skilled with it because he stood too close, which meant the tails didn't have time to separate and were striking me in a solid lump. He disabused me of that thought next. My husband stepped back and lashed my curvaceous ass again. The flogger's tips slashed down onto my lush ass and thighs, with some splitting the skin. Blood welled from the many small incisions and ran down my legs.
"Fark!" Christopher growled. He dropped the whip, shoved me onto my stomach, ripped my butt plug out and rammed his cock into my ass. The plug had at least gaped my sphincter enough to accept his cock, but it still went in dry, and I screamed as it split me open. My husband's hands closed around my neck, squeezing until I could barely breathe. Fear shot through my body, and I wondered if I was about to die. But as my vision narrowed and faded, my mind slipped into sub-space again, and when Christopher pulled his cock back and jammed into me again, I screamed with pleasure and squirted over his balls.
Christopher's grunts as he unloaded into my colon awakened me from the partial blackout I'd suffered. He pulled out, and not wanting to be whipped again, I got onto my knees and cleaned his dick and balls with my mouth. But my 'loving husband' hadn't finished humiliating me yet. Christopher dragged me by my hair into the bathroom and forced my face onto the floor beside the drain. Then, he stood, panting as he tried to relax, and then his wee hit my face. I was humiliated beyond belief but didn't dare say anything or resist because he still had the flogger.
"Lie on your back and open your mouth." I complied reluctantly and let him fill my mouth with his water. The sight excited him because he jacked his rapidly inflating cock until he climaxed, spitting his cum into my wee-filled mouth. Christopher demanded, "Mix it with your tongue and then swallow."
Struggling to control my vomit reflex, I did as instructed and then opened my mouth to show I'd obeyed. There was a problem that I feared immensely--my pussy was wetter than a flooded canal, and my nipples and clitoris throbbed. Although my conscience screamed that I was being abused and shouldn't enjoy it, my subconscious had remained in sub-space and was revelling in my abuse and humiliation. At some level, I knew I deserved this maltreatment and needed to be punished for my earlier crimes.
My husband looked down at me. He could see my pointed nipples and flushed face and bosom. "You're enjoying this," he said wonderingly. "It's precisely as Alf said; you're nothing but a submissive, cock sucking slut who needs to be shown her place. Perhaps you can earn your place among the other partner's whore wives and remain married to me after all."
He looked at me thoughtfully for a moment before bringing his phone out. The Lovense in my pussy immediately vibrated, and I moaned gutturally. He pressed it several more times before saying, "Lie on your back and spread your cunt lips." I did as he demanded, and before I could react, he slapped my hands and pussy with the flogger. Simultaneously, Christopher buzzed my vibrator. Initially, I opened my mouth to scream in pain, but the sudden intense vibration on my G-spot, my clouded, confused mind, and the hurt on my vulva all swirled together in my sub-space-controlled mind, and I orgasmed again.
Christopher waited until my eyes opened before sneering, "You may shower and clean yourself up before reinserting your butt plug. At 5:00 p.m., a limo will pull up outside. You will get in it and come to my office wearing the top I purchased for you that has 'Master's Cock Slut' stencilled on its front and the orange skirt that goes with it. Ensure that you remain bra and pantyless."
"No!" I objected. "I can't leave the house dressed like that! What will the driver think? What will your colleagues and partners think?"
Christopher's face darkened, and he growled, "Lift and part your knees. Hold your cunt lips apart."
No, please, Master!" I squealed. "I'll do what you ask! Please, do not whip my pussy again."
"Does a whore have a pussy?" My husband rhetorically asked. "Sluts and whores have cunts, tits and arses, also known as top, bottom, and rear fuck, cock, and cum holes. Now, what do you have?"
"A cunt, tits and ass, Master."
"Arse, not ass. Say it."
A decadently naughty urge to say 'It' danced through my brain. I knew I'd be punished if I did, but a deep part of my subconscious wanted to be. Despite everything I'd done to rebel against what my husband wanted, he'd only hit me with his belt three or four times, maybe seven or eight times with the crop, and three times with the multi-tailed flogger. For some barely understood reason, I needed to be punished for my misdeeds and for tricking and lying to him for all these years. So, even though I knew I'd regret it, I lifted and parted my knees and spread my labia with my fingers, exposing my clitoris and vulva. "It," I said breathlessly.
Christopher gaped at me, dumbfounded that I would say what I had. That dumbfoundedness swiftly turned to anger. His eyes shifted to my exposed pussy lips, and he viciously lashed them with the flogger. I screamed as the pain coursed from my pussy to my brain, where my mind changed it to pleasure and sent it like lightning back to my pussy. "Again, Master," I howled. My husband gaped again but shrugged and lashed me again. "Yes!" I shouted. "Again!"
Too many and too fast to count, the flogger slashed across my nipples, breasts, stomach, and pussy. Lost in my arousal, I rolled onto my stomach and lifted my voluptuous ass and held my ass cheeks apart. As I hoped, Christopher whipped my ass and exposed starfish. Then, he concentrated on striking my perineum and exposed entrance. Three consecutive lashes on that area sent me caterwauling into an extreme climax. It felt like my entire body had orgasmed and not just my pussy as it usually did. Sweat poured from every pore on my body, and I was hysterical, begging and pleading for him to hit me again.
"Jaysus," Christopher said awedly. He dropped his flogger, knelt, picked me up by my hips and rammed his cock into my dripping pussy. It was enough to toss me off my sanity's cliff, and I screamed as his big cock jerked inside me, filling me with his seed.
My husband got off me, leaving me weeping blood from my many cuts and dripping his cum from my pussy. Then, I heard him sigh and felt his water hosing over my back before it concentrated on my exposed pussy entrance. His urine stung as it coated my welts, but it felt deserved.
"Clean up in here. It smells like a urinal. Remember, 5:00 p.m. You will regret it if I have to come and get you." Christopher stripped his blood-covered suit off and dumped it in the puddled urine. His shirt and underwear followed. "Wash my shirt and underwear, and drop my suit at the cleaners on your way to the office."
I didn't move until I heard his car backing out of our driveway. Then, I got to my feet painfully. I looked in the mirror, but all of my welts had crusted over and stopped bleeding. I worried about the wounds weeping again after my shower and staining the back of my top but then remembered it was backless, which meant my punishment would be displayed for all to see.
After showering, I used rubbing alcohol to treat as much of my back as I could reach and then rubbed aloe vera gel in to hasten my healing. There was still over an hour before the limo would arrive to take me to my husband. I spent that time making myself as beautiful as possible.
I rubbed glow moisturiser into my body from the neck down so that my skin would shine under the lights. I'd had laser treatments to remove all body hair well before then, so I didn't have to worry about that. But I exfoliated and scrubbed my face until it shone with youthful vitality. Then, I made up my face to look much more whorish than I typically did. My husband was forcing me into the role of his whore and slut, and if that was what it took to remain in his good graces, I would do it.
I looked in the mirror for about the fiftieth time. But no matter how I adjusted my top, every time I walked or turned with any speed, my luscious breasts popped out of the sparse confines they were encased in. This top, I'd discovered, was for a woman who was a 14DD. I'm a 16E, and it wasn't up to the job of constraining my enormous bosom.
The skirt was almost equally scandalous, with my entire left leg exposed when I walked. Then, if I bent over the slightest amount, my ass and pussy were exposed. It, too, was for a more petite woman than I, being only a size 32.
The only heels I could find were all at least 7 inches, with several being nine. I regularly wore 7-inch heels because of my diminutive height, so I could walk comfortably in those. However, with my skirt so short and my top so sparse, virtually every step caused my breasts to fall out of the top, the skirt to slide over my curvaceous ass or both. Also, there wasn't any way that I could have my cat-tailed butt plug in without it showing. However, I was required to wear it, so I did my best to ignore it.
After several attempts to walk and remain decent and failing, I despaired, thinking there was no way to leave the house dressed like I was. But inspiration finally came. If I rolled my hips as I walked, swaying my curvy ass like a two-dollar hooker at a sailor's convention, the skirt stayed on my ass, and my tits remained in the top. I walked towards the mirror, practising this new gliding, hip-rolling walk. I looked like a stripper trying to woo her audience, but it was the only way to walk and remain decent, so I continued practising until I heard a knock on the door.
Opening the door revealed a suit-wearing driver. He took my hand and guided me to the limo's back door, blatantly ogling my jiggling tits and swaying ass with every step. I was about to admonish him when my phone rang. I pulled it out of my handbag and answered.
Christopher snarled, "You will stop being such a prissy bitch immediately. Eduardo has been our firm's driver for more than five years, and he deserves to ogle the firm's assets at every opportunity." I looked around and saw newly installed cameras over our garage and front door. Plus, there were several facing different directions on the limo. My husband continued. "You will allow Eduardo to look at your whore cunt when you get in the car, and you will sit in the middle with your fat arse on the seat's edge and your skirt pulled up so he can look at your cunt on the way here."
Knowing that any tears would ruin my carefully made-up face and anger him further, I imagined being back at uni and performing for the men who had paid me to dance at their parties. I turned into the seat, purposefully keeping my legs spread and displaying my pussy for Eduardo to enjoy. The remembered pleasure of performing sexual acts for my adoring fans seethed through my lush body, and my clitoris extended as my labia petals flushed and opened for Eduardo's viewing pleasure. He gulped and got back into the car. I thought we'd crash several times on our way to my husband's firm because his eyes rarely left my silky slit. However, we arrived safely.
I waited for Eduardo to open my door and obeyed Christopher's instruction by ensuring my pussy was displayed to everyone before me as I exited the limo. I hesitated after he'd shut the door and driven away before straightening my shoulders and sashaying into the building. Craig, Paul, and Smith occupied the entire top floor of this building, and I exited the elevator and took two steps to the reception desk.
Although I was surprised to be greeted by a young woman wearing no more than I was, I covered my dumbfoundment and, in as haughty a tone as I could manage, said, "I'm here to see Christopher Kidder. Can you let him know his wife has arrived?"
"His slut, you mean," the young woman giggled. "Climb off your high horse, Slut Margot. There are no ladies here, only whores and sluts for our men. I'm Pauline, Alf Craig's latest wife and slut. Number six, I think I am. But it might be seven. Sit your saggy ass on the sofa, and I'll let Chris know his whore is here to service him. Nice sentiment expressed on your tits, by the way."
'Chris?' I wondered, ignoring her comment about my top. He'd always insisted on being called Christopher, even when we were alone. I'd done so for so long that it came naturally. To hear a secretary, even if she was the founding partner's wife as she'd said, use 'Chris' so casually chilled me more than anything else my husband had inflicted on me since my birthday party. I knew there was more between her and my husband than only 'secretary' for his firm.
I waited nervously for close to thirty minutes. I'd typically hide my nervousness by scrolling through my social media pages, but with my phone locked out, all I could do was sit and wait. Even just fifteen years ago, there would have been magazines or even a newspaper for me to read. But in this electronic age, they were no more. I tried to sit modestly, but it was impossible in my short skirt, and if I wriggled too much, trying to get decent, my breasts threatened to bounce out of my top. Several times, I caught Pauline smiling as she examined my wet slit. I wanted to scream but somehow kept myself under control.
Finally, Pauline stood and strutted across to me, using the same hip roll I had to use to keep myself respectable. Although, for her, it seemed natural, as if that was her instinctive way to walk. "Master Kidder will see you now," she said, leaning so far forward that I expected her enormous fake knockers to fall out of her top and hit me in the face.
Suppressing a fearful grimace, I donned my expected persona like I used to do when I performed for strangers. Spreading my knees so my pussy showed, I let her help me up and guide me to my husband's office. She took me past Christopher's previous office to a much larger one deeper into the building. She opened the door and waited for me to enter. I gasped when I stepped into the room. My husband, Alf and Steven sat together on an enormous sofa. All three sat on the sofa seat's edge with their trousers unzipped and their cocks out.
I stopped still, not knowing what to do. But I should have taken my hint from Pauline, who knelt as soon as she closed the door. Then, she put her forehead on the floor and said, "This slut waits, willing to serve, Master Alf."
Christopher glared at me until I did the same, except I said, "Master Christopher", of course.
"It's her first time, Chris," Steven soothed. "I think we can forgive the slight indiscretions this time. However," he continued. "Your slut was unforgivably rude to Alf's whore when she arrived. That deserves to be addressed."
Christopher replied, "With your permission, Alf. May I use my slut to pleasure yours to punish mine for her rudeness?"
"Of course," Alf agreed. "Watching one slut service another is always delightfully stimulating. We all know how good Slut Margot's mouth is with cocks, but none of us have seen her service a cunt yet. I'm looking forward to seeing if she's just as talented with a pussy as she is with a cock."
"Pauline, please sit on my desk with your legs parted." Christopher turned to me. "Slut Margot, you will crawl between Pauline's thighs and use your oral skills to bring her to fruition. Once she has orgasmed, you will crawl to Alf and get him off. Steven is next, and then me. If you do not please us to our satisfaction, I will tell the entire staff to line up to use your mouth, cunt, and ass in any manner they desire."



I quickly considered my options before deciding that I had none. However, doing what they asked would mire me deeper into their perverted trap. All three partners, including my husband, held mobile phones, and I knew it wasn't to make or receive calls. But what could I do? A battle lost today might allow me to win the war later. But then, did I want to win the war? I'd yearned for twenty-five years to return to my slutty ways, and now it seemed that my husband was demanding that I do. I crawled between Pauline's luscious thighs.
She was at least as wet and aroused as I was, with her nectar pouring from her over-inflamed pussy. Staying on my hands and knees, I tilted my head back and rimmed her little chocolate star. It fluttered open immediately, proving that she, too, had been used anally regularly. Pauline moaned as I stabbed my tongue into her dark star repeatedly. I knew that stimulation alone would send her over her crest into a climax, but that wasn't the show I wanted to perform. Instead, I lifted off my hands and placed them astride Pauline's clitoral hood. Then, pulling up to expose her clitoris, I flattened my tongue and bathed her clit with my tongue before moving back to use my tongue's tip.
"Your slut is a gifted cunilinguist," Alf awedly admitted. "Her cock skills are well developed, which we all know, but I never imagined the prim bitch who attended our soirees was such a lesbian slut."
"Yeah," Christopher snarled. "If you two hadn't opened my eyes, I'd still be getting the same old boring sex I'd had for the last twenty-five years. Until you introduced me to Chevron, and she showed me what I was missing, I thought I was getting the best my slut had. I know better now." He gazed contemptuously at me before growling, "Hurry up and finish Alf's slut off. You have three cocks to prove your worth on yet."
I didn't reply and used my tongue's tip to write the alphabet on Pauline's clit. I'd barely inscribed 'e' when her thighs slammed shut against my ears, and she squirted into my face. Her nectar flowed into my mouth, and I drank as much as I could before she pushed me away. Her clitoris was too tender to allow me to continue.
Returning to my hands and knees, I kept my head down and crawled to Alf. He had a sturdy 6+-inch cock that was shorter but slightly thicker than my husband's. It disappeared down to its root inside my mouth. Then, I pushed my tongue out between my bottom lip and his shaft, and licked his saggy balls. A younger man's nutsack would be tight against his shaft and within reach of my tongue. But Alf was closer to sixty-five than fifty-five and had the typical older man's low-hanging sack.
"Gawd," Alf marvelled. "She's still as good as I remember. You might be right, Chris. Your whore might be good enough despite her age to join the company sluts. And you're right. Keeping her as a company whore is much cheaper than divorcing her and risking half of your wealth to some feminist judge."
I didn't know what to feel about his words. Happy that my oral skills hadn't declined despite barely using them for twenty-five years? Disgusted by his misogynistic attitude to the women who worked here? Fearful of what it meant to be a 'company whore'? I put it all aside and concentrated on pleasuring the cock in my mouth.
"Kneel closer, Slut Pauline," Alf sneered. "This slut's oral skills puts yours to shame. She's so good that I'm thinking I should bring in the seven junior partners and make you practice on them. Maybe then, you'll lift your game."
"This slut is sorry she has disappointed you, Master," Pauline said desperately. "She will watch and learn and become better for you."
"See that you do," Alf disparaged. "The $100,000 I need to give you to get rid of you is neither here nor there. Then, if Christopher decides to trade this whore to the firm for a younger model, I might make her mine. Perhaps an older slut would suit my needs better."
Alf shouted the last sentence as his balls finally tightened against his shaft, and he ejaculated his watery seed into my mouth. I opened my mouth to prove I still held his gift before swallowing showily. "Thank you for your gift, Master Alf," I said sweetly as I moved to my right and took Steven's cock into my mouth.
Mister Paul's todger was the longest by far, but it was slender and didn't challenge my swallow or gag reflex at all. I gently worked his balls out and cupped them as I fellated his slender tool with every skill I had. I think his inability to make me choke frustrated him, but he should have remembered that he couldn't all those years ago, either. He swiftly lost the battle and then lost his lollies into my greedily sucking mouth. I showed that I held his gift in my mouth, swallowed theatrically, and then said, "Thank you for your gift, Master Paul."
I shifted right again and knelt before my husband. He remained silent, but the incessant tick in the blood vessel on his forehead above his left eyebrow showed he was seething. "May I use your slut again, Alf, please?"
"What did you have in mind?" Alf asked. His cock was buried in Pauline's mouth, and despite Alf's disparaging words, I could see no flaw in her cock sucking technique. Her cheeks were hollowed from forcefully sucking, and I could see her swallowing swiftly as she swirled her tongue over her Master's cock.
"My slut needs to learn that although she only gets to have sex whenever I give her permission, I can and will fuck whenever and with whoever I want. Her job is to wait patiently, uncomplainingly, for her turn."
I schooled myself not to react because I knew that showing my unrivalled oral skills on his two partners when I'd spent all of our marriage pretending that I hated giving head and would only reluctantly do it for his birthday and Christmas had infuriated him.
"That seems fair," Alf agreed. "I used your slut, so you may use mine."
Christopher looked smugly at me as Pauline took his throbbing cock in her mouth. I could tell he was angry at me but didn't understand why. Somehow, he had discovered my sordid past, forced me to re-immerse myself in it, and was now pissy because I had? I had boyfriends before I married Christopher, but if they weren't prepared to be polyamorous with me, I swiftly dumped them. So, was it wrong that I enjoyed being a slut again and that watching Pauline blow my husband excited me?
It took all of my self-control not to play with myself as I watched Pauline blow him, and I was delighted when he came in her mouth, and she turned and kissed me. We swapped his spunk back and forth several times before swallowing about half each.
"Thank you for your gift, Master Christopher," we intoned and sat on our heels with our eyes down, waiting for our next instruction.
Scowling, Christopher snarled, "Eduardo's waiting downstairs to take you home. Reward him with a blowjob when you get there. I'll be watching the cameras to ensure you do."
"Yes, Master," I agreed. I crawled out of his office before standing and adjusting my clothing to as close to decency as they permitted.
Eduardo smiled as he helped me into his limo, gleefully admiring my wrecked visage and sopping pussy. I moved to the seat's edge and middle before lying back and playing with myself as he drove me home. It was amazing that we didn't crash, given his eyes hardly left my slippery pussy the whole way home.
When we got there, I slid between the front seats and knelt on the passenger one to blow him. He filled my mouth with his sticky seed quickly, so I swallowed, thanked him for taking me home and went inside.
The Lovense vibrator in my pussy had continuously buzzed the entire journey home, and having performed four sex acts without getting any reward; I was hornier than a teenage boy who has snuck into an all-girls dorm. I lay on my bed and reached for my hidden vibrator, eager to relieve my frustration. Only I couldn't find it. Instead, I pulled out what I assumed was a stainless-steel chastity belt.
I wondered how it had gotten in my drawer and what had happened to my vibrator. Then, there was the sound of a channel opening up. I looked around fearfully and saw cameras installed in all four ceiling corners and on the wall in front of the bed. The one on the wall was one of those door ones you can use to talk to the person you're looking at. Christopher's voice came from it.
"I had your vibrator removed and replaced with the chastity belt when I had the cameras installed. I've known you've had it for years but chose to ignore it because I knew I didn't wholly meet your needs as a lover. However, I now see that I never could. You're a slut. A cheating, conniving whore who has used me since the moment we met. You know, if you had confessed what you were when we first met, I would have let you take me on a sexual adventure. But you preferred to trick me because it gave you more control over me.
"I knew I was missing out on something wondrous, but you weren't prepared to show me what. Instead, you shared your lush assets with others, taking what you needed from them and leaving me feeling inadequate and useless. I was lucky when Chevron decided to take me in her mouth and show me what I was missing. She's taught me so much since. She looks like you when we first met. Isn't that great? I get to redo what I did wrong with you. Only this time, I know Chevron's a slut, and she wants me to treat her like one. I'm fucking her doggy-style, and I'm nuts deep in her pussy as I speak with you."
I didn't know what to say or how to act. I was shocked and feared he would toss me out as he'd threatened. His following words allayed that fear but added several more.
"I will not grant you a divorce because I'm unwilling to surrender half of my assets to a conniving whore who has fooled me for all these years. If you try to divorce me, I will bring all my skills as a lawyer who gets paid $1500 per hour to tie you and our assets up in court. I will ensure the Department of Social Services believes that you have many assets, so they refuse to give you any assistance, and I will send those photos and the ones from today to everyone on your friends list, including our sons. Let them see what a whore their mother is. I'm sure they'll be impressed."
I could hear him fucking Chevron vigorously, and he was silent for a time. Then he came back on and said. "Put the chastity belt on. Your days of masturbating and fucking anyone you want are done. You'll cum when and where I tell you to."
I reluctantly stepped into the belt and pulled it up. The waist piece opened enough to fit over my voluptuous ass, but when I clasped it closed, it sat so snugly over my hips that I could not remove it without undoing the clasp. I defeatedly put the padlock through the joining holes and snapped it shut. I noticed two immediate problems. The back piece of the device pressed firmly against my butt plug, forcing it deeper into my colon, and when I moved, I discovered that the front part curved away from my clitoris. No matter how I moved or moved the belt, I couldn't get any friction on my clitoris. That meant there was no possible way I could make myself cum.
"The chastity belt has a hole where your urethra is so you can piss," Christopher panted. His pants told me he was about to cum in Chevron. "You will have to wait for me to release you to shit. But you can't do that with your tail inserted unless I pull it out for you anyway. Oh, Gawd," he groaned as he ejaculated into Chevron. "Don't wait up for me," he added. "I'll return for breakfast around seven, so ensure you have my bacon and eggs ready. Do not let me catch you dressed or sleeping in my bed." The camera's speaker went dead, but I guessed the cameras remained live.
I stepped off the bed and walked to the kitchen to get something to drink. I needed something to settle my nerves and bolster my courage, but the fridge was empty of alcohol. I checked the cupboards, and all the various spirits and alcoholic drinks had been removed from there, too. I knew that Christopher kept alcohol in his study, but that room was now securely locked.
My nearest bottlo (liquor outlet) was only a kilometre away at the bottom of our estate, so I put one of the sundresses on, grabbed my purse, and started to leave the house to walk down to it. Another one of those talking cameras near the front door spoke to me.
"Take your dress off immediately." I quickly obeyed and waited fearfully. "Even if you do manage to leave the house at a time when I'm not monitoring the cameras, I've cancelled all of your credit cards and removed your computer access to our bank accounts. You're my whore now, Slut Margot, and the sooner you learn your role, the happier we both will be."
He waited expectantly. I was unsure what he wanted, so I tried, "I understand, Master. Thank you for this lesson in humility, Sir."
The green light that I realised indicated the speakers were active disappeared. I returned to the kitchen and made myself a cup of tea. I examined the room and saw that every corner held a camera. Then, I wandered through the house and saw that every room except the restroom had cameras. There were cameras in every corner and one mounted on a wall. The wall one was a wired front doorbell camera, which allowed Christopher to address me.
I was owned, effectively collared, and under my husband's strict control. Even my bowels were in his control. Why, then, did this make me aroused? Why was I excited that Christopher had turned me into his personal fuck toy? Why did I hope he'd share Chevron with me and let me fuck his partners? Was I really that willing to be a submissive slave? It seemed I was because I longed to be used again. I wanted Christopher to rape my ass, as he'd already done several times and make me cum despite the pain. Truthfully, at that time, I would have sucked a hundred dicks if doing so would allow me to orgasm.
Too sexually frustrated to sleep, I walked around the house. Every step ground my plug into my ass, stimulating my colon and increasing my arousal. But sitting was worse. With my weight on my tail, even the slightest movement ground the plug into my ass. I tried sitting on a pillow, but that didn't help. Also, every time I thought I'd controlled my libido and turned my thoughts to more productive areas, the lovense in my pussy would vibrate against my G-spot. I hoped the continual stimulation of my pleasure spot would lessen the Lovense's effect, but every buzz lifted me closer to an orgasm but never increased enough to topple me over the edge. I succumbed to sleep around 4:00 a.m.
I was startled awake when I tried to breathe, but my nose was blocked. I tried to pull away, but the knuckles holding my nose closed twisted, and it hurt like hell. I held still and opened my mouth, which was immediately filled with a smelly, cum and shit-covered cock.
"Clean me, slut," my husband demanded. "My dicks been in and out of Chevron's ass and cunt all night. Make me clean and then make my breakfast. You're lucky it's not quite seven o'clock, or I'd have flogged you awake with my belt."
I wasn't used to doing this, but I'd done it twice before without throwing up as he used my mouth to get clean, and I managed to lick and suck Christopher's dick clean without vomiting on him. He ejaculated down my throat before getting up.
"Brush your teeth and rinse with mouthwash," he said disparagingly as he retrieved another suit, shirt, socks, and underwear and walked to the en suite. "Your breath smells like shit."
I obeyed and stumbled to the kitchen to make his breakfast. I'd been too horny and frustrated to eat the previous night, and now I was famished. However, Christopher took my plate off me and scraped half of what I'd made for myself into the bin. Then, he took some manacles out of a bag he'd left on the table and bound my hands behind my back. Next, he tipped my plate into a cat's bowl he'd purchased.
"Don't think for a moment that I've forgotten that you disobeyed me when you put a dress on and tried to leave the house," he growled. "I warned you that if you continued to disobey me, I would make you eat like the animal you are. Well, you did so, and now you reap the reward for disobedience."
I looked at my bacon and eggs congealing in a cat's bowl and considered refusing to eat. But I was starving, and my stomach growled, demanding to be filled. Frustrated tears fell from my eyes as I lowered my face and tried to eat. The only thing that worked was pursing my lips and sucking the eggs into my mouth. Then, once they passed my teeth, I could bite a piece off, chew and swallow. The remaining piece dropped back into the bowl. It took a long time, but I was eventually able to eat most of my meal.
My husband looked at my egg and grease-covered face and laughed. "I'm tempted to leave you like that," he taunted. "But I want a blowjob before I go to work."
Christopher unlocked one manacle and sent me to the bathroom to clean up. When I returned, he had a leather paddle sitting on the table, and he patted his knees, insisting that I lie over them. I fearfully obeyed. I know that it's weird, but I don't mind being spanked, and in the right circumstances, I can enjoy it. It's the same with being whipped. But I detested being paddled or belted, and I hated having either of those done after being made to lie across someone's lap. However, my choices were to suck it up and try to find pleasure in this or have it done to me forcibly and suffer every strike. I relaxed and let myself slide down into sub-space.
The thong part of my chastity belt was so tight that it was below my globes, which meant that Christopher didn't have to take it off to punish me. He brought the paddle up and delivered a stinging strike across the middle of my ass cheeks. "One, thank you, Sir," I intoned dutifully.
"I don't know what that's about," my husband growled. "Another experience from your life as a whore and slut before you ensnared me, I guess. But I like it. How many do you think you can take before you have to plead 'Uncle'?"
He struck me again. "Two, thank you, Sir." Christopher whaled five more hits over my curvy ass, each delivered slightly apart from the other, and they felt almost enough to make me bleed. "Three, four, five, six, and seven, thank you, Sir," I panted, knowing my endurance was almost ended.
However, I had a massive problem--Christopher wasn't a BDSM exponent. A mature, caring Dom would currently be rubbing the strikes into my inflamed bottom, telling me what a good girl I was and asking if I needed to use my safe words. My husband had no knowledge of this, and even if I cried 'Uncle', I doubted he would stop until he was satisfied that he'd punished me enough.
Sure enough, four more vicious hits rained across my bruised ass. I opened my mouth to scream, but my mind lurched, and I was suddenly deep in sub-space again. I was euphoric, with sounds understood as pulsing lights. The overhead lights sang cherubic tunes, and all of my pain centred on my nipples and clitoris. Christopher struck me again, and my entire body jerked as if struck by lightning. An orgasm blasted through my body like a meteor crashing to earth, and my womanly fluids squirted from my pussy like a fountain.
"Fuck, what a slut," Christopher said almost awedly. "I should have lit your ass up like this the first time you refused to let me fuck you. Perhaps then, I wouldn't have had twenty-five years of bad sex."
He picked me up as if I weighed nothing and bent me over the kitchen table before dropping his trousers and ramming his cock into my ass. I screamed as he went in dry, but the intense pleasure that my nipples still felt from my mind slip and being scraped across the tabletop sent me back over the edge into another orgasm. I came another time before he filled my ass with his cum.
I eventually realised that I was alone and struggled to my feet. He'd written a brief note saying to take a dump, shower, reinsert my tail butt plug, and put the chastity belt back on. Only then did I remember that he had to have taken it off and pulled the plug out to fuck me in the ass.



There was little to no resistance left in me at this stage, so I stumbled to the bathroom, did my business in there, showered, and then oiled my sphincter and the plug and inserted it into my ass. I returned to the kitchen, dying for a drink but settling for coffee. I was still hungry because I'd eaten so little since the previous day. Christopher hadn't said anything about dietary restrictions, so I made another batch of bacon and eggs on toast and ignored my tail plug as I ate them at the table.
Most of the day passed with boredom my only companion. Typically, I'd arrange to meet a lover, go into town, shop, or meet friends. Also, I had my two days a week working in the free drop-in legal centre at the plaza. I did that not because I gave a rat's a' about the poor plebs who couldn't afford legal help and/or advice but because it was good for my husband's community profile. I knew there was a good chance he'd stand for public office one day, and having a wife well-known for charitable deeds would help. None of those options were available now, and I wondered if I would go insane from boredom.
My phone rang around midday. I answered, and Christopher briskly said, "I'm bringing Chevron home for dinner. Get a roast out and ensure it's ready to serve at 7:00 p.m." He hung up immediately.
I contemplated doing nothing and destroying all the food in the house to punish his temerity to say he was bringing home his lover--a woman who could easily have been my much younger sister or even daughter. But my husband's threats to evict me in the clothes I stood in and my lack of any cash to alleviate that, plus my fear of my four children discovering their mother was little more than a whore stopped me. I removed a boneless lamb foreleg roast from the freezer and put it in the sink to dethaw.
Although until recently, I had a maid to prepare our meals, I am an adept cook. So, I seasoned the roast with rosemary and thyme and put it in the oven at the appropriate time. Then, I peeled potatoes and boiled them in the microwave until softened. I'd season those and add them to the roast, along with sweet potato and pumpkin, in time for them to be ready when the roast was.
Everything was ready when the front door opened, and my husband entered with Chevron. I knew immediately that she planned to usurp my place as my husband's wife because of her icy disdain for me. However, I wasn't even sure I could be bothered to fight her for it. Perhaps my best tactic would be to settle for a relatively paltry amount and then use my wiles to ensnare another man. Whether I could seduce a man with Christopher's influence and wealth at my age remained to be seen but it was doubtful. However, Alf Craig's musings when I was summoned to please him and the others gave me hope that I could escape my prison and find someone to keep me in a lavish lifestyle.
As expected, I knelt before the door with my forehead on the floor, but Christopher immediately dispatched me to the kitchen to serve our meals. I knew instinctively that I was not to sit with them and was expected to act as a serving girl for their meal, which I did emotionlessly.
I surreptitiously watched Chevron's gauche efforts to be the ingenue for my husband and had to stifle giggles several times because of her ineptness at the role. It did show me that I'd erred from the beginning of my relationship with him, though. I should have seduced Christopher as the slut I was and taken him on a journey of sexual exploration. If I had, I was sure he'd still be mine. My error in keeping him sexually naïve had led me to this state where a slut of much less talent than me had taken my place in his bed.
I watched stoically when, at the meal's end, Chevron sat in my husband's lap and fed him strawberries. She'd place one end in her mouth and then kiss him, sharing their lips as they consumed the berry. It was a method I'd used many times, but I had to suppress my mirth because of how amateurish she was. Because of her exposed decolletage, Chevron had many opportunities to 'accidentally' drip juice onto her breast globes and then encourage Christopher to lick it off. Plus, she could have adventitiously dropped a strawberry into my husband's lap and used fetching it with her mouth as an excuse to fellate him. The inept bitch failed to do either of these things.
Eventually, after a nudge from Chevron, Christopher decided to humiliate me. He bade me to serve myself some dinner and then shackled my wrists behind my back like he'd done at breakfast. Next, he scraped half of what I'd served myself into the bin before tipping the rest into the cat's bowl in the kitchen. "Eat," he told me.
I adjusted my stance so I could drop to my knees and lower my head into the bowl. Then, using the same technique as this morning, I pursed my lips and sucked various food items into my mouth before biting them off, chewing and swallowing. It wasn't delicate or dainty, but I completed my meal without making too much mess.
I could hear the slap, slap, slap of two people fucking as I ate, and I steeled my heart to react impassively to what I knew I'd see when I raised my head. I looked up and saw Chevron grinning maliciously at me as Christopher ploughed her sloppy cunt from behind. His hand was in her hair, pulling her head back as he slapped her ass and fucked her while she was bent over the dining room table.
I hid my amusement because she wasn't doing anything to add to the delicious debauchery of being taken that way. Before marrying my husband, I would have been throwing my ass back to meet his thrusts and moaning theatrically as if his fucking me was the greatest pleasure I'd ever had. I'd done something similar during our years together, except I'd never allowed Christopher to take me so wantonly. I'd only do it when we had straight, missionary sex, or on the rare occasion I'd let him take me doggy-style--a mistake I was regretting severely now.
Christopher's back arched away from Chevron as he grunted, and his thick cock dumped its load into the amateurish whore's cunt. She missed another cue and didn't at least pretend to orgasm when she felt my husband ejaculating into her. I hid my contempt, wishing only that I hadn't gotten it so wrong. As Christopher's orgasm shudders continued, I crawled around the table to where he stood. I knew what my husband would make me do next. Wanting to humiliate me for all the times I cuckolded him and all the pleasure I'd denied him, he'd want me to eat his cum from his new lover's cunt.
I was unsure how to play this. Did I continue to pretend that I was disgusted by eating his cum from Chevron because I was a 'good girl' wronged by my husband's false accusations? As I neared the lovers, I realised that that boat had well and truly sailed. Instead, as soon as he pulled out of Chevron, I dove onto her cum-filled pussy. Then, using all the skills I'd learned from my many lovers, I quickly and expertly drove my younger look-alike into a series of almost cataclysmic orgasms. I slid three fingers into her saggy cunt and twirled them over her pronounced G-spot as I swirled my thumb over her cum switch and stabbed my tongue into her already gaping asshole.
I suppressed my amusement because my fingers and tongue told me that Chevron wasn't doing her pelvic floor and Kegel exercises to ensure her cunt and ass remained tight. Despite only receiving my husband's sturdy member in her pussy, her holes felt looser than mine did after a night of having a train run through them. I suspected my husband was enjoying exerting his dominance over her and using her like the slut she was, but that he would soon realise that I was willing to do the precise same things, and my 'assets' were much tighter than his new slut's, which meant using me was much more pleasurable for him.
I had Chevron writhing on the table as orgasm after orgasm crashed through her. My display clearly excited my husband because he pushed me aside and rammed his re-awakened dick into Chevron's ass. I was momentarily envious because he'd taken her after I'd lubricated her hole for her. Christopher had taken mine dry every time. However, I put aside my envy and tilted my head back to tongue Chevron's clitoris and Christopher's shaft and balls. My husband gasped as he felt my tongue on his nuts, indicating this might have been his first threesome.
I'm sure that Christopher had brought Chevron home to punish me by fucking her in front of me, but I was used to regularly getting sex and having orgasms, mostly from other women, and I'd been locked in this damned chastity device for two days. I was hornier than a milk maiden whose seen her brother's cock. I hoped that by servicing Christopher and his slag, my husband would let me get off, too.
Unfortunately, all I got for my efforts was to be made to clean Chevron's shit and his cum from his cock. When he was clean and erect again, Christopher shackled my ankles and made me hobble to the mattress at the foot of our bed, where he tied my ankle shackles to my wrist ones, leaving me lying on my stomach, hogtied. My weight on my enormous bosom forced me to struggle onto my side, but even so, I couldn't get comfortable.
Also, I had to endure the sounds and smells of my husband fucking Chevron well into the night. To add to my discomfort, Chevron described in exacting detail what he was doing to her. The only time she wasn't speaking was when she was making 'gluck, gluck, gluck' sounds as my husband throat fucked her. Unable to do anything to relieve my sexual frustration, I had to endure my arousal and try to find Morpheus' arms to escape my needs. I didn't find Morpheus or any relief for my frustration.
The following morning found me lying awake, trying not to mewl from my unrequited need to climax. Christopher ensured I was awake by using the same tactic he'd used the previous day--he pinched my nose closed, and when I opened my mouth, he shoved his poo and cum coated cock into my mouth. The smell and taste still disgusted me, but I was getting better at ignoring it and using my deft skills to bring him to fruition swiftly--he dumped a pleasing amount of cum into my stomach.
Unfortunately, my husband did nothing for my aching needs. Instead, after cumming in my mouth, he sneered, removed my chains, pulled out my tail plug, and sent me to the bathroom to evacuate my bowel, wee, brush my teeth, and then go to the kitchen to make them breakfast.
I'd made enough for the three of us, but Christopher took mine and dumped it into the bin. "You're fat, and you don't exercise," he snarled. "Yet you continue to eat like the pig you are. Do not think that I didn't see you cooking more bacon and eggs after I left for work yesterday. For that indiscretion, you will go without breakfast and lunch today."
I began walking from the room, but he instructed me to kneel and eat Chevron's pussy as she ate. Of course, she hadn't showered yet, so I got to eat my husband's stale cum from the slut's festering cunt--another humiliation that, strangely, ramped my arousal up.
Not long after I'd brought her and Christopher to fruition, they showered, changed and left for their office. Before he left, my husband re-inserted the tail plug and manacled my hands behind my back, leaving me unable to feed myself. Which, I guess, was his intention.
I waited until I was sure they were gone before returning to my narrow, thin mattress in my bedroom. I lay on my side, contemplating what my life had become. I understood that, on some level, I deserved what Christopher was doing to me because I'd tricked, cuckolded, and emasculated him for more than twenty-five years. But what I didn't understand was why was I hornier than I'd possibly ever been? Even in my teenage years, when I discovered my sexuality and how I could use my lush assets to ensnare others to do my bidding, I wasn't this turned on. It was like my mind enjoyed being abused and humiliated.
After shifting uncomfortably from side to side several times, unable to find a way to lie without pain, I realised that I was flexible enough to ease my legs through my arms and bring my hands to the front. I started to do that, but then I remembered the cameras. What would my husband do if I foiled his punishment and made myself comfortable? I feared that answer and remained shackled as he'd placed me.
I spent the day and into the night alternating between lying on the couch and my pallet bed, walking around the house, and sitting on a backless stool. My shoulders and wrists ached from being forced to remain in an unfamiliar position, and sexual frustration was my constant companion. I waited patiently because I had no other choice, but still, my husband didn't return. I finally found a position, lying on the couch with my arms over the edge, that allowed me to sleep.
I expected to be awoken in what had become the typical way, with Christopher's dirty cock being forced into my mouth, but my eyes opened, and I was still alone in the house. I started crying because I knew my marriage was done. If he cared so little for me that he left me shackled for an entire day, it was clear that divorce was next.
I didn't wholly understand why the thought of him divorcing me affected me so much. After all, Christopher was merely my meal ticket to a luxurious life, wasn't he? When had I fallen in love with him? I didn't know except to say I knew I didn't want to lose him. If being his willing slut and watching him fuck others and being shared with others by him was the price I had to pay to remain his wife, I would pay it gladly. I started crying again, remembering that it was hubris, my arrogance that I had Christopher wholly ensnared, that had brought me down like this.
The door opened, and my heart sang momentarily, thinking my husband had returned. However, it was Eduardo who stepped inside. I waited to see what he did, but he remained silent as he gestured that I should kneel. When I did, he unzipped and pulled out his averagely-sized cock and slapped my lips with it. Knowing it was required, I opened my mouth and allowed Eduardo to shove his cock in. Then, he gripped the back of my head and throat-fucked me vigorously. However, his cock was shorter and thinner than Christopher's, and he was unable to choke me as he so evidently wanted to. He came down my throat quickly.
After tucking his dick away, Eduardo took a key out and unlocked and removed my shackles and the chastity belt. He shooed me away, so I stood and turned to go to the rest and bathrooms. But when I stood, a belt cracked across my ass. I turned back, ready to rip him a new one, when the doorbell camera spoke.
"You will obey Eduardo as if he were your Master until he brings you to the office," Christopher growled. "If he wants to fuck you, you will let him and enjoy every moment of it. If he wishes you to blow him, as you already have, despite not receiving my permission, you will use your whore mouth to please him. If he wants to fuck your ass... well, you get the picture. You are his to use as he sees fit until you get out of his limo. Eduardo has your instructions," Christopher completed. "Follow them."
The camera's light went out, and I looked at the limo driver fearfully. The belt in his hand snaked towards me and slashed across my nipples. "Bitches do not walk," he sneered, his voice heavy with one of the Spanish-speaking South America country's accents. "They crawl on their puta knees."
I got on my knees hastily, only to receive another lash across my curvaceous ass. I hurriedly crawled to the restroom, removed my plug, and did my business. Then, I showered, and because I suspected my two lower love holes were going to be used today, I douched my ass until the water running back out was clear, and then I carefully filled my colon with lube. Then, I went through my beauty routine to ensure I looked my best. Next, I reinserted the cat tail plug, put on a pair of strappy 7-inch heels and returned to the lounge on my hands and knees.
Eduardo smiled and said, "Puta. Come and suck my cock again. I love looking at your big tetas as you suck my pinga." I used my sublime skills to give Eduardo another superb blowjob, hoping it was all I'd have to endure but knowing it wouldn't be. Sure enough, after Eduardo had cum in my mouth, he made me lie on my back on the floor before him. He pulled my knees up until my pussy was level with his knees, and then he took some massage oil out of his suit's pocket. After dripping some onto my entrance, he coated his fingers and right hand liberally before shoving three fingers into my pussy.
"You can take it, puta," he sneered as he maintained inward pressure on my pussy sphincter and rotated his fingers back and forth.
Eduardo added a fourth finger and increased the force of his push against my entrance. The pain was too much, and I screamed. But when I screamed, my pussy sphincter relaxed, and the last knuckles of Edward's hand slid inside me. He grinned evilly at me before pulling his hand back and inserting his thumb, too. The remorseless, painful inward pressure increased until I screamed again, and his entire hand slid inside me.
Intellectually, I knew that my pussy was capable of taking a man's hand, even one as large as Eduardo's, because my babies had come out through there, and their heads were larger than Eduardo's fist. However, my conscious mind refused to accept that I could take the limo drover's whole hand without pain, and my body locked down, trying to prevent it from going further in and sending it back out.
I wanted to scream again, but then Eduardo opened and closed his fist inside me and pulled back before pushing in. His knuckles scraped deliciously across my G-spot, and instead of screaming, I orgasmed, squirting my womanly fluids over Eduardo's hand, wrist, and lower arm.
Tears burst from my eyes. I didn't want to climax to this. Didn't want my body to react to being so severely used; didn't want to give the limo driver the satisfaction his smirking grin indicated he had. But my traitorous body gave me no choice, and I climaxed twice more as he ravaged my distended pussy with his clenched fist.
After my third climax on his thrusting fist, Eduardo relaxed his fist and pulled his hand out of my gaping pussy. Then, he flipped me over and turned me around, forcing my breasts against the sofa's cushions. I feared what was next, believing that he was about to fist my ass, and was debasingly pleased when he shoved his much smaller cock into it instead.
My conscious mind rebelled, protesting that my subconscious awareness was pleased it was a cock raping my ass and not a fist. Still, my conscience couldn't stop the inevitable orgasm I had when Eduardo dumped his slimy seed into my colon.
He pulled out and said, "Suck, puta." Relieved that I'd carefully cleaned my bowel out, I sucked and cleaned the limo driver's cock until he blew in my mouth again. After cumming, Eduardo pushed me off him onto my back before sneering, "Go and clean yourself. You look and smell like shit. Then, put one of the yellow sundresses on and return to me."
I turned over and got to my hands and knees. However, I wasn't moving fast enough for him, and his belt snapped across my bottom twice before I was far enough away for him to miss.
I revisited the loo to push out his cum before taking another shower and re-lubing my ass and pussy. I examined my poor pussy as best I could, and it was still gaped from Eduardo's fist being inside it. I was desperately doing my pelvic floor and Kegel exercises, trying to close it up, and it was, but only slowly.
I sighed, holding back my tears as I remade my face, brushed my hair and teeth, and gargled to remove the stench from sucking a cock that had been in my ass. I pulled the opaque sundress on and looked in the mirror. I looked older because I was tired and stressed, so I removed my makeup and used concealer to cover the shadows under my eyes and to retighten the skin so it wasn't so puffy. By the time I finished, I was back to my gorgeous best and ready to face whatever else I had in-store today.



Eduardo smiled approvingly when I re-entered the lounge. He gestured that I should proceed him out the door, and even held my door open so I could get in the backseat. His smile deepened when I kept my knees apart so he could look at my gash, and he nodded approvingly again when I moved to the seat's centre and sat on its edge so he could admire my pussy as he drove.
"Nice to see you again, Slut Margot," Pauline smirked when I exited the elevator. "I must say that your tongue is the most gifted I've had in my pussy for quite some time. So, I hope Master Alf and Master Christopher will make you eat me again soon."
She waited for my response, but I felt no need to give one. The atmosphere at this firm felt a lot like high school and the battles for pecking order supremacy that occurred there. I was Queen Bee at high school, as I was at most places, and despite being the oldest 'wife' by far, I saw no reason I couldn't be the same here. From what I'd seen, these women were lowly whores, desperate to attract the lion pride's king. They were classless and clueless, and unworthy of the men they pursued. At high school and uni, I was a slut because I wanted to be. Now, Christopher was forcing me to return to that state, and if I had to return there, then I would rule the roost.
Pauline, intimidated by my icy disdain, much less smugly, said, "Take a seat. Your Master will fetch you when he's ready."
But my Master didn't. Instead, I was collected by Master Alf. He took me past my husband's office, from where I could hear the slaps of an abdomen hitting an ass and the grunts of carnal pleasure. My husband was vigorously fucking someone who didn't make the same sounds that Chevron did when he fucked her. I was unconcerned. When Christopher hadn't returned for two days and an entire night, I surmised that my marriage was over. Hearing him fucking a third woman merely confirmed that likelihood.
Alf opened the door to his office, and I saw he'd set out a table and tea service. He held my seat for me before sitting opposite me. He rang a small bell on the table, and Chevron entered. She was naked, collared, and with a ballgag buckled around her head. Her entire front was covered with welts from a riding crop, and in addition to her collar, Chevron was shackled like a prisoner on death row. She glared daggers at me as she poured the tea.
Alf asked, "Milk and sugar?"
Mystified at what was happening, I maintained my haughty demeanour and replied. "A dollop of milk, please. No sugar."
Chevron added milk to mine and sugar and milk to Alf's before shuffling from the room. I ignored her and kept my gaze on Mister Craig.
"You're not going to enquire about Chevron's fall from grace?" Alf asked.
"I would care, why?" I said disdainfully.
"Curiosity," Alf explained.
"Whether it was now or later, that slut was always going to crash and burn," I stated.
"Why was that?" Master Alf asked. He seemed genuinely curious.
"It seems that my fate has already been sealed," I replied, my voice icy with disdain. "So, excuse my candour. If your slut Pauline and slut Chevron are indicative of your sluts' qualities, then you have gathered whores with little to no class. There's little to no ability to adorn and enhance your stature as a man and from what I've seen from Chevron, they're probably barely adequate in bed.
"Are there any who can join in a conversation with the clients you are entertaining and charm them with witty anecdotes and jokes? Who can make your clients feel at ease with charming flirtatiousness that never crosses the line into crudity? I suspect not. Tell me, Master Alf, is Pauline your receptionist because she's better than that and you're punishing her, or because answering a phone and greeting your clients is the peak of her capabilities?"
Alf sipped his tea before smiling and saying, "You think you're better than them?"
"Yes," I replied. "What's more, you know that I am. Otherwise, I would not be drinking tea with you and would be on my knees, sucking your cock."
"Speaking of which," Alf said challengingly. "Get on your knees and start sucking."
"Gladly, Sir," I said seductively, sliding out of my dress and onto the floor at his feet. I smiled coquettishly up at him as I undid his belt and buttons, unzipped his fly and carefully extracted his sturdy, slightly more than 6-inch cock and saggy balls. I maintained eye contact as I sensuously inhaled his rampantly erect todger and cradled his big, low-hanging balls. Then, I slowly, sensually lifted and lowered my head. Sucking voraciously as I lowered my lips and lashing Alf's shaft and glans with my tongue as I released his cock from my mouth. I slid my finger along his taint and gently rimmed his ass as I worshipped the older man's penis. He didn't last long before filling my mouth with a surprising amount of watery seed.
Gently pushing me away from his now sensitive glans, Alf sighed happily before saying, "You know, if you'd serviced Christopher like that, he wouldn't have fallen prey to Chevron's advances?"
"That was a mistake I will regret to my dying day, no matter if he divorces me or not," I replied regretfully. "I took advantage of Christopher's naivety to seduce him and convince him to marry me, but I should have shown him how much better sex could be if you just relax and let go. However, I thought if he knew about how slutty I was before I met him, he wouldn't marry me or would instantly divorce me when he found out. Something I was not prepared to allow."
I was still holding Alf's shaft and softly kissing its tip in between explaining myself. Alf allowed me to, but he sighed and said, "I'm sixty-three, Margot. Unless I've taken a blue pill, once is the best I can do in a session."
"Rubbish," I chuckled. "Here, let me show you." I encouraged Alf to the couch and bade him to lie on his stomach. Then, I spread his untoned butt cheeks and tasted his taint and starfish. Being typically male, Alf hadn't wiped as diligently as he should have, but after sucking my husband's poo-covered stick several times, ignoring that was simple. I pushed my hand under Master Craig's body and gripped his shaft. Then, I licked and stabbed his rosebud as I gently jacked him. Alf's dick lurched when his sphincter fluttered open, and my tongue slid inside.
Knowing he was ready, I eased my index finger into Alf's ass and searched for his prostate. Master Craig's cock roared back to life as I rubbed his P-spot, and he was soon rock-hard in my dainty hand. I eased away from his body so he could roll over, then I straddled him and lowered myself onto his rigid pole. Eduardo hadn't replaced my chastity belt after he'd taken it off, and I vociferously groaned as I welcomed Alf's thick cock into my needy pussy.
"Gawd, you're so tight," Alf gasped as I lightly rode his pole.
"That's how a superior courtesan keeps herself," I breathed as I rode him towards my peak. "Dumb sluts and whores do nothing to keep their assets pristine and well-tuned. Mine are. Even after four children, I'd bet my pussy's tighter than any of these worthless slags you've gathered as your firm's wives and sluts. You're fucking inferior whores you have to beat to keep in line, whereas I do this not only willingly but because I enjoy it."
"You might be right," Alf agreed as his pants matched mine. We were together on the climb to nirvana now, and I knew exactly how to time my orgasm to match his.
Alf started to thrust up into my descending pussy, and our groins slapped together noisily. "So, Gawddamned tight," Alf gasped. "Oh, Gawd. Oh, Gawd. I'm cumming," he bellowed as his prostate cramped, and he ejaculated what fluid he had left into me.
"You feel so good cumming inside me, Master Craig!" I screamed, not having to fake my climax in the slightest. Perhaps there was some good in being in chastity and having my orgasms denied because I was experiencing probably the best orgasm I'd had since marrying Christopher.
I waited until Master Craig stopped shuddering and slowly climbed off him. Then, I knelt and cleaned him with my mouth and tongue.
Alf stood shakily and pulled his underwear and trousers up. He sat back down, and I placed my forehead on his shoes. Master Craig's hand stretched out to pat my head. "You are magnificent, my dear," he said. "I'll enjoy using you until your husband decides you've been punished enough. Tell me, though, slut Margot. What do you mean our wives and sluts are inferior slags?"
"How many have a university degree?" I asked. "How many have even completed high school? They're tramps and gold-diggers with little education and no class. If you want slags who will accept whatever you offer because they have no other choice, they're perfect. But if you want high-class courtesans who will add lustre and class to your firm and adorn your arm like a model adorns a movie star's arm, then these slappers are less than useless. Tell me, Alf. Do you host parties here and invite your wives and sluts to meet your clients? I know you don't because these bimbos could only embarrass you. Your slut, Pauline? If her voice was any more nasal, you'd mistake her for a common streetwalker, and she's greeting your clients!"
"Hmm," Alf mused as he stroked my hair. "What do you suggest?"
"I have my practising certificate, although I admit to gaining it the easy way, i.e. on my back, but I'm several classes above the skanks you have currently. Employ me and put me in charge of hiring your legal assistants and secretaries, and I'll ensure they're similar to me. That is, classy, willing to fuck, and well-educated."
As Alf considered my offer, Steven Paul came in, took his cock out, and sat beside Alf. I smiled, winked at Alf, and dutifully moved across to him. Steven's long, slender cock disappeared into my mouth and down my throat. It didn't take long for me to elicit his cum from his rigid cock and even less to return his flagging erection to full mast.
Alf was also wholly erect, so I pushed him onto his back and mounted him. Then, I patted my ass invitingly. Steven took the hint, and I groaned with delight as he filled my wanting ass with his long, slender cock. It'd been twenty-five-plus years since I'd been double-penetrated, and after being forced to go almost forty-eight hours without cumming, my libido was so high that I climaxed the first time they both speared into me.
After that, my body bounced from orgasm to orgasm, each climbing on top of the previous and driving my arousal higher until I thought, with one more firm thrust, I'd explode into light motes and disappear. The two cocks in my body withdrew, hesitated, and then slammed into me simultaneously. Although I didn't explode into motes of light, I certainly screamed as a humungous orgasm blasted my soul apart.
I woke up, still naked and in Eduardo's limo. My head was in Christopher's lap, and his erect, cum-covered cock was pressed against my cheek. Soft lips kissed my pussy, and a talented tongue probed into my pussy and slid along my slit onto my clit before returning to stab into my vulva. I turned my head and accepted my husband's long, thick cock into my mouth.
I tipped my head to gaze up at him, and Christopher brushed my hair away from my face so I could see him properly. "What are you?" He asked, smiling.
"Your slut, Master," I replied.
"No more lying to me and cheating behind my back?"
"I want to remain in chastity and only be allowed out when you decide to use me," I said emphatically.
"And when I want to share you with others?" Christopher queried.
"I am your slut, Sir," I stated. "Your slut's sole task is to obey her Master."
"Good," my husband replied. "That's Alison eating your pussy. Steven wants you to train her to be like you--a courtesan of unparalleled beauty, charm, and skill. You up to it?"
"Yes, Sir," I replied.
"Good slut," Christopher replied.

The End.
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Sleeping Sister: Adding Mum to the Mix.

Hey there, everyone. Joseph Cuomo writing again. If you remember, my last tale finished when I exited my sister Kailey's room after fucking her and my girlfriend Harper all night. As I walked out, I bumped into my mother. Because it was blatantly obvious what I'd been doing, I baldly told her the truth--that I'd been having consensual sex with her daughter/my sister, and my girlfriend simultaneously.
To my shock, and after considering it, excitement, instead of taking me to task and being horrified, Mum stepped in close and took my balls in her hand before kissing my mouth and saying, "Come and see me after your dad's gone to golf, Joseph. I need fucking, too." Then, she let my balls go and swiftly walked down the hall to her bedroom.
I looked at my mum's tennis-toned ass in her short silk nightie and thought, "Well, why not?"
I stepped back inside Kailey's bedroom excitedly to tell the girls what Mum had said. Harper was immediately keen to join the debauchery, but Kailey was more reticent. Eventually, Kailey agreed we should wait for Dad to leave for golf, then approach Mum and see how she reacted. For the sake of our budding relationship, we decided that it was all or none of us. If Mum wanted solely me or just Harper and me, then it was none of us unless Harper wanted to play with Mum alone, and Mum was agreeable.
I returned to my bedroom to ensure Dad wouldn't discover I was naked in my sister's room, but sleep was beyond me. My thoughts swirled all over the place. I'd never thought of my mother, Lana, in a carnal way before. But now? It was all I could think of. Mum had us pretty early. She was only twenty when she gave birth to my sister, and I came along four years after that, so she's only forty-six now. And she's aged well, you know? Mum was a cheerleader at high school and college until she married Dad and got pregnant, so her body is still pretty bangin', too.
I waited until I heard Mum clattering around in the kitchen before leaving my room to join her. She looked at me nervously before blushing and shrugging. I winked and shrugged, too, and then we continued as if the words between us hadn't been spoken. Dad came in shortly after that, scarfed some toast and coffee, mumbled about being late for his tee time, and left.
Kailey and Harper entered the kitchen not long after Dad had left. They wore matching babydoll nighties that left little to the imagination. Their firm 34B breasts strained against their tops' bodices, their belly buttons were sexily exposed, and both girls had sweet, prominent cameltoes. Their hair was messy, and to a knowledgeable observer, it was apparent they'd been doing more than sleeping.
Taking it in her stride like she always did, nothing too much bothered my mum. She cheerily said, "Oh, hello, Harper. I didn't know you'd stopped here for the night."
My girlfriend replied, "Yeah, I was a little under the influence at the party Kailey and I went to and had lost my friends. Rather than leave me there alone, Kailey made me come home with her. I was supposed to be out for the night anyway, so Mum and Dad won't have missed me yet."
"That was nice of you, Kailey," Mum said evenly. She knew it was a lie but wasn't concerned about that, only that Harper and Kailey were safe and home.
Harper grinned, knowing she'd been caught out, but my mum wouldn't call her on it. She asked if Mum needed any help with getting breakfast, and they started making waffles, eggs, and bacon together.
While their backs were turned, Kailey quickly grabbed my neck, and we shared a brief but intense kiss. She whispered, "Harper's going to sneak out again tonight, so come to my room when she gets here, okay?"
"Sure," I agreed, momentarily pushing my swelling, mushroom-headed cock against her belly. We parted before Mum caught us.
Kailey and I sat on opposite ends of the table and ignored each other as we typically did. It was very much like plugging the barrel's hole after the water had leaked out because I'd already confessed our incestuous relationship to our mother, but it was good practice for when our father was home. Having Mum aware we made love together when she'd hinted that she wanted to do the same was one thing. Having Dad find out was something else entirely. I don't know how he'd react if he discovered the rest of his family fucked each other, but I couldn't imagine it would be positively.
Harper carried my plate to the table when it was ready and sat beside me. Mum did the same with my sister. We ate, joking with and teasing each other as families do, and then I helped Mum clean up while the girls showered and changed. She remained silent as we worked together, but her face was red with embarrassment, and she was pretty nervous.
"Relax, Mum," I said. "If you've changed your mind, then that's okay. I won't hold what you said against you or tell anyone what you offered. So, take a chill pill, will you?"
Mum looked around fearfully to ensure we were alone. "Incest is wrong," she hissed quietly. "I know that. But the thought of you and Kailey making love is just so exciting. I wanted my big brother to fuck me, but I couldn't make it happen no matter how often I flirted. Knowing you and your sister are intimate has me hotter than I've been since those days, but I'm too scared to do anything about it because... well... incest is wrong," she added, returning to her earlier sentiment.
I mimicked her fearful look around despite knowing Kailey and Harper would see what we were doing and give us space. Then, I grabbed her shoulders and softly kissed her lips. Mum shuddered before she arched back, pressing her lithe body against mine. Her hands came up, and she held my head as she deepened our kiss. I let my tongue explore her mouth as hers battled with mine.
I wanted to slide my hands down her upper arms and kiss her more passionately as I strummed her erect nipples with my thumbs, but I suspected doing that would overwhelm her, and she'd pull away. So, instead, I let our kiss linger until she pulled away. Eventually, Mum pulled back and turned away, covering her longing and arousal.
"Let me think about it, please."
"Sure," I agreed, winking at Harper and Kailey as they peered around the hallway door, waiting for it to be safe to enter and say goodbye to Lana.
I grabbed a cup of coffee and sat back at the table. Then, after I'd sat, Kailey and Harper entered the kitchen.
"See you next time, Mrs Cuomo," Harper said breezily, hugging my mum and ignoring her tented nipples.
"I'll drop Harper home and then meet my study group at college," Kailey said, kissing our mum on the cheek and also ignoring how erect Mum's nipples were. "I'm going to a birthday party after that, but I'll be home around midnight."
After they left, Mum poured herself a cup and joined me at the table. For the sake of losing the awkwardness between us, I spoke of my upcoming races and how my training for my first marathon was going. However, it was clear that she couldn't be diverted from her thoughts about whether to consummate her offer to me.
"Ask your questions, Mum," I said, knowing it was the only way forward.
"Was last night the first time you and Kailey made love?"
I sighed. "No, Mum. It was the second. The first time was nearly a year ago. After that time, Kailey and I tried to deny what we felt for each other, but we were fighting a losing war. Last night, we lost that battle and consummated our desire for each other."
"So, making love together is a new thing, and you haven't done so very often?"
"That's right, Mum."
"Why did you invite Harper?"
"I didn't," I said truthfully, although that wasn't the whole truth. I certainly wasn't going to admit that I planned to drug my sister and then rape her with my girlfriend helping. "I didn't know it, but Harper and Kailey were lovers before Harper and I were, although Harper and I were dating before she and Kailey became lovers."
"Harper and Kailey are lesbians?"
"Hardly, Mum," I laughed. "They're bisexual, I guess. But they both prefer men."
Shocking me with her honesty, Mum said, "I've never been with a woman, but I've often fantasised about what it would be like. Do you think that if I decide to succumb to my desire to taste the forbidden fruit of incestuous love, Harper would join us?"
"She probably would," I said carefully. "She wishes that she had a brother she could seduce, and she makes love to me and Kailey simultaneously, so she's not averse to incest. I guess that means she'd be okay about joining us, assuming she finds you attractive." I waited to see if Mum would respond, and when she didn't, I added, "There is a problem, though. I don't think Harper would join us unless Kailey does, too."
Now, I'm still fairly innocent when it comes to reading signals. After all, I had no idea that my sister wanted to continue our incestuous affair, but she wanted me to take the lead and initiate our lovemaking. Nor did I have any idea that my girlfriend and sister were lovers. However, even I knew what it meant when a woman bit her bottom lip, her eyes dilated, and her nipples tented her top. Although her society-programmed mind immediately told her she was wrong to want that, Mum's subconscious, where all the nastiness that our social conditioning prevents from appearing lurks, found the idea of bedding both her children and Harper simultaneously titillatingly erotic. I just had to find the key that would unlock her subconscious desires.
I thought Mum would take the leap and say 'yes'. However, she only said, "Let me think about it, okay?"
"Sure," I replied. "No pressure from me. In fact, I won't even mention it again unless you do."
However, before returning to my room to change and go for a run, I pulled Mum out of her chair and kissed her with all the skill I had. Only this time, I did let my hands slide down to her upper arms, and I did strum her nipples with my thumbs. Initially, Mum froze, and she was stiff in my arms. But when my thumbs circled her nipples, she moaned into my mouth and pushed her hot pussy against my balls.
I released her and smiled warmly down at her. "I love you, Mum," I said. "I'll love you whatever you choose to do. So, talk to me when you're ready, okay?"
"Sure, Joseph," Mum said breathlessly when I released her. Her legs gave out, and she sank back onto her chair, unawarely touching her lips and gazing wonderingly at me.
I smiled again and went to my room to change. When I returned, Mum had gone to tennis. I showered and then lay on my sister's bed, remembering the previous night and fantasising about what it would be like to have Mum join us. After cumming into a tissue twice, I went to my room to catch up on the study I needed to do for college. The rest of the day passed uneventfully.
Mum returned first, and she smiled guiltily as she kissed my cheek and went to her en suite to shower. I considered sneaking down there to watch her but thought better of it. Dad would be home soon, and Mum might react negatively and think I was trying to pressure her to have sex with me.
I was glad I didn't because I'd barely opened Call of War: World War II and joined my crew when Dad came home. My door was open, so he stuck his head in to say 'hello'. I acknowledged him with my typical grunt and continued communicating with my team as we set up our next attack.
Mum cooked dinner, and I hung out with the oldies until around 10:00 p.m. After they'd gone to bed, I opened my computer and fiddled around with various things until midnight. I grinned when Harper and Kailey came into my room together. They took my hand and dragged me to Kailey's room. She had a queen-sized bed to my king single, which made more sense to use than mine. Also, Kailey's room was lockable, and mine was not, so there was less chance that one of our parents would come in and catch us fucking.
I stripped as soon as I shut Kailey's door, and the girls dropped to their knees before me. As I've described, my cock isn't particularly long, being only four inches, but it's built like a bath plug. For those of you fortunate enough to have one like mine, you know what I mean. With a cock shaped like mine, its width means it pushes against the woman's G-spot immediately you're in through their entrance. While it's true that some women enjoy a cock that raps against their cervix, most find that painful. So, boys, instead of trying to knock your girlfriend's uterus out her mouth, whisk your cock around inside her by stirring your hips and ensure your dick swirls over your lover's G-spot. I guarantee you'll both be much happier!
With my cock's head being so broad, it was easy and delightful for me for the girls to place their lips on either side of it and lavish it with their tongues. Kailey would lick across one side of it, heading towards my shaft's base, while Harper would run her wet lips in the opposite direction, pausing to dab her tongue into my dripping cock's eye. Then, when my girls reached their destinations, they'd reverse direction and continue licking and sucking.
I couldn't and didn't last long with Kailey and Harper providing such delightful stimulation with their mouths. Also, having my sister and my girlfriend, who could seriously have been Kailey's twin, looking appealing me up at me as they serviced my cock willingly was visually appealing to the point of me not needing much more than them watching me adoringly to achieve my climax. My girls pressed their cheeks together and let my cum splash over their faces. Then, they turned to face each other and used their lips and tongues to clean my semen from the other's face.
Of course, watching them do that for each other meant my erection hardly faded at all, and I was soon throbbingly stiff again. Kailey then crawled across to her bed and lay her upper body on it. Harper avariciously watched Kailey's seductively swaying ass crawling across the room before following her. I was treated to two tight, muscular cheerleader asses swaying before me, and the result was a raging wave of desire blasting through me.
Grabbing my dick, I raced across the room, ready to shove it in one of them, but Harper slapped my arm. "Wait, Joey. I'll get her ready for you. Be patient, you oaf."
I thought I'd get to fuck my sister's pussy, but Harper went to town on Kailey's ass instead. Harper let her spittle drip onto Kailey's tailbone and slide onto her pucker. Then, she reached around Kailey's muscular thigh and used her first and third fingers to part Kailey's pussy lips. With her middle finger, Harper stimulated Kailey's nubbin as she eased the index finger of her other hand into my sister's ass. A second finger quickly followed the first and a third shortly after that. Before long, Harper had Kailey's asshole gaped enough to take my mushroom-headed cock.
"Lube your cock, Joey," Harper said. "Once you're in your sister's ass, I'll lie between your legs and eat her cunt."
I obeyed, taking the lube from Kailey's nightstand and pouring a liberal amount over my head and shaft before rubbing it in. Harper held her hand out, and I squeezed some lube onto her fingers, which Harper used to prepare Kailey's ass. Then, I crouched behind my sister's upturned ass, and Harper grabbed my cock just below the head and guided it onto Kailey's starfish. I pushed forward as my sister pushed back. Her ass sphincter resisted momentarily before my cock stretched her, and then her sphincter popped open and let me slide into my sister's ass.
"Oh, Gawd, Joey," Kailey groaned. "It's almost too much to bear, but it also feels so good. Hold still, please, let me get used to having you in there."
I held still, delighting in being in my sister's ass for only the second time and inside her for only the third. Fucking my sister had been a fantasy for as long as I'd known my dick had uses other than for peeing through. I waited until Kailey pushed back against me, and then with deliciously slow strokes, I pulled back until Kailey's pucker prolapsed, and my cock almost popped out of her ass before shoving back into her.
"Oh, Gawd, Joey!" Kailey repeated.
I smiled as I felt Harper sliding up between my spread legs. I couldn't see her, but I felt her arousal-flushed globes sliding over my legs before they lifted to press against me when Harper latched her lips around Kailey's clitoris and vulva, and she stabbed her tongue into my sister's dripping gash.
Kailey had her head buried in her pillow, screaming as her first orgasm shattered her mind when we all heard and felt Kailey's door open and quickly close. We'd forgotten to lock the damned thing! Mum gasped as she swirled through the door, locking it behind her. I looked over my shoulder and saw that she was biting her bottom lip and that her nipples had tented her nightshirt severely. Her eyes never left mine as she tentatively crossed the floor and knelt beside us.
She looked at where her daughter and I were joined and gasped again. "You're in your sister's ass, Joseph. Kailey, doesn't that hurt?"
"A little when it first goes in," Kailey answered embarrassedly, refusing to take her face out of the pillow.
"By your muffled screams, I'm guessing it feels good after that, though, huh?" Mum asked wonderingly.
Harper slid out from between our thighs, my sister's fluids dripping from her chin. She leaned against my mother and put her arm around the older woman. "Haven't you ever had anal sex, Mrs Cuomo?" She asked.
Mum shook her head vigorously. "David (my father/her husband) always asks, but I couldn't see how it could be anything but painful, so I refused."
"We'll show you some time that it can be very arousing and satisfying to fucked in there, Mrs Cuomo," Harper stated emphatically. "But tonight, I want you to relax and let us pamper you, okay? Is Mister Cuomo likely to wake up and come looking for you?"
"Call me Lana, silly," Mum said. "My husband is Davide, but we Anglicised it to David. It seems silly to call me Mrs when you're making love to both of my children."
"I'm going to kiss you now, Lana," Harper said huskily. "But remember, if you need to stop, hold your hand up, and we will let you leave. Now, what about your husband? Are we safe to play in here?"
"I slipped him two sleeping pills in his scotch," Mum said. "I wanted to join you guys because I figured when Kailey said she was leaving a party early, it was because you were coming over again."
"Naughty girl," Harper giggled. "We should punish you for that!"
Mum gasped, but her bitten bottom lip indicated she wasn't necessarily averse to being disciplined. Harper's lips covered hers, and Mum hesitated momentarily before moaning into the kiss and wrapping her arms around Harper's neck.
Although my balls ached because I hadn't cum yet, despite being deliciously buried in my sister's ass, I wanted to see this. So, I carefully worked my dick out of Kailey and sat on the bed beside her. Kailey rolled so she could see, too, which meant I could slide my hand between her ass cheeks and finger her sweltering pussy. I fingered her as we watched our girlfriend seduce our mother.
Harper was slow and sensual with her seduction. She began with just the soft kisses they had already shared. It wasn't until my mother moaned again that Harper allowed their kiss to deepen. They swapped deep, sensuous kisses for several minutes before I noticed that Harper's thumbs were now strumming my mother's nipples. Mum moaned again and pushed her pudenda against the younger woman. Harper took her hint and moved her right hand to Mum's toned bottom, and the two women ground their pussies against each other for several more minutes.
Next, Harper moved slightly away from my mother and gripped Lana's nightshirt hem. She broke their kiss and looked at my mother challengingly. Mum nodded, and Harper lifted the nightshirt off my mother's body. It was the first time I could remember seeing my mother naked, and I was impressed by her firm tits and body. I was eager to sample her mature charms, sure that I'd enjoy them immensely, but I knew I had to let my girlfriend guide my mother through this. If what she'd said earlier was true, then this was her first Sapphic embrace, and it would be easy to overwhelm her sexual desires and allow her social conditioning to send her scurrying from the room.



Mum was doing well, though. Once her nightshirt was off, she pressed her lithe body against Harper's toned one and ground her hairy pussy against my girlfriend's hairless one. Lana's and Harper's nipples swayed across each other as the woman's exploring hands became more fervent with desire.
Kailey and I slid to the bed's top to get out of the way when Harper deftly manoeuvred Mum onto her back on the bed. "I'm going to taste you now, Lana," Harper purred. "Reach out and hold your children's hands for strength to allow me to do this for you."
Mum's hands reached out convulsively. Kailey stayed where she was and took our mother's outstretched hand. I slid around to her other side so I could take that hand. She gripped my hand firmly, and I could feel the pulse of her arousal in her wrists. Her eyes were closed, and she panted as Harper lavished kisses, licks, sucks, and light bites over her firm 32b+ breasts. I watched as Harper's lips moved from nipple to nipple, inexorably driving Mum towards an orgasm.
I looked at my mother's face, and her head tossed back and forth as her arousal climbed. She whimpered, and her hips writhed as she pushed her hairy pussy up at Harper. I waited, and when Mum's face was towards me, I snagged her lips in a light kiss. Mum's eyes flew open, and she looked at me wonderingly. We shared a soft kiss before Harper's deft ministrations caused Mum to toss her head again. Only when her head faced her daughter Kailey's lips locked to hers, too. Mum's eyes flew open again, and she momentarily froze before tilting her head and morphing their kiss into a full-on French snog.
Kailey stroked our mum's face with her fingertips as they kissed, and she hummed into Lana's mouth. Their lips parted, and Mum turned to me. I smiled lovingly at her before recapturing her lips and kissing her passionately. Mum moaned because Harper's lips had reached her pussy, and her head tilted back as her hips rose off the bed. I let Mum's hand go and fascinatedly watched as she reached for my girlfriend's head and held it to her pussy.
"OMG," Lana moaned. "I can't believe how good that feels!"
Kailey and I exchanged glances before we both slid down and sucked one of Mum's nipples into our mouths. Mum's back arched further as she tried not only to push her pussy into Harper's mouth but her nipples into her children's mouths as well. As the three of us used our lips and mouths on my mother's nipples and pussy, Mum's entire body shook as her first orgasm smashed through her like a train through a narrow tunnel. Kailey had to quickly grab a pillow and push it over Mum's mouth before she woke Dad up with her orgasm screams.
Harper helped Kailey and me pull Mum onto the bed. We lay beside her, stroking her gorgeously soft and toned skin and told her we loved her and she was beautiful and desirable. Eventually, she shuddered and looked at us tremulously. "That was the best orgasm I've ever had," she said. "Please tell me there's more."
"There is," we assured her.
I decided it was time to push Mum's boundaries and got Kailey to lie on her back. Then, I initially got Harper to form a sixty-nine with her as I stroked Mum's back and played with her wet folds as we watched. I kept whispering about how sexy Harper and Kailey looked and how good it felt to have your mouth on someone's pussy when their mouth was on your sex simultaneously. Then, after Harper had climaxed. I gently lifted my mother and lowered her onto her daughter.
She lay there quiescently until Kailey's lips surrounded her entrance, and Kailey stabbed her tongue into Mum's dripping pussy. When she felt that, Mum's head snapped back, and she moaned gutturally. I gently pushed her head down, and Mum gulped before she tentatively poked her tongue out and tasted her daughter. Mum moaned again, and suddenly, she was licking eagerly. I guess that Mum and Dad had oral sex because she attacked Kailey's pussy with a vengeance, doing all the things she clearly liked having done to hers.
Kailey had a petite peak when she realised our mother was literally devouring her pussy, but then she began moaning as she climbed towards what would be a thundering climax. Harper and I grinned at each other and readied pillows to douse the sounds of their orgasm. However, Mum seemed to be falling behind on the climb to their peaks. Taking things in her own hands, Harper knelt behind Mum, spread her ass cheeks, and stabbed her tongue into Mum's no-no zone.
It worked a treat, and Mum lifted her head to howl her pleasure to the Gods. I managed to get a pillow over her mouth before Dad came running to see why we were murdering our mother.
Hearing her mother blow sent Kailey crashing through the ceiling as her peak hit, and she blasted into orbit. Kailey was smart enough to grab a pillow before she howled her satisfaction.
Harper and I helped Mum off Kailey and onto her back. Then, as Harper suckled her breast, I moved between my mother's tennis-fit thighs and positioned myself at her entrance. "You're going to love this," I said, pushing into her wet depths. Mum's pussy sphincter resisted my cock's broad head momentarily before it opened and allowed me in. My cock's head immediately pressed and rubbed against Mum's G-spot, and her hips jerked up to meet me as her legs unawarely wrapped around my hips.
"Oh, Gawd, Joseph," she groaned as her pussy fluttered around my cock, grabbing and releasing, grabbing and releasing it. "Oh, Gawd, that feels so wickedly good. No wonder Harper and your sister wear permanent smiles."
I smiled lovingly down at her as I ground my pelvis against her clitoris. According to my mother, I was the only man other than my father she'd let inside her, and I wanted to enjoy the deliciously debaucherous feeling of the taboo act of fucking my mother for as long as possible, lest she never let me do it again. I guessed that if I rotated my hips so my pelvis stimulated her clitoris and twirled my cock over her G-spot, then, combined with my 'sisters' suckling and teasing her breasts, Mum would explode into orgasmic heaven.
I was right! Without me pulling back or thrusting back in, Mum's head rocked back, and she howled as an enormous climax rocked her soul until it shattered. Once again, luckily for all of us, Kailey was ready with a pillow to muffle Mum's screams.
I held still as Kailey and Harper stroked, kissed and whispered to Mum until I felt her hips thrust up to meet mine. Then, I pulled back, distending her pussy sphincter until my dick almost popped out before thrusting back in firmly. Mum gasped, and her thighs wrapped back around my hips. I pulled back, and Mum pulled me back in. I set up a fast rhythm and started pounding her pussy into oblivion.
With my cock only being 4 inches long, I couldn't make the long, powerful strokes I see described in the various stories I read online. However, with my girth being extreme and almost all of a woman's inner pleasure node being just inside her pussy, my lack of length didn't matter. Plus, most women I'd been with had never had their pussy sphincter distended by as much as mine made it. That difference pleased them more than they could say and led them to many soul-crushing orgasms.
Mum was no different. She peaked after about my fourth firm thrust into her soaking pussy, and then crested many times after that until my resistance ended, and I filled her tight pussy with cum. My semen spurting inside her crashed her into another orgasm, but if she thought her night was over, she was sadly mistaken. I eased out of her pussy when my cock's head finally softened enough to let me. She sighed regretfully but then gasped when she felt Harper's tongue spearing into her gaping hole, fishing my seed from her swollen depths.
She gasped again as her daughter's dripping pussy lowered onto her mouth. She may have been new to Sapphic sex, but she was eager and quick to learn, and she lashed Kailey's pussy with her tongue.
"Oh, Gawd," she moaned.
Watching my 'sisters' service my mum sent my erection roaring back to life. Mum's groan was from watching my broad cock opening her daughter's pussy and sliding inside. She was a natural at group sex, though. Acting instinctively, Mum alternated between licking and sucking her daughter's clit and doing the same with my balls.
The rest of the night melted into a circle of sixty-nines as I fucked the one on top. A daisy chain as the women looked after each other until I could go again, and me lying on my back as one woman rode my cock, another rode my face, and the third ate the ass of one of the other two.
It was three in the morning when Harper groaningly stated she needed to go home and sneak back into her bedroom because sometimes her father woke up from drinking too much, and he always checked in on her when he returned to his room.
Mum regretfully excused herself, too. She showered in the main bathroom before returning to her bed to sleep.
Kailey and I cuddled for a bit before I left for my room. I was at the door when Kailey said. "If Harper and I seduced Dad and had sex with him and Mum, would it bother you?"

The End.
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The Cuckquean 3: Submissive Desires.

"Uggh!" Jemima Khan huffed disgustedly, tossing her vibrator aside. Her husband, Cillian, was out on the town with the boys tonight, and Jemima was horny. More than six months had passed since her weekend with Leslie the Lezzy, Tina, and A2, AKA Angela and Ange. Jemima had stopped inviting Tina over because she'd become jealous and refused to play with Cillian anymore. Tina was fixated on Jemima leaving her husband and forming a permanent relationship with her. Something Jemima had no interest in or desire to do, so she cut ties with the masculine-looking woman despite enjoying what they did and had together.
Lesley and Angela were now living together, and although Lesley was initially happy for A2 to get her jollies with Cillian when the four played together, she, too, became jealous of Jemima's husband and wouldn't let Ange fuck him anymore. Therefore, Jemima stopped inviting them to play as well.
It had been twelve weeks since Jemima had felt the softness of a woman's touch on her sublime body, and now her needs raged. She had gone to bed early to remember and fantasise, hoping to requite her burning desires with her vibrator, but it just wasn't happening. Having gone through this many times before, Jemima knew the only relief for her burning pussy was to hunt for a young, barely legal teenage girl to seduce and bring home for her husband to enjoy.
Giving in to the inevitable, Jemima pivoted on her tight, rounded ass and swung her long, athletically-toned, shapely legs out of her bed and stood. She briefly admired her body in her walk-in robe's door mirror. Jemima was tall at 185 cm (73 in.) with a long, lean body, 16C breasts, a narrow waist, and what Cillian's father described as 'child-bearing hips'.
She regretted that she hadn't conceived yet and hoped they would soon. Cillian finally came to her one evening and tearfully confessed that he'd had himself tested. Although he wasn't infertile, his sperm count was lower than expected, and his 'swimmers' were lethargic in comparison to average.
The fertility specialist gave Cillian a script that should help his sperm production and increase his sperm's motility. She still remained without a child, but the doctor said it would be at least six months before any improvement would come, and that time was soon. Jem had noticed Cillian's cum was now thicker than his typical watery spend, and she hoped that meant it was filled with more sperm. Time would tell if it was enough.
Turning back and forth, Jemima admired her taut body before sighing and entering her en suite. She showered, carefully avoiding wetting her hair and the forty-five minutes it would take to blow-dry it if she did, and dressed. She paired an orange, stretch-cotton, wrap-around micro-miniskirt with a daring side part that left little doubt she was pantyless with a white silk, triangular-shaped, backless, halter neck top. Once she'd tied the top's back strings tight, her prominent nipples stood out against the silk, and it was clear that she was braless, too. Black, 7-inch pumps with slave collars completed her outfit.
After dressing, Jemima sat at her vanity and did her face. But with her milk chocolate-coloured skin, Jemima didn't need much makeup, so other than eyeliner, mascara, and ruby-red lipstick, she eschewed everything else and ordered an Uber.
Jem had instinctively entered The Fox Hotel in Collingwood as her destination. But as she eased into the car's back seat, she considered going there and picking up a playmate where her friend Lesley worked was crass and unnecessarily hurtful to her ex-lover. She told the driver she'd changed her mind and asked to be taken to Sircuit Bar in Smith St, Fitzroy. That was a slightly longer journey than to Collingwood, so Jemima had to wait for the Uber driver to get a new price for the trip. After she'd paid the difference, they were off.
Forty-five minutes later, Jemima strolled into Sircuit and found a seat at the bar. Men almost instantly surrounded her, but she flashed her wedding and engagement rings and pointedly told them she wasn't interested in male company. After a few attempts, she was mostly left alone. Jemima waited, knowing the bisexual and lesbian women in the bar were more circumspect than the men, and they'd wait to size her up before approaching her.
She sparingly sipped her frozen strawberry margarita and tuned out the conversations around her. Instead, she concentrated on the music and let it sweep her away. Jem's toe tapped as she nodded her head to the strident hip-hop beat. She was drifting on the music when a deep female voice asked, "Care to dance?"
Jemima opened her eyes and smiled at the masculine-looking woman before her. "I'd love to, but only as long as you understand that it's only a dance. I am hunting tonight, but not for someone who is butch. I'm sorry to be blunt, but I don't want to lead you on and then turn you down."
"Your rings indicate that you're married. Are you looking for some stray pussy on the side?" The woman asked.
"I am married," Jemima admitted as she ran her fingers seductively up and down the butch woman's muscular forearms. "I'm not looking for something on the side, though. Instead, I'm looking for someone bisexual to take home for my husband to share."
"He makes you do that?" Came the standard question.
"No," Jemima denied. "I'm very submissive and love being restrained and made to watch my husband fuck other women. My husband, Cillian, is out on the town with his mates, and he probably thinks that I'm still at home in bed."
"So, if I came home with you, I'd have to fuck your husband, too?"
"Yes," Jemima said firmly. "If you pretend to be bisexual and then won't let Cillian fuck you, I'll dump your ass on the street so fast your head will spin."
"I don't like cock," the woman stated. "Can't stand the sight of one. Ugly damned things that they are. However, my girlfriend, who is here with me tonight, loves dick as much as she loves pussy. Perhaps I could offer her to your husband as a swap for you?"
"I'm interested," Jemima purred, allowing the masculine-looking woman to pull her off her stool and onto the dance floor.
The new friends danced through several songs, and Jem allowed her prospective lover to play with her nipples unobtrusively as they did. Jemima's pussy reacted to the deft, delicate touches, and she pressed her heat against the other woman. Eventually, the woman manoeuvred Jemima across the dance floor and into a seat inside the attached Mollie's Bar and Restaurant.
Sitting at the table was a stunningly beautiful blonde woman. Jemima gaped at the beauty, wondering if she was old enough to be in the bar. The butch woman sat beside the blonde and kissed her fervently. The blonde wasn't the singlest bit averse to being so passionately kissed in public. In fact, she moaned and increased the kiss' passion. Eventually, the masculine woman broke the kiss. She grinned at Jemima's wide-eyed gaze. "This is my girlfriend, Summer. She turned eighteen today, and this is her first time going to a bar legally and without a fake ID. I'm Rhys. Sorry, but I probably should have introduced myself earlier."
"All good," Jemima gushed, fixated on the gorgeous young thing before her. "I'm Jemima. Jemima Khan."
"Oh," Summer said, pouting with disappointment. "You look like my favourite lesbian PornHub star, Jemima Starr."
"That'd be me," Jem giggled as the two women's eyes widened. "Starr is my porn name."
"But you said you were married," Rhys protested.
"I am, which is why I only do soft porn," Jemima explained. It wasn't really the reason. Jem had started doing soft porn for cash after her father had banished her from his home and refused to pay for her uni degree. She currently has more than five thousand subscribers who pay a monthly fee to access her videos. Jem had roped Tina, who has her own page under the name of Anna Wett, into doing several ten-minute clips with her. Those clips earned the stars $4.99 each per view. They'd been viewed over two thousand times each.
"Do you think I could do one with you?" Summer asked.
Tuned into the nuances around her, Jemima said, "If your Mistress permits you to, then yes. It's difficult to find volunteers prepared to show their faces," Jem continued. "I usually have to run an ad and pay someone to star with me."
They talked about how PornHub's payment system worked, and Jemima explained how you could make an amateur porn flic and offer it to PornHub to publish. Payment for the flic depended on the value the PornHub scrutineers put on it, but typically the minimum payment was $15,000, although it could be lower if the quality was low or the duration was short. However, you could open your own channel on the site for a reasonable monthly fee and then sell your movies through it for as much as the paying viewers were prepared to spend.
Jemima kept her prices low because she didn't offer any hardcore porn. Jem's movies showed her trimmed bush but not her clitoris or entrance. The shots of Jemima eating her 'lover's' pussy or her 'lover' eating hers were always filmed from behind, with the back of the woman's head obscuring the other woman's pussy. Naked breast shots abounded, but the massager's hands always hid their 'lover's' nipples when they were being played with. Also, Jemima's and her 'lover's' rosebuds were never displayed.
The money she made from these soft porn films enabled herself and Cillian to make the payments on their three-million-dollar house, which they wouldn't have otherwise been able to afford after Cillian was delisted.
Rhys took Summer to the dance floor before returning to do the same with Jemima. Then, Rhys encouraged Jem and Summer to dance together while she got them another round of drinks. Summer was all over Jemima, which Jemima didn't mind. With Angela's disappearance from her life, it had been some time since Jem had been with a soft, feminine woman.
Although Jemima adored being the centre of a bull dyke's attention, she liked being with a feminine lesbian, too. Her preference depended on her wants and needs at the time. Tonight, she was more attuned to Summer than Rhys.
Summer groped Jemima's splendid ass as she pressed her lithesome body to the older woman's. Groping Jem's ass confirmed she was pantyless, and Summer's fingers shifted to caress Jemima's vulva.
Summer wore a dress that was equally as revealing as Jemima's. It was made of a silver/purple material that clung to Summer's every divine curve. It had a side split to match Jem's, and if it weren't stitched to hold it against Summer's shapely, rounded bottom, it would pop over that superb asset and show her ass and pussy to the world.
Jemima gave herself to the young woman, returning Summer's caresses with equal fervour. The two beautiful women danced in their own little world until the Emcee came on and announced there'd be a short break before the night's first drag show was on. Jemima and Summer regretfully left the dance floor, their arms around each other's shoulders. They rejoined Rhys at their table and sipped their drinks appreciatively.
"Tell me about your husband and how bringing someone home for him to share typically works," Rhys demanded as she possessively hugged Summer to her.
Jemima smiled as she thought about her husband. Despite being five years older than the huge lunk she'd married, Jemima felt safe with the hulking ex-AFL player. Something she'd only ever felt with her oldest brother, Jaspirit. Being cast aside by her father and having her brothers, except for Jaspirit, join her father's condemnation of her lesbian lifestyle nearly destroyed Jem's psyche. If Jaspirit and her mother hadn't secretly defied their father and supported her through her banishment and subsequent marriage to Cillian, Jemima feared where she'd be.
She smiled proudly before saying, "Cillian's good people, you know? He's as dumb as a wheelbarrow full of rocks but has a good heart. He knows right from wrong and would never wrong you because he does what's right. Cillian would stand before the hordes of Hell to protect you just because you're his friend. Give you his last penny because you need it more than him, and give you the shirt from his back because he'd rather be cold himself than let you be chilly."
Her two new friends smiled at the faraway expression in Jemima's eyes. She continued, "I'm a bisexual woman with a strong preference for women. However, I met Cillian in a student bar near MIT seven years ago, and it was love at first sight, you know? I let him take me home and fuck me that night, and we haven't been apart since."
Jemima hesitated as memories of their early years flowed through her mind. She smiled wistfully. "We'd been married for about four years when I bumped into a gorgeous woman in our local supermarket. I had been denying and ignoring my submissive and lesbian desires for all that time, believing Cillian should be enough for me. But after encountering Anna in the supermarket, I knew I needed women in my sex life or my marriage was doomed."
Jemima hesitated again, unsure how to express her desires in a way the other women could understand and not be judgemental about. "I guess that having my family disown me made me feel unworthy of my husband. Then, needing a woman's touch proved I was undeserving of Cillian's love. I believed that if I brought the young woman home to offer to my husband, he would be pleased and would want to remain being married to me."
Jemima laughed deprecatingly. "Of course, Cillian wouldn't touch her because of his moral compass. Fucking her would break his marriage vows, something he was unwilling to do. But then, Anna pulled the covers back, revealing she'd trussed me like a chicken for the roasting pan, and Cillian demanded to know what was happening. I confessed that I was mostly a lesbian who had somehow fallen in love with him and that I needed this, and, of course, Cillian did what I needed and fucked the shit out of Anna as I watched."
Her new friends joined her laughter before Jemima concluded. "Since then, when my need for a woman's touch overwhelms me, I go out, hunting for someone to take home to play with Cillian and me."
"Which is what brought you here tonight," Rhys finished. She looked searchingly at Summer, who looked back expressionlessly. Rhys squeezed Summer's wrist before saying, "Summer's into you and into cock. I'm into you, but I cannot stand even the thought of having sex with a man. If I offered your husband a swap--you for Summer and Summer for you, would he be into it?"
"I don't know," Jemima honestly admitted. "We were playing with a young woman, her butch lover and another masculine woman, but the two butch women became jealous of my husband. They wanted me to themselves without him, which is not something I'm prepared to do. So, I don't know how he will react if I bring another butch woman home. However," Jemima confessed. "Cillian rarely denies me my desires, and Summer is stunningly beautiful, so I doubt he'll object to the swap but he will want it to be in the same room, at least initially."
"Will Cillian insist that I'm part of the swap?" Rhys queried.
Jemima shook her head. "My husband is very good at respecting hard limits. If you say 'no touching', then he won't touch."
Rhys and Summer exchanged a long look before Summer nodded. "Summer wants to have sex with you," Rhys explained. "However, she's prepared to meet Cillian, and if she finds him attractive, she will make love with him as long as she gets to have sex with you, too. I'm prepared to swap my girlfriend for you, so long as your husband treats my slave well and obeys her limits. Do we have a deal?"
"With me?" Jemima enquired. "Yes. Cillian will decide if it's something he wants. I have no say, nor do I want to have a say in that. I doubt he'll refuse, but it remains a possibility. Are you happy to come home with me and find out?"
"How are you getting home?" Rhys asked.
"The same way I got here," Jemima explained. "By an Uber. I can give you some money to catch an Uber or a cab home if you wish."
Summer and Rhys exchanged another long look before Summer almost imperceptibly nodded. Rhys turned back to Jemima. "We're in. But if your husband even tries to touch me, I'll scream rape."
"He won't," Jem giggled as she opened her Uber app and ordered a car to take them home.
Cillian wasn't home yet, but beginning without him was common for Jemima to do, so she led the young couple inside and upstairs to Cillian's 'slave dungeon'. Rhys walked around the room, examining the various apparatuses. What most were used for was self-evident, but Rhys had never seen so many items gathered in one place. She took down a broad leather flogger and hefted it experimentally.
"Do we need to wait for your husband to come home?" Rhys enquired, lust and the desire to use the object in her hand evident in her growly voice.
"You're the Mistress, and we the slaves," Jemima demurred. "Do we tell you?"
Rhys' eyes flashed with desire. "You like being tied up and made to watch, right? Jemima nodded. And Rhys took several lengths of rope from a drawer conveniently labelled 'rope'. Then, she casually stripped the gorgeous Indian woman bare. Rhys was only marginally surprised when she discovered that all Jemima wore was the tiny micro-miniskirt and the minuscule silk top. However, she was stunned by how wet Jem's pussy and inner thighs were. 'The woman's literally gagging for it,' Rhys realised.
Moving confidently, Rhys tied Jemima over a leather-covered, square box close to the room's centre. Then, she dragged over a low bench and made Summer sit on it facing Jemima. Next, Rhys sat on a stool behind Summer. She looked over her girlfriend's shoulder as she slowly and seductively undid Summer's dress zip and eased her left hand inside.
Jemima's arousal soared as she watched Rhys' hand cup and play with the young woman's breasts. She watched Rhys stoke her girlfriend's fires enviously, wishing it was her playing with the eighteen-year-old's breasts. Jem could almost taste the young woman's salty skin and feel the rubbery protuberance of Summer's nipples on her lips and between her teeth.
The gorgeous young woman closed her eyes and moaned as she felt Rhys' hand slide up her inner thigh, forcing her knees apart and displaying her wet slit to the older woman bound to the chest before her. Jemima's answering moan added to her desire, and Summer turned her head, hoping Rhys would kiss her. She did, and Jemima's need climbed higher. It was almost as if she could taste the young woman. Feel her lips on hers and the slight aftertaste of the vodka cocktail Summer had drunk before leaving the bar. Jemima moaned deep back in her throat.
But this is what she needed. Jemima knew that. She needed to be restrained and denied relief whilst being tortured with visual delights that were unobtainable for her in her current predicament. She moaned again as Rhys slowly lowered her girlfriend's dress. "Nooooo," Jemima moaningly protested when Summer's breasts came into view but were hidden by Rhy's hands. Rhys grinned maliciously at the bound older woman and massaged her girlfriend's breasts showily, tormenting Jemima.
"Would you like to see my slave's tits?" Rhys teased.
"Yes, I would," Jemima said breathily as her arousal flowed like a faucet from her overheated pussy.
"Call me Mistress Rhys, and I might consider it,"
Jemima shook her head, "I call only my husband Master. No one else shall be acknowledged as such by me."
"You called me Mistress earlier," Rhys pointed out.
"Did I?" Jemima countered. "I recall saying that you were the Mistress, not my Mistress."
"True," Rhys acknowledged. "But what if I insist?"



"Then I will toss your asses out on the street," Cillian grinned as he entered the room.
Rhys squealed in fright at Jemima's husband's sudden entrance. Summer, however, growled deep back in her throat, and she hungrily examined Cillian's tall, muscular body.
"I want, Mistress," Summer demanded.
Cillian temporarily ignored the two interlopers as he examined his wife's naked and bound state. "Been hunting again, Jem?" He amusedly asked despite knowing the answer.
"Yes," Jemima admitted. "This is Mistress Rhys and her girlfriend/slave, Summer. Girls, my husband, Cillian."
"What is the plan?" Cillian noncommittedly asked. He wasn't against playing with the two young women, but he wanted them to explain why they were there and what they wanted. That way, there could be no later disagreements and arguments about who was allowed to do what and to whom.
"Your wife told me she was hunting for a bisexual woman to take home and share with you," Rhys boldly replied, knowing Cillian would respect strength more than acquiescence. "My slave is bisexual, so I like to ensure she gets enough cock to keep her satisfied. Therefore, I offered to swap my girlfriend for your wife with the proviso that Jemima got to play with Summer, too."
"Jem?" Cillian asked.
"I haven't been restrained and made to watch for so long, baby," Jemima panted. "Because Tina wasn't genuinely bisexual, she wouldn't play with you alone, and I had always to be included in our play. I miss being restrained and disciplined and then being made to watch you fuck some young slut into oblivion."
"Gaaaawwwwdddddddd!!!!!" Summer growled. "Mistress, please. I need this!"
Cillian turned to Rhys with one eyebrow raised, indicating he wanted her input. Rhys answered his challenge. "Although I want time with your slut alone, I think we should put this one," she patted Summer's head, "through its paces and torment your wife in the process."
Cillian smiled and replied, "I'm happy to take a background seat and let you play out whatever you've started here. Then, when you're ready, I'll use your slave harder than she's ever been used before as you endeavour to do the same with mine."
"Deal," Rhys said, holding out her hand.
The pair shook, and Cillian sat on a bench against the wall and leant back to watch.
Rhys turned and retook her seat behind Summer. Jemima had almost drooled, admiring Summer's exposed upper body and her enormous, Double-D breasts while her husband and Rhys negotiated. Now, she had to bite her lip to contain a moan of denial when Rhys' hands covered them again. Arousal flowed from Jemima's pussy like spring water coming to the surface after heavy rain. Her clit and nipples throbbed and ached with need, and her mind was melting with unrequited desire.             
Cillian's smug smile didn't help, either. Jem knew her husband adored it when she was this sexually frustrated because it meant that she was ready and willing to do anything to get off. He winked at Rhys and moved close enough to touch his wife. Then, Cillian stroked Jemima's back and let his fingers roam over her taut, rounded ass, and he softly rimmed her rosebud.
"Summer is so beautiful," he teased. "To think her full, pouting lips will soon be wrapped around my glans, and she'll be sucking my cock, and all you can do is watch and wish it was you who was sucking me. Then, as Summer is on her knees sucking me, Rhys will lie on the ground and slide between Summer's parted thighs until she can lick Summer's pussy. And still, all you can do is watch."
"Gawd, Mistress, please!" Summer moaned gutturally. "Make him stop talking about it, or make him do those things to me. I can't stand this teasing."
"Does the slave tell the Mistress now, does she?" Rhys rhetorically asked. "No! Instead, the slave gets punished for her temerity." Rhys grabbed a handful of Summer's hair at the back of her head and dragged her across the room to Cillian's St Andrew's slave cross. She quickly bound her slave to it and then used the various ratchets to stretch Summer painfully.
Jemima mewled protestingly because she was unable to see. Cillian chuckled and moved her box so Jem could watch Rhys punish Summer. After settling his wife so she could watch, Cillian grabbed the stool Rhys had used and placed it beside his wife. His big hand stroked down Jemima's back before he used his fingers to spread her ass cheeks, and then he dipped his middle finger into Jem's pussy as he rimmed her rosebud with his thumb. Although Cillian watched Rhys and Summer, most of his attention was on ensuring he stoked his wife's arousal to a fever pitch but did not allow her to reach her pinnacle and leap off into an orgasm.
After ensuring her slave was tied tightly, Rhys walked to the wall holding the various whips, paddles and floggers Cillian had bought to use on his wife. She chose two. The first was a basic riding crop with large leather pieces on its tip, ensuring the crop wouldn't break the receiver's skin. The second was a steel ring studded leather paddle.
Rhys took them back to the cross and showed them to Summer. "This is for your back, ass and legs," she said, showing Summer the leather flogger. She changed to the crop. "And this is for your saggy tits and flabby belly when I turn you around."
Cillian snorted as he unsuccessfully forced down a laugh. Summer was anything but saggy and flabby. Instead, she was at least as toned and firm as Jemima herself was. But her moan of desire indicated that Summer wasn't averse to being demeaned. The words, if anything, seemed to arouse her more.
"You will count and thank me for each strike," Rhys said with strict finality, knowing she would be obeyed. Rhys had no sooner finished speaking than she reared back and belted Summer across her back, just below her shoulders.
Summer hummed and said, "One, thank you, Mistress." Rhys hit with the same force beneath the first strike, with Summer humming louder before saying, "Two, thank you, Mistress."
Jemima and Cillian exchanged wondering looks. Cillian used the paddles, floggers and whips on Jemima to add sensation to her pleasure. This was the first time they'd seen pain that was accepted as pleasure. It seemed a strange concept to the married couple but one that their new friends seemed to revel in.
Strikes three, four and five followed and were spaced down Summer's back to just above her tailbone. By now, everyone in the room could see and smell Summer's arousal pouring from her gushing pussy. It seemed the young woman was quite the pain slut, and the harder Rhys hit her, the louder her cries of approval became.
Rhys paused as she rubbed the raised welts into Summer's back. She bit the young woman's ear before growling, "Five more on your fat arse. Do you think you'll even feel the strikes through the blubber you carry there?"
"Only if you're mean enough to hit me properly and not like a wuss as you usually do," Summer answered daringly.
"Such brave words from a blubbering, fatty whale," Rhys disparagingly said. "I bet you cry 'red' after just one strike."
"You talk, and yet my ass remains welt-free," Summer dared.
It was an act that Jemima and Cillian were familiar with but didn't like. Summer was a brat or, as Cillian referred to them, a SAM (Smart Assed Masochist). Cillian saw no point in disciplining a SAM because they welcomed the pain. Instead, if Jemima brought home a woman who was like that, Cillian would plug her ears, blindfold her, tie her so she couldn't escape, and leave her in the playroom. He wouldn't return for several hours because he found that the most effective way to bring a brat to heel was to withdraw your affection and attention from them.
However, Summer was Rhys' slave, and this was her show, so Cillian continued to stir Jemima's arousal as the married pair watched Rhys deal with her brat.
Rhys responded by ratcheting Summer's binds even tighter. Summer had to be stretched to the point of severe pain by the time Rhys stopped, but you couldn't have known from her low, excited pants, her rigid nipples and the arousal pouring down her inner thighs.
Satisfied she had her girlfriend as she wanted, Rhys stood back, grinning maliciously. Then, holding the flogger in a double-handed grip, Rhys lashed it across Summer's ass. The strike was so vicious that the married couple winced even though it hadn't been done by or happened to them. However, Summer moaned before shaking her sexy, taut ass, daring her owner to hit her again. Rhys complied, and another wide welt opened across Summer's muscular ass.
"I assume those two strikes weren't powerful enough to count?" Rhys amusedly asked.
"I will count them when they're deserved," Summer dismissed.
Jemima was horrified that someone would encourage this kind of abuse. She'd played with various Bdsm Mistresses before, but never one willing to inflict this level of pain. Cillian, however, seemed fascinated with the action before him. He'd never encountered a genuine pain slut before. Although he and Jem had played with several women who enjoyed some pain with their play, he'd never seen a masochist playing. It seemed that young Summer was one such woman.
"As you wish," Rhys stated before lashing her young slave again.
Finally acknowledging the strike, Summer said, "One, thank you, Mistress."
Jemima felt a frisson of fear because she knew her husband would insist on something similar the next time he decided to take her to his dungeon.
Rhys whacked Summer's ass again, with her slave dutifully saying, "Two, thank you, Mistress."
Another strike across the tops of Summer's ass cheeks caused her to whimper before she said, "Three, thank you, Mistress."
Rhys immediately stepped closer and stroked Summer's back. Although Rhys' words were delivered softly and her actions caring, she still insultingly asked, "Are you blubbering already, you wuss? I thought your jelly ass could barely feel my strikes. Instead, only three hits in, and you're already crying like a baby."
"I'm sorry I disappoint you, Mistress," Summer sobbed.
However, it was clear that this was also part of the game. Summer's nipples were still rock-hard erect, and arousal still flowed like an open faucet from her engorged pussy.
"Perhaps Cillian will be better suited to play with you," Rhys said disparagingly. "A big, strong man like him will be too kind to do more than tap you. What do you say? Should I hand your fat, flabby ass over to Jemima's husband?"
"Yes, please, Mistress," Summer said demurely, but she flashed a bratty grin at Cillian. "Cillian is a kind soul who would never hurt me, though. I will need you to return and finish my front off so that I can achieve an orgasm."
Rhys released the ratchets that were holding her slave tight before turning her to face out and then retying them. She stretched Summer until the young woman moaned before turning to Cillian challengingly and handing him the riding crop she'd chosen earlier. "Think you're up to striping an orgasm out of this lusty wench, big man?" She waited with an eyebrow raised before adding, "Don't worry. I know your wench doesn't have the same fortitude for pain that mine does. I will spank her as I play with her tits and cunt, though."
Cillian acknowledged that he was okay with what Rhys wanted and experimentally hoisted the crop. He'd used it on his wife extensively and had occasionally used it on Angela lightly. However, he'd never used it to cause pain intentionally. Sure, just the use of the crop on bare skin meant pain, but that pain was designed to add piquancy to the pleasure he was eliciting from his lover. Not as a means to give his lovers pleasure.
He looked from the crop to Summer and found she was looking at him with a supercilious look on her face. "So, little one. You like pain, huh? But I find brats don't respond to pain well. Because they enjoy being hurt so much, using pain as a deterrent is counterproductive. Instead, I have found that withdrawal of affection and attention works best to punish a recalcitrant slave."
Cillian manoeuvred the cross until it faced into the corner and away from Jemima and Rhys. Then, he walked swiftly to his room before returning with a pair of noise-cancelling headphones. Next, he took a blindfold from one of the drawers and covered Summer's eyes. Finally, he turned back to Rhys, grinned, winked, and said, "I believe you were going to put my slut through her paces?"
Rhys looked wonderingly at Cillian for a time, trying to figure out why he'd turned Summer into the corner and had made her deaf and blind. Then, she shrugged, figuring she would release her slave if she felt something was amiss, but she was curious to see what effect doing what Cillian had done would have on her. Summer's behaviour over the last few weeks had become more and more bratty, and Rhys was at a loss as to how to prevent further deterioration. Rhys knew from previous experience that Summer occasionally acted out like this when she needed a man's touch, but her recent behaviour seemed beyond that. She turned her attention to the beautiful, milk chocolate-coloured woman writhing before her.
Rhys ran her hands over Jemima's muscular ass, admiring its firm curves and revelling in how it clenched anticipatorily when she lifted her hand or hands from it. Jemima was waiting to be spanked, and she both desired and feared that Rhys would do it. Rhys stroked up the gorgeous Indian woman's spine, touching and tickling her ribs and along the swelling mounds of Jemima's breasts.
"I'd like your slave to call me Mistress while I play with her," Rhys asked Cillian. "I find it more firmly establishes our role, and I think it's disrespectful that she doesn't acknowledge me as such."
"Jemima recognises you as a Mistress," Cillian growled. "Just not her Mistress. She has shown you respect, has she not?" Rhys nodded. "Obeyed your demands as long as they fell beneath her limits?" Rhys nodded again. "Then, you can hardly say she's being respectful, can you?" Rhys had to shake her head because Cillian was right, but she still felt that Jemima should acknowledge her as Mistress when they played. Cillian huffed as he thought. Eventually, he offered a compromise, "She will refer to you as Ma'am or Ms Rhys. Is that a suitable compromise?"
Rhys nodded her head and replied, "I'd prefer to be called Mistress, but if it's a hard limit for your slave, then I will respect it. Jemima is a credit to you, Cillian. Such loyalty is rare."
"I have been blessed beyond any other man," Cillian admitted. "Me, an abject failure at the one thing I was actually any good at, married to the most beautiful woman imaginable. I've never understood what she sees in me, but whatever it is, I'm glad that she does."
"You make her feel safe," Rhys stated. "I've seen how other Indian women who have married outside their race or caste are treated. Plus, if what Jemima says is true, she's also a lesbian in their view. Those two things mean she's been ostracised by her family and was probably beaten quite often. You came in and protected her from the beginning, accepted what she was, and wanted what she offered. When you did that, it was probably the first time in her life Jemima felt it was okay to be herself. With you, Jem can let her guard down and just be herself. I agree that you're lucky to have found her, but I'd also say that Jemima's very lucky to have found you."
Rhys and Cillian turned to Jemima and found her crying. Jemima wasn't sad, just relieved that someone had been able to express what she'd felt but had been unable to articulate.
Rhys continued, "I bet whenever someone at her work acts inappropriately around her, she asks you to visit her for lunch. Am I right?" Cillian nodded his head. "Then, she introduces you to someone, and you instinctively know he's the one who has been bothering her. So, you cross your arms across your massive chest and glower at them, right?" Cillian nodded again. "And a couple of days after that, Jem's back to being her typical happy self, right."
Cillian continued to nod as he listened to Rhys, understanding much better what he gave his wife. How he made her feel, and Cillian realised he was what Jemima needed. He was her sanctuary, her safe place where she could let herself relax and just be her. Also, he allowed her to have her need for female intimacy met without judgment. "She needs me," Cillian breathed, finally understanding.
"More than you'll ever know," Rhys assured him.
They turned to face Jemima, who smiled through her tears and said, "Thank you for explaining what I could not, Rhys. I knew what I felt but not how to explain it. You have done so for me, and I cannot thank you enough. If Cillian agrees, then I will happily call you Mistress during our play sessions."
Cillian smiled and acknowledged he was okay with Jemima calling Rhys 'Mistress' so long as it was only during play. He left Jemima and Rhys and returned to Summer. He shifted the cross until he could face the young woman. Then, he picked up the crop he'd left on top of the cross and lightly flicked Summer's left nipple.
"Ouch!" Summer yelped. She'd felt being moved but was unable to hear or see Cillian. Cillian cropped Summer's right nipple, eliciting another "Ouch!"
Cillian leaned in and pulled the phone off her left ear. "I didn't hear a number or a 'Thank you, Sir,'" he said as if disappointed in the young woman. "Are you any use to me at all? Disobedient and smart-mouthed. Why should I do anything other than leave you tied here until your Mistress is prepared to take you home? Hmm," he continued. "My slave is so much better trained and behaved than you. Perhaps your Mistress will dump your fat ass and stay here to share my girl. I wouldn't complain because my girl is such a lusty, needy wench that some help would be appreciated."
Summer shook her head, denying what Cillian was saying. "She wouldn't dump me like that," Summer stated.
"Wouldn't I?" Rhys sneered. "I've threatened to dump your fat arse over your smart mouth many times. Cillian's wench is so much better behaved than you that perhaps I should take his offer and share her with him."
"No, please, Mistress. I will behave," Summer pleaded.
"You have said you will so many times," Rhys said dismissively. "How can I trust this promise when all the others were so quickly broken?"
"If I become bratty again, you will give me to Master Cillian to punish. I could not bear being made deaf and blind again," Summer offered.
Rhys and Cillian exchanged searching glances until Rhys nodded. "If Cillian is prepared to accept that arrangement, then I think we can make it work, at least in the short term. But it will be up to you, little one. Cillian seems like a patient man, but your brattiness would test Ghandi."
It was Cillian and Jemima's turn to communicate through intense stares. When Jemima nodded, Cillian drawled. "Take my slave to our bedroom and do with her as you will. I will break this brat of her disobedience before bringing her to join you."
Rhys untied Jemima and helped her to her feet before taking her to her bedroom. Cillian watched them go with an amused smile on his face. He momentarily hesitated as he cast his eyes skyward and said, 'Lawd, Jem. What have you got us into now?' However, his eyes returned to the gorgeously toned teenager bound naked to his slave cross, and his thick, erect cock pulsed. Summer was undeniably gorgeous and in better shape than Ange and probably at least as beautiful. He thanked the Gods for his wife again. 'Who else's wife actively encourages their husband to fuck others?' He wondered.
Cillian watched the young woman as she writhed on the cross. Summer's arousal still copiously flowed down her muscular legs, and she was highly aroused. He'd promised to break the young woman, but now he had no real idea how to do it. Using pain was pointless, and Cillian knew that. Pain was pleasure for the young woman, so 'punishing' her disobedience physically was actually rewarding her brattishness, which only served to cement the behaviour because it gave her what she desired.



Cillian waited for inspiration. Cillian had known for most of his life that he wasn't the sharpest knife in the drawer, but although his intellect wasn't sharp like Jemima's or Rhys', if he took his time, inspiration almost always came. It did. Cillian held Summer's jaw to keep her immobile and replaced the sound-cancelling headphones. Then, he turned the white noise maker higher to ensure that Summer couldn't hear anything except for the hissing sound of the white noise. Stepping back, he lashed Summer's right nipple with the crop.
"One, thank you, Master," Summer moaned as she thrust her hips toward Cillian, offering him her sex.
That was what Cillian had expected. Pain as a deterrent was useless; he had to use something else to break the teenager. Pulling the headphone away from Summer's ear, Cillian snarled, "You are not worthy of being my slave, and I am not your Master."
"You let me call you Master earlier," Summer protested confusedly.
"Did I?" Cillian growled. "I remember you saying, 'Hand me to Master Cillian'. Not that I was your Master. I repeat, I am not your Master. You are not worthy of being my slave."
Summer started sobbing as if her heart was breaking. "Will you please be my Master?" She pleaded.
"No," Cillian denied firmly. "You are not worthy." He replaced the headphone and struck Summer's left nipple with the crop.
"Two, thank you, Ma... I do not know what to call you!" Summer wailed.
Cillian removed the phones from an ear long enough to growl, "Sir, will do until you earn the right to call me something else." He stood back and brought the crop sharply up between Summer's legs and onto her exposed entrance.
"Three, thank you, Sir," Summer moaned as her arousal started to crest.
"You will not cum until I tell you that you may," Cillian demanded before covering Summer's ear again.
"No, Sir," Summer pleaded. "I need to cum so badly, and I cannot stop."
Cillian took the headphones off long enough to say. "If you will not follow a simple instruction, I cannot be bothered playing with you. Wait here for me, will you? I'm going to join your Mistress and Jemima in our bedroom." Cillian covered Summer's ears before stepping away so she couldn't feel his presence. Then, he opened and shut the door, knowing the young woman would feel the difference in air pressure as the door opened and closed.
Cillian waited, watching Summer. Being made deaf and blind was very disorienting, and although he wanted Summer to learn obedience, he didn't want to scar the teenager emotionally. Cillian knew being abandoned could psychologically damage a submissive woman, and he would reassure Summer she was never alone when he was sure she'd learned her lesson.
"Sir?" Summer questioned. When she heard no answer, she more plaintively asked, "Sir? Are you there?" Cillian remained silent. Summer started crying. "Please, Sir, come back. I promise I'll be good and stop being a brat. Please? I cannot stand being alone." Cillian's heart went out to the young woman, but he remained stoically quiet. "Everybody abandons me," Summer wailed as tears poured down her face. "Why aren't I ever enough for someone?"
Cillian stepped across to Summer and swiftly removed her blindfold and headphones. He pressed his muscular body to hers and kissed her softly. "You are enough, little one," he reassured her. "We may not like your behaviour, but we love who you are. However, acting like a smart assed masochist has to stop. If you need disciplining to help balance yourself, all you have to do is ask, and Rhys or I will do it." Cillian stepped back and showed Summer the riding crop. "You will not cum until I say you can." He struck Summer between her breasts.
The young woman groaned as she forced her imminent orgasm down. "Four, thank you, Sir."
Cillian knelt so he could access Summer's swollen pussy lips. He immediately noticed how flushed and engorged the young woman's clitoris was. Also, Summer's nubbin was barely covered by a clitoral hood, leaving it delightfully exposed and accessible. He smiled and thought, 'This is going to sting!' He cropped Summer's cum switch three times in quick succession. Summer's hips thrust with each strike, and she struggled to hold back her climax. "You will not cum without permission," Cillian stated coldly. "If you do, I will replace the headphones and blindfold and leave you here for the night."
"Oh, Gawd!" Summer groaned as she shuddered along the length of her orgasm's precipice. However, she finally managed to control herself and mumbled, "Five, six, and seven, thank you, Sir."
On the '...ir' part of 'Sir', Cillian cropped Summer's nipples alternately twice each and then delivered three more stinging slaps to her clitoris with his hand. Summer's eyes rolled back, and she panted, trying to fight her instinctive reaction to pain. Alleviating Summer's addiction and cum response to pain wasn't Cillian's intention. He was teaching the young woman control. If she could control her body's inherent pleasure response to being hurt, then she should find controlling her bratty actions when she was horny so that she was punished and made to suffer was relatively easy.
It took time, time that Cillian was happy to give her, but Summer got herself under control. She gulped twice as she forced herself to be calm. She swallowed again before saying, "Eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, and fourteen, thank you, Sir."
Cillian stood and pressed his body against the writhing, bound girl. Bending his knees a little allowed him to push his cock between her thighs and against her perineum. Then, Cillian kissed and petted Summer as he rubbed his shaft over her entrance and along her taint. "You're doing great, little one," he told her. "Make it to fifteen for me without cumming, and I'll reward you. Okay?"
"Yes, Sir!" Summer exclaimed. Rhys rarely praised her slave and never rewarded her good behaviour. Instead, she only paid any real attention to her when Summer acted like a spoiled child. This, combined with Summer's natural pleasure response to pain, had combined to create the brat who Cillian was retraining. Cillian believed there was a sweet, submissive girl lurking beneath the brat, and he worked to bring her out.
Knowing that if he continued pumping his lengthy cock along Summer's pussy they'd both cum, Cillian reluctantly stepped back before kneeling before Summer's pussy again. "I'm not holding back for the last strike," he warned her. "Cum and be made deaf and blindfolded and then left facing the corner while I go and help your Mistress fuck my wife. Control yourself, and I will reward you."
"I understand, Sir," Summer breathlessly stated.
It would be challenging for the young woman not to cum, and Cillian knew that. Even without the stimulation on her pussy his cock had given her. Summer's typical reaction to receiving pain was to climax. However, Cillian knew that if he could coax the young woman through this, Summer would feel proud that she'd pleased him, which would go a long way in adjusting her behaviour. "Remember," he instructed. "Control your climax, and I will reward you. Cum, and I will leave you here deaf and blind and facing the corner."
"Yes, Daddy," Summer said. "I will obey, I promise."
Cillian found being called 'Daddy' a little jarring, but as he considered it, he realised that it resonated for him, and he found he liked that designation. It felt more apt than 'Sir', and he didn't even like Jemima calling him 'Master', let alone someone who wasn't his slave or submissive. Cillian and Jemima played with Bdsm using the equipment he'd either bought or made himself, but theirs wasn't a Master/slave relationship other than when Jemima brought someone home for them to share.
Internally shrugging, Cillian slapped Summer's pussy as hard as he could, knowing the severe pain would likely send the young woman into orgasmic raptures. However, despite shuddering and moaning as her entire body and mind screamed at her to climax, Summer forced her orgasm response down and groaned, "Fifteen, thank you, Daddy."
Cillian immediately stood and released the young woman. Then, as she collapsed against him, he lifted her as if she weighed less than a feather and lowered her onto his stupendous pole. He eased her down until he felt his cock's head nestle against her cervix. "You like a little pain, huh? Let's see what you think of this." He pulled back and thrust back in firmly. Cillian's enormous tool raced up Summer's soaking passage and rapped against her cervix sharply.
"Fuck!" Summer swore. "Do that again!" Cillian pulled back and rammed home again, his dick's tip crashing against Summer's cervix. "Oh Fuck! Oh Fuck!" Summer shouted. "Do me, Daddy! Do your little girl like the slut she is!"
Cillian grinningly obeyed, holding the young woman by her hip and shoulder and lifting her up and down his turgid shaft as he rammed his hips up to meet her downward plunge. It only took around seven plunges before Summer's head tipped back, and she screamed her orgasm to the ceiling. She came so hard that, for the first time, her pussy squirted its juices over Cillian's big balls.
Cillian effortlessly supported the unconscious woman across to a bench, where he tied her face down. Taking a broader paddle than the one Rhys had used off the wall, Cillian ruthlessly shoved his thumb through Summer's sphincter into her tight ass. Simultaneously, he rammed two fingers into her soaking pussy and scraped his nails across her G-spot. Summer's eyes flew open when she felt Cillian's invading digits, but before she could complain, he pinched his fingers and thumb together. He pulled away before bringing the paddle stingingly down onto Summer's muscular ass.
Summer's inground reaction to pain catapulted the young woman into another orgasm. She tried to gasp her required response, but before she could, Cillian walloped her ass again. Summer screamed as another cataclysmic climax rattled her bones. Her pussy continually fluttered open as she orgasmed, ejecting copious amounts of pussy fluid over Cillian's wrist.
When the young woman's squeals changed to groans and then mumbled moans, Cillian finally relented. He removed his digits from Summer's orifices and gently rubbed her welted ass, complimenting her reactions and how she responded to him. Cillian told her how proud he was of her that she made it to fifteen without climaxing.
Summer let the words wash over her. They ignited profound feelings of submissiveness, and she knew she'd found a worthy man to serve. Summer eventually became aware of how soaked she and the area around her was. "Did I wet myself?" She embarrassedly asked.
"No, little one," Cillian reassured her. "You squirted many times as you climaxed."
"I've never done that before," Summer said awedly. "I've seen and been with other girls who do it, but it has never happened to me before." She then noticed that Cillian was still achingly erect. His thick 8-inch cock bounced before her, and her eyes raised to meet his. "You haven't cum yet?" She disbelievingly asked.
"Making sure you got what you needed before I took care of myself," Cillian smilingly explained. "I wanted to show you that having self-control is possible, and you didn't need to always surrender to your basest need."
Summer's eyes were fixated on Cillian's enormous throbbing tool. She licked her lips and said, "May I taste you, Daddy?"
Cillian chuckled before moving close enough to allow Summer to suck him. "Oh, lawd," he moaned as his cock disappeared into the young woman's mouth down to its root. Jemima was one of the few who could readily swallow him whole. Angela had tried many times but couldn't get the last inch or so to fit. Here, Summer had effortlessly gobbled his entire cock in one swift plunge.
Summer hummed delightedly around Cillian's thick shaft as she lavished it with her tongue. She'd dreamed of servicing big cocks from the moment her hormones had kicked in, and she learned what her pussy should be used for. Unfortunately for her, the largest cock she'd come across had been a miserly less than six inches. She'd learned in passing that length was about average, but she still craved trying to see how long a dick she could accept into her orifices.
Summer now knew that a man who had an 8-inch cock was too much for her tight little pussy. However, she had two more holes to try, and she was delighted to learn she could accept Cillian's length down her throat. She worked his cock lasciviously, trying to give her new man the same pleasure he'd given her. To her delight, she felt Cillian's enormous tool swell inside her mouth, and it suddenly began hosing the inside of her mouth with cum. Despite sucking and swallowing as rapidly as she could, some of Cillian's salty seed escaped her lips before she could.
Eventually, Cillian softened in her mouth, and Summer reluctantly let him fall out. Then, she used her fingers to gather his spilled essence and fed it into her mouth. Summer hummed again, and she smiled coquettishly at the thirty-year-old. "I hope you're not done yet, Daddy?" She moved onto her hands and knees and faced away from the muscular ex-AFL player. Then, Summer waggled her roundly toned ass enticingly. "One more hole for you to fill, Daddy."
Cillian grinned at the young ingenue's boldness, but he opened a nearby drawer and removed a bottle of lube. Opening the bottle, he poured a generous amount over Summer's pucker hole and some over his right hand. Next, Cillian worked his index finger into Summer's ass. She accepted that finger without complaint, so he quickly added a second and then a third finger. Then, forcing his fingers apart, Cillian worked Summer's sphincter wide open enough to accept his cock's thick head.
Summer moaned, her body rocking back and forth as she revelled in having her bottom hole gaped. Deciding she was ready, Cillian stood before bending his knees slightly so he could line his reawakened cock up with Summer's dark hole. Knowing the young slut would welcome the pain, Cillian gripped Summer's shoulders before jamming his hips forward and ripping her back. His meaty tool ploughed Summer's knot open and roared up her dark passage until Cillian's muscular abdomen slammed into Summer's toned ass.
"Fuck, yes, Daddy!" Summer squealed, immediately cresting from the pain and delight of being anally rogered by an enormous cock.
Cillian grunted in response before pushing Summer forward until only his cock's tip remained inside the gorgeous young woman. Then, he repeated his earlier action. Although Summer's ass had loosened after his first passage up it, she was still exceedingly tight. However, the pain was something that Summer invited, and she continuously crested as Cillian pounded her rear fuck hole.
Eventually, it all became too much, and Summer howled, "Cum in me, Daddy. Cum in your slave's ass!"
Cillian was more than happy to oblige. He was a real man who took pride in pleasing his lovers before himself. However, he'd been teasing and playing with Jemima and Summer for hours, and his huge balls ached for more release than he'd so far provided them. Thrusting as deeply into Summer's ass as possible, Cillian gripped her Double-D breasts and squeezed them mercilessly, igniting another orgasm in the young woman. Then, growling far back in his chest, Cillian bit where Summer's neck joined her shoulders and erupted inside the gorgeous teenager. He grunted with every scalding spurt, his hips unawarely thrusting back and forth as he spent himself inside her.
His orgasm finally over, Cillian sagged onto weakened knees as Summer collapsed onto her breasts and stomach. The lovers panted from their exertions until Cillian took a deep, cleansing breath and stood up. He picked the young woman up effortlessly and carried her to the shower. He held Summer under the warm water until her eyes fluttered open, and she looked at him. Cillian let her feet fall to the ground, and then, supporting her, he carefully washed the sweat and their combined secretions off her divine, young body.
After he'd completed washing Summer, she took the washer and returned the favour. Of course, her 'cleaning' Cillian's cock meant it quickly inflated and stood rampantly erect. Smiling seductively, Summer knelt and took his throbbing member in her hand. She teasingly kissed its head several times before widening her jaws and swallowing him whole. Cillian was amazed again by how easily she could accept his entire cock down her throat without gagging. Jemima could do it, but she'd practised for many weeks before she could successfully do it.
"Oh, Gawd, baby girl," Cillian groaned as he emptied his big sack into the young woman's throat.
Summer swallowed gamely, trying to keep up with the excessive flow. She mostly succeeded but still had to capture some with her fingers. She fed that back into her mouth after swallowing Cillian's last eruption.
Cillian helped her to her feet before kissing her passionately. That surprised Summer because none of her previous male lovers would. Not until after she'd rinsed and gargled. Noticing Summer's amazement and intuiting its reason, Cillian said, "If a man is unwilling to thank you with a kiss for blowing him, then you should dump his ignorant ass immediately. I bet after they've gone down on you, they expect you to kiss them as thanks for doing so."
Cillian was right, Summer realised. Everyone who had gone down on her, men and women, expected to be kissed after they'd made her cum. However, only the women would return the favour after she'd gone down on them. She smiled happily as she gazed at him lovingly. Summer was very much an equal-opportunity slut, loving to have sex with men, women, or anyone in between. However, Cillian's obviously masculine presence had her motors revving higher than she could remember.
She hoped he'd want to play some more, but Cillian turned off the water and stepped out. "Let's go and see what your Mistress and my wife are up to, shall we?" He handed Summer a towel and quickly dried himself. After teasingly helping Summer 'dry off', mostly tweaking and teasing her nipples and clit, Cillian picked her up and carried her to the bedroom.
Jemima's arousal flowed down her inner thighs as she followed Rhys from the playroom. Although she'd set out tonight to find a feminine woman like Summer to play with, she was still intensely attracted to butch women. Rhys was the epitome of a powerful woman who was coincidentally also a lesbian. Rhys' build was in between the muscular, bordering on fat Lesley and the slender, androgynous-looking Tina, and Jemima's sweet, tight pussy oozed her arousal as she anticipated serving the staunch young woman.
Rhys waited until she'd closed the door before she turned and gripped Jemima's nipples between her thumbs and fists. Twisting mercilessly, Rhys dragged Jem to her knees. Then, Rhys quickly disrobed before taking a handful of Jemima's long, lustrous black hair and forcing Jem's mouth against her pussy. "Lick, bitch," Rhys demanded. "Show your Mistress what a good little cunt licker you are."
Jemima huffed happily as she opened her mouth and welcomed the salty, tangy secretions Rhys' pulsating pussy offered her. Initially, Jemima encircled Rhys' entrance with her lips and repeatedly stabbed her tongue into the younger woman's vulva.
"Oh, my," Rhys cooed delightedly. "You are a talented pussy licker indeed!" She pulled on Jem's hair until her lips were centred over her pleasure nub. "Yes!" She hissed. "Suck, lick. Yes! More. Harder! Bite! Harder. Yes!" Rhys screamed as her first climax struck with the force of a meteor hitting Earth.
Jemima sucked, licked and bit as she was instructed and was delighted when Rhys came, and her heavy secretions poured over her chin and down her neck. Rhys held Jem's head to her pussy tightly as she ground her hairy pussy against the older woman's face. She climaxed a second time before dragging Jem over to the bed. Using the power she had, Rhys tossed Jem onto the bed before leaping after her. Rhys forced Jemima's hands above her head and used the ropes she'd brought from the dungeon to tie Jemima's wrists to the headboard.



Happy that she had the gorgeous Indian woman securely bound, Rhys roughly turned Jemima's body onto its side. Then, holding Jem's long, shapely leg tightly, Rhys scissored her pussy against the older woman's. Having Rhys' clit deliciously dragging across hers and being roughly used by the muscular lesbian crashed Jemima into an expansive, ear-splitting climax.
Jemima's climax spurred Rhys to greater heights. Holding the gorgeous Indian woman's right leg tightly, Rhys walloped her ass as she tribbed her pussy across Jemima's. Rhys growled, "Slut's like you are always multi-orgasmic, so stop holding back and cum for me, you dumb slut!"
The growled demand, combined with the stinging slaps on her taut ass and the hairy pussy dragging over her clit exploded in Jemima's brain and pussy. Her head tipped back, and she howled her pleasure to the skies.
Rhys had only just begun. She pulled Jemima's bedside drawer open because she knew that was where most women kept their vibrators. She felt beneath Jemima's panties and was delighted when she found a strap-on dildo. Rhys pulled it out and was momentarily awed by its length and girth. Cillian's extensive pants bulge hinted he was quite well hung, but if this strap-on cock was any indication, he was hung like a bull.
Stepping off the bed, Rhys inserted the double end into her pussy and buckled the 'cock' into place. Then, to ensure the maximum comfort for Jemima, she sat on the older woman's extensive rack and slapped her lips with the 'cock'. "Suck, bitch!" She demanded. Jemima chuckled throatily as her pussy frothed, then she opened her full, pouty lips and lifted her head. The first half of Rhys' 'cock' slid into her mouth, and then Rhys held the back of Jem's head and remorselessly drove the rest of her 'cock' down Jemima's throat.
Rhys was amazed when her pelvis hit Jemima's nose, and Jem hadn't gagged. Rhys pulled back and repeated her inward thrust, only for Jem to suck noisily and hum around the 'dick' in her mouth. Rhys chuckled, "So, little one. Not only are you a stupendous carpet muncher, but you're an amazing cocksucker, too?"
Rhys pulled her 'cock' from Jemima's mouth long enough to let her answer. "A good girl services her betters to the best of her ability," Jemima said demurely. "Part of that is swallowing all my man has to offer without embarrassing him or her by choking."
"What would happen if I rolled you over and rammed this in your ass?" Rhys asked, tapping Jemima's lips with her strap-on.
"I'd scream in pain. Cillian would hear me and come running, and you'd be a bloody pulp on our front lawn a few seconds later," Jemima said honestly, without any exaggeration.
"So, not into severe pain. Got it," Rhys grinned. "Seeing as I'm not either, it's best that I avoid making you scream in pain." She thought momentarily. "I assume you enjoy some pain?" Jemima nodded. "Safe words?"
"Orange if I need you to back off the intensity and red if I need you to stop and release me," Jemima confirmed.
"Have you had to use 'red' very often?" Rhys asked as she reached behind her ass and tweaked Jemima's nipples.
"No," Jemima confirmed. "Cillian uses pain to enhance your pleasure, not as an end in itself. Your girl is obviously into pain for its own sake, but if you do something like you did with her to me, I'll yell 'red' immediately."
"Got it," Rhys acknowledged. "Pain as a counterpoint to pleasure, and only mild pain, too." She planned her next move before deciding on a tried-and-true method. Working quickly, Rhys untied the beautiful older woman and rolled her onto her stomach before retying her. Then, Rhys stacked pillows under Jemima's hips to arch her ass up in the air. "Paddles?" Rhys asked.
"There should be some on the back wall of my walk-in robe," Jemima said wantingly.
Rhys opened the robe and walked to the back, marvelling at how many clothes and accessories her new lover had. She found a leather paddle about the size of a ping-pong bat hanging on the wall and brought it out. After swishing it back and forth a few times, Rhys decided it was ideal for what she wanted and returned to the bed.
She expected that Jem's arousal would have waned without her caresses on her body. Instead, she found that the dusky Indian woman was writhing and barely suppressing her aroused moans. Rhys inwardly giggled as she stroked her hand over Jemima's tight ass buns and tickled her perineum. Placing her thumb against Jem's pucker hole firmly, Rhys eased two fingers inside the older woman's pussy and searched for her G-spot. She found it on the first attempt and scrapped her short nails over that delightful spot as she readied her paddle.
Rhys waited until Jemima was panting and on the edge of a climax and then brought the paddle stingingly down onto the older woman's taut ass. Simultaneously with her strike, Rhys forced her thumb through Jemima's pucker and into her dark passage. Twisting her hand back and forth, Rhys drove her lover closer to her peak before striking her tight buns again. The sting backed Jemima's impending orgasm up several steps, but when Rhys replaced her fingers with her 'cock', Jemima leapt over the final few steps and howled as a cataclysmic orgasm blasted her from her peak.
The writhing mid-thirties woman climaxed a second time as Rhys roughly fucked her distended pussy. A third orgasm followed when Rhys flailed Jem's divine ass with the paddle.
Deciding it was time to be rewarded for her efforts, Rhys unbuckled and tossed the strap-on aside before releasing Jemima and rolling her onto her back. She straddled the older woman's breasts and lowered her sopping pussy onto Jemima's lips. Holding her clitoral hood back to expose her nubbin, Rhys growled, "Lick, bitch. Make your Mistress scream!"
Jemima was more than happy to obey, and she repeated her earlier actions, suctioning her lips around Rhys' drooling entrance and stabbing her tongue into the young woman's pussy. Rhys leaned back so she could grip Jemima's nipples again. Leaning back broke the suction seal that Jem had established around Rhys' vulva, and there was a loud slurping/farting sound before Jem tilted her head to remake the seal. The women stopped, surprised by the sudden rude sound before they both burst out laughing.
Rhys released Jemima's nipples and straightened up so the older woman could continue sucking on and stabbing her tongue into Rhys' pussy. Jem's eyes gazed devotedly up at her newest lover. She suppressed her grin when Rhys' eyes closed, and the young woman grabbed her tiny nipples and squeezed them while pulling them away from her chest. Like the previous time, Rhys' need to hasten her orgasm made her grip Jemima's luscious black locks and raggedly hump her face before she squealed as her climax blasted through her.
Pleased with her milk chocolate-coloured lover, Rhys spun one hundred and eighty degrees before diving head first onto Jemima's pussy. Rhys was a little shorter than her gorgeous lover, but not by enough to matter, and she was able to continue offering her wet slit to the beautiful Indian woman.
To her surprise, given that she was the one who typically controlled things, Rhys orgasmed first. However, Jemima was only a few seconds behind her. They crested again when their lover's hot squeals blew over their clits. Neither woman was satisfied yet, and after controlling their breathing, both women dipped their heads back onto the other's slit.
Being daringly forceful for a change, Jemima gripped Rhys' head with her muscular thighs and held the younger woman's ass firmly. Then, she rolled so that she was on top. Jemima immediately dropped her lips back onto Rhys' nubbin and sucked hard whilst simultaneously battering it with her tongue.
Jemima could feel that Rhys' was close to her peak and felt powerful, having driven her lover there. But before they could leap from their peaks together, Cillian unceremoniously lifted Jemima off her lover. Before Jem could object, Cillian had cuffed her wrists and ankles together before attaching the chain that connected Jemima's wrist handcuffs to her ankle ones, and Jemima was hog-tied and on her side. Cillian lifted Jem as if she were weightless and lay her across the bed close to the headboard.
Summer laughed happily before taking Jemima's place on top of her Mistress. Her laugh turned into a gasp when Cillian's muscular legs surrounded hers, and he vigorously thrust his enormous cock into her dripping gash. Rhys, who was whole-heartedly a lesbian, nevertheless had some experience with a cock, and she didn't object when Cillian's stupendous dick slid across her lips and rammed into her slave's gash. She even willingly licked it when Cillian pulled out, knowing it was what Summer needed.
Cillian spied the paddle that Rhys had used on his wife and picked it up. Then, as he viciously punched his cock into the young woman beneath him, he whaled on her ass, lighting it up like a Christmas tree.
Surprisingly, it was the bound Jemima who came first. It had been too long since she last got to see her husband fuck a nubile young woman, and Jem's libido had redlined. Cillian looked over his shoulder, chuckling as he watched his wife writhe. Jemima's sole stimulation came from rubbing her leanly muscular thighs together, and with the pronounced gap between them, doing that provided hardly any friction at all. He turned back to his two current lovers.
Rhys, her jaw hurting from licking her slave's pussy and enduring having a cock on her lips, flipped around. Then, she slid her sweltering pussy under Summer's lips and offered it to her. Despite constantly moaning and demanding that Cillian fuck and hit her harder, Summer did her best to pleasure her Mistress.
Cillian drove Summer to three quick climaxes before the youngster started cresting again. Her moans changed from high-pitched yips to deeper and more guttural grunts. Cillian could tell her orgasm this time would be one that rattled the windows, so he switched to a leather cat 'o' nine-tails mini-flogger he kept in his nightstand for when Jemima's needs grew too high for basic sex.
Gripping the leather flogger, Cillian rammed his hips forward as he wrenched Summer back. Simultaneously with his abdomen powerfully smacking into the young woman's ass, Cillian lashed her buttocks with the flogger. He slammed and whipped Summer twice more before she shoved back at him hard and froze. He held his hips still but fell forward and grabbed Summer's generous globes. Then, he pinched and twisted her nipples mercilessly.
"Ohhhhhhhh mmyyyyyyyyyyyy ffffffffffuuuuuuuuuuuuccccccccccckkkkkkkiiiiiiiiinnnggggg Gaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwwddddddddd!" Summer screamed as her pussy ejaculated lady juices over Cillian's golf ball-sized testes. She collapsed onto her Mistress.
"If you think you're getting away with only that, you have another think coming, slut," Rhys sneered, unceremoniously pushing Summer off her and onto her back. Rhys stepped off the bed momentarily to reseat and buckle up the strap-on she'd borrowed from Jemima. She covered her 'cock' with lube and then said to Cillian, "Take her in her slut cunt and then roll over so I can fuck her ass."
Jemima moaned, but Summer still lay unmoving. However, Cillian wasn't shy in following Rhys' instruction, and he moved between the passed-out youngster's shapely thighs and inserted his massive member into Summer's frothing pussy. Slipping his hand under the young woman's rounded ass, Cillian held them together as he rolled onto his back.
Rhys waited expectantly, but her slave remained quiescent, so she picked up Cillian's discarded whip and lashed Summer's ass. "On your knees, you dumb slut," she snarled. Summer got onto her hands and knees groaningly, and when she was, Rhys knelt behind her, positioned her 'cock' at Summer's dark passage and then remorselessly drilled it into her.
Summer groaned as Rhys rudely opened her ass passage, but then she gamely shoved her bottom back to meet Rhys' next thrust. Very quickly, she was rabbiting her hips up and down Cillian's giant tool and slamming her ass back at her Mistress' 'cock'. Summer started moaning as she slammed back and forth between her two lovers, and it seemed that Jemima's arousal climbed with Summer's. The two submissive women orgasmed simultaneously.
Rhys looked over her shoulder and realised that Jem had shifted until she could peer between the coupling threesome's legs and watch the two 'cocks' inside of Summer. Rhys was amazed by how much watching her husband fuck turned the Indian woman on. An evil plan, fully hatched, sprung into her mind. "Ball gag?" She queried Cillian.
"In a drawer below where you found the whip," Cillian directed.
Rhys got off the bed and retrieved the ball gag, which she tied around Jemima's head, forcing Jem's jaws wide apart and preventing any movement other than with her lips. Then, she rolled Jemima onto her back, ignoring how uncomfortable Jem was in that position. Rhys manhandled the gorgeous milk chocolate-skinned woman to where she was lying lengthways along the bed with her knees against the headboard. She then told Summer to kneel with her pussy over Jemima's head and facing the bottom of the mattress. When Summer was in place, Rhys straddled Jemima's head and thrust her 'cock' back into Summer's pussy.
Cillian watched Rhys' preparations amusedly before swinging his long legs off the bed and walking to the bed's base. He grabbed a handful of Summer's hair and pulled her head back. Taking his thick, throbbing cock in his hand, Cillian slapped Summer's lips until she groaned and opened her mouth. Cillian didn't hesitate and rammed his entire cock into Summer's mouth and down her throat, making her choke and gag. "Take it, bitch!" He snarled.
Jemima whimpered beneath Rhys. Although she revelled in watching the staunch lesbian above her fucking her slave, Jemima's greatest turn-on was watching her husband fuck some pretty young thing, and that was currently being denied her. She lifted her head and tried to stimulate Summer's pussy, but the most she could do was graze her lips over where Summer's nub approximately was.
Cillian could see that his wife was moving but not what she was doing. He intuited what Jemima would typically do in that situation, though, and he knew what she needed. He moved away from Summer's mouth and encouraged the mated pair to move aside. When they were clear, he picked Jemima up and carried her back to the playroom. Then, after releasing her wrist and ankle cuffs, Cillian laid his wife on a narrow bench before securing her hands above her head and her feet to the bench's legs. Next, he removed a leather strap from one of the desk drawers and fastened Jemima's forehead to the bench she lay on, preventing her from moving.
Once he was satisfied that Jemima was immobile, Cillian retrieved a microphone stand and its attached magic wand vibrator from one of the room's corners. He adjusted the stand until the magic wand pressed firmly against Jemima's clitoris, and then he turned it on.
The bench was long enough that Cillian could position Summer to face Jem's head. Then, he bent her over until she had to support herself with her hands on the bench, her pussy bare centimetres from Jemima's wanting lips. Cillian chuckled as his wife struggled to reach the glistening pussy barely above her lips. He gestured that Rhys should re-take her slave's pussy.
Jemima moaned loudly and gutturally when she saw Rhys swing her leg over her body and squat so she could slide her 'cock' into her slave's pussy. Jem moaned louder when Rhys, after pouring some oil onto Summer's pucker hole, removed her cock from her submissive's pussy and forcefully rammed it into her ass. Jemima's moans became continual when she heard Summer's lips noisily sucking on her husband's dick.
Rhys could feel Jemima's wanton arousal because the older woman's body gave off heat like a furnace. Also, Jemima's entire body was undulating as she enjoyed the vibrating pressure on her exposed clit. To Rhys' amazement, Cillian continued to ignore his wife wholly and, instead, concentrated on his cock sliding in and out of Summer's mouth.
However, Cillian wasn't as unaware of Jemima as he appeared. Although his attention was mostly on achieving an orgasm in Summer's sucking orifice, he knew that Jemima was nearing the limit her mind could take without being granted some relief and release for her arousal. He was close to cumming, so he gripped Summer's ears firmly and held her head still as he throat-fucked her. Cillian's release was on him, but instead of cumming down Summer's throat, he pulled out and swiftly circled the bench to stand over his wife's dripping, overheated pussy. He pulled the stand away, and after two quick tugs when he got there, Cillian groaned luxuriantly as his enormous knob exploded and squirted semen over Jemima's exposed pussy and lower stomach.
The rapturous feeling of having her beloved husband's seed spraying onto her clitoris and entrance exploded Jemima from her orgasm's launchpad and sent her spinning into a series of almost cataclysmic climaxes. Rhys and Summer turned to watch, amazed that the gorgeous woman would find watching her husband fuck others so sexually exciting.
Cillian smiled lovingly down at his wife. She was his life--his very reason to maintain faith in himself. If Jem decided that his playtime with others was over, then Cillian wouldn't object or mind in the least. He knew that Jemima knew that he and his mates fucked as many sluts and ladyboys as they could when they took their annual trip to Bali. The only restriction that Cillian had was to practice safe sex. Something he would have done even if he was single.
Cillian was immensely grateful when Jem brought home a young thing for him to fuck, but he wouldn't have even regretted not fucking them if Jemima had only wanted them for herself. He knew that Jem had broken it off with Leslie, Angela, and Tina because they wouldn't fuck him, too. He vividly remembered when his wife had brought home a woman who professed to be bisexual but then wouldn't let Cillian anywhere near her. Jemima had thrown her out on her bony ass without any help from him.
Jemima was a cum-covered disgrace. Her entire pussy area, pudenda and stomach was covered with Cillian's ejaculate. If her hands were free, she'd be gathering his spend with her fingers and greedily feeding it into her mouth. But she was still bound and helpless. Even having had a momentous orgasm, Jemima's needs still raged. Her pussy ached to be filled, and her clitoris throbbed in time with her nipples.
"Slut Summer," Cillian growled. "Get over here and clean my slave up."
Summer mewled with need as she scurried over and knelt between Jemima's lasciviously spread knees. She started with the few drops that Cillian had sprayed over Jemima's breasts, pausing to suckle and nibble on Jemima's delightfully hard nipples lovingly. She kissed down the older woman's taut stomach, hoovering Cillian's semen into her mouth as she went. The majority of Cillian's spend was over Jemima's pudenda and pussy, and Summer delighted in probing her tongue along Jem's slit and over her clitoris, searching for every millilitre of Cillian's ejaculate.
Jemima's arousal soared again as the young woman's lips and tongue sucked and licked her entrance and clit. As best as she could, being tied so severely, Jemima writhed, trying to force greater contact between her sweltering pussy and Summer's lips and tongue. However, the young woman, who was no stranger to Sapphic sex, rode up when Jemima lifted her hips and maintained the same light, teasing touch.
"Please," Jemima mewled. "Please. I need it."
"Please, what?" Rhys taunted. "What does a slut like you need?"
"To cum," Jemima pleaded. "I need to cum so badly."
Rhys looked at Cillian, who grinned back. Then, he adjusted Jemima's position on the bench so that half of her shapely ass hung off the edge. He told Summer to turn around and lower her pussy onto Jem's face, and then he straddled the bench and drove his meaty cock into the youngster's fluttering pussy. "Take Jem's pussy," he offered Rhys. "Make her cum until her head explodes."



Jemima, hearing her husband's words, growled loudly into Jemima's pussy as she stabbed her tongue into the young woman's vulva. Her growl turned into an appreciative moan when Rhys slid her 'cock' into Jemima's gaping pussy. Her growl returned when above her eyes, Cillian's enormous wang hove into view and speared into Summer's frothing vulva.
Jemima lashed Summer's clit and her husband's shaft with her tongue. She couldn't reach Cillian's ball sack because she was tied too tightly, but she did her best to help her new lover and her husband to climax. She did it eagerly because this was her opportunity to do what she loved best--eat her husband's cum from a gorgeous young thing's sloppy pussy.
Knowing what his wife wanted, Cillian didn't hold back and punched his hefty cock into the willing young woman's pussy as viciously as he could. He held Summer's toned buttocks so tightly that ten fingerprint-sized bruises appeared on her ass the following day. His orgasm hit, and Cillian's body locked into a rictus as his enormous cock pulsed and squirted its baby-making seed into Willow. His hips jerked after his first cum explosion before locking back in against Summer's ass. He grunted several more times as he filled Summer's spasming pussy.
Watching her husband's golf ball-sized testes snap against his shaft and twitch as they dumped their load into Cillian's shaft was enough on its own to spit Jemima into a gigantic, bone-rattling orgasm. When that delectable sight was combined with a staunchly-built lesbian woman forcefully fucking her cunt, it seemed that Jem's climax would never end. She shook, shuddered, and squealed for several minutes before her voice warbled comically, and she passed out.
Cillian gathered himself and eased out of Summer's over-full pussy. He released Jemima from her binds and carried her to their bed. He lay her on the bed tiredly and climbed in beside her. Rhys and Summer had followed him. He smiled and said, "It'd be great if you join us in bed, but there's a queen-sized bed in the room left of this one if you'd prefer."
Rhys and Sunner didn't hesitate. Rhys got in beside Jemima and lay against her side, and Summer got in behind Cillian. Her small hand circled his hip and grabbed his lengthy cock. All three quickly joined Jemima in Morpheus' arms.

The End.
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Making Dad My Bitch.

Sixteen:
Yup, what a birthday. Why? What did I get, you ask? Well, what I got was another screaming argument between my parents, Jack and Mandy Morshuis. I didn't dare come out of my bedroom, and when I finally did, I found Dad sitting in the lounge, drinking Johnny Walker straight from the bottle.
"She's gone, Pumpkin," Dad said defeatedly to my unasked question.
"Gone?" I asked. "Gone where? When will she be back?"
"She won't be," Dad replied. "She's cleared out her wardrobe and taken all her makeup, toiletries, and jewellery. She says she has a boyfriend in Sydney with whom she's going to live."
Yeah, as I said. What a birthday.
Seventeen:
I guess this birthday was better than the last because my parents didn't have another screaming fight. However, Dad had fallen pretty severely into the bottle. He'd stopped going to work, and had, of course, been fired.
In some ways, the previous year had been interesting. Mum tried to clean Dad out through her lawyer, but Granddad Morshuis had foiled that. Everything I thought my father owned was owned by The Morshuis Family Trust, of which Dad and his two brothers were beneficiaries. As Dad's proxy at the court hearings and the trust meetings, I discovered that The Trust was worth more than one hundred million dollars. Dad's share was one-third of that, so close to thirty-five million bucks.
I was able to arrange a fortnightly payment from The Trust to ensure the rates and utility bills were paid. Dad's Mercedes and my VW Golf R were owned outright by The Trust, and all bills, including gas and insurance, were paid automatically when they came due. I also had a debit card to buy and pay for pretty much whatever I liked. However, I'd never realised that we were rich, and I was used to living frugally. My Golf R was my one indulgence. Most of my clothes were bought from department stores. I shopped at Aldi for everything I could and only went to Coles or Woolies for the few things Aldi didn't carry.
Our biggest expense was Dad's alcohol. The big, mean black dog of depression had captured my father and wasn't letting him go. I tried to drag him out of his funk, but he preferred to wallow in it.
Eighteen:
Something had to change. For the third time in a row, no one acknowledged or even remembered my birthday. With my mother's betrayal, I'd stopped trusting people. I had few friends and no boyfriend. The only thing that brought me any joy was that I'd maintained a perfect A+ grade average over the three school years since Mum abandoned us.
Dad's health had declined because he drank so much and ate so little. His once jet-black hair had faded to a messy salt-and-pepper grey. Dad's fit, leanly muscular build had become flabby and untoned, and he carried quite a paunch. He only showered when I yelled at him and demanded he do it because he stank. Plus, he only changed his clothes when I insisted, usually for the same reason I demanded that he shower. Dad was drinking himself to death, and I had no idea how to drag him out of his downward spiral.
In desperation, I turned to my Aunt Janet, Mother's sister. Mum and Janet were their parents' only children, and they are polar opposites.
I hate admitting it, but my looks match my mother's. I'm a little over average height for a woman at 170 cm (5 ft 7 in). I've been told I'm beautiful, and those who know say I look like my mother at the same age. My skin looks lightly tanned whether I've been in the sun or not. My hair is naturally golden-blonde (Yes, the carpet matches the drapes), but my eyebrows are black. I have green eyes, a thin nose and wide, pouty lips. I don't recall having a single pimple. Most commonly, I'm described as looking like an ingenue--innocent and sweet.
My body also matches my mother's. My shoulders are wide; my breasts are full and firm, and my chest narrows to a delightfully tiny waist before flaring to a tightly toned, rounded ass. My legs are long and shapely, with delicate ankles and feet. My body stats are 32C-22-32, so ladies--jealous much? Men--don't you wish your girlfriend was hot like me? (Pardon my trite misuse of The Pussycat Doll's song).
My Aunt Janet is a short, black-haired, rotund woman who shares a mutual distaste for my mother. The sisters rarely saw eye-to-eye on anything. However, nobody knew my mother better than her, and I needed to understand why Mum's leaving had destroyed my father so badly. It wasn't like they'd ever had an idyllic marriage. Most of my childhood memories were of my parents screaming at each other over some real or imagined slight.
I called her mobile number. "Carina?" Janet asked, surprise evident in her voice. I tried to talk, but my voice broke, and I sobbed in her ear instead. "Get in your car and come straight over," she demanded.
I obeyed, and thirty minutes later, I pulled into my aunt's modest suburban home's driveway. Janet, who hated being called 'Aunt', greeted me at my car's door. Her stout arms wrapped around my back, and I was squeezed against her enormous bosom.
"It's so good to see you, Carina," Janet stated as she squeezed the breath out of me.
I'd been alone and strong for so long that those simple, heartfelt words tore me apart. My head dropped onto her shoulder, and I bawled my eyes out. "Dad's drinking himself to death," I blubbered against my aunt's neck.
My aunt accepted my hug and tears before disengaging my arms and guiding me inside. She sat me in front of her kitchen table and placed a mug of tea before me. It was a camomile blend designed to soothe and relax, not that it helped with either of those things. I'd held myself together for two years, trying to be strong for my father and to get everything that needed to be done done. But his constant downward spiral made me fear I would lose him, too. Being abandoned by my mother was one thing. Being parentless at eighteen another.
I needed Dad to snap out of it. But what could I do? He wouldn't go to even the doctor's appointments I made for him. I even risked my neck and went to my doctor and pretended to be depressed so that he would prescribe me anti-depressants. Dad refused to take them. I tried to hide them in his food, but he ate so little that the taste was immediately apparent, and he tipped out the meagre amount he'd gotten for himself. I even tried to hide them in his scotch. All that did was waste an entire 1.125-litre bottle of Johnny Walker.
Janet listened as I cried and explained what was happening. She waited until I ran out of steam before making another pot of tea and refilling my mug. She briefly hugged me as she sat the mug on the table. I could tell she wanted to suggest some things that might help, but she wasn't sure if she should. Eventually, I said, "Janet, if you know of a way to get through to my dad and help him, out with it. I don't care how ridiculous or weird your suggestions are."
Janet sighed before approaching things obliquely. "Do you know what the biggest problem with your parents' marriage was?" I shook my head. "Nobody to lead," she continued.
"Huh?"
Janet sighed again. "Your mother is innately submissive. She needs a strong, masculine man who owns and controls her to be happy. Your dad is a SNAG. You know? A Sensitive New-Age Guy. Your mother needs a Caring Understanding Nineties Type."
I stumbled with the acronym for a while because the two seemed to be the same. But when I realised what the first letters of each word spelt, I gasped, and my face turned red.
"You're mum needs to be dominated and owned. To be with someone who won't put up with her bullshit and will put her over his knee and spank her when she carries on like a pork chop, as she often does. Your dad's too weak to do that." Janet watched me for a bit before adding. "Do you know what blew your parents' relationship up?" I shook my head. When Mum and Dad fought, I hid in my room, put my earbuds in, and turned the volume up until I couldn't hear them argue. "Your dad wanted her to fuck other men so he could watch and masturbate. Mandy told him if she was going to do that, she might as well live with that man full-time. So, when Jack insisted, she did."
"Dad is submissive, too?" I ventured.
Janet sighed again. She wasn't comfortable telling me these things, but she was determined to because she knew only I could save my father. Well, Mum probably could, too, but it didn't seem likely that she was coming back. "Hasn't your father struck you as being weak and quite effeminate?" She asked.
I hadn't really considered it. Dad was just Dad, that's all. He always spoke quietly and kindly, except when he was arguing with Mum. Before depression and alcohol grabbed him, Dad was always immaculately dressed and clean-shaven, and he smelled good. I thought about things and knew he always deferred to Mum when it came to finances and where I was schooled. Of course, that all changed when she left.
Now that I thought about it, I realised that Aunt Janet was right--my dad had a submissive personality, and I would have to take the dominant role in our relationship to save him from himself. I needed confirmation even though I already knew what I had to do. "How do I bring him back from the dark hole he's spiralling down?"
"You'll have to become his Top," Janet stated carefully, uncertain if I'd know what she meant.
"Be his Mistress?" I queried, although I also knew that answer, too. Janet nodded. "Sexually?"
Janet sighed, knowing I was talking about the sin of incest. "Ideally, yes," she admitted. "I assume that your dad masturbates two or three times a day?"
"More," I explained. "Eight or nine times a day and probably in his bed at night, too. It's disgusting because he just drops the tissues to the side of the sofa chair he sits on. Often, when I come home from school, the whole house stinks of stale cum, and I have to clean up."
"There's to be no more of that," Janet stated sharply. "You must take control of him and make him your bitch. Do not ask him; tell him, and do not take 'no' for an answer." Janet hesitated before saying, "Give me a sec." Janet disappeared from the room shortly before re-emerging, holding something I'd never seen before. I took it when she offered it, but seeing my confusion, she took it back from me. "This is a chastity device, more commonly known as a cock cage," she explained. She undid the small padlock and opened the cage so I could see how it went on.
My experience with cocks wasn't very extensive. However, I wasn't a virgin, and I could figure out how it enclosed the penis and balls and held them apart, making it virtually impossible for the wearer to cum. I gulped, thinking about having to put it on Dad. However, I thought Janet's idea at least gave me a chance to control and then reverse my father's slow descent into the hell he'd find at the bottom of a bottle.
I looked at my aunt and saw she was biting her tongue, and I knew there was more. I asked, "There's more you need to tell me. What is it?"
"Lawd, spare me from these tasks," Janet muttered before steeling herself. "Your dad isn't only submissive; he's quite effeminate, too. The reason you're an only child and one of the biggest reasons your mum left was because your dad was impotent with her. The only time he could get it up was when your mother played with another man simultaneously with him."
'Well, I guess that explains the many weekends away they took,' I thought. From age twelve, when my parents could legally leave me home alone, they regularly took off on Saturday afternoon, not returning until late on Sunday. They clearly didn't want to expose me to their perversions, so they left me at home and experienced them elsewhere. I probably should have been shocked, but I suspected they were swingers for quite some time. "Is Dad my dad?" I asked fearfully.
"Yes," Aunt Janet stated. "Your mum had a strand of your hair analysed, hoping that you weren't because it would have put your position as his representative at the various court cases and trust meetings in doubt. It would also have given her a better chance at forcing some money from your grandfather's trust. The proof you weren't a Morshuis could damage The Trust. Mandy hoped she could extort some money with that knowledge."
I sighed. "So, you're telling me that my father is not only submissive, but he's gay as well?"
"I'd say he was bisexual with a preference for men. But, essentially, yes." Janet bit her tongue again before saying, "Jack might be happier if he became..." her voice faltered before she added, "even more effeminate."
It took me a few minutes to process what my aunt meant. "Dear Lawd! You're saying that he's transgender?" 'Jaysus!' I thought. 'I mean, this is 2024, and my school, as most did, rammed inclusiveness down my throat, and I was okay with that. But having the occasional guy or girl in your school decide they were of the opposite sex to what their genitals indicate is one thing. Discovering your father is transgender is something else entirely!'
"I don't know," Aunt Janet admitted. "However, it gives you somewhere to start from." She looked as if she'd caught a glimpse into Dante's Inferno for a second before adding, "When Jack's ready to experiment, call me, and I'll introduce you to someone who might be willing to help him."
Stunned and numb from my aunt's many revelations about my parents, I stood and unawarely walked to my car. I didn't become aware of my surroundings until I got out of my car at home. I walked inside, and my nose wrinkled. Dad smelt so badly of alcohol, urine, stale sweat and cum that I almost vomited.
I stepped across the room, narrowly avoiding the crumpled tissues and dropped bottles, and stood before him. Dad took another gulp from his whiskey bottle and blearily tried to look around me at the TV. I couldn't see what he was watching, but it was porno. That much was unmistakable. So, remembering what my aunt said, I took the bottle from his hands and put it on the table. Then I growled, "You will take your stinking carcass to the bathroom and shower. Once you've washed your body and hair, you will shave. After that, you will return to the lounge and await further instructions."
Dad continued to look at me blearily, and I was at a loss and unsure how to make him do what I wanted without shrieking at him like Mum used to do. Then, I remembered a maths teacher I'd had the previous year. Mr Dougal was an older Indian man who had a severe, intimidating mien. His glare alone was enough to quell even the most rebellious student. I affected that look, complete with a glare and my hands on my hips. "March your useless ass to the bathroom, Jack," I growled. "Do not return until you have completed your tasks."
Dad blinked several times before my demands got through the mush whiskey had turned his mind into. He got to his feet shakily and weaved his way to the bathroom. I heard the shower turn on and sighed with relief. I cleaned the lounge as I waited for my father to return. I also opened the doors and windows and sprayed air freshener to get rid of the smell. I suspected that his sofa chair would need to be thrown out because it stunk so badly and was covered in lawd knows what. Cum, spilled food and whiskey, at least.
Dad returned about thirty minutes later, wearing only a towel. His hair was wet, he smelled clean for the first time since I don't know when, and he was clean-shaven for the first time since before then. I looked at him sadly because the remnants of the handsome man he was before his descent into the bottle remained. I hardened my heart and pointed at his favourite chair. "That stinks and is disgusting," I told him. "Take it outside and leave it on the footpath for the rubbish men."
"It's my chair," Dad protested.
"It stinks, and it's unfit for human use," I told him firmly. "It's so disgusting that I wouldn't even let my dog sit on it."
"You don't have a dog," Dad pointed out.
"Jack, I'm not arguing with you about this. You will take the chair outside, and you will do it now."
"Don't call me Jack, Carina. I'm your father. Call me Dad like you always have," Dad protested.
I promised myself I wouldn't shriek at him like Mum did, but lawd, it was difficult not to. I gritted my teeth, and in as a deep a voice as I could manage, I growled, "I will call you 'Dad' when you start acting like a father again. For over two years now, you've acted like a spoilt brat who has lost her favourite toy. Now, you will drag that sofa chair outside and put it on the kerb, and you will do it right this minute!"
"But I'm only wearing a towel," he argued.
"That does it!" I snarled, grabbing Dad by the hair and dragging him over the couch's armrest. I ripped the towel aside and spanked his once firm ass. "You will not argue with me again, Jack. Or I swear to Gawd, I will take a belt to your ass." I continued walloping his ass as I snarled at him. Releasing him, I stood back and waited to see how he'd respond, and, good lawd, he responded by humping the armrest! I felt a strange mixture of disgust that he would do that in front of me and of power that I could make him react that way.
Dad got control of himself and stood. His meagre 4-5-inch cock stood out from the tangled mess of his black and grey pubic hair, and his hand reached for it.
"You will not touch your cock in your daughter's presence, you disgusting pervert," I growled.
Dad blinked owlishly, but I could see that he was slowly fighting his way through his alcohol daze. He seemed more aware of me and his surroundings than he had for weeks. Dad said, "Let me go and put some pants on, and I'll take the chair outside."
I almost agreed, but then I wondered if he'd lose himself in his brain's mush again. "No," I demanded as I pointed at the front door. "You had the chance to maintain your modesty when I first asked you to take your disgusting chair outside, and you chose to disobey me. Now, you will take it outside as you are."
"But Carina, I'm naked," Dad protested. However, I noticed that his erection hadn't flagged at all.
"Naked with an erection in front of your daughter. Yes, I noticed that even though your dick is barely long enough to peer past your pubes. I didn't ask you, Jack. Now get to it."
The fear of being seen naked outside didn't quell my father's erection either. Either that or being dominated by his eighteen-year-old daughter kept him stiff despite being naked. He huffed and puffed, and I had to help him get it through the door, but Dad eventually moved the sofa chair out onto the curb outside our home. I watched through the front window as he scurried inside. I was tempted to lock the front door. You know? Just for giggles. But his embarrassed blush coloured Dad's pasty-white flesh from his face to his belly, and I knew he was mortified by being seen naked.
Dad came inside and stood shame-faced before me. I examined him, wondering how to initiate the changes I knew we'd have to make in our relationship and who he was to drag him from the pit of despair he wallowed in. My aunt's words that he was effeminate as well as submissive played through my mind, and even though Dad's current ill health hid what used to be a slender figure, I could see what she meant. Dad's bone structure was light, his face was more pretty than handsome, and he had fine features, with a thin nose, wide eyes, and full, plump and pouty lips. I briefly imagined them painted bimbo pink and realised he'd probably make quite a pretty girl.
However, he was thickly covered with hair. I remembered that even when he shaved in the morning, he had a heavy five o'clock shadow when he returned home. Still, there were bones that I could work with. Dad hadn't been to a barber since Mum left, so his hair was long even though it was shaggy and unkempt. I considered where to start and knew I needed to get his drinking under control before anything else.



Remembering he had a lockable tool chest in our attached garage, I sent him to empty it out and bring me the padlock and key. Dad opened his mouth to protest, but I crossed my arms under my breasts, glared and pointed. Two things happened. 1) Dad's eyes lowered submissively, and 2) His erection roared back to life. So, it was confirmed--being made to submit and obey turned him on. I could use those things to control and guide him and begin dragging him back into a life worth living.
It only took a few minutes for him to return. His erection had faded, and I saw precum leaking from his cock's eye, which meant he'd tossed off in the garage. Seething, I snarled, "You are not to masturbate when I assign you tasks! Jack, I do not trust you to obey that order, so you will return to the shower and shave your entire pubic area. Now, get!"
While Dad was in the shower, I gathered every bottle of alcohol I could find and, except for one Johnny Walker bottle, put them in his tool cabinet before padlocking it shut and putting the key in my purse. I knew that Dad was too deep in the bottle to simply 'cold turkey' him off his drug. However, I needed to find a level he could cope at and then start lowering it until his head surfaced above the whiskey. It would take time, and I wasn't sure how to handle it when I was at school, but I had to wean him off alcohol before it killed him.
I hid the bottle that I kept out in my panty drawer. Opening that and seeing my panties offered the next step forward in controlling my father's self-destructive behaviour. I took out a pair of pink bikini-cut briefs I wore when my monthly visitor was here. I took them and the cock cage my aunty had given me back to the lounge.
Dad returned about five minutes after I'd sat on the sofa. His cock was soft, but as soon as he saw me, it began inflating again. Which, as you can imagine, was pretty off-putting. I mean, normal fathers don't get erections over their daughters, do they? I internally sighed because I remembered that Janet said I might have to cross that barrier, too.
I summoned Dad closer, and when he reached me, I used the heel of my palm to hammer his balls. I'd seen a girl at school take down a bully using that method, and I imagined being whacked there wasn't conducive to having erections. I was right because my father's erection immediately wilted. I took the opportunity to place the cock cage around his balls and shaft and lock it in place. I put that key with the other in my coin purse.
Dad looked down at his caged cock and balls horrifiedly. "What have you done, Carina?" He imploringly asked.
Steeling myself, I said firmly, "You will not look after yourself, Jack, so I will do it for you. You belong to me now, Jack. Your cock, your balls, your orgasms, your entire body and mind belong to me. The porn you watch is degrading your mind and spirit. You're not eating enough and drinking way too much. That stops now." I tossed him my panties. "You're acting like a little bitch. Therefore, I will treat you like one. Put those on because they're all you're allowed to wear now."
Tears leaked from Dad's eyes, but I held my resolve. I could not, would not let him drink himself to death in his despair. If he wouldn't remake himself without my mother, then I would remodel him myself. Aunt Janet was convinced he was a submissive tranny. Well, if that's what it took to keep him alive, then that is what I'd make him. "If you want a taste of your whiskey this afternoon, you won't fight me on this, Jack," I growled.
Dad reluctantly pulled my panties up his hairy legs. Although his pelvic area was clean-shaven, the rest of him was still as hirsute as ever, and my tiny pink panties looked ridiculous amongst all that hair. However, even though I would make him shave the hair from his body, it was too soon to insist that he do so now. Today had already contained as many shocks as I thought he could handle.
Dad stood awkwardly in front of me. His hands instinctively hid his bulge even though the cock cage prevented him from going hard. The next few hours were crucial to my plans. Despite his discomfit, Dad was already licking his lips and longing for his next drink. I wouldn't be able to dry him out all at once on my own, and I didn't have anyone to help me, so I had to wean him off his addiction slowly. I needed to keep him distracted for increasing periods of time between the small sips I allowed him. I needed to be back at school in a week, and I had no idea how I'd handle him for the six-plus hours I'd be there.
But for now, there were things that had been neglected over the last two years that only my dad had the skill to fix. The mower wouldn't start, and although I'd arranged a mowing service to come in once a week to do the lawns, I wanted Dad to re-take that task. Plus, I don't know when he'd last changed his sheets. I suspected his mattress and pillows were as gross as the sofa chair outside was. I sent him to address that first.
"Tell me, Jack, when did you last change your sheets or wash your duvet cover? I bet it hasn't been done since before Mum left your sorry ass." Dad's wince confirmed that I was right. I didn't want to know, but I sent him to drag his mattress and bed coverings out to join the sofa chair.
I could smell the reek from the mattress when Dad dragged it through the lounge. He hesitated at the front door, seemingly even more embarrassed about going outside in pink panties than he was naked. However, I mimicked my maths teacher and stared at him sternly as I imperiously pointed towards the curb. He reluctantly opened the door and dragged the mattress out to join the chair. The sheets, covers, and duvet joined them soon after.
"I hope you're satisfied, Carina," Dad grumped when he came back inside. "Now I don't have anywhere to sit or sleep. What's next? Do you take away my plates and cutlery and make me eat with my hands like an animal?"
"Don't tempt me, Daddy," I growled fiercely. "You may wish to wallow in your self-pity until you drown in a sea of whiskey, but I need my father. Therefore, if you won't save yourself, I will drag you kicking and screaming through this. You're my bitch now, Daddy. You belong to me. You will beg for everything you want. Crawl on your knees to get it if I demand that you do. Do you hear me, Daddy? You are my bitch! Mum was too weak to control you? Well, I am not! Now, kneel and kiss my feet!"
Dad's eyes flashed fire momentarily, and I thought I'd finally gotten through to him. Unfortunately, though, he groaned, and his knees buckled, collapsing him to the ground. I discovered later that trying to become erect when wearing a cock cage was a significantly bad idea! He crawled across and kissed my toes.
"I need a drink, Carina," he pleaded.
"No, you don't," I sneered. "You want a drink because you're beginning to feel again. But, Daddy dearest, I want you to feel. I want you to understand that Mum's gone, and she is never, ever coming back. However, your daughter remains here, and she needs you, Daddy. I need you, Daddy. You can make it through this, and you will make it through it even if I have to prod you every step of the way. Look at the clock, Daddy. In one hour from now, I will get you a shot glass of whiskey, but only if you're my good little bitch for that time."
Dad sighed defeatedly before resignedly saying, "What do you want me to do between now and then?"
"You're good with your hands," I sneered as I looked at his caged cock. It twitched under my gaze, and Dad groaned. "I know we have a service coming in, but I want you to fix the mower and start doing them yourself again."
Dad fidgeted but couldn't deny it was something he could do. Dad was an accountant by trade, but he used to spend most weekends fiddling with his small-engine projects. The most significant being a racing go-kart he'd made. He looked at the clock as if burning what time he could have a drink into his brain. Then, he shrugged resignedly and turned towards the garage. He turned back. "May I wear my overalls?" He asked.
That seemed like a reasonable request, but I wanted him to obey me instantly rather than equivocating as he'd been. I considered what I needed most urgently. I hoped I wouldn't have to break him as Janet intimated I'd probably have to, but I would if I needed to. I decided to compromise. "Only while you're in the garage. If you come out for any reason, you're to take them off and remain in your new panties. They suit you, don't you think, Jack? Don't they look pretty on your scrawny body?"
Dad blushed and hurried into the attached garage. I heard him tinkering and muttering shortly after. Satisfied he was doing what I wanted, I went to my bedroom and lay on the bed. Dominating my father had me hotter than a recently stoked furnace, and I needed some relief.
My fingers and imagination quickly brought me to a minor climax that left my needs unsatisfied. I tried again and enjoyed another minor orgasm before giving up and imagining my father kneeling before me as I sat on the couch with one leg casually tossed over the armrest and my other foot on the cushion. My fingers had parted my pussy lips and exposed my clitoris to his avid gaze. My orgasm hit when my imagination created my father's lips descending onto my engorged pussy lips.
After that climax, I took a shower and changed into fresh panties. Then, I got on my phone and ordered a new lounge furniture and a new bed and base for Dad. Having money meant I could expedite the delivery, assembly, and installation, and they'd be over with our new furniture and bedding tomorrow afternoon.
After putting on an opaque white singlet micro-dress that barely covered my shapely ass and left my nipples showing, I poured a shot glass full of whiskey and returned to the lounge. I looked at what remained of the four-seater, three-seater, and two sofa chairs set a little sadly. It was the only lounge set we'd ever had. But I couldn't find another sofa chair to match our existing set, so I bought a whole new one. I know. It's fun to be rich, right?
I'd just sat down when the mower roared to life. Dad's triumphant yell followed, and I smiled because it seemed he'd made a small step towards redemption. My happiness was diluted only seconds later when he walked in urgently. He looked like shit and was clearly suffering from the early effects of alcohol withdrawal. Dad's face was grey, and his hands shook.
He crossed to me quickly and knelt before kissing my toes. Then he pleaded, "Please, Carina. It's been an hour. May I have a drink now? I need it badly." I reluctantly handed him the shot glass, and he gulped it straight down. "More!" He demanded.
I shook my head. "In one hour. Go to your room and sort through your clothes. Bring me any that still fit and are suitable for wearing in public, and bag the rest.
Dad started crying, begging for more whiskey. I held firm before saying, "Of course, Jack, if you continue to disobey your daughter-Mistress, I could make it two hours before I allow you another alcoholic drink."
Dad raised back onto his haunches. For the first time, he actually saw me instead of only seeing some vague person who held his whiskey. His eyes widened when he saw my thick nipples pushing against my dress and my barely covered pussy. He winced, and I didn't know why. I eventually learned that when he winced, it was because his cock had tried to stiffen inside its cage. He lowered his eyes before saying, "Yes, Mistress." Then he got up and walked to his bedroom.
'Oh, lawd!' I wondered. 'Why did having my father call me 'Mistress' turn me on so much?'
I contemplated rubbing one out on the couch but decided against it. In a small way, I was grateful that my libido had returned. I hadn't even masturbated very much since Mum left, let alone felt like having a lover. The stress from my mother's abandonment of us and my father's subsequent collapse had quelled any typical teenage yearnings that I'd had. So, it was nice, if frustrating, to feel horny again. Instead, I returned to my room and refilled Dad's shot glass.
Dad returned when the hour had passed. He'd found something he could wear, even if it was too tight, and had put it on. I glowered at him until he meekly removed his clothing and added them to the still-decent pile. There was a copper lockbox beside the imitation fireplace that actually burned gas. It was a gift from my grandmother, who had used it to hold firewood. As the name implies, it's lockable, so I locked Dad's remaining usable clothes in it. That key joined the others in my purse.
Dad knelt and kissed my toes again. "Please, Mistress. May I have a drink?"
I gave the glass to him, and he quickly swallowed the alcohol. It was scary because the pallor immediately fell from his skin, and his hands stopped shaking. However, that small amount wouldn't keep the cravings away for long. It wasn't midday yet, and I needed to find something to distract my father for another hour until it was time for lunch. I also needed him to drink more than just whiskey, like he had been doing for the previous two years. Dad would need lots and lots of water to flush the alcohol from his blood and kidneys.
"You will go to the fridge and drink two glasses of cold water. Then, you will take the lawnmower and mow the lawns. You may return after an hour even if you haven't finished mowing."
I followed Dad into the kitchen to ensure he drank the water before sending him out to mow the lawns. He looked at me beseechingly at the garage door, not wanting to mow the lawns in a pair of his daughter's panties. I did consider how long I'd let him stay out in the sun, but it was early June in South East Queensland, and the UV index was at its lowest, so an hour should be safe. Besides, Dad needed the sun's rays to replenish his Vitamin D, so I steeled my heart and gestured for him to hurry up.
I wanted to keep an eye on him so that if he passed out, I could rescue him immediately, but watching someone push a mower back and forth is about as boring as it gets. I moved the other sofa chair in front of the TV and opened Dad's laptop, which was also connected to the telly.
I opened the last few closed tabs and saw evidence that my aunt was right. Dad was not only extremely submissive but probably a closeted homosexual because every tab was either of a Trans-Mistress brutally assaulting and fucking a bound man or of a captured man who was forced to watch his wife being gang-raped. The second film type's end was almost always the man being forced to eat her rapists' cum from her pussy and ass.
Although those two genres did nothing for me, my sweet, rarely-used pussy throbbed when I imagined someone being forced to eat another's sperm from my freshly-fucked pussy. I climaxed when the 'eater' looked submissively up at me, and I saw that he wore my father's face. I knew I should be disgusted with myself, but Janet had warned that I might need to go down that route to save my father, so I chose to believe that I was merely preparing myself for that eventuality.
Noticing that an hour had almost passed, I made myself decent and fetched another shot glass of whiskey from my panty drawer. Dad walked shakily through the door a few moments later. He looked flushed and tired, but his eyes were clearer than they'd been for ages. Although he took the glass hurriedly, he only took a sip before going to the kitchen and got himself a large glass of water. He sculled that down before drinking the rest of his whiskey. Dad looked at me longingly and then sighed, knowing I wouldn't allow him another. He sighed again before forcing a smile and saying, "What horrid task do you have for me this hour to earn my drink?"
"You will shower before returning to your bedroom and dressing in the clothes I have laid out for you," I said coldly. "Your behaviour is unbecoming given that all I'm trying to do is to stop you from drowning in a Johnny Walker bottle."
He lowered his eyes and muttered, "Sorry, Mistress." Before weaving down the hall to the bathroom.
While Dad was in the shower, I laid out another pair of my bikini briefs, a singlet top and a midi jean skirt. Then I returned to the lounge to see how he'd react. I was forcing a lot on him all at once, but I knew he needed a strict intervention immediately. Otherwise, it would be too late. It might already be, though.
As I'd expected, Dad carried the clothes I'd laid out into the lounge. His protests died when I told him that he could either put them on or I'd make him finish mowing and edging wearing only his cock cage. Muttering imprecations under his breath, Dad pulled my panties, top and skirt on. My top was a little narrow across the shoulders for him, and the skirt was a little too big. However, they fit well enough for what I wanted, so I remained silent.
I told him to get another glass of water and made us a light lunch. All I made was some sliced, skin-on roast chicken breasts and a Caesar salad with dressing and diced cheese. I insisted that he eat a small portion. It wasn't anywhere enough, but it was more than he had been eating, so I let it ride.
Dad drank another two glasses of water as we ate, which made me happy. However, a slight sunburn had risen across his face and shoulders by the meal's end. I sent him to get some Aloe Vera gel from the fridge and helped coat his face and body with it. Sunburn wasn't ideal, but I thought the extra colour made Dad look healthier than he had in months. The additional water had washed most of the yellow from his eyes, and I'm sure his kidneys appreciated that he'd drunk quite a lot of it today.
"I need to pee," Dad informed me.
"So, go pee," I stated, confused by his statement.
"Don't I need your permission, Mistress?"
I mean, WTF? Right? I needed Dad to make better decisions, but I had no desire to control every aspect of his life. "If you need to pee or do anything else similar, you do not need my permission. Your orgasms are mine to control. So is your drinking. You will be my little bitch, or I will punish you. But you know when you need to pee or take a dump, and you don't need my permission to do so."
"I'd prefer a TPE," Dad stated.
'WTF was a TPE?' I wondered. "I don't know what that is, but it does not sound fun. So, no. You're my bitch, and will do what I say when I say it. There's no need to go beyond that."
"Total Power Exchange," Dad explained. "I submit all my power to you, and you make every decision for me--when I get up. When I use the toilet. When and what I eat and drink. What I wear, what I do, etc."
"Okay, so that's a firm 'no' from me," I told him. "Not going to happen because it's way too much work for me. I need my father back. Not some mindless automaton who only does and says what I tell him to. Nup. Not happening!"
Sighing disappointedly, Dad walked around the table and stood before me. "What?" I asked.
"I need you to take the cage off so I can pee," Dad replied.
However, he must have thought that I was a moron and couldn't see that the cage had a hole to piss through without needing to be taken off. "Nice try, buster." I caustically growled. "Piss through the hole like everyone else who wears one has to. Then clean it at the sink and dry yourself off. You were hoping to toss off in the toilet, but I'm onto you, you dumb bitch. Now rack off before I decide to spank you."
I moved back to the lounge after refilling his glass. Dad returned a short time later and knelt at my feet. I ignored him until it was time for his hourly whiskey shot. Then I sent him to get a glass of water and drink it in front of me before I gave him the glass. After he did, I made him sit between my feet. I opened Netflix, and we chose a movie to watch. Dad suggesting Notting Hill was probably another indication of his underlying effeminateness. Instead, we watched Rebel Moon Part 1.



I didn't need to keep track of time because as the hour between drinks ended, Dad would fidget, and his body would shake. If I tried to extend past the hour, he'd break out in a clammy, smelly sweat. I didn't want him to realise that I'd hidden a bottle in my room so I wouldn't have to unlock and re-lock the toolbox every time I needed to get his shot. Instead, I got up, walked to the garage before returning with his glass, and pretended that was what I did the other times.
After the movie, we chatted until it was time for his next shot. Then, after I'd given it to him, I retrieved a short nightie from my room and made him take off his top and skirt and put it on. I accompanied him to the spare bedroom and helped him into bed. I refused to give him back his mobile phone because I didn't want him watching any more porn, but I set up an alarm clock so he could keep track of time. I told him I'd set an hourly alarm, too, and promised that if he was a good boy and remained in the spare room, I'd bring him his shots.
Of course, I knew I'd have a sleepless night because Dad would wait until he was sure I was asleep and try to break into the locked toolbox. Sure enough, Dad was gone when I opened his door an hour later. I walked to the garage and opened the door. He was sweating and mumbling, trying to lever the drawer open. Fortunately, his lockbox was top quality, and he'd barely scratched it, let alone opened it.
I leant against the door, watching him mutter, huff and puff for several minutes before sternly asking, "And what the fuck do you think you're doing?"
"I need a drink, Mistress," Dad pleaded. "Please! I'm dying here."
"You're due one about now," I agreed. "But I will not allow your disobedience. You will follow me to the lounge, and we will chat until another hour has passed, and then I will give you your glass of whiskey."
Dad tried to tackle me to the ground and grab the key he knew I must be carrying. However, in his weakened state, I could easily evade his attack and throw him onto his back. Furious, I grabbed his hair before dragging him into the kitchen long enough to pick up Mum's rolling pin. After pulling my father into the lounge, I sat on the couch and forced him over my knees. Then, I flipped his short nightie above his skinny but flabby ass, pulled his panties down, and walloped his bottom with the rolling pin.
"You will not ever assault me again," I yelled, whacking Dad's ass viciously. "I'm pretty sure I can get an incompetency hearing and have your share of the family trust assigned to me. Then, I will buy myself a house and leave you to wallow in your filth and drunken self-pity. I'm trying to save your damned life, and you assault me?" I continued as I whacked his ass. "Never again! Do you hear me?"
"Yes, Mistress," Dad whimpered.
Suddenly shocked and dismayed by what I was doing, I tossed the rolling pin aside and pushed Dad off my thighs. He lay on the floor, whimpering. He sounded in pain, which was fair, given that I'd hit his ass nine or ten times with the rolling pin. But he wasn't holding his ass as I expected. Instead, he had his hands over his cock cage. 'He's aroused and trying to go hard,' I realised. 'That's why it hurts so much.'
I took out his cage's key and undid the cage, and took hold of his dick. Dad's puny <5-inch cock roared to fully erect in my hand in less than seconds. I gripped it in my hand, and he orgasmed onto my wrist almost immediately.
"Thank you for my orgasm, Mistress," Dad panted.
But despite him just cumming. His dick remained wholly erect. A vague part of my mind was disgusted by myself. Still, my conscious mind believed that making him reliant on me for sexual relief would tie him more fully to me and make it easier to control his self-destructive behaviour. I gripped his throbbing cock more firmly and slowly jacked him. It didn't take long before Dad climaxed over my wrist again.
"Thank you for my orgasm, Mistress," Dad repeated.
A perverted, resentful part of me made me push my wrist against his mouth. "Clean your disgusting mess off me," I snarled. To my surprise, Dad moved onto his knees and then used his mouth to clean his spunk off me and the floor. Luckily, we have faux-wooden floors, so cleaning up was easy. Unfortunately, being made to serve me by licking his cum up restored Dad's erection. I knew that the only way to get him back in the cage was to cancel his erection. I'd done it previously by hammering his balls, but if I was going to bind him to me through his orgasms, then I couldn't make him frightened of me when his cock was stiff. I jacked him until he climaxed again.
"Thank you for my orgasm, Mistress," Dad repeated for the third time. He returned to his hands and knees and used his mouth and tongue to clean that mess up, too.
I looked at the clock and realised it was over two hours since Dad had had a drink. 'There you go,' I inwardly giggled. 'All I have to do is continually jack my father off until he dries out. As long as he's having continuous orgasms, he won't notice that he's not drinking.' I ordered Dad to go to the kitchen and bring two glasses of water back. I made him drink one before I gave him his shot of whiskey. Then I made him drink the other one.
After putting his cage back on, I told him severely, "Go to bed. Do not leave your bed unless you need to piss. If I catch you anywhere other than your room, the toilet, bathroom, or the hallway between them, I'll put you back over my knee."
I took the glass off Dad, returned to my room, and reset the alarm. I felt like I'd barely gotten to sleep when it beeped again. Staggering across the hall to the spare room, I turned on the light and examined my father. He was whimpering again, and I felt terrible because I thought that I'd hit him too hard in my anger at him. But then, I realised he was cradling his cock cage again.
Dad rolled to face me. "Please, Mistress. May I have another orgasm?" He begged.
"Most definitely not!" I disgustedly said. "I'm your daughter, for goodness sake. A father does not plead for his daughter to give him an orgasm!"
"You gave me three earlier," Dad reasoned.
"To distract you from the dry terrors," I replied primly. I offered him the shot glass, but he refused.
"If I can make it another hour without a drink, will you masturbate me again?" Dad asked.
I thought that was a safe bet because, despite offering, Dad was looking at the glass and licking his lips. Besides, I needed to stretch the time between drinks to dry him out, and maybe this was a way to do it. It was pretty gross having to wank your father off, but if it got him dry and out of his depression cycle, then why not? I agreed to the bet.
Amazingly, despite constantly licking his lips, fidgeting and sweating, Dad made it another hour without swiping the drink from the dresser and consuming it. Figuring that it was a bet worth losing, I undid his cage and took his swiftly swelling cock in my hand. I'd barely pumped it once before his cum spurted over my hand again. I continued jacking him until he came again, and then I made him use his mouth to clean me.
Dad was hard again when he finished cleaning me, and I'd had enough. I'd had very little sleep, and whacking off my father was as close to sex as I'd gotten in quite some time. I was horny, although I denied it to myself, and I wanted to stretch out on my bed and give myself some relief. So, to get him back in his cock cage, I hammered his balls again and, when he softened, locked him back into chastity. Then, I gave him his shot and went back to bed.
Even though I was exhausted, sleep would not come. Giving in to the inevitable, I lay on my back and spread my shapely legs. My fingers roamed over my luscious breasts, across my toned stomach, and down onto my sweltering pussy. My body ached with need, and my nipples and clitoris throbbed with arousal. Despite knowing better, my mind recalled how my father's meagre cock felt in my hand. It was hot in my palm and felt strangely soft and rigid simultaneously.
My mind recreated how it felt when Dad came and how his hot seed splashed onto my skin and set off thrills of excitement in my nipples and pussy that I denied. My fingers hurriedly circled my nubbin as I dipped two more into my juicy pussy. I was close, teetering along my climax's edge, when I felt a hot breath on my inner thighs. I opened my eyes and saw my father lying between my pornographically spread legs, admiring my fingers working in my sweltering pussy.
I screamed, "Dad! What the fuck are you doing?"
"I could hear you masturbating, Mistress, and I wanted to help," Dad replied. He was annoyingly calm.
"I do not need my father ogling me when I'm masturbating!" I said firmly. However, Dad ignored me, and because stupidly, I hadn't rolled over and moved away, his face was still close to my pussy. He lowered his head and kissed my juicy entrance. My hips lurched, and I drove my pussy into his mouth.
"Hmm," my father moaned, then inappropriately added, "You taste sweeter than your mother."
'As if having my father licking my pussy wasn't already weird enough,' I thought inanely. 'Having him tell me I taste better than my mother definitely ramps the weird factor way up there.'
Unfortunately, though, my hands were tangled in his shaggy hair, and I was holding him to my pussy instead of pushing him away. Dad's lips moved from my dripping gash to encircle my throbbing clit. He brushed long, wet licks over that as he worked his middle finger inside me. Then, Dad curled it back and stroked my G-spot. I'd done that to myself, of course. But no one else had ever found it. It was too late, and I was lost in the divine sensations. My mind blanked out who was so expertly servicing my near-virgin pussy, and I simply revelled in the feelings the lips, tongue and fingers on and in me elicited from me.
My first orgasm struck with the force of a runaway rugby prop--the second like a freight train and the third like a Category Six cyclone. I passed out and slept until dawn.
Loud snoring woke me up, and I blearily opened my eyes. Dad had rummaged through my drawers and found the scotch bottle from which I'd been pouring his drinks. The 1.125-litre bottle had been more than three-quarters full, but now it lay empty on the floor beside Dad. My weakness when I allowed Dad to service my needs had returned us to step one. I was angry and disgusted by my weakness. I was angrier at Dad.
Getting out of bed, I sunk my foot in his ribs. "Get out, you disgusting pig!" I screamed. "How dare you come in here and lick my pussy?"
"You weren't complaining last night, Carina," Dad said smugly.
So, I kicked him again. "You will call me Mistress and obey my orders," I continued to scream. "You will never enter my room without an invitation again!" I'd lost it. Seriously, Dad was lucky that I'd put the rolling pin away because if I still had it, I'd be beating him over the head with it. However, he was still drunkenly lying on my floor, so I kicked him again. "Go and sleep it off," I snarled, then maliciously added, "I hope you're happy because your alcohol is cut off until midday."
Dad staggered to his feet and stumbled out of my room. I watched him go but found myself admiring his ass as he walked out. WTF was wrong with me?
The day passed slowly. In my anger, I'd told Dad I'd make him wait until midday before I'd let him have a drink, but by 10:30, he was shaking and dry-retching. His corneas had turned yellow again, and his skin was grey. I made him drink water, but all that did was change his dry-retches into vomiting water. I gave him a glass of whiskey, which settled his stomach and calmed the shakes.
I needed to purchase a latch and padlock for my door to keep my father out, but I didn't want him alone in the house. I knew, despite any warnings from me, that Dad would try to open his toolbox and access the liquor in there as soon as I left. Also, I wanted to discuss with my aunt what to do with Dad when I had to go back to school.
My marks were towards the pinnacle of academic performance, and I was an almost shoo-in for The School Dux (valedictorian). I wasn't letting that slide, no matter what. Despite my desire to save him, I had to face the fact that he might not be redeemable. Ruining my ticket to future success and vocational happiness on a wasted cause wouldn't help me in the long term. However, I wasn't ready to quit yet. I called Janet and explained the problem.
"Have you begun feminising Jack yet?" Janet instantly asked after I'd voiced my concerns and needs.
"A little," I admitted. "I've put the cock cage on, made him shave off his pubes, and I dress him in my panties and one of my tops and skirts."
"He still has his body hair, and you haven't taken him to a hairdresser yet?"
"Yes, he still has his body hair, and no, I haven't taken him to the hairdressers," I replied. "I doubt he could last long enough to get his hair cut without his drink."
"What are you doing about that?"
I explained how I was only allowing Dad a shot glass of whiskey every hour and how he had to do something for me to earn it.
"That's good, Carina," my aunt said admiringly. "Good, strong, and positive actions. Tell me, has he asked you for sexual relief yet?"
I'm sure my aunt could feel my blush through the phone, but I bravely described the masturbation episodes and how I'd jacked him off a few times. I didn't mention that he'd snuck into my room and performed cunnilingus on me and how his doing that had given me the best orgasms I could remember having. Janet expressed surprise that Dad hadn't tried to make me do more or tried to do more to me, but she let it pass without further investigation.
"I have a friend who will come over and look after your father, Carina," Janet informed me. "It'll cost you eighty dollars an hour, but his services are worth that and more."
I hesitated because if I employed him for the school term, I was committing to $2,400/week for thirteen weeks. I knew The Trust could easily handle that much, but I didn't know if I had the right to spend that amount myself. I told Janet to send him over for the afternoon so I could leave the house to purchase the things I needed, and I'd pay him for that time, but I needed to call The Trust's lawyer to confirm I could contract the man for the school term.
"A word of warning, Carina," Janet said. "Gordon is hyper-dominant, and if you show him any weakness at all, he'll have you on your knees and sucking his cock. I recommend him because he'll handle your father easily and won't allow Jack to backslide."
'Why is my pussy frothing at that thought?' I wondered, after telling my aunt I'd be careful.
Gordon arrived about an hour later. He was older than I expected, probably around the same age as my father, so nearly fifty. But Gordon was built like he could step out this afternoon and play front row for The Brisbane Broncos. He had thick salt-and-pepper hair in short curls that framed his handsome, strong-jawed face. His eyes were steel-grey and piercing.
When I opened the door, Gordon examined every inch of my superb frame. He wasn't the least shy about letting his eyes linger on the deep vee of my white singlet dress and the inner breast mounds deliciously exposed there. Nor was he embarrassed about openly studying my dress hem, thighs, and barely covered pussy.
"Shame that you're not my charge today," Gordon said with a supercilious smile.
He pushed past me despite not being asked inside and confronted my father. I hadn't allowed Dad to change, so all he had on was my nightie and a pair of white bikini briefs. Gordon looked him over as Dad, despite looking ridiculously effeminate, tried to staunch up.
"Who are you, and what do you want?" Dad glowered.
"To be spoken to politely to start with," Gordon said mildly. However, there was a dangerous undertone to his voice. "So, you're my victim today, huh? A girlie, effeminate wuss who has allowed a woman to destroy him. How pathetic." He moved closer to my father, who backed back until his calves hit the couch, and he fell onto his ass on it. "Tell me, is it just Jack or Constantly Jacks Off? Your sister-in-law says it's the latter, but what do you say?"
"You... you... you can't talk to me like that," Dad stuttered.
"I can, have, and will," Gordon stated calmly. "Stand, you sad-sack excuse for a father. Stand and face me."
Dad glared at him and didn't move, despite the withdrawal shakes making his hands tremble. He shook his head and folded his arms across his chest.
"You do have some spine left. That's a surprise," Gordon said drily. "I didn't ask you, however." Then he roared, "I said stand up, you drunken imbecile. I do not want to repeat myself again!"
Dad looked away, but his jaw set in that hard line I recognised when he was being incredibly stubborn about something, usually something to do with Mum.
Gordon chuckled, but his meaty hand shot out, and he grabbed a handful of Dad's hair. He dragged Dad off the couch and onto his feet, and then he casually stripped Dad's nightie and panties off. Gordon shook my father like a rag doll as he examined him. "Alcohol sweats. Ass not properly wiped. Urine stink because you didn't wash properly after you pissed through your cage. Teeth unbrushed. Unshaved this morning and covered in body hair. You're a disgrace, Jacks Off. This lounge smells of stale cum, and I saw the couch chair and mattress on the curb. At least your daughter had the balls to make you throw those out."
Gordon looked at me to gauge my reaction. I was shocked, but Dad's stubborn refusal to obey showed there was still some resistance in him and, therefore, some hope. I shrugged and gestured for him to continue.
Gordon shook my father again before saying, "You will shower and wash yourself properly. While you're in there, you will shave and remove all body hair. When you have finished, you will return to the lounge, where I will inspect you. If I decide you haven't adequately cleaned yourself, I will drag you back to the bathroom and use a scrubbing brush to clean you myself. Are we clear, Jacks Off?"
"Fuck you, asshole," Dad growled despite the tears flowing from his eyes. He was embarrassed to be made to do this in front of his daughter and was trying to 'man up'.
"Wrong answer, Jacks Off," Gordon said firmly. He sat on the couch and forced Dad over his knees. He effortlessly held Dad down and spanked his ass viciously until Dad begged for him to stop. Gordon stood, dumping Dad onto the floor before hauling him up by his hair again. "Now, Jacks Off. What are you going to do?"
Dad swung at him, which only earned him another series of forceful spankings. When Gordon dropped Dad onto the floor this time, Dad started crawling towards the hallway to the bathroom. But that wasn't enough for Gordon. He hauled Dad to his feet by his hair again and asked, "What is it that you're going to do, Jacks Off?"
"I will go to the bathroom and shower, ensuring my ass and cock are clean. Then, I will shave all my body hair off before shaving my face as closely as possible. After that, I will return to the lounge, where you will check that I have followed your orders correctly."
"See?" Gordon said facetiously. "That wasn't so difficult, was it?" He turned to me. "I'll need his cage key and the key to the liquor cabinet so I can give him his whiskey. However, I'll probably keep him occupied until you return and not let him have a drink."
I opened my purse, gave him the two keys, and left. I went to Bunnings first to purchase two latches for my door, one for inside when I was in there and one for outside when I wasn't, and then added another for the garage door, too. I did the shopping that needed doing and purchased more Johnny Walker for Dad. I hoped I could wean him off the drink, but I knew I didn't have the fortitude to 'cold turkey' him as Gordon had hinted he was doing while I was out.



Tired of dealing with my father, I stretched my trip out to nearly four hours. I backed the car into the garage and released the hatch. By the time I got to the back, Gordon and my father had gathered the bags and were taking them inside. I used the spare key to open Dad's toolbox and put the two bottles I'd bought him inside before following the two men to the kitchen.
I'd only seen Dad from behind when I got out of the car, so I gasped when I saw him in the kitchen. Gordon had dressed my father in one of my spaghetti-strap shift dresses. I could see the straps, and Dad looked like he had small breasts, so I knew he had one of my bras on, too. He also wore a pair of my sheer black stay-up stockings and a pair of my 4-inch heels.
He looked at me sheepishly, and I noticed that someone, presumably Gordon, had done his makeup. Dad's eyes were carefully outlined, and his lashes had been extended with mascara. Gordon had shaped his eyebrows by plucking a lot of the hair out and colouring in a more arched shape. Blush highlighted Dad's cheeks, and foundation smoothed and enhanced his features. Someone, again, presumably Gordon, had blow-dried and styled Dad's messy locks. All in all, Dad looked like a mildly attractive, middle-aged school mum.
"Show your daughter," Gordon commanded.
Dad shyly lifted his dress, and I gasped again. There was no sign of the cage or his cock and balls.
"His shaft is taped away along his perineum, and his balls have been forced back into their canals and then taped there, too," Gordon explained. Then he chuckled, "If he thought trying to go hard inside a cock cage was painful, well, that's nothing compared to stiffening when your cock and balls are taped away."
I wanted to ask how he knew, but I was too intimidated. I assumed that Gordon cross-dressed, but trying to imagine the staunchly masculine man in my kitchen dressed as a woman was beyond me. Gordon was just too manly for that image to coalesce. My pussy throbbed as I examined him, and I knew I had to get myself together, or I'd be on my knees like my aunt had described.
I shifted my gaze to my father. It might just have been the makeup, but I thought Dad's face looked healthier than it had since he fell into the bottle. Making him drink plenty of water had taken the yellow from his eyes, but they were still dull and lifeless. Somehow, being dressed as he was had reignited the spark in them, and he looked around brightly and as if he'd found purpose again. I burst into tears because I was so happy.
Dad crossed to me quickly, and I received a hug from him, in which he gave to me instead of taking from me, for the first time since Mum had abandoned us. That only made me cry harder. He wasn't back; that much was certain. Wearing one of my dresses and some of my lingerie while being made-up couldn't erase over two years of alcoholism. I knew that. But it seemed he'd made some positive steps towards healing.
When my tears finally dried up, I looked for Gordon, but he'd gone. I vaguely wondered how to settle his bill, but my phone chirped, saying it held a message. I checked, and it was from an unknown number, but I suspected it was from Gordon, so I opened it.
It read, "No charge for today. It was a pleasure to meet you, Mistress Carina. Help your dad to dress and do his makeup every day. He'll be happier for it, and the more you accept him for what he is, the more he'll accept himself, and the happier and healthier he'll be." Tears flowed again, and I could barely read the rest of Gordon's text. It said, "I'll be back every day from Monday at 8:00 a.m. to look after your father while you attend school. Your aunt says you have a trust account that will pay for me, and you, I, and your father all know he needs me and not to be alone for the foreseeable."
It was Thursday, so I had to check with The Trust's lawyer tomorrow to see whether it would pay for it. However, ever since I became my dad's proxy, I received a fairly healthy weekly stipend, so I could swing at least a few weeks by myself if I had to.
Of course, Dad's euphoria didn't last. Cross-dressing made him happy, but his drug still had its fingers deeply embedded in his soul. I will give him some chops, though, because he hung out for more than an hour after I'd noticed the fidgeting and sweating that indicated his craving. I poured him a drink and watched him struggle to sip it so it would last.
Things were improving for the first time since Mum had left, and it was only two days since I'd taken control of my father's behaviour, so he'd made some giant steps out of his funk in a relatively short time. However, alcoholism is challenging to quit, and he and I would need to be vigilant lest he slide back into drinking non-stop again. Last night's debacle notwithstanding, he had made some progress towards sobriety.
I had a problem now, though--I was horny again, and my mind wouldn't stop remembering how good Dad's lips, tongue, and fingers felt in and on me. Then there was Mister Gordon Latchford, a man who had my motors redlining despite being as old as my father. Add that I'd fantasised about experimenting with a female lover, and I had a strangely beautiful one sitting beside me, and my libido was definitely maxed out.
Last night had been wrong, and despite Aunt Janet hinting that I might have to become my father's lover to save him, the incest barrier was not one to dismiss lightly. Besides, if my father became my lover, how would he cope when I brought another lover home? If Gordon even hinted that he wanted to play with me, I'd be all over him like ants on honey. What would that do to Dad's new-found enthusiasm for life? I didn't know and was scared to find out.
I sent Dad to the bathroom to wash his makeup off and change into his nightie. The sad expression on his face stepped me back. I hadn't understood how much being dressed like he was affected him. I immediately promised I would help him dress and do his makeup tomorrow, but only if he behaved tonight--no more breaking into my room and molesting me and no more snitching any whiskey. Dad promised he wouldn't, but, of course, I didn't believe him. I fetched his electric drill from the garage and installed the latches on my bedroom door so he couldn't come in again. Then I did the same with the garage door, except I padlocked that door shut as well as the latch.
I set my phone's alarm to wake me in an hour and tried to sleep, and of course, I was so horny that I couldn't. I let my fingers do the walking and pinched and twisted my nipples as well as circling my nubbin. I got close, imagining sucking Gordon's cock, but I couldn't get over the edge. I switched my fantasy to being fucked by him. In my mind, Gordon had a sturdy 6+-inch cock, but it could have been fourteen or even four for all I knew. His trousers were loose and gave no hint of his bulge, so I had nothing but what my desires wanted to guide me. However, even fantasising that he was pounding me with an enormous pole didn't launch my orgasm.
I rolled onto my tummy, reached between my legs to rub my clit and finger my sticky pussy, and gave in to the inevitable. The previous night, Dad's tongue had bathed my clitoris, and his fingers unerringly found my G-spot, and it was the first time anyone had done that concurrently. It was divine, and when I pictured him doing it again, I had to turn my head into the pillow to muffle my orgasm screams.
I rolled over and stared at the ceiling. 'Incest is wrong, Carina,' my conscience told me. 'You know that! So, what are you doing?' "Relaxing so I can sleep," I told myself, and I did. But it seemed I'd barely closed my eyes when the alarm went off. I staggered out of bed and poured Dad a shot, then I opened my door and walked into his room.
It wasn't until Dad's eyes bulged out that I remembered I hadn't put my nightie back on. Then, his cock tenting his nightie reminded me that I hadn't put his cock cage back on either. Now that I was aware, I could tell he'd been masturbating, probably non-stop since I'd sent him to bed. I saw the scrunched-up tape thrown carelessly into the corner, and I realised that I'd forgotten because I'd left his cock and balls taped away. I didn't know, but I suspected it wasn't healthy to have your balls shoved back into their canals and then left there for extended periods. I'd have to Google that and find out.
Wrinkling my nose, I scolded Dad for messing up the sheets and sent him to the laundry to put them in the washer. I told him to fetch his cage, too. I got fresh sheets from the linen cupboard and changed the bed, still forgetting that I was naked. Turning back from being bent over the bed and tucking it in, I noticed that my father had returned. He was admiring my exposed ass and pussy and jerking off. I knew that I should have been disgusted, but it made me feel strangely desired and horny.
Turning back to replace the duvet, I let him continue until he came. 'He wouldn't fit in his cage if he was erect,' I reasoned. 'Having him toss off over me is better than me masturbating him or whacking his balls.' The real reason was that I liked that he desired me, but I couldn't admit that. I gave him a few minutes to clean up and then put the cock cage on him.
Dad drank his whiskey and got back into bed. He pulled the covers away and invitingly said, "Would you like to join me, Carina? I could make you scream like you did last night."
"You will call me 'Mistress', or I will fetch the rolling pin," I told him as haughtily as I could. "No, I will not be joining you, and if you ever repeat what you did last night, I will beat you black and blue." I stalked out of the room and got back into my bed. The problem? I needed to masturbate to that image again before I could sleep. I wondered, 'Am I making Dad my bitch? Or is he making me his?' I needed to be stronger, and I knew it.
When my alarm went off again, I ensured that I put on my nightie and my dressing gown before I gave Dad his allocated shot. Thankfully, he simply drank his shot and lay back down. I got a peaceful hour's sleep. The next hour was the same, and by the end of the third, I almost felt human again. I guess it was somewhat like weaning a baby, except they typically slept between three and four hours between 'drinks'. I got an hour.
Things couldn't continue this way. Even when I returned to school and had Gordon to watch Dad during my school day, it would still be up to me to handle the nights. My concentration and grades would suffer if I only got five or six hours of broken sleep a night. I was too close to being Dux to allow that to happen. However, I was barely a third of the way through my twelfth-grade year, and if my grades even dropped a point, my rivals could quickly reel in my narrow lead.
The alarm blared, and I struggled awake again. I filled Dad's glass and staggered across to his room. He looked better, which I was happy about. Cutting down his alcohol consumption from two 1.125 litres of Johnny Walker per day to one 1.125 litre bottle every two days was slowly weaning him from his addiction, even with him stealing almost three-quarters of a bottle the previous night. Dad even apologetically smiled when I brought him his drink. I stumbled back to bed.
I was having the most incredible dream. I lay in a sunny clearing in the middle of a forest glade. The sun baked my naked body. It was the perfect temperature. Warm enough to make being naked comfortable but not so hot that I sweated. Gordon's muscular body was between my lewdly spread thighs, and his warm tongue bathed by entrance, slit, and clit. My fingers entwined in his mid-length, curly locks, and I pulled him higher onto my love nubbin.
Gordon chuckled against my clitoris before surrounding it with his soft lips and sucking as he swirled his tongue over it. I was close to feeling divine when his finger slid into my soaking, slippery pussy and curled back. His finger pad found my G-spot, and he sucked my clit as he roughly stimulated that spot.
"Cum for me, Mistress," he hummed, and my back arched as I forced my pussy against his mouth. My mouth fell open, and I sighed and grunted as a soft, profoundly felt orgasm washed over me, releasing my tension and relaxing my body. I sagged back onto the grass and passed out.
Light filtering through my blinds woke me up, and feeling better than I had for months, I stretched and yawned. But then I startled and jumped. My alarm hadn't gone off, my covers were thrown back, and my nightie was above my stomach. Worse. My door was open. I looked around and was happy to see that the scotch bottle was still full, and there was no sign of my father.
I got up and pulled my gown on before filling his glass and entering his room. He was grey and shaking, muttering about spiders crawling on him. All were classic signs of alcohol detox--the 'dry horrors' in other words. Dad's hands were shaking so badly that I had to hold the glass and help him drink as if he were a baby. His shaking stopped when the alcohol hit his stomach, and his colour returned a few minutes later.
I leaned forward and kissed his mouth's corner. My eyes widened. I instantly recognised that smell and taste--it was me! My dream wasn't a dream. My father had pleasured me again last night! Then, I remembered that he must have been in my room but had left the whiskey bottle untouched. Progress! I was torn because I was, should have been, angry he'd violated me again, but I was also pleased that he'd crept into my room but hadn't gulped the whiskey down as he'd done the previous night. I chose to focus on the positive--he'd stayed sober for almost six hours.
Ignoring his smug look and grin, I sent him to shower and shave. I left his cage in place because I suspected that he'd masturbate in the shower if I didn't. It was imperative for my mental health that I regained moral superiority immediately, and part of that was ensuring that Dad would only have orgasms when I deemed that he could have them.
While Dad showered, I made ham, tomato, and cheese omelettes for breakfast. I expected Dad only to eat his typical one or two mouthfuls. However, he ate his entire omelette and then looked hungrily at mine. I was happy to share, of course, and Dad ate a whole meal for the first time I could recall.
After our breakfast, I took Dad up to my room. I was adept with my own makeup, but I'd never tried to apply it to someone else before. It took me four goes before I was happy with how he looked, and turned him to the mirror so he could see my handiwork. Tears formed in his eyes as he tremulously smiled at me. "Thank you, Mistress," he breathed.
Close to tears myself, I turned away and opened my closet door. I wanted to take Dad a step beyond yesterday and look even more feminine than then. Although Dad wore one of my bras yesterday, he had nothing to fill them with. I was a solid and firm C-cup, and with his top's tightness, the cups collapsed against his chest and looked lumpy. A quick Google search on my phone gave me an alternative.
Taking a pair of ankle stocking socks from my drawer, I walked to the pantry with one of my bras. Then, placing the sock inside the cup, I filled it with rice until it filled the bra cup. I repeated on the other side before weighing them and levelling them up. I returned to my bedroom and found Dad holding the Johnny Walker bottle. Stupidly, I had forgotten it when I went to the kitchen. However, he hadn't opened yet, nor had he had a drink. I nonchalantly took it off him and put it back in my dresser. Then I helped him put on the bra.
Dad looked at me quizzically, wondering why I'd left with the bra and then returned to give it to him. But when I tucked the 'rice boobs' into the cups, he smiled happily and gave me a warm hug.
Another Google search described how to tuck his genitals away, so I sent Dad to fetch some clear, wide sticky tape from the kitchen. I sent him because I didn't want to leave temptation in front of him, nor did I want to show that I didn't trust him by taking the whiskey bottle with me. When he returned, I removed his cock cage, and when I touched my father's dick, it roared to life. I held his tiny todger in my hand and stared at it fixedly. Almost of its own volition, my hand slowly masturbated him.
For over two years now, Dad had been constantly masturbating with the sole aim of achieving his release as soon as possible. Of course, that wasn't conducive to pleasuring a woman, and if I were to go down the incest path that my aunt intimated that I'd have to to save my dad, then I'd have to let him fuck me. Therefore, I was scared that if he couldn't please me, it would add to his depression instead of alleviating it. 'Huh!' I told myself sarcastically. 'How the mind makes convoluted reasons to justify what we were already going to do!'
"You will not cum until I tell you to," I ordered. After sitting on my bed, I dipped my head forward and took him in my mouth. Being so short and slender, Dad's cock slid to its root inside my mouth without any difficulty. I sucked firmly as I pulled back and then lashed his glans with my tongue. I was a gifted cocksucker because I found the quickest way to stop a boy from trying to fuck you was to blow him. I used all the skills I'd learned on my father.
Above me, I could hear Dad counting backwards from a hundred in sevens, trying to control his desire to cum. Although he made it to single digits, it still wasn't very long, but he'd done better than I'd imagined. Happy with his performance, I released his dick long enough to say, "Cum for me, Daddy." Then I took him back in my mouth.
Seconds later, Dad held my head and groaned. His tiny cock throbbed in my mouth, and then filled it with his seed. I swallowed like a good girl should, and when he'd softened, I quickly forced his balls up into their canals and taped them away. Then, I stretched his slender cock along his perineum and taped that away, too. I left a small hole in the tape over his cock's eye so he could sit and pee.
Dad donned the panties I offered him, but then I had to laugh when he tried to pull on the pantyhose as if they were pants. He ruined one pair before I showed him how to scrunch them up before carefully putting his feet in. He worked them up his slender legs and settled them around his bony bum. He stood and admired himself in the mirror before accepting the dress I'd chosen for him.
He pulled the sleeveless, dark green minidress over his flabby ass and put on the low heels I gave him. Then, Dad stood and examined himself in the mirror. Tears flooded his eyes as he turned back and forth, entranced by how he looked. "I've never felt handsome or desired, Carina," he tearfully explained. "It never seemed that my body was mine. Now, it does. I look like I feel."
I smiled happily and hugged him. If encouraging Dad to transition would help to drag him out of the bottle he was drowning himself in, then I'd help him. I called my hairdresser, and we got lucky. He'd just had a cancellation, and as long as we could get there soon, he'd do Dad's hair.
Peter, my hairdresser, was surprised it wasn't my hair he'd be styling, but he took it in his stride and studied my father's shaggy locks and how he looked. After two years of growth, Dad's hair was over twelve inches long and quite thick. Peter styled it into feathered bangs and returned it to its natural dark brown colour. I thought he looked masculinely beautiful, but Peter, who moonlighted as a drag queen on weekends, assured me that Dad was genuinely beautiful. Not just masculinely. Peter insisted that if Dad worked on his voice and walk, he'd blend in in most situations.
Peter's kind words set off Dad's waterworks again, which also wet my eyes. I hadn't dared mention it, but it had been over four hours since we'd left home, and Dad had his last drink. Unfortunately, Dad started shaking on our way home, and by the time we got there, his skin was grey, and he complained of being nauseous. As soon as we got home, I gave him a glass of whiskey, which settled his shakes down and returned some colour to his face, but he said that he still felt a little queasy.



I sent him to bed and relaxed on the new sofa that had arrived while I was out the previous day. Gordon apparently wouldn't let my father hide while the delivery men brought in the mattress and lounge set. However, Dad said the men had addressed him as either Ma'am or Mrs, and he was happy about that. I figured they were only being polite but didn't care because it made Dad happy.
I'd almost dozed off when I shot to my feet and hurried to Dad's room. I hadn't removed the tape holding his cock and balls away and nor had I replaced his cock cage. I forcibly shoved the door open, and sure enough, Dad had found where I'd placed his phone, and he was watching porn and masturbating. I silently made him strip before taking his wrist in my hand and dragging him back to the lounge. Then, forcing him over my knees, I spanked his ass.
"What did I tell you about masturbating without permission?" I snarled as I whacked his ass. "FFS, Jack! Has the whiskey given you nothing but mush for brains? Or are you just so stubborn that you refuse to obey?"
However, even as I ranted at him, I could feel his reason for disobeying me between my shapely thighs. Dad was rigidly erect and humping between my thighs while trying to pretend he was wriggling from the pain of my strikes. There was another problem--I found that spanking him was arousing, and that dad found me doing it to him exciting turned me on even more!
Dad orgasmed between my thighs and onto the floor below us as I welted his ass. Barely containing my excitement, I shoved him off my thighs onto the floor. "Clean your mess up, worm!" I yelled. "Then clean me. Use your mouth and tongue!"
Dad eagerly licked his spilled splodge off the floor. Then, when he looked up and saw that I'd placed one leg over the sofa's armrest and had lifted my other heel onto the sofa cushion, he kissed and licked up my lewdly splayed inner thighs, removing his cum as he went before moving my panty aside and delving his tongue into my dripping entrance. I moaned and held his head as he languorously licked from near my asshole, then over my perineum, across my entrance, along my slit, and onto my nubbin.
I groaned more when Dad's finger entered me, and he scraped his finger pad over my G-spot. I climaxed when he encircled my clitoris with his lips, sucked hard, and battered it with his tongue. I was in a sexual, post-orgasmic haze when Dad moved higher. He kissed my covered breasts before kissing me. I briefly resisted when I felt his minute todger probing at my entrance, but my resistance failed when he slid inside.
My legs lifted to wrap around his waist, and I returned his deep, passionate kiss fervently. Dad's dick was less than five inches and slender to boot, but I was extremely tight, and I've only had two lovers who penetrated me before, so my father's dick felt fantastic inside me. He seemed to touch my G-spot with every inward stroke, and I found that I was racing towards an enormous climax.
Dad came before me, but I was close, and he remained stiff enough for long enough to drive me off my climactic peak. I bit his neck and screamed as my orgasm hit. I lay panting as Dad kissed back down my body and latched onto my pussy again. He only lightly kissed my clit before snaking his tongue into my pussy and fishing out his cum. Dad almost purred as he elicited his semen from my sopping vagina. I had a sudden, naughty vision of allowing a real, masculine man fuck me while Dad watched and then making my father clean that man's cum from my well-fucked pussy. That vision crashed me into another orgasm, and I howled again when it hit.
Dad moved up to cover my sublime body again, and his meagre pole opened my pussy lips and slid back inside me. I moaned as he swivelled his hips and made his cock's tip spin over my G-spot. This new sensation quickly drove me to a third climax, and Dad filled me with his seed again.
I let him use his mouth and tongue to clean me again, but when he was done, and while he was still soft, I locked him back into his cock cage and sent him to shower. I left him a pair of panties and another nightie on his bed and waited until he returned from the bathroom before taking my shower. When I was done, I poured him a shot glass and gave it to him.
"Knock on my door when you need another glass," I haughtily told him, refusing to acknowledge what we'd just done. "But not before at least an hour has passed."
He didn't wake me, and although he was grey and shaking when I brought his whiskey at 6:00 a.m. after my alarm went off, he looked better than he had the previous day. He gulped the shot glass and then stared into it longingly as if wishing it held more. I sent him to shower and shave, including his entire body, locked my door, and went to the kitchen to make us breakfast.
I made omelettes again because he seemed able to eat them, and they were full of protein, which was good for him. He only ate his share this time, but I was still happy that he'd eaten a meal rather than picking at a few mouthfuls of not much. After breakfast, we went through what was becoming our daily routine of me making up his face and then dressing him. Because of my superb figure, my typical outfits tend to be pretty revealing. I don't have a skirt or dress below my knees, and only a couple reach beyond my mid-thigh. My tops either cling to my firm C-cups, have deep vees that expose miles of my decolletage and inner breast mounds, or both. I have a pierced belly button, so I tend toward crop tops, too.
Other than being wider across the shoulders and having no tits, the rest of Dad's body is close enough to mine for him to wear my clothes, so dressing him prettily wasn't too much of a chore. By the time I had him looking as feminine as possible, two hours had passed, and he'd only just begun to show signs of alcohol withdrawal. I smiled encouragingly at him and gave him a shot of whiskey. Surprisingly, Dad put that aside before getting a glass of water and drinking that first.
I had to concede that what my aunt had thought and, therefore, suggested was working a treat. Feminising Dad and allowing him to have sex with me was dragging him out of the alcoholic doldrums he'd been residing in. For the first time since Mum had left, I thought there was some hope for him. However, the next step could potentially smash him back to stage one--integrating him back into society as a woman. Also, if Aunt Janet was right, Dad was gay, and he'd need a male lover to bring him all the way back, which brought Gordon back into my thoughts.
Someone had to have done Dad's makeup the day Gordon had come over. As loathe as I was to imagine Gordon as anything other than hyper-masculine, his knowing how to apply makeup indicated he either knew a lot of drag queens/cross-dressers or he was one himself. Frankly, I hoped it was the former because my sweet little nubbin still tingled when I pictured him. Plus, I'd had that erotic dream of letting him fuck me with Dad watching enviously before he cleaned Gordon's cum from my freshly fucked pussy.
I sent Dad to finish mowing the lawns and then phoned my aunt. "What's Gordon's story?" I bluntly asked when she answered her phone.
"Oh, and hello to you, too, Carina," Janet laughed. "Have you sucked his cock already?" She asked, showing she, too, could be blunt.
"No. I can handle Mister Gordon Latchford," I lied. I'd suck his cock in a moment, but not because he was dominating me.
Aunt Janet laughed mockingly before asking, "What do you want to know?"
"He did Dad's makeup and dressed him in one of my outfits when he was here the other day. How did he know how to do that, and what would look good on Dad? Most guys wouldn't have a clue."
"Hmm," Aunty mused. "So, your dad's already sucked his cock. I wonder, has he fucked Jack yet?" There was a small break, which I appreciated because I was shocked before Janet said, "Gordon is one of the foremost drag queens in Brisbane if not Australia. He performs at Sporties and The Brunswick three to four times a week under the name of Natalie Nylons. In between gigs, he helps other cross-dressers and transgender people come to grips with what they are. He has a psychology PhD. and specialises in treating gender dysphoria. That's why I sent him to you."
Stunned, I mumbled, "He didn't charge me for Thursday, plus he only wants $80/hour to look after Dad when I go to school."
Aunt Janet explained, "Most of Gordon's clients are either unemployed or on sickness benefits for their depression. He's used to not charging very much because his clients cannot afford to pay very much."
'Okay,' I thought. 'That was reasonable.' An experienced drag queen would know how to do makeup even if they typically did theirs over the top and more like a caricature of how a woman usually did theirs. When I saw him, Dad's makeup was how a woman would do hers for daywear--understated and smoothly blended to look as natural as possible. "Gordon's gay?" I asked.
"I'd call him an equal opportunity letch," Janet chuckled.
"Meaning?"
"He doesn't care about the gender of who he's fucking," my aunt explained. "If he finds them attractive, he'll have them on their knees and sucking his cock. Then, he'll have his cock stuffed in one of their lower holes shortly after that."
I thanked my aunt for her help, marvelling at how different she was from my mother, and after exchanging the typical pleasantries, said goodbye. I made some roast beef sandwiches and waited for Dad to come inside. He wandered inside about thirty minutes later, looking happier than he had for years.
"I was speaking to the nice lady over the back fence," Dad gushed. "She asked if Jack and Mandy had sold the house and if I was the new neighbour. She didn't recognise me, Carina. How cool is that?"
"Pretty cool, indeed, Dad," I acknowledged. To me, he just looked like Dad in makeup and a dress, but in my research, I'd read that was common because I knew him before he started transitioning. Whereas new people would only see what was before them--a mildly attractive, mid-forties woman (even though Dad was fifty, he presented younger with his makeup).
I sent him to shower and change, leaving out a new bra and panty set and a top and skirt for him to wear. I remained silent, holding back tears because it wasn't until he'd eaten his sandwich and drank two glasses of water that his hands started shaking, and he asked for his whiskey shot. I loved my dad so much and had feared for so long that I was going to lose him, too, that crossing the incest barrier was no issue if it returned him to me.
We still had the remainder of today and Sunday before I returned to school, and Gordon came to look after him. I wanted to reward Dad for making the steps forward he'd made but didn't know how. The obvious answer was to let him fuck me again, but I wanted any sex between us on my terms and not because he wanted it. A Google search revealed that The Sportsman Hotel in Spring Hill was probably the best place for an older 'new girl' to go out. I booked a table for dinner at 8:30 p.m., which gave us plenty of time to eat before the first Drag Show, which started at 10:30.
I spent the afternoon teaching Dad how to apply his makeup, which led to much hilarity and many jokes. I didn't mention or fetch his drink until he asked for it, and it was always close to two hours before he asked, which made me happy. At 7:30, I sent Dad to shower and laid out what I wanted him to wear. It was a colourful chiffon top that clung to my breasts but flared over my stomach and ended at my hips. Below that, I selected a black linen micro-miniskirt with daring side slits. Fishnet stockings and black 4-inch heels completed his look.
For myself, I decided to contrast Dad's look by going as mannish as possible for a gorgeous, eighteen-year-old golden-blonde-haired girl to go. I wore black cotton trousers that clung to my shapely ass before flaring after my bottom. Above that, I wore a mauve button-up blouse and a black suit jacket. Ankle stockings inside low-heeled ankle boots finished my outfit. Waiting for Dad, I did my makeup much more severely than I typically did, restricting myself to painting my eyebrows thicker and with a higher arch, mascara, and peach-coloured lipstick.
Dad returned from the bathroom, saw me, and, of course, his cock roared to attention. Sticking with my 'rewarding him for his progress' theme, I knelt and blew him until he came in my mouth. That allowed him to soften enough that I could tape his shaft and balls away. He put on the matching bra and panty set and then the rest of his outfit. After I'd placed his 'rice boobs' inside his bra cups and adjusted them, I thought that with his femininely cut hair and his outfit, he already looked quite pretty. By the time I'd helped him do his makeup, even I thought he'd pass as a woman seamlessly.
The Uber arrived around quarter-to-eight, and we rode into Spring Hill. One of the wait staff took us to our table, but we had to order drinks at the bar. I teased that I'd get them since I was the 'man' and Dad my date. Dad chuckled and ordered a white wine, which surprised me--I thought that since it had been almost two hours since he'd had a drink, he'd order a whiskey.
"Women don't drink whiskey straight in bars, Mistress," Dad grinningly explained. "Every woman I know would order a glass of white wine or a cocktail, so that's what I did."
Going with his new female persona, Dad ordered a chicken Caesar salad. So, to keep with the theme, I ordered a 400g rump steak cooked rare with chips and a salad. I had no hope in hell of eating much more than a quarter of the meal, but it fit with our appearances.
After we'd eaten, two men asked if they could join our table. We were in a prime position to see the upcoming drag shows and had two spare chairs, so the men wanted to take advantage of that, or so they said. However, the men, who were a little older than Dad, had eaten their meals at the bar and had been eyeing Dad all night. One distracted me with a series of inane questions while the other deftly manoeuvred Dad away from me and into a separate conversation. Even though I was amused, I saw firsthand how easy it was for a woman to get herself into a compromising situation with men.
I whispered to the man talking to me, "Does your friend realise he's talking to my father?"
"He's what?" The man gasped.
"Talking to my father," I reiterated.
"That's a man?" The man disbelievingly asked.
"Sure is," I grinned. "Your friend will definitely get lucky with him if your friend doesn't mind a bit of sausage with his fish tacos."
"Bill," the guy talking to me said urgently. "I need to talk to you at the bar."
"Can't you see that me and the lady are talking?" Bill dismissed.
"Yeah, the 'lady' is what I want to talk to you about," the other man growled.
Bill caught the hint in his friend's growled 'lady' and snatched his arm off Dad's shoulders. He looked like he was about to abuse my father, so I stood and snarled, "You're in a gay bar, and you're shocked that you've found a tranny? WTF is the matter with you? Fuck off, you wombat, before I bitch-slap you myself!"
A bouncer appeared immediately and escorted the men out. He returned and apologised to my father and me, but we weren't concerned. We thanked him for coming to help so quickly and for his concern. After that little altercation, several more men approached our table and congratulated me for standing up for my father. Although they didn't know he was my father, they just thought he was a friend I was escorting out for the night.
We watched the first show before catching a cab down to The Wickham in Fortitude Valley. We found a spot in the beer garden and listened to the live music playing there. I was approached by a few women when I got up to order our drinks. Although I wasn't averse to having a same-sex relationship with the right person, I hadn't had one yet, and I wasn't going to dump Dad and leave with someone, so I politely declined their advances.
I got us another round when the band took a break, and when I returned, a man was chatting Dad up. I caught part of their conversation. The man said, "You're saying that first time you've been out dressed in glam? Wow! You look fantastic, honey! If you hadn't said anything, I would never have picked you for anything but a woman. How long have you been transitioning?"
I sat beside my father and gave him the drink. I was proud that he'd limited himself to white wine and only drank a glass an hour. It appeared that most of Dad's drinking was because he was depressed about Mum leaving and his gender dysphoria. With me encouraging him to transition, the hard-ons he got around me, and getting to have sex with me, Dad seemed to have turned a significant corner and was beginning to rehabilitate himself.
"What's your name, honey?" The man asked.
"Jacqueline, Jacqui for short," I told him, sparing Dad, who looked spooked by the question. "I'm her daughter, Carina."
"You're happy with your dad transitioning?" The man wonderingly asked.
I shrugged. "Dad's struggled with things lately," I understated. "So, I'm okay with anything that makes him, ahh, her, happy."
"So many new girls commit suicide," the man said sadly. "The keys for any new girl making it are a supportive family, a supportive workplace, and supportive friends. It's good that you're helping him because he'll need that. I hope that his workplace is equally helpful."
"We're lucky in that Dad doesn't have to work," I said. "He might return when he gets himself settled down, but there's no hurry."
He held out his hand and said, "That is lucky. My name is Ben, by the way. Pleased to meet you."
"Likewise," Dad and I simultaneously replied.
Ben didn't let Dad's hand go. I smiled as he encouraged Dad around the table to sit beside him. I didn't have the same fears as with the previous two men. This didn't seem like a coordinated attack to get us two separated. Instead, it appeared that Ben knew what Dad was and was genuinely interested in getting to know him. Ben's trousers were also severely tented, so I knew he had more than just a passing interest in my father.
The band returned, and I encouraged Dad and Ben to dance. Dad was awkward, but Ben soon had him laughing and moving less rigidly. I smiled happily when Ben moved his hand to Dad's ass and ground his cock against her. Dad's sparkling eyes and bright smile showed he was enjoying the attention. The best part, however, was that Dad's drink stood on the table untouched.
Of course, a woman sitting alone at a table in a bar is going to be approached. I wasn't worried about those who did, but brushed the men off by saying that I was a lesbian--it seemed the quickest way to get rid of them. However, I spoke with the woman who approached but made it clear I was going home with Dad tonight. It was amusing because most wouldn't believe me when I pointed to a woman dancing with her partner and said that was Dad.
Ben and Dad returned when the band announced they were taking another break. They sat holding hands, talking and kissing. I left briefly to get them both a glass of sparkling mineral water and was surprised to see Dad's drink was untouched when I returned. He drank the water quickly and asked for another, which Ben offered to get.
"You're looking good, Dad," I said admiringly. "Ben's kissed most of your lipstick off, though," I teased. "When he gets back, we'll go to the loos and fix your makeup."
"I can't do my makeup in the men's loos, Carina!" Dad protested.
"You're a woman, Dad," I confusedly told him. "You come into the women's with me."
"The women in there won't complain?" He fearfully asked.
"Not in a gay bar like this," I answered. "Maybe in a straight bar downtown. But I doubt it."
Ben returned, so I asked him to hold the table and took Dad to the ladies, where I fixed his makeup and brushed his hair. I kissed him lovingly on his mouth's corner and asked, "If Ben wants to come home with us, I'm okay with that."



"I could go to his place," Dad eagerly offered.
I shook my head. "I want you close, so if you start to suffer withdrawals again, I'm there to help. That way, you won't embarrass yourself in front of your new friend."
"Fair enough," Dad replied, although he was disappointed.
Ben asked Dad to dance when we returned, and Dad was swept into his arms again. I was somewhat amused when I saw Ben's thumbs stroking over Dad's non-existent nipples. I'd placed the knots holding the stocking foot closed approximately where a woman's nipples would be, so I guess being a little fooled was okay.
"Would you like to dance?" A sweetly deep female voice said seductively into my ear.
I turned and looked into the most startling blue eyes I'd ever seen. I let my eyes focus wider so I could see her whole face. Wow! If I was a 9.5, as my friends and previous boyfriends had said. Then, this woman was a 15! "I would," I said coquettishly. "But that's my dad dancing over there with that tall guy, and I'm going home with him when he's ready."
"That woman's your dad?" The woman said disbelievingly as she sat beside me.
"The one dancing with the tall guy in the yellow polo? Yeah, that's my dad."
"Wow. Good job with his makeup and clothes."
"Yeah," I replied. "My clothes fit him, which is handy until I can take him shopping for his own."
"We could take him tomorrow," the woman suggested. She waited for my reply before saying, "My name is Anastasia, but I prefer Tasha." She sat beside me.
I turned to face her and took her hands in mine. "I've never been with a woman before," I said shyly. "My name is Carina."
"We could change that tonight," Tasha said challengingly.
"Yes, we could," I agreed. I'd leapt over the incest barrier, so why not jump over the same-sex one, too?
Just then, Dad gestured towards us, and he and Ben returned to the table. Dad's hands were trembling, but he controlled himself and drank his wine without spilling any. I introduced Tasha to Dad and Ben, calling my dad Jacqui. I suggested we go home but told Ben I needed to talk to him privately. Dad quirked a smile at me when I suggested Tasha come home with us, but he remained quiet.
I got Ben far enough away from Dad and Tasha that they couldn't hear us and confirmed, "You know Dad's transgender, right? He's got a dick taped away under his skirt." Ben laughed and said that was why he was hooking up with him. Then I explained that Dad was an alcoholic, and there was a good chance he'd have the dry horrors during the night.
"Poor woman," Ben said sympathetically. "Gender dysphoria has destroyed so many people. What are you doing to help him?" I explained how I kept a bottle of Johnny Walker in my room and got up to give Dad a shot glass full every hour. "I was wrong," Ben smiled. "You're the poor woman. Take a night off to experiment with your new friend. I'll look after your dad tonight. Give me the whiskey bottle when we get to your place, and I'll give him a shot when he needs it."
Of course, four in a cab on the way home meant that one of us had to sit in the front beside the driver. Tasha chuckled at my indecision and said that she'd take the front. Dad sat in the middle, with Ben and I on either side. Dad and Ben immediately began kissing up a storm, which should probably have disgusted me but excited me instead. Ben's hand was up Dad's skirt, and I could see he was picking away the tape holding Dad's tiny todger back.
Ben succeeded in freeing my father's cock as we drove through Carina, and he had it in his hand, stroking it soon after. The cabbie, who had been devouring the sight in his mirror, swore disgustedly when Dad's dick sprung into view. He was about to shout something when Tasha snarled, "Keep your eyes on the road, asshole. Nobody gives a fuck about your religious views!"
"Allah will smite you all dead," the man yelled as he slowed and pulled off the road.
"Yeah?" Tasha sneered. "And what will He think of your erection from watching two men get it on? Will He be proud when you masturbate thinking about me and Carina getting it on, too? Take us home, asshole, or I'll call the cops and say you're trying to abduct us."
"You are all sick degenerates who will be the first against the wall when Sharia Law rules," the cabbie yelled.
"Yeah?" Tasha sneered, grabbing the cabbie's dick. "And given you're harder than advanced calculus, you'll be right there beside us!" Ben and Dad had frozen, unsure what to do. I was just going to get out, thinking that confronting a religious zealot was pointless, but Tasha had things in hand... literally... I guess. "You will shut up and drive us home, and I won't rip your cock off. How does that sound? Sound like we have a deal?" The cabbie reluctantly pulled back onto the road and took us home. "See?" Tasha said, patting the cabbie's cheek. "That wasn't so hard, was it? Unlike your cock." She got out.
The rest of us got out, too, and the cabbie spun the tyres as he accelerated away before I could pay him.
"Fuck I hate religious nutbags!" Tasha exclaimed. Then she looked around and, impressed, added, "Nice digs. I assume you're some kind of rich bitch?"
I looked at my home with fresh eyes. I hadn't really thought about it because this was the only home I'd ever lived in. Our house was over three levels because rather than digging out the hill and making it one or two stories, it climbed the hill. The lower level, where we stood, had the house entrance and foyer, with the rest of the space being taken up by a twenty-five-metre lap pool. The second level was the lounge, games room, kitchen, and dining room. Our double garage was beside the lounge, which had an inner door.
The third level was the five bedrooms, two with en suites, Dad's and mine. There were two other bathrooms and a separate loo. Now that I'd considered it, our house really was opulence personified. The two of us did not need something so big. I guess I'd never paid attention to it because it had always been my home. Also, neither Mum nor Dad ever acted as if we were rich. Dad mowed the lawns and helped to vacuum and mop when needed. Mum did the laundry, and I had tasks like ensuring my room, the lounge, kitchen, and dining room remained clean and tidy. So, it had never occurred to me that our house was huge compared to most.
Friends occasionally commented on it, but my friends were mainly from the private school I attended, and their parents were contemporaries of my mother and father, so most of them had houses at least as big as ours. "I guess," I shrugged. "I've never really thought about it."
I opened the front door and ushered everyone inside. Dad immediately took Ben to his room, but I was suddenly shy. I was horny, and Tasha was so beautiful that my heart ached just looking at her, but I'd never been with a woman before, and Dad was only the third man I'd ever taken inside me, so I wasn't precisely 'experienced'.
Tasha realised I was scared and suggested, "Do you want to get us a glass of wine, and we'll chat for a bit?"
"Oh," I replied before embarrassedly adding, "Dad's having a few problems with alcohol, so I've locked all the alcohol away. I can get us a bottle, but it won't be cold."
Tasha took my hand and pulled me closer. Mesmerised, I stared into her eyes and let her pull me against her body as her hand roamed over my back and down to my bottom. She smiled, brought her hand to my head, and kissed me softly. I shuddered and relaxed into her kiss. I parted my lips when I felt her tongue seeking entrance and entangled mine with hers. Tasha let go of my hand and covered my breast with her hand. She hesitated, waiting for my reaction. I didn't, so she rubbed her thumb over my throbbingly hard nipple.
My hands hung by my sides. I felt helpless in Tasha's embrace, wanting to but unable to respond. My nipples ached in time with my clit, and I desperately wanted to feel her hands on my naked skin, but I couldn't move or articulate my need. Tasha slipped my suit jacket off and undid my blouse. I watched, fascinated, as she deftly unclasped my bra, exposing my firm C-cup breasts and their rigidly erect nipples.
Tasha kissed me again before dipping her head and lowering her full, lush lips onto my nipples. She sucked and swirled her tongue over the left and then my right nipple before taking the left one between her teeth and lightly nipping. The nip finally made me react, and my hand snatched to her head, holding her there as my back arched, trying to push more of my breast into her mouth.
"Please," I whimpered. "Please, I need..." my voice fell away.
"What do you need, my sweet love?" Tasha asked.
"You," I managed. "I need you."
"Where do you need me?" Tasha teasingly asked.
"In my bed, between my legs, tasting me," I dared.
"Show me where it is then," Tasha demanded.
I took her hand and dragged her up the stairs to my room. I hurriedly unlocked the latch that held it closed. Clumsy in my haste, it took me three goes to get the key in the lock. I opened the door, and Tasha swung me around and kissed me deeply again. She backed me to my bed and fell with me onto it.
"I have to give Dad's whiskey to Ben," I panted. "Otherwise, they'll be knocking on the door, asking for it when Dad starts to suffer from withdrawal."
Tasha reluctantly let me out from under her, and I snatched the bottle from my panty drawer. I opened Dad's door, and arousal roared through me. Ben had Dad on his back with his skirt over his hips and his panties off. Then, Ben had thrown Dad's legs, with his heels still on, over his shoulder and was pounding my dad's ass with long, vigorous strokes. My befuddled mind observed that this clearly wasn't Dad's first rodeo--he'd been fucked in the ass many times before by the ease with which he took Ben's thrusts. Dad was panting and whimpering, thrusting his ass up to meet Ben and jerking his minute todger viciously.
Mesmerised, I couldn't take my eyes off them, but I was intensely aware of how much watching my dad get fucked was turning me on. My arousal had soaked my panties and my trousers, too, probably. I unawarely placed the whiskey bottle on Dad's dresser, and my hand slid inside my pants and panties onto my clitoris.
Tasha, who was looking out my open door, saw me standing unmoving and staring. She wondered what was up and walked across to me. Tasha gasped when she saw Ben and Dad, but unlike me, she wasn't frozen. Instead, she laughed wickedly, took my hand, and dragged me beside Dad and Ben on the bed. Tasha had my pants and panties off in a flash, and she briefly stood to strip herself. Even with the erotic spectacle of Ben fucking my dad beside me, I took time to admire Tasha's body.
Her breasts were at least as large and full as mine, but unlike my own thick nipples, hers were tiny and conically shaped. Her areolae are much larger than mine. Tasha's stomach rippled with muscles, and her pudenda was much more prominent than mine. I had innie pussy lips, whereas Tasha's stood flowered open and begging to be touched and kissed. My clitoral hood is quite pronounced, and my clitoris is small and hidden until I'm aroused. Tasha's hood was much smaller, but her clit was significantly bigger and more prominent, almost like a small penis peering from her hood. I was entranced, but even so, my eyes returned to Dad and Ben.
Dad had already cum at least once, his chest was covered in cum, but Ben showed no signs of slowing down. If anything, he was fucking Dad even harder than he was before. Dad was wanking himself and thrashing his hips up to meet his lover's thrusts. Watching that alone had me on the cusp of a climax, so when Tasha's luscious lips and tongue caressed my nipples, I literally exploded, screaming my appreciation to the ceiling.
I gripped Tasha's head and dragged it across to my other nipple, where I left her until I needed more. Dad's eyes opened briefly when I screamed, and he grinned at me before concentrating on Ben. Making love to a woman while lying beside my father, who was being vigorously fucked by a man, excited me more than I can describe. I hauled Tasha up and kissed her plump lips passionately. I immediately noticed how much softer a woman's kiss is than a man's. It was something I hadn't experienced before, but I knew I'd want to do this more.
Tasha and I were of a similar height, so our lips, breasts, and pussies met in a delightful combination. We kissed and petted each other, our fingers roaming over breasts, ribs, backs and asses. Then, Tasha lifted herself onto her hands and reached between us. She pulled her clitoral hood back, exposing her thick nubbin, and then mashed her clitoris against mine. Looking smugly down at me, Tasha forcefully tribbed her pussy over mine--another new and delightful experience that quickly crashed me into another orgasm.
I heard Ben roar beside me, and he pulled out of Dad's ass before shifting and cumming over his face. The sheer porno-graphicness of the act tripped my cum switch, and I exploded along with him. Seeing my father with Ben's cum dripping from his face ignited Tasha's dominance, and she rose off me, grabbed a handful of my hair, and dragged me over my father.
"Lick Ben's cum off your father's face, you slut!" Tasha demanded.
For some reason, I slipped into a submissive mindset, and I dutifully obeyed. However, I found licking Dad's face was too tempting, and we were soon kissing passionately. Tasha and Ben looked at each other speculatively before Tasha helped me astride my dad and then guided his slender todger into my pussy.
"I don't like men," Tasha growled. "So, don't talk to me, and don't try to touch me. Just shut up and eat my pussy."
Ben chuckled but moved between Tasha's thighs when she lay on the bed and began servicing her bald, sweltering, honey-dripping pussy. Tasha closed her eyes, and she groaned as Ben's tongue delved into her depths.
Meanwhile, my eyes were open, and I watched Ben and Tasha disbelievingly. What they were doing was so pornographically unexpected that it excited me tremendously. I rode my father harder and harder, and even though Dad's minuscule cock barely filled me, I found an angle where it scraped across my G-spot. I was able to ride that sensation to a minor climax before he stiffened and ejaculated into me.
Tasha heard our combined orgasm and pushed Ben off her pussy. Tasha was in full Domme mode now, and she snarlingly demanded that Ben clean my father's cum from my overheated pussy. I rolled onto my back, and Dad reluctantly moved aside. Ben dived between my shapely thighs eagerly and started devouring my pussy. I wasn't precisely experienced in anything sexual, but Ben's mouth on me felt exceptionally good, better than almost anyone else's. I opened my eyes to smile encouragingly at him and saw that Tasha had Dad on his back, and she was viciously tribbing her pussy on his face.
I almost sobbed when she spoke. "That's it, my little cunt-eating slut," Tasha crooned. "Get your pretty face as close to my pussy as you can so you can force your tongue in. There's my girl, just like that. Yes, baby girl, you're doing wonderfully. That's it, honey. Oh, yes! s it, honey. Oh, yes! Yeah, just like that baby girl. Oh, yeah! I'm cumming!" And just like that, she did!
Despite being distracted, I climaxed on Ben's questing tongue. I smiled at him happily, but then, Tasha sent Ben to wash his cock, pushed Dad aside and lowered herself onto my face. I'd never sexually kissed a girl before tonight, let alone eaten one, so I had no idea what to do. However, I knew what I liked, so I tilted my head and kissed Tasha's nubbin several times before lowering my mouth and surrounding her entrance. Sucking hard, I stabbed my tongue into her pussy as fast and deeply as I could. It worked because Tasha screamed and came on my tongue. Her juices flowed into my mouth, and I savoured the taste and texture of a woman's excretions, which were so different from a man's cum.
Ben returned and had Dad on his knees, sucking his cock. I observed that my father certainly knew his way around a cock. Ben wasn't massive; I estimated he was around six inches, but I'd never been able to swallow that much. Dad, however, had his nose buried in Ben's pubes, and he was sucking hard. Even though the rational part of my mind knew I should be disgusted by watching my father suck someone off, the reality was that it tremendously excited me.
I returned my attention to Tasha's pussy and moved my lips until they encircled her engorged clit. Then, I sucked firmly as I battered her nub with my tongue. Tasha's clit swelled, becoming a little larger in my mouth, and she moaned deep back in her throat.
"Gawd, Carina," she moaned. "You're almost as good at doing that as your father."
Why did I take that as a challenge? I doubled my attack on Tasha's pussy, swirling my tongue over her nub and twisting my head back and forth so my lips slid around her clit's base. Then, I moved my hand from her sexy ass and probed along her perineum until my finger slid into her hot, dripping entrance. I'd found my G-spot before, so I guessed hers would be in approximately the same place. It was, and I scraped my finger pads over it as I lashed her clit with my tongue.
Tasha's hands latched onto my head, and her whole body locked into a rigour before she shuddered, her hips jerking spasmodically as she groaned through gritted teeth. Her lady juices liberally poured from her overheated pussy and flowed over my fingers, hand and chin. She shuddered several more times before her hands unlocked, and she dragged me up so we could kiss.
"If that was your first attempt at oral sex with a woman, Carina," Tasha giggled. "Then you're a natural at it." I smiled happily, ignoring Ben's deep grunts as he came in my father's mouth.
I kissed her passionately. I'd had several orgasms tonight, but none that had truly ripped my soul apart, and I was eager to experience one that did. I looked towards Dad's door, and Tasha took my hint. Leaving our clothes strewn across the floor, we walk hand-in-hand back to my room. Tasha looked at me challengingly before she removed a strap-on cock from her handbag.
I'd never seen one before, so I took it out of her hands and examined it. Although it was penis-shaped and flesh-coloured, it felt similar to my vibrator, and I knew it would feel good inside me. I avariciously watched her buckle it on, and when it was, I lay back and spread my knees. Tasha balanced on her left hand as she loomed over me. She held her 'cock' with her right hand and guided it to my entrance. Her eyes met mine, and I groaned as she pushed forward, sliding her strap-on into me.
"So good," I moaned as more and more slid in. Tasha's 'cock' was significantly bigger than anything else I'd taken inside me, and I felt every millimetre as it slid in.
"There's a good little slut," Tasha giggled as she bottomed out in my pussy.
Something, I assumed it was Tasha's 'cock', pressed against my cervix. Another new experience, only I wasn't sure I liked this one. She pulled back before slowly and relentlessly pushing her 'cock' back in until it rested against my cervix again. Then she did it again, only faster and harder. Her 'dick' rapped against my cervix this time, and combined with the delicious stimulation of my G-spot, it crashed me into an unexpected orgasm.
"Oh!" I yipped as my hips jerked up to meet Tasha's next descending thrust. "Oh!" I yipped again, meeting another thrust.
Tasha grinned triumphantly, grabbed my nipples and squeezed mercilessly as she pounded me into the mattress. I crested again and then several more times as she fucked me. In the end, my libido maxed out, my brain imploded, and I lay there limply, waiting for Tasha to finish. Wet pussylips descending onto my mouth brought me back around. I opened my mouth and licked Tasha's juices, but she didn't seem to need me to do much. Instead, Tasha held my head to her pussy firmly and tribbed hard against my face until she screamingly came.



Then, she slid down, lay on her side leaning against me, cupped my breast, and kissed my mouth. "You're so beautiful, Carina," Tasha hummed. "That was so much fun, and I hope you'll want to make love with me again."
I couldn't agree with her sentiment any more, but I needed sleep, so I kissed her pouty lips and closed my eyes.
Someone moving between my thighs woke me sometime later. I assumed it was Tasha, so I lifted my knees and wrapped my ankles around her hips. My eyes flew open when I kissed my lover and realised it was Dad. He smiled and kissed me again. I heard sounds to my left, and when I turned my head, I saw that Tasha held Ben's head to her pussy. By her appreciative moans, he was doing a magnificent job of eating her pussy.
Fucking my father in the company of others seemed so decadently naughty that I found myself racing towards an orgasm. Dad's dick was barely half of what Tasha had fucked me with. But he had a way of rotating his hips that stirred his cock's head over my G-spot. It felt divine and never failed to send me into raptures. I was close to cumming when Dad suddenly forced his hand under my bum and rolled us over. I instinctively got onto my hands and knees and jumped when I felt warm lips kissing my tailbone.
"Relax, you little slut," Tasha chuckled. "You're going to love this!"
I looked over my shoulder, realising it wasn't Tasha at my rear. Ben grinned at me and lowered his mouth onto my starfish. In a night of many firsts, having my rosebud rimmed was undoubtedly the most weird because I'd never considered my ass an erogenous zone before. I knew that Dad did, but I figured that was only because he didn't have a pussy. However, feeling Ben's tongue swish over my chocolate star felt exotically erotic, and my tight little pussy fluttered as he did it. My orgasm, which had backed off several steps, roared forward, and I almost leapt from my peak.
But before I could, Ben's finger probed at my dark star. I was shocked, and my orgasm backed up again. Ben eased his finger's tip into me, but I was clenching pretty tightly down, refusing to allow any more.
"Men are useless," Tasha growled. "Jacqui, get out of the way! Ben, use your tongue on her ass again."
Dad wriggled out from under me, and Tasha slid in. Her lips surrounded my clitoris, and she slid a finger into my dripping pussy. She sucked and licked my clit as she twirled her finger over my G-spot. My orgasm began to peak again, so she slid her other hand along my perineum and onto my rosebud. Then, using Ben's spit as lubrication, Tasha slowly worked a finger into my bottom. The combination felt lasciviously titillating, and I relaxed, which allowed Tasha to work her entire finger into my ass.
"Laaawwwwwwddddd!" I moaned as my sphincter opened.
Tasha removed her finger temporarily, and Ben's tongue delved inside my ass. Tasha added another finger and stretched my ring open before Ben's tongue returned. It felt undeniably good, so I stopped protesting and turned my attention to trying to make Tasha cum. I had her close when she suddenly slid out from under me. Then she ordered, "Ben, on your back. Carina, ride him like you stole him. Jacqui, you get your daughter's ass virginity."
I knew I should have been protesting and refusing, but everything seemed so delightfully pornographic that I complied with Tasha's order and climbed onto Ben. I accepted him into my tight pussy easily. Ben was significantly longer and thicker than Dad, but he was less than what Tasha had fucked me with earlier, so he slid into me deliciously.
I felt Dad's hot breath on my rosebud, quickly followed by his probing tongue. I felt his cock's head next, but because he was so slender compared to Tasha's two fingers, he slid inside me without my ass offering any resistance. Ben and Dad held still, waiting for my reaction. I wasn't sure about this. It felt slutty, and I wasn't certain that I wanted to be like that. However, when I pushed on Ben's chest and raised myself up, Ben's cock rubbed over my G-spot, and I jerked. That rubbed my clit against Ben's cock, which also felt divinely good, and made me jerk again. Which stimulated my G-spot and... well... you get the picture.
Before I was wholly aware, I was ratcheting my hips back and forth along the cocks inside me. I was no longer edging towards a climax but racing at full gallop. My hips swung faster and faster, diving down to meet Ben's upward thrust before ramming back to meet Dad's descending one. My eyes closed as my peak neared. I readied myself to leap, but then Tasha took my nipples in her hand and twisted and stretched them mercilessly. The sudden pain catapulted me, uncontrolled, off my peak, and I screamed and shuddered as I fell, hitting every orgasm boulder on my way down. Halfway through my squalling descent, lust and passion overwhelmed my brain, and I passed out.
Soft lips on my vulva woke me, and I opened my eyes. Tasha smiled up at me before moving higher and kissing me. "Want to try my strap-on?" She offered.
"Yes," I nodded eagerly. Dad and Ben had gone again, and sunlight came through my blinds, so I knew it was some time in the morning. However, I felt refreshed, horny, and eager to play. Playing with Dad hadn't only released his blocked libido, but it had freed mine, too. I felt like a typical teenager should feel--hot, wet, horny, and ready to fuck.
Tasha showed me how to put the strap-on on and buckle it into place. She explained that there were various types, even ones that were double-ended so the wearer could have a 'cock' in her pussy as well as having one poking out from her pudenda. Tasha said she found using a double-ended strap-on uncomfortable, but many of her friends swore by them. I decided to buy one to try and then buy the other type if I didn't like it.
Tasha and I shared loving kisses as we eased back onto the bed. She expected me to take the lead seeing as I was wearing the 'cock', so I was more forceful with her than earlier. I pushed her onto her back and kissed down her luscious body. Tasha was a little thinner and more muscular than I was, plus her breasts were fuller but softer and sagged more--probably how mine would look in fifteen years, although I put Tasha's age at between twenty-five and thirty.
I thumbed one of Tasha's nipples as I suckled the other. She seemed to like a bit of pain, so I alternated between sucking and licking and biting and licking. Her body arched off the bed, and I could feel her heated pussy against my stomach. I continued to tease Tasha's nipples until her breaths came in panted gasps, and then I swiftly dived lower onto her needy pussy. When my lips surrounded Tasha's nubbin, she held my head, arched her entire body off the bed, screamed and climaxed. Her pussy fluids poured over my chin, so I lowered my lips and surrounded her entrance, delving my tongue into her vulva and devouring every drop of pussy juice I could.
Tasha's screams brought Dad and Ben. They took one look at me eating Tasha's flowing pussy, and Dad fell onto the bed beside her. Ben covered his body and shoved his cock into Dad's ass. Ben fucked Dad vigorously as I drove Tasha to several more orgasms. Then, because it seemed that fucking was the order of the day, I hurriedly covered her luscious body with mine and rammed my 'cock' into her soaking pussy.
Tasha climaxed three more times before Ben unloaded into my father's colon. Tasha's moans turned into whimpers, and I knew she was done. I eased out of my first lesbian lover, removed my strap-on, and lay beside her. Tasha rolled and partially lay across me, her wet pussy pressed against my hip.
We slept like that for another hour before I got up and made breakfast. Ben and Tasha stayed for lunch, but they caught separate Ubers after that and went to their respective homes.
Dad only needed a top-up every two hours rather than just one as he had before we began this journey. I moped a little, worried about crossing both the incest barrier and the same-sex one. I wasn't particularly religious, but committing the mortal sins of incest and homosexuality seemed to be something I shouldn't have done. However, Dad's happy, smiling face, his clear eyes and healthy-looking skin told me he was recovering from the twin millstones of depression and alcoholism. If endangering my 'Christian' soul was the price I had to pay to help him heal, then I'd gladly pay double.
After Ben and Tasha left, Dad mumbled about needing to shop for new clothes. In Brisbane, the shops typically close at 4:00 p.m. on a Sunday, which didn't leave us much time. I had a study day on Wednesday, so I promised to take him shopping then. Meanwhile, I sent Dad to gather and wash all the clothes we'd worn since I'd feminised him--a task that I typically did.
Because I wasn't sure if Dad knew about separating delicates, colours, towels, washcloths, and linen, I followed him into the laundry. As I suspected, he had no idea. So, I explained why he needed to put our lingerie inside a wash bag to protect them and why he needed to wash items of high colour that were likely to leach into the water separately from light-coloured items. Later, I also had to show him how to hang our tops, skirts and dresses so they wouldn't crease or sag.
After we got the washing back in, we watched Rebel Moon 2. The time between Dad needing a drink had stretched to more than two hours, and he no longer gulped the entire glass immediately. Instead, he sipped it appreciatively. Indications, I hoped, that he was recovering from his alcoholism. I made soup and toast for dinner, which, surprisingly, wasn't enough for Dad, so I made him a roast beef wrap. He gobbled that down, and I was tempted to make him another, but I was worried he'd throw everything up. I agreed when he suggested I make something else for him later if he was still hungry.
Dad promised to knock on my door when he needed a top-up, and we went to bed. I carefully latched my door closed. I didn't want Dad to think he could have sex with me anytime that he wanted to. Making love to me would be a reward he received for pleasing me, not something he could expect to happen. I was a little regretful of my decision because I loved the orgasms we'd had together. Although I'd suppressed my typical teenage libido because of Dad, the last few days had re-ignited it, and it was burning like a furnace in Hades.
I masturbated several times, mostly recalling what Anastasia and I had done together, which surprised me. However, the best release I had was when I remembered riding Ben as Dad fucked my virgin ass. It felt sweetly naughty to have surrendered my remaining virginity to my father.
Dad and I were eating breakfast when Gordon knocked on our door. Dad's shot glass stood on the table beside him. He hadn't drunk from it yet. He'd woken me twice during the night, but that was over eight hours, and I was pretty pleased about that. However, Gordon took the glass away and poured it into the sink. "You will suffer today, you worthless worm," Gordon snarled. "But you need to get off the booze, and the fastest way is to go cold turkey."
I knew that Gordon knew what he was doing, but the terror on Dad's face when he heard Gordon was taking away his alcohol broke my heart, and I fled to my room. I changed into my school uniform and bolted out the door. I typically took the bus to school, but that meant an hour's trip there and back. I didn't want to leave Dad that long, so I drove to school. I had to park quite some distance away, but I was still there much earlier than I usually was.
My school day passed uneventfully. The teachers returned some test papers, and I maintained my A+ average. I received 100% for the math test and 99.5% for the chemistry exam. I'd juxtaposed two numbers in a chemical formula, which prevented another perfect score. The rest of my lessons were their typically droned, lecture-type ones. I was more of a visual and tactile learner than an aural one, so I pretty much ignored the teachers and read the reference books instead. I only paid enough attention to answer when the teacher asked me a question.
Tasha phoned on my way home and asked if I was going out on Friday. I told her I had no plans, and she invited me to dinner. I told her I couldn't leave Dad at home alone and offered to make dinner instead. Tasha suggested that I phone Ben and make it a double date. That sounded good, but I didn't have Ben's number. I hoped that Dad did, so I agreed, and we hung up when Tasha said she'd come over around 6:00 p.m. after she'd finished work.
'Carina, you tart,' I giggled to myself. 'Not only do you have a suddenly full sex life, but you have a girlfriend.' The first was something I hadn't had since Mum left, and the other wasn't something I thought I'd ever have. Well, not a girlfriend who was also a lover.
I parked my car and entered into the lounge. I didn't see Dad or Gordon but heard retching from the bathroom, so I walked there. Gordon sat on the bath's edge, unconcernedly scrolling through his social media feed as Dad vomited into the toilet bowl. Dad leaned back when he heard me enter the room, and he looked at me weakly before another nausea attack bent him back over the bowl. I looked at Gordon concernedly, but he ignored me.
I was close to exploding when Gordon casually said, "Either fuck off for the night if you can't handle watching your father detox, or go and get him one of the Lucozade bottles I put in your fridge. Your dad will probably immediately throw it back up, but it gives him something to vomit, which is better than dry retching or spitting up bile. Besides, the minerals in the Lucozade are good for him."
I stalked to the kitchen and retrieved a bottle of Lucozade, which I brought back to the bathroom. I handed the bottle to Gordon, who helped Dad to drink it. As Gordon stated he would, Dad immediately vomited most of the drink back up. Gordon made him drink some more, which also came back up. However, Dad held the next two swallows down before curling into a ball and sleeping.
To my surprise, Gordon put his hand on Dad's shoulder sympathetically. "Trying to detox someone off heroin is the only thing worse than alcohol withdrawals," Gordon muttered before picking Dad up and carrying him to his bed. After tucking Dad into bed, he glared at me before firmly stating, "I will remain with Jack until he dries out. No sneaking him alcohol, no matter how pathetically he begs for it. Do you hear me, Carina? I understand what you were trying to do, and it would have worked. But it would have taken six months or more to get him sober. I took blood samples when I was here before, and I don't think his liver can stand another six months of drinking without failing."
I understood and burst into tears. Harsh intervention had to happen, or Dad would die. But then I was angry. It was so unfair! What did Dad do to deserve being dumped by my bitch mother? What did I do to deserve having a mother abandon me and my father die? Who the fuck was Gordon to be making such pronouncements about my father's health?
"Leave us alone!" I screamed! "Who died and made you my father's doctor? Who said you could take Dad's blood and have it analysed? How do I know you're qualified to make these judgements?"
I knew I was being unreasonable because I feared for my father, but what made it worse was that Gordon didn't respond to my questions. Instead, he looked at me sympathetically but completely ignored me. Then, he spoke as if talking to the air. "I never fit in anywhere," he said. "I was so intelligent that my bricklayer father and suburban housewife mother had no idea how to handle me. I scared them so much that they never had another child. Then, when I was about seven, Dad hurt his back and couldn't work anymore. He started drinking, and when he was drunk, he beat my mother."
I looked at him, horrified. But he continued remorselessly. "Mum left, of course. But her Roman Catholic parents disowned her because she'd abandoned her vows, and she was arrested for prostitution, trying to earn enough money to feed us. Child Services, in their wisdom, placed me back in Dad's care. Dad blamed me for Mum leaving, and every time he got drunk, which was every day, he beat me. But no matter how many times Child Services investigated, there was no one else to take me, and they left me with my father.
"Meanwhile, I was somehow excelling at school. I skipped a year and then another and entered uni when I was only thirteen. I couldn't do medicine as I wanted because I was too young. So, I initially did an undergraduate degree in biology, which I passed in two years instead of the expected three. I was old enough to do medicine by then and became a doctor by age twenty-two. Going to uni meant I could escape my father. My mother was a drug addict at that time, and she was in and out of jail because she was constantly arrested for prostitution, trying to feed her addiction.
"Dad died of cirrhosis of the liver first. Mum died of a drug overdose only a few months after that. Meanwhile, I was frustrated with my life and even more frustrated with medicine. I could see treatments that would help my patients, but I was restricted by the medical board and the Medicare Health System. I had few contemporaries and fewer friends. I'd never been successful with women and wondered if I was gay."
I didn't want to hear anymore because he was breaking my heart. But Gordon seemed in his own world, and his story continued to pour from him. "Trying to understand myself, I turned to psychology. I read all the majors. Freud, Nietzsche, Kafka, etc., but it wasn't enough. I returned to uni and completed my psychology Master's and then PhD. One of my professors was gay and appeared in Drag Shows. He took me under his wing and, sensing a like-minded soul, seduced me."
Gordon chuckled wryly. "So, there I was, four days short of my thirtieth birthday, and I was finally not a virgin, although I'd still never even kissed a woman sexually. I dived into the drag scene in Brisbane and made quite a name for myself. I adore the whole theatricality of drag. I exaggeratedly mimic a woman. I take all of a typical woman's movements and mannerisms and then maximise them to the nth degree. I don't look like a woman or wish to imitate one. Instead, I'm an overblown characterisation of one."
Gordon looked at me amusedly before adding. "It's amazing how many fag-hags there are out there. I tried pussy after my first show, and I must say that fucking one is almost as good as fucking a tight ass. However, women excel at blowjobs far more than men do. Men seem to want to just hurry up and get the job done. A woman savours her blowjob, taking her time to please her chosen man. I learned from how a woman services a cock to eat a woman out. I take my time and relish her taste and reactions to what I'm doing."
Was it wrong that I found Gordon's description of how he serviced a pussy sexually exciting?
He continued. "Being in the gay/drag scene brought me into close contact with the transgender community. I have to tell you, Carina, that the two are not the same! Most drag queens do not want to become women. They're happy with their cocks and imitating women for their shows, but the show is where it ends. We maintain character during the night between shows, but after the final one, our drag persona goes back into the box, and we return to being gay or, in my case, bisexual men.
"Anyway," Gordon continued. "I met many intersexed or transgender men and women, and I was appalled by the paucity and quality of their care. I volunteered at the free clinic in Spring Hill until I gained enough experience to branch out on my own. I'm never going to make the money that I could by treating more traditional patients, but helping my trans and intersexed friends is more important to me than making money from people's damage."



And here I was, thinking that my life sucked. My parents were at least alive, and they weren't physically abusive, although Mum was quite emotionally so. Gordon's tale broke my heart, and I could barely stifle my sobs. However, my aunt's warning re-entered my mind, and I was careful not to fling myself into his arms. It's not that I didn't find Gordon attractive; I did. It's that I was only just finding my power, and I didn't want to submit to anyone, let alone someone my father's age. I left the room silently and went to the kitchen. I had some assignments to work on, and I preferred to work on them at the kitchen table.
Gordon came down about an hour later as I was packing up. I checked the time and saw I still had time to call The Trust's lawyer and discover if I could access the funds to hire Gordon for the semester. I called Graeme Stock, and he chuckled when he heard my request. "Carina," he said. "You need to come and see me so I can explain how The Trust works. Your father's share, which you're currently executor of, returns approximately 3.5 million dollars a year. The Trust's accountants need to approve any expenditure above that, but anything less is at your prerogative."
So, umm, wow! Right? Anastasia was right--I was a rich bitch and, until recently, had no idea we were anything more than middle class. A girl could go nuts with that kind of money. I mean, you see the many heiresses on the news who have had way too much money all their lives, and they're nothing but spoilt bitches. Paris Hilton leaps to mind. At least I didn't have the most boring sex tape ever out there.
Graeme continued, "I'll email you an ongoing funding request. Fill it in and return it, and the money will be ready when you need to pay Gordon. He's a good one, by the way. The Trust helps to fund his clinic and practice."
I thanked him and hung up. My phone dinged a few minutes later. I checked, and it was the request, so I opened it on my laptop and filled it in. There wasn't much to it, surprisingly. Just who, why, how much and how often. I needed to get Gordon's bank details, which he came and filled in when I called him, and it was done. I returned the email to Graeme.
Gordon returned a couple of hours later and requested soup for Dad. At his direction, I found a chicken Cup-of-Soup packet and mixed it in the hot water. I made some toast with butter, but Gordon said he doubted that Dad could hold it down. "He looks and seems worse than he is," Gordon assured me. "The risks that he'll die from drying out are asphyxiating on his own vomit, something I'm here to ensure doesn't happen, and a stomach ulcer, something that is quite common in drunks, that ruptures. Jack had vomited so often today that if he had an ulcer, it would have ruptured by now. So, Carina, it's unpleasant, but your dad will survive this."
He left with the soup, leaving me feeling relieved.
Another hour passed before he returned. I still sat at the kitchen table. I was ostensibly watching YouTube shorts, but I was pretty much only worrying about Dad. Gordon sat opposite me and rumbled, "It's good that your dad has transferred his obedience to you because becoming your father's Mistress and lover saved him. I know how difficult a decision to make that was. I could probably have saved my mother the same way, but I was too young, and by the time I was old enough, she was too far gone."
He waited for my response, but I didn't know what to say. I'd done it because my aunt suggested it was the only way to save him. A girl needs her father. He's the white knight between her and the rest of the world. So, I did what I felt I had to to save him. Funny thing is that I still saw him as my white knight--the only man who would unquestioningly sacrifice his life to save mine.
Maybe I could have dragged him out of depression and alcoholism simply by being more forceful, but the massive improvement that Dad has made since I started Domming him spoke for itself. Also, I admitted to myself, Dad was a better lover, even with his shamefully small cock, than any other man I've been with. Tasha being the only equivalent lover I'd been with. Therefore, making love with him wasn't difficult.
I was off in my own world, worrying about Dad, the future, and what I'd do about uni. I have already received an invitation to study medicine at Melbourne University and UQ (University of Queensland), but I wasn't sure if that's what I wanted to do. I must have been inadvertently staring at Gordon because he suddenly grinned and said, "I know you're attracted to me, but I prefer guys, so if you want me, you'll need to get on your knees and suck my cock."
"Insufferable jerk!" I raged at him. "I wouldn't suck your dick even if it was the only way to save the world!"
I stood to storm off to my room, but as I passed him, Gordon grabbed my wrist and pulled me into his lap. I hadn't changed out of my uniform yet, and before I could react, Gordon's tongue was down my throat as his fingers were inside my panties, caressing my sweet little clitty. Worse was that I instantly orgasmed, spewing juices over his fingers. Gordon laughed and released me, and I fled to my room. After carefully locking the door and setting the latch, I threw myself on my bed, ripped my skirt up and my panties down, and thrust my fingers where Gordon's had just come from. Dragging a pillow over my face, I screamed as another climactic orgasm blasted over me. I came twice more before I had myself under control.
'Well, Carina,' I told myself bitterly, angered by my body's betrayal. 'At least you know you're not a lesbian now.'
Gordon had Dad up at the kitchen table when I came out of my room the following morning, dressed for school. Dad was bleary-eyed and looked like he hadn't slept at all. Gordon didn't look much better. Dad's hands shook so severely that Gordon was spooning him weak tea. He managed to get a half cup into him before Dad refused any more. I made omelettes because they were the simplest and quickest to make. Dad refused even to try a bite, but Gordon hungrily ate Dad's and his. I handed mine over, too, and made myself another one.
It was time to go to school, so I tearfully kissed my dad's cheek and got in my car. I refused even to acknowledge Gordon damned Latchford and his all too knowing fingers. School went past in a blur. There were two tests, and for the first time in years, I had no idea how I went in them. Usually, I'd reach the end and be confident that I scored at least nineteen out of twenty. I, more often than not, got twenty from twenty. Today? I couldn't even remember the test questions.
Worse was that my pussy ached all day, too. I looked at the other girls and wondered what their bodies looked like under their uniforms. I fantasised about seducing the prettier ones so that I could find out. Worse still was that I ogled the few male teachers the same way. I was at an all-girls school, so there weren't any boys to perve on, but I was sure I would have been if there were. I returned home in a flurry of sexual frustration, and it was only Tuesday with no hope of relief other than my fingers until Friday unless I was prepared to submit to Gordon.
Dad seemed more aware when I returned home, although he still looked like shit. I asked him if he had Ben's number, and he said that Ben had put it in his phone. I retrieved Dad's phone from his room and opened his contacts. I had a wee chuckle when I saw the entry read 'Ben Superstud'. "Is that Mister Superstud?" I innocently asked when he answered his phone.
"Maybe," Ben chuckled. "Who's asking?"
"Carina, Jacqui's daughter," I explained. "Ben, I'm having Tasha over for dinner on Friday night. Dad and I were hoping you'd like to make it a foursome?"
"Sounds good to me," Ben agreed. "What time?"
"Tasha's coming around six," I told him. "So anytime after that. Do you remember the address?"
"I'm pretty sure I do, but please text it through anyway?"
"Sure," I replied. "See you Friday." I hung up and texted the address through.
"What was that about?" Dad asked listlessly.
"Ben and Tasha are coming for dinner on Friday, so you'd better get yourself well by then," I smilingly told him.
Dad tried to chuckle, "Is my girl a dyke now?" He playfully asked.
"Is my dad a poofter now?" I teased back.
"No," Dad said, trying to keep our banter going despite looking like he'd throw up again shortly. "I'm one hundred per cent heterosexual. I'm a woman, and I only sleep with men!"
I arched my eyebrow. "So, I'm a man now, am I?"
Dad laughed! For the first time in too long, my father tipped his head back and laughed! Even though he broke into a coughing fit and then had to run to the loo to throw up, I broke down in tears. He wasn't back, but he was getting there. I kissed Gordon's cheek and held his face.
"You're welcome, little one," Gordon replied to my unspoken thanks.
I wanted to blow him, I realised. Not because he was so dominant and that I was so weak, but because he was a genuinely good guy who was trying to save my father. Of course, those first two things helped, too. Despite knowing he was gay and a drag queen to boot, Gordon was still the most staunchly masculine man I'd ever met. I grinned when I thought, 'Well, Ben got to fuck father and daughter, and all he did was dance with my dad and treat him well. Gordon is literally saving my father's life. Shouldn't he get to do the same?' I thought that he should!
However, I wasn't giving it up for Mister Gordon Latchford just because I thought he deserved me to blow him because he'd saved my father. Wait. Wasn't that just what I had decided to do? Whatever. He wasn't getting me tonight. Instead, I got my schoolwork out and ignored him as I studied. Getting straight A+s was not easy!
Wednesday passed similarly to Tuesday, and Thursday similarly to Wednesday. But by the time I returned on Thursday after school, I could see that Dad was past the worst of it. His hands barely trembled as he almost eagerly ate the omelette Gordon had made him. Gordon took me aside and said that he'd poured out every millilitre of alcohol he'd found in the house, but Dad no longer had any immediate cravings.
As any alcoholic will tell you, the craving never goes away, but as long as he never took another drink, Dad should be able to control his urge to drink. Although it was a cliché, Gordon emphasised that getting Dad to join Alcoholics Anonymous was his best chance of staying sober long-term. Gordon explained that for Dad now, one drink was too much. But having had that one drink, the entire ocean wouldn't be enough for him. I understood.
After he'd eaten, Gordon sent Dad to shower and shave, including all of his body hair, which he'd neglected for the last four days. Then, as Dad showered, Gordon shamelessly bustled into my room and opened my wardrobe. He selected a casual, loose-fitting mini dress, asked for panties and a bra, took a pair of heels, and left. I shook my head at his audacity but let it ride because it was for my father.
I saw through my open door Dad when Dad left the shower and walked to his bedroom. He'd been using the main bathroom because, trying not to be too gross, during his withdrawal, he'd 'run from both ends', and the shower in the main bathroom was big enough to lie down in. Gordon grinned and winked at me as he closed Dad's door.
I shrugged because I thought that Gordon didn't want to expose my father's nakedness to me, but his wink made me curious. I waited an hour, and they still hadn't reappeared, so I walked to Dad's room and knocked. "Come in, Carina," Gordon called.
I opened the door, somewhat nervous about what I'd see. But Gordon ignored me and carried on with what he was doing. He'd appropriated Mum's vanity and restocked it with everything a woman could possibly want. Most of the items I saw, I didn't know what their use was. Gordon was explaining, "Your daughter did a pretty good job with your makeup, and you copy what she taught you effectively. However, a man needs to do his makeup differently than a woman. We need to use a lot more blush to contour our brows, nose, cheekbones and chin. Your chin is already quite round, but we need to contour your brow and nose to make you look really feminine."
I watched as he used blush to smooth out my father's heavy brow and to thin his nose to a more feminine shape. Then he accentuated Dad's already quite high cheekbones, which I inherited through his genes, before blending everything together and making it look natural. By the time he'd finished, Dad looked like an almost beautiful forty-year-old woman. After doing Dad's makeup, Gordon showed Dad how to use a styling wand to shape his hair. That made Dad look even more beautiful.
Gordon sent me from the room because he said he wanted me to be surprised when I saw him, which I thought was weird. After all, it was my dress he'd be wearing. Shrugging, I went to the lounge and scrolled through my social media feeds as I waited.
About an hour later, music started blaring through the Bluetooth speakers in the lounge, and Natalie Nylons (Gordon) strutted out from the hallway. He was miming to Don't Cha by The Pussycat Dolls and dancing up a storm. I clapped delightedly at his sinuous movements and overexaggerated hip sway and strut. It was precisely like he'd said--he was a normal woman plagiarised to the nth degree. He was a caricature of a woman, and it looked hilarious.
It was even funnier when Dad strutted out after him. Gordon had Dad in a pair of my 7-inch heels. Heels that I couldn't wear for very long without having to sit. I wondered several times if he was going to fall or even break an ankle, but he gamely carried on. They did two more songs before strutting back up the hall to Dad's bedroom.
Dad joined me a little later and asked if I liked the show. I told him I had and that he looked very sexy dancing in heels. He smiled appreciatively and lay his head on my shoulder. Gordon, who had changed out of his drag persona, joined us and sat beside me, too. Even though I'd just seen him in drag, I still thought he was the most divinely masculine man I'd ever met. I was wet between my shapely thighs and hoped Gordon would dominate me and make me suck his cock as Janet said he would. However, other than placing his hand on my outer thigh, which sent tingles straight to my nubbin, he gave no indication he was interested in me sexually.
I went to bed frustrated and feeling out of sorts. Still, I'd be playing with Tasha and possibly Dad and Ben tomorrow evening, so I could use my fingers for relief tonight and get what I needed tomorrow. I gave myself two disappointing orgasms before nodding off.
Someone getting into my bed woke me up. I instinctively panicked before remembering that only Dad and Gordon were in the house, and I was sure it wouldn't be Gordon. But then, the lights came on, and I saw Dad. He was naked, wearing only his cock cage. His hands were cuffed before him, and he was still made up. Of course, that meant the nude man in my bed was Gordon.
I knew I should have been angry with his assumption I'd be okay about it, but the thing was that I was! From the moment he'd told me how his life growing up had been and how he'd always felt left out and different, I wanted him. I didn't protest when he took me by the neck and forced me onto his cock. Gordon was a pleasing more than 6 inches, or so I guessed. This meant he wasn't as long or thick as Tasha's strap-on but was significantly bigger than Ben and hugely longer than Dad. His dick slid into my mouth and down my throat without any protest from me.
"Good girl," Gordon breathed. He held me still with his cock buried in my throat. Fortunately, he wasn't quite long enough to occlude my airways, so I could accept him being passive, wholly planted inside me. "Suck," he commanded.
I grinned as best I could around his cock and sealed my lips around his shaft. Sticky pre-cum oozed into my mouth as I sucked and swirled my tongue over his glans. I knew he wanted more, but if he wanted to play the dominant with me, he'd need to order me to do things; I wasn't going to make it easy for him and take the initiative.
Gordon chuckled, intuiting what I was doing. But instead of telling me to suck him off, he gripped my head and jaw painfully and started face-fucking me. I'd never experienced that before, though I'd read about it and seen it in porn. Gordon's cock, despite being the longest flesh cock I'd sucked, wasn't long enough to choke me. However, I couldn't help the strange 'gluck, gluck, gluck' sounds my throat made as Gordon pushed in and out of me.
"Talented," Gordon muttered before he lost his load into my mouth. I held his sperm in there until he pulled out, then I opened my mouth to show I still had it, closed, swallowed and then opened my mouth to show that I'd gulped it all.
Gordon gestured, and Dad got on the bed. We kissed, and his tongue searched in my mouth for Gordon's cum. We kissed some more before Dad kissed lower and alternately sucked my nipples. Then, he trailed kisses down my stomach and latched his lips around my nubbin. Dad may have been a poof, but he sure knew his way around a woman's vagina. I guess if he was impotent with my mother, he needed to find other ways to satisfy her, which explained his expertise. Whatever the reason, I climaxed quickly and then came again before Gordon pushed him aside and loomed between my lasciviously spread legs.
"Oomph!" I mildly protested as Gordon's staunch body lowered onto mine, and his turgid cock pierced my nether regions and slid inside. His hips were too wide for me to wrap my thighs around them, so I settled for interlinking my ankles around his calves. Doing that gave me enough leverage to thrust my pussy up to meet his descending pelvis. Our abdomens slapped together in a vicious, staccato rhythm.
Gordon was fucking me brutally, seemingly trying to pound my ass through my mattress. I'd never been taken so roughly before, but I knew I'd be demanding it was done again. I had no need to search for the right contact to initiate my orgasm because the delicious slap of his pubic bone against my clitoris and the delightful slide of Gordon's cock over my G-spot sent me scampering towards my climactic peak in a blind rush.
I got there and leapt off simultaneously with Gordon giving one last thrust and locking into place with his dick as deeply embedded in me as possible. I felt every jerk when his cock swelled and pumped me full of his sperm. Every ejaculation into me caused another minor cum event which culminated in a screaming orgasm when he jerked and shuddered as his last ejaculation into me happened.
Gordon growled happily and eased out of me before rolling off me. I lay there, replete from my orgasm, when I felt lips and a tongue on my freshly-fucked pussy. I opened my eyes, and just as I'd fantasised, Dad grinned delightedly up at me as he licked Gordon's cum from my pussy lips before stabbing his tongue into my vulva to fish more out. The whole wicked salaciousness of being eaten out by my father in front of a man who had just fucked me as Dad watched washed over me. I felt decadently naughty, and the thrill of the forbidden blasted me into orgasmic heaven. I was barely aware when Dad's lips left my pussy, and Gordon's cock opened me up again.
I suspect Gordon must have taken Viagra before coming into my room because my lovers alternated between one fucking me and the other cleaning me for the remainder of the night. I don't know how many orgasms I had before they finally let me sleep, but they only stopped when I complained my pussy was too sore to continue. There was no way I was going to school because I was too exhausted, and I phoned in sick for only the second time in my academic career.
I slept between my men until midday. When we got up, it had been four straight days since Gordon made my dad give up drinking. Dad's eyes were clear, his skin looked healthy, and his innate, teasing, joking personality reappeared. I finally had something to look forward to. I had a lesbian lover who would visit again tonight, two older male lovers, and, of course, my dad, who was also my lover. There were challenges to come that I knew, keeping Dad sober the chief among them, but I had hope, something I didn't have before I made my father my bitch.




The End.
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Making Mum My Bitch.

Chapter 1: Nineteen.
Well, a year has passed since I feminised my father, Jack, changed his name to Jacqui, and made him my bitch. He's been much better since Gordon dried him out over four days using the 'cold turkey' method. Dad still occasionally stares longingly at others drinking alcohol when we go out for dinner or to a bar or club. However, fingers crossed, he's stayed on the wagon for almost a year. Dad, at Gordon's insistence, joined AA. He attends weekly, mostly on his own.
Ben turned out to be what Gordon disparagingly called 'a chaser'. He was happy to come to our place or meet Dad at The Wickham, which, although it has a significant LGBTQI clientele, is known as a 'straight bar'. Ben wouldn't take Dad on dates to a restaurant, and he wouldn't come with us to watch Gordon in his shows at Sporties or The Brunswick because those were known as 'gay bars', and he didn't want to be seen with a 'tranny'.
Dad's transition to female proceeded smoothly. Gordon prescribed him estrogen, which further feminised Dad's appearance and softened his facial and body hair. We've got money, so Dad underwent several laser treatments to remove his body hair, with further electrolysis treatments to get rid of what was left. Dad also had electrolysis to remove his facial, armpit, and pubic hair permanently.
Gordon recommended a Melbourne-based cosmetic surgeon who thinned Dad's nose, shaved his browbone and Adam's apple, and added cheekbone inserts to help him look more feminine. We returned two months later, and Dad now owns a delicious pair of C-cup breasts that match mine in fullness and firmness. We can still swap clothes back and forth because we're essentially the same size, although Dad's shoulders are broader than mine. Dad didn't want 'bottom surgery' because he wanted to be able to make love to me, which I thought was sweet.
The only bugbear was that the estrogen killed Dad's erection, which depressed him because he couldn't make love to me like he used to. Gordon came to the rescue again. Now he was off the booze and exercising regularly, Dad was healthy enough for Gordon to prescribe Viagra. So, when Dad or I are horny, he takes a little blue pill and we fuck like teenagers. Well, I still am, so I guess that's fair.
Tasha and I are still together, although we're not exclusive with each other. I'm dating a sweet boy, Tom, who took me to The School Formal (Prom for you Americans). I let him get lucky on our fourth date, and he stayed the night with Dad and me. No, not like that, sillies! I meant he stayed the night at my place. Tom freaked a little bit when he found out the next day that my 'mum' was actually my dad, but he's handling it okay, and they're friendly now. It was amusing when my father tried to give Tom 'the dad's talk' dressed and looking like a sexy, quite pretty, middle-aged woman.
I graduated high school as The School Dux (valedictorian), maintaining my A+ average until the end. There was me and then daylight until the second-best student. I received invitations from every prestigious and not-so-prestigious uni in Australia to attend their campuses. I chose UQ (University of Queensland) because it meant I could stay with Dad.
So that's been the last year, which, let me tell you, has been much better than the previous two. I've started an MBBS (Bachelor in Medicine, Bachelor of Surgery) at UQ, intending to become a psychiatrist. I have an active social and sex life, a girlfriend who I adore, and a boyfriend who helps scratch an itch but isn't what I want for a husband.
Who would be, you ask? A younger version of Gordon, who, despite being primarily gay and a drag queen to boot, is still the most masculine man I know. He never fails to have my motors howling when he visits. Riding his staunch 6+-inch cock as Dad fucks my tight ass is the best sex I have. Where do you find one like him, though?
Everything was perfect, and my life was the best it's ever been. There are no more loud, screaming arguments between my parents. Dad is happy and thriving and working part-time back at his old accounting firm, which I'd found out was owned by The Morshuis Family Trust.
I should have known it couldn't have lasted.
This is how it all went wrong: Friday morning, before heading to uni, my phone rings.
Me: Hello?
Caller: Carina?
Me: Perhaps. Who is this?
Caller: Your mother. I'm in Brisbane at the airport.
Me: The only one I know who once had the right to use that title gave up that right three years ago. So, who is this?
Caller repeats stubbornly: Your mother.
Me: Sorry. Don't know anyone by that name.
Caller: I need your help, Carina.
Me (angry enough to want to reach through the phone and rip her throat out, sarcastically says): And why the fuck would I give a fuck?
Caller in tears: He beats me, Carina. He's lost his job, beats me, takes all my money and he's threatening to whore me out.
Me (still spitting tacks): Ever hear 'You made your bed'?
Caller, shocked: You don't care that a man beats your mother and is going to turn her into a whore?
Me (beginning to feel guilty): I probably would if I had someone deserving of the title 'Mother'.
Caller sobbing:
Me:...
Caller, sobbing louder:
Me:...
Caller wailing as she breaks down:
Me:...... sigh. Get your fat arse in a taxi and come here.
Chapter 2: She Arrives.
I called Gordon first, who promised he'd be here in less than thirty minutes. Then, I called Dad, who was at work. "Absolutely not!" Dad denied when I said I'd told her to come over.
"You're prepared to let someone beat up and whore out your ex-wife, my mother, Dad?" I asked. "Surely, you're a better person than that?"
Dad sighed before mumbling that I was probably right; we had to do something. He promised to be home as quickly as possible. He was packing up and leaving now.
I was glad that Gordon got there first. He squeezed me fiercely and told me it would be okay, that he had my back and would support any path I took. While we were waiting, I phoned uni and excused myself from classes, citing a family emergency. It turned out I needn't have bothered unless I'd be gone for a week or more.
Mum got out of a cab about twenty minutes later. I was shocked and appalled by her appearance. Mum's once luscious figure, which was so similar to mine, was skinny to the point of emaciation. Her golden-blonde hair was lank and streaked with grey, and her eyes were dull and lifeless. In short, she was Dad a year ago. I feared she was on drugs. Fortunately, she later assured me she wasn't, but that Sam, the man she'd abandoned us for, threatened that if she didn't hand over her pay, he would forcibly inject her with heroine to addict her so she'd be his whore.
I had to pay the driver because Mum didn't have any money.
Dad arrived in his Mercedes while Mum, Gordon, and I stared at each other on the front lawn. Mum gasped when Jacqui got out of the car instead of Jack, and she began crying. Dad looked at her angrily before getting back in his car and parking it in the garage. He waited until we came inside before speaking.
"What the fuck do you want, Mandy?" He snarlingly asked. "Why have you crawled out of the woodwork? Looking for money again? Fuck off, you two-dollar whore. We don't want you here."
Unlike she'd ever done before, Mum just stood and accepted his abuse. I wondered why, but then I saw how she kept her head tilted and her hair hanging over one side of her face. I gripped her chin, straightened her head, and swept the hair off her face. Her left eye had a shiner that Mike Tyson would have been proud to have given. Her cheekbone on that side was similarly bruised, and now that I was close, I could see she'd covered her skinny upper arms with foundation makeup to hide the bruises on them.
She smelled, and her dress was dirty. I thought it was a suede colour, but I could see it was a dirty white. Mum's armpits and legs were unshaved, also unlike her. Mum's shoes were filthy and held together with duct tape.
"I ran away three weeks ago," she explained. "Sam brought a man home from the pub who had paid him fifty bucks to fuck me. I wouldn't do it, so Sam beat me. I got a black eye and bruises and fucked by Sam's friend anyway. Sam took the fifty dollars and bought a bottle of scotch. I packed what I could and ran when he passed out. I've been living on the streets since then. I was raped again the first night I was on the street.
"Last night, I was walking down the street, looking for somewhere safe to sleep, when a guy pulled up in his car and offered me fifty bucks to blow him. When he pulled out his wallet to pay me, I grabbed it, stole his cash, and ran away. There was enough to buy a plane ticket to Brisbane, and here I am."
There were holes in her story, such as the fact that she was way too emaciated to have been on the streets for only three weeks. However, the fact that she was so thin and dirty indicated that something had gone wrong.
"Gordon is a doctor," I said to her evenly. "Will you allow him to examine you and see if you need any medical help?"
Mum looked at him doubtfully but readily agreed to allow him to check her out. I asked if I could be with her, which seemed to help her relax. I guess, if she'd been raped recently, it would make her feel better if she wasn't alone with a man she didn't know.
I took Mum up to one of the spare rooms as Gordon retrieved his medical bag from his car. Gordon, if he wasn't sleeping with me or Dad, uses the guest room, and I wasn't kicking out someone who helped for someone who deserted, so I took her to the smallest of the spare rooms. Petty? Yeah, I know. Shrugs. She wasn't forgiven.
When she disrobed, I was shocked again. The bruises on her face and upper arms weren't the only ones. Her back and front looked like someone had used her for a punching bag. Her skin hung loosely as if she'd lost a lot of weight quickly, and her once high-standing, firm breasts sagged like deflated balloons down her chest. She was braless, and her knickers were torn. I could see dried blood stains on her panty's gusset and I realised at least one part of her tale was true--she'd been raped at least once.
Gordon examined her from top to toe, took some blood to be tested, and sent her to wee in a specimen bottle. Mum winced several times as Gordon poked and prodded her. When he'd completed his exam, he leaned against the door and said, "I don't think there is any major damage, but I want to be sure, so I'll get Carina or Jacqui to take you up to the PA (Princess Alexandra Hospital). I want X-rays of your ribs and back and an ultrasound of your spleen, kidneys, and liver."
He handed Mum a slip of paper. "This is a referral, which will hopefully get you seen sooner than normal, but I wouldn't count on it. I'd have to return to my surgery to write X-ray and ultrasound requests because I don't have those forms with me."
Mum looked at me. I shrugged noncommittedly and asked Gordon, "Is it okay if she showers and changes first?"
"Of course," Gordon agreed. "I'll drop these samples at Sullivan Nicolaides and meet you back here. I'll take your dad with me to ensure he's not alone. I can tell he's angry, worried, and insecure, so rather than leave him at home, I'll take him out."
"Sounds like a plan," I said.
Gordon left, and Mum held her dress to her scrawny body and scurried across the hall to the bathroom. I told her to come to my room when she was done. I went down to the kitchen and found that Gordon was waiting for me.
"Someone, I'd guess more than one, has done a real number on your mother, Carina," he told me gravely. "Most of her face, body, arms and legs are covered in bruises. She has vaginal and anal bleeding. Some of the bruises are old and faded, so I'd guess she's been receiving regular beatings for at least the last two months, probably more. The perpetrator(s) was smart, though. Other than her upper arms, which would have been covered with long sleeves, none of the bruises are where they'd be seen if she was dressed."
My temper boiled. I hated what my mother did to me and my father, but no one deserves to be treated like that. "Your best guess?"
"Sam's been whoring her out for several months. I doubt her johns will have used condoms, so there's a strong risk she has VD or worse: Herpes, Hepatitis C, maybe even HIV.
"Any signs of drug or alcohol use?"
"Not excessively, no," Gordon reassured me. "Her teeth are too good for her to be on crack, and she doesn't have any puncture marks I could see. Her eyes are dull, but her corneas are bright, so I think her liver function is still unimpeded."
Gordon took Dad's hand, and they left. I heard the bathroom door open, so I returned to my room. I gave Mum a pair of my panties and a bra. The panties barely stayed on her ass, and the bra was so big as to be comical if the situation wasn't so dire, she removed it. Even my smallest dress, one that had hung unnoticed from when I was sixteen and not so developed, hung from her scrawny frame, but at least it was fresh and clean. My sneakers fit okay, so she wore those, too.
As Gordon had warned, we waited almost two hours before someone could see Mum. They performed the same examination Gordon had and came to the same conclusions. More blood was taken, even though I said that Gordon already had some taken and it was at the pathology being tested. An orderly took Mum away for X-rays and an ultrasound. He returned her about thirty minutes later, and we waited another thirty before a resident came in. He put the X-rays under the light and examined them carefully.
"Nothing broken, Mrs Morshuis," he said cheerfully. He took out the ultrasound results and perused them. "Have you been weeing blood, Mrs Morshuis?" He asked. Mum shook her head. "I think your liver and right kidney are bruised but not seriously enough to be concerned about. Keep a close eye on your urine for the next few days, and if there's any blood, get yourself back here immediately."
Just then, one of his students came in with the blood results. The resident examined them and said, "You have an STI (Sexually Transmitted Infection). Luckily, it's the common venereal disease, also called 'the clap'. It smells a bit icky, probably stings or itches a bit, but it's nothing too serious. A simple course of antibiotics should clear it up."
He continued, "You have lesions in your vagina and anus, which I'll prescribe a topical cream for, but that's more for comfort than anything else. Even without the cream, they'll clear up in a few days as long as you avoid using them for sex for that long."
The resident stared at Mum for quite some time before saying, "I took the liberty of completing a rape report. Although it's too late to look for and collect hair, skin, and semen samples, there's still plenty of evidence that you've been raped, Mrs Morshuis. I can forward the report to the police if you wish?" Mum shook her hair, and the resident sighed. "I took photos of your injuries and completed an assault form, too. Shall I forward those to the police?"
Mum shook her head again. "I hope that you've at least been smart enough to leave the man who did this to you, Mrs Morshuis?" Mum nodded, and the resident muttered, "Thank God for small mercies." He shook his head and said, "That's all I can do for you, Mrs Morshuis." He handed Mum the scripts for the antibiotics and the cream. "Remember, any sign of blood in your urine, and come back, okay?" Mum nodded again. "Louis will show you out," the resident said before standing and walking out briskly.
"This way," Louis said. He showed us back to the waiting room, and we left.
Mum knew I knew she hadn't been entirely truthful with her explanation, but neither of us brought it up on our way home. I guessed she didn't want to admit to how badly she screwed up when she left us for Sam, and for me, it was enough that she genuinely needed our help. That this wasn't just some scheme to get some money from Dad. As much as I hated her for abandoning my father, I didn't actually hate her. I hated her actions but not her, if that makes sense. Kinda? Huh? She was my mother. Okay? A girl, no matter how old, needs her mother. She still wasn't forgiven!
Gordon and Dad sat at the kitchen table, drinking tea when we returned. Gordon raised an eyebrow, but I shook my head. Mum sat as far away from Dad as possible at a six-seat table, but I kissed Dad's cheek and sat beside him, holding his hand. Our little show of solidarity misted Mum's eyes, but she stayed quiet.
"Did the hospital run any blood tests?" Gordon diplomatically asked. Mum nodded but didn't otherwise respond. We'd stopped by the chemist on the way home to fill her prescriptions. "I won't talk about those, then," Gordon said. "I'll address the things the hospital wouldn't have tested for. Mrs Morshuis, you're anaemic, and your white blood cell count is extremely low, meaning you're vulnerable to any virus that might be lurking about."
He continued, "Your thyroid is sluggish, and I'll need to run more tests to ensure you don't have hypothyroidism, an underactive thyroid. Your urine contains small amounts of protein, which means your kidneys are a little compromised. I suspect it's only because you're dehydrated, so ensure you drink plenty of water over the next few days.
"You're severely underweight, so I want you to eat plenty of high-fat, high-carbohydrate foods as well as lots of red meat and dark green vegetables, all of which will help you gain weight and improve your iron count. Other than what the hospital discussed with you, you're in remarkably good shape for someone who has been starved for close to a year."
"What?" Dad and I gasped simultaneously.
Mum refused to respond, though. I examined her again. It was clear that she'd been living hard for way more than the three weeks she'd admitted to, but a year? That would mean that Sam had kicked her out not long after she'd moved to Sydney to be with him. Had she been turning tricks and living on the streets since then? I tried to remember how she looked during the court case when she tried to get some money from Dad. I recalled that she looked tired and stressed, but I thought that was guilt from abandoning us. If Gordon was right, she was already on the street by then.
I didn't know what to feel or think. Why hadn't she returned home if Sam had dumped her early on? Dad would have taken her back happily, and I would have been glad that my mother was home. Life would have been better for us all. Dad would have escaped the bottle, I wouldn't have struggled with trust and abandonment issues, and Mum wouldn't look like she did now. I didn't understand.
Mum looked tired, so I suggested she go and lie down, which she did. Dad and Gordon looked searchingly at me. Uncomfortable, I said, "What?"
"Mandy calls, and just like that, she's forgiven?" Dad growled, momentarily forgetting to use the feminine pitch his speech therapist had taught him.
"She is not forgiven!" I snarled. "But she is my mother, and I will not leave her living on the streets now that I know she is! And, Daddy-dearest, nor should you! You never wanted her to leave, and if she'd wanted to come home, you wouldn't have hesitated or cared what she'd been doing since she left!"
"True before you saved me, Carina," Dad bellowed. "But if she hadn't abandoned us, I wouldn't have transitioned, and you and I wouldn't be lovers!"
"Why don't you yell a little louder, Jack," I disparagingly said, referencing he was yelling like a man and not like the woman he was. "I'm sure the neighbours two streets over still don't know you're fucking your daughter, you incestuous pervert!"
Dad opened his mouth, but I held my hand up. "Can it, Jacqui. I'm still your Mistress, you're still my bitch, and you're not above me whaling your ass with Mum's rolling pin."



Mum spoke from the hallway entrance. "So, Carina, you did what I couldn't and became your father's Mistress? I suppose I should be disgusted that my husband and daughter are fucking, but frankly, I'm glad you two were there for each other and could be what the other needed."
"How dare you call me 'husband', Mandy," Dad growled. "You gave up that right three years ago when you abandoned us."
"Yet neither of us has submitted divorce papers. Therefore, we are still married, and you are my husband."
How the fuck had I missed that? Dad's mouth opened and shut like a goldfish's.
Mum continued, "I knew you'd be happier as a woman, and I would have helped you, but you insisted that I fuck other men so you could play with them, too. You refused to admit to yourself what you were and made me, me, a submissive woman, recruit male lovers who were prepared to fuck you, too. I did so because I love you and desperately wanted to keep our marriage alive. But then you couldn't even get hard when there was only you and me, Jack. I got bored with only receiving your tongue and fingers when the men I brought home for us to fuck got your cock and orgasms."
Gordon and I exchanged looks, our mouths agape at hearing Mum's version.
"Sam, who we fucked together that night at the Hilton, said he wanted me, Jack. He said he was dominant, and he wanted to own my sexy ass. So, I took from you what I could, the miserly three thousand dollars in our joint account, and went to be with a man who said he wanted to be what I needed--dominant. And what happened? He whored me out that same night, Jack. He sold my ass to the highest bidder, and less than a day after leaving you, I was a whore."
"Why didn't you call and tell us?" I angrily yelled. "Dad wouldn't have cared that someone else had fucked you. I wouldn't care what you'd done because I wouldn't have known. Why didn't you come home?"
"Do you want to tell her, Jack? Or shall I?" Mum said disparagingly. Dad didn't reply, so Mum turned to look at me. "I did call," she said and glared at Dad. "And what did you say to me, Jack? If I remember, it was, 'You left. It's your problem'."
"What?" I screeched at Dad.
"I was drunk and not thinking straight," Dad tried to defend himself.
I was about to rip him a new one, but then my mind shifted. There were still too many inconsistencies in Mum's story. If Sam had whored her out and sold her to the highest bidder, then surely that man would have wanted to recoup his investment? This is Australia, FFS! Maybe that kind of shit happens to illegal immigrants, but to an Australian citizen when all she had to do was get a cop's attention and she was saved? For Mum's story to hold water, the man who'd bought her would have had to be part of an international slavery ring, and she would have been taken to somewhere like Dubai where there was a thriving market for beautiful white women.
Plus, when Mum left, she was one red-hot chicky-babe, no man in his right man is turning her into a street whore. Not when he can make her an escort who earns five to ten thousand dollars a night. All for the reasons above. Yeah. I wasn't buying it. However, something had happened; I just didn't know what. Mum had been abused; that, at least, was certain. She'd been recently anally and vaginally raped, that also was sure. The rest? Fuck knows.
I turned to Dad. "I don't think that Mum's telling the whole truth. There are elements of the truth in there, but she's hiding something. What is clear is that, regardless of the reasons why, Mum needs our help. Hopefully, she'll choose to tell us what really happened at some stage, but she will stay here until she's healthy, and then we'll decide what to do with her after that."
"I'm going to lie down. Carina, will you come and talk to me, please?"
Chapter 3: More Lies.
I looked at Dad, who shrugged and looked at Gordon. Gordon looked at me passively because it wasn't his decision. He was here to support Dad and me, not make our choices for us. I stood and followed Mum to her room. I briefly stopped by my room to get her a nightie and a change of underwear for tomorrow, then joined her. She'd already taken off her dress when I entered her room and was under the covers. But she got out and changed into the nightie before returning to bed.
I was struck again by how emaciated she was. For her body to have consumed the fat in her breasts, leaving them hollowed-out and sagging, meant she'd been hungry for a long time. I wondered if they'd fill back out again. I doubted it and realised that I was considering getting her implants to return them to their former glory when she was healthier. 'Does that mean you've decided to let her stay?' My recalcitrant mind asked itself.
The thing was that Mum and I had gotten along great when she lived with us. Sure, I could have hoped she was more assertive instead of wishy-washy like she was, and I certainly didn't miss the screaming arguments she had with Dad, but she was a caring mum who looked after me and was proud of my academic achievements. So, assuming she genuinely wanted to return, I'd accept her back. So long as she understood this was my home now. I was The Mistress, and all who were under its roof were under me.
"What did you want to talk to me about, Mandy?" I asked briskly once she'd laid under the sheets again.
"I'm your mother, Carina," Mum said. "Please don't call me by my first name; it's disrespectful."
"You abrogated your right to that title when you left, Mandy," I told her icily. "I was just sixteen, discovering boys, becoming a woman. I needed my mother. Where were you, Mandy? Off fucking some guy who beat you and turned you into a whore. And did you return? No! Even though you knew Dad would take you back in an instant, you stayed away rather than return to those who loved you."
"I had no choice," Mandy protested. "Sam took my credit cards, my phone, all of my IDs, then he locked me in a bedroom and sold me to other men."
"Why didn't you say anything or leave him when you were here for the court cases over Dad's money?" I sneered.
Mum began crying, "Because he said he had someone waiting to abduct you if I didn't. He said he'd kidnap you and turn you into his whore, too."
"You expect me to believe that, Mandy?" I disbelievingly said. "This is Australia, Mandy. That shit might happen in the fevered minds of Hollywood writers or the fantasies of the deviates who write and read porn stories. They don't happen in real life!"
Mum sighed but didn't try to insist she was telling the truth. Instead, she asked, "You and your father?"
"He started drinking the day you left," I said bitterly. "Your desertion tore him apart and sent him spiralling into the bottom of a bottle. He stopped going to work, caring for himself and caring for me. I was alone, with a mother who had deserted me and a father who was swilling alcohol like it was lolly water. For two years, I had to watch him drink himself to death. I had to do something, try something.
"In desperation, I called Aunt Janet. She suggested a way out that included becoming Dad's dominant, his Mistress, in all the connotations of that title. So, I fucked him, Mandy. I let him eat my sweet little pussy. I masturbated him until he came over my hand and wrist, and then I let him stick his tiny cock in all three of my holes, Mandy. And what's more, I loved it! You thought Dad could only get erect if there was a man involved? You were wrong, Mandy. All you have to do is dominate him, and he gets harder than advanced calculus."
"But I wasn't dominant, Carina!" Mum protested.
"And I am?" I spat back. "Surely acting that role isn't that difficult if you love the person you're playing it for?"
Mum remained silent for a time before saying, "Did you have to fuck him, though?"
I decided to stick the needle in. "No, I didn't, but, oh my Gawd, he's such a good fuck! His tongue, and that thing he does with his hips so his cock spins over your G-spot? Wow! What woman wouldn't want that?"
Mum looked at me defeatedly. "You're saying I was a bad mother?"
"No," I corrected. "But you were a bad wife. What happened to 'until death do us part'? I didn't realise that phrase meant 'until it gets too hard and I can't be bothered."
"I needed more than he offered," Mum protested.
"And he was happy for you to get what you needed outside your marriage. How many husbands love their wives enough to let them get what they need from another man? How many husbands encourage their wives to stray because they know what they offer in bed isn't enough?"
"He wanted me to stray because it got him what he needed--a stiff cock up his gay ass!" Mum growled.
"So, win-win, right?" I shouted. "You both get what you want. Isn't that what a marriage is about?"
"I swore in my vows to be faithful only to him, eschewing all others!" Mum shouted back.
"Lutheran Church vows, right?" I sneered. "Predestination? You're going to Hell anyway. So, why not have some fun along the way? You're not even religious, so what does it matter? No. That was an excuse to do what you wanted. The truth is that you thought Samuel damned Crowther was a better meal ticket than Dad, so you leapt onto his gravy train. Tell me, Mum, how long before Sam got sick of you and tossed you out? No more bullshit about being sold into prostitution."
Chapter 4: Finally, the Truth.
The truth came out then. The constantly asking for and expecting Samuel to give her nice things, take her to exotic places, overseas trips and holidays, and nights on the town, all without contributing a damned thing except being a pretty woman on his arm and a ready and willing fuck. However, Sam's trajectory was towards increasing wealth, and she was a depreciating asset--a forty-five-plus-year-old woman whose best years were behind her. He had money, power, and prestige. There were many much younger women who looked equally as good on his arm, whom he could date and spend his money on, and who could give him an heir. He gave her a week to get out.
She was already on her third man when she tried to get some of Dad's money so she could move out from him, too. The months passed, and she moved from man to man, milking each of them for what she could, but keeping nothing for the future--always living in the present. But it was a downward spiral. Each month, she was a little older, a little more worn, and each man was progressively poorer and less able to look after her than the previous one until the last one did make her hook for him and beat her when she didn't.
In protest, Mum stopped taking care of herself. She stopped removing her body hair, bathing, dying, or even combing her hair, and eventually stopped eating. Mason, her last man, the one who whored her out, kicked her out. She waited until he'd gone out and then broke into his home. She was owed, or so she thought. Mason had a cashbox full of the money he earned from whoring her out and selling drugs. She wanted what was in it; she was owed. He found her before she'd gone two blocks, dragged her back to his house, and he and another prostitute punched and kicked the hell out of her. They dumped her on the street.
A kindly officer of the Salvation Army found her and took her to the hospital. She, stupidly, fled the following day because she thought Mason wanted to kill her. She tried living on the streets, but even starved, unkempt, and smelly, she was still a step above most of the homeless on the streets, and she was repeatedly raped. The last part of her original story was almost true--she was walking the street hooking when a man offered her fifty dollars for a blowjob. The stupid bitch took off with his wallet when she had his trousers around his ankles.
She didn't even get a block away before the man caught her, beat her, and took back his wallet. The same man from the Salvation Army found her again. Another hospital visit ensued. This time, the officer stayed with her. In the morning, he asked if she had any family, and I suspect he paid for her airfare to Brisbane from his own money. That's where we were now.
"I suppose you're kicking me out now?" Mum said fearfully. "Now that you know your mother is a commons street whore who has effectively descended from being a high-priced one."
"Dad's angry at you still for abandoning him," I pointed out. "But I know that he hasn't stopped loving you. It's when he's reminiscing about you and the times you had together and blaming himself for making you leave that I fear that he'll fall off the wagon the most. It will take time, but if you're genuinely sorry for abandoning him, I'm sure he'll accept you back."
"But he won't want me sexually. What kind of marriage is that?"
"He wants me," I calmly stated. "All I have to do is march in and demand he do something for me, and along with a little blue pill, he's harder than sunbaking in a snowstorm."
"But he's become a woman. What's with that?"
"Did you look past his hurt and affront at you, Mandy?" I asked. "Truly looked at him? He was a handsome man, but, Gawddamn, he's one hot chicky-babe! But it's not so much how he looks; it's the inner happiness that shines through. Dad likes himself and who he is for the first time in his life. He has friends and lovers, some of whom are as young as me.
"Gordon takes him out and treats him like a princess, which he adores, and he's having sex with partners who love what he brings to the bed. We don't care that he needs to be dominated or to suck a cock to get off because we love that he's attentive to what we want and ensures we all have many orgasms before he takes what he wants. Who doesn't want a lover like that?"
I glared at her. "Dad said you were a selfish lover, believing that the mere fact you were gorgeous should have been enough. You were passive and unresponsive. If that's true, and I suspect it is, it's no wonder men continually dumped you. Where's the enjoyment in fucking a knot hole in a pretty plank?"
"Wait," Mum protested. "You mean Gordon's gay?"
"He fucks me," I said drily. "So, I'd guess bisexual with a strong preference for men." I looked at her and saw the cogs turning in her brain. "He would have zero interest in porking an almost fifty-year-old, emaciated ex-whore let alone supporting one," I said disparagingly. "And if you're already looking for your next meal ticket because you think Dad's a woman and you can't get any money out of him, then you can get your saggy ass out of bed and fuck off now."
I glared at her. "Dad's money is even more inaccessible to you now because not only is it still hidden in The Family Trust, but I'm also the executor of Dad's share. So, if you're here looking for money, then I will take you into town and drop your avaricious ass on a street corner. Maybe the homeless in Brisbane have better class than wanting to fuck some old hag, but I doubt it."
"You'd toss your mother out?"
"In a heartbeat if I thought it was the best for Dad, and to a lesser extent, me."
"You hate me," Mum wailed.
"No," I denied flatly. "I hate what you did and are doing to Dad. I don't hate you. Hating you would require me to expend more energy than I intend on you." I stood to leave but turned back. "My girlfriend is coming for dinner tomorrow night. If your daughter having a lesbian lover is too much for you, then I suggest you either get over it, or fuck off before she gets here."
Was that sexual excitement I saw in her eyes? Mum's eyes dropped to study my partially exposed breasts in my tight top, and then dropped lower to where my sweet little pussy hid under my micro-miniskirt. She licked her lips, which were all classic signs of arousal. A plan, fully formed, leapt into my brain--it was time to make Mum my bitch and return her to health and my dad. I'd make her my submissive lover, which would fulfil her desire to be dominated, and then make her serve beside Dad, which would return her to him as he's always wanted. I considered going further--making her a bimbo. I liked that thought... a lot!
"I'd like to meet her," Mum said modestly. "I hope I don't embarrass you too much."
Chapter 5: The Following Morning.
I shrugged, heading to my room to phone Tasha. I didn't think she'd be bothered by my mother being there, too, but it was best to make sure. "Hey, gorgeous," Tasha said when I called her. "What's up?"
"Me, not up, you," I teased. "I plan on fixing that tomorrow night."
"Aww, how sweet," Tasha joked back. "You miss me."
I'd become quite adept at using my strap-on. Unlike Tasha's, mine is a double-ended one that I was tight enough to use on her without having to buckle it on. However, I usually did it for extra security. Tasha was quite dominant herself, so she typically took the lead when we fucked. However, at least once during the night, Tash, as I liked to call her, wanted to be held down and fucked, and I was more than happy to do that for her.
"Of course, I miss you," I kidded. "I was never that good a shot, and you run so fast." Tasha was training for the 2026 Commonwealth Games in the 400m hurdles. She just missed making the team for the Olympics, but qualification for the Com Games wasn't as strict as for the Olympics, so I thought she'd make this team.
"Straight into your arms, baby. Straight into your arms. Anyway, as I said, what's up?"
"Mum's appeared out of the woodwork," I told her.
"She has?" Tash gasped. "Where is she?" Of course, I'd told her all about Mum and Dad and how Mum had ripped his heart out and stomped on it in front of him.
"At my place. She looks like shit and says she's been living on the streets in Sydney for about a year. You'll meet her tomorrow night. Well, assuming you still want to come over?"
"Of course, I'm coming, silly," Tasha admonished. "You're my girlfriend, and I wouldn't miss a date with you for the world."
"I just thought maybe Mum being there might freak you out," I explained.
"Hmm," Tasha said teasingly. "If she's hot like you, maybe I'll swap you for an older model."
"She used to be," I admitted. "But she's been living rough, as I said, and she looks like a scarecrow at the moment."
"Jayz, Carina. You sure know how to pick your parents. An alcoholic tranny for a father, and a drug-fucked mother."
Fortunately, I knew my girlfriend was kidding, right? "She's not on the gear," I defended. "Gordon ran blood tests to make sure. But it sounds like she tried to starve herself to death."
"So, a suicidal drug-fuck?" Tasha teased. "That's so much better. Makes my stick-up-their-asses, religious parents seem almost normal."
"I'm ignoring you," I told her. "Because I'm lying on my back on my bed. I'm naked, and I've just showered and moisturised my long, shapely legs. My button is thick and aroused and my pussy's wet because I've been playing with myself and imagining eating my girlfriend's pussy."
"That is so unfair," Tasha growled, arousal heavy in her voice. "I'm at the athletic club where I can't get myself off."
"Yeah, shame that," I teased. "See you when you get here tomorrow."
"I will spank you when I get there," Tash forcefully said.
"Oh, promises, promised," I kidded. "Besides, you'll be too busy holding my head to your pussy and screaming with pleasure to remember to spank me."
"Bitch!" Tasha giggled. "I'll hold you to that."
"That being your pussy?" I asked innocently. "Isn't that what I just said?"
"Alright, smarty-pants, with the clever word games. I have to go run laps. See you tomorrow, lover."
"Looking forward to it. I love you, Tasha Melancholy (her name was Malakhov, so close enough)."
"Love you, too, Moreshit (Morshuis, so you know, pet names)." She disconnected the call.
Gordon and Dad joined me in my bed that night. I loved it when Gordon bent Dad over and rammed his thick cock into Dad's ass. Dad is such a submissive slut that he orgasms to the pain every time. Inevitably, Gordon makes Dad wear his cock cage when he plays with him. Because Dad's cock can't get hard, his mind gives him a P-spot orgasm instead of a cock based one, which are apparently much more intense.



Not long after Gordon had joined Dad and me in bed for the first time, he gave me a comparison by continuously tapping on and stroking my G-spot until I had the most intense orgasm I'd ever had. I can tell you that if a P-spot orgasm is as fierce as a G-spot one, then it was no wonder that Dad was non compos mentis for several minutes afterwards.
Of course, the night's highlight was being double-penetrated. I got done both ways. The first time I rode Gordon as Dad fucked my ass, and then after we recovered, I rode Dad as Gordon banged me in my bottom. I was sure Dad had shut my door when he and Gordon entered my room, but my door was partially open when I got up to clean myself. I shrugged and shut it, then rejoined my men in bed.
When I got up, Mum was already sitting at the kitchen table. Dad was showering in my en suite, and I didn't know where Gordon was, sleeping in the guest room, I assumed. She looked away embarrassedly when I entered the room, and acting intuitively, I said, "Did you enjoy the show last night?
Mum blushed bright red, which confirmed my intuition, but replied, "I have no idea what you're talking about, Carina."
I looked at her steadily and said, "You will refer to me as Mistress, Mandy. This is my domain now. If you want to live beneath its rooves, then you will acknowledge me as Mistress of this domain."
"I am your mother, Carina," Mum sputtered. "I will do no such thing!"
"You gave up that title, Mandy," I growled. "You thought with your slut cunt and not your minuscule brain. If you will not acknowledge me as your Mistress, then Dad will drop your flabby ass in The Valley on his way to work, and you can return to the streets."
"You'd condemn your mother to the streets?" Mum gasped.
"If I had one, then no," I snarled disparagingly. "But I don't have one, do I, Mandy? I have an egg donor who abandoned her only child to pursue a wealthier life."
And there it was--that instant look of lustful arousal and denial. Thinking about submitting to her daughter excited Mum; she just hadn't admitted to that desire yet. Mum blinked, and the look was hidden behind dutiful acceptance.
"The dress you're wearing will do until we can go shopping," I informed her. "I'm taking today off uni, too, and after breakfast, we'll shop for some clothes that will fit. I'll make omelettes because my lovers," sticking the knife in, "Gordon and Dad like them. While I'm preparing them, you will use the en suite in my room. After showering, you will use the razors in the medicine cabinet to remove all hair below your chin. Then, you will return to the kitchen naked so I can ensure you have obeyed."
Mum opened her mouth to protest, but before she could, I growled, "Do not test me, Mandy. You will not like my response. I'm not above taking the rolling pin to your ass like I had to do to Dad several times before he learned to obey me."
Mum stood and meekly left for my room. Dad passed her in the kitchen doorway, and he turned to look at her wonderingly. He turned back to me, and I shrugged. He didn't need to know that I'd decided to make my mother my submissive slut. I handed him an omelette, which he ate, and then he left for work. I can't tell you how proud I am of him. He's a completely different person since transitioning--focused, determined, loving, and caring. I love him so much.
Gordon bustled in after Dad had left, complaining about being late for the clinic. I put his omelette in a takeaway container, added a plastic fork and a coffee in a travel mug, and sent him on his way. He laughed when I spanked his muscular ass on his way out. "Love you, too, Carina," he chuckled. "See you tonight."
Gordon had shows to do at Sporties later tonight, but the first one wasn't until 10:30 p.m., so he'd have dinner with us before he drove into town.
I made two more omelettes. Mandy returned with a towel wrapped around her emaciated body as I tipped the second one onto a plate. "Drop the towel, dumb ass," I told her. Mum reluctantly dropped her towel. I didn't know much about Bdsm, but there was a pose that I loved. The submissive knelt with her forehead on their forearm. Their other hand reached between their lewdly spread legs and held their pussy open. The pose was designed so the dominant could 'inspect' the submissive to ensure she was hair-free. I ordered Mum to take that position.
Mum protested by refusing to form the pose, but she reluctantly assumed it when I took her rolling pin out of the drawer. There was an immediate problem with Mum's supposed resistance--as soon as she knelt and exposed her pussy, it was apparent that my controlling her, turned her on because her pussy dripped arousal. Following what I'd seen described, I knelt behind Mum's ass and ran my fingers over her armpits, then, satisfied she'd removed the hair there, I ran my fingers over her rib cage before cupping her droopy tits and squeezing them.
Mum's nipples responded to my attention, stiffening under my palms. I tweaked and twisted them before continuing my 'inspection'. She still had hair around her anus, so I spanked her several times before sending her back to my bathroom to fix the problem.
She returned a short time later and assumed the earlier pose without me having to order her to. She was hairless this time, so I used my finger to stimulate her clit as I crooned, "There's my good little slut. Do as your Mistress orders, and she will be kind to you." I removed my finger and slapped her ass viciously. I almost laughed when I saw how it rolled like jelly from my slap, but I managed to hold it in. "Disobey me, however," I continued. "And I will punish you until you learn your lesson."
It had been less than a day, but I'd already learned that, unlike Dad, Mum does not like pain. It made my task simpler because I could use the threat of pain to mould her into how I wanted her. Giving her orgasms to reward good behaviour would be the carrot to pain's stick.
Mum's bruising had already lessened, which added some proof to her assertion that she'd been beaten daily. I didn't know what state her ass and pussy were in, so I didn't penetrate her lest I hurt her. I would try to ensure that she only suffered pain when she disobeyed me. It was a balancing act because I thought with her submissive nature, she'd enjoy being restrained and some light spanking, but pain wasn't a reward for her as it was for Dad. I sat back at the table and told her to eat her breakfast.
Mum reluctantly stood and picked up her towel. "Naked," I informed her. It wasn't a pretty sight. Mum's skin hung loosely on her bones. Each rib was sharply outlined, as were her collarbones and chest. Her breasts hung like the dugs of a seventy-year-old native woman who had never worn a bra. Mum's skin was sallow from her poor diet and lack of exposure to the sun. Plus, she was covered in black and yellowing bruises from her neck to her thighs and down to her elbows.
"Mason would beat me when I refused to whore for him," Mum said resignedly at my shocked stare. "Then he'd tie me face down on the bed and let the men who'd paid him fuck whichever hole they desired. Some would delight in making me scream by taking both. Most wouldn't even spit on their hand and rub it on their cocks first."
No one deserves to be treated like that. No one! However, I could do nothing with my anger, so I moved on to more mundane matters. "We'll go shopping after breakfast," I told her. "My dresses are too big for you, and we need to get you some lingerie that will fit. Now that you're eating again, you'll put some weight back on, so it's no use buying too much because in a few weeks, they won't fit. Fortunately, money isn't an issue, and the Sallies (Salvation Army) will gladly accept any near-new clothes we drop off later. So, eat up, and we'll get moving."
I'd only made Mum a one-egg omelette with a little bit of ham, mushrooms, and tomato. Even so, she struggled to eat it all. Omelettes are good fast breakers because although they're full of protein, they're relatively light to eat. I planned on purchasing some ham hocks while we were out because a Google search told me that bone broth was one of the best foods to consume after a fast, and I thought some pea and ham soup would work the same.
To cover my discomfort, I joked, "You should write a diet book, Mandy. We could call it 'The Mandy Morshuis' Guaranteed Weight Loss Method'. It would be a short book, though. One chapter, page, and a sentence of just six words: Don't eat anything for three months. I can see it now: Women will take one look at how skinny you are in your photo on the cover, and they'll line up around the block to purchase it. You could do book tours where you sign their books, reiterating, 'That's right! If you eat nothing and drink only water for three months in a row, you, too, can look this thin!'"
Mum smiled wanly before looking around the kitchen. Her eyes settled back on mine, and she said, "It doesn't look like anything in here has changed since I left. You have a new lounge suite, and Jack's bed is different. Everything else is the same."
"Jacqui's mattress has been replaced," I chided. "Mandy, if you refuse to acknowledge reality, then you can take your flabby ass outside and fuck off. I know there's been a severe pushback against the transgender community recently, but they brought that upon themselves by trying to force their reality onto everyone else.
"Look at Dad's work; he presents as a woman despite all of his plaques and certificates saying he's a man, and nobody cares because he simply goes about his work quietly and effectively. Imagine, however, if he returned after a two-year absence and immediately demanded that everyone acknowledge that he is a woman and insisted on using the women's toilets and changing rooms?"
Mum waited for me to continue. "He didn't do any of that. He simply met with the other senior partners and said he'd like to come back but be dressed as he was. They didn't object, and after he'd been back a fortnight, one of the female partners asked why he was using the men's room when he was so clearly a woman. She knew he was a man transitioning to female, and she invited him to use the ladies room despite that. That's how you effect change, Mandy, through Gandhi-like quiet revolution."
"I was married to your father for seventeen years before I left, Carina," Mum protested mildly. "It will take time for me to see him as Jacqui. Besides, you still call him 'Dad'."
"Well, he's hardly my mother, is he?" I facetiously growled. "He's a woman, but he's still, and always will be, my father first, and at least he never took off on me." I glared at her, reminding her she had abandoned my father and me. "Go and stuff your suet-like body into a dress and put on some sneakers. We'll go to Westfields Carindale and buy you some clothes that fit."
Chapter 6: Shopping.
Mum returned after dressing, and we headed out. When we got in my car, Mum said, "This and your father's car must be over six years old. Why haven't you updated them?"
"Why do we need to?" I asked. "My car has barely 80,000 kms on the clock, and Dad's has way less than that. There's nothing wrong with them, and if there was any real benefit in changing them, then The Trust's accountant would have called and suggested we did."
"Why have all that money if you're not going to spend it?" Mum argued.
"Why buy things you don't need just because you can?" I countered. "That's your problem, Mandy. You're avaricious and only care about money. Dad and I would rather The Trust use most of what our portion earns as they are: Supporting various community clinics, computers for schools, reading and writing projects, and The Smith Family. Gordon runs a transgender health and support clinic in The Valley, which The Morshuis Family Trust funds. That's a far better use for that money than buying another car I don't need."
"But you could be travelling the world, visiting all kinds of exotic places and having the time of your life," Mum protested.
"You did that," I pointed out. "How did that work out for you? Are you any happier for having done it?" I parked at the shops and got out before she could answer.
"I was at the time," Mum said bitterly when she caught up.
"And if you'd saved that money instead of spending it, where would you be now?" I asked as we examined the electronic map and worked out where Bras 'N' Things was. It turned out it was just behind us, and we must have walked past it on our way to the board. I was too busy trying to get Mum to see why she was wrong to notice.
"Well, I guess I wouldn't have had to crawl back to my husband on my hands and knees and beg him to take me back," Mum admitted.
Seriously! I was losing hope! If the only reason she'd returned was because she had nowhere else to go, then there was no point in keeping her with us. Despite my anger at her and my threats to throw her back onto the streets, she was my mother, and I wouldn't let her starve or force her to live unsafely. Instead, I'd use The Trust's money to purchase a one-bedroom unit in a safe neighbourhood and allocate her a small stipend. It would be enough for her to live on, but if she wanted any luxuries, she'd need to find a job to earn them.
Marla, the assistant who greeted us, took Mum to the changing rooms and measured her. Despite their sag, Mum's breasts, when adequately supported by a bra, were still an impressive Double-D. Her hips, which her skin sagged over, were still only a size 32, and her waist, despite being flabby, was only twenty-two inches. Marla, who said she moonlighted as a fitness instructor after work and on weekends, said that if Mum began regular exercise, her skin would tighten back up, and she'd regain most of her original, lush figure.
Mum's tits were a lost cause, though. Her body would never redistribute any extra fat back into them. I decided I'd call Dad's cosmetic surgeon and book to have them reduced and tightened and for inserts to be put in. I thought Mum deserved that.
Marla, Mum, and I selected several bra and panty sets, some chemises and half-slips, a few pairs of pantyhose, and some nighties. Marla took me to the register to tote everything up as Mum dressed into one of her new lingerie sets, pantyhose and the dress she wore into the shop. "I hope the asshole who did that to your mother is in jail," Marla spat.
"No," I said regretfully. "But she's safe now, so it's all good."
"Your father?" Marla asked, making the natural assumption.
"Lord in Heaven, no!" I exclaimed. "Mum left us for the asshole that did this to her. But she's home now, and I'll ensure he never gets near her again."
"It's good that your father is willing to take her back despite her leaving him for another man," Marla said evenly. I was pretty sure she didn't believe it wasn't Dad who'd belted her.
"He hasn't forgiven her yet," I explained. "But I'm the Mistress of my home, and he'll do what I say."
Marla laughed before saying, "What I'd give to make my dad my bitch! The annoying twat still gets his nose out of joint when I bring lovers home."
"Lovers, as in plural?" I teased. "I'm not sure if I'd handle my daughter bringing home two or more lovers simultaneously either."
"No, you tease!" Marla laughed. "I meant one at a time, but that I've had more than one."
"So, one at a time, but a continual parade?" I asked, pretending to be perplexed. "I'm not sure if that's any better."
"Two. I have had two!" Marla laughingly protested. "Hardly a parade." Mum still hadn't appeared, so she looked at me speculatively. "I don't suppose you like girls, do you?"
"Maybe," I replied. "My girlfriend certainly thinks I do." I checked Marla out and liked what I saw. Marla was probably in her early thirties, taller even than me, and lean like a whippet. She wore a purple button-down blouse that clung to her A-cup breasts and black, clinging trousers.
I offered, "My girlfriend Tasha and I will be at The Wickham on Saturday night. Why don't you come out and meet us? We're meeting Natalie Nylons there and then going up to Sporties to watch her first show." I didn't mention that Dad would be there, too, because I didn't want to explain that he was transitioning.
"What time?" Marla asked as Mum approached.
"We'll be there about eight," I said. "We'll get dinner and then head up to Sporties."
"Your girlfriend won't mind a third wheel?"
"Nah, she'll be cool. Besides, we're only meeting for a drink and a chat, right? It's not like we're going to jump into bed together immediately."
I paid for our purchases and then texted Tash. "Call me when you get a chance. Nothing important or urgent."
I took Mum to Millers, where we bought several dresses, tops, blouses, skirts, and trousers. With Mum being fifty and not looking her best, I insisted on clothes that were fairly modest. We'd buy some racier gear when she was healthy. I thought that if I could get her toned up, Mum would return to being a red-hot chicky-babe like she was before she left. Breaking her to my will was the first step, then making her my pussy slave would be next. Dad was already one, so I thought it was only fair to make Mum mine, too.
We stopped by the food court for a light lunch, and then we purchased some new shoes from Williams Shoes, got the makeup basics from David Jones, and headed home. Mum looked so good in her new outfit that as we were putting her new clothes away, I asked how she felt.
Chapter 7: The Rest of the Afternoon.
"Better than I have for quite some time," She stated. "You've dressed me more conservatively than I typically do, but it's nice to dress for comfort instead of trying to attract someone."
"Yeah, you've basically been a call girl for the last three years," I said brutally. It was time to begin to break her. "That ends now. I will break you down and remodel you into someone my father and I can love again. You can count on that, Mandy." I stared at her steelily. "You will start now. Strip and assume the same position I told you to make this morning."
"Carina!" Mum protested shrilly. "I am your mother! I will not act like that in front of you!"
Mum was too bruised for me to punish her physically, but I could still use mental and emotional manipulation to bring her to heel. "You will, Mandy, or I will put you over my knee and spank your ass with the rolling pin like I had to do to Dad several times until he learned to obey me."
"Carina!" Mum screeched.
"Mistress!" I said firmly.
"I will not call you 'Mistress'!" Mum denied.
"Three choices, Mandy. One: You call me Mistress. Two: I get the rolling pin and whale you saggy ass until you call me Mistress. Three: I throw your scrawny body onto the streets, and after several days of being beaten and raped, your come crawling back and call me Mistress. Did you hear the common thread, Mandy? In each of your three choices, you call me Mistress. So, which choice will you make?"
Mum stood looking at me fearfully, with tears welling in her eyes. I steeled my resolve, crossed my arms and stared her down, tapping my toe. She still didn't move, so I unfolded my arms and stepped towards the door. "The rolling pin it is, then."
"No!" Mum blanched. She reluctantly peeled her dress off her shoulders and stepped out of it. She started to get onto her hands and knees, hoping I'd let it pass, but there was no way I was letting it.
"Pantyhose, bra and panties, too," I demanded impatiently.
"Please, Carina, don't do this," Mum pleaded.
"Mistress!" I roared. "It's strip, get the rolling pin, or get the fuck out of my house. Which do you choose?"
Mum sniffled, but I saw an apparent contradiction when she removed her bra. Her nipples were crinkly hard with sexual excitement. Then, when she removed her pantyhose, her panties were damp with her arousal. So damp that they'd soaked through into an obvious wet patch. She hesitantly got on her hands and knees, placed her forehead on her forearm and reached between her legs. I grinned when I saw her fingers appear and part her pussy lips, exposing her tight entrance. Arousal oozed from her pussy even though she denied her excitement.



I knelt behind her and ran my fingers over her bony body with its sagging skin. Doing that wasn't particularly sexual, but it was getting Mum used to me touching her erotically. Leaning over her back, I cupped her deflated jugs and lightly rolled her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. They responded by stiffening further, and I could hear Mum's breath catch.
"If you turn out to be some use to Dad and me," I informed her. "I'll fly you to Melbourne and get these fixed for you. But I'm thinking of making you my little bimbo, so I think that I'll ask the surgeon to give you at least a G-cup. Maybe even more. What do you think, Mum? Would you like some balloon-like tits on your chest? I bet that plenty of men would want to buy you pretty things if you did."
"No," Mum moaned despite the heat coming off her pussy, which I could feel because I had my pussy pressed against her bare ass. "That would be too big and will hurt my back."
I moved back and pulled my skirt up. Then I lowered my panties and pushed my lasered-bare pussy against her ass. Mum gulped when she felt my heat against her ass, but then she unawarely wriggled her ass, trying to feel it better. "Yeah, but I like the idea of my mother having big bimbo tits and being my obedient little slave, so I'll probably get Marcus, that's the cosmetic surgeon, to give you them anyway. Probably some hip inserts to give you a bimbo ass, too."
"No, Ca... Mistress, please. I don't want to be your slave or a bimbo."
I moved back and pulled my panties up and my dress down. Then, I fingered Mum's clit as I explored her flabby ass with my other hand. "Do you want to cum, Mum?" I cheekily asked, thinking, 'You may not want to be those things, but you will be both!'
"No!" Mum denied, even though she was shuddering and on the cusp of an orgasm. "I'm your mother, for goodness sake. I do not want my daughter touching my bits, let alone making me cum!"
I didn't respond, but when I rimmed her asshole with my thumb, she orgasmed anyway. "That's a good start, Mandy," I told her. "Remember, those are always your choices. Deny and disobey me, and I'll punish you either physically or emotionally. But do as I want you to, and I will reward you. Get dressed and do your makeup, Mandy. My girlfriend will be here soon, and you wouldn't want to embarrass me."
I stalked out and called Peter, my hairstylist, and asked for an appointment for the following week. It had to be after 4:00 p.m. to give me time to get home from uni, pick Mum up, and drive to his salon.
Tasha arrived about an hour later. She had her own key and the alarm codes if no one was home, so she let herself in and found me in the kitchen making dinner. Because I know exuberant PDAs make her uncomfortable, I squealed like an excited teenage girl seeing her favourite boy band member, ran across the kitchen, and leapt into her arms.
"You're such a fucking bitch," Tasha muttered as I rained kisses over her face. Still, she held my ass and ground her jeans-covered pussy against my barely covered one, so all good. "Watcha making?" She asked after letting me down when I wriggled.
"Broiled chicken breasts and white rice," I lied because I knew she needed way more than that. Tasha was in the midst of her winter fitness program. She was running nearly a hundred kilometres a week and going to the gym four to five times a week as well. She needed lots of red meat and dark green vegetables to get the protein and iron she needed to rebuild damaged muscle and ensure she didn't become anaemic.
"That doesn't look much like chicken," Tasha observed, poking the meat I'd sliced into slivers.
"Girl, you need your eyes tested," I joked. "Anyone can tell that's the famous Kentucky chicken the colonel uses for his restaurants."
We didn't keep alcohol at home for obvious reasons, so I made Tash a tall glass of iced mineral water with a dash of lime and a slice on the side. I had the same except with lemon, and Tash drank it as she stood close to me, picking at the pear slices and walnut pieces I was mixing through washed spinach leaves. I had some potatoes baking in the oven, but I wouldn't sear the steak slivers until Dad and Gordon got here. We exchanged lots of kisses and cuddles as I made the salad.
I liked having a girlfriend although I preferred cock to pussy. Women are much easier to talk to, and they're so much softer than men. I guess my ideal would be a real-life version of the Futanari women Japanese porn writers are so fond of--a woman with a nice thick cock to fuck me with. Tasha's strap-on was an adequate substitute, but it wasn't the same as being properly fucked by a man who had a thick cock and knew how to use it. Like Gordon, for instance. Unfortunately, Tasha and I knew my preference for cock would eventually drive us apart, which is why we'd never fully committed even though we loved each other immensely.
We were cuddling, kissing and grinding against each other when Mother entered the kitchen. "Oh," she said, startled. "I'm sorry. Umm... I..."
I looked over and hid my grin when I saw that her nipples tented her dress front. "Mandy, this is my girlfriend, Anastasia, but she prefers Tasha. Tasha, Mandy."
Tasha let me go before she hugged my mother. "Pleased to meet you, Mandy. I hear life has been a bit rugged for you lately. So, I hope you're recovering okay?"
"It's only been a little over a day," Mum replied. "But being home is better than being on the streets."
"This is not your home," I said coldly. "You gave up the right to call it that when you abandoned us. I let you stay here because it's the right thing to do. However, I haven't decided whether you can remain with us or if I'll ask The Trust to buy you a one-bedroom apartment somewhere."
Mum looked at me, shocked, as Tasha eyed me speculatively. Tasha didn't know how angry I still was with my mother.
"You wouldn't!" Mum exclaimed.
"In a heartbeat," I said firmly. "If your presence causes Dad to backslide even a millimetre, your ass is out of here. I will always choose the parent who stayed over the one who abandoned me!"
"At least you know where you stand," Tasha said cheerfully. "Come on, Mandy. I'll make you a drink. What do you want? Some sparkling mineral water with a dash of lemon or lime, like we're drinking. Or a cup of tea or coffee, perhaps?"
"Mineral water with a dash of lemon, please," Mum replied.
I took my drink to the kitchen table and seethed as Tasha bustled around, making Mandy a drink. I didn't wholly understand why Mum calling this place her home angered me so much. But I think it was the casual assumption she'd be staying. If I could break her and bring her back to Dad as an equal slave to him, and I was sure that was what Dad wanted, I'd probably let her stay. But Mum had a lot of hurdles to jump before that day came. And if Dad slipped into the bottle again at any stage, she'd be gone so fast her head would spin.
Dad and Gordon arrived at the same time. I was still sitting at the table, fuming. But I hugged Dad before making him a mineral water with a dash of lime, as he liked. Simultaneously, I put the kettle on to make Gordon a pot of tea, which is what he preferred. Well, he would have preferred a beer, but he didn't drink around Dad. Once the kettle was on, I leapt into Gordon's arms and wrapped my ankles around his knees, which is the highest place I can manage to widen my legs enough to grip. As he typically did, Gordon grabbed my ass and kissed me fiercely.
Gordon let me down before Tasha leapt into his arms and demanded he did the same thing. Tasha regularly fucked me with Gordon, especially when Gordon remained in drag. Of course, she wouldn't touch his cock or let it touch her, but she regularly rode his face or let him go down on her. Tasha was more active with Dad, even having gone to the point of riding Dad's tiny todger. Tash considered my father a woman with a 'built-in' strap-on, and she showed no hesitation when making love to him.
Mum watched this wide-eyed but didn't say anything. Then, Dad and Tasha kissed passionately, which widened Mum's eyes further. But when Dad and Gordon shared a sizzling kiss, I thought her eyes would pop out of her head. Quite frankly, I couldn't have cared less if Mum was bothered by Dad's intimacy with others. If she was, then she could get over herself because it wasn't as if she'd been celibate for the last three years.
With everyone settled at the table and drinks in their hands, I turned on a burner and heated a non-stick, ceramic pan. I tipped in the steak slivers, dropped in a thick dollop of butter and then covered them with a healthy sprinkle of Moroccan spice. Then, I placed a clear lid over them and returned to the table. Dad and Tash talked about their days while Gordon talked to Mum quietly. Mum's glances in my direction indicated they were probably discussing me. But I wasn't concerned because I knew Gordon would back any move I made as long as it didn't involve physically hurting my mother.
The steak was done, so I mixed it through the spinach, pear and walnut salad I'd made earlier when Tasha was picking from it, added a blue cheese dressing and brought it to the table. Then I got plates and a baked potato each and put them in front of everyone. They added warm beef salad as desired.
Everyone ate hungrily, and then Dad and Gordon left for Sporties. Mum went to her room, leaving Tash and me in the kitchen. Tasha went to her car, where she had a small twelve-volt fridge, and brought in a bottle of wine. It was our work-around for Dad. I didn't want alcohol in the house, but I wasn't giving up drinking because he had. Tasha suggested she bought the car fridge, which I thought was brilliant because it meant we could share a drink or two after Dad had gone out or to bed.
Chapter 8: Friday Night.
"We might have a friend join us at The Wickham tomorrow," I told Tasha casually.
"A boy?" Tasha asked. Generally, if I mentioned I was going out with someone, that someone was a boy.
"No, some tall skinny bitch who works in Millers at Carindale. She hit on me when I was buying clothes for Mum. I told her I'd be at The Wickham with my girlfriend, but she could meet us there if she wanted to."
"She's hot?" Tasha needlessly asked.
"As if I would have invited her if she wasn't," I huffed. "She's taller even than you," I teased. "She looks like a high-jumper."
"What's her name?" Tasha asked.
"Marla," I informed her.
"Marla Bawden or Turlington?" Tasha queried. "Same woman, but sometimes she uses her mother's surname, and other times her father's."
"No idea," I said. "I just read her name tag."
"I can't imagine there'd be too many Marlas running around who are also tall and skinny," Tashe mused. "I'm guessing she is the high-jumper I know. You're right. She is hot. I didn't know she was a lesbian, though."
"Does she know you're one?" I asked as we moved to the lounge and cuddled on the sofa.
"Probably not," Tasha admitted. "My manager suggested that I stayed in the closet because if I hit the big time, sponsors might not support me if I was openly gay."
"Probably the same for her, then?"
"Probably," Tash agreed.
We kissed and cuddled as we watched a movie, I don't remember which one, so it obviously wasn't that good. Then, around midnight, we went to bed. The last show that Gordon was in wasn't until 1.30 a.m., so he and Dad wouldn't be home until close to three. It would depend on whether they heard that Tasha and I were awake whether they'd join us. I didn't mind either way. None of us worked on Saturday, so we could sleep all day if we wanted to.
Tasha and I kissed and slowly removed each other's clothing. I marvelled again as her stunningly fit and toned body appeared. Mine is much lusher than hers, and although I'm not in any way fat, I only exercise enough to maintain my figure. Beside Tasha's sublimely fit body, I looked quite porky. However, my curves were one of the reasons she adored me. I was always a little melancholy when I thought about the future because I knew we'd eventually have to go our own ways. We could have stayed together if I was prepared to commit solely to her. But I didn't want to live as a lesbian couple with her and only get the occasional bit of cock on the side, probably behind her back.
Once we were naked, we got onto the bed, and I went down on her. I loved her sweet juices and was always amazed by how freely they flowed. Her nubbin engorged as I sucked on it. Tasha has a long, thick clitoris that when she's excited, expands into a tiny cocklet. It's less than a centimetre long but it looks like a fully-formed, miniature penis. I loved it! It felt so good between my lips, and she reacted enthusiastically when I sucked it and battered it with my tongue. Getting her close with my lips and tongue and then firmly biting her clit always crashed my girlfriend into the most stupendous orgasms. Tonight was no exception.
Dragging me up so we could kiss, Tasha then forced her thigh between mine and pressed against my pussy. I was hot and horny, so I immediately humped her leg, my dripping pussy smearing my juices over her thigh. Tasha rolled us so she was on top, and then she took hold of my leg and mashed her pussy against mine. She tribbed her little cocklet over my clit as she licked my calf. Tasha was seriously into foot-play, which, although it didn't do much for me, I encouraged her to do because she enjoyed it so much.
Reaching down so she could play with my nipples, Tasha winked and then whispered, "Don't look now, but your mum's standing at the door, jilling herself as she watches."
Of course, my head wanted to snap around so I could see, but I restrained myself until I could surreptitiously look toward the door. Tasha was right. Mum held her nightie above her naked pussy, and she was vigorously frigging her clit as she watched.
Without revealing that I'd seen her, I quietly muttered, "Want to grab her and make her join us?"
"Fucking a mummy and a daughter together?" Tasha almost silently giggled. "Who wouldn't be in that?"
We rolled so I was on top, and then I quickly stepped off the bed and grabbed Mum's hair. I dragged her into the room and latched the door. I didn't want Gordon and Dad to come home early and catch me playing with my mother. Tossing her towards Tasha, who grabbed her from behind by the elbows, I snarled, "Enjoying the peep show, Mandy? How dare you open my door uninvited and perv on us?"
"I-I-I," Mum stuttered.
Throwing one of her old sayings back at her, I said sternly, "I-I, I have two of them, yes. What's your point?"
"I was curious," Mum wailed. "I heard Tasha screaming her orgasm, and I wanted to see what was happening."
"Curious and horny," Tasha giggled, her fingers delving along Mum's slit. "Get my strap-on out," Tasha ordered. "I'm going to roger the bitch silly."
I shook my head. "Mum was raped before she came here. The doctors found tears in her vagina and ass. He says it'll be at least a week before she can have penetrative sex."
"Oh, shit, Mrs Morshuis!" Tasha exclaimed, jumping away from Mum as if Mum was on fire. "I'm so sorry! I would never have grabbed you if I'd known!"
"No, it's okay," Mum said longingly, leaning back against my girlfriend. "I was enjoying being made to surrender. Please don't stop."
Tasha and I exchanged a long stare. Eventually, I made the decision as I knew she wanted me to. I shook my head and gently said, "No, Mandy. Forcing anyone to have sex is wrong. I won't do to you what you said those men did. But if you want to have sex with Tasha and me then get on your knees between Tasha's legs and lick her pussy."
"I've never had sex with a woman before," Mum said. "I don't know what to do."
"Bullshit, Mandy," I said amusedly. "I'm sure some of your men made you have threesomes with them."
Caught out, Mum sighed, turned onto her hands and knees and lowered her lips onto Tasha's pussy. Tasha moaned when Mum's tongue snaked over her clitoris. "You're right, baby," Tasha panted. "Your mother's definitely eaten a pussy before."
"Don't call her my mother," I snarled. "She doesn't have the right to call me her daughter. She gave that right up when she abandoned me."
Anger seethed through me, remembering Mum's betrayal. I grabbed a handful of her hair and mashed her mouth against my pussy. "Lick, bitch!" I snarled. "Eat my cunt like the dirty whore you are!"
Mum struggled away from my body, protesting, "I will not! You're my daughter. I won't do that!"
With how severely she'd been beaten, I promised myself I wouldn't hit her, too. But Jaysus, I came close! Three years of pent-up anger from her betrayal was seething through me. My hurt, bewilderment, and feelings of inadequacy roiled in my mind, and I wanted to hurt her physically as she'd hurt me emotionally.
Tasha holding my arm brought my exploded temper back under control. "Easy, Carina, my love," she said, kissing my cheek. "Hurting Mandy won't repair the damage she did to you. I know you want her to feel the pain you did when she left you, but this is not the way. Please, my love, take a deep breath and relax."
I shuddered as I forced myself to release Mum's hair. Then, I turned to Tasha and fell into her arms. "Tell her to go away," I wept. "I can't deal with her now."
Mum quickly left, and I fell with Tasha onto my bed and bawled my eyes out. I collapsed into an exhausted sleep, and was only barely aware that Tash told Gordon and my father to fuck off when they came home.
Chapter 9: Saturday Morning.
I struggled awake the following morning. Tasha had wrapped herself around me, and I was held in her arms and between her legs. My girlfriend typically wakes up with a full bladder, so I playfully poked her abdomen. Her eyes sprung open, and she muttered, "Bitch!" before rolling out of bed and almost running into the en suite. I giggled before following her in. I stood, leaning against the wall and admiring her athletic body with her full C-cup breasts, which she bemoaned as too big to run effectively with.
That was clearly crap because she held several age group records and titles, she was the current Australian women's 400m and 400m hurdle champion, and was on the cusp of representing her country. She finished weeing, wiped, and stood. I took her place and did the same thing.
"You okay, babe?" She asked.
"Mostly," I replied. "I'd held that inside for so long that I guess it was inevitable it spewed out at some stage."
"You were quite cruel towards your m... Mandy last night. Are you ready to forgive her yet?"
I shook my head. "Not even close. What happens next is up to Dad. If he wants her back, then I'll come to terms with her abandoning us. But if he says she's gone, I won't hesitate to kick her out. I'll threaten all kinds of things, but I'll get The Trust to buy her a one-bedroom inner city apartment, and dump her saggy ass in there."
"She won't be able to afford the utilities, let alone the rates," Tasha pointed out.
"The unit will remain in The Trust's name," I explained. "The utilities, etc., like this place, will be paid automatically from The Trust. Her only expenses will be food, toiletries, etc. Even the dole will cover those."
"I've got to get me one of these trusts," Tasha joked. "It must be nice not to have to worry about money."
I laughed with her but knew how lucky and privileged I was. Granddaddy Morshuis had invested wisely in several burgeoning businesses like Microsoft and Apple when they were in their infancy. Also, he got lucky when a gold exploration company he invested in found a rich mine in Bougainville. The shares were bought as a tax write-off, but they're now worth nearly eight hundred dollars a share, and The Trust owns one hundred thousand of them.



Tasha and I got dressed and went to the kitchen. No one else was up because it was still quite early. Chatting with Tasha as she ran through her stretches, I grated cheese, sliced bacon, and diced onions. Then, I dropped eight eggs into a measuring jug, added chopped chives and salt and pepper and mixed them with a fork until everything was beaten together. Next, I took out two muffin trays and placed a half-cup sheet of puff pastry in each cup. The bacon slices went in next, followed by the egg mix and diced onions. Finally, I filled the cup with cheese, sprinkled a dash of Tabasco sauce over the cheese and stuck the trays in the oven.
Forty-five minutes later, I brought out the bacon and egg mini-pies, and Tasha grabbed three while I took only one. Mum came in next, attracted by the delicious smell. She took one and then grinned when Tasha returned and took another three pies. Some women would be horrified by how much my girlfriend ate, but with her in the depths of her fitness regimen, I knew she'd probably grab at least another couple before she left for the track. I ate a second one as Tasha finished her sixth, then we kissed, and she shot out the door, carrying two more pies.
"What is the plan for today, Carina?" Mum asked.
"Mistress," I said firmly.
Mum's eyes lowered submissively, and she repeated, "What is the plan for today, Mistress?"
"Your saggy ass needs sun," I told her bluntly. "So, you will put on one of my bikinis and help me tidy the gardens. It's early winter, so you should be able to handle an hour in the sun. Then, we'll cover up and do what remains to be done."
Daytime temperatures in Brisbane are typically between twenty-four and twenty-seven degrees Celsius (75-81), which, as long as there isn't a westerly blowing, is plenty warm enough to be outside in a bikini.
When we went shopping yesterday, we hadn't bought Mum a bikini, but I have several that range from quite conservative to outright scandalous. I made her wear one that was outright scandalous, of course. Mum tried to object, but I ignored her protests and impatiently told her to hurry up. Mum begrudgingly put on an old, battered pair of sneakers I had, and we went outside.
"Wait!" Mum protested. "Why do I have to wear this when you're wearing shorts and a T-shirt?"
Because you're my bitch, and I told you to," I said haughtily.
Mum looked down at the postage stamps that barely covered her thick nipples and clit and sighed. However, she picked up the hoe and began clearing the weeds. She was weakened from her months of privation, so I didn't push her when she needed to rest, which was a lot of the time. After an hour, I took her back inside and got her a cold drink. Gordon and Dad were up, and I was pleased when they eyed Mum avariciously. Dad may have transitioned to female, but he still appreciated a woman's body.
Once we'd rested for around thirty minutes, I allowed Mum to put on a pair of shorts and a top, and we returned to the gardens. I saw Dad standing at the window, admiring our asses as we bent over working. I hoped he was admiring Mum as much as me, but I knew it would be a while before Mum's ass regained its original glory.
After another hour, I called a stop for the day and told Mum to shower and meet me in the lounge naked. She opened her mouth to protest, but I glared and shook my head, so Mum sighed and obeyed. I had a quick shower in my en suite and then looked in the garage for something I couldn't remember if I'd thrown out. When I was about eight, Dad brought home a golden retriever. I loved that dog so much, but he was stupid when it came to traffic.
Only a few days after my twelfth birthday, Tanner, as I named him, ran out onto the road to greet Dad's returning car, and a truck ran him over right before my horrified eyes. I was heartbroken and refused to allow Dad to buy another animal. I thought that his old collar and leash still hung in the garage. I found it, and other than being a bit dusty, it was still in pretty good shape. I washed it in the kitchen sink and then sat on the couch, waiting for Mum to return.
When she did, I made her kneel before me, her shoulders up and back, and her hands, palm-up on her thighs. I told her to close her eyes and placed the collar around her neck, trailing the lead between her saggy dugs. I told Mum to open her eyes, and she looked at the lead disbelievingly. Then, she felt the collar around her neck and looked at me pleadingly.
"You're my bitch now, Mandy," I informed her smugly. "Marking you with my collar only confirms it. After my shower, I'd put on a short sundress and hadn't bothered with panties, so I put one leg on the armrest and lifted the other onto the couch, exposing my bare pussy. "Lick my cunt, slut," I told her.
Mum reluctantly moved onto her hands and knees and stuck out her tongue. She tentatively touched it to my wet slit, but then she moaned and began lapping eagerly. I discovered, as Tasha had the night before, that Mum was no slouch in the pussy licking business. Her tongue danced along my perineum, stabbed into my vulva, slid along my slit, and swirled over my nubbin. Before long, I groaned and held her head to my clitoris as a powerful climax washed through me.
"Make yourself cum," I demanded.
"Carina, no!" Mum protested, looking towards the kitchen.
"Unless you want the rolling pin to kiss your saggy ass, I suggest you remember to call me, Mistress, Mandy," I growled, hiding my grin when I saw Dad and Gordon watching from the kitchen table. "Now, lie on your back, spread your whore legs and make yourself cum. Put on a show for me, and I might let you wear underpants for the afternoon."
Sighing defeatedly and embarrassedly, Mum lay on her back and played with her pussy. Although she was quite wet, her embarrassment overwhelmed her arousal, and I could tell she was about to fake an orgasm. I suddenly dropped off the sofa onto the floor beside her, grabbed and pinched her nipple, and stuffed two fingers into her sopping pussy. Hooking my fingers back, I scraped them over her G-spot as I tweaked her nipple. Surprised, Mum gasped, jerked, and then climaxed like a freight train through a narrow tunnel.
"You say, 'Thank you for my orgasm, Mistress,'" I instructed her.
"Thank you for my orgasm, Mistress," Mum said dutifully. But she was still shuddering, shocked by the intensity of her climax.
"You have some free time, Mandy," I told her. "You may do what you want until Tasha comes home, which won't be until this afternoon. You may go into the backyard and sunbathe if you wish. The sun will do you good."
"May I take the collar off and have some clothes, Mistress?" Mum asked pleadingly.
"No," I firmly replied. "Your first instinct is to resist and disobey me. I will not put up with it. Clothes are a reward for being a good girl, and because you are not, you don't get to wear them." Mum got up and scuttled towards her bedroom, trying to cover her tits and pussy. I couldn't put up with that, so I told her to stand tall with her shoulders back and her tits out, and walk proudly back to me.
Mum reluctantly did what I said. Then I told her to strut into the kitchen and greet Gordon and Dad. If she could do that and walk to her room without covering up, I would let her go. Mum steeled herself and forced a smile onto her face, then she walked serenely to the kitchen, kissed Gordon's and Dad's cheeks, and strode sedately down the hall. Her eyes widened when she saw Gordon's straining erection, but I think seeing him so excited by her gave her enough courage to complete her tasks.
Chapter 10: Mid-morning to Mid-afternoon Saturday.
After Mum had left, I walked to the kitchen and warmed up some of the bacon and egg mini-pies I'd made for breakfast. Dad sat awkwardly, which I realised was because he was sexually excited and trying to go hard but he was inside his cock cage. After consulting with Gordon, who, if you remember, is a psychiatrist who specialises in helping people with gender dysphoria, I decided to keep Dad in his cock cage except for when we were going out.
Gordon, Tasha, and I all had keys to release him if we wanted to play with him, but if he wasn't caged, Dad often masturbated compulsively. It was better to keep him in chastity because he controlled himself better when he was.
Gordon's straining erection and Dad's excitement aroused me, so I knelt on the kitchen floor, making Dad kneel beside me. Gordon took the hint and pulled his pants down. His thick 6+-inch cock sprung into view, and I gobbled him down in a flash. I was really going to town on his cock, and reluctant to share, when Tasha came home. She took one look at the debauchery happening in my kitchen and shoved Dad onto his back. A few seconds later, she had removed Dad's cage, pulled her lycra running shorts off and her lowered her pussy onto Dad's eager face.
Although she didn't mind riding Dad's tiny todger, she wouldn't touch or suck it, but Dad didn't seem to mind. Watching my girlfriend ride my father's face as I sucked my father's lover off, excited me even more, and I began fingering my pussy as I blew Gordon.
Gordon held my head in his strong hands and started face-fucking me. But then, he seemed to change his mind and dragged us all to Dad's room. Then, he moved us into a circle with his cock in my mouth, his mouth around Dad's cock, Dad's mouth on Tasha's pussy, and Tasha's mouth on my pussy. I, at least, was not complaining!
Tasha came on Dad's face first, and her overexcited panting blew over my clitoris, which launched me into a climax, too. Gordon came next, filling my eagerly sucking mouth with his thick sperm. Dad orgasmed when Gordon's hot breaths from his gasps flowed around his todger. However, Dad didn't soften, and Tasha moved to lower herself onto his cock. Dad's hands moved onto her nipples, and they kissed as Tash rode Dad and Dad tweaked her nipples.
I wanted some of that, so I worked Gordon back erect and climbed on him. I rode Gordon reverse cowgirl, and Tash raised herself so we could kiss and play with each other's tits. Gordon's thumb probed at my ass, and I knew I'd soon be double-penetrated. Although Gordon's bisexual, he's primarily gay, so even when he's with a woman, he usually insists on fucking her ass. Tasha wouldn't let him although she occasionally let me fuck her ass with my strap-on when she rode Dad.
As I suspected, Gordon pushed me off his cock, shoved Tasha aside, lowered me onto Dad's todger, and then he loomed over my shoulder, ready to shove his thick dick in my ass. Dad, Gordon, and I indulge in anal sex regularly, so my ass accepted Gordon's thick length into it without too much protest. Tasha watched us, playing with herself, but when I patted my lips with my finger, she straddled Dad's and my heads, held her clitoral hood back, and mashed her pussy against my face. From there, I was a passenger. Dad thrust up, Gordon shoved down, and Tasha held my head and ground her pussy against my face. I was being used to get three people off, and it felt fucking awesome!
Tasha was the first to leap from her peak again. At this stage in our relationship, Tasha was pretty much only having sex with me. At the same time, I'm having sex with her, Tom, Gordon, and my father. Plus, recently, mum, too. It was probably no surprise she was a little more tightly strung and prone to blow than the rest of us.
After her orgasm, Tasha dropped onto her knees and reached between Dad and me to finger my button. We kissed when I could get a breath, but then she whispered, "Your mum's watching and fingering herself again."
I glanced towards the door and saw my mother. She'd peeled her nightie off her shoulders, and her bottoms were around her knees. Mum's right hand cupped her deflated left breast, and she was pinching her nipple viciously as she vigorously thrust two fingers into her pussy. I guessed by how forcefully she was shoving her fingers into herself that her pussy must have repaired itself. Either that, or she was so horny she didn't care that it was hurting.
I considered who might want to fuck her, and realised that probably no one would. I doubted Gordon thought she was sexy. Dad was probably still too angry at her to consider it, and I didn't think Tasha would swap me for her anytime soon. I would have sex with her, but that was about me breaking her into my little pussy slave and bringing her back to Dad as someone he could love.
Well, that's the wrong terminology, but I don't know how to express what I mean. I'm certain that Dad still loves her, but that love is currently hidden by his feeling betrayed and abandoned. I needed to break Mum and make her my slave so Dad would know she'd never leave us again before he could trust her enough that his love will shine through his distrust.
Suddenly, I had a thought about how to break her. A few months ago, to tease Tasha, I bought her a chastity belt. I had her tied to my bed, and I'd teased her mercilessly for over an hour. She was so hot to trot that she was writhing and mewling on the bed, pleading with me to bring her off. Instead, I forced the chastity belt on her and then placed my magic wand vibrator on the leather over her clitoris. I kept Tasha on the edge of an orgasm for another hour before I finally took off the belt and sucked her penis-like, tiny clit into my mouth and bit it firmly.
Tasha doesn't typically squirt but her arousal flows liberally when she cums. That night, Tasha sprayed her lady juices over my face. There was so much that even the mattress was soaked, and after we showered, we had to sleep in one of the spare rooms.
Remembering that night, I disengaged from the lovers' tangle I was in and rolled off the bed. Then, I grabbed Mum's hair and dragged her to my room. I flung her on the bed, got the chastity belt out of the drawer where it had sat since that night, and forced her to wear it. I added the belt's padlock key to the same ring dad's cock cage one was on.
Dragging Mum after me, I pulled her to her knees before the bed and snarled, "You like watching and playing with yourself? Good! Stay and watch! Do not leave that spot, Mandy. You will not like the result if I have to chase after you and haul you back!"
I rejoined those on the bed and dragged Dad between my shapely legs. I lay so my pussy and Dad's ass were practically under her nose. She couldn't help but watch as his meagre cock disappeared into my tight pussy. As he fucked me, I moaned theatrically, and made movements and sounds a porn star would be proud of.
But then, I tilted my head and saw Mum was playing with her breasts and squeezing her nipples. I intuited that she could get off doing that, and I wanted to deny her orgasms, so I pushed Dad off me and got the handcuffs from his nightstand. Getting back off the bed briefly, I cuffed Mum's hands behind her back before welcoming Dad back into my juicy pussy.
The four of us fucked until it was time to shower and head to The Wickham. I was tempted to tie Mum to her bed to prevent her from absconding with anything of value, but I decided trust had to start somewhere.
Chapter 11: Saturday Night.
Tasha and I wore matching outfits but in different colours. We both wore M-slit micro-miniskirts that barely left us decent enough to be in public. Above our skirts, we wore long-sleeved tie-front midi tops that barely covered our unfettered breasts. We had lace-up, high-heeled sandals on our feet that emphasised our muscular calves and made our shapely bottoms pop. In other words, we were a man's wet dream. Shame for them that we were looking for women tonight, not men.
We'd barely sat down when Marla strutted up. I saw her coming from a distance away, grabbed Tasha's elbow and pointed at her. "That's Marla," I whispered.
"Yeah, that's Marla Bawden/Turlington the high-jumper," Tasha acknowledged. "She's like dang hot!"
Marla wore a micro mini that challenged ours for shortness. Her small, conical breasts were barely hidden by a strapless bikini-type top that covered her nipples and not much more. She had a giant, yellow gemstone belly button ring, which made me instantly jealous, wishing I had one. I stood to welcome her, and the others stood, too, when they saw me standing up.
Marla hugged me before kissing Tasha on both cheeks. "Hey, Anastasia," Marla said warmly. "I assume you're the girlfriend that Carina raved about when she and her mum were in the shop earlier this week?"
"That'd be me," Tasha said, quirking her eyebrow at me.
Well, I do tend to carry on about how hot Tash is when I talk about her, so I could hardly protest. I was proud of her and her athletic accomplishments. However, I was careful who I revealed her name to because Tasha doesn't want to be outed just yet. Also, Tasha was always a little embarrassed when I raved on about how hot she was.
I introduced Gordon, who hadn't glammed up yet, and Dad, calling him Jacqui, of course. Marla's eyes widened when I introduced him as my father, but she took it in her stride. Marla sat beside me with Tash on my other, but I quickly swapped because Tasha and Marla started chatting about athletics, which went completely over my head. They were quickly holding hands and laughing as they swapped what I was sure were exaggerated stories about hurdles and high-jumping mishaps. If they were true, then both those events are a nightmare!
Our meals arrived, and we chatted among ourselves as we ate. Then, Dad and Gordon left for Sporties. The band was setting up when Tasha, Marla and I finished eating, so we found spots in the beer garden and settled in to listen. They were only a cover band, and quite frankly, they were ordinary. However, they played songs you could dance to, so we took turns dancing.
Things were heating up between the three of us, with Tasha and I sharing searing kisses with Marla and each other. I was tempted to skip Gordon's first show and head back home with them both in tow, and I probably would have, except I like to sit with Dad through the first show. After that, the other drag queens would take turns sitting with him so he wouldn't be tempted to drink.
There was time for one last dance before we'd need to catch a cab up the hill, so I took Marla to the dance floor and ground against her as we danced.
We had our legs between each other's thighs, with our wet pussies grinding on the other. My hand explored inside her top as she cupped my breast through my top. Our thumbs rubbed the other's nipple, and we both knew we'd be sucking them soon. I was right into it when Tasha came up behind me and pressed her muscular body against me. She leaned in and whispered, "You two are driving me nuts with desire. We'd better get out of here and up to Sporties before I'm on my knees eating your pussies on the dance floor."
We held hands and tripped outside. A cab was just dropping off someone, so we piled into the back and told him to take us to The Sportsman Hotel. Marla was in the middle, and Tasha and I battled to take ownership of her pussy as we rode. Marla sure didn't object! Instead, she lifted her feet onto the car seat and let us feel away!
"Which one's Gordon?" Marla asked when the lights dimmed, and the performers strutted out for the first show.
"The biggest one at the back," Dad said. "That's Natalie Nylons."
"Wow!" Marla exclaimed. "It's hard to believe that's the bloke we were eating dinner with earlier."
She was right, of course. Gordon didn't look like a woman, unlike Dad, who looked like what he was--a mildly attractive, middle-aged woman. I was sure that if Dad sat in a straight bar, he'd have no shortage of suitors trying to get to know him. The problem was how they'd react when they discovered he had 'extra' between his shapely legs.
Gordon looked like an overblown caricature of a plus-sized older woman. His real eyebrows were covered in tape and makeup to hide them, and he'd drawn them back in in thin, exaggerated arches. His makeup was thicker than a French crepe, with his lips painted whore-red and widened to the extreme. Gordon's wig was platinum blonde and as bouffant as Monica Lewinsky's. His mannerisms mimicked those of a typical woman, except he exaggerated them to the nth degree.



Our table cheered, whooped, and hollered when the first part of the show ended. When Gordon came out, still in drag, Marla, Tasha, and I kissed and hugged him, said goodbye, and left.
The Uber ride to my place was a little more sedate than the ride to Sporties, but the driver would have had to have had a blocked nose not to know there were three highly aroused women in his car. We restricted ourselves to holding hands and the occasional kiss, even though our desire burned brightly.
It was a different story when we got to my place. Tasha and I grabbed Marla's hands and sprinted for my bedroom, dragging her with us. Tash and I worked together to get Marla naked. Then, I stripped as Tasha kissed and fondled her. We swapped so Tasha could undress, but when she had, Tasha pulled her strap-on out and buckled it on.
I released Marla, and she instinctively turned to Tasha, expecting to be kissed and stroked again. Marla gasped when she saw Tasha's 'cock', but then, a wicked look came over her face. Marla casually withdrew her strap-on from her handbag and put it on. She and Tasha exchanged knowing grins, and then they turned to me.
"Wait!" I protested, backing away. "No way!"
But they leapt on me and wrestled me onto the bed. Seconds later, I was riding my girlfriend with Marla's fingers probing my rear entrance. Satisfied that I was oiled, stretched and ready, Marla straddled Tasha's legs, squatted lower, and introduced her 'cock's head' to my anus. I grunted as she parted my knot with one soul-destroying plunge, and my two lower love holes were filled with 7+-inches of twin girl cocks.
My lovers held still, and I couldn't stand it! "Fuck me, you bitches!" I growled, making my lovers laugh.
"You said, 'Wait! No way!'", Tasha teased. "So, that's what we're doing."
Stuck between the two women meant I couldn't do much, but I managed to wriggle my hips, which rubbed the rubber stops against their clits, causing them both to gasp. Marla moved first, removing about half of her 'cock' from my ass before ramming it back in. Tasha waited until she learned Marla's rhythm, then, when Marla pulled back, she held still before thrusting up as Marla ploughed into me. I was the meat between two tenderising mallets, and I was soon screaming my head off as multiple orgasms blasted my mind to atoms.
The pleasure must have overwhelmed my poor mind because I woke up lying on my back. I turned my head and saw my lovers were in a classic sixty-nine with Marla on top. Even more so than Tasha, Marla seemed to prefer the dominant role. Slipping unnoticed off the bed, I removed my strap-on from my drawer and slid the double-end into my pussy before buckling it up. Mine was the only one with a 'cock' to slip into my pussy as well as the traditional one to use to fuck someone with. I don't know what the split is, but my meagre experience indicated that more girls than not found using a double-ended strap-on uncomfortable.
Marla looked over her shoulder when she felt me settling above her. But it was too late for her to complain or object, because I positioned my 'cock' at her entrance and then immediately rammed it into her.
"Oof!" Marla grunted as I peeled her pussy open and slammed home. My pelvis hit Marla's tight ass with a loud thwack, which was immediately repeated many times as I fucked her vigorously. I moved onto my knees and gripped Marla's shoulders so I could rip her back as I powered my hips forward.
Marla gave up any pretence of continuing to eat Tasha's pussy. Instead, her forehead rested on my girlfriend's clitoris as she rammed her ass back to meet my inward thrust. The loud thwacks against Marla's bottom turned into vicious slaps as I enthusiastically fucked her.
"Fuuuuuuuuuccccccccccccckkkkkkkkkk!!!!!!" Marla screamed when her climax hit. She jerked spasmodically on my 'cock' until with a comical giggle, she slid off it and onto Tasha.
"Me next," Tasha stated eagerly, pushing Marla aside and turning to offer me her sweet little pussy.
Look, I know that Tasha's and my relationship is ultimately doomed because of my desire for cock, but I love her so much. I'll cry an ocean of tears when we break up, but in the meantime, I could give my sweetheart what she needs. I pressed my lush body to hers firmly, our nipples and pussies melded together, and I kissed her with every ounce of love and passion I felt.
Tasha moaned and arched her back off the bed, forcing my 'cock' deeper into her greedy pussy. Copying what my father did to make up for his meagre cock, I spun my hips in tight circles, which spun my 'cock's head' over Tasha's G-spot.
"There's a woman watching from the doorway," Marla whispered.
"That's Mandy, my egg donor," I said. "She abandoned Dad and me three years ago, but her latest man beat and raped her before whoring her out. I'm allowing her to stay with me until she recovers and I figure out what to do with her. She's in chastity, but you can make her service you if you want."
I ignored Mum and continued fucking my girlfriend to the best of my abilities. Tasha had several minor cum events as she climbed towards her peak. I, in the right circumstances, can be a bit of a pain freak. Tasha is not. However, if I caused her a modicum of pain when she hit her climax, it exploded her mind and sent her hurtling into orgasmic heaven. Rotating my hips continuously, I waited and waited until I heard Tasha take a deep breath, ready to scream her climax to the skies. Then, I pinched her nipple between my thumb and forefinger and squeezed mercilessly.
"Ahhhhhh, ffffffuuuuuuuuuucccccccccckkkkkkkkk!" Tasha bellowed as her entire body locked momentarily before jerking and shuddering like cold water on a hot frying pan.
Marla took that moment to leap out of bed and grab the back of Mum's head. She dragged Mum onto the bed and after the lay on her back, she forced Mum's mouth onto her pussy and snarled, "Lick, bitch!"
Mum moaned as she obeyed. I could see her arousal leaking around her chastity belt, and I hoped she was as frustrated as she sounded. But despite her arousal and frustration levels, she lapped eagerly at Marla's pussy.
"She's good," Marla panted as her crest swiftly hove into view.
I eased my 'cock' out of my girlfriend's pussy and we rolled to spoon so we could watch Mum work Marla's pussy over. Mum had chosen to give up the pretence that she didn't know her way around a pussy, and she was servicing Marla's sweltering vagina skilfully. Marla crested twice quickly before asking if she could fuck my mother. It had barely been two days since the doctors at the PA had said it would be a week before the lesions in Mum's ass and pussy healed. But earlier, Mum had fucked herself roughly with her fingers without complaint. I inwardly shrugged and left the choice to her.
"Do you want Marla to fuck you with her strap-on, Mandy?" I asked.
Mum nodded enthusiastically, so I handed Marla the key to Mum's chastity belt and washed my hands of the situation before returning to making Tasha feel as good as possible. Tasha pushed back with her bottom to create some space and then got onto her hands and knees, facing Mum and Marla. She wanted to watch Marla fuck my mother, so I moved onto my knees behind Tasha's athletically muscular ass, grabbed her hips and slid my 'cock' into her grasping pussy.
Marla stepped off the bed temporarily to put on her strap-on, then she moved between Mum's eagerly parted legs and slid into her willing pussy. Mum's eyes closed, and she wrapped her thighs around Marla's slender, shapely hips and thrust her pussy up to meet Marla's downward thrust. The sounds of an athletically-toned abdomen crashing into a pussy filled my room.
Marla fucked Mum with long, fluid strokes, quickly driving the older woman towards her peak. I watched avidly, along with my girlfriend, but the saggy swaying of my mother's breasts bothered me. I decided to book her in for breast augmentation surgery immediately. Mum crested twice quickly and then asked if she could have a turn wearing the strap-on.
She had it strapped in place when my door opened, and Dad and Gordon came in. Dad looked as glamorous as he always does, and Gordon had remained in full drag. Mum froze, but Marla seemed unperturbed by the sudden invaders and pulled Mum between her legs. She reached for Mum's cock and guided it into her pussy.
Dad watched Mum and Marla with his mouth flapping, but Tasha slid off my 'cock' and grabbed him. She tore Dad's dress off, pushed him on his back and mounted him. Dad's cock was out of its cage and bare, so I was sure he and Gordon had started on their way home. What he'd done with his knickers, I didn't know.
Gordon lifted me bodily off the bed, undid my strap-on and pulled it out of my squelching pussy. Then, chuckling happily, he lowered me onto his ragingly erect cock. I could see it glistening in the light and guessed that Dad had blown him on their way home. Gordon would have slid inside me easily even without Dad's spit on his cock because I was soaking. I wouldn't have admitted it to her, but watching Mum strap-on a cock and fuck Marla was as hot as watching Gordon fuck my dad.
Gordon either had a rare misfire or Dad had gotten him to the edge on the ride home because he barely lasted three strokes begore cumming inside me. He was also feeling quite butch because he lowered me onto the bed, picked Mum off Marla, and forced her mouth onto his cock. Mum looked up submissively, and accepted his wilted cock down to its root in her mouth.
Marla giggled and quickly buckled her strap-on back in place. I was lying on my back, playing with myself, watching Mum suck Gordon. So, Marla rolled me onto my stomach and covered my lush body with her lean one. My pussy was slippery with my arousal and Gordon's seed, so I had to reach between my thighs and guide her in. Matching the tempo she'd fucked Mum with, Marla stroked in and out of sweet little pussy.
"Your Mum's a gifted cocksucker as well as an excellent pussy muncher, huh?" Marla giggled into my ear.
"Don't call her my mother," I protested. "She gave up that right when she abandoned Dad and me."
Marla slapped my ass and fucked me harder. "Being pissed at her doesn't stop her being your mother," Marla growled, slapping my ass again.
"Biologically? No," I panted as I rode Marla's deft strokes towards my climax. "Emotionally? Too fucking right it does!" My hips began moving of their own accord, and I was soon thrusting back to meet her every stroke. Her hand descended onto my shapely ass as she fucked me, which added piquancy to the act, and sent me catapulting into a stupendous orgasm.
My head collapsed onto the bed, and I felt Marla ease out of my pussy. "I'm going to try Jacqui out," she giggled. "Tasha seems to love using her."
"Ask her to fuck you," I panted. "You won't regret it."
Marla shuffled over to where Tasha was still riding Dad. She kissed my girlfriend passionately, and they shared a loving look after their blazing kiss. I saw the end of my relationship with Tasha in that moment. It would be months, maybe more than a year away, but they'd begin spending more and more time together, and I'd be eased to the side. Neither of them would knowingly hurt me, but sometime in the future, Tasha would say she wanted to be exclusive with Marla. We'd cry together, and she'd take all the blame, but it would be over.
I got off the bed, but no one noticed. I grabbed a loose dress and slid out to the lounge, where I phoned Tom. "Can I come over?" I asked, despite it being three in the morning.
"Sure," Tom replied.
Chapter 12: Tom's Place.
I looked down the hall to my bedroom. Dad was vigorously fucking Marla, doing his hip swirl thing. Tasha was kissing Marla and egging Dad on. And Mum was riding Gordon. They hadn't missed me yet.
I cried a little on my way to my boyfriend's place. I was sad because I would lose something special in Tasha, but I was also glad she'd found someone with whom she could be exclusive. But I was sad it wasn't me, but I was glad because I knew it couldn't be, but I was sad because it wasn't... You know how it is when your mind's spiralling out of control.
Tom opened his door when I pulled into his parents' driveway. Tom is at UQ studying to become an accountant, but I'd argue he is anything but conservative and boring. Of course I will. He is my boyfriend after all! I got out of my car and walked to him, where I burst into tears and fell into his arms.
"Did you and Tasha argue?" Tom asked. For most men, you'd probably assume that was a jealous question, but I knew Tom was genuinely concerned. I guess you could argue that he and Tash were competing for my affections, but luckily, neither saw it that way. They both realised they gave me things that I needed, and the other gave me things they couldn't. Of course, in Tom's case, he gave me a nice stiff flesh cock! (Titter).
"No," I sniffled. "But I introduced her to a new friend tonight, and they've hit it off like wildfire. It'll be a few months, but I already know they'll want to be an exclusive couple because that's what Tasha always wanted."
"Well, that sucks," Tom said sympathetically, picking me up and carrying me to his room.
"Sure does," I replied when he put me back on my feet. I tugged my dress and let it drop to the floor, revealing that it was all that I wore.
Tom's eyes roamed over my sublime body avariciously, with his sweatpants almost instantly tenting. I dropped to my knees and took his thick, almost 6-inch cock in my mouth. Grabbing Tom's hips, I free-handed my mouth down his throbbing shaft until my nose pressed against his hairy abdomen. It's probably because I have so many feminine and effeminate lovers that I prefer my men to real men. I love their body hair, fresh sweat smell, and muscular bodies. Tom's a bit of a gym rat who works construction for his father between semesters, so he fits all the requirements I have for a male lover.
Not wanting to cum too soon, Tom pushed me off his cock, picked me up, and threw me onto his bed before leaping after me. He kissed my lips and breasts before kissing lower. I stopped him because I hadn't washed after Gordon had cum in me. I'd been upfront with Tom about my relationships with Jacqui, Tasha, and Gordon, so he knew that I fucked them all, but that didn't mean I should rub his face in it, which he'd literally be doing if he ate me out.
Tom took the hint and moved between my thighs. His cock entered me at his first attempt, and I flung my arms and legs around me. "Fuck me, Tom!" I demanded. "Pound me into submission."
Tom did as I asked and fucked me hard. I knew he'd peak quickly the first time, so when he did, I rolled him onto his back and sucked him until he was hard again. Then, I moved higher and took him back into my sweet little pussy. I rode my boyfriend to a nice climax before allowing him to roll us over again. Tom slid back into me, but I decided to reward him for being such a great guy.
I wriggled until he backed out of me, and then I threw my legs over his shoulders and curled my back until my ass was presented to him. "Fuck me in the ass, lover," I cooed.
Tom gripped my calves and forced me higher until his throbbing dick was positioned at my ass. So much excitement had poured from my pussy that my sphincter was soaking with my fluids and very slippery. I had to hold my legs back so he could take hold of his cock and guide it into my ass. I twitched when his cock pared my knot open but then moaned as his thick cock slid into me. Tom wasn't as long as Gordon, but he was quite a bit thicker. Having him in my ass tested my pain tolerance, but I knew my sphincter would soon stretch to accommodate him.
Tom kissed me enthusiastically, prepared to give me all the time I needed. Banging my bottom was a rare treat for him, and he intended to savour every second. After a few seconds, my sphincter fluttered and released, allowing Tom to move. It took a few strokes before my ass totally relaxed and it began to feel good. From there, I rammed my hips up to meet his thrusts and pulled him into me with my legs.
"Pinch my nipples," I panted as my crest approached. Tom used his arms to push away from my body before moving his hands to my delicious C-cups. Then, he balanced on those as he gripped and twisted my thick nipples excruciatingly. That delicious pain combined with the delightful feeling in my ass and the sheer naughtiness of being fucked in the bottom exploded my mind. I bit Tom's arm to muffle my orgasm screams.
Tom hit his peak when I bit him, and he grunted vociferously as he filled my tight ass with his cum. Tom rolled off me after he'd finished filling my ass and wanted to go down on me again. I warned him off, but he said that he accepted that I had several lovers, and he wasn't bothered by licking another man's sperm as well as his own from me. I reluctantly released his head and allowed him to go down on me.
Tom was much firmer than my female lovers were, and when I was first with him, I had to re-educate him on how to correctly service a woman's pussy. But he learned quickly, and now he's almost as good as Dad or Gordon, though he's not a patch on Tasha. He gave me a satisfying orgasm with his tongue before covering my body again. His cock slid into me, and we vigorously fucked until we leapt from our peaks simultaneously.
I did the male thing on him when he got off me and rolled onto my side, facing away before dropping immediately into a deep sleep. I was vaguely aware that Tom chuckled before moving to spoon me and sleeping, too.
Tasha tried to call me at some stage, but anticipating that, I'd put my phone on silent. Having my phone on 'do not disturb' allowed me to sleep until midmorning. I woke up alone in the bed, but I could hear people talking and moving in the house. I texted Tash, "All good, lover. I'm safe. See you this afternoon, okay? I'll tell you what's going on then."
"Okay," Tash texted back, along with a whole heap of sad and crying faces. I felt a little guilty but knew I had to look after number one first, which meant temporarily getting away from her and Marla.
I put my phone back in my handbag as the door opened, and Tom brought in coffee and bacon and egg muffins.
"Mum and Dad are up and eating at the kitchen table if you want to get up?" Tom suggested.
I liked Tom's parents, Phil and Marie, and I know they like me... a lot! I'm sure they hope I'll become a permanent fixture in Tom's life, and they're fitting me out for daughter-in-law duties, which might be in the cards, but not for a long time yet. The path to becoming a doctor and then a psychiatrist is a long and difficult one to tread.
Divorce rates for interns and residents are amongst the highest in the world, and I wasn't sure yet that I wanted children. So, although I didn't date any other men or have sex with any male outside of Tom, Dad (does he count as male?), and Gordon, I wasn't ready to commit to an exclusive relationship with Tom any more than I was with Tasha.
"Yeah, it'll be good to chat with them again," I replied, looking around for my dress.
Tom took it off the hanger he'd put it on and handed it to me. I stepped into it and pulled it over my firm breasts. Fortunately, it wasn't one of my excessively short ones; it came down to my mid-thigh, so I didn't have to worry about being pantyless.
I followed Tom to the kitchen and sat opposite Phil and Marie. "Hello, Carina," they said warmly. "We haven't seen you for quite a while."
"It's good to see you two again," I grinned, not responding to their slight dig. "You never know because I might be around more often. It'll depend on Dad and uni and what days Tom's at classes compared to when I am. Plus, my egg donor has crawled out of the woodwork, and I'm dealing with that."



"Egg donor?" Marie exclaimed. "What a horrible way to refer to your mother!"
"Mrs Osbourne, she walked out on Dad and me three years ago. Her doing that so unexpectedly and suddenly drove my father into the bottle and almost cost him his life. So, you'll have to forgive me if I'm still angry about that. And, at least, I'm giving her a chance to redeem herself rather than toss her back out on her ass like she so richly deserves."
Marie and Phil looked at me, shocked. I guess those daughter-in-law robes weren't fitting so tightly now. "I understand," Marie muttered. "But still."
"Not our circus. Not our monkeys, honey," Phil said firmly. "I'm sure that Carina will work things out with her mother. And if she doesn't? It's still none of our business."
"You're right, of course," Marie said reluctantly.
Phil asked how things were going at uni, and we discussed trivialities until I'd eaten.
Tom walked me to the door, where I kissed him appreciatively. "Thanks for last night," I said. "And I'm sorry about how I spoke to your parents. I guess I'm off the prospective daughter-in-law list now?"
"Off Mum's for sure," Phil chuckled. "You're still at the top of Dad's, though."
"It's good that your mum doesn't get a say then, isn't it?" I said cheekily before kissing his cheek. "Take me to dinner Wednesday night? You can stay at my place afterward if you want?"
"Pick you up at seven?" Tom asked.
"Sounds like a date," I replied, kissing his lips before getting into my car and going home.
Chapter 13: Sunday.
Tash was at training when I got home. Dad, Mum, and Gordon were missing, so I assumed they were together. I was about to get the vacuum out and start cleaning when I decided it was a good task for my new pussy slave to do. She made me do chores when she ruled the roost, so I thought it was only fair I made her do them now that I do.
Tasha returned before anyone else, and she came inside and rushed into my arms. "Where did you go last night?" She asked tremulously. "I looked around, and you were gone."
"I saw the future in a moment," I replied tearily, hugging her fiercely.
"What on earth do you mean, Carina?" Tasha asked.
"You and Marla. You're perfect for each other, babe. You're both athletes. You're both gorgeous. You click emotionally and intellectually. She's your future, my love."
"You could be," Tasha protested tearfully.
"Really?" I asked gently. "You see a future where we're married and I'm still getting the cock I need on the side or behind your back?" Tasha shook her head, although I'm sure she wanted to say that would be okay. We both knew it wouldn't be. Tash was a one-woman woman even though she was having a ball fucking Gordon and Dad with me. But she'd eventually resent that I needed something outside her, which would doom our marriage.
"We're not breaking up immediately," I told her as we kissed lovingly. "But I won't be moved to the side gradually. When you're ready to be exclusive with Marla, you and Marla will tell me, and I'll bow out gracefully. I love you too much to do anything else."
"You sound so sure," Tasha said mournfully.
"I am," I said. "But you can't tell me you're not excited about what you and Marla can be and have."
"I am," Tasha admitted. "But I don't want to hurt you. I love you too much to do that."
"Then you, me, and Marla will fuck like rabbits until then. Sound like a plan?" I giggled.
"I will cry when I tell you," Tasha said, already crying.
"As will I when you do," I replied, tearing up, too.
We went to bed and made love. Tasha tasted me and then pulled faces as she stuck out her tongue. "Oh, shit!" I embarrassedly exclaimed. "I haven't showered today."
I tried to push Tasha away, but she attacked my messy pussy anyway. I had Tom's and Gordon's cum in me, and I couldn't see how she could eat me without throwing up. I stopped protesting when her lips surrounded my nubbin, and her index finger swirled over my G-spot. I screamed my appreciation and held her head to me tightly instead.
After several mutual orgasms, we showered together and dressed. We ate a light late lunch and sat together on the sofa until Dad, Mandy, and Gordon came home. I was pleased and surprised to see that Mum and Dad were holding hands. It was a bit weird because Dad was prettier than Mum. Which I'm sure we can all agree is not normal!
"Get a better offer last night?" Gordon teased.
I almost blurted, "Yes. A real man with body hair and a nice thick cock." But that would have been unnecessarily hurtful to Tasha, so I grinned and said that things just got a bit too much, so I had to flee and clear my head.
I sent Mum to do the dusting and vacuuming and took the others outside. We sat around the patio table, drinking mineral water and chatting until Mum completed her tasks and returned. Then, we went inside and chatted again until it was time for dinner. No one had gotten anything out, so we drove down to May's Thai on Tingal Road. Gordon left for his place from there, and the rest of us returned home.
Mum and Dad sat together on the couch. The ice between them had thawed some, but they were still quite stiff and awkward with each other. Mum had a long way to go before things between us were repaired, but making up with Dad would go a long way towards fixing it. I knew that my father was still hurt and resentful that she'd left, but I also knew he still loved her intensely because he occasionally cried out her name when he came in me. I doubt he was aware of it, and I wasn't concerned, so I didn't mention it.
Tasha and I went to bed early. I needed to be back at uni, and she had to be up early to train and then go to work. There was an unavoidable sadness between us now because we both knew our relationship would end within a year. But I also believed we'd recover when Tasha realised I wanted her and Marla to be happy, and I was happy to share Marla with her until it was time for Tasha and Marla to be permanently exclusive. I hated admitting it, but I knew I'd have to be careful of the big, green-eyed jealousy monster. I love Tasha, and giving her up will be difficult. But it's the right thing to do unless I give up men and become solely hers.
Chapter 14: Monday--Mum cracks.
Dad phoned his firm on Monday morning and told them he'd be off for the week. It meant Mum wouldn't be alone in the house, which I knew was good. I didn't fully trust her yet. Despite her behaviour being exemplary, she still made comments that revealed her avarice. Those comments made me worry that she was trying to manipulate herself into a position where she could get Dad's money. I knew from The Trust's lawyer that Granddad Morshuis had never trusted any of his son's wives, but he was especially suspicious of my mother. He called her a 'money grubbing, social climber'.
Tasha called me at uni to say she'd begun training with Marla. She knew I wasn't bothered that she had, but she worried that someone we both knew would see them together and tell me. I felt that same sad/glad feeling, but I knew I was merely jealous that they'd found each other when I was still essentially alone. I could easily slip into a full-time relationship with Tom, but I didn't think he was ready to commit, and I definitely wasn't. I thought that waiting until I was a resident, which was over ten years away, before becoming permanently involved with someone was the wise move.
I returned to an empty house. Dad's car was gone, so I surmised he was out with Mum. I hoped that was a good thing, but I feared because I knew how emotionally fragile Dad still was.
I was getting myself a cold drink when I heard the garage door go up and Dad's car enter the garage. He and Mum came through the door, giggling like two school girls. They saw me, immediately crossed the lounge, and knelt with their heads on my feet.
"Afternoon, Mistress," they intoned in unison. "How may we serve you?"
Okay, that was good and weird. I assumed that Dad had been instructing Mum on how to serve me correctly. Still, having them speak the same words simultaneously was more than a little strange.
"Look at me," I ordered. When they did, I asked, "Have you two had sex together yet?" Their embarrassed giggles told me they had before they answered. However, I suspected they may not have had penetrative intercourse yet. "Clarify what sex you had."
Mum spoke for them, which warned me that what I suspected was true. She'd used Dad to get off, putting him in a subservient position again. Something I would not accept. For Dad's continued mental health, it was imperative that Mum was the low bitch on the totem pole. Dad answered to everyone currently. Myself, Gordon, or Tasha could order him to do something, and he had to obey. That's where he wanted to be, and it's where I kept him. However, I did not trust Mum not to abuse him emotionally and psychologically. She had for their entire marriage, and it would be all too easy for them to fall back into the same pattern.
"Show me your cunt," I growled at Mum. She reluctantly shifted onto her bottom, lifted her dress, and showed her panties. "Take them off," I snarled. Mum slowly removed her knickers before leaning back so I could see her pussy. "Where is your chastity belt?' I growled as my anger threatened to explode.
"No one put it back on after we all made love last night," Mum protestingly defended. "I thought I was allowed to play again."
My mind was close to imploding. I mean, seriously? I was losing my girlfriend, struggling to keep my father's mental health strong, dealing with a manipulative mother who had devastatingly reappeared in my life, juggling a boyfriend and a high-stress uni degree, and I had to be the one to remember to put chastity devices on everyone? Fuck me!
The Trust's lawyers said I could spend up to 3.5 million dollars a year before any questions would be asked. It was so tempting to take a couple of million dollars and fuck off. Buy myself a nice home somewhere far away from everyone else, invite Tasha, Marla, and Tom, and spend the rest of my life fucking myself to death.
"Dad, show me your pussy," I sighed. Sure enough, he had replaced his cock cage himself. "Dad, wait for me in your room." He scurried out. I got the rolling pin from the drawer. Mum was still a mass of bruises, but pain seemed to be the only thing she understood. Pain wasn't reward in itself for her, so I could use it to punish and break her. I had avoided using pain because she'd been beaten so severely for so long, but I could not let her inveigle her way into Dad's affections as his top.
"Carina? What are you doing?" Mum fearfully asked.
"What I need to do, Mandy. What you've forced me to do." I shook my head regretfully. "You seem to think you can waltz back in after abandoning us and after three years of fucking anyone you wanted to and retake your place as head of this house and your marriage. This is my home, Mandy. You abrogated any claim to it when you left."
I glared at her as my anger roiled through me. "And Dad is my bitch, not yours. I saved him, Mandy. You almost killed him with your betrayal, and I had to commit the sin of incest to bring him back. You used him today because you knew he'd slip back into wanting to please you. Did you even cum, Mandy? Or did you fake it like you did for all those years before you left?"
Her lack of response confirmed my assumption. I slapped my palm with the rolling pin several times before roaring, "I should throw you into my car and drop your saggy arse in The Valley, and hang a sign around your neck saying 'Free use whore'. How does that sound, Mandy? I am so fucking sick of you that I could scream!" I sat on a chair. "Take off your dress and lie over my thighs."
"Carina, please," Mum begged.
"Mistress, you dumb cunt," I screamed. "How fucking stupid and/or stubborn are you? Get the fuck over my knees before I beat you to death! I'm done fucking around with you!"
I must have scared her because she almost leapt over my thighs. I pushed her off me, disgustedly saying, "I have no fucking idea why Dad put up with you for all those years. Remove you fucking dress, Mandy, you stupid cunt."
Mandy obeyed, but I pushed the rolling pin away. I was too angry, and I was liable to hurt her severely if I used it on her. The fact that I wanted to hurt was reason enough to put the rolling pin away before I did. My anger boiled in my veins, and I was almost totally out of control. I had to step back before I lost my mind and beat her half to death. Hissing angrily, I pushed Mum off my lap and snarled, "Run and get your chastity belt, Mandy. And I do mean run!"
I'd never seen my mother move so fast. She was terrified and ran so quickly I was sure even Tasha couldn't have caught her. I made her stand before me and put it on before demanding that she kneel and kiss my feet. "Repeat these words, Mandy," I growled menacingly. "Repeat them, implant them in your mind, and every time you think you're anything but what these words say, repeat them to yourself until you remember what you are.
"These words, Mandy: 'I am Mistress Carina's worthless pussy slave. I am a useless piece of cunt meat whose only purpose is to serve my Mistress.' Repeat those words, Mandy. Repeat them now. Believe them now. Be them now, or, so help me God, I will beat you until no one can see your previous bruises and then throw you naked on the street."
Mum falteringly said, "I am Mistress Carina's worthless pussy slave. I am a useless piece of cunt meat whose only purpose is to serve my Mistress."
"Repeat them and believe them!" I demanded.
"I am Mistress Carina's worthless pussy slave. I am a useless piece of cunt meat whose only purpose is to serve my Mistress," Mandy said more strongly.
"I said, 'Repeat them and believe them,'" I snarled.
"I am Mistress Carina's worthless pussy slave. I am a useless piece of cunt meat whose only purpose is to serve my Mistress," Mandy said firmly.
"Do I have to beat those words into you for you to believe them?" I menacingly asked, picking up the rolling pin.
"No, Mistress," Mum quickly stated.
"What are you?"
"I am Mistress Carina's worthless pussy slave. I am a useless piece of cunt meat whose only purpose is to serve my Mistress," Mandy said firmly.
"Crawl after me," I ordered as I stood and shifted to one of the sofa chairs in the lounge. I sat before lifting my legs onto the armrests, exposing my panties. I pulled them aside and growled, "Show your Mistress what a good little pussy slave you are!"
Mum's lips descended onto my pussy and she licked from perineum to my clit and then back. I held her head and squeezed her so tightly against me that she could barely move. My anger slowly turned to arousal, and I could feel my liquids starting to flow. I moved further down the chair so my butthole was accessible. "Take my panties off with your teeth and rim my asshole," I ordered.
Mum complied, although I had to pull my panties partly down before she could. Mum knelt, gulping as my little chocolate star twitched under her gaze. I was about to demand that she followed her orders when her tongue snaked between her teeth, and she touched it to my ring. I grabbed the back of her head and mashed her against my ass. "Lick, my cunt slave. Get your tongue deep in there."
Surprisingly, Mum moaned deep in her chest and stabbed her tongue into my sphincter as deeply as she could. I'd just had my boyfriend's dick in there, so my ass opened before her assault and about an inch of Mum's tongue slid in. Mandy seemed almost lost in her submission to me because, without instruction, her middle finger entered me and searched for my G-spot. She found it, and my thighs locked around her head, holding her in place as I writhed and groaned, an orgasm almost upon me.
My mouth opened, and I screamed my pleasure to the world when Mum's tongue withdrew, and she stabbed it back into me. I bucked against her mouth as her tongue thrummed inside my sphincter, and I experienced several subsequent orgasms. Feeling good but greedy, I grabbed Mum's ears and lifted her mouth onto my entrance. She slid her tongue in, then licked along my slit as I dragged her higher. Her lips encircled my fuck switch, and she sucked hard as she battered it with her tongue, causing me to scream my satisfaction again.
I shoved her away, and Mum fell onto her back. Her hands snatched to her leather-covered cunt, and she desperately tried to masturbate, but was prevented by the chastity belt. Please, Ca... Mistress. Please, I'm so horny! I need to cum, Mistress, please," Mum pleaded.
My anger, which had been partially quelled by my orgasms, roared back to full flame. "You have to be fucking kidding me!" I bellowed. "I don't give a fuck if your cunt's on fire, Mandy! You're here to serve me! Any relief you get is purely at my discretion and coincidental!" I grabbed her by her hair and dragged her after me to Dad's room. Tossing her towards the bed, I growled, "Kneel there with your hands behind your head, elbows back, and your tits pushed as far out as possible. Watch what's happening and do not move."
Dad, who sat on the edge of his bed, watched, agog. "Strip," I told him, taking out his cage key.
Dad quickly undressed and knelt before me. I told him to lift up so I could undo his cock cage and take it off. When I had, I straddled his shoulders and mashed his head against my pussy. "Lick," I snarled. I was being unfair to Dad. I wasn't at all angry at him, but Mandy had me in a rage, and that leaked over to him.
Dad's gifted tongue fluttered over my clitoris, quickly driving me towards my peak. I looked at my mother, who was disobeying me by looking away. My mind turned to white-hot fire again. "Mandy, you dumb, cock-sucking whore, I told you to watch! What was so difficult to understand about that?"
Tears flowed from her eyes as she reluctantly turned her head and saw her husband eating her daughter's cunt. The problem is that Mum turned the waterworks on to get what she wanted from Dad so often that I had no idea if her tears were genuine or were all another act. I decided that I didn't care, hardened my heart and encouraged Dad to go to town on my pussy.
Dad started bobbing his head, alternating between licking my entrance and slit and battering my clit with his tongue. My hands went to his head, and I held against my pussy tightly as I ground on his face. "Are you watching, Mandy, you useless slut?" I panted. "Watch how your husband expertly eats your daughter's cunt. Look how good he is and how much your daughter's enjoying having her father licking her pussy. You gave that up, Mandy. Threw his expert oral skills away because you thought you could do better than him.
"And now look at you. A used up, saggy-skinned whore who no man will ever want to fuck, let alone support. What use are you, Mandy?" I cruelly continued. "You've never worked a day in your life other than the work you do on your back taking cocks up your sloppy cunt. So, what use are you to us, Mandy? Dad has three lovers who adore what he offers. Tasha would never touch you. If I tried to make Gordon touch you, he'd probably throw up, and Dad has a cock and can fuck me and is way, way better at giving oral than you. So, why should I even keep you around? What do you offer besides a bad attitude, a destroyed body, and a saggy cunt?"
Mum wept in huge gulping sobs. It was apparent that my words had finally done to her what needed to happen--they'd broken her. They'd made her realise that she had and was nothing that any of us needed. She knew I wouldn't put up with her nonsense and that as long as I ruled this home, none of the other members would intervene on her behalf. If she didn't want to be on the streets, she needed to make peace with me, become someone we could like and maybe come to love.



I ignored her tears and wails because I wanted to grind her nose in her subjugation. Besides, Dad was excelling himself. My derogatory words to and control over his wife seemed to excite him, and he was enthusiastically servicing me like never before. "Gawd, he's so good at oral, Mandy," I groaned. "Watch and listen as I explode on his tongue.
I grabbed Dad's ears and tribbed my pussy against his face as hard as I could. My climax hit, blasting over me and shattering my mind into atoms. But I wasn't done there. Falling onto his bed, I dragged Dad after me, and welcomed his petite cock into my pussy. Dad immediately rammed his pubic bone against my clitoris and spun his hips in fast, tight circles. Doing that massaged my cum switch and twirled his cock's head over my G-spot simultaneously. It took less than a minute before I orgasmed again.
Dad's control was supreme, and he held still, waiting for me to writhe, indicating I was ready to go again. I did a few minutes later, and he returned to spinning his hips. The delightful twin sensations exploded my orgasm again, and I thrashed on the bed in uncontrolled spasms as a tremendous climax ratcheted through my body.
Dad, who was panting, but hadn't cum yet, eased out of my pussy, and stood, awaiting further instruction. It was time to put Mandy in the place she needed to be if I was to allow her to remain. I staggered off the bed and undid her chastity belt. "Lie on the bed and spread your legs," I told her. When she did, I said, "Dad, fuck your slut just like you did me. Give her the very same treatment."
Because Mum was just a bitch, and dad was so submissive, Dad was tentative and diffident with her. Plus, Mandy, no matter how much she enjoyed it, pretended Dad's lovemaking and diminutive cock did nothing for her, which made Dad even more nervous and diffident. She'd emasculated him, which, when combined with his dysphoria, rendered him impotent, something Mandy used to punish him and make him feel worthless, and so the cycle went around.
I could smell that Dad's and my show had exacerbated Mum's arousal despite her pretended disapproval, and she'd go off like fire cracker on Guy Fawkes night if Dad fucked her as he had me.
With my encouragement and constant whispers in his ear, Dad put on a sublimely dominant performance. Mum tried to hold back, but Dad was too good, and her arousal too advanced. Her resistance cracked like a dropped egg, and she screamed as the first of many orgasms crashed through her. With Dad in control of himself and her, I moved and aided Dad's conquest of my mother. I played with Mum's ears as I kissed her passionately. I played with her breasts and tweaked her nipples. I moved so I could suck and lick her nipples, and I asked questions about and pointed out how good what Dad did felt.
Dad turned Mum into a puddle of arousal. She'd orgasmed so many times that she was whimpering and pleading she couldn't go again. However, she'd had two more since she first begged Dad to stop.
"Giver her one more, and then pull out and cum on her face," I whispered to Dad.
Dad worked Mum up to one more protesting, whining climax before roaring as he pulled out, he moved to sit on her saggy tits, and held his cock as it spat huge globules of semen all over his wife's face, throat, and chest. Mum accepted him doing that before opening her eyes and looking at him wonderingly.
"I'm so sorry for how I treated you, Jacqui," she said as tears fell from her eyes. "I should have allowed you to do this to me years ago. If I had, I would never have fucked things up so badly."
"I was weak and let you control me," Dad admitted, using his cock to smear his cum over Mum's face. "With Carina to help keep us on the right path, I think we can have a future together. Would you like to try?"
"Yes," Mum cried.
"I'm going to fuck others," Dad said firmly. "Carina, Gordon, and Tasha, to name just three. But I want someone who will effectively be a husband to us both. We will be two sluts for our man." Dad grinned wickedly. "Someone who has a nice big, juicy cock so you don't feel like you're missing out and nor do I."
Mum laughed as she bent her head to kiss Dad's cock. "If you continue to fuck me like you just did, I doubt I'll ever think I'm missing out!"
That can be arranged," Dad said firmly. His cock had reinflated (the joys of Viagra), so he slid down and slid back into his wife. A few minutes later, Mum was screaming again.
I left them to it.
Chapter 15: Tidying Up.
Of course, we'd forgotten something hugely important. My mother had a venereal disease. We all needed testing, and Gordon and Dad needed treating for VD. We only had ourselves to blame and were lucky nothing worse happened.
There were quite a few missteps as Dad and Mum learned their new roles, and I had to step on Mum quite firmly to remind Mum what her new role was. Gordon still stays with us after his Friday and Saturday shows most weeks. Mum and Dad have become one of the drag show crowd's favourites, with many men asking Mum if she can convince their wives to let them transition as Dad has.
Tasha and I are still together, but she splits her time with Marla and me equally. Marla and I remain friends and lovers. Every time the green-eyed jealousy monster bites me, I grab it by the neck and strangle it to death.
I have regular sex with my parents. Sometimes Dad and I fuck Mum. Other times, Mum and I... well, you get the picture.
Tom and I broke up because he wanted to see me more than I had time for. The demands of my degree and all the practical stuff that goes with it mean I have very little free time. My parents, Tasha, Gordon, and Marla understand that and accept what I can give. Tom couldn't. I'm searching for a boyfriend, and applications are being accepted. Please apply via email to the profile above. You must accept that I have several female and effeminate lovers, I'm incestuous with my parents, and I prefer to top. If that's you... titter... just jokes... but if you want to...

The End.
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Slut Babysitter: The Perverter 3.

Alice and Zoe.
"Come in," Alice Samuels called when she heard a knock at her door. She turned to check out her reflection in the full-length hall mirror. Alice had purchased an A-line, pleated miniskirt to wear for this occasion. It had taken her six months of vigorously working out at the gym for an hour a day, seven days a week, to get to where she was confident enough to wear it.
Alice's tiny A-cup breasts were unfettered beneath a halter-necked, backless silk midi-top. Alice's petite, conical nipples showed her anticipation and arousal, tenting her top's front. Her recently pierced belly button held an opal that filled her entire button and from which hung a platinum chain to another opal. Sheer black stay-up stockings adorned her long, slender legs, and black 7-inch heels caused her athletically toned calves and shapely bottom to pop.
A fortune spent at a hairdresser's meant her typically messy hair had been cut so that the sides were short and the rest slicked back and layered. Then, Alice had the hairdresser dye it silver-blonde. The style and colour suited Alice's angular face, and for the aware, revealed that Alice had finally come out as gay to her children, family, and friends.
Her parents, because of their strict religious views, had immediately disowned her and pursued a fruitless case to have her declared an unfit mother. Her children couldn't have cared less, with her eldest daughter, Matilda, saying, "Well, duh. Really?" Her only son, Brett, said, "Good on you for coming out, Mum. I'm proud of you."
Alice's work colleagues at the Department of Human Services (Queensland) already knew Alice was gay, so there was no revelation there. Some of her friends outside of work were noticeably absent from her life now, but most had already suspected what Alice was, and they couldn't have cared less either.
Alice nervously turned to face the door. Her attraction to and lust for her children's nineteen-year-old babysitter was about to be requited or go down in embarrassing flames. Either way, Alice's corn-kernel-sized nubbin throbbed, and her new thong panties were already wet.
Outside the door.
Thanks, Daddy," Zoe Carter gushed. She'd had her hand on her father's thigh for the entire journey to Alice's home. She could feel his erection straining against his pants, but lacked the courage to do what she so desperately wanted--unzip him and take him out before lowering her lips and taking Luke's long, thick cock in her mouth. She stopped to kiss his cheek through the car window before tripping happily up to Alice's door.
She knocked loudly and heard Alice call, "Come in."
Zoe opened the door and strode inside. She gaped when Ms Samuels seductively swayed out of her hallway and towards her. She took in the tall, angular figure, the heavily made-up face, the revealing clothes, and her sweet little nubbin throbbed with approval. Brett had told Zoe that his mother had finally come out, and like her eighteen-year-old lover, Zoe hadn't been surprised.
"Phhuuwwweeeeet-Phheeew! Ms S," Zoe whistled appreciatively. "Looks like someone's got a hot date tonight. Who's the lucky guy?" Zoe said, 'Guy,' because Alice hadn't come out to her yet, and Zoe didn't know if Alice wanted her to know yet.
"It's a woman," Alice said seductively. "And she is indeed a 'hot date'!"
Zoe looked at Alice, instantly knowing who Alice's 'date' was--her. If Alice was going out and needed Zoe to babysit, then Brett and Grace would have already come out to greet her, even if they weren't already in the lounge where she stood. Matilda may have tried to act cool and remain aloof in her room, but not the other two.
Smiling challengingly, Zoe misquoted the famous line from The Graduate. "Ms. Samuels, you're trying to seduce me... aren't you?"
Delighted by Zoe's accepting but challenging response, Alice grinned and quoted back. "I am not trying to seduce you... Would you like me to seduce you? Is that what you're trying to tell me?"
"Most definitely," Zoe giggled, striding across the lounge and into Alice's embrace.
Alice swept the petite teenager into her arms and locked her lips to Zoe's. Alice was hot to trot and she was tempted to drag Zoe to her bedroom for some predinner fun, but she controlled the urge and revelled in Zoe's sure embrace. 'This is not Zoe's first Sapphic kiss,' Alice realised. She briefly wondered if Zoe and Matilda had played but then felt guilty for having that thought. Matilda was such a tattle-tale that she would have immediately told Alice if Zoe had done anything untoward.
Alice broke their kiss, breathily saying, "You have no idea for how long I've wanted to do that."
"Me, too," Zoe nonsensically replied, her wits scattered to the winds. Even her liaison with Willow's mother, Shirley, hadn't been as intense as her kiss and embrace with Alice.
Taking Zoe's hand, Alice said, "Shall we?" She guided Zoe to the dining room, where she'd set a small round table for two. A white table cloth covered the table, a rose sat beside one of the knives, and a candle burned in the table's centre. Alice helped Zoe into the chair in front of the rose before kissing the young woman's cheek and saying she'd be back soon.
Zoe picked up the rose and sniffed it appreciatively. She let her fingers slide down the back of Alice's thigh as Alice walked away, making the older woman shudder with lustful arousal.
Alice returned with a delicately seasoned bowl of seared pork slivers and stir-fried vegetables swimming in a homemade sweet soy sauce. Alice briefly returned to the kitchen before reappearing, carrying a bowl of steamed coconut rice. She left again, bringing back a chilled bottle of wine and two glasses. Alice placed a small amount of rice on the bowl's side before spooning some stir-fry. Then, she filled Zoe's glass and sat opposite her.
Alice tilted her glass. "To new friends becoming lovers," she purred.
"Friends becoming lovers," Zoe agreed.
Alice began her slow seduction of Zoe, not that Zoe needed seducing--she was wholeheartedly onboard as soon as she saw Alice coming out of her hallway. She asked Zoe about her life and what she liked to do for fun and pleasure. Alice wasn't aware how carefully her prospective lover avoided that question. What Zoe did for fun and pleasure was pervert eighteen-year-old virgins and make them sex hounds. Instead, Zoe talked about helping her father with his project car, baking with her mother, and hanging out with her friends. In turn, Alice talked about her upbringing and how she finally came to admit she was a lesbian. The battles with her parents and the ridiculous Family Services hearing into whether she was fit to be a mother.
Alice, perhaps fearing that Zoe was an inexperienced drinker or, more likely, not wanting alcohol to dull this experience, drank sparingly. Zoe, who learned to drink responsibly from her parents, sipped even less than Alice.
Watching her young friend speaking animatedly and laughing joyously inflamed Alice's libido further. She wanted to skip dessert, but she had something planned that she thought Zoe would enjoy. When Zoe pushed her plate aside, Alice cleared the table and moved the candle to the shelf beside it. Then she briefly left before returning with ice cream and warmed chocolate sauce. After all, she reasoned, what woman didn't love chocolate?
But instead of putting some ice cream into a bowl, Alice lifted her A-line skirt above her athletically slender hips and climbed onto the table with her legs on either side of Zoe. Then, Alice used her fingers to gather a dollop of ice cream. She pulled her thong aside and dabbed the ice cream on her clit before adding a minute splash of chocolate topping. "Dessert?" Alice asked seductively, hoping Zoe wouldn't freak out.
"Don't mind if I do," Zoe chuckled throatily. She moved her chair back and lowered her lips to Alice's nubbin. She surrounded that delicious nub with her soft lips and sucked hard as she licked the ice cream and sauce from it.
'OMG!" Alice thought, bewildered by Zoe's skill. She, Alice, was a virgin on her wedding night, which was some months after her twenty-second birthday, and certainly wasn't at all experienced in sex at Zoe's age. Alice moaned complainingly when Zoe's mouth surrendered her clit. However, her complaint swiftly changed to approval when Zoe dripped more ice cream and chocolate sauce onto her nubbin. Alice was suddenly aware that she was careening towards an unexpected, uncontrolled orgasm. It hit with the power of an atomic bomb, causing Alice to scream her joy.
"My turn," Zoe giggled, standing and removing her clothes.
Alice gaped as Zoe took off her baggy top, revealing a half-cup, push-up bra that presented her lushly full B-cup breasts deliciously. Alice's nubbin throbbed when Zoe dropped her loose-fitting jeans and showed she wore a thong tiny enough to match her own, but beyond that, she wore suspenders and stockings. Zoe sat back on her chair with her heels under her sublime bottom and her knees salaciously splayed for Alice's enjoyment.
Mesmerised, Alice slid off the table and knelt between Zoe's legs. She pulled Zoe's thong aside and dripped ice cream onto the nineteen-year-old's pussy before drizzling chocolate sauce over the ice cream. Alice lowered her head and daringly licked Zoe's rosebud, perineum, entrance, slit, and clitoris, gathering the sliding ice cream and chocolate sauce as she went. She dribbled more of the dessert and repeated her actions, pausing to stab her deft tongue into the youngster's gash.
"Yessss!" Zoe hissed as her climax quickly approached. Reading her young lover's arousal, Alice encircled Zoe's clitoris and sucked hard while battering it with her tongue. "Fuck, yes!" Zoe expletived as her young body convulsed, and she orgasmed on the mid-forties woman's tongue.
Alice stood, dropped her skirt and top, grabbed Zoe's hand, and hauled her off the chair. "My bedroom, now!" She ordered. Alice suspected that she knew the answer, but to make sure, she asked, "Are you a virgin?"
"No," Zoe denied. "Not in any way."
"Good," Alice said, reaching into her nightstand and removing a strap-on cock. She expected Zoe to be shocked but was shocked herself by the young woman's ready acceptance. Zoe moved to the bed's centre and lifted and parted her knees. Zoe idly played with her nubbin, waiting for Alice to be ready and studying her older lover's lean form avariciously.
"Someone's used a strap-on on you before?" Alice asked disbelievingly. She knew today's youth were much more sexually daring than her generation, and her religious upbringing certainly didn't involve things like women enjoying sex. According to Alice's mother, sex was something to be endured. You made 'the right sounds and movements' to hurry your husband over the edge and hoped he'd make you pregnant immediately, so you didn't have to tolerate his rutting until well after you gave birth.
"A few times," Zoe understated while thinking, 'As in every Thursday afternoon.'
Lisa, Luke, and Willow.
"OMG!" Luke grunted as he unloaded into Willow's pussy. Knowing his wife was on her way to pick up Zoe's friend, Luke had raced home as fast as he dared after dropping off his daughter at the Samuels'. He found his wife and Willow already naked and in bed, their heads stuffed in each other's pussies as they indulged in a classic sixty-nine.
He chuckled when he recalled Lisa saying they should invite Willow over again, seeing that Zoe was gone for the night. Lisa had spoken to Shirley when she learned that her daughter would be babysitting the Samuels children. She suggested that if Shirley wanted to go out that night, she and Luke would look after Willow and Frankie. Frankie had put herself to bed around nine o'clock, a little dizzy from the 7up and wine Lisa had allowed her.
Lisa was surprised because the mix was about nine parts 7Up to one part wine. She thought the mental expectation that wine would make her tipsy and tired had forced Frankie into bed. Not that Lisa cared. Zoe wasn't due home until midmorning tomorrow, and Willow and Frankie weren't expected back at their place until 9:00 a.m. That gave Luke and Lisa the rest of the night to play with their first extramarital lover. Strangely, Willow's mother was their second.
Luke watched the women avidly as he divested himself of his clothes. He was happy to watch because seeing two women make love to each other was still so new and exciting. Frankly, Luke would have been pleased if all Lisa allowed was for him to watch and masturbate.
However, before he could even move Lisa's vanity chair so he could sit, Lisa rolled off Willow and gestured towards her. "What are you waiting for, big boy?" Lisa sultrily asked. "I've got her all warmed up for you."
Luke looked wonderingly at Willow, who had her knees up and apart. She was holding her hands out to Luke as she needily mewled, begging him to cover her. While Luke may not have been the best at reading a woman's signals, he knew what that one meant. He kissed Lisa hurriedly and leapt onto the bed between Willow's slender thighs. Willow giggled happily and reached between them. She took hold of Luke's throbbing 7-inch member and guided it into her. "Hmm," She purred, welcoming her friend's father's thick cock inside her.
Lisa sat where her husband had intended to and watched Luke pummel the needy teenager in their bed. Lisa was quite the slut before she married Luke, copulating with numerous men and women, often more than one at a time, with wanton abandon. Her second most favourite sexual adventure was to have a cock in her mouth, pussy, ass, and two hands simultaneously. Her all-time favourite, though, was to be 'four-dicked. i.e., two dicks in her pussy or ass simultaneously, another in her other lower hole, and one in her mouth.
However, she also loved Luke Carter with all her heart, and after a final fling on her hen's night, she had settled into monogamous marital bliss with him. During the nearly twenty-five years of their marriage, Lisa had remained faithful despite the many offers she'd received, especially from work colleagues when they were out of state working on a project. To be fair, she really hadn't even been tempted. Luke was a good man and a magnificent lover who had a nice and thick cock that few men could match in either length or girth. It was enough for Lisa.
Three children came in a stately procession approximately eighteen months apart. But she and Luke had only boys, and she knew her husband wanted a girl. Lisa went off the pill, but unlike the previous times, she didn't immediately catch with child. A year passed, and then another, and another. Luke and Lisa resigned themselves to having only boys and threw themselves into rearing them to be happy, healthy, typically boisterous boys.
Games of bullrush, rugby, soccer, and cricket were encouraged and sometimes mandated. Climbing trees and hanging from them, creating ramps for their pushbikes to jump off, and general mayhem were welcomed as typical behaviour from healthily developing boys. Interfering neighbours and school teachers were told to fuck off, and to everyone's surprise except for Lisa's and Luke's, their boys grew up to be excellent students with solid B averages, and later those boys moved into careers that suited their personalities.
Never once did a police car appear at the Carter's door. However, the boys caused ripples at school because they wouldn't be bullied. Not by their fellow students, teachers, or the school system itself. Luke and Lisa would listen respectfully to the school's or teacher's complaints, speak to their children to understand what they thought had happened, and then they'd take appropriate action. Often that action was to tell the teacher and/or school to pull their heads out of their asses and stop being precious little bitches. Politely, of course.
Lisa had given up on getting pregnant because they'd been trying for over three years without success. She didn't bother going back on the pill because she didn't see the point. "I can't catch a cold, let alone a child," she joked to hide her disappointment. And even if she did get pregnant, the child would be welcomed anyway, so what did it matter?
Of course, as soon as they stopped trying, Lisa got pregnant. It began with vague feelings of nausea when she woke up. She didn't equate that with pregnancy because she hadn't suffered morning sickness with her boys. Then, she got a little potty around the tummy. Pants and skirts were suddenly a little tight. Lisa increased her exercise level and cut down on sugary soft drinks. She even removed sugar from her tea and coffee, but still her skirts and pants got tighter.
Finally, worried she might be developing an ovarian cyst, something her aunt had suffered, Lisa saw her doctor. "Let's do a pregnancy test just to be sure," The doctor said jovially, already knowing what the result would be. The result stunned Lisa, if not her doctor, and she sat with her mouth agape.
"But we were going to Aspen skiing in November," she said protestingly. Luke and she had been saving assiduously so they could afford the holiday. Luke's mum had offered to take their boys for the duration of the planned two-week trip.
"I think you'll be having a baby in November, not skiing," her doctor joked.
Lisa suddenly realised she was having a baby. "Is it a boy or a girl?" She excitedly asked.
"You'd have to ask the sonographer," her doctor laughed. "A pregnancy test doesn't tell me that.
Lisa's doctor arranged an appointment with Lisa's usual gynaecologist and an ultrasound simultaneously. The ultrasound showed Lisa was pregnant with their long-awaited girl. Lisa bawled while Luke tried failingly to remain stoic.
Having a girl about the house was a revelation. Luke and Lisa were used to their children being loud, obnoxious, and frequently boisterous. Zoe was quiet and studious. By the time she was four, she had the men in the house wound around her chubby fingers. Her brothers fetched and carried for her, and her father doted on her. He would spend all day, every day on his hands and knees 'galloping' around the lounge if Lisa would let him.
Zoe walked and talked early, and it was readily apparent she was possibly even more intelligent than her civil engineer father and architect mother. By seven, Zoe was the ringleader of the shenanigans the Carter children got up to. It was always one of the boys who got caught doing something naughty, but all three would complain that Zoe had put them up to it.
Zoe developed early physically, too. Knowing how she was at that age, Lisa took Zoe to her doctor and got her on the pill. By eighteen, Lisa was certain her daughter was sexually active. But Lisa had surrendered her virginity to Luke before that age, so it would have been hypocritical of her to say anything. Besides, at least Zoe was more circumspect than Lisa was at the same age. After she'd given Luke her virginity, Mumma Louisa, her mother, had switched her many times when she'd caught Lisa fucking someone. Girls or boys, Lisa didn't care which. Lisa suspected her daughter didn't either.
Which brought her back to the present. Around six months ago, Lisa fell off the monogamy wagon with a spectacular bang. She allowed the eighteen-year-old minx who was currently in her bed fucking her husband to seduce her when Lisa was taking her home. The ingenue had blatantly fondled an unresisting Lisa's sweet little clitty as Lisa drove. Then, the teen siren demanded that she pull into an underground carpark. When they stopped, Willow finger-blasted Lisa into a stupendous, mind-melting orgasm.
A week later, not knowing that she'd been set up by her daughter and her daughter's two lovers, Lisa drove Willow and Brett home. The teenagers worked together to get Lisa into the backseat, where Lisa's wanton libido, which had exploded since the previous week's adventure, demanded she allow Willow to eat her sopping pussy.



After her first orgasm, Brett slid down the seat until his sturdy 6-inch cock was positioned at Lisa's entrance. The teenagers held still, daring Lisa to take the plunge into marital infidelity. Lisa's mind accepted her body's demand, and she closed her legs which allowed her to slide off Brett's thighs and onto his throbbing cock. She was no longer faithful to her husband but couldn't find it in herself to care.
Lisa rode Brett to two back-to-back orgasms before the teenage boy moved her off his cock urgently. Lisa moaningly protested because she wanted Brett to cum in her greedy cunt. Ignoring Lisa's mewled denial. Brett got onto his knees where Willow could lean over Lisa and take his cock in her mouth. Grunting vociferously, Brett gifted Willow what Lisa desired--his cum. However, it was for the best because now she didn't have to avoid Luke until she'd cleaned her disgrace from her freshly-fucked pussy. Instead, she could do what she did: Jump her husband and virtually rape him as soon as he walked through the door.
Brett told his mother, Alice, that he wanted to spend an extra hour studying with Zoe and that Mrs Carter would take him and his bike home every week if Alice thought that was a good idea. Similarly, Willow informed Shirley she'd be forty-five minutes later than now because she also wanted to study longer.
The eighteen-year-olds' mothers had no idea their offspring wanted the extra time because they were playing with Mrs Carter on their way home and, thrilled their children were being so studious, readily agreed to the extra time.
Brett refused to cum inside Lisa's pussy or ass, no matter how fetchingly she pleaded. He knew from Zoe's reports that Luke and Lisa were fucking like teenagers again, and he worried that Luke would jump Lisa when she returned from dropping him off and discover her love holes were full of Brett's cum. Brett did not want to face Luke's wrath. Nor did he want to cause his Mistress' parents to break up. Lisa occasionally looked like she wanted to ask something when only she and Brett were in the car, but she hadn't gathered the courage to do so yet.
Brett guessed it was about sharing Willow with her and her husband simultaneously, and he was grateful she hadn't asked. Brett had learned to adore being pegged, and although he knew he wasn't gay, he had an increasing desire to discover how a flesh cock in his ass would feel. However, he was unsure if he wanted Luke to be his first. Brett had hinted to Zoe he'd be up to experimenting so long as she was there to guide, but his Mistress hadn't followed through on his hints yet.
Unknown to Brett, Zoe had plans in place. Stuart Styles, the latest convert to Zoe's perversion campaign, wasn't ready to join their 'study group' yet. But Zoe thought he would be after the next time she sat for his mother. That would even the genders up with two boys and girls. Then, Zoe could gently instigate some play between Brett and Stuart. You know? Just for the girls' entertainment. Not because they were gay or did gay stuff.
Lisa idly played with herself as her mind ran through the events leading to this moment. Willow had cum twice on her husband's eagerly thrusting cock, and Lisa could tell from his grunts that Luke was about to cum inside the girl. Lisa's pussy squeezed rhythmically, anticipating leaping onto the eighteen-year-old and devouring Luke's cum from her overflowing pussy.
After Zoe's birth, Luke and Lisa had themselves 'fixed' so there would be no more children, so she wasn't concerned that her husband was about to fill a teenager's fertile pussy.
Willow climaxed for the third time as Luke emptied himself into her. Luke's dick tapped on her cervix if he rammed it into her, and when he plunged into her depths to cum, Luke's cock spat its essence over it. That mind-warping sensation never failed to launch Willow into a stupendous orgasm.
Willow chuckled at Luke's weakness after he'd cum. As Zoe said, "Men dominate until they've cum. After that, you see who holds the real power." He groaned and rolled off onto his back. Lisa immediately took his place between Willow's lean thighs. The older woman's lips encircled Willow's vulva, and she stabbed her talented tongue deep into the youngster's pussy, gathering every millilitre of cum she could.
Willow hadn't had sex with an older male lover before her first time with Lisa and Luke. Until that night, she hadn't understood that a teenage boy's amazingly short refractory period wasn't typical. She now knew it would take the nearly fifty-year-old Luke some ten to fifteen minutes to recharge.
At first, Willow worried that Luke took so long to stiffen again because he didn't find her attractive. But Lisa assured her that the reason Luke only took ten to fifteen minutes to be ready to fuck again was because he found Willow irresistible and didn't want to waste a moment with her. Lisa gigglingly stated that with only her, Luke was usually 'one and done'.
Armed with this new knowledge, Willow gave herself wholly to Lisa, knowing that Luke would join in when he was ready. Luke hadn't fucked her ass yet, and Willow hoped he'd take that plunge tonight.
Alice and Zoe.
"A few times," Zoe understated while thinking, 'As in every Thursday afternoon.'
"And here I thought I'd be doing something new with you," Alice ruefully chuckled.
"I can pretend," Zoe teased. "Oh, Ms Samuels, whatever do you have between your shapely thighs? I've never seen one so big or on a woman before!"
"You Muppet," Alice giggled, climbing onto the bed and into Zoe's embrace. "Perhaps I should give it to you, seeing as you're so experienced with one."
"I'd love to," Zoe said huskily, surprising her older lover.
Alice considered. She'd mistakenly thought she'd have to guide an inexperienced first-time lesbian lover through an intimate encounter. But it was swiftly becoming apparent that Zoe was much more experienced in making love than she was. With her arousal quickly peaking, Alice stepped off the bed, unbuckled, and handed the strap-on to her teenage lover.
Her pussy pulsed as Zoe grinned and efficiently buckled the 'cock' on. Clearly, she'd done that many times before. Alice knew Zoe hadn't played with Matilda and that Zoe wouldn't play with Grace, given Grace's age, but it never occurred to her that it was her son who Zoe used her 'cock' on most often. She would have been shocked by that knowledge and would have wondered if her son was gay.
Zoe finished buckling up and eyed the older woman predatorily. Zoe considered how to approach her older lover. Typically, the mature women Zoe had sex with were experienced lovers who loved sex in all its connotations. Ms Samuels wasn't one of those. Zoe thought the beautiful late-forties woman was sexually inexperienced and naïve. She decided to seduce Alice like she seduced her virgin lovers--slowly, with lots and lots of foreplay.
Zoe undid the buckle and let the strap-on drop to the ground. She turned and kept her knees straight as she picked it up, providing Alice with a delectable view of her young pussy and ass delightfully framed by her tiny thong. Turning back to the handsome older woman, Zoe began dancing to an unheard song. She swung her hips facing away from Alice, swaying her firm ass for Alice's viewing pleasure. Turning back, Zoe undid the front clasp on her bra and leaned forward. Slowly, evocatively, she bent over and moved her hands apart until her pert 32B breasts bounced into view.
Alice, her lips dry and her pussy anything but, reached for Zoe's luscious assets, but before she could grasp them, Zoe chuckled throatily and danced away. Zoe placed her hand above her head and partially covered her face with her long, honey-blonde hair. Keeping her elbows wide, Zoe rocked her hips from side to side, causing her firm breasts and rock-hard nipples to bounce and jiggle and driving the white-hot heat in Alice's nether region to extreme degrees.
Zoe danced closer, but Alice refused to respond, knowing if she reached out, Zoe would dance away again. Closer, Zoe danced, closer. Her pussy mere centimetres from Alice's pouting lips. Alice could smell the teenager's raging arousal, but still, the teenager danced.
Alice licked her lips when Zoe's thumbs slid into her thong. Zoe lowered the thin scrap of material, exposing her neatly trimmed bush. A bush that surprised Alice because she knew most women went bare down there now. Alice got a Brazilian wax job before she invited Zoe for dinner. She regretted having done that now because she preferred to keep her verdant, luxurious bush trimmed only enough to hide behind bikini briefs or a bikini bottom.
Alice's arousal so was extreme now that she knew a mere touch on her nipples or pussy would explode her into orgasmic bliss. Somehow, the nineteen-year-old held her in check, and Alice couldn't make her fingers reach for either of those parts.
Zoe danced away, and Alice felt a strange mixture of relief and despair. Was she ever going to see the young woman naked? Was she ever going to get off? Relief because Alice's plan was to seduce Zoe. Alice imagined that at just nineteen, Zoe's sexual experience would be way below hers and that she would have to guide the young woman through her first Sapphic sexual encounter. However, somehow, Alice had lost complete control of their play. She was captive to Zoe's needs and imagination. Alice thought because she was older, she should retake command of the situation, but her swiftly flowing pussy and enormous arousal left her dumbstruck and wanting.
Alice licked her dry lips because, just out of easy reach, Zoe seductively turned and bent over, keeping her knees straight. Then, waggling her divine ass sexily, Zoe erotically worked her thong over her heart-shaped ass and down her surprisingly long legs. The older woman gulped as Zoe's perfectly framed pussy slowly came into view. Alice was so excited that the tingle on her nub that indicated she was about to cum made itself devastatingly known.
'Oh, Gawd!' Alice thought embarrassedly. 'Just like an overexcited teenage boy, I'm going to cum without being touched!"
Somehow, Zoe must have intuited that Alice had reached her limit. She kicked her thong aside and strode quickly to Alice. She shoved the older woman onto her back and lowered her lips to Alice's nub. Biting firmly, Zoe lashed it with her tongue simultaneously.
"Gaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwddddddddddddd!!!!!" Alice exploded as her hands snatched to Zoe's head and she held the teenager to her pussy. Alice's hips bucked again as another brain-destroying orgasm hit. Four more times Alice bucked against Zoe's mouth as her pussy fluids sprayed from her vagina. 'I don't squirt.' Alice thought confusedly. 'Only women with poor bladder control do that!' But squirt she did, soaking Zoe's chin, throat and breasts.
Alice's hands fell from Zoe's head, and she lay on the bed limply. Giggling happily, Zoe quickly buckled the strap-on back in place and moved between Alice's lewdly splayed thighs. Balancing by placing her left hand on Alice's tiny, conical left breast. Zoe lined her 'cock' up with the older woman's dripping pussy and remorselessly drilled it home. Zoe's hips drove forward until her 'cock's' base pressed against Alice's clit firmly.
Alice looked from Zoe's sparkling eyes to her heaving breasts and down to where the youngster's 'cock' joined them together in lascivious harmony. Her heart lurched, and desire raged through her. Somehow, Alice's intention to make Zoe her lesbian lover and for her to be the young woman's dominant Mistress had been perverted into her, Alice, submitting to Zoe. And she was the young woman's, Alice realised. Her pussy slave, a willing victim to Zoe's dominating 'cock'. Her hips unwittingly thrust up at Zoe.
Zoe chuckled evilly, reading the emotions in the late-forties woman and seeing her surrender. She pulled her 'cock' part way out of the older woman before ramming it back in and grinding the rubber stop against Alice's clitoris. "Whose pussy is this?" Zoe asked.
"No," Alice denied even though her first instinct was to yell, "Yours, Mistress!"
"'No' is not an answer to 'whose pussy is this,' Alice. You know that. So, I'll ask again. Whose pussy is this?" Zoe pulled three-quarters of her 'penis' out of Alice before planting it firmly back into Alice's squelching pussy.
Alice shook her head in denial, but her back arched, her legs wrapped around Zoe's hips, she pulled the teenager deeper into her, and she mewled like a hungry kitten.
"Whose pussy is this?" Zoe asked, pulling out and thumping back in. "Whose, Alice? Whose? Whose pussy is this, Alice?" Zoe growled demandingly, each question emphasised by a solid, meaty thump as Zoe mercilessly fucked the older woman.
"Arrrrrgggggggghhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!" Alice squealed as the largest climax she'd ever had crashed through her long, lean, slender body "Yours, Zoe," she screamed. "It's yours! Take it. Take it! Do what you want with it!" Alice screamed again as another mind-blowing, earth-shattering, brain-exploding orgasm blasted her to smithereens, the tiny motes that were all that remained of her consciousness scattering across the cosmos.
Zoe knew Alice's mind had exploded and blasted her conscious mind across the galaxy, but Alice's body continued to respond to being fucked, so, Zoe refused to stop. She fucked her older lover harder and harder, the tempo of her thrusts reaching jackhammer-type speeds.
When she realised she was about to cum again, Alice's mind returned to her body long enough to scream, "Yours, Zoeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!!!!!!!!!!!!" and climax. She tripped across the cosmos again.
Smiling and feeling proud of herself, Zoe eased her 'cock' out of the unconscious older woman. She undid the strap-on's ties and put it away. Then, gathering Alice's slender body into her arms, Zoe positioned her older lover so she lay partially across her body, kissed the top of her head and whispered, "You did so well, my love. Your turn to service me is next, okay?"
Despite her mind having to reassemble its scattered pieces, Alice heard Zoe's whisper and smiled happily. Having a teenage Mistress maybe wasn't such a bad thing, especially if that Mistress gave her orgasms like the previous ones.
Brett and Judith.
Brett was surprised when his mother dropped him off at his father's parents' place. He hoped beyond hope that his dad would be there, but he was working in the mines over in WA (Western Australia). However, his father's brother's children, his cousins, were also at his grandparents' home. The eldest, Judith, was about his age, maybe less than three months younger. He recalled that his mother and Alicia, his aunt, were close when they were both pregnant, but his parents' acrimonious divorce had cooled their friendship.
Matilda and Margaret, another cousin, were only nine months apart, with Matilda being older. Grace was two years older than Glenda, the youngest cousin there. Matilda and Margaret squealed and embraced before running off to Margaret's bedroom hand-in-hand. Grace eyed Glenda doubtfully but took her hand and followed her when Glenda asked if Grace wanted to see her new dolls. Alicia had bought a package set from the recently-released Barbie movie, so Grace agreed to inspect them.
Judith, who looked a bit tomboyish despite her long brown hair and small, high-standing breasts, smiled shyly at Brett. Brett's experienced eye thought his cousin was braless, and unless she felt colder than he did, she was, in the gutter vernacular Brett's crass classmates used, 'pleased' to see him.
"Kick your ass at Mario Kart," Judith offered, looking shyly through her fringe at him.
"Sure," Brett agreed, surreptitiously admiring his cousin's petite ass which was deliciously crammed into a pair of booty shorts Brett knew his mother would never let his sisters wear.
Brett stopped by the kitchen to say hello to his grandparents, Mark and Gwendoline (Gwen), and told them what he was doing.
"What a polite, well-spoken boy," Gwen admiringly mused to her husband. "I worried about them when Alice announced she was a dyke, but it looks like the lesbian's doing a great job of raising those kids, although Matilda needs to take her nose out of her ass."
Grandpa Mark winced at Gwen's language, but he knew she didn't mean anything by it. She'd call Alice a dyke to her face and be shocked when Alice reacted negatively. In Gwen's book, a woman who slept with another one was a dyke or a lesbian. Gays were poofters or fags. Women weren't men and, therefore, couldn't be gay. Mark also knew that pointing out Gwen was being impolite and politically incorrect would only earn him a rant, so he just shrugged and agreed that Alice seemed to be doing a good job raising their grandchildren.
Judith led Brett to the TV in the lounge, where she handed him a controller and, doing that cross-legged thing that only teen girls seem to be able to do, sat. Brett looked down and could see from down his cousin's bagged T-shirt collar that she was indeed braless and had pointy pink nipples. His cock lurched and he sat beside her quickly before his erection showed.
'Lusting after your first cousin is okay, isn't it?' Brett wondered. 'It's second cousins that can cause genetic problems, right?'
"Ready?" Judith asked, her finger poised over the start button. She was amused by her cousin's sudden fluster and suspected she knew why. Judith, although she'd played kissing games with her neighbour and had practised kissing her best friend, was a virgin. However, she and her friends discussed boys all the time. Her friend Nola reckoned she wasn't a virgin and gave lurid descriptions of what it was like to make love to a boy.
Judith believed she was full of shit because her stories were so fanciful. They were full of long romantic walks, longing gazes and sighs, and endless kisses before they made sweet love under a moonlit sky or in a candlelit room. Judith thought that boys her age were more likely to trip the girl up and then drop a fart on their heads before running off laughing than taking them on romantic walks.
She wasn't unwilling to surrender her virginity; it was more that the older boys she liked saw her slender, shapeless, tomboyish figure and weren't interested in her. She longed for big tits like her friend Emily had. Emily had boys eating out of her hand.
Her cousin was one of those eighteen-year-old boys she detested so much, but Brett seemed much calmer and more mature than she was used to. Judith had sat as she had because she knew her T-shirt's neck would fall open and show her tits to anyone standing above her. Judith knew the view would stiffen any teenager's cock and bamboozle their minds, which would make them easy to beat. Although he appreciated the view, Brett seemed to take it mostly in his stride. Judith was impressed, and her little clitty, which was already tingling, ached with sudden arousal.
Brett acknowledged he was ready, and Judith started the race. The controller for Mario Kart was crude compared to the Gran Tourismo one Brett was accustomed to. However, the skills mostly crossed over, and Brett thrashed Judith convincingly.
"You've been practising," Judith bitched, throwing the controller onto the floor in disgust and lying back.
"At Gran Tourismo," Brett acknowledged. "The controls are close enough to the same." Brett checked out where everyone was before he rolled onto his side and propped his head on his hand. He loomed over his cousin, who looked at him, fascinated, biting her bottom lip.
Brett was no stranger to seducing girls his age. After all, he'd learned from the best in Zoe and had Willow to give him hints and strategies. In that same gutter vernacular referred to earlier, Brett knew that Judith was 'gagging for it' but was too nervous to do anything about her desire. He confidently reached his hand out and slid it under Judith's T-shirt onto her stomach. Then, he leaned over and kissed her lips softly.



Judith moaned into his mouth, so Brett lengthened their kiss and moved his hand to her breast. He hesitated there, waiting for Judith's response. Her response was to arch her back and press her budding breasts into Brett's hand.
Chuckling, Brett shifted his searching hand so he could lightly strum Judith's nipple with his thumb. Judith's hands came up, and she pinched the nipple Brett didn't possess. Her hips rose and fell, unawarely, as if meeting her lover's thrusts. Brett slid his hand down onto Judith's shorts and cupped her sex. Estimating where her clitoris was, Brett rubbed that area until his cousin's excited moans told him he had the right spot. Moving his fingers lower, Brett deftly pressed his fingers against Judith's entrance as he manipulated her button with his thumb.
Judith, looking at Brett wide-eyed and wonderingly, shuddered, jammed her wrist into her mouth, screamed, and came. Brett swiftly lowered his head and sucked Judith's nipple into his mouth. He lashed it with his tongue, causing Judith to orgasm again. Brett kissed her softly again and removed his hands. Brett thought Judith would jump to her feet and run away. But he had no fears she'd complain to her grandparents or parents because he'd tacitly asked permission to take every step. But he thought what he'd done would overwhelm her and cause her to flee.
Instead, Judith said, "Because you're the only boy, you get the couch in here. Could I come and see you after everyone's gone to sleep?"
"As long as you're sure we won't get caught," Brett replied, picking up the remote and resetting the game. "You're a virgin, right?"
Embarrassedly colouring, Judith nervously replied, "Not by my choice. I'm so shapeless that the older boys aren't interested, and the ones my age are pigs, you know? Do you want to be my first?"
"Any guy would be proud to be your first, Judith," Brett said smoothly. "I'll remember being your first forever."
"He, he, he. Smooth talker," Judith giggled. "Do you have condoms?"
"Yes," Brett acknowledged, although he was disappointed that he'd have to wear one. "We'd better start playing again before the oldies come and see what we're doing."
"Right you are," Judith agreed. She sat up and picked up the other controller. A few seconds later, she was losing horrendously again.
Lisa, Luke, and Willow.
Luke hadn't fucked her ass yet, and Willow hoped he'd take that plunge tonight.
Willow allowed Zoe's mum to eat her out for a while, but she felt guilty for only taking from the older woman. Wriggling from Lisa's grasp, Willow spun around and slid under Lisa until she could mouth Lisa's pussy. Willow was also conscious that jealousy could raise its ugly head at any moment, so when Lisa tried to roll her over, Willow resisted because she knew that Luke would stick his dick into the woman on top when he recovered.
"Roll, babygirl," Lisa insisted. "Then lift up so I can lick your rosebud. Luke wants to try your ass tonight."
Willow wriggled joyfully, her bottom already anticipating being split by Luke's thick dong. Willow had confessed her desire to Zoe, even though she knew Lisa and Luke would be horrified if they knew their daughter knew about their extramarital activities. Unknown to Luke or Lisa, Brett and Willow kept Zoe up to date with what they'd done with her parents. They both knew that Zoe desired her parents and longed to seduce them, and although they didn't feel the same way about theirs, they wanted to help their Mistress achieve her goal.
When Zoe heard Willow saying she wanted to try being fucked in the ass by Luke, she and Brett began preparing Willow's ass to take Luke's extra length and girth. Brett helped stretch Willow by fucking her with his sturdy 6-inch cock first. Then, he used his tongue and fingers to widen Willow's gape before Zoe used her strap-on.
Although Zoe couldn't remember seeing her father's cock in all its erect glory, she had Willow's gushing, exuberant description of it. Zoe also knew how it looked under his pants, and she thought her largest and thickest strap-on was close enough. Once Willow was ready, Zoe fucked her ass with it while Brett ate her pussy from below. Willow creamed copiously and quickly to that combination, and the three of them were sure she'd do the same when Luke finally took her ass.
Willow gasped when Lisa slid a finger into her ass but only because Zoe's mum had never done that before, but she moaned appreciatively when Lisa added a second and third finger.
Lisa disbelievingly thought, 'She's already gaped enough to accept Luke's cock without discomfort. Would I have been able to at her age?' But then she guiltily remembered allowing her gym teacher, Mr Moseley, fuck her ass one day when she had her period. Mr Moseley's cock was at least as thick as her husband's.
"Giddyap," Lisa teasingly called. She'd heard Luke unobtrusively masturbating as she'd prepared Zoe's ass for him. Lisa wasn't sure if he knew Willow wanted him to fuck her ass, so she said, "Stick your cock in Willow's pussy babe. Get it nice and wet so it'll slide into her ass easily."
Luke grunted with surprise but quickly knelt behind Willow's ample bottom. The young woman lived up to her name because she was mostly slender and willowy. However, Willows boobs and bottom were generously-sized for a woman of any age or build let alone one who was just eighteen. As their daughter had observed, Willow needed to ensure her diet and exercise regimens were in place now, or she ran the risk of becoming as large as her mother. Frankie was already on that path and needed to begin dieting and exercising immediately before she started to endure the health risks of being obese.
Lisa moaned as her husband's lengthy cock passed over her forehead and disappeared into their young lover's pussy. She tilted her head and pressed her lips against Luke's shaft as it slid into Willow. Lisa fed spit onto her lips as Luke fucked Willow, ensuring his cock was well lubricated. Satisfied that her lovers were ready, Lisa grabbed Luke's shaft and pulled it from Willow's pussy. She lavished Luke's cock's head briefly before lining it up with Willow's dark star.
"Ahhh," Luke moaned as his twitching cock slid into the eighteen-year-old's ass.
"Gaaaawwddd!" Willow groaned as Luke split her knot open and stretched her tight ass. She thought she was ready for Luke's thick length after the practice she'd done with her Mistress' strap-on, but it seemed they'd underestimated Zoe's father's girth. However, Luke was an experienced lover, and knew his young partner was struggling to relax and accept him in her ass. He held still, waiting for Willow's 'yay/nay' response. If she wanted him out, Luke wouldn't hesitate.
Before Luke could decide he should back out of Willow's ass, his wife latched her lips around their young lover's cum switch. Lisa sucked Willow's clit hard and slashed her tongue over it. Willow groaned far back in her chest, and her sphincter fluttered before relaxing. She pushed with her hands, and Luke's cock slid into her depths until his pelvis pressed against her ass.
"Soooo big," Willow purred.
"Words every man yearns to hear from his lovers," Luke chuckled. "Disturbing if a family member said so." He pulled back slightly before pushing back in.
"Uh," Willow grunted. She'd almost said that Zoe thought he was larger than most. Luke pulled back further and slid back in. "Uh," Willow repeated, her mind melting under Luke's controlled assault. Luke backed about two-thirds of his cock out of Willow's bottom before slowly pushing it back home. "Uh," Willow grunted again. The slow, maddening pace was infuriating her. She was ready, Gawddammit! Luke should be fucking her properly as if she was an experienced woman, not like she was an innocent virgin.
Luke, as if reading Willow's thoughts, gripped Willow's bouncy ass and pushed her forward until only his cock's tip remained in her ass. Then, he ripped her back as he thrust forward powerfully. His muscular abdomen crashed into Willow's wobbly ass with a resounding thwack.
"More!" Willow demanded. Luke repeated his extensive stroke, pounding into her ass. "Harder!" Willow gasped. Luke's hands lifted from Willow's ass, and because her lover hadn't pushed her forward or pulled her back, Willow performed the action herself. When her ass smacked into Luke's abdomen, Luke crashed his palms onto Willow's ass cheeks. "Fuck!" She exclaimed. "Again!"
Luke's large hands crashed onto her bottom again, raising two large welts that Willow would admire as they faded into bruises over the next few days. Zoe would jealously inspect them the next time they were together.
Below them, Lisa's eyes avariciously watched her husband's gorgeous cock ploughing into their eighteen-year-old lover's ass. Sensing that Luke was racing towards his climax and that Willow was a little behind him, Lisa reached for the youngster's bouncing breasts and took her nipples in her hands. Pinching and twisting them mercilessly jumped Willow past Luke on their climb up Cum Mountain and she leapt off the peak with a shuddered howl.
Willow's sudden capitulation and orgasm caused her sphincter to flutter on Luke's thrusting cock, which bounced him over Cum Mountain's peak after Willow. He roared as his prostate cramped, and he spurted his seed into the young woman's colon.
Knowing her husband was done for another little while, Lisa daringly removed what she imagined would be a delightfully shocking surprise for Willow. The teenager lay on her stomach with her eyes closed, panting. Lisa awkwardly buckled her new strap-on in place and positioned it as the instructions suggested--with the rubber stop against her clitoris. Lisa helped Willow onto her back and knelt between her thighs. She held her 'cock' and rubbed its tip along Willow's slit and clitoris.
Willow's eyes opened, and she smiled hungrily when she saw who was between her legs and positioned at her entrance. Willow reached out to hold Lisa's 'cock', then she guided it inside herself. Lisa grunted in amazement at her young lover's lack of surprise, and fumblingly tried to push her 'dick' into Willow's juicy pussy. It wasn't the same as thrusting your hips up to meet your man's descending cock, as Lisa swiftly learned. If she did that, her 'cock' entered Willow in too high an upward angle and either popped out, caused Willow pain, or both.
She tried again. This time, Lisa's angle was too far downward, and her 'cock' popped out of Willow and slid along her perineum. Gritting her teeth in frustration, Lisa tried again and got it right. Her 'dick' slid into Willow's slick, hot depths. Lisa had purposefully chosen a cock she though was a close approximation of her husband's and gotten it almost perfectly correct. Luke's shaft was possibly a little thicker than Lisa's, but as they say, 'close enough for government work'.
"Fuck me, Lisa" Willow sultrily demanded, causing Luke to moan, "Fuck me," awedly when he saw what his wife was doing.
It took several minutes before Lisa got her hip swing synchronised so her 'cock' slid in and out of Willow evenly. But watching the older woman concentrating intently as she strove to learn this new skill excited Willow anyway, and her hips rose to meet Lisa's thrusts.
Lisa got it right, and her pubic bone slapped against Willow's clit, causing the young woman to grunt appreciatively. Lisa stopped, delightedly surprised by the twin sounds of the slap and appreciative grunt. She tried again and missed, but the next attempt caused the same reaction. Lisa grinned widely and gripped Willow's legs. She pushed them back and apart and thrust into Willow again. Her pelvis crashed into Willow with a delightful thwack, and Lisa was off to the races, fucking her teenage lover with long, powerful strokes.
'No wonder men feel so powerful doing this,' Lisa marvelled as Willow writhed and moaned under her. She increased the speed and vigour of her thrusts until her hips were a blur. Willow was almost at her peak, and surprisingly to her, Lisa was almost there with her. The two lovers were about to leap when an overwrought Luke couldn't stand any more passive observation.
His thick cock ached and yearned to penetrate someone. Willow wasn't an option because her hole was already full, but his wife's ass was delectably shaking right before him. Luke straddled Lisa's legs, pulled her strap-on's stays aside, lined his dick up with her ass, and rammed it home in one will-crushing, agonising plunge.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!" Lisa screamed, her ass stretched almost to tearing. Luke's rough taking of her rear fuck hole was so untypical of his usual caring lovemaking that Lisa's shocked mind temporarily shut down, and her climax backed up almost to base camp.
But like a computer rebooting, Lisa's mind flickered back on, and she became intensely aware of soft lips on her tender nipples and her husband's rampant cock brutally ravaging her rear. The diametrically opposed sensations bewildered Lisa's exploded mind, and she confusedly climaxed to Luke's ravishing. "Harder!" She found herself demanding. The pain had morphed and mingled with her pleasure, and she was galloping like a whip-flayed racehorse towards her crest.
Beneath her, Willow's eyes rolled back. Lisa's scream and the sudden cessation of her pussy being slammed had backed Willow's arousal almost to Cum Mountain's base. But Luke viciously pounding his wife's ass drove Lisa's cock into Willow and rapped it against her cervix, a delightful pain that Zoe had taught her to adore, and which sent her scurrying back to her peak.
Lisa second orgasm with her husband's cock punishing her stretched anus blew her off the charts, and she screamed until her breath expended and she collapsed unconscious. Taking no heed of his wife's limp body, Luke stared into Willow's slowly opening and closing eyes and pummelled Lisa's ass until he saw Willow's head tip back. Then, almost as if he was fucking Willow through Lisa, Luke timed his orgasm to Willow's and when she screamed and came, he jammed into Lisa one last time before filling her rear fuck hole with cum.
Spent, Luke rolled off Lisa, dragging her with him so he could spoon with her. He smiled when Willow cooed happily and rolled to cuddle against his wife's front. Luke stroked Willow's dreamily smiling face as he kissed his wife's cheek. Sleep for all three came quickly.
Brett and Judith.
Judith put up with being comprehensively thrashed at Mario Kart by her cousin for almost an hour. She made stupid mistakes because her mind was consistently diverted by images of what she and Brett had done earlier. Judith, who resisted all efforts to do the typical Aussie thing and shorten her name to Judy or even Jude, eagerly anticipated later that night. Her palms sweated with her nervousness when she imagined surrendering her virginity to her slightly older cousin. Judith wondered if she had the courage to sneak out and come to Brett. Her soaking panties told her she wanted to very badly indeed.
However, their grandparents were sitting on the couch behind them, watching them race, so there was no opportunity to experiment more with her cousin. Judith silently willed them to go elsewhere. 'Fuck off!' She screamed in her mind. She wanted to kiss her cousin again. She thought she'd be brave enough to touch his dick this time.
Strangely, or perhaps not so, even though Brett was also mentally demanding that Mark and Gwen skedaddle, the pair stayed where they were. Perhaps that whole mind-reading and talking telepathically thing was just a hoax after all. Brett's erection throbbed against his pants, and the only reason he hadn't left to rub one out in the loo was because he had to walk past his grandparents to get there.
Finally, around six o'clock, Grandpa Mark announced he was heading out to get a bucket of KFC for their dinner. Nana Gwen announced she was taking a bath, and the teenage cousins were mercifully alone.
The teenagers acted disinterested until they were alone, and then Judith leapt on Brett. Their teeth banged together comically in their overenthusiasm, and Judith was glad her braces had been taken out the previous week. Brett rolled Judith onto her back and cupped her sex again. Judith bit her bottom lip and frantically undid her shorts. She grabbed Brett's hand and pushed it inside her panties. Judith gasped when Brett's knowledgeable fingers found her wet entrance before moving to her nubbin.
Of course, Judith knew where her clitoris was and what it did. She was eighteen FFS! She'd been playing with it for ages. Brett's were the first fingers other than hers that had played with it sexually, though. The first to touch her there since her mother had stopped bathing her. Judith had to bite her forearm to muffle her delighted yips as another ripping orgasm blasted through her.
Brett kissed her eyes, nose, lips, chin, and neck. He moved lower and kissed along her collarbones and down between her budding breasts. She writhed and moaned when his lips caressed her breast buds, but before she could fling herself from her crest, Brett kissed lower. His tongue delved into her belly button briefly before continuing its unerring journey towards her virgin sex.
'He's going to kiss me there!' Judith's confused, sexually overwrought mind told her. 'People actually do that?' She wondered. Nola had told her that her boyfriend did, but Judith had added that story to the other fanciful tales her friend had told her.
"Oh!" Judith gasped when Brett's mouth encircled her clit. She bit back down on her wrist hard to stifle any more sound. However, when Brett swirled his tongue over her clitoris, her hands uselessly scrabbled across the carpet, seeking something to grip. Judith bit her bottom lip to the point of almost bringing blood to prevent herself from screaming her pleasure to the skies. Her entire body, from her ankles to her neck, arched off the floor as a cum event more intense than she'd ever felt roared through her virgin body.
The sensations slowly faded when she felt her cousin's lips slowly kissing back up her body. When Brett's face loomed before hers, she looked at his pussy fluid-covered lips. He tilted his head, preparing to kiss her, and Judith let him, curious about how her juices would taste on his mouth instead of her fingers. 'Not bad,' she thought, wondering if she now dared to lick Nola's pussy when Nola next challenged her to. Nola said she'd lick her pussy if Judith promised to taste hers, too.
Judith and Brett's kiss deepened as Brett covered her body with his. Judith felt Brett's pants-covered cock against her virgin entrance, and she wantingly pushed up at him, fearing but hoping he'd unzip and remove her troublesome virginity. Nola skited that because she wasn't a virgin, she had a bullet vibrator she used inside her pussy on her mythical G-spot. It was another fantastical story that Judith didn't know whether to believe. But if it were true, then Judith thought that without her hymen, a whole new world of self-pleasure would open up.
"We'd better stop before we're caught," Brett regretfully murmured.
"Yeah," Judith agreed breathily. "Wait! I haven't helped you!"
"Do you want to?" Brett asked.
Judith nodded eagerly, saying, "I don't know how, though. Show me?"
"Sure," Brett agreed, unzipping and taking his aching 6-inch cock out. "Wrap your hand around it." Then, realising he didn't have anything to cum into, he urgently said, "Wait! I need a tissue."
But it was too late. Yes, Brett probably had more sex than any ten other eighteen-year-old boys in his school, but he was still an overexcited teenage boy playing with a new lover for the first time. Judith hadn't helped by constantly leaning forward so he could look down her T-shirt and see her perky pink nipples.
"I'm going to cum," Brett warned pantingly. "I'll make a mess on the carpet."



"Can't have that," Judith said absently. 'Did she dare?' She wondered. Nola had talked about giving her boyfriend blowjobs, so the concept wasn't unknown to her, but for her first time? In the lounge where her sisters and cousins could appear at any time? Brett's anguished groan spurred Judith into action, and she tentatively capped her cousin's cock with her mouth.
"FFFFFFuuuuuuuuccccccckkkkkkkkk!!!!!!" Brett quietly hissed as his balls cramped against his shaft and his cum boiled into his cousin's mouth.
"Oh!" Judith yipped around Brett's cock. Another spurt hit the back of her throat, and Judith pulled Brett's cock out. The next two spurts hit her nose and eyes, and she hurriedly wrapped her lips around Brett's glans before she became a sticky mess. Brett's cum filled her mouth, and she didn't know what to do. If he came much more, she'd either have to spit it out or swallow.
Another seemingly massive spurt filled her cheeks to the fullest. Desperate not to spray her cousin's cum everywhere, Judith hurriedly swallowed. She just managed to stay ahead of her choke reflex and got all of Brett's semen into her stomach without coughing it over him. 'It didn't taste too bad,' Judith thought. 'I could learn to like it, I think.'
Brett held Judith's head and gently slid his cock out of her mouth. He waited as Judith swallowed several times, embarrassed to kiss Brett with his cum still on her teeth. To Judith's shock, Brett tilted his head and quickly licked and sucked his cum off her face. She wondered if doing that wasn't at least a little bit gay, but she was grateful she didn't have to brave the walk to the laundry sink with cum on her face. Judith returned her cousin's loving kiss enthusiastically. Despite what they'd done earlier, Judith's pussy was on fire, and all she could think about was Brett's lips on her wetness.
The side door opened, and Mark cheerfully called, "Dinner! Come and get it!"
Brett and Judith hurriedly pulled and zipped up their pants and broke apart. Brett quickly examined Judith's face and thought it would probably pass as long as no one examined her too closely.
"Coming, Poppa," Judith replied. "Need to go the loo first, though." She hurried to the toilet in the laundry and peed before carefully washing and drying her face and hands.
Matilda, Margaret, Grace, and Glenda came out from their bedrooms and joined the others around the kitchen table. Grandma Gwen wasn't far behind.
Alice and Zoe.
Despite her mind having to reassemble its scattered pieces, Alice heard Zoe's whisper and smiled happily. Having a teenage Mistress maybe wasn't such a bad thing, especially if that Mistress gave her orgasms like the previous ones.
Zoe woke to the delicious sensation of having her sweet young pussy licked. She moaned and arched her back, encouraging Alice to lick harder. Zoe moved her hands behind her head and lifted her knees, which improved Alice's access. Alice slid her hands under Zoe's tight bottom and lifted her higher so she could tongue along Zoe's perineum to her starfish. Alice thought she should somehow reassert some control, and she thought fucking the teenager's ass might help her do it.
With her older lover's mouth on her anus, Zoe moved her hands to her pussy. She placed her left index finger on her clitoral hood and pulled it back, exposing her juicy kernel. With her other hand, Zoe circled her clitoris as she revelled in Alice's searching tongue. Zoe moaned when Alice delved a finger into her bottom, and moaned louder when Alice discovered she could ease three fingers into Zoe's ass without any apparent discomfort for the young woman.
Alice's heart fell a little because she realised Zoe's bottom was probably as experienced in accepting cocks as her mouth and pussy seemed. She continued gamely, though. Alice had removed the strap-on from Zoe's sleeping body and carefully oiled it as she prepared herself to fuck the teenager's ass. Alice's tight pussy frothed as she imagined Zoe's protests changing to lustful moans. Alas, it was not to be.
Knowing the young woman was ready, Alice determinedly rolled Zoe over and moved higher, covering Zoe's petite body with her taller, thinner one. Zoe's fingers continued to stimulate her little clitty as Alice positioned her 'cock' on her rosebud and firmly pushed it inside.
"Oof," Zoe grunted as her knot parted and allowed her older lover's cock inside.
"Is there anything you haven't already done?" Alice grumped. She didn't stop fucking Zoe's tight ass, though.
"I haven't taken more than two cocks simultaneously yet," Zoe teased.
"Would you want to?" Alice disbelievingly asked. Even during her marriage to Andrew, she detested how his cock looked. She'd barely touched it and certainly had never sucked it. It took a conscious effort for Alice to remember that her son's erections were normal and he didn't deserve being ripped a new one for having one.
She admitted she'd fallen into being a 'devouring mother' and probably would have remained one if not for Zoe. Admitting to her desire for the mature nineteen-year-old made Alice reconsider her actions. There was no denying how much more responsibly Brett and Grace acted since Alice had taken a leaf from Zoe's Parents' book and allowed them more freedom.
Alice spoke to them calmly if her children erred now and asked pertinent questions about why they'd acted like they had. Alice often discovered that the teachers and the school itself were responsible for her children's misbehaviour. Brett's especially. Although Matilda remained somewhat recalcitrant in her actions, without her siblings reacting to her barbs, even she had become much more reasonable.
"Would I want to?" Zoe mused as she used her lower legs to encourage Alice to fuck her harder and faster. "Yes, assuming I could find multiple men who I trust enough to do me like that. What about you, Alice? Have you had sex with multiple partners simultaneously?"
"Only a threesome with two other women," Alice admitted. "That was fun, I'll admit that. I might see if I can arrange something like that again.
"Willow's mum is bisexual," Zoe pointed out before daringly adding. "So is my mum, but she's only recently admitted to that."
"What?" Alice exclaimed, her pussy throbbing when she pictured Zoe's mother. Lisa was Zoe ripened to perfection. Zoe was firm and tight young curves. Her mother was those same curves softened by age and gloriously matured. "Wait!" Alice gasped. "How do you know?"
"Mum discovered I have older female lovers," Zoe, not fully, explained. "She wanted me to know it was okay that I had them because she used to when she was my age. Then, Mum admitted she'd recently taken a female lover again and that Dad knows and doesn't mind. I don't know who, though," Zoe added the lie to protect Willow's secret. She knew Alice would ban Brett from seeing her if she knew Brett's 'girlfriend' was Zoe's mother's lover. She might even ban Brett from studying with Zoe.
Alice considered what Zoe had revealed. She hadn't met Willow's mother. Or Willow herself, for that matter. She immediately decided that a 'mother's night out' was in order. Let things develop from there. She resumed fucking Zoe's ass.
It wasn't really doing it for Zoe. Alice was distracted and too timid. Zoe needed to be fucked, not coddled. "Lie on your back and let me ride you?" She suggested.
"Sure," Alice agreed. She eased out of Zoe's ass and lay on her back.
Zoe used a convenient wet wipe to sterilise Alice's cock, then she straddled the older woman and lowered her sopping pussy onto it. Zoe balanced on her hands, which she placed over Alice's diamond-tipped nipples. Waving her hips back and forth, Zoe pinched Alice's nipples as she rode her older lover towards a mutual crest. Zoe's vast experience with strap-on cocks meant she knew how to ride one so it was forced against the wearer's clit and massaged it as she rode.
"How have I lost control again?" Alice confusedly wondered as the rubber stop on her strap-on massaged her nubbin delightfully. "I was supposed to be getting Zoe off, not getting more myself."
"You are getting me off," Zoe groaned as her hips waved faster. "I'm almost there." Alice had, unawarely, spoken out loud.
Zoe squeezed Alice's breasts painfully hard as she shuddered and orgasmed, which only added to the older woman's arousal and launched her off her peak after Zoe. Zoe sighed like a deflating balloon and slowly collapsed onto Alice. Seconds later, Alice realised that Zoe had fallen asleep. She giggled and started to move, but then she thought, 'Zoe's not heavy, and her breasts feel absolutely divine pressed this tightly against mine. Let her sleep.' Alice, smiling happily, grabbed Zoe's bottom and let herself drift into sleep.
Brett and Judith.
Matilda, Margaret, Grace, and Glenda came out from their bedrooms and joined the others around the kitchen table. Grandma Gwen wasn't far behind.
As they ate, and with Margaret's glittering eyes egging her on, Matilda tried winding her brother up. She needled him about the trouble he got into at school, not having a girlfriend, and being dumber than her A average. However, it was water off a duck's back to Brett. His new-found maturity could be sheeted directly back to his encounters with the inimitable Zoe Carter. Other than chuckling if Matilda managed a humorous dig, Brett let the rest wash over him, leaving him unbothered.
Judith watched in awe. Margaret regularly wound her up in similar fashion, which almost always resulted in a screaming match between the sisters. Judith observed silently as Matilda began coming apart. Her best barbs slid off Brett's uncaring facade without leaving the slightest impression, which infuriated Matilda to the point she screamed, "You're just a brain dead, friendless, fuck head. I hope you get run over riding to school!" Which, of course, got her immediately sent to her room in disgrace.
"I'll be up to deal with you later, Missy," Nana Gwen threatened. Gwen's 'deal with you' was typically a rolled-up newspaper to the back of your thighs--more embarrassing than painful.
Judith looked awedly at Brett, who grinned and shrugged. Margaret immediately picked up on the fact that her sister was sweet on their cousin, and she started in on her. She needled Judith about not having a boyfriend and never having been kissed. Judith's mouth opened to retort when she felt Brett squeezing her thigh. Instead, she ignored her sister and sweetly asked her grandfather if she could have a can of soft drink.
"Of course you may, Judith," Poppa Mark grinned, getting up. "Politeness should always be rewarded." He brought back four cans and gave one each to Brett, Judith, Grace, and Glenda. Margaret immediately protested, demanding to know why he hadn't gotten one for her.
"Politeness should be rewarded, but rudeness should never go unpunished," Nana Gwen said evenly.
Margaret opened her mouth to argue but realised she was only proving her grandparents' point if she did. She closed it and glared at the others, daring them to say something. She turned to her older sister. "Brett and Judith in a tree. K.i.s.s.i.n.g. First comes love, then comes marriage..."
"Enough, Margaret," Gwen growled. "Stop acting like a child. Like a spoiled brat. I know your parents raised you to be better than that."
"It's not fair!" Margaret screamed, flinging herself away from the table and flouncing from the kitchen.
"I'll be up to deal with you, too," Gwen said to Margaret's retreating back.
Those remaining chatted as they ate, putting plenty aside for the missing two despite their actions. After they'd eaten, Mark, Brett and the girls traipsed to the lounge, where they found a movie they all could agree to watch and made themselves comfortable. Grandma Gwen went upstairs, rolling up a newspaper as she went. The sounds of wailing girls being disciplined caused Grandpa Mark to turn the sound up, but otherwise went unremarked.
Judith sat as close as she dared to Brett but studiously ignored him as she scrolled through her social media feeds on her phone. Being on her phone allowed Judith to study Brett's profile without making it obvious to the others. She had muted the 'click' sound when her phone took a photo, so she took plenty of her handsome cousin surreptitiously. Judith hoped to remember this special night forever. The night she became a woman and the second of her friends to surrender her virginity. Maybe the first if Nola was as full of shit as she suspected.
Gwen returned with her chastised granddaughters in tow. The girls were pathetically sobbing as if Gwen had flogged them with a whip instead of a rolled-up newspaper. Holding hands, the girls sat as far from Brett and Judith as possible and still see the TV.
The movie passed without anything much happening. Minor conversations about what was happening in the film broke out, but the lounge was mostly silent. Nana and Poppa Samuels (Alice kept her married name because she didn't want her surname to be different from her kids') sent the youngest four to bed but invited Judith and Brett to sit and have a cup of tea or coffee with them at the table.
Feigning innocence, Brett and Judith sat on opposite sides of the table, hoping they hadn't been caught out. They hadn't, but Gwen's nose told her that her granddaughter was immensely sexually excited, and she wanted to warn the teenagers off before they did anything 'stupid'.
"Tough being eighteen, isn't it, guys?" Gwen said sympathetically after Mark had placed mugs before everyone. "Your bodies are sending messages that your brain doesn't understand, and it's easy to do something you're not ready for."
'I'm ready for it,' Judith immediately thought as Brett hid his grin. 'The sex talk' from his grandmother. Really?
But then, Grandma Gwen shocked them to the core. "Of course, I know you're too young to be considering doing anything stupid, but if you were, I'd like to know if you have adequate protection. Judith, are you on the pill? Brett, are you carrying condoms?"
Mark laughed at the teenagers' confounded expressions. "I know it's hard to believe," he laughed. "But we weren't always seventy. We, too, were teenagers once."
"I bet your parents didn't tell you that Mark and I are cousins, too," Gwen smiled. "It's legal for cousins to marry in Australia. You can even marry your aunt or uncle if you want to. We were only eighteen when we first made love," she completed.
'Well, what the fuck do you reply to that?' Brett wondered as Judith gaped. They turned to look at each other. Brett bravely turned to face his grandparents. "I have condoms," he said, but then he lied. "But Judith and I weren't going to do anything. We barely know each other."
Gwen laughed uproariously. "You may not have planned on doing anything," she grinned. "But your young lady already has you measured and dressed for the slaughter." Mark joined her laughter. Gwen continued, "We're going to bed, and us old people don't hear too good, especially without our hearing aids." She and Mark conspicuously took them out. "So, as I said, don't do anything stupid, like getting pregnant."
"I'll be fucked," Brett muttered disbelievingly as his grandparents walked from the room.
"Yeah!" Judith replied just as disbelievingly. She shook herself before asking, "Did you know Mark and Gwen were cousins?"
"No," Brett confirmed. "I assume you didn't either?"
Judith shook her head. "No, I didn't. Can you believe they just gave us permission to fuck?"
"Did they?" Brett queried. "I think they guessed we were going to, anyway. So, they ensured we knew what we were doing and that you wouldn't get pregnant."
"What would they have done if you didn't have condoms?" Judith wondered.
"I'd guess Poppa Mark would have gone out and bought some," Brett opined.
"We have to have the coolest grandparents on the planet," Judith mused.
"Yeah," Brett agreed. "Absolutely!"
"I'd better go up to bed," Judith said reluctantly. "I'll be down when I'm sure Matilda and Margaret are asleep. If you still want to? You're not too weirded out by making love to me knowing that our grandparents know?"
"I want to very much," Brett smiled warmly. "It will be an honour to be your first, Judith." He thought concernedly. "Be careful with Matilda. She's sneaky and might pretend to be asleep, then follow you down the stairs."
"Righto," Judith said. "I might set a silent, vibrating alarm for 2:00 a.m. You'll have to forgive me if I sleep through it. I promise, Brett, that I'm so hot for you that I could scream. So, if I don't come down, it's because I slept through the alarm. Not because I changed my mind."
"I understand," Brett said. "I'll see you about two."
"You sure will," Judith gushed. She nervously kissed Brett's cheek and virtually ran from the room.
Brett took his phone out to check the time. 10:30. Fuck!
His balls ached because, despite receiving relief via his cousin's mouth, he was well down on his typical daily orgasm count. After school on a Friday, he'd either be at home watching porn (skirting around the laughable parental controls was less than easy), or on a videocall with Zoe, Willow, or one of the other girls he's seduced and perverted, indulging in mutual masturbation for each other's viewing pleasure. If it were neither of those things, then he'd be with one of them, fucking.
But today and this evening, Zoe and Willow had been noticeably absent. Brett and Zoe knew Willow was with Zoe's parents because Willow had immediately conference-called them when Lisa invited her. That explained Willow's absence.
Then, he remembered Zoe saying on Thursday that she was coming to his place to babysit for his mother the following day. He asked his mother where she was going, but she fobbed him off, which was unusual nowadays. Then, this afternoon, she said she was going out but had changed her mind about Zoe babysitting and was dropping them at their grandparents'.
'Mum's with Zoe!' Brett realised. He could think of no other reason for the subterfuge. His cock lurched when he imagined them together, but then he was disgusted that his cock liked thinking of his mother getting it on with his Mistress. Willow had been equally conflicted when Zoe confessed that she'd fucked Willow's mother.
It wasn't that Zoe had been with their mothers that bothered the friends. After all, they'd both been with Zoe's mother, and Willow had gotten it on with Zoe's dad and mother simultaneously, so that was okay. It was that they both were confused by why their libidos responded to thinking about watching their mothers with their Mistress.
He checked his phone. 10:45. Really?
Brett unsuccessfully searched the kitchen drawers for tissues. He tried the cupboards and found a nearly empty box. He took the remaining tissues out and put the box in the recycling. Then, sitting in the dark on the couch, Brett rubbed a guilty orgasm out, imagining his mother and Zoe lying on his mother's bed, tribbing their pussies together--something he'd witnessed Willow and Zoe doing many times.
Brett wasn't concerned about performing for Judith later because his rock-hard cock barely wilted despite his climax. Being unable to get stiff for his cousin wouldn't be the problem. Not cumming too soon and ruining it for his virgin lover would be.
Brett checked his phone. 11:15. What?
Brett knew better than to masturbate to fruition quickly. Doing that exacerbated premature ejaculation because it trained the mind to cum swiftly. Instead, he edged himself for as long as possible before letting himself orgasm. Twenty minutes was typically more than enough to get his lover off at least once, usually more. But he'd been aiming for longer to use up the time until two.
Brett threw the tissues in the rubbish, unzipped the sleeping bag his grandmother had left for him, lay on the couch, and covered himself with it. He thought he'd stay up and wait for Judith or sneak into her room and wake her if she didn't come down. But that clearly wasn't happening. He closed his eyes and slept.



Judith pulling the sleeping bag aside and sliding onto the couch beside him naked, woke Brett up. His hand instinctively grabbed his cousin's taut buns and he ground his stiff cock against her soft stomach. The cousins kissed as their hands roamed. Well, hand. Brett lay on his side with his left hand under his body. Judith lay on her right side with her arm trapped behind her. There just wasn't enough room.
Brett helped Judith off the couch and onto her feet. He admired her lean, naked body in the dim light provided by the streetlights filtering through the closed blinds. Brett opened them so he could see better, then spread the sleeping bag on the floor before the couch. He quickly stripped his shorts, jocks and T-shirt off before encouraging Judith to lie on the spread bag.
Brett knelt to kiss her. "Be right back," he said, quickly walking to the laundry and taking two towels from the linen cupboard. He offered those to Judith, who shifted so she could lay them under her bottom. Judith was an active sportswoman, so there was a better than even chance her hymen had already broken, but why take the risk?
Before joining his cousin on the floor, Brett retrieved two condoms from his pants pocket and placed them beside the sleeping bag. He typically carried three with him because you just never knew when opportunity would strike, right? Brett got them from Zoe, who got them from her mother, who willingly provided them because she wanted her daughter to practice safe sex--a sentiment Lisa thought more parents should hold. After all, unexpected teenage pregnancy rates had not shifted in decades despite the various churches' teachings and programs such as 'just say no'.
Brett took a quick look around, carefully examining the stairs and landing to ensure his sister wasn't watching. He saw nothing, so he unfolded a blanket, spread it over Judith, and joined her under it. Judith's hand immediately grabbed his cock, which brought up another immediate problem. "Shit!" Brett said. "I'd better grab some washcloths for me to cum in and to clean up with afterwards."
Brett returned to the linen cupboard and retrieved several washcloths. There'd be the obvious problem of explaining why two towels and the washcloths had been soiled, but he guessed his grandparents would be cool with it, and it was undoubtedly better than flooding the carpet in the lounge with cum stains.
Judith seductively slid the blanket aside, revealing she was on her back with her knees up and apart. Her fingers slid erotically along her slit before circling her clit. Brett grinned, knowing Judith felt more confident and looked forward to her deflowering. He eased onto the floor beside her, and Judith released the blanket and grabbed his cock.
"I'm too excited," Brett warned. "I'm going to cum if you hold me like that."
"Can I taste it again?" Judith longingly asked.
"Anytime you want to, babe," Brett chuckled. "Any damned time you want to."
Judith tittered nervously but lowered her head and took Brett into her inexperienced mouth. She managed to get around four inches of Brett's cock into her mouth before retching.
"Easy," Brett soothed. "Despite what the porn you may have watched shows, it takes a lot of practice to train your gag reflex not to react to a cock touching it. Besides, babe, it doesn't matter. Deep throating my cock isn't required to give me a delicious blowjob."
"It isn't?" Judith disbelievingly asked. "My friend Nola says you have to be able to, or your boyfriend will dump you because you're useless."
"Really?" Brett laughed. He knew he was lucky in that Zoe had seduced him and opened his eyes to a world he suspected existed but had no chance of reaching. Before Zoe had entered their lives, Alice had treated him like a recalcitrant child. It was almost as if she hated him just because he was a male. Zoe's influence had turned that around completely. His mother spoke to him as an almost equal now, only reverting to being his mother if he screwed up, which now that she treated him fairly, Brett rarely did.
"Next time you see her, ask her to show you on a banana," Brett chuckled. "I bet she can't."
"So, what do I do instead?" Judith asked.
"Take me back in your mouth," Brett encouraged. "Then, when my dick hits your gag reflex, wrap your thumb and finger around my shaft a little higher than that. That gives you the maximum point you can accept without wanting to throw up, and you can go to town after that."
Judith tried it, quickly establishing her maximum depth and encircling it with her thumb and forefinger. "What do I do now?" She wondered.
"Start by licking it like it was an ice block. Then, when you're ready, pretend it's a lollipop and suck like hell."
"Shouldn't I bob my head up and down when I'm sucking?" Judith asked, recalling what Nola had described.
"If you think you can," Brett agreed. "But if you mix licking my glans with sucking my cock, I promise it won't take long before I cum."
"Do you want me to swallow it again?"
"It's up to you, beautiful," Brett smiled. "You can swallow. Take my cock out of your mouth and let it cum on your face, breasts, or stomach. Or take me out of your mouth and let me cum into one of the cloths. If you'd like, I'll warn you when I'm about to cum, and you can decide."
"Okay," Judith agreed. "Let me know when you're ready." She eagerly lowered her mouth onto Brett's cock. Judith hadn't shifted her hand, so she knew how much she could handle. She licked Brett's glans like she was gathering the leaking juices from an ice block before taking his cock in her mouth and sucking hard, her cheeks hollowing from the effort.
"Gawd, Judith, that's so good," Brett groaned, desperately trying to hold onto his lollies. Brett could feel his cousin's proud smile around his cock. She repeated her actions, which brought Brett precipitously close to his peak. He managed to groaningly resist for another cycle. The third cycle undid him, though. He tapped Judith's cheek, "I'm going to cum," he gasped.
"Hmm," Judith hummed, bobbing her head faster. She squeaked when Brett's first spurt hit the back of her throat. She was surprised again by how forcefully Brett came and how much he gifted her with every spurt. By swallowing as quickly as she could, Judith managed to gobble down all of Brett's gift without spilling any. She was surprised again when Brett pulled her up and kissed her passionately. Nola said cum was disgusting and that she always spat it out. She added that her boyfriend refused to kiss her until she'd brushed her teeth and gargled.
Judith expressed her wonder to Brett, who replied, "Judith, if any man won't kiss you to thank you for giving them a blowjob, you should dump their ungrateful asses immediately. I guarantee they'll expect you to kiss them after they've gone down on you."
'Oh, yeah,' Judith recalled. 'Nola said that, too.' Nola also told her she refused to kiss them until they'd washed their faces. "I'm not a lesbian who wants to taste pussy juice," she stated airily as if she was the only one who had the correct knowledge. Tasting pussy juice, even your own, made you a lesbian. That was all there was to it. Judith was more convinced than ever that her friend was full of shit because why did Nola dare her to lick her pussy and offer to lick hers if she wasn't into girls? She'd tasted herself from her fingers and Brett's lips. She thought she tasted okay, and she certainly wasn't craving to muff dive.
Judith unawarely bit her pinky nail coquettishly. "Will you taste me now?" She asked shyly.
"Of course," Brett grinned. "I love your taste."
Busting Judith's cherry wouldn't be his first time introducing a virgin to sex. Brett had successfully perverted two other eighteen-year-old girls into cock hounds before introducing them to each other and making them pussy hounds, too. He knew how to carefully bring the girls to the point where they were so aroused that they welcomed the pain from their defloration. He did that with Judith.
Moving slowly and lovingly, because women needed an emotional connection to their lovers to truly enjoy the sex act, Brett licked from past Judith's virgin entrance to her clitoris before he gently lavished attention on her button. Brett repeated those actions several times as Judith's fingers scrabbled over the carpet, seeking something she could dig her fingers into. She settled for scrunching up the sleeping bag and pulling firmly. Brett slid his tongue over Judith's hymen, probing its strength, causing Judith to moan and arch her entire body, from heels to shoulders, off the floor.
'Shouldn't hurt too much,' Brett decided. 'It's mostly gone, and I doubt I'm big enough to tear it any further. I will stretch it a little, though.'
"Please," Judith mewled. "I need you. Please."
"What do you need, honey?" Brett asked lovingly.
"I need you to make me a woman, Brett," Judith pleaded.
Grinning warmly, Brett removed a condom from its package and put it on. Then, he moved between the young woman's lasciviously spread thighs. He used his hand to guide his cock against Judith's entrance. He felt the slight resistance of her maidenhead but pushed in firmly. As he'd expected, Judith's hymen stretched accommodatingly, with little pain, and Brett ploughed into her depths. Knowing what recently deflowered women typically wanted, Brett lifted himself onto his hands so Judith could see where they were joined.
"You're in me," Judith said awedly. "I can feel you inside my pussy. Yes!" She excitedly exclaimed. "I'm a woman. You made me a woman."
"No, my love," Brett assured her. "You already were a beautiful woman. I merely removed your troublesome hymen."
"It hardly hurt at all," Judith wondered.
"I'd guess you broke it riding your bike or doing sports," Brett explained. "It hadn't completely disappeared but stretched to accept me readily enough."
"Nola is so full of shit!" Judith exclaimed. "She told me it hurt her so much she was sore for a week."
"That might have been true for her," Brett pointed out. "Not all hymens are the same. I read about one woman who reckoned her hymen was 'armour-plated' and needed a surgeon's knife to open it."
"Ouch!" Judith shuddered.
"Indeed," Brett chuckled. He pulled out gently before easing back in.
"Oh!" Judith mouthed, excited by that movement. Brett pulled out and pushed back in. "That feels so good," Judith said wonderingly. Brett pulled back and pushed in firmer and faster. "Oh, Gawd," Judith moaned as her back arched as it had before when Brett's mouth was on her pussy.
Unawarely, Judith's hips waved to meet Brett's next inward stroke. She did the same with the next and the next, and before she was even fully aware, she was being vigorously fucked by an expert cocksman.
Suddenly, it was on her. Feelings never experienced before radiated from Judith's pussy, blazing to her clitoris and then across her entire body, and Judith's mouth opened to scream her approval to the entire world. Brett, barely avoiding laughter, got a couch cushion over his cousin's mouth to muffle her screams before their grandparents, Brett's and her sisters, and the neighbours from three streets around came running to see who was murdering her.
Brett lowered his upper body onto Judith's and kissed her lovingly until her eyes opened, and she smilingly gazed up at him. "Loud, huh?"
"Just a tad," Brett chuckled.
Looking down, Judith briefly frowned. "You're still in me?" Brett nodded. Judith's frown deepened. "You didn't cum?" Brett shook his head. Not sure if she shouldn't be pissed at him, Judith bitingly asked, "Why not? Aren't I attractive enough to make you?"
"Judith, you would make a stone statue have an erection if they saw you naked," Brett told her smilingly. "I only wanted to ensure you were satisfied before selfishly getting what I want."
"Oh," Judith replied, immediately contrite. "But if you had cum and I still wanted more?"
"Then I'd use my mouth, tongue and fingers to get you off until you were satisfied."
"But my pussy could have been filled with your cum. Well, assuming I was on the pill."
"Why would that matter?" Brett asked, slowly pumping his hips again. His edging practice was paying dividends. "Look, Judith. I can guarantee that most of the boys you sleep with will expect you to blow them if they haven't gotten off before you can't go again. So why shouldn't it be the same the opposite way around?"
"I don't know," Judith admitted. It just seemed not to be like that. But maybe guys like her cousin would change that. Judith's head tipped back as thoughts escaped her mind. Her cousin's cock was remorselessly driving her to another peak, and Judith was eager to leap from it again. Orgasms from a cock in her cunt were a bazillion times better than the ones from her fingers.
Brett stifled his roars as he came with her this time. Feeling her cousin's cock twitching inside her as he climaxed made Judith wish they'd barebacked. She thought that feeling Brett's cock spray inside her would double or even triple her enjoyment.
Holding the condom to his shaft carefully, Brett eased out of Judith's deflowered pussy. There wasn't any blood, which Brett had expected. But being cautious and putting towels down was the wise move, and he had no regrets about delaying long enough to do so.
Brett used one of the facecloths to wrap the condom in before lying beside Judith and kissing her. "Why did you pull out of me so quickly?" Judith wondered.
"When my cock deflates, the condom gets loose and will leak my sperm into your pussy," Brett explained. "You don't want that," he needlessly added. Judith had already followed his thought to its logical conclusion--pregnancy. Not only no. But at eighteen? Hell no!
"Can you go again?" Judith innocently asked. "I could probably have another one or two orgasms if you can."
"Use your hand to stimulate me, and I'll be ready in seconds," Brett chuckled. "Use your mouth, and it will be less than that!"
Judith used her mouth, grimacing at the rubber taste from the condom. 'Another reason to get on the pill so I can bareback," Judith thought. "How do I get the condom on?" She asked.
Brett took another condom from the package and explained, "You take it out of the wrapper and hold it between your fingers and thumb. Then, you place the hood on the man's glans, his cockhead, and use your fingers and thumb to roll it down until it reaches the base. If it rolls easily, you have it the right way up; if it doesn't, flip it over." He looked at his cousin speculatively. Zoe had used Brett as her test subject and shown Willow how to use her mouth to get the condom on. "Of course," he challengingly said. "You can place the condom between your lips and teeth, and use your mouth to put it on as you deep throat your man's cock."
Holding out her hand, Judith said, "Let me try. Do you have another one if I fuck this up?"
"One more," Brett admitted.
"Cool. It won't matter if I fuck it up then." Despite her fear, Judith got it right the first time, and she covered Brett's cock with the condom down to her gag reflex. She used her hand to roll it the rest of the way down. "Can I ride you?" Judith asked.
"Sure," Brett chuckled, moving onto his back and holding his dick so it pointed at the ceiling.
Judith swung her slender thigh over her cousin and instinctively held Brett's cock as she lowered herself onto it. Happy it was fully inside her, Judith released Brett's cock and glided down it until her perineum rested on Brett's balls. She wriggled her hips, experimenting with what felt good for her, assuming it would also feel good for Brett.
Still experimenting, Judith leaned back as she waved her hips. That felt, well, almost. Like if she could just lie a little further back, it would feel wonderful. Judith leaned further back, but without support, the strain on her stomach muscles and thighs was too much. Not knowing what else to do, Judith straightened and placed her hands on Brett's chest so she could use them as a pivot point to help her rock her hips along his sturdy shaft.
Understanding what Judith was unknowingly trying to do, Brett sat up and helped his cousin to lie back on his raised knees. Then, he pulled her feet out from under her so she was sitting on his cock. "Put your hands behind you on my knees," he advised. "I'll lower my legs, and you can try that.
Judith did as Brett asked, and the amazing extra sensation on the front of her pussy wall immediately grabbed her attention. "Rest on your hands and use your feet and thighs to lift and lower yourself," Brett explained.
Brett groaned wantingly as his cousin leaned back on her hands and lifted and lowered her pussy along his shaft. His cock would slide out until only the tip was in Judith and then she'd lower down, and he'd watch it disappear into her wet depths. 'Maybe this position wasn't the smartest move on my behalf,' Brett despaired, knowing he was about to lose this race by cumming first. Wait. Did that make sense? How do you lose by coming first? 'It was in the spelling,' he thought desperately, trying to hold on for another few moments.
"Too late," he muttered despairingly as his prostate cramped and his balls snapped against his throbbing shaft, ready to blast his cock full of their payloads and send it rocketing into his cousin's pussy. Brett whined through gritted teeth as his cock exploded into Judith. His embarrassment at cumming first mitigated by the realisation his cousin had also lost control and was biting her lip as she thrashed and shuddered on his ejaculating cock. 'A tie, then,' he thought relievedly.
Brett held the condom as his cock wilted and slipped from Judith's pussy. He added to the other one already in a facecloth. However, unawarely, Judith continued to wave her hips, trying to ride her cousin's softened dick. Knowing her needs were still urgent, Brett rolled Judith onto her back and lowered his head onto her soaking pussy. He sucked Judith's clit into his mouth and swirled his tongue over it.
Simultaneously, Brett eased his finger into his cousin's pussy and curled it back, searching for her G-spot. Finding the rough patch behind Judith's pubic bone, which delineated that spot, Brett scraped his finger pad over it firmly as he lashed her nubbin with his tongue.
"Oh!" Judith exclaimed, her hips jumping against Brett's exploring finger and lips. "Oh!" She yipped again before remembering to place a cushion over her mouth.
Brett grinned as he stroked Judith's G-spot and tongued her clitoris. He knew his just-deflowered cousin was about to cum again. Brett's last condom was still in his pants pocket, so he used his fingers and tongue to drive her to several orgasms before taking the condom out and putting it on. Judith's eyes glittered greedily as he moved back between her pornographically lifted and parted knees and slid back into the soaking furnace that was her pussy.
However, as he slid home, Judith winced, her eyes pained. The continual internal stimulation provided by Brett's cock and finger had rubbed her freshly deflowered pussy raw. "Sorry," Judith whimpered, ashamed she'd taken so much and given what she thought was so little.
"No need to be," Brett assured her with a loving smile. "That was a lot for your first time. I feel so very proud you chose me to be your first, Judith. I hope you'll want to catch up again soon, and we can try some things we haven't done yet."
"You don't mind that I've left you hanging?" Judith doubtfully queried, thinking he'd never want to be with such a useless fuck again.
"Nothing my hand won't take care of," Brett chuckled.
"Oh," Judith said, her mind clicking into gear. "Or I could use my mouth on you again?" She tentatively suggested.
"Only if you want to," Brett said. "It's up to you. No pressure from me." Judith nodded eagerly as she lowered her head to take him in her mouth. "Let me take the condom off first," Brett chuckled.



"Oh," Judith embarrassedly said, thinking she was so shit at this making love stuff. "If you're not sure your partner's clean, it's a good idea to make him wear a rubber even if you're only blowing him," Brett explained. "Having said that, why are you having sex with him if you're not sure he's clean?"
"Uh, umm, yeah, why?" Judith mumbled, distracted by the condom snapping off her cousin's cock and it bouncing just before her lips. She licked Brett's glans, but she suddenly found herself being spun around and rolled onto the top. Her eyes were confronted by her cousin's bobbing dick and she felt his lips nibbling on her nubbin. "Oh!" Judith yelped, quickly sucking Brett's cock into her mouth to muffle her sounds. 'This is a sixty-nine,' her overwhelmed mind thought. 'Another first I wondered if I'd ever experience.'
Judith ignored what Brett was doing and concentrated on giving him the best blowjob she could. She wasn't convinced she had any idea what she was doing, but his groans indicated she was on the right track, so she tried cupping Brett's small tight balls, too. Then, when she felt her cousin's finger touching her rosebud, a feeling that sent an illicit thrill through her sweet pussy, Judith thought she'd return the favour. Brett's deep, guttural moan into her pussy told her that he wasn't averse to her finger being there, so she rubbed her finger in small circles over it.
Her cousin's cock jerked in her mouth and he groaned deeply again. Even Judith's meagre experience, today only, told her that jerk meant Brett was about to cum. She sealed her lips around Brett's glans and sucked hard. His lips left her nubbin briefly, and he groaned, "Fffffffffuuuuuuuuuccccccccckkkkkkkkkkk!!!" Before filling her keen mouth with his cum.
Swallowing her man's ejaculate still seemed so scintillating naughty that the mere act of doing so crashed Judith into a final, for that night, orgasm. She rolled off her first lover onto her side, exhausted. Her eyes slowly shut, but she opened them when she felt Brett move to face her. He kissed her lips lovingly as he petted her head. "Honey, I know that all you want to do is sleep. But you can't sleep here, okay? Not unless you want the oldies upstairs to bust us."
"Yeah," Judith mumbled, her hand wrapping around Brett's cock possessively. "Yeah, I must get up and go back to bed." Her eyes shut, and she snored.
"Yes, you must," Brett giggled, shaking her shoulder.
"Huh?" Judith muttered. "Just a few more minutes, Mum, okay?"
"No," Brett insisted, shaking his cousin again. "You have to get up and go to bed."
Dragging herself awake despite her body's need for sleep, Judith muttered, "You're right." She found her panties and nightie and put them on. Then, she kissed Brett's cheek and said, "Add me on X and Messenger, and we'll work out when we can get together again."
She staggered off, and Brett, exhausted, too, immediately fell asleep.
Saturday Morning: Grandpa Mark's and Nana Gwen's Place.
Brett yawned and stretched, his body aching from sleeping on the carpet. He looked around and froze. 'Fuck!' He remembered. Not only hadn't he put his clothes back on, he hadn't tidied up the facecloths or towels. He looked around quickly, but they were gone. 'Shit!' He dressed under the blanket before zipping and folding up the sleeping bag and folding the blanket. Brett tentatively made his way into the kitchen, where his grandfather was drinking a huge mug of tea and reading the newspaper. 'Does anyone still do that?' Brett wondered inanely, fearing how much trouble he was in.
"Morning," Poppa Mark said cheerily. "Sleep well?" Brett nodded. "I'm sure you did... eventually," Mark chuckled.
'Busted,' Brett thought.
Sure enough, Mark laughed and said, "A few things, youngster. Okay?" Brett nodded. "Don't leave the evidence scattered on the lounge floor. Three used condoms and condom packages scattered on the carpet are not something your grandmother needs to wake up to. She's pretty cool about teenage sex but show more respect than to rub her face in it. Okay? Also, FFS, at least open the windows if you can't find the air freshener. This whole lower area smelled of sex when I came down. Finally, if you're going to sleep naked, at least ensure you're covered up. No one needs to come downstairs and see a naked cock, let alone one still covered in drying semen."
"Shit!" Brett muttered, knowing he'd screwed up royally. Zoe had taught him better than this. He let the sheer perverseness of deflowering his eighteen-year-old cousin overwhelm his good sense.
"Shit indeed," Poppa Mark agreed. "Now, young man. It's all good unless Judith comes down and complains. Okay?" Brett nodded, relieved. "If she does, though. You're in the deep doggy do-do. You get me?"
"Yes, Sir," Brett agreed, knowing he was virtually getting away with murder. He knew there was no way in hell Judith was complaining, except maybe about not being able to do it again soon.
"Go and shower, son," Mark said, tousling Brett's hair. "You smell like cum."
Brett fled, knowing just how lucky he was to have cool grandparents. He reached the bathroom but discovered the door was locked. Brett shrugged, uncertain what to do, but he didn't have anywhere else he could go, so he returned to the kitchen. "Someone's already in there," Brett replied to Mark's raised eyebrow.
Sensing someone in the bathroom with her, Judith wiped the mist off the shower glass. She gasped lightly when she saw her grandmother leaning back on her hands on the bathroom sink. Gwen summoned her from the shower by gesturing with her hands and holding out a towel.
Wondering how much trouble she was in and what her parents would do when Nana Gwen told them she, Judith, wasn't a virgin anymore, Judith turned the taps off and stepped out of the shower. She took the towel from Gwen and wrapped it around her slender body without drying herself. Being naked before your grandparent was just weird, wasn't it? Judith didn't even like being naked in front of her mother anymore.
Gwen waited patiently until her granddaughter looked at her. "How do you feel?" Gwen asked sympathetically when Judith did.
"Physically or emotionally?" Judith asked.
"Both," her grandmother confirmed.
"Inside my pussy is a little sore," Judith admitted. "We might have overdone it a little last night."
"No blood?" Gwen queried.
Judith shook her head. "I thought being a virgin there was going to be blood everywhere, but other than a little bit of pain when Brett first entered me, all it felt was good."
"Just good?" Gwen mirthfully asked.
Blushing, Judith confessed, "It was fanfuckingtastic, Granny. Brett made me cum so hard!"
"That's probably why it didn't hurt until afterward," Gwen explained. "It sounds like Brett knew what he was doing and made sure it felt good for you. Mark and I were both virgins and had to stumble through our first time ourselves. That time wasn't very good, but it got better after that." Judith nodded. It was kind of nice to talk about this with someone who understood, but kind of weird it was her grandmother. "How do you feel about surrendering your virginity to Brett?"
"He's so handsome, Nana," Judith almost wailed. "He's only three months older than me, but it's like he's a million years more mature. Brett must have dozens of girlfriends, with how handsome and cool he is. Why would he be interested in a skinny, shapeless girl like me?"
"He's a boy, honey," Gwen said drily. "As long as he gets to dip his wick, he doesn't care about your shape."
"He won't want to see me again, Nana, will he? He got what he wanted last night, and that'll be all there is."
"Maybe," Gwen shrugged. "I suspect your cousin's cut from better cloth than that, though. If Brett didn't genuinely like you, I doubt he would have seduced you."
"I threw myself at him," Judith thought she had to clarify. "He didn't have to seduce me because I gave it to him willingly."
"All the same," Gwen stated firmly. "I think he would have refused if he didn't think you were pretty."
"Do you think he might want to date me?" Judith asked plaintively.
"I think yours and his parents will ban you from ever seeing each other again if they find out you've made love together. Marrying your cousin might be legal in the eyes of the law, but it still has incestuous connotations in everyone else's eyes. There's a very good reason that Mark and I don't tell everyone we're cousins."
"Shit!" Judith swore.
"Indeed," Gwen giggled.
"What do I do?" Judith wailed.
"Take it as it comes," Gwen said. "I know Brett's your first love, and those are always intense and special, but there'll probably be many more loves before you settle with one man. Mark and I were each other's firsts, but we didn't commit to each other and get married until we were twenty-five."
"Why, Granny," Judith tried to joke. "Are you saying you were a bit of a tramp until then?"
"More than a 'bit of a one'," Gwen said primly. "But there's no need for you to follow in my footsteps." She examined her granddaughter critically before asking, "So, I can go and tell Poppa Mark that he doesn't have to kill and bury Brett?"
"Yes!" Judith blurted, not realising her grandmother was teasing. "He treated me really good, Nana. Truly. I couldn't have asked for a better first time."
"Which begs the question, 'How is Brett so good?'" Gwen mused. "I'm sure his dyke mother would be appalled to know her eighteen-year-old son wasn't a virgin."
"Nana!" Judith exclaimed. "You can't use that word!"
"Obviously, I can because I just did," Gwen replied, nonplussed by her granddaughter's vehement objection. "Alice is a dyke, so what's the problem?"
"It's not polite," Judith muttered, surrendering. Her family spent much more time at their grandparents' place than Brett's did, so she was used to her grandmother's pithy, inappropriate language.
"Okay, well, if you're all good, I'll let you dry off, and I'll see you downstairs."
"Shower's free," Gwen called when her granddaughter exited the shower after her.
Judith went to the room she shared with Matilda and Margaret to finish drying and change.
Gwen's nose wrinkled when Brett passed her on the stairs, but she didn't say anything.
The Carter Residence.
Lisa woke up when she felt Willow's soft lips on her cum-drenched pussy. Luke had barely left either of them alone for the entire night. He was so industrious that Lisa suspected he might have gotten himself a little blue pill subscription so he could keep with his wife and the wanton teenager in their bed. Lisa lifted the quilt and grinned down at Willow. "Insatiable minx," Lisa giggled, remembering how high her lusts raged at the same age.
Lisa didn't think she was a nymphomaniac, but maybe she was the next closest thing. She'd suppressed her extreme urges and been blissfully married for almost twenty-five years to a man she adored. The vixen between her lasciviously spread thighs had broken that promise, but Lisa couldn't find it in herself to care. Not when her husband was sleeping beside her, and they were taking this new sexual adventure together.
Lisa had broken her vow to remain faithful, but she'd made a new one to replace it: She'd fuck no one without Luke's permission and prior knowledge, although it could be argued that she'd already broken that vow, too. She fucked or sucked Brett Samuels most Thursdays when she took him home, and Luke didn't know she did. But Lisa was working up the courage to invite Brett to join her, Willow, and Luke in her bed, and when that happened, she'd be faithful to her new vow.
Willow's tongue on her pussy swept most of those thoughts aside, but it did create a problem--Lisa was about to cum or wee. She was unsure which would come first or whether they'd arrive simultaneously. Lisa pushed Willow aside and hurriedly got out of bed. Closing the en suite door--the private bathroom had been a Godsend when their home was filled with four teenagers--Lisa sat and relieved herself before rejoining Luke and Willow in bed. She chuckled when she saw that Willow hadn't waited. She'd rolled Luke onto his back and was busy sucking his rapidly lengthening cock. She slid down and shared it with her teenage lover.
After mutual orgasms, the threesome showered together before Lisa fed Frankie and Willow breakfast and took them home. Lisa looked almost longingly at the underground carpark as they passed it. She, Willow, and Brett parked and played in there most Thursday nights. They'd nearly been caught several times, but that only added piquancy to their encounters.
"Hey, Mum," Willow gushed, bouncing inside. Frankie waved absently, her nose stuffed in Khloé Kardashian's latest post.
Shirley stepped outside and closed the door. She and Lisa shared a sizzling kiss before Shirley breathily asked, "When are you and Luke going to ask me over again?"
Lisa casually groped the large woman's enormous breasts before quietly saying, "I have a better idea. You know Alice is gay, right?" Shirley nodded. "How about a mother's play date, just the three of us?"
"We sure should," Shirley growled. "But what about dick for you and me?"
"Luke will be happy to see you again," Lisa agreed. "We can do that, too, sometime soon."
Alice's Place.
Alice woke similarly to Lisa--with a teenager's mouth on her pussy. Neither was she complaining. She let the delicious sensations emanating from her pussy take her into a soft, profoundly felt orgasm before urgently pushing Zoe off her and running for the restroom. Returning to bed, she shared a sizzling sixty-nine with her new lover before showering together, sharing breakfast and taking her home.
"Hey, Mum, Dad," Zoe breezed, almost dancing into the kitchen. "Mum, Mrs Samuels wants to talk to you outside briefly."
"Oh?" Lisa wondered why Alice didn't just come inside and ask. She internally shrugged and walked outside.
Alice took a leap of faith, trusting her intuition. She wrapped one arm around Lisa's waist and held her head with the other, then, using every ounce of her skill, kissed Zoe's mother with all she had.
"Hmmm," Lisa purred, reopening her blissfully closed eyes and staring into Alice's. "I'm not sure what brought that on, but I hope you want more."
"I do," Alice replied, feeling quite butch with Lisa's sweet surrender. "I think you, me and Shirley need a mother's night out where we get to know each other, hmm, intimately, shall we say?"
"Sounds like a plan," Lisa agreed. "What about yours and Shirley's kids?"
"We drop them here and pay Zoe to look after them," Alice suggested.
"Let me know when," Lisa agreed, regretful about Alice letting her go.
"I will," Alice assured her as she got back in her car. She checked the car's clock. 'Just enough time to get to Gwen and Mark's and pick up the kids,' she thought as she backed out and drove away.

The End.
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The Redemption of Sarina Deschanel Part 1.

Death.
"Ninety-seven, Ninety-eight, ninety-nine, one hundred," Sarina Deschanel counted before sighing and putting her hairbrush in her vanity's drawer. One hundred brush strokes every morning and evening for forty-one years. Well, less, Sarina thought. She wasn't sure how old she was when her nanny began brushing her hair. Five, maybe? Six? Call it thirty-five years. Thirty-five times three hundred and sixty-five times two hundred equalled... a lot, Sarina thought defeatedly, giving up the math.
She stood and glided sedately to her bathroom. "A lady never rushes, Sarina," her mother's haughty voice told her. "Plebes and serfs rush because they have to be somewhere. A lady only has to be where she is, and she never gets there rushed."
Picking up her silver handled toothbrush, Sarina placed a bead of toothpaste across its centre, pulled her long, straight, glossy black hair off one side of her face and readied herself to brush her teeth. Selena Deschanel, Sarina's mother, would be horrified by this blatant protocol breach.
'The last thing a lady does every night before she takes her rest is brush her hair," Lady Selena, who wasn't an aristocrat but liked to refer to herself as such, instructed her only child airily.
But Sarina had business in that bathroom and didn't want to complete her preparations and then return to her bedroom to brush her hair because she knew that, as she had on so many other nights, she would lose courage and not complete her goal. Having finally completed stage one of her tasks, Sarina couldn't stand the thought of not completing the final stage. Sarina spat, rinsed, and spat again. Then, she retouched her lipstick and put some eyedrops in to ensure her corneas were crystal clear.
"One shall never be seen with red eyes no matter how much one has drunk or how hard she has wept," her mother's haughty voice rang in her ears. "One is a lady and shall remain in control at all times."
Stepping back, Sarina examined her figure. Long, lean, and elegant. B-cup breasts deliciously but modestly displayed by her clinging, cross-over ballgown. Her elegant stole over her shoulders and across her bosoms, hiding their firm, full glory.
"One needs to tease but never reveal, Sarina," her mother's voice gratingly droned in her ears. "Cheap, classless women reveal, Sarina. You do not wish to be categorised with them, do you, my dear?"
"Shut up," Sarina whispered. "Shut up, shut up, shut up!"
Sarina twitched her gown's long side-split aside. Long, lean, shapely legs deliciously encased in sheer black silk stockings. Suspenders above those. Black silk bikini briefs, beneath the suspenders, of course.
"Unless you're a cheap hussy, Sarina, and plan on letting a man have his wicked way with you, why do you need to be able to remove your undergarments quickly?"
Sarina grimaced. She knew from long experience that her mother's voice would drone on, lecturing her no matter what she did. She muttered, "Shut up," again, anyway.
Lastly, Sarina checked her shoes. Black with low stiletto heels, of course. They, too, were perfect.
Sarina stepped into the bath and lowered herself into the hot water. She closed her wide, round, wet-looking brown eyes and sighed as the water seeped through her clothes and warmed her skin.
"One must always be elegant, well-dressed, and in control," Lady Selena's voice chastised. "Other than your husband in the brief moments you allow him to rut on you, a lady shall never be seen naked." Husband? Hah! If it weren't so sad, it would be laughable.
Sarina opened her eyes and picked up her grandfather's Vietnam War army knife, honed to razor-sharpness by the mansion's handyman. She examined it fascinatedly for a moment, her skin crawling at the sight of the blood drying on the hilt, before pushing it into her left wrist just above her hand and slicing a deep cut six inches vertically up that arm's vein. Knowing her courage had failed, Sarina quickly swapped the knife to her left hand and repeated the cut on her right arm.
Sarina looked around, glad that none of her blood had spurted over the bath's rim onto the floor. Such a mess could not be tolerated. She took her last moments to wash the blood off the tub's sides and to rinse the stains on her gown above the water line. One should never be seen in disarray. Sarina had time to wonder if she shouldn't have done her makeup, too. But it would have run in the bath's steam, leaving her inelegant. No, clean-faced was best.
Sarina's head sunk onto the tub's edge, her mother's voice finally, blessedly, silent.
Sarina Celeste Deschanel: Forty-one years old. Stunningly beautiful. A body the world's top models would kill for. Sole inheritor of her grandfather's four-billion-dollar empire and his last living descendant. Virgin. Never kissed. Never loved.
Dead.
What?
"You'll be dead if you don't remove your clothing immediately," an impossibly deep, sonorous voice told her.
'Dead?' Sarina wondered. 'Isn't that why I cut my wrists? Am I not already dead? I distinctly remember the blood pouring copiously from my wrists.' She opened her eyes and saw the impossibly tall, handsome, muscular man who went with that impossible voice. He was naked and chained to a stone wall by an iron collar around his neck. "I beg your pardon?" She asked, averting her eyes from the man's massive cock. Surely that was impossible, too? Not that Sarina had anything to compare to.
"I said, 'If you don't remove your clothing immediately, you'll be dead,'" the impossible man said.
"Why?" Sarina asked confusedly.
"Slaves aren't allowed clothing," the man explained as if that made sense.
Unconsciously falling into her mother's haughty demeanour, Sarina looked down her nose and said, "I am the heiress to a four-billion-dollar empire, not a slave."
"Yeah, most of those sounded like words," the impossible man said. "But I have no idea what they mean. But if you have a collar and chain like this," he hefted his, "and you're chained to the wall, then you're a slave. If you don't already have one, the overseer will brand your ass when he gets here."
What?
Huh?
I'm experiencing some kind of delirium my mind's creating as it dies, Sarina decided, lying back down and closing her eyes. She'd be dead soon, and this, whatever this is, wouldn't matter.
"Don't say I didn't warn you," the impossible man said resignedly.
"Who, or should I say, what is this?" a loud, grating voice above Sarina asked.
Even in her addled state, Sarina knew the voice's owner expected instant obedience to his every command. She left her eyes closed, ignoring everything. Sarina was well-skilled in doing that. It was the simplest way to survive her mother.
A massive hand grabbed her iron collar and unceremoniously dragged her to her feet. "Why is it clothed?" The grating voice asked.
"New girl, recently harvested from those dying on Earth," the man holding Sarina's collar stated. "The harvesters must have forgotten to remove her clothing when they took her."
'This was too much,' Sarina thought, on her tiptoes but hanging limply from the gripped collar, her weight only minimally supported by her calves so she wouldn't choke to death. Another trick she'd learned as a child when her mother had lost the plot and was shaking her like a rag doll--be that rag doll. Do not react lest you be hit. 'Harvested? Harvesters? Taken from Earth? If this was dying, it sucked as badly as living.'
"Strip it and then flog it. It needs to learn the rules."
'Flogged? What? No possible way!' Opening her eyes, Sarina said as haughtily as she knew her mother could, "I am The Lady Sarina Celeste Deschanel. Unless you want me to have you arrested, I suggest you release me immediately."
"Double the amount," the grating voice demanded.
"This one's destined for The Masters' Mansion," the man holding Sarina's collar warned. "Sending it whipped and bleeding might not be the smartest move."
"Let me see," the man whose voice grated said. There was a delay, and then the paper rustled before the grating man muttered, "Age: 18. Weight: 55kg. Height 178 cm: Measurements: 34C-22-34. Beauty Index: 9.5. Sexual experience: Virgin for vagina. Mouth and anus, unknown. Yeah. It's definitely headed to The Masters' Mansion. Strip it, brand its right butt cheek with an M, and put it in the cage for delivery to Kingsholme."
"The paperwork says to send it naked but unmarked," the man holding her collar said, fearing the grating voiced man's response.
"Huh?" The grating voiced man said. "All slaves need to be branded so we know who owns them. Fuck! Whatever!"
Sarina heard his voice fading as he stormed off, raging about finding and punishing whoever fucked up his paperwork.
Where?
The man gripping Sarina's iron collar had been holding her on her tiptoes for an incredible length of time. Sarina's calves had cramped from supporting herself so she didn't strangle on the collar, and only years of remaining limp while her mother abused her allowed Sarina to maintain her stance and endure silently. She hadn't dared keep her eyes open because to do so would have enraged Selena. "Do not challenge me with your defiant eyes, Sarina," her mother would say icily. Even when Selena was enraged, her voice was calm and serene, even if her actions weren't.
Sarina heard more than felt the razor-sharp knife slicing her ballgown's back. Swift slices along her arms, and the $3,500 gown was peeled off her body. Even though she kept her eyes tightly closed, Sarina blushed at being so exposed. Not since she'd turned thirteen when her mother had dispensed with her nanny had Sarina been before others other than entirely and appropriately dressed.
She whimpered when she felt her bra straps being cut, and despite fearing what her mother would do, she cried out when her suspenders, stockings and panties were sliced off her body. Naked! Naked before others! Sarina was never to be naked other than when bathing, getting dressed, or changing for bed.
"Sluts and tramps enjoy being naked, Sarina," Selena haughtily stated after her she had found Sarina naked on her bed and exploring her youthful body. "And only sluts and tramps enjoy the sins of the flesh. Are you a slut or tramp, Sarina? Is that why you're naked and touching yourself so disgustingly?"
"Why does it have hair?" A voice asked. "It's disgusting and makes me want to throw up.
Sarina's mind couldn't keep up. She'd noticed that the man who'd spoken to her first was bald, but she'd assumed it was an affectation like some house servants' had worn. They had typical male-pattern baldness, so they shaved all their hair off rather than have that often ridiculous hair ring.
"The paperwork that goes with this one says it's allowed to keep her head hair but to remove the rest."
"Don't touch me," Sarina demanded, keeping her eyes closed so she didn't have to see the men ogling her body, but not wanting to be touched to remove her pussy hair as the man had intimated.
"Hairy, and it talks too much," the voice who observed she had hair said disgustedly. "Why don't you gag it, brand it, and toss it in the pen with the others to be sold? Save The Masters the trouble of trying to train it."
"A gag, for sure," the man holding her said. "Bring that rubber ball one, and do the honours, would ya?"
The man who had expressed disgust at Sarina's hair loomed before her, holding a traditional rubber ball gag. Not that Sarina knew what it was, but its purpose was evident in its construction. She tried to turn her head aside and keep her mouth closed, but she might as well have been the mouse between the cat's jaws. The man holding her wasn't affected by Sarina trying to turn, and the disgusted man gripped where her upper and lower jaws met. He squeezed hard, and the pain popped Sarina's mouth open like a triggered Jack-in-the-Box. The ball gag was tied in place seconds later.
"Great tits on this one," the disgusted man observed. "Must be a full C-cup." He casually groped Sarina's never-before touched breasts, and her nipples responded as they were supposed to when stroked. "Likes being touched, too," the man chuckled, running his thumbs over the swollen nubs. "Do you think The Masters will mind if we have a bit of fun with it before we send it up?"
"It's a virgin, Petrus," the man holding her said. "I'd say that if you don't want your balls and hands cut off, and your eyes gouged out, you release it immediately."
"Jaysus, Paolo!" Petrus said. "A virgin? You know, it's no wonder they send the harvesters to Earth so often. Where else do you get so many legal-aged virgins?"
"Yeah," Paolo agreed. "Ever since The Bishops banned progression treatment to mature those young enough to be virgins to the appropriate age for sex, Earth's become their favourite garden to harvest. There are apparently more virgins over the age of eighteen there than anywhere else they take from."
"They used regression treatments on this one?" Petrus queried.
Paolo checked his notes. "Yeah. It was forty-one when it committed suicide. They increased its breast size to a C-cup and regressed it to eighteen. Otherwise, it's unchanged." Paolo checked his notes again and musingly added, "There was a sixty-year-old human female in the place they got it from, but she was too damaged and had been dead for too long when the harvesters got there, and they couldn't pluck her."
"Where was that?" Petrus asked as he took out a spray bottle from his kit.
"It says Manly West, Brisbane, Queensland, Australia, Earth."
"Where?"
The Deschanel Mansion, Manly West, Brisbane, Queensland, Australia.
"That wraps it up," Detective Mike Brodie said after taking one last look around. "Definitive murder/suicide. The younger woman enters the elder's bathroom and stabs her eighteen times as she lies in the bath. Next, the younger woman cleans up, undresses and places her bloody clothes in the hamper before washing the blood off in the shower in the same bathroom. Then, she comes down the stairs to her room and dresses in a ballgown, etc. Finally, she gets in the bath down here and cuts her wrists. Fucking nut bag. The coroner will have to confirm, but my guess is the suicide knife is also the murder one."
"There's been a lot of death in this house," Mike's partner, Detective Stan Alves, observed. "We're sure the son killed old man Deschanel but can't prove it. We're certain The Lady Selena killed the son, her husband, but we can't prove that either. Now, the granddaughter of the old man has killed her mother and herself. At least we can prove that!"
"Even in death, the granddaughter's a fine piece," Brodie stated. "It's a waste, really."
"Yeah, don't let Captain Tucker hear you say shit like that," Alves chided. "Or she'll send you back to suck up to those hags in HR again."
"Yeah," Brodie agreed before chuckling. "Better not let those hags hear you either." Brodie called to the constable guarding the door, "You can send the ambos in to pick up the bodies."
Transported.
Unbelievably, Sarina remained held on her tiptoes by Paolo as Petrus knelt before her and sprayed liquid over her nether regions. Petrus even parted her pussy lips and butt cheeks to ensure her got the liquid wherever there was hair. Sarina thought that if she weren't already dead, she would have died on the spot from embarrassment. Her shame was compounded when Petrus' thumb brushed her clitoris, and it engorged. When Petrus stood and moved away, Sarina was ecstatic because she was terrified that he'd realise she was wet.
Petrus returned with a hose and a brush with rubber nodules. He poured another type of liquid on the brush then sprayed the warm water on Sarina's pussy. The brush followed, scrubbing her hair away. Petrus repeated these actions on Sarina's perineum, ass, rosebud, and her armpits. Further inspection revealed that Sarina's arms were covered with light hairs and her legs by shaved ones. More hair removal liquid was sprayed across her entire body and then removed, eliminating all traces of body hair.
"Shall I fetch the brand?" Petrus asked?
"No," Paolo said regretfully. "It says to leave her unmarked."
"It'll serve The Masters right if one or more of the transporters decide to use it on its way to The Mansion," Petrus shrugged, washing his hands of the situation.
An unbranded slave, like an unmarked steer, was free to be claimed by any who came across it and wanted it. If the unbranded slave was not in a travel cage or it was outside and not collared and accompanied by its owner, anyone who desired it could place their mark on it and claim rights over it.
Petrus thought such sweet meat as Sarina wouldn't make the one-hundred-kilometre trip unbranded and not be claimed by someone along the way. Then, all the claimer had to do was say it was outside the cage and, therefore, fair game. They'd have to leave no witnesses, though, like those pesky transport drivers and guards.
Paolo finally let Sarina sink onto her heels. Still holding the collar around her neck, he picked up wrist and ankle shackles and told Sarina to put them on. The strength of her captor prevented Sarina from protesting, and she reluctantly complied. Paolo then undid the chain holding Sarina to the stone wall, and he connected a shorter chain to her collar, hand and ankle shackles. Although the thick chain ran between Sarina's breasts, emphasising their lush fullness, it also ran between her legs, and partially obscured her freshly denuded pussy, which Sarina was grateful for.
Paolo dragged Sarina to the cell's front and opened the locked bars. Relocking them behind him, Paolo forced Sarina up the stairs and out onto the street. Sarina blinked at the bright light and looked around. If she'd been asked where she was, she would have guessed at Mexico or perhaps one of the South American countries she'd only seen in movies or on TV. The adobe-style buildings of whitewashed brick looked familiar and soothing. However, the twin suns above her head standing at six and four p.m. on a clock told her this wasn't Mexico, or even Earth for that matter.
The town (City? Settlement? Village?) was a strange mixture of Earth's past and a possible future. Animals resembling horses and bullocks were interspersed with hovercrafts that seemed electrically driven. Aircraft that more resembled sci-fi spaceships than Earth planes dotted the sky, but most of the men walking past wore simple white clothing made from cotton or linen. Crude sandals covered most walkers' feet, and wide sombrero-type hats hid them from the sun.
Cowboys, looking like their film counterparts, complete with leather chaps and pistols in holsters, tied by leather thongs to their thighs, strutted down boardwalks or the dusty street looking for a fight or gun battle. Their pistols weren't classic six-shooters. Instead, if Sarina had to guess, they were laser pistols. She doubted they were the safe ones used in laser game parlours on Earth.
Saloons and honky-tonks with self-closing wooden batwing doors dotted every street corner. Piano music issued from within. Sarina could easily imagine she'd somehow been sucked into a Sergio Leone movie. Hmm, except for the hovercraft. Star Wars, then?
It was hot! And she was naked. But the many men walking by carefully avoided looking at her directly. An accompanied, collared and chained woman in public could only mean trouble for any man who studied her obtrusively, especially in a world where breeders were so few.
The sights were so foreign to the sheltered, city-raised Sarina that she stared around, momentarily forgetting she was naked, outside, and in public. A hover vehicle pulling up before her returned Sarina's attention to the here and now. She blushed embarrassedly when two men got out and stared at her. "This is the virgin human from Earth?"



'Where else did humans come from?' Sarina wondered, but then looked around at the men in the street. They certainly looked human, if far better put-together examples than those she knew from Earth.
"This is it," Paolo confirmed.
"You have its papers?" The man asked, holding out his hand.
Paolo sighed regretfully because he knew this trip would not end well for one or more of them, and he feared the 'one' would be him. He handed over his papers, saying, "I have my orders. I go with to ensure she makes it to The Masters' Mansion alive and unmolested."
"That's highly irregular," the hover driver stated, taking Paolo's papers and reading them.
"Too many slaves have somehow gone missing or been taken on their way to The Mansion," Paolo said evenly. "I cast no aspersions, but your transport service has been unreliable recently."
"We're the largest transport division in these parts," the driver bristled. "We lose no more by percentage than the other services do."
"Still," Paolo insisted. "I have my orders, and so do you. Unless you wish to challenge an order from a Master?"
"Not likely," the driver swiftly denied. "I do need to check in with base first, though."
"Be my guest," Paolo said negligently. "I ain't got nothing but time."
The driver slid into the hover's cabin and picked up a cylindrical item Sarina assumed was a communications device similar to Earth's CB Radio or perhaps cellular network. He exited the vehicle before saying, "Base confirms your orders. "But you ride in the cage with the slave."
"Where I'm helpless if the raiders strike."
"It is what it is," The driver said, chuckling evilly. "You don't have to ride. We can always say we left without you."
"I'm riding," Paolo said definitively. He reached back inside the doorway and brought out what Sarina's mind interpreted as a laser shotgun. It had a thick energy canister like she'd seen in sci-fi movies instead of a magazine. Paolo lifted Sarina into the cage and climbed in after her. His eyes glittering maliciously, the driver shut and locked the cage door. "You die first when the shit hits the fan," Paolo said flatly.
The driver chuckled, patting the hover's cabin. "This can take a direct hit from a ship's laser. Your popgun will only bounce off it."
"Even so," Paolo grated as the driver got in. Seconds later, they were off.
Sarina hadn't been inside an electric car yet--limousines weren't typically fitted with electric engines. But the hover was as she had read and imagined an electric car would be. She could hear little more than a faint whine as the vehicle lifted off the ground and moved forward. It made a harsh U-turn that would have thrown Sarina into the cage bars if Paolo hadn't caught her before heading back the way it came.
The heiress wondered how far away The Mansion was. It sounded like it had to be some distance out of town if Paolo was concerned about being ambushed. Sarina also wondered how dangerous the trip was. Paolo certainly seemed to think it was. Sarina believed Paolo suspected the driver and his offsider were in on the raids on the delivery service's vehicles, which worried her. Sarina definitely did not trust Paolo. But her admittedly atrophied instincts warned her that the driver was even less worthy of trust because he was the only man in the street who had openly ogled her.
'Was she desirable?" Sarina wondered. Her mother certainly had never indicated she was. Instead, Selena took every opportunity to criticise Sarina's skinny body, which could never attract a man. Proof? Sarina was unmarried and unkissed. Selena stated she'd been unable to find a single man who would even consider entering into a marriage with her. However, the man called Petrus had admired her, and now the driver had ogled her blatantly. So?
"When the shooting starts, flatten yourself on the hover's floor," Paolo said tersely. "It'll take over an hour to get to The Masters' Mansion, and it'll be dark by then. I guess the raiders will hit us on dusk."
Sarina, whose sheltered life hadn't prepared her for any of this, squeaked and immediately spread herself on the floor as best she could, given she was shackled.
Paolo looked at her and shook his head. It was gorgeous. That was true. But it was a mouse, and Paolo liked his lovers to be passionate and aggressive. He thought fucking the human would be similar to humping his pillow like he was occasionally forced to do when he was on tour with his squad guarding the kingdom's borders. He sighed again. How the fuck had he been unlucky enough to pull this gig? If Meester Dawid, the Master who had requisitioned Sarina, thought there would be trouble, why hadn't he allowed him to bring his entire squad?
The journey continued uninterrupted, and eventually, Sarina felt ridiculous and sat on the bench seat opposite Paolo. But then she felt awkward under his gaze, even though he barely looked at her and kept his eyes on their surroundings. Sarina changed sides but sat as far from her captor as possible. But now that she was closer to him, Sarina could smell his man smell, which wasn't something she was even remotely accustomed to.
Her father died when she was less than five years old, and she could barely remember what he looked like. Her Grandfather died not long after she'd been born. Sarina had been home-schooled by her nanny, who was also a qualified school teacher, until she was thirteen. She then attended a prestigious girls-only school in Suffolk, England, until she graduated at age eighteen. So, she had virtually no contact with men except when she dutifully accompanied her mother to the many charity events Selena patroned. Those men didn't smell of musk and fresh sweat; that was for sure!
Lifting her wrists, Sarina examined the iron bands on them. They were another example of this world's dichotomy, she thought. Surely, a society capable of building electric hover vehicles would have discovered steel, if not stainless steel? A prison with stonewalls and iron chains but illuminated by electric lights? Horses and bullocks for transportation, but battery-powered laser pistols and rifles? Muslin cloths covering glassless windows, but electronic touch door opening on their vehicles? Sarina decided this must be some kind of post-life/pre-death dream that would end when her body finally gave up the struggle to live.
She frowned, examining her wrists again. 'No scar. WTF?' Wait! What had the overseer said? Age: 18. Measurements: 34C-22-35. But she was forty-one and only a B-cup. She knew that because her measurements remained unchanged from her last year at Ipswich High School twenty-three years ago. Her shackles prevented Sarina from cupping her breasts to estimate their size. Not that she would have with Paolo watching. But still. A mirror would have been nice, too.
The Mansion.
Paolo unceremoniously slamming her face first onto the hover's cage floor, woke Sarina up. Even her jaw aching from being held open by the gag hadn't prevented Sarina's overwrought mind from shutting down and casting her into a troubled sleep. In her dreams, she stabbed her mother over and over again. She'd meant to slip up behind her and cut her throat, but the woman looking up at her with her accusatory eyes enraged Sarina. Her mind turned to white-hot heat and snapped. All the years of physical, mental and emotional abuse raged through her, and Sarina shifted her grandfather's army knife to an overhand grip, her thumb on the hilt's top as she'd been shown, and stabbed it into Selena's chest.
Sarina continued stabbing until her mother stopped screaming, and then she stabbed several more times to make sure she'd never condemn Sarina with her words or eyes ever again. Sarina stood, looking around, disgusted, although not by her mother's stab wound-riddled body. Instead, Sarina was appalled by the mess she and the bathroom were in. Her body working autonomically, Sarina collected a bucket, rags and a mop from the hallway cupboard and cleaned her mother's blood from the walls and floor around the bath.
When she was satisfied that her mother couldn't find fault in the bathroom's cleanliness, Sarina undressed, carefully placed her blood-soaked clothes in the hamper, and entered the shower. Sarina, carefully ensuring her mind remained blank and unaware of her mother's dead body, washed herself until she was certain all traces of gore had gone down the drain. Then, daringly, because she'd only ever done it once before, Sarina wrapped a towel around her sublime body and glided down the stairs to her bedroom.
Her face smacking into the cage floor snapped Sarina out of the dream. "Stay there!" Paolo snarled, peering over the low solid side. Like the hover's cabin, the sidewalls of the cage could take a direct hit by a ship-to-surface laser canon and survive, although the entire vehicle would be tossed dozens of feet through the air. "Fuckers!" Paolo shouted after the fleeing driver and his offsider. He wasted a shot at them before flattening himself beside Sarina to escape the returning fire from the raiders surrounding the hover.
Paolo was fucked; that he knew for sure. However, he would take as many of these fuckers with him as he could. The raiders might be able to keep him pinned down in the hover's tray, but if they wanted the prize of the young woman he was escorting, they'd eventually have to come close enough to open the cage.
An unmarked, beautiful, virgin woman would sell for many credits at the slave markets, so the risk of enraging the Masters was worth the price. However, Paolo doubted Sarina would make it to the markets a virgin. More than likely, the raiders would use and pass her amongst themselves until she was a dried-up husk. Then, they'd cut her throat and leave her body to be devoured by the many carrion eaters infesting these parts.
Paolo listened as the raiders crept up on the vehicle. He was surprised by their caution but guessed someone must have informed them that he led one of the Masters' elite cadres and was more than capable of ruining their night. Paolo briefly considered leaping from the cage and taking the fight to them before remembering he was locked in with the slave. Paolo felt the vehicle shake and knew he was done because it meant the raiders were against the hover. Any moment now, they'd stand and begin firing. Paolo maybe had a second to get a shot off as the men ensured they were aiming at him, not their kidnap target. After that? Well, fish in a barrel came to mind.
Suddenly, all around him, shots rang out. The unmistakable sounds and feelings of men and the hover being shot rattled all around him. 'WTF?' Paolo wondered. He willed himself to take a peek when the shots ceased, but before he could raise himself above the sides, a voice called, "Paolo? You all right? Is the slave?"
Paolo warily raised his head enough to see. "Petrus, you fucker! What are you doing here?"
"Saving your bony ass, obviously," Petrus growled. "Meester Dawid tasked us to follow discreetly and ensure the cargo arrived unharmed. You got the short straw, my friend. It could just as easily have been me in the cage. Meester Dawid thought it was fifty-fifty that the transporters killed you as soon as they were out of town. I'm coming in," Petrus added. "Don't shoot me in the face, okay? I was just following orders." Then Petrus chuckled evilly. "If you want to shoot someone in the face, I have the transport driver and his assistant."
Petrus stepped close enough for Paolo to confirm he was indeed Petrus. He relaxed his grip on his rifle and pointed it at the sky. However, a trained soldier could see that Paolo was ready to drop the rifle and fire in mere moments.
"Turn aside," Petrus said before shooting the padlock holding the cage door closed. "Bring the slave," Petrus said before walking away.
Paolo helped Sarina to her feet and to the tray's edge. Then, he leapt off, landing lightly, and lifted the young woman to the ground. Paolo removed Sarina's ball gag and then held Sarina's elbow, supporting her as they shuffled towards where Petrus and the rest of his men stood, surrounding the hover driver and his offsider.
"What's the plan?" Paolo grated, stopping before Petrus.
Petrus callously responded, "Knock these two fuckers out. Put them back in the hover, crash it and set it on fire, with them still inside. Let it be known the raiders got away with another slave. That will ensure it's safe."
"Can I shoot this fucker in the nuts first?" Paolo asked.
"Sure," Petrus shrugged. "A laser burn should be indistinguishable from a hydrogen one."
"That should work," Paolo mused. "A hover's hydrogen canister for its back-up internal combustion engine blowing up wouldn't be unusual in a fire fight." He levelled his rifle and fired a laser blast directly into the driver's balls. "Try to kill me? Fucker!" He screamed before blasting the assistant's balls, too.
Petrus' men grabbed the transporters as they fell and quickly buckled them into the hover's cabin. The hover was then connected to Petrus' troop carrier, and when they got it up to speed, the carrier turned sharply, causing the hover to roll over spectacularly. Petrus' troops fired on the hover many times to simulate it being in a firefight before Petrus moved close enough to puncture the hydrogen canister.
Warning his men to get well back, Petrus took cover behind a convenient rock and fired at where the hydrogen hissed from the canister. The hover blew up in a blaze of light and sound, tossing Sarina to the ground. With her hands shackled to her ankles, she couldn't get her hands up to protect herself, and unluckily, her head struck a rock, pitching her back into the blackness of her tainted soul.
Sarina heard Petrus saying despairingly, "We're in enough trouble when we deliver it with a head injury. If we deliver it dead, we may as well shoot ourselves and save the Masters the bother. We're better off throwing it in with the transporters and saying it died when the raiders attacked the hover."
She turned her face out of the sand and muttered, "I'm okay. But may I have a glass of water, please?"
Paolo leapt over to Sarina and helped her sit up. He held a water bottle to her lips and let her drink thirstily. "You had no pulse, and you weren't breathing," Paolo said evenly, studying the lack of a mark on Sarina's forehead and hiding his unease behind his mild words.
"The dead don't breathe or have a heartbeat," Sarina said resignedly. "I committed suicide, and I have no idea where I am or what's going on."
"You had one at the slave pens in Bernal," Paolo said evenly.
"I must have finally died then," Sarina said, relieved but wondering why this alternate reality her mind had created continued.
"The Masters will be disappointed," Paolo said drily. He helped Sarina to stand and shuffle across to Petrus' troop carrier, where he lifted her into the back. "Stay," he ordered before joining the others to stage the dead raiders to match the burning hover.
An investigation by the town's police would show the raiders had interdicted the hover, accidentally overturning it and causing it to explode and kill the driver and his guard. The raiders were then intercepted by Petrus' men, who killed them all in a fire fight around the burning hover. The slave's absence would be studiously ignored because it would be assumed Petrus or his men had kept it for their own use. The slave was unbranded and, therefore, free for anyone to claim. So, according to the law, no crime had been committed by whoever had taken it.
Eight men other than Paolo climbed into the troop carrier. Sarina, embarrassed by her nakedness, tried to meld with the carrier's sides. She was surprised again that none of the men, except for Paolo, so much as looked in her direction. Paolo tried to smile encouragingly, but his wolfish grin chilled Sarina's blood. Paolo's callous shots into the transporters' groins and the casualness with which he'd done so terrified her because she could easily see him disposing of her the same way.
The carrier turned and continued in the direction the hover had been. Forty minutes later, Sarina, who had grown confident enough to look around, spotted a blaze of lights in the distance. It was how she expected a homestead on one of Australia's sprawling cattle stations to appear--a lone bastion of light in otherwise inky blackness.
"What's that?" She asked Paolo while pointing in the light's direction.
"Kingsholme, the Masters' Mansion," Paolo almost reverently replied. "The last bastion of The Defenders. May they live to protect us forever."
Meester Dawid.
The carrier didn't slow down despite barrelling towards an enormous iron gate at what Sarina thought was an insane speed. Instead, it almost seemed to accelerate. "Friendly vehicles know to approach at more than eighty klicks per haneur," Paolo muttered to quieten Sarina's fearful whimpering. "Less than that sets off the land mines under the road. Of course, our enemies would assume that a fast-approaching convoy would be seen as hostile, so they'll approach sedately and get blown to smithereens."
"We'll never stop before the gate!" Sarina gasped.
"No, we won't," Paolo chucklingly agreed. "Just watch."
Watching over the carrier's cab's roof, Sarina closed her eyes and squealed, thinking the truck had to smash into the gates because there was no way it could stop before them. Seconds later, she felt the truck slewing to the side and braking heavily. She would have catapulted into the back of the cabin or the carrier's sides if not for Paolo's steady arm supporting her. Sarina opened her eyes and looked back disbelievingly. The gate slowly lowered back into place, and she realised it must have leapt skyward before the carrier ran into it.
"Pretty neat, huh?" Paolo chuckled. "Of course, if an invaders' vehicle is crossing the mine field fast enough not to trigger the mines but their vehicle isn't transmitting the correct codes, the gates won't open, which I'd imagine will be quite disastrous for them."
Sarina nodded agreeingly. She thought 'quite disastrous' was massively understating the devastation one or more vehicles hitting that concrete and iron 2.5-metre thick, 10-metre-high gate at full speed would cause.
The hover turned in a slow arc before stopping before a set of wide stone steps that led up to a pair of dark wooden doors. The doors stood open, with bright yellow light flooding from inside. Two women, equally as beautiful, chained and naked as Sarina, flanked the doorway. They stood demurely with their eyes lowered, but there was almost arrogance in their stances, too. The women's eyes were down with their hands clasped together, obscuring their pussies, but their bald heads were held high and their shoulders were proudly held back. Their spread feet almost demanded that you look at what their hands hid.
When Paolo helped Sarina to the ground, they smiled and, despite their shackles, glided down the stairs to face her. Ignoring Sarina's protector, the women took her elbows and encouraged her up the stairs and inside. Sarina spared a glance back at Paolo, who bit his bottom lip and looked pensive. Sarina could tell he wanted to say something but did not dare to. The doors closed behind Sarina before she could wave goodbye or say anything. She felt she should have done something to acknowledge her saviour.
The chained women led Sarina up another set of marble stairs inside the mansion to a bathroom with an enormous sunken bath. Hot water poured from a cherub statue's gaping bottom into the tub. The cherub's massive cock and balls were shown in vivid detail below the pouring water. Around the tub were many other statues cast in lewd poses. A Satyr had a faun bent over and appeared to be rogering it vigorously. Human-like statue figures were spread through the room, engaged in every sexual act two humans could indulge in. The women's breasts and hips were exaggerated to the point of caricature, as were the mens' cocks and balls.



Paintings of beautiful women copulating with mythical beasts of every description adorned the walls, and several chained and naked men, their cocks held erect by cock rings and straps dotted the floor beside walls.
Ignoring the men, the two women led Sarina into the bath, encouraging her to sit in the soapy water. The water came to just below Sarina's nipples, leaving her feeling self-conscious with the men in the room. Those men paid her no heed, though. They kept their eyes raised and on the wall opposite.
One of the women sat on Sarina's lap as the other scooted up behind her. Sarina was intensely aware of the woman before her breasts and even more so of the woman's pussy pushed against her ass cheeks. Never before had Sarina been this intimately close with another. Her mother certainly never hugged her when either of them was naked. In fact, the only time her mother showed her affection was when Selena was 'entertaining' a guest from one of her charity events.
The woman sitting in Sarina's lap took a loofah and a bar of soap. She wet the loofah before caking it with soap. Then, she began casually washing Sarina's front, avoiding her breasts and nipples. Sarina, deeply embarrassed, didn't know if she was happy or sad her breasts were left unmolested, so she closed her eyes and imagined being anywhere other than where she was.
Soapy hands forced themselves under her armpits and blasted Sarina's eyes open in shock. Those hands unconcernedly cupped Sarina's newly-improved C-cup breasts and deftly strummed her nipples. Warm lips descended onto Sarina's neck and shoulder, and teeth nibbled where the lips kissed. The biter turned her head and blew into Sarina's ear gently. "I'm Ella," the biter murmured seductively. "Elsa is sitting on your lap. She wants to kiss you. Would you like her to?"
Sarina's heart lurched and unfamiliar heat blazed in her pussy. At that moment, Sarina could not think of anything she wanted more, but unfortunately, too many years of repression crushed that desire. "I'd appreciate it if you stop molesting me," Sarina said disdainfully. "I am The Lady Sarina Celeste Deschanel, and I demand you remove your hands from my body before I have you arrested for assault."
Unfortunately for Sarina, the women pressed against her ignored her demands. Instead, they laughed. Then, one of the hands on Sarina's nipples slid across her taut stomach and onto her button. It fingered that delightful nubbin, and a confused Sarina climaxed--her first orgasm given by someone else and not naughtily stolen under her quilt covers in the dead of the night by her own fingers.
Sarina panted, gazing at the woman in her lap wonderingly. The woman, Elsa, chuckled throatily before tipping her head down and kissing Sarina's quiescent lips softly. Sarina moaned and arched her hips against the knowing fingers still circling her clitoris. Clumsily and awkwardly, Sarina tried to kiss Elsa back. Elsa's hand possessed the breast that Ella had released to search out Sarina's clitoris, and she strummed that nipple with her thumb as she allowed their kiss to deepen.
Sarina's confused, overwhelmed, and inexperienced mind couldn't cope with the twin assaults on her breasts and clitoris, and she orgasmed again. The finger on her clitoris moved lower and briefly touched Sarina's hymen-protected entrance, but feeling the barrier, it immediately reversed direction and returned to her nub. Sarina felt Ella's teeth nibbling on her ear as Ella returned to stimulating Sarina's button. The women elicited another climax from Sarina before they returned to washing her as if they'd done nothing.
Ella pushed Sarina's bottom forwards, encouraging her to lie back against the other woman's breasts. A clay jug was produced, and Ella and Elsa swiftly washed Sarina's hair. Sarina's legs, arms, back, and stomach weren't spared either. Sarina gritted her teeth and accepted Elsa's probing fingers stroking her anus and cleaning there, too.
The two women finished cleaning Sarina and stepped out of the tub. Sarina watched them longingly, not knowing what she was supposed to do next. To her shock, Ella and Elsa summoned four men surrounding the bath. Ella instructed the first man to lie on his back, and when he had, she mounted him, guiding what to Sarina's disbelieving eyes more closely resembled a police truncheon than a cock into her pussy.
After some terse words from Ella, the second man poured something from a jug on the floor into his palm and then rubbed it into his cock. Next, he pushed Ella forward and knelt behind her. Sarina gasped when the man pushed his cock, which was equally as large as the other man's, down and forced it into Ella's back passage.
Simultaneously, Elsa lay on her back beside Ella and welcomed a man between her spread thighs. The man entered her and held still. The final man knelt, straddling Elsa's lower legs. Similarly to the man behind Ella, this man pushed his cock down and lined it up with ass of the man on top of Elsa and brutally penetrated him.
Sarina, embarrassed to the point that she thought her face had to burst into flame, turned away. But she couldn't help looking over her shoulder at the crudely salacious events occurring behind her. Apart from quick glances she refused to acknowledge even to herself, Sarina remained staring away from the copulating figures. Two more women in collars and chains entered the bath. They took Sarina's hands and helped her out of the tub and across to a stool in the room's centre. Sarina tried to sit facing away from the couples making love on the floor, but the women gigglingly made her face towards them.
"I'm Andie. Eloise is helping me," the woman on Sarina's left said. Andie picked up a brush and began combing Sarina's long, lustrous black locks. Then, pouring some rose-scented hair oil from another clay jug, Andie worked it into Sarina's hair and combed it through it.
Simultaneously, Eloise, who stood behind Sarina, rubbed sandalwood-scented oil into every part of Sarina's divine body. Similarly to Elsa and Ella, the women were not shy about intimately touching Sarina. Fingers toyed with Sarina's breasts and nipples as others circled her clitoris or slid along her slit. As Elsa had done, Eloise's finger briefly touched Sarina's hymen before withdrawing. Neither woman probed her entrance again.
Unlike Elsa and Ella, who brought Sarina to several quick orgasms, Andie and Eloise delighted in keeping Sarina on the edge. She was always on the cusp of a climax but never able to jump over the cliff into one. Before Sarina could scream in frustration, Andie knelt and pressed her head between Sarina's unaware thighs. Confused by what was happening and believing acquiescence was the best path forward, Sarina instinctively opened her thighs to allow Andie access. She gasped when she felt Andie's tongue slide along her slit and gasped again when Andie surrounded her clitoris and sucked.
Sarina's mouth opened wide, and she screamed her release as Andie's knowing tongue battered her button and unerringly drove Sarina off her climax's peak. Sarina's torture didn't end there. Eloise moved to her front so she could lower her luscious lips onto Sarina's engorged nipples. Then, twisting and pulling one nipple viciously, Eloise battered the other breast nub with her tongue. The weird combination of pleasure and pain bucked Sarina into another screamed orgasm.
After Sarina came down, Andie and Eloise summoned four more men from the room's walls. Both women got onto their hands and knees and took a cock in either end as two more beautiful chained and collared women guided Sarina from the room. Sarina, who was still unused to walking in her shackles, stumbled often as the new women helped her up another set of marble stairs to the third level. She was embarrassed by her lack of grace compared to the six women who guided her effortlessly from place to place.
Sarina was helped into an enormous room where a roaring log fire burned in a fireplace on the right wall. They brought her to a low stool and encouraged her to sit. Then, holding hands, the women glided from the room through a door opposite the one they had entered through.
Confused, overwrought and frightened near to death, Sarina sat on the stool and wondered what on Earth was happening. She guiltily remembered killing her mother in an icy rage, something she'd fantasised about doing for more years than she would admit. Sarina also recalled her careful preparations for her suicide. Despite the absence of cuts or even scars, Sarina vividly felt her grandfather's Vietnam War army knife slicing her pale wrists open and the blood welling from the wounds.
Sarina longed for a mirror so she could see herself. Her captors insisted she'd been 'regressed to age eighteen'. But what the heck did that mean? Was her body really returned to her teenage years? How? Surely, that was impossible. Wasn't it?
"The Lady Sarina Celeste Deschanel," a deep, dark voice spoke amusedly. "Not an aristocrat but a title self-bestowed by Selena Celeste Deschanel, your mother. I would have thought the animus between you and your mother would have prevented you from using that affectation."
Sarina's head snapped around to face the newcomer. She saw another impossibly well-built man, his skin so black as to be almost purple in appearance. Tall, close to seven feet, Sarina estimated. Bald-headed, but Sarina believed it was shaven and not from hair loss. Handsome to the point of taking her breath away and enough to wet her pussy just looking at him. The gigantic black man wore a black, blue-pinstriped, three-piece suit. An open-necked snow-white collared shirt sat under the suit's waistcoat. Gold-tooled black cowboy boots adorned the man's feet. A laser pistol sat in a holster on his hip. Sarina did not think it was for show.
Sarina's mouth gaped, opening and closing like a goldfish's as her befuddled mind tried to formulate a response. One never came. Instead, the man chuckled and continued. "I am Meester Dawid--Master of Kingsholme and Defender of the Realm. One of only eighteen Knights of the Light remaining, and the oldest."
Explanations.
Sarina began to stand so she could curtsy to acknowledge Dawid's name and title courtesy. But as she did, Sarina remembered she was naked, collared, and manacled. She immediately sat back down and covered up as best she could.
"Now, now," Meester Dawid chided. "None of that. Stand tall and display yourself proudly. You have assets that are close to divine, Lady Sarina. Have pride in them and allow others to bask in your inestimable beauty."
Sarina timidly stood before sighing and forcing herself to lift her head and square her shoulders. She met Dawid's eyes and saw amusement quirk his lips. Dawid's eyes never left hers, despite her 'divine assets' now being displayed.
"Doesn't that feel better than hiding away?" Dawid asked amusedly.
It did, Sarina admitted to herself. It was almost freeing to be naked before a fully-clothed stranger, especially one as handsome and masculine as Dawid was. Despite her fear and embarrassment, Sarina was wet, and her nipples had hardened with her arousal.
Dawid chuckled and circled Sarina, walking sedately but examining her carefully. "Murder and suicide. Two of the mortal sins, correct? Meaning your soul is damned for all of eternity?"
Tears fell as Sarina nodded, acknowledging her damnation. She wasn't overly religious, but the fear of damning her soul to the flames of hell had for many years, prevented her from acting on her desire to kill her mother and then herself.
"No redemption?" Dawid queried. "No way to atone for that sin? No forgiveness for you despite the abuse your mother heaped on you from the moment you were born? I'm not sure that's a God I'd wish to worship if that were the case." Dawid circled Sarina again. "You were given assets that would make the angels weep to see them, Sarina," Dawid stated. "A body that ninety-nine out of every one hundred women would be tempted to sacrifice their first-born children for, yet you've hidden it away from human eyes for over forty-one years. That's the true sin here, Sarina--not sharing your divine assets with others."
Dawid chuckled as he completed a third sweep around the weeping woman. "Forty-one, untouched, unloved, and as pure as driven snow. Tell me, Lady Sarina. What was the point of your life? Of being born? You made nothing, contributed nothing. You made straight 'As' at one of the most prestigious public schools in the world. What did you do with that intellect, Lady Sarina? Did you use it to alleviate child hunger? To look for a cure for cancer?
"Your inheritance. Who gets your grandfather's estate now that you and your mother are dead? Some obscure relative who you've never met? Who will fritter it away in pursuit of the hedonistic? The government? They're a good choice because, of course, they're so good at spending their citizens' wealth wisely." The sarcasm dripped from Dawid's voice as he stated the last.
"What do you want from me?" Sarina wailed as she collapsed onto the floor and huddled into a ball, hiding her breasts and pussy under her curled body.
"Your redemption," Dawid said fiercely. "We're dying here, Sarina. The Marshal's forces outnumber us five to one, and as we get weaker, he gets stronger as more and more see which way the war is headed and join his army so they're on the winning side. There hasn't been a new Defender birthed in three generations. The spark that made them has somehow been lost. That spark burns in you, Sarina. You carry in you the rebirth of The Defenders of the Realm."
"You want me to become a defender?" Sarina disbelievingly asked.
Dawid chuckled. "If only it were that easy. No, Lady Sarina, I need you to birth the next Defenders. There are eighteen of us left. That's eighteen pregnancies, Sarina. Eighteen boy children to eighteen Defenders; the rebirth of The Knights of the Light. Eighteen births, one for every stab wound into your mother's heartless body"
"Oh, is that all?" Sarina muttered before surrendering to her fears and passing out.
The Following Morning.
Everything in this world is impossible, Sarina decided as she opened her eyes and looked around. Ceilings simply shouldn't be that high, nor do beds need to be this big, and mattresses, sheets and bedding can never possibly be this soft. Neither was it possible that a forty-one-year-old spinster who had never been intimately kissed would awaken pressed between the naked bodies of two bald women of such impossible beauty. Women whose hands were intimately exploring Sarina's lean, deliciously shapely body.
Lips descended onto Sarina's as others kissed and nibbled where her neck met her shoulder. Knowing fingers traced circles around her stiffened nipples as hard nipples poked lewdly into her back. A hot, wet, hairless pussy was pressed against Sarina's and she felt hers responding to that touch.
'No! It's impossible!' Sarina insisted, trying to wriggle free. In her rare erotic fantasies, it was always a man intimately touching her erogenous areas, not a woman. Her body should not respond so avidly to a woman's touch! She wasn't a deviate, after all. She wasn't a lesbian. Oh, okay, dammit! Just this once. Sarina surrendered and kissed back, her body melting into the woman before her as she arched her back, encouraging the woman behind her's explorations.
With the gap provided by Sarina's arch, one of the hands on her breasts slid lower and eased between the two mushed together pussies, finding Sarina's pleasure nub. The kisses on her shoulders turned to insistent bites and nibbles, and suddenly, the pussy mashed to hers withdrew. Lips kissed her collarbones before sliding across to her nipples. Fingers circled Sarina's clitoris as others slipped along her slit and touched her hymen. They applied slight pressure there as if testing her hymen's resistance before sliding back along her slit.
Sarina shuddered and softly squealed as her climax hit. Lips returned to hers briefly, and before she could protest, the women slid from the bed, and Sarina was alone in the room.
Sarina lay wonderingly, unaware of what she should do next. Typically, she would get out of bed and dress before heading to her bathroom to take care of the morning necessities. Those done, Sarina would brush her teeth, comb her lustrous black locks and join her mother in the dining room where servants would already have breakfast prepared and ready to serve. She'd endure her mother's scathing commentary as she ate, then return to her room where she'd brush her teeth again and read until it was time for lunch.
Lunch would be with members of or donors to one of her mother's many charities, where she was expected to be witty and charming so as to drain every possible cent from the donors. Sarina was expected to flirt and allow these rich pigs to believe they had a chance to bed her. Inevitably, her mother would invite one of the patrons to join her, and Sarina would have to endure them pawing Selena on the limo ride home. Luckily for Sarina, her mother didn't want her to use her body to elicit donations. Instead, the men were more to rub Sarina's face in her unattractiveness to men than any need to prostitute herself for donations.
Sarina had almost decided to get out of bed, only her nakedness and the unavailability of clothing options had stopped her, when the... well, there was that word again... when the impossibly-enormous door opened. A bald, nude, unbelievably handsome, muscular man, bearing a tray carrying covered dishes, walked in. He smiled at Sarina and gestured she should sit up. When she had, the man popped some table legs out from the tray and set it on the bed over her thighs.
Sarina tried to keep her breasts covered as she sat, but the weight of the covers overwhelmed her meagre strength, and she couldn't do it. Blushing embarrassedly, Sarina stopped trying and allowed the man to set the table on the bed. The man chuffed amusedly at Sarina's discomfort, revealing that his tongue had been removed. Sarina's eyes widened, and they instinctively dropped to his groin. Sarina blinked disbelievingly twice. Although the man wore the same cock ring as the ones she'd seen the previous night, he had no balls. Lacking them hadn't seemed to affect his raging, impossibly lengthy erection, though. The man chuffed amusedly again as he bowed and exited the room.
The smells emanating from the bowls on the tray ignited Sarina's hunger, and she lifted the lids to see what they held. One plate had buttered toast, another fried bacon, and a third scrambled eggs. Further bowls held peeled and sliced fruit. A mug of hot coffee sat beside a jug of fresh cream, and a final petite bowl had a handle with a carved wooden ball dipped into honey. Sweetener for the coffee, Sarina assumed.
Sarina took the plate with the buttered toast and added the eggs and bacon. Then, she dipped the ball into the honey twice before adding it to the coffee along with a thick dollop of cream. She tasted the coffee first--divine. Just the right amount of caffeine bite but covered enough by the honey not to be bitter. The bacon and eggs were similarly perfect, with the hickory smoke taste of the bacon contrasting beautifully with the eggs' softness. The white bread toast was possibly a little soft and sweet for Sarina's taste, but who would complain? Who was there to complain to? Sarina wondered bitterly.
Surprised by her hunger, Sarina ate all the toast, bacon, and eggs before diving into the peeled fruit. Most pieces were clearly the same as their Earth counterparts, but there were several pinkish-yellow pieces that Sarina had no idea what they were--kind of somewhere between a banana and a kiwi fruit. Tasty, though, and filling. She burped loudly after devouring the last piece and giggled embarrassedly.



The impossible, tongueless man returned and removed the tray. He grinned at Sarina when she refused to cover herself this time. If she were a slave, as Paolo and Petrus had indicated, and if slaves were collared and chained but otherwise naked, as she was, then she'd face that challenge with the same stoicism she'd faced all of her life.
When her tray had been removed, Sarina stepped out of bed and asked, "Bathroom?"
The man chuffed and pointed at a rope that hung beside the bed. He mimed pulling it and left the room hurriedly. Shrugging, Sarina pulled the rope. Not hearing anything, she pulled it again more firmly. "Patience, Lady Sarina," Andie giggled as she and Eloise glided into the room.
Flustered, Sarina gushed, "I'm sorry, but I didn't hear anything, and I didn't know if it had worked. I didn't mean to seem impatient." She almost pleaded, 'Please don't beat me.' But managed to stop. These two weren't her mother.
"This way, Lady Sarina," Andie smiled, taking her left elbow as Eloise took her right.
The women led Sarina through a leather-curtained doorway into a bathroom. They encouraged her to a commode where she could do her business as they prepared a bath. It was embarrassing to use the commode when there were people in the room, but Sarina's body completed its voiding despite her shame. She looked around for tissue paper to wipe with but saw none.
"We'll clean you in the bath," Andie said warmly, gesturing for Sarina to get in.
Sarina hesitatingly did so. She wasn't at all comfortable with someone cleaning her dirty bottom or pissy pussy lips, but what choice was there? However, Andie's gifted fingers exploring her breasts as Eloise kissed and nibbled her neck from behind quickly drove all extraneous thoughts from Sarina's mind. She was going to orgasm again, Sarina realised. She couldn't believe how quickly and easily these mansion women elicited climaxes from her typically recalcitrant body. In just a day, she'd gone from having barely one hastily achieved orgasm in the dead of the night once a week to more than she could easily count.
"You didn't service Meester Dawid last night, you poor thing," Andie stated sympathetically as she deftly drove Sarina towards her peak. "Your body must ache with need. Let Eloise and I fix some of that for you, although your body will continue to ache until Meester Dawid has been satisfied."
The strangeness of Andie's words didn't strike Sarina until much later. Why would her body yearn to serve anyone? That wasn't normal, was it? You met someone, felt an attraction, and then your body reacted by desiring to have sex with them, didn't it? Meester Dawid terrified Sarina, although there was a base, animalistic attraction beneath that fear. But for her body to crave him? Really? Why would that be? She didn't know him well enough to have formed an opinion about his attractiveness.
"Oh!" Sarina gasped. While she was musing, her body had responded to the women's adroit stimulation of her erogenous zones, and Sarina unawarely launched into a mind-melting, body-shaking orgasm.
While Sarina shook, her mind out to lunch somewhere, Eloise quickly cleaned her bottom and pussy, sparing the new slave the humiliation of feeling it being done. They helped Sarina onto her shaky legs and led her to a stool where they dried her. They repeated the efforts from last night--rose scented oil combed into her hair, and sandalwood scented body lotion lavished into every pore.
Satisfied their charge was as ready as she would be, Andie and Eloise helped her back to her feet and led her back to the sitting room with the large, roaring fire she'd been in the previous night when meeting Dawid. Sarina sat on the low padded stool and waited as Eloise and Andie left.
Sarina's First Redemption.
Time passed, and a door opened, allowing another naked male slave to enter. The man bowed and offered Sarina a steaming mug of black coffee. Then, he removed a bowl of cream and another of honey from a shelf on the wall by the door and offered them to Sarina. Trying not to be embarrassed in the slave's company, Sarina added two dips of honey and some cream to her mug before smiling and thanking him.
"Meester Dawid sends his apologies for the delay, Lady Sarina," the slave stated, which surprised Sarina. She'd mistakenly assumed that because the first male slave to engage with her directly had had his tongue removed, all the male slaves would be the same. Her eyes unwittingly dropped to this man's groin. His balls stood proudly under his cock ringed erection.
The man continued, "Meester Dawid was called to the northern defences last night to defend an attack from a pack of verskriklike wolwe (dire wolves). It's unusual that they have attacked this early in the winter. Typically, they only strike towards the end of winter when food is scarce. The Masters usually kill a couple of beasts for them at that time, which prevents most attacks. We have received word that they successfully drove the wolves away and are on their way back."
The slave placed his tray on a low table under the shelf and stood politely, leaning against the wall, waiting for Sarina to finish. He took her cup and returned it to his tray when she had. Then, he smiled, bowed, and left the room, standing aside to allow Meester Dawid entry when they met at the doorway.
Dawid acknowledged the slave's courtesy with a brief nod but continued to rant over his shoulder at his companions. "I want the imbecile who left that part of the northern wall unattended in chains in the forecourt by noon. If he survives his flogging, perhaps he'll remember his duties. If he doesn't, let his fate warn those following him."
Dawid shut the door and turned to Sarina. "Morning, Lady Sarina. I trust you slept well and have woken feeling recovered from yesterday?"
Shaken by Meester Dawid's earlier savagery, Sarina was shocked by his suave and civil question to her. She examined Dawid carefully, noticing the barely constrained barbarity beneath his urbane exterior for the first time. A quote from her favourite podcaster, Jordan Peterson, came to mind. "A good man is a very, very dangerous man who has it under voluntary control." She feared how well Meester Dawid had his temper under control.
However, Dawid's question demanded an answer. "I believe that I slept well, Meester Dawid," she said. "I didn't awaken until two of your slaves molested me this morning."
"Males?" Dawid asked gruffly.
"Women," Sarina quickly stated. She didn't want anyone to be in trouble for what was, in fact, a pleasurable interlude.
"Your guides and servants. Did you object to their advances?" Dawid amusedly queried.
"Well, no," Sarian embarrassedly admitted.
"You can," Dawid chuckled. "They serve you, after all."
"I thought we were all slaves?" Sarina confusedly stated.
"You are," Dawid assured her, nodding. "But then there are slaves and then there are slaves." He indicated several positions on an imaginary vertical scale. "You are here, of course," he waved the higher hand. "The others are lower. Some by not much, others by a wide margin."
"You mean I'm higher than all the other slaves?" Sarina gasped.
"For now," Meester Dawid shrugged. "However, if you are unable to redeem your sins, your fall may be precipitous."
"What must I do?" Sarina asked.
"Birth me a male child first, and then seventeen others to the remaining Masters."
"Have sex with you?" Sarina said evenly. Her palpitating heart and dampening pussy informed her she wasn't averse to the idea, but she had her dignity to maintain.
"I hope that you can come to love me so that it will not just be sex, Sarina," Dawid said softly. "But at its core, yes. We do not have the technology to impregnate you any other way."
"Electric hover vehicles, laser guns, spaceships in near planet orbit, and you can't artificially inseminate someone?" Sarina asked disbelievingly.
"Much was lost when The Defenders fell," Dawid said sadly. "No one left knows how to make any of those things, and few remain who can keep what we have working. If you cannot redeem your sins and give birth to the next generation of Defenders, then I fear all will be darkness when we lose. It's not for no reason they call Kingsholme 'the last bastion of the light'."
Sarina wanted... she wanted, sigh... wanted... something, anything, but she was too repressed... she couldn't find a way to express her needs. She felt Dawid's ache, his frustration that his world was ending and he was powerless to prevent it. Sarina could feel Dawid's raw power, but it was fettered, directionless, and had nowhere it could be directed to or at. She felt... something... there was an inkling in her mind that informed her she knew how to focus the Master's direction and set it at something. Something that seemed indefatigable, but could be beaten if only the remaining Masters could direct their vast power at the correct target or in the correct manner.
Weeping, Sarina slid off the stool onto her knees at Dawid's feet. Her hands caressed Dawid's trouser front, feeling the enormous shaft throbbing there. She gasped, knowing instinctively it was even longer than the police truncheon-like cocks she'd seen the male slaves wielding. Sarina feared trying to take it in any of her love holes, but she knew she had to try.
She unzipped him and pulled his pants down. Dawid's throbbing, 14-inch cock bounced into her view. With trembling hands, Sarina cradled Dawid's golf ball-sized testes and kissed the base of his shaft. She didn't know what she was doing despite the illicit stories she'd read under the covers late at night on her favourite erotic story sites. Those stories seemed fanciful, the women impossibly beautiful and the men unbelievably handsome and well-endowed.
Yet here she was, starring in her own lurid story with those very characters. Impossible was a word that seemed to describe this world and everything and everyone in it aptly. She suspended her disbelief and lifted herself higher so she could take Dawid's cock's head in her mouth.
Dawid hissed as the head of his cock slid between Sarina's lips. He knew that he smelled. Fighting dire wolves for most of the night wasn't without fierce physical effort, but the young woman kneeling at his feet didn't seem to mind, so he watched avidly as she attempted to give her first blowjob.
Sarina's innocence was refreshing, Dawid thought. Over the last fifty years, the women harvested from Earth had become sluttier--less demure and more sexually brazen. Often, even those found with intact hymens were not oral or anal virgins. That Sarina was a virgin in all three of her love holes excited Dawid more than he thought it should. That he was about to devirginise her first love hole excited him even more.
The first three inches of his cock slid inside Sarina's mouth. She hesitated there, and Dawid knew it was because she expected his cock to have reached her gag reflex. She'd be surprised because the standard improvements the harvesters made when they plucked women were to remove her gag reflex, open her cervical canal so she could accept cocks inside her to her womb, and to stretch the anus sphincter so it could take cocks as long and broad as Dawid's.
Not feeling any need to retch, Sarina hesitantly allowed more of the Master's cock into her mouth. She managed about half of Dawid's tremendous length before, impatient, the Master grabbed her head and forced the rest of his cock down her throat. Her airways blocked, Sarina coughed and tried to back away, but Dawid held her firmly, with his pelvis pressed against her nose, until her coughing fit passed. Then, he pulled out enough to let Sarina breathe before forcing himself back in.
Working patiently, Dawid slowly increased the speed and vigour of his thrusts until he was literally face fucking Sarina. He held the young woman's ears tightly as he ravaged her throat, his sense of decorum completely eradicated by his lust.
Sarina had no idea how she endured. Perhaps it was surviving her mother's continuous abuse that enabled Sarina to accept her ravishment, but Sarina sucked when she could, licked when possible, and hummed when she could breathe. The gluck, gluck, gluck sounds Dawid's cock made as it ravaged her throat excited Sarina, and her hand unknowingly delved between her shapely thighs and found her nubbin.
"Don't spill a drop," Meester Dawid gasped as he thrust into Sarina's throat one last time and held still, shuddering as he released a torrent of cum directly into her stomach.
Sarina gulped as Dawid's cum filled her. She didn't need to worry about spilling any because he was ejaculating directly into her belly. Sarina felt bloated when Dawid finally eased out of her mouth, and his deflating cock slid down her chin. She took the wilting shaft in her petite hands and gently kissed its tip, worshipping the first cock she'd ever touched.
Sarina's simple actions excited the Master, and blood immediately flowed back into his shaft. "Oh!" Sarina exclaimed as Dawid's cock heated and expanded in her grip. Her fingers were forced apart, and she could not put her thumb and fingers together when it was wholly erect. Sarina kissed the tip and tasted the semen pooled in Dawid's cock's eye. Eying Dawid's stupendous shaft, Sarina wondered how it ever fit down her throat. She shuddered when she imagined trying to take it inside herself, but her needs rose to meet the longing in the Master's eyes, and she lay back, pulling Dawid by his cock after her.
Sarina moaned as she positioned Dawid's enormous penis at her virgin entrance. She'd read many lurid descriptions about how painful being deflowered was, but she wanted to experience this more than she could have believed. Dawid settled onto his elbows above Sarina, and when she looked into his eyes and nodded, he pushed his hips forward, breaking through the thin membrane protecting Sarina's innocence and spearing into her wet depths.
'Barely hurt at all,' Sarina disjointedly thought as her body predictably reacted to having a cock inside it. Her back arched as she moaned, and her hips tentatively pushed up at Dawid, encouraging him to fuck her.
As he had with her throat, Dawid eased his cock into and out of Sarina gently, waiting for her body to signal she was ready for more. It took even less time than earlier before Sarina pulled Dawid into her with her legs as she thrust her hips up to meet his downward plunge.
Dawid chuckled and increased the strength and speed of his thrusts. Shortly, every powerful thrust into the young woman forced the pair to slide along the rug and gave Sarina carpet burns on her tailbone.
Sarina hit her peak and squealed as her pussy spasmed around Dawid's enormous cock. Her spasms clenched her G-spot against the Master's shaft, which drove Sarina's peak even higher. She screamed continuously as orgasm after orgasm blasted her body and shattered her mind. She was almost comatose when Dawid grunted protestingly and rammed himself to his cock's fullest depth inside her. The entire head of Dawid's cock was inside Sarina's womb, and when it squirted its load, he coated Sarina's uterus with baby batter.
The harvesters had completed their duties after they'd plucked Sarina's dying soul from Earth, and she was fertile, with an egg waiting in her fallopian tube, waiting to descend into her womb and be fertilised. Sarina's body, feeling her womb filled with sperm, released the egg. By the time the rutting couple finished, Sarina was already pregnant, though it would be some weeks before she knew it.
Dawid's cock coating her womb's walls shattered Sarina into another hefty climax, and she squealed delightedly until her air ran out, and she collapsed unconscious. Dawid started easing out of the young woman, but despite being passed out, Sarina frowned, and her legs gripped his hips, holding him in place. Dawid chuckled, and because the tightness of Sarina's pussy still inflamed him and kept his cock mostly rigid, he began stroking into the girl again.
"Good," Sarina muttered. "That feels so good. More. No, wait. I have one more hole to surrender. Please, do me in my bottom?"
Meester Dawid undoubtedly was not averse to completing all of Sarina's love hole deflorations in one sitting, but his innate chivalry demanded that he offered some token resistance. "Are you sure, Lady Sarina?" He asked concernedly. "It won't be too much for you?"
"It will be," Sarina assured him. "But do it anyway."
Dawid pulled out of Sarina long enough for her to roll over. He winced when he saw the carpet burns on her lower back but didn't mention them. The healing gels in her bath water would remove all traces when she washed next. Taking a small clay bowl from the low table beside them, Dawid coated his lengthy cock with oil before pouring some on Sarina's ass.
The Master knew the harvesters would have prepared his young lover's sphincter, but he slid a finger into Sarina's ass to ensure they had anyway. It slid in without any protest from Sarina, and so did a second and third digit. Satisfied she was ready, Dawid lined his thickly girthed cock with Sarina's rosebud and gently but relentlessly forced it into her until his pelvis rested against her heart-shaped bottom.
"Gaaaaawwwwwwwdddd," Sarina groaned. "That's intense."
'Yes, it was,' Dawid silently agreed. But he waited for the squirming woman beneath him to push her ass back before he started to thrust. It wasn't long before Sarina's whimpers changed to pants, and she tentatively thrust her bottom up at her Master's hips. Dawid chuckled before pulling back and pushing forward again.
"Intense," Sarina protested despite slamming her divinely-shaped ass up at Dawid's descending cock. "Different and oh so intense. I like it, though. Fuck me, Meester Dawid. Fuck me hard."
Dawid grinned happily although he denied Sarina's wish. Her sphincter hadn't released yet and it still gripped his cock almost painfully. The Master pulled back before reinserting himself. Sarina's ass fluttered around his entering penis before relaxing and welcoming him home. Moving his hand to the young woman's hip, Dawid balanced there as he used the leverage to lift himself off her. Then, he dug his fingers into her skin and pulled her back. Simultaneously, the Master slammed his hips downward, filling Sarina's rear fuck hole to the maximum.
"Do me!" Sarina demanded, her breath ragged and out of control. "Do me, Meester Dawid. Do me like I'm a slut!" Sarina had no idea where her words came from. She supposed that her addled mind had dredged them from a story she'd read, but she liked how the sounded in her mouth, so she yelled, "Fuck me, Dawid! Fuck your whore like the dirty fucking slut she is!" More undefined words that Sarina only unawarely knew.
The words had the required effect on the Master, though. He grunted with surprise and thrashed his hips into the writhing young woman under him. Four more times, he pulled all but the tip of his lengthy dick out of his devirginised lover before ramming it home with an audible thump. After the fourth brutal penetration, Sarina squealed as another gigantic climax blasted her bones to splinters.
Feeling his lover cum and hearing her squeals launched Dawid into his orgasm, and he grunted vociferously as his thick seed splashed into Sarina's colon. He continued pumping until his cock had wilted and folded, plopping out of Sarina's ravished bottom. The Master staggered to his feet and stumbled to a rope pull.
Ella and Elsa entered immediately, gathered Sarina from the floor, and whisked her away to the bathroom. They helped her into the sunken tub and massaged her muscles, releasing their pent-up tension. Knowing hands rubbed the healing gel-infused water into the carpet burn on Sarina's tailbone while skilful hands distracted her from the pain by stimulating her nipples and clitoris. Sarina's overwrought mind crashed her into another orgasm as the two slaves serviced her needs, and her eyes fluttered as she fell asleep.



The second sun streaming through her room's wooden blinds woke Sarina from a peaceful sleep. Mercifully, she was alone. Mercifully, because Sarina didn't think she would cope with further sexual stimulation when her warped mind was still struggling to come to terms with her recent activities. Somehow, after her suicide, Sarina had gone from a virgin who had never been kissed sexually to having sex with six separate women and having surrendered all three virginities to a handsome black man.
Not that Sarina was even remotely racist. It was just that her mother's small circle of friends, who were also Sarina's only acquaintances, didn't include anyone of colour. Therefore, Sarina's fantasies centred on the men she found attractive within that small circle.
Sarina observed the massive... what on Earth... off Earth, Sarina giggled... was it called? It appeared to be a broad carpet suspended between two wooden booms. As Sarina watched, the right-hand boom closed until it was against the left-hand one. Then, it opened, stirring the air beneath it. Even given the afternoon's heat, the boom fan (?) kept Sarina's room surprisingly cool. Not seeing any pressing need to rise, Sarina closed her eyes and drifted back to sleep.
John Tong Centre, Mortuary, QE II Hospital, Coopers Plains, Brisbane, Queensland, Australia.
Spencer Carlisle, Brisbane's chief coroner, looked disbelievingly at Selena Deschanel's body. He rechecked his notes before referring to the official report again. Both informed Spencer that Selena had eighteen stab wounds, but now he could count only seventeen, which was clearly impossible. Dead people's wounds didn't heal, let alone disappear! Checking the photos, Spencer re-examined where the wound had been before sighing and picking up a scalpel.
"Incising a cut through Selena Deschanel's left upper chest above the wound labelled eighteen on my report, to check for interior damage," Spencer informed his recorder. He was not surprised when his incision found no subcutaneous wound either. "Although it is impossible," Spencer continued. "It appears that the wound labelled number eighteen on Selena Celeste Deschanel's initial autopsy has disappeared. I have checked the photographs and re-read my preliminary report. The wound was photographed and recorded, but it is no longer evident. The meaning is unsure at this time."
Nine Months Later.
"Push!" Andie demanded as Sarina panted and groaned. "Stop being a damned pussy and push!" Andie shouted.
"ARRRRRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!!" Sarina screamed as she bore down and forced the crowning baby from her vagina. The boy child exited Saina's body with a slippery rush and was deftly caught by the midwife. She immediately showed the child to Meester Dawid before placing it on Sarina's stomach. She tied off and cut the umbilical cord before picking the baby up by its ankles and swatting its bottom.
The baby objected with a loud, healthy squall, and the midwife chuckled happily. "A healthy baby boy, Meester Dawid. I'll take him to clean him up and weigh and measure him shortly, but I'm guessing ten to twelve pounds and more than twenty inches.
The midwife massaged Sarina's abdomen until, with another slippery squelch, she delivered the placenta. The midwife cut a small portion off and offered it to Dawid. Dawid took a small bite before handing the piece to Sarina. Sarina had been warned this ritual was important to The Defenders, so she suppressed her revulsion and took a similarly tiny bite, chewed and swallowed. The remainder was handed to Dawid's second-in-command, Meester Guān, who took a bite and passed it to the other Masters. The last tiny piece was returned to Dawid, who chewed it and swallowed, completing the ritual.
Dawid dipped his thumb into the placenta's blood and drew a star on the baby's forehead. "Welcome home, Meester Thaddeus, firstborn of the new Defenders," he intoned. "Welcome to Kingsholme, ancestral bastion of the Knights of the Light."
"Welcome home, Meester Thaddeus," the seventeen other Knights repeated. "Welcome to Kingsholme."
Laughing, joking, and in high spirits, the Defenders marched from the room and walked to the banquet hall to celebrate, eat, drink, get drunk, and forget the encroaching darkness for a time.
The midwife rolled her eyes, amused by their actions. She took the squalling baby from the room to bathe, weigh, and measure it before returning it and placing it against Sarina's breast. The baby's cries had already brought Sarina's colostrum down, and the child latched onto her nipple unerringly and began feeding.
"He's beautiful," Sarina gushed, looking at her two handmaidens, who were also her closest friends and the best lovers she'd ever had. Although the last designation didn't amount to much, given that Sarina's lovers amounted to Dawid and her six fellow female slaves.
"He sure is," Andie and Eloise gushed simultaneously. The two women were native to this planet, Aetheria, and like most of its female inhabitants, they were sterile. Helping Sarina to raise Thaddeus would be as close as they got to being mothers, and they both itched to snatch the baby from Sarina's arms and coddle him.
There was a sadness in the three women, though. They had the child, Thaddeus, for less than a year. Male children on this planet grew swiftly, and within a year, the child would walk, talk, and be on solid food. At that point, The Guardians would take Thaddeus and begin training him to become a Defender of the Realm, and eventually, a Knight of the Light, but only if The Guardians deemed him worthy.
Similarly, Sarina's relationship with Dawid would change. Already, she felt differently towards the eldest of the defenders, their nominal leader. However, the Defenders were primarily independent entities who shared a common goal and enemy but weren't answerable to anything or anyone but their service to The Light. Dawid was her first real love and the father to her first child, but he wasn't to be hers 'til death do us part'. Instead, he was part of her journey to redemption.
A part of Sarina's awareness already knew the next step on her path. Her pulse had jumped, and her face warmed when Dawid passed the placenta piece to his second-in-command, Meester Guān. Guān would be hers next, although her place in the mansion would remain unchanged.
However, that was the future, and Sarina had every intention of enjoying every moment with her newborn child and the time she still had as Dawid's alpha slave. The sex they had together since their first night had seamlessly merged into making love, just as Dawid had predicted.
No matter the future, Dawid was Sarina's first, and she would love him forever. When her body told her the time was right, her love for Dawid would morph into a platonic love that spouses who had parted amicably felt for their exes, mostly so they could retain a stable front for their children. Meester Guān would then become the object of her 'eros love'--the object of her physical desire.
Andie had carefully explained that the change was inevitable, so although she'd be sad to an extent, Sarina would roll with the punches and accept the change stoically. The very ability that had allowed her to survive forty-one years of her mother's abuse before she snapped would enable her to survive this, too.
Six Months Post Birth.
The months passed in their typically stately manner, and the child grew to be a joy to everyone in the Mansion. Thaddeus, the first child born in the manor for nearly thirty years, was a loud, gregarious, rambunctious child who laughed readily and generally caused mayhem wherever he went. By six months, Thaddeus was crawling and getting into trouble. Sarina would capture him and roll him onto his back to remove his soiled nappy. But the moment she turned her eyes away to dispose of the nappy, Thaddeus would roll onto his hands and be off, laughing his head off as he scooted away from his mother as quickly as possible.
Andie and Eloise were Sarina's constant companions during this time, although Dawid had brought his aged mother to the Mansion to help. None of the women born on Aetheria in the last thirty years had birthed children, so none there had experience raising a child. Dawid's mother, Andrea, had given birth to Dawid only weeks after The Marshal's first attack, so she was one of the few women left who had experienced raising children. Andrea's steady presence and advice were invaluable to the new mother and her attendants.
Aetheria's population numbers were crashing because only the women harvested from the various worlds and their children were fertile. Whatever weapon The Marshal had used to attack the Defenders and bring down their bastions had rendered all women on Aetheria infertile whilst leaving the men's potency unchanged. Although the situation was dire, because Aetherians lived so long, it wasn't catastrophic yet. However, if The Marshal followed through on his latest threat and unleashed his weapon again and rendered even the harvested women infertile, the situation would become untenable.
Sarina, a keen student of Earth's history and her many wars during her years at Ipswich High School, had the inkling of an idea about how to take the war to The Marshal. Unfortunately, the reticence ingrained in her since birth by her overbearing mother prevented her from presenting her ideas to Dawid. She thought the Defenders were too passive and needed to take the war to The Marshal's base.
She'd listened as Meester Dawid raged while he poured over the maps of the region he commanded about The Marshal being a ghost, impossible to follow or predict where he'd strike next. But Sarina, who had learned a thing or two about supply lines, thought if the numbers he allegedly attacked with were accurate, then he needed supplies constantly ferried along those lines to his troops because the villages weren't large enough to supply them.
Sarina believed she saw a pattern in the attacks; the towns and villages The Marshal attacked appeared to be no more than a three-day wagon ride from the previous. That knowledge should make the next target apparent; it would be a village within a three-day wagon journey of one of the towns The Marshal had already conquered.
Nine Months Post Birth.
When Thaddeus was around nine months old, he found his feet, and the frustrating crawling-away races became chasing a laughing toddler who had almost more speed than his mother. One beautifully sunny day, Sarina chased Thaddeus as he ran off, carrying the shirt he so hated wearing. He stumbled into the Master's war room where Dawid, Guān and the others were frustratedly discussing strategy. The Marshal had raided three more villages, two successfully, with only the late intervention by Paolo's troops saving the third, although that village was left almost entirely in ruins.
Dawid absently picked up his son and sat him on his hip, where Thaddeus gurgled happily. Sarina moved to stand beside Dawid's other hip, where she smiled apologetically. "Where is the bad man going to strike next?" Dawid asked the child.
"Bad man!" Thaddeus said, frowning and waving his hands. "Bad man don't like light. Only attack when dark."
The Masters gaped, realising the child was right and wondering how they'd missed that. They turned their attention to the map, but even armed with the new information, they still argued where The Marshal would attack next. Guān pointed out that The Marshal was slowly encircling Kingsholme, so he believed his next target would be the lakeside village of Yelapa, about a five-day ride south of Kingsholme and around six days from Cuetzalan, the town he'd failed to take the previous week.
Sarina unobtrusively studied the map and the cities highlighted with a red flag that indicated they were in The Marshal's control versus the green-flagged ones that were either neutral or guarded by the Defenders. Sarina closed her eyes and let her theories play out in her mind. Her hand stretched across the map and touched a green flag. "Here," she stated confidently. "He'll strike here next."
Guān chuckled, "So says the Earth woman who rarely ventured from her house."
"Why Mazunte?" Dawid asked politely.
"It fits the pattern," Sarina said defensively, wishing she'd remained silent. "Yelapa is too far from The Marshal's supply lines. It may have been next if his raid on Cuetzalan had succeeded, although I still think it's too far away even then. Mazunte is the only village less than a three-day wagon journey from his last victory, Playa Zipolite. That ensures his supply line is safe and he can restock with supplies from his established storage areas."
"Explain," Dawid asked as he studied the map using the information Sarina had suggested.
"I studied the many wars Earth had through its history," Sarina explained as her face burned with embarrassment. "The biggest problem for any defending army is ensuring food and water supplies during a siege. Kingsholme has three separate springs, each independent of the others, and therefore, almost impossible to poison. We have years of dried and cured meat as well as acres of frozen beef. Fruit, grains, and vegetables are all grown inside Kingsholme's walls. Therefore, its food and water supplies are guaranteed for years. Logically, it will be the last bastion The Marshal will attack; consequently, he's not trying to cut off your supplies because you don't need them."
"What other reason would he have?" Guān queried.
"First would be to ensure no supporters can make it through to you, nor any refugees, making them entirely dependent on The Marshal's largesse to survive. Second would be to guarantee his supplies can't be easily interdicted."
"Supporters?" Guān asked.
"Were their garrisons in the towns and villages The Marshal raided?" Sarina queried. Dawid nodded. "Were they all killed or captured?"
"No," Guān admitted, grudgingly realising that Sarina might know what she was talking about.
"Those supporters," Sarina stated.
"Why would The Marshal only attack villages less than three days away from his previous conquest?" Dawid asked.
"Similar to a defender's main problem is the attacking army's--adequate supplies. An army marches on its stomach, and the quickest way to destroy morale and have your soldiers melt away during the night is to let them go hungry and/or thirsty. The swiftest method to ensuring your soldiers disobey orders and start raiding villagers' homes is to leave them poorly fed and lacking basic supplies. The fastest way to stall your advance is to not provide your men with adequate ammunition, armaments, and replacement personnel for the men they've lost."
"Explain?" Dawid repeated as his fingers followed The Marshal's path. He immediately saw Sarina's point. Every new raid was less than a three-day wagon journey from one of the others.
"I believe The Marshal raids a village but leaves most of the villagers' crops and stored food untouched. My guess is that he pays top rates for the excess food above what the villagers need to survive because that instantly gains the villagers' respect and trust. The Marshal will build a garrison within the town and defences around it.
"Next, The Marshal's men will institute a strict law-and-order program. Petty crime will become almost non-existent and major crime like rape, murder and aggravated assault will be dealt with by summary justice, i.e., the perpetrator will be shot or hung immediately their guilt is established. The Marshal's soldiers will be held to an even higher standard than the townspeople. Any indiscretion would be punished publicly and immediately to show his men aren't above justice.
"Then, he turns the village into a garrison and a supply depot and brings his supplies and soldiers by wagon train from back where they're grown and trained. Each town only has to return three days to pick up their supplies, and once he has his latest conquest fully stocked and manned, he looks for a new target--one which is a maximum of a three-day wagon ride from a village or town he already controls."
"How do we stop him?" Dawid asked, curious if Sarina had an answer for that vexing problem, too.
"Disrupt his supply lines," Sarina immediately responded. "Isolate his furthest men and force them to consume the villagers' crops and livestock." Sarina grinned ferally before adding, "Throughout history, starving plebes and serfs have been known to rise up violently and overthrow their masters."
"Collapsing The Marshal's gains back in on himself and making him retake each freed village," Dawid mused. His hands moved further back. "If we can destroy some of these villages further back, it will delay how quickly The Marshal can reinforce his outposts, giving us the chance to free even more townships."
Shocked, Guān protested, "That would mean killing the villagers in them. We cannot do that!"
"What happens when Kingsholme falls, as seems inevitable now?" Meester Andreas, one of the Masters Sarina only knew by name, asked. "What of those villagers when the darkness takes all? Will The Marshal's largesse extend even then?"
The Masters stared at each other meaningfully. Although refugees from the Marshal's home city of San Sebastián were rare, the stories they told of the perpetual darkness and the monsters that roamed within that city were enough to terrify even seasoned soldiers like the Masters' men.
"If it must be done, then it will be done," Meester Guān muttered. "We do not have to like it, and I pray to The Light that it does not turn away from us when we do this deed."
Thaddeus, who decided sitting on his father's hip was boring, decided to make himself known. He wailed and reached across Dawid for Sarina. Although he was mostly weaned, Thaddeus still occasionally demanded to be breastfed. Sarina took the child from Dawid and hurried from the room.
The Masters were uncomfortable if she breastfed Thaddeus in their company, so Sarina headed for the sitting room with the enormous log fire. Despite the twin suns overhead, Aetheria was surprisingly cold at night. Winter was drawing to a close, but the overnight temperatures were still below freezing even though the daytime ones were in the high thirties Celsius (90s F).
Eloise and Andie were waiting for Sarina, and they scooped Thaddeus from her arms and quickly changed him before placing him in her lap and making a light repast for their Mistress to eat.
After mother and son had eaten, Andie gathered Thaddeus and took him away for his afternoon nap. She and Eloise held hands as they left. They passed Elsa and Ella in the doorway, who helped Sarina to her feet and took her to the communal bath on the lower floor. Following their typical procedure, the two beautiful bald women washed Sarina and brought her to several orgasms using their gifted fingers and tongues.
Satisfied she was clean, Elsa and Ella guided Sarina to a low stool where they carefully dried her. Elsa brushed Sarina's luscious black hair before infusing it with vanilla hair oil. Simultaneously, Ella rubbed cinnamon-scented moisturiser into Sarina's skin. Sarina was confused by the change to her usual scents, but she allowed Ella and Elsa to complete their tasks.
Elsa and Ella smiled at Sarina before exiting the sunken pool and summoning four male slaves. As with the first night when Sarina joined the Mansion, Ella soon had cocks resembling police batons in both her nether love holes while Elsa's man was viciously buggered by another man as he fucked her.
The two other slaves Sarina was intimate with took her hands next. After more than a year, her third paired lovers still hadn't introduced themselves or even talked to her. The only times Sarina saw them was after she left the communal pool and when they joined her in bed overnight.



Sarina was led back to the sitting room, where she was encouraged to sit on the low stool. The pair had no sooner left the room when Guān entered through another door. He strode over to Sarina and took her hand. Bowing over it, Guān kissed its back before stepping away.
As she had on her first night in the Mansion, Sarina felt her sexual desire rise and warm her pussy. She'd believed she was Dawid's until the Guardians took Thaddeus away, but that didn't seem to be the case.
"It's too soon for us to be together, Lady Sarina," Guān said in his smooth, cultured way. "I won't come for you until Thaddeus leaves with the Guardians." This confirmed Sarina's belief, but she wondered why she was here and scented as she was if she wasn't to be Guān's now. He continued, "I wanted to take an afternoon to meet and get to know you. Unlike the Eldest, I am not at all familiar with conversing with and relating to a woman." Guān blushed but gamely continued, "I'm not a virgin, and I believe I will be able to service you adequately, but I wanted you not to be disappointed on our joining day."
"I won't be," Sarina said warmly, holding out her hand. "I do not know the rules, Meester Guān. What are we allowed to do together today?" she asked while surreptitiously examining the handsome oriental-looking man. Sarina surmised Guān would be Chinese or perhaps Korean if he'd been born on Earth. The twin suns on Aetheria had burned his skin darker than his Earth counterparts were, but otherwise, Guān would merge into either of those societies seamlessly if he desired.
Blushing even more fetchingly, in Sarina's eyes at least, Guān replied, "Chaste kisses only, Lady Sarina. Thaddeus is growing much faster than is typical, but it will likely still be some time before he no longer needs his mother, and he releases his hold on you and Dawid. When the Guardians claim him, Dawid will release his hold on you, and I hope your heart will turn my way."
"I have a choice?" Sarina asked, surprised.
"Of course," Guān stated, equally surprised that Sarina didn't know she did. "If you find me unsuitable as a father for your child, you may choose any of the other Masters or decide to refuse us all. Of course, your redemption lies only through providing eighteen lives to match the eighteen stab wounds you inflicted upon your mother. If you refuse us all, you become just another slave, similar to your friends Ella, Elsa, Eloise, and Andie and your privileged position as the Mansion's alpha slave is lost."
"Will I be cast out?" Sarina asked fearfully.
"Only if you refuse to mate with anyone," Guān explained. "If you choose not to have children, you will be taken back to Bernal and sold in the slave markets."
"Guān, I-I..." Sarina stalled, unable to express what her body still, to her mind, shamefully felt. She desired the man standing before her. Guān was almost as tall as Dawid, but he was whippet-thin compared to her current Master's staunchness. Sarina's nipples throbbed, and her clitoris ached. She wanted the Master to take her much as Dawid had after she'd given him a blowjob. She tried again, "Guān, I believe you will be a fantastic father to our baby."
Guān smiled happily before kneeling beside Sarina. He touched her face longingly, and Sarina matched his smile and tilted her head slightly. Guān took her hint and pressed his lips softly against hers. Guān's hands, as their kiss deepened, instinctively cupped Sarina's lushly full breasts, his thumbs sure on her extended nipples. Sarina moaned and placed her hand on Guān's trouser front. She estimated his length equalled Dawid's, but he was likely less thickly girthed than the Eldest.
Guān's hips jerked under Sarina's touch, but he groaned and reluctantly broke their kiss. "You are mine the next time we meet, sweet Sarina," Guān growled before hurriedly exiting the room.
Ella and Elsa rejoined Sarina. Elsa giggled before saying, "Andie's about to receive a vigorous workout." They took Sarina to her bathroom, where they washed the vanilla oil from her hair and the cinnamon smell from her skin before returning her to Dawid's preferred rose and sandalwood scent.
"I take it that Andie is Guān's favourite?" Sarina asked, slightly miffed that her friend and lover would get what she longed for.
"Yes," Elsa confirmed. "Guān rarely fucks anyone else, although Andie confessed that he often yells your name when he cums."
"That has to hurt," Sarina stated, though she was secretly pleased and proud.
"Not really," Ella shrugged. "Andie prefers women, so she really couldn't care what Guān does."
The women returned to the sitting room and sat before the fire. They played a game her friends called stones, but Sarina knew it as Chinese checkers. As they typically did, Sarina's strategies quickly overwhelmed her friends, but she was happy to read and wait to see who finished second.
A male slave brought dinner after the second sun had set. The friends ate as they started another game, which Sarina also won easily. A third game between Elsa and Ella only was played as Sarina explained strategy. Ella adapted to Sarina's advice better, which allowed her to win the third game, reversing the previous two results.
Sarina was about to suggest they retire when the door opened, and Dawid strode in. He acknowledged Ella and Elsa, picked Sarina up and threw her over his shoulder, smacked her shapely rear, and carried her to her bed. Dawid was typically loving when he took Sarina, but tonight, he was like an animal. He fucked her throat mercilessly, her pussy powerfully, and her ass viciously. Sarina didn't mind and surrendered herself to her Master's ravishment.
She peaked when Dawid squeezed her nipples and came down her throat, climaxed many times as he ravaged her vagina, and several times as he pounded her ass. By the time the Master rolled off her, Sarina leaked semen from every hole, and she was barely more than a limp, soaking pile of woman flesh lying on the bed. Dawid picked Sarina up and lay her on his enormous chest, and the slow thump of his powerful heart followed her into an exhausted sleep.
Her Master's enormous cock throbbing against her perineum awoke Sarina the following morning. Dawid appeared to be still asleep, so Sarina lifted herself and positioned Dawid's throbbing cock at her entrance. Then, biting her bottom lip to prevent crying out, Sarina lowered herself until she'd engulfed her Master's cock. She could feel Dawid's penis bulging her stomach as she writhed in his lap, squeezing the broad shaft with her pussy muscles.
Dawid's black eyes opened, and he smiled lovingly at the mother of his child--the first new Defender born in nearly a century. He gripped Sarina's hips and rolled on top of her, kissing her tenderly and stroking her hair. They made slow, passionate love as the dawn rose around them. Although their shared climax was soft, the loving pair felt it profoundly in their souls. It was an end, and although they'd continue to be friends and love each other deeply, they'd never make love again.
"The Guardians took Thaddeus last night," Dawid said softly. "They say he's ready for training, and forcing him to wait will only stunt his development. Guardian Markus believes he will be a Knight to match Lancelot. I will travel with the Guardians and our son to the training compound to ensure their safety. Tonight, Meester Guān will claim you. You are and will always be my first and only love, Sarina. If the harvesters find another woman with the spark in them to create Defenders and possibly Knights, I will do my duty and claim her, but she will not be you."
"It ends, just like that?" Sarina asked sadly as tears fell from her eyes. "They take our son, and you hand me to another? Just like that?"
"Yes," Meester Dawid replied. "So it was, so it is, so it will always be. The line of the Defenders must not fail, lest all else be lost."
"Duty," Sarina wept.
"Duty," Dawid confirmed.
"Leave me," Sarina commanded, relaxing her legs and letting Dawid get up.
Dawid stood, dressed, and faced Sarina. "My Lady Sarina," he stated before nodding and striding from the room.

End of Part 1.
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Trigger Warning: There are two minor homosexual acts between the two main teenage male characters in this chapter. If that bothers you, read no further.
Stuart Styles.
"Ahhh," Stuart moaned as Zoe slid down his sturdy pole and engulfed it in her hot, wet pussy. Stuart hadn't been with anyone since his night with Zoe. Heck, he barely believed he'd lost his virginity to his seventeen-year-old babysitter, let alone be brave enough to try seducing another girl. Stuart, who knew he wasn't tall, handsome, athletic, or academically gifted, wondered why the school's hottest chick, in the eyes of most of his friends at least, had seduced him and taken his virginity. Yet here she was in his bedroom again, riding his solid, approximately 6-inch cock like he was the school's stud. Not that he was complaining.
Zoe suspected that Stuart had only used his hand for relief since she'd last babysat for his mother, Wendy, so she knew the young man wouldn't last long. Her friend Willow had been making out with Stuart at school, but they hadn't gotten beyond kissing and some light petting. Willow, who believed Stuart's only sexual encounter had been with Zoe, wanted to do more than make out with the young man. But Zoe had said she wanted to spend another night training him before she'd let him loose on hers and Willow's friends. So, Willow taught Stuart how to kiss and play with her breasts in a way she enjoyed, but didn't allow anything more.
"Cum in me, baby," Zoe demanded once she'd seated Stuart's cock as deeply in her pussy as possible. She knew the eighteen-year-old was about to, so permitting him to do what he would do anyway would alleviate the shame of cumming too soon.
"Gawd!" Stuart groaned as his prostate cramped, and he filled his babysitter's tight pussy.
"Your cock cumming in me feels so good, Stuart," Zoe panted. "Keep fucking me, okay. Keep thrusting up to meet me, and you'll be good to go again shortly."
"Uh-huh," Stuart moaned. But he hadn't done what Zoe had asked, and instead of edging himself when he masturbated, Stuart got himself off as swiftly as possible. He was paying the price for his disobedience now because he was already struggling to hold back another orgasm.
Zoe realised he was, and although she knew Stuart would recharge again quickly, his refusal to follow instructions couldn't go unpunished. Zoe clenched her extremely tight pussy around Stuart's throbbing shaft and rode him hard. Unable to resist her wetness and tightness, Stuart groaned protestingly as he unloaded into Zoe again.
Pretending to be disappointed, Zoe huffed and rolled off Stuart onto her back. She lifted and parted her shapely legs and grumped, "You came in me twice without getting me off. Get your mouth and tongue in there to finish me off."
Stuart looked at Zoe disbelievingly before his eyes lowered to her cum-messy pussy. His thick seed oozed from Zoe's vulva and down her ass crack. He shuddered before saying, "You're kidding, right?"
"Nup," Zoe replied, her eyes narrowing. "Get to it."
"But you're full of my cum," Stuart protested.
Zoe swung her legs out of bed and stood up. She stepped across to her clothes and began dressing. "So, Stuart Styles, you're just a taker, huh? Take what you want, and who cares what the woman wants? You're a user, Stuart. I detest users, and I certainly don't fuck them. You blew it, Mister. I'm telling Willow to write you off the list, too."
Zoe had her bra on and done up and was pulling her panties up when Stuart spoke again. "If I hadn't cum first and your pussy was sore, would you suck me off?" He challenged.
"I had your cock in my mouth after it had been in my pussy several times when I was over last," Zoe said evenly as she reached for her jeans. "Of course, I look after my lover until they're satisfied and can't go again. If we were having a threesome, I'd even help you out by eating your cum out of the other girl's pussy until she had an orgasm."
"Zoe, wait," Stuart pleaded. "Please don't go."
"I don't fuck users and takers, Stuart," Zoe reiterated, but she didn't pull her jeans on and waited for his response instead. Stuart hesitated, still unwilling to use his tongue on Zoe while her pussy was full of and covered with his semen. Zoe shrugged and pushed her foot inside her pant leg.
"Wait!" Stuart said urgently. He knew if he didn't staunch-up and fix this, his one experience with Zoe would be his only sexual encounter until lawd knew when, especially if Zoe and Willow put him on the shit list. Stuart had heard rumours about a couple of boys who had apparently fallen afoul of either Willow or Zoe and now couldn't get a girl to talk with them, let alone date them. He took a deep breath, "Come back to bed, please, Zoe. Let me make this up to you."
Zoe hid her smile because there was no need to rub Stuart's nose in his capitulation. "Final chance," she humphed before dropping her jeans and removing her bra and panties. Zoe got back on the bed and lifted her knees.
Stuart gulped as he saw the mess between her legs hadn't miraculously disappeared, but he lowered his head and tentatively touched his tongue to Zoe's clitoris. Zoe's appreciative moan encouraged the young man to flatten his tongue and bathe her love button. 'It's not so bad,' Stuart admitted to himself as he gathered his courage to lick along her slit to her entrance. Stuart suppressed his vomit instinct and tasted Zoe's drooling vulva. He quickly realised that the more turned on Zoe became, the more her fluids took over his, and the better her pussy tasted. Stuart jammed his tongue into Zoe as deeply as possible, eager to get her juices flowing and wash his away.
"That's so good, baby," Zoe moaned as she stroked Stuart's hair, encouraging him on. "I'm almost there, Stuart. Play with my nipples, please. When I tell you to squeeze them like hell, okay?" Stuart nodded and increased his attack on Zoe's pussy, remembering to switch his attention to her clitoris occasionally. On his third journey to Zoe's button, Zoe held Stuart's head tightly against her nub and moaned, "Now, Stuart, now!"
Stuart, whose fingers had been stroking Zoe's nipples lightly, gripped them between his fists and thumbs and twisted them mercilessly. Unlike he'd feared, instead of protesting, Zoe squealed and orgasmed on his tongue, flooding his chin with her juices. Pleased with himself, Stuart moved higher and daringly inserted his cock back into Zoe's pussy.
"Would you like to be rewarded for pleasuring me?" Zoe purred. Stuart, who thought he already was being, nodded eagerly. Zoe pushed on his chest, and Stuart, disappointed, thought she would blow him again. But, instead, Zoe raised her divinely shaped ass off the bed and dared, "Spit on my ring for lubrication and then fuck my ass?"
'Oh, shit!' Stuart thought. 'Really? You want me to do that?' Zoe's legs were together, and she held her muscular ass cheeks apart, so Stuart straddled her knees and bent over. He spat between Zoe's cheeks and then shifted so he could position himself at her rear entrance.
Zoe took his cock in his hands and helped him to insert his tip into her ass. "Push," she demanded, and Stuart obeyed. He felt the resistance of Zoe's knot, but Zoe pushed back to meet him, and his cock popped through it, and he glided into her tight, warm, no-no hole.
'OMG!' Stuart thought excitedly. 'I've fucked and cum in Zoe's mouth and pussy, and now I'm about to cum in her ass! The guys at school are never going to believe me!' "What do I do to help you get there?" Stuart groaned as Zoe's colon gripped his throbbing cock.
"Don't cum until you hear me orgasm," Zoe puffed as she played with her clitoris. "It would be easy for you if you'd practised edging like I told you to!"
Stuart groaned and tried what he'd heard his classmate, Brett, describe. Stuart picked a number and started doubling it in his head. '13, 26, 52, 104, ahh ffffuuccck, 208, 416, ahh, hold on, fuck you, umm, where was I? 832, is she there? Close by the sounds of it. Ffffuuuuckkkk. Umm, 1668. Is she there? Gawd, I can't. Shhhhhiiittttttt, umm, 3336, does that sound right? OMG, this is sooooo hard. I have to try that edging shit Zoe told me about. Where was I? 3336, right? Ummm, 6672.' Stuart was almost at his tether's end when Zoe shuddered, squealed into her pillow, and shoved her ass up at Stuart's next thrust. 'Made it!' Stuart thought triumphantly as his cock exploded inside Zoe's ass.
Zoe pushed up and wriggled onto her side as Stuart slid off her. She threw her arms around the youngster and kissed him warmly. "You did well, baby. We need to get cleaned up, and I need to check on the others. I was a bit loud there at one stage and might have woken them up."
Remembering the previous time, Stuart opened his windows and gathered his sheets, putting them in the washing machine. He got fresh bedding from the linen cupboard and remade his bed while Zoe showered. He watched her dress when he returned, regretting that their time together was already over.
Feeling her young lover's eyes on her, Zoe grinned and threw her towel at him. "Go wash your dick, Muppet. It's been up my ass!"
Stuart chuckled and left to shower. He returned and got into bed. He lay on his back, recalling the evening as he idly tugged his dick. Stuart had learned two important lessons: If he didn't want to eat his cum out of his lover's pussy, ensure he took care of her before getting his. And: Tossing off as quickly as possible was a sure way to be unable to take care of your lover's needs before you lost your lollies into her.
Wendy Styles.
"Fuck you and your needle dick!" Wendy screamed as she jumped out of the still-rolling car and stormed inside. At the door, she turned and yelled, "Don't call me asshole. I'll call you the next time I need to sew a button back on!"
"That went well, I take it?" Zoe said facetiously after Wendy entered and slammed the door shut.
"Why can't I find a decent man?" Wendy despaired as tears flowed down her cheeks.
'Stop picking them up in pubs and clubs and fucking them on the first date,' Zoe thought. 'Doing that was alright as a bit of a scratch for a hot pussy, but for a life partner? Yeah. Good luck!' She didn't say that, of course. Instead, she hugged the tubby late-thirties woman and soothingly said, "He's out there wondering why he can't find a good woman. Don't worry. You'll find each other." Zoe could feel the heat from Wendy's pussy against her lower belly and her stiffened nipples against her upper chest. Wendy had obviously gone out on her date expecting to get laid, and her body still held that need and anticipation.
"I need a drink," Wendy muttered before releasing her young babysitter. Zoe felt intensely good in her arms, and Wendy once again toyed with the idea of switching sides and batting for the other team. She remembered the sweet kisses she and her childhood friend shared and how hot they made her. She wondered if they shouldn't have explored together more. However, Barbara, her friend, had been happily married for many years, so perhaps it was better they hadn't. "Do you want one?" Wendy asked, showing Zoe the vodka bottle.
"Are you driving me home?" Zoe asked. "Or do I need to call Dad?"
"Shit!" Wendy said. Then, with her heart pounding fit to burst, she dared, "We could share a few drinks, and you could stay the night?"
Zoe examined Stuart's mother calculatingly before saying, "And what will your children say when they catch me in your bed in the morning?"
"Well, they won't think their mother's a lesbian," Wendy chuckled bitterly. "Not with how many men I've gone out with and brought home."
'Every one of which endangers your daughter,' Zoe thought angrily. But it wasn't hers to mention, so she let it slide. It was a simple question: Did she find Wendy attractive enough to add her to the mothers of her lovers that she'd perverted? Zoe refused to have anything to do with the fathers because she wouldn't be the reason for their divorce. But playing with even the married mothers didn't risk breaking up their marriages unless they were caught in flagrante delicto because neither of them were interested in something permanent. It was merely a fun interlude for both of them.
Wendy carried a little too much weight around her middle, probably due to the amount of alcohol she consumed, but her breasts and ass were still firm, and the woman knew how to dress and do her makeup to impress. Zoe believed Wendy might just go off in the sack, and she always appreciated the softness of a woman after being with a masculine man.
'So, fuck it!' Zoe thought. 'Why not?' Besides, if things went as planned, Wendy would soon be eating her son's cum out of her pussy. That salacious thought alone was enough for Zoe to say, "Sure. I'd love to share a few drinks with you and see where it leads. Let me text my dad so he knows I'm staying over and doesn't worry." Zoe completed that task and asked, "What have you got to go with the vodka?"
"Umm. Ice?" Wendy replied, blushing embarrassedly. "I usually just drink it straight from a shot glass."
"Wine then, perhaps?" Zoe offered.
"Umm. I don't think I've got anything cold."
Zoe's laugh tinkled against Wendy's embarrassment, but the seventeen-year-old danced across to the older woman and took the bottle from her hand. Then, after pressing her petite body against Wendy's, Zoe used her teeth to open the bottle, spat the lid out and took a swig. She tilted her head invitingly, and Wendy took the hint, locking her lips with Zoe's. Zoe used her tongue to push the vodka from her mouth into Wendy's as she cupped the older woman's breast and ran her thumb over the stiffening nipple. "Get naked so I can lick the next shot from your belly button," Zoe said huskily.
Wendy looked at Zoe wonderingly, surprised by the teenager's sudden dominance. Much of Wendy's problem with men was that she was innately submissive, and in her need, she often equated 'asshole' with 'dominant' and allowed her men to walk all over her. Wendy needed to discover the world of Bdsm and her local munch, where she'd have at least a chance of finding a genuinely dominant man who knew how to meet Wendy's needs without needing to destroy her or use her.
Wendy stepped back and nervously unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. Then, she reached behind her back and undid her bra, letting it join her dress on the floor. She turned to walk to the table, but before she could take a step, Zoe demanded, "Panties, too." Wendy hesitated before reluctantly shimmying out of her thong and letting it remain behind her as she climbed onto her dining room table, where she lay excitedly apprehensive.
Wendy couldn't understand why she was so wet and aching to be touched. Her mind mildly protested Zoe's instructions, but her body responded instinctively. She wanted to please a lover who was less than half her age, and she couldn't comprehend why. Wendy lay back on the table, shivering with anticipation.
Zoe waited until Wendy lifted her head and looked towards her before she danced over to the older woman carrying the vodka bottle. She tipped a small amount into Wendy's belly button before sucking it out. Next, she dripped a few drops onto Wendy's nipples and sucked them into her mouth, biting them lightly before switching breasts. Finally, Zoe refilled Wendy's button before trailing the vodka down to her clitoris.
Zoe probed Wendy's belly button, drinking the alcohol before her lips followed the vodka trail downward. Wendy arched her back wantingly as Zoe's lips closed in on her clitoris. She mewled with need, and when Zoe's lips grazed her clitoris, Wendy climaxed with the force of a category five cyclone.
Wendy's squeals woke Stuart, although luckily, his sister and brothers remained blissfully asleep and unaware. He recognised his mother's voice and had heard her ecstasy cries many times, but he'd also heard her shouting at her latest boyfriend and telling him to fuck off, so he wondered why she'd be having orgasms in the kitchen/dining room area. Stuart swung his feet out of bed and padded down the short hallway to the lounge. Stopping at where it opened into the lounge, he peered around the wall and saw his mother lying on the table with Zoe between her legs, licking her pussy. Stuart knew he should flee immediately, but the profoundly erotic sight excited him, and he ducked down to watch.
Zoe wasn't unaware of Stuart; she just didn't care that he was watching, so she ignored him. Zoe was intimately knowledgeable about having incestuous fantasies about your parents because she achingly desired her father, and the more sex that her mother had with Willow and Brett, the more Zoe wanted to make love to her, too. However, Zoe remained too scared of her parents reacting negatively to her advances to follow through with her desires. She was unaware that her parents also individually considered becoming intimate with their daughter.
Lisa was aware that Luke had unwanted erections when his daughter was close. Still, she thought it was only a man's natural reaction to an attractive woman cuddling him and not because Luke consistently masturbated, imagining ploughing his daughter. Lisa wasn't innocent of fantasising about her daughter either. Often, when Zoe was with her, Lisa found herself wanting to run her hand under Zoe's typically short skirts and dresses and grope her firm ass or caress her barely concealed vulva.
So far, they'd both resisted the urge to molest their child, but it became increasingly more difficult not to with every day. Especially now that they'd opened their marriage and had sex with others, although Lisa, unknown by her husband, had an extra lover, Brett, she hadn't shared with him yet.
Wendy orgasmed twice more as the teenage minx between her thighs deftly flicked her clit and probed her pussy with her tongue. Zoe's knowing hands on her nipples made Wendy wonder why she'd avoided having Sapphic sex for so long. Typically, with her men, Wendy would have to put up with their rough fumbling lest she challenge their weak egos by telling or showing them what to do. She couldn't even name a figure approximating the number of times she'd faked an orgasm so her man would finally get off her.
But not with the skilled teenager between her lasciviously spread thighs! Instead, she could simply relax and let Zoe's skill crash her through orgasm after orgasm. It eventually became too much, and Wendy mewled, "Stop, please. I can't. I can't... Ohh, Gawd, I can! Ahhhhhhhh! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh! Ahhhhhhhh! Oh, shit! Zoe, please stop."
Stuart knew that was his hint, and he scarpered back to his bedroom before his mother could sit up and see him. Stuart got the facecloth from where he'd stashed it and did his best to clean himself up. He'd cum several times as he'd watched babysitter and mother fuck, catching his eruptions in his boxer briefs, and now they were a disgrace. Stuart threw them in his clothes hamper and got a fresh pair from his drawers.
Zoe helped Wendy to her feet and supported her to her bedroom. Sitting the older woman on the edge of the bed, Zoe stood back long enough to shimmy out of her jeans and T-shirt. Wendy gaped when she saw Zoe's sexy bra, panty, suspenders and stockings set, wondering if the young woman typically dressed like that and how she'd missed it if she did.
Zoe stripped to her suspenders and stockings before straddling Wendy's hips and pressing her petite, lean frame against the larger woman. Zoe lowered down and then raised, rubbing the stiffened nipples on her firm B-cup breasts over her older lover's drooping D-cups. Zoe stared down at Wendy before challengingly asking, "Are you ready to taste me?"



Wendy nodded nervously, and Zoe gripped the hair on the back of Wendy's head and pulled her down onto the bed. Then, Zoe slid up Wendy's chest until her pussy loomed over the mature woman's face. Grabbing a handful of Wendy's hair, Zoe lifted her head and ordered, "Lick, bitch." She pulled Wendy against her muff and ground her clit against the older woman's nose.
Wendy tentatively slid her tongue out and tasted the juices flowing from Zoe's pussy. Although they were heavily overlaid with the sweet nectar that she assumed was Zoe's, there was a familiarity to the nutty taste underneath. Wendy was unknowingly tasting her son's cum which still leaked from his babysitter's pussy.
The thought excited Zoe tremendously, and she ground her clit against Wendy vigorously. "Almost," Zoe panted as she mushed her juicy pussy over Wendy's face. Then, she cried, "Yes!" as her orgasm hit, and she flooded the older woman's mouth with her juices.
Zoe giggled happily as she slid down and kissed her older lover. Her hands roamed over the chubby older woman, exploring her erogenous zones and skilfully driving Wendy towards another climactic peak. Feeling and hearing that Wendy was racing towards her climax, Zoe moved her hands to her nipples and kissed down her curved belly and onto her nubbin. Licking and lightly biting the older woman's button crashed Wendy into another orgasm quickly, which only briefly backed up before roaring back to full power when Zoe dipped two fingers into Wendy's vulva and deftly stimulated her lover's G-spot.
"Oh, Gawd!" Wendy groaned, her mind destroyed by the continuous orgasms her seventeen-year-old lover elicited from her typically recalcitrant body. She climaxed several more times before she felt Zoe straddling her thigh. The young woman's pussy descended onto her, and she tribbed her pussy against Wendy's. It was a new and unique experience for the older woman who didn't even know women could do together what Zoe was doing to her. She grabbed her pillow and screamed into it as an orgasm better than she'd ever had rattled her bones and melted her mind.
'I guess I was always a lesbian and just didn't know it,' Wendy thought disjointedly. Her confused mind couldn't come up with another reason for her body's extreme reaction to the teenager. Even when she was a teenager herself, and her needs raged incessantly, Wendy hadn't cum this quickly, intensely, or often as this night with her kids' babysitter. Her mind reminded her deliciously that the teenager between her thighs hadn't stopped yet, and she careened into another pillow-biting, will-destroying orgasm. She heard Zoe cumming with her this time.
Zoe let Wendy's leg down and moved so they could kiss and cuddle. "All good?" The teenaged minx asked knowingly. "I can keep going if you want."
Wendy shook her head vigorously. "Done, please. Done. If you make me pop again, I'm fairly sure my brain will explode out of my ears." Wendy's eyelids grew heavy, and she sank into a peaceful sleep.
The following Morning.
Stuart slid out of bed and quietly padded up to his mother's bedroom. Peering through the partially opened door, he admired Zoe's tight bottom, which faced towards him, her body lying on its side and draped over his mother. His cock lurched when he saw that Zoe's hand was softly kneading his mother's breast as she circled that same breast's nipple. Feeling guilty about becoming erect over his mother's naked body, Stuart flicked the internal lock and pulled the door closed, preventing his siblings from catching their mother in bed naked with their babysitter.
Zoe lifted her head and turned towards the door, sensing someone was there. She briefly saw Stuart's face before his arm entered the gap to turn the lock. She grinned when he pulled the door closed, hoping he'd enjoyed the view. Wendy's fulsome breast pressed against her cheek, and her nipple was just there, so Zoe sucked that nub into her mouth before lightly biting it. Her hand slid over Wendy's mounded stomach and settled on her pussy. Zoe used her thumb to stimulate Wendy's button as she slid two fingers inside the older woman's pussy and searched for her G-spot.
"Jaysus, woman," Wendy groaned in mock protest as her back arched and she pushed against Zoe's invading fingers. "You're insatiable and will be the death of me."
"I can always stop," Zoe giggled, although she didn't stop finger-blasting the older woman.
"Soon," Wendy groaned as she quickly covered her face with a pillow and moaned her orgasm into it. Wendy felt Zoe move, and her soft lips descended onto hers. Wendy returned her kiss fervently before saying, "What do you want me to do for you?"
"I'm all good," Zoe chuckled. "Making you cum is so much fun, but I should get up and wash my face before your kids wake up and realise that I'm naked and in your bed."
"Oh," Wendy moued. "I was hoping to play some more this morning."
"I will, as long as you don't care about your children catching us," Zoe replied, swinging her legs out of bed, knowing what Wendy's response had to be.
"You're right, of course," Wendy reluctantly agreed. She got out of bed and pulled on a bra and panties before adding shorts and a T-shirt.
Zoe's stockings had somehow survived the night unscathed, so she quickly dressed, eased the door open and checked the short hallway. It was empty, so she ducked into the bathroom, washed her face, and brushed her hair.
Maddie exited her room as Zoe came out of the bathroom. She blinked before grinning shyly and saying, "Oh, hello, Zoe. I didn't know you'd stayed the night."
Zoe briefly hugged the twelve-year-old and replied, "Yeah, your mum was a little upset when she got home, and by the time I got her settled down, we decided it was better if I just stayed the night rather than getting my dad up or risking Wendy falling asleep at the wheel." Zoe examined the youngster. Maddie had an innocent crush on her, which Zoe was careful not to encourage. "So, we didn't get much of a chance to chat last night. How are things with you?"
They walked to the kitchen, where Zoe made coffee for Wendy and herself. Maddie got herself a glass of milk, and they sat at the table.
"Yeah, you know?" Maddie replied. "Only girl in the family, radaa-rah. You've been there. Boy sweat and farts."
"At least you're not the youngest like I am," Zoe giggled. "They all held me down at various stages and dropped farts on my head."
"Boys are so gross," Maddie said, making a disgusted face. "But at least my brothers don't do that to me."
Stuart and his mother came out next. Wendy sipped her coffee before thanking Zoe. The foursome chatted about life for a little while before Zoe casually suggested. "I'm helping out a couple of younger students from high school, Wendy. As you know, I'm in my last year at college and get straight 'As', so if you think it would help Stuart, why doesn't he join my study group?"
"When and where is it?" Wendy asked, gauging the feasibility of getting her son to and from the group.
Stuart tried to remain cool, but his heart jumped in his chest. He knew that Willow and Brett 'studied' with Zoe, and he suspected schoolwork wasn't all they learned about with Zoe.
"Thursdays after school. So, from about three-thirty to whenever my mum gets home from work. Usually, that's around six. Brett Samuels and Willow Wilson come home with me after school, and I help them out with whatever they're struggling with, but mostly, it's English and Math."
"What do you think, Stuart?" Wendy asked. "Do you think it would help?"
"Meh, whatever," Stuart mumbled while looking at his phone and playing his part perfectly. "You'd have to pick me up, though."
"Brett rides his bike," Zoe pointed out, failing to mention that her mother put it in the back of her car and drove Brett home. However, being on the opposite side of the school district from Zoe, Brett's place was close to ten kilometres from Zoe's. The Styles were less than three kilometres away.
"How do you get to school?" Wendy asked Zoe.
"I catch the bus," Zoe explained. "Willow catches it to my place after school on Thursday, and Mum drops her home after."
"Can your mum drop Stuart home, too?"
"Opposite direction to Willow," Zoe pointed out. "But she'd probably do it."
"No, that's okay," Wendy said as she thought things through. "How close are you to Aldi at Tingalpa?"
"Not far," Zoe said. "Maybe three kilometres."
"I could do my weekly shop on Thursday night instead of Saturday morning and then pick up Brett on my way home. It'd be more like six-thirty than six, though. Is that okay?"
"Sure," Zoe grinned. "An extra thirty minutes of study will be good for him."
Stuart picked up an undertone there that he thought might indicate his 'extra study' might be a lot more fun than regular study. His cock lurched in his pants, but he kept his attention on the screen.
"Stuart?" Wendy asked.
"Huh? Oh, yeah, ya know. Whatever. If you think it would help."
"Such enthusiasm," Wendy said sarcastically. "But your marks are shit, so any improvement would be good."
"Brett Samuels has improved from a C- to a B+ since he started coming over to study," Zoe said helpfully.
"That settles it then," Wendy said. "You'll catch the bus with Zoe and... what did you say her name was? Willow? With Zoe and Willow, and study with them until I pick you up after I've done the shopping."
"Whatever," Stuart said, rolling his eyes but secretly as pleased as punch. Stuart suspected he might be studying sex more than schoolwork, and Willow Wilson was one hot bitch. He thought Brett was a bit of a suck-up, but if Zoe thought he was all right, maybe he was okay.
Wendy finished her coffee and asked Zoe, "You ready to go? I'll drop you off on my way to the shops. Stuart, Maddie, don't let your brothers burn the house down. I'm blaming you if they do."
Stuart and Maddie looked at each other and blinked. Wendy occasionally let Stuart stay at home by himself, and he had to stay when their mother picked up or dropped off Zoe because there weren't enough seats, but she'd never let Maddie stay behind before. "Umm, sure," Stuart muttered as his mum and Zoe left.
The girls rode in silence until Wendy turned the car into Zoe's street. "Do you think we could do that again?" She asked.
"Me babysit for you?" Zoe teased. "Sure, anytime you need me to."
Wendy laughed before saying, "No, you know..."
"Fuck, you mean?" Zoe grinned.
"Well, yeah," Wendy said embarrassedly.
Zoe patted Wendy's thigh and replied, "I loved last night, Wendy. I can stay over every time you need me to babysit, and we can make love when you come home. It's up to you. You might pick up and not want me around."
"I'm thinking of giving up men," Wendy muttered. "Especially after last night."
"Don't do that," Zoe said. "Experiment and take a few female lovers if you want, but I suspect you won't be happy until the right man finds you."
"Yeah, but that's not working out too good, is it?"
"Investigate Bdsm and Masters and submissives," Zoe suggested.
"Why?" Wendy asked wonderingly as she pulled into Zoe's driveway.
"I think you'll know when you investigate it. Not Bdsm porn, though. Research how the dynamics in Bdsm work." She got out of the car before turning back and saying, "I think you should come in and meet Mum. It looks like Dad's already gone, but Mum will probably be either gardening or baking."
"Sure, but I can't stay," Wendy agreed. "I don't want to leave those kids alone for too long.
"Hey, Mum," Zoe said as she tripped inside and kissed her mother's cheek. "This is Wendy Styles, the mother I babysat for last night. Wendy, my mother, Lisa."
"Pleased to meet you," Lisa said, washing the flour off her hands before hugging and cheek-kissing the other woman. Lisa's eyes widened when she realised that Wendy smelled vaguely of sex, but she put it down to the woman getting some last night, not that she and her daughter had had sex this morning.
Lisa studied the tubby woman and immediately decided she should join the imminent mother's night out she and Alice had planned. Shirley Wilson was already on board with the night. It was only a matter of finding a night they were all available. They'd tentatively decided on either Friday or Saturday night the following week, but Shirley hadn't seen her shift allocation yet and didn't know which night she'd have to work. Typically, if Shirley had to work, her mother would come over and stay with her kids.
"Starting this Thursday, Wendy's son, Stuart, will be joining my study group," Zoe informed her mother.
"Cool," Lisa said. "I might start calling you Kip McGrath. (Kip McGrath is a worldwide tutoring service with many centres in Australia)."
Zoe, with a classic teenage eye roll, said, "Whatever. I'm going to have a shower. See ya, Mrs Styles."
"Some of the other mothers Zoe babysits for and I are planning a mother's night out next week. Would you like to come?" Lisa asked.
"Where?" Wendy asked. "Oh, no, I can't. I don't have anyone to look after the kids."
"The others are dropping their kids off here for Zoe and Luke, my husband, to look after. Yours would be welcome to come, too. How many do you have?"
"Four," Wendy explained. "Stuart, who is eighteen, Maddie, twelve, and then the twins Aaron and Glen, who are nine."
"Luke and Zoe will have their hands full, then," Lisa chuckled. Your four, Alice's three, and Shirley's two. Brett and Stuart are both eighteen, so they'll help with the younger ones like your two."
"You'd let an eighteen-year-old look after a nine-year-old?" Wendy asked disbelievingly.
"Sure," Lisa shrugged. "Especially if the eighteen-year-old's a girl. Girls are so much more mature than boys at that age, although Alice's boy, Brett, is a very mature young man."
"Okay," Wendy decided. "I'm in. What day and time, and where are we going?"
"We won't know until Monday when Shirley gets her shifts. But meet here at six on either Friday or Saturday, and we'll get an Uber into The Wickham."
"That'll work," Wendy agreed. "I'll add you on Facebook, and you can message me which day." She hugged Lisa briefly before leaving to do her shopping and return to her kids.
'Hmm,' Lisa thought. 'Wonder how she'll react when Alice, Shirley, and I start getting it on? I guess we'll find out.'
Alice had offered her place as the venue for the girls to go to after they'd eaten and partied for a bit. Shirley had already played with Lisa and Luke, so Lisa knew she'd be up for playing around. Then, after Alice had dropped Zoe off a couple of weeks ago, Alice had propositioned her and hadn't been put off when Lisa mentioned that Shirley wanted to play, too. So, Lisa thought if Wendy was prepared to join in, the night would be one of debaucherous revelry such as she hadn't had since graduating from uni.
The Study Group.
Lisa returned to mixing ANZAC cookie dough, revelling in the relaxing movements that released the stress from her work week. Lisa's team had been tasked with revamping the old Treasury Casino building into a campus for Griffith University. The building was a rabbit warren of rooms and connecting halls, few of which seemed to have any relevance to the rooms and hallways around it. Then, there was the problem of ensuring easy access for people with disabilities in a building built nearly a hundred years ago, when concepts like accessible design weren't yet in existence.
"Hey, Mum. Watcha making?" Zoe asked, slipping up behind her mother and wrapping her hands around Lisa's waist.
"ANZAC biscuits," Lisa replied, ignoring how, somehow, whenever her daughter put her hands around her, Zoe's fingers or palms always seemed to brush her nipples. Lisa also suppressed her shiver when she felt Zoe's warm breath on the back of her neck.
"Cool," Zoe said, longing to take her mother's breasts in her hands. "Want some help?"
"These are almost done," Lisa replied. "But I was going to make butter scones afterwards. You can start on those, if you want?"
"Sure," Zoe replied, releasing her mother yet somehow brushing her nipples again. She retrieved the self-rising flour from the pantry and measured out six cups.
The two women chatted amiably as they went about their tasks, with Lisa turning her hand to making dinner rolls when she had the ANZAC biscuits in the oven. By the time Luke returned from the golf club, the mother/daughter duo had tins filled with biscuits, rolls, and scones, with dinner in the oven cooking.
Zoe jumped up excitedly when Luke came inside, squealing, "Daddy!" She ran to him and leapt into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist. "I missed you," she admonished.
Luke, whose cock reacted predictably to having a beautiful woman's legs wrapped around his waist, shifted his daughter to his hip before kissing her cheek and dropping her to the floor. "Missed you, too, pumpkin," he said, grateful she hadn't noticed his swelling erection. "What can I smell cooking?"
"Lamb roast with sweet potato and pumpkin," Zoe informed him.
"You're cooking part of yourself, pumpkin?" Luke asked quizzically. "How does that work?"
"Huh!" Zoe huffed, rolling her eyes. "Dad jokes, pfft."
"I saw you grin first," Luke teased. "But I'm a dad, so every joke I make is a 'dad joke'."
"OMG, Mum! Make him stop!"
"Been trying for twenty-five years," Lisa giggled. "No success yet." She leaned forward to receive her husband's kiss, noting, "You taste like salt. Hot out there today?"
"Boiling," Luke stated. "And I played like shit. I shoulda stayed at home and kept working on the car." He scratched his head before adding, "I'm going to shower. See you back here in a bit."
"Sure," Lisa agreed.
Unnoticed by the other, both women watched Luke's departing ass hungrily. Their thoughts were slightly different, though. While Lisa thought, "You're so getting some tonight," her daughter thought, "I wish that I dared get in the shower with him."
Zoe innocently asked, "Is there washing that needs to come in?" The washing line looked into her parents' bedroom, and Zoe knew her father rarely bothered to close the blinds or shut the en-suite door. If she were lucky, she'd get to see him undressing or coming out of the shower naked.
"Yes," Lisa said. "I'll give you a hand."
Her heart pounding, Zoe said, "Nah. I've got it. Sit and relax for a bit." She walked to the laundry and grabbed a pair of clothes baskets. Taking them to the line, she surreptitiously glanced toward her parents' bedroom, where she was just in time to see her father drop his boxer briefs.
Luke idly grabbed and tugged his lengthening cock, recalling how his daughter's hot, barely covered snatch felt against his abdomen. He felt guilty for remembering that, but Zoe reminded him so much of Lisa at the same age that it was impossible not to imagine doing to Zoe what he'd done to her mother. Releasing his shaft, Luke turned the water on and waited until it was warm enough to step under. He didn't notice his daughter standing at the washing line, eying him avidly.
Zoe absently picked the washing off the line as she watched her father scrubbing his hair and washing himself down. Luke's cock remained stiff, and he occasionally jacked it as he cleaned himself. Zoe wanted nothing more than to kneel before her father and suck his cock, or at the very least, slip a hand inside her panties and play with herself as she watched. However, she knew Luke could look up at any time and see her, which would be disastrous if she was openly masturbating while she watched him.
Luke was about to jack off in the shower when he spotted Zoe getting the washing in. He nonchalantly turned his back, hiding his erection, and reached out of the shower to grab a towel. Then, turning the water off, Luke wrapped the towel around his waist before taking another towel and holding it before his rampant erection. Stepping out of the stall, he casually walked to the blinds and closed them, pretending he hadn't noticed his daughter outside at the line.



'Phew!' Luke thought. 'Got away with that!' His recalcitrant mind still imagined Zoe seeing his thick cock and, overcome with lust, rushing inside to kneel at his feet and beg to suck his cock. 'Lisa's getting some tonight,' he thought.
The rest of Saturday and Sunday passed without anything of note, as did the school days to Thursday. Luke and Lisa's love for each other was never in question, but the passion in their marriage had waned over the years. Now that they'd opened up their relationship, the passion had flared like the fanned embers of a once mighty fire. Luke couldn't keep his hands off his wife, and Lisa returned every kiss and caress with equal fervour.
Zoe watched her parents with pride, lust, and envy in equal parts. Her father would casually grope her mother's breast, or fondle her fine ass, and Zoe couldn't decide if she wanted to be her mother and receiving those not-so-subtle caresses, or her father and be allowed to touch her mother like that. Zoe's fingers danced over her clit and probed inside her pussy virtually every night as she imagined being the sexual meat in a parent sandwich.
Zoe conference-called with Brett and Willow every chance she got, trying to ease her ache. But your own fingers could only do so much to relieve your sexual tension even when you indulged in mutual masturbation with your friends, and Zoe wished that Thursday would hurry up and appear.
Thursday finally arrived, and much to Zoe's surprise, Stuart had ridden his bike because Wendy had decided he was mature enough to ride to school if he wanted to. It saved Wendy an extra trip, at least until the following year when Maddie would also be in high school.
Following their usual procedure, the foursome pretty much ignored each other while at school, with the only exception being that Stuart and Brett shared a science class. They hadn't been mates before Zoe seduced Stuart, but they'd become friendlier since then and sat together during that class.
"Looking forward to this afternoon?" Brett quietly asked as Stuart took his seat beside him.
Trying to act cool, Stuart casually replied, "I've had a raging boner all damned week. It doesn't matter how often I've rubbed one out; it comes back almost immediately."
"Dude, too much information," Brett joked. "I don't need to think about you having a boner."
"Heh, heh, heh," Stuart chuckled. "Boner, boner. I've got a big boner." The boys laughed before Stuart asked, "What happens when we get to Zoe's? Do you mind if I ride with you? I haven't gone to her place from here before."
"What happens when we get to Zoe's?" Brett teased. "Dude, it's a study group. We'll get our books out, and Zoe will help with whatever we're struggling with."
"Oh," Stuart said, disappointed. He couldn't believe he'd spent so much time masturbating, imagining what he'd do with Zoe and Willow. What a waste! He wished he'd never agreed to join the group now.
"Of course, when we come inside, our boners are what we'll struggle with most, so I'd guess Zoe and Willow will help with those first."
"Asshole!" Stuart spat. "You fucking had me going there!"
The teacher called for the class' attention, and the class and the rest of the day passed uneventfully.
Stuart met Brett at the bike sheds, and they rode the three kilometres to Zoe's place with the typical banter between teenage boys. After dumping the bikes on the front lawn, the boys walked to the door and knocked.
"Come in," Zoe called.
Brett grinned and gestured for Stuart to enter first. The newcomer stepped through the door and gaped. Zoe and Willow knelt before the door. The girls were nude and looking up at the boys expectantly. Brett knew that Zoe would want to welcome Stuart's first attendance herself, so he stood before Willow and placed his hands behind his head. Until Zoe said he could, Brett was banned from touching his cock. He assumed the rules for Stuart would be the same.
Copying Brett, Stuart moved so he stood before Zoe. He glanced at the other boy before putting his hands behind his head and looking straight ahead. Stuart felt Zoe unzip his school pants and take his cock out, and he gasped as her wet mouth engulfed his throbbing erection.
In the five days since Zoe had emphatically taught him the perils of cumming too soon, Stuart had industriously practised edging. Whether using his imagination, which he preferred, or watching porn, Stuart kept himself on the edge for at least ten minutes before allowing himself to cum. However, that came to naught when Zoe's skilled tongue circled his glans, and she sucked like she was trying to draw an orange through a drinking straw. Fortunately, Brett's equally anguished groan showed he'd had no more luck surviving the girls' assault than Stuart had had.
Stuart looked at Zoe apologetically, but she smiled as she gathered his spilt splodge from her lips and chin. "The first one's always free, Stuart," she giggled. "You guys always need the edge taken off to be any use to us women." She grinned wickedly before adding, "Willow, do you reckon they're right, or do we need to swap and start again?"
"They'll be more use if we swap," Willow giggled. "I think Brett might just like performing before an audience because he came even quicker than normal."
Stuart could not fucking believe it! Not only had his group elected 'hottest chick in the school' just blown him, he was about to get a blowjob from the massively endowed Willow Wilson. Stuart's crew thought there was a good chance that Willow had the biggest set of tits in school.
They were wrong, of course. Willow's breasts, although an eye-wateringly delicious C-cup, looked so massive because of her lean and lithe body. It was similar with her ass. Willow's rear looked huge, but at 34 inches, it was, in fact, quite petite. But when combined with her height and 22-inch waist, it looked oversized.
The boys shuffled across and offered their cocks back to the girls. Willow was just a smidgen taken with Stuart and had been since Zoe pointed him out. She thought Brett was smooth, mature, and handsome, but although he was a good fuck and fun to play with, Brett didn't light any emotional fires for her. Stuart, on the other hand, did. Willow eagerly took his rampant todger in her mouth as she'd longed to do for months. She thought he was slightly longer than Brett but also a little thinner.
"Ohh, Gawd, Willow," Stuart groaned. "That is soooooo goooood!" He couldn't stand being passive any more, and his hands reached for Willow's head. Holding it firmly, Stuart thrust his cock in and out of Willow's mouth. Willow wasn't objecting, and she cupped Stuart's balls as she sucked his shaft and swirled her tongue over his glans. The delight in doing this for someone she fancied brought the eighteen-year-old close to her peak. Willow delved her spare hand between her slender thighs, ready to cum with her man when he came in her.
"Can't stop," Stuart panted, desperately trying to anyway. Willow moved her head back and wrapped her delicate hand around Stuart's shaft. Then, jacking his shaft quickly, Willow swirled her tongue over Stuart's glans as she sucked like a vacuum cleaner. Stuart already had little chance of surviving Willow's oral assault, but now he had none. "Awwwwwwwwwww, Gaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwdddddddd!" He groaned as his cock swelled and dumped its load into the eighteen-year-old's mouth.
"Let's take this to my room," Zoe suggested after swallowing Brett's gift. When they got there, Zoe shocked Stuart to the core when she buckled on a strap-on 'cock'. She giggled at Stuart's disbelieving look and said, "You're new, so you get to ride this one out. Do not touch your dick until I say you can. Disobeying me would not be wise, Stuart. Do you hear me?"
"Yes, Zoe," Stuart quickly agreed.
"Call me Mistress when we're playing," Zoe haughtily ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Stuart repeated. "I heard you."
Stuart gaped as Brett lay on his back and Willow mounted him. Then, his head almost exploded when Zoe straddled Brett's leg and introduced her 'cock's head' to Willow's bottom. Stuart shook his disbelieving eyes as Brett and Zoe pounded Willow between them, showing the young girl no mercy whatsoever. Stuart would have suspected that Willow was in pain, except she constantly moaned and encouraged her lovers on. She demanded that they fuck her harder and faster and to stop holding back.
Stuart watched in awe, with his cock bouncing and throbbing and his balls threatening to clamp against his shaft and spew their twin loads into it, as his Mistress and friend drove Willow through many back-to-back orgasms. Brett's resistance finally failed and his roars met Willow's as he unloaded into her grasping pussy.
Zoe eased out of Willow and undid her strap-on. Brett took it from her and, on shaky legs, staggered to the bathroom to wash and sterilise it. Willow took it from him when he returned and strapped it to her groin. Stuart's dick lurched when he saw Willow's 'cock'. He'd deny it, but Stuart's go-to porn when his imagination wasn't enough was Futanari. His imagination quickly turned Willow's fake dick into a real one she was about to use on him.
Zoe saying, "Well? What are you waiting for?" snapped Stuart out of his fantasies, and he turned his confused eyes to her. Zoe giggled before saying, "Lie where Brett was, Muppet." Stuart wonderingly lay on his back and gasped when Zoe mounted him. "You'd better have been practising to edge," Zoe growled as she settled herself on Stuart's sturdy cock. "Otherwise, I'll make you eat your cum out of my cunt again."
"I've been edging, Mistress," Stuart pleaded. "But it's only been five days. I'll do my best to please you, though."
"You'd better because if your cock doesn't please me, then your tongue surely will."
Stuart almost lost his load immediately because he felt Willow's hot, wet pussy on his shins, and then she loomed over Zoe's shoulder. "OMG! OMG! OMG!" He thought, realising Willow was about to fuck Zoe's ass like Zoe had hers when Brett was on the bottom. Stuart felt Willow's 'cock' sliding along his as she inserted it into Zoe's ass, and he groaned as he forced his imminent orgasm down. He knew, no matter what, he had to survive until Zoe achieved at least one climax before he could release into her.
Stuart saw Willow's hands on their Mistress' shoulders, and then she was literally punching into Zoe's ass with everything she had. Willow's thrusts into Zoe's ass bounced the seventeen-year-old forwards and along Stuart's shaft. Then, Willow ripped Zoe back, and Stuart's throbbing shaft speared into the older girl's depths until his pelvis crashed into her clit. With Willow driving their insane sex train, Stuart could relax and concentrate on holding his orgasm at bay. Fortunately for Stuart, Willow's 'cock' pushed Zoe's G-spot against his cock, and every up and down motion was sending their Mistress scampering towards her peak.
Surprising Stuart, who was busily doubling seventeen in his head, Zoe squealed, "OMG!" I'm cumming!" Then, her pussy blew hot fluids over his balls.
'Oh, wow!' Stuart thought. 'I must learn how to make her cum like that!' But distracted, he lost the fight and filled his Mistress' pussy before Zoe could dive from her peak again.
Zoe felt Stuart exploding inside her, but decided to give him a pass so long as he could continue. But the young man had cum three times in less than twenty minutes, and even with a teenager's short refractory period, his cock softened enough to fall from her pussy. Zoe pushed back at Willow, indicating she should let her up. Zoe then rolled onto her back and patted her pussy. "Get to it, Stuart," she snarled.
Stuart was hesitant until he heard Willow groan. He looked in her direction, and his mouth dropped open. Brett was between her legs, holding Willow's knees back and apart and stabbing his tongue into her gash. Stuart looked back to Zoe guiltily and, shamed by Brett's display, lowered his mouth to her clitoris.
"You're learning," Zoe growled as she pushed insistently on Stuart's head.
Stuart reluctantly probed his tongue into his Mistress' pussy and, remembering the previous week, quickly moved his hands to Zoe's clit and nipple. He knew that the faster he got her creaming, the better she'd taste.
Zoe held Stuart's head to her pussy and tribbed against his face, using the young man's nose and chin to stimulate her clitoris. She took the hand on her clit and moved to her other nipple, growling, "When I tell you to, squeeze and twist hard."
Zoe's pussy on his face was almost painful, but Stuart, already conscious he'd let her down once, wasn't complaining. He licked at what he could reach, stabbed his tongue in when he felt Zoe's entrance against his lips, and did his best to please her. But then Stuart remembered how Brett held the backs of Willow's knees and used them to push her legs back and apart. Figuring the worst that Zoe would do was demand that he release her, Stuart held Zoe's legs and pushed them back and apart. However, her ass raised quicker than Stuart planned, and when he stabbed with his tongue, it slid along Zoe's perineum and onto her rosebud.
Stuart froze, a mixture of fear of Zoe's reaction and unsure if he should be disgusted that he'd just licked her bottom. Zoe's appreciative groan made Stuart tentatively touch his tongue to her chocolate starfish again. He swiftly realised that it tasted of nothing more than a mixture of his cum and Zoe's nectar, so she lavished a series of long licks from Zoe's entrance to her rosebud and back.
"So good, Stuart," Zoe groaned, and Stuart triumphantly realised she was about to climax. He doubled his efforts and was rewarded by Zoe screaming, "FFFFFFFFFuuuuuuuuuuccccccccckkkkkkkkk, yeeessssssssssssssssssssss!!!!!!!!" Zoe shuddered and bucked for several minutes as she pulled Stuart's head onto her clit and ground against his face.
"Swap?" Willow eagerly suggested.
Brett chuckled because he and Willow had discussed Zoe inviting Stuart and knew his young lover was keen on the young man. He willingly moved between his Mistress' lewdly played thighs and shoved his rampantly erect cock into her pussy. It was the first time Brett had gone 'sloppy seconds'. He'd followed Willow's 'cock' into their Mistress' pussy many times, but this was their first mfmf foursome. Brett found the experience thrilling and wondered if Zoe would insist on some play between him and Stuart.
Zoe had introduced him to pegging, and Brett loved it. He started fantasising about being fucked by a flesh cock not long after admitting he enjoyed being pegged, and Brett hoped Stuart would be his first. But Brett also realised that the young man would probably freak out if he tried anything now. So, instead, he moved to Zoe and leaned against her bed's headboard. Zoe took the hint and mounted him reverse-cowgirl so they could watch Willow and Stuart.
Stuart, finally showing some control and maturity, ignored Willow's invitation to fuck her and instead kissed her lips, chin, neck, and collarbones before kissing lower and suckling her breasts and nipples. Willow moaned and arched her back, pressing her breasts into his face. She held Stuart's head but didn't push him lower because she was filled with Brett's seed. However, she didn't object when Stuart kissed lower. Willow figured if Stuart hadn't remembered that she'd fucked Brett, it wasn't her problem.
Stuart did remember when he reached Willow's pudenda, but by then, he figured he was committed. So, casting from his mind whose cum he was actually eating, Stuart focused on the lessons Zoe had taught him and concentrated on bringing Willow to the boil. Willow's arch quickly became a sinuous rolling, and she mewled needily. Stuart's sparse knowledge told him she was close to cresting, so he sucked her clitoris into his mouth and battered it with his tongue.
Willow climaxed with a soft squeal and mewled needily again. Taking the hint, Stuart moved between her spread legs and speared into her wet depths. Willow wrapped her legs around Stuart's hips and pulled him into her as she rammed her pussy up to meet his downward thrust. The debaucherous slapping sound of a pelvis hitting a pudenda filled Zoe's bedroom.
Stuart hung on for dear life, and by doubling nine in his head, he managed to stave off his climax until Willow squealed and orgasmed again. Then, no longer able to help himself, Stuart spat huge globules of cum into the young woman. Only then did it occur to him to wonder if Willow was on the pill.
Stuart moved to roll off, but his young lover wasn't done yet, and she held him tight with her surprisingly powerful thighs. Willow undulated her hips, carefully sliding along Stuart's slowly reinflating pole. "Fuck me hard," Willow demanded, causing Stuart's flagging erection to roar back to life.
He shifted his arms under Willow's armpits and gripped her shoulders. Then, gripping hard, Stuart pulled her down as he thrust up into her. "Yes!" Willow grunted. "More! Harder!" Stuart repeated his actions and quickly discovered a rhythm that enabled him to maintain control while seemingly driving Willow to her peak swiftly. Willow's orgasm hit, and with another warbling screech, she leapt off her peak and shuddered as her climax rattled her bones. 'I wonder if fancying your lover improves your orgasms,' she wondered as what she believed was her best orgasm ever blasted her mind.
Willow let Stuart roll off her this time, and she lay repleted, idly playing with her clitoris as many aftershocks rattled her lean body. She watched Stuart's throbbing cock as he sat and watched Brett and Zoe.
Zoe had Brett on his back and rode him in the traditional cowgirl position. Zoe's muscular ass undulated as she glided back and forth on his cock. Stuart admired Brett's control and avidly watched so he could learn. Brett seemed almost absent as he played with Zoe's nipples and thumbed her clit. Stuart realised the young man had turned his attention inward so he could control his body's natural reaction to having a pussy riding his cock. Stuart guessed Brett was doubling numbers, but he was wrong. Instead, Brett tried to remember every member of Queensland's last winning State of Origin team.
Zoe's head turned, and she saw Stuart's bouncing cock. She smiled and patted her bottom invitingly. "I have a spare hole. Care to fill it for me?" Zoe pretended calm, but she hoped to tick off the item at the top of her bucket list--double penetration by two men--and Zoe exalted that it might finally happen.
Stuart gulped, realising that if he did as Zoe asked, then his and Brett's balls would be rubbing against each other. He wondered if that wasn't at least a little gay, but Stuart sucked it up bravely and straddled Brett's shins.
"Wait up," Willow giggled. She thought that if Zoe did this, it would be the most deliciously debaucherous thing she'd seen. Willow's love holes clenched anticipatorily, wondering if she'd get the chance to experience double penetration, too. Willow took Stuart's cock into her mouth, proving Zoe's assertion that they'd happily blow them even after they'd cum inside their pussies. She lavished Stuart's cock, ensuring it was well lubricated. Then, reaching into Zoe's nightstand, she removed some lube and smeared it over Zoe's starfish.
Typically, Willow would slide at least two fingers into her Mistress' ass to ensure it had gaped. But she'd already prepared Zoe's ass by fucking it earlier, so she helped Stuart line his cock's head with their Mistress' ass and guided him inside.
"Oh_my_fucking_Gawd, that feels so wickedly good," Zoe moaned as one of her top fantasies came to life--she was penetrated by two flesh cocks simultaneously.
Stuart pressed forward until his abdomen rested against Zoe's magnificent ass. He instinctively held still, waiting for Zoe to indicate what he should do next. Stuart was intensely aware that his balls rested against Brett's, but he found the sensation weirdly erotic, and he wriggled his hips so they'd rub together. Brett's moans indicated he was against the sensation, either.



Zoe sighed, delighted by the sensation of two cocks inside her. As they moved, she could feel them rubbing against each other through the thin membrane that separated her vagina from her colon. Every movement that Stuart made forced Brett's cock against her G-spot, which ramped Zoe's arousal higher. "Fuck me," she whispered. Then, gaining strength, she yelled, "It feels so fucking good! Fuck me, you assholes! Fuck me like I'm the world's biggest slut!"
It took a few missteps before the young men developed a rhythm. There were two choices, really. Either to pound into Zoe alternately, one pushing in as the other backed out. Or, if the woman remained still, fuck her simultaneously. Zoe was too excited to be quiescent, so she thrust her ass back to meet Stuart's thrust, then dropped down to meet Brett's. Her doing that made her lover's alternate, which took experience and timing beyond their experience. Willow helped Stuart to reinsert his cock when he got it wrong, and Zoe reinserted Brett when he mistimed his withdrawal.
However, before too long, the young men were hammering their Mistress like triphammers. "It's soooooo goooood!" Zoe exclaimed as her eyes rolled back, and she squirted over her lovers for the first time in her young life.
Feeling their Mistress' fluids bathing their balls tripped Brett's and Stuart's cum switches and emitting twin roars, the teenage males ejaculated into their wriggling Mistress. Feeling their cocks flooding her entrances exploded Zoe into another extreme climax. She screamed as it hit and passed out from the pure bliss she felt.
Zoe's world slowly swam into focus as she opened her eyes. Her lovers were lying close together, touching, kissing, and petting while waiting for Zoe to return from orgasmic heaven. Zoe grinned and dared. "You two can watch Willow and me get it on, but you will not touch your own cocks while we're doing it. If you dare, Brett, you can masturbate Stuart, and Stuart, you can do the same for Brett. But you're forbidden from handling your own dick."
Zoe didn't wait for the boys' response. Instead, she grabbed Willow and swung into an intense sixty-nine. Brett had watched Willow and Zoe get it on many times, but the sight never failed to inflame his passion. His cock bounced and throbbed with his desire.
Stuart was experiencing two women making love for the first time, and he wondered if the vision alone wasn't enough to get him off. Stuart's needs almost overcame his desire to serve his new Mistress faithfully, but he left his cock untouched. Stuart barely noticed as Brett moved to sit cross-legged beside him. Acting instinctively, Stuart copied his stance, and the two boys sat watching with their knees almost touching.
The sight of Willow and Zoe dining on each other's pussy, sucking and licking their cum from the other woman's vulva, drove the boys mad with desire. Brett, being more experienced, reacted to his extreme arousal first. He tentatively put his hand on Stuart's thigh and began easing it towards the other boy's cock. Stuart didn't object and fascinatedly watched as Brett's hand slid onto his dick. He gasped when Brett's hand gripped his cock and began jacking it. But it felt a lot better than when he did it himself, so Stuart blindly reached out to grip Brett's penis. Brett guided Stuart's hand onto his shaft, and ignoring each other, the boys jacked the cocks in their hands.
Stuart wondered if tossing Brett off made him gay, but seeing the girls going at it and knowing they weren't lesbians allowed him to continue. Besides, having someone else jack him was much more pleasurable than doing it himself. Stuart, surprising himself, was close to cumming when Willow suddenly rolled Zoe off her and demanded attention from her men. Seconds later, the boys had her spit-roasted with Stuart eagerly fucking Willow's mouth.
The afternoon continued, and suffice it to say that despite Lisa finding the foursome gathered at her kitchen table with their books open, no study was done that afternoon.
Mother's Night Out I.
Friday passed uneventfully, with the new lovers continuing their charade of barely acknowledging each other. The exception was Stuart and Willow, who announced their new relationship with a sizzling kiss just outside the school's boundary. Word quickly passed around the school, especially among Willow's and Stuart's friends, that Willow was currently off the market. Many boys gazed at Stuart enviously, and more girls than Stuart would have believed did the same at Willow.
Saturday morning was spent with Luke and Zoe working on Luke's project car as they typically did. Luke was more convinced than ever that his daughter flirted with him, but he grabbed those thoughts by the throat and ruthlessly stomped on them every time they raised their ugly heads. Luke was so afraid that his erections were apparent to Zoe that he'd purchased a baggy pair of overalls to hide them in.
Trying to be cute, he bought a matching pair for Zoe. But he'd underestimated her size, and they were too small. Zoe wore them anyway, and the way they clung to her ass and couldn't be fully zipped up, which emphasised her cleavage, didn't help Luke have fewer hard-ons, that was for sure! It was a relief when 11:00 a.m. came, and it was time to shower and change for golf. To Zoe's disappointment, her father remembered to close the blinds this time, and she didn't get another free peep show.
Coming back inside, Zoe heard her mother saying, "No, Alice, it's fine--the more the merrier. No, I'm sure neither Luke nor Zoe will mind looking after an extra one. Tell Alicia that Judith is welcome to come. We both know how much teenage girls hate sports, so she's welcome to come here with Brett instead. Ok, cool. Yup, I'll see you around six."
Lisa hung up, and Zoe asked, "What was that about?"
"Alice's sister-in-law, her ex-husband's brother's wife, Alicia, just called Alice and asked if she'd look after Judith for the night. Apparently, her husband just scored tickets to tonight's Broncos game. Alicia would typically get her in-laws to look after Judith, but they're going to the game, too. Judith asked if she could stay with Aunt Alice, so Alicia checked, and Alice called me."
Zoe knew precisely why Judith suddenly wanted to stay with her Aunt Alice. Brett had taken Judith's virginity a few weeks previously, and they hadn't had the chance to get together since. Zoe didn't mind the extra body, but she and Willow had plans to seduce Luke, and if Judith couldn't be brought on board, Zoe would have to delay those schemes again. "The extra body won't matter," Zoe told her mother. "Judith's around eighteen, I think Brett said, so she can help with the younger ones."
"Yeah, that's what I thought when I asked how old Judith was," Lisa agreed. "Anyway, you hanging out with your old mum again this afternoon?"
Zoe, who had only just gotten her learner's licence and couldn't drive herself yet, replied, "Nah. If you don't mind dropping me at Carindale, I'm catching up with my posse for lunch, and then we're watching Bridget Jones: Mad About the Boy."
"Okay. When?"
"Let me have a quick shower, and after that?"
"Sure," Lisa acknowledged. "I'll be ready when you are."
Ingrid's mum dropped Ingrid off simultaneously with Lisa dropping off Zoe. The friends hugged and made their way to Sushi Jiro, where the rest of their girl gang would be or would come to. Ingrid and Zoe were there first, but Bianca, Ashley, Stephanie, and Blythe weren't far behind. The girls discussed boys, their favourite pop and movie stars, and school as teenage girls the world over are wont to, and by the time they'd eaten, it was time to catch the movie.
"Why do girls always go for the bad boy?" Ingrid wondered as they walked to the Creek Road carpark after the movie, where their parents would pick them up. "Are we all that masochistic?"
"Well, they do in the movies, anyway," Bianca giggled. "I don't even know a bad boy I could pick," she added, laughing harder.
"What about Steve Moneghetti?" Ashley asked. "He's always getting sent to detention and makes goo-goo eyes at you whenever you're around."
"He's that runner, isn't he?" Zoe asked. "The one that won the national schoolboys championship or something?"
"Yeah," Ashley replied. "The 1500m race."
"Sounds like you're sweet on him if you know all that about him," Ingrid teased. "Why don't you date him?"
Ashley's mum pulled up, leaving with Bianca and her before Ashley could reply. Ingrid's mum turned up a few seconds later and took Ingrid and Zoe, dropping Zoe off at the bottom of the hill from her place.
The rest of the afternoon passed uneventfully, with Luke returning, bemoaning how terribly he played again. Shirley arrived with Willow and Frankie first. The girls immediately went to Zoe's room to chat. Luke, who hadn't realised Shirley had arrived, came out of the shower wearing only a towel. He spotted Shirley, whom he and Lisa had taken as their second extramarital lover, and did an impromptu strip dance.
"Put it away," Lisa giggled, throwing a tea towel at her husband.
"No, no!" Shirley protested, her eyes sparkling mischievously. "Bring it over here, big boy!"
Luke danced closer but danced away before Shirley could grab his cock. He was about to dance daringly closer again, but lights turning into their driveway sent him skedaddling back to his bedroom.
"That is one impressive cock," Shirley said enviously. "And the bastard knows how to use it, too. Lucky bitch," she added with a grin.
"Knock, knock," Wendy called, opening the door and shooing her four inside. She pointed at them and said, "You've met Stuart, of course. The girl is Maddie, and the twins are Aaron and Glen. Don't worry if you can't tell them apart because no one except me can."
"Maddie, the other girls are in Zoe's room, which is at the end of the hallway on the left. Boys, if you come with me, Luke's set up a games room under the patio with a PS5 and an X Box X. He's getting dressed and will probably join you soon. In the meantime, play whatever game takes your fancy." Lisa showed the boys to the patio and let them organise themselves. Turning back to her friends, Lisa blushed and said, "Oh. Umm. Shirley, this is Wendy. Her son joined Zoe's study group this week. Wendy, Shirley. She's Willow's mother."
"Your daughter and my son spend an awful lot of time talking on 'X'," Wendy said.
"Yeah," Shirley acknowledged. "Willow asked if she was allowed first, though. I couldn't see any harm because if he's friends with Zoe, he's good people, right?"
"The best," Wendy stated. "He's been my rock since Brock fucked off on me."
"We should drink a toast because we might become in-laws in a few years." Shirley joked.
"Jaysus, don't say that!" Wendy giggled. "I'm too young to be a grandmother."
"I'm not," Shirley grinned. "I have three grandbabies already."
Lisa had time to pour Wendy and Shirley glasses of wine before a harried-looking Alice turned up. "Matilda, I do not care if you do not want to stay with Zoe and her father. You are staying with them, and that's final!"
"Whatever!" Matilda screamed, stamping her foot. "I don't know why I don't just run away from home and kill myself!" She flounced across the foyer and dumped herself onto a couch in Lisa's lounge.
Rolling her eyes apologetically, Alice muttered, "Don't do me any favours," before firmly saying, "Matilda Samuels, you will come and say hello to Zoe's mother and father." Luke had joined the women in the kitchen.
"Argh!" Matilda grumped. "Whatever!" She stomped over to her mother.
"You know Brett," Alice said, introducing her kids. "These are my other two, Matilda and Grace, and this is my niece, Judith. Judith and Grace are the ones standing and waiting politely."
"Hello, Brett," Lisa said warmly, handing Alice a glass of wine. "It's nice to meet you, Judith, Matilda and Grace. Willow, Frankie, and Zoe are up in her room. You can join them, if you'd like? Otherwise, we have Foxtel, Stan, the Disney Channel, Prime, and Netflix set up on the TV. Find something you'd like to watch. Luke will order pizza soon, and you all can figure out what you want to do after you've eaten." Lisa introduced Alice to the other two. "Alice, this is Wendy, the blonde, and Shirley, the one who isn't. Wendy and Shirley, this is Alice, Brett's mother. He's also in Zoe's study group.
"Where are they all sleeping?" Alice asked after greeting the other women.
"I'll show you," Lisa offered. The women followed her down the hall, where Lisa opened the first door. It held a generously sized double bed covered in soft toys and four pillows. "Luke will settle the two youngest girls, Grace and Frankie, in here." Lisa moved a door down and opened it, showing another double bed. This one was also covered with soft toys and pillows. "Maddie and Matilda will be in here. Willow and Judith will share Zoe's room, which is the end one, with her. And Luke has set up the patio with airbeds and sleeping bags. The boys will sleep out there unless it rains. If it does, we'll squeeze them into my son's old room, which is currently my craft room. But there's enough room to fit four airbeds."
"The boys will love sleeping on airbeds under the patio," Alice observed. "It will be just like camping for them. Especially since you've got the two games stations set up out there."
The women returned to the kitchen, where they enjoyed their drinks before Lisa ordered an Uber. They yelled "Goodbye" to Luke and their kids when it turned up and disappeared for the night.
With the women gone, Luke logged into his computer to order pizza. He bellowed, "Oi! You all come here for a minute and tell me what pizzas you want."
He was so loud that his neighbour yelled back, "I'll have a pepperoni with extra cheese, please, Luke!"
"One pepperoni with extra battery acid coming up!" Luke answered.
The youngsters gathered around, and after much discussion, pizzas and sides were ordered. Wendy's and Shirley's kids were amazed when, after ordering one small pizza each to share, Luke said, "That's not enough to feed a pair of sparrows. Come on, guys. Order whatever you want. If it's not all eaten tonight, we can always have it for lunch tomorrow."
While they waited for the pizzas to arrive, Maddie, Matilda, Frankie, and Grace browsed the movie selections and chose The Princess Bride. Willow, Judith and Zoe joined the boys on the patio, and two separate, keenly fought battles between the boys and the girls broke out. One was on the PS5, where Zoe ruled the Street Fighter 6 game. The other on the X Box X, where Brett was hammering Judith at Forza 7.
Luke sat at the kitchen table, idly scrolling through his social media feeds. He looked around, realising his daughter's influence on the two older boys had made them mature young men. He wondered if she'd made men of them the way Lisa had made him a man, but guiltily squashed that thought as being crude and unfair. After all, it was he who had seduced his wife and taken her virginity. Although, even with that, it was necessary for him to step up his game to be the man Lisa needed him to be, which ultimately made Luke the man he was.
His eyes briefly flicked over Willow's booty-short-covered derriere and briefly imagined peeling her shorts down and ramming his cock home as he'd done before. Luke quickly shoved that thought away before his cock rose and moved his eyes away. Only to have them settle on Judith. Judith's physical development lagged Willow's, with her breasts barely beginning to bud. However, if Luke were any judge, she'd sport a delicious B+-cup similar to his daughter's in a few years, maybe less. More thoughts Luke had to veer away from quickly.
The pizza arrived after about forty-five minutes, and the group of kids gathered around the bench, taking their favourites. Luke hadn't ordered soft drinks, but there were plenty in the fridge. Everyone got what they wanted and settled back into what they were doing before.
Luke stepped outside with the pepperoni extra cheese he'd ordered to finish the banter between himself and the neighbour. "Oi, Charlie!" He yelled. "Get your ass out here."
"What?" Charlie grumbled as he came out, carrying a beer.
"One pepperoni with extra cheese. Enjoy," Luke grinned, handing the box over the fence.
"You dozy fucker," Charlie laughed. "But thank you. It'll save me and the missus cooking tea."
Mother's Night Out II.
Shirley, who was the most confident and gregarious of the four women, took the front seat and pestered the poor driver the whole way into The Valley. Alice, Lisa, and Wendy were in the back, where Wendy and Alice regaled Lisa with their dating horror stories. It turned out that gay dating had the same pratfalls as straight, and Lisa was grateful once again that the universe had sent her a good man in Luke.
"This is a dyke bar, isn't it?" Wendy asked as she got out of the Uber outside The Wickham.
"As the resident dyke in the group, I can categorically confirm that statement," Alice joked. Then she cleared her statement up. "It's more of a mixed venue now, but it's still the go-to bar for most of the older lesbians I know."
"You're a lesbian?" Wendy gasped.
"I sure am," Alice admitted. "It took me over twelve years of being married to the sweetest guy ever to realise it, though."
"That must have been a bummer when you had to admit what you were," Wendy said sympathetically. "Is that what caused your divorce?"
"Yes," Alice confirmed. "But let's find a table and get this party started before we get maudlin and compare divorce stories."
"It's going to be a long night for me if that's what we're doing," Lisa joked. "I'm still married with no divorce on the horizon. Touch wood." She tapped her forehead. "Twenty-five years this year."
"Show off," Shirley teased. "You got a good man with a big cock. Whoop-whoop. Let's get drunk and tell each other sad dating tales." She took Lisa's hand and almost danced inside.
"How does she know Lisa's husband's got a big dick?" Wendy asked Alice as they followed the other two inside.
Alice shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe she's hoping because she's a size queen?"
Wendy giggled and moved closer to Alice. Wendy's first experience with another woman had been with Zoe, and she'd been too scared to follow through on Zoe's advice. But Wendy found Alice intriguing and hoped the tall, slender woman would help her to experiment.
Alice noticed Wendy shifting closer and casually put her arm around the woman's hip. Wendy blushed but allowed Alice to pull her against her. She enjoyed how Alice's hip felt on hers and was delighted by Alice's hand holding her possessively. Wendy's pussy was already wet, and Alice's touch only drove her arousal higher.
'This will be a good night,' Wendy decided. 'New friends and experiences, and maybe my second time with a woman. Does it get better than this?'
Lisa hadn't booked a table, so there was a slight delay before they could be seated. But that wasn't a problem, and the girls sat at the bar as they waited. Several men approached one or more of them, asking to dance, but the women chased them off, saying to return after they'd eaten.
"The men always approach first," Alice explained. "Any woman who might be interested in you will wait and see if you accept the men's advances and only approach if you turn them all down."
"There are plenty of handsome men in here," Wendy observed.
"Most of the really handsome ones are probably gay," Alice teased. "The ones who aren't gay are the ones who are bald and have big beer guts."
"Like the ones who have approached us?" Shirley said, faking a shudder. "Seriously, girls, guys like those make me wonder if I wouldn't be better off joining Alice's team."
Lisa had remained silent because she was distracted by the hands slowly easing up her inner thighs. She was sandwiched between Shirley and Alice, and both women were clearly staking their claim on her divine body. Lisa didn't mind, unobtrusively spreading her thighs and letting her friends explore higher. The hands were almost on her pussy when the waitress fetched them and said their table was ready.



The four women took their seats and perused the menu. Wendy wanted the steak but was too shy to eat that much in front of her new friends. Shirley had no such qualms and decided she was having the 400g rump with all the trimmings. Predictably, Alice decided on the poached fish with seasonal greens, while Lisa chose to toss the diet and order the rump. With Shirley and Lisa ordering the rump, Wendy decided 'Fuck it' and ordered one as well.
Lisa knew her three friends had jobs but were all solo mums, and money was tight for them. She offered to go to the bar and order and pay for all four meals, saying the others could give her cash later. She'd shrug and refuse when the others tried to pay her. Her friends agreed, and Lisa took the menus and walked to the bar.
"Why, hello there," a warm voice said from Lisa's left. "I haven't seen you here before. Are you here alone?"
Lisa turned to face the large woman who had spoken. She smiled, "Not new, but it's been a few years since I've been here. And I'm with..."
"Yeah, I don't care," the woman replied. "You're married and looking for stray pussy. I'm stray pussy. Enough said. Let's go to my place." She grabbed Lisa's wrist and tried to drag her from the bar.
Shirley observed the interaction and gasped, "What the fuck?" She stood and walked to Lisa quickly.
Alice turned and saw who had Shirley's attention. She blanched because, early after she'd admitted her sexual preference, the woman had similarly accosted her. Alice spent the night in bondage, being roughly serviced by the woman. She stood and hurried after Shirley.
"Problem, Lisa?" Shirley asked.
"Not if this lady releases me and walks away," Lisa said sweetly, smiling at the woman accosting her. "Big problem if she doesn't."
"Rose, WTF?" Alice growled, joining Shirley.
"You, I'll return for later. Wait for me, sweet cheeks," Rose sneered. "I knew you'd be back for more after I fucked you before." She turned to Shirley. "Sorry, Tubby, but two whales just won't fit in my bed. Besides, I like them lean and sweet, not big and sour."
"See? Now there's a problem," Lisa said sweetly. "Insult me? Meh. Threaten and insult my friends? Bitch, you go down!" Lisa chopped Rose across her throat, twisted her arm, dislodging it from Rose's grip, and clapped her hands over Rose's ears, bursting her eardrums. Rose fell to the floor, holding her head and screaming in pain. The bouncers surrounded the four women seconds later, demanding to know what was going on.
The security chief looked at Rose and laughed. "Looks like you caught a live one, Rose. I warned you about doing this shit on my watch." She addressed Lisa, "Ma'am, do you want me to call the cops?"
"What, and ruin a girls' night out?" Lisa said disarmingly. "Kick this cunt in the pussy and throw her out. That's justice enough for me."
"Yeah, I can't do that," the security guard chuckled. "But I could accidentally trip and fall with my knee in her groin."
"That'll work," Lisa laughed. She gave the head bouncer her card and said, "If someone else wants to press charges, give the cops my card. As I understand it, I have a year to put in a complaint, and I'll back another woman's complaint up if it comes to that."
"Will do," the guard replied. "I've got enough to ban her from here permanently, so she's someone else's problem now."
Lisa, Shirley, and Alice stayed together as Lisa ordered and paid, and then they returned to their table, where Wendy sat, wide-eyed and wondering. "What happened?" She asked.
"Rose, a butch lesbian rapist, tried to abduct Lisa, who dropped her like a sack of shit," Shirley pithily explained. She addressed Lisa. "And what's with that jiu-jitsu shit you pulled on the fat dyke?"
"Aikido," Lisa said modestly. "My dad was a black belt, and he taught all his kids. I haven't had to use it for years, though, because Luke's really good at Muay Thai. He taught our kids, too. Zoe's like five-foot fuck all, but don't let that fool you because she's kicked the asses of boys who were twenty kilos heavier and a foot taller."
Their meals arrived without fanfare, and the women got to know each other as they ate. Lisa was pleased with her new friends. All three women were intelligent and witty, and although Alice held some strident feminist views, she could discuss them and even admit some of her ideas were just wrong.
Alice admitted that after having Zoe sit for her kids and the conversations they'd had, she'd changed the way she raised her children. Alice treated her kids with more respect and asked and discussed things with them rather than dictating to them. All but Matilda, who still acted like a brat, had reacted by becoming more mature and responsible.
Brett's change had been remarkable since Zoe had entered his life. He'd gone from a C- student who was consistently disciplined and/or suspended to an A- student who received glowing reports from most of his teachers. The only exceptions, Alice had noted, were the strident feminists who taught him.
Wendy chimed in, saying that Stuart, too, had been calmer and more mature since Zoe began sitting for her. They congratulated Lisa on raising a remarkable daughter in Zoe. Shirley added that Willow's temperament had calmed significantly since she'd started studying with Brett and Zoe and that even Frankie, who only saw Zoe when Zoe babysat her, had matured considerably over the last year that Zoe had been looking after them occasionally.
After eating, the four new friends moved to the beer garden, where a band played contemporary rock tunes. Alice, who, despite starting the night desiring to seduce Lisa, found Shirley's earthy personality enticing and invited the staunch woman to dance. Shirley agreed and quickly found herself being adroitly seduced by an experienced lesbian. Alice knew precisely where and how hard to touch, and she had Shirley's juices flowing swiftly.
Shirley melted into the tall, slender woman's embrace and softly moaned as Alice's fingers danced over her clit. Previously, Shirley, who was no stranger to Sapphic sex, had only played with women similar to herself--women who weren't really lesbians but had become so disenchanted with men that they turned to each other. However, every single one of them would have instantly left their female lover for a guy who would treat them right. Shirley knew she could easily fall for Alice and enter into a permanent relationship with her, and maybe that wouldn't be so terrible.
Two men approached Wendy and Lisa, asking them to dance. Lisa explained they were out with their girl pals and that she was married to boot, but if the men only wanted to dance, she'd love to. The men agreed, and Lisa piled hers and her friend's bags together where they could keep their eyes on them and let her man lead her to the dance floor. Wendy and her man followed, and the couples swung into a dance.
Lisa was delighted when she learned her man, Tim, could dance. Her husband, Luke, was many things, but a dancer, he was not. Tim could jive and samba; his hips swung like a snake, and he deftly led Lisa through the moves. Lisa relaxed and simply followed Tim's lead. She obeyed his whispered instructions, and the pair quickly gathered an audience.
Wendy's man could also groove, but she wasn't as adept at following as Lisa. Still, the two couples were swiftly the centre of attention as they jittered across the dance floor.
Lisa had so much fun that she didn't object when Tim's touches turned erotic. His deft touches on her nipples and pussy inflamed her libido, and Lisa knew if she hadn't been out with her friends, she'd have succumbed to Tim's advances and left with him. As it was, when Tim asked if she wanted to find somewhere private to play, she almost agreed. Only Wendy loudly insisting that Chris release her prevented Lisa from accepting Tim's invitation to play. The men returned Wendy and Lisa to their table and left to search for hopefully greener pastures.
The girls mostly danced together for the rest of the night. Emboldened by watching Tim adroitly turn Lisa on, Alice tried something similar. To her delight, she achieved a comparable result, with Zoe's mum readily returning her kisses and writhing against her probing fingers.
"Time to get an Uber," Lisa panted, suppressing her desire to cum.
Mother's Night Out III.
When the girls set up tonight, they'd agreed they'd return to Alice's place, where they'd spend the night avoiding their husband, in Lisa's case, and their kids. Luke wasn't expecting the women until midday the following day, which gave the new friends plenty of time to explore their friendship and see where it led.
Lisa used the Uber app on her phone, and the girls stepped out to the street to wait for it. Being after midnight on a Saturday night, Uber's surcharge was in full effect, and the girls would have been better off catching a cab. However, the Uber arrived, and the women piled inside. Shirley took the front seat again, but she turned to face the rear, revelling in the sweet view of three pussies in short skirts. Shirley was only a little disappointed that she was the only one knickerless.
Arriving at Alice's place, the girls boiled out of the car and held hands as they walked inside. Wendy was reticent, knowing the other three were much more experienced with Sapphic love than she was. But Alice grabbed Shirley's ample bottom as soon as she'd shut the door and squeezed her pussy against the other woman's, and Lisa touched Wendy's face and whispered, "May I kiss you?"
Wendy nodded nervously and shuddered when she felt Lisa's lips against hers. She accepted Lisa's embrace and melted into the petite woman. Wendy realised that Lisa was Zoe delightfully ripened, and the older woman was clearly as adept at Sapphic sex as her daughter. Wendy's hand acted instinctively in response to Lisa's delightful embrace, and it slid between Lisa's thighs. But instead of gripping a cock, Wendy's fingers slid onto a soakingly wet, extremely aroused pussy.
In some ways, Lisa regretted going out with a posse. If she'd gone out alone, she'd have accepted Tim's blatant offer and would currently be on her back with her legs in the air, accepting his vigorous rogering. However, Lisa wished to remain married, and fucking men behind her husband's back was the quickest way to destroy that wish.
Having said that, Lisa knew that Luke was a typical man, and as long as she held out the offer that he, too, would get to fuck her female lovers, he wouldn't care when she took them. Lisa was attracted to each woman she was out with and would gladly share them with her husband if they desired him, too. For now, though, she wanted to seduce Wendy.
Lisa suspected that Zoe and Wendy had 'got it on', and although she wasn't jealous, she envied her daughter's freedom. Lisa was gently easing Luke towards freeing their relationship up and hoped that they'd eventually have a totally open marriage where they were both free to fuck whoever they wanted. That wasn't now, though. Now, she could enjoy seducing another of the mothers Zoe sat for and add Alice and Wendy to her list.
Wendy's hand hesitated when she encountered Lisa's snatch and not a cock as she was used to. But then, she figured, 'In for a penny; in for a pound', and she caressed Lisa's nubbin. Lisa's moan rewarded her boldness, and Wendy dared to slide a finger inside Lisa's slippery quim. Not knowing what other women liked but knowing what she did, Wendy shifted her thumb until it was against her children's babysitter's mother's clit. Wendy curled her finger back and found Lisa's G-spot as she awkwardly, inexperiencedly manipulated Lisa's clit with her thumb.
Another groaning growl told Wendy her ministrations were working, and she tried finger-blasting Zoe's mother into an orgasm. She succeeded because, with a barely stifled squeal, Lisa erupted on Wendy's fingers.
Wendy slid her finger from Lisa's pussy before realising they were alone in Alice's lounge. She tasted Lisa's arousal from her fingers, marvelling about how differently the mother tasted to the daughter. That Zoe was Lisa's daughter was unmistakable, so you'd think their essence would be similar, but that wasn't the case.
Wendy was unsure if they should follow Alice and Shirley, but Lisa tugged at her dress urgently, so Wendy allowed her to remove it. Wendy had daringly gone braless, and her slightly saggy D-cups delectably bounced into view. Lisa gobbled Wendy's left nipple down and battered it with her tongue. "Oh, Gawd," Wendy groaned, holding Lisa to her breast tightly. Wendy moaned again when Lisa slid her hand between her thighs and caressed her vulva. 'Why did I wait so long to try this?' Wendy wondered disjointedly, realising that she was about to cum.
Wendy stood, trembling, at her climax's peak, and she took a deep breath, ready to scream and throw herself from the cliff. However, just as she tensed, ready to spring, Lisa withdrew her fingers and giggled, "Come on, let's see what Alice and Shirley are doing."
Realising that Lisa was teasing, Wendy huffed, "Bitch!" Then she laughed and took Lisa's hand. They ran down the hall and burst into Alice's room.
Shirley was naked and lying on her side. Alice's thighs were intertwined with the larger woman's, and she leant back on her hands. Using her hands to push and for balance, Alice scissored her pussy against Shirley's. Shirley's head tossed back and forth as she rubbed her clit against Alice's pussy. She was close to having an orgasm and rode Alice for all she was worth.
Lisa watched briefly before pushing Wendy onto the bed beside Shirley. She paused long enough to share a sizzling, hair-curling kiss with Alice before stripping her top and miniskirt off. Lisa moved between Wendy's shaking knees and lay her body on top of her. Wendy greedily accepted Lisa's kiss and moaned needily into Lisa's mouth. Lisa and Wendy kissed as their hands roamed over each other. Wendy was slightly taller than Lisa, and she was intensely aware of the shorter woman's pussy against her abdomen. She moaned again as Lisa's lips left hers and probed lower.
Lisa kept reminding herself that Wendy was new to lesbian love and to take her time. But her dances with Tim and his sure hands on her erogenous zones, combined with having her first lesbian orgy in more than twenty-five years, had her hotter than noon in the Kalahari Desert and made it difficult to retain control. Forcing her eagerness down, Lisa kissed Wendy's jaw and neck and then along her collarbones. Her sure hands cupped Wendy's pliant D-sized breasts, and they kneaded them as Lisa's thumbs strummed Wendy's elongated nipples.
Wendy's back arched to meet Lisa's lips as Lisa kissed lower, and she moaned needily when Lisa's lips encircled her engorged nipple. Lisa eased herself off the taller woman onto her side so she could stroke Wendy's prominent stomach and delve down to her verdant bush. Lisa had no preference with pussies. Shaved, trimmed, or hairy were fine with her. Lisa kept hers neatly trimmed so her bush would fit inside her skimpiest thong, but didn't care what others did with theirs. Her skilled fingers probed Wendy's entrance as her thumb manipulated Wendy's clit.
Wendy had almost climaxed in the lounge, only stopping because Lisa had released her. With the divine woman's mouth on her nipple and her fingers in and on her pussy, Wendy's backed-up orgasm lurched forward, and with a glass-shattering scream, she orgasmed on Lisa's fingers.
"Been a while, huh?" Shirley laughed into the sudden stillness and silence after Wendy's scream.
"Oh, Gawd," Wendy muttered embarrassedly, pulling a pillow over her blushing face. However, her embarrassment didn't last long because Lisa's lips descended onto her pussy. 'It feels so different from when a man does it,' Wendy's overwrought mind thought as Lisa's tongue probed her gash. 'Much softer and slower but way more intense.' Her thoughts left her when Lisa's lips surrounded her stiff nubbin, and Lisa's tongue battered it. She desperately tried to suppress her squeal, but it pealed through the room again, as did several more when Lisa pinched and twisted her nipples.
This time, instead of Wendy's squeals being distracting, they drove Alice and Shirley over the cliffs of their orgasms. The slender and staunch woman clutched the other's thighs and moaned as they shivered and shook through paired climaxes. Then, Shirley, wanting to take the dominant role, rolled Alice onto her back and forced herself between the slender woman's thighs. Pulling her clitoral hood back, Shirley mashed her clit against Alice's and tribbed forcefully.
Alice, who switched readily between domination and submission, surrendered to her larger lover and arched her back to meet Shirley's thrusts. Alice reached for Shirley's G-cups and squeezed them mercilessly as Shirley viciously rubbed against her. Shirley returned the favour and gripped Alice's small, conical nipples. She squeezed them between her thumbs and fists and twisted as she rode Alice's sopping pussy.
The pain in her nipples clashed with the pleasure from her cunt, and Alice's mind meshed the two together into extreme sensual gratification. Alice's consciousness shut down as her brain exploded, and then she climaxed and squealed even louder than Wendy had. When her orgasm hit, Alice, for only the second time, squirted. Her juices flowed over Shirley's tribbing pussy. The sudden heat and wetness explosion distracted Alice's staunch lover, and she roared as she leapt off her climax's cliff after Alice.
Wendy 'suffered' two more orgasms from Lisa's fingers and tongue before, feeling guilty for only taking, and she tried to reciprocate. She grabbed Lisa's head and pulled her off her pussy. Lisa followed Wendy's urging and kissed her way back up the slightly tubby woman's body, pausing to lick and suckle her breasts. They lovingly kissed before Wendy encouraged Lisa to lie on her back. Trying to emulate what the gorgeous blonde woman had done, Wendy kissed and tongued Lisa's erogenous zones as she inexperiencedly tried to give Lisa at least a modicum of the pleasure Lisa had given her.
Like her daughter, Lisa was no stranger to introducing people to sex and knew how to encourage and teach what she enjoyed through soft moans and deft touches, never once making Wendy feel inadequate for the task. With Lisa's deft tutelage, Wendy slowly attuned her senses and touches to what Lisa's body needed to cum. Wendy's fingers found grace and rhythm, and her lips and tongue found those delicious spots that drove a woman's arousal higher. Then, to Wendy's proud delight, Lisa clutched her head to her pussy and moaned as a soft, profoundly felt orgasm washed through her.
Lisa pulled Wendy up, and the women pressed their breasts together as they ground their pussies against each other. Sweet kisses and words of love and encouragement flowed between the two lovers as their next climax grew between them. When Lisa thought they were ready, she encouraged Wendy to turn, and they slid into a classic sixty-nine with Lisa on top. Lisa dove onto Wendy's pussy eagerly and began probing her soaking pussy with her tongue.
Wendy gazed wonderingly at Lisa's trimmed pussy, her fluttering pussy sphincter only centimetres from her mouth. She avidly watched the petite woman's nectar gather at her entrance, and when it was about to drip, Wendy stretched out her tongue and tasted Lisa's wetness. 'So different to Zoe's yet so divine,' Wendy thought confusedly as her pussy pulsed, reacting to Lisa's musky taste. Wendy daringly forced her tongue into Lisa's gash, searching for her nectar's source. Lisa's flooding juices rewarded her, and surprised by how much making her lover do that thrilled her, Wendy stumbled over the precipice of her orgasm and came on Lisa's mouth.



Wendy's gasping breath on her clit tumbled Lisa off her peak, and the women clung to each other as their climax rocked their bodies. Lisa closed her eyes and revelled in the aftershocks, occasionally kissing or licking Wendy's slit or clit as she waited for her desire to return. However, before she was quite ready, Lisa felt firm hands grabbing her muscular ass. A stiff 'cock' briefly slid along her slit before centring on her entrance. The hands gripped harder and pulled her back as the 'cock' opened her pussy and deliciously slid inside.
Wendy gasped when Alice's 'cock' loomed over her forehead and ploughed into Lisa's squelching pussy. She knew of dildos and had a small collection of her own, and she'd heard of 'strap-on cocks', but this was the first time she'd seen a live one. She scrambled out from underneath Lisa and watched in awe as Alice fucked Lisa powerfully.
Shirley, who had extensive experience using and receiving strap-ons, grabbed Wendy and sat her in her lap. Shirley kissed where Wendy's neck and shoulder met while she gently pinched and rolled Wendy's nipple and fingered her clitoris as they watched Alice fuck Lisa. The stanch woman's hands and the lewd sight before her had Wendy galloping towards another sexual peak.
"There's another strap-on in my bedside drawers," Alice challenged.
Shirley chuckled and lay back so she could reach the drawer. Opening it, she found the strap-on, which had a standard 6-inch cock attached. Moving Wendy temporarily aside, Shirley buckled it into place and ensured the rubber stop was against her clitoris.
Shirley examined Wendy predatorily, and before the tubby woman could object. Shirley pounced on her and moved between her legs. Wendy grunted, "Oomph," as Shirley's 'cock' entered her tight pussy and slammed home, with Shirley's pelvis crashing into her clit. Wendy moaned, "Gawd!" When Shirley pulled all but her 'cock's' tip out of her and rammed it home. The twin sounds of women being vigorously fucked filled the room.
Although Lisa thoroughly enjoyed having Alice fuck her, she was in no mood to only receive. But it was difficult to do anything more than push her tight ass back to meet Alice's thrusts when on her hands and knees. She'd had enough, so the next time Alice pulled back, Lisa dropped onto her stomach and rolled away. Then, she leapt onto Alice and wrestled her onto her back. Holding Alice's cock, Lisa squatted over it and guided it into her dripping pussy. With a satisfied smile and grin, Lisa lowered herself until her perineum rested on Alice's pussy.
"My turn," Lisa announced happily. She leant forward and kissed Alice before gripping her tiny, conically shaped nipples and twisting mercilessly.
Similarly to her daughter, Lisa knew how to wriggle and move her hips to enhance how the strap-on's stop felt against her lover's clitoris. And suddenly, instead of Alice driving Lisa towards a peak, Lisa had Alice scurrying towards hers. 'I guess I should have expected Lisa to be as dominant as Zoe,' Alice conceded. 'Like mother, like daughter.' She surrendered to Lisa's powerful personality and revelled in what the gorgeous woman did to her.
Wendy watched Lisa turn the tables on Alice and tried to do the same to Shirley. But the larger woman simply laughed and said, "Relax and enjoy the ride, Blondie. I'll tell you when it's your turn." Shirley gripped the backs of Wendy's knees and forced them back and apart. Then, looming over her slightly tubby partner, Shirley pounded her until Wendy's eyes rolled back, and her orgasm screams filled the room again.
Wendy's screams broke Alice's and Lisa's concentration, igniting their climaxes and blasting through them. Their appreciative squeals joined Wendy's.
The girls swapped again after that, and their orgy continued until dawn raised its ugly head. The final act before sleep claimed them was a four-way daisy chain, with each woman's head buried in another's pussy. Lisa summed their thoughts up before snacking on Alice's pussy. "At least we don't have to eat our men's cum from each other's pussy!"
How Lucky is Luke? I.
Luke wasn't surprised that little to no shenanigans were playing out between the kids, but he probably should have been. Luke's and Lisa's no-nonsense approach to raising their kids had developed polite, respectful young adults and adults who knew where the line of good behaviour stood, and they rarely crossed it. Zoe's influence on Stuart, Brett, Willow, and Grace brought them into line with Luke's and Lisa's beliefs, and they, too, were polite young adults.
Similarly, Willow and Brett's calming influence on their siblings had quietened all but Matilda down. Matilda, who still continually acted like a spoilt brat, was the only fly in the ointment, and Luke had to step in several times to stop her from lording her greater age over the other younger girls. Matilda believed that she ruled because she was the oldest, and the other girls should bow to her wishes. Unfortunately, neither Maddie, who was the same age as Matilda, nor Frankie would accept her autocratic rule, and verbal fights broke out over things like whether the movie would stop when someone needed to use the loo. Matilda thought it should when she needed to, but not when the others did.
Several times, Maddie considered joining the older kids on the patio, but she wasn't sure if they would welcome her. They would have. Eventually, she and Frankie left the lounge and chatted in a bedroom. Grace was accustomed to ignoring her sister, and since she'd never seen The Princess Bride before, she concentrated on the screen and tuned out Matilda's muttered rants.
After about an hour, Luke knocked on the door and waited politely. Frankie and Maddie, who had found they had a lot in common, looked at each other wonderingly. Their parents would have opened the door and entered without knocking, let alone waiting to be summoned. "Come in," Maddie said.
Luke opened the door and politely asked, "Everything okay in here? Do you need anything? You know you can help yourself to another soft drink if you want, yeah? Lisa and I bought them specifically for tonight, so don't be shy."
This was almost unheard-of largesse for the two children of solo mums. Perhaps they'd get one can of generic soft drink once a week, maybe another if they had friends over. But Luke's fridge was full of Coke and Pepsi, 7-Up and Fanta, as well as several other brands, including Dr Pepper. Being told they could help themselves to whatever they wanted went close to exploding the girls' minds.
"Of course," Luke joked. "If you drink so much that you wet the bed, you'll have to stay and do the washing in the morning."
There were so few positive adult male role models in Maddie and Frankie's lives that Luke's kindness and polite manner warmed the hearts of the young girls, and they immediately developed a harmless schoolgirl crush on him. Maddie and Frankie giggled as they followed Luke back to the kitchen and got another can each. They thanked him before blushing and running back to their room.
Grace had finally had enough of her sister, and she knocked on Maddie's and Frankie's door. She entered when they called her and joined them, away from her sister.
"Sitting with all your friends?" Luke jovially asked as he sat on a sofa chair in front of the TV. "What are you watching?"
"The Princess Bride," Matilda said haughtily. "You wouldn't be interested."
"Oh, I don't know," Luke said, sipping his beer. "It was Zoe's favourite, so I've probably watched it a dozen times."
Immediately angered by learning her nemesis liked this movie, Matilda turned it off. "Yeah. It's a bit shit, really." Matilda growled.
"You kiss your mother with that mouth?" Luke asked evenly.
"What?" Matilda queried.
"It's 'I beg your pardon', and you heard what I asked. Is there any need at all for you to swear? It's not polite, makes you look cheap, and proves you are crude and uncouth. I would have thought a pretty young woman like yourself would have better manners," Luke forcefully explained.
"What?" Matilda repeated. No one had ever taken her to task so calmly and forcefully before. Luke was wholly non-threatening, yet his forceful intent was readily apparent. Luke's calm dominance frightened her, and although she doubted that he would touch her, Matilda feared Luke would spank her as she vaguely remembered her father doing.
"You heard me," Luke placidly restated.
You don't get to tell me what to do," Matilda screeched. "You're not my father!"
"That's obvious," Luke stated, still sailing calm seas. "If I were, you'd be much better behaved."
"I'm very well-behaved, I'll have you know," Matilda stated haughtily.
"By whose standards?" Luke disbelievingly asked. "Certainly not mine. But by anybody's standards, you're behaving like a spoilt brat. Is that what you are, Matilda? A spoilt brat who throws hiss fits when she doesn't get her way? Because that's how you seem to me. You treated the other girls so abysmally that they fled. Is that what happens when someone is polite and well-mannered, Matilda? Her friends and sister run away? Is it?"
"I hate you!" Matilda screamed.
"And if I were your father, I'd care about you saying that," Luke said dismissively. "But go on confirming you're nothing but a spoiled-rotten brat, why don't you?"
Matilda burst into tears, and her sobs came in huge, gasping breaths.
"Tell me when you're ready to apologise to everyone," Luke said remorselessly. "And we'll move on from this, okay?"
"I'm sorry," Matilda wailed. "Daddy left, and I'm the only one who misses him. Everyone else just goes about their lives like he doesn't matter, but he does matter! I was his princess, and he abandoned me!"
"Now we come to the crux of the matter," Luke said, sympathy evident in his voice for the first time. "It must have been challenging for your father to discover his wife, your mother, was gay. I'm sure he worries that he somehow turned your mother off men, and I'd guess he feels guilty that he couldn't be what Alice needed. But, Mattie, none of that is your fault. It's not your dad's or your mother's either. It just is. Have you spoken to him lately?"
Matilda shook her head, feeling warm and gooey inside because Luke had called her Mattie, something only her father ever did.
Luke looked at his phone, recalling that Zoe had told him Brett's father worked in the mines in Western Australia, and said, "Eight-thirty, so five-thirty in WA. He should be in camp now. Why don't you call him now?"
"I don't have any minutes on my phone," Matilda wailed. "Mum can't afford much, and I've used them up."
"Here, use mine," Luke soothed, handing Matilda his phone.
Matilda looked up Andrew's number on her phone and dialled it.
"Don't you think your brother and sister might also like to talk to him?" Luke asked gently.
"I'll call them over if Dad answers," Matilda stated just as her father answered, "Hello?"
"Daddy!" Matilda squealed.
"Mattie?" Andrew asked. "Are you okay? Whose phone is this? Is your mother there?" Matilda explained where she was and that her mother was out with her friends' mothers. "Ask Mister Carter if he has WhatsApp installed on his phone, and I'll call you back from my tablet if he does."
"I have it," Luke confirmed.
"Brett, Grace, come here. Dad's going to video call us."
Grace and Brett rushed over and got there just as Andrew called. Matilda answered, and the Samuels kids yelled, "Hi, Daddy!"
The other kids stuck their heads in, curious about what was happening, but Luke chased them out of the lounge. Shrugging, Frankie and Maddie returned to their room while the others went back to the games room.
With Matilda and Grace in different rooms and Stuart, Aaron, and Glen unaware that they were cousins, Judith and Brett made out heavily as they played Forza. Judith loved having her cousin's hands on her breasts, and she daringly touched and stroked his throbbing cock every time she thought she could get away with it.
Stuart and Willow were acting similarly, and Zoe found herself in the position of the fifth wheel. Not something she was overly accustomed to. However, with her father in the house, it was probably just as well that she wasn't playing kissy, touchy-feely games with a boy, especially given how often her libido raged and made her forget her surroundings. Besides, there were zero reasons to alert Aaron and Glen that she was intimate with their brother and many to ensure they remained unaware.
Zoe was getting drinks from the fridge when Luke confronted Matilda's attitude, and she watched, feeling proud of and warmed by his deft handling of the prima donna. Her pussy throbbed as she fantasised about kneeling before him and extracting his thick cock. She and Willow had plans for after the younger kids had gone to bed, and if it hadn't been so wrong to do so, Zoe would have prayed to a Greater Being that her father wouldn't freak out when they enacted their scheme. Instead of praying, Zoe got Luke a beer and brought it to him when he finished sorting Matilda out.
"I'm proud of you, Daddy," She smiled, handing him the can.
Genuinely confused, Luke cracked the can and asked, "For what?"
"Just being you," Zoe grinned, standing on tip-toes to kiss Luke's cheek. Somehow, her hand accidentally brushed Luke's trousers front as she lowered them. Unfortunately, he was disappointingly soft.
Around 11:00 p.m., Luke chased the younger children to bed. Maddie, Matilda, Frankie, Grace, Aaron, and Glen were quite happy because eleven was at least an hour later than they'd typically have to call it a night. With Luke joining the older kids under the patio, Stuart and Willow and Brett and Judith had to stop kissing and fondling each other, which was disappointing. But they loved that Luke didn't talk down to them. He asked questions and listened to their replies. He'd point out the flaws in their arguments without belittling them or making them feel bad just because they'd misunderstood something or had learned something that wasn't true.
At midnight, Luke told the older children they needed to turn the games and TVs off and go to bed. Aaron and Glen were already in their sleeping bags and mostly asleep anyway. Stuart, Brett, and Judith were barely keeping their eyes open; therefore, getting the teens and preteens to admit they were tired and go to bed occurred without complaint.
Earlier in the night, Zoe had confirmed with Judith and Brett that they wanted to play, so she'd arranged the sleeping order so that Brett would be the closest to the sliding door, which they'd leave slightly open. Stuart was beside Brett, with the younger boys the furthest from the door. Willow, who would have preferred to have Stuart sneak into Zoe's room with Brett, was committed to another course of action--helping her friend seduce her (Zoe's) father.
Willow hung back when the other girls made their way to Zoe's bedroom. She snuck up on Luke before leaping into his lap. Then, after kissing him soundly, she whispered, "Give it forty-five minutes to ensure everyone is asleep and come to the bathroom. I'll be there waiting for you." Willow wriggled her plump ass on Luke's rapidly inflating cock, kissed him again, and danced off down the hall.
How Lucky is Luke? II.
Zoe and Judith were already in bed when Willow got there. She quickly changed into a daring baby doll nightie and joined them under the covers, lying beside Judith on the opposite side from Zoe. Zoe scrutinised the youngster, gauging how Judith would react if she kissed her. Brett kept Zoe up to date with Judith's and his video dates so she knew they'd discussed her and how she was bisexual. Brett had confessed to Judith that he was currently intimate with Willow and Zoe, as well as a few other girls so that Judith wouldn't find out from someone else and be hurt.
Judith avidly listened to Brett describe some of the adventures he, Zoe, Willow, and this week, Stuart, had gotten up to. Her pussy sweltered as she imagined being with her handsome cousin and doing those things, but she was too nervous to instigate anything. She hoped that Zoe would.
Deciding Judith was 'up for it', Zoe ran her hand down the eighteen-year-old's spine and cupped her bony ass. Judith turned her head and looked longingly at Zoe's lips. Zoe accepted her invitation and kissed Judith lightly.
"My turn," Willow breathed.
Judith disbelievingly turned her head and accepted Willow's sweet kiss. Despite this being her first experience with Sapphic love and being so nervous she thought she could puke, Judith was wetter than she'd ever remembered being. Her little clitty throbbed and ached, and she was sure her nipples could drill holes in diamonds. She allowed Willow to deepen their kiss and moaned when she felt two sets of fingers sliding up her inner thighs. The hands met at her middle, with one set tickling her perineum before delving into her vulva, while the other unerringly found her nubbin and deftly circled it.
The sudden extra sensation combined with the hours of teasing Brett had subjected her to meshed in Judith's aching nether regions, and she screamed into Willow's mouth as she came. She orgasmed a second time when Zoe's lips encircled her nipple and then a third, fourth, and fifth time with Willow's mouth on her clitoris, slit, and entrance. She was still shaking in post-orgasm euphoria when the door opened, and Brett slipped into the room.
"Started without me, I see," he chuckled as he replaced Willow between Judith's trembling thighs. Brett was at least as excited as Judith because the teasing wasn't precisely one way, so he was grateful when Willow encouraged him to turn his hips, and she sucked his throbbing cock into her mouth. Bare seconds later, Brett grunted as he ejaculated into Willow's greedily sucking mouth, taking the edge off his arousal and hopefully giving him better control when he made love to his cousin.
Zoe and Willow slid out of bed, leaving the new lovers together, and snuck down to the main bathroom. Willow brushed her teeth and gargled to ensure Luke wouldn't taste Brett on her lips or in her mouth, and then the girls turned the light off. Zoe stood where the door would conceal her when it opened, and Willow knelt before the wash basin, waiting for Luke.
"Leave the light off," Willow said huskily when the door opened.
"Ohh, kinky!" Luke chuckled, coming inside and closing the door.
"I brought a friend," Willow giggled. "But she's shy and doesn't want you to see her face." Luke instantly knew the 'friend' had to be Judith because it wasn't Zoe, and the other girls were too young. He played along, though. "Put your hands behind your head and keep them there," Willow instructed. "Do not move them until my friend leaves the room."
"Sure," Luke agreed anticipatorily. He knew that he'd have to confess his infidelity to Lisa when she returned home, but he figured that she was taking two extra lovers tonight and couldn't blame him for his extra one. Luke thought that Judith was slender and sexually naïve and probably a virgin, and he was excited that he'd receive her first blowjob.
The room was blackened with all the lights in the house out, and even though his night vision was enacted, Luke couldn't see a damned thing other than vague shapes. He felt more than saw another body move from the wall beside the door and kneel before him. The newcomer's petite size further convinced Luke she was Judith. Luke gasped when the new woman's hands stroked across his pants-covered cock, estimating its size before they clumsily undid his belt and pants button.
Zoe was clumsy not because she was inexperienced but because she was so nervous. She knew if Luke figured out who was about to blow him before Zoe got his cock in her mouth, her father would freak out. Willow, suppressing her chuckle, helped to spring Luke's cock, pulling his shorts down to his knees. Then, she placed her lips on one side of his thick shaft and shared it with Zoe when her lover's lips joined hers.



The girls' lips slid along Luke's cock as they alternated between licking his glans and sucking them into their mouths. They had Luke groaning on the edge of an orgasm when Willow backed away and slipped from the room. Luke was disappointed, thinking he'd missed the chance to fill Judith's mouth, but the mouth still on his cock continued to blow him expertly. He ached to take 'Willow's' head in his hands, but her prohibition kept them where they were.
"I'm going to cum," Luke warned, only for 'Willow' to suck harder. 'It's not like I didn't warn her,' Luke thought as his orgasm hit. Despite Willow's order, his hands snatched to her head, and he held himself buried in her throat as his cock exploded. Luke vaguely noticed that Willow's hair didn't feel the same as he remembered, but his lust for his eighteen-year-old lover blew that thought away, and he jerked as he climaxed into her throat several more times.
Reaching for the light, Luke chuckled, "Gawd, Will..." The light came on, illuminating the woman at his feet, his cock still buried in her mouth and hardly softened at all. The woman bobbed her head as Luke gaped in astonishment. "Zoe!" He gasped.
Letting his cock out of her mouth briefly, Zoe giggled, "Shh, Daddy. You'll wake everyone up." She sucked him back down.
It was too much. Too, too much. He couldn't, Lawd knew he shouldn't, but Luke had been surrounded by delicious teenage pussy all night. Willow, Judith, and his daughter--they were all stunningly gorgeous in their own right, and Luke's imagination had gone to where men's fantasies have always reverted to--fucking them all. Singly, in pairs, or all together simultaneously. He wouldn't object which one. Luke groaned and surrendered to what his body had been demanding since Zoe's eighteenth birthday, and she started flirting with him. He grabbed her head again and pumped his lengthy cock into her talented mouth, which was so much like her mother's at the same age.
"Hmm," Zoe hummed, delighted that her father no longer fought her. Zoe had desired her father from the moment she knew what her clitoris was for, and although her lust for her mother was new, her desire for her father wasn't, and it was finally coming true. Zoe smiled when Luke held her head tightly and jerked as his climax hit. He filled her needy mouth for a second time, but now that she'd met his urgent needs, Zoe feared how he'd react.
She needn't have worried because Luke kicked off his shorts and picked her up, carrying her to his bedroom. They kissed passionately as Luke's hands explored his daughter's body. Zoe reciprocated enthusiastically and groaned when her father's lips descended onto her nipples. She mewled needily, pleading, "Taste me, Daddy. Please taste your daughter."
Luke was happy to oblige. He may have condemned his soul to the fires of Hell and tossed his marriage after it with this incestuous act, but Luke's cock's head was talking and thinking for him. His long-suppressed desires and fantasies were springing to life all around him, and Luke plunged into them with everything he had. He would have confessed to letting Judith blow him in an instant, but how could he admit that he'd fucked their daughter? Nevertheless, fuck her, he would. 'No, not fuck," Luke decided. 'Make love to.'
He kissed down Zoe's toned stomach, pausing to lap at her belly button. Luke breathed in deeply through his nose, relishing his daughter's musky and tangy aroma, which was similar to yet distinct from her mother's. Stretching out his tongue, Luke dabbed against Zoe's clitoris and revelled in her arched back and guttural moan. Luke's middle finger probed into his daughter's dripping gash and searched for her G-spot. He found it quickly and snaked his finger across it as he stabbed Zoe's button with his tongue.
"Oh, Daddy," Zoe sighed as she held her father's head to her drooling pussy. Luke's agile finger and deft tongue crashed her into the first of many orgasms that night.
Luke used his fingers and tongue to drive Zoe to three more orgasms before he encouraged her towards a fourth. Luke waited until Zoe was almost at her peak, then knowing he wouldn't last, Luke moved higher urgently and speared his throbbing cock into his daughter's sweltering centre.
"Yes, Daddy!" Zoe hissed, doing her best to avoid waking the others. She lifted her knees and wrapped her thighs around her father's hips. "Fuck me, Daddy," she demanded, writhing against Luke's body.
Luke chuckled as he forced his hands under Zoe's armpits to grip her shoulders. Then, pulling his daughter down to meet his thrusts, Luke slammed his hips forward, ramming his thick cock into Zoe. Simultaneously with his pelvis crashing into Zoe's clit, Luke's cock's tip rapped against his daughter's cervix--a sensation that Zoe had never felt before.
The sudden pain caused by Luke's cock pounding against her cervix meshed with the ultimate pleasure of her father ploughing her divine body and simultaneously stimulating her G-spot and clitoris, spun Zoe's mind off its axis and sent her catapulting across the universe as one gigantic orgasm after another blasted her apart. Zoe's delight was maximised when she felt her father's huge cock swell even more inside her and begin filling her with his seed. Zoe momentarily imagined being fertile and letting her father's seed impregnate her, which crashed her into another series of mind-melting climaxes.
Luke's thrusts finally slowed, and he groaned before rolling off Zoe onto his back. His marriage was doomed because he could see no way that Lisa would accept or forgive his incestuous act with their daughter. Trying to hide it was fraught with danger and depended on Zoe playing her part to keep their lovemaking a secret. But Luke doubted that Zoe would settle for tonight being a one-off event, which meant he'd be creeping behind Lisa's back, something that Luke had promised her he'd never do.
However, that was for tomorrow. For tonight, Luke would relish this one opportunity to make love to his daughter. Therefore, he didn't object when Zoe lowered herself and took his cock back into her mouth. Most fathers would have been worried by their nineteen-year-old daughter's obvious oral skill, but Luke had known that Zoe was sexually active for years--like mother, like daughter, after all. He closed his eyes and concentrated on how good Zoe's mouth felt on his dick.
Zoe couldn't believe how quickly her father had fallen under her spell. Her only regret was how long she'd waited before springing this trap. But now that she had her father in her web... well, mouth... she needed to seduce her mother so her parents' marriage wouldn't crumble in the face of Luke's incestuous adultery. Lisa's id, her sense of self and what was right and wrong, was much stronger than Zoe's father's, making her a much more difficult nut to crack. Even as she blew Luke's cock expertly, Zoe's mind considered scenarios that would allow her to seduce her mother or trick her into having sex with her much as she had her father.
Luke was as stiff as he could be, so Zoe threw her leg over his reclined body and guided his throbbing cock into her drooling pussy. Her father's hands lifted to hold Zoe's firm B-cups as her hands pushed on his chest to power her up and down movements. Being on the bottom meant that Luke didn't have to do any work other than stimulate his daughter's nipples and thrust his hips up to meet Zoe's downward plunge.
With his daughter doing all the work, Luke could cast his mind elsewhere and stave off his orgasm seemingly infinitely. He used this almost downtime to try and work out how to tell his wife that he'd fucked their daughter and not have Lisa hand him his nuts on a plate. Unfortunately, nothing came to mind.
Luke's mind returned to the task at hand when he heard his daughter's pants and her demanding, "I'm going to blow, Daddy. Cum with me, please. Fill me with your seed and make me pregnant."
The decadently naughty imagery Zoe created with her words smashed Luke's control to smithereens. Even though he knew his daughter was on the pill because he and Lisa had discussed it before Lisa took Zoe to see their family doctor, the imagery of impregnating his daughter crashed Luke into an extreme orgasm.
Father and daughter spent the remainder of the night fucking in every which way they could imagine. Their final act before sleep claimed them was Zoe surrendering her anus to her father, allowing him to complete her mouth, pussy, and ass trifecta.
In Zoe's Room.
After leaving the bathroom, Willow crept through the lounge to the patio. Stuart lay on his sleeping bag, playing with his dick, when Willow slipped through the sliding door. She momentarily admired Stuart's cock before signalling for him to be quiet and motioning for him to join her.
Stuart eased off his mattress, careful not to wake his brothers, and padded down to Zoe's room after Willow. They entered and found Brett on top of his cousin, pounding her for all he was worth. Judith had a pillow over her face, muffling her ecstatic cries as she climaxed repeatedly to Brett's assault.
Hearing the door open, Brett turned his head, fearing that Mister Carter had caught them out. He relaxed when he saw Willow and Stuart and resumed pile-driving his cousin.
Willow climbed onto the bed and lay on her stomach beside Judith. She looked over her shoulder and patted her pussy, encouraging Stuart to mount her. Then, Willow turned back and kissed Judith. Judith moaned and returned Willow's kiss.
Stuart checked with Brett through eye contact and nods before leaning over and kissing Judith as well. Judith's eyes sprang open, and after fearfully looking at her cousin, who smiled and nodded his encouragement, she returned Stuart's kiss, blissfully moaning as she did.
Stuart couldn't believe his luck. In less than six months, he'd gone from being a virgin to losing it to Zoe. Then, he'd gotten to fuck Zoe again before she'd introduced him to Willow, who, in his eighteen-year-old mind, would be his for life. And now, he was fucking Willow again while she encouraged him to kiss someone who Stuart assumed was Brett's girlfriend. Not only that, Brett also seemed happy to share her.
Overcome with lust, Stuart kissed Judith several more times before losing his load into Willow. Unimpressed, Willow shook herself, forcing Stuart to get off. "Asshole!" She hissed. Willow told Brett to get off Judith, and she encouraged Judith onto her hands and knees. Then, Willow slid under the slender girl and latched her lips to Judith's clitoris.
Brett chuckled, understanding both Stuart's eagerness and Willow's frustration. He reinserted his cock into Judith's tight snatch and revelled in Willow's lips and tongue on his shaft and balls.
Judith looked down at Willow's spread pussy and saw Stuart's cum leaking from it. She gulped and wondered if she dared to taste it. But curiosity overcame her reticence, and Judith lowered her head, tentatively dipping her tongue into Stuart's oozing semen. Deciding that she liked the taste, Judith eagerly encircled Willow's gash with her mouth and sucked hard, trying to simultaneously extract Stuart's cum and Willow's nectar.
Stuart, who knew he'd fucked up, watched the other three enviously. He thought he was kinda owed some leniency because this was all so new to him, although he didn't realise that this was only Judith's second sexcapade because she seemed experienced and skilled to him.
Still, young women got it so much easier than young men, especially if they were multi-orgasmic as Willow and Judith were. When a man climaxed, he filled his lover with his seed, and he was done until his dick recharged. A woman's orgasm, especially if she was a squirter, washed her man's cum from her pussy. Also, a multi-orgasmic woman had no refractory period. She could climax over and over again until either her mind melted or her pussy wore out. A man could not do that unless he had chemical help.
Stuart didn't know how to re-enter the fray even though his cock had barely wilted after cumming inside his girlfriend. So, he sat on the peripheries, too scared to even touch himself lest he disappoint Willow again. Stuart had misinterpreted Willow's 'asshole' response. She wasn't disappointed by him coming prematurely because she'd learned from Zoe that a man doing so was, in fact, a compliment on how sexy and desirable he found her. Instead, Willow was pissed because Stuart had ignored her needs and concentrated on kissing Judith and getting what he wanted.
Judith was prepared to share, and Willow knew Brett had the control to service them both, so as far as Willow was concerned, Stuart could go and fuck himself. Of course, she changed her mind when Stuart moved so he could access her pussy. Ignoring that he'd cum inside her, Stuart helped Judith extract his semen from Willow's vulva and readied her for another assault. Willow's forgiveness was complete when Stuart lifted her legs and speared his tongue into her asshole.
Willow wanted to test Judith's willingness to share, so she wriggled back until she could kiss her. Then she whispered, "Want to try Stuart?"
Judith froze before nodding eagerly. She moved forward and off Brett's cock before recalling what she'd done with Brett on her first night. Stuart willingly rolled onto his back at Judith's urging, and she squatted over his cock before gliding down his pole, her hands on Stuart's knees and her feet on the bed.
Stuart watched his cock disappear into Judith's pussy and then magically reappear as she raised her hips. He quickly closed his eyes and began doubling sevens lest that erotic sight blow him off his peak again.
Willow watched Judith ride Stuart briefly before rolling onto her hands and knees and waving her ass at Brett enticingly. Brett took the hint and moved up behind her. He dipped his wick into Willow's dripping gash to ensure it was well lubricated, then grinning evilly, he pulled out and lined up with Willow's pucker. Willow gasped, then giggled. She admonished, "Ouch! Asshole!"
"Yes, Willow. Correct. I'm in your asshole," Brett chuckled as he leant over Willow's back and grasped her deliciously bouncing melons.
Willow reached between her legs and frigged her clit as Brett pounded her ass. She climaxed quickly, imagining what Luke and Zoe were doing. After her second orgasm on Brett's powerfully thrusting dick, Willow slid off and encouraged Judith to shift positions. She got Judith onto her hands and knees, with her budding breasts pressed against Stuart's scrawny chest, then she spread Judith's ass cheeks and probed her sphincter with her talented tongue.
After ensuring Judith's rosebud was soaking, Willow slid her finger into Judith's ass. Judith moaned, unsure if this new sensation was something she wanted to experience. But then Brett moved beside her and offered her his cock. Judith found being penetrated in all three holes simultaneously darkly erotic, and she eagerly gobbled Brett down.
Willow inserted a second finger and began working Judith's sphincter open. Being young and athletic, Judith's muscles stretched readily, and Willow slid a third finger inside her. "Get over here," Willow demanded. Moving with alacrity, Brett circled behind his cousin, letting Willow guide him into Judith's dark star.
"Oh, wow!" Judith gasped. She couldn't believe that Willow would do that to her, she was dumbfounded that her cousin would allow it to happen, and she was freaking amazed by how good it felt! Judith's hips moved instinctively, and she hunched forward off the cocks in her neither regions before slamming her hips back to meet their twin thrusts.
Brett was experienced enough in group sex to know he needed to hold still and allow Judith to find her rhythm, and Stuart was too scared to move lest he cum prematurely again. Judith rocked again, sliding forward and ramming back before she demanded, "Oh, Gawd, boys! That feels so good. Fuck me, babies! Fuck me hard!"
Stuart, who struggled to hold his orgasm back, kept his eyes screwed shut, so it was up to Brett to do all the work. Thankfully, he'd fucked Willow and Zoe like this many times, and he was up to the task. Willow helped by kissing Judith and playing with her budding breasts. She whispered encouragements into Judith's over-inflamed mind and sent her rocketing to her climax's peak.
Willow had to hold a pillow over Judith's face as the young woman announced her orgasm to the world. Judith knew she was being too loud, but the sensations her three lovers elicited from her body were simply too intense to suppress. Judith came twice more before the boys filled her lower fuck holes with their nut juice.
Brett fell to the side, groaning, and Stuart lay panting. They were temporarily out of the game, but the girls had barely scratched the surfaces of their needs. Willow rolled Judith onto her back and feasted on the cum leaking from the young woman's vagina. Judith copied Willow's actions, and the girls took care of each other until the boys were ready again.
Brett, who had decided that Stuart should be his first male lover, was the first to recover. He moved to sit cross-legged and watch the girls perform their sixty-nine--a sight that never failed to inflame his desires. Stuart moved and sat beside Brett. They watched the girls as their cock slowly reinflated. Brett, moving stealthily and casually, eased his hand across and gripped Stuart's stiffening dick. Stuart looked down, wondering if he shouldn't object, but Brett's hand on his cock certainly felt better than his own, so he internally shrugged and reached across to jerk Brett's as well.
After several minutes of masturbating Stuart's dick, Brett could feel that he was about to cum. So, with his heart pounding and shaking fearfully, Brett moved onto his hands and knees and lowered his mouth towards Stuart's cock. Stuart gasped, which got the girls' attention. They awedly watched as Brett slowly eased his mouth over Stuart's dick.
Stuart remained still and unprotesting, even though his brain screamed, "A man, a man, Gawddammit! Is sucking my cock!" He knew he should have pushed Brett away and punched him in the face, but the girls' awed expressions and their avid interest in what Brett was doing prevented him from acting. Plus--guilty blush--having your cock sucked was still the most amazing experience, regardless of who was doing it!
"Oh, Gawd!" Willow moaned awedly. "Zoe will be pissed to have missed seeing this." She and Judith sat cross-legged, their hands on each other's pussy, avidly watching Brett give his first blowjob.
The girls' evident arousal and acceptance allowed Stuart to relax, and he warned, "I'm going to cum, mate." He thought Brett would stop, but Brett gulped and bobbed faster as he sucked harder. "Can't stop," Stuart warned before growling, "Ahhhhhhh!!!!!!!" And cumming into Brett's mouth.
'Shouldn't cumming in a man's mouth be less than orgasming into a woman's?' Stuart disjointedly thought as his mind revelled in his body's enjoyment.
"Oh, wow!" Judith exclaimed, leaping on her cousin and kissing him soundly.
Willow giggled, "Come here, you slut you. Let's see if my blowjobs are as good as Brett's." She pushed Stuart onto his back and gobbled his shaft down.
Judith's and Willow's aroused acceptance of what the boys had done allowed Brett and Stuart to leap over the guilt of committing a homosexual act, and their dicks' eager response to their women proved the act hadn't suddenly made them gay. Casting aside any doubts, Brett and Stuart concentrated on pleasing their girlfriends until the morning's light seeping through the blinds told them they needed to return to their beds before someone woke up and caught them.
Brett and Willow knew Zoe's parents were pretty cool about teenage sex, but they also knew better than to rub their noses in it. So, while the girls showered, Brett and Stuart opened the windows, sprayed air freshener, and changed the sheets. They used the shower when the girls returned and snuck back to their airbeds on the patio.



In the Morning.
The Carter Residence. Luke and Lisa's room.
Luke woke from a delicious dream--he'd spent the night making love to his beautiful daughter--and now Lisa was giving him a fantastic blowjob. He opened his eyes and looked down, meeting his daughter's sparkling eyes. "Oh, Gawd," he groaned, realising it wasn't a dream--he really had spent the night committing the unforgivable sin of patriarchal incest.
'Lisa's going to kill me,' he despaired. Luke imagined the divorce and the ensuing court case. Fortunately, Zoe was over the age of consent, so he couldn't be charged with statutory rape, but that seemed to be the least of his problems. However, despite Luke's despair, his body reacted to Zoe's blowjob, and he clasped her head as he ejaculated into her mouth.
"Morning, Daddy," Zoe said happily, moving up to kiss her father.
"Morning, pumpkin," Luke replied. He frowned. "You okay with what we did? With us being incestuous?"
"I've been flirting with you for years, Daddy," Zoe pouted. "But you kept ignoring me."
"I thought you were," Luke admitted. "But I thought I was reading more into it than there was. Besides, baby girl. Fathers and daughters should not do this!"
"Too late to refuse now, Daddy," Zoe giggled. "The deed's already done."
Luke sighed. "Yeah, but what am I going to tell your mother?"
"Nothing," Zoe said insistently. "We don't do this again until after I've seduced Mum, too."
"You're going to try and seduce your mum?" Luke asked disbelievingly. He knew he should be objecting but because Zoe had his rapidly erecting cock in her hand and had it positioned at her entrance, he didn't. Zoe glided down her father's rigid pole until her perineum rested on his balls.
"Well, she's already having lesbian sex with Willow, and you're not fool enough to believe she hasn't spent the night making love with Alice, Shirley, and Wendy, so it shouldn't be too far of a stretch to make her include me."
"Wait!" Luke exclaimed. "How do you know your mum's having sex with Willow? Willow's only eighteen, and she wouldn't do that."
"Who do you think set them up?" Zoe giggled as she rode her father's cock. "Besides, Willow told me as soon as she'd seduced Mum."
"You mean Willow came onto Lisa rather than the other way around?"
"Now you're getting it," Zoe said.
"So, this 'study group', pumpkin. What do you study? Sex?"
"Partly," Zoe admitted. "But we also do schoolwork. Everyone's grades, including mine, have improved since we started.
"Jaysus!" Luke exclaimed. "I should have expected that Willow would tell you everything, I guess. But she promised not to tell anyone, especially not Shirley."
"She hasn't told anyone except Brett and me," Zoe explained as she rode Luke faster. "And we wouldn't tell anyone." Zoe panted as her peak approached, and she thrashed her hips along her father's lengthy pole. Zoe took her father's hands, which had been on her hips, and guided them onto her fulsome B-cup breasts. "Pinch my nipples, Daddy," she gasped. "I'm about to cum!"
"Like mother, like daughter," Luke grinned as he complied with his daughter's order. "Your mum loves pain just as she cums, too."
"Good to know," Zoe panted as she pistoned her hips back and forth. "Now, shut up and cum in me!"
So, Luke did.
Zoe's room.
Judith woke up first and was surprised by Zoe's absence. Then it occurred to her to wonder where Zoe had been while she and others fucked. She shrugged it off, thinking Zoe must have decided to sleep on the couch or one of the other rooms. That Zoe had spent the night fucking her father never entered her mind because why would it? Judith knew teenage girls often crushed on their fathers, not that she did, well, maybe a little, but it never went beyond a crush.
Willow lay on her back, still completely naked and snoring. Willow's legs were spread, and her trimmed pussy showed in the dim light through the blinds delightfully. Judith could barely believe she'd snacked on that pussy, but she knew that snack she had. In fact, it was just too enticing, and Judith eased between Willow's slender legs and lowered her lips onto Willow's button.
"Hmm," Willow purred, arching her back and pressing her pussy against the delicious lips on her young pussy. She grabbed Judith's head and undulated her hips to spread the pleasure along her entrance, slit, and clit.
Judith thought Willow's cunt tasted a little funky because more of the boys' semen had drooled from it after they'd showered, but she discovered that the more aroused Willow became, the faster Willow's fluids flowed and the better she tasted. Judith slid her hands up Willow's body and cupped her luscious breasts. She manipulated Willow's nipples, and Willow rewarded her by cumming on her mouth.
"What a delightful way to wake up," Willow giggled. "Today's the first time I've woken up with a lover in my bed. I could get used to it, I think."
Judith lay on Willow and, after kissing her several times, said, "My first time, too. It's a shame we couldn't have Stuart and Brett in here as well."
Willow agreed, rolled Judith over, and pressed her pussy against Judith's. "Do you know how to trib?" She asked.
Judith shook her head. "I've never heard that word before," she confessed.
"Oh, it's just a word meaning to rub your pussies together," Willow explained. "We mash our clits together and move so they rub on each other. Want to try with me?"
Judith nodded eagerly, and she tentatively pushed her pussy up. Willow grinned and wriggled hers sideways, "Oh!" The girls gasped simultaneously. They were off to the races because the thing is that there is no right or wrong way to trib; it's merely a matter of what feels good for you. Sometimes, the lovers got it wrong, and their hips moved away from each other, removing the delightful sensations. Other times their pussy lips smashed together, creating delicious sensations that raced the girls towards their peaks. But it all worked to bring the new lovers close to their climaxes.
Willow, experimenting, twisted her hips and gripped Judith's slender thigh. Then, she moved back before pulling them together as hard as she could. Willow's clitoris rammed into Judith's, igniting a passion that roared through both young ladies.
"That feels good!" Judith panted.
"Yeah, it does," Willow gasped. She repeated her action, and their pussies mashed together again.
Judith quickly worked out how to use her hands to push her body forward to meet Willow's thrust, and the girls crashed their vaginas together until they both bit their lips to stifle their cries and orgasmed.
"I guess we'd better get up and dress because it sounds like people are up," Willow said regretfully. "If you'd like to chat on Messenger or FaceTime, feel free to add me, okay?"
The girls dressed and used the bathroom to clean their faces before heading to the kitchen, where they heard some of the others.
"Dad's gone to get muffins and pancakes," Zoe announced when Judith and Willow walked in.
They were the last two to get up, although the boys had returned to playing the console games and hadn't come to the kitchen.
Alice's Place.
The four mothers hadn't gotten to sleep until nearly 5:00 a.m., so it was well after ten before they woke up. Shirley summed it up for them all when she quoted Sergeant Murtagh from Lethal Weapon, "I'm too old for this shit! What time did we finally get to sleep?" She felt a hand sliding up her inner thigh, and although she needed to pee, she didn't object.
"Fuck knows," Wendy giggled, idly running her fingers through Shirley's verdant bush. She'd tasted the forbidden fruit of Sapphic sex, and now she wanted more. "Gotta pee, though!"
"Needing to wee all the time," Lisa chuckled. "The fate of pregnant women and mid-forties plus women the world over. Who's going first?"
"Me," Shirley announced. Mentioning the need to urinate had her on the precipice.
Alice, who was the only one not needing to use the bathroom urgently, casually swung her long legs out of bed and made her way to the kitchen. She'd splashed a little cash and bought a few things for this morning. She knew that although she wasn't as financially well-off as Lisa, she was in much better shape than the other two, both of whom only worked part-time. She'd purchased a box of Robert Harris coffee bags, ham, hash browns, haloumi cheese, mushrooms, tomatoes, and eggs for breakfast. She made four coffees and put them on the table with milk and sugar.
Lisa joined her, with both women remaining naked and enjoying the intimacy. They kissed several times before Lisa grated cheddar cheese to add to the omelettes Alice was making. Then, as Alice attended to her bathroom needs, Lisa sliced the tomatoes and mushrooms. Alice returned and added eggs and milk to a bowl before whisking them together. She added in the grated cheddar, tomatoes, mushrooms, and ham and then brought out two non-stick pans. The first omelette went into one pan, while the haloumi went into the other.
Lisa had put the hash browns in the oven as Alice mixed the eggs, so she joined the others at the kitchen table.
"I feel so naughty sitting around the table nude," Wendy giggled.
"I know," Shirley agreed. "Can you imagine being a nudist family and sitting around a table and being naked with your kids?"
"Oh, hell no," Lisa laughed. "Especially when my boys lived with us. Nothing but swinging dicks as far as the eyes can see."
"Better than saggy boobs blobbing about the place," Shirley chuckled, holding her G-cups up.
"At least you've got enough to bounce and attract attention," Alice pouted, touching her nonexistent mounds after she'd placed the first plate on the table. "All I've got are pointy nipples."
"Oh, these gigantic melons attract attention, alright," Shirley groused good-naturedly. "People see them coming through the door five seconds before they see me." She tucked into the omelette, seeing as the other two ignored it.
After breakfast, the women discussed going back to bed and playing some more, but they'd all had more sex in the previous twelve hours than they'd had in months, possibly years for some of them (No one's looking at you, Alice), and they decided to hang around each other naked and simply enjoy the intimacy.
Alice, who, as stated earlier, had started the night hoping to establish something permanent with Lisa, found herself drawn to the much larger and earthy Shirley. Shirley, of course, had the advantage over Lisa because she was single, so Alice didn't have to worry about a husband. But there was more because Alice felt safe in Shirley's presence. Shirley had unflinchingly gone to Lisa's aid when Rose accosted her, and even though it turned out that Lisa hadn't needed their help, Alice was still impressed by the large woman's fortitude.
Deciding there was no time like the present, Alice plopped herself into Shirley's lap and kissed her passionately. Shirley returned Alice's kiss with equal fervour before she turned to Lisa and asked, "If Alice and I wanted another night together, would you look after our kids for us?"
Alice was entranced by that idea and, looking hopeful, turned to face Lisa.
Lisa grinned happily, wondering if her friends would become a permanent item. "We don't have anything planned, and I know Zoe won't mind if Brett and Willow stay over for another night, so sure. Why not?"
"Oh, shit," Alice exclaimed. "Judith."
"Let me call Zoe and ask her to check with Judith to see if she'd like to stay another night. Then, if she does, you can call her parents," Lisa offered.
"That might work," Alice said doubtfully. "Alicia's still pretty pissed at me for divorcing her brother, though."
"Better idea, then," Lisa suggested. "Call Judith and ask if she'd like to stay with us another night, and then get her to phone her mother and ask."
"I'll call Brett and then ask to speak to Judith," Alice decided. She got out her phone, and, of course, all the older kids wanted to stay, including Stuart. After all, why wouldn't he, given what happened last night? Surprisingly, Alicia immediately agreed that Judith could spend an extra night, and so it was all set for Chapter 5.

The End.
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The Redemption of Sarina Deschanel Part 2.

From Part 1: "It ends, just like that?" Sarina asked sadly as tears fell from her eyes. "They take our son, and you hand me to another? Just like that?"
"Yes," Meester Dawid replied. "So it was, so it is, so it will always be. The line of the Defenders must not fail, lest all else be lost."
"Duty," Sarina wept.
"Duty," Dawid confirmed.
"Leave me," Sarina commanded, relaxing her legs and letting Dawid get up.
Dawid stood, dressed, and faced Sarina. "My Lady Sarina," he stated before nodding and striding from the room.
Duty.
Sarina curled into a ball and wept. She'd given up on being a mother years before because not only wasn't there a man on her horizons, but she was terrified she'd perpetuate the abuse her mother had heaped onto her onto her child. Sarina had read many books about the abuse cycle the daughters of abusive parents inflicted on their children, who then went on to abuse their kids and on down through the generations. No. It was better that it ended now with her.
However, with Thaddeus, Sarina felt nothing but awe for the miracle of his birth, and she felt only love for the swiftly growing child. Even when Thaddeus was teething or at his brattiest, Sarina felt no anger or resentment towards him. All she wanted to do was hold him and love him forever. Alas, it was not to be. She didn't even know if she would see him again. She feared she wouldn't, and so she cried.
Not even ten months old, and already taken from his parents to be trained as a Defender, and in time, if he proved worthy, a Knight of the Light. Sarina had no idea what these Knights of the Light even were, but it sounded like a dangerous occupation or duty if they were called to fight the darkness of The Marshal, as Dawid had indicated.
Andie and Eloise tried to encourage Sarina to get out of bed and bathe. They urged her to eat, and when that failed, they tried to entice her with sex. Sarina refused all enticements. Even her typically recalcitrantly responsive body failed to respond to Andie's and Eloise's talented lips, tongue, and fingers. Nor, when they summoned Ella and Elsa, did Sarina react to them. Sarina's heart was a cold stone, shattering within her, so she was cold and unresponsive to everything and everyone.
For seven days, Sarina lay in bed and wept. The only time she got out was to use the commode and to take sparing sips of water. Andie tried to recall Meester Dawid, but communications between Dawid's travelling party and Kingsholme depended on them being within reach of one of the few remaining repeater stations still working and not under The Marshal's control.
Early in the morning of the eighth day, Andie ran into Sarina's bedroom, yelling, "Sarina! Sarina! Here, listen!"
Sarina took the proffered cylindrical object. It thrummed in her hand, and her son's voice broke forth. "Mumma? Mumma? It is so neat here," Thaddeus' joyful voice told her. "There are so many toys to play with. Daddy calls them training devices, but that's silly because they're so easy to use. If they were meant to train me, they would be more difficult."
"Oh, my baby boy," Sarina wept, her heart glad she could talk to him but breaking because he was so far away.
"Why are you crying, Mumma?" Thaddeus asked. "I'm training to be a Knight of the Light. Guardian Markus says I have the potential to match Meester Lancelot, the greatest of King Arthur's Knights. You should be happy and proud, not crying like a baby."
"I am proud, baby boy," Sarina managed even though her voice broke with sobs. "But I miss my baby boy."
"Not a baby anymore," Thaddeus said firmly. "I am doing my duty as a Defender, Mumma. Remember what Daddy said? 'So it was, so it is, so it will always be. The line of the Defenders must not fail, lest all else be lost.' You must stop missing me, Mumma, and do your duty, too."
"I will, baby boy," Sarina promised. "I will do my duty, but I won't stop missing you."
"Guardian Markus says I have to go now, Mumma. I will call you when Markus says I can, which will only be when it's safe."
"Goodbye, baby boy," Sarina said to the dead phone. Well, she called it a phone because it operated like a cell phone on Earth. Lawd knew what the Aetherians called it.
Recovery
Sarina swung her legs out of bed and stood. A passage from Robert Jordan's The Wheel of Time series came to her mind: "Duty is Heavier than a Mountain, Death is Lighter than a Feather." Well, she tried death twice now; if Sarina believed Paolo when he said she had died when she fell on the stone in the desert, so that wasn't an option--that left duty. She picked up the mantle, settled it on her slender shoulders and then used the rope pull to summon her companions, as she'd come to call them.
As she waited for them to attend her, Sarina looked down at her gaunt body. Seven days of drinking little and eating less had ravaged her body. Even her typically firm breasts drooped and seemed empty compared to their usual fullness. Sarina shrugged; they'd either fill back out, or they wouldn't. Meester Guān would either still find her desirable, or he wouldn't. She needed to get healthy and do her duty. Sarina knew that even though her body was ravaged, it would improve, and her beauty remained undiminished. If Meester Guān didn't find her attractive, then she was sure one of the other Masters would.
Andie and Eloise entered her bedroom and, seeing that she was up, squealed happily and ran to her side. "Bath first," Aloise sniffed. "You stink!" Eloise pulled the rope again, and when one of the two women who stayed overnight with Sarina entered, she said, "Tell Meester Guān that Lady Sarina is up and would like to see him. Tell him to wait for a haneur and meet her in the sitting room with the fire.
(Aetheria takes approximately 40 Earth hours to rotate 360°. This period is divided into 20 haneurs, only four of which are in total darkness. Another three hours every morning have just one sun visible, and a further three hours every afternoon into the evening also have only one sun. These periods leave Aetheria in a kind of twilight-like state, and it is during this time that The Marshal's forces attack. 20 haneurs/day. 10 deurs/week. 10 weurks/month. 10 meurths/year, etc.)
Ever silent, Sarina's overnight companion nodded and left to do as Eloise ordered.
"She speaks?" Sarina asked as she allowed Andie and Eloise to guide her into her bathroom and help her sit on one of the commodes. "She and the other woman have been silent every night they're with me."
Andie and Eloise looked at each other before Andie reluctantly responded. "Your overnight companions had their names and tongues removed for being scolds. To explain: Husbands can take their complaints to the Master responsible for the area in which they live. After the Master hears their grievances and weighs the evidence, he assigns guilt and punishment and/or annuls the marriage. In the case of annulment, the ex-wives go to the slave markets to be sold."
"This is a one-way system, right?" Sarina asked coldly. "Men get sick of their wives and get rid of them to the slave markets?" She thought of Muslim and early Christian societies.
Andie and Eloise glanced at each other, perplexed. They shook their heads. "No. As often as the Masters find women guilty of being scolds, they also find men guilty of abuse, neglect or abandonment. Additionally, wives can file a complaint against their husbands for being scolds. The men, too, go to the slave markets if they're found guilty and their marriage is annulled. Your morning servant, the one who brings your breakfast, is one such man. It still has its dick, so its crime can't have been too serious."
"If his crimes weren't serious, then why did they chop out his tongue and cut off his balls?" Sarina asked.
"The tongue is to prevent it from abusing or scolding someone again, and the balls are removed to ensure it cannot reproduce," Andie explained.
"Harsh!" Sarina exclaimed.
"It works," Eloise defended. "Rape, murder, and child molestation are almost nonexistent on Aetheria, or at least they are in the areas controlled by the Masters."
Andie and Eloise completed Sarina's ablutions as they explained how Aetherian society worked. They tsked over her skinny body and made disappointed moues over Sarina's ravaged breasts. "My Lady Sarina," Andie admonished. "You must take better care of yourself lest the Masters reject you and send you to the markets."
"As long as I contain the spark to birth more Defenders, I think I'm quite safe, thank you," Sarina replied huffily, ashamed of being scolded.
"That spark was almost extinguished by your unnecessary grief over your son being chosen to study and train with the Guardians. Such an honour should be celebrated and rejoiced," Eloise chided. "It's returning, which I'm sure the Masters will appreciate, but you must not let yourself fall so again." She examined Sarina before saying, "In around ten yeurs, your son will return a man and possibly a Knight for The Light. This is something you should cherish and honour. It is not something to mourn."
"I get it!" Sarina growled. "I'm honoured; it's an honour; I'm grateful. Can we please let this rest and move on?"
Both women took a deep breath and swallowed. Their words came from their fear for Sarina--the gorgeous young woman who had suddenly entered their lives and unexpectedly stolen their hearts. Love, something that they never thought would be theirs when their struggling families sold them to the markets, had budded in Andie's and Eloise's souls, and with Sarina's grief, they feared that love would wither and die.
Although it was true that their lofty positions in the mansion came from being Sarina's chosen, both women would have gladly sacrificed them if it meant Sarina's joy would return. They released their fears and turned their attention to preparing their Mistress to meet Meester Guān.
Andie brushed Sarina's luscious black hair before infusing it with vanilla hair oil. Simultaneously, Eloise rubbed cinnamon-scented moisturiser into Sarina's skin. Sarina opened her mouth to remind them that she used rose oil and sandalwood, but then she remembered that Ella and Elsa had prepared her similarly for her first one-on-one meeting with Meester Guān.
Andie and Eloise completed Sarina's preparations, and then Ella and Elsa guided her to the sitting room Sarina typically used. It was midsummer in this part of Aetheria, so the fire was unlit. Sarina lowered herself onto the low stool and smiled her goodbye to Ella and Elsa.
They'd barely exited the room when Meester Guān entered. He gaped at Sarina's emaciated figure and yanked the rope pull. "Bring a harvester immediately," he growled when a male slave entered the room. He crossed to Sarina swiftly. "My Lady Sarina, are you ill?" He worriedly asked.
"Only with grief," Sarina smiled, warmed by Guān's concern.
"For what do you grieve?" Guān wondered. "Has someone close to you died?"
"My son was taken away too soon," Sarina explained. "On Earth, a mother would typically have twenty years or more with her child before he left home. I've found losing him so soon distressing. However, he called me today, and he firmly told me that I was not to 'cry like a baby', and to do my duty."
The door opened, and an intense-looking, bearded and portly man hurried in. The man looked so much like a stereotypical Hollywood version of a family doctor that Sarina almost burst out laughing.
"Harvester Michael," Guān greeted the man. "Lady Sarina has lost a lot of weight recently. Will you please check her over for any parasites or diseases?"
Sarina almost laughed again when Harvester Michael pulled out a Star Trek-type laser scanner because it seemed so trite. The harvester ran the scanner over Sarina's head, body, and limbs, examining the read-out as he did. After completing his scan, Michael tsked before asking, "When did you last eat?"
"Seven days ago," Andie replied as she entered the room. She and Eloise had watched from the doorway, worried about Meester Guān's reaction to Sarina's appearance. "The Guardians took her son for training, and Lady Sarina stopped eating due to her grief at her loss."
"That's ridiculous!" The harvester exploded. "Having your son chosen to train as a Defender is an honour bestowed on very few. Most sons aren't even chosen for the elite cadres because they're deemed unworthy. Your son must be genuinely remarkable because there hasn't been a new Defender in more than thirty years."
The harvester checked his instrument, and his eyes widened. He gasped, "By the Light! You have the spark that gives birth to Defenders and maybe even Knights!"
"So I'm told," Sarina said modestly.
Harvester Michael turned to Meester Guān and said, "It is malnourished but in no real danger. I will stay at the Mansion and supervise its recovery. Will you have someone direct me to one of the kitchens? I need to oversee its meals to ensure it receives food that it can easily digest and won't cause its body to rebel against."
"The Lady Sarina, not 'it'," Guān said dangerously. "Sarina is a slave in good standing, and she is the Mistress of this Mansion. You will address her directly and appropriately, or you may find yourself on the selling platform minus your tongue and balls."
"Of course, Meester Guān," the harvester quickly agreed. "I misspoke out of ignorance, not disrespect."
"Very well," Guān said. He tugged the pull rope and asked the attending slave to show the harvester to the nearest kitchen.
"Does this slave know its way to The Lady's rooms?" The harvester asked before he left the room. "I'll bring Lady Sarina's meal and stay until I'm sure she's held it down."
"Slave, do you know which is Lady Sarina's room?" Guān asked the man.
The tongueless man chuffed a nodded reply and left with the harvester.
Guān turned back to Sarina. He helped her to his feet and encouraged her to sit with him on the couch. Sarina was touched because although she knew that Dawid loved her, he never treated her as an equal. Other than in their bed, Dawid maintained a certain aloofness and always ensured Sarina knelt at his feet or sat on the low stool before him. Not that Sarina minded. She had Dawid's love, and it was enough for her, especially since Dawid's love was the first time she had that emotion directed towards her.
"May I kiss you, Lady Sarina?" Meester Guān politely asked when Sarina had settled.
"Of course, Meester Guān," Sarina said sultrily. "You needn't ask."
"Please, my Lady," Guān said. "Just Guān, if you will."
"As long as you call me just Sarina," Sarina agreed, tilting her head to the side and anticipating Guān's kiss.
Guān smiled happily and kissed his bride-to-be. Like Sarina's and Dawid's, Guān's and Sarina's marriage would effectively be a limited-time contract, extending only from their first night together until Sarina gave birth to their first male child and the Guardians took him away to be trained. However, Sarina knew she'd love Guān intensely until that day. Then, as had happened with Dawid, their love would evolve into the platonic affection that good friends shared.
Guān's kiss, although lacking the surety of Dawid's, sizzled through Sarina and ignited her desires. She became wet at her core, and her nipples stiffened, aching to be touched. As they had during their first kiss, Guān's hands found and cupped Sarina's breasts, and his thumbs strummed her nipples delightfully.
Sarina hummed into Guān's mouth as she softly ran her hand over Guān's rampant erection. She squeezed the Master's hardened shaft and revelled in its staunch length. Sarina ached to take Guān's cock out of his trousers, but her reticence, which her mother's abuse had enforced, prevented her from acting so boldly.
Guān was close to losing control, and even though his entire body ached and demanded he claim Sarina as his wife tonight, he knew he had to wait until she'd recovered from her unfortunate, self-imposed fast. Fasting for seven Aetherian days equalled nearly twelve Earth days of not eating, which is unhealthy by anyone's standards. Guān knew it would take probably as many more days before Sarina recovered from her starvation. He would gladly wait at least that long before claiming her as long as she was eventually his.
Guān reluctantly disengaged himself from Sarina when Elsa entered the room and announced Sarina's meal was ready. He asked, "May I visit again tomorrow evening?"
"You may visit whenever you want, Guān," Sarina said warmly. "I eagerly look forward to our next meeting." She followed Elsa back to her room despite wanting nothing more than to kneel and expose Meester Guān's lengthy tool.
Recovery II.
Sarina returned to her room and got into bed. Her usual morning male servant picked up a tray and opened the legs before placing it over Sarina's upper thighs. Harvester Michael lifted the various lids and explained. "This is a beef bone and vegetable broth, which I want you to eat first. The second bowl has scrambled eggs, and the final one has peeled and sliced bruift (the fruit Sarina didn't recognise but thought tasted like a combination of kiwifruit and banana). After you've eaten all of the soup, I want you to have at least two spoonfuls of each.
Sarina looked at her meal, and despite realising there were barely more than a few spoonfuls of each dish, her stomach rebelled at the thought of eating so much. Still, she'd promised her son that she would do her duty, so Sarina picked up her spoon and obeyed the harvester's directives.
Harvester Michael studied Sarina as she finished her mouthful of bruift. He knew she struggled to hold the food down and summoned Ella and Elsa. "Get Lady Sarina out of bed and onto her feet," he instructed. "Support her as she walks around until her meal settles."
Sarina wanted to protest because she thought she'd puke if she had to move. But once she was on her feet, Sarina discovered that the harvester was right--now she was moving, the small amount of food she'd consumed settled quickly, and suddenly her hunger ignited. However, Sarina's blood sugar levels crashed, and she felt weak and shaky.
Harvester Michael grinned when Sarina gazed longingly at her bed and the bowls beside it. "Hungry and shaky?" He asked. Sarina nodded. "Good," the harvester stated. He tugged the rope, and Sarina's morning servant entered carrying a pot of green tea. Michael poured a cup and added a generous amount of honey before handing it to Sarina. "Drink this. Then, if you're still feeling hungry, you may have another one or two mouthfuls of eggs or bruift."
Sarina drank the tea, which alleviated her shakes, but she was still hungry, so she ate the remaining bruift. Harvester Michael favoured her with a small smile before saying. "You did well, Lady Sarina. I shall return in two haneurs with more soup and eggs. A walk in the sun around the Mansion's grounds will do you the world of good." He bowed and left.
"You heard the man," Ella quipped mirthfully, offering Sarina a pair of soft leather moccasins to wear.
Sarina, who had lived in the Mansion for almost two yeurs and had not realised she was allowed out, took the shoes gratefully. Sarina put them on and let her two companions guide her to a side door on the ground floor and outside onto beautifully manicured lawns that snaked between carefully coiffed bushes. Similar to the statues inside, the bushes were shaped to imitate various mythical half-human, half-beast creatures copulating with other half-human, half-beast creatures or human females.
Ella and Elsa led Sarina past garden beds that blazed with colour and exuded scents that delighted their senses. They stopped when they saw Meester Andreas standing beside a naked male slave. Sarina gasped when light surrounded Meester Andreas and reached from him onto the unkempt bush before him. The Master glowed as he increased the radiance of his light.



Sarina watched, stunned, as the bush melted and reformed in the light. It assumed the shape of an anaconda-like snake wrapped around the leg of a wolf-woman. The snake's tongue, which was a branch's budding twig, stretched from its mouth to the wolf-woman's pussy. The wolf-woman's hands were in her hair, and her head was thrown back as if she enjoyed having the snake's tongue delving into her snatch.
Seemingly unaffected by the effort of reshaping the bush through his mind and powers, Meester Andreas spoke to the slave. "Work on the woman's arms and smooth out the gap between her elbows and head. They don't look natural as they are. I'd also like to see a little more gap in her upper thighs so it's more apparent that the snake's tongue is in her pussy."
Andreas walked towards Sarina and her companions; his eyes focused on Sarina. He stopped briefly to say, "Good morning, Lady Sarina. It is pleasing to see you out of bed and feeling better. Guān, especially, will be pleased. He is in the Masters' training area if you'd like to see him practice his katas." Meester Andreas nodded before walking towards the door through which Sarina and her attendants had exited.
"OMG!" Elsa gasped, almost swooning. "I think we know who wants our Lady after her time with Meester Guān is over."
Sarina's head swivelled to stare at the departing Master's back. Meester Andreas wore a blue chambray button-up shirt over skin-tight moleskin trousers that clung to his taut buttocks and long, leanly muscular legs. Andreas' feet were encased in dark brown, calf-length leather boots that resembled those worn by Earth's horse riders. Sarina had the natural reaction a woman's body has towards a handsome, well-built man, but she felt none of the desire she had for Dawid and now Guān. However, she suspected Elsa was correct--her affection would shift from Guān to Andreas when the time was right.
Andreas' invitation to view Guān training held appeal, so the women made their way around the Mansion to the training pens. There, they saw Guān carrying a wooden fighting stave and wearing nothing more than a loin cloth, facing six other men who also held wooden staves. Sarina assumed the men were slaves by the iron collars around their necks and their nakedness, even though their shackles and chains had been removed.
"Remember," Guān challenged. "Anyone who can land a blow gets a week off their duties and double rations for that time. Anyone who knocks me out will be released from their servitude and offered the chance to join the Master's elite cadres. So, boys, give me your best shot."
Sarina gasped as the six men blasted across the sandy ground to attack Guān en masse. She gasped again as her Master danced through them untouched. Guān's stave flickered almost too fast for Sarina's eyes to follow as it blocked, parried and thrust. Welts exploded across the slaves' bodies where Guān's strikes hit them, yet Guān somehow remained unmarked.
Guān turned back, his eyes widening when he saw Sarina with her attendants, but he quickly refocused on the four men still able to fight. Two men were painfully dragging themselves to the low benches around the arena. One had a broken arm, and the other breathed agonisingly through broken ribs.
Gliding back towards the remaining men, Guān twirled his stave in a blurred circle, deftly intercepting every strike from his opponents. He eased through the men to the other side of the arena, leaving two more men prone and holding broken bones and him still untouched.
Tossing his stave aside, Guān turned to the last two standing. "Slight change in the rules. If you land a blow to my body or head, you receive your rewards. Strikes that I intercept with my hands, arms, feet or legs do not count."
Guān stalked towards the two remaining slaves, who nodded at each other and split, coming at him from two sides at once. The man on Guān's right spun and faked a swing at the Master's head only to alter the trajectory and strike at Guān's ribs. The man to his left swung at Guān's knees with a vicious underhand strike. The Master leapt nimbly over the low stave as he intercepted the second strike with his palm and ripped the wooden staff from the slave's shocked hands. Guān landed on his feet lightly before snap-kicking the man who had attacked his legs in the chest.
Guān turned to the last remaining man and contemptuously tossed his stave back. The Master dared the slave to attack and quickly disarmed and dispatched him when he did. Smiling as more slaves flooded the arena to help the injured men to the harvesters, Guān said, "Looks like no one earned a week's reprieve or their freedom today. Come, are there any more who would like to try?"
Paolo stepped into the arena, picked up one of the fallen staves and hefted it before spinning it in a tight circle before him. "It has been many years, Meester Guān. May an old friend try his luck?"
"Of course, Cadre Leader Paolo. It is always an honour to spar with a Cadre Commander," Guān replied, picking up his stave and spinning it likewise.
What followed next remained with the three women for the rest of their lives. The two men danced--there was no other way to describe what they did. The grace, the minimal movement, and the swiftness of their strikes could only have been described in the terms of a dance. Too fast for the human eye to see, the fighters changed the direction of their staves and struck towards their opponent. One moment, Guān's stave blurred around its circle, then less than a millisecond later, it somehow struck out at Paolo.
In reaction to Guān's strike, Paolo's staff altered its trajectory, intercepted the strike and prevented the stave from hitting him. Paolo's defensive manoeuvre then seamlessly changed into an attack, which Meester Guān avoided with equal ease.
The men seemed equally matched, but after around fifteen minutes, even Sarina's inexperienced eyes could see that Paolo showed more fatigue than Meester Guān. Paolo's breath came in huge, gulping gasps, and sweat poured down his face and soaked his khaki shirt. Wet patches appeared under Paolo's armpits, down his spine, and on his chest. Paolo's stave's speed seemed undiminished, though.
Meester Guān appeared almost untouched by the ferocity of their fight. The only signs that he fought a challenging opponent were Guān's narrowed eyes and concentration frown. Small beads of sweat also gathered on the Master's forehead and between his pecs, although Guān's breathing remained slow and even.
Finally, Paolo stepped back and stopped his stave. He then dropped it to the ground and bowed towards the Master. "I thought I'd practised and improved enough to present a challenge, Meester Guān," Paolo puffed. "I can see that I was wrong."
Guān held his staff out to the side and returned Paolo's bow. "You challenged me more than any besides my fellow Masters," Guān acknowledged. He tossed his shaft to a slave and then clapped his hands together. A brilliantly bright white load formed around Meester Guān's hands. "May I?" He asked.
"I would be honoured," Paolo replied.
Now the men had stopped, Sarina could see the welts and bruises, many of which leaked blood, across Paolo's hands, wrists and arms where his counter hadn't entirely stopped Guān's attack.
Guān stepped forward and took Paolo's head between his glowing hands. The light flowed down Paolo's body, enveloping him all the way to his toes before pulsing several times. Paolo's mouth opened, but no sound came out because Paolo's body locked into a rictus. The light pulsed once more before flaring out.
Paolo gasped and shivered as if he'd been doused with cold water, which, interestingly enough, was precisely how Paolo would have described the sensation. He gasped again when Guān released him and experimentally worked his neck, shoulders, arms and wrists. "No pain whatsoever," he marvelled. "Even my older injuries from before today seem to have been healed." Paolo bowed respectfully and said, "All hail The Defenders. May they live to protect us forever."
Meester Guān returned Paolo's bow before replying, "And all hail the Elite Cadres. May they serve The Defenders faithfully until The Light fails and beyond." He patted Paolo's shoulder. "Meester Dawid chose wisely when he selected you to lead Kingsholme's Elite Cadre."
"I am honoured above all others," Paolo replied before nodding and striding away.
"There's something more to Commander Paolo," Guān muttered to himself. "I could almost see what it was when I washed his injuries and fatigue away, but he shifted something in his mind and blocked me. He should not have been able to do that. Not against a Master as powerful as I."
Internally shrugging, the Master remained facing away from Sarina until he'd wrapped a gown over his loincloth. Then, smiling welcomingly, he turned back and took Sarina's hand between his. Bowing over it, Guān kissed its back before saying, "My Lady Sarina, it is a pleasure to see you up and outside. I hope my barbaric displays in the arena did not upset you?"
"It was fascinating," Sarina admitted. "I watched and wondered if I would ever be able to do something similar."
"Possibly," Guān smiled indulgently. Aetheria had many women soldiers, several of whom were skilled enough to be part of the elite cadres, albeit at the lowest level. However, he thought it unlikely that someone from Sarina's pampered upbringing would survive even the first day of training. "I can have one of the female soldiers teach you some of the rudimentary first moves if you wish?"
"I think the exercise would be good for me even if I sucked, don't you, Meester Guān?"
"We can certainly check with Harvester Michael if you want," Guān hedged.
"Yes, we can," Sarina agreed, taking Guān's elbow in hers and walking towards the Mansion. "May I help you bathe, Meester Guān?" She daringly asked.
Guān coloured embarrassedly but agreed to allow Sarina to accompany him to the communal baths on the second floor. However, when they arrived, Guān was too shy to let Sarina wash him. Instead, he summoned Andie and Eloise, who had relieved Ella and Elsa when they came through the door, along with two other female slaves. Guān moved away from Sarina, and his two slaves used their lush bodies to hide what they were doing from Sarina.
Guān had moved because he was achingly erect and didn't want Sarina to feel pressured into doing anything with him. Guān felt pulled to the beautiful Earth woman the moment she entered the Mansion. Only his honour and respect for Meester Dawid and the rules of The Defenders prevented Guān from acting on his desire.
The Master feared he would be shit at pleasing Sarina, and although his mind and body ached for her touch, he held back because if he disappointed her, Guān didn't think he could stand it. Meester Guān's lack of understanding of women, especially Earth females, meant that he didn't register how inexperienced Sarina was, nor did he realise that she was equally nervous about disappointing him.
Guān bit his tongue as the slave behind him gripped his slender but lengthy cock. Her hand jacked the Master as the slave before him eased into his lap and onto his cock. The slave's pussy glided down Guān's cock until it rested on the first slave's fist. Guān's cock was buried in the woman's pussy as deeply as it could go, hence why the other woman's hand gripped Meester Guān's shaft.
Sarina watched enviously as the two slave women got what she wanted--her Master's cock. However, Sarina's libido had ignited since seeing Guān barely dressed and trouncing his opponents. Then, she'd briefly seen his lengthy dick before he slid under the water, so when Eloise's talented fingers slid around her hip and played over her nubbin, Sarina surrendered and allowed the two women to crash her through several intense orgasms.
Guān heard Sarina's gasps and understood her attendants were pleasuring her. He, too, felt envious, but it allowed him to relax and fill his slave's pussy. He quietly told them to complete his ablutions and to accompany him to his rooms. Guān and his two slaves slipped from the baths while Sarina was distracted, and although he spent several haneurs fucking them vigorously, it was always Sarina's face he saw when he came.
It was still too early for Sarina's overnight servants to attend her, so after Andie and Eloise had completed combing vanilla-scented oil into her hair and rubbing cinnamon-scented lotion into her body, they escorted Sarina back to her rooms. Sarina's companions helped her onto the bed and used the rope pull to summon a slave.
Harvester Michael arrived with the male slave bringing Sarina's lunch. He explained, "A creamy pumpkin soup I wish you to eat all of." He lifted another lid. "Scrambled eggs with a bit of ham and tomato slices mixed in. A mouthful or two will suffice." Michael pointed at the pot and explained, "More green tea. Flavour with honey to suit."
Finding that her appetite had already improved markedly, Sarina consumed all the soup and eggs before smacking her lips and looking around hungrily. Harvester Michael laughed before saying, "Easy does it, Lady Sarina. You need to eat sparingly until we're certain your bowels are functioning correctly before you consume too much."
"But I'm hungry," Sarina complained.
"I'll order you a peppermint tea," the harvester offered, pulling the rope. "But until you've had a bowel movement, I will limit your food intake."
Sarina sniffed but knew better than to argue with what she thought was the Aetherian equivalent of an Earth doctor. Besides, her lower tummy already had that uncomfortable feeling that was the precursor of needing to void her bowels.
Harvester Michael waited until Sarina received her peppermint tea and wasn't going to use her facilities before saying, "I will return in two haneurs. If you have voided your bowels in that time, I will allow you something more solid than soup and eggs to eat. If not, some more beef bone and vegetable soup, along with scrambled eggs, will be ready."
Sarina wasn't too bothered either way. The soups she'd eaten were delicious and quite filling, and scrambled eggs were among her favourite things to eat, so eating them for three consecutive meals was no chore. Also, Sarina heard her son's high, piping voice in her mind demanding that she do her duty, and she was not about to fail him.
With Harvester Michael's blessing, Sarina ventured onto the Mansion's grounds again after she'd finished her tea. The grounds were surprisingly empty. However, it was midday, and the planet's twin suns blazed overhead. Andie and Eloise insisted Sarina return inside after less than a half haneur. Any more sun than that on her pale body would sunburn Sarina's nipples, something the two women were intimately aware was a bad idea.
Sarina asked if there was more of the Mansion she was allowed to explore, and Andie and Eloise were exasperated because they'd failed to explain the rules adequately. Anywhere within the Mansion's grounds and walls, with the only exception being the fourth floor where the masters slept and the slaves' personal living quarters on the third floor, was Sarina's to explore. To be fair, though, Sarina was the first non-native Aetherian slave they'd served or who had held an elevated position within the Mansion.
Sarina asked about Aetheria and the history of The Defenders, so Andie and Eloise showed her to the library on the ground floor, where they spent an enjoyable haneur teaching Sarina about the Knights of the Light and The Defenders from whom The Knights were elevated.
The threesome returned to Sarina's room in time to greet Harvester Michael. Since Sarina's bowels hadn't moved yet, she ate another bowl of soup and some fruit. The bruift was supposed to aid digestion, so Sarina ate as many slices as she could stand. The harvester bowed and left after promising to return in another two haneurs.
Another four haneurs passed without Sarina having any luck in the toilet department, and after Sarina had eaten her latest meal, she wanted to walk outside again. The first of Aetheria's twin suns dipped towards the horizon, so Eloise suggested they climb the northwest defensive tower and watch it set. It took an haneur of brisk walking to reach the tower, which meant they'd be late back to Sarina's rooms.
Nodding to the guards on the tower's top, the girls leaned against the parapet and watched the sun go down. Although Andie and Eloise marvelled at the sunset's colours, Sarina thought they paled when compared to some of the Earth's sunsets she'd seen.
With Aetheria's first sun below the horizon, the air had cooled markedly, and Sarina shivered on their return. Andie and Sarina pressed their bodies to Sarina's and tried to use their body heat to warm their Mistress. It didn't work, and by the time they re-entered the Mansion, Sarina's lips were blue, and she shivered with cold.
Sarina's attendants quickly got her into the bath and guided her directly under the cherub's bottom, where the water was hottest. Unfortunately, although Sarina's skin colour improved, her shakes did not, and she passed out. Andie asked two of the slaves surrounding the pool to help them carry Sarina to her rooms, where Harvester Michael waited (hopefully).
Recovery III.
"What happened?" Harvester Michael fearfully asked when Sarina was carried in. If the Earth slave died under his watch, Michael would count himself lucky if he was only handed to the slave markets minus his tongue and genitals. If the Masters were angered, then he could spend many days in unimaginable agony before his body gave up and died. The Light's healing glow could cure and burn with equal fervour depending on what the Master wielding it wanted.
Andie explained how they walked to the tower and how Sarina had gotten cold on their return. Eloise added that the hot bath water hadn't seemed to help.
"Her immune system was compromised by her fast, and the cold made Sarina's weakened system susceptible to an infection," Michael mused. "Hopefully, she only has a koud and not lentekoors." Michael took out his medical scanner and waved it across Sarina's body. "Natuurlik is dit fokken (Of course, it fucking is)," Michael cursed when he read the scanner.
"What?" Andie and Eloise tearfully asked. They also suspected that Sarina did not have a simple cold.
"Lentekoors," the harvester spat.
"No!" Andie and Eloise screamed, clinging to each other and weeping.
The harvester yanked on the rope pull until a male slave entered. Michael screamed at him to find Meester Guān and bring him to Sarina's room immediately.
Lentekoors attacks typically occurred during the spring, hence the name. Although there were some deaths, usually in the very young or the elderly, they commonly caused little more than discomfort. However, if someone caught lentekoors outside of spring, it was typically a much more virulent strain from which few recovered.
Fortunately, Lentekoors hoofvak, as the more virulent strains were called, was quite difficult to catch. Exposure through droplet inhalation was thought to be the only way. However, although rare, cases of spontaneous infection with no known cause, like Sarina's, were known to occur.
Meester Guān hurried into the room. He asked the same question as Harvester Michael. "What happened?"
"Lentekoors hoofvak," Michael replied.
"From?" Meester Guān asked as he examined Sarina.
"Her weakened state due to not eating and then being cold."
"She cannot be allowed to die," Guān stated. "The spark within her is too precious for her to be extinguished. What can be done?"
"I thought your healing would fix her," Harvester Michael faltered, his fear causing his brain to freeze.
"It has no effect against viruses, Harvester Michael," Guān said bitterly, angered by his helplessness. "You, of all people, should know that."



"Oh," Michael blushed embarrassedly as his brain lurched back into gear. "Yes, I did know that. What I need you to do is constantly reinforce Lady Sarina's vital organs to stop them from shutting down due to the virus' attacks. We need to warm her almost to the point of heat exposure because it is the only known way to kill the virus. You need to ensure Sarina's vital organs survive the virus and the heat intact."
Harvester Michael turned to Eloise and Andie. "Please summon The Lady Sarina's other attendants. We will move her into the downstairs steam room and stoke the stones until it's unbearable. The six of you need to take turns ensuring Sarina drinks enough water to prevent dehydration."
"What are Sarina's chances?" Guān asked.
"If she hadn't starved for seven deurs before becoming ill, I'd say quite good," the harvester hedged. "Whether Sarina has sufficient energy reserves to burn to fight the virus is the question. We're unlikely to get any food into her until she recovers, so her body has to survive on the fat reserves she already has, and much of those were consumed during her fasting."
Michael sighed because he knew that if Sarina died, he'd be lucky if death was all he suffered, too. Although there was nothing short of sealing Sarina into a hermetically sealed room that he could have done to prevent her from catching Lentekoors hoofvak, if the spark needed to birth Defenders was lost by Sarina's death, someone had to pay. That someone would be him.
"I'll prepare the steam room for Sarina. Give me about ten minutes and follow me. In the meantime, use your power to cleanse Sarina's organs and repair any damage the virus has caused." The harvester marched from the room.
Guān clapped his hands together as he had when he healed Paolo, and the light formed around his hands in the same way. Guān parted his hands, holding one above Sarina's head and the other on her abdomen. His light poured into her until he sighed frustratedly. "It's like doing nothing," he muttered. "My healing should reverse whatever damage has been done, but her health remains in decline."
Andie summoned a slave to gather Ella, Elsa, and Sarina's overnight attendants. When they arrived, the women carried Sarina down the stairs to the steam room. In better circumstances, the women might have laughed when they saw Harvester Michael standing inside the room, still dressed in his boots and three-piece suit. The harvester was talking to Meester Guān, who had stripped to his loincloth. The direness of their Mistress' health meant they were barely aware of the harvester, and they concentrated on Guān.
Guān clapped his hands, and Sarina was once again surrounded by light. It poured from him into Sarina, only for Guān to gasp, "It's as if she's not there!"
"What do you mean?" Michael yelled. "She's right there before you!"
"Yes," Meester Guān nodded. "But her life force, her soul, if you will, is not there."
"Then, where is it?" The harvester bellowed. If Sarina were dead, he probably would be soon after.
"I do not know," Guān despaired. "But I think she's dead."
Michael pulled out his scanner and waved it across Sarina's body. He dropped his head and muttered, "Her breathing has stopped. Brain signals are dropping, and her heart is barely beating." A few moments passed as Guān summoned all the healing power he possessed and poured it into Sarina, trying to revive her or at least keep her alive. "She's gone," the harvester stated resignedly. "All life signs have ceased."
"No!" Sarina's attendants screamed as they clung to each other. Although they knew their time at the Mansion probably ended with their Mistress' death, it was their love for the strange and beautiful Earth woman that made them weep. Sarina's ethereal beauty and her sweet naivety had captured the hearts of her attendants, and they wept for their loss.
Meester Guān poured his healing light into Sarina's unmoving body for several more mineurts (minutes/mineurts, seconds/seceurnds; but the Earth's measurements are close enough) before he staggered back, despairing. Sarina had died under his watch, and despite the circumstances of her death, the other Defenders would hold him accountable. Although Guān wouldn't be punished--he couldn't be because The Defenders weren't hierarchical--his place as Dawid's second and in the Mansion would be questioned by the other Masters. But even that paled when compared to losing the only woman after his mother that he had ever loved.
Sarina's attendants wept as they huddled together, staring at Meester Guān and Harvester Michael with eyes that pled for them to do something. Harvester Michael slumped against a wall, one arm hanging uselessly as his head rested in the other. Michael stared into the abyss of his failure, and he did not like what he saw. Guān, trying to hide his tears and despair, slumped onto a bench and hung his head in defeat.
"I'm pretty thirsty," Sarina said. "May I have some water, please?"
Eight heads snapped up and turned towards Sarina, who struggled to sit up. "My Lady?" Harvester Michael yelped, turning his scanner back on. He passed it over Sarina while Guān's hands glowed, and he followed the scanner's path. "Wholly healthy," Michael muttered. "All signs that she was malnourished have gone, and she looks like she's never been sick in her life."
"How is this possible?" Guān asked, only for the harvester to shrug and shake his head.
"Where am I?" Sarina asked curiously, accepting a cup of water from Andie. Her brow furrowed, and she asked, "The last few days seem vague. Have I been ill?"
"Very," Harvester Michael said, recovering first. "But you're all cured now."
"Cool," Sarina said. "Umm, why are we all in what I assume is a sauna?" She looked at the harvester and grinned, "And why on earth... umm, Aetheria, would you be in a sauna wearing a three-piece suit?"
Harvester Michael insisted that her attendants carry Sarina back to her rooms, but Sarina objected to being told she had to stay in bed until he was sure she was healthy. "Rubbish," Sarina informed him. "I feel as healthy as a Malley bull. I dreamed of manicured lawns and gardens, and I want to see them."
"It's nighttime, My Lady," Michael stated. "Your attendants can guide you when the suns are up in the morning."
"So, there are gardens and lawns, and I am allowed to walk on and see them?" Sarina asked, clapping her hands delightedly. Sarina finally spotted Meester Guān, who was still wearing only his loincloth and stood just inside her doorway. Her eyes hungrily dropped to his barely concealed package, and Sarina bit her bottom lip as her face flushed with desire. "I dreamed that I saw you fighting in a loincloth, too, Meester Guān," Sarina said shyly, her eyes remaining on her Master's swelling erection.
"You had Lentekoors hoofvak," Guān said drily. "Hallucinations often accompany that illness."
"Yet, here you are wearing only the item I dreamed of," Sarina grinned. Then she dared to add, "Will you claim me tonight?"
"If you are still well tomorrow night, I will gladly claim you," Guān averred before striding from the room.
The harvester ran his scanner over Sarina several more times before disbelievingly muttering, "From dead to wholly healthy in a matter of moments. Even her body is restored to its former glory, with no sign that she was ever malnourished. If a man doubted the grace of The Light before seeing this miracle, he would have no doubts afterwards." Harvester Michael gathered his things and added, "I'll return in the morning, but if you remain healthy, I see no reason for you not to return to your normal duties. Please, my Lady, summon me at any time if you feel ill again."
Sarina got off her bed as soon as the harvester had left her room. "I feel full of energy," she announced. "Is there somewhere we can go to exercise?"
"The Masters have a gym on the ground floor next to the steam room," Andie said doubtfully. "It should be empty at this time of night. We could go there. But none of us know how to use the things in there."
"Hopefully, I do," Sarina grinned. She attended her local fitness centre four days a week, mostly to escape her mother.
Sarina's attendants had refused to leave her, so all seven women traipsed down to the lowest level, where Andie opened the door to the gym and turned on the light. Although there weren't any electronic exercise machines that Sarina was accustomed to on Earth, there were exercise cycles and even a machine similar to an elliptical they could use. Following Sarina's example, the women all got on a stationary bike but they stared at Sarina, wondering what to do. Laughter abounded because none of Sarina's companions had ever ridden a bike before and couldn't get the pedals to turn.
After Sarina had adjusted the difficulty settings to the easiest and demonstrated how to pedal only one side at a time, the ladies squealed delightedly when their bikes' wheels suddenly turned. Although the cycles were manual, Sarina noticed that an electrical cord still ran from the rear axle to the wall. She idly wondered if the bikes were generating power to run the Mansion. She made a mental note to ask Meester Guān when she saw him.
The girls tried the elliptical machines next, also squealing when they realised using them was similar to walking. Giggles abounded as they tried to 'out walk' each other, only to remain where they were.
After about an haneur, Sarina felt tired enough to sleep. The seven women bathed in the communal bath before Ella, Elsa, Andie, and Eloise took their leave. Sarina's overnight companions, who consistently refused to answer to anything other than 'it', anointed Sarina's hair with vanilla-scented hair oil and covered her skin with cinnamon-scented lotion before they escorted her to her room. Getting there, Sarina enjoyed her servants' tongues and fingers on her nipples and pussy and experienced several orgasms before she finally slept.
Recovery IV.
Sarina's attendants woke her in their typical way when Aetheria's second sun breached the horizon the following morning--they used their mouths and fingers to stimulate her to an orgasm. After she'd climaxed, the women chuffed happily, the first sounds they'd made in Sarina's presence, smiled and left.
Harvester Michael and her male day slave entered when her companions left. The slave stood to the side, holding Sarina's breakfast as Michael completed his examination. Shaking his head disbelievingly, the harvester asked, "How are you feeling this morning?"
Knowing he wouldn't understand the references, Sarina stated, "Fitter than a Malley bull and ready to box kangaroos. Faster than a fat boy chasing the ice cream truck and stronger than a bodybuilder on steroids."
"Most of those sounded like Aetherian words," Harvester Michael said, bewildered. "But I have no idea what you said or what they mean."
Suddenly curious, Sarina asked, "What language are we speaking?"
"Aetherian, of course," Micheal replied.
"Is it the same as English?" Sarina wondered. "If not, how am I understanding and speaking it?"
Harvester Michael replied, "When we harvesters pluck a soul, we make a few adjustments before reanimating it. Part of those adjustments I'm sure you've experienced already--regressing your age to eighteen, which is the youngest age the Bishops allow a woman to be taken for sex. Removing your gag reflex and opening your cervical canal so it can accept the lengthy cocks Aetherian men have.
"Other adjustments include implanting the Aetherian language into your mind, ensuring your body is fertile when a Master takes you, and ensuring your body responds to the dominant Master in your vicinity. If Meester Dawid were still here, although you would feel desire for Guān, you wouldn't want to consummate that desire because your body and mind would still be attuned to Dawid."
"The love I feel for Dawid and Guān is because of the adjustments you harvesters have made to my mind?" Sarina snarled. "It's all a lie?"
Mystified by Sarina's vehement reaction, Michael replied, "No, Lady Sarina. Our alteration only means you consider the dominant Master as a possible father for your child first. As always, you can choose with whom or even if you mate. You're free to mate with Guān or any of the other Masters or none of them. But you place your position as the Mansion's Mistress in jeopardy if you refuse to mate with anyone. But you can make that choice and take your chances on being bought by an honourable owner at the slave markets if you wish."
"A slave has no choice!" Sarina said angrily. "She is owned and must do what her owner says, or she is punished until she does."
Harvester Michael realised Sarina's knowledge of Aetheria's laws was lacking, so he patiently explained. "Hence my comment that you hope you can find an honourable owner. Even if a man has bought an off-world woman, hoping to sire an heir with her, an owner who obeys Aetherian law will only have sex with the slave if the slave wills it."
"As a slave to the Masters, what are my rights?" Sarina demanded to know. "What am I allowed to do? What am I not allowed to do?"
"Other than the typical restrictions--no murder, rape, assault, or theft--you may live your life to suit yourself. The only restriction you have as the Mansion's slave is that you are not allowed to leave the grounds. But trust me, that restriction is in place to ensure your safety, not because the Masters wish to control your movements. If you wish to explore Bernal, ask Meester Guān, and I'm sure he'll gather some men to provide an escort and take you there."
"I'm continually told I am 'the Mansion's Mistress'. What does that mean?"
"Other than the occasional visitor, the only women in the compound and Mansion are a few soldiers and the other female slaves. As the Masters' alpha slave, you rule over them all. Hence, the women and male slaves lower their eyes and heads when you walk by them." The harvester continued. "If The Marshal attacks Kingsholme, The Light forbid, then every Master, soldier, worker, and slave will gladly give their lives to ensure your safety. You, in your body, carry the rebirth of The Defenders and possibly The Knights of the Light. All must be sacrificed to ensure that spark is not lost."
"Did I die again yesterday?" Sarina asked suddenly. "It's the only explanation for the missing deurs."
"What do you mean 'again'?" Michael queried.
"I died when I committed suicide, and I died on my way to Kingsholme when I fell during the raiders' attack, and my head struck a rock," Sarina explained.
"Commander Paolo left that detail out of his report," Harvester Michael growled dangerously.
Panicked, Sarina pleaded, "Then, you must keep it a secret, Harvester Michael. What happened was not Paolo's fault. It was purely an unfortunate coincidence that I fell on the only rock in the vicinity."
"The only rock?" Michael asked.
"We were in a sandy area about halfway from Bernal to here when the transporters stopped and abandoned us," Sarina explained. "The raiders surrounded the hover, but before they could shoot us, Petrus and his crew turned up and killed them all. Then, when Petrus blew up the transporters' hover, the shockwave knocked me over, and I fell on the rock. Paolo said it was the only rock around as far as anyone could see."
"None of that is in his report," Micheal growled.
Sarina fretted, "Then I've opened my big mouth and gotten Paolo, Petrus, and his crew into trouble. Please, Michael, I did not know the raid was supposed to be kept secret. You must not reveal what I have told you to others."
"I'm not concerned about the discrepancy between Paolo's report and what happened," the harvester growled. "I am interested in your ability to seemingly resurrect. I'm a harvester, and I know for sure that a soul can be plucked just once and transferred into a clone generated from the dying person's cells. Someone who dies before a harvester can reap their soul is simply dead. A transplanted soul cannot be harvested a second time because it does not belong in the body it inhabits, so there is nowhere to reap it from."
"I'm a clone?" Sarina gasped.
"Now we've both done it," Harvester Michael grinned. "That is not information the others harvested from other worlds need to know."
"You told me on purpose, so I wouldn't feel guilty for blabbing about the raiders," Sarina accused.
"Whilst that may or may not be true," Michael said, grinning. "It is still not information that should be shared."
"Agreed," Sarina giggled, pleased to share a moment with the affable doctor... well, harvester.
Sarina's morning attendant placed her breakfast over her thighs, and now that she was off her dietary restrictions, Sarina tucked into a filling breakfast of chipolata sausages, bacon, hash browns, and eggs. She sweetened her coffee with honey before devouring everything before her.
She pulled the rope after she'd eaten, and Ella and Elsa entered with the male slave. Sarina addressed the male slave and said, "Will you please inform Meester Guān that I am available to see him whenever he is ready? I will be in the gardens for the morning and in the sitting room for lunch and afterwards."
The slave chuffed his agreement and bowed before taking Sarina's tray and leaving.
Sarina allowed her companions to help her out of bed and into her bathroom. Then, after she'd completed her ablutions and bathed, Sarina pulled on her moccasins and walked to the side door downstairs and out onto the lawn. Sarina was pleased to see that the lawn and garden matched her dream (recollection of what happened before she died). Sarina gaped when she saw the snake spiralling up the wolf-woman's leg before shivering when she realised that she, indeed, must have died.
The three women wandered through the gardens, admiring the many flower beds with their profusion of colours. Most plants, bushes, and trees that Sarina saw matched their Earth counterparts, but they were often in colours they didn't have on Sarina's home planet. However, there were a few varieties that Sarina suspected had no Earth equivalent, although she couldn't know for sure.
Eventually, the women found themselves near the training pens. They stopped to watch Paolo and Petrus putting their men through a rigorous training regimen, most of which seemed impossible for the women. To Sarina's and her companions' amazement, the small-arms fire was live, with several soldiers taking non-fatal burn wounds from the laser guns and rifles.
Paolo reset his men to face Petrus' before he turned sharply and walked to Sarina and her companions. Paolo bowed low and said, "Good morning, my Lady Sarina. It's good to see you out and about. I hope you are well?"
Sarina felt the same strange pull towards the cadre commander she first felt after the raiders' attack. She shook it off, though, attributing the feeling to Paolo having saved her life. "I'm bonza, mate," Sarina answered in her best bogan imitation. "Grouse, in fact. Any fitter and I'd be ready to hunt bush pigs with a knife and chase kangaroos on foot."
"Yeah," Paolo replied, mystified. "I hope those words mean you're feeling healthy." He waited for Sarina to clarify, and when she didn't, he added, "Meester Guān asked me to select a female cadet to train you to use a fighting stick and in unarmed combat techniques." Paolo whistled piercingly before shouting, "Cadet Ragel! Front and centre!"
A slender woman of a similar size to Sarina broke from Paolo's troops and jogged to Paolo, where she came to attention and saluted. "Cadet Ragel reporting, Sir!"
"At ease, cadet," Paolo said, returning her salute. "You stand before the Mistress of the Mansion, Lady Sarina Deschanel. You have been chosen to train Lady Sarina to use a stave and in unarmed combat. Walk with your Mistress and discuss when you can make that happen." Paolo turned back to Sarina. "My Lady, it is always a pleasure to see you. Cadet Ragel will be available whenever you require her, but I kindly request that you adjust your schedule to accommodate Ragel's training. It wouldn't do for her to be held back because she misses too many training sessions."



"I understand," Sarina responded. "I'm sure Cadet Ragel and I can work out times that suit us both."
The women made their way around the gardens. It seemed somewhat strange to Cadet Ragel to be the only woman clothed, especially amongst three women of such outstanding beauty as Lady Sarina and her two bald attendants. It was stranger still that The Lady spoke to her and her attendants so familiarly. There was no hint of Mistress/slave in their interactions. Sarina asked Ragel how she came to join the elite cadres.
Ragel explained, "My family is dirt poor, my Lady."
Sarina interrupted. "Just Sarina. None of this 'Lady' shit. I'm just another Mansion slave, after all."
"You're way more than 'just another slave' if Meester Guān and Commander Paolo kowtow to your wishes," Cadet Ragel blurted before thinking she should have remained quiet.
"Be as it may," Sarina said dismissively. "You were saying your family is poor?"
"Yes, Ma'am," Ragel began before changing it to. "Yes, Sarina. As the seventh child, it was my duty to either join the Army Corps or offer myself to be sold in the markets to earn enough credits for my family to survive. I didn't consider myself attractive enough to fetch much at the slave auctions, so I joined the Army Cadets instead. Paolo spotted me during my induction training and offered a trial place in his elite cadre."
"Your mother is an off-worlder, then?"
"Yes," Cadet Ragel replied. "She is from Toikse, a hot, barren, sparsely populated planet in the Andromeda galaxy."
"You've been there?" Sarina asked.
"No," Ragel answered. "But my mother was a keen historian, geography student, and an amateur astrologer before she was harvested, and she told me much about her home planet."
"Will you explain how your father could afford to buy a slave if he is poor?" Sarina queried.
Cadet Ragel blushed before answering, "Some of the, umm, less attractive female slaves sell for only a few credits. Dad needed help on his farm but couldn't afford to hire labour. As you know, Aetherian children grow quickly and are capable of helping in less than three yeurs. My father bought the cheapest fertile female slave available and began having babies with her immediately."
"Your father treats your mother well?" Sarina asked.
"Very well!" Ragel laughed. "Their fights are legendary throughout our small village, and their making up even more so."
"Are your brothers and sisters still on the farm?"
"I have six brothers, Lady Sarina," Cadet Ragel explained as the women completed the lap around the gardens and Mansion and reached the side door they'd come out of. "Three of them remain on the farm to help my father. Three have joined the Army Corps. They are all saving like crazy, hoping to purchase a fertile female slave so they can have children."
"My time is pretty much my own," Sarina informed Ragel. "So, what is a good time to start my training that won't interfere with your duties?"
Ragel mused, "We're up at 0400 haneurs for our daily march/run. We eat at 0600 haneurs, and then we are free until 0800 haneurs. Why don't I meet you outside this door at 0645 haneurs? That will give us time to train and for me to return to the barracks for the 0800 haneurs roll call."
Sarina felt despair because she had no way of telling the time, but Ella said, "We will bring our Lady to this spot at that time, starting tomorrow."
"Thank you for the honour of serving you, Lady Sarina," Cadet Ragel said before spinning on her heel and running back to the training arena."
With Aetheria's twin suns overhead, it had become quite warm outside, so the women made their way back to their usual sitting room, where they played stones until lunch. Sarina had a rare off day playing the game she knew as Chinese checkers and barely won the first game before losing the next two to Elsa. Ella and Elsa smiled at each other indulgently because they could see and smell the reason for their Mistress' poor performance--Sarina's nipples were stiff and engorged, as was her clitoris. The young woman's arousal poured down her inner thighs liberally.
Sarina kept looking at the doors longingly, wishing they'd open and Meester Guān would stride in. They played another game before the door opened. Sarina looked up eagerly and was disappointed to see a male slave entering.
"Master Guān apologises for his absence," The slave stated. "He is leading the defence of Mazunte and the freeing of Playa Zipolite and will return as soon as possible."
Sarina's blood ran cold because that was her plan--to maintain a hidden defence in Mazunte and wait for The Marshal to attack whilst simultaneously attacking one of the towns further back along his supply lines that he'd conquered when he did. The Defenders hoped to inflict a rare defeat on The Marshal and disrupt his supplies for long enough to isolate one or more of his garrisons and take them down as well. If Sarina's plan worked, it would be the first reversal The Marshal had suffered since instigating his war with The Defenders.
Mazunte.
"Here they come," Paolo called, watching The Marshal's approaching army through his long-range glasses. "Just as Lady Sarina predicted, and almost precisely at the time she indicated--in the afternoon, just as the first sun hits the horizon." Paolo had left the training pens with the cadets he thought were ready and taken three hover carriers to join his men who were already camped outside Mazunte.
Paolo's men, hidden behind a series of low hills about a half-klick from the town, settled their helmets onto their heads and rechecked their rifles, pistols, and swords for what was probably the hundredth time that day, and every day since they'd infiltrated the area. Meester Guān and Commander Paolo had slipped almost fifteen hundred Elite Cadre soldiers into the area over the last month, hoping they wouldn't be caught badly out of position if The Marshal struck elsewhere.
Simultaneously, Guān and Commander Petrus had surrounded Playa Zipolite with a similar number of men. They would wait until the following morning when both Aetheria's suns were in the sky, and The Marshal's forces appeared to be at their weakest to launch their attack to reclaim the village from his control.
Meester Guān was currently at Mazunte with Paolo's men, but if their defence worked, he would use one of their few remaining hydrogen-powered hovers to race to Playa Zipolite to oversee Petrus' attack.
The Marshal's forces at Mazunte were about to have a very bad day. Not only were there fifteen hundred elite soldiers preparing to fall upon them from behind with the force of an avenging tornado, but Guān had secretly reinforced the garrison within the town. The Masters had also evacuated the townsfolk, replacing them with common soldiers from the Army Corps. Instead of being a walnut shell to crush easily with ripe pickings inside, Mazunte was a tightly curled porcupine with bristles emanating in all directions, ready to pierce its enemies.
As per Meester Guān's plans, the 'villagers' stood from their field labour, pointed at The Marshal's approaching army, dropped their implements, and ran for the 'safety' of the village. They pulled the wooden gates closed behind them, picked up their weapons and put their helmets on their heads before taking their positions in Mazunte's defensive line.
The invading force's captain signalled for the gates to be destroyed and triumphantly led his men through them when they were. His first indication that not all was as it seemed was when he saw the streets were empty. Captain Stringer had time to wonder why before, like avenging ghosts, soldiers rose from the trenches they'd dug inside the town gates and began firing.
"Retreat!" Captain Stringer screamed, tossing his dead driver out of the hover and hauling it around. Unfortunately, his following troops were already pouring through the breach, straight into the shredder that was the streets inside.
One of the captain's hover tanks managed to turn and fire on the wooden barricade beside the gate, opening another exit, before a blast from a laser cannon exploded it. Those of the captain's men already inside the gates, swung their vehicles and raced to get out before they were destroyed.
All discipline had failed in the face of the town's unexpected resistance, and chaos ruled over Captain Stringer's men. Two hovers crashed into each other, trying to go through the same hole. They jammed together, with the occupants of one hover firing on the other, trying to force them to back up. The mobile laser cannon destroyed both vehicles and all the men inside them before they could get clear, closing off the second exit.
Captain Stringer bellowed for his men to follow and raced for the village's centre, hoping resistance would be less there. Even with the garrison forewarned, they shouldn't have enough men to man more than the forward defence he'd already encountered. His day was about to get worse.
Captain Stringer and four of his hovers blasted into the village square only to find that all the streets out were barricaded and manned. He spun the wheel to send the vehicle back the way he came, but men were already hauling water-filled barricades across the street.
"Surrender or die!" A man's voice bellowed from the rooftop of a building.
"The Marshal never surrenders," Captain Stringer shouted, bringing his pistol up and firing in the direction of the man's voice.
The answering fire from several laser cannons and many laser rifles obliterated the five hover vehicles.
Meanwhile, seeing The Marshal's men trapped against the town's walls, Paolo sent his men in to crush them between his two forces.
"This has become nothing more than a mopping-up exercise," Meester Guān said drily. "Ensure your men receive adequate supplies to celebrate their victory properly and inform them I'll be very disappointed if they're not still hungover when I return."
Guān got in the speed hover and left for Playa Zipolite.
The Marshal's Headquarters, San Sebastián I.
"The fuck, you say?" The Marshal bellowed as reports from satellites he'd positioned to cover his army's attack on Mazunte came in.
"On the centre screen," a tech said, pointing.
The screen flickered before showing the remainder of the troops attacking Mazunte being obliterated by Paolo's men. The image flickered to the town's centre, where wreckage from the raid leader's vehicles was scattered around the square. The image returned to the front gates and showed Commander Paolo striding through the carnage, casually shooting every surviving enemy in the nuts before ending their lives with a headshot.
"Paolo de la Montaña, you fucker," The Marshal snarled. "I should have killed your mother myself rather than let her give birth to you!"
Conceding that this raid had failed, The Marshal hollered for his advisors to follow, and he went to his war room to plan his next raid.
Playa Zipolite.
"How are things looking?" Meester Guān asked, sliding up beside Commander Petrus, who was examining the hamlet through his verkyker (Binoculars).
"Discipline is lax," Petrus sneered. "The guards spend more time smoking and chatting than they do watching the people. Their patrols are so regimented that a child could slip between them and set up an ambush. I could take this town with twenty men if not for the garrison."
"How many in the garrison?" Guān queried. "Can we take it out or isolate it?"
"The perimeter guards are so unaware that we should be able to exterminate those on the corners and then fold inwards to kill those in the middle without the garrison becoming aware that we're here. They don't seem to need to check in, so if the radios are silent, the garrison commander won't be concerned," Petrus explained. "Assuming we can clear the perimeter before they realise that we're here, we can deploy the hover tanks and surround the garrison. Then, fish in a barrel comes to mind."
"Evacuation routes and vehicles planned in case the kak tref die fan (shit hits the fan)?"
"My men know their tasks," Petrus said confidently.
Guān checked the time. Sol, the leading sun, was already high in the sky, with Helios, the trailing sun, currently breaching the horizon. It would be another haneur before Helios stood proudly in the heavens and covered the surroundings with bright light. Currently, even with Sol in the sky, this part of Aetheria was bathed in a gloomy half-light. "On your mark," Meester Guān said before rolling onto his back and covering his eyes with his hat. "Nudge me when you're ready to go."
Commander Petrus waited for an haneur after Helios rose before nudging Guān. In the haneur after Helios rose, he watched The Marshal's soldiers become even more lethargic and lax in their duties.
Guān was instantly alert and stood, ready to help as required. Petrus was better at this type of attack, so Guān happily handed control over to his commander. Petrus' men moved in at his signal and, acting simultaneously, silently removed the outer perimeter guards. Then, folding in towards the garrison, Petrus' troops took out the inner sentinels, clearing the way for the nearly silent laser hover tanks to surround the town's garrison.
The hovers formed into position without raising the alarm, and at Meester Guān's nod, they rained holy fire upon those inside. Eight separate tanks fired on the barracks simultaneously, reducing it to blazing rubble, killing all inside, without a single shot fired in return.
The roving patrols were all that remained of The Marshal's men in Playa Zipolite. They were quickly mopped up with no survivors. Similar to Mazunte, the Marshal's troops chose death over surrender.
The Marshal's Headquarters, San Sebastián II.
Unseen by Meester Guān, Petrus, or his men, a long-range patrol crested the rise on the road between Mazunte and Playa Zipolite. They braked hard when they saw smoke rising from Playa Zipolite and ducked back behind the hill. The squad's leader and his communications specialist crept to the hilltop and used his verkyker to examine the village. He saw the Masters' troops celebrating their victory loudly and quickly contacted The Marshal's headquarters.
The Marshal's day watch commander gulped when he received the report from Playa Zipolite. He knew that he needed to wake and inform The Marshal, but he also knew he might not survive the encounter. The Marshal was not known to be gentle with bearers of bad news.
As the poor man feared, The Marshal shot him in the face when he woke him and gave The Marshal the news that Playa Zipolite had fallen. Fortunately, The Marshal's pistol wasn't set to lethal, and other than a severe burn that the watch commander had to endure, he was otherwise unharmed.
"Get me satellite imagery from over Playa Zipolite," The Marshal snarled, itching to shoot someone else. How dare these upstart Masters attack one of his conquered towns and free it? Didn't they know he could use his weapon again and turn every harvested woman on the planet sterile? Perhaps he should do so to teach them a lesson about resisting.
The Marshal held off because he didn't want to rule a sterile world. The harvesters and their facilities were all still firmly under The Defenders' protection and control. Until he had 'liberated' them, he didn't dare unleash his weapon, lest the Masters destroy the facilities, leaving him with a dying world to control.
The man known as The Marshal, a self-bestowed military rank, thought he had The Defenders in an untenable position. They didn't dare retaliate against the towns he held lest he sterilise Aetheria's women again. However, with the Masters re-initiating the harvester program, they circumvented the women's sterilisation and began to repopulate their ranks by using women dying on planets many light yeurs from Aetheria.
This meant that The Marshal would have to reuse his weapon regularly to prevent the Army Corps from remanning and becoming a threat to him. Something that he was unsure the weapon could withstand.
The Marshal thought that only plucking dying women was ridiculous. When he had control of the harvesting program, he would take fertile women in droves from wherever he could and not care if they were dying or not. Sterile Aetherian women would only be kept as sex or labour slaves if someone wanted them. If not, then they were of no use and would be killed.
"On the centre screen," One of the techs stated. The centre screen was the only one that still worked perfectly, while the rest either flickered or jumped. However, referring to those only angered The Marshal, so all techs held to the pretence that there was more than one choice and said to watch the middle screen.
The screen opened, froze, and then jumped forward before settling to show The Marshal's Playa Zipolite garrison in flames and ruins. The image peeled back to show The Masters' men dancing around the fires and celebrating with the townsfolk.
"Motherfucker!" The Marshal screamed. He almost shot the screen before remembering it was the only one still working correctly. Instead, he lowered his laser pistol's power level and fired on the poor watch commander, shooting him in the face again.
"How soon can we get troops to Playa Zipolite to retake the village?" He bellowed.
"With the invasion of Mazunte failing, Cuetzalan still in the hands of The Defenders, and now Playa Zipolite freed, the Masters have clear supply and reinforcement lines through to Sayulita," the Marshal's chief war advisor stated. "I believe they'll try and succeed in retaking that village next. I would advise falling back to Comala and reinforcing our position until we have enough men to move forward with our objectives again.
"The Marshal does not surrender nor retreat!" The Marshal snarled despite the ridiculousness of referring to himself in the third person. "Dispatch the garrisons in," he searched the maps. "Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo to Sayulita immediately and instruct them to be ready to retake Playa Zipolite. I will lead the troops myself."
"Easier than we thought," Commander Petrus shrugged when he rejoined Meester Guān.
Guān was pleased but also a little miffed that he hadn't been needed at either battle. Not even for his ability to heal because they'd defended Mazunte and retaken Playa Zipolite without a single casualty or injury. "Lady Sarina says The Marshal's arrogance will make him try to retake this village within ten deurs. What do you think?"
"I think The Lady was right," Petrus admitted. "The Marshal only seems competent because we are even less so than he is. Now that we've addressed that problem, he would be foolish to advance against us until he's reviewed his tactics and made changes. However, we've slapped him in the face, and his pride will make him act foolishly. If Lady Sarina is right and this wasn't just a fluke, then when The Marshal strips Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo, as she thinks he will, to reinforce his soldiers in Sayulita, we should be able to move behind his troops again and free those villages."
"She is a remarkable woman," Meester Guān enthused. "To think an Earth woman would succeed where The Defenders have failed."
"Remarkable or lucky," Commander Petrus replied neutrally, his dick lengthening as he recalled cupping The Lady's luscious breasts. Petrus would part with every credit he had to spend an hour with the Mansion's Mistress.
Guān chuckled before saying. "I leave Playa Zipolite in your care. Ensure your men celebrate their victory. Requisition enough alcohol supplies to ensure they drink enough to regret it tomorrow. Report to the Mansion in three days to receive your next assignment."
Master Guān got into his refuelled speed hover and left to return to the Mansion, where said Lady hopefully still waited.



Sarina's Second Redemption.
Sarina had finally succumbed to tiredness around 0300 haneurs and allowed her overnight companions to take her to bed. Despite her weariness, Sarina relaxed into their embrace and enjoyed a soft orgasm from their deft ministrations. Her nervousness about the success of her plan, a plan she'd formulated at Dawid's insistence and despite her doubts about her ability to make an effective one, forced Sarina's eyes open when the Sol, the first of Aetheria's twin suns, breached the horizon.
Sarina's companions were both fast asleep, and Sarina knew her room was cold, so she didn't want to get out of bed yet. But she was also too jumpy to simply lie there. Sarina examined her friends in the dim light and decided to see if she could bring them a modicum of the pleasure they gave her. Gently disengaging from their embrace, Sarina slid daringly lower until her red-headed companion's breasts were before her mouth.
With her heart pounding nervously, Sarina suckled the woman's nipple, nursing on it like a baby would. Simultaneously, Sarina slid her hand onto the redhead's pussy, finding the woman's clit with her thumb and delving two fingers inside the redhead's gash. Sarina smiled when her companion arched her back and forced heavier contact between Sarina's fingers and her pussy.
Sarina's six companions had given her so much pleasure that Sarina guiltily remembered not having returned. She thought it was time to start repaying that debt. With her red-headed friend reacting so positively to Sarina's caresses, Sarina felt empowered to continue. She kissed down the redhead's belly and nuzzled her bald pussy. Then, stretching her tongue out, Sarina briefly bathed the woman's clit before moving lower and tasting her friend's juices.
"Nice," Sarina thought as the redhead's tangy essence flowed onto her tongue.
There was a place inside her pussy on its front wall that her lovers unerringly found. That spot gave her so much pleasure that Sarina searched for it in the redhead's vagina. She found a small area of bumpiness where her spot was, and she scraped her fingers over it, imitating what her lovers did to her. Simultaneously, she surrounded her lover's clitoris with her pouty lips and sucked hard.
"Ohhhhhhhh!!!" The redhead sighed as she climaxed on Sarina's tongue and fingers. The pleasured slave felt guilty for allowing her Mistress to do the work, so she dragged Sarina higher and began going down on her.
Sarina denied the young woman and, instead, encouraged the redhead to spin around. Sarina had never done or seen a sixty-nine before, but she'd read about them in her favourite stories and wanted to try. Her red-headed lover was doubtful because Sarina wanted to be on the bottom, but her ingrained instinct to obey and serve ruled, and she allowed her Mistress to guide her into that position.
Sarina stared at the glistening pussy above her, delighted by how wet it was and how the redhead's pleasure nub was engorged and peeking out from her hood. Sarina ached to take that nubbin in her mouth, but she also wanted to taste her lover again. Deciding that a little from column A and a little from B was the way forward, Sarina dipped her tongue into the redhead's pussy. She savoured her lover's juices before licking along her slit and swirling her tongue over the red-headed woman's clitoris.
The redhead's appreciative moan rewarded Sarina's efforts and encouraged the beautiful Earth woman to try harder. Returning her tongue to the redhead's wetness, Sarina encircled her vulva with her lips and repeatedly stabbed her tongue into it. Another guttural moan told Sarina she was on the right track, so Sarina stabbed with her tongue some more.
Even with her inexperience in all things sexual, Sarina could tell her lover teetered on the cusp of a stupendous orgasm. So, she slid her tongue along the red-headed woman's slit and battered her clitoris with her tongue before sucking her lover's button into her mouth and daringly biting it.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!!!!" The redhead gasped as her climax rocked through her body. Then, sighing like a deflating balloon, she fell off Sarina onto her side.
Sarina, although pleased she'd given the woman pleasure, was a little disappointed that their lovemaking was at an end. However, before she could move, her other overnight companion swung her slender thigh over Sarina's head and lowered her pussy onto Sarina's lips.
Excited by this new experience, Sarina eagerly lifted her head and tongued the brunette's wetness. Immediately aware of the different taste from the redhead, Sarina stabbed her tongue into the brunette's pussy as far as it would go and revelled in her muskier flavour.
The brunette was much more active than the redhead and used her truncated tongue to batter Sarina's nubbin as Sarina devoured her pussy. Then, the woman on top eased her middle finger into Sarina's pussy and scraped its tip over Sarina's G-spot. Not that Sarina knew that spot's name.
Sarina's arousal had been dampened by her desire to give pleasure instead of taking it. But with the brunette's gifted tongue and finger on her most sensitive erogenous zones, it roared back alive. Sarina gasped as her entire body shook through an intense orgasm. Having her Mistress' hot breath blasting over her pussy tripped the brunette's cum switch, and with a soft squeal, she came, too. Sarina's two attendants then took over and drove her into another body-shaking orgasm before they kissed her, got out of bed, and left.
With her companions' absence, Sarina's mind turned to Meester Guān. He hadn't returned the previous night, and Sarina feared that the defence of Mazunte or the attack on Playa Zipolite had gone wrong. She dreaded hearing that the Master had been hurt or worse, so she fearfully pulled the summoning rope and waited for her servants to appear.
Her typical morning male servant appeared with her breakfast, but if the man had news of Guān and the two actions, he couldn't express them in a way Sarina could understand. Sarina ate her omelette and drank her coffee with fear in her heart. Sarina's mind imagined all kinds of scenarios from successful outcomes where the Master was too busy celebrating to return to Meester Guān lying dead in a ditch, his body riddled with laser burns. The worst was picturing him captured and tortured while The Marshal looked on gleefully.
Unable to complete her breakfast due to nerves, Sarina used the call rope and summoned her attendants. Andie and Eloise bustled in, excitedly talking about Meester Guān's triumphant return and the success of his two missions. Unfortunately, the Master had several meetings with the other Masters and their military leaders. He sent word asking Sarina to meet him and the other Masters currently at the Mansion in the war room at noon. Sarina asked why the Masters wanted her there, but Andie and Eloise didn't know.
Sarina allowed the women to bathe and dry her, then she put on her moccasins and went to meet Cadet Ragel. The cadet brought a pair of wooden staves, and the two women moved to the middle of one of the grassy areas between the flower gardens.
Ragel shyly removed Sarina's wrist and ankle shackles, as well as the chains connecting them, leaving only the iron neck collar in place. Then, she showed Sarina how to grip the stave securely and shuffle her hands up and down so both hands remained on it at all times. Working slowly, Cadet Ragel showed Sarina the first three stances and movements, having her repeat them several times until the Earth woman moved smoothly.
When Cadet Ragel was confident that Sarina had memorised the stances and manoeuvres correctly, she began speeding them up. Ragel was surprised because she thought the Earth woman would get frustrated and be exhausted in only a few mineurts and would quit. However, the Mansion's Mistress was a quick study and took to handling the stave as if it were natural to her hand.
By the haneur's end, Ragel was sufficiently impressed to say, "If you weren't a Lady and the Mansion's Mistress, I'd advise you to join the Army Corps, my Lady. You have a natural affinity for the stave and moved gracefully through everything I've shown you."
Sarina thanked Cadet Ragel for her patience and promised to return the following morning for more training. Andie and Eloise, who had watched Ragel put Sarina through her paces, gathered up their Mistress excitedly. "That was so amazing," Andie gushed. "When the cadet handed you the stave, all I could think was that I'd probably either trip over it or bean myself with it if I tried to hold it upright by its base like you had to."
Eloise helped Sarina back into her chains and shackles as they talked, and when she was set, they guided her into the communal baths on the second floor. After washing her and giving her a vigorous massage, Sarina's companions anointed her head and body with Meester Guān's preferred scents, and the threesome made their way to their usual sitting room. It was quite a cool day, so Andie summoned a male slave who set and made a fire.
The slave left briefly before returning with a tray containing some light breads with various things to go on them. Sarina found a tangy cheese much to her liking, especially when paired with sundried tomatoes, and ate several pieces. Sarina inquired about the cheese, and Andie said it was from a beast native only to Aetheria, although its description seemed similar to that of a yak. The beast's name was spelt jak but pronounced like the English yak. Sarina decided that calling it a yak was close enough and forgot about it.
The remainder of the morning passed, with the girls playing stones and chatting. Then, at midday, Meester Guān entered the sitting room, and after politely greeting Sarina, he escorted her to the war room.
Dawid remained with his son and the Guardians and would do so until Thaddeus had succeeded or failed to become a Defender. If the young boy passed the first test and became a Defender, Dawid would remain with him for another two years while Thaddeus strove to become a Knight of the Light. The test to become a Knight was exponentially tougher than that for the Defenders, and very few men passed it.
Dawid's absence meant that the nominal leadership of the Defenders fell to Meester Guān. However, as noted earlier, the Defenders aren't hierarchical in that one Defender could not order another what to do. The Defenders answer solely to their service to The Light, not to each other. However, ordered by age, then power and then experience, each Defender's opinion held more or less weight depending on their position within the structure. Currently, Guān was the Mansion's head Defender and responsible for the territory around it, which included the villages that had been defended and freed the previous night.
If the previous night had failed, the Masters would have questioned Guān's position as Dawid's second and his place in the Mansion. However, because Dawid appointed Meester Guān, he would have remained in his position. As Eldest Defender, Dawid commanded more respect than any others. It helped that Dawid was also the most powerful within The Light.
Meester Andreas and the other Masters greeted Sarina courteously, and then they discussed the previous night. It was the first time that The Defenders had been in place to defend a village before The Marshal attacked, and it was also the first successful raid on an occupied town. Sarina's tactic to lie in wait for The Marshal in the one case and to wait until both suns were high in the sky before attempting to liberate Playa Zipolite turned the tables and reversed the typical result. The Masters were ecstatic and wanted to know where they should defend and attack next.
Sarina closed her eyes and reviewed what she'd learned, especially from Sun Tzu's The Art of War. She muttered quotes directly from Sun Tzu's book. "All warfare is based on deception. Feign weakness when strong, and strength when weak. Make the enemy believe you are far away when near, and near when far. Use baits to lure the enemy into traps. Attack when the enemy is unprepared and where you are not expected. Strike when the enemy is in disorder or weakened. Avoid direct confrontation when the enemy is stronger."
She opened her eyes and asked, "Does Mazunte remain unoccupied with only the soldiers in her?" Guān confirmed it was. "How quickly can you evacuate Playa Zipolite?"
"Three to five days," Guān said after a brief discussion with Meester Andreas.
"Here's what I think, but remember, I only know this from books, and I've quoted an ancient Chinese military strategist named Sun Tzu. I have no practical experience in any of this." Sarina laid out an audacious plan that involved evacuating the citizens of Playa Zipolite and temporarily relocating them to Bernal to join the Mazunte citizens already sheltering there. She believed that The Marshal would throw caution to the wind and quickly launch a counterattack to retake Playa Zipolite.
Then, soldiers dressed as villagers would flee ahead of The Marshal's troop to Mazunte, which The Defenders would make appear abandoned. Sarina thought The Marshal wouldn't be able to resist adding Mazunte to his conquered territories and would chase the 'villagers' into the town where Commanders Paolo and Petrus would have their men hidden and waiting.
Sarina pointed to Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo. Although these villages were distant from Playa Zipolite and Mazunte, they were readily accessible from two garrisons in Meester Andreas' territory, and Sarina thought they would be ripe for liberating after The Marshal had stripped the garrisons. Freeing those towns would force The Marshal to split his forces and send more soldiers to boost the defences of his outlying garrisons.
With Sarina's broad outline drawn in, the Masters summoned Paolo and Petrus and set about filling in the details. The plan was audacious, but the commanders and Defenders thought it stood a good chance of succeeding. However, once again, it depended on Sarina correctly selecting Playa Zipolite as The Marshal's target. If he attacked elsewhere, he might capture two or three more towns and villages before the Masters could react.
Meester Guān momentarily excused himself from the discussions and escorted Sarina back to the sitting room. He kissed her passionately as he thrust his rampant erection against her belly before sighing and saying he had to return to the war room. Guān promised to meet Sarina in the sitting room sometime during the day or night, and he asked her to wait for him.
"Oooooh, someone's in for a royal rogering tonight," Ella teased. "I wouldn't mind Meester Guān rogering me, I tells ya! Andie says it feels like his cock will come out your throat when he's pounding into you."
"I'm not sure I need to hear about what Andie and Guān get up to," Sarina huffed protestingly despite her pussy growing wet and her nipples stiffening.
Ella teasingly touched Sarina's engorged nipples and pointed out that she obviously did if it turned her on so much. Ella's doing that led to Sarina leaping on her and wrestling her to the ground. Elsa laughingly helped Sarina subdue Ella, and then, at Sarina's urging, Elsa summoned a male slave.
"We'll see who needs rogering," Sarina laughed, summoning the slave closer. "Slave, are you willing to fuck my handmaiden?" Sarina asked as Elsa parted Ella's legs, showing the man Ella's glistening pussy.
"Gladly, my Lady," The slave stated, indicating his rampant erection. "But I must hear from your handmaiden that she wants me to first."
"Perhaps you'd prefer another slave for your bottom?" Sarina teased Ella as she caressed Ella's hardened nipples.
"Oh, Gawd, Mistress," Ella moaned. "Yes, please. Do it!"
Elsa stood briefly and summoned another slave. When he arrived, Sarina pulled Ella back onto her body and told the first slave to mount her. The slave, whose cock didn't measure up to Dawid's or Guān's but was still close to nine inches, eased between Sarina's and Ella's thighs and slid his cock into Ella's pussy. Ella moaned as she was penetrated and then allowed the slave to roll her off Sarina onto her side and then onto her hands and knees.
The second slave used the oil pot conveniently kept on the low table before the couch to lube his dick and then crouched behind Ella. He held his shaft and lined it up with Ella's rosebud. Then, holding Ella's hips firmly, he rammed his cock into her ass.
Panting her arousal at the spectacular sight before her, Sarina got onto the sofa chair beside the fire and put the backs of her knees on the armrests. "Eat me," she demanded.
Elsa immediately dropped to her knees before her Mistress and dived onto her slickly wet pussy. Sarina watched Ella getting double-drilled and wondered if she ever dared to have that done to her. She doubted that the Masters shared and didn't know if she was allowed to take male lovers or even female lovers outside of her six companions. Saina didn't know who to ask except for perhaps Harvester Michael, but then again, she didn't know how to summon him either.
Whatever, Ella was undoubtedly enjoying being double-fucked by the slaves' enormous penises, and Sarina's arousal grew proportionally to Ella's screams. Sarina, whose orgasm cries were typically decorous because of the severity of her upbringing, felt herself losing control, and she began matching Ella's ecstatic yells.
Of course, Meester Guān entered the room just as Ella's and Sarina's screams reached their crescendo. Guān blinked disbelievingly several times before a delighted grin broke across his face. He chuckled, "Excuse me, slaves. Please don't let me interfere with your pleasure, but I'm here to claim The Lady Sarina." He scooped her up in his leanly muscular arms and carried her to his rooms.
Sarina looked around curiously as Guān carried her up the stairs to the fourth floor, where the Masters' dwellings were. She'd never been above the third floor because her companions had emphasised that the Masters' abodes were strictly off-limits unless invited and escorted by a Master. Sarina was surprised by the floor's austerity. She thought the area, as befitting the rulers' of the realm, would be lavishly appointed. But it seemed the entire floor was more functional and utilitarian than luxurious.
As Guān effortlessly carried her down an empty hallway to his rooms, Sarina saw gun racks holding many types of rifles, even some that she assumed were shoulder-mounted rocket launchers. More racks held swords and wooden staves, and others held the kind of weapons that Sarina had only seen in martial arts movies.
Meester Guān stood Sarina on her feet before his bed and removed all of her slave chains, including her iron collar. Strangely, Sarina blushed because she felt naked without the iron chains and shackles before her fully dressed Master.
Looking at Sarina earnestly, Guān said, "I asked to free you from your chains, but as Meester Andreas pointed out, if you aren't wearing your slave collar, shackles and chains and are not branded, then any man can claim you as his by placing his mark on you. I will still allow you to remain free if that is your desire, but I do not wish for another to claim you."
Sarina knelt at her Master's feet and placed her forehead on his boots. She thought through the consequences of her various options before lifting her head and saying, "If I wear my slave collar and have your mark branded on my body, will that ensure my safety?"
"From all but the most dishonest," Guān assured her. "But then, those men wouldn't respect your collar and chains anyway. So, yes. Wearing our collar and mark will keep you safe in most situations."
Standing, Sarina placed her arms around Meester Guān's neck and confidently said, "Then, I'd like to wear your collar and your marks here," she indicated her chest above her left breast and over her heart, "and here," she turned slightly and indicated her right buttock.



"Would you like that done now?" Guān asked.
Sarina shook her head but touched her neck. "I like belonging to you, Master. May I wear your collar always?"
"Of course, little one," Guān said roughly, his emotions raw in his voice. He bent over and picked up Sarina's iron collar. Then, he removed the chains from it and placed the collar around Sarina's neck.
Sarina smiled beatifically before saying, "You may brand me after you've claimed me. I've waited too long, Master. Take your slave and make her yours."
Guān lifted Sarina effortlessly and laid her on his bed. He gazed into her dark brown eyes as he moved his hips to position his lengthy cock at Sarina's dripping entrance. When it was in position, Guān raised an enquiring eyebrow, and at Sarina's nod, he slid his entire cock into her in one smooth, soul-breaking plunge. Sarina felt Guān's cock roar up her tight passage and pierce her cervical canal, an impossibility before the harvester's adjustments.
"Soooo goooooooood, Meester Guān," Sarina purred when Guān rested upon her with his entire shaft buried inside his lover's gorgeous body. Unknown to the lovers, Sarina had an egg waiting to descend into her uterus at the first sign of sperm. The young, beautiful Earth woman would be pregnant with her second child by the time this night was through.
"So good, indeed," Guān chuckled, unable to believe that he was finally making love to the object of his desires, nor how hot and tight Sarina's pussy was around his throbbing cock.
He rocked his hips, checking how receptive his young lover was to being fucked. Sarina's eyes rolled back as her body arched. She gripped Guān's forearms, and her nails unknowingly dug into his skin. "Fuck me, Master. Please fuck your girl like the slut she is," Sarina demanded as her hips thrust up to meet Guān's plunge.
"Never a slut, my love, my life," Guān panted as he screwed his face up in concentration, trying to hold back his orgasm. "Always a lady and always my first and greatest love."
"Yes!" Sarina hissed. "I love you too, Master. Please, Guān, fill your girl. The first one is on me, and I will get mine after."
With Sarina's permission given, Guān surrendered to his body's desires and released inside her. The Master's lengthy cock spat its baby-making batter directly into Sarina's womb, bathing her inner walls.
This delightful sensation ignited Sarina's lust, and despite saying it was for her Master, she squealed as a cataclysmic orgasm blasted her mind to shreds. Sarina vaguely heard her Master's grunts as he filled her uterus with his seed, but her mind had tripped away.
Sarina's thoughts returned when Guān groaned and rolled off her. Not wanting things to end just yet, Sarina rolled with him and slid down the Master's lean torso. She confronted Guān's wilted pole, which sagged across his thigh, and took it in her petite hand. Sarina carefully jacked the Master, showering his glans with light kisses and waiting for his dick to revive.
It seemed like bare seconds before Guān's dick twitched and began expanding in her tiny hand. She looked shyly up at her Master through her eyelashes before dipping her head and sucking his enormous length into her mouth. Guān watched disbelievingly as his entire shaft disappeared into his slave's mouth. He groaned when he felt Sarina's lips on his sparsely hair-covered abdomen, and he clutched Sarina's head in his gigantic hands.
Sarina's sole experience at sucking cocks was with Meester Dawid, but she loved doing it and adored the power she felt when the Master lost control and came into her mouth despite his protests. Sarina blew Dawid every time he let her. So, wrapping her petite hand around Guān's slender pole, Sarina jacked him as she sucked hard and bobbed her head down.
She sucked even harder as she pulled back before stopping with just Guān's glans in her mouth. Holding only his cock's head in her talented mouth, Sarina swirled her tongue over and around Guān's glans as well as occasionally dabbing her tongue against his cock's eye.
Sarina was delighted when, after only a few minutes, Guān groaned and held her head tightly. Sarina's Master groaned again as he shoved his entire cock into Sarina's gullet and emptied his sack down her throat. Although she was a little disappointed that she didn't get to taste him, Sarina loved that the typically controlled Master had lost it so quickly and filled her belly with his potent seed.
Guān eased Sarina off his cock and pulled her up so they could kiss. Sarina muttered about 'cum breath', but the Master insisted they kissed. Sarina surrendered to her owner and allowed him to possess her mouth as he had her body. Master Guān kissed Sarina passionately as his hands roamed over her divine body, stoking her fires until Sarina pleaded. "One more hole to make me entirely yours, Master. Take your girl's ass and make her scream your name in ecstasy."
Guān, who had never fucked a woman's ass before, was initially reluctant to take Sarina as she asked. But before Guān could formulate his objection, Sarina had his balls in her hand as she used his skin lotion to grease his lengthy cock. Then, after quickly dabbing some on her starfish, Sarina winked seductively and rolled onto her stomach. She lifted her hips and reached behind herself to hold her ass cheeks apart. "Take me, Meester Guān," she demanded.
Unable to resist the nymphette's demand, Guān covered Sarina's petite body with his and introduced his long, slender cock to her rosebud. He pushed his hips forward until he felt the resistance from Sarina's knot. Then, scared he'd hurt her, Guān froze.
Frustrated by her Master's reticence, Sarina released her cheeks and placed her hands on the bed for balance. Then, she used her hands to push back and shoved her ass up at Guān's dick. Sarina yelped softly as Guān's cock parted her sphincter, but gutturally moaned as Guān's cock filled her no-no hole. "Hold there, Master," Sarina panted. Her Master Dawid had only taken her ass on their first night together, so it had been close to two years since she'd had a cock up there. Sarina breathed deeply until her sphincter relaxed, and then she demanded, "No holding back, Master. Take your slave like you mean to."
Giving in to the inevitable, Guān placed one hand on Sarina's shoulder as he forced the other under her hip and onto her pussy. Then, pulling Sarina back with the hand on her shoulder, Guān manipulated his slave's clit as he pounded her ass. Guān wolfishly grinned when he realised that he was ahead of the curve on this sexual encounter. Guān had complete control of himself and his orgasm whilst he had Sarina careering up the cliff of her climax.
However, as every man on the planet denies but every woman knows, the woman always wins the sex battle. Sarina clenched her ass onto Guān's cock as tightly as possible whilst simultaneously yelling, "Fill my ass with cum, Meester Guān!"
Guān's subsequent stroke into his slave was so delicious, and her words so inflaming that the Master lost the battle instantly and orgasmed into Sarina's bottom. Guān could argue that the spoils were shared because Sarina orgasmed with him when his cum poured into her colon.
The lovers were exhausted, and after their twin climaxes, they faced each other and kissed lovingly while waiting for desire to take them again. It wasn't long before Guān rolled Sarina onto her back and speared into her again. Guān finally let Sarina sleep when Sol reared his ugly head the following day.
John Tong Centre, Mortuary, QE II Hospital, Coopers Plains, Brisbane, Queensland, Australia.
Although his enquiry into Selene Deschanel's death had long since been concluded, Spencer Carlisle, Brisbane's chief coroner, had asked for and been given consent to keep her body on ice. It helped that no family was waiting to claim Selene's body. Spencer, who had discovered that one of Selene's stab wounds had miraculously disappeared, pulled the drawer that held Selene's body open every month to see if the wound had reappeared.
Spencer felt an urge to open Selene's drawer, and knowing those urges were often a hint that he'd seen something but hadn't fully recognised its importance, Spencer walked to the freezer and opened Lady Deschanel's drawer. Through a habit inground from disbelievingly recounting Selen's wounds many times, Spencer's eyes roamed across the Lady's body. He jumped, then shook his head and counted again.
"Not possible!" Spencer exclaimed. He hurried back to his computer and brought up Lady Selene's autopsy report. Then, printing out the photos, he took them back to Selene's body. He checked, rechecked, and checked again before turning on the mic connected to his computer. The mic recorded and stored his findings on his computer, which was on his desk.
"Subject: The Lady Selene Celeste Deschanel. Lady Deschanel was transported here on," he gave the time and date. "My examination recorded eighteen separate stab wounds across Ms Deschanel's chest and stomach. On," he checked his notes and stated the time and date. "I noted that the wound labelled eighteen was no longer present."
Spencer continued, "Further examination on," he stated the current date and time, "has revealed that the wound labelled number four has somehow disappeared. I will incise the skin where the wound was recorded, but I expect the result to be the same as wound eighteen--wound four no longer exists. The reason for this is currently unknown."
Spencer summoned his assistant, and they confirmed that the wound labelled as number four had disappeared. The reason was unknown.
"Only sixteen to go, and Lady Selene will come back to life," Olly Labuschagne, Spencer's assistant, joked.
Spencer wondered if there wasn't some truth in Olly's observation.

The End of Chapter 2.
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Slut Babysitter: The Perverter 5. Parents Galore.

The Sunday After Mother's Night Out.
The Carter Residence, Sunday Morning.
"Yeah, Mum, no worries," Brett Saunders said. "I don't know about Matilda or Judith, but Grace and I would love to stay another night. No, all good. Remember, tomorrow's a pupil-free day. Yeah, wait up, I'll get Matilda and Judith."
A few minutes later, Alice Saunders said, "Matilda, your mother has things she needs to do tonight, so I want you to stay another night at the Carters, okay? No, I'll take the day off tomorrow and come and get you all in the morning. Look, Missy, I don't need your rubbish today. I'm not asking, Matilda. You're staying another night with Zoe and her parents."
Matilda growled and threw Brett's phone back to him. Brett handed it to Grace. "Nah, Mum, hanging with Willow, Frankie, Judith, Maddie, and Zoe is really cool. Yeah, love you, too, Mum. See you tomorrow."
Lisa was with Wendy in an Uber on their way home. She called Luke. "Hey, babe. See you in a few minutes, okay? Umm, Alice and Shirley kinda hit it off and want to explore together. You okay if we keep their kids for another night? You don't mind? Great! See you soon."
Judith Samuels accepted Brett's phone from Grace. "Sure, Aunt Alice. Yeah, I'd love to stay another night, but I doubt Mum will agree. Yeah, I'll call her after this. Okay, umm, if Mum doesn't want me to stay, she'll probably insist on picking me up from here. Yeah, I'd love to visit if Mum says it's okay. Sure. Love you, too."
Shirley lay on Alice's bed. She had the tall, slender woman lying against her as she idly played with Alice's pointy nipples. Shirley thought that Alice's small, conical nipples more closely resembled a man's than a woman's, and she was surprised that Alice had successfully breastfed all three of her kids. "Do you want to stay with Zoe at her place for another night?" She asked Willow. "You would? Great. Ummm, I'm with your friend Brett's mum. Yes, cheeky, you're right. Does that bother you? No? Good. Yeah, put Frankie on."
Willow gave her phone to her sister. "I'd love to stay another night. I don't care as long as you're happy. Yeah, but until Zoe sat for us the first time, you were so miserable, and if Ms. Saunders makes you happy, then it's all good."
The Uber pulled up outside Lisa's home, and the two new friends got out. Stuart saw them kiss and embrace on the front lawn, and suspected they were lovers. His mother hadn't had any luck with men since his deadbeat father had fucked off with that tramp from down the road. His mother was laughing and grinning, and Stuart couldn't care why. It was enough that she was.
"Hey, Mum," Judith said, using Luke's phone because she didn't have her own. "Yeah, I'm still at the Carters. They've asked if I'd like to stay another night because the rest of the kids are. Aww, but, Mum. But, Mum. Oh, whatever! You never let me do anything fun! Nana and Poppa would have let me stay! Whatever!" Judith sighed, looked at Luke and handed him his phone.
"Hello?" Luke said questioningly. "She's welcome to stay, Mrs Saunders. There are eleven kids under twenty here at the moment. Judith plus Alice's three, Wendy Styles' four, Shirley Wilson's two, and my daughter, Zoe, who babysits for Alice, Wendy, and Shirley. But Wendy and my wife have just turned up, which I guess means Wendy will take her four home. No, it's no problem. Okay. It's up to you, obviously. Okay, umm, 27 Amberjack Street, Manly West. Okay, see you in about ten."
Luke looked at Judith and shrugged apologetically. "I tried, kiddo."
"Yeah, Mum's overprotective usually," Judith said glumly.
Lisa and Wendy came inside. "Got time for a coffee?" Lisa asked.
Wendy looked around and saw her three boys playing on the PS5 and Xbox Series X, neither of which she had. Her kids were still using their ancient PS2. Maddie sat with Willow, Grace, and Zoe, who were watching The Princess Diaries. She shrugged. "I ain't got nothing but time," she said. Then, she looked at Luke and remembered Shirley's comment about how big his cock was. Her eyes dropped, but Luke wore a loose pair of sweatpants, which hid his package.
Lisa amusedly watched as her new friend checked out her husband. Women ogling her man wasn't a new experience for Lisa, but she was confident in Luke's love and found it amusing and not threatening.
Wendy hip-swayed across to Luke before holding out her hand, "Hello, handsome," she said seductively. "We were a bit rushed last night, and I didn't get a chance to say hello properly."
Luke hid an eye roll. He didn't find the tubby bottle-blonde attractive at all, but he politely took her proferred hand and introduced himself. "Pleased to meet you, Mrs Styles. I'm Zoe's dad, Lisa's husband, Luke.
"It's Ms," Wendy corrected smokily.
Luke glanced at his wife, who was trying not to laugh. Lisa knew Luke's preference, and it wasn't for floozy blondes. That Wendy was a little overweight wouldn't bother her husband. It was more that she was being gauche and coming onto him in front of his wife that would turn him off.
Wendy quickly realised that Luke had no interest in her and turned back to Lisa, feeling embarrassed. "I think we might get going," she said to cover her embarrassment.
"Can Stuart stay another night?" Zoe asked after prompting from Willow. "Poor Dad and Brett are overwhelmed with oestrogen, and I'm sure they'd love another man to help balance the odds."
"If Mrs Carter doesn't mind," Wendy surprisingly said.
"I don't mind," Lisa quickly replied.
"Okay," Wendy growled. "The rest of you pack your stuff up, and let's go. Lisa, do you want me to come and get him tomorrow, or will you drop him off?"
"I'll be working," Lisa pointed out. "So will Luke. Do you mind coming and getting him?"
"Yeah, I can do that," Wendy said. "I'll pick him up sometime tomorrow morning.
Wendy gathered her three youngest and left. Alicia passed Wendy in the street, although neither woman knew the other.
Alicia pulled up and tooted the horn, which Lisa thought was rude to the extreme, but she let it go. Judith swiftly did the rounds, hugging and kissing everybody goodbye before grabbing her bag and walking to the car. Brett stood outside and waved goodbye, and although Judith waved back, her mother completely ignored him.
Lisa looked at her husband longingly. Having spent the night satiating her long-suppressed desire for pussy, Lisa ached for her husband's cock. If not for the other youngsters in her home, Lisa would already be naked and on her back, encouraging Luke to plough her hard.
Luke caught Lisa's look, grinned and shrugged. Then he winked. There wasn't anything he could do now, but after the kids went to bed? Well, a day spent tired was nothing new since Lisa had brought Willow to their bed. The woman had been insatiable. Not that Luke was complaining!
Midday Sunday.
Lisa checked the youngsters in the lounge, but they were all engrossed in another movie, Malevolent, this time, so she started assembling lunch. She suspected that her husband had probably gone to Maccas to buy breakfast for everyone, which a quick look in the recycling confirmed, so she wanted something healthier for their midday meal. Surprisingly, Brett and Stuart came out and offered to help. Then, when Luke announced that he was going to the shed to work on his car, Zoe and Willow went with him.
Luke and Lisa wondered at the atypical juxtaposition of male and female roles but figured that the boys only had their mothers at home and were accustomed to helping them with the younger kids. Willow was sweet on her husband, which Lisa encouraged, and Zoe often helped him with his car, so there was nothing that unusual.
Brett had filled Stuart in that he (Brett) and Lisa got it on occasionally, and told him to follow his lead. Unlike their homes, Lisa's kitchen was separate from the lounge and dining areas, which meant they weren't visible from where the younger girls watched TV.
Brett moved close to Lisa, and when she turned, he touched her bottom lightly. Lisa didn't object, so the next time he passed her, Brett ran his hands up the back of Lisa's legs and groped her taut ass. Lisa unobtrusively wriggled away, but her body responded to the eighteen-year-old's daring, with her nipples engorging and her centre becoming wet.
Lisa turned away from Brett to get some lettuce from the fridge, only to bump into Stuart. Lisa's nipples rubbed across the young man's chest, and she had to bite her bottom lip to stop from gasping. She started to back away, but Brett moved up behind her, and Lisa found herself in a teenage boy sandwich.
"May I kiss you, Mrs Carter?" Stuart asked, pressing his rampantly erect cock against Lisa's belly.
"Do it, Mrs C," Brett whispered in Lisa's ear as he bent his knees and pushed his throbbing cock against Lisa's ass.
Lisa's skirt was incredibly short and barely covered her toned ass. She wore a G-string that was hardly more than two laces and left most of her ass and pussy exposed. Lisa's top was backless and left her tummy bare. She was braless, and the nipples on her firm 32B breasts poked lewdly against her top. Brett's stiff cock poking into her ass while Stuart's throbbed against her belly ignited Lisa's wanton desires, and she moaned as she kissed the teenager before her.
Brett and Stuart ground against her as their hands roamed over her taut body. Brett's hands cupped and kneaded Lisa's muscular bottom as Stuart's less skilled but nevertheless knowing thumbs strummed Lisa's nipples. Lisa's mind had packed its lunch and taken a vacation, and her stiff nipples and throbbing clit had taken over her thinking. Lisa was hot and horny, and if these two young men wanted to fuck her in her kitchen, then Lisa's rampant libido would let them. To hell with the risk of being caught and spilling her marriage down the drain.
The boys had Zoe's mother on the cusp of an orgasm, but before she could leap off of it, the teenagers stepped away. Brett grinned and said, "I think we should finish getting lunch ready, don't you, Mrs C?"
Despite wanting to scream in frustration, Lisa gathered her scattered wits and muttered some kind of agreement before taking the lettuce out. Brett waited until Lisa had almost gotten herself back under control before pressing his cock against her again and whispering, "But once lunch is laid out, Stuart and I are taking you to your bedroom and fucking you silly."
"Oh, Gawd," Lisa moaned as a soft orgasm washed through her. Lisa adored double-penetration. She loved triple and quadruple more, but those were so much more difficult to organise than being double-penetrated. Lisa hadn't had two male lovers simultaneously since before settling down with Luke, and the thought of having two eighteen-year-olds in her lower love holes simultaneously had her libido redlining. All caution and reason had gone out the door.
Lisa hurriedly sliced the lettuce and tomatoes, put out cheese, butter, wraps, and bread. She took fruit from the crisper and put soft drinks on the table. Finally, Lisa opened the ham, chicken, and salami containers and added them to everything else on the bench. "Girls, come and get some lunch when you're ready," she called. "I'm going to lie down for a bit. Knock on my door if you need anything. Either that, or Luke's in the garage, ask for his help."
Lisa took Brett's and Stuart's hands and almost ran for her bedroom. She knew that Luke wouldn't come inside for several hours and wasn't concerned about her daughter. More than likely, Zoe would come inside to make lunch for herself, Willow, and her father and not even notice that her mother and two male friends were missing.
Lisa pulled her men inside her room and locked her door. Then, she turned to Brett and kissed him passionately as she tugged on his T-shirt, trying to get it off. Brett chuckled and allowed Lisa to remove his shirt before he returned the favour and took off Lisa's top. Lisa's firm breasts, with their pencil eraser-sized nipples, bounced delectably into his view. Brett cupped one breast as he lowered his mouth onto the other.
Not to be outdone, Stuart tugged on Lisa's skirt and let it fall to the ground. Then, kneeling, he eased Lisa's thong down and appreciatively inhaled Zoe's mother's aroma. Stuart's experience was limited to Zoe, Judith, and Willow, but even so, he could smell Lisa's arousal, and it made his cock throb and his balls ache. He experimentally pushed Lisa towards the bed and was delighted when she got onto it on her hands and knees.
Stuart quickly stripped and got on behind Lisa. Then, he daringly positioned his cock at Lisa's dripping entrance and thrust inside. Lisa moaned before dipping her head and sucking Brett's cock into her mouth. Lisa remembered her youth and how quickly teenage boys blew, and knew she had to release some pressure for them before they'd be capable of servicing her needs. Lisa released Brett's dick and growled, "First one's on me, boys. Stuart, no cumming in me just yet. Pull out and cum on my ass."
She was just in time because the teen boys erupted immediately. Brett filled her mouth with a surprising amount of seed, and Stuart sprayed her ass and lower back with cum. Lisa groaned as another petite orgasm washed through her trembling body. She knew she should have felt guilty; this was her marital bed, after all. But all she felt was an aching, burning desire in her dripping nether regions. "On your back," Lisa growled at Brett.
Brett eagerly complied, holding his still-erect cock so it pointed at the ceiling. Lisa swung her shapely thigh over his hip and lowered her overheated snatch onto it. She moaned way back in her throat as the young man's sturdy, close enough to 6-inch cock filled her delightfully. Brett wasn't as long or as broad as her husband, but Lisa had maintained her postpartum exercises, and her pussy was still as tight as a woman's half her age. Something that Brett could readily attest to!
"Get your tongue in my ass," Lisa demanded. "Then bring your cock here."
Stuart was happy to obey orders, and he bent over and got to his task. Holding Lisa's taut buns apart, Stuart inhaled the older woman's musky odour before flattening his tongue and wiping it from Lisa's drooling entrance where Brett's cock thrust, along her perineum, and onto her dark ring. Then, curling his tongue as tightly as possible, Stuart stabbed Lisa's rosebud. To his delight, Zoe's mum's anal sphincter fluttered open, and he slid about an inch of his tongue inside her ass.
"Oh, Gawd!" Lisa groaned. The faithful, controlled wife and mother she'd been for the last twenty-five years was gone. This was now Lisa at her primal best, her wanton body, which adored sex with multiple partners simultaneously, demanded more from her. "Damn the lubrication!" Lisa growled. "Stick your dick in my ass now!"
Stuart, whose meagre experience left him entirely unprepared for Lisa's rampant sexuality, groaned, "Sorry, Mrs C, but if I do that, I'm going to cum immediately."
"Don't care!" Lisa snarled. "Pull out and cum on my lower back again and then stick your cock straight back in!"
Stuart thought that sounded about perfect, so he lined his slender 6-inch cock up with Mrs C's rosebud. Then, he daringly smacked her taut ass and rammed it home, snarling, "Take that, bitch!"
"Too loud, Muppet," Brett gasped from beneath them.
"Shit!" Stuart guiltily muttered. However, Lisa didn't seem to mind, so he rained light smacks over her ass with his right hand as he dug the fingers on his left into Lisa's taut bun and pulled her back onto his thrusting cock.
Lisa was too excited just to hold still, so she placed her hands in the middle of Brett's slender chest to use for leverage and timed her hips to meet her boys. She'd push hard to thrust back at Stuart before rocking her hips forward to meet Brett's thrust. "Squeeze my tits," Lisa demanded.
Brett grinned knowingly at her as his hands cupped Lisa's firm 32B breasts. He squeezed as he sought her nipples with his fingers and thumbs. Then, slamming his hips up with every ounce of force he could muster, Brett squeezed Lisa's nipples mercilessly as he twisted and pulled.
"Ohh, ffffffuuuuuuuuuuccccccccccckkkkkkkkkkkk!!!!" Lisa hissed, biting Brett's shoulder viciously to silence her ecstatic screams.
Lisa's sphincters pulsed, gripping the cocks inside them spasmodically--momentarily almost painfully tight and then wholly loose. It was too much for her young men, and they bit their tongues to quieten their grunts as they unloaded into their Mistress' mother.
"I hope you two aren't done," Lisa growled as she wriggled and encouraged Stuart off her. She turned and squatted over Brett's dick. Then, taking it in her hand, she lowered her cum-filled ass onto it. "There are wipes on the dresser. Clean your cock and then stick it in my cunt!"
Stuart hurriedly obeyed, and he covered Mrs C's gorgeous body and thrust back into her. He felt his balls against Brett's, but that was a sensation he was swiftly coming to love, so he held still, buried entirely in Lisa's snatch, and swivelled his hips, grinding his pubic bone against the mother's clit and rubbing his balls against Brett's.
Lisa's moans encouraged the young men to go harder, so they created a pounding rhythm that sent their Mistress' mother tumbling through several successive orgasms until, unable to bear the intensity of her feelings, Lisa demanded, "Fill me, boys!"
Stuart and Brett, who had been coincidentally doubling the same number, eighteen, groaned and released their grip on their climax. The boys stifled groans as their cocks exploded inside Lisa's ass and pussy, filling her to overflowing.
"Come with me into my shower," Lisa panted. "We'd better clean up and get out of here before the younger kids wonder where we are. I hope you can cum in my mouth in the shower, though."
Luke Gets Lucky Again.
"It's not fair that you and Zoe have matching overalls and I don't," Willow mock-pouted.
"What do you suggest we do instead, young lady?" Luke queried. "That we all get naked?"
"Yes," Willow dared.
Luke blanched even though his cock lurched. Clearly, Luke's little head was not averse to being naked with the two teens. Even though he still felt guilty about the previous night, and nor did he have any idea how to tell Lisa he'd fucked their daughter, Luke couldn't help but wonder if he'd get a step further than last night and fuck Willow and his daughter simultaneously.
Luke didn't know that his daughter had sent her teen lovers to seduce his wife. It had been almost forty-five minutes with no sign of the boys, which meant they'd succeeded and were currently banging Lisa as well as they knew how.
Zoe's pussy fluttered at the thought of slipping away from Willow and her father and joining Brett and Stuart with her mother. However, Zoe needed to get her father over his guilt at making love to her, and the quickest way to do that was to get him to fuck her again. "Let's do it, Dad," Zoe said encouragingly. "I know you, Mum, and Willow get it on together, so why don't we three try that?"
'Whynot indeed?' Luke's recalcitrant mind wondered. He looked around and pulled off the sheets protecting his car's seats and dashboard, using them to block the window facing the house. He turned to find Willow and his daughter already naked and indulging in a passionate sixty-nine on the uncovered back seat. Willow was on top, so Luke quickly stripped and squatted behind his young lover. He gasped as he felt his daughter's lips in his glans and then along his shaft as he penetrated Willow's delectably tight pussy.
With Zoe's tongue on his balls and shaft, Luke despaired he'd last long enough to get Willow to her peak. But he needn't have worried because Willow was wildly excited about being fucked by her Mistress' father as her Mistress ate her pussy. It only took a few firm pumps from Luke's lengthy cock before Willow squealed into Zoe's pussy as her climax hit.



Feeling and hearing Willow cum allowed Luke to take his satisfaction from the young girl's grippingly tight pussy, and he tried not to make too much noise as his nuts cramped against his shaft and he pumped Willow full of his seed. Luke gasped again as he felt his daughter's hand caressing his balls and milking every drop of cum from them.
Willow moved forward and off Luke's drooping cock, but before he could lean back, Zoe gripped his shaft and guided it into her mouth. Willow slid off Zoe and pushed insistently on the back of Luke's head. "Taste her, Mr C," Willow demanded.
"Oh, Gawd," Luke moaned, knowing his marriage and soul were doomed. Fucking his daughter alone in his bed while the others slept and his wife was away was one thing. Eating her pussy before an audience was something else altogether. He lowered his head and tasted Zoe eagerly.
"That's it, good Daddy," Willow encouraged. "Make your daughter cum. Watching you do that has me so hot that I'm sure I could explode!"
Luke looked up and saw Willow standing with her knees parted and bent. The young woman's pussy was bare centimetres from his mouth, so he patted his lips, indicating she should push it against them. Willow moaned, held the back of Luke's head, and ground her clitoris against his head as she held her clitoral hood back.
Smacking his lips, Luke tongued Willow's heated gash and stabbed his tongue into it as far as it would go. True to her word, Willow exploded almost immediately, so Luke lowered his head and savored his daughter's swiftly flowing essence once more. The sheer naughtiness of sharing his daughter with an eighteen-year-old caused Luke's wilted cock to roar back to life, and he was quickly harder than advanced trigonometry.
"On your back, Mr C," Willow insisted.
Luke was not about to object, and he quickly took his daughter's vacated spot on the car seat. Willow immediately lowered her cum-drooling pussy onto his lips. Luke, ever the considerate lover, ignored his oozing cum and immediately latched his lips around Willow's entrance, and he repeatedly stabbed his tongue into the young woman's pussy.
Zoe took her father's enormous 7-inch cock in her hand and lowered herself onto its tip. She teased herself for several minutes before luxuriantly sighing and easing her soaking pussy down his shaft, letting him slowly fill her to the brim. Zoe sighed again as her perineum came to rest on her father's hefty balls. Zoe exchanged looks with Willow before the girls leaned forward and passionately kissed. "Thank you so much for helping me make this happen," Zoe said quietly, her forehead momentarily pressed against the younger woman's.
"You're very welcome, Mistress," Willow said. She thought that Zoe wanting to fuck her parents was as sexy as all fuck despite having no interest in doing the same with her mother. Willow's father had been gone for so long she wasn't even sure if she'd recognise him if they bumped into each other. Willow knew he'd quit his job and gone on the dole so he didn't have to pay child support, and as far as she was concerned, that was all she needed to know--he was a deadbeat and not worth her time.
In a small way, Willow was jealous of her Mistress having a handsome father she was close to, but she loved her mother and knew she did what she could to give her and her sister a good life. It was certainly a safe one, with Shirley quickly dumping any boyfriend who even looked sideways at her daughters in an inappropriate manner.
The teenagers returned their attention to the man beneath them and concentrated on climbing to their peaks. Willow adored Luke's tongue on her body. The older man was far more assured in his movements than her teenage lovers, and long years of experience had taught Luke how to read a woman's responses and react accordingly.
Yes, most of those years were spent solely with Lisa, but even though his body count wasn't a tenth of his wife's, nor had Luke been moping around home while his future wife fucked her way through university. Lisa was a demanding lover who was multi-orgasmic, which meant he had to lift his game to keep up with his wife's needs. Luke eagerly swapped his cock for his lips, tongue, and fingers as required to drive his lover to another peak. His daughter and her friend were quickly discovering that!
Luke's skilled tongue brought Willow to scintillating back-to-back orgasms, and his sublime control meant that his daughter had ridden his sturdy cock to three. Willow struggled towards another peak, but her mind refused to concentrate on Luke's tongue and concentrated on where she could see his cock emerging from and disappearing into his daughter's pussy.
"Swap?" She pleaded.
"Yes," Zoe gasped. She wanted to feel her father erupt into her pussy again but knew she'd have ample opportunities to do so, whereas her young friend's chances were limited.
Luke lay panting as his girls swapped ends, and his lips eagerly sought his daughter's clitoris when she lowered her sweltering pussy onto his lips. Luke's jaw ached, his lips were numb, and his tongue felt swollen, but he was not going to be the subject of the old joke: What does a man do who has two female lovers? He disappoints them both!
Willow briefly sucked her Mistress' juices off her older lover's dick before straddling Luke's hips and lowering herself onto his staunch pole. Willow's sole experience with two men simultaneously pleasing her had been with Brett and Stuart earlier this same week. Whereas she'd had many sessions with Zoe and Brett, and Willow had already decided she much preferred having mfm threesomes than mff ones.
Willow hoped that Stuart and Brett would become more daring and do more together. She thought being on the bottom with one man in her pussy and the other fucking that man's ass would be a deliciously decadent thing to experience.
Luke lasted longer than any man had the right to, really. Especially one with two nubile eighteen-year-old's on his mouth and cock. He brought Zoe to a stupendous orgasm before Willow tipped her head forward and bit Zoe's neck viciously to prevent her climax screams from reaching the house. Grateful that he'd made it, Luke relaxed and then had to bite his tongue as his orgasm hit, and he needed to roar his approval. Zoe helped by mashing her pussy against her father's mouth, giggling, "Shhh, Daddy. The young ones will think Willow and I are murdering you."
"You are killing me, ladies," Luke joked. "An old man of nearly fifty just cannot keep up with two teenagers."
"Bullshit, Daddy," Zoe joked back. "Besides, you're only as old as the woman you're feeling, and Willow's only eighteen."
'Jaysus!' Luke realised. 'Even if you add their ages together, they're younger than me!' "Even so," Luke protested mildly. "This old man's done for a bit. Shall we take the sheet down before your mother gets suspicious?"
"Probably a good idea," Zoe admitted, even though she knew that her mother was probably still being vigorously rogered by Stuart and Brett.
The lovers reluctantly dressed, and Willow, who had no real interest in cars beyond their use as a means of transport, sat on the re-covered car seat as Luke and Zoe continued to take the Torana engine apart. They almost had the engine down to the block. Unfortunately, as they removed the last piston, they exposed a crack in the cylinder wall. It would require a specialist to check, but Luke suspected a simple rebore and re-sleeve would fix it. However, that meant they were done for the day. Luke would load the engine block into his ute and take it to a specialist the following weekend.
After cleaning up at the sink Luke had installed in the garage, Luke and his girls went inside to get lunch. Their timing was perfect because his wife, Stuart, and Brett had just entered the kitchen as well.
Sunday Afternoon and Early Evening.
Husband and wife greeted each other with a guilty kiss, thinking they'd been the only ones being naughty, but neither suspected the other of anything untoward, so it went unnoticed. Lisa put up with the men fumbling around, making a mess for about three seconds before sending them to the table. She, Willow, and Zoe made sandwiches and wraps as required.
Matilda, who had calmed considerably after chatting with her father and being set down by Luke, led the younger girls in and watched as they rinsed their plates and put them in the dishwasher. Maddie and Frankie pretty much only put up with it to keep the peace, but Grace was accustomed to it and was pleased that her sister asked politely rather than haughtily demanding as she typically did.
May we please watch another movie, Mrs Carter?" Matilda asked politely.
"Of course you may, Mattie," Lisa said warmly, then wondered why Matilda almost preened. Lisa was unaware that only Andrew, Matilda's father, called her Mattie. She loved it when people used that name because it made her feel older and more mature.
"What are we allowed to watch?" Maddie asked curiously. The Styles had no streaming services because Wendy couldn't afford them.
"Anything you like, honey," Lisa explained. "I trust you to know what is appropriate for you and won't get you in trouble with your mothers. Just don't blame Luke or me if what you watch gives you nightmares," Lisa added, smiling.
"You don't want to check what we're watching?" Matilda asked disbelievingly.
"Do I need to?" Lisa challenged.
"Well, no," Matilda blushed. "Do you think we could watch Red Sparrow? Jennifer Lawrence is so hot, but Mum says it's too violent for us to see."
Lisa smiled conspiratorially, then looked around as if to check if anyone was listening. She whispered, "I won't tell if you don't."
"Oh, wow," Matilda breathed. She almost ran back to the TV to search for that film. She found it on Netflix and queued it to play.
Only the Carters had seen the movie, and Lisa admitted it was quite an adult movie with various sex scenes and some brutal torture, as well as a bit of nudity. Still, she firmly believed Matilda and the rest were mature enough to make their own minds up on whether they should see it. She sat with the group so she could supervise and explain as needed.
Luke and Zoe decided to rewatch the movie as well, and Luke sat between the loves of his life on the sofa, which he couldn't have been happier about. Willow looked guiltily at Luke but sat in Stuart's lap. They were soon kissing up a storm, which had Matilda steaming before she took a deep breath and thought, 'No. Stuart's entitled to have a girlfriend, even though I think it's gross. Besides, it has nothing to do with me.'
Matilda had surprised herself with her indignation because she had the impression that her brother and Willow were boyfriend/girlfriend, and she was angry on his behalf. But when Brett seemed unperturbed by Stuart and Willow kissing and cuddling, she decided she must have been mistaken. Besides, why would she care if her older douche's girlfriend was kissing someone else? She didn't, right?
The rest of the afternoon and into the evening passed uneventfully. After several discussions, it was decided that Luke would drive to KFC to pick up their dinner. Lisa was happy to cook, but nobody had thought to get anything out. Besides, takeaway was a rare treat for Shirley's and Alice's kids, so having pizza and then KFC was indeed a blessing.
Willow remained uninterested in the various game stations, so she sat with Lisa and held her hand as they watched another movie with the younger girls. At seven, while Luke and Zoe were getting their dinner, Andrew called again. Luke had hooked Matilda's phone into their WIFI so she could use their data to FaceTime with her father. Matilda squealed happily, and she, Grace, and Brett took the phone to a bedroom to chat with their father.
Luke had called Andrew back the previous night and gently chided him for not contacting his kids more often. Luke described Matilda's temper tantrum and what the root cause appeared to be, and Andrew agreed he should call more often. He would contact Alice and see if Matilda or Brett could have more data, which would allow them to video call. If not, he'd still voice call them at least every other day. Andrew was already making good on his promise.
Because Monday was effectively another holiday for the school kids, Luke and Lisa allowed Matilda, Frankie, and Grace to stay up til 10:00 p.m. before sending them to bed. It was actually a little later than ten because the latest movie they watched ran until a quarter past. Luke and Lisa allowed Stuart, Willow, and Brett to stay up for another hour before announcing it was time for bed.
Lisa had spent the last hour teasing her husband, and Luke's cock throbbed while his balls ached. Despite spending nearly two hours fucking his daughter and Willow, Luke was rearing to go. Lisa offered the girls the choice of sleeping three to a bed or for Matilda and Grace to share one bed while Frankie had the other. Frankie and Matilda, with Matilda's improved attitude, had become quite good friends. With Grace's permission, they decided to share a bed. Zoe and Willow would sleep together as they had the previous night, well... as they were supposed to have.
Luke offered the boys the choice of sharing the other, but they both said they preferred to sleep on the patio. Of course, they had ulterior motives because Zoe had plans to seduce her mother.
Knowing Lisa would be in the en suite, Luke used the family bathroom to wash his face and get ready for bed. He had his head down as he splashed water on his face when his daughter goosed him. "WTF!" Luke gasped. He turned, and Zoe pressed her tight body against him.
"Time to man up, Daddy," Zoe told him.
"What do you mean, pumpkin?" Luke asked, confused.
"Take Willow and Brett to bed with you and fuck Mum silly," Zoe explained. "Tell her you want to role-play and then tie her up and blindfold her. I'll sneak in with Stuart and go down on Mum while she's blindfolded. Hopefully, by the time she realises it's me, she won't care. Just like you didn't last night."
Luke gulped, "You expect me to let Brett and Stuart fuck your mother? While I'm in the same room?"
"If you want to continue fucking me, then yes. If Mum and I don't become lovers, it will be impossible for you and me to remain so." Zoe waited as the emotions played over her father's face, and then she added, "Surely, you're not afraid that Brett and Stuart will show you up? Be better at making Mum cum than you?"
"No way in hell!" Luke growled.
"Then, what's the problem? Teach my young men how to be a good lover for a rampantly sexual woman."
"Haven't you done that already, pumpkin?" Luke teased, realising that his cock, at least, wasn't objecting to watching Lisa fuck Zoe's young men. Luke shook his head to clear it before agreeing. "Okay. I'll send Stuart to you and take Willow and Brett with me to my room."
"Don't let Mum lock the door," Zoe reminded as she skipped out of the bathroom. Her plan was in place, and all that was left was to hope it played out as she wanted. In less than an hour, Zoe would be intimate with both of her parents, or she and her father would be so buried in the dog box that there might never be a way out.
Willow grinned at Zoe and left her room when Zoe came in and winked. She was excited about sharing Brett and Luke with Lisa and hoped she'd get a chance to be double-penetrated by flesh cocks, which despite everything else she'd done with Zoe, Brett and Stuart, she hadn't done yet.
Luke and Willow swung by the patio, where Luke invited Brett to come with him and Willow and sent Stuart to Zoe's room.
Stuart watched the handsome, muscular older man walking with his arm around Willow, a woman he considered his girlfriend and wondered if he shouldn't be jealous. He cast those thoughts aside and eased past the other closed bedroom doors to Zoe's room. 'At least I'm not missing out,' he thought.
Luke and Lisa's Room.
Luke opened his door and ushered the teenagers inside. Lisa, who was naked and resting against her headboard with her knees pulled up and apart, stopped playing with her pussy, and gaped. She ignored the disrobing teenagers and eyed her husband speculatively. "Luke?" She asked. "What's going on?"
"A mfmf foursome, I think it's called," Luke grinned as he disrobed. "I'm admitting defeat and giving up on my attempts to keep up with you and Willow on my own. I've invited Brett to help. Why? Are you objecting?"
Lisa shook her head. She'd felt guilty all afternoon for allowing Brett and Stuart to fuck her. But now, here her husband was, bringing one of her illicit lovers to their bed. Lisa's pussy exploded, becoming instantly hotter and wetter and on the edge of an orgasm. The little minx who was idly stroking her husband's thick cock had pushed her off the monogamy train, and Lisa's libido, as it was in her teens and early twenties, was out of control. If Luke brought home his entire social cricket team, Lisa would have fucked all thirteen men joyfully and without limits.
Wanting to test her husband's sudden, unexpected permission to play, Lisa slid down the bed and patted her pussy. After a quick glance to see Luke's reaction, Brett eased onto the bed and between Lisa's lewdly spread thighs. After another quick look at Luke, Brett positioned his cock and drove into Lisa's swelteringly hot pussy.
Willow, apprehensive about Luke's reaction to seeing another man ploughing his wife's pussy open, dropped to her knees and took his cock into her mouth. She needn't have worried, because Luke found the sight of the young man fucking his wife strangely evocative.
Luke knew he should have been angered, and he thought that he probably would have been angered if it had been a man of similar stature to himself. But it was Brett, his daughter's eighteen-year-old friend and lover. He was no threat to his marriage, so Luke could put aside the act and simply admire Brett's enthusiastic fucking of his wife. It definitely helped that he had a teenager's mouth wrapped around his cock!
Seeing that her husband wasn't bothered by her fucking the teenager, Lisa released her fears and revelled in Brett's attack. What Brett lacked in experience, he certainly made up for with youthful enthusiasm. It took a few seconds of absorbing Brett's thrusts before Lisa worked out his rhythm and began slamming her hips up to meet his descending cock.
Lisa was close to a cataclysmic orgasm and was only holding on because she wanted her husband to cum first. She didn't know why, but knew she'd feel less guilty if he did. Fortunately, her husband was no more able to resist the nymphette kneeling at his feet than Lisa was able to resist Brett. The married couple came for their young lovers simultaneously, with Luke's roars meeting Lisa's ecstatic squeals.
To Lisa's amazement, Brett hadn't cum yet. Lisa wanted to push Luke's boundaries, but at the same time, she didn't want him to freak out. Lisa wriggled to indicate that Brett should get off, and then she took over. "On your back on the bed, babe," Lisa commanded. "Willow, sit on his face, and we'll share his cock. Brett, do me doggy-style, but no cumming in me yet. If you need to cum, pull out and cum on my back and ass or move up so Willow can finish you."
Lisa's lovers quickly assumed the positions Lisa had requested, and Luke groaned into Willow's sweet young pussy as his wife gulped his entire cock with one long, determined swallow. Lisa groaned around Luke's dick as Brett ploughed into her dripping pussy. Lisa worked her husband's cock using all the skills twenty-five+ years of experience in pleasing him had given her. She had him on the cusp when she released Luke's cock and stared at him until Luke felt her gaze and lifted Willow off his face.
Lisa sucked him briefly again before asking, "You okay with this, Luke? Because if we do this, there is no going back. I gave up slutting around to be your wife and a mother, but if you open this bottle, there's no way the genie is ever going back in."



"The bottle lid has already been thrown away, babe," Luke panted. "The genie's out, and all we can do is hold each other tight as we follow this ride down."
"No divorce, no matter what," Lisa growled. "We do not do this behind each other's backs. If I find someone I want to fuck, I tell you before I do so. The same with you; you tell me first. Then, as often as we can, we share. Understood?"
"Understood," Luke agreed, but he still had no idea how he to tell Lisa that he'd fucked their daughter. But then, Lisa hadn't admitted to fucking Brett and Stuart previously, either. So both spouses were still harbouring secrets that could potentially blow their marriage apart.
Luke lowered Willow back onto his lips and licked from her tight little star, along her perineum, over her drooling entrance, up her flowered-open slit, and onto her cum switch. He groaned into Willow's pussy as he felt the youngster's stiff nipples and impressive breasts pushing against his washboard stomach and then felt her lips join his wife's around his throbbing shaft.
Brett remained inside Lisa but fearfully held still until the married couple agreed to continue. With consent given, her gripped Lisa's tight buns and ripped her back as he slammed his sturdy, approximately 6-inch cock into her as forcefully as possible.
Lisa's head dipped down and slid off Luke's cock when Brett's abdomen slammed against her ass. She kissed her husband's balls before loudly groaning when Brett repeated his soul-crushing plunge.
With Lisa's lips off Luke's cock, Willow turned her head and gleefully accepted his entire length down her throat. Willow suctioned her lips around Luke's thick shaft and sucked voraciously. Simultaneously, Willow hummed through her nose, vibrating air around Luke's glans. Luke groaned expansively, desperately holding onto his orgasm and waiting to hear his wife cum first again.
Lisa was lost in lustful feelings, and she'd pretty much forgotten about sucking her husband's cock. Lisa absently kissed and fondled Luke's balls as she revelled in Brett's assured pounding of her tight pussy. Her peak was swiftly approaching, and Lisa knew that when she threw herself off it, she would scream the house down. I need a pillow, Lisa thought vaguely, so I don't wake the younger girls.
"Oh!" Willow suddenly gasped. She'd concentrated solely on pleasing her older lovers and hadn't realised that Luke's skilful lips and tongue on her sweltering nether region had sent her scurrying up the cliff of her climax. It hit again, and Willow groaned, "SSSSSSSSSooooooooooooooooo Gooooooooooooood!" Her thighs clamped against Luke's ears, and she shuddered as her orgasm rocked her slender body.
Distracted by Willow's sudden exclamations, Lisa leapt from her peak. She knew she would be loud, and the only thing she had to muffle her voice was Luke's balls. Lisa sucked them into her mouth and tried not to bite as her peak hit, and she screamed as she fell off it.
Brett had been manfully doubling nineteens for what felt like hours, trying to ensure that Lisa climaxed before him, but now it was too late. Obeying her instructions, Brett ripped his cock from Lisa's pussy and rubbed it between her taut ass cheeks instead. Then, biting his arm to quieten his roars, Brett sprayed cum all over his Mistress' mother's ass and lower back.
Luke jumped when Lisa sucked his balls into her mouth. He knew that precursor sound meant that she was about to cum, and Luke feared what she would do when she did. Lisa came, and as he'd feared, she bit down on them. But to Luke's amazement, the slight pain only enhanced his pleasure, and with a surprised and pleased groan, he blasted his seed into Willow's greedily sucking mouth.
The three on top rolled off and watched as Lisa writhed, revelling in her post-orgasm shudders. The three looked at each other and nodded. It was time to spring their plan. Luke slid off the bed and got out the blindfold, cuffs and ropes that Zoe had given him earlier. Then, Luke sat on his wife's chest and cupped her breasts around his cock. "Time for a bit of kink, baby," he grinned and winked before showing Lisa what he had.
"Ohh, baby!" Lisa giggled. "I love a bit of kink, you know that!"
Luke chuckled with her and quickly cuffed Lisa's wrists together before tying them to the headboard. Then, after he'd blindfolded her, he moved up and offered his cock to her mouth. Meanwhile, Willow lay between Lisa's lasciviously spread thighs and dove onto Lisa's dripping pussy. While Luke and Willow kept Lisa distracted, Brett eased quietly out of the room and padded quietly next door to Zoe's room.
Brett opened the door and found his Mistress riding Stuart. Without breaking rhythm, Zoe asked, "Mum's ready?"
"Well, she's handcuffed to the bed and blindfolded," Brett replied. "Whether she's ready to deal with her daughter eating her out remains to be seen."
"Ahh, well," Zoe joked. "If Mum kicks me out, I'm sure one of our study group's mothers will take me in." Brett and Stuart nodded their agreement because they both knew their mothers were infatuated with their young Mistress. "Here goes nothing," Zoe muttered as she got off Stuart and resolutely marched next door.
Luke looked over his shoulder when he heard the door open. His heart lurched when he saw his daughter, and he knew that his marriage hung from a tenuous thread. If Lisa couldn't accept being intimate with their daughter, at the very least, she'd toss Luke out on his ear when she discovered he was. She'd possibly toss Zoe out with him. Luke recalled the full phrase from William Congreve's 1697 play, The Mourning Bride: "Heaven has no rage like love to hatred turned, nor Hell a fury like a woman scorned".
"Swap," he said, pulling his cock out of his wife's mouth and getting off her.
Simultaneously, Willow yelped, "Ouch! Cramp!" She stood off the bed quickly.
Stuart and Zoe exchanged silent gulps and took their places. Stuart sat on Lisa's chest and wiped his cock along her lips. Lisa welcomed it inside, and Stuart began face-fucking her.
Meanwhile, Zoe moved between her mother's thighs and gazed at her drooling sex. That her mother was immensely aroused was evident in her flushed, flowered-open labia, Lisa's engorged clit, and the nectar pouring from her over-inflamed pussy.
Luke, Brett, and Willow fascinatedly watched as Zoe took a deep, calming breath and lowered her mouth onto her mother's clitoris. Lisa groaned as she felt soft lips encircling her button, and then growled when a warm, wet, skilful tongue bathed it before battering it. Lisa began panting when Zoe's fingers slid inside her quim and found her G-spot. Lisa momentarily wondered because Willow seemed surer and more deft with her manipulations, but forgot the discrepancy in her lust and quick climb to her peak.
Zoe knew that her mother was about to cum, so she wrapped her lips around Lisa's button, sucked hard, and battered it with her tongue. Simultaneously, keeping her fingers bent so they scraped across Lisa's G-spot, Zoe finger blasted her mother's juicy pussy.
"Ohhhhh, ssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhiiiiiiiiittttttt!!" Lisa hissed around Stuart's cock as her climax hit. She sucked hard and swirled her tongue around Stuart's shaft and was rewarded when Stuart groaned and unloaded into her mouth.
Stuart backed off Lisa, undid her cuffs and removed her blindfold. Lisa blinked when she saw her lover wasn't Brett or her husband, but she didn't object or complain. In fact, her pussy clenched, imagining being triple-penetrated--mouth, pussy, and ass simultaneously. But then, Stuart got off the bed. Lisa looked down her svelte body and saw that her daughter lay between her salaciously spread legs and was drinking from her drooling pussy.
"Zoe!" She exclaimed, shocked. "What are you doing?"
"Exactly what appears I'm doing, Mother," Zoe mischievously replied. "You taste divine by the way." She probed her tongue into her mother's sodden gash before licking along her slit and circling her button.
Lisa was about to protest when her daughter's fingers scraped over her G-spot again. Overwhelmed, guilty and confused, Lisa's recalcitrantly responsive body reacted to the deft ministrations to her pleasure nodes and orgasmed anyway. "Ohhhh, shhhhhhhhhhiiiiittttt!" She hissed again.
Lisa lay there, stunned. She watched as her husband moved their daughter aside and moved between her legs. Lisa groaned when Luke speared his lengthy and thick cock into her wet depths. She returned her husband's kiss and then looked at him, dumbfounded. Then, when Luke despairingly chuckled and said, "Yeah, our daughter got me pretty much the same way last night," she was even more taken aback. Luke continued, "I thought it was Willow blowing me in the bathroom with the lights turned off, but it was Zoe."
"But you didn't stop," Lisa stated flatly even as her body responded to Luke's languorous strokes into her tight pussy.
"No, just like you didn't when you saw who was eating you out."
"Fair point," Lisa agreed. "Zoe, you want this, right? All those accidental brushes over my nipples and bottom. Your fingers somehow touching my clit when we hold hands on the couch. That was you hinting you wanted to make love to me, right?"
"Yes, Mum," Zoe said fearfully.
"Your flirting with your father wasn't innocent, was it?"
"No, Mum," Zoe admitted.
"No one can know if we do this," Lisa said forcefully. "That means all your friends here must swear they will not tell a soul. Not even their mothers. Deal?"
"Yes, Mrs C," Stuart, Brett, and Willow said dutifully. "We swear."
Zoe also swore the same thing.
Lisa looked over her husband's shoulder at the four teenagers surrounding her bed, eying her speculatively, some would say avariciously. Lisa grinned and tapped Luke on his shoulder. Luke lifted up and gazed at her. Lisa smiled and said, "Never-ending teenage cock and pussy. What do you say, big fella? You up for it?"
Luke earnestly replied, "I don't want to do anything that will screw up our marriage, baby, so I will only do this if you're happy. It'll piss Zoe off, but you can say yes to the others and no to her."
"You've already made love to our daughter?" Lisa queried.
"For most of last night," Luke admitted.
"'Shutting the barn door' comes to mind," Lisa muttered. But she knew her answer. It was readily apparent in her sweltering pussy and the fact she was about to cum on Luke's cock. "Okay!" She giggled. "Who gets my ass and who gets my mouth? Willow and Zoe, amuse yourselves for a while. Mumma needs to get hers!"
Luke and the four teenage lovers chuckled, feeling the tension break, and then they helped Luke onto his back. Lisa got onto her hands and knees and rode her husband's thick cock. She looked over her shoulder expectantly.
Brett mimed a coin toss, and Stuart called "Heads."
"Heads it is," Brett joked, and he got on the bed close to Lisa's head.
Lisa sucked his cock into her voracious mouth before moaning when she felt lips on her ass. They felt too soft to be Stuart's, and Lisa moaned again, hoping they were her daughter's. Lisa felt Stuart moving up behind her, and she grunted when his sturdy cock pierced her anal sphincter.
Lisa released Brett's cock to see her husband's reaction. She knew that she was pushing Luke's boundaries severely. It was one thing for him to accept a young woman into their bed. Most red-blooded men would do that. It was another to have a male teen spit-roasting your wife while she shares your cock with an eighteen-year-old female whose pussy is on your lips. Letting two separate men simultaneously fuck her with one of them in her ass and the other in her mouth while she rides you? Well, that was something else entirely!
Luke groaned when he felt Stuart's cock sliding along his, with only the thin membrane between Lisa's pussy and colon keeping them apart. Then, when Stuart had pierced his wife's ass fully, Luke felt the young man's balls against his, which was another entirely new experience for the near fifty-year-old.
When Lisa first invited Willow into their bed, Luke decided to accept whatever Lisa wanted. He'd loved her for at least a year before he took her virginity and had done that dirty deed at the earliest opportunity, which was the day after her eighteenth birthday. He and Lisa were a pair throughout Lisa's time at high school and remained so until Lisa graduated and went to university. Then, to Luke's frustration, Lisa told him she would 'enjoy' her time at university and didn't think it was fair on him to remain his girlfriend while she planned to be a promiscuous student.
Luke reluctantly agreed, but still emailed Lisa regularly and called her on her birthday and for Christmas. A week after she'd graduated, Lisa called and told Luke she'd been offered a job at a prestigious architectural firm in East Brisbane. She asked if he'd like to see her again, and Luke quickly agreed. They married less than a year later, and Lisa became pregnant less than three months after that.
All of the above raced through Luke's mind as his natural instinct to another man fucking his wife fought with his desire to give and be what Lisa needed. Luke knew he was not, nor never would be, a cuckold who would put up with his wife fucking men behind his back. But as long as he got his share, then he would let Lisa have dalliances and casual sex with others. Lisa had offered Willow to start him on this path, and Luke had brought Willow's mother in. With those experiences, Luke decided he would give his wife what she desired most--to be double and triple-penetrated simultaneously.
Having gone through his reasons for accepting the situation he was in, Luke felt much better, and he could admit that being inside his wife's extremely tight pussy with another man's cock in her ass was a salaciously decadent sensation and felt pretty damned good! Working slowly so he wouldn't fall out, Luke compressed his buttocks to thrust his cock further into Lisa and then relaxed, letting his dick slide back.
"Oh, that's good," Lisa panted. "Do that again." So Luke did! Then he did it again and again.
Stuart slowly discovered his rhythm, and before long, he was pulling all but the tip of his cock out of Mrs C's ass before ramming it back in with the force of a sledgehammer.
"No cumming in me yet, Stuart," Lisa gasped. "Pull out and cum on my back and ass again."
Luke wondered about the 'again' comment, but he had to concentrate too hard on not cumming too soon to pay it much heed. Luke knew by his wife's movements and sounds that she was about to launch, so he forced his hand between their bodies and gripped her deliciously firm B-cup breasts before squeezing her tight pencil eraser-sized nipple firmly.
"Oh, shhhiiiiiiiitvvvvvvvvvvveeeeeeeeerrrrrrrs!" Lisa moaned nonsensically as her orgasm hit. "Oh, shiiiiiittttt!" She hissed as another orgasm spasm blasted through her, and then she comically yipped like a dog as several more rattled her brain.
Luke felt Stuart pull out of his wife's ass urgently before he grunted and sprayed his cum all over Lisa's ass and lower back. Stuart fell back, and Willow and Zoe jumped onto Lisa's legs. Their tongues probed over Lisa's sexy bottom and delved into her crack, sucking up Stuart's semen. By the time they had her clean, Lisa was ready for more.
"Want my ass, baby?" Lisa offered seductively.
Luke and Lisa were no strangers to anal sex. However, they tended only to do it when they were both horny, but Lisa had her monthly visitor. The opportunity to fuck her ass was too good to refuse, so Luke swiftly agreed. Lisa eased off him and rolled over. She reached for Luke's cock but found her daughter's hand on it already. Lisa stared at Zoe before internally shrugging and letting Zoe guide. Lisa lowered her taut buns onto Luke's thick cock, then sighed to relax and took him into her ass.
"That is sooo goood," Lisa purred as her buns settled against her husband's groin.
Lisa leaned back on her hands and spread her knees. She groaned when Willow and her daughter settled between them, and they took turns licking her slit and clit. Then, Zoe moved higher and covered her mother's body with hers. She pressed her firm, young 32B breasts against her mother's and kissed her firmly. Lisa initially didn't respond, but again, her recalcitrant body responded despite her mind's refusal, and she groaned before returning her daughter's kiss.
Stuart returned after cleaning his dick in the bathroom. Spotting Willow's delectably plump bottom waving as she lay between the Carter women's legs, he knelt astride her, positioned his cock and thrust inside firmly.
Zoe and Lisa kissed for a time before Zoe daringly stood astride her mother and moved up. Zoe used her forefinger to pull her clitoral hood back to expose her clitoris fully and dared her mother to taste. Lisa groaned and nodded, and Zoe smiled before lowering her pussy onto her mother's lips.
Meanwhile, Willow moved onto her hands and knees, allowing Brett to take her place between Mrs C's thighs. Luke and Lisa gasped simultaneously as Brett's staunch, close to six-inch cock split Lisa's pussy open and glided inside. Luke felt another man's cock against his and that man's balls on his, too. It was a sensation that Luke found he enjoyed, and he immediately cast his mind elsewhere lest he fill his wife's ass with his cum.
Brett set the rhythm this time, and he quickly rabbited his hips, slamming his thick cock into Lisa powerfully. Luke worked out that he didn't have to do much except lie there, so he concentrated on anything other than feeling Brett's dick sliding along his pole and simultaneously mauled Lisa's tits. He knew that when his wife was as hot as she was, she liked quite a lot of pain with her pleasure, so Luke squeezed and twisted mercilessly.
Lisa tried her best to service her daughter's pussy, but it had been too many years since she'd been in an orgy and she was out of practice. In the end, she gave up and concentrated on enjoying the two cocks inside her. Lisa didn't mind at all when Zoe gripped the back of her head and ground her sweet young pussy against Lisa's face. Lisa even absently tongued Zoe's clit when it was against her lips.
After a series of particularly powerful punches into her squelching pussy, Lisa realised she was cresting and panted, "Do not cum in me, Brett. Pull out and cum on my belly and tits."
"No, let him," Luke growled. "I want to feel him filling your slut cunt up."
"Then do it!" Lisa yelled into Zoe's pussy. Luke's growled permission had ignited her climax.
Lisa's fluttering pussy tipped Brett off the edge, and he grunted as he spat his thick young seed into Zoe's mother's quim.
Luke felt Brett's cock expand against his and then pulse as he ejaculated into Lisa's pussy. Luke knew he should have been affronted that another man had cum inside his wife, but he was excited instead. His groan matched Brett's in intensity, but it was much deeper and more manly. He groaned again and let go into his wife's deliciously tight ass.
Lisa's yell blasted hot air over Zoe's clitoris, who had to bite her bottom lip to prevent her climax screams from waking the three youngsters.
Exhausted, Lisa rolled off her husband and tried to doze. It was to no avail, though, because Zoe pulled her knees up until she could grab her mother's ankles. Then, arching Lisa's body up and back, Zoe parted Lisa's legs and offered her cum-drooling pussy and ass to her lovers.
Willow responded first, inching forward with Stuart still inside her until she could slurp Luke's cum from Lisa's ass. The boys were disinclined to act, so Zoe moved her hands down to her mother's inner thighs and then lowered her mouth onto Lisa's pussy. She drank deeply from her pussy and stoked Lisa's fires again. It wasn't long before Lisa responded and tilted her head so she could taste her daughter's squelchingly hot pussy.



Brett recovered first, and as Luke watched, he manoeuvred Lisa and Zoe further down the bed so he could get in behind them. Then, Brett gripped Zoe's hips and rammed his still-messy cock into her tight cunt. Luke's hand found his rapidly inflating cock as he watched his wife lick the young man's balls and shaft where they met his daughter's pussy.
Luke was ready to go again quickly, but no holes were available. Willow looked up and giggled. She forced Stuart back and made room for Luke to take his wife. Luke slid his cock inside his wife's quim, intensely aware that he was ploughing through Brett's cum. Going 'sloppy seconds' as the gutter vernacular described it.
The rest of the night involved the various couples forming and reforming as their moods and desires dictated. The highlight, as far as Willow was concerned, was riding Luke cowboy style as Stuart fucked her ass, fulfilling her wish to experience double-penetration sex. Finally, with only a few bare hours left for the married couple to get enough sleep to make it to their jobs, Luke and Lisa chased the teenagers out of their bed and sent them to Zoe's room.
Zoe kissed her father before hugging and kissing her mother devoutly. "Please don't be angry at me or Dad, Mum. Dad would never have done anything with me if I hadn't tricked him. I've wanted you both so much that, at times, I thought I'd scream!"
"We need to discuss terms and limits, honey," Lisa replied after returning her daughter's kiss. "But I'm not saying no, okay? Also, your dad's not in trouble because I have confessions to make to him, too."
"Dad," Zoe said hurriedly. "None of this was Mum's fault either. I was the one who encouraged Willow to seduce her, and everything else that happened has happened because of that."
"Get out of here, you meddler," Luke said jovially, mussing his daughter's hair. "Your mum and I are fine. We'll work this out just as we've worked out everything else."
Lisa waited until their lovers had left before snuggling against Luke and covering them with the quilt. She sighed happily before saying, "When I occasionally fantasised about having group sex with you, I never once imagined it would be with four teenagers, let alone one of them being our daughter."
"We don't need to do any of this, babe," Luke replied. "All I need is you."
"Until Willow seduced me, all I needed was you, too, honey," Lisa explained. "But the sex we've had since we brought her to our bed has been pretty damned amazing, don't you think? I don't want to go without having that much fun again. Do you?"
"Lisa, I know that you're a raunchy woman and that one man will never be enough for you. I will deal with that so long as I get my share, too. We don't need to fuck everyone we fancy together, although I think that should be our default option. However, you can have Wendy Styles all to yourself."
"I'm not going trolling for lovers," Lisa said firmly. "Nor will I put up with you doing so. However, if we find someone attractive, we should be open to experimenting with them. But not before we've discussed it together and tested whether they're prepared to share both of us."
"The teenagers Zoe brings home?" Luke asked.
"Gawd!" Lisa exclaimed. "Fucking them is so much fun! Wow! I say we fuck every single one that will let us." Lisa shifted nervously before confessing, "Brett and Stuart came on to me when you were in the garage with Willow and Zoe. I didn't resist and let them fuck me together. Can you forgive me? I also fucked Alice, Shirley, and Wendy on Saturday night, but I guess you already knew that."
"I kinda guessed you'd done something with Brett and Stuart when you said, 'cum on my ass and lower back again'," Luke replied. "But, meh, I don't care. I forgive you if you'll forgive that I was fucking Willow and our daughter in the garage when you were fucking Stuart and Brett. As for the other mothers, can you use your phone to take pictures and videos so I can enjoy them afterwards?"
"Pig!" Lisa said mirthfully, slapping her husband's broad chest. She hesitated before asking, "So, we're all good?" in a pleading tone.
"I think we should make a list of those we're allowed to have sex with without asking," Luke mused. "Mine would include Willow, Shirley, and our daughter. Yours would have those three plus Brett, Stuart, Alice, and Wendy."
"We're making our daughter our regular lover?" Lisa asked doubtfully.
"What do you reckon our chances of refusing her are?" Luke replied drily.
"Yeah, you're right," Lisa reluctantly agreed. "No chance at all." She thought for a moment before repeating her question. "So, we're all good?"
"I am," Luke firmly replied. "Are you?"
"I am if you are," Lisa smiled before lovingly kissing her husband. "I'll see you after work tomorrow." She closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.
The Carter Residence, Monday Morning.
Matilda, Frankie, and Grace squealed and laughed as they played, waking Brett and Stuart on Monday morning. The teenage boys would have preferred to join their Mistress and Willow in Zoe's bed, but given that the younger girls were awake and about before them, it was probably just as well they hadn't.
The boys tried to go back to sleep, but the girls' shrieks drove them off their mattresses, and they dressed and staggered inside. The Carter parents had already left for work, but Brett knew to help himself, so he searched the cupboards and fridge for something suitable for the younger girls for breakfast. Surprisingly, he didn't find any breakfast cereal and wondered what Zoe typically had for breakfast.
Zoe and Willow came out, so Brett asked what there was to eat. Zoe giggled and asked if everyone wanted pancakes. She received a universal "yes," and after checking for any gluten intolerance, she mixed flour, milk, baking powder, butter, eggs, and a little salt and sugar in a bowl.
Knowing how much her brothers ate when they were teenagers, Zoe made plenty of batter and continued making pancakes until no one returned to ask for another one. Then, she made two for herself, liberally smeared them with butter and golden syrup, and joined the others at her kitchen table.
Alice and Shirley arrived by Uber first. They gathered their kids and belongings before saying goodbye with a sizzling kiss that left everyone there knowing they were a couple. Then, they got in their cars and left, leaving Stuart alone with Zoe.
"Your parents aren't bothered by us being alone here?" Stuart asked, knowing there was no way that his mother would allow him to be alone with a girl of similar age to him.
"Given what the six of us were doing earlier, I think they'd be surprised if we weren't fucking," Zoe replied drily.
"Yeah, that's fair," Stuart chuckled. He considered the previous day and night and could not believe that he'd gotten to fuck Willow, Zoe, and her mother. Stuart thought that double-pegging a woman was just about the most exciting thing he could imagine. But similar to Brett, Stuart had started wondering what it would be like to have a flesh cock fuck him instead of a silicon one worn by Willow or Zoe. "Would you like to...?"
"I'm worn out, Stuart," Zoe apologised. "But on Thursday for sure, okay?"
Blushing, Stuart agreed, "Yeah, you're right. I'm just being greedy." He thought about his home situation and his mother before venturing, "The way Mum came on to your dad. That's why she has problems finding a good man, yeah?"
"Part of it, I guess," Zoe replied. "She's too forward, and the nice guys like my father will be put off by her aggression." Zoe considered what to say before adding. "Most of Wendy's problem is that she needs a man to take over. She's stuck being a modern woman in a world that insists she has to be when all she wants is to be a wife and a stay-at-home mother. I think she'd be happier if she were in a 1950s-type household with a husband who makes all her choices and decisions."
"What can I do?" Stuart asked.
"Find a way to age twenty-five years and then be her man," Zoe joked. "Take over, seduce her, and then put her over your knee and spank her when she acts like a bitch. Then, after you've spanked her, take her to bed and fuck her until her eyes roll back in her head and she screams until she's hoarse."
"Do you think your mum and dad will want to be with her again?" Stuart asked.
"I doubt that Dad has any interest," Zoe admitted. "Mum? I don't know. Possibly, but probably only in a group setting, such as Saturday night."
"You think our mothers got it on on Saturday night?" Stuart gasped, and then he felt guilty because his cock lurched at that thought.
"Of course, silly," Zoe chuckled. "That's why they went out together after all."
"You're not bothered by your and my mum fucking?"
"You saw that I fucked her, too," Zoe pointed out. "In fact, when Wendy and I were in the kitchen, you watched us and wanked several times."
"You saw that, huh?" Stuart embarrassedly asked.
"Sure did," Zoe teased. "You obviously loved it!"
Wendy pulled up just then, so Stuart kissed Zoe's cheek and jogged out to greet her. He got in the back with his brothers, and Wendy, Maddie, and the boys waved as Wendy backed out and left.
Zoe went back to bed.
The Styles Home: Stuart Takes Control.
Stuart spent the ride home ignoring his brothers and examining his mother's face in the rearview mirror. He saw that she looked tired and deeply unhappy. Stuart realised that Wendy could be shrewish and a little overprotective, especially of Maddie, but he wondered why she couldn't attract a decent man.
As he had on many occasions, Stuart thought of his father, Brock. Stuart was the only one of Brock's kids who still accurately remembered what he looked like. However, Stuart was almost three years older than Maddie and six years older than his twin brothers. So, given that his father had left before the twins' second birthday, it was probably not surprising that he was. Stuart compared his father to Zoe's, which was like comparing chalk to cheese.
Zoe's father was a genuine man's man. Tall, muscular, and ruggedly handsome. Luke was blunt and forthright, and secure in his masculinity. Pretty much all the things his father wasn't. Stuart wasn't surprised that his father had left because his mother did little but nag and whine. What surprised him was that Brock had moved in with a young woman from up the road who was barely half his age.
Still, Stuart could forgive all of that, but what he couldn't forgive was that his father had abandoned his kids. Brock worked a low-end job that only barely passed the minimum amount required for him to pay child support. With his mother receiving so little help from her kids' father, they were mostly reliant on the government's sole parent support pension. Wendy worked four hours a day, three days a week, at their local supermarket to provide some extra cash, but it was never enough for even a few basic luxuries like streaming services, let alone something like Foxtel.
What the above meant was that his mother tended to be desperate when it came to dating, immediately falling in love with any man who showed her some affection above what was required to get her into bed. Stuart recalled the discussions he'd had with Zoe, who, quite frankly, thought it was nothing short of a miracle that his sister hadn't been molested yet. Stuart thought through what he and Zoe had discussed just before his mother arrived.
'I can't miraculously age twenty-five years,' he thought. 'But maybe I don't need to.' He could see his mother's typically exposed cleavage in the mirror and let himself react to the admittedly delicious view. He thought, 'Yeah. I think I'll give it a try. Even if it backfires, she won't kick me out; she'll just ground me until I'm twenty-five.'
Wendy caught her eldest son's eye in the mirror, and she smiled. Unfortunately, she couldn't hide the sadness behind her smile, and Stuart guessed that she was worried she'd screwed up her budding friendship with Lisa by coming onto her husband too strongly. With remarkable insight for an eighteen-year-old, Stuart recognised that his mother was considering pursuing a lesbian lifestyle. He thought if she did that, it would only lead to greater heartache for her.
When they got home, Stuart was still musing about Zoe's seemingly innocuous comment about becoming his mother's dominant lover. He hadn't quite gotten the courage to do anything when Aaron asked if they could go next door and see if their friend was home, and if he was, if they could go to the park to kick the footy around. Maddie, who had been using Messenger to talk with her friend, Michelle, asked if she could walk a street over to her house. Wendy agreed they could, which left Stuart alone with his mother.
Vaguely aware of her son's penetrating gaze, Wendy wandered around doing a few minor chores. Wendy immediately noticed a significant change in her son after Zoe babysat for her for the first time. That change was even more pronounced after the second and third times. After the last two nights, Stuart seemed even more mature. Wendy found herself preening for her son, bending over while facing him so he could see down her top and even turning and keeping her knees straight as she leaned down to pick up a cup.
Wendy had cried herself to sleep the previous night, her imagination conjuring looks of rejection and condemnation from Lisa and Luke that simply weren't there and only existed in her overwrought imagination. Wendy also felt left out by Shirley, whom Wendy thought of as fat and gauche, even though she was a nice person, somehow capturing Alice's heart. The tubby blonde thought she was much more attractive than Shirley and didn't understand why Alice hadn't chosen her.
Mostly, though, Wendy was angry at herself for coming on to Luke so aggressively. She wondered what compelled her to seek out emotionally unavailable men, even if they were physically so. Wendy had initiated several affairs with married men, only to discover that while they promised they'd leave their wives for her, they never did, and she was left heartbroken again.
Wendy sighed before wondering about Zoe's suggestion that she should investigate the world of Bdsm. She had entered a search only to find vast amounts of supposed Bdsm porn. Wendy opened a few clips, only to be immediately turned off by the brutality of the scenes. She hadn't investigated any further and wondered why her young lover thought she'd want to be degraded like that.
Wendy made a common error when investigating Bdsm. Because the porn links appear before the informative sites, people think Bdsm is all about people in leather inflicting vast amounts of pain on others in bondage. Although that is undoubtedly a part of the Master/Mistress and submissive scene, it's not where most people who practice Domination and submission are.
All of the above thoughts raced through Wendy's mind as she continued to flirt with her son, unaware of her actions. Stuart took a deep breath and closed his eyes. Then, he removed the fact that this was his mother from his mind, breathed out slowly, opened his eyes, and re-examined her purely as a man observing an available woman.
Stuart marshalled his thoughts: First, Wendy, as he'd decided to refer to her to make this thought experiment work, was around the same age as Mrs. Carter, whom he found incredibly attractive. Therefore, her age wasn't a factor. The bottle-blonde hair with its dark roots wasn't ideal, and Stuart thought Wendy would look better with her natural hair colour, which was a light brown, if he remembered correctly. However, her hair wasn't disastrous, and Wendy kept it neat and tidy, and the cut accentuated her long neck and high cheekbones. So, another tick.
Wendy looked tired and beaten down, but that would be alleviated by less alcohol and better sleep combined with more purpose in her life. A man to call her own, who treated her well and gave her what she needed, would also improve Wendy's outlook.
The tubby blonde, as he'd heard Wendy disparagingly referred to by the other mothers lining up to take their children home, was still an attractive woman. Most of Wendy's weight problems could be traced to her alcohol consumption. His mother wasn't an alcoholic yet, but she was certainly on that path. So, her overall presentation was another tick. Most men would be proud to have her on their arm.
Then, Stuart thought, to be fair, Wendy's body is still pretty banging. Her breasts and ass sagged a little, but much less than a lot of the other mothers he'd seen at school. She did have a pot belly from her alcohol problem, but as addressed above, it wasn't gross, and nor did it jiggle when she walked like lots of the others he'd seen. Stuart guessed his mother would be a full D-cup, maybe even a Double-D. Wendy's waist was narrower than her boobs and hips. So, again, another tick. Stuart thought that, putting aside the incest taboo as his Mistress had successfully done, he found Wendy attractive. His slowly swelling member proved that.
The concern now that Wendy's attractiveness wasn't in question was this: Could he be Wendy's man long enough to rebuild her confidence, make her realise what she needed in a man, and then help her find that man? If he couldn't, then doing what he planned would cause his mother, their family, and him nothing but pain, and he would be far better not to embark on this journey.
Stuart took another deep breath and made his choice. "Wendy, we need to discuss your behaviour at the Carters and your actions towards Mr Carter, especially."
"Who do you think you're talking to, Stuart?" Wendy fumed.
Stuart quailed as his every instinct screamed not to disobey his mother. But he said firmly, "A trollop who has no idea how to please or hold a man and who brazenly throws herself at another woman's husband as if she were nothing more than a two-dollar prostitute."
"You will not speak to your mother so, Stuart Styles!" Wendy screeched.
"You're right, I won't," Stuart agreed. "But I will speak to a tramp who disgraces herself and her family like that. Wendy, your behaviour is out of control. You drink too much, eat too much, and you let any man who shows you the least amount of attention fuck you. What's worse is you invite them into our home, endangering Maddie's welfare at least. If they're into boys, you also endanger Aaron's and Glen's."
"Don't say those things!" Wendy pleaded, overcome by her realisation that her son was right, and she had, indeed, jeopardised her younger children by possibly exposing them to a paedophile.
"You need a man to step up and take control, Wendy. With the lack of any suitable options, I will be that man. You're my bitch now, Wendy, and I think it's time to show you who the boss is. So, strip, fetch the leather paddle I know you keep in your wardrobe, and lie across my knees. Ten to start with, I think. More if I don't think you're moving quickly enough or are making too much noise."
"I will not," Wendy said pleadingly.
Stuart staunched up. "Wendy, we are not discussing this! March your flabby ass to your bedroom before I make it twenty!"
Surprising herself, Wendy quickly walked to her room and retrieved the paddle. However, she didn't strip and stood hesitatingly before her son, trying to find the fortitude to refuse him. But eventually, her soaking pussy made her drop her dress onto the floor, take off her bra and remove her panties. Then, she reluctantly and awkwardly lay over Stuart's thighs.
Recalling what Zoe did when she dominated him, Brett, and Willow, Stuart forced his fist between his mother's thighs and spread them apart. He could see and smell her arousal and wanted to caress her vulva and clit, but he needed to establish his dominance first. Stuart ran the paddle over his mother's slightly wobbly but still shapely bottom. "You refused to obey your Master, and then when you did, you only followed half of his orders," Stuart growled. "I have increased your punishment to fifteen swats. You will count and thank me for each one."



"Yes, Sir," Wendy replied, despite those words blurting out before she could object.
Stuart had no idea how hard to strike his mother. The strikes needed to be powerful enough to remind her to obey him instantly, but not to cross the line into abuse. Of course, he knew how hard Zoe had hit him, but he had no conception of how that related to delivering the blow. Stuart decided that it was better to have to back off than to try to increase the severity, so he brought the paddle stingingly down onto Wendy's curvaceous butt.
"Ouch!" Wendy yelped before recovering herself and saying, "One, thank you, Sir." Wendy was stunned to realise the heat on her ass had immediately transferred to her clit, and when her son struck her again, Wendy had to bite her bottom lip to prevent a moan before she gasped, "Two, thank you, Sir."
Stuart examined the welts on his mother's ass and decided he'd gotten the intensity about right. Wendy's skin had turned red, and the skin had lifted where he'd struck, but he thought the welts would fade without leaving bruises in a couple of hours or so. He hit her again, intensely aware that his cock throbbed against his mother's belly.
Wendy did moan this time before mumbling, "Three, thank you, Sir."
This pattern continued through several more strikes. Of course, if Stuart had been more experienced or perceptive, he would have known well before he did that it was time to move on and consummate his new relationship with his mother. However, after his tenth hit, Stuart's arousal overtook his control, and he pushed Wendy off his thighs. Then, urgently pulling his slender, 6-inch cock out of his pants, he gripped it and jerked it before demanding, "On your knees before me, Wendy!"
Wendy knew what was about to happen, and knew she should not, could not let this happen. It was one of the darkest of sins--committing incest with your son. But it was too late--way, way too late. Her often-wanton libido had crashed together with her burgeoning need to submit, and Wendy ached to serve and wanted her son to dominate her. If he did, perhaps she could hide behind his dominance until she could regain her life balance. Wendy got onto her hands and knees and opened her mouth.
"Oh, Gawd!" Stuart groaned as he unloaded over his mother's face, covering her from hairline to her neck, with several spurts dripping onto her breasts. Stuart looked down and saw his mother looking up at him appealingly. She had her hand between her chubby thighs, and her fingers flew over her nubbin. "Suck me before you get yourself off," Stuart said commandingly.
Wendy briefly wondered where her son had gotten his control and experience before realising it had to come from only one place, Zoe Carter. Although she would have denied it if someone asked, Wendy had surrendered her virginity to her older cousin just after her eighteenth birthday. So, despite thinking her kids weren't as mature as she was at their age, Wendy found no fault in Zoe introducing her son to sex. Instead, she was glad it hadn't been a fumbling, bumbling, painful experience like so many of her friends' first times were. Wendy took her son's slightly longer-than-average, slender cock in her mouth and tried to give a blowjob at least as good as she was sure Zoe had.
"There's a good cocksucker," Stuart crooned as he stood with his hands on his hips, pumping his hips forward. "Get my dick deep in there, Wendy. I expect your lips to be against my abdomen."
Wendy gulped and obeyed. She often struggled to get the last inch or so down her throat, but she was determined not to disappoint her son, her new Master, she realised. Despite her gorge threatening to rise, Wendy forced the last inch of her son's cock into her mouth. She swallowed convulsively until her desire to retch passed, and then, when she had it under control, she lifted off and twirled her tongue over Stuart's glans before taking him deep again.
She repeated until Stuart's hands snatched to her head and he held her with his entire cock buried in her throat. She felt it swell and pulse, spitting its essence onto the back of her tongue. She swallowed his delicious, salty seed before pulling back and smiling proudly up at him. Wendy hoped she'd receive praise for her act, just for a change.
Stuart pulled Wendy to her feet, and then to her pleased surprise, he kissed her passionately, his somehow skilled hands cupping her lush breasts and his thumbs strumming her hardened nipples delightfully. Stuart released their kiss before saying, "We're going to your room now where I will fuck your whore cunt, then I will complete the trifecta and fuck your fat arse. You're mine now, Wendy. You're a cock sleeve, a cum rag, a vessel into which I can dump my cum. Do you understand, Wendy? Tell me that you do. If you don't, I will use the paddle to reinforce my message."
"I'm your cum dump, Master," Wendy breathed joyfully, delighted that he wanted her just as she was. "A vessel to accept your cock and cum."
"Good girl. But when others are around, you must remember that I'm still your son, even if your cum holes belong to me."
"I understand, Master," Wendy said happily.
"There's my girl. Now get your fat arse on the bed so I can fuck you."
What followed was almost two hours of fairly standard sex. Stuart possessed his mother's pussy and ass. Wendy was constantly amazed by the control he exerted over her, and he held over himself. She orgasmed more often in those close to two hours than she had for the last six months. It seemed her son could play her like a violin, always eliciting the right notes from her body. By the time they showered together, with Wendy lovingly cleaning her new Master, Stuart and Wendy's new relationship was firmly established, and for the first time since she could remember, Wendy looked forward to the following day.
Over the ensuing few weeks, Stuart slowly brought his mother under his total control. He started by making her tip out every drop of alcohol in the house, then they sat naked together at Wendy's computer one night after the younger kids had gone to bed and worked out a diet they thought would help Wendy to thin down and tone up her body.
Additionally, at Stuart's instigation, Wendy requested and secured a full-time position at the supermarket where she worked. Unfortunately, this meant that Stuart had to be home to supervise his younger siblings after school and could no longer attend Zoe's study group. As a reward for Wendy's improved behaviour and attitude, Stuart brought Willow to their bed, and the three became regular lovers.
Brett's relationship with Judith flourished, and the cousins chose to be exclusive with each other, which meant the study group was down to just Willow. However, similar things had occurred many times before, and Zoe was happy to have helped her friends get what they wanted. Besides, she now slept with her parents regularly. Well, when I say 'slept'...

The End.
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From Part 2: The lovers were exhausted, and after their twin climaxes, they faced each other and kissed lovingly while waiting for desire to take them again. It wasn't long before Guān rolled Sarina onto her back and speared into her again. Guān finally let Sarina sleep when Sol reared his ugly head the following day.
A New Love.
Sarina awoke, still wrapped in Guān's leanly muscular arms. Her head rested against his broad shoulder, and her toned ass pressed hard against Guān's groin. Sarina could feel Guān's enormously long tool throbbing along her slit and on her clitoris. She was wet and eager to go again, so she eased her way higher before positioning her Master's lengthy tool at her entrance and gliding back down. Sarina bit her bottom lip to prevent her delighted moan as Guān's dick lodged in her cervix.
"Greedy minx," Guān purred into Sarina's ear as his right hand cupped her breast and his thumb strummed her engorged nipple. He rocked his hips, easing his cock out of Sarina's cervical canal and then back in again.
"Only for you, Master Guān," Sarina panted. "Only for you." Sarina refused to think about what Dawid had said--that she needed to redeem herself by giving birth to eighteen male children to the eighteen remaining Knights of the Light to make up for the eighteen stab wounds into her mother's body. She refused because it seemed impossible.
Harvester Michael told her she'd been regressed in age from forty-one to eighteen, but even so, having a child every eighteen months, which seemed the least amount of time between them, meant it'd be twenty-five years before she was ready to give herself to the last Master. That would make her forty-three-plus years old, and getting pregnant at that age seemed unlikely even if the final Defender found her forty-three-year-old face and body attractive enough to make love to her.
However, that was a problem for a later time, a later lifetime, really. Now was for giving herself wholeheartedly to Guān. "Fuck me, Master!" Sarina panted as her pussy frothed, eager to be filled with Meester Guān's sperm and to cum as he did.
Guān groaned deep in his chest as his lengthy cock spasmed, expanded, and jettisoned its load into Sarina's tightly gripping pussy. Sarina squealed as her Master filled her womb, her orgasm echoing off the stone walls and high ceilings of Guān's room. If she hadn't already been pregnant, Sarina would have been after this morning.
Guān held his love close to him until his deflating dick fell from her vagina. Copious amounts of cum followed. Guān grimaced when he felt it pouring over his balls, but he would not have swapped the feeling for the world. He hugged Sarina before asking, "Shall we summon some breakfast?"
Sarina's stomach gurgled in response, so, laughing, Guān reached over and used the rope pull. The door immediately opened, and a male slave brought in a plate-covered tray. He placed it on the small table beside the bed, bowed and left.
"The male slaves are always erect," Sarina observed. The one who brings my meals always is, and the ones who serve in the sitting room and the communal bath always are. What's with that?"
"The male slaves are given a combined pill that makes them temporarily sterile and creates their erections when they start their shift," Guān explained. "It is to ensure they're readily available for the female slaves to use, and if there are any off-world women about, it means they can have their needs met without worrying about getting pregnant."
"The male slaves use the female ones when they want to?" Sarina asked. That thought angered her.
Guān laughed. "No, Sarina. Any male who takes or tries to take a woman without her consent is immediately castrated and sent to the slave markets. That would hold true even if it were one of The Defenders. However, if a female requires sex from a male slave, or if a visitor to the Mansion wants to use a male slave, then they're obliged to perform. Hence, the chemical reagent ensures they're constantly ready to perform. The rings they wear around their shafts and balls serve a similar purpose. The ones on the slaves' balls make it difficult for them to cum; the ones on their shafts keeps them rigid."
"Shouldn't it be wrong either way?" Sarina asked. "If it's wrong for a man to take a woman without her consent, then surely it's also wrong for a woman to copulate with an unwilling male?"
"The weapon that The Marshal unleashed not only rendered all women on Aetheria impotent, it heightened their sexual desires by an order of magnitude. You've surely noticed that your slaves indulge in regular sex not only with you but also with each other and many of the male slaves?"
Sarina nodded.
Guān frowned and added, "Without the slaves' requirement to service the women on demand, we would have a Mansion full of sexually frustrated women. Which is somewhere this Master would not wish to live!" Guān considered what else Sarina needed to know and added, "The weapon rendered many of the female animals on Aetheria sterile as well. Luckily, it seems that neither the domesticated work animals nor the food ones are affected, so at least we're in no danger of dying of starvation or having to work out how to get the broken-down machines working again to transport everything around."
Guān and Sarina ate at the small table, as Guān explained more of Aetheria's current history, which only stretched back a hundred years to The Marshal's sudden, unexpected appearance. The Marshal had used his weapon to devastating effect over the first three months after his initial attack. He'd infiltrated his men into the various weapons and manufacturing facilities across Aetheria, and on his signal, they'd destroyed almost all of them. It wouldn't be until several months had passed that the survivors realised the women were no longer becoming pregnant.
Only the few Knights and Defenders who hadn't been in the major cities when The Marshal unleashed his weapon and attacks survived the initial onslaught. Kingsholme was one of only three bastions that survived The Marshal's first attacks. The other two, Queensholme and King's Rest, fell within ten years, forcing the remaining Knights, Defenders, and Guardians to fall back to Kingsholme. The Guardians had brought the remaining candidates to Kingsholme, but they created a new path to the training grounds, and the Guardians returned to their training camp.
From there, The Defenders fought a war not to reclaim the ground lost to The Marshal, but solely to try to hold what they still had. It was a war they were slowly losing, with more and more of Aetheria falling under The Marshal's thrall every year. Losing towns and villages that saw the war's progress and voluntarily joined what they thought would be the winning side exacerbated the Defenders' problems and hastened their retreat to Kingsholme.
The Knights of the Light and The Defenders, from whom The Knights are promoted, were once two separate but cooperating entities. But the deaths of so many Knights and Defenders had removed the distinction so that now, to be a Defender was to be a Knight. However, the remaining Knights, with the exception of Dawid, Guān, and Andreas, knew they did not match their predecessors in power or knowledge. Still, it was better for the remaining free people to know that eighteen Knights of the Light remained than to think all but three had been lost.
There was still hope because even before the war, Dawid was the Eldest and most powerful Knight of the Light with Guān as his Second. Andreas had been the newest Knight promoted from The Defenders, but with the other's deaths, he was now number three in The Order.
Sarina soaked this information up like a sponge. She considered what her Master had told her, wonderingly saying, "Wait. The war with the Marshal has been raging for more than one hundred years? Meester Guān, you do not appear to be more than thirty-five, and I would not have put Dawid's age past forty. However, Andreas seems like a boy, barely in his twenties, despite his confident demeanour and self-assurance."
Guān grinned, "Lady Sarina, next meurth I will turn one hundred-and-fifty-one yeurs old. Dawid is almost two hundred yeurs, and young Andreas, as you name him, is one hundred-and-twenty-five."
The newly intimate pair finished their meal, then Guān sighed regretfully and said, "My Lady Sarina, as much as I would like to dally here with you, I must attend to my duties. Planning for the defence of Mazunte, as well as the attacks on Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo, and training my soldiers to complete these tasks, must take precedence."
"I understand, Master," Sarina said, smiling. "Will I see you tonight?"
"If I may come to your rooms and stay the rest of the night, then yes. But it might be quite late."
"You may," Sarina agreed happily. "Shall I tell my overnight companions not to attend me?"
"No," Guān replied. "If something comes up, I may not be able to come at all, and I'd rather you had company than sleep alone."
"I don't mind sleeping alone," Sarina pointed out.
Guān looked at his beloved evenly before sighing and admitting. "Your slaves are also your last line of defence. If an assassin or worse, an invasion by The Marshal occurs, they will sacrifice their lives to ensure you escape unharmed."
"Why would an assassin target me?" Sarina gasped, shocked by Guān's assertion.
"Because you carry the rebirth of The Defenders and Knights," Guān explained. "When The Marshal discovers that more have been born, he will try to kill the source. The mother. You."
"Only I carry the gene or spark, or whatever you call it?" Sarina asked.
"So far," Guān answered. "Nearly ninety years of harvesting souls from throughout the universe, and you're the first to have the spark. I can guarantee that the harvesters are scouring Earth for more like you, though."
"They'll harvest the living if they find one?" Sarina asked, fearful for all women on Earth.
Guān shook his head. "One of the secrets we hold is that we do not harvest bodies. Instead, the harvesters take enough cells to generate a clone. Cells from living beings don't create viable clones because we cannot harvest the soul to reanimate them. The same applies to people like your mother; if they've been dead for too long, their soul has already departed and cannot be used to create the new person."
"I'm a clone?" Sarina gasped, feigning shock because she recalled her conversation with Harvester Michael.
Guān chuckled. "Harvester Michael told me about your conversation. He only said he'd accidentally told you that you were a clone. However, I'm aware that Commander Paolo's report was falsified. Don't worry, though, because we have his original report. The harvester viewed the official one sent to the authorities in Bernal. Officially, you died in the raid."
"I feel pretty good for someone who's died three times," Sarina quipped.
Guān grinned and then frowned. "That reminds me. Harvester Michael will have sent his report to the Bishops. We're sure to receive an emissary from them, requesting an audience with you. I cannot be helped, Sarina, and I need you to trust me on this--answer every question thoroughly and truthfully, without equivocation. The Bishops are ecstatic that a breeder with the spark has been found, but they will want to investigate your apparent ability to resurrect after death."
"Do I have anything to fear?" Sarina queried.
"Only if the spark within you dies. If it does, the Bishops may wish to test whether you can still resurrect after you're dead, and if doing so will reignite the spark.
Sarina nodded. The spark, or whatever it was that these Aetherians insisted she carried, wasn't something Sarina had any control over, nor was her seeming ability to come back to life after dying, with her body wholly restored to its state before she died. She returned Guān's kiss and watched him leave before wondering, 'Do I just leave this room and go back to mine? I'm unsure what to do.' Sarina internally shrugged and used the rope pull.
A male slave immediately attended her, and after she'd explained her predicament, he amusedly chuffed and guided her to her rooms, where Elsa and Ella waited. Elsa and Ella bombarded Sarina with questions as they completed Sarina's morning ablutions and bath. The young women wanted every salacious detail, and complained when Sarina wouldn't elaborate. However, it was all in good fun, and Sarina made her morning appointment with Ragel in time.
Ragel spent the hour ingraining the previous lesson, and by its end, Sarina's muscles trembled with the strain, but she felt thrilled and excited by her progress. Ragel bowed and returned to her barracks for morning roll call. Sarina followed Ella and Elsa to the communal bath on the second floor, where they washed and massaged her before returning Sarina to her room.
A Change of Plans.
Sarina was playing stones with Andie and Eloise in the sitting room when Guān came to fetch her. He asked formally, "Lady Sarina Celeste Deschanel, are you sure you wish to wear the Master's mark on your body?"
"Yes, Meester Guān," Sarina replied equally formally.
Guān addressed Andie and Eloise, "Gather the others and meet us in the Formal Room."
In the Formal Room, official decrees, wedding announcements, death notices, and orders affecting all Mansion inhabitants were issued or carried out. Sarina had never been inside that room before. She followed her Master into the room and then stood where he instructed, facing the sixteen other Masters, as Master Dawid didn't return for the ceremony. Guān smiled reassuringly at her before joining them.
He waited until Sarina's six handmaidens and three regular male slaves entered the room before saying, "We are gathered today to witness The Lady Sarina Celeste Deschanel giving herself, heart and soul, to The Defenders of the Realm and The Knights of The Light. Does anyone wish to speak against her or question her devotion?"
The room was silent, but Sarina could see pleased and expectant smiles breaking out amongst everyone in the room. Commanders Paolo and Petrus seemed especially happy, as did her companions.
"Bishop Salvatore has travelled from Bernal to preside over this ceremony. Bishop Salvatore, the room is yours."
Bishop Salvatore moved from the left wall, where he'd been observing and listening. It was readily apparent that the Mansion's inhabitants universally adored the young Earth woman. The Mansion's slaves seemed especially taken with her, as were the Masters, of course. Each Master eagerly anticipated his time with the gorgeous Lady.
A brazier was brought out and placed to the Bishop's side, within easy reach. The Bishop removed a brand with a stylised letter 'M' and placed it in the brazier's burning coals. Bishop Salvatore remained silent, gazing over the crowd's heads beatifically until the branding iron glowed bright red.
When it was, Bishop Salvatore smiled and lowered his gaze so that he appeared to look at everyone before him. "Citizens of the Mansion, rejoice. Today, we welcome Lady Sarina Celeste Deschanel into our group. Of her own free will, Sarina has chosen to wear her Masters' mark, showing her eternal devotion to them and, through them, to you and the Mansion. Sarina Deschanel, step forward."
Trembling slightly because of her fear of the pain being branded would cause, Sarina moved to stand before the Bishop.
"Lady Sarina Celeste Deschanel," Bishop Salvatore intoned. "Do you willingly accept your Masters' mark?" Sarina nodded, but the Bishop smiled and gently encouraged, "You have to say it out loud."
Sarina took a calming breath before firmly saying, "I willingly accept my Masters' mark to show my loyalty to them, the Mansion, and its inhabitants."
"Indicate where you'd like to be marked, child," Bishop Salvatore stated.
"On my left chest above my breast, and on my right buttock," Sarina replied, indicating the relevant spots.
"Try to be brave, child," Bishop Salvatore encouragingly whispered. "But don't be ashamed to scream if you need to. There is no shame in showing pain, not in this setting."
The Bishop took the branding iron, and Sarina locked her arms together behind her back, squared her shoulders, and thrust her impressive 34C breasts forward. Bishop Salvatore smiled encouragingly before pressing the red-hot iron firmly against the skin above Sarina's left breast. Sarina hissed but didn't cry out even though tears poured from her eyes liberally.
Bishop Salvatore returned the branding iron to the brazier as Sarina turned and bent, offering her divine bottom to the Bishop and her Masters. Bishop Salvatore removed the iron from the brazier and branded Sarina's right ass cheek. He nodded approvingly when all Sarina did was hiss again. "Well done, child," he said. "Your Masters are proud of you. That I can see for sure."
Sarina straightened and turned to face the Bishop and her Masters. Her cheeks were wet with tears, but Sarina refused to cry. Bishop Salvatore smiled, glad of Sarina's staunchness, before formally saying, "Welcome to the Mansion, Lady Sarina Deschanel. Your marks show the world where you belong, and know that we all belong to you."
"Thank you, Bishop Salvatore," Sarina said softly but firmly, barely loud enough for those gathered to hear. "I'm glad I belong to the Mansion and that the Mansion and its inhabitants belong to me."
Bishop Salvatore turned to the gathered citizens and said, "Masters, ladies and gentlemen, and slaves, The Lady Sarina Deschanel, citizen of the Mansion for now and forever more. All hail The Defenders. May they live to protect us forever."
"All hail the Bishops," the Masters responded. "The bearers and bringers of The Light to all people and those who are most feared by The Dark."
Bishop Salvatore leaned forward and spoke quietly to Sarina. "My Lady, may I have some of your time tomorrow?"
"Of course, Bishop Salvatore," Sarina replied. "If I'm not in the sitting room with the roaring fire on the right wall, I'll be in my rooms. You're welcome to visit me there, or, of course, you may send a slave to fetch me, and I will meet you anywhere you require me to."
"The sitting room will work just fine, Sarina. If you're not there, I will send a slave to find you."
"I'll see you tomorrow, Sir," Sarina said before letting her companions drag her back to her rooms.
They got her into a bath full of healing gel and carefully splashed the water over her burns. The brands had almost healed when Guān coughed outside her bathroom door, announcing his presence. "Lady Sarina, may I enter?" Guān asked politely.
"You've seen me naked everywhere else, Meester Guān," Sarina giggled. "Why not in the bath?"
"Why not indeed?" Guān chuckled as he moved to stand beside the tub. 'Tub' was a bit of a misnomer for a sunken bath that could easily seat four. Sarina sat in it with Andie and Eloise, although it was almost time for Elsa and Ella to take over.
Guān happily observed that Sarina's burns were already healing in the gel-infused water. However, he knew they still burned and hurt quite a lot. Guān clapped his hands together, and his healing light ignited, surrounding his hands. "May I?" He asked.
"Of course," Sarina accepted.
Guān lay his hands on Sarina's head, and his light flowed down Sarina's body and into the water. Sarina, Andie, and Eloise gasped as the healing power spread through their bodies. But suddenly, Sarina bucked as if hit by lightning. Her entire body stiffened into a rigour before it thrashed as if in pain or receiving electrical shocks.
Death Becomes Her.
Panicking, Guān released his light, but Sarina sagged into the water, unconscious or worse. Guān's hand lit up again as he probed her body. "Gone!" He exclaimed. "Like in the steam room. Her soul has gone. She's dead!"



Eloise, sobbing, leapt out of the water. She yanked the rope to summon a slave and screamed at him to fetch Harvester Michael. "Fetch Bishop Salvatore, too," Guān yelled at the slave's swiftly departing back. He lifted Sarina out of the bath and carried her lifeless body to her bed. He used his healing light to probe her body again, but found no returning pulse from hers. Guān felt for a heartbeat, but couldn't find one.
"I don't understand," Guān despaired. "I channel The Light when I heal. Unless Sarina is of The Dark, it cannot harm her. But we know she cannot be of The Dark because she's not Aetherian."
Harvester Michael bustled into the room, quickly followed by Bishop Salvatore. "What happened?" the harvester queried. Guān quickly explained as Harvester Michael took out his scanner and passed it over Sarina's prone body. "Nothing!" the harvester gasped. "She's dead." He waved the scanner again before groaning, "She was pregnant, gestation only last night. The child is lost, too."
"This cannot be," The Bishop said despairingly. "Surely, the spark to create Defenders cannot be so easily extinguished!"
Bishop Salvatore clasped his hands together, similarly to how Meester Guān did. A kindred light to Guān's healing one surrounded his hands. He stretched them towards Sarina, but before he could touch her, Sarina sat up and said, "I'm pretty thirsty. May I have some water?" She looked around at Guān's and her companion's weeping faces. Then she saw the harvester and the Bishop. "Let me guess. I died again, didn't I?"
The harvester waved his scanner across Sarina's body even though the result was apparent--Sarina was wholly returned to perfect health. The burns from the branding irons were gone, and her skin and body were absolutely pristine. Sarina looked down and frowned. "Well, that's damned inconvenient," she muttered. "Don't tell me that I'm going to need them redone every time I die?"
"What is the last thing you remember, Lady Sarina?" Bishop Salvatore asked.
"You branding my bottom," Sarina stated after thinking for a bit. "Why, what happened?"
"I used my healing powers to heal your burns, which caused you to convulse and go into shock. Then, like someone turning off a light, you passed on."
"Died, you mean?"
"Yes," Guān admitted.
"Seems like your healing powers cause my regeneration to restart," Sarina mused. "But that doesn't explain what happened... err...," she remembered that The Bishop was in the room and shut up.
"The Bishop has our report and the official one, Sarina," Guān said smilingly.
"Oh, okay," Sarina said. "It makes sense that your healing powers somehow reset my regeneration back to the beginning because it happened after you used them both times. But that doesn't explain when I died from hitting my head on that rock in the desert and returned a few minutes later without a mark."
"The light's healing powers cannot harm you unless you belong to The Dark," Bishop Salvatore explained, his heart thumping with fear. "May I place my Light on you and gauge your reaction?"
"Of course," Sarina replied and then giggled. "What's the worst that can happen? I die and resurrect again?"
"Or a demon leaps from you and attacks us," The Bishop replied evenly.
"Oh, shit," Sarina answered. "Get everyone out of here except for you and me."
"And me," Meester Guān said firmly. "If a demon leaps from your body, Bishop Salvatore will need my help to send it back to Hell."
"Do it!" Sarina hissed after Andie, Eloise, Harvester Michael, and the male slave had left.
Bishop Salvatore prayed before clasping his hands and forming his version of The Healing Light. Sarina panted nervously but held still as The Bishop's hands touched her head. "How does that feel, Sarina?" Bishop Salvatore asked.
"Pleasant," Sarina said dreamily. "Like I'm surrounded by a being who loves me intensely. The being wants me to be safe, happy, and warm. Wait, it's talking to me." Sarina's voice became spectral and hollow. "The Spark that this one carries is Aetheria's future. Through her will come the rebirth of the one true King. Protect her at all costs. Nothing comes before her safety." Sarina grinned happily before saying, "Aww, isn't that sweet? The Light wants me to be safe." She slumped back, unconscious.
Fearing the worst, Guān felt for a pulse. He found one and breathed a sigh of relief. Sarina's eyes flickered open, and she asked, "All good? No demons? I didn't die again?"
"All is well," Bishop Salvatore rasped. He was on the verge of tears. Bishop Salvatore's faith had been profoundly tested by The Marshal's seemingly unstoppable advance across Aetheria. He prayed to The Light daily but received no response. Bishop Salvatore watched as village after village, and town after town, succumbed to The Marshal, with no answer to his prayers for The Light to intervene. He had heard of, and at times witnessed, the Knights' many strongholds falling, and seen those who remained forced to retreat to Kingsholme.
Yet here today, when everything appeared to have failed and Aetheria's last hope had been extinguished, his faith was completely restored by the voice of a petite Earth woman who shouldn't even have known about The Light, let alone felt It and communicated with It.
"Do we have to redo the branding ceremony?" Sarina queried. "I want to wear your mark, Master. But it would be weird to go through the entire ceremony a second time."
Guān smiled before saying, "I can redraw your brands without needing the iron. It won't hurt as much, either."
"Do it," Sarian demanded.
"What colour do you want them drawn in?"
"What is your favourite colour, Master?" Sarina asked.
"Red, but it fades too quickly. I'd suggest dark green because that colour lasts the longest."
"Dark green it is," Sarina agreed, getting off the bed and standing before Guān.
Meester Guān snapped his fingers, and the tip of his index finger glowed with light. He concentrated, and the light's intensity magnified until it was painful to look at. Guān smiled at Sarina before drawing a perfect copy of the 'M' the branding iron had made. Guān's mark hurt some, but not enough to make Sarina wince, let alone gasp. She turned and presented her bottom, where Guān repeated the Master's brand.
"Thank you, Master," Sarina said.
Guān encouraged Sarina to return to the tub, and then he took the loofah from the side and carefully washed the new marks on his beloved's body, ensuring they were liberally coated with the healing gel-infused water. Bishop Salvatore sat on the stool Sarina typically sat on when her companions did her hair and moisturised her body. Sarina felt strange sitting naked in a bath while a clergyman watched, but put it aside as a custom Aetheria had.
That was until Bishop Salvatore laughed and said, "I don't recall ever ministering to someone while they were taking a bath before." He laughed again before adding, "However, it's also refreshing to be asked to share in something so intimate." The Bishop hesitated before asking, "Do you mind if I ask some questions while we're here?"
"Ask away, Bishop Salvatore," Sarina replied. "If it would make you feel more comfortable, I can wrap a towel around myself or get into bed." Sarina didn't know, but she suspected a Roman Catholic priest, which Bishop Salvatore resembled, wouldn't feel comfortable around a naked woman. Especially given their vows of chastity.
"Your nakedness doesn't bother me, child," Bishop Salvatore laughingly explained. "It was only an observation, not an expression of discomfort. Ministering to the slaves and helping them adapt to their new stations is one of my primary duties." The Bishop thought momentarily before asking, "You said that The Light spoke to you. Are you saying that The Light is a person or a being?"
"I did?" Sarina asked confusedly. "What did I say it said?"
"That through you, the one true King will be reborn."
"I will give birth to the one true King?" Sarina queried.
"That would be the obvious interpretation," Bishop Salvatore agreed. "However, it's not the literal interpretation. If the pronouncement is taken literally, then you only said that He would come through you, which could mean you discover Him, or that one of your offspring will impregnate someone who will give birth to Him or give birth to Him themselves."
"Yes, you're right," Sarina answered. "It could be taken that way, too. What do you think is the correct interpretation?"
"Honestly, I have no idea," Bishop Salvatore chuckled. "I believe the scholars who wrote The Tenets of The Light were purposefully vague because they didn't know either. All I know is that each individual must establish their own relationship with The Light and that there is no right or wrong way to create that relationship."
"Did you come to Kingsholme solely to perform my branding ceremony, Bishop Salvatore?" Sarina asked insightfully.
The Bishop roared with laughter before turning to Guān, "Meester Guān, you warned me that The Lady would see through any subterfuge. You were right!" He turned back to Sarina. "No. Myself and my fellow Bishops are intrigued by your ability to resurrect, seemingly unharmed by whatever caused your death.
"According to Harvester Michael's report, and confirmed by The Defenders, you were emaciated and near death from starvation. Weakened by your starvation, you develop Lentekoors hoofvak. Then, when Meester Guān tried to heal you with The Light, you died. But inexplicably, around five minutes later, you 'rise from the dead' in perfect health, with all symptoms that you were starving erased.
"Lady Sarina, my fellow Bishops and I did not believe the harvester's report. As you might imagine, numerous miracles are reported throughout Aetheria every week. However, upon examination, nearly all of these 'miracles' have a non-divine explanation. Yet now I have witnessed a genuine miracle, and I find that The Light's grace humbles me. I would like to stay at the Mansion and talk with you regularly. Perhaps I can help you spiritually, or perhaps you would let me be your friend. Either way, I'd like to remain somewhere I can be of help or witness further miracles."
"It's not up to me," Sarina reflexively replied.
"Ah, but it is, Lady Sarina," Meester Guān smilingly said. "You are the Mistress of the Mansion, and if you were to ban even a Bishop, the gate guards would not grant them admission."
"That's ridiculous!" Sarina exclaimed. "I'm just a slave to The Defenders. I do not decide such things!"
"Ah, my Lady," Bishop Salvatore chuckled. "Tell me, how many people who are 'just a slave' have eighteen Knights of The Light, fifteen hundred plus elite commandos, two thousand plus citizens, and five hundred other slaves in this bastion alone willing to lay down their lives for them? How many women, full stop, have one hundred Bishops ready to march against The Dark to rescue or protect her?"
"I what?" Saina asked, amazed.
"I'm sure Meester Dawid explained that you're the first breeder to carry the spark required to birth Defenders and Knights in over a hundred years," Guān explained. "That cannot be lost. You must not be lost. We, all Aetherians who serve The Light, will gladly give our lives to ensure you are not lost to us." Guān added, chuckling, "So, if you could please stop dying on us and giving us heart attacks, we'd all much appreciate it!"
Sarina had begun resembling a prune, so Meester Guān summoned the harvester and Sarina's assistants. Ella and Elsa entered with Harvester Michael, who conducted a swift examination and concluded that Sarina was in perfect health. Her companions helped Sarina get dry, and then, the harvester, Andie and Eloise left. Bishop Salvatore, Guān, Ella, and Elsa guided Sarina to her usual sitting room, where a sumptuous meal of roast beef, potatoes, carrots and corn on the cob awaited.
Ella and Elsa ate, sitting on the floor at Sarina's feet, while Guān and Sarina shared the sofa. Bishop Salvatore sat in one of the sofa chairs facing Guān and Sarina, and the threesome spoke of matters trivial as they ate. The Bishop was intensely curious about Earth's religion, which, unfortunately, Sarina was woefully ignorant of. She falteringly told Bishop Salvatore what she knew of Jesus being the son of God and how He was sent to Earth to die for everyone's sins, but she couldn't explain much beyond that.
Bishop Salvatore asked if Christianity was the only religion on Earth, and he was astounded to find that it was one of many. He was further astonished when Sarina described the numerous wars fought over whose God was right.
"But that's a ridiculous thing to go to war over!" The Bishop protested. "Why does it matter who you revere so long as you revere something greater than you?"
"There are many, who like myself, do not revere anything," Sarina explained. "Atheists or agnostics, we're called. We believe that we live and then we die. There was nothing before us, and there is nothing after."
"That's even more preposterous," Bishop Salvatore protested. "Nothing comes from nothing. Nothing happens in isolation. Everything is connected to everything else. Besides, The Light spoke to you. Surely you believe now?"
"I think there's much happening here that I don't understand," Sarina admitted. "Blaming it on divine intervention is as convenient an explanation as anything else."
"But The Light spoke to you," The Bishop repeated, perplexed by Sarina's unwillingness to admit it.
"So you say," Sarina agreed, frowning. "But I don't remember that. I recall being marked during the ceremony. Then, I remember waking up in my bed. After that, I recall you reaching out to me with your hands glowing. The next thing I remember is asking if I have to redo the branding ceremony. Everything after that is clear in my mind."
Bishop Salvatore threw his hands in the air, but then he took a calming breath before saying, "I understand, Sarina. So much has happened to you that it must be overwhelming. The Light clearly believes in you despite your doubts. If The Light believes in you, then so will I. If I may, I will take my leave. May I visit you again?"
Sarina liked the tall, affable clergyman, so she smiled and said, "I can often be found in this room. You may visit any time you want to. If I'm not here, send a slave to fetch me, and I will attend as soon as possible."
"Good night, Lady Salina," The Bishop said, taking Sarina's hand and kissing its back. "I will see you again soon."
"I look forward to then, Bishop," Sarina replied.
Once the Bishop had left the room, Guān gathered Sarina into his arms and carried her to her room. He lay her on her bed, then Guān stripped and slid under the covers with her. They made love into the new day.
Playa Zipolite.
Eight days had passed since Sarina's latest death experience without much happening. Guān recalled Harvester Michael stating that his beloved was pregnant, so he summoned the harvester, who confirmed that Sarina was, indeed, pregnant with his child. Guān felt awed and humbled by the announcement and told everybody in the Mansion at least once.
Sarina was equally as ecstatic with the news, and she looked forward to welcoming another son into this world. Although her heart quailed at the thought of surrendering another child to the Guardians, she adored Guān, and his obvious delight helped her savour the experience.
Meester Lamorak, whom Sarina had only met briefly during her branding ceremony, gathered Sarina from her typical daytime place in the sitting room and brought her to the war room. Sol had dipped beneath the horizon, and Petrus's scouts had radioed in saying that The Marshal's forces were en route to Playa Zipolite. Meester Dawid's few remaining techs managed to hack back into Aetheria's satellite network and were watching the same feeds that The Marshal's military advisors were.
Sarina felt sick to her stomach. She held her belly and refused to allow her gorge to rise. What happened next was a result of her plan. It was Sarina's fault if it went haywire because she had dared to speak up.
Following Sarina's suggestions, when The Marshal's troops appeared, Petrus' men, who were imitating Playa Zipolite's villagers, ran about as if in a panic, threw down their tools and fled as if pursued by the Hounds of Hell. They jumped onto horses or into transport vehicles and made for Mazunte, timing their retreat to stay just ahead of The Marshal's advancing army.
For over a hundred years, The Marshal's troops had won every encounter with The Defenders' army, so The Marshal's men carelessly followed their quarry into Mazunte, taking no notice of the fact that Captain Stringer's battalion had similarly advanced into Mazunte and been destroyed.
As they did against Captain Stringer, Mazunte's defenders waited until The Marshal's men destroyed Mazunte's defensive gates and the advance vehicles entered before launching their counteroffensive. Because Commander Paolo had more men than earlier, he allowed almost two-thirds of the invading army to enter Mazunte before launching a counterattack.
Commander Petrus held his men in reserve until Paolo's cadre launched their counterattack, then he released them and they moved in behind the invading troops, pinning their enemy between Paolo's men, Mazunte's walls, and them.
Unfortunately for those serving The Light, The Marshal's driver suspected a trap, and before entering Mazunte, he heeled his hover over and fled for San Sebastián. They got out just in time to survive the devastation. The Marshal sent two thousand soldiers against Playa Zipolite; none returned, and not a single soldier survived. The fanaticism instilled in them by The Marshal allowed no retreat and no surrender, meaning that they fought until everyone was dead.
Sickened by the needless deaths, Paolo and Petrus took a hover outside Mazunte's limits and shared a cigarette on a hill overlooking the village. Petrus summed up their feelings when he tossed the smoke aside and said bitterly, "If this is what it takes to win, then I wonder if defeat and victory appear the same."
"The Lady has been right twice," Commander Paolo muttered despondently. "Her tactics have given us four victories with barely a handful of casualties and no deaths on our side. But I wonder if we are now any better than The Marshal's men."
Between Playa Zipolite and San Sebastián.
Meester Guān had anticipated that The Marshal would avoid the debacle at Mazunte, and he'd taken a hover to ambush him on his route back to San Sebastián. Staying in contact with Commander Paolo using Aetheria's equivalent to Earth's Citizen Band radio, Guān watched the cut through which The Marshal needed to travel to reach San Sebastián.
Guān observed The Marshal's hover approaching and stood on the road, just over a crest, out of sight. Guān slapped his hands together and summoned his light when he heard the soft rumble of a hydrogen-powered hover's engine. He formed a sword from his light and waited.
The Marshal's hover driver stamped on the brakes, trying to avoid Meester Guān. An instinctive reaction that the driver instantly regretted because Guān stepped to the side and beheaded him as the hover passed. The hover slewed back and forth but somehow remained upright.
Guān advanced on the hover, casually holding his sword of light to the side. The Marshal stepped out of the hover to face him. "Meester Guān," The Marshal politely acknowledged. "Have you come to join the winning side?" A sword of inky darkness formed in his right fist.
"I've come for the head of the corruption, Marshal," Guān replied just as politely. They were bare metres apart.
"The day of my death is not today and not by you. Only the one true King can stand against me, and he will never come because there are none to bear him. All you can do is die. I give you one chance to walk away with your life intact. You were foolish to come against me. Doubly foolish to do so at night when The Darkness magnifies my powers."



"Do we talk or fight?" Guān sneered. He danced closer and swung a vicious sideways cut at The Marshal. The Marshal negligently flicked his wrist, and pristine white met inky black in a shower of sparks. Guān launched into several attacks, each coming faster than the rest. But it was to no avail. Despite Meester Guān being the second most powerful and skilful Knight still alive, he was no match for The Marshal. Cold dread ran down Meester Guān's spine as he realised just how foolish his decision to try to ambush The Marshal alone was.
The Marshal drove Guān back with a series of parries and ripostes. However, Guān saw an opening, and after attacking several times using his right hand, Guān switched his sword to his left and struck at The Marshal's unprotected left side with a blindingly fast backhand slice. Guān's sword bounced off The Marshal's black sword and bit deeply into The Marshal's side. Unfortunately, Guān's strike left him open to The Marshal's counter, and The Marshal's sword pierced Guān's lower belly.
Icy cold raced outwards from The Marshal's blade, numbing Guān and freezing him in place. Guān's sword sputtered and went out as he collapsed to his knees, then onto his face. The Marshal dipped his fingers into the inky blackness running from his wound. Looking at them, The Marshal chuckled, "Well done, Meester Guān. No one has managed to mark me for more than one hundred and fifty years. The Marshal concentrated, and his wound healed, leaving no sign Meester Guān had wounded him. He got into the hover and left for San Sebastián.
Kingsholme: The Last Bastion of The Light.
"Guān!" Sarina screamed, dropping to her knees and sobbing uncontrollably. She howled for several minutes before straightening, still on her knees. Sarina spoke, but it was not her voice, "This must not be. It must be repaired lest all is lost. Mum, I need your spirit. I will return with it shortly."
Sarina's eyes rolled back, and she collapsed face-forward onto the floor like a falling tree.
A Cutting Between Playa Zipolite and San Sebastián.
Guān tried to turn his head so that his last few breaths wouldn't be filled with sand and dust. However, it was impossible. The freezing cold he felt spreading from his wound at least numbed the pain flaring outward ahead of it. Meester Guān's only regret was leaving Sarina and his unborn child.
Guān was an only child whose parents died in The Marshal's first wave of attacks. The villagers did what they could to support the orphaned child, but they had their own struggles and mouths to feed and could spare little to feed another. Guān's hunger led him into a life of petty theft, as he tried to either steal food or enough coin to buy some. Bacalar's police sergeant caught Guān in the act of stealing a loaf of bread. In times as hard as these, strict measures were required to maintain law and order, and the punishment for food theft was a hundred lashes and the loss of the thief's left hand.
Bacalar's villagers gathered in the town square to witness Guān's punishment, but as the sergeant led Guān out, Meester Dawid and his elite cadre drove into the town. Dawid joined the crowd and asked what was happening. After the sergeant described Guān's crime and the punishment, Meester Dawid asked if he could recruit Guān instead.
The village mayor turned to the crowd, who, quite frankly, were glad to see Guān's back. They all felt guilty for not doing more for the orphaned young man, but neither could they afford to let him steal what little they had. Guān left with Meester Dawid.
Guān struggled against death just as he struggled his entire life. He wasn't Dawid's second because he was the second eldest or had more power than the other Masters. Meester Guān was Second because he worked harder, studied harder, and practised more than any other candidate, Defender or Knight. Guān earned his position through determination, blood and sweat, not through privilege.
He forced another breath in, and then another. Each was an agony, but as he'd done for his entire life, Guān welcomed the pain because it meant he still lived. Time passed as Guān struggled to live, denying the dark poison flooding his cells, but it was a battle that determination alone couldn't win. Meester Guān dragged in another breath, finally acknowledging he was done. The Marshal's poison had infiltrated every cell, and even blinking was a laborious exercise. Guān sent a silent apology to Sarina and his unborn child and released his breath. His awareness faded.
Guān woke up screaming. White hot heat blazed through his body, and his entire body, from his forehead to his toes, arched off the ground in pain. He thought he heard a voice. "It's too soon to die, Dad. You're needed. Mum needs you, I need you, The Eldest needs you, and The Light needs you. You will not die here tonight. Now get up!"
Gathering his remaining strength, Guān forced himself upright. He glanced at the night sky to get his bearings and staggered towards where he left his hover. But before he could reach it, the lights from many vehicles lit up the cutting. Meester Geraint spotted Guān, braked his hover hard, and was out of it, sprinting towards Guān before it stopped.
With Meester Andreas leading the assault against Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo, Meester Geraint commanded Guān's reserve troops at Mazunte. Geraint's primary task was to ensure none of The Marshal's men escaped Paolo's and Petrus's trap.
However, when he saw The Marshal's command hover, turn, and flee, he gathered a few men into attack hovers and pursued them. Geraint held no illusions that he'd catch the hydrogen-powered command hover in his electric vehicle, but he felt compelled to try. When his hover reached the dip leading into the cutting and saw Meester Guān staggering towards him, Geraint knew why--The Light had guided him.
Geraint caught Guān as he fell. He lowered the Master to the ground and summoned his healing light. Geraint thanked The Light for giving him this gift in greater quantities than even Dawid. Meester Geraint may have been less powerful than the other Defenders in some powers, but he excelled in healing. Geraint wasted no time surrounding Guān with light and sending his healing power into him. Geraint's eyes widened when he realised someone had beaten him to heal the Master's wound. Guān collapsed from exhaustion caused by The Marshal's poison being burned from his body and his struggle to stay alive long enough to be healed.
Geraint summoned his men over and loaded Guān into a hover. They set out for the Mansion immediately.
Kingsholme: The Last Bastion of The Light.
Sarina opened her eyes and saw Bishop Salvatore, Meester Lamorak, Harvester Michael, and her six companions standing over her, watching concernedly. "Did I die again?" Sarina wondered out loud. Then she touched her hands to her nose. "It feels like I broke my nose," Sarina said. "Did I pass out and fall to the ground?"
"What do you remember?" Meester Lamorak asked.
Sarina grinned wickedly, "We were watching Paolo and Petrus pummel the living shit out of The Marshal's soldiers in Mazunte when you, Meester Lamorak, commented on The Marshal's command hover turning and fleeing." The smile dropped from Sarina's face before she started weeping. "I felt a sudden dread and knew that Guān was badly injured, maybe even dead." Sarina frowned. "That's the last thing I remember."
"You don't recall saying, 'This must not be. It must be repaired lest all is lost. Mum, I need your spirit. I will return with it shortly,'?" Lamorak queried.
"Why would I address myself like that?" Sarina wondered. "I never address myself in the third person. It sounds more like someone talking to me rather than me talking to someone." Sarina held her nose because it began bleeding, and it hurt. It felt like it had swelled up, and she had difficulty breathing through it.
Meester Lamorak clasped his hands together, and his healing light glowed around them. He reached for Sarina and was shocked when she shied away from him. "My Lady, you're hurt and in pain. Let me help."
"I died every time Meester Guān tried to heal me," Sarina muttered, cowering even further away.
"What?" Lamorak gasped.
"It's true," Bishop Salvatore said. "I was there the second time. Guān used his light, and The Lady died. She returned wholly healthy only a short time later, with no sign of her brands."
"But that's...!" Lamorak began to exclaim before stopping at The Bishop's amused look.
"Impossible?" Bishop Salvatore asked, grinning. "I would agree if I had not witnessed it myself." The Bishop turned to Sarina and asked, "You survived my healing light. May I try to heal your injury?"
"If I die, I swear I'll return just to haunt you," Sarina muttered, yet she allowed Bishop Salvatore to take her head in his hands. Sarina's companions noticed the difference between Bishop Salvatore's healing light and the Masters' lights. The Bishop's light was weaker, but it had a warm, golden glow and seemed almost soothing to behold. Bishop Salvatore's light enveloped Sarina's head momentarily before fading back into his hands. The light left Sarina's nose healed, with no sign it had ever been broken.
"All good?" Sarina cautiously asked. "I didn't die or anything else equally disastrous?"
"You're here and wholly healthy," Bishop Salvatore said with a smile. "Your brands remain, but your nose has healed completely."
Harvester Michael checked Sarina with his scanner. He grinned and nodded. "What was that phrase you used?" He chuckled. "Fitter than a Malley bull and ready to chase kangaroos?"
Sarina returned the harvester's grin and shrugged. "Something like that."
Sarina's door opened, and a male slave rushed into the room. The slave couldn't speak but gestured for Sarina, Harvester Michael, Bishop Salvatore, and Meester Lamorak to follow him. He kept shouting, "Uā! Uā! Uā! Ome. Ome. Uā!" The slave was so distraught that he grabbed Sarina's wrist and tried to drag her after him.
Meester Lamorak growled and made to attack the slave and free Sarina from his grasp. But with sudden insight, Sarina touched Lamorak's arm and said, "Meester Guān has returned, but he's badly injured. He wants us all to follow him because we're needed."
The slave nodded before appealingly gesturing for them to follow again. Sarina, the harvester, the bishop, and the Master hurried after the slave who took them to Guān's apartment. Guān looked pale and exhausted as if he'd been ill for a lengthy period. Meester Geraint stood beside the bed, pouring his healing light into Guān.
"What happened?" Sarina asked before bursting into tears.
"I do not know," Meester Geraint replied, frowning. "I found him staggering up the road towards Mazunte. We were chasing The Marshal but were too far behind to catch him. Then, as we entered the cutting between Mazunte and Playa Zipolite, we saw Meester Guān. The Marshal's hover would have passed through the cutting, so my best guess is that Guān confronted him and lost."
Geraint indicated the healed wound low on the right side of Guān's belly. "I've seen that wound in others who have fought The Marshal. Of course, theirs weren't healed because a cut from The Marshal's darkness-summoned sword is inevitably fatal."
"Did you heal Meester Guān?" Harvester Michael asked Geraint as he scanned Guān's body. "I understood that a wound from The Marshal's sword cannot be repaired and is always fatal."
Meester Geraint shook his head. "Guān was stumbling towards Mazunte when we found him. I ran to try and heal him, but when I poured my light into him, I immediately saw that someone had already done it. Guān isn't responding, which is why I summoned you all. However, I don't think he's in any real danger.
"I concur," Harvester Michael said. "The scanner shows only several recently healed injuries, including the stab wound in Guān's belly. There are no signs that his organs are shutting down, but Guān's cells are still recovering, as if from a severe infection. The worry is that he's not responding. It's as if he's lost in his mind."
Bishop Salvatore attempted his healing unsuccessfully, and then the two Masters combined their powers with his, and they tried again. But Guān remained in a coma and showed no signs of returning. Acting instinctively, Sarina climbed onto the bed and lay on Guān's chest, her forehead against her Master's. She didn't know what she was doing, but sent her thoughts into Guān's mind. 'I need you, Master. Your unborn child needs you. Please don't leave me like this and come back.'
Guān shuddered, and his arms and legs wrapped around Sarina's body. He opened his eyes and looked into Sarina's eyes. "I thought I'd never see you again," Guān said quietly. "My desire to see you once more made me continue fighting to live even though I knew I was dead. How am I still alive?"
"We hoped you could tell us that," Meester Geraint said. "I found you staggering up the road towards Mazunte, but you were already healed. Who healed you?"
"He called me 'Dad'," Guān said wonderingly. "He told me I was needed, and it wasn't my time yet. The next thing I felt was incredible, all-consuming pain as he forced The Marshal's poison from my cells. Then he told me that I had to get up and return to the Mansion."
"Our son spoke to you?" Sarina said as tears poured down her face. "How is that possible? He'd only be a few clumps of cells at the moment. How could he have been aware of what was happening to you several hundred kilometres away?"
"Something or someone spoke to you in the war room, Lady Sarina," Lamorak said quietly. "It said, 'This must not be'. Don't you remember?"
Sarina, who had refused to give up her spot on Guān's chest, shook her head. "I remember watching Paolo's and Petrus's men successfully defending Mazunte; then I woke up in my room with a broken nose.
"What?" Guān gasped. He grabbed Sarina's head and lifted it so he could see. "You were healed?" Sarina nodded, "Were you okay afterwards?" Guān asked cautiously.
"Did I die again, do you mean?" Sarina asked impishly. "No. It seems that Bishop Salvatore can heal my wounds without needing to kill me to do it!"
Guān's laughter joined the others. Guān was awake and conversing, so all but Bishop and Harvester Michael left. The harvester waved his scanner across Sarina and Guān again before saying, "I can find no sign of illness or injury in either of you. I've never heard of anyone surviving a wound from The Marshal's sword before. So, Meester Guān, you, Sir, are a medical miracle. I'd love to know who healed you, because that kind of power, if it can be taught, would save many lives."
Bishop Salvatore expressed the same sentiment, but Guān and Sarina could offer no more information. Sarina only knew the words she'd spoken because Meester Lamorak had told her what she'd said. Guān was almost dead and in a delirium when the voice spoke to him, so his recollection of the events was hazy at best, and possibly wholly inaccurate.
As the harvester and Bishop spoke to them, Sarina unobtrusively pulled the covers over herself and Guān. She could feel her Master's enormous cock throbbing against her entrance, and she carefully, with minimal movement, adjusted her position until it slid inside her.
However, neither Harvester Michael nor Bishop Salvatore was ignorant of things of the flesh. They exchanged amused grins before taking their leave. The Bishop headed for the second floor and Elsa's room. She'd made it abundantly clear that he was welcome to visit, and Bishop Salvatore decided to take advantage of her invitation. Harvester Michael hurried to his rooms, where his wife waited.
Sarina moved onto her hands and knees as soon as the door closed, and rode her Master for all she was worth. She took Guān's large hands and guided them to her full, heavy breasts and encouraged him to punish them as she fucked him.
The Following Morning at Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo.
Meester Andreas stood with Commander Willem outside of Valle de Bravo's gates. As The Lady Sarina had predicted, The Marshal had stripped his garrisons in Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo of men to support his attack on Playa Zipolite and Mazunte. The two townships were less than a haneurs' hover ride apart, and Andreas planned to attack both sites simultaneously. Commander Willem led Andreas's personal elite cadre, and he was a veteran of many unsuccessful skirmishes against The Marshal's troops. Both men looked forward to finally recording a victory.
Valle de Bravo had only a token number of soldiers marching through the streets and manning the perimeter guard posts. The men were there more to remind Valle de Bravo's citizens that they were vassals of The Marshal than to protect the town and garrison. Andreas and Willem waited until midday, when The Marshal's soldiers were least aware, before launching their attack. The few soldiers who remained in the garrison after Commander Willem took out the sentries and perimeter guards put up a fierce last stand, but they were hopelessly outnumbered and outgunned. Valle de Bravo fell in less than a haneur.
Meester Andreas took a hydrogen-powered hover and raced for Zihuatanejo. He joined Commander Chane in time to watch Chane's hover tanks destroy Zihuatanejo's garrison. Resistance had been higher at Zihuatanejo, but Chane's cadre had taken the township well before Sol hit the horizon, plunging Zihuatanejo into its twilight state. A state that empowered The Marshal's men and weakened Andreas's.
Andreas thought that Zihuatanejo was too isolated to defend effectively, and he instructed Commander Chane to evacuate the town and relocate its citizens to Bernal. Bernal was quickly becoming the unofficial capital of The Light's territories, and with the addition of Zihuatanejo's citizens, it would match San Sebastián in size and population.
The Marshal's Headquarters, San Sebastián I.
The Marshal's benighted daytime watch commander received the reports from his officers monitoring Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo, read them, and groaned. The Marshal had returned from Mazunte in a rage, ordering that his entire military advisory staff receive twenty lashes for their ineptitude, despite not following their advice to retreat to Comala for resupply and re-equipping before launching further strikes to capture new villages.
The watch commander gritted his teeth and woke The Marshal, informing him that Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo had fallen to The Defenders. The Marshal took the news surprisingly well. Meester Guān's daring attempt to assassinate him made him question why The Defenders had suddenly become not only bold enough to attack his army, but clever enough to do so successfully.
He mused, "The Masters must have a new military advisor. Utilise our sources within the Mansion to uncover their identity and then arrange for their elimination. Do not disturb me again until Helios sets, unless it's to inform me that the Masters have invaded San Sebastián."
Nine Meurths Later.
Sarina's pregnancy followed a typical path. She trained with cadet Ragel until her belly grew too large. Her baby became active around four months. He was often restless when his father wasn't around, but always calm when Sarina was with her Master. Harvester Michael kept a close watch on her. However, Sarina's pregnancy was without any issues, and the harvester spent more time treating training injuries from Paolo's and Petrus's exercises than he did on anything else.
Dawid's mother returned to the Mansion during the third trimester of Sarina's pregnancy. Once again, her calm presence and logical advice proved invaluable to Sarina and her companions. Sarina was the only fertile woman at the Mansion, and before giving birth to her first son, Thaddeus, it had been more than thirty years since a woman living there had given birth. Andrea had given birth to seven sons, including The Defenders' Eldest, Dawid. Five of her sons were still alive, and all except Dawid resided in the northern reaches of Aetheria along with their wives. The region where they lived was the farthest from The Marshal's reign.



The Marshal had been surprisingly inactive during this time, despite having gathered many more troops and reinforced his garrisons in the towns and villages he controlled.
The Defenders, too, had done little more than shore up support in the territories they occupied. Meester Andreas' two cadres escorted Zihuatanejo's citizens to Bernal, and a massive building program had begun to construct permanent homes for the relocated individuals. Bernal now housed most of Playa Zipolite's residents, all of Mazunte's, and all citizens except for a few stubborn old-timers from Zihuatanejo.
Fortunately, the land surrounding Bernal was fertile and well-watered, allowing farms to flourish and expand to meet the needs of the growing population. Most of the livestock from Zihuatanejo, Playa Zipolite, and Mazunte were transported to Bernal, ensuring a stable future for the residents.
The influx of people meant more recruits for The Defenders' armies because the few young men were no longer required to defend their family homes. Meester Guān kept a heavy presence in Bernal to ensure that The Marshal didn't try to invade before the expanded town's defences were ready.
Fortunately, after receiving black eyes in Mazunte, Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo, The Marshal became more cautious and followed his advisors' advice to pull back, regroup and reinforce. This gave Guān's men time to rebuild and strengthen Bernal's defensive walls. Of course, it also meant that in the future, retaking villages from The Marshal would be more difficult.
Sarina was in her rooms, working through the light exercise program Harvester Michael had designed for her to help her through the delivery when her first contraction hit. Andie and Eloise looked at her concernedly when she gasped, frowned and held her belly. Sarina's beaming grin told them what was happening, and Andie used the tope pull to summon a slave.
The slave received his instructions, left, and then returned a few moments later with Dawid's mother, Andrea, Harvester Michael, and the midwife. It was the same midwife who had helped Sarina with Thaddeus, which Sarina found comforting. The delivery progressed as expected, with Sarina walking around, supported by Andie and Eloise until her waters broke, and then they acted as her coaches as she strove to give birth.
The Defenders, including Dawid and Thaddeus, gathered in Sarina's rooms when the baby crowned. About ten mineurts later, Sarina and Guān's son came into the world after a final mighty push. Although not strictly necessary, the midwife smacked the young bub's bottom and set him squalling.
"Around the same length as Thaddeus," the midwife cooed to the new parents, "But a little lighter. I'll take him and clean him up before weighing and measuring him. I'd estimate he's around twenty inches and ten pounds."
The midwife held the infant in her arm as she massaged Sarina's stomach, waiting for the placenta to be delivered. When it was, Guān brought out his knife and cut a small piece of it. He took a small bite, then handed it to Sarina, who did the same thing before giving the remainder to Dawid. Every Master shared a small portion of the placenta before the piece came to Thaddeus.
Thaddeus took the piece and touched his fingers to the baby's forehead before taking a bite. Everyone gasped when a ball of intense white light ran down Thaddeus's shoulder to his fingers and into the infant. They gasped again when a similar light flowed back to Thaddeus's wrist, before the balls separated and one returned to Thaddeus's shoulder. The second ball remained on Thaddeus's wrist briefly before flowing back into the child.
"Welcome to Kingsholme, brother," Thaddeus said formally.
Sarina, every Master, and all those present had questions, but the ritual had to be completed. Guān accepted the remaining piece from Thaddeus, put it in his mouth and swallowed. Then, dipping his thumb into the placenta's blood, Guān drew a four-line star on the baby's forehead before saying, "Welcome home, Meester Alphaeus, second-born of the new Defenders. Welcome to Kingsholme, ancestral bastion of the Knights of the Light."
"Welcome home, Meester Alphaeus," the seventeen other Knights repeated. "Welcome to Kingsholme."
The Masters strode from the room happily, high-fiving and cutting rough. The banquet hall was already set to celebrate Alphaeus's arrival, and the Mansions' cooks had started roasting pigs over spits, chickens by the dozen in ovens, and huge haunches of beef over deep flame pits when they heard that Sarina was in labour. The celebration would spread to Bernal and all outlying houses, farms and hamlets.
Meesters Dawid and Guān, with Thaddeus, stayed to chat with Sarina. The midwife disappeared with Alphaeus briefly, returning after she'd bathed, weighed and measured him. She placed Alphaeus on Sarina's tummy, and the child immediately latched onto Sarina's nipple, beginning to feed.
"Have you returned to stay, Meester Dawid?" Sarina asked almost pleadingly.
Dawid leaned down to kiss Sarina's forehead. "We can only stay for a few days. The Marshal has his men sniffing around the Mansion, trying to figure out who is behind our new military strategy. Once he discovers their identity, he'll attempt to assassinate them, so it's too dangerous for you if Thaddeus and I stay too long because it will bring his men's attention onto you."
"Our task is to protect you and the future you hold, Mother," Thaddeus said, his voice having already lost the high, piping quality that it possessed when he first called her via what Sarina insisted on calling a phone. Thaddeus reached out to Sarina when he could, which was only when Guardian Markus was certain the line was free of surveillance. She had spoken to him only four times since Dawid had taken him to the Guardians. Already, Thaddeus resembled a mid-teen human male more than a child who was less than two yeurs old.
"For me, that means protecting you by staying away from you and not drawing attention to you. Much of Aetheria is already abuzz with news of an Earth woman who has captured the hearts of the Masters and all of the Mansion's inhabitants. If news leaks that a new Defender has been born, The Marshal will send men to kill you so that no more are. He will also try to kill me before I gain my full powers."
Sarina burst into tears, worried for her son's safety. However, she knew that Dawid stayed with their son always and that any assassin would have to get past him before hurting their son. Thaddeus allowed his mother to hold him and cry, but he disengaged from her before Sarina was ready.
Guān suddenly recalled the light that travelled from Thaddeus to Alphaeus and back. He asked thoughtfully, "Meester Thaddeus, what was your interaction with Alphaeus? The light that travelled from you to him, and then from him to you. What was that?"
"The first acknowledging his second," Thaddeus replied. "Alphaeus and I are bound to stand together against The Dark forever. From this life unto the next, we stand guard and will not fail. One comes who we will both serve--a new King who will return The Light to the world. Unfortunately, it will be many years before He returns.
"You told Alphaeus that?" Guān queried.
"No. Alphaeus told me."
Guān and Dawid exchanged a lengthy look before Dawid said, "Alphaeus has only just been born. He cannot form words yet."
Thaddeus shrugged. "Why not? He talked to Mum and Meester Guān before he was born, so why wouldn't he be able to talk to me now?"
The adults exchanged further looks before Dawid slapped Guān's back and said, "I guess that your son will tell us when he's ready. In the meantime, I believe there are many tankards of beer and wine awaiting us. Let us celebrate just the second defender born in over a hundred years. Thaddeus, are you coming?"
"I am," Thaddeus grinned, happy to be asked. He kissed his mother's cheek and said, "I will come to see you every day, Mother. Get strong, and you can show me the skills Cadre member Ragel has taught you."
All six of Sarina's companions, as well as Dawid's mother, Andrea, had attended Alphaeus's birth. They all hovered nearby, waiting for the chance to hold the new child. Alphaeus fed until he fell asleep, but once he had, Sarina teasingly remained in bed because she knew her handmaidens wanted their opportunity to welcome her baby. But she soon tired of her game and gave Alphaeus to Andrea.
Ella and Elsa helped Sarina out of bed and into her bath. They washed the evidence of childbirth from her quickly healing body and helped her back into bed. While Ella and Elsa bathed Sarina, Andie and Eloise stripped her bed and cleaned away all evidence of her labour. When Sarina had settled back into bed, Ella and Elsa had their turn holding Alphaeus.
Andrea held Alphaeus the longest before reluctantly handing him back to Sarina. She told Sarina that, rather than becoming a 'hovering mother-in-law,' she would return to her family's holdings in northern Aetheria. Andrea hoped Sarina would welcome her back to the Mansion for any subsequent births. Sarina assured Andrea that she was welcome anytime and promised to call her if she got pregnant again. In Andrea, Sarina finally had a positive motherly figure from whom she could learn. She didn't want Andrea to leave, even though she knew she had to.
Fourteen Meurths Pass.
Alphaeus proved to be a much more sedate and studious child than his older brother. The children resembled their fathers to a scary degree. Thaddeus was all action and full-steam ahead and damn the consequences, whereas Alphaeus took his time to study and learn things before he tried doing it. Then, like his father, Alphaeus would patiently work at the new skill until he mastered it.
Thaddeus had crawled by six meurths and was running by nine. Alphaeus didn't crawl where anyone could see him, but at nine meurths, he took Guān's hand and pulled himself up to his feet. It was as if the child had spent nine meurths learning how to walk, and once he was confident in his ability, he did so.
Alphaeus approached speaking in the same manner. Thaddeus made noises beyond crying when he needed attention almost immediately. Alphaeus rarely cried, preferring instead to wriggle and frown at his mother when he needed to be changed or fed. Sarina and her companions quickly learned Alphaeus's signals, so the child didn't suffer because of his silence. However, when he used his father's hand to pull himself up, Alphaeus said firmly, "Dadda, walk." Within a few weurks from that deur, Alphaeus walked unaided and spoke in simple yet direct sentences.
Ella and Elsa held Alphaeus while Sarina trained with Ragel, now a private in Paolo's elite cadre. Alphaeus watched Ragel and his mother intently, seemingly fully focused on what the private was teaching her. Often, Alphaeus would wiggle, wanting to be put down. Then, although he remained seated, his hands and arms would follow the movements as Ragel guided Sarina through the stave forms.
Two deurs after Alphaeus had learned to talk and walk, he stood with his mother, waiting for Private Ragel. When she arrived, Alphaeus said insistently, "You teach me. Stave, you teach me, too."
Ragel looked at Sarina wonderingly. Sarina shrugged as if to say, 'Search me.' Meester Guān, who often surreptitiously watched his beloved train, came outside and spoke to his son. After a brief conversation, Guān moved to one of the nearby shaped trees. His light enveloped the tree, and a small, straight branch grew from the tree's centre. When Guān thought the branch was the correct length and weight for Alphaeus to wield, his light snapped back, leaving him holding a perfectly formed stave.
Guān handed it to Alphaeus, who examined it and then nodded in approval. Alphaeus stood next to his mother and bowed to Private Ragel. "You teach," he stated firmly.
Ragel glanced at Guān, who shrugged in response. Shaking her head in disbelief, she began demonstrating the first few forms and stances to Alphaeus. To her surprise, Alphaeus navigated through the forms smoothly. Although there was some hesitation as he moved his hands on the stave, Ragel believed it was not due to a lack of knowledge about the move. Instead, it stemmed from Alphaeus's muscles not being accustomed to the movement, which required his brain to guide them into forming the correct position. By the haneur's end, Alphaeus moved through the forms as fluidly as his mother. The speed wasn't there yet, but Ragel was confident it would develop through simple repetition.
Meester Guān remained stoic throughout the haneur. However, after Sarina and Alphaeus bowed to Ragel and she had left, Guān stood before his son and bowed respectfully, acknowledging his skill and effort. Pride in Alphaeus was evident in Guān's face and demeanour. Alphaeus grinned from ear to ear and returned his father's bow. He said, "You show?"
Sarina chuckled and handed Guān her stave. Sarina's stave was lighter and shorter than Guān's typical one, but it was suitable for a training spar with his son. Father and son moved through the first four grips and stances while facing each other, with Guān explaining how each grip and stance related to defending and/or striking. Another haneur passed, this time with Sarina beaming proudly as she watched.
Ella and Elsa stood with Sarina, feeling equally as proud and pleased as she was. Helping their Mistress look after her children was as close to being mothers as the two slaves could get, and Ella, Elsa, Andie and Eloise would be almost as heartbroken as Sarina when the Guardians took Alphaeus to be trained.
Sarina's and her companions' days were fuller now that Alphaeus was walking and talking. There were reading and writing lessons, stave lessons, unarmed combat moves to be learned, and the history of The Defenders and Knights to be studied. All in preparation for the day the Guardians took Alphaeus to their training base.
Guān and Sarina's relationship also evolved. It wasn't that their love for each other diminished; instead, it deepened and matured. Their lovemaking transformed from often frenzied coupling, with numerous position changes, into long, slow intimacy. Although the passion was less intense, the depth of their love for each other was much greater. As Alphaeus grew and his coordination and speech improved, a certain sadness began to enter the lives of Guān and Sarina. They realised their time together was coming to an end, because the Guardians would soon take Alphaeus, marking the conclusion of their shared life.
Guān was absent from the Mansion, overseeing his troops and scouting The Marshal's garrisons. Sarina was sleeping in her bed with her overnight companions when she heard an unusual noise that woke her. She immediately sensed that something was wrong. Her bed felt wet, and the usual sounds of her nighttime companions sleeping were missing.
She heard someone weeping and muttering, "I can't. I can't. By The Light, I cannot. Talisa, please forgive me, but I cannot. Oh, Light save me; what have I done?"
Sarina cautiously reached over and turned the lights on. She saw Harvester Michael sitting on the sofa beside her bed. He held a bloodied knife in his right hand. Sarina stifled a scream when she realised that her companions' throats had been cut. "Harvester Michael, what is going on?" Sarina asked carefully, wholly aware that the harvester's sanity hung by a thread.
"They have Talisa," Harvester Michael said despairingly. "They have my wife. I... they sent me photos. I..." He began weeping, rocking back and forth. "I have to kill you to get her back," the harvester. "They say they'll stop raping and hurting her when you're dead."
"They won't," Sarina said bluntly. "Once I'm dead, they'll kill her and you to ensure they can't be identified. Your wife is probably already dead."
"I know, I know," Harvester Michael wept. "But a chance. What if there's a chance? I have to... have to..." He sobbed uncontrollably for a time before raising his head and staring at Sarina. "I stood over you, you hadn't even noticed that I'd killed your two slaves. I could have killed you then, but I couldn't. Light save me, Light save Talisa, but I couldn't." The harvester dropped the knife and placed his head in his bloodied hands.
Sarina said, "May I summon a Master? Perhaps there is something they can do."
Sarina wished that Guān or Dawid, or preferably both, were present, but they weren't. She'd consider asking for Andreas, but he might still be at Valle de Bravo and Zihuatanejo, working to strengthen the garrisons there enough to withstand an attack by The Marshal's forces. She knew that Meester Lamorak led the Mansion's Defenders when Dawid, Guān, and Andreas were absent. However, aside from one interaction with him when Guān returned to the Mansion severely injured after foolishly confronting The Marshal alone, she hadn't had much to do with him.
Harvester Michael nodded, seemingly lost in his despair. Sarina pulled the rope to summon a slave. One appeared almost immediately. The slave's eyes bugged from his head when he saw Sarina's bloodied body and the bodies of her two companions lying with their throats cut. "Do you know if Meester Andreas is in the Mansion?" Sarina asked.
The male slave nodded, and his gestures indicated that Andreas was there. Sarina sent him to warn the Master and bring him and Bishop Salvatore to her room.
Meesters Andreas and Lamorak, along with the Bishop, strode in just a few minutes later. They all gasped at the sight of Sarina standing, covered in blood. Meester Lamorak's hands instantly lit up as he summoned his healing powers, but Sarina quickly ducked behind the Bishop. "I'm unhurt," Sarina said. "Check if there's anything you can do for my companions."
Lamorak touched his hands to the two women despite already knowing it was too late. It might have been even if he were in the room when their throats were cut. He looked at Sarina and shook his head.
"Harvester Michael. Care to explain what's happening here?" Meester Andreas said menacingly.
"The Marshal's men have Michael's wife. They've been raping her and are threatening to kill her if he doesn't kill me," Sarina explained.
"You know this for sure?" Meester Andreas growled.
The harvester soundlessly reached into his jacket and withdrew an envelope. He handed it to Andreas, saying, "I returned from treating the new citizens of Bernal and found these photos and the note on my kitchen table in my rooms here at the Mansion."
Meester Andreas opened the envelope and examined the photos inside. His face turned white with anger, and his hands shook. He read the note, which said, "We have your wife. As you can see, we are enjoying her company. If you wish to see her again and for her torture to end, you will kill Sarina Deschanel. Once we have confirmation of her death, we will release your wife." Andreas examined the photos as his anger roiled through his system. "There's a clue," he growled, handing the pictures and note to Lamorak. "The last photo, brother. Is that not the bench near the furnaces in the water-heating tower?
"I believe it is," Meester Lamorak snarled. The table had a distinctive burn mark that resembled a rose flower in bloom. He turned to the male slave and said, "Fetch Meester Palamedes and Sarina's slaves. Quickly as you can, man."
The slave ran from the room, returning with Andie, Eloise, Ella, and Elsa a short time later. A Master whom Sarina only knew by his face followed them in. She assumed he was Meester Palamedes. Sarina's companions screamed when they saw the two dead women in Sarina's bed and ran to Sarina. They screamed again when they saw that Sarina was covered in blood. Sarina had to reassure the hysterical women that she was safe several times before their screams calmed down.



"Meester Palamedes, will you please stay and guard Sarina and her slaves? Leaving us this clue may be a ruse to get the Masters out of the Mansion and leave Lady Sarina undefended. Meester Lamorak and I will search the water-heating tower. Hopefully, we will find Harvester Michael's wife, Talisa. The harvester is under arrest for the murder of the two slaves. Do not allow him to leave."
"I'm coming with you," Bishop Salvatore stated. "Meester Lamorak's healing powers are the strongest of all the Masters, but Talisa will need more than just physical healing. Perhaps I can help her spiritually and mentally."
"Agreed," Andreas growled. "But you stay behind us when we enter the tower."
The Mansion's water-heating tower was situated only a short distance away from the Mansion. As the name implies, it's a tower into which cold water enters, is heated, and then supplied to the Mansion. When no one is using hot water in the Mansion, the heated water flows up through a series of pipes before being returned to the reservoir at the top of the tower.
When a hot tap is opened in the Mansion, the water flows through the pipes to the tap. It's a little wasteful, but after The Fall, Aetheria no longer has hot water systems, and this system was the best alternative. The water wasted waiting for it to warm, along with the grey water, flows into an underground reservoir and is used to water the Mansion's gardens and lawns. Most of this water is used to grow vegetables and crops for the Mansion.
Meesters Andreas and Lamorak burst into the tower, only to find the first room cold and empty. This was a troubling sign because the furnaces should have been operating to warm the water, which would mean the room was nearly unbearably hot. As instructed, Bishop Salvatore trailed behind the Masters by a few steps. He was still behind when Andreas and Lamorak entered the furnace room proper. Before he could get through the door, it slammed shut.
Meesters Andreas and Lamorak ignited their light, and confronted twelve axe and sword-wielding men. The only light came from the Masters. Darkness strengthened The Marshal's men and weakened the Masters. However, the Knights' lights were an anathema to The Marshal's soldiers, so the Masters weren't done yet.
Bishop Salvatore instantly recognised a trap. He turned to flee, only to be confronted by three more men who entered the first room and shut the door.
Sarina assured her companions she was unharmed, but they still clung to her. Sarina needed a bath, but thought that it was unwise to leave her bedroom. She considered asking Meester Palamedes to accompany her to the bathroom, but she didn't want to bother him.
The women moved as far from the bed as the room allowed and stood, waiting. They talked amongst themselves, remembering their murdered friends, when Meester Palamedes staggered and fell. His hands went to his throat, and white froth fell from between his lips.
"Cyanide," Harvester Michael said, rising from the couch and showing the women a needle that was still half full. "I'm sorry, Lady Sarina. I genuinely am. But The Marshal's men took my wife and me a week ago. They made me watch as they raped Talisa repeatedly. The spared no holes, Lady Sarina. My poor Talisa was forced to take several cocks at once and they all came inside her, fouling my darling wife.
"After a week of enduring watching my darling Talisa being raped, I was offered a choice: Kill you and at least one Master while luring two others outside of the mansion, and they will kill Talisa and me, ending our torment. Or watch them rape my wife over and over again before they turned her over to The Marshal's monsters, who would also rape her. You see? I really have no choice. My poor Talisa must be released from her torment, and I must die for the sin of murdering Meester Palamedes and you."
"I understand, Harvester Michael," Sarina said quietly. "I hope my death does indeed release your wife from her torment and you from yours." She stepped towards the harvester, her friend, offering no resistance.
"Sarina, no!" Andie bellowed, snaking around her Mistress and launching herself at the harvester. Harvester Michael slashed with his knife, slicing Andie across her face and tumbling her into the wall. She fell to the ground, struggled briefly, and didn't move.
"Cyanide on the blade," Harvester Michael said, showing Sarina his weapon. "Death from it is painful but swift."
Sarina tried to hold her companions behind her, but they'd sworn an oath. Despite her angry remonstrations, the two male slaves, Eloise, Ella, and Elsa, arranged themselves between the harvester and Sarina.
Sarina tried to persuade them to move, but Ella insisted, "The spark you carry cannot be lost, my Lady. You must fulfil your duty and survive, just as we must do ours and perish so you may live." Ella turned to confront the harvester and said, "I cannot fathom your torment, Harvester Michael. But we cannot permit you to harm our Lady. Lower the weapon and let us take you into custody. The Defenders may yet save your wife if they are given the chance."
"Your Masters and Bishop Salvatore are probably already dead," Harvester Michael said bitterly. "They won't find Talisa in the water-heating tower. They will only find fifteen of The Marshal's men waiting for them."
"No!" Sarina screamed.
All seemed lost as the harvester stalked towards the brave slaves guarding their Mistress. The two male slaves separated and attacked from Harvester Michael's sides. Two slashes with his poisoned knife left only Sarina's three companions. Eloise stood defiantly between Ella and Elsa, ready to throw herself at the harvester. She readied herself to leap when the door opened, and Meesters Gawain and Galahad stormed into the room. The Knights felt their brother fall through the bond all Masters shared, and had run to his aid.
The Masters summoned their Light swords and dispatched Harvester Michael. The harvester looked relieved when he took Meester Galahad's sword through his heart. He coughed, "They will kill my wife now. You have done us both a great service, Meester Galahad. Thank you."
"The water-heating tower," Sarina yelled. "The harvester set a trap. Bishop Salvatore, Andreas, and Lamorak are there, facing fifteen of The Marshal's soldiers."
"Sound the general alarm," Gawain bellowed. "No one in or out of the Mansion until I say so!" He and Galahad sprinted from the room.
"Oh my God!" Sarina screamed. "Alphaeus!" She ran for the hidden room in the bathroom where he slept. Alphaeus stood inside the door. He was resolute and stoic despite the tears streaming down his face.
"I wanted to help, Mumma," Alphaeus wailed. "But I'm too little, and I did not have my stave."
Sarina snapped him up and hugged him fiercely to her chest. "You did what you were supposed to, Alphaeus--stay hidden until the Masters dealt with the problem. Mummy's proud of you because she could not stand it if you'd died."
"Take me to Meester Palamedes. If he clings to life, I might be able to save him."
Bishop Salvatore stepped back until his back rested against the door. Although the Bishop wasn't a fighter, that didn't mean he was helpless. He clasped his hands together, closed his eyes, and opened his heart to The Light. He prayed not for his salvation, but for the salvation of the Masters in the room behind him and for Lady Sarina. If dying in this room was his destiny, the Bishop would accept it, knowing that it served The Light.
Bishop Salvatore felt a greater surge of The Light's power filling him than ever before. He felt electric, alive, and powerful. Opening his eyes, the Bishop spread his arms and roared, "Feel the might of The Light. Quail before it, all who serve The Dark!"
The Marshal's men screamed, raising their arms to shield their eyes from Bishop Salvatore's radiance. It was akin to trying to block a nuclear explosion with your hands. The Marshal's men were obliterated in a fraction of the time it takes to describe it.
Turning to the door, Bishop Salvatore tore it from its hinges and threw it across the room. He marched inside, radiating light like a mini-sun. His glow swept over everyone present, illuminating Meesters Andreas and Lamorak. Lamorak lay on the ground but was still alive. Meester Andreas stood over him, defending his brother while battling the remaining soldiers. The defenders had taken down eight men at the cost of the leg wound that had sent Lamorak to the floor.
"It's always a bad day to serve The Dark," Bishop Salvatore bellowed as he ratcheted his Light even higher. "Today is especially a bad day for you!" The Light exploded from Bishop Salvatore like a mini-supernova, dismantling The Marshal's soldiers down to motes that flickered and vanished." The Bishop's eyes rolled back, and he collapsed.
Meester Andreas checked the Bishop, recognising that he was merely exhausted and would recover shortly. Releasing his sword and summoning his healing Light, Andreas healed Lamorak and helped him to his feet.
"Sarina!" Andreas gasped. Running from the room. He immediately ran into Galahad and Gawain, who were running towards him. "Sarina?" Andreas asked.
"Harvester Michael killed Palamedes and two more of Sarina's slaves. His capitulation was feigned. Galahad and I felt Palamedes fall, and we ran to Lady Sarina's rooms. Harvester Michael was only held back by Sarina's last three female slaves. We killed the harvester, and Sarina told us he'd confessed that he'd sent you to a trap. We came as quickly as we could," Gawain explained.
Meester Andreas's mind struggled to comprehend the depth of the harvester's betrayal. Perhaps he had been coerced into assisting The Marshal, as he claimed, but this was treachery on a profound level, and Andreas was uncertain whether they had unravelled the entirety of it.
He raced through possibilities before shouting, "Check the gates and send the entire barracks to patrol the defensive walls. I do not believe this is over yet." Meester Andreas thought furiously as dread filled his heart. "Shit! What if this isn't a trap but a distraction so he can spring the real one?" Sprinting for The Lady's rooms, he bellowed, "Sarina!"
Meester Andreas burst into Sarina's room just in time to see Meester Palamedes's entire body arch off the ground from head to heels. Andreas paused and blinked. Pure white light poured from Alphaeus into Meester Palamedes. The Master clung to life by the thinnest thread when Alphaeus reached him. However, the child had already confronted this challenge when saving his father, and while cyanide is extremely dangerous and deadly, it is not as pernicious as The Marshal's Dark. He washed it from Palamedes's body with relative ease.
Alphaeus turned to Andie and the two male slaves. Unfortunately, they lacked the fortitude and strength of a Defender. They were lost and he could do nothing.
Sarina sat beside Andie, holding her hand and weeping. She quoted Robert Jordan, "'Duty is heavier than a mountain. Death is lighter than a feather.' I'm proud to have called you my friend, Andie. Safe travels, and if there is a life beyond this one, I promise to find you in it.
The elite cadres defending Kingsholme circled its boundary walls but found no sign of further attacks. However, although he would never know it, Meester Andreas was right to suspect that more was coming. The Marshal's troops, poised to attack, never received the signal from inside Kingsholme that the minefields had been disabled, which prevented the invasion. With those fields still in place, attacking the gates was tantamount to suicide. The Marshal, watching via satellite from San Sebastián, recalled his men, vowing to defeat The Defenders next time.
A weurk passed after Harvester Michael's treachery, with the mansion's residents settling back into their regular roles. Guān returned, angry that he'd been absent when his beloved was attacked. He was angrier still that The Marshal's men had somehow escaped his patrols and reached Kingsholme's walls undetected.
Meester Guān feared the treachery ran deeper than only the harvester. But short of summoning every inhabitant of the Mansion and all the people in Bernal and the surrounding farms and hamlets, and exposing them to the Bishop's Light, he had no way of testing his people's loyalty.
Proof that the conspiracy ran deeper than just the harvester came when Bernal's police commander summoned Meester Guān to the town. Guān rode his hover into the village and saw a woman hanging from a light pole near the town's centre. Guān ordered her brought down, and he identified her as Talisa, the wife of Harvester Michael. Talisa was hanged posthumously, but the coroner ruled her death as only the day before, meaning the poor woman had been tortured and raped for a further six days after her husband's death. It also meant that Talisa was held and tortured either in the township or somewhere close by.
Sarina reluctantly accepted two more overnight companions, and a little later, she allowed Johanika to replace Andie. Meester Guān insisted that Sarina take the new women because, as he pointed out, without them, she would have been murdered by the harvester.
Initially, Sarina refused to have sex with her new companions because she thought doing so betrayed Andie's and her nighttime companions' memories. However, her recalcitrantly responsive body responded to her new overnight companions' deft ministrations. After several screamed climaxes, she accepted that being pleasured before sleep and being awakened by orgasms certainly led to a pleasant night's rest, free of the nightmares she'd been having.
At Sarina's insistence, she was assigned a new set of rooms. Her new residence repeated her first--a separate bathroom with a sunken tub capable of sitting four people, and a hidden room for Alphaeus to sleep in.
Guān stopped staying the night with Sarina or inviting her to his bed because their relationship had progressed to the 'just friends' stage. Sarina missed the lengthy lovemaking she and Guān shared, which led her to be intimate more regularly with her companions. For many years in her previous life, Sarina's only sexual relief was hastily encouraged orgasms from her fingers in the dead of the night when it was least likely that her mother would catch her. After coming to Aetheria, Sarina had multiple orgasms, often several times a day. She liked that!
Sarina and Alphaeus completed their morning session, training with Private Ragel, when Guardian Markus approached them. Her son looked at the Guardian before turning to his mother. "Mumma, it's time for me to join Thaddeus and become a Defender. It's my duty, mother. I will do it just as you will do yours. You will not despair as you did when Thaddeus left, because I will be angry with you if you do." He kissed Sarina's cheek and took Guardian Markus's hand. The pair walked away without looking back.
"Duty is heavier than a mountain," Sarina muttered, tears pouring down her cheeks as she watched her son walk out of her care. She knew she'd see him again, but he would be a virtual man when she did. Still, Sarina was glad she had Alphaeus for more than fourteen meurths, instead of nine, as she had with Thaddeus. Sarina squared her shoulders, bowed to Ragel, and promised to see her the following morning. She allowed Johanika and Eloise to take her hands and guide her to the communal bath.
Sarina's Third Redemption.
Although Sarina thought her body and mind would automatically focus on Meester Andreas now that her time with Guān had ended, she found that wasn't the case. Instead, for nearly two meurths after Guān and her son had left for the Guardian's training camp, Sarina felt more attuned to her companions than anyone else. She certainly flirted with Andreas, but she also acted flirtatiously with Meesters Lamorak, Palamedes, Galahad, Geraint, and Gawain. However, the most Sarina allowed from any of them were longing kisses. If they tried to encourage her further, she firmly told them 'no' and asked them to leave.
Ella chided Sarina, saying she needed to choose a new man to bond with, even if it wasn't one of The Defenders. It was unknown whether a male child born to Sarina from someone who wasn't a Defender would become a Defender because not all of The Defenders' children became Masters. Also, before The Fall, most Defenders came from parents who weren't Masters.
With Dawid and now Guān absent from the Mansion, its defence fell mainly onto Andreas. Meester Andreas knew he didn't possess the same instinctive feel for war and what The Marshal would attempt as the elder two. So, instead of relying on instinctive cunning, Andreas set out a criss-cross pattern of roving patrols to ensure every part of his territory was guarded.
Commanders Paolo and Petrus, who remained the leaders of the Mansion's elite cadres, helped Andreas lay out the pattern and randomness of the patrols to ensure they couldn't be deciphered, and men couldn't infiltrate the area as they had when Guān was in control.
Reports began to roll in, indicating that The Marshal was gathering his troops in several locations. However, they seemed to be quite some distance from any territories held by The Defenders, so it was impossible to decipher any reason for the various build-ups. During the numerous conferences in the Mansion's war room, Meester Andreas argued that The Marshal would launch an attack into The Defenders' territories along one of his supply routes from these reinforced positions. Andreas identified several towns and villages he thought were vulnerable and sent men and materials to those places to bolster their defences.
Other Masters argued that The Marshal had merely reinforced those towns of his that he thought were susceptible to an attack from The Defenders. Which theory was correct would only be discovered when The Marshal attacked, or perhaps, didn't.
Frustrated, Meester Andreas asked Sarina to review their maps and provide input despite his doubts about her ability to see The Marshal's plan and devise a counter. Sarina entered the war room, accompanied by Andreas, albeit reluctantly. She emphasised that she only knew about war through studying historical accounts and reading Sun Tzu's The Art of War. With that caveat, Sarina let her eyes wander over the model of this part of Aetheria. She read the various notes detailing what The Defenders' scouts had observed, as well as the reports of troop buildup in multiple towns and villages.
Sarina frowned and reread the reports. She examined the table and envisioned the area, considering what the four cities had in common. Sarina closed her eyes and reached out her hand. She opened them and gasped. "He's going to attack the Guardians' base! A four-pronged attack from all directions coming from these four towns and villages."
"Sarina, are you sure?" Meester Andreas shouted. "When? Do you know when?"
Sarina shook her head. "Not anytime soon," she said. "The Marshal is building his forces slowly, trying not to draw attention to them. A meurth, I'd say."
"Plenty of time to reinforce," Meester Lamorak muttered. "We transport troops there and wait in ambush."
Sarina shook her head. "If The Marshal learns you're reinforcing the Guardians' base, he'll attack somewhere else." Sarina's eyes closed again as she saw possible invasion routes. Her hand reached out. "Here. If The Marshal knows the Guardians' base is fortified, he can pivot his armies here and aim at..." Sarina hesitated before gasping, "Kingsholme! He could pivot and come straight at us with only the partly protected Bernal between him and us."
"We'd have to split our forces between Bernal, the Guardians' base, and here," Meester Andreas muttered. "We'll be fighting on three fronts when fighting on more than one is unwise. Plus, if The Marshal aims at just one target..."



"Which he will," Sarina interrupted.
"Then two of our armies will be caught out of position," Andreas fretted. "If we defend all three places simultaneously, each of our armies will be outnumbered by a ratio of two to one if The Marshal attacks only one place." Andreas glared at the model. "What's the answer?" He grated.
Sarina spoke, "Evacuate the Guardians' base and bring everyone to here. Send as many people as possible to complete Bernal's defences and instruct all outlying farms to be ready to retreat into Bernal at the first sign of The Marshal's troops. Move all stored grains and foodstuffs to Bernal to keep them out of the Marshal's reach. Move all livestock inside Bernal's walls and feed them from the harvested grains. When The Marshal advances, torch everything and flee inside Bernal's walls.
"Establish a heavily fortified road between Bernal and here and prepare the people to evacuate to this location if Bernal's defences are breached. Store as much food as possible inside Kingsholme's walls and prepare for a last-ditch stand and an extended siege."
Sarina continued, "Move the civilians from all the towns and villages close to The Marshal's territories to the larger towns and villages deep within our territories." Conscript every available able-bodied man and woman and start training them to fight. A meurth's worth of training is better than none at all."
Sarina hesitated again, playing tactics through her mind, she added firmly, "The Marshal is coming for the last bastion. He'll wipe out the Guardians' base first to ensure Thaddeus and Alphaeus don't become Knights, and then he'll come for Kingsholme. If we try to defend the base and Kingsholme, The Marshal will isolate Kingsholme until the base falls and then attack here. If we abandon the Guardians' base and move all personnel to Kingsholme, The Marshall will ignore the base and direct all his troops here.
The Masters looked at Sarina, agape. Her reasoning made sense, and her plan gave them a chance to prepare and withstand The Marshal's attack. If she were wrong and The Marshal attacked the outlying towns as he had so far, the citizens would be protected, and those towns' garrisons would be ready for his attack. Experience taught The Defenders that they usually withstood an attack when they were prepared for it.
"There's an alternative," Sarina said, staring intently at the Masters. "Sacrifice Thaddeus, Alphaeus, and me. That will satisfy The Marshal and give you time to devise a plan to defeat him. It will also save the lives of many of Aetheria's citizens."
"No!" The Masters roared en masse.
"We do not sacrifice The Light to The Dark. Every person in Kingsholme's walls swore an oath to give their lives to protect yours and your children's, Lady Sarina," Meester Andreas continued. "The Light itself instructed us to protect you at all costs. To go against The Light is to surrender to The Dark. Do not ask that of us because we cannot do it."
"It's also not right to sacrifice the many to save the few," Sarina argued. She quoted Spock of Star Trek fame. "'The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few.' My sons and I are the few."
"If you and your sons die, Lady Sarina," Meester Andreas said gravely. "Then all of Aetheria is lost. In that situation, we, The Defenders and Knights, are the few, and the rest of Aetheria are the many."
Sarina stared at the brave Master, ready to lay down his life for someone he barely knew simply because his beliefs told him it was the right thing to do. Her face flushed as her nipples extended and her centre grew wet. Her eyes lowered coquettishly, and she said, "I will wait in my usual sitting room if you wish to visit with me, Meester Andreas."
Andreas felt his cock lurch at her words. He'd longed for this moment from the moment Commander Paolo brought the young Earth woman to Kingsholme. He knew it was Sarina's choice who and if she mated, and he feared she would never choose him. Although Meester Andreas was nominally third in The Defenders' order, all the other Knights were older than he. Andreas thought Sarina would pair with all the others before him. He was prepared to wait that long and longer for his chance.
"I will gladly visit you there, my Lady. Let me wrap this meeting up, and I will see you around a haneur."
Sarina stood on her tip-toes and kissed Andreas's cheek. "I look forward to then," she said before almost skipping from the room.
Johanika and Eloise saw Sarina's flushed face and extended nipples when she danced into the room. "You've chosen a Master," Eloise gasped excitedly. "Who? No. Let me guess. Yes, it has to be. Meester Andreas. You've chosen Meester Andreas."
"I have!" Sarina gushed. "Oh my, but by The Light, I am so wet right now."
"Come, come," Eloise said gleefully. "Let's get you ready."
They guided Sarina back to her rooms and got her into the bath. After carefully washing her from head to toe, they sat her on the low stool. Then, while Johanika infused her hair with lemongrass-scented oil, Eloise massaged cedarwood-scented moisturiser into her skin. It seemed strange to Sarina to be wearing these scents, but she remembered her companions changing her scents after Dawid had taken Thaddeus to the Guardians' training camp.
Sarina examined her body in the full-length mirror beside her bedroom door. She looked around, thinking her room was quite bare. But she recalled that her room in the Deschanel mansion had many drawers and closets to store her clothes. Clothes she didn't wear on Aetheria, therefore those items weren't required in her rooms. She checked her brands, pleased they showed clearly on her skin. She liked them because they made her feel like she belonged, something she'd never felt before being harvested from Earth.
Satisfied with how she looked, Sarina took Johanika's and Eloise's hands and strode back to the sitting room proudly. Sarina knew that even compared to some of the beautiful women surrounding her, she was one red-hot chicky babe. It helped that she was the only slave with hair; it gave her an exotic, otherworldly look the others couldn't match.
Ella and Elsa joined her, and Eloise and Johanika took two male slaves each and left. Sarina snickered, watching them go. She knew her companions were excited that she was mating with another Meester this evening. Those four men would get a vigorous workout tonight!
It was nearly 1600 haneurs when Meester Andreas entered the sitting room. The night had cooled, so the male slaves had lit and stoked the fire. Several slaves accompanied Andreas, and they dispersed throughout the room, placing lit candles. When the candles were in place, the slaves exited the room, with the last one turning out the electric lights.
The door opened again, and several more slaves entered, carrying trays piled high with food. Further slaves entered carrying a round table and two chairs. They placed the table in the middle of the room, quite close to the fire. Then, one put an ornate candelabra in the middle of the table and lit the six candles. She left.
Some of the slaves from earlier returned with dinner settings for two. They set the table and then moved the side table with the trays to the side of the round table. Ella and Elsa grinned at Sarina before leaving with the other slaves. Meester Andreas opened the covered dishes, explaining what he'd had the chefs make. The first course consisted of chicken slivers, lightly seasoned with bell peppers and a mild spice. The second was beef Wellington with Yorkshire pudding, green beans, carrots, roasted pumpkin, and potatoes.
Andreas served Sarina the first course before filling her glass with a superb dry white wine. He picked his glass up and tilted it towards Sarina. "To our time together, Lady Sarina. Being chosen by you is an honour I never thought would be mine."
"It is I who is honoured, Master," Sarina said, clinking her glass against Andreas's. "I was scared that you and the other Masters would view me as used goods. After all, I've already had children by two of your brothers, and if Dawid is right, I need to give birth to a child from each of you to rescue my soul. From where I come from, if a woman were to do that, she'd be labelled a slut or worse."
"I'm not sure what that word you used means," Andreas grinned. "I assume it's something derogatory? But let me assure you, my Lady Sarina, every Master eagerly awaits his chance to be with you. We all fear that you will not choose us."
"That seems strange to me," Sarina replied. "I don't think that I'm anything special."
"Let me see," Andreas said amusedly. "You're beautiful, have a figure to die for, and you've single-handedly brought us more victories against The Marshal than we've had in over a hundred years. You carry the spark that creates Defenders and are willing to sacrifice yourself and your sons to save those who are sworn to protect you. No, you're right. You're nothing special at all."
Sarina stared at him disbelievingly. Although Sarina had acknowledged earlier she was 'hot', for her entire life, her mother had told her she was too skinny, flat-chested and ugly to attract a man. To be told she was beautiful and had a figure to die for by a man as handsome and accomplished as Andreas was unbelievable. Sarina knew that the harvesters had increased her bust size when they plucked her dying soul from Earth and created her clone, but all her companions had breasts at least as large as hers, so Sarina didn't think of her figure as anything special.
Sarina fiddled with her iron collar, something she now only did when she was nervous or embarrassed, and said, "I'm glad that you find me attractive, Master. Will you claim me tonight?"
"If you'd like to be claimed, my Lady. Then, yes. I would love to take you as mine."
"I want you to claim me, Master. This girl aches for you to own her."
"A dream come true," Meester Andreas said and smiled.
The new couple ate and got to know each other. Meester Andreas was pleased to find that Sarina had an agile and quick mind. She'd avidly read the annals of The Defenders and Knights, and studied much of Aetheria's history. Although much had been lost when The Marshal brought down enormous swathes of Aetheria and caused what is now described as 'The Fall', Kingsholme had stood resolute. The Knights of The Light and The Defenders had done what they could to preserve Aetheria's history and artefacts, bringing them to Kingsholme, which had been expanded several times to accommodate them.
Meester Andreas asked many questions about Sun Tzu, who he was and why his book The Art of War was considered so influential that centuries later, it was still used as the template for forging war strategies. Sarina explained as best she could, given she'd only read The Art of War as part of her high school studies. It was more the direct quotes from his book that she remembered.
Andreas asked how, therefore, she could so accurately predict The Marshal's strategy. Sarina shrugged, saying, "I've been correct twice. I could be horribly wrong this time, and as a result, you might lose several townships before you recover from my mistake. That's why I emphasise that I don't know anything except what I've read in many historical accounts."
"Yet, we do not think you are," Meester Andreas said earnestly. "Commanders Paolo and Petrus, who are among our most experienced battle commanders, agree with your assessment. Of course, we'll maintain our vigilance at our other garrisons, but Paolo and Petrus have already sent men to begin the evacuations you suggested. I contacted Dawid and Guān myself. They will lock down the Guardians' training base and bring everyone to Kingsholme. We'll also begin a recruitment drive tomorrow, inviting everyone who can fight to come to Kingsholme to train."
Sarina felt joy at Andreas's announcement, despite the reason behind it. Her boys and their fathers would be close, and she'd get to see them regularly. Although Sarina no longer thought of Dawid and Guān romantically, her love for her former Masters ran deep, and she was glad they'd be where she could talk to and see them. Worried that she'd brought them back to the Mansion under false pretences, Sarina muttered, "I just hope that I'm not wrong and you lose several villages because I was mistaken about The Marshal's intentions."
"Even if you're wrong, only the towns and villages farthest to our southeast are in danger. Meesters Lamorak and Geraint are on their way there to reinforce the garrisons and begin evacuating the civilians," Andreas pointed out.
After that, Andreas and Sarina shifted their conversation to more convivial subjects, and Sarina found herself devouring her new Master with her eyes. Her nipples ached, and she knew she was creating a significant wet patch where she sat. Sarina eagerly waited for Meester Andreas to make his move, but it seemed like the Master was too overawed to do so. So, after finishing her glass of wine, Sarina slid off her stool and crawled around the table. She placed her forehead on her Master's boots and pleaded, "Please, Sir, your girl needs you to claim her. Her body aches for your touch, and I'm longing to taste your essence."
Andreas didn't verbally respond, although he panted, and his trouser front moved as his cock lurched. Lifting her head, Sarina saw the Master's pronounced bulge. Licking her lips, Sarina covered Andreas's bulge with her petite hands. She gasped slightly, realising Meester Andreas's package appeared to be even more significant than Dawid's. Her hands shook as she undid Andreas's belt and buttons. Sarina pulled her Master's trousers down and exposed Andreas's enormous, throbbing erection.
"Oh, my," Sarina gasped admiringly as she wrapped her delicate hands around the Master's cock. She held Andreas's shaft in its middle, and not only did her thumbs and fingers not meet, but there were significant expanses of cock above and below her hands. Sarina shook in anticipation, scared of accepting that monstrosity inside her body. However, her sons were twenty inches when they were born, and their heads were much larger than even the monster she held in her hands. Sarina knew it would fit, and she ached to try.
Andreas fascinatedly watched as his beloved opened her mouth wide and took his cock's head into her mouth. Andreas was a young man in his prime, and he regularly took advantage of the rampant libidos the Mansions' female slaves had. He had his favourites, which included Ella and Elsa. His other regular lover was Sarina's latest companion, Johanika. In fact, it was he who had suggested Johanika as being suitable to serve The Lady.
But Andreas did not tell his lovers that they were his favourites because if he timed when he took them correctly, he could sometimes taste Sarina's essence on their lips. Andreas had feared tasting his beloved on her companions' lips would be as close as he got to the real thing. Yet, here she was, kneeling like a dream before him, her ruby-red lips about to descend down his cock.
Andreas gutturally groaned as Sarina took more and more of his tumescent cock into her warm, wet mouth. His hand instinctively held the back of Sarina's head as he fought the urge to slam her head down and force her to take his entire cock. He managed to control himself until he felt his cock's head lodge in Sarina's oesophagus.
No one had taken so much of him before, but there was still an inch and a half to go. Unthinking, but knowing Sarina wanted to accept all of him, Andreas pushed her head down as he thrust his hips up. Sarina immediately choked because her airways were entirely occluded. However, when Andreas released her head to let her up, Sarina gripped his hips and held herself in place. Andreas disbelievingly thrust his hips up again, revelling in mashing his abdomen against Sarina's nose and lips.
Sarina pulled back far enough to snatch several quick breaths before forcing herself down her Master's cock again. Again, the last inch or so of Andreas's cock wouldn't enter her throat, so Sarina gripped Andreas's hips and pulled her mouth onto her Master's cock until her nose pressed against his abdomen once more. Andreas groaned again as Sarina locked her lips around his throbbing cock and sucked hard. Then, when her tiny hands cupped his tennis ball-sized testes, the Master lost control and erupted into Sarina's oesophagus, spraying his salty seed directly into her stomach.
Sarina accepted her Master's seed gladly, although she was a little disappointed that she hadn't tasted it. However, she knew she'd get many more opportunities to savour Andreas's essence. Sarina eased back until she could breathe and then released the Master's dick from her mouth. Sarina began pumping Andreas's shaft, ensuring it remained rigid. Knowing her previous men's glans were sensitive after they'd cum, Sarina placed soft kisses over Andreas's shaft and gently tongued his frenulum.
She was delighted that Andreas barely wilted, and she took his glans into her mouth when she felt he was ready for more. Then, using both hands, she pumped his shaft as she lavished his cock's head with her tongue. Andreas's fervour hadn't abated at all after cumming, and he was soon slowly closing and opening his eyes as he started climbing towards another peak.
Sitting straighter, Andreas reached for his beloved's delicious C-cup breasts and strummed her nipples as he kneaded the pliant flesh. Sarina hummed as her back arched, delighted by the sensations her new Master evoked within her. Sarina worked her mouth, tongue, and hands faster, dragging Andreas towards another orgasm. Andreas felt a little embarrassed that his fantasy could create two orgasms for him so quickly. Not since he lost his virginity had Andreas been so readily forced into losing control.
"Ohhhhh, Gaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwddddddddd!" Andreas moaned as his balls snapped against his shaft, and he unloaded into Sarina's greedily sucking mouth.
Sarina gulped his gift down, delighting in its salty, slimy taste and texture. She was even happier when Andreas pulled her up and kissed her ferociously. Once again, the youngest Master's cock had barely wilted despite having cum twice in fairly short succession. Sarina climbed onto the chair with her feet outside Andreas's hips, took his fifteen-inch cock in her hand, positioned it at her entrance and slowly lowered herself onto it. She groaned when Andreas's cock's head opened her cervical canal and slid up that impossibly tight passage.
Sarina leaned back, and Andreas's eyes widened when he saw the bulge his cock caused in Sarina's stomach. He touched it and realised that his cock's head was almost to her ribcage. "Are you okay?" He gasped, certain his lover must be in pain.
"I feel fantastic," Sarina said dreamily. Sarina clasped her hands behind her Master's head and used them to support herself as she leaned back and levered herself up and down his tremendously long pole.
Andreas disbelievingly watched his dick's progression in Sarina's body. She lifted until all, but the tip of his cock was still inside her, then she glided down, and he could see his cock bulging her stomach out until she bottomed out on his pelvis, where it lodged inside Sarina just below her ribcage. "Wow!" He mouthed. "Are you sure you're okay? It doesn't hurt?"
Moving faster, Sarina mumbled something nonsensical. She, too, watched Andreas's cock's progression into and out of her body, and she found the sight extremely erotic. Sarina panted as she waved her hips faster still, delighting in feeling her cock sheath stretched to the maximum and Andreas's dick roaring up her cervical canal and popping its head into her womb.
"Soooo goood," Sarina mumbled as she planted her Master's lengthy stalk in her womb. She rocked her hips again, and her eyes rolled back. Then, she screamed as she felt his seed pouring into her uterus.



"I love you, Sarina!" Andreas bellowed as his cock exploded inside his lover and coated her uterus's walls with baby batter.
Andreas stood, with his cock still buried in Sarina, and moved to the bearskin rug next to the fire. He lay Sarina on it and began fucking her languorously. Sarina lay quiescently, gazing deeply into Andreas's eyes until her body began to respond to his gentle, yet powerful, strokes. Then, her legs lifted, and she wrapped them around her Master's hips.
As Andreas stroked into her, Sarina tightly gripped his massive tool with her pussy and slammed her hips up to meet his downward thrust. Then, she released her sphincter and let her hips fall to the floor before they rose to meet Andreas's next thrust. Soon, the room filled with the exotic sounds of a muscular abdomen crashing into a firm pudenda.
Sarina crested before her Master, screaming her delight at the Mansion's twelve-foot ceilings. She pushed with her thighs, encouraging Andreas off her, and then she rolled onto her stomach. Looking invitingly over her shoulder, Sarina crooned, "Take my dark hole, Master. Own me completely."
Andreas shook his head, appalled. "I cannot!" He shouted. "I'm much too big to go in there! No woman has even dared to try!"
"It will go," Sarina insisted, holding her ass cheeks apart. "I'm designed to take every Master. Do it! Claim me, own me!"
Meester Andreas reluctantly coated his cock with the oil from the clay jar on the table. Then, he poured some on Sarina's ass and worked a finger into her. Andreas's first three fingers slid in effortlessly, and the fourth followed not long after. Fascinated to see if his beloved could take more, Andreas folded his thumb across his palm and tried to force his hand inside Sarina's bottom.
"Oomph!" Sarina grunted as her Master's hand slid through her knot and into her ass.
Delighted and highly aroused by having his entire hand inside Sarina's ass, Andreas closed his hand into a fist and started pumping it back and forth. Sarina shoved her sweet bottom at every plunge, grunting and pleading for her Master to fuck her harder. Andreas was amazed by three things. The first was that his beloved's bottom could accept his fist. The second was by how much Sarina enjoyed having her ass fisted. And the final was by how erotic he found this action.
Andreas rammed his fist into Sarina's ass until she screamed and creamed over his wrist. "Fuck me," Sarina pleaded. "Fuck your girl's ass, Master. She needs you to."
Andreas eased his hand from Sarina's bottom and quickly replaced it with his enormous, pulsating cock. It didn't take long before he filled her colon with his sticky seed, completing Sarina's third redemption. Similar to her first two redemptions, and unknown to Sarina or her Masters, Sarina's body would not demand she surrender to a new Master until an egg waited, ready to be fertilised. Although it would be several weeks before Sarina realised she was pregnant, she and Andreas created a new Defender that night.

The End of Part 3.
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The Bull Master.

Gerald Gets What He Deserves.
Gerald Watkins felt his trouser pocket vibrate, and his meagre 4-inch cock stiffened, hoping it was the Bull Master. Gerald hurried back to his office. Closing and locking his door, Gerald pulled his phone out and accepted the video call. He was in time to see a tall, muscular, bald man in his mid-forties cutting his wife's clothing off her.
"Oh, shit!" Gerald whispered, feeling extremely aroused and a little guilty. "What have I done?" Despite Gerald's mouthed regret, he unbuttoned and unzipped, then pulled his trousers down so he could fist his tiny cock.
Gerald Watkins was a weak man. A man who couldn't please his wife. Couldn't satisfy her in bed. Couldn't stay stiff long enough to bring his wife to fruition and wasn't prepared to use his mouth or tongue to get her there. Hazel, his wife, put up with it for eight long years before she snapped. After another failed attempt to have her husband make love to her, she ridiculed Gerald for his meagre cock and lack of performance. Then, she threatened to take a lover and cuckold him.
Hazel exquisitely depicted the lover she wanted--tall, muscled, hairy, and with at least a 7-inch dick. She described in excruciating detail what she wanted this bull to do to her. After about twenty minutes of Hazel lying on her back, playing with her pussy, and fantasising about the lover she wanted, Gerald's puny member was as erect as it could get, and it poured precum. He leapt on Hazel and banged her like a man possessed.
Pleased and excited by her husband's sudden ardour, Hazel orgasmed several times before Gerald's excitement wavered and his meagre tool wilted. Hazel tried several times in the ensuing weeks to get Gerald interested in fucking her again but to no avail. After failing again, she lay on her back and described her bull again. Gerald turned into a wild man, leaping on her and fucking her to several climaxes before he softened and fell from her admittedly not-so-tight cunt.
From then on, every time Hazel wanted sex, she would dredge up her fantasies of being taken by a bull lover. It worked every time, but over time, Hazel's depictions of what she wanted had to become increasingly lurid and salacious to achieve the same result. Her bull no longer made love to her and, instead, took her roughly and used her holes for his pleasure. Hazel found these new fantasies darkly exciting, and she orgasmed hard, imagining it happening for real.
Then, close to a week ago, Gerald was trolling through his various porn sites, looking at cuckold porn. His favourite genre was a bull or bulls forcing a husband to watch them fuck his wife and then make him eat their cum from her abused pussy and ass. He found a clip and masturbated, fantasising that the couple in the clip was him and Hazel. After cleaning himself up, Gerald was about to close the browser when he saw an ad for a website where cuckolds could post invitations for a bull to visit their wives.
Fascinated and excited by the prospect, Gerald created an account and posted a bland, generic ad--"Wanted: An experienced bull to take an inexperienced couple through their first cuckold fantasy." He didn't post a picture or even a description of himself or his wife. Of course, although he received several emails from like-minded fantasisers, Gerald got no response from a bull he thought had the requisite experience and skill to do what he wanted.
After reading through the forums on the site, Gerald bit the bullet and posted a picture of himself and Hazel at the beach. Hazel, who is more on the chubby side of average, wore a mildly sexy one-piece swimsuit that emphasised her extensive bosom. Gerald, of course, was in boardies, his pudgy physique evident. After obscuring their faces, Gerald reposted the ad, including more details about what he was looking for. A character named The Bull Master answered his ad.
Gerald exchanged emails with Bull, as he preferred to be called, until Bull was convinced that Gerald wasn't just another tyre-kicker and a waste of his time and effort. After these exchanges, Bull agreed to meet Gerald at a whiskey bar after work. Bull took his place early, ordering a shot of Glen Livet over a chilled stone cube. He sipped, watched and waited for Gerald to arrive.
Bull smiled at the wives and girlfriends who preened for him. But long years of experience had taught him to recognise the cuckolds and potential cuckolds almost immediately, and the possessive way these men pulled their partners closer showed none of them were. Bull spotted the diffident-looking man from his email exchanges and imperiously waved him over. When Gerald got there, Bull summoned a waitress over and ordered a refill for himself and a shot for Gerald.
Bull remained silent, knowing silence typically freaked people out. He shook his head every time Gerald opened his mouth, which left Gerald feeling weak and powerless. When the waitress returned with their shots, Bull tipped his glass to acknowledge the other man. "So, Gerald, you're a wimp who can't satisfy his wife, and you want me to do it for you. However, you're such a big pansy that you don't have the balls to take me home and tell your wife you want to watch me fuck her."
Gerald's mouth worked silently before he blushed and admitted weakly, "Pretty much, yes."
"Take your cock out," Bull demanded.
"What?!" Gerald gasped.
"I didn't stutter," Bull said menacingly.
Gerald looked around but realised Bull had chosen a spot where someone would need to almost be on top of them to see below their shoulders. He unzipped and took out his tinsy <4-inch cock. It was rock-hard and leaking precum.
"Just as I thought," Bull said disparagingly. He eased his semi-erect 8-inch monster out of his fly. Gerald gaped at it, amazed. "Touch it," Bull demanded.
Gerald shook his head, although his eyes never left the slowly swelling member before him. "I don't want to," he denied.
"Yes, you do," Bull said firmly. "I bet you'd kneel and suck it if I told you to."
"I wouldn't!" Gerald protested. "I'm not gay."
"No," Bull acknowledged. "But you're a wimp and a wannabe sissy. Tell me, Gerald, how often do you sniff your wife's panties and whack off?"
"I don't," Gerald insisted as, unawarely, his hand reached out and gripped Bull's enormous cock.
"You do," Bull said calmly. "In fact, it's all you can do not to kneel before me and kiss my cock."
Gerald, his mouth dry and his hands shaking, gulped down his shot and summoned the waitress. He and Bull put their dicks away and zipped up while the young woman walked over. She took their order, and they remained silent until she returned. The waitress preened for Bull and batted her eyes flirtatiously as she placed Bull's drink before him. Bull smiled at her, and then he grinned when he saw she'd written her phone number on his coaster. The young woman batted her eyes again and mouthed 'call me' before leaving.
"My wife is not that pretty and a bit on the chubby side," Gerald said wonderingly. "Why would you want to fuck her when you can fuck that waitress?"
"That young thing doesn't interest me at all," Bull said dismissively. "But a chunky woman who loves her food also typically loves sex. They're much more fun to play with than some skinny, salad-eating bitch who will whine and snivel that my cock's too big and she can't suck it or take it in her cunt or ass because it'll hurt too much." Bull fell silent momentarily before suddenly asking, "What day do you want me to come and destroy your wife's holes? Keep in mind that yours probably won't even touch her sides after I've been through her."
"Umm, Hazel's finishes early on Thursdays," Gerald stated. "She's normally home by four. You could take her then."
"And she has no idea that you're setting her up to be raped and abused for your sick pleasure?" Bull queried.
"She fantasises about it all the time," Gerald defended. "She tells me her darkest fantasies and tells me she wishes someone would make them come true."
"It's the only way she can get you to fuck her, huh?"
Gerald blushed guiltily again. He couldn't believe how easily Bull read him. He lowered his eyes and admitted, "Yeah. The sex afterwards is pretty wild."
"I bet," Bull said. He didn't really care, but he enjoyed cuckolding men so much that he put up with wimp husbands like Gerald so that he could. What Gerald didn't know was that he'd turn the tables on Gerald and empower his wife to the point that she'd complete Gerald's subjugation and turn him into her sissy slave. Then, the sum total of the sex that the wimp would get was when one of his wife's bulls decided to use him as a cum dump before they fucked his wife.
Deciding that Gerald was a big enough wimp that he would surrender his wife willingly, Bull gulped the remainder of his whiskey. He stood and said, "There's a permission slip on the website. It needs to be filled out by you and your wife, but I'm guessing you're devious enough to fill hers out for her without her knowledge. Assuming I've received them by Thursday morning, I'll fuck your wife for you that afternoon."
That was Monday. It was now 4:05 Thursday afternoon.
Earlier, Hazel had manoeuvred around a late-model Camry parked on the dogleg before her home. She muttered about people's ignorance as she parked in her driveway. Hazel got out of her car and opened the front door. When Bull grabbed her from behind, Hazel had time to take a breath to scream, but he covered her mouth and nose with a damp cloth, and she passed out before she could.
Bull carried her to her bedroom before returning outside to grab his phone stand. He set it up at the bed's base, checked it was pointed where he would place Hazel, and then dialled Gerald. He didn't care if Gerald answered or not. He had the signed permission slips printed and was in possession of them. If the cops arrived, Bull would show the slips and protest his innocence. How was he to know that some sicko husband had set his wife up to be raped? The husband had continually assured him that his wife was 'up for it'. The proof was that she'd signed the consent form. What? The husband falsified the wife's slip? How was he to know that?
Bull removed his knife, an O-ring gag, and several ropes from his bag. Bull tied the O-ring in place first before slicing Hazel's clothes from her body. Taking the ropes, Bull tied Hazel's wrists to the headboard, stripped, and then waited for her to wake up.
Hazel opened her eyes. She tried to move but found her wrists were tied to her bed. Hazel craned her head to look, then shook it, trying to dislodge whatever was in her mouth. She looked around, wild-eyed, and spotted Bull standing beside her bed, jacking his enormous cock. She gasped as her gaze locked onto his rigidly stiff wang. Despite her predicament, Hazel admired Bull's dick and wondered what it would feel like inside her.
Amused, Bull said, "My eyes are up here." Mimicking what women often said to ogling men.
Hazel lifted her eyes and saw the man from her fantasies--tall, muscular, with lots of body hair and an enormous cock. There were two minor differences: The man was bald instead of hirsute, and Gerald wasn't there. But it was close enough, and Hazel's pussy reacted by flowering open and heating up.
Bull smelt Hazel's flooding arousal and knew Gerald was right about at least one thing, Hazel was 'up for it'. He pointed at his phone on its stand at the bottom of the bed. "My name is Bull," Bull said. "You may call me Bull, Sir, or Master. Your husband set this up, Hazel. He's watching while I prepare to fuck your saggy cunt. Isn't it nice of him to send you a bull to fulfil your fantasies?" Bull didn't wait for an answer that could only be garbled if it came and got on the bed, straddling Hazel's belly. He eased his cock through the O-ring into her mouth. "Suck, bitch," he growled.
'Like I have any choice,' Hazel thought. However, she pressed her tongue against the underside of Bull's wang and did her best to suck it. Bull pulled back, and Hazel lashed his enormous glans with her tongue. She was delighted by its size and how his precum tasted. She hoped to savour more than just precum.
Pushing back in, Bull kept shoving even though Hazel began to gag. He remorselessly pushed until his entire cock was lodged in Hazel's throat. Hazel tossed her head frantically, trying to dislodge Bull's cock before she choked to death. Her vision starred before Bull withdrew far enough for Hazel to grab a few gasped breaths. Then, he forced his cock back down her throat.
Despite her terror at being choked, Hazel found it exciting to be forced to service the man's gigantic wang orally. Her knees lifted, displaying her drooling pussy to Bull's camera and her watching husband. She moaned as her hips bucked, and a petite orgasm washed over her.
Gerald had already cum into a tissue twice. Seeing and hearing his wife's orgasm caused another cum explosion. Twice, someone had knocked on his door, but Gerald ignored them. However, he knew it was only a matter of time before his boss phoned and asked what the fuck he was doing. As the purchasing officer for his firm, Gerald needed to be available whenever the store was open so he could order supplies as required.
His phone rang, but instead of answering it, Gerald left his office and ran for his car. Watching on the phone wasn't enough. He needed to be there and witness Bull fuck Hazel in person. He'd be in trouble tomorrow, but he didn't care today.
Bull heard and sensed Hazel's climax. He smiled to himself and continued face fucking the tubby woman. As he hoped, blocking her airways caused Hazel to have another slight climax. He waited until she stopped shuddering before withdrawing his cock.
Hazel looked at Bull longingly, hoping he'd fuck her, but Bull had other ideas. Taking more rope, he lifted and tied Hazel's left ankle to her left wrist and then tied her right ankle to her right wrist. Next, Bull fished Hazel's phone out of her handbag. It asked for a fingerprint to unlock it, so he pressed it against Hazel's tied thumb. Her phone opened, and Bull took several photos of Hazel's salaciously displayed cunt.
Bull put her phone aside before kneeling between Hazel's wobbly thighs. Then, he balanced on his left hand as he thumbed her clitoris. Hazel's hips bucked. Despite being shown numerous times, Gerald never could find her nubbin. Sex for Gerald, unless Hazel wound him up with lurid descriptions of what she wanted to be done to her, was sticking his puny cock in his wife's mostly dry vagina and thrashing his hips until he either went limp and fell out or came. Mainly, he went limp and fell out.
Hazel watched Bull intently. She whimpered when he lowered his lips onto her puffy nipple and softly sucked it into his mouth. Hazel felt her pussy froth as Bull lightly bit her teat and eased two fingers into her cunt. She moaned when she felt the man's fingers scrape across her G-spot, then her hips bucked as another slight orgasm washed through her quivering body. She'd already climaxed three times, and her man hadn't really done anything yet.
'Was this rape?' She wondered. She guessed that, technically, it still was. The law said that even if she had one or more orgasms if she hadn't given permission, then he'd raped her. However, if this was rape, Hazel hoped Bull would continue doing so for many more hours and return often to do it again.
Bull eased a third finger into Hazel's pussy, and worked them apart, stretching her already generous cunt wider. Certainly, Gerald's less than 4-inch cock made it difficult for him to pleasure any woman with it, but with his wife having an unusually large vulva, he was no chance. Bull added his fourth finger before applying inward pressure on Hazel's pussy sphincter. He rotated his hand back and forth until, with a loud grunt from Hazel, all four knuckles slid into her gaping vagina.
"Oh, Gawd!" Hazel groaned as another, more intense climax ravaged her quivering body. She looked down, unable to comprehend how Bull had gotten all his knuckles inside her. Hazel kidded herself that she was tight because, after all, all women were, right? However, Gerald wasn't the first lover she'd had complain about how loose she was.
Hazel watched disbelievingly as Bull pulled his fingers far enough out to fold his thumb across his palm. Then, still twisting his wrist back and forth, Bull pushed until his entire hand entered her pussy. "Fuck!" Hazel spat as she felt Bull clench his fist and start pumping. Hazel's eyes rolled back as the feelings Bull's fist elicited from her severely distended cunt crashed her into a screaming orgasm. For the first time in her life, Hazel squirted pussy fluids. They gushed over Bull's fist and poured out of her cunt around his wrist.
Hazel saw Bull take a squeeze bottle from where he'd placed it beside her bed. She tried to twitch away when he pushed the nozzle into her ass, but his hand in her cunt held her in place. Hazel felt the cold lube filling her ass, and then she bucked again as his finger slid through her sphincter. Anal sex was a gigantic no-no for Hazel. You had to be depraved and sick in the head to enjoy it. Her mind rebelled, demanding that she somehow stop what Bull was doing. However, her body reacted to the twin intrusions, and Hazel groaned, knowing she raced towards another climactic peak.
Bull kept pumping his fist as he eased two more fingers into Hazel's bottom. Then, similar to what he did with her pussy, Bull forced his fingers apart, gaping Hazel's ring until he could fit his pinky finger into her ass. Next, Bull rotated his wrist oppositely to the one in Hazel's pussy. In even less time than it took to gape Hazel's pussy, Bull forced his entire left hand into Hazel's colon.
Hazel disbelieving gazed at her fist-filled fuck holes. Never before had she been so entirely filled and never ever had she felt so slutty. Her eyes raised to look into Bull's. He grinned at her maliciously before pumping the fist in her cunt. Then, as he pulled that fist back, Bull shoved his left hand deeper into her ass. He slowly built a rhythm, alternately pushing and pulling as if he were the pistons in a two-cylinder engine.
Every movement in Hazel's cunt scraped Bull's fist over her G-spot, and amazingly, Hazel started humping her hips to meet Bull's thrusting fists. Then, reaching her peak, Hazel howled through her O-ring as her climax blasted her mind apart. Twice more, Hazel came, squirting pussy juice over Bull's wrist. Then, after a third, mind-destroying orgasm, Hazel's mind shut down, and she temporarily passed from this plane.
Bull's cock sliding back into her mouth woke Hazel up. She shuddered, fearing that he'd choke her again. But this time, Bull was intent on getting his pleasure. Realising that he was, Hazel lashed Bull's glans with her tongue. Bull rewarded her by filling her slurping mouth with his cum. Typically, Hazel didn't swallow. In fact, she never let her lovers cum in her mouth. However, Bull was so dominant that she never hesitated and swallowed every drop of his gift.
Hazel's libido had exploded, and even though she'd orgasmed more times than she could count, she still ached for more. Bull knew that, and after filling her mouth, he lay between her tied legs and lowered his mouth onto her drooling gash.
Oral sex was another thing that her husband only did reluctantly, and Hazel had never climaxed through oral stimulation before. Therefore, she was amazed when Bull's knowing tongue stabbed into her vulva before sliding along her dripping slit and onto her clit. Then, when Bull encircled her nubbin with his lips, lightly bit it, and battered it with his tongue, Hazel launched into another series of mind-melting orgasms.



All through this, Bull kept an eye on his phone. He knew Gerald was on his way because he could see him in the picture-in-picture on the phone. Bull moved to position his enormous cock at Hazel's soaking entrance. Then, with one brutal plunge, he filled her gaping cunt to the brim. Bull's cock's head bounced off Hazel's cervix, and she squealed, both delighted and hurt by the sensation. Bull pulled back before ramming into her again.
Hazel quickly realised that Bull didn't care for her climax. Instead, he wholly focused on his own pleasure. Strangely, Hazel found being used exciting, and despite Bull's uncaring attitude, she orgasmed when his gigantic cock spasmed inside her and sprayed his cum over her battered cervix.
Helpless, Hazel lay there. Her wrists and ankles ached from the pressure Bull's ropes exerted on them. Hazel had cum many more times since Bull had taken her than she had in the last year, but she wanted more. Her rapist glanced at his phone, which Hazel had assumed was recording him fucking her, and she realised it was transmitting her abuse to her husband instead.
Bull got off the bed and moved to where the bedroom door would hide him when it opened. Gerald burst into the room, glaring about. He looked at Hazel, confused that she was alone. But before he could react, Bull pushed the door closed, grabbed Gerald in a choke hold, and held the cloth he'd used on Hazel over his mouth and nose. Gerald dropped unconscious a few seconds later.
Laughing at Hazel's consternation, Bull cut Gerald's clothes off him and then tied him beside Hazel. Hazel almost laughed out loud when Bull forced an O-ring gag into Gerald's mouth and tied her husband's ankles to his wrists.
Hazel disbelievingly gaped when Bull released her from her binds and took her O-ring out. Bull massaged her stiff, aching muscles until Hazel could move without discomfort. Then, he took a bottle of water from his bag and offered it to her. Hazel drank appreciatively before putting it on her dresser. She looked at Bull, wondering what was next.
Bull chuckled before he removed a strap-on harness from his bag. Hazel had never seen one before, let alone used one, and she didn't know what to do with it. Bull laughed before helping her to put it on and buckle it into place. Then, he offered her three 'cocks' to affix to her harness. With no idea what Bull wanted, Hazel accepted the largest--a 12-inch, bulbous-headed monster that would scare the most experienced Bdsm exponent.
"Oil your cock and his ass and then fuck him," Bull suggested. "Give him a taste of what you've just experienced.
"He's not gay," Hazel protested.
"No, he isn't," Bull confirmed. "But he's a sissy who would be happier servicing cocks than pussies. Make him your bitch, and cuckold him regularly. Insist that he remove all hair below his eyebrows, and make him wear a pair of your panties always." Bull gave Hazel a cock cage. "Put this on him and make him realise that the only sex he'll ever get is when one of your bulls wants to use him to release their sexual tension so they can service you better. Eventually, you might want to feminise him completely by giving him tits and putting him on oestrogen."
"I'm not a lesbian," Hazel objected. "I don't want a female husband."
"No, you're not," Bull said, grinning. "You're a lusty wench who needs a masculine bull to fuck your slut holes and make you feel owned and possessed. Can this wimp do that for you?" Hazel shook her head. "But Gerald loves you and will work his ass off to provide you with what you desire. It's just that he's incapable of meeting your sexual desires. Stop expecting him to, and get what you want from willing bulls like me. Then, you can give him what he needs, which is to be your submissive cuckold. Use him to fluff your bulls so they're ready to fuck you into nirvana."
Hazel thought through what Bull had told her, recognising he spoke the truth. Her husband was never going to be able to satisfy her rampant sexual desires. Her choices were to divorce Gerald and find someone who could. Put up with a less than satisfactory sex life until she was too old to care. Or do what Bull suggested. Hazel didn't want a divorce. Gerald was a good man and a hard worker. His only flaws were his tinsy todger and unwillingness to use his mouth and tongue to compensate. However, she wasn't prepared to put up with her current sex life. So, that left doing what Bull suggested. Hazel climbed onto the bed.
Looking at her husband, Hazel had a nastier thought than raping his unwilling ass with her 'cock'. Her cunt was full of Bull's cum. She unbuckled her strap-on and placed it on the bed. Then, she walked up until she stood with her feet on either side of Gerald's chest. She grabbed a handful of her husband's hair so she could pull his head back and then lowered her drooling pussy onto his face. Pushing her vulva against Gerald's face firmly cut off his air supply, and he came awake, gasping.
Gerald tried to move, but he found he couldn't. He tried to shake his head and dislodge whatever blocked his mouth and nose, but all he accomplished was to smear Bull's leaking cum over his face. He heard Hazel growl, "Lick, bitch. Clean Bull's cum out of my cunt and I'll let you breathe."
Hazel backed away long enough for her husband to suck in a few quick breaths before she smothered him with her gaping pussy again. Gerald shook his head again, refusing to obey, so Hazel leaned back and grabbed his balls. Brutally squeezing them, Hazel snarled, "Lick, or not only will I smother you, I will rip your puny balls off and feed them to you." She wrenched on them, causing Gerald to scream. Then, she smothered him with her gaping cunt again.
Gerald got the hint this time. He pushed his tongue out and tasted his wife's and Bull's combined secretions. Gerald's mind and stomach rebelled, but then his instinctual brain took over. The human instinct to survive is one of our most powerful instincts. To live, Gerald had to breathe. To breathe, Gerald had to fish Bull's cum from his wife's sloppy pussy. He ate Bull's seed.
Gerald wasn't skilled, nor was he enthusiastic, but the sheer salaciousness of forcing her husband to do this act crashed Hazel into a heightened orgasm. She screamed as her climax rattled the bones in her body. Hazel couldn't believe it could get better than this until she felt Bull climb on the bed behind her. He pushed her shoulders forward so he could access her dripping pussy. Hazel groaned as Bull's meaty tool peeled her cunt open and forced its way inside.
Gerald felt Bull's cock on his chin and lips, and it excited him. Gerald realised that Bull was right; he was a sissy in waiting. Fantasies of sucking his wife's lover's cocks before they serviced her blasted through his mind and his teeny cock exploded, shooting ropes of cum onto his belly.
Bull hammered Hazel's pussy, bouncing his enormous cock head off her cervix with every thrust. Confused by her sudden, unexpected desire to experience pain during lovemaking, Hazel surrendered to the delicious torment and climaxed on Bull's cock several times. Every orgasm sent fluids gushing from her squelching cunt, coating Bull's balls and nearly drowning her husband.
This part culminated with Bull pulling out of Hazel's overstimulated pussy and forcing his cock into Gerald's mouth. Then, pumping the new cuckold's throat viciously, Bull unloaded a torrent of cum down Gerald's gullet. Gerald, overwhelmed and confused, orgasmed onto his stomach again, adding to the sticky mess already there. Bull whispered a suggestion in Hazel's ear, and she grinned malevolently before heading to her kitchen to fetch a teaspoon. She gathered Gerald's cum with the spoon and fed it through his O-ring into his mouth, forcing him to swallow every drop.
Realising that Hazel didn't want to fuck her husband's ass, Bull took her aside and offered advice on where she should take things. Hazel listened and thought one suggested path was right for her and Gerald. She fetched a dining room chair for Bull to sit on and observe. Then, she undid her husband's binds and took out his O-ring. In a clear, firm and controlled voice, she said, "Gerald, you will go to the bathroom, shower, and then remove all hair below your eyebrows. You have fifteen minutes to comply and return here before I send Bull to punish you." Gerald gaped at his wife disbelievingly until Hazel growled, "The clock is ticking." He scurried from the room.
Hazel watched him go, wondering why she hadn't taken this step years before. Then, she turned back to Bull and admired his hairy, muscular physique. Her eyes dropped to his enormous, partially-wilted dick, and she licked her lips. Hazel dropped to her knees and took Bull's cock in her mouth. She'd accepted the entire thing when Bull forced her to, and now Hazel wanted to see if she could do it willingly. It took several goes and lots of gagging, but she eventually managed to lodge Bull's entire dick in her throat.
Bull sat back in his chair and let Hazel go to work. He'd had several orgasms and felt no urgent need to go again. However, having a willing slut service his cock was one of Bull's favourite things, and he quickly rose to full-mast in Hazel's mouth. Eventually, Bull realised that Hazel had no real experience in sucking a cock of his size. He suggested, "Instead of trying to deep-throat me every time, why don't you figure out how much you can comfortably take and then wrap your hand around that spot? That way, you can bob your head up and down quickly, knowing you won't choke, and you can simultaneously jack my shaft."
Hazel took Bull's advice, and she was soon slashing her tongue over Bull's glans as she pumped his thick pole. She'd almost gotten Bull over the edge when her husband returned. Hazel grinned at him maliciously as she blew Bull. Then, she momentarily released Bull's cock and growled, "Put on a used pair of my panties and then kneel beside me." Gerald opened his mouth to protest, but Hazel glared at him, and he fell silent, doing as she had ordered.
Gerald returned a few seconds later, wearing plain silk panties. He knelt beside his wife and gulped when she pulled Bull's cock out of her mouth and offered it to him. He looked at her pleadingly again, but Hazel pushed on the back of his head, encouraging him to accept his fate. Gerald whimpered before lowering his mouth onto Bull's cock.
Bull hissed as Gerald took him into his mouth. Hazel cuffed her husband's head and growled, "No teeth, worm. Suck your master's cock properly." Gerald tried again, and most of Bull's stupendous dick disappeared into his mouth.
Bull didn't force Gerald to swallow everything as he had with his wife. Instead, he let Hazel guide her husband. Bull's sexual tension rose slowly as Gerald's technique improved. After about ten minutes, Bull stood on the cusp of an orgasm. "I'm about to cum," he warned.
"Swallow it all, worm," Hazel snarled, firmly holding her husband's head on Bull's dick.
Gerald gulped when Bull's first spurt splashed into his mouth, but he decided that he enjoyed the taste and quickly gobbled down the rest. He eased back, letting Bull's slowly wilting cock fall from his mouth. The married couple knelt, looking at Bull, waiting for what was next.
Bull thought this session had achieved everything that he wanted. Hazel was as big a cock slut as he hoped, and Gerald was well on his way to being a sissy cuckold. However, it was also apparent that Hazel wasn't satiated, and he knew Gerald couldn't satisfy her yet. Bull weighed up several options before saying to Hazel, "Fetch your worm's cock cage and put it on him. Then, show him how to buckle the strap-on on."
Hazel wanted to ask why, but didn't dare to disobey. She retrieved the cock cage from the dresser where she'd left it but couldn't put it on him because he was too stiff to fit in it. She was about to blow him to relieve his tension, but she saw Bull shaking his head. Unsure what to do, Hazel looked at Bull expectantly.
"Fetch a wet washcloth, some ice, and the teaspoon from earlier," he instructed.
Confused about why he'd want those items, Hazel nevertheless briefly left to fetch them. When she returned, Bull wrapped the ice inside the wet washer and squeezed it until the washer felt cold. Then, simultaneously, Bull jammed the ice against Gerald's balls and whacked the tip of his cock with the teaspoon. Gerald's erection collapsed immediately. Hazel, giggling, caged her husband's dick and balls before snapping the padlock closed. She removed the key and put it on the dresser.
"Add that key to your car keys and ensure your worm can never access it," Bull ordered. "Your worm must learn that his cock and orgasms belong to you, and he only gets to use it and have orgasms when you allow him to."
Bull changed his plan slightly. He grabbed Gerald by the back of his neck and forced him back onto the bed, where he tied his wrists to the headboard again and then tied Gerald's ankles to his wrists. Next, Bull removed an electric toothbrush from his bag. Hazel looked at him wonderingly, especially when he inserted the lube squeeze bottle into her husband's ass and squirted a generous amount inside him. Hazel's pussy frothed, imagining that Bull was about to fuck her husband. She found that fantasy extremely arousing.
Bull didn't, however. Instead, he instructed Carol, "Insert your middle finger into Gerald's ass and curl it up and back." Hazel did as she was asked. Bull continued, "Do you feel two soft, rubbery lobes?" Gerald's steady groans told him she did, but he wanted confirmation. Hazel nodded. "Good," Bull said, grinning. He handed Hazel the toothbrush and said, "Replace your finger with this."
Hazel gulped but started to insert the brush. "Turn it on first," Bull chuckled. Hazel did and then inserted the buzzing toothbrush where her finger had been. Her husband's guttural groan told her she'd found the right spot. To her amazement, semen immediately poured from Gerald's caged cock. "When you're ready to have children, you can milk him like this and gather his cum in a sterile glass jar. Then, using a turkey baster, you can insert the cum into your pussy close to your cervical canal and give yourself the best chance of getting pregnant."
Hazel nodded, thinking that if she had her husband permanently caged, she could make him do whatever she wanted on the promise she'd either milk him or let him cum. In her mind, he was already 'Worm' and no longer Gerald. Hazel milked her worm until no more semen ran from his cock and then removed the toothbrush from his ass. Gerald had moaned and writhed the entire time. Hazel knew he loved having this done to him, and she could use it to get what she wanted from him. Hazel planned to send her worm to recruit bulls for her to fuck.
Putting the brush aside, Hazel looked at Bull and asked, "What did you have planned for the strap-on?"
"Only that it was all that he is allowed to use to fuck you with now," Bull explained. "Once he has it in place, I want you to ride him reverse-cowgirl while I fuck your ass."
"Oh, Gawd!" Hazel breathed, enamoured of the idea. She quickly released her exhausted husband and forced him to buckle the strap-on in place. Once it was, Hazel made Gerald lie on the bed, then she straddled his hips, facing his feet, and guided the 12-inch rubber cock into her squelching cunt.
"Lawd!" Gerald said awedly when he opened his eyes and saw his wife's distended pussy accepting the massive 12-inch protrusion from his groin. He thought it must be similar to what Bull saw every time he fucked a woman like this. Gerald groaned again when Bull knelt astride his chest and shoved his cock into Hazel's ass. Despite being drained of all of its fluids, Gerald's balls ached, and his cock desperately tried to stiffen as he watched Bull pound his wife's flabby ass.
Hazel couldn't believe how delightful it was to be double-penetrated. The cock in her ass forced the 'cock' in her cunt against her G-spot, and with every thrust, Gerald's 'cock' stimulated her spot delectably. It took all of three thrusts from Bull's stupendous cock for Hazel to crest. Then, she leapt from peak to peak, gushing her pussy liquids over Bull's balls and her husband's groin with every leap. Hazel neared her limits when she felt Bull's gigantic cock swell, twitch, and then spit his cum into her colon. It was enough to tip her into a final climax.
Bull eased out of Hazel's ass and helped off her husband's strap-on. Then he helped her to back up until her ass was over Gerald's mouth. "Clean her," Bull barked.
Gerald gulped, but unwilling to risk Bull's wrath, he shoved his tongue into Hazel's pucker and fished Bull's cum out. Giggling, Hazel pushed, and a massive glob fell from her gaped anus onto her husband's tongue. He grimaced but swallowed anyway.
Bull left the married couple and used their bathroom to shower and get clean. He returned to their bedroom and found Hazel sitting on the edge of the bed. Gerald knelt between her chubby thighs, eating her very messy cunt. He said, "Some advice. Keep your worm in the cage and only let him out once a week so he can shave his groin and wash the cage. Make him remain hairless below his eyebrows, and buy him some sexy lingerie to wear under his street clothes. Milk him once a month to relieve his semen buildup, and only allow him orgasms when he has pleased you."
Bull considered what other advice the new cuckold couple needed to cement their changed relationship. He added, "To ensure your worm knows his place, you should make him kneel beside the bed when you have a bull over. Offer his mouth and rear cock hole for their use. Perhaps to relieve their tensions before they fuck you. You should also offer to have your worm use his mouth to clean their cocks after they've cum and your worm should always suck and lick your bulls' cum out of and off you."
Bull stepped closer and pushed three fingers into Hazel's mouth. He said, "Your worm has my number. I will not call him again, but if you want me to come over, have your worm call me. You're a good fuck, my little slut, and I'd love to use your cum holes again." He looked around and said, "You may keep the ropes, toothbrush, and everything else. I'll take my phone stand and see you if you wish me to use you again." He walked out of the room.
Hazel watched Bull march out. She touched her mouth where his fingers had been, and her pussy frothed. "On your back on the bed," Hazel growled. A few seconds later, she rode Gerald's strap-on with all her might.
Melissa Teaches Her Husband a Lesson.
Bull, whose real name is Henry Masterton, returned to his typical daily life. Bull is a contractor whose firm builds houses throughout South East Queensland. He'd anticipated the problems caused by Covid and had wisely sold his company to a nationwide chain in late 2019. Bull bought it back for just ten cents in the dollar three years later.
The nationwide company needed to be bailed out by its bank because it'd signed many contracts to build houses that, due to the massive increase in the price of timber, cost more to make than the customers had contracted for. Bull waited until most of the materials needed to construct the contracted homes were supplied, then stepped in with an offer to repurchase his company.
Glad for the cash injection, the nationwide company accepted his offer. Bull spent a substantial portion of his saved capital on completing these homes, but his company flourished once he had accurately costed the new buildings. Bull is now one of the richest and busiest builders in Queensland.
Years before, as a young tradesman just starting his career, Bull realised that marriage in this current world climate was a bad deal for men. The system rewarded the person who broke the contract, especially when children were involved. A woman could bring nothing to a marriage, give birth to two children, and then leave with three-quarters of the man's assets, his home, and receive up to fifty per cent of that man's income until their children were twenty-one. As a result, Bull never married.



Bull later discovered that many women were unhappy in their marriages because their men were wimps--SNAGs, in their vernacular (Sensitive New-Aged Guys). Bull had a female lover, the wife of one of the many men he'd cuckolded, who said that Bull wasn't a SNAG but was instead a Caring Understanding Nineties Type. Bull loved that acronym. He especially loved it when his lover screamed with pleasure as he pounded her tight ass.
Several weeks passed before Bull received another email through the cuckold website that he thought showed promise. This one was from a mid-thirties woman who stated her sex life with her husband of ten years had become staid and boring. She'd also discovered that he watched lots of tranny porn, which she didn't mind, except that he preferred to jack off to that than fuck her.
Then, she came home unexpectedly to change her shoes after her heel snapped and found her husband in a cam conversation with a tranny. He wore a pair of her used panties and used another pair to jack off with while he watched the tranny perform. The woman said she was furious but had pretended not to see anything as she passed him, muttering about needing a new pair of shoes. She'd run back out of the house and returned to her office without acknowledging what she'd witnessed.
The woman's profile name was Stacy, but she later revealed that it was Melissa and that she preferred Mel. Bull arranged to meet her in the same whiskey bar where he'd met Gerald. Mel explained how she'd discussed her husband's actions with a female friend. Her friend listened sympathetically and then suggested this website. Mel said it wasn't until three months had passed and her anger at her husband hadn't faded that she created her account.
Mel was reticent to share any photos, which Bull understood. During their early exchanges, Bull emphasised that Mel should take care of her safety and privacy first. He suggested that she buy a prepaid phone to use only to contact him. Mel, impressed by Bull's consideration, did precisely that. Bull sent her a full-length photo of himself and what he was wearing before coming to the bar.
Bull ordered his usual Glen Livet and sat on one of the low, high-backed sofa chairs in the back corner. He texted Mel his location and sipped his scotch, expecting to be stood up. It happened more often than not. The face-to-face meeting was where the rubber met the road. Many people found that the reality was too intense, and they couldn't go through with it. Bull understood and typically gave his prospective playmates one more chance, but only if they texted him to say they weren't coming.
Looking at his phone, Bull wondered how much longer he should give her. Mel was already fifteen minutes late and hadn't sent a text. Still, he enjoyed this bar, and several women were surreptitiously eying him, so he thought he'd stay for another drink. He was about to summon the waitress when a slender woman at his end of the bar slid off her stool. She walked over and nervously sat opposite Bull. "I'm Mel," she said stumblingly. "I've been watching you, shitting my pants, trying to drum up the courage to talk to you."
"I understand," Bull said warmly. "It's a big step to go from faithful wife to wanting to cuckold your husband."
"You must think that I'm such a slut," Mel tittered nervously.
Bull didn't think that; he knew it. But he only said, "Not at all. You're a passionate woman whose needs aren't being met, that's all. We're here to decide if I can fulfil those needs for you."
"I feel like I need to punish my husband," Mel said, wondering if it was wise to admit it. "He needs to know what it's like to feel inadequate for your partner's needs."
"That's often the wife's motivation when they seek me out," Bull explained. He examined the woman opposite him. Mel was what Bull referred to as 'stripper hot'. She'd never grace a magazine cover, nor would she feature in any list of the world's hottest women. However, if you were in a strip club, you'd enjoy seeing her remove her clothes. Mel was 'I drink coffee and don't eat' thin rather than exercise slender, but her B-cup breasts were firm, and her pencil eraser-sized nipples stood proudly on them.
"If I decide I want you to visit, how do we do it?" Mel queried, shaking like a leaf and feeling sick to the stomach.
"First, you have to show me you find me sexually attractive enough that you want me to fuck you. We can discuss strategies after that."
"I'm shaking like a leaf and scared as all fuck, but I'm also wetter than a monsoonal downpour," Mel tittered. "I can see your package, and my mouth's watering, anticipating sucking it."
"Prove it," Bull challenged.
"What?" Mel gasped.
"It's easy to say that you're wet when you might be drier than a nun down there. Prove you're hot for me."
"How?" Mel asked, shaking harder.
"Show me," Bull offered.
"What?" Mel gasped again.
"I didn't stutter," Bull said firmly. "Take your panties off and show me your wet cunt."
Mel started to stand. "I'll go to the ladies and take them off for you."
"No. Here and now," Bull said, holding his hand out, waiting for Mel to give him her knickers.
Mel tittered nervously again, unable to believe Bull's audacity. Her smile faded when she realised that Bull still had his hand out and was looking at her expectantly. Mel quickly looked around, and, like Gerald, she noticed that the high-backed sofa chairs meant someone had to be almost on them to see what they were doing. Feeling naughty and more than a little slutty and horny, Mel eased her bikini cut briefs over her hips and down her slender legs. She gave them to Bull, who sniffed them appreciatively.
"Lift your knees up and show me your whore cunt," Bull said firmly. Mel blushed but complied. Then, Bull said, "Spread your cunt lips apart and show me your fuck hole." Mel did. "Frig your slut button," Bull demanded. He watched as Mel played with herself. He waited as the scenario she found herself in slowly drove her towards an unexpected orgasm. When she was close, he leaned forward, slid his middle finger into her sopping pussy, and fingered her G-spot. "Feels good to be a willing slut for a dominant man, doesn't it, slut?"
"Yes," Mel panted, biting her bottom lip to stop from crying out as her climax rattled through her.
Bull removed his finger, smelt it, and sat back. He tucked Mel's panties in his pocket and waited for her to adjust her clothing. Once she'd settled, he said, "Okay. We've established that you're attracted to me and that your body and mind respond to my dominance. I'm prepared to come to your home, restrain your husband, and then make him watch me fuck you every which way in all of your slut holes."
He watched Mel squirm before adding, "You can find the consent forms on the website. You and your husband need to fill one out each, but I'm guessing you don't want him to know and will fill his out for him. I don't care because I suspect he'll enjoy watching me fuck you as much as you'll love me doing it. When is a good day for me to come over?"
"I do the shopping on my way home on Wednesdays. Lachlan won't expect me until around six, so if you come over about then, he'll open the door expecting it to be me bringing the groceries in."
It was Friday, so that worked for Bull. He'd have time to restock his play bag with the same items he took to Hazel's place. Bull stood and said, "It's been nice meeting you, Mel. If I receive those consent forms and don't hear from you, I'll see you next Wednesday."
"If I text you on the day that I've chickened out?" Mel asked nervously.
"You can stop me at any time simply by saying 'stop', Mel," Bull explained, sitting back down. "I've never raped anyone in my life, and I certainly won't start with you or your husband."
"But what you do would be considered rape, wouldn't it?" Mel queried.
"If I don't stop when my lover tells me to, then yes," Bull admitted. "However, the signed consent forms show I was there by your and your husband's invitation. And if you have, shall we call it 'buyer's remorse' afterwards, the forms will make it difficult for you to charge me with rape and/or assault."
"Have you had that happen before?" Mel asked.
Bull shook his head. "No. I'm very selective about who I'll play with, and I've never had that problem. The most common problem I have is the women falling in love with me and wanting to leave their husbands for me."
"Would you do that?"
Bull shook his head. "I might marry in my fifties if I want to have an heir, but I have no intention of doing so yet."
Mel nodded. She could understand why women fell for Bull despite being married to someone else. Bull had a calm dominance and a megawatt personality that instantly struck and attracted the women around him. Mel watched the single women in the bar try to gain Bull's attention and wasn't surprised when, as a typically clueless male, he didn't respond to any of them.
Of course, Mel would be surprised to know that Bull had noticed but wasn't so gauche as to try to pick up another when he was waiting for his date. She thought all guys chased any woman who showed them the slightest attention. Her husband certainly panted over any girl who was polite to him.
Then, Mel realised she was stalling because she wanted Bull to fuck her now. Embarrassed, she mumbled, "I guess I better get moving before Lachlan wonders where I am."
"Indeed," Bull agreed. He let Mel leave alone so no one would see them together. He'd had more than one proposed liaison blow-up because a friend of the woman's husband or one of her friends had seen them out with him. No sooner was he alone than one of the women he'd noticed eying him came over. "Buy me a drink?" She asked coquettishly.
"It's the twenty-twenties," Bull teased. "Shouldn't you offer to buy me one?"
The woman plopped into his lap and replied, "Or you can follow me to my motel room, and we can fuck instead."
"What are we waiting for?" Bull asked, putting his glass down. He saw the wedding and engagement rings on her finger and asked, "Will hubby be joining us?"
"Pfft," the woman hissed. "He'll be too busy sitting at home, whacking off to tranny porn."
"Seems to be a common theme lately," Bull said as he took the woman's hand and let her guide him to The Hilton, where she was staying. He left from there for his office the following morning.
Bull received the consent forms through the website's email a few days later. He printed them off and looked them over. He was amused to see that the finger-drawn electronic signatures were virtually identical. Still, if push came to shove and he was charged with rape, Bull could show the forms and rightfully argue that he had consent to do what he had. The consent form contained an extensive list of activities, and Bull would only perform the ones ticked. However, they included forced oral, vaginal and anal sex.
Bull knocked on Mel's door at 6:05 p.m. the following Wednesday. He could hear the unmistakable sounds of a porn film suddenly shut off, and a voice yelled, "Coming!".
The door opened, and a clean-shaven, skinny, mid-thirties man looked at him. Bull quickly overpowered and knocked him out using the same agent on a rag he'd used on Hazel. Closing the door and working swiftly, Bull stripped Mel's husband, Lachlan. He temporarily dumped Lachlan on his bed before fetching a chair from the dining room and placing it beside the bed. Bull sat the man on it and then tied Lachlan's ankles to the chair legs and his wrists behind him and to the chair's back.
Next, Bull forced an O-ring gag into Lachlan's mouth and tied it in place. Then, looking at the man's cum-messy groin, Bull got a wet washer from the bathroom and cleaned him. Unsurprisingly, Lachlan's todger stiffened as Bull cleaned it. Lachlan had a reasonable, around 5-inch dick that was relatively slender. Still, if he knew how to use it, it would pleasure a woman adequately. Bull removed a pair of cock rings from his bag and jacked Lachlan's dick until it was achingly erect. Then, he forced one ring over the man's balls and the other around his shaft's base. The rings would keep Lachlan erect and make it difficult for him to cum.
Mel entered the room shortly after Bull had finished preparing her husband. She gasped when she saw how he was tied, but her pussy moistened and heated up, thinking about what she and Bull were about to do. Bull quickly stripped. Mel, who'd been watching her husband, turned and gaped at Bull's cock. Bull was a shower and not a grower. Even flaccid, he was eight inches long. Erect, he was only slightly more than that.
"Strip," Bull said firmly. Mel started to obey, but Bull corrected, "Slowly and sexily."
Mel began slow dancing, removing each piece with a smile, a shiver of anticipation, and a flourish. Lachlan woke up halfway through Mel's little strip show and tried to object loudly. However, the most he could produce was a kind of "hoo" sound through the O-ring. Still, it was pretty loud, and Bull certainly didn't need the cops arriving, so he walked over and said menacingly, "I've already applied a tourniquet to your cock and balls, and I will cut them off if you don't shut up!"
Lachlan looked shocked, but he stopped yelling. His eyes widened further when Bull stood behind Mel and cupped her taut B-cup breasts. He stormed, "El, ut are you oio?"
Which Bull took to mean, "Mel, what are you doing?" Bull replied, "She's about to be fucked by a real man with a man's cock instead of a whining wimp with a limp pecker." He eased his hand inside Mel's knickers and rubbed her clit briefly before sliding it along her slit and dipping it into her dripping pussy.
Bull encouraged Mel to take off the rest of her clothes and then had her kneel, side-on to her husband. He held the back of her head and slapped her face, nose, and lips with his thick, lengthy cock.
Lachlan panted, 'O, o, o,' but his wife ignored him and opened her mouth.
Bull let her take her time. Unlike with Hazel, this wasn't a simulated rape scene. For maximum effect, they had to appear like lovers having a consensual and wild romp. Mel slowly worked her way down Bull's shaft. Although Mel hadn't had many lovers, she did have one whose dick was almost as lengthy as Bull's. She'd successfully deep-throated him and wanted to do the same with Bull. It took nearly fifteen minutes before her lips reached Bull's hairy abdomen.
Mel loved that Bull was hairy. Her husband had gone the whole metrosexual thing, and he regularly had his entire body waxed. Mel figured it went hand-in-hand with watching tranny porn.
Bull watched Mel, delighting in her having his entire cock lodged in her throat. He was quite amazed that she'd done it because she had to be out of practice, given the diminutive size of her husband's dick.
Lachlan continued to protest, but unfortunately for him, his body betrayed him. His cock poured precum, and his balls were tight against the O-ring, which meant that despite the pain, he was likely to orgasm at any time.
Mel discovered that she loved performing before her husband. She loved that she was cuckolding him with him too tied up and helpless to be able to do anything about it. Her pussy was almost literally a swamp of desire, and her clit and nipples throbbed and ached in time with her clenching cunt. She hummed as she lifted and lowered her head, sucking Bull's cock for all she was worth. Her hand moved until she cupped his balls, and she gently massaged them, trying to milk his cum out.
Bull understood that Mel wanted to taste him, but he knew spraying his seed over her face, neck, and tits would affect Lachlan more. He'd see his darling wife turned into a cum rag, and it would either excite him tremendously or cause him to wilt and wither. Bull already knew it would be the former, although Lachlan would protest.
He placed his hand in the middle of Mel's forehead, pushed her off, and then grabbed his cock. Gripping tightly, he jerked it several times before blasting a hefty dollop of cum that hit Mel directly between her eyes and covered them both. Bull directed his cock, ensuring he covered Mel's face, then, as his ejaculations lessened, he stepped back and shot his remaining drops over her tits.
Mel looked down at Bull's cum running down her breasts and dripping off her nipples. Then, grinning evilly, she stood, grabbed a handful of her husband's hair to hold him still, and forced her nipple and part of her breast through the O-ring. She growled, "Clean me, bitch, or I'll let Bull cut your cock off." Mel was shocked when her husband's cock erupted and sprayed cum over her neatly trimmed pussy. She gathered as much of it as she could with her fingers and fed it through the ring.
Lachlan tried to shake his head and avoid being fed his own cum, but Mel moved her hand from his hair to his balls. She squeezed them mercilessly before snarling, "Pretend it's from one of those trannies you wank with on camera and swallow it all, bitch!" Lachlan ate.
Bull stood behind Mel and reached around her body to cup her firm breasts. Lachlan whimpered when he saw Bull's enormous hands pinching and twisting his wife's nipples more firmly than he'd dare to. He whimpered again when Mel moaned and arched her back, showing she loved the rough attention to her tits. There was a significant problem with Lachlan's whimpers--his cock remained erect, and precum poured from it. He'd already cum once from nothing more than visual stimulation, and despite the cock ring holding his balls away from his shaft, he was about to again.
"Do you happen to have a low bench?" Bull asked.
"There's a weights bench in the garage," Mel replied. "Why?"
"You'll see," Bull said enigmatically. "Amuse yourself for a second." He left, quickly returning with the bench. Then, grabbing Lachlan by the back of his neck and his wrists, Bull said, "Untie your wimp's ankles and the rope holding his wrists to the chair. Be careful not to untie his wrists."
Mel did as Bull asked, and then Bull picked Lachlan up as if he were weightless and forced him to lie face up on the bench. He quickly tied Lachlan's hands to the bench. Mel saw what Bull intended and did the same with her husband's ankles. Then, Bull took Lachlan's belt and used it to strap Lachlan's head down. The belt ran over Lachlan's forehead and under the bench, where Bull locked it with its clasp.
"Squat over him and lower your cunt onto his face," Bull directed.
Mel complied. She heard her husband trying to object, but the nonsensical sounds he made only turned her on more, and she rubbed her clit and pussy over his face roughly. Mel closed in on her orgasm, but before she could get there, Bull squatted behind her, and with one almighty shove, rammed his thick, 8-inch cock into her dripping cunt. They both heard Lachlan objecting, "Oooooooo!!!!!!" The O-ring preventing him from making the 'n' sound.
Bull's enormous cock felt so good in her gushing gash that Mel grew even angrier at her husband for denying her what pleasure his 5-inch dick could give her. She took his balls in her hand and ruthlessly squeezed them. To confuse him further, she sucked his cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue over his glans.
"Good, good, good! So fucking good!" Mel grunted around her husband's cock as Bull slammed his gigantic cock into her slut hole. She rammed her ass back to meet Bull's thrusts, grinding her pussy against Lachlan's nose and lips mercilessly. Mel mashed Lachlan's balls, licked his glans, and slammed her hips back to meet Bull's pelvis.
Confused, overwhelmed, and over-stimulated simultaneously, Lachlan's puny cock erupted into his wife's mouth. Mel held it in there and forced Bull back until she could kiss her husband's mouth. Then, using her tongue to force it all out at once, Mel dropped Lachlan's load into his mouth. Lachlan tried shaking his head, but with his head held still and his mouth forced open by the O-ring, his choices were to swallow or choke. He swallowed.



Satisfied, Mel moved until her cunt was above her husband's head again, then she gave herself wholly to the wondrous feeling of being well and truly fucked by a large cock. Lachlan gazed up and watched Bull's gigantic member splitting his wife's pussy lips open and drilling inside her. He despaired, realising that if he didn't lift his game in other ways, she'd never want to have sex with him again.
Lachlan wondered if it was already too late; if he'd lost Mel to the huge-dicked stranger. He thought about how often Mel had caught him watching tranny porn and realised she was doing this to punish him for whacking off rather than make love to her. Tears leaked from his eyes when he heard Mel orgasming on the stranger's massive tool.
The stranger was a man's man. Lachlan realised that and thought about how he looked. Then he recalled that Mel had been indifferent about him getting waxed the first time he'd done it. She hadn't protested or complained, but she used to lie on her side when they were in bed and run her fingers through his belly and chest hair as she talked to him. She had stopped doing it since he'd removed his body hair. Lachlan missed the intimacy of that act.
Bull's grunts brought him back to the present. Lachlan sobbed when he saw Bull's nuts cramp against his shaft. He knew the stranger was unloading into his wife's cunt. Planting his seed deeper into her than Lachlan could ever hope to. Strangely, though, Lachlan's cock reacted to the site by roaring back to full stiffness. When Bull pulled out, Lachlan eagerly awaited his dripping seed. He swallowed as it gushed out of Mel's distended cunt and poured into his mouth.
Mel turned so she could watch her husband's degradation. She lowered her drooling vulva onto his lips and pushed, forcing as much of Bull's cum back out of her cunt as possible. She was amazed that Lachlan accepted it readily and disbelievingly looked over her shoulder. Her eyes widened when she saw Lachlan's cock. It bounced in time with his arousal, and precum poured from its eye.
Grinning evilly, Mel eased back until she could take her husband's slender, 5-inch dick in her hand. She lowered her sloppy, cum-filled cunt onto it and let him feel Bull's semen surrounding his shaft. Although she wouldn't tell him ever, Mel could barely feel Lachlan inside her. She clenched onto his shaft with her pussy muscles and started riding him. As was typical, Lachlan lasted about four pumps before he lost control and emptied himself into her. Mel immediately moved up to cover his mouth again, feeding Lachlan his seed mixed with the remains of Bull's.
Overwhelmed by the continuous stimulus, Lachlan's mind shut down. He woke up, terrified, when he felt something enormous pushing at his rectum. He opened his eyes, expecting to see Bull trying to fuck him. Instead, he saw Mel grinning at him maliciously. Bull was nowhere in sight. He'd left Mel with a number of suggestions, including this one.
Mel followed the instructions on the box and, after several clumsy attempts, managed to buckle on her new strap-on. Mel oiled her 'cock' with the lube Bull supplied, and then, while her husband was unconscious, she untied his ankles from the bench and tied them together instead. Once they were, she moved the belt from Lachlan's forehead and tied it around his hips, clamping his lower body to the bench. Then, Mel lifted Lachlan's legs and laid them over her shoulder. Next, she positioned her 'cock's head' on his sphincter and tried to push it in.
Lachlan tried to yell no, but the O-ring was still in place, and all he could do was protestingly wail, "Oooooooo!"
Mel snarled, "You fantasise about being fucked by a ladyboy? Jack off at every opportunity to tranny porn and have video chats with shemales. You whack off, as it describes fucking your ass? Well, asshole, this is what it would feel like!" She mercilessly forced her entire 'cock' into his ass.
"Oooowwwww!" Lachlan complained as Mel's cock opened his ass and forced its way inside. He tried to buck his hips away, but the belt held him still, and he had no choice but to try and relax and accept the intrusion into his virgin ass.
Mel listened to Bull's advice intently, and recalling what he'd suggested, she shifted her thrust angle until she heard Lachlan gasp and saw his cock jump. Mel grinned, knowing she'd hit his P-spot. She gripped her husband's cock and jacked it firmly as she pounded his ass. He came almost immediately, shooting globules of cum onto his stomach and chest. Laughing malevolently, Mel gathered his cum with her fingers and fed it into his mouth. She'd quickly realised that making him eat his own and her bull's cum was her favourite thing to do.
Mel's hand returned to her husband's barely wilted cock, and she jacked it firmly as she smashed her cock over his P-spot into his ass. Lachlan came again a short time later, and then, despite his whiny complaints, he orgasmed a third time after about five more minutes.
Despite the ring holding his blood in it, Lachlan's cock went completely soft after his third orgasm on his wife's cock. Continual whimpers poured through his O-ring, and Mel finally took pity on him. She eased her 'cock' out of Lachlan's abused ass and released her grasp on his cock. She took the rings off and put them aside. Then, Mel removed Lachlan's O-ring before straddling his chest.
She pressed her heated pussy against his skin. "You're my bitch now, Lachlan. Do you understand? You're my bitch." Mel emphasised each word firmly. "You might try to staunch up and regain your power when I untie you, but if you do, I will send the film clips I took of you sucking Bull's cock to all your friends and family."
"But I didn't," Lachlan protested.
Queuing the first clip, Mel showed it to her husband. "Yes, you did. While you were unconscious, you managed to swallow all of Bull's 8-inch cock. Look, here in the clip, you even sound like you're enjoying it."
Lachlan watched the clips, aghast. It did indeed appear like he was holding Bull's hips and pulling him closer rather than pushing away. Of course, with his hands tied, it was Mel's hands holding Bull's ass.
Mel continued, "So, you can try to smack me around and get your power back, but Bull has copies of these clips, and he will release them if you harm me. Also, if you hurt me, Bull will return, and if he does, I promise you'll be doing much more than unawarely sucking his cock! Let me be crystal clear here, Lachlan. You are my bitch."
She glared at him, ensuring he listened and watched avidly. "You can jack off to tranny porn all you like, but when I need you to service me, you will get on your knees and lick my cunt to the best of your abilities. I will start bringing lovers home to fuck me, Lachlan. Lovers with much bigger cocks than yours. I loved Bull's big cock in my slutty cunt, Lachlan. It touched places even your fingers couldn't reach. I want to experience that again. In fact, I want to experience it over and over again."
Mel chuckled maliciously, "Don't worry though, I'll let you kneel beside my bed and watch as they touch places inside me that you never can, and then I'll let you eat their cum from my cunt, seeing as you like doing that so much. Gawd, Lachlan, did you see him?" Mel continued disparagingly. "All big muscles and hairy arms, legs and chest. That's what a real man looks like, Lachie. They don't look like some cross-dresser wannabe."
"I can be that man for you, Mel," Lachlan desperately pleaded. "I can let my body hair grow back and start going to the gym. Please let me. I want to do that for you."
"Can your cock grow three inches and become an inch and a half thicker in diameter?" Mel asked dismissively. "I'll tell you what, though. I will spend the next six months being fucked by every muscly, hairy, big-dicked man I can find. If at the end of that time, you've grown your body hair back and muscled up, I'll give you one chance to prove you can adequately fuck me."
Mel tittered. "Or, of course," she handed Lachlan her arousal-soaked panties. "You could put these on now and admit you'd rather be my cock sucking, cross-dressing bitch." Lachlan sighed as tears leaked from the corners of his eyes. He looked into his wife's merciless face and pulled on her panties. "Good choice," Mel chuckled, patting Lachlan's head as if he were an obedient dog. She wondered if Bull wanted to come over on Friday.
She called him. He did.

The End.
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The First Wives Academy.

Sally Preston.
Sally Preston stepped out of the limo and glanced around. She held a small bag in her left hand containing the few items she was permitted--two sets of bras and panties, a toothbrush, and a box of tampons. She approached the imposing black oak door and hesitantly used the brass knocker. The door swung open, and Sally entered. The room she entered resembled an upscale hotel lobby or perhaps an opulent private hospital.
"Name?" The woman behind the desk barked.
Sally gulped, staring at the statuesque blonde's pneumatic breasts, thinking they were real or the best boob job she'd ever seen. The blonde's tits had to be an E-cup at the minimum, but their soft swell and gentle movement as she breathed showed they weren't filled with silicon. "Sally Preston," Sally squeaked.
"Ah, yes," the blonde grinned, her smile reminiscent of a barracuda. She flicked through her tablets until she found the one with Sally's name flashing on its screen, then opened it. "The full first wife treatment. You're in for an interesting month, Ms. Preston. But I'm sure that by its end, your husband-to-be will be very happy to become your husband."
"Month?" Sally squeaked. "I'm only here for the weekend spa."
The pneumatic-breasted blonde looked through the tablet and then compared the information on it to her computer screen. She shook her head. "No. Your fiancé paid for the full treatment. That's a month's worth of training and education."
"Training and education?" Sally gasped. "What does that mean?"
The blonde walked around her desk and confronted Sally. Sally's eyes were drawn to the woman's immense cleavage and then lower to where the woman's shaved pussy showed through a revealing split in her micro-miniskirt. Sally gasped again when she saw the woman's clit and clitoral hood were both pierced. The hood with a tiny bell that jingled as the woman walked. Her clit held a barbell that prevented it from fully retracting. Sally dragged her eyes up, briefly registering her name tag, Imogen Bailey. Property of Matthew Bailey.
"It means you've chosen to become the best wife you can possibly be for your husband. We're here to teach you how to become that."
"But I only wanted the weekend spa," Sally protested weakly.
"You can leave," Imogen said flatly, with a smile that didn't touch her predatory eyes. "But if you do, I can guarantee that Leo will call off the engagement as soon as we call to say that you've left."
"I'll talk to him," Sally stated. She looked for a phone, but did not see one. Her instructions included leaving her cell phone at home. "May I use a phone?"
"No, you may not," Imogen said, still smiling humourlessly. "However, you may leave. Exit through the door you entered, and the limo will take you back to your home. Still, I do not for one moment believe that your engagement will still be on when you get there."
Sally sighed, uncertain what to think. She glanced down at her tiny A-cups, slender waist, narrow hips, and shapeless thighs, comparing them to the statuesque blonde in front of her. Not a single feature Sally possessed came close to matching Imogen's. As a law student at Griffith University, Sally hadn't believed her luck when Leo Walters, the senior partner at the law firm where she interned, chose her for personal attention over the other four interns.
Initially, Sally feared that the forty-year-old senior partner wanted her for her youthful appearance and, consequently, for sex. However, Leo's interactions with her remained strictly professional until the end of the term. Then, on her last day of interning for him, Leo invited her to dinner. Sally surrendered her virginity to the virile older man that night, and after a whirlwind six-month relationship, Leo proposed.
Sally accepted, of course, and a date was set. This weekend was Leo's pre-wedding gift to her. She gratefully accepted the gift, believing it would help her avoid the pre-marriage jitters. Now, Sally wondered what on earth was happening? Still, she either trusted her husband-to-be, or she did not. She should walk out the door and call off the wedding if she did not.
"What happens next?" Sally asked, taking the proffered tablet.
Imogen's predatory grin returned, but she replied mildly, "Two of our staff will show you to your room. I suggest you take a shower and make yourself comfortable. Then, around two, they will take you to the meet-and-greet we're hosting for all the new wives staying with us this month. You'll have the opportunity to get to know some people who may become lifelong friends."
The elevator doors opened, and two young people emerged. The first was another pneumatic-breasted, statuesque blonde. The other could have stepped off a 'Hunks in Trunks' wall calendar. The new blonde's breasts swayed deliciously as she walked, and the hunk's enormous cock, snugged into a banana hammock, bounced as he crossed the floor to Sally.
"You may play with either or both until the two o'clock get-together," Imogen said dismissively as she returned to her desk.
Sally gulped, trying to look anywhere but at the man's barely covered cock. She had little experience but knew her fiancé's dick was at least a little above average in length and girth. However, the penis before her was enormous. Sally guessed that even soft, the man's cock was at least eight inches long. She doubted her thumb and finger would meet if she took it in her hand.
Sally tore her eyes away and gasped again. She saw that the new blonde had dressed similarly to Imogen. She wore a silk micro-miniskirt with a revealing centre part. Sally looked higher and saw the woman's breasts showed through her top and that her nipples were pierced, with large gold hoops flattened against her blouse's front. Sally's eyes dropped, and she saw that the woman's labia held several gold rings. A chain zig-zagged between the rings, blocking the woman's entrance.
"Follow us," the blonde woman said, taking Sally's arm in hers and guiding her into the elevator. "You're in the presidential suites on the top floor," Blondie explained and then tittered. "Your fiancé must really love you because those suites are more than a thousand dollars a night."
Unable to understand what was happening, Sally meekly permitted the couple to guide her to her room. The elevator door opened, revealing a short hallway with doors on either side. The blonde opened the left door, leading to a spacious apartment featuring a canopied, four-poster bed. The man pulled back the curtains, exposing a panoramic view of the Gold Coast Hinterlands, with Surfers Paradise Beach visible in the distance.
Sally's bewildered mind finally noticed and read the couple's nameplates. The stacked blonde's name was Maja Pettersen. Beneath that was 'Property of Grant Pettersen'. The man's tag was attached to his banana hammock, just above his enormous cock. It read 'John Day. Property of Imogen Bailey'.
"What's with the name tags?" Sally asked, her brow furrowed in confusion.
"They tell you our names, silly," Maja replied.
"No," Sally corrected, shaking her head. "I mean 'the property of' that appears beneath your name."
"That informs anyone who wants to play with us about whom to contact," Maja explained.
"But what does that mean? Are you a slave? Someone's property? If Imogen belongs to Matthew, then why doesn't John also belong to him? Why does his say that he's Imogen's property?"
"Many things will become clear during your first week here," Maja said mysteriously. "For now, why don't you have a shower, and we'll prepare you for the get-together."
"I showered before I came," Sally said. "I don't need another one yet."
"You should still have one," Maja tittered. "I think you'll enjoy it." Turning away from Sally, Maja dropped to her knees, and before Sally's shocked eyes, pulled John's banana hammock aside and engulfed his entire cock in one fell swoop.
Sally fled to the bathroom. She wasn't averse to giving blowjobs. In fact, she was delighted when Leo patiently taught her how to perform one satisfactorily. Sally regularly got on her knees to give him one. However, Sally wasn't comfortable with people having sex before an audience, and she refused when her fiancé indicated that he wanted to film them fucking.
Sally stripped and turned on the shower. She stepped in once it reached her preferred temperature, luxuriating in the warmth and the cascading water. She noticed several buttons and pressed the top one, curious about their functions. The first button activated side jets that ran along the full length of the shower walls and gently sprayed water over her entire body. Sally loved that feature, so she pressed the second button. That one transformed the cascading flow into near jets. Sally thought they would feel good if she were stiff and sore, but they only hurt at the moment. She pressed it again, and the water returned to a cascading fall.
The third button made the water pulse. Part of the cascade turned off before the bit still on turned off, and the off part came back on. Sally cared little for that feature either and returned it to cascading. The fourth button directed a thick jet of water directly onto her ass and pussy. Sally jumped and twisted it off. But then she wondered how it felt and turned them back on. She looked for the jet on the front wall and saw she could adjust it. Sally redirected the stream until it hit her clit directly. Then she backed up until the rear jet sprayed onto her little dark star.
'OMG!' Sally silently gasped as the twin spouts swiftly drove her to a climax. 'I might marry this shower instead,' she thought as she pinched her tiny, conical nipples and orgasmed. Sally gave herself another one before she reluctantly exited the shower, hoping the two assistants, or whatever they were, were gone.
Sally looked for her clothes, but they were gone. Wrapping the towel around her skinny, flat-chested body, she stepped out of the bathroom, looking for her dress, bra, and panties. Instead of finding them, she saw John on his knees between Maja's thighs, licking her pussy.
Maja grinned, unconcerned about Sally's presence. "Did you enjoy the shower?"
"Yes," Sally said primly. "Where are my clothes?"
"You don't need them until it's time to go home," Maja panted as she held John to her pussy. "I laid out your outfit for today. You'll find similar ones in the drawers beside the bed." Maja groaned as she orgasmed on John's tongue. She pushed him away and asked, "Would you like John to go down on you? He's pretty damned good. I'd recommend him."
"I'm about to get married!" Sally screeched, unable to believe that Maja would make the offer.
"So?" Maja shrugged as she stood and adjusted her clothing back toward decency. "I'm married to Grant, but that doesn't mean I can't play with a willing partner."
"You can cheat on your husband as much as you want," Sally hissed. "At least until he catches you and tosses your slutty ass onto the streets. Me? I'll remain faithful to my fiancé and husband forever."
"It's not cheating if your husband allows and wants you to play," Maja shrugged. "Grant plays with my permission as well."
"What kind of marriage is that?" Sally asked with disgust. "If you want to fuck around, you should stay single."
"It's the kind of marriage your husband wants. That's why he sent you to us," Maja explained, looking at Sally intensely. "We will train you to be the best wife you can be, which will occasionally mean bringing home lovers for your husband to enjoy. Sometimes, he will want to watch you play with another woman, occasionally with a man, and he will regularly expect you to accept that he's found someone he wants to fuck.
"You will learn that his actions do not show he loves you any less, just as your casual lovers do not mean that you do not love him. Both of you will willingly derive pleasure from others while remaining intimately devoted to each other. That is the essence of true love--wanting nothing but your partner's happiness. That is what you will learn, or you will not reach your wedding day."
Sally stared at Maja, gobsmacked. She didn't know what to think, but she had to admit that even after her twin orgasms in the shower, she remained sexually excited. Thinking furiously, Sally pulled the skirt laid out on the bed. She wasn't surprised to find it had a middle part that exposed her hairy pussy.
Sarah Alberts.
Sarah shifted on the limousine's seat, trying to ensure she didn't flash her panties at the driver. She regretted going for a dress so short, but she knew her fiancé, Adam, loved watching her voluptuous bottom jiggle in them. He loved it most when she shaved her pussy and went pantyless. Unfortunately, pulling her dress hem down threatened to expose her enormous tits. Sighing, Sarah held the hem down and tried to stretch the top up. The hem slid from her fingers, pulling up and flashing her panties to the driver, who, fortunately, wasn't watching.
Sarah wondered why someone who wanted to marry her also wanted her to showcase her generous assets to others. From the day they began dating, Adam encouraged Sarah to flirt with other people. He didn't care if it was a man or a woman, although he oddly preferred her to flirt with men. Sarah sighed, realising that her fiancé was also a perpetual flirt. He found Sarah's occasional bursts of jealousy amusing, telling her if she were confident in his love, she would know he would always return to her.
Then, last night, Adam encouraged her to go home with a man who consistently asked her to dance. "Why?" Sarah seethed. "Do you want me to fuck him so you have an excuse to dump me? Well? You don't need an excuse; just dump me and get it over with!"
"No, silly," Adam laughed. "I want you to marry me, but I also want you to keep having fun. Imagine the fun we can enjoy together if you just loosen up a little."
"Was that a proposal, buster?" Sarah snarled. "If it was, it sucked!"
She left with the man and spent the night fucking him. He was still in her bed when Adam phoned this morning. Fully expecting to be dumped, Sarah answered her phone.
Bright and chipper, Adam said, "I've got coffee and breakfast, and I'm on my way to your place. Send your lover home, and I'll see you soon."
Feeling confused and overwhelmed, Sarah woke her overnight guest and sent him home. She quickly took a shower and used a douche. Sarah had barely finished getting dressed when Adam knocked on her door. He moved the tray aside to kiss her cheek and asked cheerily, "Did you have fun?"
"He was okay," Sarah admitted, confusedly following Adam to her dining room table.
"That's a shame," Adam replied, setting out their bacon and eggs meal. He handed Sarah a paper cup filled with coffee. "He certainly talked a big game, so I hoped he'd put you through your paces and you'd greet me bow-legged this morning."
"You don't care that you kind of asked me to marry you, and then I spent the night fucking someone else?" Sarah disbelievingly asked.
"Should I?" Adam queried. "I want to marry you, not be your slave master. True love involves wanting the best for your partner, and forcing them to only make love to you for the rest of their lives seems like a recipe for divorce to me." He looked at her and added, "Eat. We have much to discuss." He popped a forkful of bacon and eggs into his mouth.
Sarah accused, "I suppose you got rid of me so you could fuck that skinny bitch who was all over you at the club?"
"Skinny, salad-eating bitches do nothing for me," Adam replied dismissively. "I like my women to have some meat on their bones. Something I can hold on to as I pound their tight pussies or asses. You fit my profile perfectly because you're staunch without being fat. Your boobs and ass bounce when you walk, but nothing else does. You have no idea how damned sexy that is! Besides, a woman who doesn't enjoy her food rarely enjoys sex. I've seen that correlation way too often to bother dating a skinny slut."
Shocked, Sarah asked, "You went home alone?"
"Yes," Adam replied. He gestured for Sarah to eat.
Sarah sighed and said confusedly, "I don't know what to think about that." She ate autonomically, not thinking about eating, and considering what her boyfriend said. She asked, "If I want you to take me to bed and fuck me, will you?"
"With great delight and gusto," Adam said and grinned. "Why? Do you need a good fucking?"
"Yeah, I think I do," Sarah said. She was still confused.
Adam stood, grabbed Sarah's wrist, and dragged her to her room. Ignoring the mussed sheets and the heavy smell of sex in the air, Adam lay her on her bed and went down on her. Sarah was amazed. She knew she'd douched and that he wouldn't have to eat her lover's cum out of her pussy, but Adam couldn't have known that. Sarah was gobsmacked that, given he knew another man had fucked her earlier, he'd go down on her so eagerly.
Sarah guiltily recalled that she hadn't even asked her previous night's lover his name. But whatever his name was, he wasn't a patch on Adam. Sarah barely managed one minor orgasm for the entire night, and that was from using her fingers when she rode him cowgirl fashion. Adam already had her on the cusp of a climax, and when he slid his finger into her tight vulva and scraped it over her G-spot, Sarah crested, screaming her delight to the ceiling. She orgasmed again before Adam covered her curvy body with his leanly muscled one and drove his meaty 7-inch cock into her dripping gash.
Sarah wrapped her stocky thighs around Adam's hips and rammed her pussy up to meet his inward thrust. "Fuck me," she demanded. "Fuck me until I scream your name!"
So, Adam did. He pounded Sarah as if he wanted to drive her ass through the bed. He moved onto his knees and pushed her legs back and apart. Then, holding her voluptuous ass off the mattress, Adam rammed his thick cock into her drooling gash with all the force he could muster. He powerfully fucked her until Sarah moaned, "Fill me. Please. I can't take any more. Fill your girl's cunt with cum."
Relaxing the firm control he held over his throbbing cock, Adam slammed his hips forward and buried the entire length of his thick member into his girlfriend. With his cock's head lodged close to Sarah's cervix, Adam roared as he spat voluminous quantities of his baby-making batter onto Sarah's cervical canal. He finally stopped after eight or nine cum spasms and collapsed onto his side, pulling Sarah after him. They slept.
Sometime later, Sarah woke up when she felt Adam slide out of bed. She opened her eyes and saw him holding her hand as he knelt on one knee before her. With her heart pounding, Sarah waited as Adam removed a small box from his pants pocket and opened it with one hand. Showing her the enormous ring, Adam asked, "Sarah Alberts, will you do me the honour of becoming my wife?"
"Yes!" Sarah squealed, grabbing the ring from the box and putting it on. She held her hand to the light and admired the sizable diamond on her finger. Looking at Adam with delight, Sarah exclaimed, "It's enormous!"
Adam glanced down at his groin and replied, "Aww, it's not that big."
"Not that, silly," Sarah giggled, slapping Adam's shoulder. "Although it is the biggest I've had inside me."
"Meaning you've seen bigger ones outside of you?" Adam teased.
Sarah blushed and muttered, "You're so mean!" She got up to open the curtains so she could see better.
Adam seized the opportunity to remove an envelope from his jacket's inner pocket. He handed it to Sarah. She opened the package, anticipating it might contain flight tickets to an exotic destination. Her breath caught upon seeing the paper's heading.
The heading read, "The First Wives Academy." Beneath that was written, "Dear Sarah, we are confirming your booking for Friday, 22nd March 2025. We look forward to welcoming you to our facility. We believe your stay with us will be both positive and productive. All the instructions you need to make the best use of our services are attached. Check-in is between 10:00 a.m. and 12 noon. See you then. Best wishes, The First Wives Academy."



"What's this?" Sarah asked wonderingly.
"Precisely what it says," Adam replied, grinning. "It's an academy that will teach you all you need to know to be the best wife and person you can be."
"I don't need that," Sarah insisted.
"I think you do, and I want you to attend," Adam said firmly. "It's only for a month, and what's that when we will be married for decades?"
"Is there one for first husbands?" Sarah asked disparagingly.
"Yes," Adam replied. "I attended when I decided I wanted you for my wife."
Sarah asked curiously, "And what things did you learn?"
"How to be the best husband I can be for you," Adam said, smiling.
"I suppose, then," Sarah said. "But wait. This is for today."
"Yes, it is," Adam replied, still grinning. "The limo will arrive shortly to pick you up. It's nearly a ninety-minute drive to the Academy, and you don't want to be late."
"OMG! What do I wear? What do I take? What about my work?"
"Something sexy so I can admire your gorgeous tits and ass as you walk out the door and get in the limo," Adam replied, chuckling. "Other than that--two pairs of bras and knickers, and a box of tampons because you'll be there a month. I took care of your workplace this morning. They know you will be absent for a month and may not wish to return."
"Why wouldn't I want to go back?" Sarah asked.
"Ask me after the month is up," Adam said, smiling.
Sarah had a swift shower, douched, dressed in something sexy so he could admire her tits and ass, and then packed the items Adam suggested into a small bag. She had barely finished when the limo driver tooted from the driveway. Sarah kissed her fiancé and then reluctantly got into the limo. She left, hoping she hadn't somehow joined a cult or wasn't about to be sold into slavery.
Holding her small bag, Sarah exited the limo and walked to the dark oak door. She pushed on it, finding it didn't open. Shrugging, Sarah used the brass knocker. She shrugged again when the door opened of its own accord and walked inside. Sarah gasped at the room's opulence, but resolutely walked to the reception desk.
"Name?" The woman behind the desk asked disinterestedly. Sarah provided her name, and according to her name tag, Imogen--the woman behind the desk--flicked through the tablets until she found Sarah's. After comparing it against her computer's information, Imogen smiled and said, "Yes, Sarah. Your fiancé has paid for the executive package. I'm sure you'll enjoy your stay in our facility immensely, especially since you have a private room for the duration. " Imogen handed the tablet to Sarah.
Unsure what to do next, Sarah stared about. Imogen walked around the desk and across to Sarah. Sarah gaped, becoming fully aware of the woman's immense breasts for the first time. Sarah was at least a Double-D cup and thought Imogen was at least a cup-and-a-half above that. Her eyes dropped to the woman's exposed snatch, and her eyes widened. Imogen's clitoral hood and clit were fully displayed, their piercings blatantly apparent. Wondering again if she hadn't accidentally joined a sex cult, Sarah considered fleeing. She hoped that the limo driver hadn't left yet.
Handing Sarah her tablet, Imogen explained, "A couple will arrive shortly to guide you to your rooms on the third floor. Only full-package suites are above you, which perhaps indicates how important you are to your fiancé."
"What's the difference?" Sarah asked, trying to find a way to break Imogen's intense gaze.
"The courses are exactly the same," Imogen explained. "It's just that the full-package suites are larger and more richly furnished. They also offer, shall we say, a more personalised service?"
The elevator doors opened. Turning to observe, Sarah's mouth fell open when a dark-haired woman whose breasts possibly exceeded Imogen's exited. Sarah's eyes dropped, and she saw that the woman's skirt, similar to Imogen's, left her pussy entirely bare. A large gold ring held the woman's clitoral hood back from her clitoris, leaving it exposed.
The pneumatic-breasted newcomer walked halfway across the room before Sarah's fascinated eyes shifted to the male accompanying her. The man's oiled, muscular body wetted Sarah's pussy, and her eyes dropped lower. "Oh!" Sarah gasped when she saw the man's barely covered, enormous wang. Adam's dick was by far the biggest that Sarah had seen firsthand, but she thought this man's exceeded Adam's in length and girth. Her wetness turned to outright arousal.
Sarah finally saw the academy staff's name tags. She'd read Imogen's partially, but now she noticed the second line, "Property of Matthew Bailey." She turned her wondering eyes to the dark-haired woman's tag. The woman's name read "Lena Johansson. Property of Graham Johansson." Gulping because she knew reading his tag meant staring at the man's enormous todger, Sarah read, "Paul Patrick. Property of Imogen Bailey." Despite herself, Sarah's eyes lingered on Paul's bulging cock.
Imogen shared a surreptitious wink with Paul before she said, "Lena and Paul will take you to your suite. Feel free to use them in any way you wish until the 2:00 p.m. get-together."
Sarah recalled her discussion with Adam before getting into the limo, and her eyes gleamed. Lena and Paul took her elbows and guided her into the elevator, then down the hall to her rooms. The passageway was roughly the same length as the floor above, but there were four separate doors to four suites this time, unlike the two above.
"You should use the shower," Lena offered after opening the suite's door and letting Sarah inside.
"I had one before getting in the limo," Sarah explained.
"Even so," Lena shrugged as she knelt and removed Paul's G-string briefs, exposing his swiftly swelling, enormous cock. Sarah gasped as Lena swallowed the entire thing without apparent effort. Sarah licked her lips, wondering if she could manage a similar feat. She reluctantly went to the bathroom because she wasn't sure if kneeling beside Lena and trying to swallow Paul's cock was acceptable.
Sarah looked around the gleaming bathroom, amazed by its size and splendour. She thought the shower stall would fit at least two people and probably more if those involved didn't mind being close. She turned the water on and undressed while she waited for it to warm. When it was ready, Sarah stepped under the generous spout. She briefly wondered about the required water pressure to have such a broad, long showerhead cascading with so much water.
Spotting the removable shower head, Sarah took it down. She looked for the tap to change the flow to the hand nozzle and saw only a button on the wall instead. She pressed it and squealed as cold water briefly flowed from the handheld showerhead. Examining it, she saw the button and depressed it. The cascade shifted from the fat nozzles to the thinner ones, increasing the water pressure. Preferring the softer stream, Sarah pressed again, thinking it would revert. Instead, the water centred onto four thin nozzles in the head's centre and came out even faster.
Sarah looked at it consideringly before she grinned. Spreading her labia, Sarah pulled her clitoral hood back and let the jets play over her entrance and clitoris. 'OMG, that feels good,' Sarah thought, stifling her arousal groans. She placed the showerhead between her voluptuous thighs, holding it so that it played over her clit. Then, she eased two fingers into her pussy and stroked her G-spot as she thumbed her button. Revelling in how it felt, Sarah enjoyed two intense back-to-back orgasms before she held her entrance open and hosed her cream out.
After drying off, Sarah looked around, only to find her clothes were gone. She wrapped the towel around her lush assets and exited the bathroom. Paul lay on the bed on his back with Lena on top. They were in a classical sixty-nine. Seeing Sarah leave the bathroom, Lena let Paul's cock out of her mouth with a theatrical slurp and offered it to Sarah.
Sarah was tempted to straddle Paul's reclined body and take it into her sweltering cunt, but was afraid to act that slutty after only a few hours of accepting Adam's proposal. Instead, Instead, she leant over and gobbled Paul's enormous wang down. She was delighted, and a little surprised, when her lips hit Paul's waxed abdomen. Sarah had swallowed all of Adam's lengthy cock but didn't know once you've conquered your gag reflex, until a cock long enough to reach your oesophagus enters your mouth, you won't have any problems with gagging. Paul's cock almost went there, but not quite.
Sarah bobbed her head, trying to make Paul cum, but her wanton needs were too much. Sarah's hands were between her legs as she thumbed her clit. Eventually, her sexually hyper-charged mind thought, 'Fuck it!' She climbed onto the bed, straddled Paul, and guided his enormous todger into her dripping gash. "Oh, fuck, that's good," Sarah groaned as Paul's dick opened her slutty passage up and glided up to bang against her cervix. She placed her hands in the middle of Paul's chest for balance and then rode him like a bucking bronco.
Lena slipped off the bed and circled behind Sarah. She climbed up behind her and pressed her massive rack against Sarah's back. Lena cupped Sarah's heavy Double-D cups and kissed where Sarah's neck met her shoulder. Beyond the kissing games she played with her girlfriends at high school, Sarah hadn't played with a woman before. It wasn't disgust or even indifference to the idea of same-sex sex that prevented Sarah from enjoying a Sapphic relationship; it had been simply a lack of opportunity. Now that one was presented, she would not miss the opportunity. Sarah leaned her head back and moaned, enjoying Lena's hands on her grapefruit-sized breasts.
While squeezing, twisting, and pinching Sarah's nipples, Lena slid her hand across Sarah's rounded tummy and onto her shaved clit. She fingered Sarah's button as she whispered encouragement into Sarah's ear. "Ride him, honey. Ride that big cock like the devil himself was after you." So, she did!
The twin stimulations on her nipples and clit, merging pleasure with pain, added to the same combination in her tight, slippery quim. Paul's cock bounced off Sarah's cervix at the bottom of every plunge. That pain mingled together with the sweet sensation of an enormous cock pulling her clit against it and rubbing on her G-spot. Either of these sensations on their own would have tossed Sarah from her climactic peak. Combined, they sent her into the stratosphere. She came so hard that Lena had to hold her to prevent Sarah from toppling off the bed.
Sarah's eyes opened, and she smiled up at Paul. She lay on her back with Lena's cunt poised above her mouth. Paul had his enormous woody buried deep in her pussy, and he gently rocked back and forth, gently driving Sarah back towards her crest. Sarah looked higher and licked her lips, anticipating tasting Lena's dripping juices. Lena giggled and lowered her pussy onto Sarah's lips.
Servicing Lena's sopping pussy increased Sarah's arousal, and her hips waved to meet Paul's thrusts. Soon, he pounded her just as hard as he could. He scampered beside Sarah towards an immense climax. He felt the staunch woman's cunt pulse around his shaft and knew he couldn't hold on for much longer.
"May I cum in you?" Paul panted.
"Do it!" Sarah hissed and then screamed as Paul ejaculated directly onto her cervical canal opening. Feeling his sperm spraying inside her ignited Sarah's passion, and she screamed again as another thunderous orgasm blasted through her. A third hit when Lena moaned, came, and squirted over Sarah's lips and face.
Lena and Paul cuddled Sarah between them until she returned to her version of normalcy. Then they helped her back into the bathroom and shower. Paul washed Sarah's back and legs, paying particular attention to her dark star. Sarah shuddered, knowing he wanted to fuck her in there. She thought she'd probably let him, but not now. Now, she felt guilty for fucking around on Adam, despite that he seemed to want her to.
Mia Walker.
Mia Walker strode through the academy's door like she did everything: Bold, forthright, and with absolute confidence that she was the hottest chick in the vicinity. Mia's surgically enhanced breasts were her most obvious attribute, quickly followed by her collagen-enhanced lips, surgically altered nose, and tattooed eyebrows. Not happy with being a natural eight, Mia had spent thousands of dollars enhancing her features until she was an undeniable ten. Even Mia's hips had been widened using the excess fat from her thighs. It was a shame that all of her enhancements hadn't altered her attitude.
At just under six feet tall, Mia's long, shapely legs whisked together as her stocking tops rubbed against each other while she crossed the foyer to the desk. Mia faltered slightly when she saw the beautiful blonde receptionist. 'No way those tits are real,' Mia thought, feeling reassured that her E-cups mirrored the woman's.
"Name?" asked the receptionist, Imogen Bailey, according to her name tag, in a brusque manner. She already disliked the plastic surgeon's wet dream seated before her.
"Mia Walker," Mia replied haughtily.
Imogen searched through the few remaining tablets until she found Mia's. She compared the details on the home screen with those on her computer. They matched, so Imogen walked around the desk to hand it to Mia.
Mia's eyes dropped to the woman's exposed, pierced pussy and thought, 'What kind of slut walks around her workplace showing her cunt off?' Mia dragged her eyes high enough to take the tablet.
"Your fiancé purchased the gold package," Imogen explained. "Your rooms are on the second floor. I'll have a porter show you to them. You may play with him until the 2:00 p.m. get-together."
"I understood I was getting the presidential package," Mia said forcefully, refusing to take the tablet. "There must be some mistake."
Imogen returned to her desk to check her screen. She compared the information on both screens and then searched for the original booking. "Ah, yes. I see," Imogen said. "Your fiancé did indeed request the presidential package, but he balked at the $1,000 per day cost. He was then offered the executive bundle, but he decided that at $800 per day, even that was too much. Joshua concluded that the gold package was suitable for his and your needs."
"What are the key differences between the packages?" Mia asked.
"The daily activities are precisely the same," Imogen explained drily. "The difference is the level of accommodation and the amount of personal service. The gold package gives you around the same level of service as an upmarket hotel, so you'll hardly be suffering."
"I demand an upgrade," Mia insisted. "I will settle for an executive suite."
"I believe we have one still available," Imogen said. "Thirty days at an extra three hundred dollars per day is $9,000. Will that be card or bank transfer?"
"That's not acceptable," Mia grated. "I demand you upgrade me for free."
"That's not happening," Imogen said dismissively. "Your options are to check in or leave. Which will it be?"
"I'll take it," Mia replied, snatching the tablet from the desk. Mia recalled that Imogen said she could 'play with the porter' until the get-together. She planned to do just that to get back at Joshua.
The elevator doors opened, and an older, less than physically fit, mid-forties man wearing a cheap suit exited. 'No way I'm fucking that!' Mia immediately thought. She considered her options and realised she had a few, but none that appealed. Mia held no illusions that she could do any better than Joshua.
Mia had ruthlessly pursued rich men from the moment she turned eighteen and learned she could trade her body for 'As' from her university professors. She had captured many older men, but none with the wealth or earning capacity she desired. Mia sought a man who was generationally wealthy, ideally a Packer or a Murdoch. Otherwise, she was looking for someone who earned a high six-figure or low seven-figure salary.
She continued to discard her conquests, climbing her way up the social ladder and seeking a wealthier, preferably older, lover whom she could control. Then, Mia would get pregnant by him so quickly that it would make his head spin. She would follow that with two more children and then decide if she could tolerate him until his passing. Divorce was the obvious alternative: divorce and a substantial settlement, along with significant child support.
The problem was that she was now thirty-five and on the downward slide. In her men's vernacular, she was a depreciating asset. They'd still fuck her, but marriage offers became increasingly rare. Now, instead of her next conquest being wealthier and more established, they were poorer and worse off. Mia settled. Not that marrying a mid-fifties, multi-millionaire widower was 'settling' for most women. It's just that Joshua, despite his wealth, was quite frugal. He had four children by his deceased wife, and he wanted to leave most of his assets to them when he died. Mia would fix that by 'accidentally' getting pregnant.
The elevator doors opened, and Mia followed the man to room 203. She entered and observed a fairly simple hotel room setup. She opened the curtains to reveal a grassy slope. The building had been carved into a steep hill facing east. Although there was a small balcony, the rooms on this side overlooked what remained of the hill. The upper-story rooms were situated above the hill's crest and offered views over the Gold Coast hinterland. The room on the right, where Sally was staying, faced east toward the coast, while the other looked toward Australia's interior.
"You may leave," Mia said dismissively.
"Certainly, Ms. Walker," the porter replied, bowing. "I shall return at 1:55 to guide you to the meeting room." The porter hesitated, suspecting that Mia hadn't read her tablet and wouldn't. Knowing he'd regret it, he said, "There's a dress code for outside your rooms, Ma'am. You might want to check what it is. You'll find the appropriate items in the drawers beside your bed." The porter almost ran from the room, escaping before Mia could read it and blow her top.
"Whatever," Mia said, not really listening and thinking about her situation instead.
Mia accepted her invitation to the academy because Joshua insisted he would not marry her until she had. Mia knew that in terms of an acceptably wealthy lifestyle, Joshua was pretty much her last throw of the dice. Her next step would be to attempt an Anna Nicole Smith and go after a childless billionaire who was near death.
Kylie Robinson.
"You'll be fine," Mark Jacobs told his fiancée. "It's a month at a Gold Coast Hinterland retreat. Isn't that what all you girls wish for?"
"Not on my own," Kylie squeaked. "We've only just gotten engaged. Why are you sending me away for a month? Don't you want to be with me?"
"I want to be with you forever," Mark replied soothingly. "That's why I asked you to marry me. It's also why I want you to take the first wives course. You'll understand why once you've completed it. You'll make friends who will be in your life for good. You'll forge connections that will enrich your life in ways you cannot comprehend. Now, Kylie, stop arguing with me and get changed. The limo will be here soon."
Kylie, who intended to remain a virgin until her marriage, reluctantly changed into a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. She put on her sneakers and gathered the few items Mark had told her to bring. Looking in the bag, she remarked, "If I'm staying for a month, I'll need more than two bras and panties."
"No, you won't," Mark said, smiling. He knew full well that his fiancée would only wear the academy-approved outfit--a micro-miniskirt with a wide vee at its front and a top that would reveal vast amounts of her cleavage and leave her belly button exposed. He expected Kylie would sport a belly button ring when she returned, and probably several others, in less obvious places.



A honk sounded from their driveway, and Kylie kissed her fiancé before she reluctantly stepped outside and entered the waiting limo. Kylie's heart fluttered as the limo drove her to the academy. She knew she loved Mark from almost the moment they'd met. Mark, who was twelve years older than Kylie and the son of a mining magnate, was a black belt at her Jiu-jitsu school. Kylie, who feared being raped, decided taking self-defence classes was the best way to overcome her fears.
There were good reasons for Kylie to be afraid. Her mother told of her rape by the boy she allowed to take her to the school formal. Kylie's older sister was the victim of a date-rape drug. She knew the world was full of bad people and swore she'd never be one of their victims. The moment that Mark helped her adjust her gi and tie it correctly, Kylie was in love. She blushed and smiled whenever he looked her way.
Mark felt the same way. When he touched Kylie's gi to place it properly and correct how it was tied, he felt something akin to an electric shock jump from her, straight to his groin. Only years of self-discipline prevented his fat, seven-inch cock from tenting his trouser front. Mark spent the rest of the lesson surreptitiously examining the young student. He put her age at less than twenty, and her maturity as even less than that. But she had a refreshing innocence, which Mark found almost irresistible.
Mark was too young to appreciate the intense desire that red-blooded Australian males had for Kylie Minogue during her peak popularity. However, he realised that this young woman bore a striking resemblance to the woman affectionately known as the singing budgie. Mark invited her to join him for dinner after class the following week, and they'd barely been apart since.
He told his mother and father of his wish to marry the young woman. Mark Senior and Katherine, his mother, were ecstatic that he'd finally met someone he wanted to wed. Katherine suspected her only son was gay, and although she had no problem with that, she wanted grandchildren to spoil. Mark Senior still hoped for another heir to his growing fortune. They sent him to The First Husbands Academy--a brother academy to The First Wives one. Mark returned with a much deeper understanding of his parents and a new-found respect for his father.
Mark Senior welcomed his son home with a grin and a firm handshake. Mark Senior's pucker clenched, remembering his month at the academy. Marks Senior and Junior learned invaluable lessons at the academy. Mainly, that love was love and sex was just sex. Sex without love was great, and love without sex was possible, but sex with love was a gift from God and should never be wasted.
During his stay, Mark also realised that he didn't want to marry a virgin. However, he knew he couldn't tell Kylie this because she viewed giving him her virginity as the greatest gift she could offer. Mark wished for Kylie to understand that she could share herself with others, both male and female, and it wouldn't alter his love for her.
Like his parents, Mark believed that sexual fidelity to one person placed a ridiculous constraint on a marriage. His family controlled billions in cash and stocks. Temptation would continuously come his way, and Mark was aware that he wasn't always strong enough to resist.
He needed Kylie to understand that even if he might sleep with a hundred different lovers, his love for her remained steadfast and true. Her month at the academy would help her realise this, and she would return to him no longer a virgin, but experienced and confident in the physical aspects of showing love. Mark couldn't wait.
Kylie looked back at her fiancé through the limo's rear window until the limo turned a corner and he was gone. She closed her eyes, remembering how close she'd come to jumping his bones. Kylie was no stranger to self-love, often spending many hours pleasuring herself as she fantasised about the people around her. But with her sister and mother being rape victims, Kylie feared letting a man get too close to her. Her mother's and sister's experiences taught her to be distrustful of men. However, her recalcitrant imagination and body caused her to fantasise about giving herself to a man.
Some of her fears came from her fantasies. Kylie recognised that. Her fantasies were often dark and involved things considered taboo in polite society. Kylie often imagined being made to service a dominant, lipstick lesbian woman, who would use her strap-on to devirginise her holes--taking her vaginal and anal virginities. Another favourite fantasy was being taken in the ass roughly by Mark. Kylie feared these dark imaginings meant she wanted to be raped. She hoped to learn more about herself during her month at the academy.
The limo exited the Pacific Highway at Oxenford and turned towards The Gold Coast Hinterland. Kylie looked out the window as the car moved smoothly through the switchbacks, as they climbed towards the summit of the range between Oxenford and Jimboomba. Towards the top, the road levelled out, and an immense, four-story, river stone façade building hove into view. Kylie had never been this way before, and wondered who had the money to build such a property.
The limo turned off the road and stopped at the gatekeeper's cottage. The driver and guard exchanged pleasantries as the guard confirmed Kylie's identity. The wait allowed Kylie to look across the manicured lawns and gardens that surrounded the building. She wasn't a landscaper, but Kylie guessed each side of the building had lawns and gardens of approximately half-an-acre outside it. Her eyes switched to the building as the limo circled the driveway to the front door. Sally, who dreamed of touring the older parts of the Britain and the United Kingdom, realised the building was built to resemble a Tudor Castle, with the façade appearing to have corner towers.
The Limo pulled up at the front door, and Kylie got out when the driver opened her door. She stared at the massive black oak door before examining the steel gates that could be closed across it. She smiled, realising that when they were closed, they would resemble a portcullis. Kylie used the knocker and entered when the door opened.
Imogen watched the tiny, mousy-looking woman furtively across to her desk. She examined the woman's figure, realising that although the woman was petite, she had a banging body. Imogen looked forward to seeing the changes a month in the academy would bring to the young woman.
"Name?" Imogen asked, affecting disinterest as usual.
"Kylie Robinson," Kylie squeaked nervously.
Her name matched the last tablet Imogen had. Imogen smiled when she read that Kylie's fiancé had booked her into the second presidential suite, across from Sally. Imogen suspected it wouldn't be long before the cleaning staff would only need to make one bed. She walked around her desk to greet her last guest and to give her the tablet.
Kylie's eyes dropped to Imogen's extensive breasts before widening when they went lower. Imogen's husband, Matthew, had dropped by earlier. He'd casually bent her over the desk and fucked her vigorously until Imogen had several orgasms. Then she knelt and accepted his gift down her throat before returning to her duties. Imogen's nipples and cunt showed her current arousal.
Neither of Imogen's male slaves had returned from escorting their guests to their rooms, so Imogen's needs remained rampant. She hoped that Sally and Sarah hadn't drained them too much and that they still had enough left to quench her desires.
She addressed Kylie. "Your fiancé has purchased the presidential suite for you. Ms Robinson, for him to authorise that kind of expenditure, he must love you very much. I hope you appreciate that."
Kylie didn't know where to look. She'd seen the enormous-breasted woman's exposed pussy, and her mind registered the woman's clitoral piercings, but she didn't want to stare. Nor did she want to consider what Imogen's piercings meant. She automatically feared that Mark wanted her to get some done.
Kylie looked away, but then the elevator doors opened, and a virtually naked man and a woman dressed similar to Imogen emerged. Kylie gaped at the man's enormous cock. She'd studied Mark's bulge surreptitiously, unaware if his package was average or not. The near-naked man's wang made her wonder if her fiancé was undersized. Kylie was glad of it, if he were, because she couldn't comprehend how Mark's dick could fit inside her. Her body cringed, imagining trying to accept the banana hammock-wearing man's.
"This is Lars and Mila," Imogen said, introducing the pair. "They will lead you to your suite and assist you in preparing for the 2:00 p.m. get-together."
Looking anywhere other than the barely concealed tits and cock surrounding her, Kylie focused on the pair's name tags. Mila's read, "Mila Andersson. Property of Per Andersson." Lars' read, "Lars Lindberg. Property of Imogen Bailey."
Kylie followed Lars and Mila into the elevator. She'd suspected that Mark was wealthier than he admitted, but did not know how rich he and his family were. That he'd lay out so much for her to spend a month at this facility warmed her heart even more. Kylie decided to approach this month like she approached her university degree. She'd study and work harder than any other student to show him how much she appreciated what he'd done.
The elevators opened, and Kylie's eyes widened as she took in the expensively carpeted hallway and the rich furnishings that adorned it. She gasped when Mila opened the door and welcomed her into the suite. "This must cost a fortune," Kylie exclaimed. Coming from a solidly middle-class family, Kylie lived in a lovely four-bedroom house in a decent suburb. While they couldn't afford a Mercedes or a BMW, her parents drove cars that were less than two years old. After four years, Kylie received her mother's car, and her brother, Max, got their father's. However, the wealth required to pay for thirty days in a room like this was far beyond what she and her family could manage together.
"You should take a shower and change," Mila said before she dropped onto her back on the bed. Lars knelt between her legs, pushed Mila's knees back and apart and lowered his mouth onto her pussy. Kylie gulped and fled into the bathroom.
Kylie didn't know what she had to change into, but Mila and Lars' erotic display had her virgin pussy frothing, and she was afraid of what she'd do if she remained to watch. Kylie stared at the shower, wonderingly. It was huge, with an enormous overhead nozzle, and she suspected it would pour water like rain on the person beneath it. Kylie spotted the chrome side plates and realised water would spray from there, too. She turned the tap on and waited until it reached a temperature she was comfortable with. Then Kylie stripped and stepped under it.
The shower was a walk-in type shower with the floor slightly sunken, so the water remained in the area. Like Sally, Kylie tried the various buttons to figure out what she liked. Kylie enjoyed the stinging nettles, so she also turned the side nozzles to the setting. She luxuriated under their forceful, massaging flow for quite some time, turning back and forth so they caressed every part of her. The second time she turned to face the side panels, a stream hit her clit. Kylie gasped and turned aside before turning back guiltily.
Kylie held still until she achieved a minor climax before she tried another button. The water pulsed along the upper spout and up and down the panels. Although she thought it would be a great way to rinse off, she didn't think much of the program. Kylie tried the fourth button, but, being a little shorter than the previous occupant, the streams hit her pelvis and tailbone. It was uncomfortable, so she quickly turned it off. Curious about why the streams were directed where they were, Kylie bent over and examined the jet on the front wall. Realising it could be adjusted and recalling how the smaller stream felt on her clit, Kylie turned it back on and adjusted the stream until it hit her button.
'OMG!' Kylie gasped in her mind. She quickly turned to see if the jet on the back wall adjusted, too. It could be, but when she bent over to shift it, the first stream jetted directly into her anus. The sudden intense stimulation on her dark star made Kylie scream and straighten up. However, Kylie's most common masturbation fantasies revolved around someone tonguing her chocolate starfish, so she bent over again and backed up until the jet sprayed directly onto her rosebud. Then she bent over and adjust the second stream until it hit her clit.
'OMG!' She inwardly gasped again. Only a few seconds later, Kylie had to brace herself as a massive orgasm rushed through her body and weakened her legs. She shuddered as another, lesser orgasm washed through her before getting out and drying. She looked for her clothes but couldn't find them. Confused, but thinking perhaps she'd undressed in the other room, Kylie wrapped the towel around her petite, shapely body and exited the bathroom.
She was just in time to see Mila, who was astride Lars, take his thick cock in her hand and guide it into her bottom. Shocked but wanting to watch, Kylie bit her bottom lip to stifle her gasp and then leaned against the bathroom door to watch. Lars' dick slid into Mila's ass with no apparent effort, and quickly after that, Mila's hands were in the middle of Lars' chest as she rode him vigorously. Before her, being done to another, was one of Kylie's favourite fap scenes--a woman being taken in her ass roughly. Kylie's pussy frothed, imagining it was her riding Lars' impressive dick.
The pair seemed engrossed in each other, so Kylie surreptitiously eased her towel apart and played with her clit. Although she was a virgin, Kylie was no stranger to self-stimulation. And although you'd be hard-pressed to find anyone to confirm, Kylie was a skilled oral exponent--she found it the easiest way to stop her dates from trying to fuck her. She'd blow them early on in the night and then promise them she'd blow them again on the way home, but only if they were good boys and didn't try to fuck her. Kylie hadn't found a man between eighteen and twenty-one she'd dated who had any problems with that!
Lars eventually grunted, filling Mila's rear hole with cum. Mila lifted off him and rolled over. Lars hadn't wilted even after cumming, and Mila guided him back into her ass. Then, lying back on her hand, Mila patted her pussy and asked, "Would you like to taste me?"
Kylie blushed, realising she'd been caught out. But although lesbian porn was one of her never-fail masturbation fantasies, she said primly. "No, thank you. I'd like to get dressed now."
"Your outfits are in the drawers beside your bed," Mila told her. "Help yourself."
Still embarrassed about being caught watching and masturbating, Kylie removed a skirt and top from the drawer. She took them back to the bathroom, closed and locked the door, and then put them on. The skirt barely covered her muscular ass and left her pussy exposed. The top left Kylie's midriff bare and exposed her swelling breast globes to just short of her nipples. The outfit, quite simply, was scandalous. Although it matched what the academy's staff wore, there was no way Kylie would wear it unless it was for a special occasion for Mark.
Kylie removed the outfit and wrapped the towel back around her. She exited the bathroom carrying the outfit to ask where her clothes were because she wasn't wearing these.
"If you read the tablet," Mila said as she rode Lars. "You'll find that those two items and the 7-inch, strappy stiletto high-heels are all you're allowed to wear for the duration of your stay. However, you may refuse. In which case, we will summon a limo to return you to your apartment. I do not believe your engagement will still be on when you get there, though."
Kylie heard the truth in Mila's statement and reluctantly returned to the bathroom to redress.
Sally Preston.
Sally wanted so much to play with Maja and John because her hairy pussy literally dripped arousal fluids. Taking another sip from her water bottle, trying to cool off, Sally found her eyes drawn to where Maja and John were joined. John's enormous cock pistoned in and out of Maja's distended pussy as Maja moaned and encouraged John to fuck her harder. Then, with a series of deep, guttural grunts, John ejaculated into Maja's grasping cunt. Maja sat on the cusp of another orgasm, but hadn't quite got there yet. Sally was amazed when John pulled out and immediately went down on her.
Sally thought guys just didn't do that before recalling that Leo regularly did. If they'd been apart for a few days, Leo would occasionally climax quickly, leaving Sally unrequited. She'd accepted that it happened and only meant that her lover found her almost irresistible. However, on the few times it had happened, Leo used his mouth, tongue and fingers to complete her climax. Sally thought that was unbelievably sweet of her fiancé.
Sally took another hefty swig of water, trying to calm down. She was terrified that she was about to lose control and join in the debauchery in the bed. However, instead of cooling her ardour, the water seemed to inflame her more. Blushing redder than a sunburn victim, Sally ducked back into the bathroom. Her fingers flew over her pussy as she forcefully pinched her nipples. Biting her bottom lip, Sally shuddered and moaned as an intense, body-shaking orgasm rattled her bones.
Her orgasm only seemed to inflame her further, and Sally eased two fingers inside her cunt, searching for her G-spot. She shifted her left hand to her clit as she vigorously thrust her fingers into her drooling gash. A second climax quickly followed the first, and three more followed in quick succession. Finally, her desire eased enough for Sally to strip and take another shower. She temporarily resisted using the water jets, but as her desire crested, she turned them on and then had to shove her hand in her mouth to stifle her orgasm scream.
After a second orgasm in the shower, Sally finally felt sated enough to get out and dry off. She picked her skirt and top up, only to discover they were drenched with sweat. Pulling a face at the thought of putting the damp clothing on, Sally exited the shower to get another top and dress.
Maja and John waited for her when she left the bathroom. They helped her dress, even though she didn't need their assistance. Then they helped her into the 7-inch, strappy stiletto high-heels and helped her to balance until she could walk unaided. Then they announced it was time to go to the meet and greet.
Holding Sally's elbows as if they were afraid she might run away, Maja and John guided her to the elevator. The elevator doors had just opened when Milla and Lars emerged with Kylie. Sally and Kylie exchanged commiserating looks as they allowed their attendants to lead them to the ground floor and then to the buffet room where the get-together would take place.
Sarah Alberts.
Lena and Paul helped Sarah shower, getting themselves clean simultaneously. Of course, Paul's enormous dick erected in the shower, and Lena encouraged Sarah to kneel beside her and help service his long, thick cock. Lena received Paul's gift not long after and turned to kiss Sarah. Sarah's eyes widened when Lena pushed Paul's cum into her mouth, but experiencing it happening for the first time excited her, and Sarah swirled the cum around before pushing it back into Lena's mouth.
Paul helped Sarah stand and then turned her until her voluptuous bottom pushed against his upper thighs. He soaped his hands before cupping and stroking Sarah's heavy Double-D cup breasts. Sarak looked down and saw Lena grinning up at her. Sarah gasped as Lena's lips encircled her throbbing clit and then she moaned as the dark-haired woman bathed her button with her tongue.



Sarah couldn't believe how pleasurable it was to have a woman lick her clit. Sarah loved giving and receiving oral sex, but a man's attentions to her erogenous zones were often rough, even brutal. Lena's ministrations were so much softer and slower. Instead of forcing Sarah to climb towards her peak, Lena encouraged her there by using long, languorous licks from her entrance to her button and then back. Then, Lena finally took Sarah's clit in her mouth, she sucked firmly and bit it lightly. With a loud scream of pleasure, her body shaking like a leaf in a high wind, Sarah orgasmed harder than she ever had before.
After exchanging positions so that Sarah could pleasure Lena, the threesome washed their sex fluids from each other, turned off the water, exited the shower and dried off. Lena and Paul dried Sarah and then themselves. When everyone was dry, Lena and Paul took Sarah to the bedroom and helped her dress in the required uniform and the 7-inch, strappy stiletto high-heels.
Sarah looked at her exposed cunt and flushed clit and pussy lips and shrugged. Her fiancé, Adam, wanted this for her. Therefore, Sarah would enjoy every moment of her month at the academy. She pulled the top on and giggled because it exposed nothing more than she typically did when she dressed for her husband-to-be.
Sarah turned to Lena and asked, "Did having your labia pierced hurt much?"
"It was a little uncomfortable for a couple of days afterwards," Lena explained. "But the guy who did used some local anaesthetic to numb my pussy lips before he pierced me, so getting them done didn't hurt at all."
"I thought the chain weaving between them was to stop you from using your pussy," Sarah mused.
Spreading her legs so that Sarah could see her perineum, Lena pointed at another hidden gold ring about halfway between her entrance and rosebud. "It can be," she giggled. "Graham has a longer chain that stretches from my hood to my perineum, and if I've been a bad girl, he uses it so I can't have vaginal sex. Simultaneously, he makes me wear a butt plug so my ass is out of bounds, too." Lena giggled again before saying, "It's an effective deterrent because I start climbing the walls if I haven't had sex for a couple of days."
Sarah sipped from the water bottle Lena had given her. She was amazed to notice that she was already wet and ready to go again. She was about to see if they could play some more when Paul announced, "We'd better get moving. It wouldn't do to be late to the first gathering of this month's fiancées."
Paul and Lena held no fears that Sarah wanted to flee, so when she took their hands, they smiled and accompanied her to the elevator. The doors opened, and they stepped in. It went down a floor, and a tall, stacked blonde woman, dressed similarly to Sarah, stepped in. A portly man dressed in a cheap suit accompanied her.
"Hey, Jim," Paul and Lena happily said together.
Mia Walker.
Sarah and Mia were amazed when Lena pressed her statuesque body against the older man. Lena's hand casually groped the porter as she kissed him passionately. Jim's trouser front bulged obscenely, revealing a barely hidden, thick cock that must have been at least eight inches long. Mia immediately regretted choosing not to play with the older man.
Instead, she had sipped from one of the water bottles in her room's small fridge, seemingly becoming increasingly aroused with every sip. Mia tried to distract herself by working through her exercise regimen and then her beauty one. She examined her face in the mirror critically, looking for any unwanted lines or hairs. Mia used the best products on the market to ensure her skin remained moisturised and blemish-free. Botox shots on her forehead and the outsides of her eyes ensured she remained clear-skinned and wrinkle-free even at age thirty-five.
Even after all of that distraction, Mia's pussy continued to froth and her nipples and pussy remained engorged and aching to be touched. Next, Mia tried a cold shower, thinking that if it worked for men, perhaps it would work for her--no such luck. Giving in to the inevitable, Mia lay on her back and used her fingers to give herself a number of back-to-back orgasms. Unfortunately, every climax only increased her arousal, and she eventually forced herself to go to sleep.
Mia woke up an hour later with a pillow between her toned thighs, riding it like it was her favourite fap fantasy--Tim Tszyu. Feeling wet between her legs, sweaty and disgusting, Mia showered. She frowned, exiting the bathroom. Her clothes had disappeared while she was in the shower. She vaguely recalled the porter saying something about 'required dress' and opened her tablet.
Shaking with anger, Mia opened the drawers beside her bed and pulled out the skirt and top inside. She put them on and immediately snarled, "No fucking way!" Mia was no stranger to using her assets to attract her prey, but this went beyond the pale. The idea was to tease and not reveal. Hint at a paradise barely concealed, but not reveal it until she had her fish hooked.
Mia read the tablet's instructions for new guests and realised it was either to wear the items as required, or return to the front desk and ask to go home. Mia chose to remain. 'This asshole had better be worth it!' She thought to herself.
She answered a knock on her door and found the porter waiting to guide her to the get-together. Mia expected his eyes immediately to drop to her enhanced E-cup breasts and then to her lasered-bare, exposed pussy and was surprised when his eyes remained on hers. Mia, another who was already accustomed to wearing 7-inch, strappy stiletto high-heels, followed the porter to the elevator.
The doors opened, revealing a woman who Mia assumed was one of the academy's guests, a second woman similarly dressed to the woman at the front desk, and a tall, muscly, handsome man wearing nothing but a man's G-string. The man's enormous cock bulged his underwear lasciviously and whetted Mia's arousal further. She watched, amazed, when the woman hugged and kissed her porter passionately, and the size of the porter's erection dumbfounded her. Mia immediately regretted sending the man away.
Chapter 2: The Get-Together.
Sarah, who tried several times to engage Mia in a conversation, gave up and allowed Lena and Paul to tug her in the direction of the academy's lounge, where the first meeting of this month's fiancées would occur. She wondered what was up the ass of the obviously surgically enhanced woman. Sarah had encountered many women like Mia, who pedantically pushed their food around their plate while refusing to eat, lest they add an extra gram of fat to their skinny bodies. Sarah enjoyed her food the same way she enjoyed sex--with great gusto!
Lena and Paul allowed Mia to push past them and enter the lounge first. They smiled at Sarah and shrugged, knowing that, of the two women, Sarah would have much less of a struggle to fit in with the academy's programs than the highly strung Mia. The pair wondered what Mia's fiancé had seen in her. Still, it wasn't theirs to judge, so they guided Sarah around the room, introducing her to the other fiancées.
Sarah quickly realised that she was the only plus-sized woman in the group. She sighed, wondering if Adam expected her to become one of those salad-eating bitches. Mia especially reminded her of the long list of 'hot girls' from her high school and college years who had treated her abysmally. She recalled Adam's statement when he said, "Skinny salad-eating bitches do nothing for me," and hoped it was the truth.
Most of the women attending seemed quite vacuous to her. There were two exceptions: the diffident, beautiful blonde whom Lena introduced as Kylie stirred her new bisexual desires, while the shy, mousy-blonde named Sally evoked her protective instincts. Sarah wanted to help the young woman break out of her shell and learn to embrace her sexuality. The three women formed a small group and soon began talking animatedly as they got to know each other.
Mia strode through the small crowd to the bar and immediately ordered a glass of champagne. She hadn't been told to bring any money, so she knew the drinks must either be free or charged back to her fiancé. She was royally pissed, and if Joshua were before her, she would have given him a piece of her mind. This whole ridiculous charade had her fuming. As if she, Mia, queen of all she surveyed, needed to be taught how to be a good wife. 'Bring me a golf ball, and I'll show you how to suck it through a straw,' she thought. 'What else does a husband need?'
Mia sipped her drink and looked over the small crowd. Spotting Lars and his barely concealed enormous wang, Mia stared at him and smiled until he noticed her. Lars muttered something to the woman with him and made his way over to her. Mia assumed it was because she alone stood out among the mingers and slappers in the room.
In reality, it was because the pneumatic-titted, bottle-blonde, surgically enhanced thirty-five-year-old was the only woman over thirty in the room. Lars had a preference for older women. The academy's founder was a sixty-year-old society matron named Cynthia Nixon, whom Lars had joyfully bedded many times.
Lars briefly ignored Mia and ordered a sparkling mineral water with a lime slice from the bartender. Upon receiving it, he turned to Mia and asked, "Do you have questions?"
"You and the other attendants are here to service the guests, right?" Mia asked abrasively.
Hiding his distaste, Lars replied, "Part of our duties is to encourage the fiancées to relax and enjoy their sexuality, yes."
"I would enjoy my sexuality with you," Mia said bluntly.
Lars stared at the mid-thirties woman and wondered if she'd learn anything from the ensuing month. He couldn't understand why anyone could not have seen that the woman was a climber and found only one part of a man's anatomy attractive--his wallet.
He pointed at a portion of the wall behind the bar. "That's a real wood wall, did you know that?" Mia shook her head, wondering about the point of Lars's statement. "Do you see the hole where the knot has fallen out?" Mia looked and nodded. Then Lars said, "I'd rather fuck that knot than you. You're a plastic, wannabe society princess with little going for you other than a surgically enhanced face and body, and I have no idea why anybody would want to marry you." Lars took his drink and rejoined his group, which included the couples assigned to Sarah, Sally, and Kylie.
He smiled, thinking about his Mistress, Imogen Bailey. He intimately knew Paul and John because they were also Imogen's slaves. His grin widened, recalling how much fun Imogen and Matthew had playing with Imogen's men. He remained amazed that Imogen remained Matthew's only servant, despite Imogen's encouragement to take more.
"What did the plastic blonde want?" Mila asked.
"For me to fuck her," Lars replied, and shrugged.
"Oh," Mila giggled. "I take it you said no?"
"I told her I'd rather fuck the knothole in the wall," Lars said flatly.
"Oops," Lena laughed. "Mistress Imogen will cane someone's ass tonight."
"Worth it," Lars chuckled.
The sextet watched as Mia tried to entice more of the staff, but, to a man, they all turned her down. Joshua had spent a lot of time conferring with the academy's founder, Cynthia Nixon, about his fiancée. Joshua believed Mia had potential hidden beneath her icy exterior, and he hoped Cynthia's academy could break Mia's shell and allow the beautiful person he knew she could be to emerge.
A big part of the academy's strategy was to deny Mia any sexual relief other than with someone she thought was beneath her. The theory being that Mia would learn that people were people and their monetary status was immaterial. However, an immediate problem reared its head when Cynthia and her senior staff reviewed Mia's pictures and videos--to a man, they were uninterested in the Botox-filled, collagen-enhanced, silicon-breasted thirty-five-year-old. The academy's groundskeeper, Jim Davis, who is currently pretending to be Mia's porter, was the only man who expressed an interest in fucking her. Somehow, Jim had seen the same thing Mia's fiancé had seen.
Frustrated by her inability to have any of the barely clad men react to her, Mia decided to see if she could join one of the groups swirling around. With her typical arrogance, Mia thought the other women ignored her because her beauty intimidated them. The reality was that many of these young women had been bullied by Mia and her ilk at high school, uni, and at their workplaces, and they were reluctant to open themselves to her lest she bully them here, too. Eventually, Mia gave up and returned to the bar. She ordered another glass of champagne and decided to get drunk.
Sally, Sarah, and Kylie discovered they had much in common. Sarah was significantly more sexually experienced and promiscuous than the other two women, but they all shared a similar sense of humour, and Sarah found herself attracted to both of them. Sally, who had experienced precisely one lover, and Kylie, whose only sexual experience involved giving blowjobs to deter overly eager men, were fascinated by Sarah's adventures, both here and prior to her arrival. Sally, in particular, wondered if she dared try the things that Sarah confessed to having done just before attending the gathering. It seemed Leo wanted her to explore sex with others, but Sally's inherent reticence made it unlikely she would.
Kylie was much more circumspect, but she wondered because she'd been severely tempted when Mila had patted her pussy and invited Kylie to lick it. Kylie wondered if she wasn't, in fact, a lesbian, because she was much more interested in licking Mila's pussy than sucking Lars' cock. However, as she looked around the room at the exposed pussies and barely covered wangs, she found her mouth watering as she imagined kneeling and sucking or tasting. Kylie worried that the other two with her could smell her arousal.
Interestingly, Sarah and Sally shared the same concerns. All three girls were drinking a lovely Chardonnay the bar attendant had suggested, and it seemed their arousal climbed with every sip. Sally looked around, immediately noticing that hers weren't the only nipples tenting tops. She unobtrusively let her eyes drop, and saw many wet slits and even quite a few engorged clitorises.
Sally gulped, wondering if it was normal for women gathered together among barely dressed men to be so aroused. Perhaps her arousal was typical in this situation, but she was unaware of other's arousal because, of course, women rarely exposed their pussies for all to see. Sally turned until she could see her two attendants. Maja and John sat with four others. They all appeared to be drinking mineral water, but their faces were flushed, and the three women's nipples were prominent.
Her eyes lowered, and she saw that although the men's cocks weren't hard, neither were they soft. It was clear that the three couples were also sexually excited. Sally's mouth went dry as she considered Maja's offer. She wondered if it was still on the table and if she should accept it, if it were.
Sarah was about to excuse herself to the ladies' room and use her fingers to gain some relief when an older, stately looking woman walked into the middle of the room holding a microphone. She brought it to her lips, and everyone winced as the feedback screeched through the room. Once it settled, the woman said, "I'm sure they do that on purpose to ensure everyone's listening. Good afternoon, everyone. My name is Cynthia Nixon, and I am the owner and founder of The First Wives Academy."
Cynthia waited for the murmurs to subside before adding, "I started the academy because I noticed a lack of well-educated, well-trained young women for the movers and shakers in society to marry. My husband expressed the same concern about the young men, which is why he established a brother academy to this institution--The First Husbands Academy." Cynthia paused again as a swell of conversation erupted. Then she smiled and said, "Each and every one of your fiancés has attended The First Husbands Academy."
Cynthia waited, smiling as the new attendees asked one another if they knew that about their husbands-to-be. Few did.
Eventually, one of the women ventured, "What did they learn there?"
"The same things you will learn here," Cynthia stated as she walked through the room, observing the various women. Most of them were exactly what Cynthia had come to expect from today's education system. The truly attractive women were all shallow and indifferent, having learned to depend on their looks to achieve what they desired from their men. Cynthia would wager her fortune against the balance on their credit cards that every single one was a dud root. Those who were 'hot' but not movie-star beautiful tended to be quite masculine in their stance and how they responded to her comment. They were women whom Cynthia believed the modern education system had failed most.
These were women who had been told that to compete against 'the patriarchy', they needed to be as aggressive as men. They were informed that a woman could do anything a man could, as if that were a commendable notion. In Cynthia's view, it wasn't. She preferred to excel at being a woman and being the power behind the throne--the quiet advisor in the dead of night, most trusted by her husband.
Cynthia controlled hundreds of millions of dollars, yet didn't appear on one board outside her and her husband's academies. She encouraged and guided her husband by supporting him and ensuring he knew how much she respected him. That was a marriage. Both partners supporting each other to be the best they could be. Even at sixty years of age, Cynthia welcomed her husband home by kneeling before him and blowing him as soon as he entered their home after a long day at work.
Edward expressed his love for Cynthia in the way he knew best. He ensured she lacked for nothing, made it clear how beautiful he thought she was, worked hard and diligently, and listened to her intently, giving her his full attention. That last quality was what Cynthia loved most about her husband. Unlike many men, Edward didn't offer advice when Cynthia spoke about her day. Instead, he asked how she felt about what had occurred, how it affected her, and what he could do to help her heal from whatever had hurt or troubled her. Cynthia loved him for that more than anything else he did.
The same woman asked, "What will we learn?"
"How to love without hesitation or reservation," Cynthia immediately replied. "How to give expecting nothing in return. How to offer and receive support without questioning the other person's motivations. How to give of yourself when you make love--to accept and give everything that you are to your lover. You will discover that love is an infinite resource, and the more you share it, the more it returns to you."
Cynthia scanned the room once more, daring the women to meet her gaze. Few accepted the challenge. Sarah was one of the exceptions. Cynthia continued, "You will learn that love is love and sex is just sex. Sex without love is wonderful, and love without sex is possible, but sex with love is a gift from The Creator that should never be wasted."
Cynthia waited for the hubbub to die before adding, "There will be classes every day. Some will be easy for some of you and difficult for others. You'll learn some basic lessons that simply aren't taught in school anymore: Baking and cooking. Sewing and mending. Deportment and correct language. These are a sample of the things you will learn. You will discover the joy your husband has when he returns home to a clean and tidy house, with a home-cooked meal almost ready for him, and his wife looking like she has just stepped out of Vogue magazine."



"A fifties household?" Mia said disparagingly. "That's what you expect us to be? The little woman who stays at home barefoot, pregnant, and in the kitchen?"
"That depends on whether you want to hold on to your meal ticket," Cynthia said icily. "You can, of course, choose not to learn the lessons we will provide, but don't think your engagement will survive if you fail to learn them, even for a minute."
Chastised, Mia dropped her glare and turned away. She wondered if she shouldn't get up and walk out. What stopped her, surprisingly, wasn't the thought of losing her 'meal ticket'; it was that, in a carefully suppressed part of her heart, Mia loved her fiancé, Joshua Westwood. He treated her better than any man she'd ever been with. Joshua genuinely seemed to want her to be the best person she could be. Mia didn't know it, but the first crack in her ice queen façade had appeared.
Satisfied that she had cowed Mia's rebellion, Cynthia continued. "You will meet here at 7:00 a.m. tomorrow, where you will be divided into groups of four. Each group will be assigned a task in the kitchen where the academy's meals are prepared, and your meal preparation training will commence. I suspect some of you may already be quite skilled in this area. You will help train those who are less experienced. Learn to collaborate instead of competing against each other, ladies, unlike how it typically works outside of here."
Cynthia glided through the room, assessing the women present. She briefly paused at the group of Sally, Sarah, and Kylie, knowing that all three would return to their fiancés prepared to embody the supportive wives and partners their men needed.
She smiled and spoke to the academy students once more. "You've all been supplied a porter or a couple to help you become an academy graduate. Go to them for advice because they have all attended this or its brother academy. If you're horny, you may use each other or your assigned helpers to relieve that. If you wish to use another woman's helpers, you must ask permission from that person's owner. Their name tags spell out who that is, and Imogen or one of the others at the front desk will help you contact them."
Cynthia looked around, noticing that some appeared enthusiastic, others seemed nonplussed, and a few looked angry. Mia fell into the last category. Cynthia concluded with, "Enjoy tonight and make as many friends as you can. These women will become your lifelong friends. The people you know will support you no matter what. They will celebrate your and your husband's successes, share in your losses, and provide unconditional love when you need it most. Learn to love and cherish them as you do your husband." Cynthia turned off the mic and strode sedately from the room.
After the exchange, Sarah asked, "So, did you two, ummm, take advantage of your two helpers?"
"No!" Sally and Kylie gasped together.
"Why? Did you?" Sally asked.
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Sarah exclaimed. "With cocks that big," she gestured around at the enormous wangs that surrounded them, "how could you not?"
"I'm a virgin," Kylie whispered, embarrassed by that fact in this setting.
"Oh, girl, we'll have to fix that for you before we leave here," Sarah chuckled.
"No," Kylie insisted. "I want to give it to Mark on our wedding night."
"Girl, I don't think he wants it," Sarah said, sure she was right. "He wouldn't have sent you here if he did." Personally, Sarah thought being a virgin on your wedding night could only end in disaster and set a disastrous precedent for the rest of your marriage if it didn't go well. As an earthy woman who loved food and sex equally, Sarah couldn't imagine fumbling your way through your first sexual experience with a similarly clueless partner. She'd surrendered her virginity to the first teacher she could seduce during her high school years.
"But," Kylie protested. "Don't men want to marry a virgin?"
"Hell if I'd want to," Sarah said dismissively. "I want to marry a man I know knows how to pleasure me." She turned to Sally and asked, "Are you a virgin, too?"
Sally shook her head and admitted that she'd surrendered her virginity to her fiancé on the first night they'd gone out. Not that Sally wanted to remain a virgin. It was that Leo was the first guy she felt attracted to who was also attracted to her. She'd enviously watched the more promiscuous girls at her high school and university getting laid regularly, but it seemed that the type of guy she wanted didn't want her.
She looked down at her flat, shapeless body and said, "I don't have enough assets to attract a guy who isn't into nerds."
Sarah examined the mousy-blonde girl and couldn't help but agree. However, Sarah thought Sally had enough shape to work with if she knew how to display it correctly. She said, "Try this for me. Stand as tall as you can, pull your shoulders back and stick your tits out. Then, prance over to the bar and get us another round of drinks. I bet more than just a few of these guys watch you."
"I couldn't," Sally replied, blushing.
"You could and you will," Sarah insisted.
"Do it, Sally," Kylie urged. She knew she wasn't brave enough either, but she would be with some encouragement.
Taking a deep breath, Sally stood tall and pulled her shoulders back. Her small but shapely breasts rose as her hardened nipples pointed forward. Then, pretending a confidence she didn't feel, Sally strode across the room to the bar. The effect was that her breasts bounced softly as her muscly ass cheeks flexed and relaxed. Many eyes flicked over her body, with many a tongue dabbing suddenly dry lips.
Sally reached the bar, trying not to pant nervously as she ordered three more glasses of Chardonnay. She became even more aware of the eyes examining her body as she returned to her friends. However, the stares weren't lascivious, and Sally found their scrutiny intoxicating because she felt sexy for the first time in her life.
"You did it!" Kylie said excitedly, clapping her hands and jumping up and down. Which, of course, caused her firm B-cup breasts to bounce delectably.
Sarah avidly watched them bounce, aching to use her mouth on them. Her brief experience with Lena earlier had whetted her appetite for exploration, and she fully intended to pursue her opportunities.
Sally tittered embarrassedly before saying, "I can't believe I just did that!"
"Your ass looked so great, strutting like that!" Kylie said. "It reminded me of those supermodels you see walking on the catwalk."
Sally's disbelieving giggle joined Kylie's, and the girls' eyes widened when they both felt an electric jolt when they touched hands. The shock seemed to jump from their hands directly to their pussies, and both girls gasped as their arousal peaked. Ignoring it, Sally tittered, "Yeah, sure. My tittyless, bony-ass as a supermodel. I can just hear the announcer saying, 'Next is the entirely shapeless Sally Preston. Notice how every item she wears hangs from her shoulders, revealing precisely zero assets.'"
"Oh, I dunno," Sarah drawled. "Do you think Sally Pearson, the Olympic women's 100m hurdles champion, has an attractive body?" Sally nodded, and Sarah continued, "I think yours and hers are quite similar. You even resemble her a little."
Sally looked down at her thin body doubtfully. That someone thought she looked like anything more than an ironing board with eyes was quite amazing to her. She looked up and saw that Kylie was nodding. Sally compared her new friends and noticed their bodies were banging. She thought Sarah resembled a slightly more voluptuous Kat Dennings, and she, too, saw the similarity between Kylie and her famous namesake. "I'll take your word for it," Sally said.
The girls sipped their wines, trying to ignore their growing attraction to each other and how wet their pussies were. "I think there is something in the water and wine here," Sarah joked. "Every time I have a drink, I get hornier."
"Me, too," Kylie and Sally said together.
The threesome looked at each other and laughed, thinking it was a great joke. The threesome knew it was the exposed pussies and barely concealed cocks around them that had their motors running.
"Well, ladies, what are we going to do about it?" Sarah challenged saucily.
Curious, Sally asked, "Did you really make love with your attendants?"
"Well, I'd call it fucking, but yeah, you know, what you said."
"Won't your fiancé be pissed when he finds out and break off the engagement?" Kylie gasped. Her pussy frothed as her mind conjured Mila lying back on Lars and patting her pussy, inviting Kylie to taste. Remembering that incident, Kylie thought, 'I'm so horny, and I could have sex with a woman and remain a virgin. Mark would never know I'd relieved my itch with a woman because I'd still have my hymen.'
Sarah shrugged and replied, "Last night, Adam encouraged me to go home with a man who kept trying to get me to dance with him. I thought he just wanted an excuse to get rid of me, so I figured 'fuck him', and let the guy take me home. Then, this morning, Adam called to say he was on his way over with breakfast and to get rid of my lover. When Adam got there, we made love, and then he proposed. I'd no sooner accepted than Adam bundled me into a limo and sent me here. I'm guessing he wants an open marriage, and if so, I don't mind. I doubt one man will ever be enough for me."
Agog, Sally and Kylie stared at Sarah before Kylie confirmed, "You fucked a guy last night and then your boyfriend called to say he was on his way over and you should send him home. Then, when he got there, he made love to you and then proposed?"
"Jeez, I sound so slutty when you say it like that," Sarah muttered before firmly saying, "Pretty much, yes."
"Do you love him?" Kylie, ever the romantic, asked.
"With all my heart," Sarah confirmed.
"Yet you fuck around with others?" Sally asked.
"Did you hear what the top lady said?" Sarah replied defensively. "It seems like we're all expected to."
Kylie and Sally realised the truth in what Sarah said and exchanged speculative glances.
Kylie turned to Sarah and said, "You think Mark doesn't want my virginity? He wants me to come to the marital bed experienced and ready to play?"
"I have no idea," Sarah admitted. "I wondered if I hadn't somehow signed up for a cult or into sexual slavery, but if this is one or we have been, then it's a damned expensive way to go about doing it."
Curious, Sally inquired, "Which rooms are you two in?"
"I'm on the top floor on the left when you exit the elevator," Kylie replied.
"I'm on the third floor, in one of the two rooms on the right. Why do you ask?" Sarah queried.
"Because Imogen said my suite was a $1,000 per day," Sally replied. "I'm on the top floor on the right."
"Faaaaaarrrrrrrrr out!" Sarah whistled. "That means your fiancé forked out thirty grand for you to stay here!"
"Mine did, too, or maybe because I look west, it's a little less, but still," Kylie added, shaking her head in disbelief at the fact that Mark had that much and would spend that much money on her.
"I can't imagine my rooms being much less," Sarah said wonderingly. "You're saying there are only two suites on the top floor?" Sally and Kylie nodded. "There are only four on my floor, so even if it's half the price of your rooms, that's still fifteen grand, but I'd bet it's more than that." Sarah was stunned that her fiancé would spend such a significant amount of money on her. She felt humbled by the thought he had.
Leaning forward, Sarah muttered, "I'm so freaking horny right now that I could fuck the bed post! If I don't get some relief soon, I'm afraid that I'm going to explode." Kylie and Sally stared at her, shocked, but before they could say anything, Sarah continued, "I'm going to duck into the loos and use my fingers to ease some pressure. Want to come and watch?" She walked off quickly.
Kylie and Sally exchanged another long look before Kylie, who, despite being a virgin, was the least body conscious and more daring of the two women, replied, "Yes. Come on, Sally. Maybe we should give ourselves some relief, too."
Sally was about to say no when she realised that she, too, was as horny as all get out. She let Kylie drag her after Sarah. The ladies' room was virtually empty, so it wasn't difficult to figure out which door Sarah was behind. They knocked, and Sarah opened the door, staring at them wonderingly. Kylie dragged Sally in after her and then locked the door.
"Well?" Kylie asked with a grin, even though her heart pounded nervously.
Confused, Sarah responded, "Well, what?"
"We want to watch you giving yourself relief," Kylie answered.
"Oh," Sarah said. Then, she thought about what Kylie had just said and went, "Oh!" Sarah shifted back, lifted her heels onto the toilet seat, and let her knees fall apart. Excited about displaying and playing with herself before an audience, Sarah thumbed her clit as she slid two fingers into her sopping gash.
Kylie and Sally watched intently as Sarah brought herself closer to an orgasm. Although both women were inexperienced with sex, neither of them was shy about masturbation. Therefore, Sally realised Sarah couldn't quite reach her peak with them watching, and, surprising herself, she bent over and kissed Sarah as she (Sally) pinched Sarah's nipples.
The sudden kiss and extra stimulation crashed Sarah off her peak, and she orgasmed with a shockingly loud scream. Sarah's entire body shook as her climax blasted through her body like a bullet train through a tunnel.
"I guess what we're doing in here isn't a secret anymore," Kylie joked, envious that her friends had enjoyed this moment of intimacy. Kylie's clit throbbed in time with her aching nipples, and eventually, she couldn't stand it. "Move over," she panted, taking Sarah's place when she stood. Lifting her heels onto the commode seat, Kylie spread her knees wide and thumbed her clit.
Sarah stared at Kylie's dripping gash and, overcome with lust, she knelt and tentatively touched her tongue to Kylie's entrance. Kylie, who had been on the edge of an orgasm from the moment she saw Sarah playing with herself, immediately climaxed, coating Sarah's tongue with her sweet and tangy juices. Kylie, lost in euphoria, unawarely placed her hand behind Sarah's head and held her to her pussy tightly. Sarah grinned against Kylie's pussy before stabbing her tongue into the woman's vulva. Kylie crested again, her juices liberally flowing from her pussy and coating her friend's face.
After her second orgasm, Kylie's eyes opened, and she became aware of what she was doing. Blushing bright red, Kylie pushed Sarah away and gasped, "OMG! I'm so sorry. I did not mean to do that!"
Kylie tried to turn away, but Sarah wouldn't let her. "It's okay," Sarah said. "I've wanted to try sex with a woman for years, but have found no one to try it with." Sarah giggled, "Besides, you taste divine, and I'd like to do that again with you. Maybe in a bed and with a couple of guys?"
Sally was amazed that her new friends would do what they had. Initially, she was shocked when Sarah knelt and tongued Kylie's pussy, but then all her lesbian fantasies came crashing in, and she ached to be where the girls were. Giving or receiving, Sally wasn't sure which she wanted to do. All she knew was that if she didn't get some relief soon, she'd explode! Sally touched her clit and entrance and whimpered as her knees shook.
Knowing Sally's need, Kylie took a leap into her future. She grabbed the slender woman's hips and pulled her in front of her. Then, after taking a calming breath, Kylie tilted her head back and kissed Sally's button before lavishing her tongue over that sweet little cum switch.
Sally cried, "OMFG!" as her pussy pulsed. She bit her bottom lip, but couldn't prevent several more cries as a series of orgasmic shocks rattled through her petite body. Sally wondered if she was a lesbian and hadn't admitted it to herself yet. But as she shook with her orgasm, an image of John's enormous cock piercing her pussy blazed through her mind, and she cried out again as another orgasm blasted through her bones. 'Definitely not a lesbian,' Sally thought disjointedly as her body jittered on Kylie's mouth.
The three new friends, temporarily sated, left the cubicle and washed their faces. All three women blushed guiltily, refusing to meet each other's eyes. They didn't regret their tryst, but knew it was their horniness that caused them to make love to the others; not that they necessarily wanted them as lovers. However, there was now an undeniable comradeship between the three, and they all knew they'd make love together many more times in the future, especially during this month at the academy.
Sarah, Sally, and Kylie exited the bathroom and saw that almost the entire room was looking at them. The various attendants and porters looked with approval, some women with envy, and a few with clear disgust. Only Mia seemed indifferent to what they'd done.
Shrugging, Sarah suggested that the other two sit back at their table while she got some drinks. Kylie and Sally, blushing furiously, swiftly agreed and sat at the table with their backs to the room. They were surprised when Maja, John, Lena, Paul, Mila, and Lars joined them. Of course, the girls only knew their helpers, so they had to introduce the others. Each helper greeted the women by name, demonstrating that they knew more about the women than the women knew about them.
After the introductions were complete, Maja smiled and said, "It is good to see that you three are already embracing what the academy wishes you to learn."
"Oh," Sarah said, sitting down and handing out the drinks. "I thought we were just horny and fixing that problem."
"How many of you have had a sexual relationship with another woman before coming to the academy?" Maja asked teasingly. The three women blushed and admitted that they hadn't. "Yet, here you are, less than six hours after joining, having sex with each other in the loos." Maja grinned and added, "Trust me. Having sex in your bed is much more fun than inside a toilet cubicle." Everyone at the table laughed, even the three women, embarrassed though they were.
Chapter 3: The First Evening.
The afternoon get-together continued with only Mia, seemingly not finding a friend or two to chat with. Several women tried, but her icy disdain swiftly chased them away. What was worse for her was that despite drinking several glasses of champagne, she didn't become even remotely tipsy, and every sip seemed to send tingling sensations directly to her clitoris. Eventually, Mia decided she'd had enough and imperiously summoned Jim, the porter, over.
"For how long do I have to endure this bullshit?" Mia asked aggressively.
Purposefully misunderstanding, Jim replied evenly, "You may walk to the front desk and request a limo to take you home at any time. You're not a prisoner here."
Knowing that leaving would mean the death of her engagement to Joshua, Mia snarled, "I meant this ridiculous charade of a party."
Jim answered in the same mild tone, "It's not a party, but a chance for you to meet the other academy attendees and some helpers, porters, and assistants. You're the only one who has not tried to introduce yourself and make new friends."
"They're beneath me," Mia huffed. "There's not a woman here who can compete with my looks and intelligence."
"Perhaps not," Jim replied. "Although, considering how we men's attentions are divided amongst five or so genuine beauties, I'd say you have quite a few competitors. I'd also say those ten women all have better personalities than you."
Mia turned her icy blue eyes on Jim. "And you can fuck off and all," she said coldly. "You'd give your left testicle even to have the chance to sleep with me."



"At the moment, I'd sleep with a brown snake before I'd sleep with you," Jim replied. He looked at her levelly for some time before adding, "Joshua saw potential in you. The potential for a caring person to emerge from underneath your cold, uncaring shell. I saw that potential, too, which is why I volunteered to be your porter after every other one refused."
Mia looked around the room at the men dressed similarly to Jim. Most were real hunks and probably younger than Mia, though not younger than most of the women in the room. "You're saying the rest of the porters refused to work with me?" Mia asked, stunned.
"Yes," Jim replied firmly. "To a man, they saw your photos and read your transcripts and said they were not interested."
"But... but," Mia stuttered, "I'm gorgeous and can have my pick of men."
"True beauty lies in what's beneath," Jim said. "What's beneath that cold, hard, ice queen exterior, Mia? Is there a decent, caring person fighting to get out? Or is there nothing but more ice under the carapace? Your fiancé and I believe there is more beneath the shell. Will you prove us right or wrong?" He walked away.
Mia watched him leave, disbelieving. That fat old man had turned her down? Impossible! Mia knew she could charge thousands per night as a top-end escort because she had received that offer. Yet, this old, fat prick told her he would rather sleep with a snake than with her? Well, Mia called 'bullshit' on that! The problem was that Jim's voice held an undeniable truth, and Mia recognised that at the moment he said it, Jim meant it.
Pondering Jim's pronouncement, Mia looked around the room and compared their bodies and looks to hers. She studied the female attendants the closest and immediately realised that she was the only one with surgically enhanced breasts. Mia looked down at her barely concealed tits and remembered they were a solid C-cup even before she'd had them increased to an E. She wondered briefly why she'd done that, before remembering that men loved big-titted blondes. Which, of course, made Mia wonder if she even remembered her original hair colour. She was pretty sure she was a strawberry-blonde, but wouldn't have taken bets.
Suddenly feeling a little insecure, Mia searched the room for a friendly face before spotting the woman she'd shared an elevator with earlier. 'That tubby tart would love to have a hot friend like me,' Mia thought, sliding off the stool and walking towards her,
Sarah watched Mia approach, hiding her disdain for the plastic-looking woman. She warned the others, "Looks like we're getting company."
"Hello," Mia said sultrily. "We didn't have the chance to become acquainted in the elevator."
"That's because you had your nose stuck so far in the air that I doubt you could have seen what was in front of you," Sarah replied bluntly.
Mia blushed before turning and returning to her seat.
"That was harsh," Sally protested.
"I'm sick of salad-eating, skinny plastic bitches treating me like I'm beneath them," Sarah growled. "Maybe I'm a bit overweight, but plenty of men love a woman who has a few curves."
"I'd love curves like yours," Saly said enviously. "I look like an ironing board with eyes."
"You have shape," Kylie protested. "They're not exaggerated like Sarah's and mine are, but your boobs and hips match and they're both wider than your waist. That's the shape every guy seems to love most."
"Do you think?" Sally said plaintively. "The guys at high school and uni ignored me for girls who looked like you two."
"That's because guys are pigs," Sarah muttered. "Stick a big set of tits on a post and they'll try to pick it up."
Before Sally could answer, Cynthia Nixon walked into the room again. Sally glanced at the clock above the bar, surprised that it read six o'clock--they'd been mingling and chatting for over four hours. The only one who hadn't made at least one new friend was Mia, not that the gorgeous, if plastic, bottle-blonde cared. Or so her demeanour would suggest.
"Ladies, if you would file through that door," Cynthia gestured towards the wall before her, "we'll serve dinner. For tonight, we're having a buffet-style dinner where you grab a plate and help yourself. Starting tomorrow, we will serve an a la carte menu. There are no seating arrangements, so sit where and with whom you please."
"Great! I'm starving," Sarah said, dragging her new friends after her.
Most of the women there looked around nervously, scared to be the first to show they were hungry. However, Sally and Sarah followed Sarah and got plates. They watched, amazed, as Sarah piled BBQ chicken and rib pieces on her plate before adding potato wedges and a little coleslaw. Sally and Kylie, who were both conscious of their weight, took a small portion of skinless roasted chicken breast and a tiny bit of salad without dressing. They followed Sarah to the expansive table and sat beside her.
Sarah sat so that she faced the door and the buffet. She snorted with amusement when she saw how little food Sally and Kylie had gotten. She watched even more amusedly as most of the fiancées did the same. Only about four of the eleven women entering the dining room after them got a helping of any size.
Sarah looked at Sally amusedly before saying, "You ain't growing tits or a bottom eating that little!"
"Huh?" Sally responded.
"Breasts are fat, honey," Sarah explained. "So are hips. I bet that the plastic bitch had the fat hoovered from her thighs and stuck in her ass. It's the only way for that shapeless slag to have an ass that round."
Kylie glanced at Mia before she said doubtfully, "Shapeless?"
"Without the silicone in her tits and the fat added to her ass, she'd have a square shaped body. If that's not shapeless, I don't know what is."
Sally worked through the sentence, thinking square is a shape, so she's hardly shapeless. But Sally knew what Sarah meant, and thought, 'Sarah's saying that without all the cosmetic work, I'd have a better shape than her.' Sally liked that thought. She watched Mia searching for somewhere to sit and realised the women were all freezing her out.
"I feel sorry for her in some ways," Sally said. "Everyone knows she thinks she's better than them, so they're turning their backs on her. She must be so lonely. Do you know her name?"
"I heard the assistants discussing her," Kylie said guiltily, because she knew she'd listened to a personal conversation. "They called her Mia."
Sally watched as the other women around the tables casually closed ranks, leaving no space for Mia to join them. Sally sighed, knowing it was the right thing to do, but knowing Mia would make things difficult and uncomfortable. "Mia," she called, waving her hand. "Join us."
Sally looked at her friends and saw they both looked like they'd bitten lemons. However, they all accepted that Mia needed to join a table, and theirs was the only one available.
Mia heard Sally call her name, and couldn't help feeling relieved. For all of her life, Mia had gotten on better with men than women. Mia's sexuality was always more overt than covert, like most women's were, and even before she'd enhanced herself from an eight to a ten, they felt threatened by her.
She found other women to be shallow and underhanded in their dealings with each other. If Mia had a problem with someone, they knew it. In fact, everyone in her vicinity knew it because Mia was letting them know in no uncertain terms what her problem with them was. Other women found that confronting and labelled her butch, a bitch, or worse. Not that Mia cared. She couldn't give one flying fuck what other women thought of her.
Mia brought her meal to the table and sat beside Sarah, hiding her grimace when she saw Sarah's almost angry response. She sighed, realising that if she were to be there for a month, having some friends to talk to would help speed the days. Pretending cheer, Mia said, "I'm Mia, but I see you've already figured that out."
"I'm Sally," Sally replied. "Beside you is Sarah, and beside me is Kylie."
"Hi," Kylie and Sarah said.
Mia chose to take the bull by the horns and turned to Sarah. "I'm guessing snotty, hot bitches like me have been mean to you in the past?"
"Ever since I grew these," Sarah retorted, cupping her heavy, Double-D tits.
"I get snide comments about being a 'plastic bitch'," Mia offered. "Of course, they're only jealous. The same as those hot bitches are of you."
"Why would you be jealous of me?" Sarah asked disbelievingly.
"I didn't say I was," Mia replied. "I said those bitches that taunted you probably were. Threatened by your sexuality, I'd guess. I have the same problem."
Sarah felt the anger and frustration from years of abuse by hot chicks like Mia seething through her, and she said nastily, "My first thought was that you were one of those jealous, threatened plastic bitches."
"Why would I be jealous of you?" Mia asked. "I'm hotter than you, thinner than you, and I'm better educated. Name one thing you have that I should be jealous of."
Sally wanted to say something, but her in-built reticence stopped her. Kylie had no such problems. She said curtly, "Sarah's all natural. Without the Botox, collagen, and breast implants, you'd be a shapeless seven, maybe an eight on a good day. Sarah's a natural nine, so bzzz, you lose."
Mia looked inside and knew Kylie's summation was correct. However, she really couldn't give a rat's ass about her opinion. Still, she needed friends if she were going to survive this month, and despite having had few female friends during her life, Mis knew these three were her best chance. She grinned and replied, "But with all that stuff, I'm a ten, right?"
"Yes," Kylie replied, giving Mia a withering look.
"So, I'm a plastic ten. You're a natural ten. Sarah is a natural nine, and Sally here only needs a few more well-developed curves, and she's a ten, too. Therefore, given we're the hottest group here, why don't we work together to improve our month?"
"Like what?" Sarah asked, still seething.
Mia looked at her evenly before addressing the group. "With the possible exception of Sarah, I'm probably the most experienced in sex of us, yeah?" The others nodded. "It seems we're here to explore our sexuality and become more open to it, right?" The others nodded, even though Sarah wanted to protest that she was hardly 'experienced'. However, she knew what Mia meant, so she nodded and remained silent.
Mia continued. She even had the grace to blush. "You three were fairly loud in the loos earlier. I've never been with another woman, and it seems our fiancés expect us to bring female lovers to their beds. I can give you help and strategies to keep your men interested. Will you help me with same-sex sex?"
Sarah was about to snarl, "Hell no!" when Sally surprised her and said, "I don't know, Mia. I don't think I could experiment with someone I didn't at least like. I mean, if there's no physical attraction because there's no emotional attachment, I don't think I would enjoy making love to that person."
Mia considered for a while before saying, "Sex for sex's sake can be fun. There's no emotional involvement, just two people sharing their bodies to get each other off. I've fucked many times, and as long as both parties know what they're doing and looking for, it's glorious. However, it's true that it is much better if there's an emotional connection."
"Have you ever fucked someone you actually cared about?" Sarah asked doubtfully.
Tears sprung into Mia's eyes and she admitted, "No, not really. Not since my first boyfriend. Fuck, Jeremy. What a stud! Captain of the first thirteen at my school and the man who took my virginity. I was a skinny seven in those days. All flat-chested, no waist, thin legs because I ran all the time. I loved him so much, and then he dumped me for a voluptuous eight. He broke my heart that day, and I swore I'd make myself so hot no man would ever turn away from me again."
"Did it work?" Kylie asked, feeling sorry for the plastic blonde for the first time.
With tears slowly leaking from her eyes, Mia admitted, "Yes. But it made me cold and uncaring, and I've found it difficult to give myself to someone completely since I made that decision. All I cared about was my ability to turn a man on and make him mine. I've been shallow, not giving my entire self because I was always looking for the bigger, better deal."
"It's hard to trust after being betrayed," Sarah said reluctantly. She felt the same way when a boy had pushed her for sex on their first date and then spent the next week at school bragging about banging her, even though she'd refused. Sarah refused to go on another date with anyone from her high school after that event. She added, "I believe you've made a significant step forward by admitting what you did."
"Perhaps," Mia replied. "Or, being cynical because I'm not sure I trust my motivations, I'm painting another picture and putting up another false façade to get what I want from you three."
"Are you?" Sarah asked bluntly.
Mia shook her head. "I don't believe so, but given my past behaviour, who knows?"
It would take most of the rest of the month for Mia to realise her ice queen façade had suffered another significant crack.
The four women chatted about what the subsequent weeks would entail. Sarah joked it would involve lessons in giving head, taking it up the ass, and other ways to please your husband. Mia kidded that Sarah was probably right as Kylie and Sally watched, wide-eyed and disbelieving. But then Kylie teased, "I've probably given forty or fifty blowjobs." Incredulous, the other three stared at her until she explained. "I used to give boys blowjobs on dates so they wouldn't try to fuck me. I've given so many that I could probably give the teachers lessons on how best to get a man off quickly."
Before the girls could further discuss what Kylie had said, Cynthia Nixon strolled through the dining room. With this room being much smaller than the bar, Cynthia eschewed a microphone and used her strong, compelling voice. "I see we're already developing little cliques amongst the fourteen of you. I'm sorry, but although you will become closer to some than others, I cannot allow the typical cattiness that often develops when five or more women get together. Starting tomorrow at breakfast, you'll form into groups of three or four to attend your lessons and to help cook the meals for your fellow attendees and the staff."
Cynthia looked around the room, challenging anyone to disagree. She continued by naming the groups she wanted. Mia and Sally were in one group, with Kylie and Sarah in another. Cynthia tasked Mia and Sally's group with preparing breakfast while, to Kylie's shock and Sarah's amusement, their morning lesson was named 'Fellatio 101'. 'Fellatio 201' followed that lesson. Lunch was scheduled for 12:30, with another four women assigned to that task while the women who had helped with breakfast were scheduled for the same two courses as the morning groups. Another group of four were selected to help make the evening meal.
Cynthia finished her spiel by saying, "For those not helping with the evening meal, there will be an informal gathering in the bar between five and seven o'clock. You're welcome to attend with our without your attendants."
Not long after that, the groups of women broke up. It was still early, so most were unsure what to do. Sarah gathered her friends and returned to the bar. It was open, so the girls ordered drinks and took a seat in the same corner they were in earlier.
"I can't believe that one of the lessons is how to give head," Kylie said, shaking her head. "I wonder if I shouldn't offer my services to show the others what to do."
"Do it!" Mia retorted. "Offer and then show them how good you are. Lars seems to have the biggest wang I've seen here. Swallow all of him and then say, 'See? Easy!'"
"I can see it now," Sarah chortled. "My name is Kylie, and although I'm a vaginal and anal virgin, I'm the best ever at giving head. Girls, watch and learn. And then you drop to your knees and deep-throat Lars in one fell swoop."
The girls spent the next several hours chatting about this and that. The conversations with Mia were still quite superficial, but a friendship of sorts grew between the four. By the time Sarah announced she was going to bed, the four friends had become comfortable discussing virtually anything.
Chapter 4: The First Night.
Sarah Alberts.
Sarah opened her unit's door, unsurprised to find Lena and Paul waiting for her. They asked if she wanted them to stay, and when she nodded, helped Sarah to undress and get into bed and then got in with her. Sarah didn't understand why they didn't do anything more until Lena explained, "We will encourage you to explore your sexuality, Sarah. But we will not push or try to force you to. If you want nothing more than cuddles for the night or for us to leave, then that is fine. If you want more, you must ask or show what you want."
In answer, Sarah took Lena's head between her hands and guided Mia's lips onto her turgid nipple. Simultaneously, Sarah reached behind her and gripped Paul's swiftly swelling member. She jacked it until it was rigid and then fed it into her sweltering pussy. She moaned as Paul's thick, lengthy cock opened her love passage and glided inside.
Paul rolled onto his back, taking Sarah with him. He hooked his feet around Sarah's ankles and spread her legs wide, offering her sex to Lena's avaricious eyes. Lena hummed delightedly before lowering her lips onto Sarah's button and lavishing it with her tongue. Then Lena used her thumbs to spread Sarah's labia. Holding Sarah's pussy lips apart, Lena tongued from where Paul's lengthy cock plunged into her pussy, up to her clit and then back. Following that path over and over until she sensed Sarah stood on her peak. As Sarah prepared to lead, Lena sucked her cum switch into her mouth, sucked hard, and bit gently.
"Ohhhhhhhhh, ffffffffaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrk!" Sarah yelled as a stupendous orgasm blasted her mind to smithereens.
Once Sarah settled, Paul encouraged her into a sixty-nine with Lena and then knelt behind her voluptuous ass. He gripped Sarah's hips, and with a vicious lunge, planted his entire 7-inch cock into Sarah's cunt. Sarah moaned into Lena's pussy as Lena licked her slit and clit, occasionally lashing Paul's thrusting shaft.
Wanting to give pleasure because the feelings her two lovers were eliciting from her were overwhelming her, Sarah tilted her head and lapped at Lena's dripping juices. Lena moaned against Paul's turgid cock. The sudden extra sensation broke Paul's concentration, and with a guttural growl, he unloaded his nut sack into Sarah's extremely tight, squelchingly hot pussy.
Paul fell onto his side, and Lena rolled Sarah onto her back before eating and sucking Paul's cum from her inflamed cunt. Sarah, still inexperienced in Sapphic love, copied Lena's actions on her pussy to Lena's. The girls had two more orgasms before deciding they should sleep. Sarah couldn't believe how comforting it was to have Lena pressed breast-to-breast with her with Paul in the big spoon position.
Mia Walker.
Jim, Mia's assigned porter, accompanied the tall, surgically enhanced blonde back to her rooms. He opened her door and held it so she could enter and then quietly said, "Good night, Mia. Sleep well."
Jim stepped back, allowing the door to close. But before it did, Mia pulled it back open and, fearful of rejection, asked, "Jim, will you please stay and have a drink with me?"
"I'd love to," Jim said, smiling.
Mia looked into the bar fridge and saw a bottle of expensive chardonnay she'd enjoyed on a previous occasion. Bringing it out, she showed it to Jim, and asked, "Happy with a white wine?"



Jim grinned and said, "Would you be offended if I asked for a beer?"
In a change from her typical response, Mia returned Jim's grin and said, "Not at all." She looked in the fridge and added, "However, if you tell me you want a can of XXXX cat piss, you're out on your ear!"
Holding his heart and pretending to hurt, Jim laughed and replied, "You wound me, young lady. What's wrong with drinking XXXX?"
Chuckling, Mia answered, "It's cat piss, that's why. Mass produced by using chemicals to hasten the brewing process, and it shows in the taste. If you drink that stuff and have a headache in the morning; it's not because of the alcohol but from the chemicals used to force it to brew faster than is natural."
"I did not know that," Jim said, thinking about Mia's assertion. He accepted the bottle of Heineken she held out and tried to spin the top off. He grinned when Mia pulled the cutlery drawer open and handed him a bottle opener.
"Would you like to sit with me at the table?" Mia asked.
'I'd like to bend you over that table and roger you until you scream for mercy,' Jim thought. He smiled and said, "Sure. I'd love to."
Mia sipped her wine, watching Jim. He was shocked when her eyes filled with tears and they ran down her cheeks.
"Whatever is the matter, Mia?" Jim asked concernedly.
"Cold hard bitch. Just a kiss on the lips," Mia muttered the Jet song as her tears fell. "I'm learning that I'm not a very nice person, Jim. Those three youngsters I ate and spent time with are all much nicer people than me. Kylie's a natural ten. Sarah's a solid nine--ten if she loses some weight. And Sally only needs to eat more, so she fills out and she'll be a solid nine, too. I'm a ten, but it's cost me nearly thirty thousand dollars in cosmetic surgery to get there. Then, on top of that, they're all much better people than me.
"Kylie's so innocent, but on the edge of becoming a complete vixen. Sally is so sweet and also innocent, but she wants to explore. The only thing holding her back is a lack of self-confidence, and it's bitches like me who have made her like that."
"So, what are you going to do about it?" Jim asked.
"I think I will try to be a friend for the first time since I hit puberty and figured out what my body could get me."
"I think that's a brilliant plan," Jim replied, smiling.
"Yeah, I'm just not sure if I know how," Mia stated defeatedly.
"It's not that hard. All you need to do is treat your friends how you like to be treated."
"You reckon that's all it is?" Mia said doubtfully.
"You have two ears and only one mouth, which means you should listen twice as much as you speak. Also, don't be too judgemental. Try to understand their point of view before you offer an opinion."
"I can do that," Mia mused.
"Sure, you can," Jim encouraged. He reached out and took Mia's hand. He held it lightly, inscribing small circles and swirls over its palm. Mia watched, fascinated, as Jim stroked along her inner wrist to her elbow. Every stroke and swirl sent delicious tingling sensations directly to her nipples and clitoris.
Mia's lips parted as Jim leaned forward so he could reach her inner upper arm. Unknowingly, she panted as she felt the back of Jim's hand brushing her outer globe. Mia stared at Jim intently when he moved his right hand to cover her breast and pressed it firmly against her nipple.
"Oh!" Mia gasped as her juices flooded her pussy. She couldn't believe how intensely her body was responding to Jim's deft manipulations.
Jim stood and gently pulled Mia to her feet. He pulled her close before humming a soft tune in her delicate ear and encouraging her to dance to his tune. Mia felt Jim's cock erect against her stomach, and she moaned again, pressing her pudenda firmly against it. Mia's nipples ached and her clit throbbed. She could not believe how horny Jim's simple touching and stroking her arm and now his moving smoothly with her had turned her on.
Jim moved seamlessly to another song, this time adding some words in a deep baritone voice. Mia gave herself up to the sweetness of his voice and the eroticism of the dance. Then, Jim carefully unzipped and eased his lengthy, thick, 8-inch cock out of his pants. He ducked a little and slid it along Mia's perineum. They resumed dancing with Jim's solid pole sliding over Mia's clit and across her entrance.
Hotter than she could ever remember being, Mia whimpered as she tried to lift a little higher and accept Jim's dick inside her. Jim grinned at her, pulled her closer, and refused to let his cock slide into the tall blonde. Mia mewled with need, but meekly accepted Jim's dominance--it made her want him even more, to where her juices had covered Jim's cock and soaked his trouser front.
Finally, after a third sung/hummed song, Jim moved his hands to Mia's muscular bottom. He lifted her higher and slowly, deliciously, lowered her onto his enormous todger. It slid into Mia's tight passage, igniting her first squealed orgasm even before he bottomed out against her cervix.
"Oh, Jaysus!" Mia panted as Jim pushed her against the wall and proceeded to fuck her with long, fluid strokes. At the end of every plunge, Jim's cock rapped against her cervix. When this happened with previous lovers, all Mia felt was pain. Not with Jim. The pain was still there, but it somehow combined with the pleasure of his enormous cock roaring up her tight passage to drive Mia wild with arousal. She bit Jim's neck and screamed into it, "Fuck me! Oh, Jaysus and all His angels wept. Fuck me!"
Sliding his hands up behind her back so he could hold Mia's shoulders, Jim ripped her down as he powered his hips forward, slamming his thick todger against her cervix with every vicious thrust.
Mia, her eyes rolled back, climaxed and then orgasmed again, muttering, "Yes! Fuck me! Harder! Yes. Harder. Do it, you fucker! Fuck me like the slut I am."
Instead of obeying, Jim lifted Mia off his cock, spun her around, and bent her over the small dining table. Then, reinserting his cock, Jim smacked Mia's ass and demanded, "Whose cunt is this?"
"Yours, Master."
"Wrong answer," Jim roared. He slapped her ass again and repeated, "Whose cunt is this?"
"Yours, Jim."
"Do I own you, do I?" Jim asked sarcastically. "I stick my dick in your horny cunt once and you belong to me?"
"No!"
"Then whose cunt is this?"
"Joshua Westwood's!" Mia yelled as she crested again.
"Still wrong!" Jim bellowed.
Trying to think between her seemingly endless orgasms, Mia suddenly realised the only truth that matter. "It's my cunt!" Mia said firmly. "Mine, and it's not a cunt because I am not a crude person. It's my pussy."
Jim eased out of her pussy and said, "Yes, it is. Yet you let me take it. Why is that?"
"Because I wanted you to."
"Why? I'm not rich, nor do I have a prestigious job that will make me rich one day. Why, when all you've ever done is use your assets to ensnare men, why would you willingly give your pussy to a fat older man?"
"Because you're a decent guy who has treated me well, despite my treatment of you."
"Now that is a good reason to make love to someone," Jim smiled. "Now that you've got what you wanted, would you like me to go?"
"No," Mia immediately replied. "I want to suck you until you cum in my mouth, and then I want you to spend the night making love."
So they did.
Sally and Kylie.
Sally and Kylie said goodnight as the others got off at their floors. With their elbows interlinked, the girls giggled as they walked down the short hall separating their rooms. Sally balked a little before saying shyly, "Would you like to coin for a nightcap?"
Just as shyly, Kylie simpered before replying, "Yes. I'd love to."
Sally had learned quite a bit about wine from dining with Leo. She looked in the fridge and brought a bottle of Semillon. After popping the cork, Sally poured two glasses, and the girls sat on the two-seater couch. They sipped, not staring at each other and feeling awkward and uncomfortable. Without Sarah, the easy camaraderie from earlier had disappeared. However, both girls had ulterior motives for asking and accepting the drink invitation.
Kylie, the braver if less experienced of the two, took the bull by the horns. The next time Sally lowered her glass, Kylie leant forward and kissed her. Startled, Sally pulled back, but then the urgency in her pussy caused her to moan and lean back in to renew their kiss. The kiss quickly turned from exploratory to passionate, and next thing they knew, the girls were tearing at each other's clothes, trying to get the other naked as quickly as possible.
Sally admired Kylie's petite but gorgeously shapely body. Kylie was only a 30B, but on her petite frame, they looked enormous. Sally looked despairingly down at her flat chest. Her A-cups barely held enough to bother wearing a bra. Sally pretty much only did when out in public to hide her thick, elongated nipples. However, her thoughts exploded into pure sexual arousal when Kylie tipped her head forward and lashed her tongue over Sally's nipples.
"Gawd," Sally moaned, holding Kylie's head to her breast.
"Let's get on the bed," Kylie suggested.
Holding hands, the girls ran across to the bedroom and almost leapt onto the bed. Their mouths mashed together as they inexpertly kissed, sharing their passion as they did. Slowly, as their arousal grew, they regained control of their emotions, and their kisses morphed into sensual, passionate pashes that drove each other towards a sexual peak.
Sally got there first when Kylie clumsily fingered her clit and lightly bit her nipple. She rolled Kylie onto her back, and taking a deep breath to shore up her courage, slowly kissed down Kylie's body. Sally paused at Kylie's stiffened nipples to tease and batter them with her tongue before kissing lower. Reaching her friend's pussy, Sally hesitated. In their earlier escapade, Kylie had licked Sally's clit, sending her into a crashing orgasm. Could she do the same for her new friend? Taking a deep breath, Sally decided, 'Yes, she could!' She lowered her head, slid her tongue out, and touched it to Kylie's wetness and heat.
"Oh, my Lawd!" Kylie moaned. "That feels so good!"
Knowing where she liked to be touched, Sally licked along Kylie's slit onto her button. Sally sucked that divine nub into her mouth before battering it with her tongue. Kylie's moans increased in volume and intensity, rewarding Sally's efforts. Kylie's hands sunk into Sally's hair, gripping the young woman to her pussy as she waved her hips back and forth, grinding against Sally's lips.
"Yes!" Kylie hissed as her orgasm hit. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" Kylie groaned as her back arched off the bed, trying to stuff her entire pussy into Sally's mouth.
Sally, remembering what Leo did for her, pressed a finger against Kylie's dripping centre. She expected to find a hymen, but the opening parted without Sally finding one. Confused, Sally asked, "If you're a virgin, why don't you have a hymen?"
"Years of gymnastics," Kylie explained. "I would have torn it on the beam or the parallel bars in my early teens, or maybe even before."
"Oh," Sally responded, embarrassed by her lack of knowledge. "I didn't know that could happen."
"Are you a virgin, too?" Kylie asked.
"No," Sally reluctantly admitted. "Leo, who is my fiancé and was my boss, took it a couple of months ago. I had to pretty much throw myself at him to get him to take it, though."
"What was it like?" Kylie asked as she scooted higher and cuddled the other girl, letting her hands roam over Sally's A+-cup breasts.
"Leo was wonderful," Sally said dreamily. "He was so patient and caring with me, making sure I was hotter than butter on the fry pan when he entered me. But I sucked, you know?" Sally blushed. "I mean, yeah, well... I did that, too. I mean I had no idea what I was doing. I tried to give Leo a blowjob, and I didn't think about covering my teeth with my lips and I kind of bit him instead." Sally giggled embarrassedly. "Even so, Leo remained patient and explained how to do it so I could pleasure him like he did me."
"Did you, you know, swallow?"
Sally blushed again and replied, "Leo told me I didn't have to, but I wanted to, you know? I'd cum like a gazillion times to his one, so I wanted to do something special for him."
"What does it taste like?"
"Salty, slimy. Maybe a bit like a warm oyster, kind of. I dunno how to describe it."
"But not gross, right?"
"An acquired taste like raw oysters," Sally explained.
"Did you only do that once?" Kylie asked as she casually took Sally's hand and placed on her vagina.
Sally grinned at her new friend and slid her middle finger into Kylie's pussy. "Sounds like someone's dying to suck her boyfriend off."
"If you were so bad the first time, maybe I should practice on my male attendant," Kylie mused as she held Sally's hand still and ground against it.
"Maybe we could get the two female attendants to show us and teach us?" Sally suggested as she wriggled her ginger inside her new friend and searched for her G-spot. Leo had found Sally's spot and taught her just how good having that spot played with was.
"Gaawwdd!" Kylie moaned, as Sally's inexperienced finger stroked over the rough patch that indicated her G-spot. She panted, "Yeah. I think that's a good idea. Not tonight, though. Tonight is for you and me, yeah?"
"Yeah," Sally agreed. "May I taste you again?"
"Please," Kylie gasped.
It was well beyond midnight before the two inexperienced lovers finally fell asleep.
The First Morning.
After breakfast, as they'd been instructed, Kylie, Sally, Sarah, and Mia stayed in the dining room. Mia and Sally were heading to the kitchen to help with lunch preparation, and Kylie and Sarah had their first class: Fellatio 101. After exchanging quick hugs, the four new friends made their way to their designated areas.
Kylie and Sarah held hands as they entered the small lecture room. They were the last to arrive, with seven other women already there. They took seats towards the back of the room, and were surprised when Imogen Bailey strode into the room, closing the door behind her.
Imogen carried several bananas with her, handing one out to every woman there. "Welcome to Fellatio 101," Imogen purred in her sultry voice. "Today we will begin to learn how to swallow an average sized cock without choking or gagging. Believe it or not, the bananas on your table before you are all between five and six inches long. Using the self-reported numbers, the average length of a man's penis is five and three-quarter inches. Now, those of us who have seen a few know that number is exaggerated at best. But I also know that all of your prospective husbands are, in fact, a little longer than these bananas."
The women in the class tittered and blushed, but not one denied that their fiancés were less endowed than the five-to-six-inch bananas. Imogen continued. "I'm fairly sure each of you knows the basics of cock sucking, so although this is called Fellatio 101, we will begin working on your gag reflexes so you can successfully swallow your man's entire cock. Nothing impresses a man more than a woman who can engulf his entire cock without retching or choking."
Imogen moved to the front of the class, taking her banana in her hand. Then, tilting her head to the side, Imogen lay the banana along her cheek, showing that its length was longer than from her lips to the back of her head. "As you can see, even at six inches, the 'cock' needs to go partially down my throat before it disappears entirely. So, if I'm lying on my back, with my lover straddling my chest, his tight ass resting on my tits, and he wants me to blow him." Imogen tilted her head forward as if bending forward to take her man's dick in her mouth. "Then I need to overcome my natural gag reflex to allow his cock to slide down my throat until his pelvis presses against my nose."
Taking the banana firmly in her right hand, Imogen slid its tip into her mouth before lasciviously running her tongue around its circumference. Then, swallowing, Imogen allowed the entire banana to enter her mouth, swallowing again as it hit her gag reflex. She gulped the cock-like fruit until all but the banana's bottom was in her mouth before sliding it back out and addressing the class. "Your gag reflex is a natural thing to prevent you from swallowing anything too big to slide down your throat," she explained. "It takes some practice to overcome it, but practice is all that's needed." Imogen swallowed the fruit again, showing no discomfort as it slid down her throat. "Your turns," she giggled.
Almost the entire class struggled to take much more than half of their cock substitutes. The exception was Sarah, which Imogen had expected, and, shocking to Imogen and the rest of the class, Kylie. Sarah held the fruit in her shapely hand, slid about half of it in, and then half the base to take the rest. Kylie waited until Imogen was watching and then placed the banana on its bottom end, keeping it upright by holding its base between her flattened, palm down, thumb and forefinger. Then she lowered her lips onto the banana's tip and engulfed the entire banana with one swift gulp, stopping only when her lips hit the tabletop.
"Impressive," Imogen told Kylie, an amused smile playing over her face. "Whooda thunk the virgin was such an accomplished flesh flute player?" The rest of the class tittered and then gasped as Kylie nonchalantly bit into and chewed the banana up before swallowing it. "I wouldn't recommend you do that to Mark, but otherwise, good job. Would you like to help me teach the others?"
"Sure," Kylie shrugged. "I don't think Sarah needs any help, so maybe she could help, too?"
"Yes, good idea," Imogen agreed.
Imogen, Kylie and Sarah spread through the room, showing and explaining how to overcome each woman's gag reflex. "It's mostly about being mentally strong enough to squash your body's inclination to retch," Kylie explained to one of the fiancées, who struggled to accept more than around half of her cock substitute down her throat. "As the 'cock' nears your gag reflex, swallow lots and concentrate on stifling the urge to throw up."
It took another few minutes of practice, but the young woman eventually managed, with Imogen and Sarah's encouragement, to swallow her whole banana without retching. She was the last to achieve the feat, and the other class members applauded when she finally managed. Of course, 'cocks' of just five to six inches were merely the beginning. Imogen left the room briefly before returning with another basket of the yellow fruit--these were all in the seven-to-eight-inch range.
"Ladies, once you've overcome your gag reflex, size from there on is only a matter of degree because once the cock is past your gag reflex, the length doesn't matter until the cock head enters your throat proper. Another challenge begins then because, of course, a lengthy dick of eight or more inches will occlude your airways and make it impossible to breathe."
Imogen peeled one of the new bananas and demonstrated, as she had with the first ones, how the length of this 'cock' was significantly longer than the width of her mouth. Then, holding the slippery fruit by its base, she then effortlessly swallowed the entire thing, bringing it back out covered in spittle, a streamer reaching from the 'cock' to her lips.
"Here's the thing," Imogen tittered, amused by her 'fact'. "With men with small dicks, you should always pretend to struggle to swallow them because it will make them feel more manly if you 'choke' on their 'huge cocks'. However, if you want to impress men with large cocks, swallow them to the root without pause or hesitation, and without the merest hint of choking or retching." She demonstrated on her banana again, sliding the cock-shaped fruit into her mouth and down her gullet with one smooth, easy action.



The women in this class, after watching Imogen's demonstration, peeled their bananas and tried to emulate her, with varying degrees of success. The first thing they found was, initially, they had to fight their gag reflex again. Even the small ten-to-fifteen-minute gap between finishing their previous task and starting this one had returned the sensitivity of their reflex. However, this time it did not take them long to suppress it again, and the bananas were soon disappearing down throats with relative ease.
"Well done, ladies," Imogen said, smiling. "Now we get to the interesting part--we bring in some real cocks for you to practice on." She opened the door and the various attendants and porters for the women assembled walked in. They crossed to their charges and stood before them. Matthew, Imogen's husband, stood before her, grinning like that cat that got the canary. His grin widened when Imogen placed a small pillow before him and then knelt on it. "We'll begin with the standard on your knees blowjob," she explained. "Ladies, you should welcome your man home with one of these every evening."
Imogen unbuckled and unzipped Matthew's pants and pulled them down, exposing his throbbing 8-inch todger. Then, gripping his hips, Imogen free-handed her mouth down Matthew's shaft until her nose rested in his crinkly pubic hair. Next, she gripped his cock with her right hand and jacked it as she swirled her tongue around his glans and sucked the head like it was a lollypop.
Imogen let her husband's cock from her mouth with a loud slurp and popping sound. She gazed around at the wide-eyed women surrounding her. Some of them were hooded in arousal, that was evident. "Grab a pillow and get on your knees, ladies," she commanded.
Several of the women exchanged nervous glances and titters before complying, but the majority almost gleefully fetched a pillow and got on their knees before their assigned helper or porter.
"Again," Imogen explained as she slowly jacked her husband's enormous tool. "If your husband's dick stands at six inches or longer, you should swallow him whole without pause or effort. That is how you impress a man with an above average-sized penis. However, if your husband is less than that, you should choke and pretend to struggle to accept him down your throat, because that is how you make him feel manly and powerful." Imogen tittered, "However, I can personally attest that none of you will have to pretend to choke with the men before you."
Imogen went on to fellate her husband, stopping every few minutes both to allow Matthew to cool down and to explain what she was doing and why. She alternated between slowly engulfing his entire cock as she cupped and gently fondled his balls to gripping Matthew's shaft firmly and jacking it as she lavished attention on his glans. Through all of these actions, Imogen kept a constant, firm suction on her husband's dick, driving Matthew to the point of no return many times but never once letting him jump over the edge.
The women studied Imogen's technique until they were sure they had the motions memorised and then turned their attentions to the men they knelt before. Many groans emanated from the standing men as their rampantly erect cocks were slowly engulfed by warm, wet mouths.
Imogen, seeing that her audience was occupied, returned her attention to her husband's throbbing cock with a vengeance. She stopped playing with it and concentrated on making it explode as swiftly as possible. Matthew's hands snatched to her head, and with a deep guttural groan, he filled his wife's greedily sucking mouth with his potent seed. Imogen smiled around the cock in her mouth, proud of how quickly she could bring her man to fruition, despite that they'd lived together for more than ten years.
She smiled up at her man as she tucked him back into his trousers and then wiped the cum that had dribbled from her mouth. The almost forty-five minutes of constant teasing from her gifted hands and mouth had ensured that Matthew had a generous gift for her, a gift she enjoyed receiving despite not getting anything for herself. Imogen's clit throbbed, and she was wet. Once this lesson was over, she planned on taking Matthew, John, Paul, and Lars back to their home-away-from-home apartment at the academy. Imogen needed a cock in all three of her love holes and a nice, thick dick for her right hand.
Matthew grinned at his wife as he pulled her to her feet. "I'll get back to work," he stated. "You know where I'll be. Come and get me when you're finished here and me and your boys will quench the slutty fire in your horny cunt."
"Done deal," Imogen replied, kissing her man passionately before returning her attention back to her class. She wandered around the class, giving hints and tips to those who seemed to be struggling to get their men over the edge. Before long, every cock had been drained, leaving the women feeling happy and proud of their achievements. For more than one, it was their first successful blowjob.
Imogen knelt before Kylie's man, who was Lars Lindberg, one of her boys. Lars was still gasping, revelling in the expert blowjob Kylie had just given him. His thick trouser snake still hung outside his trousers, saliva still smothered over it. "I thought you had better control than that, Lars," Imogen giggled as she took his softening member in her dainty hand.
"Ms Robinson is a beyond excellent fellatrix," Lars protested. "She had her finger in my ass, massaging my prostate before I had a chance to figure what was happening. I lost the battle not long after that."
"Me thinks out little Miss Robinson is not quite as virginal as she's have us believe," Sarah teased. She'd brought her man, Paul, to fruition not long after Kylie's success.
"All I've ever done is give blowjobs to pushy boys to stop them trying to fuck me," Kylie replied, chuckling.
"What about yourself?" Imogen asked, momentarily releasing Lars's cock from her mouth, where she was expertly bringing him back to full-mast. "What do you get out of doing that?"
"I get to keep my virginity," Kylie said primly. "It's my gift to Mark."
"What if Mark doesn't want it?" Imogen asked as she jacked Lars. "What if he wants to ravage you when he first has you? He can't do that if you're wholly inexperienced."
"He has encouraged me to explore before we get married," Kylie admitted. "But I thought he was only testing my faithfulness to him."
"Does blowing someone excite you?" Sarah queried, copying Imogen and trying to revive her man's erection.
"Oh, Lawd, yes," Kylie muttered. "Once I get inside, I have to use my fingers to relieve the itch, if you know what I mean."
Releasing Lars's cock momentarily again, Imogen asked, "So why keep holding out? Why not let one of them relieve that itch for you? Fucking is a whole lot more fun than masturbating."
"I want to be a traditional wife," Kylie explained, watching Imogen enviously. Kylie's pussy throbbed, still stimulated from blowing Lars and that feeling exacerbated by the lewd spectacles occurring all around her. "One man where I stay at home and raise the kids, look after the house, and encourage my man to be the best he can be."
"That is also the aim of The First Wives Academy," Imogen pointed out, relinquishing Lars's cock back to Kylie. "Traditional wives, except that they're sexually uninhibited. That is our goal." Imogen stood and addressed the room as she explained how the women's men expected them to be. "We at the academy, and your future husbands, too, believe monogamy is a stupid, unrealistic basis to found a marriage on. You're marrying rich men who will be surrounded by temptation their whole lives. Almost inevitably, they will sometimes succumb to that temptation."
Imogen walked around the room, encouraging her students to revive and service the cocks before them again. She continued, "Not only that, your men will be working long hours as they gather and/or cement their wealth and reputations. This will mean, as stay-at-home mums, you will have long periods of boredom. Many of you will face temptation to stray, as well. Some of you will fall prey to that temptation.
"Here at the academy, we aim to show you how to accept that your men will occasionally stray, and to help you realise the best way to control where and when he strays is to choose his straying companions for him. Women that may also be your lover. Men that your husband admire and respect and will be happy to share you with.
"Some of you may have noticed that four of the men in this room have tags that identify them as belonging to me. They do. I have taken them as lovers with my husband's approval. Now, although Matthew helps them to fuck me senseless regularly, he is not gay or even bisexual. Matthew does not play with my boys, although my boys do play with each other. Mainly for my viewing pleasure."
Imogen looked around the room, noticing the avid expressions that most of the women had on their faces. She grinned and added, "That's right, ladies. I nice stiff cock for all three of my slut holes and a fourth to grip and stroke as I'm fucked. Treat your man right, bring him home the occasional treat. Accept that he will occasionally stray and remain sure that he loves you before all others, and this little piece of fluff on the side means nothing, and you may find that he allows or even encourages you to take other lovers so that you're not alone and bored."
Imogen let her gaze wander over her class, seeing her words take effect. She could see that more than a few found the thought that their husbands would allow them to take extramarital lovers thrilling. Paying the price of allowing their partners to do the same seemed less because of it. She continued, "Of course, you should never play with another man without your husband's express permission. Playing with another woman is fine, so long as you occasionally let him join in. One of the purposes of this academy is to encourage you to make friends with your classmates. Friends who will become lifelong lovers, and assuming your husbands agree, potential playmates for them."
"Wife swapping, you mean?" Sarah asked. She pretended to be upset with the idea, but in reality, Sarah's sweet little pussy pulsed at the thought. Although she wanted a husband and kids, the thought of confining herself to one lover for the rest of her life saddened her. That Adam had encouraged her to go home with that guy and hadn't been bothered the following morning when he called and brought over breakfast before putting her in a limo and sending her here was encouraging and seemed to gel with what Imogen was saying. Sarah hoped this meant they'd have an active sex life that involved selected others.
"I'd call it sharing," Imogen shrugged. "But, whatever."
One of the others spoke up. "You mean our fiancés will sleep around on us, no matter what? And they'll expect and encourage us to do the same?"
Addressing the woman directly, Imogen replied, "Nancy, your man is among the wealthy elite. He controls an empire worth more than a hundred million dollars. Gold diggers and opportunists will constantly throw themselves at him, trying to become the new woman in his life. Now, you can expect your man to remain faithful, lose your shit when he isn't, divorce him, and get a nice settlement. But that leaves you alone and without the man you love. Or, you can accept that he will occasionally succumb to temptation and have faith that the reason he wants to marry you is that he truly loves you and wants you to be his wife forever."
Imogen hesitated before adding, "Another option is to select the women your husband sleeps with. You can surround him with gorgeous women who you have selected to be his lovers. If you do it properly, these women will be loyal to you and your husband, and they will keep the gold diggers and opportunists away from him."
"So, I let a half-dozen women sleep with him to prevent a dozen?" Kylie asked disparagingly?"
Imogen chuckled at Kylie's question. "No," she replied. "You select two or three absolute stunners who are loyal to you and your husband, and you send one of them at least with him wherever he goes. She keeps the dozens of gold diggers away from him and ensures he remains faithful to you."
"But he's not being faithful if he's fucking two or three others, is he?" One of the other women pointed out.
"He is," Imogen insisted. "You're accepting the reality that as a successful man, he will have many women throwing themselves at him, trying to take your place. You're also acknowledging that, as a man, he will inevitably fall into that temptation. By selecting his lovers for him, you know they don't want to take your place and are also happy to share him with you." Imogen looked around, smiling gently. "If you take advantage of what we have here, you will have lovers and friends with whom you can establish close relationships that will allow you to offer your man even more variety and have some for yourself."
"I'm not a lesbian," another woman insisted. "I don't want to have sex with other women."
"Nor am I," Imogen countered. "My preferred sexual escapade beyond one-on-one sex with my husband is to be double and triple teamed, something Lars, John, Paul, Matthew, and I will be doing once this class is over. However, I will gladly and joyfully bring a woman who I know Matthew finds attractive to our bed and to play with for our mutual enjoyment. And I will occasionally bring two or three women home so we can double and triple team him."
"You're saying our fiancés, when they become our husbands, will expect us to do something similar for them?" Sarah asked.
"I think that some of you have already been given direct instructions or hints to do so," Imogen said, smiling.
Sarah blinked, recalling that was precisely what Adam had done. He had effectively thrown her at the man she took home the night before coming here. Then, much to her surprise, he'd made love to her the following morning despite that her pussy was full of another man's cum.
"I'll be damned," she muttered. "That's exactly what my fiancé encouraged me to do. We were at a club, and this guy kept hitting on me despite me telling him I was there with my boyfriend. Next thing I knew, Adam was encouraging me to take the guy home with me. I thought it was just his way of testing my loyalty to him, but he kept insisting that I go and have fun. In the end, I figured this was just his way of getting rid of me, so I took the guy home and let him fuck me. The next morning, Adam phoned and told me he was coming over, bringing breakfast. He told me to get rid of my lover, then, when he got there, he asked me to marry him and then took me to bed and made love to me for hours before putting me in a limo and sending me here."
"Seriously?" One of the others disbelievingly asked.
"Deadly," Sarah confirmed. "I thought he was just setting me up so he had an excuse to dump me. But I'll tell you what, after I'd spent the night with that guy, Adam fucked me better than he ever had before, and I certainly had no complaints before that morning!"
That set off a round table series of discussions as the women discussed Sarah's assertions. Several others embarrassedly admitted that their men had also encouraged them to take other lovers. Only one, however, would admit that she had. Her fiancé had fucked her into senselessness the following day, too.
That brought the time to twelve o'clock, which was lunch and the end of classes for the day. Imogen grinned and grabbed John's and Paul's hands. Laughing, those three and Lars ran from the room, heading for Matthew's and her apartment at the academy. Imogen's pussy was positively frothing, having watched, demonstrated, and encouraged nine women into giving expert blowjobs receiving no relief for herself. Matthew was waiting when they got there. Seconds later, Imogen was riding her husband with Paul in her mouth and Lars in her tight ass. John, who drew the short straw for this round, had to put up with a hand job. He wouldn't have to wait long to fuck one of Imogen's holes.
Afternoon on the Second Day.
After Sally and Mia had helped to serve the lunch meal, they joined Sarah and Kylie at their table. The change in Mia was pronounced. Working closely with Sally and two of the other academy attendants had further broken down the walls the ice queen had built around herself. Plus, it seemed that shy Sally was, in fact, quite the natural flirt. She had the male cook's trousers severely tented not long after they'd gotten to know him well enough to interact with him comfortably.
The others, including Mia, quickly picked up that Sally had the chef, Jason, flustered by her casual innuendos and seductive touching, and they all joined in the fun. Before long, the teasing expanded to each other and the chef's two full-time helpers. To everyone's surprise, Sally brought the teasing to a head when she suddenly dropped to her knees and took the chef's cock in her mouth. One of the others assigned to the kitchen quickly followed suit, and before Jason could mouth even the faint protest he intended to, he had his cock's head in a warm, wet, and willing mouth as another pair of lips slid along his shaft and caresses his plum-sized balls. His orgasm quickly followed as he emptied his aching sack into Sally's mouth.
Sally, as Leo had taught her, released the chef's cock from her mouth before tilting her head back to show she'd captured his seed in her mouth. She was about to swallow when the other woman, Erica, kissed her hard, demanding she share Jason's gift. Surprised, Sallu allowed the kiss to deepen, and she let Erica's tongue gather some of the chef's sperm from her mouth. Then, Erica pressed her cheek against Sally's, and they both looked winningly up at him before swallowing showily, delighting in the salty, slippery taste of Jason's ejaculate.
"Jaysus!" Jason exclaimed. "Sally, we had bets you'd be the last to join the activities. It comes as a pleasant surprise to see you're one of the first!"
Sally giggled guiltily, knowing if it wasn't for her three new friends that she would never have had the courage to do what she'd just done. But now? Now, Sally was horny! She wanted to hop onto the kitchen bench and spread her thighs, but her natural reticence reasserted itself, and she was unable to do so. Instead, she innocently asked, "So, what's next?"
Jason zipped himself up, shaking his head ruefully. The blowjob had been good, but he hoped for more. He returned his attention to the task at hand and instructed his trainee group on how to sliver and prepare the chicken breasts for today's lunch.
Mia, who was about to kneel beside Sally when Erica had, was hornier than she'd felt in her life. Sex was something that Mia typically used as a weapon. She was good at it. Extremely good. No man could resist her blowjobs, and although she didn't care much for the taste of cum, she always swallowed showily, pretending to delight in the taste and texture. Mia was so controlled that she rarely got anything from sex. Luckily, for the sake of her subterfuge, she got very wet, and Mia could fake her orgasm better than any of the porn actresses she'd seen on film. Today, however, her clit throbbed, and she'd soaked her panties through. Mia hoped Jim would be up for some play this afternoon.
Unfortunately, as Mia discovered after lunch, today was Jim's day off. However, more than a few of the attendants had noticed the thawing of the ice queen's demeanour. That, combined with her stunning good looks and super-hot body, meant they were more inclined to engage her in conversation. After several unsuccessful attempts to attract someone back to her room, Lars and Mila, after ensuring Kylie didn't want them, agreed to accompany Mia back to her rooms.



Meanwhile, Kylie, who was still heated up from giving Lars a blowjob, and Sally, who was drooling from her escapade with the chef, slipped back to Kylie's room. Beginning nervously, the two inexperienced lovers kissed and slowly stripped each other. Of course, they weren't wearing much, so it didn't take long before they were both naked and entwined on the bed.
The more aggressive Kylie took charge, flipping Sally onto her back and moving straight to the main course--the delectable wetness at the juncture of Sally's thighs. Sally pretended to protest, but when Kylie's lips surrounded her clit, Sally's muted protest swiftly changed to encouraging moans. Sally grabbed Kylie's head and tugged her a little higher until Kylie's lips centred on her clitoris. Only a few seconds later, Sally achieved her first orgasm.
With her clit now overly-sensitised, Sally dragged Kylie higher and flipped her over. Then, doing something she'd only ever heard of, Sally turned sideways and scissored herself together with Kylie. Two sweet, young, extremely wet pussies ground together, the girl's clits rubbing deliciously against one another.
"Gawd!" Kylie groaned, her hips thrashing against Sally's as her orgasm roared into view. "And you're saying fucking is even better than this?"
"Much better!" Sally panted, another climax swiftly approaching. "This is so good, but having a nice stiff cock inside you is so much better."
"And we're sure what they're teaching us here is true, right? Our fiancés want us to be sexual creatures who love sex with them and multiple others?"
"It certainly seems that way," Sally gasped before pushing her pudenda against Kylie's clit firmly and shuddering as another sweet orgasm washed over her.
The sudden extra heat and stimulation dragged Kylie over her climax's cliff after Sally, and she squealed softly as an intense orgasm rattled through her petite body. They paused, pressed together, as they recovered from their twin climaxes. After a brief respite, Sally began moving again, sliding her hot, wet pussy against Kylie's.
"I can't believe that I remained a virgin, hoping to give my cherry to my husband, only to fall in love with a man who doesn't want it. I could have been doing this for years rather than only using my fingers," Kylie muttered as she reversed positions with Sally. Holding Sally's slender calves back and apart, Kylie knelt between Sally's thighs and tribbed her clit against the other woman's.
"Lawd, but this is intense," Sally mumbled, delighting in the novel sensation of having another woman's blazingly hot pussy sliding wetly across her clit. A third climax quickly followed. As she would with Leo, Sally wrapped her legs around Kylie's hips and pulled her in, revelling in the spasms of her orgasm.
The sudden extra pressure on her clit tossed Kylie off her precipice, and her groans joined Sally's as the young friends orgasmed again. After this climax, Kylie felt exhausted. She released Sally's legs, and after sharing a few loving kisses, the girls fell into a deep sleep.
Sally's attendants, Maja and John, woke them in time for dinner and the typical evening get-together in the buffet room. They showered together before putting on fresh clothing and making their way to the buffet room. They met Mia and Sarah there, Mia had that 'just been deliciously fucked' look that people who have been have.
"Have fun?" Kylie asked teasingly.
"Yes!" Mia exclaimed. "Whooda thought having sex with a woman could be so much fun?"
"Did you only receive?" Sarah queried as they lined up at the bar to get something to drink.
"No," Mia confessed. "I tasted Mila's tits, pussy, and ass. It was divine! Mila licked my clit as Lars fucked me doggy, and then I returned the favour as he did Mila."
Sarah studied the plastic-titted, bottle-blonde before her and realised just how much Mia had changed in the last two days. As was her way, Sarah took the bull by the horns and boldly stated, "You know, Mia? If you change from platinum blonde to a more natural copper blonde, which would be close enough to your natural hair colour, and got rid of the silicon boobs and reduced back to your C-cups, you'd be a natural ten instead of an enhanced one?"
Mia blushed, taking Sarah's roughly delivered words as the compliment they were supposed to be. "Do you really think so?"
"Yeah, I do," Sarah assured her before impulsively hugging and kissing the beauty-enhanced blonde.
Mia, who felt embarrassed by the unexpected praise, stiffened before returning the hug enthusiastically, giving herself to a hug fully for the first time in her adult life. After a few more moments passed, Mia sighed deeply and pressed her silicon enhanced body against Sarah's. Mia's hand dropped to Sarah's ass, and she gently kneaded that firm but pliant flesh.
"Yes," Sarah said breathlessly. She grabbed Mia's hand and dragged her to the elevators.
Other than when she 'performed' for her man, Mia had never had sex with another woman because she wanted to. She was nervous as she held Sarah's hand and let Sarah drag her back to her room. But once they were inside, Mia's needs overtook her nervousness, and she pulled Sarah around before kissing her passionately. Clothes, minimal that they were, flew, and the girls were naked on the bed, their impressive bosoms pressed tightly together as hands roamed, lips met, and tongues explored.
Sarah, ever the aggressor, flipped Mia onto her back, and immediately kissed down her body, skipping over her silicon enhanced breasts and centring on her large, exposed clitoris. Sarah's inexperienced with woman-on-woman sex bathed Mia's throbbing clit with broad, slow licks. Mia's hands snatching to her head and her deep groans informed Sarah that she had it right; Mia was already on the cusp of an orgasm. Sarah slipped two fingers into the bottle-blonde's pussy and curled them back, searching for Mia's G-spot. Mia's body stiffened into a rigour as a soft, but profoundly felt, orgasm washed through her delectable body.
"Gaaawwwddd," Mia moaned. Typically, before her visit to the clinic, Mia was a taker in sex. She firmly believed that men should be so enamoured with being allowed to sample her delights should be enough for them. Yes, she would let them cum in any of her three love holes, but their pleasure was secondary to hers, except when she needed to use her exquisite sexual skills to ensnare them. In that case, Mia cared little for her enjoyment, and ensured her man experienced the best orgasm she could give them.
Tonight, Mia needed to show Sarah she'd changed. After enjoying her climax, Mia encouraged Sarah higher before kissing her with every ounce of skill she had. After several more, Mia flipped Sarah onto her back before suckling on Sarah's delectable Double-D breasts. Satisfied with how Sarah was reacting to her, Mia took a deep breath and kissed down her lover's slightly curved tummy until her lips hovered above Sarah's delightfully flowered open labia and her stiffened clitoris. Mia inwardly gulped before pursing her lips and sucking that divine nub into her mouth and lashing it with her tongue.
"Oh, my!" Sarah groaned as her hips lifted from the bed to meet her lover's tongue.
Inexperienced, but knowing she was on the right track from how Sarah reacted, Mia alternated stabbing her tongue into Sarah's vulva with sucking and lightly biting Sarah's clit as she bathed it with her tongue. By alternating these two techniques, Mia relentlessly drove Sarah towards a stupendous climax. It hit, and with a squeal fit to rattle windows, Sarah showed her appreciation for what the pneumatic-titted, bottle blonde was doing to her.
Mia didn't let her new friend off the hook that easily, though. Returning her lips to Sarah's cum button, Mia slid two fingers inside Sarah's dripping pussy and curled them back. Then, lightly scraping Sarah's G-spot with her nails, Mia battered Sarah's clit with her tongue as she sucked on it voraciously. Sarah, whose orgasm had barely shifted off her peak, climbed swiftly to the precipice of another climax, and with another reverberating scream, leapt off the cliff into another body-shaking orgasm.
Mia let her settle this time, kissing her way up Sarah's body to softly kiss and hug her first female lover.
"Gawd, girl," Sarah panted. "And that was your first time with another woman?"
"Not really," Mia replied, shaking her head. "I've played with other women for my man's viewing pleasure before. But this is the first time that I've had sex with a woman for my personal enjoyment. Previously, I'd take almost the male role, you know? I'd make the woman service me and do little back to them."
"So, how was it?" Sarah asked as she cuddled the statuesque, surgically enhanced bottle blonde.
"It's quite liberating to give," Mia admitted. "I didn't realise that. My body was always just something I could use to get what I wanted from the men I dated. To give, expecting nothing in return, felt good. Almost like I was feeding my soul by giving you pleasure."
"Are you ready for me to give you pleasure?" Sarah purred as she rolled the older woman onto her back.
"Yes, but I warn you that I'm often a bit of a cold fish. However, I can fake it with the best of them."
"Do not fake it with me," Sarah growled. "Unlike men, I will be able to tell from how hot and wet your cunt is and whether your pussy pulses on my fingers. Now, Mia, just like you surrendered yourself to give me pleasure, surrender yourself to receive it. You gave without expecting anything in return, now receive with no need to do anything except enjoy."
With that, Sarah spent the next hour giving Mia more genuine orgasms than Mia had had in the last three months, even with her new fiancé.
The Next Few Weeks.
Over the ensuing few days, all the fiancées at the academy began working on their 'MRS' degree, as Cynthia described it. Fellatio 101 was followed by 201, where the girls learned to swallow like the champs they were fast coming. 301 taught the girls how to accept a full load of jism in their faces and keep their eyes open. Of course, this meant the women had to suck and jerk off a lot of separate cocks, which mostly got them over their fear of having sex with someone who wasn't their fiancé.
Courses on the various sexual positions and using more than just their mouths, hands, and pussies to get their lover off followed the fellatio courses. Boob jobs were shown and explained; especially how the visual thrill of even a small-breasted woman cupping her mounds around her man's cock as he fucked between her breasts drove her man wild.
By the final week, all fourteen women graduated the sex courses with flying colours. Each of them could get their man off in mere seconds if a quickie was required, or they could make it stretch out until the man was sure his cock's head would explode if he didn't cum soon. All that left was the actual act of fucking. The Academy had purposefully encouraged its students to experiment, both with each other, and with their attendants or porters, or both.
Needless, Kylie, who was the sole virgin amongst the group, even before attending The Academy, was the only one who hadn't had sex with at least one other man. She'd enthusiastically played with her three new friends, Sally, Sarah, and Mia, many times. However, as their time at The Academy wound to a close, she'd begun to have delicious erotic dreams about her two attendants, Lars and Mila. Mostly, they were about leaning back in Mila's warm, comforting embrace, the attendant's gifted hands working her sensitive nipples over. Then Kylie would lift and spread her knees, offering her soaking sex to Lars's gaze. The dream always ended the same; Lars's enormous cock splitting her hymen open and gliding inside her.
After the fourth night having this same erotic dream, Kyle got out of her bed and knocked on Sally's door. A very bushy-eyed Sally opened the door and wordlessly let Kylie in. The women hugged briefly before Sally took Kylie's hand and dragged her to bed. Sally wrapped her friend in a warm hug, using the typical big spoon-little spoon position with Kylie as the little spoon. Sally almost immediately fell back to sleep, but Kylie, who had come to Sally's room hoping for sexual relief, lay for close to another hour before drifting off.
Kylie woke to the sensuous feeling of skilled fingers adroitly massaging her breast and tweaking her nipple. She moaned softly and arched back, offering both breasts to Sally. Sally forced her arm under Kylie and cupped the opposite breast before sliding her other hand lower, through Kylie's still-springy bush and onto her love button. Kylie groaned and tilted her head back, longing for a kiss.
"Morning breath," Sally muttered as she revelled in Kylie's reactions to her ministrations.
"Same, but I don't care," Kylie mumbled. "Kiss me."
Sally turned her head to meet her friend's lips, and the girls shared a soft, intimate kiss as Sally's knowing fingers slowly urged her friend up towards her precipice. The leap from it happened when Sally circled Kylie's hymen-protected centre. Kylie moaned into her lover's mouth as a sweet climax washed through her longing body.
After allowing Kylie to turn to face her, Sally kissed her on the lips lightly and then asked, "So, what was last night about?"
"I keep having erotic dreams where I surrender my virginity to Lars as Mila holds me and encourages me."
"A dream or prophecy?"
"It may just be a prophecy," Kylie admitted. "Look, our time here is almost over, and if I've learned nothing else, I've learned that only I believe my virginity is something worth preserving for my future husband. It sure doesn't seem like he wants it."
"If Mark doesn't want your virginity, won't it be awkward on your wedding night if you're still a virgin?"
"But what if this is a test?" Kylie asked. "A test to see if I'll succumb to temptation?"
"But you already have," Sally pointed out. "You had sex with Sarah and me in the loos the first night, and we have just finished making love. You've blown more guys, demonstrating your talent to us other girls than any of us. All you've not done is have vaginal penetrative sex."
"Or anal," Kylie protested.
"Yeah, that was an interesting class," Sally giggled. "I can't believe that seven of the women decided to take their porter's or attendant's cock up their bottoms in front of everyone!"
"I can't believe anyone took it up the bottom full stop!" Kylie exclaimed.
"Actually," Sally replied, blushing guiltily. "I tried it with John later that night. When it's done properly, with correct preparation, it's almost as good as pussy sex."
"Sally!" Kylie exclaimed. "You didn't!"
"I did. Leo encouraged me to immerse myself in the entire experience and to learn about and enjoy everything that came with attending The Academy. I decided to follow his advice."
"But up the bottom?"
"Trust me; it's not only how good the act feels, it's how naughty allowing someone to do that to you feels. I did need to use my fingers on my clit to get off the edge for the first time, though. After that, as I said, I found it almost pleasurable as vaginal or oral sex."
"So, you think I should do that, too?" Kylie asked.
"That depends," Sally answered. "It might be a bit too much for you to give up both of your lower virginities simultaneously. But there's no reason why you couldn't surrender one and then the other over the remaining few days."
"You think I should make my prophecy/dream true?"
"You've already stated that you don't think that Mark wants a virgin in his wedding bed. So, what do you think?"
"Do you remember what we have on this morning?" Kylie asked.
"Other than those who are having their turns in the kitchen preparing our meals, we have the morning off, remember? This afternoon, there's another get-together where we're encouraged to show what we've learned over the last three plus weeks."
"It really does just sound like an excuse for an orgy, doesn't it?" Kylie said apprehensively.
"Attendance is not compulsory, remember?"
"True, but you think I should go, anyway?"
Sally giggled before replying, "If all of this is only to prove to our prospective husbands that we're all nothing but sluts and they were right to dump us, or if this is what they truly want for us, it doesn't really matter. Either we get one chance to let loose in an orgy with people we've come to know and trust, or we experience something that our husbands want for us. So, to me, it's win-win."
"Yeah, I guess," Kylie reluctantly agreed. "Now, let me return the orgasm favour before we go and get breakfast."
Fifteen minutes later, the friends showered together before dressing and heading to the dining room. Mia and Sarah joined them.
"Are you going to this afternoon's get-together?" Mia asked.
"I am," Sarah immediately replied.
"Not sure," Mia answered. "It seems like just an excuse for an orgy to me, and I'm not sure that's something I want to do."
"Yeah, me, too," Kylie said. "Sally seems keen, though."
"The more time I spend here, the more I believe Leo wants me to be sexually liberated," Sally explained.
"You don't think our prospective husbands just want to have their cake and eat it, too?" Mia queried. "A wife willing to stay home and look after the house, have their children, and their sexual needs whilst bringing home plenty of side chicks for their enjoyment?"
"I think that they're all rich enough to hire a housemaid with benefits, if that's all they wanted," Sally offered. "Why risk marrying someone when even a prenup would cost them a hefty sum when they can get sex whenever they want?"
"You have a point," Mia conceded, but the surprise was Kylie, who looked like someone had just slapped her face. "You okay, Kylie?" Mia asked, concernedly.
"I've just had a bit of an epiphany," Kylie explained. "Mark doesn't need me for sex. Nor does he need me to be his maid or nanny for his children. He has more than enough money to hire people to do those jobs and things. Mark needs me to be his equal in all things. That means I need to be at least as good at fucking as he is, and to match him intellectually so he can talk about his day and business."
"I think you're right," Sally reluctantly agreed. "Leo is the same."
"As is Adam," Sarah said, nodding.
"I'm not sure that learning to fuck is what Joshua wanted for me," Mia said with an embarrassed giggle. "I'm already pretty accomplished at that." She thought deeply for several minutes before adding, "He wants me to learn to love and to give myself fully instead of holding back like I tend to do."
"You certainly weren't holding back this morning," Sarah teased.
"And it felt good simply to give myself and enjoy what we were doing, too," Mia admitted. "I feel closer to you three girls than I have to anyone since before I was a teenager and figured out what my body could get me."
"That's sad," Sarah observed, her lips dropping in a moue. "Have you ever been in love?"
Tears silently fell from Mia's eyes for a few minutes before she burst into huge, wracking sobs. The three others surrounded her swiftly, and they hugged and comforted their friend. The ice queen's façade hadn't been cracked; it had been shattered into little pieces.
Mia's sobs eventually settled, and she pieced together a smile before saying, "Why couldn't Joshua have just seen the gorgeous exterior and want to marry it? Why on earth did he have to go and see I have a caring should beneath it? This would be so much easier if he hadn't."
"Because he loves you," Sally chuckled. "Or rather, I think he loves what you can become even more than he loves what you are."
"My porter, Jim, said pretty much the same thing. He said that the other attendants had no interest in me because they saw me as shallow and avaricious. But Jim said that he, and Joshua, saw beneath the cold exterior and could see what I could become, and they liked it."



"So, Miss Ice Queen, what will you do now?" Sarah asked in her typically blunt fashion.
"Learn to love myself as Joshua seems to," Mia replied with a sudden insight. "Then learn to love others as they love me." She thought furiously for a few minutes before adding, "You guys have helped me so much. You know, you three are the first genuine female friends I've had since puberty?"
"That's even sadder than before," Sarah said with genuine warmth. "I'm glad you chose to become friends with us. I wasn't all that keen, to be honest, but Sally saw something, and I'm glad that she did."
"I'm a user," Mia admitted. "How do you know that I'm not just pretending to be like this to convince you all, so you'll convince the staff here that I've changed and they will tell Joshua that I have? Maybe I'm still nothing but a user."
"Have you changed, Mia? Are you still a user?" Kylie challenged.
Tears flowed again as Mia sobbingly admitted that she didn't know.
The other three exchanged looks and nods before Sally said quietly, "We all think you've changed, and for the better, too. In the beginning, I would never have thought we could sit together like this with you and chat."
A small grin broke through Mia's tears. "Yeah, I was a bit of a snooty bitch, wasn't I?"
"Bit of a?" Sarah asked, mirthfully.
Bating her eyes coquettishly, Mia grinned and replied, "Yes, 'a bit of a'. I'm a sweet, innocent girl, really."
"That's a bit like saying that Ivan Milat was 'a bit of a serial killer'," Sarah joked. "And if you're innocent, then I'm still a virgin, and that hasn't been true for more years than I care to admit."
Mia fidgeted for a time before asking, "Are the three of you going to the get-together this evening?"
"The orgy, you mean?" Sarah asked mirthfully.
"Yeah."
"I'm not," Kylie replied. "I'm still a virgin, and even if I do give that up before we leave here, I'm not giving it up in a group sex scene."
"It's not my scene, either," Sally explained. "I know Leo wants me to explore, and I have been to an extent, especially with you three. But I'm doubtful about group sex."
Sarah said, "I'm going. I'm going to completely let myself go and enjoy as much debaucherous sex as I can. What about you, Mia?"
"I was going to," Mia answered. "But now it seems a bit, I don't know... ick?"
"Yeah, I get that," Sarah admitted. "But it seems that Adam wants me to experience everything and then we'll get together and decide what kind of marriage we want to have. Where the boundaries are, if you will."
"I think that's true for Sally and my fiancés, too," Kylie mused. "But, as I said, I'm not giving up my virginity in a group setting to someone I don't really know."
Sarah thought for a few minutes before cautiously offering, "Kylie, I think you're ready to surrender your virginity and learn how to fuck and make love before you marry Mark. You've already experienced Sapphic love with us, and I believe you're ready to explore your sexuality. Sally, you've already fucked with and made love to Leo, so I think you're ready to try a threesome or moresome. And Mia, I think you're more than ready to learn how to make love instead of just fuck. In fact, I believe you've already experienced some of that with your porter."
Sarah dropped into a thoughtful silence before adding, "Why don't you invite your attendants and Jim back to your rooms instead of going to the get-together? Then, if you're feeling confident, get together with them in either Sally's or Kylie's room."
Mia, Sally, and Kylie exchanged glances before they all agreed Sarah's suggestion made sense. The three friends immediately called the front desk, where they spoke to Imogen. Imogen quickly agreed to send Jim, Lars, Mila, Maja, and John to their respective rooms. The girls embraced before getting into the elevator and returning to their respective rooms. Mia and Sally eagerly; Kylie trepidatiously.
Mia and Jim.
Jim knocked on Mia's door only a few minutes after she'd returned. She opened it and invited him inside after hugging him and kissing his cheek, which surprised Jim immensely. Mia offered Jim a drink and was unsurprised when he asked for a beer. She found a can of Heineken in the bar fridge and brought it to where he sat on the couch. Surprising Jim even more, Mia sat close beside him and linked her arm through his before sighing and leaning her head on his shoulder.
Putting his arm around her shoulders, Jim asked, "What's up, Mia?"
Tears leaked from Mia's eyes again before she softly said, "I don't think I know how to love someone. I only know how to use my body to get from them what I want."
"I think you're right," Jim replied. "However, I think you've already begun to learn when you play with your three friends, especially Sarah."
It was another of those 'epiphany moments' for Mia. "I love her," she said wonderingly. "I mean, I really love her. She's so grounded and down to earth. She calls a spade a shovel and then hits you with it if you don't agree. I feel like that I can be just myself with her for the first time since I don't know when."
"I think that you've learned to love rather than pretending you love to get what you want is a significant step forward, don't you?"
"Yes," Mia admitted. She started to say something else before biting her lip and looking away.
"It's okay if you love me a little, too," Jim said insightfully. "I saw someone special the moment I saw your photos. It was hidden beneath twenty layers of bullshit, but I knew it was there. And don't worry, I'm not trying to take you away from Joshua. No one could, in fact. Now those girls you hang with have cracked the ice queen façade, no man will ever hold you heart like your fiancé does."
"You believe I love him for real and not for what he can buy me?"
"Yes. The first sign was agreeing to come here. Who else would you have agreed to do this for?"
"Maybe I had just become aware of that my use by date was fast approaching and I'm latching onto the best prospect I have left."
"I'm sure that was your thoughts when you first hooked up with Joshua. But I've been talking to him, and I can tell you without a shred of doubt that he saw that immediately and decided you were worth a try, anyway."
"He told you that?" Mia asked, unconsciously shifting closer and leading into the older man.
Jim took the hint and moved Mia so she was sitting on his lap. Of course, that caused an instant reaction in his trousers, but they both knew that reaction from a virile man to a beautiful woman sitting in his lap was inevitable. Mia leaned back to grin at him and wriggled her sexily toned butt against his hard-on. Then she wrapped her hands around Jim's neck and kissed him hungrily. "Take me to bed and show me how to make love, please," she pleaded when they broke the kiss.
"Gladly," Jim replied, holding her to him and standing up. He carried her to her bed and lay her gently on the covers. He lay beside her and stroked her hair, gazing into her piercing blue eyes. His eyes lowered to her full, pouty lips, and he leaned forward to snag them into a soft kiss that swiftly morphed into a full on passionate French kiss. "You truly are beautiful now you've dropped the ice queen persona, Mia," Jim said quietly, looking at her face and body appreciatively.
"Compliments will get you absolutely everywhere," Mia smiled as she undid Jim's buttons, exposing his hairy, muscular chest.
Jim let Mia remove his shirt before kissing her passionately and gently removing her top, exposing her silicone enhanced E-cup breasts. Mia's nipples were hard enough to cut glass, and she moaned gutturally as Jim captured one between his lips and battered it with his tongue. She moaned and tried to encourage Jim higher so she could take charge.
"No," Jim refused. "Learn to receive with joy and abandon. Let me take you there instead of trying to control everything."
Mia was about to explode, but before she could, she realised that this was what she'd asked for. Sighing and trying to relax, Mia lay her head back and concentrated on merely feeling what Jim was doing to her instead of trying to guide it. She immediately found, to her surprise, when she stopped trying to force it, her arousal climbed quickly, and she found she was wet at her core from little more than a pair of lips on one nipple, something she'd never experienced before but had faked numerous times.
"Oh, my," Mia sighed as her back unawarely arched off the bed to try to force more of her breast into Jim's eagerly devouring mouth. Her hands slid into Jim's hair, but she only held him, not trying to control his movements or actions.
Jim swapped between Mia's pneumatic breasts several times before he kissed further down, briefly stopping to probe her belly button with his tongue. As he kissed lower, Mia unconsciously spread and lifted her knees, giving her porter access to her most intimate zone. With Mia's legs spread, Jim settled for pulling her G-string aside so he could kiss along her soaking slit and pry inside her gushing pussy with his tongue.
"Oh, my," Mia moaned again, her hands still in Jim's hair. Her words were barely spoken when her first climax, a soft, but profoundly felt orgasm, washed through her sublime body as her mind surrendered to the handsome older man with his head between her supremely toned thighs.
Licking back up along her slit, Jim encircled her throbbing clit with his lips before softly sucking on it and battering it with his tongue. A second, stronger orgasm pulsed through Mia's body as she slowly learned to accept love from her teacher. A third followed when Jim eased two fingers inside Mia's soaking gash and scraped his fingernails over her G-spot.
After the third time he'd made his student cum, Jim eased his trousers off and pulled Mia's panties off. Then, moving between her seductively toned thighs, Jim introduced his hefty cock to her entrance, and gazing into her eyes intently, slowly eased his 8+ inch cock into her soaking pussy.
Jim's cock was so thick that he'd barely eased its head through Mia's pussy sphincter when it hit her G-spot. Mia crested immediately, and had several more minor climaxes before Jim seated himself inside her fully, his cock's head resting against Mia's cervix.
Mia stared at him wonderingly for a while. Whilst Jim's wasn't the first cock she'd had that was long enough to rap against her cervix, it had been some time since it had last happened. Eventually, her eyes rolled back, and she growled deep back in her throat before pulling her hips as far back as the mattress would allow and thrusting back up at him.
Jim chuckled before kissing Mia and pulling back before sliding slowly back into her warm, wet depths. Fairly soon after, they established a pounding rhythm where Jim thrashed his hips back and forth, pile-driving his enormous cock into Mia's soaking depths. Mia launched into a cascading series of orgasms, each adding to the previous and lifting higher with everyone. But even expert cocksmen like Jim have limits, and after nearly fifteen minutes of trying his best to drive Mia's womb out of her throat, he reached his limit. Mia's super-tight pussy clenched around his thrusting shaft as another thundering orgasm blasted through her, and Jim roared as his balls tightened against his cock's base and sent its load roaring through Jim's urethra and coated the inside of Mia's pussy with copious amounts of baby batter.
They cuddled with Jim on top for a time before Jim eased his deflating cock from her cum-messy pussy and rolled onto his back. To his surprise, Mia rolled with him and ended up lying across his chest, propped on her elbows, staring into his eyes. "I don't understand why making love with you just now, and the previous time, is so much better than the sex I've had previously."
"I think you answered your own question," Jim replied thoughtfully.
"What do you mean?"
"You described what we've done as 'making love', and what you did earlier as 'having sex'," Jim explained. "The difference is that when you make love, you give yourself to the other person. Previously, you were using sex to get what you wanted from someone, and you held the real you back."
"I'm not sure that I've ever really been in love," Mia said sadly. "Not until I came here and Sarah, Sally, and Kylie showed me what it means to love. Only then did I realise I could love and that I'd fallen in love with Joshua and now you."
"Do you love me the same as you love Joshua?" Jim asked concernedly. He liked Mia, and thought she had tremendous potential, but he sure as heck didn't want even a long-term relationship with her, let alone marry her.
"No," Mia replied, shaking her head. "You're probably someone like the guy I should have given my virginity to, you know? I guy I liked and respected, but not that I was in love with."
"You didn't do that?"
Mia shook her head again. "No. I gave it to a teacher who would have failed me for bad grades. I traded my innocence for an A+ on a subject I needed to get into the college I wanted to go to."
"That, I think, is the saddest story anyone's ever told me," Jim said thoughtfully. "Did you care for the guy at all?"
Mia shook her head. "I needed at least a B in that course to give me enough points to get into university, and I hated the course. However, the teacher had a reputation for 'helping out' struggling female students, so I made the offer, which he accepted, and he gave me an A."
"Was that when you learned you could use your body to get whatever you wanted?"
"There was one guy at uni that could have been the one," Mia mused. "I really liked him, but he only wanted to be a teacher. I wanted a better lifestyle than that, so I eventually dumped him and started dating med students."
"That's when the cycle of trying to trade up began?" Mia nodded, and Jim added, "What happened, then?"
"I dated a few students until I graduated, mostly passing subjects by seducing my professors, and then started work in a lawyer's office. I'd chosen law because I thought that was the best way to meet rich men."
"And did you?"
"Yes. But I kept trading up, you know? But then I blew it. I met a stockbroker who I really liked, but his married boss showed an interest in me, and I dumped the broker for his boss, who used me for sex for about three months and then dumped me in turn when I insisted he left his wife. From that time on, I was 'damaged goods', and instead of every subsequent conquest being more prestigious, they became less so."
"Joshua?" Jim asked.
"Weirdly, Joshua came into play after Mark, the guy who promised he'd leave his wife for me and then didn't, dumped me. They work at the same firm, and after Samuel had cast me aside, Joshua asked me out. I thought I was accepting 'second best', but I now suspect... No. I know that Joshua is the one for me. The one that I love and who genuinely loves me."
"So, us fucking together tonight is what?"
"You teaching me, and me learning how to make love, and not just use my body to get what I want."
"Do you love me?" Jim asked.
"Yes. But not like I love Joshua. And I do love him. I realise that now."
"So, you're saying it wasn't Sarah who caused the first crack in the ice queen's façade, it was Joshua?"
"I would have refused to admit it, but yes. If Joshua didn't crack the façade, he certainly weakened it enough that my new friends here were able to crack it open."
"How do you feel about that?" Jim asked as he rolled Mia over and slid back into her warm depths.
"Quite good, really," Mia replied after she'd moaned softly and lifted her knees so she could wrap her legs around her porter's muscular thighs. She groaned as her body responded to Jim's meaty cock ploughing through her slick tunnel before adding, "Joshua needs to know that I can love, that I'm capable of love before he'll go through with our engagement and marries me."
"I think that you're right," Jim said calmy as he pulled Mia down to meet his forceful thrusts.
"Let me ride you, okay?" Mia requested, trying to roll Jim over.
Jim was willing, and shortly after, Mia had her hands in the middle of the older man's broad chest, using them as leverage so she could thrash her hips along his enormous, turgid pole. The porter loved this position. With a beautiful woman riding his cock, all he had to do was concentrate on not cumming too quickly. Casting his mind away from the delightful feeling of Mia's extremely tight cunt gliding along his shaft and squeezing his glans, Jim kept his concentration on alternately stimulating Mia's nipples and clit.
Mia rode Jim to several orgasms before she lay on his chest and encouraged him to roll her over again. "Fuck me hard and cum in me," Mia demanded once Jim was on top.
Jim was more than happy to oblige, and after several more orgasms for Mia, Jim filled her tight channel with his spend again, with the pair shifting to cuddle before drifting off into a companionable sleep.
Sally, John, and Lena.
Sally opened the door and led her two attendants inside. But once they were inside, Sally became shy and diffident. Despite Kylie being a virgin and she not, Sally was by far the most conservative of the four friends. Lena suggested they enjoy a glass of wine and relax. Sally agreed, and after the wine was poured, Lena led Sally to the couch and sat beside her, encouraging John to sit on Sally's other side. John held Mia's hand, with Lena's hand placed lightly on Sally's thigh, close to where Sally's miniskirt's hem barely covered her panties.
Sally watched Lena's hand fixedly, her pussy wetting and her clit throbbing, hoping that hand would make its way higher. But the seduction, when it came, came from a direction that Sally hadn't expected. John took her wrist gently and removed the glass from her hand. Once he'd put the glass aside, he moved her hand until it covered his thick, throbbing erection. He rubbed Sally's hand along it several times before using his other hand to pull his shorts down and expose his rapidly inflating member.
"Oh, my," Sally moaned as her dainty hand wrapped around the thick shaft in her hand, her fingers and thumb barely touching. Sally muttered, "Oh, my, again" when Lena slid her hand up her thigh and cupped Sally's mound, her thumb circling the inexperienced girl's clit.
Sally's eyes didn't move from the throbbing cock in her hand, though. Staring as fixedly at that as she did at Lena's hand, Sally slid off the couch and onto her knees before John. Then, softly jacking John's shaft, Sally leaned forwards and engulfed his glans, using the skills she'd learned in Fellatio 101.
Sally didn't object when Lena pulled her top to expose her breasts, nor did she complain when Lena removed her skirt and panties. Her eyes flew open and her head snatched back, barely avoiding scraping her teeth over John's glans, when she felt a cock probing at her dripping pussy. Sally looked back to see that Lena had donned a strap-on and was about to fuck her with it. Sally's shock quickly gave way to arousal as the beautiful attendant eased her 'cock' into Sally's dripping gash.
"This is called being 'spit-roasted'," Lena explained, gripping Sally's shoulders so she could pull her back onto her 'cock'.
"Hmmm," Sally purred, surrounding John's enormous cock with her lips again.
The threesome quickly worked out a rhythm where Lena's inward thrust into Sally's tight pussy forced her mouth down onto John's cock until her lips pressed against his pubic hairs. She'd ease back and lash John's glans with her tongue when Lena pulled out. The race was on. Could Sally make the cock in her mouth shoot its load before Lena made her squeal? They'd soon find out!
As it turned out, it was almost a tie. Sally crested after a particularly vigorous thrust from Lena, and her orgasm moan reverberated around John's turgid cock, causing him to lose control and fill Sally's eagerly sucking mouth. Sally released John's cock and was about to swallow when Lena turned her around and kissed her passionately. Lena touched her tongue to Sally's lips, asking for entry, and after a struggle to figure out how to do it, gratefully accepted some of John's ejaculate from Sally's mouth. The girls exchange a cum kiss before they turned to face John, swallowing exaggeratedly and opening their mouths to show they were empty.



Their erotic display clearly impressed John because his slowly wilting cock roared back to life and became throbbingly erect again. Sally eyed it greedily, her natural reticence warring with her need for sexual gratification. It was no real conflict, in the end. Sally was horny and hot to trot. Having sex with Kylie most nights, and regular three and foursomes with her, Mia and Sarah meant she'd mostly gotten over her timidness about group sex. So, to have a threesome with a couple who she considered close friends and whom she found sexually attractive wasn't such a big deal. Especially when you added in that Leo seemed to encourage her to play.
Growling like a lioness pouncing on her prey, Sally leapt onto John's reclined figure, straddled him, and guided his rigid member into her soaking depths. Seconds later, Sally grabbed John's hands and guided them onto her pert, B-cup breasts. "Pinch my nipples," she demanded. "Fuck me hard and cause me some pain." John did what she demanded and pinched, pulled and squeezed Sally's nipples mercilessly as he pistoned his girthy cock in and out of her sweltering cunt. Squeezing John's hands as she thumped her ass down to meet his thrusts, Sally's eyes rolled back, and she demanded, "Harder! Pinch harder, fuck me harder!"
Realising that Salley needed more, Lena oiled her 'cock' and straddled John's legs behind Sally. Then, Lena forced Sally forward until she fell onto John's chest. Next, she eased her strap-on into Sally's ass. Finally, Lena grabbed Sally by her neck and ripped her backward as she rammed her 'cock' into the young woman's ass. It took a few strokes until Lena and John worked out a rhythm, but they eventually forcibly held Sally still and timed their thrusts to enter and withdraw simultaneously, with John's pubis smashing against Sally's clit at the same time that Lena's abdomen smacked against Sally's taut ass.
It didn't take long before Sally's orgasms became cascading sequences, each one building on the next until, with a mighty roar, John lost the control he'd held so tightly over his own climax and unloaded into Sally's slick channel. The sensation of John's enormous cock expanding and stiffening even more smashed Sally into a final, earth-shattering orgasm, and she squealed her appreciation to the ceiling before momentarily passing from this world.
Sally woke up to the delicious sensation of soft, feminine lips encircling her aching clit and gently sucking it. She opened her eyes and smiled at Lena as she pulled her up to exchange a soft, loving kiss. "My bottom hurts," she gently chided after the kiss.
Lena giggled before replying, "You weren't objecting when I was fucking you in there!"
"I would have objected if you stopped," Sally said innocently. She grinned before kissing her attendant. As they kissed, Sally squeezed closer and realised that Lena still had her 'cock' on. Sally grasped it, and tugged on it as if it were a real cock, only for Lena to bite her bottom lip and moan. "Wait!" Sally gasped. "What's with that?"
"It's double-ended," Lena explained. "I have around five inches of the double end inside me. So, when you tug on it, it's like you're fucking me with a dildo or something."
Sally bit her bottom lip before tentatively asking, "May I have a turn with it?"
"Do you want to fuck me or John?" Lena asked with a slight giggle.
"What?" Sally questioned, totally confused.
"Imogen is a FemDom," Lena explained. "She likes to peg her men, and as I'm sure you've noticed, several of the attendants here at The Academy are her 'property'. John is one, and Imogen likes to fuck him with her 'cock', which is much longer and thicker than mine."
Sally thought about it momentarily before replying, "I guess it depends on whether Leo wants me to peg him. He's never mentioned anything about it, so I'm assuming not."
"Successful men who are at the top of the economic and political tree often need to submit in their private lives to provide balance from their public persona," Lena pointed out. "Are you sure that Leo doesn't need you to be in charge when it's only you and him?"
"He does seem to prefer me being on top, and he goes wild if I pretend to hold his wrists down," Sally mused as she allowed Lena to slide the double-end into her pussy and set the base over her clit. Sally completed the fitting by tightening the straps until it sat snugly against her lithe body. Thinking that having a cock attached to her obviously female body looked sexy, Sally mused, "Do you know for sure that Leo likes to submit in the bedroom, or are you merely offering that as a thought or something for me to think about when I'm married?"
"I'm merely offering an observation, Sally," Lena explained. "My man doesn't have a submissive bone in his body, but I know of several high-ranking corporate executives who are totally submissive to their wives at home, and I know of several others who sees BDSM Mistresses outside of their marriage to get what they need."
"If I want to fuck John, what do I do?" Sally asked, her clit throbbing with the pressure against it and doing something so decadently naughty in her mind.
"Do you just want to fuck him, or do you want to dominate him and treat him like he's submissive to you?"
Sally's clit throbbed and her ass clenched at that image. "Dominate him," she hissed, her eyes hooding with desire.
Lena giggled before unlocking the supplies cupboard that every room had. Ostensibly, it was for the cleaning crew to restock their cleaning materials, but as Sally discovered, it also held a small selection of BDSM tools. Lena took out some padded leather cups, a few lengths of rope, and a couple of floggers. One was a fairly standard riding crop. The other, which got Sally's juices flowing even faster, was a broad leather paddle, studded with many stainless-steel rings.
Following Lena's directions, and with John's permission, Sally cuffed John's hand to the headboard before lifting his ankles and cuffing them to his wrists. Sally growled with barely controlled lust as she gazed upon John's naked, bound, and exposed body. Before Lena could even encourage her, Sally whaled on John's upturned ass with the flogger. Fortunately, John was an experienced player, and even with Sally's inexperienced over enthusiasm, she hadn't hit him with the power or precision that Imogen regularly did.
"Easy," Lena laughed, taking the paddle from Sally. "You need to set a few ground rules so that you both know what's going to happen during this session. John's a serious player because Imogen and Matthew insist he is, but that doesn't mean you can just beat him black and blue without checking with him to see what he's up for."
"Oh," Sally replied. "But we didn't ask if we could tie him up; we just did so."
"And we wouldn't need to ask if all we wanted to do was have sex with him, either. John's a big boy, and if he wasn't prepared to be tied as he is, he would have objected before we put the first cuff on."
"So, what do I do first?"
"Ask John if he's okay with you paddling him and establish safe words so that if it gets too much, he can warn you."
"Safe words?" Sally asked.
"Usually something really simple like 'orange' if John needs you to back off and not be so hard or intense. Red if he's had enough, or it's become too much and he needs you to stop. Of course, you could always fuck him first. John's always more eager to play after you've ridden him for a while."
"Ride him? I'm wearing a cock with another in my pussy. How would I 'ride him'? Wouldn't I have to take off the strap-on and let his legs down?"
"Amazon position with his cock in your ass instead of your pussy," Lena explained.
"Amazon position?" Sally asked curiously.
"I'll show you," Lena offered. She climbed onto the bed and worked John's partially deflated cock through his thighs until it lay along his thighs. Then, she took it in her mouth and expertly brought it back to fully erect. When John was, Lena stood on the bed and squatted down, holding John's cock at the right angle for her to slide onto it.
"Gawd, that is so sexy and powerful," Sally said awedly. "Oh, wow!" she added when Lena eased off John's cock and introduced it to her anus. A few up and down movements later, John's cock was entirely buried in Lena's ass, and she was bouncing on it like a pogo stick.
Lena crested quickly before easing off of John's dick and fetching a washer to clean it. "John's got pretty good staying power," she explained. "Imogen has taught him well, and he won't cum in you until you've had enough and tell him to."
Sally tried to copy what Lena had done, but found the position awkward, and she was frightened of hurting John's balls with her cock. However, with Lena's assistance, Sally found that if she turned and faced away, John's thick cock glided into her tight ass without pain or effort.
"This feels so decadent," Sally said breathlessly as she straightened and bent her knees, making her ass ride up and down John's enormous pole. "It's like I'm using him solely for my pleasure and enjoyment. That what he wants doesn't matter at all."
"Using him to get yourself off does a few things," Lena explained as she tweaked and pulled Sally's nipples. "First, it allows him to let go and concentrate on your pleasure wholly. Second, it allows John to serve you for your entertainment, and he doesn't have to worry about anything other than not cumming and allowing you to get what you want. Thirdly, but by no means lastly, it forces John to submit, which given he has to act dominantly with you new girls most of the time, provides him with the balance he needs to be the best man he can be for his Mistress."
Sally concentrated on the delicious sensations John's cock in her ass was causing until she'd achieved several climaxes before growling, "Cum in my ass!" Which John was more than happy to do.
"Well done," Lena chuckled, using a washer to clean John's cock and to wipe his cum from Sally's ass. Once they were clean, Lena used her exquisite skills to return John to fully erect and then gestured towards him while saying, "Assuming you still want to, John's ass is ready for a vigorous fucking."
Sally, who for the first time in her life felt dominant, growled deep back in her throat before kneeling before John's ass. However, she couldn't get her 'cock' to line up with John's ass. Sally discovered that being fucked and fucking someone was two separate actions. With help from Lena. Sally eventually got the tip of her strap-on inserted into John's bottom. From there, with Lena explaining how, Sally eased her entire cock into John's colon until her abdomen was pressed against John's ass.
After that, it took several strokes before Sally learned how to fuck someone. However, Sally swiftly learned to love how the inward thrust rubbed the rubber stopper against her clit, and she was soon fucking John vigorously.
John, who before he'd met Imogen and become her slave, had never imagined submitting to anyone, surrendered his body to Sally, and concentrated on the delightful sensation of having her 'cock' scraping over his prostate, his P-spot, as she fucked him. It didn't take long before the visual and mental image of being fucked hard by a gorgeous twenty-one-year-old sent him over the edge into a mind bending orgasm. With a loud groan, John's cock exploded, spitting cum between their thrusting bodies and showering his chest and stomach with his ejaculate.
Watching John climax sent Sally over the edge. "Oh, wow," she gasped after her orgasm had passed through her. "That was, I don't know... It felt powerful, like I was in total control and could make you do anything I wanted." She eased her 'cock' out of John's ass and sat back.
John glanced at his bound wrists and ankles before saying drily, "Well, it's not like I'm in any position to resist!"
Lena and Sally giggled as Lena undid John's ankle cuffs, but she didn't release him, and tied his ankles to the end of the bed instead. Once he was secure, Lena lay on her back on his chest and encouraged Sally to straddle her face. Once they were in place, the girls teased John by snacking on each other's pussy, pausing occasionally to stroke and tug John's re-stiffened cock.
John was humping up at the air by the time that Lena took pity on him and allowed Sally to roll off. Lena straddled John's bound legs and lowered her toned ass onto his cock, gleefully accepting his thick member into her tight back passage. Then she lay back and patted her pussy. "Clean your 'cock' and fuck me with it," she encouraged Sally.
Sally made a quick visit to the bathroom to rinse her 'cock' off with warm, soapy water before returning to the bedroom. When she returned, Sally knelt between Lena's lasciviously spread thighs and awkwardly positioned her 'cock' at the older woman's entrance. It took several attempts before Sally figured out how to shove it in, and several more before she discovered how to fuck Lena with her 'cock'.
"Fucking someone with your cock is much more difficult than the guys make it seem, isn't it?" Sarah embarrassedly muttered.
"It's the same with anything," Lena giggled, easing her ass up and down John's cock as she accepted Sally's amateurish strokes into her soaking pussy. "It takes time and practice."
However, after several misstarts when Sally pulled back too far and her 'cock' dropped out of Lena's pussy, Sally built up a rhythm, which John joined in once Sally had established it, and they were soon pounding Lena between them, causing her to moan and scream as many orgasms washed through her.
Sally felt more and more powerful with every orgasm she gave her older female lover to the point where she was coaxing and demanding a response from Lena with every stroke. Alternating between telling her how beautiful she was and how much of a slut she (Sally) thought she (Lena) was. Initially, Lena was shocked by Sally's sudden dominance, but she soon went with it, enjoying the jarring changes from praise for her beauty to being called demeaning names as she orgasmed.
John finally losing control and unloading a torrent of cum into Lena's ass brought this part of their encounter to a stop. John immediately apologised, but Lena knew that his Mistress, Imogen, wouldn't accept his lack of self-control. Describing what she wanted Sally to do, Lena encouraged her to sit on a chair and made John drape himself over her thighs.
"So," Sally clarified, finding the thought of punishing John incredibly erotic and arousing. "I tell him what he's done wrong, say that I'm disappointed in him, and assign a number of correction whacks for his ass. Is that right?"
"Yes," Lena agreed, secretly amused by Sally's obvious arousal. Sally's nipples were diamond tips which could take out an unwary eye.
Looking severe, Sally said, "Mister John Day, I am disappointed by your lack of control. To cum without receiving permission is unacceptable. I believe that punishment for your errant behaviour is warranted. Do you?"
"Yes, Ma'am," John replied, his cock rolling and lengthening against Sally's slender thighs.
Sally looked at Lena. "Ma'am?" She asked. "Shouldn't it be Mistress?"
"Unless you're trying to steal one of Imogen's submissives and John agrees, don't you think that calling anyone who is not his Mistress, Mistress disrespectful?"
"Oh. Yes, it would be." Sally considered the situation before firmly saying, "Five for a first offence. You will count and thank me for each one."
"Yes, Ma'am."
Sally brought the studded paddle down onto John's ass. The thwack sound of its impact reverberated through the room, and circled welts immediately rose over John's upturned ass.
"Too firm," Lena chided. "John is not a pain slut. Think of the pain being a counterpoint to his pleasure; not as a goal in itself."
"Pleasure?" Sally asked, wonderingly.
"Surely you felt his cock stiffening against your thighs when he lay across them?"
"I did," Sally replied. "It's gone soft now, though."
"Because you caused John too much pain, and it was no longer enjoyable."
"How do I fix it?"
"Rub the sting into John's ass and play with his little brown ring as you do it."
Sally rubbed the welts into John's ass as she rimmed his starfish with her index finger. John's dick immediately roared back to life, thickening against Sally's slender thighs as she rimmed his ass. Her subsequent strokes were measured and controlled, designed to sting and stimulate but not inflict too much pain. By the time John had accepted and counted all five, they were both hotter than hothouses in the middle of summer and ready to fuck again. Lena giggled as she explained Sally was supposed to inform that John had been corrected for his misdemeanour and was now forgiven with the issue only addressed if the behaviour reoccurred.
However, her instructions were ignored, as Sally almost threw John onto the bed and leapt after him. She straddled John's prone body and guided his rampantly erect cock into her soaking snatch and began bouncing up and down it vigorously. She rode him to several orgasms until Lena reminded her to let John have one for himself. After he'd cum in Sally, Lena took Sally in a classic sixty-nine, which stretched until John was ready to go again.
The rest of the night followed a similar pattern until almost 3:00 a.m., and John ran out of juice. The girls sixty-nined to a final climax each before the three cuddled together and slept until just before 8:00 a.m., when it was time for breakfast.
Kylie, Lars, and Mila.
Although, after several conversations with her new friends, Mia, Sarah, and especially Sally, Kylie had decided that Mark didn't want an inexperienced virgin in his bed. Instead, he wanted Kylie to be bold and confident when they first slept together. But now that she'd made the decision to make love with Lars, Kylie was shy and insecure, uncertain if Lars and Mila wanted to help her, and even less sure she could go through with it. Doubts like if Mark truly was 'the one'; wouldn't he want her virginity? Wouldn't he want a pure, chaste virgin as his wife? All the confidence and forthrightness she'd gathered when she asked Lars and Mila to come back to her room disappeared, and when Mila closed the door, Kylie burst into tears.
The duo exchanged wry grins, knowing what Kylie was experiencing because they'd seen it with other young, virginal women here at The Academy before. These young women were often devout Christians who'd been told their entire lives they had to be chaste and pure and save their maidenhoods for their husbands. That gift should only be bestowed on their wedding nights. Then their prospective husbands had thrown all that out like dirty dishwater by saying they were terrified of entering a marriage with a woman who had no idea if she even liked sex.
Mila and Lars hugged Kylie between them, with Mila softly saying, "Whatever is the matter, Kylie?"
"It was drummed into me my entire life that I needed to be chaste and pure on my wedding night, and I'm about to break that dictum."
"I suspect Mark will not take you to the altar for as long as you remain a virgin," Mila pointed out.
"That seemed to be what he was saying when he told me he'd booked me into The Academy," Kylie admitted. "But all those years of my pastor, mother and father drumming into me I must remain pure remain. You know?"
"Well," Lars chuckled. "I must admit that if you'd told me at your age that I'd be thirty and part of a four-way marriage with one woman and three other guys, I'd have told you that you were nuts! If you'd told me I'd discover I was submissive and prepared to suck a cock and take it up the ass for the woman I love, I'd have looked for men in little white coats because you were clearly certifiable! However, here I am in that precise situation, and making love to more people than I'd ever have believed possible."



"Yeah, I'm not sure if I even want to know how that works," Kylie said, shaking her head. "I mean, I'm finding it difficult enough to understand why the man who professes to love me doesn't want me to be exclusive with him, and doesn't want a virgin is his marital bed on his wedding night."
"I think it's more that Mark understands that sexual fidelity is typically an unsuccessful strategy to base a marriage on. He's like my husband, Per--a rich, successful man in a profession that has lots of beautiful women. Many of whom are looking for a rich husband. Temptation comes his way daily, and I know that, as a man, he will sometimes succumb to that temptation. So what I do is surround him with the most beautiful women I can find who want to fuck him, but aren't looking to supplant me."
"Mark will play around on me?" Sally asked sadly.
"He'll have temptation thrown at him constantly. Do you think he will resist forever? Take your friend, Sally. If she offered to have sex with him, would Mark refuse? What about Sarah or Mia? Could he resist them, either?"
"Sally and I are quite similar," Kylie admitted. "Short, beautiful blondes. My assets are probably a little more defined, but we have similar attitudes and personalities. I think, if I'm Mark's type, and I think I am, he'd find it difficult to refuse her if she offered. And Sarah's lush charms against Mia's lusciously enhanced ones? I'd guess few men would refuse their offers."
"So, Miss Kylie, you're finally starting to understand why Mark wants you to lose your virginity and loosen up a little before you walk down the aisle with him?"
"But I've had sex with Sarah and the others. I've given plenty of blowjobs. Isn't that 'loosening up and getting experience'?"
"Are you still a virgin?" Lars asked.
"Well, only technically," Kylie admitted. "I haven't had a cock in my two lower love holes yet. But I've done everything else."
"That's the bit that Mark wants you to fix," Mila explained. "He's scared that you and he will marry. You'll go on your honeymoon and try to make love, and you will find that you hate it. That all it is for you is pain. Now, how long does your marriage last after that? And why would he risk it when he has many suitable women to choose from who he knows can support him in his business and are good roots in bed?"
The two attendants had disrobed Kylie as they spoke to her, and they had her on the bed with Lars spooned behind Kylie and his lengthy cock pressed between her butt cheeks. Mila, who had also stripped, was pressed against her front. Mila's pointy nipples pressed firmly against Kylie's equally turgid ones.
Kylie relaxed her butt cheeks and pushed her small, tight, shapely ass against Lars's throbbing cock and moaned. Mila's lips snagged hers and Mila's fingers sought Kylie's aching clit. Kylie moaned again as Mila deftly brought her close to an orgasm.
But before Kylie could leap from her climactic peak, Mila moved away. "What do you want to do, Kylie?" she asked kindly.
"I need you two to show me how to make love to my man. I need you to get rid of my virginity so I can return to Mark as a woman who is ready to love him, as he needs to be loved."
"Good choice," Mila said as she eased Kylie onto the bed. Mila leant against the headboard with Kylie leaning back against her. Mila kissed and nibbled Kylie's neck and shoulders as she stoked the younger girl's arousal by softly pinching and tweaking her nipples.
Lars lay on the bed between Kylie's spread thighs and kissed her feet before sucking each toe into his mouth and bathing it with his tongue as if it were Kylie's nipples or love button. The combination of kisses, touches to her neck and breasts, and sucks on Kylie's toes caused her to moan and arch her back off the bed as if to receive her lover's inward thrust. A soft orgasm washed over her, and Lars shifted to her other foot and repeated his attention to the toes on that foot. Another petite orgasm followed before Lars began kissing up Kylie's legs, her sex his obvious destination.
As he came closer, Kylie turned her head to kiss Mila. Mila and Kylie kissed passionately as Lars worked his way with small kisses up Kylie's inner thighs until his lips reached her entrance. When he got there, he encircled her gushing pussy with his mouth and dabbed his tongue into her, surprised that he didn't encounter a hymen.
Sensing his confusion, Kylie said, "Years of gymnastics while I was at school. I probably busted it on the beam, if not on the floor."
"At least it won't hurt when Lars penetrates you for the first time," Mila said. "I can smell and see how turned on you are, so you're ready for him physically. Are you ready mentally and emotionally?"
Kylie took a couple of slow, deep breaths before saying, "Physically, I am more than ready. My pussy is so wet it's sloppy, and my nipples and clitoris ache to be touched and kissed." She sighed again. "Mentally, I can see that this is what Mark wants me to do. But emotionally? My parents and pastor both demanding that I remain chaste unto my marriage bed? That's difficult to overcome. However, I need to get over myself and my hangups and get with the program. So, Lars, Mila, please make love to me and help me become what Mark needs me to be."
Kylie leaned back against Mil and they exchanged a soft kiss as Lars returned his attention to Kylie's swamped pussy. It didn't take much for Lars to take her to her first orgasm, and even less time for a second. After a third, Lars kissed his way up Kylie's petite body until his lips met hers. His glans lodged against Kylie's dripping entrance, and he gazed deeply into her eyes.
"Ready?" Lars asked.
"Yes," Kylie confirmed. "Take my virginity and make me a woman."
With permission given, Lars pushed his hips forwards and slowly slid his thick, 7-inch cock into Kylie's virgin passage. She was so wet that he glided home easily before bottoming out in her slick tunnel. Lars's cock was long enough that it rested against Kylie's cervix at full penetration--a slight pain that Kylie enjoyed immensely. Lars held still, buried to his pubis inside the young woman until she moaned and pushed her hips up to meet him. Then he pulled back and slid back in, causing Kylie to moan appreciatively.
With Kylie's encouragement, Lars slowly extended the length and speed of his thrusts until he was fucking her vigorously. Lars's cock roared up her tight pussy, causing pleasure to radiate through Kylie's body until his cock's tip rapped against her cervix. The exquisite pain at the end of the stroke added piquancy to his pleasurable action. The combination acted on Kylie's libido, and after only a dozen or so forceful strokes, her head tipped back, and she screamed as a tremendous climax rattled her bones. Her first orgasm swiftly became two and then three before her tight chasm worked its inevitable magic on Lars, and with a roar, he filled her pussy with his cream.
Kylie's climaxed reversed directions, and she came again as she felt Lars's thick cock spurting its juices into her tight pussy. After she returned from her brief flight, Kylie collapsed back onto the bed and opened her eyes. She stared into Lars's eyes before saying, "Wow! That was intense!"
"Wait until you make love with Mark--someone you love as a lover and not as a friend," Mila said. "It's twice as good!"
"Like you and Lars?" Kylie asked.
"No," Mila replied, shaking her head. "Lars and I are fuck buddies, with Imogen's and Per's permission, of course. But we're not in love with each other. My husband and owner, Per, is the one I love, and making love with him is like stars exploding!"
"Is Mark expecting me to become property like you and Lars are?"
"Only if that is something you'd like," Lars explained. "But I think he'd prefer an equal relationship where you're a bit more open with your sexuality than most couples."
"He wants to fuck others?" Kylie asked sadly.
"As a rich, influential man, temptation will be thrown at him from every angle. Because he's a man, he will occasionally submit to that temptation, and if you're not on board with it, it will end your marriage. However, if you are open with your sexuality and confident in yourself and his love for you, then you can ensure you surround Mark with beautiful women who are willing to sleep with him, and will even love him, but they will love and respect you enough not to try to steal him from you. That will keep the gold diggers away and ensure your marriage remains strong."
"Can I take lovers, too?"
"Female ones openly. Male ones so long as you don't shove them in Mark's face. He would prefer you didn't, but as long as you're not blatant about it, he will choose to ignore it."
"The double standard?"
"You could look at it like this," Mila explained. "A man is sticking an external part of himself into you. You're taking an external part of a man inside yourself. Sex is way more personal and intimate for a woman for that very reason. The man has cum into someone; you have accepted another man's seed inside you. Do you see the difference?"
"Yes," Kylie said reluctantly. "I guess that is why guys find it easier to cheat than women."
"I don't know enough about that to agree or disagree," Mila admitted. "All I know is that I decided to love Per regardless of his infidelities, and I will say that I've never questioned that decision even after twelve years of marriage."
"Per fucks around on you?"
Mila giggled. "Well, what exactly would you call what we're doing? If you remember or badges, they clearly state that we belong to others, and yet here we are, in bed with you, having made love. So yes. Per has sexual encounters outside our marriage, but never without discussing it with me first."
"And you've surrounded him with beautiful women who you're sure won't steal him from you?"
"I'd say the attendants here are all beautiful women, wouldn't you? What red-blooded man is turning down an offer from one of them? Or your friends? For that matter!" Mila waited until Kylie had accepted that before adding, "Plus, I've chosen wives from amongst other women who have graduated from here to work with him at his business, and even to travel with him when he goes on trips that I cannot accompany him."
"And their husbands are okay with that?"
"The women I choose to accompany my husband arrange for their chosen friends to stay with their men."
"That sounds... I don't know... cold and calculating, I guess," Kylie said. "Why not just go with them?"
"Say Mark needs to go to a convention for his business and your children have a school event at the same time? Are you sending your husband to ensure at least one parent is there for your child's event? Or are you neglecting your kids' needs to go with your husband?"
"I see what you mean," Kylie mused. "And while the kids are young, they won't be able to travel much, anyway."
"So, you send Mark alone, knowing there's any number of gold diggers out there who will try to lure him into infidelity and take your place?"
"That does sound like a recipe for disaster, doesn't it?"
"It's one of the many fears that we all have," Mila admitted. "Per and I met not long after we'd both done stints at The Academies. Cynthia had asked me to come and work here, and we were discussing how I'd be working with male attendants to encourage young women to open their horizons to sexual adventures. Per obviously knew that would mean I'd be having regular sex with other women as well as whichever male attendant who was assigned to work with me for that month. It meant that men he didn't know all that well would be cumming inside his wife. How well do you reckon that conversation went?"
"Yet here you are, married and in what I assume is some kind of ownership arrangement with him."
"Because we believe that sexual fidelity is a weak foundation to base a marriage on. Temptation abounds for all people. It especially abounds where rich, influential men meet avaricious, beautiful women. Your friend Mia was one of those. Do you think she cared about the women her targets were with when she pursued her next target? Do you think she worried about the heartache she caused the men she dumped?"
"I would say no," Kylie admitted. But she felt she had to stand up for her new friend. "I think she's had a bit of an epiphany about that now, though. She's spending the night with Jim, a man she would never have given the time of day to before coming here."
"Mia is now the type of woman that any successful man would be proud to have on her shoulder. Beautiful, intelligent, and thanks to you three, caring and empathetic. Strangely, only her fiancé, Joshua, and her porter, Jim, saw that she was capable of that. I'll admit to making some catty remarks about her, but now I'd be proud to call her my friend."
"Enough of Mia," Kylie said firmly. "I believe now that I've been deflowered, I'd like to try some things that Mark would enjoy."
"Like what?"
"Anal to start with. I think a sixty-nine with you while Lars prepares and fucks my ass."
"Done deal," Mila said, lying on her back and spinning around so the girls could form a traditional sixty-nine form.
Lars, whose erection had subsided as they discussed Kylie's relationship with Mark, stroked himself back to erect and then knelt on the bed behind Kylie's tiny, tight ass, spread her ass cheeks, and dabbed his tongue onto her starfish. Kylie moaned into Mila's pussy and pushed her ass back to meet Lars's cock. Her dark star fluttered before opening and allowing about a half-inch of Lars's tongue into her no-no passage.
Kylie's head tilted back from Mila's pussy and she moaned before muttering, "Oh, my Gawd, that feels so wickedly good!"
Lars worked saliva into Kylie's butt before introducing his finger. Once she'd accepted that, Lars worked in a second and then a third finger, adding plenty of spit to keep Kylie's dark star well lubricated. After succeeding in working a third finger into Kylie's butt, Lars used a tube of lube to add even more lubrication before smearing a liberal amount over his glans and along his shaft. Once he was sure Kylie's dark passage and his cock were ready, Lars moved up behind kylie and centred his throbbing cock in the middle of her chocolate starfish. Then, holding Kylie's hip to hold her still, Lars slowly pressed his hips forward.
"Umph!" Kylie grunted as her knot opened and allowed Lars's hefty tool to slide inside her no longer virgin ass.
Mila lashed Kylie's clit with her tongue as she twirled two fingertips over the younger woman's G-spot. The stimulation on Kylie's two most sensitive erogenous zones, combined with the decadently naughty feeling of anal sex, quickly crashed Kylie into a body shaking, bone rattling orgasm, and she lifted her head from Mila's swamped pussy to scream her appreciation at the sky. After her orgasm passed, Kylie dived back onto Mila's pussy and attacked it with renewed vigour. Surprised by Kylie's fervent attack, Mila crested quickly, and she howled her appreciation into Kylie's frothing pussy. The vibrations caused by Mila's scream vibrated across Kylie's clitoris, and her screams rose to meet Mila's.
Kylie enjoyed a third and fourth climax before her tight ass overcame Lars's resistance. Roaring, "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!" Lars bucked and froze, bucked and froze, and bucked and froze a third time as he spat huge globules of cum into Kylie's colon, leaving him weakened and shaky. He fell onto his side on the bed.
Mila's fingers probed into Kylie's gaping sphincter as she drove the young woman to a final orgasm for the night. Sleep for all three would swiftly follow.
Home Time.
The four friends met for breakfast on their final day at The Academy. They ate together in silent companionship before gathering in Sally's room to wait for their fiancés to turn up and take them home. That wouldn't be until after lunch, but there were no more official events.
"That month went by so quickly," Sarah sighed as she absently ran her fingers along Sally's inner thigh. "I'm going to miss hanging out with you girls every night."
Sally, whose body was reacting to Sarah's soft touch, placed her hand on Mia's inner thigh and did the same actions as Sarah. "You're right," she said before daringly touching the back of her fingers to Mia's wet pussy lips.
Mia opened her legs a little wider, encouraging Sally to explore further. Simultaneously, Mia dragged Kylie into her lap and spread the younger girl's slender thighs outside hers. Mia boldly ran both her hands inside Kylie's legs and slid a finger into the recent virgin's slick entrance and thumbed her clit. "I hope that we four will remain friends once we leave," Mia sighed. "I can't imagine finding four more suitable women to help me be the best wife I can be for Joshua."
Kylie leaned back against the much taller Mia and turned her head so they could kiss. After breaking the kiss, Kylie said, "I'm with Mia. I think we four are perfect partners in crime for keeping our future husbands occupied and satisfied. I'd like your input when I choose Mark's assistants--you know? The ones we'll use to keep the gold diggers away. I'm afraid I'll accidentally choose gold diggers who will try to steal him instead of protect him."
"I'm so naïve that I have that fear too," Sally said softly, holding Sarah's hand against her nubbin and grinding against it firmly.
"Let's take this to the bed," Sarah suggested. Hers was the only pussy not currently being stimulated, and she felt the lack.
The girls quickly stripped and piled onto Sally's king-sized bed. They formed a daisy chain with Sarah's lips on Sally's pussy, Sally's mouth attached to Mia's dripping entrance, Mia's tongue lashing Kylie's nubbin and Kylie's fingers twirling inside Sarah's pussy as she stabbed her tongue into the voluptuous woman's ass. Lips and tongues were quickly replaced with fingers on G-spots and sucks and light bites on love buttons before the girls cascaded into a series of orgasms. Each woman's climax igniting the next.
Sarah, ever the boldest and daringest of the girls, suggested strap-ons, and the women quickly dressed and departed for their rooms, returning carrying strap-on cocks of various types and sizes. They all disrobed and reformed their daisy chain before, once everyone's motors were revving hard again, strapping their 'cocks' on and pairing up. Sarah dove between Sally's slender thighs and slid her 'cock' into the young woman's gash. Then she waited for the others. Mia eased Sarah's strap aside and slid her 'cock' into Sarah's pussy, and then Kylie did the same to her. It took some time before the women timed their strokes, but once they had, soft moans and cries of pleasure filled the room.
All four girls managed a climax each before they swapped. Once again, Sarah took the lead. First, she stripped Mia's strap-on off her and then she lay on her back and guided Mia down until Sarah's 'cock' slid into Mia's ass. After exchanging a quick giggle, Kylie and Sally played rock/scissors/paper, with Sally winning and lying between Sarah and Mia's lasciviously spread thighs and sliding her strap-on cock into Mia's gushing pussy. Kylie then moved in behind Sally, and whether purposefully or not, slid her 'cock' into Sally's tight rosebud.
"Ungh!" Sally protested before relaxing and enjoying Kylie's sudden intrusion into her rectum.
Again, it took several minutes before the girls worked out a rhythm that didn't cause one of the 'cocks' to fall from its intended hole, but once they did, orgasms rolled across all four girls almost nonstop. They finally broke apart about noon before showering and returning to the dining room for their last meal at The Academy.
After eating, the attendees packed their meagre belongings up, dressed in the clothes they'd arrived in, and made their way to the lounge bar where they'd wait for their fiancés to arrive. By mutual agreement, Sarah, Sally, Kylie, and Mia would wait with their men until all had turned up. The girls wanted to ensure their fiancés knew each other and wanted to introduce their new friends to their own man.



Joshua was the first to arrive, getting there about an hour after lunch. Mia squealed like a schoolgirl when she saw him and ran across the room to fling herself into his arms. They kissed, and Mia lay her head on his shoulder and bursting into tears. She sobbed and apologised profusely for her behaviour. Joshua hugged her tightly and assured Mia that he knew she was a better person than she was portraying and expressing gratitude that she'd figured that out for herself, too.
After a few more hugs and apologies, Mia brought Joshua over to meet her friends. It was immediately clear that Joshua approved of Mia's new pals because his eyes lit up even as they roved over the other girls' bodies--not that he was creepy about it. Just appreciative of their appearances. Joshua seemed especially taken with Sally, who was, perhaps, Mia's best friend amongst the group. Mia got Joshua a scotch, his chosen drink, and refills for the girls. She rejoined the group, holding a tray with the drinks, and enjoyed the banter as her friends got to know her future husband.
Leo arrived next, but the much more reserved Sally merely walked quickly across the room before pressing her slender body against the handsome older man and hugging him tightly. Tears flowed from her eyes freely, and she struggled to speak before they shared a deep, soul-searching kiss. After the kiss, she brought Leo across to meet Joshua and her friends. Similarly to Joshua, it was clear that Leo approved of Sally's friends, and also similarly, although his looks were admiring, they remained well short of lecherous.
Leo and Joshua didn't know each other, but the two men were soon engrossed in a deep conversation about their various business interests, and it turned out they were joint shareholders in several companies. It wasn't long before they decided to get together with their future wives, have dinner, and discuss possible future investment opportunities. Mia and Sally exchanged smiles because they knew their men would want to 'swap wives' occasionally.
Mark made his entrance about thirty minutes after Leo had arrived. Similarly to Mia, Kylie squealed delightedly and ran across the room to fling herself into Mark's arms. However, unlike Mia, there were no apologies or tears, just lots of hugs and kisses and smiled promises of delights later that night. After greeting her future husband, Kylie brought him across to the group to meet her friends and her friends' fiancés. The three men were swiftly in a discussion about shared business interests. It didn't take long before the three men agreed to get together after their marriages to discuss business opportunities.
It was almost another hour before Adam finally appeared. He'd come down from Brisbane and had been caught in the severe traffic caused by a truck roll over on the Pacific Highway. Sarah, who being the most sexually free during her stay, was still nervous about her promiscuity and her future with Adam. She walked towards her future husband tentatively, scared of his reaction to her. Her fears were swiftly allayed when Adam spotted her, and he almost ran across to her and swept her into a passionate embrace.
"Cynthia told me you enthusiastically involved yourself in the lessons and opportunities to play," Adam grinned.
Sarah's smile fell, and her spirits dropped into her boots, assuming she wore some. "Is that okay?" She asked nervously.
"Absolutely!" Adam told her, smiling. "I wanted you to get over your ridiculous notion that we had to be chaste other than with each other. Cynthia tells me you gleefully participated in the orgy, fucking men and women equally and with great abandon."
"I was a right royal slut," Sarah admitted guiltily. "I couldn't even tell you how many people I copulated with."
Adam kissed her and gazed into her eyes meaningfully. "Sarah, my love, I sent you here to get over this ridiculous notion of exclusivity. I will take other lovers, some of which I will share with you. Others just because I could, and I will be very angry with you if you do not do the same."
Relaxing, Sarah grinned and cheekily asked, "And if you come home from work unexpectedly and find some stranger nuts deep in your wife?"
"I'll laugh and ask if I should wait or go and find a willing woman who wants me balls deep in her."
Sarah examined her fiancé critically before giggling and replying, "You would, too, asshole!" She thought momentarily before adding, "I don't want to be that girl, but I would like to experiment with you. Try threesomes of both varieties, and perhaps to go to swinger and orgy clubs with you. Deal?"
"Deal!" Adam replied. "I believe those are the women you became close with and their husbands?" Sarah nodded. "Then, introduce me to them, and we'll discuss getting together for our first wife-swap party."
"Asshole!" Sarah spat mirthfully as she slapped Adam's shoulder. She took him across to the other couples and introduced her friends and their fiancés.
It turned out that Adam had had numerous financial interactions with Sarah's friends' partners through his software company, Adonis Consulting. Neither Joshua nor Leo nor Mark knew each other before their fiancées had introduced them, but they all knew Adam and had hired his firm for their computer and internet needs. The four men quickly seemed to forget their fiancées and engaged in a lively debate about finances, re-finance strategies, the current share market, and where they thought Australia's market was heading over the following few years. Adam, who was the youngest of the four, was more upbeat about Australia's current financial direction than the three older men.
Sarah brought their discussion to an end by plonking herself in Adam's lap and saying, "If you don't finish this up, take me home, and fuck me silly, I'm calling an Uber and we four girls are going back to my place for an all-night lesbian orgy."
"Sounds like a plan, as long as we can all watch," Leo teased.
"Give us a couple of weeks to reacquaint ourselves with our men, and we can make that happen," Sally challenged, shocking Leo to his core.
Mark looked at Kylie with a raised eyebrow. Kylie blushed, but then quietly and firmly stated, "I'm in."
Mia glanced at Joshua before also blushing. "Me, too."
"On that note," Leo said hastily. "Taking our future wives home and reacquainting ourselves with them sounds like a very good idea to me!"
Laughing and giggling, the eight new friends stood up and walked to their cars. The men left it up to their fiancées to make the arrangements for them all to catch up in a few days.

The End.
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I wrote it as a poke in the eye for every troll who wrote an anonymous derogatory comment criticising and denigrating an author in graphically insulting terms. If you have an insulting comment to make, at least have the balls to own it, you pathetic cowards.
This story says 'fuck you' to you lamentable trolls who can't write a story that scores better than a 3, yet feel you have the right to tear down writers much more successful and talented than you.
I have purposefully written it to offend a certain type of person, and if you find it offensive, then know I did that on purpose because it was you who I was trying to offend. But here's the thing--do you know what happens when you're offended? (Pregnant pause) Nothing! You're offended? So what! Be offended! Here's what logical people do when confronted by a free story on a free site that offends them. They stop reading and search for something else!
Be wary of reading any further, you pathetic molls, because this story is about female domination and male subjugation. There are graphic descriptions of cock and ball torture (CBT), and men who are forced to dress as sissies and made to suck cocks and take them up their asses. It is about a dominant woman who chooses a man she wants to subjugate and how she breaks him and turns him into a cock-swallowing, taking it up the ass and enjoying it, sissy. It has female dominants who collar and sissify their men. And what is worse is that it's written about men who enjoy that being done to them! To add to your discomfort, the main character is incestuous with her teenage children, too! And her daughter is incestuous with her brother and father.
But it's even worse than that! Because it's also written from the point of view of the man who is broken, subjugated and sissified. He describes how he comes to enjoy being his Mistress's cocksucking sissy and revel in his subjugation!
Before you go, I know what you think, and no, I am not, have never been, nor will I ever be a sissy. I am a dominant with over forty years of experience in BDSM. I have, however, sissified many husbands for their wives. Tell yours to contact me. Maybe I'll do that to you for her!
Finally, if you have constructive feedback about grammatical errors or timeline discrepancies, or if you think my stories lack something, please feel free to message me with your suggestions.
JohnM.
Chapter 1: Present Day 1:
Helena carefully untangled herself from the gorgeous, nineteen-year-old student she'd spent the night fucking and slid out of bed. She went into the en suite and relieved her bladder before washing her hands and the teenager's pussy juices off her pretty face. Helena examined her face critically. Although she rarely wore makeup and eschewed hair dye, she liked to keep her face well moisturised and her eyebrows neat and tidy.
At forty-three-years-old, Helena thought she'd held her age well. Tall, with an athletically slender body, small, high breasts and widely parted nipples which were conical in shape, Helena's best features aside from her beautifully severe face are probably her long, slender neck, and lengthy, toned legs, which she accentuates by wearing 7-inch heels. For work as a course director and coordinator for QUT's Brisbane City campus, Helena dresses in clothing that hides her flesh but emphasises her slender, shapely figure.
Another distinguishing feature is Helena's long, straight, greying black hair that hangs to her small, tight ass. Unlike most women, Helena wears her grey hair proudly, and perhaps strangely, it looks good on her, making the PhD professor look distinguished and stately. Helena's eyes are green that burn like fire when she is angry or excited or freeze the skin off of a student's or recalcitrant male's face when she is disgusted by them.
Although people were quick to label the professor a feminist lesbian, Helena is anything but, although she admits to being bisexual with a strong preference for young, feminine-looking people--boys or girls. Helena's favourite pastime is seducing eighteen to twenty-five-year-old men and women. She introduces the women into same-sex relationships and encourages them to become FemDoms like she is. She seduces men with equal fervour, but her aim is always to subjugate and feminise them as quickly as possible. Then she introduces them, too, to same-gender sex, encouraging the boys to become cocksucking sissies.
Finished in the bathroom, Helena decided not to dress, and took a long, diaphanous white robe off the hook behind the bathroom door and walked to the kitchen where she knew her husband--her sissy--would have coffee for her. Brian, as Helena expected, still wore Manon's, the student in her bed, bra and panty set. She examined his long, lean, clean-shaven body, admiring his leanly muscular form and his tight ass in a sexy pair of underwear. She remembered watching him service her young lover the previous night, and her juices began flowing again.
Helena sat on the island bench beside where her husband was making coffee, opened her legs and said, "Eat, bitch."
Brian dropped to his knees and buried his face in Helena's verdantly covered snatch. His tongue probed between her slick hairs and found her wet entrance. Brian's ministrations, as they had been ever since Helena had educated him, were deft and proficient, and she raced towards her peak. Her peak hit when she felt more than heard Manon coming to the kitchen door. The young woman's soft gasp confirmed she'd seen what the married pair were doing, and her exclamation tossed Helena into her climax.
Once she'd come down, Helena said, "Prepare yourself to go out, sissy. Your full Little Bo-Peep outfit, please. We'll get some breakfast, and then I'm sure Manon will need to go home."
"Please, Mistress, not the Little Bo-Peep outfit," Brian pleaded.
"I didn't ask you, sissy," Helena said firmly.
"Yes, Mistress," Brian said sullenly. "May I continue wearing Manon's bra and panties?"
"If you wish, sissy," Helena acquiesced. "But underneath everything else." Helena watched her husband reluctantly leave and head to his bedroom to change, then turned to where Manon stood, wide-eyed and naked. "Would you like a shower and some underwear to wear?"
Manon agreed, so Helena took her back to her room, where she handed the teenager a matching bra and panty set Helena had bought for herself but hadn't worn yet. Fortunately, the two women's physiques were almost exactly the same--they were both 32A-22-32, and stood just short of six feet tall (193 cm)--the panty set would fit perfectly.
Helena left Manon to her shower and returned to the kitchen to enjoy her coffee. As she waited for her sissy/husband and her latest lover to return, Helena reminisced about her journey to get to here.
Chapter 2: How it all began.
"Helena, I am telling you that you're not going out on a date with that boy!" Taylor MacNeil told his eighteen-year-old daughter.
"And I'm telling you that I don't care what you say!" Helena reposited. "I'm eighteen-years-old and I can decide who I'll date and when!"
"Not whilst you live under my roof and accept my money so you can go to university!"
"Then you can stick your house and your money up your arse, daddy dearest! I'll pack my shit up and move out tomorrow!"
Helena grabbed her purse and ran out of the house, getting in her boyfriend's car.
"Is everything okay?" Matt, her current boyfriend, asked.
"Just my dad being his usual asshole self. I'm done here, and I'll have to bring forward when I planned to leave. As you know, I planned to enter the dorms at UQ (University of Queensland) when I start uni next year. But Dad's becoming more and more unreasonable, so I'll need somewhere to stay until uni starts in February. It's just as well that I have my data entry job for the summer because it means I can afford to stay with my sister, Janey, at her unit until the dorms open."
"What do you want to do tonight?"
"You're hoping to get lucky tonight, huh?"
"I've been very patient and have done what you've asked, so, yeah. Right?"
"You're ready to let me dress you up in my panties, tie you to your bed, and fuck your ass with my strap-on?" Helena confirmed.
"I've shaven all my body hair off, and I've been moisturising my face and around my groin like you asked."
"Then you can have me after I've fucked you to orgasm several times," Helena said, smiling.
"Do you really think that fucking me in the ass with your strap-on will make me cum?"
"You love it when I finger your prostate as I blow you, so yeah. I think you'll cum. More than once or even twice, I'd bet."
Helena was doing an admirable job of hiding it, but the reality was that she was terrified. Matt was the first boyfriend she'd had who hadn't totally freaked out when she stuck her finger in his ass. But Helena was determined to be different from her mother, and not a doormat for her future husband.
"What's with making me shave my body hair off and making me wear your panties while you fuck me? Are you sure you're not a lesbian or something?"
"You know that I've had sex with several women, Matt. But I'm not a lesbian. Bisexual? Definitely! But I'm definitely not a lesbian. But it is true that if we fuck tonight, you'll be the first man I've had inside me."
"You're a virgin?" Matt gasped.
Helena shook her head. "Not really. I've had tongues and fingers inside me, and my first lover fucked me with her strap-on. I think that qualifies as sex, doesn't it?"
"But I'll be the first real dick inside you?"
"You're not a dick, Matt!" Helena teased. Matt laughed, and Helena continued, "You'll be the first man to stick his cock in me. I'm looking forward to it."
The couple had a light dinner, along with a glass of wine each, before heading to Matt's unit. They indulged in the usual makeout session that preludes sex, and then Helena instructed Matt to strip and kneel with his forehead on the ground, his panty-covered ass up in the air, and his fingers holding his ass cheeks apart so his rosebud was displayed. Once he was in position, Helena moved his thong panty aside and eased her lube-covered finger into Matt's ass. She followed that with a second and third finger, stretching his ass until she was sure it would accept her 'cock'.
"Get up on the bed," Helena said breathlessly. Her whole body trembled with anticipation and excitement. She was going to do this--peg her first male. 'It's a shame he wouldn't let me feminise him entirely,' she thought as she tied Matt's wrists to the headboard.
Matt's ankles followed, with Helena handcuffing Matt's left ankle to his left wrist and then repeating with his right. This left Matt naked except for his thong, and exposed his taut ass and gaping asshole to Helena's excited gaze.
Helena, panting with excitement, knelt with her thighs on either side of Matt's ass. She held her strap-on in her right hand and balanced by using her left on Matt's upturned legs. After shuffling forward, Helena centred her 'cock' in the middle of her boyfriend's dark star and gently eased it inside.
"Oomph," Matt grunted as his knot opened and allowed his girlfriend's 'dick' into his ass.
It took a few strokes before Helena worked out how to fuck her boyfriend's ass successfully, but she soon gained a powerful rhythm that had Matt gasping for more. Helena, perhaps fortuitously because it was her first time, had gotten her penetration angle exactly right and had the tip of her strap-on scraping across Matt's prostate, his P-spot, with every inward stroke. That alone had the young man climbing towards an orgasm, so when Helena gripped his rigidly erect cock and began jacking him simultaneously, Matt's resistance almost immediately crumbled. Matt's body spasmed, then he groaned and spat globules of cum from his straining cock.
The first spits flew into the air and fell onto Matt's chest, but then Helena redirected them, and the next one spurted into Matt's open mouth. "Yuck!" He yelled, trying to spit it out. Unfortunately for him, Helena found the sight of him eating his own cum sexually exciting, and she began gathering his spend from his belly and chest and trying to feed it to him.
"Yuck! What the fuck are you trying to do?" Matt objected.
"Open up and swallow, bitch!" Helena hissed, grabbing Matt's balls.
"No!" Matt protested.
"Yes!" Helena demanded, squeezing her boyfriend's balls.
"Ouch!" Matt yelped, which gave Helena a chance to feed some of Matt's gathered cum into his mouth.
He tried to spit it out, but Helena squeezed his balls again and demanded, "Swallow or I'll rip these off!" She tweaked Matt's balls again.
Matt reluctantly closed his eyes and mouth before grimacing and swallowing. He'd no sooner gulped the first lot down than Helena twisted his balls again and fed him more cum when he opened his mouth to yelp. Matt protested, but the problem with his complaints, as Helena discovered, was that his erection suddenly roared back to life. His cock rolled, straightened, and then inflated to full erectness.
Helena, laughing at Matt's discomfiture, re-introduced her 'cock' to his asshole and began fucking him as she jacked him again. Despite Matt's protestations, it was less than five minutes before his prostate clenched around Helena's strap-on, and he ejaculated cum into the air. As it had before, most of it pooled on Matt's chest and stomach, and using her ball-squeezing technique, Helena gathered it up on her fingers before feeding it to him.
Matt demanded to be released, but Helena was having too much fun. She felt powerful and dominant, a feeling denied to by her overbearing father and submissive mother. Helena wanted that feeling to continue, but recalcitrantly, Matt's cock refused to rise to the occasion again. In desperation, Helena eased her finger into his ass and stroked his P-spot as she took his cock into her mouth. That did the trick, and Matt was soon moaning appreciatively instead of protestingly.
The twin assaults on his erogenous zones crashed Matt into a third orgasm in less than thirty minutes, something that even teenage boys find challenging. However, Matt's torment wasn't over because Helena had held his latest ejaculation in her mouth. Looming over him, she grabbed his ball sack again, kissed him, and tried to feed his cum that she'd held in her mouth back to him. It took a hefty squeeze on Mat's balls before he allowed Helena to feed it to him.
Satisfied with her work, Helena stepped off the bed and examined her boyfriend. She realised that making him eat his cum and forcing erections on him excited her. Helena thought that if he'd agree to feminise further, her attraction would soar, but she found his reluctance to do as she wanted and eat his cum irritating. She thought he should submit to her desires more readily and without so much whining. Helena discovered that dominating Matt was extremely exciting, and her clit throbbed as she remembered what she'd made him do. She stood looking at him, considering what to do about her throbbing clit and soaking pussy.
"I want to ride you," she told him. "But only if you agree to slide down the bed and let me retie you."
"No fucking way, you bitch!" Matt yelled. "You're a fucking freak! I'm not some faggot that wants to eat cum!"
"But I'm expected to kiss you after you've used your tongue on me? Fuck you, buster. What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander!"
Helena studied Matt until an idea formed: She could easily pull his cock forward so it stuck out behind his thighs, and if it was like that, she could squat outside his hips and lower her pussy onto his cock. All she had to do was get him hard again. She climbed back on the bed, and by using her mouth on his cock and her finger in his ass, returned his dick to rigidity, despite Matt's objections.
After taking her strap-on off, Helena pulled Matt's cock down until she could position it at her entrance. Then, relaxing her slender thighs, she lowered herself onto it, balancing on her hands, which were wrapped around his ankles. Helena sighed, enjoying having a flesh cock inside her for the first time. She'd need this regularly; she knew that now. But it would only ever be on her terms and with her in control.
That meant, unfortunately, that Matt had to go. He fought her too hard and resisted what she wanted for too long. But it would be a balancing act. She effectively preferred women to men, but needed a real live cock to truly satisfy her, and there was where the trouble would be. Could she find a woman partner who could accept her need for cock, or would she be better to subjugate a man and make him her bitch, therefore allowing her to have sex with other women?
And other men, too, she suddenly realised. If she went down that track, she would have a suitable rich male partner who would provide for her and their children, but he would be her bitch and have to accept her fucking whomever she wanted. It was time to start looking for that man, and Matt wasn't him.
Helena suddenly realised that she'd fallen from the cusp of her orgasm and was now seriously behind Matt on the climb to their peaks. She refocused and thought of how she'd spent close to an hour dominating and using him for her pleasure. Those thoughts sent her back to her orgasm's precipice, and then feeling Matt's solid, but mediocre-length cock filling her pussy with whatever he had left, tossed her off that cliff, and she enjoyed a petite but satisfying climax. More because of how she got there than the act itself.
After her orgasm passed, Helena considered what to do next. She knew Matt was angry at her, and it was quite possible that he'd turn violent when she released him from his restraints. However, because she didn't see a future with him, Helena thought of one last thing she could do to get herself off and humiliate him in the process.
After retrieving a piece of soft rope from her bag, Helena tied it around Matt's balls. She pulled on it experimentally, eliciting an anguished gasp of "No!" from her man. Helena then held the rope at its end and positioned herself until she could lower her cum-filled pussy onto Matt's face. She hesitated above his horrified eyes before growling, "I'm going to lower my cunt onto your face, and you're going to eat your cum out of it until you make me cum. If you refuse, try to bite me, or do anything other than eat my pussy, I will rip your balls off! Are we clear?" Helena hauled on the rope to emphasise her point.
"I'm going to slap you stupid once you release me," Matt threatened.
"I guess that means you're staying tied up until someone finds you, doesn't it?" Helena chuckled before hauling on Matt's balls as a warning and lowering her cum-messy pussy onto his lips. It took another painful tug before Matt opened his mouth and used his tongue to clean his semen from Helena's vulva. Helena crested twice as he ate her, but those minor orgasms were more from the act of dominating him than his expertise at licking her.



Unfortunately for the young man, his body betrayed him, and by the time Helena climbed off him, Matt had another raging erection. Fascinated, Helena dragged on the rope, abusing Matt's balls as she stroked his shaft. The combination of pain and pleasure proved too much for the teenager, and with a despairing groan, he shot his cum into the air again.
Leaving Matt tied to the bed, Helena dressed, loosened the ties enough that he should be able to escape, and left. She had a lot to think about. Matt's sexual response to Helena's abuse fascinated her, and her pussy heated and got wet as she thought about doing something similar to that again.
Matt sent several messages and attempted to call her as she drove home, but Helena ignored them all until she got home. Her father tried to restart their argument, but Helena ignored him and her pleading mother, packed as much of her stuff as she could, returned to her car, and drove to her sister's place. She never set foot in the family home again.
After checking in with her sister that she could stay until the uni dorms opened, Helena went to the spare bed to reflect on her encounter with Matt. She understood that the actual act of making love to him had done nothing for her libido at all. However, dominating him and torturing his balls excited Helena enormously, and she knew what she wanted from her men. She wanted them subjugated, feminised, and prepared to serve her wants and needs. She knew if she picked and trained them correctly, they would do all of that for the mere chance of her allowing them an orgasm.
It wasn't until the following morning that Helena checked her phone. To her surprise, the messages were all from Matt begging her to come back and play with him some more. Of course, she suspected he hoped to get her alone and then return the favour. i.e., tying her up and torturing her whilst using her body to get off. Helena chose to let Matt stew for a week before she warily phoned him and asked what he wanted.
"I want more of what we did," Matt said enthusiastically. "I've been masturbating non-stop, remembering what we did. OMG! I came like five times in less than two hours. I haven't done that before, even when I was at my horniest."
"You mean you masturbated five times in a row thinking about me dominating you? Or you came five times while I had you tied up?"
"Well, both." The embarrassment was obvious in his voice.
"You seriously expect me to believe, after the names you called me and the threats you made when I had you tied up, that you want me to do it to you again?"
"I was ashamed of my reactions to what you were doing," Matt confessed. "I didn't want to admit that I enjoy being forced to wear your underwear and to shave my body hair. I was scared to say that I liked it that you tied me up and made me your bitch."
"Before I even consider being alone with you again, you have to do one thing for me."
"Like what?"
"Meet me for coffee dressed completely in drag."
There was a long silence before Matt gulped and answered, "Tell me where and when, and I'll be there."
"I'll think about it and let you know." Helena hung up and smiled. 'Well, well, well,' she thought. 'How interesting.' She still didn't trust him, however, and determined to bring Janey to her meeting with a 'glammed-up' Matt.
Helena discussed her situation, in general terms, with her sister, and Janey agreed to accompany Helena to her meeting with Matt. Janey was more than a little intrigued as to how her sister had gotten her (Helena's) boyfriend to dress in drag for a public meeting, but she put those questions aside for now. Another two weeks passed with Helena ignoring Matt's texts and attempts to call her before Helena phoned him and suggested they meet at The Coffee Club in West End. The Coffee Club at West End was a well-known hangout place for the trans community, so Matt being in drag wouldn't cause too much trouble.
The following Sunday, Helena and Janey sat in the lower area of The Coffee Club, waiting for Matt to appear. It was almost forty-five minutes after their agreed meeting time, and there had been no messages or attempts to call. Nor had Matt responded to Helena's attempts to call him.
"I don't think he's showing," Janey said.
"Me neither," Helena admitted. "Let's get something to eat and another coffee, and then we'll head for home."
Helena got up to order, and just as she stood, Matt slid into The Club furtively. He looked around nervously before skittering across the room and plonking into a seat opposite the sisters.
"You didn't tell me your sister was coming," Matt complained. "Now I'm doubly embarrassed."
Helena thought about saying that his face looked like it had been face-fucked by a box of crayons and that was far more embarrassing, but she realised that was unnecessarily hurtful given Matt had obviously never worn makeup before and wouldn't have anyone to show him how.
"Why is she here? Other than to embarrass me," Matt asked.
"Because I didn't trust your intentions," Helena admitted. "I did some pretty cruel things to you during our last time together, and you made some fairly severe threats."
"You surprised me, and I was scared by how much I enjoyed being humiliated like that."
"Did you enjoy me crushing your balls and fucking you in the ass with my strap-on?"
"I came so many times while you were doing it, despite insisting I was hating it. So, yes. I did enjoy it, and now that I've had time to think about it, I want to experience more. I still wear your panties every day, and I've started wearing a bra, too."
"I'll come to your place this time next week," Helena said, deciding Matt genuinely wanted more of the same kind of play. "I want you dressed as you are today, and I'll show you how to do your makeup properly."
"I look horrid, don't I?" Matt said despairingly. "I tried and tried, but I couldn't get it even close to right."
"Try to remember that less is more, more or less," Janey said, grinning. "For daytime wear, your makeup needs to be understated rather than overt as you currently have it."
"I'd've said you look like you got face-fucked by a box of crayons, but what she said," Helena added, also giggling.
Matt's face fell, and Helena felt momentarily bad for making him feel that way, but she justified her comment to herself by thinking, 'Well, it's true!' She did note that humiliating Matt warmed her nether regions, and she wanted to explore that further when she got together with him at a later date. After chatting for another fifteen to twenty minutes, Janey and Helena left, with Matt following them to their car.
"When can we play again?" Matt asked.
"Let me think about it," Helena replied. "But if I do decide to play with you, I want to take it even further than last time."
"I'm up for whatever you want to do," Matt declared.
"Careful what you wish for," Helena said before getting in the car and leaving.
Janey waited until they were about halfway home before asking, "What the fuck was that about? You didn't tell me your boyfriend was a tranny!"
"I think he's a 'tranny of convenience'."
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"It means he's dressing like a girl because he thinks it'll get him what he wants, which is to fuck me."
"You want an effeminate man as your partner?"
"No. I want to own and control him and make him do what I want him to do. It's about control, not about how he dresses. Making him dress like a girl in public embarrasses him, and making him do what I want excites me."
Janey shrugged and said doubtfully, "Whatever floats your boat, I guess."
Janey hadn't fully decided yet, but she suspected, quite strongly, that she was bisexual with a strong preference for women. She'd slept with equal numbers of both sexes, but found achieving an orgasm with males more difficult than with other women. Perhaps it was merely that the men she'd slept with were around her age--twenty-one. Janey had her eyes on a handsome, unmarried professor who was only in his early forties. She hoped an older, more experienced male lover would satisfy her needs better and allow her to decide if she really did prefer women.
Helena allowed another two weeks to pass before she followed up on her agreement to meet Matt again. Then, as before, she insisted he come to The Coffee Club in West End in drag for a chat before she'd agree to follow him home. Matt turned up on time this time, and his makeup showed a vast improvement from his first attempt.
"I found a group on Fetlife for cross-dressers," Matt explained to Helena's raised eyebrow. "One of the guys on there gave me the number of a woman who specialises in makeup for cross-dressers."
They talked about things until Helena was confident that Matt genuinely wanted to play and not exact revenge for her previous treatment of him. Then they left The Coffee Club and drove to Matt's apartment. Helena instructed Matt to strip before tying him as she had the last time they'd played. Helena, her pussy leaking copiously, looked at Matt's salaciously exposed ass, cock and balls, and thought through what she wanted to do.
The first part was easy because Matt was already rock hard with precum leaking from his twitching cock. Helena took Matt's balls in her hand and roughly worked them away from his shaft before using a piece of rope to tie them up. Her second step was to tie another piece of rope around the base of Matt's shaft, keeping the blood trapped and his cock rigid even if he orgasmed. Next, she pinched Matt's nose closed and forced an O-ring gag between his teeth, forcing his mouth to remain open.
Satisfied she had him under control, Helena stripped and donned her strap-on. This item, which she'd bought since they'd last played, was a black rubber, 14-inch monstrosity with a shiny, bulbous head. She showed it to Matt, whose eyes went wide with terror, and he whimpered, trying to mouth protests that were barely audible because of the gag. Helena ignored his protests, and they dried up when she took his shaft in her hands and began jacking him off.
Once she had him bubbling away, Helena oiled her middle finger and eased it into Matt's rectum, searching for his P-spot. A grunt and a twitch told Helena she'd found it, and she returned to jacking him as she tickled his prostate. Matt orgasmed a few minutes later, spitting his jism over Helena's hand and his stomach and chest. However, this time Matt barely flinched when she gathered it up and fed it into his mouth.
After she'd cleaned most of Matt's cum up, Helena eased her middle finger back into his ass and onto his prostate. Being young, Matt's erection immediately roared back to life. But this time, instead of jacking him, Helena worked a second finger into the young man's ass, stretching his anal ring wider. A short time later, she worked a third finger and then a fourth. Exerting inward pressure, Helena eventually forced all four fingers into Mat's ass down to her last knuckles. By that stage, Matt was moaning with lust, writhing and trying his best to hump against Helena's hand. His cock erupted again as another orgasm blasted through his bound body.
The ropes around Mat's shaft and balls made it difficult and quite painful to climax. However, Helena had taught Matt to enjoy some pain with his pleasure, so his dick barely wilted at all, and swiftly returned to full stiffness when he saw Helena positioning her enormous 'cock' on his gaping dark star. He grunted and bucked as she forced the gigantic bulbous head of the strap-on through his knot, then gasped with pleasure as it contacted his prostate and began gliding over it. Helena grinned at him triumphantly and took hold of his throbbing member.
"Huuuuuck!" Matt groaned around his O-ring as he orgasmed again. By now, he'd spent most of his bodily fluids, and little ejaculate spat from his cock's eye.
Helena decided it was time for her to get some for herself, so she removed her strap-on, backed over his upturned legs, and lowered her dripping pussy onto Matt's mouth. To her delight, Matt's tongue speared through his O-ring and stabbed into her frothing vulva. Helena reached behind her ass and grabbed a handful of Matt's hair. Then, holding him tightly to her, she ratcheted her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy and clitoris across his nose, tongue and chin. A petite, unsatisfying orgasm washed through her.
Her lust unrequited, Helena rode Matt's face even more powerfully. Another climax ensued, but it, too, was minor, and her needs continued to rage. Matt's cock, although semi-rigid because of being roped off, refused to reignite. Seeing it hanging limply infuriated Helena, and she slapped his balls hard.
"Owwww!" Matt grunted as his entire body spasmed with pain.
His pained grunts inflamed Helena's libido, and she slapped his nutsack twice more before closing her hand into a fist and punching it. Matt tried to howl in pain, but the O-ring and Helena's red-hot cunt pressed against his mouth, meant the sounds barely escaped his mouth. Matt's pain excited Helena and smashed her against the cliff of her climax. She orgasmed with a feral roar, then, realising Matt's cock had leapt back to life and full rigidity, she moved forward until she could bend his dick down and lower her blazing pussy onto it. It slid up her slick tunnel until Helena's clit rested against Matt's balls.
With Matt panting behind her svelte frame, Helena gripped Matt's balls and held them tightly to her button as she raised and slammed herself back down onto his cock. On every downward ride, Helena's clit slammed against Matt's balls, causing him to grunt with pain every time. Every grunt heightened Helena's excitement to the point she got carried away, closed her hand into a fist again, and slammed it into Matt's balls. Doing that catapulted Helena into a screaming orgasm, which was heightened by Matt groaning and ejaculating what was left in his nutsack into Helena.
As she'd done the first time, Helena shifted off of Matt's dick and shifted back. The small amount of cum he'd ejaculated into Helena's cunt slowly leaked out and ran through the O-ring into Matt's mouth. He grimaced but didn't otherwise complain. However, it wasn't enough for the newly minted Domme, and her clit and pussy still ached, needing further attention. However, Matt had climaxed four times in less than ninety minutes, and he was 'out of action' for the foreseeable.
Angered and sexually frustrated, Helena took a riding crop from her bag and whipped Matt's exposed rosebud, perineum, balls and shaft, but to no avail because Matt's cock refused to harden enough for Helena to use. However, which Helena thought was the point, nor did he object to her treatment of him. In fact, the crueler Helena treated him, the stronger Matt responded with indications he enjoyed being abused. Helena stood over him and his wilted cock, deciding what to do. A sudden, evil thought percolated through her brain, and she dressed.
"Wait up for me," she sniggered. "I won't be long!"
"O, o," Matt protested, trying to say 'no'. It did him no avail, though. Helena dressed and left the room, leaving him bound to the bed.
Jumping into her car, Helena drove the scant few kilometres to the closest pub, where she sat at the bar and tried to look aloof and uninterested in company. Her ploy worked like a charm because a handsome, older man who was probably twice her age hit on her. He was perfect for what she wanted, though, so with some not-so-subtle encouragement, Helena snuck him into the disabled toilet and was bent over, holding onto the sink as he pounded her tight hole from behind.
The man didn't last long, although feeling him ejaculate inside her and knowing what she planned to do was enough to send her shuddering into an intense climax when he came inside her. Thanking her, the man left, and Helena pulled her skirt down before getting back in her car and returning to Matt's apartment.
Upon getting there, Helena entered Matt's unit before stripping back to naked. Walking into his bedroom, it became apparent that 'absence does indeed make the heart grow fonder'. Or at least, the cock grow harder. Matt's dick bounced and his ass cheeks clenched in anticipation as Helena approached him. Helena giggled to herself, thinking about what she was about to do. The thought of doing it had her hotter than being four inches from Hades' furnaces.
Climbing onto the bed, Helena turned to face away from Matt before she backed up and lowered her cum-filled cunt onto his lips. Matt saw her cum-messy pussy descending and tried to turn his head away. Unfortunately for him, Helena grabbed his balls and twisted them mercilessly until he turned his head back. Unwillingly, Matt probed his tongue into Helena's drooling gash and swallowed another man's cum as he gathered it from her semen-filled twat.
Helena couldn't believe how powerful making a man, who considered himself her boyfriend, although Helena would not have called him that, eat another man's semen from her overheated pussy made her feel. Using her internal muscles, Helena expelled as much of the man's spend into Matt's mouth as possible. Once she was sure that she couldn't release any more, Helena squeezed his balls as she jacked his shaft, causing Matt to spit his essence onto his chest again. Helena grinned because despite his objections and protests, Matt ejaculated a virtual torrent of cum onto his chest.
After several orgasms on Matt's tongue, Helena finally felt satiated, so she released Matt's binds enough that he'd eventually be able to escape, and then she swiftly dressed, left his apartment, and returned to her sister's unit. Helena returned neither Matt's calls nor texts, nor did she ever see him again.
Chapter 3: Present Day 2.
Manon returned after dressing, and then she followed Helena back to her bedroom when she giggled and said, "Shit! I'd better get changed, too!"
The two tall, slender women exchanged several kisses as Helena dressed and brushed her hair. By the time she was done, Brian was in the kitchen, looking forlorn. He looked at Helena and Manon despairingly, and Manon couldn't suppress a laugh. Brian was dressed in pink ballet shoes and pink stay-up stockings that had little pink bows at their tops. Above that, he wore a frilly, puffy, layered miniskirt that was pinned up on its left side and exposed that he had a pair of frilly white granny knickers which barely disguised his caged cock. The outfit had a pink singlet-top that had unicorns facing forwards. On his head, Brian had a cute 'Shirley Temple-style' wig with golden-blonde ringlets. Brian's makeup was garish, think Mimi Bobeck in The Drew Carey Show.
As well as the over-the-top outfit, Brian had a thick leather collar around his neck, the chain of which disappeared inside his top and wrapped around Brian's waist. Another chain travelled from an O-ring on the waist belt down to the base of his cock cage where it wrapped around his shaft and balls behind his cock cage, then returned through the O-ring and hung down his skirt's front. When Helena tugged on the lead, it hauled on the cock cage and stretched Brian's cock and balls.
The two women led Brian outside where, after telling him to kneel on the backseat, Helena attached a harness around Brian's chest and buckled him in like you would a pet dog. There wasn't enough length in the leash for Brian to do anything but remain kneeling across the seat. Helena and Manon got in the front seats, and they drove to her favourite café for a late breakfast.
Helena released her husband from the harness and let him exit the car. Then, holding the lead to his balls firmly, she led him across the car park to the café. Brian tried to hide behind her and Manon, but Helena insisted he walk by her side but a half-step behind to show his submission to her. Manon found the whole thing amusing, but if pushed, she'd admit it would be exciting to have total control of someone like Helena had over Brian.



The threesome got a few stares as they entered the café and sat down, but no one said anything. However, some of the male patrons looked disgusted, and many of the female ones speculative. More than one husband growled something similar to, "In your dreams" or "Don't even think about it".
After a leisurely meal, Helena took Manon back to QUT, where she got in her car and went home. Helena took Brian with her to do their shopping before going home and allowing him to change into his typical around-home attire. As it usually did, making her husband dress in something embarrassing and humiliating him further by taking him out, had Helena hotter than a blast furnace. She waited until Brian returned before standing and instructing him to remove her clothing, fold them neatly and put them away.
"Bring the whip and the key to your cage, worm," Helena commanded once she was naked. While Brian did that, Helena moved to their playroom where she opened a drawer and took out her horse-cock strap-on. This was an 18-inch monstrosity that even her husband's experienced ass found difficult to take and even then, he could only accept half of its extreme length and girth in his severely distended colon.
Brian entered the playroom with the two items Helena requested. He suppressed a groaned protest when he saw what Helena had dangling between her athletically slender thighs. Handing the items to Helena, Brian climbed into the sling, tying his own ankles and left wrist into the restraints when he had. Helena completed his bonding by securely cuffing Brian's right wrist. Then she used the crank to ratchet the swing apart and tight until Brian hovered around three-foot off the floor with his arms and legs widely splayed.
Once he was stretched, and in position, Helena removed Brian's cage, took the whip in her right hand, stood to the side, and rained strikes from his collarbones, across his chest and stomach, and down to his groin, where she whipped his cock and balls until his shaft was rigidly erect. Once he was, Helena placed the whip aside and changed to a riding crop. Brian panted heavily in dreadful anticipation as he awaited his fate. It came quickly, with Helena cropping his balls, shaft, and perineum mercilessly for several minutes. After one particularly vicious strike to his balls, Brian grunted, his ass clenched, and his dick spewed cum onto his chest.
That infuriated Helena. "I did not give you permission to cum," she bellowed. "Worthless worm! How dare you cum without permission?" She grabbed Brian's balls and roughly forced them away from his shaft before twisting them viciously. She coupled that action with shoving three unlubed fingers into Brian's ass and twisting them back and forth.
"Argh!" Brian protested noisily.
"Accept your punishment, worm!"
"Argh! Ungh! Argh!"
"Take it, bitch!" Helena snarled, forcing a fourth finger into Brian's colon. She rotated her hand until she could force her fingers in down to her third knuckle. Once Brian's ass was loose enough to accept those fingers readily, Helena pulled her hand back and introduced the head of her 'horse-cock'. Fortunately for Brian, she added lube to his ass and oiled her 'cock' before she did. Unfortunately for him, she showed no other consideration and remorselessly shoved her 'dick' into his ass until it reached a point where no further forward progress was possible.
Biting his bottom lip, Brian whimpered as his wife's enormous 'cock' sundered his ass, but he remained stoic and didn't cry out. However, despite his whimpered protestations, Brian's body reacted by stiffening his cock, and he careered towards an extreme orgasm. Brian's orgasm hit when Helena took his cage-atrophied cock in her hand and vigorously jerked it. Simultaneously, she twisted, squeezed and pulled on his balls. Helena grinned triumphantly as her husband roared and his cock spat huge globules of spunk into the air.
However, Brian's reprieve was short-lived because Helena pushed his legs back and further apart and began driving her gigantic 'horse-cock' in and out of his massively distended ass. Gripping Brian's thighs to hold him still, Helena mercilessly fucked her husband until his cock roared back to life and he began trying to hump back at her 'cock'. Then, grabbing his balls again, Helena twisted them mercilessly as she angled her 'cock' and ensured her next inward thrust scraped it across her husband's prostate, therefore stimulating his P-spot, the male equivalent of a female's G-spot.
"Arrgggggghggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!!!" Brian bellowed in a mixture of pain and pleasure as his cock exploded in Helena's hand, covering her wrist and his chest and stomach with cum.
When Brian's orgasm ended, Helena released his restraints and snarled, "Go clean yourself up, put your cage on, and then bring what we need for my bull to the bedroom."
"Yes, Mistress," Brian said reluctantly. Although he accepted his place in his Mistress's home, Brian still wished he got to fuck her occasionally instead of being made to fluff her bulls and clean her up with his tongue afterward.
Helena watched him leave as she unbuckled her strap-on. She waited until he'd opened the door and exited before snarkily saying, "Don't forget to take my cock and clean it. You will also accompany me to the shower where you will wash and prepare me for my bull."
"Yes, Mistress," Brian replied when he re-opened the door. He kept his reluctance out of his voice to prevent further punishment.
After he'd left for the second time, Helena picked up her phone and called Brandon. Brandon, who was an experienced Dominant with a stable of four girls, was Helena's go-to guy when she had a specific itch to scratch. It helped that he was bisexual with feminised men, sissies, or trannies. Brandon immediately agreed to visit and said he'd be there in less than an hour. He asked if he could bring his latest girl, a newbie who was only twenty-one years old, but willing to learn and eager to explore opportunities. Helena agreed and then walked to her en suite, where she knew her sissy waited.
The shower was already running, with Brian checking the water to ensure it was at the temperature that Helena liked. It was, so she stepped in and stood with her arms outstretched to her sides. Holding the detachable showerhead in his hand, Brian carefully washed his Mistress, ensuring he wet her hair as little as possible. However, given Helena's hair fell to her petite, tight, shapely ass, some wetting was unavoidable.
Brian knelt to clean Helena's feet and toes, then he washed up her long, lean thighs and cleaned her pussy, being admonished not to make his cleaning an attempt to arouse her. Satisfied she was clean, Helena stepped out of the shower so her sissy could dry her, and then waited as he rubbed rose-scented moisturiser into every inch of her delectable body. The last thing he did before getting a gown for Helena to wear when her bull arrived was to give her an enema and then oil her back passage and insert a heft butt plug to ensure her ass was ready to be fucked.
Helena had just put her gown on when the front doorbell rang. Wearing only a pair of panties, Brian answered the door on his knees. It was Brandon, so Brian bowed before shifting backwards, still on his knees, to let him and his submissive in.
"Would Sir like a blowjob?" Brian enquired, causing Brandon's girl to titter.
"Maybe before I fuck Helena's ass," Brandon replied.
"Mistress is in her bedroom," Brian explained. "She's ready and waiting for you."
"Come along, Jenny," Brandon said. "You will kneel beside Helena's sissy and watch, saying nothing unless directly addressed by myself or Helena."
Brian waited until they'd passed him before crawling after them to Helena's room. The ensuing part was still the thing that Brian struggled with most in his service to his Mistress. Not only wasn't he allowed access to Helena's pussy with anything other than his mouth, tongue, and fingers, he had to watch her submit to another man. That man would fuck holes Brian could only fantasise about being in, fill them with his cum multiple times, and then he, Brian, would be forced to use his mouth and tongue to clean it out of his Mistress's orifices. However, he stoically took his place on his knees beside the bed, ready to serve as required.
Helena greeted her bull by sliding off her bed and onto her knees before him. After asking permission with her eyes, she unbuttoned and unzipped him before taking out his thick, nearly 7-inch cock. Brian suppressed an envious sigh. His dick had been approximately that length before being constantly caged had atrophied it. He and Brandon's submissive watched as Helena accepted Brandon's swiftly swelling cock into her mouth and swallowed it with ease. Brandon's sub with excitement, Brian with regret that she rarely did that for him anymore.
Helena stayed on her knees, sucking, until Brandon pushed on her forehead. Knowing what was about to happen, Helena looked sexily up at him as he jacked his cock and orgasmed all over her face, ensuring he covered both her eyes and nose.
"Clean me, Sissy," Helena demanded.
Simultaneously, Brandon commanded, "Jenny, strip me, clean me and make me hard again."
Both subs obeyed, with Jenny accepting Brandon's wilting dick into her mouth and Brian dutifully licking Brandon's cum from Helena's beautiful face.
"Prepare Helena's ass for my cock," Brandon instructed Jenny once his cock was rigidly stiff again.
Helena knelt on the bed, with her ass facing the edge. Jenny obediently knelt and removed the butt plug and then pressed her mouth against Helena's ass before easing her tongue into the older woman's ass. However, it was apparent that Helena's ass had already been prepared for penetration, so Jenny backed away and said, "She's ready, Master."
"Use your mouth to make me wet, Sissy," Brandon demanded.
Brian masked his displeasure. He wasn't gay and hated that his Mistress made him service cocks and occasionally be fucked in his ass. But he knelt before Brandon, gripping his shaft and taking him into his mouth in obedience to the dominant's command. Ensuring he let his saliva flow freely, Brian laved fluid over Brandon's cock's head and shaft, ensuring it was well-lubricated and ready for his Mistress's ass to accept.
"You're ready, Sir."
"Guide him in, Sissy," Helena commanded.
'Shit!' Brian thought but did not say. His face remained stoic as he crawled behind Brandon to his Mistress. Then, taking Brandon's cock in his hand, Brian guided it until its head centred on his Mistress's anal ring, and helped Brandon to slide into Helena's ass. He sat back, and despite his jealousy, his dick tried to harden in its cage as he watched Brandon fuck his Mistress's ass mercilessly.
Helena orgasmed several times as her bull fucked her ass before Brandon gripped her slender hips forcefully and roared as he ejaculated into Helena's ass. As expected, Brian used his tongue to fish Brandon's cum from his Mistress's ass. Simultaneously, Brandon used his submissive's mouth to clean his cum-covered cock and balls before he slid between Helena's athletically slender thighs and ploughed into her sopping wet, extremely tight cunt.
Brandon pounded Helena as she climaxed several times before he roared and filled her vulva with his sticky seed. Similar to before, Brian used his mouth and tongue to clean his Mistress's pussy as Jenny cleaned her Master's cock. But when Brandon was erect again, things changed. Brandon made Jenny lie on her back between Helena's lewdly splayed thighs. Then, as Helena played with Jenny's nipples and exchanged kisses with the teenager, Brandon instructed Brian to remove his cage, lie on Jenny and insert his inadequate dick into the youngster's pussy. Once he had, Brandon got on the bed, straddled Brian's thighs, lined his thick cock up, and rammed it into Brian's colon.
"Oomph!" Brian grunted as Brandon's dick peeled his sphincter open. Brandon was large but nowhere near as massive as Helena's 'horse-cock' strap-on, so Brian accepted his cock without too much discomfort.
"Do not move, Sissy!" Helena growled as her husband revelled in being inside a pussy when his Mistress was present for the first time in nearly five years.
Gulping and clenching his eyes shut, Brian concentrated on merely feeling his cock encased in a tight, silky, warm and wet tunnel. He could feel an orgasm approaching but knew if he came before his Mistress gave him approval to, he'd be unlikely ever to get the chance to fuck a pussy again. Brian bit his bottom lip and groaned as Brandon began fucking him. Brandon, who was experienced in same-sex fucking, angled his penetration so that every inward stroke glided over Brian's P-spot, and it was swiftly sending Brian towards his peak.
Concentrating fiercely to prevent his imminent eruption, Brian clenched his ass tightly around Brandon's thrusting cock and tried to encourage the dominant into cumming. His task was made so much more difficult by Helena's instruction not to move, and he wondered if she hadn't purposefully set him up to fail so she could punish him. Brian realised that was probably the case, but he knew, as he'd thought earlier, that if he disobeyed by orgasming first, he'd be unlikely ever to have the chance to fuck a pussy again.
His realisation of Helena's game focused Brian's attention, and he forced his climax down and revelled in having his cock driven into Jenny's tight pussy by Brandon's forceful thrusts. With his mind focused on surviving his Mistress's test, Brian could concentrate on relaxing his sphincter as Brandon pulled back and then squeezing it as tightly around his shaft as possible as he thrust back in. Brian teetered on the cusp of an unwanted orgasm, but before he fell from the precipice, Jenny squealed beneath him and bit his shoulder viciously as she climaxed.
Jenny's squeals ignited Brandon's orgasm, and with a roar, he slammed into Brian's ass a final time before locking in place and spewing his potent seed into the sissy's ass.
"You may cum," Helena said reluctantly. Brian released the tight hold he held over his libido and filled Jenny's slippery cunt with his spend. "Clean Brandon's cock and Jenny's pussy," Helena instructed.
The dominant always came first, so Brian got off of Jenny and the bed, knelt on the floor before Brandon, closed his eyes and took Brandon's cum-covered cock into his mouth. Brian was grateful he'd douched his ass before the bull had arrived, which meant Brandon's dick was relatively clean. Using his mouth and tongue, Brian cleaned Helena's bull before getting back on the bed and doing the same thing for Jenny.
"On your pallet at the end of the bed, worm," Helena demanded. Hiding a sigh, Brian stood and left the room before returning with his pallet and placing it at the base of Helena's bed. "Put your cage on. Do not look at us."
Brian suppressed another sigh as he did what he was told, lying on his pallet and turning away from the bed. Unfortunately, averting his eyes did nothing to prevent his other senses from working. Hearing Helena's soft sighs and gentle encouragement informed him that Jenny was between his Mistress's slender thighs and was eating her sweet-tasting pussy. The rhythmic slaps told him that Brandon was forcefully fucking his submissive as she ate Helena's pussy.
Helena's orgasm cries were swiftly followed by Brandon's climax roars. Brian heard and felt Brandon getting off the bed, and sure enough, he was confronted by Brandon's cum-covered cock. Brian opened his lips dutifully and used his mouth and tongue to clean the dominant's dick.
Once he was done, Brandon stood and asked, "Would you like to swap slaves for the night? I haven't fucked a sissy for quite some time, and I'd like the pleasure."
Helena chuckled mercilessly, knowing that Brian wasn't genuinely even bisexual, although he'd do his duty and even have orgasms because that was what his Mistress wanted. "Yes," she said. "Take my sissy and do with him as you will. Worm," she added. "Go with Master Brandon and obey him as you would me. Our kids need picking up, so be home with them no later than 10:00 a.m."
"If I remember from the last time I saw you at Crystal Chateaux, you have a Slave Leia outfit. Put it on and follow me to my car," Brandon instructed before dressing.
Hiding his resentment, Brian obediently went to the bathroom, showered and douched before putting on the outfit and leaving with Brandon.
Helena spent the night being serviced by Jenny, which led to several satisfying orgasms, and at around 3:00 a.m., left Helena feeling relaxed and replete. She told Jenny to sleep on the pallet at the bottom of the bed before closing her eyes and sleeping herself.
Helena awoke to the delicious smell of bacon and hash browns cooking, and she put on her gown and then walked to the kitchen.
"Eggs are almost done," Jenny said cheerily. She was still naked, but she'd washed her face and pussy and looked fresh-faced.
Helena sat at her breakfast bar, and not long afterwards, Jenny placed a plate of bacon, eggs, and hash browns before her. Jenny took another plate and sat at Helena's feet, cross-legged. They ate without talking, then after Jenny had cleaned up, she dressed, ordered a cab and left.
Once Jenny had left, Helena made herself another coffee and sat back at the breakfast bar, drinking it and thinking. Her life was following a typical pattern. Many months of little to no sexual activity other than with her husband and then a raging, red-hot affair with someone she was attracted to. After requiting that, she'd humiliate and denigrate Brian and then invite a bull over. After being serviced and satiated, Helena would return to acting the conservative university professor she was. However, as she contemplated, her mind returned to early life and how she found her place in the world.
Chapter 4: A Domme Emerges.
Over three years passed before Helena's desire to abuse, humiliate, and feminise a guy re-emerged. She'd adored doing those things to Matt, but her drive to become a philosophy professor meant those desires took a backseat to her future and coursework. That wasn't to say she hadn't been sexually active. She was and had experimented with her sexuality as only university students living away from their parents' influence can. Helena discovered she had no interest in the fumbling, bumbling advances of men her age. She preferred older lovers who were at least six to seven years older than her and who'd also had a full sex life.
Her dominant desires were lit by one of her professors. The professor, Paul Strange, was a delicate-boned, effeminate-looking man in his mid-forties. He had piercing blue eyes, and long, salt and pepper hair that hung to his shoulders untidily. He often smelled vaguely of pot. Initially, Helena initially thought he was probably gay, but she noticed his eyes tracked her ass whenever she walked in his presence, and he stood beside her to check her work more often than the other students.
Deciding to take a chance, Helena masturbated several times while wearing a sexy pair of lace panties. Then, the following day she waited to be the last to leave his class, gave them to him and said, "You may call me and ask for a date tonight. However, if you do, you're required to be wearing these if you want any chance of getting lucky." Leaving the shocked professor sitting open-mouthed, Helena marched from the room, purposefully swinging her delectably tight ass as she walked.
It took a week, but as she'd expected, Paul phoned after Helena attended his Friday class. During the session, he surreptitiously handed her a note saying he'd call her that night to arrange a date. Helena read the note and smiled to herself. Her pussy heated as she imagined what she'd do to the delicate-looking professor, and she blew off Craig, her date for Friday and Saturday nights. Of course, Craig wanted to know why, and Helena replied, "Because you're boring and a dud root. Learn some techniques, practice them with some others and then call me again. If I'm free, I might take you out for a trial ride."



"Fuck you, you dyke bitch!" Craig snarled.
"I forgot to mention that you've got a pin dick," Helena said sweetly before disconnecting the call and blocking his number.
Doctor Strange turned up at Helena's dormitory at 7:00p.m. as arranged. He looked like a bit of a hippy with his scraggly beard, long hair tied in a ponytail, jeans, T-shirt, and a knit jacket with leather elbows. Helena swept out the door, marched around to the passenger side, and got in the car, leaving Paul a little shellshocked. He shook himself and got in the driver's seat. "Where would you like to go?"
"You're taking me, remember?" Helena replied. "Don't you have a booking somewhere?"
"To be honest, I thought you were just horny and wanted to fuck. Why else would you give me a pair of panties that smelled so obviously of sex?"
"I am horny, and I do want to fuck," Helena stated. "But don't I deserve a meal and conversation first?"
"Indeed," Paul chuckled, putting the car in gear and backing out of the dormitory's driveway.
Paul drove them to an Indian restaurant on the way to Toowong, where they shared a meal and conversation together. Helena enjoyed it because Paul had travelled the very road she was on, that is: high school, university for an undergraduate degree, a Master's and then a Doctor of Philosophy. They drank a bottle of red wine with their meal, and at its end, they discussed going back to Paul's place because he couldn't come into the dorms where Helena lived.
"Are you wearing my panties?" Helena asked bluntly.
Colouring, Paul admitted, "Yes."
"Did you hold them to your nose and whack off a few times?"
"Yes."
"Would you like to taste and smell it from the source?"
"Very much so."
"Let's go then."
The pair walked to Paul's car, and less than ten minutes later, they were inside his unit, kissing up a storm. Things progressed swiftly, and they were both naked shortly after getting inside, although Paul still had Helena's panties on. Helena suppressed her typical revulsion of a hairy sexual partner because she liked the affable professor and thought he'd make an excellent project for her to feminise.
Paul proved to be a skilful lover. He picked the slender undergrad and carried her to his bedroom, where he lay between her long, athletically slender thighs and went down on her sweltering pussy. Despite never having had someone with a beard between her thighs before, Helena enjoyed Paul's ministrations and crested quickly. Another climax quickly followed before Helena clenched her thighs around Paul's ears and rolled him onto his back. Then, returning the favour, Helena slid his panties down, and took his adequate, slender, less than 6-inch cock in her mouth.
"Gawd, you're good at that!" Paul groaned a short time later as he filled Helena's mouth with his thick seed.
Helena released him from her mouth but continued to jack him, waiting to see if he'd rise to the action again. Unfortunately, unlike the few teenage boys she'd let seduce her, Paul, being in his mid-forties, had a longer refractory period. However, he wasn't inactive, and they swapped positions again as he went back down on Helena's juicy pussy. He drove her to two satisfying orgasms before he was hard enough to move higher and spear into her wet depths.
Although Helena had had several bigger cocks inside her, Paul's was adequate for the task, and unlike some, he knew how to use it and had good control. Helena crested twice more before climbing to her peak again. This time, Paul joined her in the leap from her cliff, and he roared as he filled her tight little pussy with cum.
That was it for the night, and Helena rolled onto her side with Paul spooned behind her. However, she found his beard irritating, and asked him to roll away. Helena was the first to awaken the following morning, and she woke Paul up by sliding down and giving him a nice, loving blowjob. Despite her messy pussy, Paul returned the favour and then they got out of bed and showered.
They left the apartment to get breakfast at a local café, and after they'd eaten and were drinking their coffee, Paul asked, "Would you like to do this again?"
"That depends on you," Helena replied cooly.
"What do you mean?"
She reached over and tugged gently on his beard. "You're too masculine for me with all this hair. Are you prepared to shave your hair off?"
"My beard, you mean?"
"I mean everything other than the hair on your head and your eyebrows."
Paul's eyebrows almost climbed into his hairline. "You mean my armpits and groin?"
"I mean what I said--all hair from your body besides the hair on your head and your eyebrows." Helena stared at him evenly before adding, "Of course, waxing it off would be better."
"You're shitting me, right?"
"Not at all. We're compatible. You liked it when I took the lead in bed, and my guess is that you're quite submissive. Make me your Mistress, and I will rock your world. But it starts by you proving you can be what I want."
"I'm forty-four. You're what? Twenty-one? What makes you think you're capable of controlling me?"
Helena grabbed his dick under the table. As she suspected, Paul was rampantly erect. "This does."
Paul pushed her hand away, stood and walked away. Fortunately, it was only a short walk to the dormitories, and Helena had left nothing at Paul's place. She wasn't concerned about her grades because she didn't believe Paul would hold their encounter over her. Also, Helena thought he'd call after a few days of considering what she offered.
Helena's prediction proved correct because when she attended his lesson the following Friday, he was clean shaven, and when he stopped beside her to check her work, she noticed his arm appeared free of hair. She hid a triumphant smile. Then, as she expected, he called her that night and asked to see her again. Wanting to strike while the iron was hot, Helena agreed to let him pick her up for dinner the next night.
Conversation over dinner was a little stilted because they were both a little nervous about what was to come. But after Helena joked that she felt like a teenager on her first date night, laughter ensued, and the rest of the meal flowed more smoothly. After a cup of coffee each, Paul paid the bill, and then they walked to his car and travelled to his unit.
When they got there, Helena followed Paul inside and to his room before commanding, "Strip!"
"Why?" Paul asked protestingly.
"Because if you haven't obeyed my instruction to get rid of all your body hair, I'm going home."
The problem for Paul was similar to the one Matt had. Which was, despite his mouth protesting, his cock swelled and pressed painfully against his trouser front. He tried to turn away to undress, but Helena insisted he face her. To her hidden delight, Paul had obeyed her edict and removed all the body hair he could reach. Paul's back and shoulders still had a smattering of body hair across them, but given it was impossible for someone to shave that part of their body, it did not bother Helena. Going forward, Helena would insist that he had that waxed away. In passing, Helena noted he was wearing the panties she'd given him.
Helena shuffled her mid-length skirt above her bare pussy, sat on the edge of the bed, spread her slender thighs, patted her pussy and said, "Eat."
Paul looked at her hairy pussy, groaned, and dropped to his knees before her. Then, using his hands to lift and spread her knees, he went down on Helena's juicy cunt. Without the facial hair, Helena found Paul's explorations much more enjoyable. She held her eyes closed and imagined him dressed in drag and his hands cuffed behind his back, and she almost immediately launched into a body-shaking orgasm. Two more followed quickly, but when Paul tried to move higher and kiss her, Helena pushed him away before turning around and presenting her small, taut derriere. Paul took the hint, and his tongue snaked out to dance over Helena's chocolate starfish.
Using her fingers to help Paul's tongue, Helena gave herself another pair of orgasms before she stood and removed her clothing. Then she summoned Paul to his bed and made him lie on his back. She took him in her mouth and used saliva from his shaft to lubricate his back passage before easing her middle finger into his ass and caressing his prostate. The twin sensations of P-spot massaging and a hot, wet mouth on his dick were too much for the uni professor, and with a groan, he lost his load into Helena's greedily sucking mouth.
Helena held Paul's cum in her mouth before moving up to kiss him. She held his head firmly and made him accept his semen when he tried to pull away. However, even though he tried to pull away, his body betrayed him again because his cock roared back to life. His doing that confirmed Helena's thoughts. Paul was not only submissive but bisexual curious if not a homosexual in denial.
After he'd accepted everything from her mouth, Helena kissed her way down Paul's body, pausing to tease his nipples with her lips and tongue. She revelled in his smooth body and felt powerful because he'd obeyed her. By the time she reached his cock, it was bouncing and straining with his arousal. Precum poured from its eye, and Paul groaned as she took him back in her mouth. This time, instead of easing her finger into his ass, Helena carefully worked his plum-sized balls away from his shaft until she could grip them and hold them separate.
Helena worked Paul's shaft and glans expertly as she held his balls away from his shaft, preventing him from cumming without experiencing significant pain. However, the inevitable happened, and with an agonised, tortuous groan that somehow still expressed his pleasure, Paul ejaculated into Helena's mouth again. He didn't object when Helena insisted he accept it from her mouth when they kissed this time. In fact, being dominated by Helena seemed to excite him because despite being in his forties, Paul's dick barely wilted, and he was soon ready for round three.
With her lover reacting so enthusiastically, Helena decided to push the envelope. She casually said, "You and I are of similar builds. What say I dress you up, do your hair and makeup, and we go into The Wickham in The Valley for a drink and to dance?"
"What?" Paul gasped.
"You heard what I said. It'll be fun and a whole new experience for you."
"What makes you think I'd want to do that?" Paul asked, appalled.
"This thing throbbing in my hand when I suggested it," Helena said mirthfully, squeezing Paul's shaft.
"What if someone from the uni saw me, or one of my friends did?"
"First of all, by the time I make you up, I'd doubt even your mother will recognise you. Secondly, even if they did, all you have to do is ask why they're in a gay bar."
"There is that," Paul admitted. "However, I don't have any women's clothing here, and you can't take me back to your room at the dorms."
Helena chuckled before holding up her overnight bag. "It just so happens that I brought a change of clothes in case I decided to stay for the night."
"I don't have any shoes," Paul continued to protest.
Helena took out jeans, a singlet, a matching bra and panty set, and a pair of sneakers she intended to wear home if she stayed the night. "I will do your makeup and dress you in what I wore tonight. I'll put these on, and we'll see if my heels will fit you." She fetched them from the door where she'd kicked them off. They were a little tight, but not so much that it would be a problem as long as Paul wasn't standing for too long. "There you go, no more excuses," Helena chortled.
Pauk stood looking at her with his mouth opening and closing as he tried to formulate a counterargument. His thinking wasn't helped by Helena taking his throbbing cock back into her mouth. He groaned protestingly as she brought him close to the edge and then stopped. "Agree to let me dress you, and I'll let you cum in my mouth again," Helena offered.
Paul nodded, and not long after that, he filled Helena's mouth for the third time that night.
"Go shower and shave again," Helena instructed. "Ensure you shave both ways, with and then against the grain. Meet me here naked when you're done."
Paul returned about fifteen minutes later, and Helena carefully made up his face. Once she was satisfied with how he looked, she helped him into her skirt and top. The skirt fit well, but the top was a little tight across the shoulders, especially after she used water-filled condoms to create the illusion of boobs for him.
Helena examined Paul with a critical eye before saying, "You'll do for government work. You'll need to buy some heels and tops that actually fit, but it's close enough for tonight."
They ordered a cab because Helena suspected Paul might drink quite a bit to build up some Dutch courage. The driver didn't give them a second glance, which helped Paul to relax, and when Helena's gay and bisexual friends greeted her effusively and welcomed Paula, as Helena introduced him, he relaxed even more. Helena's friends, and others at the club, used female pronouns for Paul the entire night, which confused and yet somehow excited the uni professor. Helena hadn't taped his cock and balls away, and with his tight skirt, Paul's erection showed. However, that embarrassed him, and they subsided, only to reappear the next time someone called him her or she.
Towards 1:00 a.m. a tall, handsome man of about Paul's age asked if he could have a dance. Paul looked at Helena, and she grinned, winked and nodded. A pneumatic-titted blonde plonked herself onto the seat beside Helena. "Your father?" She asked.
"Which one? Actually, doesn't matter. No, neither of them is my father."
"You're with the tranny?"
"Newbie that I'm mentoring."
"Do you swing both ways?"
"Why? Are you interested in me or him or us?"
"Yes," the big-titted blonde replied. "I like feminine presenting submissive type people. Your tranny seems to fit the profile. You do too. However, I doubt you're submissive."
"I can be if the person I'm with is sufficiently dominant. I doubt you are, though."
"Is that a challenge?"
"Sure," Helena replied. "Not tonight, though. However, if you see us here again, you may come and say hello."
"May I call you before then?"
"Sure," Helena replied before writing her mobile phone number on a piece of paper and giving it to the blonde.
"Tracy."
"Helena."
"Talk to you soon, Helena," Tracy said before rejoining her small group. Helena noted in passing that Tracy's group contained at least one trans woman.
Paul returned a short time later, sporting an erection that seemed permanent. Helena laughed at his discomfit and offered to leave with him. Paul swiftly agreed, and they walked out onto Wickham Street to hail a cab. Twenty minutes later, they were back in Paul's unit, kissing passionately. Helena made Paul leave on his bra, panties, stay-up stockings and heels as she stripped. Then, to his shock, Helena brought out her strap-on and buckled it in place. Luckily for him, she'd taken pity on him, and had the smallest of her many 'dicks' in the harness. One that was only a little over five inches long.
Helena gave him no chance to object, flipped him onto his back, and engulfed his entire straining cock in one fell swoop. Paul gasped and struggled to keep control, which he managed to do until Helena gathered some saliva from around his shaft and rimmed his starfish.
"Faaaaaaarrrrrk!" He groaned as his nuts cramped against his shaft and he filled Helena's greedily sucking mouth.
As usual, Helena moved higher to kiss him. However, Paul had come to accept receiving his cum back as normal, and he didn't resist when Helena used her tongue to push it into his mouth. Helena grinned inwardly, because the next step would be to make him accept another man's sperm and then to accept it directly from the source.
Once he'd accepted his semen from Helena, Paul kissed down her slender body and spent time worshipping Helena's small, perfectly formed breasts with their conically tipped nipples. Helena enjoyed his smooth lips on her buds, and there was no doubt that Paul was a gifted lover. After several moments, and following Helena's insistent pressure on his shoulders, Paul kissed lower before moving her strap-on aside and tasting her dripping essence as it poured from her pussy.
"Hmmm," Helen purred as Paul circled her love button with his tongue. "Ohh!" she sighed when Paul encircled her clit with his mouth and sucked firmly. Helena experienced a petite but satisfying orgasm a few moments later. Her orgasm ignited her nascent domination tendencies, and she growled before flipping Paul onto his back. "I'm going to fuck you like the bitch you are now."
Paul tried to protest, but Helena was having none of it. She grabbed some lube from her pants pocket, lubed her 'cock', pushed Paul's knees back and apart, positioned her 'dick' at his sphincter, and pushed in firmly until her abdomen rested against Paul's upturned ass.
"Oomph!" Paul grunted, struggling against Helena's penetration of his ass.
"Take it, bitch!" Helena snarled as she grabbed his cock and forcefully jacked it.
And Paul did indeed take it. In fact, once Helena began stroking his cock, his hips rose off the bed to meet her thrusts, and he orgasmed onto his chest only a few minutes later. Helena continued to fuck him, and after a short period, Paul's cock re-inflated and his head tossed back and forth as his body unwillingly climbed towards another climax.
"Are you my little bitch?" Helena asked, snarling.
"No," Paul whimpered.
Helena fucked him harder as she gripped his balls and forced them away from his shaft. "Wrong answer, you little whore. Now, what are you?" She squeezed and twisted Paul's sack.
"Argh!" Paul groaned protestingly. "No! What are you doing to me?"
"Giving you what you want," Helena growled before twisting his balls again. "Tell me what you are!"
"Ouch! Your bitch! Your bitch!"
"Beg me to fuck your boy pussy."
"What?"
"You heard!" She pumped his cock to ensure arousal was his primary feeling.
"Oh, Gawd!" Paul exclaimed as his nuts tried to contract against his shaft so he could cum, but Helena's grip prevented his orgasm. "Fuck my boy pussy, please. Make me your bitch!"
"Say it again, but mean it this time!"
"Fuck my boy pussy, please, Mistress," Paul moaned as devoutly as he could. "Make me your bitch!"
Helena enjoyed being called 'Mistress' a lot, and she angled her hips until her 'cock' slid over Paul's P-spot and then proceeded to fuck him into oblivion. Still, even though she was pleased, Helena held Paul's balls away from his stem, and his orgasm was pleasurably painful. After he'd cum, Helena eased out of his ass, stood, and removed her strap-on. Then she lay back on the bed, spread her legs and patted her pussy. "Eat!" She demanded.
Paul was happy to oblige, and he dove onto Helena's succulent pussy and used his tongue to drive her to several orgasms before his cock stiffened, and he could fuck her again. Once Paul was erect again, Helena took over. She bent him almost in half, with his knees pushed back onto the mattress on either side of his head. Then she pulled Paul's erection through his thighs until it pointed at her. Next, she held his cock in her hand and lowered her pussy onto it, letting it spear into her hot, wet depths.
Riding the older man in the Amazon position allowed Helena to concentrate solely on her pleasure. The feeling of control and power this position gave her allowed Helena to achieve several climaxes before Paul lost control and ejaculated inside her. Feeling her professor's cum boiling into her tight pussy catapulted Helena into a final, for the night, orgasm, and she let his legs down before rolling onto her side and slipping into sleep.
Paul looked at her sleeping, reposed body with a wry grin, realising he'd acted similarly with several of his lovers. Realising that making a fuss was counterproductive, he pulled up the sheet and quilt, lay back and let sleep claim him.



Helena woke Paul the following morning by the simple expedient of taking his piss fat-hardened cock in her mouth. Paul's eyes opened and then closed as he groaned with pleasure. His pleasure was quickly attenuated when Helena mercilessly pressed on his bladder. "Fark!" He protested. "Stop that before I piss in your mouth!"
Releasing him from her mouth, Helena hissed, "Piss in my mouth, and I'll bite your cock off!" She took him back inside and then dug her finger into his bladder.
Paul realised he had two choices. Piss in her mouth and lose his dick or orgasm quickly, hoping not to release any urine when he did. He chose the latter option, of course, and with a deeply pained groan, he climaxed into Helena's greedily sucking mouth. He groaned again when she pressed harder on his bladder, moved higher, and then fed his cum back to him. Paul's mind insisted on telling him that his cum tasted vaguely of piss, but he was sure it was just his imagination. After the kiss, mercifully, Helena let him up so he could go and pee.
Helena lay on her back, stroking her 'cock' when Paul returned. "Squat over me and lower your ass onto my dick," she demanded.
By now, Paul had figured out that when Helena demanded something, she was never joking. So he gulped, picked up the tube of lube, put some on his rosebud, got on the bed, straddled Helena, and then lowered his ass onto Helena's cock, letting her guide him down. He grunted as the rubber cock split his knot open, but managed to accept the entire thing at the first attempt. Helena gripped Paul's cock in her fingertips and dragged her nails over the glans. Paul's dick roared to life, and he moaned.
"If you think I'm doing the work, think again!" Helena growled.
Paul moaned a protest, but obediently lifted himself up and down Helena's strap-on cock. He wasn't getting much pleasure out of having a cock in his ass until Helena thrust up to meet his downward plunge. When she did, the angle change made the tip of Helena's 'cock' scrape over his prostate, and Paul's actions changed from reluctant to eager. Knowing what was about to happen, Helena released Paul's cock and grinned to herself as his eyes closed, and he rode the delicious sensations in his ass to a prostate-based orgasm. His cum shot from his cock and landed on Helena's small breasts. Once he'd come down from his climax high, she made him lick them clean and then go down on her until she orgasmed.
"Showers and then we're going shopping for clothes, makeup, and shoes for you," Helena declared, rolling out of bed.
Paul sighed defeatedly, knowing that arguing was futile. He seemed powerless to resist the twenty-one-year-old Mistress who had exploded so powerfully into his life. They shared a shower together, with Paul washing Helena before cleaning himself. He shaved, and then Helena did his makeup again. Paul was thankful when Helena suggested he wear her jeans, T-shirt and sneakers instead of the short dress, singlet top and heels he wore the previous night. Paul still stood in the doorway, looking at himself in the mirror, reluctant to walk out because he looked so effeminately girly. Of course, Helena took no notice of Paul's reluctance, and she took his hand and dragged him out to his car.
To save Paul some embarrassment, Helena directed across to the opposite side of town and to Westfield Carindale. To Paul's surprise, none of the sales assistants in any of the stores they visited paid any attention to him being a male wearing makeup and cross-dressed. They visited several shops as Helena put together a basic woman's wardrobe for him. The items included some matching skirts and tops, a few dresses, some casual clothes, and of course, a gorgeous LBD, which Helena hinted he'd be wearing when they went out that night.
Once they had a reasonable collection of outfits, Helena took Paul into David Jones and chose a complete makeup kit for him, including brushes and sponges to apply it. Next was to go into Mathers for heels of various sizes and colours to go with his new outfits. Finally, they entered Bras 'n' Things for lingerie, bras, pantyhose, stockings and nightwear. Overall, Paul spent nearly a thousand dollars purchasing everything that Helena demanded he buy.
When they got back to Paul's unit, Helena made him shower and shave his entire body, including his face again before she stood him before the bathroom mirror and showed him how to put his makeup on. Once she'd completed it, Helena made Paul wash everything off and then do it himself. It took several attempts before she was satisfied with how he looked.
Once Paul had shown he could do his makeup adequately, Helena showed him how to scrunch-up his stockings so he could roll them up his freshly shaven legs. She made him put on a matching bra and panty set before using warm water in tied-off condoms to create false breasts for him. A mid-thigh skirt with a matching top came next, and then a pair of low heels. So far, she'd left his long, greying locks undyed, but she intended to buy some wash-out dye while they were out. She'd forgotten to do so on their shopping trip.
"You can take me to lunch now," she said.
Paul suppressed a sigh, knowing that objecting was useless. To ease Paul's concerns, Helena suggested eating in The Valley, where cross-dressed males and transgender people were not uncommon. They finished up back at The Wickham because it was mid-afternoon, and few restaurants were still open because they closed between lunch and dinner.
The lunch crowd at The Wickham was almost exclusively straight, but the patrons knew the hotel attracted a diverse crowd, so the pair ate without anybody approaching them or saying anything. After they'd eaten, Helena made Paul do the typical female thing, and browse through various shops, looking for a bargain or something of interest. She did that to ensure he grew accustomed to wearing and walking in heels and also became comfortable with being seen in public, wearing women's clothing.
After an afternoon spent shopping, Paul had almost forgotten he was cross-dressed, and he enjoyed being with Helena as an almost girlfriend. Helena had to correct Paul's walking style a few times because he tended to march like a trucker instead of swinging his hips and placing his heel almost before his opposite toe. By the time they returned to Paul's unit to change for dinner, Paul had gotten his walk pretty much down pat. At a quick glance, he would pass most inspections for being a woman, although anyone taking more than a glance would swiftly realise he was a cross-dressed male.
Helena took Paul back to bed when they got to his apartment. She disrobed before buckling on her strap-on. She exchanged the 5-inch 'cock' for a thicker, 6-inch one. Then she made Paul get on the bed on his hands and knees with his legs spread as far as possible. Once he was low enough, Helena jacked his throbbing cock as she worked some lube into his ass. She added a second and then a third finger to ensure Paul's sphincter had gaped enough to accept her 'cock'. Then, although Helena said, "Take it, bitch!" she eased her strap-on into his ass. Once she'd inserted it fully, Helena experimented with her thrust angles until she felt and heard Paul grunt and twitch.
'Got you!' She thought as she maintained that angle whilst thrusting into Paul's back passage.
Paul reached for his cock so he could jack off to the sensation, but Helena growled at him to leave it alone. Paul whined protestingly, but all Helena did was fuck him harder and add smacks to his butt cheeks as she fucked him. Despite Paul's whined protestations, he came hands-free from just being butt fucked a few minutes later. His orgasm shattered through him, and he groaned continuously as cum spat from his dick onto the bed.
"Lick it up," Helena demanded, pushing his head down.
Paul groaned, but had learned that Helena's demands were precisely that, and even if he objected, she would force him to obey. The problem was that Paul, although never having been in this position before, enjoyed being dominated and that he'd had to fight an erection the entire time Helena had him dressed as a woman. He didn't dare to admit it to himself, but being held close by and dancing with the man at The Wickham turned him on, too, and he hoped Helena would encourage him to explore further when they went out that night. So, despite wanting to object, Paul licked and sucked his cum from the sheets before turning to see what else Helena had for him.
To his delight, Helena lay on her back on the bed with her knees up and apart. Paul dove between her slender, toned thighs and latched his lips around her button. A few seconds later, Helena rewarded him by screaming and cumming on his tongue. Eating Helena out excited Paul, and he was glad when Helena pulled him up and encouraged him to penetrate her. They fucked hard and long, with Paul showing excellent restraint as he pummelled his new Mistress to several orgasms before Helena's gripping pussy proved too much, and he followed her off the precipice into a climax of his own.
Helena smiled when he backed out and then went down on her to clean his cum from her pussy. Training the effeminate professor to be her pussy slave made Helena feel powerful, and she crested again as Paul's tongue bathed her clitoris and vulva.
The couple showered together after they'd made love, then Helens showed Paul how to dress elegantly casual, and they hung around the apartment chatting and cuddling until it was time to get dressed for dinner. Helena put her feet on Paul at every opportunity and often massaged his shaft and balls with them as they chatted. Her doing that kept Paul stiff and horny and made it easier to convince him to obey her every command.
Helena sent Paul to shower and shave his face again, and then she supervised him making his face up. She explained why he had to do his nighttime makeup bolder and in deeper colours than his more natural daytime makeup because of the effects of fluorescent light. Once she was satisfied, she picked out stay-up stockings, a bra and panty combo, and a daring dress that nearly exposed his panties. After inserting the water-filled condoms to create breasts, Helena helped Paul into a pair of strappy high-heeled sandals, combed his hair, and called a cab to take them out.
She chose to return to The Wickham again because Helena wasn't sure that Paul was ready for a hardcore gay bar yet. She'd forgotten to purchase a temporary dye kit again, but she thought Paul's long, greying hair actually looked quite good, so she thought she might leave it as it was.
They arrived at The Wickham with plenty of time to have some dinner before the live band kicked off, then they took their drinks to the beer garden and found seats close to where the band would set up. They'd no sooner sat down when Tracy and her small crew joined them, with Tracy making it clear she was interested in playing with both of them. Helena was noncommittal until Tracy accompanied her when she went to the loo.
"If you want your girl to suck a cock, then starting with another tranny's is typically the best way to get them to do it," she said without preamble as they were washing their hands.
"Maybe next week," Helena replied. She thought some more before changing her mind. "Actually, let's put them together and see how Paula reacts."
"Paul is his name, isn't it?" Helena nodded. "Then choose something really girly for him to emphasise what he is. I call mine Candy even though he resents it and wants to be called Candace."
"You don't care what he wants?"
"It's not about what he wants; it's about what I do. And if he doesn't like it, he can see if there's another Domme willing to train him. I take it you're feminising a boyfriend that you've chosen instead of working with a guy who came to you first?"
"I am," Helena admitted. "I prefer to force-fem a man. It's more powerful than helping someone to do what they want to, anyway."
"Have you placed him in chastity yet?"
Helena chuckled before saying, "As yet, I'm not even taping his cock and balls away. Instead, I'm using his arousal to force him to do what I want. Plus, I'm quite into CBT, and that's difficult to do if his balls are tucked away."
"You've done that with Paul?"
"Only minor stuff so far, but it seems to excite him, so I plan to escalate soon."
"I've never done that," Tracy said. "It must hurt like a motherfucker, and I cannot see what the guys get out of it."
"My last boyfriend, with some encouragement from me, was right into it. I could make him cum just by torturing his balls."
"Really? Why aren't you still with him?"
"Because I'd taken him as far as possible. I'd turned him into a cuckold, feminised him and turned him on to CBT. There wasn't any point in continuing when I didn't want to marry or settle down with him."
"You didn't make him suck a cock, though?" Tracy asked.
"No, I didn't."
"It's the ultimate power rush. You take a guy who thinks he's straight and make him suck a dick. Then you teach him to love doing it and eventually you turn him completely gay. That, my dear, is power!"
"You can't make someone who's straight, gay," Helena protested.
"You're right. But you can make them realise they are and then force them to become what they truly are."
"I'll encourage Paula. Paula? Patty Cakes, Patty for short. What do you think?"
"Suits her."
"Okay. I'll encourage Patty to dance with Candy and any other guy that asks her to, and we'll see how tonight pans out."
The pair returned to where their partners were, and Helena took a moment to examine Candy. It was apparent that Tracy had done her makeup more drag queen than female. It was over the top with vast amounts of blush and exaggerated eyebrows, eyeliner and lipstick. It wasn't bad but instead was done to caricature a woman as opposed to mimic one. The other member of Tracy's small group was a tiny girl, who couldn't have been even five foot tall (152 cm). The petite girl fawned over Tracy, and Helena assumed she was Tracy's girlfriend. Tracy introduced her, and Sharon confirmed Helena's assumption by saying she was Tracy's live-in girlfriend, although Candy also lived with them.
About then, the band completed their warmups, and launched into their first set. Two guys approached Helena and Tracy, asking them to dance. Tracy shot her guy down with a withering stare and a cutting remark. Helena, being less confrontational, simply explained she was here with her girlfriend, taking Paul's hand in hers to emphasise her point.
"But that's a tranny!" Helena's guy exclaimed. "You need a real man, not some faggot!"
Of course, that was it! Helena slapped the man as hard as she could. Two bouncers appeared and insisted that the two men leave.
"They come into a gay bar and then they're upset they meet some lesbians, gays and trannies?" Tracy asked wonderingly.
"Men can be morons," Helena observed. "Of course, when they let their women run things and do what's best for them, they're not too bad." She squeezed Paul's thigh and smiled at him.
With that, they left Sharon to look after their bags and tables and went to the dance floor. Tracy isolated Helena, and the two women dirty danced as their 'boyfriends' danced with each other awkwardly. Helena and Tracy refused the few guys who tried to break in, but with their Mistress' permission, Candy and Patty/Paula accepted dance offers from several partners. The new girls were both awkward and couldn't dance, as most men can't, but they seemed to enjoy the attention. Candy especially got into the slow dances, allowing her partner to grope her bottom and grind his cock against her.
Things went well until Paul's current partner tried to grope her cock, which caused Paul to have a minor explosion and demand that they go home.
"I'm not a pooftah!" He hissed to Helena, keeping his voice low enough not to create a scene but emphatically getting his point across. "Why are you making me dress like a girl and dance with guys?"
"Because it turns me on," Helena replied mildly, taking Paul's hand and touching to her red-hot, swelteringly wet pussy.
Paul's dress front tented, and he turned his hand so he could slide a finger along Helena's slit and onto her button. "Can we go home now?"
"If Tracy, Sharon, and Candy can join us."
"As long as I don't have to do anything with Candy."
"That would be up to you. But I might try her out."
"What?" Paul sputtered.
"There'll be three girls in bed with you, and I'm guessing that you'll get to play with at least two of them--Tracy and me. Don't you think it's fair I get to play with the other cock if you're getting at least two pussies?"
Although Paul wanted to deny it, his arousal gave away that he was interested because his throbbing erection continued to bounce before Helena's eyes. "Fine," he growled. "Let's go."
Of course, Paul wanted to return to his unit. But Tracy hastily pointed out to Helena that if he was home, Paul would probably insist on changing out of his dress and lingerie and want to take off his makeup. However, if he was at Tracy's place, he would have nothing to change into, and at the very least, would have to cab it home in drag. Doing that seemed unlikely given he needed Helena beside him to have the courage to be seen out in drag.
Helena agreed and said she wanted to go with Tracy and her small group. Paul huffed, but it was clear the thought of being with two or more girls simultaneously, even if there was another cock involved, excited him, so he begrudgingly accepted Helena's preference. With the decision made, the five-some walked to the taxi rank outside, and after checking the first four cabs, found the fifth was a six-seater, and could take all five of them to Tracy's rented home on Brisbane's Northside.
The travel arrangements had Helena and Candy in the front with the driver and Tracy, Paul, and Sharon in the back, with Paul between Tracy and her submissive. Helena looked back to see Tracy kissing Paul passionately as Sharon sucked on and jacked Paul's cock. Helena giggled to herself as she looked over at the cab driver. He looked tired and bored and had not seen what was happening in his backseat.
The three in the back didn't stop playing until they reached Tracy's unit, and even then, they were reluctant to stop. The cab driver's eyes widened when he turned and saw Paul's cock poking from his panties, but he kept his mouth shut, and the five friends got out and ran inside. Tracy showed them to her bedroom, and then she and Sharon encouraged Paul onto the bed and on his back.
Following Tracy's lead, Helena stripped and straddled Paul's chest, facing his feet and trapping his arms above his head with her thighs. She lowered her tight, juicy pussy onto his willing mouth and groaned when his tongue snaked out between his lips and danced over her vulva before spearing inside her pussy. Helena groaned again when Tracy pulled Paul's panties down, exposing his throbbing cock, and Candy took him in her mouth.
Thinking he was being blown by one of the girls, Paul climaxed into Candy's warm, wet, sucking mouth. Watching Paul cum in Candy's mouth and then Candy sharing it with Sharon crashed Helena over the edge, and with a soft squeal of pleasure, she climaxed on Paul's tongue. With Paul's dick slowly wilting, Candy and Sharon undressed and moved into a sixty-nine with Candy on top. As they got into position, Tracy undressed and donned an enormous strap-on that was at least the equal of the one Helena had used on Matt. She got on the bed behind Candy, and without so much as a millilitre of lube, brutally rammed her gigantic 'cock' into Candy's ass.
"Arrghhh!" Candy grunted as Tracy peeled his ass open and ploughed inside. But other than that pained grunt, Candy made no other sound until she began panting with arousal as Tracy fucked her.



Paul continued to service Helena's sweltering pussy, driving her to two more orgasms before his dick re-inflated and was ready to use again. Helena was about to bend over so they could sixty-nine, but Tracy had other ideas. She pulled out of her submissive's ass, discarded her strap-on and grabbed Paul behind his knees. Then she pushed them back for Helena to hold and pulled Paul's dick back between his thighs. Next, Tracy squatted with her thighs outside of Paul's and lowered herself onto his <6-inch slender tool. It slid home with little difficulty, and Tracy sighed luxuriantly.
"I'm really not into big dicks," she said happily. "Ones of this size fill me deliciously, and I can ride them Amazon-style as hard as I like without worrying about being hurt." Which she proceeded to do! Tracy crested twice before Paul lost control and ejaculated inside her tight, grasping pussy. "You came inside me without permission!" Tracy snarled, stepping off the bed. "How dare you?"
She grabbed Paul's balls and wrenched them. Helena's eyes widened because the pain reignited Paul's erection. However, Tracy was in a rage and paid scant attention to Paul's rapidly stiffening tool. Instead, she twisted his balls again, making even Helena wince. However, Paul's moan seemed to echo with lust rather than pain, and precum leaked from his cock's eye.
'Well, I'll be!' Helena thought. 'Paul's way more into CBT than I suspected!' Her pussy frothed, thinking of what she could do. In the meantime, she was immensely excited by what Tracy was doing, and she had two potential targets to requite her desire on. Her eyes fell on Candy. With Tracy demonstrating that she knew a thing or two about CBT, Helena surmised she also did that with her tranny.
She climbed off Paul onto the floor and stood before Candy. "Strip!" She demanded.
Candy complied, standing in front of Helena completely naked only a few seconds later. Helena noted that Candy's cock and balls had been taped away. Fascinated, she ran her hand over the seemingly bare flesh, feeling the plastic tape instead. Along Candy's perineum, near his anus, Helena found the edge and carefully peeled it back. Doing that released Candy's balls from their canals, and with an anguished groan from Candy, they dropped into Helena's palm.
"Interesting," she said as she cupped and squeezed Candy's smooth, small balls. Candy reacted by moaning, and her medium-sized dick stiffened to a full erection. Fascinated by her reaction, Helena gripped them more firmly and added a twist. Precum sprung from Candy's cock's eye, dripping down onto Helena's wrist. Helena twisted Candy's balls further and added a pull away from Candy's shaft. Candy's eyes rolled back, and she moaned deep in her throat, voicing her arousal in definitive terms.
"This is so cool," Helena muttered as she pulled harder on Candy's balls, taking the time to add a grab and twist to her shaft, too.
Candy groaned louder and tried to hump Helena's gripping fist.
"Mistress raps her balls with her knuckles when she does that," Sharon pointed out helpfully.
Helena smiled at her and asked, "Do you get to indulge in some CBT, too?"
"Mistress, even though I'm her submissive now, is teaching me to be a Domme. So, yes, I've had some experience in torturing Candy's cock and balls."
"Which bit do you like best?"
"Definitely using my stiletto heel to torture Candy's balls."
Immediately interested, Helena asked, "Oh? How does that work?"
"It would be easier to show you. Worm, on your back on the floor. Knees back and apart."
Candy eagerly obeyed, and once he was in position, Sharon lifted her foot and placed her sole along Candy's throbbingly erect shaft and her stiletto heel against Candy's left ball. Even only watching Helena winced, imagining how painful having something that hard and sharp pressing against a testicle must be. However, her arousal juices flowed copiously from her pussy as she imagined doing the same thing to Paul. Which reminded her, and she gasped when she saw how severely Tracy had stretched Paul's balls and by how far she'd twisted them. But the thing was, Paul wasn't panting in pain and denial. Instead, it seemed he was almost pleading for Tracy to hurt him worse.
Candy's pained/aroused groan spun Helena's head around, and her mouth fell open when she saw how indented Candy's ball was from Sharon pressing her heel down firmly. Her eyes widened further when Sharon eased back on the pressure, moved her foot across, and then repeated the action on Candy's other nut. "Oh!" She exclaimed when Candy groaned and orgasmed, spitting cum from her cock's eye onto her shaved stomach.
Sharon growled, "Worm! How dare you cum without permission?" Sharon moved her foot so the ball of her shoe pushed against Candy's ball sack, then she mercilessly ground her foot back and forth whilst exerting extreme pressure. Candy, whose moans had been from pleasure, groaned in pain as Sharon ground his balls under her foot. However, despite his protestations, Candy's cock barely wilted, and not long later, began leaking precum again.
Stunned by Candy's ability to derive pleasure from extreme pain, Helena turned her eyes back to Paul and Tracy. Tracy was twisting and dragging on his Paul's balls simultaneously with gripping his shaft and jerking it roughly. It was difficult to ascertain whether Paul was groaning in pain or pleasure or a combination of both. "Oh!" Helena gasped when Paul groaned gutturally and cum shot from his cock's eye as an almost violent orgasm blasted through him.
The twin sites of Candy and Paul's balls being tortured inflamed Helena's libido, and she trembled, her body afire with desire. Tracy looked at her when she gasped, and smiled knowingly. She slapped Paul's balls a few times as his orgasm shuddered to a stop and then she reached into her dresser for another strap-on. This one was a much more reasonable 6-inch model, although it was quite thick. She buckled it into place and encouraged Helena up on her hands and knees on the bed. Seconds later, Tracy guided her 'cock' into Helena's dripping pussy and she fucked the younger woman vigorously.
Helena vaguely heard Sharon demanding something of the two cross-dressers, and her nipples were suddenly taken into two mouths. Immediately after that, Sharon slid in front of her and presented her gushing, cleanly shaved pussy for Helena's viewing pleasure. Moaning with desire, Helena dipped her head and tasted the petite woman's tangy juices. They tasted divine, and Helena eagerly lapped at Sharon's drooling vulva. The sheer salaciousness of having sex with four other people simultaneously was enough to catapult Helena into a series of almost cataclysmic orgasms, and she climaxed many times until her satiated body refused to make the climb to her peak again.
However, that wasn't the end of the night because she then helped Sharon and Tracy experience the same thing. The highlight of the night came towards the end when, after a whispered conversation with Tracy, Helena once again sat on Paul's face with his hands trapped above his head. Once Helena's body obscured Paul's view, Sharon lay across the bed and sucked his cock while Tracy twisted and pulled on his balls mercilessly. Paul climbed towards an orgasm, but before he got there, Tracy growled, "I'm going to fuck you again!" Except she didn't get on the bed, push his knees back and apart, and slide her 'cock' into Paul's ass, Candy did.
"Hmmm!" Paul hummed, enjoying being fucked.
It was so thrilling watching her boyfriend being 'stealthed' by Candy that Helena erupted with desire, and she forcefully ground her pussy against Paul's nose, lips and chin. She climaxed several times, each higher than the next, until Candy's eyes squeezed closed, her body locked into a rictus with her dick entirely embedded in Paul's ass, and she orgasmed into the unaware middle-aged man. The last violent thrust into his ass, and possibly feeling cum boiling into his colon, launched Paul from his crest, and he spat cum onto his chest.
Candy silently got off the bed and went to the bathroom to fetch warm, wet facecloths. He returned after cleaning himself up, and carefully cleaned his Mistress, Helena, and then Sharon. She handed Paul a separate washer, and Paul washed his cum from his belly and cock before exploring his ass with his fingers. "Was that Candy fucking my ass?" He asked suspiciously.
"Did you want it to be?" Tracy asked archly. "You certainly came a torrent if it was."
"N-n-n-no," Paul stammered. However, as men's bodies almost always do, Paul's betrayed him by lurching and beginning to erect.
Taking the hint, Helena said firmly. "I want to watch Candy sucking you off. Lie still and let her do it."
Paul stared at her, wide-eyed, but he didn't protest. So, at a nod from Tracy, Candy knelt and took Paul's swiftly inflating dick in her mouth. Paul lay back on his elbows, watching fascinatedly. Suddenly, he groaned and placed his hand on the back of Candy's head, encouraging her to suck harder and faster.
"Do you want to suck hers?" Tracy asked challengingly. "Fair's fair, after all. If my girl will suck you, surely you should return the favour?"
Paul fell completely onto his back and groaned. Deciding that non-denial was the same as acquiescence, Tracy helped Candy to swing around until she straddled Paul's head, and her cock pointed directly at Paul's mouth. Paul closed his eyes, and tears leaked from his eyes. "No, no," he protested. However, seconds later, his lips parted, and he tentatively took the tip of Candy's dick into his mouth. Paul gulped before opening his mouth wider and letting Candy slide another three inches of her cock in.
"Oh, Gawd!" Helena moaned.
Tracy grinned at her before nodding at Sharon. Sharon dropped to her knees and latched her lips around Helena's gushing entrance and stabbed her tongue into it, gathering the swiftly flowing fluids.
Paul came into Candy's mouth, and knowing now that he'd cum, he would be embarrassed and possibly angry about 'being made' to suck a cock, Candy got off the bed and hid behind Tracy.
"Please, I want you to," Paul pleaded, surprising everyone, including himself, probably.
Candy, whose cock still bounced and throbbed and glistened with saliva, tentatively offered her dick back to Paul. Paul, with a deep, guttural groan, accepted Candy's cock and then did his best to blow her. His inept attempt was made exciting by the very fact he'd never given one before, and by the fact it began with Paul being an 'unwilling participant'. It didn't take long before Candy erupted into Paul's inexperienced mouth. Paul coughed, choked, swallowed, and coughed again. However, with a supreme effort, he controlled his gag reflex and swallowed Candy's offering.
Blushing bright red and staring shame-facedly at the floor, Paul timidly asked, "Can we go home now?"
"Of course," Helena replied.
She helped make Paul decent enough for the ride home and then got dressed herself. They called a cab and returned to Paul's apartment. Paul remained silent on the trip home, but he held Helena's hand and returned her gentle squeezes when she gave them. When they got to his apartment, Paul got into the shower immediately. He returned dressed in drab, as Helena had learned was the cross-dressers' name for their men's clothing. Paul sat opposite Helena at the table and quietly asked, "Do you think I'm gay and have been in denial for all these years?"
"Do you?"
"I just sucked a cock, let it cum in my mouth, and had mine sucked by a man. So maybe?"
"Did you like it?"
"I was so turned on that I didn't care. But once I'd cum, I felt weird about it. Still do." Paul thought momentarily and then asked, "Did Candy fuck me and cum in my ass?"
Helena wondered how to answer. It would be easy to lie or prevaricate, but if their relationship was over, then it may as well be from the truth rather than avoidance. "Yes. You liked me and Tracy fucking you with our strap-ons, and with how Candy was dressed, it was pretty much the same thing except hers was live and made of flesh. I thought you'd enjoy being fucked by her, too, so I didn't object when Tracy made Candy fuck you."
"She didn't want to?"
"She prefers sex with women, I'm told."
"As long as I keep it in my mind that Candy is a woman with a flesh strap-on, I'm okay. But when I remember she's really a he, I get a little freaked out."
"Be honest, Paul. Did you like being fucked in the ass by a real cock?"
Paul's eyes dropped, and with an embarrassed face, he replied, "I did. A little too much, I think. That's why I'm wondering if I've been in denial all this time."
"Only you can tell that by being truthful with yourself. But you could take me to bed and fuck me senseless if you think you're up to it!"
Brian returning with their two kids broke into Helena's reveries.
Chapter 5: Present Day 3.
Haley, twenty-year-old and Helena and Brian's eldest, walked in, followed by Kennedy, eighteen. A leash from a leather cuff around Kennedy's balls led to Haley's left hand, and his hands were cuffed behind his back. Although Haley was dressed like a typical twenty-year-old girl, all Kenedy had on was a pale pink silk nightie. They'd been staying with Helena's sister, Janey. Janey, after several disastrous heterosexual relationships, had come out as gay in her early thirties. She was an avowed FemDom who worked as a Financial Domme and earned a mid six-figure income every year.
"Kennedy's been wanking without permission again," Haley said haughtily, which explained the cuffs and lead. "I caught him perving on Janey when she was with a client."
"Is that true, Kennedy?" Helena asked, her anger clear as she undid Kennedy's wrist cuffs and placed them on the bench.
"Yes, Mistress Helena," Kennedy answered. Helena did not allow her kids to call her mum or mother. Haley simply used her name. Kennedy called her as he had above.
Helena stared at her son coldly before saying, "Fetch your cock cage, strip and return."
Kennedy suppressed a sigh because he knew it would anger his mother and walked to his bedroom quickly. He returned naked and with his cock cage a short time later. Helena jacked her son's cock until it was hard and throbbing in her hand and then used the heel of her hand to bang his balls, causing Kennedy's cock to deflate immediately. Helena jacked him to full erectness again before repeating the process. She did this twice more before locking Kennedy's cock and balls into a clear plastic chastity cage. She snapped the padlock in place before saying, "Naughty little boys wear a French maid's uniform. Put yours on and return to me."
Kennedy returned about thirty minutes later. He'd showered and shaved all the hair on his body and then done a full makeup of his face. Kennedy had trimmed his quite thick eyebrows and plucked them to create a higher arch, and he'd used an eyebrow pencil to draw them even higher. He'd painted his lips, which were drawn to the extreme to create the illusion of full pouting lips, with whore-red lipstick. False eyelashes adorned his eyes and fake nails his fingers. Kennedy's blush was also exaggerated for effect as opposed to trying to look good.
Helena cast her eyes over her son, admiring the chest plate he'd put on to create the illusion of having breasts. She especially admired how his 'breasts' seemed to overflow the scant push-up bra he wore. Over the chest plate, Kennedy had on a fetish French maid outfit complete with a layered, frilly mini skirt. Suspenders, fishnet stockings and high-heels completed his outfit. He stood before his mother looking morose but respectful because he knew his mother would punish any sign of defiance immediately.
"Start your house-cleaning duties. Work from high to low, cleaning all flat surfaces before you vacuum and then mop. Snap to it! Return to me once you've finished so I can inspect your jobs."
"Yes, Ma'am," Kennedy replied before hiding a sigh and fetching cleaning materials from the hall closet.
Helena returned to the kitchen, where Haley waited. She made coffee using their espresso machine and sat at the breakfast table beside her daughter. "How was your time with Janey?"
"Way cool!" Haley said enthusiastically. "She let me help whip a client who is right into pain. It took me a little bit to build up my courage, but I welted him good by the end."
"You're still planning to complete your law degree and become a lawyer? Or are you taking after Janey and becoming a FinDomme?"
"I'll maybe do a bit of FinDomming on the side, but I want to be a lawyer. You know how I feel about family court and how fathers get screwed out of seeing their kids."
"It does appear biased against them," Helena conceded. "Personally, I blame the women for not controlling their men adequately. Brian would never cheat on me because he knows the cost if he does. Besides, I give him plenty of opportunities to play, so why would he cheat?"
"Only with dicks, though, right? No pussy for him?"
"I warned him that if he ever laid hands on me again, he'd never stick his cock in another cunt again. He did, and he hasn't."
"You still can't find a surgeon prepared to remove his cock and balls?"
Helena chuckled. "I forgot I'd told you about that. There are plenty who will do the gender reassignment surgery, but he has no more use for a cunt than he does for a dick, so what would be the point? Oh, Brandon did let Brian stick his dick in Jenny, his submissive. But he wasn't allowed to move, and Brandon fucked his ass until he came in him."
"So close and yet so far," Haley tittered.
"Nah. Brandon didn't understand that Brian isn't allowed pussy, and he let him cum in Jenny's cunt."
"Hmm," Haley said, looking thoughtful. "I suppose Brian's been very obedient for quite some time, and it's been years since he's tried to rebel, so I guess he deserved a reward."
"I agree, but it would have been better if you or I had given it to him."
"Yeah, that's true," Haley agreed. "But he was in an impossible position. One dominant telling him to fuck and cum in a pussy, and his Mistress's standard rule that he isn't allowed to. If you didn't countermand Brandon's order, Brian had to obey it."
"So now you're the Mistress and I'm the student?" Helena said teasingly.
"The student has become the Master!" Haley teased back. She bit her bottom lip before saying, "I'm quite horny because none of Janey's clients did anything for me even though it was exciting to watch her work with them."
"Brian or Kennedy?"
"Brian, if you don't mind."
"I've worked him pretty hard over the last couple of days. But that's a him problem and not yours. Therefore, take him and enjoy."
"Where are you, worm?" Helena asked.
"Here, Mistress," Brian replied, stepping in from the hallway where he waited.
"Mistress Haley requires your services. Follow her to her room and obey her as you would me."
"Yes, Mistress. May I have the key to my cage?"
"Mistress Haley will decide if you're to be released. She has a key."
"Of course, Mistress," Brian obediently agreed. He followed Haley down the hall to her bedroom, where they disappeared.
Helena checked on Kennedy's progress periodically, but she mostly finished her reviews of student course allocations to ensure no one had been double-booked for lessons or lectures. Kennedy did his typical excellent job of the housework, and about two hours after he'd begun, he returned to the kitchen to ask Helena to check his work. Helena praised his diligence and then told him he could take off his maid's outfit before returning to talk to her.
Kennedy returned to the kitchen after undressing, taking off the chest plate, and removing his makeup. Helena would have preferred him to have left his face done up, but wasn't bothered enough to send him to repair it. Then, Helena undid Kennedy's cage and released his cock and balls. Kennedy's cock inflated in Helena's hand. She stroked his shaft with her fingernails before saying, "Tell me about spying on Mistress Janey."



"Neither you nor Haley will let me watch when you service a bull. If I'm to be a Mistress's fluffer, how can I learn if I'm not allowed to watch?" Kennedy answered.
"Have you spoken to your dad?"
"Yes. But he gets embarrassed and doesn't want to explain things to me. It's like he's ashamed of what he is and hates me knowing he sucks cocks and gets fucked in his ass."
"Your dad didn't grow up in a FemDom household like you have, so I had to train him."
"Dad says he was a bit of an asshole before you taught him better," Kennedy said, ignoring his growing need to cum.
Helena spat in her palm and surrounded Kennedy's thick, almost 7-inch cock with her petite, soft hand. She slowly jacked him as she considered her answer. "Suffice to say that your father wouldn't lie to you," Helena replied diplomatically. "He accepts his place now, though. As you do."
"Sometimes, like when I have to get changed for gym, it's embarrassing to be hairless because the other guys tease me." Kennedy's eyes closed. And he groaned, trying not to hump into his mother's gripping hand.
"How do you handle that?" Helena asked.
"I point out that I'm not a virgin, unlike them, and my girlfriend likes me like this."
"Does that shut them down?"
"Usually," Kennedy said, his voice just short of an anguished groan.
"Would you like to cum?"
"Yes, please, Mistress."
"In my mouth or on my tits?"
"In your mouth," Kennedy dared despite knowing on his mother's tits was the correct response.
"You believe you deserve that reward despite perving on Mistress Janey?" Helena asked dangerously.
"I accepted my discipline without complaint or protest, and I did a good job cleaning the house, so yes, I think I deserve a reward."
"We'll talk more about allowing you to observe Mistresses Janey, Haley, and me during sessions with our bulls. Perhaps I will let you serve instead of your father the next time I have one over." She told her son to get onto the bench and took his throbbing cock in her mouth. A few seconds later, Kennedy moaned as his balls squeezed against his manhood and semen surged through his duct and shot into his mother's voraciously sucking mouth.
Helena swallowed before leaning back against the breakfast bar, pulling her skirt up, and spreading her legs. "Service me," she said forcefully.
Kennedy knelt and swiped his tongue along Helena's perineum, onto her vulva, up her slit and around her clit. He repeated that path several times until his mother's aroused pants told him she was close. Then he latched his lips around Helena's cum button, sucked it hard, and battered it with his tongue. Helena groaned as she climaxed and said, "So good! Good boy, you know just how to please your Mistress."
"Thank you for the compliment, Mistress. Do you have anything else for me to do?"
"I got lamb sirloin steaks out for dinner. You and Brian can cook those, which Haley and I expect around 6:00 p.m. No masturbating, but you're free to do as you wish until then." Helena considered before adding, "Put your cock cage back on to ensure you aren't tempted to have a wank. I don't like you wearing it too often because it will start to atrophy your cock and balls. And until you have a Mistress to call your own, I don't want that to happen because she might like big cocks."
"Is close to 7 inches considered big?"
"The self-reported figures say the average is about 5 and 3/4 inches, so it's probably less than that. Therefore, you are above average. Don't you compare in the changing rooms?"
"Guys don't do that," Kenedy exclaimed. "Not unless you want a punch in the mouth."
"Interesting. If girls had cocks, we'd be whipping them out and comparing at every opportunity."
"Do you do that with breasts?"
"Not really, but kind of. Some girls with smaller breasts like mine often look enviously at girls with bigger boobs. But I never wanted the back problems that go with having big tits."
"What did Dad say?"
"When he was in his 'bit of an asshole' stage, as he described it, he suggested I get a boob job. He wanted me to have a pair of Double-Ds."
"They would have looked ridiculous!" Kennedy exclaimed.
"Yes, they would have!" Helena smiled at her son, who was still on his knees before her. "I'll let you go and dress, and I'll see you for dinner if I don't see you wandering around the house."
Unless Helena required him to serve, Kennedy could wear whatever he wanted. Although he didn't mind being made to wear women's clothing, he preferred a basic shorts and T-shirt combination. So, that's what he dressed in before getting onto his computer and logging into his World of Warcraft account. He joined his teammates, and they began their daily missions. He'd dress in a feminine top and a pinafore to cook dinner with his father, but would change after dinner. Of course, he wore a typical boy's uniform for school and sports, including men's underwear.
Helena decided to take an afternoon nap, and she smiled as she passed her daughter's room. She could hear the meaty thumps of a paddle impacting an ass followed afterwards by the aroused grunts of someone being jacked off. Helena considered joining them, but chose not to. She stripped off and got under the quilt. She was asleep a few moments later.
Chapter 6: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 1.
Helena joined the other Master's graduates, tossing her ceremonial mortarboard into the air when they tossed theirs. She had decided she'd take the following year off to add a teaching degree to her Master of Philosophy postgraduate degree instead of continuing straight on to her PhD. That would ensure she had a backup if she failed to achieve it. All but one of her fellow Master's students were taking jobs in various industries. The exception, Nadine Bagley, intended to continue directly on to her PhD in nursing.
After the ceremony, Helena and her study group went to the Victory Hotel on Edward Street, Brisbane CBD, for a celebratory meal and drinks. She was at the bar getting drinks when she noticed a tall, lean man of about her age eying her up and down. There was something about the man that set Helena's heart fluttering immediately. Her nether region became wet as she imagined him between her slender, shapely thighs. It was made worse because the young man smiled at her with a raised eyebrow as if intuiting her thoughts. Helena's face flushed, and she hurriedly grabbed the tray of drinks and walked back to her table.
"Who's the hunk?" Shelley, one of her fellow Master's students asked.
"No idea," Helena said, her head turning to look at the man. It didn't help that he was still looking at her and smiling. She decided to take the bull by the horns, and given there was a band playing, Helena marched up to the man and said, "Care to dance?"
"Yes. Brian. You're pretty hot."
"Thanks. Helena. You're not so bad yourself."
Helena and Brian moved to the small dance floor where a band was playing covers of eighties and nineties rock songs. They began dancing, each delighted when they found the other could actually dance, and pretty soon, almost the entire bar's attention was on them as they rocked and jived on the wooden dance floor.
"You can dance!" Helena exclaimed breathlessly.
"So can you!" Brian replied, smiling.
"Women typically can. Men usually can't. Other than the white-boy shuffle."
"What?" Brian said teasingly. "Can't men do everything a woman can?"
"Well, the reverse is true, but I'm not sure what you said is."
"Oh no! Another feminist!" Brian pretended to grouse.
"Yes. But not a man-hating one. However, I believe that if you had to wear the heels, panties, and skirts and have the babies, you'd be much more respectful of women."
"I take it you're celebrating? What's the occasion?"
"I earned my Master's in Philosophy today. My friends at the table also got their Master's, although in different fields."
"Really? Well done. Ready for a drink?"
Helena grinned. "Is this where you spike my drink and whisk me away to have your wicked way with me?"
"Darn! Foiled again."
They got drinks, but it was apparent the desire between them was rampant, and after only a couple of sips, Helena said, "Want to blow this place and go somewhere to fuck?"
"Yours or mine?"
"Yours," Helena said in a teasing tone. "That way, if you're a psycho stalker, you don't know where I live."
"And I won't know where to send the cops when my bunny turns up boiled?"
"You have a bunny?"
"Stop stalling, woman, and let's go!"
They almost ran outside and jumped into a cab that had just dropped some people off. The cabbie was treated to some raw action as things got hot and heavy in the backseat on their way to Brian's place. The cabbie's head snapped around when he heard Brian exhale a deep, guttural groan. He grinned when he saw Helena had gotten Brian's dick out and was busily deep-throating him. His chuckle opened Brian's eyes, and he exchanged a grin and a wink with the driver before letting his head fall back and enjoying his illicit blowjob.
Brian came into Helena's mouth just as the cabbie pulled up at his home, which was on Brisbane's Northside. He paid the driver with an orange and a bluey ($20. $10), which included a seven-dollar tip, smirked and let Helena drag him to his front door. After unlocking it, he opened the door, and Helena pushed him inside. She tried to kiss him, but Brian turned his head away.
"Listen, buster! If you ever want me to blow you again, you'd better kiss me!" Helena said angrily.
"You've got my cum in your mouth!" Brian protested.
"If you go down on me, will you expect me to kiss you afterwards?"
"Yes, but that's different."
"Is it? Sauce for the goose, buster!"
"What?"
Helena rolled her eyes. "For those unedimicated amongst us--what is good for the goose is good for the gander!"
"But it's semen, and I'm not gay!"
"Well, I'm bisexual and I don't care! Fuck this! I'm going home!" Helena pulled her phone out of her handbag and started dialling the cab company's number.
"Helena, wait!" But she didn't, so in desperation, Brian grabbed the wrist of the hand holding her phone, spun her around by it, and plastered his lips to hers before sending his tongue out, seeking entrance.
Helena let her phone fall to the floor and wrapped her arms around Brian's neck, surrendering to his kiss. Brian put his hands on Helena's small, tight ass and picked her up. Taking the hint, Helena lifted her knees and wrapped her legs around Brian's waist. He walked her down to his bedroom and laid her on the bed, following her down and onto the mattress.
Helena helped Brian remove her clothes and then returned the favour. As soon as they were both naked, Brian dove down onto her small A-cup breasts and latched his lips around Helena's turgid nipple. He suckled it and battered it with his tongue before switching breasts and repeating. Brian was rougher than Helena typically liked, but her desire burned, and she found his manly approach exciting. Her juices flowed freely, and she moaned her pleasure as he shifted from breast to breast.
Helena hoped Brian would kiss further down and service her pussy, but she was so hot that she didn't object when he moved between her lewdly splayed thighs and speared into her sopping entrance. Brian humped her forcefully, slamming his abdomen against her clit. It was just what she needed for the first encounter, and she orgasmed quickly. Which was just as well, because with a roar, Brian climaxed inside her, filling her vulva with his sticky seed.
Not satisfied, Helena pushed him off and onto his back, then she went down on him and took his lengthy cock into her mouth. Brian groaned and held Helena's head, holding her down with most of his dick buried in her mouth and throat. Luckily, Helena enjoyed giving deep-throat oral, so she accepted what Brian wanted, even when he held her head tighter and began throat-fucking her. He pumped Helena's throat for several minutes before unloading a torrent of nut juice down her throat. Helena was a little disappointed because Brian kept his entire cock buried in her throat until after he'd stopped cumming. His doing that meant she didn't get to taste him, which was something she enjoyed doing. After his orgasm, Brian let loose a long, satisfied sigh and rolled on his side, apparently ready to sleep.
"Like hell you are, buster!" Helena growled. "I'm nowhere near satisfied yet! If your dick isn't up for it, you'd better get your fingers and tongue to work!"
"What?" Brian asked.
"I'm still horny, and you need to take care of me. I took care of you."
"But you had an orgasm!"
"And you had three. What's your point?"
"Your pussy is full of cum!"
"So?"
"That's disgusting!"
"My pussy is disgusting?" Helena said dangerously.
"What? Oh shit! No! I mean the cum in your pussy is disgusting!"
"The same cum you ensured I had to swallow by forcibly holding my head still with your cock buried in my throat and ejaculating it directly into my stomach?"
"Well, yeah."
"So it's okay to make me swallow something you consider disgusting?" Brian tried to protest, but Helena snarled, "You know what? You're a typical fucking man and are nothing but a fucking user! Not once has one of my female lovers protested about kissing me after I've eaten their cunts! Fuck you, asshole! I hope you drop dead!" She jumped off the bed and dressed.
Brian climbed off the bed and reached for her arm. "Come on, babe. Be reasonable!"
"Don't 'babe' me! And if you touch me with that hand, I'll break the damn thing off!"
Surprised by her vehemence rather than frightened by her threat, Brian snatched his hand back. He tried to calm her again. "Helena, please stay."
"Why? So you can force me to swallow more of your disgusting cum again? Fuck you, asshole; I'm outta here!" Helena picked up her handbag, found her phone on the floor, and stormed outside. She called a cab while standing on the footpath and got in it when it arrived. She rode back to the apartment she shared with her sister, Janey, fuming the entire journey. 'Why does every male I'm attracted to have to be a narcissistic asshole?' She wondered on the journey.
Several weeks passed with not much of note occurring. Helena was still on break from her studies because her teaching degree hadn't started yet, and although she'd gotten permission for her PhD thesis, she was still in the evidence collection stage, and wouldn't begin working on it until after she'd qualified to teach. With her Master's degree, Helena only needed a twelve-month bridging course to complete her teaching qualifications, and she looked forward to a relatively stress-free year.
On a Friday evening, about seven weeks after Helena's encounter with Brian, she and her study group met back at The Victory hotel to celebrate Shelley's twenty-fourth birthday. The girls gathered around a table in the beer garden, close to where a band was setting up. Helena offered to make the first 'shout' and after getting everyone's drinks order, she walked to the bar.
"Hello, Helena," Brian said, standing at Helena's left shoulder. "I've been here every Friday night, hoping you'd come back."
"Hello, Brian," Helena replied neutrally. The barkeep asked her for her order, so it was several seconds before she could add to her opening remark. "Why would you want to see me again? Why would I care if you did?"
"I was an ass. I admit that. But I hoped we could talk and get past it. I really like you and want to explore a relationship with you."
The bartender finished placing Helena's order on a tray and took her card to make the payment, which gave Helena a chance to consider. She wrote her number on a slip of paper and handed it to him. "You may call me next Thursday and ask me out. I might still tell you to take a flying fuck at a rolling donut, but I'm not saying that now. However, if you think you're getting a blowjob or sex, you're out of your fucking gourd."
"I'll take it," Brian replied with a rueful grin. He finished his drink before leaving.
Helena watched him go as she carried the drinks tray to her table. "Wasn't that the guy you hooked up with a couple of months ago?" Shelley asked.
"It was."
"What did he want?"
"To go out again."
"Will you?"
"Undecided yet. But he's such a hunk, don't you think?"
"Pretty boy. But is there any substance beneath the handsome exterior?"
"I don't know," Helena said thoughtfully. "All I know is that he makes my pussy wet just looking at him."
"Mine too," Shelley giggled. "Now, I know from personal experience that you're not wholly straight. Are you thinking of straightening up for this guy?"
"I doubt it, but you never know. The thing is that typically I'm dominant with my partners, and I love breaking and feminising guys. But breaking Brian will be difficult, and that's what makes the thought of doing it so exciting."
"How come?"
"Narcissistic."
"Jaysus!" Shelley exclaimed. "Why would you even bother with the asshole? Wait. I know! Because looking at him makes your pussy wet."
"That'd be the reason. Mostly, it's imagining what I'm going to do to them and imagining what they'll look like shaved down and girlied up that makes me hot. With him, it's different. He makes my pussy wet just by being near me."
"I doubt that you've changed your spots enough to consider submitting to him. So what's the go?"
"Have his babies," Helena replied, shocking her friend. "Gonna have to break and sissify him first though."
"That will be some trick, given how masculine he is. But once you have, you'll no longer want to have sex with him. So isn't that counterproductive?"
"No, I'll still want to have sex with him, I just won't let him fuck me. Instead, I'll make him suck cocks and take it up the ass to get off."
"But you can't make a straight guy gay!" Shelley protested.
"True. But almost every male narcissist I've known has been a closet sissy. Brian won't be any different."
Chapter 7: Present Day 4.
A body sliding into the bed from the bottom and a warm, wet tongue sliding along her slit onto her clit woke Helena up about an hour after she'd laid down for her nap. She was momentarily confused because of the vivid dream about meeting Brian and how they'd come to be. However, the tongue circling her clit before soft lips surrounded it brought Helena back to the present, and she sighed with delight when the tongue changed from circles to battering Helena's button.
"Hmmm," Helena sighed as she lifted her knees and lifted the quilt. Haley's mischievous green eyes looked up at her, and Helena moaned as an orgasm approached.
Feeling her mother's climax approaching, Haley sucked harder and battered Helena's clit more firmly. She grinned when Helena orgasmed before kissing her way up her mother's slender body. She locked lips with Helena. However, the kiss wasn't passionate, but full of love and respect instead.
Helena stroked her daughter's long, dark-brown locks before asking, "What do I owe that to?"
"For letting me work out my sexual frustrations with Brian. Most mothers would freak out knowing their daughter and husband were having sex."
"Did he do a good job?"
"Yes! I made him put on my strap-on and fuck me with it. It was so much fun! He kept groaning because his dick was still in its cage and it was trying to go hard."
Helena chuckled before saying, "I bet that frustrated him!"
"It did! Especially when I ruined his orgasm."
"How did you do that?"
"Just like you showed me. I took off his cage and let him masturbate with a pair of my silk panties. Then, when he was on the edge and about to cum, I banged his balls with the heel of my palm."
"That'll do it," Helena chuckled, sharing an amused grin with her daughter. "What time is it?"



"Nearly five. That's why I woke you up."
"Thanks for that. Would you like me to return the favour and eat your pussy?"
"Nah, I'm all good. I just wanted to do that for you."
"Did you send Brian to dress?"
"Yeah. I told him to wear a bra, panties, breast falsies, and a pinafore. He and Kennedy will look alike except Kennedy will have his chest plate on."
"Kennedy's complaining he doesn't have as many chances to learn his role as he'd like."
Haley considered before pointing out, "That has to be on you and Janey. I'm not ready to search for a man to sissify yet, although I love helping you and Janey with yours. And letting him watch me play with Brian would just be weird."
"Weirder than sneaking into bed and eating your mother's pussy?"
Haley laughed before saying, "From about the time I turned thirteen, you've treated me much more like a friend than your daughter. I guess there were a few times you came down on me, usually because of something inappropriate I did to Kennedy. I mean, I see you as my mother for sure, but also more like an equal than a mother bossing her daughter."
"This world has to stop infantilising teenagers!" Helena groused. "Did you see the latest bullshit they're talking about? Under sixteens can't walk a dog on their own? What a load of crap! You know I'm a feminist, and proud of it, but the left have lost their collective minds! They're infantilising teenagers at the same time they're sexualising preteens! What are they trying to do? Create a paedophile's paradise?"
"Geez, Helena! Why don't you tell me what you really think? Because I'm not sure I understand."
"It's alright for you because I never treated you like an infant. Pretty much as you showed you were being more adult, I released the reins and allowed you to grow. Sure, I had to tighten them back up a couple of times, but neither you nor Kennedy ever caused or got into much trouble."
Haley nodded. "Treating your kids with respect and allowing them to take responsibility for themselves seems to be the key to avoiding the typical teenage rebellion kids show. With every one of my friends at high school or uni, the more their parents tried to control them, the more rebellious they became. Those with parents who allowed them to grow and explore caused far fewer problems."
"It's a balancing act because teenage boys especially tend to make dumb decisions, but usually you have to allow them to make them whist trying to ensure they don't make life-threatening ones. Personally, I blame the mothers for not teaching their men to be subservient to them."
"Like sissifying Brian and teaching Kennedy to serve?"
"Precisely!" Helena affirmed. "Anyway. Let me take a quick shower, and I'll see you in the dining room."
"Wine?"
"Yes, please."
After a quick shower, Helena donned her diaphanous white robe again and made her stately way to the dining room. She paused at the kitchen door and smiled as her two men worked together to make dinner. She thought about the previous forty-eight hours and realised Brian had performed his tasks perfectly. He deserved to be rewarded, so Helena wondered how to do so. Her nether region pulsed, reminding her that her night with Manon still had her motors running.
Brian had been a selfish lover when she first met him, but she'd swiftly broken him of that, and now he was attentive and skilled. She'd take advantage of that at bedtime and reward him at the same time. 'Other than when Brandon let him stick his dick in Jenny, I wonder when the last time Brian had his cock in a pussy was?' She wondered. 'It would have to have been mine, so maybe nine years?'
Helena thought that number must be about right because she'd sissified him before she married him. However, it took a few more years before Brian completely accepted his role as a sissified cuckold. As he travelled along the path towards sissification, Helena used access to her sweet, tight pussy to control him and to drive him towards being a feminised man. She did not want a trans woman as her husband because she preferred her partner to look like a cross-dressed man instead of a woman. It was more embarrassing and demeaning for him, Helena thought. Embarrassing Brian turned Helena on more than anything else other than forcing him to dress as a sissy and fluff her bulls.
Brian and Kennedy serving their dinner broke into Helena's reveries. She looked at her husband of nearly twenty-three years and smiled, remembering how he was and how far he'd come. To her surprise, remembering and dreaming about their early lives had her sweet little nubbin pulsing, and the thought of riding his cock later caused her sex to flower open and leak womanly fluids. Helena vaguely regretted that being constantly encased in a chastity device had wilted Brian's once 7-inch cock to less than five inches. However, doing that was partly how she explained the need for a bull with a bigger cock--Brian's wasn't big enough to satisfy her anymore. Helena admitted to her close friends and daughter that despite having an incredibly tight pussy, honed by many hours of Kegel exercises, she'd always been a size queen.
Dinner followed its typical progression with Brian and Kennedy sitting at the separate sissy and remaining quiet while Helena and Haley sat at the main table, talking animatedly. The cross-dressed men took turns fetching the things Helena or Haley wanted, including refreshing their drinks and then bringing a light dessert of a passionfruit cheesecake made with cream cheese and a crushed biscuit base. The dish was a special dessert that Brian had learned to make for Helena.
After making coffee and bringing it to the two women, Brian and Kennedy returned to the kitchen to clean up. Helena hadn't assigned the chore, so the guys were free to rinse the plates and cutlery and place them in the dishwasher instead of washing them by hand. Once the kitchen was pristine, Kennedy went to his room to finish his coursework and study for a test that was due the following week. It was almost the end of the term, and the typical end of term exams were on.
Brian brought Helena and Haley a liqueur each once they'd taken their seats in the lounge, and then he sat on the floor at Helena's feet as he was expected to do. Haley and Helena chatted about various things, including how Haley's LLB (Bachelor of Laws) degree was going. Brian was surprised when Helena handed him the key to his cage and let him remove it. He was shocked when she kicked her slippers off and placed her feet on either side of his shaft. He knew better than to acknowledge what she'd done, so he remained silent despite his dick rapidly expanding and stiffening between Helena's massaging soles.
Biting his bottom lip to prevent his aroused moans, Brian revelled in his foot job. Helena forced a groan from his mouth when she moved her heel onto his balls and exerted downward pressure, crushing them against the floor.
"Shhh!" Helena admonished, causing Brian to clamp his mouth shut.
Haley, unfazed by her mother masturbating her father with her feet, continued the conversation. She described some of the things she'd learned from Janey, offering praise and sometimes criticism for how her aunt did things. In Helena and Haley's opinion, Janey's lesbianism caused her to be too harsh on her male clients. Haley, like her mother, firmly thought that women should be in charge and the men subjugated to their will, but they liked men. They weren't man-haters, which is what Janey was.
Haley realised that, like her mother, Janey attracted men who were either narcissists or mummy's boys and that had coloured her opinion of the male of the species. Haley herself already had that problem--attracting narcissists. The difference was that Haley and Helena hadn't allowed that fact to poison their opinions of all men. Haley, mimicking her mother, would often say, "This world needs strong women to take control of caring men and together, they can fix this fucked-up world!"
It was around 11:00 p.m. when Helena announced she was going to bed. Brian moved out of her way and then crawled down the hallway after her. He was amazed when Helena instructed him to lie on his back on the bed. Then he was completely blown away when she straddled him and took his throbbing, slender 5-inch cock into her extremely tight, soaking wet cunt. Unable to believe he was penetrating his wife for the first time in nearly a decade, Brian cast his mind elsewhere so he wouldn't lose his lollies inside her too quickly.
"You've been very good for a long time, Brian," Helena informed him as she waved her hips back and forth along his pole. "You've accepted my dominion over you and done your best to please me and Haley. You've become an excellent submissive and an attentive sissy for me and my bulls; therefore, I've chosen to reward you."
"Thank you, Mistress," Brian panted. "I'm sorry that I was so recalcitrant for so long. I've learned my place, and I enjoy being your sissy."
"I love you, Brian. Do you know that? Yes, I use you hard, and I make you do things you'd rather not. But it's only for your own good, and you have to admit that you get way more sex than any of your friends at work or golf."
"You mostly make me do gay shit though, and despite you making me a sissy, I'm still not a homo."
"How many of your friends' wives allow them to have sex with their daughters?"
"That's not something anyone would ever discuss!"
"Yet I bet you did!" Helena exclaimed.
"Maybe. John Patrick asked if you would sissify him. I didn't mention him to you because I didn't know how you'd react if you knew I'd discussed our relationship with some of the guys."
Curious, Helena asked, "How does that even come up in a conversation?"
"John wasn't thinking and after golf one day, he wanted to take a shower. He pulled his pants partially down, and I saw he was wearing panties. Luckily for him, I was the only one near enough to see. He saw my eyes widen, looked down, blushed, and quickly pulled his trousers back up. I asked him about it later, and he said he'd been a cross-dresser in his teen years and had returned to doing it when Jessica up and fucked off on him."
"Okay," Helena replied, holding still but rhythmically squeezing Brian's glans with her pussy muscles. "But how do you go from that to John wanting me to sissify him?"
Struggling not to thrust up into her, Brian replied, "John was clearly embarrassed and afraid of how I'd react, so I showed him I was wearing panties, too. He relaxed, and asked if I was a cross-dresser, too. I explained how you'd force-femmed me, and although I fought you tooth and nail, I've come to enjoy being your sissy."
"Interesting," Helena mused, imagining John. He was about their age, so in his mid-forties. A little overweight and very hairy. She shuddered with revulsion, imagining a hairy, masculine body in lingerie. 'Each to their own,' she thought, 'But hairy cross-dressers? No thanks!' "Tell him to lose twenty kilos and get rid of the body hair. Then he can come and see me."
"He wanted to suck my cock."
"Did you let him?"
Indignant, Brian replied, "I would not do that without your permission!"
"You already have my permission to suck or be fucked by any man you want!"
Brian's face became grim as his innate stubbornness appeared. "I am not gay! Yes, I suck cocks and take them up my ass when you require me to. But I do not look for homosexual encounters on my own!"
Grinning knowingly, Helena asked, "How hard did you cum when Brandon fucked you in the ass?"
Brian momentarily froze before unwillingly admitting, "That slight upturn his cock has makes it scrape across my prostate with every thrust. You know how much I love that!"
"So, really hard, I assume?" Brian muttered something incomprehensible but basically summed up to admitting he'd had an enormously pleasurable release from being fucked by Helena's bull. "Did Master Brandon let you fuck any of his other submissives?"
Brian winced, confirming Helena's suspicions. Knowing he was busted, Brian admitted, "Brandon adores making me stick my dick in one of his girls and then fucking me forcibly enough to make me fuck the woman I'm in."
"Okay. Look, Brian, we don't exactly have what anyone would call a traditional marriage. However, so long as I've given you permission to be with Master Brandon, what he chooses to do and make you do is up to him. But if I catch you nuts deep in a pussy that isn't mine or Haley's without my permission, I will cut your dick off with a butter knife and scoop your balls out with a rusty spoon."
"I'm aware, Mistress. But you've trained me to obey you, Mistress Haley, and your bulls. Should I refuse to do as one of your bulls instructs?"
Helena shook her head. "I'm not saying you did anything wrong. I'm merely reiterating the rules." Helena returned to gripping Brian's cage-withered tool with her pussy firmly and waving her hips along it. Shortly after restarting, Helena moaned softly and climaxed. Looking at the clock radio beside the bed, she saw it was after midnight. "Finish in me!" She demanded.
Brian's eyes rolled back, and he unwittingly thrust up into his Mistress before groaning and filling her tight, slippery cunt with his sticky seed. Helena slid off him onto her side. Brian went down on her to clean his cum and then started to get out of bed to sleep on his pallet.
"Stay and cuddle me."
"Yes, Mistress," Brian said, exulting inwardly but remaining outwardly stoic. He cuddled in behind Helena's back and held her close to himself, using the classic spoon position. They were both fast asleep a few seconds later.
Brian's dick poking into her small, tight, shapely bottom woke Helena up the following morning. She was mildly annoyed until she remembered that she'd invited Brian to sleep spooned with her, and it was no surprise he had morning wood. Still pleased with Brian's service to her, Helena decided to reward him again. She moved slightly forward so she could lift her knee, reach under her pussy and grab her husband's throbbing cock. She positioned him at her entrance and slid back onto it. Brian's surprised grunt made her smile, and she shifted his hand so it covered her small, conically shaped breast.
Being careful not to cause any pain, Brian gently massaged Helena's nipple as he stroked into her. His reward came surprisingly quickly when, with a soft moan, Helena climaxed, washing his balls with her feminine juices.
"Fill me," Helena commanded. Programmed by many years of similar demands, Brian's nuts cramped against his shaft, and with a deep groan, he ejaculated into his Mistress's grasping pussy. Helena pushed on Brian's abdomen, indicating she wanted him to ease out of her. Then she rolled onto her back, propped herself on the pillows, threw the quilt and sheet aside, lifted and spread her knees, and said, "Eat, bitch."
Used to this demand, Brian obediently lowered his mouth onto Helena's drooling quim and started licking his cum from her cunt. Once he'd cleaned her pussy as well as possible, and hearing that she was close to cumming, Brian slid his tongue along her slit and onto her clit. He sucked that delicious button as he swirled his tongue over it.
Delighted by Brian's adroit ministrations, Helena orgasmed again before telling Brian to lie in the middle of the bed with his hands above his head. His cock swiftly swelled until it throbbed and bounced before Helena's mischievously sparkling eyes. Without saying a word, she handcuffed her husband to the headboard before making him spread his legs. When he did, Helena tied his ankles to the footboard.
"You're still being rewarded for being a good sissy. Would you like me to fuck you with my strap-on or some CBT?"
"May I have both?" Brian asked daringly.
"Do you think you deserve both?"
"It's not what I think, Mistress. It's what you do."
Helena stepped off the bed long enough to buckle on her strap-on. She used her body to hide that she'd chosen the thick, veiny 10-inch one. Although this wasn't the monster horse-cock dildo she sometimes used, it was thicker and longer than any of Brian's current lover's dicks, and she knew he'd initially struggle to take it in his ass. Brian's eyes sprung wide-open when he saw what was hanging between his Mistress's legs, and although his mouth opened, he wisely remained silent. Nor did he protest when Helena uncuffed his ankles before lifting them and cuffing them to his wrists.
Helena smiled as she examined her sissy's smooth body and his salaciously displayed ass, cock and balls. She heard the door open, and her smile changed to a wolfish grin when she saw her visitor was Kennedy. "Sit on my vanity stool and watch," she ordered her son. "No touching your cock."
Kennedy gulped and swiftly took his place. His nightie front poked out lewdly because of his thickly erect 7-inch cock. He watched as his mother oiled her 'cock' and his father's rosebud, and he winced when she knelt behind him, and unceremoniously rammed it into Brian's ass. Kennedy had occasionally witnessed his father's humiliation, so he wasn't surprised when instead of moaning with pain, Brian groaned with pleasure and bore down with his hips to take more of Helena's 'cock'.
Brian started panting as Helena held his calves and slammed her 'cock' into his ass. Helena held him at an angle so that every time she rammed into him, the head of her strap-on slid over Brian's P-spot. The stimulation of his prostate milked cum from Brian's cock's eye, and it poured out to pool on his stomach. Occasionally, Helena dipped her fingers into the pooled cum and wiped it on Brian's upper lip or pushed her fingers into his mouth to make him lick them clean.
Reaching to her right, Helena opened a drawer and took out a short, weighted leather cosh. She took Brian's shaft in her left hand and squeezed hard as she jacked it mercilessly. Rocking her hips in time with her strokes, Helena fucked Brian's ass simultaneously. Next, she raised the cosh and smacked it down onto her husband's balls. Brian grunted in combined lust and pain, his body lurching up and down Helena's buried 'dick'. She whacked him again, and the pleasure/pain ratio for Brian shifted into the extreme pleasure range.
Kennedy gasped, and Helena looked over her shoulder. She grinned at him knowingly when she saw he'd clasped his hands together to stop them from grabbing his cock. Her grin widened when she saw his eyes follow the raised cosh, and she had to suppress a pleased chuckle when his hips bucked forward as she brought it forcefully down on his father's balls.
Brian's desperate mewling brought her attention back to him, and she realised he was struggling not to cum. She shifted her grip and squeezed the base of his shaft firmly, preventing Brian from ejaculating. "Not yet!" She said sternly. Brian nodded, despite groaning in agonised pleasure. His eyes clenched tight, forcing his impending climax down. He succeeded until Helena whacked his balls with the cosh again. Fortunately for him, Helena took pity on him, and she said, "Cum for me, Sissy," even though he'd already started cumming.
Kennedy's anguished gasp snapped Helena's head around, and, seeing the spreading wet patch in the front of Kennedy's nightie, she chuckled amusedly. Grinning, she addressed her men, "Go clean yourselves up and present yourselves naked and in your cock cages when you're done. Do not make me wait too long!"
Her men were back less than five minutes later. They walked in together and then knelt before Helena. Their hands were behind their backs, and their knees were spread so their cock cages hung down. Kennedy's nipples were twin slug gun pellets, indicating his arousal, but Brian looked relaxed and unaroused, perhaps even satiated.
"You did well today, Sissy. You have the rest of the day until dinner off and may dress and do whatever you want. If I remember rightly, you should have time to join your usual group for golf."



"I do, Mistress."
"Then I'll see you tonight in time for you to prepare dinner." Brian got up and left. She turned to her son, who looked chagrined. "Cumming without permission?" She asked. "It's becoming a nasty habit that you have."
"I have no excuse, Mistress," Kennedy admitted. "Other than pointing out that I'm a typical teenage boy and I'm horny all the time."
"The problem with the men of this world is that they never learn to control their desires. It's what breaks up so many marriages--men unable to keep their dicks in their pants around attractive and/or flirtatious women." Helena raised an ironic eyebrow. "I thought I was raising you to think beyond your carnal desires? Am I wrong?"
"I don't try to pick up anything in a skirt who smiles at me like most of the guys at school," Kennedy protested. "I'm polite and respectful to every woman I meet, and I open doors, give up my seat for someone older or a woman, and hold chairs like you taught me to do. I just get horny. I can't help it."
"How much abuse do you cop for being a gentleman?"
"It's not often, and mostly from women your age."
"Yes, it's true to say that the feminist movement lost its way for a time there. However, modern feminists like myself are taking back the middle ground. However, my trainee sissy, you need to learn to control your libido, and trust me, your partner will not be a happy woman if you only last a few seconds inside her. I'm going to masturbate you, and you will not cum until I say you can."
Helena removed Kennedy's cage, took his dick in her delicate hand and began jacking him. Simultaneously, she let the long nails on her other hand glide over Kennedy's stiffened nipples. Kennedy closed his eyes and moaned, but he kept still and tried to cast his mind away so he wouldn't feel the sensations so intensely. It worked momentarily before Helena took his rock-hard nipple between her thumb and forefinger and tweaked it. The sudden pain seemed to spring directly from his tortured nipple to his glans, and he groaned again. Using sheer willpower, Kennedy forced his orgasm down and cast his mind away again.
Helena smiled, feeling proud of her son. However, she wanted to instil her lesson firmly, so she wasn't prepared to let him climax yet. Instead, she ramped up his torture by suggestively wetting her finger. Then she slid it along his perineum and lightly rimmed his rosebud.
"Oh, Gawd!" Kennedy exclaimed. His butt clenched and then he groaned as he fought to keep his impending cum explosion at bay. He managed to, barely.
"Good boy," Helena said, nodding approvingly. "Just a little while longer and I'll let you cum."
"Yes, Mistress," Kennedy panted, his butt clenching and releasing his mother's finger.
He was at the end of his tether, and Helena didn't want to destroy his confidence by leaving it so long that he lost control and came. She leant forward and kissed Kennedy's lips softly. "Cum on your mother's tits, honey," she breathed. Helena pushed Kennedy back so she could lower her chest. Kennedy's eyes rolled back, and he groaned gutturally as his dick almost literally exploded. Cum fountained from it and sprayed over Helena's chin, throat, chest and breasts. Being young, and having edged for so long, Kennedy had significantly more than the typical teaspoon, spraying cum in huge gouts that covered the entire area described above.
Helena, having experienced her son cumming on her before, wasn't bothered by his spewed excretions. She waited until his eyes opened before saying, "Clean Mummy up." She lay on her back on the bed.
Kennedy knelt on the bed and carefully used his lips and tongue to hoover all of his semen off his mother/Mistress. He dared to spend extra time cleaning Helena's nipples, delighting in how they engorged in his mouth. He looked up to see his mother smiling at him indulgently. Kennedy blushed before returning to his cleaning task and soon had Helena's slender body pristine. "Let me get a wet washer and finish you off, Mistress."
"Don't bother, Kennedy," Helena replied. "You can wash me in the shower."
"Willingly, Mistress," Kennedy acknowledged.
He followed Helena into her en suite, a place he could only go if his mother was present or to clean. Kennedy turned on the shower, and when the water reached the correct temperature, he stood aside and let Helena enter. Then he stepped in with her, and as Helena held her arms out, Kennedy washed her from her slender neck to her delicate ankles. After that was done, he guided his mother's head under the water and then shampooed her hair. Once he'd rinsed the suds out, he turned the water off and held Helena's hand as she stepped out. Then, Helena stood on the bath mat with her arms outstretched again as Kennedy dried her.
"All done, Mistress. Would you like me to brush and blow-dry your hair?"
"Yes, please, Kennedy. Put your cage on first so that no unwanted erections occur. I'll take it off once you're done."
Kennedy obeyed and then set about the long, laborious task of blow-drying his Mistress's long, flowing, greying black locks. He briefly wondered why she didn't dye it like most of the women of her age he knew but guessed it was because greying just didn't bother her. He'd also noted that his mother wore a lot less makeup than her peers, too.
It took nearly forty-five minutes before Kennedy announced he was done. Helena checked in the mirror, pleased with her son's efforts. Having Kennedy wash and dry her and then blow-dry her hair always seemed a sweetly intimate thing to her. Helena always felt much closer to her son when they did that together.
Helena took Kennedy's cage off, ignoring that his dick erected. She knew that at his age, a change in the wind direction could cause an erection. "You may return to your room and have a wank if you like. However, I want you to take a minimum of fifteen minutes from the time you start to when you cum. Try to extend that time when I allow you to masturbate."
"Yes, Mistress," Kennedy acknowledged before taking his cage and leaving.
Helena hadn't given him any directions on how to dress, so Kennedy pulled on underwear, shorts and a T-shirt. Eschewing masturbating, he logged into his World of Warcraft account and joined his crew.
Helena walked to the lounge and found that she was alone. She went into the kitchen and saw a note from Haley saying she'd gone to uni to join her study group. Smiling proudly, Helena made a cup of tea and sat at the breakfast bar. Her thoughts returned to her early life with Brian.
Chapter 8: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 2.
True to her word, Helena spoke to Brian on the phone every week for several weeks in a row before she finally agreed to meet him again. She demanded dinner and drinks at a top restaurant with only the promise of a goodnight kiss after that before she agreed. She refused when Brian said he'd pick her up and chose to meet him at the restaurant instead. Thus ensuring she could leave for home from there if things didn't go well. Helena expected things to be perfect until she refused to go home with him or to allow anything more than the promised kiss. Then she thought things might get ugly. She suspected Brian was the type of guy who expected his date to put out if he bought dinner.
The night turned out precisely as Helena had predicted. Brian was polite, charming and witty up to the time he suggested they went back to his place. Helena refused, and when Brian insisted, she responded, "I told you that you were getting no more than a goodnight kiss. Why do you expect anything more?"
"I paid for dinner!"
"Here's a hundred-and-fifty bucks. Now I paid for dinner, and you can go fuck yourself!"
She threw the three fifty-dollar notes at him and stormed off before getting into a passing cab. As she expected, Brian tried calling her mobile phone. Helena ignored his repeated attempts until, pissed off, she turned her phone off. She got back to the flat she shared with Janey and was disappointed to find her sister was out on a date.
'Why does that narcissistic asshole make my pussy so wet?' she fumed to herself.
Helena, despite her misgivings, returned to The Victory the following Friday night. As she expected/dreaded/hoped, Brian was there. He watched her as she sat at the bar and ordered a drink. He waited until she had it before her before he ventured to where she was.
"Hello, Helena."
"Hello," Helena replied dismissively.
"Did you come here looking for me?"
"Did you?"
"I did," Brian admitted. "I don't know where you live, and you refuse to take my calls or answer my texts."
"I don't want you dropping off your charbroiled bunny."
Brian laughed at the reference to their first meeting, when Helena had suggested he was a stalker and he had referenced crazed girlfriends killing their boyfriend's pets by boiling them. He shook his head ruefully. "All we seem to do is get into fights, but I can't get you out of my head. My dick gets hard every time I think of you, and other women hold no interest. It seems that you're in my blood, and I don't know what to do about it."
"Yeah?" Brian nodded, and Helena continued. "Well, I'm having the same problem. You're a selfish lover and a narcissistic, self-centred, egotistical asshole. However, every time I see or think about you, my knees get weak and pussy gets wet. So what are we going to do about it?"
"You'll accept that you need a dominant man in your life and we'll get together and have much sex and many babies," Brian replied, only half joking.
"I need a dominant man about as much as you need four inches of your dick cut off," Helena snarled, amazed by his audacity. "What will happen is that you'll realise you want to be my bitch and then become it."
"I'm nobody's bitch!"
"And I'm nobody's doormat!"
"So where does that leave us?"
"About to get in a cab, go to your place and fuck like bunnies, I guess."
"Wait! What?"
"You heard me. Unless you're not interested? But you'd better listen, buster. If you think you're getting yours and leaving me hanging again, you can take that cab ride and jam it up your ass!"
"I won't, I promise."
"So you say now," Helena growled, hauling Brian outside and looking for a cab. "Previous experience tells me you're a liar." She spotted a cab, hailed it down, and got in, dragging Brian after her. "Tell the driver your address," Helena said, still growling. She was already fishing Brian's dick out of his pants.
Halfway through giving the driver his address, Brian gasped. The driver turned and grinned at him knowingly when he saw Helena bobbing on Brian's cock. "Looks like you've got a wild one," the driver stated.
"You have no idea," Brian said, groaning before he could tell the driver where to go.
"Does she like, you know, put out for others?"
"Not fucking likely for you!" Helena snarled, lifting off Brian's cock momentarily. "Now shut up and drive!"
"I guess I've been told!" The driver chuckled, seemingly unperturbed by Helena's abrupt dismissal. He drove the couple to the address.
Brian had to throw the driver a pineapple ($50) as he exited the cab because Helena was literally dragging him from it. Once he was clear, she threw herself at him and wrapped her legs around his hips, grinding her soaking pussy against his stiff dick.
"Hurry up!" She demanded.
Brian laughed as he fished his keys out of his pocket. He unlocked the front door and pushed it open. Then, he carried Helena inside and down to his bedroom. Helena wriggled out of his arms and dropped to her knees. She ripped his trousers down, re-exposing his throbbing member. She sighed happily before wrapping her dainty hand around it, revelling in its hot, throbbing feel in her hand. Her lips descended, and the entire length slid down her warm, wet throat.
"Gawd!" Brian groaned, amazed again at Helena's ability to swallow him without gagging. Most of his partners couldn't take even half of him without retching.
Being careful not to be so aggressive, Brian placed his hands on Helena's head again, but this time he simply held it and he didn't hold her still and forcefully ram his dick into her throat. He moaned again as Helena's expert tongue flickered over his engorged glans and stabbed into its leaking eye. Brian then discovered that if he just relaxed and didn't force it, he got a far better blowjob than when he rammed his cock down Helena's throat. Her tongue elicited sensations from his glans that he'd never felt before, and her on/off suction seemed to pull the cum from his aching balls in a tidal wave.
"Oh, my Gawd!" Brian roared as his nuts slammed against his shaft and emptied into his urethra before launching into Helena's greedily sucking, enticingly warm and wet mouth.
Prepared this time, Brian lifted Helena by her armpits and kissed her passionately, ignoring the slimy texture and salty taste of his cum in her mouth. Helena moaned appreciatively and lifted her knees so she could wrap her thighs around his hips.
"Take me to bed and fuck me into oblivion," she demanded.
Brian tried, but he'd spent too much time jacking off as quickly as he could and not caring about his partner's needs when he was making love. He orgasmed into Helena well before she'd even climbed to her peak once, let alone been sated.
"Shit! Asshole! You'd better get your tongue and fingers in there!" Helena snarled.
Brian gulped. He had already blown his two previous chances, and he was certain there wouldn't be a fourth if he fucked this one up. Closing his eyes and imagining he was doing anything but what he was about to, Brian kissed down Helena's body. He paused before her pussy, smelling their combined secretions. He convinced himself that they smelled okay, opened his eyes, and tentatively stuck his tongue out.
'It's not so bad,' Brian thought, surprised. He shifted his tongue higher and circled Helena's clit. Which gave him an idea, and stamping down his disgust, Brian slid his middle finger into Helena's squelchingly hot pussy. 'Wow! She is so hot, wet, and tight.' Brian refused to consider that part of the wetness was his sperm.
"Curl your finger back," Helena panted. "There! No, pull it back a little. Yes, there. Feel that slightly rough area, kind of like it's ridged?" Brian grunted acknowledgement. He was pissed she was telling him how to make love to her. Like he needed instructions! Helena ignored him. "That's my G-spot. Lick and suck my clit while you twirl your finger over that spot."
Brian did what he was told, and to his surprise, Helena moaned and started writhing against his finger and mouth. Pleased with himself, Brian swirled his tongue over Helena's sweet, engorged button as he twirled his finger over the rough spot just inside Helena's pussy, behind her pubic bone. Then, with a profound groan, Helena orgasmed on his finger.
Giving Helena an orgasm excited Brian, and he moved higher and eagerly speared into her wet depths again. Helena accepted him willingly, but she squeezed his hips and tried to roll him onto his back. "Roll, dammit!" She said demandingly. Brian obeyed, and Helena settled on him with his rampantly erect cock buried to the hilt inside her. Helena withdrew her legs and put her feet on the bed. Then she leant back and rested on her hands, which were on Brian's knees.
Brian looked down and could clearly see where they joined. His eyes closed with pleasure as Helena lifted her hips, sliding up his lengthy pole before gliding back down. Knowing he was miles ahead of her on the climb to their peaks, Helena said, "Count back from a hundred in sevens or nines. Distract yourself from how good your dick feels and concentrate on how I'm responding. Then, once you're in tune with me, you can climb with me to our peak."
Brian was affronted by Helena telling him how to fuck. However, her advice about finding a woman's elusive G-spot worked, so he thought he'd try this her way. To his surprise, counting backward from a hundred by sevens distracted him so well that he was almost surprised when Helena squealed, shuddered, moaned and orgasmed, bathing his balls with her warm, swiftly flowing juices.
He lay quietly, waiting to see what she'd do next, and when she moaned and started lifting and lowering her hips along his pole, Brian restarted his count, and to his surprise, he lasted until she softly squealed and climaxed again. After she'd come down and stopped shuddering from post-orgasmic shocks, Helena's eyes opened and she looked at him happily. "You can control yourself! Good boys should be rewarded, don't you think?"
Wondering what she meant, Brian inwardly shrugged but nodded his agreement. Any reward seemed like a good idea while buried in her tight, wet cunt. Helena chuckled when she saw his neutral response. She knew what she wanted, and guessed Brian wouldn't object, so she sat up and pulled her heels back under her tight, slender bottom. Then, sliding down, Helena took Brian's cock back in her mouth, liberally coating it with her saliva. Satisfied she was lubricated enough, Helena straddled Brian's hips again, only this time she positioned him at her chocolate starfish. Then, looking at him challengingly, she sighed and relaxed her sphincter, sinking onto Brian's turgid pole and taking it into her back passage.
Brian was shocked, to say the least! He couldn't believe she'd so easily taken his long, thick cock in her ass. He was tempted to believe it was in her pussy, despite how it looked. But then, Helena pulled her feet out again and resumed the same position as earlier. Brian looked down and saw his cock slowly reappearing from where it had been buried in Helen's ass.
"OMG!" He mouthed disbelievingly.
"Wild, huh?" Helena said, chortling. Moving with exaggerated slowness, Helena lifted until just the tip of Brian's glans remained inside her anal ring, and then she slid down until she'd fully embedded his entire cock in her ass. Then she repeated.
Brian mouthed "OMG!" again before losing control and exploding into her ass, filling it with his warm, sticky seed.
Helena slid off his wilted dick and moved higher, straddling his upper chest and with her sweltering cunt above his mouth. Brian almost tossed her off, fearful she'd lower her ass onto his mouth and expect him to eat his cum from it. He was relieved when she lowered her pussy onto his face instead, and he eagerly stabbed his tongue into her vulva, momentarily forgetting it was still full of his thick, salty spend.
"So good," Helena said, breathing heavily. She knew Brian was eating the remnants of his earlier orgasm out of her, and it excited her tremendously. Forgetting that he wasn't one of her submissive partners, Helena grabbed a handful of Brian's hair and rubbed her pussy against his face forcefully. She looked down, grinning ferally when she saw their combined juices smearing over Brian's face and chin. Brian's eyes looked at her excitedly. He revelled in how enthusiastically she responded to his work on her pussy, unaware that what had excited her was him eating his cum from her cunt.
Helena orgasmed twice on Brian's tongue before she noticed his cock twitching. She dove onto it and deep-throated him. With being blown away by Helena's willingness to take him in her mouth after it had been in her ass and amazed at her skill at blowing him, it only took a few minutes for Brian to lose his lollies into Helena's mouth. He groaned as his almost empty nuts cramped against his shaft and spat what little they had left into his shaft. He was so exhausted and spent that he didn't complain even when Helena kissed him and fed what ejaculate he had left back to him.
Helena slept the night in his arms and bed for the first time.
Chapter 9 Present Day 5.
It was early evening, and Brian, returning from golf, broke Helena from her reveries. She smiled at her husband as he strode confidently into the house. He was smiling, so she knew he must have played well. Her gaze turned questioning when John Patrick followed Brian into the kitchen.



"John wanted to meet you," Brian said neutrally.
"Hello, Mistress Helena," John said respectfully as he knelt before her.
Helena let John take her hand and kiss it before replying, "Hello, John. What brings you here?"
"I convinced Brian to let me ask you personally to feminise me and make me your slut."
Helena turned her heated gaze on her husband. "Did he not explain that I wasn't interested?"
"He did, Mistress. He also said that if I shaved all of my body hair off and lost twenty kilos, you'd consider it. I shaved all the hair off, and I beg you to give me a few months to lose the weight. I was hoping you'd start before then, though."
"Brian, follow me to my bedroom!" Helena stormed from the room.
Brian shrugged at John before following Helena to her room. Reaching it, and before Helena could explode, Brian pleaded, "Mistress, he wouldn't take no for an answer. I told him you weren't interested, and he wouldn't accept that. In the end, I realised the only way he'd get the message was when you told him to rack off."
Helena stared at Brian. Although what he said was probably true, something was going on that didn't quite add up. Brian's guilty look, his shuffling feet, and his tented trousers told a different story. Helena suspected she knew. She put her hand out. "Give me your phone."
Knowing he was busted, Brian dug his mobile out of his pocket and gave it to her. As Helena suspected, there were many text exchanges between John and her husband. Many of them were explicit about what they wanted to do with each other and the fantasies they wished to explore. What it basically came down to was this: Brian was attracted to John when John was cross-dressed. He hadn't seen his friend dressed up yet, but he'd seen the many photos John had had taken when he visited Arpi at her House of Transformations on The Gold Coast. Arpi had dressed John in a full body-stocking to hide that he was hirsute.
Helena scrolled through the pictures and admitted that John looked spectacular as a woman. However, she didn't find him sexually attractive. Yes, she adored feminising unwilling or reluctant men. But it was the fact that they were feminised men and not transwomen that excited her. It was a power trip to force-femme them, and that was her motivation for doing it. Her obsession could be traced back to her overbearing father and mousy, doormat mother. Her mother had surrendered all her power to Helena's father, and that was not something that Helena would ever do. Nor would Janey.
"Do you want to fuck him or be fucked by him?" Brian hesitated. "No more bullshit, worm," Helena said insistently. "Do you want to fuck or be fucked?"
Brian sighed and screwed up his courage. "We're both too chickenshit to do either on our own, Mistress. We want you to do a session with us both and make us do things to each other. But unlike normal, I want to remain being the man."
"Have you become gay?"
Brian shook his head vehemently. "No, Mistress! But I've never been with a cross-dresser as a man, and I'd like to experience that. Of course, it's one thing to fantasise about it, and another to do it without your permission. I would never do it without you permitting it."
Helena considered Brian's request. Although she had some fear that he'd come flamboyantly waltzing out of the closet, she suspected his fantasies were more of a natural extension of his sissification. The problem remained that she simply felt no attraction to John. However, as Brian's Mistress, she was obligated to ensure his needs were met. Perhaps this could be another way to humiliate him and to demean him further. Let Brian remain dressed as a man but force him to let a cross-dressed John fuck him like the little bitch he was. Helena's pussy heated as she imagined doing that to her sissy.
"Send John home, but tell him I'll think about it. It certainly won't be soon, though. Also, tell him I expect a weekly email detailing his weight loss and including date-marked photos showing he's keeping himself clean-shaven all over."
"Yes, Mistress," Brian agreed, knowing that was the best he'd get tonight. He suspected Helena would make him pay for his impertinence in bringing a stranger home without permission.
Helena confirmed his thoughts when he returned to the room after sending his friend home. Helena stared at him coldly before saying icily, "Full fetish nurse's outfit including the nine-inch heels. Do not make me wait."
"Yes, Mistress." Brian showered and shaved down before going to his room and applying his makeup. It was over the top, with eyebrows, lips, and eyeliner done to the extreme. Exaggerated false eyelashes adorned Brian's eyes. White fishnet stockings held up by matching suspenders followed. A tiny G-string panty was next, followed by Brian pulling on his chest plate and then putting on a half-cup Double-D bra that left vast expanses of his natural-looking cleavage exposed. A white micro-dress that barely covered his ass was next. The last piece was a bouffant-haired blonde wig complete with a little white cap. He returned to his Mistress's room once he was done.
"Get in the car," Helena commanded. She'd put on her typical wardrobe--black pencil skirt, button-up blouse and heels -- while waiting for her sissy.
Knowing that when his Mistress was in this mood that resistance was futile (to quote The Borg), Brian obeyed. Helena drove to the CBD, parked and got out. Brian unwillingly did the same and gulped when Helena cuffed him by the elbows behind his back and padlocked a thick, pink leather dog collar around his neck. Once she'd connected a lead to the collar, Helena held it as you do when taking your dog for a walk. The loop was over her wrist, and she held the leash in her other hand. "To my left and a half-step behind, worm. Head up and shoulders back. Eyes looking forward. Hopefully, someone will ask me how much, and you'll earn twenty bucks giving a blowjob in the public toilets."
Brian gulped but remained silent. Helena had embarrassed him before by making him walk through the Chinatown mall in The Valley whilst cross-dressed in fetish gear. However, cross-dressers were all too common in The Valley, and no one paid much attention. The Queen Street mall in the CBD was an entirely different proposition. Brisbane's CBD was primarily a straight venue. Gays and lesbians weren't banned, of course. But transwomen, cross-dressers, and flamboyant gays tended to avoid the CBD because being there often attracted trouble.
As Brian expected, the catcalls began almost as soon as they entered the mall. Most people glanced and then quickly looked away, although a few looked disgusted. Some of the men looked at him curiously and others sympathetically. A minority were clearly aroused by what they were seeing. More than one grabbed their dicks and looked speculatively at Helena. A few shifted as if to approach her, but her withering glare disabused them of that notion.
The women's reactions were different. Yes, some were disgusted, but most were speculative, as if wondering if they could get away with doing what Helena had done to Brian to their men. Helena ignored them all and strode casually down the mall as if leading her pet dog. Which, because Brian was her pet, in some ways, that made sense.
Helena walked Brian as far as George Street and then walked him to a quieter area further towards Roma Street. Helena looked around to ensure they were alone before taking Brian's cage-wilted cock in her hand. She jacked it full erectness and then led him back to the mall where they completed another circuit. Eyes dropped to Brian's erection, which despite, and possibly because of his embarrassment, didn't falter.
Eventually, as Helena hoped, a slightly inebriated man came close enough to ask, "How much for a blowjob from your sissy?"
"Twenty bucks. Eighty, if you want to fuck him in the ass. You have to wear a condom, though."
"What about oral and then anal?"
"One hundred even." Helena looked at her sissy, and her lip curled superciliously. "My sissy loves sucking cock and swallowing cum, so getting a blowjob is your best bet if you don't want to wear a condom."
"Can I cum on his face?"
"Sure."
"Where?"
"Follow me," Helena said in a commanding voice. She marched down the stairs to the Queen Street bus stop and opened the door of a disabled toilet. Helena accepted a twenty-dollar note from the man and then pointed at the floor. She said, "Kneel, sissy. Make sure you put your best effort into it. The man is paying you to be a whore after all."
The man hurriedly pulled his pants down, exposing a thickly erect, stubby cock. Brian looked at his Mistress reproachfully before opening his mouth and free-handing his way down the man's cock. The man grabbed Brian's head and began face-fucking him. Brian knew better than to object, so he held still and accepted his abuse. The man's cock was just long enough to bang against Brian's gag reflex, and despite the fact that he could easily swallow cocks up to ten inches long, Brian retched every time the man thrust into his mouth.
Helena smiled as her sissy's eyes watered and his mascara ran down his face, wrecking it. Drool poured from Brian's mouth, and the man occasionally wiped his cock over Brian's face, which smeared his lipstick and makeup all over his face. Helena thought Brian looked like a two-dollar whore at a sailor's convention, which she considered eminently appropriate.
"You love Daddy's enormous cock choking you, don't you, slut?" The man crooned, causing Helena's eyes to roll. She knew it was the man's dick hitting her sissy's gag reflex that caused the problem. If it were longer, it would slide over it and not bother Brian at all.
Being smart and knowing guys can be precious about their cock size or lack thereof, Brian made approving sounds as he concentrated on getting the man off. He finally got him there when he cupped the stranger's balls and slid his finger along the man's perineum and rimmed his rosebud.
Trying to be obedient, so this was the only dick he had to suck tonight, Brian accepted the man's rather extensive gift into his mouth and turned to face Helena. He opened his mouth to show he had it all, and then swallowed. He opened his mouth again to show Helena he'd gulped it down, then he turned back to the man and tucked his cock and balls back into his underwear. The stranger pulled his trousers up and rushed from the room. As was often the case, now that he wasn't horny, the man was embarrassed about his homosexual encounter.
Helena stood over her sissy. "Do not ever bring someone home for me to play with again, sissy! Do it again, and I'll tie you over a table in the downstairs area at Sporties and invite the entire bar to run a train through your fag ass! I choose my play partners, and you never will!"
"Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress. I was wrong to do so, and I will not do it again."
"Shall we take another walk and see if we can find you another cock to suck?"
"The decision, as always, is up to you, Mistress."
"Have you learnt your lesson?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Do you need relief?"
"No, Mistress."
Although he was hiding it well, Brian's stomach roiled, and he was close to throwing up. The stranger's secretion was bitter, probably because he smoked. It didn't help that he still knelt in a urine-smelling toilet and that his knees were wet, probably meaning he knelt in piss.
"Janey needs your services tomorrow night at seven. She has a client who has requested a tranny-girl threesome. I offered your ass. You will get there early enough for Mistress Janey to dress you as she wants, and you will obey her as if she were me. She'll probably give you a Viagra pill so you're stiff enough to fuck her client."
"If I must, Mistress."
"You must, sissy," Helena said drily.
She tugged on Brian's leash, and they returned to her car before going home. Helena sent Brian to sleep in his kennel in his room, showing he wasn't wholly forgiven yet. Helena followed him, and when he got there, she replaced his cock cage and shifted his arm restraints to his wrists before attaching a lead that was fastened to the kennel to his collar. She left without saying a word. Brian watched her go and sighed. Trying to find a comfortable position so he could sleep, he thought back to their early life together and wondered how he'd so completely surrendered his life to her. It came down to their conversation that night in The Victory Hotel so many years ago. Helena was in his blood, and he knew he'd continue to do whatever was necessary to please her so he could stay in her life.
Chapter 10: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 3.
Brian woke up the night after he'd finally consummated his affair with the beguiling, slender university student he'd fallen head over heels for still in his bed. His surprised grunt woke Helena, who smiled at him.
"So, it seems you can learn how to fuck like a pro. Are you okay?" She asked teasingly. "Being bossed around by a skinny young woman didn't bruise your man-ego too much?"
"You're the best fuck I've ever had," Brian responded, wanting to get under Helena's skin. If the truth were told, his ego did feel a little bruised. Brian's typical way was to take what he wanted, with any pleasure experienced by the woman purely coincidental. Helena's stubborn insistence that he made it as good for her as it was for him went against his innate selfishness. Brian was tall, good-looking, and rich. He expected women to throw themselves at him, and he was rarely disappointed.
"That's nice, but you're not even in my top ten," Helena replied disparagingly, annoyed by his attitude.
Rage boiled through Brian. He was no longer horny, and his typical boorish behaviour towards women threatened to appear. The only thing that prevented him from lashing out was that Helena was such a good fuck and filled his thoughts daily. However, he did instinctively raise his right hand as if to backhand her across the face.
"If you lay a hand on me in anger, you'd better never sleep in my presence again," Helena said coldly. "Because if you do, I'll clock you over the head with a frying pan while you're asleep, and then cut your dick and balls off!"
"I wasn't going to!" Brian said protestingly.
"Sure, because nobody ever raises their hand in anger when they're not planning to whack someone," Helena said sarcastically.
"I was angered by what you said," Brian begrudgingly admitted. "That was an uncalled for, low blow."
Helena grabbed his flaccid shaft, which started to inflate. "You have potential, and if you're willing to learn, you might make it into my top five."
Helena teased him purposefully because if he was violent, she needed to know now. She'd decided he was husband material, but not if he would beat her. The problem was that she suspected, as so many women do, that she had chosen a man to marry who was too much like her father.
"Fuck you!" Brian yelled, despite enjoying Helena's hand on his cock.
"You already did!" Helena retorted. "Several times!"
"Why are you being such a bitch?"
"Why have you returned to being a self-centred, egotistical asshole?"
"I was like this when you first met me!"
"And I was like this! It's why I stormed out on you twice! Now, am I storming out? Or are we fucking again?"
Brian was stunned. "Umm, well, we're fucking, of course. Would you like to be on top?"
"Let me wash my pussy so you can eat me out as I suck your dick. Then I'll ride you like I stole you!"
"Let's shower together."
"Will you wash me?"
"Yes."
"Deal!"
Brian showed her to bathroom. He turned the water on and stood nervously, wondering what to do or say. Helena hadn't released his cock, and he was intensely aware of her hand gently tugging his throbbing shaft. Helena grinned at his discomfort and reached out her hand. The water was warm enough, so she stepped into the water, pulling Brian after her. Helena washed Brian's turgid shaft and his tight balls before kneeling and taking his dick into her mouth. Her hand cupped his balls as her finger probed along Brian's perineum and onto his chocolate starfish.
Brian was quite homophobic, not knowing that being so quite often came from being a closeted, latent homosexual. He regularly masturbated to tranny porn, but thought that was a normal thing for straight guys to do. However, Helena had rimmed him the previous night, and to his surprise, he found it darkly erotic and extremely arousing. Brian spread his legs to give Helena better access to his little dark star. He wanted to grab her head and ram his throbbing cock into her throat, but he'd started to understand that if he let Helena control the process, his orgasms were much more intense.
Sure enough, only a few minutes later, Brian felt his balls tightening against his shaft, ready to erupt their load into his dick. He suspected Helena would try to feed it back to him via a kiss and wanted to head that thought off. "About to cum!" He said, panting.
It made no difference. Helena waited until the first spurt hit her mouth and then squeezed his balls tightly. The sudden pain added a piquant spice to Brian's climax, and he roared as his entire body shuddered with his release. Helena stood, and Brian surrendered to the inevitable. He remained stoic and returned Helena's kiss with passion even though she used her tongue to push his semen into his mouth. Brian didn't want to swallow, so he accepted it and then pushed it back into Helena's. Her almost feral growl told him he'd excited her, and he wasn't surprised when she bent over and placed her hands against the shower glass.
"Fuck me!" She demanded. Helena was tall enough that Brian didn't have to bend his knees to penetrate her from behind. His rampantly erect dick surged up her soaking passage, and his muscular abdomen slammed against her taut ass with a whip-crack-like sound. "Harder!" Helena demanded.
Brian fucked her with a series of vicious thrusts, each of which sounded like pistol shots in a small room. However, no matter how hard he pounded her, Helena merely moaned and begged for more. He counted back from a hundred by sevens, and when he reached two with Helena still begging for more, he returned to a hundred and counted down by nines. Three times during his second countdown, Helena stopped demanding to be fucked harder and squealed as an orgasm ratcheted through her slender, shapely body.
Helena's third squeal came when Brian reached one, and Brian couldn't take anymore. He pushed Helena against the glass firmly as he thrust into her for the last time and bellowed as his cock almost literally exploded inside her, showering the inside of her vulva with his thick seed. His orgasm was more intense than any he could recall having, and he realised there was something to Helena's demand that he learn to control his climax. It seemed the longer he waited, the more intense his orgasm was.
Brian staggered back, his dick slipping from Helena's quim. His legs failed him, and he sat before he fell. He panted with his head hanging for several seconds before he sensed Helena moving close to him. Brian looked up through the cascading water and saw Helena's cum-leaking pussy descending towards him. He knew what she wanted, and although he was reluctant, Brian knew if he didn't do what she wanted, they'd be back in the argumentative cycle again. So he closed his eyes and pretended it was only water that he could taste as he stabbed his tongue into her pussy and swirled it over Helena's clit.
Several minutes later, Helena groaned as a soft, but profoundly intense orgasm washed through her body. "You're improving," she said, looking at Brian happily.
"What was with squeezing my balls when I started cumming?" Brian asked as he got to his feet.
"Pain delivered at that point intensifies the pleasure. Didn't you find that?"



"Best orgasm I've ever had," Brian admitted, taking a washer and beginning to clean Helena.
Helena held her arms out and enjoyed Brian cleaning her. She smiled and said, "You're welcome." She looked at him teasingly and said, "Of course, orgasm denial will increase the intensity of your climax even more."
"How does that work?" Brian asked. "You mean like making me count back from a hundred?"
"That's the end part," Helena said. "But I mean not masturbating to relieve your horniness for a few days before we meet."
"I toss off several times a day," Brian pointed out.
"That's also part of the problem," Helena pointed out, turning and holding her ass cheeks apart so Brian could wash her dark star and pussy. "You try to cum as quickly as possible. If you're going to have a wank, you should practice edging so you improve your control and how long you last before you climax."
"Why?"
Helena looked at him exasperatedly. "Because you men can go from go to blow in less than five minutes. It takes us women more than twice that before we even start to feel aroused."
The shower water was cold, so they got out. Helena held her arms out and looked at Brian expectantly. He gazed back before shrugging and taking a towel from the rack. Brian used it to dry her and then himself. He was head down in the towel and rubbing vigorously when he felt soft lips surrounding his glans again. Surprised, Brian threw the towel aside and looked down at where Helena knelt. He groaned as her delicate hand gripped his balls and eased them away from the shaft.
"Gawd, woman!" He moaned. "You'll be the death of me."
Releasing his dick from her mouth, Helena growled, "You love it, so shut up and enjoy!"
Brian knew she was right; he would enjoy it. But he'd cum several times the night before and had already cum twice in the shower this morning, and he was sure his balls were empty and needed time to refill. However, he remained quiet as Helena wrapped her fingers around the base of Brian's shaft and squeezed firmly. She alternated between deep-throating him and sucking and swirling her tongue around and over his glans.
Despite his empty balls, Helena's skilled manipulations had Brian climbing towards his peak quickly. Cumming would be agony, and Brian knew that. But it was inevitable, or so he thought. Helena felt Brian's nuts trying to tighten against his shaft, so she took his dick out of her mouth and squeezed his balls firmly as she simultaneously tightened her grip on his shaft. Growling, she said. "Not yet! Learn some damned control!"
She waited until Brian groaned and for his nuts to relax and then she took him back into her mouth. Another couple of minutes passed, and Brian felt his testicles contracting against his shaft again as his climax approached. Once again, he was disappointed because Helena crushed his balls and gripped his shaft's base again, forcing his imminent orgasm down. Brian shuddered and looked down, only to see Helena staring at him sternly.
He groaned before nodding, and Helena took him back in her mouth. Ten agonising minutes passed, with Helena having to crush his balls and squeeze his shaft three more times to stop him from cumming. Finally, after the third time, Helena growled, "Cum for me!" Brian roared as his prostate cramped and shot its load into his urethra to join what his balls had left and then spit into Helena's greedily sucking mouth.
He roared again and again as several more spasms racked his body. Brian's orgasm was so mind-blowingly intense that his eyes rolled back, his legs gave out, and he fell back. His bottom hit the wall, and he slid down it to land on his ass, and then he rolled onto his side, completely exhausted.
Some time passed before Brian's mind restarted, and he became aware of his surroundings again. He opened his eyes to see Helena sitting on the floor beside him, gloating. "Told you!" She said, grinning. "The longer you delay your climax, the more intense it is. Of course, it's not the same for women. It is if they're like me and multi-orgasmic. But many women have trouble even achieving one orgasm during sex, so you sure as hell don't want to deny them their one climax when they're about to have it."
Brian muttered something incomprehensible as his overwrought brain slowly came back online.
Helena took advantage of his confusion to lock him into a cock cage. Brian looked down, bewildered by what she'd done. "What the fuck have you done?"
"Placed you in chastity so you can't masturbate until you see me next week."
"What? No fucking way! Take it off!"
"No, and it's no use belting me and trying to take the key off me because I left it with my sister."
"You fucking bitch, I'll fucking kill you!"
Helena sneered. "Oh, stop being such a drama queen, you snivelling little bitch. You know how good it's going to be next Friday when I let you out, so suck it up, ya pansy!" She glared at him before adding, "Now, are you going all Neanderthal on me and start slapping me around or are you admitting that I may be onto something with orgasm denial and you'll accept being chaste until next Friday?"
"Like I have a choice!" Brian yelled.
"You could always go to the local hardware store and show the owner. I'm sure he has a tool to free your tool," Helena replied, chortling.
"You are such a fucking bitch!" Brian said exasperatedly. He looked at the ceiling. "Lord, tell me. What did I do to deserve to fall in love with a bitch?"
"You were just lucky, I guess. So, are you accepting being locked in chastity for the week, or do I have to get my sister to drop off the key?"
"I'll do it," Brian said reluctantly.
Helena looked at Brian speculatively before hesitantly saying, "I bought you a pair of panties similar to those I wear. If you agree to wear them for the rest of the week, I'll bring a woman here for us to play with next Friday."
Brian heard the first part clearly, which blocked the second. "You want me to do what? Wear panties? What the fuck for?" Then the rest of Helena's statement filtered through. "If I wear panties, you'll bring a woman here for a threesome? Are you serious? Why do you want me to wear women's underwear?" Despite his protest, Brian's dick lurched inside his cage, trying to stiffen. He winced before Helena could answer.
"Yes, I'm serious, and I want you to because it turns me on."
"Men wearing panties turns you on?" Helena bit her bottom lip and nodded. "So much so that if I put them on, you'll have a threesome with me?" Helena nodded again. Brian shook his head. "You'd better be serious, because if you're not, I will fucking kill you! And no other cunt can ever know I'm wearing panties!"
Helena helped Brian stand and then led him to the lounge, where her overnight bag was. She took the panties out and handed them to him. Brian looked at the skimpy silk item, shrugged and put them on. The cock cage made them bulge obscenely, but one look at Helena's flushed face convinced Brian that his wearing them did indeed turn her on.
Her eyes locked on Brian's groin, Helena licked her lips and said, "I want you to send me a date-stamped photo every day to prove you're wearing my panties. I trust you to actually wear them all the time except when you wash them. If I discover you've only put them on to take the photo, you won't like the consequences." Brian didn't doubt that Helena would somehow discover he wasn't wearing the underwear she'd bought him, so he nodded his agreement. "Good. I'll be going then."
"You can stay, please."
Helena shook her head. "No. Enough for this week. Call me on Thursday and tell me where you're meeting me for dinner so I know what to wear."
"I can drop you home if you like."
"Nah. I prefer that you don't know where to drop off your boiled bunnies."
"You know, the more you say that, the more I wonder if that's what you're capable of," Brian said, grinning.
"That and a whole lot worse, buster!" Helena said, trying to be menacing, and only partially failing.
Not believing her, Brian laughed and replied, "I guess I just won't test you, just to be sure." He looked down at his panty-covered cock and moved it aside so he could see the cage. "How am I supposed to piss and shower with this on?"
Helena stared at him as if he were a moron. "The cage has holes so you can pee and wash. Next weekend, when I take it off, I'll get you to shave your groin, perineum and ass. It'll probably be best if you go to a waxing salon and take off the rest of your body hair, too."
"I already get my chest and stomach done. Why do you want me to do the rest?"
"Because it turns me on," Helena said, pouting. "Don't you like it when I'm turned on?"
"You know I do!" Brian replied, grinning.
"Then is it such a big deal to do that for me? I mean, you're going to benefit from making me horny, so why fight me?"
"You're probably right. Let me think about it."
"What's there to think about?" Helena countered. "Either you enjoy making me happy and horny or you don't. And if you don't, why are we even bothering?"
"You're probably right again," Brian conceded. Helena ordered a cab and dressed as Brian thought. Cab driving was often quiet on a Saturday morning, so it didn't take long before there was a toot from the driveway. Shaken from his thoughts, Brian realised she was about to leave. He grabbed her and kissed her passionately. "I'll talk to you during the week and see you next Friday."
"That you will," Helena said, smiling. "Don't forget to send me a photo every day." She walked out and got in the cab.
Chapter 11: Present Day 6.
Brian's alarm woke him at 5:30 a.m. as it typically did. But with his arms cuffed behind his back, he couldn't turn it off. He shuffled until he could sit and waited patiently for Helena to release him. She came in at about six, unlocked the collar around Brian's neck, and undid his cuffs. She left the room without acknowledging him. Brian sighed, knowing he was figuratively still in the doghouse even though he'd been released from his cage. There was little he could do, so he dressed in a long silk nightie and made his way to the kitchen to make breakfast. Haley and Helena were already sitting at the breakfast bar drinking coffee. They ignored him. Kennedy, also in a silk nightie, had begun making spinach and feta omelettes for their Mistresses' breakfast.
Brian joined in the dance that the two men made while making breakfast together. He toasted muffins to go under the omelette and refreshed their coffee as required. It was a workday, with Kennedy going to his high school, Haley to her uni, and Helena into the QUT. Brian would clean up and then make an appearance at his stockbroking firm. He mostly let his staff and trainees do the work, only coming in for a few hours every morning to ensure they were following his strategies and hadn't decided to branch out on their own.
Brian gave each broker and trainee a portion of funds to use to pursue whatever strategies they wanted. Typically, those who veered away from his tried-and-true strategies soon learned why Brian invested as he did. However, there were occasional tactics that they came up with that worked. Some only worked temporarily, but others had made their way into Brian's SOPs (Standard Operating Procedures).
When a new strategy worked to increase Brian's firm's profitability, he would encourage the creator to take over a larger portion of the firm's shares, and eventually, when the broker had enough capital, Brian would help them branch out on their own. Brian had a network of around seven brokerage firms affiliated with his spread throughout the country and investing in various markets. He retained a small percentage of the ownership of these firms, which added generously to his income.
Brian cleaned up after making breakfast and then sat at the table with Kennedy to eat his. Helena returned after washing and dressing. Before she left, she walked over to where Brian sat. "You will wear a full lingerie set beneath your suit, including suspenders and stockings, worm. At lunchtime, you will ask Mistress Margaret to take a photo of you wearing your lingerie to send to me. Do not disappoint me, worm. You will not like it if you do."
Mistress Margaret and Helena were friends before she started working for Brian. Margaret hadn't realised that her boss was Helena's husband until Helena took him, dressed in drag, to a fetish event Margaret had also attended. Of course, she explained to Helena that she worked for Brian, and offered to leave Brian's firm if that was a problem.
Helena considered her friend's predicament but had no problem with her working there, as long as Mistress Margaret didn't try to dominate Brian. The three discussed it, and they decided that Brian and Margaret should have a typical boss/employee relationship unless Helena specifically asked Margaret to do something with Brian for her. Although Mistress Margaret was a Domme, she wasn't a FinDomme and nor was there any kind of sexual relationship between her and Brian.
Brian acknowledged Helena's instructions and then suppressed a wince when she handed him a 4-inch-wide butt plug. Helena said nothing about the plug, but Brian knew he was expected to wear it all day, and Helena would look for it when Mistress Margaret sent the photo. Brian watched his Mistress leave before going to his room to dress. He stopped by the bathroom to oil and insert the plug. Kennedy was waiting for him to finish, and Brian struggled to walk normally so his son wouldn't wonder what was wrong.
However, Kennedy had seen his mother hand Brian the plug, and he looked at his father sympathetically. Brian dressed, and when Kennedy returned, Brian dropped him off at school before going to his firm. Brian preferred to stand and walk around the conference table rather than sit on the large plug when he brought the staff in for the regular Monday morning meeting. There were a few problems for Brian to address, so he took those files back to his office to look over.
He was still working on them, the plug almost forgotten but still buried in his ass, when Mistress Margaret knocked and entered. He looked up, surprised. "Is it midday already?"
"It's almost one," Margaret replied. "You haven't stopped since the meeting ended around 10 o'clock."
Brian nodded, recognising she was right. He grimaced when Margaret locked the door, and he reluctantly undressed. Margaret made him turn and bend over so she could photograph his plugged ass. She took a couple more before saying Brian could relax. She messaged Helena, attaching the photos, and once Helena acknowledged she'd received them, Margaret deleted them from her phone, showing Brian they were gone.
"Helena says Kennedy wishes to learn more about his role as a Mistress's sissy and bull fluffer," Margaret said without preamble. "Are you prepared to send him to me for a weekend? I don't have a live-in submissive currently, and I'd love the services of a sissy for a few days."
"If Helena says you can be trusted, then for sure," Brian replied.
"She does, and I can be. But you should check, of course."
"I would have anyway," Brian admitted. "I don't have any theoretical concerns other than if Mistress Helena says it's not okay. When were you planning on having him?"
"As soon as you think he's ready and available. I understand that Kennedy's on the swim team, but that's only coverage for why he's clean shaven all over."
"True, but he trains assiduously, and he went close to a medal at the last Queensland champs, so he's no slouch."
"Are you okay with an older man using him?"
"So long as he's never alone with that man and you're there to control things, then no. I have no problems."
"He won't be out of my sight from the time I pick him up until I drop him off. He'll sleep in my bed, too."
Brian grinned. "I might be concerned about an older woman using him!"
"And use him hard, I will!" Margaret said, chuckling.
"I think you'll be an excellent mentor for him, and the contrast between your style and Mistress Helena's will be good for his development as a submissive sissy."
"I have a daughter who is about his age. Would you object if I used Kennedy to train her to be a dominant?"
"You'd have to check with Helena."
"I already did. She's good with it. But I also wanted your permission. Even though you're subservient to Mistress Helena, Kennedy is still your son, and I wouldn't do anything sexual with him without your permission."
"Then I'm sure Kennedy will enjoy the experience. He's champing at the bit even if he's not ready to search for a wife to be his Mistress for life."
"And I'm sure that Helena and Haley will have trained him to be a skilful submissive sissy."
"I would imagine so, too. He certainly seems to enjoy his training."
"That's all I have for now," Margaret said and then grinned. "You may get dressed and return to being the boss, boss!"
"Thanks for checking on me and helping Mistress," Brian replied, genuinely grateful he could obey his Mistress's orders without being too embarrassed.
Brian returned to his work. He'd fixed the issues raised during the meeting, so he spent the afternoon reviewing several of his more prominent clients' portfolios. He hadn't quite finished making the trades he wanted to when his planner warned him it was time to pick up Kennedy from school. Knowing he could access the files from home, Brian closed his computer down, informed his secretary he was done for the day, and left.
Kennedy was waiting patiently outside the school. He jumped in as soon as his dad stopped. Brian noticed Kennedy was staring at one of the female students. Kennedy's erection strained his trouser front, and Brian grinned, realising he was sweet on the girl. The girl saw Kennedy staring and waved. Kennedy grinned like a maniac and waved back.
"Who's that?" Brian asked.
"Sandy Wynter. She's the prettiest girl in school. She likes me."
"She does? How come and how do you know?"
"She says it's because I'm the only boy who talks to her eyes and not her boobs. She says even some teachers spend more time looking at her tits than her face."
Brian did notice the eighteen-year-old had developed nicely and had an extensive rack that was clearly visible despite the loose-fitting school uniform. However, he was too wise to mention that. Instead, he said, "Polite, well-spoken and respectful whilst not being wimpish works almost every time."
"It certainly seems to," Kennedy agreed. "More girls talk to me than to any of the other guys."
"Other than Shelley, is there any you'd like to get to know better?"
"Not really. Angela Madison is Mistress Margaret's daughter. You know, Mistress Helena's friend. She seems interested, but she scares me a little."
"Scary good or bad?"
"She makes my dick swell and want to kneel before her," Kennedy said without embarrassment. He knew he could talk about sex with either parent without being accused or censured. "So scary good, I guess."
"Does she know?"
"She laughs because she's the only girl I get tongue-tied around."
"Hmm. Yet you're sweet on Sandy and not Angie?"
"I think Angie is too much for me," Kennedy admitted.
They drove the rest of the way without speaking. Brian wanted to mention that Mistress Margaret wanted him to visit, but knew his Mistress would prefer to have that discussion with their son herself, so he remained silent.
They arrived home, and Brian asked, "Would you like to dress and help me with dinner?"
Kennedy frowned before replying, "How about I put on the maid's uniform and dust and vacuum while you prepare dinner?"
"Sounds like a plan," Brian agreed. They went to their rooms to change.
Because they weren't expecting visitors, and didn't have orders from Helena, they put on their respective uniforms but didn't bother with makeup or wigs. Brian's basic top and pinafore set clashed with Kennedy's French maid outfit, but their outfits didn't embarrass them because this was what passed for normal in the MacNeil household.



Kennedy got rags and furniture polish and started dusting, working from the back of the house to the front and high to low. Once he was done, he got out the vacuum and worked through every room until he was done.
Brian temporarily left the kitchen while Kennedy cleaned it and then returned to making their dinners. Tonight, he was doing a fish dish, with raw tuna seasoned with lemon juice and herbs. Brian then mixed the fish through white rice and then served them inside lettuce leaf shells. It was similar to sushi rolls with the lettuce replacing the nori (seaweed) wraps. With Helena's permission, Brian prepared some Moroccan spiced lamb slivers for himself and Kennedy. Although their Mistress expected her sissies to eat like a woman who was conscious of her weight, she acknowledged that men and growing boys needed more protein than what raw fish, rice, and salad could supply.
Kennedy was putting the vacuum away when Haley returned from uni. "I've got Kennedy in my room," she announced, grabbing her brother by his cock and dragging him down the hall. Haley pulled Kennedy into her room, pulled her dress over her head, exposing that she was naked beneath it, and fell bottom first onto her vanity chair. Lifting and spreading her knees, Haley placed her feet on her bed and said, "Eat, bitch! I am so horny!"
Kennedy swiftly obeyed, getting on his hands and knees and crawling under his sister's legs. Haley's pussy was a little rank from a day spent at school on a hot day. But Kennedy knew once he got her juices flowing, her sweet nectar would overtake that smell. Haley held her knees up and apart so Kennedy could access her dark star and perineum. He ignored the smell of musk emanating from Haley's ring and delved his tongue into her rosebud, eliciting a satisfied sigh from his sister.
"Good sissy," Haley said happily. "Get your tongue right in there."
Kennedy rimmed Haley's starfish until her arousal smell overtook her slight sweatiness, then he slid his tongue along her perineum and stabbed it into her pussy, causing her juices to flood out.
"So good," Haley sighed, holding her brother's head to her pussy. "Mum taught you well."
Although her hand was on Kennedy's head, she didn't control him. He moved higher to circle her clit with his tongue as he slid his middle finger into Haley's pussy. He curled it back, searching for her G-spot. Haley twitched and groaned, informing Kennedy he'd found it. He suppressed a grin and sucked Haley's button before slashing his tongue over it. Haley's first orgasm hit, but it only backed her libido up a little before she started to climb to a higher peak.
Noticing the change in his sister, Kennedy swapped from twirling his finger over her G-spot and battering her clit with his tongue to long slow licks from her entrance to her clit. Simultaneously, he inserted a second finger into Haley's tight channel, and he finger-fucked her with slow firm strokes, keeping his fingers slightly bent so they scraped over her inner pleasure node.
As Haley scampered to her peak, Kennedy increased the forcefulness and speed of his finger bangs. To help, he used his left hand to peel back Haley's clitoral hood to expose her button. Poking his tongue out, Kennedy nodded his head vigorously, rubbing his nose, tongue and chin over Haley's clitoris.
"Yessss!" She hissed as another orgasm hit.
Kennedy surrounded her button with his lips and returned to battering it with his tongue. His fingers speed increased until his hand was a blur as he thrust them in and out of his sister's cunt. Haley crested again before her head tipped back and she screamed her pleasure to the ceiling before squirting over her brother's hand.
"Wow, Kennedy!" Haley said enthusiastically. "You're better at oral sex than any of the men I've been with!" She looked at his severely tented front. "Take it out and jack off onto my pussy."
Kennedy didn't hesitate and ripped his panties down. He grabbed his dick, and without stroking it even once, climaxed over his sister's pubis and pussy. Some spurts even shot as high as her chin. But that wasn't a problem because Haley took his overabundant ejaculation as a compliment. She smiled indulgently as his orgasm receded and he used his mouth and tongue to clean her. Her nipples responded to his lavish attention on them, and she had another soft orgasm as he thumbed her clit and thrust two fingers into her.
Haley was so pleased with his efforts that she took his throbbing cock in her hand and jacked it until it spat onto her belly. When his eyes opened, she sent him to get a washer. After he'd cleaned her, Haley said, "Wash your cock and balls and put your cage on. Ask Mistress Helena to remove it when she returns."
Kennedy nodded and left his sister's room. He passed Brian in the hallway. His eyes raised slightly when he saw his father had done full nightclub-type makeup even though all he had on was a simple, ankle-length dress. He shrugged and entered the bathroom.
"Come in," Haley said in response to the knock on her door.
"Dinner is ready, Mistress Haley," Brian said. "Kennedy needs to cook his lamb slivers after he's served yours and Mistress Helena's dinner. I need to leave for Mistress Janey's house to ensure there before seven as she requested."
"Is Mum home yet?"
"I haven't seen her," Brian replied.
Haley checked her phone and saw that her mother had sent a text. She checked it and saw that Helena was running late. "Okay," she said. "Have fun tonight and ensure you follow Mistress Janey's commands as if they came from Mum or me."
"Of course, Mistress," Brian replied before bowing and leaving.
Chapter 12: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 4.
Janey lived on the other-side of town from Brian and Helena, and the drive took about forty-five minutes at this time of night. On the journey, Brian's mind wandered back to when his Mistress and he were first together. He sighed because each step seemed so innocent and logical that he didn't realise what Helena was slowly turning him into. Brian believed he was an alpha male, totally in control of his life and relationships. But his, to quote Frankie Goes To Hollywood, 'undying, death-defying love for' the beautiful, slender Master's graduate led him to a place he did not understand he was travelling to.
However, there was no denying that he loved Helena and was prepared to do whatever was necessary to remain in her presence. 'The sex is pretty damned amazing and frequent, too.' He thought, admitting the truth to himself. 'Most of my married friends complain they're lucky to get some once a month. I rarely go more than a day without Helena doing something sexual with me that involves me having orgasms.' As much as he hated to say it, Brian found being a sissy sexually exciting and rewarding. Torture wouldn't make him admit it, but Brian enjoyed being fucked in the ass. Not so much when a man did it, but when Helena pegged him--ahh, sheer bliss! His sex life was far superior to any of his friends who were not in a Dom/me-sub relationship with their partners. Although he did occasionally envy his dominant male friends who had a submissive wife or partner.
As Brian drove, he recalled the week after Helena had caged his cock and put him into chastity.
Brian watched Helena walk across his front lawn to the cab. Her tight ass, barely covered by her micro-mini-dress, swayed seductively as she walked. His dick lurched in its cage, and Brian looked down, dismayed. He'd learned the first lesson of being in chastity: Trying to have an erection whilst in a cock cage was a terrible idea!
Closing the door, he forlornly pulled his panties aside, took the cage in his hands and attempted to pull it off. That didn't work, obviously. He considered what tools he had to either cut the cage open or to cut the padlock's clasp. But the thought of something that sharp that close to his cock and balls convinced Brian that attempting either of those things could end disastrously for him.
Brian contemplated getting help from his friends, but the embarrassment of explaining how and why he'd let some slut he was banging cage him was too much to bear. Finally, he wondered if a previous girlfriend would help him. However, he hadn't parted on good terms with many of them, and realised they'd probably all come over. Not to help, but to point, laugh and tease. Then there was the risk of letting an ex-girlfriend near his dick with something sharp in her hand. Brian's butt cheeks clenched as he imagined how badly that could go wrong.
There were two sluts that he was currently wooing--backups in case things with Helena went south. But how would he explain to a prospective fuck that one of his current fucks had placed him in chastity? And that meant again, he'd be letting a woman with vengeance possibly on her mind, near his cock with a sharp item in her hand. That didn't sound like a wise move!
Resigned to his fate, Brian searched for a high-waisted pair of shorts to wear to golf. High-waisted to ensure his panties didn't show. He found a pair he thought would work, added a polo shirt, shoes and socks, put his clubs in the car, and drove to meet his usual Saturday playing group. Distracted by the cage and panties, Brian shot the worst score he'd had in the last fifteen years. Not since he was ten and just learning the game had he shot above a hundred, but not even holing a forty-five-footer on the last for double-bogey prevented him from shooting a hundred and two for the round.
Brian accepted the ribbing as being due for that kind of performance and good-naturedly paid for the first four rounds as per their standard bet. The boys stayed at the course drinking and gambling on keno and the horses until it was dinner time. They enjoyed a meal and a few more drinks at the club before Brian decided it wasn't worth risking his licence and caught the club courtesy bus home. He undressed to shower, and only then noticed his phone held several messages from Helena. He shrugged, deleted them without reading them, and then tossed his phone onto the bed. No bitch was going to control his time with the boys!
Brian showered and rinsed his new panties under the shower. It was awkward to adequately wash his genitals with them in the cage, and his pubic hair kept getting tangled and pulling where the cage split apart. He understood why Helena had suggested he shave his pubic hair off when she released him the following week.
It was Saturday night, and he'd typically cruise into town to look for a casual fuck. Of course, with his dick caged, that wasn't an option. Brian called several mates, but he was at the age where most of his friends were married or living with a woman full-time. He couldn't find any takers for a boys' night on the town, so, frustrated, he opened his computer and searched for porn. Brian found his typical diet of tranny porn, seeing no hypocrisy in being homophobic but being aroused by the tranny fucks guy genre. He cued up a clip where a super-hot, big-titted Brazilian tranny porn star had a guy bent over a table. She held his hands behind his back as she pounded his hairy ass mercilessly.
A few seconds of the clip convinced Brian that trying to become erect whilst in a chastity cage was a truly awful idea! He turned the film off and cast his mind to anything except sex and almost prayed for his dick to stop trying to stiffen. Frustrated, he called a cab and went out anyway. Brian avoided The Victory because, being angry with her, meant he didn't want to see Helena, and didn't want to risk losing his temper if he saw her. Especially given that she had the only key to his cage.
Brian entered The Jade Buddha on Eagle Street in Brisbane's CBD. It used to be his preferred pickup spot when he was a few years younger, but it wasn't somewhere he went often these days. The Jade Buddha's clientele tended more to the eighteen-to twenty-one-year-old crowd, who were new to drinking and going out on the town. Even at twenty-five, he found the men's humour puerile, and the sluttishness of the drunken young women annoying. However, Brian was sure Helena wouldn't be seen dead in this place, so that's why he chose it.
Brian was early enough to find a seat at the corner of the bar. He ordered a beer and then turned so he could watch the crowd. Several times, women came up and asked him to dance, but despite their lithe, youthful bodies, Brian refused. He knew they'd gyrate against him, and his body would respond in the usual way. Which, of course, meant his dick would attempt to harden despite being caged away. It didn't surprise Brian that he was like catnip was to cats to these young women. He was at least a cut above the callow males who infested the bar. Older, smoother, more worldly and definitely richer, Brian carried an aura of confidence few eighteen-to-twenty-one-year-old males could muster.
He stayed about an hour before, bored; Brian finished his beer and walked outside. He examined the queue, shaking his head that so many people would line up to enter such a juvenile venue. Brian returned home, his balls aching and his frustration at being unable to relieve his horniness growing. He tried calling Helena, but the call went straight to voicemail. Brian sent several texts, begging her to either drop a key off or send it via a cab. They were all ignored. Finally, he gave up and went to bed, only for his dreams to be filled with erotic fantasies.
Because he'd gone to bed so early, Brian was up much earlier than typical on Sunday morning. He checked his phone and saw a message from Helena. He opened and read, "It's been less than a day. Harden up, you pussy!" He tried to call her, but only received another "Harden up" text. Frustrated, Brian hurled the phone across the room. Luckily, it hit the curtains and slid down them to the floor unharmed. He stared at his caged cock, sighed, and went to the bathroom. The panties were still a little damp, but he decided to put them on anyway so he could go out.
Brian phoned his club and asked if there were any spare spots in the afternoon field. There was, so he got dressed and caught a cab there. Playing distracted him from his predicament, and as a result, Brian played much better than he had the previous day. He was still well below his best, but so long as he concentrated on hitting crisp shots, he wasn't as aware of his caged dick and how horny he was.
Before dating Helena and being caged, Brian would toss off to get to sleep and then do so again when he woke up to get rid of his morning wood. If he were home alone, he'd bring up some porn and have a wank several times a day, too. Plus, being tall, fit, handsome, and hung, he had little trouble picking up. So if porn and masturbation didn't do it for him, he could easily go out and pick up. Being in chastity precluded all of his usual sexual outlets, and he dreaded having to wait for a week before seeing Helena and hopefully being released from chastity.
By Wednesday afternoon, Brian was sure his balls were literally instead of figuratively blue. He felt like he'd returned to puberty because, having had his usual three or four orgasms a day blocked, he was so horny that even a glimpse of an upper thigh or a panty flash caused his cock to try to erect. Angry, confused, and defeated, Brian left work early. He'd tried calling Helena several times, but every call went to her voicemail. Texts went mostly unanswered, and when they were, read things like "Harden up" or "Three more days. Surely you can go a week without wanking?"
Brian got off the bus at the bottom of his street and walked to his house. He was surprised to see a cab in his driveway and Helena sitting on his front steps waiting for him. Helena remained silent, but when he reached her, she moved her head out of his grasp and unzipped him. Then she slid his panties aside and pulled his caged cock out. She unlocked the device, took it off, and accepted his dick in her mouth. Brian's cock roared to full erectness in moments, and shortly after that, he exploded in her mouth. She continued sucking until he climaxed a second time. Then, remaining silent, she waited until his dick deflated, locked him back into the chastity device, shook her head to show that she was disappointed in him, and got back in the cab. It backed out and left.
Overwhelmed by the intensity of his twin orgasms, Brian tucked his cock and cage away, zipped up, and sat on the steps before his weakened legs collapsed. His phone chirped, and he awkwardly fetched it from his pocket. The text was from Helena and read, "I expected better from you. Call me tomorrow night and tell me where to meet you. It had better be somewhere nice."
Brian could not believe how intense his two climaxes were. He looked down at his caged dick regretfully, thinking it would have been nice to remember how good Helena's mouth felt and toss off. However, he was glad he hadn't thrown the panties away as he'd wanted to do several times. Instead, he'd washed them every night when he showered and hung them to wear the following day. "That woman will be the death of me," Brian muttered as he stood and entered his house.
Despite receiving some sexual relief, the night and following day continued to be torture for the young man. His balls felt better that night, but by morning, they seemed fuller than ever. He did his best to ignore them and complete his job. Brian had recently come off probation as a stock market analyst and was earning a solid $125,000 per year plus bonuses because his choices of what to buy and sell were so profitable. Despite being the youngest stockbroker at the firm, there was already talk that he'd be offered a partnership before too long.
Brian would accept, but he didn't want to work for someone else's company for too much longer. He and another broker, Harry Mills, had discussed breaking away and starting their own company. They were both sure their current clients would follow them to their new enterprise despite the two brokers' contracts saying they couldn't approach their current company's clients to change if they left. However, there was nothing stopping word of mouth from informing those who Brian and Harry had made rich where to follow them.
Brian didn't cook for himself, and he didn't feel like eating out, so he ordered pizza and then used the rower and exercise bike in the spare room to ensure he exercised enough not to put on weight from the extra calories. As he cycled, his mind returned to Helena's assertion that he was a narcissistic, self-centred asshole. He wanted to dismiss her accusation out of hand because it was patently untrue. However, reflection forced Brian to concede that she might have a point.
He regularly used his charm, looks, and wealth to entice some slut into his bed, where he used her hard with little regard for her wants. It was her problem if she didn't get off when he did, and he had no problem rolling off her and sleeping, leaving her needs unrequited. If the woman complained, he either told her to shut up or go home. Anyone who complained, he never called again. Brian was unaware that many were grateful for that. Like many men with bigger than average dicks, Brian thought his having one should be enough to excite the woman. Therefore, he did not need to warm her up or do anything to help her achieve an orgasm.
Beautiful women are often the same. They think being beautiful is enough, and they don't need to put any effort into pleasing their partners. Their lovers should simply be grateful that someone as gorgeous as they would deign to sleep with them. Brian realised Helena would not put up with him being boorish, and although she was by a wide margin the most attractive woman he'd ever been with, he realised she didn't expect her beauty to be enough for him.
Being a typical boorish man, Brian preferred women with big tits and large bottoms. Helena's were A-cups and so firm Brian wasn't sure why she wore a bra. He loved her small, conical nipples, though. Helena was slender to the point of being skinny, although Brian realised she wasn't 'cigarette and diet soda skinny'. Instead, Helena's leanness was natural, and her shapely figure was because of long hours at the gym and running. Helena's tiny ass was the firmest and shapeliest he'd ever seen or been lucky enough to hold in his hands.



Work was busy the following day, which helped Brian to get through it without being forced to consider his caged cock or how horny he was. When he got home, Brian waited until six o'clock before phoning Daniel's Steak House and booking dinner for two. Helena's appetite was another thing he liked about her. Many women would order a salad and then push it around their plates, pretending not to be hungry. Meanwhile, their stomachs growled and protested, begging to be fed. Helena ordered fish or chicken, but ate with gusto, enjoying every bite. Once he'd confirmed the booking, he texted Helena the location, address, and time.
Although Thursday had been busy, Friday dragged like a wet Wednesday for a schoolkid on holiday. Despite being limp, Brian's dick throbbed and pulsed all day. His balls ached and felt so full that he almost worried they'd burst. To add to his misery, overnight, Brian had had his first wet dream since his teenage years. He'd awoken with cum pooled on his stomach and dripping from his cage.
Brian tried to call Helena and ask her to meet him at his place. Unfortunately, like every other call he'd made that week, it went unanswered. Knowing parking was bad and expensive in the CBD, and that he'd be drinking, Brian caught a cab into Eagle Street. He arrived a little early so he could choose the seat with the most dominant position and force Helena into the weaker one, with her back exposed to the people and waiters walking by.
His plan immediately faltered, though, because when he arrived, the waitstaff informed him that his date had already arrived and was seated. As Brian feared, Helena was where he wanted to sit, with her back against the wall. Asking her to move would only confirm his weaker position, so instead, Brian smiled widely and greeted her with a hug and kiss. He sat and tried to recoup some ground by ordering drinks. Helena chuckled before saying she'd already asked the waitress to bring a Heineken and a glass of white wine as soon as Brian sat down.
"Are you trying to control every aspect of my life?" Brian asked heatedly.
"What's the matter?" Helena replied, annoyed.
"I asked you to dinner, and you're acting like you asked me."
"If you're looking for a sweet little stay-at-home wife and mother for your children, you're seriously barking up the wrong tree! The last thing I'll ever be is one of those, and if you can't handle a strong, independent woman in your life, say so now, and then you can fuck right off!" She took the chastity device key out of her purse and placed it on the table between them. "Choose, asshole. Take the key and fuck off so you can return to chasing sluts, or apologise and accept me as I am."
The waiter arrived with their drinks, so silence reigned as Brian tried to work out what he wanted. He knew he should take the key and go because if he stayed, he'd lose this battle for dominance. His problem with that had two aspects. One was that he actually enjoyed submitting to Helena, even if he begrudged admitting it. The other was that sex with Helena was so much better than any other sex he'd had before. His orgasms lasted longer and were much more intense than with anyone else. Did he let his pride override the pleasure she gave him, or did he continue seeing her and working towards what he was sure was marriage?
Brian chose the latter. He flicked the key back to Helena. "You don't get rid of me that easily."
Helena's smile warmed Brian's heart. "Then you can order dinner for us both and then tell me about your week. Did you enjoy your blowjob on Wednesday?"
Brian perused the menu. He knew Helena ate healthily but wasn't slavish to a diet. Brian considered the petite fillet mignon steak but wisely chose the apricot chicken breast with a spinach and walnut salad instead. He ordered the Black Angus 300g ribeye steak for himself, cooked rare, with a salad and a baked potato. He gave the waitress their orders and then addressed Helena's question. "I enjoyed my blowjob very much. There's definitely wisdom in your orgasm denial approach because my second climax has to rate as the best I've ever had. I'd describe my week as typical, with not much out of the ordinary. However, the more I learn, the more I think I'd be better off charting my own direction with my own brokerage firm."
"So, make it happen." Helena said.
"I need more capital before I can open one. I don't have enough invested to keep a new company afloat until I can earn enough brokerage fees from my clients. I'm guessing that I'll need to support the business with my own funds for close to two years before it'll earn enough to get a return on my investment."
"How short are you?"
"I calculate the firm will need capital of around a million dollars invested before it'll return enough to be self-sufficient, and two million invested before it will support its two partners. I'd need to live off of savings for close to three years before the firm paid me a wage. I have a work colleague, Harry Mills, who is interested in coming with me to open a new firm. Between us, we have close to $800,000."
"Could I purchase a fifth share? If I kicked in $200,000, could you branch out immediately?"
"Probably. But why would you invest in a guy you argue with constantly and you've seen maybe three times?"
Helena grinned. "I wouldn't, of course. However, I would invest in my husband."
"Is that a marriage proposal?"
"No, it's a statement of what could happen if you were to propose."
"What on earth makes you think I want to marry you?"
"You've had so many chances to walk away, and yet, here you are. You're addicted to me, and you know I'm what you need to be happy with your life."
Brian wanted to object or protest. But the thing was, Helena was right. However, he wasn't ready to commit just then. "I'll consider it," he said.
They ate silently for several minutes before their conversation restarted. Seemingly by mutual agreement, they stayed away from talking about their relationship or commitments. However, as they got closer to finishing their meal, Helena's eyes grew brighter, and she seemed unable to restrain her amusement.
"What?" Brian eventually asked.
"Do you remember what I said when I handed you the panties?"
"That you wanted me to keep them on all week."
"Was that all I said?"
"There was something else, but I was so shocked by what you asked that I don't recall what else you said."
Helena laughed delightedly. "Hurry and finish. I want to go to your place now!"
Brian chuckled, "A little horny, are we?"
"Not at all," Helena said, keeping her face neutral despite her mirthful eyes.
"Oh," Brian said, his face falling.
"I'm a lot horny, and if you don't hurry up, I'm going to blow the waiter."
"I'm done!" Brian exclaimed, grabbing Helena's wrist and dragging her to the front desk. He hurriedly paid their bill and then rushed her outside. They jumped into a cab and gave the driver their address. It was typically about twenty-five dollars to catch a cab to Brian's place. He handed the driver two oranges ($20 notes) and said, "Get us there in twenty minutes and both are yours."
"Done deal!" The driver said happily, his tyres squealing as he took off.
Helena was all over Brian like a hot rash, not that he was complaining! Her hands roamed over his broad chest and washboard stomach. She flicked his nipples and alternated doing that with scraping her long nails over them. Brian wasn't shy in returning Helena's ardour, and he quickly discovered she was bra and pantyless. He pushed Helena's thighs apart, exposing her verdantly hairy pussy to the cab driver's avid gaze, and slid a finger into her quim as he searched for her clit with his thumb.
Helena undid Brian's fly and pulled his caged cock out. Neither noticed the driver's eyes widening when he saw Brian was in chastity. They heard his low moan of arousal, but they ignored it. The driver moaned again, and this time, Helena turned to see what he was doing. She giggled when she saw he had his dick out and was tugging it as he watched them in the mirror. She ignored the driver even when he turned to watch when they were stopped at the lights.
"We're here," the driver announced.
Brian reluctantly eased his fingers out of Helena's pussy and followed her out of the cab. The driver stayed in their driveway, watching as the couple kissed passionately. He hoped they'd fuck on the front lawn, but then he heard a third voice say, "Can anyone get some of that?"
A woman, short as the other was tall, voluptuous as the tall woman was thin, and as blonde as the other was raven-haired, stepped into the cab's headlights. The driver watched, amazed, as the taller woman released the man and took the shorter in her arms. The women kissed passionately as their hands roamed over each other's bodies. Helena and her friend kissed for several minutes before taking the man's hands and dragging him into the house.
"Lucky bastard!" The cabby muttered as he reversed out and drove off. He'd stop somewhere dark to relieve his erection as soon as he found a safe place.
Stupefied, Brian trailed after the women inside. Helena kissed the newcomer passionately before turning to Brian and saying, "This is my sister, Janey. She's the treat I promised you if you wore the panties every day." Brian's mind lurched, and he suddenly remembered Helena making the offer. He was amazed that she followed through. Brian watched as Janey stripped Helena, and he was gobsmacked when Helena undressed her sister.
Janey took the lead and turned to her sister's boyfriend. "Get naked and then hop onto the bed," she ordered.
Brian hastily obeyed. He didn't even object when Janey used soft ropes to tie his wrists to the headboard and his ankles to the bed's feet. Brian moaned with arousal as Janey and Helena lay beside him, kissing passionately before they shifted into a classic sixty-nine with Janey on top. At the angle they'd placed themselves, Brian could see Helena's fingers piercing her sister's slit and her tongue dancing over Janey's clitoris. He heard Janey moan as her first orgasm washed over her, and his poor denied balls cramped against his semi-stiffened shaft. Despite not being erect, Brian orgasmed, with cum shooting through the pee-hole in his cage. Unfortunately, most of his secretions remained caught in the device, leaving his entire groin covered in semen.
"Oh, look, Helena," Janey said teasingly. "Brian's made a mess! That's the problem with boys these days; they have no self-control."
"Leave him to his mess," Helena said as she panted, her libido near the maximum it could be without climaxing. "I need you to fuck me, like, right now!"
"As you command, oh mighty Mistress," Janey said facetiously. She stepped off the bed and retrieved a strap-on from her overnight bag. She buckled it on before helping Brian to prop himself up so he could see. Then, winking at him, she positioned her sister to give him the best view, and then rammed her 'cock' into her sister's tight hole.
"Gawd, that feels good!" Helen exclaimed. She let her head and shoulders fall to the mattress as she reached back between her legs and fingered her clit.
Brian could not believe his eyes! He'd tried on many occasions to entice a pair of girls into a threesome, but the closest he'd got was a prostitute offering herself and another girl for an hour for a thousand dollars. Brian was well-to-do, but that was too rich even for his blood. But this wasn't just a girl-girl threesome; it was a two-sisters one. It was all too much, and Brian's caged dick erupted again. His groin was a disgrace, with cum almost entirely obscuring his cock and balls.
"I think he might like our show," Janey said, giggling as she fucked her sister.
"You talk too much," Helen said challengingly
"And you're not screaming enough," Janey retorted as she slammed her pelvis onto Helena's slender ass, driving her 'cock' deep enough into Helena's cunt to strike her cervix.
"Better! Yes! Like that! More!" Helena demanded.
Janey pounded Helena, ramming her 'dick' into the young woman with gusto, and eliciting a continual stream of "More. Yes! Like that! Oh, do it! Yes, baby! Harder!" from Helena until, with a scream that rattled the windows, Helena orgasmed, her clenching pussy squirting juices over her sister's 'cock' and abdomen. She slid forward before sinking onto the bed, temporarily satiated.
In contrast, Janey was just getting started! She unbuckled her 'cock' and placed it on the dresser before stepping off the bed long enough to grab the key to the padlock holding Brian's cage on. However, when she got close, she pulled a face and refused to put her hands in the sticky mess that was Brian's groin. Instead, she released him from his binds and sent him to shower.
Once he'd left the room, Janey had a better idea. She shook her sister and whispered it to her. Helena giggled and jumped off the bed. The girls made their way to the shower. Opening Brian's medicine cabinet, they took out razors and shaving foam. Helena and Janey got in the shower with Brian. However, the fit was too tight, so Janey pulled the curtain back and stood outside.
"What are you doing?" Brian asked.
"Getting rid of your body hair," Helena explained as she removed Brian's chastity device and tossed it in the sink.
Brian wanted to refuse, but he was afraid of the girls' reaction. If anyone thought he, a red-blooded male, was giving up the chance for a sister-sister threesome over a little body hair, they were seriously delusional! So instead of fighting them, Brian spread his arms and feet and let the girls cover him in shaving foam and shave every speck of hair from his tall, leanly muscular body. He didn't object even when Janey parted his ass cheeks to remove the hair around his anus. Of course, she didn't leave it there. Oh, no! Janey knelt, holding his cheeks apart and rimmed his little chocolate starfish with her tongue.
The sensation was too much for the young man, especially given his weeklong enforced chastity. Despite no one touching his throbbing dick, he orgasmed for the third time that night. He watched his load spit onto Helena's belly and looked into her eyes fearfully, worried about her reaction. He needn't have worried because Helena looked up at him happily before wagging her finger as if admonishing a naughty child.
"You wasted it," she said, pretending to be upset but grinning. "Janey or I would have willingly swallowed it."
Helena took Brian's flagging dick in her mouth and returned it to full stiffness before putting her palm out to Janey. Janey filled it with shaving foam and returned to removing the hair from Brian's lower back and upper shoulders. There wasn't much because Brian made regular trips to a waxing salon.
Helena spread the foam around Brian's groin and over his balls. She took the razor and swiftly removed all of his pubic hair, including the bit along his perineum. It didn't take long for the girls to eliminate all of Brian's body hair, and then they made him sit while they rinsed him off. He looked at Helena's verdantly hairy pussy, wondering why she got to keep her pubic hair while his had to be removed. But then he remembered the pain of getting his pubes stuck in the cage, and forgot about being pissed. Brian examined Janey's waxed-bare pussy and marvelled at the difference between the sisters. It was like they were polar opposites, and he wondered how that was possible.
As he'd hoped, Janey was the first to hold his head and mash her pussy against his face. Brian devoured her juicy pussy eagerly, moaning as he looked up through the water and saw Helena and Janey's breasts were mashed together as they kissed. He didn't know if it was his mouth on her pussy or Helena's finger on her clit that gave Janey her first orgasm, and neither did he care. Brian moaned when the girls shifted and Helena pressed her hairy pussy against his willing lips.
Again, it was probably a combination of Brian's tongue and Janey's fingers rather than one or the other that caused Helena to orgasm as quickly as Janey had. By then, the water was lukewarm, and all three were happy to exit the shower. Helena and Janey stood side-by-side holding hands, but with their arms extended. Brian looked at them curiously before realising they expected him to dry them. He wasn't complaining! Wisely, he dried Helena's slender, shapely body before he turned to Janey's curvy one. He loved how heavy her breasts felt in his hands and enjoyed the contrast with Helena's taut A-cups.
Satisfied the girls were dry, Brian dried himself and hung the towel on a hook. He looked to see what was next. Helena and Janey exchanged smiles before Helena said, "Get back on the bed, and we'll tie you up again."
It wasn't what Brian wanted, but he wasn't foolish enough to voice that complaint. He knew if he angered Helena in any way, she'd send her sister home, and his chance of enjoying his first threesome would be gone. Instead of complaining, Brian nodded and jogged ahead of the two girls to his bedroom. When they entered, he was already on his back, spreadeagled and waiting for them. Janey tied Brian's left side as Helena did his right and then Janey strapped her 'cock' back on.
Helena climbed on Brian, but with his legs spread so severely, she found the position uncomfortable. She got off the bed and undid his ankles before pushing them together and retying them. Helena nodded approvingly and straddled her boyfriend, guiding his long, thick, throbbing cock into her sweltering pussy. She rode him vigorously as Janey moved onto the bed behind her. She suppressed a smile when she felt Janey's finger probing into her tight back passage, spreading lube on her rectum and inside her ass.
Janey moved so Brian could see, and he gasped when she oiled her 'cock'. He couldn't believe his eyes as Janey got on the bed behind his girlfriend and pushed on her shoulders until she lay flat on his chest. With his cock buried to his balls inside Helena's extremely tight, sopping wet cunt, Brian felt every ripple as Janey forced her veiny fake dick into Helena's ass. Brian had propped his head up on pillows, and he could see Janey over Helena's back and head. He watched, excited beyond belief, as Janey's full, heavy tits bounced delectably as she fucked her sister's ass.
Brian used every trick that Helena had taught him to force his imminent cum explosion down. He fought manfully, but it was a forlorn because even holding still and counting in seventeens furiously, he felt every thrust as Janey ploughed Helena's ass. The thin flesh wall between Helena's colon and pussy barely dampened the sensation of Janey's 'dick' rubbing against his at all. Still, somehow, Brian held on and on as Janey pummelled Helena's delectably tight ass.
Brian's stout resistance failed when Helena's head tipped back and then forward. She kissed Brian's neck, and then as her orgasm hit, she bit it viciously. The sudden pain ripped Brian's willpower apart, and with a roar to match Helena's squeal, he orgasmed into her tight, wet, willing pussy.
Janey eased out of Helena's ass, unbuckled her strap-on, and tossed it aside. She pushed her sister off Brian and climbed up his chest. "My turn!" Janey gleefully shouted as she lowered her dripping pussy onto Brian's eager mouth.
Brian stabbed his tongue into Helena's sister's pussy with eager gusto. His reward was a flush of sweet-tasting pussy juice that threatened to flood his mouth. Brian swallowed and then moaned as Helena enveloped his wilted, cum-covered dick with her mouth. Having two women playing with him simultaneously excited Brian so much that his cock roared back to life. He groaned with delight as he felt his girlfriend lower her cunt back onto his now rigid cock.
"Oi!" Janey protested, looking over her shoulder. "That's for me!"



"Oh, if you must!" Helena replied theatrically, trying to look contrite and failing miserably.
The women swapped places, and Brian felt his throbbing member slide into a pussy so hot and wet that it felt like he was dipping it into a sheath of warmed oil. He noticed Janey wasn't as tight as her sister, but she felt at least a degree warmer. Janey went off like a firecracker on Guy Fawkes night, experiencing several minor climaxes until her sister, who was sitting on Brian's face, facing her, took Janey's nipples in her thumbs and fingers and twisted them mercilessly. The sudden pain rocketed Janey off her peak, and she came, squirting her womanly fluids over Brian's aching balls.
Janey's looser pussy allowed Brian to remain in control, and he lasted until she orgasmed a second time before he groaned and filled her sopping cunt. Janey moved off his dick and moved down to take him in her mouth. Unfortunately, Brian was done for the moment. Janey gave up and pushed her sister onto her back. They formed another sixty-nine and ate Brian's cum from each other's pussy.
The night continued along the same lines until somewhere around 2:00 a.m., Brian couldn't get it back up no matter what the girls tried. To prove he truly was the inferior gender, the sisters entertained themselves several more times before they untied Brian and let him sleep. Brian was miffed that the girls slept in each other's arms instead of on either side of him as he preferred, but not being stupid, he accepted it silently.
A hot, wet, and tight cunt sliding onto his throbbing, piss-fattened cock woke Brian later that morning. He opened his eyes and saw Janey's pussy lowering onto his face. Brian knew it was full of stale cum and pussy juices, but he wasn't so stupid as to refuse to eat. He grimaced at the initial taste, but his experiences with Helena taught him that fresh arousal would swiftly overtake the smell and taste, so he sought Janey's clit with his tongue and battered it forcefully.
He heard Janey groan, "You know, Helena? He's almost as good at eating pussy as you are."
"Who do you think taught him?" Helena asked smugly as she rode her boyfriend.
After a final shared climax, the threesome showered together again and then Janey left. Helena looked in Brian's fridge and then his cupboards. "Other than toast, what do you have for breakfast?" She asked exasperatedly.
"I also have toast," Brian facetiously replied.
"Jaysus! Do you even know how to cook?"
Shrugging, Brian admitted, "Not really. I buy lunch and usually get something on my way home for dinner."
Helena shook her head. "I guess I'll eat something when I get home."
"We could go out for breakfast," Brian suggested.
Helena considered his offer but decided it was time to go home. She thought Brian was the man she wanted as her husband, but he was still too self-centred and narcissistic yet. Having grown up in a home with a drunken, controlling, arrogant father who beat her mother and ruled his home with an iron fist, Helena could not countenance a marriage where she was not in control. If Brian was to be her man, she'd have to break and then sissify him. Her ideal was a female-led household where any male living there lived similarly to a woman. Bras were uncomfortable to wear, and so were high-heels. She'd ensure her men understood that by making them wear them, too.
Brian disturbed her thoughts by asking, "Is Janey really your sister?"
"Why do you ask?"
"You don't look alike," Brian explained. "You're opposites. Janey's short, chubby, and has huge tits. You're tall, slender, and have barely A-cups. It seems unlikely you'd be sisters unless you had a different mother or father."
Helena giggled. "That was my friend Shelley. If you'd paid attention, she was in the group of Master's graduates I was with when we first met. My sister and I look alike, except her hair is reddish-brown instead of raven-black like mine."
"I only had eyes for you," Brian replied. "However, now you mention it, I kind of remember her."
Coming to a decision, Helena challengingly said, "My sister and I do play with our men together. Are you prepared to remain in chastity and add wearing a bra daily for the chance of having a genuine sister-sister threesome? Janey is keen to play with you again, so you could have an fffm foursome, if you are."
"Explain," Brian warily asked.
"If you keep yourself hairless and wear a bra until next Friday, I'll bring Janey and Shelley over and we can have a fffm foursome."
"You're serious?"
"Have I lied to you?"
"Well, other than pretending Shelley was your sister, no."
"To your benefit. But, yes. I'm serious."
"Why are you making me wear women's underwear?"
"So you understand what it's like to be a woman and have to wear that stuff. And," Helena emphasised, "it turns me on! Don't you like it when I'm horny?" Brian nodded quickly. "So, will you do what I asked?"
Brian sighed before latching onto an out. "Your bra shows through your tops if you wear anything clinging. I can't appear at work looking like I'm wearing a bra."
Helena looked at him, perplexed. "You wear T-shirts to work?" Brian shook his head. "What do you wear?"
"A suit and tie."
"With a business shirt?"
"Yes."
"I fail to see your point." She looked at him as heat rose in her eyes. "Look, asshole! The things I'm asking you to do make me horny. If you don't care about turning me on and only want to get yours, tell me now, and I'll tell you to fuck right off. Then you can go back to fucking brain-dead sluts!"
"I'm not a poofter or a cross-dresser!" Brian protested. "Why do you insist on me dressing like one?"
Helena rolled her eyes and exasperatedly asked, "Are you deaf? I want you to do it because it turns me on that you, a masculine man, would dress in women's underwear to excite me. Must we part every time with an argument?"
Brian considered his options. Helena was correct. If he broke things off with her, he was back to picking up and banging sluts. No other woman inflamed his libido as Helena did. He loved how horny she got, and how enthusiastic she was in bed. Helena gave blowjobs and swallowed gleefully. Which wasn't something he'd experienced before. Some girls before her had sucked, and a few had even swallowed, but none did so with the gusto that Helena showed. Helena seemed genuinely to adore sucking him and swallowing his emissions. Yes, she often made him accept some of his cum back from her. But Brian thought she did that because it excited her, and not because she wanted to humiliate him (He was wrong, but wouldn't discover that until it was too late!).
Equivocating, Brian asked, "How will I know the woman next week is actually your sister?"
"The resemblance between us is unmistakable," Helena replied drily.
Brian thought furiously. It was time to put up or shut up. He bit his bottom lip before saying, "I'll do it."
Helena's answering smile warmed his heart. She opened her overnight bag and removed three bras--a pink, a white, and a black one. Knowing that guys often had problems reaching behind their backs to do things up, Helena showed Brian how to engage the hooks at his front and then turn it to his back before inserting his arms into the straps. Helena had chosen lace bras rather than push-up ones so they'd be less obvious under Brian's shirts. However, when Brian put his business shirt on over his bra, the brassiere showed through.
"Hmm," Helena mused. "Take your shirt off and try this." She handed Brian a half-slip. He removed his shirt, pulled it on and then put his shirt on. "That worked," Helena purred, arousal heavy in her voice. She hesitated before thinking, 'fuck it'. Helena removed a pair of sheer black stay-up stockings from her overnight bag and said, "You don't have to wear these all week unless you want to, but if you put them and the pair of Shelley's panties she left for you, I'll let you fuck me in the ass before I go home."
The pure desire dripping from Helena's voice and the excited fire in her eyes convinced Brian to do as she asked. He took the stockings from Helena, sat on the couch, and tried to pull them on as if they were socks. Helena chuckled before explaining he needed to scrunch them up and then put just his toes in before unrolling them up his legs. The stockings had a seam, which Helena helped Brian to straighten.
Brian picked up Shelley's panties and noticed her heavy arousal smell still lingered on their gusset. The smell caused the typical reaction, and his worn dick sprang back to life, roaring back to full stiffness in seconds. The silky feel of the stockings on his shaven legs excited Brian further, and the soft silk of Shelley's panties against his throbbing glans felt fantastic. Precum drooled from his cock's eye as Brian realised the twin sensations were extremely pleasurable.
He did not know that he'd lost the battle for dominance there and then, and wouldn't realise until years later what Helena had made him.
Enjoying how the panties and stockings felt, Brian walked around his living room. Every whisking step excited his libido further, and his dick throbbed and bounced as he walked. Brian looked at his panty-covered dick and thought that without the pubic hair, it looked even bigger than normal. He liked it! Helena's low, sexually charged growl broke him from his reveries, and he turned just in time for her to leap on him like a lion onto a gazelle. Surprised, Brian let Helena wrestle him onto his back on the floor. She growled ferally again before ripping his panties aside and devouring his cock.
Helena smothered Brian's cock's head and shaft with saliva, and then she straddled him. Helena held Brian's shaft and adjusted her position until she had it centred on her anal ring. Then, with a luxuriant sigh, she slid onto his rampant dick. She bucked slightly as it pierced her knot, but by the time she bottomed out on Brian's pelvis, she was smiling delightedly.
Helena pulled her legs out and placed her feet on either side of Brian's chest as she leant back on her hands. Brian remembered this position from an earlier escapade, and he quickly moved his hands behind his head and did a semi-crunch to watch the action. He was just in time to see his cock slowly re-emerge from Helena's delectably tight ass. He groaned as she lifted until only his glans remained inside her sphincter and moaned as she eased her ass down his stiff, lengthy pole.
Brian's eyes were riveted to where they were joined. He groaned as Helena rode his throbbing cock and knew he had to get his libido under control lest he filled Helena's ass before she climaxed. However, Brian found it impossible to look away. He groaned and forced his mind to calculate the square of a random three-digit number. He chose 825 with no idea where that number came from. Of course, Brian wasn't a mathematical genius and couldn't square the number automatically. But he remembered high school maths and recalled that (a + b) ² = a² + 2ab + b². Which meant 800²+ 2(800 x 25) + 25². Or 640,000 + 40,000 + 625 = 680,625.
Doing that calculation allowed Brian to watch and maintain control until Helena's profoundly guttural groan told him she was about to cum. He saw her tight pussy flutter open and closed before it pulsed, and liquid squirted out onto his abdomen and stomach. Helena took a deep breath before screaming and squirting three more times as her orgasm blasted her bones to smithereens.
The sight of her pussy squirting and feeling her juices spraying onto him was too much, and, with a lion-like roar, Brian ejaculated white-hot cum into Helena's clenching ass. His orgasm was so intense that he briefly passed out. He woke up feeling like his legs had 'gone to sleep'. He realised they had because Helena had fallen back onto them, and was still comatose. Brian's dick had softened and dropped from her ass, so he gently eased his legs apart and let Helena slip to the carpet. He ignored how weird his legs felt, and staggered to the bathroom for a warm washcloth.
Returning, Brian saw that Helena was conscious. She smiled before rolling over and letting him clean her cum-messy ass and pussy. Then she took the washer from him and returned the favour, ensuring Brian's shaft, balls, and perineum were clean.
Brian had had so much sex over the previous night and this morning that even with Helena's hands on his shaft and balls, his dick refused to rise to the occasion. Helena smiled, kissed his cock's tip, and locked him back into his chastity device.
"Oi! I didn't agree to another week in chastity," Brian protested.
Helena stared at him coldly. "And I do not have to bring my sister and Shelley here next Friday night. Choose, buster! Wear your cage, Shelley's panties, and a bra and slip until next Friday night or take them off and end things with me."
Continuing to protest, Brian said, "I'm not a fucking poofter! Why do you insist on making me dress like a girl?"
"Are you fucking deaf or just plain stupid?" Helena asked. "It turns me on to see you dressed like that. Or am I to assume you don't like me when I'm turned on?"
"I love it when you're turned on," Brian admitted. "You become so sexually aggressive that you're impossible to resist."
"So, if you know how much it turns me on, and you love it when I am turned on, why are you fighting me like this every single fucking time?" She held up the key to his cage padlock. "Do I give this to you or do you do what excites me and get a three-girl foursome next Friday?"
"You take the key," Brian said quickly. Brian's mother raised no fools, and he wasn't about to surrender when all of his fantasies were about to come true.
Helena put the key in her purse and the purse in her overnight bag. "Okay. Same rules as last week. You wear the panties all the time except when showering, and the bra except when you're showering or in bed. If you do that, I bring Shelley back, and my sister joins us." She grinned before adding, "Seeing as you seem to like the stockings, I'll leave those with you. It would be nice to receive photos taken at your work and to see that you're still wearing them, but that's not part of our deal. Okay?"
"Okay,"
Helena smiled. "Do you think you can last a week without your balls exploding?"
Brian perked up. "I could if you visited on Wednesday again." His heart sank when he saw disappointment flicker across Helena's pretty face. "I can make it a week," he said dejectedly.
"Such a difficult choice," Helena said sarcastically, her green eyes alight with a cold burning fire. "Be a good boy for six days and then have a three-girl, one-man fuck-fest, or ask for the key to your chastity device. I feel so sorry for you!"
"You're right," Brian replied, grinning. As soon as Helena laid out his choices, he realised just how pathetic he sounded.
"Get used to saying that," Helena said, also grinning. "I need a quick shower and to get dressed," she added.
Brian nodded, and Helena disappeared for a few minutes. When she reappeared dressed, a cab pulled into Brian's driveway. He looked at it, curious. "I didn't see you order that?"
"I booked it last night when I caught a cab into town."
"Don't you have a car?"
"I do, but I don't want you knowing my licence plate number and being able to use that to discover my home address and to stalk me."
"You don't trust me?"
Helena sighed. "It's not that. It's just that I've had a few ex-boyfriends go off the deep end and turn into psychotic stalkers. I prefer to ensure that no one can discover where I live without following me home from uni or work. I hope that if I make them do that, I'll spot them before I get home and I can go to the cops instead."
There really wasn't anything to say to that, so Brian hugged and kissed her before walking with her to the cab. He opened the door and gazed longingly at her wet, hairy bush as she purposefully flashed him getting into the car. He bent over and pecked her cheek before regretfully saying, "I'll see you next Friday."
His tyres bumping over the entrance to Janey's driveway broke Brian from his reveries. He looked around, amazed, because he couldn't remember the trip to here. It was like he'd driven there on autopilot. He shrugged internally and put his game face on. Janey was a much harder Mistress than her sister, and Brian knew he was in for a torrid night. Still, Janey often tweaked her sister's nose by having vaginal sex with Brian--something Helena did not know and Brian was not telling!
Chapter 13: Present Day 7.
Helena arrived home about an hour later than usual. There was a tall, slender male student named Mark Strong who had stared at her avariciously whenever he'd come in for his performance review and to discuss his courses for the following semester. His height and leanness reminded Helena of Brian when she'd first met him. The student was much younger than Brian was when she'd first hooked up with him, and Helena thought Mark was ripe for re-educating and feminising. She'd asked him for coffee after his classes had finished, and she felt her assumption he'd willingly become a sissy was correct.
On her drive home, Helena grinned as she planned his downfall. She'd invite Mark over to take her as a bull, and then reverse the roles on him and make him her bitch. Her tight little pussy foamed with anticipation as she pictured what she'd do to him before sending him home in panties and a bra, his spirit crushed and understanding he was a FemDom's sissy bitch forevermore. During the drive, Helena considered how to relieve her itch when her sissy was at her sister's. There were several bulls she could invite for a session, which would give Kennedy a chance to take the role of bull-fluffing sissy and further his training. She knew just the man. Using the hands-free app in her car, Helena instructed Google to call her bull.
"Adam Spicer," a warm, rich voice said a few seconds later.
"Good evening, Adam," Helena said smokily.
"Helena? How pleasant to hear from you. What can I do for you this fine Monday evening?"
"Come over and fuck me senseless," Helena replied.
"Name the time, and I'm there," Adam said hungrily.
"Eight o'clock?"
"See you then!"
"I'm training a new sissy," Helena said. "Do you mind helping me?"
"Have you finally tossed Brian out?"
Helena chuckled. "No, and I doubt if I ever will. No, this one is my son."
"How old is he?"
"He's legal, so no problems there."
"Why, Helena," Adam teased. "I thought you'd be too young to have a eighteen-year-old son."
"It's not like I'm applying to be your wife," Helena retorted.
"Ahh, being married to you wouldn't be so bad, all the way up to when you decided to try to feminise me."
"I wouldn't try; I'd succeed!"
"Of that, I have no doubt. See you at eight? I'm happy to help train your sissy."
"Do you want dinner when you get there?" Helena asked.
"I'm eating as we speak."
"Cool. See you at eight."
"Bye!" Adam said cheerily.
Helena disconnected the call, and a self-satisfied smile played on her lips. She straightened in her seat and called home.
Looking at the caller ID, Haley answered, "Hi, Helena. You're late!"
"I am. Put Kennedy on, please."
"Kennedy!" Haley shouted. "Mistress Helena wants you!"
"Good evening, Mistress," Kennedy said a few moments later.
"I have a bull coming. Ensure you're clean-shaven from the eyebrows down and prepare your ass. You're the fluffer tonight because your father's out."
"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress," Kennedy said, unable to hide his excitement.
Helena hung up, smiling because she knew she'd made her son's night if not his month.
Kennedy was naked except for a tiny thong and his cock cage when Helena entered her home. She sat at the dining room table, and Kennedy brought a plate of lettuce cups filled with tuna and rice to her immediately. He filled her wineglass and then stood silently behind her left shoulder. Because Helena had a bull coming, she ate little and had only one glass of wine.



After eating, Helena stood and glided to her bathroom. Stopping in the middle of the room, she held her arms out. Kennedy undid her blouse buttons and peeled her blouse off. He carefully placed it in the hamper and then turned back to remove Helena's skirt. It joined the blouse. Kennedy knelt and removed Helena's heels before disconnecting her suspenders and easing her stockings down her leanly toned legs and off her dainty feet.
Kennedy stood momentarily to unclasp Helena's bra and remove it before kneeling again and taking off her panties. "Would you like me to trim your pussy hair, Mistress?" Kennedy asked politely.
"Adam loves my hairy bush," Helena replied. "So, no thank you."
Kennedy got up to turn the shower on, and when the water was right, he helped his Mistress into the shower. "Do I have time to wash and blow-dry your hair, Mistress?" he asked.
"Yes," Helena said, luxuriating under softly falling shower water that was just below a scalding heat.
Kennedy washed his mother's body from her long, slender neck to her dainty toes. Then he carefully cleaned her pussy and ass before expertly working his fingers into her ass, preparing it to take her bull. Next, he douched her vulva and ass with scented water. Finally, Kennedy washed Helena's long, luxuriant, greying black hair.
"All done, Mistress," Kennedy stated.
"You did well, as usual, sissy," Helena said.
A thrill shot through Kennedy at Helena's words. It was the first time he'd acted as her sissy when she was taking a bull, so it was also the first time she'd addressed him as her sissy. Previously, sissy had only been used to remind him of his place in the house. Kennedy hoped his sister would bring a man home to be her sissy because then he would no longer be the low man on the totem pole. He knew when he became his wife's sissy, he'd remain the low man unless they had male children or his Mistress took on another slave. All the more reason to want to experience being over someone for a change.
Helena stepped out of the shower, and let Kennedy dry her body. Once her hair was blow-dried, Helena strode elegantly to her bedroom, where she lay face down on her bed. Gulping, Kennedy removed lube and a fair-sized butt plug from his mother's drawers. He smeared the lube over his fingers liberally and then eased his middle finger into Helena's back passage. Once her sphincter relaxed, Kennedy eased a second and then a third finger in until Helena's chocolate starfish gaped enough to accept the plug. Then he oiled the plug and slipped it into his mother's bottom.
"Well done, sissy," Helena said warmly as she rolled onto her back. "I barely felt the plug going in at all."
Helena lifted and spread her knees, exposing her verdantly covered pussy, her slit and entrance. Kennedy added more lube to his fingers and then teased his mother's pussy lips. Helena's labia flowered open, and her juices began flowing under Kennedy's practised ministrations. Kennedy eased a finger into his mother's pussy and hooked it back to find her G-spot. Helena's soft moan showed him he'd found it, and he twirled his finger over it until her juices flowed liberally. Kennedy introduced two more fingers to stretch Helena's cunt enough so it could take her bull's enormous cock without discomfort.
"Very good, sissy," Helena said, as she trembled on the edge of an orgasm. She looked at the clock and saw it was only a few minutes before eight. "Adam will be here shortly. Take your place at the front door. Don't forget to offer your ass and a blowjob when he enters."
"Yes, Mistress," Kennedy replied, gulping nervously.
Just for a moment, Helena's serene FemDom persona broke, and the concerned mother came out. "You ready for this, Kennedy?" She asked. "It's okay if you're not. I can greet my bull as I do when your father isn't available."
"I'm ready, just a little scared," Kennedy said, grateful for his mother's concern.
"It's okay to be scared as long as you don't let the fear overwhelm you. If you're sure, kneel at the door."
"Yes, Mistress," Kennedy replied.
Helena smiled proudly as her son hurried out. She gathered her FemDom persona around her and waited to receive her bull.
Kennedy had just gotten onto his knees when there was a knock on the door. He swallowed before opening the door. "Good evening, Master. Welcome to Mistress Helena's home. Would you like a blowjob or to use my ass to relieve your tension before meeting Mistress Helena?"
Adam smiled at the youngster. He could see Kennedy was nervous and was impressed the young man was disguising it so well. He considered his options and realised if Helena was training him, then the young sissy hoped to be used because that would further his training. "Both, I think, sissy," Adam said confidently. "Use your mouth to ensure you've adequately lubricated my tool and then present your sissy hole for me to use."
Kennedy smiled happily before unzipping Adam's fly and easing the dominant's dick and balls out.
"Undress me, sissy."
"Sorry, Sir. I should have asked your preference."
"Everyone makes mistakes, sissy," Adam said kindly. "It's only a problem if you repeatedly make the same ones. Repeating errors means you're too stubborn or stupid to learn."
Kennedy nodded thoughtfully. It was a lesson he'd never been taught in school where it seemed even minor transgressions were blown up into full-blown offences. Kennedy's thoughts didn't prevent him from undressing Adam. Although he'd never undressed a man before, it wasn't anything different from undressing himself. He began at Adam's feet, seeing as he was kneeling anyway. He untied Adam's shoelaces and removed his shoes and socks, then he continued what he'd started and unbuttoned his trousers. Adam balanced on Kennedy's shoulders as he lifted one foot and then the other so Kennedy could pull his trousers off.
Kennedy licked his lips as he examined Adam's enormous throbbing tool, which was barely covered by his briefs. Adam looked almost painfully erect, and Kennedy wanted to relieve the pressure for him. However, Adam's instruction was to undress him first, so Kennedy temporarily stood so he could help Adam out of his polo shirt. Kennedy admired Adam's hairy, muscly chest, which differed from his hairless one, although swimming had probably given Kennedy better muscle definition.
Kennedy knelt again and put his thumbs in Adama's briefs. He pulled them down and gulped as Adam's thick 8+-inch cock bounced into view. He cupped the older man's balls and massaged them lightly as he opened his mouth and slid it down Adam's extensive shaft.
Adam watched interestedly to see if the young man could swallow his entire shaft. It didn't particularly surprise him when, with only a little effort, Kennedy engulfed his cock in one steady movement. After all, Helena had trained the kid, and Adam would expect no less.
"Good sissy," Adam crooned. He decided to test Kennedy's skill, so he held Kennedy's head still, and throat-fucked the young man. Kennedy accepted the punishment without protest, and the gluck, gluck, gluck sounds his throat made as Adam ravaged it excited them both. Adam, an experienced cocksucker himself, knew that Kennedy probably longed to taste him, so he ensured he pulled his cock far enough out that his precum poured onto the youngster's tongue.
Panting, Adam said, "I need your sissy cunt now," as he pushed Kennedy off of his dick.
Kennedy obediently turned and presented his ass by lowering shoulders to the floor and reaching behind himself. He held his ass cheeks apart, displaying the butt plug in his sphincter. Adam eased the plug out and placed it to the side. Then, he pulled Kennedy's thong aside and lined up his throbbing, thick pole with Kennedy's boy pussy and remorselessly drilled into it until his hairy abdomen pressed against the young man's ass cheeks. Adam waited momentarily to give Kennedy time to adjust. He felt the youngster shift forwards and then back, challenging him to fuck him. So fuck him, Adam did!
"Your mother has taught you well," Adam said between pants. He gripped Kennedy's muscly ass in both hands and ripped him back as he pounded his dick into the young man's tight hole. "You're so tight!" Adam said, gasping.
"You're my first," Kennedy admitted.
Adam stopped, shocked. "You were an anal virgin until I fucked you?"
Kennedy shrugged. "Kind of. Mistress Haley and Mistress Helena have fucked me many times with their strap-ons, but yours is the first flesh cock I've had in my ass."
"Wow!" Adam said thoughtfully as he resumed fucking Kennedy's ass. "I don't know what to think about that. You took me so easily that I assumed you were experienced."
"I've wanted to be Helena's sissy when she's entertaining a bull for ages, but tonight is the first time she's thought I was ready."
"You surprised me when you said you were a virgin, so Mistress Helena made the correct choice. You are well and truly ready."
"Thank you, Master," Kennedy said happily. "Use me for your pleasure, please."
"Actually, I think I'm ready to service your Mistress. Use your mouth and clean me so I'm ready for her."
Kennedy had carefully douched his ass for just this scenario, so, without complaint, he eased off of Adam's dick and turned. Taking Adam's stupendous dick in his mouth, Kennedy swirled his tongue over and around his glans, ensuring it was clean and ready for his Mistress's attentions.
"You're ready, Sir," Kennedy said a few seconds later.
"Lead the way and take your usual position, sissy."
"Yes, Sir."
Kennedy crawled across the foyer and the lounge and then down the hall to Helena's bedroom. He knocked and then entered when Helena bade him to. "Your bull, Mistress," Kennedy said. He crawled to kneel beside Helena's bedside drawers, where he'd wait until someone required him.
Adam stroked his enormous cock as he avidly gazed upon Helena's tall, slender, leanly muscled form and beautiful face. "You've trained your sissy well, Helena," he said. "And you look as beautiful as ever. I assume you want it rough and hard?"
"Thank you, and yes, please, Adam," Helena purred.
"On your knees and suck then."
Helena slid off the bed onto her knees. Kennedy, shocked at seeing his Mistress being subservient, struggled to remain stoic. However, his dick lurched, trying to stiffen in its cage as he imagined controlling a woman like that.
Helena, smiling submissively up at Adam, lifted off her hands and cupped his enormous balls in her left hand. She grasped his turgid shaft in her right and lowered her mouth onto his glans, licking them like they were a lollipop. Helena swirled her tongue over Adam's glans for several minutes as she gently massaged his full, heavy balls and slowly jacked his enormous throbbing shaft. The veins on Adam's dick bulged and pulsed as Helena licked and stroked, which stoked Helena's desires, and she released Adam's balls to delve her fingers between her thighs to finger her sweltering pussy.
"You're almost as good at sucking a cock as your sissy son is," Adam said, teasing Helena.
Helene refused to rise to the bait, and instead, turned her head and took Adam into her mouth. Adam groaned as Helena's wet, warm mouth slid down his pole, and his cock entered her throat. He groaned again when he felt Helena's lips against his groin.
"I take it back," Adam panted. "You are the best ever!"
Helena felt Adam's hands clasp her head, and she smiled. By gently pushing and pulling on his hips, she encouraged him to fuck her throat. Knowing that Helena was primarily a Domme, and only submitted to bulls when the mood took her, he began tentatively. Helena's passive response encouraged Adam to use more force. Then, when she moaned softly around his cock, Adam threw caution to the wind, and ravaged Helena's throat. He pounded his abdomen against her nose and lips, trying to drive his cock out the back of her head.
Helena's delighted gluck, gluck, gluck sounds encouraged Adam even more, and he fucked her throat mercilessly until with a savage roar, he unloaded into her greedily sucking mouth. He let Helena swallow the first spurts before pulling out and plastering her face with his thick, sticky cum. His semen splattered over Helena's forehead, eyes, and nose, dripping down to fall on her tight A-cup breasts.
"Clean me, sissy," Helena ordered.
Adam lay on the bed as Helena turned to face her son. His dick throbbing despite being caged, Kennedy crawled to Helena and used his lips and tongue to remove Adan's sperm from his Mistress. He lavished attention on her pert, conical nipples, which caused Helena to smile indulgently. It also added to her arousal, and by the time she was clean, her pussy ached to be filled. She looked at Adam. He reclined on her bed, idly stroking his long, thick cock. Her avaricious stare caused it to inflate, and its head raised, looking all purple and angry.
"My ass first," Helena demanded. "Sissy, get us ready."
"Yes, Mistress." Kennedy obeyed eagerly, moving behind his Mistress and opening her ass cheeks to remove the plug. He placed it on the dresser and then spread Helena's buttocks again. Kennedy probed his tongue into her ass, letting his spit flow and ensuring he had lubricated her properly. Satisfied Helena's ass was ready, Kennedy climbed onto the bed between Adam's lewdly splayed legs.
Adam released his dick and placed his hands behind his head. One of the many things he enjoyed when playing with Helena was how well trained her sissies were. True to form, Kennedy gobbled Adam's cock down and liberally coated it with saliva. Then he got off the bed and helped his mother to stand on it with her feet on either side of Adam's body. Kennedy grabbed Adam's cock, and when Helena bent her knees to lower herself down, he held her hip and guided her ass onto Adam's enormous, throbbing dick.
"Oof!" Helen grunted as her knot opened and accepted her bull's cock into it.
Helena's ass met Adam's pubis, and she smiled at him happily before leaning back. With her hands balanced on Adam's knees, Helena pushed on her heels, lifting herself along his sturdy 8+-inch pole. Adam, fascinated, watched his shaft reappearing from and then disappearing into Helena's extremely tight rear. The sight sent him careering towards an early orgasm. However, Kennedy realised his Mistress lagged behind on the climb to their peaks, and he took things into his own hands. Literally. He moved to where he could reach his Mistress's pussy and breasts. Then he eased his middle finger onto her clit and manipulated it as he circled her tiny, taut, conical nipples with the index finger on his other hand.
Helena's eyes closed, delighted by her son's adroit manipulation of her pleasure spots. Her climb to her peak quickened, and she reached there when Kennedy's finger slid into her cunt. He finger-banged Helena, ensuring his digit smacked Helena's clit with every forceful thrust. She was so close to leaping from her peak, but she hadn't quite gotten there when she opened her eyes and saw that Adam watched her. He was amused, and Helena grinned back at him, unashamed that she needed her son's help to reach the summit of her climax.
A sudden salacious thought entered her mind. "Can I ride my sissy while you fuck my ass?" She asked.
Adam shook his head. "Get on your hands and knees with your sissy underneath you. You can remove his cage and suck him while he eats your cunt and uses his mouth to lubricate my cock."
Typically, a man's refusal to do what she asked irritated Helena, and she'd use her caustic tongue to rip him a new asshole. However, when her bulls visited, Helena became quite submissive. So she lowered her eyes and nodded. Kennedy took her silence as acquiescence, and he got on the bed with his feet on the pillows. Helena got on the bed and crawled up his body until his dick was under the mouth. She removed his cage key from her drawer and released her son's lengthy dick. It roared to its full girth, and he moaned appreciatively when Helena took it in her mouth.
Being a good, obedient sissy, Kennedy kept his eyes open, and when Adam's thick cock and enormous balls loomed over his face, he grabbed its shaft and guided its head into his mouth. He slathered saliva over Adam's cock until he was sure it was adequately lubricated. Then he released it from his mouth and guided the head onto Helena's tiny dark star. Adam pulled her back roughly, splitting her knot open, and slamming into her taut buttocks, his gigantic dick buried to the hilt in Helena's ass.
Kennedy looked at the dick buried in Helena's ass enviously. Not that he wanted it to be him fucking his mother's spectacular bottom but more that he thought that earlier, he was finally going to feel a flesh cock ejaculating into his colon for the first time. His sister had a strap-on with a hollow tube to a reservoir that spat fake cum when she pressed a button. But as pleasurable as that was, Kennedy knew that feeling a real man's dick squirting over his prostate would be magnitudes more exciting. He hoped Adam fucked him before he went home.
Adam gripped Helena's taut buttocks tightly and pushed her forward until only his cock's tip remained in her dark passage. Then he ripped her back as he simultaneously smacked her bottom. The twin cracks echoed through the room, and drove Helena to her peak quickly. Her son's tongue bathing her clit exploded her from her peak, and with a scream fit to shatter windows, Helena announced her orgasm to the world.
Adam hadn't cum yet, and he pushed Helena off his cock and flipped her onto her back. He hesitated long enough for Kennedy to use his mouth and tongue to clean his cock before he leapt on Helena and rammed his meaty dick into her sopping cunt.
"Hold your Mistress's ankles back over her head and apart," Adam commanded. "Then lower your balls onto her face so she can lick and suck them if she wants."
Kennedy did as he asked and then gasped when Adam pulled out and then rammed his dick back into Kennedy's Mistress's ass instead of her pussy like he expected. Instinct took over, and ignoring his mother's lips on his balls, Kennedy released one ankle and leant forward so he could reach her pussy. Placing his fingers on either side of her labia, Kennedy rubbed vigorously and dipped his fingers into Helena's vulva. To Adam and Kennedy's delight, Helena crested again, screaming her appreciation to the ceiling.
"Almost there," Adam grunted as he pounded Helena's delectably tight ass. "Get ready to suck me off."
Kennedy shuffled back so he could lean further over. He was just in time because with a roar, Adam pulled out of Helena's cunt, grabbed the back of Kennedy's head, and slammed his dick into his mouth. Adam ejaculated immediately, squirting thick ropes of sticky semen down the young man's throat. Kennedy swallowed every spurt, delighting in accepting a lover's cum for the first time.
"Good sissy," Adam said warmly. "Use your mouth and fingers to stoke your Mistress' fires until I'm ready to go again."
The rest of the night passed in a similar fashion. Kennedy's only regret was that Adam didn't fuck and cum in him, although he did take Adam's cock up his ass several times. At around 2:00 a.m., Adam sent Kennedy to the pallet at the foot of the bed to sleep. Then he fucked Helena slowly and forcefully a last time before they, too, slept.
After a torrid night acting as Janey's slave, Brian woke up with her straddling him and riding his cage-atrophied cock. He smiled with smug satisfaction. From several years of never having his dick inside anywhere other than a man's ass or mouth or a woman's mouth or hand, to sticking it in Jenny, Helena, and Janey, all in only a few days. The biggest surprise had been being allowed to fuck his Mistress again. Brian realised he'd be given more opportunities to fuck some pussy if he continued doing his sissy duties exemplarily. He vowed to renew his efforts to be the best sissy he could be.



Janey climaxed, and then permitted him to cum inside her. She made him use his mouth and tongue to clean her, but that was typical and expected, so Brian did so willingly if not happily. When Janey was clean, Brian got up and made her breakfast before showering and dressing for work.
At that time of the morning, the commute to his office from Janey's place was nearly seventy-five minutes, so he had plenty of time to reminisce about his journey to becoming Helena's sissy. He sighed again as he realised how easily she'd led him to that role and how willingly he'd participated in his sissification. At the time, all he could see was that he was living every red-blooded fantasy--he was having sex with multiple women simultaneously, and they willingly had sex with each other at the same time.
Chapter 14: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 5.
After Helena left, Brian took the stockings off before dressing for golf. He tried several polo shirts before he found one loose enough to hide that he was wearing a bra. Fortunately, he'd grown accustomed to wearing panties, and the brassiere didn't distract him to the same extent the panties had the previous week. Therefore, his form returned, and he scored well. shooting several shots under his handicap. Not only did he clean up his bets with his playing partners, he won the daily event, too. He celebrated with his mates, eating dinner at the club and drinking until the club closed for the night. He caught the last courtesy bus home and slept like a log.
Brian woke on Sunday morning. The first thing he noticed was that he wasn't as horny as he'd been the previous week. He put it down to how much sex he'd had on Friday night and Saturday morning. Brian got up and peed before putting on the panties he'd washed during his shower the previous night. He'd gotten used to the pair Helena had bought him, which were a cotton blend. However, Shelley's silky pair added a higher level of sensation, and they caused his poor caged dick to throb despite being soft.
Brian wandered around his kitchen, making coffee and toast wearing only Shelley's panties. He marvelled at how good they felt on his groin and then remembered how much he liked how his legs felt in the stockings. Brian picked them up from where he'd dumped them when he got ready for golf and examined them. He scrunched them up as Helena had shown him, and awkwardly rolled them up his legs. It took a bit of fiddling with his back to the mirror before he got the seam straight, and when he had, he took a photo and emailed it to Helena. He received a smiley face in return.
After eating, Brian put on the bra and slip and examined himself in the mirror. A weird emotion came over him, and he searched for something to put in the bra to simulate breasts. He discovered that a pair of his socks kind of worked. He Googled creating false breasts and discovered two options. Brian didn't have any rice or foot stockings, but he had condoms. He filled two with cold water and put them inside his bra. Shivering, he took them out and broke them open before throwing them away. He got two more and filled those with warm water.
Brian looked in the mirror, and his cock lurched. From the neck down, he looked like a tall, slender woman with generous C-cup breasts. The bulge of his cage ruined the silhouette, and he experimented with trying to hide it. The only thing that worked was to push his caged cock and balls back behind his thighs. So despite the pain, he did that. Brian checked his reflection again and muttered, "I understand what Helena gets out of this. My body looks pretty damn sexy. If I met a woman with a figure like this, I'd probably try to pick her up even if she was a butterface (nice body, but her face!)."
Brian liked how he looked so much that he stayed at home and wore it all day. It was only when he needed to go to bed to be rested for work that he took the condoms out of the bra and split them so the water emptied. He looked in the packet and made a mental note to buy more before coming home tomorrow. He got in the shower and decided he'd shave his armpits and around his cock cage. His legs and arms felt alright, so he ignored them. He was thankful his job required long sleeves and trousers, which hid that he'd removed his body hair.
Despite still being horny, Brian slept much better that night, and he woke up feeling refreshed. His dick throbbed, trying to erect into its typical morning glory piss-fat. He sighed and went to the bathroom to relieve his bladder. Brian learned that standing and peeing through his cage often meant the stream hit the cage and splattered everywhere. So, glad there were no witnesses, he sat and peed. "Sitting like a bitch," he muttered unhappily. His thoughts perked up when he realised that what he was doing ensured he'd have a three-girl foursome in just five days. "Who gives a fuck if I have to piss like a bitch if I get to fuck three sluts simultaneously?" He said, still muttering.
Because inner-city parking was prohibitively expensive, Brian caught a bus into town where his firm was. He walked up his street to his stop and got on his usual bus. His eyes surreptitiously wandered over the girls as they typically did. But there was a difference. Now, he compared them to Helena and even, to a lesser extent, Shelley. In his mind, none of the girls could hold a candle to the woman who had crashed so forcefully into his life, and there was perhaps only one he'd swap Shelley for. That woman resembled Helena. She was tall, angular, and severe looking with long black hair and pert, high-standing breasts similar to Helena's.
'Fuck, I've got it bad!' Brian mused as his dick throbbed. Friday night had been the highlight of his sex life so far, and he knew the upcoming Friday would be even better.
Brian walked from the Queen Street bus stop to his office tower, intensely aware of his stocking-covered legs. The effect wasn't as pronounced because his trousers interfered with the delicious whisk-whisk of the nylons rubbing together. However, he still found the feeling extremely erotic, and his balls ached with unrequited arousal. Luckily for Brian, when he took his position behind his computer screen and began his daily trades, his professionalism took over, and he completed his tasks perfectly. By the day's end, his trades had earned a near-record amount and were the best of the firm's by far.
The four senior partners recognised the excellence of his day's work, and towards the day's end, they invited him into the boardroom. A glass of Glen Livet whiskey greeted him as he sat at the table. Chris Savage, the firm's founder, tipped his glass in Brian's direction and took a sip and said, "You've had a spectacular last few weeks, Brian. Returns forty percent above what is expected and twenty-three percent above the next best, which happens to be me."
"I had no idea, Sir," Brian replied modestly. He was honestly surprised.
"Something's changed, Brian," Chris continued. "You seem more focused and less distracted by pussy. Is there a new woman in your life?"
"I have been seeing someone regularly," Brian admitted. "It's too early to know if she's the one, though."
"Okay. I won't pry any further. But another month of these results, and we'll offer you a partnership."
"Thank you, Sir," Brian said respectfully. "I'm pleased my efforts have been noticed."
"Keep up the good work," Chris said dismissively.
Brian knew that was his cue to leave, so he replaced the whiskey untouched, stood and left.
Chris watched him go and turned to Mike Alberts, his supervisor. "Go over today's trades and ensure they're legitimate. Also, see if you can understand what he saw to make these trades and tell me if he truly is gifted, or if this is just some lucky streak."
Brian considered the conversation during his bus ride home. He'd been aware his trades were profitable but hadn't realised by just how much they were. To have topped the trades for even a day as the youngest and newest broker was quite an achievement. Was Helena correct? Was Chris? Was he so wrapped up in chasing pussy previously that it affected his ability to do his job? He'd stopped flirting with the female staff because what was the point when his dick was in chastity? Had his flirting become pursuit, and was that interfering with his day's work? Brian didn't think so previously, but perhaps the proof was in the pudding--his performance had improved since Helena had caged his dick and made him think about anything other than sex and the opposite gender.
Brian got off at his stop without reaching a conclusion. Opening his front door, he stared around at the sparse furniture and empty spaces. Without the constant pursuit of sex, his life felt shallow. No, he corrected himself. His life was shallow because all he did was watch porn and chase pussy. But what was there to do when he couldn't do that?
That brought Brian to another realisation: He really didn't have that many friends. He had work colleagues that, because he was competing against them for the senior partner's favour, he wasn't interested in having as friends. Golfing buddies who were fun to play a round and, afterwards, have a few drinks with, but weren't people he'd typically hang with, especially now they were married or in a relationship. And then there were the guys he went to uni with. Those guys were split between those who still partied like they were undergrads, and those who had become boring family men. Neither group were the people Brian liked to spend time with. But where did that leave him?
Confused, Brian undressed and got in the shower. He didn't want to wash Shelley's panties because he loved her smell on them, but his sweaty balls overlaid that delicious aroma. Wrinkling his nose in disgust, Brian washed the panties and hung them on the towel rack to dry. He checked the bra, slip and stockings. They were fine. After his shower, Brian remained naked for a time, but his deal with Helena was that he'd wear the bra, slip and panties for the rest of the week except in the shower or in bed, where he could take off the bra.
Putting those items back on relieved his guilt, and he chose to put the stockings on, too. Walking around his house, feeling the silk stockings on his legs and hearing the soft whisk-whisk as he walked excited Brian again, and he returned to his bedroom where the full-length mirror was. He looked at his reflection and felt disappointed that his bulging caged cock ruined his smooth outline. Brian, despite the pain of stretched balls, forced has cage between his thighs to hide its bulge. A guilty thrill washed over his body when he turned back and saw his smooth, flat groin.
Still, he wasn't as thrilled with his appearance as he had been the previous day. Realising it was his flat chest, Brian retrieved the condom packet he'd purchased during his lunch break. He waited until the water ran warm, and then filled two until they looked approximately the same. They went into his bra cups, and he adjusted them until they looked natural. Another thrill ran through him when he rechecked his appearance in the bedroom mirror. Brian stared at his reflection, wondering if he dared to buy a dress. You know? Just to see how it would look.
His aching balls reminded Brian he was only dressing like this to please Helena and for no other reason. Feeling guilty and dirty for considering buying a dress, Brian took the water-filled condoms out, broke them in the sink, and tossed them out. He slunk away from the mirror, mortified, and wondering what the fuck he was becoming. "You're not a fag!" He said to himself. "Stop dressing like one!" The enticing whisk-whisk as he hurried to his lounge mocked him.
After a restless night where Helena haunted his dreams in a most erotic fashion, Brian woke up with sandy eyes and feeling like he'd tied one on the previous night. Brian drank only after golf and when he went out. His father and grandfather had problems with alcohol, and Brian thought two generations of problem drinkers were enough. On the rare occasions he hosted at home, he bought alcohol for that night. Although his grandfather was known to get punchy when he drank, his father only got emotionally and verbally abusive. Either way, Brian didn't want to be that guy.
What made his dreams worse was that in all of them, he was with her cross-dressed. The recurring one that jolted him from sleep was him on his hands and knees and Helena behind him, wearing a strap-on. She was preparing to fuck his ass. Brian feared it wasn't a dream but a prophecy instead.
Brian ate his toast and drank two cups of coffee before dragging himself up the hill to catch the bus to work. His mind felt fogged all day, and he was surprised, nay, shocked, to see his trades had topped the sheets for the second day running. Chris Savage stopped by to pat his shoulder and give him an 'atta boy'. He left the office for home, wondering if Helena caging him and forcing him to become chaste didn't have some merit. Brian discovered more of the female staff talked to him since Helena had put him into chastity, and more than a few actively flirted. Brian didn't know what to make of that. He chased, and they weren't interested. He remained aloof and polite, and they wanted to talk to him.
The big-titted blonde receptionist gushed, "Have a good night, Mr Parker," when he smiled at her on his way out. She'd rolled her eyes and looked away every other time he tried to talk to her. Brian didn't know what to make of that either.
On his way to the bus stop, Brian passed a clothing retailer who had several dresses on a rack outside the store. He had no idea about women's sizes, but comparing them to his shirts, he saw a mid-length dark blue dress he thought would fit him. Putting his fear and embarrassment aside, Brian took twenty dollars from his wallet, grabbed the dress, and went inside.
"This is my girlfriend's favourite colour," he told the sales assistant. "I'm not sure what her dress size is, though. Do you think it'll fit her?"
"I have no idea," the assistant said drily. "How tall is your girlfriend? What does she weigh?"
"Oh," Brian replied, blushing. He realised just how inane his question was. "Umm, I guess she's about my height. A bit thinner, though."
The assistant took the dress from Brian. She had a good idea he was buying it for himself, something that happened so often that she was no longer surprised. She checked the size and said, "This is a fourteen (American size 10). I'd guess she'll need a sixteen."
Knowing he'd been caught but maintaining the charade, Brian asked, "Do you have one in that size?"
"Only if there's one on the rack." She walked over and discovered there was one of the same style, but it was dark green. She took it off the rack and held it up. "This one is the same but in green. It's the right size, though."
"I'm sure she'll love it," Brian said hurriedly. He just wanted to get out of there. The assistant knew he was buying a dress for himself, and Brian could have died of embarrassment.
"Yes, I'm sure she will." The assistant rang up the sale, put the dress in a plain bag and gave it to Brian. "Is there anything else I can help you with?"
"No, thanks." Brian almost ran out of the store.
The assistant watched him go. She thought, 'Such a hunk! Shame he's a cross-dressing poofter!'
Brian was sure everyone on the bus knew he'd just bought a dress for himself to wear. He thought their looks were knowingly amused that a guy would buy a dress to wear. Of course, he knew it was only his imagination, but that didn't stop his face from flushing with embarrassment every time someone caught his eye. The few girls who noticed his blush assumed he was sporting an embarrassing erection. A few tried to see how big it was. The men didn't notice at all.
The bus got to his stop, and he got off, grateful to be away from the imagined stares. With his heart pounding, Brian entered his home. He stripped off and got in the shower. After shaving from head to toe, he put Shelley's panties on, followed by the pink bra and then the stockings, which had laddered. Brian wondered if he was brave enough to purchase another pair. After his earlier experience, he thought not. Two warm, water-filled condoms created the illusion of breasts. Then, because he had the dress, he left the slip off and tried to put on the dress.
It didn't go. Brian examined it and discovered the back zip. He pulled that down and tried again. Success! Then, disaster! He couldn't reach to do up the zip. Brian wondered how women managed it. He tried a Google search. Grinning at people's ingenuity, he took off the dress and ran a piece of string through the zipper's hole. Holding the string, he put the dress back on and used the string to pull the zip up and then released an end so he could remove the string.
Excited, Brian turned to face the mirror. He pulled a face at the unshapely bulge in the dress's front and lifted the dress to push his cage behind his thighs. Pulling the dress hem back down, Brian turned to the mirror. He thought, 'If I ignore my face, I make a hot-looking girl! The condom breasts give my body a really sexy shape. Shit! I'd pick up a bird with a body this good despite its face.' He wanted to masturbate, thinking about being a woman, but of course, the cock cage prevented that. However, he felt good dressed as he was, so he decided to remain that way for the evening.
Hunger sent Brian to the phone to order pizza. He placed his order and received the usual 'thirty minutes or it's free' speech. He looked down and wondered if he dared greet the delivery driver as he was. The answer was a resounding "no!" But Brian also didn't want to go through the hassle of undressing and then dressing again just to receive his pizza. He thought for several minutes before realising he could pull the condom inserts out and pull his sweatsuit on. He waited until close to when he expected the driver and then did that. Brian felt weird talking to the man wearing a dress and lingerie, even if they were hidden. However, Brian was also aware he'd have had a hard-on if his dick wasn't locked away. That was even weirder.
After he'd eaten, Brian thought Helena would like a picture of him in his new dress. Or at least he hoped she would. He considered whether to take one and upload it to his computer or not. After careful thought, Brian stood before his mirror and held the digital camera so it obscured his face. He took several photos before opening his computer and uploading them. He chose one where his cock cage bulge showed and one where he'd tucked it away. Taking a deep, nervous breath, Brian emailed them to Helena.
A few minutes later, his phone rang. Brian looked and saw it was Helena, and he answered quickly. "Stay as you are. I'm coming over. Be there in about twenty minutes." She hung up before Brian could answer.
Twenty-five minutes later, there was a knock at his front door. He opened it, and Helena and Shelley jumped him. They dragged him to his bedroom and had his cage off in a second. Shelley held Brian's hands above his head and then trapped them there with her chubby thighs when she lowered her blazing pussy onto his face. Brian slashed his tongue over it before vociferously groaning as Helena's super-tight, sopping cunt descended onto his throbbing member.
'Jaysus!' Brian thought incoherently. 'Whooda thunk dressing like a woman would get you an immediate threesome?' His mind selected a random number, and he doubled it over and over to ensure he lasted until Helena orgasmed.
Shelley climaxed first. Her heat and wetness showed how hot she was, and it took less than five minutes before she squealed and gushed womanly liquids over Brian's face. She didn't stop thrashing her hips back and forth, though. She climbed towards another peak.



After another squealed orgasm, Shelley slid off Brian's face. "Help me tie him up," she said, panting.
Helena lifted off Brian's cock, and the two women muscled Brian further down the bed. They tied rope around his wrists and his wrists above his head to the headboard. Then they grabbed Brian's ankles and lifted them until they could tie his ankles to his wrists.
Shelley pulled Brian's balls and rampant dick through his thighs and then got on the bed. Facing away from him, she grasped his hard cock, spread her legs wide apart and patted her clit.
Helena chuckled and moved between Shelley's salaciously spread thighs. Brian felt her warm, wet tongue washing his balls and gliding over his shaft's base as Shelley bounced up and down on his lengthy pole. Brian could not believe this position. It gave him an uninterrupted view of his dick entering and exiting Shelley's drooling pussy. Her juices flowed so swiftly, and Shelley bounced so vigorously that Brian almost expected her secretions to splash as her voluptuous ass smacked against his perineum.
Shelley's third orgasm hit with another loud squeal. Brian could wait no longer, and his body thrashed as his climax exploded from his dick. His ass clenched again, ready to spurt another load into Shelley's gripping pussy. But just as it did, pain exploded in his balls. It felt like someone had punched them! The sudden pain merged with his orgasmic pleasure and somehow heightened it. He roared with combined joy and pain, and then roared again as another blow pummelled his balls.
The mixture of pain and pleasure overloaded Brian's synapses, and he momentarily passed from the world. His confused mind informed him he'd just had the best orgasm of his life while his aching balls told another story. Brian's kidneys ached, and he felt a little sick to the stomach. However, a soft mouth surrounded his glans, and a gentle hand pumped his shaft. Another pair of lips kissed his throbbing balls and a soft tongue bathed them. Brian's libido instantly reignited, and he sighed luxuriantly when Helena stood and lowered her scalding pussy onto his rock-hard tool.
Brian looked up at his girlfriend happily. She grinned back at him and started bouncing on his pole. Brian winced when a hand gripped his sack, separating his balls from his shaft and squeezing them firmly enough to be painful. Helena's hands were on his ankles, so he knew the other had to belong to Shelley. Again, the pure pleasure of Helena's scaldingly hot, soaking wet cunt riding his rampant erection clashed with the pain Shelley elicited from his balls. But Brian quickly discovered that a piquant amount of pain associated with immense pleasure served only to heighten the pleasure. It was too much, and with another wall-shaking roar, he ejaculated into Helena's slippery quim.
Helena didn't complain, but when his dick wilted and fell from her pussy before she reached her crest, she moved higher and undid his legs before lowering them and sitting on his face. Used to this by now, Brian slashed his tongue around her cum-drooling entrance and stabbed it inside her pussy. Helena gripped him to her pussy by his hair and rode his face mercilessly.
Brian felt his legs being parted and instinctively lifted his knees. He felt a hand grip his balls again, and he tensed, thinking it would cause him pain again. However, instead of pain, a warm, wet mouth took his cock inside it. The hand massaged his balls gently as the tongue rekindled his erection. Having already had two orgasms, Brian remained in control, and he relished servicing Helena's squelching cunt as Shelley sucked as cock and massaged his balls. When he felt Shelley's finger probing along his perineum, Brian wanted to complain, but as the old song goes, "It's hard to say I love you when you're sitting on my face!"
The finger rimmed his rosebud before easing slightly inside. Brian squirmed, trying to get the finger out of his ass, but to no avail. He wanted to throw Helena off and yell he wasn't into that 'gay ass stuff' but so much of what Helena had done to him turned out to be spectacularly exciting, so he tried to relax and allow the finger in. Then the finger found something inside him, and Brian's entire body thrashed like he'd been shocked electrically.
"What the!" He exclaimed into Helena's pussy.
The finger probed and hit that spot again. Brian's balls tried to contract against his shaft, but the hand holding them prevented it. The sensation emanating from the spot in his bottom shocked Brian. He thought confusedly, 'I'm not gay. Why does having a finger in my ass feel so good?' Then his mind guiltily added, 'If a finger feels that good, what does a cock feel like?' He tossed that thought away immediately.
The mouth on his dick sucked more insistently as Shelley bobbed her head up and down quickly. Her finger probed that same spot, and Brian couldn't control his orgasm. Surprised, overwhelmed, and confused by what he thought was a gay response to having his ass fingered, Brian roared as his semen sprayed into Shelley's greedily sucking mouth.
The girls got off him and sat. They studied him, grateful his wrists remained tied. Men often became violent when they felt their masculinity being questioned.
"What the fuck was that?" He asked loudly.
"That, lover, was a P-spot orgasm. A prostate orgasm. It's similar to the G-spot ones I showed you how to give to me," Helena replied smugly.
Steam almost literally poured from Brian's ears. "I'm not a fucking faggot! Why are you dressing me like one and doing gay stuff with my ass?"
"First of all, lover. Back the attitude way the fuck back or we'll leave you dressed like a girl and tied to your bed. Second, you dressed yourself. Third, no one is making you do a damned fucking thing. You're choosing to do it because it gets you laid by the hottest bitch you know and you get threesomes. And fourth, how many fucking times do I have to tell you it turns me on?"
"Me too," Shelley chirped.
Helena continued. "I didn't have to grab Shelley and come over and fuck you! Trust me, I can line up thirty guys who will willingly cross-dress for me. I chose you. Now, asshole. Do you want to apologise for the attitude or do Shelley and I leave you tied to the bed and go home?"
Brian realised his objections were ridiculous. Sure, Helena was almost as tall as him, but he outweighed her by probably thirty-five kilograms. He'd bet he could bench press or deadlift twice what she could. Therefore, she was correct. She wasn't forcing him to do anything. He was doing it to himself because, gulp; he loved her and wanted to make her happy. Plus, although she'd made him do sexual stuff he'd never considered, she'd also given him better orgasms than he'd ever had, and here he was on a Tuesday night, having a threesome with a woman she'd brought to his bed. None of his friends could say their girlfriends did anything remotely similar.
The anger ran out of him. "You're right," he admitted. "I'm being an ass, and I apologise."
"You're forgiven. Brian, I appreciate you doing these things for me, and the dress was an unexpected delight. We'll see you on Friday night. Don't worry about dinner because we'll bring stuff to make it here." She glared at him. "I'll release you, but if you become violent, I'll have you charged with rape and ensure bull queers take you roughly when you're in jail."
"I won't," Brian replied.
Helena undid his wrist ties, kissed him, and left. Brian watched her go, rubbing his wrists. He thought, 'Never a dull moment!' Then he looked at the clock, sighed, and undressed. After taking another shower, he put on the pair of panties Shelley had left behind and got into bed. Sleep came quickly.
Chapter 15: Present Day 8.
Kennedy's eyes opened. Helena's room smelled heavily of sex, stale cum and pussy juice. His mouth tasted the same. No light shone through the blinds, so it wasn't quite dawn yet. Moving quietly, Kennedy slipped out of Helena's bedroom and into the bathroom. He showered before brushing his teeth. Returning to his room, Kennedy put his cock cage on and dressed in a basic white smock dress, a bra, and bikini-cut panties. Going to the kitchen, the young man started breakfast. He wasn't sure what Adam would want, but he made acai fruit bowls for his Mistresses.
Once he had the coffee brewing, Kennedy sat at the kitchen table and considered the previous night. Technically, he was still a virgin because he hadn't penetrated a pussy with his cock yet. However, that and not having a man cum in his ass were the last sexual experiences he had yet to have. Kennedy thought about his life. He knew his schoolmates would tease and bully him mercilessly if they knew he dressed as a girl at home and that he had incestuous sex with his mother and sister. The teasing would be even worse if they knew he willingly sucked cocks and took them up his ass. However, he also knew his classmates were immature and juvenile compared to him. His Mistress gave him far more responsibility and freedom than any of his classmates, with only Angie Maddison the possible exception.
Kennedy realised he knew more about sex than almost all teenagers and could easily please any girl or woman he dated because his mother and sister had taught him to look after their needs first before worrying about his. His Mistresses rewarded him by allowing him to cum after he'd quenched their desires. Which meant that, unlike other boys his age, Kennedy had magnificent staying power. He figured that he also got more sex than the rest of his male classmates combined.
Kennedy reviewed his role as Helena's sissy the previous night. Overall, he thought he'd performed his duties well. Even the parts like fingering his Mistress's pussy as Adam fucked her ass he'd ad-libbed went well.
Haley entered the kitchen first, dressed for her uni class. He poured her coffee and brought her acai bowl to her seat at the breakfast bench.
She asked, "How did last night go, sissy?"
"It went well, I believe," Kennedy replied, smiling at her thoughtful question.
"Do you think you're ready to serve a Mistress full-time?"
"I could do it," Kennedy replied thoughtfully. "But I'm not ready for something permanent yet. I want to ensure I have the education necessary to ensure I have a well-paying job in case things go south with my Mistress before I make a permanent commitment."
"Good thinking, sissy," Haley said warmly. "I can't imagine Helena kicking Brian out. But if she did, he'd still have his brokerage firm and be able to live comfortably."
Kennedy looked at the clock. If Helena was going to make her job on time, she needed to be up. He left the kitchen to wake her. Upon entering her bedroom, Kennedy heard the unmistakable sound of a woman being forcefully rogered from behind. The sounds emanated from the same direction as the shower water, so Kennedy knew his Mistress was up. He felt envious that Helena had Adam's cock again, but he tamped that feeling down and returned to his room to change for school.
It was his gym and afternoon sports day, so he fetched his cage key from his mother's drawers and took it to Haley. "May I be released for sports day, Mistress, please?"
"Of course," Haley replied, doing the deed. "I can drop you at school on my way to uni if you wish?"
"That would be great!"
"Done deal then. Get changed, have your breakfast, and we'll get going."
Kennedy's face fell. "Oh. I should wait to see what Adam wants to eat before I leave."
"Nah, it's cool. Helena will want to make his breakfast, anyway." Kennedy hesitated, but Haley assured him, "Even if Helena is upset you're not here, I'll clear it with her and say I ordered you to come with me."
They discussed Kennedy's session with Adam and Helena on their way to Kennedy's school. Haley agreed with Kennedy's assessment that he'd done well and thought Helena would give him more opportunities in the future. She commiserated with Kennedy about still being a virgin, even if it was only technically. She didn't offer to fuck him to fix that problem because although they could do everything else, vaginal sex was off the table. He had the same rule with Mistress Helena.
Meanwhile, back at their home, Helena had fed Adam and sent him home. She got her acai bowl from the fridge and made coffee. Helena realised Kennedy must have left with his sister. She wasn't concerned because she knew he wouldn't do that unless Haley said it was okay. She smiled proudly as she recalled the previous night and her son's performance as her sissy bull fluffer. Even though Kennedy was only eighteen, he was already as skilled as his father. But starting them early ensured that. She thought about the mess the world was in and shook her head regretfully. If Ivanna had done her job and dominated The Donald, he would never have been president because he'd have been too busy servicing her needs. However, she shuddered, imagining an America with Hillary in control.
Helena looked at the clock on the wall and realised she had plenty of time to get to the QUT, where she worked. Her first appointment with a student wasn't until 9:00 a.m., and with the chancellor absent, there wouldn't be the typical faculty meeting. With Kennedy's development as a bull-fluffing sissy accelerating, her thoughts returned to her early days with his father. Breaking Brian had been the most challenging and rewarding thing she'd ever done. Successfully doing it while completing her teaching degree and PhD was a minor miracle in itself.
Chapter 16: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 6.
"I can't believe how hot Brian looked in his dress!" Shelley said, gushing as she drove them back from Brian's place to Helena's sister's place.
Shelley, Helena, and her sister were in the middle of a lesbian fuck-fest when Brian sent the photo. It was only because Helena hadn't shut Outlook down on her computer that she'd heard the message 'ping'. Computers and messaging were still new and exciting in those days, so she extricated herself from her lovers' embrace, and checked her email.
"Oh, wow!" She'd exclaimed. "Have a look at this, guys!"
The other two got off the bed reluctantly.
Janey looked at the photo, shrugged and said, "Some poofter in a dress. Whoop-de-shit!"
However, Shelley and Helena exchanged meaningful glances, their pussies frothing over the image. Helena snatched her phone and texted her sissy project that they were on the way over.
"I can't believe how quickly he's becoming a sissy," Helena said drily. "You made a good start in introducing him to CBT. I thought he'd object for sure. But he seemed to enjoy it."
"What's the plan for Friday?" Shelley asked.
"We bring food to cook to Brian's place, sissify him, fuck him, torture his balls, fuck him in the ass with our strap-ons and then go home. If he calls on Saturday, I've found my husband. If he doesn't, I dump him and move on."
"I like your plan," Shelley said, sniggering.
Friday evening saw the three girls, Helena, Janey, and Shelley, in Shelley's car, on their way to Brian's place. They stopped at a Chinese takeaway near his house and bought plenty of food for that night and probably tomorrow. After discussing her plans with her sister, Helena changed them. Instead of feminising Brian and staying in, the girls planned to dress him all girlie and make him accompany them to The Wickham in The Valley. Janey thought the chance to fuck three women simultaneously was enough to ensure Brian's compliance.
Janey, who had dated several cross-dressers, had dropped by Shoes of Hollywood, a store that specialised in larger shoe sizes and clothing for cross-dressers. She'd bought a long, wavy reddish-brown wig and a pair of heels she thought would fit. She'd also bought several quite revealing dresses to put Brian in. All three girls' pussies were foaming at the thought of feminising Helena's boyfriend and humiliating him by dragging him out into public. All three had brought their strap-ons; Brian's ass was in for a torrid time that night.
Brian opened his door. He wore just the bra, panties, and slip Helena had given him. The girls grabbed his hands and dragged him back inside and to his kitchen, where Shelley grabbed his ass and kissed him passionately. She handed him to Helena, who did the same, and then she introduced her sister. "Brian, this is my actual sister, Janey. Janey, my man Brian."
Brian examined Janey. This time there was no doubt this was Helena's sister. They looked too similar to be anything else. Brian thought they could wear each other's clothing, even though their hair colouring was different. Helena had raven-black locks that fell in straight lines to her waist. Janey's was shorter, only to her shoulders, and a wavy, reddish-brown. Janey was perhaps a kilo or two heavier than her sister, with breasts a tad smaller and hips slightly wider.
Brian felt an almost irresistible need to kneel, but he controlled that instinct and took her hand in his instead. He kissed the back of her hand and said, "Pleased to meet you, Janey. You look as ravishing as your sister."
Janey turned to her sister. "Oh, he's a charmer." She turned back. "Flattery will get you exactly what you were going to get anyway. Stop ogling and get plates and forks out."
Brian blushed, not realising that he and Janey had similar thoughts simultaneously. His was, 'I'll definitely take a swing at that if things go south with Helena.' Hers was, 'If Helena dumps him, I'm calling him.'
Trying to act cool, Brian got plates and forks out. Helena opened the containers, and they mixed and matched the various meals until everyone had generous helpings of each dish. They sat at Brian's kitchen table. Brian looked at the three beauties surrounding him and couldn't believe his luck. He stood long enough to open the bottle of wine he'd bought for the occasion and got himself a beer. Returning to the table, he grimaced when Helena took the beer off him and put it back in the fridge.
In a portent of what was to come, she grinned at him avariciously and said, "Wine for the girls." She handed him the glass she'd gotten when she put his beer away.
Brian thought of arguing, but Brian's mum raised no fools, so he shut up and accepted the glass.
After they'd eaten, Helena took the lead. She grabbed Brian by his cock cage and dragged him off the chair and to the bathroom. She unlocked his cage and threw it into the basin. After telling him to strip and setting the water temperature, she pushed him under the water and undressed herself. Brian's eyes bulged when he saw that Janey and Shelley were both already naked. There wasn't enough room in the cubicle for the four of them, but with the curtain pulled back, all four girls could get their hands on him.
Janey handed the girls a disposable razor each and then filled their hands with shaving foam. Brian's tall, leanly muscled body was covered with the foam only seconds later. Working efficiently, the girls shaved Brian's entire body, removing all hair except for his head and eyebrows. Helena and Janey did Brian's groin and anus simultaneously. Helena kept her hand on his dick constantly, regularly taking it in her mouth and bringing him close to climaxing. Hands flew over his body as the girls rinsed the foam off him. Next, they washed his entire body with rose-scented soap, and then they stepped out and dried him off.
The girls didn't need to shower, but the steam from the shower had ruined their makeup and hairstyles, so they sent Brian to his bedroom to wait until they'd repaired themselves. Fifteen minutes passed before Brian's eyes widened as three stunningly beautiful women entered his room. And his dick raised its big purple head. Helena held a hairdryer, which she used to dry Brian's hair.
"Sit on the bed's edge," Helena demanded.



Wondering why, Brian did as he was told. Helena stood before him, taking items from her toiletry bag. Brian wondered what she was doing, because her makeup looked perfect to him. He snatched his head back when she poured foundation liquid onto a sponge and tried to apply to his face.
"Hold still!" She growled.
"What? No way! What the fuck are you doing?"
"You're coming on a girl's night out. You're not a girl, so we have to make you into one."
"What? No fucking way! I'm not some cross-dressing poofter!"
Janey sniggered. "We've seen photos that belie that statement."
"What's your fucking problem?" Helena snarled. "You have three women who want to take you out, and when you return home, we'll all fuck you. Why are you being an asshole again?"
"That wasn't our deal," Brian said weakly. "It was only that I wear a bra and panties for a week and then you'd bring Janey and your sister over and we'd all fuck."
"So?" Helena replied. "I want you to experience being out on the town as a woman. Perhaps you'll understand why some women are so cynical about men. And again, doing these things to you turns me on."
"Me too," Shelley said.
"Me three," Janey added.
"There you go. Let me doll you up, and three hot, horny women will take you out and be all over you like a fat man on a pie before we take you home and fuck you even more senseless than you currently are. But if you don't want to, fine. Janey, Shelley and I will go out and pick up. Trust me, none of us will have problems picking up a stray root or two. Or maybe we'll find one lucky guy and fuck him senseless instead." She mused silently for a bit and then added as if curious. "Did you know that most cross-dressers are heterosexual? I bet we'll find one at The Wickham who will be more than happy to entertain three hot chicks simultaneously."
It occurred to Brian that further objection would nullify his earlier thought that his mother hadn't raised a fool. Shit! He knew guys who'd said, "I'd give my left nut to have a threesome," and they were only partly joking. He'd had two threesomes and had the chance for a foursome, and he was blowing it! If letting them dress him up as a woman was the price he had to pay, then pay it he would!
"Let's do it!" He said, gathering his courage while thinking, 'I hope like fuck no cunt from work or any of my friends or family sees me out dressed like a tart.'
The girls swarmed around him, dollying him up. Janey put fake nails on his fingers while Helena did his makeup. Shelley brought the wig out and held it while she brushed it, then she assembled the outfit they'd chosen for him, including the breast forms they'd bought when they got the heels and dresses. Brian wanted to object when Janey started painting his toenails, but he bit his lip. After all, he always wore shoes when he was outside the house, so what did it matter?
It took about thirty minutes before Helena stepped back, satisfied with how Brian looked. The others gathered, and Janey suggested slightly darker lipstick. Shelley agreed, so Helena retrieved another stick from her bag and applied it.
"Next time I'm over, I'll teach you how to do this yourself," Helena said.
"Sure," Brian replied, agreeing despite thinking, 'Like I'm ever putting makeup on myself!'
"Lie on your back and hold your knees up and apart," Helena ordered.
When Brian complied, she forced his balls up into the canals they'd descended from and taped them away. Nervousness about what the girls were doing had caused Brian's cock to deflate despite being surrounded by three stunning women, so Helena didn't have to resort to her typical tactic of thumping Brian's balls to quell his erection. Next, she stretched his lengthy dick along his perineum and taped that in place, leaving his cock's eye exposed so he could sit and pee. Brian watched, fascinated. He'd never heard of this being done, let alone seen it. His eyes widened when Helena sprayed fake tan over the area, disguising the tape. Helena made him wait in that embarrassing position until the fake tan set. It didn't help that the girls teased Brian about his smooth-looking 'girly bits'.
"His nails are dry," Shelley stated. "So should the tan be."
Helena touched the back of a finger to Brian's groin, and satisfied the spray-on tan was dry, allowed Brian to stand.
Janey handed him a pair of flesh-coloured control briefs. "To ensure your dick and balls don't drop into view," she explained when Brian looked at her questioningly.
Brian nodded his understanding and put them on. A skimpy red thong came next, followed by suspenders. Fishnet stockings were after that, and then a 16DD bra. Janey knelt and attached the suspender's clips to the stockings. Brian's eyes bugged when Shelley stood behind him and slid the breast forms into the cups.
"Lean over and shake your shoulders," Shelley told him.
Brian did as he was told and saw that the inserts had settled into a natural-looking shape.
Helena handed him one of the dresses they'd picked for him. Brian pulled it on, but Janey immediately shook her head. "Too tight across the chest and shoulders, and too long. I want his stocking tops to show."
The second dress was also too tight across the shoulders, and he couldn't even get the third on. The three girls conferred before Shelley suggested, "Brian's probably closer to a size 18 than a 16 (14 and 12 American). I'm about that. That first dress, I'm pretty sure, will fit me. My skirt and top should fit him."
Brian looked at Shelley's micro-miniskirt and revealing top and gulped. He was much taller than the short, tubby Shelley, and he wondered if his balls would show beneath the skirt's hem, forgetting they were taped away.
The girls agreed, so Shelley stripped and handed her skirt and top to Helena, who helped Brian into them. Shelley turned aside and pulled on the first dress Brian had tried. It was a little tight across the breasts, but that only emphasised their firm fullness. Shelley's top fit across Brian's shoulders and over his 'breasts', but it didn't meet the skirt and left his belly button exposed. The girls conferred again, and Helena tugged the skirt lower, making it look like Brian's midriff was exposed on purpose.
"I don't suppose anyone's got a belly button pastie, do they?" Helena asked. "We have nothing to pierce Brian's belly button with, but a pastie would make his outfit look better."
"I might have one," Shelley said, searching through her handbag. "You know I've always been too chickenshit to get my belly button pierced, but I wear crop tops all the time, so I usually keep a couple in case one drops off." She rummaged a bit longer. "Here's one." Shelley brought out a star-shaped pastie and paste to glue it with.
Brian gritted his teeth but remained quiet. Helena glued the pastie onto Brian's belly button, and then she knelt to help him into his heels. She got the strappy, high-heeled sandals on and tied around his calves, and then Janey and Shelley helped Brian to stand. He towered over the girls, even though his heels were only two inches.
"Get the spikes out, girls," Helena said, laughing.
"I'd need two-foot-long ones with platform soles to make a difference," Shelley groused good-naturedly.
Shelley left her low heels on, but Janey and Helena switched to their 7-inch ones, which levelled the height disparity between them and Brian. Then Helena asked for Brian's wallet. He fetched it from the benchtop and gave it to her. Helena took out his licence, credit cards and cash, and put them in a small shoulder bag, which she gave to Brian. She put his wallet on his nightstand before saying, "I think we're ready to go. Ladies?" Janey and Shelley murmured their agreement, but Brian remained silent. "Brianna, are you ready to go out?"
"Who, me?"
Helena chuckled. "Well, you hardly look like a Brian currently, do you? Perhaps we could give you a drag name. Umm... I know. What about Miss Velvet ChaCha?"
Janey and Shelley laughed as Brian hurriedly said, "Brianna is fine."
"Ladies, are we ready to go out?"
"Yes!" Shelley and Janey said together.
Brian gulped and said, "I guess so."
"Cool! I'll order a cab."
Brian's palms began sweating, and he felt sick to the stomach. But he knew there was no way Helena would let him back out now. The cab arrived, and talking and laughing gaily, the girls dragged Brian outside to get in it. Shelley sat beside the driver, with the sisters flanking Brian in the back seat.
"Feet on the tunnel and your knees together and pointing to the left or right," Helena said firmly. "Although I'm sure the driver won't mind staring at your panties, a good girl doesn't show them to the world."
The driver chuckled and said, "Pretty red ones that cover not much. You obviously shave or wax down there!" Everyone except Brian laughed, who blushed bright red instead. "New girl you're mentoring?" The cabbie asked, looking in the mirror at Helena.
"Yes. Her first night on the town."
"Ahh! So where are we off to? Sporties or The Wickham?"
"The Wickham, driver, please. Sporties is more for gay guys than trannies and dykes."
"You're all lesbians?" The cabbie asked, surprised.
"Nah, not really," Janey explained. "We three are bisexual. Helena and Shelley prefer men. I prefer women. I'm pretty sure Brianna does, too, so I guess that makes her a lesbian."
Everyone laughed, including the driver.
Brian didn't want to get out of the cab when the driver pulled up outside The Wickham, but Helena's insistent pull on his hand gave him no choice. Of course, he stepped out like a man would--left leg first and then standing up. Everyone before him would have seen his underwear.
"Get back in," Helena growled. Confused, Brian did. "Move to the seat's edge." Brian obeyed. "Now, keep your knees together and swing your legs out together." Brian did that. "Holding your skirt's hem, stand up." She nodded when Brian got out without flashing his knickers to the world. "Remember to do that!"
"Yes, Ma'am," Brian said facetiously.
"Get used to saying that, buster," Helena said, growling. Brian laughed nervously and allowed Helena and Janey drag him inside.
The girls dragged Brian to the beer garden, where they commandeered a table big enough to seat them all. The guy and girl who were already sitting on the end looked at the foursome resignedly and moved to another table. Janey went to the bar to order drinks and returned with four glasses of white wine a few minutes later. Brian sat farthest from the dance floor, which was to his left, and tried to blend into the greenery at that end. He was convinced everyone was staring and would begin jeering shortly. Brian tasted his wine and grimaced. He drank wine at weddings and at Christmas with his family or when he was trying to impress some chick, but preferred beer.
Amused by his distaste, Helena chuckled and asked, "Do you know what the difference between a good and a bad wine is?" Brian shook his head, and Helena added. "About three glasses."
Brian laughed along with the other two. Just then, a guy asked Helena to dance. Helena gave him a withering stare. "Can't you see that I'm here with my girlfriends, or is your dick too hard for you to think? There are four genuine tens sitting here, and you're a five at best. Fuck off, dickhead."
The man blushed and hurried away.
Brian watched him go and turned to Helena. "That was a little harsh, don't you think?" He asked reproachfully.
Helena turned her icy stare onto Brian. "The difference between men and women can be summed up like this: No matter how old, fat, bald and ugly a man is, he looks in a mirror and thinks, 'Three months in the gym and I'm Arnold Schwarzenegger.' And no matter how slim, trim and gorgeous a woman is, she looks in the mirror and fears she'll see Roseanne looking back at her. That guy is not Arnie, nor am I Roseanne."
"Still. He only wanted to dance."
"You dance with him then."
The band took a break, and Brian needed to pee. He leant over and said so to Helena.
"So go pee."
"I can't go into the men's room dressed like this!"
"So go into the ladies."
"But I'm a man!"
"Piss in the fucking flowerpot then! Jaysus, Brian. It's a toilet. Choose one and go piss in it! You're in a fucking gay bar. No one here will give a rat's fucking ass which loo you go into to pee!"
Muttering to himself, Brian followed the sign for the toilets. He stood outside, uncertain which one to enter. When another cross-dressed male pushed past him and entered the ladies, Brian shrugged and followed him in. Initially, he was surprised there wasn't a urinal, but then internally laughed. A woman couldn't use one. The next surprise was that there was a queue. At a concert or sporting event, there'd occasionally be a line in the men's. But most people only needed to pee, and a urinal took many men simultaneously, so other than quarter, halftime, or intermission breaks in those places, there were rarely people lined up. Brian turned and went to the men's room. In there, Brian was surprised to see two women.
One of them smiled at him and shrugged. "I come in here because there's rarely anyone waiting, and there's almost always an available cubicle. You look great. Did you do your makeup yourself?"
Shocked, Brian stared for a moment before stammering, "Umm, ahh, umm. Actually, my girlfriend did it. This is my first time going out in drag."
"Cool, maybe I'll drop by your table and introduce myself to your girlfriend."
"Umm. Sure. We're on the opposite side of the dance floor from here. There's four of us."
The young woman smiled. "Okay. Enjoy your wee. Maybe I'll see you later."
"Maybe," Brian agreed. With his dick taped away, Brian needed to sit, so he took a seat in a cubicle and did his business. As he washed his hands, Brian watched a man in the mirror. The man stared at his ass avariciously, which made Brian uncomfortable. He hurriedly dried his hands and rushed from the room.
Getting back outside, Brian saw the young woman from the loos talking to the girls. He shrugged, went to the bar, and bought five white wines. He took them back to the table and passed them around. The young woman smiled to acknowledge his courtesy but turned her back to exclude him from her conversation with Helena. Brian wasn't surprised when the woman joined their table.
The band started playing again, and the woman who'd joined them asked Helena to dance. Helena looked at her searchingly before replying, "We're all bisexual except Brianna, who is straight. When we leave here, we're going to his place to fuck him senseless. I get the vibe you're gay, which ordinarily would mean I'd be interested. Tonight, though, I'm going to Brianna's place, and the three of us are fucking him. Do you still want to dance? Or would you prefer to see if you can pick up?"
The woman looked disappointed before replying, "I think I'll try to pick up. Perhaps next time?"
"Sure," Helena said. "But if I'm out with Brianna, we're a package deal, right? Do you understand? If you want me, you don't have to let Brianna fuck you, but you do have to have sex with her and me simultaneously."
"Perhaps you'll be out alone, and we can play then."
"Perhaps. But Janey is single and prefers girls."
The woman turned to stare at Janey, who stared back, a small smile playing on her lips. "Care to dance?" Janey asked.
"Yes, please," the woman replied, taking Janey's hand and dragging her to the dance floor in front of the band.
"Come on," Helena said, pulling Shelley and Brian up by their hands.
Brian resisted. "I can't dance dressed like this!"
"You can and you will!" Helena hissed.
"I can barely stand up in these heels," Brian said protestingly.
"Trust the heels to take your weight and walk heel-toe as you always would." Brian tried, and to his surprise, walking in heels wasn't that much more difficult than walking in flats. Helena nodded approvingly and then said, "Place your heel almost in front of your toe. That will stop you from walking like a truck driver." Brian tried that and realised he had to swing his hips and keep his knees low, unlike what he typically did. "I know you can dance, but try two things for me. Move your weight over your toes and dance." Brian did, and his ass naturally swayed back and forth, attracting more than one appreciative glance. "Good, now lean back and rock your shoulders."
Feeling the groove, Brian closed his eyes, leaned back and rocked his shoulders in time with the beat. He opened his eyes and looked down. He watched his 'breasts' rocking back and forward, fascinated. 'This is easy,' he realised. 'No wonder way more women look good dancing than men.'
Brian let the music take him, and he alternated between leaning forward onto his toes and letting his tight booty shake, unknowingly showing his panties to anyone behind him, and leaning back to rock his upper body. Before long, there were several men vying to dance with him. Helena grinned knowingly at Shelley, and they moved slightly to the side, away from where Brian danced. Brian danced for several minutes before the daringest of the men dancing before him took his hand and spun him around in a pirouette. Surprised, Brian almost fell, and the man had to catch him. Brian turned as he fell and ended up sitting on the man's lap on one of the BBQ table seats. He could feel the man's rampant erection against his ass, and an illicit thrill ran through him before, enraged, he surged to his feet.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?"
The man smiled. "Dancing with the hottest tranny in here."
"What?" Brian gasped, shocked.
"You were dancing alone and didn't seem to mind when I joined you."
"You okay, Brianna?" Helena asked, her eyes sparkling with mirth. "Did you give the man a hard-on?"
"I didn't mean to," Brian answered reflexively.
"Oh? But you did give him one?"
Brian blushed and scurried away. Laughing, Helena and Shelley followed him back to their table. Janey and her new friend joined them. She whispered in her sister's ear as she eyed Brian speculatively.
Helena grinned and turned to Brian. "Janey's new friend, Anna, wants to join us when we go home. You up to satisfying four girls?"
Brian's eyes bugged, but he stammered, "I'm certainly willing to give it a try!"
Helena laughed richly. "Don't worry. Anna's a lesbian and has no interest in what's hidden between your thighs. I'm sure the rest of us can keep you both amused."
After an hour where Helena insisted Brian dance with her and the girls several more times, Helena decided her project had had enough humiliation for one night and suggested they went home. They had to walk down several cars before they found a cab with a bench front seat and able to take them all. Janey and Anna sat in the front with the driver. They were soon all over each other, with their legs spread and hands up each other's dresses. The driver did not mind!
The action in the back was even hotter. Helena and Shelley lifted and spread Brian's legs outside theirs, then Shelley pulled his thong and control briefs down. Next, Helena carefully peeled the tape away, freeing Brian's dick and balls. The cabbie's eyes widened as Brian's substantial cock sprung to life. The driver's hand gripped his dick when Helena and Shelley took turns blowing Brian on the way home.
"We're here," the driver announced.
Helena eased off of Brian's cock, wiped her mouth, and winked at the driver. "Hmm, protein," she said smugly as she showily wiped her mouth. She opened her purse and handed the driver a pair of oranges ($20s). "Keep the change," she said, getting out of the car. She left Brian's briefs and panties behind. The driver saw them after he'd driven away and picked them up. He smelled the gusset of the control briefs, feeling guilty, and decided to keep both items. He thought they'd fit.



Meanwhile, Helena and Shelley had Brian's skirt and top off and were busy tying his hands to the bed and his ankles to his wrists. Knowing which side his bread was buttered on, Brian allowed it to happen, and kissed and licked anything close enough for him to reach. Once they'd finished tying him, Shelley stripped and climbed onto the bed. She stood inside his splayed legs with her feet on either side of his body. She held her clitoral hood away from her button and slowly lowered her pussy onto Brian's face, blocking his view.
Janey and Anna got onto the bed beside Brian. They kissed passionately as they disrobed each other and then formed a classic sixty-nine with Janey on top.
Helena watched the action as she prepared herself for the next step in her sissification of Brian. She took her clothes off and then removed her strap-on harness from her overnight bag. Then she selected a medium-sized 'cock' to go in the harness. It was about 6-inches long, but quite slender. Helena nodded to herself, thinking it was the right choice to start with.
Taking lube from her bag, Helena oiled her cock and then got on the bed behind Brian's salaciously displayed ass. Her fingers on his chocolate star made him jump, but he had gotten used to some ass play, and knew the joys of P-spot stimulation, so he relaxed and let Helena's finger probe into his ass, spreading the lube. The next thing Brian felt against his pucker was much bigger than a finger. He wondered what it was as he struggled to relax and let it enter. Finally, his sphincter gave in to the continuous pressure, and the item slid into his colon. Brian grunted into Shelley's pussy as his knot parted and allowed the intruder inside.
Brian felt the item withdraw and re-enter, feeling nothing but pressure, but then the angle of the intruder changed, and on the third inward stroke, it hit his prostate. Brian jumped and groaned again. He felt his cock and balls being dragged through his thighs. Then a hand gripped his rigid shaft as another cupped his balls, forcing them away from his dick roughly.
Warm oil covered the hand on his cock, and Brian moaned with delight as it languorously stroked his shaft and circled his glans. Simultaneously, the hand cupping his balls squeezed tighter, clamping his balls away from dick. Brian felt something being wrapped around his sack where the hand squeezed, and he wondered what Helena was doing. She released his balls and began stroking the item into his ass.
Brian fretted about what had been tied around his balls, but the pleasure he felt overrode his concern. He wondered what Helena was doing because it seemed Helena's abdomen was impacting against his bottom, and Brian realised she was probably fucking him with a strap-on. His instincts told him to object, but the thing scraping his prostate and the hand pulling on his cock were so pleasurable that he didn't want it to stop. He closed his eyes and gave himself to the pleasure, only occasionally remembering to lick Shelley's pussy.
The intensity of his pleasure increased until the inevitable happened. Brian's cum spurted from his cock's eye and arced through the air to land on Helena's conical A-cups and onto her lean stomach. She smiled hungrily, knowing that was only the beginning, and continued thrusting into Brian's ass. Brian's cock wilted, but to his surprise, his arousal continued to grow. His body shook as sparks shot from his prostate and flowed through his body.
'I'm about to cum again,' Brian thought. 'My cock's not even hard and I'm about to cum again!'
Brian's teeth gritted, and his entire body locked into a rigour as a prostate-based orgasm exploded out from his P-spot. He felt the blows to his balls, but they only added to his climax, and cum poured from his flaccid cock like water from a tap. The orgasm was so intense that he momentarily passed out.
Brian woke up in a different position. He was on his knees with his shoulders on the bed. Someone had tied his wrists to his ankles, and a spreader bar parted his knees. He felt something push against his anus, and he groaned as it slid into him.
He heard Helena say. "Good, he's awake!" and he felt a hand grab his hair and drag him higher. A warm, wet, incredibly juicy cunt slid under his nose, and he tongued it as best he could. Brian grunted as one woman fucked his ass brutally. Again, he would have complained and tried to fight free, but every thrust drove the 'cock' over his P-spot, and he moaned instead. Brian was close to cumming when he felt a head push under his hips. He gasped into the pussy under his mouth as wet lips surrounded his todger and a hand gripped his balls.
The woman behind him fucked Brian until he ejaculated into the greedily sucking mouth on his dick. He felt his balls being viciously squeezed this time, but it only heightened the intensity of his climax. The women undid his wrist ties and spreader bar and allowed Brian to roll onto his side. Janey still held her 'cock' as she looked at him triumphantly. Helena lay above him, fingering her pussy and softly shuddering with desire. Shelley lay across the bed, with Anna on her knees on the floor eating Shelley's pussy. Despite having three orgasms in quick succession, Brian's dick twitched at the sight and started to re-inflate.
"Sit him up and tie his wrists to the headboard," Helena instructed. "I want him to see what's next."
Janey placed several pillows against the headboard and then, together, Helena and her dragged Brian up so he could sit reclined back. They tied his wrists, and then Helena stood on the bed. Brian watched with dread as Helena placed the ball of her right foot against his ball sack. Shelley knelt beside Brian. She'd oiled her hand, and she took his wilted dick in it. The warming gel in the oil felt fantastic, and his dick surged back to life as she tickled his glans and stroked his stiffening shaft. Brian felt the pressure on his balls increase as Helena put more weight on her foot. The pain increased below the speed of his pleasure's increase, and to Brian's shock, he knew he'd cum before the pain became too intense.
Then his orgasm hit. "Ahh!" Brian bellowed as his balls tried to tighten against his shaft and spew out whatever they had left. But with the strap around them holding them away, his climax was dry. It was no less intense, and the pain drove it even higher. The pain of Helena's foot on his nuts was excruciating, and Brian's mind, overloaded by the pleasure/pain paradigm, shut down again. The last thing he felt before blankness was Helena pressing down hard and twisting her foot back and forth.
The rhythmical slap-slap of abdomen on pubis brought Brian back to the land of the living. His eyes opened, and he watched Anna pound Helena's pussy with unmatched ferocity. Helena panted and gasped under her, throwing her hips up to meet Anna's forceful thrusts with unrestrained abandon. Despite the ache in his balls and four orgasms, Brian's cock began to inflate.
Similar sounds came from his left, and he turned his head. Shelley was on her hands and knees at the bed's edge. Janey stood on the floor behind her. Janey had a double-handful of Shelley's luscious locks, and she used them to rip Shelley back as she sawed her hips back and forth, driving her 'cock' into the short, tubby girl's pussy. Shelley's voluptuous ass wobbled and her full, heavy tits bounced with every impact, causing Brian's cock to inflate quicker. He tried to move so he could participate, but he was still tied to the headboard. Brian groaned in denial of his plight, unable to move. The sight before him was better than any porn he'd ever watched.
Brian groaned again as Janey shifted her grip from Shelley's hair onto her ass, and Shelley reached to grab his shaft. She jacked him in time with Janey's thrusts. Shelley's pumps were brutal, her hand crashing into Brian's balls at the bottom of every stroke. The pain and pleasure climbed in unison again, only this time, Brian feared the pain would become too much before he could orgasm. He didn't think he'd make it before he had to beg Shelley to stop. But just before that point, she moved forward and took his glans into her mouth. The sudden extra sensation blasted him from his peak, and despite his balls still being empty and aching, Brian climaxed again.
The pain from the stretch on his balls when they tried to tighten against his shaft and couldn't was as intense as Shelley whacking them. It overloaded Brian's synapses again, and his consciousness faded to black.
Brian's eyes fluttered open, and he looked around. He lay flat on his bed. His wrists were untied, and the strap around his balls was gone. His balls ached, but he thought that was more from how many times he'd cum despite them being separated from his shaft than from them being tortured. Brian's mind shied away from how much he'd enjoyed that. Enjoying that wasn't normal, was it? He looked around and saw that he was alone. Sighing, he stood up and went to the bathroom. He did his business before examining his face in the mirror. Brian sighed again before wetting a facecloth and removing the makeup smeared across his face. His face flushed as he recalled sitting on an erect dick and enjoying how it felt against his ass.
Used to wearing lingerie at home, Bria left the suspenders and stockings and his bra on, with the breast forms in, and looked for the briefs and panties he wore the previous night before realising Helena must have left them in the cab. Taking the silk pair of panties that Shelley had left him out of his drawer, Brian put them on and went to his kitchen. Brian saw his phone propped against the kettle. He picked it up and saw he had a message. It read, "Last night was pretty intense. If you're up for more, call me. Helena."
Brian wondered: Was he up for more like that? Was she trying to turn him into a tranny? Did he want to follow this path, given it appeared that Helena wanted to make him a girl and make him have sex with other men? Or did she mean what she said; she only wanted him to experience what it was like to be a woman out on the town? He had no reason to distrust her, and given how sexually free she was with him and other women, did he want to lose that? None of his mates had a woman who so eagerly brought other women home for them to have sex with. Was being feminised and having his cock and balls tortured worth the sexual experiences she gave him? Well, the answer to that last question was a resounding yes!
Brian sighed, unsure of what he wanted. However, he saw the dress he'd bought lying across a chair back. He put it on and was pleased it fitted even better now he had breast forms. He picked up his digital camera and stood before the mirror. Using the camera to obscure his face, Brian took several photos before uploading them to his computer. He picked the best one and emailed it to Helena. He wrote, "I'm still here. You haven't scared me off yet."
Chapter 17: Present Day 9.
Helena looked up from her reminiscing and saw it was time for work. She smiled, thinking she'd probably receive a visit from Mark Strong again today. She contemplated taking the next step and decided she'd mention that her husband was her sissy and would be there as her bull fluffer if Mark wanted to come over. If he reacted positively, Helena would invite him to visit over the weekend.
Helena's day passed uneventfully until almost 4:00 p.m., when it was time to leave for home. Mark Strong came boldly striding through the door. He walked behind Helena's desk, pulled her to her feet, and tried to kiss her. Helena turned her head away, leant back and slapped his face.
"I am not one of your trollops, Mr Strong," she said forcefully. "You will show me more respect than what you are, or I'll have you thrown out of QUT for harassment and sexual assault."
Mark's face fell. "Oh," he said, chagrined. "I thought you wanted a strong, dominant man."
"I do want a strong, dominant man. But one who is polite, cultured, and restrained. Not one who thinks he can molest a woman he's chatted to twice and had coffee with once."
"It was only a kiss," Mark protested.
"It was forcing your kiss on me without permission!" Helena said, her icy green eyes flashing with a freezing fire.
"I'm sorry!" Mark apologised. "I overstepped."
"You did," Helena agreed, her face softening as the fire in her eyes went out. "Time and place, Mark. Time and place. My office here at QUT during office hours is never the time nor the place." Now that he looked abashed, she smiled and said, "However, when you arrive at my place on Friday at seven for dinner, I'll be extremely disappointed if you don't ravish me as you intended to before."
Confused and amazed, Mark hesitantly replied, "Sure. I can do that. Umm... May I have your address?"
"I have your number from my files. I'll text my address to you. There is a slight issue, though." Mark raised a questioning eyebrow. "It's your first visit, and my husband will expect to be present when you take me."
"You don't expect me to do gay shit with him, do you?"
"No. My husband, Brian, is my sissy bull fluffer. You're free to use his mouth or boy pussy if you wish. Make him use his mouth to clean your cock after it's been in my ass and before you stick it in my cunt, that type of thing. But you're not required to do so. Brian will clean my pussy and ass with his mouth and tongue after you've cum in me, though. But his dick will be in a cage, so you don't have to worry about him doing anything to you."
"Okay. Umm... wow! Umm... that's a little weird, but whatever. You know? Whatever floats his boat, I guess."
Helena chuckled, carefully keeping the avarice out of her voice. Her pussy frothed as she imagined what she'd do to the leanly muscular young man in a few days. She'd bought a new double-ended strap-on with a vibrating feature for both ends. She couldn't wait to see what it did to a man's P-spot and her G-spot when she used it. Mark stood in front of her, not moving. Helena raised an eyebrow and said firmly. "I'll see you Friday at my place at seven sharp. Not before then, and do not be late. If you are, don't bother knocking on the door."
Mark teasingly said, "Yes, Ma'am," and sketched a salute while smiling.
Helena smiled back, thinking, 'Remember that, bozo. You'll be saying it much more politely by Saturday morning.' Mark left, and Helena packed up, ready to head home.
The rest of the week passed without incident, and it was Friday afternoon before Helena knew it. Margaret Madison had called and asked if Kennedy could serve this weekend. She picked him up after school, and he'd spend the weekend being trained by her. Margaret had grinned and whispered that her daughter, Angie, was eager to try her budding skills on Kennedy, too. Helena returned her grin and asked Margaret to let her know how it went.
Haley was out with a group from uni, so only Brian and Helena were home when at precisely 7:00 p.m., Mark rang their doorbell. Helena waited in her bedroom, wearing only a flowing, opaque silk robe. She reclined on her bed, with her knee up, and her long, leanly muscled leg exposed and displayed to its best advantage. She looked more like and 50s Hollywood movie star than the FemDom BDSM Mistress she was.
Brian opened the door and greeted Mark in his typical way, offering the young uni student his mouth or ass to use. Embarrassed, Mark said "no", and Brian told him to follow. Mark, flummoxed, followed a crawling Brian down the hallway to a bedroom at the end of the hallway. Brian knocked on the door and opened it when Helena called, "Come in." He opened the door and gestured for Mark to enter. Brian followed Mark in and crawled to his usual spot beside the dresser at the head of the bed.
Mark stared at the reposed Helena, and his already semi-erect member almost exploded. His dick trying to rise against his trousers was so painful that Mark broke his fly button, ripping his pants open. The buttons flew off his shirt as he ripped it off rather than waiting to unbutton it. Kicking his shoes and socks off, Mark leapt onto the bed and shoved Helena onto her back roughly. With zero regard to her arousal level, he speared into her depths. Luckily, Helena anticipated his reaction, and she'd made Brian use his mouth and tongue to bring her close to an orgasm. Helena chuckled and accepted the young man inside her, throwing her hips up to meet him with gay abandon.
As she'd expected, Mark barely lasted five pumps before he lost his lollies inside her, filling her tight cunt with his spunk. Helena grinned evilly--it was time to flip the roles. "What the fuck!" She yelled. "Is that it? I get two pumps from a two-pump chump, and I'm supposed to be satisfied? No way, asshole. If your dick won't do it, then you'd better get your mouth and tongue in there to finish the job."
Showing surprising strength, she wasn't leanly muscled for no reason, Helena flipped Mark off her and onto his back. Holding his wrists above his head and trapping them there with her thighs, Helena lowered her cum-messy cunt onto the young man's face. Leaning back, she grabbed his nutsack and dug her long nails into his balls. "Eat, bitch!" She snarled.
Wondering what the fuck had happened, and terrified Helena meant to rip his sack open, Mark reluctantly opened his mouth. His cum poured out of Helena's cunt into his mouth, and he forced himself not to gag as he slid his tongue into Helena's pussy. Mark's eyes widened when Helena grabbed a handful of his hair, mashed her cunt against his face, and rubbed it up and down vigorously. Showing even less concern for him than he'd shown her, Helena simply used Mark's face to get off. Concentrating on quelling her desires, Helena rode Mark's face for many minutes before she relaxed and allowed herself to climax.
Helena finished her orgasm and climbed off Mark. She still held his balls in her long-nailed hand, and she was prepared to twist them viciously if he turned violent. She smiled knowingly when Mark's averagely sized cock re-inflated. Her vast experience in breaking guys allowed her to pick immediately the narcissistic men who secretly yearned to be sissified. She'd known Mark was one such after their first conversation.
Squeezing his balls, Helena touched her finger to Mark's glans and asked disdainfully, "Did you really expect this pathetic thing to satisfy me? No, you're just a little bitch who is way out of your league. What's going to happen is this: My sissy will show you to the bathroom where you will shower and remove all your body hair. Then you will return and put on a pair of my panties and kneel before me. Once you are, I will train you how to serve a dominant woman, and if you're a very good sissy-boy, I'll introduce you to a FemDom who will take you into her service."
"I will not!" Mark said protestingly.
Helena shrugged. "My cunt's full of your cum, and," she pointed to the camera on the dresser, "I have you throwing me onto my back and raping me. Sure, your lawyer will say I invited you and was willing, but no jury will believe you did anything other than rape me." She looked at him and sneered. "So what will it be, sissy-boy? Shower, shave, and become my sissy? Or be charged with rape and go to jail where a big beefy man will make you his bitch, anyway?"
Mark looked at Brian, hoping for support, but Brian's eyes here unfocused as if he was elsewhere, remembering something. He was. Brian remembered being in this position twenty-five years before.
Chapter 18: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 7.
Brian remembered the night he went out on the town dressed in drag for the first time. He'd gone out so many times dressed en femme since then that they all blurred together. However, that first time was burned so indelibly into his mind that he'd never forget it. He'd awoken alone the following morning and seen Helena's message. After reading it and considering his life's direction, Brian texted Helena saying he was there for the long haul. Little did he know where that haul would take him.



Weeks passed with Brian wearing women's lingerie beneath his men's clothes every day and him not realising he'd become Helena's submissive sissy. The next significant event was months in the making. Brian and Helena's sex lives were extreme, with Helena regularly bringing her sister, Shelley, or both to his place to play. Having regular sex with his girlfriend and up to three other women (when Anna joined them) meant Brian eagerly continued down the sissy path without realising the ultimate destination.
Helena had encouraged Brian to dress in drag again and go out to The Wickham with her. Thinking he'd experience something similar to the last time when they'd gone there with Janey and Shelley, Brian eagerly agreed. However, this time Helena insisted Brian dance with various men. Those men's hands wandered onto places Brian did not want them to. Simultaneously, Helena danced with men whose hands were all too free as far as he was concerned. Helena's twin-tented top showed how much she enjoyed their attention.
Jealous and angry, Brian insisted they return to his place. Jealous because Helena had reacted sexually to other men's touches, and angry because his cock responded to the touches on his ass and taped-away dick. When they reached his home, Brian stormed out of the cab and inside. He stripped off his clothing, went to the bathroom, and removed his makeup.
Helena paid the driver and followed him inside. She found Brian in the shower and ripped the curtain aside. "What the fuck is up your arse?" She asked.
"Not some faggot's dick, that's for sure!" Brian snarled. "Listen, Helena. I'm not a fucking poofter, so stop making me dress like one and trying to make me suck a cock or take one up my arse!"
"Whassa matter, Brianna?" Helena sneeringly replied. "Did all those men touching your boy clitty make you horny, so you're blaming me because they made your dick hard?"
Brian turned and threw a left cross that caught Helena completely by surprise. He'd pulled it at the last minute, horrified he'd thrown it. But it still spun her head around and made her see stars. Helena immediately dropped to her knees and gobbled Brian's cock down. She gave him a stupendous blowjob before saying, "This girl is sorry she insulted you, Master. Would you like me to pour you a scotch on the rocks?"
Gaping at her, Brian realised what she'd said, and he exalted. "That would be good, wench. Bring it to me in the bedroom. I will fuck you in the ass and then sleep."
"As you wish, Master," Helena said submissively.
Brian watched her go, wondering why he hadn't smacked her months before, like his father had said he should. He thought, 'If I'd known she was all bluff and bravado, I'd have put her over my knee and spanked her sublime ass when she first started this feminisation shit!'
Brian completed his shower, luxuriating in his new role and planning the things he'd do to get even for the humiliation she'd caused him. He wandered naked to his bedroom. Helena was there, kneeling beside his bed and holding a tray with his whiskey on it above her head.
"Your scotch, Master," she said subserviently.
Brian took the glass from the tray and sat on the bed with his back against the headboard. "Blow me," he ordered, taking a sip and not noticing the slightly acrid taste underlying the scotch. When Helena obediently leant over and hoovered his dick into her mouth, he smiled, rejoicing in his change of fortune.
The drug Helena had spiked Brian's whiskey with knocked him out before he drank half the glass. When he was out, Helena stood over him, furious. "Strike me, you fucking arsehole!" She fumed. Showing surprising strength, a strength empowered by rage, Helena dragged Brian's body down the bed before tying his wrists to the headboard and his ankles to his wrists. Taking some fine rope from her overnight bag, Helena tied off Brian's balls and cock, keeping the two separated. Then, setting her travel cock, Helena slept for four hours, wanting to be awake when the drug wore off and Brian regained consciousness.
The alarm sounded. Helena opened her eyes and turned it off. She yawned and dressed before going to the kitchen. Taking a steak knife and a spoon from the cutlery drawer, Helena searched for either a gas lighter, matches or a candle. She found a gas lighter and took the three items to the bedroom.
Reaching there, she saw Brian was still passed out from the drug she'd fed him. Grimacing with annoyance, Helena placed the knife, spoon and lighter on the bedside table. Changing her mind, she picked up the spoon and rapped Brian's balls. The pain speared into Brian's mind, and he struggled back to consciousness, staring at her blearily before recognising his predicament.
Showing Brian the three items she'd gathered, Helena said caustically, "Hello, oh mighty warrior who thinks he can punch women with impunity. What did I say I'd do if you ever laid hands on me in violence?" She waited for his response, which was not forthcoming. "I said I'd cut your dick off with a dull blade and extract your testicles with a rusty spoon. Well, you did, and as you can see, I have a knife, a spoon, and a flame to ensure they're hot enough to cauterise your wounds so you don't bleed to death before I've finished removing them."
Helena lit the flame and put the steak knife in it. She looked at Brian. "Check your dick and balls out, fuckwit."
Brian looked down and saw how Helena had tied his cock and balls away from each other. He gulped, recognising if she cut either item off and applied heat, he'd lose both with little blood loss. Brian babbled, apologising and saying anything he thought would prevent Helena from cutting off his dick and nuts.
When the steak knife's blade glowed a dull red. Helena took Brian's dick in her hand and brought the knife close to it. "So, asshole. Do I cut your dick off and then your balls? Or do I heat the spoon and scoop your balls out before lopping off your dick?"
"Gawd, Helena, neither, please!" Brian pleaded. "I'm so sorry. I should never have laid a hand on you in anger. I'll never do it again, I promise!"
"I should accept the word of a woman-beater?" Helena asked angrily. "Domestic violence never lessens, Brian; it always escalates. Every battered wife who has finally escaped her husband will tell you that! Fuck that! I'm cutting your dick off to ensure you never get some poor bitch pregnant so she has to marry you!"
"I love you, Helena. You know that. Please, I made a severe mistake in anger. Please forgive me, and I swear I'll make it up to you."
"So said every wife-beater ever," Helena replied. "They fuck their women up and then pretend to be apologetic, only to do it again a few days/weeks/months later. Nup, I'm lopping your cock and balls off so that no woman will ever want you."
Unseen by Brian, Helena had moved the knife's blade out of the fire. She touched the cooled blade to Brian's shaft. It was hot enough to sting but not hot enough to burn. Brian jumped and screamed. "Helena, no! Please don't cut my cock off!"
"Lopping your dick off won't hurt too bad," Helena said facetiously. "Scooping your balls out with a red-hot spoon? That will hurt like a motherfucker!" She picked up the spoon and showed it to him. "Of course," she continued. "The spoon is blunt, so I'll have to use the steak knife to cut your sack open before I use the spoon to scoop your balls out. I wonder: What can I do to make you eat them? Normally, to make you eat something you didn't want to eat, I'd torture your balls. But if I've scooped them out of your sack, that won't work. Maybe threatening to shove the red-hot spoon up your ass? Would that do it?"
"Don't cut my balls off, you psycho bitch!" Brian screamed.
Helena stared at him malevolently. "Best you quieten down lest I shove a ball gag in your mouth. In fact, I might just do that, anyway. That way your screams as I saw your dick off won't be heard."
Helena reached into her overnight bag and brought one out. She looked at him thoughtfully before saying, "Am I to assume you'll do anything for me not to cut your dick and balls off?"
"Yes!" Brian said, latching onto hope.
"But surely there's no way I can trust you now? You've already shown you're capable of hitting me. And now I've threatened to cut your genitals off, who's to say you won't belt me around if I ever let you up? Nah. If I'm going to get beaten up anyway, it may as well be because I did the deed rather than just threatened it." She took hold of Brian's shaft and moved the knife towards it.
Brian strained to escape his binds, but with his ankles above his head and tied to his wrists, he couldn't get enough leverage to do anything. He begged, "No, Helena, please. Look, I fucked up. But I love you. Please, I'll do anything you want to make this right between us."
Helena stared at him, but she put the knife on the dresser and released the flame. She undid the rope around his balls and shaft and took his dick in her mouth. Her finger probed into his ass and curled back, stroking Brian's P-spot. The sudden pleasurable stimulation overwhelmed Brian's terrified mind, and his dick roared to life, pulsing and throbbing in Helena's mouth, with his orgasm on a hair trigger.
Helena released Brian's cock from her mouth before he could cum. Gripping it tightly and pumping as she caressed his prostate, she said, "Hmm, you'll do anything I want to make things right between us, huh? Will you suck a cock for me, Brian? I adore watching two men get it on, especially if one of them is a cross-dresser. After you've sucked him, will you let him fuck you in the ass? Gawd, seeing that turns me on, Brian. I'd definitely find you some sluts to fuck with me if you'll do that." She glared at him. "Well, Brian? You said you'd do anything. That's the anything."
Momentarily forgetting his plight, Brian exasperatedly asked, "Seriously, Helena? What's with wanting me to do this gay shit all the time? Do you think I'm a faggot? Are you trying to make me into some kind of feminine cocksucker?"
The sadness in Helena's eyes and posture nearly broke Brian's heart. She stepped off the bed and got dressed. She looked at him reproachfully and said, "Brian, we've had this discussion so many times. I know you're not gay; you've proven that with Janey, Shelley, and me many times. Watching you dressed in drag and flirting with guys excites me. It turns me on. It makes me happy and horny, Brian."
She sniffed as tears welled in her eyes. "I had high hopes for you, Brian. I thought you were my one. My man. A man I could marry, have kids, and grow old with. Now I see that you're still nothing but a narcissistic, self-centred arsehole who only cares about getting what you want. All you had to do was loosen up a little and explore your sexuality with me, and you could have had a marriage that included multiple partners, all of whom I brought home to share with you. You blew it, Brian. Blew it big time. I'll loosen off your legs and wrists so you can escape. But if you come after me, I'll charge you with assault and battery and rape. Think I won't? Try me, asshole!"
Helena did what she'd said and then walked outside. Janey and Shelley had driven two cars over while Helena and Brian were out. They dropped Shelley's car off for Helena to use to get home if things went south. Well, they had, and Helena got in it and drove away. As she drove, she grinned and thought, 'And the Academy Award goes to Helena MacNeil. Best female actor in a dramatic role. I wonder how long before he comes crawling back?'
Chapter 19: Present Day 10.
Mark's mind raced as he considered his options. His first thought was to bolt, and later, when he'd discovered what was in store for him, he knew he should have followed that thought. However, Mark's father had taught him that rape was the lowest form of abuse. Yes, a woman needed a firm hand on her ass to keep her in line, but a man never took a woman against her will. Doing that made that man the lowest of the low except for child molesters. He feared his father's reaction if he were charged with rape.
He looked at Brian, whose eyes slowly returned from wherever his mind had wandered. "Show me to the bathroom, please."
Brian nodded and crawled towards the bedroom door. Mark looked at him and then to Helena, who had her eyebrow quirked. Sighing and wondering what the hell he'd gotten himself into, Mark got onto his hands and knees and crawled after Brian. The master bathroom was the first on the right down the hall from Helena's bedroom. Brian crawled in, stood, and then turned on the light. Mark stood and looked around. He'd kind of worked out that Helena and Brian had money, but hadn't realised just how wealthy they were.
The bathroom was luxuriantly appointed with a massive sunken bath large enough to seat six people comfortably. The shower, which could easily hold four people, had an overhead rail that could drop water as if the user were in a rainstorm or mist it like walking through a light drizzle. Various buttons changed the water to a wide showerhead emanating from the front wall. Other nozzles were on each side and could do anything from cascading water to firing it out in a jet.
Brian changed the water to coming from only the standard showerhead on the front wall. He handed Mark a packet of disposable razors and shaving foam before saying. "If Sir would like, I can shave him."
"Helena wants all my hair gone except for my eyebrows and head, right?"
"Yes," Brian replied. "I'm made to shave my head because my wigs sit and stay on a bald head better. There's no need for you to go that far yet."
"Yet?" Mark asked nervously.
"Mistress Helena may ask you to join her permanent stable of sissy-boys. In that case, she'll pay to have all your body hair removed except for your eyebrows."
"Do you enjoy being her sissy?" Mark asked, trying but not succeeding in hiding his distaste.
"It has its rewards," Brian replied. "I get more sex than any three married men who aren't married to FemDoms get."
"But she makes you do gay shit? Right? Suck a cock. Take it up the ass."
"I've learned to enjoy doing that. You will, too," Brian said ominously.
"I doubt it," Mark replied, sneering. "I will fuck your Mistress so well that she'll dump your gay ass and become my bitch."
"Good luck with that," Brian said drily. "Does Sir want me to wait and shave his back and shoulders?"
"I've got it," Mark said dismissively.
"I'll be ready to do so when Mistress Helena sends you back in to shave down properly."
"Whatever," Mark replied, getting under the water.
Brian shrugged and returned to Helena's room on his hands and knees.
"Doesn't Mark require your services to shave his back and shoulders?" Helena asked when Brian returned.
"He says he's got it," Brian said, shrugging his shoulders to show how stupid he thought the young man was being.
Helena laughed her rich laugh. "He reminds me so much of you."
"I hope that doesn't mean that you're trading me in for a younger model?" Brian asked resignedly.
"What? No way, buster. I have you trained just the way I want you. You're not getting away from me so easily."
Brian smiled. "Anyone would think you loved me."
"If you don't know I do by now, you never will."
"You're often cruel and harsh to me."
"Only when you disobey the rules, Brian. Bringing John home so he could beg to be my sissy? I choose who I wish to play with, sissy Brian, not you. Just as I choose who you can play with. You anger me when you purposefully break my few strict rules. You could have had sex with him, and it would have pleased me because you'd finally taken a male lover without me making you. Instead, you bring a femmeboy home who you know I have no interest in. You're not even honest when you've served Janey, Brian. Yet I overlook it because I love you."
"What do you mean?" Brian asked, suddenly terrified of what she knew.
"That Janey has vaginal sex with you when you're with her. She says it's to spite me, but do you know the real reason?"
Brian shook his head. "I thought that was the real reason."
"It's because she wants you to be hers, Brian. She always has. Do you remember when I threatened to cut your balls off?" Brian nodded. That night was forever burned into his memory. He was certain that Helena was going to cut off his dick and nuts. "She asked if I was done with you, and if I were, could she have a go at you?"
"But hadn't Janey decided she was more lesbian than bisexual by then?" Brian asked, confused.
"Because she couldn't find a man she wanted like she wanted you. They all disappointed in her. She saw your development as an ideal sissy submissive and despaired she'd ever find one as good. She never did, hence her ongoing desire for you. That desire to have you for herself is why you get invited to serve her at least once a month."
"If you know she wants to take me off you, why let me go there?"
"I can't make you stay, Brian. If you choose to leave, then you will leave. I'll be heartbroken, but I will get over it. I can promise you that!"
"You trust that I love you."
"I know you do. You came back even after I threatened to remove your testes with a rusty spoon and had you convinced that I would."
Brian looked mortified until he realised Helena wasn't chiding him for the reason she had taken that drastic action. All these years later, it was still his greatest regret. He'd watched his father slapping his mother around, too young to stop him, and by the time he was old and big enough, his mother had abandoned her husband and kids. Brian's father had threatened to kill her if she took his kids, and his mother believed him.
By the time Brian was in his teens, his father's attitude towards women had rubbed off on him. He believed a wife occasionally needed disciplining to protect the marriage. But he believed that discipline should be administered with a hand to her bottom and not a fist to her face, unlike what his father did to his mother, and the several women he'd enticed to move in with him after she'd left.
Mark returned before they could continue their conversation. Helena gestured for him to turn around slowly, and as she and Brian expected, Mark hadn't shaved the hair off his lower back or shoulders. "What was so difficult about all the hair except for your head and eyebrows that was so difficult for you to understand?" Helena asked sarcastically.
"I did," Mark said protestingly.
"Except you didn't. Your back and shoulders are still hairy."
"But I can't reach there."
"Oh, really? And Brian, who has been my sissy bull fluffer for more years than you've been alive, didn't offer to remain and help?"
"Umm, he did. But I wasn't comfortable with a man wearing a thong and a cock cage touching me," Mark replied, blushing.
Amused, Helena sniggered and said, "What? Were you worried he'd try to stick his cock cage in your ass?"
Mark blushed an even deeper red. "I guess I was a little stupid."
"More than a little. Take Brian and ask him to shave your back and shoulders."
Noticing that Brian remained on his hands and knees, Mark copied him and followed him back to the bathroom. He couldn't believe how serene the older man was. Mark knew if his wife or girlfriend was entertaining another man, he'd be anything but serene. "Why do you do this?" Mark asked. "Why do you help her fuck other men? Why are you dressed like a sissy and putting up with this shit?"
"Why are you letting Mistress Helena turn you into a sissy?" Brian countered.
"You heard her. She said she'd charge me with rape if I didn't!"
Brian snorted. "An empty threat if I've ever heard one. All you have to do is make me a witness, and I'll tell the truth--she invited you here and wanted to be banged like the slutty drum she can be for the right bull." He looked at Mark, amused. "So, tell me. Why are you letting my Mistress turn you into a sissy?" Mark's mouth opened and closed several times as he tried to formulate his response. He had no luck in doing so. Brian smiled disparagingly. "You're doing it for the same reason I did when I met Mistress Helena all those years ago--because you find her so sexually alluring and dominant that it excites you so much that you'll do anything to remain in her presence, including sucking a cock and dressing like a sissy."



Brian gestured for Mark to get in the shower. He spread shaving foam on the young man's back and took a disposable razor from the pack. He looked at the young man's back, ass, and legs critically. "Jaysus, buddy. You've missed more than you've got. Hold still, and I'll do it properly so you don't offend Mistress Helena."
Mark reluctantly agreed. Brian spread more foam and told Mark about his ultimate surrender to Helena.
Chapter 20: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 8.
Brian explained the events that led to Helena tying him up, leaving out that she'd threatened to cut off his balls. He didn't want to terrify the young man too much. Shaving Mark's legs as he described the events, Brian told Mark how he became what he is--a cock-sucking nancy boy who loved being fucked in the ass.
It took Brian about an hour to work his way out of the ropes tying him to the bed. By then, the rope had rubbed Brian's wrists and ankles raw. Grateful he was finally free, Brian sat, leaning against the bed, panting. His horror at almost having his dick and balls cut off with a blunt knife and spoon remained fresh in his mind. Helena had him convinced she would do it.
The guilt about punching her intensified when he remembered her sorrowful demeanour, and her hurtful parting words. He wanted to be her man. He'd known that for months now. Now she was gone, Brian realised he was also willing to do whatever necessary to be her man, including sucking cocks and/or taking them up his clacker. Doing that seemed such a minor price to pay to be with someone he adored and who was as sexually free and adventurous as Helena was.
If he was honest, which Brian prided himself on being, he was living every red-blooded male's dream. He got to have regular sex with multiple women, all of whom his partner had introduced to him. And all he had to do to receive that gift was wear women's underwear and occasionally go out, dressed in drag, with her and her female friends. Brian finally understood that if he did what Helena asked, it turned her on, and the sex was fanfuckingtastic! And given she and her friends regularly fucked him with their strap-ons, letting a man fuck him wouldn't be so bad, would it? Also, if his simply dancing and flirting with a man turned her on so much, and he reaped the benefits of that arousal, couldn't he do that for her?
Brian began crying as he recalled Helena's last words. He'd blown it. Blown it big time. Picking up his phone, he stared at it through teary eyes. Without hope, he called Helena's number. It went straight to voicemail. "If this is Brian. Go fuck yourself."
When the phone beeped, Brian pleaded, "Please, Helena. I fucked up. Talk to me, I beg of you."
He waited forty-five minutes before trying again. This time the message said, "If this is Brian. What would be the point?"
He left, "I want to make it up to you. I love you, Helena. I will do whatever you want to make this right."
He tried her phone several more times before giving up at around 1:00 a.m. and sleeping. Brian woke up with the morning sun in his eyes. He'd forgotten to shut the blinds before falling asleep. He checked the phone. Nothing. He called her number. "If this is Brian. Too little, too late."
That message didn't change for a week, no matter how many texts he sent her or how many messages he left. On Friday, Brian was called into Chris Savage's office. His performance had been poor at best, barely breaking even for his week of trades.
"What's gone wrong, Brian?" Chris asked. "You've gone from top broker to also-ran in a week. Is this just this week, or is this what we can expect from you in the future?"
Stockbroking was not for the faint-hearted. Careers could easily be lost in a week of disastrous trading. Brian's week wasn't career-ending, but more than another week with poor trades could be career-threatening.
"I've had a few personal problems at home, Sir," Brian said.
"Ensure you leave them there, son," Chris replied. "You know better than to bring your problems to work. Another week like this one, and you'll be looking for another job."
"I understand, Sir. I'll fix it, I promise."
"Ensure you do. Dismissed, and I'll expect to see a return to the performances that had us considering offering you a partnership."
"Yes, Sir." Brian stood and left.
"Think he'll make it?" Andrew, another senior partner, asked.
"If he can't separate his home life from his work, he's doomed anyway," Chris replied dismissively.
Brian went to The Victory on Friday night, hoping to see Helena. She wasn't there. He waited for two hours, ignoring the various trollops who approached him before he caught a cab to The Valley and entered The Wickham. She wasn't there, either. Brian waited there until nearly 1:00 a.m., hoping Helena would turn up. He feared that if she did, she'd be with another man. In despair, Brian caught another cab to The Sportsman Hotel in Spring Hill. He didn't find Helena, but found the nightly drag show instead. Brian watched the drag queens prancing around the stage, looking like overblown caricatures of women, and found them fascinating. He tried to talk to two of them and was surprised by their reticence.
Sitting at the bar was another interesting experience. Several guys approached him, and two tried to pick him up. Brian's experience being out, dressed in drag, meant their approaches didn't bother him, but he wasn't interested. However, one of the queens, Trixie Trinity, climbed onto a bar stool beside him. Using her normal man's voice, Trixie said, "You wanted to chat with a drag queen? Well, here I am."
"I'm Brian. Pleased to meet you, Ms Trinity." She'd been introduced to the crowd during the show. "May I buy you a drink?"
"Trixie's fine, dahlink," Trixie said with an extremely exaggerated faux-lisp. "I'll have a glass of house white, thanks."
Brian looked at her, amused. His grin nearly split his face. "You're so funny! You kind of take a woman's typical mannerisms and then exaggerate them to the extreme. It's hilarious!"
"Why, thank you, dahlink. A girl does try." She chuckled and dropped the lisp. "What can I do for you, chap?"
Brian blinked. He was unsure if he preferred the lisp, but the rough-sounding voice coming from an exaggeratedly female face just seemed weird. To hide his confusion, Brian signalled the bartender and ordered Trixie's wine and another beer for himself. He turned back to Trixie and handed her the glass before saying, "My girlfriend wanted me to dress in drag and go out with her. I did it a couple of times, but then she wanted me to dance and flirt with blokes. I got a little pissy about it, and we broke up. I'm trying to understand the attraction. That's all."
"Let me see if I understand. You're a handsome man, so I assume your girlfriend's pretty hot?" Brian nodded. "And she gets turned on when you dress as a woman and take her out?" He nodded again. "She gets even hotter when you dance and flirt with guys, and probably just about rapes you if you let them feel you up?"
"Well, yeah. What's with that?"
"Do you have any sexual peccadillos that, if others knew about them, they'd think were weird?" Brian blushed and embarrassedly admitted he enjoyed watching tranny porn. Trixie nodded before saying. "So if you had a girlfriend who was into watching lesbian porn, would you think she was weird?"
Brian replied, "She's bisexual, so it wouldn't be weird at all."
"Lawd oh lawd," Trixie muttered, shaking her head that someone could be such an idiot. "Does she bring women home to share with you?"
"Every time I dress as a woman, and go out with her."
"So, your girlfriend is bisexual, has threesomes and probably moresomes, with you, and all she wants in return is for you to dress in drag and dance and flirt with men?" Brian nodded. "Honey, if I were straight and my girlfriend brought girls home for me to share, I'd suck a dick for her in a flash. Seriously, dude? What's up with you? You have every red-blooded man's dream, and you won't suck a dick to keep it? That's fucked up, man. Did you realise that most cross-dressers are straight?"
Brian nodded. He remembered Helena saying that.
"Do you understand how many men your girlfriend could have lined up, willing to do whatever she wanted if she'd let them dress as a woman and date her?" Trixie shook her head, bewildered someone could be so stupid. Some guy, who loved to dress en femme and suck a cock, would snap Brian's girlfriend up in a moment, and he'd never object or dither if she wanted him to blow someone.
"But I'm not gay," Brian said weakly.
"You don't have to be. You just need to want to make your girl happy. A girl who brings girls home to make you happy."
"But I thought she did that for herself. Not me."
"If she was bringing girls home for herself, she doesn't need you there. She'd pick a random up whenever her itch for a dick got too much for her."
"You think she's bringing those girls home for me?"
"Does she pick up girls while you're out, or does she bring them with her? Who does she bring if she does?"
"Usually, she brings her sister and best friend over."
"What?" Trixie gasped. "Your girlfriend brings her sister and her best friend over, and you all have sex together? Your girlfriend and her sister get it on together, too?" Brian nodded. "Jaysus, Brian! I don't know any guy on the planet who wouldn't suck a cock for that opportunity! Fuck! Most would take it up the ass to get it! Look, going back to my comment about weird peccadilloes--your girlfriend's fetish, if you like, is watching a straight guy dress as a woman and play with guys. It's what revs her motors. What's the big deal with that?"
"Nothing, I guess." He thought furiously before admitting, "I've been an idiot."
Trixie laughed disparagingly. "Ya think?" Then, curious, she asked, "Who is your girlfriend?"
"Helena MacNeil."
"I know Helena. Well, a Helena MacNeil. Long black hair, tall, slender, small tits, great ass?" Brian nodded. "We had classes together at uni. She's smoking hot. Dude, you'd better get to sucking some cock and win her back."
Taken aback, Brian asked, "Why would that work?"
"It would show you're willing to change to get her back."
"Yours, I assume?"
Trixie laughed. "My dick is so tightly taped away that I couldn't get a hard-on even if Brad Pitt was on his knees, wanting to suck me off!" Brian's face fell. He couldn't believe a drag queen, a bloke, had turned him down. Trixie laughed louder. "Tell you what. I'm going out the back to take off my costume and change into street clothes. If you're still here, I'll come back to your place, and you can blow me. If you have a camera, I'll take your picture with my dick in your mouth, and you can send it to your girl."
Brian nodded, disbelieving he was going to do that. Trixie left, patting his ass on her way past. Brian jumped and gulped. Many times, as he waited for Trixie to return, Brian's conscience told him to leave. Twice, he stood, about to walk out. But every time he did, he returned to his seat. He had to have Helena back in his life, and maybe doing this was the only way it would happen.
Brian jumped when a hand descended onto his shoulder. He turned his head, and a man grinned at him. "I'm amazed you're still here. I was certain you'd have piss-bolted as soon as I left."
Brian was astounded. He recognised the voice. It was Trixie's when she wasn't lisping. But the person before him looked like a mannish man, and he couldn't equate the glamorous drag queen with the bloke before him. "Trixie?" Brian asked.
"One and the same," the man said, laughing. He held his hand out. "Timothy, but call me Tim. Shall we go?"
Brian wiped his sweaty palm on his trousers and shook Tim's hand. "I'm shitting myself," Brian admitted.
"Understandably," Tim soothingly replied. "Look, we'll go back to yours, have a few drinks, and if you're feeling it, you can blow me. Otherwise, I'll cab it home. No harm, no foul."
"Sounds like a plan," Brian agreed.
They went outside and hailed a passing cab. Brian gave the driver his address and asked if he needed directions. The cabbie asked which part of Chapel Hill Brian lived in, and when Brian said it was off Chapel Hill Rd, he replied he could get them to there with no problems. Brian would only have to direct him through the last few streets. The new friends sat in the back, but conversation lagged. Brian's nervousness amused Tim, but he'd dated many first-timers, and knew it was natural. Brian was almost sick to the stomach. He feared what was to come.
The cab pulled up in front of Brian's house. Brian paid him, including a sizeable tip, and got out. He opened the door and ushered Tim inside. "What would you like to drink?" He asked.
"What beer have you got?"
"Umm, Heineken and Grolsch."
"Rich bitch, huh?" Tim teased without malice, looking around at the sparsely furnished but clearly expensive house. "I'll have a Grolsch, thanks."
"I do alright," Brian admitted, handing Tim a 500 ml bottle of Grolsch beer. "But if I have another week like I did last week, I might be joining the job queue."
Popping the top, Tim asked, "So, sales, or stockbroking?"
"Stockbroking. How did you guess?"
Tim shrugged. "Only two jobs that pay enough to afford this place and have that much pressure. What degree do you have?"
"Master's in Business Administration. You?"
"Bachelor of Physiotherapy. I need to earn some money before I return to do my Master's."
Brian nodded slyly. "So if I have something that's a little stiff and needs massaging?"
"I'll rub it and make it even stiffer before it throws up and becomes a limp noodle." Tim replied, laughing.
They moved to Brian's lounge and sat at either end of the couch. The space between them was significant. Brian's heart pounded, and despite his beer, his lips, mouth and throat were dry. Strangely, Brian's pits and hands sweated profusely.
"Would it make it easier if you changed into drag?" Tim asked.
"Maybe," Brian said noncommittally.
"Change and we'll see."
Grateful for the direction, Brian got up and went to his bedroom. He put on the silk panties Shelley had left him, a bra Helena had purchased, the slip Helena had given him, and the dress he'd bought for himself. Then Brian slipped on the high-heels Helena had given him, and he turned to leave his room. At the last second, Brian put in the breast forms and put on the wig Janey had selected.
"Nice," Tim said admiringly when Brian returned. "You make a pretty girl. I can see why a bisexual woman would find you alluring."
Brian sat at the couch's end stiffly. He'd removed his cock cage on Friday morning. After a week of Helena not returning his calls, Brian had masturbated several times since then. Even so, without it and the control briefs, his dick threatened to erect and show itself. "Thank you," he replied awkwardly. "I don't know how to do my makeup, and I don't have any even if I did. Helena always did it for me."
"If we become friends, which I hope we do, I'll take you shopping. As men, we need to do our makeup differently from how women do theirs. I can show you, if you'd like?"
Remaining noncommittal, Brian shrugged. "Sure."
"Come closer, honey. I don't bite." Tim chuckled. "At least I don't without you asking me to."
Shaking like a leaf, Brian shifted across the couch until his thigh touched Tim's. Brian froze before suddenly standing. "Scotch. I need a hefty shot of scotch." He ran as best he could in his heels, returning a few moments later with a water glass filled with whiskey. He gulped nearly half of it before sitting back beside Tim.
"Close your eyes and just feel, honey," Tim said. "Forget who is touching you and let your body respond. Before I start, where is your camera?"
"I'll get it," Brian said hurriedly. He fetched it from a kitchen drawer and returned. Handing the camera to Tim, Brian sat, leaning against the sofa's back, doing his best to relax.
Tim looked at Brian sitting and smiled. 'Helena's taught him well,' he thought. 'Back straight. Knees together, and hands in his lap, protecting the view from in front.' He placed his hand on Brian's inner thigh and left it there as he sipped his Grolsch. Tim asked about Brian's life. Tim golfed, too, although he was more of an occasional recreational golfer rather than the hardcore regular Brian was. But it was something they had in common, and Brian relaxed as they spoke.
Tim stroked up and down Brian's inner thigh as they compared the courses they played, his hand slowly inched towards Brian's dick. Brian kept his head tilted back and his eyes closed as Tim had suggested. Not seeing who stroked along his thigh towards his cock meant it reacted solely to the stimulation, and it stiffened and strained against his silk panties. Brian moaned as Tim's fingers caressed his glans through his panties and moaned louder when Tim pushed the panty aside and took hold of his cock.
Brian felt Tim's breath against his glans before Tim engulfed his dick with his warm, wet mouth. Brian's left hand moved from the couch back to the back of Tim's head, and Brian groaned as Tim slowly blew him. Keeping his eyes closed meant Brian could pretend it was anyone sucking him off. Of course, his mind imagined it was Helena, and his ass clenched as an orgasm threatened.
Brian felt a hand take his and guide it onto a thick, rampantly erect dick. He squeezed his eyes tightly shut and gripped that fat member. It felt weirdly like holding his own despite the difference in angle and thickness. Brian pumped the shaft in his hand.
Tim released Brian's cock from his mouth and said, "On your knees, honey. Keep your eyes closed and let me guide you, okay?"
Brian nodded and obeyed. He heard rustling as Tim undressed and then the sound of him sitting back down. Next, Brian felt Tim's hands on his head, and he let Tim guide him onto his dick. The head felt warm and rubbery against his lips. Brian refused to think about what he was doing and opened his mouth. The insistent downward pressure on his head made Brian accept more of Tim's throbbing meat into his mouth. Tim halted his motion before his cock reached Brian's gag reflex.
"Suck, honey. Swirl your tongue over my glans. Do to me what you enjoy having done to you."
Brian nodded and sealed his lips around Tim's shaft. He sucked firmly as he used his tongue to stimulate Tim's cock's head, concentrating on the area under Tim's helmet where his dick was most sensitive. Precum poured from Tim's cock's eye, but it didn't taste anywhere near as bad as Brian feared. In fact, he thought he could learn to enjoy it. Following Tim's instruction to do to him what he enjoyed, Brian reached with his hand and cupped Tim's balls. Then, knowing he was incapable of deep-throating Tim's cock, Brian gripped Tim's shaft and jacked it as he bobbed his head and swirled his tongue over and around the glans.
"So good," Tim muttered. "There's a good girl. Suck that dick. Savour every moment."
Those words changed Brian's mindset, and he began sucking and jacking eagerly. He imagined being a girl and servicing her man after her man had returned home after a hard day of physical work. The imagery allowed Brian to forget they were indulging in homosexual sex. He was a girl who was servicing her man to show her man she appreciated his hard work.
Tim tapped the back of Brian's head. "Close, baby girl. If you don't want me to cum in your mouth, you'd better take me out now."
'Fuck it!' Brian thought. 'In for a penny. In for a pound.' He sucked harder and jacked faster.
"Cumming!" Tim warned. His nuts clamped against his shaft and his prostate cramped, spewing their twin loads into Tim's cock and sending it exploding into Brian's mouth.
"Eep!" Brian squeaked. His gorge rose and threatened to make him vomit, but he forced it down and swallowed Tim's cum instead. More spurts spat into his mouth, and Brian forced them down, too. 'Not so bad,' Brian thought. 'I can do this for Helena. It's not so bad!'



"Look up, honey," Tim said. Brian did, and there were several camera flashes as Tim photographed his dick in Brian's mouth. "Pull back so Helena can see my cum in your mouth." Brian obeyed. He still had some on his tongue and lips despite swallowing most of it. Tim captured everything. "Helena will love it. I'm sure of that!" Tim said gleefully. He looked at Brian. "You okay? How do you feel?"
"Weirded out. But I think I'm okay," Brian responded.
"Do you want me to suck you?"
"I'm not sure I can get hard."
"Close your eyes again. You were pretty close before, and I reckon you'll pop over the edge pretty quickly. Don't forget to take some pictures to send to Helena."
Brian considered the contradiction in Tim's instructions. Close your eyes and don't forget to take photos? How did one manage that? But he knew what his new friend meant and closed his eyes while holding the camera in his hand. He'd open his eyes and take photos as he orgasmed into Tim's mouth. Surprising himself, Brian raced towards his peak much faster than he'd anticipated. Only a few moments after feeling his dick swallowed by a warm, wet mouth, Brian's nuts clamped against his shaft. He opened his eyes and brought the camera up. Looking through the viewer, Brian took several photos as his prostate cramped and he ejaculated into Tim's greedily sucking orifice.
Brian relaxed, feeling the tension from an arduous week draining away. Sometime later, he heard Tim dressing and dragged his eyes open.
"I've ordered a cab," Tim informed him. "It should be here soon. If you want, I'll come over next Friday. I'll bring what you need to do your makeup properly, and then you can dress and accompany me to Sporties. I'll bring an outfit for you to wear. Otherwise, thank you for tonight. I enjoy being a newbie's first. I've written my number on the pad beside your house phone. Call me if you want me to come over on Friday."
"What time will you be here on Friday?" Brian asked firmly.
"Seven o'clock? That gives me plenty of time to doll you up and get to Sporties in time for the first show. Have something for us to eat when I get here."
Brian woke up on Sunday morning feeling as horny as fuck. With his cock uncaged, his libido had exploded back into life. He took his throbbing cock in his hand and slowly jacked it, but couldn't find the right fantasy to reach his peak. His mind flashed to sucking Tim off the previous night--well, earlier this same morning. Brian imagined doing it again and felt vaguely nauseous. His dick wilted. 'Definitely not gay,' he thought relievedly. However, his mind conjured an image. He was on his knees, sucking Tim's cock as Tim sat on the couch. Beside Tim, Helena lay back with her knees up and her heels on the couch. She pinched her conical nipples through her top as she fingered her pussy, thrusting two fingers into it.
She moaned, "Fuck me, Brian! That's it! Suck that dick, make it cum in your mouth! Oh, fuck! That is so hot! Do it, baby. Do it for me!"
Before Brian could fully formulate that scene, his dick stiffened to iron in his hand, and he orgasmed almost immediately. Cum shot from his dick, covering his hand and belly. 'Okay. So maybe a little bit gay if Helena's there to encourage me,' he thought ruefully.
Brian stripped the sheets from the bed and put them in the washer. Returning to his bedroom to dress, he picked up the cage and examined it. Since Helena had put it on him and forced him to control his libido, his performance at work had improved markedly. Being in chastity forced him to think of anything other than pretty girls, big tits, shapely legs, and sexy asses, which forced him to concentrate on his work. His performances had improved because of it. Brian opened the cage and put it back on. He put the padlock key in his drawer--out of sight, out of mind.
He removed a pair of panties from his drawer before hesitating and rechecking his drawer. Brian thought, 'I wonder when Helena replaced my undies with panties?' Shrugging, he put a pair on before adding a bra and the slip. Then he picked up the wig from where he'd carelessly tossed it. It took several minutes of careful brushing to return it to pristine from the tangled mess he'd left it.
Lost for what to do, and feeling melancholy, Brian shaved carefully before, dissatisfied with his shape, he returned to his room and inserted the breast forms and put his dress on. He checked the mirror. 'Much better,' he thought. 'Shame I don't know how to do my makeup.'
Going to the kitchen, Brian saw Tim's number. His nervousness and nausea returned, as did his sweaty hands. With shaking hands, he dialled the number.
"Tim Fischer. Brisbane's finest taxidermist. You kill em, we fill em. You snuff em, we stuff em."
"Oh," Brian said, startled and confused by the way Tim had answered the phone. "Is this Trixie? I mean Tim. Umm... I thought you were a physiotherapist?"
"Yes, this is Tim/Trixie," Tim replied, chuckling. "Is this Brian? What can I do for you this fine Saturday morning?"
Brian stammered. He didn't know why he'd called immediately rather than waiting until later in the week and confirming he wanted Tim to come over.
"Let me guess, then. You woke up with a hard-on and tossed off, imagining sucking me off. You feel weird about it, and you're wondering if you're gay?"
"Yes," Brian admitted.
"Honey, you're not gay."
"I'm not?"
"You're not even really bisexual, although I think you'll learn to enjoy sex with men. I'd call you 'Helena sexual'. You're doing gay stuff because you know it excites her, but you wouldn't do it for yourself."
"Oh," Brian said, relieved.
"My coming over today will only make you feel weirder. Think about it until Thursday and then send me a text if you'd like me to come over on Friday and take you to Sporties."
"Okay," Brian replied. That seemed like a good plan except he'd do the manly thing and not think about it at all until Thursday afternoon.
"Upload those photos and send them to your girl. Then delete them all. You'll feel better. You got dressed en femme this morning, right?"
"Umm, yeah."
"Good. Take a photo in the mirror and send that, too. Show you're still following her edicts."
Brian realised that was good advice and promised to do so. He hung up, feeling better about himself, and got his camera from the coffee table in the lounge. He took it to his desktop computer and plugged it in. Searching through the photos, Brian selected two--one of him sucking Tim and one of Tim blowing him. Then he deleted the rest. Brian remembered Tim's advice, so he unplugged his camera and walked to his room, where there was a full-length mirror. Holding the camera before his face, Brian took several photos before returning to his computer.
Brian chose the clearest photo and added it to the other two before creating an email and attaching them. He sent it to Helena, despairing of a reply. Three hours later, after receiving nothing back, he thought, 'Well, at least I wasn't expecting her to reply.' Helena's lack of response depressed him, anyway.
He spent the day alternately checking his phone for a text and the computer for a message. By nine o'clock that night, Brian was angry because he thought Helena should have done or said something to acknowledge he'd done what she'd wanted him to do. 'Fuck it,' he thought, storming to his bedroom and removing his female clothing and taking the cage off. 'I'll go out and find some slut to bang. There's always some willing trollop looking for a bit of dick.'
Brian dressed and called a cab. He was in The Victory buying a drink about thirty minutes later. As he'd expected, there were many slags and slappers trying to look hot and hoping for a rich guy to pick them up. Brian sat at the bar for over an hour, watching the people getting more and more drunk and out of control. He wondered if he had ever been like that. He didn't think so, but would he know if he were? Musing, Brian spotted a blonde-haired, voluptuous girl who was obviously inebriated and punchy.
"I will if I want to!" She slurred loudly.
Brian watched her climb onto a chair and then onto the table. He thought of the old joke: A large woman was dancing on a bar table. A drunk wanders by and says, "Wow! Great legs!" The large girl simpered and coquettishly replied, "Oh, do you really think so?" "Yeah," the drunk says. "Most bar tables would have collapsed well before now!"
Brian watched, dismayed by her drunken behaviour. Then suddenly his eyes widened, and he rushed over. The girl danced too close to the table's edge, and it tipped over, spilling her off. Brian caught her before she hit the ground, but he was unbalanced, and he fell on his back with her on top. The woman's legs splayed apart as she fell, and her wet cunt landed directly on Brian's pants-covered dick and balls. Of course, feeling a moist, hot pussy on it, his cock reacted in the typical manner. The large woman felt it and she wriggled, rubbing her pussy over his swelling member.
"Oh, that's a nice package you've got there, baby. Wanna take me home and fuck me with it?"
Brian pushed her off, disgusted with her and himself for becoming aroused. He stood and muttered, "You're drunk, you dumb bitch. You couldn't consent even if I wanted to fuck you."
"Hey, fuck you, asshole. I didn't come here to be abused."
Standing, Brian pulled the woman to her feet before replying, "Whatever," and walking off. He went outside and got in a cab. Just looking around at the women in the bar had depressed him. None of them, in his opinion, could hold a candle to Helena. Not only did her looks outshine theirs, but her intelligence, wit, and humour were so far above the slappers in the bar that it was ridiculous. He laughed ironically to himself, knowing before he'd met Helena, he would have fucked the tubby tart he'd saved in a minute. Brian guessed she'd go off like a frog in a sock in bed.
He put his cock cage and panties back on when he got home and went to bed, depressed.
Brian awoke Sunday morning still feeling depressed. However, moping around the house wasn't helping his depression, so he called his club. They had an open spot in about thirty minutes, which, if he hurried, gave him enough time to get there. He dressed and went. Playing helped distract him, and Brian shot a little under his handicap, which was enough to win him a ball in the rundown. The group he joined were a happy, chatty lot, so he stayed on after the round for a few drinks and dinner.
Returning home, his loneliness crashed back around him, and he sat on the couch, crying. Brian knew he'd messed up the best part of his life, and he swore he'd never give Helena grief again if they ever got back together. He went to bed early.
On Monday morning, Brian stood in front of his bathroom mirror and took several deep breaths. Putting his game face on, he walked to the bus and went to work. The day went well. His trades were profitable, his interactions with his clients and teammates were positive and lively, and he even participated in the typical banter that floated through the office. He went home and cried.
Tuesday and Wednesday were repeats of Monday, and Thursday looked to be the same. He led the profit sheets, and his bosses dropped by to acknowledge his return to form. Every night, Brian avoided alcohol because he knew down that path lay devastation, but with little to do and nothing to look forward to, his evenings were nothing but a dreary, boring routine.
Coming home from work on Thursday, Brian saw a taxi in his driveway and Helena sitting on his front step. His heart sang, but he was afraid to get too excited. He thought she might have come to tell him to stop calling, texting, and emailing her. Her message bank still said, "Too little, too late."
Helena waited until Brian stood before her. She looked up with a small smile on her pretty face. "You sucked a dick and swallowed, huh? Did you like it? Make you feel like you're a faggot? Whose was it?"
Brian's mind raced. Was she needling him to make him feel bad for striking her? Was she testing him to see if he'd get angry and lash out again? Or was she indicating she wanted to patch things up because he had made an effort to do some of the things she wanted? A little from each column, Brian thought. Probably more from the first two than the last. He examined her face and was glad to see she wasn't bruised. He chose to answer her questions in order and see where it led.
"Yes, I did. I wouldn't say that I liked it. But it wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. Yes, I felt guilty and was scared I'd turned gay. 'It' belonged to Trixie Trinity AKA Tim Fischer. He's a drag queen who stars in the drag shows at Sporties."
"I know a Tim Fischer from uni. I didn't know he was a drag queen, if it's the same guy. Was he in drag when you got on your knees like a poof and blew him?"
'Okay, definitely needling me to see if I'll react angrily. But why? Because she wants to get back together, but doubts she can trust me?' That was it, Brian realised. Once bitten. Twice shy. The statistics on domestic violence always increasing were incontrovertible. Helena suspected that if she allowed Brian back into her life, he'd become violent again. Taking a deep breath and releasing it slowly, Brian answered, "No. He took off his costume at Sporties before we caught a cab here."
"Did he stay the night?"
"No."
"Did you let him suck your gay dick?"
"Yes, but I'm not gay."
"Did you cum?"
"Yes."
"In his mouth?"
"Yes."
"Are you a faggot now?"
Brian took another deep breath and let it out slowly. "Are you trying to piss me off?"
"Yes. Is it working?"
"Yes."
"Good. Are you wearing your cage and panties?"
"Yes."
"Show me." Brian did. "I left your key."
"I know."
"Why didn't you take them off?"
"I did. I even went out last Saturday to pick up."
"Did you?"
"No."
"Why not?"
Remembering the hefty girl he'd caught and how she was too heavy and they'd crashed to the floor, Brian smiled and replied, "She was too heavy."
"There's a story there."
"There is. Do you want to hear it?"
"Not really."
"What happens now?" Brian asked.
"You ask me to go out tomorrow night. I agree, and we meet somewhere nice to talk about the rules if I let you back into my life."
Brian shook his head. "Tim's coming here before going to Sporties. We're having dinner, and then he's showing me how to do my makeup. Once it's done, we're going to Sporties in time for him to star in the first show. The last show is at 1:30 a.m. After that, I don't know. Maybe he comes back here. Maybe not."
"You'd rather go out with a drag queen than me? Are you sure you're not a poofter now?"
"I'd rather I'd never lost my temper and struck you. But given I don't have a time machine, and you weren't responding to my calls, texts, or messages, and I didn't think we were ever getting back together, I made other arrangements. Tim helped me when no one else would, and I'm not dumping him because I got a better offer. What kind of man would do that? What kind of woman would expect him to?"
"Good answer. May I meet you at Sporties in time for the first show? I'm sure Shelley and Janey will come, too. We're not going home with you, though."
"I wouldn't expect you to. Of course, you're welcome to come to Sporties. Besides, it's a public venue and you don't need my permission to go there."
"Yeah, but I wouldn't want you to feel uncomfortable if you'd prefer not to see me."
"I never wanted to break up, so I'd have been overjoyed to see you."
"Yeah, but you hit me, Brian. Punched me in the face. How can I ever trust you not to do it again?"
Brian sighed resignedly. "You can't. Something done once is often repeated. Although your method of dissuasion was very effective!"
"I came this close to doing it," Helena said, holding her hand up with her finger and thumb a minuscule distance apart. "It was only because I didn't want to go to jail that I didn't." She glared at Brian before sighing and adding, "Dad used to beat my mum. I swore that no man would ever hit me once, let alone twice. And that if one did, I'd saw off his dick and scoop out his balls before making him eat them."
"I know that a promise from me means nothing given my actions, but I promise I'll never lay a hand on you in violence again."
Helena examined his face searchingly. "Can you make that promise, Brian? Can you honour it? How do you know you can? How do I?"
"You can't," Brian admitted regretfully.
"Trust is harder to restore after being broken than it is to earn."
"That's true. Still, I'd like to try."
"Keep up what you're doing, and I might just give you the chance to."
"Okay. Well, I guess I'll see you tomorrow night." He looked at the cab still waiting in his driveway. "It must be costing you a fortune to have him sitting there. I'd better let you go."
Helena chuckled. It would cost her the seven-dollar pair of satin-silk panties she was wearing, but Brian didn't need to know that. Helena stood and kissed Brian's cheek. "See you at Sporties tomorrow." She got in the cab and left.
Chapter 21: Present Day 11.
Mark listened to Brian's tale, amazed by it. Willingly sucking a dick? Swallowing cum? Cumming into a man's mouth? Seriously? If Brian wasn't gay, why was he willing to have homosexual sex? He realised, however, that his dick had risen to the tale. He looked down, confused. But then he noticed he'd missed quite a few spots. He gulped and asked for the razor.
Brian shocked him when he said, "To have any chance of fucking Mistress Helena, you will have to either suck my cock or let me suck yours. Do you want me to shave your shaft and balls? That way, if you can't handle it, you can bail now."
Gulping again, and further confused because his ass clenched and his dick bounced with arousal, Mark reluctantly nodded. Knowing the young man's erection confused him, Brian held it lightly and did nothing but move it out of the way so he could access the remaining hairs. However, even that soft touch was enough to send the nineteen-year-old over the edge, and with an anguished groan, he orgasmed onto Brian's wrist.
Brian ignored him and continued shaving. Satisfied he'd got everything, Brian released Mark's partially softened shaft. "Don't worry about it," he said kindly. "It's got nothing to do with you being gay or anything like that. It's all to do with you being young and sexually inexperienced. I was the same at your age. The merest touch on my dick would set me off. Look, Mark, you talk a good game, and bluff well, but is Helena your first?"
"Second," Mark admitted.
"But the first was over in like three seconds, right?"
"If that," Mark admitted, downcast. "Worse was that she laughed at me and wouldn't let me touch her again. She told all her friends, too. That's why I went to QUT rather than Griffith, where the rest of them went. I had to get away from that crowd."
Brian looked at Mark steadily. He saw so much of himself in the young man.
"Mark, crawl into Helena's bedroom and ensure you have her attention. Then lower your eyes and confess you've been exaggerating your prowess and experience. Tell her what you told me. Trust me, she probably already knows or has guessed. Helena excels in choosing men who think they're alphas but she can easily break and turn into sissies. That's already happening to you. Of course, you can always run. That's happened before and will again, so she won't be too surprised. When she learns that I explained all this to you, I might be in a little temporary trouble, but you'll be fine."
Mark gulped again. "What's it like being her sissy?"
"It took me a long time to accept my place, but once I did, I have no regrets and I have many fond memories of the experiences I've had."



"Even being made to do gay stuff?"
Brian chuckled ruefully. "When you see how excited Helena gets when a man she controls does 'gay stuff', you'll understand why I don't mind doing it. I've even learned to enjoy it because, at the end of the day, it's just sex, and a blowjob is a blowjob, no matter who is giving it."
"I'll do what you say."
"I think that's smart," Brian said, smiling.
Washed, shaved, and dry, the two men crawled to Helena's bedroom. Brian crawled around the bed to his usual position while Mark stopped at the end of the bed.
Mark looked at how Brian knelt and copied that stance. He clasped his hands behind his back, keeping his shoulders up and back. Mark kept his head high but his eyes down. Taking a deep breath, he said, "Mistress Helena, I have a confession to make."
"Oh?" Helena asked. "What confession is that?"
"I am not as sexually experienced as I've led you to believe. In fact, I've had sex precisely once before, and that was disastrous. I lasted less than it takes to make this confession."
Helena turned a questioning eyebrow to Brian, who remained stoic and didn't respond. She turned back to Mark. "My sissy told you to stop pretending and confess?"
Mark seemed to gulp a lot. He did so again. Then, feeling sorry for dropping Brian in it, but knowing honesty was best, he nodded and said, "Yes, he did, Mistress. He saw through my bluff and bravado and suggested I come clean rather than make an idiot of myself."
"My sissy and I will have words about that later. But you are right; it is better to confess now because I already knew you were inexperienced. I would have punished you for lying to me, but I cannot do that since you've confessed." Helena studied the young man. "You're not a bull, Mark. Maybe with ten years more experience you might become one, but I doubt it. A woman made you feel small and insignificant without rewarding you for being so, and that made you want to be big and powerful. However, that is not you because you are innately submissive.
"There are women like me who adore submissive men who are willing to serve. Will you serve me, Mark? Serving me will be more rewarding than you can believe. Mark, you'll have more sexual adventures and be more sexually free than any three of your friends. But you must wish to serve. Do you? Will you?"
Mark gulped again. He stammered for a bit before saying, "Yes, Mistress Helena. I wish to serve. I want to serve you."
"Good boy. Let's start with a few basics. In the top right drawer beside you, you'll find my panties. Take a pair out and put them on. Brian, there's a cock cage in the drawer beside you. Take it out and hand it to me."
Blushing furiously, Mark got out a pair of red bikini briefs and put them on. Brian wore a thong that did not cover his cage, and Mark was too embarrassed to wear something similar.
"Come closer," Helena demanded. Mark crawled between her and Brian. "Stand on your knees, your hands behind your head and your elbows back."
Mark obeyed, and Helena took his precum-drooling, throbbing dick in her hand. She smiled at him and slid her hand down until it cupped his tight nutsack. Then, grinning maliciously, Helena withdrew her hand and thumped Mark's balls with the heel of her palm. Mark's eyes rolled back, and he moaned with pain. The agony of having his balls whacked immediately deflated his cock, and Helena had no problems putting the cage on and padlocking it shut.
Mark looked down at his caged cock, then at Brian's, dismayed.
Helena smiled at him almost sympathetically as she pulled his panties up and snugged them around his cock and balls. "Like all boys who didn't grow up in a female-led household, you spend way too much time thinking with and playing with your dick. Instead of studying hard and earning top grades, you spend all your time watching porn and wanking, coasting along with passes when you are capable of distinctions or even high-distinctions. The cage will make you concentrate on what is important--pleasing your Mistress and being the best student and person you can be. Ask Brian what happened to his work performance after I caged him."
Brian nodded and confirmed. "I went from an adequate stockbroker who wasn't bad for his age and experience to the best in the firm, regularly outperforming even the senior partners. Within eighteen months of Helena breaking and caging me, I was offered a full partnership, and now I run my own firm and have several subsidiaries."
At a loss for how to respond, Mark remained quiet until inspiration struck. "I understand, Mistress. I will endeavour to do better."
"Good answer, sissy. Next is learning how to please your Mistress sexually. Are you ready?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Good. Get on the bed and kneel between my legs." Mark obeyed, and Helena propped herself up on pillows and lifted and spread her knees. Sliding her fingers into her verdantly haired snatch, she parted her pussy lips with two fingers and she slid her finger along her slit. "Obviously you know that this is a pussy, but let me show you how it works."
Beside them, Brian tuned out. He wasn't as terrible as Mark at making love to a woman when he and Helena first got together, but she had to show him how to please her. Brian had learned his lessons well, and had no need of a refresher course. His mind returned to his early days with his Mistress.
Chapter 22: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 9.
Brian watched Helena drive away in the cab. He sighed. Insisting he met his commitment to feeding Tim and going in drag with him to Sporties was the right thing to do, but why did it feel like he'd blown another chance with Helena?
'You'd think doing the right thing would feel good,' Brian mused. 'Typically, it feels like shit, though.'
After texting Tim that he'd see him the next evening, Brian went to bed early. The thought he'd blown another chance with Helena sent the black dog of depression to visit, and Brian didn't want to think. He got up on Friday feeling melancholy, but as he drank his morning coffee, he gathered his strength and girded for battle. Another day as good as the previous four, and not only would he break his own personal record for trades, he'd break the firm's all-time record. The one held by Chris Savage.
Breezing into work, Brian said a cheery hello to the receptionist before momentarily stopping. He looked at her curiously before saying, "Umm, you've done something different with your hair. Changed its colour and shortened it by quite a bit. It looks good!" He walked to his desk, leaving a stunned Rebecca, the receptionist, gaping at him. It was the first time any male had noticed she'd changed her hairstyle, let alone complimented her for it.
Previously, Rebecca had lumped Brian in with the rest of the so-called alpha males working here who acted all macho and boastful. 'Beta chumps' is what Rebecca called them behind their backs. 'Small dicked wannabes who couldn't find a woman's clitoris with directions and a magnifying glass.' It was no wonder she turned to her girlfriends for relief most Friday nights. She'd heard Brian had broken up with his girlfriend and wondered if he was available.
Unaware of the damp pussy he'd left behind him, Brian logged into his computer and opened his trading program. Looking through the nightly results from the Nikkei and Dow, he started making notes and identifying trends. There's an old saying in the finance industry. "America sneezes, and the rest of the world catches a cold." George W. was in the White House, and Brian was worried about America's economic future and her growing international debt. The problem was that Europe was even worse, and most of Asia was a basket case. Brian began moving his various portfolios closer to home, investing in resource companies such as Rio Tinto and BHP Billiton. It was time to move away from speculation and into blue-chip stocks.
"That's it for the week, champ," Chris Savage said at Brian's shoulder.
Brian looked up and saw that it was almost five. He looked at his ongoing stock value and smiled, satisfied that he'd made a solid profit for the day. He closed off the last sales, logged out, and shutdown his computer.
"Didn't like how the Dow Jones looked?" Chris asked.
"I think there'll be a correction either tonight our time or Tuesday morning for us. By Friday next week, I'll move back in and pick up solid stocks in profitable companies that are currently low and then sell them when the rebound happens."
"I did the same thing. You surprised me by seeing the trend at the same time as I did. Well done."
"Thank you, Sir."
"Very good. Keep up the good work, and your name will come up for partnership again."
"I look forward to that, Sir," Brian said dutifully while thinking if Helena was still prepared to invest, he'd talk to Harry Mills about starting their own firm before then.
Chris smiled and walked away. He thought, 'I'll milk a few more months from him before he gets antsy about not being made partner. Then I'll hit him with the buy-in figure. He'll need at least another year to save that much. In the meantime, the firm makes all that profit, and all we have to do is to pay his wage.'
Brian got off at the shops on the hill above the start of Chapel Hill Rd so he could purchase some Chinese takeaway to eat with Tim later. Deciding he hadn't gotten enough exercise lately, he walked down the hill and then back up to his street. He looked, not expecting to see Helena, and wasn't surprised that she wasn't there. He sighed, wishing he could turn back time again. However, as the saying goes, 'Wish in one hand. Shit in the other. See which one fills up first.' He went inside and put the takeaway in the fridge.
With time to kill, Brian changed the sheets and put a load of washing on. Then he got in the shower and carefully removed every speck of hair he could find on his body. He couldn't reach his entire back, but it was only his lower back that was hairy, and he was certain he'd gotten that. Once he'd finished, Brian wrapped a towel around himself and removed the clothes from the washer. He took them outside and hung them on the line.
Millie, his Southside neighbour, was also hanging washing. She looked over, and despite being a married mother of three, her juices flowed. She'd surreptitiously admired Brian ever since he'd moved in. He never closed the blinds in his exercise room, and she often perved on him as he worked out in just his shorts and runners. In a teasing tone, she said, "You'd look better without the towel!"
"Maybe," Brian returned, smiling. "But then I'd have your husband climbing the fence, holding his shotgun."
"I'd have called it a cocktail sausage," Millie said, not really joking. "But sure, his," she made air quotes, "shotgun."
Brian laughed. The washing was hung, and he didn't know what to make of her flirting, so he smiled at her and turned to go inside. About halfway to his side door, Brian 'accidentally' let the towel drop.
"Oh, my!" Millie gasped. "Turn around!" Brian laughed again, picked up the towel and shook his muscular ass, and went inside. "Spoilsport!" Millie called after him.
Brian shook his head. Ever since Helena had crashed so dramatically into his life and Brian had stopped chasing every skirt in his vicinity, women had come onto him. Millie was mostly teasing, but he knew if he'd taken her up on her implied offer, she'd have had him nuts deep inside her in a flash. Brian marvelled again at the differences Helena had wrought in him, but then his depression crashed back over him, almost drowning him with sorrow about had badly he'd fucked up.
He sat on his couch wearing only the towel until he heard a cheery, "Knock, knock. Yoo-hoo, is there a hunky gay virgin living here who wants to dress as a girl and come out?" Unable to resist chuckling, despite his depression, Brian let Tim in. Tim held two bags up. "I come bearing gifts. Where shall I put them?"
"Come into the kitchen. I'll stick our dinner in the microwave, and you can show me while it heats. Would you like a beer?"
"Sure," Tim said teasingly. "I'll drink some more of your rich-bitch beer." Tim entered the kitchen and put the bags on the table. He saw Brian wore only a towel and that his eyes were red. "The email didn't work, huh?"
Brian half shook his head, half shrugged. "It did kind of. She was waiting for me when I came home on Thursday. We spoke, and she said she'd meet us at Sporties tonight."
"So, small steps, but progress all the same. Maybe seeing you out with a bunch of drag queens might help her see you in a different light."
"One can only hope."
The microwave dinged, and Brian brought out the rice and the two meals he'd brought home. He'd gone for a fairly standard Aussie man's selection: Stir-fried chicken and cashews and sweet and sour pork. Tim rolled his eyes at the bland choices.
"Jaysus! You could have at least gone for the Mongolian lamb. Something that has some taste to it."
Brian shrugged. His palate was pretty tame. Even Mongolian lamb was a little spicy for him. Still, the meal was relatively tasty, nourishing, and filling. The new friends ate and drank beer in companionable silence. After eating, they took a turn each in the bathroom to clean up and brush their teeth.
When Brian returned to the kitchen, Tim said, "Right, let's get started." He looked at Brian's face critically. "Go shave again, and this time, after you've shaved with the grain, shave against the grain. That'll give you a closer shave. I have an astringent to use after you've shaved to ensure your face doesn't rash."
Brian obeyed, and when he returned, Tim handed him a bottle of witch hazel. Brian poured some into his hand and then splashed it onto his face. "That stings," he muttered.
"Yeah, a bit at first," Tim replied, agreeing. "Now sit here under this light and let me fix your face." Tim spread Dermablend foundation over Brian's face, explaining what he was doing along the way. "I'm using Dermablend because it gives the best coverage, especially for blokes like us. You probably didn't notice, but I played a lot of rugby when I was at school. My face has many scars from nicks and acne. Dermablend covers them all."
Tim then used a dark red blush to bring out Brian's cheekbones and to streamline his brow, nose, and jaw. He described what he was doing, how, and why. Eyeshadow followed. A light colour on the inner lid, blending to a magenta on the outer. Next, Tim used an eyebrow pencil to draw Brian's eyebrows in and a little higher, increasing the brow's arch. Eyeliner came after that, with Tim drawing wings out from the corners to make Brian's eyes appear wide and rounder. Fake eyelashes followed the eyeliner, and then Tim drew Brian's lips. He made the outline about 5 millimetres wider than Brian's actual lips, and then painted them in, giving Brian a pouting, bee-stung look.
Tim examined his work and smiled. "Hmm... I'm a fucking genius. Hang on, I brought one of my wigs." He retrieved it from the bag and put it on Brian's head. "Honey, if you're going to wear wigs all the time, it'd be better if you either shaved your head or cut your hair really short. Something like this," Tim added, rubbing a hand over his short, spiky hairdo. Tim adjusted the wig until it sat properly and then used hair clips to ensure it remained where it was. "Okay," he said. "Go check yourself out."
Brian stood and walked to the bathroom. He turned the light on and studied his reflection. When Helena did his makeup, he looked what he was--a man wearing makeup. The image staring back at him looked like a butch woman attempting to tone down her inherent masculinity, but clearly a woman, nevertheless. He was impressed.
From the kitchen, Tim lisped, "Move your ass, honey. We're running out of time for me to get to Sporties and change for the first show. Get your delicious ass into some stockings, panties and a bra and get it in there quickly." Brian obeyed. When he got to the kitchen, Tim handed him a skin-tight, spangly dress that seemed barely long enough to cover his ass. "Up on the table so I can tape your cock and balls away."
Brian obeyed that instruction, too. Then he put the dress on. As he'd feared, it was only just long enough to leave him decent. "When you get out of the car, walk with your head up and your shoulders back. Strut like you're the queen bitch and own everything and everyone around you. Trust me, if you do that, every straight and bisexual guy's eyes will be on your ass and tits, and no one will know you're a tranny cos they're sure as fuck not looking at your face."
Tim looked at his watch. "Shit! We need to hurry," he said, rushing him out the door.
Tim drove them to Sporties, parking in a reserved spot at the back. He ran inside, leaving Brian to get out and enter on his own. Gulping nervously, Brian got out of Tim's car and walked up the stairs. It wasn't until he reached the back door that he realised that unless you had a key, it couldn't be opened from outside. He returned down the steps and walked up the driveway to the street. He only remembered to strut when a car passed and a guy yelled, "Fucking poofter!" out the window and threw a beer can at him. It missed, fortunately. But the act angered Brian, and he strutted to the front entrance like a model down a catwalk.
Brian entered and saw that the show was about to start. The bar was basically free, so he ordered a glass of white wine and received it quickly. Then, returning to the stage area, he looked for a seat. Looking around, he spotted Helena, Janey, and Shelley sitting at a table close to the stage. They were clearly looking for him, but hadn't recognised him. He grinned and strutted to the table. Brian used the same exaggerated lisp Trixie affected. He said, "Hello dahlinks. Is this table for tarts who adore cross-dressers?"
Three heads snapped around to examine him. Helena blinked and said, "Fuck me, Brian. Who did your makeup? You look gorgeous."
"I agree," Janey and Shelley said in unison.
Brian sat and explained that Tim had done him up before they left.
"Which one's Tim?" Shelley asked.
"Trixie Trinity. But she's not on stage yet. I made us a little late, so Tim's probably still changing."
The girls checked out the program and saw Trixie's profile picture. "Weird," Janey said. "Trixie looks like a drag queen, but she's done your makeup so well that, at first glance, you almost pass as a woman. I wonder why she doesn't do hers the same?"
"Because she's caricaturing women for shits and giggles. Not trying to emulate one," Brian said insightfully. "Drag queens are primarily gay men who have no desire to become women. They just love taking a woman's typical gestures and mannerisms and over-blowing them into parody. It's done to entertain, not mimic."
"Look at you," Janey said caustically. "Three weeks out of Helena's clutches, and you're already an expert on drag culture. So, wife-beater, are you gay now?"
Brian looked at her levelly. "My unwarranted actions mean Helena can abuse and talk to me however she wishes. She has every right to hate and distrust me. I've done nothing to you."
"You punched my sister."
Brian deflated, and tears threatened to flow. "You're right. You all must hate me. I'm sorry I ruined your night." He began to stand.
Brian felt Helena's hand on his arm. "Stay, please." She turned to Janey. "Ease up on the man-bashing, please. Just because every guy you've dated has either hit or cheated on you, or both, doesn't mean Brian will do that to me."
"He already did," Janey said, fuming. "If he's done it once, he will do it again. Come on, Helena! You know that as well as I do!"
"When I was about twelve, I saw my dad slap my mum," Shelley said in a low, pained voice. "Mum went at him with a knife. He ran from the house, scared she'd cut his cock off. Dad stayed away for about a month, and when he came back, he never laid a hand on her in anger again. Dad learned his lesson, got help, and they're still together nearly thirteen years later." She looked into the distance thoughtfully for a few minutes before adding, "I say give Brian a chance to show he's changed. His appearance and the pictures he sent you certainly seem to show he has. If he hasn't, Janey and I will help you cut his dick and nuts off and make him eat them. Then we'll cut his body up and bury it in so many places that they'll never find him."



Mandy Moobs, who led the drag performance, finished the before-show preliminaries, and loud music came on. She momentarily disappeared off stage before the curtain opened and four drag performers began their show.
"That's Trixie on the left of the stage," Brian said, pointing in her direction.
With the music being so loud, conversation was impossible, so Brian and the girls sat back and enjoyed the show's first part. It was over about forty-five minutes later, with Mandy coming back out to announce there'd be further shows at 11:30 p.m. and 1:30 a.m.
A few minutes later, Trixie flounced over to Brian's table. "Well, hello, dahlink," she said to Brian, kissing his cheeks exaggeratedly. Then she looked at Helena, Janey, and Shelley with her eyes twinkling and added, "So, who are these slappers you're sitting with?"
Brian laughed along with the girls before introducing them. "Sitting beside me is Helena. She's the one I told you about. Across from me is Helena's sister, Janey. Janey thinks Helena should take out a contract on me. Between them is Shelley. The jury's out, but she thinks Helena should give me another chance. She's offered to help cut up my body and dispose of it if I ever lay a hand on Helena in anger again."
"That's true," Shelley said sweetly. "He doesn't need to be dead when I start cutting him up."
Trixie laughed and sat in Brian's seat when he stood.
"I'll get drinks. House white, everyone?"
Getting to the bar, Brian changed his mind, and had the bartender make coffee martinis instead. He brought them back to the table, snagged a spare chair, and sat beside Helena. A thrill ran through him when she held his wrist. The five of them sat around chatting and occasionally getting drink refills until it was nearly time for the show's second part. Trixie asked if they were staying, with the girls nodding and replying they were here to watch all three shows. Trixie winked at Brian. "Janey, what did you say Helena named Brian? Miss Velvet ChaCha?" Janey, laughing, nodded. "Take care of Miss Velvet, ladies. She's trying very hard to change into what you need her to be."
Helena released Brian's wrist and glared at Trixie. No drag queen would tell her what to do! But before she let loose with a tirade, Janey interrupted. "I need the lady's room. Helena, come with me, please."
Helena's glare turned to her sister. But Janey's words were the signal that the other one thought they were making a mistake. Typically, the one making the signal wanted to warn the other that they didn't think their partner was trustworthy. Helena nodded and got up to follow her sister to the bathroom.
Shelley waited for them to walk out of earshot before she smiled at Brian warmly. "I admire you for what you're doing to win Helena back. However, you should be aware that she isn't actually attracted to transgirls or drag queens."
Brian slumped back in his chair. "Why does she make me dress in drag and go out with her then?"
"Because she loves the power she feels when she makes a straight guy do gay things. Look, it's a fine line to tread. You need to do what she asks when she feminises you and wants you to play with guys, but look like you're resisting at every step and only doing what she wants because she's forcing you to. If you become too girly, or start to obviously enjoy homosexual sex, she'll get bored and dump you really quickly.
"Going all girly like you have is a good move because it shows her you will humiliate yourself to get her back, but do what you were doing before you blew it, and continue to resist but reluctantly cave to her orders. That will make her feel powerful because she's making you do it, and that excites her. She'll want to come back with you tonight, but only to see if you will actually suck Trixie's dick. Don't try to involve her, and don't complain when she goes home. Message her next Thursday and ask if she'll go out."
"Is there a chance she'll let me back in?" Brian asked despairingly.
"I'd say 50-50. You need to understand how abusive Janey and Helena's father is. She ran away as soon as it was financially viable for her to do so. She hasn't seen her parents since, and she still has nightmares about his abuse." Shelley realised how what she said sounded, and she quickly explained. "I don't mean he was sexually abusive to his daughters. He wasn't. He would have killed anyone who was. However, he was mentally, emotionally, and physically abusive to his wife, and emotionally and mentally abusive to his daughters."
Shelley looked pensive. "Striking her is about the worst thing you could have done. Helena has trust issues with men because of her father, and you confirmed them by hitting her."
"So, I'm fucked then?" Brian asked dejectedly.
"Not necessarily. Look, Brian. I've known Helena for nearly eight years as we did our Bachelor's and Master's together, and you're the first man she's seen for more than about a month. I suspect she loves you, but right now, she doesn't trust you. Keep working on regaining her trust, and she'll probably let you back in. But for your nuts' sake, never lay a hand on her in anger again because you'll probably lose them."
Helena and Janey returned, preventing further conversation on the subject. They'd barely sat when the lights dimmed and the stage lights came on. The queens had changed their outfits, and they rocked through another set, each taking a turn to stand in front and lead.
This was only Brian's second drag show, and he, more than the others, found the performance as amusing as it was fascinating. The queens exaggeratedly mimicked a famous female rock star's movements and gyrations. During the songs, Brian could literally see the star they were caricaturing, but every movement and gesture the queens made was played for comic effect. The second part of the show ended, and Brian was on his feet, applauding. The queens noticed, and they exchanged curious glances, with Trixie looking smug.
The lights came back on when the stage lights dimmed, and shortly after that, the four queens came out to meet Brian and the women around the table. Trixie introduced them to each other.
She said, "Queens, this is my friend Brian, AKA Miss Velvet ChaCha, and his friends, Helena, Janey, and Shelley. Girls, my co-stars, Mandy Moobs, our leader and choreographer. Abril Latrine, get it? Not Avril Lavigne. And Britney's Spear, and trust me, Brit has a massive spear! Makes mine look like a chicken noodle. Of course, you know me, Trixie Trinity."
The four queens pulled up chairs, and the eight of them set about getting to know each other. The queens were all gay and had no sexual interest in women, but they were all extremely curious about Brian, and where he fit into Trixie's life. Trixie's last boyfriend had hurt her badly by having an affair with a woman. Like Brian, he was new to homosexual sex, and after using Trixie to experiment with, he returned to heterosexuality, which hurt Trixie tremendously. The queens were worried that Brian would do the same thing.
Abril isolated Brian and grilled him about his intentions. She relaxed when Brian said he wanted to marry Helena, and that Trixie was helping him become comfortable with man-on-man sex because Helena loved watching him do that. He thought he and Tim (Trixie) could be friends, but Brian had no romantic interest in him. Abril then isolated Trixie to confirm Brian's understanding of their relationship. When she did, Abril relaxed. Her sudden acceptance of the situation allowed Mandy and Britney to relax, too.
The queens and girls chatted until it was time for the third part of the night's show. After another rambunctious performance that had the crowd standing to applaud, the queens made their curtain call before packing up for the night. Helena's eyes almost bugged out of her head when a brawny, truck driver-resembling man placed his hand on Brian's shoulder and said, "Ready to go, honey?"
Brian looked at Helena longingly before turning his head to look at Tim. "Sure, Trixie, umm, Tim. Let me say goodbye to my friends, and then we'll get going."
Brian stood and turned to Janey and then Shelley. "It's good to see you two again. Hopefully, regardless of what happens, we can remain friends." He smiled at Helena. "I'm so glad you came, Helena. It was so very good to be in your presence again."
Brian stepped back to leave. Helena hesitated before biting her bottom lip. Then, realising she was about to lose her chance, she said, "May I come with you? I'll catch a cab home from your place, if I can."
Tim looked at Brian, smiled and nodded. Brian turned to Helena and said, "Sure. I'd love for you to come to mine. I don't know what will happen when we get there, but I love spending time with you."
Brian opened the front door for Helena when they got to the car, and was surprised when she got in the back. He shrugged internally and got in. The drive to his place wasn't long, but it seemed to take an age because the three occupants couldn't think of a damned thing to say. They'd turned onto Chapel Hill Road when Brian finally said, "Oh! Shit, how rude of me. Thanks for inviting me to watch your show, Tim. You girls blew me away!"
"You're welcome, honey," Tim replied, looking over and smiling. "But it's just a drag show, and there's nothing all that outstanding about it. I assume you haven't seen many?"
"The last show last week and the three tonight are the only ones I've ever seen." Brian blushed. "Until recently, when a certain young lady educated me, I was quite homophobic and wouldn't have been seen dead in a gay bar."
Curious, Tim asked, "What do you like about the show?" Drag shows were incredibly popular with the gay crowd, and Tim loved the theatricality of playing his role, but he'd never really understood the fascination.
"I guess I just love parody humour. It's a little like watching cartoons when all the animals act like caricatures of humans, exaggerating a normal person's mannerisms and foibles for comic effect. That's what you queens do. You take a female rock or pop star and then exaggeratedly mimic them. You turn them into a parody of themselves. I love it because I can identify the star, and could even if you'd only named the song and then mimed it without the words, because you girls have their moves down pat. But then you over-blow them, and I find it hilarious."
"That's probably the best explanation I've heard for why people like drag shows," Tim said thoughtfully. "I star in them, but I've never really understood why gay guys love them. They're just fun to do. I get paid a few bucks for performing in them, and someone almost always buys me a drink or six between shows."
Brian grinned. "What? You mean doing drag isn't your full-time career?"
Tim was still laughing as he pulled into Brian's driveway and turned off the engine. "I got $150 for tonight's three shows. That's, let me see, an hour to put my costume and makeup on. Two and a quarter hours on the stage. Half an hour to remove my makeup and costume and get changed, plus I'm at Sporties from 8:30 p.m. until 2:00 a.m. every Friday and Saturday night. Then there's the six hours of practice we do every week. Call it fifteen hours work for $300. $20 an hour. Yup, gonna get rich on that!"
The small group got out of the car and went inside. Brian kept glancing at Helena, hoping she'd say something, but she seemed introspective and as if her mind was elsewhere. His shoulders sagged because he suspected she was recalling the previous time she was here and him punching her. He offered drinks, with Tim accepting another Grolsch. Helena surprised Brian by asking for a Heineken. He never realised that she drank beer.
The conversation between the three started out quite stilted, but as Helena engaged with Tim warmly, the men slowly relaxed, and the conversation flowed. Before long, Brian felt comfortable enough to move closer to Tim, who put his hand on Brian's inner thigh, his right pinky finger just under his skirt's hem.
Helena avidly watched Tim's hand as he slowly stroked Brian's inner thigh, his hand moving ever closer to Brian's taped-away cock. Eventually, as he asked Helena what she'd been up to since they'd shared a class together at uni, Tim's hand was between Brian's thigh. When Tim had taped Brian's dick and balls away, he'd left Brian's cock's eye exposed so Brian could sit and pee. Tim's finger rubbed over that exposed part deliciously, and Brian's hips slid to the couch's edge as his knees unawarely opened. With a soft moan, Brian lay back against the sofa's back.
Tim glanced at Helena, who sat on a sofa chair opposite them. Her eyes had fixed on his hand as she bit her bottom lip. Tim smiled as he moved between Brian's thighs. He lifted Brian's knees, putting his feet on the sofa's edge, and removed his panties. Then, pushing Brian's knees further apart, Tim found an edge on the tape. He carefully unpicked it and peeled it back. Brian groaned as his balls dropped back into their sack and his thick cock immediately roared to life, lengthening and stiffening to fully erect.
Tim felt more than saw Helena move to sit on the couch beside Brian. He glanced at her before he lowered his head, gripped Brian's shaft, and then slowly engulfed Brian's hot, rubbery dick with his mouth. Sliding his hand down to cup Brian's balls, Tim deep-throated Brian's dick as he gently massaged his nuts. He heard Helena groan, "Oh, Gawd," as he lifted along the shaft and slowly lowered down. Brian's eyes were closed tightly, but his back had arched, trying to force more of his cock into Tim's mouth despite it being fully embedded in Tim's throat.
Tim shifted his hands to Brian's knees, holding them back and apart as he bobbed his head up and down Brian's pre-cum drooling dick. Brian snatched his hands to Tim's head, holding it loosely, but encouraging him to bob faster, which Tim did gleefully. Knowing Brian was wholly into receiving head, Tim daringly rimmed Brian's little dark star, and meeting no resistance, he allowed saliva to drool from his lips so he could use it to lubricate Brian's chocolate starfish. Brian moaned as Tim eased his finger into his ass.
Standing momentarily, Tim stripped before kneeling before Brian again. Tim's thick 6-inch cock throbbed under Helena's gaze, and she moaned, imagining what was to come. Tim pushed Brian's knees further back, lifting his ass and making Brian's rosebud available. He slavered his tongue over Brian's little dark star, ensuring it was well-lubricated, then he eased his finger back in. Brian jumped as the finger parted his knot and then moaned as it spun over his prostate. Helena's voice rose to match Brian's.
Tim continued blowing Brian, keeping him just on the edge of losing his chocolates, but never letting him fall off it. He worked a second finger into Brian's ass and Helena, intuiting what Tim wanted, rushed to Brian's bedroom to get the lube. She poured some onto Tim's fingers when he held them out, and then Tim eased a third finger into Brian's sphincter, slowly stretching to accommodate Tim's thick dick.
Helena was almost beside herself with excitement. She wasn't sure if Brian realised Tim was preparing his ass to be fucked, and the thrill of being there to watch it being done had her motors revving way beyond their redlines. She groaned lustfully when Tim released Brian's cock from his mouth and squatted behind Brian's ass.
"Hold still, Honey," Tim said soothingly. "It'll only hurt for a moment as your knot opens. After that, it'll feel even better than when the girls do it."
Brian grimaced, and his eyes flew open. But then, Helena moaned again, and he turned and saw her fingers flying over her clit and three more thrusting into her cunt. Gritting his teeth determinedly, Brian closed his eyes and relaxed his sphincter. "Oomph!" He grunted as Tim's cock peeled his knot open and slid inside. It hurt like blazes, but as Tim promised, the pain quickly subsided, subsumed by the delicious feeling of an incongruously hard and rubbery item gliding over his P-spot.
Brian grunted, "Oomph," again when Tim pulled back and pushed back in firmly again. Brian's grunts swiftly changed to pants as, surprisingly, the wickedly debaucherous feeling of his prostate being stimulated by a magnificently thick cock drove him towards his peak. He opened his eyes and gazed in wonder at Helena. Just like in his dream, she was on the couch beside him with her heels on the edge and her knees spread lewdly apart. As he watched, climbing towards an orgasm of his own, Helena ripped her top above her head and ravaged her small, taut, conical breasts and pointy nipples. Helena's three fingers pummelled into her cunt. She was so wet, Brian could hear her juices sloshing as she slammed her fingers against her entrance.
Brian's nuts clamping against his shaft and his prostate cramping brought his attention back onto himself. Surprised, he thought, 'Fuck! I'm going to cum from being fucked in the ass!' and then he did! "Fark!" He yelled as cum spat from his dick, which was still firmly gripped in Tim's pumping hand. "Fark! Fark! Ffffffffaaarkkkk!" Brian bellowed as his orgasm threatened to shatter his mind.
Brian's ass spasmed around Tim's dick, heaving him off the precipice of his climax, and with a roar that drowned Helena's orgasm shrieks and Brian's yells, Tim slammed into Brian's ass one last time before his body locked into a rigour, and he filled the gay virgin's clenching ass with his thick seed.
Helena recovered first. Leaving her clothes askew and her cunt and tits on display, she staggered to the bathroom and fetched warm and wet facecloths. She handed one to Tim, who lifted Brian's knees and gently cleaned his recently devirginised ass. Brian, who looked shell-shocked, stared at him passively before nodding and saying, "Thanks."
Tim smiled as he cleaned his cock, ensuring it would be safe for further exploration if Brian was up to it. Tim suspected Helena would want to see Brian either blow or fuck him, but he was unsure if Brian could handle any more gay sex this night. For most straight guys, it would be traumatic to have an orgasm from being fucked in his ass. They'd question their sexuality and wonder if they weren't secretly gay. Tim hoped Helena would understand that and not push for more. His hopes were realised because Helena stood and adjusted her clothing back to decency.
"That was awesome!" Helena gushed. "If you do it again, I hope you'll let me watch!"
Brian had other ideas. He asked, "You're leaving?" his face turning down.
"Yes. I don't want to outstay my welcome."
"You're always welcome. But don't you want to watch me blow Tim?"
"Oh_my_Gawd!" Helena said, drawing out each word and with sexual excitement dripping off every word. "Will you? I'd love to watch you doing that!"
Brian looked at Tim, and receiving a slight nod in return, Brian slid off the sofa and knelt between Tim's legs. Tim's dick jumped and lengthened under Brian's gaze. Brian gulped and licked his lips nervously before checking if Helena was watching. She was, so he braced himself on Tim's lower thighs, lowered his head, and took Tim's swelling cock in his mouth.
Helena gasped, amazed, as Brian free-handed his mouth down, accepting most of Tim's dick into his mouth. At her gasp, Brian opened his eyes and looked at her. Helena's top was above her tits again, and she had her fingers back on and in her pussy as she thumbed her clit and fingered her vulva. Brian was thrilled that Helena enjoyed his show. He hoped her seeing him indulging in homosexual sex would convince her he was serious about changing to be what she needed.
Returning his attention to the task at hand, Brian wrapped his hand around Tim's shaft and pumped it as he swirled his tongue over the glans and sucked firmly. Remembering how Tim blew him--fast and furious--Brian did the same thing, jacking Tim's cock forcefully while sucking voraciously and swirling his tongue over Tim's glans quickly.



"Close," Tim warned, giving Brian a chance to take him out of his mouth if he wanted.
Brian renewed his attack on Tim's cock. Tim groaned as his nuts and prostate cramped simultaneously, spewing their loads into his dick and sending them hurtling into Brian's greedily sucking mouth.
Remembering Shelley's advice, Brian half-retched to show his body's unhappiness at swallowing Tim's cum before he shut down the reflex. Inspiration struck, and Brian held Tim's last few spurts in his mouth before turning to Helena and showing he still held them in there. He closed his mouth, grimaced, and swallowed. Helena moaned gutturally when Brian re-opened his mouth to show he'd swallowed.
"Oh_my_fucking_Gawd!" Helena growled, stringing out every word, as her body stiffened, an enormous orgasm rattling through her.
Brian staggered across and collapsed onto the sofa chair. He put his head in his hands. He didn't know how to face his reflection in the mirror if his ploy didn't work. Brian wasn't gay or bisexual, and although being fucked in his ass and sucking a cock wasn't awful physically, emotionally, it took its toll.
Helena looked at Brian as she re-straightened her clothes. She recognised how much emotional energy it had taken for him to indulge in these homosexual acts, and she was amazed he'd do so just for her. She thought about what Shelley had said about her father, and wondered if she should give Brian another chance, like Shelley's mother had given Shelley's father. Helena stood before Brian, waiting for him to look up at her. When he did, she said, "Call me on Thursday and we'll arrange to meet over dinner on Friday. Just you and me."
Brian nodded, and Helena took out her phone, called a cab, and left.
Tim put his hand on Brian's shoulder, and when he looked at him, asked, "You okay?"
Brian did a quick mental inventory and realised that hope had blossomed in his heart again. He smiled at Tim weakly and replied, "Yeah, I think so. My ass doesn't hurt, so you did a good job of preparing me. Although I wouldn't have believed I could cum from being fucked in the ass."
"Yeah," Tim said, smiling. "I didn't mean physically."
"Oh." Brian ran through another mental inventory. "Nah, I'm good. A bit weird, but I'm getting used to feeling that way."
"Good," Tim said warmly. "Doing what we did doesn't make you gay, right? You were performing for your girl. That's all it was. And if you wake up in the morning with a hard-on because you dreamed about doing it, masturbate but visualise Helena not being there, and then her being there. I'd bet the first image makes your dick shrivel, and the second sends you over the edge. Remember that. What made it good was your girlfriend being there. Not what I did."
Brian looked up at Tim. "You're a good man, Tim. Regardless of what happens with Helena and me, I hope we'll stay friends."
"That will be up to you, Brian. You may not have time for me if you and Helena get back together, and you might not want a faggot hanging around or to hang out in gay bars if you're single."
Brian shook his head. "Meh. Whatever. You're a mate, and I couldn't give a rat's ass what anyone else thinks. I'll hang out with you anytime."
"You know what? I believe you. I'm not sure I would have a few months ago before you met Helena."
"You're probably right." Brian looked at the wall clock. It was almost 5:00 a.m. Concerned, he asked, "You right to drive home? Or do you want to crash here for a few hours?"
Hearing Brian mention driving home, Tim yawned prodigiously. He had a nearly ninety-minute drive to get home, and he didn't think he'd make it. He yawned again before saying, "I might crash for a while. Do you mind showing me to the spare room?"
"Don't be daft," Brian replied. "If you don't mind sleeping in the same bed, we can sleep together." He grinned. "Just no sticking it in my ass when you wake up horny."
Tim laughed. "Lead on, my good man. We'll see who wakes up with whose dick in their hands."
"You know where my room is. I'll have a quick shower and remove my makeup, and then I'll see you in there. I prefer to sleep on the left side as you face the bed."
"No problem," Tim said tiredly. "I'll be asleep before you get out of the shower."
Brian returned to his bedroom after his shower and saw Tim's clothing, including his underwear, folded on the bedside drawers. Tim was on his side, with his back towards the bed's middle. Struck by how weird it was that he was about to get into bed naked beside a man who was also undressed, Brian hesitated. Then, shrugging, he got in, lying on his back. Within seconds, Brian was fast asleep.
Erotic dreams haunted Brian's dreams again that night, only he didn't feel guilty in these because Helena was in them, watching. Instead, he felt increasingly horny. The sex he'd experienced with Tim was the only sex he'd had since breaking up with Helena. Plus, he'd only masturbated once in the last week. As a result, Brian's libido raced.
In his current dream, Brian took a more dominant role with Tim. He'd passively accepted what Tim had wanted before, but in this dream, he took what he wanted. Brian dreamed that he'd pushed Tim onto the bed and wrenched him onto his hands and knees. He knelt behind the drag queen and put his hand on Tim's hip as he guided his throbbing cock onto Tim's rosebud. Then Brian remorselessly shoved his dick into Tim's ass before reaching around and grabbing Tim's fat, pre-cum-leaking tool. Brian jerked that thick member as he forcefully ravaged Tim's dirt hole.
Tim's soft moan brought Brian out of his dream, and he realised he'd moved during the night to spoon with the drag queen. As he'd slept, Brian had somehow mimicked his dream. He'd slipped his dick into Tim's ass, and he was busily fucking him as he gripped and pumped Tim's shaft.
Brian froze momentarily as his mind debated freaking out. Fortunately, lust and libido overrode that emotion, and when Tim pushed back at him, Brian started fucking him again. Wanting to get off quickly, but also unwilling to reciprocate if Tim didn't get off, too, Brian changed the angle of his thrusts, searching for Tim's P-spot. A guttural groan told him he'd found it, and Brian jacked faster as he pounded his dick into Tim's rectum.
He would not make it, Brian realised despairingly. His nuts were already tightening and his sphincter fluttering, which he knew meant he'd cum shortly. In desperation, he lightly bit where Tim's shoulder met his neck and then kissed and licked that spot before biting it again. 'Hey,' Brian figured. 'It works on women. Why not men?'
"Oh ffffffaaaaaaarrrrrrrkkkkkkkk!!!!!!!!" Tim groaned. His cock swelled and stiffened in Brian's hand before it spat its payload over Brian's tightly gripping hand and the sheets.
Tim's orgasm caused his sphincter to flutter around Brian's cock, which rocketed him off the crest of his peak. Brian roared as his dick exploded, showering Tim's colon with his thick, salty seed. Brian jerked and pumped cum several more times before he shuddered and backed out of Tim's ass. He groaned and rolled onto his back. Looking at the ceiling, he wondered if he was gay now.
Tim remained on his side, knowing he needed to give Brian time to come to terms with what he'd just done. Eventually he asked. "You okay, mate?"
"Far from it," Brian said, holding back his tears.
"You're worried that you've turned gay?"
"Who else but a faggot wakes up fucking another man's ass?"
"I'd give you the smartassed answer and say, a bisexual one, but I know that's not what you mean." Tim hesitated, thinking about how to say what Brian needed to hear without using clichés or sounding trite. "Actually, I think what I said is the right answer. You're not gay, mate. You might be one of the lucky ones who can have enjoyable sex with whomever is available, but I think you're what one of my friends calls horny-sexual. When you're horny enough, you'll have sex with a man, but it's not your preferred option."
Brian snorted at Tim's explanation when he first said it, thinking it was a trite answer to assuage the guilt of a poof who hadn't worked out he was gay yet. However, when Tim explained it, relief washed through him because he realised he was right. He was horny and having an erotic dream. Tim was an existing lover whom he'd learned to appreciate. More importantly, he was in his bed and available.
Deciding he felt okay, Brian rolled out of bed. "I don't really cook at home, so all I've got for breakfast is some toast. Do you want some?"
Relieved, Tim also rolled out of bed and dressed. "Nah, I'm all good. I'll drive through Maccas on the way home."
Brian was glad Tim wasn't willing to hang around, but he didn't want to seem rude or like he was pushing him out, so he said, "You sure? I can make coffee and toast."
"Yeah, I'm sure," Tim replied, walking to the lounge and sitting down to put his shoes and socks on.
"Okay, umm, thanks for dressing me and doing my makeup last night. It certainly seemed to impress the girls."
"You're welcome, honey," Tim said warmly. "I hope you and your girl work things out. You make a nice couple." He looked at Brian, considering what his new friend needed. "I won't call you, but if you'd like me to come over again, please feel free to call me. Otherwise, just turn up at Sporties and say hello."
"Thanks, I will," Brian replied before looking away bashfully. "Umm, I'll need some help to learn how to do my makeup. If I ask, will you come over and help?"
"Of course, honey. Look, I won't be devastated if you never call again, but I hope you do."
"I will," Brian assured him.
But he never did, and ashamed, he never went back to The Sportsman Hotel, either. Guilt about taking an active role with Tim that morning weighed heavily on Brian's mind, and he decided if he saw Tim again, they'd probably end up fucking, and Brian didn't want to be gay.
Chapter 23: Present Day 12.
Helena's moans brought Brian back to the present. He looked on enviously as Mark lay between Helena's long, athletically slender legs, licking her sweltering pussy with long, languorous strokes.
"That's good, sissy. Yes, baby girl, right there. Oh yeah, that's it. Almost. Yes! Faster, oh yeah! I'm there!"
Helena's thighs slammed against Mark's ears as her orgasm hit, trapping him on her button. Confused about what to do, Mark continued bathing Helena's clitoris with his tongue before remembering her instructions and lashing it as well. Helena rewarded Mark by squealing as she climaxed again. Her juices flowed from her overheated pussy and ran onto his chin and down his neck.
Pleased with himself, Mark tried to move back. Helena's thighs tightened around his ears again, and surprising him with her strength, she forced Mark to roll onto his back. Standing on her knees, Helena held her taut ass cheeks apart and lowered her ass onto Mark's mouth. "Eat my ass, sissy," she commanded.
Unable to believe anyone would want someone to do something so disgusting, Mark tried to throw Helena off. But before he could, she grabbed his cock cage and twisted it mercilessly. Agony speared through his body as Helena hauled on and twisted Mark's nuts.
"I said, eat, Sissy!" She relaxed her grip on Mark's balls and then twisted them again.
Brian and Helena shared an amused look when Mark's pained, high-pitched squeak emanated from between Helena's thighs. Shaking her head with pretended sorrow, Helena said sadly, "You'd think they'd learn after the first time I nearly ripped their balls off."
Brian knew he wasn't to speak, but Helena knew what he thought. It was, "I sure didn't!" and they grinned simultaneously.
Terrified that Helena meant to rip his nutsack off if he didn't co-operate, Mark desperately stabbed his tongue into her rosebud, trying to tongue her ass as forcefully as possible. He felt Helena's rosebud flutter and then it opened, and he could delve at least an inch of his tongue inside it. Mark's cock twitched, attempting to harden in its cage as he pictured replacing his tongue with his dick. It seemed a forlorn fantasy, but his balls ached again as he pictured doing it in his mind.
Above him, Helena moaned as she squeezed her tight, conical A-cups. She pinched her nipples as her hips rocked, rubbing her hot, soakingly wet pussy on Mark's nose. Her hand remained on Mark's cage, and she could feel his cock trying to harden and his balls attempting to contract. She smiled gleefully at the pain she caused him. He'd break, just as all the others had. She looked at her husband lustfully.
Brian was still the only man who had remained by her side despite the way she treated him. He was hers; had fought to remain hers. And she knew he would always be hers. Maybe it was time to let him out of the doghouse and let him have more freedom. He'd remain her sissy; there was no possibility of her relenting on that. But perhaps she didn't need to punish him continuously for his previous misdeeds. After all, the last time he'd tried to retake his position as head of the marriage was before Haley had been born. It was also the last time Brian had raised his hand to her in anger. She thought, 'He's lucky to still have his dick and nuts because I told him after the first time I'd lop them off if he ever did it again.'
She remembered the incident. It occurred not long before they married. Helena hadn't realised Brian wasn't entirely on board with a female-led marriage. He still believed that the man became the head of the family when he married 'his woman'. However, there were still things to happen before they married, and Brian made a final attempt to reassert his dominance.
Chapter 24: Brian Becomes a Sissy, Part 10 and final.
True to his word, Brian phoned Helena on Thursday night and asked her to go out on Friday. He'd booked seats at Oxley's on the Wharf for 8:00 p.m. She promised to be there and then hung up.
Helena stared at her phone, shaking her head. Janey sat beside her on their couch.
"You've got it bad for the wife-beater."
"You're the one who said I should give him a second chance," Helena said defensively.
"I did," Janey replied, nodding. "At Sporties, I stuck the knife in and twisted it pretty hard, and all he did was admit he fucked up, apologise, and promise he wouldn't do it again. I will admit that he impressed me."
"What if he's like Dad and becomes progressively more and more unhinged as the years go by?"
"Yeah," Janey said thoughtfully. "I don't remember Dad punching Mum around much until I was a teenager and beginning to assert my independence. Then when you turned eighteen, he seemed to go completely nuts. Poor Mum got it most weeks when we went out."
"Yeah. I'm glad she finally bailed on him. He would have killed her if she hadn't."
"Are you prepared to forgive her and let her back into your life?" Janey had. She took their mother to dinner most Thursday nights and for lunch on Saturdays. Jenna, their mother, lived on a pension in public housing in Woodridge, Logan. A poor community mainly made up of housing commission homes and people with low incomes. Janey helped out with extra cash when she could.
"I'm not ready to make nice," Helena joked, quoting The Dixie Chicks' song that was her current favourite. "I probably need to. But I still get enraged every time I remember that she never intervened when Dad bashed us."
"Yeah, but whenever she did, he bashed her instead. I can understand why she stood and cried rather than trying to stop him."
"You copped it worse than I did," Helena said.
Janey shrugged. "When he was about to lay into you for mouthing off, I'd say something worse to shift his attention to me."
"I remember." Helena looked away, feeling guilty. "I never thanked you for doing that."
"How about thanking me now by coming to bed and fucking me with your strap-on?"
"Sounds like a plan," Helena replied, agreeing. "After I do, maybe we can try the new double-ended dildo you bought last week."
"Sounds good to me. Let's do it."
The sisters put their arms around each other's hips and walked to Janey's bedroom. Janey had a king-size bed, which was significantly larger than Helena's double.
Friday went well, with Brian offering his cock cage key to Helena at their dinner's end. Because of the memories of her father's abusive ways towards her mother, Helena took some time to decide if she was ready to accept him back into her life. However, she eventually realised she wasn't ready to give up on what they had yet. More than anyone before him, Brian made her motors rev. Although she'd had sex with Janey and Shelley, and had revisited Tracy, Helena hadn't fucked another guy since she and Brian had broken up. The guys she'd met just weren't up to his standard.
'His nuts are coming off if he ever lays a hand on me in anger again,' Helena assured herself after she'd agreed to go with Brian to a show at QPAC and dinner the following week.
Helena's relationship with Brian continued to grow and evolve until, after about six weeks, she slept with him again. Well, in saying slept, I meant 'had sex with him again.' It was as good as she remembered, with Brian doing his best to please her despite being caged and without sexual relief for many weeks. Yes, he orgasmed when she took him in her hand after freeing him from his cage, and he climaxed as soon as she guided him inside her. But both times, Brian immediately got to work with his mouth, tongue and fingers, bringing her to several will-crushing orgasms.
It was nearly 3:00 a.m. when Helena, feeling superbly satiated, slid from his bed. As she put her clothes back on, she said, "I'll meet you at The Wickham next Friday night. I'll bring Janey and Shelley." Helena bit her bottom lip before she took a leap of faith. "I want you to dress girly for me and do your makeup."
Feeling better than he had for many months, Brian nodded happily and got up to escort her outside and into the cab. He showered, put his cage back on, and went to bed. Brian woke up later that morning feeling fresh and invigorated. He went to golf, excited by his chances, and as was often the way when expectations were high, he played like he'd never held a club in his hand before teeing off.
After the round, Brian and his partners went to the bar to get something to eat and to do their usual post-round postmortem. Brian laughed ruefully when his three mates, after finishing the round Brian had just bought, put their glasses in front of him. His was by far the worst score for the day, and as such, he had to shout the first four rounds again. It was the first time since Helena had caged him and made him wear panties that he had performed so badly that he'd had to shout an entire round.
At work, Brian had continued to overachieve, regularly topping the trades and building an irrefutable case for partnership. He and Harry Mills had dinner every few weeks to discuss their finances and when they could desert Strange and Partners Stockbroking to branch out on their own. Together, they were close to the magic two million dollar mark they believed they needed to be immediately financially viable. They were only short around $200,000. But that amount kept being unobtainable because, in Brisbane's CBD, where they'd need to base their firm, office space rental prices had climbed astronomically.
Brian considered asking Helena if she was still willing to buy a share of the firm to raise the remaining money. When Harry and Brian thought a million was enough, Helena offered to buy a fifth share of the firm for $200,000. That amount would only purchase a tenth share under the new paradigm.
Helena had earned her Doctorate of Philosophy and was currently lecturing at Nathan University. Brian did not know how much money she earned per year, but he suspected it was a lot. He wondered if she could offer more than she had earlier to get his stockbroking firm operational. He was unsure how to approach her about it, though.



Then it hit him. Helena's specific words were that she was prepared to invest that much money in her husband. He was not her husband. Did he want to change that? Too fucking right, he did! Was it time to ask? Probably not. But maybe after this weekend, if it progressed as he thought it would.
Looking in the mirror, Helena smoothed her dress for the umpteenth time and asked, "You sure I look okay? This dress isn't too short? It has a deep cleavage vee, and I've got no tits. Are you sure I shouldn't wear something that clings to what I do have?"
Janey shook her head. She wasn't denying that Helena looked good; she was amazed her sister was acting like a love-struck teenager. "Helena, suck it the fuck up and remember you are a FemDom for fuck's sake. You're acting like a virgin who's about to go to the School Formal (Australia's version of The Prom), knowing she's losing her virginity that night."
"You two are ready to fuck him too, right?"
Shelley laughed. "Jaysus, Helena! Janey's right. Staunch up, baby. You're not a blushing virgin bride!" She stared at Helena, who paced nervously. "We've both packed our 6-inch strap-ons, and we're ready to spit roast Brian as you torture his balls."
A car horn sounded from Janey's driveway. The girls, Shelley and Janey, still teasing Helena, gathered their handbags and went outside to get in the cab. They arrived at The Wickham and asked for a table for four in the restaurant. The greeter said there'd be a slight delay because they were busy that night and the customers with reservations needed to be seated first. The girls nodded and took seats at the bar, from where the greeter said she'd gather them.
Helena checked her watch again, noting Brian was late, which was unlike him. She wondered if he'd chickened out, but then spotted him coming through the door. She waved, and Brian changed direction to walk over to them. Helena examined Brian as he came closer. His makeup, while not horrid, was nothing like the carefully blended masterpiece it had been when she'd met him at Sporties. Then, Brian resembled a masculine-looking woman, but a woman nevertheless. Tonight there was no doubt he was a cross-dressed man. Strangely, Helena's pussy pulsed and became damp. She was way more attracted to Brian made-up as he was than when he was with Tim.
Helena greeted him warmly when he pulled up a barstool, explaining there was a delay, and the greeter would fetch them when they had a table. Brian ordered a glass of white wine and was shocked when Helena winked and suggested he order a beer. She smiled. "I made you order wine because you fought me feminising you. Now that you're accepting my wants and needs, I have no need to continue to force you."
"I guess that makes sense," Brian said doubtfully. He remembered Shelley's advice, sighed, and added, "I still don't like having to dress as a woman. I really don't understand. You have many women you're dating already, so if that's what you want, why make me one?"
Shelley's head came up, and she grinned at him. Helena looked at Brian almost pityingly despite her pussy foaming at his words. "Because it turns me on. The reward for your continual defiance is having to dance with every man who asks you to tonight."
"But I came out to be with you," Brian protested mildly.
"And if you want to go home with three red-hot women instead of by yourself, you'll do as I say." Helena studied where Brian's skirt front bulged. A knowing viewer, believing her to be a woman, would think she had a prominent pudendum. Helena knew it revealed that he remained caged. Helena's hands strayed towards her small, tight, conical breasts as she licked her lips.
Brian sighed, but the restaurant greeter came to take them to their table before he could respond. Helena sat next to Brian, with Shelley beside him and Janey across the table. Brian felt a stocking-covered foot sliding between his thighs, and his head shot up to look at Janey. His sudden movement made Helena and Shelley look to see what was up. They saw Shelley's foot between Brian's thighs and under his short skirt. Helena smiled knowingly, while Shelley snorted with amusement. Brian's eyes widened as Janey planted her heel firmly against his caged balls.
"You will accept your punishment, Brian," Helena said quietly but firmly. "You will never be late for a date with any of us again."
Brian gulped, forcing himself to stay still despite the increasing pain from having his balls crushed. The pain was almost too much when he felt hands on his cage. Helena released it and let Brian's dick and balls fall free. She gripped his shaft and pumped it firmly as Janey's foot pressed against his nuts harder. The combined pleasure/pain confused Brian's pain and pleasure receptors. With them sending conflicting messages to his brain, Brian didn't know whether to groan with pleasure or moan in pain. What he did realise was that he was about to cum.
"Going to cum," he gasped quietly.
Helena grabbed her serviette and covered his cock's head with it. Janey pressed even harder against his balls, and the sudden increase in pain shot Brian off the edge. He clenched his jaw to stifle his groans and came copiously into Helena's serviette-covered hand. She grinned at him before releasing his dick and tucking it back away. She looked at the mess in the serviette, and her smile widened.
"Like that, did you?"
"I did," Brian shamefully admitted. "The pain/pleasure combination was intense. Combine that with the illicit thrill of being jacked off in public, and it was an exciting experience."
"Good. A portent of what's coming tonight. Trust me, you will be worshipping us all night!"
The waitress, who'd seen the action at their table and had waited until it ended, arrived to take their orders. Brian wanted the steak, but before he could order, Helena took the menus off everyone and handed them to the waitress. "We'll have four chicken Caesar salads, please."
Brian opened his mouth to change his order, but Helena's glare shut it again quickly. He felt Shelley kick his ankle, and he said, "I would prefer a steak." He realised Shelley wanted him to object, as per their earlier conversation, but not to fight.
Helena sniffed disdainfully, ignoring her pulsing pussy, and said, "You're a girl out with the girls. You'll eat a salad and drink white wine."
Brian picked up his beer, thinking, 'But you told me to get a beer.' He shrugged and took a hefty swallow, finishing the glass. He signalled for a waitress and ordered a glass of house white. Helena nodded approvingly and returned to her conversation with her sister.
Shelley asked Brian about his week. He said it had gone well and then realised he knew nothing about what she did.
"I'm a chemical engineer for Incitec on Gibson Island," Shelley said in response to Brian's question.
Brian asked about her work, and they chatted about what Shelley's duties included until they'd finished their meals. They shifted to the beer garden and took over a table for six that had only two people on it. This couple engaged the girls in conversation, staying at the table with them. The man, Ian, kept eyeing Brian speculatively. While his girlfriend, Annie, seemed enthralled by Shelley. When the band started, Annie dragged Shelley to the dance floor, and the girls began dirty dancing, with Annie's hands roaming over Shelley's lush assets.
"We're both bisexual," Ian explained. "We find this place a brilliant spot for picking up like-minded individuals or groups." He put his hand on Brian's thigh. Uncomfortable, Brian stared at Ian's hand. He was about to move it when he saw Helena glaring at him, and he settled for fidgeting instead. Getting no opposition, Ian asked, "Do you want to dance?"
A quick look at Helena confirmed she expected him to obey her earlier command, so Brian sighed and replied, "Sure."
Ian took Brian's hand, and they shifted to the dance floor beside Annie and Shelley. Helena and Janey joined them. Remembering what Helena had taught him, Brian leaned back and let the music take him. He rocked his shoulders in time with the beat, and let the music move his feet. Then, turning in time with the music, Brian leaned over and let his lean, tight ass move, shaking his admittedly delectable booty at the massively surprised Ian.
"Wow! You go, girl," he said, while doing the typical Aussie male shuffle.
Ian's words released Brian, and picturing the female dancers he'd seen in music videos, Brian did his best to imitate them. The dance floor slowly cleared, leaving only Janey and Helena, who could keep up, with him. They were a beat behind initially as they copied his moves until they learned the sequence. Once they did, the three swept across the floor looking as if a professional dancer had choreographed their moves.
The band saw how avidly the crowd watched the dancers, and the extended their set. However, all good things must come to an end, and the lead singer announced they were done for the night. As the music died, Brian returned from wherever his mind had taken him, and he was surprised to see only the three of them on the dance floor. The surrounding crowd's raucous applause also shocked him. He looked around to see what they were clapping for, and was amazed when Janey and Helena took his hands and held them up.
"What was that for?" He asked as they returned to the table to get their bags.
"You, silly," Helena said proudly. "Your dancing had them enthralled, and they cleared the dance floor to give you room. Only Janey and I could keep up with you. Your friend was so intimidated he took his girlfriend and left."
"I don't even know what I was doing. I just kind of got lost in the music and let it take me where it would."
"It was like fuck-awesome," Shelley gushed. "I tried to follow along with Helena and Janey, but your moves were too complicated for me."
"And everyone else," Janey interjected.
"Oh," Brian said, embarrassed. He could dance. Had been able to since high school, where he learned the dance moves from the popular music videos as assiduously as he had his lessons. Brian was a rare student in that he wasn't a jock, having little interest in sport, but got plenty of aerobic exercise and was leanly muscular. Wasn't classified as a nerd because he was too outgoing and gregarious, but he scored in the mid to high nineties on the various tests all students have to take.
Brian was popular with the teachers but not considered a suck-up by the other students. He dressed well, kept himself clean-shaven and neat and tidy but didn't mind roughhousing with his mates. Could dance and yet wasn't gay. His mates thought he was an enigma. Now that they were in their mid-twenties, they would not be surprised to see him out in public cross-dressed because it fitted with his enigmatic personality.
The group decided there was no point in staying without a band playing, so they grabbed their things and went outside to catch a cab. They jumped in the first car, and Shelley, who was in the front, directed the driver to Chapel Hill. Janey reached for Brian's thigh and wrenched his legs apart despite him remembering to keep them together as Helena had told him. Her hand raced up his inner thigh, searching for his dick, only to find Helena's hand already there.
The driver looked in the mirror and gasped. He had taken little notice of who had gotten in his car because he was too busy ogling Shelley's lush assets as she climbed in. Therefore, Brian's dick dropping out shocked him. However, cocks in frocks were common passengers from The Wickham, so he got over his shock quickly. What really had his eyes widening was the girls on either side of the 'cock' leaning over and taking turns to blow it. The driver briefly wondered if he'd get the same response from two willing women if he put a dress on. He compared his pudgy, hairy body to the cocks in a frock's and thought not.
When they got to Brian's place, Shelley gaily asked, "Enjoy the show?" She handed the driver two oranges ($20s) and added, "Keep the change."
The driver hadn't realised that Shelley had watched him as intently as he'd watched the action in the back. He blushed and quickly drove off.
Shelley watched him go, chuckling to herself. She turned and realised the others were already inside. Not wanting to miss out, she raced after them. By the time Shelley got to the bedroom, Janey and Helena were already naked except for suspenders and stockings. Being small-breasted and slender, the sisters regularly dispensed with their bras, and if they were going out to pick up, rarely bothered with underwear. Tonight was no exception because all they had on, apart from heels, suspenders and stockings, were similar mini-dresses.
Shelley grumbled about some women having all the luck as she undressed her fuller figure. She'd followed her typical pattern of a matching shelf-bra and panty set. The bra lifted and squeezed her Double-D breasts together and displayed them deliciously in her top's deep vee. She followed those with suspenders and silk stockings--annoying to put on, but they felt so good once they were. A short skirt that emphasised her firm, rounded bum and exposed her stocking tops, and a crop top that left her belly button on display. Shelley trimmed her pussy hair to fit inside her preferred hipster panties but left it to grow wild within that area.
She, too, left her heels, suspenders and stockings on and joined the action on the bed. Janey was on Brian's face, holding a handful of his hair, and mashing her soaking cunt against his nose, mouth and chin. Her high-pitched cries told the world that she was having a stupendous orgasm. Helena knelt on the bed between Brian's lewdly splayed thighs. She held his balls in a firm grip as she lashed his shaft and glans with her tongue.
Shelley shrugged, realising no part of Brian was currently available. That wasn't an issue because Helena's luxuriantly hairy snatch beckoned. Shelley got on the bed behind her, spread Helena's ass cheeks, and stabbed her tongue into Helena's dripping pussy.
Helena's pussy had frothed from the moment Brian had made his reluctant appearance. Shelley's tongue sent her libido maxing out, and shortly after feeling her tongue stabbing into her, Helena squealed and climaxed. In her passion, she sucked Brian's dick voraciously and slapped his tight balls.
Brian jumped, but the sudden pain crashed into the tremendous pleasure Helena's mouth gave him, and his confused mind decided to orgasm to the sensation. His spunk blasted from his cock's eye and splattered against the insides of Helena's mouth. Surprised by the ferocity and amount of Brian's ejaculation, Helena coughed before regaining control and swallowing his gift.
"I'm going to fuck him," Helena growled. "Get him ready, girls."
Brian knew what was coming, so he didn't resist as Janey got off the bed and retrieved rope from her overnight bag. He held his arms out to the sides and above his head, letting Janey tie his wrists to the headboard. Then, Shelley and Helena took an ankle each and dragged them up and back to meet his wrists, where Janey tied them securely. His panties were unceremoniously cut off and discarded, and then lube applied to his ass.
Janey's pussy lowered back onto his mouth, and Brian gasped when Helena rammed her finger into his colon. She forced a second and then a third inside him in quick succession, gaping Brian's sphincter open and readying it for her 'cock'. Brian felt Shelly climb over his body, and she settled onto his stomach. Her pussy felt warm and wet against it. That was new, and Brian wondered what Shelly got out of being there. She couldn't ride his cock, and unless she were a contortionist, she couldn't suck him either. When he found out why she'd straddled him, Brian immediately wished she hadn't.
Brian felt his ankles gripped and something thick and blunt on his rosebud. He took a hurried breath and let it out slowly, trying to relax. Helena pushed forward, and Brian's sphincter opened, letting her 'cock' slide inside. Almost immediately, its tip scraped over his prostate, and he jumped and groaned.
Helena looked down at the man she was sure she would marry and who would be the father of her children and smiled. She had him precisely where she wanted him. Tied, subjugated, and his ass full of her 'cock'. It mattered little whether he wanted to be there or whether he enjoyed what she did to him. What mattered was that he submitted and let her do it. However, if he surrendered meekly, she'd grow bored quickly, and probably kick him to the curb. The men in Helena's life so far had been either narcissistic assholes, like Brian was when she met him, or Mummy's boys who wanted her to mother them. She wasn't attracted to either type.
Helena assiduously searched for a narcissist she could break and turn into her submissive sissy. She'd broken several, including Matt and Paul, who have been discussed in these pages. Unfortunately, they both wanted to move beyond being a sissy when their Mistress required them to be, and at no other times, and become transwomen.
Despite her attraction to cross-dressed males, Helena did not want a transgirl husband. She wanted someone like Brian, whose outward appearance suggested he was a successful alpha male--which he was outside of his marriage--but who was willing to become her sissy and bull fluffer at home. Helena had succeeded in the first part of that objective. She was yet to test whether he'd willingly let her take male lovers. She wanted to confirm he would before she'd agree to marry him.
Helena looked at Brian's cock, which Shelley held in her hand, and smiled. He hadn't noticed yet, but the constant caging had atrophied Brian's once thick, 7-inch dick to barely more than six inches. She wanted it below that before taking her first bull. Her justification for needing to would be his lack of length and girth, which left her unsatisfied. Helena was justifiably proud of how tight her pussy was. She and Janey had purchased small latex bullets that they inserted and wore for most of the day. They spent the time the bullets were in their cunts, clenching on them with their pussy muscles.
Janey's orgasm pants brought Helena back to the present. Helena smiled, delighted her sister had cum. Janey's hips ratcheted even faster now she'd orgasmed, searching for a third climax. Beneath her, Helena could sense Brian was on the edge, fighting to stave off his orgasm. She said, "Hmm, sissy. Feel that dick in your ass. Don't you wish it was a flesh one? Wouldn't being fucked by a real cock feel much better than my strap-on?"
Her words broke Brian's dam, and he grunted into Janey's pussy as his dick exploded, spurting cum over Shelley's wrist. Shelley hit Brian's balls, timing her blows perfectly. To ruin a man's climax, a woman needs to whack his balls just before he reaches his peak, but not soon enough to stop him reaching it. To use pain to heighten a man's pleasure from his orgasm, the blow must come just as the first spurt blasts into the man's urethra. Shelley punched Brian's nuts at precisely that point. He bellowed in pain, but then the intensity of his orgasm ratcheted several degrees higher. Shelley punched them again as Brian's second and third spurts occurred.
For Brian, the pain was so intense it threatened to make him black out. But the intensity of his climax sent him soaring higher than he'd ever been. As his orgasm blew his mind into the cosmos, Brian wouldn't have been surprised to see cherubs and the archangels singing.
Brian's mind returned when he felt a soaking wet, deliciously tight cunt descending along his pole. Noticing his ankles were free, and surprised he was still erect, Brian opened his eyes and saw Helena riding him using the reverse-cowgirl position. He looked at Helena's tight, shapely ass as it descended, and his desire returned, increased at least tenfold. He reached to hold Helena's delectable ass, only to find he remained bound to his bed by his wrists.



Brian briefly wondered where Janey and Shelley were, but pegs closing on his nipples answered that. He looked at them, shocked. "Ow!" he protested.
"Pussy!" Janey said, a smile wreathing her pretty face.
Brian raised his head to stare at the pegs. The pain they caused seemed muted by the pleasure Helena's tight pussy elicited from his throbbing cock. Janey flicked the pegs, which sent electric shocks racing from his nipples to his dick. He clenched his ass to stifle the surge in his arousal. Brian closed his eyes, denying his rising desire to climax. He yelped, "Ouch!" Something had just whacked his ribcage. He opened his eyes in time to see Shelley using a small leather cat 'o'-nine-tail whip to strike his stomach. "Ouch!" He repeated.
"Pussy!" Janey repeated. "I thought you were tough. Turns out you're a pussy!" She struck him again, and Brian realised they both carried whips.
His body's response to the combined pleasure and pain shocked and bewildered Brian, and he wondered why it felt so good. The pain heightened the delightful sensation of Helena's super-tight cunt sliding up and down his rigidly erect cock. The blows came thick and fast, knocking the pegs off his nipples, and the whips' tips hitting them instead. Brian thrashed, trying to throw Helena off and free his hands, but to no avail.
"Take it, pussy," Janey demanded. "Take the pain into your body and let it convert into pleasure!"
Brian closed his eyes again. He discovered that if he couldn't see what they did to his body, his mind amplified the pleasure and dulled the pain, and they mixed together to heighten his arousal. He moaned, "Too much, Mistress. Please, I'm going to cum!"
Helena heard Brian call her Mistress for the first time, and the thrill tossed her off her peak. She slammed her ass down, burying Brian's cock in her pulsating cunt. Her orgasm hit, and screaming, she climaxed. Helena's fluids burst from her fluttering quim, soaking Brian's balls.
Beneath her, Brian's control faltered, and with a roar, he thrust up into Helena, ready to fill her grasping pussy with his thick, potent seed. Helena's orgasm response was so intense she forgot to torture Brian's balls as he came. Janey took over, and as Brian locked into a spasm, about to ejaculate, she grabbed his balls and twisted mercilessly. The sudden, intense pain backed Brian's orgasm off before his mind's confused need to cum rocketed him forwards again. With roar after roar, he spurted into Helena until he'd drained his balls, then he collapsed and passed out.
A cock entering his colon brought Brian back to earth. His eyes opened, and he discovered the girls had tied his ankles to his wrists again. He looked down, expecting to see Helena. Instead, he saw Shelley. Shelly was on her knees, raising and lifting her body with them to pump her 'cock' in and out of Brian's ass. He watched Shelley's ripe, firm melons bounce as she fucked him, and his cock roared back to life.
Moans from his right urged him to look in that direction. Brian turned his head in time to see Janey lowering her head. She sucked his dick into her voracious mouth and sucked firmly. Helena squatted behind her sister with her 'cock' rammed into Janey's cunt. Brian moaned, relishing the pornographically vivid sight set before him. He thought, 'I doubt anyone has been involved with a woman as sexually free and debaucherous as my girlfriend is.'
The cock gliding over his prostate, Janey's mouth on his dick, Shelley's overripe breasts bouncing, and the scene before his eyes was too much for Brian's mind to manage. His ass clenched around the 'cock' in it and cum spat from his dick into Janey's greedily sucking mouth. Brian grunted in mixed pleasure and anguish as he felt Shelly's hand whacking his poor nutsack. Brian's confused mind wondered, 'I cannot believe how good an orgasm having that done gives me. It's almost like I prefer my pleasure mixed with pain.'
Brian grunted as Shelley pulled her cock out of his ass. He felt the cool night air wash over his poor, abused ass, but his relief was only short-lived. With several high-pitched yips, Janey orgasmed on Helena's thrusting 'cock'. When she came down from her orgasm, Janey took Shelley's place behind Brian's pornographically exposed ass. Janey held her hand up for Brian to see before she folded her fingers and thumb together and mimed shoving them back and forth. As Brian watched, afraid of what was to come, Helena poured lube over her sister's fingers and hand and then oiled his rosebud, pouring some into his gaped colon.
"No!" Brian protested as Janey inserted all four fingers into his colon and twisted them back and forth. Keeping constant inward pressure, Janey slowly forced her entire hand into Brian's ass. It popped through his knot, making Brian grunt and protest, "No!" again. But his "no" turned to a surprised groan of pleasure when Janey curled her hand into a fist and pumped it inside his ass. Janey pulled back, causing Brian's sphincter to prolapse, and then shoved forwards, pleasuring his P-spot. Brian's hips unknowingly lifted and lowered to meet Janey's fist as pleasure took over his hazy mind.
Exchanging amused looks with her friends, Shelley straddled Brian's chest and lowered her dripping gash onto his mouth. Despite his haze, instinct took over, and Brian stabbed his tongue into her pussy. He moaned into it as he felt a warm, wet mouth slowly sliding down his dick until lips kissed his shaved abdomen.
As before, the combined stimulations were too much, and despite the pain he suspected was coming, Brian raced towards another epic orgasm. Janey's fist in his ass and the mouth around his cock caused Brian's entire body to buck, thrusting his cock up into Helena's mouth and his ass down onto Janey's pummelling fist. He was close, and he groaned a denial into Shelley's cunt as he felt a hand encircling his balls. The hand unceremoniously ripped his balls away from his shaft. The pain backed Brian's climax up several steps before the fist in his ass pumped over his prostate again. Then, with a roar that rattled walls, Brian orgasmed, his nuts desperately trying to cramp against his shaft but being viciously twisted instead. The pleasure was too much, and he passed out.
Brian woke up as dawn's early light filtered into his room. He looked around. His wrists had been released, and someone had spread a blanket over him. He shifted uncomfortably, aware of the breast forms' weight on his reclined body and how much his ass ached. Brian struggled up and removed the forms. Only then did he see Helena sitting on a chair beside his bed.
"Morning," he said, wondering where the others were.
"Morning," Helena replied, then as if reading his mind, added, "I sent Shelley and Janey home earlier."
"Oh. Umm, I'm glad you're still here."
Helena smiled tightly. Staring at him, she removed her phone from her handbag and ordered a cab. "About five minutes? Sure, I'll be waiting."
Not knowing what to do, Brian lay back. Helena sat staring until a horn sounded in Brian's driveway. She stood, looked out the window to confirm it was a cab, and then turned to Brian. "If you ask me to marry you, I will probably say yes. However, as I'm sure you've figured out, I've been testing you. My father was incredibly abusive towards my mother, Janey, and me, and I will not marry someone who will be like that to me and my children. There's still a test I need you to pass before we can get married."
Leaving Brian stunned, Helena smiled and marched out to the cab. She'd gone before Brian found his voice. "Fuck me!" He exclaimed, blown away.
Chapter 25: Present Day 13.
Helena broke from her reveries when she realised that Mark's tongue stabbing into her ass had brought her close to an orgasm. She concentrated on that delicious feeling and shuddered as another petite but profoundly felt climax washed through her.
There was nothing Helena liked more than taking a so-called alpha male and breaking him to where he realised he was less than a beta wolf. She'd accepted many bulls into her bed, only for them to discover she was far more powerful and dominant than them, and they had submitted to her will. The looks on their faces alone as they folded like the bitches they were, and put on her panties was worth the effort by itself. The disbelief as they orgasmed from her fucking their asses with her strap-on was the power she craved most of all.
Cumming before she'd planned to angered Helena and made her feel vindictive. She moved off Mark's tongue and removed Brian's cock cage key from her drawer. Helena handed it to Brian, who used it to take off his cage. She patted the bed, indicating she wanted Brian to sit on the edge. When Brian moved to that spot, Helena said, "Sissy Mark, kneel between sissy Brian's legs."
Mark got off the bed reluctantly and moved to kneel where Helena wanted him to. He stared at Brian's slowly erecting dick and gulped. He knew what Helena intended, and it scared him.
"Suck, sissy," Helena ordered.
Brian almost felt sorry for the young man. But then, although he accepted Helena taking extramarital lovers as her due, Mark had just had sex with his wife. Not realising he was mimicking his wife's emotion, Brian felt a vindictive delight that Mark had to suck his dick and decided to use every trick Helena had taught him to extend his blowjob as far as possible.
Mark stared at Brian's cock like a mesmerised rabbit stares at the snake. He gulped several times before reluctantly moving his head forward. At the last moment, Mark turned his head and let Brian's dick slide along his cheek. It felt hot, hard but surprisingly rubbery. He felt Brian's precum smear across his cheek and suppressed a disgusted shudder. He didn't have to do this, Mark realised. All he had to do was stand, demand that Helena remove the cage or he was calling the cops, dress and leave. But then Helena moaned from where she lay back on her pillows. Mark looked at her and saw she had her knees up and apart, her heels tucked up under her small, tight ass, and her fingers flew over her clit. Despite the cage, Mark's dick lurched and leaked precum. He turned back to the cock.
Mark moved back before touching his lips to Brian's cock's eye. He tasted the salty precum and thought, 'It's not so bad. I can do this.' Tentatively, he opened his mouth and accepted Brian's cock's head into his mouth. Mark sealed his lips around it and sucked softly. More precum poured onto his tongue, and Mark swallowed unwillingly. His mind told him again that it wasn't so bad. Mark felt Helena move off the bed to stand beside him. He'd heard his mates talking about how you can smell a woman's arousal but had never believed them. Mark did now. The sweet aroma of Helena's musky pussy fluids filled his nostrils and caused his dick to twitch as his balls tried to pull up against his shaft. The pain reminded him to ignore his desire and concentrate on the task before him.
"Good sissy. Suck that dick," Helena crooned beside him. She put her hand on the back of Mark's head and pushed, encouraging him to accept more into his mouth.
Excited by Helena's arousal and eager to please her, Mark slid his lips down Brian's pole until it hit his gag reflex. He retched and backed away, trying to get Brian's cock out of his mouth.
Helena's hand on the back of his head became insistent. "I said suck, sissy!"
Mark reluctantly moved back down Brian's shaft. He'd never received a blowjob before, let alone given one. However, as most guys did in these days of easy mobile internet access, he watched plenty of porn on his phone, so he had a good idea of what to do. Mark wrapped his hand around Brian's shaft where he knew he could bob down to without gagging and took that much into his mouth again. He kept his lips slack as he bobbed down and then sucked hard as pulled back before swirling his tongue around Brian's glans. Brian's low moan rewarded his efforts.
"Good sissy," Helena said as she stroked Mark's back, holding him in position.
Pleased with her praise, Mark redoubled his effort. Precum poured from Brian's cock, telling Mark he was on the right track.
Encouraging her new sissy, Helena said, "Slip your hand a little lower and see if you can take more." Mark did as she asked and immediately gagged when he bobbed his head down. "That's okay," Helena said encouragingly. "This time, go down slower, and when you feel Brian's dick about to hit your gag reflex, stop there and swallow until the feeling disappears." Mark obeyed, and this time his lips reached his hand before he retched. Helena suggested, "Do the same thing again. Move your hand lower and then swallow until you can take more."
Mark did what Helena suggested several more times until, to his surprise, he felt his nose nudge Brian's abdomen. By then, Brian was writhing and moaning. Brian knew if came, Helena would have been bitterly disappointed in him and would have punished him severely, so he fought the urge.
"Sissy, my sissy husband will cum in your mouth. You will swallow and then thank me for allowing you to accept his gift."
Mark mewled around Brian's dick, unwilling to have Brian cum in his mouth, but Helena's hand pushed against his head firmly, holding him in place. Unable to stop, Brian groaned as his prostate cramped and his nuts clamped against his shaft. His groans seemed almost pained as he blasted Mark's mouth full of his creamy spunk.
Mark stifled his gag reflex and forced himself to swallow as Brian's ejaculate entered his mouth. His mind kept up the refrain, 'It's not so bad. It's not so bad. It's not so bad.' Remembering Helena's instruction, Mark said. "Thank you for gifting me your sissy's cum, Mistress Helena."
Helena wondered if her pussy was about to catch on fire. Forcing a man who thought he was an alpha to suck a cock and swallow a load was her favourite thing. The immense power and control she felt in making them do it never failed to light her fuse. She undid Mark's cock cage and grabbed his dick, which incongruously, given his objection to swallowing, swelled to be as hard as a rock. Helena dragged him onto the bed, straddled him and guided his throbbing meat into her dripping gash. She knew the young man wouldn't last, and knowing she'd make him eat his cum from her cunt even if he did, Helena almost orgasmed before Mark did.
She grinned wolfishly when Mark groaned and his cum splashed inside her. Pretending disgust, Helena pushed him off. "Get your tongue in there and finish the job, sissy!"
Mark looked at her disbelievingly. She'd forced him to do it once, but there was no way he was doing it by himself. He shook his head. "You're full of my cum."
He could not have made a worse mistake! Helena was all over him like red on a sunburnt bather before he knew it. She had him on his back with his arms trapped above his head by her leanly muscular thighs. Helena gripped Mark's balls, dug her long fingernails into them, and said, "I said eat, sissy!" as she tribbed her cum-messy cunt against Mark's face.
Brian, back kneeling beside the bed, winced when Mark objected, remembering his early days with Helena, and the things she did to him to enforce his position in her life.
Chapter 26: Brian Becomes a Cuckold.
Brian joined his Saturday group for golf. Despite his ass aching and being afraid to fart lest he shit himself, he came in several shots under his handicap and won the daily event. Under their betting rules, it meant each member of his group had to buy him a beer. He also had the lowest nett score in his group, and they had to shout him for that, too. The boys used to play skins, but with Brian being the best player in the group, he won the majority of the skins too often, so they changed to betting on their nett scores. The other boys all had leave passes from their significant others, so they stayed at the club, eating dinner and then drinking until it closed.
Brian woke up on Sunday morning a little hungover. He had nothing to do other than his weekly washing and housework. The lawns needed mowing, too. He'd done those tasks by midday, and by then, he'd sweated his headache away. Millie, his neighbour, came out while he was mowing. Brian could see she was talking to him, but he couldn't hear her over the mower's engine. Turning it off, he heard her yell, "You right? Or do you want a cold drink?" Realising the mower was off, Millie adjusted her volume and added, "You're sweating like a pig!" She shook the Gatorade bottle she held.
Not really wanting it but afraid that refusing it would seem rude, Brian walked to the fence and accepted the bottle. He twisted the lid off and took a swig. Surprised, he said, "That's good! I rarely drink sports drinks, but this hits the spot today!"
Millie studied her neighbour. Brian wore only rugby shorts, and his hairless body glistened with sweat in the sun. Millie's pussy throbbed as its lips flowered open and it released its sweet nectar. He was by far the hottest man she'd ever seen in nothing but shorts and this close. She thought furiously, looking for an excuse to come over. The relationship between her and her husband of twelve years had cooled over the last year, and Ed, her husband, seemed disinterested in her charms. Millie needed a jolly good rogering, and she thought Brian was just the man to give it to her. Millie stared at Brian's groin, not realising what she thought was a sizeable package was merely Brian's chastity cage. Her tongue touched her lips as she imagined taking it out.
Brian noticed where Millie's gaze lingered, and feeling uncomfortable, he finished the Gatorade quickly. Tossing the empty bottle towards his back door, he said. "I'd better get going. The sooner re-started, the sooner finished."
Disappointed she hadn't thought of an excuse to visit, Millie acknowledged Brian's logic and reluctantly returned inside. Brian watched her plump ass go and thought, 'I'd have banged that before I met Helena. Banged it and not given a fuck that she was married.' He was glad he was better than that now.
Sunday afternoon dragged. He had woken up too late, and it had taken too long to do his chores to play in the Sunday competition. He didn't enjoy playing socially on his own, and with all his friends in committed relationships, there was no one he could call and invite. Being in chastity had side benefits Brian hadn't considered. Because he only went out on Fridays with Helena and her friends, he wasn't spending five hundred to a thousand dollars a week trying to pick up tarts, and his wages had piled up in his bank.
A few times, when he was out with Helena, Janey, and Shelley, he'd tried to pick up the tab. However, their withering looks soon convinced him he was being misogynistic when he offered. Instead, they split the bill four ways, and each paid their share. Brian had already learned that concentrating on work instead of the figures of the women surrounding him improved his performance markedly and had him on the cusp of becoming a partner at his brokerage firm.
Months passed as Brian and Helena continued to explore their relationship and how it would work. Brian found himself deferring to Helena in most things. The exception being that he maintained his token resistance to Helena making him do 'gay shit'. But he wondered if he needed to be firmer about that because, more and more, Helena encouraged him to flirt with men, and she was insisting more often that he let them feel him up and even kiss him. Brian could cope with being felt up because a hand on your ass or dick felt good regardless of whose it was, but being kissed by a man still made him feel vaguely ill.
The troubles in their relationship came to a head about a year after Helena had let him back into her life. The four of them were at The Wickham again, and Shelley had cottoned onto an enormous, muscular man. She was all over him like a fat girl on a fresh-cream donut, and when it was time to go home, Shelley insisted he join them. Brian wasn't comfortable about sharing his bed with another man. But he figured while he played with Janey and Helena, Shelley and Mike, Shelley's man, would get it on, and he could ignore them.



The group got to Brian's place and went inside. As usual, things got hot and heavy immediately, with the girls naked within seconds of reaching Brian's bedroom. Brian thought nothing of it when Janey and Helena tied him to the bed. He was surprised when Janey made him open his mouth and accept a ball gag. However, he saw no harm in that, either.
Things got weird when, instead of Mike and Shelley going for it, Janey and Shelley began undressing him as Helena sat on the bed's edge, studying Brian's reaction. Brian was a little nonplussed, but figured the girls double-teaming Mike was no different from them doing the same with him. But he objected when Helena joined them and knelt at Brian's feet. Unfortunately, the ball gag prevented Brian from voicing his objection coherently. With dawning horror, he realised that was Helena's intent--to stop him from hollering in anger.
Brian's worst fears were realised when Mike turned to Helena, and she gleefully gobbled his dick. He thrashed, trying to escape his binds. If Helena wanted to fuck another man, there was little he could do, but it seemed unusually cruel for her to do it in front of him. He tried yelling again, but he could barely hear himself. He groaned in anguish when he heard Mike unloading into Helena's mouth. His heart ached when Helena turned and shared Mike's gift with Shelley and Janey.
Worse was to come.
Wondering what he'd done to upset Helena, which was the only explanation his battered mind could find to explain her actions, Brian laid his head back on the pillows and closed his eyes. Tears welled as he realised his relationship with Helena was over. His eyes sprang back open when he felt his cage being removed and a warm, wet mouth descended onto his rapidly inflating member. He looked to see who it was and tried not to be disappointed it wasn't Helena. He moaned as Janey jacked his shaft and swirled her tongue over and around his glans.
His heart sang briefly as Helena got onto the bed and straddled his chest facing his feet. But she shattered his blossoming hope. Mike also straddled his bound body, and he cried out as Mike's thick, rampantly erect cock ploughed into Helena's tight, swelteringly hot pussy.
Helena grunted as Mike ripped her back onto his enormous dick, ploughing her furrow with long, powerful strokes. "So big," Helena moaned. "So thick, so big and so, so very good. It's so good having a thick cock inside me again." Brian's had atrophied to barely above five inches.
Every word cut Brian like a knife. It had been such a gradual process that Brian hadn't really noticed his dick had shrunk until, one day, he realised he held it with only three fingers instead of his entire hand with room left over. Still, he didn't complain because he was sure it satisfied Helena. Now he'd learned it didn't, and the knowledge seared through his soul. Tears poured from his eyes again, but the mouth on his cock wouldn't be denied. As the saying goes, "A stiff cock has no conscience," and Brian's was as rampantly stiff as ever.
To his disgust, Brian became aroused while watching Mike fuck Helena. His dick throbbed in Janey's mouth, and she grinned at Shelley. Shelley grinned back and threw her leg over Brian's hips. Janey guided him into Shelley's tight cunt and caressed his balls as Shelley rode him.
Mike, who Helena had recruited specifically for this role, didn't hold back, and rammed his cock into Helena's cunt as powerfully as he could. The sound of his muscular abdomen slamming into Helena's tight ass echoed through the room as Helena's grunts turned to high-pitched yelps. Brian recognised that sound and knew it meant she was about to cum like a freight train on Mike's dick. Mike reached his peak simultaneously, and as Helena squealed, he ripped her back until he'd buried his entire shaft in her wet passage. Grunting in concert with Helena's squeals, he filled her gripping pussy with his sperm.
To Brian's shame, their combined orgasm blasted him from his climax's precipice, and he unloaded into Shelley with a guttural roar. His semen squirting inside her knocked Shelley off her peak, and she held her breath and shuddered as a powerful orgasm ripped her body apart. Janey and Helena had described the power rush they felt when they cuckolded and demeaned their men, but until now, she hadn't believed them. The feeling was so divine that Shelley immediately started planning to find a man she could do to what Helena had done to Brian.
Mike eased out of Helena and stepped off the bed. Helena moved back, and Brian looked up, horrified when he realised she intended to press her cum-filled cunt against his face. He turned his head away, but Janey dug her nails into his scrotum and growled, "No you fucking don't. Straighten your head and accept your role, sissy."
The pain overcame Brian's resistance, and he unwillingly turned his head back. Moaning with lust, Helena rubbed her cum-messy cunt all over Brian's face before tribbing her clit on his nose. Brian snorted as Mike's cum ran into his nose and threatened to run into his throat. "Oh, fuck, this is hot!" Helena moaned. Her sister grinned and reached across to tweak Helena's tiny, conical nipples. The sudden pain crashed Helena into another explosive climax. She shuddered and squealed as she orgasmed on Brian's face.
Brian didn't understand why, but despite the circumstances, having Helena use him to get herself off excited him still, and his dick rose to full mast again. He groaned as a tight, wet cunt surrounded it again. He thought his torture was over, but Mike was an experienced bull who Helena had brought in to crush Brian into his role. Tonight was Brian's ultimate test. If he could accept Helena taking bulls when the need took her and still faithfully serve as her sissy, she'd marry him, and offer the money to start his new brokerage firm.
Helena was already financially well-off. Having completed her teaching degree, she'd taken a job at Mansfield State High. It gave her a solid income while allowing her time to study for her PhD. Then, about six months ago, hers and Janey's father had died from cirrhosis of the liver, leaving the girls a sizeable inheritance. The money her father left ensured Helena could easily afford to invest a substantial amount in Brian's new venture. The girls had invested their inheritance and still lived in Janey's modest home on Brisbane's Southside.
After waiting for Helena to finish using Brian to get off, Mike got back onto the bed and sat on Brian's chest. He reached behind Brian's head and undid the ball gag. Before removing it, he said, "Be nice. If you yell or carry on, Janey will rip your nuts off. We're doing this for your own good. If you want to marry Helena and be hers, you must learn your role, which is to be her sissy bull fluffer. Tonight you will learn what that role entails, and if you can't handle it, she will end your relationship. I hope for her sake you will accept your role because you'll break Helena's heart if you don't. Breaking her heart will be painful for you. Understand?"
Brian nodded resentfully, thinking he could take the bigger man once he was free. Then Mike would see who was whose bitch! Mike tossed the ball gag aside and picked up the O-ring gag from the nightstand. Brian looked at it and shook his head, clenching his teeth together. Mike laughed at him and squeezed Brian's jaw where it hinged. Brian couldn't believe the pain that caused, and his mouth sprang open. Mike had little trouble inserting and tying off the O-ring gag.
"Typically, a sissy's first task is to prepare their Mistress's ass and pussy for their bull. Of course, we couldn't insist on that task tonight because you didn't know what we had planned. However, you can start with the sissy's third task, which is to clean the bull's cock with its mouth and tongue, regardless of which hole the bull's cock came out of. Mine was in Helena's cunt this time, so it won't be too bad." He grinned at Brian maliciously. "The next time, it's going up her ass. Let's hope she douched earlier, huh?" Moving forward while holding a handful of Brian's hair, Mike inserted his dick through the ring and into Brian's mouth. He demanded, "Lick and suck, sissy!"
Janey's nails digging into his balls convinced Brian it was in his best interest to obey Mike's demand. He swirled his tongue around and sucked as best he could with his mouth forced to remain open. Mike thrust in and out of Brian's mouth, ensuring the sissy cleaned every millimetre of his stupendous cock. Mike was impressed that Brian didn't retch even when he'd pushed his entire cock into his mouth and down his throat. 'Helena's taught him well,' Mike thought admiringly.
Satisfied his dick was clean, Mike stepped off the bed. "Untie his ankles and roll him over. Put a pillow under his hips."
The girls obeyed. With Brian's arms crossed and still tied, there was quite a strain on his shoulders, but Mike manhandled him higher, relaxing the strain. It was the only kindness Mike showed him.
"A sissy's second task is to offer their mouth and ass for their Mistress's bulls to requite their arousal in. Fulfilling that task enables the bull to service your Mistress more vigorously without losing control." Mike covered Brian's body with his and let Helena guide his cock onto Brian's rosebud. "Relax, sissy," Mike said, amused. "If you don't, this will hurt like fuck!"
Even Tim hadn't had a dick as large as the one poised at his ass. The strap-ons the girls used were petite in comparison. Fearful, Brian tried to relax his sphincter, but as Mike entered him, Brian's colon rebelled, clamping down on the intruder. Helena and Janey had seen that happen before. There was a simple, brutal cure. Janey dug her nails into Brian's shaft when Helena punched his balls.
"Fuck!" Brian swore as agony caused his knot to open. Mike's enormous tool slid effortlessly into his hole.
Mike held still, waiting for Brian's sphincter to relax. It took time, but instinct took over, and Brian pushed, trying to force the object in his ass out. Mike grinned and stroked in and out. With his weapon being so thick, Mike didn't have to angle his thrusts to find Brian's prostate; it scraped over it immediately.
In denial, Brian whimpered, "No." Despite the initial pain, Brian's mind had learned to derive pleasure from anal sex, and with his P-spot stimulated, his body reacted accordingly. His dick hardened against the mattress, and sobbing, he pushed back to meet Mike's thrusting cock on the next stroke.
Pretty soon, Mike could fuck Brian firmly. He reached around and gripped Brian's cock, clenching it as he fucked Brian's ass. "Such a tight boy pussy," Mike said smugly. "Helena's bulls will be thrilled to use it." The dick in his hand and Brian's grunts told him that Brian was about to cum.
"No," Brian whimpered, denyingly. "No, please. I'm not a fag. Don't make me cum from being fucked in the ass."
But it happened, despite Brian's denials. As he whimpered, saying "no" continuously, Brian's hips rocked up to meet Mike's thrusts. The bull's cock's head continuously stimulated Brian's prostate, relentlessly driving the sissy towards an explosive climax. It came when Mike, who hadn't held back, roared and hosed Brian's colon with his salty seed. The cum splashing on his P-spot spat Brian into an unwanted, extreme orgasm, and he climaxed as hard as he ever had inside Helena's pussy or ass.
Mike pulled out of Brian's ass and stepped off the bed. Brian lay sobbing. He felt ashamed he'd cum so hard for a dominant man. Once again, he feared that he'd been unknowingly gay all this time. That the reason he submitted so readily and allowed Helena to turn him into a sissy was because he was a poof. Then realisation crashed over him. That's what Helena had slowly and methodically, and by encouraging him to take incremental steps, done--she'd made him her sissy. The reason she slowly feminised him and made him do gay things was to train him to be her sissy. Brian sobbed louder because he knew he liked being what she'd made him. The sex he'd had since she started him on this journey had been sublime, even though she stretched his boundaries to the limit.
However, her bull's lessons hadn't ended yet. Mike unceremoniously turned him back onto his back and sat on his chest again. Brian gulped, knowing what was next. Helena's insistence that he douche his ass before going out made sense now. He didn't think it mattered when they used their strap-ons, but he did the task to make her happy. Tonight Brian was glad he had! Knowing he couldn't resist, he held still as Mike reinserted his cock through the O-ring.
"Good sissy," Mike said. "Clean your Mistress's bull's cock. It's going up her ass next."
Brian sobbed at Mike's word, but he dutifully used his tongue to clean the funkiness off Mike's dick. When he could taste only his own saliva, Brian stopped sucking and swirling his tongue.
"All clean?" Mike asked, grinning sadistically as he withdrew his cock. He'd wanted Helena for years, but although she occasionally let him fuck her, she had no interest in being his girl. Mike couldn't punish Helena, but he sure as fuck could punish her sissy! Mike spoke to Helena in a tone and language Brian wouldn't dare use. "On the bed, on your knees, slut. Present your ass for your bull's use."
Brian couldn't believe it when Helena moaned lustfully and obeyed. If he'd spoken to her like that, he was sure he'd wake up nutless. Helena straddled Brian's supine body and lay her head on his thighs with her ass pointing at Brian and her head turned to the side. She reached behind herself and pulled her ass cheeks apart.
Mike spoke, "An important part of a sissy's duties is to prepare his Mistress's ass for her bull. You're forgiven that role tonight because you can't do it tied to a bed." He looked around, measuring the girls. "Janey, get your tongue in your sister's ass, ready her for my cock."
Janey smiled before obeying. She was sure Mike thought he had asked her to do something disgusting, but she and Helena were lovers from the time they were old enough to know what sex was about. Janey climbed on the bed and lavished Helena's asshole with her tongue before easing two fingers inside it. She swiftly stretched her sister's sphincter open, readying it for Mike's enormous wang. "Ready, Sir," Janey said, getting off the bed.
"Watch my cock disappearing up your Mistress's ass, sissy," Mike demanded as he swung a leg over Brian's upper chest and settled behind Helena's ass. "A well-trained sissy is expected to hold his Mistress's bull's dick and guide it into her ass or cunt." Then Mike maliciously added, "You can't do that because you're too pathetic to even defend your girlfriend's honour, even though the dirty slut gas none. But you can watch as a real man's dick opens her rear slut hole wider than you've ever seen."
Brian wanted to close his eyes and pretend to be anywhere but here, but Janey's warning squeeze on his balls convinced him to obey. He wept, wondering why the girls were treating him this way. Hadn't he done everything Helena asked? She couldn't still be punishing him for losing control and punching her, could she? He was sure she'd forgiven him, but maybe? Brian hoped she'd explain why she'd done it after Mike had left. He prayed Mike would leave soon.
For almost thirty minutes, Brian had to endure Mike fucking Helena's ass before Mike lost control and roared as his body locked down and he filled Helena's colon with his thick, salty spend. To Brian's relief, Mike immediately stepped off the bed and left the room. To his horror, Helena backed up and lowered her drooling ass onto his mouth.
"No," Brian sobbed even as he slid his tongue through the O-ring and tasted Mike's cum. He knew resisting was futile because he was tied up and couldn't do anything about it. With Janey twisting his balls, all fighting what Helena wanted would get him was crushed balls. Brian grimaced when he saw Helena's sphincter open. A huge glob of cum dropped out and fell through the O-ring into his mouth. He swallowed reluctantly as more fell into his mouth.
Eventually, there was nothing more to clean. Helena got off him, and Brian finally noticed they were alone. Helena dressed and then put a new chastity device on Brian's genitals. It comprised a spiked steel cage that surrounded his shaft and dug into its flesh. Becoming erect would swell his cock and force the spikes into his shaft. It would be incredibly painful. The second part, which could be attached or left separate, was a steel spiked strap that circled his balls and was pulled tight, keeping them separate from his penis.
Once she'd securely locked it in place, Helena took off Brian's gag and addressed him. "Tonight was your last test, Brian. The role I forced you to play is what I want you to be. I want you to be my sissy bull fluffer. I love you, Brian, and I know you love me. But I'll never put myself in a position where a man can abuse and dominate me. If you want to be with me, then you accept that what I've shown you tonight is your role. You are my one true love, but this is how it has to be for us to be together."
"And if I can't be that? If I don't want to be a cross-dressing, cock-sucking, taking it up the ass faggot, what then?"
"I unlock your chastity device and leave your life for good."
"No compromise?"
"No compromise."
Brian stared at Helena, hoping to see some mercy, some way out that didn't involve becoming her full-time sissy. He saw a steely resolve. If he balked, she'd walk from his life with nary a backward glance. Underneath his manly bravado, Brian's mind screamed for him to agree to give his life to Helena to keep. That he'd never be happier or more successful than if she was his wife and Mistress. And if her being his Mistress required him to be a sissy, he should immediately agree to be.
But Helena had challenged Brian's ego with what she'd arranged tonight. Questioned his manliness and sexuality. His primary emotion at the moment was anger. He wanted to lash out and regain his manhood. To reclaim his heterosexuality by fucking her so powerfully that she'd orgasm so hard she'd beg him to be her man. Brian knew if he showed any of that anger, she'd do what she'd done before, and leave him tied to the bed. She'd leave the ropes loose enough that he'd eventually work his way free, but not until well after she'd left. Brian still didn't know where she and Janey lived.
"You'd throw away everything I've done for you? Everything I've changed? All the things I've done to make you happy? Just like that, they're worth nothing?"
"In a heartbeat," Helena replied firmly. "It will break my heart walking away from what we are and what we could have, but no man will ever have dominion over me. I will not be another spousal abuse victim or statistic."
"But you wouldn't be!" Brian protested. "I love you and want in an equal husband and wife relationship with you. Surely that's best?"
"I am already a domestic violence victim of yours, Brian," Helena sarcastically replied. "Remember? You punched me, Brian. I did something that angered you, and you threw a punch!"
"I've done my best to make it up to you, Helena. And promised never to do it again."
"Done it once, you'll do it again. The only way I can be sure you won't strike me again is to make you my sissy."
"You intended to make me your sissy even before I threw that punch."
"And so fucking what, Brian?" Helena heatedly responded. "Fuck me! How much sex do you get? How many times have I brought other women home for you to fuck? How many of your fucking friends have a girlfriend who brings their sister over for you to fuck? I can tell you. Fucking none!" Helena seethed before adding, "It fucking well turns me on! Don't you like it when I'm horny? Isn't it worth sucking the occasional cock and taking it up the ass a couple of times worth the pleasure you get because I'm turned fucking on, and when I am, I let you fuck my friends?"



It was; Brian knew that. In fact, despite his protests, Brian enjoyed doing that for precisely the reasons Helena had espoused. Still, his ego remained bruised, and he felt she'd emasculated him. Anger overrode his common sense. He wanted revenge, and to get it, he needed to appear calm so she'd release him before she left.
He took a deep breath and let it out slowly before calmly saying, "I don't think I can be that guy. Please, let me up and give me a few days to think about it."
"Okay," Helena said doubtfully. Her survival instincts had pricked, and she feared untying him. However, he was calm and seemed rational, so she reluctantly undid the knots tying him to the bed and let him up.
"You fucking bitch!" Brian roared as he leapt off the bed and backhanded her across the room. "How fucking dare you do what you did to me!"
Brian marched across the room, intending to pick Helena up and slap her around before removing his cock cage and shoving his dick up her ass. He took two steps before Helena rolled onto her back and glared at him. He saw a bruise already rising on her cheek, and what he'd done crashed in on him, dousing his anger and making him sick with guilt.
He dropped to his knees, reaching towards her beseechingly. "Oh my Gawd, Helena! Oh, fuck, what have I done? Shit, shit, shit! Please, Helena, I didn't mean to!"
"You fucking asshole," Helena said, her voice vicious and filled with hate. "I trusted you! Let you back into my life after you punched me despite knowing... Knowing, Brian!... I knew you'd hit me again! Well, now, you lose your nuts as I promised you would happen if you ever laid hands on me in anger again."
She stood and walked towards Brian, holding what looked like a large key fob in her hand. Helena looked down, frowning before pressing a button. Agony ripped through Brian's balls and he fell onto his side, clutching his nuts. Unknown to Brian, the new chastity device held a watch battery and a small electrical capacitor capable of sending shocks through the steel spikes in the strap around his balls.
Helena zapped him twice more. "Get on the fucking bed, worm. Do it now!" Brian knew what Helena intended to do and tried to resist. She dangled the remote in her hand. "This has ten levels. Currently, it's at three. Want to try five or even six?" Just short of vomiting, Brian crawled to the bed and got in. He curled back into a foetal ball with his nuts cradled in his hands. "On your back and spread your arms and legs, you fucking cunt!" Helena said, raging.
Brian obeyed. It didn't take Helena long to have him securely bound to the bed. She removed the spiked penis cage and then went to the kitchen. Brian waited fearfully for her to return, but she didn't. Helena knew in her rage she'd probably cut his dick and balls off and make him eat them. Despite her anger, Helena loved him, and she knew his reaction was mostly her fault for pushing him too far too soon, but she'd honestly thought he was ready to take the final step.
Helena walked up the hill to the top of the street before calling for a cab. It didn't take long for it to arrive. Helena got in and stifled sobs the whole way home. She didn't want it to be over but didn't know how she could ever trust him again.
Chapter 27: Present Day 14.
Terrified that Helena would rip his sack open, Mark opened his mouth and tongued Helena's sticky, cum-filled cunt. His semen poured back out of Helena's vulva onto his tongue, causing Mark to force his gorge down. Helena ignored her new sissy's discomfort and rode his face to another orgasm. Her juices flooding from her pussy washed more of Mark's cum into his mouth, which pleased Helena immensely. Mark had nearly broken, but he held onto his masculinity by the slenderest of threads. Another push would send him off the edge and snap that thread.
After coming down from her climax, Helena stepped away from the bed for a moment to put on her strap-on. Mark stared wide-eyed at Helena's protruding 'cock' and gulped. He suspected where she wanted to shove it, and he nearly fled in a panic.
Mark moved, ready to run, when Helena's bedroom door banged open. Mark turned to see who'd come in and saw a younger version of Helena. The young woman wore a leather Basque that outlined and emphasised her slender, shapely figure perfectly. Small breasts showed deliciously in the Basque's deep vee and the Basque sat snugly above a small, tight, divinely shaped ass. A loosely pleated leather miniskirt barely covered that spectacular ass, and red-leather, thigh-high fuck-me boots emphasised long, slender, and shapely legs.
"Oops," Haley said. "Sorry, Mum. I didn't realise you had company." Haley lied, but Mark didn't know that. She entered her mother's room knowing Helena was with a bull she intended to convert into a sissy, and Haley wanted to see what progress her mother had made. Haley examined Helena's new sissy, and her pussy foamed. Helena had told her how her pussy had reacted to Brian the first time she'd seen him, but Haley hadn't truly understood until just now. She turned to her mother and said, "Delicious! May I have him?"
Helena laughed richly. "Do you deserve him?"
"A moot point," Haley shot back. "The real question is, does he deserve me?"
Shaking her head, Helena replied. "Not yet. But he shows promise." Then, seeing her daughter cross her legs and move her hips back and forward, a sure sign she was aroused, Helena relented. "Take him. Return him on Sunday in time for him to return to his parents' place." She made shooing gestures to Mark, sending him after Haley.
Haley's method of getting Mark moving was more direct. Taking a leash from the hooks behind the door, she dropped the snap-hook through the handle. Then she wrapped the loop around Mark's cock behind his cage, grabbed the other end, and walked from the room. Mark's choices were to follow closely so his balls weren't dragged on, or remain where he was and have his nutsack and penis pulled off. He scurried after Haley, unable to believe his luck.
Helena turned her gaze to her husband. Trying to look severe, she said, "Just me and you, worm. Whatever shall I do with you?"
Brian smiled. "As always, you will do as you wish, and I will object but obey, anyway."
Helena laughed richly again. "Good answer, Brian. Good answer indeed."
Brian's eyes widened when Helena used Brian. He tried to remember the last time she'd called him that in private. Typically, when they were alone, it was worm or sissy. He wondered if after nearly twenty-two years, she'd finally forgiven him for backhanding her.
Helena had used his name purposefully. She watched the emotions playing across her husband's face as he contemplated what her using his name meant. He came to the right understanding.
"Thank you, Mistress. Your worm apologises again for what he did in the past and promises he won't abuse your gift."
Helena had told him his past sins were forgiven but not forgotten.
Helena nodded before saying, "Wash me?"
Brian replied, "With pleasure, Mistress."
"With pleasure will cost you more than just a full-body wash," Helena joked.
With a straight face, Brian replied, "I'm willing to pay the cost."
Laughing, the married pair walked into their en suite and got in the shower. Brian lovingly washed his wife/Mistress, expecting nothing in return. When they were both clean, Brian turned the shower taps off, and they stepped out. Brian dried his Mistress and then himself. He was surprised when Helena took his hand as they returned to their bedroom. He was further surprised when she invited him to share her bed, and amazed when she didn't cage his cock and balls. But when she rolled onto her side, backed her tight ass into him, and placed his hand on her breast, Brian was totally blown away.
Spooning with the woman he worshipped proved too much for Brian's libido, and despite his best wishes, his cock slowly erected and pressed against Helena's entrance. He lay quiescent, hoping she wouldn't notice, but of course, she did.
"Slut." She muttered, but her amusement showed in her voice.
Brian apologised, but Helena moved his hand from her breast to her button and wriggled her ass until Brian's cock's head slipped inside her cunt. "Make me cum and then you can fill me," she murmured.
Delighted, Brian used every trick she'd taught him to make her orgasm. He kissed and nibbled where her neck met her shoulders. He alternated between stimulating Helena's nipples and her clitoris. Brian varied the ferocity and speed of his thrusts, and he constantly told Helena how beautiful and sexy she was, how much he loved her, what he was willing to do for her, and how good her pussy felt wrapped around his dick.
Helena experienced a petite but profoundly felt climax. She sighed and said, "I love you, Brian. Never doubt that I do, no matter how cruel I'm being towards you. Now, fill me so we can sleep."
Ever faithful to his Mistress's orders, Brian did!
"I need you to guide me, Mistress," Brian admitted when he came down from his orgasm. "Everything I am, everything I've created for our family has been because I've had you to balance my soul and keep me on the right path. Without you, I'd have been like Chris Savage, my old boss--incredibly wealthy but totally miserable. Divorced several times and bitter about women."
Helena replied, "And without you, I'd have been a bitter, twisted old spinster, living with my sister and a hundred cats, and still hating all men."
"Would you like me to get a facecloth and clean you?"
Helena smiled at his thoughtfulness. "I'll shower again in the morning. You can clean me then."
Holding his Mistress, Brian slipped into a blissful sleep. However, his mind returned to the aftermath of his striking Helena for the second time. In his dream, Brian whimpered at the memory.
Chapter 28: Reconciliation Part 1.
Brian lay on his bed unmoving, waiting for Helena to return. His kidneys and balls ached from the electric shocks, and his need to pee grew. Through the partially closed blinds, Brian watched the sun climb to its zenith, and still Helena didn't return. Eventually, Brian realised she wasn't returning. He'd believed the silence was Helena sitting somewhere, trying to regain control of her emotions. He hoped that meant she was reconsidering removing his dick and testicles, but now he knew she'd gone. Gone for good. Tears poured down his cheeks as he realised he'd lost the only thing that mattered to him.
He wailed at the Gods, "Why did I let my bruised ego control my actions?!" He promised, "I'll suck a thousand cocks and take a thousand more up my ass if she forgives me!" Of course, he'd forgotten most religions banned homosexual relationships.
By nightfall, Brian's thoughts turned to escape. He tried his binds, hoping. Unfortunately, unlike the first time, they weren't tied loosely enough that he'd eventually be able to work free. Brian lifted his head to study the ropes on his ankles. His feet remained a good colour, and they weren't throbbing, so he didn't have to worry about the damage caused by the blood circulation to them being cut off. He flexed his hands and realised they were tied tightly enough to restrain him but not so tight they cut off the circulation.
Brian tried folding his hand over itself and tucking his thumb across his palm, but despite this action significantly narrowing his hand, it didn't allow him to pull his wrist through the tied rope. He attempted the same with his left hand, only to achieve the same result--nothing. No matter how hard he pulled his legs back, they wouldn't break free of his binds. Brian closed his eyes and took several calming breaths. Panicking now wouldn't help and would make it difficult to figure out how to escape.
Inspiration hit. He wondered where his phone was. It was an Android phone with Google Assistant, and if it were within earshot, he could voice activate it and summon help. Cops or the ambulance, though? He didn't want to get Helena in trouble, and if he opened that can of worms, she could enter a counter-complaint of assault. But Brian was sure that if he called an ambulance, they'd report what they found, which would mean police involvement, anyway. A friend? A golfing buddy? That would be embarrassing as all fuck, and there was little chance of the person he phoned not telling the rest of his friends. Still, better that than starving to death while unable to escape.
All his speculation was immediately rendered moot. He called, "Hey Google!" Nothing. Louder, he repeated, "Hey Google!" Nothing. In desperation, Brian bellowed, "Hey Google!" Either his phone was off or too far away to hear his voice.
Fuck!
Forcing panic down, Brian considered his options. They'd miss him at work on Monday, but how many days before they called to find out where he was? Would they follow up if he didn't answer? Or would they assume he'd quit as others had? That he'd walked away, burnt out from the ongoing stress?
It was time to panic!
Brian stamped on his rising panic. Losing his head now wouldn't help and would cause him to struggle, which would damage the skin on his wrists and ankles and not help him get out. Clenching his hands into fists, Brian strained to pull on the ropes, either to break them or to have the knots unravel. He thought, 'Okay. That's not happening. What else?' Wincing at the damage he was about to do to his wrists, Brian folded his right thumb across his palm again, making it as narrow as possible. He pulled down with all his might, trying to force his hand out of the loop around his wrist.
Nothing! Not even a slight slip to give him some hope. Maybe if his wrist was wet? How? Straining and relaxing, straining and relaxing, Brian repeated these actions over and over until the exertion sprung open his pores and sweat flowed. After twisting his hands back and forth, hoping to wet the rope, he tried pulling his hands through the loop around his wrists again. First the left and then the right, then both.
Double fuck!
Okay. He had neighbours. This was a mostly owner-occupied suburb, and it was Saturday night, so most of them should be home. The problem was that they'd be cooking dinner or watching television and/or listening to music. Would they hear him shouting? He listened intently. He could hear cars going up and down his street, dogs barking, kids in their backyards playing despite it being after dark, and the blare of a television from Millie's place. Would any of those people hear him if he yelled? Brian was doubtful.
A keen reader of survival stories, Brian knew the worst thing he could do was panic and start shouting when there was little chance of someone hearing him shout. If he did, his voice would be too hoarse for anyone to hear him when the ambient noise was quieter. Forcing himself to remain calm, Brian decided to wait until the morning before yelling out, hoping that someone heard. How to make it until morning, though? It was only spring, and it was just after dark, so it was maybe around six to six-thirty? He'd have to wait at least twelve hours to attempt to gain someone's attention. He needed to time his yells to be between the time they woke up and got breakfast, and the time the inevitable lawn mowers and whipper snippers started up.
Closing his eyes and taking deep, slow breaths, Brian imagined the first golf course he'd played at. Taking his time to imagine each hole vividly, Brian pictured how to play each one. Brian is a tall, powerful man who has long arms and therefore long levers, which allow him to hit the golf ball prodigious distances. Shots others couldn't consider were routine for Brian, and he could often cut the doglegs off by driving the ball over the trees on the inside of the corner and back onto the fairway. He completed his imaginary round of that course and then started another. He kept imagining successful rounds on every course he'd ever played until sleep took him.
The light coming through the blinds awakened Brian. His need to pee was extreme, but he sure as fuck didn't want to piss himself and lie in his own urine. He was about to, anyway. He forced his eyes open and, to his surprise, saw Janey on a kitchen chair beside his bed. Brian couldn't believe he'd slept so soundly he hadn't heard her coming into the house, let alone his room.
Janey showed him the knife in her hand, and Brian's heart thumped. "I should do what Helena couldn't and cut your fucking nuts off," she said coldly.
Tears poured from Brian's eyes as huge sobs wracked his body. "Do it," he said. "I deserve no less."
"Why did you do it? Because she challenged your masculinity? Made you feel less of a man? You dumb fuck! If you were still a bullshit narcissistic macho asshole, she would have dumped your ass years ago. It's because you allowed her to sissify you that she wants you. Our dad made us fear macho men. Macho men abuse us, hit us, make us feel less than what we are! All you had to do was accept being her sissy, and she would have been yours forever! But did you? No! You had to show you're just like all the fucking rest--a wife-beating, narcissistic, macho cockhead whose masculinity is so fragile that he has to beat his woman to shore it up!
"You've broken her heart, Brian. Helena hasn't gotten out of bed since she came home. All she does is lie, cowered under the quilt, weeping. Fuck you, Brian! Fuck you for hurting my sister and destroying what remained of my trust in men!"
Janey had moved to stand over Brian as she raged. She unawarely waved the knife in her hand around, convincing Brian she was about to stab it into his heart. He thought Janey's doing that wouldn't hurt as much as it did now.
Janey took several deep breaths, trying to calm down. She'd shocked herself with how close she'd come to stabbing Brian. "Yet, when I came into her room this morning to see if I could get her out of bed," Janey continued in a calmer voice. "Does she rant about you and the perfidy of all men? No! Instead, in a voice so full of devastation that it broke my heart, she asked if I'd come over here and set you free. If that isn't love, Brian, I don't know what the fuck is. And you blew it."
Janey cut the ropes holding Brian's wrists and ankles. He'd have to undo the knots and remove them from around his extremities, but at least he could now move to do so. He didn't. Although he pulled his hands in and lifted his knees, relieving the strain of being tied in one position for so long had placed on them, Brian lay there weeping.
Looking down at him disparagingly, Janey said, "Tell me this, Brian. How the fuck are Helena and I ever supposed to trust a man again? Abused female children often choose abusive husbands, and you just confirmed that stereotype." Janey dropped the knife, which she'd gotten from Brian's utensil drawer, on the floor. "Arsehole!" She spat as she walked from the room.
Brian rolled onto his back and sat up. It was get up and go to the bathroom or piss the bed. He got up. After peeing, he walked to his kitchen naked. Brian put the kettle on and then examined his wrists. Straining against the rope had tightened the knots to where undoing them was impossible. He returned to his bedroom to get the knife Janey had dropped. Easing the blade between the rope and his skin, Brian carefully sliced the rope and let it drop. Being right-handed made cutting the rope on his right wrist more difficult, but he got it done. His ankles were easy, although he carelessly nicked his left ankle. Cursing, Brian got a band-aid from his medicine cabinet and put it over the slight cut.
Brian spent the day sitting at his dining table, staring into an abyss of his own making. He automatedly made and drank coffee, got up to pee when he needed to, but otherwise stayed where he was.




Monday morning arrived with Brian still sitting at the table. He sighed. Gathering his strength because failing at work when he was this close to being asked to be a partner was as stupid as backhanding Helena, Brian showered and dressed. As he walked from the bus station to his firm, Brian slowly gathered his typical type-A work personality around himself, and pretending a confidence he didn't feel, he strode to his desk. He needed to do some quick research because he hadn't spent the weekend studying the Friday reports from the overseas markets as he typically did.
Chris Strange stopped by. Chris's computer was tapped into everyone's broking applications, and he noticed there wasn't the flurry of sales and purchases from Brian's there typically was on a Monday morning. "All good, superstar?" Chris asked, noticing Brian had The Nikkei and Dow Jones weekend reports on his screen.
Knowing the only response that Chris would accept, Brian turned to his boss and said, "Yeah, you know how it is, Chris. I picked up a hot slag on Friday night, and I was too busy fucking her various slut holes to get out of bed. Fuck what a slut she was! I'm telling you, she loved it up her ass more than in her sloppy cunt! Anyway, she just about wore my dick off, and I had to stop cumming in her holes and get some sleep last night before I fucking dried up and blew away. That meant I didn't have time to go over the reports. I'm on it now, and I'll bet you a bottle of that Glen Livet you love so much I still kick your ass this week."
Chris and the guys around Brian laughed, looking at each other with knowing looks. They'd all been there and done that, possibly even with the same slut Brian described.
Clapping Brian on the back, Chris replied, "You're on! Shit! I might even let you share a glass when you give it to me!"
"Keep dreaming, boss. It's good to think big!" Brian retorted, turning back to the screen. He read through the reports, making copious notes on a pad beside his keyboard. By midday, he still hadn't made a single trade. But when he opened the stockbroking program, he began buying and selling with a ferocious intensity the people working around had never seen. By the day's end, he'd passed everyone except Chris Strange, and he was less than a thousand dollars behind him.
For the next six months, Brian topped the profit tables nearly every week. In the weeks that he didn't finish number one, he was inside the top three and usually within a thousand dollars of first. His case for elevation to full partnership was irrefutable, and the senior partners met to finalise the offer they'd make to him.
However, although his work life was exemplary, and he had money piling up in his bank and portfolio, Brian's home and social life were a barren wasteland of despair. The Chinese takeaway at the top of the hill before Chapel Hill Road got to know him so well that they started cooking his meals as soon as he entered. Fortunately, Brian's discipline held, and he didn't turn to drugs or alcohol to fill the cold, empty void in his soul.
When his tears had dried after Janey had released him, Brian removed the spiked leather strap around his balls. He looked at the steel plate that had sent the shock through his balls with revulsion. He opened his rubbish drawer to throw it out and saw its remote sitting on the kitchen bench. Tears flowed again as he recalled what he'd done and thrown away again. Putting the two items together, and swearing if Helena ever took him back, he'd give them to her and beg her to use them on him if he ever misbehaved again, Brian almost reverently put them in a kitchen drawer.
Brian returned to his room and saw his old cage and padlock on his dresser. The padlock's key was in the lock. He undid it and put the cage on. Then he opened his drawer and took out a pair of the panties Helena had bought him and put them on, too. From that point on, Brian only took the cage off so he could shave around that area, but he eventually tired of that task.
An internet search gave him the numbers of several IPL clinics. After discussing his options with several of them, Brian chose one that also did electrolysis treatments. The clinician suggested that if Brian didn't want to shave his face, armpits and groin, electrolysis, although excruciatingly painful and horrendously expensive, guaranteed a permanent result when IPL treatments did not. Brian booked the IPL for his body first, choosing to only go to electrolysis if it failed to remove all of his hair. He immediately booked electrolysis treatments for his face and armpits.
The first of July came around, which is the start of Australia's financial year, and Strange and Partners gained their first new partner in five years. The buy-in amount was $950,000, which, to the other partners' surprise, Brian met without having to take out a loan. Being a partner meant Brian no longer earned a monthly wage, but received a sixth share of the firm's total profits every six months. It also meant he was responsible for covering his expenses and a sixth share of the firm's expenses over that time.
He was good. Better than good. Peerless would be more accurate. The firm's profits soared. His life was empty. What was the point?
Another Friday night and another lonely weekend. Golf on Saturday and drinks afterwards with his playing group was Brian's only social outlet. He thought about getting back out there, but every time he did, his mind recreated Helena's face after he'd struck her. The anger he saw there was bad enough, but the betrayed sorrow behind her rightful anger cut him worse than even what Janey had said a day later.
After returning home from golf on Saturday, Brian gathered the items he'd bought after work on Friday. Pretending they were for his nonexistent girlfriend, which fooled the beautician not at all, Brian purchased one of everything she'd recommended. Then, bringing up YouTube videos, he practised what they showed. He'd purposefully chosen clips that were more for cross-dressers and drag queens than for a transwoman wanting to blend into womanhood seamlessly. He wanted people to like how he looked but not be fooled into believing he was biologically female.
Three hours later, and finally satisfied with his appearance, Brian put on suspenders, stockings, high-heels, panties, the chest plate with 16 DD breasts he'd ordered via the internet and had delivered, a shelf bra, a choker necklace to hide the plate's edge, a deep-vee top that exposed his breast mounds deliciously, and a micro-miniskirt that barely covered his ass. After checking his look, Brian removed his thong panties, took off his cage, put on a flesh-coloured control brief, tucked his dick away, and then put his thong back on. Checking in his mirror, Brian thought that when he flashed his panties, no one would notice the control briefs underneath them. Then, after combing out and putting on the long, curly blonde wig Helena had given him, Brian caught a cab to The Wickham.
He paid the driver, took a deep breath, and walked to the beer garden. He hoped to see Helena, but also dreaded seeing her with someone else. Someone so beautiful would have another suitor by now, surely? Brian didn't know what he would say and feared how she'd react when they saw each other. He worried for no reason because she wasn't there.
Brian ordered a glass of house white wine and sat at the bar. He stared at the bar top bleakly, wondering if there was any point in his continuing existence. He'd destroyed the only good thing in his life, and hurt the only woman he'd ever loved. Perhaps it was time to end it, or at least move to another city to start again.
A voice at his elbow spoke. "Brian? Fuck! You look like shit! Well, I mean, you look good, fantastic even, but you must have lost twenty kilograms you didn't have to lose, and you look like you've aged ten years in the eighteen months."
Brian lifted his eyes and facetiously replied, "Thanks, Shelley. Love you, too. You look fantastic too, by the way. I'm fine, thank you. How are you?"
"Not as pissed at you as Janey is, nor as devastated as Helena is, so much better than them or you," Shelley replied, ignoring Brian's sarcasm.
"How is Helena?" Brian asked guardedly.
"Heartbroken. She really thought you were the one, Brian. The one who would be her sissy, the rock she could lean on when everything else in her life went to shit. When you struck her, you broke something in her. She's functioning, but she goes to work, comes home, goes to her room, and doesn't come out until it's time to go back to work."
"Why did she need to fuck that guy if I'm what she needs?"
"Because it's difficult to always be the strong one. Taking a bull allows her to let down her hair and simply enjoy being fucked. No emotional involvement, no commitment, just raw, powerful, uninhibited sex. Submitting to a bull allows her to balance her needs as a woman. Then after she's used him to get what she wants, she sends him home, never having to worry that he wants to own her. Then she'd have turned back to you, much better able to be what you need because she's emotionally balanced again."
"I could have done that for her!" Brian protested.
"Yes," Shelley agreed. "You could easily have been one of her bulls. But then all you'd have gotten from her was raunchy, unbridled sex once or twice a year. Instead, you got to see her at her most vulnerable. You got to see her as she really is: Funny, talkative, loving and affectionate. Helena kissed you in public, dude! Kissed you in public! I've never seen her kiss anyone other than you passionately in public before. Her bulls don't even get a single kiss. Sure, they get their dicks sucked and they get to dip their wicks in her fuck holes, but that's it. She and you were genuinely intimate. Something she'd never been with anyone before you, and she certainly isn't now. Now, she's a shell, an automaton going through life on autopilot, not experiencing any of it."
Shelley sighed. "Look, I don't know if it's possible, but neither of you is living life. You're just going through the motions. You've got to repair your relationship somehow. If you don't, I fear you'll both attempt suicide."
"I hit her twice, Shelley. She'll never trust me again. Why should she? If I were her, I wouldn't."
Shelly looked at Brian thoughtfully. "Yet you didn't dress up as you have--looking great but obviously masculine--hoping to pick up. You came here hoping Helena would be and maybe you could talk."
"Yeah? Well, wish in one hand, shit in the other. See which one fills up first!"
"So graphically eloquent," Shelley said sarcastically. She stared at him before shrugging. "I'm here with my girlfriend. Janey and I are batting for the other team at the moment, so I'd better go back to her before she thinks you're trying to pick me up." She kissed Brian's cheek. "Figure out how to win her back, Brian. I think both of your lives depend on it."
Brian watched her go, thinking about the impossibility of her request. Helena had disconnected her phone. He knew she worked at Griffith University, Nathan, but not in what department, and he didn't know where she lived. He supposed he could call the uni and ask to be put through to her, but what reason could he give that would allow him not to identify himself? Brian was sure that if he gave the receptionist his name, Helena would refuse to come to the phone, and if he gave a fake name she didn't recognise, why would she answer the call? He shook his head. It wouldn't happen.
More depressed than before, Brian finished his drink, got back in a cab and went home.
Another month passed with Brian continuing to shine at work but being an empty shell everywhere else. The problem was that Brian was burning through his energy and emotional reserves. Brian knew that and knew there was a price to pay when he'd depleted them to zero. He was headed for a breakdown and couldn't find it within himself to care.
Brian walked down the hill from the bus stop towards his home one Friday afternoon about six weeks after he'd spoken to Shelley. He'd had a dreadful week. Exhausted to the point of tears, he'd made several errors, selling stocks he meant to double down on and buying shares he'd meant to unload. Still, he'd still finished inside the top three in profitability. But Brian knew it was the first sign he was about to crash and burn. So did Chris Strange. Chris placed a 'report and check before executing' tag on Brian's trades. Although Brian would probably notice the slight delay between his executing an action and it happening, he wouldn't know why the delay was there. It was a feature that only Chris had, and it would let Chris review Brian's trades before executing or cancelling them.
As he reached about halfway down the street, he saw an unfamiliar car parked in his driveway. Brian wondered which of his neighbours were cheeky enough to park there without permission. But then, he passed the Colorbond fence between him and his neighbour and saw Helena sitting on his front steps waiting for him. His heart thumped.
Helena stood, and Brian skirted by her. "Wait there, please."
He ran inside and removed his shoes and socks, work trousers and cock cage. Then he put on a short skirt and hurried to his kitchen, where he put on the electrical shock strap Helena had used on him so effectively and picked up the strap's remote. Brian walked back outside. Helena had moved next to the car's door, and it was clear she was about to get in and drive away.
Showing her the remote and holding his skirt up so she could see he'd put the spiked leather collar on, Brian pleaded, "Wait, Helena, please." He placed the remote on the driveway, about halfway to the car, and retreated to sit on the step.
Helena hesitated before taking two steps and picking up the remote. She glared at him. "Is this supposed to make me forgive you?"
Brian looked at her and nearly cried. Helena's eyes were dull and lifeless, and her usually vibrant, lush and long hair looked dry and brittle. She'd lost weight she couldn't afford to lose, and her clothes hung on her loosely. "No. It's so you can talk to me and feel safe because you can explode my nuts before I can reach you."
Helena nodded, realising Brian really did want her to feel safe. "Shelley says you and she talked, and if I don't talk to you, she'll pester me every day until I do. So, what did you want to talk to me about?"
"We did talk," Brian replied. "I'd dressed all girly and gone to The Wickham."
"Well, I know you weren't there to pick a guy up because you're too fucking homophobic to do that, no matter how much it turns your girlfriend on," Helena said viciously. "Were you hoping to find another FemDom to hook up with?"
Brian ignored her. "She came up to me at the bar, and we spoke. But I never said that I wanted to talk to you. I said that you'd never talk to me again because you could never trust me, and then I said that I didn't blame you for that, and that I wouldn't if I were you."
"Then why do you think she told me to come here and talk?"
Brian shrugged. "She's your friend, so I'm sure you know her motivations better than I do. But I'd guess it was because we're her friends and she sees we're both hurting and thinks us getting back together will fix that."
"You want to get back together?"
Brian nodded. He would have said more, but Helena held her hand out to stop him before he could.
"Why? According to you, I'm too controlling, and I make you wear girly clothing and do gay stuff you don't want to do. And, of course, I let another man fuck me, which made you feel emasculated. And that's not okay even though you've had regular sex with my sister and my best friend. At my instigation, I might add!"
Brian hung his head as sobs wracked his body. "I'm such a fucking stupid fool! I had the world in the palm of my hand, the woman I love more than life itself by my side, and I threw it all away in a moment of misplaced anger."
"Misplaced? You weren't angry at me?"
Brian shook his head. "No. I was, but it was because I didn't understand. I thought you'd decided to punish me for the earlier incident, and fucking Mike was how you were doing it."
"You mean for punching me the first time?" Brian slumped lower before nodding. "Then don't fucking sugarcoat what you did, Brian! For fuck's sake! Own up to it. You did it! You punched me in the fucking face! Fucking admit doing it and admit how fucked up hitting a woman is, and maybe we can move on!"
Brian clasped his hands around his ankles with his head between his knees. Massive, gulping sobs emanated from him as the enormity of how badly he'd fucked up washed over him.
Helena looked at Brian's obvious remorse for what he'd done. Her heart went out to him, but images of her father bashing her mother intervened. So many times, her mother had forgiven her father, and every time, he'd hit her again. Helena's brow furrowed as she thought, 'But he never expressed remorse. He'd strike Mum with his fists and call it punishment for her wrongdoings. He'd spot some speck of dust she'd missed, and whale on her for being a shit housekeeper. Or she'd dress 'too provocatively', and he'd slap her around because she'd been slutting around despite being too scared to leave the house except when she did the shopping, which he wouldn't do because it was women's work.'
Also, her father never praised anything her mother did. He never thanked her for the meal, for doing the washing, or for doing the dishes after dinner. He wouldn't buy a dishwasher because that was hers and the kids' job. Nor did he ever compliment how she looked or what she wore. He'd bitch about Jenna looking old but wouldn't give her money to have her hair done or for makeup.
He'd facetiously say, "Only whores need to wear makeup. You're not a whore, are you, Jenna?" Then he'd pull a face. "Of course you're not a whore because no man would pay to fuck you." Saying that didn't stop him from forcing himself on her most nights. Sex from his wife was his due as a man.
Jenna, Janey, and Helena thanked the Gods above that he wasn't a paedophile or incestuous. He'd have killed any man who touched his daughters inappropriately, including any family members.
At least Brian appreciated her, Helena realised. He was always complimenting her on her looks, which was nice. But he admired her intelligence and loved her quick wit and dry sense of humour, which was better. He adored showing her off to his friends when they went out, and he'd proudly introduced her to his bosses and work colleagues at the one workplace function she'd agreed to attend. Brian was attentive to her and did the little things she appreciated, like opening doors and holding her chair when she sat.
Helena, an avowed feminist, thought her sisters had missed the boat on chivalry. Having a man open a door for you didn't demean you; it made you a queen deserving of his respect. Helena always smiled and thanked anyone who did that. Besides, what kind of asshole lets a door close on someone approaching it? Especially if that person's hands are full.
Helena sighed, close to tears herself. Shelley had pointed out that she (Helena) was at least partially responsible for Brian's violent reaction to seeing her fuck another man. Did Helena have to straddle Brian and force him to watch it happening up close? Not once did Helena do that, but twice.
"I apologise for forcing you to watch Mike fuck me. I thought you were ready to accept the role I'd been training you for, and I pushed you too hard, too soon. It's at least partially my fault that you backhanded me because I pushed you too hard."
Brian's head came up, and Helena thought she'd angered him. Fear coursed through her, and her hand hovered over the remote's button. He stared at her intently before fiercely saying, "Don't you dare blame yourself for my lack of control. A real man does not hit a woman, no matter what provocation she gives him. Only a monster does that! I should have either waited for your explanation or tossed you out. There's no excuse I can give that you should accept. None! You dated a monster. That's all there is to it. I don't blame you for what you did, and I would have understood if you'd cut my balls off!" Brian put his head back between his knees and resumed sobbing.



Helena eased over to the step and sat on the one above Brian. She put her hand on his back. "You're not a monster, Brian. You did a monstrous thing, but that's not what you are."
Brian turned to face her. His pain and remorse were naked on his face. Tears brimmed in his eyes, and he reached for her before dropping his head and hands. Sobs came in huge, hooping gasps. Helena knelt on the stair beside him and put her arms around him. Brian turned back to her and hugged her like a drowning man holds onto a lifesaver ring. Helena's tears joined Brian's, and healing began. Eventually, Helena pushed him away. Brian reluctantly released her and looked at her sorrowfully.
Helena stood and moved to her car. She stopped at the door and said, "It's a start. I'm not ready to forgive you yet. But maybe it's possible that I can now."
Brian didn't realise Helena had taken the remote with her until after she'd gone inside. He smiled, hoping it meant something.
The same car was parked in Brian's driveway when he returned from golf the following day. His heart jumped as he drove around it and parked in his garage. Getting out, Brian hid his disappointment when he saw Shelley sitting on his step instead of Helena.
He walked up. "Hey, Shelley. Let me guess. Helena still doesn't trust me, so you loaned her your car to drive over so I couldn't use the licence number to discover her address."
"Actually, I told her to take my car because none of us trust you."
"I love you, too. Do you want to come inside, or do you want to lecture me out here?"
Shelley grinned. "Are you so sure you want to hear my lecture out here?"
"Perhaps not," Brian replied.
"I'll come inside then."
"Or we could stay out here and you could not lecture me," Brian retorted.
"What would be the point of driving forty-five minutes if not to lecture you?"
"I guess you'd better come inside then."
Brian unlocked the door and let Shelley precede him into the house. He shut the door and followed her to the kitchen. "Would you like something to drink?"
"Sure. I'll have a white wine, if you have any. Otherwise, a beer is fine."
"Umm, if there's any wine, it'll be something one of you girls left. I don't drink the stuff unless I'm out with you lot." He looked in the fridge and found an open bottle. Taking it out, he got Shelley a glass and poured her a drink. Brian put the bottle back in the fridge and got out a beer. Opening it, he tipped it towards Shelley, and in a terrible Bogart impression, said, "Here's looking at you, kid."
Shelley laughed. "Luckily, I know the movie. I'd have no idea who that was supposed to be otherwise."
Continuing, Brian replied, "We'll always have Paris."
"Lawd, that's even worse! I swear if you say, 'Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine.' I'll have to kill you!"
"It's lucky I wasn't planning on saying that then, isn't it?"
"You weren't?"
Breaking into his version of Humphrey Bogart again as he shook his head, Brian replied, "No, I was going to say, 'The problem with the world is that everyone is a few drinks behind.'"
"But you hardly drink!" Shelley said as she laughed. "All I've ever seen you drink is beer and white wine."
Turning solemn, Brian said, "Yeah. My grandfather was an alcoholic. My father is one. What do you reckon that makes me? Besides, I've seen too many excellent brokers throw their careers away through drugs and alcohol."
"You seem better than you were last week."
Brian smiled wanly and quoted Martin Luther King Jr. "'Out of the mountain of despair, a stone of hope.' Helena talked to me yesterday and kept the remote for the shock collar. Perhaps there is hope yet."
"Yeah, I know. That's why I'm here." Shelley grimaced, knowing she had to shatter that rock. She took the remote out of her handbag and slid it across to Brian. Seeing the despair on his face, she hurriedly said, "She wants to see you again, but she isn't ready for the commitment her having this means. There's a place called GSB Café in Red Hill that she likes, and she suggests you meet her there at 10.00 a.m. next Sunday. Not tomorrow, the week after."
Shelley bit her bottom lip and added the part she thought was a bad idea and would shatter any hope of Brian and Helena reconciling. "She says if you turn up in drag and wearing the steel cock cage and shock collar underneath your thong panties, she'll accept your remote back."
"There is hope?" Brian asked with a look of anguish on his face.
Shelley's heart went out to him, and she answered. "A small one, but I think she needs you, and I know you need her, so cop whatever punishment and anger she directs at you and make her believe you can be what she needs you to be."
"I'll try," Brian replied as he wept.
"Regardless of what Yoda said, we're human, and all we can do is try." Shelley looked at Brian sympathetically. "Will you be alright until next Sunday?"
"Being honest," Brian replied. "I'll be alright as long as there is hope. As soon as there isn't, I can't promise. Look, I've been okay at work, but the flame is burning faster than I can replenish the fuel for it. I nearly crashed and burned on Friday, but struggled through. I slept better last night, though. Hopefully, I'll get plenty of sleep tonight and tomorrow. I'll be okay on Monday if I do."
"Will you meet her dressed in drag?"
"I will do anything and everything Helena wants me to do to prove I'm hers, including sucking someone's dick in the middle of the café if that's what she wants."
Shelley laughed delightedly. "Let's hope it doesn't come to that! I'd hate to see you in jail, and dressed in drag. You'll get all the sex you don't want if you are!"
"Oh, I don't know," Brian only semi-joked. "Being fucked in the ass by a bloke wasn't so bad."
Brian was thinking of Tim. Shelley, however, thought he meant Mike. Her mouth dropped open, wondering why he'd reacted so badly if he'd enjoyed it. Then it occurred to her that even rape victims occasionally had orgasms during their ordeal. It didn't make the act anything less than rape. She closed her mouth without replying.
For the first time since Helena had stormed from his life--not that he blamed her--Brian got a good night's sleep and, as a consequence, he woke up horny. He'd neglected to remove the leather strap and put on his cage, and his dick was achingly stiff. He took it in his hand, shrugging when he realised he no longer used all four fingers with extra past the edges. What he had left was what Helena wanted. To get her back, he'd cut his dick off and accept her fucking anyone she wanted to.
Brian glanced at the clock on his nightstand and was surprised to see it was already after ten o'clock. He heard someone knocking and called, "Coming!" Brian rolled out of bed and quickly pulled on a pair of rugby shorts before walking to the front door. He wasn't expecting anyone, and hope flourished that it would be Helena.
"Millie!" Brian exclaimed when he opened the door. "Is everything okay?"
His plump neighbour fidgeted nervously as her cunt pulsed and frothed with her need. Her husband showed no interest in or desire for her, and Millie hadn't had even a bad rogering for over two years. She didn't think her husband was cheating on her. Instead, she suspected that with the weight he'd gained and his high blood pressure, that had to be treated with drugs, he could no longer achieve an erection and he was too embarrassed to tell her.
"I haven't seen you for weeks," Millie said weakly. "You haven't mowed your lawn or done your washing, and I haven't seen those gorgeous girls who often visit you. I was worried you were sick, or something." Her voice faltered, and she looked at the ground as she blushed.
"Does Jack know you're over here?"
Millie kicked the front step, blushing brighter. "No. He'd probably kill me if he knew I was."
Brian looked at her intently, and the realisation of why she was here and what she wanted dawned on him. He reached his hand out and cupped her face. Raising her face so she looked at him, Brian said, "Millie, you're an attractive woman who any man would be happy and proud to take to bed. However, you're married, and I couldn't do that to Jack or you and look you in the eye afterward. I'm honoured you want me to make love to me, and if you look down, you'll see I'm interested, but not while you're married. Okay? Now, you go home and make your husband look after you. Don't take no for an answer, Millie. If he won't fuck you, make him use his mouth and fingers to help you get there."
Millie stared at Brian's shorts-covered dick and licked her lips. Then she frowned. She was sure it had looked bigger than that when he was mowing his lawn, and it was flaccid then. Realising that her husband had one much bigger, and the mistake Brian was saving her from, she lifted her eyes to meet his. "You're right, and I will. Thank you for not taking advantage of my weakness."
"Think no more of it," Brian said warmly.
Millie turned and walked away. Brian watched her jiggly ass moving across his front lawn and thought, 'I've changed and become a much better person. Before Helena, I would have dragged Millie inside and banged her like the slutty drum she is. And I wouldn't have given a fuck that I shattered a marriage and two lives.' Realisation hit. 'Fuck me, I would have been just like Chris Savage. Four times divorced and still sticking my dick in every young thing who will let me.' He mused about that before adding, 'I've got to get out of there and start my own firm. I wonder if Harry and I can make it work with the money we've got.'
After calling the club and cancelling his booking, Brian made toast and coffee before bringing up the reports from The Nikkei and the Dow Jones's Friday trading. With Brisbane being fourteen hours ahead of New York, the firm's office closed well before The Nikkei and Dow Jones opened. Therefore, he needed to know their trends before opening hours on Monday.
Using his usual process, Brian made plenty of written notes on a pad as he read the reports and deciphered what they meant for the Australian stock market. Looking at the trends and comparing them to his current stock spread, Brian made notes about which stocks to dump, which to double-down on, and which to buy. By four o'clock, he'd mostly forgotten his throbbing cock and had his Monday strategy planned. However, like war, a good plan only lasted until the first shots were fired, or the first trades were made in his case. Or as Mike Tyson said, "Everyone has a plan until they get punched in the face."
Stock broking is partly science but mostly voodoo. Ask a good broker why those particular stocks? And they can wax lyrical about the reasons for buying or selling them. But the truth was that it is mostly a gut feeling about which way the stocks and market are trending. Some shares go up despite a falling market. Others go down even as the share market rises. It is all about identifying those shares and which way they are headed that makes or breaks a stockbroker. Brian is superb at detecting the trend and buying or selling to take advantage.
By five o'clock, Brian had his opening trades planned, and an outline of how he thought the Australian market would trend over the coming days. He'd checked through the various bulletin boards looking for anything scurrilous that might affect the companies and markets he typically invested in and found nothing that concerned him. Sitting back, he realised he still only wore his shorts and the steel-studded shock collar. Shrugging, Brian took them off and went to the bathroom to shower. Showering and shaving down lifted his spirits because he remembered doing it before going out with Helena and the girls.
Checking his face and body out in the mirror, Brian noticed the IPL treatments had begun working. The electrolysis on his face had cleared his cheeks, the sides of his jaw, and his neck of hair, but he'd had no treatments on his lips or chin yet. He shaved that area as closely as possible. Next, Brian checked his armpits. At the clinician's recommendation, they were using IPL to remove the hair on his body. What the laser didn't remove, she'd use electrolysis on. Brian's back, stomach, arms, and legs were almost clear of hair, but the hair still grew abundantly on his chest and in his armpits. Brian carefully removed those, too. The clinician preferred him to be clean-shaven for his treatments, so shaving now worked well for his Monday after work session.
Once he was sure he was clear of all hair below his eyebrows, Brian turned the shower to the hottest temperature he could stand and got in. He carefully washed his body under the steaming water until his pores opened and his skin turned red. He got out of the shower, dried off, and then, as the clinician had suggested, rubbed moisturiser into every part of his body he could reach. In passing, Brian noticed that he'd lost muscle tone, and he vowed to himself to eat better and return to his exercise regime. He'd lost weight, but because he had little fat reserves, his body had cannibalised his muscles to feed him.
Brian completed his body sculpting regime and took out the makeup he'd bought. Taking his time to recall the videos he'd watched, Brian completely made-up his face from skin prep to false eyelashes. He checked in the mirror and smiled. He looked as he'd hoped. His makeup was perfect, but it didn't disguise that he was a man wearing makeup and wasn't a masculine-looking woman.
Brian returned to his bedroom and put on his latest purchase--a gaff panty. It had a pocket in the gusset that accepted his dick and held it along his perineum. Then, going the whole nine yards, he got ready to go out. He wore everything from suspenders and stockings to a micro-miniskirt and 7-inch heels. Instead of the breast forms he typically used, Brian pulled the silicon chest plate with its 16DD breasts on. A long reddish-brown wig with a pageboy fringe completed his outfit.
Brian stepped back after adjusting the wig so he could inspect his look. He smiled again. From the neck down he looked like a tall, slender, shapely woman who had a tightly rounded ass and massive tits. One look at his face would reveal he was a cross-dressed man, though.
Satisfied with his appearance, Brian ordered a cab, and when it arrived, got in. "The Beat in The Valley, driver, please," Brian informed the driver. He nodded to himself--it was time to eliminate the last of his lingering homophobia.
Chapter 29: Present Day 15.
Sunday morning dawned, and Brian's eyes opened. He could hardly believe his eyes, but he remained in Helena's bed and she was still in his arms. Sometime after they'd fallen asleep, Helena had rolled onto her back. Brian had stayed on his side with his head resting on her shoulder, under her chin. He still cupped Helena's small, taut, conically shaped breast as his thumb strummed her nipple unknowingly. Helena's breast felt bullet-tipped in his hand.
Easing out of bed, Brian went to his room and put on a bra and panties and a long, loose dress with leg slits almost to his panties. He walked to the main bathroom, washed his face and brushed his teeth and hair. Then, remembering they had another sissy visiting, Brian went back to his room and put a wig on and his breast forms in. After completing those tasks, he walked to the kitchen to start breakfast. He mixed eggs for omelettes, grated cheese, and sliced tomatoes and spinach. He put those aside for when his two Mistresses arrived, then he halved English muffins and readied them for toasting.
Helena strode in first, and Brian immediately wished he'd put his chastity device on because his dick lurched and erected. Helena quirked an amused eyebrow at his tented front, but said nothing. Brian gaped at her as she passed him. Helena wore black leather trousers that appeared as if she'd been poured into them. On her feet were black 7-inch heeled ankle boots with silver buckles. Above her leather pants, Helena wore a dark-purple leather bustier that clung to her sublime body like a second skin and displayed her small, tight breasts deliciously. It also left her midriff and lower back bare. Her diamond-centred sunburst belly button ring sat between her bustier and pants, and emphasised her muscular stomach.
Helena's long, naturally greying black hair hung from a high ponytail down to her magnificent ass, and emphasised that divine asset superbly. Her makeup was done more dramatically than usual. With her eyebrows and eyes outlined more heavily than she typically did them, her foundation and blush much darker, and her full, pouty lips heavily outlined with dark-red lipstick, Helena looked ready to grace the cover of BDSM International magazine. If she were to be on the cover page, she'd pick up a multi-tailed leather flogger and hold it seductively just before the photographer took the shot.
Brian waited until Helena sat at the breakfast bench and then brought her coffee. "Would you like your breakfast now, or would you prefer to wait for Mistress Haley?"
"I just received a text from Mistress Margaret saying she was on her way here with Kennedy and Mistress Angie. Please make extra to feed those two. Don't forget to prepare breakfast for yourself, Kennedy, and Mark. You may sit at the sissy table as we eat."
"Of course, Mistress. Is it okay if I do bacon and eggs for us sissies?"
"You may."
"Thank you, Mistress. Tap your cup when it needs filling, and excuse me while I prepare extra for Mistresses Margaret and Angie."
"I believe Mistress Angie has dressed her trainee sissy in something quite spectacular. Perhaps rather than being embarrassed by being less dressed than sissy Kennedy is and new-sissy Mark will be, you'd like to dress in something racier and do your makeup? You have almost an hour before Mistress Margaret gets here."
"Thank you for your consideration, Mistress," Brian said thoughtfully as he selected his outfit in his mind. He gathered what he'd already assembled and put it in the fridge and then returned to his bedroom. He sat at his vanity, which mirrored Helena's setup, and started his makeover. Brian had done it so many times that it took very little time to do an over-the-top sissy face. Then, opening his closet and considering his options, Brian thought, 'Mistress is wearing an all-leather outfit, so I should contrast that by dressing in silk and lacey frills.'
Nodding at his outfit choice, he took off his dress, bra and breast forms. Then he stepped into his gaff and tucked his sissy-cock away. A white thong, suspenders and stockings followed. He took out his silicon chest plate with the 16DD breasts and worked that down his arms and over his head, settling it into place. A white stretch sleeveless T-shirt served to hide the plate but not restrain the plate's full, bouncing fake breasts. Next, he put on a frilly fetish milkmaid's outfit, complete with a brown pinafore front. The skirt part of the dress was lacy frills that bulged widely and left the bottoms of his ass cheeks, the suspenders and his stocking tops exposed. 7-inch heeled ballet shoes completed Brian's look.
Brian returned to the kitchen in time to see Helena welcoming Mistresses Margaret and Angie and Kennedy. Even Brian was a little surprised by his son's outfit. Mistress Angie had dressed him in a white silk Princess Leia outfit complete with a wig with hair scrolls on its sides. Kennedy looked at his father and how he was dressed and looked relieved he wasn't the only one sissified to the extreme.
A bigger surprise was to come though. Mistress Haley led sissy Mark into the dining room. Mark wore another Princess Leia outfit, only this one was from the slave scene where she was chained before Jabba the Hutt. To complete Mark's embarrassment, his slender, approximately 6-inch cock jutted above his outfit's pants. Haley had encircled Mark's shaft with a cock ring, and it remained erect despite the embarrassment of having it exposed to three Mistresses and two sissies.



Haley smirked at her mother and winked at Margaret and Angie. She tugged on Mark's outfit bottoms, letting them fall to the floor. To compound Mark's predicament, Haley had also encircled his balls with a rubber cock ring and looped a leash around his shaft and balls similar to how she had the previous night. Haley pulled on the leash, forcing Mark to shuffle closer to the Mistresses.
"Mistresses Margaret and Angie, this is new-sissy Mark. I haven't chosen a sissy name for him yet. I considered Marg but, Mistress Margaret, I thought you wouldn't appreciate a sissy sharing your name." Haley grinned wickedly before adding, "I used a drag name generator, and it returned Ophelia BangBang, but that sounds too ridiculous." Haley turned and frowned at her sissy. Apologising, she said, "I'm sorry, but sissy Mark hasn't learned his manners yet. Sissy, when meeting a Mistress for the first time, the correct response is to get on your hands and knees and kiss her feet. When you greet a bull, you should immediately offer your mouth or ass for him to use."
Haley waited, but Mark blinked at her confusedly. She sighed. "I said, get on your knees, sissy. Kiss the feet of your betters." Haley pulled the leash viciously, causing Mark to yelp and drop to his knees. He crawled to Margaret and Angie, kissing Mistress Margaret's toes first before kissing Angie's, and to make sure, Helena's, as well. Mark turned to Haley, hoping to see that he'd pleased her. She grinned at him maliciously. "Would you ladies like to see my new sissy suck his first cock?"
To Brian's surprise, Mark didn't object. Brian couldn't know that Haley had offered to let Mark fuck her and cum inside if he did.
Helena considered whether Mark was ready for that. She didn't think he was, but she wouldn't undermine another Mistress before her sissy. Instead, she asked, "May I speak to you briefly, Mistress Haley?"
Haley knew her mother's words were code for thinking she'd erred. She nodded, but turned to the sissies first. "How rude of me. Sissies Mark and Kennedy, ask Mistresses Margaret and Angie what they would like to drink and then make it for them. Sissy Brian, you may start making breakfast. Sissy Mark, you will watch and learn. You will do that task for me soon."
Haley followed her mother to the hallway, where Helena turned to her and said, "Do you remember how I described how your father and I got together, and the problems I caused by pushing him beyond his limits?" Haley nodded. "Baby girl, I saw how your pussy throbbed when you saw Mark last night. If you think he's your one, then you need to consider how far and fast you're pushing him, lest he gets up and walks out."
"You don't think he's ready to suck a cock yet? Not even another sissy's one?"
"He might cope with being made to suck your brother's, but you're asking Mark to accept a lot on his first visit. Serving two Mistresses, a potential father-in-law and brother-in-law who are both sissies, and sucking his potential Mistress's father's or brother's dick. That's a lot to place on him when this is his first time serving, don't you think?"
Haley thought furiously before admitting, "You're probably right. I'm pushing too hard because I'm so excited about having my own possible lifetime sissy to train."
"I came exceptionally close to destroying myself, your father, and our relationship by asking too much of Brian too soon. Don't make the same mistakes I did. Learn from them instead."
Haley nodded. "You're right. I'll drop making him suck sissy Brian off. Do you think we should take them out dressed as sissies instead? That will give Kennedy a chance to experience being out dressed as a sissy, wearing his owner's collar, and walking with his Mistress holding his leash."
"I think a brief visit at dusk to The Valley Mall with our three sissies will do us all good. I'll arrange with Mistress Margaret for Angie to stay with us until tomorrow."
Nodding firmly, "Haley said, "We'll do that, then. Thanks, Mum."
Helena and Haley returned to the kitchen in time for Brian to put their omelettes before them. He retreated briefly before returning with coffee. With the Mistresses served and sitting at the breakfast bar, Brian and Kennedy made bacon and eggs for themselves and Mark and took them to the separate sissy dining table in the kitchen's corner. Mark, somewhat bewildered by this morning's events, followed meekly. He blinked when Kennedy told him to change seats so he (Mark) could observe Mistress Haley and refill her coffee when she tapped on her cup.
Mark whispered, "Jaysus! How do you two do this without dying of embarrassment?"
Kennedy smiled. "I grew up into this, so it's the only life I've known. Therefore, it's always been easy for me."
Brian smiled ruefully. "It took many whacks on my nose with a rolled-up newspaper before Mistress Helena finally trained me. I'm afraid that I was quite the recalcitrant. But here's the thing to understand about being a FemDom Mistress's sissy--you'll have more sex in more varieties with more people than you can possibly imagine."
"But a lot of gay stuff, right? They make you suck a dick and take it up the ass?"
Kennedy grinned at his father. "That's true. But you learn to look at like this--you're not sucking a man's cock, you're doing something that pleases and excites your Mistress. Then, when he uses your ass to get off, you're ensuring he can maintain enough control to please your Mistress. Because you live to make your Mistress happy, you're pleased when she is."
"You have to help another man fuck your girlfriend?" Mark gasped.
Kennedy answered. "Again, it's how you look at it. If you like, your Mistress's bull is really nothing more than a sex toy she's using to give herself orgasms. The fact the sex toy is live flesh is irrelevant because he's no more than something to satisfy an itch that she has."
"Why doesn't she just use me if she needs an itch scratched?"
Kennedy looked at Mark's slender cock disparagingly. "Do you think that's enough to truly satisfy a woman? Last night, I saw Mistress Margaret service a bull whose cock must have been at least ten inches. Trust me, ten inches of man meat down your throat or up your boy pussy will make your eyes water!"
Brian grimaced, imagining how much taking that must have hurt his son. Still, Brian didn't notice Kennedy walking or sitting uncomfortably.
Kennedy patted his father's hand and grinned. "Mistresses Margaret and Angie were both careful to ensure my boy pussy was ready for something that big." He turned to his father, ignoring Mark. "Have you ever had your ass fisted?"
Brian nodded. "Several times."
"Feels weirdly good, huh? Hardest I've cum, ever, I think."
"You let someone stick their fist in your ass?" Mark asked, aghast, but strangely turned on by the thought.
"Yes," Kennedy said, nodding. "Mistress Margaret fisted my boy pussy while Mistress Angie jacked me off. It was the first time someone had done that to me. Now that she knows how, I hope Mistress Angie will do it again; it feels so good!"
"Hang on," Mark said, confused. "Aren't Mistresses Margaret and Angie mother and daughter?" Kennedy and Brian nodded. "And they had sex with you simultaneously?"
"You were with Mistresses Helena and Haley," Brian pointed out.
"Yeah, but not at the same time!"
Helena tapped her wedding ring on her cup. Brian immediately stood and hurried to refill her cup. Haley and Margaret wanted refills, too. But Angela asked for juice. Brian offered orange or apple and got her a glass of orange juice before gathering their plates.
Helena said, "You may stack them in the dishwasher, sissy."
Brian's head snapped around. Something had changed because his Mistress was being much kinder than she typically was. He wondered why. "Thank you, Mistress," was all he said.
Margaret looked at Brian speculatively, but shook her head. She'd have adored having her boss serve her for a weekend, but Mistress Helena's rules were explicit--no sex between them because of the potential for harassment suits if things went bad. Margaret briefly considered changing jobs so she could try Brian out, but she enjoyed working with him and her coworkers too much to consider doing so seriously. Still, it thrilled her to see her boss dressed so lasciviously feminine, and her pussy lips flowered open like petals to the sun as her juices flowed. She'd call her bull again and let him have another chop at her tonight. Especially since her daughter had agreed to stay with Mistress Helena and continue her training under her and Mistress Haley's guidance.
After breakfast, Helena suggested Haley and Angie take their sissies to her playroom to continue their training. The young Mistresses agreed, and the Helena informed Brian that she and Mistress Margaret were going shopping, and they'd have lunch while they were out.
Brian nodded, knowing his Mistress wanted to spend time with Mistress Margaret so she could discuss how well Kennedy had performed his duties the previous night and what areas where Kennedy needed more training. He watched the older Mistresses leave and returned to his bedroom to change. He almost resented the time he'd spent getting ready, but Helena was right; he'd have been terribly embarrassed if he'd remained in what he had on and seen what Kennedy and Mark wore.
Brian had done the household chores the previous day, and the lawns and gardens were all looking good, so he had a rare free day to himself. After stepping out of his gaff, he wondered why Helena hadn't required him to put his chastity device back on. Brian shrugged. It was a mystery that had no answer until Helena returned. Brian absently stripped and put back on what he'd worn when he first got up. Then he returned to the bathroom to remove his makeup, but after examining how he looked in the mirror, he left the wig and makeup as they were.
With time to spare and not much to fill it, Brian sat at his computer desk in his home office and started researching Europe and America's current stock market trends. However, his mind soon returned to where it had been last night--how he and Helena had come to be.
Chapter 30: Reconciliation Part 2 and final.
The cab made the one-way loop around the McWhirters building in The Valley and stopped outside The Beat Nightclub. The Sportsman Hotel and The Beat are Brisbane's only specifically gay bars, although neither bans straight people from entering. The Beat spread over two levels. The upper level was where the trans people and cross-dressers and their admirers congregated, with the gays and lesbians keeping to the lower, although there was plenty of mixing and matching between the levels.
Brian looked at the queue to get in, paid the driver, took a deep breath and got out. He joined the end of the line, thinking he'd have to stand there, exposed to people walking by, for ages. Instead, he was surprised by how quickly the staff processed the patrons and got them inside. Brian hadn't been to the venue before, so he followed two other cross-dressers to the upstairs area.
Being quite naïve about the trans and cross-dressing scene, Brian was pleased when the two older 'girls' turned, saw him, and welcomed him to the venue. Brian knew little about the various subcultures within the trans and cross-dresser communities, and therefore didn't know there were trans people and cross-dressers who were still wholly heterosexual, but their interpretation of 'straight' varied widely. A transwoman often considered herself 'straight' because she was female and slept solely with men. Others thought they were straight because they had sex only with other women, including transwomen.
The majority of cross-dressed males are straight and only make love to women. Others are bisexual, but only have sex with feminine-presenting people, whether those people are trans, cross-dressers, or biologically female. Still others exclusively fucked men or masculine-presenting people, including trans-men.
The two older cross-dressers were Michelle and Missy. They were lovers who shared a house near where Brian lived. Michelle and Missy had voracious sexual appetites, and they regularly picked up from The Beat and had long nights of debaucherous sex with whomever was prepared to come home with them. It wasn't long before they'd introduced Brian, who used the name Helena had given him (Brianna), to several other trans-girls and cross-dressers, plus quite a few men they disparagingly called 'chasers'. A term Brian hadn't heard before.
With an exaggerated lisp that reminded Brian of when Tim overacted, Missy said, "Chasers, dahlink. They won't ever be seen outside of a gay bar with you, nor will they ever invite you to their place because they're probably married. But they're good for a quick, raunchy fuck, and you don't have to worry about them falling in love with you and their becoming stalkers. Watch them, honey. They'll go from girl to girl until they find one willing to take them home. Then they'll spend the night fucking them and afterwards, it's rare that they'll talk to them again."
'Someone like that seems to be precisely what I'm looking for,' Brian thought. 'I'm not looking for a boyfriend, that's for fucking sure!' He examined the men milling around the, what Michelle had called 'gurls', spelling it for him so he understood. He said, "So, if all I want is someone to fuck me with absolutely no commitment, I should choose one of them?"
Missy laughed. "If all you want is a visit from the dick doctor, then a chaser is definitely the way to go."
Perplexed, Brian asked, "Dick doctor?"
Michelle explained, "Often, a gurl gets all antsy, and the only way she can settle down is by having a nice thick dick up her ass and a load of cum down her throat. She feels better afterwards because she's been visited by the 'dick doctor'."
Brian couldn't imagine ever needing the dick doctor to visit, but he accepted others did. He wasn't here tonight because he needed cock. Instead, he knew that to be what Helena needed him to be, he had to get over his aversion to same-sex intercourse. Forcing him to suck a cock or have sex with another man turned Helena on. He liked it when she was sexually excited, and if his doing those things made her so, then by Jove, he would do it!
Before Brian could ask Michelle and Missy which chaser they'd recommend, the DJ came on and cued up a series of dance songs. Michelle and Missy squealed delightedly, and asked if Brian danced. By their looks, Brian knew they expected him to say no, but instead, he let them drag him onto the dance floor. Brian closed his eyes and let the strident beat wash over him. His body began moving to the music, and his arms and feet followed suit. Letting his body guide him, Brian shucked and jived in the small space available around him. But the other patrons soon realised they had a dancer amongst them, and they gave him room.
A drag queen who was performing in that section that night came into the area and saw Brian dancing. She watched avidly for several seconds before handing her bag to a friend and joining him. Brian became peripherally aware that someone was dancing opposite him, and smiling, he increased the complexity of his moves. He hadn't known before Helena had introduced him to cross-dressing how easy it was to dance in high-heels. The stiletto under his heel and the way the heels made it easy to shift his weight to the balls of his feet made transitioning through his movements smooth and easy.
The drag queen grinned widely as she followed Brian through the movements of his dance. Her fellow queens could dance, but it was rare to find a patron who could. She wondered if he performed in drag somewhere.
After several songs, the DJ brought the music to a stop to remind the crowd the first show was about to start and they should get drinks and find a place to watch from. Hearing the music stop, Brian opened his eyes and grinned at the drag queen before him. "Felicia Foxx, dahlink," the queen lisped, holding out her hand.
Brian took it, and feeling daring, dragged her into a couples' dance position and moved to an imagined beat. Then, picking a random second name, replied, "Brianna Buckley. Pleased to meet you, honey."
"Do you perform as a queen somewhere?" Felicia asked.
Brian laughed heartily. "Hardly. I'm just a rare straight boy who can dance."
Felicia's laugh surrounded his. "Dahlink, dressed as you are, and dancing nuts to nuts with a drag queen means you are not 'straight'!"
Brian laughed harder. "True. But I could dance before I started dressing in drag."
"Are you gay?"
Brian grinned. "Are you?"
"Cheeky!" Felicia exclaimed. "Yes, I'm about as big a queen as they get."
"Good, I take it you're performing tonight?"
"I am."
"What time do you finish?"
"I work tomorrow, so I do the first show, which I need to get ready for now, and then go home. That'll be around eleven o'clock."
"Do you prefer fucking as Felicia or in your male persona?"
"Why?" Felicia asked.
Remembering what Michelle had said, Brian answered, "Because I need a visit from the dick doctor, but I don't want it from a drag queen."
Felicia thought that was hilarious. When she stopped laughing, she said, "I don't fuck in drag. Felicia is a character that I created for the drag shows. My real name is Alex, and I adore fucking cross-dressed men."
"One more question, if I may?"
"Sure."
"Did you come to The Beat in character or do you dress when you get here?"
"I change in the performer rooms downstairs. Why?"
"When you're in... shit! Cross-dressers call it something... Umm... I remember! When you're back in drab, find me and then you can take me home and fuck me."
"It'll have to be at my place because I need to be up by five to get to work."
"Sure."
Felicia shrugged. "Okay." Her dick throbbed in its gaff, and she knew she wanted Brianna badly! She patted Brian's ass and hurried to take her place in the spotlight for the first show.
About twenty minutes after Felicia had ended her performance, Brian sat at a table chatting with Michelle and Missy. A tall, staunchly built man approached him. The man said, "Hey babe. Do you still want to come to my place?"
Brian looked at him intently. His brow furrowed, and he asked, "Felicia?"
Alex nodded. "Guilty as charged. So, do you?"
"Yes," Brian said firmly.
Alex took control immediately by grabbing Brian's hand and dragging him after him to the cab rank on Ann Street across from the club. Alex gave the driver his address and had to give him directions when the cabbie said he wasn't sure of the best way to get there from here. Unfortunately for Brian, Alex lived even further east of Brisbane than he lived west of it. However, that was a problem for later. The immediate problem was Alex's insistent pressure on the back of his head, encouraging him to bend over and suck his dick.
Figuring 'Why the fuck not?' Brian obeyed Alex's unspoken order and undid the large man's fly. Reaching his hand in and suppressing his instinctive revulsion, Brian fished out Alex's lengthy but slender pole. He jacked it slowly as precum oozed from its tip and it swelled in his hand until it was fully erect. Swallowing his nervousness, Brian lowered his head and took the tip into his mouth. Then, swirling his tongue over the head and around the glans, Brian jacked Alex's lengthy cock as he slowly accepted more of it inside his mouth.
"So good, baby," Alex crooned as he tried to push Brian further down.
Thinking, 'I can do this, Tim showed me how.' Brian moved his mouth down Alex's shaft until he reached his fist. Then, taking one finger at a time off, Brian let his hand and mouth move lower. Some quick swallows as Alex's cock slid over his gag reflex allowed Brian to fit the entire cock in his mouth.



"OMG!" Alex groaned as he held Brian's head still and fucked his mouth. "Swallow it all, bitch!"
Brian felt Alex's balls contract against his chin, and then his mouth was filled with spurt after spurt of Alex's slimy, salty cum. Brian swallowed Alex's gift despite needing to suppress the urge to vomit.
"Yeah, buddy," the driver said drily. "Your poof mate gives great head. Now, which street do I need to turn onto to get to your place?"
"The one before the Alex Hills Hotel. Then first right, first right, and then drive to the end of the cul-de-sac."
"Right you are," the driver said. "Your cross-dressed slut seems pretty eager. Any chance that I can get a blowjob from her when we get there? I'll give you the ride for free if she does."
"None at all," Brian growled as he straightened up and wiped the cum from his lips.
The cabbie shrugged as he stopped at the end of the cul-de-sac. "Can't blame a guy for asking." He accepted the two oranges ($20s) that Alex offered and drove away once they'd gotten out.
Alex showed Brian inside a modest three-bedroom house. He said, "I share this with two other queens, but they don't have day jobs and are doing the two late shows. So they won't bother us until around the time I have to get up to go to work." Alex looked at Brian speculatively as he nervously stood just inside the door. "Do you want a beer or something to relax?" Brian shook his head. Alex added, "You're nervous."
"More like shit-scared," Brian replied with a weak smile.
"You're not a gay virgin, though. Are you?"
Brian shook his head again. "I've had one-on-one sex with one other guy. All the other times were when my girlfriend made me, and she was with me the entire time."
"Your girlfriend enjoys watching you suck a cock, huh? Is that all she likes making you do?"
Brian shook his head for the third time. "No, she loves watching me take it up the ass, too."
"You're solely a taker? You don't give?"
"I gave when I had sex with that guy I mentioned."
"Did you enjoy it?"
Brian nodded this time. "Yes, I did. But I felt so guilty that I haven't spoken to him since." Thinking about how he'd acted, Brian felt ashamed. Tim was a good mate who had helped him immensely when he'd broken up with Helena after hitting her the first time. He grimaced before saying, "Tim deserved better than me cutting him cold like I did."
Alex looked at Brian searchingly. "When I saw you at The Beat, I assumed you were a typically horny cross-dresser who just wanted to have some down and dirty sex. But I sense there's more going on here. Do you want to talk about it?"
Brian shrugged. "The short story is I'm on the outs with my girlfriend, and part of that is because I'm still quite homophobic. I went out tonight to start fixing that."
Alex laughed. "Buddy, you're not overly homophobic if you'll give a bloke a blowjob in a cab!" He thought for a moment. "Well, I'm still keen to fuck you and I'd like you to fuck me, so do you still want to go to bed?"
"No kissing," Brian stated firmly.
Alex stared at him. "If you want to prove to your girlfriend that you're willing to do whatever she wants if it makes her happy and to prove you're not homophobic. There's no better way than to kiss a man passionately."
'Could he?' Brian wondered. A passionate kiss seemed somehow way more intimate than sucking a dick or even taking one up his ass. That was just sex. It was only him putting on a show for Helena. And fucking another man? The last time he did that was with Tim, and that had freaked him out so badly that he'd cut off all communication with the staunch drag queen. Helena's bruised face and her broken expression after he'd backhanded her flashed through Brian's mind. He said, "Let's start fucking and see what happens." If Alex tried to kiss him, Brian would try to let him and return the kiss.
"Then get on your knees, sweetie. Felicia needs her dick sucked again."
Brian laughed at Alex's exaggerated lisp and outrageous gestures. "Better yet. Why don't you show me to your bedroom and get naked? That way I can blow you and then ride your cock."
"You don't need to ask me twice, dahlink," Alex said, winking.
Brian followed Alex down the short hall to his bedroom and then waited until the staunchly built man had stripped and gotten onto the bed. Then he got on too, and straddled Alex's ankles. He took Alex's already erect dick in his mouth and wrapped his fist around the shaft. Doing what he did when he masturbated himself, Brian jacked the shaft firmly. When he had Alex reacting, he bobbed his head up and down quickly, lashing Alex's glans with his tongue as he did so.
Alex's groans and his pumping hips told Brian he was close. But Brian wasn't ready to receive yet, and he knew Alex would want to reciprocate after he'd cum. He asked, "Lube?"
"In the drawer beside the bed."
Brian straightened so he could reach the drawer and removed a bottle of flavoured oil. He poured a little into his palm and then massaged it into Alex's shaft. Brian added a little more and reached between his legs to oil his sphincter. Brian got off the bed briefly to remove his panties and gaff, and to his surprise, his dick inflated to full-mast as soon as it was free.
It was a sign, Brian thought. He got back on his knees, straddling Alex's hips, and reached behind his back to grab Alex's shaft. Holding it upright, Brian eased down until its glans rested against his rosebud. Then, relaxing his sphincter and breathing out, Brian slowly sank onto Alex's cock and let it glide into his ass.
"Ouch!" Brian muttered as his knot unwillingly gave way. He held still until his sphincter relaxed, and when it did, sank until his ass rested on Alex's hips.
"Someone's been holding out on me," Alex said teasingly. "No way does an inexperienced bum bandit accept a cock as long as mine in his ass that easily."
"My girlfriend and her friends love fucking me with their strap-ons," Brian replied absently as he rocked his hips, trying to find the angle that brought Alex's cock's head in contact with his P-spot. "They like fisting me, too." He grunted as he found the correct motion.
Alex grinned up at him and slapped his hand away when Brian tried to grip his cock. "Let me do that for you."
"Sure," Brian agreed. Instead of holding his dick, Brian put his hands on his thighs above his knees and used them to help him rock back and forth on Alex's cock.
The two men moaned in unison as Alex stroked Brian's cock and Brian tightened his sphincter rhythmically, squeezing Alex's long tool. Every downward thrust slid Alex's cock's head over Brian's prostate, and with that delicious sensation mixing with the delight of having his shaft masturbated, Brian rocketed towards a climax in near record time. Almost incoherent with lust, Brian mumbled, "Good, fuck, so good. Oh, fuck, in my ass, so good, must be gay. Fuck! Don't care. Cum. Have to cum. So fucking good!"
His climax hit, and with an enormous roar, Brian came, his dick exploding in Alex's hand and showering them both with cum. Unable to resist a moment longer. Alex slammed his hips up, ramming his cock as deeply into Brian's ass as possible. Alex grunted as his prostate cramped, spewing its load into his urethra, mixing it with the cum from Brian's balls and then sending it hosing into Brian's colon. The sensation of Alex's cum coating his prostate extended Brian's orgasm, and his cock continued spasming long after it was firing dry.
Brian fell off Alex onto his side, spent. He dozed briefly as his consciousness toured the cosmos, but the warm, wet, sucking mouth around his sensitised glans brought him back to awareness. To his surprise, he was already erect, and despite his nuts being emptied only a few minutes before, his cock's eye leaked precum. He groaned protestingly when Alex's mouth released his glans, but he willingly let the staunch drag queen drag him after him as he lay on his back. Lifting and parting his knees like a woman would, Alex guided Brian's cock into his fuck hole and then wrapped his legs around the other man's hips.
"Fuck me," Alex demanded as he clenched his sphincter around Brian's glans.
Moving into a more dominant position, Brian placed his left hand on the mattress beside Alex's chest and gripped Alex's shaft with the other. Then, Brian thrust into Alex's ass firmly. He'd only done this once before, and never in the male-superior position, so it took Brian several attempts before he found the angle to thrust his cock over Alex's P-spot. Alex's grunt and twitch informed Brian he'd found it, and Brian grinned triumphantly. He gripped Alex's long, slender tool tightly and jacked it firmly as he pumped his dick into the drag queen's ass.
Brian looked down at his fist gripping Alex's dick and then looked higher. Alex's head had tilted back as he revelled in being fucked. The bliss on the man's face made Brian smile, and he redoubled his efforts to bring Alex to fruition. Alex rewarded Brian's devout attention only a few minutes later, when he shuddered beneath Brian and rammed his hips up, taking Brian's cock as deep into his colon as possible. Alex locked into a rigour temporarily before shuddering and groaning. Cum fountained from his cock, spraying over Brian's wrists and his belly.
Brian looked from Alex's shooting cock and saw the look of pure lust he had on his face. Instinct took over, and he bent his left elbow, lowering himself until he lay on top of the large queen. Brian looked at Alex's quivering lips, closed his eyes, and thinking, 'This is for Helena,' he kissed them passionately.
Alex's eyes flew open, but he responded to Brian's kiss by passively accepting it. They kissed as Alex's pulsing ass undid Brian's resistance, and he climaxed into the queen's back passage. Brian pulled back and stared at Alex until his orgasm passed, and then he pulled out of Alex's ass and moved to sit on the bed's edge. Brian's thoughts turned inward as he assessed how he felt about kissing a man passionately as he came inside that man. After a few deep breaths, Brian turned back to Alex. "I enjoyed that, and I feel okay about what we did together. If I come back to The Beat next week, can we hook up again?"
"Come for the last show on Saturday. That way you can stay the night."
"I won't promise to be there because I don't know how I'll feel in the morning. But I'd like that, assuming tonight hasn't freaked me out again."
"Your problem is that you're not gay or even bisexual," Alex said kindly. "You're doing things with another man because you want to please your girlfriend. Ask her to become your Mistress and promise to serve her faithfully as her sissy. Then pledge your service to her. Then when she asks you to do gay stuff, you can tell your conscience that you're only obeying your Mistress's will."
Alex's words set Brian free. He realised he could live that life--a sissy slave to a FemDom. And if he subjugated himself to Helena completely, she would learn to trust him again, and they could be husband and wife. He nodded to Alex gratefully. "I'll do that," he said.
Brian put his gaff and panties back on and adjusted his dress back to decency. Then, he ordered a cab and went home. He could feel Alex's cum running from his ass as he sat and wondered how women put up with it dripping like that after sex. A part of his mind rebelled at his gay encounter, but a larger part felt proud he'd participated in the act so fully. He considered Alex's words, and they rang true for him. He wasn't gay, nor was he trans or even a cross-dresser. Instead, he was a FemDom's sissy, and he could live with that.
When the cab dropped him at his place, Brian realised several other things had changed because of his encounter with Alex and the epiphany he'd had at Alex's words. The chief among them being that he no longer wanted to work at Strange and Partners. The entire firm was morally bankrupt, and the atmosphere toxic, especially towards the female staff. The women working there were primarily treated as convenient cum-dumps for the men. Brian walked inside and turned his computer on. He composed a message to Chris saying he wasn't coming to work and requesting an appointment with him on Tuesday. Then he went to bed.
Sunday came, not fast enough for Brian, but finally here. As he stood before his bathroom mirror doing his makeup for his meeting with Helena, Brian reflected on his week.
After emailing Chris, Brian turned his phone off and went to bed. He didn't wake until after 2:00 p.m. the following day. After dazedly wandering to the bathroom to relieve his bladder, Brian staggered to his kitchen and turned his phone on. He saw more than twenty missed calls and an equal number of phone bank messages from the office. He shrugged and ignored them. His email contained several heated emails from Chris Savage, too. He chose one at random and replied, "I can't see an appointment time amongst these abusive emails. What time do you want me there?"
His phone almost immediately lit up again, so he turned it off and returned it to the benchtop. Another email appeared with a curt "Be here at eight."
The meeting went as Brian expected, with Chris ranting about a partner's responsibility to lead the way by example and not take a day off because he was hungover from a weekend of partying. Brian waited silently until Chris finally shut up, then said, "I want out. I'll go silently in return for what it cost me to buy-in to the firm."
Chris knew it was a good deal. The company's worth had grown significantly in the year since Brian had become a partner, and his share in the company would currently amount to nearly 1.5 million dollars. Chris's anger returned when he realised he could ill afford to lose the wealth Brian brought to the company, regardless of how cheaply he was getting out. Calming himself, he said, "If you're feeling burnt out, take a month off and come back refreshed. There's no need to make a rash decision and bail now."
"I'm not feeling burnt out," Brian replied. "I've just realised that there are more important things in life than killing myself to make money."
"You're making a massive mistake, Brian," Chris pleaded. "You're throwing away a wealthy life by bailing now."
"Maybe," Brian replied, shrugging. "But I'd rather be poor than be what this job is making me."
"And what's that?" Chris snarled.
"As miserable as you are," Brian said nonchalantly.
Chris seethed, but the truth of what Brian said seared through him. "What will you do instead?"
Brian shook his head as he stood. "Have your lawyers send the papers dissolving my part of the partnership to my house. I'll expect the money reimbursing my share within seven working days of my signing and returning the papers."
"Go then!" Chris snarled, his anger raging again. "Just don't come crawling back expecting me to offer you a job when you're broke. And don't expect a reference from any of the partners. Good luck finding another brokering job!"
Brian smiled tightly and walked out. Chris followed him, intending to vent his rage in a way that made it seem he was getting rid of Brian and not that Brian had quit. He opened his mouth to shout and saw Harry Mills packing his stuff, too. His mouth closed. Losing Brian was a blow the firm couldn't afford. Losing Harry, their best broker who wasn't a partner, was a disaster. Chris had a sinking feeling the pair were about to go into business together, and he immediately phoned his lawyer to see if he could get an injunction preventing them from opening a competing firm.
By Friday, Brian's bank account bulged with the money he'd been refunded. Between himself and Harry, they were close to the two million needed to open their firm. However, prudence said another half-million would be better. The search for a third partner, preferably a silent one, began.
On Saturday night, Brian dressed similarly to the previous Sunday and caught a cab back to The Beat. He joined the queue to get in only a few patrons behind Michelle and Missy. The older cross-dressers saw him and invited Brian to join them. When he smiled and replied that he didn't like cutting the line, they peeled back to stand with him.
Giggling like schoolgirls, Michelle and Missy asked if he had enjoyed spending the night with Alex. Brian winked exaggeratedly and told them he didn't kiss and tell, which led to the gurls teasing him about kissing a man.
"Kissed him, sucked him, fucked him, and got fucked by him," Brian said smugly.
"Slut!" The gurls yelled gleefully, slapping his arm.
They paid their entrance money after supplying IDs and walked inside the venue. Missy grabbed Brian's arm as he turned to walk up the stairs.
"Felicia's on the downstairs stage tonight," she said. "The crowd's bigger and younger down here."
There were around thirty minutes until Felicia's first show, and the DJ had the dance floor pumping. Michelle and Missy guided Brian into a group of their friends where they left their bags with the gurls who didn't dance, and then they dragged Brian to the wooden floor before the stage. The floor was packed, so Brian couldn't make any extravagant dance moves, but even within the limited space he had, an admiring audience quickly surrounded him.
Guys who were daring or emboldened by drugs or alcohol groped his ass or put their hands between his legs to feel him up. Brian wanted to object and bust a few heads, but he realised if Helena was there, it would make her hotter than the Kalahari at noon to see it. He chose to pay no mind and enjoy moving his body to the music. Once he relaxed and ignored the attention to his ass and groin, Brian found his dick reacting to the sexual touches on his ass and groin. Grateful for the gaff, he ignored that, too.
A voice spoke in his ear. "You came!"
Brian turned and hugged Felicia. He kissed her lips and replied, "I did! Surprised you, huh?"
"You did!" Felicia exclaimed as she returned his hug and kiss and casually groped his ass. "Do I get to take you home and fuck that tight ass of yours again?"
Brian shook his head. "I'm meeting my girl at ten tomorrow, and you don't finish until about three, right?"
"More like four o'clock before I'll get out of here. Stay around after the first show and I'll buy you a drink."
"Will do. I reckon I'll leave about midnight."
"Awesome. Can you stay for the second show, which finishes about 12:30?"
"Sure, I can do that."
"Okay. Meet you upstairs after my performance. It's easier to find somewhere to sit and talk up there."
Brian nodded. "See you up there when you're done."
Brian enjoyed the drag show. Once again, the way the queens exaggeratedly mimicked the female stars they mimed to fascinated him. He felt no sexual attraction to the three queens on stage even though he'd had a couple of hours of raunchy sex with Felicia's alter-ego, Alex.
When the lights dimmed and the queens left the stage, Brian walked upstairs and ordered white wine for himself and Felicia. He turned away from the bar and saw her waving from a nearby table. He took the glasses over to her and sat beside her.
"Great show!" He said enthusiastically as he handed Felicia a wine.
"Thanks, babe," Felicia replied, lisping for effect and because it amused her.
They sat, speaking of this and that, just getting to know each other until it was time for the second part of the show. Felicia kissed Brian's cheek and said, "Go, Brian. There's no point in staying for the second show because we won't be able to chat afterwards, anyway. I'm on next Friday, but I'm only doing the first show again. So if you want to hook up again, come and see me."
"I'm not promising, but I'll probably be here."
"Good, I'm looking forward to it."
Brian watched her go, finished his wine, went downstairs, and caught a cab home. Which brought him back to being before his mirror, completing his look.



With his face done, Brian returned to his bedroom to dress. Initially, he chose something relatively tame. But he changed his mind because he thought Helena wanted to see if he was prepared to demean himself to please her. He put on his chest plate with the 16DD silicon breasts. Helena hadn't seen him in the item, so he hoped it pleased her. Over the chest plate, Brian put on a halter neck crop top that had a deep vee which exposed vast amounts of his cleavage. Next, Brian put on the spiked steel penis cage and then wrapped the electrical shock leather strap around his balls. He tucked them between his thighs and put on a control brief to hold them in place. Suspenders and stockings came next and then a miniskirt barely long enough to reach to his stocking tops. He'd have gone shorter, but doing so in a suburban café was just crass.
Satisfied with how he presented, Brian put the shock collar's remote in his shoulder bag, got in his car and drove to Red Hill. He found a parking spot outside the café and walked inside. Heads snapped around to stare, but Brian kept a haughty expression on his face and sat at a table. It was only 9:45, and he thought he'd be there before Helena. He wasn't. When he realised that there was no table service and got back up, he saw Helena sitting with Janey and Shelley at another table. He sighed, and his head dropped. Gathering his disappointment, Brian ordered coffee and a three-cheese omelette and retook his seat.
He'd only just sat down when Helena sat opposite him. "I'm surprised you came in drag," Helena said with no preamble.
Brian took the remote out and placed it between them, but not closer to her than himself. He smiled and replied, "I met a drag queen called Felicia Foxx when I went to the beat last Sunday night. After her show, he changed back into drab, and we went to his place to fuck. As I got dressed to go home, Alex, his actual name, gave me some advice that resonated deep within me. He said that I needed to submit to you and beg you to be my Mistress and for you to accept me as your sissy. Only then will I be happy, and only if I'm your sissy and wholly subjugated by you will you feel safe enough to trust me."
He touched the remote. "I figure that if you know you can blast my balls apart anytime you want to, and know I'm your sissy and will dress as you want and have sex with anyone you want me to because I surrender everything that I am to you, you might feel safe enough to allow me back into your life."
Helena took the remote but didn't put it in her bag. "But how can I trust you, Brian? That's a leather collar, so even if I padlock it closed and have the only key, what's stopping you from cutting it off and assaulting me again?"
Brian suggested, "It shouldn't be too difficult to glue it inside an adjustable metal ring, making it impossible for me to remove it."
"You'd do that for me?"
Brian sobbed softly. "I want to be yours forever, Helena. Locked into chastity for the rest of my life. Made to service your bulls, never getting anything for myself. Your faithful sissy from now until I die."
Helena stared at him until something he said went through her mind. She frowned disbelievingly and asked, "Last Sunday night, you went to The Beat, let a drag queen pick you up, take you home and fuck you?"
"Yes," Brian admitted. "I even kissed him first. I went back last night, but we only chatted between shows." Brian looked at her and shrugged. "I quit Strange and Partners, too. Working there was killing me, and the culture is so toxic that it was destroying my soul and turning me into a misogynistic cockhead, like the other partners. Harry Mills and I are looking for an investor with about half-a-million to become a silent partner. When we find him or her, we'll open our own firm. I'm pretty sure that most of my current clients will follow me over once they know where I've shifted to."
"Is half-a-million enough?" Helena asked.
"A million would be better because then we can pay ourselves a wage immediately rather than living on borrowings, but who's investing a million dollars in a start-up brokerage firm and remaining a silent partner?"
"Me," Helena said evenly, knowing Brian had changed enough to be her life partner despite striking her twice. He would be what she always wanted--a cuckolded, submissive sissy she controlled entirely. She would have a husband who never dominated or beat her, and the father of the children she longed to have.
Brian looked at her, agape. "But you said that you'd only ever invest that kind of money in your husband!"
"You'd better get on your knees and get to asking then, hadn't you?"
Brian, with his heart soaring and his mind singing, picked up the shock collar's remote, slid off the chair onto his knees, and offered it to her. "Helena, will you please become my Mistress so this sissy can serve you forever?"
"I'd love to, sissy Brian." She took the remote, smiled, kissed it, and put it in her handbag.
The rest, as they say, is history.

The End.
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Dogging Tales.

Chapter 1: Brad and Angie.
"You ready yet, babe?" Brad called as he paced impatiently. Why did Angie need so much time to get fucking ready? It irked him because surely all she had to do was brush her hair and pull a short dress on?
In the bathroom, sitting on the commode, Angie rolled her eyes. "Unwad your knickers, you impatient prick! I'm still waiting for the last of the douche to run out of my ass!"
"Oh," Brad replied. "You've decided to let a watcher have your ass then?"
Angie exited the bathroom, still drying her hands. "You suggested it the last time we went dogging."
"Actually, I'm pretty sure I said you should take on three of them at once--ass, cunt, and mouth."
"Yeah, not sure I'm ready to be that slutty yet."
Brad casually fingered his wife's dripping cooze. "Of course you are. You're creaming on my fingers just thinking about it."
Angie giggled as she thrust her twat at her husband's fingers. She said, "Maybe one for my mouth and pussy simultaneously, but not three at once. I might next time if we go out after dark."
Brad shrugged, accepting her decision. "I've got the camera. Have you got the masquerade masks?"
"Yes, I've got some lube in my purse, too. You know? Just in case."
Brad slapped Angie's barely covered ass as she pushed past him in the doorway. "You're going to do it. Your inner slut is raging at the moment."
"Maybe," Angie replied, dragging every syllable out. She giggled again, and her eyes sparkled as she considered what they were about to do. They got in Brad's Mondeo and left for a new dogging spot Brad had found. As Brad drove, Angie remembered when they started dogging together.
Her and Brad's sex life had become staid and boring after nearly ten years of marriage. They didn't want kids, weren't allowed a dog in their rented unit, and couldn't stand cats. Their friends all had babies or toddlers, so they didn't go out much. They also both had high-stress jobs that left them exhausted every night, so they no longer entertained at home.
After Angie slapped Brad's hand away for the fortieth time in as many days when he tried to interest her in sex, he grumbled, "What's the point of us even being married? We don't go out. We're not having kids, we're not intimate, and we never fuck anymore. At least if I were single, I could go to a bar and pick up a fuck." Brad got out of bed and stormed out of the room.
Angie lay on her back, staring at the ceiling for over an hour. She wondered how things had gotten so bad. It started when they wanted to buy a house. To get enough money for the deposit, they'd cut right back on the things they did for fun. They made their lunches every day and took them to work instead of meeting at a café like they did before. Because when they left their offices to meet and eat their lunches, they always bought coffee, they both ate in their break rooms separately.
Friday and Saturday nights that used to be spent at their local pub or eating at a restaurant were now spent at home drinking tea in front of the TV. They'd eliminated virtually all alcohol from their lives, choosing to save that money instead. Brad no longer brought home a joint occasionally, and Angie stopped buying ecstasy for them to share.
Prior to ceasing her outings, Angie delighted in taunting the males at the bars and nightclubs they frequented, and Brad revelled in her being groped and her caressing the men's inflated trousers. It took two years after they got together for Angie to grant Brad's wish and blow a guy in a dark corner of a nightclub. Angie returned to Brad, fearful of his reaction. She giggled when he dragged her out to their car and into the backseat. She laughed harder as he desperately ripped open his fly and extracted his humongous 9-inch dick. Her laughs turned to gasps when he ripped her knickers off and ploughed into her sopping gash. Brad surprised Angie when he kissed her passionately despite her having just given a stranger a hummer. After that night, Angie often had illicit sex in bars and nightclubs. Not that she was into it, but her husband was insatiable a month afterward.
Angie sighed, realising she'd been too quick to slap her husband away. Her mother had warned her it took work to keep a marriage's fires stoked, but Angie had forgotten her advice, and let the passion fade in pursuit of buying a house they didn't need. She rolled out of bed, dropped her nightie, and, naked, padded down the hall to the lounge, where she thought Brad would be watching TV. He wasn't there. Angie crept to his office, knowing he'd have porn playing. She was curious to see what currently floated his boat.
Angie slowly opened the door, hoping not to make Brad aware of her presence. She needn't have worried because he had earphones on and wouldn't have heard her if she had stormed in. Brad's computer desk faced the street with his back to the door, so Angie could see the screen past his shoulder. She crept closer and saw the rhythmic movement of his right hand. She grinned, knowing Brad was spanking the monkey, and her eyes shifted to the screen to see what he was masturbating to.
That Brad watched a dogging film didn't surprise Angie in the least. Although he hadn't discussed dogging with her, the genre fit within Brad's voyeuristic tendencies. She touched Brad's shoulder and said, "Caught you!"
Almost jumping out of the chair, Brad shouted, "Fuck me! What the fuck?" His face turned bright red, and he hurriedly tried to shut the clip down and stuff his throbbing cock back into his pyjama bottoms.
"Leave it," Angie said as she sat on his lap and took over the mouse. She backed the film to the beginning and leant back against her husband. They were still until, excited by the scene, Angie took Brad's hand and placed it on her small breast.
Angie had a typical English-stock woman's pear-shape. Her shoulders were narrower than her hips, and she had small breasts above a narrow waist and a big ass. Stocky thighs tapered to delicate ankles and petite feet. With her reddish-blonde hair, blue eyes, pixie nose, dimpled chin, and peaches and cream complexion, Angie was the poster-girl for British beauty.
"Do you want to do that?" Angie asked when the clip ended. The female star had slid off the cock in her pussy at the last second and taken the man's load directly in her face. "Would you like to go dogging and have some random guy do that to me?"
"No, of course not," Brad said protestingly. "It's just porn, right? Just a fantasy."
Angie fished her husband's enormous cock back through his pyjamas fly. "Yeah, but this says differently." She positioned herself and lowered onto it, sighing happily as she realised how much she'd missed having Brad's massive member inside her. Many of her friends complained about their husband's small and/or limp dicks, but not Angie! Her husband had a literal monster-cock that filled and stretched her delightfully and never failed to erect when she needed it to. "So, shall I put on a dress without a bra or knickers and we'll go to a nearby dogging spot and see what happens?"
Brad put a hand on her chin and turned Angie's head to face him. "Do you want to, or is this one of those things like blowing guys in a bar that you're doing for me?"
"How hot and wet does my coochie feel around your salami sausage?"
"Exceptionally."
"Does that answer your question?"
"It does."
"So, shall I?"
"Yes, but only if you genuinely want to."
"I want to. That woman in the clip made me think it would be super exciting to let some stranger feel me up before I give him a blowjob while you watch and play with yourself."
Brad's excitement and naked longing showed in his voice. "You don't want to let him fuck you?"
"Perhaps. But I won't promise that for this first time."
Teasing, Brad asked, "Can there be a second first time?"
Angie slid off Brad's cock. "For that, you don't get to cum inside me until after we've been dogging."
Because he knew she was teasing, Brad reached for her, eager to finish their fuck and fill her with his cum--stuff the dogging fantasy! But Angie dodged his hands and ran to the bedroom giggling. She pulled on a stretch-knit mini-dress and heels, the highest pair she had, making up for the fact that she was only five foot tall and her husband was well over six.
Brad followed her in and blinked when he saw Angie buckling up her heels' straps. "You're serious?" He asked.
"As football in Liverpool, babe," Angie replied. "Put some shorts and a singlet on and let's go!" She tapped her foot impatiently.
Brad laughed and did as Angie suggested, but there was a problem--Brad didn't know any local dogging spots. A quick Google search revealed a spot not far from their estate, and they were out the door and in the car only seconds later. Brad pulled into the car park and backed into a parking space as far from the other cars already there as possible.
"What do we do now?" Angie asked. The clip they'd viewed hadn't shown the preamble before the female star had blown the man at her window.
"We have car sex and see who comes over to see us fucking," Brad said. His voice was much higher-pitched than normal as his excitement showed through.
Angie glanced over and saw Brad already had his cock out. It looked swollen and angry in his hand. She licked her lips, undid her seatbelt and got onto her hands and knees. Balancing with one hand on the centre console, Angie took Brad's enormous pussy-stretcher in her mouth and swirled her tongue over his glans. Then, sucking ferociously, she lowered until she could fit no more of her lover's massive meat into her throat. Not only did its length outdo her, but its thick girth simply didn't fit into her gullet.
Angie let Brad's hand on the back of her head guide her movements as she bobbed her head happily. She shifted her right hand to Brad's hefty balls and gently massaged them as she sucked him off like she was trying to suck a golf ball through a straw. Brad was close to cumming when the pair heard an insistent tap-tap-tap on the window beside Brad. Angie looked up, not releasing Brad's cock.
The man gestured for Brad to lower the window, and when he had, they saw a woman standing with the man and that they both had masks on. "Newbies, huh?" The man asked. Angie released Brad's cock as they both nodded. "Figures." The man took a pair of masquerade masks out of his partner's hands. "A lot of people have phone cameras when they come to these spots. Unless you want to star on PornHub with anyone you know or work with able to identify you, I suggest you wear masks."
"Oh, shit!" Brad said, embarrassed. Angie gasped and covered her face.
The man offered Brad the masks. "We always carry a couple of spares in case someone has forgotten or we meet a pair of newbies who don't know better."
Brad and Angie put the masks on and thanked the couple for their consideration. The man shrugged. "My wife enjoys looking at a woman's wet gash, and I am fond of seeing a man receive a blowjob. Do you mind if we observe?"
"Not at all," Brad replied. "That's why we came here, after all."
The man looked at Angie. "My missus would love to taste you and play with your cooze, if you don't mind?"
Even though she'd never had sex with a woman before, an illicit thrill ran through Angie as she heard her husband gasp and then groan with unrequited desire. Brad's balls jumped in her hand. Angie thought completely anonymous sex with her husband as a woman fingered and licked her muff would excite Brad beyond reason, and if seeing her blow a guy meant he didn't leave her alone for a fortnight, then letting a woman finger her would probably keep him on edge for most of the rest of the year. There'd be no more boring, sexless nights for a while!
"I'll wind the window down so she can," Angie said, blowing her husband's mind even better than she blew his pocket rocket.
Angie turned so she could wind the window down, but of course, Brad had turned the car off, and without power, the electrics wouldn't work. Brad spotted the problem and pushed the keyless starter, turning the car's accessory power on. Angie grinned at him and pushed the button to lower the window. She got back on her knees as soon as it was fully down. Brad observed the anonymous woman over his wife's back and gasped when she removed her top and revealed her gigantic, pendulous breast melons. The woman's areolae were as large as a slice of grapefruit, with nipples the size of grapes.
Angie wanted to look at why Brad gasped, but she was more interested in the man at Brad's window. The man had dropped his trousers, revealing he wore no underpants and the scrawniest dick she'd ever seen. Not that Angie had seen very many. It resembled a baby bird peering out of a tangled nest. Trying not to show her disappointment, Angie took her husband's gigantic todger back in her mouth and returned to blowing it with all of her skill.
Brad looked up from the back of his wife's head and saw the woman at the window hold her sagging breast to her mouth and lick its nipple. Then, she reached with her right hand and stroked her fingers over Angie's plump bottom. Angie jumped forward in surprise, but then remembered the woman was there, and pushed her ass back within reach. The hand returned to caress her cheeks and crack. The fingertips slid over Angie's dark star, causing her to buck again, but then they caressed lower and tickled along her perineum, and Angie relaxed.
It felt decadently naughty to have a woman illicitly touching her bits, and Angie moaned around Brad's throbbing knob as her excitement grew. Above her, Brad's eyes widened as he observed the woman part his wife's cheeks and wetly run her tongue along Angie's crack and onto her rosebud. Angie squealed and jumped forward, her head going out Brad's window as the shock of having her starfish tongued caused her to react by jumping forward.
"That's not my coochie!" Angie yelled as she moved back inside the car.
"Sorry," the woman said, clearly not sorry at all. The surprised married pair saw the woman raise her enormous breasts and lick their nipples. "Did you like it, though?"
"Yeah, actually. It felt pretty good," Angie replied, having gotten over her surprise.
"Well, put your ass back up at the window and I'll do it again."
Angie was doubtful, but then she thought, 'Fuck it! We're not here to fuck spiders, after all. Why not try another new thing?' She moved and poked her ass at the window again. Simultaneously, she took her husband's stupendous pecker back into her mouth. She was determined to get him off quickly because she'd had enough surprises for one night. Angie knew she'd want to do this again soon, though. It had a degenerate naughtiness about it she adored.
With her concentration on the todger before her, Angie almost didn't feel the warm breath on her anus until she felt a tongue probing into it again. She moaned in sinful delight as her sphincter fluttered open and let the tongue a small way inside. Excited by the tongue in her ass, Angie worked Brad's trouser python vigorously. She moaned continuously as the anonymous woman tongue-fucked her ass. An orgasm that would cause Angie to squeal loud enough to shatter the car's windows roared towards her.
Blown away by the sight of a woman's face buried in his wife's ass and her eyes staring at him over Angie's plump ass, Brad raced towards his peak. His hips rose to meet Angie's downward bob, and his hefty balls tightened towards his shaft, ready to dump their load into his shaft and send it blasting into his wife's mouth. But before Brad could get there, Angie smashed into her peak and tumbled over it into a will-bending climax. Her shriek shattered the night air as she screamed her pleasure to the skies.
Angie's scream blasted hot air over Brad's glans and his hips bucked, jamming his cock into Angie's throat and blocking her airways. He grunted vociferously as his spunk blasted from his cock's eye into his wife's gullet.
A wet, squelching sound brought Brad and Angie back to Earth. The woman had walked around to the man, and her hands were on the car's roof above Brad and her husband (?) knelt behind her, fisting her enormous cunt.
Brad hurriedly turned the car on as Angie sat back and put her seatbelt on. "Thanks for the masks," he yelled, and the tires screeched as he floored the pedal and pulled away.
"Okay, that last part was weird."
Brad looked at his wife, relieved. He wondered if it had been impolite to leave without asking what the other people wanted. "Yeah. That's what I thought, too." He looked at her as he pulled into their unit's driveway and parked in their spot. "So, did you enjoy doing that?"
Angie grinned at him. "Oh, fuck, yes! When can we do it again?" She jumped out of the car and ran for their unit's door. "Last one naked and in bed has to be on the bottom," she yelled over her shoulder as she ran.
Brad chuckled. He had the only key, so he sauntered to the door, in no hurry at all. Then, after opening the door, he used his superior strength to hold Angie back before he sprinted across the kitchen and down the short hallway to the bedroom. He had his shorts and singlet off, and he was in bed before Angie got to the bedroom door.
Angie stripped off her dress and climbed onto Brad's prone body. She took his swollen todger in her hand and lowered her soaking cooze onto it. "Meh, who cares? I like being on top, anyway. It stops you from trying to knock my cervix out of my throat!"
Brad announcing, "We're here," brought Angie back to the present.
This was a new spot for the experienced doggers, and she looked around interestedly to see who else might be out dogging. She put on her mask and got out of the car. To Angie's left, there was a couple in the front seat of their car. The woman faced the man with her back against the steering wheel. Her bare breasts bounced as she rode him vigorously. Two spaces in the opposite direction, a small hatchback's rear passenger doors were open with a couple's heads out one side and their feet out the other. They were fucking missionary style. Fogged windows on two cars further away hinted that two more couples were having car sex coitus. There were several other cars parked, but none seemed to have occupants.
Angie grinned. "Looks like we found the right place!"
"Sure does," Brad agreed. He kissed his wife passionately before turning her around and pushing her small breasts against the Mondeo's boot. He lifted her dress above her voluptuous ass and knelt so he could tongue her sopping cock pocket. Her appreciative cries brought a crowd to their car. Angie, who was in seventh heaven from her husband's gifted tongue and the oohs and aahs of the surrounding crowd, looked around. Spotting two men with cocks large enough to interest her, she pointed at them and opened and closed her hands to tell them she wanted them.
The two men she'd pointed at eagerly moved close enough and put their todgers in Angie's open hands. She gripped them forcefully and jerked them up and down, delighting in their owner's moans. The man on Angie's left disappointed her, though. She'd barely gotten going when he groaned and spat his cum over her fingers and wrist. Angie muttered at him as he skulked away, but then she felt her hand being cleaned with a wet wipe. She grinned at the man cleaning her and then wrapped her dainty hand around the man's John Thomas when he put it in her palm, then she masturbated him vigorously.
The man on Angie's right lost his load, and when she released his shaft, another dong replaced it. She jacked that one, too. Angie brought two more men off with each hand before her husband's probing tongue could no longer be denied, and with a piercing scream, she orgasmed, soaking Brad's face with her womanly cum.



Brad stood and backed away, dragging Angie by her hips away from the car and turning her to face the men on her right. He slapped her curvy ass when she tried to straighten her back, bent his knees, lined his humongous pussy stretcher up with her wet hole, and rammed it inside, banging its tip against Angie's cervix.
A man moved close to Angie's head, holding his tally-whacker in his hand and offering it to her mouth. Angie beckoned him closer and then grasped his cock when he did. She gleefully fed it into her mouth and then held her hands out to the sides. Two dicks immediately filled them.
Angie lifted her head off the trouser snake in her mouth, and said, "Hold my head and fuck my mouth. I'm not a circus performer who can do four things at once, and I'm having enough problems simultaneously wanking two men."
The man certainly didn't need more encouragement than that! He clasped Angie's head and thrust his tally-whacker into Angie's mouth forcefully, trying to choke her. Angie almost laughed. The guy had to be a little above average in length and girth, but he wasn't anywhere near as large as her man, but then, she'd never seen another willy as thick and long as Brad's.
Brad pummelled his wife's cock pocket from behind, slamming his hips forward with everything he had and ramming his dick's head against her cervix with every stroke. Angie was the first lover he'd had who enjoyed that sensation. His previous ones had all yelled at him when he did it. He didn't want to disappoint his wife, so Brad concentrated on driving her to her peak before he got his, but he felt he was losing the race. 'Weird,' he thought. 'How can coming (cumming) first be losing?' But it was!
Brad's balls boiled, and he knew he was about to climax. However, just before he did, Angie's orgasm squeals echoed around the carpark again. Happy, Brad thrust into her twice more before he pulled out, grabbed his cock, ripped her dress higher, and spat his cum all over her lower back. He remembered how hard he had laughed when Angie told him she wanted a tramp stamp on her lower back. She wanted to offer the men she let use her on their dogging adventures a blow target. He laughed harder when she came home late from work one night and showed him the dragon motif tattooed on her back. The dragon's tail speared between Angie's butt cheeks, and it appeared to end inside her ass.
Angie's squeal undid the man in her mouth, and Angie knew he was about to cum. She pushed on his hips, and the man got the hint. He pulled back, jacked his todger several times, and unloaded over her pretty face.
Brad stood behind his wife, looking at the cocks surrounding him. Spotting one he knew was big enough to stretch his wife's pork sword scabbard, Brad beckoned him over. He stared at the man. "Condom?" The man shook his head, and Brad took one out of his shirt pocket and handed it to him. The man shook his head again. Brad also shook his head. "No protection, no play." He looked around for another hefty cock.
"Okay, I'll wear one," the man who refused said.
Brad looked at the man menacingly. "If you try to sneak her, I'll rip your fucking pecker off. Do ya ken?"
The man nodded and peeled the package open before rolling the condom down his solid, at least 7-inch willy. He waited until Brad stepped aside, and then he took his place and bent his knees so he could push his meaty wang into Angie's cunt. Another pussy prober had entered her mouth, and Angie moaned around it as her cock pocket accepted the new intruder.
The two men established a rhythm where they pushed in and pulled out together, filling Angie from both ends simultaneously. The sheer salaciousness of standing in the middle of a public carpark on a late Monday afternoon with a cock in two of her cum holes sent Angie scampering up Mount Eruptus in near record time. She reached her peak, and with another ear-piercing scream, she creamed all over the dick in her lower fuck hole. Her milky juices covered the cock inside her and ran down the man's balls to drip onto the ground.
The two men pounding her lost their lollies at the same time. They both pulled out with the man inside her cunt ripping the condom off so he could add his deposit to the sperm bank already covering Angie's back. The man in Angie's mouth added his load to the one already dripping from her beautiful face.
Angie panted as she looked around avariciously. With her inner slut in full rage mode, Brad knew only an extreme act would douse the flame in his wife's body. He reached into the car and removed a blanket and retrieved the lube bottle from her handbag. Brad spread the blanket and then picked a man with a lengthy but slender cock. Brad told him to lie on his back on the blanket, and hold his cock so it pointed at the sky. He handed the man a condom and then he oiled his wife's ass and eased two fingers into her colon to ensure she was ready for the cock she was about to sit on.
Brad held Angie's hand as she lowered herself down. She reached behind her ass and took the slender cock in her hand. Angie guided it onto her little dark ring and then grunted as it parted her knot and slid inside. Brad helped his wife lean back on her hands, and when she was braced, he pointed at a man with a short but exceptionally thick third leg. He pointed at Angie's dripping gash. "Help yourself, mate."
The man grinned happily at Brad as he pulled a condom on, and then he placed his left foot beside Angie's right breast and lowered his right knee to the ground. Next, doing a kind of lunge, the man lowered his hips until he could line his pecker up with Angie's cock sheath. He held his balls out of the way as he slid inside Brad's wife.
"Fuck, mate!" The man groaned. "Given that enormous twat destroyer you have, I'm amazed how tight she is!"
Angie giggled, but the man's extreme girth caused her head to fall forward and her eyes to roll back. She moaned as the two cocks inside her began thrusting. But then, she remembered her husband's words, and turning her head, Angie formed her lips into an 'O' and licked them suggestively. Another observer, braver than the rest, stood beside Angie, bent his knees, and offered his cock to her mouth. She sucked him in immediately.
Brad brought his phone up and began recording. Of course, that meant many other crowd members also got their phones out. Cameras flashed as pictures were taken, and many hands gripped many cocks and they all tugged them in unison.
A random from the crowd said, "Hey, fella. Can I cum on her?"
Brad nodded. "On her tits, chap."
Brad closed in with his phone recording as the man bent his knees and rubbed his cock's head over Angie's stiff nipple. His dick started shooting its juice seconds later. Cum spurted across Angie's small breasts, and she moaned around the cock in her mouth as she felt the warm, sticky goo splattering over her.
The man stood as he tucked himself away. "Fecking awesome sauce, mate," the bloke said as he walked away.
Another took his place, and another load joined the other one already across Angie's breasts and stomach. Two more men followed suit before the cock in Angie's mouth exploded. Angie hummed happily as the man finished ejaculating into her mouth, and then she used her tongue to push it out so it drooled down her chin and dripped onto her upper chest. With a quick glance at Brad, yet another man knelt and offered his cock to Angie's mouth.
Angie ignored it momentarily because she knew the arse stretcher in her bottom was about to erupt. She clenched her sphincter onto the intruder and moaned vociferously as it jumped and sprayed her colon with semen. The man held still as his todger deflated because Angie wasn't moving. The willy in her cock pocket was about to spend itself inside the condom.
Grunting like a lowland gorilla, the man doing the lunge above Angie, rammed his thick twat destroyer into Angie three more times in quick succession before jamming it in to its full depth and filling the condom. He pulled out, carefully removed the condom so his semen stayed in it, and then, because Angie's mouth was empty, he poured it over her face. Angie moaned as the warm liquid splashed over her eyes, temporarily blinding her but sending her racing towards her peak.
Brad knew the signs, and to show who she belonged to, he lifted her off the cock in her ass and lay her face down on the Mondeo's boot again. He rammed his enormous cunt stretcher into Angie and then fucked her mercilessly. Angie crested immediately, and then had several back-to-back orgasms, each adding to the previous, until, caterwauling like a banshee, she climaxed so hard that she passed out. Angie's pussy spasming around Brad's twat destroyer sent him over the edge, and his guttural grunts joined Angie's screams as he filled her tight cunt.
A couple of guys helped Brad lie her on the Mondeo's backseat. They shut the doors, high-fived Brad and each other, and then Brad got in the car and took his wife home.
"Lucky bastard," one guy opined as the crowd looked around to see what other entertainment there was.
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Chapter 2: Drive-By Girls.
"So, are we going to do this, girls? Or are we chickening out again?" Toni looked around at her three friends challengingly. "Well?"
Adele looked at Megan, who looked at Sofie, who shrugged, and looked at Toni. Toni was by far the most daring of the four high school friends who were now second-year students in QUT's nursing program.
"Oh, come on!" Toni said, exasperated. "We can all get some quick, nasty anonymous sex and our pussies filled with cum and then return to our flat and use our strap-ons to fuck each other silly."
The four girls lay on the floor in the lounge of their inner-city apartment. They wore knickers and stretch-cotton singlets and nothing else. Stiff nipples and wet pussies abounded. The girls were horny and frustrated, with none of them currently having anything even resembling a full-time boyfriend. Not that they minded. They enjoyed each other's taste, and at least when they fucked each other with strap-ons, they always had orgasms, which often wasn't true with the boys they'd picked up. Besides, most guys, despite constantly fantasising about having a three or moresome, were too intimidated to perform when with the four of them. Nor could they go near satisfying even two of them, let alone all four.
None of the girls were ever in the 'hot chick' group at school, but no man would dare call them slappers or mingers, either. They were 'the girl next door' types. Firm breasts that weren't too large or small. Bellies that weren't washboard flat but had beautifully soft, womanly curves. Hips that approximated their breasts' widths. Firm asses and thighs without cellulite, and shapely legs tapering to fine ankles. No, no man, unless he was gay, would kick any of them out of bed for eating crackers.
"You all definitely won't chicken out on me if I do it?" Adele was the first to cave in to Toni's request.
Megan looked at Sofie, who was the shyest of the four. Megan said, "I'll do it if I can wear a mask."
Sofie looked relieved. Megan had voiced what she desired. Sofie loved the thought of what Toni planned but was terrified that someone would take a picture, and it would get back to her hyper-religious parents. They would have disowned her in a heartbeat if they knew she enjoyed lesbian sex with her three friends. She nodded, and she and Megan turned to Adele and Toni. "We're in."
Toni jumped up and did a little dance. "Yes!" She squealed. "Umm, are we going to let them use our asses, too?"
"Sure. Why not?" Adele asked. If anything, she preferred anal to vaginal intercourse because she orgasmed more readily that way. She thought momentarily before saying, "Who's going to use the loo to douche first?"
"You, you little anal slut," Toni replied, grinning.
Adele grinned back and stood using that manner that only young women can. Her legs were crossed, and she merely pushed down on her feet with her thighs and stood up. Adele returned with a bottle of lube a few minutes later. She poured some onto her fingers and rubbed it into her ring before shaking the bottle. "Who's next?"
Toni took it and disappeared. The process was repeated twice more, and the girls were ready to get going. They looked at each other until Sofie said doubtfully, "We're only wearing our knickers and singlets, huh? What if we're stopped by the cops?"
Adele replied, "We're wearing more than girls wear to the beach, so I think we'll be fine. Besides, I can't afford to have a top or skirt ruined, but a $3.00 pair of knickers and a $6.00 singlet? Meh, who cares?"
With that, the girls put on masquerade masks, got in Toni's car and they drove to the Mount Gravatt lookout, a popular spot for Brisbane's dogging community.
Toni backed her car into a park, opened the windows and shut the car down. None of the girls noticed she had left the auxiliary power on. She turned to look at her friends. "We're doing this, right? I'm not sticking my sexy ass out the window and then finding I'm the only one, and you're all pointing and laughing?"
"We're doing this," Adele replied. "Girls?"
Megan and Sofie nodded, and the girls followed suit as Toni got on her hands and knees. Toni looked around, grinning. "On the count of three. One. Two. Three!"
All four girls dropped their knickers, but only Adele, Megam, and Sofie pushed their ass out the window. When the other three did, Toni turned to her door and used the electrics to wind the windows up, trapping the girls in the doors with their asses hanging out the windows, and their pussies exposed to anyone nearby. Toni laughed at their gasps and shocked faces and then eased her ass out the window, too.
It didn't take long before the guys waiting to see some action noticed the girls. A crowd gathered, with many disbelieving gasps and comments. It took time, but eventually one of the braver men moved behind Sofie, who had the roundest ass of the three. He ran his fingers over Sofie's ass cheek and then stood back, waiting for her reaction.
Inside the car, the girls all swore at Toni for trapping them, but when Adele started laughing, they all joined in. "I guess we're doing this," Adele said between laughs. She reached her hands out, and Toni grabbed one while Megan took the other. The girls joined hands and waited to see what would happen.
"Just as well it's a warm night," Toni joked. "Otherwise we'd be freezing our heinies off."
That set off more peals of laughter, which lasted until someone felt up Sofie's ass. "Oh!" She gasped.
"We have a winner!" Toni said, grinning delightedly.
The man who'd groped Sofie's ass heard her muffled "oh", and because there was no further objection, he stepped closer and caressed both cheeks with his hands. Then, when that got no reaction, he daringly slid his fingers along her perineum and ran them over her entrance and slit. Encouraged by her pussy's warmth and wetness, the man eased his index finger into her dripping gash. He heard a vague moan, which encouraged him further, and he started finger-banging her.
"OMG!" Sofie moaned inside the car as she tried to thrust her hips to meet the finger in her wet pussy. Another finger probed past the first, and it settled on her clit. She moaned again. "At least he knows what he's doing!" Then she added, "Oomph!" A cock had replaced the finger in her pussy! "OMG, OMG, OMG," she repeated as the man vigorously fucked her, his hips slamming into her ass and threatening to push her back through the window. Sofie squeezed her friends' hands as she raced towards a stupendous orgasm. She hoped she got there before the man fucking her because, by his grunts, he was about to unload into her.
Outside the car, others were emboldened by the first man's success, and hands stretched out to caress asses and fingers probed into pussies, finding all three were wet and ready. After several minutes of groping, cocks started replacing fingers, and all four girls had a man behind them, rogering their pussies forcefully. The girls clung to each other, moaning and groaning as the sheer pornographic-ness of what the men were doing to them blew them towards their peaks.
Toni, ever the instigator, let go of Adele and Sofie's hands, and used her fingers to tweak their nipples instead. Sofie, who was almost there, and whose man was grunting as he filled her tight pussy, felt Toni's finger and thumb twisting her nipples, and it was enough to launch her from her orgasm's precipice. She climaxed as the stranger's cum bathed her pussy walls. Sofie immediately gripped Toni and Megan's nipples and tweaked them. Soon, all the girls were groping each other's tits and playing with each other's nipples. They'd been lovers for years, and they all knew what the others liked, and they did precisely that.
Sofie's first man backed away, and to her shock, the cock was replaced by a warm, wet tongue. It probed into her pussy, lapping up the leaking fluids before sliding along her perineum and onto her chocolate starfish. Of the four girls, Sofie liked anal the least, and she turned as best she could considering she was trapped in the window, to speak to the man. "Oi! If you want anal, go to the front passenger window. She loves it!"
The man grunted his acknowledgement, but instead of relinquishing his position and joining the queue behind Adele, he stood and shoved his massive dick into Sofie's tight vaginal orifice.
Inside the car, Sofie's eyes rolled back, and she moaned. "OMG, girls! He is so fucking big, I don't think I can take it all!"
Panting because she was about to cum, Toni gasped, "You'll take it, bitch! Take it and love every second." She added, "Oh_my_Gawd, I'm cumming!" stretching out every syllable before she shuddered and creamed over the balls of the man in her pussy. He pulled out, and Toni instantly felt another cock being positioned at her ass. She grinned and mouthed, "In my ass!" to the others and then groaned as a nice thick cock slid into her tight ass deliciously.
Megan tried to look over her shoulder. A tongue had probed her ass, and it now played along her slit and occasionally flicked her clit, but its actions weren't forceful enough to get much above base camp on her climb up Mount Orgasmic. And she was only that high through her own arousal from what they were doing. It had little to do with the man licking her cunt. "Hey! Stop playing with your food and get on with it!"
"Fuck you, bitch!" The man yelled.
"That's the idea! Fuck me!"
Offended because he thought he was showing his oral skills, the man slapped Megan's ass before ramming his meagre dick into her ass. "Take that, you bitch!"
"Is that all you've got for me? What a waste. Next!"
Megan loved a bit of pain with her pleasure. In fact, having her hair pulled and her ass smacked simultaneously as someone fucked her doggy-style was her favourite sex. She started creaming on the man's mini-tool despite it being inadequate for its task. "That's better. Smack me again!" The combination of slaps and the situation sent Megan scampering to her peak. She leapt from it into a minor orgasm, but at least she got there, which hadn't seemed likely until she'd challenged her lover.
"Your ass is looser than a two-dollar hooker's," the man spat after he'd cum in and pulled out of Megan's ass.
Megan taunted, "It helps if you have bigger than a triple-A battery to fill it with! I need an enormous cock. Who has got one?"
She heard, "Bitch!" but then couldn't have cared less because an enormous, steel-hard dick slid deliciously into her wet hole. A smile split her face. "Better! Now pound that pussy and slap my ass again."
Adele had already cum twice. The girth of her first man's cock was extreme, and it pulled her clit onto its shaft and slid over her G-spot with every inward stroke and distended her pussy lips as he pulled back. Her vociferous response to it had excited two men so much that they'd stood beside her hips and jacked off onto her tailbone.



Adele was almost there again when two more cocks emptied onto her upper ass and tailbone. The warm, wet splashes catapulted her from her climax's precipice, and she told the gathering crowd in no uncertain terms how much pleasure the cock inside her gave her. The man fucking Adele shuddered before jamming his cock in one last time. He locked into a rigour as his dick pulsed and his cum sprayed into Adele's vulva.
The man reluctantly relinquished his place when another guy tapped his shoulder. Adele's new lover had heard a woman saying Adele loved anal, and he wasn't giving up this opportunity. The one time he'd tried to shove his dick up his wife's ass, she'd threatened to cut it off, and he hadn't dared to try again. This was his opportunity to experience anal sex for the first time, and he was glad he'd let his mate talk him into stopping at this spot on their way home from footy training. What he didn't know was that his friend was a closeted bum bandit who wanted to suck his cock in the carpark, which is why he'd suggested they come here. But that's a story for another day.
The new man slid his finger into Adele's recently filled pussy and then rimmed her ass. He was surprised when her ass opened easily and accepted his digit inside. He shrugged internally because he was unfamiliar with women who enjoyed anal sex. If asked, the man would have said no such woman exists. However, he'd been told the slut hanging out of this window loved anal, and she hadn't objected to his finger in her ass, so he lined his stubby dick with her asshole and pushed it inside. He heard, "Ouch!" from inside the car, but no demand that he remove his cock, so he gripped the woman's ass and pounded her for all he was worth.
Adele grinned at her friends and mouthed, "Ass!" She, Megan and Toni high-fived. Sofie shook her head and grinned. "Sluts!"
However, Sofie's taunts turned to a grimace. The man, whose cock she'd stated was almost too big, had filled her pussy with his seed and left. Another man immediately took his place. This man didn't wait for Sofie's objection, and rammed his averagely sized cock into her ass. Sofie wasn't wholly opposed to anal sex; she just didn't receive as much pleasure from the act as the other three girls did. But on this night, in these circumstances, having an anonymous cock roughly fucking her rarely used no-no hole sent her racing towards her peak.
The girls experienced two more orgasms each before Toni said, "I've had enough! Girls?"
The three girls replied. "Yeah, I'm done." "So am I." "Me, too."
Toni lowered the windows so the girls could leap off the cocks in them. "On three. One, two, three!" The girls slid off the cocks and sat in their seats. Toni started the car and drove away. She shouted out the window, "Until next time!" as she accelerated out of the carpark.
The girls buckled their seatbelts as Toni turned onto Logan Road. Then Toni started laughing. "Fuck, that was fun! My cunt's full of cum, my ass hurts, and I'll have to book my car in to have the seats cleaned, but fuck me! Let's do that again soon!"
"As long as you promise not to jam us in the windows again, bitch," Adele said. "I would have liked the chance to give my poor ass a rest and blow a couple of guys instead."
"You all would have taken one each and chickened out," Toni replied. "I made sure you all got plenty, and I did, too, so stop ya bitching!"
"I'm still making you eat the cum out of my ass and then fucking you with my 10-inch strap-on when we get home, so prepare yourself, bitch face!"
Toni replied, "Oh, promises, promised!"
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Chapter 3: The Professional Couple. Muslim Wife/Submissive Husband.
Aaliyah Collins stared at her husband, Greg. Her hands were on her hips as she tapped her toes on the floor angrily. Her dark brown eyes flashed with fire. "You thought you were getting a nice, obedient Muslim wife! Well, I have news for you, buster! Muslim women are not as subjugated as you Westerners think we are! We went dogging last month, and we will go dogging again this afternoon. You will do what you did last time, and jack your willy as I suck some cocks and perhaps let one fuck me. Stop objecting because you loved it last time, and you will this time!"
Greg shook his head in despair. His father told him Western women were toxic and suggested he go to Thailand or the Philippines to find a wife and the mother of his children. Instead, Greg married an Aussie woman of Muslim heritage. Aaliyah's parents had emigrated to Australia from Iraq after the first Gulf War.
Her father, an Imam, brought his family to Brisbane and insisted they remained devout Muslims, but emphasised they were Australians now, and had to assimilate into the local culture. Aaliyah and her brothers attended their local public state and high schools and studied at nearby universities. All five children, of whom Aaliyah was the youngest, had a dispensation from their Mullah not to follow the prayer rules while they were at school.
Back in Iraq, Aaliyah would have been married by age thirteen at the eldest, and that was part of the reason her father had fled the country and taken his family to Australia. He didn't agree with anyone marrying until at least age eighteen, although if a suitable match for his children had appeared, he would have allowed them to at sixteen.
Yusuf's father had forced him into an arranged marriage at fifteen, and he resented the pressure placed on him to support a wife and children at such a young age. Instead of going to university as he'd planned, he'd joined his father in their rug store. Yusuf still hates his father for making him do that. He misses his mother.
Without a court order and parental consent, eighteen is the youngest someone can marry in Australia. That fact was another reason Yusuf chose Australia.
Yusuf didn't object to his only daughter marrying an Australian, especially given her husband was a successful lawyer, but he wished she'd married a Muslim or made Greg convert to Islam. Aaliyah and Greg promised to raise their children as Muslims, so there was at least that.
Aaliyah still hadn't received a response to her demand. Greg wasn't pleased that his wife wanted to go out and have sex with someone else at all, let alone her insistence that he watch. He didn't like it; he told himself insistently, despite his cock swelling as he remembered watching Aaliyah blow one guy and then kneel on the car seat as another took her pussy roughly.
"Well?" She asked.
Greg knew he was defeated. He sighed and said, "Okay. Where shall we go?"
"Toohey Mountain bush walk carpark. It's supposed to hop at this time of day."
The married couple went out to Greg's BMW M5, got in it, and drove off. Greg looked at his wife as he drove. Aaliyah wore a hijab over her long, honey-blonde hair, and she'd wrapped a scarf around her neck. It wasn't cold, but Aaliyah would use the scarf to obscure her face when someone came to their car. Aaliyah's C-cup breasts deliciously filled her modest abaya even though it was designed to hide a woman's figure. Aaliyah had broken with custom and tailored her abaya to suit her more outgoing personality. When she stood still or sat, it covered her from neck to toe, but it had several slits that showed her superb legs when she walked, or she could twitch the fabric aside when she sat to show them off. Also, because of the splits in it, Aaliyah could easily lift it above her hips and display her thong-covered ass to passers-by.
A short drive later, Greg backed the into a space in the bush walk's carpark. Currently, they were the only people there. Greg knew what his wife wanted, so he unzipped and pulled his trousers down, exposing his rampantly erect, 8-inch cock. He grabbed it in his fist and began pumping it. Aaliyah looked over and giggled happily. Her pussy lips flowered open, and her wetness flowed as she stared at her husband's enormous wang. Her female friends at the mosque didn't have husbands who had cocks that went even close to matching Greg's, or so the giggled conversations she'd had with them over coffee after their prayer group meetings indicated.
Aaliyah got on her knees, and after wrapping the scarf around her nose and mouth, she lifted it so she could take Greg's throbbing cock in her mouth. Letting her husband continue jacking his shaft, Aaliyah sucked Greg's knob and swirled her tongue over his glans. She knew she'd trained him well enough that he wouldn't cum until she permitted him to. Aaliyah, enjoying the situation, reached between her legs. She bunched her abaya's skirt until she could reach her carefully waxed pussy. With her fingers dancing over her clit and exploring her vulva, Aaliyah was enjoying herself so much that she almost didn't hear the insistent tap-tap-tap on her window.
She held the scarf over her face as she eased off her husband's cock, sat back in her seat and turned her head to face the window. She saw a man standing beside their car holding what appeared to be a sizeable package. He hadn't taken it out yet, but Aaliyah's mouth watered as she imagined the weapon he looked to be wielding. The man gestured for Aaliyah to wind down her window, and in return, Aaliyah mimed he should take his cock out.
The stranger unzipped and took out an average but disappointingly sized dick. It seemed his package was mostly balls with a little sausage. However, it was adequate for Aaliyah's needs, and she opened her door. She looked back at her husband, who stared at her avidly, giggled and gestured for the man to move closer. Then, holding the scarf across her nose and mouth in case he had a camera, Aaliyah leant out and took hold of the man's shaft, pulling him closer.
Greg's appreciative groan made Aaliyah smile, and she released the stranger's dick so she could lift her scarf and take him in her mouth. Using the skills she'd gained by relentlessly practising on her husband, Aaliyah brought the dick in her mouth to fruition quickly.
"Thanks," the man muttered as he put himself back away.
He wasn't large enough for Aaliyah to bother beyond blowing him, so she said, "YVW," and let him leave.
The incident left Aaliyah's libido ramped high. Her sweet little pussy had swollen with need, and her arousal fluids soaked her grey lycra knickers. She lifted her heels onto the seat, letting her knees fall apart. Aaliyah was about to play with herself when someone else knocked on her window. She turned to see another averagely sized cock being viciously jerked outside her window. She shrugged, wondering if small to average cocks were all she'd see this day. Still, it held another mouthful of delicious cum, and Aaliyah wanted it.
Aaliyah opened the door and let the man move before her. She bent over and accepted his cock into her mouth. This man was a little braver than the other guy, and he let his hand roam over Aaliyah's bosom. He grunted in surprise when he discovered Aaliyah's breasts were unfettered, and he pinched her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, gauging her reaction. Aaliyah's moan emboldened him, and he squeezed harder and twisted.
The pain seemed to leap directly to Aaliyah's pussy, making her clit throb and her juices flow. She reached blindly, searching for her husband's hand. Greg saw what she wanted and shifted so he could reach around his wife's hip and tickle her clitoris. Aaliyah moaned again, and she turned more front on to the stranger and attacked his cock with renewed vigour. With how she'd shifted, both her breasts were now facing the man, and he moved to cup them. He strummed her nipples with his thumbs before gripping them and pulling firmly.
The sudden pain heightened Aaliyah's arousal, and she shifted until she was on her hands and knees on the car seat, facing the stranger. Aaliyah's latest man shifted his hands from her breasts to the back of her head, and he held it still as he face-fucked her. But Aaliyah didn't like that stranger trying to control her, so she dug her long nails into the man's ball sack until he winced and released her head. Once he did, Aaliyah wrapped her petite hand around the man's shaft and went back to using her immense skills to make him cum.
Behind her, Greg caressed her heart-shaped ass and tickled her anus, teasing entry, which he knew his wife didn't allow. Aaliyah wriggled her bottom, knowing her husband was teasing and playing along. Of course, Greg shifted his fingers until they grazed her dripping entrance and further onto her swollen clitoris.
"Cumming," the stranger in Aaliyah's mouth said. To his surprise, Aaliyah sucked and pumped harder, eager to take his load down her throat. He moaned as his orgasm hit, and he clenched Aaliyah's head to hold her still as he filled her mouth with his cum. The man staggered back when Aaliyah released his cock, zipped himself away, and then hurried away. He'd be late for work if he didn't get moving.
Disappointed with the cocks she'd played with, Aaliyah thought she'd suck Greg off and give up for the day. Perhaps this just wasn't the spot where guys with big dicks came. She hadn't had an orgasm yet, which disappointed her even more. Aaliyah knew Greg would joyfully fuck her or eat her to an orgasm, but she had her heart set on climaxing as a cock his length and girth or better spat its sticky load inside her tightly gripping pussy. She sighed, knowing that finding men with eight or more inches of man meat was no simple task.
She sat, idly watching her husband masturbate as she contemplated leaving and fucking him at home, when there was another tap-tap-tap on her window. Aaliyah turned and saw a tall, gangly youth gesturing for her to lower her window. Thinking there was no way this callow youth could have anything hidden in his pants to interest her, Aaliyah wound the window down rather than open the door as she typically did.
Excited, the youth pulled his shorts and underpants down, exposing a semi-erect, monstrously long and thick cock. It must have already been longer and thicker than Greg's, and it wasn't even fully erect yet. Aaliyah's mouth went dry, and she pushed the door open in a hurry to touch that gigantic pussy destroyer. She grabbed it and pulled the young man closer before guiding it straight into her mouth. The guy tried to pull her scarf away so he could see, but Aaliyah slapped his hand. She released his dick and said, "Take what you get and enjoy it!"
The youth immediately stopped. He may have been young, but he knew which side his bread was buttered on! Aaliyah moaned as she gripped his shaft and fed his monster into her mouth and down her throat. She'd unknowingly moved back onto her hands and knees to access it better. She moaned again when the young man cupped her breasts and handled them harshly. Aaliyah would have slapped Greg's face if he'd handled them that roughly, but in these circumstances, the forcefulness of the youth's touch excited her, and her nipples hardened against his palms as her juices flowed from her tight pussy.
Looking over her shoulder, Aaliyah realised Greg was right into her play, so she grinned at him and manipulated her body until her ass faced out the door. Again, her new play partner may have been young, but he knew what to do when confronted with a willing ass hanging out of a car door. He flipped Aaliyah's abaya above her shapely ass and knelt so he could push his tongue against her knicker-covered, soaking wet entrance.
Aaliyah moaned her appreciation, but the youth wasn't moving quickly enough for her liking, so she reached back and pulled her knicker's gusset aside. The man gasped at the sight of Aaliyah's waxed pussy and the wetness dripping from it, and he stuck his tongue out and savoured the taste of her essence. It still wasn't enough, and Aaliyah looked over her shoulder. "Stick it in me!" She growled.
The man immediately obeyed. Holding his lengthy member in his hand, he introduced its head to Aaliyah's entrance, slid the head inside, gripped her hips and rammed it inside. It crashed against Aaliyah's cervix, causing her to yelp with delight.
"Take it, bitch!" The man said, grunting as he ripped Aaliyah back onto his cock and pushed her forward until only his cock's tip remained inside her.
Aaliyah took it all right! Took it and loved every single second of it. She gripped her husband's thick pole and pumped it fiercely as she slammed her hips back to meet the young man's thrusts. Aaliyah no longer ran up Mount Eruptus towards its peak. She sprinted up it as if the hounds of Hell were on her tail. She reached the top, and with a squeal fit to wake the dead, she orgasmed on the youth's enormous tool. Aaliyah could squirt but only did so in the ultimate throws of pleasure when she had at least an 8-inch cock powering into her tight cunt. She was there now, and her womanly fluids blew from her pussy around the thrusting cock and coated the man's balls.
The man holding Aaliyah's hips grinned wolfishly. Although he was still in his teens, he had an older step-aunt who'd taken him under her wing and taught him how to control his arousal so he could please his lovers. He waited, with his dick nestled against Aaliyah's cervix, until she shuddered and tentatively pushed back at him. When she did, the man fell forward over her back, and remembering what his step-aunt loved in this situation, cupped Aaliyah's breasts and gripped them firmly. Then, using those delicious mounds to pull her back, he fucked the woman viciously again.
The pain in her breasts and cervix backed Aaliyah's arousal up, but the delicious sensation of a thick dick pulling her clit against it when it was shoved into her combined with its shaft rubbing her G-spot with every in-and-out stroke. The pleasure from her two most sensitive erogenous zones melded with the sensations from her breasts and cervix, and the pain she felt there heightened the pleasure from the other two. It sent Aaliyah scampering back towards her peak again. Aaliyah screamed as she reached her peak and flung herself from it into a mind-destroying orgasm.
To complete her delight, she felt the humongous cock in her wet hole lengthen and expand before it exploded inside her, coating her vulva's walls with thick, slimy cum. Cum showering over her G-spot extended and intensified Aaliyah's orgasm, and her screams of passion and pleasure continued unabated for several seconds.
Exhausted, her mind shattered, and her body entirely satiated, Aaliyah slowly fell forward and off the gigantic weapon buried in her overflowing cunt. She lay there panting as the man who had just filled her panted. "Fuck, that was awesome!" He said as he pulled his shorts up. "Hope to see you here another day." The youth bent over to peer into the car. His eyes widened when he saw the driver's enormous cock fountaining cum into a hastily grabbed tissue. "Your missus is fecking awesome, mate. Thanks for letting me do her."
Greg nodded and helped his wife to sit. He reached over and put her seat belt on, did his up, and drove home.

The End.
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Katie Muggleton Returns. Ch. 01: New Beginnings and a New Friend.

Hello, possums! No? I don't look or sound much like Dame Edna Everidge, huh? Never mind. I'll try this: "Back by popular demand, I bring Kaitlyn Ashley Muggleton, serial fornicator and slut mommie extraordinaire!"
If you remember, my last adventures ended with me shooting down a potential male suitor while waiting for my husband and daughter's delayed plane to arrive from Amsterdam via Singapore but having sex with a woman who also approached me. That woman was the sixty-sixth lover I'd taken since visiting Edgar be damned Fontaine at his hypnotherapy clinic in East Brisbane. To this day, the slut-imperative he programmed into my mind still affects me if I don't stomp it down when it raises its ugly head.
It's been a year since the events described in The Adventures of a Slut Mommie Ch. 17 occurred, and my husband and daughter returned home. And although my sexploits have not been as graphic or plentiful since Sean's return, I haven't precisely been a staid, boring housewife and mother, either.
For those who have come late to my adventures, let me begin by describing myself. I am an Australian of mixed descent. My parentage is mostly of English stock, but as my eye and skin colour suggest, I have some Latin roots in my blood. My maternal grandmother is Spanish/Italian, and most of my expressiveness and natural flirtatiousness comes from her. One of my dad's ancestors was also rumoured to have African blood, although that is only speculation from his paternal grandmother.
To give you a mental image of myself and my family, my daughter and I are often thought to be sisters and not mother/daughter. We can and do wear each other's clothes. I'm taller than my daughter, Kristy, 183 cm (6-foot) to her 178 cm (5-foot, ten.) Heavier, at 75 kg, compared to her 72 (159 lbs) with bigger breasts, 16 Double-D against 16 D. I measure 36-25-36 to my daughter's 36-23-35.
With my long, wavy, jet-black hair over brown eyes and tanned complexion, I'm often confused with Mariska Hargitay or, because of my large, firm breasts, Teri Hatcher. I lived a life of luxuriousness, decadence and boredom, with my sole purpose in life, until Edgar Fontaine set me free, being to look good on my husband's arm as he attended corporate and social events around the globe. Now I help run our company, Muggleton Consultancy. I completed my Bachelor's degree in Business Technology in less than two years, and I'm closing in on my Master's.
Sean uses his self-created algorithm program to buy, sell, and position shares across Australia's and the world's share markets, and he says that I am the only one he trusts to use it without his supervision. My principal task when Sean set our company up was to answer the phones, greet customers, and do the grunt work necessary to keep our consultancy firm running. However, after my husband and daughter's successful trips through Germany and the Netherlands, Muggleton Consultancy has two substantial corporate clients who demand most of Sean's time. I now make the day-to-day trades for our non-corporate clients that he suggests as he pursues trends and information to help bolster our corporate clients' returns.
My husband, Sean, and son, Johnny, are similar in looks except Johnny has my brown eyes and darker skin. My husband has curly black hair, fair skin, and he is taller than me. Johnny is even taller than his father, but Sean outweighs his son by a few muscular kilograms. The difference is in the sports they pursued professionally. Rugby League requires a more robust physique than AFL because of the constant body-on-body collisions in that sport. AFL needs leaner, faster, more agile bodies.
Sean was a 'nearly man'. Although he received tryouts for several National Rugby League clubs, he wasn't offered a contract. Johnny was contracted as a rookie player at the Australian Football League club, The Brisbane Lions. However, after his two rookie seasons, he wasn't offered a full-time contract. Johnny played the subsequent season for NEAFL team, The Aspley Hornets, and he played well enough that there's some hope of a club selecting him in the upcoming national draft. He's not holding his breath, though.
Johnny and his friends, Freddy Singleton and Phil Loughlin, own a successful photography business based in East Brisbane. Freddy yearns to date my daughter, but until recently, when I took him under my wing, Freddy lacked the self-confidence he needed to pursue her successfully. Whether the changes I engineered in him are enough to attract my daughter is part of these stories.
I take up my story the night my husband and daughter returned home.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
Despite being tired, Sean drove us home, where we found that everyone living in the house had remained up to welcome the returning travellers. Sean and Kristy, although they knew from our semi-regular phone conversations, messages and emails who currently lived here, kind of blinked, stunned, when Jennifer, Charmaine, Patty, Courtney, Maddie, Caoimhe, Gina, and Johnny shouted, "Welcome home!" as they walked in the door. Freddy's absence surprised me.
My son and house guests had hung a "Welcome Home" sign on the lounge wall, and laid out drinks and nibblies, waiting for Sean and Kristy's return. Sean and Kristy accepted a drink each before sinking into chairs, exhausted from their over eight-hour flight from Singapore. With their stopover, they'd travelled for over a day to return home.
I walked to my husband and knelt diffidently before him. Although he'd assigned Johnny as my protector before he left, and I'd confessed and/or been corrected by my protector for my wrongs, I was still nervous about Sean's reaction to my many sexual exploits. Sean smiled at me and patted his lap. I leapt onto it and wrapped my arms around his neck, smiling ecstatically.
Sean turned his head. "Let me guess. Despite everything being okay with me and Johnny, you feel guilty and want my reassurance?"
I burst into tears and replied, "I need you to correct me, Master. This girl needs to feel her owner's firm hand on her bottom so she knows she is loved still."
Sean smiled. "And a load of his cum down her throat, up her ass and cunt, and on her face and tits."
"Yes, please," I replied. My heart longed for precisely that.
"I'm exhausted, Katie. Will a minor correction and a load of cum in your mouth suffice for tonight?"
"Yes, Master."
"Good girl. Run upstairs and wait for me in presentation position one."
In case you've forgotten, this position is naked, on my knees with my head up, my shoulders back, my eyes down, and my palms face-up on my thighs.
"Yes, Master. Thank you, Master."
I got off Sean's lap and ran to our bedroom. I was naked and in position one within seconds of leaving the lounge.
Sean didn't leave me waiting very long. I don't know how much time passed, but it seemed less than thirty minutes before the door opened and my tall, handsome, muscular man stood over me with a swiftly swelling erection and a severe demeanour. I looked up and licked my lips expectantly. It'd been too long since I'd swallowed my husband's thick, 7-inch cock and tasted his salty emissions.
Sean stood tall and spoke firmly. "For what do you have to confess, slut Katie?"
"Master, I've been more promiscuous than I think I should have been during your absence. Especially my second night with James Squire."
Sean laughed. "More promiscuous than you should have been, Katie? Aren't wives supposed to be chaste other than with their husbands?" He laughed harder at my crestfallen expression. "I understand from my conversations with Mister Squire and your protector, Johnny, that you enjoyed every moment of that night and the following morning. Am I to believe you're sorry for doing it now?"
I shook my head in shame, wondering if Sean was chastising me for the many lovers I'd taken. "It's more that I fear I have disappointed you."
"I see, and if I said you hadn't? That I wished I'd been in the nine or more who fucked you that night?"
A little hope shone through. Perhaps he wasn't disappointed with me. "My fear would remain, Master."
"I understand, my darling slut, Katie. I will deliver corrections to your superb bottom for feeling guilty where no guilt is to be had. Seven, I think."
Joyous relief coursed through me. My man still loved me! "Yes, Master. This girl thanks you for your consideration, Master."
He sat on our loveseat and then patted his thighs. "Present your delectable bottom for correction, slut Katie."
I wouldn't say I took my position eagerly... Ok, I would say that, but it's wrong to expect to be corrected, knowing you will enjoy it, so we'll pretend I draped myself over Sean's muscular legs reluctantly albeit sexily. Sean placed his forearm across my hips and held me in place. Then his bread plate-sized right hand came up and whistled down onto my curvaceous ass firmly.
I jumped at the sting, so much sharper than when Johnny does it, and said, "One, thank you, Sir." My pussy juices flowed from my vulva as I revelled in being under my husband's dominion again. A second, third and fourth strike hammered onto my bottom in swift succession. Stifling a smile, I said, "Two, three, and four, thank you, Master."
Typically, halfway through correcting me, Sean will offer to excuse my remaining corrections in return for servicing him orally. However, tonight, it seemed he wanted to deliver all seven promised corrections. Sean's hand raised again and came stingingly down onto my sexy ass three more times. My poor bottom felt like it was on fire, but my sweet little pussy had flowered open and my thick clit throbbed.
I said, "Five, six, and seven, thank you, Master." I got off Sean's knees and assumed presentation position two. Which is like position one except my hands are behind my head and my elbows as wide as possible.
Sean stood up and put his hands behind his head. He said, "Kaitlyn Muggleton, corrections were due for your behaviour, and you have now been forgiven. Unless you repeat the behaviour I corrected, I will not mention your corrections or behaviour again. Now, take me out and make me cum."
If there's a better cocksucker in the world than me, no one knows who! I shifted my hands to Sean's trousers and unbuttoned and unzipped his fly, and his thick, lengthy cock bounced deliciously into my eyesight. I pulled Sean's pants and underwear down and helped him out of them. He smelt a little funky, which was expected after a lengthy trip, but that didn't bother me. I wrapped my dainty hand around his throbbing shaft and guided him into my mouth.
Sean groaned as I sucked firmly and swirled my talented tongue over his glans. I looked up through my eyelashes submissively and smiled as I held his hips and pulled his entire cock into my mouth. Next, I cupped my husband's heavy balls and gently massaged them as I held still and encouraged him to fuck my mouth. Sean obviously wanted me to do the work, because he refused to hold my head so he could fuck my mouth. So, instead, I moved my hand from his hip onto his thick shaft. Then, twisting my wrist as I pumped his cock up and down, I alternated deep-throating him with lashing his glans with my tongue. My lips followed my dainty hand up and down Sean's enormous penis.
"Gawd, my darling Katie. That feels so damned good! Swallow it, baby. Swallow every drop!"
Sean's groans were music to my ears, and I encircled his glans with my lips and pumped forcefully until with a vociferous groan, he unloaded into my mouth. The pure delight I felt when my Master filled my mouth with his salty seed allowed me to experience a petite orgasm, and I moaned around Sean's spurting cock. When he finished cumming, Sean picked me up and laid me on our bed. He removed his polo shirt and said, "I'll have a quick shower and be back."
I nodded happily, and only a few minutes later, felt him climb back into the bed. He turned me onto my left side and spooned against me. His left hand was under my neck, and his right under my arm and cupping my firm, Double-D right breast with his thumb stroking my nipple idly. Happy and feeling safer than I had since he left, I slipped into a deep, untroubled sleep.
If you've read my previous stories, then I'm sure you can guess what woke me the following morning. However, I didn't want to leave my husband's warm embrace, so I lay there, ignoring my recalcitrant bladder for as long as I could. The problem was that I get antsy when I need to pee, which makes me fidget.
Sean said, "Oh, for goodness sakes, Katie. Go pee before you wet the bed." I giggled apologetically and slipped out of his embrace and the bed. I walked towards the door, but before I got there, Sean shook his head exasperatedly and said, "Use the en suite, Katie. That is what it's there for!"
This was the first house we'd lived in that had an en suite, and one morning when I used it, Sean complained about the light from it and the noise. For nearly ten years, when he was home, I went out to the hall to use the main bathroom rather than upset him again. It was only recently that Sean had realised why, and now he insists I use the en suite.
Sean was asleep when I returned, and I wasn't tired, so I put a robe on and went to the kitchen. I blinked at the sun pouring in through the windows, yawned and stretched. Picking up my phone, I realised it was after midday. I thought, 'Wow! I slept much later than I'd thought!' However, I was still apparently the only one up. I shrugged and made coffee before sitting at the breakfast bar and waiting to see if anyone wanted something to eat. It was nearly an hour before Kristy joined me in the kitchen.
She walked over to me, and when I opened my legs, she pressed her lusciously curved body against mine and tipped her head back, asking to be kissed. I obliged, of course, revelling in feeling her divine body against mine and her sweet lips kissing me.
I said, "Hello, baby girl. I missed you so much."
Kristy giggled and replied, "You just missed the many orgasms my sweet lips give you!"
I leant over so I could smack her delectable ass, an ass that matched mine for deliciously firm curves. "Me thinks you mistake what I missed for what you did. Do you need some hot mommie kisses on your pussy lips and the bone-shaking orgasms they give you?"
"Maybe," Kristy replied, stringing out every syllable as he pressed her belly against my pussy. "I haven't had any girl-on-girl sex since we left, and I'm seriously lacking a woman's touch on my body."
I decided to tease her. "A taste of what married life will be like? Forced only to have sex with one person for the rest of your life?"
Kristy's eyes narrowed, and she said, "As if! I'll bring women home to share with my man, and I will insist he gives me a hall pass to play with other men at least occasionally. Whether with or without him."
"And if he doesn't? If he's a traditional man who expects to be in a monogamous relationship?"
"Then, as you and Grandma did, I'll sneak behind his back. But it won't happen, Mom. I simply won't marry a man who expects me to be monogamous."
I pointed out. "I was monogamous with your father for the first almost twenty years, baby. If not for Edgar be damned Fontaine, I'd probably still be."
"Yet your life is so much fuller now," Kristy said, hugging me. "And Dad's discovered he loves having a hot wife."
"Slut wife, more like," I muttered.
"Aww, Mom, don't hook back into that whole prim and proper bullshit again. You're an earthy woman who loves sex and orgasms. But more! You love giving orgasms to others even more. Plus, you love it that many men and women find you irresistible, so cut the crap!"
What could I do but laugh? I'd just been told by my daughter! But she was correct; I doubt I could return to being monogamous. I was having way too much fun experimenting with my sex life and my many sexual partners. No, the previous is not true. If Sean told me I was to be monogamous from now on, I would be. It would not be easy, though! But it's not like my sex life with my husband was boring even before I went to The Fontaine Clinic. Sean is a gifted and imaginative lover, and his firm, manly presence never fails to get my juices flowing.
I knew my husband had fucked around during our marriage before we began playing together, and it never bothered me. I was brought up believing the price I had to pay to remain married to a rich, successful, dominant man was that I had to share him with others. My mother taught my sisters, Yvette and Mary, and me what to expect, and we learned our lessons at her feet well.
The only one I had a problem with him fucking was his secretary, Amanda. A flat-chested, bony-assed, sallow-skinned bitch with a vapid mush that almost begs you to punch it. She had the unmitigated gall to tell me to my face she planned to replace me in my marital bed. Worse was that she informed my kids she was, too. In one of those surreptitious moments, Johnny told her the same thing I did--that she was merely a convenient receptacle for Sean to empty his cum into when he was away from home.
Kristy just read the paragraph above and said, "Geez, Mom. Why don't you tell us what you really think? Because your contempt for Dad's ex-secretary barely shows." So, happy faces all around, right?
We were still cuddling when Johnny and Gina came in. Johnny nudged Gina and winked. "Is this a private party, or can anyone get some of that?"
Kristy and I ignored him as we deepened our kiss and let our hands roam across each other's breasts. Eventually, I sighed and said, "I suppose we could welcome another." Then I winked at Johnny's girlfriend. "Gina, would you like a kiss?"
Gina chortled before answering. "Sure, Momma."
But then the little minx took two steps towards me before pivoting and embracing Kristy.
I reached my hands out to Johnny, but he put his hands up in mock horror and refused me. "Oh, no! I see who's your favourite. Wait for your turn with my girlfriend."
Just then, Patty and Charmaine came in. They'd heard and seen the back end of the playful interchange between Gina, my kids and me. Patty and Charmaine immediately surrounded me, opening my robe and legs, and playing with my large, firm breasts and sweet little pussy. They took turns kissing me soundly.
Her eyes sparkling with mirth, Patty pointed at my son's severely tented trousers and asked, "Like what you see, Johnny? Feeling a little like you're missing out?"
"I don't have to sit here and be insulted," Johnny said mirthfully. "People insult me everywhere I go! Especially my AFL coaches!"
Laughing, Kristy pointed out. "Brother, you're standing."
Pretending to be miffed, Johnny replied, "You're right! But what I should be doing is sitting before a plate piled high with my breakfast."
We all laughed, but Patty dragged me to the breakfast table and made me sit while the girls swung into action. They had a production line formed with eggs, hash browns, muffins, bacon and sausages going in one end and cooked breakfasts coming out the other.
Jennifer came out, looking her usual glamorous self. Sean followed her almost immediately. Jennifer joined the production line and brought my husband a plate of cooked breakfast and a cup of coffee before noticing before me was empty.
"Sorry, Momma. I thought you already had something. I'll be right back."
She returned only a few moments later, carrying two plates. One piled high she put before Johnny and another, much smaller, she placed before me.
Sean and I shared a soft kiss before we ate, which melted my heart. How many women other than me have husbands who, after over twenty years of marriage, still kiss them lovingly in front of everyone?



We ate breakfast with the normal joking and teasing that people who have known each other for a long time do. Looking around, I realised Courtney, Maddie and Caoimhe had already left. Jennifer, Gina, Charmaine, and Kristy were going to uni to join their various study groups. Kristy for the first time in two months. She'd restart her job at Cue in the Uptown Shopping Centre next Saturday.
Patty was meeting Penelope Squire at their new premises. It was almost ready to open, and the doctors wanted to finish sorting the boxes with their medical supplies and finding storage spaces for them. Two of their partners were manning their old offices, doing their bit to lessen the queue at the local hospitals by spending the morning seeing walk-in Medicare patients.
Despite numerous promises from successive federal governments, the Medicare rebate still hasn't been raised, making it virtually impossible for doctors to remain profitable if they only charge the rebate amount for consultations. Patty and her partners open their medical office for six hours every Saturday to see as many walk-in patients as possible. The doctors take turns manning the clinic.
Johnny had a wedding shoot to do at three, and Sean said he needed to get into the office and start catching up on the things he'd neglected during his sojourn through Germany and the Netherlands. Although he didn't say so, I knew he'd check through the trades I'd made to ensure I'd done them correctly. I wasn't offended because I was still very new at making the changes.
I asked, "May I come over and help?"
Sean looked at me and smiled. "If you do, I'll spend more time with my cock down your throat or up your love holes to get much work done. I'd like you to bring a light snack over at about four. Will you do that for me, please?"
"Of course, and I'll see you then."
"Thanks, Katie."
Sean patted my ass and then left. Sean and Johnny had left their plates, but although I'm sure you feminists will jump up and down about me being 'subjugated by the patriarchy', that's what I want them to do. Looking after my two men is as important to me as destroying all men is to you.
With that small task completed, I went to the en suite to shower and dress. I dressed down because I felt like doing my housework. All I wore was a halter-neck crop-top to fetter my firm Double-Ds and a skort so my pussy didn't show to anyone behind me as I worked. I worked with my typical methodical care, and by 3:30, I'd completed the entire house except for Charmaine, Jennifer, and Patty's flatlet and my kids' rooms. The flatlet, if you remember, was created by combining the maid's rooms with the first guest bedroom, adding a hallway to connect them, and narrowing our out-of-balance second-floor hallway. I left the flatlet to the girls because I knew they'd feel hurt if I did them.
After a quick shower, I put on a full-length yellow wrap dress and returned to the kitchen, wondering what to make for Sean's repast. I opened the cupboard and saw a package of water crackers. They'd work, so I took them out and added butter, salami slices and cheese, and cheese and tomatoes to alternate ones, and then took them across to our office.
Sean looked up from his computer and smiled when I walked in. I put the plate on the coffee table and made a pot of tea, and when he saw me bringing it to the table, Sean followed me there. We'd barely sat down when the front door jingled, and Freddy walked in.
I moved to stand, but Freddy said, "Stay there, Katie. I'll grab a cup and join you, if I may?" I nodded, and Freddy did as he said, sitting so I was between him and my husband. He kissed my cheek and then reached across me to shake Sean's hand. We chatted about this and that for several minutes before I realised all the crackers were gone. I offered to make some more, which the men accepted gratefully. When I returned, Sean and Freddy were at Sean's computer as Sean took Freddy through how he'd spread Freddy's investment around. I put the plate before them and smiled as they grabbed the crackers without pausing their conversation.
It'd be several minutes before Sean finished showing and explaining his strategy for Freddy's shares, so I moved to my computer and opened my uni course. There was finally another unit to do, so I opened it and started skimming through the reading material. When I reached the end, I did the knowledge pop-quiz that ensured you were ready to take the end-of-unit exam. I smiled with satisfaction when I saw the result because I'd aced it with just one quick skim through.
Sean caught my attention when, in a teasing tone, he asked, "What do you think, Katie? Shall we let Mister Freddy Singleton date our daughter?"
I shook my head and replied, "There is no way I'd even consider letting Freddy Singleton date Kristy. Nor would she want to." Freddy's face fell to his boots, but then I added, "But Rick Singleton? Him I'd love to call my son-in-law. That individual, I suspect, will impress Kristy."
Freddy's smile lit the room, and Sean and I exchanged knowing grins.
"Is she home?"
I shook my head and then shrugged. "Actually, I don't know. It's after four, so she might be. I didn't see her when I made the extra crackers, and I haven't heard her car return, so I'd guess not."
We'd recently changed Kristy's car. She now drove a Nissan Juke N-Sport, which was painted bright yellow with black trim. She'd nicknamed it Bumblebee because of its resemblance to the winged creature. It was almost a case of name the devil and see him arrive because the sound of the garage door rising and the meaty growl of Kristy's car in sports mode echoed through the garage. The girl has a lead foot that is way heavier than even her brother's. Her magnificent breasts, beauty, and charm have ensured she's escaped very traffic stop for speeding, although she's received two camera tickets.
Kristy spotted the lights on in the office, so she, my girls and Gina came upstairs. Kristy's eyes widened when Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine squealed happily when they saw Freddy and they ran across to say hello. I grinned at her as she looked at me confusedly, wondering what had changed since she'd left. Before then, poor Freddy was firmly in the 'friend zone'. Now it seemed the girls were vying for his attention.
Freddy absently greeted Gina, Charmaine and Jennifer, but his eyes were locked onto my daughter. He stood and walked to her, and they looked at each other, Kristy wonderingly. Then, Freddy smiled and said, "Hello, Kristy. You look as beautiful as ever. I'm glad you're back from Europe. Would you like to accompany me to Bulimba for coffee and a chat?"
I could almost see the gears shifting in my daughter's mind as her mouth worked silently. Finally, she answered, "Umm. Yeah, sure. Whynot?"
"Whynot, indeed," Freddy said, smiling. "Shall we?"
Looking baffled, Kristy linked her hand through Freddy's proffered elbow and followed him out the front door of our office. Kristy looked over her shoulder at us and shrugged. I stifled a laugh because I could tell her unspoken question was, "WTF?"
The girls waited until the door closed before, simultaneously, Gina and Jennifer enviously said, "Lucky bitch!"
Charmaine giggled, but I knew even she would date the improved Rick Singleton (Freddy, pay attention, guys, please) assuming she hadn't hooked up with Patty.
I looked over my girls, feeling proud of how they'd changed and matured since they'd moved in with us. Their language has improved markedly. Gina and Jennifer have lost weight and firmed up their bodies, while Charmaine has put some much needed weight and muscle tone on. As I examined them, something occurred to me. I asked, "Jennifer and Charmaine, how do you usually get to uni?"
The girls exchanged glances before Jennifer replied, "If Kristy or Gina aren't going, or our lectures and classes don't line up, we catch a bus. On Saturdays, to get to our study groups, we usually take an Uber."
"A bus?" I asked doubtfully. "There's a bus from Manly West to Nathan University?"
Charmaine and Jennifer looked at each other again. Charmaine answered, "Depending on the time, we sometimes have to catch three. One to Carindale. One to Garden City, and then one to the uni. Otherwise, it's one into the city and then another to Nathan. Then we walk along the bushland path to the campus."
I turned to Sean, feeling lower than a stoat's belly.
Sean smiled and said, "Yes, Katie. We can go car shopping for the girls. Will one be enough, or do you think they need one each?"
"I think we need three, baby," I replied. "Gina has to borrow her mother's car if she's not with Johnny, and that means she has to drive from Morningside to Brendale to drop Freya off and then drive all the way back to Nathan to get to uni. Freya and Oliver do alright, but I doubt they can afford to buy Gina anything other than a POS to use."
Sean laughed. "Matching ones in pink?"
I giggled at the thought, but no. The girls had unique personalities and needed different cars to suit them. After some consideration, I said, "A black VW T-Roc for Charmaine. A midnight-blue Kia Sportage for Jennifer, and because Johnny already has his ute, something sporty for Gina. I'm thinking of a Ford Mustang in dark-red."
Sean asked, "Brand new?"
I considered it, but ever since Covid, getting brand new cars delivered immediately has been problematic. I'm not sure why. I said, "They all come with substantial warranties, so I think we should look at buying three-year-old ones."
"Okay," Sean said. "I'll call Jackson Pimble now and see what he's got in stock and how long before he can get what we want in. Girls, are you happy with Katie's selections, or would you like something different?"
I hadn't even considered their wants or desires. Talk about feeling even lower than a stoat's belly! I turned to look at my girls and saw them clinging to each other, bawling their eyes out. I asked, "Whatever is the matter? I thought you'd be happy."
Gina answered for the group. "We're overwhelmed that you would even consider buying us a car to share, let alone one each." Her voice hitched several times as the other two sobbed and nodded their heads, then Gina added, "Even a 2022 Mustang will cost over $80,000. I'd feel guilty about accepting something that expensive from you."
Sean shrugged. "Johnny's Raptor was more expensive than that. So, my future daughter-in-law, you will follow Muggleton dictum number one: If someone offers you something for free, you smile and say "Thank you"."
Jennifer took a shaky breath before saying, "Then I guess we're all saying, "Thank you, from the bottom of our hearts"."
They all began crying again.
Sean looked at the time and saw that it was after five. However, he knew Jackson would take his call because we bought all our vehicles through his company and Sean managed his share portfolio. He called and laid out what he wanted and then nodded as Jackson told him what he had and how long it would take him to find what he didn't.
Sean hung up, smiled at the girls and said, "Jackson has a 2023 light-blue Sportage in stock. He also has a 2024 VW T-Roc, but in white. He says it'll take a week before he'll be able to find a Mustang to suit what he knows I'll want for you, Gina. Jackson suggested that if you're happy with those colours, we come in tomorrow to do the paperwork, and he'll get the two available cars detailed and ready for you to pick up on Monday afternoon."
Well, that set the tears flowing again.
Sean turned to me. "Where will park them all? To keep them looking pristine, we need to keep them undercover, and I'd prefer not to upset our neighbours by parking them in the street. Keep in mind with Patty living here, we'll have eight cars to park."
Well, bother! I hadn't even considered that! Our house is set back from the road, with a long driveway to the four-car garage, which is separate from the house. Our office is above the garage. To the left of the garage, there's space before our front door for two cars, and to the house's left, there's a lawn and a rose garden. The only viable solution would be to concrete that section in and to build a four-car carport to ensure the cars are out of Queensland's harsh sun and to protect them from the frequent spring and summer hailstorms. I thought further before suggesting we do that and then added that we should install an electric gate and fence the front and driveway in. That would help to protect the cars from break-ins and theft.
Only then did I stop to consider how much money I was committing us to. I gasped and turned to Sean. My hands flew to my face as I asked, "Can we afford all of that? That's a lot of money I just casually said we'd spend."
Sean laughed. "It's all good, Katie. The cars will cost money, but the alterations will add value to the house, and if we do what you suggest, we won't need to shuffle the cars every time someone who came home first also has to go out first." He looked at our girls amusedly before adding. "I'll call Siobhan's dad, Andrew, on Monday and get him to send someone to quote it up for us."
I smiled happily and turned back to the girls. They were clinging to each other as their tears poured down their faces. I said, "I hope those are happy tears?"
"They are," Charmaine assured. "Happy but also overwhelmed. We all believed you'd accepted us as family when you put the ankle bracelets on us and swore to protect us. But it is overwhelming that you would spend so much money on us as if we were family."
Sean spoke in his typical calm, assertive way as he stood and did his best to hug all three girls simultaneously. "Gina, Jennifer and Charmaine, honeys, you are family. Maybe not by blood but by love and choice. Katie and I will protect you for as long as you need or want us to. You're reaching that age where your thoughts will turn to marriage and settling down with a life-partner, and I hope when that day comes, you'll let me walk you down the aisle."
Yeah, you're right. Now Sean had four weeping women to deal with!
Anyway, I knew Sean still had work to do, and our standing in his office weeping wasn't allowing him to get it done, so I rounded the girls up and shooed them out of the office. Charmaine and Jennifer clung to my hands as if they had fallen off a cliff and I was the only thing stopping them from falling to their deaths. Gina wasn't any better. Her hands were on my shoulders as she followed me down the stairs, across the drive, and into our foyer. I took them up to my bedroom, and we all got on the bed.
Little Charmaine climbed onto me while Gina lay on my left side and Jennifer on my right. The girls and I cried as we let our emotions out, but then things slowly turned amorous. Gina and Jennifer's hands moved from holding onto each other to cupping my breasts. Charmaine raised herself onto her knees as she straddled my stomach. I instantly became aware of her blazingly hot pussy against my tummy.
Charmaine pulled her pink top over her head and tossed it aside. The gorgeous mauve nipples on her sweet A-cups bounced into view, making my mouth water. I felt the hands on my breasts momentarily leave, but took no notice until I felt bare breasts against my upper arms. Charmaine leant back as she sat on me and pulled her legs out. Then she lifted her hips and shimmied out of her miniskirt, revealing a tiny white thong panty, which she also removed.
While Charmaine's ass was above me, knowing hands undid my dress's sash and pulled it apart, revealing my toned, curvy body and waxed pussy. It still had the narrow strip above my clit that I'd grown for Freddy. Those searching hands then wandered over my tummy and back onto my breasts. They stroked my globes and brushed my thickened nipples, stirring my fires most delightfully. Lips soon replaced fingers, and then Charmaine moved lower, using her knee to part my willing thighs.
Her young, sweet pussy pressed against mine, and her surprisingly large clit tribbed gently across my thick, engorged one. Soft lips claimed mine, and Gina and I shared a heart-felt kiss as Charmaine tribbed her pussy against mine. Jennifer's lips encircled my nipple, and she sucked it firmly as she battered it with her tongue.
The girls were gently taking me up the cliff of my climax, and I was a willing follower, but I wanted more. I wanted to give to my darling girls. Yes, I helped them financially, but they gave me back so much more--I had their love and affection, and I wanted to show my appreciation. I tried to speak, but my voice came out as a soft mewl of want and desire, and I surrendered to my girls, letting them do to me as they wished.
Gina's lips claimed mine again, but then she smiled and lowered her mouth to my nipple. Simultaneously, Jennifer released my other nipple and moved to kiss me. Jennifer's kiss was as devout as Gina's but more insistently passionate. Jennifer's initial arousal aroma is tangy, and I could smell it permeating my nostrils. I wanted to taste her, but all I could do was mewl with need again.
Charmaine's determined tribbing of my clit drove me towards my peak, but not quickly enough for the young, Chilean-descended woman. She growled frustratedly and moved lower, exchanging her mouth for her clitoris. Charmaine's thumbs spread my puffy labia as she exposed my thick clit and juicy entrance. She looked up and momentarily caught my eye as she lowered her lips and probed along my slit with her talented tongue.
I moaned as my back arched, forcing heavier contact with the young Chilean. Charmaine chuckled happily as she eased two fingers into my dripping pussy and curled them back. My moan transformed into a guttural groan as she swirled them over my G-spot. The twin mouths returned to my nipples, and soft hands moulded my firm mounds as my girls drove me closer to the precipice of my orgasm. However, the edge seemed to stretch away as the young women added more layers of pleasure, driving me higher and higher.
I lost all control, mewling and writhing under their lips, tongues and young hands. My head tossed back and forth as my body shuddered and responded to my girls' manipulation of my sweet erogenous zones. I heard Jennifer mutter something, and she got off the bed. I guessed she needed to use the bathroom, but my bedroom door opened instead. Putting her out of my mind, I concentrated on Gina's hands lifting my impressive bosom and squeezing my mounds together so she could run her tongue across both of my nipples swiftly.
My entire body from shoulders to heels arched off the bed as I strained to get that little bit extra. That slightly heavier touch on my clit or G-spot that would crash me off my orgasm's cliff and send me crashing to the bottom, hitting every climax rock on my fall. My mouth no longer opened and closed but remained open as I soundlessly whined with need.
I was close, so close that I was about to throw myself deliriously off my peak into my orgasm. I could feel it starting in my thick clit and spreading throughout my body from there. But milliseconds before I could leap, Charmaine's lips left my clit, and her fingers slid from my swamped pussy. I almost screamed in frustration, but before I did, I felt someone move between my pornographically splayed thighs, and the head of a thick cock press on my entrance.
My eyes flew open as I looked to see who it was. My voice returned when I saw Jennifer positioning a thick, 8-inch cock on my pussy's entrance. "Oh!" I gasped as Jennifer's enormous 'cock' split my sweet little pussy open and glided up my soaking passage to nestle against my cervix. For those new here, I have described how much I adore that feeling in previous adventures. Needless to say, my adoration of the act hasn't changed! I groaned deep back in my chest as Jennifer rested with her pussy pressed to mine and her 'penis' buried in my soaking vulva.



My back slowly arched as the intense feeling in my pussy affected me, and when I had enough room, I pulled my hips back and thrust them up at Jennifer's 'cock'. Jennifer chuckled throatily before fucking me with long, languorous strokes. She'd withdraw her enormous 'penis' until only its tip remained in me, and then push it back in until it rapped against my cervix. I moaned and pleaded, begging Jennifer to fuck me harder and faster, but the luscious minx ignored me.
The delicious sensations she elicited from me caused me to shake and tremble as my body desperately sought the extra sensation it needed to climax. Alas, it never came, and I teetered along my orgasm's edge until two soft lips descended onto my nipples and encircled them. Teeth gripped them, and at an unseen signal, Jennifer said, "Cum for me, Momma," as the teeth bit firmly.
My head almost literally exploded! Stars burst behind my eyes, and I could hear myself screaming as a freight train-sized orgasm blew my mind to smithereens and shattered my sublimely toned and curvy body. I don't know how long I screamed because my consciousness faded as the orgasm spasms continued to rattle through me.
I woke up alone, but I'd barely opened my eyes when my three girls entered my room. They helped me out of bed and back into my dress, and then they guided me downstairs to the kitchen. Sean and Johnny were already waiting, and the girls guided me to a seat between them. My owners and protectors immediately possessed my inner thighs, but their hands didn't stray higher onto my pussy, much to my disappointment.
The girls were adding the last touches to dinner when Patty came home. She embraced Charmaine, wrinkling her nose at her sex smell. She grinned and winked. "You smell like you've been fucking. So do I. What to share a shower?"
They left the lounge, holding hands, but my mind immediately thought, 'Oh, hello. Looks like Patty and Penelope have become more than business partners.' At least I assumed her sexual partner would have been Penelope Squire. Her father, James, had warned me his daughter was a lesbian, and I couldn't imagine Patty would hook-up with a random stranger without taking Charmaine with her.
I watched the pair leave speculatively, wondering if a disaster loomed ahead. Charmaine had given her soul to Patty, but Patty was recently divorced. Her marriage to Billy Bennett, who is also gay, was a marriage of convenience because they married each other to provide camouflage and prevent their parents knowing they were homosexual. But an ultimatum from Billy Bumble's, as I called him, long-term boyfriend, Mason, that he committed to him caused Billy to reassess his life. Billy divorced Patty, breaking her heart and casting her adrift. Now, I wondered if Patty had gotten over her 'rebound' and would cast Charmaine aside.
I didn't believe she would because, after all, I'd just spent the last few hours making love with Charmaine, and neither of us wished to interfere with her relationship with Patty. But I'm Charmaine's protector, and I couldn't help but fret.
When Patty and Charmaine returned, Jennifer and Gina served dinner, and we sat around eating and chatting. Kristy and Freddy hadn't returned, which I hoped boded well for Freddy's chances with her. Under no circumstances would I push my daughter towards Mister Rick Singleton, but I certainly wouldn't object if they became a couple or more.
After dinner, I asked Patty to help me clean up, and when we were in the kitchen, I confronted her about Penelope Squire.
Patty laughed. "Don't get all momma bear on me, Katie. Penelope was horny, and so was I, so we christened our new office breakroom, but we have no intention of being more than occasional fuck-buddies. Penelope just broke off her relationship with an old nemesis of yours, Liz Donnelly. Penelope prefers to top, and so does Ms Donnelly, and the conflict between them became larger than the attraction." Then, Patty grinned. "I might blow Billy Bumble's mind and marry Charry (Charmaine) about the time he marries Mason."
We hugged and kissed, the momentary tension between us broken, and then we fetched beer for the men and wine for the women and returned to the lounge where everyone had gathered. Patty sat in an overstuffed sofa chair with Charmaine, and I sat on the couch between Sean and Johnny again. Their hands reclaimed my inner thighs immediately. Gina sat between Johnny's legs, leaning against the couch, with Jennifer between hers and leaning back on Gina.
We spent the night chatting and telling jokes as only old friends who know each other well and are comfortable can until it was nearly midnight. Then, making my eyebrows rise, Johnny invited Patty to come to bed with him. Patty immediately agreed, which made Sean and I exchange wondering looks, but then it hit me--my girls wanted to thank my husband for immediately agreeing to buy them cars. And for women with little money, they would do it in the only way possible; by fucking him half to death.
Smiling, I kissed Sean's cheek and whispered, "Have fun." Then I called after Patty and my son. "May I join you?"
They both grinned and turned back, holding their hands out, waiting for me to reach them. I looked over my shoulder and laughed at Sean's dazed expression. The girls already had his clothes off, and Jennifer had his thick, 7-inch cock buried in her mouth.
Johnny asked, "I guess you figured out what your girls wanted to do?"
I nodded. "Yes, they did the same with me earlier."
"It's amazingly generous of you and Dad to spend that much money on them. Gina's not even my wife yet."
I raised my eyebrow. "Is there any doubt you and she are in it for the long-haul?"
Johnny shook his head. "Absolutely none."
"There you go then," I said as we entered his room. I looked around, noticing Gina's influence for the first time. Once Johnny and Kristy were old enough to clean their own rooms, I stopped doing it for them when I cleaned the house. I believe their rooms are their sanctums, and I don't invade them without permission. Unlike some children, mine were both quite tidy, so on the rare occasions I'd entered their rooms, usually to drop off washing and ironing, I hadn't had to face filth or untidiness. However, Johnny's room typically had the rank smell of a teenage boy. Now, it smelt of fresh flowers and potpourri.
Gina basically lived here full-time now. She still spent the occasional night at her parents' place, but there'd been some fallout when Gina confronted Freya with the difference between how I trained her and her friends versus how Freya had. Gina believed Freya's way was more akin to abuse than domination and submission as I'd been taught by my parents and had taught my children.
I only learned that Gina had confronted her mother when Freya called me in a rage, thinking I'd criticised the way she'd raised her two girls. I sat Freya and Gina down and then explained that Freya had taught her girls how to be the submissive in a BDSM relationship. What I taught was how to be the wife of a sexually dominant, successful man. There were similarities, but it wasn't the same, and although I wouldn't train them as Freya had, she wasn't wrong in what she did. It just wasn't what I taught.
Freya and Oliver wanted their girls to be submissive women in BDSM relationships with a dominant man. They were to think of themselves as receptacles for their dominant's cock and cum, submitting themselves to their husband's will. What I taught was what people in BDSM would call topping from the bottom.
I taught my girls how to be the power behind the throne. The quiet advisor in the dead of the night whom their man listened to above all others. How to elevate their men, women in Charmaine's case, and make them realise they could do anything. To soothe their wounds and battered psyches, strengthen them, and send them back out to do battle again, feeling refreshed and ready to conquer the world. To be the bedrock their partners built their lives, families, and wealth on. I believe that's a much deeper role than being a willing cum and cock receptacle.
I explained all of that to Freya and her daughter whist acknowledging Freya's way worked for many relationships. It brought Freya and Gina back to being civil with each other and restored my friendship with Freya and Oliver, but things remain frosty between Gina and her mother. Freya still wants to get together with Oliver, Shawna, her other daughter, Sean and me for a play session in their BDSM dungeon in their home. I'm keen and Sean is interested, but it's finding time.
Returning my mind to the present, I was startled to see Patty kissing and fondling my son aggressively. Patty has jokingly said, "There's nothing wrong with a solid cock. It's the useless piece of man flesh that hangs off it that's the problem." So, I was amazed that she initiated sex with Johnny.
Patty already had Johnny naked, and she was down to her panties, so I stripped and joined the fray. It seemed Patty wanted to be the aggressor, so I concentrated on her, and helped her out of her underwear. Then, as she kissed my son and let her hands roam over him, I spread her petite, firm ass cheeks and speared my tongue into her little dark star. Patty moaned into Johnny's mouth and gripped his lengthy tool.
Johnny's member is a little longer than his father's but not quite as thick. Still, Patty's hand barely closed around it. She growled almost ferally and tried to push Johnny onto his bed. It was pretty amusing because Patty would be lucky to weigh fifty-five kilos, and is slender to boot. My son weighs close to one-hundred kilos, and he is all solid muscle. Patty's chances of physically forcing Johnny to do anything are precisely zip, zero, nada, none!
However, Johnny allowed Patty to push him onto his back on his bed. Still growling, Patty leapt after him and straddled his hips. She grabbed his throbbing cock and sank her soaking wet pussy onto it. Digging her nails into my son's pecs, Patty threw her head back and thrashed her hips back and forth as she rode Johnny like he was the second-placed horse in the Melbourne Cup and she was hell-bent on riding him to first.
Patty crested almost immediately and then had many subsequent minor orgasms. Each petite climax added to the previous until Paty lifted until only the tip of my son's cock was inside her. Then, Patty screamed, sounding like a berserk savage, and slammed her hips down onto Johnny's abdomen. My son's lengthy penis roared up Patty's tight passage, and as her ass hit his abdomen, Johnny's cock's head rammed against Patty's cervix. Her eyes rolled back as she juddered on my son's impressive tool. Patty's orgasm peaked and then ebbed, and then, like a deflating balloon, she collapsed and fell off my son onto her side and then back on the bed.
Johnny sat up and looked from Patty to me. "Wow!" He said, his eyes wide with wonder. "That was all Patty. It was almost like I was a sex toy she was using to get herself off."
I giggled and agreed. I could tell Patty's aggression had freaked my son out, and I guessed he hadn't had someone use him solely for their pleasure before. Johnny needed loving gentleness, and I was ready to provide it. I got on the bed and lay on my back. Johnny smiled and rolled onto his side. We shared a soft, tender kiss as I ran my hands over his leanly muscular body sensuously. Johnny also needed to take charge again, so I encouraged him between my long legs, which were shaped by many hours of exercise under Patrick's skilled care.
Johnny smiled as he slid into my tight, slickly wet passage and then he kissed me lovingly. He said, "You're so tight, Momma. I've made love to virgins who weren't as tight around my cock as you."
That's something weird to be proud about, isn't it, readers? I mean, a mother shouldn't even be fucking her son, let alone feel proud when he says her pussy is tighter than many others he'd been inside. But I was proud. I smiled up at him. "Fuck me, Johnny. Make me yours all over again."
From my left came. "Sure, right? Let the dyke know she can never have what you have."
I knew Patty was only joking, although there was a little envy in her words. Not for Johnny, but for me. Unknown to me until a few months ago, Patty was another who had lusted after me since our teenage years. She would have joyfully mated with me if I had been so inclined. However, although I enjoy having sex with women, and have done so with many, I'm not the least bit a lesbian. Even Patty these days would describe herself as bisexual with a strong preference for women. I'm the opposite, bisexual with a strong preference for dominant, masculine men. Calm, forceful men are my weakness, although I'm not immune to calm, dominant women, either.
Johnny chuckled as his eyes sparkled. He said, "I'm going to make Momma scream my name, Patty. What will the big ol' dyke do about that?"
"Watch and masturbate, of course." Patty rolled onto her back and lifted her knees. Her pussy still gaped from having Johnny's thick cock in it, and her juices ran freely from it. She gathered some and smeared on her clit and nipples. Then she fingered her button as she pinched her thick, upturned nipples. Patty has small breasts, but her nipples are almost as wide as mine. And they're delightfully upturned and almost beg to be kissed and suckled. She grinned lasciviously. "Well? What are you waiting for?"
Johnny and I laughed, and he began pumping his lengthy tool into and out of my pussy. My eyes rolled back as my back arched and my hips rose to meet his thrusts. I still hadn't had my husband's thick cock in my wet little pussy since he'd come home, and I will admit to being envious of my three girls. One of whom I'd assume was currently riding it. The image of tiny Charmaine impaled on Sean's enormous cock flashed behind my closed eyes, and I groaned, thrusting my pussy up to meet Johnny's downward stroke.
My mind created how Charmaine's small breasts bounced when she rode Johnny's cock or Patty's strap-on, and how they jiggled when I fucked her with mine. The image didn't just send me to my climax; it rocketed me past it and into the stratosphere. I vaguely remember hearing someone screaming in ecstasy and didn't realise it was me. I felt my mind going blank as my body responded to my son's pile-driving cock powering me to successive peaks. As it was, I barely retained consciousness when I felt Johnny short-hunch several times before ramming his cock against my cervix and roaring as it flooded my pussy with his thick, potent seed. Feeling his cum shooting against my cervix exploded me into another paroxysm of orgasms, and my squeals echoed around Johnny's roars.
Johnny lay on top of me, panting, as we slowly returned from the cosmos our orgasms had taken us to. Johnny's twenty-first birthday was approaching, as well as my thirty-ninth, although his birthday was a few months after mine. I almost jumped when I remembered my birthday was only ten days away. Sean would turn thirty-nine a month to the day later. Yeah, that's right; I'm a cradle snatcher!
Anyway! Getting back to the point. At twenty, Johnny's refractory period was still incredibly short, and it didn't take long before his magnificent tool stiffened in my flooded pussy again. I wanted him to fuck me to another climax, but didn't want to be selfish. I asked, "Patty, do you want to sixty-nine with me as Johnny fucks you from behind?"
Sighing theatrically, Patty put the back of her hand on her forehead and said, "Oh, I suppose. If I must. I guess you expect me to eat your son's cum from your sloppy cunt (I still hate typing that word!), too?"
I replied drily, "If you would be so good as to do so, that would be nice."
Patty giggled and, continuing to be theatrical, said, "Oh, the sacrifices this big old dyke makes just so she can eat the cunt of the hottest bitch I know."
Patty, despite being a medical doctor and one of the smartest and most educated people I know, has always had a pithy prose. I think she exaggerates it with me because she knows I see no need for such language. My girls had potty mouths when they first came under my care, but after a few corrections administered with my mother's heirloom antique rattan school cane to their breasts and bottoms, their language has improved markedly. Now they sound like what they are--beautiful, cultured young women.
Johnny rolled off me and sat up, eagerly waiting for the scene Patty and I were about to create. Patty straddled my breasts, with her perfectly rounded, small and tight ass resting on my firm Double-D cups. She smiled down at me momentarily as she rubbed her wet pussy on my beautifully full breasts, and then she used her forefinger to pull her overhanging clitoral hood off her button. She looked at me anticipatorily before moving higher and lowering her clitoris onto my lips.
I licked from Patty's drooling entrance to her exposed clit with one long languorous swipe. Patty moaned, and her left hand moved to my head where she grabbed a handful of my luscious black locks. She clasped me to her clit and tribbed her pussy against my lips. Her head tossed back and forth as her climax roared towards her.
Beside us, I could hear my son panting as he watched his mother eat his lover's pussy. I could feel the bed vibrate from his forceful jacking, and it excited me further. My already sopping pussy flowered open as fresh arousal poured from within it.
"Do it, Katie," Patty demanded. "Make me cum!"
I forced my hand under Patty's taut buns and gripped her toned ass, crushing her pussy against my mouth. Then, circling her button with my tongue, I probed into her ass crevice with my fingers and tickled her little dark star. My sucking on her clit and battering it with my tongue blasted Patty from her peak, and she bit her lip to stifle her moans as she orgasmed on my mouth.
As Patty shuddered on my lips, Johnny effortlessly picked her up and told me to spin around. When I had, he lowered Patty back onto my face, and pushed her mid-back until she fell forward and buried her face in my cum-oozing pussy. Patty didn't hesitate, though. She delightedly hummed as she observed her snack, and then her fingers parted my pussy lips, and she stuffed her tongue into my vulva to fish Johnny's cum out.
"Oomph!" Patty grunted as my son's enormous cock split her tight pussy open and slid into her.
I looked up and watched with arousal as Johnny's grape-sized balls loomed over my forehead. The mere sight of his long penis opening Patty's pussy and gliding inside excited me enough that I'd already climbed halfway up Mount Orgasm before Patty's lips descended onto my glistening, cum-filled pussy. I moaned as Patty delved her tongue inside my vulva and then tipped my head so I could tongue my son's balls and lick where his shaft entered my friend.
Johnny and Patty emitted simultaneous moans because my tongue also bathed Patty's corn kernel-sized clit. I thought I was the luckier of the two of us. Although my clit can be a little embarrassing because if I'm wearing a clinging bikini bottom it reveals itself through the material, it also sticks out past my clitoral hood when I'm excited and it's extremely sensitive when it's touched. Patty's is much smaller and therefore doesn't show as obviously, but it's also completely hidden by her extensive hood. To get direct stimulation on it, she needs it peeled back, which requires fingers.
Patty reached between us and used her fingers to pull her hood back, making it possible for me to swish my tongue over her clit. Patty slid two fingers into my pussy and curled them onto my G-spot, and then Patty batted my clit with her tongue as she twirled her fingers over my inner pleasure node. I moaned into Patty's pussy and over my son's tight balls, and their moans joined mine.



Patty crested on Johnny's cock for the second time that night, and I could tell her rarely used pussy was wearing and becoming sore. I didn't want to deny her the pleasure of feeling my son's cock spurting his cum onto her cervix, but I was afraid she'd have to ask him to stop because it hurt too much. The cure occurred to me, and with an evil grin, I slid my finger in beside Johnny's cock to wet it and then I slipped it into Johnny's ass as I sucked a ball into my mouth and gently bit it.
The two new sensations shocked Johnny into an unexpected orgasm, and he grunted loudly as he filled my friend's tight pussy with his slippery spend. I knew I'd have to discuss what had happened when we were alone. He needed to know that a nearly forty-year-old woman's pussy wasn't the same as a teenager's or his horny mum's. And that pussies can and do wear out when an insatiable twenty-year-old is fucking them.
Patty was temporarily out of the game, so when Johnny got off her, I pushed Patty onto her back and then climbed between my son's legs so I could suck his cock. He groaned protestingly, but despite that, he stiffened in my mouth, and I guided him back into my sweet, tight pussy. We'd cooled our immediate needs, so this time, Johnny made love to me unhurriedly. He talked to me as he gently rocked his impressive tool inside my slippery pussy, telling me how beautiful I was. How desirable he found me, and how much he loved me.
I experienced a soft but profoundly felt orgasm before my son whispered, "I love you, Mom," and unloaded into me. It wasn't one that made me scream or rattled my bones, but it soothed my soul and requited my need for intimacy. Like many women, sex for me was often the price I paid to receive intimacy. Unlike it is for most women, my two protectors recognised that need, and they regularly ensured I was made to feel deep down in my soul how much they loved me. This was one of those times.
Johnny rolled off, and Patty took his place. Uncaring of his cum flowing out of my distended pussy, Patty, too, showed me how much she loved me by licking me to another emotionally powerful climax. I wanted to return the favour, but Patty declined, saying her poor pussy felt like someone had shoved a log up it.
I rolled and lay partially across my son's broad chest with my head tucked under his chin. Patty spooned against me, and we all slipped into a peaceful sleep.
I woke up on Sunday morning, alone in the bed. I blinked and shook my head before walking to the bathroom between my kids' bedrooms to take care of my typical waking up problem. They both have doors from their bedrooms into that room. Then, I walked naked to my bedroom and smiled. Sean lay entangled in a teenage girl pile. Kristy must have returned sometime last night and joined the frolicking on our marriage bed. Breasts, pussies, and nubile flesh abounded. Sean opened his eyes at my giggle and looked at me smugly.
I stifled laughter and put my dress in the hamper before getting in the shower. Kristy joined me as I washed my hair. She took over, and I luxuriated in her attention and the almost too-hot water and let the heat wash my tiredness and stiffness away.
My daughter moved my hair under the water to rinse the shampoo out, and when it was gone, she stated. "You've been working on Freddy."
I grinned at her. "I hope you enjoyed the changes I engineered in him?"
"I could date him now," Kristy said as she took my place under the water. I picked up the shampoo and returned the hair-washing favour. Once her hair was wet, Kristy continued. "But it was confusing last night. I kept expecting him to return to being diffident and childish, but he remained cool and calm despite some severe provocation from me. Then, as we walked past the Balmoral Hotel, some guys made some suggestive remarks. I guess I'm still tired from the trip, because I mouthed off at them, calling them pecker-dicks. Then they made the mistake of telling Freddy to muzzle his bitch."
I laughed because I'd done something similar one night I was out with Freddy.
"That wasn't funny, and what happened next was more weird than funny. Freddy confronted the drunk and told him to apologise, and the guy's face went white before he stammered that he was sorry. Then he grabbed his two mates and ran off. I've never been out with anyone except Dad, who could intimidate someone so completely without doing anything or saying much to them."
"Will you go out with Rick again?"
"Rick? Who's Rick?"
"Freddy," I explained. "As he became less of an immature wimp and more of a confident, dominant man, I decided Freddy was too childish for him, so I began calling him Rick. The girls all do, too."
"Oh." Kristy thought as she held her hands out to the sides so I could wash her body, and then she frowned and said, "You're right. He was an immature Freddy, but the new man is definitely a Rick."
"So, will you go out with him again?"
Kristy grinned and threw her arms around my neck. Kristy drew the letters out. "Maybe. What's he like in bed?"
"Freddy was an excellent lover before I taught him how to be the man for a submissive woman, but he used to be quite diffident. Not now. Now he takes charge and ensures I have many orgasms before he allows himself to get his. And even then, if he thinks I still need more, he uses his lips, tongue and fingers to give them to me. Rick still needs to learn that when I'm being bratty, it's because I need him to discipline me, but I didn't want to train him to be mine because I thought you'd want to train him to be yours."
"That sounds like a plan," Kristy mused as she rinsed the last of the suds from her hair and turned the water off. "Yeah, I'll date him and see where it leads."
I was thrilled, of course. Sean and I promised each other that we wouldn't interfere with who our kids dated unless their partners were abusive or narcissistic. However, that doesn't mean we didn't have opinions on who they should date. Gina was unknown to anyone in the family, but I knew they'd marry the first time Johnny brought her home. She fits into our family perfectly.
I have a pretty good track record in setting my friends up with the right partners. Caoimhe and Maddie, Patty and Charmaine, Jennifer and Aaron, and now my daughter and Freddy. That thought made me consider Penelope Squire. James had told me that Penelope had concentrated so much on her career in Queensland Health that she'd let her friendships wither and die, and that she was quite lonely. James thought Penelope spent too much time with him and not enough going out and socialising. I momentarily changed my thoughts to wonder why Penelope wasn't present the two times I visited James at his home.
Then Patty came home yesterday after having a brief fling with Penelope and said Penelope had broken up with Liz Donnelley from The Fontaine Clinic. I had an open invitation to visit and play with Liz, and I wondered if it wasn't time to call her and discover what she was like away from work.
I returned my thoughts to Penelope and considered who I knew who was gay and would be a suitable match for her. Then I laughed at myself. I knew precisely three confirmed lesbians. Juana, who has recently moved out of Kath's home and into a three-bedroom house in Carindale. The Australian government finally secured Juana's parents' release, and they would travel to Australia from an immigration camp in Brazil sometime in the next month. Penelope, whom I hadn't met, and Patty, of course.
I wrapped my hair in a towel, and then Kristy and I went to the main bathroom to blow-dry our hair. When we returned, only Sean remained in the bed. He lay on his back naked, and I licked my suddenly dry lips as I stared at his semen-encrusted shaft. However, as they always do, my husband's needs come first, and sleep was still his primary need, so I controlled my desire, dressed, and went downstairs.
I entered the kitchen and looked around, grinning when I saw Freddy sitting outside at the BBQ table and chatting with Kristy. I didn't see Johnny, and Gina must have caught my quizzical look.
"Johnny has a baby photoshoot to do for a new-mother's group. He won't be home until after one. Then we'll visit my parents and stay for dinner." I nodded, and she added, "Courtney called. She, Maddie and Caoimhe will have dinner here and stay the night. Charmaine and I already checked their rooms, and they're right to go."
Jennifer put her phone down. "I invited Aaron to dinner, Momma. Is that okay?"
"Of course it is," I replied. "But do you think he's ready for the sexual hijinks that occur here?"
"Well, if you promise to keep your panties on, Momma, we should be okay!"
"Cheeky wench!" I made as if to pick up a spatula and spank her.
Jennifer fled, squealing with mock terror. "Noooooooo!!!! Momma Bear wants to tan my hide!"
Everyone laughed as Jennifer returned and crossed to me. We hugged and kissed and then Jennifer picked her phone back up. She told Aaron to come over any time after 5:00 p.m. and then disconnected the call.
Patty and Charmaine were on breakfast, and they handed me an acai bowl and a steaming mug of black coffee. I smiled gratefully and took it outside to where Freddy and Kristy were. Freddy stood and greeted me by kissing my cheek and then waited for me to sit before retaking his seat.
He smiled. "Morning, Momma Bear."
I looked at him and said huffily, "Are you hinting that I'm getting fat, Freddy Singleton? Beware of how you reply, Mister Freddy, or you might end up short a nut!" But then I grinned and winked to show him I was only kidding.
"I swear you're the only mother I know who gets better looking every year."
"Nice save, Rick!" I grinned at him again and ate my breakfast.
The others soon joined us, and we chatted as we ate and enjoyed each other's company. The BBQ table seats ten, so we use that if everyone's home together, and it's not too hot or cold.
Patty left for the day. She and Penelope were meeting at their new offices again. Jennifer, Charmaine and Gina stripped and got in the hot tub, and Freddy and Kristy said they were going out and would return in time for dinner. Sean wasn't up yet, and I'd done my housework yesterday, so I undressed and got in the tub with the girls.
Sean staggered out about an hour later. I got out and made him a coffee as he laced up his running shoes. He drank it and said, "We're due at Pimble Prestige Cars and Utes at two o'clock. It'll take about twenty-minutes to drive there." He finished his coffee and walked out the front door.
I looked at the time and, seeing we had plenty of it, rejoined the girls in the tub. Sean returned about forty-five minutes later. He waved as he walked through the lounge and up the stairs, returning naked about five minutes later after taking a shower. Sean got in and, showing the strength that always makes my knees weak and my pussy wet, casually picked me up and lowered me onto his enormous, throbbing cock.
It slid into me, and I shuddered delightedly. It had been so long since I last had my husband's cock buried in my tight little pussy, and I relished it being inside me. Gina, Charmaine and Jennifer smiled happily before getting out. They kissed Sean and me lovingly before going inside.
"Sorry I didn't sleep with you last night, Katie. But the girls were insistent about thanking me for their cars."
I wriggled my bottom, seating Sean's cock against my cervix, and replied, "That's okay. They thanked me the same way earlier. You know how poor our girls are, and doing that was the only way they could show how much they love and appreciate us for all we do for them."
I mused about my girls before saying sadly, "They just don't know their worth yet. They believe all they do is take from us, but they give us so much more back than they realise. Friendship, love, and loyalty, to name just three. That misguided thought means they think the only way to balance what they feel is an unequal relationship is to pay us with sex. If they'd only realise all we want from them is what they give--their love and respect--they'd be much happier."
"You're giving Jennifer and Charmaine an allowance, right? For doing all the house and garden work?"
I nodded. "It gives them a little extra above the Youth Allowance they get from the government now."
"I thought they couldn't get anything because their parents made too much money?"
"I asked James's friend, Brian Haddin KC, to look into it for me. He had all three of them emancipated from their parents, which they didn't have to do because they're over eighteen and considered adults, but by forcing it through, Centrelink could no longer deny them the Youth Allowance. Especially since they no longer lived at home."
"I'm surprised those assholes in DHS didn't try to block them because we're even richer than the homes they came from."
I laughed. "Brian suggested he'd have a court order shoved so far up their asses they'd taste it if they even tried. Unless they were accusing us of living in a multiple marriage? And if they were, he'd shove a defamation lawsuit even further up their backsides."
Sean laughed. "I wish I'd been in DHS's offices to see their reaction when he said that!"
I grinned at him. "Having that KC after your name certainly puts the fear into public servants. I remember how quickly the uni backed down when he confronted them. Since then, to keep me shut up, they send me a new unit as soon as I return the current one."
My conversation stopped then because Sean gripped my breasts in his large, powerful hands and used them to lift me up and down his throbbing pole. At the bottom of my drop, Sean's cock rapped against my cervix, causing my eyes to roll back in delight. We were outside, so I bit my bottom lip to stifle my screams as an orgasm the size of Mount Kosciuszko blasted my mind and body to pieces. Sean's enormous member spurting against my cervix extended my climax, and I shuddered until his wilted member dropped out of me.
I sighed on the edge of tears. "I missed you, baby. Please don't leave me at home alone again. I need you. I need your firm hand on my sexy rudder to keep my course true. Without you, I spiral into ever more licentious behaviour."
Sean soothed me by holding me tightly and kissing where my neck meets my shoulders. "There's one more trip I need to do before Kristy will have her degree and be able to man the office on her own. Deutsche Bank UK wants me to consult on its investment programs. They're setting programs up for the UK market, and they want me to advise them on their best options. Unfortunately, it's another long one because I'll need at least six weeks to set everything up and bring them up to speed."
I sobbed, and he added, "I'm hoping James Squire will come in to manage Muggleton Consulting so you can take the trip with me. But if he won't, I'll have to take Kristy again. There's no one else, Katie. No one who can keep our clients happy until I return other than you."
'Hmm,' I thought. 'I'll just have to work my wiles on Mister James Squire, won't I? I am not staying at home this time!' "When?" I asked, taking control of my emotions.
"Not until spring in Europe. So late March, probably."
It was September now, so I had six months to convince James to manage our business for six weeks. I grinned at Sean and confidently said, "He'll do it even if I have to drag him here by his balls."
Sean laughed and offered, "Shower?"
"Sure. We need to get moving if we're to make it to Jackson's by two."
Johnny had picked Gina up while Sean and I were showering, so Jennifer, Charmaine, Sean, and I piled into Sean's Audi RS 6 Avant, and he drove us across town to Pimble Prestige Cars and Utes. The lot was closed, being a Sunday, but Jackson exited his office when we pulled up at the gate and let us in. We followed him into his office and took seats.
But we'd no sooner sat than Jackson asked, "Which one's Jennifer and which one's Charmaine?" The girls identified themselves, and he asked, "Would you like to see the cars I selected for you?"
Charmaine and Jennifer gripped each other's hands as tears threatened to flow again. They nodded, and we followed Jackson out to the reserved lot. The girls saw their cars and ran to them, squealing joyously. I clasped Sean's arm and squeezed it as tears fell from my eyes. To see my girls so happy was reward enough.
Jackson looked at us, grinned and shrugged. "I guess they're happy with them."
Sean laughed. "Ya think?"
Jackson mimed tossing a coin and then walked to Jennifer. I laughed because I knew the older man would find Jennifer's lush charms more enticing than Charmaine's smaller, more understated ones. I thought they were equally sexy, but then I would, right? Also, I doubt Sean would grumble about wanting the other if either was in his bed.
A few minutes later, Jackson finished showing Jennifer through her new Sportage and then suggested they take it for a test drive. Sean and I walked to Charmaine, who was still trying every button, figuring out what they did. I noticed there were no price tags on either car, and I guessed they were both more than what Sean suggested we pay, and he didn't want to embarrass the girls.
Jackson returned and then took Charmaine through her T-Roc's features before also taking her for a test drive. I heard Jackson teasing Charmaine about needing stilts to reach the pedals and Charmaine's answering laugh before they left.
Jennifer stayed in her new car until Charmaine returned, and then the girls met and exchanged hugs before they turned and ran to Sean and me. Charmaine leapt into my arms, while the larger Jennifer jumped into Sean's.
"Furthest I've run since high school," Jennifer joked as she covered Sean's face with kisses.
With my girls happy with their cars, we returned to Jackson's office to complete the paperwork. I'd have to phone the insurance agent on Monday to get the cars and girls put on a policy. We'd pay the insurance, but they needed to earn their insurance rating and lower their fees by having the policies in their names and having no claims. Fortunately, being girls, their rates would be lower than the same-aged boys'.
Jackson promised to have the cars registered and detailed in time to be picked up by the end of classes on Monday. Sean and I would meet them at the uni drop-off point and drive them over.
We returned home in time to beat everyone, including Johnny and Gina, who wouldn't be home at all. Sean grinned at me and casually bent me over our breakfast bar. He pulled my mini-skirt over my toned but curvaceous ass and smacked it firmly. I giggled and wiggled my butt, daring him to do his worst, but Sean turned the tables on me. He grabbed my wrists and gave one each to Jennifer and Charmaine, then he walked to the other side of the bench and took them back from the girls. Next, Sean pulled me partially onto the bench so my toes were off the ground and I was effectively stuck in that position.
With my husband's encouragement, Jennifer and Charmaine got wooden spoons out and started whacking my bottom. It stung, but as we all know, I adore being corporally punished, and despite the pain, my pussy lips opened like petals to the morning sun, and my juices flowed. When my cries reached a crescendo, Sean released my wrists as my girls grabbed them. They let me slide back until my feet were back on the ground. But by then, my husband was behind me again. He took my hands from the girls and pushed them up behind my back. Jennifer unzipped Sean, and Charmaine took his throbbing cock out before guiding it into my dripping pussy.
The girls yelled encouragement as Sean ploughed my juicy pussy vigorously. I was close, on the cusp of an orgasm, when the foyer door opened and Patty walked in with Penelope Squire. I didn't care, and neither did Sean. He continued fucking me with long, powerful strokes.



Patty laughed and said, "Well, Penelope, I warned you anything goes around here. However, I wasn't exactly thinking we'd walk into a full-blown orgy."
"We're only watching," Jennifer protested.
"And waiting our turns," Charmaine cheekily added.
I was too distracted to climax myself, but Sean was close, so I clenched my pulsing pussy around his thrusting shaft, and let him cum inside me. Sean roared as his poor, overused cock shot its load inside me. He pulled out and waved embarrassedly as he tucked himself away. Sean helped me pull down my skirt and get off the bench. The welts from the wooden spoons showed on my curved bottom, and I noticed Penelope eyeing them avariciously.
Sean had a shit-eating grin on his face as he approached Penelope. He put his hand out. "You're Penelope Squire, I assume. Welcome. I'm Sean."
Cool as a cucumber from the icebox, Penelope looked Sean directly in the eye as she took his hand. "You assumed correctly. My father speaks highly of you and your company, Sean. To impress the old goat and have him transfer most of his personal portfolio to your control, you must be exceptional."
Sean blushed modestly. "James and I competed for various investors many times. Some I won, some he did, but I always had the utmost respect for him."
"And he for you." Penelope turned to face me. She opened her arms, inviting a hug, which I gave her happily. She kissed my cheek and said, "My father adores you. He says it's almost as if you and my mother share a common soul. Until he met you, I worried James had little to live for and he was marking time until his death. Now I hear he's getting back in the saddle and coming to work for your company. He waxes lyrical about your two visits and how lucky Sean is to have such a formidable woman as his wife." She stopped as her emotions threatened to overwhelm her. Then, after a few ragged breaths, she added, "And he says I have you to thank for introducing me to Patty and her fellow doctors."
I frowned. Look, I don't mind taking credit where credit is due, but it seemed people were always overstating my contribution. I replied, "Thanks, but when James said you were looking to leave The Princess Alexandra hospital all I did was suggest he told you about Patty's centre needing another doctor to keep up with demand and to get you to call her. Then I explained that the reason Patty hadn't already advertised for someone to join them was that they couldn't fit another doctor's room where they are. Your father, Patty, and yourself did the rest."
Penelope laughed. "Patty and Dad said you'd refuse to accept responsibility for getting the ball rolling. I suppose you had nothing to do with Andrew Amina and his business partner renting office space in our new office block either?"
I shook my head again. "Akiti Amina came into our office looking for a loan. We chatted over tea because I liked him, and before Andrew left, James came in. I introduced them, and the rest was up to them."
When I said that, everyone but me laughed and shook their heads disbelievingly.
Patty said, "Katie, that's always been you. You say the right thing to the right person, and suddenly a friendship blossoms. You talk to two people, and suddenly they become friends, and there are two fewer lonely people in the world. Then you go off on your merry way, never realising the impact you have on people's lives. Look at me. When I turned up at your place drunk as a skunk, you could have easily sobered me up and sent me home. Instead, you took me in and sheltered my broken heart until it could mend. Then you introduced me to James, who changed my future, and Charmaine, who will change my life."
Patty laughed joyously before adding, "Yet you'll say you did nothing except be my friend and that I did the rest myself. You'll even deny what you've done and are doing for Jennifer, Gina and Charmaine, saying anyone with a heart and the money and room to do it would have done the same. But they wouldn't have, Katie, and you know that even if you refuse to acknowledge it."
I shrugged. There wasn't anything to say. They saw things as they thought they were, and I knew my motivations. I turned my attention to James's daughter. I inspected her with a practised eye. Tall, with naturally greying light-brown hair. A severe mien prevented from looking sour by the laugh-lines around her eyes and the corners of her mouth. Intelligent, bright blue eyes that saw everything. A slender body that resembled Patty's but didn't have Patty's lean muscles. I wondered whether Penelope smoked and drank coffee instead of eating when she went through medical school. When I got to know her, it turned out I was right in that assumption.
Penelope had small breasts that sagged a little, probably because of a poorly fitting bra. She had dressed in slacks and a turtleneck top. Plain flat dress shoes adorned her feet. Everything about her said steady doctor. However, I knew if she'd let me make her over, Penelope would be at least as beautiful as her late mother.
Patty and Jennifer offered to make dinner, and Sean said he needed to return to the office and catch up on his correspondence, leaving Patty, Penelope and me. It had gotten a little chilly, so I popped open a bottle of wine and we took seats in the lounge.
The three of us sat and talked, feeling each other out for common ground and whether we could be friends. I decided immediately we could be, but my overt sexuality intimidated Penelope, and it took her a little longer to relax in my company. A risqué comment I'd made about Patty and my son getting it on seemed to do it. I doubt James had told her my family was incestuous, like hers, and the hint in my comment was that Patty and I had shared my son's affections together. That knowledge relaxed Penelope, and our friendship grew from there.
Courtney, Maddie and Caoimhe arrived at the same time Jennifer announced dinner was ready. I made the introductions and sent Charmaine to get Sean. We'd just sat down when Kristy called to say she was staying the night with Freddy. I laughed and teased her about getting some 'Rick Dick' and then told her to have fun.
Sean sat at the head of the table, looking almost as smug as he had when I entered our bedroom this morning and saw him in a teenage girl pile. He was the only man among eight women. Seeing his self-satisfied look, I leant over and whispered, "Eight women and only three of them aren't lesbians. And of the three who aren't, one is unavailable because she's married to your friend. Must be hell for you to know I can and will have sex with all of them, but you get just me and Jennifer."
"Bitch!" Sean chuckled, adjusting his pants.
I grinned at him and looked around the table. It was good to have my man home, and all was good in my world. I knew Sean and I would have adventures together, and I even had some idea what they'd be.

The End of Chapter 1

Next. Chapter 2: Eugenie Matson.
Eugenie Matson calls and summons Sean and me to her mansion. She'd waited long enough to have us, and would not be denied for a moment longer.
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Stuck Tales: Trapped Brother.

Eighteen-year-old Anya Taylor looked down at her slender body despairingly. Puberty had finally come to the teenager, but she still had no tits, and there was barely even the sign of them coming in. Tiny, boyish-looking nipples. A flat belly with no resemblance to a womanly curve yet, and a pussy covered with a bit of peach fuzz and not much more. 'If only it were black like Mum's,' Anya thought. She sighed. Her friend Jamie had breasts like high, firm apples on her chest, and Jamie's nipples were like pencil erasers on those delicious mounds. Anya adored her best friend, but hated her, too. The bitch had everything Anya wanted, including her older brother's affections.
Leo, Anya's brother, was a high school senior and a star on the school's track team. He'd won several national titles in the 400m and 800m, and had many girls, including Jamie, swarming over him. Jamie was the only one of Anya's friends who Leo paid any attention to, and Anya knew it was because of Jamie's enormous tits.
Anya sighed again as she lay back on her bed. She lifted her heels until they were under her small, tight ass. Anya competed in track, too, although without the success of her older brother. She was better than average, just not to her brother's standard. Anya wanted to try gymnastics, but being taller than average for a woman, that wasn't possible. Thinking about her brother, Anya let her fingers wander over her stiff nipples, absently pulling and twisting them in the hope they'd take the hint and grow. Tingles swept through Anya's body to her corn kernel-sized clitoris as she tugged on her nipples. It made her pussy warm and wet, and her juices flowed even as Anya's hands wandered lower.
That was another unfair thing! No shape at all, but an overactive sex drive and a virgin pussy that ached to be touched and demanded constant attention. It was worse! After she and Jamie had masturbated each other after school one day, Anya's own fingers never quite satisfied her any more. Jamie was coming over this afternoon, and during their nightly WhatsApp conversations, the girls had agreed to further experimentation. Jamie promised to lick Anya's pussy so long as Anya did the same to hers.
Anya fingered her virgin pussy, touching her pristine clit with her index finger while spinning another finger around her unblemished entrance. It felt good, but not good enough to get there. She pictured her brother. Leo was in their garage, which their father had converted into a home gym. He was using the free weights wearing nothing but runners and shorts, and his long, leanly muscled body glistened with sweat. Sweat ran between his pecs, emphasising their perfection.
Leo's shorts front had its typical bulge, and he smiled at his little sister as she knelt before him. Smiled and then moaned when Anya pulled his shorts down and did... something. Anya wasn't sure what, but Leo would love it, and it'd make them both cum.
The image was enough, and with a stifled squeal, Anya climaxed, her youthful body trembling as her orgasm rattled through her. Anya opened her eyes and smiled. One was never enough, and she imagined later this afternoon when Jamie got here. Of course, Jamie would make goo-goo eyes at Leo and try to flirt, and Leo, the asshole he was, would smile winningly as he stared at Jamie's enormous chest, all the while ignoring his little sister, who was the same age.
But then Anya would drag Jamie away, and they'd go to Anya's room and lock the door. Then, using Jamie's freer internet access, the girls would find some yummy boy porn they could watch and learn what to do with boys. Jamie, the bitch, would constantly compare the guys to Leo, and Anya, despite agreeing, would have to pretend the comparison disgusted her.
Anya recalled her last visit with Jamie. They were having a sleepover, and Anya was even hornier than usual, as she often was just before her period. They were sitting cross-legged side-by-side wearing just their singlets and panties, watching a porno featuring a fake Jenna Ortega, who was their favourite celebrity crush. Anya had leant over to see better, and her elbow rubbed across her friend's nipple. Jamie bit her bottom lip and moaned, making Anya's eyes widen. She 'accidentally' did it again and got the same result. Anya tentatively put her hand on Jamie's thigh, and when she didn't move or object, slid it towards Jamie's pussy.
Jamie started panting and leant back to give Anya better access, and emboldened by that, Anya slipped her hand inside Jamie's panties and fingered her clit. Jamie moaned as she stared at Anya's hand sliding under her panties, but she didn't object, so Anya shifted to gain better access. Anya got on her hands and knees to Jamie's side, facing her breasts. Then she pulled Jamie's panties aside and eased her fingers onto her friend's pussy. Anya straddled Jamie's clit with her two fingers as she liked to do with her own, and then she stroked them along Jamie's wet slit and touched her entrance.
It only took a dozen strokes before Jamie's head fell back and she moaned, her wetness coating Anya's fingers. Jamie shuddered for several minutes before she opened her eyes and smiled at her friend. Then Jamie encouraged Anya to lie on her back between her legs. Jamie rucked Anya's singlet up, exposing Anya's stiff little nipples, and then slid her fingers inside Anya's boy-cut panties and onto her wet slit. Jamie fingered Anya the same way Anya did her with a similar result. It took less than a dozen strokes before Anya moaned and creamed on Jamie's fingers.
The friends said nothing about this encounter and moved back to sitting cross-legged, watching Jamie's phone. Only this time they watched YouTube shorts featuring people dancing to their favourite songs. The young girls discussed everything except what they'd done until Anya's mother arrived to take her home.
Jamie whispered, "I hope we can do that again when I come over next week."
"Me, too," Anya replied, relieved her friendship hadn't been damaged by what they'd done.
Remembering how her pussy felt as Jamie fingered it and recalling how Jamie's clit felt on her fingers crashed Anya into another orgasm, but she was still horny. She looked at her phone and saw she needed to shower and dress before Jamie got there. Almost hoping to get caught by Leo, Anya walked naked to the bathroom. She showered, being careful not to wet her long blonde hair, dried herself off, and then strutted back to her room, still totally naked. To no avail! Anya could hear the clank-clank of Leo picking up and putting down weights, but he didn't come out of the garage.
Disappointed, Anya dressed in super-tight stretch denim booty shorts that left her lower ass cheeks exposed and a thin white cotton singlet. The singlet left no doubt she was braless, but then she had nothing to fill one out with, anyway.
Anya heard Jamie's mother's car pulling into their driveway, so she walked to the door and opened it. She waved to Mrs Curtis as she backed out and then hugged and kissed her friend.
"Where's Leo?" Jamie asked, looking around.
Anya rolled her eyes. "In the weights room trying to get buff, as usual."
Jamie's eyes glowed, and she smiled. "I guess I should say hello."
Anya rolled her eyes again. I mean, could the bitch be any more obvious? She just wanted to shake her massive titties in Leo's face and make him drool, which the bastard would do!
They walked across the lounge to the internal door to the garage. Jamie looked at Anya with wide, gleeful eyes and mimed shushing her. She opened the door, trying not to make Leo aware that they were there. Leo lay on his back on the weight bench doing bench presses. His feet were closest to the garage door, and the girls could see up Leo's shorts and see his balls outlined through his shorts' built-in underwear. Because they were standing, Leo's significant bulge showed on the front of his shorts.
Leo finished his reps and placed the bar back on the stand. He'd just got it on when Jamie called, "Hey, Leo. Looking good there, handsome!"
Startled, Leo sat up without thinking and banged his forehead on the weights bar. "Fuck!" He swore, rubbing his forehead. "Jaysus, Jamie! Don't scare me like that!"
"Sorry," Jamie replied, although she clearly wasn't. But showing fake concern, she walked to Leo. She smiled coquettishly. "I could rub it better for you." Jamie reached for Leo's groin, but Leo caught her hand before she could grab his dick.
Leo shook his head and said drily, "I banged my forehead, not my nuts."
Jamie winked. "But everything feels better after a good groin massage."
"You're too young to even think about stuff like that." However, Leo's eyes never left Jamie's enormous chest.
Jamie whined, "I'll be nineteen in three months."
"Yeah, and yet you still look like being jailbait."
Jamie stomped her foot. "I'm not a child, and I wish people would stop treating me like one!"
Leo leered at her chest. "Well, at least one part of you isn't!"
"Fuck you, asshole!" Jamie spat. She took Anya's hand. "Anya and I will fuck in her bedroom. You can sit here and have a wank thinking about it!"
Jamie grabbed Anya's wrist, and they ran to Anya's bedroom, locking the door before jumping on the bed.
"Your brother's off my list!"
"List of what?"
"Those I will let fuck me!"
"Wait," Anya said. "This is like a hypothetical list, right? You're still a virgin like me?"
Jamie shook her head smugly. "Not since the day after my eighteenth birthday."
"It wasn't Leo, was it?"
Jamie shook her head again. "No. I mean until before, I would have let him. But not now, the disgusting lech! Drooling over my tits and then calling me jailbait. Fuck him! Or rather, I won't!"
Anya thought she'd like to fuck Leo, but she couldn't see any way to make it happen.
Jamie fumed before bringing her phone out. "Your internet still has the parental lock on it, yeah?" Anya nodded. "Okay, I found a porn clip purporting to be your namesake, Anya Taylor-Joy. Wanna watch it with me?"
"Sure."
Jamie propped Anya's pillows up and leant back against them. She parted her nubile thighs and patted the bed. "Sit between my thighs like last time so we can watch together?"
Her heart pounding, Anya moved to where Jamie had shown her and leant back against her friend. Jamie put her arms around Anya's chest and queued the clip. It came on, and the girls watched for several minutes.
Anya protested. "She looks nothing like Anya Taylor-Joy."
"She's as tiny as you with not even A-cups, though, yet she still took that guy's massive cock up her cunt. I bet you could do that. I bet you'd love something that big up you."
Anya shook her head. "Hell no!" She undid her shorts and pulled them down. Then she daringly took Jamie's index finger and touched it to her hymen. "There's no way it fits in there!"
As Anya hoped, Jamie fingered her entrance before adding a second finger and sliding them along Anya's slit and onto her button. Anya's breath hitched before she expelled it raggedly. Having someone else touch your pussy was much better than doing it yourself. Anya turned her head and kissed beneath Jamie's chin.
Jamie craned her head to look at her friend. The kiss shocked her way more than Anya putting her (Jamie's) finger on her hymen. Fingering each other's slits was only a bit of mutual masturbation. The kiss suggested something more, but then, Jamie saw the naked fear in her friend's eyes, and her heart went out to her. Anya may have acted from instinct or because she wanted to fuck instead of masturbate, but she feared her friend's reaction. Jamie closed her eyes and kissed her slender friend.
Anya moaned into her mouth, and Jamie felt Anya's hand on her breast. Did she want to go this far? She didn't know, but she was horny. Seeing Leo's tight balls and sizeable package barely covered by his running shorts had her motor revving, Jamie let Anya's hand explore by itself momentarily until she took it and guided it onto her nipple. She showed Anya how she liked her nipples being gently rolled between forefinger and thumb, and then she caressed Anya's flat buds.
Anya moaned again, and she tentatively kissed her friend again. The kiss was sloppy, with too much saliva and tongue. Jamie shook her head. "Anya, have you ever kissed anyone except your parents and brother?"
Anya blushed. "No, only you just now."
"That's okay," Jamie soothed. "We all have to start somewhere. Let me scoot down so we can lie on our sides, facing each other." The girls did that, and then Jamie said, "First, make sure your lips are not dry but also not sloppy, okay?" Anya nodded. "Then, keeping them firm, press them to mine and suck lightly." Anya did that. When their kiss broke, Jamie added, "That's where we start. Next, kiss me with your lips still firm but slightly parted. Then, as you feel me respond, send your tongue out and touch my lips and teeth with it. You're hoping I respond and let your tongue into my mouth."
Anya tried that, and she felt a thrill when Jamie moaned and let her tongue inside her mouth. She blinked when Jamie's tongue lifted and met hers. It felt good, so Anya swirled her tongue over Jamie's. Anya couldn't believe how wet the kiss made her, and she wanted more. A touch on her slender body. Fingers maybe? Lips seemed better. Lips on her chest buds and then lower. She moaned as their kiss lengthened, and her desire to feel Jamie's touch on her changed to wanting to please Jamie. Anya's kiss became passionate, and her hands kneaded Jamie's nearly C-cup breasts as her thumbs strummed her nipples.
Anya pleaded, "I want to lick you."
"I want you to," Jamie panted. "Let's get naked and explore."
Anya swiftly pulled her singlet off, which was all she was wearing, having divested her shorts earlier. She avidly watched as Jamie pulled her T-shirt over her head and reached behind her back to undo her bra. Anya's mouth went dry as her friend's B-cups bounced into view. Then, Jamie rolled onto her back and pulled off her miniskirt and panties, exposing a thick mat of curly black pubic hair. Jamie's pubes were wet and matted around her entrance.
Anya had no idea what she was doing, but Jamie and she had watched lots of porn together, and it didn't seem too difficult. Anya lay on her tummy between Jamie's raised knees. She looked at her friend's glistening pussy and breathed in its smell. Jamie's pussy smelled sweet and musky, and it made Anya want to taste it. With a needful moan, Anya lowered her mouth onto Jamie's entrance and licked. Jamie's bottom immediately lifted from the bed as her hands gripped her friend's head. Jamie moaned as she held Anya against her pussy, encouraging her friend to continue.
Anya couldn't believe Jamie's reaction to that simple lick. Perhaps Jamie was as horny as she was? She licked again and then thought if having fingers on your slit felt good, a tongue would be better. She slid her tongue up her friend's groove and touched it to Jamie's button.
"Oh, Gawd!" Jamie moaned. "Yes! Right there! OMG, suck it, please!"
Happy to follow instructions because she didn't know what she was doing, Anya did as Jamie asked. But then she had Jamie's clit in her mouth, and it seemed redundant just to suck it, so Anya bathed it with her tongue.
"Oh_My_Gawd!" Jamie groaned, stringing out every letter. "Oh, Lawd, do that more, please!"
Delighted by her friend's avid response, Anya sucked harder and swirled her tongue over Jamie's clit. Jamie's hips lifted and lowered as if meeting her lover's thrusts, making Anya have to nod her head to stay in contact with her pussy. Anya's neck started hurting from her exertions, and her friend seemed to take forever to climb over her peak. Anya wanted to get Jamie there--to give her an orgasm, but she didn't know what else to do. No instructions from Jamie, only moans as her hips undulated and she squeezed her breasts while pinching her nipples.
Anya's imagination created what Jamie needed. If Jamie wasn't a virgin, then maybe she needed something inside her to orgasm? Anya didn't know, but she slid a finger into her friend's pussy, anyway. Jamie's heightened response encouraged the young virgin, and following what she'd seen in the porn they watched, Anya rotated her hand so it was palm up, and then curled her finger back. She felt a rough spot on the front wall of Jamie's pussy, and curious, she rubbed her fingertip over it. Jamie bucked, her hips thrashing up to meet Anya's finger, so Anya stroked that spot again.
"Ohhhhhhhhh, Gaaaaaaawwwwwwwwddddddddd!" Jamie moaned as her orgasm hit and her pussy clenched around Anya's invading finger as her juices flooded out, soaking her young friend's hand. Anya continued licking, but Jamie pushed her head away. "Too sensitive, baby. Let my poor pussy rest for a bit and then I'll do you, okay?"
Anya nodded eagerly and got onto her knees. An impulse washed over her, and she leant forward and kissed her friend's lips. Jamie returned the kiss eagerly, and she pinched Anya's tiny nipples as she pulled her friend closer. Jamie slid down until Anya lay on her. Then she cupped the slender woman's athletically muscular ass and squeezed her against her pussy. Jamie felt the heat from Anya's pussy against hers, and Jamie's arousal soared. She moaned into Anya's mouth and lifted her knees and wrapped her legs around Anya's hips. Jamie thrust her pussy up at Anya and then pulled back and did it again.
It felt good, but when their pussy lips were apart, Jamie felt strangely bereft. There had to be a better way to stimulate each other's pussy without creating a gap to crash them against each other. Jamie lowered her left leg and then forced her knee between Anya's thighs. She lifted her leg until she felt the heat and wetness of her friend's pussy against it and then she rubbed it against Anya's vulva.
Anya moaned into Jamie's mouth again, and she shifted so their pussies mashed together. The feeling of her friend's furry vagina against hers caused Anya to moan again, and she instinctively ratcheted her hips to create more friction.
"Oh, Gawd," Jamie moaned as she fell back.
Anya copied her, and the girls grabbed each other's thighs as they scissored their pussies together. The heat and wetness from each pussy drove the girls towards their peaks until, with matching stifled squeals, the girls orgasmed. As the two friends shuddered with their pussies mashed together, the cycle started again, with Jamie rubbing her clit against Anya's. Fingers dug into nubile thighs as the girls forced their pussies together as tightly as possible. They were almost at their peaks again when they heard Leo yelling from the garage.
"Anya?! Are you fucking deaf? I need help!"
Scared something bad had happened, Anya didn't bother pulling her clothes on; she just ran for the garage. She crashed through the door with Jamie hot on her heels. The girls stumbled to a stop. Leo still lay on the weights bench with his right hand above his head, seemingly stuck on something under the weights bar. He'd wriggled down, trying to pull his hand out, which had wedgied his running shorts up his ass and pulled them over his cock and balls. The girls gasped as their hands flew to their mouths.
Leo lifted his head, and realising the girls were without clothes, his thick cock began lengthening and stiffening. Blood flowed into it until it stood stiff and proud. Jamie looked at Anya, who stared wide-eyed at her brother's softly bouncing dick.
"Don't just stand there gawping, help me!"
Jamie asked, "What the fuck are you doing?"
"Oh, you know. Just hanging around. What the fuck do you think I'm doing? My watch strap is stuck in the weight stand's stays. When I tried to pull my hand out, the bar rolled back, and now my wrist is trapped beneath it."



"So you're not shitting us?"
Exasperated, Leo said, "Does it fucking look like I'm shitting you?"
"Why is your cock out and stiff?"
"Why are your cunts wet and uncovered?"
"We were fucking on Anya's bed. Jellie much?"
"Of my sister? Eww! Are you sick?"
"Oh bullshit! I've seen how your eyes follow Anya's ass everywhere. You think her cute little butt is the sexiest you've seen, and I bet when you have a wank, you imagine my tits and her ass."
"Whatever! Help me get out."
"No. You were rude to me earlier, so why should I help you now?"
"Because I'm stuck and my fucking wrist hurts!"
"No, fuck you. You won't even apologise for calling me a little kid. Anya and I are going back to her room to fuck some more. We'll leave the door open so you can hear us fucking."
Leo sighed. He really was trapped where he was, and his wrist ached. Leo worried that blood had been cut off from flowing into his hand because his fingers had pins and needles. He had tried everything to escape, but his weaker left arm just wasn't strong enough to lift the barbel, and when he tried to pull his arm out, he'd somehow wedged his wrist in further.
He opened his mouth to say sorry and beg them to release him, but Jamie said, "Look at your sister's sweet ass, Leo. You can see her little chocolate star and her juicy entrance. Watch me play with her little clitty."
Leo lifted his head and saw Jamie had bent Anya over with her ass pointing at him. Jamie's right hand held his sister's taut ass cheeks apart as her left hand reached past Anya's hip and held her vulva open. Leo could see his sister's hymen, and he groaned. He closed his eyes, disgusted that he found his sister's body so enticing, but even with his eyes closed, all Leo could see was Jamie's fingers opening his sister's pussy.
It got worse because Jamie released Anya and pulled Leo's running shorts off. As guys do these days, Leo had waxed all the hair on his back, shoulders, chest, stomach and pelvis off. The technician offered to do his sack and crack, too, but Leo was too scared of his embarrassing erection to let her do it, despite that she'd 'accidentally' run her hand over it several times. He shaved those areas himself.
"Jamie! What the fuck?" But then he groaned. Jamie had wrapped her hand around his shaft, and she was jacking it softly. He felt Jamie's warm breath on his glans, and then his cock slid into a warm, wet mouth. 'She's definitely done that before,' Leo thought confusedly. 'Maybe I dismissed her too quickly earlier.' He moaned again when he felt Jamie's nose against his abdomen. He thought, 'Yup, she most surely has!' But then his blood ran cold.
"Your turn," Jamie said brightly after taking Leo's cock out of her mouth.
"No!" Leo yelled.
He tried to kick his legs to keep Jamie and his sister off, but Jamie laughed throatily and sat on his knees.
Jamie pointed at Leo's throbbing cock. "Go on, Anya. You know you want to, and a stiff cock tells no lies. Your brother wants his sister's sweet little mouth on his gigantic dick."
Anya looked at her friend. She couldn't be serious, could she? Surely, she was only joking, but then she looked at Leo's throbbing cock. Jamie still held it in her hand, and as she pumped it, a drop of precum would ooze from its eye and run down to her hand. Anya licked suddenly dry lips and dropped to her knees beside her brother's hips.
She looked up at Jamie beseechingly. "I don't know what to do."
"Start by licking it like a lollipop and then take it in your mouth and suck like it's an ice block."
Anya lowered her head.
"Anya, no!" Leo yelled, trying to shift his hips, but unable to because Jamie held his knees together.
"Ignore him," Jamie purred, her arousal heavy in her voice. "He wants you to, but has to pretend he's unwilling in case someone finds out he had incestuous sex with his sister."
That brought Anya up short, and she hesitated, but just then Jamie squeezed Leo's shaft, and another dollop of precum slid from his cock's eye. Anya looked at it, fascinated. She licked her lips, wondering what it tasted like. Another drop slid down Leo's shaft to Jamie's hand, and Anya lowered her head and stuck her tongue out, tasting the creamy substance.
'Salty and slimy, nothing like anything I've tasted before,' she thought. She tried another bit as more oozed from her brother's cock. 'I like it,' her thoughts added before she lowered her head, opened her mouth, and took Leo's glans into her mouth.
"No, Anya, please. You mustn't!"
'But I must,' Anya thought. 'I've gone too far now, so I may as well go the whole way.' She knew men 'came', but didn't know what that meant. Anya had seen men cumming on women's faces in the porn she watched with Jamie, but she thought it was staged for the camera. Surely women didn't want that, did they? Anya shivered, imagining her brother spitting his cum onto her face like that. 'Yeah, I see why the women would let the man do that,' she thought. But whatever, if Leo's cumming meant more of his delicious slimy seed, Anya was up for it! She sucked harder and then thought she'd try swirling her tongue over like she had with Jamie's clit. Leo's answering groan told Anya he loved her doing that, so she did it again.
"Anya, please. You're my sister, and I can't cum in your mouth, but if you don't stop right now, I will!"
Anya hummed around Leo's glans. Him cumming in her mouth sounded divine. Driven by lust and instinct, Anya pushed Jamie's hand out of the way and gripped her brother's thick shaft. She remembered what Jamie did and pumped Leo's cock as she swirled her tongue over his glans.
"Noooooooo," Leo moaned protestingly. "Oh Gawd. Oh Gawd. Oh Gawd. I don't want to, but I can't help it, and I can't stop!"
His nuts clamped against his shaft as his prostate cramped, spilling their twin loads into Leo's shaft and sending it spurting into his sister's mouth.
"Eek!" Anya squeaked when the first spurt hit her tongue and the back of her throat. She swallowed just in time to receive Leo's second and third spurts. She swallowed those, too, before taking his cock out of her mouth and letting the last few ejaculations splash onto her face. It felt naughty and dirty, and made her sweet little pussy gush. She continued working her brother's shaft, and was surprised when it only partially deflated before roaring back to full erectness.
She looked around at Jamie, who giggled at her and said, "My turn!"
Anya released her brother's cock and stood. She watched, mouth agape, as her friend straddled Leo's hips and lowered her pussy onto his cock. She slid down his pole until her voluptuous ass rested on Leo's balls.
"Oh, Gawd," Leo said resignedly. "I'm in so much trouble. If your father doesn't kill me, mine will!" He moaned as he lifted his head to stare disbelievingly at the minx on his cock and his little sister standing beside them, watching and masturbating. He thought, 'If Mum comes home early, she'll kill me before the dads have a chance to.'
Jamie rode Leo reverse-cowgirl, and Leo could see his dick sliding into her sweltering pussy and then reappearing. He groaned, shut his eyes and dropped his head back. Watching his cock entering the eighteen-year-old was too stimulating. He thought, 'Knowing my luck, I'll cum in her, and she won't be on the pill.'
It didn't take long for Jamie to peak. She bit her bottom lip to stop her climax cries and then got off. Then, Jamie looked over her shoulder. "Changing positions. Keep your eyes closed."
"Whatever," Leo muttered. He thought only luck had prevented him from cumming in Jamie this time, and he certainly didn't want to watch her pussy sliding onto his pole a second time lest he lost it and filled her with his cum.
Jamie, grinning broadly and with her eyes sparkling mischievously, motioned Anya closer and then motioned for her to climb onto her brother. Anya shook her head vigorously. Sucking her brother off was naughty enough. Letting him have her virginity? No way! But Jamie was insistent, and she reached down to rub Anya's little clit. Anya bit her lip to stop from moaning, and with her libido raging, allowed Jamie to drag her over close to her brother's hips.
With her will crumbling, Anya shook her head in denial even as she swung her leg over Leo's reclined body. Jamie held Leo's cock and Anya's hip, guiding her onto her brother's turgid penis. She whispered, "It'll sting a little as he breaks your hymen, but after that, it'll feel better than you can believe."
Anya lowered her bottom until she felt Leo's rock-hard cock pressing against her entrance. Then, scared, she tried to lift off, but before she could, Jamie pushed down on her shoulders. Leo's penis shredded her hymen and roared up her slick, tight passage until Anya's bottom hit his pelvis.
Unable to control herself, Anya yelped when her hymen broke, and her brother's eyes flew open as he lifted his head. He looked at Anya disbelievingly before his eyes dropped to where their bodies joined.
"Oh, fuck, Anya! I am so dead. When Mum and Dad find out, they'll ground you until you're fifty, but they'll never believe I didn't instigate it, and they'll kill me!" Then his head dropped, and he groaned as he thrust up into his sister. Her pussy was so incredibly hot and tight around his dick that he couldn't believe it.
"Ride him," Jamie suggested. "Put your hands in the middle of his chest and your feet on the ground and lift up and down his cock as you move your hips back and forth."
It took several goes before Anya found her rhythm, but she was soon gliding up and down her brother's lengthy pole as she ratcheted her hips back and forth. If she got the angle right, Leo's cock hit a spot inside her that sent her scampering towards her peak faster than she ever had before.
She hit it, and with an ear-piercing scream, orgasmed on her brother's cock. Her fluids gushed from her pussy, bathing Leo's balls with her womanly cum and washing her hymen blood from her vulva. Anya shuddered on Leo's cock, and then she heard him groan protestingly.
"Oh, no! Ugh, ugh, ugh, ugh, ugh." Leo unloaded into his sister's devirginised pussy. "Fuck! You'd better be on the pill or we're so fucked!"
"I am," Anya answered. "Mum took me to the doctor when I had my first period."
She slid off her brother onto shaky legs. Leo and she stared at Leo's blood and semen-covered cock disbelievingly. They said almost the same thing simultaneously.
"I can't believe you did that." "I can't believe I did that."
They both shook their heads.
"Come on," Jamie said brightly. "Time to get Leo free and you into the shower."
Between them, the girls were just strong enough to lift the weights high enough for Jamie to unhook his watch strap and free his hand. Jamie flexed it, seeing if there was any damage. There didn't seem to be, but it throbbed as the blood flowed back in.
He pulled his watch off and said, "Last time I wear a watch while doing weights." He looked at Anya concernedly. "You okay, Sis? Not going to freak out at me or become obsessed and start stalking me?"
Anya stayed mute, but she shook her head. She loved how Leo's cock felt inside her, and she hoped he'd want to do it again, but accepted he was probably more freaked out than her. Anya let Jamie drag her to the bathroom and into the shower. The girls played with each other in there until they both had an orgasm, and then returned to Anya's bedroom and got dressed.
Anya's parents returned not long after that, and the girls returned to being typical eighteen-year-old girls for their benefit.
Nothing was said during dinner or until they went to bed. The girls had just begun a little mutual exploration when Anya's door silently opened and Leo slipped into the room.
"May I join you?"

The End.
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Present Day...
Ben sat back and looked at his two remaining housemates. "Well, that went well," he said sarcastically. The person applying for the housemate position had just stormed out when Ben said the house and pool area were clothing optional, although he preferred people stick to skinny dipping and wore clothes when inside. If they were naked inside, he expected them to put towels down before they sat.
"You just want to see my tits," the woman, Erica, fumed as she stood.
Emily cooly replied, "Ben doesn't because he has mine to look at, Nigel doesn't because he's gay. I do, but only because I want to see if your nipples really do touch your pussy hairs like I suspect they do."
The woman stormed out.
"Four applicants, four duds. Not one of them is even close to fitting in with the shenanigans that occur in this place," Ben bemoaned.
He realised he'd gotten lucky with his first four flatmates. Other than Gloria, a lover's daughter who asked if Ben would supply a room for her wayward daughter, Ben had taken the first three people to apply. The five housemates got on... well... like a house on fire. But with Sarah marrying Leroy Loggins, and Gloria marrying Barry Corcoran, and both moving out to live with their new husbands, Ben needed to refill the empty rooms because he needed the income renting them out gave him. Hence the need to run an ad and interview for new housemates.
Ben sighed and looked at the next applicant. "Luna Willow? Sounds like a new-age hippie. Probably a rabid feminist to boot. Just what we fucking need."
Emily looked at the applicant sheet. "One of her references is Gloria, though. I doubt Gloria would recommend someone she didn't think would fit in."
"That's true," Nigel said musingly as he read the application.
There was a knock on the door, and Nigel got up to open it. His eyes bugged out of his head as a miniature whirlwind blew into the house. A tiny girl, not even 150 cm tall and weighing less than 45 kg, pushed past Nigel into the hall. Her massive breasts were delightfully displayed in a backless, halter-neck crop-top that only just covered her thick nipples, which poked her top out lewdly. A pair of micro-booty-shorts covered her firm, rounded ass minimally, and at least 7-in strappy sandals adorned her dainty feet.
"Which room's mine?" Luna asked, turning back to look at Nigel.
Nigel shook his head, overwhelmed by the tiny dervish before him. "We're doing the interviews in the kitchen. I assume you're Luna?"
"I am. But why do I need an interview? Gloria said to drop in and Ben will give me her old room."
Nigel shook his head again. "Umm, I guess to see if you'll fit in?"
Luna laughed and boldly reached her hand out to cup Nigel's enormous wang. To her delight, it started swelling in her hand. She jacked it a few times before letting it go. "It's as big as Gloria said it was. Yay! It'll never fit in my tiny pussy, though. Lucky for you, I love anal, and you're gay, right? So that will be better for you!"
Nigel opened the kitchen door, bemused. Luna would fit in all right. It would be just like Gloria had never left. Nigel adjusted his stiff cock and followed Luna into the room. Then he grinned as Luna marched straight to Emily. The diminutive woman clasped Emily's cheeks and kissed her right on the lips, even daring to use some tongue.
"Darling Emily, you're as beautiful and lush as Gloria described. I hear you've almost netted your man? Don't worry, I won't try to take him off you because his cock's too big and all it would do is hurt."
Luna released Emily and plonked herself in Ben's lap. She kissed the fifty-one-year-old as passionately as she had Emily. "Ben Stokes, you silver fox! Gloria told me you were a handsome devil who would make my knees weak and my pussy wet, and I can tell you, she wasn't wrong! When are we going to fuck?" Luna looked around. "I have little, and it's all in my car. Which one's my room so I can start moving in?"
Ben looked at Luna wonderingly and then around at his housemates. They were all stifling laughs as they nodded.
"I'll show her," Emily said amusedly. "If I haven't returned in five minutes, rescue me, please?"
She was less than that. However, Emily was wiping lipstick off her lips as she retook her seat.
"We've got our new housemates," Nigel said, grinning.
"We're still short one," Ben replied, looking confused.
Nigel's grin expanded because he knew his housemates would accept the next person. "I know you'll accept the next applicant."
Ben looked at the application. It was from someone named Chin-lung (pronounced Jin-Long). Ben double-checked. Yep, he'd circled (M). Ben wasn't sure about the house's balance with three males and only Luna and Emily to lessen the testosterone content. He wondered if Luna could be comfortable among so many swinging dicks and bollocks.
"That'd be him now," Nigel said when there was a knock on their front door again.
Nigel opened the door and swept Gin into a fierce embrace. The lovers kissed passionately before Nigel let Gin down. He let his eyes wander over his boyfriend. Gin had gone all out for this interview and looked the epitome of Asian loveliness. Over the last year, Gin had grown his hair out and had it styled into a soft, feminine bob. He'd gone for a clinging white dress that only just covered his sublime ass and left most of his insert-assisted, oestrogen-budding breast mounds exposed. Cutouts revealed Gin's stomach and sunburst belly button ring. 7-inch heels gave the slender Taiwanese man some much-needed height and made his calves pop and his ass protrude.
"Looking good, babe," Nigel said, sighing longingly.
It still surprised Gin that a masculine gay guy like Nigel found him irresistible, but Gin was not complaining. His life since Nigel had burst into it at Ben's 50th had improved markedly, and now he knew he could live in Brisbane permanently; it would only get better, especially now he was sharing a house with his lover.
Nigel opened the door and let Gin into the kitchen. Ben and Emily grinned and stood, then they walked around the table to greet Gin with hugs and kisses.
Ben said, "I thought you were staying with the Murrays out beyond Stanthorpe?"
"I mainly stay at their house in Wynnum, but I am until you agree to let me live here."
Ben frowned. "Don't you need to stay with your sponsor until you've finished your degree?"
Gin smiled. "Not anymore. I became a permanent resident last week, and I'll get citizenship when I start working full time."
There was an interesting dynamic happening here. Gin had lived with John and Courtney Murray for over three years, but neither John nor Gin knew of the others cross-dressing. Nor did Gin know the Murrays helped Samuel host his monthly debauch because he didn't know there was one. On Courtney's part, she didn't know Gin had lusted after her from the moment he'd met her. One could wonder about how observant the three were, but Gin attended uni in Brisbane and spent most of his time at the Murrays' house in Wynnum, and John spent nine months of the year with his AFL team. So, perhaps we could understand why they'd never worked out each other's dirty secrets.
Ben looked at Emily, who nodded. Emily wanted to bed the pretty Taiwanese cross-dresser from the moment she'd met him. She found the incongruity of a beautiful woman who had a nice thick cock sexually exciting, and she wanted to try Gin out. If Nigel had to be in the mix, too, well, she hadn't tried a cock longer or thicker than Ben's yet, either. Emily knew from Gloria's exploits that Nigel was no longer exclusively gay, and she wondered if she could seduce her housemate, too.
"I'd better get Luna and make sure she's okay sharing the house with three guys, even if one of them is prettier than most women."
Ben walked down the hall and knocked on Gloria's old/Luna's new room.
"Come in."
Ben opened the door. He blinked when he saw Luna lying naked on her bed, using her vibrator. Looking away, he said, "Hey, Luna. Come and meet your potential new housemate."
"Why only 'potential'?"
"Because I want to know if you're comfortable sharing a house with three men." Ben grinned. "I think you will be when you meet him, but," Ben shrugged, "I want to make sure."
Luna shrugged. "Sure." She swung her legs off the bed and stood. Ben turned to leave, and Luna coquettishly said, "I don't mind you watching me dress."
Ben knew it was a dare or challenge, so he turned back and held his swelling cock in his hand as Luna bent over with her ass facing him and picked up and put on her shorts. He admired the early-thirties woman's firm, rounded ass and her sweet pussy showing beneath it, and blatantly ogled her enormous chest as she pulled her crop-top back on. Luna's eyes dropped to Ben's extensive package, and she unawarely touched her tongue to her lips as she imagined kneeling and taking that monster in her mouth.
Luna smiled seductively. "See anything you like?"
Ben ogled her lasciviously. "Several somethings, in fact. But aren't you scared you'll break like a twig if I get between your thighs?"
Luna laughed and took Ben's arm. They returned to the kitchen, where Luna looked at Gin. She turned to Ben. "I thought you said it was a man?"
Emily, Ben and Nigel grinned. "He is."
Nigel made the introductions, and then Luna turned to look at Gin again, then she turned back to Ben. "I have no problems with sharing a house with any of you. So, when does the orgy start?"
Ben shook his head and pointed out. "You're worse than Gloria!"
"Thank you, but that doesn't answer my question." Luna laughed to show she was kidding, but everyone knew she wasn't.
Gin said, "I assume I can move in immediately?" Ben nodded. "Then I'll get my stuff together during the weekend and ask John and Courtney to drop me here on Monday."
Nigel replied, "I'll be the only one home and won't be up until about eight, so any time after that works."
"Unless I give you a key now," Ben offered. "That way you can come and go as you please."
Gin smiled and said that would be great, and then he and Nigel left for the day.
Luna looked at Ben. "Nigel and Gin, huh?" Ben nodded. "Have you and Gin...?" Ben shook his head. "What about you, Em?" Emily also shook her head, but Luna saw how enviously she watched Nigel and Gin leave and knew the young woman wanted to. "But you and Ben, huh?"
Emily blushed but refused to look away. "Not that it's any of your business, but yes. Ben and I are lovers. Also, he has a magnificent cock and knows how to use it."
Ben wondered if they had a problem, but Luna put his mind at rest, because she hugged Emily and said, "Lucky bitch! There are women willing to give a kidney for the chance to fuck him, and you stepped in and stole his heart."
Emily grinned and hugged Ben's muscular arm, looking up at him adoringly. She'd finished her fourth year of her Bachelor of Medicine, Bachelor of Surgery (MBBS) degree and was about to start her internship at The Mater Hospital Emergency Department in South Brisbane. Emily hadn't told Ben yet, but her plans included marrying him during her intern year and getting pregnant immediately. She wanted four children, each spaced about two years apart, and wanted Ben to be the primary caregiver as she completed her training to be a trauma surgeon. Emily would stay with the public hospital system her entire career because the maternity leave requirements were so generous in those institutions.
Ben blinked at the 'left kidney' comment, oblivious to what Luna had intuited and Emily had planned.
Luna returned to her room, and Ben and Emily went out for the rest of the day. Ben would get his new housemates to sign their rental agreements once they'd finished moving in, but he knew neither would stiff him on the board.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
Around eighteen months ago...
"So, we're agreed," Sarah said nervously. "You'll come to dinner again next Tuesday when everyone's home again, and we'll confront the Gloria problem head on."
Leroy heard Sarah's nervousness and replied, "Baby girl, we don't have to do this. I can avoid Gloria entirely by not coming to your place again, or only going there when she's not home."
Sarah shook her head. "I live there, Leroy. I will not hide my boyfriend just because that tubby, hypersexual bint can't keep her pants on." Sarah bit her bottom lip. "But she's difficult to refuse, so I know you'll end up fucking her, and I want to get it over with so we can get on with the rest of our lives."
Leroy wondered what a 'bint' was, but guessed it wasn't complimentary. "What if I break her, bunny? Make her my bitch and then demand she leaves us alone?"
Sarah looked doubtful. "If you can, but the only one that I know of who has broken her is Ben."
"Girl, it's like you don't know me at all. I have a better idea--invite her here for dinner next week. By the time I've finished with her, she'll follow me around like a little lost lamb."
Sarah laughed. She'd buy tickets to see that event. However, the thought of her man doing that to Gloria was a delicious one, so Sarah agreed. She phoned Gloria and invited her to dinner the following week. Gloria asked if she could bring Barry, but when Leroy shook his head, Sarah refused.
"Hmm," Gloria said, chortling. "A black American man/white girl sandwich. Sounds delicious."
Sarah muttered, "Whatever," and hung up. She leapt onto Leroy and ground her pussy against the basketball star's swelling cock. "Take me to bed and fuck me half to death, lover!"
Leroy chuckled as he carried Sarah to his bedroom and proceeded to do precisely that.
The NBL season launch was this coming Friday, and The Brisbane Bullets' first-round match was against their traditional rivals, The Sydney Kings, on Saturday night. It was a home game at the recently opened Nissan Arena in Nathan, and Leroy had gotten tickets for Sarah's entire 'family'.
Leroy felt fitter than he had in years. His beep test results and other indicators were higher than they had been since his early twenties. Leroy relished being the main man again, and he eagerly guided his less experienced teammates during their training sessions. Leroy set the example by being first at training and the last to leave. His teammates learned from his example, and Leroy thought they stood a good chance of going all the way to the championship this year.
However, he thought The Bullets were a big man short, and he worried that lack would bite their asses against tall teams. Leroy was the tallest on the team at 206 cm, but he was lean at that height. He believed The Bullets needed a power forward who could bang bodies and dominate the paint to complete their roster and give them the best chance of dominating the season. Leroy suggested management approached Cairns Taipans' big man, Nathan Jawai, to see if he would move to Brisbane. The Taipans had dicked Nathan around the previous year, and Leroy was sure he'd come to Brisbane for the chance to play more minutes. Nothing had come of Leroy's suggestion.
The week went as expected, with the entire Stokes household watching Leroy's first game for his new team from the VIP stand where Leroy had gotten them tickets. Gloria had brought Barry, but everyone else was stag if you exclude Ben and Emily holding hands and cuddling. The game went well, with Leroy scoring a triple-double. A game high 35 points, fourteen assists, and twelve rebounds. The lack of a big man to hold the centre in defence and attack occasionally showed that The Bullets had a glaring weakness, but they still won handily, having led at every change.
After the usual post-game interviews, Leroy showered and met Sarah and her 'family' briefly before he took Sarah away to attend the post-game celebration at a Valley nightclub. With the game played on a Saturday, Leroy had Sunday until Monday afternoon off, and the lovers spent it together. Leroy woke Sunday morning with Sarah straddling him, gliding up and down his thick, 7-inch pole. Her 32C breasts bounced with every pump of her hips, and Leroy closed his eyes and moaned. He reached for those delightful treats and cupped them in his enormous hands.
Sarah grabbed Leroy's hands and encouraged him to squeeze harder. Leroy was still learning his younger lover's tells and could be a little slow to realise what she wanted. It seemed that Sarah liked soft and gentle in the beginning, but as her passions rose, she needed a firm touch even to the point of pain as she orgasmed. Leroy let Sarah's hands guide him. He squeezed harder as she closed her hands around his, and then, as she neared her peak, Leroy shifted his fingers and thumbs to Sarah's nipples and tweaked and twisted them.
"Oh, Gawd, Leroy," Sarah panted as she trembled on the precipice of her orgasm.
Leroy took that as his cue, and he moved his hands to Sarah's delectable ass and short-punched up into her delightfully tight cunt as he pulled her down to meet his thrusts. Sarah tipped her head back as she gripped Leroy's wrists. Her peak hit, and with a window-shattering scream, Sarah leapt into the abyss of a cataclysmic climax. Her scream descended into an almost comical warble as her breath ran out, and like a leaking balloon, she collapsed onto Leroy's chest.
Leroy held her tight as he stroked languidly into her, waiting for Sarah to recover. It took several minutes, but Sarah's bright-blue eyes eventually opened, and she lifted her head to gaze at her man.
"Fill me, baby," Sarah demanded.
It was all Leroy needed, and with an expansive groan, he unloaded into his Buffy-lookalike lover. He looked at Sarah lovingly. The beautiful blonde could easily make money as Sarah Michelle Gellar's double. If Sarah's overbite was slightly more pronounced and her breasts a little smaller, she could seamlessly swap places with the erstwhile Buffy actress.
Leroy's mind wandered, as it did post-coitus. He thought about Sarah's housemates. Ben looked like what he was, a retired sports star who had maintained his fitness regime religiously, and Gloria was definitely a one-off. However, the other three were doppelgangers of famous film, TV, and music stars. Sarah for Buffy, Emily for Ariel Winter (Alex Dunphy), and Nigel for Buddy Holly.
"Earth to Leroy."
Leroy chuckled. "Receiving, Buffy."
"Where are we going for breakfast? I'd cook something, but you don't have any food in this place other than a bit of fruit and yoghurt."
"Why don't we go back to where we met in New Farm?"
"Sure, I should drop by the house and pick up some more clothes if I'm going to stay here most nights like I am."
"You don't have to," Leroy said teasingly. "If you'd rather risk having that fine ass of yours reamed by Gloria again, you can stay at home."
Sarah laughed. "You know, I doubt she'd do that now that you and I are together. Single people or married men are fair game, but I'm her friend, and she wouldn't do that without you also being in the mix."
"Yeah, you're right. It's a strange set of morals, but Gloria doesn't seem like the type who would fuck a friend's boyfriend, or girlfriend for that matter, behind that friend's back. She'd happily do it with them, but not without. Anyway, enough about that, what did you call her? Tubby, hypersexual bint? Let's shower and go out for the day. Having a Sunday off will be a rare treat until the season ends."


They shared a shower and went out.
Sarah received a call from her job agency early on Monday morning, and she worked for two days at the same law firm she had before. Sarah finished both days feeling dirty because of the sleaze shown by the lawyers working there. It didn't help that there was no staff parking at the inner-city office and she had to catch a train to work both days. Luckily, she could sit both directions on both days, so she only had to put up with lecherous leers and pathetic attempts to look down her top and not the casual gropes she was often subjected to when she had to stand.
Sarah showered and then changed into a white sundress with matching white underwear when she got home, and after dropping by her local supermarket to gather the things she needed for dinner, drove to Leroy's apartment in Newstead. She arrived at the same time Leroy returned from practice, and the lovers kissed before taking the elevator to his penthouse unit.
Sarah bustled around the kitchen preparing a meal for three as Leroy concentrated on staying in the kitchen but out of the way as she worked. At about 7:00, the door alarm buzzed. Gloria had arrived. Leroy used his override key to send the elevator down and take Gloria to the penthouse.
He greeted her at the door, where she said hello in her typical Gloria way. She stuffed her tongue down Leroy's throat and her hand down his shorts to grope his thickening, 7-inch cock.
"Hello, you sexy brute. Is that for me?"
Leroy instigated his plan, praying he wasn't ruining his relationship with Sarah. But there was no way he could put up with Gloria's antics and remain true to himself, so he took Gloria's wrist and twisted her hand behind her back, forcing her to bend at the waist. Then he lifted her clinging miniskirt above her voluminous ass and pulled her thong down. Next, Leroy shoved his thumb into Gloria's cunt before ramming it into her ass. Simultaneously, Leroy jammed three fingers into Gloria's plentiful vulva and curled them, searching for her G-spot.
Sarah came out of the kitchen, surprised Gloria hadn't come to say hello. She saw Leroy finger-banging her plump housemate, and after a moment's jealousy, realised what he was doing. Leroy would try to force Gloria to orgasm and attempt to break her and make her submit to him. Although she hoped Leroy succeeded, a small part also hoped he failed. It would be as sexy as hell and somewhat amusing watching Gloria peg Leroy's ass if he failed.
Gloria didn't protest Leroy's actions and let him do to her as he wished. Gloria dominated people because so few were strong enough to bend her to their will. So far there'd been only one of her teachers at high school--a severe Mistress who taught the plump teenager all about BDSM sex, and Ben. Gloria hoped Leroy was mentally strong enough to be the third.
Gloria moaned as Leroy's knuckles scraped over her G-spot and pushed back at the invading digits. She'd been so horny during work that she'd dragged Luna into a cubicle and made the diminutive woman eat her to a climax. It hadn't helped. The thought of having Leroy's big black cock shoved up her had her hotter than a bread baker's oven. So when Leroy forced her to bend at the waist and accept his fingers, all Gloria did was moan and hope he exchanged his cock for his fingers shortly.
Gloria's ability to take his three fingers so readily surprised Leroy. Up to this point, he had limited experience with large women and didn't realise a pussy could stretch that much. However, Leroy was nothing if not adaptable, so he shrugged and added a fourth finger, and when that didn't seem to be enough, he forced his fist into Gloria's gaping cunt.
"Oh, fuck, yes!" Gloria moaned, pushing back at Leroy's clenched fist. A few seconds later, Gloria moaned again and then shoved her pussy as far onto Leroy's fist as she could before shuddering and climaxing. Liquid blew from her vulva and sprayed down Leroy's arm.
"If you think I'm satisfied with that, think again!" Leroy smacked Gloria's wobbly ass before forcing her to bend over his couch. Then he dropped his shorts and stepped out of them. Then, he lubricated his thick cock by pushing it into Gloria's gaped cunt before pulling it out and ramming it into her ass. Leroy gripped her flabby hips tightly as he thrust deeply, pulling her back onto him. He'd pull all but the tip out of Gloria's asshole, distending her ring when he did, before smacking her ass and jamming it back into her. It was ram his cock home, smack Gloria's left ass cheek, pull out, ram it home, smack Gloria's right ass cheek, repeat.
Leroy sensed Gloria was about to launch from her cum pad again, and he lifted his massive hands in the air above her jiggling ass. Then he slammed his cock into her as if he were a pile driver. After about six more powerful strokes, Gloria's head tipped back, and she groaned. Then, as she hit her peak, Leroy brought both hands down onto Gloria's expansive ass with a thunderous crack. Next, Leroy grabbed a handful of Gloria's hair, pulled his cock out of her ass, buried it in her cunt, and ripped her back by the hair even more viciously than before. Leroy smacked Gloria's ass with his right hand while holding her hair with his left. He swung back and forth, hitting her right cheek with his palm and her left with the back of his hand.
Leroy yelled, "Cum for me, you cock-loving, cunt-munching, anal whore!" and he smacked her ass again.
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Gloria roared as another body-breaking, mind-warping orgasm blasted through her. She shuddered on Leroy's cock as her cunt pulsed, ejaculating pussy liquids all over Leroy's enormous balls.
Leroy short-hunched several times until he stood on the edge of a climax, then he used Gloria's hair to drag her onto her knees. He held his throbbing cock and jacked it before unloading a torrent of cum over Gloria's luscious lips and face.
He waited until Gloria opened her eyes and then said, "You're a disgrace. The bathroom is down the hall on the left. Clean up and then join us in the kitchen."
Gloria looked at him wonderingly before saying, "Yes, Sir." She stood on shaky legs and tottered down the hall.
Leroy shored up his bravery and turned to face the woman he intended to marry. He planned to propose at Barry and Gloria's wedding reception. To his surprise, Sarah had her fingers inside her knickers as she played with her sweet little pussy.
She grinned at the man she had concluded should be hers. "That was some show, Mister. But if you think you're ever shoving your fist up me, you'd darn well better think again!"
Leroy looked at his massive hand, which could hold a basketball, and shook his head disbelievingly. "I can't believe it fit." He walked to Sarah and kissed her. "Are you okay with me doing that?"
Sarah nodded. "You gave her what she needed to respect you, and you'll find she backs off now. She'll ask rather than demand." Sarah blushed before she offered, "We could share her later tonight if you want?"
"Is that what you want, though, bunny? Or are you just offering because you think I want to?"
Sarah threw her arms around Leroy's neck and gave a little bunny hop to show she wanted to be picked up. Leroy obliged, and Sarah wrapped her lithe legs around his waist and ground her soaking-wet, steaming-hot pussy against Leroy's growing erection. She said, "I think I might be more bisexual than I realised because all I could think of while you fucked Gloria was that I wanted her mouth on my pussy as you did."
Leroy grinned and kissed her devoutly. "I think it's more of a Gloria-sexual thing again. If you caught me fucking some other girl, I doubt your reaction would be, 'I want her mouth on my pussy'."
Sarah laughed. "You're right!"
Gloria came gingerly into the kitchen. "My ass hurts," she accused.
"If you want to stay the night, I guarantee it'll hurt even worse in the morning."
Gloria's eyes lit up, and her grin brightened the room. But then she looked at Sarah. "Are you sure you want to share him, Sarah? Believe it or not, I can keep my knickers on around my friends' men, although I won't protest when they pull them down and ram their cocks into me."
"We want you to stay, Gloria, but you must promise to only try to lure Leroy into bed when I'm there and say you can."
"That's a promise I'm happy to make, girl. Now, are we eating or fucking first?"
"Eating, I just need to sear the lamb steaks and it's done."
Dinner went well. So did the bedroom Olympics that followed.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
Present day...
Luna looked around her new room and smiled. It was much larger than any room in a shared house or flat she'd lived in before. She walked into the en-suite bathroom, and her smile widened. Luna had hung her one towel, hand towel, and facecloth already. Then she'd laid out her makeup kit, surprised and glad she could leave it out rather than having to pack everything up every time.
Happy and relaxed for the first time since her boyfriend had kicked her out a year ago, Luna got on her bed. She revelled in its softness and how it moulded to her tiny frame. She thought, 'Ben certainly didn't skimp when he prepared his house for boarders. This bed alone must be at least $3,000, and if it cost less than $5,000 to install that en-suite, I'd be gobsmacked. Then he put in dressers and the built-in robe. Amazing!'
Luna lifted her knees and pulled her hot pants' gusset aside. Then she pulled her thong aside and idly played with her clit as she pictured her new housemates. Ben was as big a hunk as Gloria described him to be, and Emily as sweetly naïve and lusciously bodied as Gloria had said. Nigel's cock was unbelievable, except that she'd held it in her hand and knew it wasn't. Luna shivered as she remembered its length stiffening in her grasp. Then there was the other newbie, Nigel's boyfriend (girlfriend?). Wasn't he... she... fuck, Luna didn't know! But whatever! Fuck, was the girly-boy hot!
Luna wasn't a lesbian, but she had an extremely tight and shallow pussy, and even guys with average-length cocks banged against her cervix when they fucked her. Gloria's husband, Barry, was one of the very few who showed her the courtesy of not trying to ram her cervix out her throat. With most guys being inconsiderate of her needs and too rough, Luna preferred to date girls, and she let the few guys she did fuck take her anally.
Her last man, Shane, Luna thought was the one, but then he, too, became an uncaring brute who took what he wanted without regard for her body's limitations and needs. After several screamed arguments, she returned home from work one day to find her stuff stacked on the front lawn. Shane didn't even have the balls to face her, and had gone out. Not knowing who else to turn to, Luna phoned Gloria, who borrowed Ben's ute and came and got her. Luna stayed with her brother until she found shared accommodation, and now she was here because Gloria suggested it. Luna felt she owed Gloria for that and would pay her friend back in the typical way--by letting Gloria do whatever she wanted to her curvy body. Gloria was far and away the best lover Luna had ever had, so repaying her wasn't a chore!
Luna masturbated, thinking about fucking Ben and Emily together, and then gave herself a second one as she imagined watching Nigel and Gin get it on. After a quick nap, Luna's belly reminded her she hadn't had lunch. She wondered, 'How do meals work here? Do we just get our own? That seems inefficient and wasteful, but if the men think I'm cooking for everyone, they can pull their heads out of dreamland.' Luna decided to see who was home and ask how meals were organised. She straightened her clothing and went searching for her housemates.
Luna found Emily sitting in Ben's lap on the sofa in the lounge. Her arms were around the older man's neck, and his hand was inside Emily's top, playing with her bountiful breasts. Luna grinned. "Can anyone get some of that, or is this a private party?"
Emily laughed, her laugh rich and melodic. "I'm his occasional fuck and part-time girlfriend, but I don't own him, so if you want some, park your sexy ass in his lap when I'm not already in it, and help yourself."
'Yeah, but you want him to put a ring on it,' Luna thought. 'It's only that you're smart enough to know that even though you have him bridled, Ben will fight the bit if you pull too hard.' She asked, "What do we do about meals? Does everyone just get their own, or is it a communal thing, or what?"
Emily got off Ben's lap, exposing his thickly erect, shorts-covered cock. "Come to the kitchen, and I'll show you." The girls walked to the kitchen, where Emily opened the fridge. "Those two shelves are yours. Anything on them is exclusively for your use. The two below are mine, and the two above are Nigel's. The rest of the fridge is for the stuff you don't mind sharing. Typically, Ben grocery shops on Mondays for the communal things like salad vegetables, frozen veggies, fruit, milk, butter, condiments, tea, coffee, and sugar. If you want anything specific like grapes, write it on the grocery list on the fridge. Anything other than basic foodstuffs is up to you to purchase."
Emily closed the first fridge and opened the second one beside it. "The communal milk, butter, etc is kept in here. The top two shelves are for Ben's food, and the rest of the fridge is communal. Help yourself to anything you want from it. Typically, if we have something like bacon, ham, or yoghurt that's close to expiring, we shift it to the communal area so that it gets used rather than thrown out."
Emily led Luna to the planner that was attached to the wall beside the fridge. She explained, "Breakfast and lunch are up to you to organise for yourself, but if you're home for dinner, we take turns cooking. As you can see, Ben's written a list of the meat he bought to cook. Again, if you want something specific, write it on the grocery list. It's assumed that you're home for dinner unless you note on the planner that you'll be out. Ben's the only one not working full time, and being the sweetie he is, he usually cooks and has something ready for when we get home. So, if you're running late, call the house and let us know to keep your dinner warm."
"How are costs shared?"
"Your board covers your gas, power, water, and internet, so you don't need to worry about that. We split the communal groceries and meat costs five ways, but talk to Ben if you think you're not getting at least your share. He'll accept a little less if you think you're not getting value for money."
"Are there strict rules about anything?"
Emily shrugged, "Not really. The TV in the lounge is first come, first served, but if you want to watch something specific, make a note on the planner, and it's yours. The house and pool area are clothing optional, but Ben prefers us to be clothed inside and only naked if we're skinny dipping. If you decide to swim naked, be aware that the houses on either side are two-story and have windows that overlook the pool area. The couples who live in them are pretty cool, though, and often come over to swim naked with us. Also, the family to our left has teenage boys who will sit at the window and ogle you. They're probably having a wank as they look, but who cares?"
"Why doesn't Ben make the house clothing mandatory if our being naked bothers him?"
"Because we all tend to walk around naked occasionally. Sometimes it's just too much bother to get dressed if you want a drink from the fridge."
Luna nodded, agreeing. She typically slept naked, and trying to find a nightgown in the dark so you didn't bother your housemates was sometimes too difficult. Luna much preferred to just get what she wanted without bothering to dress. "Anything else I should be aware of?"
Emily grinned. "A lot of sex happens in this place, which I'm sure Gloria would have told you. I think it took the tubby trollop about a month to seduce us all, including previously exclusively gay, Nigel."
Luna grinned wickedly. "A month, huh? Wanna bet I can beat that record?"
"Not likely," Emily said, shaking her head. "I think you're even more overtly sexual than Gloria."
Luna laughed before sighing. "True, but I have a really shallow vagina that can't handle big or even averagely sized dicks. Ben's looks to be at least 7-inches, and Nigel's closer to ten. There's no way I can take either into my pussy."
Emily hugged the diminutive Lana before saying, "Ben's a very considerate lover, so if it's only the length that's a problem, ensure you tell him, and I know he'll look after you. Nigel, well, I don't know. Gin's screams are of pleasure and not pain, though, so I assume Nigel knows how to use it, too. But whether he's been with a girl other than Gloria, I don't know."
Luna's eyes twinkled mischievously. "What about you? Are you a considerate lover?"
Emily winked. "I'm sure you'll discover that for yourself one day soon. Oh," Emily added as a thought struck her. "All the bedroom doors have Yale locks, so you need to latch yours back if you want someone to be able to enter your room. If the lock's engaged, it means the room is off limits."
Luna thanked Emily and then looked at the planner. Everyone except her was going out that night, and Luna wondered if Barry and Gloria were up for a visit. She figured they were, so she called and invited herself over.
At about 7:00 p.m. and dressed to kill, Luna left for Barry's place. She hoped to recreate her initial meeting with Barry. To be prepared, after showering, she shaved every inch of her divine, petite body below her chin and then put on her fishnet stockings, hot pants, a purple corset and her highest heels. Then she strutted to her car and drove to Barry's unit.
Barry opened the door wearing a pair of shorts and a muscle shirt. Luna blinked because although she'd seen him at the wedding, she hadn't realised how buff Barry had gotten. Luna's pussy heated and moistened as she stared at him open-mouthed.
Barry grinned at her. "Well? Are you coming in or just standing there gawping all night?"
"Jaysus, Barry!" Luna exclaimed, squeezing his biceps. "How did you get so buff?"
Barry's grin widened. "I've been working out with Ben three to four days a week, and when the Murrays are in town, Gloria and I work out with them too."
Luna came inside and turned to her friend and work supervisor. With her eyes awakened, she realised Gloria had lost weight, too. The exercise program Courtney had created for her kept Gloria's full, luscious curves but had firmed what was fat into powerful muscles. Gloria resembled a white, fit Serena Williams.
Luna walked to her friend, who was in the kitchen, and kissed her passionately. "Wow, Glory girl! I never noticed in your work uniform, but you look delicious enough to eat!"
Gloria laughed and returned Luna's kiss and casually groped her curvy ass. "Dinner first, but you can have me for dessert later." Luna finally noticed another person sitting on Gloria's lounge. She walked over and said, "Hey, handsome. I'm Luna. You are?"
Neil smiled at her. It was hard not to like the tiny, bubbly, superbly shaped woman. "We've met, remember? I was Barry's best man, and you were Gloria's Maid of Honour. We had the traditional dance together."
Luna slapped her forehead. "Sorry, having a blonde moment even though I'm a brunette. Why are there no dumb brunettes? Dye bottles, baby. In my defence, I hadn't met you before that day, and you had a tux on." She looked at Neil quizzically. "Are you my date for the night?"
"Hardly," Gloria called from the kitchen. "Neil's here to shag me and Barry. If you're lucky, we might let you watch and masturbate."
"You and Barry?" Luna stared from Neil to Barry and back. "You're going to fuck Barry?" Neil nodded, and Luna's mouth went dry as quickly as her pussy got wet. "Fuck! Glory, you have to let me watch!"


"I'll go you one better. I'll fuck you doggy as the boys get it on for our enjoyment."
"Can I play with him until dinner's ready?"
"Sure. I'd guess both boys are as horny as fuck and could do with a blowjob each. It'll take about another fifteen minutes before I finish with dinner. Why don't you see if you can get them both off before then?"
"What will I do with the other ten minutes?"
"I'm sure they would love to taste your charms."
"And for the last five?"
"Bitch!" Barry and Neil said together and then laughed.
Luna had a look of mischievousness on her pretty face. Pointing first at Neil and then Barry, she mused, "Best man or husband first, hmm. Best man or husband. Ah, fuck it, I'll blow one and the other can have a hand job."
She dropped to her knees before Neil and brought out his ragingly erect, less than 6-inch cock. It disappeared down her throat before Neil had the chance to push his shorts all the way down. Barry took his shorts and underwear off before sitting beside his friend. Luna grabbed his minimal 5-inch cock and jacked it. After a few minutes of sucking Neil, Luna swapped to Barry and pumped Neil's cock before swapping back again.
Luna skilfully brought both men to the edge of their climaxes simultaneously, then she kept them hovering as she swapped back and forth, never giving either man quite enough stimulation to leap from their edge. Finally, Neil had had enough. He grabbed the back of Luna's head with his hand and shoved her forcefully down until he'd buried his entire cock in her wet, sucking mouth. His balls cramped against his shaft, and cum boiled up it to spew into Luna's mouth.
Luna swallowed it all and then let Neil's dick out of her mouth. She smiled and winked. "Naughty, naughty. Gloria and I will punish you for that."
She moved across and took Barry into her mouth. This time she only kept his glans in her mouth as she pumped his shaft vigorously. In less than a minute, Barry groaned as he unloaded into Luna's mouth. Luna held his sperm and moved to kiss him. To Luna's surprise, Barry accepted his cum back from her and swallowed it without complaint.
"Dinner!" Gloria said. "Boys, you can take your shirts off and sit naked with us."
Barry and Neil knew a command when they heard it, so they pulled their polos off and joined Luna and Gloria at the table. The foursome ate with their usual innuendo-laden conversation flowing around the table. Then, after Gloria poured drinks for everyone, they returned to the lounge.
Luna still felt horny because she had gotten no relief from the boys, so before her wine glass was even half empty, she slid off the couch and moved between Gloria's muscular thighs. She could smell her friend's aromatic arousal and wanted to taste it. Gloria was not protesting! She spread her thighs and shifted to the sofa chair's edge. Gloria moaned and leant back as Luna's tongue speared into her sopping entrance before sliding up her slit and onto her clitoris.
Gloria moaned again before she looked at the boys expectantly. They both had raging hard-ons, and they both held their shafts as they watched the action before them. Precum drooled from both cocks' eyes, and even held in their hands, you could see how their shafts throbbed.
Barry looked at his friend, asking for permission. Although Neil knew Barry had become bisexual, Neil only had sex with Barry when Gloria demanded that he did. Neil found Gloria's hypersexuality impossible to resist, and as he nodded, he thought, 'A blowjob is a blowjob. They feel wonderful no matter who you're getting them from.'
Gloria pushed Luna back in time for her to see Barry kneel before his friend and swallow his staunch, close to 6-inch cock in one fell swoop. Luna moaned deep back in her throat. She and Gloria had discussed the times Gloria had made Neil and Barry fuck each other, but Luna wasn't sure she believed her friend. Now she saw, if anything, Gloria had understated how sexually exciting it was to watch two men unwillingly having sex. Well, Neil was unwilling even if Barry seemed right into it.
Gloria dropped her skirt to reveal she'd already buckled her strap-on into place. To suit Luna's tight and shallow pussy, Gloria had inserted her smallest 'cock'--it was slender and only about 4 inches long. With that 'cock', she could hammer her friend's pussy with no risk of hurting her. Luna looked at it, and groaning needfully, got onto her hands and knees, facing the boys so she could watch Barry blow Neil.
Neil, as was to be expected by someone who only reluctantly let a man suck him, had sat and fallen back against the couch's back and closed his eyes. Still, it was clear that he enjoyed what his friend was doing because Neil's hips rose to meet Barry's descending mouth. Neil's eyes opened when he heard Luna's lust-filled moan, and his moan rose to match hers when he saw Gloria easing her 'cock' into the petite woman's pussy. Other than in the porn he watched, Neil had never seen two women making love before, let alone one using a strap-on to fuck the other. It was too much for his libido, and with an expansive groan, he unloaded into his best friend's greedily sucking mouth.
Barry, swallowing gleefully, accepted his friend's gift. After attending several parties as Bianca at Samuel Brooks's extensive home in Clayfield, Barry enjoyed sex with men as much as he did with women. However, he preferred to keep Bianca almost exclusively for Samuel's parties, although when John and Courtney Murray visited Samuel, Gloria and Bianca often had dinner with Courtney and Olivia, John's alter ego.
Watching Neil cum in Barry's mouth toppled Luna off the edge of her orgasm, and she climaxed on Gloria's thrusting 'cock'. Grateful for the orgasm, she eased off Gloria's 'penis' and rolled onto her back. As she hoped, Gloria took off her strap-on, and formed a sixty-nine with her. Luna looked up in time to watch Barry settle onto his knees behind his wife and ram his meagre, less than 5-inch cock into her swollen pussy. However, as Luna swiftly learned, Barry knew how to angle his thrust so his cock's tip rubbed on Gloria's G-spot, and that, combined with Luna's tongue on her clit, sent the staunch warehouse supervisor into a series of crashing orgasms.
Neil watched the action, waiting for his cock to recharge. He only did the gay stuff Gloria wanted him to do because it gave him many opportunities to fuck the tubby broad. Well, Gloria was more muscular than tubby these days, but she had plenty that wobbled when he first met her. Now that he'd let Barry suck him, Neil needed a woman's touch to beat back his fears that Gloria was turning him gay. His dick swelled and lengthened as he watched the girls fuck, and Neil took it in his hand to hurry the process up.
After a few quick pumps, Neil was ready to go, but there were a lack of orifices available. Neil was fucking Gloria from behind, and she had her face buried in Luna's pussy. Neil shrugged and knelt with his cock close to Gloria's head. She lifted her mouth off Luna's pussy and gulped Neil's cock down. Neil was continually amazed by how easily Gloria and Barry could accept his entire dick down their throats without retching.
Gloria released Barry's cock. "Grab a pair of couch cushions and put them under Luna's ass. Once she's high enough, you can fuck her. But you must be gentle, okay? Luna's pussy is tight and shallow, and if you try to pound her, you'll cause her nothing but pain. So, ease into her gently until you feel your cock hit her cervix and then do not push in that far again, yeah? If you hurt her, Neil, I'll bite your dick off."
Neil realised why Gloria had used such a small 'cock' in her harness, and he nodded. Then, reaching over to the couch, he grabbed two cushions and pushed them under Luna's hips. He got onto his knees and gently eased his dick into the diminutive girl's tight pussy. He got about three-quarters of his shaft into her before he hit Luna's cervix. Neil looked down to judge how much he could feed her without hitting the limit of her depth and then wrapped his hand around it at that length. Then, he experimentally stroked that distance a few times.
Neil looked down and saw Gloria nodding and smiling and knew he'd gotten it right. Neil fucked Luna while keeping his thrusts under tight control. The increasing warmth and wetness around his shaft told Neil that Luna enjoyed what he was doing. He looked down again and groaned when he saw Gloria had tilted her head to the side and she was bathing Luna's thick clit with her tongue.
To Neil's delight, Luna's pussy spasmed around his shaft, and her squeals told him she'd climaxed. Gloria pushed him back, and she climbed off her husband's cock and Luna's body. Neil was as horny as fuck, despite knowing what came next. He watched as Gloria strapped her 'cock' back on and moaned as she pulled Luna into her lap and guided it into the petite forklift driver. He gulped when Barry handed him some lube and then lay face down with his hips on the cushions. However, Neil knew the girls would reward him for doing this act for them, so he oiled his dick and Barry's ring before kneeling astride him, pushing his cock down, and sliding it into Barry's ass.
Luna moaned, "Oh, fuck! That is so sexy. I never knew how exciting watching two men get it on was."
Luna's moan was so heavy with arousal that it bolstered Neil's courage, and he began thrusting into his friend firmly. He felt Barry push back so he could take his cock in his hand, which was Neil's cue to fuck him brutally. Neil moved his hands to Barry's neck, and he squeezed hard as he ripped Barry back onto his thrusting dick. An even dozen vicious strokes later, Neil rammed his dick into Barry's colon and locked into a rigour. Then, with his cock buried as far into his friend as possible, Neil's body spasmed as his prostate cramped, and he spat his cum into Barry's ass.
Luna had crested twice as she rode Gloria's 'cock' and watched Neil fuck Barry, and now she wanted to give again. She removed her strap-on from her overnight bag and put it on. Neil gaped at the 10-inch monstrosity Luna had inserted into her harness, and his rosebud puckered as he imagined trying to take that in his ass. Fortunately, Luna encouraged Gloria onto her hands and knees with her knees on the floor and her voluminous breasts on the couch seat. Luna squatted behind Gloria and peremptorily rammed her 'dick' into Gloria's soakingly wet pussy.
The rest of the night flew by as the four lovers tried various combinations until, finally, at Luna's insistence, Neil sucked his first cock. It freaked him out almost as much as his first time with Barry, when they first had sex. But when Luna and Gloria leapt on him and insisted that he share Barry's cum with them before Luna mounted his face, and Gloria wiped his cock clean and then lowered her blazingly hot pussy onto it, Neil decided everything was still okay, and he hadn't turned into a bum bandit.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
About fourteen months ago...
Nigel opened the door, knowing it was Gin who had knocked. He stared at him slack-jawed. Nigel knew Gin would go all out to dress glamorously for his secret crush and unaware foreign student host, Courtney Murray, but Gin's outfit surpassed anything he could imagine. Gin had purchased a silicon chest plate with enormous D-cup breasts. To hide the plate, Gin wore a high-necked dress with half-sleeves. The dress plunged between Gin's 'breasts' to his navel, which he'd pierced and put in an opal belly button ring that filled his entire belly button. A gold chain fell from the opal's bottom to another, smaller opal.
The skirt's hem left most of the bottom curves of Gin's buttocks exposed, and it threatened to pop over his ass with every step. Little darts held the skirt to his ass tightly. On his legs, Gin wore strappy, high-heeled sandals with 7-inch spikes. Neil couldn't comprehend how Gin could stand in them, let alone walk or drive a car. Gin had done his makeup 'nightclub sexy', and the overall look was of a rock or movie star dressed to attend their show's after party, or the opening night of their latest film.
Nigel looked at his own outfit and wondered if he had time to go to a clothing store and buy something better. He wore what he'd facetiously told Gloria was his court appearance outfit. It comprised black trousers, socks and leather shoes. A pristine white-collared button-up shirt, a red tie, and a black sports jacket. In truth, Nigel looked as if he were about to take the stage in a Buddy Holly tribute band.
However, Gin gushed over him, so Nigel guessed he looked okay. They walked to the kitchen so Nigel could show Gin off, and the girls squealed and surrounded the pair of them. Ben looked at Gin appreciatively, thinking, 'I'd pull that on like an old boot and wouldn't give a rat's ass he had a cock.'
After more squeals and hugs from the girls, it was time to drive to Samuel Brooks's place. Gin and Nigel hugged and kissed the girls and then Gin kissed Ben. With a mischievous smile on his face, Nigel pursed his lips and made as if to kiss Ben, too.
"Not before you look as good as your boyfriend does," Ben said as he pretended to shudder.
Everyone laughed, and Nigel and Gin left.
Twenty minutes later, they heard Courtney saying from the speaker outside the gate to Samuel's place, "Drive up, boys. There are parking spots on the front door's left. Park in one of those and come up the steps."
Nigel did as Courtney asked, and when they reached the top of the stairs, Courtney came out to greet them. In the last month of her pregnancy, Courtney thought she waddled everywhere like a duck, but even so, Gin looked at Courtney and grinned. He recognised from her searching look that she loved what she saw. It was hard not to be excited, so he did a little dance to show his pleasure.
"Olivia's putting the finishing touches to dinner and will join us shortly. I'm not sure where Samuel is, but he's probably in the kitchen with Olivia, winding her up."
"Who's Olivia?" Nigel asked.
Courtney chuckled. "You'll see." She stared at the pair sternly. "You obviously heard and probably saw the scandal that surrounded us when we had our troubles with Hannah Jovovich, right?" Gin and Nigel nodded. "Well, most of what was said was true. We did those things; were those people. It almost killed John, and the scandal nearly destroyed our careers and lives. I need your promise that what you see here does not go beyond here. Another scandal will ruin both of us."
Nigel and Gin looked at her wonderingly. What could be scandalous about meeting the famous couple for dinner at a friend's place? However, they both nodded and agreed to keep everything they heard and saw tonight to themselves.
With their assurance received, Courtney said, "Olivia, we are ready for dinner."
A door opened, and a tall, stunningly beautiful woman walked in carrying four plates loaded with shrimp Caesar salad. She placed two before Nigel and Gin, and two in empty places. She left momentarily before returning accompanied by a slender, dapper mid-fifties man.
Olivia placed the fifth plate down at the table's head and then made the introductions. "Samuel, let me introduce Nigel and Gin. Nigel is the Buddy Holly lookalike. Nigel and Gin, meet Courtney's and my Master, Samuel Brooks, QC."
Gin and Nigel greeted Samuel, wondering who the beautiful woman was and how she knew them. Because he'd met the Murrays at his home several times, it hit Nigel first.
"My Gawd! You're John Murray!" He gasped.
Gin's head snapped around. Gin had had no inkling of who Olivia was, but now that Nigel had made the connection, he could see it. His gasp joined Nigel's.
Olivia did a slow pirouette and simpered. "Got it in one. Took you a while, though."
"How do you get your voice to sound that feminine?" Gin asked wonderingly. "No matter what I try, I still sound like a man."
"It's the advantage having money gives you, honey. I can afford to pay the best to teach me what I need to know how to do. I paid the famous stage and film makeup artist, Arpi from House of Transformations, to teach me how to do my makeup and choose my clothing styles and colours. Then I hired voice coach to the stars, Wendy Edmonds, to teach me how to modulate my voice to sound entirely feminine. It took months of practice, but I eventually got it right. Please sit. Let's talk as we eat." Olivia grinned. "Courtney will need to get up and pee shortly, so we'd better let her eat because she gets cranky when she's hungry. I'd have said 'crankier', but I know when not to push my luck."
"And yet you do anyway," Courtney said drily. She reached across and squeezed her husband's wrist as she smiled at him.
After that, it only took a few minutes for Nigel and Gin to relax, and then the conversation flowed freely. After the salad, Olivia returned to the kitchen before bringing out the main course, which was swordfish steaks covered in a lemon jus and served on a bed of saffron rice. Dessert was chocolate and vanilla éclairs, and then Olivia brought coffee and brandy. The reason Courtney had invited Nigel and Gin came up as the five shared brandy. Courtney started it.
"I guess you're wondering why I invited you to dinner?" She smiled. "And I know you know it wasn't to meet Olivia." Nigel and Gin nodded. "On the fourth Saturday of every month, Samuel hosts a debaucherous sex party here. We typically have between forty and fifty people who attend, and most of those come to every event. Currently, Olivia is the only transgender who attends, although Olivia isn't really trans, but it is how she presents."
Nigel and Gin nodded again, and Courtney continued. "There are many men and couples, and even a few women who fantasise about having sex with a transgirl, so by the night's end, poor Olivia's cock is almost worn away, and her poor ass is raw. We need at least two more versatile transgirls. Girls who will fuck and be fucked by whoever wants them. Samuel, Olivia, and I are hoping you will attend, Gin."
She turned to Nigel before he could object. "Samuel's rules for these parties are strict. The primary one is no single members of couples who are married or in a committed relationship, which means Gin can only come if you do, too. There are several gay people who attend Samuel's parties, and many more who are bisexual or gay-curious, so you'd be a welcome addition, too."
She took a deep, calming breath before continuing. "Another rule is this--as a host, which Gin but not you would be, he cannot refuse to have sex with anyone. You may have limits. The common ones of blood or scat apply. Most are against receiving pain, and most oppose urine. There are many who attend, including me, that love water sports, pee-play, but you're not obliged to indulge yourself. If you decide to join us, I will explain how being a host works before your first event." Courtney took another deep breath. "Do you need time to discuss this together, or can you decide now?"
Nigel and Gin asked many questions over the next hour, and by the end, they were both keen to explore at the next event, which was a month away. Courtney told them to think about it some more and discuss it again tomorrow. Then, if they were still eager to attend, Nigel should call her and let her know.
Nigel and Gin agreed, and then Courtney grinned. "Now, we come to the fun part of the evening." She turned her beautiful blue eyes on Nigel. "You can't tell, of course, but I can because I've held it for the last hour, but Samuel would love to fuck you. If you'd like to, you can spend the rest of the night with him. Call it an audition for his party." She turned her attention to Gin. "And you, you gorgeous creature. I can't let you fuck me tonight because I'm close to full term, but I'd love to give you a blowjob and watch you and Olivia fuck. Call it an audition, too."


Nigel laughed because he knew there was no way Gin would refuse Courtney's offer. He'd probably prefer that John fucked him, but Olivia would do, especially if it meant his celebrity crush would blow him. Nigel eyed Samuel speculatively. Samuel was older than Nigel's typical lovers, but his smooth charm and serene confidence made Samuel attractive. Nigel's colossal cock twitched as he imagined surrendering to him and allowing Samuel to do as he wished. He turned to Gin. "I'm in if you are."
Gin sighed relievedly. He wanted to fuck Courtney so badly that his balls ached, but didn't want to hurt or affect his relationship with Nigel. So, with Nigel agreeing to the swap, he could indulge in his fantasy without worrying about hurting his lover. He realised that fucking the close to term TV and radio star was impossible, but receiving a blowjob from her sounded divine. "I'm in," he said. They kissed, and Gin added, "I'll see you in the morning, lover. I want you to enjoy yourself, Nigel. No doubts or recriminations in the morning. After all, we've agreed to attend a party where we'll fuck and be fucked by many people. Let tonight be the start of that journey."
"Same goes for you, baby," Nigel replied.
They kissed and then followed their chosen sexual partners to their rooms.
Nigel and Samuel...
Nigel took Samuel's hand when he offered it and followed the handsome older man up the stairs to his bedroom. He walked into Samuel's room and looked about. He'd assumed from the fact that Samuel hosted dinner with two trannies that the older man was effeminate. However, his severe, hyper-masculine bedroom gave the lie to that assumption. The room was stark, with minimal furniture and only a few original artworks on the walls to break the room's austerity.
Samuel sat on the loveseat beside the bed and removed his shoes and socks before standing and undressing. Nigel, feeling awkward and unsure, followed suit. When he was naked, Samuel moved closer and gripped Nigel's recalcitrantly flagging pole. Samuel tipped his head back, offering his lips for a kiss from the much taller man. Nigel obliged and copied Samuel again, taking the older man's thick, flaccid cock in his hand.
"Do you prefer to top or bottom?" Samuel asked urbanely.
"Very few can comfortably take my cock inside them, so I typically bottom, but I'd love to top you if you think you can take me."
"I can," Samuel said confidently. "My assistant has a comparable one, and he uses it in me regularly. However, I'd like to begin by fucking you, assuming you're willing?"
"I'm willing."
"I can use a condom if you prefer, but one rule for attending my parties is a clean STI test no more than forty-eight hours before the party."
"That's wise, but shouldn't you still insist people wear condoms?"
Samuel shook his head. "One of the reasons my parties are so popular is because condoms are not allowed. Barebacking adds to the thrill of having group sex with anonymous people."
"How is it anonymous if most are regular attendees?"
"Because most wear a costume and a mask. You could, too, if you wanted to. But as a host, Gin can't. However, I would guess, like Olivia, he'd be almost unrecognisable when he's in his male persona."
"Gin's more transgender than a transvestite now. So, other than being done up to the nines because he wanted to impress Courtney, he looks pretty much like he does now all the time."
"Ahh, I see," Samuel said as he knelt before Nigel. "His cock still works, though, and he still uses male pronouns?"
"Yes, on both counts," Nigel replied, and then groaned as Samuel seemingly effortlessly gobbled his entire cock in one smooth motion.
Nigel relaxed and let Samuel take him to sexual heights. That the older man was a gifted cocksucker went without question, and his skill was evident in his ability to deep-throat Nigel's entire cock with every downward plunge and his adroit massaging of Nigel's heavy, cum-laden balls. Nigel's hands clasped Samuel's head, but he didn't move it. Nigel only followed its movements as he closed his eyes and sensed what the older gentleman did. It was an eye-opener for Nigel because he'd never imagined taking a lover twice his age before. He now knew he'd been too quick to dismiss their interest before, and would consider further approaches with a more open mind.
"Going to cum," Nigel warned. He knew Samuel would swallow his gift, but it was only polite to warn him.
In response, Samuel sucked harder before letting all but Nigel's glans from his mouth. Samuel pumped Nigel's shaft as he sucked voraciously and swirled his tongue around the glans. He smiled when he felt the young man grip his head and shudder. His gift came a few seconds later when a huge globule of semen spat from Nigel's cock into Samuel's mouth. Four more decreasing spurts followed before Nigel spasmed several times as his dick dry-heaved inside Samuel's sucking orifice.
"You're good at that," Nigel acknowledged as he pulled Samuel to his feet, kissed him, and then encouraged him onto the bed. Nigel knelt between Samuel's spread legs and took his thick 8-inch cock into his mouth. He considered the older man's length and girth and wondered if there was any truth in the adage that gay men had bigger cocks on average than heterosexual ones. Samuel and Gin were longer and thicker than average, although neither matched his colossal wang.
Nigel put those thoughts aside and bent his mind to his task--to give his dinner host at least as good a blowjob as Samuel had given him. As he'd expressed to Samuel, because his cock was so long and thick, Nigel mostly received during sex, and as such, he was a gifted oral exponent. Following Samuel's lead, Nigel sucked Samuel's glans into his mouth and then free-handed his mouth down until his nose pressed into the older man's sparse pubic hair.
"Good lad," Samuel groaned as he held the back of Nigel's head and started throat-fucking him. Samuel knew that because Nigel almost always bottomed, he would enjoy a bit of rough, but he hoped the young man would rise to the challenge and take over the top role.
He got his wish because Nigel shook his head and pulled back. "You'll take what you're given," he growled, after removing Samuel's cock from his mouth. "Nothing more!"
Samuel chuckled but stopped trying to control Nigel's head and relaxed. By propping himself on his elbows, Samuel could watch Nigel work his cock, and he smiled as his young lover continuously accepted his entire shaft down his throat without gagging. Of course, watching that delectable sight sent Samuel off the cliff of his climax, and he filled his young lover's mouth with his cum.
Nigel accepted it all and then kissed his way up Samuel's body. The pair kissed and shared Nigel's mouthful, and then Nigel pushed his arm under Samuel's hips and pulled him down the bed. Nigel pushed Samuel's knees back and apart before positioning his enormous wang on the older man's ring. He asked, "Lube?"
"In the drawer to your right."
Nigel opened the drawer and removed a bottle of oil. He smeared it over his cock's head and down his shaft before adding more to Samuel's chocolate starfish. Then he retook his position, with his throbbing knob pointing at Samuel's fuck hole. Nigel eased his hips forward and inserted his glans into Samuel's colon. He pushed forward until he felt the resistance from Samuel's knot, and then hesitated. As he knew would happen, his older lover relaxed and pushed back, accepting Nigel's gigantic tool inside his colon until Nigel's abdomen rested against Samuel's ass.
Nigel admired the older man's physique as he waited for Samuel to become accustomed to having a cock that big inside him. Samuel, who had been going through the motions and waiting to die before he met John and Courtney, had gained a whole new lease on life. He exercised daily now and ran almost thirty kilometres a week. Samuel moaned lustfully and eased forward before pushing back, challenging Nigel to fuck him. And fuck him, Nigel did! As Nigel thumped into Samuel's dark fuckhole, he gripped the older man's slender, athletically muscular hips and ripped them back.
Samuel groaned again and reached to grab his cock. He pumped it in time with Nigel's strokes and climbed towards his peak. He could feel every inch of his young lover's lengthy shaft rubbing across his prostate, and it drove him scampering towards his climax. Samuel hit it and paused to see if Nigel would leap with him.
Instead, Nigel smacked his hip and demanded, "Cum for me, slut."
"Oh, Gawd!" Samuel groaned as a prostate-based orgasm thundered through his slender body. He shook on the end of Nigel's cock as his thick, 8-inch cock spat cum onto his belly.
Samuel thought Nigel would now use him to get off, but the young man had other ideas. Nigel turned Samuel around and pulled the shorter man upright on his knees, and then he kissed him passionately as he took hold of Samuel's dick. Nigel jacked it as he thrust upward into Samuel. At this angle, Nigel's glans speared into Samuel's P-spot and then his shaft glided along it. It didn't take long before, to his surprise, Samuel stood on the precipice of another climax. A few more quick jerks on his cock and powerful thrusts into his ass tumbled the lean older man over his peak, and he roared as his cock sprayed cum like a geyser. Exhausted, Samuel collapsed onto his stomach.
"Fill me and then let me rest," he demanded.
Nigel released his control over his arousal and let his body feel his cock sliding in and out of his older lover's ravaged hole. It felt undeniably good, and after only a few strokes, he ejaculated into Samuel's warm, gripping colon. He waited until his orgasm passed before easing out and walking into the en-suite to find facecloths. He found them, wet them, and returned. Samuel snored softly as he lay on his stomach. Nigel smiled, cleaned the older man's ass and his cock, and then got in the bed. He suspected his lover preferred to sleep alone, so Nigel kept to the far side of the bed from his lover. Sleep came quickly--it had been an interesting evening.
Courtney and Olivia's bedroom.
To say Gin was nervous and excited was to understate things by magnitudes. He could not believe he was going to get a blowjob from his favourite crush, the woman he'd lusted after from the moment he'd joined their home. The young tranny almost bounced on the spot as he followed Courtney up the two sets of stairs to the top floor. Of course, Courtney, being almost nine-months pregnant, had to take several rests as she, in her words, waddled up the stairs. Gin was so antsy he nearly picked Courtney up and ran with her to her bedroom. The only thing stopping him was that he didn't know which room was hers.
Finally, after the proverbial forty days and nights, or so it felt to Gin, they reached Courtney's bedroom. She pushed the door open, turned on the light, and then tottered over to the loveseat beside the bed. Gin followed her in and looked around. It was the most blatantly feminine room he'd ever seen. Eggshell-blue walls with cream curtains and bedding that ranged from light pink sheets and pillowcases to dark pink quilt covers, and more stuffed soft toys than Gin had seen at a carnival. He considered himself quite effeminate, but he doubted he would feel comfortable amidst this much femininity. How John accepted it, Gin couldn't comprehend.
"Bring that here," Courtney said sultrily.
With his heart singing, Gin waltzed across to Courtney and stopped between her spread knees. Courtney eyed him hungrily. Other than when she'd blown Barry when he'd first met the married couple, and the twin orgasms Samuel had given her that same day, Courtney hadn't had much in the way of sex at all for over a month. She'd hosted Samuel's party last night, but had felt too gross to participate. Instead, she sat on what Samuel jokingly called a throne in the middle of the bar area and chatted with her guests.
Gin had her motor revving, though, and Courtney looked forward to sampling what she suspected was a sizeable cock. One large enough to match her husband's. She wasn't disappointed. Courtney tickled along Gin's perineum, searching for an edge on the tape holding his cock and balls hidden. She found one and carefully peeled it off. With another piece removed, Gin groaned as his balls fell from the canals he'd forced them back into. He groaned again as his thick, 7-inch dick roared to life and lifted its head to stare at his fantasy crush's pouty lips.
A further groan issued as Courtney cupped his balls and swallowed his entire cock in one smooth motion. Gin wondered if everyone in his new life was an accomplished cocksucker. On the rare times he'd hooked up back in Taiwan, his partners were inexperienced beginners who couldn't take half of his shaft before choking. Here in Australia, it seemed every lover he'd taken could swallow him whole without choking. Not that there'd been that many. The cultural taboo about homosexuality still confined him.
Courtney smiled around Gin's cock. She hoped now that the door had been opened, she, John, and Gin would play more often. She cupped Gin's tight balls as she worked her mouth up and down his shaft. Her husband's groans eventually garnered her attention. Feeling guilty because she'd forgotten all about him, Courtney released Gin's dick and said, "Let your cock out, baby."
John pulled up his short skirt, removed his gaff and let out a relieved sigh as his long and thick cock sprang to attention. He knew better than to touch it without his wife's permission, but his hands trembled as he suppressed the desire to masturbate while watching Courtney blow Gin. John found it difficult to believe that neither he nor Gin knew the other's secret life, but now that he did, he wanted nothing more than to taste the young Asian cross-dresser's thick cock. He trembled more when he realised that Gin was about to cum in Courtney's mouth.
Although Courtney, with encouragement from their transgender babysitter, had forced him on this journey, John discovered through taking it he was innately submissive. Not only did he prefer his lovers to take charge, he adored watching his wife enjoy herself sexually with others. The look of pure delight on Courtney's face when Gin's cock erupted in her mouth and spewed its load down her throat brought the AFL star close to his climax. However, Samuel's rules precluded any intimate actions between John and Courtney, so he needed Gin to give him relief. Olivia stood by him, hoping he'd give it.
Gin turned to his host fearfully, worried about John's reaction. He needn't have worried. Gin's eyes widened as he saw Olivia's thick, throbbing cock that matched his for length and thickness. The sight of Olivia's bouncing dick reignited Gin's ego, and with a needful groan, he dropped to his knees and took it in his mouth.
Courtney moaned, unsuccessfully reaching for her pussy. She'd seen her husband fuck and be fucked by many men and women, but this was the first time she'd seen him with another tranny. Courtney's massively distended pregnant belly stopped her from reaching her cunt, and in desperation she spilled her pregnancy swollen breasts from her top and bra and pinched their nipples viciously, trying to use the pain to peak. She didn't succeed. Aching with need, she watched her foreign student blow her husband.
Her whined moans further excited Gin, and he sucked Olivia's cock greedily. Above him, Olivia moaned and shuddered but didn't cum. She'd slipped into a submissive mindset and needn't her wife's permission, but Courtney was too filled with lust and need to remember to give it. Gin wondered if he was doing something wrong because Olivia hadn't climaxed yet. Doubly determined to get his host there, Gin worked his fingers along Olivia's perineum and onto her rosebud. He rimmed her as he renewed his assault on her meaty cock.
Olivia moaned in pain. "Courtney, please. I need to cum."
'So do I, asshole!' Courtney thought, but she said, "Cum for him, baby!"
Olivia's hands snatched to Gin's head, and with an expansive groan, she filled Gin's mouth with her thick, potent seed. She shuddered and bucked as an intense orgasm ratcheted through her tall, leanly muscled body until, with a satiated sigh, she staggered two steps back and sat on the bed's edge. She looked at her wife and saw the naked need in her eyes. "Gin, lie on your back and slide under Courtney's thighs. If you can't reach her clit with your tongue, use your fingers, just don't penetrate her because you might set off her contractions."
Gin, disbelieving his luck, obeyed, and although it took several minutes, he managed to bathe Courtney's entrance, slit, and clit, revelling in her sweet essence. Courtney sighed happily and closed her eyes. A climax of almost biblical proportions rattled through her heavily pregnant body, and a second and third followed almost immediately after.
At the end of her third climax, Courtney felt a wet gush from her vulva. It splashed over Gin, and she said, "Umm, baby. My waters just broke."
Olivia's eyes sprang open, and she yelped, "Really?"
Courtney chuckled and then groaned as a contraction hit. "Yeah, I'm sure. I've done this twice before, you know?"
All traces of the submissive cross-dresser disappeared, and the alpha AFL forward attack and defence coordinator appeared. "Gin, Samuel's room is at the end of the hall. Knock and wake Samuel and Nigel up. Courts, can you last long enough for me to shower and change, or do we need to go now? Gin, stop gaping and get your ass moving!"
Gin ran out of the room as Courtney groaned again. "I think this one's coming quickly. Call an ambulance because that will give you time to take off your makeup and change. Tell them the contractions are already less than three minutes apart."
Samuel came running into the room. He was almost as excited about Courtney giving birth as John and Courtney's parents were. John's mum and dad had Zac and Isiah with them, and Courtney's parents were staying in the Murrays' Wynnum house for the weekend because Courtney's mother suspected her daughter would go into labour this weekend.
Samuel heard Courtney and said, "I'll call '000'. Nigel and Gin, help Courtney downstairs and let the ambulance through the gate when it arrives. John, wash your makeup off and get changed."
Everybody ran to their tasks, and Courtney was off to the hospital about fifteen minutes later.
Things progressed in the typical fashion, and less than three hours later, Courtney presented John with baby Rachel.
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Present day...
Ben and Emily enjoyed a sumptuous meal and several drinks before they attended a show at QPAC. After the show, they walked arm-in-arm along the river as they watched the passers-by and the sights of the CBD reflecting off the river. Up near the South Bank train station, Emily guided Ben to a grassy area and encouraged him to sit. Then, hiking up her short skirt, she straddled his hips and lowered her thong-covered pussy onto his swelling cock. Emily kissed him enthusiastically for several minutes as she ground her clit against Ben's 7-inch cock.
Eventually, Emily leant back with her arms around Ben's neck and gazed lovingly at him. "Now, Ben, you big galoot, I want you to listen, and then say yes. I don't want to hear any bullshit about too old or age difference; I only want to hear that you love me as much as I love you, and then yes, okay?"
Ben's heart pounded in his chest. Gloria and Sarah had hinted this was coming, and his mother had warned him Emily wanted his ring, but he'd never believed it to be true. Taking a deep breath, Ben let it out and nodded. "Good boy. Now, no prevaricating. Do you love me?" Ben nodded, too scared to speak. "Would you like more children?"


Ben froze. He'd always wanted more children with Melanie, and although his ex-wife insisted she wasn't taking the pill, she'd never gotten pregnant again. Of course, Ben now knew it was because Melanie was having many illicit affairs behind his back and she couldn't afford to go off the pill because she didn't want to stop and didn't want to have someone else's baby because it would fuck up leeching off Ben. He said tentatively, "If the opportunity arose with the right person, I would consider it."
"Do you think I'd make a good mother?"
Ben thought he was on safer ground here. He smiled warmly. "I think you'll make an exceptional mother, Ems."
"Good, now let me rephrase so you understand what I'm saying. Do you think I'll make an excellent mother to your children?"
"I don't think Rachel is moving back here anytime soon."
"I wasn't talking about your daughter with Melanie."
Ben leant back so he could better look into Emily's eyes. "Are you saying you want to have children with me?"
"Yes, but not until you marry me."
Ben stared at Emily open-mouthed. Behind his inner denials, Ben knew he loved the luscious twenty-three-year-old. But he didn't dare dream she returned his feelings, but unless he was being even more dense than usual, it appeared Emily was asking him to marry her. Forcing his desire down and still disbelieving, Ben drawled, "I expected roses, a ring, and someone on bended knee when they proposed to me."
Emily laughed. "Was that a yes?"
Ben took Emily in his arms and hugged her. "Are you sure, Ems? I'm more than twice your age. Maybe twenty-eight years is okay when I'm fifty-one, but what about when you're forty and I'm sixty-eight? When you're fifty and I need you to push my seventy-eight-year-old carcass around in a wheelchair?"
"Did you forget I'm training to be a doctor? I'll keep you alive until I'm sick of you and then kill you with an 'accidental lethal injection' well before you're confined to a wheelchair."
"We fuck around a lot. Do we stop now we're getting married; when we're married?"
"Not unless you're wanting that lethal injection now! I love exploring my sexuality with you, and I don't want that to stop, but no going behind each other's backs. As often as we can, we play together, but if we find someone to play with, we make sure the other knows what we've done, and when we can, let them know before we do."
"Aww, you just want to fuck our new housemates," Ben teased.
"And you don't?" Emily asked archly.
Chuckling, Ben admitted, "Busted!"
"Oh, Gawd!" Emily moaned as she moved Ben's hands to her Double-D breasts. "I want to watch you and Gin fuck! Then I want to fuck him, too."
"Oh? And if I said I wanted to watch you and Luna first?"
Emily grinned because she knew Ben and Gin would happen. He couldn't resist her. "Then, why don't we fuck them together?"
Ben laughed and then asked, "When do you want to get married?"
"My mid-year break is about six weeks away, so why don't we plan for then? I don't want a huge affair, just our closest friends and family. Then I'd like you to take me somewhere like you sent Gloria and Barry for two weeks. I'll throw away my pillbox the night of our wedding, and we can try getting pregnant immediately."
"You've got it all worked out, huh? Just how many children are we having?"
"Four, with about two years between each one."
"Jaysus!" Ben exclaimed. "You really do have everything planned!"
Emily giggled. "Oh, only since Gloria broke my cherry with her strap-on and I realised how much fun sex was!"
"What?" Ben gasped.
"I'm sure she wouldn't have if she'd known I was a virgin, so don't worry about it. I certainly enjoyed it, but not as much as I loved you being my second."
"Oh, wow, Ems! You mean I was your first man? The first flesh cock inside you?"
Emily nodded. "I hope that makes it special for you. It was for me."
"It was special because you wanted me to. It's even more so now I know I was your first man." Ben shook his head. "I guess I should have listened to Mum when she said you wanted my wedding ring."
Emily grinned. "Did she warn you off or just tell you I did?"
Ben thought through the conversation, then he grinned and replied, "She said I could do a whole lot worse and not any better." He thought some more. "Dad's fifteen years older than Mum. He got her pregnant when she was eighteen, and they married as soon as she realised she was."
"Ahh," Emily teased. "You come from a family of cradle-snatchers?"
Ben laughed and asked, "What do we do now?"
"Now? We go home and fuck, of course. Then tomorrow, you buy me a ridiculously large and expensive engagement ring, we tell our housemates, friends, and family, and then I put our mums in charge of organising our wedding. Knowing Gloria, she'll want to be involved, too."
"Will she be your Maid of Honour?"
"I don't think I'd survive telling her she wasn't," Emily said with an ironic laugh. "Who will be your best man?"
"John Murray, if we can marry on a day that he's available. That might be difficult because it'll be right dab in the middle of the AFL season. Gary Corcoran, Barry's dad, otherwise."
"It's all organised then. Shall we go home and fuck?"
"We shall," Ben replied, holding Emily's ass and then surprised her with his strength by standing up. They walked a few steps before Emily wriggled and wanted to be put down.
Then, they went home and fucked.
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About a year ago...
Barry's life had changed irrevocably. He was now engaged to Gloria; he'd learned that sucking a cock and being fucked in his ass was quite pleasurable, and he'd learned his fiancée loved it when he cross-dressed. Barry's eyes had been opened, and he discovered himself admiring men and women alike as he wondered what they were like in bed. He also often wondered how big the men's packages were and whether they'd please Gloria.
A new casual worker had started where Barry worked that week, and the scuttlebutt around was that the man had an enormous wang. Someone had apparently glimpsed it at the urinals and spread the word. This week, Barry was acting as leading hand because their normal leading hand was on annual leave. The newbie was on Barry's team, and Barry took the time to get to know him so he could learn the newbie's strengths and weaknesses so he could assign him work commensurate with his current skills and train him where his skills were weak.
"Hey, Scottie," Barry called as he walked towards the newcomer. "Gotta minute?"
"Sure," Scott Ingram replied, following Barry outside the warehouse where it was quieter. "What's up?"
"We need more high-reach drivers, Scott. You're pretty good on a counterbalance; how much experience do you have on a high-reach?"
"Not much. I'm safe but slow because I haven't spent anywhere near as much time driving a high-reach as I have a counterbalance."
"We need more pickers who can use a high-reach efficiently. It'll give you a better chance of being offered a permanent spot if you can."
"The pay here's pretty good, so yeah. I'll give it a go."
"Awesome! Let's get you checked out and signed off on one, and we can start you picking today."
"Sounds good to me."
Barry took Scott up to HR and told Glenda what he wanted. Glenda phoned the training officer, who took Scott outside and logged him into the electronics that allowed the high-lift to operate. Half an hour later, Nick signed Scott off, and Barry had another picker instead of a packer, loader and unloader. Packers, loaders and unloaders didn't need forklift licences, but the company preferred they held them so they could be swung onto a forklift if they were down forklift drivers. Scottie had been swung onto a counterbalance that day.
The day passed uneventfully until the shift ended. Barry needed to whiz, and as he stood at the urinal, Scott stepped up beside him. Now, ladies, men do not 'check each other out' when we stand at the urinals. To do so could provoke a smack in the mouth. However, new to his bisexuality, Barry couldn't stop from taking a surreptitious glance at Scott's willy. He blinked when he realised Scott held it with his entire hand and there was still shaft and head above and below it. Of course, Barry knew if he continued to stare, Scott would react poorly, so he did the typical male thing and stared at the wall above the urinal. But in his mind, all Bary could think of was how much he wanted to see Scott split open Gloria's cunt with it. He also wondered if he could swallow it.
Barry knew he needed to get out of there before his erection became apparent, so he shook the drops off and put himself away. "See you tomorrow, Scottie. You'll be on a high-reach again, so log yourself into one when you get here and then come and see me."
"Will do, Baz. See you tomorrow."
The two men got to know each other over the next few weeks. Barry learned Scott had followed his girlfriend over from Western Australia, only for her to dump him as soon as they got here. She was a Queensland girl who had hooked up with Scott while she was on a working holiday in Perth, but now that she'd returned, she decided her boyfriend before travelling to WA was the better option, and Scott went out the door. He was angry, bitter, and lonely, and as soon as he'd saved enough money, Scott was returning to Perth.
It was towards the end of his time in Brisbane that Barry came across Scott's profile on Biaustralia. He looked at the rare face pic and read his profile, noting Scott's preference for cross-dressers and transgirls. The profile stated Scott was over women and wanted to try feminine men instead.
Scott's last day was this coming Friday, and he was due to fly to Perth the following Sunday night. After work on Friday, Barry asked, "Doing anything tonight?"
"Nah. Just the usual, yeah? Go home and drink beer until I fall asleep."
"My girlfriend's coming over to cook dinner," Barry said, trying to sound casual as his heart pounded in his chest and his palms sweated. "Do you wanna come over and hang out?"
"Nah. Don't want ta be a bother."
Barry shrugged nonchalantly, even though he felt anything but. "Nah, ya wouldn't be. Come over, and we'll celebrate your last day working in Queensland."
Scott had little else to do. Baz was his only friend in Brisbane, and eating takeaway and drinking at his unit alone held no appeal, so Scott agreed. "Fuck it, why not? What's your address and what time?"
Barry got Scott's phone number and texted him his address. "We'll see you about six, yeah? Gloria will get there about then, so it'll be all good."
"Sure," Scott replied, happy to have something to do for a change.
Barry jumped in his car and called Gloria. When she answered, he said, "Scott of the enormous wang is coming. Can you get here early enough to do my makeup and help me dress? What? Yeah. I told him six o'clock. Cool, see you then."
Barry drove home with his nerves jangling. It'd be an hour before Gloria got there, which gave him plenty of time to shave every part of his body below his eyebrows and moisturise before Gloria did his makeover.
Gloria opened the door when Scott knocked. She examined the young man standing on the doorstep. 'Not bad,' she thought. 'Tall, not ugly, and with a good body. If his dick's as large as Barry says, this will be fun.' "You must be Scott," she said, smiling. "I'm Gloria, Barry's fiancée. Come in, Barry's almost ready. You might be shocked at his appearance, though."
Scott smiled back at the tubby woman before him. Gloria's overt sexuality and sexily displayed body caused an immediate reaction in his pants, and he wondered what it would be like to dive into the generous cleavage she displayed in her top. He thought, 'Lucky bastard! I bet this broad goes off in the sack!' "Yes, I'm Scott. Pleased to meet you." He held his hand out, but Gloria ignored it and hugged him instead. She stepped back, and Scott wondered, 'Did she just grope my cock when she let her hands fall?'
Gloria had! She couldn't resist a quick check to see if he was as endowed as her man had said. Gloria guided Scott to the sofa and asked what he wanted to drink. Scott held up the four-pack of Grolsch and bottle of Johnny Walker he'd bought. Gloria took them and put the beer in the fridge before bringing one back out to give to Scott. She brought one of Barry's Hollandia beers to have with him.
Gloria engaged Scott in a conversation as Barry waited in his bedroom, terrified about how Scott would react, and waiting for Gloria's signal. Scott immersed himself in chatting with his workmate's fiancée, trying to ignore his growing erection and wondering where Barry was. Scott was certain Gloria was flirting with him, but being a typical male, he wasn't sure enough he'd read her signals correctly to act on her flirts.
Finally, Gloria had had enough, and she took things into her own hands, literally. She reached over and ran her hand over Scott's severely tented pants front. "Is that for me?" She cooed.
Scott almost ran from the room, terrified about how Barry would react if he came out and saw his girlfriend rubbing another man's cock through his shorts. But before he did, Barry walked into the lounge. Scott looked up at the newcomer and realised he... she... it was Barry. His mouth fell open, and his cock lurched in Gloria's hand. Scott had always found tranny porn exciting, and with his girlfriend hurting him so severely, Scott thought it was time to date one. However, he was uncertain he wanted that one to be his work friend, Barry.
He watched Barry glide across the room and thought, 'He walks like a woman, and if I didn't know who he was, I'd think he looked like a woman. A masculine-looking one, for sure. But a woman all the same.' Scott's cock lurched in Gloria's hand again, and he was barely aware when she unzipped him and took it out.
"Hi, Scott. I hope this doesn't freak you out too much, but I saw your profile on Biaustralia and took the chance you'd like to play." He sat beside Gloria.
Scott looked down and then groaned as Gloria lowered her mouth onto his glans and sucked them into her warm, wet mouth. He groaned again when she swirled her tongue over them. He looked at Barry, disbelieving that he was dressed as he was, and amazed he wasn't pissed about his girlfriend blowing him. Still blown away, Scott didn't protest when Gloria shifted onto her knees before him and pulled his shorts down and off. Then, he watched awedly as she lowered her head and hoovered his cock down. His awe turned to disbelief when he felt Gloria's nose against his abdomen. No one had ever successfully swallowed all of him. Nor had they even gone close.
He looked at Barry, who was watching his fiancée work Barry's cock fixedly. Scott could see that watching excited Barry, and his ass clenched as he imagined Barry taking Gloria's place.
As if reading his mind, Barry said, "I would love to try sucking your magnificent cock if you'd like? I doubt I can swallow as much as Gloria, but I'd love to try."
Scott nodded wordlessly and watched, fascinated, as Barry knelt beside Gloria. Gloria released Scott's throbbing cock from her mouth and offered it to her fiancé. Scott groaned when Barry took his cock into his mouth. The first part of his constant fantasies had just come true--a tranny was blowing his enormous cock. He hoped the rest would, too. Next on Scott's list was to fuck a tranny before being fucked by her.
Barry struggled to blow Scott's enormous cock. Not only did the length defeat him, but its extreme girth challenged Barry's ability to suck and swirl his tongue over it. However, Scott's increasingly loud moans encouraged him, and spurred on by Gloria, Barry worked to bring Scott to fruition.
"Cumming!" Scott panted. Then when Barry kept sucking, he added urgently, "Cumming, Baz!"
But Barry wanted his gift, and it was too late anyway, and with an expansive groan, Scott's hips jerked forward, burying his thick cock in Barry's throat, and he unloaded into the tranny's stomach. By forcing his head back, Barry could taste Scott's last two sperm-laden ejaculations, and he hummed as he swallowed Scott's slimy, salty emissions.
Scott watched with his mouth agape as Barry and Gloria kissed, sharing his cum remains between them. The erotic sight meant Scott's cock hardly softened at all, and he wrapped his hand around his shaft and pumped it as he watched.
Gloria appeared to be concentrating on her man, but most of her attention was on Scott's impressive todger. She saw it was erect again, and she lay on her back and encouraged Barry to go down on her. Forcing men to fuck each other was high on her list of the hottest things to do, and she hoped Scott would take the hint of her fiancé's waving ass and stick that tremendous log in it.
Scott watched his friend eating the lushly sexy woman, and overcome with lust, he slid off the sofa and got on his knees behind him. He saw some lube sitting on the coffee table, and figuring Barry wouldn't have dressed as he had and blown him if he didn't want Scott to fuck him, Scott smeared some over his glans and along his thick shaft. He tentatively took hold of Barry's skirt hem and lifted it above his hips. When that got no reaction, Scott eased Barry's control briefs down and gasped when Barry's balls and cock sprang into view. He admired Barry's freshly shaven ass and balls and wondered if he dared to take Barry's cock and balls in his hand.
Scott looked up to see that Gloria had shifted onto her elbows, and she eyed him hungrily as if daring him to do it. He gulped and with a shaking hand, cupped Barry's balls, marvelling at their smoothness. Gloria and Barry's moans encouraged Scott to explore further, and he shifted his hand onto Barry's shaft. It was much smaller and thinner than his, Scott realised, and he wondered if that's why Barry recruited men to fuck his fiancée. It was part of the reason, but Barry was a voyeur more than a cuckold--he adored watching Gloria get fucked.
Barry's moans as Scott stroked his cock encouraged the sandgroper (Western Australian), and he took his lengthy cock in his hand and positioned his glans on Barry's rosebud.
"Can he take it?" Scott asked.
"My strap-on's a little bigger than you, so as long as you're gentle, it'll be okay."
Scott nodded and eased his cock into Barry's colon. He stopped when he felt the resistance of Barry's knot, afraid of hurting his friend. Barry took the decision out of his hands by sighing and pushing back. He jumped when his knot sundered, but then he moaned because Scott's cock scraped across his prostate. Moaning continuously, Barry pushed back until he felt Scot's hairy abdomen against his shaven ass.
"Fuck me," Barry demanded before diving back onto Gloria's juicy cunt.
Scott started slowly, only removing about half of his shaft from Barry's ass before pushing it back in. But it only took a few strokes before he felt Barry's sphincter loosen, and then Scotty increased the power and length of his strokes until he was pounding his workmate's hole. Harder and harder he fucked Barry until he heard him grunt. He couldn't believe it! Barry was about to cum from being fucked in the ass! Scott still had his hand on Barry's shaft, so he gripped it and pumped. Then, as he felt Barry's cum race through his shaft and spit from his cock's eye, Scott's orgasm hit him.
"Unfuckingbelievable!" Scott roared as he froze with his cock buried balls-deep in Barry's colon. He jerked after the first pulse of his orgasm blasted from his dick. He felt Barry clench down on his shaft, and he jerked again as he sprayed Barry's colon with his thick, milky cum.
Exhausted from the intensity of his orgasm, and feeling somewhat guilty he'd ass-fucked a man, Scott fell onto his back and closed his eyes. Feeling a soft hand on his balls and a warm, wet washer surrounding his shaft made Scott open his eyes. He looked down and saw Gloria grinning at him.


"That was some show!" Gloria purred as she wiped Scott's cock clean. Once it was, she lowered her head and took him in her mouth and resurrected his erection. Then, holding on to it, Gloria fell backwards, pulling Scott after her. She guided his enormous pecker into her sweltering cunt and pulled his head down to kiss him. She whispered, "Barry would love to fuck your ass. Are you game?"
Scott nodded nervously. He'd often masturbated, fantasising about fucking and being fucked by a tranny. The first part had come true, but did he dare let Barry fuck him and make the second part true also? He looked at Barry's straining but meagre cock and thanked the stars he didn't have a monster like his own. Many women had turned Scott down when they saw the size of his cock, and Barry's was only the second ass he'd ever been inside. Of course, there were other women who took one look and dragged him into bed. Size queens were as common as those too afraid to even try.
He jumped when he felt Barry's finger on his rosebud, but Scott made himself relax. At first, all Barry did was rim his chocolate starfish as Gloria pushed her hips up and back, fucking Scott's gigantic penis. Scott felt his ass flutter open as Barry exerted a little more inward pressure, and then he groaned as Barry's finger slid into his ass. Scot's erection refused to fail, though. He found being inside a wet and warm cunt with a finger in his ass sinfully wrong but erotically exciting. He held still, fearing when Barry would swap his finger for his cock. Instead, he felt Barry's finger move inside his colon and then it scraped over something.
"Oof!" Scotty grunted. That felt good! What the fuck was that? The finger found that spot again. "Umph!" He groaned, "Fuck that feels good! Oh, Gawd, do it again."
Scott's sphincter gaped open, and Barry knew he was ready for penetration. Excited beyond belief but trying not to hurry and hurt his friend, Barry positioned his cock and slid it into Scott's ass. He stroked in and out, changing his angle until Scott grunted, "Oof," again, and then Barry held that angle and increased the length and forcefulness of his thrusts until he was pounding Scott's ass.
Every stroke into his ass slammed Barry's pelvis against Scott's buttocks and drove the Western Australian deeper into Gloria's grasping cunt. The stimulation of his prostate, what Scott learned was his P-spot, and Gloria's sopping-wet cunt clenched around his meaty tool catapulted Scott to the top of his peak, and with a series of gorilla-like grunts, he orgasmed into Gloria. He felt guilty because he knew he'd hung her out to dry, but with Barry pounding him from behind, there was little Scot could do.
Barry knew Scott had cum, and would deflate and fall out of Gloria. He also knew her libido was raging, and she'd need it quenched soon. So, relaxing his restraint, Barry concentrated on how good Scott's no-longer-virgin ass felt around his cock. It took only four more pumps before he erupted into his friend's colon. Scott groaned as he felt Barry's cum coating his P-spot and knew his cock was already reviving.
He groaned again when Barry backed out of his bottom and moved beside him. His ass felt strangely bereft without his friend's cock in it, and Scott knew he wanted to experience that again.
"Move over, buddy," Barry said. "The bathroom is off the lounge. Wash your cock and ass and then present your cock to Gloria's mouth. She'll have you achingly erect in no time."
Scott watched, amazed, as Barry moved between Gloria's pornographically spread legs and started licking his cum, which was flowing from Gloria's quim. Shaking his head and hoping Gloria didn't want him to do the same, Scott stood and obeyed Barry's instructions. A few minutes later he lightly slapped Gloria's pouting lips with his semi-hard cock. To his delight, she turned her head and accepted it into her mouth.
For Scott, the rest of the night passed in a blur. He came in his hosts' mouths and asses, plus he orgasmed into Gloria's cunt twice. By the time they all finally slept, Scott was sure his pecker was rubbed half away.
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Present day...
On their way home from South Bank, Ben and Emily decided to delay the announcement of their engagement. Ben wanted to purchase a 'large and massively expensive' diamond engagement ring, and he also wanted to tell his and Emily's parents before they announced it to everyone else. Ben knew his mother, at least, would be happy and excited for him, but he figured his father would shake his head and say, "Lucky bastard!"
The earliest they could travel to Sydney to see Emily's parents and sister was when they'd be home from London the following month, which was about three weeks away. They returned home and went straight to bed to celebrate by trying to fuck each other unconscious. Emily succeeded.
By halfway through the second week, the new housemates had settled into their new rooms. They got along with each other, and there'd been only a few tension-filled moments as they learned each other's humour. People sometimes interpreted words said in jest as insults, but these moments quickly abated when the person feeling insulted realised the other was only teasing or being facetious. Overall, the existing housemates were pleased with the recent additions, and the newbies loved their new accommodations.
Wednesday rolled around, and only Emily, Nigel and Gin were home. Ben had a speaking engagement, and Luna was with Barry and Gloria again. She adored fucking the married pair because both would adapt their lovemaking to suit her tight, shallow pussy, and Luna could relax and enjoy, knowing neither would hurt her. Nigel had a rare weekday off because the Munich-based company he worked for had a statutory holiday.
Emily offered to cook, which Nigel and Gin gratefully accepted because although Nigel could cook a basic meat and three veg meal, and Gin something with rice or noodles, that was about the extent of their skills. Emily would whip up something delicious that teased the palate and satiated a hungry stomach. The boys helped as they could, with Emily assigning tasks and pretending she wasn't hot-to-trot and aching to kneel and suck some cocks.
Nigel left to take a whiz, and Emily whispered to Gin, "Go dress pretty for me. It's past time you and I got it on."
Gin gulped and ran for his room, passing Nigel in the hall as he did.
"What's up his ass?" Nigel asked when he entered the kitchen.
"Nothing, really. I just suggested that he change and dress pretty."
Nigel chuckled. "Emily Proctor, are you trying to seduce my boyfriend?"
Emily grinned at him. "Trying and succeeding! I'm having you both for dessert!"
Nigel pretended to be affronted. "Don't I get a say in this? I'm gay, you know?"
"Pfft! If you're fucking Gin in drag and Gloria, then you're bisexual at worst. I might even dare straight."
Nigel laughed. "I must thank Gloria for showing me that sex with a woman could be delightful and satisfying. If she hadn't seduced me, I would never have found Gin appealing because I didn't think I was attracted to the feminine. Now look at me; I'm imagining fucking you and getting a hard-on, and if there's a more feminine woman on the planet than you, I do not know who."
Emily worked that through in her head. "Umm, thanks, I think."
The pair laughed as Emily returned to making their dinner. Gin returned about thirty minutes later looking glamorous. Nigel kissed him passionately as Emily looked on enviously.
Dinner was ready, so Emily picked the seared and seasoned lamb strips from the pan and dumped them on top of the salad Nigel and Gin had helped her make earlier. Taking the bowl to the kitchen table, she placed it in the middle, and they sat down to eat. Conversation flowed, with lots of innuendo. They all knew where this ended, and everyone was looking forward to it.
Emily started the debauchery by sliding off her chair and onto the floor beneath the table. She saw the guys had their hands in each other's laps and Nigel's lengthy wang was throbbingly erect. She pulled on his sweatpants insistently and moaned when Nigel lifted his hips and allowed her to pull them and his boxer briefs down. Emily licked her lips as she fixedly watched Nigel's precum-oozing dick bounce before her eyes.
Almost in a trance, hypnotised by the computer nerd's enormous wang, Emily reached her right hand out and gripped its base. Her eyes widened when she realised she could wrap both hands around it and still have an inch or two of shaft and its glans above them. Moaning with need, Emily moved closer and enveloped Nigel's angrily purple glans with her mouth. Amazed by how big Nigel's glans were, Emily slowly worked the entire thing into her mouth. Her jaw ached as she tried to accept Nigel's cock's head into her petite mouth. Emily marvelled that Gin and Gloria didn't seem to have as much trouble.
She thought, 'There's no way all of that's fitting in my poor little pussy!' Emily wondered if she'd bitten off more than she could chew, almost literally.
However, Gin fixed it for her. He said, "Honey, let me take over here. Why don't you try sucking me?"
Emily nodded and released Nigel's gigantic cock from her mouth. Nigel stood so Gin could stay sitting and offered his cock to his boyfriend's lips. Gin had already pulled his skirt up and pulled his knickers aside, and he had his throbbing 7-inch cock exposed when Emily shuffled over before him and looked at it. It was a match for Ben's, and Emily knew she could handle it easily. Licking her lips again, Emily wrapped her dainty hand around the pulsing shaft and lowered her mouth onto its glans. This time, the cock slipped into her mouth without any trouble, and her lips pressed against her hand.
Emily moaned as her left hand delved between her thighs and circled her nubbin with her fingers. She let her hand slide lower, and accepted more of Gin's shaft into her mouth. Not wanting to just suck him, once she reached her hand again, she moved back, sucking voraciously, and following her lips with her hand. Reaching the tip, Emily swirled her tongue over it, and pumped the shaft with a twisting, up and down motion.
Gin moaned around Nigel's cock as he felt his balls tightening against his shaft. Although Gin preferred men, he wasn't averse to sex with women; it was just that he was quite submissive and preferred to take rather than give. And, at the end of the day, a blowjob was a blowjob, and this was a magnificent one! It was another of those differences from Taiwan. Virtually every person Gin had had sex with since coming to Australia was adept at it. It was only the one married man who Gin had seduced who had sucked at giving head. Pun intended.
Emily felt Gin's nuts contracting and knew it meant he was about to erupt in her mouth. She revelled in this newfound power she held over men, and jacked Gin as her heart pounded, anticipating his gift.
Gin groaned, "Oh, fffffffaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrkkkkkkkkk!" as his prostate cramped and dumped its load into Gin's shaft to mix with the sperm from his balls and spray into Emily's slurping mouth.
Emily hummed as she worked Gin's shaft and swirled her tongue, ensuring she extracted every drop. She'd gotten it all, so she let Gin push her off his sensitised cock. She got out from under the table and saw that Nigel had unloaded into Gin's mouth at the same time. Emily growled ferally deep in her chest and mashed her lips against Gin's. Her tongue probed along his lips seeking entrance, and when Gin granted it, she fished inside his mouth, searching for Nigel's cum.
Emily and Gin kissed for several minutes as their hands ran over each other, reigniting Gin's erection. He had more experience with women than his lover and knew Emily's needs had to be burning. So Gin stood up and laid Emily on her back on the table. Then, after he pulled Emily's knickers off, he pushed her knees back and apart, and lowered his mouth onto her dripping pussy.
"Oh, Gawd!" Emily moaned as she held Gin's head and encouraged him to work her pussy over. She was surprised by how adroit the sexy Taiwanese cross-dresser was at eating pussy. Emily didn't expect someone she'd assumed was gay would know what to do with a woman.
Emily had to bite her bottom lip to stop her laughter when she heard Gin explaining to Nigel what to do. She'd thought Gloria would have made him service her with his mouth, but then she realised Gloria would think that making Nigel do that was grossly unfair to him. Nigel wasn't heterosexual, after all. If he wanted to touch and taste a pussy, he would have at least tried to by now. Gin held no such qualms, though. He wanted to explore further with Nigel, and part of that exploration would include married couples and women.
She wanted to see what Nigel would do, so Emily propped herself on her elbows. She saw Nigel looking at her nervously and, concerned, said, "You don't have to taste me, Nigel. I know you're gay and have no interest in pussy."
Nigel smiled. Emily's simple refusal made it easy for him to taste her dripping essence. He thought, 'So different to semen. More tangy than salty and not as slimy.' He followed Gin's instructions and licked along Emily's slit and found her little button. Her gasp surprised him, and Nigel rocked back, afraid he'd hurt her. He realised Emily's gasp was of pleasure, and returned his lips and tongue to her pussy.
"Oh, yeah," Emily moaned a few seconds later as she fell back on the table. "Yeah! Right there! OMG! I'm there, I'm cumming!" It wasn't Nigel's skill at cunnilingus that tipped Emily off her peak; it was because Nigel cared enough for her to even try. She propped herself back up again and grinned when she saw her housemate grinning delightedly. "I guess you're bisexual now," she teased.
Emily sat up and reached for Nigel's enormous todger. It throbbed in her hand, and she pulled him closer. Emily had to know what having something that huge inside her cunt felt like. Nigel appeared reluctant, but Gin pushing on his back encouraged the affable computer nerd to move between Emily's thighs. Gin knew the fascination of wanting to see if his body could accept that monstrous cock inside it. He'd felt the same the first time he'd seen it.
Emily pulled Nigel forward until the tip of his cock was nestled against her juicy centre. "Push!" She said a little frustratedly.
There was no significant difference between the action required to push your cock into a woman's pussy and a man's ass. However, the sensation, as Nigel discovered, was entirely different. Emily's pussy oozed moisture because she was so aroused, and it didn't need any extra lubrication at all. And she was tight, so tight that it required a forceful, sustained push before her pussy sphincter opened and allowed Nigel's glans inside.
"Oh, lawd," Emily panted. "So big! So big! So fucking big!" Nigel slid about four inches into her, and Emily crested. Shaking like a leaf in a high wind, she screamed as her pussy fluids gushed from her cunt and splattered onto the floor.
Nigel eased back when Emily came and then pushed forwards. Another three-inches slid into the young, lush woman before she could accept no more. Nigel pulled back and pushed again, and all but an inch slid into Emily. Nigel didn't know it, and neither did Emily, but the average woman's vulva is about seven inches deep. Emily's had accepted an unbelievable nine-inches before Nigel's cock's head rapped against her cervix. And despite what some porn writers would have you believe, that was as deep as it could go because the cervical canal is a one-way passage from the uterus to the vulva. It dilates only when a woman is about to give birth.
Nigel was about to pull back and shove in again, but Gin stopped him. "Remember that depth. Some women like having a penis rap against their cervix, but for most, it is nothing but pain. Don't drive in that deeply again unless Emily asks you to."
Emily felt a little disappointed because Gloria had boasted about taking everything Nigel had, but she knew Gin was correct; there was no way her body could accept anymore. If Nigel pounded her, all it would do was hurt. However, every millimetre of movement made by Nigel's thunderous cock rubbed it against Emily's G-spot. Despite that all Nigel did was clench his buttocks in response to his growing arousal, Emily felt every bounce, and it sent her racing to her peak, and with another window-rattling scream, she leapt from it.
Nigel turned to look at Gin. "Do all women squirt liquid from their pussies when they cum? Gloria used to, too."
"Not always," Gin explained, grinning. "You've just gotten lucky with the two you've been with."
"More!" Emily panted. Nigel hadn't done anything but enter her and flex his enormous cock yet, and already she'd orgasmed twice. Emily wanted more... lots more!
"You heard the lady," Gin teased. "In fact, why don't you pick her up and carry her to your bed? We'll get her up on her hands and knees so she can ride you and control the depth of your entry."
Nigel looked at Gin and then Emily doubtfully. Emily wasn't overweight, but she was lush, and Nigel hadn't done virtually any exercise since graduating high school. However, when Emily sat up and wrapped her arms around his neck, Nigel grabbed her lusciously curved ass and lifted. Emily was lighter than he imagined, and although he struggled, Nigel carried her down the hall to his room.
Turning around, Nigel sat on his bed and lay down. Emily moved onto her hands and knees, and with her nipples rubbing across Nigel's scrawny chest, she rode him towards the precipice of her climax. By riding Nigel, she could control the depth of her plunge and prevent his dick from bottoming out in her vulva.
Emily rode him vigorously as her peak neared, but before she could leap, she felt her ass cheeks being spread and a warm, wet tongue probing between them. She froze. Although she let Ben take her in her ass, it wasn't her preference. However, Gin's tongue felt so licentiously sinful that she moaned and waited to see what he'd do. An oiled finger replaced Gin's tongue, and it slid into her ass. A second finger followed, and Emily relaxed. She knew Gin would prepare her to take him, and she'd never been double-penetrated, so this was a new and exciting experience.
She felt the fingers in her ass open and spread her gape wider, and then she felt Gin's hand on her hip. Emily knew he was about to enter her no-no hole, and an illicit thrill ran through her. She inhaled deeply and let it out slowly, trying to relax and not repel the invader. Even so, Emily bucked as her knot opened, but all that did was bounce her G-spot on Nigel's colossal wang, and she groaned as Gin slid home.
"Oh, wow!" Emily said awedly. "This is decadently good. Nigel, hold still. Gin, I'm all yours. Take me to heaven."
Gin chuckled. He'd do his best, but feeling his boyfriend's cock throbbing through the thin flesh separating Emily's pussy from her anus felt exquisite, and he doubted he'd last long. Hopefully, at least long enough to toss the lush woman on his cock off her peak. Gin held Emily's hips and started short-stroking into her. It didn't take long for Emily's sphincter to relax and allow longer and firmer penetration, and then Gin didn't hold back. He pounded into Emily's firm, curvy ass with everything he had and drove her hurtling up the cliff of her climax. She reached it, and with what was becoming a patented window-rattling scream, hurled herself off it.
For Emily, it was a period of decadent licentiousness. She was the passenger on Gin and Nigel's sex train, and as such, she surrendered herself to her lovers, and let them do with her as they wished. She'd thought from the urgency with which her Taiwanese lover fucked her he was close to cumming. However, Gin surprised her, and even after she'd rattled the windows with her orgasm scream, he continued pounding her luscious ass with long, fluid strokes. Every thump into her drove her along Nigel's shaft. Then, Gin ripped her back, also rubbing her G-spot along it.


"Cumming!" Emily announced. "OMFG, I'm cumming!" She crested again as her womanly juices flooded from her distended pussy and flowed over Nigel's balls.
Emily lay limply on top of Nigel. She expected her men to use her to get off, but Gin had other ideas. He eased out of Emily's ass and used some wet wipes to clean his glans and shaft. Next, Gin encouraged Emily to roll onto her back, and he covered her and slid into her warm, wet depths. Then, he looked over his shoulder and waggled his ass. "Come on, lover. My ass won't fuck itself!"
Nigel grinned. Although he loved being buried inside Emily's wetness, it wasn't the same as being in a man's ass, and he found her soft breasts against his chest off-putting. He much preferred muscular pecs resting there, or even Gin's breast forms. Real breasts felt... he didn't know... squishy? He wasn't opposed, but he didn't like it.
Nigel opened the lube bottle and poured a generous amount onto his hand before rubbing it onto his glans and shaft. He used a bit more to prepare Gin's ass, and then he straddled Gin's thighs, held his cock, and slid it into his ass. They fucked regularly, so Nigel sundered the Asian man's knot without causing pain or discomfort, and he stopped with his cock buried to the hilt in Gin's ass. Nigel held still to give Emily time to protest and for Gin's colon to adjust to his girth and length. Then, when he felt Gin push back at him, Nigel fucked him with long, powerful strokes.
With every stroke into his boyfriend's ass, Nigel drove Gin's cock into Emily. Then, as he increased the force, Gin's cock swept over Emily's G-spot. Her eyes flew open, and she moaned gutturally. "Fuck me, boys!" She demanded. "Fuck me hard and fast!"
So the boys did! Emily climaxed this way twice. She had a third when Gin used his tongue to clean her, and then a fourth and fifth when Gin fucked her doggy-style as she sucked Nigel's enormous cock. Sleep didn't come until sometime just before dawn the following day.
▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬▬
About 9 months ago...
Steven Burns, federal Minister for Roads and Transport, and his wife, Karen, got out of their government car outside Gary Corcoran's garage. They looked at their less than salubrious surroundings and wondered if they had been wise in doing what they intended. The long-time married pair were submissive sluts, but with Steven's position, they needed to be discreet with everything they did lest they bring scandal down upon the Prime Minister.
The Burns's previous Mistress had sold them out. She'd gone to the press with lurid details about her relationship with the Prime Minister's closest confidant and supporter and his wife. Fortunately, Steven and Karen had refused to allow their Mistress to take pictures, and they hadn't left an email, instant message, or paper trail. Steven and Karen sued for defamation and won. The courts granted them a hefty settlement from their former Mistress and the papers and news channels who had published the claims.
Because their former Mistress's accusations were true, despite her being unable to produce evidence other than her claims of when they'd met, Steven and Karen announced they were donating their settlement to the victims of domestic abuse. It was a cause dear to Karen's heart because she came from a physically abusive household.
Worried about their reputation being sullied again, the Burns looked around. There was nothing for it, so, girding their courage, they held hands and walked up the stairs to the unit above the garage, and knocked.
Gloria ripped the door open, gushing, "Todger, Cum Dump, come in. I'm glad you came. I didn't think you would." Gloria ushered the married pair inside and introduced them to the others already there. "Todger, Cum Dump, you know my boyfriend Barry, AKA Bianca. The others are Luna, the tiny, lush girl, and Neil, Barry's best friend. Guys, Steven and Karen Burns, AKA Todger and Cum Dump. Barry and Neil, Karen is yours tonight. Why don't you give her a gift now?" She turned to Steven and Karen. "Strip. Karen, remove Todger's cage. Luna, I think you'll love what he has for you!"
Steven has the smallest cock that Gloria has ever seen. It was less than 4-inches when fully erect. However, like Barry, Steven's exquisite oral skills more than made up for his less than impressive cocklet. Luna watched curiously as Karen removed Steven's chastity device and then clapped her hands, looking at it excitedly, when she realised it was as small as Gloria had described it. She'd never seen or heard of one that small either, but as her eyes roamed over the muscular early-fifties man, she knew Steven could pound her as viciously as he wanted to and she'd never suffer the pain of having his cock ramming against her cervix.
Steven looked at Luna, perplexed. He'd had many reactions to his diminutive cocklet, ranging from scorn to laughter and disdain, but he'd never had someone react with delight before. Steven was not complaining! He observed the tiny dervish before him. Luna had gone with her preferred outfit for when she played: 7-inch heeled boots, black fishnet stay-up stockings, clinging black hot pants, and a purple half-cup corset.
Steven thought, 'If only she were carrying a flogger! I'd be on my knees worshipping her already!'
He looked across to his wife and suppressed a chuckle. Karen was already on her knees, sucking Barry's cock, and Neil was about to take her from behind. He turned his eyes back to Luna, and his cock lurched when she saw she held a leather paddle and was pointing imperiously at the ground at her feet. Steven's submissiveness came forth, and with a needful groan, he dropped to his knees before the tiny but shapely woman.
"How may this worthless worm serve, Mistress?"
"Lie on your back and hold still."
Steven obeyed, and then watched, fascinated, as Luna peeled her hot pants off and straddled him. As soon as Karen freed his cocklet, it stiffened, and now it strained towards Luna. Steven didn't believe for a second it would satisfy her, but he would try his damned best to! He stared at Luna's trimmed pussy as she lowered it onto his cocklet. A moan escaped his lips when he felt the heat emanating from her cunt as it became close to his glans. Another followed when the tightest pussy he'd ever been inside slid down his meagre shaft. Karen did her Kegel exercises regularly so her husband could enjoy being inside her, but Luna's pussy was tighter again by magnitudes.
He remembered Samuel's party where Gloria had said she had a friend with a shallow, incredibly small and tight vagina, and knew she'd told him the truth. For the first time in his life, Steven felt manly whilst naked with a woman. He wondered whether Luna would let him take over.
He was about to ask when Luna sighed and said, "Perfect! You're entirely inside me, and there's no pain in my cervix. Steven, I want you to roll me over and fuck me like I'm your favourite dirty girl. I've never experienced that before, and I've fantasised about someone doing it ever since I realised my pussy couldn't take even an averagely sized dick."
Steven obliged gladly! Roaring with newfound confidence, he pulled Luna's corset down, and mauled her Double-D tits with his large hands. Steven took Luna's nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and twisted as he forced her to the left. Following the delicious pain in her breasts, Luna rolled with her lover until she was on her back beneath him. She giggled as she lifted her knees and wrapped her legs around the muscular politician's hips.
"Fuck me so hard you pound me through the floor!" Luna demanded.
Steven couldn't believe it! Luna's cunt squeezed around his cocklet, gripping it more firmly than he'd ever felt. Her wetness coated it, and her fierce heat demanded his reaction. Steven pulled back until only his tip remained inside Luna, and then he rammed his hips forward.
"Oh, Gawd, yes!" Luna panted. "Fuck me! Fuck me, Gawddammit, fuck me like you mean to!"
Luna was in raptures. No one, including Barry, could slam into her cunt like Steven was because it was too tight and shallow, and all it did was cause her pain. Luna preferred sex with women, not because she was a lesbian, but because she could do so without pain. Most men refused to respect her limitations, and they'd jam their dicks into her, trying to knock her cervix out of her throat, as if that were the height of pleasure for her. It wasn't. Those men Luna blew, allowed to take her ass, and then blew off, never to see again. As she crested on Steven's thrusting cocklet, she thought he could have her anytime he wanted!
'She's cumming on my cock!' Steven realised. Karen could do it, but almost always, he had to use his fingers and tongue to get her there. Before Luna, no one other than his wife had orgasmed solely from him fucking them. It was strange because even though he felt manly and powerful, Steven almost wept with gratitude.
Luna brought his attention back to her. She huffed and puffed as her orgasm blew over her, and then she said, "If you can go more than once a night, cum in me. Otherwise, you'd better hold off because Gloria will want some."
Gloria chuckled. She knew from past experience Steven was good for at least three, and given how eagerly he'd reacted to her petite friend, Gloria thought he'd perform better than that!
Steven stayed buried in Luna's cunt, grinding his pelvis against the tiny woman's thick clit, and ignoring her demand. Luna's nipples and clit were incongruously large given how petite the rest of her was, and Steven knew if he stimulated them, Luna would crest again. Steven felt masculine and dominant, and there was no way he was giving this feeling of power up anytime soon. Sure enough, after about five minutes of his strumming her nipples with his thumbs and grinding against Luna's button, her back arched and she pushed her hips up at him.
"Oh, lawd!" She said, moaning. "Fuck me again. Dear Lawd, fuck me!"
The federal minister had a wolfish grin on his face as he pumped his perfectly-sized-for-Luna cock in and out of her grippingly tight pussy. Steven knew the petite woman beneath him would cum on his cock again, and it made him feel more whole than he had since realising that Karen accepted and loved him despite his minuscule cock. Steven controlled his arousal, and when he heard Luna's orgasm pants, he relaxed his control and ejaculated into her.
"That was so amazing," Luna said dreamily after she'd come down from her orgasm high. "I would never have believed that vaginal intercourse could feel so good! I hope your wife will let me borrow you again!"
Steven looked over at his wife. Karen's face was coated with cum, and more oozed from her freshly fucked pussy. She lay with her shoulders on the ground and her ass still up in the air, looking around about as dreamily as Luna was. He chuckled. "If Karen can borrow your boyfriend simultaneously, it won't be a problem."
"Who, Neil? Not my boyfriend. He's just someone I fuck with Gloria and Barry, occasionally."
Gloria broke into the fun. "Right! Get yourselves cleaned up because dinner is almost ready."
Neil, Barry and Steven let the women go first and then followed them. Everyone sat at the table in time for Gloria to place their stir-fried chicken and noodles before them, and after clinking glasses and saying, "Cheers," they settled down to eat. The conversation flowed, with the Burns surprised by their hosts' witty repartee and insights into what had gone wrong with Australian society. Steven realised he needed to meet more of his constituents more often because he received a better understanding of the things affecting middle-income Australians over dinner than he ever got in the echo-box that was Canberra.
Gloria took control after dinner. She instructed Todger to lie on his back and then made Luna straddle him and accept his 4-inch cock in her wet, tight, and shallow pussy. Then she told Brian to take Luna's delectable ass. Satisfied her guests were doing what she wanted, Gloria sat in the couch's edge and demanded, "Cum Dump, get your lips and tongue on my cunt. Neil, ram your cock into Cum Dump's colon and then smack her saggy ass and fuck her as viciously as you can."
Karen was anything but saggy. She took her role as a cabinet member and touted future Liberal Party leader's wife seriously and kept her figure deliciously toned. However, Gloria's demeaning words excited her, and Karen moaned as she obeyed her new Mistress's commands. Her previous Domme wasn't anywhere close to being as dominant and demanding as Gloria, and Karen hoped for many more nights like this. She moaned as she lowered her face and slid her tongue onto Gloria's dripping entrance.
All around her, Gloria had directed the sexual couplings of her fiancé and guests whilst getting nothing for herself, and Gloria was horny! When Karen latched her lips around Gloria's button, Gloria grabbed the back of Karen's head and ground her sweltering cunt against the early-fifties woman's face.
"Eat, bitch!" Gloria snarled.
It was precisely the type of domination Karen desired--forceful and enforced with strict discipline when necessary. She moaned as her needs rose and pushed her face between Gloria's wobbly thighs. Barry and Gloria had begun their new exercise regimens, but they hadn't been on them long enough for there to be much change yet.
Karen had been quite the slut during her university years, and when her husband, who was a lawyer, and earning his stripes in the Liberal Party. When Steven was elected to the seat of Longman in Queensland, Karen curtailed her lecherous activities and concentrated on being the dutiful wife of a federal parliamentarian. Her husband's promotion to the ministry made being discreet even more important.
However, the need for more than what Steven could offer her in bed remained with Karen always. She discovered a small group of like-minded parliamentarian wives, and she explored within that select group. The wives' various parties would be shocked to learn of their fraternisation across party lines. But as a stiff cock has no conscience, nor does a wet pussy. The sex at these events was sublime and sated Karen's need for double and triple penetration, but they left her submission needs unfulfilled. Creating a fake profile put Karen in touch with a BDSM Mistress and allowed her and Steven to explore that part of their personalities.
But as has been discussed, the woman betrayed them and tried to extort money from the high-profile, married pair. After that, the Burns' only outlet for their sexual peccadillos was Samuel Brooks's monthly parties. But it wasn't until the previous one that Samuel had invited a full-blown BDSM Mistress. Steve and Karen were glad they'd met Gloria and her fiancé, Barry. All of that ran through Karen's head in a matter of moments, and she put those thoughts aside and breathed in Gloria's heady arousal smell. It excited the early-fifties woman, and she slid her tongue into Gloria's gushing entrance.
Neil knelt behind Karen and was about to follow Gloria's edict and shove his sturdy, just under 6-inch cock in her ass. But before he did, he remembered the briefing he'd received from Gloria when she'd invited him to help. He looked around and spotted a flogger shaped like a ping-pong paddle. Neil picked it up and then rammed his dick into Karen's colon. Karen grunted but didn't object or complain, so Neil laid the paddle on her lower back and gripped her hips. Then, ripping her back as he thrust forwards, Neil fucked the 50+-year-old woman's ass as viciously as possible.
Karen's moans were music to Neil's ears. Gloria had promised him a rare chance to top a woman when she asked him over. Typically, Barry and Neil served her when they played together, and Gloria revelled in making them do 'gay stuff'. However, a blowjob is a blowjob, regardless of who's giving it, and from behind, a tight ass was just that--delectable to be inside and fucking it. Therefore, Neil didn't complain when Gloria made him do it. Neil was not-so-secretly in love with Gloria, and although he wouldn't interfere with their relationship, he could hope it ended so he would have a chance with the bodacious, tubby broad.
Karen's needy moans returned Neil's attention to the task at hand, and he picked up the paddle. Holding it in his right hand, Neil whacked Karen's ass cheek. Her aroused moan told him that Gloria was correct; Karen would love the pain from the sting. He whacked her again before swapping hands and repeating on her left cheek. The excitement of disciplining a woman sent Neil scampering towards his peak. The problem was that he was miles ahead of Karen and Gloria in that climb. Neil didn't know how to slow down or speed them up.
With the sting of the paddle sending Karen down towards subspace, she'd neglected Gloria's cunt. Although the action before her was visually exciting, it was nothing that Gloria hadn't seen before, and it did little to raise her arousal. However, tonight wasn't about her. It was about cementing the relationship between Barry and her and the minister and his wife. Ensuring the married pair enjoyed themselves enough to want to return was paramount. As such, Gloria considered what Karen and Steven needed, and knew it was for her to be their Dominatrix.
Nodding to herself, Gloria got off the couch and dropped her short skirt. She picked up her strap-on and stepped into it before buckling it into place. Ready, she snapped, "Neil, force Cum Dump onto her stomach, and then roll onto your back. Cum Dump, ensure Neil's dick does not escape your saggy ass!"
The demeaning words caused Karen to moan, and she clenched Neil's cock tightly as she allowed him to roll her over. Karen put her hands on the ground beside Neil's chest and propped her upper body up so she could observe what Gloria was doing. She watched with desire as Gloria picked up a small, multi-tailed leather flogger. The sting from the paddle had been nice, but the pain from the flogger would be exquisite.
Karen marvelled at how this mid-thirties, lusciously bodied woman could read her and her husband so well and give them what they needed. Her previous Mistress had no clue, Karen realised. She only went through the motions of Domination and submission, with no read on what her submissives' primary needs were.
Karen watched through eyelids heavy with arousal as Gloria knelt between her pornographically spread thighs. Her body tingled, anticipating the strike. She wasn't disappointed.
Gloria observed Karen's fit and toned body, choosing the sights for her blows. She wanted to end by striking Karen's clit until she orgasmed, but she knew it couldn't be with the flogger she currently held. If she did, she'd hit Neil's balls as often as she struck Karen's clit. Gloria did not think their reactions would be the same! With the sights chosen, Gloria drew the flogger back and slapped it down between Karen's drooping 32C breasts. She then rolled her wrist right and left, bringing it stingingly across Karen's nipples. Without pause, Gloria welted Karen's lower chest and stomach and down to her pubis.
"Argh, argh, argh!" Karen grunted as the lips of her pussy flowered open like petals to the sun. Her juices flowed freely and soaked Neil's balls.
Gloria tossed the multi-tailed flogger aside and picked up a narrow, plastic-reinforced leather one. She pushed Cum Dump's knees back and apart and told Neil to hold them back and hold still. Then Gloria adjusted her position to ensure she struck only Karen's clit and slit. Taking aim, Gloria walloped Karen's clitoris as hard as she dared. Karen's entire body locked down as the pain morphed into pleasure and sent pleasure signals to her brain.
"Ffffuuuuucccckkkkkkkkk!" She hissed as the heat in her soaking cunt soared.


Gloria waited until Karen's spasm passed, and then she cropped the woman's clit again. Another spasm locked Karen's body down, and then after Gloria had lashed her button twice more, Karen squealed and came. Liquid burst from her cunt and sprayed over Neil's balls and thighs.
Neil hung on to his self-control by the barest margin. He knew Gloria was just getting warmed up, and if he wanted her to invite him to more of these events, he needed to make her happy. Neil was right, because Gloria moved between Cum Dump's thighs and rammed her 'cock'; into the older woman's juicy cunt. Gloria used her about 6-inch 'cock'. She'd discussed Karen's preferences, and although she loved multiple penetration, Karen didn't particularly like lengthy cocks. Pain was her only companion when someone with a 7+-inch cock fucked her forcefully.
Neil picked the number thirteen and started doubling it in his head, trying to distract himself from feeling Cum Dump's tightly clenching anus and Gloria's thick 'cock' rubbing over his. Gloria fucked Karen to three more orgasms before the older woman cried enough. Gloria withdrew her 'cock', and Neil rolled Karen onto her stomach. He released the control he held over his arousal and filled Karen's colon with cum. He slid out of her and started to stand to get a washer. Before he could, Gloria sent Cum Dump to fetch cloths and clean them both.
Meanwhile, Luna had climaxed from being double-penetrated, discovering that having two small cocks in her lower love holes simultaneously was delicious. Like Gloria, Luna realised the hurtful, uncaring words of many women had destroyed Steven's ego. She knew he needed to realise he was still a virile, manly man despite having a cock smaller than four inches. She said, "Steven, I have never had anyone vigorously fuck me doggy style from behind before. Even Barry is too long for me to allow him to do me that way. I've fantasised for many years about being fucked that way. Will you do me the honour?"
Steven could not believe his luck! He nodded eagerly and got onto his knees. Luna got onto all fours before him and guided his tiny pecker into her squelchingly wet cunt. She rocked on it experimentally a few times before concluding that no matter how far inside her Steven was, he wouldn't bang on her cervix. Excited beyond belief, Luns demanded, "Fuck me, you big brute of a man! Fuck my sweet little pussy like I'm your favourite dirty girl!"
Karen heard Luna's ecstatic words, looked over and almost cried. Her man was fucking someone who was delighted by his minuscule pecker. She could tell that Luna wasn't acting. Steven's cock actually was perfect for her shallow and tight pussy. Already, Steven's shoulders were back and his spine straighter. His voice had taken on the depth and timbre it had when he was addressing the chamber. She could see his confidence returning with every forceful stroke into Luna's tight, short channel. What made everything perfect for the Minister for Roads and Transport was that Luna was about to cum! He, Steven Burns of the minute cock, was about to doggy fuck a woman to orgasm!
Karen turned with wet eyes to see Barry on top of his fiancée and Neil about to enter Barry's ass. She giggled, feeling pure joy, and swung her leg over Barry's back. Karen waited until Neil had seated himself inside Barry's ass and then she presented her cunt to his tongue. Karen suspected Neil wasn't wholly comfortable doing homosexual acts, and thought having him eat her pussy as he did them would help distract him from what he was doing. She was right; it worked!
Dawn's early light found the six lovers still sprawled in the lounge. None of them knew what time they'd finally stopped fucking, but it seemed an ungodly short time ago. They all took quick showers knowing it was unlikely the hot water would last for everyone. They doubled up in the stall, so that helped. Gloria shared with Barry, of course. Steven and Luna shared one, while Neil and Karen had the last. The hot water ran out before they finished, but they kept going until they were clean because the weather was warm enough.
Gloria and Luna made breakfast, then Neil and Luna left. Gloria finally allowed Todger and Cum Dump to dress, and once they had, said, "You'll serve me every month during Samuel's parties. Cum Dump, I will sometimes send you to the paddling pool to be with Courtney, but I know that's not your only need, so other times you will stay with me for the night. Steven, if Luna tells me you've been approaching her behind Karen's back, I will cut your cock off. Am I clear?"
Steven nodded, so Gloria continued, "In between Samuel's events, you will tell me what weekends you are available, and I will arrange for you to visit at least once."
Steven asked, "How much do we owe you for last night, Mistress?"
Gloria's eyes widened, and she shook her head. "What? Oh. No, nothing. Last night was because I like you and want us to be friends."
Steven and Karen exchanged looks. Their last Mistress was a financial domme, and they'd thought Gloria was, too. Steven recalled the night and realised he wanted to be friends with the foursome. They were 'real' people, the likes of which just didn't appear in Canberra. He said, "Karen and I want that, too. Thank you for choosing us, Mistress."
Karen and Steven left, and Barry and Gloria went to bed.

The End.

Postscript: Reader numbers and ratings for this series have always been all over the place. Some chapters have rated highly; others barely above a four. I think all tales have been told, and all couplings explored. I've enjoyed writing about Ben and his household, and I hope those who have made it to the end have enjoyed reading them.
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